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ASCENSION

HAILEY BOHLER

1

AMOR VINCIT OMNIA
ALEAH MONTOYA
Almost an adult,
but still a
child. Inside my
dark imagination
everything is based on
fear. Fear of people
going away, Fear of my
hiding place being discovered. My
imagination plays cruel
jokes on me, It isn't
kind, but
love saves
me. In my imagination, love means
no
one leaves me,
Passion exists in
quiet stillness. We can be
renegades in my imagination. We can
silently run away and slip into
time, Where
unusual unions end in
victory, and those
who harbored doubt, those
xanthippe' s and spectators who hate me and
you, they will disappear, and their
zabernisms will make us strong.
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BURN
AMBER GENTRY
I touched
And I felt
Left out / defeated
Don't treat these
Cuts and bruises
Leave me here
Scars don't mean
Harsh marks
And maybe these burns
Are the only proof I have
To prove that I was there
These teenage girls with nimble fingers
Attract dark wolves
Kisses feel like whispers
A private thought
Another lie
In shoebox homes
Tied up in twine.

I fell
Apart
And feel
Departed
No hope
No love
Just another false promise
From the cloudy skies above
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CATHY DOES NOT LIKE BANANAS
TROY HORNE
The recess bell rings, and the other children dash for the door. The classroom that the students want to escape is warm and secure with Ms. Dodson
in charge. The leather coat that she wears every day is hanging on a coat
rack behind her. The pockets are big enough and I am small enough that she
always says, "I want to put you in my pocket and take you home. You're so
cute."
I remain sitting at my desk hoping Ms. Dodson will not make me leave the classroom. Though she is very nice to me, she will not play favorites. When she
looks up from her desk and sees me sitting at my desk, she smiles and gently
tells me to go outside.

I don't wont to go to the playground. I know what is going to happen once I
leave the safety of my classroom.
The windows on the door shine from the morning sun rising into the fall sky.
The noise from the children playing outside becomes louder as I approach
the doors. I reach up to press the metal door handles. The metal feel cools
against my hands. I pause to take a large breath, and push the doors open.
The screams and laughter of playing children hurts, not my ears, but my chest.

If only I could join them.
"Hey, chink!" I hear someone yell. A group of kids, standing near the door,
start to laugh. It Is the usual group, which every school seems to have-the
ones who enjoy teasing and tormenting other children.
" It's four eyes!" a girl shouts. The group thinks this insult is the funniest. It has
been hurled hundreds of times, but still has not lost its power to sting. The kids
seem to know which insults will continue to hurt. even though I try my best not
to react to them.
"Hey you stupid gook!" someone yells. I don't know what the word 'gook'
means. But I do know the intentions behind the insult.
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"Go back to China, you stupid chink!" Kevin, who pulls the corner of his eyes
down to imitate Chinese eyes, says scornfully. If I weren't angry, I would laugh.
He looks silly trying to imitate an Asian with his white skin, hazel eyes, and short
blond hair. His imitation angers me more than his insult. Anger that wants to
hit his face races to my fists, but fear of the consequences races through my
thoughts.
'Tm Korean, you idiot!" I scream at Kevin. I won't ever admit to those kids that
I don't know the difference either.
I try to ignore them and make my way to the swings as I usually do during recess. I love being on the swings. As I swing up and down, I can close my eyes
and imagine the air caressing my face is my mother's hand brushing away the
dirt and pain, and the brief tingling in my stomach is the feeling when I see my
mother's face. That face is sometimes my adopted mother's face, Ms. Dodson's, or any other kind woman's; but I never see an Asian face.
But today, I don't reach the swings. A group of four boys crowd around me
and start to push me from one boy to the next. There are several girls who
stand outside of the ring, giggling. One of the worst tormentors, Casey, is especially brave this morning and trips me. I look at Mrs. Allen, who is supervising
the kids playing on the soccer field, wishing she would rescue me from these
kids.
The laughter of the children makes my eyes water. I stand up and look at the
boys. "Leave me alone! I haven't done anything to you guys!" I shout. My
hands are clenched into small fists from the lacerations on my palms and from
the desire to punch Casey.
He starts to laugh louder, and says, "Look, the chink is mad," in his worst oriental accent. The others start shouting in unison, "The chink is mad!"
I hate him for tormenting me. I hate him because he hos blue eyes and blond
hair, unlike me. I hate him, most of all, because he hos friends.
Karen, laughing, says, "The baby is crying.'' Like parrots, the other kids In
the group mimic her. Even though she is missing a tip of her right pinkie, she
doesn't get teased. They tease me because I look so different from everyone,
including my family. It is not because I wear glasses; it is not because I am the
shortest kid in the class; it is because my face is so different.
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I can't stop crying, and I scream, "I hate you guys!" and run off the school
grounds. But I don't hate them. In spite of the teasing, I like Kevin, with his
antics in class, and Koren, with her husky voice. And I like most of the kids in my
class, even though I don't know them very well. I start walking home. "Why ore
they so mean?" I ask myself. "They weren't this way in Kindergarten."
When I enter the house, my mother asks me, "Why ore you home?" This is the
first time I hove come home during the school day. The tears dried while I
walked home, and before entering the house, I wiped away any trace of
crying.
"Leave me alone," I tell her. I go to my bedroom, the semi-dork of the basement welcoming like a den, and close the door. I don't think she understands
the way I feel. I om so different from everyone. When I go to the store with my
mother, I feel embarrassed because I don't look like her. The question strangers ask, "Who is this?" is the worst. I don't see them ask other women with a
small child this question-they assume the mother and child ore related.
My mother knocks on the door and asks, "Are you alright, Troy?" She seems
concerned, but I don't wont to talk to her at this moment. I know she loves
me, but because she sees me for who I om, she is blind to the fact that I look
different. Her blindness makes her unable to understand the problems I om
suffering this year.
"Yes," I mumble. I feel confused. I don't know how to tell her that I om miserable because I was adopted. At the some time, I would like to hove someone
to confide in about my misery. Lost month, when I brought up my feelings, she
offered to buy a pizza. I didn't wont a pizza, I wonted the pain to go away. I
feel confused. So I hove decided that I will not tell her about what is happening this year in school.
Prior to this school year, I spoke with my mother all the time. I asked once why
they hod adopted me. Her explanation was that she and my dad wonted six
children. Their friends hod just adopted a Korean girl and were ecstatic. The
married couple gave my parents some information, and the rest is history.
At the time, the explanation did not bother me, but now I feel anger over their
decision. I trace the route a plane would fly on the mop of the world I hove
mode with chewed gum on the bunk above me. I wont to tell my mother that
it was stupid to adopt me when I om completely different from them. Looking
at how the green and blue gum clashes, I wonder, "Why didn't they adopt a
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white child if they wanted six children and leave me in K.orea?"
Where I belong.
In November, there is a new girl in the class. Her name is Cathy. The teacher
assigns her a desk in the front. During class I stare at her hair. I become lost in
the strands of dark blond hair which travel neatly down her head and end in
mad curls that are carefree. The recess bell rings, and I rush to greet her, but
she hurriedly leaves the room. I pause for a moment, not sure if she is trying to
avoid me or did not see me.
That night in bed I start to daydream as I always do. Tonight, though, instead
of my usual dream in which my biological parents, who are rich, come to reclaim me and take me back to K.orea, I daydream about Cathy. I see a future
with her as my wife. I see myself working and coming home to the house with
Cathy waiting for me having already cooked dinner like the family in "Leave
it to Beaver." A contented feeling washes over me because I am married with
two children and a steady job.
The next day, at recess, I wait for the other kids to leave the classroom. When
I walk outside, I brace myself against the cold wind and the insults that are
sure to fly. The wind hits my face, and I shiver, but I don't think it is from the
cold, but the torment I know is coming. I take several steps and then stop in
confusion. Where are the insults? No kids are waiting by the door to start
harassing. In the distance, I hear my usual tormentors screaming in unison, "It's
monkey face!"
Some of the boys, Casey and K.evin included, are trying their best to imitate
monkeys by hopping from one leg to the other, drooping their arms as low as
they can and grunting like monkeys. I see their breath in the cold air each
time they grunt, giving an exclamation point to the sounds. There are three
girls, standing away from the circle, laughing at the scene. Their cheeks and
noses are red from the cold. Their expressions are so intoxicating, a mixture of
joy and excitement. How can such an expression be possible while watching
such misery? I make my way over, curious to see who they are torturing.
When I arrive, at first I cannot see whom they are tormenting because I am
shorter than everyone. Two of the boys separate, creating a gap through
which I see the person they are teasing. I look at that person, guilt for wanting
to know who they are teasing warring with relief from not being teased today.
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Cathy is standing in the middle of the group with tears running down her
cheeks. I don't understand why they are calling her "monkey face". Her face
looks like all the other children. Remembering the daydream from last night, I
feel an urge to pound my fist into the boys that surround her. I want to scream
at the girls to leave her alone.
If I rescued her would she talk with me?

Looking at the gathered kids, I imagine my tiny fists smashing into Casey and
Kevin faces. Their swollen noses dripping blood propel my imagination. Surely, Cathy would like me for rescuing her. But the reality of the situation crushes
my thoughts, and a sense of helplessness washes over me. I turn around and
walk away with my head down.
The next week, the kids stop teasing me because they have a new kid to torment during recess, Cathy. Feelings of relief and anxiety clash inside my head.
Seeing Cathy just as miserable as I was the previous week dampens the joy of
not being teased. The lack of tormenting makes me feel like another school
kid, the feeling I had in kindergarten.
I ask Alex, "Hey Alex, why do they call Cathy 'monkey face'?"
He is a classmate who never teases me but also never speaks to me. He looks
at me through his thick b lack glasses, not sure whether I am speaking a foreign
language. Then he decides that I must be speaking to him. "She looks like a
monkey," he says, and then quickly turns back to the roll of film he made from a
grease pencil wrapping. He must feel awkward having to talk to me.
The week after Alex explained the reasoning behind Cathy's moniker, I try to
steal looks at Cathy 's face, trying to find any resemblance to a monkey. But I
never really see the resemblance. She has blue eyes which I find so fascinating. She has white skin while I have yellow. Her hair is blond with soft curls at
the ends while my hair is like a bunch of black sticks. She looks like everyone
else at school.
After the New Year's break, I return to school. Now I don't dread going as
much since the kids stopped teasing me. When the recess bells rings, I see
Cathy listlessly sitting at her desk. I have never spoken to her since she arrived at school. I still cannot get the courage to speak to her. I walk toward
the playground.
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When I step out, the usual tormentors are standing in a group near the exit.
They start screaming. For several moments I don't understand what they are
screaming, then the words start to make sense.
They are screaming, "Chink! Gook! Four-eyes! Shrimp! Midget!"
The last month and a half of freedom has made me forget the words they use.
For some reason, the insults hurt more than they did before Cathy arrived. A
sense of not being so strange, a sense of almost belonging to the group, is
ripped away with those insults.
Cathy walks out of the doors onto the playground. I want to stop the insults
and the pain, so I scream with desperation, "It's monkey face!"
Everyone freezes.
Then everyone turns to Cathy and starts screaming. I Join in the screaming.
She starts to cry. Staring at Cathy as she stands alone in a circle of kids
tormenting her, a feeling of loathing slowly settles down on my shoulders and
travels to my feet. I feel like a traitor, not knowing what I have betrayed, not
realizing a traitor is never trusted by any side. The loathing becomes an anchor, holding me mentally to the same exact place for years to come.
Some years later, while reading an article about race, I see the term, "banana", which describes me perfectly-yellow on the outside and white on
the inside. I recall Cathy, how I betrayed myself by hurting her in an effort to
fit among the other kids. I am not white nor am I Korean. I will never be fully
accepted in the western world, nor will I be fully accepted in the Asian world.
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A DEMOLITION
ASHLEY SHAW
The walls shuddered as a crash sounded through the open window. Addy started
out of a particularly good dream in which she was riding a giant dragon. She
groaned and rolled over, face to face with glowing eyes and a yawning mouth
full of sharp teeth. Moonshine licked her lips and tucked her nose under her folded
paws, only briefly disturbed by her owner's neurotic behavior.
Another loud thud rattled the pictures on the wall. Addy rolled out of bed and
parted the curtains, squinting at the light of morning. The school behind her house
was half standing, the remainder a pile of rubble beneath the giant wheels of a
tractor, or whatever they call those big machines that beep when they go backward and smash buildings with their giant scooped arm. She thought there ought
to have been a notice posted to her door warning of the demolition or at least a
public mention in the Mid Valley newsletter. Demolitions were awfully loud.
Addy stumbled Into the kitchen to assemble her coffee, spilling grounds across the
counter and sloshing water out of the pot and grumbling about how there should
be public input on how early people are allowed to smash buildings. The smell of
brewing coffee jogged her brain as she stared at a Garfield calendar on the wall.
It was Monday, wasn't it? It figures, she thought. She hated Mondays. She looked at
the calendar's drawing of Garfield dramatically throwing himself on the floor and
chuckled to herself. Garfield hates Mondays, too.
Moonshine slinked into the kitchen and wound herself around Addy 's legs. Her
black fur resembled a mink's in the sl ivers of sunlight through the window blinds. She
appeared as a small striped jungle cat. She jumped on the counter and stared at
the demolition crew, her fail twitching as if observing prey. Addy sipped her coffee
and stared as well, the pile of bricks and clouds of dust increasing with each
crash. Something very strange about this, she thought, but couldn't quite put her
finger on it. Moonshine snuck between the table plants to get a closer look.
An army of machinery surrounded the school, smashing bricks and digging info
the debris with large shovels. With each smash of the wrecking ball, the walls
shook. and Addy's core rumbled. Or maybe she was Just hungry. She toasted some
bread and buttered if. As she wandered aimlessly through the house, the satisfying crunch of the toast drowned out some of the rack.et from the demolition. She
finished her coffee and went to shower.
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Moonshine heard the spray of the water against the plastic curtain and flew away
from the window and into the bathroom. She meowed inquisitively, making certain
that Addy hod not drowned or become gravely injured by the torrential downpour of water in the both. A wet hand stuck itself out of the shower and potted her
on the head, which sent her reeling out of the bathroom. She skid on the tile out of
the room and bock toward the window to dry herself in the sun.
As Addy dressed and gathered her things to head to work, she felt a nagging in
the bock of her mind as if she was missing something. She wondered from room to
room, realized she was forgetting the stock of graded papers on the table, felt
proud for remembering them, and stuffed them into her bog. She potted Moonshine on the head and opened the window just enough for her to get some fresh
air, then walked out the door.
As her heels clicked out a rhythm on the sidewalk, Addy realized that she was definitely forgetting something important. She got to the end of her street and turned
right, storing at the crumbling school before her. If the school was being demolished, where was she going to teach? Where were the children going to attend
school? Why hod she not known that her place of employment, right next to her
home, was scheduled to be smashed into dust? $he ran toward the wor\l.ers and
'lne\1 enC>lTI\C)\)l; eQ\5)pmen\ ST\C>u\mg, "~ey\ hnyone\'wno s·m cnarge nere1 'wna'i s

going on here?!" Nobody responded, everyone continuing to push levers around
inside the cobs of their machinery. She waved her arms and jumped up and down,
papers falling out of her bog and blowing away in a cloud of dust.
Finally, one of the men operating a wrecking boll noticed her and jumped out
of his box. He scrambled over some rubble and started shouting over the noise.
"What are you doing here, lady? This is a dangerous work zone!" -CRASH-"You
can't be here!" He grabbed her arm and pulled her away from the work zone and
bock to the sidewalk. "You could've gotten hurt, ma'am. Whoddyo doing?"
Addy's eyes were wide with panic. "1-1 work here... Why ore you tearing it down?
Who told you to do that? I never got a memo!" She glanced frantically back and
forth at the destruction.
"Look, lady, I just go where they soy and knock stuff down. Coll the school district,
maybe they know. But stay away from big machines that could smash you like on
ant, OK?" He adjusted his safety goggles and lumbered bock to his machine.
Addy walked, dozed, bock home. The sidewalk shuddered as the school where
she'd taught for the post ten years was dissolved into a pile of bricks. She flipped
open the mailbox, which she just realized she hod forgotten to check for however
many days, she couldn't remember, and pulled out a letter with the school 's return
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address. So she did just miss the memo, she thought to herself. She sat down on her
porch step and read the letter:
To Whom It May Concern:
We have recently become aware of a dire structural fault in our school
building. There is a large sinkhole beneath the school that caved in
the gym. There ore potentially other foundational issues as well, so we
have made the decision to demolish the building. All classes will be
moved to the Mid Valley Recreation Center until alternate accommodations can be provided. Please do not be alarmed as this does not
affect the safety of the community or schoolchildren.
Thank you for your understanding,
Mid Valley Middle School
Days before, she recalled, a group of children had huddled together in the back
of the lunch room. Bradley, a snotty boy from Miss Deveraux's class, was telling
them, "Did you know that there's a big hole under the gym that leads straight to
China?" Some children giggled, others spoke out in disbelief. Addy had completely forgotten about the conversation until just then. She chuckled to herself about
the tall tales children are always inventing, then folded her letter and started in
the opposite direction toward the rec center.
That evening, when she returned from school, Addy bumbled around the kitchen
making herself dinner. The beeping of the machinery alternated with the microwave's announcement that her pot pie was done. It certainly takes a long time just
to knock something down, she thought. All those months spent building it Just for it
to sink into the ground. She poured herself a glass of wine and picked little pieces
of chicken out of her dinner for Moonshine.
The thuds and crashes of the demolition subsided as night fell. Workers packed
up their things and locked up their machinery, leaving mounds of different materials to dispose of later. Addy and Moonshine looked out the window as they
disappeared into the night. She turned back from the kitchen and uncorked the
wine bottle, a little hollow pop resounding, and poured herself another gloss. She
turned back to Moonshine just in time to see her tall slipping out the window she
had left cracked earlier in the morning. Lazy with drink, she slipped on her shoes
and grabbed a ftashlight to head outside and find her. Moonshine snuck around
the side of the house just as the door shut.
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Walking out onto the driveway, Moonshine turned back and waited for Addy.
Her eyes gleamed like mirrors as the flashlight beam hit them and she let out a
tiny meow, as if taunting her owner. Addy whispered, "Moonshine! Come here
baby, let's go back inside," then wondered why she was whispering at all. As she
stepped closer, Moonshine galloped further down the drive and stopped, waiting.
Addy followed and the cot jaunted away, until she looked up and sow the dark
shadow of the school. "Where are we going, baby?" Addy hissed. "Well, I guess
we could just take a peek at that sinkhole."
Addy mode her way through the rubble and past the machinery to where the
gym had stood the day before. Moonshine, pleased with her owner's conceding,
walked expertly behind her, navigating the rocks and sniffing for bugs. Despite the
light of the moon, the sinkhole remained a large black void in the ground. Moonshine chattered and bounded down into the darkness. "No! Get back here! Bad
kitty!" Addy yelled, and her voice echoed into the blackness. She shone her light
into the hole, and made her way down into the depths.
From inside the hole she realized how massive it actually was. Even the smallest
crumbling of debris echoed inside the crater. She called, "Here, kitty kitty," and
her voice resounded bock a dozen kitties. She heard Moonshine coo in the
distant dark and followed. Her flashlight followed along the edge of the wall and
then disappeared down what appeared to be a tunnel. Her mind began to present possibilities: large creatures, a secret passageway, aliens, or maybe it was just
a sewer line or another sinkhole that had yet to collapse. She ducked down and
followed the echoing meows of the cat.
She could smell the iron and must in the dirt, the wet air of cloy and mud. Her
shoes mode soft squishing noises in the spongy ground. Every so often, the glimmer
of Moonshine's eyes would flicker in front of the flashlight. She felt as if she'd been
walking for hours, though everything looked the same. The silence surrounded
her, made her claustrophobic, and she begged Moonshine, "Please baby, come
bock, let's go home, come on, good kitty..." Moonshine responded with a purring
meow and galloped down the passageway.
The beam of the flashlight began to flicker. Addy hit it with her palm, jarring the
light back on for a moment, but then it gave way completely, enveloping her in
darkness. She was never very good at tight spaces or dark spaces or any spaces
she couldn't figure out how to escape, and this was definitely one of them. She
wandered, feeling the walls and trying to remember which direction she was
facing when the light went out. She heard Moonshine mew in the distance, and felt
her way along the corridor. Time ceased to exist. How long had she been wondering down this tunnel, anyway? She was getting hungry again. She was certain
she had put new batteries in the flashlight not too long ago, and she never used
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it except to take the trash out after dark. She started breathing heavily. How much
air is there in an underground tunnel, she wondered. I must just keep feeling along,
she thought. and it has to come out somewhere. Still, tears formed in her eyes and
she shook slightly. When she tired herself of weeping, she slid down to the floor in
exhaustion. Moonshine, her black fur perfectly married to the darkness, wandered
back and wound herself between Addy's legs, purring. "Stupid cat, you are," she
scolded, "Getting us lost In this God-forsaken hole we're going to die in." Regardless, she picked up the kitten and held it tightly.
At that moment, she felt a cold sting on her face of a breeze drying her wet tears.
Moonshine mewed and jumped down, bounding in the direction of the draft. It
smelled of mint and ginger and exotic spices. She followed the breeze, and soon
her footsteps sounded on concrete. The walls were hard and cold to the touch,
and a faint light shone several feet away. Moonshine sat. looking up into the light,
and looked back at Addy expectantly. As she neared, she saw a grate and a
ladder leading up to it. She grabbed Moonshine, kissed her and sat the cat upon
her shoulder, and climbed up the ladder, pushing the grate out of the way.
A sliver of moonlight shone through a basement window, in what appeared to be
a cellar or store room of sorts. She stood tiptoed and looked through the tiny
window and onto what appeared to be an exotic garden. She squinted her eyes
to decipher the writing on the boxes lining the walls. Everything smelled delicious,
and she realized she was starving. She realized suddenly that everything was written in Chinese. Her mind began to reel. It can't be possible, she thought. That's just
a story that children tell each other. You can't actually dig a hole to China. She
looked frantically around the room, seeing no door in the darkness. Moonshine
was curled up asleep on a pallet of bags of rice. She threw herself down beside
Moonshine and whispered to her, "This is all a dream. We're not in China. We can't
be," but in her mind she was not certain. ''I'll just rest with you for a moment. bad
kitty, then we'll figure out how to get home." Once again she was enveloped in
blackness.
Addy was jolted awake by a piercing scream. As her eyes adjusted, she saw an
old woman yelling in another language and flailing her arms. A group of Chinese
men flooded through the doorway and the oldest tried to calm the woman, who
was pointing at the pallet of rice and the filthy, muddy woman and cat perched
upon them. One of the men rushed over and shook Addy, yelling most likely about
what a strange woman was doing in his shop. Moonshine stood and stretched,
taking in the scene calmly.
While she was being reprimanded and held by the arms, she recalled the events
of the night before. She thought for a moment it had all been a dream, but this
was definitely not her bed. My god, she realized, the children were right. The man
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kept babbling as he led a shocked Addy up the stairs, Moonshine following behind unnoticed. The staircase opened to a small, dimly lit seating area draped in ornate tapestries
and paper lanterns. A Chinese couple looked up from their lunch in confusion and worry as
Addy was pushed out the front door and onto the street. Moonshine slid past their feet and
squinted in the sunlight.
As her eyes adjusted, she looked down at her filthy clothes and shoes, picked up Moonshine,
and started down the drive past ornate shrubs and carved stone lions. "What an adventure
this is, bad kitty," she said as she stroked the dirt out of the cat's fur. She wondered how she
would get back to Mid Valley without a passport or her credit card. As she approached
the end of the drive, a sign pointing back toward the house said, "PANDA HOUSE CHINESE
RESTAURANT."
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ENTROPIC ABADDON
LINf\J LUKER
I am abandoned in a sea of nothingness
Left with nothing but the company of
An old bronze-embellished phonograph
Echoing jazz records through dry air
My limbs are numbed by the heat of God's love
Shining apathetically from its comfortable
Blue sky above.
After picking up my scent
The hungry beasts come running
Baring gifts of sharp teeth and torn flesh
"How thoughtful," I mused. "The wolves are eating me."
When finished, eyes feverish, they licked their bloody lips,
Fell silent and dropped their snouts to the ground.
They were praying over my bones,
And when the sun hid its face from the earth,
They howled a solemn chorus at the shy moon
To repent for the sin they had just committed.
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FIGURES ARE FOR COUNTING
SHADE HARVEY
The night grows ripe, I decide to venture
down the stairs, out of the curiosity
that draws us to find what we want to forget.
I see him down there, passed out
in front of the television with streaks
of vomit on his shirt and in his beard.
So I took a seat next to him.
Maybe something good is on tv.
He stirs and I settle into the fact that he will wake.
I turn up the television. His eyes creek open as though
they were the rusty doors of an old barn,
Upon seeing me, he starts, but still remains
out of mind.
And in a voice that shows he is both nervous
and willing to keep his place as a father figure, he asks
"hey, what are you doing up this late". He doesn't know
that I struggle with insomnia, and that I have snored
with him these past lonely weeks.
I don't respond and he seems afraid now,
that I may just then exclaim my disappointment in him,
until my nature takes over and lament his sad life with him.
There is a bottle of bourbon on the floor
next to his feet. I pick it up and pour a shot.
Before he can register this, I knock it back.
My eyes grow heavy
as a fall asleep next to him
I think
Who's to be disappointed?
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MEMORY GROVE
ALEAH MONTOYA
For the second time in my life, the sun reached out to me.
I walked through a smallish park that touched some corner of my
psyche...
oddly, I felt an illogical deia vu.
I didn't know this park before today, it was merely the product of my
aimless driving.
Suddenly, my earliest memory struck me hard.
Sun
drifting
down,
dust
dancing.
I must have been young then, 3 or 4.
I stretched out on the bed like a cat, bathing in the sunlight that
exploded through the high, arched window.
It reflected off of the stark whiteness of the walls and made me
squint.
My grams sat beside me, scratching my back, I must have begged
her (I was prone to demand such requests on an hourly basis).
The heat from the sun exposed the smell of laundry detergent that
was hidden
inside the folds of the blue, flowered comforter.
That memory convinced my childish mind that the sun smelled of
laundry. In fact,
I am still convinced.
I smell it even now as I walk through this foreign park, listening to my
favorite symphony.
Perhaps music smells of laundry too.
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FINDING HUMANITY
LESLIE RASMUSSEN
It was just on ordinary hot summer day, and I wasn't expecting something extraordinary to happen to me.
I took my kids to see the Days of· 47 Parade in Solt Lake City. We hod a very
enjoyable time. My kids enjoyed the horses, policemen and all the elaborate
floats. After the parade ended and we were cleaning up all our things, I glanced
over to the other side of the street and sow on elderly man in a wheelchair. It was
obvious that he was homeless. He was sifting through the garbage, looking for
discorded water bottles so he could hove a drink.
As I was cleaning up, I soon realized that I hod some extra unopened drinks. I decided that I would shore them with him. I crossed the street and handed them to
him. After he accepted the bottles, he said, "Thank you and God bless you." As
I looked into his eyes at that moment, I felt something that I hod never felt before.
A feeling so powerful, yet so hard to describe. I felt a connection, a change, on
enlightenment. It was almost as if he were on angel. All I could soy was "thank
you." I was grateful for him and for the opportunity to shore.
The sacrifice that day was not the cost of the drinks shored, but the acknowledgment of this man's humanity.
As I was growing up, I was taught to give to the less fortunate. I remember my
parents donating money to a variety of charitable causes. I remember participating in food drives and coot drives. I organized sub-for-Santos. As a teenager, I volunteered on occasion at the Utah Food Bonk, helping to sort the massive
amounts of donated food.
After a lifetime of helping the poor, why would one experience hove such a profound effect on me? The reason is that even though I was busy in various endeavors to help the poor, I wasn't acknowledging the poor. When I would walk down
the street in Solt Lake City and see the homeless on the streets, I would feel very
uncomfortable. I would try my best to ignore them. But on this ordinary summer
day I didn't. Instead, I chose to acknowledge a homeless man's humanity, and I
om changed for the better. Now I see the homeless as people, but more importantly, I see that they con bless my life as I bless theirs. I con relate to the words of
Pamela Atkinson, "How easy It is to give, to make a difference. And when I make a
difference in someone's life, it makes a difference in mine."
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IMAGINE
MARK FLANNERY
Imagine a pit
You didn't dig on purpose,
You don't remember who dug it,
But now you are in it.
Your county called, you answered.
You left your family, friends and jobs.
You trained and you trained and you trained some more,
Then you got in country and they say forget everything you learned.
You do the best you can but they still want more.
You bust your ass, you try your best.
But still people die,
Friends, buddies, brothers.
You do what you can do to cope,
You scream, you yell, you cry.
You drink and smoke and lie,
You crawl into the pit

You come home, family and friends abound,
But still there is that pit.
You tried to go back to normal with your spouse, kids
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But still you have the dreams and still there is the pit.
You try going back to work but things just aren't the same,
Crowds seem more crowded but alone is too alone.
The only time you feel ok is around the brothers in arms.
But that brings up memories.

But then there is that pit
It keeps getting deeper and darker.
The drinking, the smoking, the pills don't help
Your family and friends try to pull you out but all you do is pull them in.
Sooner or later outside help stops
Family and friends seem to turn their bads on you
And the pit is deeper and darker than ever
Just join the pit, it will take away the pain
The pit will make all the dreams stop.
Just lie down and stop fighting.
All is well in the pit,
Imagine a grave...

29

30

31

JUST TRYING
MELINDA RAMIREZ
Neolectric ghosts follow
as my blue blue steps cast
Shadows
Laughing taunting shadows
fleeing from the bright ghost lights
I leave downtown
in confused pieces
This bit over there in that crowd
laughing bubbling drinking
like I feel I should
That bit fingers clasped warm
to a young boy
or girl
Our teeth betraying our intentions
our thighs and hips
playing tag
As we walk to nowhere but us
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like I wish I wanted
like I feel I should want
Another piece alone at home
writing or drawing or singing or cooking
and content
Trying a passion
just trying
While I'm walking
blue shadows chasing my footsteps
Away from the ghost glow
Of downtown
away from the crowds
the warmth
the chances
And to home
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KEPT PEACE
SHADE HARVEY
Though she was not my
mother, she could nurture a
thousand souls with a single smile.
At the bottom of the stairs, the
machine that kept her breathing hums
a low and constant hum.
Up and down the stairs, day
and night it kept the peace.
We were to know that she was
still here.
Past days, weeks, months, seasons,
it hummed when that car crash meant
she couldn't leave the house anymore.
But she still smiled.
Though he was not my brother, I
loved and loathed the way he loved
and loathed others.
Unconditional love.
Then the machine stopped its hum.
Then he stopped loving.
I can hear the shortness of his
breath as he exhales the weed smoke.
The growing wheeze reminds me
of that constant hum.
I thought I loved him as a brother.
When he stopped calling,
so did I.
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TO LOVE SPACIOUSLY
JESSICA ASH
And, she began to bleed. The way earth spills her
tears atop our heads and wishes for nothing in
return ... but, she does wish for something. For anything to unchain these wretched ropes from her
wrists. To bound herself, instead, with liberation.
Paralyzing liberation. As she had nothing more to
give, nothing more to say. And so she wept and
attempted to sew. Perhaps someone else would
choose, also, to bleed.
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MEDULLA OBLONGATA
HOWARD ROBINSON
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MONDAY NIGHT
KEATON SMOOT
The Deadline is Near
Must Check Social Media
One Half-Assed Paper

THE NUN'S WORDS
ALEJANDRO RAMIREZ
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CURSED OR NOT
ISABEL PEREZ-VEGA
We are all stardust.
But:
For stars to be dust they must first
fall. ..
We are all made out of stardust,
the ashes of sinful pride,
the tears of disobedience,
the remains of devotion,
and the promise of temptation.
The next time you fall,
your ashes will build a planet
power a colossal civilization.
Your dust will stain the mouths
Of power hungry legends
And permeate the martyrs.
So, fall.
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DANGERS OF SMARTPHONE
OWNERSHIP
KATHERINE MARUMOTO
I remember the day our family discovered Matthew, our oldest son's, "secret identity." It's what every parent fears. You've seen the specials advertised on daytime TV. "My child/significant other/hamster has a secret
online life." My husband and I were terrified, stunned. Where did we go
wrong? We were good parents, right? How could this happen to us?
It all started last October. Our oldest son asked for a smartphone for
Christmas. His argument- "I already have a basic cell phone and an iPod.
A smartphone is just combining the two together in one device I likely won't
lose."
Touche.
My husband and I sat down to talk about what exactly he might need or
want a smartphone for, and what our major concerns were with him having
one.
The first concern: He's a teenager! He can't even drive yet! What on earth
does he need a smartphone for? What about all those apps that they
warn you about on the news, like cyber bullies, or those hidden apps that
allow for the sending of generally inappropriate images? What kind of text
messages would he send with access to the entire internet at his fingers?
What was he doing on Snapchat or Periscope? Doesn't he have better
things to do than stream You Tube videos? Is he downloading things he
shouldn't be? What about listening to music we didn't approve of? Is he
going to waste his entire high school career glued to a small electronic
device and not interacting with his peers? Does he really need access to
video games EVERYWHERE he goes?!
Yes, he had an iPod, but we checked and monitored the opp usage and
downloads. He only had Wi-Fi access to get online, and that access was
limited. Would we be able to disable a data plan on a smartphone?
Could we limit him to avoid astronomical cell phone data charges, and
also encourage him to be responsible with the data? After about 20
minutes of feeling really old, because "back in my day, I didn't even get a
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basic cellphone until college and it barely had T9," was really our main
standing point, we realized something. Having a smartphone or not having
a smartphone wasn't the issue. Our issue was trust.
Did we trust our 15 year old son?
Well, that's a loaded question. We wanted to trust him. We didn't have
any reason not to trust him. All we had were "what if" scenarios. What if he
was caught up in cyberbullying? What if he wasted his life away, glued to
his phone with no social interaction? What if he ended up on the black
market of the internet because now he could access data from anywhere?
What if...
It was simple panic. He could already access everything over the internet
through Wi-Fi, and we could turn off the data so he couldn't charge egregious amounts of data fees. We were just scared that our son was growing
up.
And so, after much hemming and hawing, the cellphone was purchased. It
had everything! Including a ridiculous, all-encompassing warranty and
waterproof/shatterproof case that made it virtually indestructible! At
least, we hoped.
We sat down and set up rules on usage, reminded him of appropriate
internet use, restricted him to only using WIFI, and the most important rule:
No cellphones at the dinner table.
This has always been our rule with electronics, but we wanted to ensure
that family time was something that still happened on the rare occasion
that we weren't carting the kids off to practice or didn't have plans that
kept us separate for meals. And the rule worked! It was glorious! Fifteen to
thirty minutes of actual talking. No texting, no games, no Googling things.
Just pure discussion about everyone's day and sometimes waxing poetic
on our grievances.
Well, at least, for the first month or two.
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It started like any other meal. The kids were setting the table, but Matthew
sat on the steps leading upstairs, absolutely enthralled in his phone, tapping away as if the fate of the free world depended on him.
"Matthew, will you please put your phone away and help set the table?"
my husband asked in a friendly, yet firm tone.
Matthew grunted. I think it was an affirmative noise.
Minutes passed. I started putting dinner out on the table.
"Matthew! Put the phone down, it's dinner time and you know the rule," My
husband's voice was growing louder and more annoyed with every word.
'lust a second. This is really important," came the response. Matthew barely even glanced up from his phone.
"What could possibly be that important?" I asked. "Hand me the phone
now."
Matthew looked up. Fear in his eyes. There was no browser wiping that
could be done inconspicuously. He was caught. Running wasn't an option.
He had to confess. Soon, we would all know his secret.
Our other children looked on. A mixture of fear and pure salivation
on their faces. The look you get when you're witnessing something you
shouldn't. You know the look. Eyes wide. Eyebrows raised. Mouth open,
practically salivating with the thought of what is to come. It's like awaiting
the bringing out of the turkey on Thanksgiving. No one can look away.
You want first dibs. Fingers were practically itching to be the first to text
their friends about "Ohmygod you will never believe what my brother did!"
Matthew slowly stood up. Phone still in his hand. A stunned look of disbelief on his face.
"Well, what is so important?" My husband demanded.
There was a pause. A stretch of silence that went on for what seemed
like hours. No one moved a muscle. You could actually hear the tension
moving around our oldest son.
"I was having a debate with someone on this forum about non-interventionist policy and why it would be better for the United States current
foreign policy. See, I'm a part of this political discussion site, and I wanted
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to make sure I finished my argument before dinner."
The silence returned. Our jaws dropped. The previous greed shown by
everyone in their excitement to see Matthew really get in trouble was lost.
"What did you say?" I asked.
"See, I can't take debate because of my schedule, but I think I want to be
a politician when I get older. I've been having these discussions on this forum and people don't believe I'm not even 16 yet. I'm really popular and
the on line communities think my ideas a;~ great. This guy and I have been
debating for a few days now and I finally decided to shut him down."
And like that, our world was turned upside down. The fear of what is on the
internet and what our son could possibly need a cellphone for was real.
But it was worse than we ever imagined. Matthew had a secret life. A
secret life that was beyond our wildest imaginings.
Our son wanted to be a politician when he grew up.
Had we not bought him a smartphone, who knows? Maybe he'd have chosen a different path. All we knew was we only had ourselves to blame. In
buying him a smartphone, we sealed his fate. Our son now had the ability
to battle anyone on the internet. Not in a game, but In a duel of fierce
linguistics and carefully worded sentences. His weapon: his finely tuned
mind and sharpened wit, his fingers forging the path through the battlefield
of misunderstandings and poorly researched ideas.
In that brief moment, I thought back to his argument about why he should
get a smartphone and made a terrifying realization.
Not only was my oldest son going into politics. He was going to be great.
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PARADISE FOUND
ISABEL PEREZ-VEGA
Wayward, they called you.
You wore your defiance like armor.
Even Father's sword of omnipotence could not break it.
Cast out, you fell.
Descending with a despairing ache like the screaming wind,
the surge of power as fickle as an ocean's wave
the disobedience engulfing you like a sand storm.
But the stardust will drip as heavily as blood
and stain your delicate fingers.
And it will indurate your regrets like magma.
The nervousness that once stretched out like
an endless forest will
burn
with your divine energy.
A star has died for you,
splattered you with its anguish
and saturated you with its fire.
And its ashes will power your kingdom
the anguish will fuel your success
the fire can only rebuild you.
Rebel.
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QUOTIDIAN MEADOW
DALTON REES
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QUANTUM DISTANCE
TROY HORNE
The universe is old. Scientists estimate that the universe is 13.8
billion years old, which is approximately 4.35 X 1017 seconds. The
first galaxy formed a brief 600 million years after the big bang, with
countless primordial stars collapsing into hot young stars, the epicenters of solar systems, and worlds beyond counting forming in the
dust orbiting the new stars. There were stars of all sizes, some a little
larger than Jupiter and others nearly two thousand times the size of
our sun.
Light shining from those stars, like a beacon in the vast emptiness of
the expanding universe, does not die. It will travel for an eternity at
approximately 3 x 105 kilometers per second, in a straight line from
its birth, bent only by strong fields of gravity, until it is absorbed by
an object. Light, which has traveled for 13.8 billion years, dies when
it excites sensors on telescopes. light, which has traveled unimaginable distances, dies to tell us about its parent star.
Those stars must surely be dead. Died in a supernova; their ejecta
giving birth to new stars and new planets. Or they died from gravity,
consumed by a growing black hole lurking in the heart. Or they died
from a lack of fuel, doomed to remain an eternal corpse. And with
their deaths, the planets have died. They ceased to exist when a
supernova consumed their bodies in their entirety; they died with
their stars, crushed into nothing by gravity. Or they became ghosts
to haunt the star's corpse. Millions, perhaps billions of planets
mournfully orbiting a dead star, unable to escape habits from the
past.
As small as a star is compared to a galaxy, biological cells are just
as microscopic compared to a body. Scientists estimate there are
1.0 x 1013 cells inside the human body. Each cell has a nucleus to
protect the chromosomes, and numerous other structures inside the
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cytoplasm zipping around forming proteins, the basis of life. All 10
trillion cells working together. Heart cells busy beating, muscles
cells busy moving, nerve cells busy sending messages, blood cells
busy carrying oxygen, and the list continues for the hundred different cell types in a human body.
Many types of cells replicate in a child. Each cell becomes two,
and two become four until the child becomes an adult. Then the
energy of youth slackens, leaving the cells to languish in cellular life.
Some will continue to replicate, replacing themselves before dying,
keeping the body whole. But not the heart.
When the heart stops beating, blood stops circulating. Neurons
will begin to die in seconds after blood stops delivering oxygen
and sugar. Other cells, not needing energy in such vast torrents as
neurons, die slower. But almost all cells will have died after 70 hours
- white blood cells being the last. Though the body is dead, bones
will remain for hundreds of years - a dense remnant of the body.
And if the body is buried in the right circumstances, it may transform
into a fossil to exist for millions of years. Or billions of years like the
earliest cyanobacteria discovered.
I wonder what the oldest galaxy is like at the moment I am typing
these words. If I could magically take a photograph of the galaxy,
what would it look like? Would there still be stars shining brightly, or
would the galaxy be a soft glow cast by the dead stars, or has a
black hole consumed all? While they lived, they shone brightly for
millions or a few billion years. If they were too small to explode in
a supernova, they became white dwarfs, slowly radiating heat for
hundreds of billions of years. In a few hundred billion years, they will
become black dwarfs, fossils of their former selves, existing forever.
Billions of galaxies moving away from each other at millions of miles
per hour. Trillions of solar systems orbiting the galaxy at nearly
500,000 miles per hour. Planets more numerous than cells in all
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living humans orbiting their stars in a choreographed dance. Each
planet rotating from hundreds to thousands of miles per hour. Yet I
feel none of this as I sit still in this chair looking at a photograph.
I am in love.
The girl in the photograph whom I loved passionately. The girl in
the photograph smiling at the photographer is from a billion years
ago. The girl whom I haven't seen in twenty-five years, what is she
like now, living in Seattle? I have heard that she married and birthed
two children. If I could take a photograph of her, would the luster in
her hair have faded? Would her skin have begun to sag, pulled by
gravity to the earth? Surely, her cells have begun to err in replication, causing blemishes on her skin, in her organs, or in her hair. Certainly, there are cancerous cells ready to explode into a supernova
of disease.
As surely as I would not recognize the distant galaxy that is seen in
its youth through telescopes, I would not recognize the girl whom I
loved if I happened to walk past her in a grocery store aisle. The
girl I have not seen in twenty-five years, the girl who lives only in my
memory. The girl whose face shines in this photograph I hold in my
hands will continue to be loved by me, the love circling its star long
after it has spent its energy.
A girl that never existed, only imagined. For neurons have died,
and new paths created, distorting memories, creating new stars that
attract the mind. Were her lips as soft and moist as remembered?
Did we spend the day at Saltair, the hydrogen sulfate infused mud
clinging to our clothes? And did I drive her every day to school
after working a graveyard shift, both of us singing along with the
Smiths? Did we playfully argue when holding hands, both of us preferring our thumb on top? Was my love as bright as the first galaxy in
the blackness of the expanding universe?
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ROSES
OLIVIA DELQUADRO
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ROSEBUD
SAMUEL BROWN
II.
At a crack house I frequent there is a woman. She has an infant
child. The child is often left on the floor while she is in the other room
getting high. I guess she can't stomach smoking meth in front of her
baby.
I watch as the child lies there on its back. Probably better that this
innocent being can't yet crawl, even though it looks old enough
to. Scattered over the carpet are dirty needles. It is not my place
to tell the lady how to live her life since I have no home of my own.
Instead, I pick up the dirty needles and try to keep the child from
crying. The thought never crossed my mind that maybe there is more
than this out there for me. I'm just here for my dope.. . This is the only
life that appears normal to me.

I.
An all too loving mother gave birth to her second child. He was an
exceptionally easy baby, didn't cry much and loved to be held.
The only downside was that he never took naps. As he grew up he
loved to create art with his mother and grandmother, who were both
artists. The boy and his father never had much to talk about, but the
father did provide old car parts, broken computers and phones to
help the child make space ships and forts. The boy grew more and
more distant from his father as the pressure placed upon the son
intensified. The expectations may have been normal for an average
"tough" boy, but this child was more sensitive and in touch with his
feelings and the feelings of others than most small children. Whenever his father was displeased with him, the hurt boy would return to
the safety of the elaborate forts that his father had helped him build.
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Ill.
Over 100,000 people die in the U.S. each year from alcohol and
drug addiction. My best friend since childhood died from an overdose in a Walgreens bathroom a few years back. His doctor knew
he was an active heroin addict, yet he prescribed a medication
that could kill him if mixed with heroin. It did. He is just one of countless people I have known who have lost their lives to addiction. The
majority of people I grew up with have had bouts with addiction. It's
as if not one of us has been able to escape its cold grasp.

II.
I will never forget the feeling of the first prick, the way the sharp
needle slid so easily into my vein, then pulling the plunger back and
watching the rosebud of blood as ifs sucked up into the heavenly
mixture. This is the sight that would later let me know I successfully hit
a vein and that all the pain, emotional and physical, all the sickness
I felt, all the desperation, would soon be gone... That everything
was going to be ok.. .
As I slowly pushed the plunger down, a milky scent took over as a
taste crept up the back of my throat and mouth went numb. My eyes
widened as I fell back onto the bed. The back of my neck became
so light it felt as though my body had floated away. Strong ringing
went pounding through my ears, a sure sign that this, this was a good
shot.

I.
The mother and son were very close. She would encourage his
imagination to run wild and helped to bring all that laid within his
mind to life. It was as if they were best friends. She would read stories
to him about wizards and dragons, stories that he would later reenact alone on the playground.
It was the type of relationship that every mother wished she could
have with her child. She loved her little boy dearly and did such a
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good job raising him that he never wanted to grow up.

111/1.
Drug use is most common with young adults ages 18-25.1 had my
first unsupervised drink at twelve, smoked pot at fourteen, snorted
cocaine at fifteen, smoked heroin at sixteen and was using needles
before graduating high school at the age of 17. I remember the
D.A.R.E. program, where the police officer came and talked to us
about drugs. I was sitting in the back of the classroom thinking to
myself, I can't wait for that opportunity. I was eager to find anything
that would change me, enhance my experience...
I had always felt like I belonged on the "Island of Misfit Toys." No
one wanted me; when teams were picked on the school yard I was
always chosen last, and it was a disappointment for the team. I tried
not to care as I did not like sports, but that didn't mean it wasn't
painful.. . I also knew from my hippie mother and gypsy grandmother
that there is more to this world than meets the eye. My grandmother
gave me books about Eastern religions, parallel realities, shamanism
and plant medicine. My imagination had helped me understand
these ideas, but maybe drugs would bring it all to life...

II.
The mother watched as her son grew older and became more and
more distant. He grew dark and was no longer the son that she
thought she knew. Concerned her little boy was having some sort of
mental breakdown or illness, she sought out the help of many professionals, yet none could identify a real problem. The day came when
she found some dirty needles in his bedroom. That was the day she
learned her son had a terrifying disease, and she was convinced
that he was going to die. The only thought that ran through her
frightened mind was of the moment she would one day go into his
room and find his cold dead body on the floor. All she figured she
would be able to do is curl up with her little boy and hold him like
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she used to when he was young, innocent, free.
The worried and fearful mother helplessly watched as her only son,
her little boy, continued to lose weight, his face becoming pale and
gaunt, his body unable to metabolize food and his stomach unable
to keep anything down. She rushed him to the hospital, but he fainted while in the waiting room, his body severely malnourished. The
doctor prescribed an IV drip line of vitamins, minerals, and amino
acids. This became the standard three times a week. Lucky she was
a nurse and was able to save money by administering the drip line
at her home rather than at the hospital.

IV.
About one in ten adults in the U.S. claim to be in recovery from addiction. Most people won't ever know what it is like to withdraw from
heroin. The movies out there like Basketball Diaries, Trainspotting,
and Requiem for a Dream all do a great job expressing what the
life of a drug addict is like, but they fall miserably short of showing
what withdrawal really is like. Maybe the severity of it just can't be
grasped. You attempt to lay in bed or on something soft; if you are
lucky enough, you have a roof over your head. If your addiction
was bad enough, you pushed everyone that cared about you so
far away that to them you are already dead, and they grieved for
you long ago. Maybe you are just sick in the back of a car waiting
to score, or you're at the park under a tree trying to escape. Your
body aches with what are known as "skin crawls", anything that
touches your body feels like fire as a pain stretches all over with a
sense of your bones literally begging to jump and tear through your
flesh. No matter how you position yourself, it is as if you are lying
on a pile of thorns. Impossible to be still. Playing sheet karate, you
kick and wrestle the blankets, fighting the cramps and muscle spasms
that clench at your soul. Dripping wet, the bed is soaked with sweat.
Dancing between a bitter freezing cold, and a fiery pit of hell. Body
scorching itself from the inside out.
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The bed creak.s and is scratchy, the plastic sheet become stick.y
but you can't control your bowels or bladder. When you feel ready
to use the bathroom your legs don't want to work. and you are too
weak. to crawl. Praying that a bathroom is close and that the distance between the shower and the toilet is even closer. Crawling to
the toilet and attempting to vomit. You have not eaten in days and
you threw up the Gatorade in one go. Your gut continues to try to
rid the poison that infests your body as you dry heave yellow thick.
mucus and bile. Abs sore and strained from convulsing. The cool tile
k.isses your sk.in as you lie there catching your breath. Mak.ing it to
your feet and entering the shower, your head hangs low. The water
shooting from the spout feels lik.e a thousand razor blades slicing
through your sk.in and you cry out in agony before you lose your
footing and fall to the floor. Sometime later you are awok.en by a
hand shak.ing you, mak.ing sure you are still alive, the water no longer
warm but more lik.e freezing rain.
Sometime around the third day, you can't stand the screaming voice
in your head. The insanity to go do the one thing you k.now will mak.e
all the pain go away, to mak.e you well, to mak.e you feel safe. You
k.now you don't have any money butare feeling well enough to
move. You scour the surroundings of wherever you're staying, whoever was k.ind enough to help you through this dark. moment. You
find something, anything that is worth even a dollar-clothes, DVDs,
if you're luck.y a laptop or a TV, the one you watched all those old
Disney movies on just the night before, that reminded you of a time
when you were young and innocent.

V.
I went through ten types of treatment. yet none of them seemed to
k.eep me sober for long. In 2009, 23.5 million people age 12 or
older needed treatment for illicit drug or alcohol abuse, yet only
2.6 million received it at a specialty facility. I have been clean and
sober for over seven years now. I still have scars on my body to
remind me where I came from.
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IV/II.
The world was full of possibilities, fun, and excitement. Ta king what
you can and running. You make the phone call but no one picks
up. It just rings and rings, like the madness in your head that won't
stop. You give a foxhole prayer to whatever cruel God is out there
even if you don't believe. You say out loud, just like a thousand times
before, 'this is it', 'this will be the last time·, 'just one more', 'just one
more shot and you are done for good.' Finally an all too familiar
voice is on the other end. He tells you where to go, and you thank
that evil God from the bottom of your heart that it is going to be
ok. Soon, very soon. After waiting for what feels like an eternity you
meet your hook and your heart flutters with anticipation like when
you lock eyes with your first crush at school and you don't know what
to say or do. Pulling out an old dull needle. Your hand trembles and
this time it doesn't slide into your arm with the ease it once did but
rather has a puncturing quality to it. You stab and stab your arm
but can't hit a vein, pushing through scar tissue and open wounds,
blood trickles down your arm and is all over your shirt and drying
into a flaky, dark red crust on your forearm. Finally, you pull back
on the plunger and there it is, that rosebud of blood that puffs
itself into the liquid heaven and your breath stops. You push down.
Silence.
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STEGOSAURUS
MICHELLE HALLBERG
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THE SHAMBLER
DAVID LINDSAY
Act I
I named the monster Grendel because it resembles no godly creature on this earth and is an absolute terror to look upon. As big as
a grown man, it shuffles across the ground with the gait of a Komodo dragon, draped in umber fur except for its face. That face! Its
eyes like fireflies stuck deep in the sockets, flat white skin where a
nose should be, gaping mouth perpetually slack-jawed. Grendel
crawls just as easily up the bark of trees, and into the canopy of the
Manitoba woods, where it watches. Always watching. Every time I
go hunting, I turn to see those eyes peering down from the canopy,
pale skin and open mouth, watching. Before I can react it scurries
away-gone, leaving me alone with dark thoughts and a spooked
bloodhound. Penny whimpers and curls into a ball of shaking surrender. I have to kick her and holler more and more every time. I go
hunting without her, these days.
No more.
I am a hunter, and tonight I do just that. My rifle's clean and loaded,
extra shells in my rucksack. My cabin, a fortress, with a barbed wire
crown, iron sheets bolted across every window. The smell of coffee
fills my home as I sit on the edge of the recliner and stare, unblinkingly, at the television screen. The display is segmented into four boxes,
showing black-and-white trees in various crooked angles. I only
watch two of the boxes. Why? Because the other two are useless.
Grendel moved them. It untied the straps and wrapped the camera
around another tree, tying it back up again. It does this, you see,
because it's always watching. It always watches and wants me to
know. After cleverness and schemes, and many long nights, I have
two devices in their proper spots, unknown to the beast in the blackness. And so I gaze at the screen intently, forcing bitter sips from a
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tin cup, the midnight forest resembling sheets of white ice through
the camera lenses.
Seconds fade into minutes fade into hours.
I turn on the stereo, the soothing sounds of Handel's music helping
the time pass. I almost smile. White trees, black shadows, white soil,
fits of static. The soft cushions feel warm and inviting as I lean back,
eyelids drooping. My rifle clatters to the ground but I hardly notice.
The soft swirls of the symphony bring a mist to my eyes and I take one
last glance around the cabin, my dimly lit refuge. Candles drip wax
onto the table and Penny lies curled up by the television set, by the
small quartered screen with the moving trees. Moving trees.
My eyes bolt open and I clutch the armrest, gaping at the telly. One
camera is dragging, slowly, across the ground. The screen shakes,
lurching through the woods in half-second bursts, showing skewed
angles of trees and black quivering pine needles.

I pick my rifle off the floor and take a cold gulp of caffeine, fixated
on the scene. I examine every branch, every rock, trying to make out
the camera's location, but the vague snowy shapes mean nothing to
me.
Penny senses my discomfort and lifts her head, rumbling a concerned growl. I open my mouth to scold her but the words don't
come out. The camera stops moving, lifts itself from the earth, and
captures the ghostly image of my cabin.
I scream. Penny shuffles away in a panic and I rush to the door. My
foot slams into the wood and I find myself outside, the cold gnawing
at my ears. I push the door closed behind me and bolt the lock with
trembling fingers, turning to face the abyss.
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Silence. My heaving, rapid breaths, framed by silence. As I blindly
stumble forward, my feet echo crunching steps out into the night,
giving me away. It's watching, always watching. No point in being
discreet. I reach up and flick the headlamp switch, projecting a circle of light into the black, onto rows and rows of bark and needles.
Not fifty feet away rests the camera, firmly strapped onto a young
conifer, glinting in the lamplight like an evil eye.
He's watching. He always watches. I know this, it's the only thing running through my mind as I lift the rifle and press the stock against my
shoulder. I do not look down the sights, just hold the gun ready and
scan the trees with naked eyes. Everything around me is pitch black
except for the illuminated circle ahead, five or six trees at a time,
fluttering branches, as I turn my head shifting the light.
Act II
That morning, I awake in bed to the sound of claws scraping against
wood. I pull the knife from my mattress and tread quietly to the
bedroom door, every creak of the floorboards making me cringe. I
open it to find my hound scratching at the surface, whimpering. Her
copper hide clings tightly to her ribs, legs shaking as she walks. She
follows me to the kitchen where I fling open bare cupboards and an
empty icebox. How long has it been since I ate? My stomach churns
and complains, a dizzy blur creeping over my vision, as I pace to
the living room and retrieve my hunting rifle. I continue to the cabin
entrance and walk out into the blinding glare of the sun, latching
the heavy lock on the door as I leave. Wind sings through the woods
and shakes the timbers violently today, droning over the sounds of
mine and Penny's footfalls as we walk away from the house, down
a game trail. Stupid fucking mutt, go home. I attempt to shout, but
my parched throat sears with pain and I suffer a fit of coughing,
hunched over, hacking up bits of blood-tinged mucus into the dirt.
How long has it been since I drank water?
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As I battle vertigo to stand upright, I feel the brush of fur against my
skin, and thoughts of Grendel impart limb-rattling shivers. I strike out
with my fists, thrashing the beast, grunting in the only manner my swollen throat will allow. World spinning, skull throbbing, knuckles bleeding, I straighten my back and lean on quaking legs to examine the
creature. Streaks of blood mar the rust color of Penny's pelt, with a
purple bruise welling around one of her eyes, those defeated eyes,
which pierce straight through my stomach and twist the guts. I cannot
cry out her name as she hobbles away down the path, toward the
cabin.
I turn and stride deeper into the forest, lifting my rifle to a ready
position and gritting my teeth, as the sun dances across the sky in
zig-zagging patterns. The horizon bends and dips, curving and
straightening, while nauseous bubbles wrench their way through my
belly and up my throat.
I glimpse a mass of pelage nestled against a stump in the distance,
and the hair on my neck prickles up to attention. Keeping my gun
trained on the thing, I circle around carefully, silently. I spot the pink
nose of an opossum and exhale with relief, lowering the rifle. Flies
swarm at its eyes and the fetid stench assaults my nostrils, but I pull
out my knife and cut it loose from the snare, taking a moment to
gouge at the critter's face, hollowing out its eye sockets like a jacko-lantern. A jack-o-possum. I wrap the miasmic animal in a blanket
from my rucksack, then stuff it inside.
Act Ill
Water streams from the bucket, down my throat, while my eyes
scan the twilight sky and crisscrossing boughs of conifer needles
overhead. My vision is clear, but the frigid grips of the oncoming
darkness fade the details of my surroundings into obscurity. I push
through the foliage in a frenzy, trying to outrun the dying light, when
at last the dull glow of my cabin finds its way through the trees and
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my steps quicken, grip tightening on the wooden handle. I trample
the last portion of brush and bolt into the clearing. My house stands
immaculate, front door firmly locked, but Penny is nowhere in sight.
Her usual spot by the corner is empty, her favorite elk bone sits unattended. I holler and pace a few laps, the welling sense of fear and
concern making my fingers twitch. I can take it no more, it's watching,
always watching, I walk to the door and unbolt it, retreating into my
shelter.
It's cold tonight. I don't use the fireplace anymore; I blocked off
the chimney to keep Grendel out. No, I use the stove, and candles,
and blankets. I can see my own breath as I curl up on the recliner,
holding my rifle, staring at the television screen. White trees, black
shadows, white cabin, black needles. I bring a hunk of charred meat
to my lips and swallow the piece after two quick bites, malodorous
steam clogging my throat and nose. I suffer it down with the aid of
water and continue to gaze intently.
Movement. Two luminous bulbs appear on one of the cameras,
attached to a mass of hair. Jitters creep through my neck, and down
into my ankles. The monster crawls toward the lens on all fours. It
does not move like Grendel, no-it's Penny! I leap out of the seat
and scramble to assemble my gear, knocking books and plates from
the table as I swing the knapsack around my shoulders. I am still zipping up my jacket as I bust through the front door and sprint into the
icy, howling blackness.
The whoosh of the air pervades the forest, a constant murmuring backdrop to the thud of my footsteps. The quivering mass of
sky-needles above make me nervous. Always watching. The headlamp shines a tunnel through the woods, always fleeing from me,
guiding the way. I chase it and chase it and chase it and hope that
Grendel isn't watching, but I've heard of things like false hope. Fall
soap.
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The camera wink.s at me when my light-tunnel meets it. I halt and
glance around, swinging the bulb frantically, searching for signs of
my companion. There's nothing here but wind and rock.sand bad
thoughts, always watching, so I move toward a pile of stones on a
whim. The mound gets bigger and bigger as I approach, almost as
tall as me, with a cavernous opening on one side. The headlamp
reveals a scattering of debris at the cave entrance. Bones. Various
bones, pick.ed clean, litter the earth leading into the darkness. I
guide the beam into the cavern, illuminating grey walls, white bones,
and a heap of chestnut fur. Penny lies sprawled in the dirt, legs fully
extended, still as a rock..
I ftee. Tear drops trail behind me as I wail and dash through the
woods. Logs whip past, needles shak.e, and the earth shifts beneath
me lik.e a pile of soft clay. I hear a noise-a screech? a growl? Something awful and unnatural echoes from the canopy above. Ahead,
in the distance, I see a light-a glimmer of hope. My legs and fingers
and heart are numb as I crash through the bushes, into the clearing,
toward the narrow band of light shining through the ajar cabin door
lik.e a beacon. I hurl it open and run inside, slamming it shut, clicking
every lock. tight.
I press my spine against the door and slide down its length, sitting
on the ftoor, and let my ruck.sack. fall. The soft candlelight soothes
me and warms away the stress. I unpack. my belongings, placing the
rifle on its rack. and my boots in the closet. Stripping off my clothes,
I climb into bed and let my eyelids drop. As my head sink.s into the
pillow, and thoughts drift into limbo, a pang of discomfort tugs at my
mind. My fingers clench the blankets tight, white-k.nuck.led, and my
eyes open wide. I stop respiring, and silently hold the breath in my
chest, but the rattle of a breathing sound continues from the shadows of my room.
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TOUCHED THE FACE OF GOD
BRANDON PEDLER
I sit there, unmoving, for what seems lik.e an eternity. A dashed
line stretches out before me, painted on dark. asphalt baking
in the heat of the day. It is a serene, almost perfect moment,
where all cares in the world seem to slip away from my busy
mind, and I focus on my task. ahead.
Finally, the time comes. I push forward on a control, and twin
beasts roar to life. I move forward, albeit slowly at first, until I
overcome my inertia and acceleration tak.es hold. I laugh at
Sir Isaac Newton. If he could only see what I am doing a few
hundred years after he made his so-called "laws."
Then, gently, the next moment of perfection comes. Another
motion, as I pull back. with my arms. I start to fall back.wards,
but something prevents me from hitting the ground. I leave the
earth with a slight caress, a parting lover's touch, and then I
am above it all.
I ascend rapidly, the people and cars and cares of the world
becoming increasingly small and unimportant. I have left all
that behind. I am beyond the reach of man and his busy little
world.
I set a course, fly myself higher and faster than I ever thought
possible. I watch the birds scatter before me. Even these
creatures k.now that I am the master of their sk.ies. While they
fight incessantly among themselves, I am lik.e a god passing
by, paying only the smallest heed to these near insignificant
creatures.
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This is what I live for, to become the master of my own fate.
Here, no one can touch what I have become or deny me the
freedom to go where I want to go or do what I wish to do. I feel
as if the craft around me is an extension of my very will and
desire.
I know that it is not on my own that I have arrived here. I am
standing on the shoulders of proverbial giants. Great men that
came before me and my time. They made this possible, and in
the still-humble corner of my heart, I thank them. But this is my
time, my moment, and I am the master of my fate.
I continue to climb, my wings snatching at the increasingly
thinner air as I ascend. In front of me are puffy, happy little
clouds. I wheel and dodge between them, occasionally
allowing one of my wingtips to graze one. I watch as the air
currents from my passage deform the white substance from its
former state. I almost feel like an artist.
As time passes, I settle into a near state of reverence. Apart
from the engines, which are like the sound of a distant crowd,
things are silent. The radio does not talk, and God is my only
companion. I reflect on the words of another aviator, long
since passed away:
"Up, up the long delirious burning blue, I've topped the
windswept heights with easy grace, where never lark, or even
eagle flew: and, while with silent lifting mind I've trod, the high
untrespassed sanctity of space, put out my hand, and touched
the face of God."
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UGLY'S COUPLES SKATE
HEATHER GRAHAM
It was snowing on the morning of my thirteenth birthday. February
snow wasn't unusual at all and I actually liked the snow. It always
seemed to sing a softer melody than other kinds of weather. Calm.
Sometimes sad. Mostly just quiet. Quiet against a loud world making
it almost special and unique by comparison.
"We won't have sunshine today." Mother announced as she bustled
into my bedroom.
"Maybe it will stop snowing soon. Before the party." I said hopefully.
She stopped, looking confused for a moment. "I meant, your friend
Sunshine. She's not coming to the party. She moved last night. Vegas.
To her grandparents'."
Sunshine had been my best friend for three years. We were the kind
of best friends that had sleepovers without sleep, spent hours on
the phone watching and discussing Ghostwriter, considered each
other's parents and siblings our own and wore those silly plastic
broken heart BFF necklaces - just in case anyone dared to doubt
the seriousness and commitment of our friendship. She was, without a
doubt, my other half in some seriously demented and co-dependant
sort of teen-drama formula.
And she was gone.
No goodbye. No last phone call. Just gone.
On my birthday.
My day dragged on as I moped around, irritating Mother and
making messes that she had to clean, but it eventually came time for
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my party. The snow had let up, but not without earning several party
cancellations, and as Dad cheerfully dropped me off at the skating
rink, my planned party of twelve had been whittled down to three.
Mik.e, Ashlee, and Adriana met me just inside the doors of Handsome
Dan's Skating Rink.. Everyone I k.new semi-affectionately referred to
it as "Ugly's" due to it's outdated and neglected appearance. It
had a scratched blue-floored rink, carpeted walls splashed with
early 90' s neon designs, out-dated and mostly out of order arcade
games, and a worn out old disco ball. It smelled a little lik.e stale
pizza and oranges and was staffed by bored teenagers, but to us
Ugly's was a mighty kingdom of parent-free social freedom.
I tried to hide my disappointment about the small turnout of friends
and the abandonment of my best friend as the four of us strapped
our skates on and began looping endlessly around the rink. to the
smooth vocals and bouncy beat of some early 90's pop band.
There was something strange that always seemed to come over
me when I was on the rink.. The ratty surroundings would fade away
and I would somehow lose myself in an autonomous melody of my
own limbs propelling my wheels forward, heart beat, laser lights and
disco ball sparks. The steady left-right-left-right, breathe-pausebreathe-pause, round and round and round, remixed with strings of
melody and shouts of commercial pop, swallowed me up and away
from my own thoughts. Disappointments and regrets were muted by
bass lines, inferiority complexes and the politics of middle school
mercilessly drowned in drum beats. On the skating rink. I conducted
a mighty symphony in my head and nothing else could touch me.
I noticed Ashlee on the sidelines and was by her side before she
noticed me. Her face was a sickly shade of green, which made her
dark. eyes seem to bulge out of her face lik.e a scared Chihuahua. I
guided her toward the bathroom and held her long black. hair away
from her face and rubbed her back. while she was sick.. She called
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her Dad to come pick her up soon after, and before the first hour of
my party had passed, I was down to two guests.
After Ashlee had gone, I joined Mike and Adriana on a bench near
the "party room." Two days earlier, Mike had confessed his feelings
for Adriana to me in hushed whispers while our English teacher
lectured about Moby Dick. He was smitten. Adriana also had gushed
about her crush on Mike in a colorful note with heart-dotted i's and
smiley faces that had been slid into my locker before third period
Honors History. Neither of them knew of the other's affections. I alone
held this magical piece of information that could change both of
their little worlds. My party gave me an excuse to play matchmaker
and I was just waiting for the right moment to do so.
Adriana leaned forward to tighten her laces and I watched Mike's
eyes follow the curves and angles of her small frame. He paused
and his eyebrows raised as her short shirt crept slowly up her back,
revealing her pale skin.
"Holy crap!" he exclaimed suddenly. Mike had never been one to
understand the concept of an 'indoor voice'. "Your back is so hairy!
It's like a fur coat! Gross!" Nor was he one to understand tact.
In a flash, Adriana was on her feet, her hand connecting with
Mike's face with a sharp crack, and I was chasing after her into the
bathroom that I'd already spent so much time in that night, where
anger and embarrassment imprisoned her until her Dad arrived early
to take her home.
Mike, furious with himself and with me for attending to Adriana's hurt
feelings and not his stinging slapped face called an older sibling
to collect him from the rink as well, and with two hours left of my
thirteenth birthday, I was alone.
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Alone as three underpaid employees brought my cake into the
party room, giving me sympathetic looks as they sang me an offkey happy birthday. Alone as I ate one piece of overly sugared
cake, pretending to be much more confident and unaffected than I
actually was. Alone as the rink DJ announced a "couples only" skate
and I took to the ocean blue floor, hungry for my symphony to save
me from the night. Alone as my Dad returned to take me home.
Alone as the snow fell again and the melody ended in quiet
sadness.
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VILLAINELLE
LINN LUKER
Lovely killer, lovely charlatan, lovely devil
like some whirling dervish, you spin dizzy circles around my skull
the Pacific rises in my chest, but still I hold my tongue.
How could I be so selfish?
Only to hear your voice repeat my own, I whisper "I love you."
My tired eyes melt when I touch your skin.
Jewels weep from your innocent skin
you're so handsome, but the mirror reflects the devil.
When I lay quiet and dirt seeps into my small lungs, who will think of
me? You?
I laugh at the thought, I laugh at myself, I laugh at my broken skull.
How could you be so selfish?
Your snake eyes pierce me when you taste me with your forked serpent tongue.
Behind your jaw sits your rotten tongue
and like the moon waits for the sun, I wait for the smell of your skin.
How could I be so selfish?
Thinking only of you when under my thin frame awaits the devil.
Do you ever dream of your grave, how beautiful it will be when wildflowers creep into your skull?
In the witches crystal is a future where my eyes are clear and I am
wrapped around you.
Even when my voice is only a clandestine echo and my fingers are
weak, I will never forget you.
I'll never forget your flesh, or the bones underneath, and I'll never
forget the taste of your tongue.
I wish I could see like you do, I wish I could make myself small and
haunt your skull
like a ghost, I hover above my body when you touch my skin.
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I want to fix you, I want to sew up your wrists when they leak blood as
red as the devil.
How could you be so selfish?
I ask again, how could you be so selfish?
My lion heart, my lying heart, aches when I look at you.
Your affection burns me with the likeness of flames belonging to the
devil.
When caught in your gaze, I struggle to find the right words and I
silently wish I could cut out my tongue.
Your lips, the lips of a liar and a cheat, often leave my heart feeling
as cold as corpse skin.
I know I'd still love you with your knife embedded in my skull.
Your eyes shine the color of God's ivory skull
but how could I be so selfish?
How dare I compare you to God
when angels cross themselves at the sight of your skin?
Roses and beasts cower beneath you
while I cry for things I have lost, you taste my tears with your liar's
tongue.
Have I fallen in love with the devil?
How could I be so selfish?
The ghosts under my skin cry for your precious skull
and as long as your devil tongue speaks my name, I will follow you.
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THE WAILISH EVE
HANNAH ERSKINE
Gweenish tremblies fly flashingly
Frist flaying their puckerish pores
As they crash into the golden melancies
The fingers frolicking from the pungent sun
Tremblies flutter away from Turnables and Tonts
The gnashing teeth of greenish white, uneven in five rows
Tonts cantor 'cross the blerchly grasswood
Swelling heads pulsing with waifish colorings
Turnables sweedlings cry with raucous wails
Vittles they require for their gaping, hookish mouths
Tremblies pulse and contort in horrific fears of mortem
They transform in belbloom wonder, and become Trerrors
Gold melancies turn quakishly, sickly cream and fade to gray
Trerrors thunder with their curlish, demonic claws of metallic black
Tonts and Turnables scrambling from their former havenings
Turning fellishly violet with sickness and trerror
Quimbles house the fugitive denizens, for Trerrors come
The eve is upon the betrembling woodtrees and the sunbeams are
gone
Trerrors turn to gaudish glorifies as they huffingly move
Their lungs heaving as they crimly craclock in their ghoulish armories
Trerrors stalk the wailish eve
Fearing lest morning comes and their mouths have nothing
But when that glowing orb globe of sunglitter rises high
They scramble for shelter, and become Tremblies once more
The gold melancies dance in folkish swirlies and upsidedowners
Tonts flutter their billowy ears in the summer wind and cheer
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Gweenish tremblies fly flashingly
Frist flaying their puckerish pores
As they crash into the golden melancies
The fingers frolicking from the pungent sun
Tremblies, Tonts, Turnables and melancies
Surviving a horrendish night to find morn once more
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EXCOMMUNICATED
AMBER GENTRY
I once belonged to your religion
And I worshipped you all night long
But it seems
As if I had
Forgotten what
The inside of
A church looks like
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YET SO MEEK
ANGELA FIELDS
A penny, a copper penny, a copper circle with a face and date.
From place to place and face to face, all stories I have to tell.
Only one of me, and so many of you, and yet so meek am I.
Find me heads up and I'll bring you some luck.
Throw me into a well and I'll grant you a wish.
In a piggy bank I stay, and with a smash, I leave,
and onto another journey, I begin.
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ZOOLOGY
DALTON REES
Visits to the Zoo
Great Ape gazes despondent through glass
Greater apes are we?
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