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This issue of the Grand Valley Lanthorn is a compilation of student art and literature.
In this issue, we turn the paper over to you, the reader, to show
off some of the frequently hidden talent at GVSU.
Due to a record number of entries, all of those submitted were not able to
be published. However, there are a variety of entries in the poetry, prose,
short story, photography and art and design categories.
Winners in each of those categories will receive $100 each.
They will be selected by the Grand Valley Lanthorn staff and faculty
members and will be announced in Thursday’s Grand Valley Lanthorn.
The Grand Valley Lanthorn will return with its regular content on Thursday.
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A LAZY
MORNING
SESTINA
By Pete Doone
a coffee black,
but not for long,
spirals of white
softly flow and
disappear with
a clanking spoon.
the dirty spoon,
tan puddle, black
grounds, handle with
a flower; long
stem, a thorn and
a flaw, the white
streak on non-white
petal, one spoon
of twenty and
ruined set. black
hair, thin and long,
just one strand with
a brown root—with
the tip turned white,
hiding how long
under a spoon?
the little black
strand, gone now and
wash the spoon and
the cup out with
soap, for the black
hair lingers white
tip and all. spoon
not clean for long.

#3

for after long
the coffee and
cream need a spoon
to blur one with
the other, not white
but tan. not black.

BRIANA ANGEL

WIND

By Lauren Braun

the long spoon with
rose and a white
streak, spoon stained black.

By Rebecca Adidi Etim

By Nicole Corley
You can’t see wind ... you can see the effects
of the wind though and the most helpless
victim seems to be the rain legato loose languid
lackadaisical see the wind widowing whipping
willing the wind stalks the rain and rain might
try to beat the wind but it always catches up
subdues it and smacks it around see the rain is
wind’s bitch and it’s only harsh once the wind

gets a hold of it see a good thing gone bad a
virgin a whore a genius a lunatic a calm turned
violent a child a murderer a lover an abuser
by a dominating power see everyone loves
a gentle calm rain soothing their mind and
even smoothing their hair warm and engulfing
endearing encompassing they end up embracing
see but wind.

Sitting on an old wood
dock
1 let the minnows nibble
my toes as the sunwarmed
water licks at my legs.
As the sunset bleeds and
slowly fades away. I
lay my head back to
catch strains of insect
song.
Watching the crescent
moon and blazing longdead
stars spin across the vivid
sky.
I’ve never felt so small...
or so alive.
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By Emily Renkert

I TURN 30 THIS YEAR
By Hilary Selznick
1 turn 30 this year,
just a number, I know,
but I have lived three decades long,
journeyed through thousands of miles
pressed my footprints all over the dry, hungry earth
sailed on silent silky wings
and wandered like a nomad,
moving from home to home.
With a loud gutteral cry. I came out of a woman
her dark, deep blood bleeding into my tiny purple body
the mark of the mother who loved me, raised me
and then, later sent me into the world without her.
I’ve taken subways, metros, 747s, the tube —
double-decker buses and hovercrafts,
stood in the Sistine Chapel,
looking up at G-d
reaching for Adam’s hand
and wished that it was mine.
I swam the river Thames.
gone deep inside its watery mouth
and emerged whole, wet and wanting for more.
I laid in the cool white sheets of hospital beds
tucked away, trapped in bubbles of white
breathing in the sick smell of Lysol and bleach
while the surgeon sliced my stomach in half
and pulled my insides out.
I loved someone who made the decision to die,
put his beautiful body in front of a train
and let itcun over his life.
And even now when I hear that sound —
that shrieking cry of a train
I think of him passing by.
And soon 1 shall take my wedding vow;
my mother and father will wrap
their arms around mine,
they will walk me to the end of the aisle.
and under the huppah.
where my groom, my future, awaits.

WILL I GROW UP TO
Will I grow up to be
A maiden for a bachelor
Tie my hair in a twisted bun
Put on black tapered shoes
And a crystal white gown
Will I fit in with the Lords
And Ladies or maybe the grass
With my green speckled attire
What about a boy of today
Under a bucket helmet to disclose
What must I become here

GOODNIGHT, JOHAN

By Elyse Brownell

I could never sleep without you.
I would toss, turn, and roll over, and under the covers
intertwined in the sheets, making a bigger mess than
you and 1.
Constantly checking the time to make sure I wasn’t late,
checking the time as though it was your alarm clock
as though I was checking to see if you were late
as though you were next to me.
And when I was with you, in your bed,
we would stay up hours talking, or kissing
and feeling the warmth of our bodies
touching, feeling your finger tips trace my spine,
laughing.
Then, finally, close our eyes just two hours before
I had to wake.
And in the morning, in the early day light
before the sun rises, and the air is still cold
I would have to crawl over you,
avoiding your body bundled in the blankets,
avoiding waking you,
then covering you back up, pulling the covers over you
like a body bag, zipped up over your face.
I would then turn the light on,
the small lamp near your computer
near the stacks of books titled:
“Property Law’’ and “Civil Procedure”
with notes-to-self pressed on the covers,
near your orange baseball hat,
near the chair we made love on just two nights before.
With the turn of the switch you stirred, stuck your head out
eyes squint, eyebrows bushy, and asked
“Is it that time already?”
And I would nod, walk over to your bed

kiss you goodbye,
collect my things, and turn off the light.
And now, just weeks after, which has merely felt like
hours,
You ‘re gone.
And I find myself crawling over pillows,
over bundles of blankets under blankets,
over the stuffed animal cat that now replaces you.
I now trip over hangers, and my own clothes, as though
in an unfamiliar room, with no clear path to the door,
no light near the chair, no stacks of books
or notes-to-self with things like: “call mom” or “brief due,”
just my clothes, and my shoes, and
the cold draft from my unlined windows.
And I feel that chill when a mutual friend tells me you’re
doing well,
you’re doing better, you're in bed before midnight every
night, and exercising,
and “sleeping better than ever before.”
And I am bleary when I hear this, when she tells me and I
realize that
this is better for you, that you can sleep without me,
that it was me, 1 was the one causing all the stress in your
life.
all the undone things on notes- to-self.
And I was the paperweight on your desk
holding you down.

/VOW OPEN
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By Sarah Hawley

Dine^ln!
Take Out!

Best Cuisine
American, Mediterranean, Indian

Sadness, fear, childlike pleasure
Engulf my eyes and sacrifice my heart
Will I sail the first jet in green suit.
Flock a husband with luscious grins
Marilyn Monroe has yet to become of my
Cheeks rosy glow, will I dance my curly
Hair in humid sun to golden toasts
After dawn covers a life of lust
Will I be a boy if I am to become
One with scrapped hands and molded
With gun fit fingers

Mr. Gyros is the father of all

Watch all of your favorite teams with
NFL Sunday ticket for FREE at Mr. Gyros!
WIW LAKE MICHIGAN DR NW
GRAND RATIOS. Ml
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ACTS OF VODKA
By Sara Chappell
Even the sound of his key turning in the lock
made Kevin’s head throb horribly. He wished
he could erase last night from his memory
entirely. Shortly after arriving at the restaurant
he began to drink vodka tonics one after another.
Normally Kevin wasn’t much of a drinker but
last night was a different story. He had agreed
to the blind date reluctantly and desperately
needed something to calm his nerves a bit while
waiting for her at the restaurant. Before she
even arrived he had finished two drinks and
ordered a third. All of this despite the fact that
she showed up less than ten minutes late to meet
him. So much for a first impression.
Hangovers are never a good thing, especially
when you have to open the store the next
morning. Kevin thought to himself and winced.
After unlocking the back door he shuffled
blindly towards his office without turning on
any lights along the way. Janice would be there
any minute. She could turn on the lights and
open the store; Kevin could only slump over
his desk with his head resting on the oversized
calendar below. On normal days Janice irritated
him. Today she would be ruthless. Janice was
the sort of person who enjoyed other people’s
suffering.
Kevin always
assumed her attitude covered
up the fact that she herself was
miserable as well. Today will
be the highlight of her week
once she realizes what shape
I’m in. Kevin thought.
As soon as she walked in the
door and saw all the lights off
Janice began to wonder what
Kevin was up to. He would
certainly hear about making
her walk through the dark to
the light switches once she
found him. After switching
on the lights to the whole
store, unlocking the front
doors and opening the register,
Janice found Kevin hiding in
his office with a wastebasket clutched in his
shaking hand. In an instant Janice knew what
was going on. Instead of being sympathetic she
decided to torture Kevin as much as possible.
Before he had a chance to notice her standing
in the doorway Janice barked in her loudest,
most mocking tone, ‘‘Somebody feeling under
the weather? Too much partying last night
perhaps?"
“Something like that,’’ the lump on the desk
answered without looking up. Just as Janice
started to jab at Kevin further the bell rang to
signify that a customer had entered the front
door.
“This isn’t over. I’ll be back” she called
over her shoulder.
“Believe me, l know." Kevin said as he lifted
his head and attempted to look busy. Soon he
heard Janice and another familiar voice having
a heated discussion in the lobby. “Please let
Janice take care of it,” Kevin said aloud to no
one in particular. “Whatever she does, I don’t
care."
“What is the point of having insurance
then if you won’t fix it?” the customer asked.
Inwardly Beth loathed having to spend her only
day off arguing with a bitchy sales woman who
refused to replace her cell phone even though
she paid an extra $5.95 a month to insure it
against accidental damage.
“Ma’am, the coverage doesn’t apply to acts

of vodka.” Janice answered with as much sass
as she could muster.
“But it was an accident. Why does it matter?
Just give me a new one, an old one if you have to,
I just need a phone that works,” Beth countered,
getting progressively more livid by the second.
“I’ve been a customer here well beyond my
initial contract. I expect better service than
this!” Yes, she demanded a working phone but
for Beth the problem had escalated into proving
this rude sales woman wrong as well. Then, as
if she was a completely different person, Beth
calmly said, “I understand that you are bound to
corporate policy. If possible. I’d like to speak
to your manager please.” It was worth a shot
she thought in desperation.
Normally Janice wasn’t the type of person to
admit defeat or resort to others for backup but the
customer presented an interesting opportunity.
If she could coax Kevin out of his office the
customer could bitch at him for a while as he
squirmed.
“Certainly Ma’am” Janice replied
in an unnaturally helpful tone and disappeared
down a hallway. She was happy to hand the
difficult customer off to Kevin, especially in
light of his current state. He could deal with
the woman while Janice
sadistically watched.
Soon
the
unhelpful
woman trotted back down
the hallway triumphantly
with a man whom Beth
assumed to be the store
manager following behind.
“Oh shit!” Beth accidentally
exclaimed out loud.
It
was him, the terrible blind
date she had met last night
and the reason her phone
was sticky and stinking of
Vodka. The date had gone
badly from his drunken
“Hello.” About 45 minutes
into the date he spilled his
drink down her leg and into
her purse, coating and damaging her phone. On
her way home she vowed never to go on any
blind date or see Kevin ever again.
As soon as Kevin saw Beth his face burned
like a wood stove. He felt like an idiot for last
night and this moment. Before Beth could
even think of what to say he blurted out, “We’ll
replace that for you right away. Just pick out
whatever phone you like and I’ll take care of
everything.”
The look of shock on Janice’s face satisfied
Beth almost as much as getting a new phone of
her choice. “But her plan doesn’t cover water
damage,” Janice interjected in an attempt not to
be over ruled in front of the problem customer.
The looks she simultaneously received from the
customer and Kevin told her to stay out of it.
Out of spite Beth selected the most expensive
phone in the store. In minutes she walked out of
the store with the new cell phone in her purse,
Kevin had even retrieved the numbers from her
old phone and entered them into the new one as
a way of apologizing even further.
“Maybe the date wasn’t so bad after all,”
Beth thought with a laugh as she drove home,
“at least I got a new phone out of it.” The look
on Kevin’s face when he saw her standing in the
store was worth a purse full of vodka. Someday
Beth might even regret tossing his number out
the window last night, but she doubted it.

“Maybe
the date
wasn't so
bad after
all.”

Fear the flames
feel the sun
Sharp, hot rays
a loaded gun
Burning fingers
cause heroes to rise
Trust the occasion,
smoke in your eyes

UNTITLED
By Jamie Dumdei
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CARRIED AWAY
By Nicole Corley
Tumble into a delightful trance
Where wishes and dreams collide, bouncing
through a tunnel allow ing only the uncensored.
Primped princesses leaving a lavish party
Protecting their precious velvet pets.
An evil king in quick pursuit
Angrily storms through the kingdom.
"Go. go, go!" they whisper
"I think I hear him coming!"
They reach their safe-haven
Their breath caught tight in their throats.
They let escape gales of giggles
Tinkling windchimes in a gust of wind
And stand up off the bathroom floor
Tugging at their worn, flannel pajamas.
Dad discovers the two runaways
It's time for breakfast; salty sausage beckons
They tumble out of the delightful trance
Where wishes and dreams collide
And now fall into a fresh Saturday morning.

Clouded vision, crowded mind
blinded emotions
running high
Fevered passion
for things to come
Felt from the moment
you touched the sun

In

COLD SUNDAY
By Casey Rich
This single serving of pasta
prepared in the modem way
looked blankly at the churning
water and the creamy remains
of lactic fiber and grams of
protein, more sodium then i
should have consumed today,
and empty digits for vitamins.
I’m only making it alone tonight
because plans fall through afternoons,
evening leaving me empty armed
when i’d least want a hand to grasp.
For your smile is framed by
both a well given haircut and the
hand on your cherub chin.
Could i see your collar bone once
more, or will you hold me away like
fresh herbs to taste? I have none,
and flavor is better accompanied
by wine in company, so let it remain
like it came from that package a little hollow and dry; mind and eyes.

housing?

Hillcrest Townhouses
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By Brittney Shea
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10485 48th Avenue, Suite A
(616) 895-6060
Check out our new websites;
www.countryplaceapartments.com
www.hillcresttownhouses.c

DESTINY

NOW
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By Courtney Brown
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A kid and a bum
Are like a prune and a plum
They can be whatever they want to be
When a plum gets rotten and old
Its future is already told
That a bum is its final destiny

GRAND VALLEY LANTHORN

THE NORTHERN LIGHTS AT
MINERS CASTLE By Christina Barney
The waves wash
in a slow,
calm,
trickle...
The warm
summer breeze
flows
through my hair,
into my nose,
and whispers in my ear.
My bare toes sink
into the soft, cool
sand
as if it is telling me to
stay
look
and feel...
My mind is clear,
my heart is dancing,
my body...
content.
As 1 gaze into this open
beach,
not a soul to be found,
I take this beautiful
place in and
it is almost
too much to bear.
To my right, the
orange moon is
above the dark
treeline
next to the
rocky cliffs.
The illuminating
moon
reflects off the
water
in descending fashion
as if it was a
trail leading to
paradise.
My eyes move up
to gaze over the vast,
starry sky
and amazed,
the sky
was dancing,
shooting
swirling
to the rhythm of my
excited heart.
The pronounced splashes of
turquoise
and sea green
brighten the sky
and reflect off
Lake Superior
an eccentric collage of
beauty and wonder.
This erratic site...
peaceful,
mysterious
will forever breathe in
me,
caress my heart,
and remind me
I am home.
I never wanted this moment
to end
where my longing spirit was
kissed...
But as the darkness fell away
and the light of
the golden sun
peaked over the horizon,
a new day
had come, and
I know
I will forever
return
Home...

DEATH IS NO STRANGER
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SWERVING WILL GET YOU KILLED
By Mike Salisbury
I was hitchhiking somewhere near Woody
Creek when he pulled up. “Can you drive a
stick?” he asked. 1 nodded and threw my stuff
in the back. It wasn’t like 1 had never drove
before, but with him sitting next to me it was
completely different. The smell of booze and
the haze of smoke poured from his mouth,
“Drive, drive fast.” His hat would seem
overbearing or obnoxious on anyone but him.
He demanded a quiet coolness that answered
any mistrust 1 might have in a man wearing a
fishing hat and aviator sunglasses. “Call me
Hunter,” he said. I nodded my head and turned
the key. His great white shark chomped away
at the road as we pulled out.
The
sun
was
beginning to fade off
behind the curtain of the
west and I was nervous
as he lit a smoke and
adjusted his sunglasses
to the twilight hour.
“The only way to drive
is at top speed, with a
car full of whiskey,"
Hunter revealed. “It
takes
commitment,
especially out here
with so many deer and
elk around.” He was
right; these country
roads barely bend or
curve. They intersect
occasionally with a
brief stop sign but
nothing much else. We
wouldn’t have to worry about dangerous
curves or mountainside passes. No, we were
free in the country on a drag strip with the
horizon as the only witness.
Deer and elk haunted these country roads.
Hunter began to explain. “Car lights can
paralyze a deer,” Hunter said. “You’ve got
to lean on the horn, brace on the wheel and
stomp on the accelerator.” This went against
everything 1 knew and all of my gut instincts.
He could read this in my eyes and before I
could ask him why, he told me. “When you hit

the brakes the front of the car dips down — that
will put the beast into your windshield.” This
strangely made sense. “Now, the significant
impact will still occur if you step on the gas.
but you’re not helpless,” he reassured me.
“It’ll still destroy your grille and lights, butunless it’s a bull elk- it will kick the animal
out of the way.”
My hands gripped the wheel as if I was
hanging upside down from it with nothing
underneath me but space to fall. The white
grip of my knuckles reminded me that this
is dangerous. He did not fail to see this or
recognize that I was a little stressed as we
blazed down the road at furious speeds;
speeds at which cars
crumble as fast as the
spirits of the men who
drive them.
“I set the speed
record on Saddle
Road.” He said this
like it was up the
way. “On the big
island of Hawaii in
a rainstorm.” He
treated everything he
said or did with an
eye to the record or
pinnacle of what ever
he was trying to do.
Some would call it a
chip, but to me it was
blind courage. “There
are always going to be
things like monsoons
when you’re trying to set a speed record,”
Hunter explained. “What do you do? Think
better of it? Come back another day?” He
paused and let the questions float between us,
but we both knew the answer. “Your life will
change on decisions like that.” Hunter treated
each challenge as if he could stab it with his
courage. He told me as much. “I take a street
fighter mentality, an Ohio riverboat gambler
attitude: it’s out of the question to go back or
turn around.”
Hunter’s personality was infectious and

“It was as if the
car owed him
something and
it was his job to
make sure it was
pushed to the limit
every second.”

MICHIGAN HEAVEN
By Lauren Braun
Hating the snow
is a popular thing
these days...
That deathly cold
which creeps up your
pant leg, and down
your neck.
But if you walk through
a soft-falling snow
on the banks of the
Red Cedar (that
polluted sludge turned
fairy-tale pure),
the falling snow sounds
like silk slipping across
silk.
The flakes spiral down
among the darkly naked
trees lining the river,
and peace creeps in to fill
all the lonely places in
your heart.
This is
Michigan heaven.

By Samantha Billups

Death is no stranger; he has been my friend for a while
See I first met him in the hospital when he took my first-born child
It was a horrible feeling and my joy was taken just like that
All I could do was pray and had no clue that Death would be back
A few months later, the phone rang with Death on the other end
He had called to tell me he had just visited my closest friend
Two losses just like that
All I could do was pray and had no clue Death would be back
My mother and father wanted to get away, so my brother and I sent them on a trip
Death failed to mention however that he would be joining them
The plane had engine problems that caused the crash you see
Killing these two people who gave me life instantly
My brother and I now have to live with the pain and guilt
If we never suggested the trip would they still be here?
Four losses just like that
All I could do was pray and had no clue that Death would be back
My brother, the one who I look up to
You were always so brave and strong and never would have thought Death would choose you
My wife has given me a baby girl and Death chose not to bother her as I watched her sleep peacefully in bed
However, Death was only playing a mean trick, with complications after the birth he took my wife instead
My first love, my world
All I could do was cry and now there is no one to live for
As I decided to end it all I quickly thought of my baby girl
Everyday when. I see her face. I realize through her lives my first love, my world
You see Death is no stranger and I wouldn’t wish for anyone to know this man
It seems he took the dearest people from me with the simple
touch of a hand
But in the midst of the darkness. God has given me new light, my daughter who I truly love
I know your grandparents, uncle and mommy are watching over us from the Heavens above

with this faith and self-proclaimed courage,
in his presence, everything felt possible. I
believed in him because he asked nothing of
me. He didn’t look to anyone to judge him
or give him anything. He kept his eyes out
the window with the occasional glance at the
speedometer, it was as if the car owed him
something and it was his job to make sure it
was pushed to the limit every second. Anything
less was a waste My foot stomped down on
the pedal and the horizon, which was once a
blur, slowed now. The speed was catching up
with me. Everything now seemed slow and
I understixxJ how Hunter lived life chasing
speeds beyond that of normal people.
An addiction to speed kept us on these
country roads that never lied or changed.
A metaphor for a wasted life, these country
roads were finally being driven in a way in
which Jesus. God and the Devil himself could
all agree a road should be driven. There was
enough Whiskey for all three in the back. We
barreled down the road at cannonball speeds.
This was the easy part now: driving. Hunter
did not say anything for a long while before he
told me the most important part of driving.
“It’s the swerving,” he said. He turned
and looked at me and in doing so silently
commanded me to do so. The moment
loomed. Men should not make eye contact at
blazing speeds, but this demanded attention.
"That gets people killed,” Hunter finished.
“It’s the swerving that gets people killed.”
I thought about this. He was right. A deer,
hell a bull elk, you could survive this, but the
swerving, the veering into another lane or
worse —swerving into a tree. That would stop
everything right there.
We drove on to the next town, where he
dropped me off. Nightfall was covering
everything in shadows. Hunter ran his fingers
over the wheel and repositioned himself in the
driver’s seat. He pulled his sunglasses down
far enough so that I could see his eyes and
he told me, “thanks.” I watched him strike
a match and begin another cigarette before
peeling out. Hunter was gone before I could
say “No, thank you.”

HIS HANDS
By Kayla Penokie
His hands so soft
Like the feather that caresses my cheek
His hands always chilled
Like the cold spot under my pillow
His hands how they tremble
Like I do when he peels off my layers
His hands so small
Like the breasts inside my bra
His hands so strong
Like the hips that thrust in sync with mine
His hands so perfect

UNSCULPTABLE
By Ashley Bovin
You put poetry in my palms.
You’re so beautiful,
I want to shape you with my vocabulary clay.
But your essence is elusive Indescribable by my mortal means'?
My hands can’t recreate so great
A masterpiece of God’s.

change your
meal plan

online (4)
winter semester

Nov 28 thru Jan 13
com

e-mail diningcrigvsu.edu with questions
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OBSERVATIONS OF
AN AMERICAN YOUTH
By Greg M. Schumaker
There came a day
When my iPod replaced
My therapist
And my phone became
My friends’collective face.
Mental breakdowns the result
Of caffeine withdrawals.
Chemical imbalance the child
Of debt and excess.
There came a day
When pricey designers produced
Chic dog houses—
And Republicans
Bought them.
Confusion the issue
Of identity loss.
Suicide the conclusion
Of uncertainty raping ego.
There came a day
When I cut the carbs.
But all I got was this lousy poem.
So I crawled, crying, into my designer dog house,
And just pushed play.

ELECTRIC ACOUSTIC
By Scott Sheppard

BASKETBALL HOOP

By Katie Gregory

FREE
... rent from Thanksgiving
to New Year's.

Call Today?
Woodland

ridge

APARTMENT HOMES

616-842-8800

www.woodlandridge.info

restrictions may apply • based on availability- offer expires 11/30/05 ^
Professionally managed by I PA MANAGEMENT. INC.

CHANGING TIMES By (arson Klemp
SPILT COFFEE
By Jacob Powers
i stand in my kitchen in my semi-decent
apartment at the edges of the Grand Valley
campus pouring coffee from its pot into a
Christmas cup and spilling it all over the cruddy
countertop angering me because its really good
coffee and it doesn’t need to he spilt on such a
dirty counter but its all right because near it i
find some cheaply made paper towel and tear
off half a sheet but rather than picking up the
laying liquid the paper only moves it around
on the already stained countertop and i realize
that through this action my lesson has been
learned to hold down the top of the pot as i pour
precisely because if i do not then the waking
liquid overflows dramatically and a loss occurs
from my foolishness and falls and tumbles and
scatters and stains on the countertop never able
to be picked up fully again because this is lmse
liquid not simple shards of solidity and i must
remind myself that it is impossible to recollect
all spilt liquid into a contained mass than it is to
pick up something full in solidity and truth but
all is okay for coffee remains in the pot and i still
have an open opportunity to retrieve some more
of the wakening wonder before i begin to start
on late night work of sorting essays and focused
reading and so i turn from the pot Christmas cup
in hand but realize as i fall from free balance
that all liquid hasn't been collected specifically
from the dirty tile floor in which i now lay with
the remaining coffee scattered an Hind me and
the Christmas cup that was once the helpful
holder of my awakener next to me in ruins as
well and as i ga/e up in a daze i realize that mold
has began to grow all over the ceiling further
enhancing that ugly nature that has spread over

the once beautiful kitchen because of my and
others irresponsibility’s of cleaning up messes
we’ve created so i mutter a solemn diunnation
and collect my thoughts as i pull myself up from
the coffee covered cup collecting dirty floor
in dismay and solitude overwhelms me as red
liquid i presume to be blixxl begins to boil and
flow down the temple of my head that is the
holder of my mind perhaps or at least i am told
by those around me who infi ltrate and correct my
own thought structure to better fit my existence
iuid reasoning but i decide to brush off these
thoughts for they do not apply to me and instead
find a chair to sit down on because this rush of
pain and overflowing knowledge has gotten
to me and so 1 grab some cheaply made paper
towel and press it against the upper portioned
side of my head so as to fire vent further redness
from traveling down my temple and scarring
me yet the red liquid soaks through the paper
dampening my mind staining my hand and i
realize to myself so now it’s come to this where
the very liquid i wanted to simply drink has in
actuality caused me more harm than good and
i slowly come out of this daze and think that
as i apply more paper towel more liquid flows
and scatters and that I am not really helping
myself at all but rather just spreading the liquid
around my temple and i now have come to an
understanding that maybe the infiltrators were
right ,uid that i must give notice to myself that
if not looked after carefully and if not picked up
precisely and if not stored correctly in a clean
containing cup that coffee can be the death of
me for it is always present to awaken my mind
yet it is always in danger of escaping my cup.
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I gritted my teeth as strong hands yanked my
hair around and braided it in small rows. I was
in the village beauty salon, owned by a woman
named Mwaka whose handiwork is displayed on
the heads of many women in Mwandi. 1 thought
it would be an interesting experience to have my
hair done. And it was, but it was also painful.
We were in a tiny space of six square feet
with cardboard and plywood walls, a corrugated
metal root, and a packed dirt floor. Mwaka’s
salon also serves as a grocery
store. It contains three bars of
soap, two bags of sugar, three
cartons
of aseptic-packed
milk, and two bags of wrapped
candies. Nobody complains
about the small selection. The
other tuck shops in the village
carry much the same.
Curious passerby stopped
and peeked in the door to
gawk at the white makuwa girl
having her hair done. They
exchanged bits of gossip and
conversation with Mwaka then went on their
way.
It was dark and cool in the shop. A lizard ran
around my feet and disappeared into a corner.
When Mwaka pulled my hair I winced, thinking,
“So this is how it feels to be scalped.”
“Oh, sorry, sorry!” said Mwaka, seeing my
pain. “It is hard to do white ladies’ hair. It is so
slippery!”
Her baby girl, Zia, slept on Mwaka’s back,
wrapped tightly in a chitenge cloth. When
Zia started to fuss Mwaka simply pulled the
chitenge around to the front, yanked up her shirt
and proceeded to feed Zia. The chitenge left her
hands free to continue braiding.
“How many children do you have?” Mwaka
asked me. She was surprised when I told her I
have none. Most women here have several by
the time they’re my age.
“Here we have many children!” she exclaimed
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happily. “Seven or ten or sometimes twelve, we
have so many!”
Then she asked, “Is that good? Is it good to
have many children?”
I thought about her question and how to answer
it politely. “Well,” I answered, “I think it’s good
only if the parents can provide for the children.
It must be difficult to afford shelter, clothes,
food and medicine for twelve children.”
“It is hard,” Mwaka agreed. “I myself have two
children and it is hard to provide
for them. The men here, they let
you down. They promise they
love you and then they promise
they will not get you pregnant.
Then they promise to help with
the children. But then they leave
town. You cannot believe the
men,” she said angrily.
When she learned I had a
boyfriend she wondered if I
would get married. “Eventually,”
I told her.
“And do the women in your
family teach you the traditions?” she asked me.
“Traditions?”
“Yes, the traditions of marriage,” she
answered.
“What are the traditions?” I asked her,
confused.
“Oh, how to be a good wife. The aunties
and grandmothers and mothers take the girl
when she has become a woman. At that time
she is ready to be married. They put her in a
house by herself and they teach her how to look
after herself, her body. And they teach her the
traditions of respect for her husband and how to
take care of the family.”
"And,” she added solemnly, “They teach how
to handle a man in the bed.”
“Is that good?” she asked again, “To teach the
girl these traditions?”
I thought about my grandmothers taking me
aside into a hut to teach me how to handle a man,

“So this is
how it
feels to be
scalped.”

Monday, November 28, 2005

*7

METAL STILL LIFE By Amy c. ioyior
and I tried to keep from laughing.
“Yes, 1 guess it’s good they are taught those
things,” I replied. “We don’t really do it like
that in America.”
Conversations continued for the two hours
it took until my hair was finished. I thanked
Mwaka and paid her the fee we’d agreed on
of two tee shirts and a toy for Zia. For days
following I thought about the question Mwaka
repeatedly asked when she’d explain traditions
in Mwandi: “Is that good?”
Women in Africa have many children because
some will die and the remaining are needed to
help with chores and to care for the parents when
they reach old age. Women in America usually
have smaller families, the children are generally
healthy and then the parents are put into nursing
homes. Is that good?
In Mwandi grandmothers and women elders
in the family take a menstruating girl into a hut
for several days to teach her about her body
and family responsibilities. They pass on their

knowledge to the next generation. In America,
young girls are herded into a classroom where
they watch a movie and hear a spiel about
becoming a woman. Further information in
picked up by reading the latest issue of Cosmo.
Is that good?
Cultural traditions are so different in Mwandi
than what I’m familiar with that it’s difficult
to compare and say which way is good or bad.
I don’t think there is an answer. Things are
simply different. All over the world people deal
with the same issues, they just handle them in
different ways.
And all over the world, whether you sit in
Panopolus Salon or Mwaka’s Beauty Hut, there
is a lot of wisdom exchanged in hair salons.
(Editor’s Note: Autumn spent the summer
in the village of Mwandi, Zambia where she
taught preschool in an AIDS orphanage. For
information on Mwandi and its people, please
contact her at ostrich_02@hotmail.com)

THESE ARE JACK'S TATTOOS
By Breanne LeJeun
Don’t have rain boots.
Don’t have a sparkly Cinderella
umbrella
Don’t have much save a Little
Mermaid sweater and kick ass
shower shoes.
The crazy bitch Ebay psycho
fifties housewife dresses are at
home
sliding closet safe
double-mirrored safe
in my room with all my shit
stuffed in comers so that it seems
big enough.
Sol
put on my power color
This
is Jack’s power color

and sat on my bed in shame.
At the Drive In
GO!
“Can you turn that down
please?”
NO!
This is my acrobatic dorm room
and I will NOT dismount my
pommel mid-routine
So you WATCH Wedding Story

You WATCH TV guide Channel
like it’s a legitimate show
Cus I been dancing in the bath
room stalls
excreting words just for this
song
I’m kicking in windows

red.
Red. I am in red.
Confronting you in red. This is
red Hello.

ON THE STREET WHERE YOU LIVE By jo™ DUmdei

RED STATE CIGARETTES
By Bison Collins Messink
My sister and I set out from Michigan
on a Friday in November,
going to a Rock and Roll show
in Chicago.
We stopped on the way
in Indiana
to buy cigarettes for the show
because they’re always cheaper in the red states.
We got some bad directions
and walked halfway across Chicago
in the cold.
I left the cigarettes
in the car
so we stopped again
and I had to buy blue state smokes
at $6.95 a pack.

My roommate asks me why I
change so often
I might ask her why her hair tie
matches her coat and socks and
shoes and why she eats so much
chicken
But I don’t.
She watches Elimidate and I just
stare
“Oh no she didn’t”
Yes. She did. Turn it off.
I hid the remote today.
She asked where it was and I
said,
“Well, I have no idea.” But she
just stared at me. She knew.
I fished it out from between
Pocahontas and Monty Python

The opening band was only one man —
he said his band mates had been arrested
for voting for Kerry
in the wrong state.
The headliner came on late.
We waited,
crowded up against the stage,
drinking $6 beers.
We drove back that same night.
Meg fell asleep in the passenger seat.
It was 3:30 a m.
in Indiana.
Red state cigarette smoke
and Ryan Adams tunes
drifted through the car,
and I just wanted to be home.

Need my house dress
Prom shoes
nylons with the line drawn down
the back all twenties-like
need my frying pan with Jesus’s
picture on it
“Jesus saves”
Saves what?
Breakfast?
But instead I go
and I sit
and I shake in religion class
I look at him and he can’t even
insult me today because I’m so
wired and curious
and insults would fly off this car
digan...
IF THEY COULD CATCH ME!
I have a frying pan with Jesus on
it.

Sleep Inn & Suites. Allendale
60 Spacious
Guestrooms & Suites
All Suites With Whirlpool Tubs
Hi-Speed Internet Available
Free Continental Breakfast
Indoor Pool
Closest to campus
1 Block NW of GVSU
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THE MOUNTAIN, THE MECCA,
AND MY CLENCHED TEETH
By Casey Rich

SWING

By Jules Schmuker
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By Mary Kuipers
Robbie Baklie, father of two children and murderer of one man, skidded
to a halt just outside the door, leaned over the railing, and began to vomit.
He took his time about it. He’d left the plant at a run, the tight feeling
in his chest having sunk into his belly; it’d been getting steadily worse
throughout the day as his disgust deepened. Now he bent double, heaving
and retching, his thin sad face flushed and perspiring as he repeated to
himself,
“No more. No more. Never again.”
After a time he heard the door behind him open; he winced as he
recognized the swift purposeful tread of his supervisor.
“Is there a problem, Robert?” Jonathan asked briskly. Jonathan—he
insisted everyone call each other by their first names. To establish a
sense of equality, he said, and to separate tliemselves still further from the
barbaric past, in which employees had been referred to by number and
hadn’t even been called employees. He was surveying Robbie now with
bright, inquisitive eyes, quite willing and perfectly able to take all matters
in hand and sort them out to the satisfaction of both court and company.
He laid a sympathetic hand on Robbie’s shoulder.
“Come on, now, what’s all this about? Paul said you suddenly dropped
your knife and headed for the door.” He glanced over the railing, a faint
expression of distaste flitting across his face. “Bit of a stomachache?”
“No,” Robbie said forcefully, throwing off the hand on his shoulder. “I
didn’t drop the knife. 1 threw it.”
Jonathan clucked disapprovingly.
“Now, Robert, we can’t have that. You know you’re supposed
to be channeling your violent tendencies into your work, not at your
coworkers.”
Robbie looked at him in confusion.
“No, you don’t understand,” he cried. “I didn’t throw it at anyone!
I threw it down! Away!” He took a deep breath. “I’m not doing it
anymore,” he said in a voice that trembled. He began tearing oft his
stained gloves and bloodied apron, and tossed them to the ground. “I’m
done. Finished.”
Jonathan cocked his head to one side.
“What is the meaning of this, Robert?” he asked gently. “Why this
sudden defiance?”
“Because,” Robbie replied, “I can’t take it anymore. It’s too—too—”
“Efficient?”
“No. Horrible!” He shuddered and leaned on the railing again.
“Don’t you think—ain’t there something wrong about all this?” he asked
imploringly. “It seems so—it don't seem nght somehow.”
“In what way, exactly?”
“Like—like it’s encouraging the wrong kind of thing.” Robbie replied
slowly, staring at his hands.
Jonathan drew a quick impatient breath and crossed his arms.
“I hear your objections, and I understand how you feel," he said. “But
you read the studies in class, right? And you understand their findings.
This”—he indicated the plant behind them with a sweep of one arm—

“is the only viable solution to what would otherwise be a chronic social
dysfunction.” He peered closely at Robbie. “You are familiar with former
efforts to contain this dysfunction? Do you know what people like you
used to be called?’
“Yeah,” Robbie replied dully. “Murderers "
“That’s right.” Jonathan nodded, warming to the subject. “And you
know that the best solution our forebears could think of to deal with
this problem was—do you remember the word?—incarceration. And
you read how ineffectual that was.” Jonathan shook his head pityingly.
“Abysmally high ratio of criminals to citizens, and recidivism through the
roof. It just didn’t work.” He raised one finger before Robbie’s eyes. "But
we’ve thought of a better solution since then, haven’t we, Robert?”
“Uh huh.” Robbie sighed heavily. “Misconduct aptitude analysis.”
“That’s right!” Jonathan’s eyes shone behind his wire-rimmed glasses.
“We examine each individual's predilection for illegal behavior and
arrange a proper outlet for that behavior. Career matching is just a part of
that process, Robert.”
“I know, I know,” Robert mumbled. “But I just don’t think I’m cut out
to be a butcher. Rendering animals—” He shuddered again. “It’s horrible,
Jonathan.”
“Ridiculous,” Jonathan said heartily. “No one better trained than you.”
He dug Robbie in the ribs with an encouraging elbow. “Who was it killed
that guy in the bar last year, eh?’
“That was an accident!” Robbie cried in anguish. “I tried to tell them—
I didn’t mean—that was the booze, man!”
“Of course, of course,” Jonathan said soothingly. “But don’t you see,
that event demonstrated your ability as a slaughterhouse employee—your
aptitude, if you will.” He eyed Robbie favorably. “You’ve been very
good at your work, Robert.”
"But I don’t—but I can’t—I’m not—” Robbie began desperately.
“I am sorry,” Jonathan interrupted, glancing at his watch. “But it’s
almost time for the shift change, and I have to get back to the floor.” He
looked at Robbie, and his expression softened. “Don’t worry, you’ll get
used to it,” he said kindly. “You just need a little more practice. Tell you
what—how would you like me to arrange a mentor for you’ What do you
think of Paul’s work?’
“Paul?’ Robbie recoiled in disgust. "The man shot his wife while she
slept!"
“And he has proven just as proficient with a butcher’s knife as a
shotgun,” Jonathan replied a trifle testily. “Let’s go, Robert. Back to
work.” He retrieved the gloves and apron from the ground and held them
out; his voice softened as he added, “Come on, now, we need you on the
team. What do you say, Robert9 You’re a team player, aren’t you?’
“I guess," Robbie agreed in a hollow voice. He stood still as Jonathan
tossed the apron over his head once more; he held out a reluctant hand
for each soiled glove. Robbie looked sadly at the rusty stains, still
unconvinced that the cure wasn’t as bad as the disease, then followed his
supervisor mutely back into the plant, back to work.

It’s all about the spice of life. A guy is standing next to me as
I wait for the bus. He’s talking to himself, or maybe to me, and
he’s saying things about, “too much confusion,” and, “it’s about
psychology being about it, psychology is causing it.” He is fluttering
his hands while folding together a cigarette, and flickering his hands
while lighting that cigarette, and flicking his hands while smoking
that cigarette. I have no cigarettes.
It’s about the sense of security. Next to us, a well manicured, well
maintained man-boy is hunched in himself, his arms closing like a
cross shaped comforter. He keeps asking his cell phone, “are you
passing me on the left?” This is the part of Mercer Avenue where it
is actually a two way. the streets here are often switching their ways,
and if they are passing on his left, then tonight they must be going
downtown. I have no cell phone.
It’s about her. She, who I admire for the magic she transmits, and
for the direction she transmits it, oriented toward me, is now applying
her logical decision making process to the bus schedule. She notices
my perplexed anxiety at the surrounding, my darting eyes trying to
focus on the twilight headlights, some cars glow for safety, some have
not yet noticed the faltering of dusk into evening. We are waiting for
the bus, and I have no car.
Sometime later we are still standing at the intersection of Queen
Anne and Mercer. With a startled cobra’s grace she places her raven
plume ponytail upon my shoulder. Her bangs are tossed just above
those sharp eyes, and with her smile, hidden in those eyes and behind
those night crawler lips, I hear both gentlemen exclaim, “Now!” So
I look around myself, and herself, around the area of space that has
become ourself, and I see nothing.
And we are still waiting for a bus that may be late. Maybe we
are waiting for a different bus; the one that would come if we had
missed the bus that we think is late. That bus will not be coming
for some time. Sometimes I’d like to know what’s on these drivers’
minds as they slip past. As I stare into traffic my teeth are clenched,
and the smoker’s teeth are clenched, and the man-boy’s teeth are
clenched, and the drivers’ teeth are all clenched, and everyone’s teeth
are clenched.
My toes are curling in my shoes as I think about skipping the
next few days of work, which would make these last few days of
work my last days at work. I am thinking of getting on a train in the
morning with my friend who is at home clenching his teeth. We are
both right now standing in two very different places, as we would
be no matter where we were, and we are both thinking of going to
watch St. Helens erupt. Both the news is saying and the scientists
are indicating, and the anchor woman is talking about the scientific
instruments for gauging that are indicating to the scientists that this
may happen soon.
We must be back by Wednesday for breakfast and more science
None of this involves my job, which is within sight, in my field of
vision as I wait for the bus; just waiting for me to return as 1 have to day
after day. And if I go to the mountain, because it won’t come to me.
and if I go to The Mecca for breakfast, then I am being irresponsible
to my job, but very responsible to myself, that mountain, and that
Mecca.

AUTUMN RAIN
By Sarah Leep
The gentle tapping of the rain
falls softly on the roof,
it moistens all the soil
and quenches thirsty plants,
in time the patter becomes a rap
and the rap becomes a pound
the pounding of the autumn rain
drowns out all other noise;
knocking loose the leaves
that have no life in them;
driving creatures
everywhere
to the comfort of their home,
the merciless pounding rain
soon dwindles to a shower
leaving rivers of runoff
to erode the fertile soil.

IS A TALENT
AGENT IN THE
OTHER ROOM?
By Ryan McClees
Can you spin a word
To make each rhyme unfurl?
Can you sculpt a sentence
Without any dissidence?
No, neither can I.
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Ultra-ttiln Form-Factor
Multimedia messagingsend text, pictures and sound.
Camera and video phone
with 4x Zoom.
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Can you paint emotions
To invoke a commotion?
Can you make colors sing
A chorus on wings?
No, neither can I.
Can you cook a meal
With so much appeal?
Can you make a<hsh
The topic of a wish?
No, neither can I.
Can you invoke love
From below and above?
Can you cause pleasure
In a heart forever?
Yes. we all can.
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SLOW AND STEADY.,
Time passes so slowly. I thought it would only
take a half hour—an hour at most. I would have
started earlier had 1 known. Called in sick maybe,
made a day of it. Brought something to read. Or
anything to make the seconds add up to minutes
add up to hours. The anticipation is unbearable.
Nothing but my thoughts to keep me company.
And it was the thought of them that got me here
in the first place. 1 couldn’t go on wondering
anymore. Wondering never gets you any closer to
what it is that you’re after. It’s only this—actually
going out there and doing something—that can do
anything whatsoever to calm the curiosity.
It sounds so, so, so romantic, so wonderful, so
engaging, so utterly divine almost when you’re
thinking about it. Ideas becoming things—real,
tangible experience. It’s the gaps, the filler, the
waiting, and watching, and thinking, the stuff that
gets edited out. You think about the movie version,
it’s clearer, shorter, easier to take in—right there in
front of you. The book is w hat you get. The sea of
words, collecting to unfold everything in their own
time, rhe door that takes twenty pages to open,
the lights buzz and flicker and swing across three
more, and the diner that takes up most of chapters
twelve to seventeen. That’s closer to the real thing,
or that’s how it seems most of the time—or at least
right here and now.
Here. This place. A memory, or a memory of a
memory from childhood. It's been so long I don’t
know if I was ever here or just dreamt I was. 1 saw
the pictures so much growing up. The old stone
wall in the woods, black and white and yellowed
by time. Fragments here and there, a couple feet
tall at most. lean remember—or at least imagine —
playing by that wall for hours on end. I almost
couldn't find it again. Mom pointed out the road a
few years back— “down that road a ways is where
your grandpa's land was.” His death, at my age
five. Sometimes I think I remember the funeral. A
small country church, an organ drowning out the

sobs, and fancy-enough casket with a pale ghost
of my grandpa. But these too are all inventions. I
was at my aunt’s house, playing with my cousins in
the tree house. So jumping oft that rock there, and
running around that section over there, and hiding
behind that tree may be as real as the movie based
on the book based on the memory of a dream.
This, however, is real. The leaves beneath that
piled together supporting my head and neck rustle
in my ears. The patches of grass I can feel with the
hands at the end of my resting arms. The changing
air. Hours ago it was warm and thick and quick —
leaf after leaf after leaf falling, swaying, drifting,
down and down and all around me. Each dancing
to a natural rhythm as it descends and ascends and
is tossed around, as if it is completely unaware of
the forces controlling its movement. Now, crisp
and cool, cradling my reddening face.
The sunset was beautiful. Like a movie that
you don't believe. The sky fading to match the
leaves that still hold on—yellow to orange to red to
brown. Slow lingering transitions that disappeared
at an indefinable moment that was missed and
will be missed. Subtle majesty of nature that only
tonight—out here doing, being, and not-being—
have I noticed to the smallest detail even beyond
imagination. An ant, crawling on my face. The
fragment of leaf it carries is at least five times its
size. Step after step marching with determination.
A mission, a plan, a goal, a purpose. Over and over
again traversing across my body as a neutral object
akin to a log or stone. A thing to be passed over,
passed by.
I don’t remember stars this bright before. And
so many. Little radiant points of light, shining,
glowing, being, and not-being. Light separated by
millions of years from the cold dark nothingness
that used to be so warm. Other stars gone long
before human life or dinosaurs, or life itself light
up the night sky.
I’m really getting cold now. My hands are
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TONIGHT

By Tiffany Cross

tingling and my feet aren't there. A strained effort
to lift my head proves this is feeling rather than
fact. I imagine being a bear. Standing in a stream,
clawing and grasping at fish. Finding berries,
laying down, enveloped in thick, dark, warm fur.
Sleeping and eating. Purpose —meaning.
That could be me. Out there, in the world,
working. With goals, with dreams, with hopes, with
purpose, with meaning. Creating and recreating.
Adding and not simply taking. Like the bear,
only more. Acting and interacting. Here —away
from it all —it is so much clearer. The potential
is unfathomable. The possible impossibilities that
could lie ahead. The way everything works and
keeps on working. I am a part of something. I can
help determine the size and scope and shape and
way. The solitary path I thought I was on—but
a path which merges and diverges with hundreds,
thousands, millions of others every passing day. If
I look up and around it will be clear and new and
wonderful. And that which 1 thought was me will
cease to be me now that I am conscious and awake
and alert to the fullest.
My body is cold and shivering. No longer
containing even the power to lie still. 1 strain once
more to see the feet and legs I cannot otherwise
know still exist. My hands lie dead at the end of
my now numbing arms. From the red spot on my
left side, the pool grows slowly larger. The knife,
there, under my hand too dead to grip—like a
dream, running running running, getting nowhere.
So this is what it’s like—this is the idea—played
out and come to life.
The movie version. Its meticulously framed
shots and perfectly paced plot. Revealed frame
by frame until the final gasp, the overhead shot,
pulling back slow, steady. The warm afternoon sun
casting down its carefully placed shadows. The
sad, sad song. Here it still goes on. Beat after beat.
Slow and steady. So this is what it’s like—cold
and alone. This is the last goodnight.

Tell me, why I’m lying here tonight!
You’d think I would’ve learned my
lesson from the many times,
But I gave up, gave in, and then I gave
you more.
I should’ve left with everyone else, but
I stayed behind to talk to you, to let you
know I was over you, done with you.
through with you.
And then somehow we were there, on
your bedroom floor once more, and I
could hear your heart beating as your
body, so divine, pressed hard against
mine.
I became confused.
Did you still love me, or was I being
used?
I’m with someone else, I told myself as
your lips caressed my neck. I’m fucking
everything up! My life is such a wreck. I
closed my eyes, heard you breathing, and
prayed to disappear. I should have gotten
up, grabbed my stuff, but my desire kept
me there, and when it was over you cried
tears of shame or joy. I just laid beside
you and thought, “I’m controlled by this
boy!”
Here I am again, tonight, with you, but
alone.
Disappointed in myself, trapped by
emerald eyes and fucking lies I thought I
had outgrown.
So please, tell me, why I’m lying here
tonight.

3A-:
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CRAMMING
By Ryan McClees
Up during most of the night.
Caffeine, sugar rushed through
veins.
What started as a
blank

t

my

slate

Now is filled ever faster and faster
as papier and note cards of different colors
race by.
Words, sentences, Greek gods and
goddesses,
calculations, verbs, history, supply and
demand, capitals,
Latin names Spanish adjectives time
compound
fractions birds international relations Poe
planet names
faces fruits psycologicaldissorderscompl
etesentancesacc
ountingamputationsmusicalnotesdances
CPRthoeries
And then when I get the test,
I make sure I have everything:
pen. pencil, papier, eraser.
And when I look down
I remember absolutely
V.
%
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A COMMON POINT
By Tiffany Cross

There’s no pxrint in blaming.
It’s common for a love so raw and
true to fade.
Our youth is short-lived and we must
walk away.
There’s no point in waiting.
Its common for people so attached
and connected to separate.
Our souls are draining and will
vanish if we remain this way.
There’s no pxiint in crying.
It’s common for regret and
disappointment to collide.
Our pain will subside and we will
move on.
There’s no point in begging.
It’s common for me to say, “I love
you, I need you, and I II do anything
for you to stay.
I’ll choke on my words, save us from
one other and pretend to understand.
There’s a point in being hopeful.
It’s common for preople to return.
Our scars might heal and we could
meet again.
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128 HUBBARD STREET
By Sara Chappell
Check the back door,
it’s locked.
Flip the light switches,
darken the various rooms.
Look back over my shoulder
one last time.
at what once was a successful business,
now an empty building bulging with memories.
My father, my four children and 1
worked here, grew up here
amongst the racks of wrenches, belts and mufflers.
The kids came home from college on summer and winter breaks
to help out and earn some money.
One daughter stayed on after college too,
as I took my father’s place, she took mine.
My first two granddaughters were brought here as newborns.
They slept and cooed quietly in a crib in the office
until they were old enough
to ride tricycles through aisles,
fill a little plastic shopping cart with whatever merchandise they
could reach,
and draw pictures for me to cover the walls of my office with.
Customers came,
ordering parts for a do-it-yourself repair
or bringing vehicles into the shop for service.
Then they went,
out of town to the chain stores
for a cheaper price and inferior service.
No one supports the Mom and Pop places like us anymore.
We had a mascot,
an old black dog who sat in the front window.
Day after day
she would bark at the customers making returns
and ignore the rest.
If I had a penny for every time someone joked
"how much is that doggy in the window?”
things would be different
but they are not.

WISH FOR THE COURAGE
TO SUCCEED
I crashed down that evening only somewhat unworthy
An unforgiving night, alone and feeling dirty
Worthlessness overcomes me
Looking back, in regret of the blank night
Still a tramp, though I fought with all my might
Worthlessness overcomes me
Tequila shots, such spinning - no positives
Listen to him and his violence lets me live
Worthlessness overcomes me
Headboard slamming, drowning out my tears
‘ Hey girl, you want this despite your fears”
Worthlessness overcomes me
Wish for the courage to succeed
Drunks oblivious to my needs
Just make it cease, make it cease

Closing some sixty odd years after opening,
my father would be disappointed.
Thankfully,
he is not here to see this.
This store was as much his child as 1 am.
I am disappointed with this ending, too.
This building,
my building,
will be turned into other things,
„a bookstore, maybe a realtor’s office
•but it will always smell
of dusty car parts and grease
in my memory.
Sr

________________________________________________

LONGDAYS-AVILLANELLE
By Andrea Polasky
*

>

Someday I’ll make it home before the dark;
before the sun descends and stars appear
among the shades of gray, and crescent mark

I crashed down that evening, overwhelmed by the hurting
An unforgiving night, alone and feeling dirty
Worthlessness overcomes me
I would have almost chosen death, I didn’t even care
Reality was hell in this sick nightmare
Worthlessness overcomes me
My power was nothing against his hold
I could do nothing but scream in my attempt to be bold
Worthlessness overcomes me
Sobs silenced as his brash hand hits my skin
Pain radiates through my body, to every part within
Worthlessness overcomes me
A lifeless frame sprawled on the bed
Bare and beaten, left for dead
I should have never let him get in my head

>
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reflects my skin while running through the park.
I tread in faster gear, escaping unknown fear,
someday I’ll make it home before the dark.

%

I serve up plates of food and hear cooks bark,
collect my tips, and head on out the rear
into the shades of gray and crescent mark.
I

The engine drones on through the night, but hark
a bump in travel flicks my eyes to mirror;
someday I’ll make it home before the dark.
•»

My trip is done—not quite the joyous lark;
out of my car I ope’ the door and peer
into the shades of gray and crescent mark,
through furtive shadows of the cars in park.
Alert. I brush past those with mouths of beer
and step until I see my glowing ark,
among the shades of gray and crescent mark.
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THE PHOTOGRAPH
By Danielle Engel

By Linda A. Sullivan

I turn the key.
The store is closed,
not just for the night, for good.
1 saved all the pictures and memories,
even though I couldn’t save the business.

♦

By Ryan Greaves

AIRPORT
By Breaha Montague-Bauer

The roar mellows to a hum,
turbulent air pressing.
Heart thumping, untamed.
Mind leaps ahead, probing.
Body must wait.
Now we have arrived,
the throngs of people standing.
My mind is already free of this pressurized place,
down the corridor and descending.
Slowly,
nudge, jostle
My body makes its way.
Heart races.
Can everyone hear the thumping?
Body finally catches up to mind,
hands tremble.
It has been a long wait, such a long wait.
Slowly, the panoramic view,
security gate, winding lines, frantic suitcases,
Where?
Then the twinkling eyes.
Finally!
My heart jumps
and I fly as if propelled.
Now nestled, strong warm embrace.
Anticipation replaced
by two hearts beating together.
There is fierceness in the tremor of words,
“You are so beautiful”.
Tucked in his neck
my nose discovers its favorite smell.
Lifting,
my eyes find soft brown recognition.
Tingling on my cheek is touch.
Smiling lips meet.
Clasping hands
we laugh our greeting.

Deep inside the Himalayas
In the shadow of a cross
There’s a sight that will tug at your heart
And words will be at a loss
Surrounded by such poverty
Such toil and despair
Living in an unheard of state
It impossible not to care
Yet somehow they still find joy
Something makes them smile
I have to take a moment
And think about it awhile
I can hear their laughter
And all their happy cries
I can hear their joyful shouts
And it brightens my insides
I’ll never be able to understand
How they’re able to see the beauty
Hidden beneath the awful mess
Of mankind’s cruelty
Somehow they make it
Living out each day
Bringing joy to each other
Every step of the way
These children are God’s gift to us
They radiate with love
I think their hope comes from His phrase
“Let the children come”

ONE SMALL TEAR DROP
TURNS INTO A CRY
By Kelly van Frankenhuyzen
One small tear drop turns into a cry
I don’t know how I’ll feel without you by my side
I dream about you day and night
Knowing how wonderful I feel, squeezed so tight
I want to hear your heart, pounding deep inside
Being next to you. by your side
I want to cuddle and hold you close
Giving kisses and watching shows
We laid in bed listening to the rain fall
Then ran outside and had a ball
Running, dancing, yelling and jumping
Until we heard our hearts thumping
Wet and smelly, we headed in
Laughing, with an occasional grin
Looking into each others eyes
Gave me butterflies
Lightning struck and he stared at me
He pulled off his shirt, dropping it past his knees
Shivering. I pulled my shirt over my head
He took my hand and led me to his bed
His wet lips kissed my body and neck
Some kisses were soft, other were pecks
Goosebumps cries and tears arose
Like reading a short prose
Rain continued to fall
Lightning and thunder came closer to the wall
But he held me near
Telling me there was nothing to fear.
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NEW BOYFRIEND
By Jennifer Hicks

He slipped out of the room and 1
perched
on the comer of the bed so as not to
disturb
the plush silence of the pale down
comforter.
It squeaks and sinks, ignoring my
efforts.
I willingly accept its invitation to
make myself comfortable.
From this relaxed position, my eyes
travel with eager imagination.
It’s a cold morning. I can see him
sitting at his desk in the dark,
sipping thoughtfully from his average
coffee mug
thinking not so average thoughts
about feeding the elephant
in his closet because I’m sure he’s
hungry by now. Or is that
not what the empty can of peanuts
adjacent to his computer
monitor was used for? Maybe he just
likes peanuts.

WAKEBOARDING ON THE THORNAPPLE By Abb, fox

HUSH LITTLE BABY
Bats loop through the thick gray air
that fills my insides with heavy,
squeezing
warmth. The night is a lofty
photographer’s effort
to capture a twirl with everything
wiggling
obscure through the air droplets. See
the bats, he says,
a beer can hand to the twilight sky.
Watch em dive like that, they’re eatin
up the skeeters.
Dusty Oreos lined longer than I’m
allowed
set in a denim dessert plate, resting
in the crease of his legs—always
jeans.

By Tracy D. Lee

never shorts, never relief from heat.
Two bites each, they disappear behind
reaching whiskers settled in a design
never
changing; curling, dancing mustache
dripping
over a lip hidden from my fluid eyes.
Poor mosquitoes, I say, no, poor us
without more bats,
he says with the aluminum to his
mouth.
I send humid, sweet apple juice
zipping up my straw,
swirling crumbs from tender, new
molars,
and plummeting down my throat.
Stop that, to the slurp echoing from

the bottom
of my blue plastic cup, bouncing off
the darkness
listen. My eyes scratch through the
speck of sky
his ear watches, what is it? and he
hisses
me still to silence. Just sit
and listen. I forget. Adjust the waterweighted
skirt of my dress—a prize of polkadots pink
as a fresh paper cut, wider beyond a
strawberry
stain, awarded when I no longer tasted
chocolate
and vanilla on the skin of my right

thumb. His boot
heal, attached to sharp smelling
leather,
painted with a picture I can only feel,
grates the cement at our feet. I shift
my bare soles
to a new spot, a warm spot, heat tossed
there by a raging sun
to wait for my earth worn skin to soak
it up and send it about.
I listen then, through the bottoms of
my feet,
waiting for him to finish what it is
adults must do
every so often in silence.

It’s a fall afternoon and an empty film
canister rests on the shelf
satisfied with the absence of
changing leaf colors and hiking trail
pictures
that have recently resided within
itself but now drape lifelessly under
red lights.
That was the same day he used the
wrench on the floor to rescue
a baby kitten from an underground
man hole. Or perhaps he just fixed
the drip in the bathtub
and took a picture of his manly
efforts.
Maybe on a warm summer night he’ll
cook me a candlelit dinner
and I'll watch him dig for recipes in
the thick cookbook that leans
awkwardly against the wall. And on
winter nights he’ll wrap me up
in the afghan that sits lovingly in the
comer,
knitted by his mother, no doubt,
when he was not even quite a person
yet,
and we’ll lie on that squeaking,
sinking bed and eat peanuts together.
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PICTURED ROCKS

EVER AFTER
Lets take a trip down memory
lane
Do you remember when we first
started the game?
And many vary but we both
remained the same
We remained one even though
we were two
And what was between me and
you
Was always shared because I
care more than I feared you
Losing your head over things
said I dared to
Once ask you if we could be
more than friends
Or what have you. but another
dude had you
So you slipped in “I have a
boyfriend”
So I left you alone and I’d like
to make it known
I’m not the one to break up a
happy home
But you and him are not a happy
home
I just hung on the low waiting

By Amy C. Taylor

Be Helpful 8
Be Eligible to Win Prizes

By Brandon Dante Copeland

for my chance to show
But my chance is advancing
slow. Dancing slow
You’re light as a feather you
should know that we belong
together

dishes
Less swisher’s more in scents
save ten cents
For every fifteen I spend on my
queen

Can we be more than friends?
(I’m a grown man not a rapper)
This is not how the story ends
(It supposed to be happily ever
after)
Once upon a time I had a dream
I was yours and you were mines
But in reality I don’t think you
and me
Could be, ever be we ... see
You’re a good girl and I rap
You know what they say
opposites attract
I quiet you’re outgoing and its
good knowing
I have someone to run to when
I’m done flowing
I’m growing, less games, more
thought, less store bought food
You cook for dude I do the

rting at
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By Elizabeth Haak
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The pill must have gotten stuck on its journey
down the esophagus last night because when he
woke up, he felt it there. A sort of lump, clinging
onto the walls of his throat, not fully effective, not
fully dissolved due to his controlled stomach acids
refusing to (and thankfully so) climb up into his
mouth. It was one of those plastic cap pills — blue
— nothing serious. It didn’t calm his heart rate, it
didn't help him breathe or see better, and it certainly
did nothing for his brain. Actually it was more of
a vanity pill than anything else; it helped his skin
stay clear, smooth, attractive.
He was allergic to many substances and pollens,
foods and liquids that made the skin — when not
preserved by the pill — turn various colors and
splotches of reds and roughness. Sure, it wasn’t
attractive, but the rash wouldn’t have killed him
either. He would just have trouble looking into the
bathroom mirror in the morning, where on good
days — days where the pill made it to the stomach
— he looked straight through his green-layered
eyes and slowly chanted under the noise of the
running sink. “Today ... 1 will grab today. Today, I
will stay calm. Today, I will understand.”
Every time he said it he knew he sounded like
a self-help audio book; or maybe one of those
corporate convention leaders who constantly
promote well being for the sake of boosting sales;
or perhaps the local newspaper columnist who
receives the same complaints day in and day
out, where writers ask desperately for help and
all the columnist can really say is, “Why are you
asking me? I don’t know all the answers. 1 am

just a human.” (Of course, this is said behind the
keyboard, never written in the column itself; how
would that go with the loyal fans?)
Still, the chants or positive reinforcement
worked for them and it seemed to work for him
every morning at the bathroom sink when he
prepared himself for the unavoidable water cooler
discussions at the office—what the new trends
were, what the new movies were, what was a hip,
cool, jive place to hang out; what the new band was
or gossip or song or catchphra.se was.
What was. but probably isn’t today.
Wildfire culture is what he called it. Starting
small, minuscule, nothingness. Then boom.
Everyone and anyone knows about it — spreading
through the ranks of businessmen, stay-athome-moms, shop workers, CEOs, churchgoers,
churchnoers (as the trendy would call it), hipsters,
posers, posers to posers, street sweepers, camies,
farmers, teens, and everyone else. Boom. Wildfire
— consuming, sucking-the-marrow-out-of-it —
culture.
The discussions changed spontaneously;
sometimes a certain fire stuck around for months,
and at other times the fire dwindled after only a
couple of days. It was the spontaneity of it that
discomforted him. He could never guess when it
was going to change. He could never be prepared
for ditching the old and living the new. More often
than anything, he would remain the clear skinned
silent prospector at the water cooler; observing,
analyzing, and trying to understand the new fire.
It was easier than speaking only to reveal that the
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By Caitlin Paynich
Rain makes the earth different
the ground softer
the grass squashy beneath my feet.
The leaves on the trees kx>k darker, richer
sagging from the water dripping at the tips
the air feels, smells fresh and clean.
Droplets glide across my face
and seep into my blue t-shirt, my jeans
the fabric contracts anti clings to my skin.
But I don’t care.
even the sounds of thunder don’t worry me
as I soak up the thickened air in the rain
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Silent lips
Eyes screaming
Body so still
The storm raging within.
Trembling soul
Silent and still.
Composed Cacophony.

SAILING
By Sarah Leep
Wind at your face
Water at your feet
Waves lapping
Gentle rocking
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PRECIPICE
By Breaha Montague-Bauer

Brewed Coffee
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Grand Valley State University

thing you’d been studying the past few nights is
now officially archaic.
“Today ... I will grab today. Today. I will stay
calm. Today, I will understand.”
No. Not today.
The splotches have begun to develop under the
bags of his eyes and around the neck below his
right ear. His eyes, green nonetheless, were further
accompanied by the reddened pathways and itchy
effects of the com pollen that slowly crept through
his opened windows throughout the night.
He couldn’t chant today.
The pill didn’t work. It was still stuck in his
throat.
But how could it be? It was sure to have slowly
dissolved from his saliva throughout the night. But
then why did it feel like it was still there, like it was
lodged perpendicular to the passageway? Because
there was no kerplunk of the acid snatching up
the pill, gnawing and chewing and dissolving
it, pumping it throughout the veins of his body,
creating what he imagined a thin layer of plastic
covering every area of his body, a barricade from
the com pollen. No, the pill had lost its way. No,
it had stopped its journey, refusing to go on further
because it just was too far of a trip and not worth
dying through dissolving over.
There wasn’t much that he could do. If the pill
was still there — still waiting to perhaps in the near
future continue its journey downward — he didn’t
want to risk taking another one.
Directions: Take I tablet every night. Drink
with glass of water.

SUMMER RAIN

F ree Brewed Coffee

Free

By Jacob Powers

I\
^

tmmut m nmcauir *
Eani 1M1M CatwntnlM J
••'«««« ill «»,r«at4 V

Sail to the horizon
Tack and go back
The blue below
Brings peace to the soul
Time and pressures
Disappear
Only the sun
And ocean spray remain

Warning: Do not operate heavy machinery. May
cause fatigue.
Do not overdose. May cause death.
Okay, he knew that’s not what the bottle said.
But it could happen. Why not? It’s a heavily potent
allergy pill, a plastic sheet over his weak skin. If
he took two, or three or four, the layers would just
build up — more and more, until he could no longer
breathe. Until his heart could no longer pump the
plastic through the veins. Until everything seized
up. No, he’d skip the pill today. He didn’t want to,
but he had to — at least until later that night.
No pill, no chant.
Today he would skip the water cooler, the
wildfire. Today he would go right to his office.
Avoid the discussion.

JACOB
By Becky Kaminski
Curled up leaning agaiast
The wall next to the toilet
Tears are rolling down my cheeks
Face pale, eyes blood shot from hours of crying,
I lean forward grabbing the toilet.
Dry heaving.
Nothing comes up.
I want it out.
This feeling.
The more I think about it
The sicker I become
I lean back against the wall.
Alone.
I got away from everyone
Away from the truth I can’t handle
Everyone is talking about it.
But I don’t want to hear it.
I can still hear them upstairs,
“He hung himself. No one knew it was coming.”
My empty stomach fills with fear.
It tries to escape again.
I lean into the toilet, but it won’t come out.
Only tears.
An hour goes by,
I slowly crawl to the couch
Trash can and tissues close by
In the fetal position, I lay with a quilt covering me
Shaking.
My eyes blank, staring off
Empty.
Twenty years, a preschool buddy.
Twenty years, a cousin.
Twenty years, of growing up.
You haven’t just moved away.
That won’t work this time.
You're gone
I still cry.
Even today.
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MY GUM HAS LOST ITS FLAVOR
By Lindsey Drager
My beer is flat
the letters persist like needles
and it is only eight on Thursday night.
This must be written
but I am tired,
a little buzzed
and crying.
Tomorrow I will hand in the assignment
(my epitaph)
and be glad that it is done.
My professor assigned this morbid message
and being the writing major
I can’t understand why I And it impossible to
compose.
It must be the magnets and sunsets
and dead metaphors laying down
like the horizon
that cause fruit to turn like pages.
There are wads of failure on the floor
kept company by empty cigarette packs
as I wonder how marbles
remain stationary
in such a tumultuous world.
Speaking to my assignment I whisper,
“You are a puzzle.”
I have never loved
and my gum has lost it’s flavor.
Beautiful Thursday night.
These words parallel the omnipresence in the mirror.
1 am in pieces
like the light reflected.
I laugh in spite of myself
and choke down plaster promises.
1 am considering prank calls for inspiration.
Determining the numerical value of my life I realize
8 has reflective symmetry.
That must be why we fit.

By Stephanie Trapp

AUTUMN DAY SESTINA

By Beth Moshier

They are having a lot of fun all day.
The light shines through the branches and
The children play in the leaves and they laugh
dances
as they spin and twirl around. Sun dances
over the ground. The colors of the leaves
through the trees, illuminating the leaves.
are a rainbow of yellow, orange and red.
The air is crisp. Two children in sweaters laugh Their parents happily take a picture.
as they jump and play. This is the picture
The two children say “cheese!” for the picture,
of autumn perfection. Oh happy day.
then they go back to playing. There are red
and orange heaps all over the lawn. The leaves
The children woke and found a perfect day
aren’t in the piles that had taken all day
made for playing outside. The girl dances
to rake. The w ind suddenly blows, dances
as she puts on her sweater and pictures
the leaves across the yard, sounding like laughs.
all the fun she’s going to have. The leaves
in the front yard are in a pile. She laughs
The parents play with their children. They
as her brother jumps into the heap of red.
laugh
like kids. The family looks like a picture
It is cold and his cheeks and nose are red.

in a magazine. The father dances
with his wife. She blushes, cheeks turning red.
This time together is perfect. A day
they will never forget, among the leaves.
The day grows cold. The light fades and the
leaves
grow dimmer. The family still plays and laughs
until the sky grows dark. This perfect day
has come to an end. Just like a picture,
it fades. Their faces and hands are all red
from the cold. Wanning up, they move and
dance.
The day in the leaves was like a picture.
The family laughed and played until the red
leaves moved around all day, like dancing.

I decide to shower
The pellets of water hit
like inspiration
and I brand the words in my mind so as not to forget.
When dry and bearing ink pen I scroll down on napkins
this message:
HERE LIES AN OYSTER
LEFT UNPEARLED
(My beer is flat
like the horizon.
You are a puzzle;
I am in pieces.
That must be why we fit.)
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BESIEGED BY MY OWN BROTHER
AND DUPED BY MY NEIGHBOR
THE FISHERMAN By Bison Collins Messink
We were at the family vacation
spot on a fishless lake in northern
Michigan for a few days. 1 hadn’t
gone fishing in ten years or so
and hadn’t learned anything new
about it in the intenm, but I brashly
promised my mother I would catch
dinner at least once that week.
I woke up early the first day
and was on the water in a row boat
with one good ore by 6:30, which
1 figured was early enough. When
1 came back empty handed I told
everyone I had landed a couple
keepers in the first ten minutes but
threw them back because at the
rate I was going I would hit my
limit too soon. But then 1 didn’t
get any hits die rest of the morning.
‘Tough luck, I guess.” I told them.
My brother laughed at me. “Why
would I lie about this?” I responded
indignantly.
I spent the next couple mornings
restoring my energy and sleeping
in. The last night we were there I
went out before dinner, my last
chance to put food on the table for
the conglomeration of relatives
that were spending the week with
us. When I went out to buy bait
before my first fishing attempt the
girl asked me if I wanted worms,
crawlers, or leeches. Crawlers
sounded the most exciting. She
grabbed a small tub out of the
refrigerator behind the counter,
held it out for me and lifted the lid.
They were squirmin’.
“Lively enough for yaV she
asked.
“Yep.”
But later in the week after my
first unsuccessful venture. I caught
a few small crayfish for bait because
I saw my neighbor the fisherman
catching a lot of fish and I noticed
he used crayfish. Plus the crawlers
didn’t end up being half as lively as
I had hoped they’d be.
I rowed out to a spot I saw my
neighbor the fisherman fishing
in the day before, about two or
three hundred feet out, just out of
the range of my brother, who was
sitting on the dock with a 10 lb.
sack of potatoes and a potato gun
that was almost as tall as he was,
and who, despite being 26 years
old and a college graduate and
working successfully as a banker,
doing whatever it is that bankers
do. still thought that the potato gun
he and his jackass friends had built
in college was cool.
I dropped anchor and hooked
my line through a crayfish tail and
set to work as my brother shot
potatoes at me. He could get a
potato in the air every 30 seconds
or so. It was cast, reel, cast. BANG,
cover my head with my flotation
seat and wonder if I would survive
if a potato landed on me directly,
wait for the splash, reel, cast,
reel, etc. He eventually ran out of

potatoes and walked back to the
cabin while I taunted him heavily
from the boat.
I still hadn't caught anything.
Then I saw my neighbor the
fisherman walk out to the shore. I
figured he was about to tell me I
was doing everything all wrong.
Boy was this embarrassing.
"Hey, you’re about 100 feet
from a really gotxl spot," he said.
“Oh yeah?”
“You want to be over there,”
he said, pointing. “About 150 feet
out, so you line up the big tree in
that yard with the third post tin the
porch.” He went on to give more
specific tips on how deep it should
be and how I know I’ve gotten
there.
This was my big break, I
thought, feeling as if I had just
broken into a vault of generations
worth of expertise. So I thanked
him and rowed over there.
1 piddled around and fished that
spot for some time. From my boat
I could see an assembly of faithless
aunts, uncles, parents, cousins, and
siblings sitting outside our cabin
drinking wine out of plastic cups
while my brother got the grill ready
for the meat they had bought. I kept
casting my line. Each fishless hook
I reeled in felt like a message from
nature telling me that I was an
idiot. I eventually succumbed to
the vision of my family and their
wine and I rowed back in.
1 made the walk of shame back
up the road in full view of the
contingent around the grill. “Did
you catch anything?” My sister
asked me hopefully, apparendy not
realizing that having no fish in my
hands meant I didn’t have any fish.
No, I told her. “Aw, that’s too bad.”
she said, genuinely disappointed
for me, without a hint of intended
cruelty. She was also apparently
the only one who believed that my
land-loving ass might bring back
something to eat, or at least believed
that I believed I would. The rest of
them just laughed at me.
“I was in a real good spot but
Mike was out there scaring all the
fish away with him damn potatoes,”
I rifled with them, "and as soon as
he left our neighbor the fisherman
came out and made up a story about
some great spot he had caught all
these fish at. He knew I had found
his good spot and he didn’t want
me catching all the fish in the lake
so he sent me to some bogus spot. I
can’t believe I believed him. I was
so naive!”
On that high note I walked
straight past them into the empty
cabin, sat down, put Otis Redding
on the radio, took a moment to
gather myself, then grabbed a
plastic glass, and prepared to go
outside and defend against more
abuse.

THE STAIRCASE

By Dan Meyers

SIGH AND KNOW THEY LOVE YOU
Tex looked around in a mixture
of disgust and panic. The only
comfort to him was the tiny hand
of his niece’s enclosed within in
his own. Natalie looked up with
that angelic face of hers and Tex
faked his best smile back at her.
They handed their tickets to the

taker and Tex let out a pathetic
sigh. Jesus help me through this
thing, I don’t know any man
who’s gone into a Hanson concert
and emerged halfway sane.
Little Natalie insisted on a Tshirt and thirty dollars later, they
managed to find their seats. Tex
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gazed upon the sea of twelveyear-old girls and downed a
couple aspirin in preparation. He
couldn’t help but laugh at the boy
in front of him getting lectured by
his girlfriend and leaned forward
and told the boy that they could
be each others support system.
The guys exchanged a few laughs
and as the lights began to dim,
they looked at one another and
plugged their ears. The screaming
of the crowd began to swell as the
mmmbop boys ran onto stage and
broke out into their first song.
Tex looked down at Natalie to
see that beautiful smile of hers.
He watched in amazement as
she sang along with every song.
Really how can she stand these
little blonde girls? As Tex ran
his fingers through his graying
hair, he knew he had to escape
this torture at least long enough
for a bathroom break. He asked
the woman next to him to watch
Natalie for a few minutes and
turned around and began to talk
up the stairs when he was stopped
by familiar guitar riff. “Well I’ll
be damned, they do know some
good music!” He stood on the
stairs and watched as the boys
sang ‘Teach Your Children.”
When they finished the Crosby
Stills and Nash cover, Tfex mxlded
his head in silent approval and left
to take his bathroom break.
“Uncle Tex! They sang my
favorite song!” Natalie jumped
on Tex in excitement when he
returned. As he was pulling
Natalie’s brown hair out of
his face, the boys came on for
an encore. This time when
they walked off the stage, Tex
participated in the applause.
Thank you for making this little
girls situation a little better.
Natalie had talked herself to
sleep on the way home and Tex
looked at her with wonder of
what was going through her little
head. As he thought back on the
torture of the evening Tex looked
at Natalie again and sighed “I
guess there are some things that
bring people together." He pulled
into his sister in law’s driveway
and tamed Natalie into her nx>m
and tucked her in for the night.
Tex let his Iids brush Natalie’s

By Kayla Penokie
forehead and with that he went to
the d<K>rway and turned the light
off.
“Remember your daddy
sweetie, he’ll be with you in your
dreams.”
After his tender moment with
Natalie, Tex decided to walk
home so he could think about
everything. The cooling air hit his
chest with a sting, above the stars
were at their brightest, but Tex was
too deep in thought to appreciate
any of the night’s beauty. Poor
kid. He’s in her smile and her
hair, but not by her side. Tex put
his key in the lock and let himself
inside his small Kentucky home.
"Damn I miss you, don’t worry,
I’U take care of her.” Tex wiped
the burning tears from his face
and retired for the night.
As the orange and yellows
rays peaked through the blinds,
Tex arose and cracked his aging
bones. This will be a good day.
Jake let out a meow, he picked
up the calico fur ball and they
descended into the kitchen The
two shared a glass of milk then
Jake went into the living room
to fulfill his day of sleeping
and cleaning himself with his
sandpaper tongue. Tex laughed
and walked out the d(x>r.
When he got to the mall, Tex
immediately went to the F.Y.E
and started looking at cds. “Can I
help you sir?" Tex looked up and
saw an overweight, balding man
standing beside him. “No thanks
I got it.” He grabbed the cd and
checked-out. Oh Natalie is going
to love this. As he was walking
out of the store he pulled the cd
out of the bag and started to hum.
“Uncle Tex why are you here?”
Natalie looked at him absolutely
puzzled. “Well sweetie I have
a surprise for you.” Tex pulled
the cd out of the bag and put it
in Natalie’s tiny hands. “The
new Hanson cd!!” She zoomed
in the other room and put it on.
Tex followed and pulled her off
the stereo and set her in his lap
“Sweetie I want you to hear this
song. I always used to listen to this
with your daddy." Coming from
the old Sony was a bittersweet
harmony. ‘Teach your children
well...”

MARKETPLACE
100 Commons

FREQUENCY

331-2460
Calls taken 9-4, M-F

$0.50/word
$0.45/word
$0.40/word

Fax:331-2465

CONGRATULATIONS
ANNOUNCEMENTS
Alpha Sigma Alpha would like to
welcome the newly initiated Xi
class!
Jessica Dufty, Sara
Fuller, Paula Gamber, Antonella
Gaglio, Kristi Halewicz, Jennifer
Krause,
Chelsea
Laundra,
Kelsey LeToureau, Melissa Low,
Tracy Mak, Jessica Manfrin,
Kristin
McMahon,
Melissa
Moore, Britny Neubaum, Karen
Olsen,
Melissa
Pewarchie,
Samantha Reick, Megan Schimelpfenig, Dani Willcutt,
and Michele Zezula

MISCELLANEOUS

MISCELLANEOUS

Two female roommates needed
for subleasing in Hillcrest. Two
bottom rooms & bathroom.
Wahser/Dryer in unit. $400 per
month plus utilities. Move in
ASAP!
Please call (616)
566-6062

One Bedroom house for rent.
515 Lexington by Monte’s and
Stockbrigde Pub. Two person
occupancy $450/month plus
utilities. Call Andy 498-1981

FREE 24/7!!! Lake Michigan
Credit Union students receive
FREE ATM Transactions! With 5
Campus ATMs - at the Com
mons, Kirkhof, Kleiner Commons, Fieldhouse, and at our
Drive-Up Kiosk® 42nd/Pierce.
LMCU offers students 24-hour
access! Free checking ac
counts, free debit cards and
free online banking and bill pay.
Join Lake Michigan Credit Un
ion - We’re with you every step
of the way!

Readers Caution - Ads appear
ing on this page may involve a
charge for phone calls, booklets, information, CODs, etc.
Reply with caution.

WANTED
Bartenders wanted. $250/day
potential. No experience neces
sary. Training provided. Age
18+ okay. Call 1-800-965-6520
ext. 226

BIRTHDAYS
Wish your friend a happy birth
day. Tell the world for just $4.00
(student pricing). Stop by the
Lanthorn office, 100 Commons,
for more details.

EMPLOYMENT
Looking for help? Let the Lan
thorn set you up with people
who are looking for work! Call
331-2460 to get your search
started as soon as possible!
The Lanthorn is currently look
ing for cartoonists, writers and
distribution staff for the upcom
ing school year. For more infor
mation and an application, stop
by the Lanthorn at 100 Com
mons or email business@lanthorn.com

Student Organizations - Let the
Lanthorn know what your or
ganization is doing. If you have
an upcoming event, stop by the
Lanthorn office at 100 Com
mons and fill out a press re
lease,
or
email
Lanthorn@gvsu.edu

Writers - Get published and get
paid. The Lanthorn accepts and
publishes articles about cam
pus issues and themes. If you
have one, email it to the editor
at editorial@lanthorn.com

FOR SALE

PERSONALS

Let Grand Valley know what
goodies you have to sell! Call
the Lanthorn to list your items
today! 331-2460

Tell your lover you love them.
Wish a friend good luck. Lift
someone’s spirits. Put it in writ
ing. Make it public. Lanthorn
personals are a great way to let
someone know you care. Call
616-331-2460 for more informa
tion.

HOUSING
American Realty specializes in
college housing and has over
50 houses in the greater Grand
Rapids area. From Walker to
East Grand Rapids to Eastown
to Kentwood, we have all totally
remodeled homes that fit to
day's student! Are you tired of
overpriced, cramped campus
housing, or 100 year old homes
with outragous utility bills, poor
parking, and etc.? Go visit our
homes online and apply today
at
www.american-realty.net
(616)726-5700

ROOMMATES
Roommate needed to share 2
bedroom apartment, winter se
mester.
Comstock Park, 10
minutes to Downtown, 20 min
utes to Allendale.
$300 in
cludes utilities.
Call (989)
948-1770

Jenison - 2 bedroom/1 bath
Quiet community. 15 minutes
from downtown and Allendale.
$540-$690 includes utilities ex
cept electric. Cottonwood For
est Apts. 616-457-3714
JENISON TOWNHOUSE, 2
bedroom,
1
1/2
baths,
Washer/Dryer, central air, dish
washer,
quiet,
667-1210,
454-0754, 457-3158
Duplex for rent- Available Janu
ary 1, 2006.
Call (616)
895-1245

News Tips - The GV Lanthorn
editorial staff appreciates your
news tips and story ideas.
Please help us make news
available to the public. Email
your tip to lanthorn@gvsu.edu

INTERNSHIPS
GVL Paid Internships * The
Grand Valley Lanthorn is offer
ing a limited number of paid in
ternships for fall: editorial illus
tration and graphic design; edi
torial assistant; business assis
tant; and advertising assistant.
Credit varies. Contact Melissa
Flores, business manager, or
A.J. Colley, editor in chief, at
the GVL office, 100 Commons.
No phone calls, please.
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Grand Rapid s Hottest
concept is seeking fun,
high energy, and hard
working teammates for
all restaurant positions.

w ww. bdsmongolianbarbeque com

B$i©ST

Lost & Found ads are FREE for
the 1st insertion!! 25 word maxi
mum. Email Lanthorn@gvsu.edu
Missing Colombia tan fleece.
Last seen in fieldhouse locker
room.
Call Matt at (989)
370-5233 with any info.

Tuesdays

^jfiMrook

&.

Thursdays

9

^Superb Sound System * Great Music
* Glow Bowling

pm

-12

am

*Drink Specials

* Billards * Food Specials

C>T OWNHOMES

Ask About GVSU Student Specials!
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2-3 Bedroom,
2 bath townhomes

1 Month
FREE!

1300 sq.ft.
Full size washer/dryer
Garage included
Resort style bathrooms
family room
Deck and/or walkout
Kitchen windows
Microwaves
Dishwasher
Full size refrigerator
Six panel doors
Central air/heat
Private entry
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Call (616)662 1460

3335 Frirlrnes Rue., Grrnduille

Open House Sun. 12-5

616-534-6038

highbrooki’-haymanco.com
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Visit www.lakerhomemortgage.com for further details.
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TOLL-FREE: 866-726-1400
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initial consultation.
MIPs
DRUNK DRIVING
CRIMINAL,CIVIL MATTERS
Fighting for your rights.

Michael G. Walsh
GVSU Adjunct Professor
8 West Walton Avenue
Muskegon, Ml 49440

Apply in Person at:
2619 28th Street SE
(616)-957-7500
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Want people to take advantage
of the opportunities you have to
offer? Place an ad and reach
thousands! Cali the Lanthorn for
more information. 331-2460.

STATEWIDE REPRESENTATION

THE LAKER HOUSE

WOW!
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Tolle & Walsh, PLC

Why rent when you can own a
3-4 bedroom mobile home by
GV? Lot rent $250 per month
for 3 years. (616)836-7693
Whether you’re selling, leasing,
or sub-letting your home, let the
Lanthorn help! Give us a call at
331-2460 and let people know
what deals ou have to offer!
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Bahamas Spring Break Cruise!
5 Days from $299! Includes
Meals, MTV Celebrity Parties!
Cancun, Acapulco, Jamaica
from $499!
Campus Reps
Needed!
PromoCode:31
www.springbreaktravel.com
1-800-678-6386

a

Find a
or a roommate
And make lots of C-&

ROOMMATES

Try to serve Grand Valley and
the neighboring community?
Let the Lanthorn serve you by
placing your ad! Call 331-2460

Invest in your Future! Purchase
a home; collect rent from your
roommates. Qualify for a zero
down mortgage with Bob Hein
292-6703

ZJi

Deadlines: Noon Friday for Monday, Noon Tuesday for Thursday

SERVICES

Therapeutic Massage- Sched
ule your stress relieving mas
sage today! 1 hr. only 420. Call
616-772-1591, Lakeside Acad
emy of Therapeutic Massage,
Student Clinic. Gift Certificates
available,
www.lakesideinstitute.com

9

Wish a friend a happy
Profess your*^^

Student/Organizations $4.00 per insertion up to 20 words, $0.25 for each additional word.

Looking for a new roommate?
Placing an ad in the Lanthorn is
a great way to reach all those
other people in your same
situation. Call 331-2460 today
to set up your ad!

Pregnant? Worried? Awesome
Options offers free and confi
dential pregnancy testing/op
tions advising. In Jenison,
across from Meijer and Fazoli’s.
Mondays: 12-9 PM, Tuesdays:
3-6 PM, W/Th: by appointment.
667-2200
www.awesomeoptions.com

your messages

Buy and sell

‘

OPPORTUNITIES

Monday, Novemlier 28, 2005

&

$0.45/word
$0.40/word
$0.35/word

$10 MINIMUM CHARGE PER INSERTION FOR NON-STUDENTS

Allendale campus.
Credit cards accepted.
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SHE'S BEEN GONE FOR
CENTURIES, YEARS, DAYS
By Maggie Gould
The paper is crisp, the ink
fresh, the dots from the i’s in my
signature — pools of blue waiting to soak
into the cream.
The first copy was written in a
notebook, mailed several months
before, now crinkled from the different
hands that held it.
before
leave
encouragement
All smudged from the tears I
didn’t catch, tears that came
when she read the letter out loud.
I’m framing it, re-writing the last
letter. My children won’t read
a soggy letter.
Mama misses you,
I smell your perfume on women at the store.
I’ve heard your voice coming
from strangers lips.
I have your last note. You signed it with one
solitary

NEW YORK CITY

WINTER SURF

By Meghan Mulkerin

By Celia Kubiok

UNTITLED

IF I
895-5904

manager@campuswest.net

Simply The Right Choice!
Townhouses
- Spacious 4 Bedroom Units - over 1330 sq. ft.
-Central Air Conditioning

- WASHER AND DRYER IN ALL UNITS

Apartments

j

-Two Bedroom Units
- Spacious Living with over 1000 sq. ft.
-Air Conditioning
- On-Site Laundry Facility
Website for 24/7 communications with management
High Speed Internet and Digital Cable TV
Bus Stop for easy commute
Adjacent to GVSU

By Ashley Bovin

By Wesley M. Spyke

If I could live just one day I would live that day
for you
And with the air my lungs took in I’d sing a
farewell tune
Of how life and love had crippled me
How precious you turned out to be
How words and friends had left me broken
And how they got the best of me
And if I lived just one day maybe I would say
that summer steals
And then go on to say that maybe life is a dream
and dreams can’t heal
And if 1 knew that this would be the last time I
could be with you
My touch would speak in velvet ripples savoring
our last adieu
And when the time between us exhales leaving
me to join the wind
If I can pass you as a warm breeze think of me
and smile again
If I had one gift to give you let it be my poetry
The greatest gift I have to offer reveals perfected
anarchy
If I could lead I’d lead you free
If you would follow I’d proceed
Guiding you through revelry
To where I stay when skies turn gray
If that’s the way then way be paved
We’re gone for better yesterdays
Upon the lies a hide of eyes
Angelic anthem recognized

J

I’m weeping now,
alone.
Tears from my eyes,
my heart is breaking over and over
again.
The world has so much pain, so much hurt.

For their world has done nothing for me.
It has taken away the ones I love, the ones
I hate.
Life becomes too much to bear at times,
leaving me helpless before everyone.
Alone or in a room I continue to weep.
Shaken. Pulled by the demons of my
mind
I’m out of control,
as long as they are here.

If I. if I
I know we tried
That much I know before our time
My face left bruised by something loose
In streets and backseat romance.

«

I’m weeping now,
here in front of everyone, yet no one
can see.
I know not why I weep, but it remains
constant.
My heart is tired,
my soul is weak, not as it used to be.
The world keeps moving in an ever
constant turn and
I want to remain still...

Is this why I weep?

If I could die I’d die tonight
And take from ground like birds to flight
Caress me down behind the light
And tell me it will be all right

<

WEEPING
By Megan J. VanKoevering
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