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elcome to the inaugural issue of Glint Literary Journal ï  
designed to ignite creativity and performance in art and 
literature. The theme for the first issue is Ignite! And, 

indeed, the staff at Glint wants to ignite an arts fire that allows 
Glint to crack open like a burning log, spewing a literary confla-
gration that cannot be doused. Our website, 
www.glintliteraryjournal.com, houses not only 2-D artwork, short 
stories, poetry, and creative nonfiction, as do most traditional lit-
erary journals, but also music, spoken word art, and performance 
art, as Glint is designed to fire your senses. 
 
 Itôs been a delight to work with the Glint staff over the 
past two semesters. Our two managing editors, Antony Grow and 
Whitley Anderson, have steered the journal with clear direction 
and tireless vitality. I know they have devoted sleepless nights 
and plenty of coffee to sparking Glintôs first issue into a bonfire. 
If anyone can squeeze 25 hours out of one day, that someone has 
got to be Whitley or Antony! They had a vision of Glint and 
brought it to life in an economy which gave them no budget. They 
had help along the way from section editors Sara Akeley, Reniki 
Cumbo, Katie Cunningham, Krystal Eans, and Eric Rowe.  We 
could not have finished the job without our multi-talented and 
multi-tasking staff, Nikki Kennedy, Demarious McNeill, Dwayne 
Patrick, AJ Smith, and Jennifer Wuester. Without them, the task 
of creating a journal would have been impossible and downright 
dull. 
 
 Glint is also indebted to Fayetteville State University, par-
ticularly Dean LaDelle Olion, who provided graduate assis-
tantships, and Dr. Ed McShane, who always found a way to make 
it happen. 
 
 Read on; enjoy; Ignite your creative Glint. 
 

     ð Kim Kirkpatrick 
 

W 



hile our staff was editing the collection of work that 
would become the first issue of Glint, several things 
were happening around us: J.D. Salinger died, Haiti 
suffered a horrible earthquake, and a debate about the 

state of healthcare in America was raging on. These are just high-
lights; there were many more. Itôs hard to pinpoint what influ-
ences a group of people to desire to produce a new literary jour-
nal. In an age of email, movies designed on computer screens, 
and a billion people sharing their thoughts through Twitter tweets, 
it becomes harder to imagine what impact our literary journal will 
have. Will we begin a journey or simply disappear into the ether 
of coded internet oblivion? We all wondered these things and be-
lieve in the former. 

 Our first issue reflects the countless hours of work and 
dedication of a small group of people who worked for the love of 
art. Our predecessors and contemporaries were our artistic   
breadcrumb trail of influence. I found reflections on nature,   
emotive narratives on family, and stanzas of passion pass through 
our hands as we received submissions from around the world. 
What one reads here is now not only the best and brightest work 
weôve all found, itôs a reflection of our own group of talented and 
dedicated staff members. A  mirror darkly perhaps, but we arenôt 
disappearing anytime soon. This is our beginning. 

     ð Antony Grow 

W 
hank you for taking the time to read the content 
housed within this premier issue of Glint. I know that 
you will enjoy the pieces that have been carefully se-

lected for publication this year! 
 
 Nine months ago I would never have dreamed that Glint 
Literary Journal  would be printing and publishing its first edi-
tion. From its birth as a simple flickering idea, I have been sur-
rounded by a wonderful team of editors and mentors who have 
been compelled to see this publication flourish. This group of 
students, faculty, and administration  have poured into this ef-
fort an abundance of support and concern, making the task of 
establishing a reputable literary journal that much easier. 
 
 I am sincerely grateful to conclude my undergraduate 
education not only having worked on Glint, but also taking the 
opportunity to watch this flicker become a flame. And so, it is 
my humble request, for all who find themselves emerged in the 
pages of this journal, that we never let this flame die.  
 

     ð Whitley Anderson 

T 
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Editorôs Note 

It has been enlightening to sift through the creative imagi-
nations of so many talented authors through the evolution of this 
journal. I have been with Glint since its conception and it has 
been a rewarding experience to watch it grow into its final publi-
cation. I hope that the spark we have created this year will contin-
ue to burn for many years to come. 

                ð Sara Akeley, Editor 

Authorôs Spotlight 
 

óWhen it hurts that bad, what's the difference?ô 
 ... 
 I turn back to the jellyfish and watch the tide carry it fur-
ther out to sea.  I wish I could float that easily, free and careless, 
nothing but the water supporting me.  But I can't, and so I watch 
until the jellyfish disappears into the sun and water. I think about 
how the man is right, after all, but how ironic it is that even his 
being right doesn't make much of a difference, either. 
 

 
     ð Daniel W. Davis, excerpt from Be Careful, They Bite 



Members of the council, my name is Paul Johnson. I live at 1717 Hawthorne 
Drive. I come before you tonight because of my neighbor, Mr. Steve Jobs, resident 
at 1720 Hawthorne Drive. From the day he moved in, Mr. Jobs has done everything 
in his power to make my life a living hell.  
First, in the place of his former house, he erected a modern glass and steel 

monstrosity, an edifice so tall it blocks the sun from my residence at all hours of the 
day. A permanent pall is cast over my home. My lawn is in a state of decay, so are 
my petunias, rose bushes, and marigolds. See Addendum A.  
My doctor has informed me that I am suffering from a vitamin D deficiency, 

the treatment for which involves sitting in front of a blue light for several hours a 
day. See Addendum B.  
The lack of sunlight has exacerbated my depression and moodiness. I have 

made my complaints known to Mr. Jobs in response to which he slams the door in 
my face. I would like to point out that Mr. Jobsô house exceeds the maximum al-
lowable front set-back limit imposed by the city. See article C, section 11, subsec-
tion 43 of Palo Altoôs building code.  
In laymanôs terms, his house is too close to the curb. Mr. Jobs often violates 

the cityôs noise ordinances (see police log dated October 9, 2007), blasting music at 
all hours of the night, and his guests park on my side of the street, blocking ingress 
and egress to my driveway. In response, I have tied a string between two garbage 
cans and set them on the curb.  
It might be of interest to the council to know that Mr. Jobs is far from the fas-

tidious recycler he claims to be. He forgets to sort his trash which violates article G, 
section 3, subsection 89 of the city code, an offense I find most egregious.  
In all his years on the block, Mr. Jobs has never participated in our Christmas 

lights program, summer block party or Easter egg hunts. I have never once seen the 
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inside of his home. Nor have I ever 
been the recipient of a complimentary 
iPod, iPhone, MacBook, or iMac.  
Mr. Jobsô outdoor flood lights 

violate the cityôs light pollution laws. 
See article J, section 2, subsection 19. 
However tightly I close my blinds at 
night, the lights manage to penetrate 
my bedroom window casting shad-
ows on the wall and forcing me to 
sleep with the aid of a complimentary 
sleeping mask I received on a trans-
continental flight from San Francisco 
to New York in the late 80s.  
I have never seen Mr. Jobs walk-

ing, biking, running, or hiking on the 
weekend. Instead, he stays inside all 
Saturday and Sunday. I find such 
activity or lack thereof extremely 
suspicious.  
His sprinklers come on during 

the day, not at dusk, on odd as well as 
even days of the week, in violation of 
the cityôs water conservation policy. 
Just as worrisome, there is no mulch 
pit or compost heap in his backyard. 
What does he do with his trash? No environmentally conscientious citizen 
would throw it away. The absence of solar panels on his roof is a tragedy, mine 
being rendered useless because of the lack of sunlight. Mr. Jobs forgets to turn 
off his lights when he leaves the house. 
Every morning several newspapers wrapped in plastic arrive on his door-

step, plastic that goes into landfills, the news already stale by the time Mr. Jobs 
reads it with his morning cup of organic coffee. What monster subscribes to 
newspapers anymore?  
His fleet of cars includes a silver Mercedes L class sports coupe, which at 

best gets no more than 15 miles to the gallon.  
His carbon footprint, with his frequent air travel, homes in Aspen, San 

Francisco, Vail, and Sun Valley, is the size of a small Latin American nation.  
I could go on, but I see my time is up. 
 

END 
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Public  

Comments  



We are not that dissimilar, you and I, both fashioned of clay and water and 
history, not independent of the times and times past, but rather marked and 
marred by them.  Your bushy gray tail, an idol of your thoughts, knocks errati-
cally at the sky in a manner much like my own musing, only resting in subtle 
vibrations, but never actually resting.  And though size distinguishes you from 
me, we are both very small, ever so small and ever so pathetic and fragile.  We 
wear equal and indistinct expressions, a cowling comparison only by an inter-
preterôs folly.  We share little voices, unable to penetrate the thick of an oblivi-
ous culture.  They call it a culture.  Ethics aside, they call it behavior: all gath-
ering and consuming, never thinking, always doing.  We canôt blame them.  
For fear, we too indulge in the monotonous conduct becoming of our species.  
Although, sporadically weôll stand, still as death, lifeless as our inglorious fate, 
and think, plot, judge without understanding. 
 

There are ashes in the water from the shore of a red-sunned dawn. 
From sea to sky and rain, all have tasted 
A most unholy communion, as unrighteous as the inferno. 
Tens of thousands hushed. Tens of thousands wasted. 

 
We are not that different, you and I.  When the trees shiver naked and a 

cruel frost leeches the ground, you and I are still dancing ineffectually across 
the dead earth, smashing corpse leaves to a tune that does not pace, the product 
of a world that never slows for anyone to find the rhythm of sense.  Where is 
our next meal?  Do nuts and bark not expire as does our motivation?  The trees 
are not as charitable as they once were, and I am not sleeping like I used to.  
Even winter does not bring sleep but lingers restlessly in the curious warmth 
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that prevails a day more with each gaining year.  Where are the years going?  
Keep bouncing from branch to branch as the world around you perishes and 
Darwin preaches our demise. 
 

Was it not I who suckled your bastards and illegitimates? 
Why now do you murder me? 
Once venerated as Geb, Gaia, and Ki, 
But even the blood of my neck is unsatisfactory. 
Always under pain of death you were and will be, 
Yet fools youôve become, guided by notions of eternity. 
Iôm exhausted by these new gods and the renewal of blasphemy 
By the green and the gold, which are mine, your idolatry. 
These graven images, your only noble papacy, 
An unfortunate and mutual fatality. 

 
We are not innocent, you and I.  Our survival, our struggles for success 

and normalcy convict us.  And though victims of a Ptolemaic game of dominos 
we may be, weôve become murderers and thieves with every convenient taste 
and convenient amusement.  No, you are not innocent, and no amount of con-
fession can acquit you.  Iôve seen you in your darkest hours pushing, shoving 
you own kinsmen, drowning Narcissus for your chance at the pool.  Youôve 
perverted your grin with fangs of malcontent and corrupted the natural use of 
your claws.  You degenerate.  You lecher.  You are not that different from me 
except that I am more easily understood, though insufficiently.  But if you 
could speak, you would slander.  If you could imagine, then you too would see 
the decay.  If you could love, then you would also weep.  For this, I envy you: 
your heart small and your eyes too.  But I see and feel the world beyond the 
thicket, uninhibited by the canopy of the forest.  It is no greener, not in any 
part.  And it is no nicer than the weather. 
 

We dared to do more, unbecoming. 
Now no longer men are we. 
Spreadsheet after spreadsheet, thumbing through souls, 
Only graveyards of numbers to see. 

 
All of nature is bitter and battered by out contentious ways, and too weak 

for retribution.  So we carry our own crosses.  I apologize for my birth and 
yours too.  There is a new world on the horizon, very different than our  know-
ing.  And without knowing, we will be a part of it, ashes to ashes.  Itôs best that 
way.  Another race commences, and another chance for new critters to destroy 
themselves.  Itôs evolution. 
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Squirreling 

Penance  



The surf is cold, but I wade further into it, letting the water soothe my 
burned skin.  The sun follows me, but the water holds it at bay long enough for 
me to get some relief. 
An old, overweight man is the only person nearby.  He smiles and nods his 

head at me.  I do the same, then begin swimming further out, where I have to 
tread water.  It keeps my mind busy. 
To my right, a father throws his son from his shoulders.  The kid sails a 

good three feet before splashing into the ocean, giggling.  I watch jealously, 
resisting the urge to swim over and hit the father.  I turn away before he catch-
es my gaze, and instead stare back at the shore, where two tanned co-eds are 
showing off their bodies.  I watch them shamelessly as they walk along the 
shore, just beyond the reach of the water.  If I were 20 years younger and more 
outgoing, I think, and then wonder what difference it would make.  I turn 
around and stare out at the ocean. 
It stretches endlessly.  That's the thing about the oceanðit's endless.  

Some thousands of miles away is Africa, I know, but the ocean doesn't end 
there.  It spreads north to Greenland, and south to Antarctica, but it doesn't end 
there, either. 
I try to float on my back for a while but end up treading water again.  It's 

for the best.  My arms and legs are getting tired, and maybe they'll stop work-
ing altogether, and I won't complain much as I sink down.  Someone will save 
me, surely; the beach is crowded enough so that no one is going to drown to-
day, not even if they want to, which I'm not sure I do.  I just want to float, but I 
can't seem to.  Even floating aimlessly takes work these days. 
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I close my eyes and tilt my head back, letting the sun have my face.  It is 
warm, too warm, and I know I am going to go into work on Monday with the 
worst burn since my boyhood, but I don't turn away.  I smile, pretending as 
though my teeth are white enough to reflect the sun back into space, so bright 
that if anyone is orbiting above, they can see me smiling up at them.  I wave, 
for good measure. 
The breeze is warm, and I turn into it, opening my eyes.  Two seagulls fly 

overhead, making a racket.  I follow them.  A group of adolescent boys closer 
to shore make guns out of their hands and shoot at the birds.  The gulls evade 
the barrage of bullets and fly north. 
I look up at the clouds and try to make shapes from them, but they are too 

formless, too abstract.  A rabbit melts into a cactus, and I have never put the 
two together before and can't quite understand how they're together now.  It's 
amusing in a way, and I begin to laugh, and from the corner of my eye I see a 
teenage girl giving me an awkward look, which only makes me laugh harder.  
She swims back to join her friends, glancing at me over her shoulder.  I watch 
her swim, give her a reason to look at me like that. 
I close my eyes again, imagining that the ocean floor is miles below my 

feet, not merely a yard or two.  I pretend that there is a whole world down 
thereðnot just fish and whales and stingrays, but people, mermaids, aquatic 
men with tridents and fish tales.  There is a ruler down there, a king, who has 
ruled since time immemorial.  He is wise, but he is short-tempered, and he sees 
me, treading water above his holy land, and he is furious.  He plots his re-
venge, while I, unsuspecting, watch mothers playing with their children.  I try 
to discern this king's name, but I cannot, for I have no idea what a fish-man 
king's name would be.  I cannot even begin to imagine it. 
"Careful." 
I open my eyes and turn around.  The old, overweight man is treading wa-

ter behind me, but he is not looking at me; he is looking past me.  I turn back 
around and see something bobbing in the water, something translucent, the 
sunlight reflecting off and through it in shades of lavender and blue. 
"Be careful," the man says again.  "They bite." 
"What is it?" I say, not sure if I am speaking to the man or to the thing in 

the water. 
"Box jellyfish," he says.  "Very poisonous." 
I do not back away from it; I stay where I am, watching, more interested 

than wary. 
"Around Australia, they can kill you," the man says.  "Here, it just hurts 

like hell.  I have some vinegar in my bag, just in case." 
I nod, not sure if he can tell from this angle that I am agreeing, and not 

sure I really care, either. 
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Be Careful,  

They Bite  



 "Good thing the tide's going out," he says. 
 I nod again and slip under the water, trying to see the tentacles.  I 
can't, however, and so I surface again, spitting out water, my hair soaking wet 
now, hanging down in my eyes.  Thinking of the man behind me, I am grateful 
to still have hair. 
 "Best be careful," the man says again.  "Their bite hurts." 
 "I think they sting you," I say. 
 "Huh?" 
 I turn my back on the jellyfishðnot so I can see the man better, but so 
I can have my back to the creature. 
 "They sting.  They don't bite." 
 The man looks at me for a moment, then grins and shrugs. 
 "When it hurts that bad, what's the difference?" 
 I stare at him, and I guess he takes it for a look of confusion, because 
he gives me an embarrassed grin and swims off.  I watch him go, thinking how 
badly he needs the sun.  The sun, and a larger pair of swim trunks. 
 I turn back to the jellyfish and watch the tide carry it further out to 
sea.  I wish I could float that easily, free and careless, nothing but the water 
supporting me.  But I can't, and so I watch until the jellyfish disappears into the 
sun and water, and I think about how the man is right, after all, but how ironic 
it is that even his being right doesn't make much of a difference, either. 
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"When it hurts that bad, what's the difference?" 
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Editorôs Note 

As joint editors of a brand new literary journal we 
never expected to receive such an abundant amount of sub-
missions.  Our countless nights of editing and careful selec-
tion have been a wonderful learning experience and at the 
end of the day, we are extremely proud of the work that has 
been published in this inaugural edition of Glint . 

 

ð Katie Cunningham & Eric Rowe, Editors 

 

Authorôs Spotlight 
 

In my unfinished book of life 
Keeping in my heart that you stayed wrong 

And left me hanging while I tried to make it right. 
 

         ð Ben Nardolilli, excerpt from How Do We Know These People 

Poetry  



My father naps in his lawn chair, under 
the live oak, his arms holding his paper 
open as if he can read asleep. I 
slurp my popsicle on the front porch. What 
is he dreaming? If he wakes I'll ask him. 
  
But if he should die in his sleep I'll be 
without an answer for the rest of my 
days. Maybe I should go and wake him now. 
Maybe an acorn will drop on his head 
and do it for me--acorns don't get licks. 
  
In a few minutes I'll be down to stick. 
I'll wash it off and wipe it dry and add 
it to my collection. I want to build 
something, one day, when I have enough wood. 
Actually, Iôd like to build a tree. 
  
Let's see: How many popsicle sticks make 
the live oak tree that Father sits beneath? 
How many popsicles can one boy suck 
down to the stick? I'll bet that Father knows. 
I'll ask him that, too. If he ever wakes. 

Popsicle  
 

 Gale Acuff 

Stanwix Street Memories  
 
 
 

 Francis DiClemente 

A vanilla ice cream cone 
covered with sprinkles of dirt, 
a handful tossed by small grimy hands 
across a chain-link fence. 
A blond childôs whineð 
flat, constant and eerily melodic. 
The girl then turning away, 
screaming upstairs to her mother, 
sound asleep in the mid-August heat, 
the lime-green curtains fluttering in the  
second-story window of the adjacent brick building. 
The child just standing there, scraping off the grit, 
and licking the melting residue  
trickling down her forearm. 
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In bitter wind you huddle like an ashen shadow, 
spring thaw just the first weak lie of the season.  
 
You didnôt curse this town or swear 
it was fake till the day you woke without 
 
her, the quiet one whose misplaced beauty 
meant sharp blue eyes and unreturned calls. 
 
When your shaky Torino lost its brake fluid, 
you took the bourbon from the trunk, stared 
 
hard at the river beginning to ice-over with rich 
scents of rotting trees and backwater eddies. 
 
With game eluding you all day, itôs not home 
you return to but the redeye glow of tavern lights  
 
blinking over the expanse of a muddy parking 
lot as the shortcut you take from woods closes 
 
behind you like an oceanôs wake, like any woman 
whose eyes catch you in a rearview mirror.  

  
 
 
 

The Woman Who Passes Our Café  

   
Maybe in her thirties, blond, a tweed coat 
straight out of a Cold War thrift shop. Puzzled, 
I watch her stagger, then notice her soles  
canted inward like a tightrope walkerôs. 
Unheedingly, she jaywalks the center 
of the street, and noting her gait, the cars 
glide past cautiously, tedium and hope 
all she summons slipping between autos, 
crossing twice at the same traffic signal ï  
oblivious of its flashing red hand, 
a pace so dangerous itôs beautiful, 
the mocking way of her out-of-tune stride, 
by whatever flaw, she calls it her life. 
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Songs I hum fade to a dearth that drowns 
in Mississippi River mud, its water so full 
of memory it could die of longing. 
 
I believe in kudzuôs seizure of the last 
plantation, the last rumor of a thirsty 
she-wolf drinking where my shadow 
  
crossed a backwater, believe we steal 
everything from its overtones, that 
moonshine jars carry more light than grief. 
 
My woman swears sheôll call when her bills 
are paid. She knows I suffer from digression 
of the heart, nothing but a song behind me. 

Natchez Trace Believer  

Jacob in Late Winter  
 

 Jeff Alfier 



Beloved Foe  

 
  
 

 
 
 

As an artist, a painter, 
I will not show a picture that I donôt like, one could never blame me. 
As a poet, a writer, 
Nor will I leave a manuscript for a guppy to find, 
All of my inner inaccuracies will undo the tapestry, 
But if anyone comes looking for me, definite truth will always be 
As absent as the Creator seems, when humanity is in need 
But unlike He, I am never worthy of beneficial doubting. 
Tie me up and place the stake under a stone grave, 
My hands, legs and feet will bleed, 
Upon your inspection you will ask of me and what was done indeed 
The story is plausible, but do not believe. 
The looking glass is present in my mind and I do see, 
He is not like me and neither do I wish him to be, 
Mortal combat, the mirror match. 
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Melted Cheese:  

All Over The New Suit  

Earlier tonight I was responsible for an animated fire. 
An animated fire in the direction of buttons. 
I killed the short haircuts and shirts 
tucked deep, 
as if porno, 
into pants that don't fit. 
I walked in on a friend tonight said 
put down that flat iron and come out 
to the bar he said he was writing a sonnet I said 
sexy but first let's act 
tangible. 

Turns out, cuckoos, you donôt live in clocks, 
you live instead across the United States, 
though you black-winged cuckoos 
are mainly found in the south and you 
and your yellow-winged brethren 
winter in South America.  Also, 
there is nothing insane about you, 
though you do sound crazy when singing 
kakakakaka cow cow cow cow cowlp, cowlpé 
I bring this up because a name matters, 
because it doesnôt really matter if you cuckoos 
are ñlonger, much slimmer, and more graceful 
than robins.ò  Nor does it mean much to have 
ña long decurved bill and long, slim rounded tails.ò 
When youôre a cuckoo bird youôre a cuckoo bird. 
You can be as slim and graceful as you want, 
and still people are going to circle their ears 
with their fingers and call out your name. 
But try not to take it too personally, cuckoo. 
At least youôre not the tufted titmouse 
or the brown-headed nuthatch. 

Upon Reading the Cuckoo 

Bird Entry in A Pocket Guide 

 James Valvis  

 Eric Rowe  

 Joseph Goosey 



Iôve never gone back 
To that sour spot 
It reminded me of dust 
And museums 
 
Where stuffed birds  
And rodents 
Just stare at you 
In empty  
Desperation 
 
That is what a tomb  
Does to me 
 
A failed attempt 
At salvaging something 
 
Meant to be gone 
 
I could only imagine 
That plaque  
ñBelovedò blah, blah, blah 
 
Who really cares? 
But the one person 
Who refuses to see it 
 
Lingering boxed up bones 
 
Might as well be  
A stuffed  
Red head  
Holding a table lamp 
Wearing  
A plaque that  
Begs 
Begs 
BEGS  
You to pity 
 
Forcing shame upon 
Dirt 
Upon  
Something that  
Just does not exist 
 
A dusty dead doe. 

Because I Never Will  
 Amber Tudor   Ben Nardolilli 

There is warmth over me, 
I feel my skin to seek 
Out the cut, take stock 
Of what preciousness 
Is leaking from me. 
 
But I am whole, 
And the bed is whole, 
The room has its edges, 
But through the window 
In comes the sun 
To sit on these sheets with me, 
Loyal lover, fond 
And fondling. 
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gusts of wind 
hacking pieces of 
warmth from you 
 
sooty clouds 
mounded on the black 
bones of trees 
 
late winter 
hunkering over 
embers of 
 
life within 
a clenched bud waiting 
to erupt 

Alba  

March Buds  



Little Desk Frog  

Grey with two marble eyes glued 
inside lidded rims, he sits, 
squat, round in plop pose 
at the foot of my office PC. 
 
Heôs there to watch over me 
as I work. His wide smirk 
rests on a girth-full belly, 
happy as a fat little Buddha. 
 
Through the hum of the AC 
thatôs pumped into the room 
he whispers to me that this, 
all of it, is illusion, 
 
a vast empty dream 
that cascades on a stream, 
that, come 5 oôclock 
Iôll wake up from. 
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I don't want to write about you anymore 
I have so much more to say 
But this is how I cope and deal 
Until all of you is written away 
 
I wish I could give you courage 
I wish I could give you peace 
I wish I could give you the strength 
To look inside yourself and release 
 
But none of that will ever happen 
Unless you are willing to try 
But you continue to throw pity parties 
While on the inside you continue to die 
 
I pray for your life 
I constantly pray for your soul 
I want to pray you find something or someone 
That can finally make you whole 
 
So I will end your chapter 
I my unfinished book of life 
Keeping in my heart that you stayed wrong 
And left me hanging while I tried to make it right 

Untitled  

Ben Moeller-Gaa  Christine Williams 


