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Editor's Note

As the editor of Colours, I had one simple goal: I wanted to 
receive as many submissions as possible which reflected a wide variety 
of student voices. Fortunately, I accomplished my mission, with the 
help of numerous people, and the number of submissions exceeded my 
expectations.

Surprisingly, the student support of Colours was so strong 
that I was forced to cut nearly half of the student work I received this 
year. With so much material to work with, I decided to provide Carroll 
with a wide-selection of poetry, stories, and essays which reflect a 
number of different student voices and attitudes, rather than just publish 
a select few authors. Speaking of variety, this year's edition of Colours 
contains work submitted by majors in English, biology, psychology, 
sociology, education, and public relations. I was amazed at the number 
of writers, from all departments, that contributed to make this edition of 
Colours a success.

Overall, I am very pleased with the quality and variety of 
work I received this year. I, therefore, would like to thank everyone 
for their support. I would like to especially thank the following people:

* The English Department, for their dedication
toward improving and supporting Carroll's student writers.

* Sue Murray, for her amazing skill with lay-out
and PageMaker; also, for her ability to match my twisted 
sense of humor.

* Annette Mills, Kate Ferrie, and Tina Bruun, for their 
exceptional editing help. Have fun next year, Annette and 
Kate.

* Joan Stottlemyer, for letting me out of the "Thump-Room," 
on occasion, to work on Colours, and for understanding the 
importance of green screens.

* Dr. Jeff Morris, for being the ideal advisor.
* My family and friends, for their support and understanding.

Well, I greatly enjoyed reading all of the submissions I 
received this year. Consequently, I hope the Carroll community will 
enjoy this edition of Colours as much as I have.

-ROB Doughten, Editor
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If I read a book and it 
makes my whole being so cold 
no fire can ever warm me, I 
know that is poetry. If I 
feel physically as if the 
top of my head were taken 
off, I know that is poetry.

-Emily Dickinson



Price of my Soul

The devil came to me in the dark of night
and whispered in my ear,
“What is it you want?
What is it you fear?”

Old Scratch grabbed what glitters and gleams, 
bright yellow gold, one inch thick,
“This and thirty more!
Will that do the trick?”

I laughed at the grasping paws and bright gold brick, 
“Oh my soul’s for sale, 
but not for gold 
or junk that’ll fail.”

Hot hell laughed right back, grinning his hungry grin 
“You’ve got style carpenter’s son, 
so what can I do,
to make the Old Man run?”

“I’m not from Nazareth or the Nile,” I laughed,
“and Dad’s here on Earth, 
but tell me Old Fiend 
what am I worth?”

“The great American dream is yours
with all its commercial spiel
and as a bonus,
buns and abs of steel!”

“Sorry old son, I’m worth more than that
like a special smile for me alone,
a companion,
half my soul give blood and bone.”

The devil left me in the dark that night
and ran for his hole.
Was it too high,
the price of my soul?

-Gus F. Bliese
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A Simple Lesson

I spilled my milk again at dinner.
A stinging blow to teach me my lesson.
Cough.
Blood.
Again, my father is right.
I need to learn not to spill.

It is a long walk to school.
My cap is on my head.
I just want to hide my blue cheeks
from my third grade teacher.
It is humble, but the whisper does escape my lips 
“I fell in the shower.”
I say with cowering eyes like sand bags 
to keep the slow flowing tears from reaching 
my dreaded cheek.

Long yellow bus drops me off.
Shivering with goose-bumped skin,
I enter my house.

Watching television,
eating a cookie,
and drinking a glass of milk
that I will not spill,
I watch my crying mother make him dinner.

-Doug Tooke
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A Beginning,

Wind brushed past lonely stacks of hay 
and embraces the loose stalks of alfalfa 

that have accumulated around the neatly piled-up 
foundations,

and they embark upon a journey to an unknown desti
nation.

A Start,

Rain drops from the tips of leaves 
vibrant green, glistening in the lost rays of sun

shine
growth, in one tender, young shoot, 

new life pushing forth to claim its ancient glory.

Or An End

Wet fur freezes in the subzero gales, 
while the mother desperately tries to revive the 

inanimate
one, the arrival waited-upon over long months.

A nudge, a single lick but no spark of life radiates 
from that miniature, icy bundle 
that lays stiff upon the ground.

-No Difference-

-Tina Bruun
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LOST MEMORIES

Locked in the prison of his cage, a wolf is pacing. 
The damp cement remembers a past generation. 

There are lost memories 
Echoing within his spirit.

In his prison of damp spirit, the cement is locked.
A wolf echoes in the past memories.

He has never known 
The lost generation of freedom,

The locked pacing.

Freedom is pacing in a prison of locked wolves.
He has never known the past generation of cement, 

The damp cage remembering his spirit,
The pacing lost memories.

The cement remembers wolves’ spirit,
The damp generation is pacing.
The cage echoes past freedoms.

He has never known 
The locked prison 
Of lost memories.

-Kate Ferrie
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Winter Warriors

On nights like tonight,
legions of warriors in the dark armor
-shimmering, cold-
with Orion, winter’s watchman,
at the fore, march from out of the west
and over McDonald Pass and spread
their canopy above our valley.

I lay on my back and watch
them stand around flickering fires 
—bright but not warm.
Orion sits on the belly 
of a Sleeping Giant 
and watches and waits.

I lay on my back and wonder
if tomorrow I will wake to find
the white, smoldering ashes
—bright but not warm—
pillowed in piles on the sidewalks
and the army gone on
until the next midwinter’s evening.

-Matt Edminster

Double Shot

Free coffee had lured us to sit in a pattern 
Our gaze aimed directly upon your bright features 
Two sisters and others around a large table 
We sat there intrigued, “Oh what beautiful creatures.”

dedicated to the Daley sisters (Fall ‘96)
--Matt Edminster and Pat Shields
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My Dance

out of all the things I have been acquainted with 
pain is the most obvious...
heart breaks and headaches from that, my heart is 

calloused
no more crying, no more looking down...
looking into your eyes, standing straight, tall and 

proud
speaking my mind... never backing down
walking this world alone
not held back by any man
independence, determination and full of pride 
past mistakes haunting me,
waking me out of my dreams and back into reality 
inspirations coming from some unknown depth within 
never giving up ground to anyone
alone, doubting myself, finally admitting... this 

loneliness
in bed craving for the comfort of a man’s arms to 

protect me
wanting, just for once, to let this wall down, to let 

someone love me
so again as I wake, I look around my life and face 
the music of my past
and again, I walk that protective walk... watching 

every step of my dance,
leaving them all in the dust.

-Layla Bastiansen
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soft comely rain

softcomely rain
like the poetry
of a touch lover
and things gentle

raingiftly of
spring and
things grateful

thandgodwonderful
the all of
maker and givegifter 
of things simple, 
of things tree, 
of things yes.

-Lawrence A. Bauer
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My Heart’s in Montana

(After “My Heart’s in the Highlands” by Robert Burns After 
an Ancient Scottish Song)

My heart’s in Montana, my heart is not here.
My heart’s in Montana, a-chasing the deer,
A-chasing the Wapiti and following the roe-
My heart’s in Montana wherever I go!

Farewell to Montana, farewell to the North,
The birthplace of valor, the country of worth!
Wherever I wander, wherever I roam,
My heart’s in Montana, Montana is my home.

Farewell to the mountains that glisten with snow,
Farewell to the wheat fields and valleys below,
Farewell to the meadow lark, the Ponderosa Pine,
Farewell to the Missouri, flowing ever through my mind!

My heart’s in Montana, my heart is not here,
My heart’s in Montana a-chasing the deer,
A-chasing Wapiti and following the roe-
My heart’s in Montana wherever I go!

-Lonita Dalton

CORETTE LIBRARY CARROLL COLLEGE
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Intersection Highway 69 
and West 57 Highway

Traveling away from the past 
Traveling to the past 
On Highway 69.
You took me away from this Hell 
Into your own private underworld.
Contempt hung from your 
words, dripping hatred as sap.
As we came to the intersection of

West 51 Highway, I had to release my soul with 
a screech of untouched bliss. After this, I 
looked around, examining the crossroad. White 
woman in a green car, shivers with a flood of 
some sort of sadness. She releases her spirit 
in her way, and I in mine. I stared hard at 
this hysterical woman, what was I to do to help 
her change her attitude. We had to move on, 
get the job done.

Green light on Highway 69
Passed Intersection West 51 Highway
With the bass turned up so loud,
We couldn’t talk
We couldn’t feel

You captured me in my freedom 
And who would ever know 
You are broken,
Too shocked to go on green, 
too numbed to stop on red.
We move on the horizonless highway 
Traveling away from the past 
Traveling to the past.

-E.J.M. Yount
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Darkness Illuminated

The room darkened by the flick of a switch 
lights up again, this time in brilliant candle
light.

Sitting down, enjoying the glow of soft yellow 
reflections off the walls, we wait.

Darkness has a calming effect, one that could 
be attributed to the similarity of waves crash
ing against giant oceanic rocks.

But, darkness also allows illusions to take 
over the reasoning in one’s own mind, showing 
things the light rarely reveals.

Now the power is present to be who and what we 
want; there are no boundaries.

It is only when darkness is illuminated that 
objects again change back to their original 
form, afraid of being discovered.

One thinks such occurrences are sneaky, others 
would call them well planned.

The only time people feel free to do what they 
please, to become who they desire, is only in 
darkness.

Otherwise, the daylight works against one’s 
free spirit, cornering it until the lights are 
once again dimmed.

So, the next time darkness is illuminated 
people once again become workers of this busy 
planet, awaiting night when they can become 
whoever they want to be; their true self.

-Shane 11e Mi eke I berry
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Non-Gray Party

Come out of your house little man.
See the world outside of your black and

white home.
The world outside is filled with bright 

intense color, rich and deep.

Come out of your comfortable drab house 
little man.

Experience the elixir of life.
The cure for your non-gray party.

Come out of your cell little man,
for you’ve grown up there and it’s 
time you’ve come out.

Your pain experienced there is nothing, 
Your joy is quite.

Come out, come out to the questions, the 
uncomfort.

For in the end you will have known your 
self,
but if you stay in your house little 
man you shall surely become

narrow and smaller.

Come out, away from one or the other.
Come out, away from right and wrong 
Come out, and live,

such as you were made for.

-Clara Martonick
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Crosses

Wooden 
crucifix 

conforming 
to Jesus’s 
Human Body.

Priest’s oily markings on a Dying Fevered Forehead.
Iron knives slicing through Barren Glass Fields, 

Dividing the planes into Succinctly Featureless Quad
rants .
Paths
from

90 degree 
angles 

Converging 
on Snowy 
Sidewalks;
Continuing 
in their 
Narrow 
Compass 

Directions.

-Jamie S. Vennes
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There was Adam then Eve
a start but yet a finish
There was light but then came dark
There were swing sets
Then came promise rings
Happiness was there but then isolation

Crossroads

At the cross we met
with decisions that had to be kept
Your road I see
from my road I flee
Your road has a smooth path
My road, but yet rocky, not yet smoothed
We chose to travel the same road for a time
This has not been the crime
The crime is the time
Please travel the road until
time has run out
Travel with me on our road
Until time has taken the load
I will lighten your load
the load I have laden on you
Today travel the smooth
and rocky roads for tomorrow
we may diverge on a
separate path
Today I will live the road
with you, we will live today.

-Tina Devena
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Urgency

as i turn toward you in the pre-dawn light 
shadows nestle in the curve of your eyes 
replacing lost passion which used to drown 
me with its intensity; lose me in the depths.

where is the roughness of your cheek 
against my breast? where is the warm hand 
on my thigh urging me to awake and enjoy 
and feast and seize the fullness your eyes 
in the light before dawn promised?

let me see you, taste the passion, 
lose myself in the depths of intensity, 
feel your hands on my thighs, in my hair 
awakening the fire within me, hurry, 
dawn is a jealous mistress.

-Donna Benjamin
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Untitled

Everything is temporary
As my smile slips past the shadows of the moon. 
Quiet reflection of my slipping time 
Sands running circles around my mind.
Taunting me with the future 
Haunting me with the past.
Running waters, waters of the earth 
Plagued with continual motion 
Turbulent swift anguish as 
Desperately they seek the sea,
So to find the pool of salty life...
Follow the home of brilliant blue- 
Like you.

My brain holds the picture of vivacity 
Hanging portraits of places unseen 
Yet remembered:
Those images of the future
Mixed tragically with the past.
Rocks worn clean by punishing wind.
Hearts stripped by brutal love.
Bruises surface from the confessions, 
Confessions of the Earth and her superior plan- 
A song to sing through the ages
A special home with my spiritual gift.
I search
For each day is a new place.

-Adrienne J. Phillips
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Cram

(In dedication to my life-long study partner and all 
those tiresome nights 
of cramming.)

The dorm is silent
Shadows creep slowly from their corners
Trapping the room in a dreary spell
A clock mocks with taunting hands
Books and notes lay scattered;
Thrown amongst empty sunflower seeds and Mountain Dew cans 
An empty pizza box lays crumpled by the door 
Gibberish written on the board
Consuming it in nonsense
Every window is thrown open
Enticing inside the desperately needed breeze

One sits hunched over notes
Fingers running through tangled hair
A hat removed long ago; hurled across the room in disgust 
An occasional grunt slips past thin lips;
Disrupting the circadian rhythm of the night

Another sits across the room; absorbed in silence 
A tired head resting on a pile of books 
An open neon Hi-lighter planted nearby 
A stillness sweeps through the room 
The shadows inch closer
The clock reads 3:00 a.m.

-Jessica Tacke
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Paris

Green parasol shields your faceless body. 
You stand alone,
Back to the wind.
Your blue scarf points 
To your twin.

Soulmate on a different canvas.
Smaller and faceless.
The blank face gives you comfort.

These things I love about Paris.
I turn,
Open my green umbrella,
And blend into the crowds.
Faceless.

-Maria Super
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Reading Before Bed

My hands spread across your surface—
Crack your spine.
My fingers caress your smooth, parchment skin.
I draw you closer.

On my fingertips, I carry you to my bed;
As I study every aspect of your black & white plains, 
Focusing on your shape, your voice, your body.
You draw me into your solitude.

You pull me under into black waters.
I’m drowning.
Yet, my hands continue to run across your surface, 
Touching, appraising every line of elegance.

I draw you closer,
Pressing my lips into your spine.
Listening, while you whisper into my mind.
I will not drop you.

-ROB Doughten
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Addiction

The purchase is easy.
You slap that blood red pack against your palm,
You peel the tie around the box releasing death. You 
crush the cellophane between your fingers.
The foil pulls away, rip!
Sweet.
You light that long drag between your lips and it 
burns and races deep inside like a hot tornado, twist
ing.
Tightening and coursing through.
It’s horrible, and yet liberating.
You hurt, you burn, but you know you can do it, you 
inhale again and again.
Victim? Slowly drowning in its own blood spit.
Give it up?
What will crack open your chest and tear at your 
lungs?
The soft song of this smoldering siren. Her long 
white fingers are so beautiful around my throat.
You watch yourself die in the mirrors of other’s eyes, 
with dry blue exhales of your soul.
Every breath.
Feel it, in your chest ribs like fingers, interlock
ing. Crushing.
You will know fear, and curse God. Why I never 
stopped?
I wanted it more and more.
But you held the fiery tip to the flesh of your soul
and watched it crisp
and laughed
and exhaled
and died.

-D. E. Miller
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Never Worried that You Would Fall

I fell in love each time you hung streamers, 
standing below you with an uneasy chair or ladder.
A mass of tape strips conspiring against my hand, 
rolls of crepe paper indifferent (and equal) on the

floor.
I would look up at your face
see the concentration, the plan, the effort 
feel the tension in your feet on the seat of the

chair
gripping and grounded into the ladder
I would look up at your face
tacks sticking out of your mouth
a mumbled command and a hand demanding assistance 
your body stretching to take up the space between

foundation and ceiling, 
and I would love the skill,
You would hop down, step back and look up 
ask me what I thought
or maybe it was that I always offered an opinion.
But we would work together,
and you would convince me that you were right
(whoever does the most work is always right)
and yes it always looked wonderful
and I was always so proud
but we always had a full roll of crepe paper left.

-Manda Hicks
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Untitled

Spring this year brings
gray skies and a chill to the air.

Instead of the deep throbbing,
a twitching of remembrance pulls at my heart, 
pulls me towards you and blue.

Back to where I was four years ago
on that bright-blue sun-filled day 
with irises and daffodils.

I still search for the way to you, 
to the why of you,

to the cry of you.
I would, at times, like to hold off the past 

in a state of sorrowful truce 
as close to amnesia as possible.

But, remember I must as a story told;
otherwise, a part of my life, your being,

would not unfold.

-Debra J. Williams
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I think we ought to only 
read the kind of books that 
wound and stab us. If the 
book we are reading doesn't 
wake us up with a blow on 
the head, what are we read
ing it for? So that it 
will make us happy, as you 
write? Good Lord, we would 
be happy precisely if we 
had no books, and the kind 
of books that make us happy 
are the kind we could write 
ourselves if we had to.
But we need the books that 
affect us like a disaster, 
that grieve us deeply, like 
the death of someone we 
loved more than ourselves, 
like being banished into 
forests far from everyone, 
like a suicide. A book 
must be the axe for the 
frozen sea inside us. That 
is my belief.

--Kafka, 1904



Losing

Chad, Ike, and Sol sat at Filbert’s 
house, as they did every night the Bulls 
played. Nearing the end of the third quar
ter, the Bulls were trying to close the gap 
between the scores and pull ahead to win 
the game. The soft glow of the screen 
shone on every eye in the house, and the 
men were silent as they listened intently 
to the almost hysterical voice of the an
nouncer. All except Chad. Chad rambled 
on.

“My staff is so worthless ... I do 
so much ... filling out paperwork ... Q- 
38 forms in triplicate ...” The others 
caught pieces of the speech they had 
heard a hundred times before. Since his 
promotion, eight months ago, Chad felt 
it was his duty to enlighten everyone in 
his path on his daily turmoils.

“Mm Hmm ... Mm Hmm ... Mm Hmm . .”
His friends focused on the glowing 
screen of the TV and sucked on their 
beers, uninterested.

Sol rose and walked to the kitchen, 
mouthing the words of Chad’s speech to him
self with a sneer along the way. The house 
was small enough that the men could still 
see the television while they stumbled back 
and forth for beers. His empty beer bottle 
landed with a loud clatter in the trash 
can, already half full of empties. “What 
the hell happened to all the good beer?”
His head peered over the open refrigerator
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door. “Don’t tell me all we have left is 
this piss-water Keystone Light.”

“Check the crisper.” Ike muttered 
without moving his eyes from the game.

“You know?” Chad turned his head 
toward the others.

“What’s that?” Filbert asked, as if 
he’d been listening the whole time.

“How hard it is to fill out a Q-38 
form?”

“No. No idea. Uh, listen, guys,” 
Filbert stood, holding his stomach with his 
back to Chad. “I don’t feel so good. I 
think I’ll watch the rest of this in bed.” 
He winked big, making sure that everyone 
else was wise to his idea.

“Are you nuts?” Chad piped up. I’ll 
miss half the game before I get home.”

“Come on, man. He looks like hell. 
Have a little compassion, for Christ’s 
sake.” Sol backed up Filbert’s plan.

Ike smacked Filbert on the back.
“Yeah. Don’t worry about it, Fil. I hope 
you feel better.”

The men bid each other good-bye, filed 
out of the house, and climbed into their 
cars. Ike and Sol circled the block, reen
tered the house, twisted open fresh beers, 
shared a wicked round of mirth with Fil
bert, and turned the game back on.

“I can’t believe it. We actually get 
to watch the damn game, now. Just like we 
used to before Jack became a dull boy.” 
Filbert and Ike laughed at Sol’s sarcastic 
reference to the old nursery rhyme.

The Bulls eliminated their deficit and
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the game was in double overtime. Neglect
ing their suds for the first time that 
night, the three men leaned forward on the 
front of their seats. “C’mon, Pippen! Man, 
he’s shooting like crap tonight.” Filbert 
winced, startled, as he became aware of the 
figure standing in the doorway. “Chad! 
What’s up, bud?”

Stepping slowly through the door, 
shifting his eyes to each member of the 
room, and lowering his head, Chad muttered, 
“I ... I forgot my chew.” He snatched the 
can from the table and turned swiftly out 
the door. The room fell silent, everyone’s 
chin to their chest.

Filbert looked at the melancholy eyes 
sunk deep into the backs of the chairs.
With a sigh, he lifted the longneck to his 
lips and once again focused on the screen. 
“Holy shit!” Beer sprayed from his lips 
and his body lurched back to the front of 
his seat cushion. “Did you see that shot?
I knew Pippen would pull his head out of 
his ass!”

-Beau Snell
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Why Cats are Better than Men

Duane, a contractor from Calgary,
B.C., and I met at a church convention and 
he apparently mistook indigestion for a 
divine sign that I was "the one.” Within ten 
minutes of conversation, Duane informed me 
that he wanted to get married, build his 
wife a house, and he would allow her to 
design the kitchen and the bedroom. Why 
those two rooms only? Because “that’s where 
she’ll be spending most of her time.” Their 
first child’s name? Christi. While suffi
ciently impressed enough to hope that I 
would never see Duane again, I didn’t get my 
wish.

Three weeks later, Duane showed up at 
my house, sans hotel accommodations, 
with the intent to stay for four days.
I felt like a deer staring into the head
lights of an oncoming Mac truck. Except the 
Mac truck sounded far more preferable.

Although we lacked a remote control 
and a personal maid for his convenience,
Duane managed to make himself quite comfort
able in our home. If he wanted the channel 
changed, he would simply ask one of us girls 
to stop whatever we were doing and change 
the channel. If he wanted a beverage or 
something to eat, he would gaze pointedly at 
one of us and say: “Do you have any juice or 
anything? I am so thirsty” or “When is 
dinner, lunch just didn’t seem to fill me 
up.” (Mind you, he consumed enough food in 
one sitting to placate a small country.)

Although my sisters and I entertained 
various fantasies about Duane that involved 
nail guns, arsenic in his soup, and my Aunt
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Gertrude’s fruitcake, my mother forced us to 
act like gracious hostesses. Why? Because 
she viewed him as a “very nice boy” with the 
added brownie points of wealth, singlehood, 
and no discernible hang-ups besides being an 
ill-bred, chauvinistic, condescending, two- 
timing, Neanderthal swine. (He was trying 
to score with both my sister, Gail, and me.) 
So, we ended up entertaining poor Duane for 
four days - a profoundly long four days.

I would like to say that Duane is not 
representative of my romantic life in gen
eral. However, the men in my life could 
never qualify under the “sane and normal” 
category; they all came complete with a 
distinct set of oddities. For example,
David believed that holding a job for more 
than three weeks was a bad thing. Rafe and 
Jason used their good looks, charm, and 
abilities to look darn good in Levi’s - like 
free-market capitalists. To make the world 
a safer place for other women, I took on 
Gary, Bill, and Tim as my personal 
“projects.” Didn’t work, however. Bill, 
recently released from the psychiatric de
partment of a Spokane hospital, is now 
studying to be a librarian and medicates 
heavily. So, those are The Men, for better 
or worse, that have impacted my short life.

I’ve also owned several cats. And, 
when contemplating as to whether to involve 
myself with another man or with another cat, 
the answer is clear. Why? The cats in my 
life, like the men, have always been dis 
tinct, independent, and marked by some very 
weird quirks - yet, none of them have ever 
wrecked my car, tried to seduce my sister, 
or forced me to eat all the food on my plate 
before we could leave the restaurant.

Bibbles and Mittens liked to sleep in
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the bathroom sink. Tweety Bird watched NBC 
daytime soap operas religiously and Boz 
aerobicized. Sadie flirted shamelessly with 
older men and male cats of any age, while 
Lady was a compulsive enabler. Her youngest 
son, Midnight, never hunted for himself or 
bathed. Lady bathed him until the day she 
died and dragged mice and what-not to his 
bed three times a day. Consequently, a more 
apt name for Midnight would have been “Duck” 
because he waddled everywhere. Shredding my 
favorite silk shirt, killing the plants, and 
leaving paw prints on my car are the extent 
of my cats’ “transgressions.”

In essence, the reasons that cats are 
better than men are simple. I have never 
questioned whether to get involved with 
another cat. It’s legal to own more than 
one cat. I have never fantasized about 
killing my cat if she or he were to whine 
about an ingrown toenail one more time. My 
cats have never abandoned me for another 
prettier, funnier, skinnier, younger, or 
more fascinating owner. Cats don’t criti
cize your housekeeping habits, the way you 
balance your checkbook, your compulsion to 
rent sad movies when already depressed, or 
your strange relationship to Ben & Jerry’s 
ice-cream. While snuggling on the couch, 
your cat won’t stare lustfully at the com
mercials advertising “Baywatch” or female 
mud-wrestling. And, face it, you have a 
better chance of training your cat. When 
they jump into your lap, cats find a little 
light petting very satisfying. Cats don’t 
have baggage like ex-wives, ex-girlfriends, 
or really annoying friends who come over, 
drink beer, and tell crude jokes about why 
beer is better than women. And, best of 
all, when you stumble to the bathroom in the
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middle of the night, you won’t be jolted 
awake by falling into the toilet. Cats don’t 
accidentally leave the toilet seat up and 
they never miss the litter box. All in all, 
a pretty strong case in favor of the fe
lines.

Yet, there are drawbacks to choosing a 
cat over a man. French kissing, slow danc
ing, and back rubs are pretty near impos
sible. Cats can’t shovel sidewalks, open 
bottles, reach really high things in the 
cupboard, or act as a warm, human pillow on 
the drive home from a really long trip.
Cats can make you feel warm and fuzzy all 
over, but it’s usually during a high-shed
ding season. And, face it, cats just can’t 
do that thing with the back of your neck 
that melts you like Jell-0 in the right 
mood. Still, a pretty strong case in favor 
of cats.

But, if that neck-thing is really 
important to you and you have sado-masochis
tic tendencies - here are some questions 
that you should ask yourself before allowing 
another man into your life:

* Why do you feel compelled to add more 
complications to your life with an 
other relationship?

* Do you feel that a void of some sort 
exists in your life that can only be 
filled with another, breathing human 
being?

* From where does this void originate-- 
from within or can an external “band- 
aid” like a man fill the void?

* Could this “need” for a man be satis
fied by simple, yet distinct, changes 
in your lifestyle like joining a club, 
spending more time with friends, ac
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quiring new, platonic friendships, or 
buying yourself another cat?

For anyone contemplating a new relationship, 
these are just a few questions that I would 
suggest one think about. With social pres
sures, especially on women, to get married, 
have children, and nurture the other people 
in our lives--women begin to feel uncom
fortable with the lifestyles they have inad
vertently or voluntarily chosen. We feel 
our lives lack significance, meaning, depth, 
or completeness without a child to mark our 
place in history or a husband to share the 
load. Yes, some choose to settle down, 
populate, attend PTA meetings, and take tea 
with the sister-in-laws twice a week- but 
other women, who want the challenging ca
reer, good friends, and passionate inter
ests, still feel “incomplete” or simply 
different. Different because everyone 
around us has a family and we don’t. And, 
different generally invokes connotations of 
“badness.” As a woman in today’s world, we 
find ourselves in a highly complex and dif
ficult situation; we are the “transitional” 
women - caught between the ideals and tradi
tions of the past and forging through to 
create new traditions and new ideals. Thus, 
despite all other indicators that we are 
happy and content, we feel the urge to not 
cuddle up with our cat, but with a man. The 
same men who torment us with their “cat
calls” while we walk down the street, call 
us “sweetie” and “dear” while ripping us off 
at the car garage, and can remember the 
score, batting average, and weight of men 
they don’t even know, but find it difficult 
to remember our birthday or milk at the 
store.
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But, if you honestly feel your happi 
ness depends upon having a human male around 
to do those “male-ish,” endearing things - I 
have a solution. Invest in a masseuse, sign 
up for dancing lessons with a really cute 
instructor, get a lover who travels a lot, 
and call your mother more often. Why? Be 
cause only mothers and males have that 
single ability to fill us with rage, guilt, 
hate, love, passion, frigid indifference, 
and the overwhelming urge to cry and be held 
all at the same time. Then, go out to a 
singles bar. You will run, not walk, to 
your home, embrace your cat with fervor and 
cover him or her with kisses, and spend the 
rest of the evening spoon-feeding him or her 
moist cat food and your most expensive cham
pagne .

the end (meow) 

-Donna Benjamin
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CALVIN LIVES!

Craig strode through the house and 
into the living room, his Coleman lunch- 
cooler in one hand, a folded newspaper in 
the other. The afternoon sun filtered 
through the ecrue-lace curtains. Only the 
sound of the T.V interrupted the silence 
of the house. Craig yielded to the image 
of a fat, purple dinosaur bouncing and 
swaying among a group of kids with gleaming 
Hollywood smiles. He didn’t hear his wife, 
Rita, enter the room.

“So, you’re a big fan of Barney’s, 
eh?” she said.

"Huh? No, no. The T.V. was on.” 
Craig set his lunchbox down on the coffee 
table then asked, “Where are the kids?”

“Racheal and Carrie are over at 
Crystal’s house. Her mom will bring them 
back at six. Taylor’s outside.” Rita 
walked over and turned off the television 
then picked up Craig’s lunchbox, handing it 
back to him. “That is not where Mr. 
Lunchbox lives.”

Craig grinned. “Have I left you alone 
with the kids too long?”

“Mom!” came a wail from the direction 
of the front door.

“Taylor, what’s wrong?” Rita called 
as both her and Craig rushed to the other 
end of the house.

Four year old Taylor stood in the 
doorway clutching the front of his dirt- 
soiled Batman T-shirt, his brown eyes were 
half closed and his soft, little lips 
trembled. He leaned against the door frame 
and moaned, "My tummy’s dying.”

Craig kneeled by his son, feeling
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Taylor’s forehead with the back of his hand. 
“Has his stomach bothered him today?” he asked 
Rita while gazing at Taylor.

Rita stood with her arms folded and 
stared at Taylor. "I said, no more snacks 
before dinner.”

Taylor’s eyes widened. “But Mom, my 
tummy’s dying with hunger!” He then flopped 
on the floor, fluttered his eyes, and became 
motionless. One eye slowly opened to look at 
Craig who still kneeled, but had turned toward 
Rita.

“Have you fed him today, Rita?”
“Oh, get real! Of course I have.” Then 

she told Taylor, “Go show Daddy your garden.”
Taylor bounded to his feet. “Okay! Come 

on Dad!”
Craig stood up as Taylor tugged on his 

hand and mumbled, “I guess he’s all right.” 
When Craig came back into the house Rita was 
chopping fresh broccoli. “Pretty cool stick 
garden,” he said to her. “Hey, have you seen 
my newspaper?”

“It’s on the counter,” Rita motioned 
with her knife.

“Did you see the headlines? Waterson...”
“Craig, did you hear that noise?”
“Huh? Just someone starting their car. 

Anyhow, Waterson...”
“No. A scraping noise, like the kids’ 

pool being drug across the garage floor. Tay
lor better not be in the garage.” Rita 
paused, but all she heard was the sound of a 
running motor.

“I left Taylor in his garden. He had 
more sticks to plant.”

The front-door opened and slammed shut. 
Taylor walked into the kitchen crying, “I want 
my sissies.”

“Your sisters will be home soon,” Rita
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replied without glancing up from her cooking.
Taylor’s sobs increased. Craig set 

down the newspaper and said, “Son, quit cry
ing or go to your room.”

Taylor ran off to his room howling. 
Craig grinned and said, “See, I’m learning.
I didn’t fall for it this time.”

“I don’t know,” Rita said as she washed 
her hands. “He really seems upset.” She 
dried her hands on a towel hung from the 
refrigerator door. “I’m going to go talk to 
him.”

“Okay.” Craig looked out the kitchen 
window as Rita walked away. “I sure wish 
those damn teenagers next door would quit 
revving their engine.”

Rita opened Taylor’s bedroom door.
“Can I come in?”

Taylor slumped on his bed and nodded.
“I just want sissies home,” he said.

“When you’re in school, you’ll get to 
go over to a friend’s house, too. I know you 
miss...”

“But the car won’t go off,” Taylor 
sniffled.

“You mean it won’t turn on? Taylor, you 
have to let the batteries recharge before you 
can ride your little car.”

“Not my car, Mom. Your car.”
“What?” Rita sat frozen on the bed.
“It won’t go off.” Taylor’s eyes sur

veyed his mom. Rita jumped to her feet say
ing, “Oh my God, oh my God!” She dashed off 
the bed slamming into Craig in the hallway, 
knocking him to the floor.

Taylor stepped over Craig, “Hi Dad,” 
and skipped out the flung open front-door.

Rita stood in the driveway, her hands 
drawn up to her mouth. Craig hollered from 
the front-door steps, “Hey, Rita tell those
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kids next door to turn off that car before 
they blow the engine. Rita? Rita!”

Taylor hopped around his mother, as if 
skipping an imaginary jump-rope. “See, Mom?
It won’t go off.”

Rita stared at the family Toyota reared 
up with its front wheels perched on Craig’s 
four-foot high, Craftsman-tool chest.
Taylor’s battery-powered car had aided the 
Toyota in its ascent but now lay split in two 
at the base of the tool box. The wading pool 
poked out from beneath the Toyota’s rear end, 
flattened on one edge; the ‘Little Mermaid’ 
smiling from the hot pink plastic of the pool 
had tread marks across her face. Rita stood 
in awe of the scene; Taylor placed his hands 
over his ears and said, “Turn it off, Mom!”

Craig stumbled as he approached his wife 
and hollered obscenities into the garage. He 
ran to the open driver’s side door, thrust his 
hand inside and turned off the ignition. The 
car poised in silence. Craig gripped the keys 
in his fist and slowly turned to face Rita and 
Taylor.

Rita dropped her hands, her gaze fixed 
on the angle of the Toyota. “My God, Taylor. 
How did you get out of the car?”

“Out?” Craig said through clenched 
teeth, "How in the hell did he start it up?”

Taylor walked over to his father and 
pointed to the mass of keys. “The square one, 
Dad.”

“Don’t ever leave the keys in the car 
again,” he said to Rita.

Rita glared at him and said, “I didn’t.”
“Then how...Taylor, where were the

keys?”
“Mom’s jacket.” Taylor peered beneath 

the upraised car. “Cool!” he said.
Rita and Craig stared at Taylor. “Son,
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we need to talk.”
“Yeah, Dad?”
“I’m going in to finish dinner. Do I 

set the table for five or four?” Rita didn’t 
wait for an answer.

On the kitchen table Rita noticed 
Craig’s newspaper. She read the headline: 
“Waterson Retires! No More Calvin and 
Hobbes!” Rita collapsed into a kitchen chair 
laughing. She reread the head line, shook her 
head and hic-upped. “No,” she said, “Calvin 
lives.”

-Annette Mills
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The Temptation of Roses

I was once told by a stranger that 
“the greatest loss in the world is an op
portunity that you allow to slip away.” I 
do not know if these were his words or 
those by a famous author, but they haunt me 
in a letter he wrote that I never threw 
away.

An “opportunity.” Is that what true 
love really is? It sneaks up from behind 
to startle you and if you do not respond 
then it just slips away. Or, is true love 
a matter of fate that wilt keep on persist
ing until it finally meets you, as the 
characters in "Sleepless in Seattle" sug
gest? The movies seem to mystify this ro
mance. Somehow, they implant the notion of 
fate into our heads and boost the revenues 
of the Kleenex and chocolate companies be
cause lonely women sleep with their VCR’s. 
Fortunately, I am not lonely. I have dated 
Tony for almost a year; and I have estab
lished, what I consider, a clear definition 
of love. However, it took me a summer of 
boredom, an odd confrontation with a 
stranger, and a month’s contemplation be
fore I could clearly distinguish between 
reality and the fairy tale.

The controversy arises in the vague
ness of the term “love.” Is true love a 
lasting relationship that develops over 
time, or is it a mystifying experience that 
is directed and controlled by fate? My 
sister once told me that “marriage is a
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decision that two people make when they are 
ready to share their lives with each 
other.” Hearing the word “decision” felt 
like a wave crashing over my dreams. For 
several years, I drowned in sorrow. I 
wanted the fairy tale that the movies prom
ised me, but gradually I realized what my 
sister meant.

I met Tony my freshman year at 
Carroll. It was not until my sophomore year 
that I started to fall in love with him. A 
strange magnetizing feeling engulfed me 
with his presence. I put childish fairy 
tales away and finally grew up. Tony was 
not a hero or a Romeo, but a mere gentleman 
whom I found myself falling in love with.
He made me laugh, he listened to me, and 
most of all, he encouraged me to pursue 
what I really want to do in life (something 
that I have not discovered yet). We shared 
our dreams together and struggled through 
the stress of school that year. We figured 
that if we could survive the summer apart, 
then it was meant to be. We knew that 
trust was our means of survival, but I 
never realized that it was I who I had to 
learn how to trust. I had to learn how to 
believe in my heart. I found this out when 
a stranger walked into my line and offered 
me everything-he offered me the fairy tale 
that I once believed in. Suddenly things 
change.

It had been an ordinary summer in the 
big city. No matter how big Portland is, 
there is nothing to do when you are a poor, 
college student. Day after day, I checked
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groceries at an exquisite Thriftway, lo
cated in the wealthy part of town. My job 
was so repetitious that the days merged 
into one, and time seemed to stand still. 
The only thing that was actually alive was 
the wandering of my soul in the form of my 
imagination. This is what happens when 
your life becomes too repetitious. It 
leaves your soul bored and hungry for 
change.

It was quite ironic, really. With two 
hours remaining on my shift that night, he 
“appeared” in my line, giving me an expen
sive stuffed monkey before disappearing out 
the door. His only words were, “Actually,
I couldn’t resist buying this for you.” I 
first assumed he was talking to a lady be
hind me, but after turning around, I real
ized that I was alone. And alone I re
mained. The stranger had vanished. Who 
was he? Why did he give this to me?
Wasn’t he just here? Then a chill ran down 
my spine as I recalled my conversation with 
my best friend earlier that same day. “I 
love Tony. I’m not looking for anyone 
else; in fact, I’m not even tempted.” It 
was all too ironic. Was the devil tempting 
me now?

From that point on, his “appearance” 
became periodical and when I would least 
expect it. Like a firefly glowing in the 
dark, I could not help but notice him ei
ther. His calm, suave manner always dis
rupted my rhythmic flow of checking. He 
was a handsome Asian man in his late twen
ties. His attire was casual (jeans and a
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white t-shirt), yet rested on his body as 
though he was sporting it from a J. Crew 
catalog. He carried a confident composure, 
a sort of masculine charm, suggesting suc
cess. He was one of those people you would 
expect to have everything (money, women, a 
perfect family, etc.) if you ever gave it 
any thought. I did anyway, only because 
every time he appeared, he would bring me a 
gift. He never said anything more than a 
few words either, as if the silence of this 
experience was too sacred to be broken. As 
if only our minds were exchanging thoughts. 
And every time he left, I would wonder if 
he would return. Not that I wanted him to, 
but only modestly wondered what his inten
tions were. I was quite content with what 
I already had; I was just bored.

He introduced himself as Marcus. Then 
he gave me a dozen red roses. He said he 
wanted to make me smile. He was nervous 
when he spoke, and he turned a little red 
with embarrassment when he would bring me 
something. I was relieved by these signs. 
He must be human! We became famous at 
Thriftway; I was “the girl with all the 
roses” and he was the “monkey man.” But 
before I could ever have a word with the 
prince in shining armor, he would steal 
away on his horse. Since we lived in the 
big city, his convertible Mustang was quite 
appropriate. I would have been content to 
find out, that like every fairy tale, this 
one would have a happy ending, but this was 
real life! I could not close the book be
cause he kept returning. He obviously
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wanted something more; something from me. 
Was he my prince? Was he the devil’s temp
tation? Was he psychotic? Whatever he was, 
I did not want it. I already had my 
prince.

I was almost shaking when I got off 
the phone with him. He finally left his 
number, to respond to his dinner invita
tion. I was confused. Cyndi Lauper’s lyr
ics played through my head, as if she knew 
exactly how I felt... “money changes every
thing.” I was so perfectly happy before.
I love Tony. The only thing I had wanted 
all summer long was to visit him, and my 
wish came true. It was just the two of us, 
camping together, roasting marshmallows, 
and drinking wine. The most pleasant memo
ries I have are the simplest of all, and 
now something was trying to come between 
us; something complex that I did not under
stand. I had to be strong, and know what I 
really value in life. I had to trust my
self. Though Marcus offered to take me 
anywhere I have ever dreamt of visiting, I 
modestly replied, “I’ve already been 
there.” I hung up the phone and thought it 
was over, but I was wrong. It had only 
just begun.

The next day he brought me a grocery 
cart of roses. Five dozen to be exact. He 
said he hopes nobody ever exceeds that. He 
was showing off and I was not impressed! 
Then I laughed as I recalled Tony, poor as 
can be, picking me up from the airport with 
a single red rose in his mouth, waiting for 
me to kiss him when I got off the plane.
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That was the rose I wanted now-his rose 
because it was the thought that counts.
So, I returned the vases from Marcus and 
gave the roses away. But, it still was not 
over. He brought me a letter and the tape 
“Only You." He said he respected my deci
sion but wanted to let me know how he felt 
about me. Part of the letter reads as fol
lows:

Life is funny in a way... I feel so 
frustrated... but, I’m laughing at 
myself. I told myself all summer 
long if it was meant to be... you 
would be there. Forgive me, but I 
cannot allow this opportunity to 
slip away...

It doesn’t happen all the time-this 
feeling I feel. Someone told me... 
this feeling happens once in a life- 
time-I just can’t walk away. I’m 
going to fill your memories this sum
mer of flowers. These roses, are my 
way of saying I like you... actually, 
I think you’re beautiful...

I became paranoid after that. He was 
playing with my mind. I felt as though he 
was always there, watching me, yet invis
ible to my eye. He was something superior. 
He was a hawk and I was his prey. I was no 
longer charmed by his masculinity, but 
looked down upon it with disgust. I felt 
as though he would bring by his gifts as a 
dog marks his territory. He was claiming
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me, yet I was not his to claim. My heart 
belonged elsewhere, and I could not be 
bought.

I never called him again, and I 
avoided work as much as possible, although 
I only had a few days left. Summer was 
almost over, and I was glad. I was no 
longer bored, but scared now. I wanted my 
old repetitious life back. At least I 
would be returning back to school in Mon
tana soon, and I would finally be with Tony 
again.

Marcus came to visit one last time. He 
wanted to say good-bye and wish me luck in 
my life. He gave me two books to remember 
him by (as if I would ever forget him).
One was a hundred dollar dictionary to help 
me out through school, and the other was a 
book by Thomas Moore, titled “Soul Mates.” 
Highlighted within it are the words, “We 
can honor the fateful spirit that brought 
us together at the beginning. From this 
viewpoint of soul, nothing happens by acci
dent . ”

I never saw him again. I never called 
him either. According to his letter, he 
has moved to the state of Washington, but 
if I go to Intel and give them his full 
name I will be able to find him. Yet the 
temptation is no longer there. I refused 
the fairy tale that I once thought would 
make me live happily ever after. I made my 
“decision,” as my sister would call it. I 
think if I did let any “opportunity” slip 
away, it was my childhood. I grew up this 
summer and learned how to trust myself. A
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part of me still wonders who Marcus really 
is. His nervous manner and blushing face 
had once convinced me that he was real, but 
that is not proof enough anymore. If I were 
to go down to Intel and give them his name, 
would I find him or would they think that I 
am crazy? Perhaps he is long gone, wander
ing as far as my imagination will take him. 
One thing is for certain though, I do not 
believe in fairy tales anymore. Love is a 
process.

-Shannon Wray
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MORE THAN A MOTORCYCLE

Americans have had a love-hate relation
ship with the motorcycle ever since Marlon 
Brando roared into small-town America on his 
motorcycle in "The Wild One." Who would have 
guessed Marlon Brando riding a motorcycle would 
have such an impact. This impact gave birth to 
the Harley-Davidson phenomenon that we know 
today. Of mammoth proportions, this phenomenon 
has grown through the years from the first 
three motorcycles rolling off the production 
line in 1903, to over 100,000 motorcycles pro
duced in 1996. This crazy phenomenon has grown 
from a few thousand people attending the Black 
Hill’s Classic in Sturgis, South Dakota in 
1978, to over half a million enthusiasts at
tending in 1996.

Millions of people own Harleys in America 
and throughout the world; of these millions, 
three types of owners stand out among the rest.

The Die-Hards. These Harley owners are 
the “real thing.” Black leather and motorcycle 
boots characterize them and their lifestyle. 
These die-hards have been with Harley-Davidson 
since they were big enough to sit on the back 
of a motorcycle. Through good times and bad, 
they’ve endured the “bad boys/bad girls” rap 
bestowed on Harley-Davidsons; they’ve endured 
the near-bankruptcy struggles of the Harley- 
Davidson Company; they’ve endured. Born with a 
restless spirit and nursed by the gasoline 
fumes of their Harley-Davidsons, they long for 
the open road, but settle for a day-to-day 
existence at a meaningless job in a meaningless 
town until they can saddle up and hit the two- 
lane blacktop leading them out of their drab 
existence into the mysterious beyond. They 
steer clear of most road rallies and motorcycle
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shows with the exception of one place-Sturgis. 
Once a year in early August, they gather with 
thousands of other Harley owners in Sturgis, 
South Dakota, seeking out their “comrades in 
arms,” the other die-hards. They seek their 
own kind to talk about old times and commensu
rate about the new. They are the rebels with
out a cause.

The Wannabes. The Wannabes are the 
young, upwardly mobile professionals with lots 
of disposable income. Fully dressed in leather- 
jacket, chaps, boots, hats-they strut around 
the country on their Harleys, vying for the 
“best-dressed” award at every road rally they 
attend. My hometown sported its own Harley 
gang—mostly married couples in their late 30’s 
through early 50’s--professionals and business 
owners secure in their careers. They would 
roar up to the door of the local saloon where I 
was bartending, park their “hogs" by the back 
door, and saunter in, black leather glowing, 
metal studs shining and motorcycle boots clump
ing, waiting for the silent adulation from the 
crowd. The “Wild Angels” I called them. Try
ing to live up to the “bad boys/bad girls” 
reputation bestowed upon Harley-Davidson and 
their riders years ago, their antics reminded 
me of an old Nancy Sinatra B movie of the same 
name. They are the rebels without a clue.

The Custom Freaks. Pushing the edge 
of the envelope doesn’t even come close to what 
these Harley owners epitomize. The machine’s 
the thing. Their daily mantra is Speed-Looks- 
Performance. Customizing factory Harley- 
Davidsons to the extent drag racers have cus
tomized their street rods, they vie for the 
best machine at every motorcycle meet they 
attend. In a bizarre game of one upmanship, 
money is no object in attaining their goal: 
the ultimate customized dream, or the highway

-51-



patrolman’s nightmare. The customization is no 
longer a process-it’s an obsession. Driven by 
their obsession, they’ve crossed over to a j
place of aimless wandering in search of the 
perfect machine. They are the rebels without a 
course. 4

Despite their differences and despite 
their motivations, Harley owners in all their 
uniqueness share a common thread. They are 
all fanatics. Fanatical in their love affair 
with a motorcycle, they love with an all-con
suming passion for the machine and the open 
road. Fanatical in their Harley-Davidson 
lifestyle, they live as die-hards, they live as 
wannabes, they live as customizers.

Most of all-they all live the dream, and 
the dream is Harley-Davidson.

-Jana McGill
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FALLING

I was a child at Sullivan Road, free 
to roam, free to grow like the young trees 
Dad planted in our yard. My world was im
mense, my worries small. Still, even in 
those wanton days, I was challenged. They 
say that adversity introduces a woman to 
herself; at age eight, I met myself for the 
first time.

My parents did not own the woods 
across the street from my house, nor did 
any of our neighbors. Those woods belong 
to my brother. They belong to my sisters. 
They belong to me. Our bare feet wore 
paths amongst our trees, paths that led to 
our forts, our stream, our sledding hill. 
The woods were the home of my imagination; 
nearly every inch belongs to my heart. My 
feet knew the way along the turns of each 
trail; my young eyes greeted every spruce 
and pine as my friend. And in my woods, 
only one spot dared to encroach upon my 
freedom - the pond.

From the time I was old enough to 
cross the asphalt street, duck beneath the 
barbed-wire fence, and run through the hon
eysuckle field to join Matt and Amy in the 
woods, my parents forbid me to go near the 
pond. I never understood why the pond was 
so horrific; I was simply told to stay 
away. The warnings fell upon innocent 
ears. Danger and fear had yet to play a 
role in my life. As I grew older, as my 
boundaries stretched, the warnings faded
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until they were no longer directed at me, 
but at my younger sisters.

I never saw the pond, though I had a 
vague idea where it was, until the summer I 
turned eight years old. Amy and I had 
spent our morning gathering wildflowers for 
our mother, rushing home at lunchtime with 
our bouquets of fern, buttercups, and 
black-eyed Susans. Mom always kept a green 
glass jug on our kitchen table; a jug which 
we proudly competed to fill with the most 
beautiful flowers in the world. Mom 
blended our clusters of yellow with the 
purple and pink of yesterday’s dogstooth 
violets and wild roses.

In our usual habit, we ran across the 
street and through the field after eating. 
The straightening of our many forts kept us 
busy as the sun waned in the sky and the 
day prepared to rest. My parents demanded 
our presence at home before the sky became 
dim. A rule that we obeyed, though we al
ways sidled in the door just before our 
parents’ slight irritation dipped below the 
horizon with the sun, and serious trouble 
rose. With the late afternoon light flick
ering through the pine trees overhead, Amy 
and I ran off to find our big brother.

Of all of us, Matt knew the woods the 
best. Matt was the first to lay down the 
trails. Matt built the most elaborate ad
ditions to our forts. Matt designed the 
best sledding runs. Matt ventured the far
thest. While Amy and I were content to run 
abandonly through the woods and along the 
stream, at age eleven, Matt nearly always
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left us for his own adventures deeper and 
deeper in the woods. Matt’s trails led to 
the pond, and Amy, older and wiser, knew 
the way. In the ever-growing dimness, she 
led me along an unfamiliar trail.

The pond. My eyes could hardly absorb 
all that the pond threw at them. The pale, 
murky water rippled under the wind’s hand, 
pushing at the banks that restricted its 
motion. Branches spread over the pond, 
casting shadows that flowed with a life 
independent of the trees and water. In the 
early evening light, the pond was silver- 
magic expressed in physical form. Tall, 
blade-like grass leapt from the edges, 
blurring the definition between liquid and 
earth. Matt’s silhouette moved against the 
shoulder-high golden sedge grass and flow
ering thistle, drawing my gaze across the 
expanse of glassy gray. That was when I 
first saw the cattails rising high above 
the water.

As I stared at these new and foreign 
apparitions, I saw only the green jug. I 
saw Amy and me rushing into the kitchen, 
cattails hidden behind our backs. I heard 
the deep rumble of Dad’s voice asking me 
what I brought home. I saw Mom poking the 
long thick threads of cattail through the 
purple, pink, and golden maze of the jug. I 
could smell the confusion in the kitchen as 
the aroma of wildflowers and bubbling pots 
on the stove mingled in the damp, earthy 
tang of the cattails.

Amy and I wound along the pond’s edge, 
the ground growing damp under our bare

-55-



feet. Hurrying towards Matt, towards the 
cattails. The air was heavier on that side 
of the pond, Amy reached Matt first. She 
stepped into the water, feet squishing 
through the muddy bottom, reached out and 
snapped the slender stalk of the largest 
cattail. Happily she stepped back, giving 
me a chance to slide my feet into the shal
low water and reach out for my cattail.

I was not afraid. I began to step 
forward. All at once, every word I had ever 
heard about the pond rushed, no, swirled 
into my head. Every word of warning, every 
ominous word, sprang forth from my memory 
in a jolt that forced my toes to cling to 
the slick, grassy bank. Fear. It was like 
playing on the jungle gym at recess, run
ning and leaping over the empty spaces be
tween logs. The spaces grew larger and 
larger; I would leap and leap until sud
denly I would reach an eternal distance and 
freeze. Sometimes I fell.

I froze on the bank of that pond, my 
arm still reaching, trying to make up for 
the remaining three inches between the 
stalk and my fingers. I may as well have 
been trying to close the distance between 
my fingertips and the stars. I willed my
self to move. I urged my body to obey. I 
screamed for that extra step necessary to 
make the cattail mine. As the air began to 
twinkle with the mystery of evening, as 
Matt and Amy grew impatient behind me, I 
fell.

Falling into that eternal distance, 
thoughts billowed through me like a million
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waves. My parents’ voices. The darting 
shadows of tadpoles below me. The wind 
pushing at my back, sending my hair about 
my eyes. The duskiness of the sky. Amy 
scratching the mosquito bite on her ankle. 
The smell of the sun-warmed thistle. The 
cattail. Fear. All whirled into one great 
swell.

I cannot recall how long it took for 
Matt to make me step away from the pond. I 
do not remember him reaching out and pick
ing a cattail for me. Our walk home has no 
place in my memory except for the weight of 
the cattail in my palm. A cattail that was 
not mine. I placed it in the green jug, 
turning away quickly. The jug was laden 
with wildflowers and fern, the two cattails 
bending towards the table. I did not want 
to linger.

That night, lying in my bunk-bed with 
the sound of my little sister Meghan sleep
ing below me, I thought about the cattail.
I thought about tomorrow. I thought about 
scooting beneath the sharp barbs of the 
fence, crossing the honeysuckle field, fol
lowing the path that leads to the pond. In 
the twilight between sleep and conscious
ness, my fist closed around a stalk.

-Katie Laughlin

5
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Bad Habits

“I haven’t seen him in three days. 
Maybe he’s dead.”

“I doubt we’d be that bloody lucky.”
A Zippo flamed to life, suckling the tip of 
a fresh fag.

He ran a dimpled tongue over a jut
ting, yellowed incisor and continued to 
stare at her chest. “They won’t answer 
you, no matter how much you stare at ‘em.” 
Eyes of aged amber slowly traveled the 
fleshy canvas of sagging breasts, jowls, 
and a nearly nonexistent chin to linger 
blankly on twitching lips. Her unfiltered 
Camel dangled precariously, hung thickly 
with several drags of ash.

“I used to be a real beauty. The men 
would pay a week’s wage to sample these. 
Those were the days. Now, hmmph, now I 
take what I can get. It ain’t the same 
anymore, Merle. It just ain’t the same.” 
Merle nodded in sympathy, still eyeing the 
suspended wand of burnt Camel. It was mak
ing him nervous. She was making him sick 
to his gut. Merle needed another drink, 
maybe another bottle.

“I remember when I didn’t have to pay 
for it,” he drawled through his sobering 
haze. “There were dames all over me, like 
swarming flies, hungry for what I could 
give ‘em. Starving for a taste of Merle’s 
Magic! Those were the days!”

Her eyes rolled into the deep, blue- 
green hoods. Jeza scratched her glittered

-58-



nails through mussed hair, lingering just 
above an ear to scrape away some dead 
scalp. She brought her fingers away from 
her face and admired the oily dandruff 
crescented beneath her middle nail before 
flicking it away. Merle felt his insides 
twist into knots as bile attempted to make 
a dramatic entrance.

“I should get goin’. He could show 
up. You know how pissed he’d be to see me 
here. The old man knows what’s been goin’ 
on. Known for years.”

“Hell, you haven’t seen ‘im in three 
days, been least a week for me. The shit’s 
probably screwing some whore down at 
Delaney’s. Probably that bean, Rosie. Un
faithful swine.” It amazed Merle that the 
ash hadn’t taken a suicidal swan-dive into 
the downward cleavage between her breasts. 
Obviously divine intervention.

Jeza cocked her head back like a crow
ing cock and wheezed out a wet belch. The 
bile, thick and hot, burnt his throat, 
bubbled in his ears. “I should go. You 
need your sleep, I need a shower. He’ll 
probably show soon. I should go, yeah I 
should go.” Merle began to drag his wiry, 
exhausted frame from the dewy sheets. He 
wondered if they were originally that grey 
color. Some things were better left a mys
tery.

Jeza touched his retreating thigh in a 
lingering, longing-filled caress and begged 
with her red-veined slow eyes for him to 
stay. Merle stopped at the touch of the 
hand on his leg and clenched his teeth. It
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was always this way, no matter what he told 
himself, or her. Every damned time he 
swore he’d never fall into that black hole 
of gin and whoring again, she would appear. 
His clogged memories, diseased intentions, 
fulfillment and weakness wrapped in a 
large, ready package.

Merle turned from the green, tasseled 
lamp on the bedstand and took the Camel 
from her lips. Flicking the ash from the 
tip, he pulled one last drag from the or
ange cherry before snuffing it in the cup 
on the table. Eyes pinched, shoulders 
hunched in acceptance, he turned to this 
woman. His woman.

“I need to stop smoking, fuckin’ bad 
habit,” he sighed, more to himself, than to 
her.

Jeza smiled a knowing smile as he once 
again burrowed his grizzled chin in her 
soft neck.

-Sarah Lundin
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Common Scents: 
Bringing the Past Present

How can it be that one instant I*m 
here, approaching the half-century mark, my 
feet firmly planted in the now, and the 
next instant I’m in my grandpa’s backyard, 
forty years in the past? How does it hap
pen that I go, without warning, from where 
I am, to where I was? Well, it’s really no 
mystery; there’s no complicated formula 
involved. All that’s required is some com
mon scents. Like from peanut butter, or 
chewing tobacco, or diesel fuel, or camp
fire smoke, or fresh cut grass, or... (you 
pick one). And once employed as time-trav
eling agents, these familiar scents are 
unbelievably powerful, able to do what no 
man-made device or energy source can—open 
the gates of time.

Not all scents work the same, of 
course. Some are quite specific, carrying 
me back to a particular place in time, ev
ery time. Like the scent of chewing to
bacco. A good whiff of the foul-smelling, 
chemically altered concoction can transport 
me immediately to a summer day about forty 
years ago, in my grandpa’s backyard. Be
fore I know it, I’m seven years old again, 
following Grandpa as he putters around the 
yard and chews tobacco:

“Please Grandpa, can’t I try some?”
“No, it would make you sick, and your 

mother would kill me.”
“No Grandpa, I won’t get sick, and I
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won’t tell Mom.”
Well, I never knew for sure if my 

grandfather wanted to teach me a lesson, or 
if he just got tired of my constant pester
ing, but he finally gave me what I wanted.

“Now Butch, you listen to me. I’m 
going to give you just a little of this, 
but before I do, I’ll tell you what’s prob
ably going to happen: After it’s in your 
mouth, it will seem to grow. It will get 
very juicy, and you’ll need to spit it out 
a little at a time. But, you won’t be able 
to spit it all out; some of it will get 
down your throat, and you’ll get sick.”

“No Grandpa, I won’t get sick.”
Then, during this journey to the past, 

time skips a beat, and I go from my 
grandfather’s warning to the back of his 
garage; where I’m on my hands and knees; 
where the tobacco I so badly wanted is com
ing back up my nose along with whatever 
else was in my stomach; where I know I’m 
going to die. Then time skips two beats. 
It’s several years later and my grandfather 
is digging out his can of chew. He looks 
at me with a knowing grin: “Want some, 
Butch?” And I return his grin: “No 
thanks, Grandpa.”

That’s the only place the scent of 
chewing tobacco takes me. I don’t go there 
often, but often enough to say, “Thanks, 
Grandpa, for the lesson.”

There’s another scent that sends me to 
only one place in time, but I don’t know 
what to call it; I never found out what it 
was: June, 1967, Ft. Bliss, Texas. I’m
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seventeen years old and I’ve been at Army 
boot-camp for two months now. I’m riding 
inside what we all called the ‘cattle- 
truck’-a large cargo van that’s totally 
enclosed except for one door. No windows.
No seats. Just vertical iron bars to hold 
onto. Designed to carry about fifty 
people, there are at least seventy-five of 
us crammed inside, each doing his best to 
find a position he can live with for the 
next hour in that hated truck. Ft. Bliss 
is next to El Paso-and it’s HOT in June.
No air conditioning. We’re in the truck 
twice a day, traveling to and from a desert 
area where we throw grenades, shoot differ
ent types of rifles, and learn desert tac- 
tics-where we get to play soldier, not yet 
realizing the consequences of the game.
Some of the men (boys) in the truck will 
die soon in a jungle-not knowing a damn 
thing about the jungle, having been taught 
desert survival instead. Anyhow, in the 
cattle-truck, twice a day, I would encoun
ter this heavy musky odor. Being in an 
enclosed truck, I couldn’t tell where it 
came from; I thought maybe a motor pool or 
storage facility for oil or chemicals.
I’ve encountered that scent on four or five 
occasions since then, always with the same 
result: immediate return to the cattle- 
truck, where I experience again the heat, 
noises, and tremendous emotions of a seven
teen year old boy, playing soldier.

Whereas chewing tobacco or that un
known scent are quite specific in their 
time travel application, there is one scent
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that sends me to a fairly wide range of 
both times and places, and for that reason, 
I suppose, it’s my favorite ticket to past 
adventures, such as: A winter storm in the 
Gulf of Alaska, aboard the Coast Guard Cut
ter CLOVER, November, 1977. The wind is 
high, above forty knots. The seas are con
fused, meaning the waves have no pattern to 
their motion, no rhythm. They seem to 
heave in every direction at once, like a 
pot of violently boiling water. Such 
storms are rare, and never forgotten by 
those who sail through them. We’re roughly 
fifty miles Northwest of Sitka, our home 
port, sent by the Coast Guard Rescue Coor
dination Center in Juneau to locate a fish
ing vessel that has lost engine power and 
has requested Coast Guard assistance. It’s 
two o’clock in the morning when we locate 
the ship, which is on the verge of being 
swamped along with the crew of four men- 
scared, sick, exhausted. Fighting the wind 
and seas, it takes nearly an hour to get a 
line secured to the bow of the disabled 
craft. The return trip takes twelve hours, 
against the wind, and pulling a vessel 
nearly as large as our own. And in the air 
there is the ever present smell of diesel 
fuel.

The scent of diesel fuel has sent me 
back to the storms of Alaska, to the Bering 
Sea, to the great ice flows above the Arc
tic Circle, to the fjords and glaciers of 
Greenland, to the beauty of Nova Scotia, to 
the geysers of Iceland, and to the castles 
of Scotland. I relive the sights, sounds-
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and smells-of those places and those times.
I really like diesel fuel.

Time trips launched by diesel fumes 
are fun, and exciting. But there is one 
trip I go on, rarely now, that is not fun, 
triggered by an unlikely source—peanut 
butter. Now, I like peanut butter. I al
ways have. And the smell of peanut butter 
seldom causes me to go further than the 
kitchen counter. Sometimes though, when 
I’m alone and maybe thinking about my mom, 
I’ll open a jar of peanut butter, and—I’m 
not here anymore—I’m back in the mid-fify 
ties, in the second or third grade. I’m in 
our house in South Tucson. My three 
younger brothers are there. My mom is 
there. My dad is gone-again. Mom has just 
returned from getting groceries from the 
welfare place. That’s where she goes to 
get food that comes in plain cardboard 
boxes and plain tin cans. As a barmaid 
raising four boys, she doesn’t have much 
money, so the welfare people take something 
else in trade—her dignity. Now at that 
age I don’t understand much about dignity.
I can’t define shame or hopelessness. But 
I know what they look like, because I’ve 
seen them etched on my mom’s face when she 
returns from standing in line for the
‘free’ food she gets for her sons.

I’m sure there were different kinds of
food items in those cardboard boxes and 
plain cans, but on my trips back, there are 
only two: Powdered milk, which won’t dis
solve no matter how long or hard it’s 
stirred and peanut butter. Welfare peanut
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butter was, and maybe still is, unique.
Oh, it looked like regular peanut butter, 
and it smelled like regular peanut butter, 
but it wasn’t regular peanut butter. You 
couldn’t spread it. When you tried to 
spread welfare peanut butter, the bread 
would tear and curl around the knife, stuck 
to the peanut butter. About the only way 
you could make a sandwich was to plop a 
spoonful of the stuff in the middle of a 
piece of bread, then smash it down with a 
second piece of bread. Now, to be honest,
I don’t really care if I remember that aw
ful peanut butter that wouldn’t spread, or 
the powdered milk that wouldn’t dissolve, 
but there is something about that trip I 
want always to remember—the look on my 
mother’s face, and what she was willing to 
do to pay for those plain cardboard boxes 
and plain tin cans.

I’ve heard it said that, as we age, we 
can expect to lose some of our mental fac
ulties. Our senses might grow dull, and 
we’ll act as if we don’t have any common 
sense. Because of physical limitation, we 
won’t be able to get around as well. As 
for me, I’m not too worried. I can always 
go from where I am to where I was—as long 
as there’s rain on a dry desert floor, 
campfire smoke, Vienna sausage, salt-water, 
chewing tobacco, peanut butter, shirts 
dried in the sun, crayons, baby powder, 
baseball gloves, new books... Common 
scents!

-Gary L. Buchanan
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Common People

She went around the corner to find an
other desperate soul. She needed a fix. The 
party started hours, maybe days, before. A 
binge of alcohol and drugs. A bizaree menag
erie of people. A man dressed as Napoleon with 
the back cut out of his pants. She had screwed 
the dark haired one in the study. It was quick 
but it satisfied the urge. The urge, the need 
to be touched, human companionship in a way.
She should worry about disease, but she never 
sobered up enough to care.

She stood at the corner, knowing she 
couldn’t turn back. She had passed that point 
long ago. She met a man in the alley--another 
quick lay. But this encounter provided the 
money needed to satisfy the pain in her chest. 
Around the corner she found her destination, 
walked in and shut the door.

“I’ve got the money, where’s the junk?”
She was led to a back room where she 

cooked up and shot her way to ecstasy. She 
realized that she was the only female in the 
whole place. This could be fun, she mused. A 
few couples began sneaking off to other rooms. 
By then she had passed out.

She awoke with a start and saw many 
people in the state she previously was in. She 
made it out the door and heaved what little 
there was in her stomach. Wiping the vomit 
from her chin, she saw a woman in a suit on her 
way to work. She could be her. She went to 
the university, got an eduation, and for what? 
In a twisted way, she felt a perverse pleasure 
in her way of life. She took a step forward 
and headed slowly to the door. She opened the 
door to do it all over again.

-Lisa Ringler
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The Plan

I attended the traditional, classic 
wedding recently. Pink and white flowers 
laced the magnificent cathedral walkways. 
Solemn feelings and tears, accustomed to 
weddings, sprang out. During the service, 
flutes and violins enchant all around with 
their symphonies. And thirty people alone 
waltzed in the wedding procession. The 
couple stood hand-in-hand at the altar and 
stated their undying love for each other. 
The priest, on seeing the couple's perfect 
love, clarified what love can accomplish, 
how two people can keep each other happy 
for the rest of their days. Any couple 
could be jealous of this wedding, because 
fairy tale weddings don’t occur everyday. 
The reception, some thirty romantic, car
riage ride minutes away was adorned with 
more of the same gorgeous flowers, white 
lace, and a smorgasbord of multicultural 
cuisine. No one wanted to touch the five
tiered work of art (they called it a cake). 
To top the night off, people danced to the 
love ballads of the jazz era and the clas
sical-romantic period.

It was so enchanting, all I could 
think about was one thought: MAN, AM I 
BORED?

Couples spend excessive amounts of 
time planning the perfect wedding. So much 
time in fact that the bride forgets about 
two things: the expense and the entertain
ment factor. Sure the wedding is ecstatic
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for the two immediate families on that one 
night, but not for the friends invited or 
the father of the bride’s checkbook. In 
the above wedding, the bride kept complain
ing about the cost, and the ulcers the fa
ther received were nearly fatal. I truly 
felt sorry for the family. Why should they 
have gobs of stress pounding on the check
book and heart? I actually think that men 
get a bad rap in the marriage game. We can 
plan festivities that are cheap yet spe
cial. We can think, just as long as we 
keep in mind the meanings and traditions a 
wedding has. We could plan anything. No 
matter how many people disagree, men are 
sensitive to the feelings of their bride. I 
feel assured that most men agree. Society 
will eventually have to convert. To start, 
let me plan and pay for the wedding; that 
way, the price and entertainment problem 
would be a thing of the past. Imagine the 
male-planned wedding and become excited 
about never paying for a wearisome high- 
priced wedding again!

The wedding party are living examples 
of love and adoration who show their love 
in the traditional wedding by walking in 
with the bridesmaids. Why stop there? We 
can do better than that! The groomsmen can 
wear clothing to show love. Thus, they 
will sport Starter jackets of the grooms 
favorite major league teams. Not only can 
the groom and groomsmen show affection, 
they will represent the ease and comfort of 
married life by lounging in sweat pants,
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wool socks, and Tevas. As a double bonus, 
the groomsmen save money from not renting 
tuxes, as well as staying happy about keep 
ing the jackets, socks, and sweats. Along 
side the groomsmen, beauty radiates from 
the bridesmaids. Bridesmaids must remain 
the ideal form of beauty. The traditional 
dresses display beauty, good times, and 
happiness. On the other hand, the dresses 
make the Starter jackets seem cheap and 
underdressed. Thus, the bridesmaids will 
wear cut-off jean shorts with short-sleeve 
shirts in the same color of the groom’s 
favorite teams. The bride, however, must 
appeal to the eye more than the others. 
That is why she will wear a thong bikini 
Chunter’s orange, of course, to match the 
fall season) and the counterpart a ‘fish
net’ shirt or pullover. Three inch pumps 
in the color of the groom’s favorite team 
perfects the picture.

To match is everything in a wedding. 
Everything must flow. That is why the 
Elvis impersonator, presiding at the wed
ding, wears a jumpsuit to match the envi
ronment: the wedding party, the fall sea
son, and the warehouse which holds the wed
ding and wedding reception. Now, let me 
explain the warehouse. The wedding is to 
be located where multitudes will come. 
Hordes of people turn up because wedding 
invitations will be posted at all the bars 
the relatives hang around. Public notices 
constantly remind the relatives of the spe
cial night every time they enter their fa
vorite bar. This provides a great relief
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on time and money, not to mention the ex
citement caused by all the extra people 
that will come. The extras will be the 
couple’s gift to all their single friends. 
Weddings are great places to meet future 
fiancees. Anyway, finding warehouses to 
party in are easy to come by, since every
one is related to an old uncle who works in 
one. Now ladies! Don’t think that the 
place will be unsafe or unclean. The ware
house will be picked up of course. Stepping 
on a nail or two-by-four while dancing an
noys anyone.

Palates lie unused in corners of every 
warehouse. They are simple, strong square 
bases for forklift shipping. Holding hun
dreds of pounds, these simple wood bases 
provide a stable substructure for a stage. 
Even though building a stage takes some 
time, it is needed. It will be used to 
center everyone’s attention on the couple 
during their special moment. This couple 
deserves the best. The wedding day is 
‘their’ day. Everyone looks up to them as 
the epitome of higher love. To symbolize 
the couple’s superiority, they will either 
be brought in by ‘crowd surfing’ or (if the 
warehouse has one) high atop a forklift.

The service may or may not be quick. 
The length of the service is dependent on 
the intensity of their love. The greater 
the love--the shorter the service. If and 
when the man can finally choke-out the 
words I LOVE YOU, the newlyweds will 
quickly give each other their rings and 
start celebrating. The purpose of the
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rings is to put each other into dependency 
(financially) on each other. It symbolizes 
the most valuable object in the world being 
the fiancee. The rings don’t have to be 
gold bands specifically, but they must 
serve the purpose. That’s why when you see 
the best man/best dog scurry up to the 
stage, he may have some certain objects 
that put the other at a superior position. 
After taking the ‘rings’ from the best man, 
the groom will give away his remote control 
just as the bride will give up her driver’s 
license.

After the exchange, the couple ‘roll 
out the barrel’ to the best reception ever. 
Kegs offer a substitute for a table, arm 
rest (if stacked), or in the married 
couple's sake, as a chair on the forklift 
for the ride over to the cake. The cake. 
The symbol of the layers of love, adora
tion, and celebrating felt all around. The 
cake, attention grabbing yet consumable, is 
a sculpture of an elaborate horizontal 
’69.’ The couple takes the cake and feed 
each other, symbolizing how the newlyweds 
will live. In the traditional wedding, the 
couple usually makes a mess. Yet, they en
joy the festive nature. I wouldn’t change 
a thing about it. People naturally feel 
the urge to leave all inhibitions behind. 
Hence, the Newlyweds begin celebrating by 
smashing cake into each other’s face, and 
then move on to the congregation. The ju
bilation is underway! People cheer, kids 
shriek, air horns blare; all to signal 
Elvis to turn on the music. Music will
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burst out of all the radios found in the 
warehouse. This way everyone can dance to 
music and hear the game. Otherwise, for 
the cultural elite, a home stereo could 
blare tapes of boot-legged concerts of Bon 
Jovi and Guns-n-Roses.

To top the night off, or to liven it 
up more, great party games such as Twister 
and the limbo are accompanied by exciting 
power tool games. Can you drill faster than 
Mom? How is your aim of a nail gun at fif
teen feet? Who in your family can chuck a 
sledgehammer the farthest and still hit a 
garbage can? These games become the final 
chance for the groom to get into tiptop 
shape. You see, the couple will troop off 
to a hunting lodge for the honeymoon. Ex
cellent, fresh meat nourishes the newlyweds 
as long as the groom or bride (it is the 
90’s) succeeds in their hunting expedi
tions. Remember: the family that slays to
gether, stays together. After all the ex
citement of the reception and hiking, the 
lone mountain cabin supplies the quiet at
mosphere the young couple needs. In addi
tion, it’s a bargain for such romance! 
Nothing is more romantic than sipping wine 
on a deep shag carpet in front of a mag
nificent fireplace.

There it is. The perfect wedding that 
keeps costs down and entertainment up. 
Weddings and wedding receptions don’t have 
to be the classic “white-silk” celebration. 
The symbols and reasons behind common ac
tions create most of our traditions. That 
doesn’t mean it will always be the same,

-73-



nor remain monotonous and expensive. Too 
much stress bares down on the back of the 
bride and pocket book of the family. I 
feel that men can take ownership of the 
planning and paying process just as well as 
women can. As you can see, fun and excite
ment mustn t stay away in the midst of 
friends, family, and company. With the new 
i , comPany will- eagerly share and multi

ply « 6 C0UPl-e’s everlasting love. It is 
the 90 s folks. Today, we break the norms.
I see no reason why the norm of wedding 
plans should be made by women alone. So 
w2en y°ur wedding comes around, put a lot 
of thought into what you want in a wedding 
and then go register at your local Sears 
and Ace hardware stores.

-Andrew J. Roberts
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My Rocky Mountain Eden

It is the marriage of the soul 
with nature that makes the in
tellect fruitful, and gives 
birth to imagination.

-Henry David Thoreau, August 21,
1851

It is late summer and the days are 
growing shorter, the nights longer and 
cooler. The sun’s brightness is near and 
intense as it moves closer to its winter 
position in the sky. The munching of lan
guid grasshoppers can be heard amidst the 
drying leaves and grass. Robins, those 
harbingers of spring, are feeding furiously 
before they take off on their migratory 
trip to warmer climes. Gardeners are har
vesting the last of their crops and salvag
ing seeds for planting next year. We’re 
hanging up muddy shoes and weathered over
alls and putting away our tools. Now that 
the need for physical labor is over, I turn 
to musing about the garden that was and the 
gardens that are yet to be.

Every gardening season reminds me 
that the act of planting seeds in the 
ground (and expecting Paradise to spring 
forth) is one of unstinting faith. Kneeling 
on the ground to plant a seed is like 
kneeling before an altar to pray. Please 
give me strength to go on in the face of 
adverse weather. I faithfully promise not
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to abandon my garden if it disappoints me. 
So much depends on chance, yet, what makes 
it exciting is the mystery of not knowing 
how it will all come out. With every turn 
of the spade, the axioms of childhood re
peat over and over in my head: "if at first 
you don't succeed, try, try again. Practice 
makes perfect. You never know until you 
try. " So, true to the cyclical nature of 
gardening, every year I enthusiastically 
return.

Each garden plot surrounding my family’s 
100-year-old house has a form and function of 
its own. The house faces east with a porch 
that wraps around to the north side. Patches 
of perennial flowers are planted here—red 
poppies, yellow tulips, blue delphinium, pink 
columbine, and white daisies. A thick hedge 
of purple lilacs encloses the front yard and 
obscures the house from view. On the south 
side, the back yard is overgrown with wild
flowers and errant herbs. A bird feeder hangs 
over an old tomato patch which is now domi
nated by dwarf sunflowers and strands of mil
let. The yard is fenced with towering 
chokecherry bushes, honeysuckle plants, a plum 
tree, and white lilacs. One flower bed hosts 
a gathering of irises and daisies and another 
is filled with blue phlox and bachelor but
tons. The yard literally buzzes and flutters 
with winged creatures, much to the delight 
and frustration of our two cats.

Most of my time is spent in the gar
den that abuts the street on the west side 
of the house. In early spring, I plant 
lettuce, spinach, peas, chard, carrots,
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beets, and radishes. Once the threat of 
frost has passed, I plant tomatoes, green 
beans, and peppers. I take no credit for 
the chives, parsley, marigolds, and a cor
nucopia of weeds which re-appear every 
spring in an impressive act of self-per
petuation.

Because this garden is next to the 
street, it’s become a modest roadside at
traction. Throughout the season, my neigh
bors tell me they appreciate and enjoy 
watching the garden grow. It’s only my 
civic as well as global duty to contribute 
to the beautification of the world, I hum
bly think to myself. Likewise, people who 
pass by my garden are amusing at times.
They stand and stare with puzzlement at a 
ceramic bird which sits on a fence post; 
and seem to say as they point to it: “Why 
doesn’t that bird fly away? It looks so 
real. Oh, it’s just made of clay!” When I’m 
working in the garden, neighbors will walk 
by, stop and chat; or ask for snips of 
parsley, peppermint or sweet peas. In mid
summer, the raspberry patch is a favorite 
picking spot for kids in the neighborhood 
as well as the snow peas, which, by then, 
have concluded their cool season perfor
mance .

With autumn near, the flowers that 
bloomed so fervently all summer now look 
bedraggled and forlorn. Long gone to seed, 
they want to close up shop and call it a 
season. Unwatered and past their prime, 
they fitfully exclaim, “My beauty is faded. 
My time is over. End this shame! To the
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compost, post haste!” Duly reprimanded, I 
promise to clean out the old and make way 
for the next generation to bloom in the 
spring.

Even though it’s hemmed in by asphalt 
and concrete, my garden is part of the 
larger ecosystem. Its proximity to civili
zation doesn’t limit its connection to the 
natural world. To aid this bond with Na
ture, I avoid using pesticides, herbicides, 
and chemical fertilizers. In addition to 
enriching the soil with compost and mulch,
I employ sensitive cultivation techniques, 
such as talking to my seedlings and making 
sure different kinds of plants make good 
side-by-side companions. Hence, my garden 
teems with life. Just under the surface, 
earthworms dig and chew and make castings 
that enrich the soil. Spiders move in wher
ever they can weave a web and capitalize on 
the abundant flurry of tiny insects. Lady
bugs gallantly arrive, their red coats 
shining, to devour any aphids they can 
find. They feast on the juicy bugs, then 
fly off to rescue my neighbor’s lettuce and 
tomatoes.

A white-tailed deer paid a visit to my 
garden last summer, becoming the latest re
cruit into my Garden Pest Hall of Fame. She 
came at dawn and ate all the sproutings of 
red raddichio cabbage right down to the roots. 
I left the decimated plants in the ground all 
winter and, sure enough, new leaves came up 
in the spring. How wonderful, I thought, I’ll 
finally get some raddichio. But the plants 
grew like spinach, not cabbage. The leaves
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were bitter and inedible. Out of compassion 
for their struggle to survive and a natural 
curiosity to see what would happen, I left 
them alone. The plants quickly went to seed, 
shooting up five-foot spires of bud-covered 
branches. What a valiant effort to redeem 
themselves! Every morning, the top-most buds 
opened to an aster-like periwinkle blue flower 
which attracted a steady convoy of bees and 
butterflies all summer long. They were bit
ter to the tongue, but beautiful to the eye!

During the long, dormant months of 
winter, my garden sleeps under a blanket of 
snow, and I seek distraction from this cold 
and dreary place. Like every obsessive 
gardener in America, I pour over the 
plethora of seed catalogues and gardening 
magazines that sprout like weeds in my 
mailbox every January. During this period 
of rest and renewal, our imaginations come 
alive. Just as an artist conceives a paint
ing or a writer a poem, the gardener must 
confront her mound of soil and imagine the 
possibilities. Once conceived, she plants 
her seeds in the ground. In a few days or 
weeks her earth canvas takes shape. Verdant 
smells and tastes, colors and texture rise 
to the surface, sway in the breeze, and 
titillate every s&nse. Distinguished by its 
constant state of transformation, the gar
den moves through stages of growth, frui
tion, demise, and decay. It’s a performance 
piece! The artist-gardener is usually some
where in the picture, rearranging, disman
tling, and even consuming the art.

I like to think of Nature as my si-
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lent partner in the stewardship of a tiny 
ecosystem. Our work is to germinate seeds 
which grow into plants that create a sea
sonal habitat for insects, spiders, birds, 
and mammals. These creatures complete the 
bio-picture and the garden becomes a bor
rowed habitat. Despite the potential for 
mass destruction, I am honored by the pres
ence of robins in the garden and flattered 
that this place is interesting enough to 
attract a multitude of other creatures, 
beneficial or not.

For many gardeners, the harvest is the 
end that justifies the hard manual labor as
sociated with gardening. We put up with dirty 
fingernails, painful backaches, and leath
ery, sun-burned skin for homegrown tomatoes, 
tender lettuce, fresh spinach, and crunchy 
snowpeas. However, for me, gardening is more 
than growing food. It’s an important and nec
essary ritual of the seasons, a compulsion, a 
habit that won’t die. I’m not only producing 
bushels of vegetables or tailoring the land
scape in superficial beauty, but attempting 
to merge--mind, body and soul—with the forces 
of nature. Whew! Am I getting carried away? 
Yes! Weeding carrots in the soft spring rain 
is a welcome escape from the hyper-real, 
technoplastic environment that pervades in
dustrial society (manifest within the walls 
of my own modern home). My horticultural hobby 
takes precedence over housework and gives a 
grown woman a legitimate excuse to play in 
the dirt. And always the serendipitous na
ture of gardening keeps us on our toes, bal
anced and grounded.

-80-



Michael Pollan wrote in Second Na
ture: A Gardener’s Education that “nature’s 
apt to pull the rug out from under us at 
any time, to make a grim joke of our no
blest intentions.” How true! Gardening is 
full of folly and foolishness. Whoever 
heard of growing cantaloupes and watermelon 
in Montana? Nature certainly pulls her rug 
out from under us when she sends down 
shards of hail like Damocles swords to 
slice little plants to pieces. We are 
grimly reminded of our height above sea 
level when a mid-summer frost freezes our 
tomatoes. Our noblest intentions are 
squelched by the ravenous appetites of 
grasshoppers and slugs. Despite all this 
uncertainty, we know we’re living in a 
dynamic biosphere when our anthropocentric 
rituals meet Nature’s random plan. Humbly, 
we learn to accept our true place in the 
universe, alongside the slugs and ungulates 
who like romaine lettuce as much as we do. 
Tending a garden is one way I embrace the 
natural world and seek to discover the 
life-sustaining power of my own heart and 
spirit. Gardening restores and preserves 
our relationship with other living things. 
William Shakespeare knew this when he 
wrote: "One touch of nature makes the whole 
world kin." Those are my sentiments ex
actly.

1Pollan, Michael. "Second Nature: 4 
Gardener’s Education," Atlantic Monthly 
Press. 1991.

-Patti Borneman
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Warning!: Comfort Zone

When I was younger, I took a certain 
pleasure in getting sick. For one thing, 
if my acting was up to par, I could feign a 
near death experience and possibly skip 
school for the day. But even better was 
all the attention I got from Mom. She 
would brew me a mug of hot Tang and sit at 
my bedside running her hands through my 
hair while the thermometer grew accustomed 
to the humidity under my tongue. Giving up 
on the world for a day was indeed a wonder
ful experience.

Despite a similar attraction to a 
‘healing hiatus’, I’d done my very best to 
avoid the latest campus bout with the flu-- 
lots of water and plenty of rest--but it 
finally caught up with me. The assault 
began deviously, typical of those viruses, 
with a minor tickling just below my larynx, 
and then grew to monstrous proportions Cat 
least in terms of what I would consider 
acceptable limitations for the flu. Never 
underestimate the personality of a virus; 
while some may be fairly harmless and ami
able, others have nothing short of sadism 
on their hard, protein coated, single 
stranded minds).

The virus seized my nose from within 
and squeezed thick liquids under my eye 
balls. It incited riots in my chest, the 
infuriated shouts of which could be heard 
emanating from the depths of my throat.
Not to concede a moment’s rest, it fired
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off a mucosal stampede which has taken at 
least a week to control--even now I find 
that I’m often excusing myself to collect 
strays in a hanky.

It was in this deplorable state that I 
found myself seated in front of a pulsing 
computer screen, eeking out primitive sen
tences with the concentration of a Neander
thal scratching pictographs into his cave 
wall. The incessant clicking of keys 
crescendoed into an unbearable cacophony.
I felt increasingly like the bottom block 
of a level twelve, loosing Tetris game. 
Longingly, my eyes fixed their stare on the 
futon on the other side of the room and my 
hands slipped from the keyboard into my 
lap. Conceding for “just a few minutes,” I 
flopped down on the futon (whose resiliency 
left something to be desired), curled up 
like a fetus and whimpered and moaned to 
soothe my aches. (It’s a good thing no one 
else was in the house or I might have been 
carried off on a stretcher by men dressed 
in white shoes and shirts with white belted 
white trousers).

Reflecting on this reoccurring theme,
I realize there is a difficult problem to 
address here, and I dare say it isn’t vi
ral. While I greatly appreciate lotion 
soaked Kleenex, compassionate mothers, and 
flannel bed sheets, I need to be careful 
about the amount of energy I put into pur
suing comfort. One might argue that univer
sal comfort is the end to which mankind 
ought to move, and I know for a fact that 
most of us have argued as such, with due
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attention paid to avoiding self-incrimina
tion. The unseen dilemma is that every act 
of comfort relinquishes a certain portion 
of the human struggle. Every time I seek 
the most comfortable solution, I surrender 
a battalion in the war against Mediocrity 
and distance myself from my goal of ulti
mate truth.

Some folks possess a curious attrac
tion to the Struggle. My best friend’s 
father, Sam, always vexed me during my 
childhood. He is insightful and, as seems 
to be typical of insightful men, quite vex
ing. One thing that disturbed me in par
ticular was his credo, stating simply,
“when confronted with choices of equal 
worth, always choose the hardest way.” Now 
for a boy like me, this was simply non
sense. Why would anybody in their right 
mind choose to make their life that much 
more complicated by deliberately choosing 
difficult circumstances?

I’m sure my father recognized these 
thoughts in me early on. He was always 
incredibly irritated with me as I perpetu
ally sought out shortcuts for common tasks. 
He would call up from the barn, “Matt, will 
you bring me ten more 2x4’s from that stack 
by the garage,” and I would spend the next 
half hour rigging up a wheel barrow that 
would do the job in one fell swoop.

And so I met Sam’s challenge with 
uncertainty, eventually ignoring it until I 
realized what he was aiming at. The issue 
at hand is not productivity or efficiency, 
or even whatever convictions may be driving
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from deep within. The issue is that it is 
a good thing to engage in the struggle. To 
utilize what we have been given, to pick up 
ramming speed and crack skulls with the 
foe. . . to engage in the struggle is a 
privilege indeed.

It has taken quite some time for me to 
appreciate the struggle, and I’m sure that 
I have frustrated many folks around me in 
the process. Nevertheless, the light of 
realization has a funny way of re-illumi
nating old truths, and often the view can 
be startling.

My younger brother is attending our 
college this year, and I delight to watch 
him struggle. He has entered the biology 
and pre-medicine program--a discipline 
which I tried my best to distract him from 
to no avail--and he is beginning to recog
nize the wild ride he is in for. The 
safety bar has been lowered, the lights 
dimmed, and the clack, clack of wheels 
against the rails is slowing down at the 
top of his foreboding ascent.

The other day a mutual friend men
tioned that Joel was distraught having just 
left the examination room after his first 
chemistry test. I tried to hide my ela
tion. It’s not so much that I like to 
watch him suffer. Nothing could be further 
from the truth. However, it is wonderful 
to watch him move from the intoxicating 
freedom of the freshman year to the burdens 
and triumphs of the professional student.
It is a struggle that is changing him.

Change. Therein lies the beauty! Not
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struggle for the sake of struggle, but 
struggle for the sake of character forma
tion. Roots that press deeper and deeper, 
anchoring the soil around them.

To say that enjoying life requires 
comfort is to give into the popular myth 
that pain, struggle, and effort are mani
festations of social evil. Somehow, we 
have convinced ourselves that the greatest 
consequence of our fall from perfection is 
that life now requires effort. Let me ask 
then, what good is a machine without a 
task? We are designed for the task of liv
ing, a glorious privilege indeed, espe
cially considering the equipment we have 
been granted for the purpose of lending 
depth to the experience. To possess such 
machinery and yet to leave it unchallenged, 
that is the greater evil.

I must admit that if you were to read 
this essay and then spend a day walking 
around observing my life, you would be in
clined to tag me as a hypocrite--with down
cast face, I would have to oblige the la
bel. However, I find comfort in the knowl
edge that life is a series, a progression 
from a bundle of raw equipment to the final 
picture of how we’ve put that equipment to 
work. My wrestling coach in High School 
was one of those old fellas who contain a 
wealth of quips and one liners within their 
brain--phrases that stick when situations 
demand a quip! of an explanation. He would 
always strain his neck and yell emphati
cally, “Isolate the pressure; isolate it 
and then cut through the pressure.” Those
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words rang in my ears during each six 
minute blast of effort and continue to ring 
as I work my way through this greater 
struggle we call life. My hope is that 
someday I can look back and say with a sat
isfied heart, “I met the struggle.”

It’s easy to cry that you're beaten-- 
and die;

It’s easy to crawfish and crawl;
But to fight and to fight when hope is 

out of sight--
Why, that’s the best game of them all! 
And though you come out of each grueling 

bout,
All broken and beaten and scarred, 

Just have one more try--it*s dead easy 
to die,

It’s the keeping-on-living that’s hard.

-From "The Quitter" 
by Robert Service

-Matt Edminster
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These Waters are My Sky

Morning rises eagerly over the 
mountain. The raging Yellowstone River 
follows its course through the Paradise 
Valley. Water rushes over rocks and under 
branches with raw strength as the river 
follows the woven path. With such vi
brancy, the river is unpredictable. Ever- 
changing. Respectable. If one listens 
closely to the roaring of the water, a 
story will be heard—a story of earlier 
years and wild times. An untamed spirit, 
the Yellowstone River is never to be taken 
for granted, harnessed, or bridled.

I can clearly account for all the 
times I stood on the river’s bank and gazed 
upon its beauty. The sun gleamed through 
the branches of the trees which littered 
the banks, casting shadows on an ethereal 
backdrop. If one squinted against the 
glaring sun, one could see the deep pools 
teaming with life—snakes, trout, frogs— 
each dependent on the Yellowstone for sur
vival. At times the river appeared gentle, 
easing itself gingerly over branches which 
snagged the channels. Other times it dis
played blind fury, rolling violently over 
logs and rocks, its ripples capped in white 
foam.

No matter how many visits I made to 
the bank, the river still was a little dif
ferent each time. I grew to appreciate and 
welcome the constant change. I liked the 
variation because I could relate to it.
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The river reflected my feelings and experi
ences in life. Standing on the river’s 
bank, I came to realize how much my life 
relied on the Yellowstone as a release and 
as a mentor. The Yellowstone had become 
family.

I was about six when I first laid eyes 
on the river. My father had brought me 
there, wanting to share its beauty and 
power. The Yellowstone loomed ahead of us 
like a mighty beast. Threatening even 
the sturdiest of boats, its waters were 
rough and quick. I remember the thrill as 
we launched our big yellow raft, adorned 
with battle scars, and faced the river on 
its domain. My father navigated us past 
rapids and undercurrents, snags and whirl
pools, taming the river like a snake 
charmer. As we passed each snag and whirl
pool, my father pointed, emphasizing its 
location and importance. I remember him 
saying, “The river is young and powerful. 
What you see here now, will not be here in 
a year. As you grow to love the river as I 
do, never take it for granted. Never take 
it for granted.” The phrase still rings 
through my mind.

At that young age, I was fearless. 
Like the Yellowstone, I was restless and 
spirited. Those years I spent a lot of 
time on the river, learning to swim and 
challenging its currents. By sixth grade,
I was navigating our raft, bridling the 
river like my father once did.

With the passing seasons, the river 
chose new directions, as if fleeing from
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civilization. Driven by wind and eroding 
banks, the water flowed through new chan
nels. Trees frantically grasped for sup
port, as they toppled into the river, vic
tims of the eroding banks. Fences fought 
to reclaim their land from the high water 
as new banks formed. Old banks vanished 
from existence. Never again would the 
Yellowstone be the same. It was these 
times that my father’s wisdom echoed 
through my mind, “The river is never to be 
taken for granted.”

As the years passed, I matured and the 
Yellowstone aged. I began to stray from 
the nest, frequently testing my wings.
With my new found freedom, I spent more 
time on the river. I strayed from the life 
jackets and our battered raft, spending my 
days tubing. I would spend hours on the 
river, basking in the sunlight, taunting 
the many schools of fish circling under
neath the water’s surface. The river of
fered many calm pools in which my friends 
and I would swim. I still remember that 
initial chill as we dove into the river’s 
depths. The icy mountain water stinging 
our stomachs and chests, threatening to 
steal our breath.

Even at night, I heard the river call
ing. It reached out for me, enticing me to 
its depths. Many nights I would sneak out 
of the house and venture to the
Yellowstone’s edge. If I close my eyes, I 
can still see the spot. It was a sandy 
beach, illuminated by the headlights on the 
interstate. The moon’s reflection magi-
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cally danced on the water, giving the beach 
a mystical glow. As my toes dug into the 
cool sand, I entered a whole new world—my 
world. My soul would soar above the river 
like an eagle brushing its wings on the 
water’s surface before ascending towards 
the moon. My breath was that of the winds 
blowing through the trees; my pulse, the 
rhythm of the water. My whole being trans
formed into my environment.

I would sit for hours and listen to 
the river’s song. It was mystical and al
luring, like a tune that echoes through the 
mind an entire day. The melody told of 
secrets found in the river’s depths and of 
creatures who stole from its waters. It 
was about survival and of the passing of 
seasons. When consumed by the beat, I 
could feel the snow of winter dancing on 
the water, the sun peering at its mirrored 
reflection, leaves dancing over the autumn 
ripples.

Other times, I would swim alone in the 
moonlight, bathing in the river’s splendor. 
In the twilight, I would quickly shimmy out 
of my clothes and skillfully clamber up the 
highest rock. With only a moment’s hesita
tion to smell the evening mist, I would 
dive into the icy depths. Shock surged 
through my body as the river’s icy fingers 
raked my back. I broke the surface with a 
heartfelt gasp, the river’s mirrored image 
crashing before me. As the moon hung over 
us, the river and I became one, blending 
into a continuous blur beneath the starry 
sky.
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Both rebellious by nature, the river 
and I were constantly ramming heads. Being 
competitive, we always tried to tame the 
other. Numerous times the Yellowstone had 
the upper hand, knocking me out of my tube 
or engulfing me in one of its many under
currents. With each defeat, my apprecia
tion of the river grew. In its own way, 
the Yellowstone has taught me about life 
and survival.

When I moved to college, I left the 
river. In many ways, I left part of my
self. I missed the river and I firmly be
lieve it was reflected in my feelings of 
loss and abandonment. For the longest 
time, I lost the motivation to continue on 
in life. I had always identified myself 
with the river, and now it was miles away. 
The memory of the river—its icy waters, 
sandy banks, and mirrored images—were not 
enough to ease my pain. I did not know who 
or what to turn to when times were rough.
I could no longer run to that sandy beach 
or bask in the moonlight. Like the trout 
in the many pools along the river bank, the 
Yellowstone was my life line. Without it, 
life appeared grim.

Four years have passed since that day 
I left the Yellowstone. Whenever I am back 
home, I wander down to the river’s edge and 
listen to its song. The river hums a fa
miliar tune—a melody that for years has 
waltzed through my dreams. I listen to the 
roar of the water and watch how it gently 
wanders down its course. Occasionally a 
fish jumps or a deer ventures cautiously to
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the river’s edge, reminding me of the true 
wildness possessed by the river. At times,
I slip into its depths, welcoming the icy 
coldness, remembering times past.

Just as I have aged, so has the 
Yellowstone. Now calmer, the river does 
not seem like a threat, but more as a 
friend. For years we fought to tame each 
other, now finding comfort in each other s 
existence. Now the Yellowstone welcomes 
me, wanting me to give a few moments and 
share in the song—the song of our past.

No matter how many times I swim the 
river’s currents or sit on its shores, I 
still do not fully know the Yellowstone. 
Though we have aged together, we are still 
strangers. Each of us is ever-changing, a 
little different with each year. This con
trast binds us together and keeps me coming 
back, thirsting for new knowledge—for bet
ter understanding of the river’s ways.

As I first encountered the river with 
my father, a cycle emerged-one of life and 
death. Just as I have been raised on the 
river, so too, I believe, I will die in the 
river’s depths. Only then will the circle 
be complete and the river and I will truly 
be one. Free to roam Paradise Valley, full 
of fury and spirit—never to be taken for
granted.

-Jessica Tacke

I
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'1

Doorknob

The fear was unimaginable, laying 
there naked in the tub on your back de
fenseless, in the middle of the night read
ing a book. The anxiety that hung in the 
damp air surrounding you would keep you on 
your toes, forever being afraid that some
one was behind the closed door that lay 
only a few feet from your defenseless body. 
If you hear even one creak in the floor
board, your entire body would tense up and 
rise slowly above the water. At that 
point, you would turn your head to watch 
the door handle making sure it did not turn 
to admit an unwelcome guest. From that 
moment, on apprehension filled your every 
move. You could no longer lay there, no 
longer read the book that had begun to 
shake in your hands because you swore you 
heard—really heard the floor yielding to 
the weight of some unknown/unwanted body, 
then your stomach knotted with fear because 
the doorknob had begun to turn. It was 
locked, but in your subconscious you knew 
that the frail lock would not stop the in
truder for long. A locked door to this 
type of person was like putting a sign up 
and inviting him to come and do his hearts 
desire just for practice or pleasure. 
Hearing the doorknob reel back to its 
original position, lets you know that the 
intruder had let go of the doorknob because 
he discovered it was locked. Your minutes 
became numbered. Time was running out and 
still your unclothed body lay still in the
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water which had cooled over the course of 
hours. Then as he pushed the pin into the 
lock, the dooming click of release came, 
enabling the traitorous knob full axis. As 
the door swung slowly open, your body fi
nally came to life as he reached your side. 
Panic filled your chest threatening to ex
plode your heart. Struggling was useless 
now but you did anyway, because once you 
see your death two things can happen: you 
fight for another chance at life, or you 
embrace death with open arms and accept it 
as a fate destined.

* * * * * * * * ♦ *

The fear, raw and fresh, was smelt by 
the officers as they walked into the room. 
The rank stench of it seemed to be every
where and in everything. They could sense 
the flashing terror the victim felt: how 
before the life was drawn from your veins, 
you held on trying desperately to stop 
whatever had come to wreak its vengeance 
upon you. Looking down into your face, the 
officers could see how in despair, your 
lips curled up and your eyes clenched with 
the thought that life was over and death 
was emanate. You lay with your head cocked 
to one side resting on the edge of the bed; 
the body sprawled out on the floor with one 
leg straight out and the other curved in
ward, making it seem you were just lounging 
on the floor with your back to the bed so 
you could stay propped up to look at the 
doorknob. -Tina Bruun
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THE WOUNDED

“Johnny? Johnny! Where are you?”
Johnny squatted in the darkness of the 

basement. The warm moistness wrapped around 
him. Life was becoming too much. A sigh shut
tered through his body as he leaned his cheek 
against the cool concrete wall. It would be so 
easy, if only he had the guts. His buddies had 
done it. Hell, Carl, his best buddy in “Nam," 
had taken the step just last year. That meant 
that he was alone, the only one left. He ca
ressed his forehead with the metallic coolness 
of the pistol. Guess there wouldn’t be any 
reunions this year. Then again, he was his own 
reunion. Johnny laughed aloud, a bitter bark 
with no humor.

“Johnny? Are you down here?”
He sat still, silent, as he had been 

taught in jungle survival.
“Johnny?”
Sue stood at the head of the basement 

stairs. A light flashed on and cut through the 
dark, silhouetting her form.

“Turn that damn thing off!”
Sue quickly flipped the light off and 

slowly felt her way into the darkness. The 
basement door, left open, allowed a defused 
illumination to ease through the room.

“Johnny, you can’t sit here in the dark.”
“Why the hell not?”
“It’s not good for you.”
“Oh yeah? What do you know? You an 

expert? You don’t know shit!”
“Johnny, stop. Calm down.”
“Calm down? Calm down? ‘It’s not good 

for you.’ Shit. You don’t know anything. You 
want me to calm down so you won’t know how 
crazy I am!”
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“You aren’t crazy. You’re hurting.”
“Shut up! Just shut the hell up! You

don’t know. I’m crazy!! Nuts! I’m a “Nam" 
Vet, we’re all crazy!!”

“Johnny, please. I want to help.”
“Help? You can’t help! Why’d you wanna

help?”
“I love you.”
“Love? You don’t know love, you stupid 

bitch! You don’t love me!”
“Come on Johnny, you know I do.”
“Shut up, bitch!”
He screamed his hate into her face, 

flicking spit at her. She flinched and shook 
her head numbly, denying the horror of his 
words. Tears streaked down her face, and like 
gasoline on a fire, the tears inflamed his 
anger.

“Get out of here!” He waved his arms at 
her, “Leave me alone!”

“I can’t leave you here alone with a gun 
I won’t.”

“Why? You wanna watch?”
“No. I love you. I want to help.”
“You don’t want anything. You’re just 

stupid. You don’t love me.”
Inside his head a voice was telling him 

to stop, to calm down, that Sue wasn’t the 
enemy; she was, in fact, his ally. His only 
ally. He rejected the comforting thought. He 
couldn’t let go. Wouldn’t be soothed.

“I do love you. You can’t make me stop.
His voice turned cold.
“You don’t think so? Watch.”
His hand swung out and its heel smashed 

into her jaw, snapping her head back into the 
cement wall. She crumpled to the ground, con
scious but dazed.

Johnny watched her fall as if in slow 
motion. Dear God, he’d hit her. He hadn’t
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meant to hit her. His impulse was to catch 
her, to comfort her, but he couldn’t move.
What a bastard he was. He could hear himself 
shouting obscenities at her.

As she curled herself tighter and tighter 
into the fetal position, he became angrier and 
angrier at himself, at the world, and espe
cially at the damn U.S. of A. He brought his 
foot out and pushed her with it, hard. She 
coughed and sat up, an angry welt rising on her 
chin. He raised his arm. She looked calmly at 
him.

“O.K., now what? You feel better? Have 
at ‘er.”

Johnny shook his head in confusion. Her 
calmness bothered him. Why wouldn’t she loose 
her temper? Get mad? Hate him?

“Oh? you don’t think I will?”
She slowly stood up, swaying slightly.

She closed her eyes and shook her head to clear 
her thoughts.

“I don’t know. But hitting me won’t stop 
my love.”

“You bitch.”
He grabbed her hand and forced the gun 

into it. Keeping her fingers around it, he 
cocked and pointed it at himself.

“If you love me so much, show me. Give 
me the gift that keeps on giving. Send me to 
Hell.”

Her hand dropped to her side.
“No. Quit it.”
“Go ahead, shoot me.”
He grabbed her hand holding the gun and 

pushed it upward. In the same motion he back
handed her across the face.

“Come on. You don’t love me. Make it 
easy on yourself.”

She turned her body half-way away from 
him, distancing him from the gun.
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He slapped her again.
“Look, I’ll make it self-defense. ‘Crazy 

Vet Attacks Wife.’ No one will blame you. 
They’ll prob’ly thank you. One less Viet Nam 
vet. Go ahead. Do it.”

“God, Johnny! Stop! Why don’t you 
just...” She gripped her forehead with her 
hand; her body trembling from suppressed emo
tions .

“Just what? Do it?”
“No! Just stop] Stop attacking me!”
“Why should I?”
Her shoulders drooped. She sighed and 

shook her head, “You just don’t know.”
“Shut up and do it.”
“No.”
“Why not? Because you love me?

You...you...stupid... I-I never...1 nfeXfiC 
loved you.”

Sue'met his eyes with a half-smile. They 
both knew it was a lie. He stared into her 
eyes. His body felt cold and clammy with fear, 
of himself and of the feelings rolling beneath 
the surface.

“Damn it, Johnny. I love you. I 11 
fight for you. I’ll even fight you. But, if 
you want me to use the gun, it’ll be the both 
of us.”

He tilted his head, thrown off guard.
“What?”
“You heard. I shoot you, then me.”
She raised the gun, pointing it upward.
“Well?”
“You wouldn’t.”
“Damn straight I would. That’s the deal. 

You want to go to Hell? Fine. We’ll go to
gether. You an’ me, Babe.”

“Yeah, right. Like you would.”
“The thing is, you’ll never know will ya? 

It might be tough on the kids, comming home an’
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findin* us blown to pieces. But hey, life’s a 
bitch. They might as well learn it now, 
right?"

He met her eyes and saw her determina
tion. He drew in his breath sharply and 
blinked. He knew. She would not back down.

“Johnny. Sweet Johnny. Give it up. We 
can beat this.”

Her whisper eased through his defenses, 
ripping down the walls.

Johnny exhaled a ragged breath. His guts 
twisted in pain, doubling him over. His knees 
buckled and a wail exploded from within him.

Sue lowered the pistol to the ground and 
knelt beside him. She pulled him to her, 
wrapped her arms around him, and gently rocked 
him as sobs shuddered through his body.

-Kate Ferrie
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"If the doors of 
perception were 
cleansed every

thing would 
appear to man as it 

is, infinite. "

—William Blake
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