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LETTER FROM THE EDITORS

In the early fall of 2011, we both approached 
Loren Graham and asked if we could be the head 
editors for Colors. He agreed, on the condition that 
it actually got published. The previous two years 
the magazine had demanded so much responsibility 
and dedication that it was unable to be finished.

With that in mind, we took on the difficult task 
of sorting through not only our own submissions, 
but a monstrous stack of submissions from the two 
years prior. It was a rocky road that required much 
trial-and-error; there were times where we wanted 
to drop the whole project into the garbage disposal 
and listen with glee as it was ground to shreds. Yet 
here we finally are, triumphant over the obstacles 
we had to overcome.

What was the magical power we used to 
conquer Colors? Teamwork! With two of us 
working on the magazine, we were able to keep 
each other focused and on task. While one of us 
would want to sleep in or read the day away, the 
other would be there nagging into the first ones 
ear: “We need to work on the magazine!” or “Come 
on, let’s go talk to Loren to figure this out!” 
Speaking of our faculty advisor, we are incredibly 
thankful for the support of our English professors. 
They were always there with advice or a helping 
hand when we needed them (cough cough, skipping 
class once due to a Colors emergency).

Overall, Colors was a fantastic experience that, 
while demanding considerable effort, rewarded us 
with the experience of a lifetime. Thank you, 
readers, for giving us this opportunity. We hope 
you enjoy this volume of Carroll’s literary 
magazine!

— Liz and Elaine
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MIND AND BODY
“The body is an instrument, the mind 
its function, the witness and reward

of its operation. ” 
— George Santayana
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Genesis
James Buscher

Of what soil are my muscles and bones 
composed? Iron clay or granite dust?
Do gnarled tree roots from The Garden’s crust 
knot my half-ribs and spinal cord while stones 
from vacant tombs and burnt altars find homes 
in my sockets and ball joints?

Will I rust
if I swallow the rain? Or can I trust
the darker dirt of my stomach to groan 
as a green seed drinks down the falling sky 
and cracks to push a sprout up my dark throat 
and through my teeth?

How can my heart’s red skin 
and valves pulse in beat with the blood-choked cry 
of Abel, while my lungs’ whispered breath-notes 
harmonize with the song of redemption? ♦
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AN UNASSUMING HEARSE
Peter Kelsch

As the yellow New York City N subway train sat 
momentarily dormant on the Lexington Avenue 
platform, the only movement inside the train was 
from the trash resonating across the floor to the 
resounding hum of New York’s yawning subway 
system. Lost in the trash’s motion, this late night 
train carried only one passenger, and sadly he was 
no longer alive to appreciate the immensity of the 
train car’s repulsiveness. In fact, the deceased 
passenger had spent less than a minute alive in his 
seat to observe the litter strewn on the floor. The 
repulsiveness was intense. Rattling aluminum cans, 
flakes of peanuts, bits of paper, unrecognizable 
comestibles in various stages of decay or 
mummification, and crumples of cigarette boxes 
danced around the body’s unmoving slippered feet. 
Despite his stillness, the body’s appearance fit in 
well with the car’s general depravity. The body 
looked in similar disarray. The hair had woven 
itself into ratted dreadlocks that reached halfway 
down the chest. The skin was shaped in hard 
wrinkles and creases, tormented by sun to the 
point of making any attempt at placing the body’s 
skin color utterly useless. It wore a thrift store 
denim suit, worn through completely in the arm 
pits and incompletely everywhere else, jeans, 
thoroughly tattered, and oversized brown padded 
slippers, also decrepit. The body looked to be a 
close, though recently deceased, relation of the 
trash around him; one could easily imagine it a 
deranged New York art display conceived by a 
spinster desperate for attention. Given the 
seemingly planned harmony between the vessel 
and rider, it seemed the body, while still a 
cognizant and coherent part of this world, may 
reasonably and willingly have chosen this subway 
car, easily the most despicable in New England, as 
the location for a private yet triumphant heart 
attack. Regardless the body’s motives, the N line 
had picked up one passenger committed to ride the 
line to its end.

The body had stumbled on somewhere in 
Queens and survived just long enough to find a 
bench seat facing the aisle and light a cigarette. 
When the doors closed at Lexington Station, the 
cigarette was half burned and the body was fully 
dead. The cigarette projected out of the left hand, 
which rested on a leg. The ashes clung fast to the

cigarette and did not fall. As the train clunked to a 
start out of Lexington station, the body’s head, 
leaned fully back on its spine as if sleeping, lolled 
about and the mouth and tongue lolled and the 
eyes lolled as well. The whole body relaxed and 
lolled with the train’s jostling, but the cigarette ash 
clung strong and the body remained upright.

The train clicked through the quiet night in 
Manhattan, an unassuming hearse ferrying its dead 
prophet to Brooklyn. Between 49th Street and 
Times Square, the cigarette burned down to the 
filter, singed half circles in the grey hair on the 
fingers, and burned out. When the doors slid open 
at Times Square, a draft blew through, separated 
ash from filter, and the ash fell into the mix of 
trash below. A man and woman, neither far 
removed from mid-thirties, giggled their way into 
the car. The woman, both arms around the man’s 
neck, hung limply and totally. Her legs somehow 
found purchase. Noticing the body, she made a loud 
chortle then silence. The couple took the furthest 
seats away. They took to whispering.

Smell’s flicking awful. Think it’s that guy? 
Probably, and all this shit on the floor. It smells 
like death. It’s not bothering him though. Well he’s 
passed the flick out. Yeah, he had enough to drink. 
You had enough to drink. His eyes are open. Yeah, 
he bad enough to drink, I need to pass the fuck out. 
He is out of it. Think the babysitter minds we’re 
late? We’re paying her. He’s awfully pale. He’s 
awfully passed out. What if he’s dead? He’s not 
dead. I just said ‘what if.’ I know; he’s not dead. 
Okay. He sure looks dead. Yeah. What do they do 
if someone dies on here? I don’t know. An old 
Chinalady probably takes them off at the end. 
There’s probably some sort of protocol on it. A 
dead man protocol. A dead bum protocol. There 
you go. They put them with the rats. No. Where’s 
this train end? Coney Island. They take the dead to 
Coney Island. There you go. Here’s 23rd. We’re 
here? I told you you had enough to drink. Maybe. 
That guy had enough to drink. Fuck this smell. 
Don’t step in that. What? Nevermind. Those are 
the slippers I lost! You’re drunk. Yeah, but those 
are the slippers I lost! Honey, you can’t just take 
those. Fuck it, I’m taking 'em! Okay. He’s waking 
up! No he’s not; he’s dead. Stop joking. He’s gonna 
have to walk home barefoot. This is this guy’s 
home. There you go.
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The sliding doors closed off the couples’ 
whispering and bits of gravel and paper filled the 
newly exposed spaces between the toes. The body 
lolled on with the train. At Eighth Street, a man in 
his early twenties stepped into the car, his facial 
jewelry jangling to announce his entrance to the 
vacant audience inside. His head was recently 
shaved and looked small. He took a seat near the 
door and took to glancing at the shoeless body. He 
slouched as extremely as possible, reached into a 
hemp satchel plastered with sewn-on badges and 
logos, and pulled out a drawing pad. He flipped it 
open, produced a pencil, and began to sketch. He 
set to his work quickly. Alternating focus between 
the pad and his silent travelling companion, he sat 
intently. In the drawing, the body’s eyes were 
peacefully closed. The mouth was closed with the 
tongue hidden inside. The holes in the denim suit 
and jeans were patched. The toes were clear of bits 
of things. With the figure almost finished, the 
artist fixed his attention more intently on his 
cabin- mate. He played with the piercings on his 
lips and fingered the gauges in his ears. Fidgeting 
and sitting up, he leaned towards the body, opened 
his mouth, then closed it. He passed his pencil 
through one gauged earlobe, then through the 
other. Hey, man, can I get your name? Frowning at 
the silence, he returned to his paper and penciled in 
a faint halo. You dead or what, man? Come on, can 
I get your name? He stood up still holding the pad 
and pencil and walked closer. Dead or might as 
well be. Come on, man I drew a picture for you. He 
nudged a foot and dislodged the cigarette filter that 
had been stuck in the fingers. It fell to the floor. 
Sorry, dude. He leaned closer. Fucker is dead, huh? 
He poked hard the middle of the chest. Whistled. 
Shiiiit. Standing up straight, he patted the pockets 
of his coat with his free hand and looked around 
the empty train car. He leaned back and looked 
through into the adjacent cars. There was no one 
around. Returning to the body, he fingered 
through the pockets and found a nearly fresh pack 
of Newport menthols. There were nineteen 
cigarettes left in the pack. He took one out, 
pocketed the pack, went back to his seat, and found 
a lighter in his bag. By the time the train came to a

stop at Rector Street, he had packed up his drawing 
tools and, puffing on his commandeered cigarette, 
bounced into the New York night leaving a trail of 
smoke.

The body rode on more committed than ever. 
It did not leave a trail. It was miraculously still 
upright, but had started to develop a characteristic 
sag. It now quite more resembled a rotting bundle 
of rain-soaked newspapers than a body. There was 
no life to be seen in it.

Leaving Manhattan the subway tunneled over 
to Brooklyn. At Jay Street, the body met 
momentarily with a family of rats waiting on the 
platform. When the doors slid open, the rats, 
mindful of death’s presence, stopped at the 
threshold. We’ll wait for the next train, the father 
rat said. But Dad, I have to pee, a child rat said. 
Find a corner, said mother rat. The child rat defiled 
an illuminated corner of the station and the 
clanking sound of the leaving train covered every 
sound of the child rat’s bathroom activities.

At Union Street when the doors slid open and 
a heavy gust of air whipped the trash into spiraling 
circles inside the train. The circles spiraled out 
pulled by God’s super vacuum and a teenaged girl 
spiraled into the train. She was a short black girl 
and still had braces on her teeth. Her hair was 
braided in tight lines atop her head and ended in 
countless beaded braids clicking just above her 
shoulders. Black rain boots sloshed under her feet 
and glued bits of paper missed by the vacuum into 
permanent places on the floor. Hanging from her 
shoulder, a psychedelically lumpy purse projected 
lumps in every direction from pressure inside and 
threatened to burst. She glanced nervously at the 
body, but the anxiety on her face gave way to 
complacency and she took a window seat directly 
across from the body. She leaned her back against 
the windows and swung her feet onto the aisle seat 
next to her so she was facing the body. She 
slouched down so her knees were higher than her 
head. She was in the ideal position for birthing. 
Looking through the gap in her legs, she frowned 
at the body framed tastefully by her tightly panted
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legs. Her boots dripped black gritty water, mud, 
and tiny trash pieces onto the seat.

Stretching out to reach into her jean pockets, 
she leaned awkwardly and twisted to feel deep to 
the bottoms of the pockets. She pulled her hands 
out, frowned, then stood up and tried again at the 
pockets. Pulling out a small handful of coins, she 
counted them, then set them on the seat dirtied by 
her boots. She turned to the seated body and 
curved over it to look into the eyes lolling open in 
the backward leaning face. Clearing stray trash out 
of the way with her boots, she manipulated, more 
pushed and made fall, the body to a somewhat 
trash-free spot in the aisle. First, she slumped the 
body to its side and it made a muffled plop. Then 
she rolled it to the floor and it made a louder sound 
quickly drowned by the overwhelming loud 
background echoes. The body dropped to the floor 
face down like a sack of dead everything. Breathing 
heavier now, the little girl struggled to turn over 
the body, but managed with gradual gains made by 
pulling on arms and legs. She stretched out the 
legs so they looked comfortably rested, though the 
bare feet fell awkwardly bent inward towards each 
other at right angles and looked painfully broken. 
She stretched out the arms, shook out the stiffness 
in them from life and death, and folded them so 
they came together at the hands resting over the 
dead man’s stomach. She stood up and turned back 
to the coins behind her. The coins had disappeared 
inside the little puddle of black boot silt that had 
collected in the cup of the seat. She smiled and 
fished out the first two coins her fingers found, a 
quarter and penny. Looking down at open eyes 
below her, she smiled down into the still eyes for 
some time.

Finally breaking the happy stare, she leaned 
over and thumbed the eyes shut. They only closed 
partially, however, and she stood back for a better 
look. The eyes dutifully worked their way back 
open. Unsatisfied, she squatted down again and 
tried to close the eyes completely, but they refused 
to stay shut. Shrugging, the girl sighed and held 
the eyes shut as she put the two coins on them.

The quarter held its eye nicely closed, but the 
penny eye budged back open its slit. The girl stood 
up and walked towards the doors. She leaned 
against a pole and rested the side of her face on the 
cold metal, closing her eyes and breathing deeply. 
She didn’t look at the body again and when she 
exited before Coney Island, she began a shrill, 
hopelessly off key rendition of Taps. The shrill 
whistles from her lips followed close behind the 
body’s fated hearse and when the train arrived at 
Coney Island, the notes had perfected their sound 
in the tunnels but the body was not alive to hear it. 
♦
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Sonnet
Peter Solis

The path made lost to us under the snow, 
piercing cold gripped all our flesh. Nights so long, 
we slept entombed. Hell staved off by fire’s glow, 
hell renewed: frozen socks on soaked feet. Not 
Strong

enough to march one mile more. Souls do wilt, 
akin to life beneath the damning ice.
Lips of blue and toes of black, nature built 
her unrelenting will behind hell-bent eyes.

Glacial rivers sweep swift and cold and deep, 
lips crack and bleed, ears blistering, burning. 
Howling winds move man and stone. Time did 
keep
a painful beat for the disheveled queens and kings.

By the elements, the herd-like group was thinned. 
Bodies battered, bruised, broken. Nature grinned.
♦
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HARVEST
Sam Hunthausen

Farmer Jim plants
in the field of settled dust
with hopes to turn it green.

Every day he puts on his faded brown overalls,
sits at his lacquered pine table,
and admires the brilliant yellow of a single fried
egg-

And every day his wife’s cheek receives a kiss
from his weathered lips
before he enters the cold predawn.

He has watched his sons’ freckles
jump from their skin in the early sun of May
and recede back into the tan of August.

But his sons are grown
and gone,
and the only thing left to raise is alfalfa. ♦
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The Mortician
James Buscher

NIost corpses look nothing like their living 
counterparts, but for some reason Henry’s dead 
body resembled his living one perfectly. Every 
detail about his face was perfectly in order. His lip 
was subtly twisted into the hint of a smile that 
would rise when he was playing a joke on his 
grandkids, or hiding a surprise from his wife. His 
eyebrows were crinkled toward the crease at the 
bridge of his nose, with his left slightly higher than 
his right. His dead body reclined in its casket the 
same way it would on Sunday afternoons on the 
couch, with a game mumbling from the television 
and his wife calling to him from the kitchen. The 
only aspect of Henry’s countenance that gave away 
his lifeless position, to those who only knew Henry 
as an acquaintance, was the embalmed smell of 
formaldehyde. But even this scent only seemed to 
accentuate the life-like quality of the corpse for 
those who knew him well, although these people 
would not consciously recognize the place this 
scent held in relation to their memories of Henry.

The mortician had spent the night before alone 
with the body, perfecting its features in the 
basement hall of the funeral home. He had sent all 
of his assistants and staff home early, after they had 
finished the embalming and dressing. With a 
collage of photographs taped to the inside of the 
casket, the mortician sculpted Henry’s face with 
extreme delicacy and care. The man was so focused 
that he could not truly see the dead face of Henry 
Sawyer, only the small parts of the face that made 
it unique. The centimeter stretch of stubble under 
Henry’s left jaw that he always missed while 
shaving. The scar hidden under Henry’s right 
eyebrow that few people knew existed.

With only one lamp bulb illuminating the dead 
man’s face, the mortician made shadows across 
Henry’s neck with each miniscule adjustment of 
expression. The lanky mortician spent more time 
and care on the perfect reanimation of this one face

than he had spent sculpting the faces of every 
departed body that had come through his funeral 
home in the last year. He had taped Henry’s 
photographs above the body, but he didn’t consult 
them. The mortician’s fingers teased the face of 
Henry Sawyer into a natural expression through 
muscle memory. Once he was done, the mortician 
stepped away from the body without looking at the 
full face he’d sculpted. This is probably why he 
failed to notice the constricting tie around the 
deceased’s neck.

When guests passed the dark wood grain of 
the casket the next day, they stared in, expecting to 
see a shadow of Henry, some blank remnant they 
couldn’t quite match up to the man they knew in 
life. Instead, they found Henry lying as if he’d 
wandered into the chapel and decided to take a nap 
in a box, an action that most people who knew the 
man could expect of him. This vision made the 
mourning guests uneasy. “A dead body shouldn’t 
look that alive,” one man whispered to his 
neighbor.

Henry’s widowed wife, Miriam, was most 
surprised by the semblance of the lifeless form in 
the coffin to her husband. She saw in his face 
details that she knew she’d observed in his life, but 
had never fully recognized as unique to Henry. 
Only someone who knew Henry’s face and 
expressions intimately would have appreciated and 
acknowledged the expression the mortician had 
given the man in death. It was an expression of 
love.

Henry’s Adam’s-apple strained against the 
white shirt collar and tie just like it had in life. 
Resisting the constraints of formality, Henry had 
loathed any event to which he was forced to wear a 
tie, no matter the joy of the occasion. Even in 
death, Henry had requested the absence of what he 
referred to as “the modern noose,” but his wife only 
supplied one suit to the thin and lanky mortician. 
So, at his funeral, while he looked as if he was 
holding a secret behind his empty eyelids, Henry’s 
throat seemed to strain with protest against the 
necktie. Miriam recognized that even the subtle 

9



Colors

smell of formaldehyde seemed natural. When she 
stood looking at her husband, after everyone but 
the mortician had left, she smelled the 
formaldehyde, and the pungent odor reminded her 
of the lingering scent around Henry’s collar when 
he would climb into bed late at night.

Miriam had only consciously recognized the 
scent the first time Henry had come home late. 
Eleven years into their marriage he had crawled 
into their bed, softly and stealthily, like a leopard 
with padded feet, thinking Miriam was asleep. She 
hadn’t been asleep though, and as soon as Henry 
was settled and comfortable she’d asked, “How was 
work dear?” emphasizing each syllable.

“Oh, fine,” he had answered hurriedly, with a 
sour stench of alcohol spilling from his mouth. “A 
few of the fellas went out for drinks afterward and 
I didn’t think you’d mind.”

“No, I don’t mind,” she’d said as she’d rolled to 
face the blank wall. Miriam had battled inside her 
head about whether or not to ask him directly why 
he was lying to her, but a great part of her body 
did not want to know the answer. So the couple 
had reclined in silence, Henry’s accelerated heart, 
the only sound. Miriam had stared though the 
black at the blank wall on her side of the bed and 
used every other sense to collect information about 
Henry’s claim. She’d heard his heavy breathing, 
and felt the immobility of his drunken body sag 
into the bed. She’d felt his warm and wet breath 
tangle itself into her hair the way fog weaves its 
way through a dense forest. Closing her eyes she 
had heard Henry’s heart slow to the consistent and 
plodding beat of a sleeping man. His tongue had 
clicked twice against the roof of his mouth, the way 
it always did just as he fell into sleep. Then, in the 
instant before she herself had turned her mind 
toward dreaming, Miriam caught a slight scent 
mingled with and overpowered by the tang of 
alcohol. She hadn’t identified the syrupy smell at 
the time, and had completely forgotten it until the 
moment she leaned in to kiss her dead husband’s 
forehead. In this moment she recognized that the 
faint odor Henry had carried on his neck nearly

every night since that night, thirty-two years ago, 
was the smell of formaldehyde.

As Miriam came to this realization the scent 
grew stronger and completely wrapped around her. 
She turned to step away from the casket, but 
bumped into the lanky mortician. Startled, she let 
out a small yelp.

“I’m sorry Mrs. Sawyer. I didn’t mean to 
frighten you.”

“Oh, no. I just didn’t know you were there Mr. 
Colter,” Miriam said as she collected her nerves. 
“Do I have to leave now?”

“No. You can stay as long as you wish. Would 
you like some company?” the mortician asked, his 
eyes fixed on Henry.

Miriam followed the mortician’s eyes to the 
face of her husband and took a step back, slightly 
overwhelmed by the preservative smell that came 
from Mr. Colter’s skin. “Did you know my 
husband?” she asked.

The mortician’s eyes turned away from the 
dead man’s face, but did not meet Mrs. Sawyer’s. 
“No Mrs. Sawyer, I never had the pleasure. I only 
knew him by name and reputation. I offer my 
sincere condolences though. For I know, the loss of 
a love is the greatest loss one can endure.”

Miriam looked at the perfectly preserved face 
of her husband. “Yes. But I look at him now and I 
think he’s going to open his eyes and tell me this 
has all been a joke. I mean that look on his face. I 
remember that look. That was his damn look.”

“How do you mean?”

“Well every time Henry had a surprise or a 
secret or was hiding some sort of lie, he’d get that 
damn look on his face,” Mrs. Sawyer said with 
watery eyes.
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“Do you think Henry was keeping something 
from you Mrs. Sawyer?" the mortician asked, his 
wrinkled mouth stretched tight.

“Oh, no." She paused. “I just don’t know what 
he’s taking with him. I don’t think I could have 
asked either. It’s too late now. I— I just don’t 
know.” As she said this the dam of her tear ducts 
cracked and her green watery eyes became 
dripping pools. The mortician watched, then 
seemed to remember his job and reached his long
fingered hand to rest on the widow’s shoulder. “Oh 
no. Don’t bother with me Mr. Colter,” she said 
collecting herself, “just an old woman swallowing 
the questions she never had the courage to ask.” 
She turned and gave the mortician a weak smile.

“We all have those regrets, do we not? Well, I 
can only hope that you find peace and comfort Mrs. 
Sawyer.”

“Thank you. You’ve been so kind through all 
of this,” she replied, wiping the tears from her 
cheek and leaning in to hug the thin mortician. She 
kissed his cheek and he hesitated, but then caught 
himself and kissed hers as well. When he pulled 
away the widow was overcome by the embalmed 
smell of the man’s skin, and could only think of the 
subtle smell on her husband’s neck. The mortician 
didn’t look at the widow, but focused his eyes on 
Henry’s closed lids. Then his gaze fastened on the 
tie around the body’s neck for the first time.

“Take as much time as you need Mrs. Sawyer. 
Excuse me.” As he said this, the mortician stepped 
across Miriam’s body, reached into the padded 
casket and loosened Henry’s tie. “I’m sorry to 
interrupt your grief. If you need anything, I’ll be in 
my office,” the mortician said quickly, turning away 
from Miriam. Miriam thought she heard a slight 
catch in the lanky man’s throat.

As the mortician stepped down the center aisle 
of the chapel, Miriam could almost see the musky 
preservative scent drifting from her husband’s 
body, past the rows of hard wooden pews, and into 
the hallway. Then Miriam noticed that her clothes

smelt of formaldehyde as well. Every place the 
Mortician had touched her, his scent lingered. She 
thought of the tiny kiss on her cheek and the faint 
and inexplicable odor on Henry’s neck. Her eyes 
shot wide as she connected both scents to the 
mortician’s lips.

She spun her head and looked once again at 
her husband’s face, noticing that in the slackening 
of his tie, his expression had changed. Henry’s 
Adam’s-apple had sunk, and with the morticians 
soft loosening of the knot, the devious look had 
vanished and transformed into a lax and 
comfortable smile that Miriam had never seen on 
her husband’s face. Now the man looked like a 
corpse, and the shallow pools in Miriam’s eyes 
spilled once again onto her soft, wrinkled cheeks. 
Henry had no more secrets to keep, and Miriam 
stood alone in the funeral hall, silent, and staring at 
the face of a man she no longer recognized. ♦
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TO A CHILD
Sabrina Harding

Child of my wild dreams,
They won’t make it easy for you.
They define, categorize, clinicalize,
set down, and live in the linear.

If you walk with your hands open,
You’ll catch the sun and the stars.
But when the cold rain falls,
it will cut you into pieces.

They will protest you,
Not with shouts but with whispers.
Ghosts of words on a wind that leaves you chill, 
because you are unique.

And for all the songs and shows and slogans, 
The smallest thing will break you.
Freak, stranger, rebel, dreamer, 
you are everything they say.

But you are more too.
You are an optimist,
Baby, you are light in motion,
and Mama thinks you’re lovely.

When they beat you down,
When the day is full of bruises and blues,
You remember these words:
I love you, and you do not live in vain. ♦
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INFLICTION
Kelly Meros

“Happy birthday to you, happy birthday to you, 
happy birthday dear Tori, happy birthday to you!!” 
I laugh as all my friends sing that ridiculous song 
to me.

“Present time!” yells Sally. All my friends 
shove their gifts in my lap. I open presents that are 
plump, circular, brightly wrapped, and tall. I’ve 
always loved the actual unwrapping of the presents 
I’ve gotten over the years. Don’t get me wrong, I 
love the actual gifts, but there’s something about 
ripping the paper and putting the bow on 
someone’s head that really makes it a happy 
birthday. I look around at the shining faces of my 
friends, and think how amazing they are. Each one 
of them has been there through the times when I 
almost ripped an ex-boyfriends’ head off or got the 
new Katharine Heigl movie and just had to see it 
with someone. As I start to put on my new 
necklace I hear,

“Wait! You forgot to open mine.”

I turn my head and see my friend Vicky. Vicky 
was the friend that I never understood why I had 
stayed friends with. The friend one gets so used to 
having around, but doesn’t have much in common 
with anymore. She and I have been friends for as 
long as I can remember. But, to put it nicely, she’s 
an odd person. I remember one time she convinced 
me to streak across an alley at 3 in the morning. Or 
that night when she talked in a British accent at 
the cafe on Pendleton St. for the whole evening. By 
the end of the dinner the waiter was asking her 
where in London he could get the best fish and 
chips. I just chuckle remembering all the crazy 
things she and I did together.

“Sorry Vicky. I didn’t see your present.” It is 
plainly wrapped. There are no bright bows or 
shiny paper. As I open it, I see a doll’s head poking 
out of it. But, this doll isn’t the usual American 
Girl collectible doll. It’s almost like whoever was

making the doll forgot to add any clothes, hair and 
really anything for that matter.

“Wow, a doll. Thanks Vicky.” I try to hide my 
disappointment, but I’m doing a very bad job. I was 
never very good at lying. All of my friends stare at 
the doll, not knowing how to react to this odd gift. 
Suddenly, Tiffany pipes up.

“I think it’s an awesome gift. It’s
so.....um..... classic.” Everyone stares at her, trying
to understand what she’s saying. “You know, dolls 
are collectibles. And...oh, never mind,” Tiffany 
says. I can see the red in her cheeks. I feel bad that 
no one, including me, were even able to think of 
one nice thing to say about the gift.

“It’s not just any doll,” Vicky informs us. “It’s a 
voodoo doll. Didn’t you see the pins?” I fumble 
with the wrapping and discover a small pouch of 
pins.

“What do you do with it?” I ask.

“Well,” Vicky replies. “First, you think of some 
person who has been really mean to you or 
someone you can’t stand and are just jealous of.” 
All of my friends burst out laughing because just 
before we had cut the cake I was talking about 
Billy Thornton. He had dumped me just days 
before and I was so upset and hurt I wanted to kill 
him. Understanding the laughter, Vicky replies, 
“Like Billy Thornton, for example. Then you stick 
pins in various places in the doll’s body where you 
want that certain person to feel pain.”

Everyone including me just sits and stares at 
the doll. Would it really work? Throughout the 
rest of the party I can’t stop thinking about Vicky’s 
gift to me. Do I really have the power to hurt 
whomever I wanted? It just seemed too good to be 
true. Well, I thought, even if the doll hadn’t given 
me the power to inflict pain on anyone, it was cute; 
in an eighteenth-century- cornhusk-doll-way.

The next day I decided to try out my new 
voodoo doll. As I dump the bag on my bedroom 
floor, I count 10 hair-like pins. For a second I was
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sure I could see ten knives before me. I still 
couldn’t believe that I had been given a voodoo 
doll.

What kind of gift is that anyway? What 
happened to the days of giving someone a Macy’s 
gift card and a card that said “You’re one in a 
million, birthday girl!” Gosh, I so could have used a 
new pair of jeans.

As I pick up one of the pins, I feel like someone 
put ice cubes down my back. I wasn’t sure if I 
would have a supernatural force slowly descend 
upon me as soon as I started to stab the doll or if I 
was blowing this way out of proportion. I jab the 
pin I was holding into the dolls head. Wow, that 
felt pretty good, I thought to myself. Before I knew 
it, I was sticking all the pins into the dolls body.

“Take that Billy, “I say as I jab a pin into “his” 
stomach.

“That’s for all the times you had a “stomach 
ache” when I wanted to watch something other 
than a Star Wars movie.”

As I reach for another one, I realize that I had 
used all of the pins. I had turned my voodoo doll 
into a small porcupine. My eyes then become fixed 
on the sight of the doll. The vengeful feeling was 
slowly being replaced with a sickening feeling. The 
doll looked pained. I thought I saw it shed a tear, 
but I realized it was my own.

“What have I done?” I whispered through my 
tears. Even if I hadn’t caused any real pain on Billy, 
I had still meant to. And to me that that was just as 
bad. I slowly took out all the pins and put them 
back in the pouch. I picked up the doll and shoved 
it into a tiny box I kept knick-knacks in. Then I 
placed the pouch in my mom’s sewing kit.

“This is a much better place for these pins,” I 
said to myself. “They can now inflict pain on 
helpless items of clothing, instead of nasty ex
boyfriends.” ♦
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TEA AT THE EMBASSIE
Sabrina Harding

I am constantly amazed by how a little mishap can 
become something wonderful. While backpacking 
the British Isles over the summer, I was supposed 
to stay with some friends in Liverpool, but some 
things went wrong and I wound up Googling 
‘hostels in Liverpool’ from the front steps of the 
train station. I picked the first one on the list, some 
place called Embassie Backpackers. It was a twenty 
minute walk from the station, but the sun was 
shining, and as an urban backpacker, wandering 
new cities was basically what I did every day. True, 
normally I didn’t walk up so many hills carrying 
my 20 pound backpack and my 8 pound Dulcimer 
case (it’s a musical instrument, by the way), but 
walking was better than paying the Taxi fare.

When I arrived at the old embassy building I 
was faced with a hand painted sign and a doorbell 
in a residential area. It was less commercial then 
most of the places I crashed at, but I wasn’t picky. I 
rang, expecting a long wait, and then an 
impersonal buzz as the door was remotely opened 
for me. Instead, the white door swung in to reveal 
an elderly man, his glasses thick and his hair a 
distinguished silver, with a towering teenage boy 
over his shoulder. The boy stared at me as if I was 
totally expected, but not quite what he expected. 
The gentleman smiled widely and reached for my 
Dulcimer case. “Hello darling, would you like some 
tea?”

I was bewildered to say the least. I was also 
completely convinced that they thought I was 
someone else. I explained that I didn’t have a 
reservation as the man led me to a cozy kitchen, 
depositing me on a bench while the brown haired 
teen made me a strong black tea with cream and 
sugar. “Well of course not! What’s your name? I 
am Kevin Sr, and this is W.” Kevin proceeded to 
welcome me warmly to his hostel.

Over tea and biscuits he explained the few 
rules, then laid a well-loved map out on the table

and gave me the whirlwind history of Liverpool 
and a crash course of the places I needed to know 
and the things I should do depending on my 
interests. It turns out that Kevin Sr. and his son 
Kevin Jr. started Embassie 22 years ago, and both 
had their fingers firmly planted on the pulse of the 
town, from clubs to cheap eats to late night coffee 
and the best bands on tour in the area. It was 
fantastic. Kevin Sr. gave me the Beatles beat, since 
he had seen them 30+ times, long before they were 
topping the American charts.

Kevin and W made me promise to tell them if I 
wanted to go clubbing late at night so that they 
could make sure I came back safe and that I was 
paired with another single backpacker or one of the 
young on-site staff members. The instant feeling of 
acceptance and caring was exactly what every 
backpacker hopes to find in a hostel. Movies every 
night and tea out the wazzoo. The only downer 
was having to pay for the washing machine, but 
laundry isn’t free anywhere but home, I’ve 
discovered.

And it might have been because of the 
compassion after so many weeks on my own, but 
my first wave of homesickness came on hard and 
fast. It was a Saturday night in Liverpool, and 
more than one person had told me that Liverpool 
was great until late on a weekend. Then the drunks 
start brawling and getting rowdy, and it’s a bit 
more risky to be a girl alone around town. Not 
outright dangerous, but there’s more heckling and 
the roads are a bit more nerve-wracking. So you 
can imagine my trepidation at leaving the 
restaurant where I had been participating in a sing 
along with a rather elderly and inebriated stag 
party to find it gone eleven o’clock. I began the 
walk to the Embassie, skirting the loudest streets 
and deviating through the clean and closed 
Chinatown. The sky was just getting dark and the 
streetlights had come on when I reached the 
residential street before my hostel. The song on 
my iPod had just ended, and in the momentary 
silence a demanding yowl caught my attention. On 
the stoop of number 27 Duke Street, green eyes 
started imperiously out at me. I pulled the
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earphones from my ears and held out a hand. I 
seriously doubted the black cat would have any 
interest. So I was surprised when it left its door 
mat to come and rub against my fingers. I sat down 
on the steps of the dark house and listened to the 
monster purr the cat was producing. I began to 
miss my own cat. I stared at the houses across from 
me on the darkening street and wondered what my 
parents were doing; began running through the list 
of everything my friends back home had probably 
done without me.

The cat climbed onto my lap, shoving my 
purse out of the way and demanding more of my 
attention. It was rather melancholy, this reality of 
growing up and apart. I didn’t like it at all. So I 
spoke to the cat instead; about where I had been 
and my hopes for where I was going. I offered it a 
place in my backpack, but the green eyes spoke of 
disgust at the very suggestion. And after the sky 
had gone completely dark, the Taxis had stopped 
driving by, and the streetlamps were burning 
brightly, I moved the cat from my lap and thanked 
it for its time. It yawned back at me, then lazily 
contorted itself through the bars on one of the 
widows and perched on the sill, watching me walk 
away. Life after this was going to be hard; 
becoming an adult had never seemed like much fun 
anyway. But there are always places like the 
Embassie for when the road gets too rough, and 
black cats with intelligent green eyes won’t always 
mean bad luck. ♦

16



Colors

Change alone
Holly Bloomdahl

A cold winter’s night, breath visible mist, 
a howl is heard, carves through the silent night. 
Pines in the snowscape are moonlit and moon 
kissed.
Your children praise in song your gentle light.

Often silver, red in fall, blue appears
rarest of all. When you grow round and full 
fur and fangs spring free to tear into deer.
Blood stains white snow as the stag’s eyes grow 
dull.

Kind Luna, mother of all life nocturnal,
watch over us who keep your rhythms,
cycles of the dark to full, eternal.
New brings shadows deep, full allows visions.

We, your children born free, hear when you call, 
a summons we have answered since our bestial fall.
♦
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LOVE AND LOSS
“The way to love anything is to

realize that it may be lost ” 
— G.K. Chesteron
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The Last Red Heifer: 
A Biblical Story

Barry Ferst

Theresa White loved biblical stories 
whether their source was Christian scripture or 
wondrous fabrications composed by some Southern 
Baptist preacher during a Bourbon-encouraged 
sojourn in an alternate universe. When a passing 
acquaintance from Montana turned up one day in 
Ms. White’s email with what was a bare outline of 
a story that could easily be fattened into grand 
biblical proportions, she simply had to vet him on 
Google, re-friend him, and hope for ever more 
sacred tales.

Here’s a good one—
The 1979 Ford F-150 across from Maria’s 

condo gave out a squeal that rivaled a really 
expensive air raid siren whenever the brake pedal 
was pressed. At first Maria, an ex-Las Vegas 
chanteuse who trained at the Moody Bible 
Institute and interned at the Mormon Tabernacle 
Choir, thought it was a whistle and that the Ford’s 
driver was making a pass at her. The F-150 was 
old and it didn’t pay to fix the brakes.

The Ford also has a bad main seal. This is a 
gasket that fits between the motor and the 
transmission so that oil does not leak out. The 
Ford leaks on the street across from Maria’s 
condo—the oil spots shining in the sun in 
Rorschach patterns. Maria, luscious when she is 
out on her lawn sun-bathing in her day-glo bikini, 
was put-off by the grit collecting in oil spills. But 
the F-150 was old and it didn’t pay to fix the seal.

The clutch was gone. It went out on the way 
home from the neighborhood laundromat. Adding 
insult to injury the driver’s cell phone went 
through the laundromat’s washing machine, the 
laptop’s hard drive went south just before the 
drying cycle came to the end, and Mad Clown 
Disease, the driver’s Rottweiler-Dachshund-mix, 
choked to death on a squirrel just after jumping 
through the Ford’s missing side window, which

had been shot out “When some damn fool didn’t 
unload his twelve gauge after that dumb Christmas 
eve prairie dog hurnt.” When the truck is beyond 
repair, communicative devices fail to communicate, 
and the dog dies, one is reduced to tears if secular, 
cries out to his or her Maker if religious.

So it comes as no surprise that Rodger “Red” 
Heifer some time in 2011 lost his sense of humor. 
It didn’t get lost right away: it was more like a 
wandering away from home, finding the street 
back, and then walking off again. When it was 
without doubt lost—he had waited up all night 
which then turned into day—Red finally admitted, 
“It’s gone,” and depression sent him to drink and 
with drunken courage, asked Maria for a date.

Rodger was the last of a long line of “Red” 
Heifers. Of course, this may be the reason he 
proposed marriage to Maria in the second inning, 
though her appearance in a pair of four inch heels 
and not an inch-to-spare jeans, did help. And then 
there was that translucent silk shirt so tightly 
encapsulating the upper-half of her body that if 
anything tried to escape, it would really have to 
work at it.

But Red had lost his sense of humor, his world 
was collapsing about him, and there he was the last 
of the “Red Heifer”s. Even when Sarah Ann, his 
forever-devoted wife left him for that adjunct 
professor over in the art department, his 
despondency never reached the point of 
eviscerating the rewards humor brings. Red would 
sit down at his desk in the philosophy department 
announcing to no one, “Adjunct? Adjunct! Couldn’t 
she at least have run off with an Associate 
Professor or, okay, even an Assistant? But an 
Adjunct?” This dialogue with no one else, or no 
one else in particular could be conducted in the 
coffee room, at a bar, or in time with the whirl of 
the washing machines at the laundromat. 
Sometimes it came out sounding like a supplication 
to the gods; sometime during the year it took Red 
to get over Sarah Ann, “but an Adjunct” ran 
together into what sounded like Yoga mantra. But 
Red did not lose his sense of humor over his wife’s 
departure, her running off with an adjunct whose 
dissertation had no chance of ever being published
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let alone getting him a Ph.D. from anywhere but 
an online diploma mill.

Then there was the escape from Wild World. 
What attracted the Orangutan couple to Red’s 
house, neither the senior zookeeper, the team of 
animal environment specialists, Wild World 
security officers, nor the psychic they hired to 
locate the orangutans, could figure out. The 
psychic initially determined after Red’s 911 call 
that the orangutans, cutely named Mr. and Mrs. 
Moritz Orangutan, were at the police station 
emergency phone center. In any event, the 
orangutans wreaked havoc on Red’s living- , 
dining-, bed-, and bath- room right after 
destroying his baseball card collection presumably 
to get to the sheets of bubblegum.

The event that sent Heifer tumbling was 
losing his job when the philosophy department was 
forced to downsize because the university 
administration realized that the only relevant 
philosophy for its students could easily be accessed 
on TMZ (which all three academic deans mistook 
for tmi), Entertainment Tonight, Fox News, 
People Magazine, and Reader’s Digest (large print 
edition).

No matter what Catholic pope or Baptist 
minister says, whether it is ex cathedra or mightily 
thumped Bible, just accepting Jesus as your savior, 
doesn’t get the brakes repaired, the leak stopped, 
the cell phone ringing, or your dog resurrected. 
Red’s depression worsened with each passing of a 
bottle of Jack Daniels. He was searching in all the 
wrong places for his lost sense of humor.

Salvation at last came when Maria’s pregnancy 
directed Red to his lost sense of humor. The 
expectation of something new in the world is the 
chance of setting the world right again. For Red a 
child was a chance for a new Red Heifer. At first 
Maria could barely make out Red’s recovered wit— 
it was like a ghost slowly emerging from a fog. But 
month by month Red’s lost sheep began to re
appear. First, a child’s joke, like “What did the 
salad say to the refrigerator door?” Then a pre
adolescent laugh at “What did one snowman say 
to the other snowman?” Next a piece of teenage 
toilet-humor. And finally a fully adult shaggy dog

story—the one about the fellow who stuffed a 
couple of socks in his bathing suit—a joke that that 
never raised a groan, only a belly laugh.

Red junked the F-150. Rejected by the 
University of Montana,' he got a job writing for 
Round-Up and Rodeo.com, where he had time to 
complete what became his first best seller, 
Montana: High Rise and Handsome. He bought a 
pair of Lucchese full quill ostrich cowboy boots. He 
bought a brand new 2011 Ford F-150.

Maria grew round. Red laughed, trite as it 
sounds, full of joy. She needed Red’s hand to get 
out of the easy chair by the fireplace. He made 
light-hearted jokes. Pickles and strawberry ice 
cream carted in with a broad smile. When the Ford 
was recalled because of a faulty brake system, he 
could grin. When the toilet backed-up, Red 
plunged away only stopping to retrieve the cell 
phone that fell from his shirt pocket into the toilet.

Of course, then—

Biblical stories, whether their source is 
scripture or wondrous fabrications composed for 
Theresa White during an alcohol-generated 
alternate reality, should have a moral, a significant 
message, or at least make a point. When someone 
Theresa met parenthetically appeared one day in 
her email with a story that had the potentiality to 
fatten to major biblical proportions, such 
significance she had a right to expect. Fortunately, 
existence in otra realidad places no such demands 
on anything.

*The Torah, Numbers 19:2. ♦
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When you Left, 
I Dreamt of swans

Andrea Simons

feathers falling from the ceiling 
onto my bed of pebbles, covering 
the empty space by my side. ♦

Yesterday I passed a stream 
twinkling with cerulean blue 
waves streaked with the pale 
green of your eyes. Lily pads

turned circles across the water 
as a swan approached the bank 
and preened in front of me. One 
white weather fell from a wing

and cut through the sun-glistened 
specks of water. I remembered 
spiraling with you through summer 
nights made warm by flowing

wine and walks over fissured 
sidewalks. I had waited empty 
months of lingering twilight 
dreams on pillowcases painted

black by mascara. White spray 
churned the air as I sprinted 
into the water, grasping handfuls 
of pebbles while lily pads flinched

away from my screams. My hands 
flung the pebbles into the swan’s 
eyes, and I laughed as its neck 
snapped back, curled like a rope

coil. As the water caressed 
my legs, I awaited a barrage 
of feathers to bruise my skin; 
but instead, the swan smoothed

his feathers and drifted away, 
leaving me alone with the nudging 
lily pads and the indentations 
of pebbles against my palms.

Tonight, I will dream of swan
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The Mermaid’s Tear
Elizabeth Reiman

I saw a mermaid crying by the coast. Her foam 
hair rippled in the slight wind that trailed across 
the graying sky. The aqua sea was draped over her 
slim shoulders, wrapping her protectively in his 
cool grasp. The ocean rose from the vast waters 
and lapped smoothly at her pale feet before 
drawing away, leaving a frothy trail that dissolved 
into the tear soaked sand. With each movement, 
the sound of the wind and waves colliding echoed 
through the vast sea and sand. At times, the 
mottled water reared his head and submerged her 
in an embrace, only to back away quickly with 
barely a caress to help the mermaid remember him. 
Her white dress whorled around her legs, 
entangling them in the soaked cloth. She pulled the 
restricting chains away, leaving her limbs naked 
and bare and free to the ocean. As the water rose 
up to greet her, a fluid blue tail came to life, flitting 
through the waves that surrounded her. But as he 
receded back into his home, scales of aqua fell 
away, leaving her limbs naked and bare once more.

I had seen her beautiful legs transform before; 
they never remained as a fish tail for long. I knew 
that if the aqua tail remained, she would dive 
instantly into her love. But he didn’t want her back; 
that much I could see, for as the mermaid stared 
out into the sea, a breaker jumped up and struck 
her damp face, a hard wet slap that left streaks of 
salt that trailed down her vacant cheeks and 
permeated the soundless sea. She didn’t flinch; 
rather, the mermaid reached for the receding 
waters that seemed to be avoiding her. With a fluid 
step, the mermaid was upright and dashing into the 
foam, trying to grasp it in her tiny palms. The 
water would remain in her hands, glinting in the 
setting sun, before slipping through the cracks in 
her fingers and falling down to join the rest of him. 
No matter how she tried, she couldn’t get the ocean 
to stay with her. He wouldn’t accept her, but he 
couldn’t leave the mermaid either. The waves

lapping at her ankles were gentle. He couldn’t back 
away from her either.

I had watched the mermaid before; I watched 
her so much. She was mine. Her auburn hair 
always had a tint of green in it that never faded. 
Her eyes were as blue as the angriest ocean, or as 
green as the calm sea. It depended on her mood. 
Today they were blue, with a swirl of green that 
matched the rippling waves at her feet. As she 
stood in the waters, I could see her full lips 
quivering; her whole body was shaking. The ocean 
was a cold lover, who would only offer his 
protection to other mermaids, true mermaids. The 
other mermaids would leap about in his waves, far 
off the coast. They wouldn’t come close to their old 
sister. I could hear them laughing over the 
crashing of the wake. But they didn’t understand 
love, for they all had the same lover.

A laugh echoed through the sand dunes that 
loomed over the ocean’s abode. The mermaid 
looked away from her blessed waters at a man who 
emerged from the sandy hill. His hair was the color 
of ash against his pallid skin. He was lanky and 
walked about with an arrogant strut. But the 
mermaid watched him with her cerulean eyes, 
never letting him leave her sight. She stepped away 
from the water, who now tried to hold her; he 
grabbed at her ankles, and thrashed about, 
drenching her in his tears. Too late for him; he had 
been cast aside. She was tired of begging for 
forgiveness that he would never grant. The 
mermaid only had eyes for her human, who walked 
towards her.

She wiped away the salt that clung to her face, 
and let the skirt fall back to the ground to cling to 
the damp sand that she squeezed between her toes. 
The mermaid pulled her free auburn hair out of the 
wind and twisted it into an impeding bun, 
tightening her delicate features. But her eyes never 
lost the glimmer that I had never seen before. I had 
heard her cry over her human who she loved, but 
had never seen him. All her pain and misery had 
left; the mermaid basked in the joy that the 
presence a man could give her. She waved happily,
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sprinkles of water flicking off her hand and 
forming a rainbow halo above her head. The man 
didn’t see her; he was staring out at the ocean, who 
churned and crashed behind the mermaid. But the 
ocean couldn’t strike a man outside of his reach; so 
he took his rage out on the mermaid, tossing waves 
that threatened to knock her over.

But another laugh echoed in the rising dusk. 
As I watched, the man turned back to the dunes to 
greet the tall woman who rose from the dusty 
ground and clung to the man, who greeted her 
joyously, planting a kiss on her cheek and granting 
her a hug. The couple walked past the mermaid, 
who stood still, her eyes slowly fading from their 
cerulean glimmer to a hazy gray. The woman 
glanced at the mermaid and smirked, her full lips 
turning upward. She grabbed the man and kissed 
him full in the mouth, her body wrapping 
possessively around his. When they pulled apart 
she laughed loudly and the two continued walking 
alongside the shore, careful not to let their feet get 
damp by the salty waters.

When the humans were out of sight the 
mermaid through her head back and screamed, her 
face contorted in agony. But no sound emerged 
from her lips; her throat vibrated, but nothing 
came out. She yanked at her burnt hair down and 
tore at her skirt. The mermaid’s legs, naked and 
bare, glinted in the pale light that came from the 
slowly rising moon. She scratched them, trying to 
peel away skin to bring her scales back, but only 
left them red and salty. The mermaid dashed back 
to the ocean, but he pulled back and away, refusing 
to embrace her again. The mermaids in the ocean 
cried out her lament for her, the sound piercing the 
crashing wake and billowing wind. I could hear it, 
but I did not want to. Sinking to the ground, I 
watched the mermaid grab the swollen sand and 
threw clumps of dirt at the water. The sand fell 
back down in a shower of dust and was swallowed 
once more by the ocean, where they settled down 
to be tossed and thrown about by the angry waves 
for all eternity. The mermaid sobbed silently, her 
body reaching for the waters that wouldn’t accept

her and her heart reaching for the man who 
rejected her.

As I watched the mermaid, whose salt filled 
eyes were blind to my presence, I could see the 
ocean rise up behind her and look at her with pity. 
He reached a watery hand to stroke her damp hair, 
but he drew back as her legs moved from under 
her. He settled back into the ocean with a small 
splash. The other mermaids in the distance noticed 
me. Instead of hiding as they normally would, they 
motioned me forward. Never before had I gone to 
my goddess, for she was just mine to watch. If I 
went to her, would she disappear, would she turn 
into sea foam? Was she really there?

I slowly stepped forward, letting the dry sand 
muffle my steps. As I settled down next to the 
mermaid, I could see a small puddle of water 
draining from her face and trailing towards the 
ocean. With a trembling hand, I reached forward 
and carefully laid a hand on her narrow shoulders, 
lest she turned to foam. At my touch, she jerked 
upward, and our eyes met for a second before her 
legs rose from under her and she sprinted away, 
throwing sand and water up in my face, blinding 
me. When my eyes cleared the mermaid was gone, 
her steps vanishing in the windblown sand. Soon, 
the footsteps were gone as well. As I went to leave, 
I saw a glint in the damp sand. I knelt down and 
picked up all that was left of the mermaid; it was a 
single crystal gem, grey in the shade and clear in 
the light; a tiny tear that had glinted in a salty sea 
pool filled with foam. ♦
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HIS NAME WAS BEN
Victoria Simboli

I remember you sitting there
with your shaven head and baggy clothing, 
a film of thoughts over your eyes 
always asking questions, hoping, 
thinking, loving, dreaming,
living.

I remember the day they told you to see a doctor— 
that those little shakes and headaches and 
the moments
you’d pass out briefly weren’t nothing; 
you had a mass of cells growing in your 
head
blocking the electric tendrils of your nerve 
cells
so they couldn’t tell your body their secrets.

I remember holding your hand when they stuck
a drip in your blue, meandering vein that 
carried
clear liquid that the doctors said would kill 
the tumor in your brain, that strong 
chemical which decorated your pillow 
with itchy amber tarantula hairs
and made you want to sleep, sleep, sleep.

I remember when you went to school and those 
kids
laughed at your swaddled head and tried to 
reveal
the sallow orb beneath, and how you came 
to me,
and I sheared my mane of smoky black with 
blunt kitchen scissors, and offered you the 
thick locks to glue on,
and you fingered my severed tresses 
dangling barely past
my cheekbones, and how we’d cry later at 
how it never grew past my shoulders again.

I remember you wanting to kill yourself because
you couldn’t withstand the stress, and we 
hid beneath your iron bed
like kids because we knew your mom saw 
you snatch
her sleeping pills and you were afraid of 
what she’d say,

and when she found us how she stared as 
we laughed
and shared secrets only teenage-child 
innocence can comprehend, making you 
love life again so quickly after
you were so willing to give it up.

I remember the day I held your hand in the 
hospital room before
the surgeons in their white room told you 
to count
to ten and you went to sleep while they 
clamped your head fast onto table, and the 
grating sound when they sawed off 
the top of your skull, then woke you up and 
you reached with your trembling hand for 
mine as they dug into your pink,
gelatinous brain and asked you stupid 
questions as
you wrung courage from my bones.

I remember holding your hand after you went into 
the MRI
and learned that your tumor was malignant 
and might
come back someday and you just sighed 
when they told you,
and gripped your bandaged head saying it 
hurt because you didn’t want your mom to 
think that you were afraid, but I knew truly 
what you felt.

I remember when I left for college when you were 
healthy,
and how I’d visit you, and it was almost like 
old times,
with your light dusting of fine amber hair, 
the still-visible sepia scar you’d cover with a 
hat or a homemade wig of patchy black- 
brown-blond, and I’d tell you stories and 
how you
didn’t think I’d notice when you looked 
away with damp eyes.

I remember you wanting me there when the cancer 
returned,
but I was in college and couldn’t come back, 
and how
I wanted to leave and be there with you, but 
couldn’t,
And how I prayed that you would be okay, 
and my dad called saying you weren’t doing 
well, and then that evening
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being told that you had died, and how I just 
completely, hopelessly, truly, just shattered.

I remember you now as I hold onto these
memories like the pictures hanging on my 
dorm walls,
and wonder what you’d be like here, the 
people you’d
meet, the blessings I’d give that I don’t 
deserve so you could be alive the way 
it’s supposed to be. ♦
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BOXED IN THE ARCHIVES
Andrea Simons

Leaning forward with his elbows on the podium, 
the professor tossed a stunted piece of chalk from 
hand to hand as he surveyed the class in front of 
him. Pencils raced across paper as students 
scrambled to write down the final words of the 
lecture. He noticed one girl sitting near the back 
window chewing nervously on her pencil, and with 
a crooked grin, he stretched his arms into the air 
with exaggeration and exhaled a long stream of 
breath. He addressed the class. “I’m seeing some 
nervous faces out there. Don’t worry; I’m not 
planning on grading these tests too hard, and you 
still have two days to study. But please, for the love 
of God, don’t let me catch you cheating.” The 
professor turned his back to swipe with his bare 
hand at the diagrams written neatly on the 
chalkboard. He continued, “I’m not going to be 
staring at all of you for the entire hour, so if I catch 
you cheating, it would be pathetic. Really, you 
would fail at life, and there would be nothing I 
could do for you.”

Scattered laughter punctuated through the 
loud rustle of books and pencils being shoved into 
backpacks and chairs being scraped back from 
desks. Several burly boys slapped a playful hand on 
their professor’s shoulder as they lined up for the 
door, exclaiming, “See you Thursday, Dr. Weston!” 
He waved at them between wiping his chalky 
hands on his gray pants and began gathering up 
his notes on the podium. Two blonde girls with 
their hair teased up high into hair-sprayed nests 
glanced at him through the corners of their eyes as 
they passed him, but he appeared to be oblivious to 
their observations.

Finally, standing alone in the front of the 
room, Dr. Weston sighed and ran a hand through 
his long black hair that brushed along the tops of 
his shoulders. His blue eyes scanned the crooked 
rows of desks for any abandoned notebooks while 
he shoved his books into a small black tote bag.

Whistling off-key, he left the classroom and 
entered into the flow of students shuffling in the 
hallway toward the exit.

Half hidden behind a potted plant situated near 
the exit, the girl from the back of the classroom 
continued to chew on her pencil. She watched Dr. 
Weston push the door open for some female 
students before he stepped into the courtyard. 
Clutching one strap of her backpack with a white- 
knuckled hand, the girl stood unmoving with the 
pencil firmly clenched between her teeth. After 
several moments, she took the pencil and shoved it 
into the mass of red hair gathered on her head 
before following a group of rowdy boys out the 
door.

Her eyes scanned across faces of college 
students lounging on the cement barriers lining a 
well-manicured and very green patch of grass. 
Impatiently, she turned her head back and forth 
until she spotted the retreating back of her 
professor striding past a statue of gleaming metal 
twisted into an abstract knot that was placed 
directly in the middle of the courtyard. Pushing 
through a gaggle of chatting girls, she followed his 
path with determined steps, making sure to keep 
well behind him. Two boys with unkempt hair 
whistled at her as she passed near them, and one of 
them reached out a hand toward her hip and called 
out, “Hey, Red, you’re going to be fined for 
speeding by us so fast! Come back so I can write 
you a ticket!”

“Jesus, that’s original,” she said drily, swerving 
around his hand and ignoring the cackles of his 
companion. She looked up just in time to see Dr. 
Weston enter the library, and increasing her pace, 
she was soon through the door and standing by a 
display of arrowheads near the circulation desk. 
The girl paused for several seconds before 
continuing toward the stairs. The stairwell echoed 
with the quick beats of her shoes and the rustling 
sound of her hand moving down the rail. In short 
time, she was standing on the bottom floor in front 
of a red door mottled with dents. Buzzing above 
her head, the fluorescent light illuminated a 
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window in the door spanned with a spider web of 
cracks that contorted the view into the room 
beyond. The girl knocked once on the window and 
pushed the door open.

Her eyes barely registered the stacks of 
yellowed newspapers and narrow boxes shoved 
haphazardly on the shelves before a hand grasped 
her elbow. With a huff, she yanked her arm free 
and snapped, “Don’t touch me, John.”

“Changing your tune so quickly, I see.” Dr. 
Weston stepped closer to her with raised eyebrows 
and pushed the door shut. “I do recall you being 
the one demanding we meet down here after class. 
And why would that be, Erica?”

Erica turned away from him and perched down 
on the edge of a wooden chair. Drumming her 
fingers on her lap, she swayed back in forth for a 
few minutes as the creaking of the chair pierced 
through the silence, accompanied a sudden 
rumbling as the library’s generator sprang to life in 
a nearby room. John crossed his arms as he stared 
at her through the swirling dust motes until she let 
out her breath and muttered, “Something’s 
happened.”

John snorted. “How very informative. I’m sure 
I could write stacks of books with the information 
that gives me. However would I—“

“Stop it, John!” Erica rubbed her face with her 
hands, smudging her eyeliner across the blue half
moon circles under her eyes. She clasped her hands 
in her lap and mumbled, “It’s bad. I’m...not sure 
how to tell you this.”

John narrowed his eyes as Erica fell into 
silence and stared at the chalky hand prints still 
smeared across his thigh. He hesitated before 
reaching out a hand to gently smooth down a red 
curl. Noticing the pencil tucked into her hair, he 
took it out to examine the craters of teeth marks 
marring its surface. Smiling, he said, “You know, 
it’s very hard for me to concentrate on lecturing 
when you’re nibbling on a pencil in the back of the

room. It’s also hard for you to take notes when 
your pencil is in your mouth.” Encouraged by her 
small smile, John continued, “I could tell 
something was wrong. You’re the only one in that 
damned room who can even pay attention long 
enough to take notes, so I notice when you aren’t 
listening. Tell me.”

The silence stretched on before Erica sighed 
and pulled her legs up to her chest. She curled into 
a ball with her head against her knees and said 
with a muffled voice, “I’m late.”

John stared at her, the pencil still dangling 
between his fingers. Shaking his head, he asked, 
“What? Late?” Stepping quickly away from her, he 
spun around until he was facing the red door. He 
stood still for several seconds before swirling 
around to ask, “How late?”

“At least three weeks,” Erica replied, her voice 
still muffled by her knees. She raised her head 
slightly to look John in the eye and whispered, 
“And I took a pregnancy test this morning. It came 
back positive.”

“Goddamn it,” John yelled, throwing the pencil 
on the floor where it bounced and rolled under her 
chair. He thrust his hands into his hair, muttering a 
stream of obscenities, and bent over almost double. 
With a groan, he straightened his back and 
demanded, “How could you have let this happen?”

“Excuse me?” Erica asked in disbelief. She 
uncurled from her ball and sat straight up with her 
hands clutching the splintered arms of the chair. 
“How could I let this happen? You have a 
doctorate, for Christ’s sake, and you need me to 
explain to you how babies are made?”

“Shut up,” John snapped, pacing between two 
tottering stacks of newspapers. “You said that you 
were being careful! And clearly, I shouldn’t have 
trusted you with making sure you didn’t fuck 
things up!” Grabbing a box from the shelf, he 
threw it against a wall. The lid flung open, and a
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heap of black and white photographs floated down 
to scatter across the cement floor.

Erica grasped the back of her neck with both 
hands and squeezed her eyes shut. With a shaky 
voice, she said quietly, “I was being careful. You 
can’t blame this all on me. That’s completely 
unfair.”

“Unfair?” John demanded. He kicked several 
nearby photographs fluttering up into the air, the 
faces on them blurring as they spiraled in the 
fluorescent light. “You want to know what’s 
unfair? How I’m going to lose my job. How I’m 
going to be banned from ever teaching again. And 
all because of some stupid and selfish girl!” He 
grabbed one of the stacks of newspapers and threw 
it down onto the floor.

Erica winced as newspapers slid underneath 
her chair and watched with wide eyes while John 
grabbed handfuls of newspapers. They crackled in 
dull protest under his grasp, and with a feral yell, 
John slammed them into the wall. His yells grew 
louder as his slamming grew more violent, and 
with a small yelp, Erica sprang from the chair and 
rushed to the door. As her hand reached out to 
push open the red door, her right foot slipped on a 
stray newspaper and sent her sprawling onto her 
back. Her eyes stared at the flicking fluorescent 
lights above her head until John’s face appeared, his 
face hidden by the darkness.

“And where,” the dark face asked, “are you 
going?”

A faint whimper escaped from the back of 
Erica’s throat. She clasped her hands to her mouth 
and shook her head. John reached down and 
clutched her shoulders. Lifting her into a half
sitting stance, he gave her a sharp shake before 
dragging her across the floor and leaning her 
against the wall. Erica could feel newspapers balled 
up against the small of her back.

John stared down at her and swung his arms 
wildly by his side, occasionally bringing his hands

together in a quick clap. His hands were smeared 
with black from the newspapers’ ink, and Erica 
fixed her eyes on the thin strips criss-crossing 
across his palms. Eventually, his swinging stopped. 
Crouching in front of her, John grabbed Erica’s 
chin and looked calmly into her hazel eyes.

“Take care of it.”

Erica’s hands started trembling while the 
words hung stagnant in the air. Her head shook in 
jerky spasms, but John tightened his grasp, pinning 
her head back against the wall. She struggled for 
breath as he brought his face closer to her, the long 
tip of his nose almost touching her lips.

“Take,” John repeated through gritted teeth,” 
care of it.”

With a squeak, Erica gave a barely perceptible 
nod. John released her, and she let her body slump 
back into the wall. He slowly backed away toward 
the door, his steps rustling across the newspapers. 
Pushing open the door with his shoulder, he 
slipped out and was gone.

Huddled against the wall, Erica listened to 
John’s footsteps as he rapidly climbed up the 
stairwell. As the echoes of his progress faded, she 
gradually let her body relax. She inhaled deeply, 
and with her exhale, her legs stretched out against 
the ground and her neck arched back until her eyes 
were staring at the fluorescent lights above her.

Several weeks ago, Erica had stepped swiftly 
through John’s office door. Immediately, she 
pushed the door shut and leaned against it with a 
grin, crossing her arms in front of her.

“Well, hello there,” John greeted her, his right 
hand scribbling across an essay with a red pen. His 
eyes met hers as he smiled and capped the pen. “I 
thought you said you were trying to be discreet.”

“Discretion is for cowards,” she replied. 
Reaching behind her, she twisted the door’s lock 
and crossed the room to lean against the corner of 
his desk. Picking up a stray paper, she read the
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title and asked, “And what class are you grading 
today?”

“Freshman comp,” John answered with a sigh. 
He leaned back against his chair and rubbed his 
eyes with aggressive fingertips. “If I have to read 
one more essay telling me why Edward Cullen is 
the modern day Heathcliff, I’m going to shoot 
myself in the eye.”

Giggling, Erica leaned across the desk and 
kissed John, her hand weaving through his long 
black hair. Pulling apart from him, she whispered, 
“You work much too hard.”

“The perils of being a first year professor,” 
John answered. He grasped her face between his 
two hands and returned her kiss. His thumb grazed 
the arc of her cheekbone as he moved back, tilting 
his head as his eyes surveyed her face. Releasing 
her, he turned his attention to the middle drawer in 
front of him. His hand rested on the short wooden 
knob, and he slowly pulled the drawer open. An 
impish grin crossed his face, and he asked, “What 
would make you happiest in this world?”

“Happiest? I’m happy right now,” she replied, 
her hand moving circles across his shoulder. 
Glancing at the drawer, she joked, “Although, if 
you have something shiny in there, that would 
make me pretty damned happy.”

“Well, you’re in luck!” John pulled out a 
slender black box and placed in on top of the pile of 
essays in the middle of his desk. With a grin, he 
gave her an encouraging nod.

Slowly, Erica reached out and picked up the 
box. Opening it, her eyes were greeted by the 
sparkling of a silver and diamond bracelet. With an 
exhale of breath, she said, “Jesus, John, you didn’t 
have to do this.”

John leaned back against his chair with a hint 
of a frown playing along the edges of his mouth. 
Drumming his fingers against the arms of his 
spindled wooden chair, he cricked his neck from

left to right. Finally, he responded by asking, “And 
why would that be?”

“Nothing!” Erica responded quickly, her eyes 
opening wide. She snapped the box shut and 
reached over to cover his drumming fingers with 
her right hand. “I only meant that I didn’t expect 
you to buy me anything so expensive. I didn’t mean 
anything by it, John.”

“Really?” John slipped his hand out from under 
hers and crossed his arms, tilting his chair away 
from her. “It sounds like you don’t like it. I can take 
it back if you really want me to.” His hand shot out 
to grasp the box.

“Fuck, John, I didn’t mean it like that.” Erica 
grabbed his wrist to stop him from shoving the box 
back in the drawer. With a deep breath, she 
explained, “I know that it can’t be easy for you to 
support yourself right now. And I appreciate the 
gesture, so much. Truly, it’s probably the sweetest 
thing a man has ever done for me.” With a small 
smile, she reached a tentative hand out to brush 
against his shoulder. When he remained still, she 
squeezed her hand and continued, “I love it. Really, 
you are wonderful to me.”

Immediately, John flashed a grin at her. “I am, 
aren’t I?” Covering her knees with his hands, he 
took a deep breath and looked at her. “Erica, there’s 
a reason that I bought that for you. I need to know 
that I’m not going to lose you.” Biting his lip, he 
looked down at his hands on her knees, and with 
hesitation, continued in a whisper, “You’re so 
beautiful. You could have any boy at this school, 
but you chose me. I just...need to know that you 
will stay faithful to me. I can’t stand the thought of 
you with someone else.”

Erica’s eyebrows lowered as she looked at his 
downcast head. She looked away from him for a 
moment, her eyes lingering on shelf littered with 
leather-bound books stacked against each other. 
Closing her eyes, she leaned down and whispered 
in his ear, “Never. Because I love you.”
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The moment the words crossed her lips, she 
immediately wished them back. Before she could 
say another word, John’s lips were pressed against 
hers and blocked any protests she could have 
uttered. As they broke apart, her eyes remained 
squeezed shut, and she couldn’t repress a shudder 
as she heard him reply, “I love you, too.”

Erica winced as his laughter cut through the 
air, sardonic and triumphant over the words they 
had exchanged. Quickly, she sputtered, “But, we 
should still take things slow, don’t you think?”

“Why?” John asked, staring at her. “You’re the 
one who said it, not me. You can’t take it back now, 
right?”

away. Placing a hand on the lower part of her 
abdomen, she took a deep breath. Her fingers 
curled against her skin, and after taking deep 
breaths, Erica spat out into the room, “Don’t 
worry, I’ll take care of it:”

Pushing the door open, she left the room. 
Behind her, the newspapers and photos lay 
forgotten, the headlines flashing warnings while 
the pictures stared unseeing at the fluorescent 
lights above them. ♦

“I suppose,” Erica answered slowly, “that 
you’re right. I can’t take it back now.”

“Good! Then we are agreed that you’re mine 
now, right?”

Tucked in a corner of the archives, Erica let 
out a burst of laughter as those last words echoed 
in her memory. She covered her face with her 
hands for several minutes. Then, with great effort, 
she placed both hands flat on the floor. Slowly, inch 
by inch, she raised her body off the newspaper 
covered floor until she was in a half-squat.

Squinting down at the ground, her eyes caught 
a blurred black and white picture that had escaped 
from one of the boxes that John had thrown. A 
man had his arm draped casually over the laughing 
shoulders of a woman, and he looked at her smiling 
face with tenderness. The couple was standing in a 
small garden sprouting with leafed plants in front 
of a tiny stone house. Erica stared for a long time 
at the woman leaning comfortably against the 
shoulder of the man.

After several moments, Erica lurched to her 
feet and staggered across the room toward the red 
door. Pausing, she looked behind her at the 
newspapers and pictures spread across the dusty 
room, the boxes lying betrayed with lids strewn far
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21st
Adam Lythgoe

This particular evening Cob was on a roll: "When 
I was a lad, I knew I was different from all the 
other boys. I could never understand why my GI 
Joes would always take my sister's Barbie hostage 
and then strip her naked. My behaviors were such 
that my actions did not disturb me and I was aware 
that, while morally questionable, there was 
something right by having that voluptuous doll 
parade naked in front of the troops. As I started to 
get older, I realized that I thought about naked 
women constantly. No, don't worry, not in a sick 
way, but in a tastefully naked way. They always 
had large breasts and never believed in wearing 
underwear — ’60s free thinking radicals, only much 
more attractive. At first, I thought there was 
something wrong with me. What was wrong with 
me? Why were my needs so strong as to buy 
magazines with naked women and, later, DVDs 
that only promoted my fantasies in seeing more 
women naked. And women together, naked."

“You played with dolls?” I asked.

Cob paused. “They were action figures. This is 
serious now: pay attention!” He inhaled audibly 
face upward and eyes closed then looked down at 
his toes and elevated the drama of the moment so 
that we could speculate on the inner trauma of our 
friend. "It was at that moment upon seeing the 
immortal Jenna Jamison with two other blondes 
that I realized that it was time to recognize myself 
for who I really am. To step out of the social prison 
that had confined me and embrace that true 
identity for what I really was!"

The air in the bar became dense and the silence 
between the five of us sitting at that corner table at 
the Waterhole became louder, as we all waited for 
something profound from Cob, but also fearing 
what that profundity would entail. Even though I 
had heard him rehearse this storyline many times 
before, I just couldn't bear to look at the other 
people at the table for fear that one of them might

take him seriously. Anyone taking his boneheaded 
un-soliloquy for truth would make me bust out 
laughing and possibly spill my long-awaited legal 
beer.

Cob lowered his head and then elevated it 
again with tears in the corner of his eyes. "All I've 
ever sought was approval for who I really am: none 
of my friends back home understood me and my 
parents were ready to disown me. It has been a 
long, hard, difficult road that I have traveled in 
order to understand my desires. Recognize these 
instincts that plague me. Tonight, I stand before 
you as a new, complete man in touch with who he 
really is... Gosh, it feels so good to step out of the 
closet with a free spirit completely liberated of any 
fear and declare that I am a lesbian trapped in a 
man's body!"

I managed to swallow my beer without any 
problems. Derek was not so lucky and gagged 
before swallowing, but managed with difficulty to 
hold and explode his libation into the corner, away 
from us, while choking on laughter. His girlfriend 
Lara could only cover her eyes with her 
engagement ring adorned hand and shake her head 
in knowing the result but not wanting to believe 
that Cob had held her attention for any length of 
time. Derek's little sister, and our designated 
driver, Erin, could only stare at Cob with her head 
at a slight angle and showing a deep 
concern/horror with Cob's news. This was her first 
night out with us, and since the semester had just 
begun, her newness to the whole college scene was 
strikingly apparent in everything she said and did 
- we just quit calling her by her given name and 
dubbed her the Freshman.

The members of this motley crew had been my 
friends for three very long years and, outside of the 
Freshman, I was the last to reach this right of 
passage that we were celebrating tonight. It 
doesn't matter who you are or where you are from, 
some truths are always present across space and 
time. I discovered three fundamental things when I 
left my small town on Montana's Highline for the 
college in the state's capital city (which I learned 
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were the same milestones experienced by all 
college students in America and probably the 
world): l) You will experience fear when you first 
leave home into the great unknown, 2) there is a 
sense of identity you discover the first time you 
return home after being away, and 3) your twenty- 
first birthday. The first two experiences happen 
freshmen year and, while different folks handle 
them in different ways, there is an overall 
resiliency of spirit that comes with coping with the 
newness of a situation and realization of who you 
once were. For instance, I was eager to leave home 
so I felt little fear for the unknown when I left. 
When I returned home my first break, I found that 
my parents had turned my room into an office. The 
standing dust on the furniture testified as how they 
didn't waste any time converting my sacred shrine 
on earth into a modern convenience, taking away 
my childhood sense of comfort and making me 
realize I am now a stranger in the familiar land of 
home. Despite the letdown of the first two 
milestones though, when I turned twenty-one my 
world changed forever in a way that I still smile 
about when I consider the circumstances of naked 
fate today.

Naturally, it involved falling in love with a 
woman that is the one soul-mate living on this 
world just for you - another typical college 
milestone that does not necessarily pan out for 
everyone as it did for me that night.

Just like every weekend, I was dragged out of 
my room on this weekday to our regular haunt at a 
local restaurant/bar called the Waterhole by my 
trusty roommate, Jacob Biersdorfer. He went by 
Cob for all of us who knew him well and he had a 
way with the ladies: even though he did not play 
any athletics, he was well-muscled, olive 
complexioned, and tall with the winning green 
eyes and dark brown hair that seemed to make a 
bigger impression on the fairer sex than my own 
skinny, sallow blonde-haired blue-eyed poster-child 
nerdiness did. I wanted to hate him, and yet I kept 
finding myself pulled closer to him with each 
passing semester, almost as if he was the cliched 
brother that I never had. On a psychosocial level,

we were complete opposites in nearly every way, 
and yet we always sought out each other’s 
company for years, even after we graduated. This 
night, we found our usual corner table adjacent to 
the bar and looking out from the gloomy wood- 
logged interior to the better lit restaurant area on 
the other side of the open dance floor. The corner 
allowed us to see everywhere in the building, 
which is why we claimed it for four years. I’m still 
stunned that I had made it to my senior year.

Meanwhile, Cob looked down at the Freshman 
and with a lower tone of voice, that tone that seeks 
forgiveness, he spoke to her while softly raising her 
hand to his chest over his heart. "I hope I didn't 
offend you in expressing my self-discovery, but I 
felt compelled to speak the truth so we could begin 
in honesty. That said, I need to tell you that I love 
you. I've loved you since the moment you sat down. 
Your every movement is poetry, and your every 
mannerism is like light dancing across a wheat 
field on a spring day. With every beat of my lonely 
heart, your name is spoken - spoken with a longing 
that transcends time and space but remains honest 
in its basic nature. I love you. Ich liebe dich. Do 
you not feel it? Can you not hear that my heart's 
speaking the international language of love - "

"Cob, please leave her alone. Can't you see 
you're scaring her?" Lara interrupted, giving the 
Freshman the distraction so she could hurriedly 
remove her hand from Cob's chest. "Surly there is 
some other woman you could hit on besides 
Derek's sister." Derek was still laughing at the 
lesbian admission and had not caught up to Cob's 
tactless come-on as anything more than just an 
encore of the original speech. Lara and I both knew 
better.

I piped in with, "Yeah, that's like cheating!"

Cob's face took on a hurt expression, but he 
refrained from continuing the pick-up. "You're 
right. It just would not be right to contain all this 
passion just to focus it all on one woman. Three, 
maybe four... You need another drink, brother, I 
see destiny at the bar!" I nodded an acceptance and
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followed his eyes to the brunette in a flannel shirt 
and tight jeans at the bar. Suddenly Cob's back 
blocked my view: a man on a mission.

I looked at Lara. "He's on a roll tonight - can I 
stay on your couch if he brings another one home?"

Lara nodded as she handed her boyfriend a 
napkin so he could wipe his eyes. The Freshman 
looked at me alarmed. "You mean he's always like 
that!" I nodded and Lara looked down with a 
chuckle. Derek was still gently laughing and 
shaking his head but had managed to wipe all of 
the tears away.

The Freshman’s blue eyes went wide. “Surely 
that doesn’t work. It is so... creepy!” I saw her 
petite body shiver underneath her new hooded 
gray sweatshirt that had the blonde shoulder 
length curls falling around her head. Oh, so young 
and innocent. I almost felt dirty explaining the 
next part.

"You see it's called the '99% rule,"' I said in my 
somewhat sagelike way when I had to explain the 
mystery that was Cob. "By his reckoning, it never 
hurts to ask, and 99% of the time you're gonna get 
shot down - but Cob desperately searches for that 
1% that’ll abide to his peculiar wily charm." I took 
a swig of my longneck and looked at the 
Freshman's shocked/horrified expression before I 
followed up. "His approach actually does quite well. 
I think it’s because he's so confident. He always 
seems to have that 'Do Not Disturb' hanger he 
stole from the Holiday Inn downtown on the 
doorknob to tell me to stay out because he's 
getting his freak on." I paused as I took another 
swig and looked at the recovered Derek. "I'm not 
sure whether to laugh or cry at the fucker's luck."

Derek, with a nod, tipped his longneck out and 
said, "Amen." We tapped the necks, touched the 
bottles to the table, and took a swig, completing 
our well established ritual we did whenever we 
were together as a group.

The Freshman wasn't quite finished in trying 
to figure out the mystery that was Cob. With

youth come the endless questions and the desire to 
have an annotated bibliography that would 
quantify the response given: "So, he's like drunk, 
right?"

"No," came the answer from all three of us at 
the same time. I leaned toward the Freshman and 
confidentially whispered, "This is actually quite 
tame for him. Normally, when he holds hands like 
he did with you, he generally tries to serenade you. 
He's got a great singing voice."

The thump to my right shoulder was so 
sudden I nearly dropped my beer — "Jimmy! Happy 
Two-One, my man!"

Two more hall-dwellers of my dorm had come 
as a show of solidarity: Bob and Sammy. I gave 
both a goofy grin and thanked them for showing 
up: after all, we three had the same physics test 
tomorrow. "You guys just missed it," I said 
lowering my voice and looking around 
conspiratorially. "Cob just came out of the Closet!"

Sammy reluctantly stopped taking a pull on his 
beer, spitting it back into the bottle. Bob perked up: 
"Ha! I knew it!" He looked at Sammy and pointed 
at his chest, "You owe me $20. I told you all that 
talk was nothing more than overcompensation! I 
knew it was all a big distraction for what he was 
just hiding inside—I knew he was gay. Pay up!"

Sammy reached into his pocket and pulled out 
a wrinkled $20. Derek and I busted out with 
laughter at this unexpected turn of events. Lara 
piped up with, "he said he was a lesbian!" between 
fits of her own laughter. Sammy perked up and 
slipped the bill back into his jeans pocket and Bob 
snapped his fingers in the air like he had been 
foiled again.

Wanting to stir the pot further, I came back 
with, “but he did play with dolls!”

Sammy cursed under his breath and, reaching 
into the jean pocket again, brought it up to slap the 
$20 into Bob’s open hand. Once I'd recovered a 
little I had to know how long those bets had been
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on and was rewarded with the answer of Freshman 
year. Our own Freshman shook her head in 
obvious dismay at our harsh behavior towards 
someone she had assumed to be our friend.

Like magic, Cob reappeared and the whole 
table started laughing anew. He put down a fresh 
round for all of us except the Freshman and the 
two newcomers. "I don't want to know what you 
guys are laughing at, but the Birthday Boy's 
chances have just improved!"

I quit laughing as the realization dawned on 
me that Cob just did something horrible. Cob 
raised his hands in innocence at the sudden turn of 
my expression. "No, I didn't set you up with that 
toothless girl again! I just wanted to show you who 
just walked in." He nodded towards the door on 
the other side of the bar and across the room. My 
stomach dropped. Lara quit laughing and Bob and 
Sammy looked the same direction behind their 
backs as the laughter ended.

There was a dense quiet as everyone stared for 
an uncomfortable moment without moving at the 
two women who took an upright table with two 
stools diagonally across the dance floor from us. 
Naturally, it was the Freshman who broke the 
silence. "Who is that?"

It was Cob who, without even a hint of 
subtleness, let her in on what everyone else knew 
of my unspoken longing for another human being. 
All I can say is it sucked to live in the dorm where 
everybody knows everything about everybody. 
"That is the Jennifer Warner. Soccer player. Five 
feet, two inches, 107 pounds, 3.8 GPA, bust 34C, 
waist 27, hips 32, thighs that can crack a coconut 
without a second thought. She has been the focus 
of our Jimmy's lustful thoughts for almost three 
years now. He has not managed a successful sexlife 
because he holds a flaming torch for this Aphrodite 
of Montana. Try as I might, I cannot get him to 
talk to her, even though she's now single! Every 
waking moment Jim seeks to catch her eye and—"

I shushed Cob as his voice was getting louder 
and my personal embarrassment was peaking.

"I still don't get why you all think she's so hot. 
Talk to her—she's such a bitch. Jim, you really 
could do better," Lara said as she looked at the 
Freshman for confirmation. I heard her as though I 
was in a tunnel, watching the Jennifer Warner and 
her teammates lean forward on their stools and 
order something from the menu they shared to the 
waitress next to their table.

Unfortunately, Cob was reading my mind out 
loud as he leaned on my shoulders and said, "Oh 
my. What I would not give to be that barstool 
right now." Bob guffawed and Sammy shook his 
head before taking another swig and facing us 
again, standing at our upright table.

The Freshman broke the pregnant pause again 
with another question, "So, why don't you just 
introduce yourself to her?"

I sighed. Cob of course jumped in on my 
behalf, and thus began the fight for my soul. "That, 
young lady, is the question. She inhabits a higher 
part of the unofficial caste system in place at our 
institution of higher learning then our hero Jim. 
She is athletic, hot, and with the in-crowd — unlike 
our Jim who is a fundamental nerd, does work out 
but not in organized athletics, and hangs with 
chuckleheads like Bob and Sammy. What kind of 
approach could he have with a goddess of that 
caliber? The mind boggles." Cob's eyes rolled for 
added emphasis. Goddamn theater minors.

"Jim, don't listen to this jackass,” said Bob. “Go 
talk to her — it's been three years and you've been 
in some of classes with her. She probably knows 
exactly who you are. Go find out. Say hi and ask 
her about Boyle’s Law. She’s taking the same test 
we are tomorrow." Bob had a point, but my 
insecurities still held sway with Cob's sarcastic 
though well-meant words. I didn't know what to 
do and I was not going to admit it.

Finally, a voice of feminine reason stepped in: 
the voice of Lara. "Look, for the record I think you 
could do better Jim, but you really should just be 
yourself and go talk to her. You're never going to 
know where it will go until you do." Lara 
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emphatically patted my shoulder from across the 
table, leaning across the Freshman to do so. I 
considered that: women could never be wrong in 
how to deal with other women. Be Yourself.

Cob read my mind again. "Bullshit. Never 
listen to that 'be yourself garbage. Women are not 
interested in you for who you really are - they are 
interested in an image and whether or not you have 
a good story and memorable line to project that 
image. Or lots of money. Wait a minute: Boyle’s 
Law?" He turned to look at Bob with no small 
amount of concern before turning back to look out 
on the floor and my desire.

The gauntlet was thrown and Lara looked like 
she was about to rip Cob's eyes out. The Freshman 
had a sharp intake of air and her hands went to her 
mouth. All the other guys stiffened at the clear 
confrontation, but took a moment to regard Cob, 
curious of what kind of pearl of wisdom (or 
something) was about to roll out of his mouth. 
"Women always say to be yourself, but the 
problem is it takes the guy time to actually be 
himself around her. Oh, knock it off with the scared 
faces. You all know I'm right. In order to get 
confident around her you have to think you're 
someone else so you don't get hurt as badly if it all 
goes south. Kind of a disassociation of the self, if 
you will." He added this last part softly, trying to 
sound conversational while still trying to start a 
fight.

Lara took the bait. She put her hand on 
Derek's shoulder and leaned forward, the venom in 
her eyes never once leaving Cob and entering the 
words she spoke to me, "Derek has always been 
himself around me and I fell for him —"

With that start, Cob looked away from the 
lovelies across the room and held Lara's glare as he 
put up a solitary finger to silence her. "Lara. Pull- 
ease. I have known both of you since we all came 
here together as freshmen. Derek was so into you 
that he could not even speak to you without 
turning into a blathering idiot. It took him two 
years to get out a simple 'hello' and you never

noticed him in all that time the four of us hung out 
together until the day Jimmy and I propped him up 
between us so that he had nowhere to run so we 
could kidney punch him until he did ask you out. 
Besides, Derek has a bad habit of scratching 
himself in public and you would not have even 
spoken to him if he wasn't someone better 
behaved."

Cob had a point. "Women are after an image 
and only later, once the relationship has become 
more comfortable and the guy starts to loosen up 
to actually be himself, does everything start to 
evolve into something honest. Then the woman 
tries to change him into... but never mind that. 
That's a different topic. Initially, a guy has to 
approach a girl with confidence. Manly. You have 
got to walk up to her like she owes you five bucks, 
slap her on the ass, and make her take notice."

Bob guffawed. "Cob, you don't want Jim to 
assault her. Jim's not like that and besides, it's his 
birthday! Confidence is a wonderful thing, but you 
have to admit she isn't that approachable to begin 
with. Jim could really just be himself and probably 
do just fine without having to adopt the persona of 
a porn star."

Cob ignored him, snapped his fingers, expertly 
removed the label from the longneck closest to him 
without ripping it, and proceeded to begin folding. 
"What you need is a gimmick, Jimbo. Something to 
start the conversation. I'd suggest making her 
laugh. Not only do you have her attention but you 
can keep it by stringing her along with another 
witty joke. Do not be yourself though: it's the kiss 
of death and that girl is all about image."

We four guys around the table listened to Cob 
silently, secretly wanting to agree with his every 
point but not wanting to vocalize their agreement 
for fear of irritating the two females of the group. 
Those two females were not pleased about Cob's 
revelations and were twisting in their seats looking 
for the opening to logically counter his acerbic 
words.
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Lara went for blood. "That is not true, Cob, and 
you know it. Women do not go for image, we just 
want to meet a nice honest guy who we can fall in 
love with

Again, the single finger was raised. "Dear 
Lara, that may be true to your thinking. Initially, 
though, you women all want someone to challenge 
you. That nice, sweet guy may walk up to you and 
ask you to dance, but you will not notice him 
unless he challenges you in the process. You all 
crave a man to treat you like crap. You never pick 
the nice one because he's too tongue-tied to ask you 
to do anything. He respects your space and is too 
busy trying to find a sense of himself for you to be 
bothered to notice him. However, the guy who 
walks up to you and says something insulting or 
tactless will walk away with your number because 
you notice him. And, ironically, you also can't get 
him out of your mind." With his final statement, 
Cob finished his origami and handed me a red and 
white label folded like a rose - where in the hell did 
he learn to do that? "Listen to my words of 
wisdom, Grasshopper: She already has a pussy, she 
does not want another. Go forth and be a callous, 
insensitive man that she will remember and fall for. 
Do not return to this table without a phone 
number or a bruise on your cheek - and if you get 
your groove thing on afterwards, don't forget to 
put the hanger on the doorknob." He picked me up 
from underneath my arm and thrust me forward, 
loudly smacking my backside in the process and 
making my head spin with both with beer and bad 
advice.

I trudged across the large open space that 
constituted a dance floor for the bar. The evening 
still being early, there were only two couples on it 
who wore the typical cowboy attire the area always 
seemed to offer and were old enough to be my 
parents. I continued with more purpose as I moved 
in between the couples under the yellow and red 
lights, feeling the jar of every footstep as I walked 
on the worn hardwood planks with a courage that I 
did not feel. My knees started to ache and I could 
hear the whoosh of blood in my ears as I got closer. 
I fully expected to trip over my own feet but didn’t.

Sooner than I thought possible, I stood at the table 
of the Jennifer Warner and her friend and felt the 
lump in my throat take on a stubbornness that 
nearly blocked my airway and made me want to 
pass out.

Jennifer's blue eyes moved away from her 
girlfriend and landed on me standing at eye level 
next to her. I smiled and, in my nervousness not 
being able to come up with anything to say, I came 
out with, "Would you like to dance?" I couldn't 
dance a step - hell, I couldn't even play an air 
guitar without looking for instructions — but I still 
asked it with a calm voice that I just did not feel. I 
just delivered my Gettysburg Address: history was 
about to be made.

In the dim lighting of the room I saw her 
cornflower blue eyes close and twinkle and I could 
feel her friend's face turn towards me to look me 
over, but I didn't care. My whole focus was on 
Jennifer's wonderful face and the hopes for a 
blossoming romance in my heart. If she said yes, 
how could I get out of dancing? If she said no, how 
long would it take the paramedics to make it into 
this establishment in the vain attempt to revive my 
lifeless corpse. Would a memorial be placed in this 
spot that I stood? I stood there for what seemed 
like forever as Randy Travis distantly whined 
about something over the speakers of the 
Water hole. Finally her lips parted, showing just 
the faintest glimpse of her wonderful white teeth 
hidden behind them, as she said loudly, "As if."

As if.

A simple yes or no is what I expected and I 
just wasn't ready for this answer. All those hopes 
for something meaningful disappeared, my image 
of womanly perfection made a mental shift of 
continental proportions. I wasn't crushed or even 
embarrassed as all the blood in my body suddenly 
rushed to my head. As if, what the hell was that? 
Why did women always avoid the black or white 
answer for that bizarre grey area that makes no 
sense to anyone beyond them? I hated to admit it, 
but something that Cob had told me a long time
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ago suddenly made sense: anything that can bleed 
for a week and not die has to be evil. What 
happened next was something I can't explain. It 
was just one of those moments when you have an 
out-of-body experience where you see and hear 
your actions, but you are just not in control of 
them. I'd never done anything like this before or 
after this one moment, and I still wonder from 
where inside of me it bubbled up from or where I 
had the stamina to allow it to come forth at all - I 
had grown up in a rural middle class family that 
understood the importance of manners. 
Nevertheless, I'm sure Cob had something to do 
with it.

I leaned forward at the waist and spoke in a 
low voice so only Jennifer and her girlfriend could 
hear me through the country music twang. "No, 
no. I don't think you understood what I said." I was 
able to look deep into her eyes surrounded by only 
the faintest hint of mascara and I leaned close 
enough to smell her lavender perfume which would 
have intoxicated me moments before but actually 
made me want to sneeze now. "I said, ‘You look fat 
in those pants.’" I then turned on my heel and 
walked away, back towards my friends and safety.

As I approached my table, my posse all looked 
at me a little surprised. Cob had both of his hands 
over his mouth and his eyes were wide in a look of 
surprise as he stood away from the table behind 
him and toward me. He reached out and put his 
hand on my chest as I walked up to him. "Dude, 
what did you just say to them? They both look like 
they are going to throw something at you or set 
you on fire!"

"Nothing," I said with a little more courage 
than what I really felt.

Cob was quiet for only a heartbeat before he 
asked me the question that told him everything he 
wanted to know: "May I go hit on them?"

Relieved that I didn’t have to explain myself, I 
slapped Cob's shoulder and told him to be my 
guest, sincerely wishing him well. I just wanted to 
drink my beer peacefully and enjoy my day. I

grabbed his shoulder and silently handed him back 
his beer label flower, knowing that such a prop for 
him was going to get results. I could almost see the 
"Do Not Disturb" sign flapping lightly in the 
breeze in our dorm hallway.

I entered the safe confines of my friends who 
all asked me what happened but I wouldn't tell 
them. Cob had ordered us all Jagershots, all except 
the now silent Freshman, which we all clinked the 
glasses together and hit the tabletop with before 
tipping back the contents and subsequently 
praying our livers’ forgiveness. Eventually, the 
subject changed to Boyle’s Law and the physics 
exam for tomorrow and I was able to relax, 
forgetting about what had happened despite the 
poisoned looks I could feel from across the room.

Cob returned with another round of beers and 
looked into my eyes, told me that he loved me, and 
followed the proclamation with a hug. I then knew 
it was out: Cob told them a fairly accurate story of 
what I had done and I became a short lived legend 
on campus as a similar story spread the next day. 
After the laughter died down at the table, we 
toasted one last time. Later, the group split up — 
Bob and Sammy walked home to the dorm, Derek 
asked Lara to dance, and Cob wandered off to 
continue to hit on Jennifer Warner’s teammate. 
Jennifer would occasionally enter the conversation 
only to sit back and stare at me hatefully. I tried to 
ignore her as I silently sat at the table with the 
Freshman, the beers I had drunk finally giving me 
the buzz that makes everything warm and fuzzy. I 
watched Derek and Lara out on the floor together 
and envied them, not even noticing the person 
sitting next to me fiddling with the beer label 
flower that somehow kept returning like a bad 
penny.

The Freshman broke my concentration with 
yet another one of her questions as she put the 
flower into the bottle opening in front of me: "So, 
what do you look for in a woman anyway?" Who 
would have thought that that moment was when I 
first noticed Erin, my future wife and soul mate? ♦
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Twilight Carried you
Daniel Pearson

Twilight carried you 
again last night. My 
midnight eyes reminded 
the scars of the wounds 
12 moons began to heal. Paper 
thin walls, tagged 
with a calendar of reassurances, 
blown down by your sweetly, 
soft cinnamon breath.
The heart familiarly exposed. 
Now let it go.

Your long skin runs
pale from the mourning 
sun, which is set to ring 
liberation from my false 
freedom. The skin runs down 
our paths that veer 
now we must steer alone, 
as you lip three 
words my ears long to hear.
Now let it go.

Sweetly bitter songs
stir this heavy soul. Framed 
stains cover these naked 
walls, gasping for their forgotten 
uniforms. Breath, today, is short, 
pinching my chest as I 
dress. Now seeing your faces 
in the places in-between, guides 
my tongue to the obscene.
Now let it go.

Twilight carried you
again last night. ♦
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Movement
“The least movement is of importance 

to all nature. The entire ocean is
affected by a pebble. ” 

— Blaise Pascal
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MOON
Ronald Stottlemyer

One perfect poem rising 
out of the earth's dark shoulder,

soundless, as it breaks free 
slipping past Antarctica clouds,

weightless now, billowing white sail 
sweeping across the slate sea,

timeless, with its wake of dreams, 
tilted window sliding down the wall,

ageless, pale mask of sleeping heads, 
snowy hair waving over graves. ♦
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GOD COULD NOT HEAR
Mark Mclean

God could not hear
As he set down His beer
And ordered the sea to be quiet

The Wind capped the flask
That blew forth on the mast
And His boat settled right down beside it

Peter why should you sink
When you’re just on the brink 
Of inventing new souls on your feet

Yet down he fell
Cold, bitter and well—
Praising God whom he ran out to meet ♦
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Jewish Ghetto
Ashli Mildenberger

James. His name was James. In a room above the 
chaos of a broken world he sat with his back 
against a wall trying to make space for the children 
around him. He tried to count them. He tried to. 
He tried to keep his mind occupied and add up the 
number of eyes. All he saw was sorrow. The 
children’s boney knees were rubbing against their 
neighbors, for fear of the empty spaces that could 
swallow them whole. If they weren’t able to touch, 
it could mean they never saw each other again.

“Children! You must be quiet. They are 
coming!” shushed Verna, one of the elder girls in 
the group. James knew that tone of voice. He knew 
that to be loud could mean death, so he sat 
pressing his knees harder against the timid girl 
next to him.

“Don’t be scared,” said James to the girl. 
“Everything is always okay.”

“James! Please,” said Verna in a desperate 
voice. “Please hush.” James kept forcing himself to 
count, to do anything to keep him mind going. He 
was going to live this one. The youngest ones in 
the room began to whimper for their mom, and the 
elders quieted them with their protective hands.

The room was not big enough to hold all their 
tears, but they made do because it was after all, 
their temporary home. The rusty floor boards were 
barely sustainable with cracks longer than tree 
branches. Gravity was still pulling the raindrops 
from last night’s rain onto their heads through the 
low feeble roof. The only source of light was the 
one window in the far wall. They didn’t go near the 
window. They were told that if ever their face was 
seen through the dusty glass from below, an 
immediate bullet would go through their head. 
They didn’t go near the window. The room was 
more long than wide, a perfect rectangular shape. 
Two sides of wall and a center for the collision of 
their squished bodies, a back wall for the criers

who needed the most distance from a man called 
Hitler, and then the window. They didn’t go near 
the window.

Footsteps were coming up the stairs. All the 
children looked to Verna for answers. Who was it 
going to be this time? James closed his eyes and 
prayed that it could be the nice officer. The officer 
was getting closer and James sighed with relief 
when he realized the steps had a bounce to them. 
The door sprang open and each child jumped with 
their anticipation. The nice officer entered with a 
long awaited smile spreading across his gentle face, 
and a loaf of bread he was already breaking into 
small portions for the children to eat.

Each set of eyes were following his hand 
movements as he passed the pieces of bread around 
the room. Food was scarce. James knew it was all 
part of the plan, to starve them. If any of the others 
knew, they didn’t let on; they just sat like hopeless 
puppies wishing the Officer would make their piece 
larger then the next. The mean Officers that ran 
the ghetto didn’t give out more than one meal a 
day per child, and James had guessed the intake 
was an average of two hundred calories. Not 
enough to survive.

Officer Gerburger was one of the head officers 
that ran this particular ghetto, the nice Officer. 
James had seen him around, and compared to the 
other superiors, he was by far the most genuine. 
James had a feeling he wasn’t here at the Ghetto by 
choice. He didn’t want to inflict harm, which James 
knew for sure, because if he did, they would have 
been dead by now. James knew the only reason he 
and the others were still alive was because of the 
constant excuses and reasons Officer Gerburger 
gave to the others in command.

“Children, I know how long you have waited,” 
the Officer said in a low voice, and I am sorry, but 
now I am here. I am so sorry. Is everyone okay?” 
The children were still seated, looking up at the 
only person who was on their side.
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“Five,” croaked the girl next to James. For they 
all knew what he was asking, because asking a 
question about their overall wellbeing was 
irrelevant to the situation. No one was simply 
okay. Not okay mentally, physically, emotionally. 
His question was translated in all their innocent 
minds as, “who has died in my absence?”

Verna filled him in. “Two girls from the outer 
banks of Prague, and three that were traveling 
from Amsterdam because their parents—are gone.” 
The use of words was meant to ease the pain of the 
children, but evil and adversity had made them 
hard. So instead of the children looking down in 
sadness they looked at the Officer with bold eyes. 
Any bad news had become just news, and any news 
on death had only made them numb. Officer 
Gerburger, still standing at the doorway, put his 
head in his hands.

“Look children, I know of your horror. I know 
that you all must be scared, and though I wish I 
could comfort you and take away your troubles—”

“Why don’t you then!” screamed a girl across 
the room at the tender age of three. “Take me 
home!”

“I am hungry. One serving of food each day is 
not enough for me man,” said an adolescent boy 
with black rings around his eyes.

“I’m sorry,” said Officer Gerburger. “I am 
doing the best to make your stay here as best as 
possible.”

“Take me home!” the little girl kept yelling.

“I need food,” said the adolescent boy.

“Nora,” James said with boldness in his voice 
to the young girl, “you need to quiet down.”

“No! Take me home!” she pleaded. “Please, I 
want my mom, please Jamsie.”

“Stop,” said Verna.

“Quiet,” said Officer Gerburger. “Everyone 
needs to take a deep breath. I know you miss your 
parents, but there is nothing we can do. You guys 
are staying here for a bit longer.”

“How long?” questioned James.

“I don’t want to lie to you guys.”

“How long?” James said once more with 
weariness in his voice. Officer Gerburger didn’t 
have long to respond before a bomb exploded. The 
window shattered. James let out a sharp cry, and 
put his hands over his head to protect himself from 
the falling glass.

The children ran quickly passed James with 
piercing screams projecting in front of them. As 
the last one ran out the door, a second bomb went 
off in the distance behind him, causing the roof to 
shake. Why was a bomb going off behind him? 
James thought he was going to die; he had survived 
for too long. He was lucky for too long, now it was 
his time.

After the last of the segments of wood had 
fallen from the ceiling, and the dust settled on the 
bare floor, James took his head from his lap. Pieces 
of glass were on the floor from the shattered 
window. No one was in the room. Still sitting on 
the floor, he began to control his hyperventilating 
breathing.

The wall behind James almost gave in due to 
the pressure of his body up against it. He stood up 
and turned around to examine the huge crack the 
explosion had made. Stretching across the entire 
wall was a crack just wide enough for James to 
look in. He pressed his body up against the crack, 
putting his hands against the wall In order to get a 
better view of what was behind. His hands pressing 
made the wall wobble, because the bomb had made 
the wood weak. With one shove he could probably 
just— “James!” Officer Gerburger screamed as he 
entered the room out of breath. “I thought you had 
left with the rest of them! I have to tell you
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something. I have to tell you—James, look at me. I 
have to tell you something.”

“Officer, look at this!” James said pointing to 
the large crack in the wall.

“I know. I put it there,” the Officer said with a 
tint of sorrow in his voice. “I was going to tell all 
of you, but the bombs went off too early!”

“You made the bombs go off? You couldn’t 
have, I was sitting here the whole time, and you 
were with us. The whole time—”

“James, I don’t have time for this. When have 
you doubted me? The bomb exploded because I 
made it explode. That’s what I was about to tell all 
of you, but I must have timed the explosion wrong. 
I tried to tell the others but they ran off!” Officer 
Gerburger said in a rush, waving his hands in the 
air. James thought about the kids running down 
the stairs, and he quickly recalled Officer 
Gerburger yelling frantically behind him, yelling 
loudly for them to listen.

“James, listen to me. Behind this crack is a 
tunnel, the Officer said pointing to the wall James 
was just about to kick in. “The tunnel goes for 
about a mile, but behind the tunnel is a—well, 
there is a courtyard beyond the tunnel. The tunnel 
is going to be pitched black, but you have to keep 
going. Get to the courtyard. Save your life.”

“I don’t understand. What do I do when I get 
to the courtyard? I have no life outside of here 
Officer.”

“James you will be alive. That is life enough.” 
James considered this, but responded softly and 
honestly.

“These peers that surround me are my family 
now.” James said ignoring what the Officer had 
said. He looked around in disbelief, still bearing in 
mind what the Officer said. He never knew this day 
would come, he could be free. He could go home. 
Home to. .. The thought of his comfortable little 
home being torn into shreds, and his family gone

made him squat down and put his head in his 
hands.

“This is your chance, and you must do it 
today,” pleaded the Officer as he walked backwards 
to the door. His eyebrows crinkled together in 
genuine concern. “I need to go back to the other 
Officers, they are getting suspicious,” he said.

James waited until he couldn’t hear the Officer 
anymore before standing up again. He turned to 
face the crack and lifted his leg. With one quick 
blow he kicked the feeble wall. Segments of 
chipped wood crumbled to the floor. He kicked the 
feeble wall. Segments of chipped wood crumbled to 
the floor. He kicked again. The physical action of 
the kick almost knocked the wind out of him. The 
last time James felt any kind of exercise or ate a 
good protein-filled meal was before the ghetto, and 
that seemed like forever ago. Putting his hands on 
his knees he let his breathe catch up with him.

James looked up to see his accomplishment and 
moved closer to see. His kick had turned the crack 
into a hole, and after peering inside ho discovered 
the shape of tunnel. He was right, there is an 
escape. James wondered what the breeze would feel 
like on his face; he felt a yearning to feel the sun on 
his milk-white skin. He glanced at the door where 
all his peers ran through moments before, arid then 
back at the tunnel in front of him. He did miss the 
outside, he thought.

James was almost to the end of the tunnel. 
Well, at least he thought so because he felt like he 
had been crawling for hours. Just like Officer 
Gerburger said, the tunnel was black. James 
thought the tunnel was as black as crow’s feathers, 
black like the infinite universe, black like the 
blackheads on his nose. As the breeze was brushing 
by him in the tunnel, a smile spread across his face. 
He was becoming giddy in his desire to feel and see 
the outside world. He let the breeze make goose 
bumps on his skin. “Let it!” he said on impulse. The 
words echoed through the tunnel, and he was 
reminded of what he was doing. Nice James, real
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nice. Let’s yell and let everyone know I am 
climbing through a tunnel to escape.

James stopped crawling when he felt 
something blocking his passage in front of him. 
Shreds from the wall must have fell at some point, 
thought James. The second bomb...James nudged 
his way over the small pile of leftover wall. Because 
of the small space, he put his head down closer to 
his arms. His sleeves from his worn out shirt had 
become visible again, and James looked up to find 
the cause. A small hole of light was getting closer 
and closer. With the last of his adrenaline, James 
crawled faster until he made his way to the end.

The sun hit his face as he crawled out and 
down from the mile long tunnel. His knees were 
shaking with excitement. He wrapped his arms 
around his upper body to protect himself from the 
biting breeze, and let a tear slid down his cheek. 
Now I remember what it feels like to feel the sun. 
Tears kept falling as he looked around the 
courtyard at a disgusting and unreal sight. 
Tombstones lay stacked and stacked on top of each 
other. James tried to count, but stopped at fifty. 
There had to be at least a thousand. James heart 
fell as he realized each pile of rock that was 
supposed to represent a life was not unique. No 
names were on the tombstones. Who are you 
people that lay beneath these tombs? James 
dragged his eyes off the stone blocks and looked 
beyond the courtyard. Trees and grass were 
beyond the black iron fence. Life was beyond the 
fence.

He couldn’t do it. How could he? How could he 
leave the group of kids that had become his family? 
For so long he thought he wanted to escape, but 
what would escaping do for him now? What would 
it even be worth! What would it be worth, if he 
didn’t have his family by his side? The hole was 
going to be there, all he had to do was get his 
family first. He nodded to himself, knowing this 
was the right thing to do. If he couldn’t save his 
real family, the least he could do was save this one. 
James looked one last time at the horror of what 
lay before him, a horror that was caged in from the

outside world. He took a mental picture of the trees 
and grass beyond the black fence and then turned 
to go back.

James felt proud of himself as he quickly 
crawled back through the tunnel, running on pure 
adrenaline. He knew that this was the right 
decision. Anxiety came over him at the thought of 
telling his family about the tunnel. He found a way 
out! They could all fit in the tunnel, they could all 
escape! He kept going over in his head how he was 
going to tell them, and how maybe—maybe they 
could live together after this was all over, one big 
happy family. James stopped crawling with the 
sound of the unfamiliar voice ringing throughout 
the tunnel.

“Yeah, about six of them this morning, all of 
them dead right away. If they would have just 
starved to death it would have been easier, they are 
just taking too damn long to die.”

“What about the other little fuckers. When do 
we get to put them in the oven baker’?” A second 
voice responded.

“Don’t worry. We put Officer Gerburger on 
the job.”

“Now that’s just going to mess with his heart, 
you know how much he cares about these little 
shits.”

“I know. Isn’t it great?” the first voice said. 
James heart raced with terror, and he started 
backing up slowly. “I told Gerburger that if he 
didn’t do the cremation, we were going to kill him.”

“Well if I could, I would have killed him a long 
time ago.”

“Me too, but he cooks our meals,” the first 
voice said followed by a chuckle. James listened as 
the pounding of a hammer rang out through the 
tunnel. The thought of food made his stomach turn 
in a pleasant and longing way. He hadn’t eaten his 
small portioned daily meal yet, and was wishing he
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had before the bomb exploded earlier. His food 
obsession was interrupted by louder hammering.

“Now how in the hell did this hole happen?” 
The second voice asked in confusion. The first 
voice didn’t respond for a while, both seemed to be 
in contemplation. James heard mumbling and 
strained his ear forward to hear.

“Hey! Is there a little shit in there!” yelled the 
first voice. “If there is, you are trapped for life my 
friend.” James felt his eyes go wide with fear while 
the two Officers laughed devilishly. He had to do 
something. He began to use all his arm strength to 
back up. If he couldn’t get to the room, he could 
back up to the courtyard. Faster. He had to do 
something. No breaks were allowed. All James 
could do was move faster when he glanced quickly 
over his shoulder he saw the opening was near. 
Two more yards and he was at the end of the 
tunnel. The quick pace made him arrive at the 
courtyard earlier than he expected. He scooted 
down and out of the tunnel. The dead grass 
crunched beneath his feet. Where is my family? He 
needed to find them. Stumbling over tombstones 
he pushed his food-deprived body to run around 
the building he had been trapped in for so long.

From the outside it didn’t pose a threat; people 
would have never guessed that children were held 
captive inside. The building was made of stone, but 
looked brown from the consistent bad weather. 
The roof that leaked was an orange-tint, and the 
windows were all boarded up. People would have 
never guessed. The land that surrounded the 
building was dead. Dead grass, and dead trees were 
in the sections that tombstones weren’t. The sun 
that was shining so brightly before hid behind the 
grey clouds and James saw in the distance a low 
fog that was sneaking closer.

James kept running to find an entrance back 
inside. He had to find them. The courtyard kept 
circling around. The tombstones were never 
ending. With a jolt in his heart, James stopped his 
frantic running. In front of him was a line of 
children he had never seen before, twenty or so

children moving slowly into the building. He 
recognized that lost expression on their face, one of 
loss and confusion. It was the same one he had on 
his first day. He wanted to yell for them to run. 
Turn around and run away. He stood still for a 
moment watching his breath in front of him and 
observing the newcomers. He knew they had no 
idea of what awaited them inside. He knew they 
weren’t thinking that soon their food portions 
would be down to two hundred calories a day. He 
knew they weren’t thinking of the ways and 
strategies to escape. He knew they weren’t 
thinking of how long the stay would be. He knew 
they had their mind on family and the perfect 
picturesque image of home. He knew they were lost 
in their own thoughts, but only if they knew the 
truth...

Officer Gerburger stood with his back towards 
James, moving the line along. The Officer James 
knew as optimistic and friendly had his head low, 
and his body sagged. Without trying to make a 
scene, James sneaked up to the unfamiliar children 
and placed himself last in line. If he wasn’t going to 
escape, he could at least be there for these new 
refugees. When it was his turn to have Officer 
Gerburger push him gently inside he stopped. 
Officer Gerburger looked up, and opened his 
mouth silently in disbelief. His mouth stayed 
slightly open, but his eyes displayed feelings that 
progressed from shock to madness, and finally 
settling on a misty gloom. After he regained his 
composure, he shook his head in disappointment. 
James forced himself to be indifferent to the tears 
that were building in the Officers eyes and ask the 
question he had bolted up. “Where are the others?”

Officer Gerburger wiped the wetness from his 
cheek and shook his head. James didn’t need to 
hear the answer, because in his heart he guessed he 
already knew. He guessed he already knew. He 
wanted to be mad at Officer Gerburger, but he felt 
nothing.

“They—they were going to kill me,” he said 
through his whimpers. Still James could do 
nothing but stare, he felt nothing. “I should have 
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said no. I should have, but I don’t’ want to die. I 
deserve to die now,” the Officer said pitying 
himself. At that, James reached out and put his 
hand on his shoulder. He wanted to be mad; this 
man had just killed his family. But now, it was no 
use. Although James would have probably given 
his life for those children, he couldn’t blame the 
Officer for wanting to stay alive.

“What now?” Officer Gerburger asked like a 
feeble child, still with misty eyes.

“Let’s go inside,” James said numbly, “It is 
getting cold out here.”

Arriving in the room James felt a strange 
sense of familiarity. He felt like it was his first day 
in the room, but also like he had been there forever. 
He felt comfort in the familiarity. He knew where 
he was, and what was going to happen next. The 
boards that covered up the hole camouflaged with 
the wall, making it look like there was never an 
escape, never a tunnel to lead to the outside. He 
found it hard to believe the bombs went off just 
this morning, and now he was in the exact same 
location. James pressed his back against the wall 
where secretly he knew there was a tunnel and 
looked out at the newcomers. Their solid and 
healthy knees were pressing against each other. He 
could see the fear in their eyes, like the fear he had 
in his eyes the first time. They were family now.

Two hundred and twenty years later:

The tombstone was not unique. In a courtyard 
of twelve thousand piles of stacked tombstones, 
this one had no peculiar aspect that made it 
distinguishable from the rest. Small dirt pathways 
were created for viewers to see the sadness. No 
names were engraved on the ancient stone, no 
recollection of the specific deaths, and no 
significance of their life. New trees were sprouting 
in between the tombstones, making the past seem 
so long ago. Though the sun was bright and the 
faces walking on cobblestone streets nearby held 
perfected smiles, the Jewish Ghetto was a shadow. 
For below one of those twelve thousand

tombstones is one boy. His weathered bones are 
sharing this piece of earth with thousands of other 
children. While his life was represented by a 
number, his heart remains unique. James. His name 
was James. ♦
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A WHOLE LOT OF
Nothing

Marcus Anduaga-Arias

Nothing, Nothing, nothing...
And yet there is the word

To say that there is Nothing
is something that’s absurd

For if there is a Nothing
well then we must agree

That Nothing must be Something
else Nothing cannot be

Yet having Nothing dictates
that Something won't be found

And if there isn't Something
then nothing ain’t around

So how can there be nothing
if Nothing isn't true?

If Something isn’t nothing
then Nothing will not do

There is no thing that's Nothing
so Nothing can't exist

So saying there is nothing
is really quite amiss. ♦
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THE GREAT LEAP
Billy McElroy

The great chase across the high grass plains, 
eagles soaring as rattlers slither out of the way; 
the rolling thunder of hooves and storm-clouds of 
dust that follow.

Into the sun they are running,
the beating of drums overpowering the heart.
To the cliffs screams the ancient tongue.

A moment of silence takes hold
and far to the bottom they crash and fall.
Into the winds of the past their greatness flows.

Down to the foot the herders ride,
smiling with the pride of success while claiming 
their prize.
Homeward then they head to prepare and praise.

Smoke rises above the ground as man skins to the 
bone,
for shelter, warmth, and survival throughout the 
Centuries,
the great buffalo leaps for man to come. ♦
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The Ride
David Lewallen

4o years old; that’s how old I am now. That’s my 
first thought as I wake up early on a Saturday 
morning in late June. I glance out the window and 
am greeted with fog embracing my home while 
obscuring our neighbors’ in a ghostly shadow.

I shift my weight and swing my feet to tip-toe 
out of bed, trying not to disturb my beloved. She 
stirs but doesn’t open her eyes. I watch her for a 
second then kiss my palm and blow her a kiss and 
wonder how I ended up with such a wonderful 
woman. She is a gift from God, a supreme mother, 
and a great wife. She has to be to put up with my 
early rising on every decent Saturday morning or, 
on less decent days, my cuddling in an effort to 
stay warm. My smile will go unseen as I get ready 
for my morning mountain bike ride.

My body creaks as I walk down the stairs with 
a growling stomach, which aspires to be fed before 
the ride. I give in and grab yogurt, orange juice, 
and a little cereal. I also grab my tired biking pack. 
It’s an Osprey Raptor that has been with me ever 
since college. Being a good pack, it’s always ready 
for another trip. Whether mountain biking or 
picnicking, I always bring it with me. The wife 
gets endless joy out of calling it my man purse and 
egging on our children to refer to it as the “murse.”

The pitter-patter of a little one’s feet comes 
down the stairs when I’m zipping up my “murse.” 
Then a young voice says, “Daddy, what are you 
doing?”

It’s my youngest, Zoey. She is a beautiful 6 
year-old with blue eyes like mine. I answer, 
“Eating. And what is my little one doing up so 
early?”

She smiles and says, “I heard your tummy, 
Daddy!”

I look down at my stomach and admonish it so 
I won’t wake her up again and then ask, “Does your 
tummy want something to eat?”

She smiles and a “yes, please!!” bursts from her 
mouth. I grab her favorite cereal, and then some 
strawberries and sugar, while I ask her to keep a 
secret. She says she will, and I put a little sugar 
with the strawberries on her cereal and tell her not 
to say a word to her mother or brother. She smiles 
and pinky promises.

While I wait for her to finish, I write my wife a 
note of where I’m going and what time I should be 
back. At the end I add, “Don’t worry if Zoey is a 
little wilder than usual.”

Then I look at my little girl. She smiles, and I 
muster my best fatherly voice and say, “It’s time 
for you to go back to bed, missy!” She shrieks with 
laughter, and I chase her around the table and 
catch her, tell her to hush, and take her upstairs. I 
place her in her bed and tell her to wait for 
Mommy and try to get a little sleep.

She responds by giving me an order: “Don’t 
crash today, Daddy.” She sounds so much like my 
wife!

I smile and tell her, “Daddy will be safe today. 
I love you, pumpkin.”

“But, Daddy, I’m not orange!” I smile, give her 
a hug, and walk out of her bedroom. As I walk by 
the master bedroom, I check on my wife. Blowing 
her one last kiss, I walk down the stairs to the 
garage to see my bike.

In the garage awaits a Specialized 
Stumpjumper, or Stumpy, a cross-country 
mountain bike. It was the first thing I bought out 
of college. Nearing 20 years old, I would describe it 
as well used, but I’m beginning to think that’s an 
understatement.

My sleeping beauty at this moment thinks I 
should get rid of it, much to my horror! She even 
put it in a garage sale we had last month without 
my knowledge.
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A neighbor and riding buddy, Dale, luckily 
saw this and came over to take the mountain bike. I 
almost asked my wife where it was when I got 
home, but decided that she got rid of it in the 
garage sale (she had seemed unusually happy when 
I left for my shift that weekend). After this 
thought, I went over to Dale’s and asked about its 
whereabouts. He gave me a smile and led me to his 
garage, and my bike and I returned back to our 
home. Much to my wife’s horror, it was in the 
garage the next morning. I told her someone 
thought it was too old and returned it in the night.

I strap my backpack on, sit down, and slip my 
shoes onto my feet. They are special shoes that clip 
onto the bike. I chuckle to myself, reminiscing 
about my first pair and some of the falls I had with 
them. Strapping oneself onto a bike is not the 
wisest thing in the world to do. I pick up my bike, 
squeeze the so-called “juicy” brakes, check the 
chain, and then carry it outside.

Standing, I gaze towards my goal, or where it 
should be, a cross, shrouded in the misted fog. The 
fog makes it a nice 60 degrees Fahrenheit, with a 
cooling breeze coming from the west. Today is a 
wonderful day to ride, even with the poor visibility.

I place my left foot on the pedal, hear a click, 
and push off, swinging my right leg over the saddle 
of the bike. Another click and I am off. I laugh to 
myself because I ride left footed, something which 
drives Dale nuts. He is not coming with me on this 
ride because today is his 20th wedding anniversary.

The ride starts through residential land, and I 
wander left and right on the road, warming up my 
muscles for the climb ahead. I pass a fellow 
mountain biker and wave. I see him occasionally on 
the trails, riding his nice 2026 Specialized 
Stumpjumper. He is younger and reminds me of 
myself when I began to ride. That brings me to 
one ride that changed my life, a ride just like any 
other, and it started in a foggy day, much like 
today.

Coldplay’s “Yellow” sang in my ear. I was in a 
ghost’s world of sagebrush, silently grabbing,

unseen, at my ankles. The trail was a barely visible 
rollercoaster following the edge of a two to ten 
foot cliff. The fog started to break, and a scene 
from heaven burst to my left. The fog parted, and 
rays of sunshine hit the middle of a field. In the 
middle is a bush, a sagebrush. The lit area becomes 
gold before my eyes. My bike hit a bump and the 
tires skidded as I fought for control. My 
composure regained, I looked at the scene again, 
and it disappeared from in front of me. The 
moment was gone, and I pedaled onward, 
removing the earpiece from my ear to listen to the 
silence.

As I ride, I listen past the noises of my purring 
tires and the soft clicking sounds of my bike chain.
I hear nothing but an endless silence. I realize that 
this day is almost exactly the same as that bike ride 
I had 19 years ago, a ride that I could hear forever, 
but there was nothing to hear. It is an odd sense, 
almost like I am one with nature at this moment. I 
had heard it was called a peak experience or 
biophilia, but that’s not what this is. It is 
something that cannot be explained, only felt - 
such joy and sadness, such love and fear, so 
connected but so alone. You are everything, but 
you are nothing. In the end, it feels like you 
become one with what you are doing. That time 
long ago, the bike, the trail, and I became one as I 
was literally flying down that Montana trail.

A smile creeps its way onto my face, and I shift ; 
from my road gear into my middle gear as I hit the 
single track that marks the beginning of the real 
ride. It’s a new trail that I found on my last ride, 
and it should lead to the top of the mountain; 
starting slightly downhill, it does not look 
promising.

As I release the breaks, my bike gives a jolt, 
and I bounce and slide over rocks and roots. Trees ■ 
speed past, and I am transported into a dew- 
covered meadow. A smooth gravel section follows, 
and, looking into the mist, I notice a rock. It’s a 
large rock, one that looks like I’ll have to bunny 
hop onto and climb up. After that, an uphill section 
strewn with rocks will make my life even more

.51



Colors

interesting. The trail pitches uphill, my bike slows, 
and I tense my muscles for the jump. I let my front 
tire come up and hop, pulling the bike with me in 
one fluid motion.

I feel weightless for a second, and then fear 
creeps into my gut as I see my front tire twisting 
as it hits an exposed root on the rock. Thankfully 
the tire bounces over it, only to smack another rock 
as my rear tire slams into the first rock. The 
suspension bottoms out, and I plow into the saddle. 
It slides under my 180 pounds. I gasp with pain 
and crank the pedals to try to gain traction on the 
rock’s surface. I lose momentum, and the rock is 
defeating my attempt to get over it. I hammer the 
pedals and feel the weight transfer to the rear tire 
with such power that the front one lifts off the 
ground. The rock is too much, and I unclip and fall 
to my left catching myself with the same foot.

I make a mental note not to tell my wife about 
this rock and my little experience with it and to 
keep it in mind next time I ride this trail.

The saddle is now lower than it should be, so I 
get off my bike and climb over the rock using the 
little spikes in the front of my clip-in shoes to 
climb. Groaning from the injury received to my 
seat, I sit down for a minute after adjusting the 
saddle back to its normal position.

I sit and take a long break; I don’t recover as 
fast from injuries as I used to. Waiting for the pain 
to go away, I munch on a Cliff bar. The pain fades, 
and I eventually walk back to my bike and begin 
the climb to the top of the mountain. I climb 
higher, switching to the fondly named granny gear, 
the lowest and easiest in which to pedal.

The trail is uphill and filled with many choices;
I choose them with care, knowing each decision I 
make will eventually affect how much work I will 
have to do to reach the summit. There are 
technical spots and very tight fits. Rocks, bushes, 
and a tree lash out to grab at my body; some make 
small cuts while others just glance off. At one 
point, I ride under a fallen tree and hear scratching 
sounds. Then my backpack catches, and a half

second later, I am deposited directly onto my 
already sore butt. It is a hard ride but it’s definitely 
worth the price.

I have no idea where I am on the trail, but I think 
I’m close to the top.

The fog is starting to clear, and my path 
becomes more and more visible as I ride. I begin to 
see the top, and after a two long hours of pedaling 
uphill, I am right under the top. The trail levels off 
and I see the fog clear. The sun is directly behind 
the cross sitting on the top of the mountain. I smile 
after the long strenuous effort to reach the 
mountaintop.

My bike seems to ride itself to the cross and I 
feel stiff as I swing a leg over the bike and onto the 
ground. My legs are wobbly and tired, but they 
seem to have a mind of their own, automatically 
going towards the cross.

The bike nudges the cross and I sit below it to 
rest, feeling the weathered wood on my back as I 
relax. ♦
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A WALTZ REMEMBERED 
IN VIRGINIA CITY

Raven Dryden

Without words he found her and took up her 
delicate hand.
She breathes as her fingers find the space in his 
hands,
rough and sun beaten from endless days spent 
working Montana dirt.
The old gym floor uncovered and bending 
under the weight of the skirts and boots who seek 
the hum of the evening.
Her well-kept figure at peace in his strong frame, 
as the tired fiddle introduces the band to notes 
known before. The clock is waiting - 
the rhythm of the waltz counts out this night.
The couple embarks on a path, seamless
from their time apart. The floor whines and
groans in its age
as her skirt sweeps along its weary back. They 
gently light the gym
moving with such trust and purpose, transforming 
the three count score to a flowing waltz.
The small blush flowers on her skirt stir 
as if they are caught in a summer breeze.
The music spills into the navy blue night,
lined with stars and a moon that has seen the
world.
Here there is enough to carry a life. He gives her a 
spin
near an unworn corner of the room, stirring dust 
bunnies
into a dance of their own. The two so simply in 
step
become one as the fiddler’s bow to his string.
The edges sparse with onlookers in awe, listening 
to the song they compose between each other.
Her rosy skirt in a graceful bell curve
held up by crinoline and dreams of young and 
wrinkled travelers.
Gliding past an older love, one bent more than the 
other,

she with white curls surrounding a face lined with 
smiles.
Lost in their own harmony
evolved by the moments remembered.
The waltz becomes a faint echo in the gym and the 
couple turns, refreshed,
his guiding arms never failing her strong spirit.
They leave the old gym brighter
than when they began, and the weathered floor
forever
holds their simple song. ♦
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HALLOWEEN 2011: 
A TRUE STORY

Steve Harper

We thought we were going to Nationals. We 
later found out 2 million people were without 
electricity and 11 people died in the snow storm. 
Education Professor Dr. Jonathan Matthews and I 
had been training and had high hopes for the 
National 30 Kilometer Race-Walk Event being 
held in about 30 miles north of New York City.

The plane lands 5 hours late. It is snowing and 
there are several inches on the ground. Will they 
even be able to hold the meet? We try to call Dave 
McGovern, the meet organizer, but his phone is 
not working.

Jonathan and I bundle up in our winter gear 
and head out for the main bus station. Fortunately, 
we each brought a loaf of bread to eat because we 
don’t have time to stop and eat. The bus ticket 
agent says there are no buses to Rockland. What? 
We have the schedule. They run all night. No. 
Because of the storm, there are no buses going 
north, and, in fact, only emergency traffic is 
allowed.

Will buses run tomorrow? Who knows? The 
first bus is not even scheduled to arrive until 9:45. 
For a 9:00 race. YIKES!

Now my phone is dying. We turn it off. Wait a 
while. Turn it on. No news. We decide to go to the 
YMCA in Manhattan for the night. Cheap - $120 
for a bunk bed in a room half the size of a small 
Carroll dorm. Bathroom down the hall. We use a 
YMCA computer to check our e-mail. Nothing 
from McGovern.

It is now 11 PM, we have only snacked all day, 
but we go to bed and get up at 6 AM to make it to 
the bus station ticket window which has not 
opened yet. Will it? We wait. We eat yogurts and

drink chocolate milk while we wait. Still kinda 
hungry. Can’t eat too much, in case we end up 
racing. Finally the ticket window opens. We get a 
ticket. It has stopped snowing, but the snow on the 
ground gets deeper the further north the bus 
heads. We will be late. Too late?

As we travel, we see why the bus didn’t run 
last night. Big tree branches broken off as we 
travel through a very fancy, tree-filled 
neighborhood on the west side of the Hudson 
River. Several times, the bus must swing all the 
way to the far left side of the 2-lane road to avoid 
huge branches still blocking the road. Fortunately, 
no one is coming the other way. On one main side 
street, we see a tree all the way across the road and 
still hanging on a power line. Some Halloween 
trick. They don’t mess around in this part of the 
country.

It seems like an eternity, and it is after 10 
o’clock when Jonathan and I arrive. Fortunately, it 
took a long time to plow the snow off the course. 
The sun is out. The temperature is 35 degrees. We 
rush to get our race numbers and put them on. But 
how many clothes should I wear? I have on 5 
layers now. Wearing my winter gloves, I fell just 
comfortable. A slight wind gives a chill. I walk to 
start loosening up after the nervous 2 hour bus 
ride. I only get 100 yards before we hear the race 
will start in 5 minutes. We usually take an hour to 
warm up and stretch properly. Oh, well. Have to 
warm up quickly. Walk several hundred yards 
more. Don’t want to sprint and pull a muscle.

Time to start. What would I wear? I peel off 
the sweat pants and all but the thinnest top layer. 
Hands are already cold. Hard to image this will be 
a good time, but at least we are here. Staying home 
and eating candy might have been a better idea. All 
50 walkers will start together.

My goal is a personal record in the 30K so I 
should go about 10:11 per mile — or maybe I should 
shoot for 10:00 per mile pace and see if I can hold 
it. Just don’t go out too fast.
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We start. I don’t feel so bad. But I never do at 
the start. That’s why it is so easy to go out too fast. 
1st mile: 9:37 - WAY TOO FAST. Should be 
10:00.

And I am just a few yards behind Andrew from 
Wisconsin. That’s crazy. Andrew is a lot faster 
than I am. I better slow down. 9:48 - STILL TOO 
FAST. This is a long 18.6 mile race. What am I 
doing? 3rd mile: 9:39, then 9:28, then 9:30. Am I 
doing well or just preparing to burn out?

We are on a road going up and back with cone 
turns on each end. So I see Andrew each time. 
Maybe I can use him as a gauge. As he passes me 
going the other way, I count the steps —11. I count 
each time and slowly watch Andrew pull away: 15 
steps, 22 steps, 30 steps, 37 steps, 44 steps. Well, 
he should only finish 9 minutes ahead of me IF I 
didn’t go out too fast. Hope I don’t get lapped.

I’ve been watching the course carefully. Going 
out, I walk as close to the edge of the curving road 
as I can without walking in the snow/slush, which 
is slowly melting. Every lap I can walk a little 
shorter distance. But have to watch for puddles. 
Coming back, I hug the center line for minimal 
distance. Math training pays off: “The shortest 
distance between two points...” The saying didn’t 
mention puddles. I really lean on the cone turns. 
I’ve been practicing. Feel like a slalom skiing for a 
few seconds.

Coming to the end of the lap and I see they 
have the DQ board up. I’ve had a couple of 
“cautions” from the judges, which I sometimes get 
early in race when I have not warmed up properly 
and my operated—on knee is bent. But cautions 
don’t count officially. They are just a courtesy. 
When you get a “warning,” they post it on the 
board, and 3 warnings and you are out. 
Disqualified. Here comes the DQ board now. 
YIKES! I’ve got 2 warnings!

I’ve still got 14 miles to go and ONE more 
warning from a judge and I am out. I came all this 
way, and made it through the storm, only to get 
tossed? What a Halloween. Time to focus.

I slow down a bit. Push the knee back extra 
hard each time. I have to or I am gone. The miles 
pass: 9:42 9:35 9:35 9:33 9:33. So much for my 
10:00 per mile plan. Please, judge, don’t toss me. I 
am not feeling too bad. So far.

There goes Andrew. Count: 53 steps, 57 steps, 
53 steps. Hey! I picked up 4 whole steps. Take your 
little victories while you are still are in the race.

I am nearing the 20 K mark. Maybe I can get a 
20K PR before I get tossed. Focus on pushing both 
knees back fully straight every time. Please don’t 
look at me, judge. Uh oh. One judge writes 
something done. Am I done? I check the board 
every lap. Still only 2 warnings. I pick it up a bit: 
9:29 then 9:21. I push it. Check the watch. 1:59:05. 
I broke 2 hours for the 20K! Best time ever.

But 6 miles to go. Now can I hold on and not 
get tossed? I see Andrew. I count steps: 43 steps. 
30 steps. 21 steps. 11 steps. I’m going 9:25 then 
9:30. Zero steps. I pass Andrew.

Now I can get a medal IF I can hold on and IF 
I don’t get disqualified. My lower arms feel like 
they have no blood. My legs are feeling jelly-like. I 
think I can keep going but the knees feel like they 
are flopping and I’m maybe having trouble 
straightening my knees. But I’m picking up steps 
on Andrew every lap. But now my time is slipping: 
9:43. Can I hang on? Check the watch. 9:52. 
Getting tired. Slowing down.

YIKES. I get a caution from a judge. 
Halloween time? Hanging on by a thread, but I 
still have to go by all those judges 4 more times. I 
am soooo close. I’m ahead of Andrew. I can get a 
medal OR I can get tossed.

9:52 again. Come on. Hang on. Turn over. 
Turn over. Straighten knees. Passing the judges 
going up. Turning around. Passing the judges 
coming back.

9:53. One mile to go. Now Andrew is in sight. 
He is really dying. I see him and the finish line
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ahead. I push. 50 yards from the end and I lap him. 
And finish. Still only 2 warnings. I made it!

2:59:07. I broke 5 Hours! A Personal Record 
by 23 minutes. And I got a national silver medal in 
my age group to boot! Not getting older, getting 
better.

Meanwhile, Jonathan Matthews smashed 4 
American Records for his age group, even without 
a good warm-up. AND he qualified for the US 
Olympic trials where he will race against men 30 
years younger than he is.

This Halloween, we got tricks, but we also got 
medal treats! ♦
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An Old Pick-Up Truck
THE PAINT WAS RUST

Zach Rosen

The car next to mine 
is filled

with balloons.
The tiny surrealist in my heart

is so thankful
to have made its acquaintance. ♦
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Last Chance
Kevin CStewart

How do streets end in Helena? They end 
At the base of rubbly hills, where cars 
Are parked so close that open doors graze 
Each other like couples on first dates, and sage 
Brushes the bowls of tv dishes.
North of town streets become roads, straight
As the cigarettes erect in the mouths
Of gamblers outside the Loose
Caboose. The end of streets
Here jump out from around curves
Over rises or where a street becomes
Another street, no change in angle
Or trajectory, just a change
In name, in sign. There seems more Y’s
Than T’s here. Unlike T’s, Y’s are
Never crossed, they converge. Divining
Rods. The streets in Helena end
In a language of capital consonants
But no vowels, no O cul-de-sacs
Or roundabouts.

One street doesn’t end 
Until Detroit on one end, Grays 
Harbor on the other. Another street 
Descends from Choteau to Port Arthur,
Texas. Those Gulf Coast streets—I know 
How they end. They end in Helena.
Out of Louisiana I traversed the streets 
Laid down by hurricanes and administrators— 
Through West Virginia, Maryland 
Pennsylvania, DC, and Tennessee—
From Baton Rouge, winding the Appalachians 
To here, where all streets end 
But don’t end. Some emerge
As highways etched, crosshairs, across this
Missouri
Valley.

Some dead end beyond housing 
developments and trailer parks. Some gravel 
into gulches—Davis, Grizzly, Dry,
Last Chance—and ascend into the Douglas, 
the Ponderosa, past the mule deer, black

bear and magpies, past the white-rock
mountain bike paths and timber-rail
fences, past the juniper, hemlock
and cottonwood, past the ruined limestone
kilns, past the golden grassy hillsides
and into a sky as blue as an ocean on a globe. ♦
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Visions of home
"Home is a place you grow up wanting 

to leave, and grow old wanting
to get back to. ” 
— John Ed Pearce
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Seattle Calling me 
Home
Emily Ross

This city has been painted with blacks and whites, 
with darkness

casting shadows upon darkness, and shimmering 
sidewalks produced by light

scraping through the depressing and dreary 
overcast skies

looming above, foretelling rain for eternity. 
Symphonies

played by car horns and sirens crash with the 
screeching

seagulls echoing endlessly over the eerie waters. 
Towering and ominous skyscrapers

mask the saddened sky, entrapping the taste of 
exhaust and scent of cigarette smoke

lingering in the hazy, smog-filled, heavy 
atmosphere.

Misery to many, paradise to some, and home to me. 
This drenched utopia is where my roots

reach as deep as the dark-blue stained Sound, and 
where my heart

engraved itself into cobblestones lining Pike Street. 
Evergreen love

growing as strong as the trees, yet never changing 
the path I journey

down as I leave my city and spread my wings to 
soar above the dark

clouds, until the Sound calls me home where I may 
finally rest my head on rain-soaked

pavement and stare up at the street lights as if they 
were stars. ♦
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Mother wolves
Peter Kelsch

I.

My earliest memory in this life is fishing 
with Dad before he became a job. He let me taste 
his beer. I imagined brother eating that worm 
Dad doomed to family dinner, so I would smile

to myself. The school nuns beat Christ out of me 
with a holey wooden paddle. Boys chased us 
on the playground and they never stopped, 
even when I spit on them. I imagined nuns on fire.

Dad was always a job and tracking rust
into the house. God decided to hate me
after I met Darwin. You left a lot. I would keep 
the doors open, inviting flies to comfort in your 
house

and defile it. Every time you said goodbye, I 
thought
about you dying. It’s only fair; I know
you think about me dying. I load my hot air 
balloon with sand and fly low on my thoughts

in my basket through the night. “She doesn’t mix 
well.”
I stopped the spitting by swallowing. The 
classroom
scorned me for burping. Awkward child,
put her away. My colors are not the same as yours.

I can hold my breath longest in the bathtub 
where the water’s blanket keeps the world away. 
My eyes
were closed; I was reaching in. You misconstrue.
It’s one of your talents. I’m not as afraid of me 
dying

as you are. I know how low I can hover.
The trees look best from right above;
their limbs fracture infinitely out in flashes 
of straightness. Wolves howl below me;

their words bounce in my balloon. You thought 
a piano might save me, but the strings made no 
sound.
I lashed the beast to my basket with rope and 
struggled
into the sky; it hangs below and bobs me up and 
down.

Striking trees, the piano beats and startles the 
wolves.

II.

I think it was the boiling water I forgot
for hours. Its waxy molten globs
rained from the sky on Pharaoh.
The kitchen air peopled with locusts.

You drove me here and pushed me out,
your rejected cripple dog. Brother closed 
my tail in the sliding van door and laughed.
Brother always was a wormy bastard. I wished

him parasites. The light is bright. Gnats swarm 
and plunge
crayons in my veins. My blood is syrup congealing 
in clotted putrescence. My heart is held in place 
by fraying makeshift ropes. The people here cough

out the charcoal in their throats. We were missing 
a pawn when I got here; now a knight and bishop 
have broken out too. A deck of cards cannot suffice 
for friends. The phone rings never for me.

They stationed a sentry outside my bedroom 
door. His cigarette smoke filters through and fills 
my lungs, choking the sleep out of me. I can hear 
the ceiling people making ready for the catch.

Above my bed night fishermen sit atop
the walls. Dangling their hooks through ceiling 
holes,
they hook my skin. Clicking reels tugging 
claw craters in my body to dot the sheets
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by morning. The linens are spotted brown.
I pray my bed into my basket to lift away
from here. They put my balloon through a paper
shredder.
Its pieces stuff my mattress. I’ve seen sun before.

Heat rises on my dimpled flesh. You came to see 
the tears scarred into my skin all over. I didn’t talk 
because I knew my mouth would fill with bits of 
glass;
I would cut my tongue. You hugged me and made 
me feel little.

The fishermen adore young girls. As do wolves.

III.

I’m going where trees descend on flies like 
maggots,
outside where the anxious mother wolves
wait to adopt me. They’ll watch my boiling water
and listen to my things. Wolves do not confuse life

with God. We’ll eat rabbit and make art from old 
tire pieces like forest creatures do. We’ll pick the 
ticks
out of our hair and throw them in the fire. We’ll 
even kill
a cow meandering about in cold coffee dregs.

The grounds stick to my bare feet like life.
I ate centuries on my plate with Arthur
in his court. I bowed to Ramesses and bore
his children. I was before thought and God. I live

where you can’t. I’ve been the fisherman, brother, 
and mother. A catfish sliding through time, I am 
infinity inseparable. But for now I’m the invalid 
daughter
and I bite the nipple you force into my mouth.

I bite it off. If my mouth fills with blood,
I swallow it. My consciousness will deliver me 
from this evil the unholy shadows cast. They sneak 
speckled powder in my food and juice. They aim to 
kill me.

I chose to be faithful. Let the others be enlightened 
as they are smashed together with their burning 
cigarettes
inside their car accidents. They ignite and crackle 
like flashbulbs
damned. The clever hunted lives long enough to be 
enlightened.

The hall sentry has been relieved by hives 
of bees and coils of barbed wire. Trickling 
in under the door, thorns muster around 
my bedposts. A tyrant is about to tear in.

I crash the door into the hall. But the briar 
spirals are thick and I am hooked through and torn 
more than ever. Drains open in me and I seep alone 
until the wolves can find me. They slink among the 
lines.

A mother wolf creeps up and licks my bleeding 
face. ♦
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IN NEW ORLEANS, SHE 
GREW AS TALL AS THE

WILLOW WOULD
Zach Rosen

“Everyone should carefully observe which way his 
heart draws him, and then choose that way with all 
his strength.” ~ Hasidic Saying

Jeanie Hernandez spent twelve
looking at old maps under the “jawbone tree” her 
great grandpa planted by the porch,

throwing her voice like mockingbirds
and watching the fireflies dance between
the bars she’d written across the night sky with her
lips, sounding like a lonely blues,
like the last whisper tires make on gravel at 3 a.m.

Some days she’d climb up into its branches, like 
hundreds of elbows,
and with the toy telescope her brother had stolen 
from the general store,
look out towards the place she knew the ocean was,

until her legs would feel long like entire freeways, 
and her heart beat hard like the engine of her dead 
daddy’s truck
knowing that one day she’d wander into the 
horizon and be held there
like the last notes of a lullaby in a newborn’s 
fingers,

smelling like so much honey from the sun shining 
into the windshield of her old Ford.
Like so much blues from a long time spent 
running, with her arms out like wings. ♦
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hide and Seek
Rachel Becker

AVedged into the corner under an old, rusted 
daybed,
her heart pounds like an African drum in her chest. 
Her mind races with anticipation and fear, 
fear of being discovered.

She hears the cuckoo clock tick in the next room, 
and as the hour strikes she begins to count, 
using her fingers to mark off the hours: 
one, two, three, four...
She waits impatiently, wondering when the time 
will come,
when she will be found.

Head bent, she peers under the ruffled bed skirt 
that was woven with blue and green wool by 
Grandmother’s hand,
her eyes like giant blue orbs that scan the doorway 
for movement.

Her ears are perked, aching to hear the familiar 
creaks
of polished wood floors
that will signal the nearing of her pursuer.

Time passes, but her body remains paralyzed, 
and aches, longs to break free 
from the confines of her huddled position 
and stretch in the sun.

Yet she remains stationary, as still as a statue, 
resting her forehead on her scraped and band-aided 
knees that are folded
against her thin, flat chest,
waiting, dreading, longing
for the moment that she will be found,
and the game will begin again. ♦
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STORYIN
Loren Graham

Don’t story to me, Grandma would say.
She meant “lie”—Don’t lie
to me—but she couldn’t bring herself to say 
that word she found so vile, 
as if what mattered was the ring of language and 
not the thing
it described, the sound and not the truth, though 
truth was obviously why 
she had spoken to begin with.

So when I flung
a hairspray can into the trash fire she was tending, 
it was, in a way,

because the label said
DO NOT PUNCTURE OR INCINERA TE CAN 
all in capitals in bright red 
print, and I couldn’t stand
not knowing why it used that word “incinerate,” 
why it implied
a story it wouldn’t tell the ending of. When it 
exploded, the can
flew across the pasture, spreading fire
over the tall grass, red breaking through tangles of 
dead

weeds, the whole field ablaze
by the time we got help, men
soaking gunny sacks in the stock tank and beating 
out the flames,
defending the barn and the hen
house and the farmhouse they somehow rescued 
from harm.
And when it was out, Grandma rushing to tell 
everyone
there on the blackened and smoking farm
the story of how she let the fire get away, how she
was the one to blame. ♦
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Home
Elaine Soennichsen

Five rooms and six people, 
I am one of those.
It’s always loud, 
usually happy. Not now. 
Now — there’s fighting.

Five rooms and not enough 
places to hide. It’s still 
loud. A porcelain plate, 
broken on the floor.
Now — there’s crying.

Five rooms and we’re 
all separated. Racing heart 
and clumsy thoughts.
Are my parents broken? 
Now - it’s quiet. ♦
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Creed and opinion change with time, and their symbols

PERISH; BUT LITERATURE AND ITS TEMPLES ARE SACRED TO ALL

CREEDS AND INVIOLATE.

Mark Twain


