“Black Coffee”
Rachel O’Kelley



by ache Okeltey |




|eevis COSTELLO BCHOES OFF THE WALLS OF A LITTLE CAFE ON THE CORNER OF PIKE AND
STEWART. THE NONCHALANT NOTES DANCE AROUND THE FEW CUSTOMERS I HAVE.
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AND A COLLEGE
JSTUBENT WHO. 1S
|VOLUNTARILY
OVERWORKED AND HIGH
1ON A COFFEE BUZZ 15

THIS ONE LIKES TO SLI

A LIL SOMETHING~
NO ONE SPOKE. WE'RE THEY AFRAID TO BREAK THE
SILENCE. OR DID THEY REALLY HAVE NO INTEREST IN _

P
SOMETHING IN HER @ 11
COFFEE EACH DAY... |
ONE ANOTHER?

AND THE MUSIC PLAYED- AND LIFE WENT ON. |

CUg -
ANGELIC
Choles!

1 THE DOOR
SLAMMED OPEN,
WAKING MISS
WHISKEY-IN-HER-
COFFEE FROM A
TIPSY DOZE.

— -




ml

WHAT CAN | NNl
GET FOR YA? HEY PLEASE? |
44 SWEETIE, L

VIENTE BLACK
COFFEE, 2
EQUALS




- BYOU'RE WITH

- JA FEW DAYS
LATER | SEE YOU
AGAIN- THIS TIME

SOMEONE ELSE.[ ©

\\

| SAW THE WAY YOU LOOKED AT HER. INSTEAD OF
SEEING HER EMPTY EYES AND SLACK SMILE, YOU

FELL FOR HER CHEAP TRICKS.

|

TWO COFFEES IN AND
YOU'RE PRACTICALLY
PICKING A DATE FOR THE

| WEDDING. ‘
~
DID YOU EVEN THINK BACK TO Ta
ALL I'VE DONE? A
/ h& M ™ - -
L d
-

WHEN | BROKE A $50 BILL FOR
A $2 COFFEE?

| GUESS  °,
oo THAT'SALL IT
EVER WAS.

DOTTED YOuUR
NAME WITH
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AND ONCE AGAIN ELVIS

AND THE STUDENT BUSIED
HIMSELF.

COSTELLO ECHOED IN AND THE WOMAN
THE DEEP, TIPSIED HERSELF.
IMPENETRABLE GAPS

THAT SEPARATE AS ALL.

AND THE MAN WHO ORDERS THE

- [VIENTE B8LACK COFFEE WITH TWO
EQUALS FILLS HIS GAPS WITH THE
LOVE OF SOMEONE OTHER THAN ME.




“The Hollow Men”
Aubrey Cain

(from T.S. Eliot’s Poem)
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“The Shadow of Turning”
Hannah Charlton

(from Hannah Hall’s Poem)



-

w

e
e

HE

L

" words by Hamah Hall

@ 5}/ %/ahhﬁﬁ C/’)dr/fon




,
777& Sﬁaf‘/ﬂ Sweetrhess of the

, d ¥,
%90
75
Wi - :
N ;ﬁ bread and the cine
\ -
O

=

throw me Aac(/ Zo a time Aefore
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My Cime woith Yoa 'S full oF faexsf/‘oné

and the brief Silences which Foreshadow »y fear

of ,gnoranCe
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Nl /77 ! I could, i¥ it was Crue,
{/, /"'"7’9' ! W J/ PoLr sty Sins into litt/e JAS,

close them tight N | |
arrange 2he Fret in a boeo! AT / "’(;ﬁ,,ﬁ:
on the table Wz ), i m
while You st at the cowunter =

and watch

not Aofher/nj to correct ”me,

/ A
il !

even 3enf/y
Buit this kit hen
isn? 45/3 enoag/) for both of wus.

A QS,\/’ Yoa
s Lruethad men are a lie.




Z could fry, £ You needed me fo,

Zo do it r1:3/7Z‘, Zo caa/é Y sou! eith
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/S Chere recz//y nof/w'ng neww wunder Che swn?

i2's new Zo me, but
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“Dusk’s Secrets”
Andrew Gijefle
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“This is Phillihp Best”
Lucas Kok



It ceems That edeny mjhti
these Fl[e Mke Lonaer
and )m'\je? $ | kick n..

m{ that DAMNED 104 "'
s at It /LQUF

THIS I§ PH/uJHP BEST

AT IF
EVER MEZET HIM,
RE GuRe TH
L HINM
SIMPLY.
CPHILLIHP.




PHILHHP HAS v

HIS ENTIRE LIFE IS

WhRY- & VIcTIM 0F AN

EXTREME LA oF

OBSES IVE  COMPULSIVE
L4 2RDER

(!

HIS (ONSTANT, NAGGING NEED
FoR BALANCE no ORDER (N HIS
mosr PRRTICALAR. MUND HAS ToTAL-

His LIFE.

7 /N moev D Hiy To AOD A EXTRA 'H
RS, 76 (1S FRST NAME, kS FilS |LENTIACATION B
AU CoMET NG S0 BARELY RSYMETRICA— HAD PLALUED riiM.

i

His INGLRABLE [RRITAEILITY PREVED Hin R FERMING
ANy MEANINGRYL  RELATIONSH IPS. HE HAs JORVEYED FIFTY YEARS
WITH oNLY His DISERSE AS A (oMPANION.




HIo DARENTS HAD DIERS  MANY YeARs

AbO, BYT THEf NeVER UNDEEBTooD
HiM oR His (oNMTIoN AVYWHY. HE
REMAINED THEIR ONLY CHILD, BUT
HE whs GRATERIL NOT To HAVE
THe BURDEN ¢F SIBUNGS.

PHILHHPS

OBSESSIIVE prpN -

Y TZRTON AND SY4$t-
\ MATle WRYS LERVE No

hs WALH AS HIS DIERSE }
HAD RUINED HIS  LAPE

THE  Homeibe NVISN "N o= | — W P
NN, SR SN \ NEED AR ANOTHER
oF TH T N\ SRS PRADIEE I THE

PoLice owep T A GRERT
DegT- 17 LREATED FOR THEM

e MoST Ericigmr A CRRE R ) FOR He Soumide,
FUES LERK THEY (OMLD RSK FOR. "= HE FEELS A

“faRR G GAA AR Ny, Phil, U CERTRIN CLOENeSs o THE HOMICIDE

g VILTING IN RIS FILE (ABINET,
NREEN. Bittehor, . yo —you | ANI> HE ENVIES THESE DEAD AD
. Lean oe ol | | N 6s foR THE (oURALL TO oW
), STl THEm HE DREADS THE MONENTS

==y | NS GhieT wigN ONE OF

THE LIVINE DEsteNDs THE STAIRS

INTo HIS PRVATE UNDERWORLD

T TRKE oNE OF HIS ARIENDS.

LONWVERSKTION NXSERTES HIM,

HOWEVER,

HE DIty HAVE ONE
CRIEND WHD WhS

PHVE ...




OTID, HIS

PHILLIHP MNWAYS e o WHEN OTD MKBE HE
PEA%IRANWALs ; , Wil INTO PHILLIHF S \AFE...
D R ERNG... AN\ "

S AES

BUT THIS ChT SEEMED To UNLERSTAND
CHILL IHP  AND HIS CoNDIT/oN. HE WENT
PROWT HIS LIFE IN & VERY oRBERLY WAY,

EVEN FoR Kk CAT HE wAS AN
ANADKMANT BATHER.

| HE manTaNeD A8 R
S0, A RELULAR Sz (y
SLELD SLMEDULE,
BEST oF AL, HE
PREFERRED To DD THEY WERE TRULY XWDRED
HIS PUSINESS DUTIDE, B\ e SPIRETS, pND  PHILLIMP EVEN

THUS LENING N0 %0 SalEee) € BeotN T ENADY RIS LIFE

WA LNIE LTER Y00
BUTY FoR PHILIHP AR
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KETER SIx JEARS OF BEING PHILLIHP'S HE LEPT witoUT A GomDBYE. HE
ONLY OUTLET FpR HUMAN [NTERRCTION , SIMPY LEFT HIS DEAD LITTLL (AT

(IN ™C Sengg THET PHILLMD 16 A HuMmaN  SgLf oN PHILIAPY  BED FOR HiM
AND WAS NTERACTING) T LEFT, T2 wAKE uP To ONE MORNING.
, D THE LONEUNESS f11 * 10 (il
m”g;’(“”“ &’W MLLIHP HAS ey o
kY R SINCE THeN  HAS

TEN TEVRSTATING,

RO .
Sometimes | wish ['d
leves knownp yod offo.
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W7 HE couds Nor
WHOLE-HEBRTERLY WISH 8
THRT upeN HK UFE, . A

RBUT WHERE NRS HE 7
Lo tRom HERE?




| haVe t» be up Jor I and [Vt ’Mre?

\Nork n legs %h&m 2 8 gm(fea[ £1ling the
houvs., ) (15€5...

TTHAT SUE GRINONG | MoRe AN EVER, HE
WeRK N THAT SAME | (o NOoT MG INg
FLICRESLENTLY- LT HOLE- | Long Bk 70 THAT Dbz,

HE (oD NoT IMAGINE
CoING ON WITH AIS LIEE.




No oNE Courpy
EVER Kiow HIS
(URRENT SENGE OF FREEDOM, AS No oNE
Hhe BVER EALT N RURDEN of SUCH
(Rpiry ks HIg, oY Top HAVE [T
SUDDENLY  VANISH,

\ \
WHERE HE WAS ™
(°IN, HE DD NOT

KNow.

VI HE Wis READY fo
/| BNYTHING, &S HE
Hed> WGT EGCAPED <

\HEMRRWEY, 070 Wodkly Be N
TR ~
THERE, WAITING FOR HIM. HE'D LIKS
o Sgg HIS FELINE FRIEND ALAIN. HIS FREND,,.
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“The Emperor of Ice Cream”
Elliott Santos

(from Wallace Stevens’s Poem)






Why does everyone always dress in black? I think it’s kind of an
unoriginal way of showing grief. I mean of course I dressed in black
that’s what mom would’ve wanted. I wore my three piece suit she
bought me for my last birthday. We never had that much money but she
took me to the Italian suit shop downtown. The suit was custom fit
and Italian silk with Egyptian cotton lining, the shoes were real
Italian leather as well. Ef was a two button suit so that it would g0 |
well for casual outings or formal meetings as well. The fit was
traditional and clean and looked somewhat like a secret service suit
but that was ok I guess. Mom told me afterwards what she always did

when talking about clothes. “The quickest way to someone’s hear, or

| |

)

pocket, Marshall, is through their eyes.” So I wore my suit.




Dad wasn’t there, I didn’t expect him to be. I figured he would
rather pay respects to a cold bottle of beer than some cold ex flame
of his. Mom’s boyfriend Rick showed up. He didn’t have a problem
being original in what he wore, cutoffs, big sunglasses and an Ed

Hardy t-shirt. He always called me “kid” which kind of bothered me

seeing as he was only four years older than me. Mom always had this




One can never step into the same river
twice, said the ancient Heracleitus . . .
the water flows on . . . though it may
appeat to be the same, it is in reality dif-

ferent. SENIEGEGNGGEEE - . . d2ys

of work and of play that will remain for-

ever unique SN
But time erases all things . . . it remains

for the pen to vivify and the camera to

capture the places, names and faces that
we know so well . . . ol gyipmhe.

It was no ordinary year . . . S

habit of picking boyfriends that made her look like a pedophile. She

might as well have dated my entire senior class back in high school,

God knows my buddies would’ve been okay with it. But getting back to

Rick, he always loved to act like my buddy and friend, not thinking ~
that all I saw was the guy who was screwing my mom. “Hey Kid why so

down? Haha +dnst fuckin’ with va” Like I didn’t know that he was.






weak
marshall- ~~
are for weak people
ings

impression *

people...”

L J—
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As I walked back down the aisle people kept giving me these wilb
eyed looks. Like they thought I was going to fall apart of flip the
casket over. I didn’t have too many of these emotions seeing as last
time I was with my mother I was holder her hair back while she threw
up. Two weeks ago seems like two years. There’s a bigger difference

N
between being alone and feeling alone than I thought there’d be.



Anyway, I went and sat in the back where people couldn’t stare.

' The sooner this was over the better. “When I die Marshall, no funeral,

save your money and just let me burn.” I guess Ann would be pissed off
if she knew I didn’t do what she wanted but I couldn’t give two shits.
Rick came up to me after the service. Drink? No. Girlfriends came up.
Bite to eat? No. everyone wanted to give something after Ann died but
who really wanted to give when she was alive? People just wanted to
take and mom thought this meant more about herself than if she
received. Dumb. “your mom was so nice” they all said, “it’s a

shame that all her good taste is gone”.




CAPTAIN AL BRANNIORS




Two days ago I would’ve given anything to be alone. Two days ago
A 4

I bought a suit. Two days ago I ate dinner at Chiles and watched

Conan mo days ago I woke up in the middle of the

night and went to pick up my mom at LaSalles.

And two days ago I sat




she wasn’t talking about clothes op Rick or me. Always talked
but never really saig anything. Tgo bad really.

Because now I wouyld
like to hear Somet

ng from a weak person,

just to heap something

Permanent.
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Let be be finale of seem

Let seem be finale of be
All that she was

None that she’s not

Let the lamp affix its beam
So shortly dancing in it’s
Gleam and falling out
Into dark to face

Reflections

You loved the clean
White, smell of soap
In the shower
Hell you used to stay
In the bathroom

For hours

What seemed, what was,

What is, is not, finale







“Halftime Show”
Peter Labberton
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“Cold”
Mitch Harris



DO YOU FEEL COLD AT NIGHT?#

AFRAID OF THE DARK?

AFTER ALL, THERE MIGHT BE A
MONSTER HIDING THERE

MONSTERS LIKE THE DARK
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IT WAS WHEN I
WAS FIFTEEN.

I WOULD SAY
THE OPPOSITE.

N

NO

N

IT WAS AN ACCIDENT

S

—& AND THAT'S WHEN
YOU FOLND THEM.

AND YOU THINK
THEY KNOW WHERE
YOU ARE NOW.
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WHAT WILL YOLI DO IF
THEY FIND YOU AGAIN?
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I'M SORRY










I DON'T FEEL THE COLD

AND IN THEIR IGNORANCE
MADE A TERRIBLE MISTAKE

AND NOW THERE IS
ONLY ONE DOOR LEFT

SOMEHOW, THOSE WHO
KNEW ME BEST FAILED TO
REALIZE THIS

LNTIL THEY FEEL
JUST AS cOLD




“Let Me Tell You About Jack”
Shane Polley






Thirtcen!

I'm Definitely
Thirtcen!

bMe you numbskull!

JACK! Down Here'

“hac's ght, and E'm

nat 12.'m Delinicely
13




Hey youl
Arc you geing to bx this?
[ am thirteen you know.




Excuuuuse MELT

f HATY char hause,

excepl miybe the
SOCTET PASSARL.

Let me tell you about Jack. He was a reasonable boy of
thirtean years of age. He Lived with hia mother and sister
in a nice blue house on Third Street. He ioved every
minuce of ..,

And it's nar hlae?
It's brick,
My Papa built it

a huncred veare




: T TE e et an T3 A = p il -,
Let me tell )'ou about Jack. e was a reasonabie boy of t.hlrteen years of age. He lived with his m mother and sister in a blg bnck
house thac had been builc by his greac grandfacher just before che war. Jack hated it, excepe che secrey pagsage that wound from
the root 1o the cellar, He had stumbled upon it guite by accident as z <lild while plaving hide and go seek, The game itself scared
Jack, but when he fell through the trapdoor in the upper bedroom he was termficd.




l¥id not! ['m not 2 crybaby.
And T wasn't scared when [ found the secret
sassage way. Lfell into a pile of dinand i
gat in my cyes and made them water.
Fix itl You can't misrepresenc mel

Tears came to his eyes
and he began to cry
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that rendered his vocal chords useless. He lived wiath his mother and sister in 2 otce blue house en Third Street. He loved cvery
minute of it especially the secret passage that wound fram the roof to the cellar. He had stumbed upon it quite by acddent while
playing hide and ga seek. The game iwself scared Jack, bur when he fell through the trapdoor in the upper bedroom he was cerrified.
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Today I tell the story of how Jack
came to understand and
appreciate his birth defect.







“Goodbye”
Justin Scott
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