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Editor’s Note

The Prompt is dedicated to being a place for all levels of writers to have an opportunity to
publish, as well as for a community of writers to find new ways to expand creative writing
horizons. In this, our second issue, yoll find new and experienced writers, side by side, as
well as forms that challenge the traditional styles that appear in conventional literary
magazines. We are pleased with the breadth of work that continues to be submitted to the
magazine and hope to eseeven more in the future. Enjoy!

Editors’ Challenge

The Editors' Challenge for this issue was to write something (or surprise us withnmadia

works, your art, or some combination thereof) that involves moving vehicles. Cars, trueks, 18
wheelers, taxcabs, tractors, motorcycles....you name it. If it has wheels (or used to), we
wanted to see what you came up with.
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Historical Marker on the Right, One Mile
by Cheryl Hicks

Pronpt: Editor's Challenge

| always

crossed my legs on the downshift.
Every fivefifteen between

the last day of spring

and the first day of fall

as his cougar growled around the curve
where | was sitting out front.

Every afternoon

as he headed home from wark

| would set myself up like a lab experiment. Then,

in a vicariously ripe state, | would wait, catlike,

all in crepe myrtle shade, all except sunlit legs,

snoot hest brown | egs in the county..

And just as he passed the sign,

“Hi storical Mar ker
on the Right

One Mile,”

he always slowed down

just enough

and honked.

And | would wave,

slightly startled,

as though he just happened to
catch me

a little off guard

day

after day

after day.
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On the Linoleum

by Carolyn Hardy

t NEYLIIY a{2YS6KSNBE &y @&2dzNJ
an abandoned building. That is your main
OKI NI Ol SNX¢

"l think your Mom was in this one," my Dad said. | stood at the door of the operating room
and looked around. The peeling turquoise paint on the walls dripped like an ice cream cone.
The heay overhead lamp hung from the center of the ceiling, the bulb smashed to pieces.
Beige curtains, still attached to their tracks, hid from view the single chair remaining in the
theater up above. Twenty years, three hundred and sixty four days ago, dectatsbed their
hands in those deep sinks. Nurses wheeled in sterilized instruments across these tiled floors.
Surgeons looked at that clock, now stuck at 10:13, on the wall. Twenty years, three hundred
and sixty four day ago, | was born in this room.

It was the day before my twentfirst birthday when my Dad invited me to walk the
abandoned Malden Hospital with him on a fire department detail. Weeks away from starting
my senior year of college, | decided to go with him just for the eerie story ideas asé go
bumps.

As we left the surgery wing, | watched the floor change beneath my feet from the non
slip, salmon linoleum, back to the big squares of white. My dad was wearingtadekboots
and carrying a billyclub, 1 was wearing Converse and carryingegamhtWe poked our heads in
each room: POST ANESTHESIA CAREOPOSTRAY 1, 2, and 3. Past t|
another clock was frozen at 12:35 and my Dad told me how the nurses used to burn popcorn
once a week. We kept walking; stepping overfalhnd broken ceiling tiles, shattered glass,
and occasional puddles of stagnant water, until we had come down a ramp onto the first floor.

We entered the Emergency Room from behind the reception desk. It was low to the
ground, had holes through its dranseeand cabinets, and was too far from the door to receive
much | ight. Where ambulances once pulled up t
stretchers to this desk, there was now a clear line of destruction: the floors littered with Dunkin
Donuts cys and Snickers wrappers, the plaster of the walls kicked, punched, and shot with
paintballs, and the automatic doors chained from the inside.

“1t used to be bigger wuntil they sectioned
Dad said, staringintbohe wai ti ng r oom. “How many times we.l
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|l don’t remember coming in here when | was
the kitchen chair while reaching for a refrigerator magnet and wearing cowboy boots with my
footiepgjamasl don’'t remember coming in here | ater t
my Mom's bed in the middle of the night. And
my arm, trying to take it off, and being told not to hit my brother with it.

ldoe member coming in here when | was five a
needle in my arm and a cup of apple juice in
finished our bubble gum and banana popsicles. After that, people were always givingene ju
and popsicles.

| do remember coming in here when | was six and split my chin open again by trying to
balance the tip of my cowboy boots in an icy crack of pavement while keeping my arms up
inside my coat sleeves. My Mom made me keep a hand under myualil we got to the
Emergency Room and the nurse said | could wash off with the orange soap in the sink by the
desk. The doctor washed my chin and it stung when he sewed it up. He gave my brother and
me coloring books about hygiene when we left and mynMold me if | cut my chin open again
|l > d need plastic surgery. After that, my Mom
| never wore cowboy boots again.

My Dad’s portable radio beeped, and a voic
announce a call. He ignored it, pointed out the smashed sinks in the bathrooms, and kept
walking. After shining our flashlights in the few patient rooms surrounding the ER, my Dad and |
took a long interior corridor with no windows, and fluorescent ligihiat flickered. At the end
of the hall my Dad pulled open the big metal door to the morgue. | followed, keeping one foot
between the door and the wall, picked up on an old, stale, hospital smell, and promptly turned
around and left.

We continued around thérst floor, past the unloading docks and the physical therapy
wing. Around the back of the building, we reached the kidney dialysis room. The space was
wide open, with no curtains to separate each section, and no machinery or equipment plugged
in to the outlets or hookups. After we noticed the pillow on the floor next to the pile of empty
Coke bottles, we walked toward the picture windows looking into the back parking lot.

“These should be boarded up. Anyone can <co
in,” said my Dad, taking notes on his clipboa

| remember coming through that back parking lot in high school when the hospital had
just closed. My friend Mark and | drove up one night the summer after our junior year, and had
our first kiss. We kept dring up there the rest of the summer, from eleven to midnight,
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chewing Dentyne gum and fighting with the gear shift in between us. After that, Mark and |
decided we were just best friends who had gotten bored one hot summer, and we stopped
driving up there

| remember driving through the back parking lot with my new boyfriend a couple of
mont hs after Mark. We had dinner at Bertucci’
opened the door, held back my own hair, and threw up everything | had paid forfid&el
that, | stopped driving up there with anyone.

My dad finished with his notes and yanked the doors to the back entrance to double
check the strength of the chains. When finished with the first floor, we took the cement
stairwell up one flight. We alked up and down each hallway and checked each patient room
and doctor’s office. We passed the remains of
wrapping paper strewn about, a box of Yodels emptied, and a mosquito net hanging over a
stained pillowWe walked by the sleep lab, where the heat was still on, the mirrors still intact,
and a roll of toilet paper was still on the spool.

On the third floor, the reception desk outside the baby nursery was undamaged and the
clock inside the pink lined room wasll at 12:55. After strolling through the carpeted offices
and bedrooms with scenic views, we got to the south wing. The carpeting ended, and the
distinct hospital smell that had been vacant for so much of our tour returned. The double doors
in front of us were thick, and at one time, heavily locked. The small window of wired glass had
been stabbed from the inside. We pulled open the doors and entered the Psych ward.

The chesthigh desk in the hall was cluttered with used needles, patient paperwork, and
empty vials of dopamine. Each corner had big round mirrors and each room had doors with
windows and windows with plastic. The floors of each room stuck to my sneakers, and as |
looked out the uropenable windows, my Dad commented on the closets,

“LootheseaAntil i gat ure hooks and doorknobs. Can

| remember living with something from the Psych ward, from when | came here with my

Dad the day before | | eft f oA” csalglne g e hebnrdo usgthaot
dorms with me and everyone wanted to know if | had seen any ghosts or had any pictures. |
told peopl e | had tried to take a picture in

when | stole the sign | heard faint voices. Everyone believed masket! if | could take them
some night when it was really dark. | never did take them here, and after that, | stopped making
things up to impress people | didn’t actually
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| stood looking at the hooks in the closet as my Dad followed a muf@éegibg to the
fire alarm panel. We left the Psych ward, finished the third floor, and went to check the
machine and boiler rooms on the roof. We step
out the Boston skyline through the dense fog. My Dad lockethe doors and we headed back
down.

“Anything el se you wanted to |l ook at?” he
“Yeah, |l want to go back to the OR real qu
linoleum, standing in the door of the room where | was born, | looked up atth&cloc “ I wan't
that,” | said. My Dad grabbed the chair | vying

up. He pulled it off the wall, disconnected the wires, and handed it down to me.

| don’t remember being i n hedoaorsaineuncedt he c |l
my birth at 2: 38pm. |l don’t remember my paren
bear in my face the next day. But | do remember taking the clock out of the room where | was
born, at 10:13.
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Ambiguous Cherry Blossoms and Dangerous Space Junk: Two Writing
Exercises

by Margaret BalcHGonzalez

Prompt: Writing outside the bounds of complete

Writing Exercise 1: Write the same scene from the point of view of (a) someone who has just
had something terrible happen to them and (b) someone who has just had something
wonderful happen to them.

a. She could not avoid walking past the Hatick of neat houses on her way to the bus stop, so

she kept her eyes on the sidewalk. She especially could not bear to look at the cherry trees,
heavywithie ar t br eaking | ight pink flowers, the col
last through the next day, when a heavy rain was predicted. Tomorrow, the streets would be

full of soggy petals and the branches would be bare, and then she could raisgdseBut not

today.

b. What a world this was, with so much beauty to spare, she thought, her eyes raised to the
spectacular fairyland canopy of cherry trees in peak bloom. How lucky she was to be here, on
this street, at this moment, when every archingabch was heavy with thousands of tiny,

delicate light pink petals, the lovely paradox of waves of perfect light and weightlessness
suspended over the town for a few short days, driven by the power and urgency of living things
that push, swell, and explodeut of dormancy in springtime. A heavy rain would wash the
branches bare by tomorrow. But what mattered was that she had witnessed the-keutt

miracle today.

Writing Exercise 2: Take a complex sentence you particularly like from a piece of writing you
admire and write your own sentence using exactly the same syntax, but with completely
different vocabulary and themes. Add two or three more sentences to develop your story.

Model, from The Hours by Michael Cunningham:

New York in its racket and stermdwn decrepitude, its bottomless decline, always produces a
few summer mornings like this; mornings invaded everywhere by an assertion of new life so
determined it is almost comic, like a cartoon character that endures endless, hideous
punishment and alwagyemerges unburnt, unscarred, ready for more. This June, again, the trees
along West Tenth Street have produced perfect little leaves from the squares of dog dirt and
discarded wrappers in which they stand.

My version, with the first sentence duplicatiag exactly as possible the structure of the model:
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The space program, in its costly bureaucracy and its overblown amalgam of patriotism and
religion, always produces a few paradoxical moments like this: an astronaut tethered to a tiny
mechanical outpost gblanet earth against a universe so vast it is almost banal, like a bad

science fiction movie. “O0Oops, | dropped my to
the hundredthousanddollar toolbox becomes a dangerous piece of space junk hurtlingih or
around the earth. I f it doesn’t rip through t

matter of time before it plunges through the atmosphere in a searing path ofdeslfruction—
too small (probably) to rise to the level of hazardhe creatures inhabiting the surface far
below. A child might look skyward and make a wigim a falling toolbox.
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Full Throttle
by CatherineRoberts

throt-tle ) ELd
[throt-1] |?| Show IPA
noun, verb, -tled, -tling.

—-noun
1. Also called throttle lever. a lever, pedal, handle, etc., for
controlling or manipulating a throttle valve.

2. throttle valve.

3. the throat, gullet, or windpipe, as of a horse.

Slam the throttle dowa—push it in—pedal to the metal.

|l > m not good with cdrys.goli ndgom'nt uknndeew whhat 'h
know what’'s happening to make my foot’'s conne
feeling | get as my back compresses into the seat and | thank automakers for lumbar supports.

Al | |  k n o wforveard lfasten, ommema on,m@t wanting to stop, not wanting
to slow down. Pretty soon, I be entering t
contained by gravity or the earth’s rotation.

The anthem to my ascent, my eventaehring through the stratosphere, feels
inevitable. Feels cheesy. Feels right.

Get your motor running, head out on the highway.

[ 221 AYQ F2N I ROSY(idaNEX yR ¢KI GSOSN) 02YSa
CSEKZ RENIAYQ 32yYyE YIS A0 KFELWSys GF 1S
Fire al of your guns at once and explode into space.

l.j
{O0SLIISyYys2ftF a. 2Ny

Yeah, Steppenwolf, tell me about my heavy metal thunder. Tell me about how I can
climb so high. Tell me about how | never want to die. Tell me all you know about throttle.
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—verb (used with object)
4.  to stop the breath of by compressing the throat; strangle.

5 to choke or suffocate in any way.
6. to compress by fastening something tightly around.
7

to silence or check as if by choking: His message was
throttled by censorship.

8. Machinery .
a. to obstruct or check the flow of (a fluid), as to control
the speed of an engine.
b. to reduce the pressure of (a fluid) by passing it from a
smaller area to a larger one.

Gasping. Struggling. Wishing your whimpers mattered.

Take me back to August. Take me to a backyard, a house closer to downtown and
farther from being sold at a reduced price just to get rid of the memories and preserved
mistakes.

Take me t her éoushowyowiak nylcousing fo Bisnay World the month
before, how much fun you all had at the pool
search, how you lost your old one because of a misunderstanding.

Take me there anday, |l tetburhimouhatriehd mw
Take me there and he’'l |l | eave, he’l |l | eave
Il " m not there.

We don’t talk about the trip, the job, the

Your friend comes in, and you put the dog insideswhen’ t bot her you bot
chat in the backyard.

l > m not there, so I don’t know why his han
don’t know why they try to crush and push and
the job, the trip, the daughters, the life, the family. | imagine leaves on the ground, and a stack
of wood by the house that you planned to use to build a deck. | imagine the dog peering out the
screen door and booming his Rottweiler bark as your eyes turned bloodshot aneitjigbors
called the police.

They responded, and you lived for two days with only some cuts and scrapes until you
complained of a headache, and your mother called the hospitgbascollapsed in her
driveway.
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—Idiom
9. at full throttle, at maximum speed.

They responded, and you lived for a week angialf with a tube in your throat and the
back of your skull pulled away to relieve some of the presswrside effect of a lack of oxygen
to the brain, causing a stroke, causing eventual death.

If there was ever a man who was living his life with thetthe all the way down, all the
way in, | knew you.

You told me you were gay, and in the same sentence said that if a nice pair of tits
wal ked by you wouldn’t ignore them. You bough
you openly carried aroundroyour hip. You bought a house, took care of your two little girls,
poked fun at your brother and sister. Got divorced, not becaiumewere gay, but becausehe
was. Rose to management at the Crowne Plaza Hotel, stillda@kof your two little girls.

Haod a friend who wasn’t a friend at al | | ar
throttle further and wished we didn’'t have to
there’ s no more road ahead.
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Three Poems

by Meredith Devney

Promp: Fom a prompt which told us to write a
sonnenizio using the first line from another's
poets poem

Sonnenizio on A Line From B. J. Omanson

He can see at once she is pure trouble
dressed in pure black with eyes to match
she stands on a street corner ahiftis up
her skirt, knows he’s watching and waiting
for pink panties and lace that say pure

but scream trouble

as he sips his coffee and thirksonce,

just this once let me see what trouble

islkeHe hasn’t touched a woman in years
and now all he sees breasts—

pure, supple flesh pushing up and out of her top

that he wants to touch just once so he can say

this is what trouble is like

| touched trouble and it touched me back.

The Our Fatty

Prompt: "The Our Fatty" was written from a
prompt that our prdessor called "n + 1." We had
to take an existing poem (or other written work, |

chose The Our Father) and replace all of the

existing nouns in the word with the noun that
comes directly after it in the dictionary.)

Our Fatty, who art in heavy metal,

Halloved be thy narcotic.

Thy kinsman come,

They wish be done, on ecstasy as it is in heavy metal.
Give us this deacon our daily breakdowns.

And forgive us our trifles,

As we forgive those who trifle against us.
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And lead us not into tenderness,

But deliver usom examination. American.

Puddle Jumping

It was that kind of summer
night, with the ground warming
Rain to bath water

on bare feet.

And you splistsplashing through
all flashy and teary,

the sky vocal

with thunder,

all flashy and teary.

And you splistsplashing through
on bare feet.

Rainto bath water,

night with the ground warming.
It was that kind of summer.

Prompt: "Puddle Jumping" was inspired by a
prompt that told us to create a threstanza
poem. The first stanza had to have six lines that
were repeated and reversed in the last stanza,

with a two line couplet in d&tween.
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Squeee Bang

by Cheryl Mackey
Prompt:{ 2 YS6KSNBE Ay &2dz2NJ K2YSi
'y FoFyR2YySR o6dzAf RAydo ¢
character.

The clapboard shutters swing and bang against my faickde until | think I'm going
mad.

Squeee BANG. Squeee BANG. Squeee BANG.

| watch the empty streets with empty eyes, my left half blurred by the moldy gray and
rose print curtain, my right twitching with each Squeee BANG of the faded and crackeershutt
hanging by rusty hinges.

The wind picks up and | strain to see in the dark with my bleary eyes. The streetlamp
beside my north east corner snaps on, buzzing and flickering, as the aging power grid of my city
works overtime. The light finally bloomdlly, creating a puddle of off yellow gold against the
north eastern corner where my bricks had cooled from the sunlight fading into the west. The
western side was still toasty warm even with the sun gone and the cool fall wind rattling my
shutters.

A locsely wadded up newspaper scattered across the dingy sidewalk in from of my
boarded up door and | caught a glimpse of the headline set in a shockingly large typeface. CITY
TO CUT POWER TO LIGHTPOSTS it read boldly before the pages spun away anchthe whistli
wind snagged the gray and rose curtain over my left eye again, blurring my eyes with one of the
few cataracts my kind can have.

| pushed aside thoughts of my poor eyesight though, and mulled over the bold headline.
Worry dragged my good right eye tioe north east corner where my sole lamppost leaned
dejectedly over the abandoned street below. What would | do without my trusty lamppost?
The thought so unnerved me that my foundations quaked just a little and the tired wood joints
of my floors insidereaked and groaned in protest. Dust drifted down my broken steps and |
would have sneezed but for the heavy boards nailed across my front doors. | held my breath
instead and waited for it to settle.

It was times like this that | wished | had feet andhtis. It does one no good to have a
mind and conscious and be rooted to the ground, unnoticed and derelict. | let my mind drift
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further out and imagined what it would be like to be new again...In my mind | saw people on
my streets. Old men shuffled alomgth canes, and old ladies followed crying "Wait up Pa!"

In my mind children ran wild, riding skateboards and bicycles up and down before my
facade, laughing and smiling while eating-eateam on a hot summer day. Their parents would
drive by in nice caron their way to and from work and the garbage man and street sweeper
would proudly clean the trash and gutgewhistling while they worked.

The thought of so many people, of so many friends, made me warm inside and | looked
once more at the battered, &ble streetlight and sighed. The only way to bring happiness to
our street would be to bring the people back, but there were no jobs here, no happy young
families left. My own family had left a decade before after nailing my door shut behind that
awful board.

The street lamp flickered and | cringed...there was no one left to save anything here and
soon my lamp would die. | hunched in on myself in despair until my doorways creaked as they
twisted inside. | could not look away from the dull golden ligrgreas the squeee BANG
squeee BANG echoed through the night.

At last the night gave way to dawn and my lamp flickered and dimmed. Terror rolled
through my beams and shook plaster from my ceilings. But, no it was just time for the old lamp
to rest while he sun took over and | sighed a little sigh...but would it turn on again tonight or
would | be all alone?

Squeee BANG.
Squeee BANG.

Squeee BANG.
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The Plumb-Up Gang, a Ruler and a Satellite
by Debbie Rice

FromWal t Whitman’'s poem
And | know that the hand of God is the promise of

my own,

And | know that the spirit of God is the brother of my

own,
And thatall the men ever born are also my brother
and the women

my sisters and lovers,

And that a keelson of the creation is love,

And limitless are leaves stiff and drooping in the
fields,

And brown ants in the little wells beneath them,
And mossy scabs of$h 62 Ny TSy OS:
elder, mullein, and pokeveed.

t NP Y LJdlass writyhg exercise for Catherine
Bay SGiiQa a¢KS 100G 2F al {Ay3

Fall 2011 semester at New School University. We
GSNBE adddzReAy3a 21 ftdG 2KAGYIlLY
adaSt¥Fé yR GKS O2y-@pSLIG 27F |

as a writing prompt. So | used text and photos

from the New York Timesddazine Articlg a { 1 &

/| 26028 aé -up mateyad an® thei

Fft206Ay3 OSNES FTNRBY 2KAD
GSYLJX 4GS F2NJ LIKNI

The ironworkers in the air at ground zerg
work amid striking views and
unshakeable memories. With
phot ographs by Dam

The PlumBJp Gang, a Ruler and a Satellite

Steel beams cut the sky at odd angles.
Slices of sky, like the ones he had

the morning he spent in bed with you,
tasting the universe on you.

Cowboy of the Sky balances a
coffee cup on his safety harness,
gets no respect from the suits.

The lines on his face,
and the circles of knowledge in his eyes,
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and the way his lips amdry without being chapped,
and the almost invisible eyebrows,
and the hardness of his hat.

Be a bolterupper. Torque them.

Take measurements in black and white.
Space below. Space above.

Survey your kingdom from floor 104.
Steel yourself man.
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Japan

by Jon Wilson

Prompt:aUtilizewords associated with [image of
a plant] to write a poem about a painful
memory/experience.

You thought were in Japan

When you headed to the bathroom,

Purging and flushing twice.

Japan was confusing

But Japan had freed you

Fom the seeds planted by that machine,

Growing weeds, allied but

Barbed. Spiraling and erupting,

They twisted your tendons and split your ribs,
Becoming entangled, snared and

Pulling out your hair.

Just like that clever surgeon

Who pulled out your womb,

My old home, your new tomb.

You had said you’'d wanted to | ose some weight
But maybe not quite this way,

Of pills placed in rows and

Wills pushed under your nose.

A pill to stop the splitting,

A pill to make you sleep.

A pill to warm the coldness and

Thesleet covering your feet.

Not one to bring back your hair, though,

Or the feeling in your hands.

You’' Il grow them both back yourself, in time
You’ | | never miss Japan.
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Michaela

by Evan Turissini

Prompt: Write about the person sitting to the left
of you at 12:41 this afternoon.

In profile, she always looked like the heroine from a novel by Jane Austin or a Bronte
sister. Her dark blonde hair trickled down her back with a Victorian grace and elegance, and her
eyes seemed to drift towards the nearest wow, the furthest horizon. Her eyes lit up when
she talked to you, but they smoldered when they were entrenched in thought. There were
times when you knew she was a hundred miles away just from the look in her eyes.

The stars enthralled her. While the resftus would spend the warm June nights sitting
in lawn chairs and gossiping and flirting and getting high, she would walk apart from our
assembly, her face and palms turned upwards in supplication. Her strides were dainty and lifted
like a ballerina en pate. She spent her nights trying to find Cassiopeia or Venus. When
conversation lulled in our cluster, we could hear her singing softly to herself as she waltzed
through the darkness.

Sometimes she would disappear by herself for minutes, even hours. i@inie hdecided
follow her. Her path was round like an ellipse, a planet's orbit around two invisible foci. | hung
back about thirty or forty feet, just gazing out after her faint outline in the dark. She was still
singing to herself, and although | coutdguite make out what | heard, it was certainly
beautiful. It was like a siren's song, and since there was no wax for my ears or mast to which |
could tie myself, | cautiously sauntered after her. | looked up towards the stars for a moment,
trying to seefor myself what she saw. A bunch of white dots looked back at me, nothing more.
When | came to my senses again, | was taken aback to find her watching me, as if interested,
playing with her hair.

She did not appear angry, so we stood there for a seconttheaBarth beneath us
slowly rotated. She cocked her head to one side, and then the other. As if to beckon, she flicked
her blonde hair as she resumed her walk and Siren's song. | followed her more closely after
that. | got close enough to recognize a fstrains of "I Dreamed a Dream" frooes Miserables
She sang with perfect pitch. | didn't dare sing along, but every once in a while, | would hum.
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Better

by Laurie Michaels

Prompt: Describe a moment that changed your
life or the life of someone closeyou.

“My heart is beating so fast,” you said, a
tables that they have in elementary school nu
bl ood was going. Your ski n ewarshead waspuanpirgall I di d

your blood to so quickly.

It was the second time that month. | was in third grade and you were in fifth grade and
after recess and in the middle of a cursive lesson, at the split second moment Mrs. Tisdy turned
her back on uso demonstrate how one goes about making a perfect cursive Q, Sebastian
pivoted the upperhalf of his body around in his chair, eyes lit up, and in true tgratie
gossiper fashion whispered, “Did you hear abo

I hadn’ t h e aall Icheeddd to know. h a t was

“Mrs. Tisdy!” 1 always said her name out |
often advised me to wait my turn patiently, *
bat hroom!” She turned fr otm nheer “QPIse aasned tnaokded etdh
pass, angleaseremembertowalki n t he hal |l way."”

| did my best-Want-to-run-but-I-know-l ’-nmt-allowedto walk across the room and
grabbed the | aminated sheet of paper with * BA
hurried out the classroom where | could speed up to at least a jog, which would turn more into

run the closer | got to the nurse’s office.

|l ran right by the nurse’s assistant, the
make sure each child writeete i r name, grade and teacher on t|
pass Ms. Michael s?” With my arm slightly cont
word ‘“bathroom,’ |l held the pass up high for

Il n t he nwyousveré adoneamdfyoudoeked scared. You were sitting on the little
table, | was out of breath.

“Are they gonna call Mum? Are you going to

“My heart is beating so fast.”
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*kk

The previous year you were diagnosed with panic disordsevare anxiety disorder.
You had been going to the clinic in Concord ever since the first one you had, in your fourth
grade classroom in the middle of the Pledge of Allegiance. Within seconds you had blacked out;
you were having a partial seizure by theé the ambulance came.

The first doctor said it was the “worst ca
seen. He said those words to our mother in the waiting room of the hospital and | could tell by
my mot her’ s expr essi obeenthédraatt hemwhe wi shed | had
“Mum, the worst case hedds” ever seen, he sa

| don’t remember how she responded to me w
eyes seemed to be looking through everything she was supposed to be looking at.

“Thew'triengl eme go back to cl ass

“Really?” 1 said, my mouth stuffed with a
“Yeah, Mum came in but the seizure was alr
said if | feel okay tde®erteo itsmé thas pietaslo.n Twhey'’

back to class, but | have to keep sitting here for a while, | can't stand up yet or | might faint."

“How does your heart feel?”

“Heavy.

“Do you want a peppermint?”

*k%k

When you have panic disorder, they tell yiat if you feel an attack coming on to sit
on the floor in case you pass out and concuss from hitting your head on the cold tile floor. They
tell you to |Iimit the number of caffeinated d
to have to wait acouple years to get your license because no one can be sure right now that
you will not have an attack behind the wheel, even with the medication.

When someone in your family has panic disorder, they give you the statistics. They tell
you that sufferers opanic disorder are seven times more likely to attempt suicide. They tell
you agoraphobia is most frequently seen in sufferers. They tell you that if he begins to detach
himself from his friends and family, be sure to call the Concord Clinic as soon ratigeuthe
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change. They give you a list of books and recommend you visit your local library. The surface of
our mother’s bedroom nightstand diWmepYforar ed u
Mind Turns Against YpandCoping with Anxiety Disorde

When your brother has a panic attack in the middle of the school day, they tell you to
stop going down to the nurse’s office every t

tell you to go back to classs gBungwhat febéeyw
al ways the |l ast to know. And they don’t tell
you and they don’t tell you how it’s going to

your face is hotand your hands@aeh a ki ng and you’re trying to Kke
want to make things worse.

*kk

It would be six years before you would come out of the closet. | was in ninth grade and
you were in eleventh grade and after homeroom and in the middle of algeblamyephone
vibrate in my pocket and in the split second moment Mr. Roman turned his back to
demonstrate how one goes about F.Gihg a quadratic equation, | glanced down at my phone
to read the text from Jay, “Did you hear abou

“Mr. nRombay | wuse the bathroom?”

|l ran to the nurse’'s office but you were n
and hit your head on the back of someone’s se
in the Emergency Room.

1] I ) ”

m gay, you said.
“Really?
"Yeah."

"Does Mum know?’”

“NO.”
“Are they |l etting you go back to class?”
“Not this ti me, no."”

How does your heart feel ?”

“Better.”
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Terza Rima Lament

by Patricia Kennedy

Prompt: ABA and BCB and CDC and DED and E (E)

The maths it takes when writinout these lines
of poetry |l i ke Shakespeare’s magic craft
five feet unstressed and stress’d linking rhy

| fear that some are doubled some are halved
when counting out the pairs that shape the form
and tapping out the beat | have to laugh:

Morethoght t o truth is | ost in rhythm s swarm
reducing poetry to noise, inflicts
my words with an immeasurable harm.

It s said that words are not | i ke stones and
so give me free verse, something | can fix.
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Off the Rails

by Janis Butler Holm

Prompt: Wite a shortshort including these
words: "direction," "gloves," "train," "giraffe,"
Ileye.ll

| was in the front yard, mowing my lawn, when this wikssed man jumped out of a
car and ran toward me.

"Have you seen my giraffe?" he yelled, clearly upset.
"Well, no. We don't get many giraffes around here," | said politely.
The gentleman pointed north. "She'd be coming from that direction."

"We'll certainly keep an eye out," | promised, rubbing my sore hands together. My
lawnmower is hard to steer.

"She might lave a small child with her," he said. "With a ball cap pulled low on his
forehead."

"Alrighty. We'll be on the lookout for a little boy and a giraffe." | went back to mowing
as he returned to his car, promising myself that next time 1'd wear gloves.

Later,in the paper, we read about an animal transport train that had crashed north of
town. In the same section was a news item about a {tiglss lawyer whose delusional behavior
had gotten him arrested. Never did read anything about a little boy with a apjllout we
suspect the real story's there.
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Life underneath a Sun

by Lizzy Nichols

Prompt: Write a short story concerning the Great

Depression in relation to this photo.

The First Presbyterian Church of Bleeding Buffalo was a small, rundown building. Its
shape was that of an L with three little walls tacked onto the front with a cross stuck on top,
silently prodding the sky; a sky that possessed an eerie calmness that hung infuriatingly over
the dry, desperate Oklahoma earth. Its rotting walls were oncderat proud, Christian
whitewashed siding, but had slowly worn away till their material more closely resembled the
scrap its congregation’s homes were built out
but miles of dry, withering, lonely grass, atig the image that the church was a sole refuge
for the morose pain that plagued Bl eeding Buf
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The Reverend Paul Washer was the man whose weary voice ceaselessly attempted to
find God for the chur ch’ s (qpaltythastleicangregation. He wa
quietly despised in the beginning. They wanted wisdom in their preacher, not the useless,
modern philosophy that young reverends seemed so obsessed with those days. However, a
young reverend, fresh out of his New Englandeg@] was all they could afford. Wisdom was
expensive.

The hesitant distaste had been mutual. Rev. Washer had not become a preacher to
consolethe brokenhearted poor of the desolate Oklahoma plains. No, the Rev. Washer
became a preacher to save the soafshis young and restless peers galloping about their lives
without a single heavenly thought. He dreamed of himself winning them over with a kind,
thoughtful word, rather than the holy rolling, judgmental hate that had turned so many of them
away from thechurch in the first place. But with the stock market crash his dreams, like so
many others, were lost forever. Overnight, his kighng, morally lost audience vanished and
he found himself jobless with the college knocking at his door for their morejorded
himself to look everywhere for a church that was hiring, eventually, amazingly, stumbling upon
The First Presbyterian Church of Bleeding Buffalo whose aging preacher had died after sixty
years of service. Reluctantly, he took the {paying job inthe middle of nowhere, and they, in
turn, reluctantly allowed him to speak at their pulpit.

Sunday had finally arrived, after six long, hot, dusty days of hardship. The seventh day
would find the weather equally hot, and dusty, and the day would be eglailg, but there
would be no work on this day. Men would not find themselves squatting next to barren fields in
their dirty, thread bare work clothes, squinting into the distance, as if it held the answer as to
how to get the food to grow. Women would nbe locked up in their stuffy houses, attempting
to provide for their children, and endlessly, desperately, hoping that their husbands would find
luck that day in the luckless fields. No, on Sunday, families would find themselves migrating
toward thatchuc h. At dawn, many would put their star:
(which were actually of equal quality to all/l
because they were worn on Sunday alonst) and w
roads for miles till they got to the church.

Rev. Paul Washer was one of the few who did not have to perform this somber ritual
every Sunday. He wore the same clothes every day, black pants and black shirts topped off by
his clerical collar, and hedinot have to walk for miles, but instead just a few feet (The First
Presbyterian Church of Bleeding Buffalo could not afford to supply their preacher with the
customary house, so instead he lived there), to get to church. On this particular Sunday, he
dressed himself in the same attire and walked the same number of steps, with a bored
confidence that it would be the same Sunday as always.
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Morning arrived in the same order as al way
edge of the tabldike Oklahomd and, the gl owing sun began to e
inhabitants, judging their every move. As morning galloped towards its full entrance, the
judging sun rose higher and higher above the
whole of t was exposed. Finally, its white hot mass shone fully on the dry Earth and the skinny
survivors on top of it.

To this scene, the reverend slowly awoke. He prayed to God as he slid his young tanned
limbs into his shirt and pants. He thought about his augrsermon as his hands, worn beyond
their age, fastened his collar. Then, as he stepped into his mirror, he thought about how he was
too old for being twentyfive. Although he did not work in the fields or perform any sort of
manual labor, other than tryimto keep the church from falling apart, those that did had spilled
all of their troubles onto him for years. That was basically what he was paid for. The people
appreciated his sermons and everything, but really, he was there for unloading troubles, for
growing old before his time so that others could slow their own just a little more. While the rest
of the town looked out for their own troubles, and each had plenty, Rev. Washer had to look
out for all of them. He looked forlornly at the man staring inte éyes. He mourned the young
bachelor that had been replaced by an old, already wrinkling man. After a couple sadly pensive
moments, Rev. Washer turned away from the mirror. He was being much too vain for a
minister, and there were other things to do.

Hequickly left the ugly mirror behind and walked towards the front doors, which he
unlocked, and then waited for the exhausted travelers to arrive.

Eventually they did. The stbhaked, cropless farmers, their wives, and their children
trickledinonebyoa. The men’'s faces were filled with h
were filled with considerably less. It was the men that brought them there. The men who clung
to God during hard times. To them, thedhard t
of might they so wished they could possess themselves for their families, the kind of might that
could rub off onto them if they dragged themselves and their families to His house every
Sunday. The women, on the other hand, saw the hard times as edgderich at God coul d1
anymore, or, if He did, was too horrible a man to waste any time worshipping. But they could
never let their husbands know. That kind of news would certainly break a religious man, and a
broken man wasn’t atmeydraggedtdemselves and thdrstdrying S o,
children to church every Sunday, simply to play the part their hopeful, simple husbands wanted.

These were the men, women, and children that the Reverend Paul Washer delivered his
sermon to that ordinary Sundag.o me | i stened, a good many didn’
worship was officially over. Most left, but a few men at the end of their rope inevitably stayed
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behind to pour their troubles onto the reverend. He listened patiently and told them to find
strengt h in God and that he’d pray for them. He
vague that it could apply to anything and yet everybody in their deepest troubles found it

somehow powerful and enlightening.

After everybody had left, the Reverend P&vasher went back to the sacristy to count
the collection money. Churches always did well in economic hardship, mostly thanks to the men
described earlier, and much to the silent frustration of the women that accompanied them.

As he stood there, brushirgs fingers over the piles of ones, fives, and tens, Rev.
Washer’s ears suddenly became aware of footst
another farmer needed to hear another, *“Take
welcomingly.

He was then shah the stomach.

He fell to the floor as his hand flew to the wound. His abdomen curled with pain around
the heavy leaden bullet that festered in his gut. As he lay there, silently shocked, with tears
leaking from his eyes, twisting in utter anguish, than that shot him stepped over his writhing

body toward the counter piled high with money
eyes were too clouded with tears, except that he was a hesstynan. This heavset man
brushed the money intoaclot sack and ran from the room, | ea

suffer alone.

Blood was 00zing into a puddle below him as his phalanges began to go cold. Soon the
coldness spread to his arms, and then, terrifyingly, to his body. The reverend was weeping how
praying to God to save him by some miracle th
became more and more difficult as he slipped in and out of consciousness.

He desperately realized that he hadn’t con
had done was act as a pair of ears for poor, frustrated men. He was too young to die. Or had
other’s troubles aged him enough to make him
to God as he stared out t he un, bualhhescouklthiak | wi nd
about was whether he was too young to die or not.
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After Mom Left
by Patrina Corsetti

Prompt: A David Hollander Writing Prompt:
Write something about something in a structure
that that something would not normally be
appropriae for and get it to me by next week
and do it in under a thousand words and, oh
8SIKXZ GKS G4KSYS Aa aaroly
interpret that word to mean.

|l > m going on a pi cni cthe&inddhatlhiism bri nging an al c
|l > m goi ng ombriaging analcohotithe &inddhatlhits and a bruise.

|l > m going on a pi cni cthe&inddhatlhitsand b braise ghdsome an al ¢
chocolate chip cookies.

No! Don't bring the chocol ate chi Redwaletki es.
cake. Now we have to start over.

|l > m going on a pi cni cthe&inddhatlhiism bri nging an al c
Il " m going on a pi cni cthekinddhatlhitsend b briise.gi ng an al c

Il " m going on a pi cniiethekinddhatlhitsend b bruise ghd some an al c
cake.

It has to be red velvet.
Itis.
Then say it.

Some cake, it has to be red velvet.

Good. Il > m going on a p Hhekinddhathitsdndabruisednd i ngi ng
some cake, it has to be reatlvet and a dance.

How can you bring a dance? You can’t bring a
Yes, | can.
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No, you can’t bring a dance. It won’'t fit.

Fine, then |11 bring a drain. A drain wild.l
picnic and dcoholicthekindrthatihits @gnd a Ioruise and some cake, it has to be

red velvet and not a dance because it won’'t f
But i1it’s E. | don’t know what to do with E.
Egg it.

|l don’t | ike eggs. . Eggs crack and bl eed yell

Fine, we can skip it.

The picnic?

No, the eggs. We can skip the eggs. We can skip E if you want.

Will he care?

He won’'t know i f we are really quiet about it

|l > m going on a very qui et-thegkindthathds aadradiisdandn br i n
some cake, it has to be red velvet and not a

What kind of sauce?
For what?

For the feelings. We have to bring a dipping sauce for the feelings. They will make you cough if
you don’ insothetlgng.t h e m

| like honey mustard.
Are the feelings fried?
Yes, they’  re fried.

Then that will worKk. |l " m going o-thekandthaer y qui
hits and a bruise and some cake, it has to be red velvetand notadanae beea i t won’' t f
a drain and feelings and Good Humor that we will eat first because it is going to melt and honey
mustard to dip the feelings in.
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| hear steps.

He’ s waking up.

He’' s waking up?

Yes, he’s waking up and we’re not packed.
Is he going to hitis now?

No, not if we do it fast. What did we put in last?

The Good Humor that we will eat first because it is going to melt.

No, that’s not right. That’' s not right at al
your honey mustard. How couiau forget your own honey mustard?

|l don’t know. | got scared.
Well stop being scared because it is messing us up.
Are you going to hit me now?

No, l > m not going to hit you. Just help me p
tea, thejam, and the kisses from the refrigerator.

Why are there kisses in the refrigerator?

Mom put them in there so they wouldn’t go bad
He | i kes | emon sl ices for his iced tea. Let'’
have milk?

Yes. | wilpack you some milk. Get the NutraSweet in the cabinet because he will explode
about real sugar.

Where are we?
We are at O.
How about an Owl? Owls can see in the dark. It could see for us on our walk home.

That’' s a good i dea. ereWwearewaking.d be good to see
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So we should bring the owl?

Yes, we should definitely bring the owl.
Are we almost done?

No, we are only on P.

Do we have to finish?

Yes, we have to finish and we have to hurry.

Why?

Because he’s coming. |l can hear him on the s
So can .

|l " m going on a picnic and |I'm bringing peace
And a table.

No, a table definitely won’t fit.

But what are we going to eat on?

Under a tree, on an orange bl anket. Hurry wup
|l > m gnoiangpiocni c and | ' m bringing peace and qui
because it won’t fit and under a tree, on an
Hurry!

And a vacuum to clean up the mess and..l don’t

How about some wings?

The fying kind?

Yes, the flying kind.

But | don’t know where we keep the flying kin

Upstairs. In his room.
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Can we go get them?

No, we can’t.

Why?

Because he is here now.
Now is he going to hit us?
Yes.

Is it going to hurt?

next ?

Il forget.

re scared.

Yes, but I’'I1l go first.
Wilhe r emember that |’ m
I f | don’t mess up he’
You’ I | mess up i f you’
|l " m not scared. Just

stay

behi

nd

N o

me .

w get beh

Just
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Two Poems

by Mary Shanley

Prompt:Write a poem "after" another artist

After Paul Klee (painting)

My legs blew out

through my ars

and my heart spun

on multicolored discs
suspended in deep space.

No breastplate necessary.
The arrows can no longer
penetrate my porous,
windy being.

After Henry Miller ( Colussus of Marousi)

Oblivion is by far the easier,

lazier way of life, movinthrough
genetically predetermined feelings
automatically returning the carriage
of the typewriter.

Blame not the repetitious routine

of your circulatory system

for your failure to engage in leaps of faith.

Pretend, if you must, until the vision

come cleaer or you decide to quit and vegetate,

vaguely ruminating on Earth’s
unpredictable minefog terrain.

The alabaster lamplight crashes to the floor

amidst the terrifying dream sequence.

Waking up is always the better idea.
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Smorgasbord

by Jenna Cartusdie

Prompt:Write a complete story that hinges on
surprise or celebrates the bizarre.

| hate looking at Ms. Wickerbottom. She is one of the grossest people | have ever had to
look at. And today she picked me to pick on.

“Rebecca, what fiog tihe sf iemalataonaWwér I | ock m
that’' s probably been on my desk since before

“Fotrwg. ”

“l"m sorry?” Knowing Ms. Wi ckerbottom coul
speak a little louder, and enunciate every ale. | watch the brown stain.

“1 gottwd.orty

“Rebecca, when | ask you a question, it wo
respond.Let ' s try this again. What is the final a

It would be lovely if I never had to look at you agathjnk. | gl ance at my wat
only816.1 f |1 |l ook wup now, I ’'I Il have to spend the

“Rebecca.” | miserably r ailsaninstant thedaandiarunt i |
taste of horse radish and herring fills mydlat and slimes over my tongué hold back a
grimace and gulp down the chunky paste.

“Fotrwg. "

“Thank you.” She turns around and writes t
purple Expo marker.

“May | go get a dr i n kaekoftheclassréomsnkkec oupl e ki

“See? Every time she talks toMaMs. Wickerbo
Wickerbottom sighs and begins writing a new problem on the board.

“Yes, Reélveec maee.ver had a student asthehirsty
front seat | was foolish enough to choose at the beginning of the year and spal&do the
door. Out in the hallway, my feet echo as | run to the water fountdiswish and spit and slurp
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for a good minuteThen | pull my shirt sleeve down to myist and wipe a dribble of water
from my mouth.

| t ' s The hotsaadishfish flavor will stay in my mouth until | look someone else
intheeyel drag my feet back to room 109 and push
budge.

Ms. Wickerbot om and her stupid door lknoloythecan’ t s
window and | ook down before | Onedthebsysimtheo ne’ s
back row tastes like peppercorn, and | am taking no chances.

Ms. Wickerbottom must have orded someone to open the door for me because | hear
chair legs scrape onthe floor. hope it’'s someone good.

The door opens, and | spot neanange sneakers hatfovered by dark blue jeans.
breathe a sighof reliefT ho s e ar e Jleakapang snile &t leneas chocolate
mousse and raspberries coat my tongualo my best not to chew and walk back to my seat.
Ms. Wickerbottom picks on someone else while | savor the sweet taste that lingers in my
mouth.

The rest of the class period | focus wot looking anyone intheeyd.t i sn’t t oo h
but every so often Laura tries to get my attentionjust pretend to be really focused on my
work. | woul d talk to her if | could, but |’ m sur

Laura and | became émds at the beginning of the year when [ told her | had
oculophobia—a fear of looking people in the eye. | made it up, figuring it was easier to believe
thanthetruth.l coul dn’t believe she still WwWhented to
oculgphobia thing works, though, because now | have an excuse not to look at Laura every time
she talks.

Laura tastes like oatmeal and maplesyript * s not bad, but it get:

|l " m doodling a cartoon of t®thgmoordwheénthei ng t o
bell rings.| shove my notebook, pencils and calculator into my backpack and wait for Laura at
the door, my eyes trained to the groundlspot her pink sandals and follow them out into the
hallway. The noise of chattering studenis so loud that | can barely hear Laura when she
shouts, “Let’s go to lunch!” | mumble somethi
wrist and squeezes us throughthecrowdi t hout t hi nki ng, Il l ook wup
and catch the eyesfseveral kidsMy cheeks bulge with lememeringue pie, lasagna,
steamed broccoli, oranges, and walnutsvant to spit it all out, right there in the hallway full
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of hungry high school student8 ut | | sdialow'it&all. down, lump after lump, drwatch
my shoes the rest of the way to the cafeteria.

We reach the double doors and Laura runs up to get a good spot in the lunch line,
yanking me along.

Leave it to Laura to bring me to the place in school that | avoid the niosry time | sit
down & a lunch table, people think | have an eating disorder because | never touch the food on
my plate. Who can blame me? Imagine all the foods | accidentally eat, just on the walk from
the lunch line to a tableNot to mention that | have a history heréonce made eye contact
with a blonde girl and her friend, and found my mouth stuffed with chicken tikka masala and
cheese danishl vomited on the spot.

We reach the front of the I ine, and | grab
Sausagepta.My st omach churns with allfeelmyckestf ood | h
tighten and my breath get quicket.close my eyes.

No. No, no, nol am not going to throw up in this cafeteria again.
/| 2YS 2y3I @82d2QQ@S St GSyucandadeSt. G Ky GKA&AX L

| feel a tap on my shoulder and groan out lotiche last thing | need right now is to get
a mouth full of rice pudding or any other food at dlignore the tap and put my tray back on

the rack. Maybe | can escape now before Lauraoaodi s | * \Whoeyer it is taps my
shoulder again, harder thistimd. t ur n around, deciding that ||
shirt.

But for some r eas onlgseeh s stripedbluetshircwatmatcollarlbig my g a
shoulders, a strog chin, and eyes the color of celery sticks.

“Are you going to keep moving? You’'ve been

The flavor of Starbursts starts to spread in my mouth.

WaitasecondT hat ' s wh aWhehevet |ldosktaemydelr ik thwirror | taste
Starbursts.| stare at him, rightinhiseyeBut St ar bursts aren’t actual

That ' s wh é&amething.My mauth speings open and | gasp like a vacuum
stuck on high.It feels like a giant claw shoved itsywdown my throat and pulled something
outt My knees buckle and hit the tiled floor, an
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Sowly, | gain control, and | find myself pantingly stomach feels hollowl look up into
pale green eyes, butfooddoes t mat eri all zeashempombubhg.

And it tastes delicious.

But the owner of the cHel er ybesetni cbkr eeaytehsi nigs rh
watch as his cheeks puff out a littlélis eyebrows disappear under a mop of curly hair.

“..t his is.Starbursts!?” He chews several ti

“Rebecca, you coming?” Laura strides over,
from paying in the other.The boy looks straight at Laura and his cheeks swell.

“ Y e allsdy.| take my tay again from the rack and grab a slice of sausage pizza. | look

back at the boy, who’'s still chewing the oatm
“You'll get wused to it , "llodkdmsvaatmylinchandm, and
realize tibtaeatitl! can’t wa

|l " m starving.

Page 41



Maybe It’s the Rain, But...
by Patricia Kennedy

Prompt: An evening drive through downtown
Seattle

Maybe it’s the rain, but | 'm |l ost going down
water-glazed streets. Softly darkening glass

clouds my sight, confusing senses

in a muddied disarray of muffled sounds.

Rusty chariots of fire rumble in the flow;

my fearful friend grips mane and brow,

calls, “Watch out!” while I see only
ways and tides and stay within my moment.

It s water from above,
water from below,

wat er weatohnotpn ... c

mired

by the ashes from our internal fires;

every wave and tic another lick of flame.

At last, the red light changes and my life goes green again.
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Two Poems

by Paul Hostovsky

Prompt:From a Clerc Scar workshop

* | want you to write apoerh 0 2 dzii | R NBU 2YNI2 2NEQISS KBk R RNB Y 22dzQ@S y2i
want you to wait until you have adreant a dream that moves you to write a poem abouat then write a poem

about the dream, or from the dream. There are many ways of ddiisgif the dream is interesting enough, you

could simply tell the dream in the poem, but the poem has to be interesting, too (a great dream does not a great

poem make). Or you could use the dream as a starting point, choosing an image from your dreaplariiag it

in the poem. There is no wrong way or right way to do this. The important thing is to delve into the dream, run with

Al KIF @S a2YS Fdzy 6AGK AG® Ly GKS LI2SY @&2dz Oy &l & 2dzi
or, if youprefer, you cannot mention the fact of the dream at all, simply using the imagery that presented itself to

you in the dream, and just play around with it in the poem. The only rule is that the dream comes before the poem.

Now, if you happen to be one ofabe unfortunate people who never remember their dreams, then you can use
a2YS2yS SftasSqQa RNBFY® , 2dz Oty Lizi GKS g2NR 2dzi | Yz2y3 @&:
your poetry workshop, and would people please send you their dreathatsmu can choose one of them for your

Dream Poem assignment. | would prefer that you not write a poem about a dream that you already had before |

gave this assignment, or about a recurring dream that you have had more than once. | would prefer thattyou

$SS1T 2N Gg2 2N GKNBS yR aSS8S ¢KId RNBIFIYa 02YSd ! yR AT
2NJ NEOdzNNAyY 3 RNBIY FNRBY (GKS LIl adz 2N 2 02NNBg az2vySz2yS$S

Speaking Up

| dreamed you the emu at the zoo.
The sign aid you bit, but you blinked
so sadly. You had

no hands. You looked
flabbergasted to be there.
Speechless for the first time in your life.

You could only cock your head in that birdlike way
and bite the wire mesh with your beak, but | knew
the word you wee trying to say

wasmistake
Your favorite word
in the whole world.

Page 43



But there was no mistake.
After all, this wasny dream
| was having it

and | wasn’t having any of your biting
supercilious
inventory-taking editorial

in my dream, | said
in my dream. Thehmoved on
with my fistful of corn

to the fallow deer
who are always more timid
than hungry.

The Proust Is in the Pudding

So | wake up with this line in my head,

the Proust is in the pudding,

fishtailing around on the surface of a dream,
and | grab it, just take it, and | run with it
downstairs to the computer

where | enter another kind of dream state

where | 'm trying to follow the thread of the
into the poem, and | ' m holding onto the I|ine
for dear | ife |Iike it’s a bungee cord and | ' m

bungee jumping through the poentoing boing

looking around for the thread which is in here

somewhere, | know it is, | trust it is,

it’s |Ili ke you have to trust the I ine, and you
the thread not to break when the line breaks

into another line, and anotér, and another,

the way the line must, the way the dream

breaks into day, like daybreak, like breakfast, like broken

egg yolks—ok maybe not like broken egg yolks,

maybe the egg yolks are a little forced, maybe

Il 11 take them out | ater, and maybe
|’ ubt put them back in again because
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| like my egg yolks broken, and also because

sometimes you can do that in a good poem,

especially i f you’'re trusting in something bi
than yourself, something bigger than egg yolks,

bigger than Proust and madeleinesdaall the lost

time in the world. Because if you trust in the line

then you’re holding onto the |ine for dear |
pul | cord on a parachute, i1it’s |like you’'re
parachuting down through the poem

but at the same time you’'re floating up

(you can only ddhis in poetry) in the hot air balloon

of the poem, standing inside the little wicker basket,

a few passengers with you, a few good readers,

and Marcel Proust with his own wicker picnic basket

full of madeleines, which is actually your source

of heat,your open flame, which is pushing you upward,

and powering the buoyant antique iridescent technology of the poem.
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The Pink Flashlight
by Elizabeth Titus

Prompt: First, describe an object in your home,
using purely descriptive language. Then write a
scene using this object that reveals and

illuminates its special meaning.

It is small and pink, with a black strap. It resembles a flashlight. There are teeth marks
on it. There is no bulb and therefore no way of telling that it really is a flashligktety,
there is a black on/off switch adding to the evidence that it is, or was, a toy flashlight. And there
are screw threads for screwing on the (missing) light and its cover. It has absolutely no smell
and no mark of where it was made. A flashlighbisilumination, to help you find your way. It
gives you a sense of security.

Scene One

December 11, 1994. A man and a woman, in their early forties, are in a hotel room in

Hefei, Anhui Province, Peopl e’ s Regmabbegine of C
to do jumping jacks, while the man | aughs and
exercising,” he says into the camera. There I

open it. First, though, the man positions the camera at the door.
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A Chinese woman appears, holding a-faded, screaming baby girl dressed in winter
clothing, many layers, topped off with a green knit beret. The baby clings to a pink plastic toy
flashlight, holding onto it by its black strap. As her nurse hands héretonian, whose arms are
outstretched, she refuses to give up the fl as
hands the baby to the woman, and the baby scr
says to the baby, pointing at the woman. The pabll have none of this.

Scene Two

One hour later. The man and woman and the baby are
alone in the hotel room. The baby has had a warm bath and
change of clothing and has calmed down. She is wearing soft
cotton pajamas and a new hat. The hat is yelloihwa red tassel;
the man bought it for her at the Great Wall before going on to
Hefei. The baby still clings to the pink plastic flashlight, though.
The man feeds her warm baby for mul
this baby has a )ouagehavimgyeurfirst e. “ Li |
meal with us!” he says to the cam
laughs. There is baby formula on her face.

Scene Three

One week later. The man and woman, with a sleeping baby strapped to the man, enter
an apartment on West 70th Stet in New York City. The baby wakes up as the man gently
places her into her new crib, but she refuses to give up her link to her past, the pink plastic
flashlight.

Scene Four

Seventeen years later. The baby is about to leave for college. She knowisethmnk
plastic flashlight is in a wooden box, along with the green knitted cap, handmade jacket, and
pink slippers she was wearing when she met the man and the woman in a hotel room on
December 11, 1994. Al so in t henamedadalowofthex i s
American Institute of Architects. His first words on September 30, 2005, when he learned that
he had metastatic melanoma, were “1 want to s
and he would be proud of the screaming baby hoddtight to a pink plastic flashlight.
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Crossing

by Rachel Voss

Prompt: Editor's Challenge

There’s a man who regularly crosses
the parkway during rush hour.

| " ve seen him do it a dozen ti mes,
and it still shocks

me out of cocoon of car
and automaticity 6 commute.

It s always in the same spot,
in the Bronx, just before the bridge.

He emerges from the weeds
and grass, vaguely Sasquatch,

beard thick and body hulking:
ambling, animal. Having made it

past the cars going north,
he momentarily hesitates at thmediar—

the last thing | see is his knee bent
and his foot lifting off the ground,

the whole body hovering,
cinematic slowmotion,

wavering like heat lines. | roar past
and he’'s gone, myth born back

into memory, atavistic dread

of where he s been, whe
he's going, and what it means
that | can’t possibly comprehend either.
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The Ghost of Brahms

by Ernest Williamson
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Infinite Blue

by Mark Murphy

http://promptlitmag.org/publishedmedia/Mark Murphynfinite Blue.mp4
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