

A Light at Dusk
There were once two little girls who believed they saw something in the forest. They spotted it deep within the 


As they proceeded down the faded forest path, they took great caution in their strides. Hand in hand, 
they sprinted through gnarled oaks and dark shrubs, eyes and ears alert to the wilderness around them. Every 
owl call, every rustling of the branches made them think of the dangers around them- how the blonde girl 
with the blue bonnet disappeared in the forest depths; how the deer were piled up one day on the side of the 
road, eyes just as wide and innocent as they were in life. As they pressed on, the girls imagined silent bodies 
hanging from the naked branches above, necks bruised, swaying in the wind.


The girls held dear such dark thoughts because they knew that was the way of the world. They were 
wise beyond their years, born without the optimism that children are so known for. They had believed that 
this wisdom allowed them to survive each trek through the forest. Their seclusion and carefulness kept them 
alive, and kept the scarecrow in the front yard of their home. 


Every move was in defense, a cautious, deliberate act. They huddled closer when the wind stopped 
and the voices of the animals ceased. They slowed and crept carefully when deep ravines split the foliage, or 
when tree trunks obscured the path. They listened closely when the bizarre noises of the forest began once 
more.  Although this time, the animal calls sounded much different.


Despite the overgrown vines in their path, they picked up their pace- jumping and pumping their legs, 
shivering as dark and twisted vines reached out to snag their ankles and tear at their dresses. Something was 
happening in the forest this night. Something was coming for them.


Unpoisoned by naivety, they feared the worst when a spectral blue mist wrapped its smoky tendrils 
around their wrists and the arms of the trees above. They held each other closely as golden beams pierced the 
fog, bathing them in light, warming them. Just then, an instant before the girls sprinted off through the 
wilderness, the fog thinned out. The girls stole one hurried glance at the source of the spectral light. Before 
they fled, each girl saw what they never thought could exist. They looked at each other, smiling in 
recognition.


They ran off down the final stretch of the forest’s path, to the red cottage at its edge. Before they 
retired that evening, they took down the old scarecrow in the front yard. 

Disassociate

It’s time again, I fear, to sing the elegy

To peace, truth, honor, and prosperity

Apparently our nation’s intellect is also in recession

As we’ve given W a win in the election

There’s hatred all around us, yet in our efforts, we’ll persist

In stubbornness, we’ll plow on until our allies cease to exist

It’s unthinkable, that this man gets four more years to reign

I’m apart from those that have put him in office again

I am not part of this America

I am not one with the majority

This time has got me scared because

I despise the leaders of my own country

These problems I can’t alleviate!

Their blood-hunger will never sate!

This tyrant rule must be escaped!

I must disassociate!

“We voted for Bush for moral’s sake” so say the blind

Yet if they took the time to open their eyes

They’d be surprised at what they’d find

Abortions will stop happening if we outlaw them, they’re taught

And everything is easy now that gays can’t tie the knot

Its clear and simple, these ideas are ridiculous

Yet the majority rules and they have chosen to be led by lunatics

 I am not part of this America

I am not one with the majority

This time has got me scared because

I despise the leaders of my own country

These problems I can’t alleviate!

Their blood-hunger will never sate!

This tyrant rule must be escaped!

I must disassociate!

This senselessness will further decay our country’s corpse

As our soldiers die overseas in a war that’s not worth fighting for

I’m sick of worrying about Medicare and the patriot act,

Health insurance, corrupt commissions, and absorbent tax

Four more years this man will have our throne

But in the meanwhile, I’ll be ashamed

To call this America my own

I am not part of this America

I am not one with the majority

This time has got me scared because

I despise the leaders of my own country

These problems I can’t alleviate!

Their blood-hunger will never sate!

This tyrant rule must be escaped!

I must, I will disassociate.

What do you do?

Stand on the shoreline as dark waves crash; cold water filters through your spread toes. The beach 
has been darkened by a recent rainstorm. Elevated above you towers a slick black stone jetty, angling away 
from you, burying itself beneath the clashing waves. The beckoning sea: A tangled mass of deep blues and 
grays, is tranquil towards the shore and turbulent on the gray horizon. Dark clouds converge above you, yet 
an illuminated space remains between them, radiant in bold azure. All is distorted, cleverly masked by the 
fine misty fog still hanging in the air.

So make your choice.   

Eidolon’s Dream


Here I stand in this hazy vale, cloaked in violet mists, obscured by material fog. The vast expanse 
around me is grappled in furs and spruces that have been sugared by snowfall, yet everything remains 
nebulous and insubstantial. White-cloaked figures with emotionless faces glide effortlessly about this fog 
cloaked world, twirling up steep embankments or skirting down them with ease. At first, their vapor 
shrouded countenances are unfamiliar, but as time passes, slow recognition seeps into me, just as the 
skyward spray melds with the fallen leaves that lie all about. Vague affection is reserved for one while 
embarrassment and shame is left to the other.  As I join hands with the Loved One and lead the figure into 

the surrounding hinterlands, the haze gathers and swirls. The other recognized being regards me with 
incredulity and sadness. The cycle continues once more. Somehow, we return to this place each time.  
Bast
He awoke and I was at his ankles again

Making unholy noise, wanting to be fed
My whining faded off into a din
As his monstrous footfalls echoed ahead

As I followed and begged for my meal

He answered my pleas with a repast

For on my breakfast plate he revealed

A plate of freshly caught bass

After I demolished my rations

I tossed and I turned on the floor

He pet me and fed my passion

But I hung around and asked for more 

After he left I retired to the loveseat

And waited and watched the door

I hoped that good Bast would here my plea

And let him return to me once more

Requiem for a Shoe

They were humongous, they were gargantuan

They were so shiny and black

Even though I wanted a simple shoe

I got stuck with the new T-Macs

They were too flashy, I thought to myself

And I really began to despise

The athletic shows I had to get

‘Cuz simple shows don’t come in my size

I guess they’re neat, but whenever I walk

They made a squeaky sound

I wish I could have simpler shoes

But I have the feet of a clown

So one day in a dark alley

I snuck up on them

And noticed that they were pretty fly,

But they were still too flashy

Not simple enough

So I said “Shoe, it’s now time to die!”

With kung-fu I rendered my shoes to tatters

And won the fight without a bruise

And now I will scour the mall

In search of a new pair of shoes

Rest in piece, my black T-Macs,

Wearing you has made me sick

So I’ll dig up your grave and salivate

Thinking about my new pair of kicks 

Fall Lamentation
The path ahead was illuminated by ethereal starlight and flanked by withering autumnal trees. In mutual 
fear, we shared a smile. We quickened our pace and saw the tip of the moon over the crest of the hill. Our

prayers rang out in stark silence on the way to the hill, to the hill of the harvest moon. A feeling of sinking 

sank into my very being as we passed ruined vegetation from autumns past. We drew nearer and nearer, 

enraptured yet terrified, onto the hill, to the hill of the harvest moon. Faint orange light from above treated

the hill with a misty glaze. The growing splendor of the wavering moon revealed itself to me. You vanished 

then, as the moon’s cruel followers circled me. You were nowhere in sight, nowhere in person on the hill of 

the  harvest moon. As the winds picked up and the darkness spread I was left in the wake of their betrayal. I 

will always regret, will never forget, that night on the hill of the harvest moon. 

Omens
Wide          awake          simple          day          sun          filters          in          as          you          turn          off          

your          alarm          clock.          All          is          clear          All’s          in          its          place          but          

with          normality          you          forgot you’re alive, still alive now, more alive than alert now, when you noticed the birds now on your window sill. You’re aware, you’re aware now of its ominous friends now as each bird bends now to sing its death-song. Down, down, down- down the stairs now more birds all around now they’re silent and portending, predicting your doom. Leave, leave this place now, they’re taunting you, you know now you’d leave this place now had you anywhere to go. Black roses, black roses now, bloom on your table now cover all your pictures now replace all your fixtures now they’ve made this their home. Insects insects, abound in all corners now fester and squirm now on your living room floor. These signs these signs now you cannot ignore them now the gods abhor you now answer their call.

Fast          asleep          blood          soaked          jeans          and          flashing          lights          slouched          

in          room          covered          with           sores         the          nurse          calls          to          you          in          

your          place          of          locked          doors          and          padded          walls.              
FOGLIGHT
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blackened wilderness, as the final rays of the sunset were doused by darkness.











