





No Name

Megan Oldak

Just one more. I hear the darkness. I see silence. The man approaches me with

sharp strides. My world is cracking. His gaze is no longer gentle. Heaving in and

out I wonder, “Am I dead?” His touch is poison. It burns my skin yet I cling to him
for dear life. Red. I see red. I see red in the eyes of the townspeople. They hunger

for new minds to feed upon. I see red in the sunset. Its blood dripping thickly into
the water. It swirls around me like a hurricane of lustful need. I see red in the rose
garden. The putrid smell skinning flesh and cutting bone. I see red in my veins as my
blood becomes unbearably hot. It boils from within. I fear for my life. I hate that I
am weak. He knows that I am weak; he is stronger. I am consumed in a fiery burst of
light. I see red.
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Summer

Zoe LaPorte
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Burning

Peyton Ross

Strike!

Like a match,

Two flames dancing together,

Sending black smoke into the already black night;
Yet lighting it just the same

Like a torch.

Oh!

Two fireworks

Flying straight up, side by side.

Up, up and exploding into each other’s arms,
Sparkling before their eyes,

Falling back.

Pow!

A bullet

Exiting a gun with no

Intention to kill, but intention to ignite
A revolution of love

Between us.

Bang!

We erupt,

Molten lava on the floor

While we float safely in the middle, unharmed by
The burning, our love being

Our guide home.

Safe.

Not on fire,

Just two arms protecting me

And while we may burn with passion and love, we are
Cold and vulnerable, we

Are night lights.

Safe.

ﬁ,
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-
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Rebounding Perfection (Praying to O)

Scott Bargisen

Lying on the once-lice-ridden floor

of my once-prospective fiancé’s apartment,

I only found comfort in your poetry.

I want my work to be copied in italics

by my future students as my works were required texts,
Strictly because I would find it funny.

I want to barge into the bathroom during her shower,
dry her face, pretend to propose,

only to watch it be wet again.

Because I am a prick. A piece of s— as some would say.
And I love it as much as I love you and once loved her.
Such schadenfreude should only be brought out to one’s dearest,
so I confide this in you.




Afraid to Love Again

Ayanna Dexter

I want to be selfish with you but I'm afraid that you don’t feel the same.

If it’s not me you’re wanting to be around, then it’s your friends.

They can’t love you like I can and give you a chance to be a man.

I want to open my heart to you, but I'm afraid to let you in.

I spend my time thinking of you and I don’t know if it’s mutual.

How I wish you would understand that my love takes some getting used to.
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An Accurately Inaccurate Series of Events That
Lead to the Infamous Forehead Scar

Jessica Vera

Once, I was old enough to dance but young enough to wear white stockings that
contrasted against my shiny, black flats, that squeaked when I would scuff them
together. My soft, brown curls bounced about under my silken red ribbon that
helped highlight my naturally blushed cheeks. I remember my poofy dress being
black with tints of silver glitter sparkling all over the felted material. My entire
family was there to witness my twirl, especially my grandmother whose smile lit
up the room. We spent most of our days together laughing at everything from the
extra bubbles she would add in the bathtub, to help with my exotic hairstyles that
would stand out with an edge to the girly gossip of dress-ups. Her wooden furniture
smelled as old as her perfume, but I didn’t care . . . I couldn’t watch Telemundo any
other way, but today was a celebration of sorts.

The weather was hot, the family was over, the smell of food lingered in the air,
and the Salsa music that sang loud from the speakers controlled everyone’s body
without a fault. On occasions like this, my uncle loved to roam throughout the
house with his camcorder, recording the smiles and laughs that would mark this
day in our memories forevermore. When the camera showed its spotlight on me,
well . . . I couldn’t just pass up an opportunity like this to shine. So, I let the music
spin me around over and over again. The bliss on my face showed brighter as the
chorus of my family in the background clapped my name. “Jessie. Jessie. Jessie!”
The excitement pushed my spins faster and faster so that my hair flew in the air in
sync with the same rotation as my dress. Suddenly, there was a sharp squeak that
sounded from my black, shiny shoes that alerted a trip and tumble.

Everything from then on happened so fast.
They said, my forehead met with the edge of the wooden couch. They said as it
happened my uncle dropped the camera. They said all you could hear were shouts

and screams. . . But that videotape in question has never been found. All that was
left from that memorable day, is the dent in my skull and the scar on my forehead.
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Friend

Ethan Hunsinger
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Dinner After Mass on Sunday with My
Roommates

Annette Ritzko
Ethan!

Your burger’s almost done,
So come over here and grab a bun.

Oh. I rhymed.

Second Beach

Megan Oldak
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Finding My Name
Jacob Schweiger

I am weaker than my namesake,
And Your Angel proves it so

Oh God of Israel,

God of mine

I toiled as he stood

Unshook by my protestations,

But not unfeeling toward my sentiment,

For pride is not easily struck from man’s heart

“Read, boy”

I heard,

What irony that these words
Should give me rest

The path is much gentler than out there
In the dark wood,

And where Jacob did limp,

On my knees I follow
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When Times are Desperate
Adam Meyers

It started while watching another episode of the six o’clock news after a hard day
of work. The story was about two teenagers who were murdered because they
would not give their big-name sneakers to murderers. After hearing this, I took
a walk in the local park to clear my head. While I walked through the basketball
courts accompanying the park, I saw a group of teenagers that I always saw
playing basketball. As I watched them, I noticed they would always wear the
same shoes, same shirt, and same shorts. I asked to join their game to see if I
can still play with the “young bucks.”

We played until dusk when the park closed. Afterwards I talked to the group.

It wasn’t about the same clothes that they wore, but about basketball and the
genuine love of the game. One kid stood out to me. He said he idolizes Ben
Simmons of the Philadelphia 76ers. He loved his style of play, would write
letters to him, and would comment on his social media account. He asked for his
jersey for Christmas (he really loved the throwback style), but his family simply
could not afford it.

He started to talk more about basketball and how it is a good distraction from
life. The street where he lived is notorious for crime and theft. After a good talk,
I finally asked what his name was. “Clarke” he said, “Clarke Benson.”

“Benson” I wondered. One of the victims on the news last night was named Benson.
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As I glanced once again at Clarke, he seemed like a spitting image of the victim.
My mind froze at the thought of what he was going to go home to. I was holding
back tears of anguish when we all walked back to our cars. Right before he
opened his front door, Clarke received a call from his family. In an instant, his
phone dropped, streams of tears hitting the floor. My prediction was true. Steven
Benson, one of the boys that was killed in the murder, was Clarkes’ brother.

I offered him a ride home in fear of what he might do to himself alone. Police
cars were lined all alongside Clarkes’ driveway, encompassing his whole house. I
could only notice the distraught faces of Steven’s family caused by the calamity;
a sight that will forever be etched in my brain. I was soon escorted out of the
crime scene by a police officer and rode back home in total silence. Only two
thoughts entered my mind. One being that some people actually kill others for
the clothes on their backs, and second being that anyone will do anything if they
are desperate enough.
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Uppa Roo

Juliana Cofranceso

The room was quiet for the most part, but every once in a while the man in the
bed would sing, “Uppa Roo, Uppa Roo!”

“What the hell is he singing?” the woman wondered as she stroked his hair.
“No, my silver fox, I don’t understand you. Who taught you this song?”

“Maybe it’s the drugs.”

“Maybe it’s his brain.”
“No, no, no, I know he’s trying to tell me something.” And as she paced she
found a Father. Of course she did. There’s only so much space in the world

before two beings of holy worth collide; like magnets.

“The Book, madam!” the priest cried out. “Look to the Good Book!”

Beyond

Iana Davis
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Realization hit her, and finally she understood the man’s words. She laid her
head on his chest, comforted that she knew that he knew where he was to go.

As the days passed, the world then grew silent as the smell of flowers grew
tenfold. She could no longer hear him.

Looking out from the Uppa Roo, he wishes he could talk to her, but he knows
the rules; no direct contact once you’re in the Uppa Roo. Sighing where he
stands, he decides to talk out as if she can hear him. “I've got to tell you, it’s
beautiful here. I get to see my brother, my mom, my dad, your mom, your dad,
and everyone here is so caring. But,” he interjects himself, “all the angels up
here are nothing compared to you.”

“Alright!” a woman shouted, “Who’s next in line?”

The man walked over, feeling no pain. “I'm next!” he exclaimed, excited to find
out what was about to happen.

The woman took one look at him and smiled. “Sir, unfortunately there is
no partner for you here at the moment.” Her eyes glittered with ancient
knowledge.

“What do you mean?” The man felt deflated. “It seems that everyone else here
has a partner. Is there something wrong with me?”

The woman gave a cryptic look and began, “Everyone on earth has someone
special watching over them. You may know them by their mundane name:
guardian angels. Usually, the angel is in Uppa Roo waiting for their partner.
But you, sir, are a special case. You and your guardian lived during the same
time on earth. It’s quite odd, this rarely happens.”

Feeling hope rise within him, he knew in his soul who his partner was, but
just to make sure, he decided to ask, “Who is my guardian angel?”

The woman looked out from Uppa Roo and the man followed her gaze to a
house he had known for most of his life. Inside, an old woman slept in his
chair, wearing a blue robe that will always be too big for her and her crooked
fingers clutching half of a stone cross. The man had never seen someone so
beautiful in his life. Taking his half of the stone cross out of his pocket, his
bushy mustache rose as his lips twitched up into a blissful smile.

“Like I said, my love, the angels up here are nothing compared to you.”
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WINTER’S TALE PART II

Peter H. Bloom

The Winter’s Tale is in two parts
The first of which is tragedy
The second half, we’ll visit now,
An unabashed comedy

The scene’s a feast of shearing sheep
12 Bumpkins dressed as Satyrs gambol
Their acrobatic goat-man dance

In truth is a chaotic scramble.

Invited to croon and entertain

Gold voicéd peddler Atolycus arrives
He tries all maidens to be swain,

A cheat, a thief, by crime he thrives.

Espying a chance to fleece the rubes
His sack of merchandise, he brings
As sundry wares he wave about

An advertising song he sings.

“Gifts, for your girlfriends, you should buy”
“White lawn, black cypress kindly ponder”

“Stomachers to boost the bust”
And things revealed by double-entendre

One shepherd, he, two girlfriends has
And needs a gift to both amuse

And so from printed broadsides, cheap
A lit’ry masterpiece they’ll choose.

There’s one that they already know,
Calléd “Two Maids Wooing a Man.”

That three voice ditty is right for them as

Read, they cannot, but sing it they can.
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Two lasses and the peddler chant it
(And each one’s sole concern is ME,)
Burcu, today, our singer solo

Shall, for THEE, in voices three.

-PH.B. April 4, 2016

Peter H Bloom © 4/20/2016,
all rights reserved

Contact: phbloom @comcast.net
Americas Musicworks

29 Newbury Street

Somerville, MA 02144, USA




Peter H. Bloom, flute (at the
National Gallery in London)

Robert Bigio

Peter H. Bloom, flute, performs in the U.S., Canada, Europe, and the Far East; is
featured on 45 recordings; and is a winner of the American Musicological Society’s
Noah Greenberg Award. He has concertized with chamber ensembles in London,
Bangkok, Canberra, Wellington, Ottawa, and other world capitals, and in hundreds of
cities across 40 states and four continents. His career spans chamber music from the
Renaissance to the 21st century, as well as jazz standards, blues, bebop, exploratory jazz
and free improvisation. He has given lectures and master classes across the globe, and
has served as historical performance consultant to The American Museum in Britain,
The New-York Historical Society, The American Antiquarian Society and The Museum of
Fine Arts Boston, among others. Mr. Bloom is contributing editor for Noteworthy Sheet
Music. He holds an MM in flute performance with distinction from the New England
Conservatory of Music and a BA in philosophy from Boston University.

In September 2018, Bloom performed at Misericordia University with Ensemble
Chaconne in a concert of Music from Shakespeare’s Plays. He introduced the music
from The Winter’s Tale with a lively reading of his poem The Shakespeare concert
showcased Bloom on renaissance flute. He also performs widely on baroque flute
(shown in the photo), and on modern concert flute.
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Coda—Le Pelerinage:
Les Saintes-Maries-de-la-Mer, France*

Matthew Nickel

I hold her hand as waves wash over our feet
singing loud Salut, salut, O Saintes Maries
her eyes sing aloud the depths of the sea

dark gypsy hands reach up the boat is high
gray eyes chant—Vive Les Saintes Maries
Vive La Sainte Sara—waves lift us to sky

she dances in water weaving light
we reach for the boat and touch fingers
her voice edges the sky around the saints

we look at each other say nothing waves
lap our bodies and sand is in our hair away
bishop robes over dunes gardians trot out the day

procession vanishes into carnival a man ratchets
a hurdy gurdy you picked a fine time to leave me
suddenly we are not alone we see familiar faces

though we do not name them gliding beside
compound of sea and sand eyes like a friend
or some long lost mother for whom we cried

we step infinite and slow until a fish leaps

into the chaos of sun windless over a wide sea
we sing harmony on forgotten beaches

with voices out of the irredeemable past present

only in hymns over water and the steady vibration
of hearts together mounting wind over sand

*This poem was first published in The Route to Cacharel (Five Oaks Press 2016).
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Palm

Kaitlyn Kirsten
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