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Letter from the Editors 

Well, 2020 has certainly come in like a T-Rex. We had an impeachment, a tense military standoff 

with another country, and then Covid-19 piled on top of the heap. There’s only so much that most of us 

can do in situations that move the world, but we can do the small things that keep the world moving 

along.  

To that end, and with a firm hand on the rudder, Kelly Dwyer has once again brought the Spirit Lake 

Review into being. This magazine is, in its essence, a student project. Each literary piece is read multiple 

times, voted on multiple times, and then matched with a visual art piece that enhances the story or poem. 

The details involved in the process are so much more complex than most people imagine. And yet, here 

it is, in your hands. But only because Kelly keeps the process moving...and progressing. 

To complicate it all by an order of magnitude, the second half of the semester had to be done 

remotely. That in itself was fraught with complexities. Despite what most of us may think, not everyone 

has a reliable, available connection to the internet. It’s hard to properly imagine the number of hours 

Kelly must have spent making sure that all the students had the ability to participate. Such dedication 

speaks volumes and makes clear why she is widely respected by both her students and her peers.  

So, to our readers and fans, thank you so much for supporting us by obtaining and reading Spirit 

Lake Review 2020. We do it for you, mostly, but we also do it for ourselves. And this year, we couldn’t, 

wouldn’t have done it without the amazing Kelly Dwyer!! 

Rosie 
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Letter from the Instructor 

When I found out we were to go on “alternative delivery” this spring due to Covid-19, my first thought was, “But 

what about Lit Mag?” I had been trained to teach online classes at UW-Madison a few years ago, and I felt 

confident that I could create an alternative delivery for my comp students that would engage them, but teaching 

Literary Magazine online seemed like trying to teach a collaborative pottery class online—without the 

collaboration and without the clay. I asked advice from Dean Ed Janairo, from Assistant Dean of Academic 

Affairs Stephen Swallen, from longtime Lit Mag veterans John Markestad and Dan Emerson, and I finally came 

up with a plan: each student (or pairs of students, working together) would submit a page or spread to Canvas as 

a layout draft, which we would then discuss each week in class, and Dan, our designer, would put it all together.  

This plan went both better and worse than I expected. The layout pages looked great, and students were able to 

feel a sense of ownership over the pages of poetry, fiction, and art that they had arranged together in a way that 

was cohesive both thematically and visually. All of the students worked on layout, making this a true group 

effort, which was wonderful.  

But conversations that once took two minutes—“I don’t think that photo works with that poem. What do you 

think? Can someone find a different photo?”—now took a week to get resolved. The comradery built in my 

office, in which students worked together between classes, was missing. The days in which Dan was at mission 

control, and others popped in to ask, “What can I do?” to be told, “You can fix page 46,” or “You can help this 

editor work on the Table of Contents,” or “You make a coffee/snack/Culver’s run,” were gone.  

And yet, we made it work. We got together for class on Zoom once a week. We celebrated each other’s 

accomplishments and empathized with each other’s struggles. Most important, we lovingly poured over the 

submitted literature and art, and tried our best to publish it in a way that was beautiful and respectful to the 

authors and artists who had entrusted it to us: as always.  

Late in the semester, past our usual deadline, you sent us your visual and written stories of what it’s like to live 

during a pandemic, and so we created our first ever community cover and back cover, as well as a Coronavirus 

Stories spread. Literature, and therefore a literary magazine, has always been a record of what it’s like to be alive 

during any moment in time, and this edition is a prime example of that. We couldn’t have done it without you—

our editors, our authors, our artists, our readers, our campus, our university, and our community. 

Thank you all, Kelly Dwyer 

With special thanks to Diana Blindert, John Christensen, Dan Emerson, Governor Evers, Dean Edward Janairo, 

Charles Johnson and the Boo-U Maintenance Staff, Dr. Katie Kalish, John Markestad, Mayor Mike Palm, Gabe 

Riviere, Jason Schulte, Dr. Marc Seals, the SGA of UWP-B/SC, Chancellor Shields, Beverly Simonds, Dr. 

Stephen Swallen, Errin Wellman, and the Humanities Department of UW-Platteville and the English Department 

of UW-Platteville Baraboo Sauk County. 

Cover photographers  

Front cover: Tina Basinski, Jeanne Eberlein, Joanne Finn, Jolene Gruber, 

Mike Heath, Kelly McComb, Karla Reinhardt, Amy Steingart. 

Voting image, bottom right, with permission from Milwaukee Journal 

Sentinel. 

Back Cover: Tina Basinski, Tami Carlson, Karen DeSanto,  Kelly Dwyer, 

Joanne Finn, Meghan Galbo, Amanda Guinzburg, Mike Heath, Amanda 

Helmers, Kathleen Kruk, Laurie Kutil, Cassie Louis, Christina Paske, 

Jennifer Pekowsky, Elise Proctor, Allison Reeds, Signe Trewyn, Amanda 

Vale, Alexis Vogel, Ann VogtSchaller. 
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6 The Outlier Danielle Tolzmann 38-40 Tale of Jimmy and Dean Dan Emerson 

7 A Sheltered Child’s Perspective Allie Mae Sakry 41 Bloodlust in Baraboo John Markestad 

7 July 1st, 1916 Hunter Kruchten 42-45 Quarantine Stories Various Authors  

8 Just About Human Asiah Accola 46 Lighthouse Carley Frey 

8 The Best Day Ever Eli Vanderwagen 47 Go Along Alex Brusky 

9 Why The Willow Weeps Ben Hartman 48 Untitled Rebecca Hassebrock 

10 Cold Feet Wren Miller 48 Impending Pain Weronika Pachniewicz 

11 Life that Should’ve Been Ryan Lindert 49 She Had to Act Fast Sara Gomez Nava 

11 Building 10 Alexis Kersten 49 Complex Heart Grace Vils 

12 The Lost Maid of Orléans  Andrew Barnes  49 Hysterics Grace Vils 

13 Marie-Antoinette Shawn Kailian  50 If Death... Susan Anderson  

14 Insides Andrew Barnes 51 Wine With God Susan Anderson 

14 Tantalus Anonymous 52 Chapter 4 Emily Forbush 

15 Albatross Flight Trenton Nickel 53 Commencement  Jarod VonRueden  

16-17 I’m So Old (A Slam Poem) Dan Emerson 54 Untitled Alex Brusky 

18 Sleepless Nights Emily Forbush 55 It’s Just A Diet Grace Vils 

18 Lost in the Stars Andrew Barnes 55 Red Kendrick Bohringer 

20 No FAFSA Dakota Sevcik 56-57 Spicing Things Up Timothy Jerry 

20 Friday Nights Justus Neuman 58 Cocktail Dan Emerson 

21 Outside Looking Sherman Funmaker 59 Memories Katelyn Hershberger 

21 Sexuality  Merci Woods 60 Jump Sabrina Wagner 

22 Run Sabrina Wagner  60 Checkout Hunter Kruchten 

22 Astringency Asiah Accola  61 Closets Mary Gawronski 

23 Hunt Katelyn Hershberger  62 My Cold Dear Andrew Barnes 

23 Thrill of the Hunt Timothy Jerry 62 Cold Case  Kendrick Bohringer 

24 Polar Barbeque John Markestad  63 Chicago, 1933 Allie Mae Sakry 

25 Keymaster Alyssa Helms  64-65 A Memoir in Coffee and Ink John Markestad 

26 Dilemma Torianna Fay  66 Rock, Paper, Scissors Nikolas Owen 

27 Gutting a Deer Gary Frisch 66 Pizza Alyssa Helms 

28 September’s Angel Ben Hartman 67 Stolen Prize Broden Horton 

29 Women in Afghanistan Emily Forbush 68 An Angel with Sails Jeff VogtSchaller 

30-31 Healing Breanna Denu  70 Are We There Yet? Kendrick Bohringer 

32 Broken Alexis Kersten 70 Larger Perspective Broden Horton 

32 Mindfulness Carley Frey 71 Pure Energy... Mike Heath 

33 Angels Trenton Nickel 72 A Woman’s Powerful Touch Alexis Kersten 

34-35 Six-Word Stories Various Authors  73 E=MC Whatever Allie Mae Sakry 

36 White Casket Broden Horton 74 Heartbeat Weronika Pachniewicz 

36 Ipatiev: 1918 Shawn Kailian  75 Wish Katelyn Hershberger 

37 Tick Tock Dan Emerson 76-77 Kiss Her Alyssa Helms 

37 And Scene Justus Neuman    
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 3 Susanne Kerns  41 Jeff Weiland 

 5 Signe Trewyn  46 Jeff Weiland 

 6 Tina Lovell  47 Mike Heath 

 7 Mike Heath  48 Dan Emerson 

 8 Juliana Gagné   48 Dan Emerson 

 9 Mike Heath  49 Jeff Weiland 

 10 Mike Heath  50 Brenda Hyams 

 11 Tina Lovell  51 Mike Heath 

 12 Mike Heath  52 Marc Seals 

 13 Tina Lovell  52 Mike Heath 

 14 Dan Emerson   54 Juliana Gagné  

 15 Dan Emerson  55 Addy Johnson 

 15 Mike Heath  57 Jeff Weiland 

 18 Dan Emerson  58 Mike Heath 

 19 Jeff Weiland  59 Jeff Weiland 

 20 Jeff Weiland  60 Jeff Weiland 

 22 Rebecca Hassebrock  61 Rebecca Hassebrock 

 23 Grace Vils  62 Tina Lovell 

 24  Dan Emerson   63 Grace Vils  

 25 Mike Heath  63 Tina Lovell 

 26 Addy Johnson  65 Dan Emerson 

 27  Allison Colwell  66 Mike Heath 

 28 Mike Heath  69 Shirley Schaller 

 29 Tina Lovell  70 Juliana Gagné  

 32 Keri Olson  70 Mike Heath 

 33 Mike Heath  72 Laura Marik 

 34 Hannah Newton  74 Mike Heath 

 35 Mikayla Hunkins  75 Grace Vils 

 36 Grace Vils    

 36 Grace Vils    

 37 Sara Roltgen    

 40 Dan Emerson    
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First day jitters. Nervous. Excited!  

Running a few minutes behind. Seems like I'm always late to everything. 

They say the first steps are the hardest. Ha! Didn't think I had any “firsts” still in me. I swell with pride. One foot in front 
of the other. Pop my chin up a bit. Strides get longer. More deliberate.  

I meet the gaze of others. A nervous smile. Knots develop in my stomach like a handful of rocks. The gravity of this day 
presses me harder into the sidewalk. 

Giving myself instructions: Be friendly. You’re just another student. Blend in. Be warm.  

Why does this path have to be sooo long? Walk of excitement? Or rather, walk of shame?  

My palms become moist as I tighten the grip on my backpack.  

A deep breath of courage. More faces. Discomfort creeps in. This is crazy. What am I doing here? Do they know? Can 
they tell? Another look meets mine. Wait. Was that pity? Oh, God.  

Uncertainty collects in my chest. Then moves into my throat.  

There it is. Walk through it. It's just a door. Oh, but to me, it’s so much more. No tears! Don’t think about that now. It's 
just... a... door.  

Lots of commotion. Busy, busy. Youth everywhere. Smells like Teen Spirit. But for me, a hot flash. 

They look at me with a mix of confusion and humor. Funny for them... not so much for me. What is that on their faces—is 
it judgement?  

Settle down. Relax. Try to look like you’re supposed to be here. Eyes meet. Another anxious smile. The self-doubt starts 
to bubble up like a boiling kettle. Or a geyser.  

Air. I need air! I step into the hall.  

For a moment, I catch a glimpse of my reflection in the drinking fountain: hair that’s a little grey, and eyes framed by a 

few deep lines.   

The path to get here has been filled with obstacles and challenges and life.  

But I’m here now.  



 

7 

’

The meadow is pretty today 

I look at the little river flowing through, shiny from the sun 

but colored dark 

People are resting in the field 

with lots of red poppies 

The workers must be tired from working all day 

 

I pick up oddly-shaped pebbles 

and the pretty red flowers 

I’ll add them to my collection at home 

and give the flowers to Mommy 

 

I have many pebbles from the city 

that became a jungle of messy hills 

from the falling stars 

They always made a loud noise 

when they fell out of the sky 

 

All the people in the city seem sad today 

Some yell angrily at the big buildings 

Mommy says they’re pogues and crazies 

What’s a “pogue”? 

 

She says everything happens for a reason 

Even Daddy and brother not coming home 

The people in the city say there was no reason for the War 

 

I don’t think I understand 

What is a “war”? 

The deafening bangs of artillery rounds drown out the gunshots from both sides. The commanding officers sound 

their whistles, telling us to charge. I tighten my grip on my rifle and jump a little. Mounting the step and going over the 

edge, I see my fellow soldiers moving forward. The tops of the German helmets are peeking over their trench. The flashes 

from their rifles light the mud in front of them. My fellow British and French soldiers begin falling. We all knew that when 

someone plunged face down in the mud, they wouldn’t get back up.  

“Pull back,” the commander shouts from the trench behind us.  

My men and I stop and turn to go back. Being in the trench is better than being in the middle of No-Man's-Land. 

The soldier to my right falls and ticks the count of the dead one higher.  

I later learned that just today, at The Somme, 60,000 men lost their lives. 
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He’d had it up to his ears with her. She was a nagging gold digger. He was desperate. But now... now he had 
options.  

A swipe, a click, and a hefty payment.  The doll looked exactly like her from a few years ago, with less nagging. 
And much less expensive. 

 

I started my day off with a very relaxing walk on the beach, watching the sunrise. Later, I met up with some friends; we 

went to a baseball game, and I managed to catch the game-winning baseball. Just when I thought my day couldn’t get any 

better, we went to the bars afterwards, and I met the perfect girl. We talked all night and stayed ‘til the bar closed. I walked 

home that night so excited for when I would get to see her again.  

“Today was the best day ever,” I said, as I took my headset off, turned off my computer, and went to bed.  
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I am content with my roots where they lie 

But long for my branches to sway elsewhere 

  

Perhaps the redwood’s impressive height can be attributed 

To a quenchless effort to escape the constricted sameness of its surroundings 

So it can raise out its arms and taste the sky unimpeded 

  

Perhaps the willow pities the redwood’s circumstances 

For the willow’s leaves swing wildly with the wind 

Able to ride on blades of grass and taste the river’s edge 

  

Although its trappings hang in a melancholic air 

Appearing defeated desolate with dangling arms outstretched 

The willow weeps from happiness 

  

If I should suffer the fate of the glorious redwood 

I would long for the lumberjack to find me 

So that he could heave his axe and set me free 

Allowing my branches to rest elsewhere 



 

10 

Kohl’s will be closing in ten minutes. All she needed were slippers for her  

icy toes. He always liked his apartment at the miserable temperature of 68. She  

wondered if their new home would be that cold. She glanced at her engagement ring,  

which was tightening. Was this going to be the rest of her life? She would be saying “I do”  

to his love of cold, his snoring, his terrible cooking. She loved him—but enough to spend  

the rest of her life with him? Without looking, she twisted off the ring, placing it on the  

shelf with the slippers, leaving.  

Headed anywhere.  
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She was born early, small and weak. The first few years of her life were long and hard, and we nearly lost her. But we 

never gave up on her, and when she walked down that hallway and rang the bell, we knew everything was going to be 

okay. We watched as she grew and matured. When I led her down the aisle, draped in a gown of snowy silk, her hair 

pinned up tightly and a smile on her face, I knew that I had succeeded. She was no longer under my wing, my care, but 

was instead a strong and independent woman, someone who would continue to live a long and happy life, surrounded by 

those who loved and cared for her.  

 

As the child-sized coffin was lowered into the ground, I reminisced about the life that should have been. 

The year was 2003.  

One hundred noisy and frightened children.  

Ten patient women.  

Oatmeal at every meal, and  

Battered and torn clothing—  

The bright spots of our day.  

Shared toothbrushes, dusty old toys,  

Creaky beds, dim lights… 

None of which were seen by the outside world.  

A glimpse of the snowy sidewalks—excitement.  

A visit from outsiders—nervousness.  

Arrival of new children—sadness.  

One hundred noisy, frightened children and  

Ten patient women make up  

The orphanage in Siberia called  

Building 10.  
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Another night of silence.  

They won’t let me see my children or my sister. 

My poor chou d’amour is confined to a cell and I cannot be with him!  

Rosalie is a comfort, however.  

She helps me into my black dress and fichu. 

My hair has gone shock white.  

I was once Queen of France. 

 

I am led into a room where the proceedings of my trial begin. 

They call me “L’Autrichienne.”  

The words don’t have any effect on me any longer.  

I stare at the officials before me.  

They defame my character and drag my dignity through the mud. 

Unfair questions are thrown at me. 

I was once Queen of France. 

 

I stand up indignantly, my eyes wide. 

I raise my voice, appealing to the mothers around me. 

How dare they say such ill of my chou d’amour! 

I am his mother, not his lover!  

The trial ends.  

There are small puddles of blood where I walk. 

I apologize to the executioner for stepping on his foot. 

I close my eyes, tasting metal in my mouth. 
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The alien had a child-like frame that was wrapped in smooth, ashen grey skin. The large, bulbous head held huge 

eyes now shut, which I knew were glossy black. Truly otherworldly, yet a great opportunity for me. The problem was that 

it still held breath, a heart that beat. Alive.  

He’s the top alien biologist here, the whispers said as they followed me down the sterile white hall. That guy’s 

done all the autopsy’s here, a genius. It was true—this vivisection marked the first time an alien was going to be dissected 

alive. The paperwork reported back that the little extraterrestrial couldn’t be awakened from its deep sleep, a presumed 

coma from the hard crash landing. Braindead. 

“Beginning with vivisection on Specimen Eighteen,” I said. I swallowed hard, feeling a lump in my throat. I felt 

queasy, as I hadn’t worked on such a sensitive project before. Doctor Blair, Head of Alien Autopsy. Once a leading 

surgeon in neurology, now a butcherer. Mistakes could not be made now, with this one chance.  

Suddenly, a skeletal hand shot up and grabbed my wrist. Its eyes opened to reveal orbs of swirling galaxies, mossy 

green and aquamarine and flecks of gold pulsating with energy, with urgency. A voice resounded in my head, a splitting 

headache, and then bottomless darkness.  

When I came to, a bright fluorescent light burned my vision. I tried to move my arms but felt restraints locking 

them in place.  

“Are you all right, Doctor Blair? An involuntary reaction, but certainly alarming.”  

My eyes glanced over to a figure looming over me. Me.  

Panicking, I tried to move my muscles once more, but I felt lethargy, sedation. 

 “…Proceeding…,” my distant lips spoke without my consent, grossly violated as my possessed hand lowered a 

scalpel to my now alien chest. 

The delicious aroma of cooked meat coming from the 

kitchen makes the guests’ mouths water. Each guest takes 

a quick glance at the door leading to the kitchen. After an 

eternity, the host brings a magnificent roast into the dining 

room and lets the guests dig in.  

“This is delicious! What’s in it?”  

“Nothing special. Just asparagus, salt and pepper, my son, 

and some chives for flavor. Shall I write down the recipe?”  

“Please do!” 
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Decrepit waltz, tiptoeing skin in the moonlight,   

Ashen gray and twilight black,  

Tides ebb upon dementia shores,  

Only static matter within the storms.  

  

Windowsill curtains,  

The England shore’s demise,  

Your life subsides, hark the lost have arrived,  

In March, through melancholy strides.  

  

The quill of Albatross past,  

Pocket it in secrecy.  

A lineage of knowledge,  

Drowned, the wings went asunder.  

  

Hazy mist stands,  

A diffusion of consciousness breathing,  

Whistling past your child ears,  

A gentle spray of the soul.  

  

Instead of sinking your feet 

In pitfalls of swaddling sand,  

Embosom the wings of the past,  

Let the water fall, and trickle down your neck.  

Curiosity will always last.  

  

  

And as the peripheries of oceanic emprise, 

Became a fading enigma of our minds,  

Hold steadfast to the Orca’s fin,  

Waiting in desperate confines.  

  

Quiescently, gracefully,  

Float on the iridescent waters,  

And fly into the horizon, child,  

Fly into it you beauty... 

  

Albatross, goodbye. 
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Senior One 

I’m so old, 

that arthritis is not a diagnosis, 

but a way of life. 
Senior Two 

I’m so old, 

that dentures are my real teeth. 
Senior One 

I’m so old, that yes,  

you should get off my damn lawn. 
Senior Two 

Didn’t you just mow it? 
Senior One 

Yes, and I just laid down 

some fresh seed. 
Senior Two 

I’m so old, 

that, yes, I want my discount. 

And yes, I’m a member of... 
Both 

A-A-R-P! 
Senior One 

I’m so old, 

that a casket is not a fear, 

I’m picking out one next week. 
Senior Two 

I’m so old, 

that my children barely call, 

except when they want something. 
Senior One 

I’m so old, 

that if not for my bones, 

my saggy skin would fall 

right off me. 
Senior Two 

I’m so old, 

what did I just say? 
Senior One 

You were talking about  

how old you are. 
Senior Two 

Oh, yeah.  

Sorry, lost my train of thought. 
Senior One 

I’m so old, 

that yes, I need Viagra. 

I don’t mind, my doctor prescribes it. 
Both 

Don’t be jealous! 
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Senior Two 

I’m so old, 

that your history is my life. 
Senior One 

I’m so old, 

that haircuts include  

the inside of my ears. 
Senior Two 

What hair? 

Senior One 

Hey, I got more than you. 
Senior Two 

I’m so old, that when  

you call me an asshole, 

I take it as a compliment. 
Senior One 

Nicely said…asshole. 

I’m so old, that I can tell you 

Social Security is not secure. 
Senior Two 

I’m so old, that yes, 

 it really was uphill both ways. 
Senior One 

I’m so old, 

that words like...Korea 
Senior Two 

Vietnam. 
Senior One 
Rights. 

Senior Two 

Riots. 
Senior One 

Equality. 
Senior Two 

Love. 
Senior One 

Honor. 
Senior Two 

Nazis. 
Senior One 

Russians. 
Senior Two 

Careers. 
Senior One 

Divorce. 
Senior Two 

Family. 
Both 

All have different meanings... 

 
Senior One 

To me. 
Senior Two 

To me. 
Both 

We’re so old. 
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In the dark of night, 

my mind is the city that never sleeps. 

 

Like stars, 

my thoughts shine the brightest and speak the loudest 

when the lights turn off 

and the rest of the world is silent. 

 

Like fireworks, 

my mind sparks luminously and booms boisterously 

when the sun sets 

and the rest of the world is at peace.  

 

As the sky turns from blue to black, 

wandering thoughts give way to sleepless nights. 

My thoughts scream all the things I cannot  

in the midst of day. 

 

A single cord gave me precious oxygen as I stepped outside of 

the metallic craft. My delicate humanity was protected from 

the callous heat and scorching, divine luminance. The 

unforgiving vacuum was a mere glass shield away from 

stealing the air in my lungs, ravaging my body. A patchwork 

pattern of pallid clouds scurried underneath as I considered the 

entirety of existence before me, suspended in nothingness—an 

insidious void that was miles above the ground. As I took in 

the stretch of nothingness and sky around me, the one bond 

between cold oblivion and blissful salvation suddenly 

snapped. 
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Negative account balance 

Empty wallet 

Ramen and water diet 

Constant stress 

Dorm room’s a mess 

Life of a college student 

Warm ups 

pump-up speech 

freedom singing 

crowd roars 

 

Late August 

golden hour 

new season, first game 

 

Lights powered up 

electric feeling 

kickoff starts 

pads crunching 

... 

Technique falters  

stamina weakens 

injuries intensify…  

and for one player, that means 

the end. 
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How can we be happy 

When we keep looking 

And never finding 

The one we think we need 

The one we think waits for us 

The one that we dream of 

Knowing they will never come 

The grass is greener 

Where they stand 

We on the outside looking in 

 

Trying to get the attention 

Some one else is getting 

Hard to think we’ll be next 

To reach unreachable stars 

Story of our lives 

The losers’ concerto 

Played in our corner again 

Pisses me off, not for me 

But for those who have 

Waited for too long 

Beaten down and left for dead 

I’ve arrived there already 

Too late for me 

 

My body decomposes 

As we speak 

Try again when you can 

Who’s to say? 

If I’m right or wrong 

Bullshit talkers 

Talk their stuff 

Hoping someone proves 

Them wrong.  

How can I want a person's body part so much? 

That I also want to touch it and fall in love with it 

but at the same time 

I want to be who they are, 

I want their body. 

Their physical appearances beat my own on a scale 

Of 1-10, I am a 5 and they are the full 10. 

Love is more than looks, but it helps if you look like a snack. 

People are hungrier for looks nowadays anyway. 

Based on scales. The weight of extra skin God gave you, 

Anorexia or obesity… Girls are supposed to be the perfect slim and thick. 

A painted picture of a perfect woman in our society. 

Whatever a man or what women think they want. 

I’ve never kissed the lips of a girl, only those of men. 

Most men I’ve let, but sometimes not really. 

I daydream the sensible, soft, and fragile skin of long shaved clean legs 

photos of flaunting women, showing their chest and wishing mine 

looked as good or 

that she liked the way mine looked and wanted 

to touch me too. 

Even her flaws look perfect and I can only imagine 

What it’d ever be like to touch someone 

with the same human genitalia. 

Images of men uninvitedly shoving their dirty hands down my pants. 

I’m not turned on at all by their private parts. 

The amount of times I've been intruded by a man's touching 

has been for me, a few times too much. 

Even of those men I “loved;” is it weird that now I think I am a lesbian? 

Based on past experiences with men, maybe they’re just not for me. 
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As I run, I look behind me and see they’re running after me. I can’t slow down. I can’t give up.   

I have to keep running. But all I can think of is that they’re catching up to me. I look again; they’re  

getting closer. I sprint towards the finishing line. 

 

Rip them from their mothers 

Leave them in the sun 

once they’re dry as bone 

grind them to dust 

(Or do you prefer them whole?) 

bathe them in the boiling water. 

Watch the blood seep into the liquid 

and drink. 

And drink.  

And drink.  

Forget that the world outside is looking in. 

Inhale the scent millions of people have before you.  

Tea tastes much better fresh. 
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Watching with intrigue, I see that another body has been crunched and swallowed whole. My eyes follow the beast as it 

stalks its next victim. One, two, three go down its gullet as it continues its path to the next and the next. One after the other, 

I watch them die. They had such short lives before they met their demise, but such is the food chain. I flinch as I see the 

beast ram face first into the glass trying to catch the next cricket. Shaking my head, I look at my derpy dragon as he tries to 

get his bearings after that fail.  

A quick flash is all it takes; the predator sights the prey. Eye follows the mark.  

Hyperawareness sets in; this will only end one way. Breathing accelerates; not long now. Heart 

quickens as he pounces on the unknowing target. I shout as my cat’s claws sink into my  

jacket’s strings. 
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Dear Santa, 

My wife and I would like to thank you for inviting us to your fabulous mid-summer backyard barbecue. The 

invitation was all the more appreciated for its being unexpected. Like nearly everyone, we’d heard anecdotal accounts, for 

most of our lives it seems, concerning your generosity and philanthropy. To be fair, we hadn’t given those accounts much 

credence. You’ve certainly made believers out of us. 

That your invitation should include prepaid travel and accommodations simply made the entire occasion that much 

more special. Now that we’re back home, we’re a little mystified in that neither of us has a clear recollection of the actual 

travel. We agree that there was flying involved, but we seem to have been so distracted that the actual flight has slipped 

from our memories. Arriving at what must have been your private airport is where we both can agree on our wonderful 

experience. The golf cart that you have had remade to look like a sleigh was a delight to ride in, and had such excellent 

suspension that the ride was as smooth as though we weren’t even touching the ground.  

Thank you again for welcoming us into your home. I have to say it isn’t everyone that can pull off bright-red and 

white as their color scheme. I would have thought that would be too over-the-top, something of an assault on the eyes, but 

you and the missus have pulled it off beautifully.  

The landscaping was also superb. I couldn’t have imagined that anyone could present stylized candy canes and fake 

snow for a summer theme and get away with it, but the kitsch element was precisely the right amount—fun without being 

excessive. 

Also, I have to ask, where did you find your catering service? At the risk of violating Political Correctness...having an 

entire catering staff of Little People added an element of humor that could easily have been misconstrued. However, as 

with all the rest of your efforts, the effect was one of fun without crossing the line into a social faux pas. 

I would be remiss if I didn’t take this opportunity to thank you for the wonderful gifts you provided, though how you 

knew of our particular difficult circumstances I can’t begin to guess. Your generosity will make for a life-changing 

moment for us, and we’ll think of you every day while we enjoy the fruits of your largess. Thank you so much.  

On a lighter note, we have to say that before 

your wonderful get together, we hadn’t really 

been fans of venison. We see now that the 

secret is in the preparation, and not integral to 

the meat itself. No question that you must have 

had a great deal of experience in preparing your 

venison steaks to such perfection. They were 

terrific! 

In closing, we can only repeat that we had a 

wonderful time, and we’ll be certain to spread 

the word. Thank you and your lovely wife for 

hosting us, and we hope to have the chance to 

meet with you again soon. 

Your newest fans, John and Judy. 
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I shoved the key into the lock, only to realize that this probably wasn’t my apartment. Grumbling, I fumbled 
with my keyring, the keys clanging as I flipped through them. I picked one that looked similar to the key that 
probably worked and tried it. 

A satisfying click resounded from the door, and I pulled it open.  

“Perfect,” I whispered to myself as I pushed open the door with my shoulder. A tiny apartment greeted me with 
its chipped paint, worn furniture, and warm lights. I closed the door softly, briefly taking notice of all the locks lined 
up above the knob. Every single one locked itself as I walked into the living room.  

My stomach gave a mighty roar as I set my bag down. My attention was captured by the soft scratching of a pen 
on paper in the kitchen. I walked silently across the hardwood floor.  

“Gina, darling, how have you been?” I welcomed myself into the kitchen, taking no heed of the many dirty 
dishes on both sides of the sink. 

The young woman grunted a greeting but didn’t look up from the textbook to which she had her face pressed. 
The kitchen table was full of notes and books opened on random pages. "Taking it easy, I see," I tried. No response. 
"Alrighty, then."  

"If you're looking for food, there isn't any," Gina said absentmindedly. Her hand wrote line after line of notes.  

This would normally be fine, because I knew Gina was a hardworking student, but working constantly was 
unhealthy. From the short time I’d looked into her, I knew she picked up after herself.  Her clothes definitely needed 
a wash. I noticed the enormous bags under her eyes. 

“Do you even sleep anymore?” I asked. I meant it as a joke so I could get her full attention, but she only paused 
briefly. 

“I don’t sleep anymore.”  

"You...what?" I was surprised. I began liking her more and more. 

"Final...and then rest."  

I pulled out the other chair at the table and sat down. "Am I supposed to starve?"  

"Hallucinations don't eat. I live alone. Leave me be."  

I hissed through my teeth quietly. She was playing hard to get. "Look, I get it. You're stressed and working way 
too hard. All I want is some food and a place to stay for the night. I know you’re hungry, too. I’ll cook it, don’t 
worry. Whaddya say?"  

Gina groaned and slammed her book shut, scattering the notes she’d been writing. "I guess I should take a 
break."  

I smiled and clapped my gloved hands together. "Great! Let's get cookin.'" I stood at the same time she did and 
placed myself directly in the yellow light of the kitchen. 

Gina grabbed her keys and looked at me. She froze. Her keys fell to the floor with a clatter.  

“Wh-what are you?” 

I grinned, displaying the keys that made up my smile. “Someone who needs a place to stay and a bite to eat.” 
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I am at constant war with myself.  

My thoughts collide like two swords in battle.  

One side fighting for love, for staying with you,   

the other for protection, for leaving you.  

Unsure which brings me more pain.  

As white lies leave your lips, another stab into my side.  

But every tender kiss heals my open wounds.  

This battle is everlasting, like the love I have for you.  

   

You interrupt my thoughts and distract me from the world.  

Although you hurt me, I can’t stay away.  

Feeling obsessed, lost, and confused,  

the soldiers find comfort in the moonlight.  

Swords are drawn, soldiers at a halt,  

the battle is calm.  

Closing their eyes, giving into the vulnerability of sleep.  

Escaping their dilemma.   

  

Just as everything is at peace, war erupts again.  

The soldiers are fighting, unsure of which state is worse.  

Being wide awake, spending hours thinking of you,  

or being sound asleep and dreaming of you instead.  
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Adjust the body of the deer belly up. 

Do not look into the animal’s eyes. 

With your sharp knife held firmly, 

Slice open the underside of the deer 

From tail to the sternum, cut with care 

Only penetrating the hide, 

Not the stomach or intestines. 

The abdomen parts wide open 

And a mass of gleaming organs 

Amid a sea of red come into view, 

But the sudden heat is what surprises you. 

Steam rises up into the frigid air like a ghost. 

You plunge your freezing fingers 

Deep inside for warmth. 

Blood running down your wrists, 

You absorb the weight of the moment, 

 

     The image...memory revived 

     Of the day you found her 

     Lying there in a pool of red, 

     The tips of her hair stained crimson, 

     Glassy eyes frozen in a vacant stare 

     Toward the distant horizon. 

 

You turn your head and gaze 

Briefly into the deer’s eyes. 

Readjusting your grip, you slice 

The diaphragm, part the thin veil, reach in 

And, with a heaviness in your chest, 

Cut the heart free.  

You need 

To cut the heart free. 
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I watched September bleed to autumn 

And with its final breath 

Shake the last remaining leaf 

Until she fell so gently 

Like an angel to her death 

 

Winter whispers echoes calls 

And shrouds her with first snowfall's pall 

A blanket for her dormant sleep 

Serenity she cannot breathe 

No mercy for what lies beneath 

 

Frostbitten but forgiving still 

She smiles and accepts her fate 

And slowly melts into the earth 

Where seclusion renders black and gray 

Where patience bids her resolve and strength 

 

She stirs 

So softly so subtle 

She rises 

Relentless rebirthing 

 

At last, the once tantalizing sun's taste touches her lips 

Her stature astounding, she stretches her wings 

Which dance in the wind—a curious thing 

As with that haunting, familiar breeze 

Her feathers fall like autumn leaves 

’
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Hidden and confined,  

my burka covers me,  

concealing everything  

revealing nothing. 

  

Restricted and isolated, 

my home entraps me, 

placing me behind bars as a prisoner, 

allowed to leave once every so often 

and never without a bodyguard.  

  

Weakened and impoverished,  

my body controls me, 

selling myself as a means of survival, 

 yet at the expense of my dignity. 

Abused and raped, 

I am masked by bruises that redefine me, 

transforming me into a punching bag, 

taking hits, 

unable to fight back. 

  

Disgraced and shamed, 

I am surrounded by a country that hates me, 

compromising my rights. 

I am a woman 

without a voice. 
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There she stands all alone  

surrounded by mangled branches 

  

Freezing, heartbroken, lonely 

  

Her dripping wet hair clings to her face 

While she ponders her past life with hatred and regret 

  

BEATEN, BRUISED, BROKEN 

  

She cries out as her heart is breaking 

 begging to be saved from her terrors 

She exhales her breath and falls to the ground 

  

Emotionless 

  

As she lays her head down to shut out the world 

He lifts her chin 

 bringing her eyes to his 

He lifts her off the damp, cold ground 

Away from her fears and battle scars 

  

He takes her hand 

Pressing her palm into the crest of his  

She walks in the prints of his footsteps  

the ones leading her into his world 

  

Bright, Blinding, Comforting 

 He fills her heart full of love  

Her heartbeat syncs with the sound of his 
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accepting the new feeling inside her 

The iron bars guarding her heart come tumbling down  

 Finally breaking her from the silence 

He shields her from the pain of her past 

helping her to fight the bitter feelings 

The pain comes creeping back into her heart 

His fingers brush against the side of her cheek as he cups her face 

inviting her to turn away from her pain 

  

DON'T LOOK BACK 

  

He promises to never leave her alone 

She buries her head into his chest 

His hands embrace the weight of her head  

The force of his presence scaring away her loneliness 

He helps her to accept and embrace her flaws  

She peers down at her arms cursing her scars 

He clasps his hands around her arms 

 making her impurities disappear from her mind 

He reminds her that she is perfect  

even in ways she feels she is not 

He traces his fingers against her stomach 

His thumb circling over the tiny birthmark placed upon her ribs 

He vows to love her for all eternity 

  

Their knees grew weak and their smiles began to sag 

 Life consumed their once young bodies 

He held her limp hand with what strength he had left 

He leaned over her body and whispered in her ear 

“I still love you,” fulfilling his promises  
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The sunlight reflects off 

the broken shards of glass, 

creating an imperfect rainbow. 

The glass sees a face: 

two cloudy eyes, a heart-shaped mouth 

with just a hint of a smile; 

a nose shaped like a button: 

Perfection. 

Glass is glued together, but only just. 

Sunlight reflects prisms of shattered 

togetherness; a sliver of happiness 

amidst an eternal darkness. 

The face sees its true form in 

the glass: the battered features 

accentuated with each crack. 

The face is overturned slowly, painfully, 

until it’s contorted into nothing 

but a shadow. 

Teardrops shower the face, until 

it becomes foggy; but through 

the haze, bright eyes can be seen. 

A semblance of hope; a moment of 

contentment. 

A scream; the glass is 

Broken. 

Maybe the darkness has it out for me 

But, the light is within me 

Guiding me away from the tangled void 

 

Maybe the darkness has it out for me 

But, the skeleton inside keeps me from straying 

Sifting through the webs of safety  

And whispering which way is indecorous 

 

Everything is more than coincidental 

the light, the dark, and everything in between  

 

Maybe the world has it out for me 
But, I'm unwavering 

 

I have yet to climb mountains  

Trapeze across the world 

Construct my own epoch 

Because I have yet to enjoy true paradise 

 

I'm coming for the world 

Not even the twilight can eclipse my light 
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If you step through the poplar trees,  

Gaze upon a blue moon,  

You might see the Angel,  

The Angel from my dreams  

 

Steadfast, the ashen silk frolics in the fog  

A tapestry of light  

Ephemeral as a star  

 

If you sit down on the meadow banks,  

And caress the shrewd fingers  

That trapeze on the burial grounds of dreams, 

They writhe in your hands.  

 

If they stepped through the poplar trees  

Digressed from the sight of an Angel  

Who chastised with haggard grins, 

But through seasons of autumn  

Fell not a frown? 

 

Would you pick your Dahlias from your eyes?  

And see for yourself?  
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Powdered wigs. Angry mob. Bloody blade.     -Shawn Kailian 

No warning. Torpedo launched. Lives lost.      -Shawn Kailian 

Sudden fall. Blood swells. Almost dead.     -Shawn Kailian 

The lion locked eyes with him.     -Dakota Sevcik 

Wore headphones to silence the voices.     -Dakota Sevcik 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

Prom dress. Torn at the seams.     -Emily Forbush 

Car crash. Broken glass. No response.     -Emily Forbush 

Desperately starts text: “I love-” *CRASH*.     -Broden Horton 

Looks down, smiles, says last goodbye.     -Broden Horton 

Final, teary salute to a friend.     -Andrew Barnes 

She left hours ago, him motionless.     -Andrew Barnes 

The kitten attacked, scratching the couch.     -Grace Vils 

 

Blind date. No way! Now married. -Angela Witczak  

 Sunny skies. Sudden downpour. Beautiful rainbow. -Shavon Cohen Pierce 

He picked her up. Every piece. -Bonnie Pomeroy  

 Time turned. All her dreams died. -Tina Lovell 

Red light. Thud. Exchange insurance information.  -John Ratnaswamy 

Tomorrow never came because of you.     -Sabrina Wagner 

https://www.facebook.com/angela.mcmurray.18?comment_id=Y29tbWVudDoxMDE1ODE5NzQ4NDE4NDQ0MV8xMDE1ODE5NzU1MDg1OTQ0MQ%3D%3D
https://www.facebook.com/shavon.c.pierce?comment_id=Y29tbWVudDoxMDE1ODE5NzQ4NDE4NDQ0MV8xMDE1ODE5OTM3NDgzOTQ0MQ%3D%3D
https://www.facebook.com/bonnie.gjavenis?comment_id=Y29tbWVudDoxMDE1ODE5NzQ4NDE4NDQ0MV8xMDE1ODE5OTY0NTIxNDQ0MQ%3D%3D
https://www.facebook.com/tina.lovell3?comment_id=Y29tbWVudDozMTE4MTc2NDUxNTY3OTU5XzMxMTg1NzMwMDE1MjgzMDQ%3D
https://www.facebook.com/john.ratnaswamy?comment_id=Y29tbWVudDoxMDE1ODE5NzQ4NDE4NDQ0MV8xMDE1ODE5NzU4Mzg3NDQ0MQ%3D%3D
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Said “Hey Mom,” to a stranger.     -Grace Vils 

Walk outside. Deserted neighborhood. Fresh air.     -Signe Trewyn 

 

Quarantine days are like purple haze.     -Rhonda Hess 

Ate too much. What's for dinner?     -Nijole Semenaite Etzwiler 

Saw him there. Left him there.      -Amanda Chestnut 

The razor left regret, not relief.     -Anonymous 

We would have ruined each other.     -Allie Mae Sakry 

Green uniform. Casket. Out of commission.     -Allie Mae Sakry 

Mongolian Grill. Chinese noodles. American antacids.     -John Markestad 

Stepped on a crack, mom's okay.     -John Markestad 

Too much whiskey, holding onto grass.     -John Markestad 

Military uniform. Last name. Great pride.     -Sara Gomez Nava 

 

 

The rocket rose. Higher. Not enough.  -John Ratnaswamy  

She wanted love. Now she's married.  -Rhonda Hess  

Sally wanted margaritas, like right now.  -Jordan Higgins  

 You're hungry? Here's a whole pizza.  -Lakshmi Nakisha Ortiz 

 Cat meows loudly. Mouse gets away. -Signe Trewyn 

https://www.facebook.com/john.ratnaswamy?comment_id=Y29tbWVudDoxMDE1ODE5NzQ4NDE4NDQ0MV8xMDE1ODE5NzU4Mzg3NDQ0MQ%3D%3D
https://www.facebook.com/bonnie.gjavenis?comment_id=Y29tbWVudDoxMDE1ODE5NzQ4NDE4NDQ0MV8xMDE1ODE5OTY0NTIxNDQ0MQ%3D%3D
https://www.facebook.com/rhonda.siebecker?comment_id=Y29tbWVudDozMTE4MTc2NDUxNTY3OTU5XzMxMTgyMjkyOTQ4OTYwMDg%3D
https://www.facebook.com/jrayhiggins?comment_id=Y29tbWVudDozMTE4MTc2NDUxNTY3OTU5XzMxMTg0NTYxNzQ4NzMzMjA%3D
https://www.facebook.com/lakshmi.n.ortiz?comment_id=Y29tbWVudDozMTE4MTc2NDUxNTY3OTU5XzMxMTg0ODE2NzQ4NzA3NzA%3D
https://www.facebook.com/signe.trewyn?comment_id=Y29tbWVudDozMTE4MTc2NDUxNTY3OTU5XzMxMTgyODIxMDgyMjQwNjA%3D
https://www.facebook.com/tina.lovell3?comment_id=Y29tbWVudDozMTE4MTc2NDUxNTY3OTU5XzMxMTg1NzMwMDE1MjgzMDQ%3D
https://www.facebook.com/john.ratnaswamy?comment_id=Y29tbWVudDoxMDE1ODE5NzQ4NDE4NDQ0MV8xMDE1ODE5NzU4Mzg3NDQ0MQ%3D%3D
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The wind howls, 

Snow blinds my view, 

An endless blanket of frozen dust. 

Frigid coldness morphs into intense heat, 

Numbness fills my body. 

As my body losses all scene of feeling, 

My mind follows suit. 

Tired, so tired. 

I’ve reached my limit, 

I succumb to rest. 

White flakes soon engulf me, 

A casket of white silk. 

My eyelids stiffen, 

Darkness has never felt so comforting. 

We were woken up and told to dress. Papa carried me 

while Mama, my sisters, and the servants followed. 

Twenty-three creaking steps down we went. They led 

us past a rumbling truck, making me wonder what it 

would be used for. Would we be set free? The blanket 

of stars illuminated our anxious faces.  

Then Darkness. Then herded into this room. Mama 

asked for chairs for us. Time passed. We spoke 

English, which is forbidden here. A clock ticked 

annoyingly, and then they came in. The doors were 

closed; we were arranged.  

Crinkling parchment, guns aimed. I covered my eyes. 
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Blue out, red in 

Slush and churn 

Pump the fuel 

Oxygen’s impaired thoroughfare 

A hiccup 

Causes my mortality 

Perfect perfection 

Unknown origin 

Tick tock 

With metronome rhythm 

Fighting through 

Gravity’s crushing normality 

Echoes look at 

Chambers and valves 

Death’s face 

Staring techs optic 

Life’s odometer 

Never rolls over 

Beating’s cessation 

Restart with spark 

She only had a few moments left. Her family stood there watching; nothing they could do. All in 

a circle they locked hands and started to pray. The priest entered and joined in. Once the prayer 

was over, the curtain came down and the play was over. 
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Dean is sitting at a table and Jimmy approaches. 

Jimmy: 

I read your book. 

Dean: 

Oh, that’s awesome, what did you think? 

Jimmy: 

It’s true. 

Dean: 

No, I don’t think so, I wrote it as a piece of fiction. 

Jimmy: 

No, for real. I was abducted last night. 

Dean: 

You were abducted last night? 

Jimmy: 

Yes. I was fucking abducted and, it’s all your fault. 

Dean: 

My fault? You are crazy man. 

Jimmy: 

No! I was lying in bed, and they walked in. I could see this dark shadow figure at 

the end of my bed, but if I moved my head just a little left or right, he was gone. 

Dean: 

Yeah, I am sure. 

Jimmy: 

No, for real, it’s proof they visited me. 

Dean: 

Do I need to get you help? 

Jimmy: 

Why? I am just fine. In fact, they sent me with a message for you. 

Dean: 

Okay, buddy, you got to go somewhere, I am trying to work. 
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Jimmy: 

They are coming for you tonight. 

Dean: 

Look, buddy, you need to knock it off. My book did not make you get abducted. In 

fact, aliens are not even real. I just wrote this story so people would be 

entertained. 

Jimmy: 

It’s okay, we will be together tonight when you see them. I can’t wait for you to 

meet Bob and Allen. 

Dean: 

Wait. what did you just say? 

Jimmy: 

Oh, about Bob and Allen? 

Dean: 

Yes. How did you know their names? 

Jimmy: 

They told me. 

Dean: 

I have not released that part of the story. Did you hack me or something? 

Jimmy: 

No, they told me. Bob and Allen were really nice. They told me about how I was 

going to rescue the world. 

Dean: 

Let me guess, by them passing on knowledge to you? Congratulations, you did it. You 

interjected yourself into my story 

Jimmy: 

Well, maybe you wrote me into you story. Did you ever think of that? 

Dean: 

Jimmy? Right? I don’t know. I met you yesterday for the first time and now here you 

are, spilling your guts about aliens, and how I am responsible for your being 

abducted. I am an author, and that is all. I can call and maybe get you some help 

or something. But that’s it. 

Jimmy: 

(Jimmy pulls out a comic book from his back pocket) 

Here, this should help. Bob said he really liked how you wrote about him. 
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Dean: 

(Looks at the book in complete shock) 

How did you… Where did this come from? I have only written two books … how do you 

have book five? This is but a fleeting thought in my brain. 

Jimmy: 

Don’t worry, Dean, they will explain more to you tonight. 

(Jimmy starts to walk off stage) 

See you later. 

Dean: 

(sits down, flipping through the book) 

I guess… 

maybe you will… 

End of play 
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   There are a lot of worse places to live than Baraboo, 

even with all the damn vampires. 

What? You weren’t aware that Baraboo has a vampire 

problem? Are you from Des Moines or something? Google 

anything about vampires and Baraboo’s bound to come up 

first or second. It goes back to the days of the circus, of 

course. Everything about Baraboo eventually circles back 

to the circus.  

Back in the day, when the circus was the epitome of 

entertainment, in the dark ages before electronic devices, 

even before Pong, you could meet people from all over the 

world if you hung around the circus. There were giant, 

hairy men (or maybe women) from Russia, pygmies from 

the darkest depths of Africa (actually the Bronx), the snake-

woman who claimed to be from somewhere in South 

America but just happened to have a Kentucky backwoods 

drawl, and so on and so forth. The real foreigners, the 

genuine, interesting article, were the barkers; they came 

from just about anywhere. Or perhaps more accurately, 

everywhere. The gamers, and the barkers, and the 

hucksters...now hang around them and you could hear some 

languages being spoken that…oh, right, we were talking 

about the vampires. 

 I guess it started out pretty bad; people going missing, 

then showing up at a later date either dead or drained of 

blood or dead and walking around after dark looking a little 

pale. The usual, I guess, when it comes to vampires. Except 

that it was certainly unusual when it began. I mean, you just don’t expect vampires in Hicktown, Wisconsin.  

 It wasn’t long before garlic was selling out in the produce aisles as fast as it could be stocked, along with crosses and 

Super-Shooters filled with Holy Water. It took a year or so for people to get used to the idea that the vampires were there 

to stay. Some people said the vampires had actually migrated down from the Dells when they could no longer stand the 

congestion. I’m a little skeptical on that one, although I can’t deny the logic of it. 

 I guess it doesn’t really matter where the first undead neck-biter hailed from. Everybody’s from somewhere. For 

Baraboo, there’s a new normal, and Devils Lake is getting a lot fewer campers. 

 For us locals, it’s adapt, die, or move. So, please check online for my Kickstarter. I’m trying to get a new company 

off the ground producing Kevlar turtleneck pullovers. 
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Thoughts from Quarantine  

Witches   

Karen Caperton Swallen  
 
I can see why, in times of plague, 
People turn to witches  
And women turn into witches  
Stirring their pots 
Hoping amongst the dying 
That some way can be found  
To save the ones they love. 
When nothing works  
Eye of newt, or colchicine  
Or mercury, or vinegar  
Seem reasonable options. 

Two Mourning Doves 

Ryan Ramnarace  

Two mourning doves have chosen to make our 
back balcony their home in which to raise a 
family this year. In 46 years of life I have never 
seen a mourning dove nest, nor have I ever seen a 
baby dove. The dove represents tranquility. On the 
one hand, it could mean they chose our home 
because our time has come. It's a wrap. We can go 
forth into the great undiscovered country in 
peace. On the other hand, it could be a grand 
symbol of our home being blessed with peace in 
these troubled times. Kind of a wink from nature 
that we, in this house, have nothing to fear. I 
choose to believe the latter possibility. Regardless, 
I generally believe that life unfolds as it should. I 
wish everyone well throughout this whole ordeal.  

Because We are at War, Here is 
Advice 

on What to Do Tonight 

 

Kathryn Gahl  
© Pandemic Poems 

 

call someone you love 

 

and listen 

to the sound of lips 

when they kiss 

each word, each urge—  

hear the baby’s cry, 

sirens, tales of daffodils 

and ducks, jeers, a joke  

or two though no joke  

how you hope to lope  

into tomorrow 

 

when, you promise, 

you will call again 
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March 25, 2020-???? 

Frontline Heroes    

Mike Heath 

Medical professionals step up to protect us, without regard to their 

health. 

COVID-19 can attack any of us, at any time, with deadly stealth. 

There is so much confusion, so much pain. 

If I keep on watching the daily briefings, I fear I might go insane. 

When will this madness finally be done? 

Can this war with the virus eventually be won? 

Our frontline heroes fight to keep us out of harm’s way. 

I look forward to when we can all express our love and appreciation: 

one day. 

Trojan Horses  

Roberta Levine  

I like my hands. They're slim without being bony and 

half-moons glow on each nail.    

At a bar once two guys noticed my hands and called 

them nuns' hands. I agreed they appeared especially 

spiritual just then. But they meant my hands looked 

hard-working. 

And they are. They make bread, massage a muscle 

spasm, and type 40 words a minute. But they're turned 

into Trojan horses charging the tender parts of my eyes 

and lips with virus.   

We're supposed to quit touching our faces, yet we do it 

habitually.    

Phillipa Lalley says it takes 66 days for a new habit to 

become automatic. She says it with a British accent so I 

believe her.  

Now my hands are on lock-down because otherwise 

they could kill me.   
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Thoughts from   
Chaos 

Allie Mae Sakry 

      “Pandemics” were things in history books you glanced over as you discussed war. We 

weren’t prepared for a constantly mutating virus. We weren’t prepared for hundreds of 

thousands of deaths. We weren’t prepared to put a stop on our lives for months. I wasn’t 

prepared to be scared for my mother as she works in the hospital with sick patients every 

day. We weren’t prepared to see news anchors crying on screen for those who are dying 

alone because loved ones can’t get too close. We weren’t prepared to provide mass quantities 

of face masks to hospitals. We were not prepared to deal with the chaos the virus wrought 

upon us.  

     There’s so much chaos surrounding us, and yet I still see people smiling. I see on the 

news channel reports of people helping those less fortunate, food pantries getting heaps of 

donations, blood donation centers getting more volunteers. All the big companies donating 

ventilators, celebrities donating mass amounts of money. Our castle is crumbling, yet we aid 

those sleeping without beds, smiling through our masks. That’s what makes this pandemic 

bearable for the people of Earth: helping others.. On the 14th day of quarantine, the end of 

our extended Spring Break, I sat outside and listened to our world in chaos. The sound of 

hope rang through the air. It was silent. 

Stuck 

John Markestad 

   Two windows. One looks onto the road, the driveway, the mailbox, an old shed, and 
the world that we’ve made. Constructs. A few vehicles pass by, now and then. Not many. 
Everyone’s at home. Like me. Like you. Worried for myself? Not too much. A little. Are you 
worried for yourself? Maybe, depending on who you are. Worried for your friends, family, 
grandparents, parents, children, younger siblings, older neighbors or someone with health 
issues? I hope so.  

  Through that window I can see the ten cases of Ramen and twenty packages of TP 

roll by, sort of. More guns, more ammo. More paranoia. We create the world we live in. You 

create the world you live in.  

  The other window? That’s the where the illusion dwells. No houses, no roads, or 

windmills. No ventilators. Only deer, coyotes, bluejays, corn stubs, the stark, bare branches of 

spring, and a rusty barbed wire fence that holds in only memories. I prefer that view, though 

I know it to be ephemeral; destined to one day be paved over. Inevitable. Unless we change.  

  The circling hawk wheels away and leaves only sky. Empty sky. I’ve learned to 

reconcile the two views. One is our shared reality. Today. Tangible. Measurable. Quantified 

and taxed. The other helps me to get through it. 
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Quarantine 

Coals to Diamonds 

Carley Frey 

Gyrating world, never stopping, ever turning. 
 
Peace, discomfort, and chaos rattle through the daily motions. 
 
The shadows reveal that time is an enemy. 
 
Same routine, cycled and washed again. 
 
Dried out, worn down, and torn apart. 

We are buried.  

  

Gyrating world, cannot stop, turned around. 
 
Fear, grief, and acceptance float through nations. 
 
Blossoms grow persistently, with time. 
 
Annual, spring, rebirth. 
 
Taken in, toughened up, and brought together. 
 
We can overcome.  

Untitled 

Grace Vils 

 

Washing down the drain, 

Twenty seconds to safety, 

Soap and germs swirl away.  

Untitled  

Sara Gomez Nava 

At first I thought my mom was overreacting with not letting us go out and see our friends. Soon, 
I realized that this was not anything to take lightly. When we need something from the grocery 
store, they send me, and I have to wear latex gloves throughout the store. Once I get home, I have 
to leave my shoes outside, shower, and put the clothes I wore in the washing machine. My young-
er brother has asthma, so that makes my mom be even more cautious about what we can and can-
not do. Luckily, we live out in the country and can still go outside to get fresh air and exercise. 
But how fresh is the air we are breathing? With this deadly airborne virus, is it really safe to call 
the air "fresh" anymore? 
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Marooned 

Lost at sea 

Ship-wrecked 

 

Gulping for air 

Trying to stay afloat 

Drifting to shore 

 

Clinging to jagged rocks 

The sand whispers 

sweet nothings in my dreams 

 

Awake, I am still lost 

There is no lighthouse 

 

The dock is sinking 

The door is locked 

The light is burnt out. 
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sky-blue 

cloudy grey 

black as night 

clear as day 

a thousand times I’ve heard them 

and I will a thousand more 

we think we ought to use them 

cause they’ve all been used before. 

 
but no one ever talks about the 

pinky-turquoise 

fading-shadow 

end-of-hope but 

new-tomorrow 

dying-day and 

birthing-night 

sighing-singing  

sort of light 

the light no words can capture 

so we carefully ignore 

hoping nobody will notice 

cause it’s not been said before. 
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I was 

Waiting 

For the universe to shift 

To align 

 

We reached out 

Matching each other  

Step for step 

 

The stars 

Didn't align themselves 

We 

Crashed into orbit 

Pieces of you 

Becoming 

Parts of my world 

 

You are celestial, darling 

You shine through my life 

In a way I haven't known 

Touching upon 

The softness, the sunlight 

I wasn't sure I had 

I stare at the wall. Blinding blinking lights dance across the 

white. Can’t focus. 

 

Every noise, every light—distracting. I feel so dizzy, so 

shaky.  

I just want to run away.  

 

Need to take more pills. 

 

Don’t worry, it’s not what you think. It’s not drugs, it’s just 

a migraine. 
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It was getting late. She was running out of daylight, out of time, out of hope. There was no way she could 

accomplish all her tasks. Not with that being a grasp away. She knew she had to eliminate the problem, she had to now. If 

she didn’t, she knew it would consume all her time and energy. All her goals and dreams would slowly slip away. She 

would see the disappointment in her family’s, teachers’, and friends’ faces. She needed to save herself. She knew she was 

better than this. 

But she was addicted. Foolishly addicted to TikTok. 

He told me that he loved me.  

I didn’t want him to.  

What else could I say but “love you too”?  

Is there a way out now that it’s been said?  

Is it bad that I can’t get her out of my head?  

 

There once was a time 

Everything was golden 

Like crisp morning air 

The first bite of a freshly-picked pear 

The scent of blooming sunflowers from a garden 

The sound of laughter from a brand-new joke 

Lately everything has changed 

All I see is blue 

Like the haze that sets across a dimly-lit street 

The bitter cold of a storm with snow and sleet 

The scent of musty water on a dirty beach towel 

The sound of laughter about a poem I wrote 
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I’d want her to come for me wearing rose-covered slippers, 

a gently padded, pink chenille robe tied with summer daisies, 

and the scent of cinnamon and nutmeg. 

 

She’d serve coffee in my tiny china tea set putting 

two sugar lumps in her mouth before raising the cup to her Clara Bow lips. 

I’d watch her Scandinavian-blue eyes twinkle with amusement and caring, 

waiting for my donut question, answered without asking; 

they magically appear on a cloud of lace. 

 

When life’s perspiration beads across my disillusionments, 

we’d pull-up our black leather pants, 

feeling their clinging power and 

rapturous design, 

lift the designer doeskin vests over 

our heads, release our tangled manes 

to the night breeze, 

toss our obtrusive helmets into the 

roadside grasses, boots captured in, 

and, with legs swinging across the 

seat, we’d take off quietly, letting 

the roaring momentum increase as 

the pleasures of the ride focus in. 

It’s about the ride. 

It’s always about the ride, she’d say! 

 

We’d skirt the garden edges, scooping handfuls of mint, petting 

wandering kale, and kissing wild sage—outgrown its usefulness. 

When the sun and my breath begin to dip away, she’d bathe me in a passing puddle, fill my ears with Mozart’s Moonlight 

Sonata, close my eyes with silvery dew, and send me flying on the back of the Hines Emerald Dragonfly. 
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On a sun swept summer afternoon, 

with soft green grasses bleeding down to the lake, 

I sent God an invitation via Jonathan Livingston Seagull. 

  

Having ceremoniously prepared the table with grandmother’s 
lace doily, 

two Waterford crystal wine glasses, and a carafe fully filled 
with Pinot Noir, 

I awaited my guest. 

  

Sooner than expected He arrived, sliding down on a 
mischievous sunbeam,  

playing Willy Nelson’s “On the Road Again” on His peevish 
piccolo. 

  

Dressed in rainbow colors, graciously removing His Kippah, 

tucking in His Bohio before smoothing out the flowing 
Thaub, 

removing the Ho-Chunk moccasins enfolding his feet, 

He greeted me with rascally repose. 

  

Settling into woven bamboo chairs, 

a gentle amber glow folded around the two of us. 

Offering the spirited mixture, our glasses quietly touching, 
the silent sipping began, 

and my tears began spilling into the rosy liquid. 

  

His sympathetic smile, spreading on weathered wings, 
calmed my hurting heart. 

Discussing human irrationality, world problems, continuing 
to relish our relationship, 

we sipped our wine with grape-felt appreciation. 

 

Once again, He calmed my fears, reiterating His faith in His 
prideful possession—humankind, 

reminding me that love conquers hate, while our expanding 
universe, new multiverses  

forming, all continue to be in order according to evolutionary 
design. 

  

Our sharing time closing, we exchanged blessings as 
coupling curls began 

escaping from beneath Her Kippah. 

In a breath, only diamond-dust mites remained. 

  

The lake was a blue, upside-down sky with glittering threads 
of eternity 

spinning in kaleidoscopic directions towards my hopes and 
dreams. 

  

The following day a bottle of Pinot Noir arrived. 
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Aware of deadlines, I pick up the pace, both excited and terrified for what follows. Chapter by chapter, I reveal the 

climax, setting the stage for the rest of the story. As I proceed, I realize I’ve only read four chapters in a book with 100; 

my story just began. 
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The waves marched on against the shoreline as the last light of day faded, revealing night's stars. The fire's glow stood 

against both the night and the bite of the salted wind. The crackling pine accentuated chords absently strummed on a 

guitar. The seven of us sat barefoot and cross-legged in the sand, our eyes lost in the fire. Our hands held silver cylinders 

of rebellion and independence, provided by Tom's older brother. I hated the taste of beer, but nobody else seemed to 

mind.  

Tomorrow morning we'd walk across the stage, cheered on by our families and friends we'd soon lose touch with. 

Pictures would capture the moment, placed to gather dust on the mantel or fade slowly away pressed in a book. The 

formality of it all was a little off-putting. Most of all, I was relieved. I'd made it. Nobody thought I would, sometimes 

including even me, but they would still have to hand me that diploma. Twenty-two and one-half credits were the 

minimum to graduate, and I had exactly that many. I’d even dropped calculus mid-semester once I’d realized I didn't 

need the credit. I'd had fewer brushes with the truancy officer than in my previous years, mostly because I'd discovered 

that no one questioned the intentions or destination of a kid wearing a sweater.  

I gazed out over the water, its blackness ambiguously blending with the sky. Turning back, my eyes caught Anita’s for a 

long second, her face somewhere between smiling and pensive. Ambiguous. That was precisely the word. Anita and I 

had been pointedly avoiding a few conversations for three months now, ever since she gotten her acceptance letter from 

NYU. New York was a 5-hour flight or a 15-hour car ride away. I'd checked. It just couldn't work, no matter how many 

times we told ourselves or promised otherwise.  

I believed in Anita. She was my reality, my touchstone when my father had taken one last trip into the woods with a 

shotgun two years before. Facing cancer a second time, three to eight months had been a bit too ambiguous for him. 

Ambiguous. Six months later, I'd returned her favor. Anita's older brother had been hit by a logging truck head on. He 

and the steering wheel had ended up in the trunk. There wasn't anything ambiguous about that.  

I'm not sure if we'd shared more laughter or tears together; there were certainly good times, too. The broken edges of our 

lives let us fit together even more tightly. Young, we'd discovered ourselves and one another. The first time we kissed, 

we’d missed. I don't even know how many summer nights we’d spent on this beach, crying on the other’s shoulder or 

whispering sweet nothings into eager ears.  

I looked out across the fire again, my eyes taking her in. Her straight auburn hair lay casually on her shoulder. Her face 

was half caught in the firelight, one high cheekbone glowing in light as a shadow lay over the other. She turned her head, 

meeting my gaze again. Catching something in my expression, her neutral smile flickered to a frown as she bit her lower 

lip. I smiled, and after a pause, she smiled back, just like she had when I'd stutteringly asked her to dance for the first 

time. Her eyes sparkled, just like they had the first time I said, “I love you.” Her face glowed, competing with the 

firelight. I wouldn't bring it up, not now. 
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“Women are weaker than men. It's just a fact," a boy in my classroom says.  

My teacher nods, and I hear murmurs of agreement across the room.  

All of the women remain silent. 
I open my mouth to speak, but the butterflies in my stomach come out instead. 
Weaker how, I wonder?  
 

I remember roughhousing with the neighbor boys. 
Physically? 
I remember how they started to refuse to play with me, because I'm a girl. 
Mentally?  
I remember teachers commenting on how good I was at science...for a girl.  
Emotionally? 
I remember the feeling of keys between my fingers as I fight the fear to walk across campus at 2 AM. 
 
I remember my first day of high school and being made fun of for one of my first periods destroying my light-wash jeans. 
 
I remember being called a know-it-all, told it was a good thing I was smart, because I would never be pretty.  
 
I remember the first time I got called ugly. And the second. And every time after that.  
 
I remember the first time I ever wore a full face of makeup, I cried. I spent so much money trying to make myself easier to 
look at. 
 
I remember him holding me down as I cried, but I didn't say anything. The "No, stop" smothered in my throat because I 
loved him and believed he was entitled to my body almost as strongly as he did. 
 
I remember getting "compliments" from strangers that made me feel overexposed and unsafe in my own body. 
 
And now I sit, silent, in this place of learning; butterflies spew out of my mouth instead of the words I cannot arrange to 
describe my definition of strength. 
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’
 

Everyone asks me if I’m doing okay, 

As if a simple “yes” would reassure them that I’m not 

broken. 

Everyone asks me if I want to go out to eat, 

Maybe if I tell them I don’t have any money, they’ll stop 

asking. 

It’s embarrassing to push food around the plate in public. 

Everyone asks me if I have seen a doctor recently. 

Do they really think I look that bad? 

I don’t look that bad, it’s fine. 

What are bones made for if not to be visible to everyone? 

They made me the way that I am today. 

Like calling someone fat wouldn’t wear down their self-

esteem until they’re skin and bones. 

 

Love and hate are both a lovely shade of red. From watching the seeds of love blooming, to 

the calming pink of cherry blossoms, to the orange embers of a home smoldering in the 

snow, I just love the trails created. By that lovely shade of red. 
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Cast 

TRACEY: Male or Female, 20s-40s 

DYLAN: Male or Female, 20s-40s 

 

Scene 1 

TRACEY and DYLAN, a married couple, enter stage left. 

 

DYLAN 

Sooooo, have you ever thought about…y’know. 

 

TRACEY 

Have I ever thought about what? 

 

DYLAN 

Have you ever thought about us…changing things up a bit? Maybe experimenting a little? 

 

TRACEY 

Changing things up? Experimenting? What do you mean? 

 

DYLAN 

Well, it’s always the same old routine with us. I want something new, something fun and exciting. 

 

TRACEY 

What’s wrong with the same old routine? It works, it’s reliable it-- 

 

DYLAN 

It’s boring. 

 

TRACEY 

Oh, come on, this isn’t a big deal 

 

DYLAN 

Not a big deal? Name another couple that goes into there and has it go the exact same way every time. I just 

want something different. 

  

TRACEY 

Well, then this time it’ll be different. I promise. 
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DYLAN 

Really? ‘Cause I don’t want to do something you’re not comfortable with. 

 

TRACEY 

Yes, really. Besides, I don’t want you being unhappy with the same old song and dance, we can change things up 

and experiment a bit. 

 

DYLAN 

Well, come on then, let’s give something new a shot. 

 

DYLAN exists stage right. 

 

TRACEY 

(To self while shaking head) Jeez, I’ve never seen someone get so worked up over ordering from a coffee shop. 

 

TRACEY exits stage right. 
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I walked down the silent hall, barefoot and in paper-like clothes. With each step I took, I could hear the skin from the 

bottom of my feet separating from the floor. The closer the end got, the farther the door seemed. I approached the door 

and knew the end was near. The door opened and the light was blinding. As my eyes adjusted, I could see the metal table 

and what I could only assume was my very special cocktail...wondered if they’d put it on rocks. 

They laid me on a cold, hard steel table, strapping down my arms my legs and tightened a belt over my forehead. The 

man in the white coat, who I could only assume was a doctor, walked over to me.  

“You’re going to feel a small prick.”  

I replied, “Does it really matter that you tell me this?” I must have hit a nerve because he slammed the needle into my 

arm as hard as he could, fishing for the slightest sight of a vein.  

“Do you have any last words?” asked the warden.  

“Yes, my life is better left to chance.” I looked to my left, where the two-way mirror was, knowing that the families 

of those whom I had killed were watching, and I laughed.  

“Inject the sedative,” said the doctor.  

“Round one complete, ready to engage two and three on your order.”  

The warden walked up to me and looked me in the eyes. “Time to die, you sick son-of-a-bitch. “Engage in three, two, 

one, engage.”  

I feel nothing, no pain, no worry, just happiness. Suddenly, I can feel the air escaping more and entering my body 

less. The end is near. Wait, I don’t want to die. I do have regrets. Why did I kill those people? Is…this…what…they felt? 

The air escapes me once more. I try to inhale, to say what I really feel, but the air is thicker than water and will not flood 

my lungs. I look to that two-way mirror once more. “I’m…”  

The release of the last bit of air was the last noise that ever left him. The tear that rolled down his now deceased face 

finished his final statement. 
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 “Stop jumping on the couch this instant, young boy!” My mom yelled at my brother at least three times a day, if not 

more. Rolling my eyes, I went back to the playlist on my phone. I was just about to start on the homework in front of me 

when one of my earbuds was yanked out.  

“OW! What the hell, Jer. I’m busy right now.” My brother looked at me like I had shot him. He was only six, so he 

was always running around and annoying everyone. He continued to give me those puppy-dog eyes until I caved. I knew 

exactly what he wanted because we had just gotten ice cream yesterday.  

“Jer, no. We just had ice cream yesterday, you don’t need anymore.” He looked at me as though I had just told him that 

the tooth fairy didn’t exist. 

 “But I really want some. And I ate all of my lunch today.”  

I looked at him a bit longer before replying. “Fine, I guess it is a bit hot out today. But if mom knew I was getting you 

more ice cream, she would kill us both.” He jumped up and down before running off to find his shoes. 

Walking back from the ice cream parlor was really sweaty. It was a bit past midday, so the sun was at its peak, and it 

was really hot out. Looking over to Jeremy, I saw that he had already made a mess of himself. I chuckled to myself as I 

stopped to wait for the light to turn green. What I hadn’t noticed was that Jer didn’t stop; all I heard was the screeching of 

tires and the sound of his small body being hit by the force of the truck.  

I woke up with a start. Sweat drenched my body. I looked around my small, dark flat. Looking at my clock I realized it 

was only 3 a.m. God, I hate memories.  
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Let go of your worries and jump. 

There is nothing to be afraid of. 

Everyone you cared about has gone. 

There is nothing left for you here. 

Why are you scared? 

It will be over in a matter of seconds. 

One, 

Two, 

Three, 

*SPLASH* 

The diving board flutters above her. 

I stand there with the adrenaline pumping 

through my body. The thrill of what I have done 

is so exhilarating. This wasn't that big of a risk, 

but if I get caught, I could be shamed. I just hope 

she doesn't count it all. I know the sign says 10 

items or less, but I have 12. 
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Another bead of sweat drops off my brow. I didn’t know that this would be so difficult. I mean, I knew it would be hard. 
But it’s three words. 

 

Then again, some sets of only one word have nearly ruined lives. People have died. People have been locked away, 
tortured, sent to prisons. I don’t know that I could survive that. That’s what makes this so much harder than it already was. 
I don’t want him to hate me. He’s been there for me for so much of my life. I don’t want to lose him now. 

 

“I have something to tell you.” 

 

I’m doing this. I am actually doing this. I am saying it out loud. Can my heart be beating this fast while still properly 
functioning? I love him so much. I don’t know what to do. I don’t think I can do this. I have to do this. 
 

Here I go. 

 

“Jason, I’m gay.” 

 

Jason looks at me for a moment from across the couch. He sighs, shaking his head. 

 

“Keith, we’ve been dating for five months. I know.” 
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Biting wind rippled the slate-blue surface, rustling leaves of burgundy and gold and mud. I remembered her splashing-

sunlight and smiles then, that were ice in my chest now. Days of simple pleasures and nights not spent alone, gone. Too bad 

she had to join what she found in the cellar. 

The cold was the first thing I felt when the blade hit my skin, only to be replaced quickly by the burning of my nerves as 
they cried out. 

"What do you want from me?" I asked the masked figures standing over me as they slashed through me again. The figures 
remained silent to me. They only seemed to motion to each other in a silent tongue. 

"Why are you doing this to me?" I cried out again, but I was met with the same cold silence. I went to cry out again, only to 
feel my chest ripped and spread apart. 

I cried and begged for them to stop, or at least to answer me so I could die with an answer for this pain, but I was still only 
met with that cold silence. Then one grabbed my heart while the other cut into my head. At least I knew this was all going 
to be over soon. 

"So, Doc, got anything for me on our vic?" 

"Nothing yet, Detective, but I sent the stomach contents to be examined. However, there was something strange about this 
case." 

"Yeah, what was that?" 

"In all my time working here, I have never in my life seen a corpse that bled as much as this one did." 
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I walked past doors, alleyways, and shadowed streets, 

my legs growing tired. 

 

No, her body is not mine. 

 

I turned many corners running from him; 

He’d catch me every time. 

It was not his palms that hurt, 

or his foot that hurt worse. 

It was something else, 

something— 

 

No. This body is not mine. 

 

My significant other was so gentle, so kindhearted. 

He promised me the world, 

a place away from Chicago, 

far from his terrifying family 

and far from whom I ran. 

I adored— 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

No. This body is not mine. 

Stop. 

 

I walk the night concrete. 

Staring out to the lake, 

red brick behind me. 

No, this body isn’t... 

Headlights blind me, 

until I only see 

my love with his brothers 

and a tommy gun pointed at me. 

 

No. 

 

This body was mine, 

but this past body is no more. 

Only bullet holes and blood splatter, 

red on red, with the lake at my side. 

 

Yes. 

 

This body was mine. 
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Mike unlocks the door and holds it open for Joseph to enter first. When both men are in, Mike relocks the door. It’s six a.m., 

and the Tin Roof Coffee Shop doesn’t open until six-thirty. This is the way it works every morning.  

Joseph takes his usual seat against the window where he can look out onto the intersecting street that leads to the downtown 

square. This time of year, at this time of day, the sun is just clearing the top of the Circus Mansion Bed & Breakfast, and the 

early spring warmth feels good on his face, even through the glass. By the time Joseph is ready to take the steno pad and pen 

out of his Spiderman backpack (it’s a long story), Mike brings the cup of Mexican dark roast. The old man can’t help but let 

a satisfied sigh escape following the first sip. 

“You’re an artist, Mike,” he says to Mike’s retreating back. 

“I know.”  

The words aren’t the same every morning, but the sentiment is, and has been for six years. Ever since Mary died.  

Joseph takes up the pen and begins writing notes on what he wants to add to the book. He’s had an interesting life: one of 

travel, adventure, intrigue, danger, and secrets. A lot secrets. A lot of big secrets. The book won’t be released until after 

Joseph is dead. It’s that kind of book. One that a gaggle of government agencies would fill with wide black Magic Marker 

lines. The actual printing will be done without an ISBN number, and the printer will not be taking credit for their part.  

So, what’s it about? Well, here are just a few of the things that Joseph has done or witnessed. 

He knows where the crates of material are that were picked up just outside of Roswell, and he has seen the contents. That’s 

in the book. 

Joseph has heard the full eighteen-and-a-half missing minutes of the Nixon tapes. 

He’s watched the seventeen seconds from the Zapruder film that the Warren Commission didn’t even know existed.  

Joseph was in the room and his advice was asked for in 1963 when American warships were steaming to blockade Cuba. 

There’s a shovel in his garage that, if inanimate objects could talk, could tell tales to make the hair on the back of your neck 

stand up. 

Those kinds of stories. All of those episodes in his life are in the book, and much more. All with supporting sources, 

document I.D. numbers, and suggestions on how to locate them.  

After Joseph’s death there are likely going to be hundreds of Freedom of Information Act requests filed with the federal 

government. Some will see results, most will not. But the revelations from those that do will rock America. They will also 

lend validity to the other accounts that the book relates but can’t be independently verified. The decade after Joseph’s death 

is going to be a tumultuous one for America. Still, Joseph is convinced that it will come out the other side stronger for the 

trials that will be endured.   

The release of the book through non-traditional channels will be handled by a very prestigious, all Native American law firm 

that operates from an office on sovereign Reservation land. That means that any attempt to mess with the book, or the Trust 

which owns the book rights, will end up going all the way to the Supreme Court. The proceeds, if there were ever to be any, 
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would be divided among three veteran’s aid associations: even more aggravation for the feds, since six of the current 

members of the High Court are veterans. 

At seven-thirty, Joseph folds the steno pad closed and puts it and the pen away. He shoulders the pack, pays the three dollars 

and forty-one cents for the two-and-a-half cups of coffee, and begins the seven-block walk home. At eleven is the doctor’s 

appointment. There won’t be any good news there. Joseph can feel that the tumor is getting bigger. After he gives the doctor 

the bad news, he’ll go take the four-and-three-quarter mile walk around the lake. Nowadays, it takes him almost twice as 

long as it had before Mary died. Well, there’s good reason for that. 

They’d never been blessed with children. That was good in a way, now. There won’t be anyone for the government to harass 

when the book is released. Let the feds, and the lawyers, and the journalists, and the citizens, decide what should become of 

the information. That strikes Joseph as the fair way to do it. 

On a nostalgic whim, Joseph opens the closet door in the hallway. The one that holds the seven carefully tailored, crisply-

pressed identical black suits. With hats and shoes to match. 

“The news outlets are going to go apeshit over this.” He smiles as he turns his steps towards the lake. 
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   Gun shots come from the TV, while two brothers sit on a couch in 

front of it. Then the words, “You Died” appear on the screen.  

   “No, not again. We almost had it,” one says, before setting down his 

controller. 

   “Let's go over what happens. I’m sure we can beat it this time,” says 

the other brother, trying to cheer him up.  

   The brothers look back at the TV, and one says, “Ok, ok, let’s see. It 

starts before we enter a building. When we do, we’re greeted with two 

enemies on each side. After that, our job is—”  

   “Someone has to help me with dishes,” they hear their mom yell, “so 

who is it going to be?”  

   The brothers yell back, “But why?” 

   “Decide now or the both of you will be down here,” Mom yells back 

up.  

   The brothers look back at each other and say, “Rock-paper-scissors 

to decide.” Both start the motion, and then five minutes later, both are 

downstairs, washing dishes, when Mom says, “Why did it take so 

long?”  

   Both reply, “Because he cheated!” as they go back to the dishes. 

"I love you, but don't touch me," I said as 

I pushed the love of my life away from me. It was 

pizza night, and I will fight and die for my 

pepperoni and sausage thin-crust pizza. That also 

means I will not share, even with those wide 

pleading eyes and that extremely cute face. I’ve 

given in too many times; I must stand up for my 

food.  

"No. You aren't getting any. I've fed you 

already."  

My Labrador whined, trying to be as cute 

as possible. It was a mistake looking her in the 

eyes. 

 She got two slices. 
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(Curtains rise, the door swiftly shuts behind Joe as he enters the room.) 

Matt 

Did you get the goods? 

 

Joe 

Of course, but it wasn’t easy. 

 

Matt 

Were you seen at all? 

 

Joe 

No, but just barely. I think I made a clean getaway. Now let me show        

you what I managed this time. 

 

(Joe empties his pockets on the table beside Matt.) 

 

Matt 

Wow! This might be our greatest heist yet. 

 

Joe 

Our? 

 

Matt 

Well, yeah. We always go into these jobs together. So, we split the    

profits. 

 

Joe 

How is that fair? I did all the work, and you think you deserve half   

the reward. 

 

Matt 

We’re partners in this business. 

 

Joe 

I don’t think so; this prize is all mine this time. 

 

(Just then the door swings open and a woman steps into the room.) 

 

Mom 

All right, boys, which one of you took cookies off the cooking pan? 

 

Matt 

I had nothing to do with this. 

 

(Matt walks past his mom and exists the room, leaving Joe next to the pile 

of cookies. Curtains close.) 
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"Shipshape and Bristol fashion" is how The Captain kept her. He was always just "The Captain.” If you stood him to a 

pint, he might admit to being English and a former first mate on a steam powered sloop in Her Majesty's Navy. 

“She” was his first and only love...Astrid. She was sixty-five feet of bright, trim coastal schooner: a bit beamy with a 

shallow draft. She was stable in winds that would force a larger craft to hide in port or in the lee of an island. The Captain 

thought her as divinely beautiful as her name implied and would speak glowingly of her to all who would listen. 

Astrid had been christened less than a year before on August 8, 1871 when, sailing south down Green Bay on her way to 

pick up a load of lumber, The Captain saw a smudge on the western horizon that could only be the mark of a great forest fire. 

There had been a long, hard drought in the northern forests of Wisconsin and Michigan, and everywhere the land was tinder 

dry. 

The Captain knew that folks who could would head for the only stream in the area with any water. He turned Astrid hard 

to the west and slid her up the drought-slackened Peshtigo River. The stream was clogged with smoldering debris thick 

enough to halt them well short of the town of Peshtigo. Embers flew thick in the air, and the crew was hard pressed throwing 

buckets of water to keep the sails from bursting into flame. Many of the crew pleaded with The Captain to turn around. 

There was scant water in the river to come about and the firestorm winds and river current worked against them, but the next 

bend in the river looked promising. Just as the Astrid was sliding into the eddy below the bend bar, a cry went out over the 

water. 

"Help us! For the love of God, help us, please!" 

There in the deeper water were a dozen beaten and singed souls huddling under water-soaked woolen blankets. Astrid 

had just enough speed left to run her bow lightly into the soft sandbar. With half the crew holding Astrid in place with bars 

and spars, pikes, and spare planks, the sodden and charred survivors were brought aboard. 

The forest was ablaze on all sides and Astrid was aground!  

The Captain bellowed, "Everyone aft!" With the shift in weight, Astrid's bow came slowly up and off the sandbar. Before 

she gained too much speed astern, The Captain ordered the crew to plant their pikes, poles, planks, and spars into the stream 

bottom at Astrid's aft port quarter. Her bow was slowly taken by the current and, with gathering swiftness, Astrid came about 

and headed down the River Styx with Hell all around. 

Astrid was lucky to survive with nothing worse than a small blistering of her varnish and a few holes burned in her sails. 

The human debris from the fire were the Yoder and Adams families. They had farms near the river but most of their 

neighbors had thought the river too low to provide escape from the inferno and had made a run for it before the road became 

impassable. They had no idea if their friends had survived the dash, but they’d been sure they’d made the wrong choice by 

hiding in the river. Astrid was the answer to their prayers. After dropping the grateful refugees in Green Bay and picking up 

her cargo of lumber, only a day late, Astrid ran with full sails to deliver it, flying up the peninsula and daring Death's 

Doorway at a daredevil speed unsafe for any deeper draft ship. Astrid's crew made it to Chicago in nineteen hours only to 

find the city a smoldering ruin. Peshtigo was not the only victim of the Day of Fire. Astrid's cargo could not have arrived at a 

better time. 

 

August 8, 1871 was the day of the Peshtigo fire, as well as the great fire of the city of Chicago. The Peshtigo fire is generally 

overlooked for happening on the same day as its more famous counterpart. More than 1.2 million acres of forest were 

burned and up to 2,500 people died as the fire swept through north of Green Bay, Wisconsin. By comparison, the Chicago 

fire killed approximately three hundred people. 
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"Are we there yet?" 

"No." 

"How about now?" 

"Still no." 

"Now?" 

"Joeston, for the last time. The trip to Gia is at least eight-thousand 

light years away. We haven't even travelled one." 

"So...We aren't there yet?" 

"Tokka? How long until the cryotubes are fixed?" 

"I can't tell. Maybe another, eight… possibly ten days." 

"Oh, that's not bad." 

"From Pluto." 

"This trip had better be worth it." 

"Hey, Dad, if we find any humans, can I keep them?" 

"For the last time, Joeston, no. Last time you did that, you let the grey 

play with them, and they ended up dissecting half of them and letting 

the other half go. I'm not cleaning up after that again." 

First steps on foreign land, 

Absence of ambient sound, 

Darkness from every angle. 

 

One blue orb lingers in the darkness, 

Enormous and out of reach, 

Awe inspiring, yet familiar. 

Small, so small. 

Seven billion stories, 

Still so small. 
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Emotional vibrations invade me to my inner core. 

Uncontrollable surges; so powerful; at times, I feel like I can’t handle any more. 

There is no on or off switch, the vibrations are felt morning, noon, and night. 

Pure energy invigorates all my senses and fills my soul with a natural high. 

Conversely, negative vibrations drain every ounce of energy, to the point that I feel I might die. 

Sending out positive vibes. 

Attract me to my people: my tribes.   

Their auras are not seen with my eyes but felt by my rapidly beating heart. 

Energy is contagious. 

Some people think this is all outrageous. 

The doubters and non-believers cannot fathom an instant friendship with a stranger suddenly created… 

But I have also experienced the emotional turmoil of vibration vampires sucking almost all of my energy, 

as if I was sedated.   

Waking up from a dream? 

Inside, a silent scream! 

Searching for a balance between lightness and darkness 

Learning skills on how to avoid the energy drainers,  

While seeking out the positive sideshow acts; the true and authentic, entertainers. 

Some days I am filled with endless energy and fun… 

Other times, I feel fried; as if burned to a crisp by the blazing and blistering sun. 

Today, I laugh. I smile and laugh from within… 

For I have bravely battled the vibration vampires and avoided being dragged into sin. 

This is not always an emotional war that I will win. 

Nevertheless, I will continue to seek out goodness, greatness, and grace! 

While avoiding the appearance of disappointment and displeasure on your expressive face.    
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Eyes are wide and bright.   

Nose is small and round.   

Ears are little and curved.   

Small feet kick the air;   

Small hands grasp bigger ones.   

The mother says her name, but she cannot hear.   

The father looks at her face with adoration--   

This she does not see.   

Infancy.   

—————  

A little girl plays with her toys.   

Noise surrounds her.   

A little girl walks around.   

Color is everywhere.   

A little girl’s hands are worn.   

Curiosity gives way to touch-   

The dining room table, the window,   

The door, her bed, her mother, her father-   

Everything.   

Her world is colorless.   

Her world is noiseless.  

Her touch helps to define existence.   

Childhood.   

—————  

Bumps help her read.  

A mother’s love helps her write.   

Her touch is overwhelming;   

It drowns her in emotions.   

What she does not understand, she feels.   

 

 

Her world is still colorless.   

Her world is still soundless.   

Her world is changing.   

Adulthood.   

————  

She cannot hear;  

She cannot see,   

But she is thriving.   

She is not a liability—  

Her touch creates understanding.   

She feels what she cannot see.   

She writes what she cannot hear.   

She understands what others cannot.   

Her touch creates understanding.   

The revolution that is:   

Helen Keller.   
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Math class is bland 

English is worse 

History is so boring 

I already know this stuff 

 

These ladies here are looking fine, though 

What’s an Einstein to do when they’re knocking at my door? 

It’s the straight As I get that make them like me more 

than those other jocks here 

 

Back to stupid class 

I pass so easily 

Maybe that’s why girls can’t stop staring at me 

Hey, let’s mess with time and perfect gravity (sorry not sorry, Newton) 

 

Married to my cousin 

That’s not weird, right? 

Affair shmare, the ladies can’t have enough of me 

I’m not a one-woman man, I just can’t be 

 

Good ol’ Newton wouldn’t have it that way either 

Well, at least he didn’t live during a war 

Lucky bastard 

Yeah, credit him for gravity, I’m the one that made it make sense 

 

But me, Albert Einstein? 

Genius?  Yes.  Playboy?  Definitely. 

Who are you calling a narcissist? 
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When I was young,  

I would rest my ear 

upon my mother’s heart. 

I would listen to the thump  

and think about 

how sorrowful I would be 

if that heart ceased to beat. 

Sometimes I ponder, 

when the time arrives 

to have my own children,  

if they will do the same  

as I once did.  

Listening to my heart 

and wishing and praying  

that I will never die. 
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After that day, I became numb 

I close my eyes and I still hear the sirens 

The shouting of orders 

The constant numbing drone of people 

 

The numbness crept up on me like a silent curse 

As the first of many came up to me 

To tell me how sorry they were 

 

They didn’t help 

 

Being numb was a blessing 

At first 

Now all I want is to feel 

 

Eyes bore into the back of my head 

Whispers of “she’s so cold,” in every corner 

Murmurs of “his child” and “dry eyes”  

I wish I could feel 

I can’t 

 

Maybe being numb is better, I console myself 

Why would someone wish to feel agony? 

That gaping black hole in their chest  

To have memories slowly slip away from their grasp 

 

I am numb 

 

But I wish to feel 

Feel again his warm hugs 

His hands as they tie up my hair 

His smile as he watches me grow 
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Bailey couldn’t believe that she was here. In Central Park. With her girlfriend. Actually, she couldn’t believe she was 

alive, period. By all means, she should be dead. That car accident had every right to take her life, but she was here with 

her arm wrapped around Violet’s shoulders.  

Laughter flowed from them easily tonight, a combination of relief for still breathing and for the elation of being 

alone together. It was hard to be completely alone now, what with Bailey’s parents and friends hovering around her like 

bees since the accident. Tonight was their night. 

She turned to look at Violet. God, she was beautiful. The way the stars and moon highlighted her hair and eyes made 

Bailey swoon. She’d liked this girl for so many years, it was hard to believe that her feelings were being reciprocated.  

“What are you thinking about?” Violet asked, her bright brown eyes suddenly focused on Bailey.  

Bailey started, blinking rapidly as she tried to regain her bearings. She scrambled for a believable reply. “You,” she 

said plainly.   

Violet giggled. “Me? Wow, you’re full of clichés tonight.” 

“How can I not be when I’m with you?” 

“Bailey,” Violet said, groaning playfully. “Stop being sappy, you’re going to give me a cavity.” 

Bailey shrugged. “At least you’d have a good time.” 

“I can only have a good time when I’m with you,” Violet said. Bailey smiled like an idiot. They continued their walk, 

a light dusting of snow covering the ground. It was still snowing, despite the clear sky above them.  

“You cold yet?” Bailey asked after a few more minutes. They were nearing a special place. 

Violet hummed thoughtfully, squeezing her arm. “Nope. Can’t be when I’m with you.” 

Bailey rolled her eyes. “Now who’s being sappy?” 

Violet hit her lightly with her other arm. “You’re rubbing off on me, you goof.” 

“Oh? Good. Maybe you’ll find value in my jokes.” 

“No. God, no, your jokes are worse than Dad jokes.” 

Bailey steered them gently off the paved path, into a specific copse of trees. “They’re funny, I’ll get you with one 

someday.” 

Violet huffed. “Whatever helps you sleep at night, you weirdo.” They looked at each other with grins on their faces 

and broke out into laughter. “Where are we going, anyway?” 

“Best place in the park,” Bailey said. 

Violet looked around as they steadily approached the tree line. “As long as it’s not the place where you plan on 

killing me,” Violet joked.  

Bailey gasped, placing a hand on her chest in mock offense. “Me? Killing my girlfriend? I would never!” 

Violet leaned into her, tilting her head up and whispering, “Word on the street is you’re a real lady-killer, and I’m 

intending on getting to the bottom of it.” 

Bailey had to tear her gaze away from Violet’s eyes, lest she do something stupid. She settled for laughing nervously. 

“Nice one. You’re too sweet.” 

“I only speak the truth.” 

Bailey led them carefully along an invisible path, making sure no twigs, brambles, or snow got in their way. Violet 

took a sudden intake of breath. 
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“Bailey,” she breathed, “are we going to—” 

“You’ll find out in a second,” Bailey shushed her.  

“Oh, God.” That was what she wanted to hear. Bailey had planned this out so meticulously that she was sure she 

could recite her plan in a dead sleep. When they emerged from the brush, even Bailey was taken aback by how beautiful 

the small clearing was.  

A small pond was frozen over and glowed under the moonlight, the falling snow creating an ethereal glow. Bright 

white snow lightly dusted the surrounding trees, their bare branches creating brilliant shadows that swayed gently. 

Around them, the few inches of snow sparkled and shimmered, completely untouched. It was perfect. 

“God, Bailey.” Violet gasped, releasing her arm and taking a few steps forward. She spun around in a few circles, 

taking in as much of the natural beauty as she could. “This is gorgeous.” 

“You know what this place is?” 

Violet’s eyes snapped back to Bailey, looking at her from head to toe. “Yeah. This is where we confessed to each 

other." 

Bailey couldn’t help but smile. “I’ve been meaning to bring you back here, but things got in the way. After 

everything, I knew I had to bring you here.” Her feet moved on their own, closing the distance between them. Her 

heartbeat sped up, and her hands grew sweaty. She wiped them on her jeans. 

Violet kept her eyes on Bailey. “I’m glad you did.” Then she tilted her head. “You want to ask me something, don’t 

you?” 

Bailey walked up to her, taking her hands even as a blush darkened her cheeks. Her mind began to spin. “I don’t 

know how you read my mind. Yes, there’s something I’ve been meaning to ask you.” 

Violet stared at her, trying to puzzle things together. She gave up quickly. “Well? Out with it.” 

“Um…” Bailey struggled. All the words she was going to say slipped through her fingers like sand, a heavy brick of 

nervousness landing heavy in her gut.  

Violet, ever attentive, gave her time. She stepped forward, threading their hands together and squeezing them gently. 

“Hey, it’s okay. Take your time.” 

Bailey huffed in frustration. Of course, her nerves would get to her. Just her luck. “I just… God, I had a whole speech 

and everything and—” 

“I don’t need a speech,” Violet said softly. “I can tell what you feel just by the way you look at me. Please, don’t 

worry about it. Ask that question of yours.” 

Bailey very nearly forgot what she was doing and where she was. Violet’s eyes were just so hypnotic in the 

moonlight, her hair framing her face. She didn’t want to wait any longer. 

“Can I kiss you?” 

Silence. Bailey’s heartbeat thudded in her ears. The words were out; she’d finally spoken them. She didn’t think she 

could blush any harder, but the growing blaze she could feel on her cheeks and ears said otherwise. 

Violet was silent for a few painful, heart-pounding moments. She stared at Bailey with wide eyes, her mouth 

dropping open. She blinked slowly.  

“Kiss? I-Yes. Please,” Violet said rapidly. “Two months into this, and you’re asking to kiss me?” 

Bailey looked away bashfully. “I didn’t know what you were comfortable with, so I waited.” 

Violet’s arms wrapped around her neck slowly. “I think we’ve done enough waiting, don’t you?” 

Looking into her eyes, Bailey couldn’t deny it. They had waited an awfully long time for this.  

“Yeah.” 

They kissed under the moonlight with snow in their hair, blissfully alone.  
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Asiah Accola is a current UW-Platteville student majoring in English and Design. Her hobbies include reading, writing, and making 
music. (Literature) 

Susan Anderson is a retired elementary teacher who finds her advanced years blooming and flowering with words. (Literature) 

Andrew Barnes was a student at UW-Platteville Baraboo Sauk County. (Literature) 

Kendrick Bohringer is a former editor, a current submitter, and forever a supporter of Spirit Lake Review. (Literature) 

Allison Colwell is a sophomore at UW-PBSC. In her free time, she enjoys reading, taking care of her sheep and dogs as well as a bit of 
sewing and crocheting on the side. She plans on attending UW-Stevens Point to major in Elementary Education. (Editor) 

Breanna Denu is a senior at Sauk Prairie High School. After attending a creative writing class, Breanna began pushing herself to do 
better and began learning to cope with the aftermath of childhood trauma. Writing brought a whole new kind of release for Breanna and 
made her feel good about herself. She hopes that in some way her writing can help others feel just as good. (Literature)  

Dan Emerson is a comic book author, published playwright, produced screenwriter, and photographer. This is his fourth time working 
on this magazine and loves all the opportunities it has provided him. Onto number five! (Editor) (Art) (Literature)  

Torianna Fay is a sophomore at UW-Baraboo. She was lucky enough to study in Scotland during the Spring Semester and thought it 
was absolutely beautiful. Her hobbies include writing, music, snuggling her cat, and watching/creating YouTube videos. (Literature) 

Emily Forbush is a current UW-PBSC student who is transferring to UW-Eau Claire in the fall to study Biology with a minor in 
Marine Science. Her hobbies include hiking, kayaking, spending time with friends and family, and photography. (Literature) 

Carley Frey was excited to be a part of the makings of Spirit Lake Review this year! This was her first year at UW-PBSC and she will 
be back in the fall. This semester she made long lasting friendships with her classmates and got to view some amazing pieces of 
literature and art as well. Carley could not have asked for a better way to end her Wednesday evenings than the time spent with her 
classmates. (Editor) (Literature) 

Gary Frisch is a retired teacher and coach who now roasts coffee, plays music gigs, hunts and fishes, and enjoys creative writing. The 
poem "Gutting a Deer" actually began on the hunting stand, but the images carried well beyond the woods. Gary lives in Baraboo, 
received his undergraduate degree at UW-Platteville and his Master’s in Creative Writing from Wilkes University. (Literature) 

Sherman Funmaker is a proud member of the Bear Clan of the Ho-Chunk Nation, a tribal elder, a published writer, a UW-Baraboo 
graduate, and a founding member of The Spirit Lake Review. (Literature) 

Juliana Gagné is a multidisciplinary artist with a focus in experimental film photography. She received her BFA in Fine Arts from 
Parsons the New School for Design in 2018. Juliana has shown her work in group and solo shows in New York City, Berlin, and 
Barcelona. Notably, Juliana participated in the international Experimental Photography Festival and had a photo displayed as part of the 
exhibition "36 Artists and a Manifest" in Barcelona, Spain. (Art) 

Mary Gawronski is a high school senior from Reedsburg who elected to take this course for college credit after thoroughly enjoying 
her first semester classes at Boo-U. She writes plays and short fictions and composes music. She will be attending UW-Steven's Point 
for Theater Design and Technology in the fall. (Editor) (Literature)  

Sara Gomez Nava is a freshman at Boo-U. In her free time, she likes to spend time with her family and cats and work out. Sara plans 
to attend UW-Superior to major in Criminal Justice and minor in Spanish to become a translator. (Editor) (Literature) 

Ben Hartman is a graduate from Lawrence University (Appleton, WI) who enjoys writing, hiking, kayaking, and just about anything 
that will result in an enlightening story or experience.  "Paved roads shan't define me, I've a trail to blaze." (Literature) 

Rebecca Hassebrock is a graduate from UW-Baraboo and is completing a bachelor's degree in psychology at UW-Superior. In her free 
time, she enjoys crocheting and knitting. To see examples of her work & to request a custom piece, visit @madebyrgh on Instagram or 
Facebook. (Literature) (Art) 

Mike Heath is proud to call beautiful Baraboo his adopted home. He is awestruck by the natural beauty that surrounds us all. A social 
worker who supports foster, adoptive, and relative caregivers across Wisconsin, he brings along his camera gear on his journeys 
throughout the state and across the U.S. To view his photography, visit Michael J. Heath Photography on Facebook. (Art) (Literature). 

Alyssa Helms is an avid writer, major video game player, animation nerd, and aspiring film major at UW-Milwaukee. Spirit Lake 
Review has allowed her to meet so many amazing people and write some insane stories. (Literature) 

Katelyn Hershberger is a student at UW-PBSC and an editor for Spirit Lake Review for the second year in a row. When they are not 
working on schoolwork, they like to draw and paint, read, play videogames, and take care and enjoy the company of their many 
animals. Katelyn is planning on continuing their education in animal science, behavior, and biology. (Editor) (Literature)  

Mikayla Hunkins takes joy in painting objects and living things in a semi-cartoon style. Her ultimate goal is making people smile 
when they see her paintings. (Art) 

Tim Jerry is a UW-PBSC alum who is now studying Mechanical Engineering at UW-Platteville. Passions and talents include music, 
mathematics, and procrastination. 

Addison Johnson is a senior in high school. Next year she will be going to college for animation and illustration at Columbia College 
Chicago. Art is a really big part of her life and she can’t wait to make it part of her career. (Art) 

Alexis Kersten is graduating from UW-Platteville Baraboo Sauk County this May and is transferring to UW-Whitewater in the fall to 
get her Master’s in Social Work and a minor in linguistics so she can travel. She enjoys writing as a hobby, and only recently 
rediscovered her love for poetry, so she mainly writes poems. (Editor) (Literature) 
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Mr. Shawn Kailian is a Renaissance man, keeping to the old traditions of written and spoken word. He enjoys drawing and watercolours. 
He also enjoys reading poetry and writing it. Some of his favourite authors include Alexander Pushkin, Jane Austen, Rupert Brooke, and 
Florence Barclay. (Literature) 

Hunter Kruchten is a student at UW-PBSC and an editor for Spirit Lake Review for his second year. He enjoys anything reading or 
writing, video games, and generally having fun. He plans to get a degree in accounting. (Editor) (Literature) 

Ryan Lindert is a graduating sophomore at UW-PBSC. Next year he will be attending UW-Eau Claire to pursue a degree in Education, 
hoping to become an elementary/middle school science teacher. His hobbies include writing, fitness, video games, and movie watching. 
(Literature) 

Tina Lovell is a photographer, mama to a human and a cat, and a Hospital Unit Coordinator in Pennsylvania. (Art) 

Laura Marik does photography as a small hobby. She enjoys taking pictures of her grandchildren. (Art) 

John Markestad is a semi-retired sometime-novelist and professional coffee drinker. 2020 is his sixth year working as an editor of, and 
contributor to, Spirit Lake Review magazine. It’s been suggested that he may simply be a slow learner. John also likes to note that he has 
been with the same woman for 50 years and is still alive, indicating that he likely has some redeeming qualities. (Editor) (Literature) 

Wren Miller is a budding writer and English major at Boo-U who intends on transferring to UW-La Crosse. Her hobbies include reading, 
writing, yoga, procrastinating, and obsessing over cute animals. Her lifelong dream is to create her own novel one day. (Literature) 

Hannah Newton lives in North Hollywood, California with her mother and in Topanga with her father. She enjoys drawing, writing short 
stories, watching movies, and reading. Newton has participated in multiple art shows at Carter Sexton and was the featured artist at AFRU 
Gallery’s 2017 kids show in Portland, Oregon. She was also one of the twelve recipients chosen in NASA’s international Children’s 
Artwork Calendar in 2017. (Art) 

Trenton Nickel is an upcoming sophomore who is interested in poetry, fiction, and cinematography. He is transferring to UW-
Whitewater in the fall to keep pursuing his BA in English Literature; then it’s on for a Master’s at Iowa State! He enjoys the works of 
Virginia Woolf and Emily Dickinson and hopes to teach in the future. (Editor) (Literature) 

Keri Olson explores life’s beauty and joy through her writing, photography, and public speaking. She draws upon her experiences with 
cancer and other serious illnesses for inspiration and perspective. Keri’s lens often draws her to the lovely and the amazing. She will 
showcase her photography in her first solo show, May 1-29, 2020, at Baraboo’s Al. Ringling Theatre Gallery. Keri lives in Baraboo with 
her husband, Larry McCoy. (Art) 

Nikolas Owen or "Sprinkles" is a sophomore at Boo-U. He is gamer and also likes to play and watch sports like Baseball, Soccer, and 
Disc Golf. He has enjoyed his time in Spirit Lake Review.  

Weronika Pachniewicz is currently attending UW-Platteville Baraboo Sauk County. Her favorite activities include horseback riding, 
reading, and hiking at Devil’s Lake with her dog. (Literature) 

Sara Determan Roltgen lives in the Driftless region where she finds inspiration for life among the rocks, trees, and rivers. (Art) 

Allie Mae Sakry is a sophomore at UW-PBSC. In her free time, she enjoys writing poems and prose, organizing everything in sight, and 
hanging out with as many friends as possible. She plans to attend UW-La Crosse to study physics and creative writing. (Editor) 
(Literature) 

Marc Seals is an English professor at UW-Platteville Baraboo Sauk County—but you knew that. After all, he has been here since before 
most of you were in kindergarten. Besides, he doesn't need your validation. That aside, he loves this campus, his students, and his job. He 
is a lucky, lucky man. (Art) 

Shirley Schaller is a 95 year-young semi-retired artist who lives in La Crosse. Shirley was most prolific in the 1970s and 80s when she 
and her husband Eugene “Doc” Schaller spent evenings at their easels side by side. Their four children and thirteen grandchildren have 
Doc and Shirley’s art displayed on their walls, and Shirley’s small apartment is an amazing gallery of her work. (Art) 

Danielle Tolzmann is a graduating UW-PBSC student who will be continuing at UW-Madison in the fall.  She enjoys time with family, 
long motorcycle rides, and classic car shows. She lives in Portage. (Editor) (Literature) 

Signe Trewyn is a previous contributor to Spirit Lake Review. She has been doing photography for several years now and primarily 
focuses on outdoor and nature photos. She loves taking photos of landscapes and animals, including her guinea pig and her small dogs.  
(Art) 

Eli Vanderwagen is a first-year student at UW-Platteville majoring in Civil Engineering. Some of his favorite hobbies include fishing, 
mountain biking, and bow-hunting. (Literature) 

Grace Vils is a sophomore at UW-PBSC, with a love for writing and photography. When not working at Sauk Prairie Healthcare, she 
spends her free time at home cooking, baking, and reading new books! After getting her associate degree in the spring, she plans on 
starting her career in a lab science, buying a house, and getting a puppy. (Editor) (Art) (Literature) 

Jeff VogtSchaller is Director of Fourth Day Astronomical Observatory. “Be humble for you are made of earth. Be noble for you are 
made of stars.” (Literature) 

Jarod VonRueden was a student at UW-Baraboo in 2010-2011. He loved being outdoors and adventuring around the world. If there was 
something beautiful to see, Jarod was going to find a way to see it. His passions were flying and climbing. In 2013, he was climbing a 
mountain in Argentina, and neither he nor his climbing partner made it home. Jarod was a gifted writer and a cherished friend to many. 
(Literature) 

Sabrina Wagner is now studying Geology at UW-Eau Claire. Her hobbies include playing Animal Crossing, witchcraft, and self-
isolating. (Literature) 

Jeff Weiland has been taking pictures since he was just a kid, when rolls of film were expensive to purchase and develop. With the 
advent of digital medium, he has gone a little crazy. Many of his submissions are from trips taken with his lovely wife and former Spirit 
Lake Review editor, Ellen. Jeff graduated from UW Baraboo Sauk-County in 1982, and UW-Platteville in 1984, with a degree in 
Technical Communications, with an emphasis in Photography. (Art) 
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