RHAPSODY
Cov0rftrt:
1k Cit,/ -Ci~feaM Viffif

All artwork has been converted to black & white for
print. Please visit www.folioslcc.org to view all of
the content in its original form, as well as content
published exclusively on our website.

FOLIO• 201 7

RHAP-SQ ..,Y
· I· raps~de/
noun: an effusively

enthusiastic or ecstatic
expression offeeling.

FOLIO• 2017

rOLIO
SPRIN6 2017 EDITION
~ter~0r- ~u,ffu,~
r O L I O '\ D V I SOR : Pra,Mor- -A-fva,
')ESl6N EDITOR: loM1a, l0u,~
'1' E B E D I TOR: Pra,Mor- \Na,f ~0r
LITER A RY ED I TOR: ½-e,a,tK0r &ra,k~

'\SSOC I ATE ')EAN:

rOLIO STAFF:
tni~f &irortn1~e,ff0 &ra,~
~~~ ~v~f10fl
tn a,'XV" 0H \(e,e,

FOLIO• 2017

TABLE CJF
7 • The Lamppost• Ned Hubbard
8 • Brown Flower • Emily Banks
10 • Angst • Jessica Downing
12 • Very Tall Trees• Brandon Walker
14 · The Night · Lyle Oldroyd
16 • Fall In Zion • Adrian Hallberg
18 · Thankless Love, a Poem• Ned Hubbard
20 · Fort Bragg· Dale Werner
22 · Stuck The Landing • Heather Graham
24 • Boise Balloon Ride • Angela Fields
26 · The Flower Child • Hannah Erskine
28 · Purple Bumble Bee • Ashley Larsen
30 • An Open Letter... • Myrrandah Sawaya
32 · Flirting with Yosemite's ... • Jordan Katter
34 · Morning Toast • Amy Thomson
36 · Taking It To The Dome • Brandon Walker
38 · Mr. Michaels· Briana Jordon
40 · The Overlook · Ryan Stringer
42 · Life Bug · Maxwell Kee
46 • Point Arena • Dale Werner
48 · Spirited Hill · Angie Farnworth
54 • Mississippi Blue • Heather Graham
56 · The City · Cyrulleann Vigil

FOLIO• 2017

CONTENTS
58 • The First, Second Mom • Camille Hulet
64 • Sixteen Hundred • Brandon Walker
66 • Bird Bones · Nathan Caines
68 • Fijian Bliss • Brenda Sargent
70 • The Best Ever... • Jaimy Tuttle
74 • Freckles • Ashley Larsen
76 • In Between• Heather Graham
78 • Vida · Kenneth Sanchez
80 • The Charm of a Razor • Joshua Scofield
88 • Haunting Girl On Bridge • Emily Banks
90 • Collide · Hannah Erskine
92 • The Great Salt Lake • Dale Werner
94 • Interracial and Unequal • Anna Kemp
96 • Red Cap • Brandon Walker
98 • Gathered Items • Jessica Downing
100 • Untitled · Ryan Stringer
102 • Family Ties • Brooke Smith
106 • X Marks the Spot • Jordan Katter
108 • Summers at the Pool • Amy Thomson
110 • Left Fork Creek ... • Adrian Hallberg
112 •Seasons• Sarah Bailey
114 • Mexico · Kenneth Sanchez

FOLIO• 2017

THE LAMPPOST

~*A lamppost
with flickering bulb
struggling to stay lit

in the middle of a wasteland
Dust blowing
Heat growing
Hapless
Hopeless
when will the bulb die out
electricity barely there
Nothing
around
No
one
No
thing
Just
the
lamppost
and
its
dying
bulb
Dirty
Rusted
Old & Forgotten
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A Villanelle of Youthfulness and Rebellion

Three straight lines in a row
hidden between dark
tears of joy: but sorrow flows

with hope-someone might know.
Every episode owns a mark:
three straight lines in a row!

Patience keeps blood, but shows
scars simply stark
as tears of joy and sorrow flow.
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Never let the line go
below the second mark
of three straight lines in a row;

always beginning: follow
the patterns, follow the spark
that tears of joy and sorrow might flow.

The razor slowly hits the floor,
but, perhaps, Angels begin to hark
as three straight lines in a row
cause tears of joy and sorrow to flow.
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Sitting in the hotel room seemed like sitting on the surface of Mars.
Nothing in the room seemed as it should, nothing seemed to have a function.
111e beds were simply somewhere to sit, the window opened to nothingness.
I paced back and forth, staring at my 18-year-old daughter who had decided
that she wanted to meet her biological parents that had given her up at
birth. We were supposed to meet them and go to dinner. 111is was the day
I had been worrying about since we flew home with her in our arms so
long ago. My wife and I had met them and had even taken them to doctor
appointments leading up to her birth. So, the mysterious aura surrounding
them that my daughter was anticipating was just a small facet in my mind.
For the rest of the evening, I couldn't keep my eyes off her.
One moment I was heartbroken, then excited, then scared and
worried. I wanted to hold her and protect her the whole time I was letting
her go. "If you love something set it free. If it returns it is yours, if it doesn't,
it never was:' became an offensive quote. I was being selfish, and I didn't
care. Yet, her mother and I were the ones encouraging her to take this giant
step, risking losing her back to the people who had given us so much.
I thought about the first time we saw her in the hospital. She was
only a few hours old. Her long black hair was so thick. I thought about
the first steps she took and how proud we were. She could do anything.
She seemed like the smartest kid on the block. I thought of her first day of
school and all the hopes and dreams we had for her. She could be anything.
Within weeks she would be teaching the class. I thought of her first school
recital and how nervous I was for her. She was the best singer on stage. She
was making the others sound like amateurs. I thought of the first time she
drove. It scared n1e to death. Would she be a victim of a drunk driver? I
thought of her picking out colleges. Would she stick to it? What would she
become? I thought of her graduating high school. She was so independent.
This had been such a long road so far and there was so much road left ahead.
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Then I thought of this moment. I was so petrified. Would she pick them
over us? Would she turn her back on us and chase a dream?
As I said, I had met these people 18 years earlier and we had
reconnected with them again in the months leading up to this moment. I
felt very good about them, they had gotten their lives on track and were
doing well for themselves. They did an enormous amount of church work
and were very spiritual. They couldn't say enough how happy they were and
how God had meant for this to be. They had always known that we would
find them and we would be reunited. They had told everyone that they met
about their experience and had used it in many church lessons when they
counseled youth. They informed us that their families were jubilant to meet
us and meet their new sister or 'Mija' as they all caUed her. They assured
us that they never regretted making that decision so long ago. Hopefully, I
wouldn't regret tonight.
Most children of adoption wait until they are older in life to start
searching. In fact, most start looking after they have kids of their own. On
the other hand, we had helped her as soon as she was of legal age. That was
the deal we had made her from the time she was little and started asking
questions. Some said we shouldn't have encouraged her. Some said we were
crazy and that we would lose her. Some even said we should not talk about
adoption at all. We felt in our hearts that this was the right thing and it was
worth the risk. And yet, here we sat, waiting for the knock on the door and
a new chapter to begin for all of us. This was her first step on her own to
define herself as our daughter and a woman. I thought of her running off
to these people she didn't know but were still a part of her. I thought of her
changing her mind at the last minute and breaking their hearts.
Suddenly, a shufl1e of sound outside the door, followed by a soft
"knock, knock". My heart stopped. I don't know if we even made it to dinner
that night.
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THANKLESS LOVE, A ?OEM

1wtt.
Every single day I am with you ...
Every... single ... day... I am with you!
Overlooked
Disregarded
Do you realize what I even do for you?!
Every single day I work so hard so you can do your job
Never a mention of gratitude
I fight all day long just to keep it together
Tormented by the pressure that you put on me, day in and day out!
Every single day... I am in pain
I ache and I am exhausted
Yet I keep doing it, FOR YOU!
I don't know how much more I can take ...
The pressure is unbearable
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It is not a threat and it is not because I don't want to continue
You keep adding to the strain and pressure
And I am barely keeping it together as is
One of these days, I am going to pop
And everything will bust wiiiiiiiide open
Leaving you completely exposed!
I won't always be there for you
But I love you, always and forever.
Sincerely,
The Button on your pants

19
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STUCK THE LANDIN(,

tfeatk&.
It was the last day of classes before Christmas Vacation and crumpled
bits of wrapping paper littered the pre-teen crowded halls of Crescent View
Middle School. The students pushed and jockeyed for position as they filed
into the darkened auditorium for the much-anticipated annual X-Mas
Canned Food Drive Assembly. The Student Body Government had spent
weeks preparing, hoping to make it better than the last - which included a
trivia competition between a towering man from the local NBA team, a D-list
actor and the proprietor of the local computer store. This year promised to be
just as thrilling with an exciting game of "Name That Tune" hosted by some
community college freshman who had been an extra in High School Musical.

TI1e only thing I ever liked about assemblies was the way that I could
fade into the background and watch the world around me without being
talked to or bullied. I could blend into the crowd and just be left alone with my
thoughts and daydreams. I could watch the people around me and never really
be noticed.
The games began and they drew the names of three contestants from
the raffle drum to stand behind the cardboard game show props. Names.
Laughter. Music. Prizes. Rinse. Repeat. Over and over. I busied myself
muttering the correct answers and watching three girls in the twelfth row
paint their fingernails and a couple affectionately pawing at each other in the
third row. I watched two guys laugh, roll up some paper and throw it at their
friend in the tenth row. I watched a gloomy artist scribble on his jeans with a
marker in the eighth row while the girl next to him applied thick gloss to her
lips and blew kisses into her mirror. I watched the contestants hurry up and
down the stairs to cheering and applause. I watched and watched, invisible and
forgotten. Then I heard it: my name.
No longer anonymous, I slowly got to my feet as they called my name
a second time and slid past the sullen guy on the end of the row. TI1e stairs
down to the stage seemed to stretch on forever, reminding me of a perspective
project I had done in art class, and making me regret sitting in the very back.
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I watched my feet as I took each step, careful not to look at the faces of the
students watching me as I made my way to the stage. One foot in front of the
other. One step and then the next.
Suddenly, halfway down, my breath caught as I felt my foot slip. I'd
taken a step too wide and only caught the edge of the carpeted stair with my
heel. In one mighty swoop, my foot flew into the air and I gasped, crashing
onto the step beneath me. My arms and legs flailed and flopped gracelessly as I
bounced from step to step... down ... down toward the brightly lit bottom of the
room. Faces blurred past me as I plummeted down the steps.
Finally, the auditorium stopped spinning and I collapsed in a tangle
on the step near the fourth row. Everything seemed to be in slow motion as
I turned to look at the girl sitting in the chair at my side. Her eyes were wide
and her mouth open, heavy mascara and lipstick making her look like a
glamorous cartoon fish. I turned my head the other way, looking at an empty
step below me, wishing the garish red and orange carpet patterns would
swallow me up.
The auditorium was silent. 111e orchestra of noise had stopped
the moment I crashed to the floor. Everyone was quiet. My mind raced as
the seconds felt like hours. I looked at the girl next to me again. Her fishy
expression was still the same. I looked at the carpet. It still had not opened
up to save me from this moment. I took a breath and shakily rose to my feet.
Everyone was looking at me - the artist on row 8, his kissy friend, the boys
with the paper, their friend on ten, the girls on the twelfth row and the couple
on the third. Every eye in the room was watching as I stood, brushing off my
clothing and adjusting my glasses. Every breath was held, unsure as to what to
do next. Instantly I decided what I would do. I raised my arms in the air, back
straight, head high: I took a bow.
The room erupted with applause and cheering, the awkward silence
gobbled up by celebration. I carefully finished my journey to the stage, shook
the celebrity's hand and grabbed the buzzer. Names. Laughter. Music. Prizes.
'lben I cautiously made my way back up the stairs to my seat, accompanied by
more applause and high fives.
The only thing I ever liked about assemblies was the way that I could
fade into the background. But this time I didn't blend into the crowd. 'Ibis
time the floor failed to swallow me and save me from disaster. This time it was
thrilling and exciting, as promised.
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THE r'LOWER CHILD

tt~E.
She liked to pick wildflowers and pretty weeds from the grass
She liked to see shapes in the clouds that weren't there
She liked to breathe in every moment
She liked to talk a hundred miles an hour, not letting one second be silent
She liked to not rush, to not stress and to not worry
The Flower Child, I miss her

She liked to dance in the rain and the sopping mud
She liked to read long into the wee morning hours
Where she escaped into worlds that she longed to join
She liked playing with bugs though the other children squirmed
She would pick up daddy long legs and pill bugs and try to catch moths
TI1e Flower Child, I miss her

She daydreamed so vividly, she could live in it for hours
She dreamed of superpowers, true love, and adventure
She dreamed of quirky but fairly normal realities
She dreamed of singing on the largest stage and receiving a standing
ovation
She dreamed of doing it every day forever
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'TI1e Flower Child, I miss her

She loved the poem one hundred stanzas long

If it did justice to the story in her head
She would start telling a fabulous tale and then jump to one she thought
might be better
She would write for hours on end, even if it was utter nonsense
She wrote hundreds of poems and then began to share them
The Flower Child, I miss her

She was not afraid of love or closeness
She was not afraid of maybe getting lost
She wasn't afraid of burning her tongue with hot chocolate
She wasn't afraid of others thinking she was strange
And she wasn't afraid of failure because she never gave up
The Flower Child, I was her

I used to be this daydreaming, brave, funny little girl
I used to not fear things, just like that smart little girl
I used to not worry about time, the little girl never worried
I used to talk for hours on end, and sometimes, you mig_ht catch me at it
I used to be my own best friend when no one was around
The Flower Child, I want to be her again
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'\N CJPEN LETTER TO ?EOPLE
'J'1HO ')Q~'T L\IE~(? rEM IN I SM

'Yh~rra,MtU\ ~Dear Not-A-Feminist,
I'm not writing you this letter to berate or belittle you. You're
entitled to your beliefs and ifI can't change your mind, I can live with that.
But I need to at least try to help you understand where I'm coming from .
Let me start by explaining what feminism is not. Feminism is not
a plot for woman domination. It's not fuel we add to the fire that is male
hatred as we insist on their downfall. Feminism is not a lifestyle cookie
cutter. It's not overgrown armpit hair, uncapped rage at the general public,
or the adamant opposition to being a mom or having a family. Feminism is
not the unfounded belief that men and women are inherently the same and
should always be treated exactly the same, regardless of circumstance.
Feminism is simply the belief of social, political, and economic
equality of the sexes. With no preconceived notions, do you believe that
women deserve a fair and equal chance at succeeding? If you answered yes,
then sorry to break it to you, but you're probably a feminist.
It's ironic that we're only even able to have this discussion because
of the rights feminists have fought tooth and nail for women to have. Less
than a hundred years ago our political system was pretty adamant that
women's opinions shouldn't count for anything. That's probably where you
think the fight ended, isn't it? v\Tomen are treated much better by society
than before the vVomen's Suffrage Movement, we should stop complaining
and get over our victim complexes, right?
Feminism matters to me because I want the same respect a man
gets. I want to be able to enter a public setting and not worry about how
I'll deter unwanted advances. I want to be treated as though what I have to
say has as much credibility as that of my male peers. I want to like what I
like without having my motives questioned, as though I have to earn the
right to my interests. I want to be recognized for more than my physical
appearance.
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'That being said, I know that my experience may not be the same
as yours. Those things might not bother you. And, in all reality, l am quite
privileged for those to be my only complaints. Don't just take it from me,
though, there are demonstrable injustices of sexism.
Like the fact that nearly one in two women has experienced sexual
violence in her lifetime. Carrying pepper spray at all times, ensuring our
drinks never leave our sight, and never walking alone at night should not
be normal. There's the fact that, at 50.8%, women make up the majority
of the population and earn almost 60% of undergraduate and master's
degrees, yet still, hold very few positions of power. Women are only 14.6%
of executive officers, 8.1 % of top earners, 4.6% of Fortune 500 CE Os,
and only 19% of the House of Representatives. There's the fact that they
essentially have no control over their image in the media, since they're only
3% of creative directors in advertising, and only 7% were directors behind
20 l 6's top grossing films.
Lastly, we need feminism because sexism and inequality hurt
men too. Toxic masculinity refers to the socially-constructed attitudes
that describe the masculine gender role as violent, unemotional, sexually
aggressive, and so forth. Men get raped and suffer domestic violence too,
yet seek help for it much less because it threatens their masculine role. Men
suffer in custody battles, because of the idea that they are less emotional,
more violent, and ultimately less able to care for a child. Men are
considered emasculated when they have "feminine" interests or take part in
"feminine" activities like style and fashion, drinking fruity drinks, poetry,
etc. The point is, men suffer in these ways because femininity is seen as less
than masculinity.

If you're not yet convinced that you're a feminist, I'll be a feminist
for you. Because you deserve opportunity and comfort in the world. You
deserve support from your society to do the things you want to do and be
the person you want to be. Your life and your well-being are important to
me, and I will honor you in what you have to offer.
Sincerely,
A Feminist
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IVIORNINU TOAST

-A-~T
Escaped through orchards,
we ran to freedom.
Warmth kissed our cheeks as
our feet kissed cool ground.
With purple fingers
and grape bellyaches,
we chased the days when
smiles spread like jam.
The Earth and Sun danced
with each other long
enough for you to
find another home.
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Your absence carved lines
around my eyes and
my lungs would beg for
a sweet breath of you.
Time began to peel
my mind's wallpaper
and coated frames of
memories with dust.
Once in awhile,
munching morning toast,
I can still taste the
laughter of summer.
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~R. ~ICHAELS
ir\Ma, ~"Need help?"
"I got it;' I assured Jeff~ who was watching me with the sort of
nervous caution normally reserved for a three-year-old reaching for the top
cupboard. I popped the crypt door open, grabbed the pan by the handle
and firmly pulled Mr. Michaels out into the harsh fluorescent light of our
shabby little morgue, completely without incident. 'See?' I wanted to say.
His expression was relaxing back into neutrality, which I took as a victory.
"Can you open him up?"
I blinked. "Pardon?"
"Open him up:' Jeff gestured to the zipper running along Mr.
Michaels' body bag, obscuring the features of an actual human corpse
under a layer of crisp white canvas. "He's indigent, right? I need to check
him against the toe tag:'
"Oh;' I managed, dumbly. Two months. It had been two months
since I'd taken the job in the morgue, and I had not yet seen a single unshrouded body. I had somehow come to the conclusion that I might never,
and being suddenly confronted with how breathtakingly mistaken I was, I
felt myself freezing, Bambi-like.
Jeff's eyebrows were tilting skyward, and I forced the astonishment
roughly from my face, replacing it with a too-tight smile. "Sure!" I sang as
if I did this every day. With trembling hands, I seized the zipper resting at
the crown of Mr. Michaels' head and pulled.
TI1e smell hit me first. It was both sweet and darkly acrid, utterly
unlike anything I had context for. Nausea rippled through me. Through
watering eyes, I glanced at Mr. Michaels' face and felt a gasp die in my
throat. He was bloating and discolored. His jaw hung slack. His skin
looked as if it were sliding away from the muscles beneath. Unlike most of
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the patients passing through the hospital morgue, Mr. Michaels was not
recently deceased. He had died nearly two weeks ago. Normally, within a
day or two of passing, the funeral home was called, arrangements made,
family well on their way through the grieving process, but Mr. Michaels
had stumbled into the ER off the street, half frozen and alone. He had no
arrangements, and no family to make them. All he had was me.
I glanced desperately up to Jett: looking to him for some kind of
wisdom or reassurance, whatever it was a seasoned funeral professional
was supposed to give a green young woman in this moment.
"No paperwork, hn?" Was what Jeff had to say. He had pulled the
bag away from Mr. Michaels' shriveled form and was calmly filling out
paperwork, as if unaffected by the brutal reality of this man's end.
"What'll you do for him?" I found myself asking in a thin, high
voice, eyes locked on the corpse before me. "I mean, what kind of services
will he get?"
Jeff laughed. "No services. 1here's no one to pay for them. We'll
probably cremate him and dispose of the remains if the money's in the
write-offs. If not, we have a potter's field out west:'
My stomach filled with ice. I was suddenly seized with the mad
desire to turn Jeff away, send him back to his funeral home empty-handed
and to find better accommodations for Mr. Michaels, this man for whom I
was responsible. I was all he had. He was a person. He had been a person.
But he was a person no longer.
Instead, I helped Jeff pack Mr. Michaels back up, strap him to a
gurney and haul him out to the nondescript white van parked in front of
the loading dock. He wasn't even worth the dignity and drama of a hearse.
I heaved the back van door shut, officially complicit in the disposal of a
human being no one would miss.
"See you later;' Jeff told me brightly as he circled around to the
driver seat.
"See you;' I agreed. As he pulled out, I slumped heavily onto the
curb, watching the back of the van disappear into the city.
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As my cat lay sleeping in
a curl of fluff beside me,
a bug crawled across the blanket
next to where I sat on the couch.
It startled me, as I am a coward and

I swung
my hand down and crushed its small body,
a baby praying
mantis, albino, inside because of
the cold, alive here this late in the
winter
because it was too warm outside for winter;
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was only in the house as a survival practice-would
have preferred to be outside, but the climate ...
alive here because I wasn't out protesting
enough
not out fighting
hard enough against
the damage being done
to our climate by corporations
equipped to do
whatever they pleased,
shoot pollutants into the air,
frack the rocks to pieces,
not a care;
waste water while polluting the rest
causing my native brothers and sisters,
or so I called them,
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to leave homes filled with
warmth and safety and comfort
just like mine where I stayed,
go out and stand in roads,
shout in protest,
signs in hand
fighting for our water,
for our lives,
while getting beaten and hosed,
caged, maced, blinded, blown apart,
all
so that our climate could endure,
so that it could be clean,
so that there would be a more stable
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future of humanity,
of our children,
of life itself.
So that the world could be
cooler, more stable for
life such that writhing in hopeless
agony on my coffee table.
I watched the bug twitching its legs,
jerking in a pain it could never escape
outside the sweet satisfaction
of death.
I reached over, pressing a thumb
into its intricate little
head.
The twitching stopped.
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Hurrah, for all those trips to grandma'.s that didn't end with someone
barfing in the backseat.
Let's hear it for all those individuals who have ba~fed in the backseat.
For centuries, the place was nothing but a giant mud hill with
rocks. At least that's how I saw it. No one else has told me anything
different. To the right, there is an old shabby house painted black; the
hoofed shingles hung off the edge of the roof; some of the windowsills were
unhinged, hanging crookedly by the corner, and the unkempt garden grew
upward along the front of the house, like shriveled beanstalks. 'TI1e house
always gave me the creeps, and I hated driving past it, let alone, being
forced to enter inside.
Sometimes, my mother would let us play at the empty lot next door.
For our size, the hill was pretty steep. My siblings and I had to clutch on to
the weeds and secure our footing against the grooves of the quarry to help
hoist our bodies to the top. We marched around like the pioneers entering
the vailey for the first time, gazing at the town below; it was mostly pear
colored pastures that were trying to survive the harsh summers and wired
fences to keep the horses and the pigs from crossing the streets. When
either my mom or my grandma called us back down, I always jumped right
onto my butt and slid down the muddy hill, hopping off the edge of a tall
rock, and making a dranrntic touchdown, which was really me biffing it
and landing on my hands and knees, occasionally scrapping the skin and
tearing holes through my jeans. My mom and grandma always hated
whenever any of us kids did that (especially grandma) . Her lips would
purse and she would look down at us with crossed eyebrows, pointing out
how messy our pants have gotten, and how we have ruined perfectly good
clothes, and how we needed a change out of them immediately;
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Grandpa, however, would look at us and chuckle.
"They're just kids, Cara;' he said, but grandma continued to
murmur about our filthiness.

Hurrah to "Daniel Boone and the Bear," grandpa's best bedtime
stories!
Let's hear it for those who tried to roar as ferocious as he.
There were days where grandpa would take us out for ice-cream.
Playing on the muddy mound and ice-cream are the two things that I
remember most when we came to visit great-grandma Betty and when my
grandparents were in town.
"My brothers and I would climb that hill when we were your age;'
grandpa once shared, smiling as we drove past the muddy hill. The shabby
house was where great-grandma Betty lived, but my grandpa grew up
further down the road. I wish I had listened more. I'm sure he had great
stories about all the different adventures that took place on that knoll.
Just prior to her passing, my grandma and grandpa bought the
giant hill with boulders.
The great incline is still there, but now there is a huge three-story
house built through it, and the crags have either been moved or replaced
with smaller, more aesthetic ones: stones that were more blue or maroon
and smooth, than ugly, dumpy or lumpy. The weeds are pulled every spring
beside freshly planted peach and cherry trees and azaleas, daisies, and
summer roses. The mud is hidden under the seeds of lush green blades and
a fountain runs down the steps at the front.
My cousins and I still climbed the place, only instead of rocks, we
climbed stairs.

Hurrah, for those who received a colo1jul box from grandma's
basement with a picture of a small wheelbarrow holding flowers in a garden,
and opened it to find a thoughtful house-warming gift: "WELCOME" spelled
with various sized blocks.
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Let's hear it.for those who spent twenty minutes opening different tubs

ci Cool Whip in search jlJr actual Cool Whip.
Let's hear it.for those who volunteered to bring left over food home-grandma'.) got a Cool Whip tub for that. Hurrah!
We seemed to prefer spending our time inside the hill-----that is to
say, grandpa's basement, snacking on food-storage and looking through his
old personal treasures of his past, like pictures of his father. My greatgrandfather. They looked almost identical. My great-uncles all tell me that
my great-grandfather was a generous man, and if I thought my grandpa
was funny, then I didn't know what funny was.

Let's hear it.for grandpa who asked, "what lives in a desert?" anytime
he wanted dessert.
Hurrah to those who tried to seriously answer, "what lives in a
desert?"
Let's hear it for those who answered skunk.
My grandparents kept this rotating photo album. The album held a
few dozen photos, and there was a dial on either side that you could rotate
to flip through the pictures. It didn't belong in the basement, but we often
brought it down with us, scrolling through the pictures of us grandkids,
trying to spot if any new pictures have been added in, and laughed at how
ridiculous we all looked, but I knew we were all secretly counting how
many pictures of ourselves made it into this rotating photo album,
measuring each other to see who was the favorite grandchild.
My grandpa had this globe. It was mostly brown and fading, slightly
wrinkled and delicate like aged skin. It sat inside a wooden table and
wobbled if you spun the world too fast. I never saw grandpa use it as a
reference. I guess he didn't really need it. But his hand always rested on it
when he checked in on us playing.
We didn't care that the basement didn't come with any walls. We
played hide-and-go-seek, crawling over boxes to use as cover and stuffing
ourselves in shelves, trying to blend in with the other miniature statues and
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dolls of children grandma like to collect. More often than not, most of us
kid would gather at the edge of the stairs, peeking our heads around either
corner, prepared to flee the moment we spot the Seeker approaching.

Let's hear it.for those who worked so hard to put on a three-act play
in the basement.
Hurrah for those who endured watching those three-act plays.
I remember my cousins and I would listen to music and analyze the
lyrics the best way our nine-and-eleven-year-old brains knew how, and
wrote plays about how the music made us feel. To us, it made perfect sense
to mash together songs from Evanescence, Britney Spears, and
Broadway's Wicked. We acted out stories about two girls, a singer and a
Princess, who both struggled with living with fame, then suddenly-the
two girls meet and become best friends! Our shows had more characters
than we had actors, and our props were completely imaginary.

Hurrah fen grandpa; doing his best to sing along, "And they say: she's
so lucky. She's a star. .."
Then the walls arrived, green as grapes. The boxes had been moved
and removed, much like the rocks outside.
Still, we climbed. We mounted over the counters (when grandma
wasn't looking) and snuck food from the kitchen upstairs. We fought for a
seat by the fireplace to warm our toes. We clambered over couches,
wrestling for the remote to grandpa's new 72-inch flat-screen HDTV-one
of the first of its kind at the time.
It wasn't long after when my sister received a call, learning that
grandpa had tripped outside on the stairs ... he never made it back inside
the hill.

Let's hear it for those who invented synchronized sitting while
grandpa's body lay fifteen feet away... and now cross your legs.
Let's hear it.for those who knew that grandpa's spirit sat right beside
us, snickering, and switching his legs around.
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It took several months before grandma allowed anybody
downstairs. Now, there's a drag to our step as we hike down the stairs. We
don't touch the remote, play hide-n-seek, and certainly don't put on any
more shows. We hardly sing anymore.
'
The rotating photo album has found a new spot in the basement, it
sits on the base of the fireplace beside the TV New pictures haven't been
added in almost a decade. I don't think I've seen anyone really flip through
it.

Hurrah, for those who sign grandma's tablecloth every year, because
they still have found something to be grateful_f(Jr.
Let's hear it for those who still come to visit.

Let's hear it for those who can't always make it.
The old globe has been missing for years, replaced with a shiny,
modern, glassy navy one. No one touches it. It serves no point of reference
for us, anyway.
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THE rlRST, SECOND LVIOM

Cawciffe, -rt.
I snarled like an angry wolf. Then I cried, long and loud. My social
worker drove us away from the tree-shaded cul-de-sac, and even further
away from my almost-family. \;\That a stupid, stupid, stupid end to my week!
I felt myself grow hot, then kicked the seat in front of me and pulled at my
seatbelt for no real reason. I had ruined all mv hard work. I came so close
to getting through unscathed, but the woman in Fox Hollow Circle ruined
the rest of my life.
I

That week had started out so well; on Monday, it even gifted me
with two new family members. Still, the woman in Fox Hollow Circle
was never allowed to be one of them. Additions to the family tree were
somewhat of a rarity and carefully chosen. I had fifty-six. It was a collection
initiated in second grade when the foster thing started. Among the new
family members that week was Carol Nimhart. I chose her to be my
grandma- my British grandma . Then there was Guy Marcini. Guy was
the first person I ever needed to create a new section for- Section Title:
Boyfriends. In my collection, every family member position is open, except
mother. I already have one, and one day she'll take me back.
On that Monday I even decided there was a God, at least for all
sixth graders. A storm knocked out the power and the principal announced
half-day, so I proudly slashed my legs through the puddles down Mckinley
Street on my way to the autism center to wait for Evie, until She came to
pick us up. Since I had a good while to wait for preschool to end, l sat in
the trailer's office, eating my sack lunch and watching the kids who passed
through on their way to the bathroom. Mostly, I watched for Guy. Finally,
he did come through the open door, this time, holding the pale, porcelain
hand of my sister. Evie always looked like a ghost, or an angel, depending
on her mood. Guy spread open his handsome eyes out fron1 under his
thick, black eyebrows and shot me a sparkly smile. I stared.
"Evie! Who is that beautiful girl sitting in our office?" He jested.
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"It's Shaaa-ane!" Tie teasingly accentuated in a deep, sing-song voice. "My
girl! How are you, cute-face?" He said to me. His accent was Italian. I liked
accents.
Evie grinned up at the ceiling and chanted repeatedly. "Hai! Hai!
Hai!"
"Hey Guy;' I replied.

Smack! Smack! I made sure he noticed the fresh piece of gum in my
mouth. This proved I was cool, calm, and not melting.
"Hi Eve;' I replied casually, rolling my eyes.
I blew a large bubble with my gum until it burst. Guy pretended the
gust from the bubblegum pop blew him away. Toppling over, he insisted to
Evie that they needed to flee for protection into the bathroom. That was the
moment Guy Marcini became my boyfriend.
Once my boyfriend left for the bathroom with my sister, I
discovered "CAROL NIMHAR'C safely screwed onto a marble plaque,
hanging on the wall. Beneath her name, was her picture-perfect white
hair; bobbed around her pinched-nose, smiling face, and squinty eyes. 1be
very eyes of Mrs. Clause! She was perfect! She was a holly jolly, cookieloving lady. I could tell. I gave her an accent- British- and there she was:
Grandma. Grandma number eight to be exact.
Just then the preschool teacher struggled through the doorway,
shout-talking.
"Great job! You touched it!" She wrestled a girl named Mable
backward by her wrists into the bathroom to rinse off the dastardly texture
of mashed potatoes. Mable made a show of crumpling her face, grinding
her teeth while morphing and contorting her body. It must be hard to drag
a twisting body, I thought. Most kids did a nice job flapping or spinning,
but Mable was top of her class. ·watching Mable distracted me from my
sack lunch and the remnants of my peanut butter and syrup sandwich. I
took a bite. It was good, so I hated it. I could tell Her it was fine.
The time came at 3:30. She arrived with her shiny makeup-free face,
and slim, toned figure. She wore her brown hair, darker than mine, tied
tightly to the top of her head. Barbara Joe Matheny, my assigned nemesis.
BJ was a ballet instructor. She was also new to this whole foster parent
thing, so I told Evie to take it easy on her. I, on the other hand, was allowed
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to introduce BJ to the real treatment of a typical foster child.
"Hey, ladies! I'm so happy to see you! How was school?" She looked
directly at me after we were both buckled in. BJ was perky today, but I
wasn't about to answer. She squirmed a little in her seat. "Evie! Did you
have fun with Shane today?"
"ShA-Ane!" Evie shouted the name in two syllables. She was
imitating Guy. We both liked him. It was one of the reasons I chose Evieshe got me. As much as I want to believe I chose this sister because she
needed me, sometimes I needed Evie.
"That's right!" The enemy said. "Sha-ane!" She flashed her white
gum-pellet-teeth in my direction, but her si1ly look died off soon enough.
She cocked her neck, ran her fingers along its length like a sore muscle, and
deliberately smirked again, peering through the mirror at me.
"Did you like our Matheny family sandwich?" She urged.
I was going to say it was fine, but now she had referred to it as "our
family sandwich:' Now she had gone too far.
"No." I seethed, giving her a quick scowl, the crustiest I could make
before turning my head.
My mom and I know that family things always rot, and they rot
slowly. Family things are sneaky. TI1eir stink only grows in secret. Family
things seem fun, at first, but then they sour. They decay- like my dad's
bowling shoes. He would wear them when he took Mom and me to Ozark
Lanes. It was a "family tradition:' A short time after Dad left us, Mom
found his old bowling shoes in the closet. She said they stunk. She said they
were rotting, so we had to purge the toxins by burning them in the yard.
We had a ceremonial bonfire and Mom cried. I think the toxins absorbed
into the house. Sometimes I can smell melting leather in her room.
I felt a ping of pain. TI1at was probably because I knew I wouldn't
get another Matheny family peanut butter and syrup sandwich. But I was
still racking up points, and I was winning. I always won.
Time went on like this forever it seemed, until that Friday. Most
Fridays I got out of the car to raid the kitchen leftovers, and Evie followed
BJ around the house. But this Friday was different. 'This Friday I found
myself sitting down with a bag of potato chips, watching Evie during a
commercial.
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Evie's snow-blonde pigtails mimicked the bobble of the tutu
twirling around her swimsuit, as she hopped at the elusive, billowing blur
of a tail. Fondu, the cat, continued to escape, leaving Evie grabbing and
pinching at the air. Fondu was named after some ballet step BJ said meant
"sinking down': which is exactly what the cat did when she was ready to
pounce at you. This was gonna be good. Just then, she got him! The victor,
Evie, stood with tresses of white and gray hairs in her clammy hands. But
her giggles turned to screeches that flared from her tongue like dragon's
fire. The cat had slinked down from the windowsill, and surprisingly, only
pawed away, with an air of superiority and a sultry gait. Evie instantly
stopped crying and took her turn on the catwalk. On all fours, with her
butt sticking up in the air, she patted the floor with her hands, gently, while
exaggeratedly pounding her hips from side to side.
I laughed lightly, only to notice BJ resting on her stomach alongside
me. Before I could protest, she bubbled up a laugh much harder than
mine. "Come on Shane! You're next!" All at once, BJ was following Evie
and Fondu out to the garage in the same butt-extended swinging motion. I
walked behind. This was hilarious! Vlfe all snorted ourselves into the garage
and gathered next to the cat in his litter box. Fondu had just begun doing
his business when Evie stepped into the box and squatted a little too low.
With that, BJ swooped Evie out of the garage, up the stairs, and
surely into the tub, to wash off the cat poop. I followed slowly to the
bathroom, reminiscing gleefully, and eager to see the ballerina deal with
the mess. Peering around the bathroom door, I saw BJ talking on the phone
from the toilet seat. I stopped to listen in unseen.
".. .litter box!" she laughed, talking about Evie. "Oh, Shane? Well, I
think she is finally starting to like me, Dave!"
I nearly gasped. I reeled and shrunk away from the doorknob like
it was hot metal. " ... starting to like rne': " ... starting to like me"? I paced
in my room. All the points I hadn't awarded BJ hit me, unforseen, like a
dizzying punch in the head. She thinks she's been winning! Was I losing?
No. Never! She couldn't think I liked her! I hated her! I hated her dancing
in the kitchen, I hated her fancy house, I hated her suburban, I hated how
she treated Evie, and most of all, I hated Matheny Family peanut butter and
syrup sandwiches. So, I locked my door.
The next morning, Evie was slapping her palms against the sealed
entry. "SbAAAaner' sl1e pronounced. l wasn't going to come out no matter
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what BJ said. I was not coming out.
"ShAAAane! ShAAAane! ShAAAane!" She showed no signs of
stopping.
The door opened. I snatched my world history book from my
backpack and chucked it straight at the opening. Evie went down hard.
I was more shocked than Evie was. The book had flown right out of my
hands. Worse, the book had hit her smack in the socket of her right eye.
There was blood on the carpet now and a bit sprayed on the book next to
her. Finally, I noticed that Evie hadn't opened the door at all, but BJ, with.
her long vertical figure and screwdriver in hand. rn1e lock.picker!
"SHANE!" The ballerina bellowed in slow motion. She looked like a
troll. A scared, yet furious troll. "What did you do?!"
I didn't know, so I ran. Hard.
"NOTHING!" I retorted stupidly, sprinting for the front door.
I ran until 1 got lost.
They didn't find me until evening- BJ and my social worker. The
social worker yanked and yanked at me, pulling me into her car. I went in
slow, kicking and screaming. Then I ruined my whole months work against
the enemy:
"MOM!!!" I shrieked the word pitifully, reaching for BJ. I lost every
point I ever gained, and she won. She won them all. Years of my winning,
all my points, piled up on her side. I surprised myself at how desperate the
word sounded. It was pained and choked. It rattled my throat as if they
came from deep inside my belly.
"MOM!!!" I cried. "MOM!!!"
111e woman at the end of Fox Hollow Circle cried on her clean,
shiny face. Evie looked curiously at me being shuttled away in a long black
car, while she held hands with the enemy.
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'31RD '30NES

TutbC.

Ecstasy in blue,
You intertwine my skyward hands
With bird-boned kindness.
Ours is and was a worldly embrace
Underneath this blanket knitted by celestial scar-tissue,
Paper-thin I've become and most likely stay.
With you till things come apart a bit more.
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The moth at my window who's desperate to get in,
A flame-starved and dusty angel, you,
Too eager for the light.
Crawling through the tear in the screen with your overworked dozen legs,
Join the eye-motes haunting me
In this placid indoor breeze.
Cream words pour and puddle
Softly at the summit of my spine,
And here I find you
Softer yet.
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THE 3EST EVER CHRISTMAS
':>ISAPr?INJMENT
~CUWct

I.

As a 16 year old for Christmas, all I wanted was a gifr card to the
mall to buy what I knew would surely make me relatively cool at school.
1hose sweatpants with PINK written down the leg and the matching jacket
would make the girls who had enough money for such things notice me; I
was positive.
Instead, I got a DVD and slippers. I knew that it was all my mother
could afford, after buying Christmas for our extended family and making
sure we had gas and food. I had thanked her with a hug and a kiss then
proceeded up to my room with guilty disappointment. But before I even
made it halfway up the steps there was a hesitant knock on the front door.
I turned around to find my mother already answering it with the biggest
smile I had seen on her face in quite some time.
There was a gruff looking man I had never seen before at our
doorstep. "Santa!': my mother exclaimed, even though he looked nothing
like the jolly saint.
"Merry Christmas': he grumbled and stretched out his arm to plop
what he was holding into my hands. I looked down. Crap, I thought. It was
a puppy. A freaking puppy.
Remembering my manners, I grumbled back, "Thank you", as my
mother shut the door. Great. How am I supposed to take care of a puppy
when I can't even take care of myself, I thought. I hardly ever made it out
of bed in the morning, my motivation-crushing depression made me lucky
if I showered, and my anxiety made it so that the minuscule amount of
classroom time I did put in was a waste anyways.
"Well, what do you think?!'', the non-thinker exclaimed out of joy.
"Um, I don't know': was all I could muster in return . An empty
feeling began to creep into my chest. I don't even like animals, I thought to
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myself. Every pet I had ever owned had either ran away or died. My mother
was in no way an animal person herself. The only time I had experienced
having a dog was with my father, on his weekend visitations. The poor pup
was stolen right out of our yard and I never forgave the world for it.
I simply couldn't wrap my mind around it. A dog? A living,
breathing, being? A puppy at that! Who needed to be trained, walked, fed,
and loved daily. Shucks, I don't even love myseij; I thought.
I looked down at the shivering ball of fur in my arms with
contempt. Those bright eyes crying for her master. I softened a bit. I know,
me too, I spoke to her with my eyes, I don't want this either.
I sat on the couch, puppy still in my arms. My mother then
proceeded to pull out a large gift bag that she had hid behind the couch
filled with all pink doggy everything.
"I know you wanted that gift card;' she explained, "but I knew you
needed this, and when I saw a picture of her, I knew she was the one. You
can name her whatever you want, honey. And if you truly don't want her,
we can give her back. Merry Christmas." My icy heart melted a bit at that, I
knew she had saved up for an age and had really thought about me with my
best intentions in mind.
"Let's call her Lucey until I make my final decision, that is", I told
both of them, looking down on the still shaking creature with doubt. My
mother tried to mask her smile with seriousness as she agreed.
That night, as I was trying to sleep after setting up Lucey's bed at
the foot of my own, I felt a warmth nuzzle up to the small of my back, take
a deep breath, and fall soundly asleep complete with miniature snores.
"Ugh! What? No!", I tried to protest. "This is rny bed. You go to your own
now!" My simple reply were deeper snores. "Fine. Just until I give you
back:'
That night, nightmares clawed on my subconscious, raking their
horrors across my mind. I often had them. Almost every night now. I
half woke, in between my inaudible screams for my mother, sweating and
unable to move. This was the worst part of it all. Being half awake but
mostly asleep, I was unable to distinguish between reality and nightmare.
Therefore, staring into the black corners of my room through the sleep
in my eyes, looking for the monsters that haunted me was all I could do.
But instead, a small, soft, paw grazed, instead of raked, it's way along my
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cheek, waking me into reality; 1be petite frame that the paw belonged to
was sitting on my chest, I realized. Warm and reassuring, the weight of
her relaxed me. Her even wanner kisses melted my Siberian wasteland of
a heart a bit more; no one had ever comforted me in my nightly pains. No
one had ever cared enough.
I pulled sweet, sweet Lucey to my heart, cuddling her small body
to mine and stroking her feather soft fur until we both fell asleep soundly;
through the whole night.
Those matching sweats were overdone anyways.
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IN 3ETWEEN

tfeatk&.
A hundred melodies can create a song
to lull the in-between spaces of
I miss you and I wish you were here.

Writers and artists can find the ways
to fill the silences after I'm thinking of you.
But I am stuck in your darkness, pleading.
Without color. Without sound. Without word.

Don't go. Don't go. Don't go.

I would compose you a symphony.

I'd author you a library.
I'd decorate entire galleries.

I'd say too much and make you run.
Or not enough at all.
Is that what you're waiting for?
A word. A note. A brushstroke.

Any reason to run.
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Maybe you're waiting for Shakespeare or Van Gogh
to show you how you fit into my every color and verse.
Maybe you're stalling in rain puddles
trying to hear the way the strings and percussion sing
to know if it is right
Maybe you're waiting to hear me echo back.
In pitch. In phrase. In hue.

It's right. It's right. It's right.

If this is what you're waiting for
all of the songs and books and art
in the entire world will say it better.
But never mean it more.
Forgive me for being lost somewhere
in these in-betweens.
Drawing a bow. Drawing a breath. Drawing a heart.

Longing for you to stay.
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THE CHARM CJF '\ RAZOR

~~~He often told his wife about his twenty-first birthday. He and his
father had sat under a bright red canopy on a dark, starless night. TI1ey
were at some nameless Chinese restaurant in one of the metropolitan
corners of Atlanta, just a few blocks south of Terminal Parkway, where
commercial airplanes stitched long blinking lines across the sky. A half
block away, he remembered, a street cleaner inched across the asphalt,
brushes spinning in a lopsided, broken rhythm.
He told her, mostly, about the gift. It had come in a long, black box
with silver leafing across its face and a bow taped imperfectly to the lid.
His father had said something-preluded the present with some paternal
words of wisdom that later echoed into the silence of forgotten idioms.
When he thought back, he only remembered the feeling he had, and the
preface that it gave. He had been told for months-even years-what an
important birthday this would be. It was the one where he became a man:
work harder, play harder, put away childish things-all of that. And where
this was the scheduled day for the switch of boyhood to be, for some
indistinct reason, flipped-(it had something to do, he gathered, with
legality and tradition), so was this moment, sitting at a sticky, vinyl sheeted
table, the chosen moment when those childish things were to be trunked
away at last, the padlock fastened, the key discarded forever. That day he
had a powerful, crammed up feeling-one that demanded release. The
black box-matte and manly looking-was an indication of the terminal
moment. The sublime finale to his adolescence. When he placed his hand
on it, he felt a terrible excitement that had nothing to do with the present
itself. Because, really, it wasn't the actual gift that meant anything to himit was the symbol that it held. He'd almost not cared what it was when his
father handed it to him.
Almost.
Inside had been a pearl-handled straight blade: the kind that Al Capone
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used in the movies. Sharp and shiny, rounded on the edges, wide and
shafty down the spine. It was heavy-but far from graceless. His father
had flipped it open at the table over the General Tso's and the sweet rice
to show him how it took the light. It was a bright red canopy and black
sky, with white sparkles from the fairy lights that hung in low w's over the
windows. Everything was slightly elongated and warped in the polished
chrome. He'd flipped it open for his wife when he told her the story. He told
her that the first time he'd held it in his hand he'd felt the weight of many
things.
Later that night he was fitted for his first suit (an off-black singlebreasted piece with a notched lapel and some half-breaks), which he wore
in the car as they drove to the first bar he would ever drink in. VVhen they
got inside, he undid the top button on his jacket and let it hang open over
the corner of the counter, and his father clapped him on the back.
"Beer and a shot, waddaya got?" His father called to the tapster,
pounding his palm on the table, beaming. He thought, during the coming
decades, that he would most probably remember that night forever. He had
a small fantasy that when age had taken him and his mind began to fade,
he might shamble along the breakfast bar in some home for the useless and
mumble it to himself (beer and a shot, waddaya got? Waddaya got? Beer
and a shot.. . ), grinning, stupid and toothless. Then his father had bought
him a Jonnie Walker and a Lime Corona to suck on.
:He'd gone to bed full of dizzying light, staring across his small bedroom
at the place on his door where his suit hung from a hook. He felt that he
had become something new. That he had found his final iteration. The
one that he had been waiting for long before that birthday. It would be a
polished, dignified path he would travel-he had decided as much when he
was young. His father had taught him to do so.
Not down the sloppy, forgiving road of generic American masculinity
would he trod, like so many others. He would never have an excuse to be
unimpressive. In making this decision, he felt that he secured himself to a
higher path. One that guaranteed-absolutely guaranteed-that the weary,
overcast seasons of his life would be easilv tolerable. Even in the face of
ambiguity and mortgage (which were both going to find him eventually,
he was assured), he could feel confident and secure. If the objects in his life
at some time went sour, then what would that mean to him, really? Even
under the most unfavorable of conditions, the worst thing he could ever
become was a gentleman down on his luck. It was his lot to work hardI
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yes-but also to tie a full-windsor and sign his name in dark blue ink; to
rotate his own tires and keep them clean, and to keep a shelf of dark and
light cooking oils above his hooded stovetop. lie attempted to put it into
words for her on more than one occasion-it was about more than the
way he looked. It was about more than the way he felt. It was about who he
was-who he was willing to be. And it all really started on that first day,
in that first moment, with that first present. From that time forward--forward until forever-he was to be the man of high caliber he had long
ago decided to be. Practice had ended. And the razor was there, every day,
to remind him of that promise he had made to himself
Years later, he still sometimes sat the shower and polished it with a
shaving cloth, contemplating that promise. Gently, cradling it, thumb
moving in slow circles, reminding himself who he was. It was a good way
to keep his hands busy when he was having a pensive morning, or his
wife was lecturing him from the other side of the curtain on something he
ought to know more about-which often was the case.
She was a woman of small stature and of a dense taste-dense enough
not only to appreciate him and the man he had decided to become but
to explain to him what more he ought to be. For her, he made himself
intelligently cultured. When they spoke to each other they spoke of
detailed things-cinema and politics and articles they had readsometimes for only a few minutes, and sometimes for entire Sunday
afternoons. She taught him about teas and gclatos and scoffed at him
when he could not remember a journalist that she was familiar with, or
mispronounced the name of a hormone he should be familiar with at this
point in his life.
In many ways, she was like his father. She disliked Gillette and Schick, and
did not understand how anyone could buy from such companies; ones who
proposed such a strange version of manhood to the public. They, with their
gunmetal locker rooms, their shovel jaws, and their sideways messages;
she complained how they tried to sketch out some vague equation where
plugging in eleven dollars and seventy-nine cents at the local superstore
somehow equaled a future full of white towels and beautiful women with
fetishes for smooth necks. His wife understood him. She understood the
sentiment he held for his razor. His was a genuine tool---an object that
required skill and character to understand. It was not the child of some
scheme that built itself on a foundation of convenience and sex appeal. It
was not some blunt instrument to get the job mostly done in almost all
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hands.
For this, and for many other reasons, He thought that she was an
amazing woman: A Giant, eve. A Goddess. An Amazon. He admired her
mind-she had a mind bulging with strong opinions on local laws and
economic entropy, and the implications of Tolstoy's grammatic structure in
the original Russian. Almost as often as she spoke, he felt like a child before
her. He knew that another man would be tempted into rebuttal or anger
at how often she chided him, and corrected him, and reminded him how
little he knew of the world. But not he-he who had decided to forgo jejune
emotions like shame and inferiority. He forced himself to feel pridegleaming pride-to have her sitting there on the lid of the toilet next to
him, her legs like a pair of honeydew sticks crossed over one another.
He felt that she was especially lovely when they were together in the
bathroom, and he was shaving. ·when he was remembering the man
his father had taught him to be. (Beer and a shot, waddaya got?) Those
mornings were the finest parts of his days. TI1ey were the happy, warm
beginnings, just as much as the evenings were the tired, whimpering ends.
He wished at night, as often as he thought about it, that he could dive more
quickly into sleep and fast forward into that moment with the razor and
his wife. In bed with her, his feet and body carefully position away from
hers (she was a light sleeper), he craved it. That closeness. TI1at warmth. At
the end of an exhausting day, when he had learned once again how heavy a
cross it was he bore, it was the only thing he wanted, besides sleep. But he
could not conjure the emotion-he could only feel the chill of the sheets,
and-ridiculous as he knew it was-the coldness of her back turned to
him. In her grandeur, she could be cold sometimes. He understood it. He
did not fault her for it, and he paid little heed to the thoughts he had on
those rare, restless nights: the juvenile notions that most couples of their
age had a miles-thick bond between them, while he and his wife for some
reason had only one long, cutting thread linking their hearts. His father
had taught him about such things-over-sensitivity. A man should not
define weakness in his life by strength in others'.
Once, years into his marriage, he had been taking a break at work in the
cafe by his office. He had been sitting at a gray table, slowly sipping a coffee,
tapping casually away at some project on his laptop. He rubbed his weary
eyes for a moment and saw himself in the cafe mirror on the opposite
side of the room. He ran his fingers across his chin, and felt the afternoon
stubble there, and, suddenly, without meaning to, craved something. He
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turned his body to face the mirror and could see the shadow that had
developed under his nose and on his chin throughout the day. And he
thought, for the briefest instant, that he would go home and see a second
shadow. He did not know what he meant when he thought that. But he
pictured a weighty darkness in his home. He thought about his wife, and
how she was the kind of woman he had always wanted, and that she still
somehow did so many things he did not want. He thought of the way she
jutted her lip and smiled with a weary insincerity nowadays. How she
would not turn around when he entered a room anymore. How she would
not answer his question if she didn't like the way he'd said it. And somehow,
stupid as he knew it was, he felt that if he could get rid of one shadow, he
could get rid of the other. The razor did both jobs-it deaned his face, and
it reminded him who he was. It reminded him why he loved her, and why
he did not feel hurt by the way she acted. At least for one more day. For one
more morning. He remembered and was not hurt.
It was a fleeting thought. A blink in the mind of the reflected version
of himself. It lasted less than a second before he understood it, and then
he crushed it in his mind. Before he forced it to go to pieces and lathered
its shards in the affection that he knew he had for his wife. But it was a
difficult thought to smother. It took him longer than it should have. When
he looked down at his hands, he saw that he was no longer typing. That
his fingers were shivering. And then he stood from his place across from
the mirror, picked up his steaming cup of Irish Creme, and abandoned the
thought there, shattered, on the level-loop carpet. For the rest of the day, he
worked and did not allow himself to escape from the tunnel vision of the
task at hand. He went home that night and watched the news with his wife.
He put his arm around her cheerily and told her that she was mistaken- a
cold front moving in from the north did not mean rain. Not with the
inversion already in place over them. She'd turned a wintry eye down at
him and said that if he'd ever taken the time to learn his meteorology,
he would know that the inversion would clear. He told her, evenly, that
it would absolutely not, and they had an intelligent discussion while he
stroked the whiskers on his chin and did not let them remind him of
anything.

That night, he could not sleep. He could only feel that same craving he
had felt in the cafe. He found his fingers stroking his chin whenever his
mind began to wander, and he tightened his teeth when he saw his wife's
back turned to him. He felt that craving for a long time, deep into the
night. He felt it until he suddenly sat up in bed, and it went completely
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away.
He did not quite understand why he was doing it, but he slowly slid out
of the 1200 count sheets and moved towards the bathroom on the tips of
his toes. The door opened silently-he kept it well oiled. His feet made
no noise on the floor-11is wife had insisted on the large, fluffy rug. He
knew where it was on the counter. His hand found it without difficulty. He
flipped it open in the darkness, then looked in the mirror with guessing
eyes. His father had taught him to keep the stubble off of his lip. It was
there, on his face - he could justfeel it there-and for some reason, this
night, he decided that it would be inappropriate to wait until morning to
cut it away. He pumped oil into his hand without heating a rag and held
the razor up to the edge of his jaw. He could feel its fin, biting edge against
his head. It was thin, and cold, and heavy on his face. He held it there for
a while, then removed it, feeling unfocused. Instead, he placed it on the
plump of bis cheek-the easiest part to shave-and pulled it down toward
his chin. But the blade nicked him- it bit into him and drew blood from
his face. He jerked it away quickly, feeling the place with his fi ngers, and
pulling them away when he sensed the cut.
He held the razor in front of him, feeling betrayed. He had not cut his
face in years. In more than a decade. Longer than he had been married.
He held the blade to his face again, but the technique was gone from his
hands, which he found were shaking again. When he thought back, he
realized they had been shaking all day. He felt a swollen feeling- one that
demanded a sublime release-though he did not understand what it was or
how to use it. He felt frustrated. His hands had always moved in the ways
he wanted them to. A centimeter to the left, a centimeter to the right, a
degree in that direction, a degree in that one. But then had come that jutted
lip, and that insincere smile. She almost never said his name anymore.
She did not stroke his chin when they kissed. Now he could not steady his
hand.
He tiptoed into their bedroom with lather on his face, thinking.
He sat there in the dark, and his wife did not move in the expanse of
blue sheets. In the silver light that fell through the window in a long crack,
he passed the glinting razor over his face slowly, both hands holding it
until it was a mostly smoothed surface. His razor was a promise. It was
a promise he had made to himself. He tried to remember as he sat in the
darkness with his wife. Eventually, he wiped the oil from his face with his
shirt. His cheeks were wet, though he could not remember wetting them.
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Then, against his own will, and against his own understanding he felt his
body begin to shake and pressed his tongue into his throat surprised to feel
a lump forming there. ITe put his hand on his wife's back, and she started
awake. She sat there for a moment but did not return his touch. Something
unspoken passed between them. Something that neither could put to
words, despite their vast vocabularies. I-le grabbed the razor tightly in his
fist and felt tbe weight of it. It was the weight he had felt all those years ago.
The weight of many things. She understood. She did not need to tell him
so.
A week later he shaved alone in the bathroom with a brown towel
around his waist. There was no picture to the scene. He shaved with his
pearl handled razor, which, he decided, had always been his best and
most charming friend. He scraped the face in the mirror smooth. TI1en
he looked at his drooping, dean image. He hung his head for a moment,
freeing himself from his own gaze, and flipped the blade into the handle.
He did not know why-he could not even begin to explain-why he felt so
tired.
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COLLIDE

tt~E.
As gravity throws comets at distant stars
As moons crash in the heavens
As sparks ignite in every boiling sun
I feel a pull towards you

As waves pummel distant shores
As hurricanes stalk the coast
And lightning cracks the sky
I am drawn to you
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With the power of the universe
In your kind voice
The galaxy of light above us
Pales in comparison to you

I hope one day to give in to gravity
To see if there's a world awaiting
I hope that the stars will gaze at us
I hope that we collide
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INTERRACIAL '\ND UNEQUAL

-A'AM r.
We are a couple just like any other couple. We laugh, argue, and
grow together. vVe work hard each day. We enjoy life each day. We look
in the mirror and see no differences between us and others. Others look
at us and see a problem. vVe are seen as Iess than human. We are seen as a
disease. We are seen as interracial.
Walking in the Costco parking lot on a sunny afternoon. Hand in
hand with our little boy on his father's shoulders. We are nicely dressed.
I am in a new summer dress and he is in dress pants with a nice graphic
tee-shirt. People turn away. We aren't looked in the eyes by most couples.
An older woman locks her car doors as she drives next to us. "Did you see
that;' I exclaim to my partner. "We are so scary with our four-year-old boy
that she had to lock her doors while driving next to us:' I have to brush off
the embarrassment and hurt with yet another joke. We are considered thug
status on this summer day. We are now the fear in the back of your mind.
People slide past cars to walk down a different parking lane. Few people
greet us with a smile and a hello. It quickly sets into my mind that even
in the north society of Utah we are less than. We are less than others see
in themselves. When we release our hands and step away from each other
our thug status fades away instantly. We are again seen as more, just not as
enough.
When you are a woman, you are seen as a piece of meat. You do not
get full thoughts or opinions. You get less than men. You "make 77 cents
for every dollar a man earns': In the eyes of most men, you will never be
more than a woman. You are not able to do everything men can do. You are
expected to be fragile and dependent.
When you are black you are not seen at all. You are invisible
as a person. You are nothing more than something to fear. You are the
underbelly of society, the problems of the generation, the disease of the
world. You have to work twice as hard as your white counterparts for half
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of the credit in your work. You are not treated justly by authority or others.
You are seen as "nice enough", but not ever good enough to compete.
vVhen you are a white woman and a black man you are less. You
have to work harder, fight harder, and adapt faster. You have to have thicker
skin, even when it comes to family. You have to adapt to each other's
cultural background. You have to live in two separate worlds at a single
time.
"\!\Tork Cited:
Jacobson, L. (2014, January/February). Barack Obama, in State of the
Union, says women make 77 cents for every dollar a man earns. Retrieved
September 10, 2016, from http:/ /www.politifact.com/truth-o-meter/
statements/2014/jan/29/barack-obama/barack-obama-state-union-sayswomen-make- 77-cents-/
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I cover her frozen frame
with clothing once worn;
wrap my half-naked body
around hers.
Matted hair appears to
discourage the bullet from
escaping in a stream
of blood.
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The uneven ditch obstructs
paramedics from assisting me;
I carry her lifeless essence, lay her
upon the stretcher.

My heart forever yours;
Your heart forever blemished.
Your parents anticipate
your arrival.
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r'AMILY TIES

1'rook ~111e slurry from the world of "hard working men" of Sentosa City
all spilled into the same bar, a decrepit old building erected against the end
of the ironic 'Richman Main'. It remained a sort of surly man's paddock. A
place where all troubles coagulated. Troubles that Charlie B. Addler was
all too willing to medicate. I-:Ie cast his cures with gin, a shot of firewater,
a whiskey dashed across the rocks. All too knowing of the ills of men, at
a ripe age of twenty and seven. The 'Addleton Bar' was his parting gift of
dear old dad, who had traipsed after the skirt of a porcelain dame that
took him by the tie, across the country. After months with no word, he was
presumed robbed bare and tossed out beside the interstate. A drunkard's
funeral, where everyone suspected it; yet none shed a tear. Especially not in
Sentosa, the city of crooks, where your fate was always held with how much
dirt was beneath your cracked, discolored fingernails.
111e bar itself had weathered years of patronage, but visually it
fared poorly throughout the years, both inward, and outwardly. No matter how much polish Charlie had worked into the sticky, warped counter
top, it kept its crude flavors. Rickety, hobbled wooden floors, rust clouded
windows, and a stench of sour oak bled from the walls. lhe inoffensive
decor of grime and disrepair was a humble welcome mat that greeted dirty
swindler and the broken alike. The perfect place for rats to draw together,
slipping blood money against the grain only to be pawed up by fat, greedy
hands. Mobsters, luck inclined peoples, property pigs, and downtrodden
men alike. Including Charlie himself. Even though his hands were bony in
comparison, they never hesitated when grimy bills flashed the faces of dead
men. 111e only difference between him, and the rats was that he was simply quicker to snatch a payment. And the only gamble he indulged in was
keeping the business afloat, and the pantry- however paltry, stocked. He
knew of hunger too fondly to know that booze would only eat the stomach,
not feed it.
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1he Addleton's had lived above the bar, in a shabby loft made of
cardboard furniture and a ragged couch al le' found-on-the-sidewalk-inninety-eight. But that was before. Now, only the lone Addler lived there.
His namesake butchered just as the memories within. The spider crusted
edges were still peppered with the broken glass of thrown away pictures,
forgotten promises. Hidden behind aged bottles that had reached their
twelfth birthday, having rolled too far to fetch, too much of a hassle to
gather up and toss. 'lbe amber, silken dusted monuments of the past were
far out of his way as he dressed himself. Cycling through the same, three
black t-shirts, and a single pair of jeans. Only washed when their rank
overpowered that of the bar, and patrons tipped him worse for his wear.
Tonight, he had only worn the same shirt twice, and his new sweat
washed away the old. He stood behind the bar, dragging on a cigarette,
flicking the ash into a shoddy bucket by his feet. The midnight crowd had
filtered in, and the floor was bustling with arguments, laughter, and the
odd poker game tucked in the corner. The hustlers pushed their games,
either in cards or in politics. Their greedy hands held like hungry rodents,
long nailed and fast breathed. Clutching their cards, scratching their
glasses. Dirty coats shrugged their shoulders as they drank. Their thirst a
religious type of ravenous, as if seeking a hidden answer at the bottom of
each mug. Yet, finding none, they ordered another, and another, for another shot of possible fortunes. 111en, a familiar man clad in a frayed, hide
stained trench coat, shouldered his way in through the crooked door, past
the throng of beady eyed cretins, straight to the counter. He lifted his head,
the curtain of grisly gray parting ever so slightly to show his gaze. His careful gray eyes were pulled by sagging rolls ofloose skin, pockmarked with
age and bad luck. A cracked lip smile took over his features, his frail body
leaning up against the bar as he met the tired eyes across from him. '"Ihe
usual, Charles:'
Charlie nodded, drawing on his cigarette, while a smile of his
own formed. His oily brow shimmered in the low, warm light, plastered
with pasty strands of chestnut hair that tickled his neck. He lowered his
cigarette, pinched between his thin fingers. Billows of ashen smoke then
plowed through his grin, a warbled snigger reverberating through his
throat while the burn of nicotine ignited the lining of his esophagus. A hint
of cooling mint spread through his nostrils and simmered on his tongue
while spilling smog to the ceiling, courting with the rest. "I thought I told
ya' not say dumb shit like that to me, Lyle:'
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The man chuckled, dipping his head in acknowledgment. Charlie
flicked the burnt butt into the bucket, piled with month's worth of kin, and
got to the task of pouring a straight scotch. JTe slid the surprisingly dear
glass across the countertop. Lyle merely nodded again, in thanks. Before
they could continue their conversation, a sniveling creature from across
the room ordered another round for his table. Bottle caps were piled in the
midst of the hunched posse. TI1e bent, tin coins were laid out in uneven
droves amidst the cards, an immodest betting arrangement. Without a
word, Charlie went to filling the order. Gracing their table with liquid poison, and taking the rubbish with him. Unceremoniously, Charlie dumped
his gritty gifts into the sink and turned to see Lyle shoot his stare into his
cup with a frown.
"Awe, Lyle, the rats get to you again? Couldn't afford the rent this
month either, eh?"
The man replied by taking a drink. Charlie leaned forward, resting
his palms against the counter. IIe stared until Lyle set the glass back down,
but he refused to meet the young man's gaze. "How long have I been comin'
here, Charles?''
I-Ie winced at the name. Only an Addleton was called Charles. "Eh,
about three months. Why? Ya' lose track of time wanderin' Sentosa?" Charlie sucked through his teeth, grit pooling against his gums. "That explains
your rent issue, Lyle. Unless you wasn't plan on stayin'. Got somewhere to
be by now, instead?"
Lyle grimaced, quirking his head to the side. 1he amber liquid in
his cup reflected the crestfallen face of a man that used to stand behind this
very counter top, choked by words he was too cowardly to spit. "No. I'm
meant to be here a11 right. .."
'Ibe old man flicked his gaze upwards, through the greasy sheet of
his peppered hair, watching while Charlie fiddled with a pack of smokes.
Menthol, of course. Lyle's hand slowly rocked the glass in his hand on its
axis, the cup softly sang against the aged wood. Beneath the dicking of
Charlie's lighter, he sighed, as if beckoning the bartender with the submissive gesture.
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rD1e orphaned son pocketed his habit and glanced warily towards
Lyle's unrelenting stare, the amber light from the cigarette igniting both
of their faces. A shared warmth, a near resolution amidst the clamor of
the dainty bar. A memory of an excited sixteen-year-old standing behind
this very bar washed in afternoon glow, many heads shorter than what he
was now, and a Father with a proud smile nodding down to him. Except,
those gray apologetic eyes, fondly calling to him, turned into black beady
orbs. A twitch of long whiskers, and nervous lips. Obscuring the man that
had once been. 'D1e reaction of sheer disgust that brought a scowl across
Charlie's sunken features, was well deserved for the oldest rat in Sentosa.
Unrecognizable from his journey across the country, on tentative foot. An
unannounced accomplishment comes far too little, too late. Unworthy of
notice. A drunkard's true funeral was at the hands of his son's disdain.
Charlie's lips tugged across his yellowed teeth in a subtle sneer, and
he breathed a cloud of twisting ash. "Then, let dead men lie:'
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SUMMERS AT THE ?OOL

-A-~T
Stinky locker room
Our giggles escape
at the sight of our
naked reflections.

Light dances on the
water's smooth surface.
Towels lie under
bright umbrella trees.

Chlorine hair
Taste embarrassment
as the breeze raises
my mosquito bites.
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Our pruny fingers
count quarters as we
stand shivering in
line at the snack bar.

Sun melts down the sky
like my ice cream cone
drips onto pavement
slips behind mountains.

It splatters salmons,

peaches, and corals
as it sings goodnight
to the three of us.
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SEASONS

Srar-ak 'B.
In winter, it wished and shook-Skeletal arms outstretched-Longing for springtime clothing
And summer loads
And autumn fruit
To come again.

In springtime, it blossomed and rejoiced-Regal, snowy splendor-Scenting the breeze
And brightening our eyes
With the smell and sight
Of promise.
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In summer, it bowed and sighed-Patient, stoic submission-Nourishing its fruit
And sacrificing its beauty
Despite the heaviness and aches
In its branches.

In autumn, it released the load and exulted-Straightening itself again-The work completed
The fruit ripened and harvested
Relief and rest
At last.

In winter, it wished again.
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