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Septem ber  7, 1967-N ovem ber  13, 20 20

?T he Beat les ended one of  the greatest  rock and rol l  
r ecords ever  ?  Abbey Road ?  w i th  th is l ine: ?And in  
the end, the love you take is equal  to the love you 
m ake.? ?  Som etim es the sim p lest  m essage is the 
m ost power fu l . I f  i t  i s t r ue that, in  the end, love 

tr um ps hate and fear , then  cer tain ly  al l  you need is 
love.?

-   D r .  Sean  I . Kay

 Rockin' the Free World

I n  Rem em br an ce of
 D r . Sean  I . K ay
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Ed i tor s' L et ter
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From  al l  of  us here at  the OW L ,

W e appreciate ever yone who con tr ibuted  thei r  
p ieces to th is m agazine. W e are insp i red  by your  
com m i tm en t to f ur ther ing the ar t  of  non f ict ion , 
f i ct ion , p laywr i t ing, poetr y, and v isual  im ager y. A 
big thank you to Professor  Cap lan  for  encour aging 
us and al low ing us the f reedom  to m ake our  m ar k 
on  th is OW U tr ad i t ion  and to Ji l l  Ker ins for  
p r in t ing our  v ision . T he O wl does not ref lect  the 
v iews of  O h io W esleyan  Un iver si ty  nor  of  any one 
ed i tor , but  was a col lect ive ef for t  w i th  m any eyes. 
T hank you to our  reader s, who are a passionate 
and im por tan t par t  of  th is cycle. W e cou ldn?t do i t  
w i thout you.
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T h e Valu e of  a B i r d

by Teddy Z ayas

Compiled and arranged information comes from ?Birds and H umans Are 

Depicted Together in this Rare Scene From 12,000 Years Ago? (2019) from 

smithsonianmag.com, an article titled ?H umans Cannot Survive Without 

Nature? (2019) from humansandnature.org, answers to a question titled ?H ow 

are birds similar to humans?? (2018) from Quora.com, an article titled ?Newly 

Discovered Convergent Genetic Evolution Between Bird and H uman 

Vocalization Poses a Severe Challenge to Common Ancestry?(2014) from 

evolutionnews.org, an article titled ?What if humans had no emotions?? from 

philosophy.talons43.ca, and an article titled ?Without Nature, We Are 

Nothing? (2018) from think.cz. 

- - - -

W hat i s a bi r d?

D o you know what m akes a bi rd  d i f feren t f r om  other  an im als?

Is i t  the bi l l  or  the beak? I s i t  the eggs? I s i t  the w ings?

W hat i s a hum an?

Are we m erely  just  a p iece of  walk ing m eat w i th  em ot ions?

W hat does i t  m ean  to be hum an?

O r, putt ing the poin t  a bi t  m ore p recisely, what are we say ing about 

other s when  we descr ibe them  as hum an? Answer ing th is quest ion  is 

not as str aigh tfor ward  as i t  m igh t appear. M in im al ly, to be hum an  is 

to be one of  us, but  th is begs the quest ion  of  the class of  creatures to 

wh ich  ?us? refer s.

W hen  i t  com es to bi r ds and hum ans, physiological ly, we?re both  

war m -blooded.

Psychological ly, bi r ds are capable of  the sam e m en tal  tasks that 

m am m als are, and m uch  m ore speci f i cal ly, som e of  them  are in  the 

r arest  of  com pany w i th  us ?  they are near-sap ien t, just  l i ke our  close 

relat ives.

T he Eur asian  m agp ie has passed the m i r ror  test  for  sel f -awareness. 
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Som e bi rds are tool-user s, able to coun t, and som e have been  able to 

lear n  som e r ud im en ts of  our  language.

Som e bi rds, l i ke som e m am m als, are capable of  em pathy, al t r u ism , 

and appear  to m our n , or  at  least  acknowledge, thei r  dead.

Cor v ids assum e char acter ist i cs that  were once ascr ibed on ly  to 

hum ans, includ ing sel f - r ecogn i t ion , insigh t, r evenge, tool  use, m en tal  

t im e tr avel , decei t , m urder, language, p lay, calcu lated  r i sk- tak ing, 

social  lear n ing, and tr ad i t ions. 

W e are d i f feren t but by a degree.

W hat i f  peop le had evolved as bi rds?

H um ans evolv ing f rom  bi rds isn 't  as cr azy as i t  sounds. M oder n  

hum ans are un ique in  the an im al  k ingdom , but the l i st  of  evolu t ionar y 

adaptat ions that were requ i red  to get us where we are is actual ly  p ret ty  

shor t ; an  advanced br ain , cooper at ive social  str ucture, toolm ak ing, and 

language to speed up  cu l tur al  t r ansm ission  can  car r y  a species a long 

way. Som e bi rd  species are at  least  par t ly  there. W ho knows ?  i f  a rol l  

of  the evolu t ionar y d ice had w iped out ear ly  hum ans, would  som e 

other  species have ach ieved our  level  of  success instead? Per haps m ost 

im por tan t ly : W ould  bi rd  peop le be able to f ly? W ould  we lay eggs?

I  look at  the quest ion , and scr atch  m y head ?  hum ans evolved f rom  

bi rds? T hat sounds fam i l iar .

I  do a qu ick google search  to con f i r m , and yes, i t  i s a f am i l iar  concept. 

T h roughout h istor y, peop le across the globe kep t im agin ing peop le 

who had com e f rom  bi rds. T hey im agined them  to have bi rd - l i ke 

qual i t ies -  f l igh t ,  singing voices, etc. 

I n  Buddh ist  m y thology , two of  the m ost beloved m y thological  

char acter s are the benevolen t hal f -hum an , hal f -bi r d  creatures known  

as the Kinnar a and Kinnar i , wh ich  are bel ieved to com e f rom  the 

H im alayas and of ten  watch  over  the wel l -being of  hum ans in  t im es of  

t r ouble or  danger.

Bi rds have appeared in  the m y thologies and rel igions of  m any cu l tures 

since ancien t Sum er. For  exam ple, the dove was the sym bol  of  the 

ancien t M esopotam ian  goddess I nanna, the Canaan i te m other  goddess 

11
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Asher ah , and the Greek goddess Aphrod i te.

A 12,0 0 0 -year-old  p iece of  l im estone found in  Spain  includes 

som eth ing extrem ely r are: dep ict ions of  both  hum an  and bi rd  f igures. 

O n ly  a handfu l  of  exam ples of  Paleol i th ic European  scenes dep ict ing 

bi rds and hum ans in ter act ing have been  d iscovered to date. 

T he on ly  other  si tes where hum ans and bi rds appear  in  scenes created 

dur ing Palaeol i t i ch  Europe? wh ich  stretches f rom  approx im ately  1.4 

m i l l ion  year s ago un t i l  around 10 ,0 0 0  year s ago? are located far  away 

f rom  M ar galef . T he caves in  L ascaux, Fr ance, include a hal f -m an , 

hal f -bi r d  f igure as wel l  as a near by im age w i th  a bi rd  on  top  of  i t . 

Im ages of  bi r ds and hum ans also appear  engr aved on  a baton  in  the 

Teyat region  of  D ordogne in  souther n  Fr ance and on  the Great 

H un ter  im age found in  Gönner sdor f , Ger m any.

I t  r em ains unclear  who those ear ly -ar r iv ing p reh istor ic peop le were; 

thei r  p resence is m ar ked on ly  by cuts and scr apes.

I n  thei r  biological  com m un i t ies, bi r ds per for m  a var iety  of  f unct ions 

that benef i t  other  beings in  these com m un i t ies, includ ing hum ans.

H om ing p igeons have been  used to del iver  sm al l  m essages since the 

t im e of  the Per sians. M ai l  del iver y by an im als has been  used in  m any 

coun tr ies th roughout h istor y.

T he archaeological  and h istor ical  r ecords suggest in terdependence 

between  hum ans and vu l tures for  m i l l ions of  year s. L ike other  an im al  

species, ear ly  hum ans p robably  used these bi rds as beacons signal ing 

the locat ion  of  m eat, in  the for m  of  carcasses, in  the landscape.

Can  you im agine a wor ld  w i thout bi r ds?

H ow str ange i t  would  be to wake up  to a wor ld  w i thout bi r ds; i t  would  

be an  eer ie si lence, a d istur bing qu ietude, one that would  be 

im m ediately  m issed.

W e are of ten  sur rounded by nature?s sym phon ic bi r d  song, yet  don?t 

recogn ize i t , nor  of ten  pay at ten t ion  to i t . Yet th is beaut i f u l  wonder  of  

l i f e signals som eth ing that gets to the hear t  of  an  essen t ial  balance in  

nature.
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H ow could  we en joy spr ing w i thout the bi rds f l i t t ing busi ly  in  our  

garden  or  d ropp ing by to check out the f lower s in  our  ur ban  w indow 

box? Can  you con tem plate Am er ica w i thout the soar ing bald  eagle or  

even  those scavenger s l i ke the p igeons and gu l ls that  clean  up  

d iscarded food scr aps on  our  ci ty  streets and water f ron ts? H ow 

d im in ished our  l i ves would  be w i thout them .

W hat would  happen  to our  p lanet i f  hum an  beings sim p ly  

d isappeared?

Take the keystone f rom  a br idge, and what happens? T he en t i r e 

ed i f i ce col lapses. O n  ear th , m uch  the sam e can  happen ; m any species 

represen t th is keystone of  nature, and bi rds are no excep t ion .

T he fact  that  Ear th  hosts not just  l i f e, but  in tel l igen t l i fe, m akes i t  

un ique.

W hen  look ing at  in tel l igence, researcher s exam ine how an im als use 

cogn i t ive abi l i t ies such  as th ink ing, acqu i r ing knowledge, sensor y 

percep t ion , m em or y, ind iv idual  r ecogn i t ion , and language, wh i le 

sen t ience, or  consciousness, deals m ore w i th  how an im als perceive 

what i s around them  and what they feel  or  th ink .

To have th is un iqueness taken  away would  not m ake Ear th , Ear th . 

M ost researcher s agree that an im als exper ience m ore p r im al  

em ot ions, such  as fear  and aggression . T hese em ot ions, af ter  al l , are 

responses to a th reat and can  save an  an im al?s l i fe. But what about the 

m ore abstr act  em ot ions, such  as love, hate, or  jealousy? 

I  cannot nam e an  em ot ion  that i s un iquely  hum an . 

W i thout em ot ions, our  l i ves as hum ans would  be void  and poin t less, 

w i th  no m ot ivat ion  or  insp i r at ion  to do great th ings. W e would  l ive in  

a du l l  wor ld  where noth ing had m ean ing. Am bi t ion  would  not be 

cap tured or  under stood and we would  oper ate l i ke robots or  ar t i f i cial  

in tel l igence.

T h ink of  em ot ions as color . Al l  the neon  and h igh l igh ter  color s would  

tur n  in to a gr ay scale. T he wor ld  would  seem  black and wh i te, 

f igur at ively  and l i ter al ly.
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L i ter al ly, our  word  would  be black and wh i te. Figur at ively  the wor ld  

would  lose m ean ing or  pur pose.

Em otions descr ibe physiological  states and are gener ated  

subconsciously. Usual ly, they are autonom ous bod i ly  responses to 

cer tain  exter nal  or  in ter nal  even ts. By con tr ast , feel ings are 

exper iences of  em ot ions and are dr iven  by conscious though ts and 

ref lect ions. T h is m eans that we can  have em ot ions w i thout hav ing 

feel ings, however, we sim p ly  cannot have feel ings w i thout hav ing 

em ot ions.

N ature wor ks sim ul taneously  w i th  hum ans, and hum ans wor k 

sim ul taneously  w i th  nature to p roduce an  ongoing output and input 

of  l i f e on  ear th . W hether  we real ize i t  or  not  hum ans are 

in terconnected w i th  nature. H um ans cannot sur v ive w i thout nature.

N ature is one of  a k ind . I t  cannot be tam pered w i th . I t  i s ev iden t that  

th is relat ionsh ip  is a cr i t i cal  com ponen t of  the cycle of  l i f e. 

Unknow ingly, we develop  these bad habi ts and are not conscious of  

the dam age that our  bad habi ts cause. T h is unconsciousness causes us 

to becom e separ ate f r om  nature. I f  we tr y  to separ ate our selves f rom  

nature our  l i fe cycle br ings us r igh t  back to nature.

H um ans and nature are l i ke a baby to i ts m other . 

T hey w i l l  always have a bond. Because even  when  hum ans are 

unconscious of  thei r  negat ive im pacts on  nature, we st i l l  are af fected . 

W e for get that  our  ex istence is not en t i r ely  con trol led  by us. But that  i s 

a two-way relat ionsh ip  between  hum ans and nature. Since we 

unconsciously  m ake decisions and ignore the ef for t less ener gy that 

nature keeps going so that hum ans can  be sustained.

W i thout nature, we are noth ing. 

Bi rds m ake our  gardens in terest ing, they br ing w i th  them  a sm al l  b i t  

of  w i lder ness in to our  par ks, and they u l t im ately  br ing us closer  to 

nature. As wel l  as the d i rect  im pact on  our  ecosystem , m uch  ar t  and 

poetr y  has been  insp i red  by these wonder fu l  creatures. A wor ld  

w i thout them  would  be a dar k wor ld  indeed.

T he benef i ts bi r ds br ing us aren 't  just  cu l tur al . Bi rds p lay an  essen t ial  
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role in  the f unct ion ing of  the wor ld 's ecosystem s, in  a way that d i rect ly  

im pacts hum an  heal th , econom y and food p roduct ion  -  as wel l  as 

m i l l ions of  other  species.

Bi rdsong en r iches the outdoor s for  m any peop le, and bi rdwatch ing is 

one of  the f astest-grow ing recreat ional  act iv i t ies. Bi rds also were the 

p r im ar y insp i r at ion  for  hum an  f l igh t .

Som e m igh t not real i ze the tangible value of  bi r ds, but  i t  would  be 

fool i sh  to underest im ate how tough  l i fe would  be w i thout them .

Sim p ly put, a wor ld  w i thout bi r ds would  be chaos, and what we take 

for  gr an ted is of ten  f undam en tal  to our  way of  l i f e.

15
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L u l l aby f or  th e Fal l

by I sabel la Ber nst ien

T here is a noise outside. I t  sounds l i ke the loud wh isper  of  the w ind  on  

that tal l  t r ee that stands in  the backyard , but she th inks she 

rem em ber s i t  f al l ing to the ground in  a thunder stor m  the f al l  before. 

Yes, she rem em ber s. She hadn?t been  af r aid  of  l igh tn ing for  a coup le 

or  so year s, since she tur ned seven , m aybe, but that  n igh t when  the 

old  t r ee fel l  she rem em ber s cr y ing under  the cover s as the dog bar ked 

at  the noth ing that haun ted the wor ld  outside. W as the dog al ive back 

then? I t  m ust have been . I t  bar ked when  the tree fel l . She rem em ber s 

being thankfu l  the dog was so loud because her  paren ts would  not 

hear  her  cr y  and know she was st i l l  af r aid . Yes, the t ree had fal len  

down  just  a few m on ths ago, she rem em ber s, but  when  she looks out 

the w indow, i t  stands there qu iet ly  as i t  always has, ever y m or n ing and 

ever y m idd le of  the n igh t when  i t  seem s l i ke ever y single per son  in  

the en t i r e wor ld  i s asleep  but her . T he tree d idn?t f al l . I t  m ust have 

been  a dream .

T he sound is a blur r y  m yster y, the str ange fad ing l ine between  what i s 

t r ue and what i sn?t. I t  m ust have been  a dream . But she is awake now, 

and the si lence of  sleep  is gone, so qu ick ly. Som eth ing seem s odd, she 

real izes. From  som ewhere f ar  beyond the glass w indow there is the 

sound of  the bi rds ch i r p ing, sof t ly  and cheer fu l ly  and so qu iet ly  she 

f inds her sel f  unsure they are real ly  there. Ever y m or n ing the 

bluebi rds sing, she knows, but never  any ear l ier  than  sun r ise. I t  cou ld  

not possibly  be late enough , because the sky is st i l l  pure dar kness, the 

sun  h idden  som ewhere above she cannot reach  to gr ab i t . W hat 

season  is i t , again? I t  m ust be late spr ing, she th inks. I t?s st i l l  the season  

for  the bluebi rds to sing, but i f  the sun  has yet to r i se, they should  not 

be wak ing her  yet . I t?s not t im e yet, i t?s def in i tely  not t im e. Couldn?t 

be. I t?s late spr ing, she grows m ore cer tain  as the del i r ious qu ietness of  

sleep  seem s to f ade com pletely, but  a thousand t iny sh iver s r un  

th rough  her  body, her  ar m s and her  sp ine and her  th in  legs, and is i t  

r eal ly  spr ing? I t  feels l i ke an  ear ly  D ecem ber  m or n ing when  the street 

outside is al ready spr ink led  w i th  hopefu l  Ch r istm as l igh ts that  
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stopped bl ink ing som etim e in  the m idd le of  the n igh t, and then ,  

snow begins to f al l , and there is no school  today. But i t  cou ld  not be 

D ecem ber. T he bluebi rds would  not be singing, then . Som eth ing is 

str ange.

She trem bles w i th  the cold , but  the bed cover s are too heavy, the 

weigh t on  her  neck alm ost chok ing, alm ost unbear able. She uncover s 

her  weak body, and there is som eth ing str ange, she begins to not ice 

af ter  her  eyes f inal ly  get used to the dar kness of  ever y th ing. T he 

cover s are l igh t  green  cotton , but she so clear ly  rem em ber s going to 

bed under  the f lannel  wh i te w i th  the l i t t le color f u l  but ter f l ies M om  

had sewn . D ad had read her  a stor y, one about a p r incess or  a f ai r y. I t  

was her  f avor i te bedt im e stor y, she though t, but  now she cou ld  not 

real ly  rem em ber  what i t  was about. H e read her  the book and k issed 

her  forehead and tur ned of f  the yel low lam p and covered her  w i th  the 

butter f ly  f lannel  cover s. H adn?t he? She reaches for  the lam p, but al l  

she gr asps is em pty ai r . T he lam p used to be here, d idn?t i t? I t  i sn?t, 

though . Ever y th ing is so str ange. T he bed is too big, too cold . T he 

w indow used to be on  another  side of  the room , and the wal ls seem  to 

be a cream  shade of  wh i te, but  when  she fel l  asleep  they were st i l l  

baby p ink . I t?s so dar k , dar k l i ke w in ter  n igh ts w i thout any power, but  

she can  see ever y th ing so clear ly, now, ever y shape and ever y color , 

even  though  the n igh t l igh t  that  used to be on  the shel f  seem s to have 

d ied . And when  she looks at  the t ree outside once again , she is 

unspeakably  ter r i f ied ; the t r unk is m uch  th inner  and a dar ker  shade of  

brown , the br anches weak and par t ly  naked, and though  she can  see 

the leaves so clear ly, som eth ing w i th in , som e par t  of  her  br ain  that  i s 

st i l l  asleep , stops her  f r om  under stand ing whether  they are bloom ing 

or  f al l ing. I s i t  f al l  or  i s i t  sp r ing? T he tree is not her  t r ee. T h is i s not 

her  room . H er  inst inct  i s to yel l  for  her  f ather , but  she is n ine now, and 

i t  has been  alm ost two year s since she woke her  paren ts because of  

n igh tm ares. I s her  f ather  even  hom e? T he house feels em pty. H er  

inst inct  i s to yel l  for  her  f ather , but  som e odd th ing deep w i th in  her  

does not let  her  be af r aid . T here is no reason  to, r eal ly. T h is i s not her  

room . T h is m ust be a dream .

She laughs qu iet ly  at  her  si l l i ness. M om  always says being able to 
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laugh  at  your  si l l i ness is the ver y f i r st  sign  of  grow ing up . Tom or row, 

at  breakfast , when  she real ly  wakes up , she w i l l  tel l  her  paren ts about 

th is d ream . She w i l l  tel l  them  about the sk inny tree and the bluebi rds 

and cream  wal ls, and how she looked in  the m i r ror  on  the closet door s 

and she looked l i ke an  old  wom an , sm al l  and f r ai l , the l ines on  her  

f ace so real  for  a second she for got i t  was a dream . M om  w i l l  sm i le 

k ind ly. D ad w i l l  laugh  as he m akes them  al l  eggs. She w i l l  get  on  the 

bus to school  and go to class and m aybe pass Patr ick a note dur ing 

m ath . I s tom or row Sunday or  M onday? She can?t rem em ber. She w i l l  

wake up  tom or row and eat eggs and for get th is d ream  en t i r ely, 

p robably. She laughs. W here d id  al l  the l ines on  her  f ace com e f rom , 

so qu ick ly, over n igh t?

She gets up  f rom  the bed, for  no par t i cu lar  reason . T he creaky 

wooden  t i les are f r eezing against  the sole of  her  feet , but  i t  doesn?t 

seem  to m atter . T he coldness is un th inkable l i ke she im agines i t  would  

be to rol l  around naked in  a p i le of  Ch r istm as snow. I t  st ings and bi tes 

l i ke a thousand t iny an ts, but  i t  doesn?t hur t  at  al l . T h ings never  real ly  

hur t  in  d ream s, she th inks. N o, i t  doesn?t hur t . I nstead, the f reezing ai r  

feels alm ost l i ke an  em br ace, l i ke f inal ly  being in  her  m other ?s war m  

ar m s af ter  two long weeks at  sum m er  cam p. Ever y th ing sm el ls l i ke 

chocolate cake. Even  i f  the cold  d id  hur t , i t  wouldn?t m atter , because 

ever y th ing sm el ls l i ke the chocolate cake M om  always bakes for  her  

bi r thday. I t  i sn?t her  bi r thday yet, but  som eone m ust have baked a 

cake. I s i t  her  bi r thday yet? I t  can?t be. She would  rem em ber, she loves 

her  bi r thday. But there m ust be cake in  the k i tchen .

She walks down  the stai r s carefu l ly  and hold ing her  breath , so as i f  not  

to wake anyone up . T he house seem s ver y em pty, though . I s th is her  

house or  a house she m ade up  for  th is single dream ? She can?t 

rem em ber. H er  body feels l igh t  but  her  legs are too weak, her  weigh t 

keeps sh i f t ing and balance is hard  to f ind . But i t  cou ldn?t bother  her , 

of  cour se. O n  the wal l  against  the wooden  stai r case, there is a crooked 

l ine of  f r am ed p ictures fol low ing the way down . T here is one of  her  

they took a coup le m on ths before, outside at  thei r  sunny backyard , 

stand ing on  the p icn ic table dur ing one of  those fam i ly  bar becues. 

M om  was wear ing a blue and wh i te polka dot d ress as she held  the 
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cam er a, and D ad was beh ind  her  m ak ing one of  the jokes he always 

m ade so we would  laugh  for  p ictures. I t  seem s l i ke i t  was just  

yesterday. T he tree stood stead i ly  in  the background. 

  She doesn?t know anyone in  the other  f r am ed p ictures. T hey are al l  

just  var iat ions of  str anger s? f aces, col lect ions of  w ine glasses and big 

dogs and bi r thday par t ies and unknown  l iv ing room s and odd clothes 

and backgrounds of  p laces where she has never  been . She doesn?t pay 

too m uch  at ten t ion  to them . She doesn?t pay too m uch  at ten t ion  un t i l  

the last  one. She stands at  the last  step , st i l l  hold ing t igh t ly  on to the 

ban ister s. She doesn?t know what i t  i s about i t  that  si len t ly  yel ls for  her  

to stare, but  she cannot take her  eyes of f  i t . I t?s the f ace of  a m an , dar k 

cur ly  hai r  and honey eyes and the unpreten t ious sm i le of  the happ iest  

peop le. She has never  m et h im . H e m igh t be in  the other  p ictures, 

m aybe, but she has never  m et h im . She cou ld  not say h is nam e i f  she 

tr ied , she cou ld  not at tem pt at  guessing what h is voice sounds l i ke or  

what songs he l i kes or  what m ovies he hates or  i f  i t  was h im  who 

pain ted  the wal ls cream . She has never  m et h im , she?s sure, but 

som eth ing about h is eyes is so ter r ib ly  f am i l iar . She m ust have m et 

h im  in  a dream , once. She m ust have. I t  feels l i ke she has dream t of  

h im  a thousand other  t im es. An  unspeakable, unexp lainable ur ge to 

bur st  in to tear s alm ost takes over  her  t r em bl ing, weak body, but for  

som e reason  the ur gency of  i t  al l  cannot qu i te reach  her . She does not 

cr y. She m isses h im  desper ately, though  she does not under stand why. 

Som eth ing deep w i th in  her  aches and bur ns, but her  wr ink led  f ace 

rem ains unm oved. She stares for  a l i t t le wh i le.

T he k i tchen  is dusky and em pty. I t  sm el ls of  chocolate cake, but there 

is noth ing on  the coun ter . She looks th rough  dr awer s and cabinets, 

beh ind  m i lk car tons and bott les of  m ed icine and rot t ing bananas, but 

the cake isn?t anywhere. I s th is real ly  where the si lver ware used to be? 

Str ange. She holds on to the coun ter . She is ver y sleepy and her  legs 

are qu i te weak and th is i s a ver y, ver y str ange dream . I n  the dar kness 

of  the k i tchen , she sees shadows of  color f u l  days m oving around. 

T here are so m any of  them , l i ke t iny f r act ions of  the sam e m em or y, 

and she sees i t  al l  in  the back of  her  eyel ids, as i f  she stared at  the sun  

for  too long. T here is a wom an  who looks a bi t  l i ke her  m other  by the 
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oven , cr ack ing eggs on  the side of  a f r y ing pan . T he wom an  laughs at  a 

joke she can?t hear. She th inks th is sl igh t ly  f am i l iar  f ace was in  som e of  

the p ictures too, but i t?s hard  to be too sure. By the side of  the f r idge 

the m an  w i th  cur ly  hai r  stands, pour ing just  a l i t t le m i lk in  two m ugs 

f i l led  w i th  cof fee. T he cof fee sm el ls l i ke chocolate cake. T he m an  

m akes a joke she doesn?t under stand, and the th ree of  them  laugh .

 T hey seem  so real  she alm ost bel ieves in  them . I t?s ver y easy to 

bel ieve in  them . T hey seem  so real  i t  i s as i f  she dream t for  the two of  

them  an  en t i r e l i fe, an  over f low ing col lect ion  of  sum m er s and fal ls 

and w in ter s and spr ings. She has dream t of  them , she is sure. T hey 

seem  real  l i ke beaut i f u l  th ings so of ten  do in  d ream s, but when  she 

opens her  eyes the k i tchen  is st i l l  em pty and st i l l  ver y dar k . She holds 

on to the coun ter , but  her  body weighs on  her  legs, and balance has 

becom e too hard . Ever y th ing is ver y str ange and she is ver y, ver y 

t i r ed , and upstai r s seem s way too f ar . H old ing on to wooden  chai r s and 

that credenza they bough t at  the f lea m ar ket a few Chr istm ases ago, 

she f inds her  stum bled way to the bur gundy couch . I t?s so cold , and 

the couch  is so, so sof t , so com for table. T h ings are alm ost never  th is 

com for table in  d ream s. I f  she fal ls asleep  here, her  paren ts w i l l  th ink 

she snuck out of  bed to watch  T V. T hey w i l l  ground her , p robably, but  

she is so t i r ed  and her  legs are so weak that r igh t  now tom or row 

doesn?t seem  to m atter  ver y m uch . She?l l  apologize for  gett ing up  and 

exp lain  to her  paren ts over  breakfast  th is str ange dream  she had that 

she was an  old  wom an  w i th  an  en t i r e l i fe or  so of  hal f  color f u l  

m em or ies. M om  w i l l  laugh , D ad w i l l  sm i le. M aybe they won?t ground 

her , af ter  al l . T hat?s a p roblem  for  tom or row. I t  feels l i ke the sun  is 

about to r i se, but  th rough  her  hal f -opened eyes al l  she sees is the 

dar kness of  the m idd le of  the n igh t. From  som ewhere f ar , though , she 

hear s i t  again . And w i th  the m or n ing song of  blue bi rds ch i r p ing, she 

dozes of f  in to qu iet  sleep .
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"0 16" 

El ise Cr awford
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Au tu m n  

by Al l ie O twor th

T he trees al l  lose thei r  leaves w i th  pat ien t  ease 

al l  basked in  hues of  r ed , l i ke f al len  m en  

the bar ren  br anches lay l i ke r usted  swords 

the gr andest t im e of  year , a dy ing py re 

T he t im e is n igh , for  al l  that  l i ves to d ie 

a war- tor n  f ield  of  bloody hues, the sun  

w i l l  f al l  below the sky to leave us cold  

and bur y broken  bod ies under  snow 

I  m et you in  th is br u tal  autum n  w ind 

back when  m y hope was f resh  and we were young 

I  held  your  hand to walk across th in  i ce 

So careless of  the cr acks that stretched so w ide 

O ur  garden  si ts, the gate is locked, and al l  

the f lower s cur l  and d ie, but  just  l i ke them  

I  shal l  r etur n  when  t im e is r igh t , m ore f u l l  

of  l i f e, and blood to pum p m y ach ing chest
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Ref or estat i on

by Kater ina Bar r y

T here was a k ind  of  l igh t  that  i s on ly  found in  m om en ts l i ke th is. 

I n f luenced by the way i t  f i l ter s th rough  the heavy m or n ing fog, 

w r inging i tsel f  in  between  the groves of  p ines. I t  wh ispered dew on to 

the w indow, l i ke a ghost begging to be let  in .  Even  here, shel tered  by 

the topper  of  the bed of  m y tr uck , the ai r  fel t  heavy on  m y sk in . M y 

body pu lsat ing w i th  a soreness that as I  had on ly  lear ned af ter  so m any 

ben t backs, always cam e before the sol id i ty  of  strength . A binar y of  

give and take. L ay ing here, I  close m y eyes, and steady m y breathe 

un t i l  I  cou ld  im agine ever y blood cel l  t r aver sing thei r  cour se-  dott ing 

m y tr ansparen t body l i ke star s. 

T here was an  easiness in  the bu i ldup  of  bubbles as the percolator  

con t inued to heat over  the p rev ious even ing's em ber s. I  knel t  close by, 

war m ing m y t igh t  hands above the sm al l  heat. L ike the w in ter  bar k of  

t r ees, they fel t  cal loused and rough . T he crev ices of  l ines and scar s 

m om en tar i ly  m et in  folds as I  r ubbed palm s together . An t icipat ing the 

cold  wetness of  m y wor k gloves, I  indu lged in  th is sm al l  com for t  wh i le 

watch ing the hazy sun  ease towards i ts peak and the f r am ing of  

ever y th ing else in  between . T he blue jack oaks w i th  thei r  cobal t  t in ted  

leaves; the sweet gum 's golden  sm el l ing sap , encr usted  on  the sur face 

of  bar k af ter  so m any war m  days. 

Slow ly, a r ust l ing began , as p lan ter s lef t  thei r  scattered  cam ps, ten ts, 

veh icles, and an  occasional  pu l l -beh ind  tr ai ler . As th is job cal led  for  

constan t m ovem en t, the ways in  wh ich  peop le chose to m ake up  

tem por ar y hom es was always tel l ing of  thei r  char acter . T here were the 

young k ids, r eluctan t to leave hom e but d r iven  by som e idea of  

need ing to p rove som eth ing, reason ing and answer s I  im agined they 

had not yet  gr asped-  who insisted  upon  the pop-up  cam per  w i th  i ts 

dual  bat ter ies and lap top  out lets. T hen  the even  greener  ones, who 

slep t upr igh t  in  the seats of  thei r  Cam r y, whose cr ack ing beer  cans and 

wh iskey lu l labies of ten  f lu t tered  th rough  the Texas p ines as soon  as 

the sun  wen t down . N aive but hard-wor k ing, w i th  st i l l  sof t  hear ts. 
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T hen  there were those m ore accustom ed. T he m ar r ied  coup le w i th  

thei r  exper t  lean - tos m ade up  of  tar ps and bevy sacks. N ot f u l ly  

com m i t ted  to the l i fe of  the laborer , but  whose habi tual  com pany 

ever y season  spoke of  a love for  sim p ler  th ings. Som e n igh ts, her  r are 

sof t  hum m ing voice cou ld  be heard  over  the st i r r ing of  her  teas, the 

m uf f led  tap  of  m etal  against  the i r on  pot, i ts p resence war m ing the 

bar ren  ai r  across the gr assy f ield  between  cam ps. O ther  n igh ts, when  

sleep  cam e less sw i f t ly, a sm al l  l igh t  would  resonate f rom  thei r  

p rov isional  hom e, where he would  awaken  to wr i te the m ak ings and 

p rophecies of  h is un told  dream s. 

T here too were those m en  whose l ivel ihoods began  and ended in  

wor k l i ke th is. W hose sun  wr ink led  f aces and leather  necks p roved 

gl im pses of  the on ly  l i fe I  cou ld  now fathom  for  m ysel f . Sim p le and 

unassum ing, yet  r i ch  w i th  a dep th  of  seeing som eth ing m ore ak in  to 

ur ban  dwel l ing m ay go thei r  whole l ives not know ing. A th ing 

unspoken . O n ly  recogn ized in  the sheen  of  thei r  m ar bled  eyes, in  the 

exper t i se of  thei r  sw inging ar m s and the l i f t ing of  shoulder s. An  

under stand ing, or  at  the ver y least , absolu t ion . Carefu l  in  the l ives they 

open ly  shared w i th  other s, sav ing on ly  a stor y  for  tel l ing on  

unexpected even ings around the f i r e. I t  was in  m en  l i ke these to wh ich  

I  f ash ioned m y wor k eth ic, t r ust ing that w i th  th is alone, al l  other  

th ings would  even tual ly  m ake sense of  them selves. 

As m ore f aces em er ged around the m or n ing em ber s and good 

m or n ings were shared over  steam ing cof fee, we tur ned to the grey 

w in ter  sk ies, wonder ing to each  other  i f  the heavy r ains would  com e 

th is season . An t icipat ing the grow ing am bigu i ty  of  the elem en ts, I  

gr abbed m y gear  and headed towards the d istan t wood l ine.

T he h ickor y hand le of  m y p lan t ing hoedad lay slum ped across m y 

shoulder , r ubbing i ts hues of  greys and black aged gr im e in to m y sh i r t  

before p repar ing m ysel f  for  i ts f i r st  sw ing. H old ing i t  up  h igh  over  m y 

head, m y dom inan t hand sl id  down  the hand le as I  d ropped the blade 

down  heavi ly, caressing the inden tat ion  in  i ts wood, wor n  down  f rom  

so m any m ovem en ts iden t ical  to th is. 

T hen , a rel ief  when  the nar row blade fel l  easi ly  in to the ear th . I  cou ld  
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never  judge the in tensi ty  of  the land before th is m om en t. I n  som e 

p laces, the ground was so th ick w i th  clay we would  have to wor k tw ice 

as hard  for  hal f  the desi red  outcom e, wh i le other s were too wet w i th  

swam py d i tches m ak ing the l i kel ihood of  the f r agi le young trees' 

sur v ival  r ates unner v ingly  low. L ook ing out over  the cleared woods in  

f r on t  of  m e against  the just  sof t  enough  d i r t , I  was reassured of  a 

gr at i f y ing day and long hour s.

H ere, there is an  im age of  a wasteland. W here what l i t t le l i fe lef t  cl ings 

to whatever  i t  can , save for  the feast ing t i cks wh ich  f lour ished, a r are 

bi rd  in  f l igh t , and the f resh  p ine sap l ings that dotted  m y path  for ward . 

Yet there was a com for t  to th is. A gu idel ine, or  a m ap to m ove for ward . 

I t  i s in  these th ings, I  though t, wh ich  I  have com e to f ind  ease. Som e 

sem blance of  a for ward  m ot ion . M aybe not so exagger ated  as the 

paths m any budd ing m en  f ind  them selves ur ged in to t r aver sing, but 

st i l l  just  enough  to m im e som e type of  substan t ial  enough  d i rect ion .

T here was too, a cer tain  qu iet  found in  the logged acreages and 

desolate p lains wh ich  was un l ike the qu ietness in  any other  f ield  I 've 

so f ar  exper ienced. I t  was un l ike the cold  r hy thm ic beat ing of  the 

At lan t ic?s waves against  the sm al l  sk i f f  where I  pu l led  in  seaweed for  

feed, fer t i l i zer , and at  t im es, upscale snack industr ies. Un l ike the 

t r udging th rough  blueber r y  f ields, where the sounds of  har vest ing 

r akes clanked against  boxes on  ever y side, w i th  the incessan t buzzing 

and bi t ing of  black f l ies. 

H ere, there was an  alm ost apocalyp t ic si lence com pet ing w i th  noth ing 

else but the cr ack ing of  death  below m y feet and the r are thudd ing of  

a d istan t som ebody 's hoe against  cold  ground. Som ebody, whose sigh t 

was so r are un t i l  you slowed down  or  they p icked up  speed, passing 

each  other , or  som et im es for  a m om en t wor k ing alongside each  other , 

un t i l  som eone?s bl i stered  f inger s cal led  for  a pause.

I t  was a scene where the pecu l iar i t ies in  fel led  t im ber  are the on ly  

landm ar ks. Stum ps and tr unks, too gnar led  to bother  w i th  p rocessing. 

L ef t  beh ind  by the lum ber  wor ker s to decom pose, m ake way for  the 

young sap l ings that tugged at  the leather  sack on  m y back. Up to th ree 

hundred in  one hau l , one by one, in  spacings of  six to eigh t feet , un t i l  
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I ?d  r un  out and walk back to cam p for  m ore. 

As t im e slow ly passed, sweat began  to t r i ck le past m y sleeves and cap . 

T he pel lucid  d rop lets stung the scr atches wh ich  covered m y forear m s 

f rom  so m any un for giv ing br am bles and thor ns that of ten  inhabi ted  

and f lour ished in  the wasteland rem ains. At  t im es, they were 

unavoidable, w i th  no other  escape but to cr aw l  on  hands and knees to 

m ake m y way th rough . But th is was a pain  I  savored. I t  insp i red  

con tem plat ion  of  som eth ing m ore tender. A ref lect ion  of  th ings 

society  suspects as inheren t ly  undesi r able or  i l l . 

?W hat k ind  of  per son  would  wan t to l i ve the l i fe of  a m igr an t laborer ?? 

Unsett led , unpr ior i t i zed , m isgu ided, or  a lack of  agency. I  too, at  

t im es, wondered what i t  was that d rew m e away f rom  m ore social ly  

accep table inst i tu t ions-  the stabi l i ty  in  p rofessions, in  educat ional  

degrees, and the purchasing of  hom es for  a poten t ial  f am i ly. H usband, 

w i fe, and k ids. D ebts and ret i r em en t sav ings. A rout ine to m an i fest  an  

idea of  com for t  and safety, en tom bed by concrete wal ls and glassy 

skyscr aper s ref lect ing the constan t m ovem en t of  a sel f -p rom oted and 

p roclaim ed advancing wor ld . 

I nstead, the on ly  developm en ts that  cou ld  m an i fest  the real i zat ion  of  

m y desi res were found in  the singu lar  th ing  I  cou ld  d iscer n  as 

f actual ly  t r ue; the l im i t lessness of  the body when  pai red  w i th  an  

unwaver ing m ind. M uscle as i t  hardens under  th inn ing but st i f fen ing 

f lesh . T he sun -scorched f reck les and bur n t  backs. Gl im pses in to 

habi tats of  alm ost w i ldness, or  at  least , what i s lef t  of  i t . For  som e, i t  i s 

a wor k in  m onotony and repet i t i ve m ot ions, but for  other s, a type of  

wor sh ip  that  t r anscends pu lp i ts and pews. O ne on ly  found in  the 

m eet ing between  physical  tenaci ty  and the supp le endowm en t of  the 

ear th . 

Reach ing the end of  the p lan table ter r ain , I  stood upr igh t , f acing the 

woods. L ean ing m y ho against  the ground, I  pu l l  the em pty sack f rom  

m y back to shake the loose need les f rom  i ts dep ths. T he vei ls of  gr ay 

h igh  up  in  the sky m im icked the cool  breeze that penetr ated  m y 

dam p cloth ing. 

A f ar away thunder  r ang out wh i le the last  of  the v isible and l inger ing 
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sun  tr i ck led  th rough  the dead of  p ine l im bs, in troducing  the 

com m encem en t of  a sof t  cold  sym phony of  m ist  and drop lets. T he 

sm el l  of  r ain  passed th rough , satur at ing m y senses. I n  the d istance, I  

heard  the hol ler  of  another  t r ee p lan ter , who I  im agined stood 

w i tnessing the sam e scene. T he hear ty  r ains and downpour s indeed 

would  greet us again  th is season  as I  always have and even  now cou ld  

con t inue to t r ust  on . 
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T h e T r ee 

by L ucas L idenm uth

M y favor i te t r ee is the one r igh t  by the lake, 

the weep ing w i l low whose br anches stretch  towards the ear th  l i ke 

slender  f inger s reach ing to caress the shoulder  of  a lover .

T he w i l low whose leaves are just  beginn ing to yel low, 

weeks beh ind  the oaks and bi r ches of  the forest  

whose leaves have al ready r ipened of f  the br anches, 

brough t on  by the ear ly  O ctober  ch i l l  her ald ing the new season . 

Sun l igh t  gl in ts, gl im m er s of f  the sur face of  the lake, 

spar k l ing l i ke d iam onds, but in f in i tely  m ore valuable. 

T he w i l low?s roots hug the ear th  l i ke they?re af r aid  to let  i t  go, 

and som etim es, when  I  si t  there am ong the roots, r est ing m y back 

against  a spot of  sof t  m oss,

I  th ink I  belong here. 

A black an t cr aw ls, steadfast  and br ave, up  one of  the w i l low tendr i ls, 

seek ing out an  object ive I  can?t know w i th  the ded icat ion  of  a m ind less 

sold ier . M arch ing, cl im bing, coun t ing the steps un t i l  she reaches 

som ewhere she d idn?t expect to be. She stops at  the m oss, un fam i l iar . 

L ost . But I  know exact ly  where she is. A f lu t ter  in  the 

d istance- -brown ish  si lhouette against  the gl i t ter ing water . A butter f ly, 

not  a m onarch  but alm ost the sam e color s, 

r id ing the breeze wherever  i t  takes h im , f lower  to w i ld f lower, blues, 

pur p les, and reds. H e dr i f ts th rough  h is task , und istur bed by a 

tur bu len t m ind. 

T he sh ine atop  the water  i s d istur bed, r ipp l ing the l igh t . 

M ust be a f i sh , but  I  haven?t seen  any th ing m ore than  a sp lash . 

She doesn?t com e above the sur face. Tr apped in  such  a f in i te p lace, I  
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th ink i t  m ust be hard  for  her , m ust be lonely, m ust be suf focat ing. 

Ever y creature is al i ke in  som e ways, af ter  al l . 

T he cool  w ind  gr abs at  the w i l low, push ing just  enough  to help  i t  sway, 

dancing i ts sof t , gen t le, un im pressive dance that I  cou ld  watch  al l  day. 

T hese wooden  m onum en ts w i thstand the tem pests of  t im e 

l i ke noth ing else can  but the ear th  i tsel f ; but  even  so, I  know that in  

twen ty year s, the w i l low w i l l  d ie. 

T hose slender  f inger s, that  gr acefu l  for m , the elegan t sim p l ici ty, 

ever y th ing I  adm i re m ost about i t  w i l l  be gone, a hol low husk, a 

m em or y. But I ?l l  st i l l  com e to the w i l low?s gr ave. 

I  w i l l  r em em ber  i t , 

al l  the long hour s spen t ponder ing, adm i r ing the v ibr an t wor ld  

around i t , and som e day, I  w i l l  jo in  the w i l low in  i ts eter nal  slum ber. 
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Gh azal  

by Joey D eRusso

L eave beh ind  your  voice for  al l  when  you?re gone. 

I t  would  be a sham e for  m e not to recal l  when  you?re gone. 

Em pty ing out the rest  of  the house, m em or ies over f low ing the 

cardboard  boxes. Your  watches and m usic album s w i l l  be in  the 

U-H aul  when  you?re gone. 

D r iv ing th rough  Patten , tak ing m en tal  snapshots one last  t im e. 

I  can?t for get pett ing the sheep and catt le at  Br adford  Far m  in  the f al l  

when  you?re gone. 

Gas got low on  the H igh lander, had to stop  at  the old  Rutter s for  a f i l l  

up . You?re going to m iss those cher r y  and blue r aspber r y  ICEEs when  

you?re gone. 

T he thunder  cr acks above m e, the clouds' d rop lets r unn ing th rough  

m y hai r . W ho?s lef t  to tel l  i f  i t?s the r ain  or  m y tear s on  m y cheeks 

when  you're gone? 

I  d r y  up , using the Gr atefu l  D ead t- sh i r t  you got f r om  W oodstock as a 

towel . W e w i l l  never  again  have that bal l  when  you?re gone. 

Final ly  get to the new abode, not too f ar  away f rom  shore. 

H opefu l ly  have brough t enough  wherew i thal  when  you?re gone. 

I  st i l l  hear  your  voice, f lu t ter ing in  the w ind  alongside the bay. 

Even  the seagul ls? cr ies can?t m ute your  cal ls when  you?re gone. 

Gl id ing m y f inger  across the por t  of  the boat, wai t ing for  you on  the 

dock. W i l l  I  be ready to be the cap tain  of  the Cr ystal  when  you?re 

gone? 

O f  a l i fe al ready f i l led  w i th  jour neys and adven tures, we have com e so 

f ar . W hy then , Joe, does i t  feel  l i ke m y l i fe has stal led  when  you're 

gone?
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M ade i n  Flor i da 
by Sar ah  Jonassen
T h is p lace?l l  f i l l  your  lungs w i th  sal t , 

H ol lywood Beach , sandy p lain  w i th  

square houses, square apar tm en ts, bare feet.

As k ids we dug past the si l t  t i l l  we reached clay.

You were f lesh , and I  was m ade of  the sam e

gr ay ear th  between  our  nai ls, our  toes. W e

slep t f acing the waves wash ing dead f i sh  and 

t iny bones on to the shore. W hen  would  

the water  take us too? 

W hen  we were teens, we swam . 

T he sea was so heavy w i th  sal t , 

we fel t  l i ke L ot?s w i fe star ing at  Sodom . 

I n  the end, we d idn?t sw im  m uch . 

W e laid  on  the beach  and k issed, 

your  tongue war m  and wet l i ke a 

l i v ing th ing, m y m outh  was the 

under water  caver n  we found 

last  sum m er, cold  and wet and hard , 

and you said  sl ipp ing in  was l i ke 

icy water  on  a sum m er  day. 

You hear  m usic f r om  a yel low house on  st i l ts,

p lay ing electron ic dance, red  l igh t  ref lected  in  the w indows,

the cl ink ing dr inks br igh t  and color f u l ,

and walk away f rom  the shore. 

Go on  w i thout m e. I  was never  m ean t to leave.

33



34 35

T h e I sl an d  of  St . T h om as 

by Alexander  Gi l looly

Rem em ber  

Visi t ing the shore 

T he rol l ing waves cr ash  on to the beach  As the t ide rol led  in  

T here was peace 

D istan t ly  

T he l igh ts of  the boats 

Fain t  l igh ts sh in ing against  the water  W i l l  the par ty  end? 

Un l ikely  

Sudden ly  

H igh  w inds shake the boats 

H eavy r ain  str i kes the once calm  water s T he trees blow over  

D estr uct ion  

St T hom as 

Beaut i f u l  i sland 

D id  you hear  about the hur r icane? 

I t  stole the par ty  

N ot the sou l
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Aqu ar i an  A ge 

by TaTyana

W hen  astrologer s speak about the Age of  Aquar ius they are descr ibing 

a phenom enon  that refer s to the ear th?s m ovem en t backward  (or  in  

?retrogr ade? m ot ion) in to the sign  of   Aquar ius. As you know, there are 

11 other  signs of  the zod iac ?  the ear th  w i l l  r etrogr ade  in  each  one. I t  

w i l l  take the ear th  25,868 year s to v isi t  al l  12 signs. I f  you d iv ide 25,868 

by   12 signs, you w i l l  get rough ly  2,10 0  year s to a par t i cu lar  ?age?. 

T hus, once the Age of   Aquar ius is upon  us (and m any astrologer s, 

m ysel f  included, feel  we have reached th is  poin t) i t  w i l l  stay the Age 

of  Aquar ius for  two thousand year s. T he ?precession  of  the  zod iac? 

that under l ies th is p r incipal  was f i r st  d iscovered by the Greek 

astronom er  H ipparchus of  N icaea (c. 190  ?  c. 120  BC). I t  i s due to a 

sl igh t  wobble in  the ear th?s  rotat ion . T he p recession  of  the zod iac is a 

ter m  that descr ibes the constel lat ion  that l ies  beh ind  the Sun  at  the 

ver nal  equ inox, wh ich  changes gr adual ly  over  t im e. Rather  than   

negate the dates of  the Sun  signs, th is p recession  adds a un ique tone 

of  char acter  to  each  of  the signs. But classical  astrologer s do not f eel  

the p recession  of  the zod iac  changes the inher en t qual i t i es of  the 

signs.

T he age before the Age of  Aquar ius was the Age of  Pisces. Since the 

ear th  is m oving in   r etrogr ade m ot ion , we have just  lef t  the Age of  

Pisces, wh ich  m ar ked the year s 1-20 0 0   AD . T h is t im e coincides w i th  

the age of  Ch r ist  and Chr ist ian i ty. Pisces is considered the  last  sign  of  

the zod iac, a com pend ium  of  al l  the signs that cam e before i t , f r om  

Aries to  Aquarius. Pisces is the sign known for universal love, compassion, 

sel f - sacr i f i ce, al t r u ism , creat iv i ty, in tu i t ion  and deep sp i r i tual i ty. 

Pisces know the tr u th  of  the un iver se but can?t qu i te say why they 

know i t . I t  doesn?t m atter , for  Pisces know that ?tr u th? is always in  f lux.  

To Pisces, what i s in  the hum an  hear t  i s t r ue, for  i t  i s t r ue to the sou l . 

Pisces is an   in trospect ive sign . T h is Piscean  m indset has been  the way 

hum an i ty  has approached the  wor ld  since we evolved and has colored 

ever y th ing that we have encoun tered dur ing that   per iod . 

Ear ly  Ch r ist ians used the sym bol  of  the f i sh  (sym bol of  Pisces) as a 
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secret  sym bol  of  thei r  f ai th . T he em phasis on  wash ing of  the feet as a 

r i tual  sign i f y ing pur i f i cat ion  of  the sp i r i t   t ies in to Pisces sym bol ism  as 

wel l , for  Pisces r u les the feet. Pisces ?car r y? the cares of   other s and 

of ten  have sore feet. Ch r ist  spoke of  h is role as ser van t to h is f lock , 

wh ich  is also a ver y Pisces not ion . Pisces says, ?I  bel ieve,? whereas 

Aquar ius, the age we are in   now, says, ?Prove i t  to m e scien t i f i cal ly.? 

Chr ist?s m other  M ar y em bod ied al l  the qual i t ies represen ted by the 

Pisces polar i ty  of  V i r go, nam ely, m odesty, com m i tm en t to ser v ice, 

and accep tance of  what m ust  not be changed. I n  Pisces, there is a 

strong need for seclusion,  and Chr ist ian i ty  puts value on  retreats, 

conven ts, cloister s or  sp i r i tual  p i lgr im ages.  Aquar ius puts em phasis 

on  group  act iv i t ies and com m un i ty, thus we have the I n ter net  and  the 

eye of  the global  v i l lage wh ich  we cal l  telev ision . Aquar ius is a ver y 

social  sign .  Pisces is som eth ing of  a ?psych ic sponge.? Pisces l i ke 

peop le too, but need regu lar  t im e  to them selves to r inse away  the 

ever yday cares they have absor bed. T h e Ear th  H as Seen  Si x  A ges 

Astrologer s of  the wor ld  com m un i ty  gener al ly  agree that m ank ind  has 

exper ienced six   separ ate ?ages,? dat ing f rom  the f i r st  appear ance of  

hum an i ty  on  ear th . W hen  each   per iod  star ts and ends is sl igh t ly  

im precise because of  the huge t im e f r am e involved.  (O ver  25 

thousand year s, and there is always a p lus or  m inus toler ance to any   

m athem atical  cur ve.) Also the ages over lap  sl igh t ly  because, in  f act , 

som e par ts of  the 

zod iac also over lap  in  the heavens. T he signs of  the zod iac are of  

unequal  sizes, too,  w i th  som e signs tak ing up  m ore real  estate in  the 

heavens than  other s. 
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L otu s 

By D m i tr i  Ashak ih

Fi l l  m y lungs w i th  water  and p lan t the lotuses there. 

L ay m e under  the m idday sun  so the tuber s m ay grow 

pale roots around m y r ibs as the leaf  stalk p rotr udes 

f rom  m y th roat. H ur r y  before the p ink blossom s un fold ,

com e close.
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"W hat W i l l  I  D o W hen  T h is i s O ver "

 O l iv ia Ander son
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I n ter v i ew  w i th  T . K i r a M adden
T. Kira M adden is a nationally acclaimed literary essayist and the author of 

L ong L ive the Tr ibe of  Father less Gi r ls.

Q : H ow  do you  k n ow  w h en  a n ovel  i s f i n i sh ed , i n  p ar t i cu lar , w h at  

m om en t to l d  you  th at  th i s n ovel  w as f i n i sh ed? D id  you  f i n d  i t  

d i f f i cu l t  to stop  w r i t i n g?

A: I  th ink i t 's a strength  for  som e peop le that  they know they 've taken  

a p iece as f ar  as they can  take i t . I 'm  in terested  in  repet i t ion  and I 'm  

in terested  in  rev isi t ing the sam e wor k and ed i t ing and changing th ings 

and rev ising and add ing on , so real ly  that  p rocess of  con t inu ing the 

sam e p iece would  be m y p rocess for  m y whole l i fe i f  the industr y  or  

publ ish ing d idn 't  l i ter al ly  tear  i t  f r om  m e. So I  don 't  have a good 

inst inct  for  when  som eth ing is done.

Q : D o you  of ten  f i n d  you r sel f  sh ap in g you r  w r i t i n g to w h at  ?f eel s 

r i gh t? su bcon sci ou sly  or  do you  ten d  to star t  w r i t i n g w i th  a cl ear  

p lan ?

A: Great quest ion ; def in i tely  the for m er. T he bu lk of  w r i t ing for  m e, 

cr af t -w ise, i s t r y ing to tap  in to those subconscious decisions and 

sur render  m ysel f  to the page. As a con trol  f r eak, and as som eone who 

does l i ke to have a p lan , w r i t ing is a p lace for  m e to real ly  let  go of  

that . I  can  go in  w i th  a rough  idea and som etim es I  can  go in  w i th  a 

str i ct  out l ine but I  always have to be ready to change m y p lan , to m ake 

m istakes, and l i sten  to those m istakes tel l ing m e what m igh t be the 

p roper  d i rect ion  for  the stor y. 

Q : W hy d i d  you  ch oose to w r i te th i s n ovel  i n  th e sty l e of  f r agm en ted  

essays an d  d i d  you  ever  f eel  p r essu r e, w h eth er  i t  be f r om  you r sel f  or  

oth er s, to w r i te i n  a m or e t r ad i t i on al  au tob i ogr ap h i cal  sty l e?

A: I  w rote the on ly  m em oi r  I  knew how to wr i te and I  th ink that?s 

im por tan t, to always lean  in to our  in terests and the th ings we know 

how to do. I  am  in terested  in  f r agm en tat ion  and I  love the shor t  for m . 

I  was a f i ct ion  studen t before I  w rote non - f i ct ion  and m y in terest  in  
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f ict ion  was shor t  for m , l i ke under  50 0 -word  f lash  p ieces. T hat?s what I  

f ind  real ly  exci t ing. T he on ly  long p ieces I  have are shor t  p ieces tacked 

together  w i th  hopes that no one w i l l  not ice that?s what I 'm  doing 

[L aughs]. I  th ink there is a lot  of  d ign i ty  and ar t i str y  in  f r agm en tat ion  

and a cohesive l inear  hero?s jour ney p lot  ar c i s ver y speci f i c to a 

cer tain  wester n  wh i te canon . I  don?t necessar i ly  f i t  in to that  nor  do I  

th ink I  shou ld . 

Q : H ow  d i f f i cu l t  w as i t  f or  you  to w r i te th i s m em oi r ? D id  you  

str u ggle w i th  sh ar i n g th e i n t im ate an d  p er son al  p ar ts of  you r  l i f e as 

w el l  as you r  f am i ly ?s l i ves? W h at h elp ed  you  sep ar ate th e p ast  f r om  

th e cu r r en t  l i f e you  ar e l i v i n g?

A: T he expected answer  is always that i t  was real ly  hard  to share the 

m ost in t im ate detai ls of  m y l i fe but i t  honest ly  wasn?t [ laughs]. I  th ink 

that?s because I ?m  a real ly  shy per son  who?s always str uggled  w i th  

com m un icat ing and w i th  hav ing any agency com ing f rom  an  abusive 

household . W r i t ing is a way for  m e to f inal ly  get to speak and do i t  in  a 

safe way, where I  feel  l i ke I  can  have m y t im e to bu i ld  what?s inside of  

that  book. I t  al lows m e to in troduce m ysel f  to the wor ld  in  a way, to 

have som e for m  of  con trol  when  m y l i fe has fel t  l i ke i t  lacked con trol  

and I  lacked a voice. T here were d i f f i cu l t  conver sat ions I  had to have 

w i th  f am i ly  and f r iends and peop le who are in  the book but for  the 

m ost par t , i t  wen t real ly  wel l . I t?s vu lner able, but  the scar iness is 

over r idden  by the joy and connectedness I  feel  w i th  peop le when  they 

read the book and share thei r  exper iences w i th  m e. 

Q : A t  th e begin n i n g of  L ong L ive T he T ribe O f Fatherless Gir ls you  

w r ote, ?W h i l e th e m ater i al  i n  th i s book  com p r i ses ex ten sive 

r esear ch , i n ter v i ew  con ten t , p h otogr ap h s, an d  jou r n al s, m u ch  of  i t  i s 

based  on  m em or y, w h i ch  i s d i scr ete, im p r essi on ab le, an d  sh ap ed  by  

th e body i n si de of  w h i ch  i t  l i ves.? W er e th er e an y p ar t i cu lar  

m em or i es th at  you  str u ggled  to p or t r ay  to you r  sat i sf act i on ?

A: I  th ink I  d id  the best I  cou ld  w i th  the recol lect ion  and bu i ld ing the 

m em or ies. And what I  m ean  is, m em or y can  be col labor at ive and 

m any of  these p ieces were p ieced together  because I  had 

conver sat ions w i th  other  peop le and they were able to br ing other  
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detai ls and im ages to the scene. I  d id  m y best in  ter m s of  photogr aphs, 

the research  you m en t ioned in  the author ?s note, and those 

conver sat ions. I ?d  l i ke to th ink there is noth ing too wrong [ laughs]. I f  

that  i s the case no one has brough t i t  up  w i th  m e yet, knock on  wood. 

T here are cer tain ly  m em or ies that  are blur r y  or  p r act ical ly  

nonexisten t but I  st i l l  d id  the best w i th  ev idence I  had to bu i ld  the 

scene for  the reader  and that requ i red  m ak ing som e th ings up . W h ich  

peop le don?t l i ke to hear  w i th  non - f i ct ion  but that?s how i t  wor ks. 

D ialogue, th ings l i ke that , r equ i res l i ter al ly  m ak ing th ings up  to the 

best of  our  abi l i ty  w i th  the ev idence we have and the conver sat ions we 

have. 

Q : I s th er e an  essay i n  you r  m em oi r  th at  you  l i ke th e m ost  or  l i ked  

w r i t i n g th e m ost?

A: I  th ink Womanly T hings i s one that m akes m e laugh  a lot  when  I  r ead 

i t . T he one w i th  the w icked w i tch  of  the west and m y queer  awaken ing 

as a young 90 ?s clueless ch i ld . I t  br ings m e a lot  of  joy and i t?s f un  to 

celebr ate those m om en ts of  queer  awareness w i thout under stand ing. 

M y crown  jewel  of  the book in  m y hear t  i s the essay T he Greeter, about 

m y m other. W hich  was a real ly  d i f f i cu l t  one for  m e to wr i te but I  fel t  

p roud of  that  p iece f rom  the m om en t I  w rote i t . I  th ink there is so 

m uch  love there for  m y m other  and honesty w i th  som eth ing she had 

trouble talk ing about for  a real ly  long t im e. I  know she was m oved by 

that p iece and I  fel t  as i f  I  of fered  hum an i ty  to add ict ion  wh ich  is so 

of ten  a dam aging trope in  m ed ia. T he trout scene is m y favor i te cr af t  

m ove, when  I  found that end ing I  fel t  r eal ly  exci ted . 

Q : L et?s tal k  abou t  you r  u p com in g f i ct i on  n ovel . W h at ar e you  m ost  

exci ted  an d  or  n er vou s abou t  i n  w r i t i n g th i s n ew  book ?

A: I t?s so new i t?s not sold , there is no publ isher . I  have to f in ish  wr i t ing 

i t  f i r st  and I  feel  so scared of  th is book and that?s what m akes i t  feel  

wor thy of  m y t im e and at ten t ion . I  th ink som et im es we have to wr i te 

the book that won?t get out of  the way. M aggie N elson  I  bel ieve has 

cal led  i t  a ?boulder  book? when  she tr ied  to wr i te other  p rojects and 

her  aun t?s m urder, Jane M urder  was the book, and i t  was the bou lder  

in  the way of  the other  wr i t ing. I  though t L LT T O FG was m y boulder  
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book and in  som e ways i t  i s, but  then  th is book cam e. 

Q : You  m en t i on ed  i n  th e r ead in g you  gave l ast  w eek  th at  you  f el t  l i ke 

you  w er en ?t  don e w r i t i n g abou t  sex u al  assau l t , so w hy sh i f t  to f i ct i on  

to con t i n u e th at  d i scu ssi on  i n  you r  u p com in g n ovel?

A: I  fel t  l i ke hangups w i th  m y own  stor y were too strong and too 

em ot ional ly  f lat . I  th ink som eth ing can  be an  in tense strong feel ing 

and f lat  at  once and by f lat  I  m ean  lack ing per spect ive and d im ension . 

I n  ter m s of  m y own  legal  case, that  on ly  wr apped a year  ago. I  st i l l  just  

feel  extrem ely angr y and that wouldn?t m ake for  an  in terest ing book. 

I t  would  be a r an t i f  I  were to just  w r i te about m y own  case and how 

that case fai led  m e, how i t  f ai led  h is other  v ict im s and sur v ivor s, how 

th is per son?s paren ts test i f ied  against  m e. Al l  of  these th ings that m ake 

m e angr y. H ow the system  fai led  h im , the abuser, when  he needed 

help  w i th  m en tal  heal th . I  don?t th ink you can  real ly  w r i te about 

som eth ing in  an  in terest ing way when  you?re not w i l l ing to take a step  

back and see the l igh t , the shadow, the good and the bad, and the 

m essiness. I t?s an  issue I  care deep ly  about for  al l  the reasons we?ve 

talked about, even  today, of  the #M eToo m ovem en t, the h ier archy of  

per fect  sur v ivor sh ip , and what i t  m eans to paren t an  abuser. 

So I  though t, w i th  f i ct ion , I  can  real ly  take m y t im e to step  aside, take 

other  peop le or  ver sions of  other  peop le, other  cases, and do research  

outside of  m y own  exper ience to lear n  m ore about what that  does 

m ean  for  a paren t of  an  abuser ? W hat does that m ean  for  other  

sur v ivor s who don?t get to wr i te a book? To have those conver sat ions 

that I  hope in  the end m igh t help  m e f ind  som e peace. 
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GRU M PY 
by D anny Rodr iguez-H i jo

Author ?s N ote: Grumpy i s a shor t , exper im en tal  take on  the stor y  of  
Snow W h i te, in  that  the dwar f s, nam ed on ly  by thei r  num ber  in  wh ich  

they en ter  the stage, represen t d i f feren t m oods and how peop le can  
af fect  and be af fected  by how other s act .

T he stage is dark and fairly barren. A spotlight comes on to reveal ONE 
played by an actor on their knees, just like every character with a numbered 
name. ONE reacts poorly to the spotlight, as if they have been blinded, and 

then look out to the audience in a huff. T hey cross their arms, bothered. 

O N E. Gr um py ! 

T W O . (Entering with a kind smile, looking around the space as the space is 
now lit up with more stage lighting for the whole space. To the audience.) 
K ind ly. (Walking up to ONE.) 

O N E. (M uttering to themself.) Gr um py?  

T W O . (Now beside ONE, speaking and gesturing in a sympathetic nature.) 
Car ing. O N E. (Getting annoyed.) I r r i table! 

T W O . (Caught off-guard but attempting to help.) Sym pathet ic. 

O N E. (Even more bothered.) Peevish . 

T W O . (Again, emphasizing the difference in the beginning of the new word..) 
Em pathet ic. (ONE gets mad and walks away from T WO a few feet. Beat. 
T WO repeats the same tone as before.) Suppor t ive. 

O N E. (Really aggravated now.) Grouchy ! 

T W O . (Attempts one last time.) Concer ned. 

O N E. (Wishing to put an end to the banter by quickly listing off words.) 
Cross! Cr abby ! Pr ick ly ! Testy ! Bear ish ! Fact ious! Cr anky ! Snappy ! 
(Drawing out the final word to make the point known.) I l l - hum ored! 

T W O . (Beat. Taken aback by the outburst.) Pi ty ing. 

ONE and T WO both sit in silence on different side of center stage; not too far 
apart and not too close. T H REE enters with a smiley disposition upon their 

face. 

T H REE. (To audience.) H appy ! (Chuckles to themself. Sees T WO and appro 
aches them.) Rapt. 

T W O . (H appy to see a positive remark.) W ar m . 

T H REE. (Reciprocating.) Con ten t. (Taking note of ONE, asking T WO.) 
Sad? T W O . Unsym pathet ic. (T H REE nods in understanding, heading over 
to help ONE.) T H REE. (Approaching ONE from behind.) Sunny. 

O N E. (Turning around.) Cr usty ! 

T H REE. (Rebutting.) Cheer y ! 

O N E. Crotchety ! 
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T H REE. (Trying to strike a middle ground.) Gay? 

O N E. (Raising an eyebrow, then turning away with a judgemental attitude in 
their voice.) Touchy !

T W O . (Seeing what just happened and coming to T H REE?s defense. To ONE, 
in an accusatory tone.) Sensi t ive! (ONE brushes it off. T WO brings T H REE 
to the opposing side as before in an attempt to confort. Patting them on the 
back in a family-esque embrace.) Consol ing. 

T H REE. (In a sad manner.) Sad. 

T W O . (Consoling.) Com for t ing. 

T WO continues to hold onto T H REE, letting T H REE rest their head upon 
their shoulder. FOUR enters with an upright, confident posture and a smile of 

reassurement. 

FO U R. (To the audience.) Con f iden t! (Walking up to ONE.) 

O N E. (Noticing FOUR and yelling, wishing not to deal with any banter from 
them.) D isagreeable! 

FO U R. (Pausing in response. Beat. To audience, unfaded.) Cool . 

FOUR walks center stage, a little further up stage than anyone else, reclining 
on the floor in confident, show-offy positions. FI VE enters with heartfelt eyes. 

FI VE. (To the audience.) L ov ing. (Immediately taking notice of the situation 
with T WO and T H REE and rushing over to help.) Car ing. 

T H REE. Sad. 

T W O . (Affirming.) Car ing. 

FI VE. (Rubbing T H REE?s back.) Tender. (Beat.) Fond. (Beat.) 

T W O  &  FI VE. W ar m . 

T H REE. (Back upright, wiping off their face.) Con ten t. 

T W O  &  FI VE. (Embracing T H REE.) W ar m . 

SI X enters, not really noticing others or the audience. 

SI X . (Off to the side, towards audience.) T hough tfu l . (Observing the embrace 
of T WO, T H REE, &  FI VE.) 

T W O  &  FI VE. (In an inviting tone.) Car ing! 

SI X . (Dismissive.) Preoccup ied . (Walking over and observing ONE.) O N E. 
(Beat. Noticing SI X, getting uncomfortable.) Shor t- tem pered! SI X . (Again, 
dismissive.) Absor bed. (Walking center stage, by FOUR, observing them.) 
M using. 

SI X stays there, hand on chin, thinking to themself. SEVEN enters, looking 
frustrated.

SEVEN . (To audience.) O f fended! (Observing the stark contrast of moods 
between the three different sections of the stage. Deliberately approaches ONE 
and stands, waiting in an upset manner.) 

O N E. (Notices SEVEN and turns to face them directly and stares back with 
the same scowl. T his goes on for way too long. Deciding to test the waters and 
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not be as cold by being calm.) Bad- tem pered. 

SEVEN . (Greatly bothered by this and over exaggerating.) I nsu l ted ! (Acting 
weak, heading over to T WO, T H REE, &  FI VE.) 

O N E. (To self, humorously.) O r ner y. 

T W O . (To SEVEN.) Com passionate. 

FI VE. N ur tur ing. 

SEVEN . (Again, in a swooning motion.) W ounded! (M aking their way to 
the center stage with FOUR &  SI X.) 

T hey do not notice them, which angers SEVEN. T hey try again to overreact 
and get their attention, but when none is given yet again, they fall to the 

ground in a huff in front of them, facing the audience, arms crossed. 

SEVEN . H ur t ! 

T H REE. (Walking up to SEVEN.) Jok ing? 

SEVEN . Aggr avated. 

T H REE. (Trying to lift their spirits.) Glow ing! 

SEVEN . Vexed! (ONE hears this conversation and begins to get upset again.) 
T H REE. (Trying again.) Beam ing? 

SEVEN . M if fed ! 

T H REE. (Final try, not confident.) D el igh ted?  

SEVEN . Peeved! 

O N E. (H earing enough of this and deciding to end it.) Peeved? (Pointing to a 
person for every word.) Peevish ! Pepper y ! Ch ippy ! Eggy ! Shor t- f used! 
(Accenting in a weird way.) W axy ! 

Seeing everyone has stopped what they were doing and appear saddened, 
ONE finally feels proud of himself and turns away from everyone in a huff. 
Everyone else is saddened and disheartened, and sort of lined up, facing the 

audience. 

T W O . Unkind ly  

T H REE. Unhappy. 

FO U R. Uncon f iden t. 

FI VE. Un lov ing.

SI X . Unthough tfu l . 

SEVEN . Un?  of fended? (T hinks to self, shaking head.) O f fended. 

SNOW WH I T E enters with bags in tow. She is excited and enthusiastic and 
almost motherly to the Dwarfs. 

SN OW . (Not seeing them yet.) Ever yone, I ?m  back. I  even  got som e extr a 
app les th is week because I  know how m uch  you al l  love them . A cr uel  
i r ony, I  know. So, you m issed l i t t le ol? Snow? (Finally seeing what she?s 
walked into and that they are all sad, she grows very concerned.) O h  no, 
what happened wh i le I  was gone? (ALL murmur to themselves in a 
frustrated tone.) D id  you al l  get  caugh t up  in  t r y ing to nam e your selves 
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again? (ALL stop murmuring, look amongst themselves, and then knod. 
Attempting to embrace them all at once.) You?re okay. (Slightly disciplinary.) 
You guys cannot get caugh t up  in  al l  that ! You?re not just  som e labels, 
you?re peop le. I  m ean , l i t t le peop le, but  peop le. Just  be your selves and 
let  your  act ions speak for  who you are. I  love you al l  the sam e, w i th  or  
w i thout nam es, because I  can  tel l  exact ly  who?s who by how you act . 
D id  you know that? (ALL shocked and amazed, shaking their heads. 
Embracing them all again.) Each  and ever y one of  you is un ique, and 
words cou ldn?t do you just ice anyway. (ALL light up and smile.) 

A L L . H appy ! 

SN OW . (Laughing to herself.) I ?m  glad  you?re al l  happy now. You know 
what? I  say we al l  m ake our  way to the k i tchen  and en joy som e 
del icious app les together . W hat do you say? (All let out celebratory 
noises.) Com e on , let?s go! (Grabbing her bags again and leading them off 
stage.) 

Blackout. 

End of scene.
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H eavy D r eam in g

by Al l ie O twor th

I  know that I  won?t have to wai t  long, since I  texted  her  on  the way, 

so she com es qu ick f r om  above, sk ipp ing steps, r ush ing to 

k iss m e wh i le her  dog bar ks atop  those cr aggy stone stai r s. 

I t  has seen  m e here for  year s, yet  st i l l  i t  bar ks, over  and 

over , l i ke the drone of  an  alar m , unw i l l ing to be ignored; 

I  w ish  i t  would  stop  and let  m e dream  th is heavy dream . 

T h is i s st i l l  the gi r l  I  love. I  know because she tastes l i ke 

coconut chapst ick , and her  hai r  i s shor t , but  long enough  

to hold  and r ub between  m y f inger s, or  clench  w i th in  m y f i st . 

W hen  she hugs m e, I  can  tel l  she?s st i l l  r unn ing. H er  body is 

hard  but sof t  where our  chests m eet. She st i l l  f i ts there l i ke 

she belongs ?  not l i ke she?s tr y ing to m ake her sel f  f i t . 

W e?re not com for table yet . O ur  hands are st i l l  shy. I  haven?t 

t r aced the h i l ls and val leys of  her  back, or  m apped the del icate 

spots along her  legs and stom ach . She?s new and f resh  and m ine. 

I  feel  seasick when  she leads m e inside. T h is i s how sai lor s 

m ust feel  wh i le si r ens lure thei r  sh ips to the shar pest rocks. 

L et m e cr ash  again , l i ke I  d id  before.
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El ise 

Cr awford
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Un f i n i sh ed  Poem s A bou t H er , L ove an d  

M etal i n gu i st i cs

by I sabel la Ber nst ien

And i t?s as always an  al lu r ing al l i ter at ion : the dream l ike descan t of  the 

f i r st  t im e I  hear  her  laugh , the bl i ssfu l  break of  the ice between  us, the 

sim p lest , sweetest  sound of  her  nai ls against  a glass of  wh i te w ine 

between  the stor ies we share, the f r igh t f u l  f r eedom  of  the f i r st  secret  

she w i l l  ever  tel l  m e, the t im id  tur n  of  m y m etal  key as we open  the 

lock to a l i fet im e or  just  a few m on ths, the del icate shuf f l ing of  her  

dar k-blue d im i ty  d ress between  m y f inger s, the easi ly  env isioned 

eager  tapp ing on  the keyboard  com es in  the ear ly  m or n ing because of  

cour se, I  w i l l  have no choice but to wr i te about her , the w ish fu l  

wh isper s by m y ear  wh ich  wake in  m e a wel l - known  war m th  and in  

the dar k a w ide w ist f u l  sm i le, the unm istakable un ique r hy thm  of  the 

bl i the breath ing of  som eone who not so long before was noth ing but a 

sigh t ly  str anger.

Sam e m elod ic sof t  sounds, the never-changing soundtr ack to the star t  

of  som eth ing beaut i f u l , always so easy to bel ieve in .

T he day af ter  always br ings the sweet af ter taste of  her  l ips w i th  wh ich  

inev i tably  com es the bi t ter ness of  the agon izing t r u th  about a poet 

who fal ls in  love too easi ly. T he f i r st  hal f  of  the f i r st  page is always 

f i l led  w i th  hal f - f in ished sen tences, and I  scarcely  ever  real ly  know how 

to f in ish  them . She is al lu r ing, am azing, she is beaut i f u l , bew i lder ing, 

she is cap t ivat ing, del i cate, dazzl ing, she is en tr ancing, f an tast ical , 

gr acefu l , she is honest ly  so p ret ty, hopefu l ly  forever , and at  som e 

poin t  between  ver ses, I  begin  to r un  out of  words. 

I  col lect  uncoun table anaphor as about her , whoever  she is, the sam e 

f i r st  hal f  of  a sen tence each  t im e I  am  sure I  w i l l  f in ish , each  t im e I  am  

proven  wrong. I  col lect  uncoun table ad ject ives that seem  to f i t  just  

r igh t  for  ever y poem  I  star t  and never  f in ish , for  ever y gi r l  I  w r i te 

about, whoever  she is, and I  col lect  uncoun table n igh ts in  al l  of  wh ich  

l ive the sam e dream , over  and over , a d ream  that whoever  she is th is i s 

the gi r l  about whom  I  w i l l  f inal ly  w r i te that  one per fect  poem . I  col lect  
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uncoun table words that are supposed to m ean  som eth ing, but each  

ver se they m ean  a l i t t le less, bound to the p i le of  un f in ished poetr y  

about gi r ls I  have begun  to for get, and as sun r ise haun ts m e w i th  the 

cr ude rem inder  of  t im e fad ing, I  r efuse to let  m ysel f  not ice I  don?t 

qu i te rem em ber  whatever  i t  was about her  eyes that I  loved so m uch  

last  n igh t.

T he day af ter  always br ings the sweet af ter taste of  her  l ips, and w i th  i t  

inev i tably  com es the bi t ter ness of  the agon izing t r u th  I  r efuse to see, 

the t r u th  about a poet who m igh t have fal len  in  love w i th  her  too 

easi ly, whoever  she was.

And ever y single t im e I  close m y com puter  or  th row the penci l  beh ind  

m y shoulder  and I  p rom ise m ysel f , for  the m i l l ion th  t im e th is year , I  

w i l l  get  back to i t  just  later , th is i s the poem  I  w i l l  f inal ly  f in ish . I  begin  

just  then  to p lay a rom an t ics f avor i te gam e, a never-end ing 

tour nam en t between  m e and m ysel f  ?  the gam e of  hyper boles, when  

ever y single day lasts a thousand year s, and in  ever y single second 

there is not one th ing but the color  of  her  eyes. 

I  am  then  cer tain  she is unquest ionably  and ind isputably  the m ost 

beaut i f u l  gi r l  I  have ever  seen , per haps sim p ly  because I  need her  to 

be. And i f  I  ever  though t i t  was som eone else, anyone else, what a fool  

I  was, the biggest fool  that  ever  l i ved , a m an  in  love but a k ind  of  love 

un l ike th is one, because that lasted  on ly  a second or  two, and th is t im e 

i t  w i l l  last  forever  and per haps even  a l i t t le bi t  longer. T h is t im e I  

know she is al l  I  have ever  asked for , al l  m y dream s were about even  

before I  under stood i t  was her  f ace I  saw in  the dar kness ever y n igh t. 

I  am  then  cer tain  her  l ips are sof ter  than  those of  any other  wom an  

alm ost as beaut i f u l  as her , shaped so per fect ly  l i ke a hear t , a k iss that  

tastes l i ke honey and expensive w ine and rem inds m e of  poetr y  I  

cou ld  never  wr i te. I n  her  eyes l ive a m i l l ion  d i f feren t stor ies about 

love and a m i l l ion  d i f feren t shades of  the sam e color , each  m ore 

d iv ine than  the last , wh ich  f ade qu iet ly  in to each  other  and in  them , I  

see the p icture I  am  now cer tain  i s the m ost heaven ly  p iece of  the 

un iver se I  have ever  hoped to inhabi t . 

I n  ever y hour  before I  cal l  her  again  an  en t i r e l i fet im e star ts and 
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f in ishes ?  I  d ie over  and over  again . T he far  too pat ien t  r inging of  the 

phone seem s to be m ock ing the poor  desper at ion  of  m y hear tbeats, 

and when  she f inal ly  answer s, as f ast  as l igh t  I  tel l  m ysel f  once again  

her  sof t  voice has becom e m y ver y f avor i te song.

T hough  som ehow ever y t im e the r ingtone seem s to sing a l i t t le f aster , 

and m y hear tbeats seem  to have m astered the ar t  of  slow ing down . I t  

seem s, though  I  hard ly  ever  adm i t  i t , I  m ay be losing th is m atch  of  the 

gam e of  hyper boles en t i r ely  against  m ysel f . I  do not love her  yet , I  tel l  

m ysel f , of  cour se I  don?t. L ove is not as sim p le nor  as extr aord inar y as 

I  have for  so long w ished i t  cou ld  be, I  know. But I  w i l l  love her , I  tel l  

m ysel f . T he day I  w i l l  love her  l i ke I  was so cer tain  I  would  that  f i r st  

n igh t  i s com ing, I  can  feel  i t , i t  i s r ush ing towards m e as desper ately  as 

I  am  r ush ing towards i t . 

I t  w i l l  be here in  no t im e, I  tel l  m ysel f  af ter  ever y phone cal l  and ever y 

date, and ever y t im e she laughs I  p rom ise the next t im e w i l l  sound as 

beaut i f u l  as the f i r st . Tom or row n igh t, I  p rom ise ever y n igh t, w i l l  be as 

young and as hopefu l  as they were once upon  a t im e when  I  d id  not 

know her, whoever  she is.

And yet there l ives in  m e the m ost fool i sh  of  al l  th ings, a not so qu iet  

hope for  the love I  r efuse to stop  bel iev ing in , the love I  have yet to 

accep t I  cannot f ind  w i th in  her  eyes. I  k iss her  honey l ips and w i th  the 

t ip  of  m y f inger s, I  t r ace the sam e path  on  her  body as I  d id  ever y 

n igh t before, a path  of  sweet k isses and long phone cal ls and yel low 

br icks and som e love songs, a path  that  always takes m e to the exact 

sam e p lace. I  wh isper  glass secrets wh ich  I  hold  so carefu l ly, and in  her  

eyes I  keep  look ing for  at  least  som e m etaphor s of  the sky and the sea 

and yet the on ly  one I  f ind  is a sl igh t ly  cr acked m i r ror , and when  stare 

at  i t  eyes hal f - closed of  cour se al l  I  see is m ysel f .

 I  have always been  bad at  m etaphor s.

St i l l  som e n igh ts, a few m on ths in , I  f ind  i t  in  m e to once m ore tel l  her  

I  w i l l  w r i te about her , and so of ten  she is as happy as a ch i ld  who 

bel ieves in  th ings as sim p le as p rom ises. O f  cour se af r aid  of  the l ie I  

conv inced m ysel f  I  am  not tel l ing, I  p rom ise to her  and to m ysel f , 

hands to m y hal f  hopefu l  hear t . And I  p rom ise too that not as m any 
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m etaphor s as words w i l l  al low w i l l  ever  be rem otely  as beaut i f u l  as she 

is when  she bel ieves in  m e.

She asks, "W i l l  you say m y l ips are sweet as honey? M y eyes are the 

dar kness where you found a gl im pse of  l igh t  or  blue l i ke the ocean  of  

the m ost beaut i f u l  beaches, the waves cr ash ing to the low m elody of  

your  f avor i te love song?" 

I  close m y eyes and keep them  closed for  a second as i f  not  to rol l  

them . T hat i s a sim i le, not  a m etaphor, I  exp lain  to her , and as sim p ly  

as th ings should  be she asks i f , in  a way, they aren?t just  the sam e. She 

th rows a p i l low on  m y face or  st i cks her  tongue out in  indolen t 

annoyance and tur ns her  eyes back to the T V, or  she asks why were we 

talk ing about th is in  the f i r st  p lace, anyway?  

W i l l  I  say then  that love is a p r ison  or  love is a f i r e or  a love is the last  

candy in  the bag, I  ask m ysel f  when  she?s no longer  th ink ing about i t , 

and at  som e poin t  before we go to bed I  decide I  r eal ly  am  hopeless 

w i th  m etaphor s. 

And yet I  wai t , per haps m ore qu iet ly, for  the love wh ich  is so cer tain ly  

r ush ing towards m e, alm ost here. I  p retend the haun t ing th ing I  am  so 

af r aid  of  hasn?t happened ?  that I  am  not the hopeless rom an t ic that  

has, at  last , lost  al l  hope. I  k iss her  and we laugh  at  som e bad jokes and 

she watches m y favor i te m ovie and I  r ead her  f avor i te book and I  k iss 

her , and love is not here. I  p retend I  don?t see the em pty shadow 

som ewhere in  the f u ture, star ing r igh t  in to m y eyes f rom  the p lace 

where before love stood, beaut i f u l  and so gr acefu l , wai t ing for  m e. I t  i s 

not  com ing, the si lence under  the bed tel ls m e, and yet I  wai t .

For  I  can  never  adm i t  to the gam e I  have lost , before i t?s qu i te over  I  

begin  to p lay another : the gam e of  the hopeless, a gam e of  

euphem ism s. O f  cour se, the gi r l  I  have been  dream ing of  these last  

n igh ts i s not f aceless, of  cour se in  the fog of  the im age of  som eone I  

don?t know I  can  f ind  the shape of  the nose and the hear t  l ips and the 

dar k eyes of  the one who is asleep  next to m e. O f  cour se, and I  tel l  

m ysel f  th is t iny col lect ion  of  m ade-up  tr u ths, words m ade of  glass 

wh ich  I  so desper ately  hope w i l l  not  break.

She asks m e what?s wrong and I  tel l  her  noth ing at  al l . M aybe she asks 
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about those poem s I  m en t ioned a coup le of  m on ths back and I  tel l  her  

they are alm ost over , both  a euphem ism  and a hyper bole, i f  not  

sim p ly  a l ie. I  tel l  m ysel f  i t?s not so bad, i t?s not over  just  yet , I  can  love 

her  st i l l , I  m ay not be a fool ; I  p lay a gam e of  l ies, and I  cal l  i t  a gam e 

of  euphem ism s.

T he r ingtones tel l  m e I  don?t love her  voice as I  d id  once. T he wh i te 

wal ls of  m y bedroom  watch  as I  k iss her  and she k isses m e back, and 

when  I  stare at  the cei l ing af ter  she is asleep , i t  stares r igh t  back at  m e. 

I t  looks down  at  m e and per haps i t  seem s to laugh  a bi t . T he si lver  

hear t  pendan t I  gave her  f r om  that store at  the m al l  where I  have been  

too m any t im es gives m e a steady and sl igh t  look of  judgm en t ever y 

n igh t, spar k l ing qu iet ly  f r om  her  neck, the biggest of  al l  l i es. I t  i s then  

when  I  wan t to give up , when  I  beg the p i l low to tel l  her  af ter  I ?m  

asleep , when  desp i te being thorough ly  unable to wr i te a single per fect  

m etaphor  or  clever  per son i f i cat ion , the th ings around m e star t  

r eveal ing al l  the secrets I  st i l l  wan t to keep .

 W hat convinces m e of  the obv ious end ing is the ver y th ing that 

star ted  i t  al l . T he p i le of  un f in ished poem s that si ts qu iet ly  and dusty  

on  m y desk wh isper s al l  the th ings I  don?t wan t to hear, each  n igh t a 

l i t t le louder, un t i l  one day m aybe around our  ann iver sar y i t  i s yel l ing 

at  m e so loud ly  m y ear s w i l l  soon  begin  to bleed. I t  i s yel l ing that  love 

isn?t com ing, that  I  w i l l  never  f in ish  that  per fect  poem , that  th is gi r l  i s 

not  the gi r l  I  am  look ing for , whoever  she is. Each  p iece of  paper, 

typed and handwr i t ten , f i l led  w i th  poem s that always begin  the sam e 

way and always end before they are real ly  f in ished, al l  of  them  scream  

at m e that I  am  som eth ing wor se than  a fool . I  wan t to hate them , I  do. 

I  wan t to yel l  back and scream  m y lungs dr y about whatever  i t  i s love 

m ust be, but I  keep  qu iet . I  keep  qu iet  because they are just  p ieces of  

paper  and bad poem s and because no per son i f i cat ion  w i l l  al low m e to 

wr i te m ysel f  in to f al l ing for  her , and I  keep  qu iet  because they are 

r igh t .

And as I  wai t  for  the door bel l  to tel l  m e she is here, I  always f ind  

m ysel f  f acing, pain fu l ly  and inev i tably, the m ost haun t ing of  al l  

par adoxes. I  cr ave so desper ately  to wr i te about her , and yet in  sp i te, 

or  per haps because of  th is ur gen t cr av ing, whenever  I  th ink today is 
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the day words w i l l  ensem ble in to a per fect  col lect ion  that says 

whatever  i t  i s I  know I  have to say, I  f ind  m ysel f  stat i c, star ing at  the 

dar kness of  the bleak l igh t  of  a blank page wh ich  says to m e so m uch . I  

see her  f r om  far  away and on  that f i r st  n igh t  I  am  so cer tain , I  have so 

m any ver ses that cou ld  begin  the per fect  poem , and I  cr ave to know 

ever y single th ing about her , ever y secret  and ever y fear , and when  I  

do at  last , in  her  eyes I  see noth ing but a m i r ror  ?  the f ace of  a m an  

who is wor se than  a fool , a m an  who has yet to f al l  in  love.

I  tel l  her  a poin t less var iat ion  of  the m ost sham efu l  th ing I  cou ld . I t?s 

not you, i t?s m e, I  say, per haps w i th  sl igh t ly  d i f feren t words but never  

d i f feren t enough . A poet, I  cal l  m ysel f , and yet I  have barely  words of  

m y own , so I  w r i te the end of  th is stor y  I  have begun  w i th  cl i chés I  

found anywhere but here. I n  her  eyes, I  see hear tbreak or  pain  or  

con fusion , m aybe a qu iet  h in t  of  r el ief , and of  cour se, I  see m ysel f . 

She leaves or  cr ies or  gets angr y or  hugs m e, and once she asked about 

those poem s. M y answer, whatever  rehear sal  of  em pty words i t  i s, k i l ls 

in  m e, at  last , the dream  of  that  per fect  poem  about th is gi r l . A poem  

about love as I  w ish  I  knew i t , the per fect  balance between  tr u th  and 

hope, a beauty al ive beyond paper  and ink , and the per fect  str ange 

t i t le, sp r ink led  w i th  the sweet i r ony that ever y t r u th  needs, som eth ing 

so ter r ib ly  per fect  no one w i l l  i t  en joy but m e.

M aybe I  shou ld  reconsider  wr i t ing about love, I  say that n igh t and the 

void  coldness of  m y bed of ten  agrees. I t?s always a si l ly  gam e I  can  

never  w in , a gam e of  fool ing m ysel f  w i th  p ret ty  words I  have not 

w r i t ten  yet . I  t r i ck m ysel f  w i th  ideas of  hav ing at  last  f al len  in  love, and 

each  t im e over  I  under stand the on ly  th ing I  love that desper ately  i s 

that  per fect , word less poem  about a gi r l  w i th  no f ace stand ing in  the 

dar kness. But the next day the sun  sh ines so k ind ly, so qu iet ly  hopefu l , 

ever y f ace I  see is the one of  m y dream s, ever y song becom es m y 

favor i te, and as always i t  i s an  al lu r ing al l i ter at ion , al l  I  need to begin  

wr i t ing that  poem  I  w i l l  never  f in ish .
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Good  K ids 

by Alexander  Gi l looly

I  wan t to go back to those sum m er s,  

last  m inute p lans sleep ing over  in  the l iv ing room . 

Ry lee?s th ree dogs woke us up  at  7:30  

af ter  late n igh ts spen t gossip ing around a sm older ing f i r e. 

W ho?s dat ing who, who doesn?t l i ke i t , do thei r  paren ts know? 

H ow d id  we feel  about i t? H ave they k issed yet? 

N ot once d id  the neighbor s com plain  

about the laugh ter  that  echoed down  the street 

as we p layed tag and h ide and seek am ong the bushes in  the yards. 

Som etim es we?d just  si t  in  the street under  the l igh ts,

alm ost dar ing car s to d r ive down  our  street 

as i f  we owned the whole block .

Som etim es we would  go on  walks, snak ing th rough  the neighbor hood,

tak ing tur ns wherever  we p leased, t r ust ing that we?d m ake our  way 

back.  

H ayden  brough t the cigaret tes that  he stole f r om  h is paren t?s desk 

dr awer, Am er ican  Sp i r i ts. 

T hey sm el led  r ank w i th  a h in t  of  som eth ing sweet, l i ke candy you 

knew you shouldn?t have. 

T he sm oke h i ts the back of  your  th roat, hot  and th ick com pared to the 

cr isp  f r esh  ai r .

Som etim es we would  have to sp i t  af ter ward , just  to get the taste out, 

other  t im es we were sm ar t  enough  to br ing gum  

O n  our  walks we?d spen t hour s on  the sw ings at  the p layground, 

just  look ing at  the n igh tt im e sky.
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Star s sh ined as br igh t ly  as they cou ld , desp i te the subur ban  street l igh ts 

cast ing thei r  neon  glow al l  around. 

Som etim es we would  break in to the l iquor  cabinet, wh ich  was never  

locked af ter  our  paren ts had gone upstai r s to bed, know ing they 

wouldn?t com e back down  t i l l  m or n ing. 

W e?d m ake dr inks, m ost ly  M oun tain  D ew w i th  the sm al lest  d rops of  

Sm i r nof f  m ixed in  so  we cou ld  giggle about being r u le breaker s, even  

though  no one seem ed to l i ke the taste. 

I  st i l l  r em em ber  our  on ly  H al loween  par ty, i t  was unusual ly  war m  

outside and day l igh t  sav ing t im e m ean t an  extr a hour  of  nonsense. 

W e tr ied  cr azy food com binat ions that were total ly  gross 

and H ayden  snor ted  p ix ie st i cks that  tur ned h is nostr i ls green . 

W e watched Boogie N igh ts, a m ovie f ar  too exp l ici t  for  our  tween  

eyes, al though  we r arely  paid  at ten t ion  to them  un t i l  the h igh  was 

over . 

W e p layed "N ever  H ave I  Ever " as we sipped our  sp iked M oun tain  

D ew. 

I t  was alm ost sweet enough  to m ask the jungle of  what was m ixed in . 

O ur  laugh ter  was louder  than  the m ovie we had put on ,  

no one was real ly  watch ing as the l i fe of  a por n  actor  f lashed by on  the 

screen .  

O ccasional ly  we?d look over  i f  there was a loud scene, som eone yel l ing 

or  gunshots going of f  or  som eth ing, but we never  l ingered on  i t  too 

long before m oving on . 

W e were always so p reoccup ied  w i th  our  l i t t le gam es. 

I t  was real ly  about who?s si t t ing next to who, and who?s hold ing hands. 

T h is was the h igh  school  exper ience we?d seen  so m any m ovies about 

and we were l iv ing i t , the dr ink ing, the dr am a, the dr ugs, 

but as soon  as the m ovies ended, when  the dogs r an  down  the stai r s, 

we were the good k ids again .
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"Eclect ic" 

O l iv ia Ander son
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"Classic Breakfast" 

O l iv ia Ander son
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O f  M em or i es I n  Rou te

By Kater ina Bar r y

I t  was alm ost t im e. T he clat ter ing of  m etal  against  m etal  began  to 

slow. A f am i l iar  m essage. T he haziness of  greens and gr ays sof tened 

in to clar i ty. I  sl ipped f rom  m y hal f - sleep lessness and out of  m y 

sleep ing bag. T he lef tover  dew ch i l led  the sur face of  m y sk in , but  soon  

enough , i t  began  to evapor ate as the sun  had alm ost reached i ts 

m or n ing peak. T h is was not a d issim i lar  route to the m any I  had 

f requen ted before, yet  st i l l , the gl im m er ing of  the M ississipp i  at  m y 

side teased som eth ing new, som eth ing I  cou ldn?t yet  put m y f inger  on . 

A f leet ing idea, l i ke som eth ing sim i lar  to, but  not qu i te nostalgia.

T he reasons for  at t r act ion  are of ten  per p lex ing. You were not what I  

had expected to f ind  or  what I  was seek ing, i f  seek ing is what I  had 

actual ly  been  doing. You appeared in  a f lu r r y. An  appar i t ion  that  cam e 

and lef t  as qu ick ly  as the wheels below your  feet  cou ld  car r y. So what 

was i t  that  insp i red  you to slow, to stop? To decide that for  a shor t  

t im e, you would  walk?

T he gian t steel  knuck les connect ing m y porch  to the t r ain  car  in  f r on t  

of  m e eased in  i ts steep  back and for th  m ovem en t as signs of  the ci ty  

m oved sw i f t ly  in to v iew. T h is i s how the juxtaposi t ion  always wor ked. 

T here was no blur r ing of  l ines between  the wor ld  as i t  was, and the 

exp l ici tness of  colon izat ion . I t  jar red  w i th  i ts sudden  p resence, even  

m ore so af ter  the twelve-hour  r ide th rough  east Texas p ines, d ipp ing 

in to spr awl ing swam ps and bayous. A gr ad ien t of  landscapes. A 

sh i f t ing of  biom es. T he haun t ing groves of  cypress t rees; clustered 

roots shoot ing ver t i cal ly  f r om  the m ar shes below, m im ick ing the 

hor izon tal  sp r awl ing of  the th in , m i lky clouds above.  Adm i r ing the 

groves of  tupelo t r ees, I  br ief ly  wondered how m any other  sets of  eyes 

have m et thei r  l im bs and crev ices. T he m en  who bu i l t  these l ines, and 

per haps the l igh ter-sk inned m en  who took cred i t  in  h istor y  books and 

telev ision  specials. Conductor s and br akem en . A r are v igi lan t  t r aveler . 

Peop le r arely  acknowledge the vastness of  land alm ost com pletely  

un touched by European  sett ler s. Alm ost. T h is i s the reason  I  con t inue 

to m ove in  the ways that I  do. T he on ly  gi f t  gr an ted exclusively  by the 
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i ndustr ial  r evolu t ion . Rid ing the r ai ls im par ts an  of fer ing seldom  

recal led  on  by the Am er ican?s in tem per ate for ward  m ot ion . 

For ty -n ine m i les per  hour  i s the hast iest  speed m y hear t  has ever  

necessi tated . T hat was un t i l  I  found you.

You were an  unem ployed tr ansien t as f ar  as the state was concer ned. 

T h is was one th ing we had in  com m on  at  the t im e. L ike m any N ew 

O r leans residen ts, you f inancial ly  sl ipped by v ia donat ions and t ips 

tossed in to your  gu i tar  case wh i le you busked on  the street cor ner s of  

Canal  and f rom  the door ways of  em pty shops. L ocals and tour ists took 

your  photo, wh i le your  m ood iness and dep th  t r ansp i red  th rough  your  

m usic in  ways I  would  never  lear n  to keep  up  w i th . Your  ch ipped f ron t 

tooth  always em bar r assed you, keep ing you f rom  cr ack ing a sm i le. But 

i t  was th is; the r aw ner ve end ing that som et im es becam e bloody 

wh ich  caugh t m y at ten t ion -  the r ar i ty  of  that  f u l l  gr in . O ur  second 

com m onal i ty : one thousand, eigh t hundred and six ty -n ine m i les f r om  

hom e. A p lace where you and I  were both  bor n . W hy is i t  then , that  

our  paths wai ted  so long, on ly  to cross here?

As the ci ty  arose around m e, what was once a th in  f ar  away sl i ce on  the 

hor izon  grew in  def in i t ion  and clar i ty. T he Crescen t Ci ty  Connect ion  

arced the M ississipp i  l i ke a per petual  m oon . As the speed of  the t r ain  

decreased, I  took m y cue to toss m y pack and fol lowed su i t  w i th  a sw i f t  

for ward  land ing. Stretch ing m y l im bs, I  gathered m y th ings and 

watched as the t r ain  con t inued on  towards the yard . T here would  be 

no r isk of  in ter act ing w i th  the bu l l  on  watch  today, al though , in  a town  

so heavi ly  t r aveled  by dr i f ter s and new age hobos, I  im agined the r ai l  

wor ker s began  to tur n  a bl ind  eye long ago. 

Even  in  a town  as p rogressive as th is, you never  fel t  safe to adm i t  i t . 

You always d id  p refer  to m ain tain  an  ai r  of  elusiveness about your sel f . 

I f  i t  wasn?t for  the r ar i ty  of  a calm  and alm ost em pt ied  street the n igh t 

we m et, I  wonder  -  would  you have recip rocated the stare? I t  wouldn?t 

be long before the ar t i sts of  N ew O r leans took not ice of  your  p resence. 

Your  t ip  jar  f i l l i ng f ar  past i ts capaci ty. An  upgr ade f rom  the battered  

gu i tar  you brough t w i th  you f rom  hom e to the eigh t hundred dol lar  

steel-bod ied  resonator . I ts per fect ly  round face echoing what you 

never  cou ld  t r anscr ibe in to words. N ow, a col lect ion  of  instr um en ts 
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l i ne your  wal ls. H andcr af ted . Gi f ted . You no longer  need to busk the 

streets, but  on  occasion  st i l l  f ind  your sel f  there. A loose connect ion  to 

your  roots. But these days, m ost ly, you are found in  jazz hal ls and 

n igh tclubs -  where door  fees br idge the gap  between  who you once 

were and who you have becom e. Between  those who pay your  bi l ls, 

and those who watch  f rom  w indows. But th is i s not about your  

evolu t ion . I nstead, i t  i s about the h istor y  of  m em or ies. O r, r ather  -  of  

two m em or ies col l id ing in  t im e. 

I t  was st i l l  that  t im e of  m or n ing when  there was a l inger ing sof tness 

about the l igh t . I t  echoed and bounced of f  of  the cobblestone 

sidewalks and f rom  the f aded pastel  br icks of  the shotgun  Creole 

townhouses wh ich  l ined the street. Slouch ing i r on  f i r e escapes and 

w indow porches m ar ked the path  above m y head, al ter nat ing w i th  the 

p rest igious double balcon ies of  those bu i ld ings reclaim ed by 

m i l l ionai res. Pur p le, green , and yel low m etal l i c beads st i l l  hung f rom  

thei r  r af ter s even  though  i t  was wel l  in to the m on th  of  June. L ef tover  

neon  p last ic cups f rom  the n igh t before dotted  the gutter s, wh ich  st i l l  

d r ipped f rom  the ear ly  m or n ing street clean ing. An  anom aly, that  a 

ci ty  wh ich  necessi tates n igh t ly  sweeps to con tend w i th  the l i ter  cou ld  

m ain tain  such  a rom ance about i t . T here is som eth ing to say about the 

Victor ian  aesthet ic clash ing w i th  the voodoo tr ad i t ions of  the Af r ican  

d iaspor a. T he cheap gr is-gr is am ulets alongside feathered m asquer ade 

m asks wh ich  l ined shop w indows -   thei r  gener at ional  evolu t ion  in to a 

cl i chéd appeal  for  tour ists and non -nat ives seek ing an  escape f rom  the 

m onotony of  thei r  coastal  hom es. Str ip  clubs, phar m aceut ical  

m useum s, br ass bands, and palm  reader s. H al f  naked car icatures of  

dei t ies and H al loween  hom ages. T he in tox icat ing clash ing of  cu l tures 

was unden iable in  i ts appeal . M aybe i t  was the ci ty  alone, wh ich  

in f luenced you to catch  m y eye. T hat tem pted you to slow. N oth ing 

m ore, but the con jur ing of  the N ew O r leans n igh t ai r . 

Im m ediately, I  cou ld  tel l  that  th is was not som eth ing you of ten  

gam bled. I  was a wager  too hef ty  to bear. At  least , for  the long r un . T i l l  

then , you took your  chances. You were caugh t of f  guard , or  at  least  

that 's what you p layed, when  our  f i r st  n igh t  tur ned in to two, and then  

in to two m ore un t i l  even tual ly  I  cou ld  out l ine the stains of  your  
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cei l ing as i f  they had been  im pr in ted  in  the blacks of  m y eyel ids. 

Expression  outside of  str ings and keys was never  your  strong su i t . 

I nstead, you favored an  ignor an t stance, a m isunder stand ing, a r use I  

expected was bor n  on ly  out of  fear . Un recogn ized. I ts f lour ish ing was 

not un l i ke that  of  your  ascend ing f am e. I n  m any ways, i t  r esem bled 

how the ci ty  sw i f t ly  exper ienced change in  so m any of  i ts wards, 

leav ing on ly  the m ost desolate beh ind . T h is too was one par t  of  you 

lef t  d isowned.

As I  con t inued on  in to the ci ty, I  was alm ost sur p r ised at  the ease w i th  

wh ich  m y leathered soles nav igated  the streets. O f  al l  the th ings we tr y  

so hard  to rem em ber, how is i t  that  the th ings we wan t so m uch  to 

for get, so easi ly  rem ain? But as I  approached the cor ner  of  D ecatur , I  

thanked m y feet for  thei r  foresigh t. T he peel ing beige door s that  l ined 

the exter ior  of  Envie Cafe f lung open , as the bar istas set  out thei r  

tables and chai r s. I  ordered m y cof fee, and sat, watch ing the un fold ing 

of  the m or n ing in to ear ly  af ter noon . But as th is r i tual  has p roven , the 

r i chness of  browns found in  the war m th  I  held  between  m y hands 

d istr acted  m y though ts w i th  the m em or y of  you. O f  cool  breezes on  

swel ter ing sum m er  n igh ts known  to m e f rom  the ver y sam e seat I  sat  

in  then . At f i r st , wh i le bid ing m y t im e before m ak ing m y way to 

wh ichever  r u ined house I ?d  cal l  hom e for  the even ing, then  later , to 

pat ien t ly  awai t  you. Envie?s was deep enough  in  the quar ter  to busy 

m ysel f  w i th  d iver sions of  im prom ptu par ades and dancing, but close 

enough  to the edges as to not r un  in to too m any fam i l iar  f aces as we 

m ade our  way back to your  room . 

For  year s af ter , you would  con t inue to wr i te songs about that  t im e. 

Even  af ter  I  lef t . But st i l l , we never  talked about i t . O nce, I  cam e to 

v isi t  and you showed m e som e of  these songs. O ne of  them  was 

bough t by Star bucks. I  im agined peop le dr ink ing bur n t  cof fee and 

order ing f ancy lat tes over  thei r  lap tops and notebooks. But in  the 

m or n ings you refused to walk w i th  m e to the French  Q uar ter . 

Skateboard ing was always f aster . St i l l , we never  talked about i t . Your  

tooth  was st i l l  ch ipped and bloody then , but i t  would  on ly  be a coup le 

m ore year s un t i l  you cou ld  af ford  to get i t  f i xed . 

As the af ter noon  sh i f ted  in to even ing, the streets of  Frenchm en  and 
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Bour bon  f i l led . Ragt im e bands and cel l i sts per m eated al l  f i ssures of  

the streets. Clowns on  tandem  bikes m im ed the wel l - to-do coup les 

and tal l  costum ed wom en . H ere, in  a ci ty  that  si ts in  a crook of  the 

great M ississipp i , al l  standards of  l i f e m eet. I  si t  now, in  W ash ington  

Square Par k , exchanging stor ies w i th  other  t r aveler s and p lay ing fetch  

w i th  str ange dogs lef t  un leashed to in ter act  w i th  par k goer s as they 

p lease. T here is a safety  about th is space wh ich  sur passes the wor k of  

the i r on  gate that  border s i t . A safety  I  cl ing to as the sun  gen t ly  d ips, 

as a nagging vu lner abi l i ty  creeps in to m y hear t . I t  was no d i f f i cu l t  feat  

to lear n  of  wh ich  jazz club you would  be per for m ing at  th is even ing. 

W i th  a nam e l i ke your s, there was no con fusing the p layer s. I  take m y 

t im e w ind ing th rough  the blocks of  Elysian  Field  and Char tres. Tak ing 

unnecessar y detour s to lengthen  the t im e un t i l  I  ar r ive. T he crowd in  

f r on t  of  the Spotted  Cat Jazz club is al ready bolster ing w i th  ener gy. 

W h i le som e l inger  out f r on t , d r agging thei r  cigaret tes w i th  no hasty  

in ten t ions to retur n  inside, m ost sw i f t ly  en ter  the thum ping green  

door. A pause. A last  con tem plat ion . But I  have al ready com e th is f ar . 

T h is desi re outweighs the need to guard  the burden  of  m y hear t . I  

approach  the glass w indows that f r am e the en tr y. As qu ick ly  as you 

had once van ished f rom  m y sigh t, you now so abr up t ly  appear  once 

again . A them e of  your s. M aybe m ine, as wel l . As i t  was on  the f i r st  

n igh t  we m et, and the coun t less t im es we con t inued to cross paths 

af ter , the t im e i t  took you to look up  and recip rocate the gaze was 

m inutes. As i f  you knew I  had always been  there. You don 't  look back 

up  a second t im e and I  wonder  i f  you not ice when  I  f inal ly  walk away, 

back to the chai r  that  has always sat in  f r on t  of  Envie?s Cafe. To f ind  

out i f  even  ton igh t, you would  choose to take the sam e route hom e as 

you always d id . 
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"Bayard  Rust in"  

Kar ina Pr im m er
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En d  of  th e L i n e

By Al i  D yer

?H anging!?

?Fi re!?

Sold ier s f r om  the Rock I n fan tr y  l ined the streets of  Bü l l ingen , 

Belgium . T he scream s of  the I n fan tr y  go in  one ear  and out the other . 

Grenades are going of f  on  al l  sides. Bu l lets are wh izzing past, com ing 

too close for  com for t . L oad ing the m or tar  was the on ly  th ing that he 

cou ld  do. I t  was as i f  h is body was on  autop i lot , just  t r y ing not to d ie. 

D on  drops the shel l  in to the bar rel  and crouches to cover  h is ear s. T he 

m or tar  shoots and he l i f ts h is head to see where i t  landed. A d i rect  h i t  

to the broken -down  factor y. H e looks to h is lef t  and sees Sk ip , a m an  

he had been  w i th  since boot cam p, take a bu l let  to the head.

At the beginn ing of  the war, D on  would  stare w ide-eyed and have 

tear s for m  in  h is eyes. At th is poin t  in  the war, i t  seem ed to not af fect  

h im . Should have kept his head down, he though t to h im sel f . T he heavy 

ar t i l ler y  r inging in  h is ear s m ade h is m ind go num b. H e doesn?t know 

how m uch  longer  he can  keep doing th is.

?D on , Cam el! Get your  ass back to the town  square! Go ?round that 

grocer y store. Take out those last  m or tar s!? Captain  ?Boots? yel ls f r om  

across the street. H e puts the wooden  l id  back on to the box of  m or tar  

shel ls and gr abs h is r i f le f r om  the ground beside h im . D wayne, who 

the com pany had renam ed ?Cam el? due to the stagger ing am oun t of  

cigaret tes he possessed, p icks up  the m or tar  and tur ns to take cover  in  

the r un -down  bu i ld ing beside them . 

Cam el and D on  had grown  up  in  the sam e town . Cam el had helped 

h im  when  he was gett ing beat up  beh ind  the school  due to reasons 

that both  of  them  had long for gotten . T hey had been  dr af ted  and 

m i r acu lously  been  p laced together  for  the dur at ion  of  the war  so f ar .

D on  fol lows and tr ies not to d r aw at ten t ion  to h im sel f , though , he was 

al ready in  the sigh t of  the enem y, hand grenades and m or tar  shel ls 

st i l l  going of f  at  an  alar m ingly  f ast  pace. T hey had gotten  the order s to 
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t r y  to take the next town  over  that  m or n ing. Al l  of  the m en  knew i t  

was a bad idea to t r y  to take i t , know ing the N azis had been  there for  

the dur at ion  of  the war  so f ar . And the num ber  of  m en  in  Rock 

I n fan tr y  i s gett ing lower  and lower  as the war  str uggled  on . Yet, order s 

were order s. 

?N o rest  for  the w icked, aye k id ,? Cam el says. 

?You?re on ly  th ree year s older  than  m e. W e need to get to the town  

square w i thout dy ing," D on  says breath lessly, r ead just ing h is gun  on  

h is shoulder . H e knows i t  w i l l  be a m i r acle i f  ever yone in  h is I n fan tr y  

sur v ives th is batt le. 

?W el l  com e on  then , they aren?t going to k i l l  them selves,? Cam el 

rep l ies in  an  alm ost annoyed tone. T he pai r  of  sold ier s stand and D on  

checks to see what path  would  be safest . 

?I f  we go th rough  back al leys and stay of f  the m ain  stretch  of  f igh t ing 

then  we should  be able to m ake i t ,? D on  looks to Cam el.

?D on?t look at  m e, you?re the one lead ing us,? Cam el says sh r ugging h is 

shoulder s. H e takes a deep breath  and rounds the lef t  side of  the 

bu i ld ing. T hey have to r un  to the other  side of  the street to be able to 

connect w i th  the pathway of  al l ies. H e st icks h is head out to check i f  

i t?s clear . A str ing of  bu l lets str i ke the wal l  beside h is head and he tur ns 

back around to h is par tner .

?Sn iper , in  the church  tower,? he says. ?H e knows our  posi t ion  now. 

Run  back to the r igh t  where John  and Rocky are and ask them  to take 

h im  out. M eet m e across the street in  the al ly  when  you?re done.?

?You got i t  D onny boy? Cam el rep l ies, tak ing of f  in  the d i rect ion  of  h is 

f r iends, leav ing the m or tar  lean ing against  the wal l . D on  takes the few 

seconds he has to take a deep breath  and close h is eyes. Please lord, let 

me live through this. H e opens h is eyes as th ree loud shots r ing out close 

to h im .

?Sn iper ?s out,? he hear s Rocky shout. H e checks qu ick ly  for  the sn iper  

to m ake sure and he sees the dead body slum ped over  the side of  the 

church  tower  wal l . D on  takes one last  breath  as he spr in ts across the 

street, bu l lets fol low ing h is footsteps beh ind  h im . M ak ing i t  to the al ly, 
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he checks that i t?s clear  and lays down  the box of  m or tar  shel ls at  h is 

feet . 

H e looks across the street to see Cam el wai t ing for  h im  to give a sign  

that i t?s clear  for  h im  to cross. H e puts h is r i f le in to posi t ion  and slow ly 

rounds the cor ner  to check that there are no other  sn iper s. D eem ing 

that the coast i s clear  he lower s h is gun  and gives Cam el the signal  to 

m ake h is way over  to h im . Cam el p icks up  the m or tar  and begins to 

jog over  to h is par tner . 

H e m akes i t  hal fway across the street before a shot i s heard , and he 

sees h is best f r iend 's chest get blown  out. Cam el f al ls to the ground 

and cr ies out in  pain . D on  rounds the cor ner  but before he can  take a 

shot at  whoever  h i t  h is par tner , a grenade lands in  a bu i ld ing and 

blows the top  to p ieces. D on  looks at  Rocky and real izes that the 

grenade cam e f rom  h im . H e r ushes in to the street and gr abs Cam el by 

the shoulder  str aps and dr ags h im  to the al ly. 

?You dum b bastard ,? D on  says qu iet ly, t r y ing to assess the dam age 

done. ?Cor psm an !? 

?W el l  D onny boy, I  th ink you?re going to be alone for  the rest  of  the 

m ission ,? Cam el says weak ly, breath  gett ing m ore shal low by the 

second. D on  looks down  at  h is f r iend and sees that Cam el i s r igh t , th is 

m igh t be goodbye af ter  al l .

?Cor psm an  where the hel l  are you?? he yel ls again . D on  hugs Cam el, 

alm ost as i f  hold ing h im  t igh t ly  would  heal  the wound. 

?O pen  m y r igh t  breast pocket, there are two let ter s,? Cam el wh isper s 

as he star ts cough ing. Blood com es up  w i th  each  cough , d rops of  i t  

h i t t ing D on  in  the f ace. H e f l inches but keeps h is hold  on  h is f r iend 

w i th  h is lef t  ar m  as h is r igh t  d igs around in  the pocket. H e pu l ls out 

two blood-sp lat tered  paper s and holds them  up .

?T hese?? he asks.

?O ne is for  L ucy, send i t  to her . T he o-o-other  one is for  you,? he 

shudder s at  the end of  h is sen tence. ?Please D onny, i t  hur ts so bad,? he 

con t inues, eyeing the p istol  at  D on 's side.

I t  takes h im  a m om en t to real i ze what h is f r iend is gett ing at . H is hand 

68



69

m oves to the p istol  and unclasps i t  f r om  the holster . H e m oved Cam el 

to lean  against  the bu i ld ing closest to them . H e reaches shak i ly  for  the 

hand the p istol  i s in  and m oves i t  to h is forehead. 

?You?re too stubbor n  to d ie on  your  own ,? D on  laughs bi t ter ly. H e 

cocks the gun  and a lone shot r ings out. Ever y other  sound seem s to 

stop . T he m or tar s, the r i f les, the scream s.

T he blood creates a halo around Cam el 's head on  the wal l  beh ind  h is 

now l i feless body. A cr im son  streak r uns f rom  the cor ner s of  h is 

m outh  down  h is neck, r unn ing beneath  h is un i for m . 

Gr abbing h is gun  f rom  the ground, D on  stands and looks down  on  h is 

f r iend for  the last  t im e. H e looks to h is r igh t  and star ts walk ing once 

m ore to the town  square. D on  tr ies to rem em ber  happ ier  t im es than  

th is. H e th inks of  h is w i fe he lef t  back in  Iowa. H e wonder s i f  he w i l l  

ever  m eet h is daugh ter , or  i f  she w i l l  be one of  the thousands that 

never  m eet thei r  f ather s. N o, he can?t af ford  to th ink l i ke that  r igh t  

now. N ot when  he has a chance for  revenge on  those that k i l led  h is 

best f r iend.

O nce he m akes i t  to the end of  the al ly, D on  crouches down  and tur ns 

to h is lef t  to check the next path  he m ust take to get to the town  

square. H e holds h is breath  as he m oves h is gun  f rom  side to side to 

deter m ine i f  anyone else was in  p rox im i ty  to h im . O nce he is sure he 

is alone he m oves in to the al ly  and star ts r unn ing to the end, wan t ing 

th is m ission  to be over  as qu ick ly  as possible.

*    *    *

?Rock I n fan tr y  gather  up .? Captain  Boots yel ls out. T he rem ain ing 

m en  of  the once over f low ing I n fan tr y  gather  around the steps of  the 

church , or  what seem ed to be lef t  of  the church . ?W e m ove out 

tom or row to head back to base. I  know w i th  the loss of  som e of  the 

com pany, a few days of  r est  would  do us al l  som e good. Repor t  back 

here at  0 7:0 0  w i th  f u l l  packs tom or row. D ism issed? Boots says. T he 

sold ier s m ur m ur  am ongst them selves as they shuf f le around. 
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D on  wai ts for  the m en  to clear  out before he m oves to the inside of  

the church . H e walks up  the al tar  un t i l  he takes a seat in  the th i r d  row 

of  pews, dust f r om  the seat cloud ing around h im  as he p lops down . H e 

puts h is head in  h is hands and takes a deep breath  before a sob 

escapes h is th roat. I s this war worth it? Is it worth this many lives? H e 

th inks.

D on  looks up  at  the sigh t in  f r on t  of  h im  w i th  water y eyes. Broken  

statues of  d iv ine beings stand before h im . H e reaches in to h is breast 

pocket and takes out a p iece of  cr um pled paper  and a sm al l  penci l  and 

begins to wr i te.

 

Don,

I  hope this letter finds you doing well. I f you?re reading this then something 

must have happened to me. Please don?t remember the bad times that the war 

brought. Remember the times in our youth that brought us together. Remember 

the times that we would go down to the river and catch crawdads in the 

summers. Please tell my girl I  love her. Tell my daughter that I  loved her. Tell 

them the same things that I  have told you. Let them know that the world will 

still go on without me in it. I ?m a small price to pay for the world to be at peace 

again. I  love you Donny boy. Don?t forget that.

-Camel

D on?s tear s f al l  on to the paper  as he cr um ples i t  in  h is hand. H is head 

hangs and a scream  echoes out in to the broken  church .
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Team  Pr op er ty

By John  Kel ler

Coaches dem and v iolence when  you?re six feet  tal l  and 20 0  pounds 

f reshm an  year  of  h igh  school . T hey keep tr ack of  your  penal ty  

m inutes and tel l  you there are not enough . T hey tel l  you over  and 

over  that  they ?would  have k i l led  to be your  size?. T hey w i l l  cal l  you a 

pussy, too sof t , lazy, a boy in  a m an?s body. T he other s can  p lay 

however  they wan t. You are an  en forcer . T he team  needs you to 

pun ish , to destroy, to in f l i ct  pain . You m igh t score or  m ake great p lays, 

but never  for get your  role. Your  coaches w i l l  scream  in to your  helm et, 

snatch  your  own  st ick to slash  you w i th , for ce you to undress in  

between  per iods, and slam  you in  the chest w i th  thei r  open  palm  to 

rem ind you of  i t . D on?t you dare com plain , because i t?s not al l  about 

you. You are there to help  the team  w in . You are team  proper ty.  

W hen  you do as they ask , they w i l l  not  be sat iated . Your  aggression  is 

just  p roof  that  you were hold ing back before.  I f  you f in ish  the h i t  on  a 

k id  who is hal f  your  size and you knock h im  unconscious, they w i l l  

pat  you on  the back and sm i le. D esp i te the f act  that  you were th rown  

out of  the gam e, they w i l l  be happy. Your  coach  w i l l  say, ?H e won?t t r y  

that  again .? T he team  paren ts w i l l  walk al l  the way around the r ink just  

to encour age you. T hey w i l l  assure you that i t  was a bad cal l  and a 

clean  h i t . And you?l l  w ipe away a few tear s as you put on  your  street 

clothes in  the locker  room  and hope that the k id  i s okay. You tr y  to 

repeat to your sel f  the hol low l ie that  i t  was wor th  i t , because i t  i s what 

the team  needed. 

*

T he locker  room  stunk so bad that you cou ld  sm el l  i t  across the r ink . 

But you had been  in  i t  long enough  that the sm el l  had becom e 

im percep t ible. You sat star r ing, wai t ing for  your  coach  to qu i t  yel l ing 

so that you cou ld  go back out to p lay. Sudden ly, he tur ned to you,  

?You know what Kel ler , you had your  chance. Take your  f uck ing gear  

of f . You?re not p lay ing out on  the ice; you m igh t as wel l  watch  f rom  

the stands.? As the rest  of  the team  watches, you pu l led  your  jer sey 
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over  your  head and began  to undress. T he am oun t of  padd ing hockey 

necessi tates was sudden ly  a blessing; you hoped that you m igh t be 

alone before you were naked. You dreaded si t t ing there in  your  towel  

as the rest  f i led  out to f in ish  the gam e. Even  as you str iped, you knew 

they were watch ing you. You saw your  coach  glance over , too. You 

were hal f -naked, wor k ing on  un ty ing your  skates when  he sudden ly  

tur ned back. ?Are you going to p lay i f  I  give you another  chance, or  

are you just  gonna hal f -ass i t?? I t  dawned on  you that th is publ ic 

sham ing was also an  asin ine m ot ivat ion  str ategy designed to help  you 

rem em ber  your  p lace. You just  nodded.

*

?Kel ler , l i f t  up  your  sh i r t  so I  can  see your  stom ach .?  Your  f ace 

revealed  your  con fusion . ?Your  m idsect ion  son , let  m e see i t .? You 

l i f ted  your  sh i r t  un t i l  i t  was bunched up  just  below your  n ipp les. H e 

stared at  your  exposed body before he com m en ted that you ?m ust be 

in  okay shape?. H is tone revealed  h is sur p r ise. Your  team m ates gather  

around af ter , to ask i f  Coach  had actual ly  just  asked to see your  gut. 

Ever yone knew thei r  bod ies were team  proper ty, but  i t  was r arely  th is 

over t .

*

T he team  spreadsheet revealed  that m ost were encour aged to gain  

weigh t. Across f rom  your  nam e: W eigh t ?  230 , Goal  ?  20 5. T h is was 

just  the beginn ing. You were lazy. You were too slow. T he coach ing 

staf f  was never  happy. Clear ly, they though t your  com m i tm en t wasn?t 

ser ious. You wor k to ev iscer ate your  body and rebu i ld  a new one in  i ts 

p lace. You r un  to the poin t  of  th row ing up . You know you st i l l  had not 

gone far  enough . You watched your  f am i ly  eat your  f avor i te m eals and 

on ly  im agine how the steak tasted . Because you had to do your  duty. 
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I n  M ak in g Sen se of  Places I n h ab i ted , T h en  an d  

N ow

By Kater ina Bar r y

H ow is love for  a p lace bor n  f rom  despai r ? M aybe the answer s are on ly  

found in  the subt le detai ls. I n  the m ar k ings of  ch ipped pain t  in  

between  slats of  wood. Gaudy fences w i th  f ai l ing str uctures. W ide 

f ron t porches out l in ing neighbor hoods pockm ar ked w i th  potholes, an  

occasional  em pty lot . Ad jacen t lawns ei ther  kem pt or  unkem pt 

between  r usted-out veh icles and the bicycles of  ch i ld ren  tr usted  to l ie 

f r eely  in  d r iveways. I n  the creep ing l i chen  up  the sides of  wal ls. M aybe 

the answer  is found in  the creak ing apar tm en t bu i ld ing beh ind  the 

blocks of  bar s I  t r ied  to m ake hom e. I n  the h igh  cei l ings, in  the 

com for t  of  dog paws. N ext to the m ulber r y  t r ee bloom ing against  the 

gr af f i t ied  br ick wal l , not  qu i te ar t  but  a rel ief  f r om  m onotonous pur i ty  

nonetheless. M aybe they?re in  the dar k stained sidewalks once the 

m ulber r ies r ipen  and drop . T he sam e wom an  push ing her  car t  of  

grocer ies. A crowded laundrom at w i th  f am i l iar  f aces. I n  the bow ing of  

wood f loor s where peop le once danced, p r ayed, cr ied , laughed. I n  the 

arcs that  f r am e w indows and the creak ing of  age. I n  the scuf f ing of  

f loor boards and the decor at ive t r im  h idden  beneath  w ind-wor n  stains. 

I n  the in ter m i t ten t  pastel  houses to br igh ten  gloom y w in ter s. T he 

sm el l  of  bon f i r es and know ing the nam es of  ever y per son  on  the 

block . I n  the green  rectangles and brown  lots w i th  tal l  gr ass. M issed 

oppor tun i t ies, but  i t?s st i l l  not  too late. Two of  the poorest  wards in  the 

coun ty touch  and blend at  thei r  seam s, 40 0 0  vacan t lots, hom es, but 

that  are st i l l  hom es. Som e peop le cal l  th is p lace a nu isance. 

Som ewhere to avoid . Tr ain  t r acks d iv isively  act  as boundar ies, 

bar r ier s. N ewspaper s cal l  i t  a bl igh t . Chain  l inked fences around 

bu i ld ings that m igh t be inhabi ted . D ogs t ied  to posts. T r ash  and debr is 

against  the f lour ish ing r aspber r ies, blackber r ies, cr ab app le t r ees 

where I  step  over  glass for  the sake of  canned app lesauce to last  in to 

f al l .  I  too at  som e poin t , coun ted down  the im aginar y days to the t im e 

when  I  m igh t leave and cur sed the ways I  ended up  here. I , too, wasn?t 

always able to see the l i t t le th ings. 
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*

H ow is i t  that  a p lace can  both  break you and give you a reason  to be? I  

wonder  as I  d r ive th rough  a new town  that feels less l i ke a town  than  i t  

does a com m ercial  adver t i sem en t for  m idd le-class f am i l ies and 

daydream  I?m  som ewhere else. A p lace I  cam e to, to escape the w in ter  

that  broke m e and the ci ty  that  w i tnessed. But here, young adul ts 

seem  to never  need to leave hom e. H ere, the wood f loor s are not 

bowed and they are not real  wood. T he cei l ing f ans wor k and m y cast 

i r on  sk i l lets clash  w i th  the electr i c stovetop . I  t r y  to lear n  how to cook 

al l  over  again  but there is no one here to cook for . M eals lose pur pose, 

as m y own  pur pose feels f au l ty  wh i le I  look for  the detai ls that  aren?t 

here. N ot l i ke in  the other  p lace. M y neighbor s have no nam es. T he 

pain t  on  m y wal ls are p r ist ine and the p last ic panels that  m ake up  th is 

house's sid ing em bar r ass w i th  thei r  clean l iness. W h i te. Pure. A 

lack luster  idea. I  v isi t  the hom e of  a f r iend wh ich  isn?t a hom e, but a 

m ansion  nam ed af ter  f ast- food cor por at ions. Ready to assem ble and 

order  by m ai l . M oder n . I n ter p retat ions of  a hom e. T he Am er ican  

dream . T here are th ree stor ies, not  includ ing the basem en t wh ich  is 

also a bar . A gam e room . A l ibr ar y for  dusty  books. A theater . A m an  

cave. T hey feed m e to a f u l lness that aches but I  st i l l  leave hungr y. 

T here are jacuzzi  jets in  ever y bath tub and a chandel ier  that  looks l i ke 

i t?s m ade of  m ar ble but i t?s real ly  Sty rofoam . Peop le who l ive here are 

som et im es p roud of  th is f act . Som e pretend they don?t know. T here is 

an  idea of  safety. O f  com for t . O f  gates and locked door s and w indows 

wh ich  never  need open ing. T here is ai r  cond i t ion ing in  sum m er  and 

heat in  w in ter  and i t 's conven ien t ly  p rogr am m ed to autom at ical ly  

ad just , no sp inn ing of  d ials necessar y, no stu f f ing of  door  jam s. But 

here, there are no subt let ies. Un touched by despai r . N o wor n -out 

ar m rests of  chai r s where a f r iend?s m other  and her  m other  used to si t . 

N o vacated spaces, hopefu l , wai t ing for  a second chance. T he toys of  

ch i ld ren  don?t lay on  the sidewalks and neighbor hood dogs don?t stop  

by for  v isi ts. T here are t r ain  t r acks here too, but the cops qu ick ly  show 

up  i f  you si t  to watch  too long and there is always a har sh  knock ing at  

the door  when  the lawn  reaches m y ank les, leav ing no room  for  love 

to grow.
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*

M aybe you can?t m ake sense of  one w i thout the other , love and 

despai r . Per haps the cluster s of  budd ing crocus in  spr ing on ly  m ake 

sense against  the foundat ion  of  the rot t ing greenhouse on  the 

dead-end street. T he one I  though t I ?d  never  walk out of , the p lace I ?l l  

l i kely  never  retur n . But that  was before. T he over growth  of  t r ees, the 

unchecked v ines. T he old  Chevy tr uck w i th  a r usted-out bed. T he 

rel ief  of  the even ing breeze found on  the f ron t porch  on ly  m ade sense 

w i th  hav ing to lear n  how to ignore crowds of  m osqui toes, the car  jack 

hold ing the roof  above your  head, watch ing the hol lyhocks you 

p lan ted  bloom  f rom  the cigaret te butts below. T he quest ionable but 

shady r iver-side h ideout to wade on  swel ter ing days, to r inse the d i r t  

that  covered f rom  head to toe. T he cheap, t iny greasy d iner  where 

they know your  nam e. Cof fee, f i sh , and gr i ts. A consolat ion . 

Absolu t ion . T he incessan t chopp ing of  wood, k ind l ing just  to war m  

w in ter  bones, there is no war m th  com par able. O ld  f am i ly  photos of  

peop le you?l l  never  know in  a basem en t where you lear n  to h ide. T he 

h istor ies of  spaces. M aybe you have to leave a p lace and com e back to 

lear n  how to see.

*

M aybe i t?s not a quest ion  of  space, but t im e. W here the answer s are 

on ly  known  for  br ief  m om en ts. T he t im e of  m or n ing r igh t  before 

dawn . W hen  ever y th ing m akes a l i t t le m ore sense. Fleet ing. I t 's a pale 

p ink and a velvet  gr ay-blue. I t 's the sof t  t ingle of  bi r ds ch i r p ing 

th rough  the ai r . W hen  al l  known  p laces com pi le th rough  the cr acks of  

bl inds to m ake one. A m om en tar y rel ief . T he answer  is a haze and 

then  i t?s gone, but i t  i s there. 
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Bu gs i n  th e Bath r oom  

by I .A.

H e was sick of  scr ubbing between  the t i les of  the grotesquely  ger m y 

bath room  f loor , blood in  the grout, gr im e in  the grout, bugs scutt l ing 

out f r om  the crev ices in  the wal ls, and m aybe som etim es they were 

im aginar y but m an , oh  m an  d id  he hate the l i t t le leeches wor m ing 

around h is per ipher al  v ision , the stench  of  h is bleach  so strong and 

hear ty  he?s considered chugging i t  to scr ape h is th roat r aw and f lush  

the though t of  insects out of  h is in test ines. But instead, he?l l  set t le for  

scr ubbing, even  though  he was so f uck ing sick of  scr ubbing, the i tch  

out of  h is ar m s and he?l l  r ub h is eyes w i th  the backs of  h is hands 

because there are chem icals on  h is palm s and f inger t ips and he wan ts 

to keep  h is eyes f rom  bur n ing, or  m aybe he wan ts to add a drop  of  

bleach  to them  just  to get r id  of  the sigh t of  those sm al l  l i t t le legs 

cr aw l ing in  the sink . H e hopes dr ink ing the chem icals w i l l  f lush  out 

the taste of  bug shel ls on  h is tongue, and, oh , he st i l l  needs to keep  

scr ubbing the gr im e out of  the grout, and m aybe the over f low of  

blood too. M aybe i f  he just  keeps scr atch ing at  the f loor  the d i r t  w i l l  be 

gone by tom or row. M aybe he w i l l  be too.
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W i tch  

By D m i tr i  Ashak ih

You're af r aid  of  what?s in  m y blood. 

Pum ping, gush ing, sugar y red  

sy r up  your  m outh  fel l  so in  love 

w i th , you for got that  you cou ld  scream . 

T hey insisted  I  was the newbor n  lam b. 

O h  no, I  was always the w i tch . 

T ied at  the stake, we saw a w i tch . 

H er  f ace was pain ted  w i th  wom b?s blood. 

You said  she sm el led  l i ke roasted  lam b 

and the blaze m ade your  sk in  glow red . 

H and in  hand, we l i stened to her  scream . 

For  you, m ercy was never  par t  of  m y love. 

I  h id  m y gr ief  for  the f al len  sister s I  love 

as you spoke of  those arousing w i tch  

hun ts, where revolver s would  scream  

w i th  gun  f i r e on  the n igh t when  blood 

looked black . Sk in  f lushed and red , 

You m et m y gaze, a v i r gin  lam b. 

M y eyes dar t ing inside the lam b 

w i tnessed you rep lace the love 

you so desper ately  lacked w i th  red  
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f i st f u ls of  tender  and r are w i tch  

m eat. You l i ked  the taste of  blood

T he m eat i s sweeter , i f  they scream . 

T he kn i fe sl ipped. You d idn?t scream , 

on ly  sighed fond ly  as the lam b 

gen t ly  lapped up  your  blood. 

You asked i f  I  d r ank out of  love? 

Peer  in to the dep ths of  m y w i tch  

cau ldron . I nqu i re why the brew is red . 

D ream ing, you said  the sky was red . 

You were r igh t  but p lease don 't  scream . 

Chan t m y nam e, witch, witch, witch 

as I  d r ape m y sk in  in  sof t  lam b 

wool , and I ?l l  watch  your  love 

dr ain  f aster  than  your  blood. 

T he w i tch  w i l l  endure the red  

hot br and of  a blood curd l ing scream . 

T he lam b wai ts for  a new love.
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Ph an tom  L ady 

By Sar ah  Jonassen

I  m eet L i l l i th  on  the stone path  to the 

gr aveyard . She says, don?t breathe 

in a dead place or you?ll inhale ghosts. 

She sm okes, l i ke m y m other, 

and I ?m  a secondhand dr unk 

h igh  of f  hel l f i r e. 

I  hope she doesn?t leave, but she leaves 

l i ke a m onster  does, never  real ly, cause I  see her

in  the dream s that good peop le don?t speak about. 

T he gr aved igger s ask m e who I  am  

in  the p lace where the gr aves are blank 

and the gr ave m en  gr ieve for  the sain ts. 

I ?m  here for  the lady w i th  the hor ns 

whose breath  leaves bur ns on  m y sk in . 

Am  I  m onster  f ucker ? Yeah , she?s hot.
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Con tr i bu ter 's N otes

I .A . -  I  col lect  dead cicadas and feel  l i ke scum  i f  I  acciden tal ly  step  on  a 
wor m . I ?m  on  level  1,0 13 in  Bubble Pop and I  th ink shar ks are cool  as 
hel l ; th resher  shar ks, whale shar ks, bam boo shar ks, zebr a shar ks, 
scal loped ham m er head shar ks?  and the bath tub bar r acuda.

O l iv i a A n der son  i s a jack of  al l  t r ades and a m aster  of  f un . She is an  
Ar t  H istor y / Fine Ar t  double m ajor  who l ives by the idea of  ?too 
m uch .? Taste Your  L em onade is her  ar t  br and and business wh ich  
al lows her  to express her sel f  th rough  funky and eclect ic v isuals. She 
dabbles in  p lay fu l  poetr y  that  m atches her  color f u l  ar t  sty le. Find  
O l iv ia?s wor k at  tasteyour lem onade.com  and @tasteyour lem onade on  
I nstagr am .

D m i tr i  A sh ak ih  has a f ascinat ion  w i th  al l  th ings goth ic and str ange 
and you can  of ten  f ind  h im  garden ing, th r i f t ing w i th  f r iends, or  
read ing about the occu l t .

K ater i n a Bar r y  -  I  am  m ajor ing in  Creat ive W r i t ing, Engl ish  
L i ter ature, and m inor ing in  Botany. I  l i ke to wr i te both  f i ct ion  and 
creat ive non f ict ion , w i th  par t i cu lar  in terest  in  the vague spaces in  
between . I  w r i te about t r avel ing, ideas of  hom e or  belonging, and the 
str ange ways d isjoin ted  m em or ies create iden t i ty.

I sabela Ber stei n  -  M y nam e is I sabela and I ?m  f rom  Rio de Janei ro, 
Br azi l . I ?m  a Creat ive W r i t ing and Com par at ive L i ter ature double 
m ajor  w i th  a m inor  in  Psychology. W hen  I ?m  not study ing or  w r i t ing, 
you can  f ind  m e com plain ing about m issing m y dog or  rewatch ing 
Break ing Bad or  BoJack H or sem an .

Joey D eRu sso  i s a sophom ore at  OW U and p lann ing on  m ajor ing in  
M anagem en t Econom ics. H e is a m em ber  of  the basebal l  team  and a 
Chr ist ian -based or gan izat ion  on  cam pus. D ur ing the sum m er, he w i l l  
be wor k ing at  a school  supp l ies com pany near  h is hom etown  of  
N or th f ield , O h io.

A l i  D yer  i s a m other  of  a black cat  who she forces to l i sten  to her  
stor ies.

A lex  Gi l l ooly  has the unusual  habi t  of  going to UD F around 1 am  for  a 
donut. I t 's alm ost l i ke clockwor k at  th is poin t . 

D abiel  Rod r i gu ez H i jo  -  Actor  for  n ine year s, d i rector  for  seven , and 
p laywr igh t for  four , D an iel  Rodr iguez H i jo (known  by h is col leagues 
as D anny) i s a t i r eless theatre p r act i t ioner . H e is cur ren t ly  the p roject  
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lead  for  T he PC Tr in i ty  T heatre Com pany and is a m em ber  of  the 
Plain  Ci ty  Ar ts Counci l . 

Sar ah  Jon assen  i s a jun ior  and Creat ive W r i t ing m ajor .

Joh n  Kel l er  was an  Engl ish  and Ph i losophy double m ajor . H e 
gr aduated in  20 20 .

L u cas L i n den m u th  i s an  Ar by 's em ployee (yes, he does have T he 
M eats) and a par t- t im e cr yp t id  haun t ing your  local  state par k . Im agine 
a lanky gobl in  w i th  a sandw ich , a st i ck , and 1920 s f lapper  hai r , and you 
p ret ty  m uch  know ever y th ing you need to.

Jen n a N ah h as -  M y nam e is Jenna N ahhas, and I  have no idea what I  
am  doing (read: undeclared m ajor ). I  d r aw, wr i te stor ies, lear n  sad 
songs on  the p iano, and over-analyze poor ly  wr i t ten  telev ision  to 
convince m ysel f  i t 's actual ly  good. W hy yes, Taika W ai t i t i  i s m y role 
m odel : how d id  you guess?

A l l i e O tw or th  -  I  w rote these poem s in  the f al l  of  m y f i r st  sem ester  
here at  OW U wh i le th ink ing about how m uch  had changed in  the last  
year . I n  m any ways, m y por t fol io i s sim p ly  about the way th ings begin  
and end.

T aT yan a Pay n e acciden tal ly  r an  over  a k id  on  her  sled  when  she was 
12. She?s never  been  sledd ing since. Sor r y  k id .

K ar i n a Pr im m er  i s an  ar t i st  of  unknown  or igins... but  p robably  l i ves 
in  L or ain , O H  when  not on  cam pus. D esp i te com ing in  as a Creat ive 
W r i t ing m ajor , theater  has com pletely  taken  over  her  l i fe (as her  on ly  
m ajor  now), though  her  passion  for  i l lustr at ion  does st i l l  th r ive 
(m inor ing in  Fine Ar t  -  Stud io). She has no idea what she wan ts to do 
af ter  col lege but hopefu l ly  i t?l l  be som e sor t  of  creat ive/ ar t i st  th ing, 
whether  i t?s in  2D  or  per for m ance.

Teddy Z ayas -  I  just  vom i t  words on  paper. Som etim es I  th ink m y 
words are incom prehensible, and to th is day I  don?t know i f  that?s t r ue 
or  not. I n  the end, al l  I  r eal ly  care for  i s i f  som eone gets som eth ing out 
of  i t , and I  hope m y words m ean  som eth ing to you. 
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