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Editor’s Letter

Never had I thought about becoming the next Editor-in-Chief of Nevermore, but when the opportunity was presented to me, I accepted without a second thought. It was a great experience that I would do all over again. Seeing all my visions for this issue come to life is absolutely amazing. Everything came together nicely and I am proud of the work that was put into it. Bringing Nevermore to press has taught me how much I am capable of, if I set my mind to it.

As I wanted to have diversity in all the submissions, I had no specific theme planned out. My main focus for this term’s edition was for Nevermore to be a more recognizable name across campus: advertising and re-envisioning our entire website helped spread the word, resulting in more than 30 submissions. I am very pleased with the amount of submissions we had received, making this edition one of the largest ones we’ve had in a while.

I would like to thank my Editorial Board, Sarah Crispell, Kyana Brizuela, Shannon Haynes, James Bruno, and Caity Mulcahy for their help in making this possible. I also would like to thank Dr. Dangelantonio for her support, guidance, and trust.

Enjoy this edition of Nevermore.

Sincerely,

Gabrielle Gleiman

Editor-In-Chief of Nevermore

Nevermore is a student-run literary journal produced every semester. It showcases Franklin Pierce University students’ poems, short stories, photography, and drawings. A new editor is selected every semester. The editor chooses their editorial board, sets deadline dates for submissions, creates the final journal, and brings it to press.
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Ode to Y’all

Jayce Ringwald

I sing of y’all ‘n other words like ain’t ‘n d’je’et ‘n sha’n’t; Y’all have a pretty bad rap, I hear, ‘n that I just can’t stand. They’re sayin’ it ain’t English

with so many ‘postrophies

But that’s a load’ve crap ‘cause

y’all’re plenty English t’ me.

Y’ain’t that hard to understand

or even conjugate.

She’d’ve done or they’d’ve gone

It’s simple ‘n it’s great.

We’d’ve, who’d’ve, you’d’ve known that that’d’ve been okay

if y’all’d’ve only took a second

to get what they’d convey.

Maybe I’ve’n’t been that fair,

y’all’ve been tryin’ hard.

But Southern slang comes naturally ‘n I’m its humble bard.

Ringwald 1
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The Evolution of Us

James Bruno

Before I met Rudy, I had never set foot in a hospital. I had never prayed for something better.

I was a cranky old man with nothing to live for at the time. We didn’t know each other very long, Rudy and I, just long enough for it to have mattered. We’d probably crossed paths a thosand-and-one times without even realizing it, but it wasn’t until my cancer stirred to life inside of me that we truly met. He was just a boy then, no more than nine, and I an old man of sixty-seven. A man with everything and nothing at the same time. A man undeserving of the name.

I am not a smoker. I’ve never smoked a day in my life. For some reason, though, lung cancer simply decided I was best suited as a host for its malevolent activities, it’s merciless adventures, and in no time at all, death came knocking at my door. I didn’t answer, of course, otherwise I wouldn’t still be here, alive.

But this story is not about me; it’s about Rudy. Hospitals are lonely places, especially when you have no

one to visit you. I had so many people in my life, so many that I’d hurt, so many that I’d destroyed. No one came to see me, and after a while, I didn’t blame them. I wouldn’t have gone to see me, either.

The only person that came was Rudy. Little, nine-year-old Rudy. He was there for the same reason that I was; death had a taste for our blood, our flesh, and we had to wait and see whether or not it claimed us. Rudy didn’t deserve this; he was too young, too new. He didn’t know the world, the lessons it had to teach, the people it had to offer. He didn’t know any of it. He was just a boy.

I’d seen it all—seen all I wanted to see. I was good to go, ready to see the end. I didn’t care to hold on any longer. I didn’t have a reason. There was no one out there who wanted to see me, who felt that they were better off in my company. There was nothing for me—nothing but little Rudy.

Bruno 3

I was in that hospital for a long time. Rudy, too. We bonded, him and I, boy and man on the verge of death. He didn’t remind me of myself, fortunately enough for him. He reminded me of a person that would love life more than it loved him, a person that would have never taken no for an answer—a person who would have found a way to survive anything short of death.

Six months had passed—months of chemo therapy and months of living like a specimen on a plate of glass to be dissected and analyzed—before, by some chance, I found myself in remission. I didn’t know how I got there, if I even wanted to be there. I just knew that I was alive and, for the time being, I would stay alive.

On my first day of remission, I went to the toy store down the road. I didn’t linger; I bought the first thing I thought a child of Rudy’s age might love. I had the cashier wrap it up in a tight little bow. When the woman handed it back to me, I remember . . .

smiling—and I couldn’t say how long it had been since I’d done so. I went straight to the hospital, to Rudy’s room. They said he

would be in remission soon enough, that his body was no longer attacking itself. That he was going to survive—most likely. I kept these words in mind as I took the elevator I needed, clutching Rudy’s present in my frail, old arms. When I got to his room, I found it empty. A woman was there, crying, a man with his hands on her shoulders, trying to hold himself together. To keep himself from falling apart.

Rudy was nowhere to be found, and after a moment of realization, I didn’t look for him. I knew where he was, where he’d gone while I was away. I knew that death had come for him as it had almost come for me. I know that Rudy had opened that door.

I dropped the present in the doorway. I don’t know what happened to it after I’d gone; once it left my hands, it left the world.

I didn’t cry for Rudy. I didn’t cry—because his suffering was over, because never again would he wake in the middle of the night with no air, with no control, with no strength to keep his hold on this world. I didn’t cry . . . but I did pray. There, in the doorway of that hospital, I knelt down on weak, old knees, and I crumpled over, pressing my forehead to the ground.

When I at last lifted my head, I found Rudy’s parents
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kneeling before me on the ground. His mother stretched out her hand, fingers splayed, and tightened them around mine, and his father placed his hand on my shoulder, as though uncertain of where to put it now that his son was no longer there to hold it.

There was an emptiness inside of me, something heavy and hard and hazardous. But when I rose to my feet, I felt that weight lifted from my shoulders, and I know—I know something inside of me had changed. Something had clicked into place. Something had evolved, transforming from one thing to another.

I was not alone any more. Even with Rudy gone, I was not

alone.

Death does not leave you with nothing—it always leaves you with something. For me, it left me with a part of Rudy that had changed me. It left me with a memory of him, of our days in that hospital, and it left me with this . . . this freedom.

Before Rudy, I was lost. Before Rudy, I was angry, cold.

Dead.

Now I am alive.

Bruno 5

The Car You Drive

Katie Davert

I hate that you drive the most common type of car because every

time I see your type of car I remember you even if the paint is wrong and the license plate is from a state that is not your own for a brief second I remember you

and my heart skips a beat and my breath catches in my throat every time without fail when the type of car you drive rushes by and eases its way into my subconscious without my permission

I hate that you drive the most common type of car because every

time I see your type of car I remember you and the moments we spent kissing in the front seat and the nights we spent

making love in the back seat and all

the drives we took to clear our minds

even though we spent them in debates

larger than ourselves because we knew

the insignificance of our lives in the world

yet there we were despite that knowledge

I hate that you drive the most

common type of care because every

time I see your type of car I remember you

and I spent what could only be described

as lifetimes attempting to swallow the

sadness your loss left in its wake

with no regard to the effect on anyone else but then that’s why I loved you so much and why I could never hate you despite the tremendous anguish left in your goddamn wake

6 Davert

I hate that you drive the most common type of car because every

time I see your type of car I remember you.

Davert 7

Prairie Grass Passageways

Amalia Seppanen

There are two sets of fences my brothers and I must conquer before we can get to the endless, rolling field behind our house. Yet, as soon as we get the chance, we head straight for that grassy expanse in search of adventure, trouble, and the occasional cow. The first fence is technically a gate. Big, red, and made of metal, it guards where we keep our pony. We easily vanquish this gate, by clambering over the top, or sliding through the rungs. We wade through impossibly high grass, the jungle explorers we are, until we come upon the second, more exciting fence. This fence is a menacing mixture of electric and barbed wiring, and we don’t know for sure if it’s on or off. We never do. Most of the time one of my brothers just steps on the electric wire and holds up the barbed fencing allowing the rest of us to slip through, or if his shoes aren’t good enough we find a stick. There are times, however, when one lucky traveler must check if the fence is on, thus discerning whether it is safe to touch. Being the youngest and a girl, it’s never me, but Caleb or Kyle reach out a tentative finger and see how many brain cells they fry.

One gray day in late fall, one of those last bearable days before winter, we trek out to the field only to find the fence neatly held down by a tractor tire. With this obstacle out of the way we are free to focus on what really matters: the world that lay before us. Where the wild horses run, the covered wagons rumble along, and we can be anything we want. Where the trickling streams are roaring rivers, the dugout pond is an ocean, and we are Lewis and Clark and Sacagawea. We are experienced explorers, veterans of the wild prairie, so we take over the abandoned cow feeders in the far-left corner. With the chill of the wind chasing us, we run. We run to feel the air in our lungs, uneven hills beneath our rubber boots, and unseen adversaries growing distant, for all sorts of terrifying creatures like to roam the field. There are tigers, grizzly bears, warring tribes of natives, and thieves. We have to be on the lookout if we want to survive. We are a wild band of short ruffians, equipped with bb guns, sticks, and very dull pocket knives.

8 Seppanen
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Nothing can stop us.

When we arrive at the towers of mangled metal Caleb takes no hesitation in climbing as high as he can. He has to scout to see if we have indeed made it to safety. I wish I was bigger and stronger, I wish I could be the King of that steel castle too. This is a feeling most little girls probably feel when they are constantly “tagging along” with their rambunctious older brothers. I climb the smaller towers, long, rusted feeding troughs suspended only a few feet off the ground. My grubby little hands and clunky rubber boots clamber over the sides and slip clumsily between the rungs. I am the princess of these smaller castles and for now it is enough, because after all, I am small. There is no telling how many stories we live in a day, but I can take a guess. We are pirates, cowboys, Indians, big game hunters, pioneers, or bandits. I have never seen a field that turns so easily into exotic lands from far off places. In the years to come, these delusions of grandeur would fade, their imprints like faded photographs in my mind. The memories would live on like ghosts, just beneath the surface of over-grazed grass and shallow creeks.

Near the end of the day we collect sad, wet leaves and mounds of dark mud and turn suddenly from explorers to chefs. It is a common practice for us to whip up grand meals consisting of mostly “dessert.” Mud Pie to be precise. We set out these intricate creations on old boards and rocks and wait for them to dry. Chocolate pudding is another favorite we concoct, along with chocolate soup and brownies. We settle down to partake of our grand feast when -

“Supper’s ready!” My mother’s voice carries from the front porch accompanied by the clanging of a dinner bell.

We trudge back to the house, our feet tired, our hands dirty, and our minds still not ready to come home. The house always looks so warm, with its windows all buttery and yellow against the falling sky. We stumble into the house greeted by the smells of food and the sounds of family.

“Wash your hands before you eat and do not track mud in my kitchen,” she warns us as she takes in our streaked faces and stained shoes. We kick off our boots and rush to discover what is waiting for us in the inviting glow of home.

Sashealy Rivera
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I Fight Sharks

Jessica Marcure

When I was younger,

I took very quickly to metaphors and similes.

Hyperboles and Oxymoron’s made

Me giggle in childlike joy.

I stumbled over the word

ONOMATOPOEIA but never the definition.

I became “subpar” in storytelling,

They said it as if I didn’t know what it meant,

As if I would take it as a compliment.

So to prove them wrong I became

“Decent” and then “all right”.

The words becoming more bland the harder I tried.

Until I showed someone new.

Suddenly words like magical, lifelike, funny, and heartbreaking.

My writing was fine, it was the reader who wasn’t.

I weave stories from stories I know And no matter where I go,

Some will always think my writing is second best.

So when I say “I’ve fought sharks”

It would do you best to remember

I fell in love with metaphors at a young age

And I became intimately familiar

With the grin of sharks.

It was just never in the water,

And sometimes I still fight them.

But I’ve definitely fought a shark before.

And I have won.

Marcure 11

My Name

Troy Nikander

If parents find

the meaning behind a name

incomprehensible,

does that not create a herculean task for their children?

Imagine, for a moment--

surgeons, morticians--making

their living from names,

not bodies open for display,

not cadavers.

What might a name’s autopsy

really offer up? Derivatives,

origin, sure. Throw that away.

Can’t names be something more delightfully mesmerizing than arrangements of letters assigned to us upon our birth?

Pass it on to a mortician, who

sees name after name

all day. He cares little about them. Their skeletal structure gets dressed up for an eternal night on the town.

Troy. Each letter crying

out to keep me off the racetrack. They must not want me betting on the wrong horse.

12 Nikander
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Snowfall

Troy Nikander

Oh, sweet, kind Winter, often neglected for your three coquettish siblings. I must know: if all your hidden charms sleep below snow, how can my beating heart not hear them snore? Those moments when your brittle palms explore the bark of dead oak trees, in silence, show

me clockwork inside your mind. Do I owe but longing gazes to whom I adore?

If I compared you with the brightest day of Summer, it would pale like the moon in the somber void of space. Don’t go away, my dear one; Spring’s return has always been a frigid stillness through my heart. To stay and wait for you is the task I begin.  

14 Nikander

Untitled

Jessica Marcure

When Icarus fell

And Persephone ate her seeds.

When Perseus fought and won

And Hercules fought and lost.

Medusa found herself cursed

And the fates toyed with their strings,

As the gods plotted and planned their revenge.

Us mere mortals did our best

To not get caught in the middle.

Achilles fought with a rage

That made Ares proud.

And for a love

That Aphrodite mourned.

Helen refused to cry and watched

With stone eyes that she got from her father.

And Iphigenia stood, her bridal dress

Soaked with her own blood

As she welcomed Polyxena to Hades

With a look of understanding

And a promise

For revenge.

Patroclus understood as every sacrifice does,

But.

Does Daedalus mourn his son every day?

Do the sea nymphs still cry at Achilles’ grave?

Do the other priestess remember Medusa of before?

A sacrifice is a sacrifice

But what about everyone who knew them before?

Marcure 15

Untitled

Jessica Marcure

Who would have thought

That there would be friendship

Built on a fictional long lost

Welsh king?

Or built upon the insane idea

That sharks could

Stab someone.

Friendships built precariously on top of Comic books

And

A forced shared space.

Friendships that sometimes feel more like A battle of WITS.

Or a chess game where the prize on the line means nothing to either party.

Friendships that have started

And stopped

And started again.

Always picking up right where they left off.

Who would have thought that a Welsh king, a superhero, and an accidental meeting

Would lead to friendship like ours?

So listen:

I have found that the best of friends Come from the strangest places.

16 Marucre
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Dry Bones

James Bruno

We fell silent. Not because we had any intention of doing so, but because they made us. Because this world has a way of hearing voices and shushing them before they can even make a point. Ideas are dangerous, flames that gutter and blaze, and words are detrimental, knifes that break the silence. We, as human beings, are ruinous. Disastrous. Rebellious.

They took our voices and they left us with our silence, this living, breathing quiet that exists and thrives inside of each and every one of us. We’ve been reduced to dry bones, skeletons walking, silent as the stars.

They took our voices, took our choices, took our speech. They’ve told us who to be, gave us a mold in which we must conform to.

They took anything and everything they could get their hands on, inflicted us with this silence. But we have the ability to free ourselves from it and we don’t. We don’t because we can’t because we’re scared

because they make us think we should be. They tell us to be quiet, to listen, observe. They tell us to stop, look, listen. They tell us that silence is peace, that sound is chaos, that we are war.

But we are not the bullets that break people. We are not the knives that kill people.

We are dry bones, skeletons walking—we are all that they made us. All that they turned us into.

We are silent, stars that flicker, stars that go out.

We could be so much more.

18 Bruno

Ocean

Joseph Lehmann

Starfishes cling tight

the waves take and they can claim

the sand washes away.

Stars are on the sea

some streak, others stay in place

small waves clap the coast.

My footprints are gone

the cool water laps my legs

a boat sails along.

No clouds above me

the full moon shines bright above

vacation is done.

No more hot hours

leaves are starting to change now

mist begins to roll.

Lehmann 19

A Matter of Character

Amalia Seppanen

Oh darling. I understand.

They say your head is in the clouds, it’s not.

It’s just a little cluttered, a little crowded

There are too many people with too many words all screaming to be heard

The soldier with the haunted eyes

Muddy tear-streaked face bloodied with other people’s lives Warpaint.

He’s been knocked to his knees and he’s clutching a man long gone, Asking, no begging, you to tell the world how it feels. “Tell them it’s like drowning,” he says

“Tell them what happens to human beings when they learn to kill.” There’s the girl who died too young.

“Tell them what it’s like to chase life at age nine,” she says.

The doctors who failed, the ones who didn’t.

The grieving mothers, the drug addicts, the saints, the artists, The warriors

the 1920’s high rollers.

So many pasts, so many paths,

But you’re no Hamilton

“Why do you write like you’re running out of time?” Because you are.

Because when doctors do lab work your blood type comes back the whole alphabet.

You test positive for Ebony Winsor imported directly from India. Because your heart doesn’t pump blood, It stays busy with stories.

Your veins are not crimson rivers,

They are inky, black rivulets.

But we all know this.

None of this was ever in question,

Clearly you have an obsession.

The question is…

20 Seppanen

When your paper prisons are condemned,

When you at long last put down your pen,

How many of these people will have been freed?

How much are you willing to bleed?

Seppanen 21
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Boundless

Shannon Haynes

Let me skate on thin ice.

Let me gain a light-footed chase.

Let me feel something other than

this hovering blue ghost blanketing me.

I want to join the wind in its

endless pursuit to no destination.

I want to feel the air carrying me from the confines of the solemn earth. Please

let me be free.

Haynes 23

Second-hand

Saryna Neary

Suffocating

While the smoke wraps its hands around her frail neck

And squeezes the life out of her

Her skin shrinking in on itself

Turning into a grey ash

Each time it’s lit

Each time they take a puff

Each time they swallow the chemicals

Each time they exhale the toxic fog

Clawing at her trachea

Traveling down, down, down

Her black lungs

Black as a room at night

A child cowering under their covers

A monster creeping behind their closet door The smoke, the monster

The kind people who raised her

The people so strong as to pick her up when she fell down

Yet not strong enough to put it down

The monster wrapped in a white blanket

That takes comfort when a fire lights it’s head

Her vision clouded by a dark fog

Her hands wrapped around life

As the tendrils of smoke drag her down to death.

24 Neary

A Road to Nowhere

James Bruno

The sky above was less an explosion of clouds and light and color, the disheveled evisceration of wrought beauty and silent conflagration, than it was a firmament of golden and lavender bruises, struck through by straights of silver light, a wound stitched back together as the moon readied itself for the first watch.

Down below, amongst a rising tide of woodland and forestry, a single road cleaved directly through the strait, already darkened by the cast of shade thrown by snow-laden pine boughs, dipping their heads as though in admiration for its visitors. The sun was a splotch of heat against a frozen canvas, a brushstroke of scarlet, its rays keening in the wind, striving to stay aloft, even as shadows drew down.

Rowyn didn’t care where the road went. He knew he probably should have cared, probably should have noted the fact that he was running out of gas, that the evening was drawing to an end and night was encroaching like a thief in the night, making its way forward. A storm at days end. But he didn’t care. He didn’t care. He just didn’t. Couldn’t. Wouldn’t.

Raiyah was in the seat beside him, sitting with her feet propped up on the dashboard in a way that made her look less like a human and more like some winged manifestation he’d long ago clung to on his ascent from the depths of Hell.

She was reading. Again. She was always reading. Rowyn liked that about her—liked how she flattened the pages with her hands and curled the edges of those that held her heart; liked how her lips sometimes followed along with the words, trapping them on her tongue, not giving them the power to shatter the silence, but allowing them to rove her lips like a different kiss with each and every one.

Above, stars had begun to pierce the blue-hour, pinpricks of light that shredded the bruised flesh of the atmosphere in a way that was more beautiful than hideous. Raiyah did not see the light, the transformation from evening to dusk, from light to dark. She didn’t see it.
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Keeping his grip on the wheel, Rowyn leaned over and stole a kiss from her lips, obstructing her view just long enough for her to groan in distress as he cut off whatever sentence was streaming through her head, a river with an end nowhere in sight. He drew back, his eyes cutting to the road ahead, and Raiyah spared him a smile that held the fading light of day, throwing it back to him with those emerald eyes of hers—those eyes, like spotlights, that could cleave through anything and everything that he constructed around himself to keep her out.

“Why do you read so much?” he asked her, crinkling his nose, the taste of her cherry-red lips and the echo of words that were not his to claim lingering on his own smile.

“Why?” she echoed, a smirk pressed into the fine curve of her lips as her eyes tore from the book and landed on his. “Does it bother you?”

He grinned, stealing himself, and traced a strand of fractured light down to where Raiyah sat, cradling her book between her hands as though it were an extension of herself.

“You know I could watch you read until the sun dies out.” A moment passed, her smiling and him watching the road. Suddenly, Raiyah ventured, “Why do you breathe, Rowyn?” “Why do I breathe?” What kind of question was that?

Rowyn pondered this for a moment, looking her over, examining the oddity that sat beside him, nestled like a bird where the light dared stretch its ephemeral reach. “So that I might live, I suppose,” he said at last, flicking his own gaze from the road to Raiyah and back again.

A smile touched her face, a flower blooming like the colors of a firework exploding against a star-studded sky, and her eyes slid from his, landing back on the rough, yellowed pages of her book as she opened it once more. Still, she said, “Then I suppose you have your answer.”

Without conscious volition, Rowyn realized that his smile had grown—had evolved, somehow, becoming something in exorable; something that had no end and no beginning. As the light died low to embers in and amongst the darkening trees, the road

26 Bruno

beyond simply a stretch between this moment and the next, the sun at last sunk into itself, the moon left to usurp its throne. The world fell still and silent, an instrument of beauty and chaos that quit the stage somewhere along the way, and when Raiyah at last closed the book, Rowyn looked at her again, setting his sights upon her gaze.

“You missed the sunset,” he told her.

She smiled to herself, tapping her fingers against the book’s cover, and glanced up at the stars. “That’s what you think.”

Rowyn extended a hand out to her, through which she sifted her fingers, holding tight.

He drove on, Raiyah beside him, and not a care in the world to set his foot upon the brake.

Bruno 27
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Amalia Seppanen is a Freshman at Franklin Pierce University. She is majoring in Secondary Education and English in hopes of someday being a high school English teacher. Amy likes to read, write, and do portrait photography in her spare time. She won the third place prize in prose for the SDSU Paul Witherington Creative Writing Contest with her piece “Mace.” Amy loves to travel and meet new people.
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Submission Guidelines

Nevermore accepts up to three poems per person (one per page),

up to 2,000 words of prose(fiction, non-fiction, essay).

Photographs and drawings must be sent in as a .png file.

Please email all submissions to:

nevermore@franklinpierce.edu

Nevermore’s publication is supported by Franklin Pierce University’s Iota Omega Chapter of Sigma Tau Delta, the International English Honor Society. From the call for submissions, the evaluation of original work for inclusion, to

editing, designing, printing and distribution, the chapter sponsor and members serve a vital role in the journal’s production and we are grateful for their unwavering support.
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