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Editor’s Letter
The first time I ever heard about Nevermore was when I
stumbled upon a flier hanging in my dorm building my freshman
year. At first glance, I wondered what it would be like to be a part of
something like that, and in all my years at Franklin Pierce University,
I’ve had the opportunity to discover exactly that. From helping out
as a member of past editorial boards to becoming this semester’s
Editor-in-Chief, my years working with Nevermore is a part of my
life I know I’ll never forget.
When I was first approached about becoming Editor-inChief, it was casually mentioned to me as though it should not
have come as a surprise to me. But it did, and looking back over
this semester, I’m still astonished. Never did I ever think I’d find
myself exactly where I am, and now that I’m here, I know just how
blessed I am for every opportunity I’ve been given by the people of
this amazing school. Nevermore isn’t just a literary magazine; it’s a
legacy—our legacy, something we get to pass on—and to be given
the responsibilities of Editor-in-Chief has shown me that, one way
or another, your future will sneak up on you. Mine sure has, and I’m
loving every minute of it.
Before I conclude, I’d like to reach out and thank my Editorial
Board who came together to make this edition what it is: Brigid Klaft,
Caitlyn Mulcahy, Eryn Newman, Kyana Brizuela, and Shannon
Haynes. But most importantly, I’d like to thank Dr. Dangelantonio,
not only for this amazing opportunity but also for having faith in me
and helping me strive to be all that I can possibly be.
I hope everyone enjoys this edition of Nevermore as much as
I enjoyed bringing it to life.
Forever yours,
James Bruno
Edition-in-Chief of Nevermore

Nevermore is a student-run literary journal produced
every semester. It showcases Franklin Pierce University
students’ poems, short stories, photography, and
drawings. A new editor is selected every semester. The
editor chooses their editorial board, sets deadline dates
for submissions, creates the final journal, and
brings it to press.
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Illustration #1
Isabella Niemi
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Dear Society

Marina Sousa
Dear Society,
We are always told not to judge a book by its cover, yet
Sweetheart you are left in the haze to graze for
A perfect look of a lover,
Judgment on the size of her thighs.
Because you determine the right body weight
Pause with wide eyes to see what’s on her plate
She’s TOO fat,
She’s TOO skinny,
She wears TOO much makeup,
She bears TOO much pain
She holds a knife in her hand
Trying to get through the plastic of a barbie doll
But the string is elastic pulling her back from it all
The knife carves the word as a brand
On the front cover of her personal book
It all started with the hook
You only took what had the least pages
But you cease to understand
What I have planned
Because when I commit suicide
You will be the
First to take pride in knowingly
Reading my poetry.
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Pearly Pond

Alexandra Duddy
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Eternal Vacations
Shannon Haynes

We always dreamt we would see the stars.
The summertime adventures we had were
Close enough to take us there. From the
Sweltering hills of Virginia to the
Mount Olympus of the Badlands, we
Thought we were invincible.
That boundless freedom, the sweet taste of it
Would linger on our tongues long after we came back.
Temporarily freed from the chains of summer camp,
We soaked in the tastes of these new lands.
Most were wonderful; others were somewhat sour.
Mom and Dad reminisced in pictures, but we
Reenacted our odysseys in our four-acre yard
Determined not to cleanse ourselves of our journeys.
We were animated by our special trips; they
Were endless, like we wanted all our summers to be.
Then we grew up.
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Counting The Days
Eryn Newman

One thousand-three-hundred-sixty-six days
Ever since I’ve met you, it’s been this way
I’ll never forget your glistening gaze
Or the way we talked that September day
One-hundred-eighty-two to be exact
Days I’ve fought for you, I’m not going back
You know what they say, opposites attract
Nobody better, there’s nothing you lack
Two-hundred-twenty-one days, I’ve been gone
School and then work, that the time I’ve been on
I’m so sorry it’s taking me this long
But one day it’ll feel better than chiffon
It didn’t matter, how we counted the days
As long as you promised always to stay.
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They Pay Him Well
Betsy Kleiner

“In latest news, the influx of insect activity has been off
the charts. For years speakers have tried to put an end to pesticide
claiming it does more harm to human beings than it does the
insects themselves. With the removal of pesticides from most
American farms, there has been a clear increase of the insect
population and decrease in harvest numbers. Stay tuned to see the
full story after this break.” The old off-orange TV’s screen rippled
with fuzz as she walked by.
“Henry, what on earth are you watching?” his mother complained,
pulling her short red hair into a bun. “You’re too young for the
news to fill your head with silly ideas.”
Henry’s eyes glanced away from the screen to his mother, a
glare of distaste towards her, then back to the screen. With a pout,
he rested his chin on the small round kitchen table and stared as
the commercials slid by. Something about a speed cooker and beef
caught his ear, but it was lost when the price was mentioned. Eightyear-olds shouldn’t have money or else the bullies will get them, as
his mother would always tell him.
“Henry, you’re going to be late to school! Hurry up and
eat your cereal!” his mother demanded, throwing a few old
newspapers that had been collecting on the table out into the yard.
“Wait a sec, ok?” Henry sighed. He perked up when
the news station came back on with the pretty blonde anchor
and dashing suited reporter on a scene of a farm about thirty
miles away from his home. The finely dressed man held up his
microphone to a representative of one of the many pesticide
companies.
“I’m telling you,” the representative scratched the
microphone, his long nails digging into the foam part, making his
voice boom out the little tv speakers. His frantic eyes burned an
image into Henry’s mind. This man was clearly in distress, and if it
was like any comic books he had read, this man would be the one
telling everyone the human race was about to die off. “America’s
real problem is not chemical, but biology: hordes of insects . . . ”
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Henry jumped when his mother snapped off the TV.
“Henry!” she scolded him, “I said that was enough! Now
grab your coat and get going to school!” She rushed to the door,
gathering her things into her overly large purse. Lipstick, eyeliner,
writing pad, pencil and pen, even an umbrella could fit into her
bag with room to spare. She hurried him into the car and sped off,
getting him to school just before the bell rang. He slipped into his
classroom.
“I’m sorry I’m late, Ms. Fey,” he mumbled, stepping
heavily to his desk and taking his seat. Ms. Fey was a young
woman and loved her job very much but loved gardening even
more. So much she convinced the principal to make a greenhouse
outside of her classroom for everyone to enjoy freshly grown food.
She would take some of the class in the greenhouse to help out
occasionally.
It was around noon when Henry took out his tin Iron Man
lunch box and clunked it on the wooden desk, his mood as gloomy
as the dying rose on the windowsill. Ms. Fey crouched down next
to his desk, folding her arms together on top of it. She gave him a
sweet smile, as sweet as the same rose’s once fragrant smell.
“Why so glum, chum?” Her tone was playful, but he could
hear the concern underlying it. He shook his head, refusing to let
out what his mother called “silly ideas” that he learned from the
news. He could imagine his mother going on and on about how
“what’s on TV is never true!” and he thought Ms. Fey would react
the same if he told her. She let out a long sigh and tapped the desk
with her knuckles.
“Why don’t we go out to the greenhouse for a little bit?
Maybe the fresh air will do you some good.” She stood up, but
not without ruffling his hair first, and she headed for the door to
the yard. Most of Henry’s classmates were either in the classroom
eating or outside on the benches by the greenhouse. They all got
along in their little cliques of two or three; he was a mismatched
puzzle piece in all of them.
They marched out to the greenhouse, surrounded by glass walls “to
see the beauty on the outside and the inside,” as Ms. Fey once told
him. She unlocked the door with her silver shining key and stepped
9

in, holding it open for him to do the same before closing the door
behind them. It was truly a magnificent sight: vegetables and fruits
of all kinds growing in harmony.
“Ms. Fey, do you use pesticide on your plants?” he asked
hesitantly as she poked around the tomatoes.
“No, I never have, and that’s why I get the best crops and
the healthiest foods! Oh! Here, look, Henry!” She beckoned him
over to gaze upon the ripe, deep-red tomatoes, and he laughed at
the sight. Such a pretty color for something; he wondered if they
would make his stomach turn red after eating it.
“Can I . . . eat it?” his short mumble was stopped by a peck
against the window causing Ms. Fey to jump to attention.
“It must just be rain—there’s been dark clouds out all day.”
She spoke in a soothing tone, one he much liked. Henry nodded
in agreement and went back to eyeing the tomatoes. He felt a jolt
when another peck hit the window of the greenhouse, then another.
Ms. Fey took her attention away from the plants and to the sound.
She let out a gasp, her hand clasping over her mouth, and cried out.
“Oh my God!”
Henry whipped around to the thuds of green and brown
grasshoppers smashing themselves to death against the glass
windows. Within moments, every inch of the greenhouse glass
walls were covered in insects, dead and alive. Ms. Fey grabbed
Henry by the arm and took him to the ground, scooting underneath
a shelf of plants and holding him close to her. Tears rolled down
his cheeks as he was forced to hear the screams of his classmates
outside, his grip on Ms. Fey tightening. Then came the quiet.
For a while the greenhouse was dark and silent. The insects
blocking out all the light, and they both knew they had better
chances staying in the greenhouse than leaving to help others. The
screams were gone; the silence meant Henry’s classmates were
gone as well. He remember the representative’s words, “hordes of
insects.” He was right, they were taking over.
Time passed very slowly. Five minutes felt like ten, and
the silence started a ringing in his ears, Ms. Fey’s grip strong as
ever on his small body. Their heads jerked to the left to hear a loud
thud on the glass on the opposite side and the greenhouse cracked.
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Henry’s mind went into overload. They were going to die, they
were going to get them, and he couldn’t do anything but wait.
He closed his eyes tightly, bracing for impact as the insects broke
through and swarmed him and Ms. Fey. He watched as the bugs
crawled up her body and started to eat her. Her screams were
horrible, making him want to cover his ears. He yelled when the
bugs found him and crawled up his face to his eyes—
He pressed stop and turned to the horrified class.
“And that, kids, is why we use pesticide.” He pulled the
projector screen down and it recoiled perfectly. He tightened his
dark blue tie, content with the fear he had caused in these children.
The pesticide companies paid him well to scare people. “Any
questions?” The classroom was silent, each student attempting
to deal with the horror they were just shown. A long grin spread
across his face.
“Good.”
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Welcome Home
Alexandra Duddy
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Illustration #3
Isabella Niemi
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FPU With Mount Monadnock
Elsa Voelcker
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Descent

Shannon Haynes

It begins with a thought				
then it leads to another			
and another					

just a tiny one
and another
and another

until a whole				
tsunami
							
of them			
has swelled over
						
and swallowed		
me whole
						
I can’t breathe			
it’s too much
						
can’t come up		
for air
						
		
can’t speak
my mouth is
						
			filled with
too many
							
				words
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Bloodlines

Samantha Rose DiPietro
I’m sitting on the bathroom floor. There’s blood all over my
legs. I can still feel the steady stream of it flowing out of my body.
Every beat of my heart sends more blood spilling onto the tile floor.
I can hear every drop hitting the floor with a soft smack, adding to
the pool. I can feel my pulse everywhere. My fingers are shaking
and my head is pounding. It feels like every vessel in my brain is
pounding against my skull in Morse code, trying to send an SOS
signal that can’t be read.
The blades are somewhere on the floor beside me—
discarded paint brushes concealed under a sea of red paint spilling
from the canvas. I’ve gone too far this time. There’s too much blood.
I’m desperately pressing my hands against the jagged cuts spread
across my thigh, trying to hold back the bleeding. The room has the
distinct metallic odor of blood. There’s blood on my hands, my own
blood. I’m caught red handed and all I can think to do is to try to
stop the bleeding. My mind is spinning, I can’t think, I can barely
even breathe. I have to stop the blood. The red liquid pouring from
my veins and arteries severed in my own selfish act of misguided
defiance. But defiance from what?
I’m afraid. I’m afraid of what I’ve done and I’m afraid of
what will happen when everyone finds out. They’ll look at me
differently. I know they will ask me the same question I’ve been
asking myself: Did I want to die?
***
Sometimes I feel empty. I just don’t care. I’m like a ghost wandering
through this gray slog called life waiting to feel something. If the pain
is constant, can I really even describe it as pain?
***
The first memory I have is of the day my aunt died. I was two and a
half. It was the day before my dad’s thirty-sixth birthday. We were
all at my Nana’s house, standing around her bed. I don’t remember
her being sick. I don’t remember when she started going to chemo
or when all her hair fell out. I don’t even really remember what she
was like when she was alive or what her voice sounded like. But I
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remember when she died. I remember the pale pink paisley
comforter on her bed. I remember how emaciated and pale and
weak she looked as she laid there and asked for chocolate milk. I
remember the feeling of helplessness as I watched her take her final
breaths. I remember watching the tears fall from my family’s eyes
as they stood there and watched her die. That was the first time I
ever saw my father cry.
***
What if I don’t want to live anymore? Simple tasks like getting out of
bed in the morning seem daunting and insurmountable. I feel like I’m
drowning.
***
I’m ten years old. I’m sitting on the floor of the shower. The hot
water beats down on my body. I’m holding my grandfather’s pocket
knife in my hand. The blade, normally so thin and shiny that I can
see my reflection has fogged up from the heat of the water. For the
first time in my life, I take the sharp edge of steel and angrily hack
at my leg, making several long, deep cuts. There’s a moment before
the blood comes out where I can see the pale pinkish-white muscle
under the skin. That moment seems suspended in time, like the
world is moving in slow-motion. It’s alarming to realize that you
are staring at your own muscle tissue. The blood finally bubbles up
and stains the water with red. I watch the blood circle the drain as
it disappears into the pipes. The water spirals downward, as if its
mocking the downward spiral of my mental state. The blood tinges
the water pink. I’ve soiled the water, I’ve made it unclean. The water
stings as it washes over the fresh cuts, but I don’t care. I like the
pain.
***
It’s addictive. The sharp bite of pain from the razor blade kissing my
skin and the slow drip of blood. The cold of the razor and the warmth
of the blood. The pain inside brought to the outside and spilling over
the edge.
***
My grandfather was only about five-foot-six, but he could
command a room with just a look. When I think of him, I think of
maraschino cherries, evergreen trees, and Tabasco sauce. He loved
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his garden.
I remember the scent of the warm soil when I would help
him pick vegetables, water plants, and turn the soil over. Sometimes
I would steal the cherry tomatoes when we picked them because
those were my favorite. He would always just laugh and tell me to
have as many as I wanted.
He was in the Navy at first, and then he joined the Army.
He joined when he was sixteen. He forged his parents’ signatures so
that he could enlist. He wanted to fight for his country. He ended
up making a career out of it. He and my Nana traveled all over the
world together. He told me once that he had seen the world, but he
loved me best.
Grandpa Tunney survived the wars. He survived trench foot
and deplorable living conditions. He survived being shot at and he
survived countless nights lying awake listening to the bombs and
gunshots going off around him, wondering if he would ever make
it home to his wife and kids again. He didn’t survive the cancer. Just
like his daughter three years prior. I don’t think I even knew he was
sick until I found out he was going to die. The night my mother told
me is forever etched into my memory as one of the single worst
nights of my life. I don’t even really remember what she said to me,
but I remember crying. I cried for what felt like an eternity. I cried
until after my body had run out of tears and I was just sobbing
and gasping for breath, with the spent tears drying on my cheeks.
I prayed and begged God that he would save my grandfather. I
pleaded and prayed and made promises, but God wasn’t there.
He died on March 5th, 2005. The sudden death of someone
who meant so much to you is like no other feeling. It’s like you’re
running up the stairs, but there’s a step missing and you don’t
realize it until it’s too late. Your foot slips and you fall face first to
the ground, and you’re left trying to pick yourself up again. It’s like
your body has lost a vital organ and now it’s scrambling, trying to
find a way to function. A person who was weaved so intricately
into every aspect of your life and suddenly the fabric of your life
has been torn apart and you’re left pulling at the threads, trying to
make sense of the chaos that is left behind.
***
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It’s easy to get addicted to sadness. I’ve settled into the role of the girl
with mental illness. There’s something freeing about falling in love
with melancholy.
***
Honestly, I had spent a long time pondering how I wanted to
die. I was too young to drive, so there was no way to make it
look like an accident. I didn’t want to cause anyone around me
pain, and hanging seemed too morbid. I didn’t like the idea of
someone finding me dangling from the ceiling, suffocation having
painted my face blue. For some reason I couldn’t fathom slitting
my wrists. Besides, I had cut enough holes in my skin, death called
for something different. I had settled on pills. There was something
comforting about the thought of falling asleep and not waking up
again, of disappearing into nothingness.
I know cutting is terrible, but then again, so am I. If life doesn’t kill
you, the emptiness will. I just want to be happy. My life is like a
mirror. When it breaks, it shatters into a million unfixable shards.
***
“I’m fine. I feel fine,” I lied, sitting on the familiar old couch in the
corner of the therapist’s office, my usual perch, as far away from my
parents as possible. They mean well. They love me, but they don’t
understand. The room was decorated in the way you would expect
an elderly aunt who never had children of her own to decorate a
nursery. I don’t think that the toys and books strewn about the
room had changed since the day I started therapy almost eight
years prior.
“Any cutting?” asked the therapist, looking over the rim of
a large pair of glasses that slightly enlarged her eyes and made her
appear slightly cartoonish as she sat in a lavish armchair directly
across from me and scribbled down notes on a yellow notepad.
It always bothered me when she would flip back in the
notepad and read over notes from previous sessions while I was
sitting there. It only confirmed my belief that she only cared as
much as my parents’ money allowed her to.
“No,” I lied again. Both of my parents were looking at me,
expectantly awaiting the denial and hoping that they’d thrown
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enough money at the issue so that they won’t have to acknowledge
the deep seeded issue that there was something wrong with me.
“Any suicidal ideations?” I always hated the way she phrased
that. She made it sound so official, so false. The way she wrapped
it up into a neat bow of “ideations,” enraged me. Why couldn’t she
just say what she really meant? Was I planning on taking a bottle of
pills and letting my little brother find my lifeless corpse lying in the
bathtub?
“No.”
***
I can always see a person’s expression change when they notice
my scars. Their eyes linger and their face changes to confusion
and then to pity. Sometimes they point them out or ask intrusive
questions. Sometimes I feel guilty when they look at me after. Yes,
I did it. I confess. I’m guilty. Lock me up and throw away the key.
Pump me full of worthless pills. I’ll depend on the little orange
bottle until the day I die: a life sentence. The placard in my mugshot
is the label from a prescription bottle. The evidence is here. I’ve left
lines on my body like a map of my sins.
***
I’ve never really been comfortable with my body. Mostly the scars.
For a long time, I did everything I could to hide them, even after I’d
stopped. I was ashamed.
I was resolved to be alone. I was going to be single. I would
never let anyone in. It was easier that way. No one could really
judge me if I wore a mask. I knew I couldn’t get hurt if I didn’t let
anyone in. Then I met him. Isn’t that the classic cliché? You could
say it was a fluke, a random pair of acquaintances from school
running into each other on the street. But I like to think it was fate. 		
Somehow, we’re both what the other person needs.
I’m not going to say that he “fixed me” or “cured” my
depression, because he didn’t. He helped to make me comfortable
in my own skin. He taught me what it means to love and be loved
by someone in return. He kissed my scars and held my hands. He
looked into my eyes and said, “I love you. Every part of you. You
think of your scars as flaws, but they’re a part of who you are. They
represent something horrible that you overcame.”
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Late Night
Marina Sousa

I’m not for sale
Yet you buy a piece of me
You only want me
At night
On the down low
You tell me you love me
But nobody can know
Buy a piece of me and
Lock it away where nobody can find it
Don’t act like we know
Each other in school
What we talk about
What I say
Is only for you.
You have a piece of me
But you walk around with her
You kiss her in the hall
You love her
And when she’s not around
You
Use
Me
Are you up baby girl?
Wanna facetime?
Wanna talk for a bit before bed?
I promise I will leave her
I love you
Buy a piece of me
We can’t do this anymore
26 Sousa
You are getting clingy
You can’t text me with my girl around
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Lock it away where nobody can find it
F*ckboys are not men
I buy it back from a boy
To sell it to a man.
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Death of a Showman
Alexandre Thenin

Two men sat at the counter of a bar an hour before closing.
“You should have seen it. It was the one time I was whole. Standing
in front of a crowd, cheering and laughing when I went on stage.
To be honest, I really didn’t care what I was saying back then. I just
loved that feeling.”
“It was propaganda.”
“It was an act of God, what I did. The crowd lit up like
gasoline. It was beautiful.”
“People are dead because of you.”
“I was doing my job.”
“And I’m doing mine.”
A chilling pause came over both men. The jazz band was
packing up while one member played a somber, light melody on
the piano. The lights were blue and cast dark shadows where the
men sat. They had been there when the band started.
Jokingly, the showman said, “You’re an assassin?”
“Activist.”
“Think you’re doing the world a favor? I die… so what?” He
smiled. “Before you know it, another man, woman or child steps up
to the plate and does what I did again. Not as well as me, mind you.
No. I was the best . . . Hell, I haven’t been on stage for twenty years,
and buddy I sure do miss it. You know what’s the only meaningful
thing you can do in this world?”
“I honestly don’t care.”
“Humor me.”
“Suicide.”
“Close but no. Want to guess again? Destroy the world.”
“Why?”
“I thought you didn’t care.”
“You captured my interest.”
“Think about it, humans have been around for thousands
of years. Every story that could ever be told has already been told.
Underdog story, the parents who disapprove of their children and
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they prove them wrong or try to anyway story. Star-crossed lovers.
It’s already happened. The pathetic activist lost in idealism that
hurts more people than helps story. Remind you of someone?”
“Get to the point.”
“My point is that everything you ever do, someone at some
point in history has already done it better and worse than you. In
fact, someone somewhere has lived pretty much an identical life to
you. All the struggles and triumphs have already been experienced.
Humanity has run out of original stories to tell. Humanity is
trapped in never ending loops. The only original and meaningful
thing anyone can do is destroy the world. Total annihilation. You
see the only thing human history is missing is an ending.”
“You’re insane.”
“I’m right.” The ice in their drinks shivered as the showman’s
fist hit the counter. The piano skipped a beat and people turned
their heads, but the world remained unchanged.
“It’s more fun when you’re right, isn’t it? Everyone cheering, it must
have sounded like approval when you were on stage.”
“You know, an audience member shot an old man after one
of my speeches. You’re in a loop buddy.”
“Nothing but approval from the hive-mind.”
There is no hive-mind, just a bunch of worker bees with no
direction, and I offer one up for consideration. Just like you.”
“I’m nothing like you.”
“Then you’re a follower. Nothing to be ashamed of, really.
There are those who lead and those that are led, that is the natural
order of things. There is no shame in it. Someone like me got up in
front of a stage and you listened, hell you even agreed with them,
and now there you are about to throw your life away for an old man
with a drinking problem. While they’re on vacation. You’re just like
anyone else in the crowds I used to have. Hey buddy, your parents
must be proud.”
“They’re not.”
“Neither are mine, we have that in common. Hell, we could
be friends, kid. Best friends. What are you, in high school?”
“College.”
“I’m not surprised. Your idealism sickens me.”
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“You must have been the same. Why else did you stand in
front of a microphone?”
“I liked the crowds. Didn’t matter what I said as long as they
liked it. Hell, would have done it for free.”
“Your selfishness sickens me.”
“Think I’m selfish? You’re selfish. Do you know the
only reason why people get in relationships? It’s to fill a void in
themselves. No void, no love. If you don’t want to do anything,
you won’t do it. Even if it’s the one and only for you. Take this for
example. The emerald wasp lays its larva in a cockroach and the
cockroach who could wipe it off at any time lets itself be eaten
alive. Why? Because the wasp stings the cockroach in its brain.
It specifically disables the part of the brain that makes it feel
good. Without the possibility for reward, without any wants or
motivation, without that button, it lets itself get eaten alive. All we
are is a button and how we press it defines who we are, how we fill
the void. My button is speaking to a crowd, yours is shooting old
men on vacation. You see, people don’t do things because it’s good
for others. Like the cockroach, they do it for a reward, to fill the
void. Without that you will just let yourself die. The void is you.
Is that why you’re here? No friends, no lovers. Shit luck? Couldn’t
find anything to fill it, searching desperately for any cause and
then going all out on the first one you find to satisfy your hunger.
Young activists are all the same and I’d know. Who do you think
was the one who turned them into activists in the first place?
Fuckin’ Gandhi? Maybe Mother Teresa? No. It was me. You’re not
an activist, you’re lost. I’m not going to die for a cause or the greater
good, I’m going to get killed to make you feel better about the
parents that never loved you.”
“You love to talk.”
“Isn’t that why we’re here?”
A gentle pat on the shoulder was all it took to get the piano
player to stop playing. The band was ready to go. It was late and
before anyone knew it they were gone.
The activist sipped from his glass. “You know what’s the
difference between you and I? I’m accountable. I understand the
impact of my actions and I accept their outcome.”
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“What’s the impact of killing an old, worn out, handsomeas-Hell old man?”
“You’re a symbol of the old regime. killing you tells people
that you can’t get away with things. it’ll catch up to you and it’s
worth whatever happens to me.”
“You want to do it here?”
“I’m considering it.”
“Mind if I go on stage one last time?”
“What’s in it for me?”
“I’ll go in an alley where you can do it quietly. Hell, maybe
you’ll even get away with it. Anyways, it’s not like I can fight you. I
know I can’t get away. Too old to run.”
“What’s your play? What do you want?”
“An audience.”
The barren stage beckoned him. In a drunken haze, people
were leaving. The bartender announced that the bar was closing
and there sat two silent men. They both would have killed for a
cigarette but they both respected the fact that it was the bartender’s
bar. It was a professional courtesy not to disrespect the rules of
someone else’s responsibility.
“Ten minutes.”
“I’ll take it.”
The stool rattled as he rose, grabbing his cane. The floors
creaked under the blue light as he slowly marched to the only place
he felt at home. It was difficult for him to climb the three steps
to the stage; his left leg hurt and was almost unresponsive to his
commands. Once on stage, he looked at the empty crowd. There
were maybe three or four tables full of people, half young, half old.
It was enough for him.
It started with a loud clap from the showman. “Ladies and
gentlemen, boys and girls, I am the one and only Mads Sevren.
Those of you who are still young at heart might remember me.
I was the loud mouth on TV yelling about the economy and the
leaches. Yes, those very leaches who are—fortunately for the
capitalists and unfortunately for the communists in the crowd—no
longer with us. I supported the Prime Minister, but to be honest, I
never cared much for politics and I can tell by your reactions that
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neither do you.
The empty crowd didn’t care; he was talking to chairs. The
bartender was the only one who stared but that was only because
he thought that he recognized him from somewhere. He was still
magnetic but had no attraction. Charismatic and handsome for his
age, he looked modern, not one part of him looked old fashioned.
Flashy is the best way to describe it. He moved his hands about
and slowly walked around the stage telling the chairs about his
life story. How his family was loud, and no one could hear him,
so he cherished being the center of attention. He was a comedian
at first, a failed one at that, and it hurt him so much that no one
laughed. He became a salesman next, but he couldn’t feed from the
crowd. The business people always seemed distracted and uncaring,
calculating even. He became a motivational speaker, feeding off the
crowd’s energy, hearing them scream his name. He loved it. “God,”
he thought, “if only my parents could see me now.” Then at the end
he talked about working with the Prime Minister. He didn’t like TV
so he stuck to televised rallies. He was dead without a crowd. There
the Showman said that he was happy because for the only time in
his life people took him seriously. People listened to him and did
what he said and that was worth everything in the world for him. It
didn’t matter to him who got hurt, he just wanted to be heard. Now,
in his old age, he felt satisfied. He had no regrets.
Unlike what the activist thought, the showman wasn’t trying
to garner sympathy, he knew his time was up. The showman just
wanted people to see him one last time. For them to have a mental
snapshot of him. That years from now they’d still remember him,
like an old faded photograph, this one moment. He knew they’d
remember. He’d make them remember.
“Times up, Mads,” the activist yelled at the stage.
“Attention everybody.” He smashed his cane on the floor,
instantly capturing everyone’s attention. “For my one and final
trick, I’ll tell you all a joke. I was a comedian a while back and
although I may be rusty, I’m sure you’ll all laugh at this one. Two
lovers walk in a bar and sit down at a table. The first one is a little
nervous, a little scared by the fact that they don’t really know what
the other lover is thinking. They had a tough breakup in the past
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and are unsure whether they want to move forward but for some
reason, they don’t know why, they know they want to try again.
So, they say it, ‘I love you,’ and then a long silence encapsulates
the table. It’s smothering them, it’s unbearable, someone has to say
something and then the second lover clears their throat, looks the
first lover dead in the eyes, and says ‘want to . . .’”
Bang! The red looked black under the dim blue lights. Dead,
the showman clutched a gun in his hand, a small cylinder that was
hidden in his sleeve. The showman had shot himself in the head.
The few people there were shocked; the chairs were painted red. On
the round stage the showman lay dead in the center, sprawled out,
an extended hand clawed at the crowd.
The activist was startled and tried to leave the bar, but all his
efforts were in vain. Robbed of his purpose, he stood there like a
cockroach.
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FPU With Crotched Mountain
Elsa Voelcker
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Illustration #4
Sashealy Rivera
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Morphing of the Dead
Shannon Haynes

Crooked, chilled;
a haggard look upon her face.
Out of this numb chaos
is a strange friendly pity,
a ghostly feeling.
She was a shade within a shade
in a black region where dwell
the vast hosts of the dead.
A silver and dark form, dissolving
in the partial darkness.
Her wayward and flickering existence
passing boldly into that other world.
Yes, yes; that would be happening very soon.
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Papa John

Amalia Seppanen
I remember the trampoline picnics. I remember the sticky
peanut butter and jelly sandwiches, the shiny colorful juice pouches
with the dull, yellow straws. I remember the taste of dry ramen
noodles, crushed and shaken, the salty seasoning ending up mostly
at the bottom of the bag. I remember the way the sun would make
the trampoline tarp dry and hot and staticky. Those were my days
of unabashed childhood. Makeshift gymnastics and chocolate
pudding cups, sometimes at the same time. I was young and dirty,
the dust of the gravel roads settling on my bare feet. Sticks in my
hair and sunshine in my bones, I was the queen of my small land.
I remember the sweet, creamy crunch of milk corn, stripped from
the stalk before it could keep growing. A cob of white kernels, the
size of my thumb, that tasted like grass and corn and flowers.
Growing up in the Midwest with four older brothers made
me somewhat of a ruffian. I lived more of my life outside than I did
inside. In the summers my dad would take us fishing and we would
all go camping for long weekends. In the winter, he took his snow
plow and made us giant sledding hills all over the yard. Sometimes
on cold days I would trek over in my big coat and boots to his shop,
which was just a garage with a back room on the other side of the
yard. I would make sure to close the garage door very carefully
because if it got left open our border collie, Toby, would get inside
and that might be bad news. Then I would stomp over to the door
at the back of the garage and knock twice, my little voice calling
out, “Dad?”
“Yeah, come in.” He would call from inside and I would
open the door to the warmest room I can remember. It was the
kind of warmth that felt like a hug on such chilly, winter days.
The room was small and rectangular. One of the short walls held
bleached bone mounts and wooden cupboards filled with guns.
The long wall had a safe, a refrigerator and a long, lumpy couch. At
the other end he would sit at his desk, working on his computer,
turning in the worn swivel chair to give me a smile and say: “Hey,
Ames.”
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I would take naps on the lumpy couch, or just sit, drinking
mountain dew from his fridge and looking at all the things he had
hanging on the walls. I loved that room, partly because I loved
being around my dad, and partly because it was so warm.
I hate being cold. When I was young I would wake up on
winter mornings and stumble out of bed, dragging my blankets
with me. I would wrap myself up and shuffle like an Eskimo into
the living room, but the blankets were never warm enough. I would
find a heating vent and sit on the gray slats, feeling the warmth on
my toes and on the sensitive backs of my thighs. My favorite vent
was the one in the dining room, right next to the sliding door,
because then I could draw faces in the frosty glass. I would make
smudgy footprints by pressing the flat end of my fist into the cold
and poking in the toes with the tips of my fingers. This came with
somewhat of a sacrifice, though, as eventually the chill would seep
in under the door, my hands would get cold and the vent would
turn off.
On sunny days, I had a similar routine of finding patches
of sunlight to curl up in, like a cat. Our living room had these
big windows that the sunrise liked to shine through, and I would
situate myself inside of those leaning blocks of bright, white
warmth. In the evening, the sun would shine through an opposite
window, landing deliciously on the couch. My house was like that,
open on either side, welcoming the sun each morning and bidding
it goodbye each night. I was always like that too. Just the other day
my sister came to wake me up from late morning exhaustion, the
sun streaming in from a high window. She laughed, commenting
that she could never sleep with the sun in her eyes like that. But the
sun wasn’t in my eyes, it was enveloping me. The dawn was waking
me with its yellow kiss.
I love the beach because the sun gets in my skin. Whenever I’m
cold I think about being at the beach, laying on a sandy towel,
feeling the heat become a part of me. When I’m laying like that, I
think that I can never be cold ever again. I will carry this heat with
me wherever I go, this white-hot burning warmth like my bones are
made of fire. Everyone else can see it too. I come back blushing, the
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the evidence of sun-kisses blooming on my cheeks and shoulders.
I remember the summer after my freshman year of college, I spent
Father’s Day at Hampton Beach with a big group of friends. I
remember wrapping up in my towel, blowing the sand out of my
phone speakers, and calling my dad.
“Hey, dad!” I always feel like I’m a kid again when I talk to
him.
“Hey Ames! How is New Hampshire?” His familiar voice
reaches me from the other end, and I can’t help but smile because I
know he’s talking way too loudly.
“New Hampshire’s good, I’m at the beach with some friends.
Happy Father’s Day, by the way!”
“Oh, thank you! Who are you with?” It doesn’t surprise me
that he asks, my dad has always been invested in my friendships
and I suddenly wish everyone I’m here with could meet him. I want
everyone to know the warmth and kindness of my father.
“Oh, I don’t think you would know them,” I laugh, and
shoot off some last names just to be sure. As I walk along the sand
my dad asks me about college, my car, and what he’s up to back
home. He knows I always forget to check my oil and wants to know
if I ever got my dash lights fixed. I didn’t, and he laughs. Soon we
hang up and I plop back down on my towel, facing the sun once
again.
“My dad says to tell all of you ‘hi!’” I say as I sit down.
The friends who knew him smile genuine smiles and comment
something like, “Oh Johnny,” or “Papa John!” The friends who don’t
know him laugh in appreciation.
I was so cold. My car jammed solidly into a bank of snow in either
a ditch or a field. There was really no way of telling when the
world was just a whirlwind of white. I remember being so mad
at myself. “I knew I shouldn’t have taken this way.” It was a dirt
road in between two highways, a pricey shortcut. It was late, and I
had been eager to get home, flying along in the snow, until my car
skidded sideways catching the stiff riffs made by the wind, and my
momentum stopped suddenly in a thick stack of snow. At first, I
honestly wasn’t too worried. It was fine, I would just call my dad,
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who would answer in a tired, slightly annoyed voice, gruff and
loving, and he would come get me. I reached into my purse to find
my phone and found nothing. My hands grasped at Chapstick
tubes, clanged on wallet zippers and fumbled with a tangle of
phone chargers and ear buds. I felt a little panic rise in me. “Stay
calm, just look again.” I looked again. I tore through the pockets, I
looked in the glove box, under the seats, now I was frantic. I must
have forgotten it somewhere. The reality of the situation began to
set in and that wide empty feeling the fields of South Dakota instill
in a person began to consume me. I was surrounded by nothing in
either direction, just black and dark and wind and cold.
I stepped out of my car, my low-top vans sinking into the
bank, the snow reaching up to my calf already soaking through
my thin leggings. I was not dressed for the weather. In the distance
I saw the faint glow of a porch light, and my heart sank. It was so
far, but it was probably my only option. I try to slow my breathing,
but my insides remained in a frantic state of anxiety and I began a
broken, terrified run along what I thought was the road. I would
find out later that in my stumbling, I ended up trekking through
the stubble of a corn field.
It was unbearably cold. My socks soaked with icy water,
the wind whipping through my clothes as if they didn’t exist. I
could feel my cheeks reddening, taking on a look that was chapped
and chilly. Finally, I reached the house. I didn’t have a choice but
to bang on the door. I yelled, my voice coming out desperate and
thin, I hated it. I sounded like a child. I wasn’t even thinking about
what the owners of this house could do to me, I was only thinking
about getting out of the cold and calling my dad. After five straight
minutes of yelling I was wondering if anyone could even hear
me and a terrible thought crossed my mind. I was going to have
to break into their house and use their phone. I tried yelling for
a while longer, and just as I had decided it was my only option
to break in, I saw a light turn on and the front door opened. A
disheveled middle-aged man in pajama pants and a t-shirt peered
at me from the doorway, eyes squinting.
“Hi! I am so sorry to wake you up and bother you, but will
you help me? My car—it’s stuck in that field over there and I don’t
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have my phone. Can I use yours to call my dad?” Everything comes
out in a rush, the words tripping and falling and rushing, the tears
in my voice painfully evident. The realization of what’s happening
seems to hit him suddenly, his slow, tired mind coming to in the
cold.
“Yeah, yeah, oh my goodness. Please, come in. Are you
okay? How long have you been out there?” He sits me down at his
kitchen table and tells me to take my wet shoes off. I tell him how
I ended up like this and how I really need a phone, still feeling
panicked and realizing that I don’t know this man at all. I think he
sensed the rising anxiety and situated himself across the kitchen
from me.
“I’m so sorry, I would have come to the door sooner, but I
thought it was just the wind.
“Here,” he said, handing me his home phone. “I’ll grab you
some blankets.” He leaves the room and I shakily dial my dad’s cell
phone number.
“Hello?” he says, the gruffness in his voice making the ‘o’
sound short and confused.
“Hey, dad,” my voice sounds small, “Can you come help me?
My car went in a ditch and I don’t know where my phone is, and I
walked to someone’s house and I’m calling you from there.”
“Oh yeah, where are you?” I explain how to get there, and
he instantly knows whose house I’m at. Small towns are like that,
I guess. My dad says he’ll be there soon, and I hang up; the man
returns to the kitchen with blankets and asks me if I need anything
else.
I say no. My dad is on his way.
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Mount Monadnock
Elsa Voelcker
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Modern Poem
Eryn Newman

Letting the balloon go
By the mountain side
To say
My final goodbyes
Ashes to ashes
You fly in the wind
I feel your breath when the cold nips
I hear your voice when the wind howls
Wish I knew
Where your soul was
So I could feel less
Heavy, wondering
Why does it all feel so,
Heavy?
When will it go away?
My heart feels it so,
Heavy.
The voices in my head,
Heavy.
The tears in my eyes fall,
Heavy.
Your memory is Heavy,
Oh so, Heavy.
So when I let go
Of all the burden and the pain
I remember
What Heavy felt like
And I’ll remember
You’d never want me to feel Heavy again.
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And When The Sun Sets It Screams
Amalia Seppanen

Intoxicating and infuriating,
it is a mess,
a profoundly undone symphony of
everything you are chasing.
“Life is too short,” it proclaims from well-worn lungs,
bare feet planted firmly
on the highest rung of a fire escape.
Hair a frenzy of midwestern wind,
and it laughs, it dances. It shatters,
scattered like night skies,
like northern lights,
like firesides. You feel it like a bass drop,
like windows down, top open.
It’s a free fall to a waterfall,
no mountain too tall. It’s a double shot,
we’ve all got one shot, who would have ever thought
we could make it this far, everything you are
and everything you’re not. It’s adrenaline,
it’s the realization of freedom,
it shakes you by the shoulders and looks you in the eye,
saying “don’t try so hard, love.”
And when the sun sets it screams,
it begs with every color for you to do one thing.
Live.
And live abundantly, live with abandon,
live like your head is on fire
and your veins are filled with ice water,
like if you don’t you’ll die. Because death
takes on some unsuspecting names,
“I’ve just been existing, I’ve just been surviving.”
And I bet you haven’t been finding
what you’ve been looking for.
Don’t try so hard, love,
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have you tried living, dear?
Embrace the fear. It’s calling,
and it’s called falling
in love with every creature in every corner of this creation.
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