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Dear Readers
 As April rolls around the corner just as 
quickly as ever so does the end of the year for 
Alma College students.  Students begin prepar-
ing for finals, studying and writing and working 
until they can’t anymore before turning around 
and saying goodbye to seniors who are leaving a 
placed they called home for four years.
 But with the end of the year quickly ap-
proaching, See Spot Run takes this chance to head 
back to its roots with our final issue of the year—
our Only Alma edition.  The submissions this 
month come not only from Alma College students 
but alumni and professors as well—stories from 
all who are proud to say they are a part of Alma 
College.  For three years this final issue has been 
dedicated solely to those of the college campus, a 
chance for See Spot Run to pull back and remem-
ber the beginnings of where this publication grew 
from into what we are all proud to say it is today.
 As also a farewell send-off to our graduat-
ing seniors, this is also my chance to pass down 
the torch of Editor-in-Chief as it has been done in 
years past to my Assistant Editor, Santino Dalla 
Vecchia.  Though there were many trials and 
bumpy roads throughout the year for us, as I pass 
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down this torch I know See Spot Run will only 
continue to grow and expand with the new and 
old staff next year.  This magazine has made many 
striding steps in my years here at Alma and will 
only continue to do in the years to come.  I am 
proud to say I was part of this wonderful publica-
tion that has reached so many people and helped 
the creativity of so many people be shared across 
the globe.  And while I am sad to be leaving, I am 
very excited to see what this publication will do 
next.
 So join me in celebrating the roots of See 
Spot Run and celebrating the graduation of its se-
niors as this year once again comes to a close but 
waits anxiously for the next to begin.

Thank you for four fantastic years here at Alma,

Chelsey Timlin
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Mozart’s Sister Addresses Him
Kamryn Kurzner

Dear Brother,

My words are merely
a shadow of you,
bloodless flesh before me
  cold, 
hands clasped at your waist
as if waiting backstage
for the next performance,
 you left before the curtain.

Father always loved you more,
plucking strings with nimble fingers
 at the feet of kings
you learned the ways of ink and song,
a chance my sleepless nights 
would never achieve.

Stunted, at an age where I could lose
my hand to another
 not the man I loved,
he wasn’t of suitable merit for Father,
my passions forfeited to children
and our language misplaced the key
as we grew apart and you grew ill.
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I stand here now unsure if my mind
is sharp enough to play out 
  our final goodbye
my memories tied in knots
unfold gently to reveal 
our first sharing of souls at the clavier,
where I draw my strength
to kiss your pale cheek, a double bar
with no repeat,
 goodnight.

All My Love,
Nannerl
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how to write someone into a poem: 
a recreation 

Paige Emerson

       “I’ll get burned when I try to write you”
     William Palmer

there are not enough words
in any language i know
for me to properly be able
to explain in a poem
how in love with you i really am.

my body aches
for the touch of your lips resting
somewhere
anywhere on my skin,
because i’d die for
that kind of relief;
may they burn their impression
into my hips/neck/chest/breast
so i will never lose you.

the one thing i know
i’ll miss the most
is the fact that
even though you sleep so much better
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without another body in the bed,
you still fell asleep every night
pressed to my skin—
overly sweaty limbs
and your arm draped across me
the only other company in the room.

even now you still swear
i’ll never have trouble with words,
but i’ve yet to find a word
that envelopes this level of agony.

you go down like bare naked whiskey,
and i’m spending my nights choking on dissipating smoke
because i know you’re laying in bed
staring aimlessly at the ceiling
with nobody wrapped in your arms.

your smile is burned to the inside of my lids,
and your voice still lingers on these walls.

i’m losing sleep from chasing you,
begging you to come back
because my bed is cold
and my hands won’t stopped shaking
and my eyes never seem to be dry
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William Palmer

    —for Monica Rentfrow
She hopped up 
to reach the chair beside my desk

then scooted back,
orange knit hat 

pulled down
over two round scars on her forehead

from the halo brace that aligned 
her spine years before.

Her red scooter zipped across the mall 
with her smile like a headlight.

Homecoming Queen, king kneeling 
beside her—a stadium of cheers.

Hoping to ease her frame once more 
she wrote “Ode to My Breast Reduction”

but in a bright room 
the unexpected seized the air.
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Our elevator still holds 
a white stick for her

to push buttons 
that circle with light. 
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The Fate of Simon Gulliver 
Caitlin A. Marsh

 “Simon Gulliver was eaten by the statue of 
Napoleon Bonaparte on the third floor balcony 
of the Williamston Museum,” Helen Fitzroy 
said.  She paused a moment, then added, “It’s a 
traveling exhibit on French history.  We don’t 
always have a statue of Napoleon Bonaparte on 
the third floor balcony.”
 Sergeant Leonard sat behind his massive, 
industrial grey desk, silent and utterly non-
plussed.  His grey mustache twitched.  Slowly he 
picked up a yellow legal pad and a dull pencil.
 “I think you should begin again,” he said 
slowly.  “Before…er…whatsisname…?”
 “Simon Gulliver,” Helen stated clearly.  “I 
can spell it if you like,” she added, eyeing Leon-
ard’s motionless pencil.
 “Er, that’s all right, thanks.”  The sergeant 
quickly scribbled down the name.  “Now, what 
exactly did you say happened?”
 “He was eaten, sir, by the statue of Napo-
leon Bonaparte on the third floor balcony.  The 
statue from the traveling exhibit on French his-
tory.”
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 “I see,” Leonard said, more to himself than 
to her.  He tapped the pencil absently on his desk 
for a moment, then set it aside.  “Miss…er…”
 “Helen Fitzroy, sir.  I’m a junior curator at 
the museum.”
 “Er, yes.  Miss Fitzroy, just to clarify.  You 
say you saw someone…eaten…by a statue?”
 “Oh yes,” Helen said crisply.  “At about three 
o’clock this afternoon.”
 “Three o’clock,” the sergeant repeated.  He 
set down the notepad and pencil, mustache 
twitching.  “Miss Fitzroy, if this is some kind of 
joke, I am far from amused.”
 “Not at all,” Helen replied, her eyes widen-
ing behind wire-rimmed spectacles.  “I assure you, 
sir, I find the situation even less amusing than you, 
if such a thing were possible.  Can you imagine 
the press if this gets out?  No, something must be 
done about that thing.”
 “That thing?”
 “The statue of course.” Helen looked 
thoughtful.  “Although perhaps taking it into cus-
tody would be unwise.”
 “Taking…taking the statue into custody?”  
Sergeant Leonard imagined handcuffing the 
marble wrists of Napoleon Bonaparte and rubbed 
at his temples.  “Miss, I really don’t understand 
what’s going on here,” he said at last. 
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 “Of course not,” Helen replied with an 
understanding smile.  “I mean, the police don’t 
get calls about man-eating statues every day, do 
they?”  She trailed off, considering.  “Or per-
haps you do.  Not being a policewoman myself, I 
wouldn’t know, would I?”
 “No,” Leonard replied absently.  He rolled 
his pencil back and forth across the desk, carefully 
avoiding eye contact with the young woman be-
fore him.
 “But I think it’s safe to assume that the likeli-
hood of there being two such statues in the same 
town is rather slim,” Helen continued.  “So you’re 
probably just as surprised by these happenings as I 
was.”
 “At least,” Leonard murmured, still rolling 
the pencil back and forth.
 “Quite.  But the question remains, Sergeant 
Leonard.  What do you intend to do?”
 “What do I intend to do?”
 “Yes,” Helen said slowly, as if she were 
speaking to someone rather dim.  “What are you 
going to do about the statue?”
 Sergeant Leonard shook his head, then 
looked back up at Helen, blinking as if he hoped 
he could close his eyes and she would vanish.  
When she didn’t, he sighed.
 “Let me see if I have this right,” he began.  
“At three o’clock this afternoon, this man…” He 
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paused to check the name scribbled on the legal 
pad.  “This man Simon Gulliver was eaten by a 
statue of Napoleon Bonaparte.”
 “Yes,” Helen said encouragingly.  “The statue 
from the traveling exhibit.”
 “Displayed on the third floor balcony.”
 “Exactly.”
 Leonard ran his hand through his hair.  
“Miss, assuming this is not some elaborate practi-
cal joke, may I ask you one question?”
 “Certainly.”
 “Why on earth would a statue of Napoleon 
Bonaparte eat a museum patron?”
 “Actually, sir, Simon Gulliver was a security 
guard.”
 “Oh.  I see.”  Leonard thought this over for a 
moment, wondering if this latest tidbit of informa-
tion made any of the previous ones less strange.  
When he had determined it did not, he began 
again.
 “In that case, why on earth would a statue 
of Napoleon Bonaparte eat a museum security 
guard?”
 Helen looked thoughtful.  “Well, sir,” she 
said at last.  “I would imagine it was because it was 
hungry.”
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The Hands of Time 
Jim Daniels

Sharp hands pricked my daughter’s brain
so her teacher sent home a cardboard clock
to help her puzzle out the time. Hours and minutes

crisscrossed her into ticks at the kitchen table
thin fingers pulling her face taut into tears
as clock hands jabbed her tiny ribs tender

from teasing—the smart kid suddenly dumb,
numb with failure. Such a small one, I thought
as I tried to help her puzzle out hours and minutes

at the kitchen table after dinner. We counted on hands.
Ten years, and she’s gone away onto the map of Out There.
Clock hands prick my brain with ticking. My daughter

bored on the phone. I can teach her nothing. I try
to tease out moments of the time of her life. She has 
to go, she says, the time. Hours and minutes blur

in the haze of her life in another zone. I smart
in the distance, cardboard father, a photo on a shelf.
My daughter’s brain—digital, precise. Sharp enough
to prick my heart, puzzled myself by hours, minutes. Hands.
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Structured Wanderings 
Jocelyn Kirk

Do you know that smell your clothes get when you travel,
That oozes up from your suitcase when you open it?
Like your clothes are wilted, past their prime.
Or the stress that hunches like a bully
just behind your eyes. 
Pinpricks of pain that work to deflate your calm.
Or the state of your legs as you lug a suitcase.
When your skin takes on a bluer shade,
turning your strength soft.
But the moment you see foreign skyscrapers puncture the sky
and hear words trip off the tongue differently than yours do.
When you try new phrases like you try new candy,
rolling it in your mouth to see if you like the taste.
And you’ll try to explain the feeling you got 
when you saw the ceiling of that cathedral,
or the thrill you felt when you finally realized you mastered 
the city.
But you’ll fill your suitcase with kitschy souvenirs
because that is what is expected of you.
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Seated on my park bench 
Andrea Aguilera

I watch the horizon
separate earth from infinity:
oil resting upon water. 

Sunlight warms the backs
of hands like larger hands.
There’s a weight to this Light—

A sky pressure, empty space 
thick with the long familiar yoo-hoo 
of a bird I’ve never bothered to identify. 

Long—short, the cry 
falls, one step and a half,
the two-toned song of a heart beating. 
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View from the Front Porch 
Ellen Martin

Iron River, Michigan—June, 2013

Today has poured itself
to the dregs,
wrinkles of a rain-spent sky
smoothed by the passing arc
of an eagle over the beechwoods. 

Water drops
leaf to leaf.  
         Sun slips
in to calm a forest 
tossed
by fury of west wind.

Sitting alone on the porch,
I hear crickets hum 
across puddles
to grazing deer in orange-tinted dusk—
a love song I could never write.
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Another Sky 
Robert Vivian

 Love is clear in the dark listening for a 
sound, a hush, a whisper or turning of a leaf on 
its way to scattering and long ago tree and love 
is held close, so close its fire burns brightly in 
my chest out to the tips of my fingers and love is 
a wound that will not heal and love is the ache 
that accompanies it, love is a hand holding a 
cup of tea and love is the spoon on the counter 
reflecting starlight in the nimbus of its shine 
and love the wisps of hair across my wife’s fore-
head in sleep and love the bandwidth of their 
blondness and love outside deep in the night 
to early morning and love the hidden crick-
ets chirping everlasting peace and love in the 
mailbox and hangdog flag wagging its redness 
to please take these letters, love in the unused 
oven and ice cubes fitted for the plunge into 
grape juice, vodka, and root beer and when I 
say love I feel it feeding me in photosynthesis 
and when I see love I know it is manifest spirit 
like roots shaping the very ground and fields 
beyond where my gaze can roam and sky is love 
in vast and glorious empyrean, apple is love 
in halved sections moist with sugar and water 
and dear in this love I walk and I wander all the 



29days of my life and under the sign of this love, 
which is a many splendored flower, and out on the 
highways beyond the billboards and the off ramps 
and orange pylons of construction love is driv-
ing across America at the speed of light and love 
is talking to itself in mystical code like soft static 
between stations and love is speed and movement 
and also stillness, so still and steady yet wanting 
to fly and love fills my mouth with juicy alacrity 
and love grazes my shoulder like the wing of a 
bird and this same brushing a holy contact and 
sacred offering of feather and love layeth me down 
in green pastures with daisies in my hair and love 
waketh me in the morning to stretch and work 
and play and these words whatever they say, what-
ever they speak curve around the great bend of 
love’s bounty and the acorn in the palm of Julian’s 
hand in the intimate display of all there is and how 
love is held and cherished there, son, daughter, 
and little lamb on the straw of Julian’s skin, wait-
ing for another sky to lift them up to heaven.
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Beneath the Stones of Sometimes 
Comfort 

 Lisa Folkmire

The dust seeped into the open knee, ruby jewels dripped down to Earth
And the smooth pearl-tears joined below, hidden goldmine 
We never thought to look under the groundstones for promises
Because sunrises can darken over hazy-eyed skies
Softening pinks and whisper blues, deep-sigh clouds rolling through
And the schoolkids won’t swing when the newsman comes on
Morals lost between the telephone wires that hold out the freshness
Of birdland, wing-strewn word, featherweb of wander thoughts
There’s a more-big difference between above and below
Than the forever of lost and the sometimes of comfort.
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Song of Making Bread, of Boiling 
Water 

Jacob Hammer

In the kitchen
She held to 
The floor tiles
With her tired feet
Green nail polish
Like summer fallen leaves
Broken tiles in the corners
And terrifically placed
Lumps of dough
On the counter
In the kitchen
And beneath my hands flour
Water and a pinch of salt
Rosemary
Holding pieces of myself waiting to be filled up
She sets the kettle on the burner
She pulls the mugs from the cabinet
Sets them on the table
The storm outside has something to tell us
Now we sit down at the thin table
Hold the mugs with our floured hands
Now we begin to listen
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Scavengers 
Jocelyn Kirk

There’s a picture of us.
We are pirates out to scavenge our way through Halloween.
We both have marker mustaches
like we forgot to wipe away some chocolate milk.
I stand with patched pajama bottoms next to you
with your hook and your captain’s hat. 
I am looking up at you with sparkle eyes
knowing you won’t let me down.

What you can’t tell is the marks on my arms
where you scratched my skin
to test your hook.
What you can’t see in that capture of time
is the night ahead.
Where you took my candy,
Then ran away,
cackling your little laugh
of childhood and mischief. 

Did you know I knew?
I knew you would take my candy.
So I hid chocolate in my costume.
I shoved candy into my scabbard
and carried my sword all night.
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April 5, 1994 
Paige Emerson

     for Kurt Cobain

i can feel
the live wires of Nevermind and
“In Bloom”
rumble through the ground—
compression waves
rip through the air/land/sea
in frantic search
of my bones,

but pieces of me
blow across only god knows where
and all throughout time,
trying to make their way
to your window pane.

sweet geosmin baby,
breathe in the morning mist while
damp earth
and saltwater
pulse through your veins.
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you love Oasis,
you love Coldplay,
you love the smell of
Seattle in late March,

and even though I did too,
some April showers
bring death
instead of flowers.

and though you have loved me
more than anyone
will ever know,

poor, poor baby—
born from the escape of my spirit
sent to feed your fire—
don’t fail springtime
as i know
i have failed you.
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Across the Snow 
William Palmer

A black squirrel hops across the snow.
I could hike across the frozen bay.
But lately I don’t know where to go.  
Each day I stumble to find my way.

I never thought I’d live this long.
The rising sun hurts tired eyes.
I seem to dwell on every wrong.
I hoped by now I would be wise.  

But as I sit and stare through space
I hear my breath move in and out.
I know I’m here—there is no race.
Right now at peace, I feel less doubt.

The squirrel springs up the crooked birch.
Some moments glow like glass in church.

Did you know I knew?
I knew you would take my candy.
So I hid chocolate in my costume.
I shoved candy into my scabbard
and carried my sword all night.
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Church Alley Walk 
Andrea Aguilera

Thaw inspires 

cautious walking

and a slope of 

the neck while

irises drop

then skip

between spaces

between puddles

along concrete 

edge grass grasps

at light and on

the pavement

before you
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dart bird shadows 

free of their birds

weightless

and grounded

by this 

downward 

pull

of sky.
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The Woodland Bible’s First Reading 
Lisa Folkmire

Oh, I wish I was there now in their holy-bronze glow
Embrace me with the warmth of the assured and the knowledge of 
the righteous
Though I know church-robes and candle-holders save no place for 
my kind
And my father once told me that he didn’t believe in Hell
Only the joy that my mother’s smile could bring to him
The moments pressed between leaf-quivers and river-ripples
I held on to that thought since, only praying to the tree-knots
Shadow-branches played the hymns I tried to sing
But music comes to those who ask for joy
For now, rush-spirit grasses bow back to the noon-tide
Rum-tuckers, I could only be you amongst dreamers
What is and what was matter less in the days of formality
Oh, I wish I was now in their holy-bronze glow.
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Dear Jim Poems

Michael Delp

Introduction to Michael Delp’s following poems

Several summers ago, waiting for a mayfly 
hatch, I was reading a collection of Jim   
Harrison’s poems and started writing notes to 
him in the margins. I have known Jim and have 
read his poems for decades. I return to them 
again and again, much as you would a sacred 
text, though that seems a bit inflated. I recall, to 
the very day, I first picked up his work in 1970, 
and thought then as I do now, that he was writ-
ing directly to me and into me. He remains, one 
of the few American writers who manages to 
unleash whatever it is that resides in me to help 
me see the world differently, and I hope more 
clearly. These notes to Jim are simply that...notes 
translated into prose poems that would fit on 
a postcard. “I want to die in the saddle, an en-
emy of civilization/want to walk around in the 
woods, fish and drink”. Indeed.
 Michael Delp
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Dear Jim,
From today’s reading: “Missippian Indians of the 
Cumberland Plateau believed that fish and birds 
can permeate the barriers separating the three lay-
ers of the universe.”
Meanwhile, I’m flailing through just one layer, this 
one, where the heart pumps a fierce juice. Why 
else would guys like Berryman take a leap into 
freezing water? It’s the end of summer, everyone 
is leaving. The annual migration of those with 
money now heads into the wilds of South Ameri-
can where they have bought land over aquifers, 
their gleaming teeth lighting the way through the 
jungles they have made of themselves. Up here, on 
this ground, I mourn the loss of millions of buf-
falo, the wolves shot down in pastures out West, 
while nearby, what bears still live in these woods 
tremble at the sound of jet skis, and fireworks. I 
need desperately for a Chilean mine style rescue 
straight out of the sky, some god up their turning 
the winch of what he thinks is a well bucket, only 
to find this shrunken head drowning in its last cup 
of water.
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Dear Jim,
From you: “The kestrel has a curious ability to 
perceive ultraviolet light with a four dimensional 
color vision system which enables it to see irides-
cent urine trails that voles leave in the grass...thus 
the bird is better able to pursue them.”
I have no honest idea what I’m trailing behind 
myself: 66 years of exhaust, all the poems that 
never quite caught fire, and that image I have of 
you of the inside of your head smoldering like an 
ancient signal fire. I know there is something out 
there,, the opposite of any kind of muse, I long 
ago perceived with talons harboring the force 
of wrecking balls homing in on what’s left of my 
head. But to you I offer this: no fear. I’d go prone, 
hit the ground in love with that fierce whistling 
monster Kestrel coming in, lifting me off the 
earth, nothing left but a trail of busted books, thin 
volumes reduced to paste under her beak.
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When Grandpa Played That 
Crooked Waltz 

Ellen Martin

I could not predict how
a snag 
of frayed bow
  on loose strings
could hollow 
    that inch between my ribs,

or how it would fill
   as that crooked waltz
    echoed from the belly
  of weathered violin

worn like the man who played it
slouched in a wheelchair,
head nodding to rough tempo
and eyes closed 
    to unsteady hands 
  that would shake him
from the memory 
of a barn floor strewn with straw, 
   heat of July twilight 
and her cheek on his,
  lamp hung from rusty nail
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to light the steps of the woman
who would be his wife,
   following him
as he hummed the melody

     now the slow heart-
beat 
  of a fading 
generation 
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Miles 
Kamryn Kurtzner

i used to write because my heart
was empty, a void echoing your name
and now that it’s full again
i find myself writing
to put walls around what we have
because nothing is breaking us down
not ever
 not again
one thousand
   one hundred
       twenty six
miles.
cinch around your heart
dont let them break you
listen to my voice
dont let them in
im only a few seconds away
 my touch is near
and i know these words are not
going to compare
 to my airport kisses
and i know when i say I’m trying
  it doesn’t soothe the pain
i have no excuse
no well written proverb or
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honey soaked apology
only my naked, bleeding heart
screaming i love you through 
one hundred
   twenty minutes
and two airports
for a weekend long embrace
buried in your neck
trying to shake away thoughts of goodbye
and i know i keep saying soon
like it’s a thing with wings
 PLEASE

please let me fulfill my promise
help you forget unhappiness
i swear i wont leave your side
and i know it’s too much to ask
but it’s only a little bit longer
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Spotlight Piece
Welsey Hoyle

Commencement

“You all packed up?  Ready to leave?”  It was the 
end of an era for me.  Graduation was over, and 
my horizons were about to expand in a big way.
“Yeah, Dad, it should all be there.”  I was getting 
a little exasperated.  How many times would he 
ask me to double check that I had everything?
“Well, make sure, because it’ll be a lot harder to 
just call home for things from now on.”  Appar-
ently, at least once more.
“Augh, Dad!  Why do you have to be on my 
case so much!”  I doubled back and did another 
sweep through my room.  Sure enough, it was 
looking pretty empty.  “Okay, now will you be-
lieve me when I say I’m ready?”  I walked past 
him, swiping my keys from the counter and 
moving toward the door.
“I’m trying to help you adjust.  You know you 
won’t be able to just goof off now, not like you 
did in school the last four years.”  Yep.  I had 
heard that one before, and increasingly often 
during the past few weeks.  It stopped just brief-
ly for the festivities surrounding graduation, 
and now it was back with even more   
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desperation.  I turned around.
“You say that like I’ve barely done any work so far.”  
It’s a little cliché, but I couldn’t help but think he was 
only nagging me so much because he didn’t remem-
ber what it’s like in this position.
“Of course that’s not true,” he said, and then sighed.  
“But it’s all going to change for you.  How you live 
your life will be fundamentally different from here 
on out.  I don’t want it to catch you off guard.”  As 
much as I hated to admit it, I had been thinking the 
same thing, even since before my parents started 
bringing it up in every conversation.  The idea was 
certainly a little scary.
“I know, I know,” I replied.  I put my hands on my 
hips and looked down.  “I’ll be fine, though.  It’s not 
like you’re going to disappear from my life.”  I think 
I said it more to myself than to Dad.
Then the clock in the living room chimed in with 
its own argument: it was time to get on the road.  I 
said my last, hasty “goodbye” to my folks, and half-
skipped my way out the door.
As I drove away, leaving for my freshman year of 
college, I couldn’t help but think if I’d have the same 
experience in another four years.
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 See Spot Run, founded at Alma 
College in 2007 by Krista Pennington, 
exists as an outlet for creativity and art. 
We see the arts as a gift, flowing from 
human to human, and hope that our 
publication can provide a small home 
for new pieces. Promoting free creativ-
ity, we welcome all poetry, creative non-
fiction, short stories, photography, and 
visual art mediums as submissions, and 
hope to encounter your work soon.
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From everyone on the 
See Spot Run Staff we   
thank you for an amaz-
ing year of creativity and 
joy. We cannot wait to see 
what the next year holds 

for our magazine.
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Subscriptions

 To subscribe to See Spot Run, send a mailed re-
quest, including the address to which you’d like the sub-

scription sent, to:

See Spot Run, Box GG
614 W. Superior St. 

Alma, MI 48801

(include the first line only for intercampus mail)

 All subscriptions include seven issues of the 
magizine (the number published each year) regardless 

of when the request is recieved. 
 That means that even if you subscribe halfway 
through the publication year, you’ll still get a full year’s 

worth of magazines!

Subscription Costs
 Please send a check for the appropriate amount 
(made out to See Spot Run) with your submission re-

quest.

On campus subscription - $5.00 per year
Off campus Subscription - $15.00 per year

 If you requre a receipt, please include that infor-
mation with your request.
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Submissions

Writing pieces:
 Please submit 1 attachment PER EMAIL! Any that 
contain more than that will be deleted! If you wish to send 

more submissions, send several emails.
 For the subject heading please include type of writ-
ing first (i.e. prose, poetry, short story) followed by the title 

of the piece.

Artwork:
 Please submit 1 ATTACHMENT PER EMAIL! Any 
that contain more will be deleted! If you wish to send more 

submissions, send several emails.
 For the subject headings, please include the type of 
art (i.e. photography, drawing, painting) followed by the title 

of the piece.

 If you have any questions or would like to submit 
please email us at alma.seespotrun@gmail.com!

The pay scale for submissions is as follows:
 Prose works are paid as $2.50 per printed page (in-
cluding any page, no matter how short, onto which the story 

spills).
 Poetry is paid as $3.00 per printed page.
 Full page or cover artwork is paid at $5.00
 Incorporated illustrations (those apperaring along-

side the text) are paid at $1.00 per image.
Illustrated writing is welcome!

 The staff of See Spot Run reserved the right to edit 
works for clarity, length, ect, and will notify you of any 

changes before publication.
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The Next Issue of See Spot Run 
Will Arrive in September 2015


