PeTRicHoR:
Part One: Petra
Ground of being, Mother Earth, or Universe.
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Lady of the Trees
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New Stories of Earth
Flocks of flying birds soar in flux
on a season’s closing cusp
and I witness them
remove themselves
from the pond-water’s blue haven
and slip upward to that which
some call the heavens
and others give offerings to,
the greying teal head
that will soon be putting
on its wintercap until acrobatic
perennials reclaim the ground
from the snow. I have heard stories
from Earth, about her abundance,
her arid places and fountains,
that she told me in solemn tears, or
while cast in a brilliant light
so that her willow-hair and
shoulders glowed, so the wind
helped to juggle her changes
and rivers churn silt and carry fish
through humble flows, catering
to the shape of the rocks, and
calling out the name of life.

Keaton Butler
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Leaves
Lying in the leaves
staring at their branches
all the world quiet
but for rustling.
Already, most of the leaves have fallen,
creating a bed for me, starting to cover me,
some of them catch the wind,
brush across me, away from me.

The bark, lain in folded curves,
majestically begets lines and planes unparalleled.
Now, rugged and dry and gray and worn,
it smiles like an old beard.
Trunk unfurled,
underground, towards the sky,
it splits and splits and splits
and holding to its branches
a few brown leaves remain
a few red leaves remain
a few orange leaves
a few yellow leaves
a few green leaves remain
wisping in the wind
while the cauliflower blue sky
dims.
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First, came the blossoms
then, the seeds
and then, the leaves,
all with the same origins
all of them appearing quite sudden
during the sun’s season of progression.
Dormant and then,
abrupt:
Blossoms
turn to seeds
replaced by leaves
which gather ‘til maturity
until the season when the sun recedes.
Their sway induces
recollections,
times when full breadth,
sunlit, rays dropped through,
moving with vibrance,
glimmering, dazzling, lustrous,
a pure blind shine shimmer
for a glimpse
and then, when,
still vital, in full breadth,
they were cold and blue
and wept
and were swept
against currents
‘til, finally, all the world now wet,
they were left
silent.
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Inevitable
only to fall,
to fall, to fall, to fall,
to create a bed for me
to cover me
to catch the wind
to brush across
and to drift away from me.

A few brown leaves remain
a few red leaves remain
a few orange leaves
a few yellow leaves
a few green leaves remain
wisping in the wind
while the cauliflower blue sky dims.

Soon,
I am certain,
I will be lying in the leaves
staring at their branches,
all the world will be quiet
and sourced from the sun’s last passing gleen
one leaf will remain
golden green,
waiting,
inevitable,
to fall, to fall, to fall,
to succumb.
With it I will drift away.

Ryan Falco
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Autumn
Grant Armantrout
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Thunder and
Lightning
Sometimes, poems come in pairs
when I sit to write.
And sometimes I fear
the raucous storms
or feel hopeful
I will get drenched in them,
soaked to the soul
by whatever they might
Insight.
As the lines fall straight
from dark clouds
of my hair,
but like the summer rains
in heaven
Light still sips
from the bosom of my eyes
and parts the ‘gloom’
to kiss these newborn stanzas,
that are swooping
glyphs of
sweet
black
licorice.

Keaton Butler
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Lady of the Thickets
Carl Heath
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The Sunflower God
The darkness, hanging from the necks of the sunflowers like
nooses, floods the room.
Somewhere where my sight once was, and still should be, is
the air around my fingers. A kinetic energy weighs like static from
them, getting lost in the room. Doorways of darkness; living rooms of
straight, closed-coffin like absence. Somewhere far off, climbing down
the walls, and reaching down my neck is stale, drawn out breaths. The
wind infects the house re-instating thoughts like “Why is the back door
always open.”
The weight of a piercing shadow shifts, awakening the real
hollowness of the house, and nothing mattered. Nothing except that
never again can the center most point of my vision be filled comfortable,
familiar blackness. The fear split my body in two, clawing open my
ribcage; screaming into my suffocated lungs. Outside the gentle breeze
lifted the hanged heads of the sunflowers, rhythmatically swaying in
a mocking dance of mourning. Another far off part of the house was
opened to the reverberating thunder that rang from wall to wall to rest
on my pendulum heart.
“Save us” said the sunflowers through the prison bar blinds.
Their imprisoned bodies pivoted in the wind to fill their frail bodies
with violent animation. Their leaves ripped, and seeds shattered from
the windows where they pounded. The petals turned black, crushed
beneath the water’s gravity. The water creased their vivacious faces
into miraculous canvases of agony; crying the tears down the windows,
insisting to be let in. “Save us, He is gone.” They twisted in their pain,
breaking, tearing each other’s limbs, writhing in terror, trying to escape
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the thorns and twists of their fears. Begging a blackened, silent sky for
theirs to return warmth into their crooked spines and lift them back into
glorious life. “Save us.” They echo, but are only ripples in too deep, too
far away water.
It’s now however, that something entirely unsurprising occurs.
It’s a moment that I built like an electric chandelier filled with ach
thought, intrigue, or static dream that left me in a cold sweat and/
or a hot mess of things hap-hazardly put together like the take home
furniture you bought before the fight, but had to assemble after. But
somewhere in the “coffee table’s” elongated life, at the most ideal worst
time (like most things), it breaks. Sending her to the ground and you
out the door. This chandelier, the one night stand one, is the breathing
outline of a lonesome sunspot on a cloudy day. The crystals glisten a
violent trepidation. All the times of forced manifestations in times of
intense ego manipulation; the missing things that find themselves home,
with no house keys. They all support this...the This in all of us. The
anytime but now time. The must have-been-the-ghosts. The “this is a
consummation of all your practicalities,” and all the times you stood
alone in a dark room and stared wide, window wide, at the blur just at
the edge of comprehension. The This is the nothing. The nothing that
caught your dilated eyes as they stumbled down the nostalgic walls of
your bedroom. The Nothing you approach and open wound feel inside
your chest like a cavity with not remedy. The This waits. Gentle is
its patience; it has to only wait. It knows. Knows that the Nothing, is
everything.

Michael Montoya
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Butterfly

Aaron De La Rosa
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Defiance
A bud, held vice-tight by five vertebral worms,
Releases a seed to the ground
Combating the wrath of the supreme elemental mother
Suffocated by a sheet: rough, gray and made of course materials
The darkness encases
Summer’s breath sweeps across the seed coat,
Exposing a shortcoming within the snare
Moisture seeps through the imperfection, nourishing the arid
veneer
With age the seed will blossom,
ascending to the twinkle of the heavens,
overcoming her keep.

J Rojas
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A Love Sign
Sandra Lacma
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Transformatio
Anger was an emotion that I was unfamiliar with when I was 16. It
is often described as a heat, a fire, or a primal frenzy to do impulsive
things. My assumed beliefs on the LDS church pressured me to be
perfect. Eleven was the age when I discovered that I was homosexual.
Rather, that was when I realized what my attraction to men actually
meant. I began to hate myself. After all, gay couples can’t marry in the
temple which is the goal of every true Latter Day Saint. The temple
marriages were for worthy, straight, good couples. I insisted that I’d
just have to pretend to be straight until it came true. I berated myself
for every slight emotion that arose.

My journal entries from those days refused to mention that I was
attracted to men. What middle school student would admit to that? The
more I felt, the harder I suppressed. I learned to block out my feelings
completely as a defense mechanism; emotion brought so much more
suffering than joy. As time passed, every emotion became washed
out and faded. I learned to pretend emotion, though I never felt more
than a faint trickle of feeling at any given moment. I even managed to
delude myself enough to believe that I was straight. I didn’t understand
why I didn’t care to live anymore. There was so little happiness left in
me, and yet there was so little sadness at the same time. I was numb.
Nothing really mattered to me anymore, and I wouldn’t have minded
dying.
Yet I still believed in God because everyone told me to. It was the
right thing to do. It was how I was raised. I asserted to myself that I
shouldn’t question or think too hard about it.

As time progressed, however, I did begin to question. It was a
gradual progress of thought. Certain things, certain inconsistencies in
the doctrine made me itch. Why was the LDS church always one step
behind on topics like racial equality and female rights? Shouldn’t God
be consistent about what is and isn’t considered a sin? Still to this day,
the church preaches that interracial marriage is to be discouraged. This
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is not far from when the famous prophet Brigham Young stated, “Shall
I tell you the law of God in regard to the African race? If the white
man who belongs to the chosen seed mixes his blood with the seed
of Cain, the penalty, under the law of God, is death on the spot.
This will always be so.”
This wasn’t the only issue. It bothered me that repeatable evidence
had no place in the church. As the Doctrine and Covenants states
from the Book of Mormon, “The glory of God is intelligence, or, in
other words, light and truth.” Faith couldn’t sensibly trump reason, for
reason and cognitive understanding is all humans have. Isn’t that the
greatest gift that God supposedly had given us?
In the church, it is assumed that a young man will ascend the
hierarchy of age and authority known as the Aaronic Priesthood. I had
ascended to the rank of deacon, and then the rank of teacher without
incident. After a fateful interview from my bishop in order to be
ordained a priest, it took me minutes to understand the alien feeling I
had begun to experience during my interview to become a priest.

Confused, I finally identified it. It was anger. It didn’t feel like fire,
and I didn’t lose myself in a mindless fury. I felt cold… frozen in time
by a blizzard in my chest. I was calm, but my mind felt like massive
clockwork construction that had just been given a power source. My
thoughts raced. I began to, for the first time in my life, consider a
‘respectable’ adult’s reasoning faulty.

“The bishop is illogical. He is arrogant. He is a hypocrite. He is…
he is …” My mind strained for the right word. “. . . such an asshole!”
It was a mark of how angry I was that I permitted myself to even think
such words. I, after all, still had so many hesitations toward certain
actions. Swearing was one such hesitation.
I had entered the bishop’s office with a plan. I was questioning
God. I was questioning the church. Things just weren’t adding up,
and I wanted him to explain it to me so that I understood. It was
blasphemous for me to continue to pretend that everything was fine.
Blessing the sacrament while I still didn’t even hope that God even
existed seemed so arrogant, so self-serving. I knew what I needed to
say to him, and it made me . . . uncomfortable. I was going against my
entire family, community, and everything I had thought or done in my
life.
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The bishop stared at me over his table, allowing for a sickeningly
dramatic pause as he considered me. “Geoffrey. Are you ready
to become a priest?” My mind was acting funny. I felt like I was
watching a two trains hurtling toward each other on the same track. I
could do naught but watch as the catastrophe ensued.

“No.” It was a simple word, but it felt… good. “I don’t understand
the church anymore. I feel nothing for God. I don’t think it would be
right for me to be a priest.” I was going to say more, but he cut me off.
I remember what followed so vividly. I remember his round
glasses, his short snowy hair, and each wrinkle on his clean-shaven
face. I remember the ugly green chairs lining the bishop’s office. I
remember the gold-bordered painting of Joseph Smith praying in
a grove of trees. I remember the jarring green carpet and the pale
pink walls. More than anything else, I remember his eyes, blue like
mountain ice, calmly staring into mine.

“Geoffrey,” he said. His voice was so calm, so knowing. He wasn’t
flustered at all. His words were deliberate and concise. “You are so
passive. You will grow up to be a bank robber or drug dealer.”
Something snapped. The coldness of anger entered me then,
though I didn’t recognize it at all. My thoughts were wild… but
somehow so very rational at the same time. Me? Passive? For having
the initiative to speak my concerns?

I was somehow going to be the bank robber or drug dealer? He
instantly assumed that I, because I refused to continue that pretense,
would grow up to be a failure? How, when I showed so much courage
by even daring to speak, could he justifiably assume that I was such
a horrible person? How many young men of my age would have felt
bold enough to even inform him of doubts when it was so much easier
to simply pretend for the sake of maintaining appearances? It seemed
that the church that would rather that I just pretended to be a happy,
healthy, spiritual member of their flock, rather than actually being the
genuine thing.

I didn’t hear much else the bishop said, only vague snippets of,
“You need to repent,” and, “Read the scriptures with faith.” It was like
I was a dog! Bad Geoff. Bad. You should know better. Just obey. It’s
wrong to ever doubt or question.
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To say that I was shocked by his brutal betrayal of my trust
toward my elders would be a grievous understatement. His attitude
was so inappropriate, but that wasn’t the only issue I had. I found
that so many shared his ideals, his overwhelming condescension, and
his nauseating sense of superiority because Mormons had the only
completely true faith. It was these attitudes that I abhorred. Such
shameless pride! Such indulgent vanity! Are those not vices to be
rebuked? Didn’t Ezra Taft Benson once state that, “In the scriptures
there is no such thing as righteous pride—it is always considered a
sin,”? Never did I hear a word spoken against these mindless zealots.
Those ideals should never have been permitted to exist among the
church members, yet they did. I gathered my courage and turned away
from the Latter Day Saint church. It was like I was walking along my
cobbled life’s path, and had spontaneously decided to leap off a bridge
to follow the river instead. To say the least, it felt insane. As these
raging waters swallowed me and my flailing arms grasped desperately
for purchase, I began to find the crumbled remnants of who I once was
buried beneath the river bottom.
Saying that it was solely the bishop’s fault for my de-conversion
would be untrue. In reality, I see that I was well on my way out. I do,
however, believe that he served as a very powerful catalyst. Looking
back, I actually consider the experience to have been incredibly
positive for me. As I gradually let go of Mormonism, I began to feel
more and more. I explored other religions I found many that I agreed
with, Wiccanism being one of them. However, I still couldn’t believe
in any deity.

From then on, people whom I had considered my best friends
shunned me, insisting that the bishop had a point and that God was
working through the man. I was never a very popular person in high
school, so it was disheartening to lose roughly half of my small
group of friends. Each friend I lost was a blow to my confidence,
yet I still gathered myself up each time and put my best foot forward.
After months of consideration, I finally admitted the words, “I am an
Atheist.”

Abruptly, what was left of my emotional block shattered like struck
glass. Color returned to life in a dizzying overload of the senses. At the
bottom of that detour of a river, my eyes were cleansed of the greyness
of absolute apathy. I was fascinated by science, how we have built so
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much on the intelligence and wisdom of our predecessors, the concept
of evolution, how water evaporates, and even how electricity turns on
a light bulb. I was dazed and intoxicated by the newfound freedom of
thought.

Five years has been enough time to reflect on what happened. I
have met good people from all faiths. I have met good people from all
races, sexualities, professions, and political beliefs. There isn’t a magic
bullet to goodness, kindness, virtue, empathy, and understanding. No
single faith or walk of life holds the copyright for those things, just as
no single faith or walk of life holds the copyright for pride, the most
human sin of all.
In my search of many faiths, I learned a lot about the Wiccan faith.
It is a common saying among Wiccans that everyone is on their own
path. Upon that path, each person makes choices according to their
conscience. One person’s path may not be the best thing for another
person. I have come to agree with this ideal. I am homosexual, an
Atheist, and I also trust in the progression of science to explain the
universe. Being a Mormon was very harmful for me, but I have also
met wonderful people who have full faith for this religion. They are
good people, and the church encourages them act in a positive way.
They are on their path; I am on my path. As the Wiccan rede states,
“An it harm none, do what ye will.”
When I at last surfaced from that metaphorical river, I found that
I had completely changed—not just from my perpetual apathy—from
who I was before I forced myself not to feel. I discovered that I wasn’t
hopelessly lost because I had strayed from what I had once considered
my only path. I’ve discovered a new, much better path for myself. I
have re-learned how to feel, how to form healthy relationships, and
even how to enjoy and appreciate simple things like what I’m eating
for breakfast. I’ve matured, grown, transcended, and, ultimately,
transformed.

Geoffrey Bowden
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Soapstone
Aaron De La Rosa
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The Silent Trees
Your home destroyed,
Cut down for man’s sake.
Does it hurt when you fall?
So beautiful and strong,
Your being tells a story.
You whisper your secrets to those around you.
How many secrets do you have?
People tell you a story.
They write on your home.
What do they say to you?
You have been through it all,
For hundreds of years.
What knowledge hides in the dark rings around your heart?
Do you long to tell people them?
You slowly die, going up to the heavens,
There to confess and share.
The knowledge that was lodged in the rings,
Is there for the rest of us to learn.
But only if we listen to your language.

Misha Busch
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Reflections

Alyssa Chambers
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Rage

Christopher Mortensen
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Crimson
Warily,
I look inside my nightmareAll dead.
A young woman
No older than twenty
Clutches a malnourished
Infant to her breast.
They are welded together
In a river of crimson blood.
She is young,
Yet oldBrowned by the sun
And bursting bombs.
Barefooted
She toils
In the dark corridors of night
Hiding in small dank rooms
Of dust and decay;
Dead and forgotten bodies linger here.
The village looks like a funeral pyre
Hung with nets and sails.
Child soldiers are strapped with bombs and
gunsShell shock and post traumatic stress
Become official diagnosis.
Today,
I see a monk burning;
Self-immolation.
The monk sits on the damp ground
Like a jade Buddha;
His hands clasped in silent prayer
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As men with drunken breaths bring lit torches.
The flames flare up;
As ash, he disappears.
Still, the war goes on.
Tomorrow another monk will burn
In flaming protestAnd every day a woman will cry
And a monk will burn
And still the war goes on.
Back home
the streets are filled with
Rioting, flag burningOur own venomous vilification.
Soldiers fight because they are there,
There is no alternative.
These soldiers did not burn their draft cards
And run off to Canada.

Kayla Cunningham
28

Swing
Elisha Frey
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Ferris Wheel

30

Elisha Frey

The War at Home
The air is hazy with dust and rancid with the raw stench of sweaty
bodies. A dozen rebels crouch to the sides of windows, kneeling
behind cover in a defensive spread, their weapons raised. One slides
a magazine into his gun and charges the chamber. Another adjusts a
vest heavy with weaponry. The men breathe short and hard, trying to
force empty lungs into silence even as their entire bodies strain to gulp
air. The harsh desert light glares through the windows and the frame
of the door; through this harsh opening one of the rebels squints and
looks out. Instantly he jerks back, twisting his body out of the way
as machine gun fire clacks and bullets skip around the room. Each
fighter’s body tenses and the men exhale-they have been found.

These men are fugitives. They marched all morning through desert
rock and dry grass to attack an enemy compound, only to be repelled
by coalition and mercenary forces. Now, early in the afternoon, the
survivors are scattered throughout their village, hiding or preparing to
defend valuable captured anti-aircraft weapons. The enemy is coming
for blood.
The soft thump of army boots pounds the dirt outside. The
rebels fire. Outside, men are shouting and running to take positions.
Suddenly one of the rebels turns, his face strained. “Grenade!”

The rebels flatten themselves like starfish clinging to the rocks
and battling the surf. A dramatic second passes and shrapnel explodes
through the room, clattering against improvised barricades. The rebel
survivors are on their feet in an instant, exchanging hot automatic fire
with Coalition soldiers who fight to break into the building.
This war isn’t some violent attempt to overthrow a dictator in
some Arab country half-way around the world, or a bitter battle for
resources in the heart of Africa; it’s happening right here in the U.S.
The “Rebels” and “Coalition Forces” aren’t trying to kill each other at
all; they’re airsoft enthusiasts, gathering for a weekend to shoot each
other with 6mm plastic bb’s in a (painful) simulation of real combat
situations. The pellet guns can launch plastic spheres through the
air in excesses of 400 feet per second, breaking the skin or leaving a
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welt, but despite the pain, as a sport, airsoft continues to find devoted
participants around the world.

Airsoft is a fairly new past-time; the first airsoft guns were built
in Japan in the 1970’s and marketed to gun fans who wanted realistic,
functioning replica weapons that, relative to replica .22’s or air guns,
would be safe (and inexpensive) to shoot and store. Some custom
airsoft guns are actually built inside the frames of firearms that
have their inner workings removed. In the years since its inception,
airsoft has become a global industry with weapons and accessories
manufactured and sold across East Asia and North America, as well
as other parts of the world. While some people still collect airsoft
guns as replicas, most are used for target practice and “tactical action
games” (recreational or training games such paintball and laser tag).
Like paintball, airsoft has seen the creation of small teams (though
not professional ones) that meet regularly to play and occasionally
challenge other teams to matches. Some large games can attract
airsofters from across multiple states.
Rhodesian Revolt is one such event, recently created by Utahn
airsofters. The event, which was completed for the first time this year
and is being tentatively planned as an annual affair, lasted for nearly
twenty-four hours. Participants drove from as far as Texas to join in
the game.
The Rhodesian Revolt emphasizes safety – the organizers
coordinated events carefully, notifying the police of their activities
and watching to make sure that those not involved in the game did not
stray into the game battlefield, which spread across several acres of
barren land. Like most airsoft game administrators, the organizers also
required that all participants wear certified eye protection. Vehicles
were used, but drivers had to meet certain requirements and agree to
drive slowly and to put safety first. As is customary in airsoft games,
minimum engagement distances were ruled for more powerful airsoft
guns.
Rhodesian Revolt is a detailed game as well, with four factions
interacting (for the most part, fighting each other) to accomplish
certain objectives. Uniform and weapon requirements for certain
factions, specialized combat roles, props, custom weapons (like
full-size M60machine-gun and SAM anti-aircraft weapons), unique
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buildings, and even basic signaling techniques based on universal
military codes add dimension and color to the game. Players can also
apply for leadership roles which involve leading troops in “battle” and
negotiating with other teams. To enhance the game, organizers plan
to build on each year’s missions scenarios to create an intricate, everchanging game history. Regional events like this draw interest from
established airsofters while raising awareness of the sport.
To learn more about airsoft, I spoke with local airsofter Daniel
Leitch. He is taking classes at the University of Utah and recently
applied for the United States Naval Academy in Maryland. Friends
introduced Daniel Leitch to airsofting two years ago and, in that
relatively short time, he has accumulated a formidable arsenal that
includes sniper rifles modeled after Russian Dragunov high-power
rifles and grenades made especially for airsoft. Daniel has customized
his weapons. For him, and many others, the easy-to-modify weapons
are a large part of airsoft’s draw.
Daniel Leitch has begun his own airsoft organization called
“Frontline Airsoft.” He developed the idea with some friends after
experiencing team airsoft play and regional games (he plans to
develop a story to serve as the backbone of his airsoft games, similar
to the game concept employed by the creators of Rhodesian Revolt).
Daniel stresses that Frontline Airsoft is not a team – there are many
differences between Frontline Airsoft and typical airsoft groups.
First, Daniel has envisioned Frontline airsoft as a sort of “training
area.” Daniel wants to teach players the basics of weapon safety
and shooting technique. In addition, he wants Frontline to provide a
friendly environment for beginner airsofters who want a less intense
introduction than facing, say, a group of ex-Marines equipped with
hundreds of dollars worth of the latest airsoft gear, a scenario that
would not be surprising in many airsoft teams. Through Frontline,
players can become comfortable playing the sport while learning basic
combat skills and tactics.
Frontline can offer something to more experienced players as
well, Daniel believes; through Frontline, players of any skill level can
learn and gain skill by interacting with other players. “Peer review:
that’s a very big thing . . . the goal is to help [players] become very
effective at what they do. We’re all learning together.” Daniel hopes
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that , as they gain experience, players will transition into officer roles
to work on improving their strategy and team leadership, and help
teach new recruits. This emphasis on training-or simply becoming a
better player-is an approach rarely taken by airsoft teams, and one that
any player may benefit from, but Daniel hopes participants go further
than just showing up for his twice-a-month events. “We encourage
[players] to go out and play with other teams and use the skills they
learn. [Frontline Airsoft] is a place to test certain ideas before you go
out and use them.” He hopes to create realistic scenarios for gameplay
so that player’s strategies and playing styles can improve by practicing
established military tactics in simulation of combat.
The realism of airsoft sets it apart from other tactical action games.
Many airsoft guns are manufactured so closely to the specifications
of the real weapons that they carry the same number of rounds and
incorporate blowback systems so the chamber “empties” immediately
after every shot and the weapon recoils. Airsoft weapons have even
been approved for military and police training programs. Off-duty or
retired military and police personnel often form or join airsoft teams to
“keep the action alive” or stay sharp. Those who play airsoft simply
for its sport value may also choose to play airsoft over paintball or
laser tag because it can offer civilians such a “close-to-the-real-thingas-possible,” adrenaline-packed experience. The bases Camp Williams
and Hill Air Force Base in Utah have even hosted “Black Thorn
Airsoft,” an airsoft “club” organized by the National Guard to draw
attention to the Guard itself and encourage enlistment.
Unfortunately for the airsofting community, the sport is often
viewed with suspicion by the public. “Do you feel that airsoft is
misunderstood by outsiders?” I ask Daniel.
“Yeah,” he says. “You know, there are some teams that are just
jerks [to people]. Some airsoft teams have no respect. And some
people use air-soft guns to rob banks or just do stupid things.” I
nod. A bank teller (or a policeman, for that matter) could easily have
difficulty distinguishing the difference between an airsoft gun and a
firearm. Just a few years ago, a SWAT team performing a drug bust
was directed to the wrong house by mistake. The team broke through
the front door and shot a boy who was holding an airsoft shotgun. On
several other occasions police have been called by concerned citizens
who saw airsofters engaged in combat maneuvers and mistook the
game for gang violence.
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Some laws regulating airsoft exist, although there are not many
and they vary greatly by nation. The U.S. requires that all airsoft
guns (like all toy and replica guns) be sold with an orange tip
attached, although removing this tip afterward is legal. In addition,
airsoft guns are not to be shown in public places for safety reasons.
Other airsoft laws vary by state; California has banned the sale and
ownership of airsoft guns, and other states may choose to replicate this
decision. Airsoft enjoys freedom for now – but perhaps only because
legislatures have not had much time to react to airsofting because of
the sport’s quick rise to popularity. Airsofting is, as Daniel told me, in
a “tenuous” legal situation.
“People see a bunch of guys carrying weapons and wearing camo,
and of course they get suspicious,” Daniel says. “When we set up
airsoft games, we need to let [people in the area] know where we
are and what we’re doing, and we usually call the police department
too.” He agrees that people will – and people should – assume that
airsoft guns are really firearms unless they know for certain otherwise.
Thankfully, most tense situations diffuse without a problem, but
airsofters have grown more careful, choosing more secluded
battlefields. They hope that, as the sport gains attention, understanding
will grow and people will come to accept airsofting as a recreational
activity that can be both safe and fun.

Mark Elliot Jackson
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Flavors, Ankles,
Flags, and Hearts
The first day of Spring Break, sweet freedom. I had looked forward
to it, like every other red-blooded student. Spring Break offered a
respite from the stress of a highly structured schedule, and offered a
chance to release and relax. It wouldn’t do to waste such a precious
natural resource. So by Friday night after work, a decision needed
to be made. The thought of resorting to normal weekend operating
procedure was insulting, if not blasphemous.
Apart from seeing what my friends were up to, I knew I would also
have to see what Flavor of the week had going on. Strategically, she
and I were at an impasse. There was a mutual unspoken understanding
between us. At least, there seemed to be one. Those freezing February
and March nights saying goodnight on the threshold of her doorstep at
1:00 in the morning had to mean something. But, the fact that it was an
unspoken understanding allowed room for interpretation.
It was at this time of mental indecisions, and open calendars, fate
intervened. Via text message.
“I’ll be working at the gym tonight, and things might get
interesting afterwards.”

I studied the words on my phone carefully. I also studied who they
were from. Kylie. It was an open invitation, in many more ways than
one. Kylie worked at a large rock climbing gym. It was a pretty sweet
place. Not that I was into climbing. I enjoyed it, but I wasn’t all hipster
about it. I usually felt like an outsider when I was there. The climbing
culture is a culture that I wouldn’t have known. Then I met Kylie
through her little sister. When we met, I threw around some cocky
lines to be funny. Kylie enjoyed the humor, and later said I could climb
in her gym whenever I wanted.
Looking at the text, I weighed the situation. I knew that Kylie had
it out for me, and she had been trying to make it happen. But there was
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Flavor of the week I needed to consider. I knew she probably wouldn’t
like it if I was spending Friday night with another girl. But we weren’t
technically an item, and as long as we maintained the policy of our
unspoken understanding, such liberties could be taken. However, it
was a third woman that really complicated everything. Kylie had that
little sister. I was hoping to keep Kylie’s sister on the back burner for
when things ended with flavor of the week. It was a lot to juggle.
“I’m in” I replied.

“Sweet, see you soon” she responded.

I knew I would be safest if I brought along a friend. Someone
to help me keep my head straight and also be a potential witness. I
quickly asked my friend Eric if he’d like to go climbing for free that
night. He said his night was open and he would like to go. I told him
there was no time like the present, and to come get me. Within the
hour he had picked me up.
“Isn’t it kinda late to be going to a gym?” asked Eric

“Under normal circumstances yes, but this is spring break; special
times call for special measures. Plus I think they’re having some sort
of party after they get all the customers out.” I said.
“Oh, what kind of party?” Eric had recently renounced his
religious ways, and I could tell he was hoping there would be free
liquor.

“I’m not sure. I think they start out the night doing some sort of
game or competition. I don’t know. Climbers are an odd species after
all.”
“Hmmm I hadn’t noticed,”

“You hadn’t noticed? They’re basically hippies with super buff
forearms. Think Pop-eye meets Shaggy,”
“Hmmm, I’ll have to watch,”

“Do it. You’ll see that I’m right.”

Soon we arrived. It was already late, and most the normal gymgoers had already left. “Hey guys.” Kylie said as we walked through
the door. She smiled at us, and told us we were free to climb. She
hooked us up with some shoes. “The gym closes soon, and as soon as
the last customer is gone we’ll get things started.” We three chatted
for about ten minutes, then Eric and I left Kylie at the front desk and
started getting warmed up on some problems (climbing routes).
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About twenty minutes later, all the customers had been shoed
away, the front door was locked, and the blinds were drawn down.
As customers had been leaving, other people had been coming in for
the after-hours adventure. They were typically older than I was by
a couple years. Most the guys had long hair and beards of varying
lengths. All were pretty solidly built. Not in a bulky way, but a lithe,
cut way. As if they were chiseled like the very rocks and cliffs they
climbed. A few girls came in as well. One had long brown dread-locks,
and the others wore yoga pants and running shirts with their hair in
pony tails. Both sexes had thick forearms, callused fingers and hands,
and large shoulders.
I smiled to myself at how a month earlier, during my first time
climbing at the gym, I assumed that I would be able to out-climb the
girls based off of arm strength. It was a rude awakening. All of them
kicked my butt. That’s when I found out climbing was more about
technique than strength. And those girls had technique down. Despite
the negative way I generally portray them, they were all very friendly
with me. Even though they had their own culture, it wasn’t a closed
culture. And though, I wasn’t going to convert, I did appreciate their
acceptance. They also were friendly with Eric, and if I remember
right, I think they gave him a beer. So that made them winners in
Eric’s book.

“All right! Let get this started!” One of the guys yelled. By this
time there was about 16-20 of us. “We’re going to play capture the
flag. You know the rules. We split the gym in half, one team hides
their flag on one side, the other team will hide theirs on the other. If
the opposing team is on your side of the gym, you can tag them and
they’re out. Find the other teams flag and bring it to your side to win.”
Kylie walked over to me. “You talk a big game,” She said.

“I came to play hard,” I replied. Smiling at her and employing my
fake cockiness as when we had first met.
“These guys know their shit, you don’t,”

“Well, I won’t be focusing on technique, as much as will power.
Plus I grew up on stuff like this,”
“Okay, if you insist, I just hope your pride doesn’t get hurt too
much when they’re hiding the flag places you can’t climb to,” She
smiled.
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“I wouldn’t worry too much about it; my pride is too big to fail.
I’m currently indestructible,”

“You’re so full of shit.” She exclaimed. “I hope we’re on the same
team,”
“I don’t hope so.” I said smiling. “I want to beat you,”
She laughed “Oh my gosh, you’re terrible,”
“Just wait, we haven’t even started,”

“What makes you sooooo sure of yourself?”

“I don’t know; I feel like it’s a good night, almost like I’m
invincible.” I was hoping my confidence would be enough to get
me through the night. I have the same philosophy with most sports.
Just play hard. I wasn’t really talented, but I hustled enough to make
myself useful.

The game was a lot harder and exhausting than I ever thought it
would be. Not only was there climbing, which was exhausting in and
of itself, but also sprinting and jumping. It was really fun though, I
spent most my time out of breath from laughing.

By the time we started the third game of the night it was 3:00 am.
Both teams had won one game, and both were eager to win the last
one. At a critical point I saw most of the opposing team was distracted
with trying to find where we had stashed the flag on our side of the
gym. I could see that I might have an opening to search for their flag
without them noticing. Part of the opposing team’s area was on a lower
floor. There was two ways to get there, by a winding ramp, or by stairs.
I hadn’t used the stairs, but I knew they were there. I also knew that if
I waited until I saw the last person on their team come up the ramp, I
could go down the stairs and probably look for the flag undetected.

Soon I saw the last member of their team sneak up the ramp,
thinking that no one saw them leave their area ungaurded – but I did.
As soon as they were all the way at the top of the ramp I exploded
from my position in a sprint. My idea was to sprint as fast as I could,
and jump down the stairs. As I was about ten feet from the stairs I dug
my feet in and jumped as far as I could. I remember thinking in the air
to myself “this is a lot more stairs than I thought” as I continued to fall,
I had my feet and legs extended and landed hard, at the bottom of the
stair well. It was then I heard a POP and then tumbled foreword.
I was initially confused about what happened. I tried to stand up
and immediately fell back down in pain. I looked down at my right
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ankle. The sight of it made my entire body jump with adrenaline. The
right side of my right ankle had swelled up to the size of a softball. I
had no idea my skin had that much elasticity in it. I was afraid it was
going to burst. Then the pain hit. Deep bone pain. I gritted my teeth
and started to sweat.

I took a couple minutes to gather my constitution, and then crawled
up the stairs to the main level. As soon as I got the main level people
could see my monstrosity of an ankle, and started to freak out. I was
immediately picked up by a group of the guys and was laid down on
a bench. They elevated my ankle and wrapped on an ice pack. Kylie
put my head in her lap as a pillow, and stroked my hair. People asked
if I wanted an ambulance, but I declined, there was no way in hell
I was getting an ambulance. That was like three thousand bucks! I
couldn’t even pay to go the gym I was hurt in, let alone an expensive
ambulance ride to an even more expensive emergency room.
I remember forcing a smile. I felt like I, the new guy, had hurt
himself and ruined their party. I felt stupid, embarrassed. After about
thirty minutes, I was carried out to Eric’s car. We drove off. The dark
early morning spring air was still cold. The cold air made me think
of Flavor of the week. I calculated that by the time my ankle healed,
things would probably be over between us. I was right. Our “unspoken
understanding” would limp on for another two months before it was
finally put out of its misery. Like the ankle, it still sometimes gives me
pain. I thought of Kylie and how nice she was to me. That was the last
night we saw each other. I reclined my seat back, painfully elevating
my injury up onto the dashboard. I turned to Eric and said, “This is a
hell of a way to start spring break”.

T. Brandt
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Heart of the Rose
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Mathematical Love
What’s that? Trigonometry is hard you say?
There’s so much to remember,
sine, cosine, tangent, which is which?
Well when I see you walk through that door,
I’ll ask “Girl, what is your sign?
It must be pi over 2 because you are the 1.”
Fast forward 3.14 years and here we are
getting ready to cosign for our new house,
our lives are now on a tangent path,
and we’re living this imaginary life
because sine over cosine results in a tangent.
Speaking of imaginary stuff, what is
the point of a number that isn’t real?
Why go through the pain of learning
such a hypothetical creature?
Well I hate to break it to you,
but i is just as real as you & me.
My heart skips a beat
because of the alternating voltage
that is applied to it
when my eyes induct in the sight of you.
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At first your capacitance
for me is small because
i represents the resistance
that you have against me.
But as I turn the interaction 120 degrees around
i becomes smaller and we become in phase.
Our potential is now in sync with the
currents running through our hearts,
both beating as one because you and i
are as real as a the light shining above.
God didn’t give us light,
i did.
i gave me the light to light up the love that
I have for you.

Kevin Han
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Moroni Embleton
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Red Diamond Heart
This morning was not like the rest,
It had a diff’rent start.
This morning I woke up to find
A great red diamond heart.
It was like any other stone,
As solid as can be.
I grabbed it, held it in my hands
And pointed it towards me.
It showed me views of one I love,
Her aquaintance quite new.
And yet I felt with her connected.
How come this heart knew?
I went downstairs to grab some food
And wondered what I had.
Then when I reached for cereal
The heart faced towards my dad.
It showed to my view my mom
Through my father’s eyes.
So it showed to me his true love.
Now I think I know why.
It shows to us the ones we love
I realized happily
I must point this at my blonde beauty
For her true love to see.
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I left without clearing the bowl,
And ran right out the door.
I sped right to the service place
She goes to feed the poor.
There she was, ladle in her hands
Confused to see me there.
“Valentino nice to see you.”
“Oh hi” I said with cheer.
And not another word I muttered.
I reached in my pocket
And grabbed the great red diamond heart,
Pointed to unlock it.
And then, as before, it glowed red,
My eyes were set ablaze.
When the light cleared I saw a man
No definition: gray.
“A silhouette a silhouette!”
Yes I did scream and shout
“How is she in love with shadow?
What’s this all about?”
“Oh Valentino you can’t see
The love of those you love.
You have to earn that right from them
For them to share above,”
The talking came from that great heart,
“Love’s secret you can’t steal.
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Not when your heart is on the line,
Your way to hope and feel.”
“But I must know red diamond heart
Oh I just have to know!
Does she have a love for me
Just like the one I show?”
“There is another way to know
An old-fashion technique.
You know exactly what to do
Just use your head and think.”
I have no other object,
thought,
I know no magic spell
Perhaps it’s as simple as this.
“I ask and she shall tell?”
“So very good my little lad!
You know just what to do.
Now see that door right there, left there,
Go up and walk straight through.
“She’ll be there on the other side
Awaiting your request.”
I took five steps to exit there.
I hope she answers yes.
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Matthew Anthony
Curtis

((biotard)
Jason McFarland
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The Lover

He’s asleep in my bed and dreaming. Lying
there as if it’s where he belongs, anchoring him
to me. I just listen to the music of his breathing
and savor the taste he has left on my lips. My life
moves slowly while he is here and I take the air in
deeply, enjoying the instants of a shared reality
yet not allowing myself to cling to it, for fear it
will fade sooner than necessary. I dance through
these hours we share delicately, wanting to exist
completely inside of this space only. My desire
is for the aromas and hums to wholly engulf me,
permitting my emotions to be intoxicated briefly
by his being. For in the morning is the habitual life,
sobriety, where I cannot afford to be in love.

Elizabeth Henline
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Bittersweet
Symphony
Warmth explodes from every angle of her exterior.
Out of bed she elevates to streak splendor upon the west,
The vital spark to prospective life.
Her counterpart nowhere to be seen, but still she yearns.
White light emits through the darkness.
Radiating from him as he soars in blackness,
The east now lit, nocturnal entities come to play.
Cratered by hit and miss attempts at forever,
He craves his chance for bliss.
Off in the distance comes a flame,
On a direct course to him.
Feelings of joy and recognition consume him.
Equilibrium achieved for those precious instant moments,
Only to return to a path they must go alone.
Their gifts divided among many, except for one another.
Forever bound to a journey unchosen.

J Rojas
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Luna Lit Landscape
Ryan Joseph Carter
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Another
Day For Romance
Three days ago I burnt a figurative finger thinking she
could really be the one. At least, I reasoned, there might be some
value in consistency; conservatism; being the type of person
who would commit to one girl; never knowing anyone else as
intimately as a mind can; never faltering in love or in practice.
Three days ago I decided cheating on my girlfriend was
an unusual enough event to write about, so I touched neuron to
ink, set pen to receptor, awaiting the inspiration of a baptized
priest. Thought I could find that part of the brain responsible to
creating religious experience, and tap that, and feel this.
It was all about white stairs and a gold bordered
diamond floating above the middle of the dance floor. The
groom put his head under the brides dress and bit out the white
lace that kept his, and then sent it flying towards us. I found
everything about it hilarious. I was outgoing and tall for two
seconds as I sprung and at white gilded zenith I caught the
lovely underside of dressing.
“So when are you getting married?”
My mom laughed, “You had better tell Belle.”
And I have forgotten to. But all that is really just the
beginning of it, of the wedding I mean, and of the way things
seem to be heading recently. It’s not to say that spring is dead,
just I’ve really been wishing something new would happen.
I imagine how cinematic things must have looked from
just outside the hall: opal lights hanging from the terrace in
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ovals like swollen eggs of courtship, the opus of love a waterfall
in front of the wedding hall, and my semi-formal coat and my
white mane ascending the lavender darkness.
Three days ago I asked Sara on a date for this Saturday,
which means I have places to be; I found myself speeding
down I-15 for a night I have been anticipating. An address, the
nagging voice of a GPS it is casual for women to get in fights
with, and one last promise of youth in every moment.
I arrived at Sara’s apartment already tardy for the concert
we meant to attend so I asked her to, “Give me a tour of the new
place, after all if we’re late enough we might be able to get in for
free.”
“That’s all you came for,” the front door was propped
open; she said it gets colds inside. And the staircase is a
cramped canyon, and the way it folds in half in four steps is
mindless. Other absurd things include: a skeleton hanging in
the hall, a kitchen when you walk in, how shortly we stayed in
her bedroom. Where she has kept a watercolor I made her years
ago; where she has preserved it in a picture frame. “I’m glad
you…” my trail leads off into a distant shoreline like a five, six,
seven, eight.
Her hips tell me of course, “I love it. Make me more.” The
deep colors to which we refer form a portrait of her, and either
way she meant it I was thinking yes.

Ryan Joseph Carter
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Little Mountain
Evan Waechtler
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Gone
soft eyes gaze down through thick lashes
the pace of my heart quickens
blood rushes to my cheeks
a smile touches the corners of his lips
the creases in his cheeks deepen
I bury my head in his chest
to hide the effect he has on me
his arms pull me deeper into the embrace
my fingertips trace images on his back
prolonging his hold of me
feeling safe in his arms
breathing him in, in silence
taking in the moment
wishing it to last longer than it will
knowing it will end too soon
with a squeeze of my arms it’s over
pulling away a kiss graces my forehead
with a gaze I want to hold forever
and the words I’ll talk to you soon
he turns on his heel and is gone.

Jessamee Dorigatti
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Best Monroe Impression
Elisha Frey
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The First Drag Feels
Like Home; The Last
Like Hell
I am a slave to cigarettes. For six years, I have puffed away at
a delicious cocktail of acetone, nicotine, arsenic, ammonia, lead,
formaldehyde, turpentine, and a bit of everything else that kills you
slowly. In high school I smoked nearly a pack of death a day, but I was
young and I didn’t give a shit.

We had officially made it out of the high school parking lot in
Sofia’s off-white sedan with one goal in mind: cigarettes. Salt-nPepa’s Push It blasted from the one working speaker in her car. Sofia
navigated the windy neighborhood roads as I shuffled old assignments,
pens and tampons around my bag until I found our pack of Turkish
Royals. Pulling the top of the pack back, I scanned the car to see how
many passengers we had with us this time. As always, I was riding copilot, and Sofia was driving because she was the only one with a car;
Val and two other girls sat in the back. That made five of us, so I slid
the same number of smokes into my mouth.
“You’re not planning on lighting all of those at once, are you?”
said one of the girls in the back.

“Uh huh,” I mumbled carefully, as not to drop any of our precious
smokes.

I always lit everyone’s cigarettes for them when we drove. This
was a direct result of the time our friend Amy crashed her vehicle
while attempting to light her smoke. Her vehicle crumpled around
us with the sickening sound of metal and fiberglass smashing and
grinding against some unfortunate kid’s parked car. My face slammed
into the back of the driver’s seat. With a broken Turkish Royal still
hanging from my lips, I learned what whiplash feels like. While doing
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a quick evaluation of my body to ensure everything was still intact, I
noticed a strange stain on my arm. It was familiar, a rust-tinged smear
across the underside of my forearm. Blood. I panicked. Was someone
dead or injured? Everyone around me appeared fine. I felt the warm
rush of blood spew from my nose, and I came to the realization that
it had taken the majority of the impact. The bloody nose and the pain
from my neck were quickly masked by the horror that all of us faced
upon looking out the passenger’s side window. Standing a few feet
from their mangled car were two puzzled looking teenage bystanders.

“Fuck. Shit. Shit. Fuck. Dammit… Fuck!” Yelled Amy. “We know
them!”
It was the conservative Mormon kid in our biology class and his
even more conservative girlfriend peering into a car full of broken
cigarettes and disoriented trouble-makers. They knew our secret; we
were all slaves to cigarettes.

I was fourteen when I smoked my first cigarette, fifteen when I
bought my first pack. They were Turkish Royals, the fanciest, most
expensive cigarettes that you could buy at a gas station. My boyfriend
at the time, Jacee, his cholo friend and I drove twenty minutes on
five dollars-worth of gas to the only place we knew that would sell to
minors. When we arrived, they both agreed that I looked the oldest
and most mature. Therefore, I would be the one trekking alone to buy
smokes. “What’s the worst that can happen?” I thought to myself.
While trying to calm my nerves and act naturally, my body quivered
from fear and the chill of December as I entered the tiny smoke shop.
The forty-ish year old, middle-eastern guy who manned the shop could
smell my fear, like a shark smells even the slightest hint of blood in
water. I felt like prey, like anything could happen. As if overcome by
word-vomit, I spewed out what I intended to purchase and why I could
not produce any form of identification. I assured him that I was in fact
nineteen, though at the time I barely looked twelve. He begrudgingly
sold me a pack of cigarettes, and from then on I made regular trips to
that tobacco shop.
Over the next few years, I began frequenting the shop more often.
I went from a weekly visit to twice weekly visits to being there almost
every day. It got to the point where the tobacconist knew my name
and could prepare my order without me asking for it. I was scrounging
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to find the six dollars a day that was required to fund my habit and
realized that I needed to quit, or at the very least, cut back. From there
I stopped chain-smoking, stopped smoking my morning cigarette and
began breathing oxygen again. I did not, however, fully quit smoking.
Instead, I minimized my addiction to two cigarettes a day.
A few months ago I made a mediocre attempt to quit smoking
again. I failed, of course, and felt horrible in doing so. Part of the
problem was that I didn’t have a plan, and I hadn’t actually thought
any of it through. Another issue was that my wonderful boyfriend,
Ross, smokes like a chimney. Unlike me, he was not ready to quit.
When asked, I wanted to tell my parents that I didn’t smoke, and for
once, actually be telling the truth.

It was a hot summer morning in late June and I propped myself
gently against the stucco on the side of my parent’s house. A faint trail
of bitter smoke leaked from my hand rolled American Spirit. A third of
my cigarette remained, but I was done with it. Earlier, I had scrounged
up the last of my dry, old tobacco from the bottom of a Ziploc bag
and rolled it neatly within a lone cigarette paper. I was desperate, and
this was all I had left. I couldn’t let the last third of my cigarette go to
waste, so I carried on smoking it. The tobacco crackled with each drag
and I could feel my body begin to reject the poison that I insisted on
taking. I gagged out the last bit of smoke that was hiding in the deepest
corridors of my lungs. Why had I insisted on smoking such harsh,
dry tobacco? A tear burned down the side of my cheek and I knew at
any moment I would be puking. With another drag I gagged harder,
dropping the rolly to the concrete. I wretched any bit of smoke and
food that was left inside of me.
For the next year, I would throw up any time I smoked a cigarette.
It was a bizarre phenomenon, and I have found only one other person
who has experienced this. For most, this would mean quitting. For me,
it was simply an annoyance. As I said before, I have been a slave to
cigarettes; I would drag my smoke until I gagged once, then I put it out
and prayed that I hadn’t gone too far. I claimed that it was some sort of
Pavlovian association that made me puke, as if that one bad experience
had been ingrained into my mind.
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People always tell me I should quit smoking and all I want to say
is “no shit.” My friend bought me an E-Cigarette as a replacement
method for quitting, but I stopped using it when the cartridge needed to
be replaced, and a pack of cartridges costs the same as a pack of nice
cigarettes. When I failed at quitting, despite his method, I felt inferior
to him.
“God, I need a cigarette.” My eyes darted around the coffee shop
to see who’d be willing to bum one out to me.

“You don’t need a cigarette. You just want one,” he replied, as if he
was never tempted by cigarettes. It’s not as though he had virgin lungs
or anything.
“Whatever,” I replied.

“You know, I quit smoking cold turkey.”

“I know,” I snapped back at him. The tension was becoming
unbearable.
“You could quit smoking cold turkey.”

“I know!” How dare he even suggest that to me?

I wanted to punch him in his stupid clean air, oxygen breathing
mouth. I wanted to do it while blowing cigarette smoke in his
annoying face. Rage. That’s all I was feeling; one of the most common
side effects of quitting smoking, according to the Center for Disease
Control and Prevention’s website, which I scoured to scare myself into
quitting. Within ten minutes I had bummed one from a stranger and
my fury subsided within one drag.

I have an overwhelming fear that I’ll unknowingly get pregnant
and continue to smoke until I find out. This possibility, though
minuscule, lies dormant in my mind each time I light up. Anytime I see
a pregnant woman with a cigarette in her mouth, I feel sick. I see her
as inherently selfish by putting her nicotine fix over her child’s welfare.
This could be me though; this could be me without even knowing
it. The Surgeon General’s reports say that “women’s smoking during
pregnancy increases the risk of pregnancy complications, premature
delivery, low-birth-weight infants, stillbirth, and sudden infant death
syndrome (SIDS).” This scares the hell out of me.
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I am a slave to cigarettes. The smell makes me salivate; the taste,
unbelievable. It’s bitter, yet slightly sweet; earthy, yet the majority of
its components can’t be found in nature. The first drag feels like home,
the last drag feels like Hell; yet, I light another. With every cigarette
burnt to the butt, I tell myself that was the last. I tell myself I’ve quit.
Within the hour I’ve started smoking again. Admittedly, I have quit
smoking thousands of times, but it’s a demon that I can’t conquer.
I’ve heard people say it’s more addictive than heroin, and actually, I
believe it. Thank God it kills you more slowly, so you have more time
to stop.

Chloe Smith
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Maternal Instinct
Our dog Loba was pregnant; the last time I had seen her she looked
about ready to burst. Having recently had a baby myself I recognized
her discomfort. I noticed one sunny Saturday afternoon that she wasn’t
around as usual. I got worried and started looking for her. As I walked
around the backyard I heard a faint sound of crying like new born
babies. I tried to locate the sound and it was near our shed. I looked
inside and nothing. I walked around the shed and nothing. But that is
where I heard the crying, so I got down on my knees to look under the
shed and BAM there she was with her three puppies.
The last three months of my pregnancy my body felt
incommodious. I had one fetus inside me; I could only imagine Loba
with five. The crying puppies took me back to when my son was
born. He did not cry instantly, the Doctor had to flick him on the toe
before he began to cry. My labor lasted only half an hour and because
of modern medicine, I didn’t feel anything more than slight pressure.
Loba didn’t seem as lucky as I.

Loba was breathing heavily and looked like she was in pain. She
looked at me as if asking me to help. It was her maternal instinct that
had found a safe place to deliver her babies under the shed where
there was shade and a small space out of predators reach. I wanted
to help her feel better. It was a hot day and I worried about Loba and
the puppies being overheated, so I wanted to take them inside. I went
inside and prepared a bed in the bathroom for them. I even put my
favorite blue fuzzy bathrobe on top so that they could be comfortable
but unfortunately I had to throw it away after that. When I returned
outside to get Loba and her puppies two more had come out; making it
a total of five puppies!
I was very cautious not to hurt the puppies as they were fragile
new borns. Loba did not yet trust me. I pulled out all five puppies.
Loba got worried, she seemed to fear I would take away her babies
and not give them back. She followed closely with her face toward the
towel the babies were wrapped in as we went inside. I took them to
their bed in the bathroom and had Loba lie down so that I could help
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the puppies latch on to her nipples. I rubbed her back and talked to her,
telling her it was going be ok and that she would feel better soon. We
looked at each other and knew she now trusted me. I had helped four
of them latch on but the fifth just wouldn’t. Loba licked away at that
baby while the others ate their meal voraciously. It was her maternal
instinct to lick him to get him to wake and eat. Loba looked exhausted
but she looked like she was pleased with herself for successfully
giving birth to her captivating little puppies. She had an instant bond
with her babies, and instinctively knew what she had to do.
When I had my son, being a first time mother, I didn’t know
anything. Chartered clinical psychologist Dr. Sharon Lewis says: “The
arrival of a first baby is a shock. No mother can be prepared for the
round-the-clock care, and many have unrealistic expectations about
parenthood.” I felt a disconnection with my baby. I would just feed
him and examine him but didn’t feel all the wonderful things other
women had told me you would feel when becoming a mother. One day
I was just looking at my baby while he was on my bed and my mom
asked me, “Why don’t you ever talk to him?”
“What am I supposed to say to a baby? They don’t talk or
understand.”

“Yes, but he needs to hear your voice just as when he was in your
belly.”

Then she held him and started talking and singing to him. And he
smiled, little giggles came out, this made me smile. It made me a little
sad that I had not gotten a reaction like this from him since I had him
and I realized it was my job to bond with my baby.
“All mothers face similar dilemmas,” says anthropologist Sarah
Blaffer Hrdy of the University of California at Davis, “no matter what
their ambitions or circumstances. In human mothers – indeed, in all
animal mothers – there has always been tension between much that
is sublimely good and at least a few things that aren’t so good. It is
humans alone, however, who have the ability to contemplate those
choices – and then know which ones to make.”
Both of our babies were growing and growing fast. My son was
walking and speaking full sentences. The puppies had opened their
eyes and were beginning to play with one another. There they were;
five tiny little puppies with their twinkling, sapphire blue eyes, their
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soft fur and my favorite of all was their baby soft pink paws. My son
was so excited about the puppies. Every morning he would get up
early to see the puppies and say, “Hi babies.”
“I’m the daddy of all these babies,” he would tell me.
I would laugh and tell him, “No baby, these are puppies and you’re
a boy, but they’re yours until we find a good home for them.”
He would get sad and say, “But I want to keep them all forever!”
I would distract him and play with the puppies. He would always
want two at a time. They were his new babies too, he thought.
Loba was a great mother; she would take care of them, feed them
and get aggressive to protect them whenever Rocky, their dad, tried to
get close. Rocky was very curious when he first saw them. He would
look at them puzzled and then sniff them and growl. He didn’t share
Lobas maternal instinct. She didn’t like this so she would growl back
and scare him away. Rocky was always the more dominant one but
when Loba had her puppies she was the dominant one and Rocky
wouldn’t mess with her then. Like he knew that a mother would go to
any extremes to protect her pups.
One day near Christmas, months after Loba had had her babies,
Rocky tried to attack me and Loba defended me. I was the one that
had taken care of Loba when she had her puppies. I know that she was
appreciative of me for helping her. I believe that’s why she defended
me. It was my maternal instinct to take care of her when she had
her babies, and hers kicked in to protect me when Rocky attacked.
Loba and I helped one another in tough times. In a way I felt that we
understood each other because we were both moms.
A couple months later when the puppies were bigger and fattened
up it seemed that they irritated Loba. The puppies were big enough
to eat puppy food but they still liked sucking on Lobas nipples. This
angered her. Sometimes she would be lying there sleeping and the
puppies would secretively go up and start sucking on her nipples; she
would get up in a hurry to move away from the puppies. While she
tried to get away a couple would still be hanging from her nipples until
their sucking power gave out. Loba would jump on top of their dog
house so that the puppies wouldn’t be able to get a hold of her; she was
successful.
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Lobas maternal instinct knew that they were now big enough to
eat on their own and she wanted them to become more independent
by weaning. Now when the puppies tried to suck on her nipples she
would bark at them and sometimes bite them. One of the puppies, the
fattest one was diligent and continued trying to suck but finally became
independent.
This relationship between a dog and her pups is, in ways, like
relationships with humans their babies; only that it is significantly
sped up. Human parents, mothers specifically, want their children to
become completely independent eventually. In the process of that they
teach them things and make sure they grow healthy. They go through
different phases of their children’s life and help them through it until
they assure themselves that they are capable to do it on their own.
This takes years as opposed to the couple of months it takes with dogs
and their puppies. Together, my mother and Loba helped me develop
that maternal instinct that didn’t come as naturally to me. Through
these experiences I’ve learned a lot. I felt like a horrible mother in the
beginning because I didn’t have that instant bond with my baby. I now
have that bond I was seeking with my son. As Dr. Lewis points out:
“A relationship with a child can grow over time. Initial difficulties in
bonding are not predictive of a future relationship with your child.” I
remind myself often of what Dr. Lewis says and know that everything
will turn out fine.

Shakira Zavala
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Best Friend
Erica Durtschi
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Ghosts and Broken
Spells
Ghosts that haunt me never leave
Waiting in the corners and shadows of my being
So deeply intertwined, the roots of my family tree
They are a part of my soul, my thoughts, my life
They tug and pull me to the core of my darkest memories
To the deep murky waters of my past
Surfacing in my dreams to whisper,
“Come back...you won’t escape...we own you...we are you”
No peace, as a frantic symbolic dance is hosted at my expense
No matter where I go, the ghosts hold my hand, touch my hair and softly
whisper my name
Begging me to remember all I wish to forget
I pacify them with a look or a nod of acknowledgment
As they observe me from the corner of my room
Sometimes that is enough to appease their needy eyes
But tonight they beckon me with a melancholy song
Each begging for time alone with me
Time to explain who they are and why they return
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I resist them
As their tiny voices call to me like starving children hungry for affection
I look in their big brown eyes and wince from their familiar past
Like the flash of a camera leaving spots before my eyes, they stay in my
vision
No matter how tight I close my eyes I can still see them
No escape
“Shall I open my eyes and see who your parents are by the family
resemblance
Or embrace you and allow you mourn” either choice is a dagger in my
heart . . . so I choose both . . . it is the only way . . . and no one can do
this but me
Sobbing and jerking from my arms, she faces me too
We face the fact that we are one
We belong to each other
This time though the mother in me takes charge and makes it safe to
speak her truth
Today the spell is broken

Terry
Jackson-Mitchell
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Nikido
Jeff Hunsberger
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The Clock
Upon The Mantle
The Time, he creeps along the wall so slow.
His soldiers climbing down the pipes so calm.
The ticking, tocking droning on and on.
Sad soldiers, Time’s required friends, go in
To houses quiet, dark, and dim. They ride
On moonlight, cruel and white; on midnight rays.
She curls in bed and tries to drive out Time,
His laughing ways upon his clock face. Now
She sees the numbers clear and plain as day.
His soldiers, One through Twelve, they call her name.
They steal her moments. Fun for them, they laugh
And dance around her head till morning comes.
They whisper secrets: nightmare’s just begun.

Aubrey Davis
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Profile
Susan Sommer
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You Took
You took away my ability
to have confidence, to speak up, to trust first and doubt
second. Now I’m
always looking for the lie.
You took away my intelligence, my sexiness, and my desire to touch and be touched,
and for years I thought I was the broken one.
I had hoped to be good enough, to be wanted, to be loved
and to be happy,
but you took, and you took, and you took, and you took.
And then, you
had the audacity to blame
me. You took your time twisting my words, bleeding
your poison into my veins,
slowly making me believe I was nothing.
Now it’s time you took your turn, to speak unheard, to sit
unnoticed and to live un-loved.
I hope she takes you for everything you’ve got, bless her
heart.

78

If I were a good Christian woman, perhaps I’d suggest it’s
time you took
a hard look at your life and made some changes.
But in all honesty, should you choose to move very far away,
or heaven forbid,
walk in front of a moving bus, I won’t cry. For you see, my
ability to mourn for you?
Yeah, you already took that too.

Emma C Miller
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Under the Moon
Jasmin Zischler
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Longing
Can you hear her whispers
Carried through the wind from her cracked lips?
The note of sorrow underneath her sweet song?
The melody is glorious
And chills you to the bone
She calls to you across the seas
Through the mountains and the plains
Everyday she comes to talk
To that once familiar tree
Her words bounce around the stars
Past the clouds and to your ears
Tunes of joy and sadness
Tunes of peace and war
Asking once again
If she’s forever yours
But you cannot reply
‘Twas not how it was meant to be
So you wait each day
Each night
Till you may finally go back home
And wrap her in your arms
To see your lovely daughter
And tell her it’s alright.

Emily Bradley
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Elephant
Jude Higgins
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Gifts
My mother gave me lots of things:
things most mothers give their children,
ten fingers and ten toes, two ears and a voice.
She gave me McDonald’s Happy Meals, and birthday parties.
I got her mousy brown hair and her full lips,
along with an affinity for dye jobs and red lipstick.
I’ve given my mother lots of things,
things most children give their mothers:
stretch marks, and laugh lines, and school art projects.
I gave her bumper stickers proclaiming my honor roll status.
She got spit up stains, and candy wrappers,
and she never complained about any of them.
My mother gave me life
that’s what every mother gives their kid,
hope, and love, and safety.
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She gave me driving lessons, and boy advice.
I also got her baby bearing hips,
though I’m not sure I’ll ever use them,
Because I also gave my mother hostility,
and some other things I’m not exactly proud of:
headaches, and heart breaks, and often a terrible attitude.
I gave her a really hard time, and a really bad name.
She got therapy sessions, and the bills for them,
and complained about that, all the time.
My mother gave me lots of other things too,
things I would have rather done without:
neuroses, eccentricities, and anxieties.
She gave me crippling self-doubt,
the kind only a mother can give.
I got a fear of what my own mind can do,
that crazy moms often give their crazy kids.
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I gave my mother lots of things,
but definitely not everything she deserved,
understanding, and gratitude, and sympathy.
I should give her more forgiveness.
Instead she got resentment, deep seeded and earned.
I wish I wanted to give her more things,
but even if I did, I have nothing left to give.

Natalee Wilding
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Bubbles

Grant Armantrout
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True Story: Princess
Rain was pouring down and I could barely see where I was
running.

Trees crashed behind me, I jumped over some rocks, and then
cowered under a fallen trunk. The ground shook as a dinosaur as big as
the house roared and tore its way to me. Flat on my back, I looked up
into its big yellow eyes. Its jaws opened, with sharp teeth and slobber
everywhere, “Stockton to Malone. The Mailman drives to the basket.
Oh! Foul by Pippen! It’s too late in the game to be making those
mistakes.”

Concentrating, I tried to make my hand trace the lines in my head.
My eyes stayed closed as I pictured the abomiddable face in front of
me. I traced its jaw, gave it eyes and claws, erasing and re-drawing,
making it perfect. I waited for a minute on what to call it, and could
barely keep the butterflies from flying out of me when I figured it out. I
spelled “D-y-n-o-m-i-t-e!” and underlined it.
“Dad! Look at what I did!”

“That’s great. Can I have your autograph?”

I didn’t find the connection between my drawing and a longnecked Africa animal, but I got the feeling he thought he was saying
a joke. I got the feeling like I should say something or ask him
something, too. But I didn’t since moving goes fast and words go
slow; I was already walking back to the table almost happy Dad saw
my drawing. I only wished he knew it was T-rex.

When I sat down to do another one, Kelson and Bambi ran
down the stairs shooting their nerf guns. I joined them. It was a lot
of excitement when we made war. Soon they were getting hot and
they took their shirts off. I was hot too, so I hurried and took off my
pink and purple polka dots to chase Kelson down. Flying through the
kitchen, my mom blocked in front of me and grabbed me.
“What do you think you’re doing? Get your shirt on right
now.” She covered me again real fast like she didn’t want me to see
something. It was bad, whatever it was.
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“How come they take off their shirts and I can’t?”

“Because you’re a girl and girls don’t run around without a shirt.
It’s nasty.”
“Who says?”

“You just don’t. It’s nasty.”

I didn’t want my shirt on, it wasn’t fair. I wanted to have fun the
same as they did, but now I didn’t because what Mom said.
“Ha! You got in trouble with a capidal T!” Kelson shot at me,
laughing.

It made me too mad to even hit him. He was free to fight, and
nobody made so many rules for what he couldn’t do. Whoever made
rules for girls was ignerant because they didn’t know I could do
everything boys could then beat them at it too. Beat them hard. I was
stronger and faster. I had guts. Every time I won them I showed I was
worth something, worth more, that I wasn’t weak and I had guts. I took
my pink and purple polka dots and mad guts to the living room.
“Come here, young lady.” Dad held out his arm from his couch
throne. I hesitated. Dad picked me up and laid me on his belly. He
wrapped his arms around me, holding me on his stomach. “Are you
my little princess?” he asked. I felt like I liar to Dad when I nodded
yes. But I didn’t lie all the way. A piece of me wanted it to fit since he
said it so nice.
My head lay flat on Dad’s stomach, relaxing and letting it fit for
a second. I thought, I’m Dad’s little princess; over and over again
when he breathed out: Dad’s little princess. I felt warm and kind of
safe. “I’m going to have to get a shotgun when you get older.” As
he brushed his hand through my hair, I looked up. He took his eyes
away from the game, briefly. “Yup. Going to need a shotgun for my
princess.”

The Jazz won like they always did, then it was time for bed. Mom
and Dad went upstairs. Me and my brothers nested in the living room
with our blankets, staying quiet to go asleep. I rolled around a lot. It
was really hot, so I put my Mermaid blanket aside. I sprawled out,
starfish, examining the lines on my blanket, bored and uncomfortable.
Then I noticed something. Mermaid’s a girl. She’s not wearing a shirt.
Mermaid’s a princess and she’s not wearing a shirt. I looked around.
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My brothers were sleeping. Everything was quiet. Mom’s explanation
didn’t make any sense anyway, so I didn’t put any stock in it. I recovered myself with Ariel and wrestled my shirt off.

I didn’t like the feel of my skin on the carpet, and feeling my
own skin was weird. I guess that’s how Mom meant by “nasty.” But I
wasn’t weak and I didn’t like pink. I was stronger and faster, could do
anything boys did and then beat them at it. I kept it off.
Dad’s little princess.

Falling asleep, I tried to figure out what Dad thought his princess
would do so wrong that he needed a gun.

Nichole Sanderson
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Haze
Lissy Edwards

90

Her Hands
My hands are the same as her hands.
An exact replica down to the freckles and ring size
50 years aged beyond my own.
I’ve never held the hand of someone
as they lay dying.
The air is cool from the night breeze
coming in through the window.
The metallic, Mylar balloon hangs deflated from a hook
crinkling and falling
more with each breeze that lifts it as it passes.
Her eyes have gone dark again, but the sparkle remains
and when her eyelids open to a slight slant
the knowing look calms us both.
I want to say everythingand nothing,
knowing somethinganything, would be better than nothing
but the nothing is the only thing that feels right.
So I sit and hold her hand;
the hand that guided mine,
the hand that looks
just like mine.

Aimee Land
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Mason Rodrickc
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Little Girl Lost
Some days I feel you so deep and hidden in the dark
Occasionally I see your eyes and they haunt me until I can’t breathe
I fear you so much that I don’t allow myself to think about you
How can I look at you
You’re so completely devastating
Ripped, torn, bloody and bruised
So young, so small, such a loss of innocence
My eyes sting when I look at you
But tonight I can’t deny you
I see your face in the pictures of stolen innocence
It breaks my heart
I am sorry, but it hurts too much to remember you
I can’t speak of you to anyone
They would never truly “get it”
And I would so love to forget you
But you keep tugging my hand with your tiny fingers
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I remember when you could curl up into a ball so tight
Until you disappeared
One day the little girl that was me disappeared
As my strength prepared my destiny
I thought that little girl became invisible forever
I prayed I would never see her again
But she patiently waits in the core of my heart
She is symbolic of what I will no longer tolerate
I pray that she is someone I will never see again
But by now, I know better than that…

Terry
Jackson-Mitchell
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Greenish Warbler
Jude Higgins
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Winter From My Room
I spread the seed
With a motion like absolution
Blessing the birds that come
Outside my window,
Go inside to wait for them
Into the frame of my narrow sight.
In the distance I can hear
The freight trains clustered
And heavy so they only
Shift back and forth
Back and forth with a sound
That echoes in your heart.
The church bell plays its music.
It does not play for me
And the music itself
Does not stir me
But I am moved nonetheless
That I can hear it at all,
Music playing in the street
Where it almost never is.
Now the birds have sprinkled themselves
Over the ground
Surprising me as much
As the snowfall.
In a while I return again
And they have gone.
This is what happens
When you stay too long in one place
Just because you are hungry.

Stephen Ruffus
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Particle Beat
Jesse Crawford
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Petrichor:
Part Two: Ichor
The Golden liquid that flows through the veins of the Immortal Mind.
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Fading Light
We’ll pause, and not begin
Again.
Read it fast or you might
Fall in.
With love, I think of mine and
Weep. I scream my hate
Where I do not speak. This life
Was mine until I wanted it, then
Your claim returned in full.
Damn, we paused again.
Now wasting time on
Wasted breath. Not
Freeing words, just
Losing them.
Slow it down
Now, it’s not all bad.
I lost this once so
After all, I can’t again. There’s
No more begin, and just
One more end. Besides
Drowning eyes can see
A light that shines more
Brightly for the
Fading light.

Peter Brotherton
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Boy Picking Lotus

Ryan Joseph Carter
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Nothing Faded

Last night I dreamt you needed me
In the background
Melissa sang “No Souvenirs”
I whispered softly along
Wrapped in a haze of contentment
Emptiness banished.
Unexpectedly, you touched me
Everything I’d banished came slamming back
The completeness, the hunger
This morning, I wept
Nothing faded
It was just a dream

Rebecca Winsor
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Tunnel
Grant Armantrout
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Sandy Hook:
In Memoriam
We would have preferred
Them as angels
Their voices never off-key
Their weaknesses
Beyond the realm of experience
Pure undefiled
in the very blossom
Of splendid awareness
Each petal a perfect spoke
Equidistant from the center
But to remember them as halves
As partial wholes still forming
Is sufficient validation
Of what lies below
Our ability to magnify
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To see clearly
As a consummated orb
We would remember
Them as ourselves
Before the onslaught
That struck light down
Away from Soul
For that we must
Rue the missing strength
That comes only from
Displacement and
The power of perception
For this indispensable step
They never took
Bless Them

Gary H. Howard

Face of Loki
Erica Durtschi
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Pancakes
This morning I made pancakes like my mother
used to do
Stockpiles of pancakes
So many pancakes that I was doing the mental
calculations, wondering how they’d all fit in the
freezer
I left them on the counter to cool before I froze
them
Bronco ate all but one
I told Dad not to feed him today
I told him about the pancakes and Dad said
Bronco would eat himself to death if he could
I forgot to tell Dad about the one pancake
It was cold later
Snow fell and steak was grilled for dinner and
Bronco went crazy at the smell
Bronco and Jack played in the backyard and I noticed how healthy and less fat Bronco was looking
I thought about how proud of him his vet would be,
and how happy
He inhaled some small scraps of fat from my steak
Not because I didn’t love him
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Later, because I will always love him
I got mad, and I cried more than I would have thought
He could have lived for so many more years
The door was left open for less than a minute
Bronco died doing his thing
We went out looking for him and found him too late
He was heavy
Even though the snow was falling I had to take my coat off
soon after I began digging
Letting him go was hard and the grave we left him in
seemed too deep
No one ate the last pancake

CJ Armantrout
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Mason Rodrickc
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Battle of The Crow
Scritch scratch of wicked claws
Waiting for the fatal pause
Eyes darting to and fro
Wond’ring where it’ll go
Can the tattered crow be seen?
Will it caw or will it keen?

Downy wings of battered black
An ashen beak that’s used to crack
Little children’s bones
And brings them to the cackling crones
Hear the tap tap of its beak
Afraid to breath afraid to speak
But as the sky nears waking hour
Thus drains the crow of its power
For it doth fear the blinding light
It only lives within the night
And with a final shrieking call
It begins to flap and fall
And it goes down with the dark
Now you’re safe in your ark
With a heaving sigh you see
The crow make it’s morning flee
The fur on your back begins to settle
As you venture out among the nettle
Knowing once the day grows late
You will go back to your fate
For with the dusk comes the night
And thus begins the eternal fight
Between the crow and the rat
So this is this and that is that.

Emily Bradley
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Karen Hogan
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Untitled
Alyssa Chambers
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Dirty View
Aaron De La Rosa
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State of Disbelief:
A Memoir
It was about four in the morning, and I had finally managed to
successfully insert the key into the lock, turn it, and stumble into the front
door of my parents’ house. I was watching the news. I couldn’t help it;
it was everywhere. The video clips of the second plane crashing into the
World Trade Center had been cycling continuously on every television
station for the entirety of a month. I came to the realization that I had
finally grown weary of it all. I had been bombarded with images of death
and destruction for longer than I was capable of tolerating. I had grown
so accustomed to seeing such irrefutable evidence of brutal, violent,
incomprehensible death, that the video clips showing the immeasurable
loss of human life had somehow lost their capability to produce a
reaction within me. But at this particular moment in time, I looked at
those images with a renewed sense of horror – because I understood
them. I was viewing the images through a different perspective. One
thing was certain, when I got out of bed that morning I didn’t think that
the day’s events would unfold quite the way that they did.
Earlier that day, when I awoke, I lacked the understanding that I
would gain throughout the course of the day, but I did have the feeling
that something was amiss. As it turned out, the peculiarities of the
feelings I was experiencing that morning would soon be reflected by the
world that surrounded me. It was the morning of October 12th 2001, and
I was seventeen years old. Unbeknownst to me at the time, it was to be
the day that the nation was to officially mourn the tragedy that occurred
on the 11th of September. Throughout the course of the morning, the
strange sensation that I had been experiencing throughout the course of
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the morning engulfed me to such a degree that I convinced my mother
to let me stay home from school. Sometime around noon, the doorbell
rang. I got up, walked to the front door, and peered out of the thin, tall
window that stood parallel to the door. Standing on my front porch was
my very good friend Derrick—a look of confusion painted across his
face. I quickly opened the door and let him inside.
His appearance was disheveled but that wasn’t particularly
unusual. What really struck me as odd was he looked as though he had
been crying. Before I could analyze his appearance any further Derrick
looked me in the eyes, and in the most serious tone I have ever heard
him invoke, he told me, “Fuck man, I don’t know how to tell you this.
I’ve been trying to think of the best way to tell you the whole way over,
but I couldn’t think of anything. So I’m just going to tell you.”
He was speaking rapidly—very rapidly. It wasn’t unusual
for him to speak quickly, but this was beyond the realm of what was
typically considered normal for Derrick. He appeared to be extremely
hesitant to tell me what he had come to tell me. He took a very long
sigh, looked at me, forcibly slowed his rate of speech, and continued,
“Rusty shot himself while we were at school today. Right after
the national pledge of allegiance the school was doing for the World
Trade Center, everyone heard a shot. It was Rusty, man.”
Not quite comprehending what he had told me, I gave him
a scolding look and asked, “Are you serious?”, as if to imply, “You
shouldn’t joke about something like that.”
He looked me in the eyes and said, “Yeah man. They cancelled
the rest of school. That’s why I’m here.” I hadn’t thought of the fact
that it was only noon and school wouldn’t typically be out for another
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couple of hours.
Having convinced me with this line of thought, I took a few
breaths and tried to collect my thoughts.
“Holy shit.” was all that I managed to say.
A few hours later, Derrick and I went past the high school. This
was the place that Rusty had killed himself just hours before, and we
had heard that a candlelight vigil had cropped up in the wake of the
day’s events. We decided to stop by, and in doing so, met up with
several of our friends. After some crying, some condolences, a whole
lot of silence, and seeing many shocked facial expressions, the idea to
have an impromptu party surfaced. I don’t think that anyone quite knew
how to handle the news of Rusty’s death, and a party seemed like a
good idea to us. A party would give everyone a good excuse to not be
alone. And besides, we could get drunk—really drunk. Washing away
the day’s events in a buffet of alcohol also seemed to be about as good
of a response as any other.
A few hours later we went to the party, and did our best to not
think about what had just happened. Much to my chagrin, the alcohol
seemed incapable of nullifying the newly acquired knowledge that I now
possessed. At about three in the morning, disheartened and burdened
with grief, Derrick and I left the party and walked to his house to go to
sleep; hoping that perhaps slipping into unconsciousness might provide
some temporary relief from the entirely oppressive state of mind that I
was experiencing.
When we arrived at Derrick’s house, I went downstairs to his
room in order to go to bed (it wasn’t abnormal for me to sleep on his floor
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with some regularity during this period of my life). Derrick had stayed
upstairs to get a glass of water, and stated that he would return shortly.
When he returned, he looked extremely agitated and uttered, “Whatever
you do, don’t run into my mom! She’s on the warpath about…” But
before he could finish his sentence, his mother Shelley had pushed the
door open, burst into the room, put her hands on her hips, and stated
“We need to talk.” I looked quizzically at Derrick, however he seemed
to know what to expect already. She looked first at Derrick, then at me,
and in an urgent, cold, calculated manner, and without hesitation uttered
a statement that would forever impact the way that I perceive religion,
with some emphasis on Christianity in particular, “Rusty is burning in
Hell right now. We need to talk about your immortal souls.”
I was dumbfounded. I had no response for what she had
just said, I merely stood in disbelief. Shelley was in top form today.
The lack of tact was simply stunning – a truly remarkable display of
uncensored, unabashed Christian sentiment. The level of disregard
that she displayed for basic, primary human emotions was shocking. I
couldn’t help but think of what Rusty’s family would have thought had
they heard her say this. I was angry for them as well as for myself – and
for my friend Rusty. I have since thought of several retorts (such as
the anger-inducing “You’re the one that believes in Hell, you go there.”
retort, or the classic “Jesus was black.” remark). However, at the time
I could think of nothing to say. I just stood there (presumably with a
blank expression strewn across my face) for a moment, and then simply
left. I decided to go to my parents’ house and managed to track down
a ride there.
It was about four in the morning by the time I got back home.
I went inside, made a sandwich, and turned on the television. I wasn’t
tired anymore; my outrage at what Shelley had said destroyed any
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chance that I had of getting to sleep that night. I turned on the television
hopeful that the actual physical routine and monotony of normal,
everyday, daily living would give rise to some degree of normalcy in
my actual, real, physical life.
On the news, there was looped footage of the World Trade Center
collapsing playing continuously. Watching the buildings collapse, and
thinking about the religious fervor that I had so recently witnessed, I
became steadily more disturbed at what I saw in front of my eyes. I
watched the televised destruction with a newly formed understanding
of human nature.
I had always assumed that the people that commit these horrific
acts of terrorism were simply crazy. But it was at this moment that I
realized that they weren’t crazy at all—they just actually believed what
they professed to believe. I was mortified by my own discovery—I still
am. Shelley seemed to differ from these people only by the specifics of
what she believed; not by how firmly she held the convictions that she
had.
I wondered what type of person Shelley would have become
had she been raised to believe that sacrificing her life in the name of
God would bring about heavenly rewards—and then asked to. I could
imagine her behaving in a manner similar to that of the perpetrators of
the heinous September the 11th tragedy. The ramifications of religious
belief suddenly became clear to me. I experienced what some has been
termed a moment of clarity. If you truly believe something (and not just
claim to believe it, but truly believe it) your actions will reflect those
beliefs.
When I think about what Shelley said to me, I am certain that
the hostility she presented was informed by the fervor of her religious
conviction. I am reminded of the English translation of a quote by
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Blaise Pascal, “Men never do evil so completely and cheerfully as when
they do it from religious conviction.”
Before this day, I considered myself agnostic towards the idea of
God. But now, I understood the true potential of religion. Shelley had
finally managed to convince me of what I could not previously accept.
Before this incident, I certainly had grievous doubts about religion. But
now, I am absolutely, completely sure that I am an Atheist.

Clay Boitnott
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Untitled
It’s been so long, years, a decade actually. Wow,
a lot is different, but I mean a lot has stayed the same.
That bluejay that comes by every spring is still around.
He’s got a friend he brings with him now.
And the fire pit, I rebuilt it, shaped it like an octagon,
still with the same cinder blocks though.
And that red wood deck, the one our fathers built,
it’s not as red as it used to be, but it’s still standing.
And I’m sure your mother will have us paint it again
once the snow melts.
And the front door still sticks,
but it’s no longer that dusty brown color,
it’s this really dark forest green.
And the carpet is different.
They tore out that shag stuff in the master bedroom,
and the green polka dots in the living room and kitchen
and replaced it with this tasteful beige stuff you probably would hate.
It smells the same, cold and dusty,
and slightly like campfire, but definitely like home.
And the yellow round table in the kitchen is still there,
and the hodgepodge of mismatched chairs,
but now the walls are littered with your art,
and that map of the ski resort you stole from Uncle Jerry’s office.
And the stairs are still too steep and too narrow.
And your snowboard is hanging on the wall in the room upstairs,
with those Milo and Jibstyle stickers on it.
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And out back the clubhouse is gone, a tree fell on it.
We tried to rebuild it but let’s be honest,
the materials Grandpa used weren’t that great in the first place.
And there’s still no running water,
though they all are still talking about getting it-that’s something I don’t think will ever change.
And about a hundred feet to the west,
just before that snow bank that refuses to melt until mid-July,
that’s where your bench is.
It’s made of this really sturdy oak that withstands the snow every
winter,
And the arm rests are metal,
the same green as the front door.
And on the aspen tree,
whose leaves are still green with brown speckles every spring,
is your plaque,
with your name and the years of your life.
And I swear that if I didn’t know any better,
I’d think that the wildflowers that bloom on your grave
every spring and every summer
were more beautiful than those in the rest of the meadow.
And just in case you ever wanted to stop by,
come on around to the front,
because the back door, we boarded that up.
Not that you ever used it, not that anyone really did.
And I’m sure you’d find a way in no matter what,
I guess I just thought you should know.

Natalee Wilding
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Shadows
Lightness and darkness
Skim the surface of this…
Paper
Sidewalk
Interstate
Sky
Life.
So much has been lost
While little has been discovered
Watching the fractal pattern of braches
Caress the walkway before me
Reaching toward infinity,
A limitless existence
I realize that nothing can be perceived
Without binary opposition
I am me because I am not you.
Good is good because it is not bad.
Let the shadows remain,
But refrain from their control.

Brittany Carlson
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Rossetta Flare
Dennis Hartman
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A Worm Hole Opens
in the Backs of Their
Necks
The circles in the back of their head-rests split and checkered car
fabric rips, as a worm hole opens in the backs of their heads. How is
it that two people who lived in this world right up and through to the
1980’s could be so bad at Let It Be? But I guess that was the decade
John Lennon died, and I guess passed into the reflected folds beyond
any cloud of consciousness. It was the year the white cover of The
Catcher in the Rye was stained red with the blood of a messenger, and
by the way, what twisted judgment system could shun Salinger into
some random house arrest for the rest of his only short time here and
his entire eternal reprinting. I know, he seemed content enough alone to
press it all into a few pages, so long as no one else reads the words he
formed from his own spinning clay apprenticed by even the most lonely
hands of constraint. The way he swirled the clouds (into a halo) on the
day he went would marvel the saint.
The autumn leaves will soon be raked into straight Christmas rows
and that God will scrape his fingernails against the sky to line up the
Sunset orange clouds. I guess his endings are almost always soaked red.
The bricks and mortar had been racked into a grid around the Dakota
on the day John was punctured by four unique hollow-point bullets
expanding upon impact. The blast shattering more glass inside his heart
cage than any voice alone could break. Hypovolemic shock, sometime
before Lennon bleed out last pints of merry-go-round horses, already
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biting red arteries in their mouths. For Holden plead, “It was a sacrifice
for sacrilege, offering walrus forever the fierce deity of wealth and
corruption, or else a home grown religion of truth to bruise, bigger than
Jesus.” Nothing short of crucifying that self-killing prophecy of a man.
Somebody felt like a demi-god ether of dust on a cross, that somebody
might have been me. Morphed into a meme by the long hours of waiting
for my continued treatment. The truth is, I don’t really want to delve
into their personal lives too much, but if you have to know I will tell
you. I was in the stressful center of the greatest hijacking scheme of all
time, cruising at 75 from the smell of salt water crab with most of the
sand in southern California systematically packed into our suitcases, and
briefs. The heat would never be parried by any sun roof. The windshield
must’ve been built proof. What they were arguing about is mechanically
impossible to recollect but built into the swooping ink confrontation of
illustrations I drew. A duel is never done.
It was during this sockless return, on the eve of eternal winter, as I
sat sailing down blue asphalt, sprawling with my tired road trip eyes, in
the backseat beside my kid sister, I felt the car beneath me jerk—and I
heard their anger writhing through the opening circles in the backs of
their heads, like worm holes from 1980. I should’ve said, “My parents, I
wish you would not say some of those things in front of my little sister.
I still tell my friends she is only about 12 years old and on this, day, the
anniversary of a hero, lower your voices, show some respect for the
dead.”

Ryan Joseph Carter
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Wolves at Midnight
Moroni Embleton
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Multicolored Bush

Grant Armantrout
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Window of Knowledge
Aaron De La Rosa
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Sanctuary
Einstein eyes, tickets to a Bees game, huddled reading
books on a shelf - that’s personality
A tattered picture frame embracing mother & daughter
after all these years, held in the arms of misfit buttons and
shabby fabric - that’s nostalgia
The smell of vanilla bean vapors, yesterday’s fragrance,
and crisply tangled sheets - that’s presence
Ben Howard crooning on a dark track in a dim room for
the benefit of some white noise - that’s diversion
A week’s worth of pencil lead smudges, paper remains, and
coffee stains - that’s progress
The reality that this sanctuary won’t keep me, my solitude,
forever - that’s life

Alexa Ferguson
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Baldface Hornet
CJ Armantrout
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Recluse
I am a recluse just hiding in my corner. I often go unnoticed by
nearly every passerby. However there are the very few that naturally,
I catch their attention, and they stop to stare for several seconds.
Some even attempt to engage in social behavior; I politely respond.
Awkwardly I stammer strictly out of sincerity. I have no genuine
interest, only the facade that I put on to make it seem as if I do. I do
not wish to deter the few that stopped to bother. Perhaps one may call
them “friends.” I prefer to refer to them as: “The Ones.”

I did not necessarily care for their company. I cared about the
peace of mind, the peace of mind I got just from knowing that if I
did fancy the thought of company, I could most likely acquire such
with little effort. The Ones always offered their invitation of social
engagement. I often artificially accepted for a miniature minute purely
for the sake of avoiding being perceived as “rude.” Then, without a
moment’s notice, I would scurry back to my corner.
A brief encounter was all I could endure. One could not imagine
the sheer awkwardness that I experience in any social situation; oh
what a task it is to talk. Oh what a task it is to listen... I care not to
speak, I care not to listen. I care not to speak and I care not to listen?!
However could one be expected to actually enjoy social activity,
observing the given premises? Observing the given conclusion? I
much appreciate their gestures of accompaniment, though I can never
deny my desire to be alone in my corner.

There came a time when I believe The Ones grew concerned. I
believe they were concerned with my well-being. But what was there
to be concerned about? Must every hermit be subject to some mental
discontent? Does every loner behave in his given manner due to sheer
mental instability? Even if I did in particular... even if this particular
Anti-Social may fall victim to this stereotype, does that immediately
diagnose an entire group of said disorders? I’d like to think not. I’d

137

like to think that even if I may suffer from said conditions, it is not
solely or even majorly the foundation for my distaste for human
interaction. For if I feel truly happy alone (and remained such) how
could possibly slight mental disorder(s) I may or may not suffer from
be to blame for my seclusion?

The interactions gradually started becoming more and more chorelike as I grew gradually more and more reclusive. Every time one
of The Ones would stop to stare (though oddly I felt more obligated
than ever to interact) it became that our rendezvous grew briefer with
every occurrence. It grew to the point that I would only evacuate
my solitary corner for less than minutes a day. I have not begun to
describe the perfection that is this corner I speak of. Everything I need
is right within reach, and not only that, in my corner I am invisible.
My entire corner is invisible, unless that is, one were to bear light upon
the under-side vertex of the walls, which no one ever did, and that is
partially why I cherished it so.
How could The Ones worry about my well-being in such
circumstances? Could they not sense my perfect discomfort in their
presence? Did the obvious reoccurring tweaking of my abdomen and
involuntary movements of my legs not hold self evident my absolute
anxiety in their company? Did they not realize I was at utmost bliss
while remaining veiled and unnoticed? Note: I do appreciate the fact
that The Ones acknowledge my being. I owe to them any sensation
that suggests all other life isn’t dormant toward thought of my
existence. The Ones somewhat seems to call to attention the fact that I
am a living thing, for if they didn’t hold any regard for the simple fact
that I actually do exist, how can one reassure himself that he in fact
does? An existence that goes literally unrecognized or unnoticed by
any other living thing is virtually non-existent; or some may say and
think.
Their concern for me apparently grew because more and more did
The Ones continue to stop on their way by, as if to acknowledge my
existence, even though I was not physically visible. They stopped to
stare more often than in the past, and even though they couldn’t see
me from my corner, I could see them. I could see them attempting
to nurture me with their acknowledgement. The few minutes a day
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that I would emerge, The Ones would naturally attempt to interact.
I grew to disregard these attempts, and rather lay idle and statue as
their desperate attempts at communication and verbal hospitality
and sympathy were constantly tossed in my direction. I remained
unresponsive as a rock when questioned how well I was fairing. Oh
how The One’s seemed to worry. I feel selfish about such behavior, but
still did I know that I could not physically and verbally express such
feelings in my given state, and given lack of social stability.

Slowly, but surely, The Ones’ visits slowed. They (for the most
part) had begun to give up on fretting for me, though there were
the few. There were a few that still stopped to make an attempt at
communication. Naturally, I disregarded these attempts, choosing
rather to stay stealthy in my solitude. Several of The Ones seemed to
grow impatient and irritated, and did one in particular, for he had never
actually seen me in the flesh. Often would he throw his fore-legs in the
air, cursing me for not accepting his acknowledgement, half hoping
I would respond by rearing my head. Though to his dismay, I went
invariably unaffected. One day the Angry One grew angrier than ever
before.

“Damn you Recluse! I have projected nothing unto the besides
generous hospitality and genuine concern! Hours of my company I
have offered, only to be riddled with humility!” The wise elders among
The Ones that were present at the time shook their frail, frowning faces
at the Angry One in solemnity and silence. “Curse you Recluse! Curse
you till your death Recluse! Be it my last lively motion, I WILL see
to it that I see you for myself!” And with this, the angry man flung his
limber body up into the air, clinging desperately, yet athletically onto
a thick beam very near my corner. “Come out little recluse, come out
now . . .” The Angry One summoned with Splenda in is voice. He was
hanging loosely onto the rafter, now swinging with fatigue. He began
to feel his muscles weaken with every swing, so gaining momentum he
swung a great swing, fastening both of his legs onto the wooden bar.
Now straddling the support beam, he darkly scanned the area, carefully
eyeing the crannies. Alas, the Angry One spied me. “Ah! At last!” the
man blasted, eyes illuminated with a naïve sparkle.
With self-perceived victory, he reached a giant hand toward me.
I leapt. I leapt with so much rage and passion that I never had before,
and on I tightly latched! On I latched onto the massive malevolent
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hand, sinking my treacherous, starving fangs hard into the softer skin
between the fore and middle knuckle. Never had I bitten, but oh what
splendor it brought upon me. He winced. I climaxed. He screamed
a mucus drowned chortle. I lost myself in bliss. Shaking his hand
furiously, he swung his arms frantically in all directions in attempt
to dislodge my fangs. Then, without notice, he collapsed. Lavender
iridescent venom was now secreting from where I had punctured his
flesh, oozing gently down the length of his lifeless forefinger.
The Ones that had been watching, fearing for my welfare, now
encircled the Angry One and I. Not a word escaped their tightly
sealed lips; they watched in silence. I was very tired now, and did not
bother to withdraw my deadly fangs. I just lay resting content, until
off I dozed. Off I dozed into eternal slumber, never to be bothered or
pressured to interact again.

Jordin Hartley
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Alyssa Chambers
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My Color
“Mallory, what time does the clock on the microwave say?” My
mom was starting to sound frustrated now, which doesn’t happen
often. “Come on, I know you know how to read the numbers. Come on
sweetie.”
I do know how to read the numbers, I just can’t see them. I get up
from my stool at the kitchen counter to get closer and my mom’s voice
stops me. “Baby, what are you doing?” I have to get close to see the
numbers I told her.
“You can’t see the microwave?”

For the next while, I can’t remember how long because I was only
two and a half, my parents sat in front of me playing the “how many
fingers am I holding up?” game.

It’s almost comforting to know I’m not the only one with bad
eyesight. My mom and my little brother have worse eyes than I do,
so we have learned to cope together; although cope may be the wrong
word. When you don’t know anything different you learn to deal with
your sight just as everyone learns to walk and talk. Everyone has their
different struggles but we learn to handle it in our own ways.
When you have a bad eye prescription you have good and bad eye
days. Much like a person could have good and bad hair days, they
really do affect how your mood is the whole day.

One Friday I had a very “bad eye day”. I went into the day wanting
it to be a “good eye day”. When you want it to be a “good eye day”
you pull out your ridiculously expensive box of brand new contact
lenses, in contrast with someone’s ridiculously expensive hair product.
This is what I did on Friday. My contacts were getting old and what
better way to start the weekend than with a fresh new pair of eyes?
My eyes have different prescriptions. My left eye is legally blind,
while my right eye is the better of the two, still pretty bad but better,
with a stigmatism. A stigmatism sounds scary but it’s really not.
All a stigmatism means is that your eye is not perfectly round, and
so you have to have a certain pair of contacts to fit your eye. The
doctor orders them because they have to place the stigmatism on your
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contacts where you need it.

When I put in my contacts, prepared for a clearer world, I was met
with disappointment. My left eye was correct – I was used to my left
eye not seeing all that well. But my right eye was all wrong. I could
see, but barely. I shoved my index finger into my eye and pushed my
contact all around, and then looked in the mirror again. Clear! Blink.
Fuzz. Oh no. It’s just this contact. Relax. My first reaction is to stress
over things, and I have to consciously tell myself that it’s not the end
of the world. I frantically reached for another one of those overpriced
little containers and pulled it open, spilling a little of the solution
holding my contact. Popping it into my eye, I was met with the same
response. Maybe those two are just bad, I hoped, pulling out another
container. But no, I was met with the same blurry right eye. You’re
going MORE blind, said the stress devil on my one shoulder.

No, you just have a tired eye, or at worst you have an eye infection.
Just put on your glasses. The rational voice on my other shoulder was
much nicer on my nerves, but the devil can be insistent.
My mom was faced with the worst case scenario about a year
ago. The test to detect her particular problem was just developed a
couple of years ago, and it’s very rare. Therefore they can’t really help
her without some serious experimentation; serious experimentation
that would have to be done on her. Her eyesight is worse than mine
already, but they told her that she will probably be completely blind
within the next ten years. I guess that’s what scares her too. All of our
eyesight is really similar, so who’s to say her rare disease isn’t present
in both mine and my brothers’ eyes as well, or will be when we get a
little bit older?

So with my family’s history in mind and despite my great dislike
for them, on went the glasses. Every day I would check my contacts.
That’s an understatement. I checked my contacts obsessively. I
absolutely hate my glasses. I put them on and I feel like a whole other
person. With my contacts in I feel like a pretty cute girl. I feel like I
can express myself and present myself in a way that I like, and others
respond to. No one knows about my struggle with my eyes unless I tell
them. But with my glasses I feel different. There’s a wall between me
and the world, and I haven’t, despite how long I’ve worn them, figured
out how to break down that self-constructed barrier. My struggle is
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sitting on my nose where everyone can see. My eyes go different
amounts of small because of the prescription, and the lenses stick out
of the frames showing off how bad my eyes are. I go to a specialist
just to make them less embarrassing. I have spent hours trying on pair
after pair of glasses to find the right frames. I always find ones that
I would love to wear if I was just wearing them for fashion, which
lots of people do nowadays. Those people wouldn’t like to wear them
either if they had lenses that made their eyes look distorted and alienesque. Then I have to take into consideration that they have to be small
glasses so that the lenses don’t poke three miles out of them. I never
wear my glasses, which I realize is really pathetic for how much I pay
for them. But here I was, obsessively checking if my contacts worked
again so I could end the torture of wearing my glasses. I fogged up my
glasses for a straight week.
***

The eye appointment was an interesting one. I made my dad go
with me, because I was convinced they were going to tell me I was
blind and that there was no way I could drive home.
“What if they tell me I’ll be completely blind in a year??”

“Oh that won’t happen. Quit being a worry wart. You will be fine.”
He knows that worrying is my first inclination, and no matter how
much he tells me not to worry I will continue.
“Ohhhhhhhhhhh nooooooo…”
“What?”

“I’m sooo nervous!! What if they tell me I can’t wear contacts
anymore? What if they tell me I have to wear glasses my whole life?
What if they tell me that I can’t drive? OR WORSE… What if they
tell me it’s a psychological disorder and nothing is ACTUALLY wrong
and it’s all in my head????” I’ve always had problems with anxiety.
Looking back I should have known it was the fault of the eye
doctor. I should have known it was just the contacts. They had ordered
for the placement of a ten on the stigmatism, when I needed a 110. In
my defense though, I wore a contact out of that same box for a couple
months before. So I’m not completely crazy. I am just really scared
that I’m going to be completely blind one day. I mean, my blind is bad
enough but I can at least function and I’ve learned what I can and can’t
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do. I know that I can find my way around my house without any help
from my eyes. I know that I can’t find my way around in the morning
anywhere else, so I better have my glasses or contacts near. But what
if I couldn’t drive, or see my family, or see the flowers? I just don’t
know how I’d deal with that. Ralph Waldo Emerson taught me an
important lesson when he said, “Never lose an opportunity of seeing
anything that is beautiful, for beauty is God’s handwriting -- a wayside
sacrament. Welcome it in every fair face, in every fair sky, in every
flower, and thank God for it as a cup of blessing.” Instead of worrying
what I would do if the worst happened, I must enjoy my life, and
appreciate my sight and all that I have. I must realize that everyone is
fighting their own battle.
***

As much as my mom has suffered in relationship to her eyes she
feels the same as I do. When you are born with something you adapt.
When you are handed a challenge you fight to make the best of it. You
figure out how to cope with what they like to call a disability. But I’m
not sure how it’s a disability if it’s not disabling, when I haven’t known
anything different. This idea has probably been made the most public
by the Deaf community and their refusal to support Cochlear implants
in born-deaf children. Glenn Hladek of the University of Montana
wrote an article titled, Cochlear Implants, the Deaf Culture, and Ethics,
and in it he explains, “Members of the Deaf culture celebrate their
deafness, and many, if given the opportunity to hear, would choose
to remain deaf because they do not see deafness as a disease or a
disability, only as a difference.” I am not deaf, and do not understand
the Deaf culture but the same idea can go for any difference. I know
the world how I am able to see it. They say I’m color blind, but I can
see my version of color. Just as Anais Nin said, “We don’t see things
as they are, we see them as we are.” This isn’t just because I have bad
eyesight. We all see things through the lens of our own experience. I
don’t know what everyone else is seeing, but I can see Mallory’s world
in Mallory’s color.
“Just read me the smallest line you can see.”

Oh dear. Here we go. “UUhhhh, A… E… K…”
“Can you tell me anything below that?”
“Well, let’s see. I… K, L…”
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“Okay. Let’s try something else.”

That was the doctor’s way of saying I wasn’t doing well.

We went on with the appointment just like we always did. Dr.
Alder has always been my opthalmologist, so he has known me since
I was just a little twiglet. He knew reading those stupid charts gave
me anxiety. What good are the charts anyway? When I was little and
Dr. Alder would leave the room I’d turn around and memorize the
letters anyway. He’d come back in and be amazed at how quickly my
eyes had improved, in a miraculous five minutes. Then he’d change
that slide and we were back to square one with me stammering over
every letter. Needless to say, that trick didn’t last long. But that was
only one of my ways to try and trick the system. I was and still am a
master squinter. I can squint with the best of ‘em. Talk about a change
in prescription. I’m pretty sure I have close to perfect vision when I
squint.
My squinting has gotten me into trouble though. Everyone just
thought I was rude in middle school and high school – glaring at
everyone. This was when we thought everyone cared about us and
what we were doing. When I didn’t realize that the world didn’t
revolve around me. I was so “mean” because I would just stare
everyone down.

Heck, I was just trying to see them! At this age everyone is just
lost in their own insecure thoughts, and my eyes helped me realize
this. I still have anxiety when I go to places alone, because I have a
hard time finding things, or people when I go alone. And then I’m
always worried about how stupid I look, wandering around a store or
a sporting event looking for what I am desperately trying to find. We
don’t think about anyone else unless we’re thinking of how they think
about US, which isn’t how it should be. Most the time people aren’t
thinking about us. We’re all just trying to get through the day, and I got
through mine by squinting through the crowd. I was either glowering
at them or checking them out, according to them. For instance:
my boyfriend. Adam is six years older than me. He grew up in my
neighborhood and we attended the same church for a period of time.
To be honest, I had no idea who he was. Sure I’d seen him around but
at the time I was too young to even look at him. Well, according to
him, I checked him out A LOT. This is honestly, from the bottom of
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my heart, not true. I am sure that I stared at him. I am sure that I was
trying to see everyone and I maybe looked his direction too long. But
I did not check him out. Of course, I go along with it. I guess it makes
for a better romance story, but if we are talking fact, it just isn’t trueor I just wasn’t aware.
It makes people I’m with uncomfortable too. They say I have a
staring problem and I guess I could own up to that. It’s just that one
glance is not enough time for my eyes to focus, and sometimes I’m
curious. Or maybe it’s that I get caught in my own thoughts, and I
can’t see anything anyway so there’s nothing to distract me from my
politically incorrect actions.

I was on a first date. It wouldn’t turn into anything because of this
happenstance. We were sitting at dinner in a dimly lit restaurant. Our
waiter comes out, and I kid you not, I could not tell if this person was
a man or a woman. It was definitely trying to be a woman so we’ll go
with her preference. She is loud, and she is proud. She wants everyone
to see her, and she wants everyone to stare. So I did. I mean, not on
purpose, but I’m not going to argue with my date when he ferociously
whispers, “Mallory, you’re staring. You really need to stop, it’s rude.”

Sometimes we have to learn to handle things in our life in ways
that others don’t understand, because they have not dealt with them
themselves. We adapt to our situations and each have our personal
struggles. I had to learn how to deal with my eyesight, but everyone
has their disability or imperfection that isn’t really an imperfection at
all – it’s part of us. I stare at people, I memorize alphabet charts, and
I get up to look really close at the time on the microwave. These are
all things that make me who I am. The most important thing is despite
our personal challenges we learn to appreciate the world around us,
and see the beauty of life, rather than let things weigh us down. For
most people there comes a point in our lives that we realize that the
world and all its happenings do not revolve around us, and each person
is fighting their own fight, and seeing the world through their eyes, in
their color.

Mallory Mitchell
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Madness
James Brown
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Indoctrination
Juliet DeVette
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Lotus Temple
Keith Kramer
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Do You Know Who
This Is?
I was on Facebook today and noticed my cousin had changed
her profile picture to an old photo of her and her brother. She must
have scanned that picture; is it sad that we are coming up on the last
generation that will scan photos of themselves?

A little more scrolling showed me that her sister and mother had
also changed their profile pictures, also to old photos of themselves
and Justin. I understood why before I read the caption under the photo,
but when I did read the caption I was astonished to see that six years
have passed.
The last time I talked to Justin was over the phone. I went outside
to smoke after I answered. I would always smoke a cigarette when
someone called. I doubt if that’s as popular as having to smoke after
you eat but I bet that it’s close. And now that I have accessed that part
of my brain I have to grab for my seeds; my neo-cigarettes.
Justin was a big reason I smoked. My dad smoked too but my dad
was just my dad– Justin was a God. I hate to think how I might have
turned out if he had been into heroin.
*

*

*

*

*

“Do you know who this is?” he asked, after I said hello.

And there was a part of me that wanted to mess with him and say
no. I hadn’t talked to him in years; had written him off as just one
more family member that I would see periodically but not really know
anymore.
“How would I not know who this is?” is what I think I said . . .

If you would have told me not really knowing him was a
possibility when I was sixteen, or that Justin could ever be one of
those people, I would have told you what an idiot you were. When I
was sixteen Justin would pick me up after school in his 280 Z with the
T-tops pulled out. He would teach me all about the Phunk Junkies, and
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3 11. We were brothers in arms, fighting against parental persecution
and making the hard choices – like whether to dye our hair purple or
green.

Justin was the only older brother that I ever had. He never had an
older brother either but he didn’t need one; at least no one thought so.
Justin always seemed content being everyone’s bigger brother. It was
the same way when I saw him interact with any of my other cousins,
and on the rare occasions I got to see him interact with his friends in
his home town. Male or female he made you want to follow him as the
leader to everything you could be.
Had he been so inclined, he could have convinced you to follow
him off of that proverbial bridge that parents are always talking about.
We would ride home to my parent’s house when I was sixteen and
he would enjoy his escape from the home he was living in at the time,
with our grandparent’s in their modest condo. When I was sixteen
he was at the end of seventeen and he was out here in Utah, going to
an academy that I won’t mention the name of. Just let me leave it at
religiously motivated and you can use your imagination.
When I was twenty-six I had my last conversation with him about
how we were getting old and turning Brown; which means he was
turning into his father and I was turning into my mother. My mother’s
and his father’s surname is Brown.
We both agreed that this was not our fault.
He complained about starting to go bald even though he never
made it. I complained that with a crazy mother I should never have
been expected to end up sane. I’ve been thinking about our last
conversation a lot lately, and even though I haven’t for years, I’ve been
dreaming about him again too.
*
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*

*

*

*

“What are you doing?” he asks, and I can still hear his voice if I try
to hear it saying this.
“Smoking; do you still smoke?” I say this with a cigarette in my
mouth; a sound that he should be able to pick up on.
“Fuck no” He says, and he says it like I should have known the
answer.
“I still need to quit” I say lame as any other “I was gawna” might
sound, “I’ve quit once, I just need to do it for real now.”
“Yeah, I just got sick of it.”
“That’s a good thing, I’m about sick of it myself I’m just being
stupid.”
It gets quiet for a minute and we let it. Sometimes, with the right
person, it’s nice to share a moment of quiet on the phone; it’s like
being in the same room with them. I can’t remember the last time that
we were in the same room together.
Justin used to make a certain sound when he smoked a cigarette,
one that I have never really heard anyone else make, until this
day even. The sound was as distinct as the brand he smoked. Not
just Camels, but Camel Wides. Camel Wides were so Justin that I
remember him leaving an empty pack as a calling card to our other
cousin, Nathan so he would know that Justin was in town. This was
in a day before every pocket held a cellphone, and people had to be
creative sometimes.
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Later on in our conversation I will hear the distinct sound of
Justin taking a drag off of a cigarette. It is a sound that I will always
remember, a popping open of the lips as he inhales the smoke. I will
call him on it and he’ll explain that he thought we were talking about
smoking herb before, which he now refers to as “pot,” and has quit
smoking because he says it’s “retarded.”
In the spring of 96, before that year of school and just before I
turned 16, I stayed over at Justin’s. It was the only time I ever stayed
at or even saw his house while he was alive. I expected his room to be
cluttered but it wasn’t. His room was clean and just like all the other
rooms in the house. The only differences being the types of CDs on
the dresser, the style of clothing inside, and the pet Tarantula in the
aquarium. His house seemed almost like a hotel or a model home. All
the furniture was brand new and the style of things looked canned.
Later he showed me the basement and told me all of his plans
for it. He had his bed from the old house down there and a lot of his
clothes were still packed in suitcases and some in old dressers that
didn’t look like they belonged in this million-dollar house and it made
sense that his room looked so stark and so un-him.
I was in town for a funeral. Justin had to work the day we arrived,
but he said that night we would go to his buddies house and hangout.
That entire day people sat around in an oversized kitchen that spilled
into a living room and a dining room. There were four or five families
of us, all staying in this huge house that made me feel claustrophobic
for no good reason. We played games and talked and watched TV. It
was incredibly PG.

When Justin finally got home that night around six, he said it was
on. He told us to tell the olds we’d be back before midnight, and then
he went to get ready. We had been bored out of our gourds all day and
it must have been painfully obvious because when we asked if we
could go out for the night both moms said yes right away and forty five
minutes or so later we were on our way.
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We were driving along in a hatchback of some kind – a cramped
little thing, I think it was a Tercel, it had a nick-name but I don’t
remember it – and there are four of us in the car: Justin, Nathan, Adam
and myself. All of us are cousins from the same side of the family; all
from different types of families that might look quite similar from an
outsider’s perspective. The drive wasn’t a long one

Justin was a different person when he wasn’t around our family.
He had to put on a front that I never understood. When he was free
of those people he thought he had to be someone else for, he was the
person I loved most. Not until I sit here writing this does it occur to me
that I was just another person he had a custom self for.
At the house, because I was Justin’s little cousin I was accepted
into the fold. We all were for the most part; Nathan was a regular
around this house because he lived less than an hour away and hung
out here all the time. They started trying to feed us dinner and when
we said no thanks they offered us sodas and junk food, they were very
hospitable. We kindly said no and made our way upstairs, following
well behind Justin who had escaped through the family like a breeze.

There was some kind of rock playing softly and the lights were
dimmed so low that the video game on the far wall cast more light than
the actual lights. Of course there was a black light on in the corner of
the room, placed precariously above a fuzzy, psychedelic poster that
looked like it was moving – it looked like it was moving even without
help from perforated pictures of rock stars, of which I knew people
liked to consume to achieve that effect.
In the brightest corner of the room there was a guy hunched over a
box top that looked like it came from a board game. He had a shaded
desk lamp pointed on the box and he was going through a small pile
of green substance that had the aroma of a dead skunk. He was pulling
out little sticks and putting them into a pile.
Like moths to a flame we all found our place for fun in that room:
Adam found the bottle with the shot glass next to it, Nathan squeezed
into next on the PlayStation and I drooled, watching to the guy
prepping to role a blunt that would have made Method Man proud.
I had never smoked a blunt before, I had heard about them and
from what I heard they were great, but they were beyond my reach. I
didn’t even have the funds to smoke that much swag in one sitting –
this blunt wasn’t swag this was sticky, icky chronic; you didn’t even
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have to look at it to know it was good, you just had to inhale through
your nose.

We went outside to smoke it and it took forever. It was so sticky
that we had to keep relighting it, and it seemed like every time they got
it going again they handed it to me. I have never been so stoned in my
life. By the time we got back in the house I was almost seeing things I
was so high.
And we ate some chips.

We talked about stupid shit that I can’t remember. We were Stupid
Stoned.

Hours later, I have no idea how many, it’s time to go so we find our
jackets and make it out to the car. We had to literally drag Adam out
to the car because he’d drunk enough that he was having a hard time
walking. The heater was wheezing like an old man but it was better
than nothing. Justin kept himself relatively sober that night because
he knew he had to drive, but the rest of us were in varied degrees of
intoxication. We had mixed our smoke with our liquor and I was doing
alright, to be honest though I was spinning a little. Nathan was in the
back listening to his headphones, he had smoked some and drank some
but he knew his limit and was still among the living. Adam was out
like a light as soon as we got him into the back of the car; he crawled
into the fetal position and mumbled something to himself as he went to
sleep.
The car was humming along, the heater wheezing, we were all in a
lull and no one was talking, and then all of the sudden, chaos.
Nathan is up and he is trying to get out of the moving car. He
doesn’t say anything at first he just has a look in eyes like he has to
get out. His eyes are screaming. Then he vomits, all over the fucking
place. Vomit goes on the ceiling, the windows, in my hair. And it’s
gross, of course, but it happens so fast; one moment I am sitting there
contemplating the existence of being and the next moment I have my
cousin’s stomach’s contents dripping from my hair. It doesn’t really
gross me out at first. Then the smell hits me. And then I almost puke
myself and I hear Justin screaming.
“What the fuck is that smell?” He grabs the window’s crank and
starts cranking it down, gagging sounds coming from the back of his
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throat. “What the fuck is that smell?” he asks again. It doesn’t make
any sense because it smells like barf and he didn’t hear anyone barfing.
“Adam’s fucking ralphing!” Nathan yells at the front of the car,
“Pull over!”

I roll my window down too and the cold air rushes into the little
hatchback that will from that day on be known as “The Barfmobile;”
for years Adam will bear the moniker Ralph

Justin pulled the car over and we all got out, Adam got out and
tried to “ralph” some more but it seemed he left it all in the car because
he had no more to give. Eventually we all got back into the car and
endured the bitter cold of the Rockies for the ten minutes or so that it
took to get back home to Justin’s; where worried parents were quick
to let anger take the place of nervous disquiet when they saw the mess
that Adam left in the car.
*

*

*

*

*

The temperature is finally starting to be bearable in these early
nights of September. It’s still hot in the day time but at night it cools
off into something bearable. This is my favorite time of year. He’s the
one that finally breaks the silence.
“You know that scar that you have on your forehead?”
Of course I do, this is a rhetorical question.
I say “Yeah, what about it?”

I will always remember the way his voice sounds when after a
pause he says . . .
“I gave you that scar.”

Like he was telling me something I hadn’t heard, but also like he
was sorry about it and felt guilty; almost ashamed but at the same time
proud that he could admit it. I think of it as a dent but that doesn’t
matter much so I don’t correct him, it is a scar I guess, it’s also a dent.
“Yeah, the doctor was right, it never went away.”
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And this is how we reacquaint ourselves. By talking about the time
he hit me in the head with a croquet ball; something that happened
when we were too young to remember any of it. It’s a story both of
us have heard countless times though, and we have seen the pictures
of the place and day that it happened. So we both have an imagined
memory of it.

Something about this awkward exchange makes it all better.
Something about this clumsy back and forth that we have just gone
through makes it so we are best friends again and does its best to wipe
away the fact that the last time he was in town he totally avoided me in
favor of that week’s blond.
The last time I saw him alive his daddy had flown them out to Utah
in his daddy’s single engine plane and Justin was showing the flavorof-the-week how LDS and normal his family was.

Because she was a good girl and she needed to be impressed before
she opened her legs. This is why he never called to tell me he was
coming to town. This is why he never returned or answered any of my
calls after I had seen him – totally by chance – on the road out in front
of my parent’s house.
I remember being so excited and confused at the same time the last
time that I saw him. I was with my then girlfriend and now wife, Anna,
and we were in the area. We were wasting time and decided to drive
past my parent’s house and there was Justin walking with some girl I
would never see again.
What is true for time travel is also apparently true for wooing rich
Mormon blonds that Daddy might approve of.
You see, the Justin that I knew and the Justin that the preppy girl
knew couldn’t occupy the same space at the same time. If they did
either the girl would see the real person inside of the shell he was
hiding in, or he would have to bring their reality into his actual reality;
and hope everyone all of the sudden got really good at improve.
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When I saw him I turned to Anna and said “Holy Shit!” then I
unrolled the window and got his attention. I could tell right away
that he wasn’t as excited to see me. He didn’t even come over to the
car, he just stopped walking and stood there like he wished he could
remember how to go invisible; he stood there on the sidewalk––
looking busted, and in a way he was. I had busted him trying to come
to town and pick and choose the parts of our family that he felt he
wanted to admit to, although I didn’t know that yet.
He did his best at getting rid of me, saying anything he thought I
wanted to hear.

When I said that we should get together he lied and said “for sure.”

I told him to call me and he lied and said that” he would” and he
did it well enough that I believed him.
That was the last time I ever saw him alive.
*

*

*

*

*

“Are you going to the wedding?” Justin asked.

At the time I had made up my mind that I wouldn’t be going, but
this was obviously a big part of the reason that he called so I said what
was expected.

“I was thinking about it, but I really don’t see how I can afford to.”

And I know it’s a lame excuse, but it’s the one I used. I don’t
remember the words that he used, but not five minutes later he had
convinced me that to not come to the wedding would be unthinkable;
that we had to be there for Nathan. And who was I to say no to Justin?
For some things there are no firsts.

So it was set. By the time we had hung up we had the beginnings
of a plan, Justin would figure out the when and the where, and all I had
to do was get my ass out to Colorado for the wedding and the bachelor
party that we were going to put together. He was supposed to call me
with the particulars in a day or two. But I never received that call.
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I knew it wasn’t the sort of thing that you were supposed to do
over the phone, but that didn’t matter. I felt like I needed to throw up
and I knew the feeling wouldn’t stop until I talked to someone.

It was my Aunt that told me. She had called to talk with my
grandmother who was visiting the family out in Denver at the time.
Diane had called that night about something else and my grandmother
had to tell her; even though I’m sure my Grandma didn’t want to tell
anyone over the phone either. Diane came right over and found me.
She said something like” I don’t know how to tell you this . . .”
It didn’t seem real to me though. And I didn’t have the feelings I
was supposed to about it.

I haven’t ever told anyone this, but my first emotion was jealousy.
My first thought after I found out was, that selfish fucker, he has to do
everything first.
I’ve never told anyone that because it wasn’t a real feeling. Luckily
it was just the first stupid thought to cross my troubled head. I don’t
want to die any sooner than I’m supposed to, but even more, I think I
don’t want to outlive my friends or my family. I certainly never wanted
to outlive the “god” of my childhood.
After about ten minutes of feeling like I needed to throw up but not
throwing up; of talking to the people in my house about it and feeling
like I still needed to talk to the right person, I called Nathan.
Honestly I thought that by this point he would already know. They
both lived in Denver after all, and if word had made it out of the state
already then surly it had made it the few measly miles to Nathan.
My “How you doin?” wasn’t rhetorical this time. It came out
somber, as an actual question and he picked up on it instantly.

I was the one to tell him about how his best man had been found
earlier that day sitting half in and half out of his car. I don’t think we
got into any of the finer details at that time.
I was the one to tell him about how his best man had been found
earlier that day sitting half in and half out of his car. I don’t think we
got into any of the finer details at that time.
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The how or why he died

Of course he didn’t want to believe it. He couldn’t believe it at
first. Then he cried and we talked and he told me about how he had
just barely talked to Justin,
“He was just talking to me on the phone!” . . .

Justin had told Nathan about how the three of us were going to
get back together and how I was coming out for sure for the wedding.
They had planned to talk about it more after he got off of work. Justin
never made it to work.
About a week later I am at his funeral and they have “The life
of Justin” displayed for everyone to view in picture albums, books,
posters and collages; all made up of pictures that were or would one
day undoubtedly be scanned.

I see a picture of him skydiving. He never told me he went
skydiving. I always wanted to jump out of a plain and live to tell about
it. This reminds me of the weird jealousy that I had forgotten about and
that is probably what triggers the thing that sets me off.
I’m at the funeral standing over an open casket, I look into his face
and it finally hits me in mine. That body has nothing left of my Justin
in it. It’s truly a shell now. When I saw it in front of my parent’s house,
there had at least been something hiding inside. Now it was gone
forever, and it wasn’t fair.
People kept commenting how he is in a better place now.
“God has taken him home.”

All of the people were doing all the things they were supposed to
do in these situations; I hated them for it.
As quietly as possible I walked out of the church. I wanted to
scream but I resigned myself instead to whimpering like a child. I bit
my bottom lip and drifted out of the church that I felt like an imposter
in. I wanted to be by myself. Inside of the church there were people
all around and I had never felt so alone. I had a feeling that distancing
myself from the shells of these people and the husk of my dead brother
would make me feel more like myself.
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Later, I’m not sure how much, but about two weeks.

After the wedding; which I did attend just like I promised Justin I
would – I could never lie to Justin.
I am in a dream. I look up from what I’m doing and there he is;
just like the last time I saw him – unexpected, and perfect as always.
In the dream I can’t remember why but I know that Justin
shouldn’t be there. He looks at me like he wants to apologize for
something but before he starts to talk I interrupt and ask him a
question.

“How is it?”
I ask,

“How are you doing?”
He doesn’t answer at first, but I can read the relief that spreads
across his face.
He has never been so happy, never in his short life.

He was never great at smiling for real when he was alive,

As if it might show some weakness he was weary of revealing,

He’s finally gotten the hang of being happy wherever he is now.
He says.

“It’s ok now.”

CJ Armantrout
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Works of a Madman
James Brown
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( Sickness )
(Uneasy)
I long to see blue. For this
taste to leave my mouth.
Eyes move in opposite directions, head
pounds with nauseating questions.

(Unwell)
I am not here, and
where have I ever been?
Why can’t I remember
being born?
Was I thrown to Earth with
disease in my throat
and delirium in my skin, only
a number of days ago?
Will I decay to feed the soil
so that a new sickness may infect it?
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(Uncertain)
My hands tell of life before
this dizzying illness.
I wish I could feel that I’m alive,
that my blistering skin would cool
that I could see through clear air
without a burning red shade.

(Unburden)
I can only close my eyes,
feel the radiating heat, like a livid sun
from a shell that somehow shivers.
I can only sleep
through the velvet night
until the liquid of healing runs
deep through this body
and the agonizing questions fade.
I swear I will feel the cool again
soon.

Tyler Mortensen
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Skull Study
Marla Duggins
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Lost and Found

I was walking along today, when something shinning caught my eye.
I looked down
and there half covered in the dirty snow was my confidence.
I scooped it up and quickly placed it back into my pocket.
Strange...
I didn’t even know I had lost it.
and I wonder how long I have been going without it...

KellieAnn Halvorsen
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Juliet DeVette
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Character
Development
Everyone around us is a fictional character.
It doesn’t matter that they are a living breathing soul;
all they really add up to is what we perceive of them, in are own
minds.
But every once in a while, they startle us, and fight back,
causing us to reanalyze our dreamed hypothesis.
But not for long.
After the shock of discomfort hits us,
we shake it off,
rehypothesize,
and yet again paint the image we want to see.

KellieAnn Halvorsen
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Horses
Karen Hogan
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The Fields of The
Armpit
Some call it Bakersfield
and some of us call it the armpit
of this country.
Why do we call it the armpit?
Because the heat is like
an oven turned on to its full power,
because people are always sweating, and
because everyone stinks in Bakersfield.
Babies stink, young people stink,
old people stink, even the dogs stink.
Coming from the small canyon
full of trees, pines, and cleaner air
you can see the armpit.
From the last tree standing
is where the smell starts,
On one side of the road, the fields
of oranges, you see the people picking
the fruit of the earth, working all day
under the sun, sweating filthy sweat.

171

On the other side you can see the
the fields of potatoes,
and farther away grapes, lettuce,
more oranges, some houses,
and then the city starts.
But you can smell it all the way to
there, that smell of sweat and bug killer.
They say it is to kill the plagues from the
fields but instead it killed my friend Rosa,
her hopes, her dreams, and the baby inside of her.
No more bugs says the boss, and no more
stupid, filthy, sweaty Rosa.
We call it the armpit,
because that’s what they call us
and we are, to them, stupid, filthy, sweaty people.

Lizett McLoney
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Pure Air
Sandra Lacma
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Doorway
James Brown
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Horse Shaking Snow
Ryan Joseph Carter
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Polite & Pretty
For several weeks I haven’t slept more than a few hours here and
there. I don’t want to dream. But I want to sleep. Impossible.
This morning I woke from a horribly vivid nightmare. This
haunting visitor follows me, when I’m stressed or upset. Reminding me
that I am a hostage unless I talk about it.
But, if I do talk about it I risk everything. It’s not polite or pretty.
But polite and pretty keeps me in this nightmare.
I am held hostage, holding my tongue so I don’t pollute the air for
those who haven’t experienced random violence, child abuse, poverty,
incest, trauma, racism and anything else that allows them to observe
that those assaults on the soul don’t happen to people who deserved it.
Sometimes they happen because nobody talks about it.
Subconciously, I believed that the victims on the news must have
done something to deserve the tragedy that befell them. It insulated me
from the thought that it could ever happen to me or anyone I love. I felt
safe in my bubble of naiveté, “As long I do everything right, nothing
bad will happen to me.”
So, I became polite and pretty. But I can’t wear that title anymore.
My nightmares are forcing me to jump out the window of a
burning building of my past that is neither polite or pretty. I descend
with faith that my landing will be cushioned with truth that my past can
be like a knife. I can use it to serve me or harm me.
I can’t change the past. I can follow hope as I navigate through
this moment.
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The future is changed with one person’s thought…any person
involved in the holograms of my life. I can’t control what they think. I
can’t control the future.
I worry about offending everyone with my truth. But is it less
offensive to deny it to avoid the shattering of an illusion?
My dream last night was so vivid.
I was trapped in a house with people who were suffering from
different abnormalities. All were muttering to themselves, lost and
paranoid. All were angry, sad and insane in their own unfortunate way,
representing different aspects of my psyche.
Long, shiny, silver sewing shears were everywhere. I knew that I
had to use them to kill for a chance at survival. But I didn’t want to hurt
anyone. I just wanted to go.
I grabbed a heavy, cold pair of sewing shears as I planned the
fastest path of least resistance.
A nude disfigured blind woman walked by me, slowly. Feeling
her way through the room. Her heart was under her skin but above the
rib cage. I could see the outline of it. Pumping and exposed as though
it was calling me to kill her first. She would be easiest to eliminate. Her
heart was asking for it, by being so exposed.
Just as I planned my route for the escape, I raised my cold
weapon to plunge into her beating heart, I saw that she was me and I
awoke.
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It shook me all day. Forgotten pieces of the dream came to me
throughout the day. As I interpreted the dream, I realized there are things
in my past that must be cut from my psyche and my life.
Like a surgeon addressing cancer, I am the surgeon and I am the
patient. I am the victim and I am the victor. I am the destroyer and I am
the healer. I am a wanderer alone in the sea of people, walking around
the chaos of the city and I am the butterfly floating in the forest.
I am so much more than polite and pretty.

Terry
Jackson-Mitchell
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Juliet DeVette
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Fly
Grant Armantrout
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Vitruvian Family
Juliet DeVette
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Self Explosion
Alice Brown
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Expiration Date
In my sophomore year of high school, my life seemed to center
around only one thing, and his name was Nathan. He had Hollywoodblue eyes, a tendency to wear drool-worthy skin-tight t-shirts, and
an easy, lopsided smile. He also had a talent for losing pencils. But
it wasn’t his handsome looks or his charming personality or anything
like that which made me fall in love with Nathan, though they certainly
contributed. Our star-crossed romance began the day he walked into
class on October 18th, and one of his buddies told him the fateful words,
“Hey man, happy birthday!”
It was my birthday too. And to a teenager, nothing says true love
like having the exact same birthday. After all, with the added evidence
of having the same favorite color and both of us loving to read, being
born on the same day couldn’t possibly be just a coincidence; to my
teenage mind, it was fate.
From then on I was smitten. He was in several classes with me,
the most important being English and Creative Writing, because his
love for storytelling made us that much more perfect for each other in
my eyes. Even if he did only write fanfiction. Star Wars fanfiction, to be
exact. It didn’t take me long to realize that we were both ridiculously
huge nerds. Once we were in the computer lab at school, and I sat across
from him. We were supposed to be doing research for an essay, but I
never lost an opportunity to talk to Nathan (proven by the countless
glares from Mrs. Lavin that semester), so I peered around my screen.
That day he was wearing a faded blue shirt with the yellow Star Wars
logo on it.
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I asked him, “So, uh, you like Star Wars?” like it wasn’t a
blatantly obvious, stupid question. But he only smiled.
“You kidding? I love it.” Then he launched into fanboy gushing
about how he owned a limited edition stamp collection and how many
times he’d seen the films in theaters (too many) and how it was an
absolute travesty that they’d replaced Sebastian Shaw with Hayden
Christensen in the finale of Episode VI, on and on. I listened, nodded
appropriately, and commented when I could, but inside my stomach
churned. My areas of nerdiness were all in the anime and videogame
categories, not Star Wars, so my own fangirl nature was useless to me. I
wasn’t the right nerd for him.
But I could be. That very night I popped in my own copies of the
films. I asked my dad all about the premieres of the original trilogy, since
he’d gone to them all. I checked out the same Star Wars novels Nathan
did. I youtubed every George Lucas interview I could find. As I hoped,
pretending to be as big a fan as him helped make Nathan want to talk
to me more. The moment I saw him, desperate to get his attention, I’d
launch into some of these oh-so-transparent nerd-speak pick-up lines:
“Oh my god, I just finished Shadows of the Empire, the final
showdown with Xizor was so amazing!”
“So, if you could live on any planet in the Stars Wars universe,
what would you choose? I think Iridium is pretty awesome myself, but,
Tokmia is cool too. What do you think?”
“Hey, did you know that George Lucas pioneered the idea of
taking opening credits out of films? And that he developed the THX
sound systems for movie theaters? He’s a genius!”
“Don’t you think it’s weird that Anakin gave Padme his braid as
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a present in that one Clone Wars episode? Like, what girl wants locks of
her boyfriend’s hair, that’s creepy….”
“I’m sorry, but ‘thought bomb’ is the dumbest name for a dark
magic spell I’ve ever heard in my life. I’m ashamed on the Sith Lords’
behalf. Who came up with that?”
It was probably obvious to everyone and their pet Ewok that
I’d plucked all of that straight from Wookieepedia, but Nathan never
questioned the truth of my fan status, and always fell for the bait (the
moral of this story: god bless the internet).
Soon we were sitting next to each other in class, passing whispers
between us when the teacher wasn’t looking and sharing a “how are
you” whenever we met. Just chatting to him more often put a beaming
grin on my face. A friendship built on lies was better than no friendship
at all.
Then Christmas came upon us. The plastic green tree and
the empty cardboard presents were set up in front of the main office;
emerald and ruby posters announcing the choir’s seasonal performance
were taped on the brick walls; everyone wore hoodies or long sleeves.
I wanted to get Nathan something, badly, but had no idea what until he
groaned aloud one day before class, “What I’d do for a cheesecake right
now, seriously.”
To be honest I’d never had cheesecake before that moment. But
the second he said it, I knew there was only one perfect gift for my
eventual boyfriend-to-be. That night I went home and told my mother
my master plan. She was my partner-in-crime and almost as excited
as me, relieved that I was displaying an interest in boys at last (as
opposed to my siblings, who’d already been doing the dirty at my age,
not just having a first crush). Some of her first words upon the news
being, “Thank god, I was so worried there was actually a reason all your
friends are girls. Is he cute?”
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We bundled up in our coats and scarves and drove straight to
Wal-Mart to find the finest cheesecake ten dollars could buy. Amidst
my mom’s cheery humming, her glee that I wasn’t a lesbian after all,
we settled on a small one that had several pieces of different flavors;
strawberry, chocolate, turtle, plain. I hadn’t asked Nathan what his
favorite kind was, so the variety would hopefully cover all the bases.
He had to like at least one of those, right?
The following Monday, on the last week before Christmas break,
I took the cheesecake to school with me. All the way to our shared
class I could feel the smile stretch my face, my mind rushing through
different scenarios of what I should say, how I’d present the gift, what
he’d tell me in return. I even thought of telling him that day how I felt
about him. Would he be flattered? Annoyed? Embarrassed? Maybe he
liked me too? My heart beat faster the closer I got to the door. My hands
started to shake. I walked in, looked around. He wasn’t there. Nathan
didn’t show up at all that entire week. I stared at my desk, my eyes
burning as I tried not to cry. I put the cheesecake into my backpack, and
it grew warm. It expired. Still, I hadn’t given up.
When winter break ended, I promised myself that I would at
least tell him I’d gotten him a gift, so he knew that I’d thought of him
even if he didn’t receive it. The day arrived, and I found him alone in a
hall after school, taking down the choir posters. I wrung my hands.
“Hey, Nathan.”
He looked over his shoulder, grinned down at me, the way he
always did. “Hey, how was your break?”
“Good, um, I need to tell you something.”
“Okay,” Nathan stopped dropping posters into the box he held,
turning around to face me, “go ahead, shoot.”
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His sweatshirt was dark blue that day. Blue like the colors of our
school, the same deep blue of his eyes that I stared right into before I
blurted in a breathless rush, “I got you a cheesecake for Christmas but
you were gone and I didn’t know where you went so I couldn’t give it to
you and it went bad and I am so so sorry.” I felt the heat on my cheeks.
I could taste the humiliation, thick in my mouth.
But then Nathan laughed. He laughed, and he reached out and
took my hand. The world suddenly stopped. He was holding my hand.
He was holding it and it was warm and firm and oh my god a boy was
holding my hand what should I do is this really happening?! Nathan
said, the sound of laughter still on his lips, “God, you’re so cute. Don’t
worry about it. It’s fine.”
He began walking, and I followed beside him. He swung our
hands lightly between us, like it was no big deal, like we held hands all
the time. I felt like the warmth of his hand was anchoring me to earth,
my entire existence narrowed down to that single point of contact. He
kept speaking, but all I heard was him suggesting we become Facebook
friends, and my eager yes drowned in the pulse of our entwined fingers.
When I got home I rushed to my computer, dropping my
backpack on the floor and not bothering to kick off my shoes. His
friend request was already waiting for me. I clicked confirm, my heart
fluttering against my chest, my breathing fast. This was it. Facebook
was as official as it could get. We’d be boyfriend and girlfriend in no
time. Heck, as far as I was concerned, we’d just made it past first base!
I clicked into his profile page, and my smile slid right off my face. His
latest post had a picture of him and another boy, some guy I didn’t know,
some really cute guy I didn’t know, and they were leaning their heads on
each other. Under the picture, it read “in a relationship with Andrew.”
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At this point, plenty of girls would bemoan the universe for
making so many great guys gay. I’d be lying if I said I didn’t have a
twinge of jealousy, of wondering what could have been. Actually, my
first thought was that it figured, because my mom’s first crush was Elton
John, and apparently the apple really doesn’t fall far from the tree. But
I wasn’t upset. As I clicked through his profile pictures, there were so
many of them together, and they looked so sweet, so happy. Andrew,
with his cool green eyes, dark hair, and laughing smile, was the perfect
prince to Nathan’s charming.
All I really felt, reading his posts, looking at his photos, was a
deepening sense of emptiness, like a stone falling cold and weightless
into the vast expanse of space. I fell, numb. As if nothing, not sympathy,
or hope, or the warm breath of starlight could reach me in that aching
darkness. I’d spent weeks thinking I was in love with this boy. Lying to
him, trying to impress him, wanting to be with him, believing we were
perfect, that we could be together; believing every lie I told to myself,
in the fantasy. I’d thought love was written in shared interests, woven
from daydreams and wishes, something you could fake until it became
real. But here was the truth, harsh and bright on my computer screen. I
didn’t really know him at all.

Erin McGuire
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Elisha Frey
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Where I Learned Ebonics
I’m in Houston, Texas. It’s 6:30 A.M.
I wake up and brush teeth and hop
in the shower,
Do lots of pushups, and study for
two hours.
It’s a beautiful day.
I count my bed bug bites and
Connect them dot-to-dot,
Kill as many German roaches
As get in my path
Getting them out of my way.
We all get together as a district
And make hurricane fries with a
pound of pure bacon
And curly cut potatoes.
And now I’m in caloric arrest.
It’s a beautiful . . . day.
I get my bike, strap helmet on,
I tuck my pants in my socks.
Gone.
I meet hobos named Jimmy Dean
Sausage,
But most don’t have names.
They want booze, and money,
And a smile and conversation.
And not any gospel message.
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The raindrops are the quarters
Of one billion dollars,
They fall and fall and fall.
We talk to more hobos and
One just gets angry,
Says he should be preachin’
To us cause his family
Had suffered some hardships
And he’d been in jail.
He asked if we’d been stabbed
Or shot and wounded
And suffered his horrors
He screamed! Anger full.
And he has a knife I
Won’t pray with my eyes closed.
So we sing a song instead.
And we leave the highway
overpass.
Let’s keep going.
The time’s running out and
My socks are soaked through
I forgot a rain jacket and
We’re going someplace and
He probably won’t be there and
We’re wasting our time,
Just wasting our time.

We get there.

We climb down the stairs . . .

We’re at the complex.
A sorry excuse for apartments and
There are only three buildings,
With four apartments each.
There’s the crowd with filled tear
drop tattoos.
And the tots and teens got their
hands on a tazer,
Playing taser tag and running.
Please don’t taze me.
And the man with glazed eyes
Who always says hello
Whenever we come by
But who won’t hear a thing
Watches us from his porch.

We see a girl and her crew
Of more girls in a circle
And she’s crying
And we see something’s
wrong.
We ask how she is
And she says she is fine
But her tear drops betray her
‘Cuz she’ll soon be kicked out.

We climb dusty ol’ stairs
While we’re getting some stares,
And we hope he’ll be there
But we knock. He’s not there:
Another no show.

And there is no fear,
Even if momentary
There is no fear.

I’m angry, so angry
“We shouldn’t have come,”
I scream in my mind, yes
I shout in my mind.
“How could we have hoped
To reach anyone?”
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We share a good message and
Pray with her right there and
She thanks us and thanks us
With sincere clarity,
Her clear sincerity.

And we leave and perhaps
There was no waste at all.
This is called Ghetto-fabulous,
And I sleep
And I wake.
It’s a beautiful day.

Matthew Anthony
Curtis
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Double Hallway
Ingrid Hockwald

Constellation

You are Neptune: the Goddess of the Seas.
With eyes that gleam in changing shades of green
And feet that dance like light across the tides.
With paint, you hide yourself in masquerade
You are the eighth. Outstretched – infinity.
Grasp Triton with your overreaching pull
While skipping moon stones through your liquid veins
Submerge yourself, the ocean waits for you
Escape reality within your dreams
You are Neptune: the Fountainhead of Life.

Becca West
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Vase
Susan Sommer
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And The World
Spins Madly on
“Get out of my life, I hate you.” Junior High kids really have
this need for attention. Negative or positive. Everyone strives for this
attention in one way or another. Some kids dress outrageous, some act
out, some put out, some fight, some gossip and some just talk loud.
Everyone does something as a cry out for attention. Even the quiet ones
do something, like draw or write. For me it was anything I could get
my hands on. I was as my dad called me- “The Known Drama Queen.”
I’d dress outrageous, get involved in everything I could be and I would
often do stupid things. One thing I would never do was turn my back on
my friends. I wasn’t the most popular and a lot of my friends were less
popular than me. As much as I wanted to be the “it” girl, I was too much
of a lover. I almost always stood up for the underdog. Almost. Even
now I can still hear the words ringing through my head. “Why don’t you
just get out of my life,” He only wanted attention. I can see that now.
Especially from me.
That was 9th grade. This was 12th. I sat in my car and I stared at
the red bricks of my high school. The bell was about to ring and I would
have to go in. Even though I’d taken the morning off I still wasn’t ready
to face it. Dave and I had been together for 8 months. I had given him
my whole senior year. I’d given up everything to be with my college
aged boyfriend. I didn’t go to homecoming or any games. I spent all my
time with him at his family’s house. I was even graduating early in just
a few weeks so that I could move closer to him and then he just ended
everything. Time went by so slowly. I even felt as though my world had
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stopped. I watched the minutes change on my cell phone dreading the
11:15 mark when I was due to be in my father’s painting class.
11:14—I climbed out of my car and walked towards the doors
that lead to my father’s hall. I hid my face behind my hair but you could
still see the big red splotchy spots that raccooned my eyes. This still
wasn’t as bad as Junior High. Nothing was as bad as what happened my
9th grade year. Everyone had seen me this big of a mess before. I was
never afraid to hide my emotions but I wasn’t alone last time. Teenage
suicide isn’t just something people shrug off. They even give you
professional counselors to talk to. I guess a break up just can’t compare
to being pulled out of class and told that someone you had seen just the
day before had shot himself in the head. It’s also a lot easier when your
last words to someone can be “I still love you.” Compared to; “I hate
you.”
I made it through the doors just as the bell rang and the halls
flooded with the sea of anxious, chattering kids. I weaseled through
them with my face down. I draped my long, golden hair around my face.
I did not want anyone to see what was behind the thick curtain it made. I
followed the black, yellow and white square pattern to my father’s door,
avoiding people by their shoes. I was in the doorway of the classroom
when a black pair of Jordan sneakers bumped into my tattered old blue
Mary-Janes.
“Hey…” the sentence that followed was going to consist of an
insult along the lines of ‘not paying attention’. I knew it before the words
could even come out of the mouth because it was him. Josh. I’d walked
into the one person that I hated more than Dave. More than anyone.
My mind exploded, I’d walked into the reason 9th grade was hell. The
reason my entire group of friends had fallen apart. The reason AJ had to
switch schools. The reason Brad had to move away. The reason Michelle
tried to beat me up. The reason that going into high school all I had left
was Jan, who half way though left me for a guy anyway.
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I’d avoided this boy for three years, because he was the idiot kid
who was the funny guy at others expense. The incompetent fool who I
had even asked once in middle school “What if tomorrow you come to
school and that girl you are making fun of had committed suicide?” His
reply – “What if all what if’s came true?” I bet he didn’t know that two
years later it would.
He was so ignorant. He had no inkling or foresight that the
person he tortured, the punch to all his jokes, the boy he had called ugly
on that Friday, would be putting a bullet through his head. The last time
I had bumped into the ignorant putz, I threw him up against the wall in
front of the entire student body and faculty violently screaming that if
he ever touched me again I was going to rip off his balls and beat the
hell out of him. Everyone was so shocked that such a sweet girl in her
sundress and ringlets could be so violently impassioned that I even got
away with it. Josh. The only person I had a grudge against.
I had gone to a year of therapy for what had happened. I finally
was able to forgive myself for such horrid last words to such a good and
loving person but the last thing my therapy required was confrontation.
I had to tell his mother I was sorry. I had to finally face her. It was the
most healing, to be told that his mother had never blamed me. However
it was detrimental when she did tack blame to someone- to Josh. She
didn’t blame me; she blamed Josh. It was enough fuel to raise the
monster of hatred that had already been developing against him.

I have always had a strong Christian faith. A few months before
the break up there had been a lot of lessons given on forgiveness, both in
church and seminary. I had had the lessons before and every year what
stuck out in the lesson was to ‘pray for your enemies’. My sophomore
year it was Lesha Magneson, she was on the cheerleading team and
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very bratty. She was in several of my classes and we always seemed to
argue over stupid things I could not stand her. After praying for her for
one week, we seemed to become best friends and get along great. My
junior year I prayed for my parents and my relationship began to change
instantly. Now was the time for the deep hatred to be erased. If it could
be erased.
I decided to ask in prayer for the strength to forgive him. I did
not want to be friends. I was just sick of carrying around so much hate!
I had asked to finally be able to let go off all the anger and blame I held
over his head. However my anger for him was so inflamed, that not even
months of prayer had changed my heart. I had given up on praying to
forgive him and just settled for graduation separating us. Then at my
most vulnerable and weakest point, there I was bumping head on into
him.
My eyes where burning from all the crying. I did not want to
deal with this. Not with him. “Please not now; anyone one but him”.
Even as sure as I had been that it would, the insult for being so clumsy
did not come. I saw this as my chance to escape and tried to brusquely
walk around him. I kept looking down as I walked around his sneakers.
He reached out and touched my arm. I looked at him from under my
hair. The rage from before tried to surface; I did not want him to touch
me. I couldn’t do it. I was too weak. The eruption of anger and threats
never came. They rose in my chest but seemed to be drowned down.
That’s when I noticed it.
His face changed. It wasn’t his normal-dopy-look. It was soft
and caring. Human even. “Oh my gosh, are you okay?” He bunched
his eyebrows searching the broken pieces of my face. That’s when it
happened. Time didn’t stop or anything, it was actually quite fast. The
rage melted away. I felt it leave my skin, leave my body, leave my heart
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and it was just gone. My heart could no longer contain it. I can explain
it as nothing more than God had answered my prayer. I have no other
way to explain how everything had completely and instantly changed.
Even though that was the day of feeling more pain then I had
ever before, it was also the day I was able to become liberated and free.
I thought my life had stopped, that it was going to be over. That the
pain was going to be the end of me. I was wrong. Weakness made me
stronger. I was able to do the unthinkable. I was able to break the chains
of hatred and keep spinning on with the world.

Alice Brown
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Sky Blue vs Earth Red
CJ Armantrout
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Night Drive
Driving home last night,
I saw my piece of map differently

Instead of sharing it with you,
I kept it close to my liking

Did you know that crickets massage
their tired wings at midnight?

Or that the silence of one
means the silence of many?

A cash for clunker mini-van sits
atop the dead sea grass;

Vacancy depends on the night but
that residue of passion leaves
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an impression on me
If only you could see it, too

This chapel of chaplets,
descending into the darkness

Of our rearview mirror
The one you missed

“Practice random acts of love”
Can you remember that?

Pinched between skin,
your piece flaps in the wind

Alexa Ferguson
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Birds
Ingrid Hockwald

Forever
Indigo waves
Crash along the shoreline
Of my heart.
The storm is settling in –
It feels as though it is going
To be an eternity.
Treacherously,
The doubt is torn from my heart
While one final wave devastates the land.
In time –
All heals.
Most is forgotten
The sun glistens,
But the scar remains
Forever.

Brittany Carlson
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Cow Fly
Jared Hepler
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Danger Zone
No, ski patrol. No, avalanche blown you just stepped into the
danger zone.
You bail the fluff and, cliffs are memories; but, remember
memories are for real.
You don’t find this in a drug or pill. You jump and plunder for
the thrill.
Thrill is a friend the total risk that sends you to a higher bliss.
Bliss cannot found in a valley with snow with metal coffins going
to and fro.
Bliss is a mountain with a silent rage, you cut it up your on its
stage.
For thrill is a friend that draws you there and, let’s you put aside
your fear.
And when your done you know God and you were there!

Darren Evensen
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Out to Dry
CJ Armantrout
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Playground
Awake… awake…
the day is dawning
and sweet lover’s tales await.
I ate magic for breakfast
before a shower in the rainforest,
brushed my teeth next to tigers,
and flossed with rainbows.
At work I slayed the troll
and mapped out the Leprechauns treasure.
Drove ten minutes home through caves
and ancient highways long gone.
Looked for my knight in shinning armor
but found a nest of vampires instead.
Ate an Indian super
and smoked Peyote before bed.
Patrolled my castle to make sure it was safe
dreamt normalbecause the world is my playground
and tomorrow I have to slay the dragons.

Kayla Anne
Cunningham
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Indoctrination
Juliet DeVette
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She’s lovely

She’s Lovely

and sitting
next to me.
I’ve come just
for a cup
of coffee.
How are you?
Share last nights’
good moments.
(you are so
beautiful.
I see that
you, your self,
dressed with more
care today,
your earrings
elegant
near those meek
lips, defined,
smiling like
yesterday.)
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Dandelion
Ingrid Hockwald
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Retribution
I wonder can I trust your bold assertion
That life is like a window opened wide
And we are just two larks upon the threshold
Limbering our wings to soar outside
When my frantic heart wants nothing but to hide?
You insist my mask is shallow, barely present,
That I am leaning toward that squarish hole,
And with a look you dare me to deny it
As you stalk the tangled jungle of my soul,
While I ascertain just how I lost control.
You’re a thief and ply your trade with cool perfection
Saying all is copasetic, more than fine,
Then you pilfer every thought before I think it
And you casually rearrange what once was mine.
In dismay I gulp another glass of wine.
Though I’m used I feel myself go soft and pliant
And surrender to the bliss of how it seems.
Like an acorn falling to its new beginning
I am drawn into your plush, angora dreams
Where the triumph in your smile madly gleams.
Just keep talking while I cave to your proposal
And I let you taunt me there upon the brink.
Though you’ll never take me whole or unresentful
I will say you’ve won if that is what you think
And record my tale in shades of purple ink.

Teena Brown
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View of the Great Salt Lake
CJ Armantrout
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Donkey
Elisha Frey
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Love or Infatuation
We begin holding hands in the streams of infatuation
Where emotions run deep
Riding on a current of lust that has the power to carry us further or pull
us down to our demise
Lazing about, floating on our backs, holding hands, while the sun kisses
our nude bodies.
Drifting with the current and touching fingertips
Gazing at the brilliant colors and sights we once took for granted
For every thing is new and beautiful looking through the eyes of new
lovers
There is no doubt that this will never end
My desire for you has quenched my thirst
My needs are met
I need no food, no shelter, no other company but yours
As we enmesh and become one
We lose that spark of individuality that drew us together
I can no longer see myself in the mirror
Only you
You become the equation to all my decisions
At first that seems enough
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Yet as time wears on, I want to swim alone and feel the sunshine on my
shoulders in solitude
Undertow tug at my ankles
Attempting to drown me in the sea of gray complacency
Where waves of familiarity and resentment thrash us about
Storms blow in and divide us
No trust or peace of mind can find solace in this chaotic sea
Rather than search for the buoys of our past union,
We look to calmer waters in other faces
Hoping to break the spell of loving each other
Or maybe just swim in the lake of infatuation yet again….with another
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