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Letter from the editor
In all my time at Carroll, nothing has brought me more joy and
more tears than working on the Colors Magazine. On one hand, it
is a project that requires attention, care and above all, dedication.
On the other hand, it was a privilege, an honor and a delight to
read the collective works of the Carroll literary community. Every
story and poem I’ve read has shown me the love that people still
have for reading and writing, sharing ideas and telling stories.
For this reason, no matter how stressful or hopeless the project
seemed at times, I was always eager to read new submissions. I en
joyed every single story and poem, even those that we were unable
to include this year and I continue to urge hopeful writers never to
give up on their passion.
I owe many people a debt of gratitude; without them, there would
be no magazine. Firstly to my friend and predecessor, Zach Rosen,
for teaching me how to be an editor and for showing me what to
do when I was lost or uncertain how to go forward, I thank you.
To Sabrina Harding, my assistant editor, who helped me swim
through seas of papers without so much as a groan in complaint,
I can’t tell you how grateful I am for your help. To my teacher and
mentor, Loren Graham, I thank you for your guidance and coun
sel and for inviting me to be a part of this amazing project in the
first place, it has been an honor to work with you.

Finally, and above all, I want to thank all of the writers who con
tributed their work to Colors, this magazine belongs to you. With
that said, I present to you the 2014 Colors Literary Magazine.

-Marcus Arias
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To Share
- Raven Dryden
Carry the light with you
where you go. Let
doors open - as you step
gracefully brush the tender
grass you tread, let it
spring between your bare
toes. And mud puddles - ah,
may they reach across the thirsty pavement
stretching droplets in forgotten gravel, while
rain bounces from your cheeks.
If you cry
place yourself near good soil.
When you laugh, let it
spill into the hunkered gray sky,
waiting to see you live.

This will be all,
as wind whispers
the horses mane or
single flowers make
a garden.
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Their Visit
- Alaina Hull
“I’m sorry but maybe it’s better this way.” She had one
hand on her daughter’s waist while the other pulled a brush
through her golden hair.
“Ganpa,” the small voice said. The girl played with a large
barrette while her mother finished getting her ready for their visit.
“That’s right, honey, Grandpa.” They visited Grandpa last
year but little Lucy only said her first words a few months ago.
Visiting him was always tough on Lena, but it was important that
her father be a part of her daughters life. She always wanted to
love her father; she always wanted to hate him, too. Their visit
brought back all kinds of memories.
Lena was eight, lying on her twin bed. Herfour foot frame
scrunched against the wall so her mother could lay flat next to her.
“Mom? He threw your stuff out ofyour room?”
“Yeah, he did.”
“Why?”
“Because he hates himself so much he can’t let anyone love
him.”
“Oh. But why did he throw your stuff out?”
“Because hes mad, Lena. Its grown up stuff, just try to go to
sleep.”
“Okay. Mom?”
“What Lena?”
“Are you still married?”
“Yes”
“Will you still have the party?”
“I’m sure we will; it’s already planned”

“You should have seen your grandpa at his 25th anniversa
ry, Lucy. He was so handsome,” she said. Lena put Lucy’s coat on
over her pink polka dot sweater, dressing her daughter warm for
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their visit. “He wore black dress slacks with pleats in the front and
shiny black shoes. I had never seen him in anything but shorts
and sandals. His white shirt was pressed and his hair cut couldn’t
have been more than a couple days old. He had this glow - you
can see it in the family picture even. I’ll have to show you when
you’re older.” She wriggled her daughter’s hand free from the
puffy sleeve and reached for her own jacket.

Lena was ten, hiding under the kitchen table during an ugly
fight, carving sharp lines deep into the dark brown wood.
“This is my goddamn house and ifyou cant respect me then
you can leave!” he said.
“Your house? Who pays the bills?” she said.
“Who buys the food, Paula?”
“Like we need Velveeta and diet soda.”
“How I spend my money is none ofyour business.”
“When there are bills to pay and you waste it on junk food
and lottery tickets it is. How about those, how much do you spend
on the lottery every week?”
“Damn it to hell Paula! I am not going to defend myself to
you. Now get out of my face before I get really pissed, and quit cry
ing. No one here feels sorry for you.”

“Grandpa won $1000.00 once,” she said. Lena drove down
Fourth and took a left onto the highway. “He said he knew that
C3
he would win. Do

‘^he always wanted to love

her father; she always wanted

you know what his
lucky numbers were
baby? Mommy’s birthday, and your auntie’s and Grandma’s too.”
The sound of Lucy’s pacifier, sucked in and out, in and out, mixed
with the low hum of the engine. Lena gripped the steering wheel
with two hands, staring out at the road stretching before them.

Lena was fourteen, rubbing the doorframe inside her fathers
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bedroom with her index finger and staring at the beige carpet.
“Dad, can I talk to you?”
“In a minute, I’m watching a show.”
“It’s important.”
“Wait for a commercial.”
“It’s about what you said the other day, and why I cried.”
“I said later.”
“Please? Dad, why won’t you listen to me?”
“Damn it Lena, I’m busy! Would you get the hell out of my
room!”

“You know why I laugh when you stare at the TV like a
little baby zombie, right? That’s Grandpa in you,” she said. They
got out of the car, walked across the dark asphalt and started up
a small green hill. “When Auntie was still living at home, and
Mommy was a kid, we would watch a special show every night,
just the three of us. Sometimes Grandpa would let me take a nap
so I could stay up later, even when he knew I was only pretending
to nap.” They reached a spot near the center of the grassy lot and
stopped. Lena knelt on the soft earth and Lucy reached a pudgy
hand out to capture a single blade of grass in her tiny palm.
Lena was twenty, wearing the purple and gold of her school,
home on a holiday.
“Still no boyfriend huh?”
“Let’s not do this.”
“I just want to know ifyou’re a lesbian.”
“Come on Dad, really?”
“You always have been kind of masculine and a little home
ly”
“Are you being serious Dad? You’re calling me an ugly man”
“You remind me sometimes of the neighbor when she was
younger.”
“The cat lady who worked at McDonald’s and watches
Oprah reruns all day?”
“That’s what happens when you don’tfind a man. You let
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yourselfgo.”
“I can’t even believe you right now. Yeah it’s a real wonder
why I have issues with men isn’t it?”
“Hey now! Don’t you put this shit on me. You’re just like
your mother, ya know, blaming all your unhappiness and problems
on me.”
“Unbelievable Dad! You are so...”
“What? So what? What do you have to say to me?” His
hand rises. He’s near herface. Her shoulders tense.
“Do it. Go ahead. Give me a reason to walk away for good
Dad. Please.” He leaves. She drops her shoulders. “Bastard.”

“Your grandpa couldn’t wait to walk me down the aisle,”
she said. Lena’s knees were wet from that morning’s dew. “It’s
“YOU knOW why I
what fathers dread and dream of at
111
the same time, just like your daddy
laugh when you Starealready. Grandpa’s arm shook

at the TV like a little
1 1
j ,
, - .
baby zombie, right,
That’s Grandpa in

a little as we walked and when we
got to the part where he was supposed to give me away to your

daddY> he looked like he might cry.
Instead he kissed my forehead and
you,
put my hand in Daddy’s hand.” She
shifted her weight from right to left, with Lucy perched on her left
thigh. She wiped at a tear sliding down her cheek.

,,

A bird chirped in a tree nearby and in the air, the faint
scent of smoke against wet foliage and dead flowers. The sky was
thick with a grey fall fog, but just overhead, an oblong patch of
sun. Lena took Lucy’s hand, and extended the miniature finger to
trace the name in the stone.
“Ganpa.”
“That’s right, honey, Grandpa. He would have loved to
meet you. I’m sorry but maybe it’s better this way.”
1

ll
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Third Grade, Two Licks, First Day
- Loren Graham
Raising my hand, did I lift my middle finger,
not understanding that it was obscene?
Or was she angling to produce a quiver
in any first-day third-grader still green
enough to dare to question anything
in that classroom? Or had she simply caught
the heavy twang in my voice and so spot

ted me as poor?
And is it worth the bother
at this late date to excavate the reasons
why one person would want to strike another?
I think we know already that such reasons
exist only as phantoms, the bitter leavings
of our frustration.
Come along, she called.
I have somethingfor you—its out in the hall.

I went. She pointed out a little line
of shiny pennies, three on the tile floor,
and told me Take those home.
But they’re not mine.
Goon. I’m giving them to you. They’re yours.
I bent over: They’re all glued to the floor.
I never saw the paddle, but she hit
me with it on the word “floor,” two times quick.
I forced a laugh, but my face went all hot
when she commanded me back to my seat,
surprised, ashamed, but unaware of what.
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Temperance
- Stuart Allyn and Tyler Jacobsen
There once was an Opossum that lived in a log in the for
est and a cheerful Hummingbird was his good friend. One day the
Opossum stumbled upon a mysterious patch of appetizing mush
rooms and he happily brought them to the Hummingbird and
said “Friend look what I’ve found!” The Hummingbird responded
“Why, Opossum they are lovely! But I must tell you, the wise Liz
ard told me they are poisonous for your head. Put them back and
we will go play!” The Opossum quickly returned the mushrooms
and ran back to play with his friend. But the next day the Opos
sum saw the mushrooms again. This time he did not bring them
to the Hummingbird. Instead, he just stared at them. Then he got
a little closer and a little later he could not help but have a bite of
one. “My what splendid taste!” the Opossum said joyously, “What
flavor!” Day by day he ate the delicious mushrooms against his
friend’s advice until one day the plump Opossum did something
strange. He died. There was nothing Dr. Rabbit could do except
console the weeping Hummingbird. They sat in silence on the
Opossums log for a long time then while rain slowly drizzled
around them the Hummingbird said, “There are good things and
there are bad things in this life. The key is to avoid the very bad
things that seem really good.”

The End.
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Mindless Debauchery
- Jay Bouchard
Mindless debauchery to the left. To the right,
Speakers blare, no one cares, morals are cast away,
Tomorrow will bring hell but heaven is tonight.
Sex on the dance floor, an all too common sight.
You toss her around with no particular sway.
Mindless debauchery: she moves left. You move right.

Smoking weed out of cans as a homeless man might,
You feel your lungs gasp for air. Still you say
Tomorrow will bring hell, but heaven is tonight.

One too many drinks and your gut gives up the fight.
As you hunch over the toilet your vomit now conveys
Mindless debauchery to the left and to the right.
Like a confused bat you can’t stand the light.
Paralyzed by whiskey, on the ground you’ll stay
Until tomorrow brings hell from the heaven of tonight.

Standing above you as you awake in fright
are a few close friends gasping in dismay.
Mindless debauchery staggers left and staggers right,
This morning is hell. Was heaven really last night?
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Angels Don't Always Have Wings
- Sara Walker
Angels don’t always have wings—not obvious
ones with feathers—like birds. They secretly
keep them hidden, so we can’t see. Loving

unconditionally, angels come in all shapes,
sizes, forms and species. God has a plan—
He sends his angels to us, letting them remain

within our hearts for safekeeping. Teaching
love with their whole hearts, and breaking
in order to mend. Loving an angel is tricky
business and God only sends the strongest
our way because they have to leave. One day
we will be reunited again, but first a lesson->—
patience is the teacher of the day. Knocking
us down to pick us back up, angels call
our hearts home forever. Weaving their magic

imprinting upon our hearts for all time,
angels watch over us and hold our hands,
embracing our hearts. My angel arrived
during a new season of life—transitioning
childhood to adulthood. His black fur,
four paws, love of life and beautiful eyes

captured my love and my heart for a lifetime.
Helping me grow, he was my one Chance,
one hope, to transform into my better version.

14
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My pillow, my confidante, my friend—my angel
taught me lessons needed to prosper. As time progressed,
love blossomed and his sparks for life remained untouched,

healing those around him. Time was not so kind,
though, for God had another plan. Humility,
endurance, perseverance—and yet again patience—
lessons my angel gave to me. God took him in pieces,
allowing my heart to transition, knowing the pain,
heartache and loss I would suffer. He wanted love

triumphing over the grief and joy to overthrow
heartache. Replacing these temporary voids,
smiles prevail after a time of darkness,

reminding us that our time together was fleeting,
not forgotten. Hope planted in my heart will bloom,
my angel’s lessons remembered—my loving Chance.
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Boris
- Jay Bouchard
Every morning as the sun woke him, he looked from the
dock, across the water, to see the island looming in its tremendous
beauty. From what he could discern, the island rose above the
water with sandy banks steeply sloping some twenty or thirty feet.
At the top of the banks, the island seemed to level off, though he
could not be positive. It appeared only a few-hundred feet long,
and he reckoned it was equally as wide. The trees, mostly towering
pines, were sparse. Their presence brought him hope. He believed
that if something as large as a pine could reside on such a small
island, it was a welcoming place for even something so small as
himself. Each evening as the red sun vanished behind the island
he gazed, wondering what it would it would be like across the wa
ter on the island, the unknown. He envied the kayaks, canoes, and
motor boats that frequented the island. He hoped, nay, he prayed
that one day he would board his own ship and make the everdaunting few-hundred yard voyage to the land he dreamed of.
«

Boris was a victim of all the gos- ihe other dock
. ,
. ,r
. »
spiders thought
sip tongues m Mucusonta.
Boris a fool
they spent the cool of the mornings scaling the surface of the
water hunting other water striders, Boris neglectfully dreamed of a
better life, in a better place: on the island. While he was still young
enough to justify his lack of self-sufficiency, his mother feared that
he would never be able to survive on his own. She did all of his
hunting and he merely procured the benefits of her labor. Only a
few months old, Boris had skimmed the water just a few times but
he was not fond of it. He felt it only furthered his vulnerability to
the predators in the sky and under the water.

Boris preferred to spend his time lounging on and scam
pering about Mr. Singletons dock. A narrow wood ramp ran from

Colors Magazine
the bank of the shore to the actual dock. Had it been maintained
properly it would have been enviable water access. Mr. Singleton
had three kayaks tied to the left side of the dock and a shit-box
motorboat was docked on the right. Boris occasionally explored
kayaks but typically the boats were reserved for the older spiders
and he was rarely invited to join.

Boris was a victim of all the gossip tongues in Mucusonia.
The elderly female spiders were particularly unforgiving in their
berating. They generally tried to hush around Boris’ mother. Nata
lie was a large, well-respected spider, and despite Boris’ lack of
ambition she was thought to be a good mother. She kept him safe
and fed—to expect much more would not be fair.
Despite their best efforts, Natalie still regularly heard the
jaw flapping concerning her son. One afternoon she returned
from a plentiful hunt to overhear Cecilia, the most critical of the
women, “If he was my son I’d give him two more weeks, maybe
three. After that, he’s dinner. If he was my husband I would have
eaten him from the get go.”
When she realized Natalie was in earshot, she hurriedly scrambled
between a seam in the dock and vanished.

Though all of Mucusonia was perplexed by Boris’ lack of
instinctual behavior, he rarely faced any direct scorn from the
other spiders. The males, at least the ones who had not been eaten
by their wives, didn’t find him a nuisance and, if needed, would
protect him from dragonflies and Garter snakes.
Boris had no ill intent. He wasn’t a burden. He was just dif
ferent. He had no interest in being a dock spider, at least not on a
dock. He spent his days dreaming of the island. He had imagined
countless ways he could attempt the journey. Unfortunately, most
of these fancies ended in drowning or being digested by a fish or
bird.
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On one warm May afternoon, Edmund paid him a visit.
Boris and Edmund were of similar age, and they often spent af
ternoons together cooling in the shade with the protection of the
overhanging Willow tree.
“What do you think of that island?” Boris asked.
“Not a hell of a lot. I mean, it’s there, it’s scenery, but other
than that it’s pretty unremarkable.” Edmund looked strangely at
Boris, “You want to get out there don’t you.”
“I’d give anything.” Boris shifted his eyes downward.
“Yeah? Anything?” Edmund chuckled sarcastically. “Why
don’t you learn how to skim then. You got to eventually. I mean
you can’t spin in your mom’s web forever”
Boris glared. “You gonna teach me?”
“What’s there to teach? You’re not gonna sink. You gotta be
a real stiff legger to pull that off. Hop in, come on, I’ll go first.”

Following Edmunds lead Boris slid his way off the dock
toward the water. He reached out, expecting to break the surface
with his leg. He calmed as the surface stayed intact. Though reas
sured, he gingerly dropped all eight legs onto the water. Natu
rally, being less dense, he was able to skate across effortlessly. The
feeling was liberating. While Edmund scanned the surface for the
ripples of potential food, Boris made laps. He practiced accelerat
ing, turning, stopping and lurking. He skimmed out to the edge of
the Willow’s shade and narrowed his sights on the island. Invigo
rated, he considered the prospect of the skim. He wouldn’t make
it. It was too far and he would be too exposed. Disappointed he
scaled the side of the dock and nestled back into place, by him
self under the willow. In time, Edmund made his way back to the
dock, curled up next to Boris, and sighed.
“You think there’s any way?” Boris asked him.
“Let it go. It’s not going to happen. I’m not about to watch
you skim your way out into the middle of the lake and be drowned
by the waves of a speed boat.”
“I didn’t ask you to watch. Do you think there’s a chance?”
Boris had grown more serious in asking the second time.
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“Slim to none, Boris. My dad’s got a better chance of mak
ing through the summer without my mom devouring him. We
both know that’s not gonna happen. She’ll get him in his sleep”
Boris grinned, “Yeah, you’re right.”
Edmund had given Boris an idea, which was perhaps his
only chance of making to the island.
“I can make this skim at night,” He thought.
As the sun melted behind the island, Boris imagined his
journey. He knew the island looked much closer than the actu
ally skim would be. He also considered the fact that he was a
novice skimmer and that he would likely be overwhelmed. He
figured that leaving on this night would be rash. It was windier
than his liking, and he guessed the waters would be rough. Also,
he still had
no hunting
experience.
He could
not imagine
anything

Jo yQU
z

of {fatf island?”
J

Boris asked.
“Not a heli ofa lot. J mean, ifs there,
J

ifs scenery, but other than that ifs
prefty unremarkable.”

worse than
making it to *
z
the island and starving to death.

When Mucusonia woke with the sunrise the following
morning, Boris was already on the water. Incessantly he worked to
master the art of hunting. He had seen his mother and the other
older spiders catch ants and mosquitos and it didn’t seem too
difficult. At first his efforts were in vain. More than anything, he
splashed and soaked his legs—making skimming all the more dif
ficult. From the dock Natalie looked on in admiration. Something
had changed in her son. Something for the best, she thought. Even
Cecelia and the other women seemed, if not impressed, approving.
All of the spiders, even Edmund, thought Boris was finally giving
up on his dream of the island and growing into a real spider.
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Soon Natalie joined her son in the water. She was beauti
ful. She sprinted across the water and turned gracefully, devouring
a black fly even before itd known it was in danger. Boris learned
quickly, within an hour he had caught a mosquito, then another,
and then a foolish lady bug. The Lady bug was literally dead in the
water, so it was pretty easy business for Boris. Boris left the water
only fill his stomach with mosquitos. Other than that he spent the
entire day in the water and managed to all but master the art of
hunting.
That evening he sat on the edge of the dock watching the
sun begin its descent. He grew nervous. However, he quickly dis
missed his fear and focused himself. He crawled over to where the
willow tree had lost some leaves. He found a leaf stiffly curved on
either side and securing it in his mouth he dragged it back across
to the edge of the dock and lay there. Boris watched the fiery blaze
drop behind the island. All eight eyes watered as he realized he
would never see the island in this light again. Either he would
make it to islands steep banks, or he would be lost in the process. ;

As the moon rose into the night sky, providing adequate
lighting, Boris prepared for his journey. He dragged the leaf off the
side of the dock and made sure the curves were facing downward
creating a pocket underneath. Before climbing into the water he
scurried into the crack where his mother was sleeping. His eyes
fixated on her and though he feared his leaf might float away, he
took his time. He reached out one leg and stroked her body. Hav
ing had his moment he nostalgically made his way back across the
dock, hopped in the water and slid under the leaf. The water was
calm and he hoped that the leaf would protect him against any
predator in flight and would make him appear large to any fish
swimming below. Boris briefly looked back at the dock hed called
home for the entirety of his life, set his sights on the island, and
began his journey in the silence of the night.
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Have You Ever...?
- Emmie Bristow
There is the slightest tinge of teal on the magpie’s
feather. The proud ponderosa appears as though incredibly
strong, yet will sway in the wind. Clouds seem so breath
taking and still, but while watching will transform slowly.
Have you ever looked closely enough?

Dew drops on leaves’ edges never seem
to fall. A tree grows on a steep
mountain covered with rock, as a sheep
easily scales the brittle shale.
Have you ever wondered how?
Sunshine cracks through the clouds,
heaven shimmering down on the glittering
lake. A fish flips, landing with a quick
splash, letting ripples disrupt the tranquility.
Have you ever seen something so beautiful?
Blue Bells curl up our of the lush
ground, as if celebrating a triumphant
victory against the everlasting cold
winter. They appear so accomplished.
Have you ever wondered why?

The tranquil scent of pine and fertile
soil seem to make all troubles go
away. Laying down on the comforting
bed of pine needles, thinking:
How can anyone think they’re bigger than this?
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Observations of a Beach Bum
- Cody Nichter
Sun-kissed ocean waves whitecap and crash
Against the golden coast, sending up salty spray
Illuminated in the vast sky after every splash.

Ebony cliffs like glass resist every bash
Of the powerful waves glistening under the rays,
dawn-kissed ocean waves whitecap, crash

And work up the gritty sand, revealing rotten trash.
The briny waters advance up the beach to play,
Illuminated by the vast sky after every splash.
Seaweed and kelp wash up on shore and mash
Into green and yellow coke lines where they lay.
Twilight-kissed ocean waves whitecap, crash

And roll up the burning beach, giving a freezing lash
Across my hairy feet, and retreat away,
Illuminated by the vast sky after every splash.
Sun pecks redder my flesh in this May heat flash.
This beautiful day must come back my way
With moon-kissed ocean waves that whitecap and crash,
Illuminated against the vast sky after every splash.
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Countdown
- Symantha Bodden
The numbers tick away sluggishly, out of sync with my er
ratic heartbeat. My whole life seems to be about the moment the
numbers will line up in identical zeroes and the panel will fall off
of my wrist, and I’ll know that the person in my line of sight is it.
The One.
Everyone has their One. We are born with the timers on
the inside our left wrists that count down to the exact moment
we meet them. I calculated years ago exactly how old I would be
when I met them, right down to the second.

The Countdown is a phenomena that changed the world.
The timer is attached at birth and it programs itself before num
bers flash on the screen, and you only lose that timer when the
numbers run out. People don’t worry about getting their hearts
broken anymore. People don’t even worry about dating anymore.
Courting is a thing of the past. Families start wedding planning
far in advance, before their children’s countdowns even end. I
know people who’ve gotten married a mere week after meeting
their One. My own mother has been trying to get me to test out
wedding gowns for the better part of half a year, but I constantly
refused. I don’t want to rush things. At the very least, I want to get
to know my One before I bind myself to him permanently.

I have ten minutes left. My chest is tight and my hands are
shaking. What will he be like? I’ve spent so many hours think
ing about the moment I’ll see him. I imagine it will be like the
books. Everything will stop except for him. The world surround
ing him will be dull in comparison. My entire body will surge
with a warmth and I’ll regret not trying on those wedding dresses,
because then it will take longer for us to belong to one another in
every way.
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I am sitting on a bench in the park a mile from my college
dormitory, a new book sitting open in my lap. I thought it might
help pass the time, but I know I won’t be able to concentrate on
the story even if I try. Not when I know that every second brings
me closer to the most important moment of my life.
Nine minutes now. I force myself to take long, slow
breaths.

“My shoes don't match the dress, but I don't
care. They're my favorite pair of sneakers an
they bring me a sense of security that I can't
quite explain."
I chose this spot with care. I decided last week that I could
at least choose where I was when my countdown reached zero. So
I chose this park. I think I’ve been in this park maybe once in over
a year, so it wasn’t for the comfort of someplace familiar, like some
people tend to go for. I chose this place because I think I want to
be with the type of person who takes afternoon strolls through a
park.
Eight minutes. I know it’s pointless to glance around, but I
can’t help myself. I will see him for the first time in eight minutes.
My mind drifts to what he’ll look like. I’ve given this a lot more
thought than I care to admit. I like brown hair and blue eyes. I
prefer to think this inclination is the slightest bit psychic, and that
my One will have the features I favor.

I hope he reads. I hope he loves music as much as I do. I
hope he’s not allergic to dogs, because I’ve wanted a corgi since I
was nine years old.
Seven minutes. I resist the urge to bite my nails, a nervous
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habit I’ve been battling for two years. I’ve worked so hard to have
nice nails for today. I refuse to ruin them with so little time left
before I meet him.
I smooth out my skirt and think about this morning and
how I agonized over what to wear. I took so long for me to get
dressed. I wonder if he’ll like what I chose. I’m wearing the sun
dress I bought last summer and never wore. The tags were still
attached to it this morning. I had to rip them off before I put the
dress on. I thought about curling my hair, but decided against it.
I know today is special, but I didn’t want to look like I was trying
too hard. My shoes don’t match the dress, but I don’t care. They’re
my favorite pair of sneakers and they bring me a sense of security
that I can’t quite explain.
Six minutes. I watch the numbers descend. I didn’t think it
was possible for my heart rate to quicken any more than it already
had, but it does. I try to focus on the numbers rather than what
will happen when they run out.
Five minutes.

I’ve never kissed anyone before. I wonder if he has. I won
der if he’ll like that about me or if he’ll be a little dejected by my

Four minutes.

I hope he has a sense of humor. I’ve always liked guys who
can make me laugh. I grew up watching my dad make my mom
laugh at every chance. I want that, too.
Three.

I hope he likes art. I’ve always wanted to hold someone’s
hand while walking through an art museum.
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Two.

I hope I’ll like him when I see him.
One.

I hope he’ll like me too.
I can barely breathe. My eyes are downcast, staring at the
ground in front of me and watching the feet of the people who
pass by. I have thirty seconds left. Thirty seconds until my life
changes forever. I wonder if he’s close. I wonder if he’s already set
me.
Fifteen seconds.

I feel a pair of eyes on me and I stop breathing altogether.
Ten seconds.
Someone stops in front of me. I can feel his eyes scanning
me as tangibly as if he’d used his hands instead.

Five.

I take a deep breath and watch the numbers as they ap
proach their end.
Three. Two. One.
Zero.

This is it. This is the moment. Steeling my nerve, I look up
and meet his curious gaze. My green eyes meet his hazel stare anc
the breath leaves my lungs in a gasp.
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My stomach drops. My heart sinks. This is not at all like I
expected.

Nothing stops. The earth keeps spinning as I look at him
and nothing that surrounds us grows any less colorful than before
my countdown ended. I feel nothing. There is no warmth spread
ing from my center. There is no glow illuminating from him.
He looks nothing like I imagined. He has a thin face
framed by blonde hair that’s a little too long, and I’m not sure if I
find him attractive or not. His eyes seem too far apart and his lips
slightly too thin.
«He hoks likg somg
He doesn’t seem to have
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appearance like on the street and forI did. He looks like someone you
J
would pass on the street and for- get almost immediget almost immediately. He wears nfpK.n
jeans and a simple blue shirt that
'
I estimate is a size too big, judging by the way it hangs off of his
frame. At least his jeans aren’t interrupted by holes, though they
are well-worn.

He smells faintly of cigarettes. I am further disillusioned.
Oh, no. He smokes. Cigarette smoke has always made me feel
physically sick. Even the weak scent wafting off of him makes me
slightly nauseous.

I don’t believe this is happening to me. Surely my count
down was wrong. He cannot possibly be my One. I feel nothing as
I stare at him and he stares back at me, both of our faces mirroring
the other’s shock, and neither of us seems able to speak. Perhaps
he is just as disappointed as I am.
But then those thin lips stretch into a grin. Those hazel
eyes light up, and they are not too far apart. They’re beautiful. He
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smiles, and he is beautiful. I am suddenly ashamed for even think
ing, however briefly, that he wasn’t.
My left wrist feels cold. I reluctantly tear my gaze away
from my One just for an instant to find out why and for the first
time, I see the flesh on the inside of my wrist. The panel that has
been there, all but infused with my skin, for the last nineteen year
has fallen to my lap, the numbers frozen forever at zero. I hadn’t
even noticed the moment it fell.

He clears his throat, and the sound is golden. I look back
up at him, and he is still grinning at me. He pulls something out o
his pocket and holds it up, twirling it in his fingers. His timer, alsc
frozen at zero. He saw me before I saw him. His fell off first.

“Well, then,” he says. There has never been a more wondei
ful sound in the history of the universe and there never will be
again. This is the moment that everything stops except for him.
This is the moment the world is black and white, yet he is vibrant
and stunning. And judging by the way he is looking at me, the
same goes for him. “Looks like you’re my soul mate.”
I am smiling so wide my cheeks are starting to hurt. I
have never been this happy before. I close the book on my lap anc
gingerly take my expired timer in my fingers before standing and
meeting his gaze again. “And I guess this means you’re mine,” I
say, looking him over for the umpteenth time in the last minute.
He is taller than I am, just like I always imagined my One would
be.

Ikte.
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“Christian Knoll,” he says. It is all the introduction I need.
“Renae Carlton,” I reply. I extend my hand like I do for a
normal introduction, expecting him to shake it. But this is not a
normal introduction. This is the man I’m going to spend forever
with. I somehow forgot that for the briefest instant.
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He reaches for my hand, but instead of shaking it he grasps
t in his and pulls me into him. I could just stay here forever. He
;till smells like cigarettes, but I don’t care. What was once a source
nf diseust is now a minor flaw.

When we pull apart, I immediately miss him. I compenate for the loss by grabbing his hand and not letting go, and our
fingers fold together.
“Renae Carlton,” he says. I very much enjoy hearing my
tiame spoken in that voice. “What happens next?”
I stare at him for a long time.
“I don’t know.” What does happen next? What are you sup
posed to do immediately after meeting your soul mate?
“We could have dinner,” Christian suggests.
“We could,” I say before offering my own input. Dinner is
too far away. “We could take a stroll.”
“We could,” he says, echoing me. “I think there’s a museum
i couple blocks away. We could go and—”
He doesn’t finish the sentence. I’ve distracted him by
throwing my arms around him in another, far more enthusiastic
embrace than the first.
Christian Knoll. My One.

I don’t think I could have imagined an outcome better
:han this.
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The Love Song of Time
- Jessica Salamassian
Let us go then, you and I
Our heartbeats racing across the sky
Let us walk down a deserted street,
Where daylight and moonlight meet.
There is no time, it’s running fast
Long gone our time will be
How we want each day to last
And forever feel the evening breeze.
Swirls of starlight curl in your eyes
The moon shines deep into your soul.
Catching jars of fireflies,
Our time will take its toll.

The fog crawls on thick
As we run down the hills,
Time never thought we could be so quick
Prolonging all our thrills.

I have known things you know not,
Secrets kept hidden inside
Wishes meant to be caught,
Dreams that ebb with the tide.
Time doesn’t know when to pause
But it can slow in sadness,
Turning everything to blackness
As we silently wait.
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Hello I Think I May Love You
- Kelsey Fallis
It started out slow, with a gentle
speed limit of fifteen. Swaying back
and forth, curves tender as the skin
on the back of your arm
danced with cool breezes
reeking of hibiscus and vanilla. Speed
quickened, hills plunged, leaving
stomachs far behind and mouths pining
for the sickly sweet taste of perfection
reminiscent of pineapples. A single drop
of icy rain fell, intensifying hastily
until nothing but an icy torrent spills
from the weeping ashen sky. Hair whips
in the furious wind that thunderously
screams obscenities and slashes
cheeks into red gashes. Yellow caution
signs decorate the dainty shoulders as rocks
rumble and tumble from the hillsides
more rigid than lady liberty herself, the scent of dirt
infiltrates flared nostrils. The gold-dotted pavement
turns to gravel that looks
like hardened oatmeal. The vehicle jerks
necks in all directions, pulling tendons tight,
as it careens violently out of control.
Hands which worked so hard
they cracked and bled, fly up
as the cheap vinyl steering wheel spins
like the wheel of fortune and lips
utter one single word: goodbye.
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October 12,2008
- Rachel Rivers
At last freedom belongs to me
With ease, I journey home.
Out of nowhere, my bumper meets
His black tailgate. Slippery, shiny ice sheaths
The highway, mimicking false
Security in the newbie driver.

A frantic phone call to an unsuspecting
father, interrupted by looming lights.
Another truck, giant and white, gnaws and
grinds down my little red car, sandwiching
me inside the mangled machine.

Sirens wail, red and blue flash
In the cold, shadowy night. Firemen and EMTs
Slip and slide, struggling to
Untangle the puzzle of car pieces.
Shock seeps into my bones
Shivering in the ambulance, I
struggle to make sense of the night’s
events, in disbelief that my freedom had
been so cruelly stripped away.
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Screw ‘Em
- Alaina Hull
The cold metal is smooth in my palm as I shift the handle
up and slightly left. Warm water pours from the faucet. The soap
dispenser spits green liquid that bleeds into the wrinkles of my
hand. I rub vigorously with my head down. I am more interested
in the porcelain curves of the sink than what is in front of me. I
shift my focus to the ring on my finger that slips up and down in
the suds. I rinse, and shake all the water drops that will fall before
reaching for the towel on the wall hook. “You can do it,” I whisper
to myself. “You can make it through one more day.” It doesn’t feel
like it, but I know that it’s true somewhere - deep, past the dark
ness, where the doors are closed and the sheets are dropped on
the monsters that haunt me. I was such a good girl, chaste, pious,
and unquestioning. What was I now? What was left to be? These
burly thoughts, muscles rippling, tie their gloves on tight and back
me into a corner.

I was standing on the field, the white lines forming rect
angles and a large circle for soccer. I stared at her as she warmed
up. She was a year older, curly brown hair pulled back into a
tight sporty bun; she had strong thighs and calves, just muscle.
The sleeves of her jersey were rolled up and taped at the shoulder
revealing her long arms, bent at the elbow and balancing her as
she leaned back to power a kick from the goalie box to several
feet past midfield. I removed my gloved hands from my hips and
tightened the Velcro strap, making sure the cuffs of my bright
yellow sleeves are tucked in just right. I slapped the foam-rubber
surfaces together and curled my fingers in and out as I walked to
my goal - towards her. My feet broke into a jog as I neared the
first large box and she called out to me, “IGYB.” It’s a moniker
we’d developed for the season - I’ve Got Your Back. I smiled and
angled in her direction. We high-fived with two hands above our
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heads then took a step back before we launched at each other, hip
first, a few inches of air between our cleats and the grass. We made
some manly sports grunt as we connected and then giggled as we
landed. I took my place between the metal posts. She stood at the
eighteen yard-line, knees slightly bent, waiting for the whistle to
blow. When that happened, shed follow the ball with her eyes and
the flow of the play with her body - a few steps to the right, a hopjog up and left. Id watched it all before. But until the whistle blew
and the game began she just stood there ready. I stood behind her
watching, hating myself as the time passed.

“These burly thoughts, muscles rippling, tie
their gloves on tight and back me into a corner.”
Back then I was still getting used to my “cycle,” clothes
that fit a body with small curves, teeth without braces, and older
friends who could drive. Everyone was talking about the opposite
sex, dances, and dates. I would throw a crush out there in conver
sation every once in a while.
“What’s your longest crush Lexi?” they asked on bus rides
to away games.
“Nine years,” I said and they gasped. And it wasn’t untrue.
“You’re kidding, right?” one of them said.
“Nope.”
“Well, who is it?”
“You can’t say anything,” I said, slipping into character with
ease.
“Come on, it’s just your team - just us.”
“Yeah.”
“Yeah,” they chorused. I smiled and began.
“Kyle Van de Graff. Kindergarten soccer. We were on
the purple team. And I’ve liked him ever since.” I finished with
a smug smile and leaned back in my seat while they talked about
how long that was and how cute. Small conversations broke out in
twos and threes about their longest crushes, and their kindergar
ten kisses. I was off the hook for now. Kyle played hard when we
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were little, and he wore long Nike socks, Nike basketball shorts,
and Nike shoes. I liked that about him, and that’s probably all
it takes when you’re six. At that age there wasn’t much beyond
that, and at fourteen, for some reason, I still found nothing more.
Because, my first real attraction - the kind you don’t get to choose,
that hits you hard in the gut, toppling you in the worst and most
wonderful way - I fought. I fought it every day - at school, on
the soccer field, and in my heart. I fought it because I didn’t want
it. Why would I want to be attracted to this person I couldn’t
have? Why would I want to feel this need to be with someone
who was all wrong for me? I couldn’t help it, everything about
her just seemed to draw me near her, and my insides wanted to
drift right out of me almost having no choice but to follow. But I
didn’t follow, not with the parts of me I could control. I kept my
feet planted as I watched her from a distance, waiting for the ref to
start the game and save me from a love that would send me to hell.

I hang the towel back on the hook without looking up,
turn around and reach for the light switch. My bare feet cross
the tile floor and head for the kitchen. It’s just going to be one of
those days. I pull hard on the fridge door, making the condiments
rattle against each other, and search for something to eat. Noth
ing sounds good «
would I want to be attracted
to me. It hasn’t for
days. “Gotta eat,” to this person I couldn’t have?”
I say aloud. “Eat
ing is important.” I open the meat drawer and pull out a string
cheese. “Not good enough.” My eyes dart from side to side. I see
baked chicken, some black rice, a plastic container of stew, some
squishy blueberries, and a jar of pickles. I pull back a little more
and lean to the side so that I can see all the items in the door mustard, ketchup, mayonnaise, peanut butter, salad dressing, and
a bottle of green juice. “Pureed fruits and vegetables, yum.” I
close the fridge and pour a glass. It’s thick and smooth and tastes
sweet going down. Best of all, it’s something in my stomach. I
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set the glass on the counter. Sometimes I hate the way my mind
works, because, on a day like today, everything is connected. One
dirty glass makes me think of another and I get lost in thought
again.

There were two pairs of shoes on the floor, black suede ten
nis shoes and blue slip-on flats. A pillow, a wallet, and two glasses
with smoothie residue still inside. Paul knelt beside the couch,
his back curved like a cat and his arms wrapped around me. I was
crying. Big tears, the kind that are followed by snot. We had been
dating for six months.

“It’s going to be okay,” he said. “Just let go. Let me hold
you.” I was stiff, rigid, and uncomfortable. “Relax, I’m right here.”
But that was the problem, I thought our conversation had made
that clear.
“I’m not good for you,” I said. “I’m broken and I can’t pull
it together. I don’t know if it’s just now or forever, but you deserve
someone who knows. Someone who can love you now.” I’d given
that speech in some form before - to Patrick, Nick, and twice to
poor Jesse. Every time I tried, it just turned out like this, with me
crying over the heart I was breaking because trying to love him
- or him or him or him- was breaking me. When Nick leaned in,
I leaned away. Patrick wanted to give me everything, and I saw
him as a brother. When Jesse held me, I felt sick to my stomach.
Paul said he loved me, and I said I loved him too, but it wasn’t the
same kind of love he felt for me. He was a good man, and they all
were too - faithful, hardworking, and kind. They all wanted me,
wanted to give me everything I wanted. Paul wanted to make me
feel safe, and I just wanted him to go home.
He eventually stopped trying, and I stopped crying. He
got in his car, changed his relationship status and drove away. He
took with him all the almost promises of a wedding day, a house
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in the country, and children playing in the yard. I wanted to want
him to make my dreams come true. I tried, letting him in farther
and longer than anyone else before with a “no-run” policy. But
there was no way around it in the end. For all my desiring, I could
never make it right. Not with him, not with any guy.

I decide I’ll take the string cheese with me as I walk to
school, so I set it on the table next to my house key. In my room,
I lift my backpack from the floor to the end of the bed. I pull out
the books I don’t need - theology, psychology, math - and I grab
the one I do from the pile on the dresser. I look around my room
for my water bottle and the pen I was taking notes with last night.
I toss things around - a book she gave me, a hat of mine that she
used to wear - and then I decide to check the other rooms. I come
back, lift up my blankets and unzip the front pocket of my bag
once more. Finally, I find «j
them. One’s on the floor He got in his car, changed
under a sweatshirt and
his relationship status and
the other is tucked in the j
„
spine of
i a book -hidden drove away.
away like the feelings I wish I didn’t have to face. I rush to my
keys and throw the cheese in my pocket, sling the backpack over
my shoulder and slam the door behind me. My footsteps are long
and quick. I don’t want to be late for class. As I walk onto cam
pus, I run through the past again.

“I gotta go. My lady is calling me,” she said as she grabbed
her laptop and phone and headed for the kitchen. I could hear
her footsteps on the wood floor, followed by the even thumps as
she took the stairs to the basement. Then, the door closing to her
bedroom. While I was listening, my insides were seizing up, my
heart beat louder and in my ears. The noise of the TV a few feet in
front of me faded. It was hard to breathe.
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“I’m in trouble.” If I’m honest, I knew it long before.
Maybe not the moment I met her, maybe not the first time we
talked. But maybe after I heard her story - when she knew, how
it felt, and how everyone around her reacted. She told it to me,
groggy and sincere, laying her head on my shoulder as she fin
ished. Maybe then there was a spark. A spark I walked away
from immediately like a good girl should. This spark, though,
was bright and warm enough to draw me back in when I shiv
ered away. She invited me out with her friends. We danced and
laughed and drank. She grabbed me by the hand, her gloved fin
gers intertwined with mine, as we walked to campus from the bar.
The January air was cold, but I had never felt so alive. I had made
a decision, though, she was just going to be my friend. She was

“Maybe then there was a spark. A
spark I walked away from immedi
ately like a good girl should”

nappy wiui iivi

lady, and I was
- something
else entirely -1
had to be. I was
twenty-seven years old and STILL figuring myself out, and this
particular kind of trouble had a way of finding me.

I turned off the TV. I had to get the hell out of there. I
put on my shoes, grabbed a notebook, and headed for the hill.
There was a bench at the top, and I sat, a perfect view of Old Glory
flying in the breeze. The stars and stripes rippled. I was too far,
though, to hear the rope beat against the flag pole. She knew I was
struggling with something for weeks. If she really sat down and
thought about it, she would find it was ever since the boy in the
bar. That kiss he took from me as I stood there, eyes open, staring
at her with another girl. They would go home together that night,
and I would be here letting this boy kiss me again before pushing
him away fast and hard.

Ik*

My notebook was open on my knee, and I was writing
quick and angry words.
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Why? How? Fuck. Why? What’s wrong with me?
Fuck. I can’t. Bullshit. Why? Choose me. Fuck.
Why?

It wasn’t like me, the anger or the profanity. But it was
me - a culmination of thoughts since the head on the shoulder.
Months of lying in bed praying to be better, resulted in getting lost
in dreams of her instead. I pretended I was actually strong and
good, a friend when she touched me and nothing more. Listening
to her at three in the morning, as I swore I would for anyone else,
and maybe I would have. But then it was only her and every move
she made that brought her closer to me, I just stayed. Fuck.

The door to the classroom is still open, and I head in and
find a seat. “Impromptu Speeches” is written on the board. Ev
eryone is already groaning and grumbling around the class. The
professor walks in and cuts directly to the large armchair centered
in the back of the room.
“Alright we have a lot of speeches to get through. We talked about
this last week, and you should all be more than ready’’
“But what do we talk about?” asks a baseball cap in the
third row. The girl next to him pipes up.
“Yeah. You haven’t even given us a topic,” she says.
“Come on, people. I’m trying to make this easy on you.
It’s called impromptu because you don’t know ahead of time. You
just get up and talk.” He uncaps his pen and begins scribbling
while he talks. “Tell me about your day. Tell me what you had for
lunch. Tell me what you think about life. It’s not that hard, and
Chris, you’re up first.” A boy with a ginger crop and a Guinness
shirt stands up and walks to the front. He smiles, looks at the two
boys sitting behind the desk he came from, and then at the profes
sor.
“Wow us, Mr. Thompson.”
“Does it have to be appropriate?”
“Just go with your heart, Mr. Thompson.”
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The boy lowers his head to each shoulder with a popping noise
and lifts each foot slightly, placing it firmly back down a centime
ter or so to the left or right. Then he begins. “My first time...”

I tune out at this point. I cant hold anyone else’s thoughts
in my head. Especially not the bullshit he’s spewing. Twenty min
utes pass, thirty, faces and names and speeches. I’m staring at a
spot on the wall, a nail mark or a screw. A mark where something
used to hang but has since been moved or thrown out. A paint
ing. A clock. A cross. Maybe the old professor took it with him
when he retired. I think about the holes that we left.

“I just don’t think it’s going to make you happy, dear.” My
mom was nothing if not sincere. She didn’t say “dear” in a con
trolling way or with any disdain. She meant dear to her, close
to her, her love. Even if you didn’t know her, you would be able
to tell that by the way her eyes filled with tears or the way she
gripped her tissue so tight.
“I’m not happy now, Mom. I’ve been unhappy for years.”
I was spitting my words at her, no matter how much I didn’t want
to.
“Yes, but that’s because you are confused and hurt because
of your dad and our marriage. You just need healing.” Healing that word just stung.
“Was I made broken then, Mom? Because it’s not like this
is new.”
“No, Honey. It’s just... it’s society that has our heads all
screwed up. You weren’t made for this. God had a plan for man
and for woman, and it just, it just seems clear that this isn’t it.”
“But don’t you get it, Mom? I’m not trying to be anything
here. I just am. You always told me that God knit me together
in your womb. That he made me perfect. That he doesn’t make
mistakes. That he knows me and my heart because he created and
crafted it. But then, then why is it like this? Why am I like this?”
“He didn’t make you like this. It’s just the world -”
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“So it’s my fault. I screwed up. What did I do that was so
wrong to deserve this punishment?”
“He’s not punishing you, sweetie. You just need to grow
closer to Him, so He can make you happy, make you all the things
you want and need.” She blows her nose. I wipe at my eyes.
“I just don’t understand it, Mom. I’ve always tried - for
over twenty years I’ve tried - so hard to do what’s right, to do what
I’m told and follow the rules and the teachings and be good. Why
is this happening to me?”
“Happening to you? You, you don’t have to be with any
one, right?”
“Why is my only option to be alone? Why don’t I get to be
happy?”
“But, but, honey, isn’t the unhappiness about all of this a
choice?
“Mom, why the hell would I choose this? Why would any?»
She looked at me with her eyes puffy and red. She didn’t
have any answers either, just traditions and doctrine and faith.
And I had almost nothing because I was losing faith in all of it.
It seemed she taught me fables growing up, and now I was just a
character, as unreal as the stories themselves.

“Miss Hale, you’re up.” The kids clap like they are sup
posed to. I take my place in the front of the class. “This is your
moment, Miss Hale, what do you want to say to the world?”
I close my eyes for a few seconds and take a deep breath. I
open my mouth and words come out.
“I know that I am not the sum of a single characteristic.
That I can’t be defined by one something I do or a label placed
upon me. I know that all the varying things I do in all the vast
arenas have weight and value. That I am known for how I treat
people, how I give, how I care - how I love. But, here’s the thing, I
can’t tell you about who I am without telling you about who I love.
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And I cant tell you about who I love without you labeling me,
defining me by that one something and making that single char
acteristic the sum of me. And I look in the mirror each day and I
see that. And “It seemed she taught me fables
I can’t escape
growing up, and now I was just a
that reality.
And that real character, as unreal as the stories
ity plays with

themselves.”

like the faith of my family and the boundaries it set up to guide
my life. And those boundaries come with consequences - real or
imposed or imagined - all enforced in some heartbreaking way
or another. And what am I supposed to do when what feels so
good is supposed to be wrong and what feels wrong is supposed
to be so good? This is a question that sits on the forefront of my
mind, perched like glasses from ear to ear and over the bridge of
my nose, obscuring my vision of everything else. This is not the
prescription I was meant to see life through. But my contacts my contact with you, with all of you - keeps me looking at me the
way that I do.”

I exhale and drop my chin. It takes a second, but the clap
ping starts. First, some kid in the back and then it spreads. Not
excited, not loud, just obligatory or maybe less. The professor
clears his throat. “Thank you, Miss Hale.” Curt. Maybe shocked.
His voice is hard to gauge. “That’s all people, you may go.” I
shuffle in place for a minute while the other students grab their
bags and walk past me. I don’t bother looking at their faces. I
walk down the aisle and slip between the seat-back and my desk.
With my elbows on the surface, I lower my face into my hands
and shake my head from side to side. My throat gets tight, and my
eyes fog and blur. What was I thinking? What did I just do?

Papers rustle behind me and a clasp to a bag closes. The cushion
of his seat groans as he stands. I watch the professor cross the
room and toss a water bottle into the trash. He reaches out and
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touches the side of the doorframe with his fingertips. They curl
around the edge as he stops. He turns his head to look over his
right shoulder, feet still facing forward, eyes on the ground. They

“This is not the prescription Ishift from spotto spot
was meant to see life through. again straight up t0
But my contacts - my contactmine I m caught awk.,1
n r
wardly staring with
wtth you, with all ofyou one st'upid tea’ in the
keeps me looking at me the comer of myleft eye.

way that I do.

a moment, his green

eyes stronger than I imagined.

“Screw ‘em,” he says. He adjusts his glasses with his other
hand. I catch my face in the bottom of the frame before he walks
away. I really see it for the first time today, and oddly, I feel strong
- red eyes and all.
“Screw 'em,” I say, and I stand up tall.
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I Am an Ostrich
- Olivia Erickson
She is a flamingo, and I am
an ostrich: elegantly, she tiptoes
on one foot. My big feet fumble. My head
hits the dirt. She is a Ferrari. I am an old beater.
Her shiny red paint glistens
on her tight little body. Rust falls
from my squeaking frame, duct-taped
together. She is silk and I am polyester.
She flows and floats softly
on the air. I scratch and itch like a private
school uniform. She is Scope
and I am morning breath. She pleasantly burns,
revealing brighter pearly whites. I wake
hungover with a mouth full of dirt. She is
flamingo. I am an ostrich, but I can
outrun her and I plan to do just that.
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Once Upon a Time
- Vivian Cole
Once upon a time there was a beautiful ice queen, but I get
ahead of myself. First, allow me to clarify: this is not a love story.
There is no riding off into the sunset, no knight in shining armor,
and no happily ever after. Everything I am about to tell you is the
reality of the real world, most certainly not a fairy tale.

It all began many years ago. I was just starting high school
and I had the wonderful misfortune of braces, glasses and baby fat.
My hair, which had been blonde, and the prettiest thing about me,
was turning the most unfortunate mousy brown. It didn’t comple
ment my blue eyes at all, not that you could really see them behind
my leopard-print frames, of course. The weight was something I
would just have to, “Wait out,” my mother had said. In short, I was
awkward, and this realization was painful.
“You know you’re ugly, don’t you, Eira?” Hunter Sadiki
asked me one day in class. Hunter was one of those guys you
wanted to like you; he was the Robert Downey, Jr. of my high
school: brilliant, athletic and very handsome. I didn’t even know
he knew my name, but he did and now it fell from his lips with
searing disdain. My face turned disgustingly red and the girls
beside him snickered behind freshly manicured hands. I felt the
blush burn deep until it encountered the beginnings of frost on
my heart. Just a light dusting really, barely noticeable, not enough
to quiet the fire but it was there. My nail dug a groove into the
wooden desk as the teacher droned on, squeaking the chalk
against the black board. The light streamed in through the blinds,
signaling it was almost time to go. With the ringing of the bell, I
knew what I was going to do. I would wait for the perfect moment,
but Hunter would pay for treating me like that. This wasn’t the last
time someone degraded me but it was the most memorable. Hold
ing that memory close to my heart, I moved up the social ladder.
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By my junior year I had gotten contacts, straight teeth, was

“There is no riding on the varsity volleyba11 team>and had
°

dyed my hair dark auburn. I had also

off Mo the sunset, joined the debate team, where I really
no knight in shining flo“rif,hed- I lived for the times I could
° verbally annihilate someone. I played
to win. When I lost, which wasn’t
frequently, it only drove me to com
pete harder, to hone my skills. I loved
when those boys in suits—their arguments carefully compiled in
their brief cases—walked in, confident they were walking out with
the win. They looked and smiled at me, with all the condescen
sion that held up their tender prides. I smiled back, with disarm
ing charm, listening to the clock ticking on the classroom wall,
counting down. Adrenaline coursed through my body as I asked
the judge if he was ready, signaling the start of the duel. They are
always unprepared for my onslaught of unyielding facts that de
manded to be accepted as truth. His eyes would widen in surprise
and Mr. Briefcase scrambled to write down my rapid-fire points.
Almost as if I had swallowed a piece of dry ice, the cold vapors fell
from my lips. The boy, who had never been so artfully deceived,
shuddered thinking the stress must be getting to him.

°

armor, and no happily ever after”

This behavior understandably spilled over into my daily life, I be
came a warrior, and words were my sword. No one was off limits,
and I began to accumulate a circle of acquaintances who were just
as cold as I was, Hunter being my favorite. We cut our peers down
for the slightest indiscretion. We were very good at what we did.

So I shouldn’t have been shocked when Sarah Finley mut
tered, “Why are you such a bitch?” But I was. It had been such a
natural transition from victim to perpetrator that she hadn’t even
considered the changes in herself. Her primary goal had always
been to own Hunter, and she had accomplished that, keeping
him around with a combination of fear and admiration. Even if I
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am, she’s not going to get away with this public rebellion. Hunter
caught my eye from across the room, waiting for my signal to
retaliate. This kill was mine. She was easy to dispatch. I did so with
a practiced ease, hardly disrupting the studious students, staring
into their laps, with wide-eyed devotion to their incoming texts.
Iridescent light cast a putrid coloring on my domain, where teach
ers turned a blind eye on bitches like me because they too were
afraid. I saw the globe, resting on the desk by the door. On my way
out, my fingers idly trailed its surface, spinning it, before picking
up the hall pass. One day, if I want it.
That night when Eira looked in the black-gilded frame
mirror, she knew she was pretty; her hair made her eyes look like
dark blue chips of ice, she’d lost all the fat that wasn’t held up by
her cherry red bra, and—even though her skin was perfect, like
the first snow flake in December—she wore a hint of makeup to
complete the transforma- ««-*
i i i
»
.» ,
They
looked
and
smiled
tion. Eira had gone from
ugly and undesirable to
at me, with all the conde
a bitch, only to be lusted
after. Worst of all, she still scension that held up their
cared. “Screw them,” She
tender prides."
sneered, contorting my face
to match the ugly tundra inside. “They’re just jealous.” She said it
even though she didn’t believe it, then She cried. She slid down the
muted green bathroom wall and sobbed. She had succumbed to
the world’s standard of beauty and still it found her wanting! As
Eira’s tears dropped to the matching green linoleum they didn’t
puddle quite like ordinary tears, they were just a little slushy and
very cold. If someone had ever been around where Eira was crying
and had one of her tears fall on them, it would have been like be
ing submerged in liquid nitrogen.
Fate seemed to take pity on this poor girl, for a time, be
cause it brought her Charlie. This young lad seemed to have taken
up the challenge of taming the shrew. It didn’t seem to matter how
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many times she cut him down or how often Hunter was sent to
kill him, Charlie fought on with a steadfast persistence. He was
smart, funny and so considerate of other people’s feelings that Eira
hated him, at first. They met when she was idly flaying a freshman
who had strayed too far from his herd.

“Hey,” Charlie said, “Why don’t you run along?” He pat
ted the pimple-faced kid on the back and placed himself in a very
dangerous position, between my prey and me. His sandy brown
hair hung a little long, almost covering green eyes that sparkled
with mischief. Standing, we were almost eye level and mine were
throwing daggers, which he couldn’t have missed.
“I’m Charlie, and I don’t know if you recognize me but we
have geography together. How are you going to do your volcano
project?”
I scoff and glance to my right for reassurance from Hunter, who’s
always beside me, except for now that is. Obviously I’ve been
slacking on the fear factor with Hunter, I’ll correct that later. Right
now I need to teach this Charlie who I am. I began to speak only
to be cut off by the bell.
“Hey, I’ll walk you to class, and you can tell me on the way.
“Where’s your locker?” He didn’t wait for an answer, just started
heading for the junior hall, and I followed and I told him what my
idea was for the volcano.
Charlie had seen something that no one else did, a hurt
little girl who just needed someone to trudge through the snow
banks to rescue her. Their friendship blossomed quickly after Eira
realized Charlie didn’t have an ulterior motive in wanting to be
around her. He soon loved her. With gentle prodding, Eira learned
to love him back. This lasted through the rest of their junior and
senior year. Every now and then Eira would team up with her old
running mates and go on a spree, but Charlie patiently bore all
of this with understanding: everything, that is, except Hunter. He
was one security blanket Eira wasn’t willing to give up. Hunter was

hr.
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Eira’s constant reminder of power and even love couldn’t make her
forget how much she craved control. Things went on this way until
freshman year of college.

“Eira, I’ve... met someone.” The phone crackled. I let the
silence hang. His words skimmed along the top of the frozen lake
that my heart was fast becoming. I stared out the window of my
dorm room, sea gulls circling above the football field. I stared
at one, with an odd marking on its wing, so intently. It began to
falter, loosing altitude. The blood inside the bird had begun to
slow down, soon the wings didn’t flap at all, and it dropped to the
ground.
“Eira, I love you. You know that. And, hey, you can call me
whenever you want. I’ll always be here for you. It’s just that.. .she
needs me now too. Eira, you’re strong enough to stand on your
own. She isn’t.”
It was hard to breathe, so I just said, “Damn right I am,
goodbye.” I hang up; I didn’t want him to see how much I really
cared. That’s when my heart broke. I don’t mean figuratively. My
heart quite literally cracked within my chest. The pain was ex
cruciating. I crumpled to the floor, unable to breath. I pulled my
dark green towel down on top of me as I convulsed. I was alone,
so utterly alone. I lay struggling on the floor, mirroring the seagull
dying outside my window.
No one could hear Eira’s screaming from inside her selfconstructed prison. She writhed in pain. Until, suddenly, she
stopped, almost as if death had been merciful and claimed her. It
came in a rush not unlike the way it does in a dream when you
know what’s going on. She was cursed. Her heart was entirely
turned to ice. Nothing was left except anger and the desire for re
venge. This was far stronger than what she had felt towards Hunter
so long ago. For a few days, Eira was filled with so much rage she
didn’t know what to do, but as the weeks progressed, the memory
faded and she began to meet men.
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I was like a cat in a room full of cat lovers with one guy in
the corner who’s allergic to cats and desperately trying to escape.

“His words skimmed along the top of the frozen
lake that my heart was fast becoming.”
I was incapable of seeing all those who adored me and was only
able to see the one person who didn’t. Power became my obses
sion; there was no greater desire for me than to inflict the pain.
The ice made my heart as impenetrable as a diamond; I had been
well trained, if only for a time, in the art of love. I was ready for
my debut. I intended to make a lasting impression.

There was the Jock; I loved him for his popularity and
ease amongst all people. I loved mocking his prowess even more;
he had been an easy mark because he really did have a reason to
compensate. The Goth was interesting I found myself almost lik
ing his apathy towards everything; however, falling in love with
me made him just like the others. Turned out he had loads of
Mommy issues. He was super easy after that. The Poet was awful,
all sensitive and chipper. I had a little trouble winning him over,
but he came around just in time, for me to laugh him off the po
dium. Then came the Musician, who sang like an angel and played
more instruments than I could name. With a little poison in the
ear, he abandoned all his dreams and enrolled in business school.
The Artist I loved for his skilled hands, on and off the canvas. He
didn’t talk much, which was an even bigger bonus, but once things
started, there really wasn’t any sense in stopping. Artist was really
far too malleable to be loveable anyway. Mr. Fitness had the best
body I’d ever seen. After buying the gym membership to get close
to him, I was like a Greek goddess myself. Which may have been
why he was bent out of shape when I hooked up with the Politi
cian. Politician took me to all the best events. I aired all his dirty
laundry, torpedoing his career. He wasn’t the most attentive at
functions, seemed fair to me. All were highly devoted to their craft
and, for a time, to me. All were left more than noticeably changed.
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My vortex of hate left them dwarfs, doomed to roam the world to
gether, a band of misfits. Like me, love was far beyond their reach.
The world began to change around Eira now. No longer
did she bow to its whims. She lived in a castle with slaves to do ev
erything and Hunter was her loyal lap dog. Without cumbersome
love clogging her heart there was room for better things. She grew
powerful, beyond anything this world had seen ever seen and
always more beautiful. She was never seen without a mirror, her
own image reassurance of her success. It is said that she has set her
sights on a King, recently widowed, who is looking for a mother
for his daughter. When Eira heard the news, it was said that the
wickedest smile yet crossed her perfect, cherry red, lips. She
thought of how her power would grow, the pain she could cause,
especially to that spoiled little girl who had been born into happi
ness. Eira had had to work for all she had and now she intended to
demonstrate the necessity of pain to have true power.
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Nightwalkers: In Free Verse
- Maty Joseph
Nightwalkers: In Free Verse
-Maty Joseph

The cold streets offer them up like steak to passionate
Men who sit in the scented dark, ready to watch the show
Set before them, like a feast of flesh, warm and juicy on the plate.
Love, hope, freedom, security, a future; to the last, they wonder
how
To gain these shimmering wisps of smoke, to escape the lives they
live.
They remember how their mamas fought viciously, like froth
mouthed lions,
To allow them better lives, lives devoid of pain and screams. Now
they strive
To make their mothers proud, to break the cycle, but they surren
der for a shot.
Dreams fade from thought as the dirty pipe appears. Tired eyes
watch the match hiss
Into flame and touch the dirty bowl. Lungs expand, acrid and
burning, with smoke.
On bathroom mirrors and coffee tables, so many crumpled
McDonalds receipts,
Like the rich man’s rolled hundred-dollar bills, form straws to
snort coke
For those who dislike the sharp, biting needle’s pinch of smack.
Slumped in a corner, left with one last conscious thought:
“Maybe tomorrow I’ll take my life back.”
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Magic Carpet Ride
- Alan Bean
I am safe up here
On my magic charter bus
At thirty-two thousand plus
Above the cotton pillows.

From my eyrie I spy
The convex curvature,
The azure marble pinioned,
Like a bird tethered
To a radiant furnace.
Locked down and secured
In my magic carpet, I gaze
In omniscience, upon the world
Below. Silence is my companion.
At this height, I see
(and avoid) the maker God,
dozing beneath the mid-day
sun, upon his dais
made of barren stone.
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Calling Clara
- Kelsey Fallis
Her smile is the kind that invites you in to sit and chat for
a while. Her teeth are neither straight nor even nor completely
crooked, but small and round, tucked comfortably into her mouth.
If I had paid enough attention, I could have tracked her health
through the color of her lips. Months ago, they were flushed and
rosy and glowing. It hurts to remember that she once walked, free
of the antiseptic whiteness enveloping her now in the hospital bed.
I can still hear her boots clicking and clacking as we swingdanced at the Boone County Fair. The music thumped through
us, pushing and pulling, swaying and swinging. The heartbeat
monitors beep jabs at my consciousness. I adjust my grip on
Clara’s hand. Hers feels like cold, wet pasta, but I can’t bear to let
it go.
I lift my heavy head and contemplate her face, checking for
any changes. It remains passively the same, except that her eyes
flicker under smooth eyelids. I want them to open so badly, to
see the beautifully ordinary brownness that she complained of so
often, even when I insisted upon their perfection.

And they were perfect. Are perfect, I mean. They’re
brown like the soil she grew up in, brown like a suntan right
before it turns to a burn, brown like oiled saddles and dusty dirt
roads leading everywhere and nowhere at the same time, brown
like the bark on pine trees, and even more so, brown like the
muddy river we swam in, but so much warmer.

When she told me about the cancer, her eyes stoutly
confined the tears. Not a drop escaped. She pressed her hand
over her stomach like an expecting mom, but her words told me
£ different. Sometimes it happens, she said. Not everyone can have
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perfect pancreases.
I hate how the human body is designed. It’s intricate,
complex, and way over my head. The functions are calculated
and precise with intentions of operating together, but it’s foolishly

it°attacks itself
cells of all kinds

had paid enough attention,
I could have tracked her health
through the color of her lips”

mvadmg and
massacring cells
°
j
of the wrong color. What good is a prejudiced body?
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After she told me, I stood still for a few moments. I
strained to fill my lungs with air, but it seemed to have fled with
the blow of the news. My head felt as if an invisible someone
dunked my head under water and held it there too long. Then a
thought surfaced, a revelation. The oldest man in the world was
114 years old. I saw it on the news. He said the key to life is to eat
a salad every day and walk one mile. Clara laughed when I said
this. The key to life, she said, is to suck it up, Buttercup.

The hospitals clock glows 2:43 a.m. I don’t sleep much
anymore, but she does. Our empty room at home echoes the
hollowness of my insides. I’ll have plenty of nights to sleep alone,
soon, is the prognosis. A lifetime, maybe. I can’t imagine holding
anyone’s hand but hers.
I met her walking Charlie down the street. As a boy, I’d
had a German Shepherd and had never quite gotten over his
resolute loyalty. Silly as it seems, I credit the dog for teaching me
the importance of dedication to others. Every so often, someone
needs you more than you need yourself. I stopped to scratch
the German Shepherd’s ears and asked her how old he was. Her
smile widened and her eyebrows lifted slightly. She adored talking
about Charlie. The dog nudged his cold nose under my cupped
palm, soaking up the attention. Clara took a couple steps to the
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left, out the warpath of two kids playing tag on the sidewalk.
Charlie abandoned me to press against her knees. That old dog
loved Clara almost as much as I did.

“What good is a prejudiced body?”
A framed photo of Clara and Charlie rests on her bed
side table. The enlarged pixels distort the photograph but fail to
mask the contented smile smeared across her face. Even Charlie
looks joyous with his tongue hanging out and a sodden tennis ball
resting at his feet. That kind of happiness doesn’t belong in the
hospital’s dead silence but in the open air and summer breezes.

She taught me how to gut an elk. She always teased me
that she countrified me, and I couldn’t argue. She took me hunt
ing one year. It was snowy high in the mountains, and my feet had
long since gone numb. When I opened my lips to ask a question,
her eyes shot miniature arrows at me. One look from her is either
poison or winning the lottery, and there’s not much in between.

Anyways, her rifle exploded with a crack that cut deep into
my ears, bouncing off my brain. The heavy cloud cover pushed
the sound down on us, and the heavily-forested draw we’d hiked
down into softly echoed the gunshot through nature’s surround
sound. Shocked, I watched the furry animal drop immediately,
its friends taking off down the hill. We hiked to the dead animal.
Snow crunched noisily beneath my feet; there was no need to be
secretive any longer. The cow lay on her side, a trace of blood
filtering through the snow like water through coffee grounds. I
couldn’t get over how alive the elk’s eyes appeared. Just don’t look
at them, she said. Grabbing my hand, she uncurled my fingers
from the fist I didn’t know I made.

f

56

The knife’s handle felt foreign and heavy. My fingers
pressed away from it. The snow reflected off Clara’s cheeks as they

b
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bunched into a smile interrupted by the smallest of dimples. She
wrapped her hand around mine, curling around the cold metal.

Together, we carved up that elk, her hand encompassing
mine. Blood seeped from the gaping cavern, trickling between
our hands and settling into our cuticles. It felt slimy and surprised
me by the considerable amount that poured from the animal. I
was both horrified and thrilled. Horrified that I was up to my
elbows in the innards of a beast whose blood relieved my hands of
the aching cold and thrilled at the feel of her hand around mine.
I watched her breath puff in the cold air as she yanked the knife
through the thick hide.

The hospital is clean and pristine, like the roads after a
snow before anyone drives on them. The facade of peace is unset
tling, though. There’s war here, you can’t see it, but you can feel it
lying under the shiny tiled floor, leaking up through tiny cracks
and infiltrating the aura. I shiver and press harder on Clara’s
hand.
The tubes invading her body are foreign. They belong in
someone else, someone sick. If it really was Clara in the bed, her
hair would splay out across the pillow. Controlling her bundle of
hair proved an eternal battle. She’d tie it up before wriggling into
bed, a big blob of brown hair on the very top of her head, and I’d
wake up in the middle of the night, her hair stretching from her
pillow to mine. It made me cringe, the rough ends of her hair
sticking to my cheek.
I strain my head upwards to peek at the face resting atop
the pillow. No hair billows out from it like rays of sunshine. In
fact, the strands are eerily absent. As often as I picture her healthy,
reality reveals that Clara lies in the bed. I know she’s dying, and
she knows it too, even better than I do.
Not long after I found out, I walked into the bathroom.
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Charlie lay outside the door, head down and eyes flicking between
us. She stood straight and still, her feet surrounded by small piles
of gleaming brown locks. The hair on her head was jagged and
nearly to her ears. A pair of silver scissors lay deliberately on the
counter. When I said her name, her eyes didn’t move from those
reflected in the mirror. Charlie stiffly rose, slowly moving to press
against her knees. I had to get the dead ends off, she said. It is the
only time I’ve seen her truly sad.
It’s past 4 a.m. now, and the hospital’s energy level lifts
with nurses scrambling here and there. Her room is isolated, an
island of silence in the midst of a fluid ocean. She lies so still, and

“There's war here, you can't see it,
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are plump,
and her ribs don’t stick out at odd angles. Her skin is warm, its
paleness precariously close to redness, and she absentmindedly
sifts light-colored sand through her fingers like an hourglass.
With every breath, her abdomen rises then falls, gently tracking
her breathing pattern. I imagine that inside of it lies a perfect pan
creas, one her body has not condemned. A seagull circles above
us, screeching into the cloudless sky.
The bird spirals downward, plastic replacing the feath
ers and a sterile smell flooding my nostrils. The EKG machine
squawks as a gurgle surfaces from deep inside Clara’s throat. I
swear my heartbeat stops with hers, and my throat constricts,
squeezing out any leftover air. The room turns to chaos, and her
hand slips from mine. Her nails are smooth and straight, too
manicured to look like they belong to her. Medical personnel turn
the room into a tornado of color with scrubs. A nurse’s face pops
t in front of mine. We’re going to do everything we can to save her.
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You can stay here, and I’ll stand with you, or we can move to the
hall, she says. Charlie pants at me from the frame.

Clara loved Charlie more than anything on the ranch,
maybe even more than anything in her life. Everywhere she went,
the canine shadowed her. But his hips got bad and age stole his
health. One day, as I stepped over the cracked sidewalk leading
to her house, I stopped in my tracks as she strode out, a pistol in
hand. Her lips pressed into a flat line, and she slipped past me.
Confused, I followed her and listened to her boots clatter across
the gravel driveway.

She walked quickly, like she was afraid to stop. I trailed
behind her until we reached the barn, where she opened the door
and called out for Charlie. The wooden structure absorbed her
voice. She sounded strong and determined, and I knew there was
no talking her out of it. A sharp bite rose into her voice as she
yelled for Charlie again. She jerked her head toward the house,
You might want to wait inside.
It was springtime, and the sun reflected brilliantly off the
houses windows. The sky was as big as I’d ever seen it and was a
blue so pure that I figured it had to be the source of every shade in
existence. Her hand tightened on the grip of the pistol. My eyes
widened. She spoke without turning to me, Sometimes, it’s kinder
to let them go. She called Charlie once more.
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That Last Letter
- Kaya Garringer
The cream-colored envelope still lies on my desk,
cradling the carefully written letter, three pages long,
covered from margin to margin in the neat handwriting
that you always looked forward to seeing-

words like a computer font, you once told me,
so precise and so beautiful and so valuable
because they told your favorite stories,
the stories of people you loved.
But this latest letter missed its chance
to be read and treasured like those before.
Now, condemned to that envelope,
unaddressed and unstamped,
never to reach your mailbox:
1032 Maple St., the top of the hill.

Because months have now passed,
since dad sent me that text
and I heard the news.
And despite knowing better,
I still can’t bring myself to toss that letter,
it’s my last connection to you.

Colors Magazine
Still, I find myself wishing:
that the hour hand could be turned back,
that the minutes had passed slower,
and that time was still within our reach.
Because that letter was for you - not me meant to be cherished and forever saved
in the old oak desk that Grandpa handmade.
Sorry.
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Lyle
- Olivia Erickson
Some call it Dissociative Identity Disorder. I call him Lyle.
I guess to know me, you have to know Lyle, but I pity those who
only know Lyle. I pity those who only know Alfred, too, though.
When I was a kid my parents told me he was my imaginary friend,
just imaginary. Doctors told me there were pills that could get rid
of him but that’s poppycock. Why would I want to get rid of him?
What would I do without him? He’s the only one who under
stands.
Lyle and I have been through a lot together, but what
we’re going through now might be the hardest thing. I can’t see
my grandkids anymore ‘cause Lyle tried laying a beating on my
grandson for tying my shoes together when I fell sleep in the easy
chair. Carl told me I was unsafe, irrational, and out of control, and
I could no longer see his children. Lyle didn’t stick around for that,
though. It was just me listening to my crying son banishing me.
Lyle does that a lot, leaves me to deal with the consequences.

They’re not all bad, though. In fifth grade, Lyle made me
kiss Mary Beth Swanson. She was kind of chunky and plain, but
she was the first girl to get boobs, and that made her special. He
got me on my tiptoes and pressed my lips against hers. They were
soft like velvet and tasted like a root-beer barrel candy. After it
happened, I stepped back, closed my eyes, and waited to feel her
cold hand slap across my face. To my surprise, she didn’t hit me.
She kissed me back and almost knocked me on my bottom. I had
a grin on my face that lasted a week. That’s why I can’t get rid of
Lyle.
My wife, Dorothy, is going to visit Carl and the kids today.
Lyle is making me go to the titty bar, during the day. Goddamn
it. It is dirty little hole at the end of the local strip mall. On the
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outside is a window with red velvet curtains pulled closed and
a sign that says ‘Deja Vu’. The inside isn’t much more appealing
my white velcro sneakers stick to the floor as I maneuver my way
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floor and the sad

smell of vodka
and regret fill
my nostrils. Were right in the front, and I’m trying so hard to stay,
Alfred. I’m blushing and looking down. I’m gone. Lyle is standing
at the edge of the stage. Lyle is on stage dancing with an almost
completely naked girl. Alfred would tell her to go back to school,
to get an education, But Lyle just slaps her on the ass. It’s tough.
It feels more like rawhide than skin. He tucks dollar bills into her
small g-string and sways behind her. Lyle is on his back on stage
as paramedics load him onto a stretcher. Lyle doesn’t know about
our heart condition, or he forgot, or he doesn’t care.

I’m in the hospital, in a scratchy ugly blue gown with white
bunnies on it. There are all sorts of wires and machines plugged
into my arms and beeping. Judging by the heart monitor standing
next to the bed near my head, this isn’t good. I shouldn’t be here,
Lyle should. I didn’t try to dance with a stripper. My wife rushes in
and the doctor explains I had a heart attack, while at the strip club.
I glance away and stare at the scratchy blue blanket covering my
lower half, as she turns to look at me. There is a mix of kindness
and pity on her face and she just whispers “Lyle.” How does this
woman do it? How can she still be with us ... me? Lyle used to be
good to her. He used to love her as much as I do. But now Lyle is
bitter, he thinks she holds us back. He’s wrong. Why can’t he look
at her the way he did when he pushed me to one knee and pulled a
ring out of my pocket. She looked beautiful that day. She was in a
pink dress that just covered her knees, her perfect knees. Her hair
was down. It used to go all the way to her waist and, before it went
white, it was the perfect shade of shiny gold. Her face was soft, it
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always was. She had the rosiest cheeks of any girl out there. We
knew she was the one as soon as we met her. The one we would
torture for the next fifty years. Lyle and I would make her life hell.
We would leave her at a bar one night after a fight, that was my
fault. We would crash her, stand her up, and the list goes on an on.

She crawls into the bed with me, wedging herself between
the rail on the side and my body. She holds my hand and says,
“Lyle, I’ll be damned if you kill my husband.” I turn to her
and cry onto her shoulder like a child. I cry like I had when I got
caught beating our cat and my mother screamed, and cried, and
smacked me on the back of the head. I tried to blame it on Lyle,
and she just yelled at me, told me I was too old to be blaming

“I weep because I know in a few mo-
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ments Lyle will stop my tears and
continue to rum my life.

friend, i ran

and cried for

hours. I even tried to beat Lyle out of my head, but that just made
me cry more. It was an angry and hurt cry, and that’s how I cry
now. I cry because my wife loves me and I’ll never be good enough
for her, and Lyle will never be good enough to her. I cry because
I had a heart attack at a strip club. A fucking strip club at 70 years
old. I cry because I can’t see my grandkids, and I weep because I
know in a few moments Lyle will stop my tears and continue to
ruin my life.

K

Three days later Dorothy checks me out, with the instruc
tions of no more strip clubs from the doctor. Lyle is sorry. To
make it up to me he takes out Dorothy. He takes her dancing and
laughs with her and reminisces with her about the good old days,
forgetting completely the heart attack we just suffered. He brings
her home and lets me make love to her. Her body is the same as
it was when we were in our twenties, except a little more broken
in.lt was slow and quick but it was glorious. I forgive him, so does
Dorothy, because this is what Lyle does.
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In the morning She starts cooking breakfast and shows me pic
tures of the grandkids from her visit. I put my head in my hands
count three deep breaths and look at my wife.
“Should I get on medication?”
“Only if you want to. Carl would appreciate it.”
“I know. I think I need to. I just feel like I’d be letting go of
a big part of me.”
“Sometimes letting go is healthy, Alfred, especially after
your heart attack. You scared the beejesus out of me.”
“I’m gonna do it. I’ll go to the doctor tomorrow.”

Lyle goes to the doctor’s office. He know something is up.
He yells at Dorothy, tells her she is a stupid old cow. Goddamn it,
Lyle. Dorothy pulls the doctor aside and explains everything. Lyle
doesn’t talk to her. She gives me the prescription at home. I call
Carl. He says that, with medication, I’ll be allowed around the kids
again. I take a glass of water and the pills into the bathroom.
On my way I pass the picture that has been framed in our
home since we first moved in. It is our high school selves taken
not long after we met. Dorothy moved into town my freshman
year of high school. She was always nice to me. She was the first
person outside my family to find out about Lyle. To everyone I’d
grown up with I was crazy Al, to her I was a person. And she was
the one who defended me when all the kids made fun of me. I
knew from the moment I met her I would spend the rest of my life
her, and I had accomplished just that.

I stand at the sink and stare at my own reflection. I look
old and worn. My once electric blue eyes have faded, like an old
worn out pair of jeans they almost lack color all together. My thin
white hair sticks up like the time i stuck my finger in the light
socket. My nose looks more crooked than ever, and my wrinkles
more deep. What am I doing? I can’t get rid of Lyle without losing
so much of myself and my life. He’s the only one that’s been there
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for me, the only one who understands me. Without him there is

0HCe e^eC^C ^Ue eyeS have fadson, there’s ed, like an old worn out pair ofjeans
Domthy71118^^ almost lack color all together.”
Beth Swan-

and there’s no making love to her at seventy years old. Everyone
can live without Lyle, except me. I open the medicine cabinet and
pull out the sleeping pills. Goodbye Lyle, Goodbye Alfred.
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The History in a Hand
- Kelsey Fallis
His hands cracked like stretches of flat desert
bore callouses that rose like small mountains
from his palms. They bragged pianist’s fingers
that streamed like a sinuous river - steady
and sure. Under sun-browned skin stretched
taught over the back of his hand flowed pure
unadulterated Montana blood.
Trail dust rose from rhythmic hooves
that sidestepped cacti and stumbled
over sturdy sagebrush. After the rare event
of rain, sagebrush filled the air with its sweet
minty odor. The man’s strong hands gripped
reins tightly, feeling every fleck of sand
contrast with leather worn smooth.

His hands, those hands, the hands that roped
cattle and corralled offspring running rampant
were weary as the collapsing fences. Lines
on palms resembled frown lines as joints
mourned their loss of flexibility and swelled
around his golden band of promise like pregnant
heifers in March bellowing their discomfort.

“Saddle up” the man swung the scuffed saddle
over his gelding’s back, clamping his lips
against dust, hair floating through the air
and listened for the familiar slap of stirrups
against solid horse sides. The dark morning
pushing in like a cowboy hat grown too small, he
hoisted himself up with tired hands, sighing.
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With fingers gone crooked, no longer those
of a pianist, his hands resembled tangled
weeds in the garden long overgrown. Wrinkles
and veins stood out like ridges protruding
from the land his cattle once roamed. Those aching
hands history had scribbled upon lay listless
as decaying hay bales left in the fields.

His mind, riddled with holes like the rickety
barn, struggled to find memories. His hands
twisted nervously like a captured stallion.
Those hands drove him through life, as imperative
as the musty leather reins on his horse
and jingling spurs on his boots. Through
brittle mind, brittle body, and brittle memory
ran pure unadulterated Montana blood.
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Soiled
- Adam Lythgoe
“C’mon, Cyril, I need you to roll over or let me take you to
the toilet.”
“C’mon whatever! I’m too tired to get out of this bed.
Clean me here.”
I worked as a Certified Nursing Assistant (or CNA for
those of you, like me, who are into acronyms) in a small nursing
home literally out in the middle of nowhere in central Montana. I
mean it. It was so rural that the deer would come out of the woods
to look in our windows for what I assumed at the time was for
their entertainment. At least I was entertained, which was prob
ably why I stayed in that job longer than any other I ever had. Be
ing a CNA, you lived in a kind of terror of the inevitable call-light.
Sometimes they weren’t bad, like when some older guy or gal is
missing their TV remote, and you get to fix the problem with a
quick check under the bed or in a dresser drawer, or, my personal
favorite, in the bed sheets, and meet with immediate and heartfelt
thanks. Those were the best call-lights to answer. And then you
have the other ones involving 350 pound guys that resemble Jerry
Garcia, only much uglier, sitting in a puddle of molten diarrhea.
These were never fun, especially if the resident is not inclined to
wanting to help you out: Meet Cyril.

“Seriously, Cyril, it’s much easier for me to clean... this.
.. up and much more comfortable for you to get out of the bed
and meet me at the toilet,” I said this with a waving motion of my
hands indicating the entire bed and walls, slightly exaggerated but
I dare say not by much.
The shoulder-length hair and full beard swished against
the pillow and faded t-shirt of the aged Vietnam vet. “No way. My
knees and ankles are killing me too much today. I can’t move.”
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I sighed, knowing the comment was largely bullshit and
knew I was going to need help. Reaching out to the wall above
him and grabbing a pair of gloves from the holder with one hand,
I pushed the send button to the radio clipped to the neck of my
scrub-top with my other, “I need assistance for a Code Brown in
room 125.
“It was so rural that the deer would Anyone avail
come out of the woods to look in our able?”

windows for what I assumed at the
time was for their entertainment”

“On my way,”
replied a voice
I did not
immediately recognize. My focus remained on assessing the fluid
dynamics of the physics problem in front of me, and that kind of
science was never my strength. Come to think of it, I used to like
biology until I realized how much of it involved shit. I went back
to Cyril’s closet and grabbed a second bag of disposable wipes and
a new mattress cover.

I unhitched the corners of the elastic-edged mattress cover
on the bed, removed the pillows and sheets, and set all of my items
close by on top of the wheeled endtable for the inevitable bedchange. When everything was ready, I asked Cyril to help me roll
him over to the wall. Of course, Cyril did not want to help beyond
providing commentary and anecdotal physical support. “I can’t
roll over all that good, could you give me a push?”
“Yeah, Cyril. I know. Je-sus, Cyril, what did you eat?”
“Your chow hall, man.”
The rounded body had the light brown ichor seeping from
the mid-back to the lower thighs and the turning of the resident
left a slight impression in the mattress where the liquid pooled.
The briny aroma left tendrils of human waste sticking to the skin
like so much swamp-slime to an algae covered rock. I began
breathing through my mouth to keep the smell from making me
even though it still brought some tears to my eyes.
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I looked down for my plastic-lined trashcan and hooked it with
my foot and lower leg to move it closer. This was not going to be a
quick clean-up.
My focus involuntarily shifted to a pearly object in the cen
ter of the fondue, something that looked like a tooth, but I guessed
out loud at what it could be because I couldn’t remember the last
time it was on the menu. I resisted the urge to poke at it: “Cyril,
when was the last time you ate corn?”
“1986.1 refuse to eat it because it gives me gas.”

I shrugged. I guess it could have been a partial garbanzo
bean from lunch the day before. I shook my head at myself for
thinking about food items in response to what was in front of me.
Sadly, as a CNA, I have had more conversations involving crap
than I care to remember. Color, texture, size, most of these pieces
of information have to be included in the charting for each resi
dent, but sometimes the information haunts you well after work.
Other times I wondered if I could get a grant from the Depart
ment of Defense if I took a specimen and sent it to them in the
hopes of finding the
latest WMD for their “I have had more conversations
Bioweapons division. involving crap than I care to
Still, I would have to
put my name on the remember”
sample, and that kind of infamy was something I could avoid. The
only other kind of infamy worse than that was coming on to a
coworker in an unwelcoming way.

Using my left hand to keep the rotund resident over on
his side, my right began the process of grabbing a wipe and mop
ping up fecal liquid, grabbing and mopping, grabbing and wiping,
grabbing and smearing, cursing, and polishing. I completed half
the job by the time my support arrived.
The door opened and closed behind me, followed by a low
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voice that sounded a little like Kathleen Turner, “What do you
want me to do?”
“Thanks for coming. If you hold him up I think I can get
the rest.” I really like the sound of Kathleen Turners sultry voice.
As a pubescent kid, I watched the Romancing the Stone movies
more than I like to admit.

She took a position to my left and her gloved hands took
hold of Cyrils hip and shoulder. I was pleased by the air of laven
der that interfered with the overwhelming fumes of noxious shit.
Even Cyril noticed and looked over his shoulder, expressing a
whoop of satisfaction by saying “Hey, New Girl!”
“Now, now, Cyril, please don’t scare her away yet. I need
you to open your legs a little so I can get your Jimmy -“
“I don’t know if that’s a good idea, Ben. I think I’m getting
a chubby.”
I stopped and took a quick look at the petite blonde
haired, blue-eyed vision that stood to my left before saying, “Geez,
that wasn’t the least bit uncomfortable, was it?”
“Yeah,” she said as she looked down, blushing slightly.
Or maybe it was just exertion, it’s hard to tell sometimes when
you’re elbow-deep in this situation. The muscles in her forearms
uncoiled and flexed noticeably as her unblemished face took on a
look of intensity and seriousness that I have never felt in the five
years that I had worked as a CNA. She was quite nice to look at
compared to the Quarter-Pounder-with-Cheese-toting bevy of
rural Montana girls that I normally work with. You know, the kind
that can outbelch you, fix a carburetor, and are really good with an
axe? In comparison to the norm, this diminutive girl, probably in
her mid-twenties, seemed out of place in this environment, with
its rough language and coarse mores. I half expected to see her
face on the side of a milk carton. Did her parents know where she
was?

Residents of girth often have areas of skin that overlap or
capture liquids in cavernous pockets which take an expert spe-
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lunker to find. My gloved fingers probed the folds with muddy
results. I was reminded of opening a can of Dinty More beef stew
and the gelatinous stuff that sits ((T
• j j r
on top of the similarly colored
* WttS reminded OJ Open

ed textured material in front oilng a can of Dinty More
me. I slithered in deep between ,
r
- ,
t
the crease where the legs met, beef stew and the gelati
the wipe covered forefinger
nous stuff that sits on top
meeting the back of Cyril’s scro
of the similarly colored
tum.
“Whoa! Watch it, pil
and textured material in
grim! I may have to ask for your £
£
n
hand in marriage!”
front Of me.
“Sorry, Cyril. This would be easier if you could get out of
the bed.”
“—And miss out on the New Girl putting her hands on
me? Forget it.”
At this comment, I stole another glimpse of my help. She
was a head shorter than me and elfin-like with hands that were
miniaturized but strong looking, her fingers slender and long with
red nail polish that could be seen through the translucent cover
ing of the clear latex-free gloves. I continued wiping as my eyes
wandered down to her tennis-shoed feet, which were also small at
the ends of the light green color of the tie up scrubs that she wore.
I wondered if her toenails were similarly painted. I looked up to
see her adjust her grip on Cyril’s hip and I peeled more handwipes
from the package, concentrating on cleaning the plump yet hairy
backs of the man’s thighs.

During my beginning of shift report, I remembered see
ing the new girl for only a second as she popped into and out of
the charting room. Sadly, I was composing information onto my
worksheet and did not have the time to listen to Gary Wright’s
immortal song “Dreamweaver” spontaneously harmonizing in my
head. Oddly, I now felt the urge to start humming it when the pro-
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verbial fit hit the shan: the event was so horrible that it still haunts
my nightmares and leaves my mind partially broken and scarred.
As if the bedchange itself wasn’t bad enough.
A low growl and rumble vibrated through our hands and
the bed we leaned on. The premonition escaped me because I
wanted to engage my coworker in conversation, but I was quick to
rip out a few supporting wipes from the bag before Cyril farted,
blasting away the gentle smell of lavender with something that
reminded me of rotten kelp and sunbaked roadkill. The new girl
dipped to her left a little, putting her lower face into her left shoul
der, and I brought a wipe-covered hand up to his asshole in the
hopes of avoiding splatter. “Cyril, Goddammit, am I gonna have to
find a cork?”
“Ha! I guess it wasn’t a chubby afterall.” Cyril looked over
his shoulder again and said, “Sorry, sweetheart. I hope this doesn’t
wreck my odds for asking you out.”
“Cyril, remind me to give you the lecture on tact later. I
think I’m ready for him to roll over,” I said as I first tucked the
extra large tape-up brief then the fresh mattress cover underneath
wh^n^freshS

“Cyril farted, blasting away the

eruption chunk-

gentle smell of lavender with
something that reminded me of

dy oozed forth
from the canyon
°
J
between his
rotten kelp and sunbaked roadcheeks and onto
i„
the bright white
interior of the adult diaper, I mean brief. For the sake of dignity,
CNAs are taught to never refer to the undergarments as diapers,
but briefs. Babies wear diapers. “No, put him back on his side. I
have another flood.”
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My partner’s small hands pushed up but I could see her
shaking from exertion. I reached out to help move him back on
his side, the outside of my left hand brushing the side of her right
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breast underneath the seemingly thin material of her scrub top.
My hand met the bottom of Cyril’s rib cage as we hauled him over
and my partner’s posture immediately stiffened as a loud pause
passed between us.
“Shit! I’m so sorry—“
“—Don’t worry about it. Let’s just get him cleaned up,” she
said, moving slightly away from me in what could only be seen as
a protective posture from my amateur assault on her wholesome
ness.

The outside of my left hand felt warm, like it was blush
ing. The memory of the touch radiated up my arm and tickled the
possibility in the romantic centers in my brain, making me want
to focus on the task at hand but still feeling the ethereal presence
of the C-cupped wonders so close. I was careful to remove my left
hand from the ribcage to place it near her right hand on Cyril’s
hip. From Cyril: “Lay down. Roll over. Would you guys make up
your fucking minds - I’m getting seasick over here.”
I snorted before saying, while pulling out the stained brief,
“Cyril, I thought you were done pooping.”
“Yeah, well, the body’s never good about predicting some
things. It’s like a weatherman.”
“That’s deep, Cyril. I think I got it all, Ma’am,” I shook my
head at my partner with the swipe of the wipe and the tuck of the
fresh brief under Cyril. That was when I caught the light brown
greasy stripe going across the right breast of her uniform top. My
heart stopped and then was pounding in my throat.
Cyril rolled onto his back and looked up at my coworker
with a wolfish smile, “So, what’s your name, darlin’?”
I found myself inadvertently holding my breath as I lis
tened for a response, pretending to be busy wiping the front of the
man’s genitals. Come to think of it, as hairy as Cyril was I guess
there really was no pretending involved. Shit and long pubic hair
do not mix, much like oil and water or drinking and driving. I
continued to peck at the wipe bag as I scrubbed the forest. I was
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reminded of the cleanup efforts of the Exxon Valdez oilspill in the
late 1980s with small furry woodland creatures caked in crude.
One could understand why they died looking miserable.
The new girl leaned forward to look down at Cyril and,
with a slightly flirtatious smile that exposed a healthy mouthful of
pearly white teeth, she cocked her head and breathed, “My name’s
Leanna. Don’t call me ‘darlin’unless you’re taking me out to dinner.
“And that doesn’t mean the dining room, Cyril. You’re
banned from it until I can talk to the cook about your diet,” I
chimed in as I lifted up his scrotum to clean around and behind it.
Cyril grunted but continued to smile at Leanna.

I looked at Leanna and indicated that we needed to roll
Cyril towards us to complete the bedchange, “Alright Cyril, I need
you to roll slightly towards us so we can get your brief and sheets
under you. Ready?”
“I’d do anything to face this angel.”
She did kind of resemble an angel in one of those pictures
in some of the residents’ old-timey Bibles. The ones with the
leather covers and family trees sketched in the inside cover pages.
Her complexion was fair and her skin was surprisingly radiant and
smooth, making the nose ring in her left nostril sparkle brilliantly
against such an unblemished background.

Leanna coughed out a laugh as he rolled towards us, his
left hand lightly tapping her backside in the second he remained
on his side. We pulled the bedding and brief straight and I taped
the last part of his brief up. Leanna leaned over him to secure the
elastic corner of the bedsheet up top while I flipped over the one
at his feet. Cyril cooed as Leanna leaned over him; he tried to kick
me.
I grabbed the bed control and started to lower Cyril at the
same time Leanna reinserted the pillows and covered up the resi-
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dent. I collected up the trashbag and opened it to receive the small
pair of used gloves before tying it together. I sighed as I said, “All
done, Cyril. Thank-you, Leanna.”

“Shit and long pubic hair do not mix, much like
oil and water or drinking and driving”
She glowered back at me a moment before flipping her
blonde ponytail at me and unsmilingly saying, “Sure.” She was
nearly out the door.
“Leanna, I’m sorry about the mess to your uniform top.
Could I make it up to you with a cup of coffee or - or a bag of
pork rinds from the snack machine?” I was desperate to make a
good impression on her, but I not only had limited funds but lim
ited options working the afternoon shift in a nursing home. She
was much more impressive to look at directly rather than from the
corner of your eye.
She held the door in her hands, leaning inside with her
body out in the hall. “No, thank-you,” she replied, smiling painful
ly and looking at me with her surreal blue eyes in a kind of horror
that I thought was reserved only for rapists and child molesters
before she solidly closed the door behind her.
I must have stared a moment too long at the doorway
because Cyril was speaking to me and I didn’t understand him. I
turned to him and shook my head, saying “What—?”
“I said that she is cute. She’s got a tight butt, too. But let’s
face it, Ben, you killed your chances when you wiped shit on her.
That and staring at her feet generally make a guy look creepy to
any young hottie like that.”
“I wasn’t staring at her feet.”
“Pul-ease, Ben. The humidity went up noticeably when
you did. I had to fart to bring in a little levity to your going into
heat right then and there, you fucking pervert.”
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Midnight Walk
- Cody Nichter
We wander down endless rain-covered roads
On a cool breeze night filled with power
Lines buzzing and screeching animal cries.

Glistening dew drops descend sharp
Blades of wild Montana grass and drip
To the ground like an untrained acrobat falling
From a high wire. Puddles of muddy water,
Still as spooked whitetail deer, reflect our life’s
Story back upon us. Street lights flicker to the beat
Of our darkest fears, sending our eyes dashing
Behind to the past, and ahead to the future.
Do footfalls follow, leaving no real sound
But the thump of our hearts and reeling of our brains?

When we cease walking we will look at the stars
Shining down, and forget about our troubles.
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There is nothing to writing. All you
do is sit down at a typewriter and
bleed.

- Sweat

