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Editor’s Note 

 
Hello Reader, 

 

To only begin caring about Black lives following the nationally-publicized 

deaths of George Floyd and others in recent weeks is to be about 400 years 

behind the times if you live in America. And not writing such a note when I 

founded this journal in winter 2014 is to at this point be nearly six years 

behind the times. For America has always been at war with Black lives. 

 

As a white male socialized by my country to not see race and in many ways to 

see people of color as inferior, I myself was late to embarking on an antiracist 

journey. I have often been silent when my voice should have spoken up. I 

have often not stood up for people of color or stood up to white people 

when I should have. 

 

It is too late for people like George Floyd and Breonna Taylor and so many 

others. I have a daily choice for whether or not I will do nothing in the face of 

such gross injustice and racial violence, or whether I will demand that it never 

become too late for anyone else. You also have that choice. Perhaps some of 

you are much farther along the antiracist journey than I. Perhaps some of you 

have not started.  

 

Either way, I hope each of you will join me in affirming that Black lives matter, 

that it is possible for us to remake our country and our globe in such a way 

that fully embraces the humanity of every person.  

 

I have recently dwelt on Lilla Watson’s quote: “If you have come here to help 

me, you are wasting your time. But if you have come because your liberation 

is bound up with mine, then let us work together.” Her words reinforce to me 

that none of us can achieve liberation until all of us do. Yet the people whose 

lives are in the balance are my Black brothers and sisters. So we must center 

their needs, their voices, their activism, and act as antiracist co-conspirators at 

every opportunity. 



 5 

 

After the Pause is not perfect. I, as its founder and editor, am not perfect. Yet I 

would be remiss as its editor if I did not clarify my and my journal’s 

orientation to the world. Again, Black lives matter. 

 

I hope you enjoy the works in this issue. Literature has long been my haven, 

my place to figure myself and the world out. After the Pause has always 

hoped to provide that space for others. Part of that means affirming the value 

of Black lives.  

 

I believe in each piece contained in this issue. I believe in their “haven” quality 

and possibility and hope you find that in them as well. Afterward, having read 

them and experienced all they have to offer, may you depart invigorated and 

impassioned. Ready to see the world as it is, and to join in the fight toward 

making it a better one.  

 

In solidarity, 

Michael Prihoda, Editor 

After the Pause 
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Angela Weiser 

 

A Memory Poem 

 

 
i. 

 

and there was 

       sunshine … 

leaves the colour of this one 

   still tremble and our eyes 

                         begin to glisten 

 

You realize, at times like these, 

    how steadily you can live 

                                             on very little: 

      

coming-to-know, that tenderness, in touch, in breath. 

( how bare survival could be. ) 

 

 

ii. 

 

 

dusk-shining, 

sadness in july, winter’s deprivation 

 

how I love  

so tremulous and 

wide and 

pure  -ly 

 

it is something rare, 

time feels 

adrift – 

and for once 

not ourselves 
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within it 
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Oak Morse 

 

Bells and Whistles 

 

 
i thought you were going to be on board with  

me and this language of mine. i thought you  

were going to dive into this deep universe of  

limping letters and brave words that want to  

say a lot, but only say so much. 

 

i know i am not the easiest person to listen to,  

but once you listen to me, your heart can hear  

the sound of a sincere man in every messy  

syllable—a man who loves like no other and  

brings depth even though his remarks leave him  

short.  

 

i come with all kinds of bells and whistles, all  

sorts of uncharted land. i am a playground for  

the one who declares their devotion to me. if  

you listen closely, it blares in the way i say your  

name, in the way words get jammed up when i  

try to talk to you.  

 

i thought you would notice the rarity you had in  

your possession, nurture it like a newborn child,  

then call my future yours. it was here for you to  

rejoice in, take flight, and go places only you  

and i can understand. i thought you were going  

to share this world of mine and give yourself  

into a language that is not broken, but building. 
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Despy Boutris 

 

On Being Gay in Yemassee 

 

 
I’ll never forget us 

entraining this freight at dusklight 

to escape cabbage farms, rusted barns 

and Bible-barkers who stumble 

through starrified nights.                                              

 

Will our fear follow us? 

We poach peaches off pallets 

and lick juicedrips off our lips 

like it’s all we know, 

on the road to salvation— 

 

me, carving a heart into the wood 

and you, a miracle 

in the moonshine, grabbing hold 

of my trembling hand 

like maybe we’re something holy. 
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Ren Chun Ho 

 

Multiple choice questions 

 

 
a) Midway through high school 

deadened by its sameness. 

you can scarcely remember what had preceded  

or begin to imagine what might follow.  

 

b) Make your time slippery -  

with the illusion of danger.  

Steal 1) gum, 2) candy, 3) cigarettes  

from shops.  During school breaks tear off  

 

the pupa of your uniforms to reveal brightly coloured undershirts,  

like worms basking rudely in plain sight. Trace the flood drains, 

even in pouring rain. Find your way into the stairwells  

for a clandestine smoke. If you’re running away, 

how long does it take?  

 

c) Have sex unprotected. 

Drink until you fall over, 

set entire hearts on fire. Slip unto the starless beach. 

 

d) Go back into the city. Jump into the river and swim 

in the marina until you are surrounded by the police.  

 

e) Still hate each other,  

cheat when you feel weak, fight when threatened, 

go back home and lie to your parents,  

and then steal from your own caged spirits.  

 

f) Young, furious, you are angry that the world is unchanging, 
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or that despite its banality and terror it cannot be changed 

except in the minutiae of you.  

 

g) Stand there. Your life is the question mark 

around the neck of the coast. No answers,  

only a series of choices. The seam of the open sky, 

and you ____________________ . 
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Em J Parsley 

 

regarding the death of: your name, a hen, and other three-

syllable words 

 

 
You foresaw her death alone, right 

where you left her. if you had allowed her 

the comfort of other bodies, her flock-mates would’ve  

pecked at her corpse, and you 

would wake to this purview: 

that the white hen with black flecks like 

pepper ate her eyes. your love is 

too cracked to understand the treachery 

of animals more generous than you.  

 

You gather up her unopened body  

in the plastic Kroger bag like she’s a piece  

of dog shit, knot the ties twice, begin the 

march to beyond the apple orchard, her shriveled 

spider-corpse-talons straining to rise  

to the canopy above, her domed  

skull ushered to land,  

as if it already knew 

where bones go. when I was a child  

I hung from the sofa, hair brushing  

the floor, shoes pressed to the ceiling  

as my mother held one-person  

spelling bees, and I reigned supreme.  

eight years old, so proud of “endurance.” 

2 e’s and 2 n’s, that broken pipe “c,” and where  

do they go? I knew.  

 

En-dur-ance. you chose 
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her name from a picture book of your  

bedtime routine, a name you won’t  

speak now. she took it with her. 

Say it fast--endurance.  

Now: en-dur-ance.  

Hear that ah right before your  

teeth and tongue meet  

to make that “c” hiss? that’s  

where your name sits--in the ah  

of a deconstructed endurance.  

 

I was granted a name and it is 

mine and I’ll never  

lose it, even after  

its death. I killed it,  

trowled my hands into the doughy,  

rain-stricken earth, pushing aside  

tangled moss and joyous earthworms  

not six feet under, perhaps two,  

maybe three. how many sounds  

are in e-lec-tric, little Emily?    

Em-il-y. the corpse in the Kroger bag 

and your head collide when you swing 

upside-down and tell your mother 

how to spell em-u-late. your mother who  

missed home so much she packed you tight  

like a set of china and carried you back to Southern  

colts and summer corn and what about  

tuh-bac-cuh, little Ducky? 

how many sounds?  

count them with claps. one-two- 

three, lose-your- 

breath from the vertigo 

of the plastic bag swaying 

past your thigh as you walk the edge 
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of the cornfield and 

say it, 

en- 

dur- 

ance. 

consider the 

 

breaths, tally the 

sounds. you don’t touch 

the dead hen with your  

bare hands. the mites  

quitting the cooling body 

 

will own their new home 

in you, and then who  

will pull you away--alone,  

to keep the pepper hen from 

pecking out your eyes; and who 

will lose your name for you; who  

will cradle you in the plastic Kroger bag, 

your spine running down their open  

palms where their right and left pinkies 

meet, their fingers curled up 

and around your skull, reaching 

toward a cracked love while  

the weight of your hair 

slips through their knuckles. 
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Em J Parsley 

 

when I discovered the word all 

 

 
I shaped it like a prayer: is that all 

you see? is that all you know?  

all & all & all  

 

all like always &  

all like almost &  

all like alright &  

 

all right &  

in all my days— 

what days? 

 

days haven’t happened  

since I saw my naked  

13 year old body in the mirror  

 

with all my bones— 

hips, jutting out  

of my control  

 

I read in Seventeen that  

 not all boys like hourglass   

shapes & I was relieved 

 

even though I didn’t  

want boys—not all? no, 

not any—because surely  

 

not every body needs  
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to be claimed 

surely this body  

 

doesn’t need me &  

surely when you told me 

you knew all of me 

 

you didn’t mean this 

—you didn’t mean all— 

how could you, when  

 

I, 13, all-wise & 

full of alleluia, did not?  

I read in Seventeen that 

 

if I could’ve only broken 

all my bones again & again 

& always that my hips would recall 

 

a shape they never knew & you 

would say it’s alright & I  

would be all right 
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Isaura Ren 

 

terror / terroir 

 

 
we can’t yet taste / what shapes us / what shakes us awake / to worlds aflame 

/ words replaced with faceless space / and graceless farewells (see you laters / 

are goodbyes that are faking it) / pleasantries abated by a wary gaze / 

distance is mandated / six feet under or away / this interplay of shifting days / 

precarious / slipping down the riverbank / to marinate in shade / our terroir is 

terror / thoughts and prayers / the particular pain of awareness / what the 

wind carries / water that swallows / all traces of air / we can’t yet taste / what 

breaks us / but later we may / made not in the wave / but from its barren 

wake / this flavor marries / what we bear with / how we bear it 
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Leisha Douglas 

 

Camp Hale 

 

 
Maybe you entered here seventy years ago, 

this blocked gravel road with the sign “Danger, Asbestos.” 

Red-haired you, in Army green, stepped off 

a military train from Illinois into barracks, shooting ranges, canteens, 

a whole dusty town of war now crumpled concrete 

and photographic placards planted like spears  

of helmeted men with ropes and skis, uniformed women with stiff hairdos. 

Your fellow soldiers named you “The Red Hawk from Windy.” 

 

Except for the occasional dirt biker, a trio of rock climbers,  

the valley is lupine, daisy, and paintbrush.  

Trout oscillate in the willow-edged stream. 

Your ashes so light in their box. 

My brother and I choose a cliff with a wide-angle view, 

four aspens squared on its planed top like an altar. 

 

Following Will’s muscular legs, uphill through sagebrush, I strain. 

I can almost hear you laugh at my struggle. 

He refuses to touch what is left of you, so I pour. 

White ash meets earth, a red hawk overhead, begins to spiral.  

A few months before your death, I asked if you ever loved me.  

“But I loved you fiercely,” you sputtered. 
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Kristin LaFollette 

 

Anatomy Lesson: Ossification 

 

 
Something in your eyes— 

 

Anxiety (on my part)   Someday 

 

you may need me to take 

care of you— 

 

You are someone’s daughter 

 

You and I, we have the same  

mouth— 

I hear our words and often 

think they are the  

same 

 

You were someone’s daughter 

 

Were you cared for, like me? 

Were you slow-growing, moss  

concealing your   face? 

Did you know you would have 

your father’s eyes?  

Skin? 

dark? 

 

Am I the whole person  

you thought I’d be? 

 

We are both soft,  

infant skeletons 

         (Room to grow) 
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And if something in your eyes ever feels different than it should, you can find 

me 

 

I will be the one with music, the one with a heart tattooed on my skin 
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Dan Dorman 
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Dan Dorman 
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Rupert Loydell 

 

Map Drawing 1.2 
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Rupert Loydell 

 

Map Drawing 1.5 
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Rupert Loydell 

 

Map Drawing 1.9 
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Rupert Loydell 

 

Map Drawing 1.17 
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Rupert Loydell 

 

Map Drawing 1.19 
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Glen Hogard 

 

6 

 

 
with conscious effort 

Fleur likens the human arm 

to a gate post 

machined perfect nearly 

galvanized for longevity 

through all seasons 

and the blasphemous in between 

freezing, thawing, motioning without uniformity 

like an old jaw 

opening, closing, ill-fitting, wordless 

no end at the back of the throat 
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Mark Vogel 

 

Two strikes against me 

 

 
The whoosh more real than the murmurs from bleachers 

comes twice before I am ready, momentum too fast  

to fathom, like a gap in focus prevents the swing. 

As if the synapse to synchronize and react has been 

wounded, though I knew ahead walking to the plate 

I must connect or walk away having squandered  

 

a chance at glory. The tableau seen through the big end 

of the binoculars isolates this hitter with a molasses  

swing in a baggy uniform acting a part in a movie 

set in 1953. The field is seen as panorama dotted  

with night birds and huge clouds drifting into dark.  

Other games sound from nearby diamonds.  

 

Here spectators watch insects in the lights as much 

as they focus on the game. But for me no time exists 

to grasp the big picture—to replay the two strikes gone. 

Two practice swings deny the predictable failure 

as I am pressed to perform—the very possible future 

of walking away, my head shaking with a rueful grimace. 

 

I arch my back and rearrange my feet and deny judgements 

(from yesterday and today and tomorrow) ready 

to stick. The night gets the final say, later, in a life 

outside this thinking man’s puzzle—beyond this 

small-time city league where every play is forgettable. 

No matter, because I am eager to matter as art 

 

and grace, loose enough, feet dug in, no time  
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for plotting. My vision glued to the pitcher 

sees the ball through fog outside of time  

over infield dirt and I connect with a satisfying crack 

and leap forward, again the playful animal 

released, like this is the natural state of being. 
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Mary Grimm 

 

Discrepant Data 

 

 
Once when they were high, they tried to come up with a theory about animal 

hypnosis, about which animals would be the easiest to put under. Jersey said 

dogs because they were inclined to be obedient. Little Bob said cows because 

they were dumb. Aileen objected that cows were placid, not dumb. They were 

all very hungry.  

Aileen came back from the kitchen with a raw steak. Hypnotize this, she 

said. In the light from the east window, the steak glistened in a way that they 

found a little plaintive. Little Bob suggested that they sketch it in memory of 

their special time together but no one could find a pencil and so Aileen 

snapped it with her phone and the next day made it her profile picture. 

Ten years later, when Aileen was dead, Jersey and Little Bob remembered 

all of this, each of them separately, hundreds of miles apart. They 

remembered the steak, which no one had eaten, which had gone back into 

the refrigerator, and which had stayed there until the edges of it had gone 

moldy and the meat darkened to maroon. They remembered how they had 

thought at various times that they loved Aileen or at least desired her, and 

how her skin had had a subtle glow, a gleam, and how it was soft. Her eyes, 

they remembered, had been compelling. The steak was still on Facebook, for 

she had stopped posting some while later, when she got into Instagram. It 

appeared on her birthday, if anyone was looking. Each of them thought 

secretly that if they had loved her more, or she had loved them, she would 

somehow still be alive.  

Aileen, whose molecules and atoms were floating in the upper regions of 

the air, was aware of the silliness of these thoughts and remembrances, but 

she treasured them all the same, as you do, scraps and bits that you paste 

into a book, the ragged bones and gristle of who you were for a while.  
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Mary McCormack 

 

hunger 

 

 
the storm looks like an enormous blue peach 

that you could pluck right out of the sky 
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Dave Gregory 

 

Baklava in Sunshine and Despair 

 

 
For the third consecutive weekday, eleven people sit around a long, plastic 

laminate table in a beige, windowless room. Each day adds another layer of 

despair. 

“My dream job?” Robert, wearing worn, loose clothing, strokes his 

unshaven chin. 

“Yes,” says the counselor. Her smile wide, her bright red blouse matches 

her lipstick. She remembers Robert’s close shave and clean shirt from day one 

of the workshop. “This could help narrow your employment search 

parameters and indicate an optimal path to success.” Her perfume offers a 

hint of sweetness above a penetrating chemical swath. 

“It would be completely opposite everything I’ve done. No stress, no boss, 

no cubicles. Maybe something outdoors.” 

“Excellent.” 

A long buried memory leaps to the surface. “It would be in paradise, 

where I stayed two decades ago. After college, before the wife and kids, I 

travelled to Greece, ventured from island to island across the Aegean until I 

reached the Turkish coast. I planned on visiting Cyprus, Israel and Egypt but 

fell in love with a peaceful valley whose history the world forgot.” 

The employment counselor nods but can’t visualize the scene. The 

remaining participants, whose attendance is mandatory if they wish to collect 

benefits, welcome any distraction. 

“A long dirt road followed a dry river bed from the highway to the youth 

hostels and campgrounds. Stray dogs and cats. Wild turkeys and chickens. 

When the valley narrowed, a thin stream flowed past an ancient, ruined city. 

An earth-shaken amphitheater clung to the hillside, beneath a canopy of 

trees. There were Lykian tombs, toppled columns from a Roman bathhouse, a 

crumbling byzantine church, and the last remaining wall of a Greek temple. 

Beyond, lay an unspoiled stretch of white sand and the clear blue 

Mediterranean.” 
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Curious where this is going, the counselor prompts, “And your ideal job is 

. . .?” 

“Surrounded by beauty, cut off from the world, our food came from youth 

hostel kitchens – rice, grilled fish, pita bread, omelets, stuffed peppers and 

strange, narrow vegetarian pizzas. It was good but lacked variety. Anyone 

with a sweet tooth found nothing on the menu except apple tea, which we 

loaded with sugar.” 

“Are you a cook, Robert? A barista?” 

“But every few days we heard a braying donkey coming down the dirt 

road, pulling a belled cart, topped with two glass display cases. Some of you 

might be old enough to remember Dickie Dee bicycles – fiberglass freezers 

on wheels. Kids pedaled from street to street, ringing bells, selling popsicles 

and ice cream sandwiches. The Turkish cart was like that but rustic. Better.” 

“Okay, your dream job is selling ice cream. Let’s talk about realizing this plan.” 

“Not ice cream. An old man with a thick mustache and long pants, even 

on the hottest, sunniest days, led the donkey to our compound and we 

gathered round. He sold baklava: nuts, phyllo pastry, pistachio, and the 

sweetest honey imaginable. You may have tried it but it isn’t the same here. 

He didn’t speak English but we could say, ‘Merhaba,’ use fingers to show how 

many pieces we wanted, and offer money – and that was enough. This was 

before the currency was devalued. We handed over half a million lira and 

laughed at the few useless coins he gave us in change. Warm and served on a 

square of waxed paper was a golden, gooey, glistening morsel. We’d take our 

dessert and sit on the patterned red carpet and huge tapestry pillows of the 

wooden, open air, central building. Sipping tea, surrounded by mountains, we 

savored the sweetest food we’d ever tasted.” 

The counselor nods. “That sounds lovely. A travelling baklava salesman.” 

“Yes. Simple. Beautiful. Trees. Animals. My dream job brings happiness, in 

small, tasty doses, to adventurous youths living in harmony with the world.” 

Silence. Several employment workshop participants linger in the ancient 

valley, hearing bells, tasting baklava. Any second, the optimistic counselor will 

propose practical “baby steps” toward this dream. She may recommend 

visiting the local market, where several bakeries have satellite stands each 

weekend. She may even suggest, “I bet they’d appreciate volunteers and 
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might eventually offer a wage. Getting your foot in the door could lead to 

fulltime bakery work and on the job training.” 

But for the moment, Robert’s dream remains a dream, a memory, an ache. 

Robert savors happiness – for three full minutes he’s forgotten his youngest is 

sick, his wife is depressed, and rent is past due, yet he hasn’t any money 

except some worthless foreign coins, forgotten in a jar. 
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Steve Gergley 

 

A Note About the Type 

 

 
The text of this book was set in C. x Paradisi Gothic, a typeface designed by 

Mary Harrington (1939–2015), a poet, swimmer, graphic designer, and pen-

and-ink artist. In addition to these pursuits, Ms. Harrington was also the 

mother of the author of this note. (The author of this note and the author of 

the book that preceded it are one and the same.) C. x Paradisi Gothic is a 

neo-grotesque sans-serif typeface, and like the woman who created it, it 

concedes no space to unnecessary decorations and adornments. Sleek, clean 

lines and neutral, uncluttered letterforms are the order of the day. The 

typeface takes its name from the taxonomic classification of the pink 

grapefruit, the citrus fruit whose juice Ms. Harrington would drink each 

morning after completing her forty minute swim at the Grove Street 

Recreation Center near her home in Topine, NY. Ms. Harrington maintained 

this routine every day for over forty years, including her final day on this 

planet, December 6, 2015.  

On that day, the author of this note accompanied Ms. Harrington to the 

Grove Street Recreation Center. Once there, the author entered the pool and 

attempted to keep pace with her seventy-six-year-old senior for the duration 

of the forty minute session. She failed. (Her attempt to drink an entire glass of 

pink grapefruit juice following this workout was also met with failure.) Later 

that day, while sipping a glass of Pinot Noir and pressing an ice pack to a 

shoulder already sore from the morning’s swim, the author watched Ms. 

Harrington sketch what would be her final artwork: a pen-and-ink still life of a 

bowl of mixed fruit. Included in this bowl, alongside a pair of spotted 

bananas, a trio of furry peaches, and a bunch of plump cherries, was, as 

expected, a pink grapefruit.  

The next morning the author found Ms. Harrington on her back in bed. 

Her body was cold and unmoving, her eyes gently closed. In addition to this, 

Ms. Harrington’s lips were crinkled into a curious scowl of frustration, as if 

death was nothing more than a tiresome inconvenience standing in the way 
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of yet another productive day. For the next hour the author sat with Ms. 

Harrington in a serene silence, and there the two women reminisced about 

old times.  

At the time of Ms. Harrington’s death, her typeface did not have a name; 

this issue was easily resolved however, thanks to Ms. Harrington’s final 

artwork and a quick Google search. One month later, the London-based 

graphic designer Jo Webster converted C. x Paradisi Gothic into digital form. 

As of this writing, C. x Paradisi Gothic is available online for free download 

in a single weight and width: the one you’ve been staring at for the past three 

hundred pages. If this is not acceptable, you may air your grievance with Ms. 

Harrington when you see her. If you dare. 
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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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