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Cuba, you white-haired mother,
leaning over the window sill,
breezes curling your locks.
Of ages past you passed me by,
so early stumbled from your grasp.
Gone are those soft cotton ages
whose rough linens lost all reflections.
No longer a corner buffed by your hand,
no face to encourage each step,
your shores have fallen.
Fallen under shifting sands, water logged,
they form inconspicuous garden dirt.
Oh celestial beings! Let me grow some comfort here,
here that was once the whole.
Oh you Cuba! My white haired-mother, blow your breezes far,
and farther yet, yet that they may reach those that have forgotten.
Leave not your children as you recede,
but let your silver tipped waves carry us home,
where white locks beckoned us all.

Cuba, You White-Haired Mother
E l i s a  To ro Gau th r e aux
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If only the future was carved in stone
the way the past seems to be.
Names mechanically cut into a grave,
a life well ended—their only legacy.

Give me the chance to set my future straight.
Present days would be spent carving my life away,
etching dreams and to-be’s into immortal relief,
sculpting a proud monument of me.

Cold stone will fight to keep its amorphous state—
My fingers will bleed, my back will break,
my body will hunch like a question.
My will shall be stronger, my chisel shall
chip 
     scrape
puncture
        stone—carving the paths I have yet to take.

No storm of chance, no erosion of time
will dare deface that priceless piece.
Though not of gold, it shines as bright—
serving as a beacon for me.

Should the monument I carved ever be unearthed—
excavated from a tomb of time,
I hope some chisel will have
chipped
      scraped
               punctured
nothing but victories onto that grave of mine.

Carved in Stone
Co u rt n e y  Wa rr e n
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The river’s ablaze in the dawdling sun’s evening light.
Two bodies bake in stiff heat,
relieved only by passing cars’ pantings; heavy, brief.
His beady eyes, almost
lost under perspiring brows,
stare at his bobber’s rhythmic bobbing
against slow current, against—
	 Plunk
	 Plip, plunk
ripples of physical echoes left by sinking stone.

“Fish ain’t gonna bite.”

A tiny hand rolls a rough-faced rock.
Small shoulders shrug.
	 Plunk

		  “Fishes never bite.”

Casting a Line
Je n s i n  Lope z
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There’s comfort in darkness 
A place in which light is dismayed 
Which interrupts the black blanket that never fades
Where your heart, mind, and body can afford a pause from reality 
With no combating influences to interject with fallacy
When your imagination creates happiness within your reach
To grasp that thing you’ve been longing for 
And it pounds your heart with every beat
Isolated to become united as one 
To seize the moment of peace where the 
Facade is dismembered and pretending is done
 
There’s comfort in darkness 
Without questions, criticism, and review 
Where one can emerge through the cracks of renew
Reflection becomes eminent in the preparation for tomorrow 
Creating optimism instead of sorrow
Completely relaxed and mentally naked 
Vulnerable to be understood and not mistaken
Having not attained what you think 
Hoping the perplexity of the moment doesn’t shrink

Comfort in Darkness
Kn yl a Ho u s to n
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People and Beasts	
R .S .  M i ch e l e

Without an introduction
Perceiving one as a feast.
Some of us are best as people,
Some of us are best as beasts.

The Gentle,
Let your eyes be open for you to see. 
I heard of some like you
And I heard of some like me.

The Wicked,
Seeks to ravish you gently.
I heard of some who were people
And
I heard of some who were beasts.

The predator set upon his prey,
Knew when opportunity was seized.
I heard of some like you
And I heard of some like me.

The best of lures
Are invisible,
For the eyes to see.
I heard of some who were people
And
I heard of some who were beasts.

Scars and wounds,
Transformed roles.
I heard of the people
who became beast from the cold.
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Cold As	
R .S .  M i ch e l e

Inside my rib’s cove
Cries a heart of solitude
Envying the warmth of love.

15/16  - VO
L 4

48



He brought me roses
Of every color
But every time 
I touched them
They would 
Wither and die

We could not
Fathom why

So one day
He cut 
My pretty skin
And let the blood
Flow into a vase

And he stuck
The roses in
Letting them
Drink of me
So greedily

The flowers sprang 
To life

So he made
More cuts
And brought me
More roses

Until my room
Overflowed with 
Red roses
And my skin
Was covered
With red cuts

 

Blood Roses
Ta n ya Kr a m e r
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Are you happy?
You would ask
With voice deceptively sweet.

The question 
Always left me
Breathless.

And my throat
And eyes
Would suddenly feel heavy.

And the only
Response I could give
Was yes.

But one day
You whispered
The question to me.

And when I turned
To answer
You were gone.

I said
The same 
Word—yes.

And felt
All the same 
Things
But you did not return.

Time passed
And one night
Through the darkness
I heard

The Question
Ta n ya Kr a m e r
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Your voice
As you whispered
The question once more.

And I turned
To look into 
Your eyes.

But this time
I did not know
The answer.
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I. 
I sometimes feel like a cinder block 
is holding me down while I am drowning. 
I scream, yet no one hears me. Watching life 
pass in a television screen, as the other kids 
experience adulthood. My nose in a book as an 
escape. Imagining fictional realities, wishing of
a new family. Full of love. What is it? 
Questioning future ambitions if death will sneak up one day.

II. 
Listen, these words of a dead girl. 
Dissolving into thin air while erosion 
destroys new yolk. Generations, racism 
clap back into present—past hope. What is 
equality? One can see the pain, yet
breathes in the fumes of society’s 
etiquette. Bullying, terrorist attacks of weak 
people fighting back.

III. 
Ignorance is bliss flowing 
throughout the waters of 
the richest land. Greed casts a 
shadow of status, pitying 
suicide versus believing. I see 
the masks, painting smiles of 
innocence. I show my scars, yet 
a doubting Thomas still arises.

IV. 
Nine, seven, five, one. 
Click—bang, it’s done. 

Greener on the Other Side
Ev e ly n Dav i s
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Red Hands
Sa m a n th a Re i n e

Pick up the bone and pencil,
Listen to them crave,
Put their wants to paper,
Be brave, brave, brave.

	 Devil is a settler here,
	 Water cools the burn.
	 Listen to the forest crackle,
	 Learn, learn, learn.

		  Open up the paper town,
		  Crash the planes into oceans.
		  Heavy is the feast of kings,
		  Portions, portions, portions.
	
				    Singing is the key to madness,
				    Watch the leader stumble,
				    Ignorant, happy city will
				    Crumble, crumble, crumble.

						      Pockets full of dandelions
						      Slither  from their greed,
       						      Listen to the want of beggars
      						      Need, need, need.

				    Broken is the ordinary,
				    Man has lost his touch,
				    Hold the little heart beat birdy,
				    Clutch, clutch, clutch.

		  Figure out the knife and killer,
		  Slip into the rush,
		  Money calms the angry antlers,
		  Hush, hush, hush. 
	
	 Castles are abundant here,
	 Built of salt and sands,
	 That gun is fully loaded,
	 But it quivers in my red hands.

Manchac Review

15
-1

6 
- V

O
L 

4

53



People Are Poison	
Sa m a n th a Re i n e

There once was a fox,
Who was warned of great sorrow, 
To beware the dark horse,
That would come on the morrow. 
But the fox did not cower, 
And instead pressed forward,
He a harbinger
And she a horror. 
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Terror Made Me Cruel	
Sa m a n th a Re i n e

They say there was a lioness,
Who could slay with just her gaze.
Come near her boys and make a threat,
And know men die in many ways.
For she is fierce but gentle yet,
With eyes like golden spires.
Her hair is dark like winter bark,
And she’s the dream of men’s desires. 
But be warned, young soul, before you approach,
And make sure to watch your feet,
For she knows there’s more to the monster’s game,
And the victor has longer teeth.
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On the Eve
Ke i rr e  Ta lb e rt

The wick is lit
I evade with the quickest sprint
We survey with the thickest grins
But we know how this could end

Lacking digits
My casket filling
And hatching spirits
Can’t happen. Will it?

Of course it does

It topples over

Sparks fly toward me

I cross my arms atop my heart

I anticipate the shield will work
Whistles screech until the burst
Colors spray and fill the earth.
I only feel the hurt
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On the Eve
Ke i rr e  Ta lb e rt

Gravity
Ke i rr e  Ta lb e rt

It slips from your grasp.
You don’t know where it will land
But it’s falling on you.
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Your lips are pink 
Cotton Candy. I’ve seen them before,
while I pondered whether I should press mine 
against yours. I’ve also seen 
your eyes. They’re big
puddles of mud, sparkling 
with an intense desire, 
for you’re no longer satisfied with just 
chaste, one-armed hugs,
loose hand—holding on the journey to class,
or the sweet emoji signing each text message 
I send you. No, you want the real thing 
and that terrifies me. “Lip locking 
is overrated,” I insist.
“How do you know if you’ve never tried it?” you shoot back.
 I don’t know how to answer that.

We sit on a bench,
tension simmering between us. I sit
forward, my eyes surveying the crowded courtyard.
My feet kick nervously, 
indecisively. My heart pounds
out of my chest. I lick 
my dry, naked lips. You sit 
mere inches away, and I feel 
your gaze burning through me. 
I can’t bring myself to 
look at you. Then, without warning,
your hand brushes against my thigh. I feel 
electricity. I spot your unapologetic 
smile in my peripheral. Suddenly, 
the havoc of my hormones 
is too much to ignore.

Eyes Wide Open
Ca br i n a Go r d o n
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Eyes Wide Open
Ca br i n a Go r d o n

“Why can’t we?” you blurt out.
“I don’t know,” I reply. “Maybe 
after the bell rings.” Then 
the bell rings. “Now?” you ask expectantly.
I steal a glance at you, but quickly recoil 
at your puckered lips. “It looks so 
weird,” I pout. “What if I’m not good at it?”
“It’ll be my first time, too,” you remind me. 
I say nothing. Your hand crawls
across my stomach. I turn to
look at you again, but 
I don’t see you staring back at me. Instead, 
I see the top of your smooth head
and a soft, unfamiliar twinge 
against my mouth. 
My eyes are wide open.
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Two blossoms sprouted in a mellow field
And I could not embrace but one
And one hand, not the other healed
And I pondered on which could shield
To a broken heart of affection

Then I looked further, both rare
And maybe the bud grew a little more
Because it was so wise, the future once a scare
But though I knew beauty was a snare,
Both served true to my inner core

And on the morning dew, they identically sprout
In petals no thorn has bruised
I picked the other for another, different another route!
I knew both, but I still showed a doubt
Because of the past being used

In the horizon I looked at the sky
And thought life treated me so kind
Two blossoms sprouted in a mellow field, and I—
I took but only one, the one without I would cry
And that bud’s love was unconfined

The Chosen One
Sa r a h Bo r d e lo n
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A soul doesn’t love silence, 
That crushes the bones of a wandering heart,
And one’s thoughts flood thee, 
Infecting the harmony of humanity.
The destruction of a screen serves as the barrier
Of which I have dropped a few too many times,
So many times that the cracks speak,
But they cover the blemishes of the broken
To satisfy the culture’s demands. The keys are imprinted
With the touch of love or the touch of hate,
But at the time of putting it away, we seem to just feel isolated. 
I sent my friend a short message over the air,
And at that moment we were sitting silent in the same room
And the connection that once spoke was now quiet. 
We keep this device between our mouth and ears
To fulfill our desire that is hard to fill
And some chatter is positive and some so negative.
We have to trade a smile for a smirk 
“Lol”
We tire our eyes with the bright light,
Maybe just to pass time,
And too tired to speak,
But what if we broke the silence of
She is a rose and she is a thorn.
Instead of the sound of keys,
Listen to the spoken whispers of a tender voice
“You are worthy, you are more”
And I can’t help but wonder
If the words were uttered under the quietest breath
Could they actually hear? Would they question
If they really were worthy?
Before I puncture the button, I would like to know
What I was sewing together or apart
And to know the thread that will combine into one. 
A soul doesn’t love silence,
But tends to love the barrier that separates. 
But it’s not my volume to lower,
And I rather if one could see it(?) for themselves. We
All grasp firmly onto the plastic
Attempting to suture the wound, like a doctor with no intellect. 

Speaking Silence
Sa r a h Bo r d e lo n
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The movement of robots, is what it seems to me, 
Not out of loneliness only, but out of the silencing of speech. 
We will not let out our emotion
And we like the thought that it covers our burdens.

Maybe one day we say, “Hey, aren’t we just speaking silence?”
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Drip—Drip—
Sa r a h Bo r d e lo n

The axe swung and smacked the pieces of timber
And made splinters that surrounded the wet ground. 
The fresh bark brought a syrupy scent when the breeze blew
And from there those who looked around saw several
Tall trees swarm the dark depths of the wild woods
Under the fall forecast of cloudiness, 
And the axe swung and smacked, swung and smacked, 
As it cracked the countless loads of wood 
And nothing occurred: the fine wood was all but finished. 
Take a break, I wish they might have uttered
To please the child by giving him a moment
To rest his tiring hands.
His mother yelled with a quiet voice
That dinner was ready. At the word, the axe,
As if to prove axes knew what dinner meant,
Met with bruised hands upon the stump
With the force of the father behind it. 
The eyes of him were blind to the calloused hands.
The child’s first outcry was a muted laugh, 
As he gazed at the father while holding up his hand,
Half in disbelief, but half as if to keep
The pain from dripping. Then the boy axed him,
Even though he already knew
“What will happen now, father?”
The young heart paced. “Don’t let him cut off my hand—
The doctor. Don’t let him mother!”
But the life was already run dry. 
The doctor filled his veins with a quieting treatment.
He tried to jerk the tears 
And then—the father at his slowed breathing
Looked cold-blooded. His mother listened to
Her tears hit the ground. Drip—drip—drip—	
No more tissues to blot the sorrow. And the father,
Since he was not the one silenced, continued speaking.
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Normal
Ju l i a  Ga i n es

You’re not destroying yourself!
Hey, hatred is just the norm of the day.
Good people don’t need a voice.
They’re nothing but a nuisance,
A waste of your time.
Just worry about yourself.
Don’t worry about anyone else’s grief.
Don’t empathize with anyone else’s pain.
They’ll just bring you down with them anyway.
They don’t know your life, your struggles, or your choices.
Let them fend for themselves.
It’s their problem if they die in the process.
None of your concern.
You can’t tear yourself apart for them.
You have your own issues to worry about.
How come no one notices how hungry you are?
Just look at this.
	 A whole fridge of food and not one thing to eat.
How come no one notices how poor you are?
He hasn’t paid you that money yet.
	 There’s no way to go shopping under these conditions.
How come no one notices how forgotten you are?
She didn’t even bother inviting you.
	 That must be some party if you can’t go.
How come no one notices how scared you are?
She doesn’t look or talk or act like you.
	 That race doesn’t belong in your country.
How come no one notices how trapped you are?
He doesn’t have near as much money as he said.
	 You’ll be a laughingstock with your friends.
It’s as if everyone else’s problems matter more than yours.
	 Who cares about those stupid kids and animals?
		  They’ll die off soon enough.
	 Who care about those families?
		  They never mattered to begin with.
	 Who cares about those foreigners?
		  They shouldn’t have intruded on your land.
			   No cares if they were here first.
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So get rid of them already.

Everyone will take your side.
You’ve always been the victim.
They just never bothered to see it.
So just eliminate the problem.
They’re guilty anyway.
Everybody being a goody two-shoes,
Talking about equality and fair treatment.
Why is that even a thing?
It doesn’t matter how they’re treated.
They need to go.
So keep that mentality.

You’re the only one that matters.

You’ve got everything you want.
You still need more.
So blast them down, shoot them up, and blow them out.

You’re the only one that matters.
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I didn’t fall in love with the color of your eyes, 
I fell in love with the eyes that belonged to you.

My head in the clouds, 
I was always the kind of girl who was searching. 
Bright, no better hue than a clear noon sky. 

You showed me earth, 
Fostering a forest. 
I met the gaze of what it meant to be grounded. 
To be sure.

You brought me down to earth, 
Showed me colors intermingled like I’d never seen. 
Brown and blue and red flutter through autumn forest raindrops.
Mirrored paths of noon-sky rush and wash through the ground.

I took the only seed I had, and planted it with you. 
But the sunset colors dancing across the sky
Faded to black as I began to water it. 
This was not the season for growing hope.

Still your earthen-forest eyes showed me color in the night. 
While bright-light speckled stars showed me, 
Not all was lost.

Head no longer in the clouds. 
Feet no longer on the ground. 
I can still look up to the bright noon-sky. 
I can still gaze into your earthen-forest eyes. 

Caught, 
Falling somewhere in the middle. 
I am falling in love with the color of my own eyes. 
I am grounded growing upward.

Unearthed
Rach a e l  Jo h n s o n
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The whining of the train against the tracks grew louder until with a screech it stopped. Pas-
sengers flooded out free from their former confinement ready to embark on the journey at 
the end of their destination. 
You put your hands on my shoulders. “Don’t get upset” You said with a smile. “This isn’t 
goodbye ya know. This is just I’ll see you later. It’s only a year. I’ll get breaks. You have 
weekends. It’ll be like we’re right down the street again.”
“I know. We’ll visit. You’ll be back.” I tried to smile through my disbelief. I’ve seen this 
cliché scene a hundred times on movie screens. They say goodbye at the subway and you’re 
heartbroken just to see them reunite in the end. 
If only our story could have ended that way. 
Maybe it was because we were best friends and not lovers. 
Maybe the universe has something against a woman loving a man like a brother.
It could have been the cold heartless cement walls that drained the air of its warmth. Or just 
that we were saying goodbye. Maybe it was just me, but something didn’t feel quite right. 
We stood in the dim artificial light. It was a lie, trying to tell me the sun was there when I 
knew I was underground. Two minutes felt like only one more second as strangers walked 
past and you waited one moment more to walk away. “I’ll see you soon.” An artificial prom-
ise escaped from your lips as we silently said our not goodbyes. 
 You stepped onto the train. I watched as it pulled you away, farther underground than you 
had ever been before.
That was the moment one year turned into eternity. 
I walked back to the surface. 
Or at least I tried. 
The light of the sun shone dim through the bleakness of the clouds. 

*** 

It’s been a year to the day and you’re still underground. The daises remind me that the 
beginning of your journey didn’t allow for a destination. Your cold cement blossom echoes 
the day you left and lets this lifeless garden know you’ll never make it back to the surface. 
It was such a short list, only six names long, but you were on it. I didn’t want to believe it at 
first. I told myself you would be back. I wanted my friend back. I wanted my brother back. 
I wanted you on the surface where you belong.
The clouds that covered the sky a year ago are slowly beginning to move along. The sun still 
shines out dimly but at least it’s not artificial. I’m making my way back to the surface, but 
you’re still stuck underground.  
Was it really a lie? Or was it the smallest ray of hope trying to break through from the sur-
face?  “I’ll see you soon”
We’ll see ... 

Underground
Rach a e l  Jo h n s o n
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SARAH BORDELON is thankful for the opportunities Southeastern provides 
for students to express artistic works. She feels blessed and believes we all connect 
through literature. 
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Review.
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a perfectionist to recognize when a project should be considered “done.” When 
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EVELYN DAVIS is a poet, storyteller, and blogger. She is a native of New Or-
leans, and she is seeking a bachelor’s in English creative writing.

JULIA GAINES is a graduate student of English creative writing with a minor 
in history.  She enjoys literature that dabbles in the macabre, especially all things 
Edgar Allan Poe, H. P. Lovecraft, and Agatha Christie.

BRENDA BIRCH GALLAHER is a member of Oquirrh Writers Chapter of the 
League of Utah Writers, and she has been writing since the age of thirteen when 
she lived across the road from a popcorn cornfield in Indiana. 

ELISA TORO GAUTHREAUX is a visual arts—painting/music major. She is 
from Cuba and believes in using imagery and storytelling in poetry.

CABRINA GORDON is a junior Communication major with a fiery passion 
for imagery and sentence structures. She appreciates a juicy cheeseburger and a 
suspenseful TV series to watch on Netflix.

KNYLA HOUSTON is a native of Marrero, Louisiana. When she was a child, 
she received a fancy journal and pen as a gift, and that unlocked the door to her 
writing journey.

RACHAEL JOHNSON is a junior biology major with a passion for writing. She 
enjoys seeing the little things in everyday life, which is what inspires her to write.

TANYA KRAMER is a working toward a double degree in graphic design and 
multi-platform journalism.  She hopes to start her own magazine.

JENSIN LOPEZ is a graduate student studying English creative writing. She 
enjoys storytelling in all its forms, and she hopes to tell many odd but interesting 
stories one day.



R.S. MICHELE is a Hammond native in pursuit of a bachelor’s in English Language  and Literature. 
Through his pen, he attempts to connect the realities of life with the abstract.

TYLER PAGE is a sophomore English major with a concentration in Language and Literature. He is pas-
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SAMANTHA REINE is a fiction editor for Manchac Review and has been writing since age thirteen. 
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exhibits her artwork in galleries in the city of New Orleans and internationally.

ZACHARY SLAWSON is writer in the M.A. program in technical writing who prides himself upon 
being weird. While he doesn’t consider himself to be a creative writer, he is certainly passionate about 
reading and writing.

KEIRRE TALBERT is a selfless Louisianan who enjoys pondering the perspectives of people. Keirre has 
been riddled with questions of identity. Who he is depends on who is asked.

COURTNEY WARREN is pursuing a bachelor’s in English creative writing with a minor in publishing 
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About Manchac Review
Manchac Review is Southeastern Louisiana University’s creative journal, published 
annually as Manchac Review Online and in traditional print format. Manchac Re-
view Online is an interactive experience including fiction, poetry, drama, art, mu-
sic/lyrics, and video shorts. Submissions are accepted year round. If an edition is 
already at press, accepted submissions will be held until the next edition’s publica-
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Upon submission, all works are subject to peer review, with individual editors or 
instructors representing each genre, for quality, content, originality, and creativity. 
Students whose written works are conditionally accepted may be required to meet 
with an editor to discuss necessary revisions prior to publication.

General Submission Guidelines:
-- Students may submit as many works as they wish but not all may be accepted 

for publication.

-- Multiple authors or artists working on an individual piece must each fill out 
separate forms. 

-- Submissions may include, but are not limited to: short stories, novel excerpts, 
vignettes, flash fiction, poetry, plays, screenplays, monologues, musical composi-
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lication or distribution elsewhere shall be eligible for publication in Manchac 
Review or Manchac Review Online.

-- All submission information and release authorization sections must be com-
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-- Work shall be submitted in the form of one hard copy and one electronic copy 
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-- Printed word materials should adhere to a 12-point, readable font and be dou-
ble-spaced (unless artistic or structural needs call for otherwise).

-- A copy of the code is available in the Writing Center (DVIC 210) and on-
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files/2007_74_127.pdf.
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