
1 

 

 
 
 
 
 

Stonesthrow Review 
a journal of creative writing 

 
 

2011 



2 

 

 



3 

 

  
 

 
 
 
 

Stonesthrow Review 
a journal of creative writing 

 

2011 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

The Journal of the Creative Writing Program at 
The State University of New York, New Paltz 



4 

 

Editor 
Marlis Paffenroth 

 

Associate Editor 
James Sherwood 

 

Editorial Advisors 
Dennis Doherty 
Laurence Carr 
Jan Schmidt 

 

Design & Layout 
Heinz Insu Fenkl 

 

 Proofreading 
Craig Sarich 

 
 

Cover Photograph 
Caroline AdamsClark 

 
 

 
Thanks to the following supporters: 

Tom Olsen, Chair of the Department of English 
Ethel Wesdorp, Secretary of the Department of English 

 

 
 

Stonesthrow Review is the journal of the Creative Writing Program at 
the State University of New York, New Paltz. The Review publishes 
the original work of students enrolled in the program. Please 
address correspondence to Stonesthrow Review, Department of 
English, SUNY New Paltz, 1 Hawk Drive, New Paltz, NY 12561. 
 

Copyright © 2011 Department of English, SUNY New Paltz.  
All rights reserved. 



5 

 

  
 
 

Editor’s Note:   
 

 

 Consider a Hudson Valley winter landscape: bare trees, 

shallow hills, a desolate expanse. Yet the sudden snowfall en-

riches that picture in unexpected ways, its impact realized in 

more than the measurable depth, palpable height, and tangible 

weight. Even inanimate entities evince new possibilities: the 

altered shapes of snowcapped vehicles slant towards the organ-

ic, solid stone buildings seem capable of growth. If the tender 

shoot in spring is emblematic of renewal, the snow-covered 

branch in winter becomes a metaphor for complete trans-

formation.  

 So, too, art offers us an altered consciousness where the 

familiar is suddenly unfamiliar. And as we experience works of 

art, either through reception or creation, we are forced to 

acknowledge the enormous transformative power of the world 

at large. We ourselves are a testament to this: we become all 

that we see, and as we see more, we become greater. Wallace 

Stevens observes in his poem ―The Snow Man,‖ that we must 

―have a mind of winter‖ to discover ―nothing that is not there, 

and the nothing that is.‖ This knack of looking closely at the 

physical world—without judgment—allows us to dismantle our 

tired constructs and, subsequently, expand our sense of reality 

—and of ourselves. 
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 In this, our fifth issue of Stonesthrow Review, we again 

celebrate the ―displaced‖ moment by which our vision is 

transformed. Our contributors have graced the pages with 

writings that tease us out of complacency, impart that bone-

chilling awe that inspires us to new ways of being.  

 

—Marlis Paffenroth 
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Arielle Lindstrom 
 

The Dry Page 
 
When the air was too heavy 
to share in one room 
we slept outside 
kept small and naive 
by the sound of the night 
shifting its weight so proudly above us. 
The night carved out a parliament of owls 
all tarnished, wearing pocket watch faces 
inside our kitchen they split field mice open 
whittled the bones into tiny picture frames 
and finely tuned instruments. 
That summer, most nights 
we grew out from our clothes 
the paint peeled slowly away 
from the porch— 
so old and so ponderous 
always upon its sore wooden knees. 
The porch was a real veteran of war 
with whom we drank tea until the sun 
pulled itself into an orange return 
the heat following, like some selfish hound 
so hell-bent on sleeping 
on resting its bones. 
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Frankie Romano 
 

Adlai 
 
He wasn’t my brother. 
He was my mother’s son. 
Technically, he was just a small pink stone, 
an ancient carving of a child 
ceremoniously bathed in blood 
and laid on a metal hospital tray. 
He didn’t warrant naming, 
but she figured a still birth is still a birth, 
and anything that’s born deserves a name. 
I guess if I spent that much time 
growing something in my gut, 
I would want to name it, too. 
Even if I held on so hard that I turned it into a bone. 
 
She named him Adlai. 
In Hebrew, that means ―God is just.‖ 
She really believed it, too— 
that God was just, 
and that he took her son because it was 
part of his plan. 
I think she was too old to have another baby 
and her body wrapped around him like a boa constrictor, 
made him hard and cold. 
And I think it’s just as well 
because I ended up that way, too, 
hard and cold as a stone, 
and I made it out of her alive. 
 
The casket was very small. 
It was closed. 



11 

 

 
It was deep red wood with a glossy finish. 
I don’t remember why she chose it 
over the other tiny caskets. 
 
Maybe because it looked so much like him. 
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Marc Cioffi 
 

Waves of Strain* 

 

Arched in the still march of waves  
bodies ebb according to harsh,  
sterile time through naked brown  
 
soil a shade less robust 
than their skin. Distinctions made  
general by the endemic sadness  
 
untreated in the lattice of human routine.  
Curving eddies of the common limb:  
dune, hoe and back bent into familiar crests;  
 
art of an eye familiar in the expression  
of discipline, tuned to a static flow.  
An eye directed from worker to laborer,  
 
ankle deep in soil, buried in the rising tide  
of toil, stabbing infertile turf  
with half a heart in an aching attempt  
 
to release the fumes of ancient freedom,  
like a rower caught in a frantic fight  
between oar and tide. 
 
 
 
 
 

*Written on the painting ―Semeadores‖ by Diego Rivera.   
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Peter Viola 
 

A Pall Bearing 
 
 The back door was ajar, and there was a pervasive smell 
in the living room. It was a swirling musk, an undeniable stench. 
At his insistence she’d gone out to the yard with her father to 
look for a shovel. The dimmed light from the dining room cast 
the scene in a faint but hazy sheen. The house was empty 
except for two warm bodies, and silent save the upright one’s 
heavy breathing. He took a wad of paper towels and cleaned up 
the mess on the floor. As he kneeled beside the moribund he 
smoothed back the jet black hair.  
 Soft.  
 It had come to this at last. He tightened his shoelaces and 
wrapped a thick blanket around the prone figure. Drawing an 
especially deep breath he proceeded to fumble for a solid grip. 
He was heavy and still limp. Somehow that made it worse. It 
was cold outside. It was only five o’clock but the sun, with no 
visible hands to wash, had already turned away.  
 It had set before the tall boy even left to come over. The 
drive had been a fisheye blur and when he arrived the uncle 
was already gone, driving home and likely looking to forget the 
ethical obfuscation of a favor. Everything was still when he 
arrived. He wasn’t mobbed at the unlocked door or greeted 
with a din. He had knocked out of habit before letting himself 
in. He saw no tears, evaporated or otherwise, on her face, but 
her father’s was soft and damp. After a swift, involuntary 
shudder the boy had managed to calcify, jaw and leg muscles 
pulled taut against their thick skeletal frames. With the pair 
now out of sight his legs took to shaking.  
 The yard was as poorly lit as ever. On his way to meet 
them at the end of the plot the boy nearly tripped three times. 
Roots weren’t as tricky to navigate as the transitive clutter 
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preceding some renovations. They had opened up the gates 
and barn door already, and the only fixed light came from dim 
overhead bulbs above the horses. The barn was a brief, bright 
tunnel to a world enshrouded. 
 
 “Jumping. He’s always jumping, mouth half open so you can see 
how sharp they are. Like a damn wolf.”  
 
 ―Over here.‖ 
 The voice of her soft-spoken father cut like a rifle report 
through the still evening air and was followed by the first 
stroke of metal into hardened earth. It scraped like a nail across 
slate, but mercifully was briefer about it. They were all the way 
at the end of the corral, not far from the fence. She was hold-
ing the flashlight while her father started digging. The corral 
was pitted like the skin of a massive orange, hoofprints and 
footprints and all in the sand. At the opposite end from the 
barn and past a blurry threshold the sand ended and the ground 
was mainly dirt. There was a flimsy plastic shovel laying down 
at her feet. The leaves, crisp with a light frost, crunched 
beneath the weight of the toughening body he laid down a few 
feet away. The sky was clear but there was no moon. The 
flashlight offered little by way of proper illumination, a drop of 
light in an ocean of gloom. 
 ―How deep ya think we gotta go?‖ 
 ―Five or six feet at least.‖ After a pause, ―Just to be safe.‖ 
 
 A horse buckling mid-trot, hoof caught in the softened earth of a pit. 
A dog digging to bury a bone stumbles upon a goldmine. A tardy 
rainstorm arrives despite the season and fractures a thin scab of dirt just 
enough for hungry raccoons to catch wind of it. 
 
 The father was breathing heavily, sweat shining, gleaming 
in the infrequent splashes of light. He stepped out and waved 
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the tall boy over. He took the shovel and stepped into the 
shallow pit. The handle was loose. After ten minutes he, too, 
was dripping and winded. Only four feet down so far. The pit 
was somewhat conical, deepest and narrowest at the center and 
clearly insufficient for the desired purpose. The father spoke up. 
 ―You need to dig out more at the top.‖ 
 ―Yeah . . .yeah . . .‖ 
 He dug the dull iron blade into the top edge of the grave 
and a landslide followed: two full inches of soil and a cloud of 
dust to powder his light blue jeans. It clung like slobber. 
 ―Here, step out. I’ll get this.‖ Her tone was blank, a 
freshly bleached sheet of paper. 
 ―No. It’s fine.‖ 
 After a quiet minute he looked up and met the frigid gaze 
being projected from above the little spotlight. He’d seen that 
look a few times in the two or three years they’d been together; 
the stoicism of a vengeful goddess hinting at a fury swelling just 
beneath her surface [his own personal Minerva, he’d normally 
joke to ease her]. Blood like glacial meltwater pounding behind 
sore temples, he complied, wedging the shovel deep into the 
unbroken earth above the grave. After he had climbed out and 
dusted himself off she passed him the flashlight and tore the 
spade from the rock-hard soil. With crooked and improper 
form she sent great clods of dirt and dust flying, and much of it 
tumbled over the shovel’s edge and back into the pit.  
 ―I think—‖ 
 He knew better than to continue that sentence, and the 
fragment went ignored. She kept digging with a forceful, 
stubborn vigor. There was a hint of spite to the brutish fervor. 
Her father sniffled and fidgeted in the windless cold. His was 
not the only hand on the needle. The boy, too, had done his 
part in filling up the barrel. The uncle, likely sitting down to 
dinner now with his wife in an emptied nest, had merely found 
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the vein and sunk the plunger. The boy looked down at the dog, 
whose extremities were falling prey to the chill of rigor mortis.  
 
 Wails and whimpers crawling through the crack under a bedroom 
door, disregarded.  
 
 ―Couldya hold that light a bit stiller?‖  
 ―My bad.‖ 
 Her father leaned over to take it, ―I can do it.‖ 
 During the brief transfer the light bobbed and bounded 
around the corral, with very little of its light ending up where 
she needed it. The boy again kneeled beside the animal. The tail 
stump was still for perhaps the first time he’d ever seen. He 
knew the story.  
 
 Wagged that thing so hard he’d make it bleed when he stood near 
things. Left marks on the walls like a child discovering graffiti. 
 
 ―I think . . . this is deep enough.‖ 
 ―Yeah. Probably.‖ 
 The father and the boy both offered a hand.  
 ―Pass’m over here. I’ll lay’m down.‖ 
 With this, the boy’s composure went from wavering to 
wobbling. He bit his tongue. Kneeling, he helped lift the dog 
and steadily place him in her thin, taut arms. They shook. Must 
have weighed eighty or ninety pounds. After a moment of 
grunting and flopping the body was shuffled into its final 
repose. Then she sat down beside it, either whispering or 
whimpering. As she stood up she spurned the two outstretched 
hands, opting to climb out of her own efforts and volition. Her 
last lunge up sent a footholdsworth of rootless earth tumbling 
backwards, breaking in two on the black-furred corpse and 
sprinkling it with faint powder. The boy put his arm across her 
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shoulders but withdrew it when he felt them tighten. He tasted 
iron. 
 ―We should say something.‖ 
 Three dirty, dejected accessories stood around an 
unceremonious grave in silence, grappling for something mean-
ingful to say. A gravestone, any sort of marker was out of the 
question. The horses sometimes ventured that way. Her father 
volunteered to speak, opening in a wavering voice. 
 ―It wasn’t really his or anyone’s fault. He...he was so 
smart and so attached to you . . .‖ 
 His daughter stood aloof. The boy knew all too well the 
sort of burden she bore.  
 
 He’s holding her through a saline stream in the wake of another 
shouting match – always on the fence when the two of them fought over it. 
She spoke for Pathos, her father for Logos. If he spoke, it was always out 
of earshot. 
 
 ―When ya went off to school he just . . . he got worse. 
What hurts the most is . . . I couldn’t blame him.‖ 
 He stopped for a moment and the pervasive silence and 
chill of the evening reaffirmed itself. [A grunt from one of the 
horses. The brake-squeal of a car whose driver had over-
estimated the length of the light out in front. The crunch and 
scrape of a sneaker anxiously retreading the ground underfoot]. 
The boy missed the second part of the eulogy, having been 
stricken by a troubling thought.  
 He had won. 
 At the bottom of the pit was a rival. This was the cul-
mination of a passive conflict. A conflict he did not want, that 
he had resisted, but in which he fought all the same. And there 
he stood, a silent conqueror over a silenced foe. Who now will 
leap to smear slobber on his face when he walks in the door 
[mobbing in with the sort imposition only a master glutton of 
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attention could muster]? Who will nip and growl when ignored 
or block him from walking down the long hallway to her room? 
Or steal food from a plate unattended, however briefly, on a 
high countertop? He alone remains. Victor. It’s tarter than 
tannin, nectar from an unripe fruit which by chance had fallen 
to his plate.  
 The girl called his name. 
 ―Ya wanna say somethin?‖ 
 ―Uhm, yea. Yea, I do.‖ 
 Clearing his throat, he fumbled for words. After a brief 
moment, 
 ―He wasn’t a bad dog...even with all the incidents... 
 
 “He bit her granddad again. Cut his hand open. Sad that those 
two’ve always hated each other. If the vet puts him down they’ll cut off his 
head to test him for rabies...she couldn’t bear that...” His audience nodded, 
sympathetic. Helpless.  
 
 ―He was lucky to have had ya both. I don’t think anyone 
else woulda taken him from the shelter. Those were three 
happy, healthy years he wouldn’t’a had otherwise. He was lucky. 
Poor, crazy buddy...‖ 
 A brief, quiet moment passed. 
 ―Thank you for that.‖ 
 A collective breath: in...out.  
 ―Ready?‖ 
 With that she picked up the iron shovel and started to fill 
up the pit. Her father took the bright red plastic mold and 
followed suit as best as he could, its handle bending under the 
weight of the earth. The boy used his foot to help push the 
mound of displaced dirt back down. They packed it in, level 
and smooth. The boy stood aloof. After an embrace and some 
whispered apologies they took their tools and head back 
towards the house. The walk was quiet. The girl stopped in the 
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barn to caress her horse, who brushed his long, dark face into 
her arm appreciatively. The dull, yellow, boarded horse ignored 
them, back turned, face out the opening to the corral. 
 Back in the house the girl stood at the kitchen sink. The 
boy came and stood behind her. Their muck-laced shoes were 
left on the mat by the door, shirts and pants brushed and 
patted mostly clean. She was wringing her hands under a warm 
tap. With one hand he took to scrubbing hers, and with the 
other he took a dollop of soap. Underneath a slow saline driz-
zle their four hands coiled into a bubbly tangle. Her shoulders 
loosened visibly.  
 
 He’s out back waiting for her to finish up with a shower. It’s a hot, 
moist summer morning. The dog followed him, rear-end-stump wagging 
like a flag in the wind. He takes up a mangled tennis ball and sends it 
flying across the yard. The dog bolts after it, clawing through thorny bushes. 
She peers through the curtains with a towel wrapped snugly around her. 
The boy pretends not to see. He stays, alternately tossing, kicking and 
wrestling the mangy ball from grinning jaws.  
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Kimberly Shannon 
 

Dear Dr. Freud 
 
I am writing, sir, to tell you that your ―Complex 
Of Electra‖ is unnerving and grotesque. 
I would rather find a lover like my mother, 
One to feed and clothe and hold me when the covers 
Of my bed engulf my conscious. He will scold me 
When I settle for enjoyment, thus to mold me 
Into multitudes. (I cannot be contained— 
I am!) His fluids are the food that will sustain 
Me. I can breathe in skin, in spit, in sweat— 
I lived in water once—The gods will not forget 
Us; how upset we’ll make them when we touch their gates 
And swim back home through wombs and wombs until the day 
That never comes. We’ll break the rules! 
     
     Sincerely, 
     Mich 
 
P.S. In short, I’m homesick. 
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Gabrielle Grigoli 
 

The Weight of My Grandma’s Love 
 
My grandma bakes for me— 
cookies and brownies, 
chocolate chip muffins, 
cakes and Easter pies. 
She knows that soon enough 
I’ll be too heavy to ever leave her. 
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Wietske M. Smeele 
 

Just Today 
 
We’ll go to the woods today 
 
 
You took my hand and told me 
    I want to go to the woods today— 
You like the woods, 
I know you, 
I often find you there. 
I know the place you’re thinking of 
Where the trees stand tall together – 
I went there once without you 
And listened to the woods. 
 
I know the place you’ll take me to, 
Where flowers rarely grow— 
It’s deep in the woods 
         the places you go 
Perhaps we’ll go together. 
And we can stand in silence, I know we can 
For if we’re quiet we’ll hear 
  I heard it once  
  when I went alone, 
I’m sure you’ll hear it too. 
 
If you step on the moss there, 
Or touch the trees 
They groan at the heat of your hand 
  I’ll show you when we go there, 
  I tried it when I went alone— 
The trees will talk to you 
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In the darker places, 
I know they will, 
In the woods. 
  
But come to me 

here, take my hand, 
take me to the woods— 

I’ll show you the groans, 
You show me the trees, 
We’ll go to the woods today. 
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Jeremy Simms 
 

Catotrophobia 
 

Each morning I subject myself to the mirror’s prose-
cution. There are crusty seeds in my eyes and mucus dripping 
from the leaky tap—in this specific case, my left nostril. I pluck 
the crust and I swipe at the slime with several flicks of my 
fingers, smearing the filth across my cheeks. Then, I spot a 
pustule on my forehead, instinctually prod at it with my index 
finger, and feel the pain bolt across my skull. Of course, I must 
clinically remove this wretched blemish, so I place it between 
both index fingers and clamp my fingernails down hard. Pus 
and plasma squirts onto the reflection of my face, and more 
pain shoots from the incarnadine spot. To allay the remnant 
discoloration, I dab white cream on and around the area, but in 
the back of my head I know that bloody plasma will continue 
to issue from the zit, and will likely leak through the caked acne 
ointment for all to see.  

Yes, and then I notice a few stray hairs in the middle of 
my brow. I pluck the individual hairs with my tweezers, listen-
ing to the sound of protein fibers tearing within the follicle. 
The dozen hairs are removed, but, in short order, the skin in 
the middle of my brow grows pink and boils up in irritation. 
Reaching back into the cabinet, I pick up a separate bottle of 
revitalizing cream and smear some of it on the unruly skin. 

Next, I remember that bit I read in Mighty Micro-Monsters, 
which cordially informed me that at any given moment there 
are six microscopic mites gnawing on the dead skin cells and 
crust that collects at the base of a single eyelash. Upon in-
gesting these scrumptious treats, the mites then defecate in my 
eyelash follicles. Indeed, the nerves in my eyelids tingle and itch 
at the thought, so I clamp down on as many eyelashes as I can 
with my index finger and thumb and yank out three or four of 
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them. I repeat this action several times with rodent-like 
dexterity. Another battery of tearing sounds follows. And, of 
course, my eyes promptly water, sending feces-laden tears 
down my cheeks and onto my lips. I turn to the cabinet 
immediately and procure the Listerine.  

Looking back into the mirror, I notice several dark green 
pores across the surface of my nose. I squeeze and scratch at 
them, watching oily slugs burst above the epidermis. One or 
two of the slugs are always so full of oily girth that the crater 
left behind on my nose is noticeably red at its deepest point. Of 
course, now, my nose is inflamed to the extent that someone 
might suspect I am infected with influenza, and, in lieu of a box 
of pricy Kleenex, I have been caressing my nostrils with the 
bargain brand made out of pinecones and tree bark. In the past, 
I have tried buffing makeup onto my nose, but I later read an 
article which stated that the substance, in disguising dis-
coloration, facilitates the formation of additional blemishes.  

In disgust, I close my eyes and rake my face with my 
fingernails, dragging my left hand from my temple down over 
my cheekbone and then tracing the mandibular canal with my 
index finger. I can feel the accretion of skin cells and damp 
ointments and lotions under my fingernails. Naturally, I re-
acquire the tweezers and scrape the white gunk out from under 
the nails. On occasion, I unintentionally turn the tweezers into 
a surgical lance by stabbing the soft nail bed. The irony comes a 
short while later in the form of paronychia—inflammation of 
the nail folds caused undoubtedly by the bloody incision that 
bacteria absolutely adore. This situation is exceedingly un-
nerving while prodding at the invidious pustules with a finger 
pregnant with pus, knowing that I will be opening up a chasm 
in my skin with the heavily contaminated instrument. 

And perhaps, on the way out the door, my thoughts drift 
from my own groveling to the sweaty handshakes at the firm, 
the greasy doorknobs of the public restrooms, the sticky com-
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puter terminals, the pimply boy who swipes my credit card for 
coffee and a bagel, and the moment directly following an 
absent-minded bout of nail-biting when I can only imagine the 
amount of microbes that are swimming down my esophagus 
and will inevitably metastasize throughout my innards.  

And these are the good mornings.  
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Shanicka Anderson 
 

Freya 
 
When she was younger she used to 
Play games with clairvoyant flower petals. 
He loves her. 
He loves her not. 
 
She likes to think that she is smarter now. 
She’s older now, so she relies on her 
―Woman’s intuition.‖ 
 
And she no longer wears her heart on her sleeve. 
For it is far too fragile now. 
It’s been broken and stuck back together many times . . . . 
 
She used to think the gods  
Were all against her. 
Now she knows that they were all 
Just in need of a good laugh. 
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Sean Case 
 

Tag Team 
 
We met her pale and dusty from lack of use 
The dust soon whipped off in the wind 
Her pale skin darkened under sun and rain 
 
She became pregnant 
With constantly switching bodies 
Passing glowing glass candles as she 
Stalked blackened cul de sacs 
 
We thought her happy, forgetting her old age, 
Until one night, teasing the double-yellow, she  
Slapped hands with one graced by the strength of youth 
As if to say, ―I’m tired, could you take over for a while?‖ 
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Nikki Dezendorf 
 

Collector’s Item 
 
I collect things. 
Mostly I collect dust. 
Some people think dust means old 
but in my eyes, 
dust is new. 
 
I’ve been sitting in the attic for a while, 
yes, I’ve been around for years, 
but this fresh speck has just fallen from the rafters. 
Just nestled itself in my grooves and 
joined its family of which I am the shelter. 
 
We get new members all the time, 
wanting to join our party. 
My shade is the deck and my charged filament 
the warm magnet of this home. 
I bring everyone together. 
 
We get new members all the time. 
Come join us.  Don’t be shy. 
Fall from that feather right on top 
of my finial. 
Be the fresh center of us all. 
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Emma Nichols 
 

Somatoparaphrenia* 
 
―Do you mind?‖ 
―Oh, that’s not mine,‖ I insist 
to the perplexed man sitting  
next to me on the train, 
―It was here when I sat down.‖ 
―But it’s attached to you.‖ 
―I don’t care how much it likes me, 
I told you, it’s not mine.‖ 
 
I look down, examine it 
with detached curiosity. 
It does match my own; 
ragged, but polished— 
sea-foam green flaking off 
in some places. 
But I’ve only ever had one. 
 
I think back 
to catching spiders in glass jars. 
Scooping them up then 
twisting the lids closed 
in two tricky movements. 
 
I watched other kids peel oranges, 
stick slices in their mouths 
and grin at me, 
smirking and citrus-y. 
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I never could balance kites 
or count to ten. 
And I never wore shoes 
with laces. 
 
The man has moved, 
repelled, I can only imagine, 
by the thick and profound sense 
that something is missing. 
 
It follows me everywhere. 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

*A type of monothematic delusion in which one denies ownership of a limb 
or an entire side of one’s body.  
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Carolyn Quimby 

  

To the George Washington Bridge Jumper 

 
Driving over the bridge has always made me uneasy, 
each time we pass that spot, I wonder how many people 
have kissed  
the railing and why this aching feels like 
missing you. 
In the rearview mirror of my memories, the flashing  
lights of the ambulance and the stillness of your maroon car 
are like rusty, metal tongues, and teeth cracked on 
winter pavement. 
Suspension cables rise like steel fingers, 
flesh rubbed raw and knuckles white from cradling dead 
weight, and holding onto memories no one else  
has the strength to. 
 
What pushed you to do it? 
Was it your brother’s desert tomb? Or was it your father 
drunk at your high-school graduation? 
 
Or— 
Was it the urge to fly,  
Instead of always 
falling. 
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Robert F. Kilcrease 
 

Progeny  
 
Those lips I kissed 
In gilded ignorance 
In times of equanimity 
Reminding me subversively 
Of serenity 
And peace 
Release 
Their perfumed poison 
 
Our progeny 
Grows separately 
In my absence 
Until my senescence 
 
And like the sweetest kind of drugs 
I’m wishing for my child’s hugs 
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Gabrielle Grigoli 
 

Insomnia 
 
I am sleeping, no— 
I am staring at the ceiling 
dreaming of eyelashes  
and whispered breathing; 
of fingers through my hair 
and the silence of sheets. 
 
I am dreaming, 
walking with my eyes wide shut, 
my thoughts a constant carousal 
of pillows, blankets, beds. 
 
I am waiting 
at the end of the earth 
with a basket for the sun, 
I will place him gently 
beneath the straw and he will rest, 
stealing the sleep I wish I had 
as I try to take advantage 
of every moment of dark. 
 
I will keep him hidden, 
and soak in rays of slumber, 
submerging myself into exhaustion, 
trying to float off into oblivion 
as the hours turn, 
praying to the sun—please, 
just a little more time. 
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I am hanging by my cuticles 
at the edge of the cliff, 
just one more inch and 
I swear I could be free 
of dark circles and baggy eyes, 
of tossing and turning and  
reaching for the moon as she taunts me, 
teases me, laughing softly at  
my outstretched fingers 
that grasp empty in the cold air. 
 
I am aching for her touch, 
the gentle slope of her 
milky skin caressing me, 
easing me down into a sea of foam 
that fills my pores and 
suffocates me in the best way possible. 
 
I am crying as the sun burns 
through straw, stroking 
fiercely against the blue, 
my hair bursting into flames 
as he scorches the sky. 
 
I am sleeping-no, 
I am staring at the ceiling, 
dreaming of tomorrow night, 
waiting for another chance to 
try one more time to find release, 
haunted by the shadow of the moon 
as she hides behind the sun 
sleeping—no, 
laughing. 
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Shanicka Anderson 
 

Mad. Obsession. 
 
He finds himself wanting to protect her. 
Cutting his chest open and saying things like 
―Crawl in, you’ll be safe here.‖ 
 
He wants to be with her, always. 
Crushing her into a fine powder  
And then licking her off of his fingertips. 
 
Because then he can stomach her. 
Because then he can keep her with him. 
But, it’s not that he’s afraid of losing her. 
 
He’s not. 
She wouldn’t leave him, she wouldn’t. 
Still, he is not willing to take that chance. 
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Ileana Garcia 
 

It’s Home in My Heart 
 
 The whistle of the steam escaped the mouth of the coffee 
pot. The soft harmonic hums my great-grandmother tried to 
keep to herself echoed throughout the whole house; that rare, 
genuine laughter that escaped her lips at random joined in 
perfect symphony. Her presence and all the positivity that she 
brought into my life is the one thing I miss about living in the 
Dominican Republic. Some say memories soon fade, but the 
most significant ones make a permanent print in your heart. 
One of my favorite memories is sitting next to my great 
grandmother in front of her home; she would sway back and 
forth in her rocking chair while the Bachata music burst 
through the speakers in her tiny living room. I’d sit on the first 
step of the house and watch the cool light breeze sway her 
curls back. On some nights we would watch the neighbors pass 
by and we would wave at each and every one as we sipped on 
our drinks in her famous aluminum cups she loved so much. 
Morir Sonado—Die Dreaming; we’d drink those every day for 
breakfast and every night before bed. We’d compete against 
each other to see who would finish their drink first, and she’d 
always win. We’d rattle the ice in the cup, shove an ice cube 
into our mouths, then suck on them until our tongues had 
dissolved them. On days when it was just too hot to be home 
we’d go to the beach; the water was warm from the radiance of 
the sun and the clearest blue you could possibly imagine. I can 
still taste the salt from the ocean water from all the times she’d 
dunk my head in. I can still feel the waves lift our bodies off 
the sandy floor and carry us back onto the shore. Our laughter 
would bind with the talk of others around us. Her laughter 
made my heart smile—it was so genuine and gentle. It’s times 
like these when I wish I was back over there with her, to sweep 
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the front of the house, watch the neighborhood kids play, 
gossip with the next door neighbor, and soak up the sun on her 
patio. But most importantly, I wish I could get away from 
everything and be with the one person who made me feel so 
carefree. 
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Dan Pizappi 
 

I stand in the counterfeit aura 
 
I stand in the counterfeit aura of halogen bulbs. 
Smoke tracing logarithmic spirals, 
rising to meet the falling snow. 

Steady, lethargic. 
 
The night breathes all too quiet, 

all too faint 
beneath the distant highway wheeze. 
 
I retreat from the backlit frame 
feeling the need for privacy. 

I am alone. 
 
Vestigial snow lies concealed  

in darkness 
I am blind to its yellowing. 
Waxing flakes rush to hide my disturbance. 

 
My pipe burns out. 
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Colin Williams 
 

I am an Ossuary 
 
My body is a collection of bones, 
Some enter with meat still attached. 
Most remain, some shrink, even some have grown, 
I am content but missing a patch. 
Decaying within they remain; 
A network of bones, articulately— 
Bring life and death and pain. 
I am an ossuary. 
Shallow thoughts enter but are not bones, 
They resonate and chime like wind. 
My body becomes a xylophone, 
Shortening their lives, my ideas are skinned.  
I am an ossuary, a catacomb. 
My body is a collection, I am a tome. 
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Sarah Calandra Fine 
 

Making Love 
 
The antique key I gave you dangles over my lips, 
and freckled stares cloud all doubts. 
In the mirror, our bodies twist as one. 
Still too young to rust. 
 
Freckled stares cloud all doubts 
as apricot lilies ripen. 
Still too young to rust, 
chocolate curls uncoil. 
 
Apricot lilies ripen. 
Eyelids fall as whiskers tease. 
Chocolate curls uncoil. 
Will our desires hang so strong? 
 
Eyelids fall as whiskers tease. 
The antique key I gave you dangles over my lips. 
Will our desires hang so strong? 
In the mirror, our bodies twist as one. 
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Frankie Romano 
 

Elegy for My Mother 
 
Her depression is my mean older brother. 
When I come to visit, 
he breaks things 
just to blame me. 
Her suicide is a pet dog she’s always promising to get me. 
I will name it for her. 
Her dead friends take up the empty seats 
at dinner. 
I know their ghosts by name. 
When she dies, 
she will be alone with what she’s done. 
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Haley Bloom 
 

Your Indian Summer 
 
It’s an indian summer tonight in the city. 
The heat is bringing you back 
to the place where your exposed skin, skims across the 
blackened tar, 
holding your head in your hand, 
as your body is baking in the Brooklyn pavement’s heat. 
Sitting in a lawn chair 
around all of  the greater misfits and misbehaving spirits 
of  yesterday 
you socialize with a mad hatter 
who offers a lifetime of  mercury in return for 
a moment of  your time. 
You converse with a priest 
to remind him 
to save your soul. 
While at night fall, you lay tanned by the twisted white 
sheets’ reflection 
of  the half  moon’s radiance. 
Being everywhere you shouldn’t, 
At midnight’s break you pray to the African goddess of  
anything, 
to remember, 
to save your soul. 
 



44 

 

Arielle Lindstrom 
 

The crows are not as wicked  
as the people have said 
 
The crows sleep on the wires 
They stay still as they dream 
of a world with more purple in it 
When sleep does not come so easily 
they leave pretty gifts for the pretty girls 
with long backs and red hair 
Expect nothing in return. 
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Wietske M. Smeele 
 

Schlittenfahren 
 
It ate you up, 
In big white flowing sheets 
That ran behind your sled, 
And I’m sure it ate up your shouts as well, 
Shouts full of laughter— 
But I wouldn’t know because I stayed behind 
And watched from the hill as you slid down. 
 
And when you came back up you smiled at me, 
I could see the joy that the ride had created— 
It stood out in your rosy cheeks, 
In the snow that caked your hat, 
The ice that clung  
          frightened by your motions 

    to your wooly gloves— 
 
And I kicked myself  
          pretending to kick the snow from my shoes 
             for staying behind. 
 
I wanted to take the sled and fly 
Down the steep hill, 
Crash into the winter-covered-sleeping pines 
And feel the roses come into my cheeks, 
And create a refuge for the ice in my hands. 
 
But I didn’t move when you sat down again. 
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Claire McGuire 
 

Refraction 

  
Last year, Indian summer 
When the leaves were yellow, last year 
When I was younger, more beautiful. 
The river was still warm and 
The earth was less ancient. 
 
I thought I saw God in the water 
But it was a trick of the light. 
 
He stood on the railroad bridge 
Above the lonely Wallkill last year, 
In the slow honey sunlight, 
And the colors of his negative 
Are still hanging in the air. 
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Matt Bowen 
 

Frogs Under the Mower  
 
 Closing my eyes, a kaleidoscopic tour of memory 
commences. One cerebral squint, and the rotating shards pause 
on an iridescent imprint: a kid mows his front lawn; I sharply 
notice as he performs his duty. The boy is nine or ten, young, 
innocent. He appears confident; his grungy hair, blatantly 
familiar. His domicile, manila double-wide trailer, for once is 
docile. Formations of grass are beheaded by an unseen 
spinning-blade. Their limp halves disperse out the side, landing 
on the still rooted like corpses upon POWs. Four wheels direct 
an engine, wailing at passing cars. He pushes the mower in 
unison to tread marks. But a leaping amphibian plays kamikaze, 
and the siphoned-gasoline engine halts. He carts the machine 
backwards, and a mangled frog is revealed. Death embalms.  
The boy sobs like parents of an organ donor.   
 

* 
  

In January 2003, at the recruit depot of Fort Jackson, 
South Carolina, a conversation ensued between my basic 
training bunk-mate Bucholz, and me. ―I joined up to travel 
mostly,‖ I said with an aloof tone.   

Bucholz answered his own question by saying, ―Man, my 
recruiter said if I signed up I won’t get pinched for cookin 
crank. And I wanna blast some fuckin towel-heads.‖ Alright, 
roger that. Next, he asked whether or not I had any tattoos.   

I answered, ―Na, man. I almost did, but they’ve gotten 
played-out, they’re unoriginal now.‖ He pointed down at his 
left calf to an amalgamation of squiggly lines wrapped around 
the word ―fiend,‖ explaining how he charred strings from his 
favorite guitar and branded them upon his leg. After the burns 
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healed, a tattoo artist traced the warped skin. Copy that, loud 
and clear. I nonchalantly inquired about the scars on his chest 
and stomach; Bucholz’s reply was monotone, ―My pops put 
out cigs on me when I was little.‖ Right there (day three of 
boot-camp), by itchy green blankets and ultra-organized 
footlockers, I neutered the thought of telling him my father 
had pulverized me quite a bit, and decided to form a new 
persona ASAP.   

Military existence is predicated on blockading the 
individual, separation that fortifies. It strip-searched who we 
were, and chucked elements that didn’t coincide with becoming 
marching munitions. I quickly gorged on the discipline, 
structure, opportunity to start another beginning, and Southern 
food. Age nineteen, my insecurity and naiveté were adaptable 
traits. My genuine façade unleashed. My oxymoronic soldierly 
decorum ejaculated. I would’ve bum-rushed any lengths to be a 
part of something more than me.   

During the twenty weeks of boot-camp and AIT 
(Advanced Individual Training), opposing routes presented 
themselves: either be the admired, boisterous leader, or the 
stoic, quiet guy. My name illuminated my niche; Bowen, plain 
yet sturdy, modest yet mysterious. No more Matt or Matthew, 
simply Bowen, or sometimes ―private,‖ eventually ―corporal,‖ 
and occasionally ―shit-brick.‖ The nebulous lineage of my last 
name was like a callus surfacing after the friction of rubbing 
one out. My hardened surface attuned with my gritty rifle-
slinging brothers.  Saying little garnered respect, as did choking 
peers nearly unconscious during hand-to-hand combat drills.  

Training was plastered against the backdrop of values 
such as, loyalty, duty, respect, selfless service, honor, integrity, and 
personal courage, each a commandment, each a pact with every 
fallible guy in formation. But the true tourniquet that bound us 
together was implied and applied: rejection. Fastidious drill 
sergeants bayoneted our conviction to perfection, raw-dawged 
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the orifices in our phony-tough psyches. Their system of 
constant negation was staged. Denying boots that were 
immaculately spit-shined, uniforms that were pristinely ar-
ranged, and weapons that were LASIK surgery cleaned 
translated into one indelible question. Would we keep taking 
the punishment knowing more lay ahead? Hooah! Affirmative, 
we’ll be limitless men. And with a ruckus ―sound-off,‖ the 
brown-round topped drill instructors constructed us all as 
bullet-proof pane for the pain they knew we would encounter 
in the future. We just wished the sheets of glass weren’t 
reflective.              

The completion of IET (Initial Entry Training) in April 
set up my indoctrination to the ―Land of Afghans.‖ Five 
soldiers including myself, after graduation, were ordered over 
to Fort Drum, the 10th Mountain Light Infantry Division as 
support. I was a 63Bravo or humvee mechanic. The rapid de-
ploying grunts of lst Brigade, headquarters platoon, were now 
my adopted family. Two weeks elapsed, and the insur-
mountable nuances of war had been ensconced on my 
shoulders. No time to shrug; lionize every objective. We 
departed amid the shadows of Operation Enduring Freedom 
for a seven-month humanitarian mission and an endless game 
of enmity hide-and-seek against Taliban rebels. The bearded 
turban-wearers tagged AK-47s and RPGS; we stretched out our 
hands with M16A2s and .50 cals. 

A single scene, a single moment summarized the twenty-
four/seven commitment that far exceeded any ―be all you can 
be‖ or ―army of one‖ commercials. While on patrol in the 
rugged outskirts of Kabul, my squad of four rested as the murk 
started to engulf the fading sun. Carrying ninety-pounds of gear 
curtailed our dutiful walk. We ate MREs (ready to eat laxatives) 
and listened to our team leader, Lt. Valentine, give an ex-
plication on the awesomeness of cherry-popping. I chowed 
down lemon poppy-seed pound cake, my favorite, while 
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heading over to the communal mound of fertilized trash thirty 
yards away, stationed at my two o’clock. I tossed my uneaten 
jambalaya on top. And like a tadpole treading towards an open-
mouthed koi, a hajji charged from one of the clustered huts 
beyond yonder. Muscle-memory was engaged, the meta-
morphosis of green pop-up targets into an actual person.   

Raise slung weapon from the ready to firing 
position.  Right thumb flicks rifle from safe to 
burst. Left eye closes.  Right eye lines up rear-
sight aperture to front middle sight.  Left 
hand grips the barrel gently, and same goes 
for right index finger bent to trigger. Inhale 
and hold. Squeeze, and let out the ―imm‖ 
sigh, the ineffable release. Stand and look, 
really look.   

Direct hit. I watched him drop as blood squirted out the 
gaps in his jugular. He, the stranger, gurgled and trembled in 
vain. Waiting for him to die was like waiting for the urge to 
help him. Beside the mixture of scraps, his everything laid 
weaponless, and bereft of what the compost still had—
pittances of life; a confirmed kill that confirms nothing.    

The few tangibles I exhumed from the act were 
imponderable. Questions seeped in tanned and flesh-clotted 
dirt from the trenches. Did he have a family? Were they waiting 
for him? Why did we have to cross paths? Where’s that boy 
with the mower? Lt. Valentine and I kicked some of the 
garbage on the man, covering him, stifling his soul. Shit didn’t 
matter after that. The inner dialogue would resuscitate my 
conscience another day, another time.   

I had always wanted to understand what I was capable of. 
Fuck.   

―Drive on‖—Army jargon for staying strong was the 
aphorism my innards could salute, even if the phrase only 
waved at half-mast. The deployment ended in December, and 
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after a brief stint in the states, I was then going to be sent to 
South Korea. Before leaving Fort Drum I needed to inform Lt. 
Valentine how vital his presence had been in Afghanistan, and 
simply thank him. I went to his room unaware I’d leave with an 
undeniable truth. We briefly chatted about our plans, and the 
seven months in which our lives were irrevocably intertwined.   
I asked him if he would like to exchange emails or phone 
numbers, so we could stay in contact. Lt. Valentine responded 
abruptly, ―Why?‖ The following silence and introspection 
caught me off guard. ―Why?‖ He saved my life, more than 
once. Each time our vehicle approached IEDs, he’d scream 
―Red Rocket,‖ avoiding the blast. He made me laugh when all I 
wanted to do was admit misanthrope status. But Lt. had 
foreknowledge, a previous Afghanistan deployment in 2001.  
He knew speaking someday ahead meant reliving the past.  
Inevitably, we’d have to get to all that we’d been through 
together, and that’s the one thing we both knew was too 
arduous. I left my explosion-sized gratitude with him. 
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Joseph Poulos 
 

December 25th, 2010 
 
There’s a knowing about already knowing, but worst; not 
wanting to know. 
Hard edges and sharper angles cut your path down, 
It’s no longer a flick of  the wrist 
or just a small motor 
skill; 
But rather a struggle and an arduous undertaking, 
Just to get that fucking piece of  wood open. 
Before you can act dumb you’re shouting and 
Smudging shit on the wall with one torn foot 
and a wail just for the sake of  it. 
 
At that point you wish you were dumb. 
You wish you were you with the mute button on, 
or even better, you turned off, unplugged and 
put away in the back of  that long, dark closet. 
 
 
But you’re not. 
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Sarah Calandra Fine is a senior graduating with a degree in 
Journalism. For the past two summers she has interned at The 
Journal News, a Westchester-based newapaper. More of her 
creative work can be seen in the online literary magazine Left 
Hand Waving. She can’t wait to keep moving. 
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Dan Pizappi lives next to the New York State Thurway in 
New Paltz, under a string of high-tension power lines. When 
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brain, he writes semi-autobiographical poetry and fiction about 
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Carolyn Quimby is a 19-year-old Creative Writing major. She 
drinks too much coffee, does not sleep enough, and watches 
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more British television than anyone should. She lives on Long 
Island, and has wanted to be a writer her entire life. 
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Vampire Slayer fan. 
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course over a good day in the office. 

Wietske M. Smeele was born in England and immigrated to 
America in 2001 with her family. She went to high school in 
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listens. Much of his free time is spent digging through grass, 
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or English major, probably with other majors as well. He finds 
himself frequently writing about dismal things, but is still 
striving to find his poetic voice(s). 
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