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A c k n o w l e d g e m e n t s

 George Orwell reminds us that “all people who work with their hands 

are partly invisible, and the more important the work they do, the less visible 

they are.” This is especially apt when you consider a magazine like the one 

you now hold in your hands, which is the work of numerous people you may 

never see—generous friends, students, and colleagues who put in time to make 

this book possible. Thanks to all the students of the Spring 2016 ENG175 

class, who pitched in with alacrity in the several weeks of readings it took to sift 

through the numerous submissions. Special thanks go to Josh Lewis, Amanda 

Truin, Virginia Shirley, and Deb Hibbard for hunkering down with red pens 

at our annual editing parties, which were helped along by chili and music 

and shots of fruit smoothies. Thanks to Amanda for her deft wielding of the 

penultimate Oxford comma, as well as staying late to help with the final stages 

of the manuscript. A special tip of the hat to Josh for suggesting our 2017 

theme. Thanks also to Cheryl Sullivan for offering advice and helping with 

editing before the magazine went to press. Thanks to Richard Connolly, for 

editing in the final weeks of magazine production, and especially for the pretty 

astounding baked goods that rival anything I’ve ever tasted. Special thanks to 

Ciara Cable and Jesse Wells for putting together the magazine’s new webpage. 

And no acknowledgement would be complete without the warmest thanks 

extended to Michael Bodnar for designing the cover and for all the tireless 

assistance with the final stages of production of the magazine through InDesign. 

Your help is sincerely appreciated. As always, much gratitude to Sandra Cohn 

and the fine folks at Bob Carr Printing for production of this year’s magazine. 
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Boundaries
w Call for Submissions w

Breaking Ground 2017 
S U N Y  B r o o m e  L i t e r a r y  M a g a z i n e

Send us your best original poetry, fiction, creative non-fiction, memoirs, 

artwork, photography, or graphic stories for our annual theme issue.  

As with past issues the only criteria are vividness, vitality, depth of 

thought and expression and, above all, excellence.  The theme of the 

2017 issue is boundaries, partitions, barriers, and borders: all those 

unyielding things that separate us—those actual, tangible boundaries as 

well as those that separate us intellectually, spiritually, and emotionally. 

Reading and Submission Period:

September 1, 2016 to March 27, 2017

For submission guidelines, and to submit your  
creative work during the submission period, go to  

www.sunybroome.edu/breakingground
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Famine or Feast: An Investigative Rant

You know this already.

A hungry man sits hunched over in the doorway of a vacant building, a 

wooden crate of lemons near his feet—two for a dollar, a sign says propped 

against the brick wall. He found the fruit this morning in the dumpster in 

back of a supermarket. His sister has been searching for him for two years, and 

his last known address was a halfway house in Buffalo. His canvas trousers are 

held up with a length of coarse rope, and he stares without seeing. He wears 

one sock, no shoes, but the weather is mild today, even though a warm rain 

is falling, and so most of the people in summer clothes passing by do not 

think anything of it. Across the street in a brightly-lit restaurant, a couple 

sitting by the front window watch the rain. There’s untouched food left on 

their plates and while they wait to be served dessert and coffee they argue over 

the smallest of things, whether Sweet-’N-Low is actually food. Behind them 

in a booth, four people dawdle over a ponderous menu the size of a small 

novel and recite a litany of calories. “I’m starving!” says one. Up the street, 

in full view of cars breezing past, twelve ordinary people run frenetically on 

treadmills positioned by the picture windows. Across from the gym, a thirty-

foot woman on a billboard vaguely promises “a better you.” In a department 

store, a man squanders the rest of his morning looking for beach chairs. He’s 

wary of a swindle, and so he comes away with nothing. The man with the 

crate of lemons runs three fingers through his thin hair, and watches all the 

feet passing along the cracked sidewalk, some crossing the street to take shelter 

from the rain beneath a striped awning. A man with a broken umbrella exits 

a pharmacy with a paper bag of prescriptions. He takes a candy bar out of his 

pocket and shoves it in his mouth as he passes by an appliance store window, 

where twelve TVs, all tuned to the same commercial, feature a man in a suit 

smiling as he says “You’re going to like the way you look.” 



ix

Do we recognize these people? More importantly, do we recognize 

ourselves in any of them? I can see each, as if they actually exist beyond this 

page, and at one time or another, they have existed, the product of a long 

memory that retains images of encounters with various men and women 

I’ve met. 

There’s a storm of ideas coming at me as I think of “Feast or Famine,” 

the theme of this issue of Breaking Ground, and not all of them are nice or 

comfortable. “Finish everything on your plate,” says a voice from long ago—

“think of all the poor starving Chinese.” The logic of that always sidestepped 

me. If I wasn’t going to eat it, well, didn’t it make more sense to box up all 

those leftovers and send them to people in need? I could never comprehend 

how stuffing myself was going to alleviate anyone’s hunger. Even more curious: 

in Roman history we learned about the odd practices of orgies—when people 

would gorge themselves at banquets and then, unapologetically, tootle on 

over to the vomitorium, what I came to understand, euphemistically, as the 

feather room. It seems to me that our long and complicated human history 

has been one of excess and indulgence throughout the ages—which has always 

lived alongside want and destitution, the Haves having, and the Have-Nots 

continuing to be invisible or neglected. 

Food is ephemeral; it disappears. Imagine all the meals ever eaten—all the 

food ever grown, caught, produced, hatched, plucked, fermented, harvested, 

extruded, kneaded—since the beginning of time. Probably, it would fill up 

two worlds. But here’s something smaller than a world: at a favorite aunt’s 

interminable dining room table, Thanksgiving dinner is set for 24, and platters 

of food keep emerging through a swinging kitchen door and filling the table so 

that there’s hardly any room on the tablecloth for the elbows of all the guests. 

There’s a smaller table, where the grownups have set places for the children 

who complain about the parsnips. Someone says grace, Norman Rockwell is 

mentioned, and then all of us pile slabs of turkey on our plates, perhaps, if we 

think of it, acknowledging the across-town contradictions where people we 
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don’t know are eating donated food ladled on their plates at a soup kitchen. 

Beyond this feast of memory I think of all-you-can-eat buffets, the notorious 

excess of smorgasbords, as we stuff ourselves until we can’t stand and then 

push away from the tables, crying enough is enough! We’re not so far removed 

from the Romans, for maybe the smorgasbord is just the modern version of 

the vomitorium. Maybe we stuff our minds, too, with all the crap ideas that 

seduce us into believing in the myth of prosperity in this land of plenty. What 

do we know of famine in the United States other than as a distant rumor?  We 

send donations to NGOs and delegate responsibility with our checkbooks. 

We are all culpable, whenever we look elsewhere at all the things we toss out. 

Famine is not just vaguely happening somewhere else to those other people; 

it is everyone’s problem, because we are, after all, all connected. 

Maybe we’ve become so inured to images that we cease to be moved in 

profound ways. I’m thinking of two arresting photographs that are burned 

in memory, one of a Sudanese child dying of malnutrition, with a vulture 

waiting in the background, the other of a starving Bangladeshi child in 

bandages, lying in a camp hospital. I remember all the pictures I’ve ever seen 

of the aftermath of genocide. These images sear my consciousness. We don’t 

have to go very far to find terrible suffering, if we open our eyes. How can 

we enjoy a feast with the knowledge that little separates us from famine, the 

terrible result of poverty and injustice?

And now my attention shifts again, and I think of silly expressions that 

trivialize matters. Listen to those gathered in that booth: “I’m starving!” 

says one, and someone else responds “Yuh, well, I’m so hungry I could eat 

a horse.” Maybe it’s just harmless hyperbole. We know people don’t really 

mean it. Still, someone’s aunt observes “oh, you know, he’s just starving 

for attention,” and you don’t immediately think of food. You think, okay, 

that’s just a figure of speech. You don’t think of hunger strikes, or Gandhi. 

What else am I indignant about? Well, to continue this tirade, how about 
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the narcissism of product names that actually celebrate gluttony. Consider, 

for example, the weirdness of an ice cream named “Death by Chocolate” 

or the double meaning of “Double Stuf.” To play with language so that you 

convey the image of dying of too much food while others across the planet 

are starving—maybe if they’re lucky eating just one impoverished meal every 

third or fourth day—is an obscenity. I’m impatient with such foolishness. 

Do we ever consider some of the words we use to shape our reality? Starving 

for whatever—fill in your own blank—trivializes starvation. These are, all of 

them, momentary lapses of reason.   

A short story I’m working on now centers on a fictitious show where 

people are perfectly okay with who they are—there is no need to change their 

appearance. It challenges the whole notion of extreme makeover shows. In 

the beginning of the story two people sit at home waiting for a call from the 

hospital, while a massive TV, which has become the epicenter of their living 

room, blathers away in the background: “They had bought it, impulsively, 

the day after Thanksgiving, fighting other Black Friday shoppers as the entire 

world was put up for sale; they were still paying for it, and Briggs resented 

that it took up so much of their living room–-wherever he wandered in the 

apartment, people on the screen made it a point of following him around….

Now they listened to the indolent yawp of commercials and frequently 

switched the channel to game shows where contestants dressed like bananas 

and screamed answers two octaves above middle C. Mostly it was just white 

noise, and they endured what was on–-ads for deodorant, bug zappers, crime 

dramas, tooth whiteners, car insurance, extra-absorbent diapers, Court TV, 

mouthwash, extreme weather, processed cheese, fast cars, diet food, eyeliner, 

chicken fingers, laxatives. The TV kept at it: You’re too fat, too skinny, too 

depressed, your hair is wrong, you’re bald, you’re not rich enough, not sexy 

enough, not young enough, you lisp, your teeth are yellow, stand up straight, 

work those abs, don’t dress like a schlub, take off the flab, put on the pounds, 
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go to a gym, stop voting that way, send all the foreigners somewhere else, 

level that mountain, dump whatever’s left out at sea. They didn’t take offense 

at any of it because the messages were all directed at other people who were 

such morons that at first Briggs and Naomi failed to recognize themselves in 

any of it.”

When more than half the world is without clean drinking water or decent 

food, the variety of food we have available in any average supermarket seems 

another kind of obscenity. 

Sam Keen in his book Faces of the Enemy suggests that what we hate and 

fear most in ourselves, we project onto others; we create enemies from these 

denied aspects of ourselves. So perhaps when we turn away from the starving 

man hunched over in a doorway, or someone living in a carton constructed 

from materials our society tosses away, perhaps we are seeing ourselves in 

them, and we fear this is who we soon may become. That in itself should give 

us pause to do something about it, and many of us certainly do. But others 

may instead propose the building of walls to keep out the “thems” of society, 

who are always with us.

Peter Marin, in “Helping and Hating the Homeless,” presents us with 

this caveat: that our urge to help the homeless doesn’t necessarily have its 

roots in compassion; rather, it comes from our urgent need to clean them 

up and get them out of our sight. We’re uncomfortable with difficult truths. 

We’re uncomfortable with despair, hardship, slovenliness, famine, feasting, 

cancer, death, suffering.

George Orwell in the 1930s saw a man in Marrakech who had become 

seriously deformed by the many years he’d been hunched over his lathe. Orwell 

observed that “all people who work with their hands are partly invisible, 

and the more important the work they do, the less visible they are.” I think 

of that each time I go into a grocery store and see the mounds of papayas, 

the containers of strawberries, the displays of ripening bananas, the bins of 
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grain. Few see the hands who bring these to our tables. Many may not own a 

table—many may sit on an earth floor when they eat around a cooking fire. 

Many cannot even afford the food they produce for market. And where does 

it all come from? Aisle 12a? A factory farm? Peru? I think of humble meals 

shared elsewhere in other countries, where there is so little variety. I think to 

eat simply must be some form of prayer.

But I’m just one more voice raised against all this noise.

This issue of Breaking Ground focuses on much and little, on scarcity and 

impoverishment, as well as excess and the many permutations of food and 

consumption. The writers and photographers working with this year’s theme 

present a much-needed conversation about poverty and justice. In the land of 

plenty we are unaccustomed to famine because for many it is a distant rumor, 

something that happens elsewhere, or in a different time from our own. But 

look around you now, and you will see it right here in New York, right here 

in Binghamton, right here on your own street. Consider where you yourself 

stand at this moment in time as you examine the works contained within.

    — Christopher Origer, April 2016
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Fiction

To Eat Like Birds
Vi r g i n i a  S h i r l e y

v  On e  v

I’d ask if you’d ever heard of the Maledix Wren, but of course, you haven’t. 
No one has heard or seen our kind – at least not that they know - for 
thousands of years. We were created as man made the transition from 

Ignorance to Awareness. X, a lesser god of healing, created us as help mates. 
We wrens were quick, efficient. We devoured the lesser ill feelings attached to 
trespasses of almost any kind. Man, we were told, could not spend so much 
of his time fretting over the errant spending of his words and deeds. We ate 
his sins, his words, his memory. We gleaned these things so effectively that 
man stopped calling on X and simply relied on us. A god forgotten ceases to 
exist, and no deity goes willingly down that path. X was angry and afraid. To 
make matters worse, Lokia, the foremost amongst us, had gotten arrogant, fat 
with purpose. Lokia devised a contest with our creator. We would spend a day 
at our tasks and whoever tired first lost the right to practice our craft. What 
X didn’t realize was that he had made us insatiable. Even now, all birds must 
eat more than their weight every day. The other gods arbitrated our contest, 
agreed it was fair when X lost. X was furious. (One of us ate his name – we 
must never speak it, lest he may return)
 “I am their maker,” X said. “As I go, so they go.” But the gods forbid it. 
He was not allowed to destroy us. But they turned their backs as when he 
cursed us to a thankless, invisible life. Before he left he tore out our feathers, 
left us naked and sickly pink. He wrenched our wings free and ground them 
under his heel (most of us still have the twin ghosts of scars on our backs). 
Finally, he reached into our hearts and turned us into man. Flightless, song-
less, at first we wept bitterly. And then we got to work, cursed forever with 
imperceptible service. 



v  Two  v

 We’re each of us in the Wren family born with our gift, given over to men-
tors to help us hone our craft. We end up as therapists, as priests, counselors 
of all kinds.
 My older sallow skinned siblings, who are of indeterminate sex, gorge 
themselves on sin. They look youthful, almost childlike, until you get close 
enough to see the effects of their feasting. Their skin is lined and cracked, 
their eyes pale, their hair brittle. You’d think with all the horror in the world 
they’d be corpulent and sluggish. But they’re lithe and quick, whisper thin. 
 “What happens to all that sin?” I once ask them. Adam and Eva speak in 
perfect unison.
 “It becomes an avalanche. A tidal wave. Cancer.”
 In the old times, a sin eater would eat their fill, then sleep until the sin had 
resolved itself. 
 “You just let it loose?”
 “We can’t begin to eat it all,” they say. “We disgorge nuclear catastrophe, 
calamity, stinking heaps of addiction…”
 Eva goes solo. “Or a cat, toying with a wee little mouse.”
 My wild-eyed middle sibling Vivien makes her meal on words. She steals 
them in the middle of orations, out of common conversation, sucks them out 
stealthily before they can even from. She is all the books thought of but never 
written. She is the comebacks that tremble on the lips, unspoken or that slip 
fully formed from the brain hours later. 
 “What does that taste like?” I asked her once.
 “What?” 
 “Staircase wit. When people can’t get the words out, or don’t think of them til 
later.”
 “They each taste different. The first is vexive. The second is mildly moldy 
but sweet. Like Brie.” She licks her lips. “L’espirit de l’escalier.”
 “What’s that?”
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 “Stair case wit.” She smiles, clearly feeling it on her tongue. “Even though 
I detest them, most everything tastes better in French.”

v  Th r e e  v

 We started with the best intentions. But years of service, of power, of 
boredom and repetition have left marks as deep as the scars from our miss-
ing wings. Often my siblings are cruel. The twins often refuse to soothe the 
torment of the truly penitent while devouring the offenses of a rabid excuse 
for a human being. The first may kill themselves over the weight of their of-
fense while the second continues, blithely compounding the damage of his 
actions. 
 Vivien punishes by not taking words when she should. She leaves them 
free to bite and sting, to trip and embarrass. The worst are the damning ends 
to lover’s quarrels. She leaves the words to do their damage, eating only the 
“No, Don’t!” or “I’m sorries.” She claims that hurtful words don’t digest, but 
I know she’s a liar.
 I am an eater of memory. My mentor trained me meticulously, then had 
me cut my teeth on the elderly. He brought me to a nursing home, full of 
emaciated bodies and eyes that were both shiny and dulled by fear. 
 “It’s like picking fruit,” Dalarhyde Wren reminded me. I looked and it was 
true. Memories buzzed above the head of nearly every patient like tethered 
flies. Stuck fast but wanting free.
 “Eat.”
 And as he taught me I called them to me. I tasted warm sunshine on the 
grass, the silky purr of a kitten. Tasted the iron and ash of war and bitterness 
of break-up. The realization of love was sweet and salty and made my heart 
trill. Jealousy was surprising, addictive, like an English ginger sticky pudding. 
A day fishing in a still boat on a still lake was intoxicating, the glint of light 
on the fish scales made me swoon. Taste the rainbow…if Skittles only knew.
 “Slow, Alan.” Dolarhyde put his hand on my shoulder. “Slow at first.” 
 I was unsteady on my feet, drunk with memory. I drooled, had to stop 
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myself from wiping at my mouth and damaging fragile images that lingered 
there. Slowly, deliberately, I cleaned it from my face with my tongue. Memo-
ries finally leave to prepare the body for death. There must be no tether, no 
connection. There can only be freedom to move on. Some of what I take 
fades. I delete other bits completely, like hitting a key on a computer. Oth-
ers are precious, curious. I recycle them, slip them in the ears of anesthetized 
dreamers, give them to writers and poets, tuck them into flowers, toss their 
ashes back to the river, to carry them back to the ghosts who bore them. Some 
of them I keep.

v  Fo u r  v

 I haven’t told you of my own cruelty.
 Years ago, I reaped the recollections of a most singular woman. We entered 
an unspoken negotiation – I took all the memories, but left her the one she 
cherished above all others for the last. This would stay with her until just 
before I took away the body’s memory of how to function. Justine had a life 
that twenty people could never have lived. It was lush, an impossible garden 
of choice. She chose to keep the memory of her one true love, a man denied 
to her by class and color and distance. What I do had always been easy, but 
when the time came Justine fought me for this memory with a ferocity I had 
never known. It pulsed with joy and pain and energy and lust. It trembled 
inside me, like…like a wren trapped in the cage of my ribs. Shortly after, I 
took that last spark of knowing from her, and she forgot to breath, to pump 
her heart. But what I took was still desperately alive inside me…Well. That 
bit that I took could have launched the career of poets, of novelists or play-
wrights. Shakespeare had something akin to what I took, but only because it 
was given him by one of my kind. Selfishly, I kept what I took. But this is not 
my cruelty, only a small part of it.
 I have no excuses. I hoped Vivien would take away what I must confess, 
but she won’t touch a single syllable. Here is my cruelty. There is a woman I 
love, who does not love me back. She saw me for who I was, was fascinated, 
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but still did not love me. I took away her memory of knowing my secret, took 
away the knowledge of our simple friendship. Made her own mind lie to her 
about how she truly felt about me. I replaced it with the essence of Justine’s 
singular love. How do I sleep at night, with her hand on my chest and her 
head near my shoulder? How do I allow myself to look at her looking at me 
with another woman’s love for another man? I don’t have the twin’s talent 
with sin, but can expel enough on my own. I justify what I do because my 
feelings are real, not counterfeited or adapted. 
 A year into our love, Ann remembers. I come home to an empty house, 
an empty bed. I use what I have gleaned from her consciousness and find her. 
She’s angry, hateful. I don’t blame her. Don’t wish for Vivien to take away her 
words. I wait for her to be spent and sigh.
 “Come home,” I tell her.
 “Don’t you do it,” she backs away. “Don’t you dare.”
 But it’s already done, and she’s standing there staring. 
“Hey,” she says brightly. “When’s dinner?”
 I take her in my arms, her back in my chest, my chin at the crook of her 
neck. “What would you like?” I’ve turned her flight into a romantic getaway, 
a make up for a trifle of a quarrel. We exist in a quiet, comfortable harmony. 
But she remembers again in six months, and I repeat the cycle. This time 
we have three months and she leaves me again. She’ll be terrified, she knows 
I’m coming for her. She rages, throws things, smashes anything at hand. She 
weeps until snot pours down her face and her eyes swell. She lays in a heap, 
waiting for it all to be over. What else can she do, really? Who can she tell 
that would believe her? When I take them, these memories are hard to hold 
down. They’re fiery and acrid, nearly impossible to get rid of. I spend nearly a 
week thinking it over. Can I do this to her again? Can I do it to myself? How 
soon will she remember this time? How does she remember, or come to know 
again? I steel myself. I’ll have to take more of her this time.
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v  F i v e  v

 She’s easy enough to find. She’s at the same hotel suite as before, waits 

silently on the bed for me to come in.

 “Ann,” I say.
 “Stop.” She looks at me defiantly. “Just stop.”
 Something feels wrong. I’m reaching for what’s inside, but it won’t break 
from the stem. And then I see the other Wrens. The twins, my sister Vivien. 
Dolarhyde. Others. 
 “Alan.” Dolarhyde greets me sadly.
 “What’s this?”
 “An intervention,” Ann laughs almost hysterically. Vivien blinks slowly, 
and Ann is silent.
 “Please…” I’m drawing a blank.
 “Don’t,” Vivien finishes for me.
 “You should leave now,” Adam and Eva say to Ann. “Wait for Dolarhyde 
in the hall.” They brush her back gently and she seems to walk a little more 
erect. 
 I want to beg her not to go, but I can’t speak, can’t resist. And they take her 
from me. They take her scent, the sound of her laugh. Gone is her crooked 
smile, the little scar on her hip. They take that first day I saw her in the park, 
walking a pack of half a dozen dogs with ease. I told her she looked like she 
was in the Iditarod, and we talked about dogs, the slyness of cats. We talked 
about…Oh, god, what did we talk about? Every reflection, every recollec-
tion of our time together faded until I only remember that there had been a 
woman. A woman I had loved. A faceless, nameless woman that turned me 
inside out with what I’m ashamed I called love. Instead of taking my sins the 
twins bear down hard, picking them open like a festering scab to burn me 
over and over again.
 “Stop,” I begged.
 “Stop what?”
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 But I don’t know exactly. And then they’re gone, all but Vivien. She 
smoothes out the bedspread, and motions me to sit. My head throbs with 
confusion. With the pain of absence. With the knowledge that I’ll never re-
member any more than what they’ve allowed me. And the shame of a terrible 
trespass. Vivien pets my back, but there is no comfort there. I don’t think she 
really means to make me feel better.
 “No one will help you with this,” Vivien tells me. “No one will lessen 
your punishment.”
 I’ll live forever vexed by a memory that will never come, one that will itch 
like a phantom limb. What little remains is welded fast, a cruel reminder that 
I’ll always remember that I can’t remember. Vivien kissed my forehead and 
this time there is tenderness. I don’t know how long I spent sitting on that 
bed, alone. All I know is that I have to go home, again alone.
 In the parking lot a toddler loses her balloon shaped like a teddy bear. Her 
face is a canvas of shock and betrayal. She begins to scream as it sails higher 
and higher, eddies on some unseen current of air. Her mother tries to comfort 
her, to no avail. She tries to call for Teddy to come back, but the words are a 
slurry of frenzied disbelief.
 “Say good-bye,” the mother finally says. She’s down on one knee, waving 
good-bye at the balloon. “Say bye bye.”
 But the child continues to shriek with a hurt she doesn’t quite compre-
hend. Good, I think. Feel what I feel. Share the ache of something taken from 
you so unfairly. But I see her memory, bright and thrumming, a white hot 
hole inside her.

 I reach out, take it, and swallow it whole. m
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Non-Fiction

Waffles
S a r a h  K n e e b i s 

Every weekday morning, when I was still quite young, my grand-
mother would fix me a plate of Eggo waffles. I’d lie on the living 
room carpet, waiting patiently for the pop of the toaster oven, scrib-

bling made-up monsters into loose-leaf pages of a tattered notebook. As 
she waited, she’d lean up against the white kitchen counter, and gaze at the 
towering backyard tree. I like to imagine she was thinking about her son, my 
uncle John, who had planted it forty years before to collect rainwater, which 
had often made the backyard a suburban swamp. She’d flinch a bit when 
the two plain waffles sprang, then plop them onto a floral-print plate. They 
were then finished with a generous slab of salted table butter (or two), and 
drenched in a sticky pool of Aunt Jemima’s syrup. Finally, she sliced them 
each into eight distinct pieces – six crispy parts of the outside rim, and two 
extra-soggy center squares. 
 I’m remembering this now, which is three years since her passing, and I 
can’t help but feel that my memories should carry a bit more weight. I’d like to 
think that her countless sacrifices, made necessary by the unfathomable chal-
lenge of raising six kids on powdered milk packets and hardly more than that 
of a coal miner’s paycheck, might be what first comes to mind. Or perhaps I’d 
be reminded of her unwavering Catholic devotion, which seemed, when I was 
young, to be remarkably commonplace. “You say the Hail Mary for each little 
bead, Sarah,” she would’ve said. “For the big ones, you say the Our Father. 
And for God’s sake, the rosary is not a necklace. Now don’t you go putting 
it around your neck.” Or, if I’m going for profundity, I might remember one 
particular night. A night in late October, when she took my hand in hers and 
whispered, “Please, pray for me. Please, ask God to take me home.”
 Instead, I’m stuck on those morning waffles. The slapping sound they 
made against the plastic plate, the crunching and cracking as the but-
ter knife cut through. The overly-sweet taste. The way the syrup always 
managed to creep up the fork’s handle, which always left me with sticky 
fingers. That’s what comes to mind when I think of her. Sticky fingers and 
morning waffles. m
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Poem

Awe
R i c h a r d  C o n n o l l y 

For a Fiend

We stand in awe,
tell ourselves we are made
from the dust of Stars, or
chosen to live by a God who
breathes us into life.

We stand in awe,
watching a Universe revolve,
making us small by its immensity.
We yearn after the beauty of the Moon
and the majesty of the Stars,

but the stars do not know who they are
and the moon has no feelings to cast into
verse, and god does not know what it is
to love and not be loved.

Out of everything that is, was, or ever will be,
You alone are You, and there is no more
eternal validation than that which you have
by virtue of the simple fact of your being.

Majestic in your madness,
beautiful in your bitterness,
sacred in your sins,
the universe stands in awe of You.
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Fiction

Secrets of a Bitter Taste
S h e l l i  C o r d i s c o 

She stared at the water as it swirled swiftly round and round and ever 
downward, a miniature, contained tornado spinning away the evi-
dence of her self-destruction. All she had to do anymore was bend 

down to her knees and lean over the side. No fingers shoved down her throat 
were needed to awaken her gagging reflexes. They were ever present now, ever 
ready. Just kneel down and bend her head in prayer to the clichéd porcelain 
goddess and the purging of all her sins would happen spontaneously. It was 
that easy. And the easiness of it is what shamed her most. 
 Today it was nearly the full case of those stupid Snickers chocolate bars. 
“How many was that?” she dared ask herself. “Twenty-four? Thirty-six?” 
 Her mom had bought an entire case of Snickers chocolate bars from a 
neighborhood kid who was selling them for a school fundraiser. Or maybe 
it was her sister who was selling them, she didn’t really know (truthfully, she 
didn’t care). All she knew was that they were hers now; and after her parents 
had left, she’d shoved the box out of sight to the very back of the very top 
shelf of her bedroom closet. She wasn’t going to share them with the others. 
She was going to keep them hidden. She was going to forget about them. She 
was going to win this time.
 But she didn’t forget. And they didn’t stay hidden. They taunted her. They 
lured her over and over again to reach up into the darkness and drag the box 
down. Today was not the first day she’d consumed one chocolate bar after 
another until the vortex of rushing water rose up to engulf her. She willed 
herself off her knees, moved to the sink and cupped handfuls of water to her 
mouth until she was rid of the bitterness clinging to her tongue.
 Even then, the spiteful cycle wasn’t over. Now it was time to head to the 
corner drug store where she filled her backpack with enough Snickers bars to 
replace the ones that had jeered and mocked her from behind the closet door. 
It was desperately important to her that the box would be refilled and hidden 
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away again before anyone else came home. God forbid one of her housemates 
happened upon the box. She needed it to be full. 
 Still, the endless ritual of it all was one that burdened her with guilt and 
shame and fear. The absurdity of it did not escape her, but nor did it stop 
her. She was bound by a perverse addiction that fed her vanity as much as it 
devoured her psyche. Somehow she had fallen prey to the irrational, albeit 
textbook notion that if she was thin enough and stayed that way, she would 
be loved. She would be happy, and she would matter. Staying thin was the 
key! Just as important, if she was seen eating more food than those around 
her, she would be held in poor judgment. She would be scoffed at; or worse, 
she would be pitied. What a slovenly pig! The most unsettling part was that 
she had not gone looking for this compulsion to befall her. It had overtaken 
her in stealth mode before she understood what was happening, before she 
recognized its stranglehold. 
 No other human being on earth knew that this obsessive-compulsive-
binging-purging secret was packed within the baggage full of demons she 
carried around with her. She was on her own with this one. It was different 
freshman year when she was living in the dormitory. There she discovered the 
art of starving herself, plummeting from a size twelve-plus to a size zero in 
little more than one semester, and falling asleep every night to the screaming 
sounds of her empty stomach. There were some kind people who noticed 
what was going on then (they noticed even before she did!). They confronted 
her more than once. They told her they were worried. They told her they 
cared. But they weren’t the ones she was searching for. It was not their atten-
tion and worry that she craved.
 In the end, it didn’t matter anyway. Starvation became simply an oasis for 
her to visit and return to on occasion. It yielded a powerful sense of control 
in an otherwise turbulent existence. Yet it was not a lifestyle she could sustain 
indefinitely. So of course, it was added (rightfully!) to the mental list of fail-
ures she diligently kept about herself. 
 Now, she was no longer looking for attention and caring. She avoided 



it. Her clandestine food orgies left her feeling wildly out of control. De-
termined to prove otherwise, she forced herself (rather recklessly she knew, 
although she’d never admit it) to maintain an image of normalcy to everyone 
around her. 
 “Don’t let yourself get fat. Don’t let them see you eating too much,” chant-
ed the voices in her head. “Take care to fall apart in isolation,” they admon-
ished. “Be quick to hide the chaos scattered all around you before anyone 
sees,” they lamented.     
 Many years later, she would look back on days such as these with an ach-
ing heart for the broken girl she had been. More vivid in her memories would 
be the day she walked away from all of that nonsense and never looked back. 
It really did happen like that too. One day she just stopped. She just walked 
away. It was that easy because finally she thought she’d found what she’d been 
searching for. And for a moment, perhaps she had. 
 Yet late one night, she was startled to find herself on weary hands and 
knees counting empty liquor bottles strewn all around him on the basement 
floor. It was not the first time she’d found him this way, but the realization 
of what she was facing (and how she was broken still) had finally surfaced. 
The clinking of glass on glass as she gathered the bottles into a brown paper 
grocery bag cut through the thick, heavy silence of her sleeping household. 
She woke him and held onto his half-conscious body as he stumbled up the 
stairs and into the bathroom. She stood staring at her own reflection in the 
mirror as he grasped onto the sink with one trembling hand and reached for 
the mouthwash with the other. She waited numbly while he swished the cool 
green menthol liquid around in his mouth, knowing he would never be quite 
rid of the bitterness clinging to his tongue. 
 Then she was in the car, driving to the all-night convenience store on 
the other side of town. She needed to find some Coke or Sprite or some-
thing to replace the liquor bottles whose contents had been drained down 
(down, down, down) his eager throat. The hazy glow of the refrigerator light 
would find her soon enough, along with the fitful sounds of him rummaging 
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through every shelf looking for a soft drink to quiet the roaring in his head 
and calm the ocean waves tumbling inside his stomach. It was a routine she 
knew well, and tonight she didn’t feel like tempting a useless battle. So in the 
car she went. Nearly there, she pulled up in front of a darkened, shuttered 
house where a recycle bin sat next to some overflowing garbage receptacles at 
the curb. She quietly and carefully placed the grocery bag in the recycle bin 
and drove away. God forbid one of her children, or a friend, or even a neigh-
bor happened upon all those empty liquor bottles at the house. She needed 
them to be gone. m      
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Fiction

Skeletal and Wanting, Let’s Starve the Negative
A m a n d a  Tr u i n 

I pulled you off the convenience store shelf because there is something 

I want to tell you. Your big smoky eyes, glossy and one-dimensional, 

stare back at me from your papery vantage point and you implore me 

to explain myself. Your sisters stare at me, too, each glance like a paper cut, 

slicing the too-frail skin of the self-esteem of my youth. I study your face; the 

jawline, the cheekbones, your smile that seems to house all the teeth in the 

world in a cavern of perfect joy. You look happy, and your eyes seem to tell a 

story. But what are you really trying to say? You were put here on this shelf to 

make me think one thing, but I try to read you as something else. Polished 

angels like you are a standard for beauty that I have become accustomed to. 

How close am I to you? The voice of society says that to be accepted, I must 

fit on the scale somewhere near you. I’ve been bombarded every second by 

images and words of what I should strive to become. 

 “You’re not good enough the way you are.”

 “Change yourself.”

 “Become someone else.”

 “Here is who you should be.”

 If it’s not coming from outside influences then it’s in our minds, the con-

ductor conditioned to lead a train of tormented thoughts in our inner voice. 

I’ve seen you before. I’ve seen how far your papery tendrils reach, the lure of 

your exquisite self, dragging people of all ages through the sludge of inau-

thentic, tumultuous goals. 

 It seems we’ve come to an understanding. You reach your skeletal fingers 

forward, clutching me, and I fall, deep into the story beyond the pages of this 

paper shrine to perfection. Your paper-self and I watch as we enter the bath-

room of your teenage years, and there you are, your face hovering above the 
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porcelain abyss. Just down the hall in your room there are microwave chicken 

wing boxes under your bed, and snack wrappers twisted in the folds of your 

comforter. Your dresser is a choose-your-own adventure through the draw-

ers of Candy Land. There’s a measuring tape hanging by your floor-length 

mirror; it knows what numbers you are looking for. In the corner lies a grey 

sweatshirt and sneakers, broken from the heavy use of your running ragged 

routine. But here, in this glistening tomb of Listerine and despair, here is 

where your throat seizes with the fire of a thousand thoughts of self-doubt 

and loathing. Every morsel you have consumed in a frenzy of wretchedness 

is exhumed to a watery grave. This is the purge before the next that will sat-

isfy that shriveled part of your soul that reaches to be understood, gripping 

in claw-like hands any crumbs it can grasp. The meat of your body shrinks 

around your bones and you feel the heady waves of emptiness fill you until 

you feel you could float away. 

 They call it a disorder, but for you, it provides the only order you feel you 

can control. 

 I wanted to tell you something, remember? I look from your paper hand 

to your perilous wells of sorrow, almost eclipsed by painted lashes, glued and 

shaped to your eyelids. With my hand over my heart, I reveal to you my 

unseen truth. Within this bone-lined cage that houses my most prized pos-

session, your plight is writ. My blood beats out a fighting rhythm, sounding 

the call to bring us both to the front line of this war on psyche. You reside in 

my heart; your struggles are mine, I will be your shield and hold you up when 

you feel too weak to stand on your own. I want you to read the scales that 

measure capabilities, not the weighted scales of your burdens. I’ll help you lay 

down the impossible standard that society is placing on your gaunt and jag-

ged shoulders. Leave those pages of splendor and nonsense, and let my faith 

lift you up. I won’t tire or stop, and together we’ll silence the snarling hounds 

of self-punishment and judgment. Breathe and heal, I’m here for you. m
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Poem

Twenty-Six
L y n s i e  B e l v e a l

I.

I counted
the number
of steps you took
to make it from the front door
to my bedroom,
twenty-six

but you stopped coming around
after your legs
gave up on you
because even they
were tired of carrying you
around

I slammed
your bedroom door
hard enough
to watch the hinge
break off
when my mother
said
you were a saint
for dying.
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II.

she brought home
a Bible
the day after
you told her you were dying,

she let it collect
dust on her nightstand,
the same nightstand
where she left her ashtray,
smoking cigarettes,
getting high

each time
I did not flinch
when she told me
you were dying,

she said
I’ve been thinking about God lately,
God will help you
try to forget

an occasional
Christian
when the occasion
calls for it,
with get-well-cards
lining
your hospital room,
God can
fix
the terminal
if you ask
nicely
enough.



III.

You cried
telling me
how terrible it is
to die,
how the white
sheets on your
hospital bed
remind you
of death.

You can’t
feed yourself anymore,
a tiny baby
in the body of a 55-year-old
whining
about things it does not
understand.
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IV.

I said
we’re all going to die

but not as soon as me,
you said.

I sent a card
to your mother
with a pre-written
apology for your death,

followed up with
a handwritten note
detailing how much you changed
my life—
read between the lines

7pm
someone
is taking your body
and burning it

I wonder
if they think
you were good,
or if the rough
wrinkles
on your face
are enough
for them
to shove your body
in the fire
and forget
about it.
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Fiction

Great American
M i c h a e l  B o d n a r 

The rickety percussion of empty cans announced Mark Grovony’s 
arrival to his neighborhood’s Great American grocery store. He 
wheeled two loaded carts in, both double-stacked with over-

stuffed plastic garbage bags. The odor of plastic mingled with that of stale 
beer, cigarette ash, and chewing tobacco spit. When Mark opened one of 
the bags, the stink magnified. One by one, he inserted cans into an auto-
mated machine. All of them were either Milwaukee’s Best or Piel’s — the 
two cheapest brands available in town. 
 Faced with this tedium, Mark went into auto-pilot; his mind detoured 
to other matters. Mark had a lot of questions. Angry questions. 
 “Why did the transmission blow on my Ford Bronco before it reached 
80,000 miles?” he thought. “Why don’t I make more money, since I work 
so hard? Why is the government giving away everything for free to lazy slobs 
who keep bleeding the system?” he wondered. “Their women keep having 
babies —e ach with a different man — so they can collect more welfare. 
And that welfare money is coming out of my paycheck every single week. 
Why don’t any of the women I want see what a good guy I am?” 
 One of the cans was too mangled for the machine to register the 5-cent 
refund. He pitched it into a nearby garbage can. 
 “Why is Major League Baseball letting foreigners into the league? What 
part of ‘national pastime’ don’t they understand? It’s bad enough that the 
game got invaded by all sorts of riff-raff who don’t belong here; and now 
they’re bringing in all sorts of animals. Was it a coincidence that all of them 
joined the league when Clinton was in office?  Goddamn draft dodger.” 
 Mark picked up a can upside down. It was quarter-full of warm beer and 
chew spit. The vile stew flowed into his hand.
 He had been an athlete for as long as he could remember. Though he 
was in his late twenties, he still proudly wore the satin jacket that came 
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with the wrestling championship he had won during his junior year. Wres-
tling wasn’t even his main sport; his football coach made him wrestle in 
the off-season — to keep him in shape, and out of trouble. He had played 
American Legion baseball every summer until he aged out, and tried out 
for the Minors a few times. He didn’t make the cut. Obviously, they al-
ready had too many whites on the team – and needed to make the racial 
quota, he figured.
 The bottle return machine gulped, whirred, and crushed each can, one 
by one. Mark had unconsciously built a rhythm. He wondered how he 
could prove he had what it took to compete — and dominate — in the 
game. Playing by the rules couldn’t even get him on the field. He was dis-
enfranchised by the politically-correct powers that be. There had to be an 
alternative. This called for bold moves. p
	 Meanwhile, Ronny Crowningshield was in the stockroom of the Great 
American. The area was crowded, with large clear plastic bags stuffed to 
capacity with aluminum cans and plastic bottles. Cardboard boxes were 
filled with empty beer bottles, and stacked six feet high. He briefly glanced 
over his shoulder to ensure no one was watching. Ronny slid the bags, its 
contents rattling, to reveal a makeshift lounge the size of a prison cell. In-
side was his friend Aaron Kuhr, who was sleeping off a hangover on a bed 
of half-inflated plastic bags. Ronny, Aaron, and their other friends in the 
store’s crew had concocted this secret space exactly for this sort of thing. If 
they partied too hard a night before work, each could take turns cat-nap-
ping while the others would cover for them. The boys successfully kept their 
mini-fort a secret from the rest of the staff.
 Not everything was going so well for this band of buddies, though. They 
were in need of a new go-to haven for regular drinking; all of them were 
either still in high school, or were recent graduates. None of them were of 
legal age to buy alcohol. For years, they had been congregating in a shack on 
the property belonging to the parents of Ben “Has-Ben” Hoppes, a member 
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of the gang. Has-Ben’s parents permitted them to have their parties there 
— and even secured the alcohol for the crew. They figured that they couldn’t 
stop the boys from drinking, so they may as well give them a safe place to 
indulge—plus, they hoped to eliminate the chances of them driving drunk. 
It didn’t exactly work. A couple of months before, Has-Ben and Ronny had 
decided to take a midnight joyride on an all-terrain vehicle after hours of 
binge-drinking. They wrecked the ATV in the woods, and both of them were 
seriously injured. Ronny’s father, in an act of fury, knocked the shack down 
with his truck and snowplow afterward. That incident also marked the end 
of the Hoppes family’s role as alcohol procurers for the gang. Their previous 
justifications for doing so had proved faulty, and Ronny’s father threatened to 
sue them for serving minors if they continued.
 So, now the boys were hard-up for a regular source of alcohol — as well as 
a place where they would have free reign to drink it.p
 A few weeks later, Mark’s squalid apartment was over-run with beer cans 
again; it was time for another run to the Great American. Mark had been do-
ing a lot of thinking—something that might seem impossible to do in such 
a setting. Dirty laundry was strewn throughout his quarters, on every chair 
and on the floor, along with random garbage—shattered egg shells, a used-
up deodorant stick, a pile of receipts, junk mail, and empty packaging from 
frozen dinners. The kitchen garbage can was overflowing. Dirty dishes were 
stacked in the sink. Mark would simply wash them as needed. He had more 
important things to be concerned about. He had devised a plan for whites to 
take back the national pastime. First, he thought about forming an all-white 
baseball league. He quickly realized that the politically-correct powers that 
be would never let that stand. Also, such a league would be open to criticism 
that they weren’t including the best of the best by excluding minorities. Mark 
intended to address that criticism, and expose it as moot. Ideally, he wished 
to form an all-white team to take on both the National League and American 
League All-Star rosters to prove his point. Mark knew that wasn’t realistic, 
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and that he would have to build his way to that goal. He would have to 
start small. “Think Globally, Act Locally” read a poster that he had seen. As 
much as he loathed what he interpreted as their “liberal enviro-Nazi” cause, 
he couldn’t argue with the logic of their slogan. With these grand plans hover-
ing in his mind, Mark loaded his car with bags full of cans, and cruised to the 
Great American. p
 Ronny stepped out of the shower and quickly dried off. He was hustling 
to get ready for his next shift, wiping the fog off of the bathroom mirror with 
a towel. While dressing in the crisp white shirt and black bow-tie mandated 
by the company, he thought about how he couldn’t go on like this forever. 
Carrie, his girlfriend, was pretty – which was really his only requirement for 
a mate. She had a tendency to over-react. For example, she threw a fit when 
she found a copy of Playboy in his truck. She considered his possession of 
the issue to be “cheating.” She defaced every picture of Miss July and Pamela 
Anderson in the magazine, and scrawled “YOU FUCKING ASSHOLE!!!” 
on the cover. Then she confronted him about it with a red-faced tantrum 
— while he was bagging groceries at the supermarket.
 For their second Valentine’s Day together, Ronny made the mistake of 
buying her a ring — which she inferred to be an engagement ring. In her tear-
ful, ecstatic response, she emphatically accepted his unintentional proposal. 
Ronny had no idea how to back-pedal without destroying the relationship.
 Carrie was prodding him to start a family life with her right away. He 
went along with all the talk, though he had no intention of embracing placid 
domesticity – that sounded to him like a lifestyle for retirees, not young folks 
just out of high school. It didn’t help that Carrie was less than exciting in the 
sack. Her skin tasted like soap, since she was such a germophobe. She hardly 
moved when they were physically intimate. Encounters with her were like 
eating a piece of fruit without being able to taste it. For all his discontent, 
Ronny was also comfortable. At the age of sixteen, he moved in with Carrie, 
her mother, and her 10 year-old brother – in their modest home among cow 
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pastures, corn fields, and weeded foothills. It was a land that always looked 
like the color of dirty burlap, regardless of season. The small family embraced 
Ronny as one of their own, and were never less than kind to him. Their ac-
ceptance made him feel like he was on the hook to be the “man of the house,” 
though. He was increasingly feeling suffocation at the prospect of signing on 
to such a small life. At the moment, the comfort was a trap that kept him 
inside the fence. p
	 From the Great American parking lot, Mark wheeled in the first two gro-
cery carts of his cargo. The atonal metallic rattle and clang alerted Ronny 
and Has-Ben, who were emptying the automatic redemption machine. Mark 
groaned when he realized he would have to wait for the boys to service it. 
“Just my luck,” he thought. The boys were lamenting about how they still 
needed to find a place to drink, and bouncing ideas off each other. Mark was 
well in earshot, and this thread of conversation caught his attention. The boys 
were young, impressionable, and looked athletic. He kept listening. Before 
long, it was clear that the boys had a number of friends in their circle—maybe 
enough to form the nucleus of an eight-man team. Mark realized that he 
could host the boys’ recreational drinking. Over time, he could influence 
them—and eventually adopt them as his own clan. All that stood in his way 
was the minor task of tidying up his apartment to meet the sanitary require-
ments of a frat house. 
 As the boys finished servicing the redemption machine, Mark approached 
them. “Do you guys like baseball?” m
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Poem

Credit and Blame
S u s a n  S t r a c q u a d a n i o 

Riding high on strong shoulders at the heroes’ parade
Or clinging to pieces of the foundation that’s been laid

Once the sensible voice to rouse others awake
May suddenly be cursed and scorned—burned at the stake

The ones who are praised 
Those met with disdain

Turning on a dime, and walking with fate
One can sink into a sea foaming with hate

Where all that was done or said
Moves down a dark path instead

The reasons why some choose to avoid and forestall
Replying with a simple answer, “I cannot recall”

For once the cheering crowd came to see and hear
Then the limelight instead became something to fear

In everyone’s life, there’s a similar course
A reason to shine, then a time to withdraw

All get a turn in the parallel game
Sometimes it’s for the credit and sometimes for blame

Two courses moving quickly but never the same
One gets the credit, one gets the blame.
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Poem

Water for Grande Saline
J e n  M u s a 

Clean water to drink.
What many take for granted,
others only dream.

Precious cargo tips 
the balance to better health.
We live a new life.

J e n  M u s a   |   Clean Water for Grande Saline
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Poem

Raining Lead in Flint
S a r a h  K n e e b i s 

Formations of cumulous grey
Pervade the skies of Michigan.
The people erect corroding crosses,
Praying to their god above as
Lead pours down in Flint.

Politicians pounce on water pollution,
Touting the truth of left-wing solutions
As they pander from under umbrellaed podiums.
Just another stop on the campaign trail,
Bogged by heavy rain in Flint.

Mothers tune into the news
In horror, they hear of hospitals
Finding high levels of lead
In the blood of their children as
Toxic raindrops fall in Flint.

The people plea to elderly suits, whose
Paychecks come from party lines,
They tell them their water is pure
And clean, ready for their daily needs.
But the Michigan skies speak through this lie–
It is raining lead in Flint.
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Fiction

Sold by Weight, Not Volume
G u y  F r a z i e r

My sister was on a cereal box once.  It was because of a contest 

she had entered.  One morning I come down to breakfast 

and there she is, jumping rope in a sunny meadow on a box 

of Crispy Wheats.  So now she’s famous again.  Of course everyone in our 

neighborhood has known this for a long time, ever since she fell off the 

Speicher’s garage roof and broke her leg and they had to flock around to 

sign the cast and she got to spend the year on crutches.  But I’ve always been 

slow to catch on to the obvious.  Apparently she wrote some amazing letter 

saying how many bowls of their cereal she ate, how it made her feel, how it 

changed her life forever – plus the five box tops, a color photograph, and a 

dollar she had to send to cover shipping.  She was four years older than me 

at the time, and I guess I have to admit I was pretty impressed as I sat there 

eating a banana.  Mom was operating that morning as usual like she didn’t 

know anything.  She sat there glumly doing her nails with pink metallic nail 

polish and inhaling the fumes while my sister was working her iPhone with 

her thumbs and fingers, like a housefly cleaning itself.  My dad, he was off 

on one of those heroic save-the-world business trips selling water pumps to 

miserable people in places that didn’t even have any running water (I found 

out years later, when this shrink figured I had reached the age of reason and 

should finally adjust my lopsided views of everything).  Anyway, what I 

was starting to say was Sis, the miracle child, could do no wrong.  She won 

awards whether she wanted them or not.  And she had collected a zillion 

friends on Facebook by the time she was in high school so I figured start-

ing her own colony of other exceptional people would be just a matter of 

time.  The box of Crispy Wheats was just posing there inertly on the table, 

unopened, to be admired, so after I did that for a while I went for it, because 
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the bus was coming soon.  But apparently this was no ordinary box because 

she starts shrieking at me, telling me I can’t open it and to keep my grubby 

little hands off the thing because it was hers, and then Mom goes off on 

one of her don’t-you-know-how-difficult-my-life-is speeches and cuffs her 

in the ear, and then makes me promise I won’t ever annoy my sister until 

I’m not under her roof anymore; after that I can do what I damn well please.  

Meanwhile Sis starts weeping about how no one on this planet appreciates 

her and I’m hearing the bus straining to get up our hill and I still haven’t 

had breakfast except for the one lousy banana, which has suddenly decided 

to ferment inside my stomach.  Later, after I’ve escaped that little drama 

and I’m sitting in homeroom with Miss Puffin glaring at me I’m wondering 

about why we have all these redundant holidays and preemptive celebra-

tions that nobody gives two winks about anyway, like birthdays and why 

the Saint Patrick’s Day parade always comes ten days early so that I miss it, 

and how things marked $9.99 are really 10 bucks and how the March is-

sue of Boys Life is always out in January and why a 2x4 is never a 2x4 and 

how just about everything around me is now made of little white lies while 

Dad is off cannibalizing the desert, selling water pumps in some place that 

doesn’t even have water. m
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Fiction

A Fallen Countenance
R i c h a r d  C o n n o l l y

The altar is purified, scrubbed of all evidence of pain and death and 
the spilling of blood. A plank of marbled stone pried from the 
clutches of the Earth, edges smoothed inexpertly, sits atop two col-

umns of coarsely shaped mud bricks. Between the legs of the altar a fire sput-
ters, its spark nearly spent, kept alive only by the bits of kindling I feed it. I 
perform the final act of consecration, sprinkling droplets upon the surface 
of the table. The pellets of water hiss and skip and leap skywards, transform-
ing into something incorporeal and ascending. I enjoy the thought of it: all 
things in a state of rising, climbing out of shame and degradation on their 
way to reunification.
 One hundred years of offerings have been made here beneath the summit. 
Our father discovered the ledge of solid granite pushed out from the north 
face, which appeared rather as if it had been pressed into the slope. Brother 
stands near the edge of the great shelf, as still and as silent as a tree. Or not 
like a tree, for even the tug of the high mountain wind does not set his limbs 
swaying or cause the involuntary rustling of his leaves. Brother is invested in 
nature by necessity, but holds himself apart from it. Whereas I pride myself 
on being in and amongst my flock, in giving care and attention to the lives 
which support my own, Brother is an overseer of a process which he refuses to 
participate in. Though my duty binds me to certain observances, I always feel 
a pang of grief for the little lambs I offer in obeisance; Brother feels nothing 
for the produce he cuts and tears from the land.
 But these thoughts are ungenerous and unfit for this holy place, and so 
I bring them forcefully to a close. Once I have assured myself that all is set 
right, I rise and step away from the altar. “I thank you for your patience, 
Brother,” I say, “May you find favor with the One Above.”
 Brother gives no acknowledgment apart from a flickering glance before 
stalking stiffly to the table. Under one arm is a bundle of green stalks, freshly 
harvested al-freek, though I do detect some sign of wilting. Brother places 
the grains upon the altar and begins to feed the fire, bringing it back up to 
strength. Once it is again full raging, Brother comes before it, calves stung by 
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floating embers, and takes up the stalks, snapping them each in half. Arms 
upraised he addresses the One Above as our father had taught us; in recogni-
tion of his own baseness he calls upon the Highest for mercy and clemency. 
The offering is then for the fire, where the green stalks at once shrivel and 
dissolve into greasy smoke, and the grains turn black and split open. An acrid 
cloud rides the wind to enfold me and I flinch, my throat closing tight to 
stifle a cough.
 Brother kneels in the withering wash of heat, bows his head, and returns 
to stillness. I think in that moment that I might as well return to the flock, of 
things to be done before the loss of the sun, but it strikes me as improper to 
turn my back on Brother’s prayers. My eyes journey from the altar and sweep 
down the mountainside, over crags and gullies and tumbled-down boulders 
to the flat expanse beyond and Brother’s encampment. His fields look slight 
and inadequate from up so high, the crops all bent as if cringing away from 
the blistering sun. But I assure myself that my own flocks must look meager 
from a similar vantage. I do not test this conviction.
 Turning my gaze back to the altar, I discover Brother standing once more, 
eyes turned upwards, wide and rimmed red. The image discomforts me. I 
move to depart.
 Brother speaks. “Do you feel it?”
 I pause, hesitate before answering. “Do I feel what?”
 “After you have spoken with Him.” Brother’s voice is hollow as a drum. 
His eyes cross the sky first to the West and then to the East, intent as if search-
ing for some hidden corner. “When you ask Him for His favor, do you feel it? 
His answer?”
 “Yes,” I say at once, “I feel it.”
 “What does it feel like?” Brother is motionless save for his voice.
 “It is—like being bathed in cool waters. I feel myself refreshed, cleansed. 
I am at peace with all things.” My voice lifts the longer I speak, and I can not 
keep a smile from my face.
 “So there is an answer,” Brother says, though it was neither a question nor, 
I think, addressed to me.
 It saddens me to hear the hurt in his voice. “The One Above is not ignor-
ing you,” I say, hoping to breed hope, “but waiting. If you please Him, He 
will answer.”



 Brother’s voice is weary and resentful. “I have made my offering, as in-
structed from youth. What more am I to do?”
 “If you make your offering with a resentful heart, where is the merit in 
it? It must be freely given - a joy to the One Above. Otherwise it is as if you 
propose to purchase His good opinion,” I say, trying to infect him with 
some positivity.
 “How is that?” Brother says. “Was it not He who required of father pay-
ment? It was a command made in anger, and yet I am unworthy if I obey it 
as such? I must invent my joy? Manufacture my own free will?”
 Sensing his desire to be disagreeable, I attempt another approach. “Pos-
sibly your offering is in some manner lacking. It did seem, though I do not 
accuse, that what you brought was near spoiled. If you desire His favor you 
must part with the best of what is yours.”
 His response comes sudden and sharp as a whip crack. “‘In the sweat of 
thy brow thou shalt eat thy bread.’ Father told us those were the words from 
the One Above. I sweat every day, yet there are days when I have no bread. 
That which I offer is the best that I have. I can not call down rain. I can not 
command the seeds to grow. If the One Above sends me a poor harvest am I 
false for giving the best of my poverty?”
 I think to myself it is possible that his malady is hunger-born, but I speak 
hastily, making the offer before reflecting, “If you hunger, Brother, I have of-
fered to share with you from my own stores.”
 His anger only rises. “And I have told you I will not eat the flesh of any 
creature that can think or feel!”
 I now desire only to be done with this conversation. Still, I dislike having 
uncovered so much disharmony without finding any means of correction. “I 
could go with you into the fields,” I say, “The One Above may reveal to us 
what He desires of you.”
 “What do you ask Him for?” Brother says, his tone abruptly soft, though 
the hurt remains.
 “How do you mean?”
 “When you shed innocent blood for Him, what do you ask in return?” 
His tongue accents “innocent” and lingers upon “blood.”
 I am beyond attempting to anticipate his mood or steer it, and so answer 
forthrightly: “I ask Him for long life. More than this, I ask for a wife to love, 
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and children to watch grow like the grass of the field.”
 “Do you think He will give you what you ask?”
 “I do not know. But I hope. If I do good, why should good not come to 
me?” I wonder if I am wrong to insist on turning my answers into lectures. 
Do I even know that I will do it before I speak? “And you?” I say automati-
cally, “What is it you pray for so earnestly?”
 Brother is slow to answer, prying the words from clenched teeth. “I pray 
to be forgiven,” he says.
 “Forgiven of what?” I say.
 “Of what? I do not know.” The bitterness in Brother’s voice strikes me. It 
is something more honest than his anger. “For whatever has fixed Him against 
me. For being incapable of your simplistic trust. For whatever crime I have 
committed out of all time so hideous that He forces me to live.”
 “Brother,” I say, “these are grim prayers. They are the product of your imag-
ination, and it is yourself, not the One Above, who must free you from them. 
Cast them away and they will be gone.” The words slip from my mouth, but a 
dark doubt wriggles deep inside my awareness. Which of us is imagining?
 “Do you believe He will do good unto you?” The bitterness, hurt, and 
anger are merging in the way he speaks.
 “Why do you keep asking?” I say. I feel uncertainty. I want to stand by 
the altar, feel the warmth of the fire, the glow of truth. “I sometimes wonder. 
I think about Him, and what I am to Him. I know - I don’t like to think on 
it - but I know there is no inconsistency between His love for me and the 
possibility that He will allow evil to befall me. There are times when I think 
I would not do the same. If I had someone to love and power to keep them 
from harm, they would know nothing of suffering.” I shake myself from this 
reverie. I cast it aside. “It is beyond my understanding. If I am faithful, I have 
faith my prayers will be heard.”
 Brother has turned and is directing his eyes now to the sparse land at the 
base of the mountain. He speaks once more, and his voice is empty, “Let us 
go into the fields.” m
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Photography

R i c h a r d  S c h l e i d e r   |   Barbecued Geese Bangkok 
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Poem

compulsory violence, or conscription into pacifism
B u n k y  Z e l m a n

I smell the gusts of blackened air, 
your flesh barreled, my soul with you.

Hands reach up to the skies, 
asking for more.
Children, wanting more,
not knowing of the 
bodies that calm their hunger.

Between bars, we inject research,
ripen your bones, breed your children,
enshroud your eyes in darkened fear.

Your veins drain, as they drop
young tender meat
to steer our rituals:
white-gloved, red-blemished, 
sanitary barbarism.

In your dreams, you claw our windows,
we let you in,
not in barcoded, plastic wraps,
but to graze upon our affection,
and share our breaths.

I peel my meal from can to hand, 
hoping you forgive me, and my brothers.
For there are some who
choose to see, and with sight, 
choose to feed.
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Fiction

Blueberries
D a n i e l  E m i l l e - S t .  J o h n

Y ears later I ran into my ex-wife at a restaurant across from this mar-

velous old carousel at the city park. I was not living in my car then, 

but I was between jobs and out looking for employment that day; 

nevertheless I had a little money. We decided that we could probably tolerate 

lunch together. The carousel was boarded up for the season. 

 “Blueberries,” she said. “It was about the blueberries.”

 “What?” I said. I really hadn’t heard. I guess I had always prepared for this 

day in a level-headed way, and so I was trying not to sound incredulous. Or 

irrational. I had worked a lot to improve myself over the years, even taking 

night school courses on self-awareness. I thought I had come pretty far. I had 

put on a new outfit and brushed myself off, so to speak. I didn’t want any-

thing, really. Okay, well, maybe other than an explanation. I thought I was 

pretty ready for this.

 “You always had to have blueberries on your cereal.”

 “That’s ridiculous,” I said. “There was never an always about anything 

we did.”

 “Not we,” she went on. “You.”

 The rain had started again, pushed by the wind so that it slanted down 

the avenue, it danced in streamers, intermittent, and sometimes it brushed 

against the windows, where we were seated. Pleasant enough watching from 

the inside looking out; had I been out in it, I imagine it would’ve stung. 

They had put some sort of vegetation on our table, and I stared across the 

gray static of rain twenty years away at our children who had played reason-

ably in just such a park, on a similar carousel. I thought I could still hear 

the happy music, though it was now quite November. I could see everything 

there in that little place we had called home. Quaint, fetching, faraway. Our 
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lunches arrived. A plate of foliage for her; soup du jour and complimentary 

bread for me. 

 There had been a once before, just one, a time several years after the court’s 

decree, when we had run into each other at a Wal-Mart, and all the hostility 

and vehemence that could barely be contained came rushing out as sarcasm 

and filth. Now it was civil, yet there lingered a taint of the past resentments, 

though I felt kinder, as if I could see the whole more clearly now. A new feel-

ing had swept through me, call it magnanimity or generosity or warmth, as I 

started to remember those other things in warmer times. I hadn’t wanted to 

see them before, so filled with anger was I.

 The soup was hot and red, and a skim of greasy melted cheese was globbed 

on the surface. So I proceeded to burn my tongue. I put my spoon down and 

reached for the glass of ice water, maybe so I still felt in control. She had once 

made me feel cornered with insinuations and accusations.

 “Do you know why blueberries?” I said.

 “Tell me,” she said. “I’m all ears.”

 “They reminded me of that first trip to New England, in the fall, when we 

were younger, and everything was a laugh, a joy.”

 “That’s nice,” she said; “unfortunately it’s also total bullshit.”

 “No,” I said. “It isn’t.”

 “I don’t know what you’re saying to me.”

 “We ate blueberries on china plates with cream on top, and we sat on a 

porch and listened to autumn, and the colors of the forest rusting around 

us in our walks in the woods. That’s what it meant.” I was a nice person, I 

thought. Or had been, at any rate. But not then, after what happened, per-

haps not even now.

 “You’re delirious,” she said. “You always painted idealized pictures of 

what isn’t there. You couldn’t even see what was really going on. How miser-

able I was.”



 “You don’t remember?”

 “That must’ve been another person.”

 “It was another person,” I said. “It was you and me.”

 “That’s two.”

 “Well it was the same thing.”

 Now she was chopping up the foliage on her salad plate into very small 

manageable bites. A piece of carrot was lodged in the tine of her stainless steel 

fork, and she paused, pushed it off with a knife, and began again.

 The soup had cooled somewhat. I buttered the bread. This was nothing 

like it had been. The rain was still shimmering down the avenue, blowing 

trenchcoats into cafes, upending carts, ruining umbrellas.

 “That was good,” she said, pushing the plate toward the edge. “But I ate 

too much.”

 There was still plenty of salad on the plate. Apparently it had defeated her. 

It was the signal that she was ready to go. There would be no box, no asking 

to take anything with her. I remembered unfinished meals, all the restaurants 

we’d been in, all the tips, all the waste, and those who were hungry, scroung-

ing like strays, forced to live like strays.

 “We must do this again sometime,” I said, but the heart was no longer 

in it.

 “Must we?” she said.

 “No,” I said. “I was just being civil.”

 “Or disingenuous. You always had a tendency to bend things your way.” 

 “I was so angry,” I said.

 The waiter came to clear away our plates and bowls, saw things left un-

eaten, frowned. In a moment the bill was stabbed onto the table, he assumed 

neither one of us was capable of tipping well, a man who could read ungen-

erous gestures from across a room and calculate the amount of extra effort 

required down to a tenth of a dime.
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 In another six months or so the carousel would be opened, the grease cups 

filled, the music would start again and all the colorful immaculate ponies 

would beckon to children and their willfully naive young parents; all sum-

mer long the balloon vendors would sell their bouquets, the swings and slides 

would be occupied. Little dogs would be walked, while just outside the rim of 

startling lights and music, beyond the fence, there would be those who would 

look on, pausing to wonder about what might have been and still would 

never be. m
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S h i r a  A v s h a l o m o v   |   Hungry



Non-Fiction

Comfort Food: Its Presence in a Memory Defined
S h e l l i  C o r d i s c o 
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It isn’t so much the scream itself, but rather the piercing agonized grief 
emanating from the scream that stands forever at the forefront of her 
memories of that morning. That, along with the despairing sense of fail-

ure that engulfed her as coffee spilled out from the coffee maker and onto the 
floor all around her. At seventeen, you’d think she’d be capable of making a 
pot of coffee. But no, not on that morning. Not when she desperately needed 
to feel useful. 
 Nudge herself a bit more and the funeral home comes into focus. There 
were so many decisions to make, but not any that really mattered. Caskets 
came in many different styles and woods and fabrics and price tags. In the 
end, though, they were all intended for the same thing. Whichever one they 
chose would do just fine. The funeral home director taught her that “he passed 
away unexpectedly” was the common, proper obituary language for “he killed 
himself.” Really? You mean other people have gone through this before us? 
There’s actually a known, polite way to disguise this sinful (so the religious 
zealots would say) tragedy? Huh.    
 And of course, when she wades into those memories deep enough, the 
next one to surface usually involves the food. Every knock on the door meant 
more food arriving, more food covering the dining room table, more food 
to mesmerize her simply because of its abundance. She doesn’t remember 
eating any of it although she must have. But she does remember the blurred 
faces and the endless stream of visitors who brought all those dishes. She does 
remember feeling safest when she would stand alone at the table cataloging 
every dish in the far reaches of her thoughts. The constant arrival of food was 
a welcome refuge amidst the devastation that surrounded her. Somehow its 
presence protected her.       
 A lifetime later, the pathway of memories that begins with that morning 
still circles back to the people who gave them to her. The scream is always 
her father’s. The coffee (if not for her own ineptness) is always meant for her 
mother. The funeral arrangements are always her brother’s. 
 Oddly, the food never belongs to anyone. m      



u  Breaking Ground • 42  u

Fiction

Spoiled Milk
S a r a h  K n e e b i s

A  steady stream of smoke rose from between Hugh’s massive fingers, 

quickly vanishing into the frigid morning air. He had just sneaked  

 away from his yogurt-stocking duties, and was enjoying a quick 

cigarette from the Danny’s Grocery loading dock. He sipped a tepid cup of 

Kwik Fill coffee and watched as brilliant streaks of fuchsia sun brought life to 

the Fairview skyline. These were the moments he lived for, but they always 

proved too short. As he blew a cloud of smoke into the bitter air, he was 

startled by a thunderous thump, coming from the metal door behind him.

 “Figured I might find you here,” said a deep, gruff voice. Hugh looked 

over his shoulder to see his manager, Carl—a hard sight to miss. A hernia 

resembling a head of cabbage topped his large, protruding gut, which hung 

awkwardly over his brown corduroy slacks. A scraggly, reddish stubble sprout-

ed around his thin, chapped lips, and his frizzy blond hair draped down onto 

his shoulders like a pair of tie- back curtains. He towered behind Hugh with 

folded arms, and ostentatiously tapped his massive brown boot.

 “Oh, sorry,” Hugh said. “Just needed a quick smoke.”

 “Really, Hugh,” he said, as he jerked a bright orange jack out from under 

a pallet of shrink-wrapped cat litter. “You get one break, then a lunch. What 

about that don’t you get?”

 Hugh shrugged his shoulders, lifted the sunglasses from his eyes as the sun 

retreated behind a spread of gray clouds, and continued to puff away at his 

nearly-finished cigarette.

“Here,” Carl said, parking the jack and handing Hugh a small, gold-plated 

name tag. “Put this on, and get back to work.”

 Hugh looked down at the flimsy pin, which read in bold black letters: 
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HUGH
SEVENTEEN YEARS OF CUSTOMER SERVICE

 He let out one exasperated, built-up sigh, and pinned the tag above the 

pocket of his button-up uniform polo. He then pulled himself up from the 

metal staircase and crushed the smoldering butt of his cigarette against the 

cold brick wall. Bracing himself for the next seven hours and thirty-five mind-

numbing, shelf-stocking minutes, he flashed his card key on the back door 

scanner, and dragged himself hopelessly into the back room.

 The back room greeted Hugh with its usual raucous noise: the strident 

squealing of a baler in disrepair, struggling to crush a load of Frito Lay chip 

boxes; the clacking of metal U-boat tires, scurrying against the cracked con-

crete floor; and the high-frequency beeping of gun-shaped scanners, zapping 

away at inventories which appeared never-ending. He shuffled over to the 

dairy desk, and pulled a pair of bright yellow gloves from the top drawer. 

Before he could even begin stocking his first stack of Greek Variety packs, he 

was called by the nasally shrill of an unfamiliar voice.

 “Hey, you,” the voice said. “Don’t tell me you’re out of Crowley’s two percent. 

I drove forty-five minutes for this damn milk, so you’d better not be out.”

 Hugh turned from his work to see the bleached-blond head of a woman, 

poking through the “Employee Only” cooler door. She stuck her hand out 

and snapped her fingers to get his attention. He glanced around the cooler, 

hoping those degrading snaps might be meant for another poor shelf-stock-

ing soul. But there was only Hugh. He had perfected the art of the customer-

service smile; he flashed her his very best how-can-I-help-you grin, hoping 

she wouldn’t notice the look in his I-wish-I-wasn’t-here-right-now eyes.

“We had a problem with the order yesterday,” he said. “Why don’t you check 

back first thing tomorrow?”

 Her eyes locked fiercely with Hugh’s, as she raised one of her sharp, pencil-

thin eyebrows.



 “Nononono. I don’t think you get it,” she said, digging her acrylic nails 

into the side of her leather handbag. “This is the only milk my Henry will 

drink. Go check again.”

 “Of course,” he said. “Give me just a minute.” Hugh jerked open the 

heavy back cooler door, revealing a small, square room, which was filled wall-

to-wall with navy blue milk crates. Peeking behind a stack of chocolate milks 

he noticed Carl, who was furiously tapping at the screen of his iPhone.

 “What’s going on?” Carl said, hands scrambling as he struggled to hide 

the device.

 “Oh, the usual,” Hugh said. “We’re out of Crowley’s. Some Botox bitch 

thinks her kid can’t live without it.”

 “Well, do something about it,” Carl said, pointing to a dusty cardboard 

box in the corner, labeled CHOW. “There’s a few in there, expired today. 

Night crew pulled ‘em. But, hey, if she wants ‘em...” Hugh gripped two of the 

Crowley’s gallon handles, and walked them back out to the sales floor.

“Hah! I knew it,” she said, as Hugh pushed through the door. “See, Henry? 

Always ask.” A short, brown-haired boy was now standing next to her, tug-

ging at the frills of her laced sweater. She took his hand into hers, and with 

the other wagged a condescending finger in Hugh’s direction. 

  “There’s a reason it wasn’t stocked,” Hugh said, sharply. “It expires today. 

Sorry, but it’s all we’ve got.” 

 Her jaw jutted widely, looking as though it could come unhinged at any 

moment and drop atop Henry’s tiny head like a cartoon anvil. “You’ve got to 

be kidding me,” she said. “As if it wasn’t bad enough that you were out! Now 

you want to sell me this… this… poison?!”

 Hugh looked down at his feet, resisting the urge to roll his eyes.

 “I guess I don’t have any choice,” she said, snatching the two wet handles 

from Hugh’s clenched hands. “Give me those.” As she swiftly swung around 

to face her cart, rivulets of milk sweat loosened her grip, and the jugs were 
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suddenly lobbed into the air. First, a plop as they slammed down onto the 

linoleum sales floor; then a bang, as they sprang their blue pop tops, spraying 

a geyser of milk. The woman’s face turned a deep red, and her fisted hands 

shook with anger.

 “Unbelievable,” she said, now glaring at Hugh’s gold-plated name tag. 

“Hugh, huh? Yeah, no wonder you’ve been stocking shelves for seventeen 

years. Tell your manager he’ll be hearing from me.” She gripped her cart in 

one hand and Henry in the other, and stormed off, leaving a tire-trail of milk 

along the floor.

 Hugh grabbed a roll of paper towels from the top of a nearby Tropicana 

display, dropped himself down to both knees, and began to slowly soak up the 

spill. As he wiped, small droplets of milk began splatting against his face—he 

looked up to see Carl’s tapping boots.

 “You mind telling me what the hell happened here?” Carl said, conve-

niently arriving as soon as the customer was far out of sight. 

 “It’s probably for the best,” Hugh said. “That milk was pretty spoiled 

anyway.” m
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Poem

Empty Space
A m a n d a  Tr u i n

The grease from our fingers 

leaves shiny ovals on the splintering farm table.

Between us, the tallest bag 

of the yellowest popcorn leans,

more precarious than a skyscraper 

made of toothpicks with no glue.

Salt and butter, we sit like sticky twins.

I can see Dad through 

the cracks between the floorboards.

His back is hunched; 

his black hair curls around his ears.

He’s filling out the latest grounds report,

his handwriting loops 

in a spindly trail of ink across the page.

The three of us sit in this old barn

on the pristine lawns of the precisely manicured estate.

Empty space between my brother and I.

Empty space between us and our overworked father.

Empty space between each floor, wall, and ceiling board.

Who built this barn of spatial unreality?

The wind blows and the plastic of the popcorn bag

shivers from its touch.

There goes Dad, out walking his lonely rounds again.

Why don’t we go with him?

Why do we remain isolated?
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We just sit here together, in silence, 

eating the same cheap bag of popcorn

that Dad keeps in his office.

Static fuzzes in and out on the small tube television

in front of us.

Fake silly monsters with oversized gloves for hands 

fight Power Rangers in lives we imagine we’ll have.

Can’t see Dad through the slats anymore.

He’s walked out of frame.

I lick my too salty fingers and look at my brother,

his small hand fishing for more popcorn.

His brown eyes are focused on the next battle 

of the white, blue, green, pink, red, black, and yellow.

How much more empty can this barn get?

My heart is so full with love for you both,

but every time I open my mouth to tell you,

the empty space rushes in.

This bag is so big but it’s really just puffed kernels of air.

Our false guardian.

Watching, as the drafts of the wind whistle,

chasing each other, in one side and out the other.
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Poem

Visiting Grandma
L y n s i e  B e l v e a l

Whatever left
of you
sitting on top
of
your mother’s
cabinet
where she keeps
old sports
memorabilia
and pictures
of you
from a time
I never knew you

where she sits
in her
old chair,
covered in
blue cloth,
smoking cigarettes
coughing,
ignoring phone calls
through the loud television

fitting,
I think.

You’re reduced
to another
meaningless
object
that can collect dust,
that will smell like stale smoke,
that cannot object to the sound
of pennies
and nickels
scraping
against lottery tickets.
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I sit next to her,
listening to her
cough
incessantly
through
Jeopardy,
missed phone calls
and the dog
barking.

I think
how easily
I could take you down
from the cabinet

admire the idea
of everything
that you were
is inside
a small
container

throw you against
the wall,
watch particles
of you
through shattered
pieces of ceramic
hit the floor

call us even,
walk away.
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Non-Fiction

I listen to Hillsong United’s Oceans as I write this sentence. In evangelical 
circles, everyone knows about Hillsong. Founded in Australia, Hillsong 
Church’s music and pro-wealth message have helped the rapid spread 

of its message. Most of my Pentecostal friends – and I have so many – love 
Hillsong. They feast on its message of God’s love. I watch them, envious, as 
they raise their hands heavenwards and bathe in God’s glory. I listen to them 
as they unleash glossolalia, speaking in heavenly tongues that I long to have 
earthly meaning. But, as they feast, I starve, for I did not grow up Pentecostal, 
but among the Calvinists. If there is one thing Calvinists believe themselves 
unworthy of, it is God’s love.
 Metaphors of feasting and famishing have reoccurred throughout Pente-
costal history. Many Pentecostals talk openly about getting “drunk” on the 
Holy Spirit, whose love intoxicates them. They are quite serious; I’ve seen 
more sober alcoholics. One of the foundational books of modern Pentecostal 
fasting theology is Fasting: Atomic Power with God. Hall promoted the idea 
that Christians must do battle against the deadly toxins that demons attracted 
to human filth and believed this should be done through the expulsion of 
demonic fecal matter. A man called George Warnock expanded on Hall’s the-
ology, emphasizing feasting on God’s heavenly love. Warnock’s influence gave 
birth to the 1948 Latter Rain Revival, which exported this feast and famine 
theology to a global audience, among them my friends.
 My Pentecostal friends starve without heavenly food. Yet, no matter how 
much of the heavenly feast God gives, He can never fill them up. They want 
their lives not simply transformed, but transfigured, by the banquet God pro-
vides. Yet they seek to feed God too. Their love songs to Jesus have brought 
me to tears on many occasions. I have sat in their churches and watched, 
entranced, as they held “soaking prayer” sessions. God’s love gradually over-
whelms them and, “slain in the spirit,” they fall to the ground, transfixed by 
God’s obsessive desire to consume them. I watch and I am moved. I wonder 

Eating God’s Love: Pentecostals and Me
J o h n  We a v e r
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why I can never feel such heavenly love.
 But even as I ask, I know the reason. Growing up, evangelicalism fed me 
on the paltry diet of Calvinism. Calvinists believe human beings are totally 
depraved; without God’s grace, human beings have no redeeming character-
istics. In their worldview, only the chosen, “the elect,” will eat anything from 
God’s table. Everyone else will starve in hell, the “spiritual third world.” But 
while I was brought up among the elect, I have always thought my homeland 
was in the third world, not the first. Calvinist theology helped me lose spiri-
tual weight; but it deprived me of the only food that my culture said had any 
meaning.
 I have sought to fill that hunger in many ways. Since I no longer believe 
Jesus came to save the sins of the world, I try to save the world myself. But I 
lack Christ’s selfless love. The scars on my hands do not come from Roman 
nails, but my own stupidity. I have joined lost causes and celebrated them. 
I seek to punish myself for sins known and unknown, since Christ can no 
longer do that for me. I continue to pray to God, in the absence of belief. But 
nothing matters. I have seen my atheist friends celebrate the death of God, 
but I mourn it. Who else is big enough to forgive my many sins? I have asked 
this many times, but the cold silence of space does not answer. A purposeless 
universe does not believe in me, let alone my sins.
My Pentecostal friends have tried so many times to feed me with God’s love. 
They have offered me deliverances – exorcisms – to cure me of my “demons.” 
They have brought me before the Throne and pleaded with God for my heal-
ing. They have offered to lay hands on me. “Be healed,” they whisper. All over 
the world, their brothers and sisters in Christ are seeking to save others like 
me from our sins. I wish I could say I supported them in this mission, but I 
have seen too many lives and countries ruined in support of it.
 My friends want the heavenly feast to continue forever. They want to in-
vite everyone, even a starving Calvinist like me. But though I do not wish it, 
God is dead. The banquet is over. All I can do is clean up after my friends. The 
universe has sewn my mouth shut, and I will never be able to eat from God’s 
love again. m 
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Poem/Photography/Graphic Design

M i c h a e l  B o d n a r   |   The Crusader
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Photograhy

S a r a h  K n e e b i s   |   Reaching
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Poem

Fall of Farm
A r t h u r  B u s h

My fridge lies open, there is no more.
An empty stomach searches empty drawers.
What life has lived this wretched woe?
One in five, the polls now show.

The fall of farms has just begun.
What’s left for those to serve their young?
A crumb of bread? A drop of rain?
Is nothing left but hunger pains?

So bleak and dark the world has turned.
No seeds to sow.  No meal to earn.
When farmers dread their crops have failed,
The rich all smile, as prices sail.

Now, one in five. Soon, one and two.
I’m hungry as hell! What about you?
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Photography

B r a d  M e r r e l l   |   Forgotten Grocery Cart 
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Poem

Wednesday Meditation
D e b  H i b b a r d

Wednesdays

Always early

I come with mat, water, and hope

To sit with the others

Not always tall or straight

Muscles arguing

Hands cold

But I come and I sit

Wednesdays

It’s been cold

The wind outside

Disturbs me

Dishes wait at home

Lists gather like thunder clouds

And tomorrow it is Thursday

But I come and I sit

Wednesdays

Sometimes I feel

As if I am one tap root among others

Feeding some larger thing

Greater than the sum of our parts

Sometimes I am incalculably sad

The only thing in my awareness
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A gesture or 

A sound

But I come and I sit

Wednesdays 

I come for the giggles

The camaraderie

The path

And my new fellow traveling friends

My trip home is bejeweled

In garbage cans

Trash

The contrast mars what I hang on to

But I come and I sit

Today

Is not Wednesday

Perhaps Monday or Tuesday

Today is now

I am here and I sit
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Fiction

The sand on the beach was soft and the sun was strong, almost caus-

ing the oil we had lathered onto our skin to bubble. We lay side-

by-side, like dominos lined up and ready to fall, on the washed out 

towels we had dragged around with us all summer, which had been stuffed in 

the trunks of cars and in backpacks. Breathing was easy under the light winds 

of the Mediterranean sky, blowing the aroma of sea salt and the freshness of 

summer in every gust of relief. Quietly we continued to lie, occasionally flip-

ping over for an even tan. Piled into a small, discolored red cooler were mas-

sive amounts of cherry popsicles. At seventy-five cents apiece we held nothing 

back as we piled dollar bills onto the counter of the kiosk. They became a 

lifeline, the sweetness of summer mixed with melting fortune of our love, 

which dropped onto our skin leaving it stained with red. 

 Earlier we had attempted to go surfing, more times failing than we would 

have preferred, as we tried to dance with the ocean only to realize one of us 

was doing a waltz as the other was simply walking. Dipping under waves, 

then gliding through warm waters, the four of us attempted to stand on the 

waxy surfaces of our surfboards slipping nearly every time, then cheering at 

the few successes we were able to obtain. Eventually we quit and swam out 

past the white-capped waves, leading us to the gentle rocking of rising and 

receding swells of water. We lay for hours on our boards, holding hands so 

not one of us would drift too far away from the other, laughing and talking 

about the adventures of our summer. 

 The sun had lowered in the sky, bringing petals of orange and pink onto 

the ripples of the water; our salt-crusted eyelashes winced at the brightness. 

We swam back to shore. 

 Our sunset was polluted. The soft orange was now overwhelmed with red 

Cherry Popsicle
S h i r a  A v s h a l o m o v
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and blue lights flashing, circling the sky. Two officers stood above us, one 

officer’s beer belly too large for his unbuttoning shirt. He then looked down 

at us and in broken English asked us “You and your friends did surfing?” 

 We looked at each other with half smirks, each one of us wondering what 

petty crime the other had committed. “Yeah, we did the surfing,” my friend 

Tahn said laughingly “why you asking?” 

 The officers made a these-American-kids-are-annoying moment of eye 

contact before continuing their questions. “Anyone was there with you?” 

Tahn did all the talking.  “A few men were surfing while we were out there but 

we weren’t really paying attention,” he said. 

 I chimed in.  “Is everything alright?” 

 “We are looking for man who never come back to the beach,” Officer Beer 

Belly said as he turned away to ask the people around us. 

 Immediately I stood up, my overconfident swimmer mind felt nothing 

but opportunity.  I had been swimming since I was three, and there was noth-

ing in my future but the Olympics; in my mind it was the only dream I had 

ever had. 

 “Don’t go out there,” Tahn said to me, his voice stating clearly his opinion 

of my stupidity.  “It’s getting dark—let the cops do their jobs.” 

 I rolled my eyes, insulted at the very idea that I would pass up this 

chance. I wanted to prove I was the best, good enough to save a life without 

even trying—to be great at something that held the ability to kill the aver-

age person. 

 I stood kicking my flip-flops off, landing one on the back of my now 

fast-asleep friend. I felt my heartbeat in my ears as thrill filled my eyes. Only 

minutes had past and the gleaming red sun that sat low in the sky had begun 

to dip below the now-violent horizon of the sea. The officers had made their 

way down the beach and I lightly jogged to catch up with them, throwing up 

sand with every stride I took. 



“Hi, do you know where the man was last seen?”

 This time the other officer spoke, opposite from his partner; he was tall 

and frail with a strong jawline and a receding hairline. He lifted his hand to 

point into a general area.  “After the flag over there,” he said, not really giving 

a helpful location. 

 This time I ran on the edge of the ocean, small bits of water splashing 

against my legs every time the water rose, then pulling on my feet as it fell 

back. The current was moving westward and in towards the shore, meaning it 

didn’t matter where the man was last seen; he could be anywhere trapped un-

der the current. Diving into the waves, fast against the pressure, I continued 

outward into the sea.  Nothing.

 Each second that passed held the weight of an hour, while each minute 

that passed held the weight of a mother’s tear and a fatherless child. Again I 

dove below the surface, skimming my hands through the water, and suddenly 

I could not break free. Waves crashed over me with the force of hurricane 

winds pulling me in the direction of their choosing. I fought, wincing in pain 

as my limbs were pulled any way the ocean wanted to pull them. 

 Salt water rushed into my lungs. This could not be how I would die, 

in the water, the one place I felt most comfortable, the only place I called 

my home.  Suddenly stillness arrived, and I broke the surface of the water, 

coughing up murky sea, gasping for air under the pale blue sky just as the 

sun finished setting.

 The tips of my toes were caught in seaweed, the soft leaves weaving be-

tween them as if the same ocean that had tried to claim my life was now 

trying to comfort me. But there was no comfort, and there was no seaweed. 

As I took a break from treading water, I ran my pale, shaking hand down my 

ankle, trying to free my feet; however I was greeted not with seaweed but with 

hair—the hair of the missing man. Entwining my fingers in the hair, pulling 

the body towards me I wrapped my arm around the shoulders of a corpse and 

u  Breaking Ground • 60  u



began the long swim back to shore. 

 The body became heavy as the water became shallow, turning what had 

once carried the weight of a book to become what felt like a boulder. I was 

met by a crowd who did not cheer, a mother who did not cry, and a daughter 

who was too young to understand she wouldn’t have a father any longer. Laid 

out in front of me was the ghost of a man whose pupils had blown, bleeding 

into his green eyes, and whose lips did not yield way to air.  Suddenly the 

mother fell to her knees screaming, gasping for air—still no tears. I turned, 

my drenched hair falling over my bloodshot eyes as I shook and walked back 

down the beach towards our belongings. Throwing on my oversized “Co-

rona” logoed T-shirt, I opened the red cooler, grabbed a cherry popsicle and 

left the beach. 
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why I can never feel such heavenly love.
 But even as I ask, I know the reason. Growing up, evangelicalism fed me 
on the paltry diet of Calvinism. Calvinists believe human beings are totally 
depraved; without God’s grace, human beings have no redeeming character-
istics. In their worldview, only the chosen, “the elect,” will eat anything from 
God’s table. Everyone else will starve in hell, the “spiritual third world.” But 
while I was brought up among the elect, I have always thought my homeland 
was in the third world, not the first. Calvinist theology helped me lose spiri-
tual weight; but it deprived me of the only food that my culture said had any 
meaning.
 I have sought to fill that hunger in many ways. Since I no longer believe 
Jesus came to save the sins of the world, I try to save the world myself. But I 
lack Christ’s selfless love. The scars on my hands do not come from Roman 
nails, but my own stupidity. I have joined lost causes and celebrated them. 
I seek to punish myself for sins known and unknown, since Christ can no 
longer do that for me. I continue to pray to God, in the absence of belief. But 
nothing matters. I have seen my atheist friends celebrate the death of God, 
but I mourn it. Who else is big enough to forgive my many sins? I have asked 
this many times, but the cold silence of space does not answer. A purposeless 
universe does not believe in me, let alone my sins.
My Pentecostal friends have tried so many times to feed me with God’s love. 
They have offered me deliverances – exorcisms – to cure me of my “demons.” 
They have brought me before the Throne and pleaded with God for my heal-
ing. They have offered to lay hands on me. “Be healed,” they whisper. All over 
the world, their brothers and sisters in Christ are seeking to save others like 
me from our sins. I wish I could say I supported them in this mission, but I 
have seen too many lives and countries ruined in support of it.
 My friends want the heavenly feast to continue forever. They want to in-
vite everyone, even a starving Calvinist like me. But though I do not wish it, 
God is dead. The banquet is over. All I can do is clean up after my friends. The 
universe has sewn my mouth shut, and I will never be able to eat from God’s 
love again. m 
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Sculpture/Photography

M i c h a e l  B o d n a r   |   Homo Sapien Śūnyatā
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Poem/ Photography

M a r c i a  B l a c k b u r n   |   Hunger

Haiti
M a r c i a  B l a c k b u r n

Tropical paradise
Deforested desert
Hungry

Crystal blue water
Unsafe to drink
Thirsty
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Photography

D e b  H i b b a r d   |   Beach Bummer



u  Breaking Ground • 65  u

Poem

Mom
L y n s i e  B e l v e a l

I.

She painted the ceiling
of the basement room
in dark brown,
let the cat
sit on her lap
while she smoked
cigarettes

She called me
to tell me that
the cat died,

she
said
“I don’t know
why.”

II. 

You were dying,
you didn’t know it.

She sat
on the brown chair
in her
red
bathrobe,

you
asked her
if you could
punch me in the face.

She said
to me
“Don’t you think
you deserved it?”
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Prose Poem

Tuna Casserole
A m a n d a  Tr u i n

You were an orphan, but at the same time, not, since both parents 
were alive and abandoned you for years. Starving siblings survived 
on the streets of New York City. No one directed you and kept you 

safe. A cold meal was never a given, a warm meal was a special occasion. 
Look, your father is here to take you home, back to the orphanage the next 
week. Look closer and you’re on your own again, selling bags of stale donuts 
door-to-door, forced by famishment to lie to the faces of people in neighbor-
hoods where you roamed. With a heavy heart and a belly semi-full of pilfered 
crumbs, you offered what you could. The spoken promise of a dozen revealed 
the actual six and you ran away leaving the disappointing bag in their hands, 
as orphaned as you felt. How did you survive all that time? 

 Fast forward to 30 years ago: lost, without direction, you married and gave 
birth to a child. You knew you had to make a change, the first one in your 
family to go to college. You got your two-year degree in Nursing. Dad held 
three jobs just to make sure we could survive while you strove for betterment. 
The hard work and sacrifice you both provided us with turned to money and 
your money became my sustenance. Of all the food I’ve eaten in my life, I re-
member that tuna casserole most. Money you had little, time you had none.

I can still recall my first version of you:
 • Cream of Mushroom Soup, one can
 • Tuna, one can
 • Two cups cooked rice, plain
Our recipe for the past.

 How could you tell me we were struggling? How could you tell me that 
your life was so hard? That you didn’t have time to discover who you were? 
How could you describe the desperation you felt? You didn’t, you couldn’t. 
But you told me you loved me and that life was kind. That I could be whoever 
I wanted to be. You made me tuna casserole and the truth that no one had 
done the same for you lay unspoken between us. How can I tell you now what 
your time spent then means to me? m
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Poem

The first meal I ever made for you was baked calamari
soaked in lemon and rice cakes that used maple syrup
as a binding agent.  We were at your place,
an apartment overlooking the Manhattan skyline.
We sat outside on your balcony, a candle lit table
set for two.  I poured the Beaujolais.  You waited
for the calamari to finish.  I brought over
the rice cakes and watched your eyes light up
from sweet delight.  Everything
was going so well, so well that I forgot
to take the calamari out of the oven.
Needless to say, the mood was ruined
by overly tough squid.  However,
the evening wasn’t a total bust.
I called Domino’s and together
we enjoyed pepperoni and sausage pizza
topped with capers from my spice rack.

Chopped!
J o s h  L e w i s
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Poem

Here, could you hold this string?
Little A.N.A.
So I can run around the world with you
fly you as a kite
So light—so, so light
Hold tight
While you watch from above
Where did you go?
You’re so translucent; you’ve faded away with the clouds
I can’t tell
Are you still holding on?
What happens if I tie a rock to my end and send you to drown?
I bet you’d float
You’re too light to sink
Too hollow
Just skin, but mostly bones
It’s all that you’re composed of
So I will tie a bow around your throat and let you die fancy
Let you feel important
Look, she took a moment
To make you look pretty
To make you look decent
To make you look human
You lost your humanity in all the pounds of fat you shed
You took to being a skeleton

Skeleton Key
Vi c t o r i a  E s t e l l



u  Breaking Ground • 69  u

Took the phrase skeleton key too literally
Skeleton is key skeleton is key
Key to being happy just look at me
Look at me being pulled around through someone else’s life
Look at me being flown up high with the clouds
Look at me—someone cares enough
To put a bow in my hair while I float on
This sea of confusion
One that would have drowned me had I not found
The joys of being empty
Skeleton is key. 
And with keys comes control,
Keys bring safety
Don’t want a burglar to come into the home
Buy a lock, and feel safe
Your bones are your home
And you think you’ve found a key
But what is it you are trying to keep so safely?
There’s nothing to hide
Just a corpse to die
Are you trying to protect the depths of your mind?
The mind that is deteriorating
Because you’re not eating
Tell me, how safe are you now?
Tearing apart from the inside out
You’ve lost so much stuffing that your seams aren’t bursting
They are retracting
You are falling in on yourself, and you know



u  Breaking Ground • 70  u

But you just keep looking down with the hope
That skeleton is key skeleton is key, 
Yet the skeleton is in need
Of some reason to live again
Some reason to be reborn into the lands
Of a home they call their own
You need safety again
But you are putting yourself in danger
You want someone to love you
But can’t find any part of you in a stranger
You’ve lost so much of yourself
That you can’t expect to find yourself in someone else
You have nothing left to give
Because you are afraid of getting too big
You will never find the real key to being happy
If you don’t learn to love yourself
Break down and hug yourself
Tell yourself that you don’t need to shadow someone else’s life
You don’t need to be anyone else’s damned kite
You can get along just fine on your own
But first you have to stop aiming to just be bones
Open your mind to a better life
And do it before you’ve lost every part of living
Do it quickly, or you’ll never stop wasting away.
Lose the skeleton key today.  
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Photography

D e b  H i b b a r d   |    Hungry Bones



Poem

Eating Violence
J o s h  L e w i s

Blood is on the table, but no one seems to care.

Slips of meat are being passed around,

juicy, succulent, sumptuous.  The children

stuff their mouths with ragged pitchforks,

their knives unused, unwanted, unneeded.

At the head of the table, a man claps his hands

and utters the following words: “Bless us our Lord 

for the gifts that we are about to receive

through Christ our Lord, amen.”  The people  

who stop gnashing their teeth long enough

repeat the last word he said and proceed

to finish their servings.  The children

don’t say a word.  They continue to gorge

on whatever comes their way.

Grandma is cleaning dishes in the kitchen.

She pops her head in and says, “Seconds?”
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Poem

Stay Burrowed
S h i r a  A v s h a l o m o v

Rabbit, Rabbit, in the ground
What on Earth have you found
In your burrow where you hide
For all the winter, inside.

Is it death that drives you down?
Winter’s frigid morning frown?
Filled with brisk frozen air
Sharply cutting with broken care

Rabbit, Rabbit, over ground
What on Earth have you found
Out from your burrow, what did you seek
To quench your thirst in winter’s creek.

Now carrion birds fly up above,
In your flesh they found a love
Failed to take you to their nest
They left you cut, take a rest.

Pointless follies in the grass
Now swept away like broken glass.

Nothing scared me more inside,
Then to see the ease, in which you died.



Poem

Keepers of the Currency
M i c h a e l  B o d n a r
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Under sterile fluorescent lighting
Surrounded by faux wooden paneling
The ladies in the branch office
Count cash with fingers
That will never secure it
Legally

Such cruel irony
Those fingers so needy
Teased with handling currency
Simultaneously in their grasp
Yet light years out of reach

Like Sisyphus
Pushing uphill Monday through Friday
Never making progress
Just a meager wage
And little in the way of thanks

Designated liaison
Between the haves and the have-nots
Fielding grievances
Reading creases of desperate faces
Mirroring their own circumstances

Meanwhile, a floor above,
Vacant quarters
Resplendently furnished
For a seldom-seen chief
Hoarding the spoils
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Poem

Check Out
B u n k y  Z e l m a n

I’m a supermarket wage slave,
beeping your overripe mangoes
across the laser scanner
smudged with caked on, dried out
root beer spills.

Beep. Organic, free-range eggs.
Beep. Sustainable cardboard 
boxes of Cheerios.
Beep.  You smirk at me as my nimble,
eighteen-year-old fingers
hesitantly
reach
for 
your box of Trojans.
Beep. Bleach.  Must be double-bagged.

“You got fifteen minutes!” 
Mr. Smith, a screaming necktie, 
slices my back with words too sharp
for my pale skin to rebuff.

Outside, the sun sets on jagged, broken buildings,
as I search for a feast in my left-hand pocket:
Two ketchup packets 
and a couple
of crumbled Saltines.
Dinner is served.
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Fiction

8-Ball, Corner Pocket
S a r a h  K n e e b i s

A masterpiece of manliness, he called it. It had two electric blue 

stripes that raced across the top of its polished hood, and four 

chrome rims that reflected brilliant strokes of white light, which 

were guaranteed to blind the eyes of anyone daring enough to approach it. 

It was a wipe-your-feet-before-you-get-in kind of car. I couldn’t stand the 

sight of that pearl-white mustang, but that didn’t stop it from pulling into 

my driveway one late February evening. And it definitely didn’t stop it from 

flashing its brights into my bedroom window.
 “Hey there, kid,” the bald driver said as I clicked the buckle of the passen-
ger’s seat. “Where’s your mother?”
 “She’s not coming,” I said. “Says we need to, you know, bond. Get to 
know each other. All that garbage.”
 He slipped a pair of jet black Oakley sunglasses over his beady brown eyes, 
and stuck a stick of Big Red gum between his chapped lips. He shrugged his 
shoulders and shifted the car into first gear. 
 “Well shit. You ever shoot stick?” he said, smacking his teeth between 
each word.
 I looked down at my hands, watching as my knuckles clenched to form 
tight fists. What a stupid question. Three months ago I was spending a quiet 
evening with my father, playing chess and proudly calling ‘checkmate!’ with 
one smart, swift move of my bishop. Today, some guy I hardly knew wanted 
to shoot some stick. I fixed my eyes up, looking out of the tinted side window, 
and mumbled under my breath.
 “Of course I’ve played pool before, Mitch,” I said.
 “Good, then I won’t have to waste my time teaching you,” he said. “I got 
this buddy. Runs a place downtown, behind the old pizza joint. Lets me play 
for free – and he oughta, for all the times I fixed up his good-for-nothing 
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Chevy pickup...”
 After fourteen minutes of explaining the obvious superiority of Ford over 
Chevy, he finally pulled into a large, poorly-paved parking lot. He parked in 
farthest possible spot from the building and jerked the e-break as far up as it 
would go.
 “We’re not even parked on a hill,” I said, sneering.
 “You think I don’t know that?” he said. “Just get out of the car.”
 I stepped out of the car, slamming the door behind me. He shook his head 
and scoffed, as he pulled up the hood of his thick, black leather jacket.  
 “Don’t be a shit-head,” he said, spitting his gum over his shoulder and 
pointing towards the side of an old strip mall. “It’s ‘round back. Follow me, 
and stay close.”
 We hurried across the parking lot, salt crystals crunching in the grooves of 
our shoes. Dim street lights illuminated an array of “For Lease” signs, which 
lined the inside of the building’s dust-covered windows. I shoved my hands 
deep into my fuzzy coat pockets and stuck as closely to Mitch’s side as pos-
sible without actually touching him. My nose caught a whiff of greasy dough 
as we turned the corner around Yorkie’s Pizzeria. Finally, we stood outside of 
a small billiards hall called “Deep Pockets,” which was littered with cigarette 
butts and scattered shards of broken beer bottles.
 Mitch turned the creaky handle and yanked the screen door open. “After 
you, kid,” he said.
 The hopped stench of Budweiser beer quickly filled my nose. The hall was 
roaring with the sound of lively conversation, the thumping of darts against 
old bristle boards, and the clacking of polyester pool balls. Mitch placed his 
hand on the center of my back and guided me to the counter of an old 
wooden bar, where the air was saturated with a thin layer of smoke.
 A heavy-set man stood across the counter, drying a thick glass mug with 
the corner of his tattered beige apron. He smiled at us with a big, cheeky grin. 
“Well, I’ll be a son of a gun,” he said. “Is that Mitchie? It can’t be!”
 “Paulie! It’s been a while, how ya been?” Mitch said.



 “Oh you know, same as usual,” Paulie said. “Who’s this young lady?”
 “You know that girl I’ve been seeing for the past couple’a months?” Mitch 
said. “Well this here’s her kid, Hannah.” He put his hand on my shoulder 
and gave me a little shove.
 Paulie put down the glass, gave me a big, cheeky smile and stuck out 
his callused, greasy hand. “Nice to meet ya,” he said, forcefully shaking my 
hand. He knelt under the bar and placed onto the counter a wooden ball 
rack and holder.
 “Have fun,” he said. “And don’t you go taking any of Mitchie’s shit.”
 Mitch and I walked down a small set of stairs, which led to a large hall 
filled with fern-green pool tables. We hung our coats on a metal coatrack in 
the back corner and chose the nearest empty table. I clicked the pull string 
of the stained-glass billiard lamp and racked the balls carefully in their right-
ful order. Mitch picked a pair of black maple pool cues, and rubbed the tips 
thoroughly with a half-used square of Blue Diamond chalk. He stood at the 
opposite end of the table and stared me down as he leaned his chin on the 
tip of his stick.
 “You know,” I said, rolling the cue ball in the palm of my hand. “My dad 
would beat you, no problem. He taught me how to play – don’t think I’m 
gonna go easy on you.”
 Mitch let out a hearty chuckle and snatched the ball from my hand.
 “Your father showed you?” he said. “Well, now I know you won’t be no 
good. I’ll break.”
 The light bounced off of his dangling gold chain, blinding my eyes as he 
leaned his body into the table. He struck the cue ball with incredible force 
and managed to sink the red-and-white striped 11-ball. He smirked at me 
and congratulated himself as he moved to take his next shot. I gripped the 
metal rim of the table, and flipped the score tiles back and forth.
 “So,” he said, while aiming for his next shot. “I guess we should talk 
about something. Otherwise, your mother’ll wring my neck.”
 “Oh alright,” I said. “Why don’t we talk about when you’re going to leave?”
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 He took his shot and missed completely. He threw the stick firmly onto 
the ground, snapping it into two separate pieces.
 “Jesus Christ, kid. See what you made me do?” he said, throwing his hands 
into the air. “Is one night without your crap too much to ask?”
 “Yes. I want you to leave,” I said, hoping he wouldn’t notice that my lip 
was now quivering.
 “Just take your damn shot,” he said as he picked up the halves of his disas-
sembled stick. His face grew redder as I sunk the next three balls, as if he were 
a stovetop burner turned all the way up to high.
 “Tell you what, kid,” he said. “You beat me, and I’m gone. Simple as that.” 
His face was covered in a devious grin.
 “And if you win?” I said.
 “Then you’ll start treatin’ me with some respect,” he said. “Deal?”
 I nodded my head. My sweaty palms could hardly hold my stick steady, 
yet I managed to narrow it down to one more solid. Mitch furled his brow 
and quickly took his next shot, both scratching and knocking my last ball 
into the side pocket.
 He yanked the cue ball out of the slot, and slammed it down onto the 
table. As I lined myself up to the table to take my last shot, I began to wonder 
if winning or losing would actually matter. Mitch wouldn’t keep his word 
– he’d demand a rematch, call me a cheater, or just plain lucky. Mitch wasn’t 
going anywhere. I looked up at him as he rocked nervously back and forth, 
and I took a long, deep breath.
 “Well, what are you waitin’ for?” he said. “Call it.”
 “Eight ball, corner pocket,” I said. I closed my eyes and took the shot. m
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Poem

View
S u s a n  S t r a c q u a d a n i o 

All the mornings spent looking out of kitchen windows

coffee clearing the cobwebs 

searching past the sink at the view

seeking answers or signs

in the changing light

the seasonal breeze.

First, it was your family home

while the others were still asleep

only the dog expectantly studying you, 

   waiting by your side

the neighborhood homes and roads, 

   still life on a pulsing treadmill underneath.

Later, the college apartment overlooking the little convenience store

neon sign and missing letter lighting up the window frame

melancholy and confusion wrapped in every stuttering blink 

the city’s early energy beginning to grow.

And the few months spent in your grandfather’s old cabin, 

   nestled in the woods

the post-grad hiatus, needing some distance

far away from prying eyes and familiar questions

where the window looked out onto a rocky stream

a flood of trees blazing with color



u  Breaking Ground • 81  u

decisions and purpose circling the air 

   with the continually falling leaves

precious time and silence 

   forming a path.

Today the view from the window shows a landscaped yard 

adjoining properties, a patchwork of fences, 

   high-end play zones and gathering spots, 

a few quiet moments before the rush 

just the cat circling your legs, waiting to be fed

age-old questions remain, 

   with new levels of concern

standing over the granite sink, 

   coffee cup warming hands

steam rising before you, 

   slightly fogging the glass

straining to focus in on something just out of reach.
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Memoir

Luminescence in the Desert
A m a n d a  Tr u i n

We drove back to the Joshua Tree Inn in silence with that magic 
sense of adventure still pulsing through our veins. The crisp 
night air of the desert enveloped us as we shut the doors to the 

royal blue Ford Escape that we’d playfully dubbed “Blue Beast.” Our hiking 
boots crunched against the ground on the lighted path to the room. We each 
took turns showering in the quaint colorfully tiled shower. As I studied the 
delicate squares on the wall, my eyes drifted down to the floor where the dust 
of Joshua Tree National Park swirled and whirled in spirals of brown and tan 
toward the drain. Ready for bed and feeling refreshed, I turned off the lights 
and we each went into our separate beds; the memories of the day spent hik-
ing the trails (and non-trails) were running a marathon through my head.
 I studied the black ceiling of shadows for a few minutes before turning 
over. “I can’t sleep,” I whispered. 
 “Me neither” came Emily’s reply from the darkness on the left side of the 
room. Silence stretched for a few more minutes. “Want to go and get some of 
that chocolate cream pie I told you about?” 
 “Definitely!” I said, throwing the covers off. 
 Out the door in under a minute, we playfully raced to the Beast still wear-
ing pajamas. Two car doors slammed, Emily stepped on the gas, and we ar-
rived at the little 24-hour desert diner not five minutes later. 
 The bugs drifted lazily around the lights lining the rim of the roof. We 
turned to each other and smiled as we made our way up the wooden steps. 
“Ding” went the bell as we entered through the door and grabbed the atten-
tion of the waitress behind the counter. 
 “Two slices of chocolate cream pie to go, please,” said Emily. 
 “Sure, ladies.” 
 I saw her watching us through the glass case of the pie cabinet and saw the 
humor in her eyes as she brought the first glorious slice out. Once the first 
had been safely tucked into the styrofoam square, she prepared the second. 
The containers slid across the counter, and we were each happily a couple of 
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dollars poorer. She gently placed the white boxes in a brown paper bag as I 
grabbed some plastic spoons and napkins, and we were back in the car and 
arrived at the Inn once again. Standing in the room with the takeout bag of 
pie, we looked at each other. 
 “You know what would be amazing?” I said, “If we went back and ate 
these in the desert.”  
 “Holy crap, yes!”
 Blue Beast had waited for us where we left her in the parking lot, and she 
seemed to have a mischievous glint in her headlights as if she had known our 
adventurous day was not over. It may have just been the lights from the Inn’s 
parking lot. Or maybe not. The road yawned empty in front of us, and before 
long, our headlights illuminated the Joshua Tree park sign. As we made the 
turn to the right, our lights stretched the shadows of each raised letter long 
against the wood grain until they seemed to escape into the darkness. We 
drove past the empty booth at the entrance where we had said goodnight to a 
ranger a few hours before, and pulled off into a small indented space. Joshua 
trees stood strong and alien in the dirt to the right, front, and back of us. 
Their gnarled branches twisted in a bizarre dance that ended in a burst of long 
needles at the last point of the arm: silent observers of the pajama-wearing 
adventure-chasers that had parked alongside them. 
 With the car turned off, the stillness of our surroundings turned my 
thoughts to how alone and far away from home I really was. As I looked out 
of the passenger’s side window at the pale night glow that seems to outline 
all desert mountains, I heard the first howls of coyotes to the distant right. I 
nudged Emily and motioned for her to listen. “Let’s open the sunroof so we 
can hear them better,” I said. 
 She slid it open and we concentrated on the fierce language that rode the 
breeze towards us; the packs were clearly communicating and on the move. 
I stood up in the passenger’s seat and stuck my upper body through the sun-
roof, the wildness of our surroundings driving me to touch the night sky and 
feel the dry wind against my face. The yelps of the coyotes seemed closer and 
the potential danger made my heart pound. I reached my arms up, closed my 
eyes, and tilted my face up as I felt the howling wind push me back. “Wow, 
how lucky am I?” I thought, as exhilaration firmly took hold. I stood a while 
longer, relishing in the adventure that had brought us from New York to Cali-



fornia. Sitting back down, I turned to Em and laughed, “This is our life!” 
 “I know,” she smiled.
 The brown paper bag crinkled open and the styrofoam lids creaked to 
reveal the famed pie. “Boondock Saints?” I said, looking over. 
 “Done,” came the reply as she leaned over and popped the soundtrack in. 
 As the first lively instrumentals came on and softly carried themselves 
through the car, we each took a heaping serving of our chocolate cream pies 
and toasted the full spoons to the other before popping the whipped good-
ness into our mouths. As the cascade of chilled sweetness exploded on my pal-
ate, I took a deep breath through my nose and reveled in the texture as light as 
wisps of cotton candy. With the chocolate mousse, tiny chocolate chips, and 
whipped cream melting in my mouth, I sighed with contentment and studied 
the starry infinite outside my window. To the right, just over the faintly glow-
ing mountain range, a shooting star streaked and fell. It seemed that every star 
was showing its brilliance this night, crowding the shimmering darkness and 
stretching forever on either side. Above us, the swirling massive arm of the 
Milky Way spanned the entire sky in an arc of rich purples and blues. Never 
before had I been witness to such a sight and the spell of that moment in time 
struck me with awe and left me speechless. What words could describe this?
 In the distance, two pinpricks of light appeared on the roadway before us, 
growing in size until the car reached us and passed by, its headlights providing 
the only artificial light we had seen since parking the Beast. We had finished 
our slices of pie, and we each looked at the other illuminated in the beams. 
For an instant, I could tell that the same thought passed between us and we 
knew that no matter how far our lives stretched and where the path headed 
from here, we had both shared a moment that would last forever, pristine in 
our minds and unique beyond measure. And that taste of chocolate cream 
pie in the desert would be synonymous with the adventure that had turned 
my life right side up and given me the sense of peace that had been missing 
for so long.
 Friendship, for me, was baked in the heat of the desert, cooled in the mid-
night shadow of the mountain range, and topped with the luminescence of 
the grandest night sky I had ever seen. m
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Poem

In the City of Turquoise and Apricot
J o s h  L e w i s

The skyscrapers and their perforations

paper the sky with parchment.

Down below, blue jays perch

upon a flag pole waiting

to catch letters from the clouds.

The ground has the consistency

of margarine; everywhere

apple dumplings are singing arias

of cotton candy splendor.  A river

courses through Main Street

past Leland and Vine winding

its way around the Cupcake Factory

and the Promenade of Oranges.

The light shrouds my face

reminding me of how velvet

is underneath every street corner

and lamppost.  I’m a missive

that yearns to be unconcealed

ready to set everything aglow.
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Fiction

Lucky
L y n s i e  B e l v e a l

For the twenty-fourth day of February, Oscar shrugged on a green 
jacket that was faded at the elbows and headed towards the gas station 
at the corner of the street he lived on. He pushed the greasy metal 

door on the exterior of the gas station, conveniently titled “El Cheapo.” Oscar 
frequented the local El Cheapo to buy his daily breakfast of $1.50 black cof-
fee and a pack of Sour Patch Kids. Oscar handed his coffee punch card to the 
gas station employee.
 “Looks like you get yourself a free coffee tomorrow,” the woman behind 
the counter said as she handed the card back to Oscar.
 “Thanks, Denise,” he said as he placed the card back into his wallet, head-
ing towards the exit door.
 Oscar took a sip of his black coffee, instantly wincing at the heat hitting 
his mouth. “God damn it,” he said to himself as he opened his mouth wide, 
letting his tongue stick out in front of his lips to take in the cold air and cool 
down his mouth. He put his hand in the pocket of his green jacket and pulled 
out a black circular object. Closing his eyes, he cradled the ball in his hand 
and said “Fernando, do I keep drinking this coffee?” He shook the ball hard, 
watching the liquid inside shift around to reveal his fate.
 “Most definitely.”
 Fernando had become Oscar’s closest friend during the last nine months 
after the divorce from his wife, Miranda. He had found Fernando in the toy 
section of El Cheapo while searching for a new deck of playing cards. Picking 
up the box that read “Magic 8-Ball” he turned the box on its side to reveal the 
opening that contained every answer to any question Oscar could ask.
 “Should I buy you?” he said. He held the ball with both hands and began 
shaking it until the ball revealed the answer.
 “Ask Again Later.”
  Oscar was two minutes away from being late for work and did not have 
time for “later.”
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 “Okay, it’s later. Should. I. Buy. You?” He enunciated each word in his 
question, not noticing the laughter from the couple next to him stocking up 
on cat food; he shook the ball harder until his destiny was revealed. 
 “As I See It, Yes.”
 Oscar smirked as he took the Magic 8-Ball to the counter.  This ball is no 
joke,” he said; “I asked it if I should buy it and it said yes. You don’t just say 
no to good luck.”
 The woman behind the counter scanned the bar code on the ball and told 
him it was $15.49.  Oscar took his wallet out of his back pocket to hand the 
woman a 20 dollar bill.
 “Hey, don’t you think you should name your friend?” a voice from behind 
him said.  
As Oscar turned around, he heard the young girl’s voice behind a pile of cat 
food, “Yeah, you know, like, Doris or something,” the girl said.  “You can’t ask 
it for advice without thinking about its feelings, too.” The couple snickered 
as they gave Oscar this advice. He opened up his mouth to say something in 
return, but quickly gathered his change and left the gas station instead.
 Oscar sat down on the side of the road with his new purchase, thinking 
about what the couple had said to him in El Cheapo.
 “What do you think about the name Doris for you?” He shook the ball 
lightly this time, worried he would anger the ball with his constant questions.
 “NO.”
 “Alright. Well, are you a man then?”
 “Outlook Good.”
 Oscar thought of the names of men he knew, his father’s name Frank, 
his brother Steve, his cousin Felix, and his grand-pop Carl. Each time he 
asked the ball if he wanted to be called Frank, Steve, Felix or Carl, the ball 
answered “no.”
 “Do you like the name ‘Fernando’?”
 “YES.”
 The buttons on Oscar’s green jacket had been “missing” since last year, 
leaving him to walk through the snow covered streets with his shirt and neck 
exposed to the cold. Miranda’s dog, Nacho, had devoured the buttons off his 



jacket when Oscar left it lying on the couch, something Miranda constantly 
reminded him not to do. Not wanting to burn his mouth further, he sipped 
the black coffee slowly while keeping his mouth open slightly to take in the 
cold air. He let the cold mix with the hot coffee in his mouth to develop a 
lukewarm sensation in his throat. He did this fifteen times until he reached 
the door of his workplace. 
 “WELCOME TO GLORY BOWL—oh, fuck, just kidding. You work 
here,” Tony, his boss, said to him while carrying five pairs of bowling shoes.
 “It’s nice to be welcomed anyway,” Oscar said while hanging his green 
jacket in the “EMPLOYEES ONLY” coat closet.
 “Yeah, yeah. Clock in. I need you to clean these shoes. The fuckin’ muppet 
kids were in earlier.”
 The “muppet” kids consisted of a group of five boys who hung out at 
Glory Bowl every day, paying for each game with quarters and nickels only. 
The boys saved their dollar coins for big items, such as a 20 pack of Airhead 
candy. Tony told the boys that they had to start rolling their quarters, to 
which the short boy replied with a screech until Tony accepted their money.
 Oscar took the pile of shoes from Tony’s arms and set them on the black 
countertop. He began to scrub at the shoes until Tony told him to “not work 
so god damn hard.”
 “They’re just shoes, for fuck’s sake. Take the money out of the pinball ma-
chines, I need a pack of cigs.”
 The black bucket behind the counter was full of dirty quarters that Tony 
had scraped out of the pinball machine the night before. When Oscar un-
locked the cage to the Playboy Mansion Pinball machine, he clutched the 
quarters in his hand and let them drop into the black bucket. He did this 
to each pinball machine until he had $13.50 to give to Tony. Tony snatched 
a Ziploc bag from behind the counter that held arcade tickets and dumped 
them onto the counter.
 “Here,” he told Oscar, “put those quarters in this bag so I can get the fuck 
out of here. You got a lighter I can borrow?”
 Oscar shook his head.
 “Ah, fuck. Alright,” Tony said as he shoved the bag of quarters into his 
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pocket. “Maybe I can bum some matches off someone at the gas station.”
 “I’ll be back in ten minutes. Finish cleaning those fuckin’ shoes, they smell 
like shit.” 
 Oscar was used to cleaning shoes, he didn’t mind it. It reminded him of 
Miranda, how at night she would kick her shoes off in the doorway after she 
got home from work. When she was in the kitchen making toast, he would 
straighten her shoes then place them in front of the door for her the next 
morning. When Miranda was leaving for work in the morning, she found her 
left shoe half eaten by Nacho. She cursed Oscar out, calling him a “fucking 
shoe bastard” before she grabbed her brown pair of boots and slammed the 
door behind her.
 He took the phone out of his pocket, searching through his contacts until 
Miranda’s name popped up. He hovered over the “call” button next to her 
name, but he remembered she told him to delete her number last month, 
after Oscar had called her five times at 2:35 in the morning. 
 “You’re fucking drunk, Oscar,” she said. He could hear the disdain in her 
voice, the disgust was seeping through each word she spoke.
 “I didn’t want to call, I’m sorry. I just, was thinking about you.” He held 
Fernando in his hands, looking at the “Absolutely” answer the ball had given 
him to the question “Should I call Miranda?”
 “It’s three in the fuckin’ morning on a Tuesday,” she said. “Why are you 
drinking?  You know what, I don’t care. Lose my number, don’t call me again.” 
The phone made an audible beeping sound, alerting Oscar that Miranda had 
hung up on him. He clutched onto the eight ball, shaking it, as he asked 
“Does she care about me?”
 “Outlook Not So Good.” The ball told him in return. He threw Fernando 
against the living room wall, letting him fall onto the floor.
 “Don’t you come into El Cheapo almost every day?” A voice woke Oscar 
back into reality. The woman from the gas station stood in front of him. She 
was no longer in uniform and her hair was not kept up in a messy ponytail, 
but rather danced on her shoulders in a movement that Oscar could not look 
away from.
 “Uh, yeah. Denise, right?” he said. He already knew the answer, but was 
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worried he would come off as “strange” a word Miranda used to describe Os-
car towards the last three months of their marriage, as an excuse for sleeping 
around on him. Oscar noticed Denise’s skin; although her skin was imperfect 
and contained scars from acne of her teenage years, he thought that it was 
glowing against the fluorescent lighting that hit her face in the bowling al-
ley.
 “Yeah, you’re—God, I’m so sorry.” An apologetic look moved on her face 
as she spoke to him. “I can’t remember.  Simon?”
 “That’s close. It’s Oscar.” He extended his hand to Denise, locking her 
hand into his to shake. Her skin felt rough, but he liked the way her skin 
melded into his for the five seconds their bodies were joined. 
 “What’s your shoe size?” he said, releasing her hand. 
 “Well, I need a 7 for me and I need an 11, too.” 
 He turned toward the tiny cubbies that held the shoes, searching for a 7 
and an 11 for Denise. He picked the 7 that he had cleaned last night before 
heading home, not wanting to give her an old pair of 7s. He searched for an 
11; the only pair that remained was so old that the strings of the shoes had 
turned yellow-brown because of the sweat and dirt of customers before. 
 “Just cleaned these ones,” he said as he handed her the clean 7s, followed 
by the dirty 11s.  “Thought you might like a nice pair, you know.” 
 He watched as Denise walked away from the shoe counter, noticing the 
way she cradled the shoes in her arms like a fragile child. He hardly had had 
a conversation with her but his thoughts were filled with her voice and the 
outline of her frame. Her hair swept off her shoulders as she threw the bowl-
ing ball down the lane. He bargained with himself to stop looking, but each 
time he looked away his eyes would return to the back of her head. 
 “Should I ask Denise on a date?”
 Closing his eyes, he shook the ball with vigorous intent. There was only 
one answer that Oscar desperately needed to see. 
 “NO.”
 Oscar’s mind began to swirl with fury. He felt that Denise was the one for 
him. He could not imagine waking up each morning without seeing her long 
hair against his pillowcase or not putting her shoes out for her in the morning.
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 He asked Fernando again, again, and again. “Four times,” he thought, 
“that’s gotta be lucky.” Each time the ball gave him the answer that he wasn’t 
looking for. “Outlook Not So Good.” “Don’t Rely On It.” He was not the 
type of person to question such obvious signs from the universe, but he be-
came stubborn for Denise. He placed the ball on the counter and focused on 
the strands of hair on her head as he walked towards her.
 “Hey.” His voice cracked under the nerves that began to envelop him.
 “Yeah, hey. What’s going on?” She looked at him curiously. Her friend had 
finished his bowling frame and headed back towards Denise quickly.
 Oscar kept his focus on her shoes, he admired the work he had done 
polishing that pair with a dirty rag. The pair of 11s placed themselves next to 
Denise’s 7s, causing Oscar to look up. Eleven was tall, six foot-something and 
his hair was shaved off the top of his head. His denim jacket fit him loosely, 
complementing his denim pants. Eleven placed an arm around Denise, hold-
ing her closely at the hip.
 “What’s goin’ on?” Eleven said, pulling Denise closer to him. Strands of 
her hair fell onto his denim jacket as her pulled her closer.
 “Nothing.” Oscar could not think of a reply that would have suited the 
occasion. He head was swimming with the sound of his loud heartbeat. Clos-
ing his eyes, he turned away from Denise. He kept his eyes closed until the 
vision of her hair against 11’s denim jacket was stained in his memory. Oscar 
placed himself behind the shoe counter and clutched Fernando. He watched 
as 11 made Denise laugh the way Oscar wanted to make her laugh. Her head 
tilted back in a fit of laughter as her hair swayed behind her.
 “You were right,” he said softly to the ball in his hands.
 He removed his phone from his pocket and hit “call” underneath 
Miranda’s name. m
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Non-Fiction

T  he auto accident was sudden and violent.
Despite the car running off the road, travelling a short distance in a 
ditch, slamming head first into an embankment and flipping over at 

least once – maybe twice – and coming to rest upside down, my brother had 
survived. But not unscathed. There were several fractures in his back, three 
cracked ribs and a fracture in the top of his tibia, right behind the kneecap.
 But, he had been wearing his seatbelt. He had not been speeding. He had 
navigated the physical forces of nature. Remarkably, he had survived.
 So had his cell phone, which he began using.
 The second or third time we talked that evening he informed me “one of 
my shoes is missing.” I completely missed the significance of a missing shoe. 
It was lost in the swirl of other events and information around the aftermath 
of the accident, his injuries and what the next few days would demand.
 There were reports to file, the insurance company to deal with, the police 
to contact and all the medical details – where was he going to end up? Would 
there be surgery? What was the permanent damage going to be? Would he 
drive again? If so, what would his next car be? Would this affect his living 
circumstances? His wallet and driver’s license and bank card had gone missing 
too in the midst of everything and all that needed to be tracked down.
 But the shoe was the real stickler in all of this.
 “Didja find my shoe yet?” was his insistent mantra spoken to me by my 
big brother at least once in every phone conversation we had, each day. “They 
had it! I told them to make sure to bring it in the ambulance!” he insisted, 
referring to the volunteer EMTs who came to the accident scene, broke out 
the rear window of the car and carefully extricated him from his upside down 
predicament.
 And so I tracked the leads on all the missing items – his driver’s license, 
his wallet. AND the missing shoe. A brown leather deck shoe. Had it been 
at the first hospital he had been taken to? Had it been at the accident scene? 
Had the tow truck driver seen it, as he worked to roll the car back upright 
and load it onto his flatbed wrecker? Had the sheriff’s deputy seen it among 

One Shoe 
E d  E v a n s
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the belongings he and the wrecker driver collected and put in the car before 
it was towed away? The people in the Emergency Department, as they were 
attending to his vital signs and his injuries and IVs and X-Rays?
 My wife and I kept a look out for it as we surveyed the accident scene the 
following day, studying the gouges in the ground where the various impacts 
had been as the car hit one place, landed and slid in another, leaving bits and 
pieces of plastic and shattered window glass on the ground as a kind of crude 
footprint left behind by what had happened.
 No shoe.
 “Where is my shoe?”
 “Did you find my shoe?”
 “They had my shoe?”
 He is obsessive about things on a normal day. He was really obsessed about 
his missing shoe. It was annoying for the first few days. The question I could 
not answer. The riddle I could not solve. This fixation on a single missing 
leather shoe.
 But out of this entire mess of the accident, the missing shoe could prob-
ably have been the simplest thing to fix.
 Against the backdrop of a fractured neck, fractured ribs, fractures in his 
lower lumbar and a fracture behind the knee. A totaled car, the prospect of 
weeks, if not months, in a physical rehab unit – a simple missing shoe was the 
smallest issue.
 “Did you find my shoe?” he asked, every day.
 “Where is his shoe?” I began asking myself. As insignificant as it seemed 
to me, it was the one thing I could actually influence.
 I mentally retraced the steps (no pun) of my brother’s journey the day and 
evening of the accident and the possible parallel journeys of his belongings 
– the ones he had with him and the ones still missing. Where can a shoe go 
– can a shoe travel a different path – can it travel any path – if there is no foot 
in it?
  Within the first few days I had spoken to everyone. The deputy, the cap-
tain of the volunteer fire department, the wrecker driver, the people at the 
small hospital where he had initially been taken and the people at the trauma 
center, fifty miles away, where he ultimately ended up. Nothing.
 Finally I developed one theory. Despite his assertion the shoe had come 



out of the car with him, like the second one which had remained on his foot. 
What if the shoe had stayed put in the car?
 The car had rolled over. He had remained buckled in his seatbelt, upside 
down, for quite a while until the emergency crews arrived. In that moment, 
“down” was “up.” If the shoe had come off his foot, it could have fallen up 
behind the dashboard, while the car was upside down.
 I talked with the tow truck operator, who was storing my brother’s car in 
the driveway of his house until the insurance company authorized his pay-
ments for towing and storage. He said they had approved his fees, I should 
come and get the plates off the car and anything else as it was going to be 
removed within a couple of days.
 I took a mirror and flashlight to try and get a good look up behind the 
dashboard in a longshot look for the missing shoe.
 I opened the driver’s door, got down on my knees and I came face to toe 
with the missing shoe. It was upright, standing across the top of the clutch 
pedal and the brake pedal. It must have dropped there when the car was 
rolled back upright and stayed there while the car was hauled onto the flat 
bed, and driven the 15 miles to the tow truck driver’s house.
 I called my brother and let him know I had tracked down the missing 
shoe. I called my wife and let her know I had solved the least of the important 
issues surrounding this event.
 As the now-found shoe rode home with me, something unusual dawned 
on me. It was August 6, in the evening. The time I found the shoe was four 
years to the day – nearly to the minute – of when our mother had died. As 
mothers will do regularly with their children—it occurred to me our mother 
probably had a hand in finding my brother’s missing shoe. It’s as if she had 
said, “Eddie, go get your brother’s shoe. It’s out in his car!” But the more 
tangible reality of the shoe also dawned on me. In the midst of all the bone 
fractures, medical and insurance issues that were all going to take weeks and 
months to heal and sort out, finding one missing leather topsider deck shoe 
was the one problem I had actually been able to solve. m
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Poem

Junk Drawer
S u s a n  S t r a c q u a d a n i o 

I can’t recall how long it stayed that way
organized to a “T”
rows of batteries, according to size
separated compartments
and baby jars filled with tacks, clips, and bands

A full day of clearing out and paring down
tossing random, useless bits and pieces
starting fresh with full tape dispensers, lighters and matches,
   flashlights lined up, loaded and ready
no power outage or natural disaster would ever leave us in the dark, 
guessing, then the junk drawer was elevated to a photo-worthy work 
of organizational art, closing without any obstruction, 
smooth and perfectly balanced in its capacity

Little by little, the packages, papers, pencils, pens,
miscellaneous allen wrenches, screws, and post-its, twine, 
   outdated business cards and paint samples
grew overnight like invasive weeds

Today, we will start a new project
all we need is the measuring tape
but after struggling to free the debris in order to open the drawer
we find none
when I know we once had three.
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Poem

A Domestic Scene
J o s h  L e w i s

A hand print clings to the window,

a ghost from last night’s dinner party.

On my knees, I wring out a rag

underneath a worn wooden bucket

and wipe the glass until it’s clean.

My face reflects back at me,

the fair-haired and freckled servant

of Yorkshire, a noble British couple

who care more about spit and shine

rather than substance.  I rise up

and move on to the next window,

the next mirror, that will tell me

how wide my grimace has grown.
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Photography

B r a d  M e r r e l l   |   Kitchen Photogram
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Poem

Wanted
J e s s i c a  H r a n e k 

Today,
I feel wanted—

the wings of a soldier
marching to the beat

of this drum I once heard.
Thump, thump, thump

like my battleground heart
which dances around

like a song when it first begins
and that drives my mind crazy
because my brain is mindful,

in the moment
like a treasure’s map

but only markings there
that you decide

and people are their own individuals
breathing the same air,

as calm as the ocean waves
reaching to the heavens

but I am in flight
with the ones who are wanted

it’s a dream
and I’m a cloud

otherwise unseen
but today I stand in the mountains

with my coat on
and, yes,

I’m wanted beautifully,
and that’s me.
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Poem

The Ring
M i c h a e l  B o d n a r

He surfaced like the soldier 

She had always hoped 

Would reach his arms out

With power like a hydraulic machine 

To lift her away

Away from a cold bedroom

From futile strife

From stale drudgery

From her father’s rigidity

A new man

Promised what she yearned for

A new house and tender warmth

From a gallant provider

Only to deliver

Nothing more than 

His absence and

One needy infant son

Every night she waits

For a ring from her errant savior

A ring that she only half-believes

Will ever arrive
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Poem

Fried, Baked, Grilled
B u n k y  Z e l m a n

Eyes glazed with sherry,

Stewed in Spanish almonds,

Wedged between 

Yesterday’s slaw and 

Local, farm-raised beef,

I am boneless.

My skin, aged and sun-dried,

Dressed and spiced;

Your hand, preserved and tight

Under the sheepshank

Around your fourth finger.
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Poem

Corrected Memory of a Once-Perfect Morning
R i c h a r d  C o n n o l l y

People are mysteries hard to solve.

Turn over the stone only to find dirt

mixed with worms, mixed with centipedes,

mixed with misplaced dreams.

Open shades let in the glare of Winter morn.

New snow outshines the frosted sun,

Outshone by particles of ice shimmering

Like a skyful of glitter dancing in the air.

To young eyes it looks like a promise being made.

Made by none, the child will still feel betrayed.

People are mysteries, and all that solving them will

Get you is hurt.
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Lucielle
N a t a l i e  S t e r n s 

Poem

Sitting slumped in her chair,
old newspapers stacked on the end table with wheels.

These dates have passed,
much like her memory,
 fading.

Conversations of days gone by.

Lost in her own mind.

The end of her life,
spent slumped in her chair.

         
      Lucielle
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Photography

Symbiosis
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Poem

Coffee Love Affair
D a s h a  K o f m a n 

Filter out my comfortless self with coffee.
Refuel my drooping words with energy.
My being is no longer in focus
I am longing
for a sip, a gulp, any sign of life.
Your sweltering shelter filling a hole.

The inky potion filling a hole
in the pit of my psyche. Crawl to me, cup of coffee.
Droplets slither in the cracked wooden floors, seeking for a sign of 
life.
One effortless swallow, rinses me with a stream of energy.
Twists and spirals, I am longing
for flaming alleviation. Pour me a cup of un-darkened focus.

Perception out of focus.
Milky surges filling a hole.
lacking the love of a mother, or longing
for a kiss from a lover. Mixing my remorse in a coffee
cup. Steam punching my breathing skeleton with energy.
Thin and watered-down coffee—gives me a sign of life.

Weak passion and bland formations of words, no sign of life.
The desire to live within myself is unfocused.
Out of gas, I need your revitalizing energy.
Your tender touch, your steaming embrace—filling a hole.
Transparent walls filled with the necessity for a resurgence of coffee.
Is continuing for the bright side worth perpetual longing?

I am longing
for your dripping juice to generate a sign of life.
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J a s o n  D e t r a n i   |   Cup & Saucer

Existence has no worth without a coffee
cup. The caffeinated focus
allowing me to consign to oblivion. I am filling a hole
in my sunken core. Bitter touch of my addiction, releasing energy.

I am left with vacuumed energy.
Sizzling mugs will never melt permanent longing.
One savory taste, can not fill a hole
so vast. The ability to portray yearning for emotion is a sign of life.
Morals and motives too murky to ever be focused.
Here lies my existence, swirling and turning, mixed in my cup of coffee.

Fill a cup of energy if your desire is to locate a sign of life.
I am not longing for your taste or your contact. I do not focus
on the tender love fiends suffocate for. I am merely filling a hole
that no human being can locate, with my favorite cup of coffee.
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Poem

Time
L y n s i e  B e l v e a l

I waited
up
for you,

check
the time

mindful
forgetfulness,
you tell me
to find
a better use 
of my time

the clock
distorts
reality,
a construct
made up 
in your head,
my head,

when it used to be
our head,
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when you
called me
ten-
eleven
times
in two hours.

The pause
is long now

your disuse
binds us

a fictional
cord
tying you
to me,
to me
to you.

You said
I wasn’t
like
you

that’s
why we
don’t
touch
anymore.
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Poem

I used to be an almond daydream.
Men would hop off bikes and admire
my radiance. I could string them along
one two three. Have them strung out

with my salty kiss. Midnight matinees
were a common occurrence for me.
Men kept showing me their films,
and I would laugh at their sauciness.

The years have come and gone
like nightmares. My almond flesh
has become prune soft. Mush
is my calling card nowadays.

Young dreams whiff at me,
but they have no clue. Clueless early,
knowledgeable late. My dates
have untangled themselves years ago.

Lucky bastards. They chase after
new dreams, fantasies that fancy
new films and movie theaters
to taste darkness in. I imagine

how the reels are unwound slow
against red felt chairs, screens
taped up by sheer will alone.
I pity them all. I need nothing

except a book at night. No romance.
Just mysteries spaced out over weeks.
I’ll never understand chemistry,
its active and reactive delusions.

Ephemeral Calisson
J o s h  L e w i s
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Poem

Calliope sing me a song inside
The rotating gears of the carousel ride.
Spinning its infinite whimsical way,
In darkness alone glowing horses parade.

Through snow-covered hills on a deep and dark day,
The angel of death hides his sickle away.
A spark in the atmosphere shows him a thought,
A childhood instant he thought he’d forgot.

But there it exists in the carousel’s song,
A simple remembrance he’d had all along.
Spinning and laughing and bobbing about,
Melodies echoing all throughout.

Right then was the moment he’d sought to forget,
For now he was something he’d come to resent.
He thought for a moment then cried from within.
His tears turned to rain, blown away in the wind.

“I’ve become a monster” the reaper then cried,
“I cause nothing but pain through my ominous eyes!”
So filled with regret of his sinister strife
He pulled out his sickle and took his own life.

The world opened up, sending quakes through the ground.
The skies filled with fear from the shouts of the clouds.
Then everything froze and the air seized its roar,
And the world remained still as it once was before.

He fell to the floor of which nature’s addressed.
His bones clicked and clattered then quickly vanished.
And softly there stood in the back as before,
The carousel standing, but spinning no more.

Carousel Ride
B r a d  M e r r e l l
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Non-Fiction

I always loved my birthday: a day full of shopping, dinner out at my fa-
vorite restaurant, homemade birthday cake, and spending time with my 
parents. Some birthdays stand out more than others, and some I just 

can’t seem to remember at all, but I know my favorite one of all. It stands out 
because it was an unusually warm day for the beginning of March which was 
normally pretty chilly; this birthday was just sent with my dad, now divorced 
from mom for five years, and my seventeen-year-old brother Tom. We got 
ready to leave for the night hopping in the loud, old, white, rolling truck as 
he said “Where should we go, Princess?” We set out for a night of shopping, 
my favorite activity of course, and headed towards vestal. The first stop was 
Plato’s Closet, then to Walmart to add nail polish and more makeup to my 
ever growing collection, and then to Bath and Body Works to get way too 
much smelly stuff that I probably shouldn’t have bought. At each stop dad 
would grab his wallet, hand me his credit card, and say “Take it easy on me, 
okay kiddo?” I tried not to spend a lot because I knew he didn’t have a lot but 
he insisted I could get whatever I wanted. The night ended at Olive Garden, 
my favorite place to go for almost every birthday. I never really understood 
why this was the birthday that stood out the most, but recently I think I 
figured it out. We sat and ate dinner as we normally did for my birthday, no 
mom this year though, she and Dad fought too much, so two separate din-
ners were just easier most years. We ate salad, slurped down some soup, and 
finished off with some pasta. Dad never just let it end there though, he always 
made sure that every waiter knew it was my birthday, and wanted every single 
one to make sure I was thoroughly embarrassed when they all came to sing to 
me. “Happy birthday to you, happy birthday to you….” every waiter singing 
at the top of their lungs. It always ended on a good note though with cake, 
or my favorite, cheesecake. Dad would laugh so hard and maybe that’s why it 
stands out so much; he was just happy, no pain, just a day for me to do what-
ever I wanted. Now six more birthdays have come and gone and he’s been 

The Birthday Dinner 
S a r a h  R u s s e l l
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gone for three of them. Dad being gone makes birthdays harder, even though 
I still love them; they’ve become harder without him there. I still like to go 
to Olive Garden for my birthday, every time trying to make sure the waiters 
don’t sing, and every time seeming to fail. Every time they do, I think of Dad 
and smile a little, knowing that’s his way of showing me he’s there. m

S a r a h  R u s s e l l   |   Gone
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Poem

The Cafeteria
J e s s i c a  H r a n e k 

That afternoon,
the room was glowing like my beating heart

because the cafeteria
was like a fireplace-

the food being my canvas
like a paintbrush,

the colors surround me-
a gradient of sunsets forever envisioned.
It must have been a destiny to transform

a work of art,
a sign of life into reality while

my hair blows in the wind
as I, too, reach out my heavenly hands

out for a salad and some dressing
and I feel complete

for this gift in my hands-
but with a price-

numbers, but with figures
that I could actually chow down on.

I picked up my bags suddenly
and dashed through the door.

It was the end of a mission,
but the start of a new journey.

This cafeteria,
although the visit was short,

it was memorable,
powerful,

but I could envision
the gourmet for years

upon passing years to come.
Dearest cafeteria,

you’re like a hero to me-
tell me your stories.
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Photography

D e b  H i b b a r d   |  Donuts and Chinese Food
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Photography

B r a d  M e r r e l l   |   Cotton Candy



u  Breaking Ground • 115  u

Photography

S h i r a  A v s h a l o m o v   |  Feed Me
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Photography

R i c h a r d  S c h l e i d e r   |  Karo Highlands Hawker
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Poem

Hunger Banquet
S a n d y  S t e p h e n s

One sits at the table of humanity
Watching with hungry eyes
As the hope of a morsel of goodness
Passes by with no more than a glance

Aromas drift past like whispers
Hovering in a tantalizing cloud
And the memory of merely a moment
Floats on as if only a fog

Flavor hints of bitter disappointment
Tainting the richness of life
By tasting the truth of deception
Desires much less of that fare

Din reaches ears that are waiting
Listening in hopes for a sound
With crackling embers of affection
Smolders and then will die out

Thirst parches lips dry like a desert
Longing for only one sip
For springs quenching eternal
Dries and escapes in the wind

Fatigue enters souls of rejection
Yearning in hopes of relief
Without sustenance readily offered
Wearies the strongest through strife

Hunger encompasses the patron
Approaching the banquet withheld
At tables encumbered with fortune
Denies and forgets who is there

One sits at a table of humanity
Reaching with hope that might fade
And now a hand responds lightly
Granting hope and the strength to go on
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Poem

Partial Sight
R o b e r t  H o h m a n

The flick of a light switch,

The opening of the front door into the light,

Accompanied by both is a moment,

A moment of pitch black

Where sight takes time to come back.

Not classified as legally blind

Yet tripping and falling time after time

Makes them feel

That they are just as blind as the “blind.”

But their hope hasn’t withered,

They use the powers of modern technology

And simple strategies to show the world

That while they may be partially blind

And though they may lose that phrase later on,

Their world is not a black void.
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Poem

Words from a Stone
Th o m a s  F l y n n

The universe created us just as it has created you

though we lie here dormant to the eye.

We are governed by the same universal codes. 

We are employed by the universe 

Just as you are employed by it to experience itself.

We become the conduits to carry the force of the universe— 

be it a core of a sun, mud, or cells. 

It’s we who have championed over the void  

giving structure to the emptiness. 

Though there is one condition that’s unnegotiable:  

 All dust used has to be returned.
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Photography

Th o m a s  F l y n n   |  Balanced Rock Towers
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Poem

The Moments Between
Th o m a s  F l y n n

When I balance rocks I look for the tension. 

Stacking the balance builds towers that defy gravity. 

Our lives reflect this tension. 

The tension between birth and death,

 Acquiring and desiring,

a balance is found in-between.

Finding peace in the present moment 

can defy all forces.

More than a Rock
Th o m a s  F l y n n

Environments trapped in time

Minerals bind and lithify

Buildings erect, beaches collect

Combined to represent 

In paintings and sculptures

It is to minerals we are indebted 



Poem

Burdens of Being a Person
B r a d  M e r r e l l

No one remains themselves forever, everyone adheres

To written regulations beaten down throughout the years.

Children’s old ambitions go, their concrete feathers fall.

Adult inhibition shows, conversely staged through all.

We have no explanation or defense to justify

The common condemnation of the stars within the sky.

The only people brave enough to break and be unique

Are eating in the alleyways and sleeping in the streets.

The rain, it pours on city streets, and clouds corrupt the sky.

Your dreary coalition grows until the day you die.

The madness and the mayhem of these repellant routines.

Miracles are misconstrued, though pretty and pristine.

Ignored and shared to no one they are killed and thrown away.

No one says a word; they just continue on their way.

Angels grace the forests and they soar and seek to save,

But cowardly we cut them down and send them to their graves.

The tallest buildings seem to scrape the ceiling of the sky,

But when they fall they devastate the ground on which they lie.  

(And desecrate and die.)

And prisoners of stark emotions wander through the Earth,

Fragile from constant stress of wondering their worth.
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And thousands upon thousands walk along the barren streets.

They only always occupy derision and deceit.

They pray their empty promises and sing their silent psalms.

Searching for some sacred place to believe they belong.

Synthetic aberrations coat the faces of the meek,

Pretending to be different at the end of every week.

Chemicals consumed to show the beauty of the brain

Are purely a preservative, unnaturally insane.

And currency is all we see, we watch it multiply.

Catch it in your clothing when it’s raining from the sky.

Countless correlations between greed and green and sin

Masking the intentions of the whispers from within.

The world is all unfurled.

There’s nothing left to open, no treasure chests or pearls.

Just carnage and corrosion caught inside an empty dream.

The fallacies of fantasies are never as they seem.



u  Breaking Ground • 124  u

Poem

Slice of Happiness
A r t h u r  B u s h

I said, “Goodnight.” But I don’t know if it is.
As I laid my daughter down with a gentle kiss,
I couldn’t help but think of my day.
What will I do tomorrow? How will I get paid? 
Her seventh birthday is only three weeks away,
What will I do? What can I do? What should I say?
Do I tell her, “Sorry, baby, but Daddy is broke.
I was fired today, and my life is a joke!”
A single father with nothing and everything to stake.
Can I even afford to get her a birthday cake?
Happy Birthday, Leigha! I love you lots!
Don’t blow out the candles, in case the power goes off.
Maybe I’m overreacting. Maybe it’s all in my head.
Maybe I’ll wake up with a new job instead.
Still, she matters more than anything in my life.
Uh oh, she woke up. I walked back and kissed her goodnight.
And as she drifts away to sleep,
I stare at her little chest and watch her breathe.
And all at once, the troubles subside.
No longer am I sulking in my fiendish pride.

The next week passed, holding three job interviews,
But no call-backs. Still, no good news.
The money is tight, but I make it last.
Enough to give Leigha a decent birthday bash.
Finally her day has come to fruition,
I spent the last of my cash for an artist rendition,
Birthday cake, with Leigha and her mother.
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I knew that Leigha wanted no one other,
To be there with her, on her very special day.
It’s been two years since she passed away.
But today’s not about loss or regret,
It’s about Leigha, and all the love she can get.
As I rushed back and forth from the kitchen with tasks,
Leigha, with her friends, ran up to me and asked,
“Can I open the gifts now?” I answered, “Sure thing!”
She ran out just as my cell phone began to ring.
I answered it, “Hello? This is Ben.”
The voice on the phone said, “Hello there. 
It’s great to talk to you again.
This is Alice. We met yesterday for your job interview”
“Oh,” I said. “It’s great to hear from you.”
As she told me the news I awaited her verdict.
I was hoping she would make this day perfect.
When she said, “You’re hired!” I shouted with glee.
Soon, everyone in my house was staring at me.
I thanked Alice for her message and hung up the cell.
I couldn’t believe everything had turned out so well.

I went back to my task of placing candles on the cake.
Staring at Leigha’s mother, as I laid the forks and plates,
I remembered the words she said that rang true,
“No matter the hardships, Leigha and I love you.”
With a smile I yelled, “Leigha, I got something for you to take!”
She walked in and I gave her the cake.
We sang happy birthday and now she is four.
She was so happy to see her mother once more.
She hugged me and said, “This is the best birthday I ever had.”
From hardships, to happiness, I looked at the cake and whispered, 
“I’m glad.” 
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Poem

Mac
C h e r y l  S u l l i v a n

For all your life you were a mystery 

to all who thought they knew you well

but I could see inside your sad and lonely soul

the demons who tormented you alone

with pain and sadness from so long ago.

Then, at the end, you surrendered, 

a calm enveloped your soul,

and as you passed into eternity

Jesus made you His own.

I will always remember your familiar quip 

each time I’d leave:

   “Wasn’t it great that you got to see me?” you’d say.

How could I answer you then, thinking it was silly?

But my answer now is yes! 

so we both can continue on our way.



Non-Fiction

Taste of the World
D a s h a  K o f m a n

It had been a long journey, but through several avoided Chipotles and 

weekend opening shifts at the supermarket, I was embarking on a trip 

abroad to the Mediterranean Coast. Sights that, just a few months ago 

appeared only in travel brochures, stared back at me. Classmates I passed 

infrequently in the hallway traveled the country with me. The eagerness to 

explore the coast burned brighter as the sun beat down on me while waiting 

in line for my first gelato in Italy. The Mediterranean Coast had left me with 

the understanding that the simplest moments can be the most extraordinary. 

It could have been the pizza in Italy: the mozzarella cascading down the thin 

crust in slow motion, the complexity of its history and the simplicity of my 

own present. It could have been the escargot, a symbol of French food culture 

sitting alongside me in Nice. It could have been the seafood paella: shrimp, 

mussels and squid, the ingredients bringing me to the depths of the ocean. It 

could have been the tapas, each one individually painting a picture of Spain, 

Barcelona being its own piece in the puzzle. But it wasn’t, because my defining 

moment was zooming down the streets of Barcelona to catch our departure 

flight. It was the connection between all those who had eaten the same meals 

as me and those who have been able to experience the luxury of dining in the 

center of history. It was the aromas that radiated throughout every street and 

every corner. It was the understanding that travel can not be described, and 

it cannot be repeated, because travel is an internal journey as much as it is 

external. Just as a memorable meal can be the real taste of the world. m
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Photography

M a r c i a  B l a c k b u r n   |  Imagination



Poem

As Free
J e s s i c a  H r a n e k 

What can I do
to be as free

as the next hero
that comes through?

Is his cape
capable of telling

the truth
that I seek

like the schedule
I once gloriously mapped

all too well on a Thursday?

Oh, but I am not
an individual with

fancy capes that people adore.
The shouting!
The screaming!

But, I know too well
who I am as a human being.

One day,
I decided my boundaries.

My words decide the truth,
and my shoes dance to my own beat,
but I’m more than words with music,

as honorable as a daydreamer,
and as free as a turtledove.
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Non-Fiction

“If you see something, say something” is a mantra that deserves to be adopted. Poten-
tial perpetrators of attacks such as what occurred in Paris and Brussels must be rooted 
out at all costs. Each of us is at risk in every event. In every large city in the United 
States crowds of people jostle each other as they make their way in and out of the 
Underground or Metro going to work each day. Many times people gather in groups 
to attend a political rally, to celebrate a Grand Opening, to go to a movie, to attend 
a concert. People even gather in large numbers at the Supermarket in anticipation of 
bad weather, or prior to a holiday to do the shopping. The suggestion that we stay out 
of crowds is to no effect. We crowd the parks in the good weather. Look what hap-
pened recently in Pakistan to mothers and families enjoying the Easter celebration 
and hunting for eggs in the park. We crowd the beaches in summertime and attend 
football and baseball and other games in large numbers.
 The news rightly focuses on those who have lost their lives in recent attacks, but 
that is not the end of it. I share with you the accounts of two ordinary people who 
live in Brussels: one going to work every day at the European Commission, the other 
older, retired, and making the most out of life.
 “I have an angel protecting me because I take this Metro line every morning 
to go to work and I took it a few minutes before on that day. The European Com-
mission building is just next to the Metro Station. It was really a shock for me and 
all colleagues waiting to see whether a colleague would unfortunately be wounded. 
Happily not, but from my office window I could see all the ambulances and po-
lice cars on that day and we were stuck for security reasons the whole day long in 
our building (even not being able to have a proper lunch). When I came back by 
foot I could see at the back of the station many blood stains on the street. That 
really shocked me. You see it all the time on TV but when it is real it is different.
 “I am still a bit shocked and when I take the Metro, I can’t help being a bit suspi-
cious and look around. I hope that it will pass. The most important thing is that we 
are OK. Christian had a mission on that day in Germany and hesitated between the 
train and the plane. Happily, he chose the train because by plane it would have meant 
he would have been at the airport at the time the attacks were taking place. We are 
both lucky, I must say. 
 And as reported by the second person:
 Life and death in such sad circumstances is a matter of luck and chance. Obvi-

On Thinking About the Attacks in Brussels 
M a r g a r e t  H a n s o n
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ously many people missed being killed, some by a few minutes (such as the case of my 
nephew, the thirty-six year old dad of a toddler), others by a couple of hours, such as 
myself—I was supposed to go to the Metro station where one of the bombs went off 
on that day.
 Innocent victims, the dead, were those who were in a particular place at a particu-
lar time. Their lives were being lived in a way comparable to those who had narrowly 
missed being incinerated. Did they not have an angel protecting them, or were they 
protected in some other unknown way? Some of them, possibly, but all of them? 
Except in large cities there is little mass transit in the United States. Those, however, 
who do commute daily by train to work are a large percentage of the population, 
thousands—even millions—in the count.
 I rode recently in the Metro in and out of our nation’s capital, Washington, D.C. 
People streamed out of subway cars and people streamed in. No compartment was 
without a full count of occupants. An exploding bomb would have scattered bodies 
to smithereens. Identity would be erased, next of kin would not know whose remains 
they were receiving.
 Melanie Defize, a twenty-nine year old music producer and violinist, was among 
those killed in the train station in Brussels. Her brother and colleagues reported that 
there were no words to describe their insurmountable loss and grief. They recalled her 
luminous enthusiasm and sensitive nature and wrote on their French website, Foru-
mopera.com, that she leaves an unfillable void. But, said her brother, there is Music.
 Music can provide the harmony and charm to soothe the spirit and provide the 
balm to comfort the saddened soul. This has been the case from century to century. 
Sixteenth century and late Tudor musicians realized this. In a motet, Orlando DeLas-
sus sang, “Tristis est anima mea.” My soul is sad, and he put to music the words of 
Psalm 126, “They who sow in tears will reap in joy.” British composer, Orlando Gib-
bons, composed polyphonic madrigals for the soul. In our own day music cries with 
us and for us as documented in the “Unquiet Journey of Chamique Haldsclaw” who 
uses her artistry to advocate for mental health, and the Saudi-Arabian singer Rashed 
Al-Majed who soothes the soul, brings healing and recovery.
 Thinking back to Paris and to Brussels, I realize that life and death in such sad cir-
cumstances is a matter of luck and chance. Any of us can be killed unexpectedly—but 
we hope not willfully—or miss being killed by a few minutes, or a couple of hours. 
But we can be aware, and speak up when suspicion is aroused. We can be aggrieved, 
and we can remember, and we can break ground if we are among the lucky ones, and 
there is music. m
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Poem

Mountain Sestina
B r a d  M e r r e l l

Across the acres of modern idle nothing,

an unaccompanied perplexing mountain resides.

Snow-covered sharpness masks its secrets.

Is this where the scabs assemble?

The sky is one with the white—

watch as the clouds vanish.

 

Be not long to scurry before the veils vanish

and you are left with the agonizing perpetual feeling of nothing.

Disallow your own eyes to become white, for

they are the kingdoms of which the forgotten eternity resides.

Where now do the disappeared clouds assemble?

Their mysteries remain a secret.

 

But what defines such a secret?

An unmistakable vanishing

into the depths of where the lost thoughts assemble.

Does the mountain itself symbolize the object of nothing,

the word remaining a place where something resides,

or are we ignorantly attempting to mix colors into white?

 

A cracked shell surrounds the shivering egg white,

balanced profoundly upon the tip of the secret

mountaintop, hoping soon to be inside 

where the traitor conceivably resides.
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It was not before seen, and could unnoticeably vanish,

and, too, become nothing, at any given moment.  

It seems to hold the secrets we now call to assemble.

 

I wish to view you, assemble

inside of my mind, whiteout the questioning notions held inside, 

pretending to believe that nothing

ever truly ends. No mountain, cloud, or secret

remains immune to an unforeseen vanishing

though the mountain still resides.

 

Yes, it still resides,

but now you see the proximity assemble

its once prevailing ghosts emanating from the eggshell, 

which choose not to vanish

but to persist as sheets of white.

And they elucidate the secret,

which was believed to be the concept of nothing.

 

The solution resides in the color white.

That is where all assemble their true secrets

so that the answers vanish into nothing.
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Non-Fiction

The Jewish Sabbath as it observed according to Jewish law com-
mences on Friday evening eighteen minutes before sunset through 
Saturday evening, forty-eight minutes after sunset. During this 

time, observant Jews refrain from doing certain things like cooking, cleaning, 
driving, turning on/off things that have electrical current and many other 
restrictions. This time frame, Friday through Saturday is called Shabbat. To 
me, Shabbat means that I take a break from the weekday work and take time 
to relax and refocus and pay attention to the core values of the importance of 
family without the distractions of everyday life. It is also a time to reflect and 
pray and to be close with God. 
 Welcoming Shabbat into the home is special and it starts with candle 
lighting and goes straight into the dining room where blessings over the chil-
dren, wine and bread are said. The table is formally set with only the best 
linens and china. We begin with the first course. This is a small appetizer 
usually consisting of a colorful blend of the fruits of the season. My favor-
ites would be sliced, juicy red strawberries; whole, plump, sweet blueberries; 
cubes of sweet, juicy, orange cantaloupe; and sweet, crunchy kiwi slices. If 
fruit isn’t your thing, there is another alternative that goes well with the warm 
freshly baked homemade challah that is being passed around the table. For 
some at the table, they are enjoying a piece of gefilte fish. It is really smelly 
and really slimy and gooey, but has a texture that of an over absorbed sponge. 
To serve, it is often scooped out of its gelatinous goo and a few carrot slices 
on top. Often accompanying the stinky, gooey fish patty is a red horserad-
ish sauce. This horseradish sauce is also put on the warm challah bread that 
should still be on the table. If it is all gone, just ask for more.  It is customary 
that there be two loaves of challah. Time for the second course, matzah ball 
soup—fluffy balls of cornmeal that wade in a delicious chicken base clear 
broth. For the main course, there is a mixed greens garden salad with ruby 

Shabbat Shalom 
S t a c e y  R a y n o v i c h
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red cherry tomatoes, garden fresh cucumbers, white as snow mushroom cap 
slices, roasted and salted sunflower seeds, crunchy, multi-colored red, blue 
and yellow corn strips and topped with alfalfa sprouts. There are golden duck 
sauce glazed baked chicken breasts alongside freshly steamed broccoli and 
Israeli cous cous. Israeli cous cous is pearl type pasta and is made with sautéed 
onions and garlic in an olive oil base. It is delish! 
 Dessert is served with coffee and tea and is very random from one week to 
the next. My favorite combination of desserts range from a simple chocolate 
cake with no frosting, just maybe some powdered sugar on top, to a dessert 
from my past. I can remember I was about six years old and whenever I would 
visit my Aunt in Teaneck, New Jersey, she would always have these little rain-
bow cake squares. We would go to the bakery at the end of her tree-lined 
street and when we walked in the display looked so good. I always had my 
eyes on the little rainbow squares and the black and white giant cookie. So 
we would have gone to the store earlier that day so the sweet sugary desserts 
were freshly made that morning. The rainbow cake looked like a chocolate 
loaf cake from afar, but once it was cut, my eyes always got a little bigger. As 
it was being cut, it revealed three layers: one a rich, flamingo-pink, the next 
as yellow as a lemon, and the final layer an emerald green. The flavors blend 
together and taste kind of almond and the luscious chocolate frosting that 
covers the whole cake makes it always a win-win at any Shabbat meal. And as 
a staple, there are almost always homemade, warm chocolate chip cookies as 
a good stand by. 
 Typically, after dessert to conclude the meal there is one final blessing to 
give thanks for the food we just ate as well as blessings to the hosts and their 
family members. We call this benching which means to bless. Some families 
do all of the prayers out loud and some do the majority of them silently. Once 
you are through benching you can excuse yourself and congregate with the 
rest of the company. 
 This concludes the Shabbat evening meal, and this is where I say to you, 
Shabbat Shalom. m
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Poem

Diatribe
M a r y  A .  P u r v i s

Below the poverty line 
free school lunches and food stamps 
redeemed for Kraft Mac and Cheese
no longer Kraft but Mondelez 
slides across the tongue
a world of delicious conglomerates merge
hungrily swallowing billions in revenue.

Birds Eye, Post Cereal drenched in 
Log Cabin Syrup
a wash in Kool-Aid and Crystal Light
Philip Morris acquired Nabisco 
climbing in bed with Kraft
causing a Milk Bone of contention 
when the rich get richer the poor 
get suspension slips and bullets for their guns
fired angry tempers hemorrhage 
on the flavoring floor.

England cries foul for chocolate 
shipped across the channel
forgive us our greediness as 
we forgive your past indiscretion, 
France, Brazil, India, Mexico 
colonized by businessmen from America
our appetites insatiable but we’ll say, 
we’re sorry Cadbury outsourced to
Poland’s cost effective work force 
our bottom line is independent 
of any moral code.
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Revenue increases 
manipulating markets
buying more wheat than 
baked by Nabisco 
commodities trading can be tricky business
the Commission gets testy 
when sell back nets millions
red line is looming 
FDA against taco’s with GMO corn
profits continued decline 
Salmonella in pistachios.

Indonesian Rain Forest 
repurposed as cracker packages
frozen pizza chattels to 
Nestles for Teas
It’s not easy above the black line
funding for law suits 
manufactured advertising 
creates many foes
suing our trans-fat asses for 
coronary passes
Oreos cookies as healthy snacks 
are a misnomer.

Where have all the politicians gone, 
our new anthem
elected with generous millions 
supremely sung
WTO policy in compliance 
with the USDA is what matters
this is what capitalism looks like 
above the poverty line
it’s not a democracy 
it’s business as usual 
made in the USA 
by one percent of the population.
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Take a Trip
M a t t h e w  P i t c h e r

L ook—avast, behold the ship sailing in the distance crushing through 

waves like a kid crushing a graham cracker with his mighty foot. 

Wait for its arrival, sit, and take in the clear air given to us by our 

egocentric selves. Take the pill while you wait and spin your mind into an 

infinity loop of rainbow contortions. Don’t stand or you’ll fall in. The ship 

hasn’t arrived. Be the ship, crush that graham cracker with your mind and 

watch the particles disperse through space but not time. Now be the particles, 

the small pieces of that once whole cracker and move through space. Don’t 

forget time has stopped and you are no longer a part of reality. Open the eye 

in your mind and file through the memories pertaining to ship time. Its ar-

rival is near but you’re no longer there. You’ve transcended beyond the ship, 

the cracker and the particles. Who needs a trip on a boat when you can have 

one in your mind? m

Non-Fiction
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S h i r a  A v s h a l o m o v   |  The Sea Feeds Us

Photography
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Fiction

Straight Outta Mordor
I . J .  B y r n e s

“Wake up, petal! It’s a glorious day. I’m just about to pop 
your favorite breakfast into the nuker. Your lunch is 
packed and daddy’s just cleared the driveway to whisk 

you away to Hogwarts.”
 Julian recalled how well his morning had begun before falling into the 
clutches of the gimlet-eyed Romulan bitch in front of him.
 “So, you couldn’t find a staple for your assignment? Have the office sup-
plies stores filed some sort of restraining order against you?” 
 Professor Elf-Slayer cocked her head to the side and looked at Julian as if 
he had just taken a shit in her trenta coffee. 
 “I’ve been busy and I don’t see what the big deal is about the staple. You 
can just fold the pages over.” 
 At this astute comment, Dr. Kill-a-Puppy glided closer and sniffed the air, 
“I can do what, you vacuous little twit? I could also origami a swan out of 
your paper and feed it to you in forceful handfuls. Tell you what, I’ll give you 
an A if that swan comes out of your colon with a bloody staple in it.”
 By the sword of Elbereth, she hissed at me, thought Julian in shock. No 
one had ever, ever spoken to him that way and in that tone, as if he were a 
lower life form. The other students recoiled from the confrontation. 
 “And now back to Plato,” Professor Sauron intoned. 
 The other students went into tragic pantomimes of studiousness while 
Julian used his special Disney pen with the violet ink to print in bold letters 
in his Philosophy journal, “This shall not pass.”
 Fortunately, the class clock chimed the hour and Professor I-Must-
Have Blood-Over-My-Wheaties raised one clawed hand to silence her 
hapless minions. 
 “The next Q and A is due by Noon on Thursday.” She leveled her basilisk 
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gaze at Julian, “Do be sure to check in both Rivendell and the Shire for a 
staple, this time, won’t you, Frodo?”
 Julian lifted his sky-blue hoodie over his head, shouldered his match-
ing knapsack and silently vowed, “By the great Ring of Power, this is to 
the death.”
 His mother greeted Julian warmly that night. “Darling! How did your first 
week go? We have a celebratory feast all prepared. Nothing but warm comfies 
for my bunny. Daddy’s just bringing out the fry-up and the cake’s all frosted, 
so let’s snuggle in for a gorgeous evening.” 
 Talk about going from the fry-up into the fire, thought Julian, as he 
watched Dr. Smaug incinerate one row of students after another with her 
fiery breath and acid tongue.
 “Really, Devon, you can’t imagine why we need ethical codes? Do the 
words holocaust or genocide ring any bells? Or did you think the Nazis were 
just trick or treating across Europe during WWII? Judging by the blank look 
on your face, I sense that you’re confused. Which term threw you off? Geno-
cide? Europe? I assume you remember from your high school history courses 
that the Nazis organized the Renaissance. WWII of course directly preceded 
WWIII which we fought against the kingdom of Ruritania. It was a near 
thing of course. I shudder to think what would have happened without the 
Von Trapp family’s creation of the atomic weapon known as Edelweiss.”
 Julian hurriedly wrote down whatever he could snatch from the lava flow 
of information coming from Professor Vesuvius. He vaguely wondered if Hit-
ler, whose name was invoked constantly by Dr. Voldemort, was a Von Trapp 
or possibly a Renaissancian. He would Google it later. The incessant demands 
from this hell-hound instructor made Julian wish he had paid more attention 
in his introductory course in Hostage Negotiations. 
 Julian drew upon his knowledge of history and literature to see if they 
could aid him in coping with Professor Gorgon. He remembered that Bilbo 
placated Smaug the dragon by flattering him with great titles and compli-
ments. Sensing the Gorgon awaited a response from him, Julian held up 
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a plastic sandwich bag with his afternoon snack resting in its bottom and 
placed it between him and his inquisitor to protect himself from being turned 
to stone.
 “Yes, yes, Your Mightiness, Your Granditude…” Julian sputtered to a stop. 
 The silence hung like a tsunami over a beach full of kittens. Julian’s star-
shaped cookies jumped as his hand shook from the gale force blowing from 
Dr. All-Must-Die-Now’s flaming center.
 “Are you calling me fat, you staple free Terran? Prepare to eat your snack 
in the underworld.”
 After a morning of Von Trapps, Nazis and a failed encounter with a drag-
on, Julian’s day moved into the farce stage as he found himself in the office 
of a Chair, specifically the Gorgon’s Chair. Apparently a chair was a kind of 
intermediary between the prisoners in Dr. Demon’s course and Dr. Demon 
herself. Given how small and slight the Chair was, Julian had little hope of 
help from this corner.
 “So, the secretary says you’re having a problem with …who? Who’s 
your professor?”
 “Dr. Death…Destroyer-of-All-Worlds, She-Who-Must-Become-a-Mush-
room-Cloud?”
 The Chair heard none of Julian’s silent answers and instead looked at his 
sandwich bag and said, “Drugs? You have a drug problem? Stay away from the 
poppies, kid.”
 Julian regarded the bag solemnly and said, “These are the cookies that 
were atomized at the Bridge of Khazad-dum.”
 The chair nodded sympathetically and said, “Yeah, they’ve been working 
on that damn bridge all summer. Whole town’s a construction site. Well, opi-
ates aren’t going to get you over that bridge any faster, son. Remember, stay 
sober and study. Thanks for coming in.”
 Julian was having the sort of trouble that only goblets of sweet fizzy drinks 
and purple cupcakes would touch. A steaming hot pizza would go down a 
treat. And he could murder a bag of chips. A good long soak in D&D, a 
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quick run-through The Two Towers and then a wind-up with some manga, 
should take the stench of dragon battle off him. As he waited for the ride he 
had summoned, Julian felt the heat of Professor Doom’s flamey breath steam 
off of him in puffy smoke. 
 He chanted softly, “Hail, Hail, fire and snow, Come forth Gandalf, to 
Grey Havens we go, far away, far to Sea, friendly Wizard, come to me.” 
 This comforting blend of Star Trek and LOTR never failed to slow his 
breathing and lower his eyelids. As Glorfindel and Arwen pulled up on Shad-
owfax, he felt the sun lessen the chill of the Great Shadow, straight out of 
Mordor, that grew larger every day, that blighted the gleam of his replica Ring 
of Power, that soured the creamy sweetness of his afternoon tea, that made his 
Japanese manga chips stale and dull. Soon, every bakery in town would shut-
ter, every midnight screening of the sixth prequel to The Hobbit would be 
canceled, every online order of The Art of Elvish Cooking would be delayed. 
Life as Julian and his peers knew it was in peril as the Shadow increased. But 
did not grow fat, Julian hastened to add, if only to himself. He had learned 
this morning’s lesson. 
 Julian’s next encounter with Professor I-Am-Become-Death occurred at 
a student grievance tribunal. Two days ago, his philosophy professor had 
snapped when he reached for a Frumfrumery while she discussed the death of 
Socrates. It was an ugly moment. 
 “Are you eating some cream filled, sprinkle covered confection while 
Socrates dies slowly from hemlock poisoning? Does this quintessential mo-
ment in Western thought seem like a snacking opportunity to you? Does it? 
Does it?” 
 As she roared the last two questions at him, Dr. Doom atomized his 
Frumfrumeries, sending clumps of cream and murdered cake flying around 
the room as his fellow students dropped for cover. 
 He could hear Galadrelka, the girl who sat next to him, chanting, “Expel-
lum…expellum…Please expellum.” 
 Julian’s fear took second place to his rage. The only thing that got him 
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through Professor Darkness-at-Noon’s class was the hope of a sweet, delicious 
serving of a fresh Frumfrumery. His mother had found them in the fiction 
snacks aisle in the Shire section. They were billed as food fit for an active 
hobbit’s Elevenses. And now, Professor Kali had destroyed them, and stared 
him down as she swatted the frosting off her necklace of fresh skulls.
 This latest incident had resulted in today’s tribunal. A jury of six teaching 
faculty members would hear the case, watched over by two security officers. 
Each party was given the opportunity to bring counsel.
 Professor Hiss-from-the-Abyss waived the rights for counsel while firing 
her first shot, “Did Socrates bring a lawyer?”
 Julian waited for the tribunal to recognize him as the injured party and to 
formally recognize his co-counsels, McClane and VonDar. Julian felt sweat 
breach the dam of his hair and channel down his forehead. It probably had 
not been a good idea for McClane to come dressed like the Vulcan Federa-
tion commander Spock and for VonDar to be in High Elf drag. When the 
last faculty member arrived, Julian had his worst fears confirmed. The latest 
arrival, Chair of the Leisure Studies department caught sight of the plaintiff’s 
table and loudly said, “What the fuck?” 
 The final word was drowned out by the gaveling of Dr. O’Hara, the fac-
ulty member who chaired the jury. “Let’s come to order.”
 “Professor Rayve, take your spot to record the minutes of this hearing. 
We’re going to hear from Julian Harcourt first and then Dr…Professor,” he 
faltered, “our illustrious colleague after that. I’ll hear opening statements from 
Mr. Harcourt’s counsel at this time.”
 McClane stood and faced the jury. 
 “Members of the Federation. I intend to show that Lt. Harcourt should 
not face time in the brig or charges of any kind in this matter. The Romulan 
commander who has been abusing him must be punished, possibly banished 
to an outpost in the SUNY system for no fewer than three light years. Thank 
you. Live long and prosper.” 
 After throwing the Vulcan hand signal that accompanied the last line, 
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McClane took his seat. Julian was unnerved by the stillness in the room and 
concerned that one of the security officers appeared to be having some kind 
of barely repressed seizure.  No doubt Hogwarts’ tribunals were better run. 
He racked his memory banks for details. Did they use ordeal by Quidditch? 
The foreperson called for a brief recess. 
 Julian leaned over to his team.
 “How do you think it’s going?” 
 “Hard to say,” said VonDar. “The Defense Against the Dark Arts squad 
over there seems to have been hit by some kind of force field. It’s as if Pro-
fessor Moriarty is blasting them with an invisible taser. They’re obviously in 
some kind of pain and fighting to suppress it. And look at She-Who-Must-
Not-Be-Crossed. I never even knew she had teeth and now she’s baring them 
all. That can’t be good. This hearing may be rigged.”  
 Professor Memento Mori said, “I waive a statement. Trial by query for me.”
 Professor Rayve groaned. McClane found himself clutching his phaser for 
comfort as he approached Dr. 666 for cross-examination.
 “Don’t you think you should go through some kind of sensitivity training?”
 Professor Total Eclipse of the Sun parried, “Trying to lure dullards out 
of their fantasy worlds into real ones is punishment enough. And there isn’t 
enough pastry in Hogwarts’ buttery to sweeten that reality.” 
 McClane found his courage, “If we eat snacks and tune out it’s because 
you’ve ruined reality. We take shelter in fictional worlds because you’ve de-
stroyed the real one.”
 Rayve silently willed Dr. How Deep is My Contempt to not ask, “How do 
you say blow me in Narnian?” as a point of order.
 Instead, Professor Let a Million Joys Be Crushed said, “Well, while I’m 
flattered to think you believe I had the time and energy to destroy all beauty 
and meaning, the truth is I’ve been too busy reading your benighted writing 
and trying to wrestle phones out of your sticky fingers to do that.” 
 She continued, “I have to bring Socrates back to life and then kill him 
off again every semester…try to interest people in his death who never knew 
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he was alive and are vexed at being dragged to his wake when they could be 
drinking a latte and eating a scone shaped like a lightsaber. So sorry the uni-
verse isn’t covered in sprinkles and cream filled. Your Frumfrumferies weren’t 
made by elves. They were made by high school dropouts who never heard of 
Tolkien and think Elevenses are the local street gang. Welcome to our cold, 
dirty, ugly reality where there are no wizards to take you on an adventure and 
no Vulcans with whom to consummate mind melds. Hogwarts has closed. 
Budget cuts. Hermione was sexually assaulted by the Quiddich team.”
 VonDar winced visibly, next to Julian. 
 “Sorry, Elf Lord…LOTR is just guys fighting over jewelry, Narnia is in 
foreclosure and the Shire has been renamed Trump Land.”
 Professor All That is Good Must Yield rolled implacably on.
 “All the frosting, icing, sugar cubes, butter and clotted cream won’t 
change the world where you need to climb off of your Star Wars sheets, move 
out of your mother’s hobbit hole, get a McJob, get sick, get old, die. No elf 
conventions in the woods, no 400 year life spans, no magic remedies when 
you fall off the Bridge of Khazad-Dam, no resurrection for Spock. No feast, 
only famine.” 
 The complainant’s team rested.
 As the faculty jury convened, the faculty erupted into the reactions they 
had barely suppressed. Every division weighed in.
 STEM: “What’s with the cos-play at the plaintiff’s table? Laundry day? Did 
they take a wrong turn at Comic Con and end up at a grievance hearing?”
 Business: “What a waste. With that kind of laser-like focus, she could have 
built one hell of a wall between Mordor and the Shire.”
 History: “I can see her at the Reichstag berating Hitler for not keeping 
kosher during Passover. What ovaries…the Smithsonian should put them 
on exhibit.”
 Psychology: “Too bad. She’s obviously the dysfunctional product of a 
Frumfrery-free childhood.”
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 Later that month:
 Professor The-World-is-Glazed-with-Sugar continued her lecture on 
Socrates who was sentenced to death, apparently by Athen’s own jury of Sau-
ron-leaning sandal wearers. Fortunately, he viewed death as a fate no worse 
than the Grey Havens. The department chair shifted uneasily during his ob-
servation of this lecture. It may have been a mistake to settle the grievance 
by transferring Julian Harcourt to another class and encouraging his depart-
ment’s Dark Lord to mellow her style to accommodate a new generation of 
students. She certainly had done that, but not in a way he expected. The chair 
observed the rapt students, enjoying their drinks and snacks and a version of 
Western philosophy their ancestors would not have recognized. 
 Professor Accommodate-This! gazed benignly at the Chair, during a break 
from the class.
 “Are you saying that Plato did not record the dialogues of Socrates and 
Sauron on the subjects of rings of power, fiction-inspired snacking and the 
undeniable swank of evil? Glorious day when one of the hobbits files a griev-
ance against me for that.”
 The Chair watched her walk down the hall. Professor Fuck-You-I-Have-
Tenure was a character. By the sword of Elbereth, she was. m
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Shedding
Vi c t o r i a  E s t e l l

Shedding

Changing

You feel your body 

Altering

Breakfast

Lunch

Dinner

Are all ignored

You feel that you are

Pretty

Beautiful

Lovable

With each pound you lose

Losing

Falling 

Crashing

You believe that 

Losing is winning

Gaining is a loss

And food a waste

Poem
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Poem

A waste of your 

Time

Being

Soul

Meals are just culturally constructed

As a way for people like you 

To have your values challenged

Your brain doesn’t believe food is a necessity

It only believes that it is slowly killing you

Creating too much fat

Suffocating

Drowning
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Media’s Hunger
A r t h u r  B u s h

When screens dictate the size of weight,
It’s hard to rise against.
The mold’s been cast for all too fast,
There is no self-defense.

And in these times, we all shall find,
Our mirrors, we avoid.
No food within, to master thin,
Self-esteem has been destroyed.

What matters most, for one to boast
is appearing as someone else.
A slender frame, more muscles gained,
But the secret—no one tells.

Advertisements plead, for all to see,
The secret is to starve.
To gain your fame, through hunger pains,
That’s how they raise the bar.

It seems the nation, embraces starvation
And ostracizes the norm.
But through it all, a voice so small,
Stands up and says, “NO MORE!”

“Why must we be someone, ‘not me’
And accept the famine role?
It’s so clichéd, to shy away.
Stand up and say, ‘I’m full!’” 

Poem
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Poem

From Feast to Famine
E m i l y  M c G r a n a g h a n

Loving you was rich, extravagant,

like a feast for just us two.

Every kiss and touch like a 

new course, each more 

decadent and delicious than 

the last, leaving me pleasantly

full yet craving more, always.

Losing you was painful, devastating, 

like a famine only I could feel.

Each day brought a stronger

longing for you, for your 

presence and your touch

like a favorite meal I constantly

crave, my belly empty like my heart.
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S h i r a  A v s h a l o m o v   |  For Sale

Photography
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S a r a h  K n e e b i s   |  Connecting

Photography
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Pills
L u c y  L o o  Wa l e s

I have been reading a lot of Jenny Lawson recently (whom I feel I can 

relate to incredibly for the mental instability and strange thought pat-

terns at two o’clock in the morning, though I don’t remember writing 

them down) and I’ve been discussing this with Humza. I made him read bits 

and pieces of it, but those were the silly parts and even he said that those 

sound an awful lot like someone he knows. I kept reading today and there 

was a whole section on her and self-harm. I felt as if we are kindred souls and 

she understands what I am trying to explain to people. Her doctor writes her 

prescriptions for antipsychotics, which are commonly used for people with 

schizophrenia, even though it doesn’t cure it; it just calms it down.

  Now why would someone want to take a daunting pill like that: I don’t 

know. I already hate everything about pills (but mostly because I can’t swal-

low them; ergo, they mock me). I just don’t want to be reminded by a pill 

saying that I’m a psycho and I need to chill. I should really start keeping a 

notebook next to me so I can immediately write things down instead of wait-

ing for my computer to wake up in the middle of the night. I already forgot 

most of what I wanted to say about pills. I do suppose Advil taste okay, but I 

can’t do any more than half of one, swallowing-without-gagging wise.

  It’s difficult to try to explain what kind of situation I am in because no one 

understands, but I feel like she would. I have been told by my last psycholo-

gist to try the “open-book theory,” which is to tell truthfully what has been 

asked of you no matter who asks it. I have done so except with my parents 

because I’d just be in a straightjacket off to an asylum. But it makes me frus-

trated when I explain about my monsters and how I’m trying to make them 

seem more friendly-looking to me even thought they are quite menacing and 

Fiction
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I show them my drawings. Most people say “Whoah! That’s so cool!” Then I 

just stare at my sketchbook with no response for a minute and then they con-

tinue to say, “Well, I mean, not for you, obviously—that sounds terrifying.” 

Sometimes I get asked what kind of acid I’m taking because that sounds like 

a sweet-ass trip. I’m so cold and I’m wearing a fleece bathrobe and slippers 

underneath a blanket in bed, but that could be my fault for having a fan point 

at me. linsadaewd Thank you, cat, for stepping across my keyboard.

  In conclusion, I hate people and I hate pills. I have not had any pills to 

help with the depression or self harm or the hallucinations I call Francisco, 

Wescott, and Anderson, but I do not like them since everyone else in America 

takes at least ten a day. Call me a hipster, please, but anything that is supposed 

to make you happy which has a side-effect of suicidal thoughts doesn’t float 

my boat. Also, I think I just hate people, but to make it less offensive I’ll say I 

hate people because of my mental stuff. That reminds me of what I was read-

ing in another book, that not all paths are straight and not everything has a 

cause and effect. People are assholes, thus I do hate them. That is an A to B 

path that is very direct. I have mental issues, thus I hate people. That’s almost 

like an A to D path. I’m not full-out social anxiety.

  Also, I am quite offended that “meh” is a word in Webster’s dictionary 

before the word “floofy” is. Very offended. m
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Less is More
Vi c t o r i a  E s t e l l

My name is A.N.A.
and I am a
Nobody 
who hates herself so much,
I think I deserve no body.
I am a hipster,
I make hipbones look cool
See how it proceeds
to stick from my skin
my skin my skin is paper thin
Can anyone see this hell I am in
Everyone says I am too thin,
just skin—skin and bones, 
But where is my backbone? 
You say you can see every notch in my back
but if I had a backbone
I wouldn’t let this world crush me
or leave me empty
I leave myself empty
No food, no fuel, no will
yet still, 
Here I stand in a puddle of my tears
your opinions are my worst fears
What am I doing here?
How have I not flown away with the wind?
Paper thin, yet cemented to the ground
the only thing keeping me here
is the weight of my frown

Poem
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I’m going to drown.
in the lucidity and fluidity 
of your questions
The whos and whys
Oh, baby, please don’t cry
but how can I smile when I despise
every aspect of my paper-thin life
I feel dead inside
yet my veins are proof that I’m alive
Living proof floods my eyes
every time I think about control
every time I think I should just let myself go
go eat everything in sight, 
But then would I still have the might?
have the might to live with myself.
In this paper thin hell,
would I be able to live with the stench of failure?
Clinging to everything I devour
would I be able to look in a mirror
and love myself?
How can anyone love a full-figured girl when
thin is in thin is in thin is in?
If not, what life am I living in? 
what lie have I enveloped my life around?
If thin isn’t in what have I to live for?
What happened to the world that told me
less is more—
less, less, less: 
isn’t that what the world adores?
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Fiction

A Letter from Mother Nature
S a m a n t h a  F i g u e r o a

To My Dearest Children,

I regret to say that, while my love for you all is infinite, my shame for you 
is immense. I, as the mother of all nature, care for you as much as I do the 
beasts you slaughter, the plants you kill, and the streams you’ve tainted. 
My heart is filled with sorrow due to the behavior of man. 
Not for the slaughter of animals but for the mass murdering and mis-
treatment of my gentle beasts. For the gluttonous, selfish behavior of 
overeating while some of your brothers and sisters starve. I weep uncon-
trollably for all of you. 
I’ve given you food and land to grow and raise your source of energy as 
you needed, asking for nothing in return. Yet leaders of the world, filled 
with greed and fueled by money, cannot simply give away the excess to 
those in need. I watch my children weep from empty bellies. 
I’ve given you streams of the most perfect water, yet these same leaders 
are unable to provide clean water for my children. All driven by govern-
ments only concerned with money.
I’ve given you a whole earth to use as you needed and you’re killing me 
slowly for means of profit and advances. I come to gently warn you, my 
children, to change your ways before you receive punishment for your 
gluttonous actions and I snatch away the bountiful food and water you 
so selfishly abuse.
    
       Sincerely, 
       Mother Nature
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Fatal Comfort
S a m a n t h a  F i g u e r o a

I love you. In a world full of hurt, full of pain, full of antagonizing faces 

with hateful words all aimed at me? You never ceased to be there with 

the love and comfort I so dearly needed in a world that made me its prey. 

Emotionally bludgeoned day after day for nothing more than my appearance, 

a body I was assigned at birth that I should love, I don’t. Instead I’m filled 

with enmity against the skin I live in.

 The only love and comfort I was given, was by you. And you gave it to me 

in so many ways I’ve seemed to have lost count. On plates, in boxes, on a stick, 

in a bag, grilled, fried, baked, sautéed, you gave it to me anyway my heart 

desired. You were my beloved and even you betrayed me in the long run.

 Seven years since our relationship became serious, you’ve managed to trap 

me in a vicious cycle of turning to you get away from the scorn I received 

from everybody including myself. Only making my body morbid stretching 

to lengths I didn’t think fathomable. 7 years my love, and I’m tipping the 

scales well above 400. Your affection came with a price. What I thought was 

an unconditional contract based solely on love, had clauses. Clauses like dia-

betes, high blood pressure, asthma, weakened legs. You were killing me after I 

gave you my all. A fatal comfort I had to break before you could successfully 

end me.

 I cannot love you the way I’ve learned to love and care for myself. An 

evil in disguise not even you could protect me from the torment that I’ve 

been through. Putting me at my weakest point. I had to force me to love 

myself and abandon my only companion, a separation that freed me from 

your dark love. m

Fiction



Me
M a t t h e w  P i t c h e r

I’m a self-corrupting paradox
A piece of matter between infinity
A timeless entity among billions

Mindful but mindless of the facts
Good intentions tripped by invisible boundaries

Young potential with an undecided attitude

Poem
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Young Moments
M a t t h e w  P i t c h e r

To Emily

I’m prepared for crash landing but 
in hopes of this love lasting.

 Words convey thought but not 
feelings, these sensual pleasures lift the spirit

 beyond the ceiling. Realms of mystery, 
eyes to the soul, gut feelings remind us, 

that none of us are alone. Momentum quickens, 
hearts race faster, are we on the edge

 of an emotional disaster. Time heals pain
 and loves unites all, is it sad to say

 I’ve already fallen?
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Be With Me
Ti m o t h y  D o o l i t t l e

Be with me
Not just me
The envelope
And the letter
For I am both

The letter is who
I want to be

From beginning 
To end

Read me
Feel me

If you take the time
You will know

The envelope is who I am
From me to you

Real and grounded
A starting point

A beginning to us

The stamp is hope
For tomorrow

For us
My life to you

Be with me

Poem



Poem

Paper Cut
A r n e c c a  We a t h e r s 

You tore apart, my paper heart with

words that I was dreading

Now all that is left of

love unsaid is dead and

made for shredding.

And she lies tonight, and

tells herself she’s all right and

she tries to remember who she was.

And she cries and sighs

and says I’m tired of your

words cutting my heart apart.

And tonight she lies, and cries

knowing that her pain is over

can’t hurt her anymore.

Until your heart is torn

apart it will give you the

ability to rebuild, but only

stronger.
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The Dream
S h a r e l l e  N i c k e n s

I felt as if I could run forever and never stop. With my stamina high and 

my lungs gasping for cool air, I began to push myself even faster, and it 

was as if I was super-human, moving faster than the speed of light, but 

my energy remained as high as a kite while everything around me started 

becoming colorful and vibrant, yet I couldn’t stop running, even though 

there was no one chasing me. My legs kept moving and so did my feet, run-

ning past the pink and purple trees, the blue lagoon, the orange grass, the 

yellow sky. It all started to look clearer now and my legs began to slow down 

as I took in the beautiful scenery yet this place was all too familiar, as if I’d 

been here before, as if I belonged here; I began to float over the orange grass 

and as I got just a little higher, I took off, above the trees and the lagoon, 

spiraling here and there, going full speed into the atmosphere toward the 

moon and the stars and the colors began to fade and it was like I was just 

traveling through space, surrounded by the blackness of the universe and 

the little twinkling lights of the stars. It was all so beautiful that I sat there 

and floated in space, so relaxed as everything began to disappear as I felt 

myself spinning, and then it stopped and there was a shift in reality and I 

opened my eyes and stared out of the window as the sun began to rise. m

Non-Fiction
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How to Transcend Transcendence
M a t t h e w  P i t c h e r

Ladies and gentlemen, put your hats together and help move the 

earth’s axis to realign our humanity. Spin around in your office 

chairs and create paradoxes with invisible ink on a rock. Don’t try 

too hard or you’ll disrupt the elders in the sixth dimension watching over our 

fifth dimension children. Transcend beyond the three directions and paint 

yourself in a world of vast vibrating energies. Lamps pop with light, and we 

now see the answer on page 248 in “Laws of Infinity.” Now switch the direc-

tion of your last thought and jump through the air. You’ll end up screaming 

in disgust when no parallel universe appears. Now why am I telling you this? 

Everyday people try to see beyond reality when in reality we are there already. 

Here and there, but not over there. Understand? Neither do I.  m

Non-Fiction
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Photography

A m a n d a  Tr u i n   |  The Hand That Feeds
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Photography

S a r a h  K n e e b i s   |  Starting
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Photography

R o b e r t  H o h m a n   |  The Consumer



Notes on Contributors
S h i r a  a v S h a l o m o v  I am currently a second semester student at 
SUNY Broome focusing on art and business and eventually using those fo-
cuses toward a career path. Photography has been an influential hobby of 
mine for the past few years, leading to several different publications.p
l y n S i e  B e l v e a l  is a 24-year-old writer whose father starred as Danny 
Tanner on the family-friendly sitcom Full House. Most of her poetry draws 
from her experience as a young girl who grew up with a father in the spot-
light, and the deep psychological issues that followed.p
m a r c i a  B l a c k B u r n  is a SUNY Broome Instructor in the Commu-
nications and Social Sciences Departments who teaches a variety of visual 
culture and media theory courses. She is dedicated to fostering cross-cultural 
creative exchanges and is an active participant in SUNY Broome’s Health for 
Haiti program for which she has designed and conducted art curriculum. 
This summer she plans to add music education to the wide variety of pro-
grams offered through Health for Haiti.p
m i c h a e l  B o d n a r  is a student who dabbles in pursuits such as visual 
art, the written word, cinema, and music. Before enrolling at SUNY Broome, 
he wasted many years as a working stiff in the field of graphic design. After 
graduating, he plans to transfer to Purchase College — and eventually earn a 
Master of Fine Arts degree in Painting & Drawing.p
a r t h u r  B u S h  I am a student with a passion for art, beauty, and love. 
I believe people are beautiful the way they are. I believe I embody the spirit 
of the “second chance.” Living as a recovering addict, my life was not favored 
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for success, but through dedication and strength I have overcome my vice of 
heroin for three years, as of June 12, and thrived in the academic field with a 
current 4.0 GPA. As an active member of our society, I teach and guide other 
recovering addicts to a stable life of sobriety. I sponsor four men currently, 
and under my guidance they have accumulated six years of addiction-free 
living. If published, or not, I will continue my path of recovery and show 
the world that there is hope for others, as well as a second chance. Poetry has 
always helped me through my troubling times, and I aim to enlighten others 
with its pure beauty and elegance. Whether their addictions are narcotics, 
alcohol, sex, eating disorders, or mental issues, poetry can change the world 
around them and affect others through a gentle wave of artistic flow.p
i .  J .  B y r n e S  is a Professor of Elvish Studies at Shire University. Her latest 
publication, with its claim that a new Dark Lord would emerge from a golden 
tower in New York City, stunned political scientists with its prescience.p
r i c h a r d  c o n n o l l y  is a Liberal Arts student graduating this Spring. 
He is ambivalent about future professions, convinced as he is that profes-
sionals are simply amateurs wearing flat-topped hats. With a little bad luck, 
Binghamton University will be putting up with him soon. Finally, he is and 
will remain a wombat. p
S h e l l i  c o r d i S c o  is a lover of words, language, and literature. She 
makes her living by writing grant proposals (as SUNY Broome’s Director of 
Sponsored Programs) that are read by many. She makes sense of her life by 
writing stories, snippets, and stream of consciousness prose that are rarely 
read by any. On occasion, however, the private words she puts to paper take 
on an energy of their own, baiting her to open them up to public scrutiny. 
In such moments, she cautions, “Be kind, fair readers, for words of criticism 
cut deep!”
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J a s o n  D e t r a n i  is a Chancellor’s Professor of Communications and 
the Chair of the Communications and Media Arts Department at SUNY 
Broome. As such, he oversees some of the most creative, restive, and eccentric 
talent on the planet. Photographically and metaphorically, Jason and the rest 
of the 107th Communications Division continue their mission of securing 
the world for freedom, correct exposure times, and the defeat of Hydra and 
the dreaded Red Skull. Jason has also been titled “The Light Ninja” by his 
son Aedan, who will, in time, become the first Avenger (and Blue Ninja) and 
carry on the quest of justice. p
t i m o t h y  D o o l i t t l e  I am a 49-year old displaced worker who has 
recently come to realize that my true calling in life is to be a Paramedic. I am 
currently attending SUNY Broome’s EMT/Paramedic program and loving it. 
I am married with six children and four grandchildren. I believe that any type 
of writing is extremely therapeutic to the soul.p
V i c t o r i a  e s t e l l  I have had a passion for writing since I was young, 
and I strive to be a better writer each day.p
D a n i e l  e m i l l e - s t .  J o h n  was born in Trinidad and moved to the 
United States with his brother when he was 12. He has worked as a caterer for 
most of his twenties and hopes to one day open up a slow food restaurant. He 
is currently taking Liberal Arts courses part time as he works on a children’s 
book about zebras. p
e D  e V a n s  is an award winning journalist, documentary filmmaker and 
a 2016 recipient of the prestigious SUNY Chancellor’s Award for Excellence 
in Adjunct Teaching. He is an instructor in the SUNY Broome Department 
of Communications and Media Arts and a regular contributor to Breaking 
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Ground. His range of professional work includes on air news reporting for 
TV and radio as well as numerous newspaper and magazine articles. As a ra-
dio news reporter in Detroit he twice earned the First Place Award for Excel-
lence in Individual Reporting from the Michigan Associated Press Broadcast-
ers Association. He is the Supervising Producer of the 2016 SUNY Broome 
documentary film Experiencing the Everglades. He and his wife Robin have 
two children, Brian and Rachel. p
s a m a n t h a  F i g u e r o a  Writing will always be my most appreciated 
outlet. Not only is it a passion of mine but it is also a means of release.p
t h o m a s  F l y n n  is a Liberal Arts Individual Studies major fascinated 
with the force of life. He spends his days wandering mountainsides and sit-
ting on SUNY Broome governance boards. He is transferring to Binghamton 
University to study Ecology and Policy. He is involved with the Environ-
mental Consortium and SUNY Broome’s Sustainability Paradigm Change. 
Finding stillness among the chaos of nature, he enjoys defying gravity with 
his rock sculptures and playing with the forces of the universe.p
g u y  F r a z i e r  is an avid chess player who enjoys writing stories about 
absurd situations. A former creative writing student at SUNY Broome, he is 
intent on pursuing a degree in studio art at Fredonia while working part-time 
as a landscaper. He has two excellent cats, a parakeet named “Bill,” and right 
at this moment a sinkful of dirty dishes.p
m a r g a r e t  h a n s o n  is a practicing clinical social worker with an 
interest in language and literature, as well as a reluctance to leave the 
academic life.
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D e b  h i b b a r D  is currently working on a novel entitled The Last Novel 
You Will Ever Need to Read. In her spare time she takes care of Pip, Gem, 
Scout, Cici, and Boo Radley, who is the gatekeeper for all things skulls.p
r o b e r t  h o h m a n  I am currently a student of the Visual Arts & Com-
munications Major at SUNY Broome, getting through the tedious classes 
(sometimes fun though) day by day. I hope to major in Graphic Design once 
I go to a four-year college. And when I write, chances are it’s really good, 
or—meh—I scrap it. p
J e s s i c a  h r a n e k , formally known as “Jess”—wait, always known as 
Jess—is currently an eighteen-year-old college freshmen pursuing a degree 
in Music Therapy. She adores reading, writing, and breathing music- it is 
her life-force and the only place she’s ever belonged. If the stars align and 
she fulfills all her degree requirements, she will continue her degree at Mary-
wood College in the Fall of 2017. She would like to thank all her professors 
and friends for helping her make it this far—and she hopes you enjoyed this 
book. Jess also loves pizza, the summer months, Starbucks coffee, and is ter-
rible at explaining herself, so this is the end of this.p
s a r a h  k n e e b i s  is a student at SUNY Broome, and is currently major-
ing in Liberal Arts. She has a love of learning, enjoys all things artistic, and 
has a particular affinity for making music. After SUNY Broome, she plans on 
continuing her education with the study of History.p
D a s h a  k o F m a n  Born and raised in New York City, the concrete jungle. 
Dasha, starting off as a songwriter, slowly progressed into poetry to find her 
voice. She is now an 18-year-old Liberal Arts major, who has since relocated 
to Vestal. She aspires to work in the Public Relations field, majoring in Eng-
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lish to gain the necessary skills to achieve her career dreams. Dasha hopes to 
invest her time equally in Creative Writing and academic studies throughout 
her stay in the Greater Binghamton area.p
J o s h  l e w i s  is enjoying life along with its opportunities and challenges. 
In between preparing for classes, he writes poetry and short fiction. Also, he 
is a part of Triliteral, a writing group that continues to inspire him to grow 
as a writer and as an individual. He wants to thank his family and friends for 
their continued love and support over this last year.p
e m i l y  m c g r a n a g h a n  was born in Ireland and now lives in West-
chester, NY. She is a freshman in the Binghamton Advantage Program at BU 
and decided to major in English because of her longtime passion for reading 
and writing. She hopes to go into publishing or editing and continue to write 
on the side. p
b r a D  m e r r e l l  I am a sophomore at SUNY Broome, majoring in 
Communications & Media Arts. I enjoy taking photos, writing songs/poems, 
playing guitar, climbing onto roofs, exploring abandoned buildings, judging 
other people, not being judged by other people, walking in the woods, driv-
ing, researching unexplained mysteries, and Taco Bell. I dislike writing brief 
biographies about myself, they always sound pretentious.p
J e n  m u s a  I am proud to be a Professor of Biology at SUNY Broome. In 
addition to my biology classes, I enjoy co-teaching the interdisciplinary cours-
es Health for Haiti; Darwin, London and Literature; and Art of Science.
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s h a r e l l e  n i c k e n s  is an Individual Studies student here a SUNY 
Broome. She will be graduating May 2016! She plans to continue her educa-
tion at a four-year college to get a degree in psychology. She hopes to work 
with children one day! p
c h r i s t o p h e r  o r i g e r  is the Chair of the English Department and 
the editor of Breaking Ground. He loves writing, chocolate, ventriloquism and 
large dogs who occasionally do impersonations. His writing has appeared in 
Fourth Genre, The Father’s Book, The Writer’s Chronicle, and other periodi-
cals. When he’s not writing or teaching or thinking about writing or teaching, 
you might find him somewhere in the mountains or the desert, hiking with his 
family and any large, irresolute dogs he befriends along the way.p
m a t t h e w  p i t c h e r  is a Union-Endicott graduate, and currently a 
SUNY Broome Liberal Arts student and future Art History major at Bing-
hamton University. A longtime lover of the arts, he currently writes for the 
Broome County Arts Council as a visual artists reviewer. He enjoys quan-
tum spoon bending and altering time and space with his mind. He works at 
Consol’s Family Kitchen as Pizza Maestro.p
m a r y  a .  p u r V i s  I am a Human Service major and will be graduating 
in May 2016. My studies here at SUNY Broome have focused on providing 
access to housing, education, food, and health services. I have studied the 
causes and effects of poverty, class and racial inequality, and lack of access to 
the political process. I have conducted research and written extensively on the 
subject for my classes. I have come to recognize that our democratic-capitalist 
society creates poverty. That the misapplication of the constitution to deny 
citizens of their rights protected in the Bill of Rights has created a climate of 
indifference to the suffering of the American people and indeed the beings 
we share our planet with. My non-fiction study of their policies and my po-
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etic work addresses the effects of our society and political positions that are 
imposed on the global market creating a planet of under-employed hungry 
people. After graduation, I aspire to open a learning center for parents where 
they can learn to read and write, and get their GED, while their little ones 
attend daycare in the same facility.p
s t a c e y  r a y n o V i c h  I am a student at SUNY Broome, majoring in 
Paralegal Studies. I enjoy checking out the local and not-so-local parks and 
enjoying the world around me. p
s a r a h  r u s s e l l  As a student at SUNY Broome I am enrolled in the 
Liberal Arts program. I am a photographer on the side, along with working as 
a cashier. I lost my dad three years ago, which has become one of my biggest 
motivations to follow all my dreams. I will keep writing and keep pursing my 
photography career and hope to further my photography page on Facebook, 
Sarah Russell Photography. p
r i c h a r D  s c h l e i D e r  A traveler from his teenage years, when he 
would hitchhike solo throughout the United States, Richard has been an 
inveterate voyager ever since. Photography has become a natural extension 
of his expeditions and his life. Whether traveling to Mexico, Malaysia, or 
the deep jungles of Sumatra, he folds his life experiences seamlessly into his 
image-making. He currently teaches black-and-white film photography and 
other Media Arts courses at SUNY Broome.p
V i r g i n i a  s h i r l e y  is the host of the world-famous cooking show called 
Deep Fried South. Episodes include To Grill a Mockingbird, The Crepes of 
Wrath, The Dough Also Rises, A Raisin in the Bun, and Taco Hell. Look for 
her on VNN.
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n a t a l i e  s t e r n s  is an alumna of SUNY Broome. She is currently 
studying literature at Binghamton University. Outside of her studies, Natalie 
is a member of the Vestal Violators, Binghamton’s premier Rocky Horror 
Picture Show shadow cast. This is the third year Natalie’s work has appeared 
in Breaking Ground. p
s a n D y  s t e p h e n s  is both an employee at SUNY Broome as well as a 
student. During the day, she acts as a full-time secretary in several depart-
ments including Continuing Education, Dean of Students, and Student Ac-
tivities. At night, she is pursuing her Associates Degree in Individual Studies, 
with plans to obtain a Bachelor’s Degree in Literature with a focus on Cre-
ative Writing. With two completed manuscripts, a handful of poems, and 
a passion for learning as well as teaching others about the craft of writing, 
Sandy plans to pursue the dream of one day having her works purchased by a 
major publishing house. Without the support of her family and friends, and 
a strong faith, none of her achievements would be possible.p
s u s a n  s t r a c q u a D a n i o  When I’m not working in the Learning 
Assistance Department, I enjoy spending time with my family, traveling, 
and occasionally taking some time for creative writing, or a much-needed 
power nap. p
c h e r y l  s u l l i V a n , who currently is the Office Manager in the Liberal 
Arts Division, is still evolving as a person. She intends to continue living life 
to the fullest, which includes expanding her creative repertoire and helping 
others in various ways to improve their lives.
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a m a n D a  tr u i n  swears by the glory of all that is fantasy, venturing 
into her imagination clad in corset and corsage. She is a firm believer in 
adventure and whimsy, and is exceedingly grateful to be included on these 
pages of creativity. p
l u c y  l o o  w a l e s  I am a student who wants to be a graphic novelist 
and pursuing an Illustration degree. With that, stories and writing them 
down are a large part of my life. I have written for as long as I can remember, 
even when I struggled to write in my extra help English classes. I want to be 
able to touch people’s emotions and I want that one person who thinks they 
can’t relate to anyone to relate to me. I am 20 years old and work two jobs 
in between classes and on breaks. I plan to transfer to major in Illustration 
or Medical Illustration. p
a r n e c a  w e a t h e r s  is currently a student at SUNY Broome. p
J o h n  w e a V e r  is an adjunct instructor in the English Department at 
SUNY Broome. p
b u n k y  z e l m a n  began her career as a gypsy of shawls, with a traveling 
band of humorous bards, when the moon was young, and all diamonds il-
lumined green. Her heart brims with euphoria at the thought of sharing her 
wordsmithery ashore once again!
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Help Make A Difference
While our theme of Feast or Famine brought about great creative works, it 
also brings to light many troubles that people in our society face. Poverty, 
homelessness, and famine are all very real problems in America today but for-
tunately, there are ways for you to help. If you’re interested in getting involved 
and working with a cause, visit the following websites for more information:

www.makepovertyhistory.org

www.mil leniumcampaign.org

www.un.org/mil leniumgoals

If you or someone you know are in need of help or information on resources, 
visit the following websites for more information:

http://www.gobroomecounty.com/files/bcyb/pdfs/HomelessResourcesInBroomeCounty.pdf

www.helpme211.org

Or call:

2-1-1

Or
1-800-901-2180

Please know that there are good people willing to listen and help out.   
All you need to do is ask—that’s the first step.


