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Preface
The SLCC Community Writing Center's motto "Everyone Can
Write"can be seen when entering the Center. Writers and writing
coaches are circled around tables collaboratively working on revisions.
In the evening, there's a good chance a lively writing group from our
DiverseCity Writing Series is clamoring away about ideas for each others'
work, or another group is gathered in the classroom for a workshop on
scene-writing or resumes.
Since its opening in 2001, the SLCC Community Writing Center
( CWC) has collaborated with nearly 170 community organizations and
governmental agencies and directly worked with nearly 4000 writers in
coaching sessions or workshops on a variety of writing projects.
What drives these relationships is the ewes core philosophy
that an organization is not separate from but, is instead a part of the
community. This notion guides the ewes interactions with individual
writers and partner organizations in collaborative ways.
On an even deeper level, my work at the CWC has raised challenging questions, particularly what is "Community?" Is it just people
with common interests living in a particular area? Certainly, we can name
some of the specific geographic, occupational or activity-based communities of which we are members. But is this a sufficient definition of
"Community?"
The writers represented in this text have made me think that
maybe "Community" isn't just about commonalities. Considering the
diversity of writers in the many CWC programs, I can't help but think
"Community" is more dynamic. Community is not a static "thing" but the
collective actions of a group; it is more of a verb than a noun.
Regardless of commonalities and clifferences, people come together
as CWC writers to do something. And in doing so, we discover actions
bridge many divides, add nuances to experience, and sometimes even
challenge the status quo.
That elusive term "Community" is an ongoing and ever-changing
dynamic that demonstrates time and time again that "Everyone Can
Write."

DiverseCity Writing Series

• ••• •• ••
The DiverseCity Writing Series (DWS) bridges the
Salt Lake Community's diverse sodial, economic
and educational backgrounds through writing,
collaboration and dialogue. Throughout the city, people
are writing and sharing their words with others. The
DWS is currently comprised of sixteen writing groups
that contribute to sine cera publication.

Never
by A. Nikki lnkcraft

there's nothing, no nothing, this construct can't do
if men were so pure they'd not fear its coup
a wonder of clockwork, invention and screws
t'will function forever it never needs cues
your hand it will hold long past when your dead
forgotten & rotting in man's final bed
fires are forged by it when its cold
warmth for its master it does what it's told
what of your heart the temple men tread
& soil with soot unhallowed boots bled
machines do not scar, disappoint or dispose
nor claim bloody land from your heart for your foes
science is
on science we stand
it's god's science which created this land
but humans are wrought
vile emotions
scheming with shadows to fuel all their notions
what choice do you have to live or to die
to let men kill man or embrace this one lie
so no emotion resounds in machines
but man lost his smile when cunning was gleaned
return then to them who cast your apart,
who's actions belie if they e'er had a heart?

7he 1Jrealof Pifersmiff7-loffow [e;tcerptJ
•••••••••••••••••••
by Greg Near

Dr. Ignacious Q. Honeychurch was the most officious
villager anyone in Pipersmill Hollow had been forced to endure in
recent memory. But while his dialogue was tedious, his skills as a
physician were unmatched.
'There is no putrescence that cannot be cured," the doctor
was fond of saying, "no ailment of the bowels that cannot be
discerned, and no fever that cannot be cooled. I've yet to meet the
boil I cannot prick"
Lord help me, thought Mayor Whitby as he lay back on his
heavy mattress with an enormous sigh, Dr. Honeychurch prattling
on at the bedside, regaling the town elder with yet another story of
his miraculous cures. If I possessed the strength at this moment to throttle

this young man and silence his incessant chatter, I'm afraid I would.
That was what the mayor told a small group of village
gentlemen who had gathered together a fortnight later at The
Black Goat, Widow Olsson's ale house. They had come together
on a foggy evening to sample the victuals and resolve a number of
small disputes over crops and property boundaries. In Pipersmill
Hollow, more issues were settled over a mug of ale and a steaming
plate of the widow's fare than at any official town meeting.
"I'm loathe to admit my weakness, sirs, but the fact remains
that if I had not been drained of all strength by the water in my
lungs, I would have risen up out of that bed like the Mad Man of
Blackwiche Isle, wrapped my fingers about the young doctor's
throat and silenced him straightaway."
"Aye," said the old mortician to his right, the always
agreeable Matthew Peace, "I don't mind saying, that's one body I
wouldn't mind dressing."
To which there was a grumbling of assent and a few low
chuckles among all the men seated at the long table.
"Pardon my bluntness, but he's just so damned arrogant,"
said Simon MacNare, the local veterinarian, who had spent an
afternoon earlier that same week with his earhorn up against the
belly of Dr. Honeychurch's cow, listening to her yet~to~be~born
calf and desperately trying to hear over the voice of the doctor.

"He seemed physically incapable of stopping the air through his
vocal cords, as he began telling me of the preferred treatments for
calves twisted in the cow's womb and of new procedures he had
heard of in the city. Then, to my vexation, he told me yet again of
his irresistable charms among the more wealthy young ladies of
Boston, to which I wanted to respond, 'Then why didn't you marry
one of them, settle in the city and spare us all the torture of your
company!"'
The chuckling around the table increased.
"Here, here," someone muttered.
MacNare lowered his voice to a whisper and glanced over
his shoulder to make sure the Widow wasn't within earshot.
"Then, sirs, he went on about the prodigiousness of his physical
attributes and how that together with the techniques of coupling
he had learned from perusing Oriental texts on the subject, which
he described in more detail than I care to repeat, he had never
failed to carry his many paramours to the very heights of purely
sensual pleasure."
The Mayor gasped and felt the heat of embarrassment rise
from his weighty jowels to the tops of his ears. Yet he leaned in to
hear more, asking "Did he name the volumes?"
"He did, but their esoteric names are too much for my
memory. He even went so far as to reveal that a particular method
of entry from behind was verily assured to produce squeals of
breathy delight from the fairer sex."
The Mayor nearly fell forward into his dinnerplate, the
mortician turned paler than usual, and the other members of
the impromptu council wiped their brows, blew their noses and
squirmed on their benches. The mortician rose and threw another
log onto the fire, his hands rubbing together like two pieces of dry
parchment.
"I tell you, gentlemen, I barely knew how to respond. So I
didn't, simply gathering up my tools and exiting as politely and
quickly as possible having finished up my examination of his
animal. But damned if the man isn't a fine doctor in spite of his
capacity for self-appreciation. Last summer he cured my little Joe
of an infection to his leg that could have easily left him crippled
for life. It was, dare I say it, practically miraculous. Now if the
Reverend Pike ever heard me say such a thing he would give me
a full lecture on the power of prayer, and how the night-long
beseaches of my dear wife to Our Lord could not be discounted in

the cure. But I witnessed the dexterity of his administrations and
the keen workings of the doctor's mind as he bent over my boy's
troubled limb. If it had been old Doctor Washburne still serving
our town, I fear little Joe would have gone under the saw. I hate to
say it - for I feel as the rest of the company that he is like a buzzing
bottlefly in our ears - but the man knows his business."
After a silent moment,John Kettlesworth took a long
draught of his ale and with foam still on his lips said in his gravelly
voice, "It's true. He took care of our housekeeper Addy, who had
taken to her bed with a noxious fever, and had her back up on
her feet within a couple of days. The few coins it cost me to have
her healed up were more than worth the endless complaints I
would have had to endure from Mrs. Kettlesworth about the
inconvenience of a sickly maid."
"Aye, aye," they all mumbled in consent. The nearby fire
cracked and hissed, its yellow light producing deep shadows in
the room. It had grown late and the uneaten food on the board had
long gone cold.
"Now if he could just cure that damnable Dread on my
property," Kettlesworth added.
Some of them filled their pipes and proceeded to smoke in
silence, each waiting for the other to take up the subject at hand.
After a round of throat-clearing and finger-drumming on the
wood, the mayor finally spoke.
"It's a dark matter, that. And not the first time it has
••••••• disturbed the peace of this village. I remember
••
• • sitting on my father's knee when I was a
• •
""I,. t
sprout of three or four, and having him
••
I VOW 1 ne
•. warn me that if I didn't say my prayers
: couflfust cure that •. before bed and always mind my
• I
J / / ,,n
/
• mother, the Dread would surely drag
• aamname ureaa on • me out from under my covers and into
•.
YY1.!J broberf_J "
: the cold frosty air. I don't think I slept
•.
r r
•• a wink that night."
••
••
It was then the heavy front door
•• • • • • • ••
of the The Black Goat swung inward,
and the gathering was joined by a smiling Dr.
Honeychurch, who was wearing a brocade waistcoat of gold and
vermillion under his black jacket.
"'Evening, gentlemen," he greeted them. "Do you mind if I
join you for a mug of the local?"

fr ••

The mumblings of assent were subdued, and the mayor
managed to motion toward an empty space at the table where
the doctor slid himself down like a dancer. A drawn out,
almost uncomfortable silence followed, during which the only
conversation was between the fire and the logs, a spitting,
cracking dialogue that continued until after the widow in her lacy
bonnet had sat a pint of ale down in front of him.
"Gentlemen," Dr. Honeychurch said, "it seems that I have
stumbled into the middle of a depressed meeting. Has there been a
death in the village, Mr. Peace?"
The mortician looked around the table from face to face,
then said, "Only the cattle on John Kettlesworth's farm of late."
Kettlesworth mopped his wet brow, as he sat closest to the
hearth, and said, "Aye. I fear if I lose even one more the lady of the
house and myself may have to pack up and relocate back to the
city, as much as I hate the thought of that."
"I hadn't heard of this," the doctor said. "Are there wolves in
the surrounding hills?"
"Certainly," Simon MacNare added, "but the wolves in these
hills have never ventured down into our farms or village. Either
they're well enough fed on venison or something deters them from
drawing any closer than the very edges of the woods."
"Then what, pray tell, is the cause of this bovine
decimation? And is it only your cattle, Kettlesworth?"
"So far it has only been mine. But that will surely change
afore long at the rate they're going, as mine will be gone by
Christmas." The large man hesitated to go on revealing the nature
of their problem.
"Well?" the doctor prompted.
Kettlesworth then looked to the mayor for a sign of whether
to continue or not.
Mayor Whitby let out a large sigh, leaned back into the
shadows causing his chair to creak under his weight and wrapped
his hands around his ample belly. All eyes turned to him.
"You may think us mad, doctor, or full of our New
Englander superstitions, but the plague on our countryside is far
worse than any pack of wolves. And far older. It has been here
since before the first settlers. Probably since before the earliest
indigenous natives tracked their kill through yonder woods."
"Ahh," the doctor expelled, puffing himself up a little and
pulling back the lapels of his coat, as if to make sure no man at the

table missed the fine needlework in the brocade fabric. "Now I
understand. I recently heard of a similar disease that was striking
the livestock up in the Montpelier region."
"Similar to the Dread?" MacNare asked.
"And not without a cure as well. It is merely a sulphite
mixture that takes out the hidden disease where it lies in the
ground, roundabout where the livestock were feeding."
The mayor began to wave away this explanation of the
doctor's.
"Yes, you see, gentlement, there really is no putrescence
that cannot be cured." His smile had broadened and glowed in the
firelight.
There were deep murmurs among the men, many of whom
were shaking their heads or moving restlessly in their seats.
"Doctor," the mayor said, using the same tone of voice
he used with his wife or his young children, "you have failed to
understand."
"But//"

"No, we are not referring to a common disease, such as
our inestimable Mr. MacNare might treat in a cow or a pig." The
veterinarian nodded his thanks to the mayor's kind words.
"We refer instead to something called a Dread."
The doctor's smile had faded, and he shrugged as if to say,
"And? So?"
"It is a malicious presence in the country. An enormous vapor or
entity, if you will.
Untouchable and apparently unstoppable, that slumbers
for years, and then once again awakens and begins to feed off of
the lives and livelihood of Pipersmill Hollow. The community
has always been able to wait it out, hoping for its hibernation to
return, but this time is different. It is stronger, and more bold in its
ravenous appetite. It only moved on to John Kettlesworth's cattle
after completely exterminating all of the animals on the Schooley
farm / chickens, pigs and two horses. The Schooleys have since
moved on further west. Throughout the history of our village,
there has been evidence both seen and experienced, of animals /
and in some more vile instances, young children / who disappear
in a cloud of blood and flesh, or hide and feathers. Never to be seen
again."
For once, the doctor had no reply, his features having gone
very serious and his eyes reflecting a distant light. He nodded for

the mayor to go on.
"The Dread is sometimes heard, like a an enormous bale of
hay being pushed through the undergrowth of the woods, or a
ghastly rumbling that makes the very ground shudder. But more
often than not it is felt: a nauseating chill that you can feel to your
very bones, and that stays with you for days afterward. Many of
us here have felt that, and the attendant inability to once again get
any wam1th back into our frames. It is an unnatural evil, but one
that we have no weapons against. I fear it may be the undoing of us
all, and that this fine village will be ultimately devoured."

by Scott Aldrich

October 21st sent a shockwave of fear through me. It was the
date I had feared since mid~ August.
I joined the writing group at Literacy Action Center in
August, one of the groups sponsored by the Community Writing
Center. It sounded like something I would enjoy being involved in.
I had never attempted any type of writing before, so I signed up. I
hoped I would be able to construct a story that made sense.
I had written a short story about summertime activities in my
yard and presented it to the group for feedback. At the end of the
class I was informed that their stories would be read, out loud, in
a public place, in front of a crowd (by the author of each particular
story).
Not knowing that I was expected to read publicly and I
had inadvertently volunteered myself, I felt a very strong sense of
personal betrayal. I had just shot myself in the foot!
I agonized for several weeks knowing I would have to read my
story on October 21"'. Reading in front of a group always terrified
me. I never liked the focus on myself. I was afraid I'd stutter or
stammer while reading aloud in front of the class. I hated the laughs
in school. I'm sure I'm not alone.
The writers in our group revised and edited their stories. We
also practiced reading them at the Literacy Action Center. Oh, boy,
we were supposed to be ready for the big day!
Well, I wasn'tl I was scared sweatless!l The big day had come,
and we all had our little gems polished.
The reading took place at the Community Writing Center
right ne,'{t to the Main Library in Salt Lake City. It was scheduled
from 6:30 to 8:30 P.M. I had no idea how many people would be
there, all I knew was I would be reading into a microphone. Oh,
Lordi
On the ride to the Community Writing Center (which Deb so
graciously provided), I tried to visualize myself reading to a crowd.
Not a pretty picture!
When my wife, infant daughter, and I arrived, I somehow felt
quite calm. My wife and our infant daughter were there to support

me. We went inside and my palms instantly became clammy, my
knees shaky, and my voice achy/breaky.
We were supposed to sign up for time slots, but now it had
changed to open mic. I listened to a few stories and saw my opening.
I had found the courage to stand up front and read. Slam! Door
closed.Too late, too slow. Someone else beat me to the microphone.
I waited for one or two more readers to finish and walked up front.
Talk about high blood pressure (thank God for meds), mine was
raging!
I started reading, becoming calmer, and more comfortable
as I went ahead. All my preconceived ideas were wrong. No one
laughed at me. My pants were dry. I still stood, speaking fairly clear.
It really wasn't so bad after all. I had psyched myself out for
nothing. I was having fun reading my story, expressing myself in a
way I had never done before. I finished reading and returned to my
seat.
My wife said, "You did just fine."
I felt great relief from the pressure I'd put on myself. It was so
unnecessary. I also felt a sense of pride for overcoming a fear I had
carried since grade school.
It turned out to be extremely satisfying, an evening of fun and
humor. All the stories were interesting and had their own unique
flavor.

Mar6fes: Jl Chakta Series
by Ramona Maassen

BaseChakra
He had nearly bankrupted his self getting his new marble.
The guy that sold it to him promised him a good time and laughed
a little.Jack couldn't wait to get home to plug in. He closed the
sign on his shop 5 minutes early, even though he saw his best
customer headed his way.
Hurriedly he pulled down the window roller as he slipped
his closed sign in place. While he waited for Mr. Wainright to pass
by, he examined his new acquisition. He had never used his base
chakra before, and his hands were trembling with excitement. It
wasn't like he was hard up for a date or anything; but he was sick
of all the complications relationships brought. Two weeks before
he had his base chakra modified so that he could start slipping
marbles.
Jack recalled the look on the face of the technician who
performed that bit of surgery. The way the guy looked at him
made him feel sleazy. Well, what the hell, everyone was doing it
now. And from listening to the comments some of the guys at the
bar made, he figured it couldn't hurt. There was a knock at his
door, but he remained where he was. There was a slight rattle as
Wainright tested the door handle and then steps moving away
from the shop.Jack looked briefly around his shop and then after
peeking through the shades at the door. Opened it and closed it
behind him.

Solar Plexus Chakra
It was in the spring, after her mother died that Mani's world
simply fell apart. The tears that would not come at the viewing, at
the funeral remained dammed in the throat, swallowed in her gut
and buried in her darkest thoughts. Her children hovered over her,
not knowing what to do or say and eventually they went away.
They promised to visit, to call. She accepted this without feeling
and so began the new part of her life.
Day after day, through the summer she went through the
routines of her life. When her husband, Pura, came home, he
found his supper set for one and she would be planted in front

l
of the television, staring blankly at some vapid program. When
he tried talking to her, she would answer. When he changed the
channels on the television, she continued to stare. Nothing meant
any difference. Fall and winter passed. Frustrated and angry after
trying everything to somehow engage her, he finally left.
In the spring when the yellow daffodils began blooming,
Ana, Mani's youngest child came home. "Mother, this is not
right, your mother would weep to see you so. Can you not see the
yellow flowers you and your mother planted? We all cried to see
grandmother leave, but you, your heart was pierced the deepest."
It may have been these words that reached her. It may have
been the color yellow that Mani recalled was her mother's favorite.
It matters not. She went to her box of marbles looking for one
special one. When she found it Mani fingered the yellow marble
of her mother's and later that night replaced her own with her
mother's.
Mani cries that night and in the morning, goes out to greet
the world.

Throat Chakra
Karla enters her room at the Bridge suite, ignoringJamie,
her personal assistant and the clump of admirers lining up in hope
of seeing her; walking straight pass everyone and slipping off her
scarf from her neck. It falls in a spiral of color to the floor. She
opens the doors to her bedroom and quickly shuts them behind
her. Her posture sags against the closed double doors.
In the other room she can hear Jamie supervising the
organizing of flowers in vases. God, did Karla hated the ever
present smell of flowers her adoring fans smothered her with.
Jamie is now answering correspondences on her voice mail and
trying to get Karla to respond. "Karla, Karla I know you are tired
dear but you can rest ip. just a little while; we need to talk about
your bookings. Sudya would love it if you could just squeeze in a
little performance, nothing big. Karla?"
Karla, lets the voices go into the background. She moves
to her bed and throws herself across it. Didn't she want this?
Didn't she plan and hope and make this her life? Her welling tears
streamed and stained her shantung silk duvet. Finally when there
are no more tears she rises from her bed and goes to her walk in
closet. Pushing a button on a remote causes the racks to move.
She stops at the teal colors and selects a gown make of spun silk.
She heads to the bathroom. While she is running the water for her

bath a man comes up from behind her. His reflection is just barely
visible on the neck of the faucet and she feels a scream building
in her chest but it is too late. He pounces and grabs her using the
pressure of his hand over her mouth and throat. Desperately she
claws at him but his face is covered in a slick gray material. As he
straddles her he expertly slips his fingers into her throat chakra,
and then runs out of the room. Karla gags and croaks. Her voice a
crackle and a whisper as she cries for help to no avail.
Third Eye Chakra
James Carter ran like hell; staggering against strangers who
pushed him away from them. His sides were burning and his lungs
felt on fire. How had those bastards found him? He had kept a
low profile. Giving up his expensive clothes and credits had been
easy compared to living on the streets. There was no way he could
o
make his contacts now. The Freaks would know. They might
~
already know about the safe houses. All he could hope for was that
the hastily scribbled notes left in the drop boxes were safe from
the Freaks' grasp.
When the technology for the marbles became available,
James was one of the first to choose the third eye chakra for his
arsenal. As an undercover spy for the Feds, he saw it as a perfect
hand up on the promotion he was waiting for. Now all he wanted
to do was to dig it out of his forehead and smash it. But of course it
wasn't that easy. As long as he had the marble,
• • • • • • • • • • • he had the Freaks' kingpin's knowledge
••
• • of all the illegal set ups, books and the
•
"7-fer vofoe
• multiple murders the monster had
: a cracf/e anla ·. committed. Knowledge that was going
• r
r
f, • to get him killed if he didn't move
: wnisper as sne cries I or: faster.
·. hefb to no avai{ II :
He had been undercover as a
• r
• Freak for six months. About a month
•• •
• after his surgery for his third eye he felt
••
the kingpin's stare. And he knew that the
• ••••••• •
kingpin knew that James was trouble for him.
Ducking into an alley he closed his eyes to
see better with his third eye chakra. There, about three blocks
back were the bad guys. The grays were bad. They had no sense
of morality. This gray was apparently working with the Freaks.
The gray saw him with his third eye chakra. James got a lurching
feeling in his stomach and launched himself out on the sidewalk.

He walked right into the gray. The gray was a tall, thin
man with a turban covering his third eye.James could feel he was
no match for the man. He felt his will drain away from him, the
gray's projection of will causingJames to fall to his knees. James
concentrated on his inner light of indigo, hoping for a last minute
reprieve against his certain death. Already he could feel the pain
sinking into his brain and heart as the gray one forced his will on
him.
Peace rolled over James.
After a time when he no longer felt any pain he opened his
eyes.
"Sorry to put you through so much," said the girl with the
violet aura. She helped James up with the help of another man
with a third eye chakra. "If we had pulled you out any earlier we
wouldn't have been able to get them all. Thanks to you we have
enough to put these assholes where they won't be able to get out,
and we snagged the kingpin too."

~

~
§

~

~

~

by Joyce Luttrell

Music that comes from heaven,
Llke the sound of angels' wings
Soft and velvet tones
Bring sweet and tender tinkling.
Watching with your mind, as
gracefulness In motion,
Becomes a ballet before your eyes
With tender gentle emotion.
music box may become
A joy with an abundance of magic
It could also very well be
A remembrance of memories so tragic.
Music and melody like
Wind Beneath My Wings,
Or something bouncy like
These Are The Simple Things.
Even if the music is bouncy
Even if the music rocks,
Everyone should in there midst
At least one tiny Music Box.

by Garrett Drage

Your finger traced my tiny gums
as I sucked hard for mother's milk.
Our love, like an agentic
complete with name, and silhouette
of circumstance, admittedly,
took truest form within your arms.
And such was ours. And such was ours
upon the breast of purity.
You thought of ways you would convey
a father's wisdom to his babe,
then whispered proudly, in my ear,
stony poem from a birth.
But wisdom failed this moment's test
of dreamed-up creativity,
and just as we were introduced,
a daughter left her father's clutch.
For what was I to do but cry,
this valiant effort overlooked?
A cry for needs of infancy,
a cry that could not leave us be.

asser
by Steven A. Dame

In 2135, time travel into the past was outlawed. Too often
criminals escaped justice, or someone went back to alter the past,
creating serious problems for the current time frame. A little
change one hundred years ago could create serious ramifications
for the present. Leaders could change, political platforms could
switch - people might be born who shouldn't be born. It was the
butterfly effect.
Lazarus Temple was a shy man who had accomplished
virtually nothing in his life. As a lab technician at LlfeArts, Inc.,
he was responsible for making sure that the developing embryos
contained the traits that were requested. Extra intelligence here,
more body strength there - an athletic build vs. movie star good
looks - these were all traits he manipulated. It was tedious work,
done by a boring and tedious man.
He often dreamed of going back to a more romantic age,
where people were born naturally and Mother Nature ruled, rather
than the computer-manipulated pipette matrix which currently
formed the future society. He yearned for open spaces where he
could walk beside rivers and smell the evergreens and wildflowers.
Perhaps he would spot a deer, or see a fish swim in the water.
Lazarus was a short man, with bulbous glasses and a
peculiar weasel face, which was rather pale. He had a weak,
indecisive chin. No one paid him much attention, because he was
trapped in the all-too-silent lab in the basement of the building.
His whole life seemed artificial. He ate artificial food for
breakfast, had an artificial lunch, and worked under the unnatural
buzz of electric lights all day.
For years he had been plotting an escape from his mundane
life. Time travel was expensive, and was not only illegal, but was
considered immoral by most. But Lazarus considered that escaping
from his mundane life was worth the risk of committing a crime.
He planned on leaving during a two-week vacation. Perhaps
he wouldn't be missed when he didn't come back Maybe they
would just forget all about him, and no investigation would be
made.

It would cost $400,000, and
•••••••••••
he had been carefully saving
•••
• ••
•
••
•
this amount for the past five
•
•
years. In the evenings in his
_.-· "7fie machjne was ••••
windowless apartment he
.: s;fuatelfive hunlrelmeters •••
would look at books that
: unle~qrounlfor pdvaCJ 's sak.,e, :
had pictures of birds and
wildlife. These delightful
: anaafso 6ecause ;t wouflem;t :
things had mostly been
-.__harmfufra/;aHon ;t were used/
eradicated in 2135, except in
on the surface."
.:
extreme wildlife areas where \
••
•
man had not intruded - or
•
••
••
••
sometimes they were on display
••
• • • ••••••••• • ••
at costly inner city zoos.
He would travel back to 2036.
There would begin a period of 25 years of peacetime. It was
also a time when all people were united in preserving the Earth.
Petroleum fuels had depleted, so other non-polluting forms of
energy were being used. Forests were being planted. Farmlands
were increasing. Ways had been found to raise food without
pesticides or other chemicals that damaged the environment.
On the first day of his vacation he went to the tall, brighteyed Brazilian man with whom he had made arrangements for the
time travel. The man had a smart, well-trimmed beard, and always
spoke optimistically about the service he could provide.
Lazarus gave the man - who insisted on remaining nameless
- a briefcase containing the $400,000 in cash. The man in turn
gave him a briefcase containing identification papers for 2036, and
enough money from that time period to last the rest of his life.
Lazarus held the briefcase tightly. He looked down at the
Brazilian's shiny, black polished shoes. He was very excited, but
frightened at the same time. His stomach ached, and his hands
trembled.
The machine was situated five hundred meters underground
for privacy's sake, and also because it would emit harmful
radiation if it were used on the surface. Lazarus entered the
chamber, sat in the seat and strapped himself in. The smiling man
set the destination and the time, and turned the time machine on.
Then he hid himself in a lead chamber and closed the door behind
him.
There were flashing lights, and a dull, throbbing noise in
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Lazarus' head. He felt nauseous, and soon became unconscious.
He awoke in a grassy field beneath the spreading limbs of
a tall oak tree. The sun filtered through the open spaces in the
leaves, and he felt its warmth on his face.
There was a rippling sound of a brook nearby. He picked up
his briefcase, brushed himself off, and made his way toward the
gentle, splashing noise. He bent down to pick a sunflower, which
were numerous in the tall grass, and twirled it between his fingers.
There was a deep, pungent smell that emanated through the
wood, of evergreens and wild roses. When he found the brook he
knelt down and put his hand in the cool water, swishing it back
and forth. Real water! He thought excitedly. I've touched real water, not

just from apipe or container!
He followed the stream until it came to an old wooden
bridge. He peered over the side, enjoying the rustling water below
as it dashed against rocks in a lazy manner. There was a cool
breeze on his face.
An energy burst from inside him which shouted, I'm free!
Free of that awful future! His heart beat faster, and he was a little
lightheaded. He clutched the railing tighter.
A dirt road crossed the stream at the bridge. He saw a sign
which said, "Gainesburg 2 kilometers." He started to walk casually
down the road in the direction of the sign. Occasionally he would
kick a dirt clod or a rock. He was thinking how his synthetic shoes
and his manner of dress - no cotton, no natural fibers whatever
- might appear strange to the people of this age. No matter, he
reasoned - he would buy new clothes at his earliest convenience.
Lazarus found it strange and slightly primitive - in a fun
way - that sometimes clumps of grass grew in the middle of the
road, as if it were seldom traveled. He would sometimes kick the
dumps as he walked, and felt a kinship to this new, beautiful land.
It was a wonderful plan, leaving his hated life to come to this
paradise. Although he got strange looks at the small inn where he
spent the night, he was glad that the gray/haired matron accepted
his money without question.
Through his window on the second floor, he watched the
street outside, which was surprisingly silent. There were no
vehicles, but just a few people walking. He watched as the sun
sank amidst the trees, creating a soft orange hue that spread across
the sky.
In the morning he was sitting in the dining room eating

a breakfast of eggs and bacon - real eggs and bacon! - when a
uniformed officer came and stood beside him.
"You stayed here at the inn last night, Sir?" asked the sheriff.
"Yes, Sir," answered Lazarus nervously. "I - I trust
everything is in order?"
"Everything except you were seen coming from the forest.
Aren't you aware of the Land Protection Act of 2034?"
Lazarus' stomach flip/flopped inside him. "N/No, I wa/
wasn't aware of such a thing. Have I - have I done - have I done
something wrong?" He stared down at his plate, afraid to look the
officer in the face.
"As you should well know, everyone trespasses who
ventures into any forest or wild area now. How else will our
Mother Nature, as they call it, be able to rejuvenate itself?"
Lazarus was arrested and charged $2,000 for violating
the Land Protection Act. His fine would have been $10,000, but
he was granted leniency because - due to his strangeness - his
court/appointed attorney was able to argue that he was mentally
defective. He hung his head in shame during the short trial.
Worse, a ten/year probation was also added to his sentence
- more, the judge said, for his protection than the protection of the
community.
"You will be given counseling," the judge said, "and you will
live in the city like everyone else. You will not be allowed to violate
the LP.A. while this effort is being made to recover the beauty and
usefulness of this great land."
So from that point onward, Lazarus sat in a windowless
apartment in the heart of an "urban jungle." He was monitored
electronically by a tag imbedded in his skin, to prevent him from
leaving the noisy city. He was not able to explore the forests and
wild lands for which he had waited longingly for so many years.
Although he had escaped his dismal job, and the coldness of the
people of his own time, he had not accomplished his chief desire
- that of holding nature in his hands, of seeing it, and enjoying its
fragrances.
Lazarus was considered by the other tenants in his
apartment building as an oddity. He was the strange man who
always carried armloads of books about birds, wildlife and plants
that he had borrowed from the library or purchased at bookstores.
Sometimes he stumbled a little as he walked because of the weight
of the heavy books.
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During the day he would sit at the fountain in the square,
where a few petunias sweltered in the sun, surrounded by signs
that said, "Unlawful to pick. $10,000 fine imposed for violators."
He would study the pictures of deer, elk or bears in the books
he carried, or trace the leaf patterns of the various trees with his
finger. Sometimes he gazed at pictures of wildflowers, dreaming
of their fragrances, wondering how they might appear if they
decorated the grass by the hundreds.
But the coldness and the aloneness of this new place, this
other time, grieved his souls and made him miserable. He was a
little man, an unimportant man who spent his days examining
books, yet was never allowed to touch, see, or hear the life that the
pictures represented.
And that, he thought, was the greatest form of unhappiness.

by Jonnathon Hardy

Why do people always
expect
that thing called
respect.
for those who don't
i guess i won't.
for those who do
just stay true
for the world turns
and people burn
from the deepest
part
Just take it to heart
respect isn't given
It's earned
so go yearn for it.

by John Wilkes

The southwest wind turned cold and it rained, a real gully
washer, as he waited for the bus. It was late. It was always late.

For what you pay, you'd think they'd make an effort to be on time once in a
while, he thought. The umbrella did little to protect his lower half.
In just a few seconds his pants were soaking wet. He sheltered his
cell phone, iPod and wallet in the jacket of his suit coat. This brand
new suit is ruined. He had thought about grabbing his overcoat, but
it had been warm and sunny a few minutes ago. He hadn't really
expected rain, not more than a sprinkle anyway, and he had been
in a rush. The umbrella had been an afterthought, snatched from
the stand beside the apartment door as he hurried out. Should have

brought the raincoat. Stupid. Why don't you listen to the weatherman? Why are
you always so dumb? Huh, stupid?
The storm was over in five minutes, and the sun dissolved
the remaining clouds and the sun came out. The wind sighed a
final gust, which turned the umbrella inside out, breaking two ribs
and tearing the cloth. He deposited it in the trash can at the curb
as the bus pulled up.
He stepped into the coach, swiped his fare card, and sat
down in the nearest available seat.
"Excuse me, sir."
Is she talking to me?
Sir, can you please swipe your card again?"
He rose from the seat, took the card out of his pocket again,
and swiped it through the reader. The device responded with a
loud beep and a red light.
"Again, please."
Same response. Again. Same. Again. Swipe. Beep. Red light.
Swipe. Red light.
"Sir, I need your fare, and I'm on a schedule."
Oh and I'm not. He fished through his pocket for change. A
twenty. No other bills; no coins.
"If you don't have your fare, you'll have to get off the bus,
sir."
He
the twenty and the fare card back in his pocket,

•• • • • • • • • • • • •

next to his phone. As he exited the bus
he realized, The phone! The damn phone.
•••
I ier O a3,
•.. The key card to his building had
:
evel"'tjone who hal •. failed to work last week, and he
:• ridicule/anlcfou6tel, •.. had forgotten. Stupid! Don't put
:
affthose who hal
: the cards next to the phone. Don't
:
: you ever learn, dummy?
:
alviselhim fo fro/the
:
Today of all days he
\ weff-worn path rather .: had wanted to be sharp,,
•. than hursue his own
: look smart, feel keen. He d
rr .f
r ,,' ••• had a haircut, got a manicure,
•. wowa YJe s11encea, •• • baked at the tanning salon. He
had bought this new suit. He had
• • • • •••• • • • • •••• • •
soaked in a hot bath and used the
exfoliating scrub. He had watched the
evening news with a green mud on his face and a mouthful of
gooey gel that tasted worse than poi, in a tray that didn't quite fit
his mouth. He had retired early, taking an over the counter sleep
aid to ensure he stayed asleep all night.
He'd cooked himself a satisfying breakfast of scrambled eggs,
English muffin, some fruit, juice, and milk. He'd even remembered
to take his medication this morning, even though he had awakened
later than planned, still groggy from the sleeping pill. Luckily he
had set the clock an hour ahead to fool himself, laid out his clothes
and everything he would need, the night before.
All had gone according to plan. Until now. Now he was
going to have to walk, all because he had forgotten about the cards
and the phone. You have spoiled everything, you idiot. Can't you do things
right? He struggled not to express his frustration outwardly. You
might as well forget everything now. Just go home and go back to bed.
"No!" he screamed as he spun around in the middle of the
side walk, wringing his hands. I will not! Too important. Cannot cancel
this day.
Everything was about today. His whole life had been
leading him toward this day. He had hoped, prayed and wished
for this day. Today all the determination, hard work, late nights
would finally matter. After today everyone who had ridiculed and
doubted, all those who had advised him to trod the well~worn
path rather than pursue his own, would be silenced. After today
people would listen. People would see him. Everyone would
admire him and seek his company and counsel.

• • • • ";tl ft. {i
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Stay on track stick with the plan. Don't let it fall apart. Recoup.
Recover.
He stopped reeling and found himself facing the direction he
needed to go. The way he must go. The first step was followed by
the next, and the next thing he knew he was crossing the street.
Then he was crossing the next intersection and another.
Good job. Way to go, he thought as he continued to walk on,
making his way towards his destiny.

J1;tl:J 1/ears
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by Mary M. Fuller

Not loved then, I knew
no love ever. All silience.
What can I say to
us?
Hearts don't break Minds do.
Once a She came-left in days.
Taking her promises; drugs.
Why
I feel Love
so quickly gone forever?
Life does things✓ not Love.
Married, we said, "I do."
Then, he said, "l don't." His three✓
broken lives forever more.
Mom not born in Love.
Born in need, fearful✓passed on.
Lucky! HE stood by Her.
Dead at seventy!
Served Him right to be last one.
I heard He cried then.
My search, forever
for naught✓three families gone✓
lost. So I stopped trying.
Hal "Go to school?" became
my mantra. Achieved Honors!
Whom to tell? With whom to share?
Mother Nature sometimes
plays tricks, known too darn slowly.
Both eighty, now we share!

11.Jaferhofe
by Diane Lockard

Sounds of wildlife and birds squawking drift across the
waterhole with sparse trees on the other side. Caw - caw... "No
one in sight."
We watch as a solitary wildebeest appears and goes to the
waterhole. He turns around and walks back to the trees. Where
is the rest? It is time for the Great Migration. In the Masai Mara
National Reserve, the migration is tentatively expected to arrive
in August or September which is an unforgettable experience. Can
you picture nearly two million animals moving through Tanzania
and Kenya? Leaving a trail of dust behind them. Crossing the Mara
River where the crocodiles lay in wait. First the strange looking
wildebeest followed by gazelles and zebras. Nature has a life and
death cycle, and the predators ~ jackals and hyenas are on their
trail while the hungry lions wait for their arrival.
The cacophony of sounds swell... Up in the trees, something
moves. I thought it was a leopard. A monkey swings to the next
tree and he sits and waits. A second one appears, and they chase
each through the intertwined treetops. The monkeys are calling
each other, and the birds can be heard in the distance.
Later we watch two elephants with babies saunter by
swinging their trunks as they go to the waterhole. It is hard for
baby elephants to learn how to drink like their mothers. We
watch while they put their mouths in the
• ., • " ,. • • .. ,. ...
water. They sway side to side as they
•
• •. e
walk towards the trees. We wait
•.
not moving for the next glimpse. ......•
IICrossina the
.....
When we arrived in
J
"..
Nairobi on our much~anticipated : Mara <River where
:
trip to Africa, the cosmopolitan
~ the crocodifes fau in
:
city was a jumping off point for
,, J
:
returning to nature and wildlife.
•...
waif.
.,"
Lake Nakuru Lodge was one
of our favorite stops with densely
•• ••••••••• ••
populated
animals and a view of the flamingos

for which it is famous. "As far as you can see are flamingos, all
shoulder to shoulder or feathers to feathers." Perched on the rocks
at the edge of the lake. Other birds join them, flying and walking,
swimming - Perpetual motion and sound. The lights come on in
our Lodge, and they settle in for the night.
Last stop was Masai Masa Reserve where we stayed at Mara
Sopa Hotel to hopefully await the Great Migration. The trip was
wonderful even after we missed it, as it isn't just about a large herd
of wildebeest.
Update: It is about the wildebeests and other animals plus
the people. The Mara River is drying up from the defoliation of the
Mal Forest. Without water, there isn't a Great Migration.
How many migrations are left?
"Kwaheri" - Goodbye in Swahili

-.Snot
by Randy Egggert

My first year of grad school at the University of Chicago, I went
to a lot of movies. The U of C had three film clubs, and I bought a
season pass for each one.
On a cold winter evening, I walked the seven blocks to Ida Noise
Hall, where Doc Films showed their movies. It was flu season,
and everybody had a runny nose. I kept toilet paper in my pockets
to blow mine. The auditorium was crowded when I arrived, as it
always was when they showed Orson Welles films-this one was
The Magnificent Ambersons. The only empty seats were on the side,
where I hated sitting because you had to look at the screen slant~
wise. But I got an aisle seat, and the seat next to me was empty,
which I was happy about because I wouldn't have to share an arm~
rest. I put my parka next to me.
The seats around me filled up until my parka occupied the only
empty one. A well~dressed man walked up the aisle scanning
for a place to sit. His grey hair was slicked back; he wore a tie
underneath his knee~length overcoat. "That seat taken?" he asked
me, pointing at my jacket.
I moved my stuff and gestured an invitation for him to sit. He
smelled good, which made me feel awkward because where I grew
up a man didn't enjoy the fragrance of another man. He smiled at
me, a fatherly face; he had the air of professor. I guessed he was a
nice professor, the kind who makes esoteric jokes in his classes
and all the students feel smart because they get the jokes and
nobody outside of the class would.
The lights dimmed. The elegant, good~smelling, kindly professor
sniffled. I wondered if I should offer him some of my toilet paper.
A spotlight lit the stage in front of the screen, and a jumpy
undergraduate vaulted onto the stage and welcomed us to Doc
Films. He held a poster in his hands and began announcing what

was showing the rest of the quarter. Out of the side of my eyes, I
glimpsed my distinguished neighbor raise his hands to his face. He
blew his nose loudly and then lowered his hands. I glanced at them
expecting to see him fold up a handkerchief or crumple a tissue,
but no, there were just hands. It was too dark to see the snot I
knew was there.
The undergraduate on stage wrapped up his announcements,
looked at somebody in the audience who none of us could see and
asked if there was anything else he should add, then said okay, told
us to enjoy the film. The spotlight went off. The room darkened
and then lit again slightly as the film began rolling.
I looked at my neighbor. What was he going to do with his snot?
Would he rub it on his slacks? Would he ball up his fists and
shove them into his pockets, then open the fists, and wipe the snot
on the inside? If it were me, I would have used my socks. Socks are
good for that sort of thing.
But he just held his hands open on his lap.
The image on~screen was of the Ambersons' mansion. Welles'
smooth voice narrated as people, horses, buggies, and sleighs
passed by, but I divided my attention between the screen and the
professor. Finally, five minutes into the movie, he brought one of
his hands up to his mouth, then assiduously licked it clean. He
finished one hand and moved to the other.
Okay, you're asking, what's the point of this story? How does it
develop character? Where are the denouement and other plot
elements best described in French?
Who cares? When you witness something like that, you simply
have to tell people about it.

This I Believe

• ••• •••
Modeled after the 1950s radio program hosted by
Edward R. Murrow, This I Believe is a national media
project engaging people in writing, sharing, and
discussing the core values and beliefs that guide their
daily lives. Participants in the This I Believe series came
together with ewe writers and the KUER staff to
explore their beliefs through writing.

by Barrie Brewer

I believe it is presumptuous to think that one must first
see in order to believe. We may not see the butterfly flapping its
wings on the far side of the planet, yet its effect on our atmosphere
will be no less profound. A seemingly small event outside our
immediate awareness can cause large scale phenomena.
The connectedness of all mankind is accelerating due to
technological advances in communication and travel. Despite the
great expanse between individuals and cultures, the flourishing
social networks are shrinking human disparities.
The population of earth is more connected now than ever
before. We have the opportunity to carpe diem (seize the day),
moving beyond connectedness to unanimity.
It's time to cast off the shackles of divisiveness and engage in
a dialogue community.
I believe in the combination of contrasted elements to bring
about what the Greeks referred to as harmonia, meaning 'Joint,
agreement, one accord."
If we just try harder (individually and collectively) to
exercise faith, hope, and charity; the butter.fly effect will resonate
PEACE and unanimity beyond our immediate awareness.
This I believe.

9/1/ou Can 1<.J;alThis
by Daniel Harnsberger

With a tube of white oil paint and my black graduation gown, I
went to work I couldn't mess it up. I got on the computer and
printed out letters in a few different sizes so it would fit. To do
things right I had to work twice as hard. I began to paint across
the shoulders of my graduation gown. I swigged my beer. With the
last sip, the last letter was finished. I stepped back and looked at
my final product. In crooked letters that according to spell~check
were spelled right the black gown had been adorned with the
word DISLEXIC.
I stopped telling people I was dyslexic at some point because
they usually told me about how they might be dyslexic too. They
saw b's as d's. They misspelled words. They even read slowly.
I listened. Told them nothing. I didn't explain that I had never
seen letters forward so how could they be backward? I didn't tell
them I couldn't spell my middle name, Thomas, until I was 14 and
that sometimes I spell "of" as "o~v~e" and that I hate the words
tomarrow and febuary. And reading slowly? Try being scared to
finish the last page of the first "real" book you ever read because
to spend another year, a few pages at a time, is so insurmountable
that you want to cry so you leave that last page for months just
because. Because it might not ever happen again.
My college graduation was the first time in years that I talked
about dyslexia with strangers. Mostly they took photographs
of my gown to show their loved ones with dyslexia. Two days
later I started graduate school for my Masters in Education. I
decided to do what a teacher had once done for me on the first
day of third grade at my new school for "different kids." I was left
in a room with a giant man who leaned back in a metal chair. I
studied him closely through the green glasses that they gave me
because green glasses cured dyslexia. I saw his slightly greenish
Paul Bunyan shirt, jeans and long hair. He said, "I'm Chad." I didn't
say anything. I waved. Chad grinned and pointed at the chair next
to him. As I approached I saw him pick up a book. Immediately I

tried to escape. I slid under the table and spun into a roly/poly bug
shape. Then Chad went down on one knee and I thought he was
going to squash me. Instead he crawled under with the book still
in hand. Chad's shoulders didn't fit and he shrugged, lifting the
table up a few inches. Chad's huge hand pushed the book in front
of my face. "Cat, Bat, Mat," he said while his finger followed the
letters. I felt comfortable under the table with Chad snug next to
me. We read.

Jerveif11(1
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by Linda Staker

Kitchen tables are immeasurable underrated. I believe some of my
most important lessons in life were learned around my mother's
kitchen table. People would drop in and if mother had nothing else
to serve, she'd open a bottle of peaches, peaches she grew in her
own orchard, slice some homemade bread and place them on her
starched yellow and white gingham tablecloth, then she'd put on
the coffee. But, what we ate didn't matter. What did matter were
the people. Facing one another, we were equal participants in
the chatter and sharing of life and its many lessons.
I learned that we don't always deserve what we get. My brother
and I were late for school and gobbling down our breakfast.
Mother had recently had some serious dental work Suddenly,
without provocation, my mother's hand flew up in the air, landing
on my brother's shoulder. He was stunned and his shoulder hurt.
Turning to look at mother with bewildered eyes the size of her
coffee cup he pleaded, "What was that for?"
Mother turned her red, pain~distorted face to him, 'Tm sorry
son. I accidentally bit down on my sore tooth, and well, you just
happened to be there."
I chuckle when I remember thi.s but it does help me every time I
am cut off in traffic. Because of this, lesson I am a more tolerant
person.
Comforting others can be a natural part of life. Being only in grade
school and hardly understanding the term, divorce, I recall a Home
Ee. teacher sitting at my mother's kitchen table crying about her
wayward husband. I'd never seen a teacher cry. Within a month,
a neighbor was sitting in the same chair and likewise crying. I'd
never seen a man cry so hard. His wife had left him. I witnessed
both of these people pour out their pain. Yet, I saw them leave
partly smiling, having been comforted and buoyed up by my
mother while sitting at that table.

Now, I sit at my own kitchen table and although I don't serve
homemade bread, I do serve up my own stories. My young son sits
beside me. He just lost his bride and his heart is broken. I cannot
heal it, but I pat his hand comforting him with some of the many
lessons I learned while I sat at my mother's kitchen table.

Worth
by Jeffrey Taylor
This evening as I drove home from a holy temple, I thought about
my childhood friends from Richmond, California. I remembered
their kindness toward me and their disappointment that I was
moving away. I also remembered their excitement at the thought
of being pen pals with a bunch of foreign Utah kids. The memory
of me not following through with this plan touched my heart.
Thoughts of what the future held for many of them then brought
tears to my eyes.
I believe in the great worth of every human soul. Karl, my Chinese
American friend who taught me to make miniature cranes from
thin origami paper and who played baseball with me on the street
in front of his house. Alex, my Mexican American friend who first
introduced me to the board game Risk and then told me to hide
under his bed as a local gang walked down the street in front of
his house. Miguel, our Portuguese American friend who collected
condoms from the bushes at our elementary school, and, although
I forget her name, the thin Indian American girl who led us to
her father's liquor store where we could buy sweets with our
nickels and dimes. And then there was Jennifer Horstman, my
first crush, my one Mormon friend in my school class, my spelling
bee competitor, and the girl my mom babysat from time to time. I
remember a buddy of mine asking me questions in the back of our
van as my mom drove Jennifer and my friend and I to some after
school function. How priceless the moment when Jen asked me
what we had talked about and I told her that he asked whether I
liked her. She asked what my response was and I said that I kind
of liked her and then, scooting closer to me, she said she kind of
liked me too. How precious. How priceless. How my little heart
raced!
I believe in the great worth of every human soul. I believe in the
love I felt both from and toward each of these elementary school
friends. My worry is that someone out there hasn't felt such love,
such worth in a long time. I believe that is something worth
praying for, something worth going to a holy temple for.

Radio Essays

•••••
Radio is one of the most democratic forms of mediait's free, almost everyone has access to it, and it offers
immediate insight and connection through voice. In
November 2010, the ewe hosted a writing for radio
workshop that covered the basics of writing for radio,
including tools for crafting a strong narrative and
engaging listeners. The writers' narratives were then
recorded at the ewe.

.shorefanls Preserve
by Kay Cannon

Our plans to build a custom home in beautiful Mountain Green,
Utah were dashed when
economy plunged in 2008 and 2009.
We ended up buying a modest, cookie cutter home in a typical
beige and brown development in West Layton. From our kitchen
window we see new brown houses, the flat brown plains, the
Great Salt Lake (some call it a dead sea), and Antelope Island- a
true desert island. From our living room window we see more
brown houses, the flat brown plains and the impressive, mostly
brown Wasatch Mountains. My husband and I, who adore the
lush green of the Oregon coast, are often reminded that we were
born and raised in a desert. Some might ask, "Why don't you move
to the Northwest?" The answer, "most of our family resides here,
our jobs are here."
Sometime during those first weeks of living in West Layton we
noticed, towards the southeast, two odd structures jutting out
from more brown landscape. My husband surmised they were
some kind of flight towers. One day a new neighbor suggested
that we should check out the Great Salt Lake Shorelands Preserve.
He said there was a boardwalk and some interesting wildlife. He
told us how to get there. Apparently it was only a mile or so away
from our new home. We were busy though and forgot about it.
Later however, while driving west on Gentile Street, I noticed a
faded sign near 3200 West. I could make out the words Shorelands
Preserve over a directional arrow. Aha! That's what the man was
talking about. So, on impulse, I turned south and headed past
some older homes. Suddenly the paved road disappeared and
I found myself on a dirt road. Before me was a curved wooden
arch with a sign "Great Salt Lake Shorelands Preserve." I drove
beneath it and continued along the road to a vacant dirt parking
lot. Now I was up dose and personal with those odd structures
we'd been wondering about earlier. Leading up to the first one was
a boardwalk; it beckoned me, but suddenly I felt uneasy. I was
all alone in the vastness of the plains. I decided I would wait and
walk it with my husband.

On a sunny morning in July we returned. Once again the dirt
parking lot was empty. We were alone. Our steps on the
boardwalk made a muted click clacking sound. Soon we came
to the first odd structure. Its roof looked like a Chinese farmer's
hat, umbrella like. Between curved wooden slats was a tough,
canvas type material. We stood in the unique pavilion's shade and
looked in all directions at the vast blue sky, flat landscape and far
away cities. About a half mile away stood the second structure,
even more eccentric looking. A blue dragonfly led the way as we
continued on the boardwalk. Reeds, cattails, and pampas grasses
shot up on both sides of the wooden bridge. Beneath it there was
water and more wild plants. All around us were the quiet rustlings
and buzzings of life. Farther and farther we click~clacked into the
wetlands. Wild geese flew overhead. When we reached the second
structure it seemed so alone out there on the swampy plains. We
climbed spiral stairs to its towering overlook. From there we saw
pink pelicans and white ducks in distant ponds. We heard the
purr of the occasional plane, but mainly we heard the sounds of
serenity. We perceived something priceless; the wetlands or what
is called the Great Salt Lake Shore Lands Preserve.
We continued to follow the boardwalk which loops around to the
beginning. Along the way are information plaques. We read about
the area's salt and fresh water and about how it is a rich feeding
ground for thousands of migrating birds journeying from Canada
to points in Central and South America. Snowy Plovers, American
Avocets and Black Neck Stilts are among the birds seen in the area.
We read about the Nature Conservancy's mission to protect the
Great Salt Lake and its wetlands.
As we climbed into our car, we talked almost reverently about
our experience. We stopped to read and ponder the words on the
arch before we drove under it and home. The words are Aristotle's,
"In all things of nature there is something of the marvelous." So
true, so true. Since our discovery we've walked the board walk
dozens of times and taken with us our children, grandchildren,
and friends. We've taken lots of pictures there. We still love
to visit the Oregon coast and we still love the idea of living in
beautiful Mountain Green, but flat, brown West Layton is full of
its own kind of stark beauty and rich life. The Great Salt Lake's
Shorelands Preserve is another reason we are glad to live in Utah.

by Monty Cantsin
I am usually a deep sleeper-calm and unconscious for hours and
hours until the alarm rings in the morning, but that luxury is gone.
I toss and turn and stare at the back of my wife's head wondering
what she is dream about. My brother-in-law sleeps in a bedroom
across the hall from ours. He almost punched me the other night
when he awoke to me rummaging around in his closet. What
the hell, I never sleep walk! But natural bio-rhythms are being
tossed aside like rent-a~cop in my recent theme of nightmares
where I openly steal stuff from stores and fight to get away with
it. Sometimes I do ... and sometimes I don't. And then the dreams
wake me up. I take a swig of water. My face gets hot and my throat
clenches. My stomach growls and my ears and fingers tingle. I
want to get in so badly.
In two days, behind the closed doors of a conference room, nine
professors will debate whether I should be admitted to one of
their PhD programs. Normally these admissions meetings involve
sorting through tens or hundreds of applications until five or ten
students are chosen. The meeting in forty~eight hours is not one
of those meetings. The department professors will be holding a
special meeting to debate one application: mine. And they will not
be debating my academic ability-my credentials are solid. Instead
of pondering my GRE scores, they
be evaluating my ethical
statement. It's this paper that explains my answer to this question:
am I a good person, or am I a creep? If it sounds awkward, it is.
Sometimes my anxious thoughts bring me back to my youth.
Back in '99, my senior class voted me most spiritual. I guess this
is because I directed the Christian drama group and was overly
nice to everyone. Four years later, I left the church but kept the
superlative. I reframed this idea of spirituality as something like
a lust for life. UI am still most spiritual", I told myself. Today, this
tingling in my ears and fingers proves
my classmates were
right about me. I can press my thumb and index finger to my
burning eyes and feel my passion for living. I can hear the growl
in my stomach fueling self-expansion. I am still most spiritual...

Or maybe not ... Something tells me to get real. The nerves I feel
are clearly not what Robin Hood felt before he stole from the rich
and gave to the poor. No, these are the nerves of Hester Prynne,
walking around town with a scarlet letter embroidered on her
chest.
Here's the thing, I only get in if I get a majority vote. I add up the
numbers of the nine professors that will meet in the conference
room. Three of them like me a lot. Three of them don't know me.
And the other three, well, they ignore me. I see them on campus, I
say "hi" and smile, and they look away, stone cold. You might think
they ignore me because they don't know me very well, and I wish
You were right- these three professors
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working as a therapist in a clinic. And
that's not all; these three professors who ignore me, they know
that during one of my training rounds at the counseling center
on campus I fell in love with one of my clients: a heartbreakingly
beautiful Spanish literature major. They know that I did not break
the "don't make a move on your hot client rule" during her three
weeks in therapy. However, they know that I did break the "don't
make a move on your hot former client even if it has been a few
month since therapy ended" rule. They know that the move I made
on my hot former client ended one year later in marriage. So yeah,
they know me very, very well. That is, they are familiar with these
facts about my life. There are deeper truths which they have taken
no interest to learn.
When I con£essed my relationship to them, they made no attempt
to find out if I was a danger to my wife- they just assumed that I
was. They kicked me out of their ivory tower and stitched a scarlet

letter in bold at the top of my official transcript: dismissed for
professional misconduct. One of them, I'll call him Moses, told me
that therapists who sleep with their former clients are typically
narcissists and sociopaths. When I asked for a second chance in
a different program, I was told to go somewhere else. In other
words, "shoo."
My heart drops when I think about getting kicked out. My
growling stomach starts sounding less like T any the Tiger and
more like the mating call of a giant, ugly toad. It also makes me
think about God. I keep asking God whether he would have
kicked me out. But what I really want to know is does he thinks
that I'm a good person. I have this weird competition in my head,
either I am good, or Moses is. We can't both be vindicated- it's
one or the other. And I know this is ridiculous-I don't even
believe in God.
A year ago, I dragged my toad self back inside that psychology
department, and asked, again, for a second chance in a clifferent
program- something away from the warm and fuzzy clinic. Put
me in the program where we learn to work in a cold and heartless
lab! One of the professors, I'll call him Friar Tuck, gave me a break.
He and his two closest colleagues had always liked me. They
told me that my dismissal was an extreme reaction to a minor
transgression. Friar Tuck offered to employ me in his lab for a year
or so, long enough for me to prove that I wasn't a sociopath, and
then he and his colleagues would support my application. One
year later, after I had clocked over a thousand hours in his lab,
Friar Tuck removed the application papers from my sweaty fingers
and asked me to wait six weeks for an answer.
Now that six weeks have passed, I often try to imagine the
meeting. Which conference room will it be in? At what time? Will
they get right to the vote, or will it be a debate? Remember, three
professors are for me, three are against me, and the remaining three
don't know me. How will these last three make their decision?
Will Friar Tuck present a moving speech on my behalf? Will there
be an epic argument like in twelve angry men? And if there is an
epic argument, how difficult would it be to get it on tape? Like in
secret... Like espionage ... All of these weird anxious thoughts are
sort of like a mirror. I stare into them and I frown. I am still the
most spiritual. I am also an outcast. There is fire in my belly. There
is also a toad.
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by Jessy Tuddenham

My dad died of cancer in 1991. He spent his illness at home, and
my family watched him on his death bed as he grew increasingly
less cognizant. There were people by his side every moment of his
final days, and it was a fairly heavy atmosphere that hung over the
house lightened only by the innocence of my three year old brother
and the learning to laugh in the face of death, like this.
On one of my father's final days he awoke from a drugged sleep,
sat up in bed, looked around the room that he had shared with
my mom for years and asked, "whose furniture is this?" My mom
politely responded, "It's ours." To which my father slurred a
disgusted, "what, I would never buy this crapl" It was likely the
first time my kind dad had ever spoken so critically to anyone,
least of all my mother, and we, my mom and siblings and I, all
about died ourselves upon hearing it. We laughed long and hard,
commenting that my dad had waited a lifetime to finally talk to my
mom like that.
Later the same night, my mom went to the grocery store to pick
up a few items. She was standing in the cereal aisle and thinking
about what my dad had said earlier, and the whole thing cracked
her up all over again. She started laughing out loud. At this point
a man walked down the same aisle and gave her a funny look, as
naturally it is a little off for someone to be cracking up alone in the
cereal aisle. So my mom had the knee~jerk reaction to explain her
behavior and with an 'oh it's nothing to worry about, just forget it'
wave of her hand she justified her uncontrolled public laughter to
the man by saying with a chuckle, "my husband is dying."

of 1-fim
by Nancy McGee

We never made fun of him. It was sort of an unspoken rule. My
mom would qualify that he was not retarded. He had simply
gotten stuck in the birth canal and didn't get enough oxygen to his
brain. Like anyone cared. He was smart, Rain Man smart.
My grandparents lived on an expanse of some of the best black
soil farm land in Iowa. They knew their neighbors like fainily.
You ~~·~,~~· see another house from their front porch, just land
and fences. The closest town was Lost Nation; that's where the
Methodists gathered on Sunday, and sometimes on Wednesdays,
and that's also where the co~op was. He knew every farm and who
farmed it and who owned it. He knew how many acres too, pretty
much exactly. My grandpa would drive us to town for lunch
sometimes, and he would go with us and my dad would ask him
about
land
the neighbors and the history. And he knew, he
always
He worked hard like all farmers did. He could drive the tractor.
Not a big tractor with a cab and an air conditioner, but an old
IH tractor with a worn out leather seat cushion. He had no
problem
my brothers what to do, like digging thistles in
the pasture, and these were no ordinary thistles, they were the
goddamn thistles that cut through your gloves into your thumbs.
The kind where you'd stop and jam the shovel between your legs,
take off your gloves, dig them out with your fingers and teeth and
sometimes even suck on your finger to stop the bleeding. No, he
wasn't afraid of hard work or a little pain.
When he died my mom's cousin told us the story of my mom and
dad's wedding day. She was his only sister, you see, and the idea
of another man taking over must have been pretty scary. They
were getting married at home; you did that back then. All of the
festivities were about to get started, and the majority of the guests
had arrived. In all of the excitement and rush, it must not have
been clear exactly what he was to wear; he came downstairs in
work boots. Everybody else was in their wedding day finery, and

(j;,

he was wearing his work boots. They were his everyday boots;
they were scuffed and worn, maybe even had a little cow shit on
them. The boots probably wouldn't have been so bad, the story
goes, if he had been wearing his clothes.
Sometimes he just needed a little everyday direction. His name was
Art, you know like an original, a truly one of a kind masterpiece
created solely for the joy and pleasure of it all. To be enjoyed and
valued by all those lucky enough to witness it.

One City: West Side Stories

• ••• •
In partnership with the Salt Lake City Library, the
CWC started One City: West Side Stories. This
program invited community members living on the
West Side to participate in mutual dialogue
about their community.
In April 2010, Sorenson Unity Center teens and seniors
from the Sunday~Anderson Senior Center engaged
in an evening of dialogue which expressed different
generational perspectives. These conversations were
then refocused into written pieces
about their communities.
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by Ellen Roberts

The Field was on the block where I lived. It was a wonderful
open space where a chlld could go to have fun, get dirty, and know
we could always hear when our mothers called us home. We had
lots of room to run through the weeds and dig in the dry gray dirt.
I loved that old field where we chlldren could expand our curiosity
and creativity.
In school we were learning about China and how it was
located on the other side of the earth. One day my young friends
and I started digging, hoping to reach China. Some of the chlldren
brought shovels while most used our hands. We worked very hard
as we talked and wondered if the people would be walking upside
down. Our curiosity pushed us downward until we were called
home for dinner. We never quite made it to China.
Steve, my oldest brother, remembers the field, where during
World War II, he and his friends would dig fox holes and throw
clods of weeds at each other. As a teenager, Steve earned money by
parking cars in the field during the Utah State Fair.
Some of my brother Chick's memories are also mine. We
were the closest in age and shared a few friends. Chick remembers
playing soft ball, building forts and playing cowboys and Indians.
We both remember hiding in the tall weeds and digging ditches
and tunnels.
The field was located on the south side of First North (now
Second North), just down the street from Ninth west (now Tenth
west) entrance to the fair grounds. Next to the field was an alley
that led to more field in the center of
block. This large field
spread along the back yards of the houses on Ninth west and east
to the LDS Thirty/Fourth Ward Church. On the South Side were
more houses facing North Temple and on the North West corner
was Horsley's Grocery store.
At the entrance and east side of the alley, was a small house
belonging to an old lady named Mrs. Vance. Next door to her was
the Crookston family, then the Winter family. The grandmother
owned the house. Living with her was a son, his wife their three
boys and one little girl. I was that little girl and the youngest chlld

until I was seven. Then my baby brother was born. The house
next to my family belonged to Mr. and Mrs. White. Mr. White
sat on his front step most every day. We rarely got a glimpse of
Mrs. White. She had long straight white hair. The neighborhood
children thought she was a witch. Alongside the White's house
was Laxon Court a narrow street that wrapped around my friend
Pasty's yard and headed back north down the alley.
I didn't spend all my playtime in the field. When my friend
Patsy and I played with our baby dolls and dressed up in our
mothers' old dresses, we played in house or back yard. Chicks and
my friend,Johnny Morzelewski also lived on Laxon Courrt. Polio
visited both these homes. I was unable to visit with my dear little
friend. Patsy eventually was able to walk and play again.Johnny's
baby brother only two years old died from this dreadful disease.
One House on Laxon was owned by two elderly women who
used to sit on their front porch, drinking beer. They each had a
quart off beer and drank directly from the bottle. They would pay
the neighborhood kids two pennies to go to the store and buy beer
for them. We always went to the northeast corner of Eighth West
and First North, because Horsley's didn't sell beer.
My friend Charlene Hardman's Family lived across Laxon
Court from the Whites. We spent many hours in her sandbox
digging and making mud pies. Next door was the Bennett's house.
Both their backyards extended to Morelewski's side yard, The
Hardmans had chickens until they and the Bennetts sold a large
portion of their properties to Johnny's uncle. A new house was
built on Laxon Court next door to Johnny's.
•••••••
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I was eleven, my three
brothers were in their teens and my
•• • • • • • • • • • •• little brother was almost four when our
father died. Our mother moved her family to
another neighborhood in Salt Lake. My Grandma sold her house
and moved to my aunt's.
The field is no longer, but in my memory I can picture us
small children digging and hoping to reach China.
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by Amelia King

My experience at the Senior Center is very interesting
because I had no idea back then how the West Side was. I learned
so much about it that I wish I could've been there in the beginning
to learn more about it. I learned that the woman I interviewed
played the piano for many years, and I could tell she was very
shy, quiet, and very unprepared. Even though she was nervous, I
wasn't. I tried to be very supportive and very patient, but I could
tell she was very uncomfortable. It sounds like she had a very
adventurous life.
Listening to all of the Senior citizens talk about the West
Side, it sounds like it used to be slow and they had many activities
to do. I wish I could've been there to experience it. What I know
about the West Side is that it's not so comfortable. The neighbors
aren't always nice, but they're pleasant to live around. Students
aren't the greatest, but the majority of them are really nice. But
besides that, the West Side can be fun.
The Sorenson Unity Center is one of the most popular places
to go and hang out; so is the Boys and Girls Club. These are the
two most familiar ones I know that are really fun to hang out with
friends and catch up on homework The way the community is
really clean except for the Jordan River that flows through our
community. My experience here in the West Side is good; I've
met so many nice people and not all of them will make you feel
uncomfortable.

1JnfitfeJ
by Javier Cabrera

Hi, how are you doing today? I have lived in the West Side
since I was 9 years old. I used to live on the East side before I
moved down here with my mom and sister.
I really like interviewing Leo because he showed you where
he used to work and live and the West side used to be a ranch
back then.
I feel the West side changed back then since now it different
and back then they used to ride horses. Now you don't see a lot
of people riding horses. Now people use cars, buses, trains, even
bikes. And kids could be outside whenever they wanted. It has
changed a lot.
I learned a lot from Leo's interview because he told me that
haircuts cost 25 cents and I thought that was pretty cool. Back
then, shoes used to be free. I wish I were back in those days.

One Ci{_J Westside Stories
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by Jenna Casas

There is an awesome area of Salt Lake City, Utah called the
Westside. This wonderful community of the Westside is a great
area that I have lived in since I had came to Utah in 1995. I was l
year old when I had moved here from San Diego, California. Rose
Park is the area that I and my family had moved to right when
we moved to Utah, and then we had moved to North Salt Lake
in 2007 for one year. In 2009 I had moved here in Glendale, and
I also go to a great school called East High School. East High is
a school with all different kind of teens, and teachers. There is
diversity in the student population; Asian, Hispanics, and Africans
and Caucasians, Religion as well with Mormons, Christians, and
Muslim etc; everyone is different; they all have their own person
and they make their own choices whether they're good or bad.
While we were interviewing seniors for the "Westside
stories," I enjoyed talking with them. They had told us some
interesting facts that I would had never known about our
community without the seniors explaining their life living in
Glendale. In the past, times were different, much slower. Like
life in black and white photographs. Fun, Fun, fun! The first day
I had went to the senior center to interview; I was with other
youth from the Computer Clubhouse. We were nervous but
excited. There was a large room which we would sit at tables to
interview the seniors and they could interview us. The questions
were normal and the experience gave me a feeling of knowing my
community in a different way.
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by John Florez
If you were born or raised in Salt Lake City's west side, you can't
get away from it. And you are proud to say that. It's part of your
DNA -even if you've moved. It affects your soul and how you relate
to people.
So how come some people keep talking about saving the west
side? Save it from what? And to those who like to talk of the east
side,west side divide, it's not a divide. It's a healthy rivalry about
neighborhood. It's called pride. It's called community.
Those of us born and raised on the west side learned how to play
and work together with kids and adults from all kinds of ethnic,
religious, and class backgrounds. Houses were so close together
that, as kids, we had our own communications system-two
cans strung together and thrown out the window. Though there
were adults who only spoke their native language, somehow
communication was no big deal.
On 600 west and 500 south, we lived next to a Greek family.
During the summer, very early in the morning, I would see my
mother talking to the Greek Mother, one in Spanish and the other
in Greek. They were able to communicate because they had what
it took to understand one another: respect and an appreciation. It's
part of being from the west side. And it sticks with you forever.
The sense of pride and community still exists. You can see it in
the faces if those who raised families there. You can see it in their
well,kept yards and on the smiles of the owners. The west side
character was molded from old,time pioneer and immigrant
values, molded from hard,working people who built this city -the
railroads, roads, buildings, mines, and smelters - the ones who
made the city work each day and night and in the time of disasters.
The west side was built by people who lived by the rules and
expected everyone to do the same. When you made an agreement

with your neighbors, a handshake was all you needed. If your
neighbors needed help, they didn't have to ask. People just showed
up. If their kids got in trouble at school, it was double trouble at
home.
Today, many people still live in the first home they bought, where
they raised their families. They are examples of strong people with
strong values. They are honest and speak without mincing words.
What you see is what you get. It's how they raised their families.
The west side has always had the welcome mat out for newcomers,
no matter their ethnic, religious, or economic status. Today, you
still find many second/and third/generation immigrants living
there. New ones continue to come to seek a better life as our
ancestors did. For west/siders, people are more important than
things. They are willing to share with those in need.
What is needed on the west side is a west side historical
preservation society that stops the destruction of all the great
hangouts we used to have, such as Jimmy's Market. It was at the
crossroads of the west -700 south and 800 west. On one comer
you had Riverside Elementary, my first school, with Chapman
Library on the other comer. Jimmy had the best jawbreakers and
the world's largest assortment of penny candy.
The Riverside playground was where white, black, Mexican,
Greek and Italian kids played together and
"occasionally" fought, though 10 minutes
•• ••••••• •• •
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••
monitors, playground duty guards,
:· "~or west- •••
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crisis teams or anger/management
:
silers,
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sessions. We just worked it out,
without adults trying to save
: more important :
us. That was our saving grace•••• than thirJJS, " •:
we learned how to stand up for
•
••
••
ourselves without "self/esteem"
••
•
•• ••••••• •• •
classes.
We had the Arcade Theater, small neighborhood stores that sold
groceries on credit with no computers to keep track. We had
people with handcarts and baskets coming into the neighborhoods
and selling vegetables, ice, cheese, milk, and a whole bunch of

other handmade things.
Uke many others, the entrepreneurs were immigrants. They are
still there, only now they sell tacos, tamales, and enchiladas. There
might even be a few Maurice Warshaws among them. (Remember
Grand Central stores?)
West,side people are tough and independent; but because they
are not complainers, politicians tend to ignore them. Because they
are loyal, trusting, patient, and accepting, politicians have often
interpreted that as a sign of weakness and have not kept promises.
As a consequence, community improvements are lacking.
Many are reluctant to run for public office because "they are too
honest"
My advice to those who want to "help" the west side is to spend
time there and listen to the people. While there are problems, you
will quickly find that you are in a world where people still have
time for what you may consider "small talk," but it is really the
essence of life. It's about people.
We should stop trying to change the west side.
They never lost what many now yearn to have.

by Cathy Brasher

I
O Pioneers
There were no roses, there were no parks, just new houses, new
streets, new sidewalks and white alkaline dirt left from the
receding Great Salt Lake or more likely a dumping of inorganic
waste. We hauled in topsoil, sowed grass seed, and our first crop
was crabgrass we dug out all that second summer. We persevered,
planted a living Christmas tree-a Ponderosa-and my father
grew tomatoes. We had been sent into the wilderness to make the
desert blossom like a rose.
II
Demographics
All white, all young families, almost all veterans, and children
everywhere, the big boom in babies. As I had been born during the
War and was one the oldest children in the neighborhood, my
work was cut out for me-babysitting:
next door neighbors
two toddlers in a constant state of potty training, the five sisters
across the street, the three kids a couple from our church had
adopted who would never go to bed. Schools were crowded:
double sessions, bused to other neighborhoods until new schools
were built, the first year Newman Elementary, the first year of
Northwest Junior High with one lone black student, the daughter
of the janitor.
III
Our Own Reservation
My brother found a book in the old Spenser Library, The Indian Tipi,
by Reginald and Gladys Laubin, with detailed instructions for the
creation an authentic Sioux tipi. It took us one whole summer:
scraping the bark off 17 lodge pole pines, 25 feet tall, cutting out
the cover of Ausenberg canvas and my grandmother sewing it
together on the big professional machine she used at her work
in the drapery factory. We painted a buffalo on the canvas and
stretched it over the beautiful white poles pitched in the backyard
pegged it to the ground. It stood higher than our house, and
when we stepped through the round door we were out of the
summer heat and into a quiet world in our otherwise ordinary

backyard.
IV
The World
West High was liberating with all kinds of people: Hispanic,
Japanese, immigrant Germans, kids from the Avenues, jazz
musicians with Beatnik goatees, and black football players. One
fall night in 1959 my father took my brother and me to hear the
Democratic presidential candidate speak in the Tabernacle. It was
crowded and we had to sit in the choir behind the podium. After
his speech John Kennedy turned around smiling. He shook my
hand. We were moving inevitability toward the sixties, and I was
fourteen years old.

Salt Lake Girls Write

•••• ••
During the 2009-2010 academic year, the ewe and
the Salt Lake Public Library launched a writing-based
mentoring program that would bring together local
high-scho_,Ql girls with women who use writing in their
daily lives and professions. Over the course of the past
eight months, the girls and mentors in this program
have worked together on a variety of writing projects,
from personal essays and poetry, to flash fiction, writing
as activism, and everything in between.

7he Coffee ,Sho(J
••••••••••••••••••
by Narnia Brockman

The Bean is on the corner of Vienna and third. It is a modest
shop; the oak tree shadows the deck and honeysuckles frame the
charcoal hand rail leading to the door. When I step inside, the
squeaky floor boards stop me to say hello, and the scent of coffee
devours me. The simple atmosphere makes me glow, and I feel at
home.
My table is in the back corner; it is ideal seating. The surface is
sage in color and is covered with small cracks revealing its history.
There's a window perched above my chair that allows just enough
sunlight to kiss the back of my neck. The velvet chair hugs the shape
of my body as I settle into it. But the best part is the fact that I can
see everything that goes on in the shop from here.
Today, a young woman walked in at 12:13. Her rusty hair was
un~brushed and blanketing her worried eyes. She was sluggish as
she walked to the counter, allowing her shoulders to fall forward.
Her flannel shirt hung off her arms and touched her mid~thigh. The
looseness of the shirt emphasized her desire to hide her torso.

She's keeping it a secret from him. I'm sure that i.s why she looks so
exhausted; I mean, who wouldn't be? He'll be happy though. I bet he's always
wanted to be a daddy.
The woman took her coffee and walked towards the door. Her
face displayed no sign of bliss, yet I couldn't imagine anything but
joy for her. She pulled her lifeless body out of the coffee shop and
carried on her way.
At 2:32, a man came in. He was thin and lanky and didn't grow
a single strand of hair from his scalp. His eyes sunk deep in his face
and his thin lips were cracked. As he sat on the couch, he reached
into his pocket and pulled out his wallet; it was old and worn, like
him. He opened it and I noticed it was nearly empty; it contained
a crinkled bill, a stained handkerchief, and a photograph of a little
girl.
The man took the handkerchief and caressed it against his face.
He pressed it gently to the
of his nose, dragging the silk along his

cheek bone. In his other hand, I could see he held the photograph.
I leaned over and could see his eyes - they were studying the little
girl's black curly hair that fell delicately against her ivory skin. I
looked at the photo and noticed that her emerald eyes seemed to be
staring at him as he ran his thumb along the back of the photo. At
that moment, I realized he was holding his breath. He flipped the
photograph and I was able to read the words written on the bottom
of the picture: "Sophie, you will be missed."

One day she'll be back. He'll take her hand, buy her a cup of hot
chocolate and sit her down on the couch - on their couch. They'll drink together
and he'll tell her stories,just like he used to. Not today, but someday soon.
A look of discomfort became apparent on the man's face,
and he put the photo and handkerchief back in is wallet. He walked
to the counter, bought two cups of hot chocolate, and sat back on
the couch.
It was 4:01 and an elderly woman entered The Bean with
her six year old grandson. The little boy walked with a self~assured
stride while his grandmother carefully stepped behind him, using
her cane to support her pace. Her steps were weak and unstable,
but her body language suggested that she was content and eager to
keep up with her grandson. The boy was lively and verbal. I could
hear him discussing his playground adventures and his aspiration to
become a firefighter when he grew up. I watched him demonstrate
his manly strength to his grandma by lifting his chair and setting it
down closer to her.
The old woman handed the boy a crisp dollar bill, and he
marched to the counter where he purchased the biggest chocolate
chip cookie on display. When he came back to their table, he
broke the cookie into two pieces and handed half to the woman.
Her wrinkled, smiling eyes told me that she was proud to be the
grandmother of such a confident, generous child.

Soon he'll be graduating high school. When he walks across the stage
to get his diploma I bet he'll remember times like this with his grandma. I'm sure
he'll go on to become afireman, just like he dreams of And she'll be there~ for all
of it.
When they had finished their dessert, the woman took the
little boy's plump hand. The texture of her protruding veins became

exaggerated next to his youthful skin. The two walked hand in
hand to the door - his skip contradicted her limp - and they left the
shop.
Later, at 5:10, a young man of about thirty came in. He was
wearing a second hand corduroy suit jacket with a red tie and was
holding a rough looking leather briefcase in his right hand His pager
slightly wrinkled the front pocked of his freshly pressed pants and
his left hand was limp - probably from holding his phone all day.
His stiff posture failed to mask his exhaustion.
He was very particular in his order - a skinny hazelnut soy
latte, with only two and a quarter pumps of syrup and three extra
shots of espresso. Everything about him was precise, and he didn't
express any sort of emotion. The slanted lines on his forehead and
around his dark eyes revealed his stressful life to the public.

He acts important - like he owns the biggest business in town. With
that attitude, I'm sure that big promotion will be right around the corner. He'll
be running that company before he knows it.
The man took his latte and walked out of The Bean. I looked
out the window and could see him walking across the street. He
stopped in front of the run down office building, took a deep breath,
and walked inside to continue his mundane cubical office job.
A middle aged Hispanic woman walked into The Bean at
6:07. She was thin and was wearing a uniform from a local pancake
house - an olive green polo shirt with one loosened button, tucked
into a pair of black polyester pants and sturdy leather tennis shoes.
Her ebony hair was slicked back into a tight bun that sat firmly in
the center of the back of her head. She wore no
makeup, but the pink of her cheeks and •• • • •
the slight glint in her eyes suggested • • •
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that she didn't need any.
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I bet she's working that shift to save for something big, like a family
cruise. Sure, she's exhausted now, but soon she will be sunbathing in the middle
of the ocean with her family. And she'll be happy.
The woman savored her coffee. She needed it to last. Her expression
became worrisome when she realized she was going to be late for
work. She jumped out of her seat in an exasperated gesture and ran
out the front door.
At 8:54, I noticed the baristas were beginning to close up. The
cashier gave me the same curious look he always does as I ran my
fingers across the table top for the last time for the day.
I walked up to the counter, reached into my pocket, and pulled out
all of my money. I had exactly $1. 83 in change and decided I would
grab a coffee for the road. My total came to $1.51, so I put the extra
thirty two cents into the tip jar. Both baristas seemed to be puzzled,
but I didn't mind.
After I grabbed my drink, I walked towards the door. The
floorboards stopped me again, this time to say goodnight. I paused,
took one last deep breath, and leaned down to respond to the floor.

Goodnight - I will see you first thing tomorrow morning.
I zipped up the front of my jacket as I exited through the
front door of The Bean. The wind pierced my cheek as I stepped
down the concrete stairs to the grassy hill in front of the shop; the
oak tree which had looked so friendly this morning had taken on a
whole new persona. I walked up to it, and settled in right next to
the tree trunk.
As I sat there, I finished the last few sips of my coffee and let
my body absorb its heat. I laid my body down on the grass and made
myself comfortable for the night. The tree was my only protection.
I was vulnerable and completely exposed to the world. Outside of
The Bean, I was alone, and that was my reality.

·········®®···®®
by Hannah Cobb
The flower bloomed amidst the shrapnel
almost exactly where the bomb had exploded
pushing its green head through the rich soil.
It was beautiful,
but as it unfurled its stained glass colored petals
it mocked those we had lost.
As if to say it was better
them
just because it survived
even though they
not.
And we hated it.
And yet, when its last blood~red petal,
withered and barely hanging on,
was finally blown away by the harsh wind,
it tumbled across the barren landscape,
and
I cried.

7he 1Jeal1/us6anl
by Diana Gentillon

Julien and Marie shared a rare kind of true love. They were
so attached to each other that if one was away for too long, they
would ache until they were reunited. The two of them lived all
alone in a tiny cottage in the woods.
One day Julien became ill and died. Marie was so heart
broken, she nearly died herself. But she knew of three witches who
lived in a house in the middle of a star~lit pond. Their house only
appeared in the dead of night, so when the moon was high, Marie
hopped from stepping stone to stepping stone to the house of the
witches.
She told them of her dead husband and her heartbreak and
asked if they would bring him back to her.
"Go back to your family," said the first witch.
"Plant him and remarry," said the second
"Go home and don't bother us," said the third. Marie
persisted. She had a stubborn heart and no where to go. She
wanted her husband, and would not be told no.
"We will help you, but you have to help yourself." Said the
first witch when it was clear Marie was serious.
''Go home and build a horse out of lumber and hay,"
ordered the second witch.
"In the morning, take the horse to town and the first
person you meet on the way there, you must take home and feed."
Said the third witch. "Do these things and you will be helped."
Marie thanked them enthusiastically and built the horse
as soon as she got home. It was well~crafted and six feet tall.
Exhausted from her work, Marie fell asleep.
When she awoke, she found that the wooden horse had
come to life and was as golden and beautiful as the sun on a
harvest of hay. She loaded a cart with cabbage and took him
toward town.
Not far down the road, she saw a woman all bones and
rags with a sorrowful look in both eyes.
"Could you spare a cabbage for a lonely soul?" asked the
woman with a plain voice.

Marie took her home and fed her bread and warm soup. The
woman's name was Helen. She was a widow, too. Her children had
run away and the town would throw stones at her because she
could see and speak to spirits.
"Would you like to speak to your husband?" asked Helen.
She lightly held Julien's hand. "Wake up, your wife wants to speak
to you."
"Bring her here. I will speak." said Julien. He was still pale
and dead, but the words came from his lips as if he was alive and
well.
"Julien! You've come back to me." cried Marie.
"I am dead, and dead I will stay. In just a few minuets, I'll be
gone forever." replied Julien.
"What will I do? I have nothing." sighed Marie.
"Do not fear. I am with God now. He will take care of me.
I will see you again one day. Have patience until then, and we'll
never have to part. You will be fine, just take care of yourself."
Marie took comfort in Julien's words. She nursed Helen
back to health, and the two of them lived happily together for a
long time afterward, working hard every day as if they were each
other's husband.

'Micro- ~iction &.: Nano- ~iction
by Catalina Ramirez

Micro, Fiction
The girl walked into the boutique not knowing she was
being followed. The man walked casually, trying not to be noticed
by the apple of his eye. She searched through the racks for the
perfect dress. He wandered, still watching her never taking his
eyes off of her. After checkout she crossed the street to the Cafe.
She headed straight to the table with a young man. He sat not
too far watching them chat and laugh. Seeing her with him made
his blood boil into a rage. With self control he kept himself from
getting her attention. After their kiss he decided that was enough.
He got up and left. When his wife came home, he asked how her
date went.
Nano, Fiction
Her phone kept ringing, repeating her favorite song.
The messages kept vibrating one after the other. She did not
want to gossip with anyone. The door bell would ring and she
would ignore it, not wanting any visitors. She went by with her
household chores. She found it more peaceful not to deal with any
drama.

CollCase
by Annaliese Recksiek

The floor gave out. The sudden feel of air under my feet gave
me a sick feeling of pleasure that confessed the true desires of my
subconscious.
I waited for my body to crash to the ground.
Nothing.
After a moment of confusion, I glanced above me to see what
kept me floating.
An Angel, it seemed, had caught my wrist with its glorified
and worthy hands, and saved my life.
Slowly, the being lifted me up. Then suddenly, the feeling of
flight washed over me, throwing wind underneath my arms. My
savior yanked me back to a piece of the floor adjacent to the one
that had just fallen.
A smile of thanks covered my face. I opened my mouth to
speak the very thing that my smile suggested until I saw who it
was.
My ex~boyfriend.
My distaste shone on my countenance as I realized my angel
was actually an angel of darkness. My sin of trespassing into this
house was already being punished by the figure in front of me. I
would have rather fallen to the cement floor of the basement.
"Cameron?"
"Paige?"
We stared at each other in a mixture of shock and
resentment. "What are you doing here?" I hissed.
"I saw someone breaking in from my window across the
street." His eyes narrowed. "What are you doing here?" He asked
as if something he ate had left a bad taste in his mouth.
"Cam, you've always been a creeper. You know that, right?" I
said avoiding the question. I began to walk back down the creaky
wooden stairs down to the basement, praying I wouldn't need him
to save me again.
Unfortunately, when you've dated someone for two years,
they knew you better than anyone else. "You're looking for Lily
aren't you?" My silence seemed to answer his question. "Oh my

~

gosh! You are!" His eyes were so wide they looked like two glisten,
ing marbles. "You'll go to jail for this!"
I glared at him. "Not as long as he will, if I find her body."
"Ok! That's it!" He grabbed my arm. "We're leaving. Right
now!"
"What?"
"You're not thinking clearly. You can't really expect to find
your dead sister's body in this abandoned house. So what if she
liked to hang out here?" He was starting to hurt my arm.
My eyes widened. "What?" I repeated.
"You know you don't sound that intelligent when that's the
only thing you say, Paige." His annoyance wasn't helping the situ,
ation.
"No." I shook my head. "I meant, how did you know that she
liked to hang out in this place? I've never told anyone that." The
temperature in the room dropped. He didn't answer. When guilt
flashed across his face, I glared. "You really are a creeper, Cam,
eron."
He sighed, letting go of my wrist and turning his back to me,
refusing to look at my face. "I know. I know. That's why you broke
up with me."
Ignoring his plea for sympathy, I searched the basement. Just
a table, a few bags of mulch, and an old freezer. Frustration began
to settle in when it hit me. "Wait... " I muttered, eying the freezer
suspiciously. Old Man Green died three years ago. Why was his
freezer still running?
I lifted the lid a quarter of an inch.
I twisted and barfed on the floor. "NO! NO! NO!" I screamed,
throwing the lid down, hastily backing away from my now found
sister.
Cameron grabbed my shoulder with one hand and covered
my mouth with the other. "Stop." He hushed. "Stop."
My words came out in gasps, "l-1-1-n-need tog-go
to the p-p-p-police." I stammered, ready to start screaming
again.
"Calm down. No one needs to go to the police." Cameron
whispered soothingly in my ear.
"What? Why?" I asked, confused. I pushed out of his hold
and spun around, staring into his familiar face.
He aimed a gun to my forehead. "I can't let you do that,
babel"

by Jolyn Brixey

Stepping Forward
Presenting a precarious precipice
Breathing towards gusting grievances
A phase passes in haze
While screeching thoughts drown
In ravines left behind

Perfection {Version #V
········®®@®®@®®@®

by Cristina Caputo

A dangerous and destructive
notion
that is a ticking time bomb.
The better half of your split personality;
the Dr. Jekyll to your Mr. Hide.
A struggle~ No~ epic battle
over your soul.
... Really it is about performing "goodness."
Can you be good (at being you)?
Follow the checklist~ the one inherited since birth:
Be Attractive (skinny and good looking)
Be Intelligent
Be Kind/Generous
Be Productive (work hard)
Be Happy ...
Can you self~improve without
self~loathing?
0, to love our imperfections would be perfect.

by Kate Howley

The key twisted in the lock and she heard the soft squeak of
the door opening, then a muted thud and the click of the deadbolt
sliding back into place. He flicked on a light. The bathroom, she
knew. Then the whirring of his toothbrush, the toilet flushing.
And the light flicking off. He shuffled down the hallway and his
clothes rustled as he peeled them off and dropped them in a pile
at the foot of the bed. Pulling the sheets back, he slithered in, his
sudden weight pulling her toward him. The stale smoke on his
body wafted toward her. She rolled away as he reached for her in
the darkness.
A breeze brushed her hair off her neck. Birds chattered
noisily in the nearby trees; the leaves rustled in response to the
chirps. She inhaled the steam rising from her coffee cup. The
early sun warmed her body and she stretched upright, letting her
abdomen steal the rays her shoulders and arms would have soaked
up. Grunting and sniffling down the hallway, he cleared his throat
and asked, "What's for breakfast?" before landing on the couch.
"Nothing," He sighed an exasperated sigh and heaved
himself up. Thuds into the kitchen. Then the crinkle of tin foil
and the clunk of something solid and the click-click of the toaster
dial. Cherry Pop-Tarts. She'd be distanced enough from the sugary
fruity smell if she stayed out here.
His soap and steam filled the bathroom. Fresh, zesty and
masculine, muted only slightly when it mingled with the shower
mist. Green mouthwash swirled down the drain in only fourteen
seconds. She skipped flossing. She had snuck out of the bathroom
before he said goodbye.
Fingernails clicked on keys and copy machines beeped and
phones rang persistently. Each trill from the caller seemed louder
than the last. Nobody, it seemed, would answer the calls. She
offered half-hearted hellos, answered inquiries about data and
faxes and meetings. Her boss swung by her desk half a dozen times
asking for messages. She slapped small piles of sticky notes in his
wrinkled palm. At lunch, she sat on a bench outside her office
building. Examining her sandwich, she removed the peanut side

and tossed it in the trash. Folding the jelly side in half and lifting
it to her mouth, she heard the clicks and clunks of high heels and
leather loafers scurry past her to their important destinations. Ten
minutes late, she could feel her co~workers' unasked questions
and curiosities weighing down her body. Seated in her chair, her
phone vibrated three times. Home by 6:30, she responded after
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Wandering toward the elevator, she
didn't turn back to shut down her computer.
She gently clicked the deadbolt back into place. Hanging her
coat and scarf in the closet, she heard the rustle of carryout bags.
The garlic and the candles and the fish and the wine fused into one
noxious scent and she stumbled to the bedroom where she took
her time deciding what to wear to the table. Why had he bought
wine?
Pushing around the food on her plate, she created
landscapes-hills and valleys, and a lake-out of her dinner. He
offered to clear the table and she headed for the balcony. On her
way, she asked him to please take out the trash right away.
He flicked on the light and she heard the whirring and the
flushing and he flicked the switch again. He treaded softly down
the hallway and shed his close onto the bench at the bed's foot.
Pulling back the sheets, he was careful not to tug them off her as
he slid between the cool fabric. She let his weight pull her towards
him. His arm felt heavy and warm and safe draped across her belly.
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by Leslie Morrison
Judith sat watching the children ride the Merry-go-Round
bench. The first rays of sun in days brought welcome
from the
warmth to the chilly May afternoon. Trees were budding, and the
daffodils in the garden had peaked a few weeks ago. Judith recalled
the daffodils that had grown in the yard of the house where she
and Jed had raised their two kids. She was always yelling at the
kids to stay out of the flower beds while playing tag, touch football
and whatever other fool games they played. She had been a good
mother, but could get cranky when her hard work was trampled
underfoot. She sure enjoyed those flower beds, even though the
soil was nearly void of nutrients for the variety of bulbs, annuals
and perennials she planted. But, over time, the soil improved and
her "posies" flourished.
Judith sighed a sigh that belied how dreadfully tired she
was. As she watched the carousel horses rise and fall, rise and
fall in dizzy circles, she thought about how life too had its ups
and downs; and as the smiling children clutched the poles that
anchored the horses, she saw herself holding on too. She was tired
of holding on; no, she was exhausted. She was ready to let go. She
had gone through the years with hopes and dreams of a good life,
but no matter how good life was, things could always get better;
but they often got worse.
It seemed that her life had been an endless Merry-go-Round
that never stopped. The faces that stared in as the horses rotated
would endlessly change; the scenery would morph with time and
with the seasons. Following the sun, came the storm; following
the breeze came the blizzard, and on and on. Up and down, up and
down. And the music never seemed to change. An endless tune of
false cheerfulness repeated in a calliopedic tune that droned on
and on.
When, she again sighed, did the novelty wear off? When did
the delight of the brilliantly colored horses with their gold bridled
trim and permanently fixed expressions cease to fill her with
youthful joy and anticipation? The music had begun to go flat long
ago, and the colors turned drab and faded into shades of grey as

her husband's illness drug on and on and the bills piled up. When
Jed died, the allure of life faded to nearly nothing. The world began
disappearing completely the day she was evicted from her house.
The flower beds had long been taken over by grass and
weeds. She hadn't the energy or desire to tend to them while Jed
was sick. But it was still more than she could bear to leave.
She had tried to save the house by selling everything of
value, but soon after Jed died she had no financial means to keep
her going. Her own health had deteriorated and her children,
now grown and with families of their own had moved to another
continent. "Down under" was right, she thought; they might as
well have gone to the moon. Alone and penniless, she had stayed
with her niece for a few weeks. But she was a burden, regardless
of what Annie said. So Judith left one day and took up residence in
the park along with the growing number of homeless men, women
and children. She took her meals at the local Mission and slept
on park benches when the weather was good and the cops would
leave her be. When the weather was bad, she took shelter in the
doorways of the local shops or, if there was room, she would stay
at the Mission. But it felt wrong to take something for nothing, so
she stayed outside as much as she could.
Sitting on the park bench this day, with the spring afternoon
growing cold, chilling her to her very bones,Judith watched a ray
of sunlight beam across the path and a squirrel scurry by with
an acorn. Judith nodded off and dreamed a dream of a young girl
with fresh skin, glowing hair and a future bright with possibility.
She dreamed of herself riding a Merry-go-Round and laughing
at the flirtations of her fiance,Jed. She dreamed of children and a
house with daffodils filling the flower beds. She dreamed so deeply
that, when she awoke she was aware of flowers in colors beyond
description and a joyful tune that filled the air and melted her
heart.Jed came to her and took her hand. She rose from the park
bench and together they walked along the park path, intent on
going home.

1<.,urmer 's Ni_Jhfmare
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by Marianne Webb

The darkness is ~u•-,~~~,.,,... I'm trying to catch my breath,
but there's not enough air. Slow down... Relax ... My mind is racing.
Where am I? What has happened to me? My nostrils are filled
with
smell of dirt, blood and pine.
Okay; take slow deep breaths and try and remember what
happened. My
is reeling. It seems like days since I saw the
sun. All I can remember is the awful smell of his sweat mixed with
Old Spice and my blood. It is taking a huge effort to try and recall
my last taste of freedom.
I remember the feel of the wind on my face as I am hauling
down a winding trail. My feet are barely touching the ground. I
can hear the wind rustling through the cottonwood trees. For a
moment I am taken back to memories of childhood camping trips,
and a smile flashes on my face. My running singlet is sticking to
my back from
sweet sweat dripping down my lower back.
I'm so engrossed with the nature around me that I don't notice
the snapping and crunching coming from above me. The man was
moving as if he weighed nothing. With a heavy thud he lands in
front of me. I trip over a tree root trying to avoid
He lumbers
and stands majestically over me. His camouflaged gear make it
hard for me to make him out in my dazed state. The string of his
bow glistened in the sunshine breaking through the canopy above.
After that it is darkness. I can feel my head still throbbing
with pain where his bow struck my head. I can vaguely recall
rumbling sound of the truck engine as I came in and out of
consciousness. I feel him dragging
seemingly limp body across
dusty ground. My thin running shorts aren't much of a barrier
to the sharp rocks cutting my legs.
Why can't I move my am1s or legs? My blurred vision
discovers heavy chains tie
arms and legs to four separate posts
in a spread eagle position on the hard ground. Tears silently fill my
eyes and overflow down my cheeks. Why God? Why did he choose
me? I try to speak, but my throat is dry and the taste of blood fresh
in my mouth.
As I become more aware of my surroundings, I realize that

I'm in some sort of hunting shed. Carcasses are hung on all the
walls, a deer or elk is being bled out over a bucket in the middle of
the floor. Where is he? Is he coming back? Certainly he was. Who
is he and what does he want from me?
I hear a door creak open, and I strain my neck to get a
glimpse of him. It's just out of my line of sight. I'm powerless. I
can't move, I can't speak, and now I can't see him. I hone in on the
sound of his lumbering footsteps. He's slow and methodical. His
presence fills the air and I can feel him moving closer. My heart is
beating so hard I think it might burst. He finally comes into view.
His eyes are a piercing ice blue, a striking contrast to his tanned
skin. They are intoxicating. I can't seem to tear myself away from
them. His hair is short and cut close on the sides. As I take in the
whole man standing before me, I'm shocked at how good looking
he is. He's tall and strong. No wonder he had no problem man~
handling me. He stands directly in front of me. I won't give him the
satisfaction of knowing how afraid I am.
Nothing. He says nothing to me as he caresses me. I'm
completely helpless beneath his fingers. I feel his weight on top
of me and try not to cry. I won't allow him to see how much he is
hurting me. It was brutal and degrading. It feels like hours go by.
When will he finish stripping me of my dignity, my self~worth,
and my virtue? He leaves me bleeding and shivering. I can feel the
darkness setting in all around me. Out of pure exhaustion I drift
into sleep. My dreams are haunted with the feeling of his body.
The sunlight streaking in from between the wooden slats
wakes me. He is there. I can feel him nearby. Still he says nothing.
Standing still and watching me. Nothing more than that.
I've lost track of time. Is it day or night? How long have I
been here? Why hasn't anyone come looking for me? I'm not sure
if I'm shivering because I'm cold or because I no longer have the
strength to control my body movements. The door slams open and
I can hear him struggling with something heavy. He's dragging it
across the floor. As he comes into view I see what it is. My eyes
grow wide with terror. It's a wooden box just big enough to fit the
length of my body. All hope of escape or survival drains from me.
I can't hold the tears back any longer. Through my clouded teary
eyes I see a sick perverted smile creep across his face.
I feel the weight of his body once again. This time he is
violent. Immediately my inner thighs are red and bruised. I cannot
fight back. The only thing my mind and body comprehend is pain.

His sweat is dripping on my face. The last thing I can recall is him
striking my head with his fists. Over and over again until I was
blinded by the swelling of my eyes.
Here I am. Suffocating, aching and knowing no one will ever
find me. One sure thing I know is that I will never forget his face. I
will find him and he will pay for what he has done to me. Only this
time he can't hurt me. I will make the rest of his life a living hell.
I

Wasatch Ironpen Literary
Marathon

• •••••
During the the 2011 Utah Arts Festival, the ewe
hosted the Wasatch Ironpen Literary Marathon.
Provided with a visual prompt (graffitee art "SLe
Pepper"), contestants were given 24 hours to create a
poem, short story, essay or all three for
the Ultra Iron Pen.

~orever with Picasso
by Austen Diamond

He had
particular tastes for a blind man. For one,
before he died,
spend each hour reading art to him.
Yeah, like you'd read a book or something. We'd go up to
the art center or to a new gallery, and he'd always wear what he'd
call his best suit, not like they were nice or anything-probably
some matching number someone picked out for him at a thrift
store. He owned three, and he'd call each one his best suit,
whichever one he was wearing that morning. He always knew the
precise color of it too.
The name's Samuel. It's so nice to meet you, he said with a
big grin, as a sun spot covered hand was extended in my direction.
This was when we first met. Then he said, This suit here is umber
with a chocolate tweed, and the tie, it's tawny.
Like how the hell did he know and why does he care about
the chocolate tweed? Jesus Christo, and, I was like, I'm going to
have to deal with this for how many weeks?
I think he just liked the sound of the words: umber, tawny
and everything else. My guess was that he had a sympathetic
friend look them up just to humor him, and they got it pretty spot
on, looking back on it now. Every time I saw him he'd be wearing
one of those suits, sports coat and all, no matter how hot those
summer days got.
But I didn't know much about colors or art when I met
him anyway. I was just a freshman up at the U then, doing some
community service because I got in a little trouble with the law for
weed. I mean, I was a decent student and made decent grades back
then. They're a little
now. I should be a senior, but I still
I want to do.
don't know what the
That whole incident with the weed, it was just bad luck I
was with my girlfriends going to some bar or another and we were
a little loud, I mean, like, OK, real loud, and the cops came over
and they didn't like that one chica was yelling up a fuss, so they
started searching our purses or something. I don't know, I was
kinda drunk. I don't really drink any more though. But that was
that I got busted. That's how I came to meet Samuel. You should

probably hear this story before it's all over Art Forum or, at least,
the City Weekly.
By the way, the name's Lola, it's so nice to meet you.
Samuel would probably laugh it if I was that proper all the time.
I'm from here in Salt Lake City and went to West High. I always
liked art, like more than my friends or my dad. I mean, you can't
grow up with a couple of Mexican relatives and not know who
Frida Kahlo is, you know what I mean. I took a couple of drawing
classes in high school but would skip some to make out with my
boyfriend back then. Real stupid. I liked the drawing though, and
all the shading and everything. And, sometimes, I liked the history
or the field trips to a museum. I mean, I liked looking at art, but
how do you read art to someone? It's a feeling Samuel would say.
It's a feeling. Who doesn't feel, I guess.
We'd meet at the homeless shelter where he stayed. You're
not supposed to, but they just kind of gave him his own room. Not
like he's sneaky,just likable. It's this huge shelter right downtown,
and the people that stay there are always outside carrying on. I
think Samuel was the only one there that ever wanted to get some
culture. The place is only a few blocks away from all of these artsy,
fancy pants galleries and whatnot; it's like even right across the
street from one and just a couple of blocks away from this huge,
famous mural. Salt Lake City's weird like that. I bet most of those
folks never walked across that street. They got more pleasure
staring at my ass when I'd meet Samuel than they'd get from any
expressionistic painting. I can't say I didn't mind the attention,
even though it was a little creepy sometimes.
Samuel didn't mind living in the shelter. He said no one
would ever steal from a blind man, that whoever did would have
another thing coming, like some kind of looming voodoo shit or
something. He'd say he didn't mind that plasticy urine smell either.
He said all those people told the best stories, real vivid with lots of
details-the sort of stuff you can't see in a movie or read in a book
He'd just let his imagination run wild, but he preferred hearing
about art. Can you believe it? A blind man with affection for the
world of visual art. It probably didn't hurt it was coming from a
soft female voice neither.
He wanted me to give him the same level of details when
describing a painting as those guys would give when telling a story
about a meth house blowing up or something.
Come on Samuel, I told you everything I saw, some curvy

red lines on the left and these transparent green lines going
horizontal on the right, I said about this or that piece of art.
But what does it feel like then? He'd ask.
Sometimes I'd just look at the clock and sigh: only 15 more
minutes left. I regret thinking that now. Other times, I'd play
along.
I never could satisfy his curiosity, and especially not
when I read contemporary art. I just didn't get it anyway, and he
knew way too much for a blind man. He said he had a job once as
a phone answerer-like if you had a problem at your apartment
complex after the office was closed, you'd call some hotline and
talk to someone like Samuel. He memorized all the buttons at his
station and said it was pretty mindless, so he had all of these books
on tape to fill in the graveyard shift silence. And, you guessed it,
they were about art. Some narrator more versed in the confusing
shit than me, I think.
Anyway, he tried to teach me things, to see things like
who he thought they should be seen from what he learned in those
books on tape. I didn't want to hear it at first. I didn't like him
then. I mean, I knew two types of blind men, mainly from what
I saw on television: the quiet ones, down on life, with a cane and
a bottle and the energetic, jazz singers that were just smilin' and
swayin' while they played the piano. I don't know. Samuel wasn't
either. He was this confusing, wrinkly,
•••••••
short man that seemed too curious to be
••• •
• • •.

•

•

homeless and too downtrodden to be _.•• "n ·u•c•t r.1; 'n 't •••.
as friendly as he was.
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it's part of our nature, my dad used
~ ne K.,,new WCl:J.. too :
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\ much {or a hfinl /
some mean ass degrading shit to me
•.
11
••
and my little bro. That's why I got the
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hell out of his house as soon as I could. I
guess I've always had my guard up.
Anyway, this was what Samuel thought he could give;
some precious info on some dead artist. Well, it wasn't like I
wanted to receive it. Our two hours a week were exhausting.
Every now and then I'd skip a week and come up with little lies
like there were school papers I had to turn in or I needed to cut my
abuela's lawn (I've never mowed a lawn in my life. I hate physical

.l

J

labor. My thought of physical labor is waving my hands to get
my fingernails dry after a manicure). I think it probably broke
Samuel's heart each time.
He never let it show. He'd smile real big-that gummy
sort of smile of his-every time I'd manage to show up. And he'd
take my arm real firmly-he was oddly strong-and I'd walk him
up there or over there. He never let me buy him a cup of coffee or
anything either. Pride, probably.
When going to the galleries got to be too excruciating for
me and the summer sun finally started to show, we'd take trips to
that mural. "SLC Pepper" is what they call it.
Oh, I've heard about this, Samuel said. And so he had to
keep hearing about it, he had to hear about every single person in
the whole damn thing.
I'd say it was over 40 feet wide and not that tall and had
like 100 people and animals in it. It is like this parody or, actually,
more like an updated version of the album sleeve for The Beatles'
Sgt. Pepper's Lonely Hearts Club Band. I kind of liked it, better
than all the other art I had to read for him. I mean what college kid
that smokes pot hasn't listened to that album and been, like, whoa.
that's some life/affirming, weirdo shit, ya know. But this mural
isn't like that; they've gone and replaced all those white men with
a bunch of women and colored folk. That's fine by me, especially
since my homegirl Frida Kaula was there with that furry unibrow.
When we first got there, Samuel was like, who are these people,
and I told him what I just told you.
But that wasn't good enough for him. He didn't want me
to tell him there was some skinny, little Indian guy or some kinda/
ugly middle/aged woman. He had to know that right there in
that mural, that someone had spent who knows how many hours
painting, there was Ghandi and Ellen DeGeneres.
What color is her hair? Samuel'd ask. Uke I had some
kind of polychromatic color wheel in my pocket. Then, he'd ask
something like was she smiling and weird shit like how many
buttons she had on her blouse?
Is she looking at Ghandi? he asked
And then his questions would trail off and he'd just smile,
not saying anything. I think he liked to imagine what it'd be like if
all of these famous people were really together. I think he made up
extravagant conversations between Ellen and Ghandi about peace
and human rights and like about how the weather in India was or

about this quiche recipe that Ghandi just had to try.
I had homework. Samuel wanted me to figure out who
these people were. I'll be honest, I liked it. I liked reading about all
of these people that someone had decided were important enough
to put on a wall right by a homeless shelter and some fancy pants
shopping center. I liked being there with Samuel when he'd trail
off into La La Land, and I'd imagine what he was imagining.
Those mornings-he liked going in the morning because
when you face the mural the sun is hitting your back, like he was
feelin' the vibrations from both directions or something-were
peaceful. What people thought when they passed by, I don't
know. One short man, dark horn rimmed glasses duct taped
together, and this Hispanic girl with ass/long, curly locks just
kind of towering over him must have been a sight. Sometimes he'd
hold my hand by that wall, just as, you know, a sign of affection.
I didn't mind because I started to like the guy, like some weird
uncle or something. People would see us just stand there for an
hour looking up unmoving like we were statues, like we were
part of the installation. Either way, it beat the hell out of being in
some stuffy art gallery with the squeak of sneakers and darty/eyed
doyens.
For Samuel, I found out that there were a lot of musicians
there. B.B. King, who I thought Samuel would like because I
thought he was blind because he always wore sunglasses (but he's
not apparently), and Bob Marley, who Samuel thought I'd like
because at some point I told him I got busted for having a little bit
of Mary Jane, and this freaky chick from northern Europe named
Bjork. Man, Samuel would say her name sometimes just right out
of the blue.
Bjork.
Bjork. Sometimes I'd say it back and we'd both laugh.
Where's John Lennon? he'd ask. And when I told him the
answer he'd say, Man, The Beatles aren't even in their own piece of
art? I can't believe that.
I think he liked hearing about the dead people most. There
was some sort of mystical element about these people whose
works live on past them, he'd tell me.
Tell me about the artists. Do they look real? Do they look
like artists? he'd ask.
Yeah, sure, I'd say back, Just a bunch of Bohemian weirdos.
Pablo Picasso. Oh, I dig that guy, Samuel said, Really dig

him.
Then Samuel would talk about Cubism until he'd trail
off, and he'd think about what kind of drawing old Picasso would
put on a napkin for Samuel if they happened to have ever met
at a coffee shop and Samuel had introduced himself as a fan.
Apparently, Picasso used to do that and those scraps of paper are
worth some dinero these days.
I found out about Cindy Sherman, who's this
photographer about my dad's age. She's this NYC hot shot that
does all this conceptual work that I thought Samuel would want
to hear about. But he didn't really care. I guess she wasn't on his
tapes.
He loved hearing about Pop art though. I mean, he was
all about that shit. I think that's why he liked the mural so much
in the first place-aside from getting to imagine Samuel Becket
kickin' it with Bjork. It turns out that the "SLC Pepper" artist was
part of that whole movement back in the day. I think Samuel had a
couple tapes about that English art movement.
So Samuel flipped out about David Hockney, and was like,
Oh, Mr. Hockney was a master of photocollage and he'd make such
and such out of small Polaroid snaps that were like a patchwork
quilt and that was an homage to the Cubism movement (and then
he'd go off on old Picasso again).
Truth is, I sort of like David Hockney.
•••••••
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And Samuel would tell me how
Hockney was a painter but he had a
photographic eye and was riffing off this polemic that was a hot
debate or something, like, these artists were using photographs as
stock material for landscapes instead of painting en plein air and
it was so realistic that these other artists didn't like it and, what
do you know, abstract expressionism came about. Seemed like a
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bunch of rich people with too much time on their hands to me, but
interesting enough that I wouldn't totally zone out. Samuel would
say Hockney was doing exciting things back in the late 60s with
his use of photos kind of like these other dudes, Gerhardt Rikter
and Chuck Close (I agreed with him, but had to Google the shit
out of them that night). And they were causing a fuss back in their
day in the arts scene.
Personally-Samuel himself wouldn't admit to it-I think
he liked all that bourgeois bullshit drama. I think it reminded
him of the squabbles and bickering he had become accustomed to
at all the shelters in his life. But this was some heady stuff. I can
just imagine Samuel there, with some drunk assholes bickering
over the last sips of whiskey, thinking that he's in London in 1969
among the enlightened as they banter back and forth about this or
that precious artsy fad and how they can usurp the system.
Like I said, this mural that we had been looking at for
weeks was Pop art. Samuel is the one that told me that the woman
who had painted Sgt. Pepper's Lonely Hearts Club was the same
woman who painted this. He said some kids that studied art
across from the shelter helped her even. It's this woman,Jann
Haworth, and she actually lives here in Utah. Samuel didn't hear
that on tape. One of those kids told him all about it.
I gotta be honest; I was a little jealous that some rich brat
knew more about Mrs. FuckingJann Haworth than me, because,
ya know, I guess I was trying to get cred from that old blind
dude at this point. Like the reason I was buffing up on all this art
mumbo jumbo was to make Samuel like me or something. It's so
silly to think about it now, but I can go into those lame-as-shit art
galleries and know what the fuck I'm talking about. I got that out
of it.
So Haworth was this radical chick that was all about
textiles and fiber arts and would make dolls that would look
like famous people and put them in ironic situations to challenge
the public's perception of what famous is. I dig that. This is me
talking, not Samuel. He didn't know very much about her because
she wasn't on any of his tapes and those kids didn't know this shit.
Yeah, Haworth was just sort of in the right place at the right time
when she got hooked up with old John, Ringo, Paul and George, I
think. It is a nice album cover, but it's outdated, she said, it was an
icon ready for the iconoclast. So she wanted to make things a little
more equal and put in all those women and musicians and dead

artists. I like to think that she knew Samuel and also put all those
folks together just for him-so this lonely, homeless blind man's
mind could run wild and he could escape everything. Not like
Samuel ever complained about needing to escape. That guy never
complained. He was always smiling away as I'd read the art to him.
We did that for awhile. Going over to the mural, me trying
to impress Samuel-and he didn't know much besides what those
tapes or I told him-and he would just smile, sun on his charcoal
suit with burgundy tweed or whatever.
Looking back, those were pretty good times. I begrudged
it some, like when I just wanted to sleep in and snuggle with my
man on those mornings, but I had to get up and stand in front of
the same wall again and read the colors and the people to Samuel.
I feel shitty about it now, but I skipped out on most of
September, like three or four weeks in a row. I mailed some letters
to Samuel to apologize and promise I'd be there soon and that
school and life were just crazy and that I'd mail him a book on tape
too. OK, it was just one letter to be exact, and sometime in the
late fall it came back from the post office because I put the wrong
amount of postage on it. When I got it in the mail I cried. Because
it reminded me of him.
When I finally made it back to the shelter, man, everyone
was avoiding eye contact with me as I walked in. They weren't
even looking at my ass or nothing. Creepy.
I was like, where's Samuel, he's not out front where he
should be? I assumed he had given up on me and was just kickin' it
in his room.
Sorry, this guy that worked there said.
What?
Yeah, well, Samuel, he, uh, died two weeks ago, like, in his
sleep or something.
Fuck, I mean, I was crushed. I was like, Fuck you, Samuel.
I just spent all this time researching some piece of shit piece of art
or something. I mean, I'm sorry. Shit, I let you down. I don't know.
This guy, who I kind of cared a lot about, who taught
me to see things, who didn't say mean shit to me, who gave me
respect, just died. I just stumbled outside; I was like some zombie,
mascara running and lookin' like a wreck. I sat on the curb and
cried.
Did he leave me a note? Did he mention me before he died?
No. No. He just passed away in the nighttime unexpected,

someone said.
I like to think he was listening to a tape he had saved up
for that was about Jann Haworth and he was learning what he
could about her to tell the next person that had to do community
service with him. That is, if I would have decided to stop when my
required hours were met.
Me, I'm doing fine now. I started painting. No, not because
I was inspired by the Pop movement to overthrow contemporary
artistic theoretical rhetoric or some mumbo jumbo like that. I
have a purpose. And, ya know, I took an art history class at the U
already and am signed up for another next semester. I mean, why
not?
I go to the "SLC Pepper" mural sometimes, in the
mornings, ya know, to get that sunshine on my back. No one is
holding my hand, but I stand there and look up and smile kind of
like how Samuel did. I imagine what Samuel would say to Bjork.
He'd probably just say, her name: Bjork. Or whose hand he'd hold
and I'd hope it was one of the few pretty girls in the mural, one
with soft hands. And I think about where I want to put him.
I emailed Jann Haworth to see if she'd say if it was cool,
to paint him right in. I haven't heard back yet. Honestly, I don't
care what she says, I'm going to put Samuel right there next to old
Picasso. I'm thinking about making him cubed or something, but I
haven't decided, but that might be too cliche. He's going to be up
there with all those famous dead people that he liked so much, so,
like them, his poor old blind homeless legacy can live on. Other
people are gonna see those wrinkles around his mouth when he
smiles.
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Centuries' 1/eroes and1-feroines
by Diane Lockhard
A 15~year old teenager is lying on the orange shag rug in
the family's rumpus room watching TV. The TV execs haven't
resumed regular programming after the President's assassination
in Nov. 1963. I was still in shock, as were the rest of the people in
the US.
Was Harvey Oswald alone? Jackie in her famous pill box
hat, standing by her husband's coffin with Carolyn and '1ohn
John," an epitome of what woman could aspire to be, but not
this.Jackie Kennedy moving on and taking care of her children.
Later, Robert Kennedy and an older John Jr. are killed under tragic
circumstances ...
The 50s were identified by young women's limited choices
of teaching, nursing, clerical or getting married, not necessarily
in that order. The 60s were identified by flower children, music
of Woodstock; eleven acts indudingJoan Baez, Arla Guthrie, the
Who, and last performer, Jimi Hendrbc playing to two o'clock to
a dwindling crowd. The Berlin Crisis, my husband and children's
dad was a soldier, and his enlistment was extended because of the
crisis in 1961.
Tom Brokaw, noted TV newscaster wrote a book,
"Boom" concerning issues of the time, including women in the
sixties. They were "stepping up to the plate," so to speak and
to paraphrase a line in the book, "We are not going to take it
anymore, we want to be a part of what is happening."
Ed Sullivan wasn't the first one to introduce the Beatles in
Feb. 1964. On Dec 17, 1963 the teenager with her long straight hair
draping around her face and family is gathered around a small TV
set. Nothing grand as today, e.g. 50" flat screen with surround
sound...
Walter Cronkite, another icon of history, "I loved to hear his
deep voice," was to present a short film about a new group from
"across the water," the Beatles in Nov. It was canceled after the
day in Dec. 1963, thinking,
tragic event. He pulled it out on

"This will give people a little respite for a moment." It was a film of
the four Beatles, Ringo,John, George, and Paul playing "I want to
Hold your Hand."
The young girl named Marsha hears the song and is so taken
with the music, she contacts a local disk jockey. "Why can't we
have that kind of music in America?" "I heard it, but we don't have
it here." The Beatles' agent had tried to sell their records, but was
turned down four times by a producer in California. "No, no, no,
no."
It starts a chain of events ...
The disk jockey contacts friends in London. "Hello, I have
a favor to ask you? I watched the Beatles on TV last night, and a
listener called wanting the record. You can send it here with a
stewardess that would be great. Thank you."
Upon receiving it, the disk jockey decides that the young
girl who had requested the record should introduce it. He contacts
Marsha and invites her to the studios. She introduces the record
with the words "Ladies and gentlemen for the first time on the air
in the United States, here are the Beatles singing 'I Want To Hold
Your Hand."' The radio station continues playing it ...
The agent calls the record
•• • • • • • • • ••
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producer, "Why haven't you bought
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the show; I did not.
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The Beatles emulated Elvis, and a lot of parents were either
joining the kids or participating themselves. The Beatles became
known more as a parent,friendly group than some of the later
groups.
Jann Haworth, born 194 2, and her husband, at that time
designed the Sgt. Pepper's album cover to depict the people and
events of the Twentieth Century. Three of the Beatles,Jann and

her husband gather around the table, "What do we want to put
on it?" On said, "Let's say the band is having an official ceremony,
and who do we want to invite?" Suggestions started flowing, "Mae
West," a popular movie star/"blonde bombshell" in the 30s, Shirley
Temple, W.C. Fields, the Beatles, front and center, and a painting
of J ann's life/size soft sculpture of the "Old Lady" doll...
In 1968,Jann Haworth worked on a mural of the Sgt. Pepper
Lonely Hearts' Band album cover in SLC. Turn back the clock; my
three children were born in the 60s, the "Yellow Submarine, Sgt.
Pepper," flower children, Woodstock, I could go on and on. The
history happening at that time, my youngest daughter was only
three weeks old, the day President Kennedy was assassinated in
1963; I was shocked, as the whole nation was, when I watched the
procession on TV.
In 2004,Jann Haworth was asked, "Can you collaborate
on the mural of the Sgt. Pepper Lonely Hearts' Band cover?"
A reinterpretation of the cover with stencil graffiti and an
upgrade of the people and the gender balance was started with
about 30 artists and is an on/going project. Alice in the later
version is holding a pink flamingo, most famous lawn art of the
last century came along in 2004. I thought the cat was Sylvester,
but I read it was Felix, I thought he was older, showing my age.
The painting is amazing, faces were replaced and it is
a civic life mural. The heroes and heroines of the 21st Century
include Toni Morrison, author and guest on Oprah, Ellen
Degeneres, BB King, the "Old Lady" doll remained, Martin Luther
King, new singer, politicians, people and animals, roosters, cats,
dogs, affecting the world around us.
John Lennon's legacy lives on in his music after being shot
down in front of his building in New York on December 8, 1980 ...
"Life is what happens to you while you're busy making other
plans."
john Lennon
www. Goodreads.com
"You can't re/wind your life, but you can remember and
record," and the Graffiti on the WalVSLC Pepper mural is a perfect
example of leaving a living legacy. Imagine all the diverse people,
who are included, there are a lot of stories. It is about how the
Beatles' music brought different people together.

13,efween the l!.ines
by Eileen Olsen

We are a parcel of rogues, fools on a hill,
monkey-v.rrenchers dangling arm in arm,
low-hanging fruit for target practice,
bellwethers of false flags and innuendo
We bang our drums to sleep~wall<lng crowds
distracted by divas and dictators.
Stoically playing like the band on the Titanic,
we sing both anthems and dirges.
We are infatuated with mythologymartyrs and prisoners, King and Mandela,
the threads of self-reliance Gandhi spun
Mother Jones, Peace Pilgrim and Suu Kyi.
We hang on the words of Goodman and Zinn
and the round pear shaped tones of NPR.
Cheering the rabble-rousing of Moore and Ivins,
we wait for the revolution finally to be televised
We are too comfortable with fairy talesstanding behind silhouettes larger than life,
faces stenciled high on cinder block walls.
It is time to put down our brushes.
Lengthen your strides, stretch you arms
and become the icons and agitators.
Pull over that ladder, step into the gray spaces
and be the ones you've been waiting for.

<R#mem6er
by Kari Olsen
Point out the faces of all those forgotten,
Point out the faces of those lost to time.
Point to me the faces of those who made a difference
in the lives of all us weirdos,
sitting on the street corner, reading poetry
for change.
Making a difference for all us rioters,
sitting on the sidewalk, holding up
traffic and our Peace~ Love signs.
Make a difference for all us poets,
preaching the Revolution;
broadcasting it live to all those
who don't know what happened
to poor Cup of Joe.
We passed this mural every Saturday
on our way to good old Joe's,
where some of us took
our first steps as poets.
All of these faces remind me of Joe's
Remember Jag, the Ghandi of poetry,
Z, the one who taught my brother
to kick my ass at chess,
And Iris, a second Jane Goodall,
and a real true poet.
Remember Kristy, the Emma Goldman of today,
Kaitlund, like Frida Kahlo, without the eyebrow,
and Repo, like a Buddhist Jimi Henedrix.
Remember how it all went away
that one fateful day.
Look at the blank white slates
on either side of the frame,
and remember...
remember being locked out,
and the empty white bookshelves
as we turned to leave
for the last time.
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by Stephen Proskauer

We think we know who they were
That legendary Liverpool four
Who flipped the world
From blah to pzazz.
We grok those lilting tunes
Haunting, longing lyrics
Sometimes mysterious
Encoding the inscrutable.
But who are they
With hearts lonely enough
To band together and fall apart
As model myth murdered martyr?

········®·(Ill®@@@@
by Zachary Korbin

Part I: Mop the Crypt~keeper
As far as my painting skills go, I will never be a classic. I don't
even think you can call my work mediocre. Maybe a brush past
pathetic, if you enjoy artist humor. I've never been educated in
painting and never will be. It's more of a hobby than a profession.
In two years I'll be shipped to the barren Salt Lake to harvest salt
for other communities. I still don't know why they call it a lake,
there's about as much water there as rain in the desert. My mother
used to tell me stories about how the lake was once filled with
water almost sixteen feet deep and how maybe one day we'd visit
the shore, but I've stopped believing in fairy tales.
"That's some nice artwork Mop," a homeless passerby
commented on my current project. I accepted his comment
graciously, because what I was doing was not art, it was graffiti,
punishable by death here in the Salt Lake community. Nobody
really seemed to care about the illegality of the situation. It
brightened up the otherwise bleak and salty dump of a city. At
first it started out in a small corner of a wall with a pitilul sketch
of a rooster pecking at the salt from the "lake." I used to admire
my work, which was before I realized what real art looked like. I
wanted to make this wall a long term project, and I thought for
days on my dirty cot bed wondering whether to paint a landscape
or people. One day my roommate Annie caught a rare disease
called tuberculoses which would cause her to vomit up gallons of
blood onto her white sheets. Me and my fell ow roommates where
quickly evacuated into another dorm. It was after witnessing
the horrific death of Annie that I finally decided I would recreate
the faces of everyone that I have ever seen perish, murdered, or
simply dead. I suppose I thought everyone should deserve to be
remembered in one way or another, instead of being tossed into
the incinerator to be used as fuel.
And so began my long term project of remembering the
dead. I had only two pencils that I snatched from the art room to
sketch on the wall with. Somehow I felt that lively Annie deserved
to be presented in color rather than smudged graphite. One night

when all the other girls had drifted off into another restless sleep
I crept out of the dorm and into the supplies closet where I stole
two brushes and several pints of multiple colored paints. I stashed
them under my iron/framed bed where no one would look for fear
of getting bitten by a spider. For the next couple of nights I would
sneak out the window onto the ledge of the building with my
paintbrush and samples of two or three of the paints. Then I would
stick the brush in my mouth, with one hand clasp a pipe running
up the edge of the building, and slide down onto the grimy floor of
the deserted street. I scuttled over to the corner of the wall where
the rooster was frozen pecking at salt. I didn't have time to sketch
Annie and immediately went to painting her red hair and freckles,
framing her face and finishing with a little girl's body. I decided
that a ragged brown tunic didn't suit her and dressed the portrait
in a red polka dot dress, something Annie would have worn if she
could.
From that night on I began graphitizing the wall with
portraits of some of my fellow roommates who were picked
off by hunger, disease, and the thick salty air from the "lake." It
wasn't until I was near finished with one picture that I realized
I was painting my parents onto the wall. My dead parents. I
was surprised I didn't catch myself painting their final moments
of their flesh being melted off by the bombs that ravaged our
city, images that still haunt me in my nightmares. Instead I had
painted them just as they would have looked the day of my sixth
birthday: my mother's brown hair in a pony tail; my father's blue
eyes warming up the room; the last happy memory I have of them.
That was ten years ago, when the first bombings began. They
had started in an industrial center by the Great Lakes, which
supposedly still have some water reserves, and quickly spread
across the country. When the bombs dropped onto the Salt Lake
Valley I've heard people describe the lake "instantly vanish" from
the blazing heat. Almost like the way my parents were vaporized,
but they will never vanish from my mind. I was small enough at
the time to avoid the wave of heat blast above my head, but I was
still scarred. On my left shoulder is a burn that has never healed
and my right cheek displays an etching created by a splinter of
wood that was from part of my house blown to smithereens. In
a matter of minutes I was picked up by the guard and escorted
- no dragged - to the orphanage, which intelligence said would
not be scathed by the bombs. And they did tell the truth; I'm still

imprisoned in the orphanage waiting for my 18th birthday so I may
be shipped to the Great Salt Lake for salt farming.
My project, which I have appropriately nicknamed
"Wall", has been in the works for about two years and has grown
expansively. I stand at about five foot six and the length of the wall
is about five of me so it's nearly thirty feet long. So far the entire
first two rows have been filled with the faces of the dead, in total
about 56 people, some of which I have personally settled my score
with. In the middle of things is a nuclear reactor symbol, painted
on the face of someone wearing a hazmat suit. He had died - well,
been murdered really - in the early stage of Wall. Some nuclear
waste was still being cleared out of the city and the hazmat team
was scouring the community for any sign of radioactive material.
I remember a baby was left on the side of the street wrapped
in a hand stitched blanket. One of the men had ventured down
the wide alley and stumbled upon the infant. He inspected the
blanket with his radioactivity scanner and quickly dropped a can
of gas next to the baby, which immediately began crying from the
noxious fumes. I heard a muffled, "Shut up!" from the man in the
suit who carelessly kicked the infant into a brick wall, staining the
quilted blanket in warm, red blood. Before he even noticed I was
at my wall observing the massacre, I had
pounced on him and knocked him to
•• •••••••••••
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the ground. He grappled with me
••
violently swinging his arms in my
face. I threw a fist into the face
mask of the suit, breaking the
man's nose. He kicked me off of
is E
him and sent me soaring into a
pile of garbage. The man stood
up and uncapped a gas bomb and
hurled it into the heap of rotting
food. Immediately I began choking
as the gas burned my throat and filled
my lungs. Tears flooded out of my eyes uncontrollably and my
vision was clouded. The pain brought up memories I had tried to
forget about: the choking smoke after the bombs; the melting skin
of my parents' faces; the tears that never seemed to stop. In the
haze of gas I could see the man stumbling towards me, his hands
ready to finish me off. He pounced on me and shoved his hand
over my mouth, trying to suffocate me. I clawed at his face mask
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so violently I was able to rip it open and see his face for a brief
second. In the moment he was distracted with the gaping hole in
the mask I grabbed a bucket of paint and dumped it into his open
mouth. I shoveled the thick purple glue like substance down his
throat until he stopped squirming. He gurgled something in his
last second of life that sounded like an apology, but it was too late.
It was a waist of paint, I'll admit, and I would have to steal another
gallon from the supply room, where soon the orphans would be
questioned about stealing.
That was my first kill, but not my only. Wall shows a
handful of other victims that have crossed my path, dotted about
the faces of people I've seen perish at the hands of someone else.
I could never use the term murderer to describe myself because
I found it too harsh a word for some teenage girl who only killed
out of self✓defense and anger. Killer was always too edgy for me,
and I'm still trying to think of the kindest way to introduce myself.
My mop brush captures the details of everyone perfectly on Wall,
even down to the slightest wrinkle of confusion in an old man's
face. I figured it would be appropriate to rename myself after my
first brush. "Nice to make your acquaintance. I'm Mop, the crypt✓
keeper."
Part II: Wall
Today was like any other day at the orphanage. Chores
in the morning included scrubbing the dirty floors of our room,
making the beds, and dusting furniture. After my lunch of
vegetable and meat slop I lazily walked up the rickety stairs to my
dorm. I now devoted most of my afternoons to Wall.
The stash of paint under my cot had grown immensely
over the past two years. I now could choose from twenty three
different colors. Unfortunately brushes are more of a rarity and all
I have been able to manage are two mop brushes, not including
the original for which I was self✓named after. Stuffing five colors
into my knapsack, I dug my fingers into an incision in my bed to
pull out the switchblade knife given to me by the elders of the
orphanage for fulfilling all my chores when I was younger and
more obedient. The knife was about as well crafted as my artwork,
not eye catching or beautiful, but enough to serve its purpose.
I tucked the blade away into the back pocket of my blue jeans.
Gingerly I tossed the knapsack over my shoulder and silently
lifted up the windowpane to my ledge. Lately, I've become very

possessive over things which have become part of my everyday life.
My window. My ledge. My pole. My wall. These are the few things
which I actually seem to own. I had scaled the ledge a million
times and today was no different. I pressed my back against the
rough brick wall, careful not to crush my paints. I shd against the
building until I reached the pipe, gripped it with both hands, and
let my body be quickly transported to the ground. Once on the
dirty pavement I stealthily shimmied down the alley till I came to
Wall. I dumped my paint on the ground and began selecting the
base color for a portrait.
"Alright Wall," I said dipping my mop into the creamy
brown substance. "Today we will be commemorating the life of
Old Lady Jenkins."
"Hey," a grungy voice growled, "why don't you stop
talking to the wall and come over and talk to me."
A drunkard, wrinkled from too many sea salt treatments
winked at me from across the alley. Instinctively my hand reached
for the knife in my back pocket. Before I took another breath it
was already switched and ready for action. I hadn't really needed
the knife before until the annual Salt Harvest came around. It
attracts most of the population to the community to buy, sell, and
trade salt products. It becomes very dangerous and lots of street
fights break out among vendors, but I usually remain unharmed
because Wall is tucked away in the alley. My knife has only tasted
blood a small number of times: once with the man who tried to
rape me; the butcher who needed new meat; a sleazy vendor who
denied a starving mother and son cured food. I had become pretty
handy with the thing. If needed I could become a street performer
who plays with knives or maybe a carpenter who whittles and
carves patterns into wood. But for now I am satisfied with adding
the detailed wrinkle of Old Lady Jenkins and making her smile
seem extra satisfied and toothless. Content with the finished
product of the portrait I began stuffing my paints back into my
knapsack when I noticed a shadow looming over Wall.
I llipped my head up to see a well built boy about my age
leaning against the plastered wall watching me. "What are you
doing?" I asked skeptically, shoving the last bottle of paint into the
bag.
"Watching you paint," he said, his arms crossed. "Last time
I checked this was illegal in the Salt Lake Community."
"Well maybe it is," I said angrily. No one ever comes this

close to my Wall.
He smirked, "I could report you to the authorities, collect
a big reward."
"Or I could kill you and add you to the wall of dead
people," I threatened whipping out my switchblade, pointing it
straight in his face. I had never threatened anyone before.
He laughed at me pitifully, "Or I could add your face to the
wall, you're very pretty." He put his hand behind his back ready
to pull out a weapon of some sort. I quickly lowered my knife,
showing I wasn't going to attack "So this is what you do? Paint
pictures of your victims?"
"No," I flushed an angry shade of red. "It's people I have
seen killed. People that have died for no good reason. They deserve
to be remembered."
"Oh how noble of you."
His sincerity had an undertone of mocking and I hated
silently feeling guilty. "And pictures of people I have ... brought to
justice."
"Brought to justice?" He laughed again, this time with a
little less tease. "Murdered. Avenged. They all end up the same
place don't they?"
I threw my knapsack up on my shoulder and began to
head for the pipe. "Listen don't show up around here again by my
wall or I swear I will kill you and spare you the humiliation of
•••••••
your ugly face displayed to every person that
••
happens to walk down this alley."
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hurt there," he said pointing to my
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revealed shoulder where my shirt had
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slipped off to the side. "I just wanted to
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know if I could paint."
I was surprised by the sudden honesty in his voice. "Um ...
well... I just packed up all my paint so maybe some other time."
He slipped the bag off my arm and dumped the paint to
the ground. "Oops."
I sighed and handed him one of my brushes. He stared at
the wall for a few seconds. "Well?" I asked.
"I don't know where you want me to start."

lo?

"Oh," I said surprised. "You're tall. Paint above the third
row."
He reached up with his long arms and began to layer on a
tan coat of paint against the blue backdrop. The paint used as the
backdrop is titled Salt Lake Blue. It's one of my favorite colors, and
based on something I'm not sure entirely existed. But it fit Wall
perfectly and brightened up the alleyway immensely. I looked back
at the boy finishing his artwork. In a short fifteen minutes he had
painted what appeared to be four other people. And then I realized
what he had done from the tear that grazed his cheek. He had
painted people he had seen die.
Part III: The Great Salt Lake
Astra. That was all the important information I was able
to acquire from him. When he told me his name I almost laughed
until I realized he was serious. He then made a quick remark about
how I should be "brought to justice" for naming myself Mop.
The people he had illustrated were his parents and two brothers
who had perished in the original bombing raids. Only Astra had
escaped. He lived life with his step uncle until he was old enough
to venture off on his own.
"Where do you live now?" I asked adding a yellow puppy
next to the rooster, forever granted the wish of chasing after
something.
"Nowhere," he replied. "I'm a drifter. One day I'm here, the
next I'm not."
"Oh," I said, envious of his freedom. "How long will you be
in town?"
"About a few days, enough to buy something from the
harvest," he said.
And that was all we said for another fifteen minutes, too
engrossed in our work to make small talk. Every once in awhile
he would ask me a question like what my favorite color was, to
which I replied Salt Lake Blue. He had also heard stories of the
lake but unlike me believed there still might be hope for water.
And that was how our conversations went on until the sun had
disappeared behind a building and the alley started to flood with
· darkness. Silently he helped me clean my brushes and place the
paint back into my knapsack. Effortlessly, he gave me a boost up
onto the pipe to help me reach the ledge quicker. By the time I had
dragged my tired body onto the thin stretch of brick, Astra had

disappeared as quickly as he had arrived.
But the next day he was back when I was outside at
Wall painting. We talked longer this time and continued to add
faces to the wall of remembrance. I felt guilty adding Astro to the
bond Wall and I shared but I suppose Wall couldn't actually feel
jealousy, but I still felt that this was no longer my piece of the
world. Astro and I never talked of anything more controversial
than which paint we should use to fully capture the eye color of
the little boy across the street. He became someone I could talk to,
other than Wall, and I finally let him paint closer to my drawings
to make the mural look more complete. And every night once the
sun had begun to set he would vanish the second I looked away.
The day after the Salt Harvest had ended a thick fog
settled into the city. Climbing out onto the ledge was more
dangerous and I couldn't make out what was two feet in front
of me. I shimmied down the pole onto the wet ground, a bead of
sweat forming at my forehead. I made my way subconsciously to
Wall where I dumped my paint and began to add another face to
a crowded canvas. Within my first hour of painting Astro did not
show up. Perhaps he had gotten a late start to the day and was
lazily strolling among the streets. I applied the second coat of
paint and waited against Wall for Astro. No sign of him. I began
to add a third layer of paint, something I would never do, and
realized it was hopeless. He had left. My only friend other than
a lifeless wall has left me. Suddenly, I heard footsteps splash in a
puddle and rhythmically pound against the pavement. A glimmer
of hope filled my heart when, emerging from the cloud of fog,
Astro came running towards me. But instead of slapping me in the
shoulder like he usually did he carried on past me and I realized
he was running to me for protection. Protection from what? Five
guardsmen swarmed around me and Astro, cornering us against
Wall. A ferocious dog snarled at me and leapt forward only to be
restrained by a leash.
"You two are under arrest!" An officer shouted. Before he
could utter another word my knife had left my hand and buried
itself into his eye socket, silencing him.
The dog was released from its chain and bounded towards
me. Astro knocked the dog out of the way onto a sharp piece of
metal, impaling the hound. Two guards swarmed him but I was
concerned with another set racing towards me. I ran forward
and struggled pulling my knife out of the man's head. The other

officers chased me to a wall which I scaled effortlessly and kicked
off, propelling my knife into one of their chests. Two dead. Three
left. The other guard swung his arms out at me but tripped over a
bucket of paint and threw himself onto my already bloody knife.
In a second I had sent my knife flying across the alley, lodging
itself into one of the guard's, who was
•••••••••••
restraining Astra, back I sprinted to
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retrieve my switchblade when the
last officer ripped it out of the
•
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guard's corpse and slit Astra's
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ground. The last pint of Salt
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Lake Blue dented the guard's
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skull and smashed to the ground,
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its creamy blue color mixing with
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Astra's red blood. With the last strength
that I could muster I tossed the bodies into a dumpster and
collapsed onto the ground by Wall. I curled up against my rooster
and drifted off into my first nightmare.
I hadn't had a nightmare about my parents' death for
years. The sudden reoccurrence of the dream frightened me. The
hallucination was always worse than what actually happened. I
screamed out into the night, rolling around on the muddy floor
clawing at Wall, digging my nails into the concrete so much
permanent scratches were made. Life was draining from me
quickly. I slammed my fist against the blood stained, blue painted
concrete until I fell unconscious.
The elders would come looking for me first thing in the
morning. I quickly snuck back into my dorm, retrieved the last
of my paints and carried them back down to wall. I added a dog
gnawing a bone next to the puppy chasing the rooster. The five
guards were painted sloppily above Old Lady Jenkins. I picked
out an olive skinned color to match Astra's complexion and gently
placed the mop to Wall but couldn't draw him. I couldn't have
a reminder of what I couldn't save. I dropped the brush to the
ground, hopeless. I could paint myself into the space I left between
my parents, secretly saved for me when I grew old or neared
death. The thick fog clouded my thoughts. A thought hit me: fog
often comes from a large body of water which is warmer than the
outside air. Somewhere there is a large pool waiting for me. There
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could be water beyond the Great Salt Lake. I quickly assembled
my paints and stuffed them in my knapsack and was ready to leave
when something stopped me. It was Wall. He couldn't let me go.
I sighed. Slowly, I lowered the knapsack back onto the ground in
front of Wall. I pulled out my mop and gently wrote as neatly as I
could:

On this wall faces shall lie:
From all of those who have: died
Painted faces are now up to you
And one day your face will be here too
Someone will figure out the purpose of Wall. Soon Wall
will be filled until there is no more room for faces. Maybe by then
there won't be a need to paint them anymore. I took one last look
at my creation and smiled. I stepped out from the protective area
that was my alley and said a final goodbye to Wall. We might meet
again though. We all end up in the same place, don't we?

Freedom Writers

••• •••
In partnership with the larger Salt Lake City Freedom
Riders Project headed by KUED, the CWC celebrated
the 50th anniversary of the Civil Rights Movement;
particularly, the 400 Americans who, in 1961, got on
buses and risked their lives in defense of Americans'
Civil Rights. The CWC invited community members
to share their written story of civil rights as it relates to
their experience or the change they want to see. This
was all prompted by the question: While we've come a
long way, are we there yet?

by Shad Engkilterra

Are we there yet? Are we there yet? Are we there yet?
Sitting in the back of the car, we know that we are not
there yet. We ask the question anyway, hoping that the answer
will signal a change
the previous miles of long travel.

If we are asking the Freedom Riders, "are we there yet?" We
are asking the wrong question from the wrong place in history.
The history of the Riders is in the past. Their time is waning; our
time is waxing.
We are in the driver's seat. As the miles drone on and we
become mesmerized by the white line, it is time for us to get out of
our car and take a break.
It is time for us to get out of our cars and back onto the
bus. It is time for us to leave the safety of our homes and get back
into our communities. It is time for us to stop being entertained
and to start entertaining. It is time for us to stop being alone and
start being with each other.
We need to build on the history of the Freedom Riders,
and we need to know, why, after more than 50 years of fighting for
equal rights, do we have to continue to fight? How do we win?
The answer is simple. We need to know more about each
other. Knowing someone on a personal level reminds us of their
humanity. It reminds us that we are like them. It reminds us that
we could be them.
It was the dehumanization of the Jews and the apathy
of good people that allowed Hitler to carry out his Holocaust.
It was the dehumanization of black people that allowed the
U.S. to segregate and treat them poorly. It continues to be the
dehumanization of groups of people and the apathy of good people
that allows our government and institutions, at the least, to ignore
the plight of those in need, and at worst, to contribute to that
plight.
Are we there yet?
As long as we have a dream and that dream includes

equahty, we are not there yet.
As long as we are discriminated against for any reason, the
answer is "no."
As long as we have to ask, we are not there yet.

r-rreelom of.Speech anlr-rairness
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byVade Vo

We all know that we have freedom of speech and fairness at work;
however, we do not exercise them. We tend to follow the orders
and work assignments from upper management. Many orders
may not sound fair or legitimate. We do not speak up or suggest
the assignment may be too much for one person to accomplish
whereas two or three people could finish the task in one day. Some
people constantly work on busy days and the weekends. Some
barely work the minimum requirement of the job. If we show
any signs of disagreement with the work assignment, we will
be subject to receive unfair treatment such as heavier and more
difficult tasks or even disciplinary action. We have to stand strong
and fight for our freedom. We need to express our concerns with
the authority in human resources; therefore, we might have more
justice as well as an exuberant working environment.

Transcribed recordingfrom a two-part Freedom Write.rs workshop

cml:lfofivism
by Esther Kim

I've been thinking a lot about heroes lately.
I've been thinking about how heroes are brave in the face of
adversity. How heroes make us feel safe. How heroes inspire us
to think, act and see differently. How heroes make us want to be
better people. But heroes are complex, flawed people, just like the
rest of us. I would argue that the best superheroes are the ones
with the most complicated histories. And the heroes we love the
most are the ones we see ourselves reflected in. So why is it-for
all the change we fight for, dream of, want to see in the futurethat we work so hard to keep the ideas of our heroes static,
unchanging, frozen in time?
On this trip, I witnessed a hero show their humanity by
sharing a controversial but honest opinion about immigration in
the U.S. As I talked to my fellow riders in hopes of processing, I
heard many different responses, ranging from disappointment and
frustration to apathy and excuses. I kept hearing that it was the
age of the person that formed their opinion, as if age and ideology
are mutually exclusive. This is a dangerous excuse because it
assumes that ideas and opinions can be controlled and that we
can control how we're affected by them. In fact, ideas do the exact
opposite - they're able to seep into our minds and are impossible
to remove.
It's a mixture of things that keep us from seeing our heroes
as everyday people working in collectives to make change. Living
in a world that can sometimes seem so ugly and hopeless and the
ease vvith which violence, hatred and fear are used to oppress and
maintain power is hard. The romanticized image of a hero helps
us deal with the hard parts. But it also takes away that person's
ability to be flawed and our ability to separate the great work
accomplished from the troubling beliefs that we need to be critical

of.
Just because you admire someone doesn't mean you must
accept everything they say as truth. We as activists need to know
the history of the Freedom Rides because the unheard alternative

narratives empower us. But we also need to seek out and
understand the experiences of other minoritized communities and
movements. The world we live in isn't just about us as people in
the United States but as global citizens with a responsibility to see
that our struggles aren't our own, but all of ours.

Taken from the PBS American Experience 2011 Student Freedom Rides

1/umiffafion
by Shauna Brock

New York voted.
New York voted and I, I celebrated.
Sharing photos
Of the Stonewall and the rainbow colored Empire State Build.mg.
We celebrated
Like dogs lapping up treats for good behavior.
New York voted and we thanked the benevolent gods granting
rights that
Should already be mine.
13 years ago, I marched up Congress Avenue in Austin
19 years old, angry that the State of Texas wanted to keep me from
adopting children I did not then want. I marched with swingers
and straights and drag queens. Transfolk and gays and lesbians
and fellow bisexuals with their dogs and their children and I
thought then of my mother who was willing to be arrested as she
fought for her right to enter a build.mg the same way as any able
bodied person.
I thought of my mother who feared the state of New York taking
away the child of a single woman with a disability.
New York voted.
I cheered on twitter and I liked post after post on facebook.
I paused NCIS to share the news with my mother.
Leaping for treats.
Begging for a handout.
But New York voted!
Because equal rights are not spelled out in plain enough language
in the
Declaration of Independence
And the 1st and
14th amendments.
New York voted.
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And we celebrated.
With parties at the Stonewall
And a rainbow empire state building.
And turned our sights to California and other states that matter.
Where else?
Where else can we beg for rights
That should already be ours?

by Chris Ballard
There is a terrible specter haunting the world. It is the ghost of
inequality. There was a time when we lived in hunter-gatherer
societies, and in those days, hierarchy was virtually non-existent
and the average workweek was seventeen hours. Then along came
agriculture, and along with it came inequality. All the sudden
there were big shots who were more interested in accumulating
wealth than in helping their fellow man. These men fenced off
large portions of land and called themselves kings. Then when
these palace born nobles got married, they expected the rest of us
to grovel at their royal weddings.
Inequality also led to the mistreatment of women. As patriarchy
developed, women lost more of their rights. In some Asian
countries, women's feet were bound so they were unable to walk
and forced to be sex slaves. In supposedly civilized countries,
women were considered too feeble minded to vote in elections or
to manage their own money.
Then along came a fellow named Columbus-- he was greatly
admired in European circles for his ability to enslave people in
the Caribbean. However, Columbus and his successors were so
cruel to the American Indian that soon the indigenous population
began to die off. So the European exploiters solved this problem by
enslaving Africans and shipping these new slaves over to America.
T a1k about inequality-this new form of slavery was worse than
Roman slavery; at least slaves in roman times had the chance of
winning their freedom.
In America, slavery was absolute and inescapable. Nowadays,
we think that slavery has been abolished, but we are mistaken.
Instead, slavery has been globalized. When the Iron Curtain fell,
sex slavery and prostitution increased. Today a slave is more
cheaply valued than a Roman slave was. A woman in a Nike
factory in Thailand would have to work for 50,000 years in order
to earn what the CEO does in a single year.
Over in Africa, the Congo has won the sorry distinction of being

the worse country in the world for women. Three million women
in the Congo have already been raped, and seven million people
have been killed. Western nations really don't care about the
brutality in the Congo; so long as the Congo keeps providing many
of the minerals for electronic devices, western nations will ignore
what's happening in that part of the world.
Inequality isn't just something that happens over there-there's
plenty of inequality right here in America. In America corporations
are people-how stupid is that? Now with the Citizens United
court decision, corporations are allowed to spend unlimited money
in order to influence elections. Corporations are like vampires;
they are immortal and nearly impossible to kill. But unlike people,
corporations are not required to take responsibility for their own
actions. If the banks issue too many derivates, the government
will bail them out. After all, what's the point of being a banker if
you can't grant yourself millions of dollars in bonuses while at the
same time socializing your risk?
Sometimes, one feels like escaping from all the injustice, but how
can you when all the land is already owned? You can't even go to
the national park without paying money to visit land you already
theoretically own. There's one group called the Rainbow Family
that's consistently harassed by the government merely because
they insist on spending several days each year communing with
nature. However, if you lead an industry that is hell,bent of
destroying the environment, our government officials will literally
snort cocaine and have sex with you.
In the long run, poisoning the Earth affects all of us. However, in
the short,term, the poor are the ones that pay the heaviest price.
Chemical factories pollute poor countries and poor neighborhoods
in America. Plastic from America is sent to China in order to
be recycled. When plastics are recycled they exposed Chinese
workers to toxic chemicals. Inequality is not only destroying our
society; it is destroying the planet. Our world is at a tipping point.
Many of the factors that have led to the globalization of inequality
are vanishing. Peak oil, peak water, and global warming are three
important trends that will lead to a de,industrialized and localized
world. This is the ideal moment to return equality to humanity.

Transcribcd re:cordingfrom a two-part Fre:e:dom Writers workshop
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by Karen Hansen

I don't like the nursing home
They won't let me go.
I don't like the smell
It makes me sick.
There are four of us in one room
My roommates are loud. Smelly. Messy.
The food is just "ick"
And doesn't taste like anything.
I hope I get out of there before I'm sixty.
Before I went in the nursing home
I had my own apartment.
I had a live in aide.
I went where I wanted.
I ate what I wanted.
I was happy.

If I get my own apartment I won't mess up again.
Karen Hansen is 51 years old and has cerebral palsy and a learning disability.
She has been in a nursing home for over five years.
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by Annette Weed

The classroom light and airy,
windows open, a breeze rustles
spider plants on the silt
Ms. Ulli introduces me to the girlsblack eyes, layers of pink, orange,
brown and blue clothing,
headscarves, smiles.
In the hallway, I read
with the older sisterthe text about volunteeringshe studies my lips, teeth and tongue,
repeats my words.
I show the sisters
where to write their names,
first, middle, last.
We cover address, age,
get stuck on phone number.
I take my red cell from my purse,
ask if they have one.
Sisters shake their heads no.
Last of seven school hours,
they reach toward every word,
until fatigue touches
the beauty of brown faces.
It looks the same
as fatigue on the white faces of my daughters,
a drooping, a pinching.
Time for a break.
I point to the older sister's names,
stumble, saying all three.

She corrects me, my turn to watch
her lips, teeth and tongue.
I try again, know I'm way off.
I want to say your name
the way you say it, I tell her.
For the last fifteen minutes of class
she teaches me. When I'm close
her fingers grasp my fore~arm,
"Thank you, thank you," she says.
They smile when I come in next week,
our assignment: parts of the body.
We must learn
to tell the doctor what is wrong,
move quickly through pictureshead, throat, shoulders,
fingers, arms, kneesthen on to ailments,
sore throat, headache, stomachache.
They are eager for it all,
but when their smiles droop
I turn the tables,
ask for the Somali words.
I point to my shoulder,
wiggle my fingers,
try the words they give me.
They laugh and laugh
at my attempts, and I laugh too,
wonder if secretly
they teach me
to say dirty words!
The younger girl grows serious,
takes paper and pencil,
writes for me an English alphabet spelling.
It helps, but they are not satisfied.
I cannot yet hear
what I am saying wrong.
New laws crack down
on illegal immigration.

Children in Somalia
all bones and huge eyes
somehow we cannot feed.
I understand a little Somali,
look forward to autumn,
when school starts again.

New £ra
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by Flow
The new era
new people
new things
I fl.ow
seen so
many faces
but I feel prehistoric
because the way
I see
new people

by Samantha Highsmith

VVhat happened? Oh, okay. I walked into school and
I set down my backpack and my binder in my class that I'm
going to. And I sit down at my desk, and I'm just doodling
away. And on the inside of my binder I have a Human Rights
Campaign sticker. And some kid that I don't really know
comes and sits down next to me and he's like, hey, what's
that sticker? And I was just like, oh, well, it's a Human
Rights Campaign sticker. And I proceeded to explain to him
that the Human Rights Campaign is all about equality for
the LGBT community our society. And then finally he was
like, are you a lesbian? And I was like, no, I'm not a lesbian.
He was
then why
you care?
When asked why do I care, the answer doesn't come
simply. I couldn't tell him in two words why it matters or
how I came to understand why caring is important. And
so I took time to sit back and to think There isn't a time
in my life when I remember waking up and being forced
to hide myself. I've always had the right to be open about
who I am. That freedom has become so common to me, and
yet daily people are denied the ability to be comfortable in
their own skin. Daily, people wake up and are criticized,
alienated, and silenced.
the while, I go through my life,
taught to be forgetful of the past,
to the present, and
indifferent to the future. I rarely feel challenged beyond high
test scores and popularity contests. Instead I feel like the
world around me wants me to be apathetic. To do nothing.
Consumption fulfills my
for instant gratification, and
Facebook provides me with the space to self/promote. I'm
told that my emotions are juvenile and that I should grow up.
But how can I get away from the constant text messages and
Jersey Shore sound bites? I can't help but feel like growing
up involves more connection with reality than reality

•••••••••••••••
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television provides. Reality is
so much harder than what
•• •• reafize that we ••••
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reality, freedom is sold to ./ leseroe thi11_Js that we \.
us in commercials and
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reality, we demand freedom of
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speech, but don't have the words
to speak up for ourselves. We don't know it really feels to be
free, because freedom doesn't mean anything more to us than
our freedom to carry guns or sip our lattes. To me, freedom
is being aware of what is around me and what I can do to
change
it. I realize that we deserve things that we are not all born
with, and that I've been given what countless people like
me never had. I realize my privilege. And I realize that I've
been taught to ignore what should mean the most to me. My
rights only exist because someone else made the choice to
fight for them.
And now I have a choice. I can decide to be silent,
live my life privately, and die knowing that I achieved my
own goals, personally fulfilled and comfortable. But I want
my life to amount to more than credit card debt and white
noise. My choice is to step outside of the box I have been
placed in. Remaining ignorant to the realities of this world
is anything but life in motion. And being unconcerned is
a misuse of the voice I was given. My responsibility is not
only to me, but to those around me who are drowned out
because of my indifference. My choice is to be a leader in
healing the wounds left open by prejudice towards the
unfamiliar. I choose to challenge the status quo so that
everyone is granted an even hand. This is not just about gay
and lesbian rights. This is not just about rights based on

l

sex, ability, faith, race, age, gender, appearance, or class. I
guess my answer to this question is that I care because this
is about my rights, and my ability to choose for myself. My
freedom depends on the freedom of others. And it is the
responsibility of each and every one of us to solidify and
claim that freedom. Condensed and simply put, in the words
of Nelson Mandela, to be free is not merely to cast off one's
chains, but to live in a way that respects and enhances the
freedom of others.

Transcribed from Spy Hop Navigating Freedom: A Utah Youth
Perspective

Why Write?
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For our 10th anniversary, the ewe sponsored a special
manifesto campaign: "Why Write?" Manifestos are
public proclamations that we share with others that
are written for various reasons and take on a myraid of
forms. All submitted manifestos for this campaign had
to explore reasons as to why we write.

Wh_J Write?
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by Jona Gerlach

Writing is often thought of as a form of self~expression, but it can
also be a used as a tool for simply getting to know yourself. Taking
the time to write down how you're feeling, what you've done,
or what thoughts you are having gives you a sense of how your
thought process works.
You can also come to a better understanding of the world around
you through writing. Simple exercises such as transcribing
a conversation or describing something beautiful can help
strengthen your relationship with your community and your
surroundings. In our rapidly diversifying world, we need to
become more sensitive to and aware of the similarities and
differences of those around us.
By sharing your writing with others, a network of ideas is created.
Whether you publish a book or a poem in a magazine, or join a
writing group, or just read to a good friend or significant other,
you are making a connection with someone else, and creating a
space for open dialog. By reading, you expose yourself to other
people's ideas, allowing you to get outside of your own head and
see the world through the eyes of another, creating a much richer
sense of your surroundings.
Today, anyone can start a blog or a website at no cost. This
medium of communication allows people to cross physical and
economic borders to communicate and connect with people they
would never have otherwise crossed paths with. For the first time
anyone can make their writing available to the world without a
publishing company behind them, and in doing so effectively erase
the boundaries set up between us and the rest of the world. We
should all take advantage of this opportunity and start writing and
discover ourselves, our communities, and our world.
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by Shellie D. Acosta
While watching a WWII documentary, it occurred to me
that much of the history relayed was being read from letters that
been sent home from soldiers away at war.
Letters: those things that consist of words written with one's
own hand, in ink, onto paper. Then placed into an envelope, hand
addressed, stamped and mailed. Do those even exist anymore?
I don't mean those that are stamped DUE UPON RECEIPT or
SPECIAL OFFER FOR OCCUPANT.
I have a small pile of them tucked away that came from
a younger days crush. They are filled with thoughts and events;
intimate details of a sunset or a picnic with friends. I remember
the feeling of excitement when opening the mailbox to find
this treasure! An unexpected yet much anticipated delight of
experiences, hopes, and dreams; all in an envelope that traveled
farther than I ever had. What do we have now to savor?
Yes we can communicate over thousands of miles in just
minutes. We can receive a text or picture image at the touch of
a button. We can get an email response instantly. But are emails
treasured memories tied with ribbon and stored in a chest, or
these days more likely something saved to be used as evidence on
Judge Judy.
And with the loss of letter writing, comes the loss of
penmanship. My own kids have a hard time signing their names or
telling the difference between printing and cursive. All they know
is keyboarding. This loss also takes away the personality in the
that was uniquely the writers.
stroke of the
I never thought I would sound so old-fashioned, but there
is something to be missed about the long lost art form of letter
writing.
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by Meg Burke

The bird sits in the tree, awakened before dawn. Her branch
sways. No use tucking her bill under her wing; she feels the dawn
about to break, as a rumble up the tree though her tiny stick
legs frozen in grip to the branch. She waits to sing, waits for the
moment when something beyond herself ruffles her feathers in a
shiver and rises up through her throat. Then when her beak opens,
her eyes shut and song is born. When I catch the words it feels like
a song. It feels like Grace.
Writing pulls me into grace; grace I want to drown in, I
want to burn in.
Writing pushes me into grace, I want to explode from it. I
want it to consume me from the inside out. I want every breath,
every heartbeat to be about it. I want the grace.
I. Want. That. Grace.
The wind blows as if it has been reading this over my
shoulder and is here to help. To carry away my invocations for
a writing life. To carry them up to the heavens to the angels and
saints.
Sink me into that grace. Lift me up to that grace. Wrap me
in it douse me in it roll me in it toss me in it HURL me in it push
me off the edge into it. Whatever it takes but it is what I want.
It. Is. All. I. Want.
If I didn't write my belly would swell. My back would
ache, I wouldn't walk well. And at some critical mass-not
according to any gestational calendar- I would double over with
cramps and pain. I would push, because not to would mean the
expansion of tears that would ultimately blow me apart from the
inside out. Like a water balloon gone errant off the faucet I would
gush. All unwritten ideas and poems and feelings and dreams andall of it- would express in tears I could not cry fast enough- tears
unshed and incubated until they grew too large to be kept.
These word babies are miracles, ugly miracles to be
cleaned up, cared for, nurtured and presented, for their life will
exist as telepathy to the reader in whom they impregnate and
incubate more ideas more feelings. I write so as not to let those

babies die, not to still born, not to abort.
It. Is. Why. I. Am. Here.
A friend of mine told me he doesn't like to write. What do
you mean you don't like to write? You must not be doing it right.
What's the payoff, he asked. It makes me a better listener. Allows
me to hear that Grace, more often, more easily. Like each word
acts as a door stop✓ holding the gateway open to something more,
something bigger, something better. If I don't write I feel that
door begin to shut, begin to slip shut as the words gather dust,
brittle, and decay✓ and if that door shuts✓then I am joyless✓ lifeless.
The words from ME, the "MY WORDS" hold open the door, it's
my give, it's my call out into that More, that Better. What I GET
BACK is the Grace. What I GET BACK are divine words, moments
inspired, words that are not mine. They come back at me through
that door and I love that.
That. Is. Why. I. Write.

'But f.ove 9s the greatest of7hese
by Christine Lee

MONEY/ Can you call yourself a writer if you've
never been paid for your work? Are there levels of writing, like
recreational and professional? If money is your aim there are many
venues, genres and niche markets to choose from but all in all the
most lucrative of these, a novel, is a bit like winning the lottery.
This does not defame the artist in any way but like all other
endeavors, hard work is essential, while chance tips the ball over
the net or back at you. Still the odds are better than at any casino
because there are many factors which you can control. These
include but are not limited to the quality of your writing, finding
the right market or publisher for your work, and the art of self
promotion.
FAME/ Writing is immortality. The things we say or think
about may be around for a while, maybe even passed down for
generations, but writing remains. The Rosetta Stone found
by Napoleon's army, ancient cave paintings and The Diary of
Anne Frank are just a few examples. What's more the written
word gives us a chance to evaluate our past, present and future
objectively. Be it positive or negative, acknowledgement increases
relevance. To ignore something is to make it inconsequential. So
take the good with the bad; the truth is usually somewhere in the
middle.
LOVE/ A labor of love is its own reward. What inspires me to
write is being swept away by the writing of others followed by
a desire to recreate that sensation for someone else. The thrill
of the hunt, weak in the knees and out of breath due to a brain
scrambling kiss, spanning the depths of human emotion from
deepest regret and humility to pentacles of triumph, all this and
more within the pages of a book. In his screenplay Shadowlands
William Nicholson created a quote for Jack Lewis' book loving
student, "We read to know we're not alone." I believe we also
write to know we're not alone.
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