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On a Night of Love
by Wendy Brown-Baez

I want to leave the grief behind
but know I can’t.
It is a midnight shawl to wrap the joy in
when I fear I might fly out of my body 
into pure light.
It is the nut of truth in the core
of my womb: hard, dark with a bitter
taste of myrrh that transforms me
into a black Madonna.

It is the secret in the center of my heart
and if I take it out of its velvet coffin
to show you, my perfect little treasure,
you will know that I cherish you
as much as I would protect my own wrist
from danger.

You will know then that the tears
are a blessed release, not the wracked
misfortune of solitude’s child.
You can tighten the embrace
you have wrapped me in.

You can draw my hair up through your 
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hands
like a sea anemone that fold the salt within 
its
tentacles, nourished and calm.
You can lick the salt from my cheeks
or from my thighs.

I will take the grief slowly in my cupped fist
back to its dwelling place 
against the silken skin of my desire.
I will abandon myself
to the illumination of Fire.

Wendy Brown-Baez is a writer, teacher, 
performance poet and installation artist.  She is 
the author of two poetry collections Ceremonies 
of the Spirit and transparencies of light. She has 
performed her poetry from Chicago to Puerto 
Vallarta in cafes, bars, bookstores, galleries, 
community centers, and retreats, and her prose 
and poetry have appeared in dozens of 
literary magazines. Wendy received 2008 and 
2009 McKnight Foundation grants to teach 
writing workshops for at risk youth which 
developed into an art installation and she is the 
recipient of a 2012 Minnesota State Arts Board 
grant to bring writing workshops into non-profits. 
www.wendybrownbaez.com



I Really Don’t Know
by Sandy Gramm

I see my past in pictures and fear what is 
ahead
Where are they? 
I look to be consoled but by who? 

Do I regret and have I learned?
Have I touched people’s lives? 
Have I left a footprint...a mark? 

Will there be someone to take my hand or 
only darkness. I don’t know
Will there be emptiness when I am gone? 
Time does not hold my answers, does 
anyone or anything? 
Should I put my fears to rest or search for 
my answers? I don’t know
Sad to see the people I love being frail and 
changing and knowing what is to come.

I do not want to watch as life ends knowing 
it may only be darkness and a space of 
continuing emptiness.
When will my fears end? I really don’t know.

Sandy Gramm has been writing since Jr. High 
and has just begun to submit poems for 
possible publication.
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With This Blade
by Deanna Reiter
She cuts at her flesh
Which offers no resistance
It yields to the metal
Succumbs to the intent
Of exposing her pain
Which has lingered
Silent and internal
For far too long.
The slashes will speak volumes
That her words 
For now
Will not.
They will release the intensity bottled inside
And allow something unspoken 
To call attention to all 
that has gone so horribly wrong
throughout her life.
She has been silenced
One thousand times over
Her father
Her mother
Brothers – 
In her family

And most regrettably, 
In her church.
One time she seeks pastor
Searching for guidance
For help
Bearing her soul
And he, too, corrupts his position
Corrupts her
And makes her carry forth
Yet another cross
Another burden
Another secret
That shall end
This very day
With this blade.

Deanna Reiter, MA, is an expert in positive think-
ing and releasing sabotage. She is the author of 
Dancing with Divinity Positive Affirmations for any 
Situation,The Nine Scoundrels How to Recognize 
and Release Subtle Patterns of Sabotage and Run-
ning A to Z. Deanna is a Certified Yoga Instructor, 
Breathworker, Reiki Practitioner, stand-up comedian 
and public speaker residing in Minneapolis. Deanna 
is a Master Trainer for the National Exercise Train-
ers Association, teaching certification workshops 
nationwide. 
Visit her website at http://www.dayawati.com.
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Philosopher Torn
by Dylan Garcia-Wahl

Don’t take for granted the seed I planted 
At the blanching of the tides,
over the pregnancy of the sea,
he sets his heart to the realization
of his haunts
in though
as well as his excuses and 
appropriations.

Aesthete!
Caught in a choice
of palming the words of intellect that 
accentuate man
rather than fall beneath the weight of a 
lover’s uncertainty.

From his thoughts
the past sweeps the present with rust

to the point at which he is no longer 
forgiven.
The wounds of wondering
are his undoing.

Even in his prayers he cries:
Cripple this hand, scar this tongue,
cast me again as a simple man!

Yet with each new learning of his mind
he must dispel an emotion
until the intellect is all.

And the crime was his:
to expel his feelings
over meadows, resound
his voice to bury
love deep in the ground.

Now death is left to his own discretion
and he has it beyond land’s reach
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D. Garcia-Wahl is the author of “Ashes of Mid 
Autumn” and “All That Does Come of Madden’d 
Days”.
Currently he is working his way towards a Ph.D. 
in philosophy, with several more novels
and collections of poetry sitting on his desk.  
After he obtains his degree he plans
to live in Paris, where he will write and lecture.

More information is available at 
www.dgarciawahl.com.

in a craft too fragile for the storm.

Waves boil
and tumble to jolt him
screaming at the break
Swirling to create fissures in morality.

A cold, salt water warms his drowning 
flesh.
At the waterline – a captain
submerged – a philosopher forever!

He is redeemed
as he
cleanses himself down to man
questionable, anchored to tomb.

All life worthy of breath comes to this:

Those who cannot walk on water
will find themselves at sea.
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I Am?
by Craig Steele

I often sit and stare
beyond the window,
recalling pleasures
in playing outdoors as a child, 
unfettered by the crush of years.
And I wonder, am I
really old so soon or
am I still a child,
dreaming how it must feel
to be old?

Dance in the Cold Rain
by Craig Steele

Come, dance in the cold rain with me
As it washes our worst dirt away.
Let it distill us and set our hearts free,
If only for one cloudy day.

As it washes our worst dirt away,
We’ll abandon our fears of tomorrow.
If only for one cloudy day,
We’ll not worry about what is to follow.

We’ll abandon our fears of tomorrow
To unravel what each moment sends.
We’ll not worry about what is to follow;
Our concerns are dead leaves on the winds.

To unravel what each moment sends,
Let it distill us and set our hearts free. 
Our concerns are dead leaves on the winds -
Come, dance in the cold rain with me.
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Patchwork
by Craig Steele

When sins cocoon a sorrowed soul

in a patchwork quilt of guilt,

it’s time to reassert control

and repave the path with gilt.

Craig W. Steele’s poetry has been appearing 
in children’s magazines and anthologies since 
2009 and in literary magazines and 
anthologies since 2010. To date, he has had 
over 200 poems published in print and online 
journals, the majority in the United States, but 
nearly half in Australia, Canada, Ireland, 
Sweden, Taiwan, Japan and the United 
Kingdom. This is his first poetry collection.

Craig was born in Port Arthur, Texas, in 1954. 
He and his mother and brother moved back 
to the family’s “home state” of Pennsylvania 
following the death of his father in 1967. Since 
the turn of the century (that’s the 21st 
century!) he has lived with his wife, Catherine, 
and their two children, Emily and Ryan, in the 
urban countryside of northwestern 
Pennsylvania, not far from the great Lake Erie. 
He divides his creative time between his day 
job as a professor of biology at Edinboro 
University, and as a poet and writer of fiction 
and non-fiction for adults and children. Thanks 
to his family, he lives surrounded by inspiration 
and epiphanies.
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The Triumph
by Frank Scozzari

  Mowambi was breathing hard, 
panting like a wild animal, his leathery 
face wincing in the hot African sun. He 
had been hit cleanly through the side, 
the wound causing a great numbness 
in his abdomen. His left leg lay limp like 
a dead thing, the life in it taken by the 
bullet. But the maumivu, the pain that it 
made, wasn’t bad. Except when he tried 
to move or when he breathed too deeply. 
He concentrated on his breathing, short 
and fast, short and fast, never too deep.
 Mr. Rick - on the other hand - was 
dead. He lay, face-up on the rocks ten 
feet below Mowambi, where he’d been 
hit. The tsetse flies had already gath-
ered around his eyes, scavenging on the 
moisture there.
 Together, he and Mr. Rick had made 

a gallant rush up the dry wash, under 
the weight of heavy packs, laboring like 
horses, dodging bullets that ricocheted 
and wheezed past them. They had been 
close to the top, very close, nearly 
three-quarters of the way up the stone 
gulch to where it steepened abruptly, 
almost into a cliff. Then, Bam! Bam! Two 
shots and they were down—dropped like 
two gazelles on the Serengeti.
 Mowambi lay now, back propped 
against a stone, trying desperately to 
hold back the blood which oozed from 
his side. His head was fuzzy and light; 
his breathing still fast and labored. The 
air was hot and dry and parched his 
throat with each breath he took. His life 
light, that which gave vision to his eyes, 
had momentarily gone out, but was back 
now, and his heart was pounding fiercely. 
He looked over at Rick Johnson, a big 
man, Mr. Rick, young and tall and strong. 
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under a group of huge, thick-trunked 
baobab trees at the bottom of the wash.
 All that practice, he thought. 
Shooting down elephants. It has made 
them good shots. Now they come to kill 
me and won’t have to shoot well. So this 
is how it ends?
 He began to laugh about it, but the 
laughter made the pain rise in his side.
 They could use their hands now, or 
a rock, he scoffed. 
 Then a grisly thought entered his 
mind, that they would not kill him at all, 
but would leave him to die in the sun.  He 
had seen, many times, the carcass of 
an animal out on the Savannah, left to 
die beneath a blazing sun, left alone to 
ward off buzzards and hyenas, left until 
it could fight no more and was 
savagely eaten alive.  He understood 
how all things are connected; how all 
that rises from the earth goes back to 
the earth, but this did not comfort him.  
Death in the Savannah could be hard 
and brutal.  Not a good way to end a 
long and joyous life.  It was a frightful 
thought, and it made his heart hollow.  
Living long made dying okay.  But slow 
dying, in a way that humiliates, was not 
good.  
 But they would have to kill him, he 
thought.  After all he and Mr. Rick had 
done!  They had no choice but to kill him!  
He smiled broadly.  
 “We done good, Mr. Rick,” he said.  
Ah, yes, we did them good!  
 He began to laugh out loud, a 
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The bullet had hit him squarely in the 
back and came out his chest. Mowambi 
had seen many bullet wounds in game 
animals in his long life of 
fifty-eight years; many bullet wounds 
in animals, but not as many in men. He 
could see now how this one had taken 
Mr. Rick down so quickly. Over 
five-hundred meters and right through 
the big man’s heart. They shoot very 
well, he thought. These white men from 
Zambia.
 “Mr. Rick,” Mowambi spoke aloud. 
“They got you good!” He shook his head, 
sadly.
 He squinted up at the sun, the 
sweat running down the sides of his 
face. It was mid-afternoon, hot, and 
there was no shade, except for one old 
thorn tree, scraggly as the thin gray hairs 
on Mowambi’s chin. And Mowambi wore 
only a green army tunic and big Bermuda 
shorts, so his slender arms and lean 
black legs lay heavily exposed to the 
heat of the sun.
 “Now they come to kill me!” he said, 
resting his head back against the stone 
and staring up into the blue, Zimbabwe 
sky.
 He pulled himself higher on the 
stone, dragging his dead leg, and he 
looked down the wash. He could see 
them coming up: four, no five, of them. 
The three bushmen from the Kalahari 
and the two white men from Zambia. 
Their white safari hats were shining in 
the sunlight as they came out from 
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who came up the wash.  
 He surveyed the area around him. 
He and Mr. Rick had made it to the point 
where the two washes merged.  He had 
picked this spot, this saddle near the 
top of the two washes, from far away.  
He had remembered it because the two 
washes were like crossroads and he had 
looked up at them when they first 
started up the wash, using them as a 
bearing to know when they neared the 
top.  
 Above him was the rock-strewn 
ridge that they would never make.  
Before him was a vast view of the 
African countryside.  From high on the 
stone face, he overlooked a deep valley, 
almost a canyon which swooped down 
from the mountains and opened into a 
large sea of rolling hills of grass.  
Beyond that were the flatlands, and 
further out, along the western horizon, 
a dusty yellow haze, fading into the sky, 
marked the end of the Savannah.  The 
near end of the canyon was thick with 
bamboo forests, out of which the 
hunters now ascended, following a game 
trail steeply up the gully.  
 Between him and Mr. Rick’s body, 
there was nothing but the rocks and 
stone slabs that made up the slope, the 
two packs, and the scraggly old thorn 
tree.  Near his foot he saw a stick from 
the thorn tree. A nice, round stick--the 
length of his arm.  He reached for it with 
his one good leg, pawing at it with his 
heel until he could draw it in.  

high-pitched, happy laugh.  
 In his mind he saw the two jeeps 
explode, going up beautifully, spitting 
huge bellows of black smoke into the 
sky.  And then the plane.  Yes, the plane!  
Mr. Rick was right.  Just one bottle of 
gasoline and one match did it.  And the 
Coca-Cola was so good!  They enjoyed 
drinking the Coca-Cola thinking of the 
gasoline with which they would fill the 
empty bottles afterward.  
 This was a huge setback for them, 
the white men from Zambia.  Mr. Rick 
said it would be.  No longer could they 
so easily shoot elephants from the sky.  
No longer can they take the last rhinos 
from the Savannah.  
 “Sorry you cannot laugh with me, Mr. 
Rick,” he said.  “It was a very funny thing 
we did.”  
 He looked at the packs, the packs 
that had ruined them, one still slung 
partially on Mr. Rick’s arm, the other 
beside him on the ground where he had 
fallen.  They were filled with ammuni-
tion, hundreds and hundreds of rounds, 
ammunition for automatic rifles.  Mr. Rick 
had insisted on taking them.  After 
blowing up the jeeps and the plane, with 
the bushmen breathing down their necks, 
he insisted on taking them.  It would be 
a tremendous setback, he said.  The 
hunters could not replace them. Each 
two or three rounds represented an 
elephant’s life.  Now the two packs lay 
there, heavily on his mind, easy 
pickings for the white men from Zambia 
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fight, they were not his elephants, nor his 
home, nor land, but here he was, 
leading the charge, organizing the 
others, doing what he could to thwart the 
hunters.  Here he was, dead because 
of 150 pounds of bullets that would go 
back into the hands of those who will 
use them to kill.
 Mowambi was thirsty now, very 
thirsty, and he tried to think of 
something pleasant.  He thought of the 
water flowing in the small stream down 
below in the bamboo forest.  He thought 
of the Kariba, the endless Kariba, and 
the cold, clean water that flowed from 
it.  He thought of the life it brought.  He 
thought of what it would be like to have 
a cool drink of water!  
 “Nipatie kinywaji baridi, tafadhali,” 
he said – please bring me a cold drink!  
 But his mind kept switching back to 
Mr. Rick, his presence here, and why he 
should die in Zimbabwe, in vain, high on 
this rocky gulch overlooking the 
Savannah.  And for Mowambi, it was 
wapi – the worst way to die.  When you 
do not finish what you start out to do.  
It was the worst way.  Those bullets, 
Mowambi thought, they really ruined us.  
 Mowambi had not known all that 
had taken place, until Rick Johnson told 
him.  Sure he knew the value of ivory, 
pound for pound more valuable than 
gold, but he did not know that the culling 
had been authorized by the government 
and the ivory was being used to finance 
rebel armies in the north.  

Then he reached down with his good 
right arm, stopping for the pain to 
subside, then reaching again, stretching 
and clenching it in his hand.  It is a good 
stick, he thought.  It will be useful.  
 A noise sounded behind him.  He 
looked up and saw a large yellow 
hornbill perched on the stone just above 
his head.  The bird watched him, turning 
its head, showing its big, curved, 
yellow beak.  It had small yellow eyes 
that pulsated and zoomed in out.  The 
bird peered at him, long and lustfully.  
 “So, you have come for dinner, my 
friend?” said Mowambi.  “Leave now.  I 
do not die yet.”  
 Mowambi waved at it with the stick 
and the bird flew up and over the small 
rise in the saddle between the two 
washes, and down into the steep gorge 
beyond.  
 Mowambi looked down at the 
packs. All that weight in those packs, 
he thought, that weight that slowed us 
down, that kept us from getting away 
free. That’s a shame, Mr. Rick.  Too bad 
the hunters will end up getting the bullets 
back.  It is mbaya sana, very, very bad.  
But we got their plane.  They will not be 
killing elephants from the sky for a while.  
No, sir.  We did good, Mr. Rick.  
 He looked at Rick Johnson again, 
thinking of the young American.  A crazy 
man, he thought, here in Zimbabwe, so 
far away from his home, here to save 
elephants from the culling, the poaching, 
and the trophy hunters.  It was not his 
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It was bigger, even bigger than Rick 
Johnson had known.  But for Mowambi, 
what he had always known was enough.  
The killing was bad.  He worked hard to 
help the foreigners fight against the 
killing.  What he saw in Rick Johnson’s 
eyes and what he felt in his own heart 
was enough for him.  It was all that 
Mowambi needed.  
 The elephants were friends of the 
people and friends of the land.  And they 
had always been friends to Mowambi.  
From the time he was a small child in his 
father’s village, to now as an old man, 
they had been a part of his life, part of 
the Savannah.  From birth to death they 
all walked together on the Savannah.  
The elephants widened the water holes 
and brought life to many.  ‘Tangu 
kuzaliwa hata kufa,’ was the saying.  
 He knew how elephants cried.  Even 
more so than humans, they sensed 
death and felt death.  They were not 
thoughtless beasts.  He remembered the 
time he saw an elephant cow crying for 
her lost child.  He had watched her from 
a thicket, and had returned three days 
later to find her there, still mourning.  He 
had heard elephants laughing, under the 
sunlight, herds wallowing in mud holes, 
laughing and squirting showers of water 
on one another.  He had watched young 
elephants rumble on the Savannah, 
tripping over their trunks, fumbling with 
the use of that strange appendage. And 
he had laughed hard, so hard that he 
thought his belly would crack.

      He had seen an elephant reach out 
and touch another, fallen from a bullet; 
and many others carrying and fondling 
the bones of their fallen friends. He had 
heard stories told of young elephants, 
orphaned after their parents were shot, 
having horrible  nightmares for months 
on end, as any human child would. He 
had heard their trumpeting cries across 
the desert, felt the sorrow of their low, 
subsonic rumbles, and saw them kick up 
clouds of dust against a setting African 
sun. Elephants had brought him 
amusement and sadness, compassion 
and joy. They had brought great laughter 
to his long life, and he owed them for 
that. They belonged here.
 But the hunters could not see the 
elephant’s soul. Their eyes were blinded 
by greed. For them, the prize was ivory—
white gold. And the herds were dimin-
ished, as was all the world. At first, they 
took out the big bulls. When the bulls 
were no more, they took the females, 
often leaving the young elephants 
motherless. Mowambi’s heart ached for 
the small, clumsy babies left to die on 
their own.
 His head was hot and clammy now. 
His mind was fading in and out, almost 
into unconsciousness. And, in the heat 
and clutter of his fever, he had a vision. 
A big elephant came to him, crashing 
through the forest, its huge ears 
flapping, ivory tusks swinging from side 
to side. 
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It stormed toward him, crushing down 
branches, pounding the earth with each 
step, shaking the ground so hard it 
rattled him. Then it stopped and stared 
in his eyes, its huge head swaying from 
side to side. In an instant, as quickly as 
the elephant had come, it turned and 
charged off into the forest.
 Mowambi was startled awake by 
a noise. The bird again, the big, yellow 
hornbill. This time, it was perched on a 
rock below him. It was blazing hot and 
the thin shadow of the thorn tree was 
fully behind him now. He looked down the 
wash and saw the men closer, laboring 
up, their rifles slung confidently on their 
shoulders.
“You want to eat me now, don’t you?” 
Mowambi said to the bird. “Uende! Go 
away again. I do not die yet.”
 He picked up a small stone with 
his good arm, and tossed it at the bird. 
Pain rose sharply in his side. The stone 
bounced off a rock near the bird, and 
the bird flew off again, as he did last 
time, over the saddle and down, laughing 
mockingly as it vanished over the rise.
 “Where do you go, bird?” Mowambi 
asked.
 He stretched his neck, trying to look 
over the small rise in the saddle. He 
could not see far beyond the curvature 
of the rock; only the sheer wall on the 
other side.
      He grabbed a stone and tossed it 
over the saddle, not far enough to drop 
into the steep hole beyond. He threw 

a second stone, and the pain in his 
side roared so intensely that he almost 
blacked out.
      This time, though, Mowambi heard 
the rock tumble, bounce, echo, bounce 
again, and then splash. He threw an-
other, and again there was a bounce, 
an echo, a bounce again, and a splash. 
And Mowambi began to laugh loud--his 
high-pitched, joyous laugh. It would be 
the perfect plan, he thought. The perfect 
place.
      At first, he went for the pack closest 
to him. It was scarcely an arm’s length 
away, but it was on his bad side, the side 
that had been killed by the bullet, and 
although he could move his left arm, it 
was almost numb, and his left leg was 
lifeless.
He felt his left thigh with his slender 
fingers. Nothing. Through all his years, 
it had been a good leg. He had traveled 
many miles on it, across the savannah, 
in the desert, through the mountains.
      “Wake up, leg,” he said. “No time to 
sleep.”
      But it was usingizi – dead--the worst 
kind of sleep. His only choice was to 
twist across his body and reach for the 
pack with his right. He was reluctant to 
try it, the pain might cause him to pass 
out. Yet the men were coming up and 
he knew he had to move quickly. So he 
reached for it, at first stretching slowly, 
testing the pain, pacing himself through 
it. Then he made himself fall over on 
his side, in the direction of the pack. 

SHORT STORY -  Fall Path 2012



His slender left shoulder hit the rocky 
ground and he clenched the pack-strap 
in his good hand, gripping it tightly, and 
dragged it toward him. He took a second, 
resting his face in the good earth.
      It is truly not bad, he thought. When I 
stop, the pain goes away.
      He pulled himself up and rolled the 
pack over his dead leg, the full weight of 
it, nearly seventy pounds, coming against 
it. He was glad it was asleep now. The 
bullet must have completely smashed 
the big nerve.
      Over his good leg next, and down to 
the rocky ground. Then he began to push 
and roll it up the small grade of the 
saddle. He turned sideways and pushed 
with his right leg. He dragged himself 
along the rock to get closer, always 
pacing himself, sweating and gritting 
his teeth through the pain. He took the 
stick and pushed the pack as high as he 
could so that it reached the peak of the 
small rise.
      The pack was long and cylinder-
shaped. Mowambi knew it would roll 
easily once it started down. He inched 
himself forward. Smiling, then wincing 
with pain, then smiling again, tasting 
victory. He reached out and placed the 
stick against the bag, holding it there 
as he readied himself. Then he pushed 
hard, extending his arm fully. The pack 
tumbled, began to roll, and fell through 
the open air.
      There was a huge splash, and 
Mowambi smiled widely. He thought of an 

old East African saying: Kusika si kusna 
– hearing is not seeing. But what he 
heard was mzuri sana – very, very good. 
The splash was loud and 
wonderful, as good as seeing. It must be 
deep, he thought. It has to be very deep!
      “Do you see, Mr. Rick?” he said 
aloud.
Hurrying now for the other pack, he 
dragged himself across the stone, pulling 
with his one good arm, pushing with his 
one good leg, laughing hard against the 
pain. His bad arm had no feeling, but he 
folded the numb hand around the stick 
and dragged it, looking back frequently 
to see if the stick was still there.
      He laughed at the thought of himself 
crawling across the ground like a worm. 
Stretching out, then inching forward—just 
like a worm! A worm that would defeat 
the hunters! He had walked great 
distances in his time. How he could 
barely make ten feet to where Mr. Rick 
and the other pack lay. He was glad he 
had watched worms and understood 
their movement.
      No time to laugh, worm, he thought. 
Time to work!
      Stretching out, he extended himself 
completely and reached for the pack 
with the stick. For a moment, everything 
went black. Then he came to. He looked 
down-canyon, but was too low to see the 
hunters.
      “I must hurry,” he told himself. “They 
are close.”
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Then he stretched for the pack again.
      The strap, still on Rick Johnson’s 
arm, had a nice loop in it that stood out. 
He tried to snag it with the end of the 
stick.
      “Come on, stick. Come on, fimbo. 
Take it.”
He jabbed and poked, finally catching it. 
Then he pulled on it with his good arm. 
He reached up with his numb arm as 
well, holding the stick with both hands 
now, and pulled back hard. The pack slid 
from Mr. Rick’s limp arm, and began to 
come away, pulling the dead man’s arm 
with it.
      “Don’t worry, friend! I come join you 
soon,” Mowambi said, softly.
      He yanked on the stick again, this 
time with all his strength, and the pack 
came loose from Rich Johnson’s 
shoulder. He drew it in close enough to 
where he could grab it into his chest.
      It was the greatest chore, 
inching the pack back uphill. Every time 
he stopped to rest, the thought of the 
wonderful splash it would make gave 
him strength to go on.
      When he reached the saddle, and 
pushed the pack down the other side, he 
held his breath until he heard the deep 
splash—then he let his head fall back 
and laughed high and fast. Finally, limp 
and exhausted, he lay back against the 
flat rock, resting his head on the earth, 
his one good arm outstretched above 
him. After a few moments, he let gravity 
roll him back down to his original 

position, pulling himself against the 
stone, and waited.
      It was not long before he heard the 
hunters approaching and could see their 
white safari hats topping the rocks 
below him.
      “Habari! Karibu!” Mowambi said, in 
the nicest form of welcome.
      The men came in slowly, cautiously, 
circling around Mowambi, and around 
the body of Rick Johnson. Two of them 
pointed their rifles at Mowambi. One of 
the bushmen poked at the corpse with 
the barrel of his gun.
      “Wafu,” he said. “Dead.”
      Then they looked at the wound in 
Mowambi’s side.
      “It’s not bad,” Mowambi lied. 
“Sijambo! I’m fine.”
      One white man, the mzungu, had 
curly red hair, narrow eyes and a pug 
nose. He turned to the bushmen and 
spoke in Swahili.
      “Kutafuta wao! Kuta wao! Look for 
them! Find the ammunition!”
      The bushmen immediately began 
searching the area, behind the rocks and 
in crevices, up higher in the wash, too, 
where it steepened. One bushman 
backtracked down the wash from where 
they had come.
      The other white man, thinner and 
taller, with a big black mustache, looked 
at Mowambi.
      “Where are they?” he asked. “The 
bullets, the popoo! Ramia!”
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Mowambi smiled at him, showing him his 
missing teeth. He laughed at him, with 
his high, ridiculous laugh, until the pain 
from his wound made his stop.
      “How do you kill now, with no bullets? 
How do you kill? No more elephants. No 
more buri. No more, pembe,” Mowambi 
said, using the Swahili words for tusks 
and ivory.
      One bushman was now halfway 
down the wash. The pig-faced white man 
yelled to him in Swahili. The bushman 
looked up, raised both hands in the air, 
and shook his head.
      The other white man walked to the 
top of the saddle, where another of the 
bushmen stood looking down the steep 
cliff at the water below. When the white 
man saw the water, he turned back and 
looked at Mowambi.
      “Too bad,” Mowambi said. “Too bad 
no more ivory.” He was laughing, laughing 
and choking on the blood that erupted in 
his mouth.
      “Kufisha,” said one of the bushmen. 
“Kill him.”
      The man with the mustache picked 
up a rock and tossed it into the pool of 
water. It splashed so loud they all could 
hear it. Then he walked back down 
beside the other white man and stood 
before Mowambi.
      “Black bastard,” the black-
mustached one spoke. “Bastards.” He 
kicked at Mowambi.
      Mowambi was ready. He wanted to 
force them to end it now. His side was 

hurting badly. Also, he didn’t want to be 
left for the hyenas.
      It would be the white man with the 
narrow eyes of a wild pig, he thought. 
The ngizi.
      The pig-faced one stepped forward 
now, his rifle barrel low to the ground. 
Then he raised the barrel to Mowambi’s 
face. Mowambi laughed again, high and 
silly. His mind went into a dreamlike 
state, and he saw the large elephant in 
his vision, charging through the forest. 
He saw the young elephants playing in 
the mud holes. He saw Mr. Rick, behind 
a pair of dark sunglasses, laughing and 
smiling. He saw the packs, full of bullets 
at the bottom of the pool, soaked and 
wrecked. Then he saw a white flash, and 
he saw no more.

My fiction has previously appeared in various 
literary magazines, including The Kenyon 
Review, South Dakota Review, Roanoke Review, 
Pacific Review, Reed Magazine, Eureka Literary 
Magazine, Foliate Oak Literary Journal, Hawai’i 
Pacific Review, and many others. Writing 
awards include Winner of the National Writer’s 
Association Short Story Contest and two 
publisher nominations for the Pushcart Prize of 
Short Stories.
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Gourds
by Aaron Bowen
Taken Nov. 2007 *
Apple Orchard, Somewhere in Kansas

About the photographs - Initially the gourds are a result of touring around 
Kansas, trying to visit all the weird/interesting/quirky Kansas sites. Driving 
past an apple orchard, in addition to lots of apples, they had these bottle 
gourds for sale. I thought they would be nice for photographs .

The end result and feeling behind these photographs are the sense of 
"loss of power, and death, and fading away."

* Photos were taken with a Nikon D80 and a 17-55 mm f2.8 Nikkor lens.
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WR: Why poetry?
CS: I’m not sure. I never intended to be a 
poet. I was always, in my mind, a 
fiction writer, primarily of short stories, 
with an eye to becoming a novelist, some 
day. I began writing poetry as an exercise 
to improve my fiction writing ? to increase 
its expressiveness, its rhythm, its 
imagery, and to be able to do so in a 
minimal space with minimal words. While 
that did happen, I found myself writing 
poetry more often than fiction, writing 
poetry because I enjoyed writing poetry, 
not just as a writing exercise, until one day 
I realized I rarely wrote fiction anymore 
and had become a poet.
WR: What does poetry mean to you?
CS: Perhaps not surprisingly, considering 
my wayward journey to poetry, to me 
poetry is the ultimate short story form, not 
just narrative poetry, but lyric poetry as 
well (although lyric poems are typically 
considered “snapshots,” every photograph 
I’ve ever viewed always held a story). 
Poetry, to me, expresses the story, imparts 
the essence of the experience, through 
imaginative, emotion-evoking word 
choices, sound and rhythmic (though not 
necessarily metered) language to make 
the moment meaningful to the reader (not 
that the poem has to necessarily have 
“meaning” or “mean” something, but that it 
be meaningful). And yes, I have written my 
own “Ars Poetica,” essentially a credo or 
mantra I use while writing to stay focused 
on what I’m trying to accomplish. I haven’t 
shared it before, but it seems 
appropriate in the context of the question 
to do so here:

Craig Steele
as interviewed by William Ricci

WR: Have you always been a 
writer?  When did you know this was a 
part of you?
CS: I remember writing one-page “books” 
as a very young grade-schooler, but my 
strongest remembrance of “being a 
writer” happened in seventh grade. We 
had a short story contest in English class 
and while I didn’t win the popular vote 
(finished second), I remember the 
addictive thrill of writing a coherent story, 
telling a tale, that not only I enjoyed, but 
other people did as well. I dabbled with 
writing as a teen, but then life and career 
intervened and I didn’t start seriously 
writing fiction again until about seven 
years ago, and poetry about five years 
ago.
WR: What writers have influenced 
you?  What writers or poets are you 
reading now?
CS: In terms of poets, I think I’ve been 
most influenced by (in alphabetical order), 
Kim Addonizio, Billy Collins, Robert Frost 
(my absolute favorite of the “old timers”), 
Ted Kooser, Henry Wadsworth Longfellow, 
Jennifer Reeser, A.E. Stallings, Timothy 
Steele (no relation, that I can discover ? 
darn it) and William Carlos Williams. My 
ultimate favorites among contemporary 
poets are Jennifer Reeser and A.E. 
Stallings I can’t choose between them. 
And recently I’ve developed a liking for the 
work of Dana Gioia and David St. John.



Ars Poetica 
by Craig W. Steele

A poem involves melody
interpreting reality,
enlightening complexity,
enriching sensibility,
infusing souls with harmony.
 
WR: What type of space do you need to 
write?  Do you have a routine?
CS: I always write poetry in a Mead 9.5 x 6 
inch, spiral-bound, college-ruled notebook 
with a red cover using a mechanical pen-
cil (I used to swear by Ticonderoga #2 
pencils, but I love extra-sharp points and 
got tired of stopping every few minutes to 
sharpen them) while relaxing in a rocker/
recliner in our family room. So, 
nothing overly unusual or quirky there; no 
set times for writing, no special routine. I 
have discovered that when a poem is 
being difficult, switching to some other 
form of paper, such as a 3 x 5 inch blank 
index card or a Post-it note, helps tease 
it out, after which it’s transferred to the 
Mead. I can revise a poem anywhere, 
however (at the kitchen table, in the 
shower, in my office at work, for example), 
and can even do so at the computer. 
(Curiously, to me, I can only compose 
fiction and the science writing for my day 
job at the computer. I also have a 
different “feeling” in my head when I’m 
writing fiction or science, compared to 
when I’m writing poetry.)
WR: What advice do you have for aspiring 
writers and those seeking publication?

CS: I have only three pieces of advice, 
all of which I try to follow, daily (that’s the 
tough part). (1) Read as much as you can, 
not just in the genre in which you write, but 
also genres in which you have no interest, 
that have no connection to your writing, or 
that you might even hate. The brain is a 
mysterious machine and we can’t predict 
what fortuitous cross connections might 
occur. (2) Never give up, and when you do, 
realize deep down it’s only a temporary 
break. (3) You don’t have to get published 
to be a writer or to enjoy writing. 
Publication is fluff, the icing on the cake. 
What’s important is baking the cake and 
discovering that it’s tasty without icing. 
(And then, when [not if] you get published, 
the thrill is indescribable, every time!)
WR: What does the term “academic” 
poetry mean to you?
CS: There are several definitions of 
“academic” poetry out there, assuming 
you agree it actually exists (many people 
apparently do not) and the term is usually 
a putdown. To me, “academic” poetry is 
“so what?; who cares?” poetry. To me, an 
“academic” poem is one that, after I finish 
reading it (assuming I do), I’m left feeling 
cheated by the poet, as if I’ve wasted my 
time and wonder why the poet bothered 
writing it, or to paraphrase the old saying: 
“It’s all academic” (i.e, moot or pointless). 
I equate such poetry with the uber-literary, 
uber-obscure poetry prevalent today, 
especially poetry in which obscurity 
seems to be the main goal and the 
primary measure of craft and quality. I 
don’t believe poetry should degenerate to 
simple doggerel (part of the fun is 
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puzzling out the poet’s path through the 
experience), but I do believe you must at 
least leave the door ajar so a reader can 
enter the poem (the issue of 
“accessibility”). Or, as Kim Addonizio says 
in her 2007 interview at about-creativity.
com, a poem needs: “Sufficient clarity and 
context for a reader.”
WR: What can we teach and do to get 
more children and teens involved with the 
arts and writing specifically?
CS: As the father of two school-age 
children and a writer of children’s poetry, I 
find this to be an uphill struggle. My 
children’s schools seem to be doing 
everything correctly: introducing poetry 
early in the lower grades, making poetry 
reading a fun experience, engaging the 
children in poetry writing. And I definitely 
promote poetry at home. Yet, my children 
are not drawn to poetry voluntarily 
(although both are avid readers of fiction 
and nonfiction books). I checked with my 
7th-grade daughter recently, asking her if 
she’d read or written poetry this year. Her 
response: “Yes, we have to do both, 
sometimes.” Have to do both? Oh my, 
what’s a poet-father to do? But then, I 
came to poetry rather late in life, both as 
a writer and avid reader, so I know it’s an 
avocation that can’t be forced. And the 
current prevalence of “academic” poetry 
doesn’t help nor does the current 
marketing climate for books of children’s 
poetry which are difficult to get published 
because, according to the publishers, they 
“just don’t sell.” Since it’s generally 
parents, not children, with the 
purchasing power, perhaps a way to 

promote poetry, writing and the arts with 
children and teens is to improve its 
promotion with parents. I fear, however, 
the audience for poetry will always be 
comparatively small and chiefly academic 
(university/college faculty and students) in 
this country unless our society undergoes 
a major cultural shift. 

   Craig Steele   
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Summer Begins
by Alyssa LeBlanc

About the artist - Alyssa is an emerging young artist.  This collection of 
works is a sample of the multimedia Alyssa experiments with. 
We are excited to present this collection!
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title:
Tropics title:

Shining on a Star
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Summer Begins
by Alyssa LeBlanc

title:
Summer Hobby

title:
Angels and Demons

title:
Influence



Fall Path 2012

 Stone Path Review
    AN ARTISTIC JOURNAL OF PATHS THROUGH IMAGES AND WORDS

Copyright
Website content, photos, and writing are a copyright (c) 1985 – 2012 of 418 
Publishing, Inc. All other rights reserved.

Writing and images published in quarterly issues are copyright of their 
respective owners and used with their permission.  We will keep published work 
online and accessible for as long as permission is granted.  If you are a 
published artist with Stone Path Review and would like your work removed, 
please contact info@418publishing.org

For any questions or to request permission to reprint work from Stone Path 
Review, please contact info@418publishing.org

Additional contact information:
The editors of Stone Path Review can be contacted via email or their personal/
business website.

William Ricci

Email: wricci@418publishing.org
Home: www.williamricci.com

Patricia Youker

Email: plr@418publishing.org
Home: www.twistedrootstudios.com

http://www.stonepathreview.com


