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Introduction

Everyone Can Write!
In August of 2000, the SLCC Community Writing Center
began working with writers from local organizations in twomonth writing workshops. Each workshop culminated in a
publication and a public reading. At first, this DiverseCity
Writing Series worked one-on-one with a variety of
organizations: Justice, Economic Independence and Dignity
for Women; the Road Home shelter; Liberty Senior Center;
and Cancer Wellness House.
In the summer of 2003, the DiverseCity Writing Series
expanded to offer multiple, on-going writing groups.
Volunteers were trained in collaborative writing strategies and
became mentors for a variety of open-interest and specialized
writing groups.
In the fall of 2003, the pieces written in these groups
were assembled to create sine cera: People Are Strange, the
first DiverseCity Writing Series anthology. The anthology
celebrated the work of participants, who were then invited to
present their writing at a public reading.
Over the past five years, the DiverseCity Writing Series
has grown and changed, but the mission remains the same.
The SLCC Community Writing Center would like to
thank the mentors and participants who have helped to make
this program an ongoing success:

The Salt Lake City Main Library Group
The Community Writing Center Group
The Environmental Writing Group
(at the Main Library)

The GLBTQ Group
The King’s English Group
The Literacy Action Center Groups
The Sam Weller’s Group
The St. Mark’s Tower Group
The Veterans’ Affairs Group
We look forward to the future growth and development of
the DiverseCity Writing Series, and are happy to present our
eleventh publication:

sine cera:
What I Think People Think About

Preface
The DiverseCity Writing Series bridges the Salt Lake
community’s diverse social, economic and educational
backgrounds through writing, collaboration and dialogue.
—DiverseCity Writing Series Mission Statement
This year a star 40 times bigger than our sun appeared in the
night sky. Billions of years ago, the star exploded in a gamma
ray burst powerful enough to vaporize any planet nearby.
Only now is its light reaching us—the most distant object
visible to the naked eye. And, as our eyes are able to see across
the universe, creations built by our hands stretch across the
solar system: the MESSENGER space probe reached Mercury,
the Phoenix spacecraft landed on Mars, and the first privately
developed space vehicle went into Earth orbit.
Over the past year we’ve heard messages of hope and
change, and we’ve experienced building feelings of dread
and frustration. The unknown effects of the Large Hadron
Collider created a sense of unease, but tests ultimately
failed to work. Benazir Bhutto was assassinated in Pakistan.
Hurricanes Gustav, Hanna and Ike threatened coastlines, and
a series of tornadoes struck the Southern United States as
primary elections began. The wars in Iraq and Afghanistan
continue. And the U.S. has plunged into recession, beginning
a world economic crisis where Americans worry about stock
and gas prices, while cost and unavailability of food are
triggering riots and unrest in many third world nations.

Even so, we are unwilling to accept the dark clouds
hovering over us—and we shouldn’t. The world’s largest highenergy particle accelerator is being repaired and promises to
answer questions about the birth of our universe. The first
operations using bionic eyes took place in London. The Kivu
war ended in the Congo. Bhutan held its first ever general
elections. Bill Gates left his day-to-day position at Microsoft
to focus on philanthropic efforts. We’ve seen and participated
in protests for equal rights, marching through the streets of
Salt Lake City. And we’ve elected the first African-American
President of the United States, based on his economic
platform, and his promise to refocus our efforts in Iraq
and Afghanistan. We’re living in a paradoxical world—one
frustrated by the past and present, but tenaciously hopeful for
the future.
This edition of sine cera is marked by that paradox.
The DiverseCity Writing Series anthology has always been
a collection of writing from people living in the Salt Lake
community, but now these people are speaking their minds
in an attempt to change their world. Frustrations are being
aired, sometimes with angry words and strong language.
And dreams are beginning to surface through the clouds of
memory and imagination. A dialogue has started, with no
end in sight.
Included are stories of reflection and regret, fear and
hostility, aliens and the alienated, desire and disenchantment.
You’ll find tales of heartache, manipulation and loneliness,
but you’ll also find fond memories, achievements and magic.
I invite you to join this community, and welcome you to share
the thoughts in this collection:
sine cera: What I Think People Think About.
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sine cera: What I Think
People Think About

What goes through their minds? What are they thinking about?
You can only imagine and wonder what goes through their minds.
In my opinion, I think when kids get into trouble with their
parents, they get mad and think to themselves that their parents are
mean. When they are playing with their friends, I think they are
thinking about having lots of fun.
Now with grown ups, I think they think about how their day is
going to go when they get to work. Throughout the day, I think they
are also thinking about their kids and how they’re doing at school.
Also, they’re thinking if their wives are having a good day at work,
and wondering if their wives are thinking about them, too.
So that is my opinion on what I think people think about.
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by Paul Kartchner

A Time In History
by Joyce Lutrell
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Joyce Luttrell has been blessed with a talent for oil painting, writing
and cooking. She was born in San Francisco in 1928. She studies
cosmetology, and was a hairdresser for many years.

If you are very still you can hear
The thunder of the past,
That for so long has been silenced
By the last shot fired.
A time in history that never again will be
A time when people were free
To hunt, roam, move over the land
That belonged to them
A time when each tribe was a nation
Unto itself.
They had a tribal government
which ruled over each tribe.
They lived by a law that was good for them.
Each young man had to prove himself a man,
And not considered a man
Until he performed a performance of excellence.
If you are very still,
You can hear the sound of their love,
Of the lamenting for their dead,
The sound of their warring.
The sound of a new born child.
The cry in the wilderness.
If you are very still,
You can hear the thunder of the buffalo.
From Ociola, Vitorio Mangus to Geronimo.
Sitting Bull, and White Buffalo.
Names that sound strange to the white man
But names that are burned in the pages of History.
The white man has no conscience I am sure
No remorse for the slaughter that has been done
For taking land that did not belong to him,
For degrading beautiful people.
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A people that were planted on Reservations.
Land that was given to them by the so called
Generosity of the White Government.
Land that white eyes had no use for.
Land of rocks and boulders.
Land the white man couldn’t use.
Shame on the white man for his disregard,
For his selfish greed, For anything he could not cope with
For his love of self alone.
For not having compassion for a brother.
Listen, do you hear what I hear?
I hear the wailing of a woman crying,
Crying for a dead husband and worriers.
I hear the prayer of medicine man
I hear the thunder of the buffalo.
The laughter of the children at play.
Listen, I hear the silence of the hunter.
The love of a people with dignity, and deep seeded roots.
I feel the shame that God Almighty feels in His hear.
I feel the lose of something good.
A lost culture the white man could have learned much from,
How to love the land, the wind and the rain.
Everything had a meaning to the Indian,
From the drawings on his teepee and Wikkiup
To the names given their new born child,
Running Deer, Shinning Star and yes even Clay Pot.
Do you ever look at the mountains or the meadows
Letting your mind ponder over the way it was
Here on this land when it was young,
And in your mind see the painted pony running free.
To see an Indian village, fired lit for warmth,
For cooking, and watch the smoke swirl in the air.
See a young red skinned buck
With shining black hair, riding the wind.
I see the land as if I were one with mother nature herself.
I see a papoose on the back of a squaw,
Little head bobbing in sleep,
I feel a sharp tug at my heart,
An my soul cries from what was and never shall be again.

Ancestral Rock
by Chanel Earl
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Chanel Earl loves reading, writing, cooking, eating, parenting and the
color green.

Xochitl traveled light. She carried a backpack filled with water and
a jar of peanut butter. She tied her sandals to her pack and pulled
her black hair into a pony tail behind her. The sun warmed her dark
skin. Her pace was quick.
Xochitl always hiked alone. That way she could move her dusty
feet through the sand and dance the samba as she traversed the
narrow canyon, without receiving any
sideways glances. She could eat
peanut butter right out of the
jar. She could sing as loudly
as she wanted to.
Xochitl always sang
when she hiked. She
harmonized with her own
echo and listened to her
tune bounce of the red
walls that surrounded her.
She screeched and screamed,
and some-times filled the air with
only the sounds of her feet as they slid
through the sand, tapped the hot slickrock or splashed in the small
stream weaving its way through the canyon.
Today as she listened to her voice return, she thought she heard
another echo, a call from the end of the canyon, like a man singing
with her.
Xochitl continued to hike. She didn’t stop with the sun, and
as the moon rose she felt her way through the blackest canyon
shadows, hugging the rough cliffside. She then moved to the
ground and crawled to the edge of the wash on all fours, gathering
sticks and branches for her firewood.
The alcove made a comfortable campsite. Xochitl’s fire glowed
as she feasted on peanut but-ter and solitude. The red canyon walls
reflected the dancing fire and moonlight.

...she thought she
heard another echo,
a call from the end
of the canyon...
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Then Xochitl heard a sound, a soft chipping and scratching.
She followed the noise with her eyes until she saw its source: a
petroglyph which began to appear before her. The dark round spiral
was being carved into the rock face without hands. It expanded,
snaking around its center. Xochitl placed her hand on the rock face
and felt the shape take form.
She broke herself away from the canyon wall. Hola, she yelled
through the canyon, ¿Quién eres?
Her voice returned, but as it reached her she could hear
another. A ancient and foreign greeting reverberated through the
canyon.
Xochitl did not understand the voice, but she yelled again. She
sang again, and as she sang the two voices combined. They called
out to each other through the ages.
Xochitl dug her fingernail into the sandstone canvas and began
to scratch out an image of herself. She picked up a rock and chipped
away at the soft sandstone. As her portrait took shape, the dark red
spiral stopped its circular progression. A new figure emerged: the
figure of a hunter next to that of Xochitl.
She continued to carve figures into the cliff face. Each new
image was answered with an-other from the past. His sun sat next
to her moon. His sandal, her bare foot, his arrow, her backpack, the
outline of two pairs of hands. The cliffside was a museum of red
and orange, illuminated by firelight.
As the sun began to rise, Xochitl tired. And when, after she
completed her final figure, she called out adios, her echo returned
alone.

Our Troubled Evolution
by John Hicks

sine cera: What I Think
People Think About

18

John Hicks is 38, and lives in Murray.

I guess some experience the supernatural as something pleasing
and ordered with Enlightenment or Jesus at the center. In
non-conclusive ways perhaps I have experienced it that way.
Conclusively I’ve experienced clairvoyance in a negative way twice.
I am only reporting these two incidences which I cannot codify as
religious.
Once a neighbor two doors down
was yelling vulgarities out the
window. Without saying a
word I had this silent thought
about him, What a satanic
wretch. Then I immediately
heard him yell, “He thinks
I’m a satanic wretch.”
A year and a half later
in a more peaceful setting
I was sitting on my patio
in a large apartment complex
and neighbors were saying things
that nearly brought a conviction in
clairvoyance but nothing was conclusive, not until I thought that I
should show my friends that I’m not undisciplined by learning to
play the oboe well. I mused that this would be a sort of vengeance
for them ever doubting me. Then a woman across the complex
said, “His idea of vengeance is through becoming a virtuoso oboe
player.”
These were the only experiences that stand out in a fog of
thousands of strange occurrences. I know at least these two
incidences happened and that they weren’t delusional. I draw no
belief system from these facts but report them for whatever they are
worth. I may be daft but I’m not deaf.

...in a fog of
thousands of
strange
occurrences.

Communicating with an Alien
by John Boles

The alien
enveloped the
driftwood and
scratched...

sine cera: What I Think
People Think About

Early one morning last December, wrapped up against the weather,
I hiked down the trail from the cliffs overlooking the ocean by
Gleneden Beach. I took a deep breath taking in the salty air. When
I got down on the beach and headed north, there it was, right
in front of me. A creature. It was like
a surrealistic painting and was
half inside a hollowed gnarly
wooden stump. Its head had
a risen-from-the-dead look.
A pulsating orange, red
and white material or skin
covered the rest of it. Don
Ed Hardy’s “Teachers Pet”
sprang to mind. Suffice it
to say the creature wasn’t of
this world. I stood facing it
for a bit. The only sounds were
the whistle of the wind around
my jacket and the rain splattering on my
hood.
I grimaced a little, waved my hand, and said, “Hi.” Ocean water
rolled up and down the beach off to my left like the ticking of a
clock. I looked around and slowly picked up a piece of driftwood.
I paused, drew a line in the sand, then two more, three and finally
four (like this: | || ||| ||||). I laid the driftwood down and backed
up. The alien enveloped the driftwood and scratched five lines, then
six, seven and eight. Just as I had done, the creature laid the wood
down and moved back. I said with my best friendly smile, “That’s
progress.”
I looked behind the creature into the gray stormy sky of the
morning: just sea, sand and driftwood going north without end. I
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John Boles is retired. Coming from a technical field he is cultivating
his long neglected right-brain. A love of writing, reading, the visual
arts and hiking help.
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squinted for a moment or two and came up with my next move. I
smoothed out the sand and made two lines, then three, five, seven
and eleven before putting the wood down and backing up. The
creature came forward, erased my lines and moved away. I said,
“Hey, wait a minute, don’t you understand?” It kept going away
up the beach, getting smaller and smaller in the distance until it
disappeared in the mist.
The water was beginning to lap at my feet as I turned and
started walking down the beach. To say the least, it was unreal, that
feeling I had.

Looking Forward
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It’s silliness to celebrate traveling around the sun one more time. I
relish each occasion in spite of knowing I have nothing to do with
it, not in the beginning nor even now, I suspect. Luck or destiny is
keeping me on the ride, seventy times so far.
Retired and trying not to think about the economy, at least not
every day. I like to think that I am wiser than the young ones, who
seem to be almost everyone these days. Thank goodness.
Sunrises and sunsets are more beautiful and the autumns are
more gorgeous than they ever were. How could’ve I ignored them?
I look forward to the breath of Ullr. Dainty folks are ducking south
for everlasting warmth.
Time moves at a pace never experienced. Tomorrow is seconds
away. I spend it all the same. I never can save some for a rainy day.
In the end, my grandpa struggles for every breath. He works
with coal and refrigerant. Dad too. For me they are the salt of the
earth. My son and his sons are my joy.
This autumn, I hike high ridges where time meets beauty in a
union that lasts forever. Soon the snow flies to greet me.

21
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The Ticking of Time
by Deborah Young
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Deborah Young likes writing about other people, not herself. She
enjoys painting pictures through words.

The clock ticks. Time passes quickly. Each day goes fast. The clock
does not stop ticking. Days go by. I do things. I get things done.
While I get things done, not all things are done. Many things are
still not done.
I hunt. I hunt for time. I hunt for time to work. I hunt for time
to spend at home. I hunt for time to spend with my family. I hunt
for time to do other things. I hunt for
time to do the things I need to do.
I hunt for time to do the things
I want to do. I hunt for time
to do things that don’t need
to be done.
Do I have time? Do
I have time to work? Do
I have time to do things?
Will the ticking stop? Will
the days stop?

The clock’s tempo
is even and steady.
Tick, tock.
Tick, tock.

The clock ticks. The ticking
clock says, “Do not stop.” The ticking
clock says, “Go. Go. Go.” Life goes quickly. I like quick days. I like
my work. I like the things I do. I like life. I am happy.
I hunt. I hunt for the ticking clock. If the clock does not stop
ticking, I cannot stop. Something is driving me. I work. I work by
doing something. I keep doing something. Doing something drives
me. Seeing things done drives me, too.
Can I do it? Can I go, go, go? If I drop something, will time
stop? I hunt for another path. I hunt for time. Will I get time? Will I
find time?
The clock ticks. The clock’s tempo is even and steady. Tick,
tock. Tick, tock. Tick, tock. Yet, the speed has increased. Things are
going faster. Not just time, but many other things are going by too
quickly. I miss deadlines. I miss home. I miss family.

sine cera: What I Think
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I hunt. I hunt for calm. I hunt for solace. I hunt for things that
tell me that I am keeping up, keeping all the things going. I hunt for
signs that all is well. I hunt for time out.
Have my lists grown? Have I slowed? How am I going to find
more time? Can I slow time? Can I take back time for me? Will
time run out for me before I’m done?

My Fishing Trip
by Albert E. Smith
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Albert E. Smith loves wildlife, likes fishing, and likes life.

I like to go fishing. One day I went to Decker Lake in West Valley
City. I hooked two catfish, one trout, and one fish with very sharp
teeth.
I took the fish with sharp teeth to the bait shop. The bait shop
owner, an older gentleman who had fished in the Amazon, told me
that it was an Amazon Piranha. He was very shocked because it was
a warm water fish that more than likely shouldn’t survive in Utah’s
cold water. I couldn’t believe it either, so my wife took pictures of
me with the fish in front of the bait shop to capture the piranha’s
nine-inch flat gold-striped body and reddish-orange gills.
I took the fish to the Fox 13 TV station. They put me and my
fish on the 5 o’clock news and made it look like a movie.
It was a good catch. That piranha gave me five minutes of fame.

The “X”

It would mean
eternal peace for
all mankind.
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The basement lab was dreary and dank compared to the almost
pure white exterior of the Jones Physical Science building on
the campus of BMEU. Bowman Xavier University affectionately
nicknamed the “X” by the students there. Most of the buildings
were made of brick with large expanses of white plaster or light
shades of granite and marble. The campus shone in the sun, as
it was situated on the foothills high above the valley below. The
buildings could be seen for miles on a sunny spring day, standing
out against the new verdant foliage of the mountains behind.
Because of the spectacle provided
by the rest of the campus Dr.
Frank Noonan Young always
noticed the stark contrast
provided by his dingy labs.
They were cloistered in the
basement for secrecy. The
projects Dr. Young worked
on required absolute
silence be maintained.
He and his superiors both
knew the outside world would
never sanction or understand the
research he conducted. Heck, most of
the “regular” students on campus probably wouldn’t approve either.
But Frank N. Young knew the cosmic importance his work held.
The successful outcome of his experiments would be the salvation
of the world. It would mean eternal peace for all mankind.
Upon entering the lab he greeted Iosepha, his Samoan grad
student, and they got down to work.
The location of the campus was perfect for their purposes. Isolated
out in the western mountains, the campus was secluded enough to
avoid scrutiny by those so-called scientists of the snooty East Coast
colleges. Here he was free to do as he needed. Even the local culture
here was such that the townspeople dared never question any activity
on campus. They were told, and believed, that everything done there
was for the better good, no matter what they heard.
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by Hal Davis
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These factors coupled with the frequent severe thunderstorms
provided the ideal setting for their work. The power generated by
the storms was absolutely necessary until the new power projects
were completed in the valleys to the southwest. The locals had been
told the plants were being built to provide power to the growing
population and light industry. But Young knew that 98% of that
power was for his purposes and his alone. The public would never see
but a sliver of the power produced.
Young knew from the local weather reports that there was
a strong possibility of thunderstorms that evening, so they must
prepare quickly. He and Iosepha worked to prepare the lifeless body
on the gurney. They had a large number of artificial brains prepared
for this task. The brains were not as fragile as those provided humans
by nature and could be programmed to suit the needs of their
creators. Language, philosophy and
temperament could be determined
at will.
This body of a formerly
healthy football player was
but the next attempt to
remove the element of
chance from re-creation.
The large sports program
and the grueling workouts
given the athletes by coaches
kept Young and Iosepha well
supplied with subjects. Reanimation, the dream of science
for hundreds of years was fast becoming a
reality.
Young and his assistant worked quickly and surely making the
attachments from the new artificial brain to the nerves and blood
vessels of the inert form. They completed the tasks and turned to
prepare the electrodes and wait.
“Are we ready now, sir?” said Iosepha with an almost child like
glee?
“Yes we are, Iosepha. The storm will soon be here and I believe
this time we will succeed.”
“Oh, Good, Sir,” chimed Iosepha.
“I must go check the rods.” Young said and started the long climb
up the basement stairs and the four floors to the roof. He arrived a

They had a large
number of artificial
brains prepared
for the task.
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little winded but in good time at the top of the building. He checked
and double checked the lightning rods there, and satisfied all was in
place he looked at the sky surrounding him. Through the deepening
gloom he could see the sun dipping low on the horizon, beneath the
growing thunderheads on the lake below. The time was almost here.
Young hurried back to his lab and together he and Iosepha
prepared for the first strike of electricity. They checked the electrodes
again, just as the first strike of the storm started to charge the giant
capacitors. They watched as the needles on the gauges became alive
and then climbed to indicate the growing charge in the capacitor
banks. Strike after strike of lightning brought them to maximum
charge just at the height of the storm. Young threw the bank of
switches on the wall.
The electricity flashed brightly as the connections were made.
Young saw the body twitch and begin to stir. Young laughed and
cried at the same time then rushed to check on his work. Iosepha
opened the switch bank and joined his mentor by the gurney. Young
listened with his stethoscope for the heartbeat he knew was there.
“Bump… th-bump” the reanimated heart started slowly and
continued to grow stronger and faster. “Th-bump, th-bump, thbump,” The sound then the strength increased and Young knew he
had achieved his success. His superiors would laud him with praise
and adulation. He had done it!
He had reanimated dead tissue with an implanted programmable
brain. The next few weeks were spent in programming the new man.
Young named him Adam after the first Biblical man. Adam soon
learned to walk and talk. They even programmed him to speak an
obscure Mongolian dialect and he became wildly proficient. The
project was an overwhelming success. They had him questioned by
the greatest minds of faith and religion at the “X” and not once did he
answer incorrectly and even better he never ventured an opinion or
thought not his own. The superiors were well pleased.
Three months later the massive power project came on line and
the wires hummed from the obscure valley to the “X” campus. Young
and his new crop of grad students had all they could handle. They
reanimated bodies by the hundreds and in another month the first
500 were ready for the world. Outwardly they looked and acted like
“normal” humans, but beneath they were all the same right down to
the way they thought. They were perfect soldiers.
Young beamed as he opened the doors of the new labs they
called RTC, secretly the Reanimation Training Center. The 500 had
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been programmed to perfection in a score of different languages
but only one philosophy. Young watched as they marched out,
plane tickets in hand. Each dressed like the others in a dark blue
suit, white button down shirt, muted tie and sturdy dress shoes and
a black nametag. Each pulling an identical suitcase on wheels to the
yellow buses borrowed from the local school districts.
Young saw the mountain sun glint off the black plastic
nametags. He beamed, but to an outsider there was something eerie
and strange to this scene.
Each individual in this army had a different last name, but each
had the same first name emblazoned on their plastic tags.
“ELDER”

Salt Lake City Blues
by Gregor Gable
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Having a blue card in a Sea of Red
Remembering when Red, was,
Commies, Nikita Khrushchev pounding a shoe
peasants, tractor factories, state run government
KGB, fear and dissent was not vogue
Today it’s a Red state, controlled by the Mormons
A Larger Cult than I’ve ever seen,
history ancestor’s records and more
Brain wash, The cycle is stuck on High
Holding a blue card in a Sea of Red
How’s vote gonna matter, when the machine’s reprogrammed
But fight to and, Die if I must
I’m American, this I can trust
self expression is all I got
with a Blue card in a Sea of Red
Scare me, terrorize me, my own police,
Why go to the old of Russia, when here that it stays
I carrying my Blue card, waiting to be disfranchised,
but I will not leave
I got the Salt Lake City Blue’s in sea of Red
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Gregor Gable is a social justice indigenous rights activist, and the first
person arrested at Yucca Mountain (a proposed high level nuclear
waste dump). He worked with Corbin Harney, the Western Shoshone
spiritual leader, for over 22 years. Corbin passed over in July of 2007.

Acceptance
by Winnie Mae Walker
Winifred Mae Walker spent her childhood in Missouri, her teen years
in New Mexico where she attended Eastern New Mexico University
for two years, followed by a 13-year marriage here in Utah.

sine cera: What I Think
People Think About

30

Acceptance of people with differing views
is a goal we should strive for,
without a doubt.
But too often some people become quite confused
by the various leaders
who stand up and shout
“The way to the Lord is quite narrow and straight,
so unless you conform to the laws
as they stand,
you will not be allowed to enter the gate,
nor sing in the choir
or play in the band!”
Some people conform, while others rebel.
Still others use reason
to decide what is true.
For it makes no real sense
to be threatened with Hell
for simply believing in what’s right for YOU!
So let’s all fight for justice, compassion and love
by helping to free those
in narrow-minded prisons.
And perhaps when we go to our mansions above,
we will see things more clearly,
with insight and wisdom.

Natalie
by Dave Bastian
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Natalie lay awake, staring at the ceiling while Collins slept beside her.
He breathed in and out, snoring in soft exhalations that, for the first
few days, Natalie had found cute. Every once in a while, he mumbled
something in his sleep, maybe about his ex-girlfriend, maybe about
his fucking guitar. Natalie had no idea.
One week ago, Collins was a fantasy, a dream when she was bored
or lonely. She dreamt of Collins wrapping his arms around her, kissing
every inch of her body. Sometimes, she was convinced that this dream
would soon be a reality, that Collins would leave the shambles of a
relationship that had run its course, and return to her arms.
Other times she resented that even after a few nights together,
even after a frantic night of drunken sex and then a few weeks of
sneaking off to her place, he still stayed with a woman he no longer
loved. She imagined Collins in Fiona’s arms, kissing her body and
stroking her hair. At those times her thoughts turned to anger, then to
hurt, then back to anger again.
Collins remained a dream until he wasn’t. On a snowy night,
while the white piled up outside her window and buried her little VW
diesel, Collins knocked on her door. Fiona had kicked him out of
their place, the place that he helped pay for—his home—so he came
to hers. Her smile was wide and they showered each other with kisses,
stripping off clothing in a manic dance, then jumping into her bed
where they remained for a whole day. It was magic, it was wonderful,
it was bliss.
And then reality rushed back in.
There was work to be done, there was sleep that needed to be had,
there were friends to see and places to visit.
Natalie had lived alone for a few years, and then all at once a hairy
ski patroller was sharing her bed, her closet space, her bathroom sink
in the morning. Collins had only brought a few things with him, some
shoes, some shirts and pants, and his guitar in a beat up tweed case.
Still, those items lay in the corner in a disheveled pile that Natalie
began to refer to as “Mount Collins.”
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Dave Bastian is a woodworker, beer brewer and environmental
activist.
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Natalie rolled onto her back and looked up at the water stain
on the ceiling. She tried to see an image in the brown mark on the
stark white, as if it were some Rorschach test that could explain her
feelings to her but all she saw was a water stain. She had fixed the
roof herself, buying the tools from a hardware store in the Springs
and climbing onto the roof with the ladder her absentee landlord
kept in the shed. This was something Natalie was proud of, that she
had been able to tackle a problem herself without any help from her
ex-husband.
The day she fixed the roof she had climbed down, looked up at
what she had done, and felt a level of pride that was unmatched in
her life. Not her marriage, not getting her Master’s, not leaving her
husband, none of those things matched fixing that fucking roof, she
thought, as she lay in bed and looked at the last sign that there had
ever been a leak. She had left the stain as
a testament to her new skill, a skill
she wondered if Collins would
even appreciate or need.
Collins rolled over
and placed his arms
around her, pulling her
into his embrace without
even waking, his arms
surrounding her in a tight
grip. Had she pried him
from Fiona’s arms? Was she
responsible for him getting
kicked out of his place? Of course
she was, she thought. She had trekked
across the snow and knocked on his door that night, she had
kissed him while he played his guitar, she had pulled bottle after
bottle from the fridge, getting them both good and drunk. But he
had pulled her into bed, he had kept her there all night while they
fucked in a mad and wonderful frenzy as if it were their last day on
the planet and they were going out with a bang.
There was no one to blame for why Collins now laid beside her,
his crap in a small pile on her floor, his arms trapping her in bed
while she couldn’t sleep. And did she even mean blame? Wasn’t she
happy that Collins was beside her? Wasn’t she happy that the man
she had dreamed about, the first man she had been with since her
husband, was hers? Hers to kiss, hers to hug, hers to hurt.

She tried to see
an image... but
all she saw was a
water stain

sine cera: What I Think
People Think About

33

Actually, Natalie thought, the water stain did have a shape to
it, it looked like Maine. Maybe she should move to Maine, maybe
a small town on the coast where she could wrap herself in bad
weather, marry a fisherman and worry about him when the storms
blew in. She wondered if she would worry about Collins when the
avalanche danger was high and he was out throwing bombs and
avoiding the massive walls of ice that could snap trees like they
were twigs.
Collins began to mumble again and Natalie gently lifted his
arm from her and placed it at his side. In the morning they would
have to talk. Natalie wondered what she would say.

Ride, Ride, Ride
by Elvin Gage
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Elvin Gage likes to ride, hunt, fish and rodeo. He likes wildlife and
being in the mountains whenever he can. He likes school, too.

When I was a young man falling in love, I didn’t know what I was
doing. I knew all the girls, but I didn’t care. I just went to work.
Eventually, I met a girl, fell in love, and got married. We were
married for five years before she died. We had two children. My
daughter was three and my son was ten days old when she died.
My heart was broken, I never wanted
to love again, but I moved on
because I had two children to
raise.
I was still working and
riding in the rodeo to pay
my bills. I finally met a
woman in the rodeo. She
was a trick rider, someone
who did stunts on horses,
like ride at full gallop while
she’d slide to the right under
the horse’s belly then slide back on
to the saddle or jump over a Cadillac
while straddling two horses. We had a lot of good times together.
When she decided to end our relationship, I went to the bar
where she worked. I walked in the bar and she was singing, and
when she saw me she stopped. She told her band to play another
song and that song said, “If you don’t want me, baby, if you’re not
satisfied, all you have to do is get on your horse and ride, ride, ride.”
So I turned around and left.
After I found out that life was not sugar and spice and
everything nice (I’m talking about the girls), I started to chase
girlies again.

She was a trick
rider, someone
who did stunts on
horses...

Dream Girls
by Richard Scharine

I dream about Lynne in the early morning hours of New Year’s
Day. She looks something like she did a year ago, and something
like she did when we were first married—a sort of Tralfamadorian
construct. For the first time in a dream, I know she is dead. She
wants reassurance: “I want to be young,” she says. “Do you think I’m
young?” I go to her, but she doesn’t disappear as she has before. I lay
my head in her lap, and when I awake, I am crying.
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Richard Scharine is a professor emeritus for the University of Utah
Theatre Department and the director of People Productions, an
African-American themed theatre.

Lynne and I are walking from our apartment to the University where
we were students. It is a one of those hazy Midwestern days which
manage to both hot and oppressively humid. I can feel sweat gathering
in my armpits and at my waistband. She walks silently beside me.
We’re lost and what was a grassy field between us and the campus
has become one of those faceless small town American main streets,
dotted with closed businesses, faux counter-culture shops, and empty
lots where grass fights its way through cement. We walk for what
seems like hours, and I become more and more resentful of her
awareness that I’ve taken the wrong turn. Her right hand is in my left,
and I look down to see that I have a hammer in my right hand. The
street is empty. I turn suddenly and drive the hammer down on her
head, only to realize it is the eraser end of a No. 2 pencil. She takes no
notice and we continue walking. After a while she speaks: “I’m sorry I
haven’t been a very good conversationalist. I have such a headache.

***
I awake in the middle of the night lying on my back. Lynne sits
straddling me, leaning over me, with her long hair hanging on either
side of my face. “I will be with you always,” she says.
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***
Lynne—looking as she did before she cut her hair—and I are
moving into a different house. She tells me it is exactly like one
in which we’d lived before. When we get there, it is located at the
end of a rutted car path, just inside a field in a landscape as flat as
Iowa. It is early Spring, which comes later in the Midwest than it
does here. The floor space of the house is very small, and, most
amazing, marked only by a stone foundation. There is no ceiling, no
walls, no floors—just dirt inside the foundation. “I can’t believe we
lived a year in a house like this,” I say. She snorts: “A year! It was
three years.” I am excited: “Does it have a sunken living room?”
She says the living room has barely enough space to fit our table
in it. I have my arm around her, squeezing her tighter and tighter,
but something doesn’t make sense.
You can’t live in such a house,
and what’s more, the person I
am to share it with is dead.
I awaken, choking with
claustrophobia, and I have
to get up and walk around
my home until dawn.

...with glass walls
we are exposed on
virtually all sides.

***

Lynne and I are visiting
relatives in a strange city. The
room in which we stay is oddly
shaped, very much like a stage, but the setting is a high tower with
glass walls. She is beautiful, sometimes appearing 25 and other
times 40. We are to leave this day, and as we are getting up, she
looks at me in a way that indicates she wants me to stay in bed with
her. The problem is that with glass walls we are exposed on virtually
all sides. I try closing off the bed with stage flats, but every time
I move one in place we are visible from another angle. We laugh
because of the absurdity of the situation. “If we don’t find a way to
pull this one off, I might never have sex again,” I say.

***
Lynne and I are walking along a road on the edge of the Baltic.
Directly above us on the land side is a cliff, on which is perched a
house surrounded by pines swathed in parasitic mistletoe. I think
I see someone I know and climb up the cliff. There is no one there,
and when I look down toward the sea, I feel dizzy. Behind the
house I find a road parallel to the cliff side. I walk along that road,
looking between the trees for a path back down to the shore, and
feeling increasing anxious over how angry Lynne will be because I
abandoned her. Eventually I forget what direction the Baltic is.

***
I stagger out of my bed, but when I go out the front door I’m in the
yard of the farmhouse in which I was born. A woman is lying in the
grass. She appears to be Russian or Eastern European. My father,
one of my uncles, and a hired man stand around her. In the field
across the road to the north are hundreds of cars, and to the east of
them is a large tent, possibly used for Revivals or ethnic dancing. By
the time I reach the woman, the men have disappeared, and I can
barely stay on my feet because I am drifting back to sleep. Another
man is coming from the field, presumably to fetch her. I feel I ought
to ask her how she is, or if she is engaged in art or religion, but I
am so sleepy. When I look up again, I’m in a guest room bed in my
sister Marti’s house. Lynne enters naked from the bathroom, still
wet from having just taken a shower. I rise aroused, take her in my
arms and urge her back to bed. She protests. Over her shoulder I
can see the side of my uncle’s house though the window behind her.
A shiny 1947 Chevrolet is parked in the driveway, and a red-haired
woman is entering the door. I can’t see her face. It occurs to me that
you can’t see the past through a window, and that Lynne is dead.
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It is a cold night, but in bed as I press up to the middle of Lynne’s
back, the heat coming off it makes it hard for me to breathe. I turn
over on my right side, and am shocked by a naked Tanya Varenka
climbing in on the other side of the bed.
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***
Lynne and I are rehearsing a play. She’s not well, looking for the
first time in one of my dreams as she did shortly before she died.
She leaves rehearsal early, and Tanya Varenka, who is directing,
takes over the role. When I leave, I have to give my father (who
died 30 years ago) a lift home to the family farm, from which my
parents moved 40 years ago. The farm is at the top of a hill which
was leveled off when the road was paved in the 50s, but which
is now much steeper than it was before. My father decides to get
out at the bottom of the hill. I start up the hill, but have to go very
slowly because several people walking ahead of me won’t get out
of the road. Just as I almost reach the top, the engine kills and I
begin coasting backward. The car is not in gear and I can’t find the
brake. It hurtles backward at tremendous speed, and although I
don’t crash, I wind up at at a house far down the road that my son
Karl shares with his friends. My father (who died a year and a half
before he was born) has gone to visit him. I enter the kitchen and
hear voices in the living room. On the counter is a sand sculpture
of an Aztec pyramid, which I recognize immediately as a marriage
symbol. I go over to pick it up, but it begins to fall apart in my
hands. I’d like to repair it or protect it, but I don’t know how or who
to ask for help. Neither Lynne nor my father reappear, and I never
see Karl.

***
It is a late winter afternoon on a sidewalk below the Student Union.
The sun is low in the sky, and the red of the horizon accentuates
the rawness of the wind. Tanya Varenka is with me, and our mutual
passion is so obvious that onlookers must be aware of it. “Where
can we go?” she asks. “My office. No one will interrupt us there.”
We’re heading down the hill when I remember I have to stop by
the bookstore, and send her on ahead. Inside the bookstore I go
to knock the snow off my shoes and realize that my feet are bare. I
walk back toward the Union, but can’t find my shoes. For hours I
wander about the campus without any luck and become hopelessly
lost. When I accidentally stumble across the Departmental
building, it is dark and my office is locked. I stand outside, a puddle
of water forming around my bare feet.

***
I’m driving an 18-wheel tractor-trailer in my sleep. The road is
narrow and mountainous, and a driving snow storm makes for zero
visibility. But that doesn’t matter. As I’m asleep, my eyes are closed,
and as my feet are wound in sheets, I cannot effectively work the
pedals. Tanya Varenka is in the cab with me. I can hear the fear in
her voice: “Where are we going?” “I don’t know,” I tell her, and
through the sheet, my foot finds the accelerator and pushes it to the
floor.

I feel exposed,
but stand quietly
and wait.

***
I am trying to commit some sort of sex
crime with two women—more like bondage, trying to keep both
of them from leaving. But I can’t watch both of them at once, and
though I don’t want anyone to know what I’m doing, people keep
coming in. I suddenly realize I’d have to kill even to keep what is
happening momentarily secret, and I let both of them go and tell
everyone to call the police. No one does.

***
My son Karl is ten years old. We are sleeping in a scout tent at one
of the camping grounds up Little Cottonwood Canyon. Something
wakes me and I climb out of the tent and walk toward a faint glow
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Tanya Varenka and I are lying on our backs in a bed which sits on
an open hillside above “This is the
Place” park. It is the “Night of
the Shooting Stars” and the
Perseus Meteor Shower slices
through the sky above us.
I feel a chill and begin to
shiver. T.V. stares up at the
void. “The story of Perseus
and Medusa is a male
castration myth,” she says.
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***

I can see in a ravine lower in the valley. As I grow closer I can hear
a low conversational murmur with a jazz piano in the background.
Before me is an outdoor restaurant patio, whose only visible
customers are two women sitting facing one another in profile to
me. The piano is apparently inside. Above the restaurant is a full
moon, but the women are sitting far enough from the patio light
that their faces are in shadow. They look familiar, yet I can’t identify
them—even when I come quite near. They are preoccupied with
one another and pay no attention to me—though I am the subject
of their conversation. I feel exposed, but stand quietly and wait.
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***
It is a cold night, but in bed as I press up to the middle of Lynne’s
back, I feel colder still. I turn over on to my right side, and am
shocked to see Tanya Varenka, standing beside the bed in the fur
coat she was wearing when I first met her. She sits on the edge
of the bed and looks down at me. “I’m going to tell you why I’m
leaving you,” she says.

One Of My Lovers
(An Open-Form Poem)
by Cyndi Lloyd
Cyndi Lloyd is a DiverseCity Writing Series mentor for the Literacy
Action Center. She is pursuing a degree in English at SLCC, and is a
dog lover besides a book lover.

You entice me with your sweet, delicious smell –
I salivate like Pavlov’s dogs in a kennel,
totally seduced in intoxication.
From the first moment I tasted you as a child,
my desire for you remains untamed and wild.
Alas, ours has become a tottery affair.
You bewitch my endorphins,
always keeping me smitten
in transcendent pleasure.
You’re a calorie-rich, fatty confectionery,
adding weight I no longer desire to carry.
I must take caution of my blood sugar level.
Indeed, ours has been a long love affair,
but the doctor says for my own welfare –
despite my love of you –
I must tell you adieu.
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Your milky, chocolaty morsels melt in my mouth.
I feel your creamy smoothness, without doubt
along my teeth and gums.
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Chocolate chip cookie, how you make love to my taste buds.
Your crunchy edge and soft hub,
Indeed tantalize my tongue.

Sunday Dinner
by Larry Chaston
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When I was a teenager my father was working as well as going
to school, so time and money was tight. To help cut expenses, Mom
fixed meals at home, continually telling us, “Everything I cook is to
be eaten; nothing is to go to waste.” I don’t remember ever going to
a restaurant until I began dating in high school.
After church on Sundays Mom always fried a chicken, the
whole chicken including the giblets. It was pretty standard which
piece we each got. I was the oldest boy, got a half of breast. Mom
got half a breast. John, the youngest boy, got a wing or a thigh. Dad
was never fussy and had a leg and
back. My baby sister, Carolyn, got
a wing.
One Sunday when
Carolyn was about 4 years
old, she decided to ask for
my chicken leg. Mom gave
it to her, so I got stuck with
just a thigh. The following
Sunday Carolyn asked for
half of the breast. Keith was
very unhappy getting stuck
with a wing. This went on for
about four weeks and we were losing
out on the big pieces of chicken. We were growing boys. We knew
this had to stop! I came up with a plan and told Keith to follow my
lead.
At dinner the next Sunday Carolyn asked for my chicken leg. I
said “Okay, as long as I can have the neck.”
Keith responded “No, I want the neck.”
I replied “No I asked first and besides, it is the most tender
piece.”
We did this back and forth while our parents looked at us as if
we were crazy. Finally Carolyn said “I want the neck.” I replied
“Okay, but I get it next week.” My parents did not say anything,
but gave me the leg and thigh, Keith his half of breast, and Carolyn

“Okay, as long
as I can have the
neck.”
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got the neck. Carolyn was so happy to get it, even if it was hard
to get the meat out from between the bones, but she bragged how
tender and good it was.
This continued for several weeks. Carolyn always won the neck
and the rest of us had to eat the legs, thighs and breast. John was
smart enough not to get into the battle, and Mom and Dad just
smiled.
My sister is now in her 40s with three grown children and one
granddaughter. If they serve chicken necks in a restaurant she will
ask for them, but for some reason it always reminds her of her older
brothers, especially me.
The part I always remember, though, is that Mom and Dad
always gave Carolyn the neck, and Mom said “Everything I cook is
to be eaten; nothing is to go to waste.”

My Sister
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by Larry Chaston
“Honey I know you have the mid terms Friday, but I really want to
attend the women’s social at the church. Would you watch the kids
while you are studying?” Judy asked.
“Sure love, I can handle it,” I responded. With the ego of a
former marine, having survived combat in Vietnam, this would be
a piece of cake.
Besides, it is 1972 and I am 22 years old, finally legally an adult.
I can do anything.
Putting Rebecca our 9-month-old daughter to bed was easy
she was always happy and quiet after
she was fed. James our 3-yearold son was sitting next to me
slamming his teddy bear
against the wall trying to
pull its head off to see what
was inside of it. Ever since
he had gotten his glasses
the previous month he
investigated anything and
everything. Finally sitting
down, I continued studying for
my theoretical statistics midterm.
It was my senior year and I had to
graduate and get a good job.
James was doing well he had pulled an eye button off and was
fascinated by the threads sticking out of the bear’s head.
Becky began crying. This was critical. I needed help and knew
whom to get. Calling my sister Carolyn, I told her I needed help
and could she come over immediately. She jumped on her bicycle
and rode the one mile over to my trailer. She arrived in less than ten
minutes. The door was already open Carolyn entered looked at me
and asked, “What is the emergency?” Pointing to Rebecca on the
table, making Carolyn smile. My twelve-year-old sister had saved
me again. She changed Rebecca’s diaper and watched the kids until
Judy got home.

My
twelve-year-old
sister had saved me
again.

My Exciting Trip To Texas
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My sister (Teresa), her husband, and I had plans to fly to Texas on
March 19, 2008 to visit Teresa’s daughter. Teresa’s grandson was
being baptized. But, the day before we were going to leave, my dad,
Jerry Cox, died. I had been watching him die of emphysema for
over 10 years, but the last time I saw him was when he was dead in
his hospital bed. Since we already had our plane tickets, we went to
Texas. We were going to return to Salt Lake City for the funeral on
March 24th.
The day after we got to Texas, I got sick. I had to go to the
hospital and have an emergency operation. I would have died three
days after my dad had I not had the operation. I was not able to go
home with Teresa for the funeral since I was in the hospital.
I was sad that I had to miss my dad’s funeral. Some of my stay
was fun, though, because I saw my niece and her family. I got to see
her brother, Alan, who also came to see the baptism. Alan’s wife was
pregnant with a girl, and she and Alan told me that they were going
to give their daughter my middle name (Ann). I was very proud of
that. They sent me pictures of her after she was born.
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by Julie A. Liljenquist

My Brother’s Nice Dogs
by Kate Cushing
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Kate Cushing loves dogs and writing about all of her jobs.

My brother and his wife have two yellow Labradors: Bailee and
Zeke.
Their oldest dog, Bailee, likes to lie on people’s feet once they
sit down. She is like a heater; she warms up their feet. She lets them
pet her. She is a nice dog.
Bailee had yellow and black puppies a long time ago. From that
litter, my brother’s wife gave one of the puppies to her half-brother,
Paul. His puppy’s name was Scarlet. Scarlet liked to play Frisbee.
Paul threw the Frisbee to her and Scarlet would jump up to catch
it. Before Scarlet passed away, she had yellow puppies. My brother
took one of the puppies and named him Zeke.
Zeke is a big dog now. His height comes almost to my midthigh. Whenever my dad and I go to my brother’s house, Zeke
always jumps up on us. He also brings us his toy red soccer ball.
He drops it by our feet for us to kick so he can run and catch it. We
think he is excited to see us.
Whenever we play with Zeke, Bailee wants to play, too. Bailee
jumps on Zeke’s back when Zeke runs for the ball. Bailee barks but
does not run after the ball, because Bailee is older and can’t run as
fast.

Watershed
by Randy Eggert

...Miles was
always lookout for
the game on
account of
stagefright
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The winter of 1980 was a watershed for the Dik Creek schoolhouse,
because that was when they finally finished plumbing the building
and we no longer had to trek through the snow to the edge of the
schoolyard where the outhouses were. The schoolyard was bordered
by big cottonwoods and thorny bushes whose berries were too
bitter and sour for anybody to care to learn their name. The
outhouses were partially hidden by
the trees and bushes. They were
old weathered buildings with
grey wood that had once
been painted yellow; on the
doors were quarter moon
slits and signs indicating
which was for boys and
which for girls. Because
a few of us kept using
them during recess and the
handyman was tired of pouring
lime down the pits, he nailed the
doors shut that spring. He told us he
was going to demolish the buildings and fill in the pits, but he never
got around to it. We, the school’s boys, were glad because they were
part of our favorite recess game.
My cousin Miles was always lookout for the game on account
of stage-fright kept him from participating. His job was to make
sure none of the girls or the teacher came around while the rest
of us formed a line behind the girl’s outhouse. Each boy, as his
turn came, pulled out his penis and pissed as high as he could on
the wooden wall in front of him. You might think tall boys would
have an advantage in a game like this, and I suppose there was
some slight advantage there, but probably negligible. As short as
I was, I was the second best pisser in the school; I have always
had a remarkably strong pubococcygeus muscle. I began my piss,
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Randy Eggert has never competed in a pissing contest, but he really
likes the word pubococcygeus.
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clenched the muscle until the stream stopped, waited just long
enough for the pressure to build up, and then released the muscle
only slightly, keeping the opening small, and the piss shot out and
up, outdistancing the mark the other kids had made by a good foot
or more.
My mark usually held for the duration of the contest, until my
brother Paul’s turn came. Paul always got in line last. He took his
time unzipping his fly, even if Miles was giving the knife-acrossthe-throat sign to say the teacher was coming. Paul pulled out his
penis, which was as long and thin and fair as he was; held it upright,
head toward the sky; blew on it; and then pissed for five seconds,
during which time he pushed the stream ever higher until it just
surpassed mine. Then the stream stopped. He shook off his penis,
put it away, and disappeared behind the trees before the teacher
could reach us, reappearing moments later in the schoolyard while
the teacher scolded the rest of us. The teacher had it in her mind
that because Paul dressed properly and never cussed, he wouldn’t
have participated in the pissing contest.
“Mrs. Linas,” he said to her, “they weren’t urinating on the wall
again, were they?”
“Just go back to playing, Paul. I’ll take care of this.”
“You boys are disgusting,” Paul told us.

The Old Apple Tree
by Becky Wilson

...it was first base
of the front yard
baseball field.
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One of my favorite memories as a kid growing up is climbing trees
with my brothers and sisters. In the various places that we lived,
we had many opportunities to climb all kinds of trees; fruit, shade,
cottonwood, and many other.
My first climbing experience was when I was five years old
when we lived in Las Vegas. My older brother and sister could
climb the tree in the front yard, and
my younger brother was learning
to climb it too, so I knew I had
to keep up with my brothers
and sister, and climb the
tree. One day, I finally got
up to the lowest limb, then
looked down, got scared,
and started to cry. My
mom helped me get out of
the tree. That first climbing
experience didn’t stop me from
climbing; I practiced over and
over again till I could climb up and
down the tree.
We moved to Midvale, Utah the next year, and by that time I
was a much more experienced climber. The yard we lived in had
all sorts of trees for us to climb; pear, apple, apricot, plum, cherry,
and shade trees. My brothers and sisters and I spent many days and
years climbing the trees together.
My favorite tree was an old apple tree that was in the front yard
of the house that all of us finished growing up in when we moved to
Sandy. During our baseball games, it was first base of the front yard
baseball field. A peach tree was second base, a cluster of plum trees
was third, and home plate was in front of a pear tree. But, any other
time, that old apple tree was my haven to escape from my noisy
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nine brothers and sisters and just sit and watch life. From the tree,
I would watch the horses, sheep, and cows in the fields, observe the
chickens in the yard, and wave to conductors when trains would
roll down the railroad tracks.
Next to the old apple tree, I enjoyed sitting and reading under
the shade of our big cottonwood trees. I’d also sit under the trees
and just think as I watched them bend and flow with the breezes
of the wind. Their soft and gentle brushings with the leaves created
music to calm and relax me. The cottonwoods were so big that no
one that I know of ever climbed them (although not from lack of
trying).
Just like people and life, things get old; the old apple tree died
a few decades ago, many of the cottonwoods are gone as well. The
old Sandy house is torn down, soon to be turned into new homes
for strangers who never knew the old apple tree or me. But my
memories of being a kid, climbing the old apple tree, and sitting
under the cottonwoods still linger within me. When I get nostalgic
for cottonwoods, I go to Liberty or Sugar House Park to sit under
them and relax. But there will never be another old apple tree to
climb and sit in to watch the world go by.

Cherry Stones
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I try not to fixate on it. I try to hide it in the immense labyrinth
of fragmented memories, the bits and pieces, the scrapple, things
that have no meaning in the mystery of what you have become, of
how you operate, They just exist, like fractured dead leaves, just
taking up space and making things messy. Occasionally you will
find something of merit, like a flash of silver in the dirt, in the dead,
if you can reach through the decay and brush it off, it could be the
key, some sort of clandestine jewel that can answer so much. That’s
how I feel about it, a brisk day, a moment in late August, when I
was barely five years old. I was walking home from the park, upset
and alone, although I can’t quite remember what I was so upset
about.
There was a house at the end of my street that was frightening
and unkempt. It was old, blue paint cracked and peeled off in
layers, falling to the ground in small crisp sheets in the tall grass
and weeds. The front yard was an unexplored jungle of tangle and
brush. You could hide in there and stay lost for hours; sometimes
we did, as we hunted for grasshoppers and the elusive praying
mantis. The whole yard smelled musky sweet, the stench of decay,
and the permeating odor of weeds. I slowly walked past the home,
mesmerized by it, entranced by it. My tiny feet fell hard on overripe
cherries that fell from the looming tree above me. I looked up, a
vast canopy of green spread over my head. Cherries dotted it, like
rubies, like stars. I wanted to taste one. I looked for a branch that
was low enough to take one off of the tree. There was one branch
that was hanging low. It fell far into the yard, by the dilapidated
front porch.
I slowly and deliberately crept into the yard, toward the branch
that contained my prize. My heart was racing so hard, I could
almost hear it. Nobody knew much about the family who inhabited
the home. We knew it was a couple. I couldn’t tell you how old,
as when you’re this age, everyone over ten seemed like a giant.
We knew they had a son, a child our age. He never came outside;
sometimes we would see him peering out the window as we played.
He attended our school, one grade above my sister. He always kept
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to himself. Of course the rumors flew about this situation. It was never
anything that I understood, stories of drugs, abuse, the kinds of evils
I had never been exposed to, the kind of vocabulary that I had never
heard.
I approached the branch. It was still too high. In order to take
anything off of it, I would have to walk up to the top stair of the porch
steps. As my feet hit each stair, they protested with a loud creek.
When I reached the top, I stretched my hand out to grab the cherries.
They were still slightly out of my reach. I fixated so intently on the
task at hand that I didn’t notice when the door swung open, when
the bedraggled lilt boy stepped out on to the porch. When he hit a
particular spot on the porch that let out a loud protesting groan, I
turned. My heard raced. I didn’t know what to say. He was much taller
than me, and rail thin. His eyes were sunken back into deep sockets
in his head. Although he was dirty, I paid
no mind, as every child tends to be
dirty in the throes of summer.
“What are you doing?”
The boy said harshly.
“I just wanted to get
some cherries.” I said.
“You can’t eat those.”
He said. I turned to go. “Hey
kid, come here.” He ordered.
I had no choice but to do
what he said. He was much
larger than I. I stood in front of
him. He reached up and effortlessly
pulled about four cherries off the tree. “Hold
out your hand.” He said. I obeyed. The boy cracked open a cherry. The
red juice dripped into my hand, trailed down my arm. He removed
the stone from the center and placed the cherry in my hand. Writhing
in the center was a small green worm. I instinctually dropped it to the
ground. He proceeded to rip open the next cherry, it was the same, a
small green worm wiggled through the center. “They’re all like that.”
He said, “I used to sit up there for hours and try and find one good
one. I’ve never been able to.” He stepped closer to me. “You can come
inside if you want. There are cherries in the sink, good ones.” I felt
nervous and must have looked it as well. “Don’t worry,” the boy said,
“My parents aren’t home.” I didn’t feel right about it. I shook my head
and left.

“You can’t eat
those.”
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The summer continued as usual, drawing to a close. About a
week later we were all in awe as we saw about six rescue vehicles
outside the home, the one with the mysterious jungle yard. All of
the children ran to see what was happening. My mother ran over.
She pulled both my sister and I inside. She would speak about
what had happened, she only responded with anger. It was soon
forgotten. Soon the moving trucks came, then the yard was cleaned
up, the home received a fresh coat of paint, it took away everything
distinct about it, it made it like a normal house. Finally they
chopped the tree down, the sad infected cherry tree, brimming with
cherries that nobody could eat. Things went on as they always had.
It wasn’t until I was a few years older that I saw the home
again, the way it had looked before. I was not watching the news
insomuch as looking through it as I did other things. When I saw
the home I stopped, I focused in on what they were saying, stock
footage of police officers dragging out a man in handcuffs. They
spoke of how he had died in jail, a victim of a lashing by another
inmate. Then his picture flashed across the screen, the boy who
had shown me the cherries, how they were rotten inside, inedible. I
listened to how he had died, how his own father had killed him in a
drug induced fit of rage.

Butterfly Messengers
by Tiffany Carver
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Tiffany Carver likes to read in front of people. She also likes to write
stories for anybody who likes to read them.

When I was ten years old, I started liking butterflies because my
class had their pictures taken with real butterflies. I have a picture
of me with the butterfly on my hand. It was a monarch butterfly. It
felt like a friend to me.
I wrote a poem about butterfly kisses, for my dad’s graveside
service. After I left my dad’s grave, several people saw a butterfly
land on the flowers on my dad’s casket. It was a Monarch. I wish
I could have seen it. It would fly up, circle, and come back to the
casket. I think it was my dad’s spirit saying, “I’m free!”

Reading and Writing
by Paul Rosser
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I could not read or write ‘til I got a tutor. I work with my tutor three
times a week plus I go to a Salt Lake Community College writing
class.
I can now write. I wrote a story, and I read it in front of a lot of
people. I wrote a speech and gave the speech at the library.
I have read sixteen books since March. The most interesting
books were about Bruce Lee, Pearl Harbor, and airplanes of World
War II.
In the summer, I went to a lot of fairs to read signs. My favorite
fair was the Utah State Fair. It was fun to read signs, see the
animals, and see a race car.
I wrote a letter to my landlord about my rent. I wrote two thank
you notes. It was exciting because I’ve never done that before.
I’m kind of getting good at math, but I’ve got to learn more. I
am learning take away and addition. I just finished a math book
and a math packet.
I want to learn how to fill out orders and read menus,
newspapers, and the Bible. I’m going to keep coming to classes ‘til
I’m 100 years old.
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by Joyce Lutrell
Many years ago, in a land of mystic charm, lived a tiny elf by
the name of Lordom. Not many of the town people ever did see
Lordom, but he was there. Always full of mischief.
Now the townspeople were the sweetest lot of dwarfs in the
country side. They worked hard in their fields to see that the crops
would be ready for harvest when the time came. Their little women
made ready for the gathering of the wool to make the clothing for
themselves and the children. The village was just a beautiful place
to live and everyone was so happy there. Morlee was the town
mayor. His wife Tessy was the head of the local ladies club. Morlee
and Tessy had two little children, Boli and Mina. Mina was tiny but
had a habit of disappearing and Tessy knew where to find her. Mina
liked to go to the meadow and play with the tiny elf mice. Seewee
was the leader of the elf mice and he liked Mina because Mina
always brought Seewee something to good to eat. There, Lordom
was lurking around to see what was going on. Such a little mischief
was he.
The day was just right and Morlee had business to take care of.
Tessy doing the wash and cleaning, Boli and Mina were playing out
in the sunshine. Boli asked Papa, “Can I go to work with you today
Papa?” Papa was so proud of his little boy, how could he say no?
Papa said, “Boli, you can come with me to work and you can
help me with some important things I have to do. Would you like
that?”
Boli was so excited, he yelled, “Goodbye Mama, I’m going to
help Papa today with some very important things, bye!” Mama
kissed her little boy and sent him on his way.
Mina was in the front yard playing in the flower bed, and there
was Seewee. Seewee asked Mina to come to the meadow and play.
Mina said, “Not today Seewee, Mama needs me here today because
Boli went with papa to work and Mama would be all alone, but I
will come tomorrow. Will that be all right with you?”
Seewee answered, “That will be just fine and we can have things
fun to do. Will you bring some goodies to munch on?”
Mina answered, “Yes because Mama’s making her special rolls

today and I know how much you like them.” You could almost see
Seewee’s mouth water. Seewee said goodbye to Mina and went on
his way back home to the meadow.
Lordom was hiding in the bushes and heard everything. What
could he be thinking about now, what kind of mischief could he be
up to?
Mina heard the pony cart and knew that Papa was home, and
Papa always had time for her in the evening. That was Mina’s time
with Papa. He would tell her stories and play on the floor together.
This night papa told the story of “The Magic flute and the Fairy
Elves.” Papa told the children to settle down that he would tell them
the greatest story they ever heard. Mama said she made a treat
that would make them happy. This is the story that papa told the
children.

So many eons ago in the land
of the Sudalie deep in the
Shire, lived the Fairy Elves.
Zirro was the king of the
elves. He was kind and
very generous. All of the
life he would live he wanted
so much to be a good king
and see to it that Elves were
always happy and wanted for
nothing. The Elves loved Zirro and
would do anything for him. Zirro and would do anything for him.
Zirro was a very young Elf.

“So many eons
ago in the land of
the Sudalie deep...”

***
Papa stopped to tell the children that Elves lived to be three and
four hundred eons old. “Now that’s very old. We Dwarfs only live to
be nearly one or two eons old, so you see, that is why we work hard,
play hard, and try to live happy all the time.” Then Papa went on
with his story. “Zirro was only eighty three eons old so he was still
a boy...”
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***
He met a very lovely girl Elf. Her name was Pirrona. Zirro and
Pirrona became very good friends and were always together. They
played as we do and told stories too, and she was always by his side.
In the land of Sudalie was a forbidden area that the Fairies were
not to go near. It had magical powers that caused the Fairies to
wither and grow old way before their time. There was also another
Fairy that was full of mischief and his name was Lordom the master
wizard of Sudalie. The magical powers of Sudalie worded a different
magic on Lordom. He would live many, many eons and become a
little imp, always causing trouble.
One bright sunny day, Zirro and Pirrona were walking in the
woods and sharing their thoughts, Pirrona asked Zirro to show her
the land that was forbidden. Zirro told the story and why it was
forbidden. Pirrona asked him to show her where it was and how
to get there. Zirro didn’t want to tell her, but she promised that she
wouldn’t go there, she only wanted to know where it was. Zirro
took her to the edge of the woods and told her it was just beyond
the meadow, but never was she to go there. Pirrona again promised.
Weeks passed and all was well. One day Zirro asked Pirrona if
she would walk in the woods with him, Pirrona thought that would
be lovely, they walked and they talked and ran through the woods
and they were having such a good time, but then Pirrona stopped
and she said to Zirro, “Did you hear that?”
Zirro turned to her saying, “I heard nothing!”
“Listen,” said she. “There it is again.”
Zirro listened and still he heard nothing. Pirrona started to
walk toward the sound, but it led her to the meadow.
“Come with me, let’s go back to the Shire.” Pirrona didn’t want
to, but finally she realized that Zirro was right. Zirro took her by
the hand and led her back.
On the way back to the Shire, Pirrona could still hear the sound
that was haunting her, she could not forget it. When she retired
for the night, Pirrona could not get the sound out of her head.
She thought about it, but finally she fell to sleep. The next day was
rather misty but still a pretty day.
Pirrona and her very good friend Elfina walked through the
Shire, sharing secrets one with another. Pirrona told Elfina how
much she liked Zirro, and they talked of many things. She told
Elfina of the walks they took and the stories they shared. Pirrona
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told Elfina of the walks they took and the stories they shared.
Pirrona told Elfina of the strange sound that she had heard and
how haunting the sound was. Pirrona told Elfina that she felt
like running across the meadow and how Zirro stopped her, and
brought her home to the Shire. Then she told Elfina that she would
like to go back there someday and hear that haunting sound again,
for it was so beautiful.
Many Elfin weeks passed and spring was in the air again. Zirro
loved Pirrona very much now and Pirrona loved him also. There
were many festivities planed. Parties everywhere Zirro and Pirrona
were going to have and Elfin wedding. Bright lights were shining all
over the Shire, Even the Elf Mice were invited. There were special
meats and food cooked to celebrate. Cakes, cookies and Elfin Ice
cream, and the decorations were just wonderful. Everything in the
Shire just sparkled, so did Pirrona, this was the happiest day of her
life. Zirro was beaming as he looked on his beautiful Elfin Queen.
Zirro ruled the land well. Soon there were twin Elfin babies
born in the Shire. Two tiny Elves, Minet and Mordem.
Zirro and Pirrona were so proud of their tiny twins. One day
many weeks later, Pirrona and Elfina walked to the woods, they
were talking and laughing, Pirrona stopped and said “Elfina, do you
hear that?” Elfina listened but said she heard nothing, Pirrona said,
“You must hear it, listen.”
Elfina listened, but said “Pirrona, I hear nothing.”
Pirrona ran and found herself in the meadow, Elfina called to
her saying “Come back, you must come back.” Pirrona disappeared
in the thicket across the meadow, there was nothing Elfina could
do. Frightened half to death, Elfina took up the babies and ran for
home to tell Zirro what had happened.
Lordom lived in the forbidden area of Sudalie, and the little
imp was up to no good once again. I was he that made the sound
that Pirrona heard. Lordom could lure one or may with the sound
he made. Elfina made her way back to the Elfin Castle were Zirro
waited for Pirrona to return. Elfina came running to him crying so,
that Zirro could not understand her. Zirro called for Rainus, the
twins Nanny to come take the babies and care for the tm telling her
the story that Elfina told him.
Rainus told him the Story of Lordom and what a mischievous
rascal he was but why did he pick on Pirrona, what did he want
with her. She couldn’t stay there, she would wither and grow old
very fast. The babies were for their mommy. Zirro would just die

without his Pirrona. He had to do something and he had to do it
fast, but what could he do? Now Rainus took Mordem and Minet
crying to their room. What to do?
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***
At this time Morlee stopped telling the story and asked Tessy if it
was time for munchies yet. Tessy grimed because she knew that
Morlee was at the most exciting part of the story. The children
looked at their papa and both of the just yelled, “Papa! Not now.”
Morlee looked at them and said “Don’t you want some of
mom’s munchies’?”
“But Papa we always have munchies’ after the story, you know
that.”
Morlee laughed and said “Well, all
right, where was I, let me see. I
believe the babies were crying,
ah! Yes.”

...a former Queen
of the Elves was
given a Magic flute

***

Zirro was in a dither. He
had to get his Pirrona back
before it was too late. Zirro
was so upset he couldn’t
think. So he called for the
wizard of the Elves to come as
soon as possible. Utameus the wizard
came at the wish of the King, Zirro told Utameus the story that
Elfina had told and Utameus listened very closely to what Zirro had
to tell him. Zirro asked the wizard if he knew what to do. Utameus
thought and thought, all of a sudden he said, “My King I think I
know just what to do. Let us sit here and I will tell you of my plan.”
Many eons ago a former Queen of the Elves was given a Magic
flute and was told that it could only be used for good, but if it were
used for evil the magic spell would be taken from it for six hundred
eons. Zirro asked how long it had been and would the evil spell be
taken from the magic flute now? Could it be used for good again
now? The wizard told Zirro he wasn’t sure how long it had been,
but he would look into the old records and find out. Zirro asked if

...I play the flute,
may I help?
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it would take long, for they didn’t have much time. Utameus told
Zirro that if the flute had its good magic powers back it would even
cure all the little elves that were so mischievous, they would be
good elves again.
Now nobody thought of the Lordom as being the impish elf, or
that he was causing all the trouble. Zirro asked Utameus to hurry
and go through the records as soon as he could. Utameus left a very
worried Zirro, for he had much work to do and very little time to
do it in.
Zirro now went to the babies and told them their mommy
would soon be home, and every one would be so happy again, and
all the sadness would go away. They would even have a great party
for all the Shire when mommy comes home. The babies laughed
and giggled so it even made Zirro smile for the first time since
Pirrona disappeared. Now once again,
why did Lordom want Pirrona?
That was on many minds in
the Shire. Well it seems that
Lordom was put under a
spell by the evil Queen
because Lordom was a very
handsome young elf and
she needed a King. Lordom
didn’t like the ugly old
Queen and so she banished
him to the forbidden area.
Now Lordom wanted Pirrona
because of her sweetness and he
beauty. Could Utameus find the records and
figure out the years in time? It was going to be a race. No, where is
the flute? Do you know?
The next day Utameus came running. “My King, my King, I
have it, I found the answer. I also found the flute. The records say
the flute is over six hundred eons and that we have to go to the edge
of the great woods and play the flute, I even found the music that
we must play. My King, do you play the flute?”
Zirro answered him saying, “No I don’t,” the wizard said
“Neither do I.”
Zirro said, “Pirrona plays the flute, but now what are we to do?”
About the time the nanny came from the children’s room
saying, “Zirro, my King I play the flute, may I help?”
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“Yes by all means, yes. You will be well rewarded.”
The nanny took the music and played a very haunting melody.
They hurried to the great woods and stood at the edge as Rainus
played the beautiful, but haunting tune. Was it to late, would
Pirrona ever be seen again, would Zirro ever have his Pirrona home
again? Rainus played and played. Then someone said, “What is that,
do you see what I see. I think I see....
“Yes it’s Pirrona, she is coming across the meadow.” Oh! How
everyone cheered and clapped to see Pirrona, Zirro ran to meet her.
He was so happy to have his Pirrona back. Everyone went back to
the Shire, there was big celebration with dancing and lots of good
things to eat, music and all were so happy. Pirrona was home. And
the babies had their mommy once again.
Now you ask what happened to Lordom? Well the Shire let him
come back and live out his days being a good elf and too was happy
once again.
Zirro asked the wizard if he could have the magic flute. The
wizard gladly gave it to the King. Zirro had the flute dipped in gold
and placed under glass for all to see. It remains there today in the
old castle in the Shire. What a wonderful story.

***
Morlee asked the children if they liked that story, when Morlee
looked at the Boli, Morlee said mama Boli is asleep. Morlee looked
at Mina and her little cheeks were damp with tears, Mina told Papa
that was the most beautiful story he ever told. Boli woke up and
asked if they could have their treat now. Mama fixed everyone a
treat and then it was time for bed, the children said their prayers
and good nights, and as Mama and Papa were leaving the room,
Boli sat up in bed and said, “But Papa, what happened to Lordom.”
Papa gave a big sigh and said, “Good night Boli.”

The Dead, and the Blind
by Misty Evans

Why were
we hanging
around a large
mammal artificial
insemination
clinic?
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I couldn’t have been happier to have chosen the mortuary. The
random phone book game rarely failed Danielle, my best friend,
or I in the past. I knew it was going to be better than the lumber
yard, the toilet bowl showroom, or the plastic surgery office that
specialized in tightening and improving
the aesthetic appearance of
supposedly sub par vaginas.
I closed my eyes, opened
the phone book and jabbed
my un-kept, paint chipped
finger down into a random
mound of pages. We
hadn’t done it for a long
while, but I imagined it
would play out the same as
it used to, selecting a place
and spending the rest of the day
hanging out, lying about why we
were there answering questions about
our supposed interest in whatever endeavor. Why were we hanging
around the large mammal artificial insemination clinic? Because we
wanted to make a living raping cows, horses, hippos, etc! Why were
we mulling around the Buddhist temple? We wanted to become
monks! Would that require a sex change? Why are monk’s always
men? Why do they shave their heads? Why was Buddha fat, as a
deity didn’t he know obesity causes health problems? Today held
the possibility for endless fun, if I could stop thinking about the
shitty news I’d just received.
I was scared, why shouldn’t I be scared? My life was a bloody
fucking mess! I held my breath as my therapist instructed to slow
my breathing, which would apparently force my heart to slow down
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and relieve me of the pressing anxiety, my “little heart attacks”.
Breathe in, breathe out. I was internally screaming to stop freaking
out and go have fun. “Danielle!” I smiled to her, “looks like we are
going here”; I tilted the book in her direction.
I held my finger in place just in case she didn’t believe that’s
where it landed.
“The Mortuary for what?” she asked, with her signature look
spreading across her face, head cocked, eyebrows furrowed, slight
grin. It was both flirty, and devilish. It’s the way I always picture her
in my head.
Shrugging, “I don’t know. We can make something up on the
way”
“Okay”, she nodded, “that works”.
“Indeed. Let’s go.”
I hopped up from the coffee table I had been sitting on, and
stood looming over her waiting impatiently. She stretched like a cat
and took in a deep breath before pulling herself up from the chair
she’d been lounging across.
I ripped out the page with the mortuary ad, stuffing it in my
back pocket and we headed for the door. Both of us stopped in
front the mirror next to the front door like ferrets that had just
seen something shiny for the first time. We were best friends, closer
than sisters, but in the mirror we didn’t appear to have much in
common. She was distinctively Asian, five solid inches shorter than
me, a little brown skinned, petite beauty. Pin straight hair, and black
square glasses. She always dressed conservatively in a black button
down and fitted jeans. I was the opposite, tall-ish, with light olive
skin, long tousled messy hair, and annoying hour-glass-ish shape
that I inherited from my Persian grandmother. I started to pull my
hair up, yet another thing I need to work on in my life. Danielle
rolled her eyes, grabbed my arm and pulled me away from the
mirror “leave it” she said, and shoved me out the door. I was going
to miss her bossy demeanor, but then again with my life in total
shambles I wouldn’t have time to. I slammed my car door shut and
took another deep breathe before shoving my key into the ignition,
racking its mechanical cervix hard enough to create a thunderous
protest from the engine as it roared to life.
The drive was short so we had to figure out our plan of action
quickly.
“So, what are we going to tell them?” she asked
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“I don’t know? That we are college students researching the
economic viability of cremation vs. burial?” I said as though I’d
never rehearsed it, but the idea had been in creation since we left.
She laughed, “Nice, I like it!”
“I knew you would” I sighed.
“You okay?” she asked with genuine concern. I didn’t feel like
talking about it, I felt like dying.
“Yeah, of course… I’m excited for this.” I smiled to her.
“Yeah… and I want to see them cremate a body”. She said with
that face again.
I wrinkled my nose, “Who doesn’t?” I said with obvious
sarcasm. We turned the corner and found the address. “Looks like
we’re here” I mumbled.
We parked in front of a large white building. It was windowless,
and the grass surrounding the place was dead and yellow. Danielle
and I wrinkled our noses to each other. The sun that beat down on
the white brick was inappropriate. This wasn’t a place for sunshine,
there should have been a looming tornado, or hail raining down.
I peered apprehensively out of the rolled up window, “This place
looks like a fucking asylum”
Danielle was wide eyed and child-like, “Creepy! People throw
dead parties here?”
“Huh? Dead parties? What the fuck is that? Is that what you
call a viewing?”
“I don’t know. A f-u-n-e-r-a-l” she said in her lazy voice.
“Psh. Insensitive!” I scoffed, while smiling, “let’s go see if the
inside is creepy”.
We stepped out and I half expected to smell death but there was
nothing out of the ordinary, no rotting flesh, no formaldehyde, no
indication that anyone had died around here, ever. Humpf.
I turned towards Danielle, rolling my eyes up into my head
trying to appear dead, “They want you to think it’s an asylum to
throw people off during the zombie wars”
“What!?” Danielle looked at me furrowing her brows, hands on
hips, “what are you talking about!” she demanded.
“You look really Asian when you do that. It makes me want to
hire you as a house maid or something”
“Yeah? Why would I clean your house? We both know it would
be destroyed when you finally crashed a plane into it…terrorist”
I scowled at her yet again, and started forward.
We walked up a winding sidewalk to the eyesore in front of us.
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Fumes rising from the suddenly visible, massive piles of dog shit all
over the dead grass had started tickling my gag reflex. I grabbed her
arm and made her pick up the pace to get inside.
As came upon two huge glass entrance doors a giant man in a
paper-bag colored thrift- store suit swung open the door closest to
Danielle almost hitting her shoulder.
“Whoa Lurch!” She snapped hopping backwards out of the way.
I shot her a serious glance that translated, “be nice I want to see this!”
She huffed, which meant that she agreed, but was unhappy about it.
“Lurch” held the door open for us as we walked in. He followed behind
us closely gesturing towards a hall marked with a sign that read, “Ted”
something or other.
“Who’s Ted?” I asked Danielle as if she would magically know.
She shrugged and rolled her eyes. Weeps and hollers were coming
from Ted’s direction. Low mumbles, and
nose blowing could be heard behind
the soggy sobs. I imagined
fat women. Loud sobbing
reminded me of a fat woman
with a tight perm. These
big, female-like Richard
Simmons’ wore purple
animal print t-shirts in my
mind.
“Whales?” Danielle asked
clearly deciphering my troubled
expression.
The whales in that room were
crying hard enough to un-beach themselves,
I didn’t want to be near them when the tide rolled out, and I certainly
had no intentions of putting myself in the same room to join them in
their mourning for their beloved Ted. I turned my attentions back to
Lurch.
“We’re not here for the funeral, I’m afraid,” I told the man while
consciously improving my posture, trying my hardest to appear like I
knew what I was doing.
“Oh I’m sorry” replied the gentleman, in the moth buffet jacket,
“what can I assist you with then? There are no other…events for today”
Events? He said it like it was a theme party. Funerals are theme parties,
and the theme is death. It was a nice euphemism, like calling a cow
“beef ” and pig “pork”, the words that make a corpse easier to swallow.

“We’re not here
for the funeral, I’m
afraid.”
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He waited for our reply trying to look patient while he glanced
at the clock behind us. I cleared my throat, and began lying.
“We’re both economic majors up at the university” I was so
good at this, “and we’re doing a research project for our internship
on the cost of death. We’d like to know everything about cremation
and burial. Cost, procedure, we need to know it all”
The only movement for a solid minute or so was in his fingers.
He stood there expressionless, and almost motionless, rubbing the
fabric of his jacket between his thumb, pointer, and middle finger.
The fabric on this suit on his right side was worn almost all the way
through. We stood there watching him, waiting for him to come
back to life. Finally he began shaking his head enthusiastically, like
a jack in the box that could not stop wavering, and then yelled
“Fantastic!” The sudden action startled us. I was thinking, this
guy is really happy considering his line of work. I liked that in a
man. When life hands you lemons, be creepy, and work with people
incapable of judging you.
His head stopped moving and he gestured to the clock,” how
long do you have?”
“How long? The rest of our lives,” I replied and he laughed. I
could tell he would appreciate all of the really lame jokes I would
dish out for the remainder of the time spent with him, “but really
we have a few hours” I corrected myself.
Danielle stood silently her eyes darting all over the place taking
everything in. I watched her, and watched Lurch.
“Ok, well follow me ladies”, and he turned walking very quickly
down a casino style carpeted hallway that led away from “Ted”. I
glanced at Danielle who had the biggest god damn smile pasted on
her face.
“Come on” I said, and we ran to catch up with our guide.
At the end of the hallway we stopped at a locked door. Lurch
fumbled with his keys with one hand, while molesting his suit
jacket with the other. The lock clicked and the door slowly fell
open. He gestured us inside and we apprehensively stepped into a
small white room. The walls of the room were mostly empty except
for one which was lined with shelves of decorative urns that had
been carefully placed dressing that particular wall in ominous
extravagance. In death, you can BE that expensive vase you could
never afford in life. There appeared to be a large fireplace in the
center of the room. Lurch stepped forward and stood in front of the
fireplace thing.
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“First things first” he began, directing our attention to what
looked like a fireplace that took up more than half of the room. The
walls of the fireplace were made of glass on all sides, so you could
look right in to watch what was going on inside.
“This is our cremation facility” he began, “cremation is usually
about five-thousand dollars cheaper than burial, so while some
people don’t like the idea of burning their loved ones, they choose
this option anyways because of the price”
“Hmm” I muttered, watching the glass incinerator.
“Why is it cheaper?” Danielle asked fully enamored by the
machine. She was tiny in comparison, staring up at it with her
mouth agape.
“Well,” he began, “essentially when you buy a burial plot and
do it the traditional way you are paying for embalming, a viewing,
and a plot, which is pretty much like purchasing a piece of land
for life. When you cremate you cut all of that out; the body comes
here from the coroner office and we put it in through here”, and
he gestured to a metal slab with wheels that was clearly used for
loading a person’s body into the thing. I couldn’t stop thinking that
people piss and shit themselves when they die, and that slab had
touched like a million dead people covered in filth. I wanted to ask
if they washed the bodies or the thing ever, but decided against it
worried he would think I was being rude. Lurch crossed in front of
us to point to a sliding door on the fireplace.
He continued our lesson, “The body is put in a cheap wooden
casket and then put in here. It fires up to about 5,000 degrees and
then this button” he motioned over a green button behind him
on the wall, “loads the body in and activates the machine. It’s very
animated.”
“And it just burns everything leaving ash?” I asked.
“Well, usually there is some bone left, but we break it up to fit it
into the urn”
“Argh”, I made a face to Danielle who had hers all scrunched up
too.
“Who pays for it?” I asked
“Well the family does”
And suddenly I felt a little weird. Families would have to deal
with all of that when they’d just lost someone? Hardly seems fair,
and what do poor people do?
“That’s sad” was all I could say. The thought stayed in the head
the rest of the day.
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He proceeded to show us around the grounds, the vaults, the
burial plots. All which were really cool, some that were creepier than
others, and all the while I kept thinking about how fucking ridiculous
our system is. We die, and we have to pay some jackass to light our
bodies on fire? My troubles, while a big deal to me were starting to
seem dim in comparison. I mean, I had just been laid off. I was going
to be broke, and it was going to affect my resume, my school schedule
and essentially every area of my life. I’d worked incredibly hard to get
into the company, I didn’t have anything else going for me right now
and I felt as though I was completely failing at life. What is life about if
not success and money? Sigh. I looked at Danielle and watched Lurch
talk. She was leaving soon back to Seattle, and while it had been two
years since she moved I could never really stomach it. I looked at my
watch and felt the tiny heart attacks return.
It was late. We were standing in a cluster of child graves when I
realized the sun was setting and we’d been at the mortuary for almost
three hours. Danielle had to catch her flight in less than two hours,
and I didn’t want to be standing there with Lurch in the dark listening
to the rustling of his fingers all over his jacket. I mouthed “let’s go” to
Danielle who eagerly nodded. I turned back towards Lurch who had
stopped speaking and was staring down at a headstone doing that
weird silent, motionless thing again, except of course for the nervous
fingers. I walked over to him to tell him goodbye.
“Thank you so much!” I beamed, snapping him awake. I
reached out and shook his cold, rough hand enthusiastically. I was
internalizing the grimace for the moment, which I would release in
the car with an ounce of hand sanitizer. I liked Lurch, but the guy
freaked me out. He seemed sad to see us go, and I attributed it to
the fact that he probably doesn’t converse with people capable of
conversing back very often. When we reached the car I was surprised
that I didn’t remember the walk back. I’d been lost in thought the
entire time.
Danielle and I smiled to each over the hood of the car before
hopping in.
“I can’t believe it costs that much to die!” She said as she fumbled
with her seat belt. She’d clearly been as uneasy about everything as I
was, “blah never mind” she shook her head as she decided against the
seat belt tossing it to the side.
“Yeah I know it’s expensive, really sad…I’m hungry. Are you
hungry?”
“Yep” she nodded.
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gas.

“Okay, well grab something before the airport”
She nodded yes and checked behind us.
“Are we clear?” I asked. She nodded again and I pushed on the

Driving away I was fully impressed with our innovative way to
spend a weekend afternoon. Times like this made me realize how
much I really did miss her, how happy she made me. Reflecting
on the experience I wondered if maybe I should give up on my
corporate aspirations to work at the mortuary. I could develop a
cool tick like Lurch; maybe incessantly lick my lips or something.
It can’t be all that bad, and it’s a guaranteed business, I mean,
people always die. They have to; it’s the only certainty in life.
Then, out of nowhere we hit a blockade of cars. I slammed on my
breaks throwing Danielle forward into the dashboard. My seat belt
restrained me, but she wasn’t wearing one. I unclipped mine and
grabbed her.
“WHAT THE FUCK!? ARE YOU OKAY?” She was slumped
onto the dashboard, unmoving, clearly unconscious. Oh no. OH
NO!
“Danielle!” I shook her. I remembered that you are not
supposed to do that in case there are spinal injuries, but I figured I’d
already shaken her so the damage was done. She wasn’t responding.
Nothing. My heart stopped beating.
“DANIELLE!” I yelled again. This time she moaned and slowly
sat up, groaning, wavering and holding her forehead.
“Wwwhat the fuuuuck?!” she mumbled.
“I don’t know. Jesus, are you okay? You need to go to the
hospital”
“No I’m fine, just my head hurts a little. It’s not the first time,
I’ll live.”
My heart started beating normally again.
“What happened? Did we hit someone?” She asked rubbing her
forehead.
“No. Put your fucking seatbelt on! I don’t know what
happened...roll down your window for some air”
The cars around me didn’t seem to notice what had just
happened. There was room in front of me and I let my car roll
forward.
As we moved a little I looked around. There was no accident
in sight, nothing to cause that kind of congestion. Then came a
piercing scream from the passenger side of my car.

...she bolted
out of the car
towards the man.

71
sine cera: What I Think
People Think About

“OH MY GOD HE’S GONNA DIE”.
I whirled towards Danielle to see her fumbling for her seat belt
looking out towards the road. In the middle of the street there was
a man, with a white cane. A blind man was wandering aimlessly
in front of cars completely oblivious to his predicament. The cars
inched behind him, but nobody honked, yelled, or made any
attempt to help him. The drivers had mild concern on their faces,
but Danielle seemed to be the only person genuinely freaked out.
The blind man had heard her scream and whirled around
quickly towards the sound of her voice stopping terrified in his
tracks.
“Me?!” he yelled.
“Oh my god, oh my god, STAY THERE!” she yelled at him.
He began backing up until he hit a curb with his foot and
stepped up on it.
“I’m ok now I think” he yelled
back.
“Jesus Christ! I yelled
to Danielle who looked
worried and was frustrated
should couldn’t get out of
her seat fast enough. She
was knocked out minutes
prior and her fingers
weren’t cooperating as she
wanted. I reached over and
unclipped her and she bolted
out of the car towards the man. I
saw their mouths moving, and watched her
turn him to the right direction. She was wildly gesturing towards
traffic, and the cars surrounding me were all watching her intensely,
smiling to her. It was as if they were proud that she had the courage
to approach a stranger when they didn’t. She grabbed his hand and
shook it and walked back to the car.
She hopped into the seat laughing and shaking her head,
“That poor blind guy almost got ran over, and what’s the
fucking deal with all of these assholes that just watched him?”
“I don’t know.” I sighed, “We have to go to the airport or you’ll
miss the plane”
She nodded without saying anything.
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We were silent for the entire drive. When we arrived at the
passenger drop off she got out of the car without a word, focusing
on the task at hand, ignoring the fact that both of us were about to
be without our “other half ” once again. The trunk slammed, and I
winced knowing this was it. Sigh. I opened the car door, hesitating
before hopping out. She was standing on the curb smiling ear to
ear as she often did when she knew something was going to be
awkward. I drug my feet up to her, picked her up and hugged her.
I dropped her, “Awkward, I can feel your boobs”. She scoffed
and rolled her eyes. I leaned down and kissed her cheek.
“I love you” she said.
“I love you too, call when you get home?” She nodded.
“Your luggage is bigger than you”.
She shrugged, turned, stalled, and walked towards the entrance.
I crawled back into my car defeated. I hated this; I hated it more
than anything. Our friendship was one of the few things that made
me happy anymore. With my career and possible academic career
in a state of shit, my friends, family, and experiences were all I had,
and why was that so bad? As I pull off of the curb I took a deep
breathe.
I drove away waiting for the tears to fall as they always did
when I left her. In a world of the blind, the dead, the over-worked,
the pretentious, the unhappy, we were truly alive though sometimes
it didn’t feel that way. We saw the humor in the misery of existence,
and we laughed and wept at the absurdity of it all. Life felt, for once,
as it truly was instead of how it was “supposed to be”. Things, are
never as they are supposed to be and it’s that disappointment that
takes the life out of living.

Wayworn Winnie

...the wistful look
in the woman’s eye
won her over
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Well, once again Wayworn Winnie is without a wickiup. You see,
week before last when she willingly acquiesced to the whim of her
well-to-do (and hence spoiled) employer to postpone (for a second
time) a much-needed day off, she failed to consider the wellbeing of
her weary body and washed-out emotions. When the unwarranted
requires was whitewashed with the “be-a-good-sport” line, Winnie’s
weak willpower could not withstand the threat of possible wrath.
So after wrestling briefly with instinctive wisdom versus a wish to
please, the wistful look in the woman’s eye
won her over.
However, the following
Wednesday (which was a
week and a half after her
previous respite), she woke
up without warning and
began weeping profusely.
While Winnie was wiping
her eyes, the lady of the
house appeared, wondering
why all the whimpering and
whining. Winnie woefully
explained that strained emotions
had snapped and her well-meaning plan
had been shattered. Nerves had emerged from the woodwork and
enshrouded her so completely that it would be necessary to stage a
temporary walkout despite the resulting inconvenience. This time
Winnie did not waiver, for it was apparent that she was a nervous
wreck and that worrying about the fuhrer’s fury would only make
things worse.
That night when she returned from her day of rest and
recuperation, the lord and lady asked to have a word with her. She
warily accompanied them into the warm and firelit den where
they explained their skepticism about her schizoid behavior, which
they had sanctimoniously scrutinized and decided to scourge by
handing Winnie her walking papers. Hence, another wrinkle and
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by Winnie Mae Walker
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a few more grey hairs have appeared while Winnie weighs the
expedience of returning to white-collar work, which would provide
the type of experience that could be applied in less affluent locales,
should the sap of spring tantalize her taste for travel. For while
there are financial advantages to be gained in the maid-of-all-work
routine, the confinement can be quite wearying. On the other hand,
the office routine can be quite searing! In addition to which, this
wayfarer is about to go wacky with the stress of wandering.
So for the time being, what with the wampum being low and
frame of mind being lower (although the present setback is not
looked upon as a waterloo), Winnie is simply whittling wood and
woolgathering in the welcome warmth of Roger’s Retreat until
such time as a salary can supplement the skinny wad of Winnie’s
savings. But I feel sure that present wrongs will soon be righted and
Fate will whisper where to turn, for as long as I keep my wits about
me and continue to feel worthwhile in spite of discouragement
and confusion, I’ll be like the optimist who sang “Whenever I feel
afraid, I hold my head erect and whistle a happy tune so no one will
suspect I’m afraid.

Stashing My Stuff
by Winnie Mae Walker
I got the 15 boxes that were sent by UPS.
I even have a table and two chairs,
a bed, a sofa, coffee table, rocker and two lamps,
but what I need is still up in the air.

Perhaps a bureau or a chest—no, no, they’d be too deep.
I’d never find the items buried there!
Those plastic boxes that they sell for organizing junk?
Think fast before I begin to tear my hair!
Or shall I just resign myself, as I have done before
To letting things accumulate some dust
Within the closet on a shelf in some old cardboard box?
It certainly would save a lot of fuss
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Old photographs and yearbooks, plus my genealogy,
some Christmas cards and poems by the score
are just a sample of the things I have no place to put.
I’ve scads of things I don’t know where to store!
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A chest of drawers, perhaps a desk, would go a long, long way,
and yet it wouldn’t really be enough,
because I still have boxes all lined up around the room.
I simply need a place to stash my “stuff ”!
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