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NeTE FleM THE e•1re1:
"The goal which all the Vedas declare, which all austerities aim at,
and which men desirewhen they lead the life of continence ... is
Om. This syllable Om is indeed Brahman. Whosoever knows this
syllable obtains all that he desires . This is the best support; this is
the highest support. Whosoever knows this support is adored in the
world of Brahma."
- Katha Upanishad I

OM [awm] -noun
•

a mantric word thought to be a complete expression of Brahman and
interpreted as having three sounds representing Brahma or creation ,
Vishnu or preservation , and Siva or destruction, or as consisting of
the same three sounds , representing waking , dreams , and deep
sleep, along with the following silence, which is fulfillment.

•

a mantra consisting of the sound \om\ and used in contemplation of
ultimate reality

•

Before creation began it was "Shunyakasha", the emptiness or the
void . Shunyakasha, meaning literally "no sky ", is more than nothingness, because everything then existed in a latent state of potentiality.
The vibration of "AUM" symbolizes the manifestation of God in form
("saguna brahman").

Ohm [ohm] -noun
•

Ohm's Law defines the relationships between (P) power, (E) volt
age, (I) current, and (R) resistance.

•

The unit of measurement of electrical resistance in a material.
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And, so
on the terms of exotic play
far away
the worries of the city
trail behind the bus.
In dust.

Old City Exchange
Lyuba Basin

Between Roman columns ,
the flooding sea
takes over
erasing the prints in sand
that I left,
or maybe imagined.
Sullen steps to the wall ,
paper in hand .
How do I ask
for peace?
If God will even listen ...
Women in swaying trance,
religious dance,
rocking side to side.
Whisper holy words
to holy words .
I'm being pulled to the lime
approaching the wall with no scripts
just mind.
And , so
my voice gets lost
in the echoes ,
in the remnants of prayer
fragmented wishes.
Then a kiss.
Then,
a temporary death.
Her body falls
receiving an answer.

Cloudy Perspective
Elizabeth /-lenline

Shadows,
I always seem to be standing
in someone else's shadows.
Dancing around in circles,
never twirling
like I would dream when I was a girl ..
I wish I was a girl.
You say,
at least I don't know what I'm missing.
I say,
second choice has a selfish motive ,
I'll grow accustom to the taste.
Weill hate the taste.
All of this red wine and
I'm still not any younger.
I may not be in love but my head is swimming.
The bottom of this bottle
looks an awful lot like freedom.
and tonight,
that's good enough for me.

Poetry
Emalee Pope

Poetry is not for me
My mother does not understand.
She writes as if to make her free
but I feel as if in loose sand
The rhyme makes my head buzz
the imagery leaves me in a spin
When I try to write it's fuzz
I feel as if I'll never win
But when I read a well writ' poem
my heart flies above a cloud
and I feel as if I arrived at home
and then I know what makes her proud.
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Love Couldn't Wait, and Neither Could We
Chelsea Crafts

The sunshine woke me up that morning as it beamed into the LA
hotel room. Although the excitement kept me up most of the night,
I had no problem waking up and getting out of bed. I went through
my ordinary routine ; shower, makeup, hair, but this wasn't just an
ordinary day. It would be one of the best days of my life. Nothing
could get me down today, not even the frustration of curling my
stubborn hair or the lack of sleep I had the night before. As I was
getting ready, I was thinking about that beautiful dress I had picked
out months ago. It was perfect. Traditional white, and sparkly. I was
mostly excited for him to finally see it, and see me in it. My stomach
fluttered as it was time for us to leave the hotel. We had a small
breakfast at the Starbucks that was conveniently in the hotel lobby.
We got in the car, and headed along the ocean , up the California
coast.
Although our families did not know it yet, today was our wedding
day; the day we had been secretly planning for months was finally
here. Everyone should be getting their announcements today, and
we hoped they would all understand our decision to elope. The spot
the officiant had recommended to us was in Malibu, a beach called
Point Dume. It was about an hour away from our hotel. We had driven
there the night before to pick the exact spot we would be married.
On the sand , in between a huge rocky cliff and the ocean, was
the amazing spot that we selected. On the ride there it was almost
like we were sixteen years old, on our first date. Wide eyed and
"twitterpated " is the only way I can describe it. "Are you nervous?" I
asked him .
"Not at all, are you?"
"Butterflies are going crazy, but only from excitement. I am going to
be your wife."
"And I'm going to be your husband."
I was a little nervous, as the news said there was suppose to be
a little rain that day, but the weather that morning was perfect. It
was about 75 degrees, with a slight breeze. The air was salty, but
refreshing. Everything was so green and it almost felt like spring,
even though it was November. When we got to the beach, I had to
figure out how to get my dress on. I ended up getting dressed in the
back seat of my tiny Volkswagen Jetta. It was quite hilarious. As I
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was struggling into my dress, Jason got out to meet the officiant. His
name was Chris, and he was tall with curly blonde hair, wearing a
simple black suite. I got out of the car, and I could see Jason's eyes
start to tear. This was the first time he had seen me in my dress and
it was the reaction I had been anticipating. As he walked up to me,
I could see the captivation in his face. He stared for a minute, and
then hugged me. "You look so beautiful, " he whispered.
The ceremony was short and intimate. We said vows, and exchanged
rings as the waves crashed against the rocks, just as we imagined.
Better then we imagined. "Jason, you may kiss your bride," Chris
finally said. I couldn't have dreamed of anything more perfect. The
moment I had spent so much time planning and thinking about was
now over. I have a husband. I have my own little family now, with
all of the love and hope that comes with it. We signed our marriage
certificate and thanked Chris as we shook his hand. We sat on the
beach for a minute, taking in what had just happened. Replaying it in
our heads. Smiling and laughing.
We spent the next two hours , or so, taking pictures. We just had
our little camera with a tripod. It was working well and we were
getting some amazing pictures and having so much fun. Everyone
congratulated us as they walked by. This older man walked up to
us with a big professional looking camera strapped around his
neck. He was wearing a light blue jean material, button-up shirt with
jeans and brown hiking shoes. "Did you guys just get married? "
he asked. "Yes! " we replied . He was there taking pictures of the
dolphins that you could see from shore and he must have felt bad
for us with our little camera and the ten seconds we had to get in
place before the picture took. He offered to take some pictures for us
and explained that he would just email them to us, at no cost. How
could we refuse that? We spent about a half hour taking pictures
with him. Miraculously, we even got one with a dolphin jumping out
of the water. At this point, I couldn't even imagine this day getting
any better. I gave him my email (surprisingly, a few weeks later, I
did receive and e-mail with all of the pictures) and thanked him for
his time . As our tummies growled, we decided it was time to find
something for lunch.
As we were strolling along the pier, trying to find something to eat ,
the calls from our families started pouring in. There were so many
different emotions thrown at us. Mad, sad, happy, shocked, cheerful,
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with a lot of laughter, tears , congrats, and what were you thinking?
We expected this, but weren't prepared for it. We were especially
unprepared for both of our mother's reactions . My mom was very
sad that she didn't get to see her daughter get married, and his
mom was just really mad! She wouldn't even talk to us. Luckily, we
were going to be on a cruise ship for the next week, giving everyone
time to calm down. We ate lunch on the pier and walked around for a
little bit. Although the pier and beach were extremely busy, it felt like
we were the only two people in the world. This was our day.
As a young girl , I had never really thought about my wedding day.
The big, extravagant wedding that lots of girls dream about was
never very important to me. I didn't want to worry about who I was
going to invite, and who I was going to offend by not inviting. All
that I wanted was an amazing husband, and that is exactly what I
got. Although they were upset at first, our families understand and
appreciate this now. Looking at the wedding picture, hanging in the
living room, I so vividly go back to that day. I can smell the salty air
and feel the sand between my toes beneath my big , white wedding
dress. I still feel like that 18 year-old girl, so infatuated with this
amazing man who I come to appreciate more and more every day.
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Wait
Megan Weiler

Checking, checking
Am I ready?
No.
Put it off
Another day checking
No money
Put it off
Another day, time off work
No.
Put it off
The pain reminding me
Piercing my cheek
I can't go
They're out of the office
Put it off

Love ... d
Chelsea Goddard

reflections never looked so foreign
pain never felt so familiar
put it all on me
I did it to myself
stand on my shoulders to keep your head above water
I volunteered
too late to change my mind
you won't let me let you go
this hatred only pulls me closer
I'd rather be lonely beside you
than lonely by myself
do and scream what you want
I'm stronger than you
I'll take the blows
I'll inhale the lies you breathe
inject your poison deeper
I've felt worse than this
but that was tomorrow ...
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Most Importantly, the Tile
Timothy Boulanger

I am every drop of water
cascading down your breasts,
only to fall to the ground and wash
down the drain
having known the comfort of your skin,
if only momentarily.
I am the soft, thirsty fibers
of the towel that you run up your
thigh, drying you.
Keeping you from the chill of the air.
I long to glide across the contours of your soft milkiness
and actually know you,
intimately.
And yet I am the selfish, merciless, cold tile
that tortures the cones of your toes
and makes you shift anxiously from your
left foot
to your right foot
back to your left foot again.

Entitled
Jasper Spence

Remember the days we've spilt our luck
suckling at the brim of an empty goblet ,
tittered thrones for youth once old.
Frothing on sips, understood
as adults - there was no crown I Inept
to fall towards meaning, I am: lost
without kingdom , change without want
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Programmed
Michelle P. Garcia

I couldn't let Vida activate the Artificially Sentient Consciousness-or
A.S.C.-she called Ai . I just couldn't. "Vida, it's not too late."
Even as the words came out of my mouth I saw it tap its
small, pale fingers as though it were listening to music I couldn't
hear, and lick its lips as though they were dry, and-worse-blink as
it stared at me. It even shifted in its seat to get more comfortable.
I wanted to hurl on the clean white tiles of Vida 's home
lab, but I was frozen in its gaze. Ai looked like a six-year-old Snow
White-it had short black hair, long lashes, big brown eyes ...
"Ai is the future." Vida brushed its hair and settled its dress.
"Ai is a machine. It 's not even a living thing. "
"Of course she is," Vida said. She sounded hurt. "She can
grow and move and she reacts to stimuli. Watch ." Vida took its
hand and Ai closed its fingers softly around Vida's hand. "Isn't she
amazing? She's just not fully activated yet. She's taking in information
and processing it without making any judgments about it. That'll
change tonight. "
I didn 't understand how any of it worked-Vida was the one
with Ph Os in Biological Engineering, Genetics, and who knew what
else-but in time Ai 's hair would grow, its nails would grow, it would
grow from a child of maybe six to an adult, even though she had
been created only in the past few months .
To Vida it was human.
"You can't activate it. It's not human. It 's dangerous ," I said.
"Leave her as she is ."
"She's just a child. "
"But you made her stronger and smarter. And she'll learn ...
she'll be able to change .... for the worst."
Vida pursed her lips. "Just as any child has the potential for.
She can do no worse to people as people do to each other. " Vida
touched her long, elegant fingers against Ai's cheek and it cocked
its head , but didn 't take her eyes off me. "She's programmed with
empathy, compassion, feelings , humanity. She's meant to be an
improvement over our generation. She'll see patterns even better
than we do, learn faster than we do."
That subtle touch put me on edge. I knew without a doubt
she loved it. "You mean that this machine is an improvement over
humanity."
Vida snorted, but ignored my comment. "Tonight she'll
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dream-something we still don't understand. Imagine what her
advanced mind will make of ... "
"Can you hear yourself?" I wanted to grab Vida and shake
her. No, I wanted to grab Ai and ... and ..
"What about souls? I know you believe we have souls," I
said. Tonight Ai would be fully activated, and tomorrow Vida would
show it to the world , try to justify its existence-encourage the
creation of more like her. "A machine can't possibly have a soul. It
can 't have a soul."
"She, she, she, she! Ai is a she, not an it." Vida took a few
deep breaths and still wouldn't look at me. Ai glanced at Vida, but
her expression-her lack of expression-didn 't change. "We're all
just great machines ; we replace our own parts , but we're just great
machines. I believe we have souls. If Ai can think and grow and
change and have feelings, why can't she have a soul?"
I knew I was losing ground. "Because it's not human, it's not
real and it's not. .. "
Vida turned, daring me to finish my sentence with her
beautiful brown eyes. She knew instinctively what my last argument
would be.
I took her dare. "I know you want a child , but this thing isn't a
replacement for the child you can't have."
Vida stood to her full height and touched a hand to her
stomach . She looked away. "Get out. Get out! "
"Vida, that thing can't. .. "
"Out!"
So I left and returned that night when I knew Vida would be
asleep, and slipped inside through the back to destroy Ai. I knew she
wouldn't be awake too late, and I hoped she hadn't gone through
with fully activating Ai. I checked her lab first, but didn't find Ai
sitting where she had stared at me with a blank, lifeless expression .
I avoided Vida's room-I couldn 't bring myself to accept the idea
that she would allow it to sleep there ... with her. Only one room left to
check, but there was little logic in stashing Ai in that last room-the
storage room.
Some part of me lost all respect for Vida when I opened the
door to her third and final room, and found it converted to a child 's
bedroom. The white walls had been covered with some exuberant
and nauseating wallpaper of animals I could hardly make out in the
dim light; the wood floor bore an oversized and overly-shaggy rug
that sucked my foot into its pink and yellow polka-dot pattern when I
stepped on it; a nightlight in the corner cast deformed shadows upon
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the wall, and an army of stuffed animals sat at attention in the other
corner.
I had expected Ai to be sitting on the bed in its little dress,
staring at me, but that was not the case. A lump in the bed attracted
my eye. When I pulled the covers I found it sleeping. Sleeping! Why
did a robot need to sleep? No, a robot doesn't sleep. It must have
been hibernating , as a computer does when left untouched.
Ai stirred.
I held my breath.
It turned and frowned in its sleep. Its eyes opened.
My hand tightened around the wrench I had brought with me
to destroy it.
For an entire minute we regarded each other there, in the
room made for an innocent chi ld and occupied by something that
was the beginning of the end of mankind-a creation too smart, too
strong, and worst of all, too consc ious of itself to be contro lled for
long .
Ai blinked a few times. It yawned. It opened its mouth and
said, "Who are you?"
The thing can already speak'
My hands shook uncontrollably as I raised the wrench above
Ai 's head.
Ai looked surprised , and then it looked confused . It spoke
too quietly for anyone to hear except me, but what it said echoed in
my ears. "Where's my mom? I want my mom."
I brought the wrench down on her head, her big brown eyes
and her small pink lips. I brought it down on her throat. Her chest.
Her stomach. Her legs. Over and over again I brought the wrench
down. All the noise was drowned out by her last words, her final
terrified look. Somewhere in the back of my mind I thought there
should be blood. There should be so much blood.
The lights turned on before I finished , and Vida stood there .
She said nothing, and I couldn 't read the emotions in her eyes. I
waited for her to say something.
Nothing.
"Vida ... "
Vida took Ai's crushed hand in her own, Ai's small hand. She
took the child's crushed hand in her own.
"Vida ... "
Vida ..
"Vida say something! Say something .... please .. "
I turned to leave Vida and Ai, and Vida whispered, "She
wou ld never have done the same to you."
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Untitled
Leslie Hall

Word: Subtraction

Definition: The Difference

To Remain Hidden
We could speak of almost anything
Now I am silent beside him
I used to share our every thought and talent
Now I must divide what I used to think and what I now must think
I must divide what I used to do and what I now do
We used to meander outside together
Now I cannot venture outside without him
While he dreams of his future
I dream of our past
Our parents used to say we were each other 's shadow
Now I wish I were as free as his shadow
We were once equal in our minds
Now I am of less value
We used to be each other 's secret treasure
Now I remain inside, hidden away from the world
We used to go into the world together every day
Now I don't know where he goes everyday
We used to watch the sun fade from the sky in the evening
I watch for him every day as the sun fades
We used to be the same
Now we are different
I was alive in his past
I thought I loved him
I see shadow of the past as I remain silent and become of less value
I fade, I divide
I have become different than I was when we were together
We used to be best friends
Now I am just his wife

Definition: I am (present tense)

Word: Subtracted (past tense)

)>

I watch him

U)

impatient and boiling
danger, like splintered telescope glass
in velvet carpet, on a sinking ship punctured
by ravenous , biting hatred.

CD
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~
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Melancholy and guilt laden a second's journey later
a turbulent sea mourning itself
first ship gone.

Cf)

CD

One mistake and he crinkles inside,
like paper,
then lights the fault on fire.
He launches the flame .
The pirate in his blood is demanding and
fierce for power.

0...

Anger is his tears
Hopelessness his crown
Patience ... the plank about to break.

:J
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~

CD
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Unsure why he lashes himself at the post
or yells on the soapbox
facing the tipping
breaking mirror.
Just know he eats his own
Soul and
the man once there dives for cover
against the rocks of an angry sea.
His music is like seasickness,
the lyrics vomit.
I watch him choke on the brain wave
which threatens to drown him.
Chaos . No rhythm. Just loud.
Why choose this pair of eyes?
A monster cannibalizing its own flesh ,
you decide your horizon.

Balloon Metaphor
Tamara Larson

Your balloon is shiny, it's also flat and ripped.
Will that be the metaphor for your whole life?
How old will you be when you give birth to a poor child of your own?
Will the poverty cycle repeat.
Hannah Montana on TV, chances you will never have .
When will the hopelessness get to you and drag u down.
Chances are u already feel it and expect to be a victim like we do.

Neighborhoods like this try to steal your soul.
They use it to pay for others' drug habit.
Can u run fast enough to not fall I'm still trying to win the race.
The memory's will try to deceive you with the pretty parts
and whisper to you , it wasn't so bad
yell and scream out your anger
you no doubt will hear the word bitch aimed your way,
it means you're escaping
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What Have I Written Worth Submitting

?

Steven Butler

I've written God, the blue-eyed man wrapped in white
I've written Time ... and History
poverty, wealth and War
I have written
Sex
The obnoxious crudeness within
my ceiling and my walls
I've written Bombs and machine guns
Murder
Love
And drugs
I've written to, and for empty glass bottles
Empty wishes
... an empty stomach curled up in the fetal position
I've written blood
the way it tickles
... how I admire teeth marks in my knuckles, stains on my knee
I've written the Sun and all of the darkness untouched
I've written Me
Before, during , and after War
Post-storm stillness ... an explosion of calm
Calm ...
before the storm
... is bullshit
I've written death, and suicide, the contrast of blood and breathing
I've written handcuffs, lies . . .
. . . the insides of wedded womens thighs
I've written over a hundred unanswered letters to a single woman
.. my wife
my mistaken anchor for life, gone, libidinously indulging in another
man's arms
I've written nothing
especially tonight ...
Destroy this

Counting How Far
Gary Howard

What did I remember
From my window to the street
How many cars passed
How in summer
I would watch twilight
Peel back the leaves
From their branches
All cast in the
Autumnal glow
Of sunset
There are memories
From a child's bed
As I wondered if somehow
The light would steal me
Spiriting me away with its
Last sharp angles
Staccato-like upon the carpet
See my parents
Banishing me
To bed early
For my sudden solar flares
Of undiminished abandon

And once there
The bed binding me fast
Like Ulysses secured
Tightly from sirens
I remember the arc of a
Ballistically launched football
Sailing through the latticework
Of trees
The neighbors' boys' voices
Pitched just as eerily high
Everywhere these memories
Are fading like the last plucked
Keys of sonatas
But for suddenly glistening stars
Peeking out from between those leaves
I am unexpectedly filled with
Meaning and possibility
And the certain safe passage
To higher realms
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Nothing, but Sorrow
Maliviwe Mazeke

There they travelled, to a place where
They heard and saw, crying stars and deviating
Drizzling rains , thus , their eyes like a victim on the
Shores of gradually drowning Hades, o, what they
Felt was all they thought, which was nothing but a
Sorrow, nothing but a cry when they got antagonized
By frozen snows , then they had, now they have it as
Long as thou breath could only bear the lowering flying
Air, in the sight of human blow on the edges of earths' death,
0 , thou had been to curves and sights, where they sighted
Hateful flames of Babylonian; There deception and snare
Are hymns of thoughts.
There creatures occupy a mission for big city plots,
But they saw evil with their lonely open eyes, a scene
That lasted for thousand seasons , a scene that is prey,
Propagated through attractive and academic spies, the
Ones that dwelleth upon the illuminative highest stars ,
0 , what a sight they saw, what a pain they felt; their
Memory is still haunted by ghosts of silence and the
Spell of human trance. They have no sense of triumph ,
But in the world all they see is a fury of gale and storm;
0, motherland , o, motherland, what a sight of a mother
Of all children in dispersion, there she cries and cries alone;
0, they have never seen a sinking earth and never sighted a
Chess on the highest tower that drops down a wrath of terror;
0, Lord , thee shall bring light in their corridors, o, what a rest
They need! 0, God, let them go for all they care, let them die
For the truth they speak and live!
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For This Sun is My Enemy
Vanessa f-farman
I've known this sun
It never seemed so dark
Love used to dance upon it
Now I have a bleeding heart
That sun is my enemy
It probably makes you happy
The sweet glow on my window pane reminds me
of the sparkle in your eyes
I built my life around your heart
I built my heart around your life
Almost as the sun casts its ray across the sea
You left me ashore
Our love has drift away
Almost as fast as that shallow sea shall turn dark
For you have forgotten me
For I shall forget you
That sun is my enemy
Love used to dance upon it
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The Time Traveler's Handbook
Erica Broberg

The most important thing to remember is not to panic. No matter
what you might see or feel you have to remember to keep a level
head. The best way to do this is to remember that there is a reason
that the government chose you to be the first human being to try out
"the jumper." You are smart, young, and strong; add these things
to the fact that you are the one who has spent the better part of the
past five years leading the team that has been secretly developing
"the jumper" for the government and it makes you the natural
candidate to take it for its maiden run.
As you step in to "the jumper" don't think about the fact that this
machine has never been tested on humans before and you really
only have an educated guess as to what will happen. Try not to think
about the fact that this machine could fail which would probably
mean death for you and whatever you do don't remind yourself that if
the machine does work you will be taken in to the future with no idea
what to expect once you get there. As they turn on "the jumper" look
brave. Don't let the fact that you are scared and want to scream for
them to not turn it on show on your face .
When "the jumper" starts it will make a sound similar to a shotgun
going off but you expect this from all the test runs you have ran with
animals . What you will not expect is the wave of nausea, dizziness,
weakness and massive headache that you feel. Ignore these things
and after about ten minutes all that will subside because you will be
two-hundred years in the future.
It 's important for two reasons that you get your bearings and start
making observations quickly. The first reason for this is that you
only have two hours before "the jumper" wi ll bring you back to the
present. The second and most important reason is that it's possible
that you have been dropped in to a dangerous situation.
You will be surprised when you look around and there are no signs
of civilization but remember to stay calm. Pick a direction and start

i9

walking. Appreciate the beautiful nature that you are surrounded by.
Look at all the beautiful foliage that is unfamiliar to you. Listen to the
melodic sounds that the birds in the trees are making.
After about fifteen minutes of walking you should come across an old
broke down road. Follow the old road, taking note of how plants are
growing through the cracks in the pavement. You should soon see
just to the left of the road a gorgeous stream so clear that you can
see the fish as they swim by. Stay at the stream a minute and take
in the beauty of the small deer herd drinking at the lake. You should
then continue down the road and in about a mile or two you wil l
come across a small run down town.
Curiosity should get the best of you so you should go and investigate
the old buildings. As you are going through the ruins of the old
town try not to become physically ill at the sight of skeletons and
human remains that you find. Try to suppress the horror and sense
of doom you feel. Focus on trying to find out why there are so many
unburied bodies in this place. When you come across a weather
worn newspaper dispenser use a stick to break the glass and find
discolored but still legible newspapers inside.
As you are reading one of the old newspapers the first thing that
you might notice is that the date on it is not far from your own time.
Try as best as you can to keep your senses as you read about the
pandemic that is sweeping the world at this time. When you read
about how it painfully ravages the body and then shuts down all
of your organs you will start to feel very sad. This is normal. Worry
might get the best of you when you find out that there is no cure and
no immunity for this disease that they only refer to as the red plague.
You will want to stop reading and forget everything that you have
seen but don't. Read until you see your name referred to as Patient
Zero. Read until it explains that the disease is something that the
person on the maiden voyage of "the jumper" brought back from the
future. Run as fast as you can from the town.
Now you can lose control. Sob uncontrollably over your fate. Wail
over the fate of mankind. Weep because the woods around you are
the most beautiful place you have ever seen and it's only possible
because humanity no longer exists to hinder it. But most of the tears
you shed should be because your two hours are almost up.
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Sabriel Parker
These grey blankets brush our shoulders
thin and wet with stars
sewn to our skin
Your eyes are bright with fever
and you bow to an eastern wind
with your paper-thin skin
that hides your words
in folds near the corners of your mouth.
And your hands move like waves
over me.
They carry scents of other shores
with black thorns
that you press to my fingertips.
We watch a blight grow between
the empty spaces on our bodies
sharing poison
and abandoned silences.
In the dark I whisperWhat will become of us captain?

To Simply Breathe
Terra LaRoche//e
My mind 's eye runs infinite reels of endless film,
Filled with flashes and images and voices and places;
Some meaningful , important,
Others random , senseless.
But all together flashing , flashing ,
Whizzing by on this continuous and infinite loop in my mind's eye.
Over and over, on and on;
I need a break, a pause, an escape!
I step outside, eye tightly snapped shut and then .. I breathe .
The night air crisp and fresh and true.
Again I breathe.
With each life breath all the chaos scatters ,
Carried off on the breeze like feathers thrown into the wind.
My eyes remain shut tight, but my feet know the way;
I sigh as I feel the grass beneath my feet.
My shoulders relax and my spirit soars as I step off of modern urbanization
And reconnect with Mother Earth.
Opening my eyes , I look to the sky;
Onyx and indigo vastness stretching forever on.
Crystalline balls of twinkling diamonds grace the vastness,
Scattered and bright as they are;
Forming swirls and clusters and images old as time .
My feet carry me away down the path they must have walked a thousand times;
It 's worn and clear in the dark green grasses,
It's cool , packed dirt winding onward and disappearing into the trees.
Yet something is brewing in the woods.
With night 's safe haven, the forest bursts to life;
Cicadas sing their ancient sonos,
The wise owl offers his wisdom for all to hear,
Trees breathe with me as they stretch their leaf-tipped hands up
In hopes of brushing the silvery disk that is the Moon God's luminous face.
Again I breathe.
The path ends and a secret grove stretches out its arms to me.
At the center, my feet finally rest.
There in the sacred grove I lay as the sounds of the forest play their sweet
music just for me.
Again I breathe.
And again.
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Until the melody brings me into that blissful state of being;
Not awake, yet not asleep;
Here in body, yet elsewhere in spirit.
That blissful place of being that shows so much and yet, hides much.
All things come clear,
And the living thing that connects us all,
Human, Owl, Cicada, Tree and Earth,
Lights up in a rainbow of brilliance.
The Owl perched upon the branch of the wise oak glows with a
silvery aura;
The trees are wrapped in a green glow;
Every flower, every bud is illuminated light.
And it feels as though the very Earth is filling me with its golden
healing energy.
Again I breathe.
For what feels like an eternity of peace and bliss,
Must now come to an end.
I head back feeling lighter and recharged.
And as I step out of Mother Nature and into the Steel and cement
world of everyday life,
I feel ready to face the chaos once again.
At least until the next time I simply need to breathe.

81
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My Castle
Justin Watson

I crossed the open passageway built of stones laid from the hands
of thousands upon thousands of enslaved Layers their hearts reside
here in these walls their beats their sounds beat-beat beat-beat
pulsed after pressing one's ear to the rugged texture of the red brick
the noise vibrated through the walls and you hear the past marching up and down ghost-streets where men and women and children
cried and shouted and prayed on street corners to appease their
everlasting lives their ephemeral attachments to the world now
become brick walls become crumbling marble statues become the
echoes that grow silent under the pressurization of centuries and
the memories that rest beyond the cracked foundations beyond the
enclosures and the perimeters of the Castle the well-placed thoughts
that expand and grow beyond the measure of humanity beyond my
supposed thoughts that merge with the fallen towers of stone where
families once peeked through a portcullis at the coming armies and
they laughed and patted one another in reassurance but the sound
of their laughs petrified into bricks with the breakage and penetration of the walls the cavalry stampeding over the stone wall-pebbles
trumpeting the declaration the signature and the surrender to You.

Deployment
Alexander Jensen

Our strength begins with a smile and wave;
the face we put on as we try to be brave.
Our sadness we hide and no tears shall fall;
he needs our strength , from one and from all.
The strength that we have may decrease but not end;
please, oh please, let this deployment come to an end.
As your heart cries out and your soul gets tired;
look to the eyes of your loving child.
Daddy loves us , he misses us too;
he wants to be here with his arms around you.
With love and with hope may our strength renew;
And our soldiers return to the family they knew.

\ .

Opposition
Stephanie Furniss

On the other side of attraction is repulsion.
A red rose withers and turns black.
On the other side of love is hate,
Tender kisses turn to hateful speech .
Never do we realize when a line is crossed
When the person we love turns away
Leaving us alone with empty thoughts ,
Thoughts of what could have been
Thoughts of what never will be
These are all we are left with
If we cannot be careful with precious things.
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Dee's Man Sara Payne-McFarland

This House Will Not Blow Up Today
DeAnn Keefe

My way into the kitchen is blocked by a huge cardboard box. To
my left, a large sheet of plastic with bubbles the size of mushrooms
covers the floor. To the right, my husband's legs protrude out from
under the shiny, black granite countertop. He fills the space that the
broken dishwasher once occupied . Saturday morning cartoons play
on the television. Tools clank as they land on the tile floor. The girls
laugh excitedly as they make plans for the bubble wrap, a new found
treasure . It would be a perfectly normal Saturday morning but , I
know there is a bomb in the house.
This bomb is not a convenient kind of bomb that ticks so it can be
found. It is not the type of bomb that counts down so you know
when it will explode. This bomb is a human bomb. When a human
bomb explodes people get hurt. The shrapnel of angry words will
leave scars that may not be seen, but will be felt for years and years.
The explosions are unpredictable and terrifying.
I feel a tornado of acid churning inside my rib cage. My heart races
and I feel powerless. I cannot stop this explosion. I need to protect
my children.
I am startled by a loud noise, pop, pop, pop. The girls jump on the
bubble wrap and the loud cracks echo off the ceiling. In my mind I
scream, "Stop, it 's too loud! "
Sound could be the trip wire that sets off the bomb. I have to get the
kids out of the blast zone.
I make our escape a game so the kids don 't realize that we are
fleeing from danger. The bubble wrap is now a cape. Stephanie
wears it as she bounces on the trampoline. The sun reflects off the
bubble wrap cape making it glow. It rises behind her like wings as
she descends a bounce. Her golden hair halos around her head.
It is beautiful and peaceful, but my chest still burns with anxiety. I
nervously glance over my shoulder toward the house. I wonder if we
are far enough away. If the bomb goes off would the explosion still
reach us outside?
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Time passes in anxious minutes. The kids are hungry and tired.
We can't stay outside forever. Fearfully I accompany the kids back
inside the house .
Inside the house my husband greets us with a goofy grin of
accomplishment. He has finished installing the new dishwasher.
Relief mixes with shame as I realize the bomb did not explode. It
never has in this home. My fear of home repair projects was not
born in this home but in my childhood home. That home exploded
on a weekly basis. The explosions were loud , unpredictable and
hurtful. My father was a human bomb.
My father was an abused child. Though he never raised a hand
in anger at me, he was angry. His anger wou ld explode in vio lent
bursts. We never knew when the shrapnel of angry words would fly,
but home repair projects were almost a guaranteed explosion.
I have not lived through one of my father's explosions for more than
twenty years . I am married to a gentle and patient man whose
temper remains intact through even the most challenging home
repairs. But I cannot escape the wounds of my past.
I cannot control the panic I feel when confronted with a broken
dishwasher or stove. I wou ld rather go without the luxury of pushing
a button for clean dishes than face the terror of a home repair. I
cried the day my husband replaced the dishwasher. I cried because
he did not blow up. I cried because I am still afraid he will.
So, like a shell shocked veteran of the home repair projects of my
past, I cautiously sit down with my family and eat a bowl of ice
cream. When we finish eating, my children, blissfully ignorant of my
fear, put their dishes in our brand new dishwasher.
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We Weren't Dreaming
Simon Wood

The nest humbly sits , wrapped and where the heater is gently blowing ,
She's resting , preparing for their arrival ,
Excited , and waiting for sound or movement from her new life
Thoughts fill her with what will be soon ,
Teaching, caring , nurturing, loving , being a mother is all she wants ,
When I notice her nest attached to the side of a jacket ,
Instantly I decide there cannot be baby spiders in my house,
Swiftly and without thought I wash them down the drain,
As they circle the drain I realized what I had done ,
I followed in the steps of the Great Monster with no heart,
A zombie with no soul , almost lifeless, and without feeling ,
A human being,
I could taste their innocent blood on my tongue ,
And heard her heart sink and fall out of rhythm ,
I had taken from her something that was not mine to take,
The crown of motherhood , she no longer had,
And it was I, who stole it from her and washed it away,
She was now half alive and without sight,
The only flower left on the plains , and now forever blocked from the sun ,
She fell into a stasis,
Watching her dreams fade away,
Connected to what she felt and saw
Tears began overpowering me ,
I saw through her eyes and felt through her heart,
The agony and despair as if it were my unborn that were torn from me,
The joys of life I once had imagined were now taken from my mind,
I just kept hoping I was dreaming and I had not done this to her,
But it wasn 't a dream ,
It was a sad reality of how we really have become as human's ,
Lifeless, no heart, no soul , without feeling ,
Disconnected from our ancestry and knowledge of where we really came from
Blinded by our selfishness ,
And it doesn't appear we 'll ever know who we really are or who we used to be,
So I will change who we become .
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My Chair
Gary Howard
I remember Van Gogh's
Special painting about
A chair in his bedroom

Dependent as I am
Upon its subtle
Negotiations of reality

Its contours its design its texture
The touch of wood
Palpably close

Its coordinates
Fixed and clear
I can foresee
Any rogue wave
Any rising up
Against my soul

But now I reminisce
About my chair
And its pedigree of
Intimate friendship
How often it has
Steadied me and awarded repose
Rereading Shel Silverstein 's
"The Giving Tree"
I am reminded
Of immense intimacies and
The contributions of objects
Those we seldom consider
Except when it matters
·
Those we consign
To a lesser state
But my chair has
Been steadfast
I would be lost
Without "it " and
Its rooted presence
Its anchor
Its sustenance
Bearing me safe passage
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This too Will Pass
Leslie Hall

We have been told to bestow a beautiful and honorable name the
children we have been blessed with. My name means morning star
and nocturnal visitor. It suits me because from dawn to dusk I pray
to Allah as a devout Muslim, live, work, I breathe as 8 year old Tarika boy. My family and I reside in Kabul , Afghanistan. I wake in the
morning and dress in pants and a shirt. My clothes are loose so I
do not show off any of my body. This happens to be in my favor. I
do not dress in anything flashy nor are my clothes torn or ragged.
I go to school with my best friend Maalik and in the afternoons we
work as shop assistants in a grocery store near our school. I bring
home $2.00 a day to help my mother Aadila, and 5 sisters Maali,
lsha, Jenna, Lana, and Lulu. In the evening I walk with my sisters
and my mother. I am their mahram . If I did not walk with them they
couldn't go outside our home. My father does not bring home any of
the money he makes, he spends it as he pleases, and up until two
weeks ago my youngest two sisters had been without clothing for
over a year. They could not venture outside for fear of being seen
and then tortured for not wearing the right attire. Now my father
comes home and relishes in the fact that he has a son. He smiles
at my mother and though she tries to hide it I can see the fear in
her eyes. I am bringing my father back, what could she have to fear
anymore? I find the answer when passing my parents room late one
night. Now I know he only hurts her when he is home.
This day my mother kept me home from school. I miss my friends
who are learning and playing. Even my sisters are out right now
at their last days of school. Maali is in her last year of school. I still
have a few years to attend. She can only go for four years from age
5 to age 9. I get to go for 11 years and I am only 12 now. I miss the
light. My mother can't have any of the blinds open even though she
is fully covered as a woman should be. She always makes sure that
she and my sisters are fully covered. I can tell her I miss school and
playing outside and work. But I cannot tell her the thing I miss most
about today. I miss Maalik. We talk about almost everything. He even
talks about one day when we will become great men. I wish I could
really be as great a man as he wi ll be one day. He is my best friend .
My mother tells me that I have to start getting used to staying home .
She says father and her have been talking about me. They are both
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proud. My mother wants me to continue my education as long as I
can. She was able to get a good education before the Taliban came
into power. However she tells me my education may be ending soon
because she is pregnant.
I visit Shuja's home. His mother is in the back room screaming. I tell
Shuja I want to be a doctor even though he knows I want to be a
politician and he points towards the back door. An older man makes
his way into the back door. He glances nervously behind him. We all
know he could be in much trouble for being here, but say nothing. I
watch him deliver Shuja's mothers child.
I visit Jamal 's home 3 months later and give the same excuse. His
mother isn't so lucky. No one but the two of us and his 2 sisters are
there. His father is outside with a bottle in his hand. He comes in and
offers Jamal and I a bottle. I refuse. Jamal follows his father out the
door. I go into the back room with one of Jamal's sisters and together
we helped their mother deliver the child. I smiled. They had a son.
6 months later I helped my own mother to a back room of our little
home. I made her as comfortable as possible. She and I worked
through the night. She screamed and moaned in pain. I tried to
comfort her. My father was supposed to be here, but he wasn 't, but
he was probably to drunk to notice. About mid day her child finally
came. I looked up to tell my mother the news. Tarik had hot arrived. I
would not pass on my boy name to a real brother.
My mother kept me home again from school. I am now 15. We don 't
have money for new clothes and I started to bleed in the night. I
brought in some material but my mother says "No , no new pants. Not
this time."
Maalik and I haven't spoken. His parents came to visit. My short hair
is beginning to grow, not that anyone can see it. It is covered. All of
my body except my hands and my eyes are covered . I don't go to
school. I have not pursued my career. I take care of my youngest
sister Yara. Maalik's parents come to visit. Our families had dinner
together 2 weeks later. We prayed to Allah as our families continued
to see eachother. Maalik's family and mine talk of my mahr.
Sometimes he looks at me about his work in the world . Allah has
heard our prayers. the ijab is made and we both sign. Following this
is the qabul .
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I am happy to serve Allah and take my place by Maalik's side . My
mother and I quietly whisper late into a night before I am to be wed.
I decide to tell her of my hopes that Maalik and I will become friends
and that he will be good to me.
"Kaiesha," my mother speaks to me. "You do remember what your
name means don't you?"
"Yes my mother, it means she who lives." I reply happy to hear my
name. I am glad to be rid of Tarik.
"Do you know what Maalik means? " She asks quietly.
"I do not." I say bowing my head in shame.
"It means Owner."
It is my 16th birthday. Maalik did not come home last night. I pray to
Allah he is safe and well. I hold my belly. It is no longer flat and firm,
but only I know that. No one else can see. The wind blows through
some unknown place. I thought of a girl I knew in the beginning of
my school years. She found some caustic soda. It burnt her throat for
days but was the only poison she could find.
I miss the light.
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Tied by Chemicals
Jacqueline Nealon
Shards.
Glass.
Crystal.
Speed .
Crank.
Ice.
Monster.
I never called it monster, until I realized what I had become.
I fell in love with the monster, and it consumed my life. At seventeen
years old I had already graduated from high school, and didn't
live at home. I attended a university, and lived in apartment with a
few friends. At the time we were killing each other with kindness.
We thought we were just young and partying, and we weren't the
epidemic or statistic on meth that the United States was facing today.
We lived in the valley of the sun , or as we joked the valley of the
spun.
After class and work we split our money and called for our next
score. We returned home with the prized possession. The TV had
been left on , the blue light reflected on everything highlighting the
ashtrays, cigarettes, our thrift store couches, and half eaten dinners
carelessly left out.
The monster was knocking.
My weapon of choice was a glass rose. It was the ticket to my new
world. The small glass pipe that someone had delicately handblown looked like a small perfectly round hallow marble, it has a tear
drop cut out of the top. I kept it in a drawer underneath my desk.
It was discreetly placed in a small black plastic box, inside a small
purple velour bag, keeping them in close company were my tools of
destruction. A small spoon , a stereotypical token bag full of flecks of
a previous night endeavors, and q-tips to wipe the rose clean before
each reload.
The monster and I are friends.
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No one could understand the love that we had with this white dragon.
The smoke captivated us, and put us in a trance. We became
heightened wit h anxiety, and relived with the high. We filled the rose
with a few small pebbles , carefully we lit them so they melted, but
didn't burn. When the puddles formed and we took our first pull from
the salty steam. As the chemicals latched on the minutes streaked
by. There is something intoxicating about this ritual. In my mind I
could see all the intervention shows, and even clips from COPS.
This ritual didn't seem anything as cliche as that . I found familiarity
between friends. I found comfort in this ritual. I found my blood
brothers and sisters. We were all disguised by the same secret.
The monster and I were more than friends. We were family.
I can't recall how many times we listened to the same album
playing over and over in the background. My musical idols shared
our persona. A starving artist, everything we earned on our acrylic
canvases that we had slaved countless hours on, went to support
our habit. A cycle of sorts, our creativity supplied the need , and
the need charged our creativity. The only recollection of what time
was is when the sun decided to come up. The sun saved us from
ourselves. The whole world is waking up, and its time to pretend that
we were upstanding citizens once again.
My best friend 's name was Matthew Not Matt, not Matty, just
Matthew. At 6' 4", Matthew couldn 't have we ighted more that 150
pounds. He had long, naturally curly, and blonde hair. It filled around
his face and portrayed him as a modern Jim Morrison. Precisely
chosen he wore one tiny-hooped nose ring . Even the smallest men's
shirts drowned him, and he chose to wear women's jeans for that
exact reason. I can remember him always wearing these cognac
cowboy boots, and even remember him falling asleep with them still
on. As tall as giants we did everything together. Ate from the same
cereal bowl , stayed up all night, got spun together, slept in the same
bed , wore the same clothes. He was born 2 days after my birthday,
and was like the little brother I never had. My favorite moments with
Matthew consist of him playing guitar, and me singing along to tunes
from our favorite songs . Hoping that the lyr ics from Bright Eyes
songs that we sung wou ld some how come true. "Yours is the first
face that I saw, I think I was blind before I met you."
This was the beginning of the end.
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In even the worst "addict " situation that you could find yourself in, we
found friends . These friends were the only ones in the entire world
who knew your secrets, and you knew theirs. I read somewhere
that a group does not identify with itself based on a shared attribute
like the color of their skin , or some other phenotype, but what really
binds people into their group is a sense of identity. A belonging,
a culture. The monster was our culture, and although I was in the
honeymoon stage of it, I knew I needed to get out. I could feel it
swarming my body, about to claim another into its belly, but I wasn't
ready to go. I can't explain why I decided to leave one day, but
something was pulling on my soul, or what was left of it. Something
was fighting the monster in my head, telling me that I needed to get
away from all this. So in a matter of 3 days I did.
"If you walk away, I'll walk away. "

The morning I left it was before dawn. It was mid week so everyone
was actually sleeping at this time of day. I had my entire life packed
into 3 suitcases. I got ready for the day, make-up first , then hair. My
friend arrived to take me to the airport. I hadn't told my family I was
leaving, and my friends only half believed I would actually go. As
they all slept, each of them in front of the TV, I kissed them each on
the forehead goodbye. With each kiss I held back more tears , I could
feel my mouth salivating and clenching to hold them back, then
when doing one final sweep of our house, I came to Matthew. I regret
not waking him up to say goodbye, but when I left his kiss upon his
head I wished more than the rest that he would be okay. I whispered
to him that he could do this on his own, and we didn't need each
other anymore.
"I want to make a clean escape."

It's been six years since my experiences with the monster, and I
never expect to go back. Like a repressed memory I remember
bits and pieces of my life with the monster, my life before. Always
triggered by smells , and sounds , but especially songs. Those
albums that mindlessly played in the background while we chased
our inhibitions , releases all those memories. I never know when it's
going to happen, or what memory will flood my head. Songs that
play on my indie station on the radio constantly remind me of who I
was, and how far I come, and sometimes Matthew.
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"When I stare into a crystal ball / only see the past."
I killed the need for the monster that linked us together. I have never
talked to my old blood brothers and sisters, but its sometime hard
not to think what they have been up to. I wonder if they severed the
umbilical cord from the monster or if it's still lurking in their shadows .
I imagine them deeper into the belly of the monster with no one there
to pull them out. It makes me feel guilty. I know many of them don't
live in the valley of the spun anymore, it makes me hope that my
friends are somewhere else like me, struggling to camouflage into
normal society again. Even though I was destroying myself I found
friendship, and sense of belonging. It's sometimes hard for me now
to make friends because I'm afraid of the secrets I hold, and of not
being accepted. I didn't have the same adolescence as my Utah
neighbors and friends, and it's hard to connect with them. I'm still
moving on I guess. Don't get me wrong. I am happier now in the
place I am. Away from the monster, but I can 't help and wonder, if I
will ever have friends like that again . If I ever will have a blood brother
or blood sister, someone who knows all of my darkest secrets, and
someone who can relate.
Sometimes I still sing those Bright Eyes lyrics at the top of my lungs,
on the tip of my toes, wholehearted and hoping Matthew somewhere
is singing them too.
"And the world's got me dizzy again, you think after 24 years I'd be
used to the spin."

38

.g
{g

::,

:r::
~

-,::,
"2
i:iS
(fJ

::J

0

·c::
::J

u

My Shining Moment
Kenneth David Hollinger

It was a sunny autumn Saturday morning with a slight breeze
in the air. It was the last game of the season and I was standing on
the field warming up for the game when my coach walked over.
"So will today be the big day David? " He asked me .
"I hope so," I replied with a smile on my face. I had yet to
make a goal in this soccer season or in my entire life of playing soccer. But this day was about to change all of that.
I was eleven years old and I had been playing soccer since
I was eight years old. I had always been one of the fastest and best
players on my teams but I never was able to accomplish what every
soccer player dreams of accomplishing, scoring a goal. I had made
many attempts and had failed every time and I had helped many of
my teammates score goals. It seemed that every time I had an opportunity to score a goal would be the moment that I would choke
and mess up on the kick.
In this particular season , it just so happened that my dad
was my coach and I was playing with many of my friends from
school. If there was ever a time to score a goal, this wou ld be it. This
season I had been playing in the midfielder position. It was my favorite position to play and I was pretty good at it.
Our coach gave a motivating speech and we all took our positions on the playing field to begin the game. We had already played
this team once before and we had tied with them 1-1 , but this time we
were a much better and unified team. We started the game playing
hard and dominating the other team in speed and control over the
ball.
As the game continued I helped two of my teammates score
goals and we were winning 2-0 by halftime. The other team seemed
to be confused that we had improved so much when they hadn 't
improved at all. We were beating them to every loose ball and our
defenders wouldn't let any of the opposing players get by them with
the ball. Our coach was very happy with us and with the way that we
were playing .
"You guys are doing great out there! Just keep it up. They
can't keep up with you guys right nowl" Our coach told us at half-
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time. After he told us to go back out and take our positions, he called
to me , "David, this half is your half. Go out there and play your heart
out and you'll score a goal. I know you can do it."
I took my place on the field with the thought going through
my mind. Will I really do it? Or will I mess up like I always do? I
seemed to be lacking confidence within myself. It just seemed like
it was never going to happen since it never had happened. But then
my desire to score started to grow more than ever. My determination
to score all of the sudden had become greater than ever before and
it was the only thing that I could think of.
We started the second half and we were still playing very well
as we kept our edge over the other team. As the game kept going
we were able to score another two goals to make the score 4-0. The
game was starting to come to an end and I was starting to doubt if
I was going to get my chance. With every passing minute and with
every time that they kicked the ball away from their side of the field ,
my motivation seemed to decrease.
I knew that it was very close to the end of the game and that
we weren't going to have many more chances to score a goal. But
in the last minute of the game we were on their side of the field with
the ball and I was in the middle of the field about 125 feet from their
goal . One of my teammates passed me the ball and I saw that there
were two defenders that I was going to have to beat to make it to the
goalie. Well this is it, this is my last chance .
I began running with the ball and I kicked the ball to the right
of the first defender and made him miss . The second defender was
on my right and seeing this, he ran towards me. I kicked the ball to
the left this time and made the defender miss. I was astonished with
myself that I hadn't messed up. My heart began to race as I started
making my way closer to the goalie. I knew that it was just me and
him and that I wasn't ever going to have a better chance than this to
score.
As I was running with the ball , the goalie began to approach
me . I was about fifteen feet from the goal and it was time to make my
final attempt. I looked down at the ball and pulled my leg up in the air
to make my kick. All of the sudden I couldn't think. All I needed to do
was kick the ball to the left or the right of the goalie . I began to panic
and I didn 't know where to kick the ball , but I knew that I had to kick
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it. It was now or never. So I kicked it and watched.
It seemed like the world began moving in slow motion as
I watched the ball go directly at the goalie. My spirits and hopes
dropped. My heart filled with sadness. I continued to watch the ball
as it hit the goalie in his leg and started to make its way back in my
direction. I began to get excited as I saw a second chance come
upon me.
The goalie had slipped and fallen from the hit of the ball. As
I started to rise my leg again to kick the ball one of the defenders
caught back up to me and grabbed my arm pulling it back yelling,
"NOOO! " The pull on my arm threw my balance off but my determination at this moment was higher than it has ever been. I was barely
able to get a kick off which was not that good.
As I was falling to the ground from the defender pulling me
back and from my kick, I watched the ball fly right over the goalie's
extended hand in the air right into the goal.
"GOAL!" I heard the crowd yell.
Instantly my heart started to race with adrenaline and my excitement
had never been higher. I leaped off the ground and started running
towards my teammates as all of them jumped on me happily. With all
of my teammates and friends yelling and celebrating with me on the
field , I glimpsed over and could see my father jumping excitedly in
the air and yelling for me. I had never felt so happy or so joyful in my
whole life. This is my shining moment!
The referees did not continue the game; they ended it right
after my goal. I had scored in the last moments of the season and
it was the best end to a season that I could have ever asked for. I
waited patiently for three years for an opportunity to get the glory of
scoring a goal. The chance had finally come and was worth it. It may
have only been scoring a single goal in a small recreational event
to some people, but to me it was as important as winning the Super
Bowl.
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Empty
Chelsea Goddard

Everything here is gray ..
the clouds match my thoughts
perfectly.
I stare through the lines
of gray blinds in front of
windows.
Snow is crashing silent..
on rooftops , sidewalks, dead grass, and
... me.
Hoping the freezing white will cover
and stop this everlasting
GRAY.
It's black there now ...
even the orange glow of street lights suffocates in the thick
shadows.
Too dark to see ...
the dense night makes it hard to
move.
Still I reach
attempting to feel the familiarity of
... you.
But my arms can't extend across this vast emptiness
and you can't touch a soul that no longer
feels.
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Tough Love
McKenna Bell

Kent and I are returning from morning bathroom when he tries
to make a run for it. I quickly catch his arm and help him back to
class. I enter the classroom with a feeling of panic as I see Christian
fighting with Stephanie and Hillary as they try to get him to timeout.
Abby K. has flopped on the floor showing no signs of getting up, and
Zach is mimicking the beeping sounds of the timeout timer. Why do I
work here again?
The first week I started this job I asked myself that question every
day. I had experience working with kids but never with handicapable
kids. On the first day of work, I was immediately tested by Christian
when we went to art class for mainstream. We went to the art room
on the other side of school and took our seats to listen to Mrs.
Jenkins. "Today, I want all of you to begin painting your pictures you
drew last time," she said . Oh good we're just painting. This shouldn't
be too bad.
"Ok Christian, are you ready to paint? "
"No. I don't want to. "
"Why not? It will be fun."
II No.'l
I stepped away from him hoping he will be ready in a minute. I turned
away for a quick second and in a flash he had gotten up from his
chair and laid down on the floor. "Christian, please get back in your
chair," I asked him nicely. He continued to silently lie on the floor
until I tried to help him get back in his chair. I tried picking him up
but it was like lifting a dead body that would just keep slipping out
of my hands. I didn't know what to do. The other students watched
with looks of confusion plastered across their faces. I begged him
to sit back in his chair as my eyes welled up with tears of frustration.
Christian remained on the floor and I tried ignoring him , wondering
if maybe he would just get up on his own. "For those of you that
didn 't finish painting , you can continue to work on your pictures next
time, " Mrs. Jenkins announced . Christian immediately jumped up
because he knew it was time for recess . How embarrassing. I was
just defeated by a little fourth grader.
When I came home that day, I was so ang ry and frustrated with
myself that I just wanted to quit the next day. I knew that I needed
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the job and I figured it would get better after a few days. It finally did
get better when I learned the different techniques for getting the kids
to listen and follow directions. There were definitely bad days with
them but the good days completely outweighed the bad .
One of those good days was after I had worked with the kids for a
few weeks. It was a cold Friday morning with snow on the ground
showing no signs that it would be a good day. I walked over to the
bus doors to help the kids get off and head to class. The first one to
get off the bus was Luke . He jumped off the step and greeted me
with a heart stopping smile and a "Hi Nenna! " that nobody could
resist. I couldn't believe it that one of the kids knew my name like
they were the superstars and I was the crazed fan. It was just the
beginning to an eventually great day.
Later that day, I got to go with Luke and Max to music in mainstream.
We sat down on the colorful carpet anxiously waiting for Mrs.
Peterson to start. In preparation for the school sing-a-long, we sang
a few different Christmas songs . The boys smiled from ear to ear as
they sang each song following their teacher's hand signals. When
ten minutes were left in school, we headed back to our classroom to
get ready to go home. I helped both boys with their backpacks and
we walked out to the bus. Max ran over to the bus and quickly got on
while Luke walked with me. He gave me a big bear hug and stepped
onto the bus . "Bye Luke! I'll see you Monday!" I shouted. When he
got to the final step, he turned around and yelled back to me, "Bye
Nenna!" The sun was out shining in a cloudless sky.
After that day, I loved coming to work and I began to learn a lot
about my kids. During recess, I watched how the other kids would
act around them. They would all fight for their attention like my kids
were some unspoken prize that they all wanted to win. At first I didn't
understand why they were all competing for their attention but I later
realized something. Just to talk to them, play with them, or hear one
of them say your name made your day ten times better than it was
originally.
During my last week of work, I tried to spend as much time with each
kid as possible. Luckily, that week I got to go to reading with Abby
W. and Julielynn. After we walked to the class, I had Julielynn sit on
the floor and I took Abby out of her wheelchair to hold in my lap.
Julielynn clapped her hands in excitement as she chose a book to
be read . We quietly listened to our helper as she read the book aloud
while occasionally jumbling her words. Abby looked up at me with
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her big, brown eyes and a quizzical look on her face . Somehow she
knows that it 's my last week working at the school. The second grader
continued to read as that sweet face looked up at me and smiled as I
smiled back.
These kids are all wonderfu l and unique in their own ways that have
nothing to do with their physical or mental differences. They are not
handicapped or disabled just a little different. I may have strugg led
with them at times but I would do it all over again. I learned more
about kids with this job than I ever have with any of my other jobs. The
time I spent with them taught me how 'to be patient. In the past, I have
never really been patient with kids but now I know how to be and how
rewarding it is to spend that little extra time to help. I also learned that
having kids that have Down Syndrome or any other difference isn't
going to prevent them from being like any other kid. I always worried
about having kids that are handicapable but now I kind of hope for
it. I know that 's a little bad to hope for a kid that will struggle, but I
want to be one of those parents that know how to deal with a kid that
is different. As a parent, I wou ld embrace it, not just accept it. It's
amazing how frustration turned into a tough love that changed my life
for the better. It is not an easy task to describe what these kids mean
to me but I can sum it up in four words. I love these kids!
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Ancheron
Elizabeth Henline

Barefoot
along the river's edge
I wonder where my heart went
and when .
It seems my travels have beaten me
down
taking with them
whatever they could.
Only faint shadows
to the rhythm of
my young heartbeat
linger .. .
haunting me
as only abandoned dreams can .
A beggar of hope
I have become

The Pond
Peter Beilfus

The calm unbroken surface of a pond
Depths unfathomable
The protective murk, used to deceive an onlooker
Beneath the surface
lives constant bias and self devouring pollution
The beautiful decay surrounds the endless stones
that have broken the glass above
sending endless ripples through the disguise
revealing the shallows that are raked for organisms
Until the churned up dirt
transforms the pond
into the indiscernible mystery it desires to be
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Exorcisms
Justin Watson

A stranger visited the other day to
Have a drink next the fireplace
And he sipped from his cup
A substance that
Recoils me whenever
I peer in the mirror
And see it circulating
Beyond my eyes.
30 minutes to San Lucas:
Minutes merge with hours,
Hands in pockets ,
Streets a mess-age,
And where the sender idles
(By the rotisserie cafe
Sipping from his arm)
The substance
Unleashes , evaporates.
I wander
The tattered roads
For hills ,
But never find themAlways up! Up! Up!
The climb of the fool
Dousing the head
In
Liquefied apathyJarred &
Manufactured
In America.
Here is your America
Canned,
Cold-Pressed,
Coagulated.
Here is your America:

You can find it hanging out in
dumpsters
In the cracks of slaughtered alleyways
You can find it for a five
A ten
A twenty
You can sew it into your clothes,
Hide it in your ass.
You can repeat this
mental video
this
succoring carnage while
We play time-machine,
while
We play forget-me-not.
Now, you
Desert yourself for clouds
And cliffs
To render yourself immobile
And raise
A salute to the impossibility
Of your future.
You
Rest,
Waiting
For
Time
To
Stop
Its wander,
But the wander mutated
Into All
And All is now
Nothing.
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Only One Way Out Of Hell Laura Parker
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Mr. Peyton Jeremy Hill

No Coi ncidence? Andrew Bork

Magical Memories
Christin Bailey

I think every child's dream is to visit Disneyland. It's the Magical
Kingdom, the place where dreams come true. Growing up in New
Mexico, the closest thing we had to Disneyland was a grungy old
amusement park called Uncle Cliff's. My parents took us there when
I was little. Uncle Cliff's was small , it was run-down, it was filthy, and
it was definitely not Disneyland . I always held out hope that one day
we'd make the trip to California to meet my favorite cartoon characters
and ride all the fun rides.
I was six when I found out about the trip. My parents warned the
older kids not to mention it to me or my little sister, but of course my
older brother came straight to tell me. He always did everything he
could to make us cry. This time, he definitely succeeded . In a few
short weeks, he told me , they would be going to meet Mickey, Minnie ,
and all the other fun characters, while "the little girls" would travel to
Utah to stay with Grandma and Grandpa Sardoni.
"Why can't we go with you?" I begged.
"Because," my mom told me, "You're just too little to keep up
with the bigger kids. Besides, you two will have much more fun with
Grandma and Grandpa."
I was absolutely heartbroken. I also didn't believe a word my
mother said. What child would rather stay with their grandparents
while the rest of the family went on an awesome vacation? If she
were the one left behind, she'd be crying , too.
I was nervous to spend so much time alone with my grandparents .
We lived far away and weren't very close. I had only seen them a
few times before, when we'd traveled to Utah on quick visits. Usually
we only spent an hour or two at their house. On one occasion they
stopped by our house in Albuquerque while passing through to Texas.
These visits weren't long enough to form strong emotional bonds.
These people were essentially strangers to me. The only consolation
was that I would have my little sister with me the whole time. At least I
wou ld have someone to keep me company and share in my misery.
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The ten hour car ride to Utah was horrible. I was still so upset
about missing out on Disneyland. To make matters worse, I made
myself physically sick just thinking about the fast approaching
reunion. They were just so ... old. My mom was the baby of her family,
and her parents had her when they were in their early forties. Being
the second youngest of my family made for an even wider age gap
between my grandparents and me. Would old people even know what
to do with us? I asked myself. I bet they won't have any cool toys, or
even own a TV. My grandma made me uncomfortable because she
had a condition that made her whole body shake uncontrollably with
tremors. As a little kid , it freaked me out. Her head bobbed from side
to side when she talked , and her hands would shake so bad , her drink
would sometimes spill over the top of her glass.
After we arrived at my grandparent 's house, I hugged my mom and
dad goodbye and watched them drive away down the street. I wished
I was still in there with them. My little sister and I reluctantly walked
back towards the house holding Grandma's hand. She led us down
the driveway to the back door. When we asked why we couldn't go
in the front door, she replied that the front door was only for special
visitors. "Aren't we special visitors?" I asked her. She paused and
gave us a little smile. She turned us around and went in through the
front door.
Within a few hours we forgot that we didn't want to be there.
The house had so much character and was full of quirks that only old
homes have. We spent our days exploring and inspecting every inch
of it. They didn't have a mailbox out on the street, like we did. Theirs
was attached to a hole in the wall next to the front door. During our
stay, my sister and I spent hours playing "mailman." We'd take turns
going outside and delivering little notes to each other through the slot.
We thought the real mailman must have had the neatest job in the
world, because he got to play with their mailbox every single day.
Grandma's carpets were smothered by plastic strips in the high
traffic areas. They made a fun squishy sound when you walked down
the hallways. It made hide-and-go-seek easy to win; you could always
hear where people were in the house by the sound of feet tip-toeing
on plastic. Her floral peach couches in the formal liwving room were
covered in plastic couch protectors. When grandma wasn't looking,
we would sneak into the living room with a small glass of water, and
watch as the water we sprinkled onto the seats beaded off and left the
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couch underneath perfectly dry.
My favorite room in the house was the family room at the end
of the hall where Grandpa spent most of his time. Grandpa was
a concert violinist, and taught for years at the local university. He
played for us and Grandma accompanied him on the piano . My
sister and I would sit on the plush , bright orange couch and hang on
every note. Sometimes they 'd play songs we knew so we could sing
along. We also loved that room for the toys . They were the oldest
toys I had ever seen. There was a tiny piano with real ivory keys , a
metal top painted with circus animals that spun when you pushed
down on the handle, hand-painted ceramic dolls with beautiful frilly
dresses, and a wooden recorder that we pretended we knew how to
play. Grandma's toys were so cool and different that we didn 't even
miss our Barbies back home .
We found just as much to do outside as we did inside. We
would go out to the backyard and pick as many raspberries and
blackberries as we could carry, and sneak into an old camper
parked under the carport that we transformed into our own little
restaurant. Juices would stain our hands and dribble down our
chins as we sat at the tiny pull-out table, savoring every sweet bite.
After we had our fill, Grandma would walk us down the street to the
neighbor's house to see their horses. It was the most exotic thing
to us , because people in our neighborhood back home didn 't have
horses roaming around in their backyards.
When we grew tired of playing with each other or we ran out of
things to do, Grandma would sit down and color with us. I loved how
she called the crayons "paints ." Because of her trembling hands,
she always colored outside the lines. It was the first time my pictures
ever looked better than a grown-up's. We used up all the pages in
the coloring books in the first few days. Grandma walked us around
the corner to the local dollar store where we picked out new ones.
When we got home , she realized that the clerk had given her back an
extra five dollars . She insisted on returning the money, even though
my sister and I tried to convince her she 'd be rich if she kept it for
herself. "That wouldn 't be the honest thing to do, girls ," she told
us. "How would you feel if it was your five dollars and no one gave
it back?" We walked all the way back to the store to return it. Her
example of honesty still influences me today.
Grandma and Grandpa were very frugal. Before that summer,
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I had never eaten peaches from a bottle, but there were rows and
rows of the sweet fruit lining the basement walls. She saved and
re-used all of her cottage cheese and sour cream containers . They
never bought themselves new clothes. They wore theirs until they
were threadbare. Every night after changing into our pajamas,
Grandma would wash our clothes and., put them back on us in
the morning. My mother still laughs when we remember how
she unpacked and found our suitcases still full of the brand new
clothes, tags still attached , that she had purchased just for that trip.
Grandma didn 't want us to get them dirty or wear them out while we
were staying with her.
We had so much fun at their house we almost forgot why we were
there in the first place. But at the end of the week, we remembered
when our family came back to get us. I hated that my brothers
and sisters wouldn't shut up about how much fun they had at
Disneyland without us. At the time, I would 've given anything to
have traded places with my horrible older brother. He was so mean;
he didn't deserve all that fun. Looking back, I realized that he was
the one missing out. The magic truly was at Grandma's house ,
not Disneyland . I thought I was missing out on something , but my
experience turned out to be much more special in the end.
Over the next few years we continued our yearly trips up to
Utah to visit family. I only saw Grandma two more times before
she passed away. Grandpa followed her the next year. As a child,
that summer was one of the worst I can remember because of all
I thought I missed out on. But as an adult, I'm grateful I missed
out the first time. It was the only chance I had to really know my
Grandparents , and those memories are ones I'll cherish forever.
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Glimpse
Tamara Larson
mom
my life started with a spice most don't recognize when its on their pallet
i ate my veggies like big girl
watched adult TV at 5am
kept u company so you wouldn't be lonely
grandma tried to keep the house clean when she could
she kept the clothes on our backs
she kept the food in our stomachs since u couldn 't seem to make the welfare
last past the 1st trip to the health food store
it's were you bought the flavors of my child
there and fast food
your age had nothing to do it
you were weeks past 35 the day of my birth
u never acted a day over eleven
at the age of 8 i walked to grandpa's house by myself
i looked both ways before i crossed the road
you were at home watching more TV
it was always on

till your tattooed boyfriend thought he wanted to act like family
when he was drunk
i mopped the floor right before his construction boots crossed the kitchen
he came back again
called me a slut
the day i first had sex
how funny that was
heroic tales with swords and saviors were everywhere
the books took up space on the floor along with the half empty cans of cat food
i learned flavors and smell and sounds and stories
other people tend to keep away from their kids
and i'm not sure where all this leaves me now
other than addicted to curry
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Chubby Little Rows
Weston Prestwich

Man, this sucks.
That was all I could think as I trudged along at night, hands in Pockets,
wincing at every invisible pebble I stepped on. The blacktop was still
moderately hot from the scorching day just hours before.
Man , this sucks.
I have a philosophy about shoes. Shoes are a bit like a fine wine or a
good cheese. When you buy a pair of shoes, they're new and exciting.
However, they 're not part of what makes you, since you're never new
or exciting-you're around yourself too much to be impressed by
some new quirk you've so cleverly developed. So you proudly wear
these shoes wherever you go, and they begin to break in; they begin
to age. They lose that alien new shoe smell, and start to seem more a
second skin for your feet rather than shoes. Indeed, after a time when
you picture yourself, you 're always wearing those comfortable, familiar,
exquisite shoes. Unfortunately, shoes-like faithful old dogs-simply
don't last as long as you'd like. And-like dogs-you can't just throw
them out when they start to wear or grow
a hole; You can't just take those trusty old shoes out behind the shed
to be put out of their misery.
And this is how I found myself in the dark with crappy shoes-the
soles of which coming to a measly 2mms-walking along roads,
feeling every hateful, malicious little rock wanting undeserved revenge ,
stabbing into my poor, poor feet; how I found myself astounded by the
first instance where my philosophy on shoes seemed to break down;
how I found myself in a complete and utterly miserable world of suck.
Well, mostly.
It was several hours after night fall , the moon playing peek-a-boo
behind somber clouds, and I was on my way to my grandparent 's
house; up to forty minutes ago, I'd been making good time. Of course,
that was because I'd been forced to abandon my usual more casual
method of travel in favor of a more frenzied route , which was because
I'd left nine hours after my planned time of departure, which was
caused by a horribly unsurprising bout of procrastination and laziness.
It's so much easier to sit at the computer in an air conditioned house
than in a cramped , noisy car.
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Brooding , I gingerly walked along the side of the road, contemplating
how everything seemed to go wrong when I traveled. I've done
everything from locking myself out of the car three times in one trip,
to becoming so hopelessly lost I had to spend a night in a barely
populated town, the kind that goes by the name of Mountainville or
Smithersdip. I'd even driven frantically through a firestorm, feeling the
windows of the car get hotter and hotter as adrenaline tied knots in
my guts. And now, this. Stupid car.
Half an hour before, I had just realized I'd left my phone charger
behind in my rush to get packed and leave, when suddenly the car
puttered and died at 85 miles an hour. Cursing my foul luck, I nursed
the car up and over the small hill, and pulled off into the first off ramp
I could find , where it rolled to a neat stop at the foot of a stop sign.
(The irony was missed by me, as I was busy bashing the steering
wheel yelling "No, no, NO!! ") Fuming, I considered the problem .
Why had the car, a normally trustworthy entity, decided it was done
following the rules laid down by my benign and overseeing right
foot? I dreaded broken carburetor belts and spewing flumexore
hoses when my eyes drifted onto the needle hovering just before E
on the gas tank read out. What had my Father said? The car runs out
of gas ... When? Right before the E. And this is when my head met
the steering wheel.
Nephi, Utah is an interesting place, in that it's so incredibly uninteresting. According to the US Census of 2000, the population
count comes to less than 5,000 occupants: a measly count for a
"city" anyway you slice it. It deals mostly in country trade, cattle,
mining and various mom and pop businesses, and is slowly dying as
the people who are more interesting move away to more interesting
places. Therefore, it made sense that this was the closest point of
"civilization"-barely-to my current locomotionless position. I knew
this at the time by a rotting sign I'd passed while trying to get the car
as far as it would go before all forward momentum dried up. I also
knew it had to be fairly close, because shapes in sickly yellow light
were some distance off. And so I began to jog toward them. And
quickly found that whilst jogging , my feet felt like they were being
repeatedly jabbed by miniature red hot needles. Fine, walking. And
still the little needles jabbed into feet, until I was prancing along like
some highly caffeinated grandmother with arthritis. Grimly, I shuffled
on, ever closer to the lights and-if I managed some luck in this
horrid affair-an all-night gas station.
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And so, I walked on. And on. And on . Occasionally I past something
fuzzy stuck to the road. Sometimes I could make out a limb here
or a head there; sometimes just a crusty splatter. I'd keep walking.
Sometimes a car would come flashing around the corner (always
the wrong way, continuing the theme of let-Weston-suffer) and I'd
have to scramble off the road into the brush on the sides. On a whim,
I'd sometimes walk on the rocks off to the side of the road , testing
whether it was less painful than walking on the road (it wasn't). And
I'd keep walking, grimly, heroically, painfully pressing on in the face
of calamity.
Have you ever entered a city from the wrong side? The concept's
a bit odd; most cities can be entered from anywhere, so there's
really no wrong way to get in, but in some rare cases, it's different.
In such cases there 's a front side, the presentable side, in which all
the major corporations gather. Places like Wal-mart or Target, places
that shout, "See, we've got the basic necessities! We're normal!" But
behind the glamorous stores , all the little podunk places get shoved.
Places like Father and Son's Lawn Chair Supermarket or Min's Best
Food Palace, right next to all the ugly neighbors nobody wants to live
next to. This is what greeted me: the Butt of Nephi.
But, thank goodness , I spied a gas station with the lights on. Greatly
relieved, and anxious to have this terrible experience behind me as
quickly as possible, I quickened my pace and entered the shop.
"Hey!! How arr yah??" My head whipped around so fast I
swear I heard my vertebrae crick. Frankly, I was surprised I didn't just
flop to the floor with a broken neck.
"Welcome to Billy's Gas Stop, home of tha .49$ GutBuster!
What can I do for yah??" the voice continued , and I was finally able
to link it with its origin: immediately to the right, mostly hidden behind
a rotating stand of grizzly looking hot dogs, sat a woman over thirty,
plaid long sleeve man shirt worn only like a woman could, frizzy
shoulder length hair, and a smile so wide I'm fairly confident I could
fit a grapefruit in without touching the edges.
Shocked, I stammered out, "Uh, I need to get some, uh,
gas?" She laughed. I was past the point to feel stupid ; I had come
all this way to be presented with some idiot hick-town woman who
laughed at me. I felt like kicking something . And, strangely, she
noticed.
Frowning, she said "You alright hun? You look a bit down.
Long night?" " ... Yeah." It came out long and breathy, more of a sigh
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than a conformation. Running my hand through my hair, I said ,
"The car ran out of gas up the road a ways, I don't know how
far. I've been walking for a while. Now I get to pack gas all the way
back. Seems like this always happens."
She rubbed her chin. "Well hmmm , that sounds like a mighty
long night. Lemme show you were we keep the cans ," and scooted
out from behind the counter. She was taller than I expected , most
likely because she was sitting on a stool. She wandered behind an
aisle of shelves and I followed. And there, set gloriously in chubby
little red rows , were the gas jugs. I picked one out, the smallest I
could find, paid the annoyingly cheerful attendant, and went to fill
the jug to end this experience as quickly as possible.
This is when I nearly gave up. I just couldn't do it anymore. After all
this work-all the effort to get here-and now this: I couldn 't work
the pumps. Honestly, I couldn't make heads nor tails of what to do
or where to do it to get gas to come out of the ancient little nozzle.
And I wasn't even half way through with this nightmarish event. I sat
on the curb, head in hands, empty jug lying pathetically dry next to
me , trying to think what to do.
I didn't want to kick anything.
I was trying to hold in tears.
And then I almost pissed myself when the speaker in the pump
nearly blew out my ear.
"Aww hun , what 's wrong? Why don't you come back inside?"
Do they have to set everything in this stupid town so loud?? I
grudgingly got up and wandered back in , head down and hands in
pockets.
I explained I had no clue how to work the pumps , so she bustled
out and showed me. Then she passed me a bit of her wonderful
chocolaty fudge, told me how very happy she was she could help,
bid me a joyful , cheery goodnight, and sent me on my way.
And you know, something changed. It almost felt magical. Suddenly
this two bit town didn't feel so backward; I noticed the Battery
for Life store, marveling at it's faded ads; I smelled the weirdly
appetizing smells of a 24 hour Chinese shop with the burned out
sign proclaiming "Wok's House, best chine food hre! "; even with
the gas can sloshing at my side I truly enjoyed the beautiful night;
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stars twinkled in normally unseen magnitudes, and a cool breeze
blew over the valley. I slowly sauntered back to the car, ticking off the
furry little smears on the road. Some of the fuzzies even extended
their mangled paws towards me, so I happily plopped down and
examined their twisty innards . Occasionally a car might pass, so
I'd wave. And my shoes, my comfortably familiar unexpressedly
wonderful shoes, kept me company the whole way; they helped
me find rocks to kick along, or holes in the cement I imagined went
deep into the earth. Once I stepped on something odd and, with
those blessed shoes, I discovered a treasure: a half melted little
plastic army man. I pocketed him with reverence. In no time at all I
arrived at the car. After referencing Utah Road and Recreation Atlas I
determined the walk to be no longer than a tiny two and a half miles;
it certainly felt short on the way back. And as I pulled onto the free
way, I realized something .
Sometimes, even when fate seems to be determined we participate
in a suckfest, life isn't as bad as we make it out to be.

The Accident
Ann Welker
Jeff and Asia were on their way to a restful nap, lying in each other's
arms. I covered our legs with Kristin's blanket. I wanted to keep
them warm while the air conditioner was blowing on us. It was
sweltering that day and Jeff told me to keep the air on. He didn't
want us to be hot and uncomfortable. We were ready; I looked
behind me to see if it was clear. There were no vehicles that were
passing or backing out. The road was clear and we proceeded to
pull out of the parking lot and we were once again on our way home.
I drove to the freeway and started toward Salt Lake City, Utah on
Interstate 84. I asked Jeff, "How fast do you want me to drive?" He
replied with, "When you see a speed limit sign that is "65" set the
cruise at "69" and let 's get home ." I continued driving for a short
while and saw the speed limit sign. I set the cruise control , as
Jeff told me to. We were all getting settled for the last part of our
marvelous trip together. But, we were ready to go home and return
to life, as we knew it. I got 3 or 4 tapes ready to listen to on the drive
home, so I could reach them easily. I looked over my right shoulder
and saw that Jeff and Asia were already sleeping. I thought to
myself how perfect they looked laying in each other's arms sound
asleep. So sweet and tender is a Daddy's love. I looked back at the
road and said out loud, "EVERYTHING IS SO PERFECT!" I didn 't
realize at that time, that perfection would only be cherished but a few
brief moments. It would soon be taken tragically away and not to
return for years.
Just then , Kristin asked me to get some crayons that she had
broken. She had been working in a travel book that her Grandma
and Grandpa Newton had sent with her. I was afraid she might drop
them where I couldn 't reach and would melt in the scorching sun. I
knew that her father would not be happy about that. I knew that I
would be blamed if there were any messes in the Jeep. I quickly
reached my right hand out toward her to take the crayons. I put the
crayons down on the console where they wouldn't melt because of
the air conditioning. She then asked me a question about her book
that she was working on. I looked toward the book and pointed out
what she was looking for.
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Just as I was turning my head back to the road, I felt a hard pull on
the vehicle to the right. We were traveling on an interstate that was
often traveled by truckers, carrying large loads across the state.
Parts of the interstate had such large ruts. It was extremely difficult
to travel in the right lane for a long period of time. I had only been
driving about ten minutes. I had felt my car pull before when in these
ruts , but this wasn't the same. It wasn't just the road that caused me
difficulties. The alignment in the car was still pulling to the right.
As I looked up at the road I saw that we were not headed straight
anymore. We were going off the right side of the interstate straight
toward a 20-30 foot drop off. I immediately was consumed with the
sickening feeling that we were all going to die! I was consumed with
the feeling of DEATH! I knew I had to get us up on the interstate
again. I hit the brakes to disengage the cruise control. I tried to pull
the Jeep back on the road to the left. The Jeep wouldn't move. I
could feel the right tires hitting against the side of the pavement.
Later, I would find out that the pavement on this freeway had a
series of drop-offs that were not gradual. But , instead were very
abrupt. Leaving a deep rut that was filled with loose dirt and gravel.
I couldn't climb out of that, no matter how hard I was trying. I knew
in that second, that if I let that vehicle go to the right and off the road,
there would be immediate death for us all.
I just felt it so strong. Something told me to keep trying and not give
up. I screamed, "JEFFREY" in a blood-curdling scream that will
never leave my memory. I pulled the steering wheel hard to the left
and in a second the tires were spinning out of control in the gravel.
Everything happened at once. Just as we got back up on the
road, I lost control. The Jeep tires locked up and sent us skidding
across both lanes of traffic as far as we could go, to the left.
Immediately, we were sent across both lanes of traffic back to the
right. All the while, the piercing screech of the tires was deafening.
I kept screaming, "JEFFREY." I WAS TERRIFIED. Everything was
happening so fast, in an instant we were again thrown back to the
left, across both lanes of traffic. It was remarkable that we didn't
crash into any other vehicles. Long haul trucks, which always lined
that stretch of freeway, were no place in sight. This time as we were
thrown to the left, it felt like something just picked up and turned us
end over end, spun, and rolled us all at once.
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The first impact was on the left side of the vehicle. The force of the
blow, to my body, was inconceivable. It felt like my left shoulder
and side of my face was slammed into the hard surface below. I
had never experienced a feeling such as this before. It was so
overwhelming it made me feel numb and incoherent. I never lost
consciousness, once. The sound of glass shattering and metal
crushing was the most ghastly sound I had ever heard. It is a sound
that haunted me for days and weeks, afterward. We continued to
somersault out of control.
Immediately we went down off the freeway on the side of the road
in the gravel, weeds, and debris that are always found alongside
the interstate. I don't know exactly how far we traveled, quite some
distance. At least 100+ yards is where the Jeep finally came to a
stop, upside down and back in the path of oncoming traffic. We
again were spared the tragedy of other vehicles crashing into us.
Not one vehicle, car or truck, or person came close to being in the
destructive path of that accident. THANK GOD!
When I realized we had finally stopped rolling, I instinctively wanted
to know what had happened to my family. I was upside down and
trapped inside. I had kept trying to release the seat belt, with no
success. I kept clawing and scratching at the buckle. It wou ld not
free me from this most dreadful and unpleasant state that I was
presently in. When you are upside down, your weight is pressing
against the seat belt, it keeps the belt from releasing. I knew I had to
get out of that Jeep RIGHT NOW.
I had remained consc ious throughout the entire accident and
knew that I had to get to my husband and daughters. I didn't know
what had happened to them or even where they were. I couldn't
stop thinking and agonizing about them. Were they hurt? Were
they crushed inside the Jeep? Were they dead? These were the
questions that quickly and unrelentingly kept bombarding my every
thought. I hurt all over. My head was spinning in a million directions
at once . I kept hearing Jeff's voice saying to me over the years.
"You 'll panic, I know that you will panic. I hope that nothing ever
happens that you have to deal with because I know you can 't handle
it. You will lose it!" Well, I just kept telling myself that I couldn't panic.
I needed to remain as calm as possible. I started to feel like I was
going over the edge of no return. I knew that I couldn 't let myself go
there. I had to fight back and not give in. I had to find my family. I
had to get out of this crushed piece of metal and glass.
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The crimson colored blood was dripping from my left forearm , my
head throbbed from beating the ground and smashing against a
piece of mangled metal from the roof. Everything started to spin out
of control. My entire body ached. I could think of nothing else at this
moment. The pain I was feeling was excruciating. I had never felt
anything like this before . I have an incredibly high tolerance for pain.
But, I could not handle this. All at once, I felt numb. I didn't think of
the pain I was in . I heard someone telling me what to do. I was told
to, "relax ; push myself off the roof of the car, releasing the weight off
of the seat belt; disengage the seat belt; and finally to climb out the
driver's side window. " I hesitated for just a second. I then realized
that what I was prompted to do, was exactly what I needed to do,
at this moment. I stopped thinking and just started listening to that
inner voice that knew exactly what needed to be done.
I braced myself against the crushed roof, with my injured arms , this
time not feeling any pain. I had one purpose now. That was to free
myself so I could help my family. I quickly released the buckle that
had me suspended, hanging , and trapped inside this wreckage.
I started crawling and pulling to free my injured body from the
wreckage. The first thing I saw was my oldest daughter Kristin. She
had remained in the vehicle throughout all of the rolling , until the very
end. She was then thrown from her seat belt, out the passenger side
window.
The Jeep flipped one more time and just missed her. Later, when I
realized where she was laying and where the Jeep landed , the Jeep
could have rolled on her crushing her to death. Instead, with the
mighty force of this disaster this vehicle flipped right over the top of
her. She smashed her head on the unforgiving pavement below.
The right side of her forehead is what took this horrifying impact, for
such a small child. She took a considerable amount of tissue off,
leaving her forehead bleeding and gaping wide open. When I got
to her I didn 't notice all of the blood it was everywhere. I was just
looking for her to be ALIVE, and my beautiful daughter was alive and
fighting for her life. Her pillow was thrown out right beside her. I
lifted her head and neck, at the same time. I slightly moved her until
she was on the pillow. I looked down into her tear filled eyes and told
her, "people are coming to help us , don 't move, until they get here. I
need to go and find Asia and Daddy. You will be Okay sweetie, just
hang on ." I stood up from where I had been kneeling over Kristin
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and looked back towards the Jeep. It was upside down on the
road and the tires were still spinning. It was absolutely crushed and
mangled beyond imagination.
I looked forward in the direction we were coming from. I started
running down the side of the interstate, amongst all of the debris
from the wreckage, looking and searching for some sign of my
husband and our baby. I had bare feet, shorts, and a T-shirt on. The
ground was covered in shattered glass and shredded metal. I didn't
even, for a second, think that my legs and feet could have been cut
to shreds . All I knew was that I needed to get to my family. They
needed me.
I saw my baby up ahead of me and quite far away. She was laying
off the side of the road, in the dirt and weeds. People had already
stopped and started running towards us. Asia was too far away
to see if she was okay. I kept running. Just then, I saw Jeff 50-75
feet off the road. He and Asia went out the right backside windows.
Later, I realized that from how they were laying with Jeff holding Asia,
in his arms, he pulled her out with him. They were ejected from the
vehicle first. Jeff was thrown quite a distance farther than the baby
was. I knew no one had gotten down the road to Kristin yet. I was
so frantic. I couldn't help all of them . They were sprawled all over
the place. I was consumed with the need to keep running and get to
them.
I finally got to Jeff, he was closer to me than Asia was. He was
laying face down in the dirt and weeds. I knelt and bent over to
help him. His arms looked twisted and pinned into the ground. I
immediately thought that his arms were broken. I saw that his mouth
was filled with dirt and gravel. Someone yelled at me to clear out his
mouth. I quickly started to dig and claw out the debris that was in
my husband's mouth. Jeff was conscious and was trying to move.
By this time, people were stopping all over to help us. Jeff started
moving and trying to get up. I tried to get him to lay still.
It happened so quickly and yet, at the same time, everything
seemed to move in slow motion. The next thing I knew was, Jeff
was standing up, in front of me. His arms and body were thrashing
about wildly. He was moaning and groaning. He was making these
horrendous sounds, but he could not speak. He was looking at me,
trying to say something to me. It looked as if, he were screaming
at me. But, I couldn't hear any words, just heartbreaking sounds.
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Sounds of a man in great pain and distress. He just kept staring
at me trying to speak to me, but he couldn't utter a word . Later, I
would discover that his diaphragm had been crushed and lacerated.
I would never hear him speak again. I felt so helpless . I couldn 't
help him . I couldn 't take away his suffering and pain. I loved Jeff so
much . I couldn 't believe what was happening to us. Instantly, men
surrounded him and lay him on the ground . They tried to keep him
calm , until help came.
When I knew people were taking care of Jeff, I immediately took off
running toward Asia. As I got to her, I put my arms out to pick her
up and comfort her. The people that had stopped and were helping
her told me not to move her. I wasn't thin king too clearly, at this
point. I will never be able to completely explain the horror of that day
and what we all went through . Being a wife, mother, nurturer, and
caregiver. I was not able to hold, soothe, or take away the suffering
of my family. The physical and emotional pain was so heavy and
burdening. I couldn 't take seeing them suffer like this endlessly.
Just at that moment, I started to feel like I was going to pass out. I
went crashing to the earth below. People got to me quickly. I was
losing consciousness . I was so incredibly tired . I just wanted to
sleep.
I looked to the side of me , where Asia was laying . She had her arms
stretched overhead reaching for me. She was crying and I saw her
face was bloody. She kept crying, "Mommy, owie , owie, Mommy! " I
was overcome with grief and knew I had to do something to help her,
even if I could not get up. The only thing I could do for her was to
sing. I started to sing her favorite song , "The eensie weensie spider."
I kept singing , to keep her mind focused and off the pain . She was
suffering and scared. But, she stopped crying and just whimpered.
I kept saying, "I can't lay down. I can 't just lay here. Kristin needs
me . I don 't want her to be alone." She was so far down the road
that I couldn 't easily see her. I didn 't know if anyone had gotten
to her, yet. I said, " I need to get back to Jeff and get to Kristin ,
again . I don 't know how they are doing." I could hear him moaning
and groaning in pain. It was devastating. I knew he was suffering
horribly and needed help desperately. But, I had no idea that he
was in much worse shape than I ever could have imagined. He
wasn 't as bloody as the girls and I were. He had been standing
up and thrashing around, so I knew that his legs, back, and neck
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weren't broken. Those were the things that I was worried about.
Considering the distance and force of being thrown from a rolling
vehicle. I wanted to get up and comfort them.
I was told to, "just lay down and an ambulance will be here soon." It
was on its way toward us right at that moment. A man had stopped
and had a cellular phone. He called immediately for assistance. I
hurt all over. My thoughts for my family kept racing around inside of
my head. As I was lying in the roadside, waiting for help to arrive,
the penetrating sun and consuming heat were overwhelming. I kept
crying and asking for someone to help us. I said, "the sun is so hot.
I can barely stand it." I needed to find a way to keep the blinding sun
out of my eyes. Several people, that had been willing to stop and
see if they could help, formed a line alongside the road . This helped
to block the sun from my baby and myself. That helped so much to
have some relief from the intense glare and heat.
I continued crying and this time asking for someone to call my family.
I kept repeating their numbers. Someone wrote them down. I gave
them my parents and my sister's telephone numbers. I knew that I
needed my family more desperately than ever before. We were all in
serious trouble and more than I even realized at the time. Someone
told me that they would contact my family, right away. Sure enough
they did. The same man that called for help, called home to his
wife and gave her the disheartening job of calling my family. Thank
God, for the kind and caring souls that stopped their lives for a brief
moment, to help strangers, in a time of tragedy. I wished I knew
the gentleman and his wife. Because of their quick response, an
ambulance was on its way toward us. It also gave my family the
needed time to make arrangements with jobs, children, and pets. It
could have taken hours before I would have been able to just make
those calls. A name, a phone number, anything so that I could have
contacted them and thanked them for their kindness and much
needed help.
There were people all around us, trying to do what they could to offer
some kind of help. My mind was overwhelmed with everything. I
was so tired and in so much pain. I just wanted to sleep. I knew that
I couldn't. I was the only one that could answer all the questions. It
was like a horrible nightmare that you just couldn't wake up from.
The pain was really getting to me. I knew that my girls and my
husband were also feeling great pain. That knowledge increased
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my suffering greatly. There was nothing that I could do. My left shoulder
was throbbing and aching . I noticed the throbbing of my left arm, leg,
and face. The right side of my head was causing excruciating pain, by
now. I must have been so numb before that I didn't feel the extent of
my injuries from the forceful blows that I had just suffered.
I knew that help was on the way and I needed to stay strong until they
got there. People kept telling me that Kristin was Okay. They knew
that I was worried about her. They tried to ease my mind. Asia was
right beside me, her cries of pain and agony, will never leave my
memory. To look at her bloody and beaten face , caused me more
pain than I can express. I didn't get to spend any time with Kristin, so
her injuries didn't have time to penetrate my reeling brain. I just knew
that she was alive. I prayed for her and her daddy. I knew that the girls
were extremely lucky to even be alive. Their petite and fragile bodies
could have easily been broken and torn to shreds. It really astounds
me that they were not killed or harmed beyond repair.
The ambulance arrived to help us. It had seemed like hours and yet it
was only a matter of minutes. I truly believe that their quick response
saved, my daughter, Kristin's life. At that time, I didn't know that Kristin
was in serious trouble. Her liver had been lacerated and could have
caused her to bleed to death, from the internal injuries sustained. She
had an open, bleeding wound on her forehead . It was about as big as
a golf ball in diameter and ½ to ¾ of an inch deep. There was no skin
covering the wound. With all of the dirt and debris it would have been
easy for it to become infected. They took Kristin's vital signs and were
working frantically to get them stable. Later I was told, that if we hadn't
gotten help so quickly, she may not have made it.
I remember a man looking down at me and asking me questions. I kept
answering everything that he asked, to the best of my ability. They told
me there were two ambulances. They checked my legs and found out
they weren't broken . I tried to tell them I just did the 100 yard dash down
the interstate, but they checked anyway. They told me they were going
to have to strap Asia to my legs. They were putting her in a papoose, so
she couldn't move. My legs were cut and bleeding , but nothing more
serious than that. I agreed quickly to their desire to strap her to me. It
was the only way that the girls and I could all go in the same ambulance.
Each person must be strapped down and stationary. At first, they
wanted they wanted to put Kristin and Jeff in the same ambulance.
Because both of their injuries were life threatening. Asia's and mine
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were not. They quickly changed their minds. They couldn 't get Jeff's
vital signs stable. They decided that it they needed to work on him
to keep him alive, it wasn 't a wise to have his 5-year-old daughter
watching and listening. Especially, it he didn't make it. They didn't want
to traumatize her anymore than she already had been . That's when
they approached me. Asia and I would be on one stretcher and Kristin
would be on the other. Jett was being taken to the hospital immediately.
Later I was told, when the paramedics started to get Kristin on her
stretcher, she started asking them questions. She asked them, "Is my
Daddy going to die? " She knew that when she was hurting he would be
there, no matter what. At only 5 years old , this small child understood
how much her daddy loved her and would be there to help her, if he
could. She sensed that something was terribly wrong. She had seen
me, but not her dad. They told her that he was hurt very badly and that
they would do everything they could to take care of him. I can't imagine
such intelligence and understanding , at such a young age. She was
thinking logically and rationally. I never even had it enter my mind that
he would die. I saw him standing and she didn't see him at all. But,
when I left him to get to Asia I didn't see how he was doing. I just didn't
know what was happening to all of us.
I felt relieved , when they started to move me. It felt so good to abandon
myself and let someone take care of things. I was absolutely exhausted
and had no energy or ability to handle things anymore. I just gave up
and let them do their jobs. The pain was so excruciating when they
strapped Asia to my cut and bleeding legs. They strapped her tightly.
I knew this was the best solution. I knew I must endure the pain , tor a
short time. We were put inside of the ambulance and stabilized , so we
couldn't move. I kept singing songs to the girls. It helped all of us keep
our mind oft the pain. It seemed to soothe them, somewhat. I was
looking up at the ceiling and wondering why this happened to us . We
were halfway home. We were 6 hours in each direction from both of our
families. Our accident took place right in the middle between Utah and
Oregon.
I kept thinking about Jett. The kids were with me. I hadn't seen him
or knew about his condition , tor quite some time, it seemed . I started
pleading with the paramedic tor information about my husband . I
needed to know. I needed to know right now! I asked him , "please find
out anything you can about him. I need to know the truth . Please don't
keep anything from me. My daughter, Kristin , almost died when she
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was born. They always told me exactly what was happening to her,
at all times. They never tried to soften the blow. They were always
completely honest and up front with the facts and details of her
condition. It really helped me to deal with the situation. Please be
honest with me, no matter what!"
He radioed to the other ambulance and found out the information
that I wanted. He quickly came back and knelt beside me. He
whispered in my ear, "no matter what happens to your husband ,
you must remember that you have to stay strong for your little girls."
Right then , before he told me anymore, I knew that Jeff was dead .
He then continued , "your husband has arrested and they are still
working on him. They haven't been able to get his vital signs stable.
They will continue to work on him and do everything they can."
Then he just touched my arm, as if to say I'm sorry and I wished I
had better news. He knew how serious his condition was. He was
honest and straightforward, but gentle.
I couldn't believe what he had just told me. Jeff didn 't look like he
was going to die. He was standing! How could he be dying? Those
questions just kept reeling around in my head . He wasn't even
bloody! I just didn't expect that I was going to hear that he was
arresting and dying! I expected them to tell me he had broken bones
or other injuries. I just didn't fathom that they were life threatening.
I wanted and needed to know the truth. This was the truth. As
difficult as it is to comprehend, I needed to know. I started pleading
and praying to my Heavenly Father to please save him. I didn't
think that I was a good enough mother to be able to raise these
two little girls on my own. I cried silently for Jeff that day. I didn't
want our two precious daughters to hear me. They weren 't ready to
understand the tragedy that was taking place in our lives.
I didn't know at that time, but I was about to face the most difficult
times I had ever experienced in my entire life. This would become a
fight for survival and a test of my faith and strength.
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Youth Ann Chen

The outer craters

To dig up your body
Left in
Imbrium Orientale Smythii Crisium
BasinsThe heart gestures
Loneliness whenever the sun
Crossed the courtyard gates
Whenever you cleaved the
Table with fists
Whenever your
Screams erupted from
Your curling-mouth .
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The soundwaves continue to speckle
On our earth-walls , and
Ferment our dreams
In the wake of your
Repose.

II
So we sent you

To your heritage
To exist
on the estate of the moon
where you grew
fifty inches in five years.
We shipped books to you
(the thought-sweeper)you crucifixion-loverto harvest the seeds
of your failures
and you return them
in hermetic
steel boxes
that read
"From No-One."
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"The moon is a careless eye,"
You scribbled on the first page
Of Plath's The Bell Jar.
We discovered
It
Stapled to the back
Of a Shakespeare
Compendium.
On the other pages, you
Jotted and sketched out
Smiling, eyeless faces and
entitled them
"The Self as a Lonesome Moon."
IV

We refuse to surrender and
Displace the position of your settlement,
The methods
Of your transportation
Underneath that
Dome of sheet metal
Formed between our minds-a
a bell-shaped scrimmage
that fell from the sun.
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V
30 years of death
And the words
You painted on the cement
On the estate
Grounds of the
Moon where you left
Your suicide declaration
"So I dig ;
How can one
consider the possibility of sanity
While always living life atop a full moon? "
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"Life in a vacuum,
Weightless and uncouth, " you
Left at the end of the
paragraph .
So we wander the
Grey spines of mountain
We wander
The basins , the craters, the valleys
We dig
To find you
But we can't
We dig
To find you
We won't
But we continue.
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Winter Prose
Chelsea Goddard
Tonight is quiet and bright. The clouds are close as snow floats
in slow motion to the ground , already white. It's moments like this
when I feel I am most myself ... the stillness allows my thoughts
and emotions to unravel from one another, creating seamless
clarity in my mind. Anxiety disappears as I breathe in a perfect
rhythm and inhale the splendor of such a flawless night.

I am alone in this house. Free to let my thoughts spill out and fill
each empty room and hall. ..
This instant of solitude brings peace and comfort - a feeling that
amidst all of life's pain and hardship , things will work out in their
own time; the feeling that still I am happy although parts of my
heart and soul may suffer. There will always be struggles , there
will always be pain, but there remains so much beauty in this
world, so many reasons to smile and laugh , so many reasons to
be grateful for every breath I take and each beat my heart gives.
Tonight is a reminder of the simple beauty and miracles that exist
around me. Tonight is a reason to keep my heart open and to see
with more than just my eyes.
Tonight I remember my heart's strength. I feel love in amounts I
cannot express. The stresses that weighed heavy on my mind
have lifted ... I know the burden will return, but for now, I float.
Tonight I recognize that although it is hard, life continues and
brings with it cause to continue enjoying it. I have more hope
than most. I have faith in the future. I have love for the here and
now.
I am grateful for this moment that reminded me ...
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Ode and Advice from the Moon
Melinda Bosen

0, peculiar moon , which vexes our eyes.
Hear our hopes, dreams and cries,
Sympathize with creatures from another world ,
whose sorrows would go unheard.
Care for the neglected, and forsaken
tell those souls that they're mistaken
For their unusual humor and mirth
makes others' realize their worth.
Finally, sage king of the forlorn,
thou hast thy attendant to warn
of dangers tapped out by mortal men
the tired worry of 'inadequacy' again.
The haloed orb speaks thy advice,
"Where thou hast heart and mind transgress ,
come the divine fruit, success."

La Allah
Steven Butler

Here's the story of a Patriot
Caught red handed
Fighting for his people
Outnumbered and cornered
Waiting patiently as his brothers get thrown to the ground
Two pressure-plated 155 rounds
Enough to scratch the armor of a passing HUMVEE
Maybe even enough to slice through a turret gunner
It's hot, 120 degrees of vitamin D
Looking up to truck-loads of freedom fighting Marines
He says good bye to his most precious memories
His enemy's voice rings
"Get out of the truck
Slowly
With your hands up"
Through Arabic his traitor screams
I turn to silence his brothers cries
They're face down in the sand and already in zip-ties
CRACK!
The sound of bullets
A single AK-47
Clouds of dirt float to the sky
This man in the truck now has a reason to die
Two rounds out of hundreds , one through his palm and one in his
thigh
Then out through his kidney
The count is up
All Marines well and alive
A man's failed last attempt at correcting a lie
Naked , and dying
Fake passports and IDs tied around his thigh
With his right hand he points to the sky
Unable to speak
Drowning in his own blood
He points to the sky
La Allah (no god) I say
As I slap his hand back down to the ground
And his life flashes before my fresh green eyes
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He's not the first patriot I've seen die
Nor was he the last
Another one among many
Responsible for the truth and the pain in my eyes
Another sleepless night
Lost in this madness we call War
Where the raw
Unmerciful evil lies inside me
And you
I am your hero
America
A ruthless, skillful killer sent to slaughter
A shiny tool crafted to keep this machine in power
A hungry fool
Able and willing to do a blind nation's killing
Don't you fucking pray for me
I know who I am
Pray for yourself
I'm only a product of my surroundings
A mirror image of you
A mirror image of the money you shell out for diamonds and gold
Fancy cars and new phones
I am your hero, America
Charred flesh stuck to my med-kit keeps me primed
Terrified of dying I kill to keep mine
And the blood I spill
It's all for you
America
Just keep the taxes flowing
And keep on hoping for that luxurious lifestyle you 've always been
dreaming of
Soon enough you 'll get it
When you 're all alone and left fucked out in the cold
Wondering why the truth never gets told
And how easily a lie can be sold
Just keep doing as you're told
And we'll keep killing the bold
Hatred turns into gold
America
Hatred turns into gold
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Final Heartbreak
Kali Baigue

I called you my final heartbreak. When the billowing, bitter, and
blistering winds of my tempest-tossed and forgotten heart had left
me for dead, and I feared that even one single painful raindrop more
would absorb my soul into disappearance, I saw you shining there
with all your self-loathing and childlike devotion, and I grasped it all
up in my hungry fists , determined never to let go, and I told you you
were my final heartbreak because I knew my soul was not strong
enough for another encounter with lost love's harsh conditions, and
because I knew you needed me, would never leave me. You threw
away everything of yourself and followed my demanding words,
gentle prods, accusing tears with terrified obedience in a way that
caused me to soon realize that it wasn't at all love, but rather two
parasites feeding off each other's emotions, lives , warm bodies ,
and I didn't want you anymore. I still don't think anyone understands
how hard it was for me, with all the accusations, disappointments,
"you-shouldn't-have's," and unmet expectations no one, not even
you, saw my feet. Stuck in the muck of a sinking swamp of self-pity
and sorrow, dragging my feet slowly through the thick black muck
of my own internal turmoil , juggling and losing and balancing and
finding all of my confidence and self-love and integrity like lop-sided
and clumsy building blocks in my arms until I was finally able to
pull myself up to the warm, dry, bank of option and opportunity and
living, and was finally able to say with all the certainty I have ever
known, those stabbing, difficult words and when I did, all those lost
blocks found their rightful places within me and I placed my feet
back upon the golden, marvelous, and beautifully uncertain path that
is life, and the hideous, black, and horrifying beast that was the fear
within me disappeared somehow. A soft, welcoming opening began
to emerge from the depths of myself glowing with anticipation for life
experience, and while only the future knows and has yet to tell me,
every day I live my life with a joyous little bluebird of happiness and
wellbeing residing in my soul, every day I become more and more
certain that you shall always remain as you have always been to me ,
and that: my final heartbreak.
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A Lost Dream
Cierra Bell
Every small child has a dream of what they want to be when they
grow up; whether it's an astronaut , a movie star, or a hero. Not all of
us reach our dreams of what we want to be, and we lose them even
when they are within our grasp. My dream was to play for a great
college and succeed as a softball pitcher, but this last summer it
became a lost dream of mine.
We are on our way to Mitchell , South Dakota, and I still have no idea
if I wi ll be staying or leaving. As we are travelling down the road , my
mind is racing with all these questions. This is my dream ; do I just
give it up this easily? Will my shoulder be able to handle the next four
years? I haven't pitched in so long, what if I'm not ready? To stay or
go? I remember driving down the road , listening to the heavy sounds
from my iPod, and thinking about what was going to happen by the
end of this weekend.
As I'm looking out at the dark sky and the heavy rain falling, I hear
my family's words in my head. This is everything you've worked
for, and now is your chance to do what you've always wanted.
Your shoulder will be fine , and you' ll be able to throw the very first
practice. While their words are racing through my mind , I feel the
butterflies in my stomach and the pressure of a truth only I know
beating on my chest. I wanted this dream my whole life, but I would
be the only one to know the truth of my shoulder. I have to make a
decision, and it wil l be one of the hardest decisions I will ever have to
make. This decision will change my life forever.
I see the long winding road ahead of us , and I think about the long
path I have taken to have my dream become a reality. My path took
me eight years of my life training to obtain a softball scholarship. I
have gone through blood, sweat , and tears just to reach my goal,
and now I finally attained it. I begin to realize as we come closer and
closer to our destination that my dream was again out of my reach.
We arrive in Mitchell, and as I step out of the car I feel the warm,
muggy air and the sweat building on my face. While thinking about
my decision and how I will tell my family, we unload the cars and set
up our room . I still don 't have the courage to tell anyone that being
here was a mistake. Before I could convey the truth, my body had
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done the talking for me. The next two days I was stuck in my single
bed with a sick stomach. I realize that I'm so sick because I am
extremely stressed out about not telling my family the reality of the
situation .
I grasp by the second night of moving to school that it was time to
make a decision, and tell my family why I am really sick. My sister
and I call my dad , and we ask him to come to our room to talk. There
is a soft knock at the door, and I realize there is no turning back now.
My heart begins to beat as fast as a hummingbird's wings as I see
my dad walk through the door and sit on my bed. I look up at my dad
and my eyes begin to tear up as I prepare to tell him.
"Dad. I don 't want to be here anymore. My shoulder is gone and I'm
ready to go home ."
"Are you sure? I thought this was what you wanted."
"It was until I realized that this was a mistake , and it's not what I want
anymore."
After hours of flowing words and tears, we all finally come to the
same conclusion .. we are going home. I hug my dad goodbye,
telling him how sorry I am, and we begin to pack our
room. After my dad is gone, my sister turns to me and gives me a
look of relief, acceptance, and readiness . She feels the relief of not
having to stay here. She feels the acceptance of losing her dream .
She feels the readiness to move forward and go home.
The next morning , I look in the mirror and see a girl with messy hair
and red, swollen eyes. I also see a girl with a newfound strength; a
confidence in the decision she has made . The first girl I see doesn't
look like me, but this other girl is the one I have missed for awhile. My
family arrives to our room ready to pack up the cars and go home.
The last thing to do is withdraw from the school and call the coach.
I'm sitting in the front seat of my blue Ford Explorer Sport ready
to give the coach a call. I dial the number with shaking hands . "Hi
Coach. I'm calling to tell you that my sister and I have decided to
withdraw from the school and go home," my voice quivers. I listen
into the speaker as I hear her breathing. She replies , "Please meet
me in my office right now." I hang up the phone and tell my family
what she said. My mind was racing with questions. Why does she
want us to meet her? What 's she going to say? Man, this isn't going
to be easy.
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We drive to her office, walk inside, and sit down to talk with her.
As soon as I walk in I can see the look on her face . It is a look of
confusion , sadness, and anger all rolled into one. I feel like I'm in
elementary school again stuck in the principal's office. I go through
almost the same conversation with her that I had with my dad. She
begins to ask us questions about our decision , but I couldn 't look at
her.
"Why are you leaving?"
"We decided it was the best decision for us because we don 't want
to be here."
"Why don't you want to be here? "
"I 'm still not able to throw, and I'm worried that I would be wasting
your time if I stayed with an injured shoulder."
She is done asking me questions because I think she knows that my
mind is made up and nothing she says is going to change that. The
coach turns to my sister and begs her to stay. "I 'm not going to stay
without Cierra. I'm ready to go home," my sister replies.
We apologize to the coach, say our goodbyes, and walk out of
her office. When we walk out the door, I turn back to take one last
look at the coach. I see how furious she is, but I didn 't blame her.
We had just taken two scholarships away from two other girls and
disappointed her. 1feel horrible about the situation , but I didn 't know
that this was going to happen and that my shoulder was done . I have
never felt so selfish in my entire life, but I'm doing what 's best for me.
We walk to our car and begin the long trip home.
It's been five months since this event, and I still think about it every
day. This experience was a big part of my life, but I still feel that I
made the right decision. When I came back to Salt Lake City, I felt
happier and not as stressed out as I did throughout the summer. I felt
like this occurrence was a bit of a self discovery because it showed
me that I didn't need my dream to continue on. I have an existence
that doesn 't revolve around softball , and now I have time gained
back from all those years of playing. These new eyes have shown
me all the great things about the world that I have been missing . 1
might have lost my dream , but it has now given me the opportunity
to experience life through newly found eyes .
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