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 I can hear the water crash against the rocks as I walk to the edge of the cliff. 

 Why did she have to do it, I thought to myself as the cool sea breeze hit my 
face, Why couldn’t I stop her?

*       *       *
 The halls were full of people as I walked to class with my best friend Alexis. She 
had one of her headphones in her ear, most likely listening to rock music. Alexis 
had shoulder length black hair. Her bangs, however, were pink. She had on her 
favorite black pants with a black shirt that said “life sucks, deal with it.” 
 “Hey ghost, how’s it going,” one of the kids said as he ran into her laughing. 
This was a daily thing. People always picked on Alexis because she was different. 
 “Everything was good till I seen your face,” Alexis said back. “I swear these 
people are so stupid. They’re gonna end up flipping burgers,” she turned to me 
and said. 
 “Just ignore them Alexis, they’re trying to push your buttons.” 
 Truth be told, they’ve pushed her buttons since the third grade. She was teased 
all her life because she looked different. She also hated life. Her mom was a drunk, 
a mean drunk at that. She was always taking out her problems on Alexis. For that, 
Alexis walked through life thinking it was the worst thing in the world. 
 Just as Alexis and I were about to walk into class, one of the kids, Jake, ran out 
of the class. He made me drop all of the stuff I had in my arms. 
 “Oops! Sorry Katie,” he said as he kept running. 
 “Why don’t you watch where you’re going next time idiot!” Alexis screamed  
at him. 
 “Alexis, it’s no big deal.” 
 “How can you just put up with people pushing you around like that?” She 
complained as she helped me pick up my stuff. 
 “Because I have such a great friend like you, and that’s all I need.” 
 “Wow, I only wish that was all I needed.”

*        *        *
 I tried to make her happy the best I could. Whenever she was down, I was 
there. Whenever she needed to get away, I took her away, I thought in my head as 
I let my feet hang off the edge of the cliff. The sun was starting to go down now,  
and I know the time is getting closer.

Friends Forever 
Bittany Stack
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*       *       *
 “I can’t take this anymore Katie,” Alexis said to me while we were sitting on the 
cliff that overlooked the ocean.  
 It was a quiet cliff that we found when we were in sixth grade. Alexis was 
having a bad day, and we went for a walk on a path down at the park in our 
neighborhood. Soon we started to hear water, and there was the cliff, our cliff. 
Since that moment, we would always go there to think and get away from  
our problems. 
 “What are you talking about?” I said to her. The air was cold and quiet. I looked 
at Alexis with worried eyes. She had been talking about how no one liked her, 
how she would be better off dead. 
 “No one wants me here. Everyone hates me.” 
 “I want you here,” I said to her, looking at her as she was staring into the falling 
sun. “You’re my best friend, and I don’t know what I would do without you.”
She looked at me, her face emotionless. I couldn’t think of anything else to say. 
She was the only person I could talk to about the hard things. The only person 
who ever listened to me. 
 “Your friendship means the world to me, Katie. You’re the only person in life 
who has ever cared about me, and for that I will forever be grateful.” We stood up 
and she gave me a big hug. “We will be friends forever,” she whispered in my ear. 
We let go of each other, and I turned to take the long path home. Alexis turned 
the other way back towards the cliff. 
 “You comin’, Alexis,” I asked her, wondering what she was doing. 
 “Not yet, I want to watch the sun go all the way down.” 
 “Okay, I’ll see you tomorrow.”  She didn’t say anything back, but I still turned 
and walked away. 
 All the way home, my stomach felt weird. It was like something was pulling me 
back to the cliff. I ignored this feeling, thinking I was causing it. I continued home 
and when tomorrow came around I wished I had gone back to the cliff. 
 Alexis’s mom said she never came home. When the cops came and questioned 
me, I told them where I had left her. They found her body at the bottom of the 
cliff in the water. The cops had no explanations, but I did.  I told my mom how 
Alexis had been feeling about life. How she was teased every day, how I was the 

cont. Friends Forever•Brittany Stacks
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only friend she ever had. I told my mom how Alexis thought she had nothing to 
live for. I also told her about how Alexis was acting that night at the cliff. 
 “Mom, this is all my fault,” I said to her as she took me in her arms and I started 
to cry. 
 “Oh no, Katie, this has nothing to do with you.” 
 “I couldn’t stop her. I wasn’t convincing enough to make her think  
any different.” 
 “You did everything you could, Dear. You had no idea she was going to 
commit suicide.” 
 “But there were signs,” I said pushing away from her. My face was wet with 
warm tears. I could feel a lump rising in my throat. “I shouldn’t have left her there 
alone. Something in my gut told me to go back, and I just ignored it.” Tears started 
to pour out of my eyes as I fell on to the couch.  
 “You could not have known what she was planning on doing. Alexis saw an 
opportunity to do what she thought was the only thing she could do. It had 
nothing to do with you.” 
 “How could she just leave me here?” 
 “Knowing Alexis, I bet that was the hardest thing of all to do.” 
 That was what my mom left me with as she left the room.

*        *        *
 The sun was almost completely gone, as I put my feet to the edge of the cliff. 
 “You left me all alone because you were teased and felt like you had nothing to 
live for,” I whisper in the wind. I look down at the rocks imagining what they felt 
like. “You left me here and now I’m the one who’s teased, the one who hates life. 
I’m in your shoes, and now I know why you did what you did.” I close my eyes 
letting the noise of the water, the sound of birds, and the cool air take over  
my mind. 
 “Hey Katie, you coming,” I hear a voice call from behind me. I turn around and 
seen my friend Jenny by the woods line. 
 “Ya, I’m comin’,” I yell back. I take a couple steps away from the edge then turn 
back. “We will be friends forever,” I said in a hushed voice. Then I went to where 
Jenny was standing. We started the long walk home, to a life that I was not ready 
to leave yet.

cont. Friends Forever•Brittany Stacks
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 The conversation eventually came to a lull. The two sat side by side on the 
bleachers staring across the field, trying to make out the chain link fence on 
the other side but losing it in the blanket of night. The boy sat unnaturally 
close to the girl, like old friends would sit next to one another on nights such 
as this. He became instantly aware of their elbows almost touching, feeling the 
hair on his arm stand on end and intertwine with hers in a windswept melody 
of movements. His mind kept jumping back and forth from that small space of 
air between their skin, to the lurching in his stomach that was making his 
palms sweat. He tried to slow his breathing, but the sound of her breath in the 
cool night air would cause him to forget.  
 She was aware of their closeness as well, feeling the heat from his skin 
radiate outward onto her arm. She wanted to glance down and see how close 
they actually were but was afraid to ruin whatever silent moment they were 
now sharing in the absence of conversation. Her mind was racing, and she 
didn’t know why, stopping on a brief piece of their whispered talks from 
earlier, before flitting off to other words they shared the night before. Two days 
before. A week before. Playing over the conversation they just had, she began 
looking for something to work with, to start more talking, so she could hear 
how his words broke on the weight of the night that seemed to wrap itself 
around them. She could only form short, punctuated sentences in the far 
reaches of her mind, in a place she hadn’t been since she was a little girl; all the 
things she wanted to say were jumbled up, like cards spilled on the floor. She 
painstakingly began to form a sentence in her mind, rolling the words around 
in her head to ensure they sounded planned, articulate. Slowly sucking in the 
night air, filling her lungs with anticipation, she found the courage to turn 
towards him. 
 The lurching in his stomach wouldn’t stop, and he could feel the dampness 
of his palms as he pressed his fingertips into them. His stomach constantly 
feeling like it was plummeting on a roller coaster, he began to feel a panic, a 
panic he’d never felt before. In a flash, it dissolved and was replaced with 
something different. A drive. A desire. The sudden need to bridge this gap 
between himself and the girl. In movements not his own, 
he turned towards her at the exact same time as she to him and he saw briefly, 

Summer Night Moxie 
Brent Markowski
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her mouth forming the first syllable of a word he would never hear. In 
seconds, her face was cradled in his hands, and he could differentiate instantly 
between the temperatures of her hair and of her face. His hands slid around 
the back of her head until his fingertips met, and by then he was drawing 
himself to her lips, smelling her sweet breath just before they met. In that 
instant, all tensions, all anxiety, were released, and he relaxed his body, settling 
into himself as he felt her cool lips on his. 
 It happened so quickly, a mixture of surprise and relief. In seconds, she 
succumbed to his advances, not fighting but now instead, pulling him into her. 
She could feel his body relax against hers as if a great weight had been lifted. 
She found herself turning into him, giving him access to her entire body, if he 
wanted it. Her hands went slowly from her lap to his sides, as she felt his arm 
wrap around her, pulling her into him. He kept his right hand in her hair and 
played his fingers across the back of her neck as one would when becoming 
familiar with an instrument not played in some time. This elicited a slight 
whimper, and she felt herself smile into his mouth and was embarrassed only 
briefly until she felt him return the smile and pull away for a moment. She 
eyed him curiously, as she watched his eyes roam over her face, taking it all in. 
She then locked her eyes on his mouth, anticipating its next move. She didn’t 
give him a chance to plan ahead and took matters into her own hands, leaning 
in towards him. 
 At first it was her lips; they were the perfect combination of cool and moist. 
He could taste her breath, sweet and warm in his mouth. Any internal 
conflicts he had prior to changing the course of their friendship were wiped 
clean with the simplest of noise that emanated from her throat. He felt her lips 
twinge in a nervous smile, and they separated slightly, finally giving him the 
chance to look at her in a new light. He studied her face in the moonlight, 
taking in the way the night cast its shadows over her mouth and nose, 
accentuating her eyes in a strip of unbroken light. It was her eyes that did it to 
him; he found them to be his Kryptonite. They were a deep water blue, almost 
gray but not quite. Staring into them, he tried to lose himself but found it was 
too late. How they smiled at him, beckoning him to her. He watched them 
dart back and forth over his face, but never making contact with his, allowing 

cont. Summer Night Moxie•Brent Markowski
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him to study them, to memorize them because no matter where life brought 
him from here, he wanted those eyes to always be in his mind. He found 
himself falling before he even realized what was happening, the kind of 
childish feeling you get when you realize you both share the same taste in 
cartoons or the same color crayon. That was the foundation, for what though, 
he wasn’t sure, nor did he care. Before he knew it, she was coming back 
towards him, ready to finish what they started. 
 It was something so familiar, yet so distant, kissing this boy. The butterflies 
were gone for the moment, replaced by warm thoughts, sending shivers down 
her spine. She found herself escaping this moment briefly, her mind fluttering 
away to the distant past, wondering how she came to be here with him, this 
same boy that she found herself staring at some twenty years ago while he had 
his head buried in the television. He was her first crush, as much as she could 
remember, and she held him in such high regard, always comparing other 
boys to him, even after he moved away. She would constantly find herself 
wondering what ever became of that boy in the Ninja Turtle t-shirt. Now here 
she was, tangled up with him on a set of bleachers with nothing around them 
but the night sky. 
 By now, they were both comfortable enough with each other to let their 
hands roam where they pleased. He could feel the heat of her skin through her 
shirt and her cool hands through his. Wrapping his arm tighter around her 
waist, he pulled her into him more and ran the fingers of his left hand through 
her hair, feeling the air cooled strands cascade through his fingers like water. 
He inhaled as he kissed her and savored her smell, vanilla and jasmine. He was 
completely and utterly lost in the moment, surprised at both his initial action, 
and the simplicity with which she complied. His mind wandered to their late 
night conversations, spoken in whispers over the phone, sexual subtleties 
mingled with the kind of questions asked between two people who are just 
getting to know each other again, for the second time. It was obvious this was 
the direction their relationship was heading, not too soon and not too late, 
rather right on time, with both parties waiting  patiently. 

cont. Summer Night Moxie•Brent Markowski
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 Time moved all around them, aging trees, destroying stars and maturing 
wildlife hidden in the shadows. Then, as quickly as it happened, time stood 
still and the silence was deafening. In a mutual understanding, the two pulled 
apart, this time settling into each other, with her leaning against him and his 
arm draped across her front, tracing small figure-eights on her shirt, just 
above her navel. They sat in silence, both replaying the last several minutes 
over and over in their heads. The boy felt drawn to her now more than ever, 
and the girl, her butterflies were back. He leaned over and kissed the top of her 
head, the scent of her hair wafting up to meet him as he did so. As he 
absentmindedly continued to trace his fingers on the thin fabric of her shirt, 
she brought hers up to his and danced her fingertips over his skin, feeling the 
bend in each knuckle, lost in her desires of what she wanted those fingers to 
do. No words were exchanged for fear of soiling the moment. Instead, the girl 
sat up and looking at him and smiled. It was a smile she was unable to give for 
such a long time, it was long overdue and he knew this, returning one quite 
similar. In an unspoken agreement they both stood, and on wobbly legs, made 
their way down the bleachers. 
 He held his hand out for her and she grabbed it as she stepped down onto 
the grass. Making their way side by side to the gate, he guided her through 
first, then as he followed suit, the desire struck him again. Unsure if he would 
ever get another chance like this with her, and not wanting to risk finding out, 
he grabbed her arm and turned her toward him. She stumbled with the 
sudden change of direction and a sound of surprise escaped her lips as she 
once again found herself in his arms. Knowing where this was leading, she 
succumbed to his wishes, pushing herself into him, catching him off guard, 
causing them both to stumble backwards. They separated briefly to laugh 
before he held her waist and changed their position, backing her into the chain 
link fence. Grabbing the top of the fence, he pulled himself into her, trapping 
her between the fence and him. She grabbed his face with her hands and 
another whimper escaped her throat, this time no smile followed, she was too 
focused on what his mouth was doing to her. Her hands were everywhere, 
pulling him into her, moving from his face to his forearms before finally 

cont. Summer Night Moxie•Brent Markowski
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settling around his waist. He could feel the heat from her body and removing 
his hands from the fence ran them up under the back of her shirt, feeling her 
skin for the first time. 
 The sudden coldness of his hands startled her and she jumped slightly, 
catching her breath in her throat. It only took seconds for her body to 
acclimate to his hands on her and she pushed back into him, kissing him more 
forcibly now, invigorated with desire and new emotions this boy of the past 
stirred within her. The night was waning on and lust was in the air, but neither 
knew just how far the other was willing to go. The boy was lost in the disbelief 
of what was happening, surprised that he was able to get this far with a girl 
that just thirty minutes ago was discussing the chores she wished her husband 
would do. His mind was suddenly brought back to reality as she bit his lower 
lip, just enough to refocus his attention to her. She smirked as he pulled his 
head away, his eyes and smile betraying his mock surprise. 
 Pausing again briefly, they shared a smile and their lips met once more. This 
time, he decided to be more daring and slid his hands around to her stomach, 
stepping back just enough to give his fingers room to move. He cautiously slid 
his hands upward, feeling her stomach lurch with anticipation. In moments, 
his fingertips found the under wire of her bra and with little hesitation, pushed 
past the boundary. She gasped slightly as she felt his hands slide up inside her 
bra, cupping her breasts. They sank into each other against the fence and she 
felt his weight press against her. He then slid his fingers over her nipples and 
alongside her breasts, stopping with his thumbs just over the erect nubs. The 
sound again, escaped from her throat, the whimper he was now beginning to 
attribute as a sign that she liked where this was going, where they were going. 
She was breathing heavily now, excited by the unexpected change of course. 
 His hands lingered briefly inside her bra, enjoying the feeling of her skin, of 
her excitement, as their tongues danced in one another’s mouths. Before 
exiting her bra, he boldly ran his fingers slowly over her nipples again, excited 
at the excitement he was causing her body, and at the excitement her body was 
causing him. Sliding his hands out of her bra and down her stomach, he pulled 
her shirt back down as he removed his hands from her skin. He now held her 

cont. Summer Night Moxie•Brent Markowski



14 River Voices Summer/Fall2013

face once more as he pushed himself into her and held the kiss, tasting the 
inside of her mouth. In minutes, they broke the kiss and stared at each other, 
both smiling, both happy where they wound up. Without a word, they began 
making their way back through the dark to their vehicles, his fingers seeking 
hers out as they walked in silence, knowing a door had just been opened, one 
that neither of them had any intention of closing.

cont. Summer Night Moxie•Brent Markowski
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With her heart in his coffin, she fights back tears,
This terrible fate has confirmed all her fears
A single tear escapes from her stone-like face,
In the midst of the mourners, she feels out of place
 
He drank one too many, and didn’t go far,
Sped around a sharp corner, straight into a car
Not only does he pay, butthose who surround,
The feelings engulf her as she stares at the ground
 
She slips away, quietly, ducks around a brick wall,
She looks at his class ring, and the tears start to fall
She loved him so much, the wound cuts like a knife,
She weeps for what could have been, with the love of her life
 
Regaining composure, she heads back to the crowd,
In time to hear his mother say “he would have made us proud”
The words rang throughout her, as she tried to be brave,
Tear by tear escapes as he’s lowered in the grave
 
A life filled with promise, so easily can it end,
The burden of guilt so heavy, her heart will never mend
She was there at the party, she’d tried to take his keys
If only she hadn’t believed him when he said “I’m fine. Please?”

He’s Gone 
Jennifer Merriot
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 Dear Mom, 
  I guess you already know by now about Natalie and me. I know you’re 
really angry with me and that you don’t want to be around me anymore. I’m 
sorry, I wish you didn’t hate me because of what I am. I wish you hadn’t said 
how I wasn’t your daughter anymore. A part of me even wishes I could change 
so that you would still love me. But that wouldn’t be right, because I’m proud 
of what I am. Rather you like it or not Mom, I love Natalie and she loves me. If 
you’d only get to know her! But I guess you’ve made it clear about not meeting 
any of my “friends.” The only way I know how to make you understand is to 
tell you about me and Natalie. I hope you’ll give me a chance and just read this 
instead of ripping it up like you did with all the cards I made you when I was 
little. Yeah. I saw the stuff in the trash. I know you’re hurt, but you’re hurting 
me as well, for something that isn’t wrong or bad or sick or whatever people 
call it these days. I’m lesbian. I’m proud of that. I feel so happy to have Natalie 
in my life, and if it hurts you to think that I can love someone then maybe all 
this is pointless. But here it is anyway.  
 Natalie and I met at the County Fair, we hung around the horses and started 
talking. Afterwards I called her. I think we both knew when we met how the 
other person felt, but we acted like we were just friends. I learned a whole lot 
of things from Natalie, like how to cook Turkish foods (her family originates 
from there), what her favorite color is and the music she likes. The first time 
we got together we peppered one another with questions. The moment I met 
her I wanted to know everything about her. I wish you knew how much she 
means to me Mom, I wish you could see her. She has long brown hair and 
tan skin, she’s short, but taller than me. She has a wonderful laugh and such 
beautiful eyes. Does that disgust you? That I find a girl so pretty? She’s smart, 
too, Mom, and talented, she’s training to be a ballerina. It’s a lot of hard work, 
and the teachers are grueling, but she is so good.  
 The first time I saw her dance it was like a dream coming to life. A black 
and white dream bursting into color. Sometimes I’d have to catch my breath 
and wonder what she saw in me, and if maybe it was the same thing I saw 
in her. I think it was too, I brought my cello to her house a couple times and 
played for her, and she loved it. Her parents would stand in the doorway and 

Loving Natalie 
Jennifer Lance
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smile at us. I knew that they knew about us, that we loved one another, but 
they made it seem okay. I stopped feeling bad that I liked girls. The more time 
I spent with Natalie and her family, the more I loved her.  
 I think it was a few weeks after we met when I started thinking about 
kissing her. The thought scared me to death, and yet I wanted to so badly. It 
was almost a month later before we actually did get around to our first kiss. 
We were washing dishes in her kitchen and tossing bubbles back in forth, just 
being silly. She was leaping from one side of the room to the next to avoid 
getting hit by suds. I remember thinking then, in the middle of our laughing, 
how beautiful she looked, the wiry muscle on her proof of the fact she was 
a dancer, that and she stood with her feet splayed out. I always teased her 
about that. When she pirouetted to my side to grab the dish towel from me as 
punishment for me dousing her with dishwater, I couldn’t stop myself. 
 I’d never kissed anyone before, but it seemed natural and right to put my 
arms around her and to feel her mouth on mine. I know you hate me for 
saying that Mom, but that’s how it is, and right then I stopped fearing the fact 
that I was gay. Or that she might not feel the same because Natalie kissed  
me back. We were a little shy with one another when we pulled away. We both 
knew we couldn’t go back to being just friends and neither one of us wanted  
to be.  
 “What are your parents going to say?” I asked her, pretending to be very 
interested in drying a dish, while inside I never wanted to look away from her. 
Natalie tilted her head, smiling a little, “they know what I am already. They’ll 
be happy for me, they like you.” I couldn’t help thinking of you, Mom, and 
what you would think but I knew I couldn’t share that with Natalie. “I love 
you.” I told her. Her eyes lit up in that special way they did for me, “Oh Beth, I 
love you too.” she whispered. 
 After that day, I didn’t want to hide anymore. Natalie and I held hands in 
public, we kissed even and we didn’t care what people said. I would watch all 

cont. Loving Natalie•Jennifer Lance
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cont. Loving Natalie•Jennifer Lance

her ballet performances, and she would come to all my music recitals. Even 
though some people were mean and stopped talking to me or her because of 
the fact we were gay, we weren’t upset. I think falling in love with one  
another made us fall in love a little with the world, even a world that hates  
us sometimes. 
 So you see Mom, I still love you, even if you hate me. But it’s hard you know, 
I want so much for you to accept what I am, be proud of me for standing up 
to those who want to tell me that this is wrong, be pleased that I’m living my 
life. I want you to be happy that I’m in love with a wonderful person, the most 
wonderful person in the whole world and that her name is Natalie. 
          
        Love,
         Beth

Photograph by Deb Proctor
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Sitting in the back seat of my car
sometimes, I know you do because it
feels like someone is kneeing me in the back
of my mind and I think of you.
And I think of how we would 
have been friends for a long time
because we think the same way 
about the universe and the way it pulls.
And I think of how we should 
have been friends for a long time
because even though we grew
apart, we knew it was just a phase.
And I think of how we could
have been friends for a long time
because you grew out of your wild
child ways and I came out of my shell.
And I think of how I saw you
a week before. We smiled and were happy
to see one another again and I thought
we would, should, become friends again.
And I think about the day that for
some reason or another on your way
to work you smashed into another car.
Head on.
And I think about the three weeks we waited
for the news we did not want to hear 
and I think that maybe it’s selfish of me to grieve
someone I hardly knew anymore.
But then I feel you kicking 
at the back of my mind 
and I know that it’s okay
and I focus on the road again.

I Can Feel You 
Robin Lehner
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We had long waited for your arrival, 
our plans for you were many.

We were overwhelmed with love and joy,
that day when you came into our lives, and
made us a family.

You were like a tiny precious rosebud, given to us, 
to watch develop through your lifetime,
like the unfolding of a rosebud as it
opens to full bloom.

We were delighted with joy the first time
 you opened your eyes, recognized us and 
smiled, as if knowing you belonged here, and
we were family. 

We were thrilled watching you grow, reaching
 out to us, with arms wide open, 
 rolling your shoulders up to your ears, and
 smiling at us, you drew us deep into your soul, and 
 we were family.
 
One day, while you were sleeping, when just three months old,
the angels came, they whispered your name; 
you followed them. Leaving us,
with empty hearts, hands and tear soaked clothes.

The joy we had is gone forever, 
for the little rosebud we once were given, 
we will never see reach full bloom.

The family we had become 
will only be together,
someday,
in Heaven.

Her Life was Like a Rosebud
Bonnie Vokits
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I drink up the whiskey breath
that you send barreling towards me 
after an angry day of smashing liquor bottles
against the ceiling and falling asleep 
with our tongues sticking out of our mouths
like we were catching snow flakes 
inside our damp little world.
Next to me on the bedside table
there are ripped out pages of your bible
where you went searching for the god
you left there as a child.
I will remind you in the morning
of how you thumbed through the pages 
searching for the story of the prodigal son,
but settled half way into Psalms
to recite something your father once read you.
I told you that “you are not like him”
but even when you’re sober 
you still have trouble remembering that.
Before I close my eyes to drink in the last swig
of you, I say a prayer to the water spot on the ceiling.
I tell it “do not get involved with us” as you have
prayed many times before.  
I say, “the bread is molding on the counter and we
have traded our pure water 
for holy holy wine.”

Life Inside The Rusty Garden
Hannah Forner
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Your heart undoes its jacket,
It sheds itself from your sleeves.

You fought so hard to keep it protected
And not allow it to wander into traffic.

So tell me,

Was it worth the bedsores it developed
From staying perfectly still?

That heart didn’t move a beat,
Straightjacket still.

Was it worth the cage wounds it had marked
Along its lining and up and down the collar

From living in a vase of steel
To keep it safe?

Your heart is busting zippers,
Ripping buttons,
Unstitching itself

To plow into busy streets
Of love,

That you kept it from.

You should have known it would fracture your fabric fist,
You sought to muffle it,

Wrapping it inside your shirt.
Nevertheless it heard and wanted loose,

It tore seams,
Mangled lacing,

It unstitched itself,

And went free.

Mending
Jennifer Lance
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The grace with which you ran, 
the effortless motions, 
a dance of sorts, 
to which no one knew the steps, 
but you.     
The power of your running, had majestic movements, 
like those of a galloping stallion.
Defenses feared the beast 
they had to face, 
when you were running.
Broken ankles, stiff arms, dead legs, and other moves, that made would be 
tacklers look ridiculous.
The Hall called your name, 
now; forever; 
you will be remembered, among the best of all time.
You were the best.
Then, your body attacked you, liver failure.
A tragedy. 
A body once strong enough to handle the force of a 300-pound tackle, degraded 
to an unrecognizable shell, of its former self.
Some have tried to tarnish your legacy, saying you had suicidal thoughts, abused 
pain medication, and had a troubled family situation.  
These attacks will fall mute, on the ears of your true fans. 
Your legacy remains.
As your name adorns awards and schools. 
Walter Jerry ‘Sweetness’ Payton

Sweetness 
Jerome Shaner
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A beautiful morning,
golden sunshine promising a glorious day.
Hurrying to be off
but taking time to smile and laugh.
We shared another happy moment.

Busy at work,
oblivious to the chaos taking place at home.
That frantic phone call
telling me to come to the hospital.
How did I not know?

Sitting in the emergency room,
waiting to see my mom.
Suddenly being told
there isn’t any hope; too late.
Nothing can be done.

Finally I can go in the room.
Talking, begging her to hold on.
She opens her eyes,
squeezes my hand.
Then she is gone again.

Doctors telling me things:
Options that really aren’t options.
Family and friends with me.
I must decide.
I have to let her go.

The Last Day 
Sheli Kesteloot
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cont. The Last Day•Sheli Kesteloot

We each take a turn
trying to say everything still unsaid.
To say goodbye,
to thank her
for every day, for everything.

Part of me is numb now,
knowing what I have to do
but not wanting to.
I don’t what to be an adult right now;
I want to be a child again.

I say “I love you”
one last time,
promise I will be all right.
She squeezes my finger.
Telling me it’s OK to let her go?

And just like that
she is gone.
My mom, my hero, my best friend.
How did this day go so wrong?
How can I hurt this much?

A beautiful afternoon.
Golden sunshine setting on a horrible day.
Not wanting to go home
to the empty house.
Where we shared so many laughs and smiles.
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 The sun was blistering hot, melting even the butterflies that flew too close. As 
I looked up at the sky, I was blinded by the rays of sunshine pouring on my face. 
Sweat began to drip from the pores in my forehead, threatening my pure white 
skin. 
 “Annie!” my neighbor Mary called out to me from a few feet away. “Are we 
playing hopscotch or not?” she asked snottily. 
 Mary, who was almost a year older than me, didn’t seem to notice the sun 
existed at all. 
 “Well?!” she questioned impatiently. 
 I had been staring hazily at the sky for what seemed like three hours while I 
waited for her to draw our game on the sidewalk in front of my house. 
 “Yeah. I’m ready. Let’s go,” I said, pretending not to be affected by the 200 
degree weather. 
 But before we could begin our game, a familiar sound struck the 
neighborhood. Was it a siren? No. No, it couldn’t be that. As the sound grew 
louder, its identity was uncovered. 
 “Of course it is!” I shouted. 
 It was a block away now. I could hear it fast approaching. 
 “Do you suppose they have cherry?” I turned to ask Mary with a large grin. 
 “Do you suppose it’s free?” she answered sarcastically. 
 Before I could think of a response, a large white van pulled around the corner 
onto Fifth Street, the street I called home. The sound grew closer, until finally, 
it was right before my eyes. A man appeared before a large window on the side 
of the van. It seemed dark in there. The sun affected my eyes more than I had 
thought. I stood on my tippy toes to try and sneak a peek. Excitement filled my 
stomach with butterflies.
“Hello little girls,” he said with a friendly smile, “How’s about a treat on this warm 
day? Huh? How’s about it? You do like treats, don’t cha?”
“No thanks,” Mary answered with one eyebrow raised, “My mother told me not to 
talk to strangers.”
“Oh! But I am not a stranger! Just an honest man,” he replied with a smirk.
“Do you have cherry popsicles?” I asked with anticipation.

Ice Cold Cherry Popsicles 
Chelsey Dunmore
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“Well, of course I do!” he replied enthusiastically, “Only one dollar for you  
my dear.”
“Oh,” I looked down at my feet. I could feel the heat engulfing my body. “I don’t… 
I don’t have any money,” I stuttered.
“That’s okay,” he smiled. “How’s about it’s on me.”
“Really?!” I shouted happily in disbelief.
“Come,” he said quietly. “Come inside where the air’s cool. You can have your 
popsicle in here. Come,” he said assuringly. “Won’t that be a treat?”
I smiled. I looked up at the sun one last time. I couldn’t get over how butterflies 
could melt.

cont. Ice Cold Cherry Popsicles•Chelsey Dunmore

Photograph by Deb Proctor
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Take the pain, the anger, the remarks, insults, threats
Take all of it, and seal it in a jar.
A glass jar.
Let the pressure build within until your lowest point, 
When you’re stuck and screaming.
Let the pressure overpower you, 
Let it explode, Let it shatter.
Let it force you to the top
Where you look below as the splinters of glass
Fall on all those who hurt you, and are trying to reach you
And pull you down again.
Be assured they cannot touch you now.
Their faces are so small, 
But their expressions are clear.
Watch as their power by words disappears
Into the smog below your mountain top.
Notice, and appreciate what it took to get you here. 
You may be alone, but you are strong.
You’re okay, you will be alright.
The sun is rising,
Bursting through the darkness,
 And you are the only one who can see it now.
Watch and breathe in with the deepest satisfaction
When you realize life is what you make it, 
And from up here,
It is beautiful.
My blue skies.

My Blue Skies 
Kellie Crowell
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Everything was about appearances,
I got the marks to prove it.

Shallow breath,
it circles in my lungs,

Makes its nest somewhere in my throat,
half between a cry

And excuses.

At the door your shadow crept unseen,
I let it in with the dirt and insects.

You smelled new and like someone else
owned you.

I didn’t own myself.

The laugh inside the yellow room,
the cry inside the red.

As if one house could fill
these spaces that broke between us.

“I’ll be good,”
I whispered,

“please, I’ll be good.”
But no difference could be made

with that hard knot inside my soul,
Replicable as paper.

Panic knew its stumbling ways through my veins,
I couldn’t sleep soundly

next to you,
I could only cry when you told me to hold it in.

And the rage inside the blue room
transferred to the beige.

Outside this innocent monster home
somebody must have seen the sweetness

between us.

Because everything was about appearances.

Pretend it Doesn’t Hurt 
Jennifer Lance
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I remember sitting at the top
of the staircase and watching the smoke
blow out from that room. The one where you
and my father would go to share long drags
and talk about things I didn’t understand
at the time. And I remember after you
came upstairs, I snuck down
to the basement and shook up
your ash tray, swished  it in my hands
like a goldfish bowl and watched the pale
white bodies swim circles round
 and round in their own broken flakes of grey.
And I remember how I picked up 
that hot bent cigarette, still stained
with your cheap mauve lipstick. And I,
(like mothers do) put it to my mouth
and sucked up that sweet
toxic nectar. It was hard
to be you, to breathe like you. It hurt.
Mother, I remember sifting through my blood,
our blood,
to find the parts of you that are drowning 
in me. Hoping that I could scoop them out of my veins
and drop their wet bodies into your ash tray, hear them
kill the coal tip of the last cigarette
you ever smoked. Mother, with your healthy supply
of cancers, breathe me out 
so that I can forgive you.

Smoke Child 
Hannah Forner
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I don’t see any lights at the end of any tunnels,
I see crushed dreams and wasted potential slowing swirling down the drain,
Whenever I’ve faced things head-on all that changed was my face,
Bruised from running into brick walls,
From trying to change the impossible,
You don’t like change and you don’t like me,
Nudging, coaxing, reminding you to do good,
To be good,
But you don’t care, 
You’d rather die than change,
So I stay quiet and watch you wreak havoc on the world,
While I silently,
Dutifully,
Follow in your wake,
Picking up the messes you made.

The world grew up fast
 
 and became old and withered.

I wonder if it knows how 
   to laugh anymore?

Lately, 
 as boys stand in line 
  to lose their hair 
   and get guns, 

I wonder if all it knows
   is how to die.

The Shadow’s Lament 
Samantha Breza

The World is a Patriot 
Jennifer Lance
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I’ve nuzzled my head into many different chests, in hope to find Love.
It seemed like I did find Love, some of the time, at least…
I thought for those moments,
I had found what I had so desperately sought, though I felt in my heart, shame 
and regret.
I let Love envelope me in his embrace, so I could forget reality, momentarily. 
And I did.
I taught myself that, anyone could be…  Anyone was the one for me. 
And so with every kiss, I missed what was right in front of me.
For it was never Love that I had lain with but always someone else…
My oldest friend, my constant chameleon companion…
I should have recognized him but I did not.
I didn’t know then that I had never met Love.

I never wanted to be alone for fear that I would yet again land in Harm’s arms.
Harm, he’s an old acquaintance of mine who visited me from time to time.
I was afraid that I would be unable to escape his clutch upon me, 
If ever our paths were to once again meet.
I would be his prey and play with me he would. 
My mind, he’d twist and torture…
Until, I no longer understood what was real and what wasn‘t.
Until I understood that I was worthless.
Harm would force me to my knees with anger or with apathy and then he’d 
leave.
And I’d pour my heart and soul onto the ground…
I would bleed. Either way, I’d end up welcoming him in again.

Someone always came, I learned. Someone always came…
Came to pick me up and put me to their use.
I was an easy target.  
I did all the right things to land myself exactly where I did not want to be.
Sometimes it seemed I had won…
Of course things only stayed so sweet and so neat for so long…
Long enough to prove to be my old friend again, not Love.

There Are No Words 
Sarah Olivas
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Attachment was his name. 
Someone who I have struggled with my entire life.
Unable to stand on my own, to the fault of no other, he became everyone…

The last time I fell, I thought I would drown but then someone found me 
again… 
He inched me up out of my medicated stupor.
I thought that he was Attachment disguised by my own eyes yet again.
He was just too good to be true…
He was so different from anyone that I had ever met before.
For once, I questioned the authenticity of his identity.
I had come to believe that he could not be real.
I waited to see, Who he would turn out to be.
As it turns out, I was swept off my feet…

To my surprise, Love had found me, at last.
And I could not believe that I had ever mistaken him.
He was everything he was said to be. 
He was kind. He was strong. He was giving. He was caring. He was Love…
He was nothing like those I had spent so many nights with.
Though the choices that I made were far less than honorable, 
I would make them again, knowing that I would be led to him in the end. 
The Love of my life found me, and I can never justly convey all the he means 
to me.
There are no words for such things…There are no words…

cont. There Are No Words•Sarah Olivas



35River Voices Summer/Fall 2013

I am something so valuable,
I put gold, silver and gems to shame.
So valuable, yet so simple,
Kind of like my name.

You can never acquire more of me,
All you have is what you’ve already got.
To use me well and wisely,
Is something most people are early taught.

If you wish to show someone you really care,
That they are worth something to you,
Give a portion of me to them,
--Not many people do.

It will mean a lot to them,
More than they let on.
If you give them what you can,
Before your chance is gone. 

To give away something you’ll never get back,
Means more than any fleeting rhyme.
Just spend me on people that you love,
And tell them you gave them your time.

Time 
Katelyn Neville
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‘Tis due to love of the old bard, Shakespeare,
or else the Bible, as reduced by James --
perhaps the quill of Donne (of course, Marvell)
addeth a scratch or two to the refrain --
that English, infamously bastard tongue,
itself resoundeth in mine ear most pure
when passed, as through the loins of time’s long trials,
in semblance of the forms its fathers bore.
Though, as an ever-weaving tapestry,
the braided beanstalk of its fam’ly tree
incorporates, these days, an industry
of revolutions in publicity,
it twines into the sky around a core
of texts and tricks we’ll play forevermore

There she sits my temptress, my vixen
She distracts me day and night
Her face a mirror to the world
A look at all there is
Secret glimpses and blatant stares
She lights my darkness, this elusive creature
So alive her electric pulses
Sending beats and rhythms across the room
She changes to my commands
Her every whim my desire
Unable to resist the pressure of my hand
Each touch of her button changes
Moods and themes like fever dreams
So hard to leave her hypnotized
As if by a thousand eyes
But she cannot always be
So with a gentle sigh I simply
Turn off my T.V.

Good Ol’ English 
Kwame James

Temtress 
Eric Stark



38 River Voices Summer/Fall2013

 The doors swung open soundlessly on well-oiled hinges. The prisoner, 
shackled at the wrists and ankles, shuffled into the chamber. He was clad 
in a faded grey jumpsuit that was two sizes too large for his thin frame. His 
disheveled hair was greasy from being too long unwashed. His face sported 
nearly a week’s worth of unshaven whiskers. There were dark circles around 
his sleep-deprived eyes. He was flanked by two silent men wearing shining  
golden badges. The pistols strapped to their legs were as black as their 
uniforms but stood out like blood on a sheet. The guards closed the doors 
behind them and took their stations on either side of it, staring ahead with 
obedience. The only sound was the clinking of chains as the prisoner made his 
slow, limping way toward the end of the room. The black-robed judge stared 
down at him from the elevation of the bench. A small table sat directly in front 
of and below the bench. An older man in a blue suit sat at this table, his back 
to the judge. He watched the prisoner with a neutral expression. The room was 
otherwise empty. 
 The prisoner stopped at the metal chair opposite the man at the table. “Sit 
down,” the judge ordered, gesturing in the general direction of the vacant seat. 
The prisoner sat and put his hands in his lap. A spotlight burst to life directly 
above him, shining down on him and making him wince. The red Recording 
light blinked on next to the lens of the video recorder in front of the judge. 
The judge took down the topmost folder of a thick stack and opened it. He 
shuffled through the papers within. “You are Vernon Tyrone Ellison, also 
known as Prisoner 972-886-442-E, age twenty-seven, born to Mr. and Mrs. 
Edward Calvin Ellison on August 15th, 2042 at 7:48 a.m. at St. Mary’s Hospital 
in Madison, Wisconsin, schooled at Crestwood Elementary School, Hamilton 
Middle School, and East High School, employed from June 20th, 2060 until 
October 30th, 2069 at Sterling Engineering in Greendale, Wisconsin, never 
married, no children, one older sister, Laurie Kay Hartnell, married with two 
children, James Roger and Margaret Haley, to Percy Eric Hartnell, all of whom 
currently reside in Cleveland, Ohio, mother and father both still residing in 
Madison?” 

Nothing to Hide 
William Rezny
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 “He is,” the man at the table said immediately, staring into Ellison’s eyes. His 
hands were folded in front of him; his face was still expressionless. His soft 
voice, in stark contrast to the depth and volume of the judge’s, was almost a 
whisper. It very nearly sounded kind. 
 The judge smiled and turned to the next page of the file. “Excellent. Now 
that your identity has been verified, Mr. Ellison, let’s get down to proper 
business. You have been detained under the charges of Belligerent Resistance 
of Governmental Authority, Conspiracy to Commit Sedition, and Possession 
of Illegal Literature. How do you wish to plead to these charges?” 
 “He is guilty of all three,” the older man said. The prisoner swallowed and 
looked at him. His hands began to tremble. The older man’s eyes twitched 
slightly; he seemed to frown for a moment before his face regained its 
neutrality. 
 “Excellent,” said the judge, smiling and turning another page in the file. He 
scratched absently at his bearded cheek. “Are you now, or have you ever been, 
a member of the dissident group known as The Freethinkers?” 
 “Current member,” said the man in the blue suit. 
 Ellison glared from the man to the judge and back. “You have no right to—” 
His voice, weak and cracking, trembling like his hands, was cut off by the 
judge, who raised a hand and shook his head with a half-smile. 
 “The 2049 Supreme Court case Cartwright vs. The United States determined 
that the usage of State-appointed telepaths in any and all court proceedings 
is legal and proper. Your objections are noted, but only in that they serve to 
further implicate you, Mr. Ellison.” 
 “I want to see the evidence against me.” 
 “The Telepath Qualifications Act of 2035 requires all State-appointed 
court telepaths to only relay truthful information to government officials. By 
definition, all information given by a State-appointed telepath in a criminal 
proceeding is therefore true and genuine. Such information is considered 
evidence; furthermore, it is the only evidence that these proceedings require.” 
The judge put his hands on the bench and leaned forward. “The problem, Mr. 
Ellison, is with people like you who see their own government as a threat. We 
keep you safe and are repaid with treachery and treason. If you can’t see—” 

cont. Nothing to Hide•William Rezney



40 River Voices Summer/Fall2013

 “You can’t turn a man’s own thoughts against him!” 
 “You’re a very headstrong man, Mister Ellison, and that may be admirable, 
in a twisted sort of way, but please don’t interrupt me. The rulings have been 
made; their legality is by definition unquestionable. It’s a shame that you don’t 
understand the efficiency of the telepath program. Do you realize just how 
much more smoothly these proceedings run without the time consumed by 
attorneys’ arguments and juries’ deliberations?” He patted the foot-high stack 
of folders on the bench. “Do you see these, Mr. Ellison? I expect to get through 
each of these cases before I leave for the night. As for your objections, well, if 
there weren’t any secrets locked away in that little brain of yours that you knew 
full well would get you into this… unpleasantness, you wouldn’t have anything 
to worry about, would you? Why would anyone object to getting a court 
appearance over more quickly if there wasn’t something in there that they 
didn’t want found out, hmm? Everyone cleared of wrongdoing shows gratitude 
that his country loves him and wants to keep him safe; a little inconvenience 
is not a very high price at all for the ensured safety of the people, is it?” He 
pointed to the camera. “These proceedings are even being recorded for our 
records. Everything is being done according to the most proper laws and 
regulations. Please stop being combative. If you continue resisting, I’m afraid 
that I’ll have to have you restrained.” 
 “I won’t consent to this—” 
 “I’m afraid that your consent is neither relevant nor required, Mr. Ellison.” 
The judge turned another page. “Now, then. It has been confirmed that you 
are a Freethinker. They’ve been deemed a dissident group, as I’m sure you’re 
aware. As you may also know, the Combating Unpatriotic Activities Act of 
2029 requires that all sentences passed upon members of such groups be 
doubled. Each of your crimes carries a maximum sentence of thirty years of 
incarceration at a maximum-security detention facility. I therefore sentence 
you, Vernon Tyrone Ellison, to one hundred and eighty years’ imprisonment 
at the Federal Incarceration and Rehabilitation Compound in Annapolis, 
Maryland, during which time you will undergo mandatory psychological 
evaluation and treatment for any mental defects you may be deemed to 
possess by the State-appointed counselor at said facility. After a period of 

cont. Nothing to Hide•William Rezney
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twenty-five years, a petition for parole may be filed once every five years, 
provided that the facility’s counselor believes that your release would be in 
the best interests of the people.” He took a fountain pen from its holder and 
signed and dated the final paper in Ellison’s file. Closing the folder and moving 
it to the smaller stack on the other side of the bench, he looked at the guards 
at the door. “You may remove the prisoner to the Transportation Wing.” He 
glanced down at Ellison as he replaced the pen. “Good-bye, Mr. Ellison. Please 
bear in mind over the coming decades that what we do, we do for the good of 
our people. Remember that these are simply the consequences of your own 
unfortunate decisions in life.” 
 The guards grabbed Ellison by the arms and lifted him to his feet. The judge 
reached for the next file on the stack of pending cases, paused, and called after 
the three men as they left the room. “I’m told that the bologna sandwiches are 
quite excellent, Mr. Ellison!”

*        *        *
 The judge put the last folder on the stack of resolved cases and glanced at 
his watch. “Excellent,” he said. “I’ll be home in time for supper.” He rose to his 
feet and walked down the small set of steps to the floor. He unbuttoned his 
robe, pulled it off, and folded it over his arm. The muffled screams of the day’s 
last prisoner could still be heard through the doors. 
 The telepath stood up and ran his hands through his thinning silver hair. 
“So will I,” he said. 
 They walked to the door to the judge’s chambers. The judge opened it, and 
they stepped inside. The judge put his robe on the coatrack next to his desk. 
He opened one of the desk’s drawers and took out a bottle and a glass. “Would 
you like a drink before you go?” 
 “No, thank you, Your Honor.” He waited a moment as the judge poured a 
glass of whiskey, downed it in one swallow, refilled the glass, and put the bottle 
back in the drawer. The telepath looked at the judge. “It seems only proper to 
let you know, Your Honor, that I am strongly considering filing my retirement 
papers soon. I must admit that it is something I have been considering for 

cont. Nothing to Hide•William Rezney



42 River Voices Summer/Fall2013

quite some time now.” The judge frowned. The telepath inclined his head 
slightly. “I am nearly eighty-four years old, Your Honor. I believe that it is my 
right to step down gracefully after all these years of service.” 
 The judge waved his free hand and nodded sharply. “I know, I know. I won’t 
try to stop you. It’ll just be difficult getting used to having a new telepath in 
my proceedings, that’s all. You’ve been in service since before I even went to 
law school.” He shrugged. “To be frank, I’ve grown rather fond of you over the 
years. I’ve come to almost think of you as a friend.” 
 “Thank you, Your Honor. It has been a pleasure serving with you as well. 
I have no doubt that the Academy will provide the government with a well-
trained young telepath to take my place and serve alongside you until you 
retire.” 
 The judge smiled. “I know. But it won’t be the same.” 
 “Perhaps.” The telepath looked at the judge in silence for a moment. 
“Although,” he said with a slight knitting of his eyebrows, “for all the excellence 
of the Academy’s training, I often wonder if they can truly compensate for 
the unpredictable ethics and rebellious attitudes of the youthful mind. Some 
young telepath, not fully conditioned to accept the dictates of the State and 
not yet jaded enough to believe he cannot effect change, might not take so well 
to serving alongside a serial adulterer or someone who drowned his sister’s 
puppy because his first girlfriend left him.” 
 The judge’s eyes narrowed slightly. He cleared his throat. “I don’t 
understand.” 
 The telepath smiled and shook his head. “Nothing, Your Honor. Just an old 
man musing aloud.” He shrugged. “In any case, the Telepath Qualifications 
Act of 2035 requires all State-appointed court telepaths to only relay truthful 
information to government officials. If there are no secrets in his little brain 
that he knows would get him into any… unpleasantness, a judge would not 
need to worry about serving with youthful and idealistic telepath, would he? 
Look at the time. I should be off before I miss dinner.” He turned and opened 
the door, pausing for a moment to look back at the judge. “Good night, Your 
Honor. Pleasant dreams.”
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