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²Ƙŀǘ aŀǘǘŜǊǎ bƻǿΧ  Joel Hickerson

What matters now is if that ball is going to get thrown.  

I am not sure who these little people are that have come to 
amėUbXėamė_YYdYfógė\cigY"ėXcYgbóhėaUhhYf"ėk\UhėaUhhYfgė]gė
if they know their role while here.  I can usually count on the 
little ones to be much more focused, they enjoy the game, 
embrace it - seems like they are not that far removed from 
my own interests.  

Okay"ėgcėZ]fghėhYgh"ė\YfY"ė\YfYė]hė]g$ėėH\Uhógėf][\h$ėėMYgëėė=bė
the pool?  Go, go, go îsplash, water, wow, got it!  Feels 
[ccX$ėė<YfYėmciė[c"ėkU]híė

Gottaget this water off my coat, whoops, sorry, forgot that 
h\YėV][ėcbYgėXcbóhėUddfYW]UhYėh\YėkYh$ėė

Here, here ya[cė`]hh`Yė[im"ėh\Uhógėf][\h"ėk]h\ėh\Yė`]hh`Yė
cbYógíėėC<ëėė;c"ė[c"ė[c"ė[cėîsplash, water, wow, got it!  
:YY`gė[ccX$ėė<YfYėmciė[c"ėkU]híė

Gottaget this water off my coat, whoops, sorry, forgot that 
h\YėV][ėcbYgėXcbóhėUddfYW]UhYėh\YėkYh$ėė

Okay"ėk\YfYóXėh\Yė`]hh`Yė[imė[cėî

FOOD?! I smell food!



Amanda Cheri Bordeaux Bonnie J Boddie

Dear Ma Ma and Pa Pa,

I pray this letter finds you as each 
our whereabouts; unknown. But, God knows and I must depend on him because he is all 
Iõve been able to trust in the years behind. I pray this letter finds you bien-etre.

I must explain in case you do not 
know how I was separated from our travelers. While resting in The Badlands, from the 
Conestoga Suzanne Renee and I ran to the hills to pick flowers while doing chores. We 
wandered too far so regretful Iõve been. While there, two men; slave traders, I suppose, 
had watched Suzanne. Even though, she is older and more beautiful than I, they took 
both of us for fear I would tell and they not escape. She was thirteen and I ten.

While held captive, Suzanne and I 
held each other tightly. I cried a lot; she did not, but wasnõt able to talk. Somewhere 
around the Prairie the men separated us and I have not seen or heard of her since.  I can 
only assume her destiny is the same as mine, but somewhere else is she in this land.            

Then by myself and ten years old, the 
repulsive slave trader took me on a riverboat to New Orleans. He did not speak to me and 
Iéé.can not say, I have very little memory, just isolement. In New Orleans, I was 
sold. And in this big fancy home for men who passed through and sometimes from France, 
I cleaned, cooked and moped. The Negro-Mammies fed me and at times held me like I 
was their own. One of them taught me Creole and how to read it and write. That is why my 
letter is written as it is for see I have forgotten much of our French.  Well, after five years 
of helping out one of the shiny women said I was pretty and had sweet hands and a 
delicious mouth. She encouraged me like her. I havenõt cleaned since fifteen.. 

The candle light on our front porch is 
covered and it beams a scarlet red.  The men smell of liquor. When I sing French songs, 
some of them cry for their homeland. I must say, I do understand. 

Ma Ma and Pa Pa, I know you 
might be ashamed of me. But, one day I promise, I will have enough money to find you 
and I will find you; if sadness has hastened your deaths then I understand as my youth 
prevented my Earthly escape. When we find one another, then, the smears of rouge will be 
wiped from my cheeks and Iõll never look back, but embrace any moments with you. 

Ma Ma I havenõt forgot what you taught me about God and Pa Pa, I still pray on my 
knees.

May this letter find you well; Godspeed love,                                                                                
daughter Amanda, my American name, Cheri Bordeux

New Orleans, November 15, 1745



Missed Elizabeth Cauthorn

The Teacher Cat, I often missed, 
sits curled upon my chest.
L ŘƛŘƴΩǘ ǎŜŜ ƘŜǊ ǇŜǊŦŜŎǘ ǎǘǊŜǘŎƘ 
or ǘƘŜ ōƻŘȅΩǎ ƴŜŜŘ ŦƻǊ ǊŜǎǘΦ



wŜŘΧ  Joel Hickerson

It wasnõt her patent leather, spiked heel, 

lava red shoes that I noticed first.  

Wasnõt even the red toenails sliding out 

the front of  the pumps, lookin õ like little 

devil heads peeking out of  somewhere 

they shouldnõt oughta have beené  It 

was the sound.  The sound of  her 

clomping down the board walk.  Those 

high heels making a pop against that 

wood like firecrackers burstin õ on the 

fourth of  July.  I guess because I was 

looking down I noticed her feet first, but 

as I panned up I was entreated to her 

entire visual panorama.  Red.  Red dress, 

red hat, red purse, red sun burned skiné  

Looked like the planet Mars stomping by 

on toothpicks.



Forgiveness Doris Johnson Judd

The time will come when we will dance 

again.

That my heart and your heart will open 
and become as one.

We will remember time before this life.

We will remember the sacredness of our 
pledge.

Gratitude will fill our spirit for the 
lessons each taught and received.

Truth will open locked doors and love will 
enter in.

Joy will fill our being and we will dance 

again. 


