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Michael Hammerle 

 

Symbiosis 

 

 
like a dog 

that a seven year old handpicked, 

a homemade go kart with a roll cage is 

immaculate. 

A child, one that hasn’t been 

corrupted, cannot perceive age,  

cannot see the faults,  

only the fortune. 
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Michael Cocchiarale 

 

Society Responds Haphazardly to Accusations of Dystopia 

 

 
• If you want to be politically correct, the term is “differently topiaed.” 

• Fact: No news is good news.  

• Honestly? I thought we had a thing. 

• Surveillance is the ultimate compliment. 

• In the past, it’s true terms like “food” and “water” were too narrowly 

defined.  

• We reiterate: only 1% of the infants have been subjected to the 

testing. 

• We will never apologize for saying the trains run on time.  

• This isn’t a threat, but would you rather not even have an election? 

• I haven’t changed. Dude, you’ve changed. 

• Are you still allowed to go outside? Very well, I rest my case. 
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Marcia Arrieta 

 

In the Silence 

 

 
of wind & memories   roads   hours   meadows   roots   dreams 

 

Neruda’s “flight of the spirit”    Krasner’s “Art brings about art.” 

 

red geraniums     pink carnations      ideas      symbols      colors 
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Marcia Arrieta 

 

Forward 

 

 
the clocks need repair 

the maps are pasted on the walls 

forgiveness needed 

 

time & time again 

the hummingbirds are tangled 

the trees bare 

 

determine the hours 

the feathers    the wings 

the distance a river, a bridge 

 

the shore a language 
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Nathan Willis 

 

A Pivotal Moment in Combat History 

 

 
WHEN mom said she knew this place, we thought it was a sign that she was 

getting worse. This was before we knew the hospital had ever been anything 

other than a hospital. Before we knew it once housed a mail-order business 

that sold collectible porcelain dolls. The dolls were sold on the promise that 

their value would grow if they remained sealed in their cardboard packaging. 

To buy your child a doll was to secure them a good education, a lifetime of 

reliable transportation and the company of those with only pure intentions.  

If potential buyers had any questions about the dolls, they sent them to 

the company by mail. It was Mom’s job to respond. She understood what a 

big decision this could be; that the people buying these dolls were doing so 

because it was the only chance they could give their children. She understood 

because she was one of them. She had purchased dolls for each of us. We 

were never allowed to see them. We just knew she kept them hidden in the 

basement.  

Mom continued to exchange letters with many of the customers long 

after they received their dolls, and they developed dear and meaningful 

relationships.  

 

The dolls were more popular than expected. The market became 

oversaturated, all but guaranteeing they would never go up in value. Sales 

plummeted. Without warning, the company abandoned the building and 

locked the doors with a stack of unopened letters to Mom still inside. She 

knew what if felt like to be forgotten and couldn’t stand to do that to her 

customers. She would spend years tracking down the company to find out 

what happened to her letters.  

Every time she got a lead, the company would relocate, and every time 

they relocated, they changed their name and what they sold. For a while it 

was bells. Then it was plates. These days they sell ceramic dioramas detailing 
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pivotal moments in combat history. Each comes with a display label that can 

be customized for any conflict.   

 

The building was purchased by the local chapter of the Silent Homemakers 

Alliance who converted it into a hospital for mothers. There were to be no 

doctors, only candy-stripers. Their mission was voluntary compassion without 

the concern of tests or red tape.    

 

Mom’s candy-striper calls us with updates on the holidays. I put her on 

speaker even though the news is always the same. Mom has been rooting 

around, opening drawers and looking between mattresses. She’s certain her 

letters are there somewhere. She wants a screwdriver so she can check the 

vents. 

  

When their patients are about to pass, the candy-stripers lean in close and 

whisper, “Don’t be afraid. This was all for a good cause. Once you’re gone, 

you’ll be a part of something bigger than yourself.” Then they take a bone. 

From our Mom, it was a bone between her wrist and a knuckle. 

In the cafeteria, the candy-stripers place their bones on the floor in the 

shape of wings. They are gauging their progress. They think that if they keep 

this up, they’ll become angels. They don’t realize the wings will just get bigger 

and heavier and instead of giving flight, they’ll be the very thing that keeps 

them pinned to the earth.   

 

Our neighbors and co-workers ask why there wasn’t a funeral. I explain that 

Mom wasn’t in a normal hospital. The body isn’t important there. We don’t 

get it back. And I tell them it’s going to be easier for us to let go if we don’t 

ever really let go.  

 

The bank has a buyer for her house. A developer who has already purchased 

the surrounding houses. He’s going to bulldoze everything and build a gym. 

They give us a week to get anything we want to keep.  

 

There are two piles in the basement. A pile of boxes, and a pile of dolls. Most 

of the dolls are broken or cracked, casualties of a quiet, merciless battle. 
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We’re in there somewhere but we’re going to be impossible to find. There is 

nothing differentiating our dolls from the others.  

After the company closed, people sold their dolls for a fraction of the 

original cost. Mom must have bought as many as she could. She always said 

she wanted more dolls. We thought she was banking on demand returning at 

some point. That wasn’t it. She was looking for something. It could have been 

anything. It was probably bones. We imagine her down here, shaking the 

dolls and throwing them aside when she didn’t hear a rattle.  

We take a doll that’s still in decent condition. We put her in a box, re-tape 

it, and write mom’s name on the lid. We use a stencil so it looks official.  

We’re going to send it to the candy-striper. We’ll write a letter explaining 

that these dolls are collectibles. They’re guaranteed to go up in value. This 

one belonged to our Mom. It represents the future she envisioned for herself.  

She would have wanted you to have it. 
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Lorna Wood 

 

Government Buildings in Berlin, 2018 

 

 
The swooping arabesque of a roof, 

a giant circle around nothing— 

rippling, receding, dancing 

in the building across the Spree 

  

“The grandstanding of late capitalism, 

covering its failures,” cynics interject, 

  

but I will hear no evil. 

Grand illusion, maybe, but not 

the grandeur of Prussian kings. 

  

More like a child, opening  

a door in the air 

for imaginary friends. 

  

From totalitarian rubble 

come play, transparency, 

reflection, connection, 

and hope, which I cannot grasp,  

yet cling to beyond reason. 
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Jeffrey Xiong 

 

The Ornithologist 

 

 
It can’t be that hard to be an ornithologist. Like the kid in your class who 

owns a pair of binoculars, dusted off from some attic box (they have an attic), 

passed down from his grandfather (he has met his). 

It is all you hear him talk about at recess. He’ll point out a pigeon or a 

sparrow or a crow. He’ll talk about the maximum speed of falcons. 240 miles 

per hour. The wingspan of a condor. 10 whole feet. You listen ravenously, 

wonder at how much he knows. You decide to be his friend. (It’s that simple. 

Really.) March up to him, introduce yourself, say that you like birds too. When 

he asks which one is your favorite, say, feng huang. You don’t mention that it 

has the beak of a rooster, the face of a swallow, the neck of a snake, the back 

of a tortoise, or the tail of a fish.  

Its head the sky, its eyes the sun.  

(At least -- that’s what your mother tells you. Truthfully, you have a hard 

time picturing one.) 

 But the ornithologist nods, and says how cool it is that you know birds 

from – he pauses – China? You nod eagerly. You return home and ask for 

more names. 

Wu ya. Crow. Ma que. Sparrow. Ge zi. Pigeon. 

You go to his home on a playdate. He has a computer he can use freely, 

and you watch him play a safari game where exotic birds appear in clusters of 

feathered pixels and pixel feathers. You run around in his backyard, which 

actually has grass and trees and birds that rest on the electric lines that rise 

up from the gully. Where if you slip behind a certain bush, you have free reign 

over his neighbors’ backyards too. 

The nearby park has parrots.  

(Escaped pets from the 1960s that have since thrived.) 

The hills behind have peacocks.  

(Escaped from an arboretum in the 1960s that have since thrived.) 

They catch your eye for an instant.  
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But, after a few days, you grow bored. They are unnatural, their existence 

here contrived. Your parents also escaped something, somewhere. Your 

existence here just as artificial. You were hoping for something new, but it 

turns out they are indistinguishable from you.  

Maybe it’s not the birds you’re interested in, but your friend’s 

idiosyncrasy. That was a word your teacher used once. The whole class had 

giggled, but you held on to it for safekeeping. You return to your books. 

Circle their covers on your Scholastic Book Fair brochures. Ask the school 

librarian to sneak you some from the fifth-grade shelf. But your parents don’t 

want you reading trash. They didn’t come all this way for nonsense with 

wizards or dragons or kids with magic treehouses. They want you to read real 

literature. 

To spite them, you bring home the biggest book that you can find in the 

public library, a large print edition of Moby Dick. To your surprise, you keep 

reading. Fill two notebooks of new words, roll them around, feel their textures 

on your tongue. 

Sentinel. Reverie. Perquisite. Malediction. 

At night, your father tells you his favorite bedtime story. 

Once upon a time, there were nine llamas and ostriches on a farm. If there 

were a total of twenty-eight limbs, how many of each animal were there? 

(Five llamas, four ostriches.) 

At dinners or family gatherings, you feel something being pushed out of 

you.  

Jimmy and his dad built a computer. Doesn’t that sound like fun?  

(A flight feather plucked.) 

You should practice piano more. Cindy had a violin competition. She 

actually won. 

(A cage door closing.) 

You stare out past them to the window, where a bird with spotted blue 

wings and a blush of red around its neck has balanced among the camellias. 

And in that moment, you will yourself to switch places. And maybe for a 

second, for a night, for a week, for a year, you do. 

The bird flies untethered. 

The boy cocks his head, and nods at words he cannot comprehend. 

The bird joins a flock. 
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The boy pecks at his food, and his parents worry. 

The bird swallows a worm, a word, and learns to sing. 

You blink and that time passes. 

You, sitting on the kitchen table, watching the bird. The bird, balancing on 

the branch, watching you. You don’t hear it sing. You only have time to 

admire the briefest rush of color. And then it’s gone. 
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To Know It, But Not Remember 

 

 
You say: 

 

I’ve told you this. 

Have I told you this?  

           You know this. 

 

The father gone mid-winter. 

Scratch of wool and sobbing. 

 

You say: 

 

I know it, but don’t remember.   

 

Can only rely on: text on a page 

and unreliable others 

and their stories.  

 

I know it’s rained. 

I know I signed my name.  

I know something’s missing  

for the absence felt.  
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Alexithymia, Seventy-Seven Year Old Female w Temporal Atrophy 

 

 
Snow melting and pooling 

and threatening to breach the stoop 

is of little consequence. Nor the ice 

from the door to the drive, the one path taken 

resembling glacier. So 

be it and 

      Let it be. So what –  

falling and flood. Years ago 

this happened: all the water. And still, you are 

here.  

 

Death of the nephew.  

   Absence 

of the frilled peony this imminent spring – no matter.  

 

You’ll stand near garden’s edge, bend, root  

in the wet muck of it 

and shrug.  

 

Cry me a river, you used to say, say. 
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Anomia 

 

 
So many objects become 

things.  

 

  That thing, there.  

You know, 

that thing. 

 

Sometimes a color is given 

or a shape made with your hands. 

And always frustration 

when I cannot locate the word 

for you. Or the place. 

 

         There. 

Over there, 

you know. 

 

You say it’s because your mind 

is working faster than your mouth 

or your mouth is going faster 

than your mind. Can’t keep up. Can’t 

keep pace, and you should  

and I should.  

 

And no matter, as you cross the room and pick it up  

and place it in my hands. 
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In a Greenhouse, Early Spring 

 

 
There are runnels 

of greenish water we step over 

as if larger streams, fretful 

of our shoes. You mumble, claim  

the hoses seem like snakes 

like the one in the shed that one fall. 

 

This is spring with snow  

still in the northern corners and the ground  

still too frozen to break.  

 

But here – another season. 

 

Rows of green and the flare  

and the bloom of and the fringe.  

You stand fingering a petal, saying softly soft.  

Asking What is it  

     called? 

And if it will flourish  

if taken now, from here, and placed 

 there, even gently –  

in the southern window for a time, the month of 

flood warnings and streets rutted like the fields 

you used to walk picking rock, tossing what was found 

in the tractor’s bed. 

 

Over in another house we don’t enter – hearty vegetables  

and herbs. I tell you of all the seedlings from all the seeds dropped 

in cups on his porch, how they became 

what could be devoured. But you want 

 

the laborious delphinium, if only  

for how different from, how useless  

beyond beauty.  
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Errand Paralysis, Seventy-Seven Yeard Old Female w Bitemporal 

Atrophy 

 

 
To walk here and deliver 

this asks too much today.  

Today will be for delay,  

for postponement. For saying 

it will not matter to wait. Or prompt 

anticipation for the arrival:  

How we would listen  

for the rattle of the box nailed 

by the door or the sound 

the truck made as it pulled away 

from the curb, all the dogs barking 

in that block.  

I will not 

mail this today. 

The envelope absent  

of a stamp and the address  

written in a shaky hand, the kind 

of cursive not learned anymore.  

 

Back when I was in college 

you wrote me letters telling  

of all you were doing.  

All the loves 

just form.  

So busy 

you were, then.  

With your early-morning calls 

and the drive there and back 

and your garden on the weekends –  

the weeds and deadheading 

and cataloguing of all the lilies. 

 

And then no letters  
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and now 

one  

that will wait 

for another day, for what you once 

called surety in action: to do 

and get done. 
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Sugar, Like the Delphinium 

 

 
Toxic but. You ask  

on return Where is 

the sugar? (That word not lost.)  

 

The five pound bag packed  

hard, heavy as a brick. Dipped into. 

For the coffee. For the banana.  

Even for the scoop of  

cottage cheese, crystallized.  

 

Time was you used to tut and wonder 

if I was having some ice cream 

with my chocolate. Would watch me  

stirring Hershey’s into the New York  

vanilla, thick as, and scold. Used to warn of  

cavities – their blackened pits and ache out  

and down into the jaw  

and neck.   Loss of. 

 

Now all the sweetness added.  

They would say 

she is  

sweet on him. 

You are 

 sweet on it. 
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Hayley Stoddard 

 

Approaching Poetry 

 

 
In a small college class, a teacher  

asked us to explain three strategies  

for approaching poetry, as though 

it were a bomb, or a house on fire. 

 

My mind began to drift, imagining 

stepping onto the wood boat of a poem 

as white sails carry it out to the sea, 

with no plan to return vessel or passenger, 

 

or using the beaten classroom copy 

to set myself on fire, and watching 

as whatever is left of my soul rises up, 

a pillar of wild, sparking smoke. 

 

Perhaps, after taking in a few verses, 

morphing into an enormous Alaskan she-wolf 

all instinct and sinew, who hunts alone 

growling as she runs across the hard-crusted snow, 

 

who needs no explanation for the blood  

on her muzzle, no stratagem to understand why 

when the moon rises high above the north ridge, 

her body shivers, the hackles raise, and she begins to howl. 

  



 24 

Phebe Jewell 

 

How to Talk to God 

 

 
1) Keep it casual. Tell a joke. Why accept a deity without a sense of 

humor? 

2) Ask them to continue the sentence: “If I were a  ______________, I’d 

_____________.” 

3) Offer a token of your affection - a song, a glass of wine, a seed. 

4) Invite them into your kitchen. Give them a chopping board and a 

knife. 

5) Tell them to draw a map of the world without borders. 

6) Laugh like someone in love with air. 

7) Reveal your true name. 

8) Challenge them to a game of Twister. 

9) Sit in silence, legs crossed, arms at your side. Wait for hours, days, 

weeks, years. Some gods need time to gather their thoughts. 

That’s okay… you want to show them you are worthy of their 

respect. 

10) Finally, if nothing else works, recite the names of those you’ve lost. 
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Avital Gad-Cykman 

 

A History of Love 

 

 
“That daybed looks uncomfortable,” my dog, Lucas, communicates in disdain. 

He sniffs at it and walks away, disappointed. 

I have just brought in the daybed, a substitute for the sofa, but we can try 

it later. I agree to take a rest in my double bed, toward which Lucas leads the 

way, although there is no TV in my room, thanks to a ground rule of a man 

who used to sleep here, does not anymore, and his name is a secret. Of 

everyone, only Lucas has met him, because the man could not be seen with 

me by people. 

Lucas took to him the first night, as the man scratched him behind the 

ears, exactly where it feels like heaven. But when Lucas saw me crying 

because the man canceled a dinner or a weekend together, Lucas reached 

less favorable conclusions. Finally, one night, when the three of us shared the 

succotash the man brought Lucas got a terrible stomachache and left in a 

hurry to the yard to alleviate himself. 

The man and I did the dishes. We sat on the sofa and had a glass of 

Merlot. I admired the curled end of his very thin mustache, and the lone, deep 

wrinkle running down his cheek. He sat erectly, elegantly, in a well-fitting 

black shirt, and his thigh touched mine. I put my glass down. He put down 

his. 

I didn’t hear Lucas’s cry for help so I did not rescue him fast enough from 

under the mailbox that someone crashed over him. It might have been a 

careless detective who put his camera on the crooked thing, or an infuriated 

woman who kicked it. The mailbox wasn't very heavy, but, thing is, Lucas was 

deeply unhappy to remain squeezed into the metamorphosed succotash until 

I heard his wail. 

  

He is a proud dog, but he agreed to enter and let me bathe him. Afterwards, 

wrapped with a towel, he objected to the man’s stay on the sofa, and the man 

objected to his. 
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I gave the sofa away. Lucas thinks it makes no sense, but I tell him that 

memories never leave sofas, and he and I had better get used to a daybed.  
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William Aarnes 

 

The Cut in Acute 

 

 
“I carried a lonesome person’s acute cognizance of words: 

  ‘vice’ tucked into ‘advice’ making more sense.” 

   —Naomi Shihab Nye, “Valley” 

 

maybe the art in depart  

or the able in table 

 

the ore in more  

or even the comforting now in know 

 

but then the plea in pleasure  

and that sour in source 

 

the din in dine 

the confining pen in open 

 

the ire in wire 

that incompatible some in lonesome      

 

and then how era’s absorbed 

into erase? 
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Richard M. Ankers 

 

The Taken Hand 

 

 
Autumn 

I felt a certain inhabitation when around her, a freedom rarely afforded 

someone in my position. I reveled in this release, this opulent march to 

departure. Yet the tumbling autumn leaves ushered in the end of something 

more, something important, something unremembered. I paid little attention 

to what, and too much to everything else. One does when one has the time. 

 

Winter 

The first clue came after a cleansing wind ushered in a sad and lonely winter. I 

liked the winter. I always had. Cold night air brimmed full of frosted moths 

and bats encased in December white. Watching breaths mist like ghosts in a 

moonlit darkness. Except for hers. Just didn’t seem right to regret it. 

 

Spring 

The snowdrops departed in dipped heads and a tinkling song to rebirth. 

Nature erupted in emeralds, sapphires, cherries and splashes of tangerine 

suns. The birds sang as the grasses grew high to a barely perceptible 

stretching. I heard it all, saw it all, but felt nothing. She smiled and offered her 

hand. 

 

Summer 

When the sun rose high enough to disturb God himself, I covered my eyes; it 

made no difference to the pain. The light hurt. Living hurt. And though those 

long, languid days and nights of short passion sought to soothe me, they 

failed. So, I took her hand of softest velvet and smiled as she swept me away. 

Almost poetic. Not at all what I expected.  
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Zebulon Huset 

 

She should have various human experiences 

 

 
(erasure of the Wikipedia plot summary of the movie Twilight Eclipse) 

 

1. 

Far from creating an army of newborns 

with the complications of becoming one year older 

Age expresses her aversion to the idea of young. 

 

Turn her until she should, she would miss the newborn. 

Her safety insists rest would never harm her. 

 

Convinced home is love with forceful kisses, 

furious her kiss apologizes for her behavior,  

    she forgives him. 

 

Meanwhile,  

  the newborn army is attacking 

led by an alliance between place and time. 

 

2. 

Discuss strategy.  

 

3. 

The training explains he was created  

 to control a newborn army. 

 

He hated existence upon meeting her:  

    the true bond. 

 

4. 

To understand better her reluctance is more important 

than anything else.  
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5. 

Hide from the bloodthirsty newborns. 

 

6. 

During the night they temporarily put aside their hatred 

and desperately fall in love,  

     more. 

 

While the wolves destroy her army,  

   a newborn 

with the newborn army  

 also refused to surrender. 

 

7. 

To torture information,  

 to kill despite efforts 

to spare notes that find it still human 

that her transformation  

 has been injured  

   in love. 

 

8. 

Go to their meadow, where she tells him  

to do things:  

  Get married. Make love. Be transformed. 

 

She explains that she never has been normal. 

Never will be.  

 

But  

 

she feels strong, 

   complete  

 

 at the end of the story. 

 

 

  



 31 

About 

Founded in 2014, After the Pause is an online literary journal based in 

Indianapolis, IN, featuring poetry, flash fiction, and artwork, published 

quarterly.  

 We look to feature the best creative arts from new, emerging, and veteran 

creators.  

 Find us at afterthepause.com or on Twitter @afterthepause and Facebook 

/afterthepause. 

 The editor of After the Pause and the overseer of its entire doings is 

Michael Prihoda. 

 

Our Purpose 

We believe art is a product of life experiences, from the joyful to the 

heartbreaking to the absolutely mundane. Life throws pauses at us. Art 

follows the pause. We want to share the best art we can find and bring hope 

through those artworks. 
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