


Letter from the Faculty Adviser
Dear readers,

The 51st issue of The Listening Eye, a literary and visual arts magazine published by the Kent State University
Geauga Campus since 1970, is now complete. The second of two consecutive double issues–2020-2021 and
2022-2023–this number marks a decided milestone in TLE’s history.

The 50th number, a celebratory semicentennial issue, was the last to appear in print. This 51st number
inaugurates the first exclusively digital publication of the magazine readers may download and print on their own
from the “File” tab at the top left of this screen. Because of the challenges of converting typewritten to digital text,
this issue is also the last to accept print submissions.

These decisions are not made lightly. We are saddened that the material exigencies of the print-to-digital
revolution will inevitably alienate some of TLE’s most loyal contributors and supporters. TLE’s founder and only
EIC in its half-century history, Geauga English Professor Emerita Grace Butcher, admirably advocated to keep
operations status quo for long-standing stalwart and marginalized voices, such as prison poets, who will lose
access to submission venues with our digital turn. However, in the end, our little magazine is no match for global
change. In the interest of carrying on, we must adapt.

This issue bears the first markers of such adaptation. The first section of the magazine contains the artwork and
writing of digital contributors who found us on our new online submissions site, Submittable.com. The second
section showcases our last print submissions in picture format, resulting in nonuniform typeface because the
editorial labor of typewritten text conversion is now infeasible. The third section highlights student contributions as
a necessary effort to encourage the next generation of writers and artists to preserve and evolve our traditions.

We are delighted with the selections in our current magazine. Our featured artist is Marilyn Shaker, whose vibrant
work graces both of the magazine’s covers. *NB: While my married surname is Shaker, Marilyn and I have never
met, nor to my knowledge are related–something I now consider my distinct misfortune. Editors of this number are
happy to share her work, along with that of the other gifted artists and writers herein enclosed, with all of you.

My enduring gratitude goes to those editors, local Geauga poet and author David J. Adams, who has published
with TLE, and of course, the inimitable Grace Butcher, who officially retired from EIC duties in May 2023. With her
departure, I enshrine the EIC title behind glass, adopting for myself and successors the role of
“faculty adviser” as custodian of the magazine. While we will do our best, there will only ever be one Grace.

Moving forward: Please consult TLE’s open calls for poetry, short fiction, creative nonfiction, and artwork on
Submittable.com. Submissions are typically invited shortly after the new calendar year through spring. Novice and
established artists are welcome; full guidelines can be found on our website. Look for highlighted contributors on
related Kent State social media, including the KSUGTAC Student Media Club, Kent State Geauga Campus, and
Wick Poetry Center.

Thank you for your patronage as we begin the next chapter of this venerable Geauga tradition.

Here’s hoping you stay with us,

Bonnie Shaker
Faculty Adviser to The Listening Eye
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Magenta Poppies: Marilyn Shaker
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Bold and Beautiful: Marilyn Shaker
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Vintage Dogwood Duo: Marilyn Shaker
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Monday: Erin Jamieson
no post office issued stamps
with sealed notes from someone
who left me behind
no subtle hints
that I once meant anything
just a gentle breeze
tickling my cheeks
the sound of chirping crickets
who do not question
their own value

Lost in Thought: Edward Michael Supranowicz
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Savage: Kris Green
I am a savage lost among the creeping things.

Working my way through ferns and ficus,
Viciously cutting back the short green terrain.

Wacking the weeds that encroach on civilization.
Inside, disagreeing with my wife’s mother about needless things.

Applauding my son’s trips and follies,
For if his learns to pick himself up when he is in diapers,

He will stand one day a man.

Bertha Gets Mad: Edward Michael Supranowicz
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All Puffed Up: Edward Michael Supranowicz
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Elegy for Addiction: Ace Boggess
No longer with me & still with me
like a pill that slipped through
a hole in my pocket—
part of the fabric, lump—
I could find you
if I searched graveyards of yearning.

I try to leave the dead in place,
sometimes wish to talk to them.

You have seen me on my knees
pleading with gods
of dirt & fragments for a find.
Sincerely I embraced you,
said goodbye in frantic pacing of a cell.

I placed a bell inside your coffin.
Why does it keep ringing?
Just the wind.

Alarm: Ace Boggess
Goes off twice a day to warn us that it isn’t working,
power line to its main circuit cut by roofers’ nails,
battery backup burning its ultimate spark.

We’ve yet to locate a wound in vastness
of the ceiling, don’t know how to fix
the problem behind the problem,

snakebite or the overgrown wood
that led to nesting spots for snakes.
Our house has been poisoned,

the alarm says in the voice of a child’s hands
banging piano keys or playing a videogame
filled with characters that die & die,

though no one is in danger, those games
stories without middles, only beginnings &
endings that come around again.
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Your Poem: Ellen Taylor
This is written for all of you

who may feel defeated,
deflated, defunded, under-rated
even on your own personal playlist.

Though the sky shrieks blue
and “I Feel Good” erupts

through the café speakers,
no number of refrains will convince you

it’s true, you who need a different version
of hope, perhaps in the form of written words.

So, here: You are your own safety net, tow
rope, lifeline, life jacket, oxygen.

Sometimes you need to hold your own
hand and be glad for it. No one knows

the weight of your sorrow better than you.
It is you who shall dissolve it. Like salt in broth,

stir in what’s needed and taste, drink it down.

Final Performance: Ellen Taylor

It’s a theater for the living, I told my husband,
whose mother requested “No Service.” Gather
to review the days and months and years of the life
she wrote for 96 years; invite those women she dog-
eared pages with in her book group; call the rug
hooking friends she met with for decades, pulling loops
of yarn through burlap’s warp and weft. Reserve a special
place for her little sister, who’s never lived a day without her
only sibling, and the cousins who sent Christmas cards with
photos and annual letters which she saved and read and read.
Invite the chorus of neighbors who made banana bread and shared
sleeves of Girl Scout cookies. Everyone has a role, however small.
This is the last performance, no understudy waits in the wings.
We’ll all sing praise together, we’ll all stand when the curtain falls.
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Bolt Action: Ian Marshall

12



Midsummer Haze: Ian Marshall
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Endless Summer: Ian Marshall
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The Feeling of Falling In Love: Carlina Krajnik

We danced at Old School
And you told me that you fell in love;
It all came crashing down.
Then came October
Too many drinks and drugs
I danced all night and watched you stare--
You told me that you fell in love.
A dark night in this dump of a town
I parked in front of home
We kissed with passion and got lost
You paused with a smile on your face:
“It feels like I’m falling in love.”
January 31st
Someone has gone to heaven
A funeral must be planned
I arrive in black and white
And take too many shots
That day, you treat me with delight
Just as all the other days
Again, you tell me that you fell in love.

Those words have so much power
So much comfort and divine
I think we all have layers of things to unwind
I fall in love with some part of you every day
Learn something new, so out of the blue
So here I am. I’m here to say
I fall in love with you
Every single day
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The Eyespots of a Luna Moth: Willy Conley
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Foyer Downtown: Beverly Rose Joyce
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Iowa Note: Carl Boon

The old couple strolled among the elms that lined their farm, one of the most profitable in Kossuth County. They
strolled in the spirit of the unabashed, a spirit only gifted to the old and young. They held hands a moment, then
released them so that both could gaze unfettered at what the late-afternoon sun was doing to the leaves,
everywhere intensity and shadow. Everywhere, they thought, beauty happened in moments instead of years. It
was September and yellows reigned.

Soon it would be October, which meant the first snow, and it would come the way it had for the fifty years they’d
been together. It would come first like a scout, a thin boy attempting to decipher what was there, what danger,
what weak spot. Such work accomplished, it would come then in reckoning waves and quickly cover what the
squirrels hadn’t found—errant ears of corn in muddy ruts, blackberry twigs mostly dead at their edges, forgotten
tomatoes and cucumbers blackened by the usual August rain. She kept a kitchen garden.

He remembered 1993, the Great Flood of that year that sent the Mississippi tumbling against itself and ruined
many farms to the west. They’d been lucky then: the soil held, and the youngest boy had come from Des Moines
to make sure. Neither of them ever said they loved him best, but they did. He was the responsible one. His older
brothers—one a musician in Minneapolis, the other a professor in Omaha—didn’t give a damn about the farm. It
had sustained them as boys, allowed them to buy milkshakes and movie tickets for the girls they dated, but the
ease of youth is soon forgotten. Only the youngest cared enough to dirty his Timberland boots and barn coat. Of
truths most pertinent to farms, the deepest this: when sons step away, disaster waits. At least one cared, and he
would take it one day. He would come from Des Moines with methodology, with Washington science, and a girl
who wasn’t afraid of mosquitoes. They had him, but he was the future. Among the elms, they only had each other.

The corn in, twelve acres of winter wheat seeded, and the workmen paid, they decided on supper at Emerald’s
and perhaps a movie. She liked going to Algona, and in the mirror reminded herself of Steinbeck’s Elisa, the dark
clothes, the spots of rouge, the way she’d eventually walk to the car and ask her husband if he was hungry. She’d
have the Chicken Cordon Bleu and he the cheeseburger and fries. They’d share a salad. She hoped there’d be a
Clint Eastwood movie playing. For her, his acting was timeless and charged with the kind of emotion she wished
she had. It wouldn’t be The Bridges of Madison County, but that was fine. He would barter for a Sylvester
Stallone, but she would remain firm. Something with drama, something with romance. Anything but bombs and
guns and Russians.

That would be the evening, later. That would be after he went out to inspect the crowns on the winter wheat and
make sure the snowblower was gassed and oiled. They had a driveway, a path to the back porch, and he was
good about such things. She went inside to ready the Mason jars for canning the next day. The tomatoes and
peppers would last them all winter, and the cucumbers would be pickles, his favorite.

Such is life on a farm in northern Iowa. The youngest had promised to visit in mid-September to "have a look at
things," but there was really nothing to look at. All was done except the details—the canning, the beating of the
rugs, the counting of quarters and half-dollars in the jar above the toaster. These things she could do herself. But
he would come because he cared, and in the evening they would play Scrabble and talk plainly about complicated
things.
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Security Blanket: Ellery D. Margay
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Dot Dot Dot: Paul Hostovsky

The way her hands danced across the braille page, it was a beautiful choreography to behold. Her left hand
beginning each line, handing it off to her right hand halfway across the page, the right hand finishing the line as
the left hand moved down to begin reading the next line. Left hand to right hand to left hand to right hand. Expert,
fleet, like a concert pianist, or like relay runners in a race, the hand-off accomplished seamlessly over and over
and over, line by line down the page, page by page through the book, book by book through his entire childhood…

There was never a time when he didn’t know it. He’d learned it with his ABCs, fingering the raised dots with his
tiny hands, sitting in his mother’s lap while she read to him from the print/braille children’s books and he looked at
the pictures. B was but, C was can, D was do. M was more. M with a dot five in front was mother. White dots on a
white page, but they cast these tiny shadows that he could see in the light. Like a country of igloos as seen from
an airplane on a sunny winter morning…

Having blind parents was as unremarkable as having breakfast in the kitchen, having mail in the mailbox, having
rain on rainy days and sun in the summertime. Lending his mother or father his shoulder–his elbow as he grew
taller–was like offering his arm to the sleeve of his own jacket,
like giving his hand to his other hand. He thought nothing of it, didn’t even have a word for it
until he started kindergarten and it got spat on the ground by some older boys snickering and pointing, mimicking
his parents as they swept their white canes back and forth, back and forth. Click sweep, click sweep, click
sweep…

Those white canes. At home they leaned against the wall like backslashes in the unpunctuated dark. Or else they
sat folded underneath a chair or table like bundles of long chalk, a red one in each. K was knowledge. P was
people. And the braille dictionary, in seventy-two volumes, was stacked practically to the ceiling, like a cord of
wood…

His mother would stop reading, open her watch then close it, click, reach under her chair for her cane and open it,
chick-a-chick, into a white line which she swept across an invisible line which she walked unwaveringly out the
door and down the street to the grocery store. Q was quite, U was us…

Braille was dots in a cell, lots and lots of cells. Each cell was a three-story building at dusk, the lights on in certain
windows, not others. And each book was a city–a country–where he and his mother looked through the windows
with their fingers pressed to the panes…

Outside it’s beginning to snow. And each snowflake is a unique character in the Complete Works of Beauty. Which
contains no mistakes that he has ever been able to find. And he has looked–he has looked his whole life–but has
not yet found a single mistake…
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The Dreadful Things She Says: Patricia Nelson

We oracles who breathe
our truths from rocks
that gleam and gabble.

We who call to bell-gray
swaying birds and a yellow sky
that shines so oddly at the rim.

We are sorry when the ones
we warn can't find their way
to the light within our voices.

Even we can dream
that we are different from
the dreadful things we say.

The Seer Startled Us: Patricia Nelson

The seer came and startled us,
a scarlet ibis on a wet, white day.
a warning bright as a wound.

Her commands fell around us
like colors strange to us
among the many that we know.

Is it right that a woman
who is odd but not beautiful
is chosen to bring us light?

That she carries in her mouth
the crimson knowledge of the gods?
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Child’s Play: Jared Pearce

Elijah is counting,
from zero to an unknown limit,
one for every time he bounces and catches the ball.
He disregards poetry, he ignores social graces, the two
factors I most want to consider. Three times
he’s failed, and on the fourth the ball
leads him out, his body bent like a five
as he follows the ball’s spiraling six in the middle of the living room.
His seven family members are getting annoyed, with him
under the table with its eight chairs standing guard,
crashing into potted plants, breaking the ninth
of ten glass panes in that old window, counting
clockwise from the top left corner. There’s no danger
haunting him, no regret. If I could so focus
I could burn a hole in the sun.

All this Love: Jared Pearce

She’s working to remove the grass,
the grass I’ve worked to grow and green,
the welcome mat I’m holding out
to God, she wants turfed for flowers,
A giant stone, and when I arrive I see
her cutting the yard into patches, rubbing
her sore wrist from mining the clover.
She hopes I’m not angry because
She loves me, she says, she wants me
to rip my lawn in half, she wants a thousand
hours of care sacrificed at her delphinium
altar, she’s willing to wait two hours
For me to finish knifing my weekend bits
to a rubbish pile. It takes me a little
longer because I’ve got to pick the grubs
out the roots and feed them to the robins.
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Print Submissions
Devils on the Fire Trail: Wade Davenport
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The Last Words of the Movie: Helena Minton
Hiroshima, Mon Amour

She: / will call you Hiroshima.
He: / will call you Nevers.

Nevers her birthplace.
Hiroshima, his.

She is laying one life
across another
like a deck of cards.
*
As a young girl
she made plans to run away
with an enemy soldier.
He was shot dead.
They shaved her head,
sent her to the cellar
where she gouged the walls.

One morning she breathed fresh air.
Her mother tucked money in her pocket;
she bicycled to Paris
to begin another life.
*
On his side of the world
babies were born
malformed; no flowers grew;
or, no babies were born at all.
Women were left empty for life.

The Last Words of the Movie, P. 2

She has a husband.
He has a wife.
*
In black and white the city
looks western, the hotel,
the tea house,
the peace film re-enacting the horrors, make-up
designed to look like burned skin.
She plays a nurse, neat,
in a white skirt and blouse.

He is an architect,
his these skyward buildings,
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tall, geometric, stone and glass.
*
They walk all night,
fingers locked, cross bridges, stop
for a glass, follow each other in the dark,
led by jagged neon fragments,
staccato on the water.

Her movie is over.
Together they fear they' 11 start to
lose each other's eyes,
mouth, hair and flesh.

Her departure makes them weep,
struggling to disentangle
in the shadowy hotel room,

awake at dawn,
arms covered with ash.
Never will they forget,
or is it remember?

Nevers, he whispers.
Hiroshima: she.
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Three Boys Bathing by a Canal: Helena Minton
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February 16, 1860 in Thoreau's Journal: Larry Smith
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The Knocking Spirits Rise: Jane Stuart
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If She Goes: RC Wilson
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In Another Life: S. Alexander Scott
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Sleeping Car: Marjorie Power
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Buttermilk Johnson: Andy Roberts
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IH: Andy Roberts
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Just After Eisenhower: David Sapp
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Giverny: David Sapp
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On the Further Bank: Daniel P. Gunn
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Pick: Daniel P. Gunn
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Two Days Without: Mark B. Hamilton
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Lonely Craftsman: Akiva Israel
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Thursday Night: Marilyn E. Johnston
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Identifying Landscape: Marilyn Johnston
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The Owl at Noon: John McBratney
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Snapping Turtle: John McBratney
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Cabbage Cutters: William Boggs
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Weldon Kees Recalls a Clump of Merrybells: Deborah H. Doolittle
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Inmate Dictionary: Real World - Prison Definitions: Matthew Feeney
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Scared: Matthew Feeney
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An Image to Uphold: Dan Grote
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Student Submissions

Mute: Courtney McCombs
She ignored her soul for so long,

Her clouded view hid the right from the wrong
Easily she swept away dust of time and crime

The dust didn’t settle far from the mind.
Should it be a crime to hide words from the light?

How guilty a confused girl can seem
No longer mute, her world will be.

Deceived with wit
Her heart splits

Charms and whims leave scars
Jokers, bluegrass, plucking tunes with her heartstrings,

snap.
Speechless, silence, bots, while the music plays
Through the muffled noise and the silenced

She screams, no longer mute her world will be
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What Writing Means To Me: Isabel May

When I was younger, books were my portal to words and writing. I would devour book upon book, trying to
scrounge up as many novel words and information as I could. And as the years progressed, I started working to
create my own words; my own sentences; my own phrases in the hopes of being better understood by my peers.
School helped me to better string together my ideas into more formal writings, but it was not until I started high
school that I truly found my writing passion: Poetry. Poetry has helped me to be more honest with myself and
others, be more confident in my abilities, and has allowed me to give back to the world in ways I did not know
were possible.

Being open with my family and those around me has always been a struggle, but through poetry I have
been able to express my inner thoughts and emotions and have been able to share them with others in a way
they could finally understand. When I wrote my first poem, I felt a huge weight being lifted off my chest, and I felt
like I could finally breathe clearly again. I never thought writing would become an outlet for me like it has been, but
if it were not for writing, I may not have ever been able to be upfront with my peers about the struggles I was
going through.

Confidence is just one of the many reasons why poetry has become so important in my life. Before I
started letting my work be my voice, I would always feel as though I was never good enough; I would feel as
though my life served no purpose and I never understood the point of trying anything new. However, once I
created my first poem and allowed someone to read it, I started to feel a new sense of purpose in the world. I
finally began to feel like I belonged in a society I used to think did not accept me or believe in me.

Throughout middle school and high school, I have dealt with mental health issues that I always feared
could never be solved. I would come home with my body filled to the top with fear and guilt about the secrets I
thought I would never be able to share. I would feel miserable when I caught the small worry-filled glances my
parents would give each other, and even when I would try to get the truth out, my mouth would become covered
by a hand whose only purpose was to keep me silent. Months went by and I kept my secrets bottled up inside,
fighting for a way out but never quite strong enough to achieve the goal, until I started spilling the truth out using
only a sheet of paper and a pen. I would come home from school and administer my pain to the paper in ways
that my family could finally understand. And once they fully grasped my situation, I was able to get the help I
needed; and now that I have been on my path to recovery, I hope to use my poetry to break the stigma that you
need to silence your pain one poem at a time.

Writing to some is seen as a chore--just something you must do in school to pass a class; but for me,
writing is an outlet for all my built-up stresses and emotions that are too difficult to speak aloud. Over the years, I
have come to the realization that society will take a while before it starts to fully grasp the importance of mental
health in our world today, so in the hopes of speeding up the process, I have a goal to publish some of my poems
to the world so people can finally have something to relate to and so they do not feel the need to keep quiet. Many
times, people refuse to speak their truths because they worry others will not be able to understand, but with my
writing I hope to give them the courage to rip off the hands that were once forcing their mouths shut and to finally
let their voices be heard.
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A Take-Out Drama: Annika Newcomer

Yet another agonizingly drawn-out Sunday afternoon stuck working the lunch shift at Roma Palooza:

Italian Kitchen. Most people stayed home to watch football or headed to a bar. Which meant I was making no

money with one table an hour.

I lingered at the take-out counter, idly putting mints into little plastic to-go containers and twaddling with

my friend, Beth.

“Beth, there’s a blue car in spot 3,” said one of the hosts.

“Oh, maybe it’s Linda,” she sounded hopeful as she checked the receipt for a car color. “Linda. Linda

Cardellini. Ba be Belinda,” I sing-songed. “Ugh, I’m bored.”

Beth stared at me for a second with a bare shake of her head. “It isn’t Linda. It’s Camryn in the blue car.”

She grabbed the giant paper bag, “I’ll be back.”

“Have fun.”

Intrigued now, I peeked at Linda’s order, equally horrified and amused to see it consisted of three

massive take-out bags and two full catering boxes. What I had mistaken as being several orders waiting to be

fetched was, in fact, one colossal order.

“Oi vey. Yo, what’s Linda’s total?” I asked.

Beth slammed the drawer shut and dropped her tip into the glass jar under the counter. “Um, $456.74.”

“Holy shit! Who orders $400 worth of Roma Palooza?”

“Woah,” Carly swung around the corner, balancing a precarious stack of dirty dishes. “Someone ordered

four hundred dollars of pasta?”

I threw my hands in the air. “That’s what I just said!”

“Yeah, well, she’s late, so…” Beth’s voice trailed off. Carly ducked away, leaving for dish.

I looked at the order again, reading the contents this time. It wasn’t all pasta either; there were six pans

of chicken fingers, four pans of mozzarella sticks, jumbo salads, a couple of gallons of soup, and of course,

garlic bread.
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“Damn, this is crazy, Linda,” I smirked as the story began to form in my mind, which honestly was to be

expected during such a slow shift. I glanced at Beth and knew she could see the cogs turning and connecting

behind my eyes.

Clearing my throat, I sweetened my voice with a falsely high pitch. “Oh Bill, I’ve ordered the Italian, and I

made sure to get Bill Jr.’s mozzarella.”

Beth chuckled and rolled her eyes.

Switching roles, I groaned in a deep tone, “Linda! I’m watching the game! You know this is my only time

off each week. You keep spending so much gawddamned money on fricking Roma Palooza.”

“But Bill, you know I love their salads!”

“You just like the dressing!” I drawled out as Bill, stifling my laughter as Beth collapsed into a fit of

hysterics. The hosts had turned away from the doors and watched the show. Carly, too, had reemerged from

the kitchen.

“This is family day. Stop being so grumpy!” I wailed out.

“GRUMPY!” Carly roared in Bill’s voice, “I work three jobs, six days a week, so you can spend $400 on

the fast-food version of Italian. I break my back and sell myyy soouull.”

Vaguely I registered that Erin, the bartender, was staring at us, utterly confused. Server card dangling,

forgotten, between her fingers.

Beth chipped in with a tiny voice, “Gammy, it’s my birthday; where are the chicken fingers?”

I fell to my knees, clasping my hands together on the counter and taking a deep,

shuddering breath. “Bobby, I will get you your chicken fingers if it’s the last thing I do.” I, as Linda, glared up at

Carly’s Bill, who scoffed with crossed arms.

Clamoring to my feet, I reached for a medium voice, “MOM! DAD! ARE YOU STILL FIGHTING OVER

THIS!! IT’S BEEN YEARS!!”

“Look, Junior, I know it’s Bobby’s birthday, but I can’t take it anymore. I mean, maybe, if it were a

different place, but… Roma Palooza chicken fingers? Seriously? That’s what I’m killing my body for?”
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Beth, fully embracing Bobby, burst into tears. Linda, i.e., myself, being overlooked by the sudden

distraction, lunged full-forced at Bill with a terrific war cry.

At this point, everyone was utterly enthralled with the unfolding events and stepped in to take sides– DI

DI DOOP. A take-out customer had checked in online.

“Oh shit.” I backed away from Carly, who blinked slowly to clear the spell over us all.

Beth checked her computer, and sure enough, it was Linda in spot 2. “Wanna help carry

out?”

Numbly, we carried the order to the middle-aged woman. She pulled out a fifty for Beth and said, “Thanks

for this. It’s my grandson’s birthday.”

Belief I Choose: Annika Newcomer

“What do you believe in?”

I hear this question more than I ever anticipated. I grew up in a religious environment, always at least one parent
actively participating in religious activities and trying to make the rest of the family attend. Yet, despite all the time
and energy spent being preached to, I believe in no perfect divine being. I may have at one point; I might still if my
mother wasn’t cruelly taken decades before her time, leaving behind a distraught husband and three young
children.

No, I could never believe in an all-powerful creator that would turn a blind eye to such soul-sucking despair and
grief. But my father sought solace and hope in his faith. One event, two very different beliefs. And I don’t knock
anyone who still believes; it just isn’t for me.

I spent four long years pretending to be a believer and paid my dues to the religion. Then, when I was 17, I finally
told my father that I was done, that I hadn’t believed in years, and would no longer accompany him to a place that
felt so foreign and wrong to me.

We sat in the car, surrounded by a painfully tense silence, tears gathering and spilling from our eyes. He finally
turned to me and asked softly, “Well, my dear, what do you believe in?”

I shrugged, swallowed, wracked my brain for an able reply. “I don’t know, Dad. I just know that this isn’t it. I believe
I will see mom again, but not like this.”

In the two years since, he and many others have continued to ask me what I believe in, and my answer never
changed – I had no sure belief, nothing but my absolute faith in seeing mom again.

Recently, I have spent much time reflecting on my life, observing others, and searching for truths in this
maddening world we all play to. Through these reflections, I have decided that I believe in people.
I don’t call it fate because I like to think that each person remains in control of one’s agency, but I do believe that
the people we interact with can change our lives. I have many people for whom I’m grateful each day. Yet, I
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struggle to elucidate my affection and respect for them in a way that ever feels satisfactory. Perhaps this is a good
start.

For years, my teachers mentored and comforted me. They saw something in me that I have yet to truly
understand. I consider myself blessed with numerous excellent instructors, more than I can pen here. Some,
though, deserve to be named for changing my life, knowingly or not.

Ms. Spencer, an incredible science teacher who, ironically enough, encouraged my love for writing and English,
has supported my dreams since the 7th grade and listened to many rambling emails. Mrs. Evans, the math
teacher who saved my life the year my mom passed; I would not be standing here if not for her. Dr. Shaker, my
incredible MPC professor, helped me discover my passion for the social sciences and provided me with excellent
academic and career opportunities.

Last but most important to me is Calarco. Mrs. Calarco was my high school senior English and public speaking
teacher. At a time when I was merely going through the same old motions year after year, Calarco broke through
the grief-stricken haze and changed my mind. I decided to follow my dreams. I decided to seek help to get better. I
decided that I was worthwhile and deserved to fight for myself. I chose life over survival. And while I attempted to
explain that to her, I fear Calarco's impact on my life will never be known.

My dearest friend, Lexie, I know will be a part of my life forever. My cousin Johnathan never judges or needs an
explanation for anything beyond “I don’t want to talk; can we just hang?” Tyrell, my brother, whom I can never put
into words. My aunt who took me into her life by choice and has spent every day since choosing to keep me in it.

I believe we meet wonderful people who will disappear sooner than we’d like, but will still leave a lesson behind. I
think we meet horrible people and build stronger and wiser from their ruin. The pain is an unfortunate necessity.
People are flawed and when we allow ourselves to care and accept them into our lives, we take a risk and hope
for reward.
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Ace Boggess is author of six books of poetry, including Escape Envy (Brick Road, 2021). His writing has
appeared in Michigan Quarterly Review, Notre Dame Review, Harvard Review, and other journals. An ex-con, he
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the 2001 poetry prize of Redgreene Press, Pittsburgh. Her work has appeared in numerous journals and has
garnered six Pushcart Prize nominations.
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Ian Marshall is a Kent, Ohio-based painter and photographer. His paintings depict a withering nature of industrial
subject matter. His photography offers serenity through dramatic lighting and color. Ian graduated from Kent State
University in 2017 in Fine Art.
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writing, especially poetry.
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He has published in various journals, including The Midwest Quarterly. He lives in Columbus, Ohio.

S. Alexander Scott (pen name) is a prison poet whose authorial identity exists only right here. He was born in
books, raised by stories, and always hoped he’d meet others in writing. If he were real, he’d wish most for another
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David Sapp, writer, artist, and professor, lives along the southern shore of Lake Erie in North America. A Pushcart
Prize nominee, he was awarded Ohio Arts Council Individual Excellence Grants for poetry and the visual arts. His
poems appear widely in the U.S., Canada, and the U.K.

Marilyn Shaker works in original oil on canvas paintings. She has had a successful career in floral design,
studying at the Cleveland Institute of Art, Museum of Art, and Lighthouse School of Art. She uses a loose realistic
technique that produces vibrant expressions of nature's depth of color, light, and texture.

Larry Smith grew up along the Ohio River in the steel mill town of Mingo Junction. For 35 years, he taught at the
Firelands College of Bowling Green State University. He is the author of eight books of poetry and five books of
fiction. He co-founded Bottom Dog Press in 1985.
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Jane Stuart is currently working on a small collection of poetry about Luxor. Her preferred forms are haiku, tanka,
and haibun. Her work has appeared in various magazines and anthologies.

Edward Michael Supranowicz has had artwork and poems published in the U.S. and other countries.

Ellen M. Taylor teaches writing and literature at the University of Maine at Augusta. She has published in regional
and national journals and has three poetry collections published by Moon Pie Press. She lives with her family in
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RC Wilson is a retired civil servant who lives in Kent, Ohio, with his wife, Camille Park, and two cats. He is part of
a group that meets monthly to read poetry at Last Exit Books, and he is a frequent organizer of poetry readings
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