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poetry 
 

 
 
Childhood by Zach Fishel 
The night 
 
Breaks through  
evenly 
 
like a thousand 
fireflies 
dead in the bottom of a jar, 
 
sealed airtight, 
but glowing 
when the morning comes. 

 
 
Delusions of Grandeur by Briana Stelzer 
We were less than kids back then 

A bottle-cap battle 
with shards of glass underfoot. 
Who only had wind guns, 
and tinted green glass shields. 
But that was before, 
before the weeds overgrew the grass 
and glass. 
Now dogs bark much louder, 
and stranger’s children brave  
our mistakes. 
The bees trill 
birds buzz. 
I remember that battle, 
the sanctity of  
our father’s beer choice 
and the fenced sides. 
We were less than kids 
back then, 
we were men. 
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Germane Adolescents by  KJ Hannah Greenberg 
Adolescents can’t perform equally. 
It’s impossible to hold teens toward watermarks 
Fashioned by nonexistent freedoms. 
 
What’s more, entire caches of cognitive behaviors 
Elude government officials; most clerks 
Quickly master anisotropic actions. 
 
Religious altruism, as well, reeks from multi-faced  
Vulnerability; few annunciations of “goodness” edit out 
Allusions to personal sacrifice or worth. 
 
Consequently, when kids grow beyond kickball, 
Even in comfortable homes, their individual vim can vanish, 
To be replaced, sadly, by the “consolation” that others cheat, too. 
 
 
Ash upon Ash by  KJ Hannah Greenberg 
Shiny words,  
Collected by literary crows,  
Play darkness and dreams, 
Into caches of turbid verse. 
 
Such trolling streams 
Of thought venture vile 
Images past censors’ gates. 
All illusion falls starboard.  
 
“Right” means, most often 
Dollops of this and that 
Dandy medallion. Scholarly 
Fashion knows no 
 
Watery pyre wisdom; 
Only ants treading mountains 
Eclipse in mortal passion. 
Sacred texts’ crucial moments 
 
Swallow light-filled pockets, 
When ashes visit earth. Such vestiges, 
Thereafter restores nutrient to faltered 
Poetic foundations. 
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But Loving You by  KJ Hannah Greenberg 
Little stones with twigs, what bits, 
Trash perhaps, but laughing, you 
Hand them to Mama. 
 
Little chews or drips and sips, 
Lunch to some, but smiling, you 
Dine with Dad. 
 
Little steps and words and joys, 
Growth de rigueur, but loving you 
Fills our lives. 

 
 
Embrocating Beams by  KJ Hannah Greenberg 
Another new, liberal widow took her former husband’s rank in Congress. 
There, her pristine disbelief in truck stop values merged with her need for votes. Few 
Gray-pullers would cede an election to recycling facilities, so she celebrated offgrid living.  
 
It seems, often, clout motivates goodwives, moves sibilant objection to the aft of ships, 
Pushes past resilient regrets, makes headway among tweeting youngsters, well-muscled lobbyists.  
Thereafter, mercantile dreams beckon with remote possibilities of fame, fortune, good hair. 
 
Accordingly, such women never reconstitute their partners’ records, preferring, instead, 
All manners of handmade decorations, stacked planks, carted garbage, new monstrances; 
Political success remains the province of relatively rigid, parochial confederates. 

 
 
 
 
 
 
From COMPANION PIECES by  Michael H. Brownstein 
6. 
  
After Services, I Drove to the Cliff with My Gefilte Fish Sweet Potato Pie 
  
So having sex becomes a prayer, 
The frog is swollen, but not the air. 
 
 
8. 
 
Today We Have No Need For Money 
 
Six weeks of winter still to go, 
Last night it rained. I wanted snow. 
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A Mask of Hair, Gypsum and Drywall, Dry Rot and Black Mold, Nail and Splinter 
by  Michael H. Brownstein 
--visiting a remodeled school, inner city somewhere 
 
How many lives have you touched 
acid sighing from your finger tips, 
or is it sodium hydroxide? 
You with the liquid nitrogen heart, 
cotton mouthed tongue, 
sharpened canine teeth of an asp. 
Everything about you  
small enough to cuddle, 
and then the redesigning begins... 

 
 
 
 
EMPATHY AND DISGUISE by  Michael H. Brownstein 
Because the building’s burning, 
I am outside near the rusted brown car. 
Because the flames are so hot the glass is melting, 
I have my battery operated fan. 
Because the cries for help are cries of frying skin, 
I move towards the man with the radio. 
None of this is me. 
I’m the one who enters into the pain 
I’m the one who feels fire and does not flinch 
I am the one who kicks in the door  
I am the one who saves the family. 
Because the roof has crushed the first floor, 
Because the chimney has sprawled into the pool, 
Because the nearby tree has imploded 
I stand still and watch 
Maybe this is me after all. 
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a bend in the river by Matthew Harris 
The serpentine and ageless liquid 
   mercurial possessed snake 
eternally swallowed  
   since the beginning of time 
   one unquenchable thirst to gorge and slake 
slurping up an icy cold mountainous pebbly shake 
   yet fresh as an irish spring  
   using thy tongue o gaelic spake 
   then tumbling down into the cavernous abyss 
   subsequently carving  
   a deep criss cross patchwork  
   across the rock hard rugged topography 
   like the handiwork of some invincible force 
   commandeering a humungous rake 
affixing legendary signature  
   quasi-indelible grooves 
   only for the near indomitable  
   chiseled masterpiece 
   to be erased, twisted then wrenched 
   by that natural landscape altering phenomena  
   identified as an earth quake 
creating a fresh tabula rasa to begin anew 
   inviting waters from on high to carve 
   from the ebbing and flowing millennial currents  
   which eventually find a more direct course  
   beginning as trickling creek  
   swells from winter rains 
   and thence in summer while the sun doth bake 
   when flora blooms and fauna prance 
the firmament  then abandons  
   bent elbow oxbow lake 
as a former bend in the river. 
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Ode to the Compost by  Jenny Davis 
Weird, wonderful, chemical— 
It’s invasive; pervasive; far-flung. 
What a thrill to be part of it, in it, of it,  
What a joy to be in love with Compost.  
 
Squashy Compost,  
Why do you tease me with talk of species? 
We both have apple cores 
And orange peels 
And tomato foundations. 
Your particles are looser than mine, 
It’s true, 
But loosely knit is still knit, after all. 
We’re threaded together by strands of twine and bark. 
Lumpy Compost, 
Let me in! 
I wish to bathe in you (despite all pretenses)— 
I wish to bury myself in your twiggy hair, 
Your rotten eyes, 
Your muddy mouth. 
Weird, wonderful, Compost. Dear beautiful garden! 
Worming through my brain, nosing into my heart, crawling on my skin. 
O garden, 
I salute thee— 
For tender beds 
And tough green strawberries 
And tenacious peppers. 
O campus, I pine 
For emeralds and poppies and diamond stars— 
Constellations of raisins 
Guiding us West. 
Green garlic and 
Young kale and 
Baby arugula was I  
When we met,  
Dear Compost.  
You’ve mashed me, 
Turned me,  
Forked me, 
Fed me 
With avocado pits 
And artichoke hearts 
And asparagus tips. 
 
And we all have apple cores 
And orange peels 
And tomato foundations. 
So we worship ourselves and lay thanks onto the Compost. 
Thanks, Compost,  
For being the great connector, 



[15]  

BRICKrhetoric {issue nine} 
ISSN 2161-9190 

The regenerator 
That splices generations. 
Love you, Compost, 
For so graciously accepting our waste 
And so easily sleeping on our crops.  
Rot renews— 
Decay delivers— 
Compost comes through.  
And—O Compost— 
As you sit steaming 
I die dreaming 
Of the day we can eat together. 

 
 
 
 
The Cries of Haiti by  Jonathon Link 
Kids are laughing in the musty street, 
Dancing around, kicking a ball made of rope and trash. 
Mother smiles as she strangles the wet clothes 
In a bucket of filthy water,  
As if the stain was never meant to break free. 
 
The dry ground echoes a rumble, 
Like the stomach of a voracious beast. 
Fear strikes the mother as she runs to her playing children. 
In a matter of seconds, the 7.0 violently shatters  
Everything 
Until all is still. 
 
The silence is broken by the cries of Haiti 
Waiting. 
 
An earthquake hits, 
News flashes across the world. 
You could call it a blessing, 
Only because the world opens its eyes 
And reaches out to help. 
They see the joy of Haiti, 
The joy amongst the brokenness. 
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Emily as a Character by Darren Demaree 
I have no fear of the astonishment 
& speed of such a model life, loud 
with the doors open we bay sometimes 
 
at the sharpness, the crisp music 
of our experimentation.  If you occasion 
on an un-locked door, you may 
 
on occasion see us bathed in the other 
costumes of our un-reality.  Sing 
to the gods for sure, sing to neighbors, 
 
too, as their gauntlet is a forging figure 
of self-denial.  I am whole, even 
in my imaginations of Emily’s form. 

 
 
Emily as a Thud by Darren Demaree 
How human of a sound, to be plush, 
pushed against the ground in a flattening 
motion of one’s own flesh.  It is funny. 
 
It is a riot to see the folding, the un-folding 
of another person, when un-intentionally 
they find themselves buried in the cascade 
 
of humor, of gravity’s banana seat. 
One bruise on one ass, lingering in colors, 
that can get me through some hard times. 

 
 
Emily as a Warm Winter by  Darren Demaree 
Repeated with no tedium, 
we have used our salty teeth  
to last through many seasons 
 
& tender as we may be 
when the weather comes 
to tease out of our rooms 
 
there is always enough 
of us to celebrate, to plan 
for the next, joyful winter, 
 
where, bare-assed, we press 
our bodies against the window, 
if only to frame our good fortune. 
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breathsweattears by  Emily Hernandez 
A shroud of  
Hot, musty,  
Suffocating  
Air 
Pressing down  
Heavy with  
A thousand fading perfumes  
And the hairspray  
Of the girl in front of me.  
The mass of  
Undulating  
Gyrating  
Frames  
Grappling for space 
Envelopes me. 
Pounding notes  
Against my skull 
Flashing lights  
In smokey haze 
Spilled beer  
Hope  
Gasping  
Bodiesagainstbodiesagainstbodies 

 
 
The Moments That Stick by  Emily Hernandez 
This is one  
of those moments that sticks. 
That glues itself  
to the inside  
of your eyelids. 
Fused  
to your brain. 
 
This is one of  
the moments that  
Resonates  
down your 
Mind 
at night  
on the edge of dreams.  
 
This is one of 
The moments that  
You go back to. 
Pick apart  
with small cringes 
Shuddering  
as memories fall  
into place. 
Contemplate.  

Regret.  
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Brittle Bones by  Emily Hernandez 
It always happens this way 
a smirk, a challenge  
that smug look, flashing in your eyes 
Begging; just take the bait. Just snap.  
for once. Just snap.  
be angry. Feel. 
Just feel 
Can’t you?  
Won’t you?  
the echoing, pounding  
Fury reverberating,  
Clashing,  
through us both  
in a tempo of incessant  
Wrath.  
then, a sigh  
and the anger, like a snake under skin  
Slithers in deeper 
hiding itself  
somewhere between  
the squish of your liver  
and the hard wall of  
your gallbladder.  
it can never  
come out 
for long.  
it takes too much  
from the frail  
Dying body,  
too many shakes  
and shivers  
from the bones.  
it never stays for long  
what would be the point?  
why would it matter anyway?  
you don’t feel 
the Pins 
Needles  
Nails 
Slices  
Stabs  
Gouging  
Surgical  
Removal  
of everything  
you hold inside.  
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Low (and lower) by  Leslie Selcer 
He walked with his pants low 
And his head low 
and his heart low 
and just about everything else 
Walked with him high. 
 
I looked at him and thought 
"I got to know you;" 
"I  know I know you." 
And thought he was kind of 
like someone I used to throw 
punches at, in my living room. 
 
But what's the problem 
with a kid of sixteen who's 
stooping low 
and low 
and low 
Just trying to get up a little higher? 
 
He's from the part of the city 
That pulls you low 
and low 
and low; 
And I guess he doesn't have the fight 
To pull against that poverty called gravity 
To pull himself high 
no higher 
no higher; 
 
"Let him go, City." I tried. 
"Keep him low," she replied. 
"He's got to go, City." I cried. 
"No," she pulled out a knife. 
And so; 
 
She dragged him down, low 
and low 
and low. 
And now my baby brother is low 
and low 
and low. 
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Everyday is an eternity! Every man’s an angel!  by Mary Felder 
Allen Ginsberg’s Forgotten Footnote 
 
I have seen the best minds of my generation go up in peals of cigarette smoke 
The seams of their skulls threatening to break and let loose matted knots of hair and grass 
and useless information 
 
I have seen their lungs blackened by the desire they inhale through rolled paper joints 
In the parking lot behind the 7-11 
Numb fingers tracing wishes in the concrete whenever 
 a clock strikes or a star falls or a fortune cookie breaks to reveal hollow insides 
 
I have watched them run as though their bones would break and sprout into wings  
Feet beating bruises on the asphalt until the wind fails to lift them and they tumble
 bloodied  

into the chalk outlines already drawn by their fathers 
 
Their souls yearn to be the generation who will, the generation who does, the generation who 
YES WE CAN 
Screaming in hot crowds that never slow down and yet never go anywhere 
I have seen as they find themselves alone and unsought seek shelter in the deep throbs of  
 unending and unslowing bass 
clutching at fingers and elbows and whatever their hands can find to cling onto 
wishing only for a cold season of skin-scraping fingernails to remind them somehow that pain 
exists 
 
I have watched them fight for everything and dream of nothing and never realize the 
similarity 
Struggling to balance the paradoxes of “one in a million” and “you are not alone” before  
 they are swallowed whole  
 
I have watched them steep their souls into bottles and stomp on them 
Watched them put a price on the best things in life which could never again be called free 
Watched them slowly, painfully, scuttling toward what they have convinced themselves is the 
future, this black hole hovering so close you can feel it  
 stripping layers off of your skin 
 
Until they are pushed to their very limit, shoved up against a dank black wall, ribs 
 pressed against their stomach muscles 
Where they will die or maybe  
just stay this way  
forever 
instead  
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Starving Artistry by Mary Felder 
The rushed evening sky occasionally  
Takes me by surprise— 
Those moments when all my inhaled thoughts catch in my throat; 
Because as I’ve been sitting on the icy park bench 
Ignoring my goosebumps  
Nestled somewhere in between thinking and breathing 
A gas of yellow stars have suddenly scattered themselves  
And the poeticism of a park bench alone in the afternoon 
Suddenly turns into something more like loneliness.  
And forced to face the city air 
Charged with shivers and the clicks of high red heels 
I take the same splintered path I have every night  
Shuffling black loafers past wire trashbins  
And streetlamps, flicked on like the flame in a shiny new lighter 
Past concrete, and more of those blood colored shoes 
Past the club called “Midnight” and Jana’s Bakery  
Up narrow wooden steps and into that same dusty apartment 
My breakfast dish still in the sink  
The silence still a storm of angry yellow bees 
The soft yellow lights still no substitute for day— 
When there are no more stars to remind you  
that beauty can never come from nothing  
and solitude is not poetic.  

 
 
Untitled by Mary Felder 
Every night I would 
whisper my soul to you 
Scratch it down in lines of ink, swirled like  
the veiny spines of leaves 
I would 
paint stories and 
symbols and  
plotlines on your crisped yellow skin 
 
If I could only trust your pages 
to keep 
my secrets 
I would unfurl and press myself into your spine 
Until the thin blue lines reveal 
The blood pumped 
Vessels of my  
Heart  
 
But they are fickle little leaves 
and they would  
tell those 
chattering housewives. 
Those washed-up mothers 
the story  
of the bird I  
watched die this morning.  
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Asters by Taryn MacKinney 
The aster was my favorite, long before they were grave-coverers 
It would be the name of my future daughter, even though Mama had told me 
It was a terrible name for a red-wrinkled baby 
But all names are terrible for red-wrinkled things that grew from the Nothing and 
The Impure, like the penguins told us at the corner Catholic Church 
When they shook their heads at us, the illegitimate bastards of the acidic 
60’s (though we knew it couldn’t be called that, because more people saw God naked  
In those years than in any others)  
But we were bastards nevertheless in that neighborhood 
Unrivaled and unrated  
Clamoring for nudity in a seldom naked town of Bibles and coughing  
Cyprus trees, drunk from the spilled beer whose disallowance  
Rubbed our tongues, and stupefied us happily for a minute too physical 
To be anything less than a year 
We didn’t dare ask questions of the world, except for on those 
Few dark nights when our brothers headed out for war, leaving us with the rasp 
 Of a different breath, clicking its tongue as bait. 
What was that sound, we asked on more than one forbidden days, petrified 
 Like the greasy wood of faraway boats, stiff-necked and raw-skinned 
And knowing everything except the name of that sound 
Kicking up smoke in the far-off dust, chewing its lips 
To pacify its sticky thirst and hunger 
But we regained our sense and planted the seasonal asters 
Thinking it would never find us, 
The unshaved youth, whose meat was rancid and only good for looking at 
And looking on, untouchable, to say the least 
Since that was all we’d learned to say about ourselves 
In the wordless war 
But nobody told us that the distant fearful growl was the gurgle  
Of a red and pulsing blood, ripping and roaring in outward-travel to the big cities, 
The small towns, the altar and the office, the storybooks and bedside chairs of the children 
And nobody told us that blood was boiling, aiming straight 
To plug into our jugulars and dilute the battered unrhythm 
Of the timeless youth 
We thought we’d always have.  
Our backs were turned, our faces toward the town where we were kings 
Unbaptized and undressed except for the rosy cloaks of sunburn 
That licked us at Sheep’s Creek in the summers. But the beast’s tongue rolled wet  
With the words of trembling men 
And it became the fifth season, when everyone’s sons 
Came home holey like Swiss cheese, and for the Hawks, like Jesus 
And I was proud of my brother, because his face was clean enough 
For open casket, hardly a scratch except a red ribbon by his hairline 
Which Mama called wretched and wretched, never deciding between the two 
Until she abandoned both and threw some asters on his grave 
And died in her rocking chair with red-ribboned wrists, thin as a leafless flower 
Kept alive in a jar of water, just like we had been then, when we leaned 
Precariously on our thrones made of straw, just long enough to see them 
Blown away in the Godless churches, sifted through the fabric of those wretched  
And wretched folded flags, silent that year 
When the minerals of family blood sailed away and burned,  
Leaving us with the known and unknown memories of freshly cut men 
In the haze of the pitted Mother Jungle.  
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The Watermelon by Taryn MacKinney 
when I was young I dropped a watermelon on its head 
three stories down, and ten for the doomed and anxious fruit 
 
and the red, looking like you-know-what through squinted eyes 
hit squishy like the Brooklyn Bridge-jumpers, just without the splash 
 
that I knew must come from 100 feet of clownish falling, like 
a fish writhing in so much air he’d think he were safely dead 
 
but I kept my eyes peeled for a melon squeak or squirm as it fell 
unwillingly, to a death that the ants were licking their lips to celebrate 
 
like the little journalists who stickied up their loafers for a lick o’ words 
on the fallings-on and splattings-on of veterans who just couldn’t seem  
 
to grow out their chest hairs and handle the red of war like they said 
the mothers did, when they adjusted their sons’ ties proudly before they 
 
were buried and covered with roll-out grass that looked 
especially green after the morning mass-watering 
 
but the men who jumped – were they men? – who hadn’t saved  
a battleship or a million rape victims, as far as the records knew  
 
were collected fresh from the bridge’s underbelly water 
and squished like a melon’s guts into a three-inch space on some 
 
back page of a newspaper column, with a black-and-white flag frozen 
in the textbox above, next to an ad for some late-night lovin’ 
 
and nobody could figure out who those falling fishes had been  
even with the name spelled out in Times New Roman, large size font 
 
since the words seemed too fragile when you were looking  
at a young man’s rib cage wishing his heart was the watertight kind 
 
but knowing that a watertight heart would burst under the pressure  
of a newspaper printing press and Times New Roman font 
 
and when I looked at the melon with the exploded head three stories down 
I knew that it had died long before I cast it to 
 
the pavement, and the red-cold flesh that buttered the concrete –  
juicy to the hungry ants and antsy citizens – looked, through tears,  
 
nothing like a watermelon, and nothing like the dead. 
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Lessons of Brooklyn Living by Taryn MacKinney 
What has this city taught?  
 
Do not tell me ceramic is spelled with an “e” 
I spelled it with a “y” in my 6th grade spelling bee 
Amidst the murmurs of runny-nosed children with shirts 
The color of ketchup and Mickey Mouse leaning under easy words 
I spelled it in my palm first, so I’d look real serious and maybe 
Scare away the eyes in the lined-up blue seats behind me 
(Can you spell humiliation, you pantie-wetting dictionaries?)  
I spelled it with a “y” and a husky man casually dressed 
Told me, incorrect.  
Incorryct, you husky man, you’re brutally incorryct 
 
Do not tell me about rigor mortis 
I picked raspberries with my cousins, not for fruit pies  
But to smash between our teeth whole until our fingers 
Looked severed  
And my cousin wasn’t old enough to realize it wasn’t funny 
To piss on raspberry-pickers, so he did, and I ran home 
Sticky-fingered and screaming the S–word – “butthead” – 
Screaming, screaming 
Until I saw a cat in rigor mortis spread across the road 
His head stiff while a cocky-looking raven sampled his tongue 
And his belly was ripped open, 
All the way open 
Like a stepped-on berry pie 
 
Do not tell me that red lobsters are popular dishes 
I wore one for Halloween, redder than any fresh-from-Maine crustacean 
Down the hallway, past the Axe-sprayed clouds  
That made Andy Wiggins throw up his lunch and pre-gym snack 
And a big kid, 8th grade and shaving 
Ripped off my plated tail, guffawed, while his girl shrieked  
Between periodic peeks at her tissued-up chest 
And I couldn’t move between the shoving pubescent guppies 
so I hawked one toward his face 
and missed by two feet 
 
Do not tell me no blood no tears 
I hardly knew her – she was my age — just enough to drain my ducts  
When her mother dirtied up her dress to kiss her daughter’s grave 
And when I felt dried up  
I couldn’t sleep, and thought of her crossing the street halfway 
Before breaking her neck on a car’s hot fender,  
Which if I’d understood correctly in those terrible days 
Left brake marks, but no red, 
And nobody dared question my screams 
when the weatherman predicted sunny skies – in Brooklyn! 
the afternoon of that girl’s death 
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Do not tell me math is boring 
I colored my fingernails black – boy I’d get whipped for that – 
While a coughing gray teacher, conservative no doubt 
Peered at me through box glasses and said page 157 class,  
 Quadratic discriminant 
But then a gorilla in the corner beat his chest  
And slammed his fist in his partner’s face while Ms. Cowen wailed 
And pattered around in a circle in her ankle-length skirt 
Until a sweaty student pulled the fighters apart like stringy meat 
And glanced at me, the black-fingernailed authority –  
Damn I was disappointed  
 
Do not tell me about God’s Book 
I wrote a short story with better grammar and 
A better fan base – less stoning – 
I went to a church and compared my palm to Jesus’  
And listened to “historically contextual interpretation” 

Noah’s Ark was merely a myth, but God’s word stands strong 
 The world is older than 6000 years, but He sparked it all 
 He loves us pray pray pray faith is all that matters you are beautiful 

Haven’t you heard the church’s statement? They acknowledge evolution  
Sure I’ve heard it – but haven’t you heard the Tooth Fairy’s statement?  
She acknowledges evolution  
 
Do not tell me we’re beautiful -- 
This city has done enough 

 
 
 
 
Wait, WHAT? by Renee Ewald 
I am an apple made of milk. 
I am as hard as a feather and as sharp as a marble. 
I once hopped from my bush and flopped down the candy cane. 
Then I ran into my friendly enemy the extra rubber rubber duckie, 
And chewed some gravel. 
The blue mush stuck to my cloudy false teeth. 
Then I floated up and joined my teeth in the monkey’s tummy, 
And wrestled a lion bear. 
It was a real ghost lion bear. 
So when you grabbed it you got mushrooms and farts. 
The farts were minty with pepper spray and slimy guns. 
Robots and grass were at my feet in the neighbour’s brain. 
And a hole is my bed, 
I still feel as though I am falling. 
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Colour by Renee Ewald 
I never knew others spelt it differently. 
It has always had a U in it. 
But moving changes perspectives. 
My view though the branches, 
In the Canadian woods, 
Merged into a stream of possibility,  
In a large open clearing. 
But streams don’t change origin. 
Colour will always be spelt with a U. 
By moose in the Canadian woods, 
Lost in the woods of foreign lands. 
 
 
Night by Renee Ewald 
Grass flashed beneath sneakers. 
Airplanes of anxiousness droned in the distance, 
Dark figures faded in and out behind her, 
The field of aggravation stretched on, 
But then falling, falling, 
And tumbling into a hole of exhaustion. 
Roots of fear entangled her.  
Beatles of humiliation crawled, 
But, the sunlight of innocence fell slowly 
Illuminating her cove of safety. 
Mud squished between the red and blue cloth covered toes. 
Ferns of shock poked out of damp walls. 
A fight in her soul, 
Then quiet. 

 
 
Plastic Bag Dreams by Renee Ewald 
You find them in peculiar spots 
Hidden in your sock drawer 
Or under your bed 
They lay away, hidden and forgotten 
Rendered useless in our busy world 
They lay crumpled, waiting, 
to be thrown in with the trash. 
But on windy days, when the sun is shining 
We tie the thread to hold them, 
And let the wind fill them up. 
So they soar above our heads, 
Children giggle and laugh, 
As they watch the discarded plastic bags, 
Fly high as dreams done right. 
In the form of a homemade kite. 
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photography
 

 
Taipei: a cure by Wendy Segal 

 
 
 

Taipei: Cook in night market by Wendy Segal 
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Taipei: Live chicken seller in the market by Wendy Segal 

 
 

 
Taipei: Popcorn Seller by Wendy Segal 
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woman by Kate LaDew 
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persuasive essay 
 

 

 

Writers’ Responsibilities by KJ Hannah Greenberg  
When not using words to spit in readers’ faces, it’s natural to twirl them into stories. The act 
of claiming accountability for the impact of one’s narratives, though, seems less of an 
effortless reflex than does tendering verbal fancies. Nonetheless, because human experiences 
are easily deconstructed when spun through the high velocity apparatus of story telling, it’s 
responsible for writers to offer up purpose for their tales, their essays, and their poems. On 
balance, organized words are nothing if not conduits for our attitudes, for our values and for 
our beliefs. 
 
What’s more, the license afforded authors makes them liable, at least to some degree, for 
the ends to which their writing is used. Even when readers struggle to separate out imagined 
outcomes of proffered propositions, grouped or gathered notions can not help but be 
stimulating. That is, it is literature that has the faculty to reframe one-off choices as steps 
toward greater prowess and it is literature that can reconceptualize simple, human gaffes as 
gross failures.  
 
Written work is also singular in its ability to lend credence to our less popular and less 
important suppositions, to cull those impressions of ours that might elsewise sulk in mental 
closets or hide in epistemic mortuaries. Only a minority of human tribulations actually 
consists of strangor of durm, thus, we need our creative artifacts to function to illuminate 
our lesser, albeit confusing moments and to help us negotiate our minor troubles. 
 
The patterned motes, which we integrate, need not be censored against creating dissonance; 
their job is to elevate us from our unfortunate habits and to aid our interweaving of 
tolerance, understanding and unity into our lives. Of greater significance than our texts’ 
ability to provide entertainment is their service as cultural centrifuges capable of 
distinguishing singularities from complexities and of separating tangles of ideas and feelings. 
After all, words’ attention to essential or causal links in our behaviors develops into the 
lingua franca for our collective nature. 
 
It follows, along these lines, that writers must be rigorous in their espousing of “truth” if they 
are to be of simple help to our collective. The choices, which word players make, about 
topic, about voice, about the route of ideas’ advancement, about cadence, and about the use 
of literary devices, have legs. People who make words are culpable for the conduct of the 
people who partake in them. 
 
It’s not merely our grandest make a differences that get reified through reading. Mundanities, 
too, from reheating chicken soup to applying mascara, take on nuanced meaning when put to 
words. It makes a difference that a Komodo dragon and not Uromastyx lizard gets featured in 
a flash fiction and that a memoire is punctuated by references to beaches instead of to 
libraries. Whereas life is not either entirely good or bad, rhetorical flights of the imagination 
can change the worth of its facets.  
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Therefore, we are wise to appreciate and to act on the verity that there are immediate 
results incurred from, as well as longer-lived consequences of, generating and broadcasting 
ideas. Just as narratives set beyond the social milieu can not help but stir up sentiment, 
narratives set in places squared by per social strictures, likewise get people worked up. From 
pride to shame, to nuanced gradations in between, language evokes response. 
 
It is not editors or publishers or consumers that are responsible for authors’ comings and 
goings, but authors, themselves. The rules, roles and relationships that storytellers, poets, 
and essayists convey in their dissections of human experience are the existential legacy of all 
of us. Hence, writers must do the heavy lifting of differentiating between sacred and 
mundane, of setting apart intentional and accidental, of carefully articulating any matters 
about which they write.  
 
While it’s expected for wordsmiths to have fun with images and expressions and for them to 
be to be fluid, or in other ways approachable, concerning the issues to which they attach 
their voices, all the same, it is imperative that writers get serious about their public impact. 
The synthesis of life onto discrete pages, i.e. the skillful manipulation of discourse, is 
potentially more powerful than is any other sort of sometimes surreptitious, sometimes overt 
psychological force. Texts necessarily transform their end users. 
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creative nonfiction 
 

 

Du Jour by Lee Guyette 
My mother loves to look at me and smile and tell me I’m pretty. But then she ruins the 
moment. “Why can’t you just be you? Why does everyone have to know you’re gay?” For her, 
my so called choice isn’t a issue, it’s sort of a non-issue. My mother is supportive, don’t get 
me wrong. I lucked out in the genetic lottery. I got ethical, hard working parents who love 
each other, and me, for who I am. Plus, on top of that, I’m pretty darn cute.  
 
They have always supported my outspoken activism, or as soma may call it, my big mouth. I 
was that kid who wrote letters to the editor and chewed the ear off my parents friends. For a 
while, I refused to speak on Fridays, and gave anyone who tried to talk to me a slip of paper 
explaining that I was being silent in order to speak up for the people that had no voices. The 
world seemed like one injustice after another and I would be hard pressed to keep my mouth 
shut about any of them. I learned, slowly, that I couldn’t be the hero of every cause. I could 
barely handle one at a time, so I had to pick one. 
 
First of all, it should be said, I had a hard time facing my own preferences, let alone 
explaining them to other people, until I was well into my teens. I grew up in North Carolina, 
where the only thing worse than being gay was everyone thinking you were gay. I was very 
involved in theatre when I was younger, but even there, the rules were set in stone. When I 
confided in my best friend, at the ripe old age of ten, that I would probably end up marrying 
Hannah Montana, as soon as we, y’know, met, he was horrified. I already knew he thought 
our other best friend was ’just so cute,’ but I didn’t really understand what that meant. As 
far as I was concerned being gay meant you were going to hell and before that, every one was 
going to make fun of you. My friend quickly told me that marrying Hannah Montana would 
safely put me on the van going south. Part of me knew before he had even told me; I 
certainly knew well enough  not to tell my mother about me and Hannah, and I also knew that 
at sleepovers you talked about boys. But he spelled it out; There was no way I was marrying 
Hannah and there was no way he was marrying our other friend and so, as he told me, I might 
as well marry him. This seemed kind of like a trick. Still, I wasn’t dumb enough to make 
myself a walking target, and I had been paying attention in church for the past ten years. I 
got it, no Hannah. I was about twelve when I moved away.  
 
I played around with the idea of dating boys when we moved to Florida, despite my parents 
opposition to me dating until I was much older. Twelve seemed to be when everyone started 
pairing up. To me it seemed like unnecessary drama, but I hated being any more weird then I 
already was. I even professed to like a few of the boys in my life. Part of it was real, I could 
see myself with them, had they been women, but it was all part of what I had been doing for 
a very long time. I was pretending to be someone that was a whole lot more socially 
acceptable than the person I was, even though doing so contradicted everything I said I stood 
for. It was that year that I quietly came out to my parents, who said very little on the matter. 
Earlier that summer my mother had confided in me that she would feel as if she had made 
some mistake, should I turn out to be gay. I remember it because I can still feel the bile in my 
throat as she explained to me that it would reflect on her and my father, should I choose to 
commit myself to a woman rather than a man. It would be the ultimate disappointment. We 
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were on the highway, in our little Ford, and I just nodded, telling her she had nothing to 
worry about.  
 
It wasn’t until I was sixteen that I really embraced what I had been saying all along; The 
people that would reject me based on who I loved were not worth having in my life. I kept 
repeating this to myself like a mantra, but I made excuses for certain people. Friends that 
were part of the circle I surrounded myself with were openly homophobic, claiming that gay 
marriage would destroy the foundation of other people’s marriages. That never made sense to 
me, why would being in a committed, loving, supportive relationship cripple other people’s 
loving, committed relationships? Most of the people who were truly toxic were easy to stay 
away from, but it was the others that I really liked that weighed me down. A girl I was very 
close to often made comments about how ‘gross’ the same-sex relationships of others were, 
and I loathed myself for it, but I kept my mouth shut for a very long time. Finally, on 
valentines day, I told her the person who got me a flower was my girlfriend, and that I loved 
her, and if that was an issue, then it was best for the both of us if we parted ways. A few 
months later I saw her in a bookstore and she pointedly ignored me. It hurt more than I 
wanted to admit, but it was better to feel the temporal sting of rejection than it was to feel 
permanently unaccepted.  
 
To this day there is still one boy I pretend to be straight around, because I do love him, even 
though I know that if he knew, he wouldn’t love me anymore. Finally, I just let him go, not 
telling him anything. The most painful part of any relationship, I’ve learned, is not the 
difficult choices you make while in that relationship, it’s the choice to walk away. 
Sometimes, the healthiest thing you can do for yourself is to leave them behind, throw away 
their pictures and move on with your life. Pretending someone meant nothing to you will 
never work, because you’re denying them the impact they made on your life and you’re 
denying yourself closure. After much trial and error I’ve found the best way to keep walking is 
to accept that once they meant a great deal to you, but life changes frequently, and for 
whatever reason, they no longer do. Saying that is a lot easier than believing it, but 
eventually, you will.  
 
This leads me to the point I’ve wanted to make to my parents. I accept myself for who I am, 
and I need others to, or else I need them out of my life. There will always be people I 
disagree with on various issues, but I cannot abide by someone who thinks my peaceful choice 
to love another woman threatens them in some way. Part of my choice to be open about my 
sexuality is to talk about it like anyone would talk about their own sexuality. Often my 
mother tells me that she never tells anyone that she is straight. It’s not a point of 
conversation for her and it should not be for me. What she either chooses not to see, or just 
ignores, is that we live in a culture where everyone assumes you are heterosexual. Every time 
she mentions her husband, or her marriage, or who she finds attractive she is telling people ‘I 
am heterosexual.’ She doesn’t need to spell it out, and neither do I. Once in a while I’ll tell 
stories about an ex-girlfriend, and I don’t preference the story with any sort of disclaimer or 
explanation. The people who choose to make a big deal out of the small fact I choose to date 
women are usually the people I don’t care to be around.  
 
Often times people, and I’m not limiting these ‘people’ to right wing conservatives either, 
will make the statement ‘I don’t care if you’re gay, just don’t flaunt it.’ I’m just as against 
public gropings as they are, but I don’t see two women holding hands as flaunting anything. In 
fact, Ernest Gaines said this; “Why is it, that as a culture, we are more comfortable seeing 
two men holding guns than holding hands?” I’m not sure, Ernest, I’m not sure. 
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While we’re on the topic of gay rights, or what could more correctly be called ‘equality’ let’s 
talk about books. I love books, so much that I took my senior pictures in a public library. What 
I don’t love, however, is that most books about LGBT people are either hopelessly soul-
searching or really trashy. It’s hard to convince my parents that books about lesbians aren’t 
any worse than books about straight people when there’s naked people on the covers. This 
absence of LGBT fiction says, to me anyway, that romance is only romance when it’s between 
a man and a woman. I have a few qualifications for acceptable LGBT media, namely, I 
shouldn‘t be embarrassed to be reading or watching it in front of friends. The L word, the M 
rated TV show about a group of lesbians, doesn’t count. Neither does anything in the Barnes 
and Noble ‘Lesbian & Gay’ section.  
 
Both of these paint a picture of LGBT sex-addicts, which is something I’ve fought since I came 
out. It seems fairly obvious to me, but it’s difficult to explain to other people. I don’t choose 
not to have sex with men, I simply don’t have any desire to. Sex is a big part of any 
relationship, but it’s not all there is to it. I date women because I fall in love with them, not 
because I was just want to sleep with them. Even the people in my life who I know accept me 
and love me try and invalidate my choice by telling me I should just ‘try’ men. I’m surprised I 
have any hair left on my head. What is it these people don’t understand?  
 
Recently, there have been a few young adult books that have changed this trend. John Green 
and David Levithan’s recent novel Will Grayson, Will Grayson is a perfect example of a witty, 
fast paced book where some of the main characters happen to be gay. I will admit, I love 
anything John Green writes, even if it’s a grocery list, but I love this book just a little bit 
extra. Maybe I’m a little bit biased when it comes to LGBT folks. I have a tendency to pull for 
the openly out contestants on reality TV shows, and I do like rainbows, but I’d like to think I 
lean towards LGBT people the same way Italians root for their countrymen. For now, being 
gay puts you in a different camp than most people and that may never change. Some people I 
know don’t want it to change.  
 
Personally, I’m all for equality and not the ‘equal, but different’ stuff African Americans went 
through a few decades ago. If I am only allowed civil unions, than why should anyone else be 
allowed marriage? Marriage is a fundamentally religious idea, so perhaps, the government 
should keeps it’s nose out of marriage entirely. If we are truly a nation that separates church 
from state, why is the government pushing it’s way inside the church I would like to get 
married in and telling me ‘no’? 
 
Gay rights is still not my issue du jour. When my parents talk about the American Family 
Association I keep my mouth shut and I keep the peace. One of these days, I’ll stop avoiding 
those fights, but by that time I won’t live down the hallway. Being gay has taught me lessons 
that straight people usually learn in different ways. Picking your battles is a strong skill to 
have, and invaluable if you want to live peacefully. Tolerance can only take you so far. 
People tolerate things that they would rather live without. I would prefer to be accepted, not 
tolerated, but if that’s all I can get from certain people, then I’ll take it, for now. Most of all, 
I’ve learned that if I like me then other people don’t have any right to tell me differently. 
They don’t have to live with me on a daily basis, and I will not let them convince me that I 
am not, in the singular most stereotypical definition, fabulous.   
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A Misjudged Demeanor by Jamie Gabbay  

“Yeah so since you ran over my bike with your car last night and it’s completely destroyed, 
I’m taking your car to go to school.” Zane said, picking up the keys off the counter near the 
front door. “And I’m going to take Molly too.” There wasn’t even a point in telling him this. 
It’s not as if he would hear him, he wasn’t listening. He never listened.  
 
His father answered with a grunt. Zane stopped his search for his wallet to glance at his 
father, but shook his head and went back to it. He had gotten over waiting for him to come 
around a long time ago. When Zane would get home by the end of the day, he was sure he 
would find him in the exact same place: on the couch, drunken into oblivion. 
 
“Alright cool. Thanks for caring, dad.” As Zane rolled his eyes and wondered if he could get a 
coherent response out of the man, he leaned against the wall.  
 
He had some time. Molly wasn’t ready yet.  
 
His father was sprawled out on the couch: one arm falling off the cushion and the other above 
and over the top. His right foot, which was bare and showed his toenails, was also dangling 
off of the faded blue couch while his left foot was lodged in between the cushions. His 
father’s cotton blue shorts that hit just above the knee were about three years too small 
making the top of his belly fall over the hem. The greasy thick black hair on his chest, belly 
and arms made the sight of his father all the more pleasant.  
 
Zane glanced at that thick scar going slightly diagonal across his forehead, resembling a 
banana. He hated that scar. That night would haunt him forever. 
 
He pushed off of the wall and walked into the hallway. “Molly! Let’s go! First day of school! 
And I think it’s going to rain!” A crack of thunder erupted and Zane started to panic. How was 
he supposed to drive in the rain? He listened for sister. No answer.  
 
“Molly! Molly come on, we’re going to be late!” He stole a glance at his father through the 
doorway and noticed a small maroon smudge on his arm. What was it? He had no idea. He 
wanted to wipe it away and see if it came off, but it would wake up his dad. And that was a 
bad idea. So he decided to get Molly and head out.  
 
Walking into the kitchen, he opened up the freezer for a frozen waffle, but stopped. Listening 
closely, he heard the shower running upstairs. Zane remembered that Molly had told him that 
she wasn’t feeling well, even though she looked perfectly fine last night. Whatever. He let it 
go. Every fifteen year old ditches sometimes. Just, on the first day? It’s fine, she’ll be fine. 
Dad’s passed out on the couch and she’s probably just going to stay in her room until I get 
back. 
 
Molly was known to be a little different, but Zane loved her nonetheless. She was his little 
sister and partner in crime. Even with the circumstances that they were in, they promised 
each other that they would put up with it together and that once Zane turned eighteen, they 
would get out of that hellhole and away from their father, for good.  
 
He slammed the freezer shut, opened the pantry, grabbed a Twinkie, ran out to the front 
table, grabbed his father’s car keys and was out the door. 
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As he drove into the school’s parking lot, he felt weird and he didn’t know why. Maybe it was 
because driving to school was completely different than riding his bike. Granted, it was nice 
to be dry on a rainy day for once than being soaked to the core. It was a miracle that he 
barely got sick. Also, he wasn’t used to how disgusting his dad’s car was: Blue Moon bottles 
covered the floor, maroon colored lipstick in the cigarette ash tray,  McDonalds bags 
scattered everywhere, a huge maroon bra on the passenger seat. Wow. Even some used 
condoms in here. Classy.  
 
Instead of zooming by the sign that says “Middleton Bass High School,” wondering if they were 
ever going to replace the missing ‘B’ in ‘Bass,’ he got to look at it for a good two minutes. 
Traffic sucked today. That was the one thing that Zane hated about driving. Traffic. 
 
Zane parked the car into an empty parking spot and bolted towards the front doors. Damn it. 
He thought. Of course I forget to bring ‘n umbrella. Of efing course. Great start to the day: 
rain, passed out dad, and a sick sister to take care of when I get home. Perfect. Next thing 
you know my entire house will be robbed.  
 
Zane almost slipped as the doors slammed shut. His hair was soaking wet, his tight black long 
sleeve clung to his body and his jeans and shoes now felt five times heavier than before. 
Whatever. It’s just water. He’ll live. 
 
By the time lunch came around, Zane was perfectly dry. He sat at the old green cafeteria 
table laughing with his friends about how stupid Marco was for betting fifty bucks against Four 
Eyes that Everton was actually going to beat Manchester United this weekend. As much as 
Zane wanted to stand up for Marco, he couldn’t because this was just a flat fact: Everton 
sucked. Everton was ranked number twelve in the English Premiere League. Manchester was 
number two. 
 
Four Eyes was the new kid. Geeky, short, huge glasses; the whole nine yards. Zane didn’t 
know much about him and didn’t really care. The kid was a freak. Four Eyes was telling 
everyone at the table about his job at Seven-Eleven, and some stories about the creeps in 
town that would come in and buy chips or whatever.  
 
Zane was thinking about how he had to stop at the market after school to pick up some cold 
medicine for Molly when something Four Eyes said caught his ear.  
 
“-four six packs of Blue Moon. Can you believe it? Who buys that much at one time? And his 
kid, jeeps, I felt bad for her. She looked scared out of her mind.” Four Eyes was finishing up 
his story. Zane thought that Four Eyes might have had an interesting night. Plus, it’s not as if 
anybody else was telling him anything entertaining, so he decided to play along. 
 
“Four packs of Blue Moon? Seriously?” 
 
Four Eyes turned to him, startled. He didn’t think Zane was listening. “Yeah, pretty sure. It 
happened last night.” Four Eyes looked around hesitantly. He knew Zane wasn’t his biggest 
fan; it wasn’t that hard to figure out. 
 
“So what happened? What did the sleaze look like?” Zane asked, staring at the pencil twirling 
in his hand. His focus was now on what he was going to do about his bike. He would need to 
baby-sit extra over the next couple of weeks, maybe mow some lawns, to get the money up 
to repair it. God knows his dad wouldn’t give him any. 
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“Well, basically this really sketchy guy and probably, no, I’m pretty sure it was his daughter, 
walked in last night at around 11:30 PM— ” 
 
“Mhm.” 
 
“And was shoving his daughter around the store calling her a bit—” 
 
“So what did the man look like?” Zane didn’t need to hear about that stuff. He heard it 
enough at home. 
 
His eyes were still trained on the pencil. Maybe he should walk some dogs too, but how much 
money could he make off of that? 
 
“He had the weirdest scar on his forehead! I swear it looked like a banana!” 
 
Zane stopped.  
 
The pencil in his hand now broken in two. 

He pushed her? That bastard pushed her!? 

He didn’t even hear the rest of Four Eyes’ description.  

He knew exactly who it was. 

Zane bolted out of the school and made a beeline for his car. He ran out of the doors, he 
couldn’t breathe, he couldn’t think. He didn’t know what was going on around him. He didn’t 
even notice that he was soaked again until he was pulling up the driveway and halfway onto 
the front lawn.  
 
Molly. Molly. Molly. 
 
Zane ran up the porch steps and saw that the front door was open. He slowed down and took 
a deep breath trying to prepare him self for the worst. If he had to fight anybody, he wanted 
to have a clear head and to think rationally, not be caught off guard. As he walked into the 
hallway, he turned towards the living room expecting to find his dad standing there with a 
knife about to be thrown at him or a gun or something. But as Zane turned, he found the den 
empty. He ran into the kitchen: nobody.  
 
Zane then heard something, something faint. It was so faint over the roaring winds of the rain 
outside, that he would have never noticed it. Molly’s shower. It was still running. 
 
What!?  With this, he instantly became alert and walked up the flight of stairs to the second 
floor. He carefully placed his feet on each step, trying to not make a lot of noise. As one of 
the stairs made a creaking noise, Zane cringed and looked down at his foot. Smudged on each 
of the stairs, was blood.  
 
He dashed up the stairs and followed the footsteps. As he barged into Molly’s room, clothes 
were everywhere. He had no time to take anything in. Zane rushed to the bathroom door and 
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jumped when a crack of lightening also erupted from outside. He tried to open the bathroom 
door, but it was locked. He slammed his body into it.  
 
“MOLLY! MOLLY HANG IN THERE! I’M COMING!” His head was throbbing and he couldn’t 
breathe. He knew what was on the other side of the door. The noise of the running shower 
was like a sick joke, mocking him. Each time he slammed his body into the door, he became 
weaker and cried out for Molly.  
 
Finally, the bathroom door broke down and Zane fell on top of it with a shock. 
 
“Molly?” He whispered, scared to see what might be the result of his sister. He looked up and 
froze.  
 
Lying on the shower floor was his father, with a knife jabbed straight in his ear. 
He never listened. 
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LUNA by Nicholas Iacobuzio  
Listen up, and yes, I’m talking to everyone, you don’t seem to know how to read a man’s 
meaning, no matter how blunt it is. War, in it’s simplest terms, is death. Killing, rage, it 
ranges from bashing a man’s skull in with a rock to a plasma cutter fired from upper orbit. To 
expect humanity to be civil in this time is like expecting a dog to talk, or a dolphin to tap 
dance, or a horse to have magical powers. It is simply childish. What we are about to 
undertake is one of the least morally ethical things a human can do. So why are we doing it? 
Because every other option has been exhausted. We are not barbarians. We use our 
negotiators wisely. We are left with no other option, so on this day, we must undertake in the 
most vile of human activities. I expect no remorse from you. I do not expect you to hesitate. 
When a soldier steps on to the battlefield. He is no longer a human being. He is a weapon. He 
is no more than a gun, to have his trigger pulled by his government, and to exude death from 
every pore. So wipe all thoughts of religion, humanitarianism, philosophy, or any other of the 
such, for you will not need them on the battlefield, and they shall become a detriment. Be 
prepared to kill, and nothing more. On the bounce gentlemen. -Gen. Nicholas Howard, to the 
235th Terran First Recon and 456th Charon Assault Infantry, Prior to the Battle of Luna V. 
 
 
I stared out the window-well it was more a video screen than a window, but semantics. The 
song over the comms started up, primal drumbeats accentuated with guitar and Old Terran 
lyrics. I liked it well enough, but Sarge was in love with it. Told us the lyrics once, told us to 
remind ourselves soldiers aren’t good people. I took it as an insult, but I was young and 
impressionable, so my opinion didn’t really count. Anyway, we were riding along, unprepared 
for what would come. Sure, we read the briefings well enough, and we knew our task, but no 
one knew what we were really in for. 
  
Apparently the Mars Conglomerate was getting feisty. First it was the hostile takeover of the 
moon, now they had an embassy on Terra herself. Luna was supposed to be neutral ground, 
and you weren’t allowed on the other planet unless you were a negotiator. So here we were 
“teaching them a lesson”. I was just happy we were finally warring with someone. I had 
waited far too long twiddling my thumbs, being told that I was going to Spec-Ops if I didn’t 
crack. Well here was my chance to not crack. Here was my chance to make something of my 
self-again. 
 
I felt the pre-combat cocktail of drugs work their way into the system. Betathymines, 
Arthobetamines, and god knows what else wormed their way into my bloodstream from the 
injector they implanted right below my heart. These things raised my reaction time, my pain 
tolerance, and above all my thirst for blood. You could opt out for them, but more often then 
not those who did were either dead or sputtering messes. Besides, I’m pretty sure they threw 
some less-than-legal one’s in, if you get my meaning. 
 
“THIRTY SECONDS!” Came the voice of our pilot, sealed away in an airtight bubble. I quickly 
grabbed my helmet off the rack, throwing it on, the mask fitting snugly over my nose. I 
fiddled with the decompression unit, before it finished the airtight armor I was wearing. Luna 
had less air on it then Terra, and while the locals had gotten used to it, shortened reaction 
times are something a warrior can do without. 
 
I grabbed my rifle, walking over to Sarge and the squad, loading a box magazine into my rifle. 
Slugs launched at 1/26th the speed of light using magnetically aligned coils do a hell of a lot 
of damage. Ferrous slugs too, they were sparing no expenses this time.  
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“So Sarge, think we’ll get to kill some Martinis?” said Guarrencino, pouncing back and forth 
on the balls of his feet. His biosigns read an increased heart rate, by a huge amount. Poor kid 
was getting the jitters. Hell, who wasn’t, save Sarge? But then again, Sarge was able to have 
fought in the Third Greater African War, so he knew combat at it’s best. 
 
Sarge gave him what I could only assume was a death glare under the ceramite, before finally 
addressing him. “Son, you sure as hell respect your enemy, or he will not have pity upon 
you.” 
 
It was about then everyone shut up for twin reasons- One being that there were ten seconds 
left on the clock, and that no one retorted Sarge. He may have been on the edge of retiring 
age, but he was a huge monster of a man, and no one got in his way. There was a rumor going 
around at one point the was never offered the position of Drill Sergeant because he would kill 
all his recruits. 
 
The song ground to a halt, and time itself seemed to slow as the back hatch of the dropship 
lowered. “SHAW, TAKE RIGHT!” Sarge screamed to me, as the battlefield came into view. 
When they showed us simulations, it never came quite this close to reality. The city, the 
prefabricated white buildings raised themselves to the heavens, only to be brought down by 
our missiles. Fighters and Gunship duked it out in the airspace, while the men already on the 
ground tore a bloody path through the defenders. The door gunner let loose a deafening 
volley of MAC rounds into the city, as the ramp fell into it’s completely open position. I 
gulped, as Sarge gave the final command. “GO GO GO!” 
 
“FOLLOW ME!” I screamed, jumping into the city below, my suit absorbing the jump. Thank 
God for technology, or my legs would be in a million pieces. My job as leader of Section Two 
of the Squad (345, if you gotta know), was to plant a portable M37b CHAOS nuclear warhead 
in the food-recycling plant. It would detonate after we had left, dooming the Hive, forcing 
them to evacuate. With no Lunar base, they’re removed of a staging point close to Earth, 
within reasonable FTL distance. 
 
My feet impacted with the ground, my rifle at the ready. It was quieter down here. More 
landed behind me, roughly 5 men, completing the six man mini-squad. We had to go on foot 
since the Anti-Air defenses were too strong closer to the nuke site. We walked like this, in 
utter silence only to be broken by the occasional swooping noise of a  Gunship on a bombing 
run, or a grenade going off in the distance. Or at least, until she ran out.  
 
She was just an ordinary woman, trying to see what the hell was going on. Black hair, down to 
shoulders, white tank top, gray sweatpants. I don’t blame her, and I didn’t, but orders were 
orders-Civilians were legal targets. So my rifle croaked out a single round, burying itself deep 
inside her skull. Her grey matter spread across the bleak white wall, bright red blood dripping 
down. I felt a pang of remorse, only to be erased by combat drugs washing through my system 
like a bad cold. I stopped feeling guilty, and was washed with a sense of pride. My first kill. 
My first blood spilled. In my head, it seemed as though this was a joyous celebration of epic 
proportions. We kept walking. 
 
It wasn’t until after fifteen minutes of walking did we see another human being-a cop. He 
managed to get a shot off before we capped him. The round pinged off the ceramite of my 
armor, while my rifle on full auto tore his flesh from his bone, ripped apart his organs, and 
turned a man into a pile of paste. From behind him, a group of actual soldiers popped out. I 
grinned, the barrel of my pulse rifle erupting in fire. We barely had to stop moving, they were 
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wearing little more than their pajamas, armed with puny combustion revolvers, and their 
shots merely bounced off our armor. We tore through them, picking up pace. We had ceased 
walking, instead opting for running, as we were getting close to the front line. 
 
We did not head for the front line, however. We were Force Recon. We always kept moving, 
never attacking from the front. We maneuvered ourselves through the destroyed city, our 
pre-battle maps being updated as satellite scans started to come in. We paid no mind to the 
civilians now-they would slow us if we bothered to kill them. 
 
We managed to get to the generator with no problems. The amount of guards there was 
embarrassingly little, but it was just less problems for us. I took point, before running inside 
the prefabricated, stark white walls. I stepped inside the reception room. In a lighter time, it 
would be filled with water coolers and crumpled old magazines. Instead it was filled with 
cops glancing nervously everywhere. I began to open fire the second I caught sight though. I 
wasn’t even thinking according to my training-I could have sprayed and prayed, and still won 
the fight. Muscle Memory kept me from being that stupid, however. By the time we were in 
the power room, twenty guards lay dead, with only one of ours gone.  We had made it 
through the many rooms, many more cops, all dead, before I motioned to the bomb carrier, 
and activated my microphone.  
 
“Sir, this is Brave-2-Charles, we are at the bombsite, should we plant?” I said, my comms 
receiving the sound of battle. 
 
“Rodger! We have the Governor! Get to the Evac Point! 12th Infantry has cleared the Ack-
Ack!” he screamed, and I closed the link. more then child’s play. At this point, we were 
fighting a war of destruction. The bomb carrier gave me the all clear, and we began to move. 
The evac was a mile away-little bastards had set up makeshift barricades, and civilians ran 
through the streets. We took cover behind a group of buildings, and I took a look at the maps. 
Two barricades, each with a .75 Caliber MAC emplacement, manned by actual armored 
troops. The rest had around 15 unarmored men.  
 
I turned to Cherenkov, saying “Listen, I’ll give you covering fire. Get a MAC off at the 
barricade to the right’s power source. Velez, you got the HRM bombs? Good, Lining will cover 
you with his MG. Break on three!” 
 
We gripped our rifles, and I began to count down. “ONE, TWO, GO!” I finally screamed, firing 
my pulse rifle on full auto. Rounds peppered the structure, as the MAC fired off a shot. I 
ducked, but the round skimmed the top of my armor. For a moment, my visuals popped out, 
before they restored. I got up, the building nearly gone. But so were the barricades.  
 
“STATUS REPORT!” I barked out. 
 
“Up!” Screamed Chereko 
 
“UP!” Said Lenning 
 
“Up!” said Lennox 
 
“I’m f*****d up, but I’m up!” said Velzex. 
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“Right, let’s keep moving!” I said, and so we did, running into few enemies until we got to 
the Evac Point. 
  
At the evac point, the hostiles knew they were doomed. They threw themselves at us, suicide 
bombers, gunmen, civilians given pistols, you name it. Some actual suited Martinis made it to 
the party as well. We ran into the Exfiltration Craft, the door gunner firing off shots as fast as 
his gun would recharge. 
 
“THIS IS SERGEANT VASQUEZ! WE HAVE THE GOVENOR AND HIS STAFF! EXPECT THE ENTIRE 
DAMN GUARD TO BE FOLLOWING US!” squawked the radio.  
 
“You heard the man!” I said, reloading my rifle. We gotta hold ’em off till the get ’ere!”  
 
I fired my rifle into the chest of another soldier, his own pulse rifle firing into the pavement 
below me. I ordered the squad off the craft. After all, 5 men and an bird were harder to hit 
than 5 guys in a bird. I ran, taking cover behind a piece of iron support for a bridge that once 
occupied this area.  
 
The sheer volumes of fire and smoke were insane, along with the sheer blood being spilled. I 
popped up, capping an enemy trooper in the face. His head exploded like  grape under too 
much pressure, as the sound of combat provided a masterful symphony of destruction. 
Lenning moved up the right flank, his weapon spouting bursts of flame. A suited enemy stood 
before me, pointing his own weapon at me. I fired off a burst aimed at his head, and he did 
the same. I ducked back into cover, as his head exploded into a hundred different pieces. 
 
I grinned, the red film coming over my vision again. To be honest, I barely remember what 
happened next. Apparently it was a half of an hour of bloody carnage. It felt like seconds. 
Eventually, Team Two came, the Governor of the Colony and hundreds of terabytes worth of 
defense data stored in his neural uplink being dragged along. We all jumped in the Helo as 
the colonists put up their last fight. 
 
Safe on the chopper, my combat stims finally stopped broadcasting, and the weariness set in. 
I was used to it from practice runs, or at least I thought I did. We flew outside the dome, as 
the blast shield closed, the interior of the craft once again becoming a pressurized bubble. I 
tore off my helmet, free of the constraints of combat. Sarge handed me the nuke’s 
detonator. “You ought to be the one who does it” he said. After all, I had preformed 
amazingly in the field. I later received a Medal of Valor for the action, not that it mattered. 
 
I pressed down on the switch just as the most vital of stims wore off-the PTSD preventer. A 
bright flash resounded on the view screens, and when it faded, the colony was gone. Nothing 
was left, save a new crater where it used to be. I stared at the bloodless carnage, I realized 
what I had done. That was a city of 100,000 civilians. Men, women and children. I fell to the 
floor, sobbing like a baby. Most of the squad was as well. Everyone ‘cept Sarge. 
 
“Don’t worry” he said to all of us, the music filling the cabin once again. “It’ll get better”  
 
It never did. 

 

 

 

 


