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STARBUCKS

GABRIELLE DEIMEEE

COFFEE STAINS
Lynw GERRITY

Coffee Stains
UOn my brand new pants,
In the ;.1.|:r| off mv hands,
O the belm of my scarf,

Right above which, my mouth moets the cup
It falls chonwmi may thiroad and falks down mv chin
I burns iy skin
And warms my heart,

And when it's done, | toss the evidence
But the stains remain

NigHT LiFe KATHRYN LEETCH

Lost In THE CITY TENZING DHAKHWA
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Seain's Roap Less TRAVELED

REMEMBRANCE
DaniEL BROWN-SCHURR

The look in your eves
When [ did something right
The sound of your voice
When you wished me good night

The sorrow you felt
When | came into harm
The bike wheels gave out
And you saw my left arm

The nights you would cook
And the whole house would smiell
Of promising feasts
That were sure to excel

You pressured me abways
You wanted the best
You were of great values
And now lay o rest
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WHiITBY ABBEY CHELSEA TUTHILL

A SEAMAN'S SIDEWALK JAYME PALMGREN
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CREATIVITY LEAVES THE LIGHT ON MATTHEWANTONI
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_ SouL Martg
Dasipg Brown-Scrupg
We are phasphoruy H

L ignite yoy
You ignite me
Like two matclyes

Weare together
Far eternity

SAMANTHA HOLLENBERG
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REFLECTIONS MCEENZIE WAGNER FIRST PLACE
In front of the mirror, my body i still dripping frevm e hot &
ver, T can s13l] distinguish the tears rom the beads of water rodli
Ihe fuzzy, choooiate brown el s wirapped tghtly aronand may body, maskiieg
[his i= bath the

[FTRLLEN
|:.:|||-'|'.I||I|-

ourglass figure underneath best and worst part of my day,
and imperfection that anly | see. My cyes start al niy [ace
i purple tocs on the foor, The mirror is nd

o ]
It shows me everyihing,
-.||||'||.‘|. ||'||'

quing every flaw
ing thielr way dewen to nry polish
e, bt stil T stand in front of it every maraing
rulleling with my own thoughts. The mirror never fied, and there L
ia like a car accident; | cannod tear my eyes awdy irom the scefe,
A 1an body stares back at me, eyes still dull from sleeping, and | see &
mpw-five-foot-two person First | notice my sun-kissed skin, the home o
Ireds of freckles, My shoalders are SLEOME
sts. small and round. the ke dighily smaller than the
- qone, Will it ever le flat?

taad all of s pthletic
ton: it acts as a distraction ITam the

wable ax the numerous stretch

and proud. My hazel eyes slide down
er, stopping at my bees
I, My stomach is soft, having
ivweled ring dangling from my belly bt
The dimphes on my thighs are almost & notlc
yer thighs, Now my cabves - | like
voleyball, and high

extended sy across my hips and in:

The three muscles toned from tha
ormed by the gastrocnemi
The reflections are the ruth, an

alves, vears ol ruffimg.
ws pauscle, and willi

fs. A perfect teardrop shape i1
ry step | take | can see the athletic definition

+ showe every part of the real me

L.

Until | was in cighth grade, body image had never been an 1ss0e 1

1t doesn’t matter what the house bk Nike oy the
lock Nke™ So growing up 1 lived
‘inmer workings beantifual
jontek, thal | wal

by mom always said,
i it only matters what the inner workings
| worked on my personality, making my
to my attention, by lohn P
was his job 10 inform everyone o
il Al

that mokto,
it in the eighth grade, it was braaght
" Jphn, & VeTY ru':l-.:].u- by, thought it
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been feeling wiil, b

i, when FI'I'I|1 e el | B

i " hig-
lspir Mlaws 1,

wen very much of my uinch. | had nol cause B was ihal Tn

thie pvonth.
He asked me, “Finally cutting bax k"

and 1 really was not sure f he was eyl iabking b e

I wos confused,
"W probably o il

A fter anly a couple minutes, he acddressed mae again,

ekt ekt cat Tanch boday, iF yesl ks what | mcan. bl pasd dopwe wiliad T

TR

sivl. bl e s sure GO inJorm e
cabd B anad walked odl

1!
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Fall-length mirror. 1 saw something different, something ugly. | had never noticed
the extra pounds around my stomach, or the double chin, ar my thighs stuffed tigghe
it iy khaki school pants. Was John right? 1 never thought T was fat before, ‘The
weli-comfidenoe | had built up after fourteen vears was gene, almost in an instant,

Katie Bruemmer walked into the bathroum right when the tears began to
roll doven my cheeks. Of course, the biggest bully in my grade would walk into the
bathroom at the mament 1 was bawling my eves out. | could not have been mare
emharrassed or vulnerable. She asked me what was wrong. and when 1 told her, she
Illllklt'd a4 e il-l'ldlgrﬂfd.

She said, “Well, you do wear spandex for volleyball, all the time. Maybe it
wouldn't hurt for you to lose a few pounds”™ After she walked out of the bathroom,
| continued to stare at my reflection in the mirror, judging and criticizing EVErY part
ol my body. Ieould hear the toilets continuoasly running in the background. The
bl raig, three boud chimes, and 1 splached my face with jce-cold water, laking one
last look at my reflection,

This was the day | started dieting.

i

My mom was sitting in the army green rocking chair, curled up lke a
slecping cat in the sun. [ had no idea where | was. However, there was an IV in my
arm; it was stinging like a bee sting. My head was pounding, like every time |
vomited my meals into the toilets. 1t fedt like my eyes were going to be forced out of
their sockets because of the severe pressure. Why was [ in this bed?

1 knew exactly where | was and why. 1 just did not want 1o admit the fact |
was lying in a hospital bed.

Anastasia was playing in the background. It made me think of my first
house. T was five years old. lying on the red shag carpet. It Jooked like the top of 4
circus clown’s red wig. It was saft and fluiy, the most comfortable thing 1 had ever
baid om, There were nights 1 would not be able to sleep in my own bed, and T would
sncak into the family room to lie on the red shag carpet. There was one night |
had the stomach fiu, and ny mom gave me the hand-made quill and my favorite
pouse feather pillow, She lucked me in on the red carpet, and she put in my favorite
shovie, Anastasia, for me to fall asleep to. My mom was capable of profecting me
and made me feel 50 safe, even when everything was falling apart,

The doctor walked in my room and introduced himself as Dr. Jeff
Pistek. He happened to be the father of the bully, fohn, who considered me too
big. How ironde. He talked to me like [ was a child, but | was seventeen years oid, |
understood what was going on. [knew | was in the hospital; | knew | had an eating
ddisorder; | knew what [ was doing to myself: | knew where | was; [ knew thas T had
messed up. My diagnosis was extreme anorexda nervosa, severe delywdration, my left
lsing was collapsing. and my heart was not functioning regularly, 1 was eighty-four
pourids. and on the verge of complete organ failure. Dr Piomek explained
everything in extreme detail, and the entire time my mom had tears rofling down
::vrr r-.u:l:-III My mom was crying. but | was staring at my skeletal reflection in Di.

it
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| was an exireme disappointment to my entire family. 1had not only lel

dovwns oy family, but | had bet nyself down. 1 was slowly killing myself, and | only
weighed eighty-four pounds. 1was nothing but skin and benes. 1 would be

.pending the next three months in a rehabilitation center in Kansas. It would be
areat, Three months dealing with something 1 did not want to deal with, especially
with peopte | did not want to share my story with. 1 had to go, and it was not an
aption. Tt was a mandatory part of my treatment.
i
| walked back into the waiting room 1 had entered for the first time a year
ago. My mom walked right up to the friendly curly haired receptionist to check me
in. | sat down on the parsiey colored couch, and canght my reflection in the mirros
tunging above the information table. My hair was much longer, but my eyes were
dull and sunken deep into my skull. Now | was cighteen, about to begin my first
vear of college, but instead of taking senior trips or going to the lake, | would be
spending another summer at rehab. Relapse was normal, bust | did not expect o get
caught. Skip a meal here, skip a meal there; 1 did not think anyone would notice.
After check-in [ had to go to the group session. This was my second go
aroind; 1 knew how t work the system. All | needed to do was smibe, be open, act
huppy, and eat just enough 1o gain a couple pounds. Amanda taught me that the
first timae | was here. She was my roommate and nry best friend. Luckily, she would
be my roommate again, She was back for her fourth time. We broke all the rules.
Wi stayed wp past curfew: we communicated with the outside world; she smoked,
sived we had a scale in our room, That was the biggest no-no of them all. 1 was
ohsessed with checking my weight on an hourly basis. Every day, atter my shower,
I stood i front of the mirror, checked my reflection, and pulled the scale out from
et choset. Completely naked, | would step on the scale and check my weight.
As the weeks went by, my welght slowly went up, and eventually bith
Amanda and 1 were released. We wrote letters and Facchooked. We were still best
friends, constantly scheming on the best ways to lose weight. |oved her.
4
Four years later, after my initial diagnosis of anorexia | sit here with a chean
Wil of health. However, everything has changed. 1 will struggle with anorexia for
b rest of my life, but my story has a hopeful ending, | was one of the lucky ones. |
il look in the mirror not always happy with the rellection staring back at me, but
that ks nkay because the will to be healthy outweighs the want to be skiniy. My best
(riensl, Amanda, never learned that lesson, and died last summer because she never
ot hetter. She would not admit she had a problem.
Amanda’s death allowed me 10 accept that | had a problem. 1 do not want o
die, il | want to live a full Life. 1 book st my reflection in the mirror and finally sec

the real me. Tam five foot two and one hundred and fifteen pounds, and it is good

ettty b e
My reflection is me.
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[ am the caplain
OF my lifs ship,
I choose the direction
speed
and power,
It is up to me to create
The beauty
prace

and serenity
Aboard my ship.
Make it a place worth living.
Make niy life worth living,
I decide where to
Drop my anchor,
Pause (oe o bit and
Marvel at the beauty around me,
Andd when to sail ahead
To reach a destination
That awaits along the horizon.
There will be many

Obstacles during my long voyage,
lcebergs

Hurricanes
Rogue waves
That will try to stop me,
Prevent me from experiencing
A truly happy life,
But 1 have built my ship
To be sturdy.
To withstand life’s disturbances.
To get hin
Feel the impact and destruction
And become stronger.

1 AM THE CAPTAIN

KmEsTey DunGan

1 will not allow my ship to
Remiain anchored in the harbor
Ot of fear,

Fear is the enemy:
Instead, | will journey with her
Around the world,
Through the smooth and
Rough sailing,
Experiencing all life has to offer.
Be an inspiration,

Make o difference,

I am the captain
Of my life's ship,
| hold all power
controld

and freedom.

j ANUS WESTMINSSTETHE z

TAX1 OF TRUTH CHELSEA TUTHILL _
She hailed the cab from the curb, trying her best not 1 get d
|l-.|u!‘il1.lﬂ].n.hu”!mll'il:ﬁl-lh-lf- As it pulled up, the tires slodhed SRl
she front of her deess, The evening was not going as she had plansill == =
Why hadn't he shown up? She wondered as she stepped it the ssli 1
.Irmrghﬂdnlhrfrﬂﬂlhrﬁum!ﬂ%mmrmmg? il
“Uan you just drive ap the street please? 'l know it whien | soe 501
rolled his eyes. Another lost lover, he thought to himself
b cab began to steam up from the high heat and her valet i
e azed out the window at the deserted street. Thir driver was
the things that were so familiar to her. The fountain where they .
calé where she had run into him again. The clothing store where b SSRsk
(hveir first date after running into cach ather for the third time that Wik
Her friends had told her that she was crazy. She knew that s i
meetings had ot been accidental. It was fate. Buz maybe fate was
wide. They had planned this evening for a few weeks now, .
saking reservations at their favorite place. She had waited for over ait st bk
hie headm’t shown. '
Ive driver sighed, “Seen it yet!” )
“No” Her eyes filled with tears. She knew that whatever wis wil gt
end of this ride would not be what she wanted. .-
She warsted a life with him. She wanted to know that she could s
rminute with him without the fear of him ever disappearing, Ashehad

jonight. . |
It was two years age today that they had met. It was a year ago [
liad told her that he loved her, Tt was three months earlier when she had smefied &
perfume that was not her own. It was a month earlier when she saw a arniall avwni
ol whoss on his collar. She had never said a thing.
She sat in the taxi contemplating her life. She began to weigh the poos sl
cons of their relationship, 1 conld go where [ know he is. I could finally
him, | could yell. Tcould cry. He could come back to me.,
ﬁpn]ngmltﬂmtﬂmh:lwﬁm.hnhhlmmwtmnuﬂ .
The cab driver sighed. Why do all of these women ride in my cab lookiing s
lost and sad? Its always the same story. Why do they make the same milstakes!
“Slow down,” she half yelled at the driver. He slowed and stopped ot the
curh and she gazed out the window, Yes, it was just as she had thought. His mapeil
was parked outside the restaurant. The restawrant where the waitress with the long
begs anad perfect hourglass figure worked. The restaurant with the
apartments above that the same waitress lived in. Al of her knowledge based o
what e had casually mentioned before, pieces thal she pieced together on her own,
Hier throat chosed. Thire was a movement from the alley; he was
sansnberinig fowards the scooter, a smirk on his face, his Tair tousled anc his clothes
wrinked, She inhaled deeply, For once she wa able to owdy release her breath at
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the sight of him, She stared at him, and in that moment everything melted away,
He looked into the cab and saw the fece of the most beautiful woman in
the world, Then he recognized the face, but saw calmeness in it where he didn't

expect 10 find it. She looked at him and gave him a smile. He quickened his pace,

but she turned away. He saw her speaking to the driver, and the cab drove away.

It all going to be okay, In fact, it will be even better than okay. Llife
will be perfect now. She settled back in her seat, gave the cab driver her address,
happy that she had never moved in with bim.

The driver relaxed as well, happy 1o see that she was no bonger crying in
the back of his cab. Happy that she was not broken and torn apart like so many
before had been. When she went 10 pay him he smiled at her and said, “No miss,
this one |s an me; enjoy the rest of your life”

HOSPITAL LIGHT Rachir HovLpex

I woke to find the room was choked with light,
though sleep exuded still from every pore.

I watched you dozing peacefully, a sight

Id seen a hundred times but still adored.

A dream was playing slyly on your face,

a daring plot of cabbages and kings

whose heroic movements only [ could trace,
down rabbit holes with bread and butter wings.
A lovely place to be so trapped, my dear

so far away from disinfected halls,

where rotten fruit and paralyzing fear

have slowly bred inside these captive walls.

But here, drink me and run away, I'll come,
Fight your monster, wake, and you'll have won,

JZ2 00 mwm

MmO
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FINALLY LETTING GO
KinsTen DuNGaN

1 kmvow | once said | loved you.
That [ seoald mever

Force you to leave
Your place by my side. .
You wrrl.-!.‘rnpl:nl:;tmn 1 needed. ';:Lﬂ-';ﬂ x.lu:un:;;:lg
My only true friend. : P i
With vou I felt strong was getting 1 ntm;r
Dietermined You told me | was in co
And had a purpose. But you held complete l:nnlrl:l avET T
1 fielt able to overcome anvthing. You told me [ was fat o
Starvation Though everyone could see the
Destruction bones through my pale, lifeless skin.
And Death. You told me | was ugly, worthles,
You were my everything, and and unable to love or be loved.
Yosp ot me: ofwe step closer to my ultimate ij: w‘l’uﬂt:lt::.?:u
Absaluse Perfection. anted to ki
Loved seeing me ln pain

But this was all a fantasy And 1 failed to see this part of you,

Imagined solely as a way Lo escape
emotional pain
Agd | ksow that ook,
Tﬂu]ur m!':'f““ "ve mioved asm mow,
';HI'IZIL ¥ t am abbe to noaw see who you were
v And what you were doing to me.
Deadly. . .
Yo consumed my every waking moment That M. il I;L‘;'I}"Du w'lr.I}H
With lies Try MLTumm Win mr ‘.-_ "~
You will hannt the p of my
And filse deeams. Sasidny

‘Im[]:“immm[,::::l:]rmh The differemsce 18 [ now know the troe yoaL.
h::-mﬁ-lf-uwumn 1 know I can take care of myself

\ n future

Aol the awe of the world around me. ii:::;’:::“ gk
Life life Happy

Fres
Full of love and energy
And all without yoar hedp.

I'm sorry, but

F'im finally ketting go.
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SOUR MILK Marriew Axrone

Hand on the good book that | never read,
Promising your freedom but ['ve boen known to fib,
So don't mind me holding the prosecutor’s hand with
anather on the awiich,

I've been waiting to fry you for what 1 did,

[ swear to bedl the truth,
Or at least what [ feel is best,
1 am the paranoka,
The reason why this wasn't different,

But the chair wasn't big enough,
Sorry tor that inconvenience
Bui someone needed 1o pull the switch
While the other is suspected of treason

I am Uncle Sam'’s mistress,
The thought process of a homegrown insurgence
I am the leach of liberty,

Appearing through vour insecurities, R““:m::fd‘h”:f::!t:::ldn.

I am of the legislative vermin, In the darkness they held ber down,

The termites of your branches ﬁg:lxﬁihhr;mm,
The result of hungry thi me,
e Y™ The bastard of Lady Liberty,

I am the result of an intolerant town,
The afterbirth of a King
Before the colontal clou,
I ' was the paranoia that cushioned crowns
I am your need for governance,
And a remedy for the insubordinate

Revolutionary, orderly and contradictory
Like the lovers of liberty who carved their
initials imto fathes's tres

The judge, jury, and judictal jezebel,

I'm the means to an end,
The king, parliament, or insurgency,
I can be whatever your anxieties need,

] A NUD S WESTMINSTER COLLEGTE

FROMAGE FORT RACHEL HOLDEN

We sturmbled o of the catscombs and into the nearest park, laughing in relief
i thie sunlight of Paris and the promise of food. We setiled on a park bench between the
trees and prepared ourselves for the contents of ny back pack. Despite the coolness of
1he catacombs the smell had found us even there. It seeped out of the seams of my bag
with 1 potency 1 feared would quicken the bones that had surronnded us. As we moved
ieoigh the rows of skulls | could fieel the empty eyes moving with ez, drawn by the
swerpewering scent. As | moved my hand 1o the clasp of the bag, | saw Maria move
lurther away down the bench, | envied her neat, clean summer clothes still untainted by
he monstrosity that | had carried on my back each day since coming to Paris. | looked
dumen at what | was wearing, my last set of clothes. The only set still untouched by the
dour that seemed to have sunk into my skin. It was an outfit that | was particularly
protd of; a pleated skirt matched a thin cardigan which matched button-up shoes which
matched an Alice band to top it off. 1 never matched. The innocence of this outfit was
almiost aggressive.

The stench hrought my thoughts back to my bag, It was crowding me; it would
o wait, 1 held my breath and ripped the backpack open, The smell hit me with now
luniliar force,

Each day we did this, toting through the streets of Paris a loaf of bread and a
lumsp of cheese so powerful it blazed o path across the city. Our after-school jobs had
Ierousght s 1o Paris, but they weren't going to feed us very well, It was the cheese that
waved us, We wore It lke armour. No longer school girls, we pulled this final barrier
Ietween us and the world, [t was that absolutely potent, leave-t-too-long-it-turns-ihlo-
& comachous-life-form kind of cheese. Fromage Fort, as the locals would say. Its naime
Fpoisses Berthant, and it was our constant companion, Despite its erange hue which
conizld st be described as radioactive. Despite a taste best associated with dampg feet and
arsinia, we boved i We shouldnt have, but we did

| handed the bread to Maria and she ripped it in half - a pleasure we took by
s - | unwrapped Epoisses. The flesh was soft enough to be scooped up with the bread
andl we ladled it eagerly into our mouths. The pulsing life of it was almost enthralling
alter the dank corridors of the catacombs, Within a matter of moments we were
sirreninded by pigeons. This was a food only French pigeons could enpoy, and they did
We handed aver our scraps resentfully. | brushed the crumbs off my skirt, careful not ti
Jisturly the pleats. But in one moment, we were pulled from our comfortable deeams of
Fromage Fort,

The sudsben parting of the pigeons heralded the arrival of a middle aged man
wihis | had noticed oozing around the park for some time. His over-average paunch was
comstricied by a waterproof jacket which seemed odd given the heat of the August day.
Wiih a soft voice he introduced himself, cutting through our fromage foriress, first in
Vrench and then, after our protests, in English. He explabned to s that he was writer
He luad written a story he was making into 8 filim and maybe. he suggested, weil want
tir be part of in? Held pay us of course, A hundred Earos for half an hour, With the dusty
b bel, pever before necdesd in my shelered life, lying uscless in my benign smile, |
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enguired about the plot. He paused and looked thoughiful
you wionld be a maid”

-Silence- “and I would find you stealing my things”

1 - L = : r
. -Nothing- “and youd say” He put an a high voice: “'Please don't call the police, I

will do anything you want, but don't call the police!™

| heard the fintest of riging,

Bieing British has never let me down so badly

‘Oh I'm terribly sorry” -glancing at my watch- “1 think we have to meet oar
purents. Mavte another dme”

O, Well, maybe twenty minutes?”

“No.” Maria said, her large eyes cold behind larger and colder sunglasses

“You speak for her?”

"Yes." She sakd

We left the park.

“Was he asking,..*”

“UHh yeah,”

"

The fromage fort, no longer an armowr around us, clung to my pleated skir,
headband and matching cardigan -in retrospect the school girl look is not to be advised,

Huoww best oo phrase ig? “Well,

Wirsin BorpEers TENZING DHAKHWA

IAH{I?-""Eﬁl"""*"I"."‘H'”'III'I

LITTLE GREEN FLOWERS ANNA BOHN

Janie fielt the crlsp October air sifi through her curly brown hakr. She fuie e
up at the bleak grey sky, then closed her eyes and 1ok a deep breath, emclling the
Adcad Jeaves skittering around below her. She could hear the shricks of loughter and
clink of swing chains drifting over from the schoolyard half a block away. She was
pposed to be with them. playing before the school day stasted. But she had an

mportant job to do. So she kept her eyes dosed and thought about Rot

Mora, with her big blue eyes., sat at the stumpy-legged little table in the
playroom, wearing the puify princess dress she had gotten for her birthday. The
tedhdy bears on the wallpaper looked on enviously as Nora neatly arranged Janbes
dolls around the table, When everything was perfect, Nora clapped her hands
imperiously. “Oh, servant girl! Bring the 1eal”

Tamie handled the plastic teapot carefully as she walked slowly around the
table. Tt was her turn o be the servant. Nora had said that since they were at Janies
house, lante had 1o be a good hostess and serve her guest

Filling each cup with the grape juice “tea)” Janic made her way closer to
Mora, As she leaned over to fill Noras cup, she wobbled on her too-big dress-up
heels, and the teapot dropped square into Nora’k lap, splashing deep, sticky purple
oIl over the pink ribbons and tulle of the beautiful dress. For a moment, the two girks
looked at the mess, and then bath burst inte tears. “Mrs. Hilson!™ Nora sobbed, and
lanic’s mother came running in from the kitchen. “Mrs. - hic - Hilson, Janie - hic
Iy~ - ruined my dress! She did it on purpase!”

“Wo I dide’t, mamemal”

“She did. she did! Janke wanted to be princess, but it wasn't her turn, and she
rilled the tea all over my new chressl”

lanie was struck dumb. Maybe she had wanted to be princess, but she knew
Jse would have gotten her turn, 1t really was just an accident. But Jankcs mother
mistook her pensiveness for a tacit conlession, snd sent her off to the cormer while
shie pently shushed the whimpering andd blotchy princess

I the time-out corner was a small, framed square of fabric, with the words,

[real others as you want fo be treated” stitched in glittering gold on o
cream-cnbored '|'~..||.'k|:|.|1.ll.ll1l.| Fven befose lanie could read, she knew what thess
wondls said. Her mother had tanght her, so that she could think about them when

e il done wrong, Usually, wrong meant pulling the dog's tail or throwing a fit
ot having to finish her asparagus at dinner. But now, Janie tasted for the fird
tine the bitterness of injustice. She had been 100 shocked to defend hersell. She felt
hetrayed by her mother's imperceptiveness, und cheated by her friend's unfair
W tisation. Nora went lome for the day not long after Janie’s incarceration ended
Jashe lad longed 1o push her right out the door. Shie ate her vegetables quietly that
|||l,:||lI anil resolved .l.l'l'-'|'|!|"'!| o h‘l.-III'IIJ IJl.'l for hfﬁ“.!lrrrl'lﬂfl then on

The two girls had lived next door to each ather for about a year. Noras
faimiily liail moved into the neighborhood and were quickly befriended by the
Hilsoms: They threw Neora and Janie together os often as possible, 1o give Mora a
{iiemal kin bier i I|l.'IH|:I|'I-|!I|'|IIIII| [hey plaved together most afternoans, and they
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walkedd 1o schonl together every morning, Except for when Nora went to Di

world for her birthday, and got 10 miss & whole week of school, Jmlewﬂk:du:ﬁrnm
blocks o Roosevell Elementary by herself that week, and rather enjoyed iz She
ilmn'-r.lﬂlmd at the beautiful princess dress from the Magic Kingdom when Nors
returned,

The day afler the tea was sphlt, Nora was over for after-school playtime agsin
while her ml.:hlhl:rnml father were at work. The weather was warm, so Mrs. Hilson
ket the twe girls play in the yard while she weeded the pansies in the window boxes,
Mora played with her Skip-it while Janie drew chalk flowers on the driveway, her
head bent Intently towards her work. Nora 1ok & misstep and the Skip-it skidded
away into the grass. She booked over at Janic’s flowers and said, “Janie, you're doing it
wrong. Flowers can't be green”

Janie raised her head up warily. "Green is my favorite color. My daddy!
Ep‘:‘imjhﬁt like mine. And when he comes home from his trip mﬂhh h.-ﬁif‘

i,

“He won't be able to see them if its nighttime, And besides, he'll probably
think they're ugly, and just say he likes them because he has to. Nobody }fku green
flowers.”

fanie set her litthe jaw and went back to work. But when Nora turned her
ln_ci:. she picked up the blue chalk and began to scribble over the green lines. Mrs.
lflln{n stood up at the other end of the yard and called over 1o the girls to say that
Noras mﬂn’;&mﬂ be hame any minute, and that they should cdean up,

ie did not want o Jeave for school the pext 3
R e et morning. “Can't | go to work
i “Swoetheart, if you're not sick. you have to go. Everyone has 1o go. Its anly

“You're mom’s right, baby” said Mr. Hilson. "Youa have

N oot r. Hilson. “You by gor tor schaou] just
; Jande thought of Nora’s birthday trip and knew this wasn't true, but she
d_ldu'l argue. She walked outside and saw Nora, with her Lisa Frank backpack and
I@n-uplnm_l:alum waiting at the end of the front walk, The weather was chilly,

and a light mist was falling. Janie dragged her feet a5 she walked with Nora - or

rather behind her. Nora bounced happily along and jumped in puddles lefi from

a ralnstarn early that morning. Their route to the elementary school passed by 1

hause with a retaining wall out in front. right along the sidewalk. It started

E-:nl‘fwmﬁdtw feet - but it got much higher. Nora dopped to look at the wall,
then up o the low part and h i

pptonteciecs dab huc{n stepped higher and higher, until she was

“Nora, you should get down. My mom doesn't let me climb that wall, She
says it’s dangerous”

“You can’t tell me what to deo.” said Nora, tossing her blonde hair, *Your
maom probably said that because she knows how clumsy you are. I'm much mwore

graceful. T take ballet”™ Nora began to do plids on top of the wall
lanic felt her face get hot. Tears jumped t0 her eyes. She was angry: She
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wanted to shout. She wanted Nora 1o fall off that wall and learn her lsson.

And suddenly, Nora lost her footing. For a moment shie wobbled back and
torth, her arms flapping as if she were a baby bird trying to take Might. Bait ahe iy
fly. She let out a sharp yelp as she tumbled over, falling towards the sdewalk ten
et bebow, instead of the soft grass only inches behind her. Her arm and shoalder

1it First, but Janie coudd still hear a thump when her head made contact with the
ravement, Janie stared, wide-eyed, for only a moment, before running to the mearncst

iloor for help.
Nora went to the hospital, and Janie was late for school, She didn't play

mich at recess. mostly sitting near the fence and staring down the block, towards
thse wall. When she got home, her muther told her that Nora had a broken arm and
 srall erack in her skull, She wouald have to stay st the hospital for a while. Janie
andded and cried, and Mra. Hilson told her that it was okay to worry for her friend,
bouit she was sure Nosa would be fine in time. Janie went into her playroom and sat in
ilie time-out Cormer.
Janie was afraid of this power she had discovered inside herself. She had
e Nora fall. She had wanted Nora to get hurt, and that's exactly what happened.
i1 was her fault. But she didn't know how 1o confess this to her parents. They might
not lowe her anymore, knowing that she had done such a bad thing.
‘The gold letters in the frame on the wall sparkled and jumped out at her,
i the light streaming through the gauzy curtains. She hadn't treated Nora the way
st wentld have wanted Nora to treat her. Janie had broken her family’s biggest rule,
v she hid broken Noras arm, and scraped up her rosy round face, and broken her
shiny blonde head. Janie thought ghout what it miast be like in the hospital. That's
wheere babies came from, but its also where they took Grandpa when he got sick He
pirver came back from the hospital Janie knew Nora wiasn'l odd Hke Grandpa, bt
e was't ssire whether her mother really knew that Nora would get better.

Janbe had to make things better, She had beoken the golden rule, but there
was o one to punish her. She had put herself in time-out, but Janie realized that
Vine-out wasiit enough when she had urt someone so bad that she had 10 go o
ihe lwspital. She had never done amything this bad, so she didn't know what a fair
prinishment would be. Janie zat in the time-out corner for a hﬂllﬂlﬂ-ﬂl‘lﬂ thought
sl thowght and thought., In the end, she knew what she should do. 1t was only fair.

The next morning, Janie walked to school alone. Her father had offered to
walk with het, so that she wouldn't be lonely without Nora. But she told him she
could dio i hersedf, “That's my big girl” Mr. Hilson beamed, "Next thing | know,
you' Il b asking for roy car keys!™

Janie kissed her parents goodbye and walked out the door with purpose.

e weatlser was overcast, like the day before, and the wind had picked up. The
given flowers in the driveway had been washed away by the previous day’s rain.

Now, as she stood at the top of the wall, the wind nudged at her back,
breaking her out of her reverie and reminding het of what she had come to gk, Her
eves hasl been spueered tight, and she had sen pink, parple, groen and blue behind

tver eyelids. Hat o she saw the grey sky, the brown leasés, the sl - colored side
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SOUL MADE OF BREAD Eviiiy GRaxp

My wile and [ are walking throwgh the aisles of Sams Club, bost between
lant boxes of cereal and even bigger packages of toilet paper. 1 push the cart as she
runs through the grocery list, meticulously organized on a spread sheet and printed
fresh this morning, She mumbles to herself while we move through the rows; I'm
bost i thought as usual, taking in all this stuff in the store. That's what gets me about
this place, the sheer smount of stuff. Piled high 1o the ceiling, the boxes watch as
their predecessirs are yanked from shelves and 1ossed roughly into oversized carts,
I imagine them in the same way | did when [ was a 16 year old stock boy, as ald
friends wishing cach other luck before they go. Mavbe it is the boxes' way of saying
poodbye while acknowledging that this is what they've been created for, 1o hold up
tox the fast paced lives of the people sround them. “Hurry ap” my wife chides. “or
we'll miss the movie™ | push the cart on towards the bakery, moving fast to make her

happy;

The marriage of flour, butier, and yeast perfumes the air around the bakery,
and | breathe it in reveling in memories. It reminds me of my preparatory days, the
smell. My ivy-coated campus was just down the road fram a busy bread factory full
of blue collar workers and wonderful aromas. In good weather, [ would lay in the
Rrass, eyes closed against the sun, nostrils taking in the smell of fresh baked bread.
The smell of the workers' pride, rising up through the vents to ensure me | was not
alone in my new and unfamiliar white collar world. A smell thas wrapped me in the
knowledge that there were others near me who toiled for their food and 1ok
nothing for granted. The smell became my greatest comford, my enly friend amongst
wealthy boys who took no notice of me. The bakery here isn't ke that though: it has
ni pride. | can watch as a tired looking worker wearing a coat thick with flour and
sweat loads loafs into the oven. Her worn expression reminds me of mine afier g
long night stacking produce. Her coat reminds me of the one | used 10 wear when |
worked in the grocery, a tired blue smock thick with grime,

“Hurry up” my manager chides, "that old bread isn't going to arrange dself”

It's such a stupid comment that 1 don't even bother to respond. He lumbers
away in his familiar gail, laughing ot his own joke. He's probably off to harass one of
the girls working the register, but at least he's left me along to get back to work., 1 sigh
%o myself as I pull out another loaf of stale rye from an alsused box. The box locks
like | feel: miserable, 1 hate this job. 1 hate this smock. | hate my manager. [ hate the
Horescent lights and the scent of bicach which doesnt quite mask the stench of used
diaper. 1 hate the way the costumers treat me like an idiot, just because [ work the
micnight shifi. T hate the way they pull me from my reprieves 1o ask if wie've got any
of that new Hamburger Helper their next door neighbor told them they simply have
to try. 1 bate that | am here.

| had seen the help wanted sign on the abused bulletin board in iy hall ‘The
cracked cork and exposed cardboard was usually reserved fog poorly veilid
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: red which made the ad for workers a misfit, like me. | wis
rll-:l.': i—:rr;nwﬂ?: ::;.-“:;ﬁ mmuhlp. The only one from n.brnh.r.-n bt bkl :Erk“
with the sweat from my mother's brow, The oaly boy with a single. tattered suil |
anid e tie. Everyone had money: everyone knew that one day they would Tl:l:::"m
[HIWET. | wanied 1o L'.:I'H.'I'W‘thﬂ'.lr world of scotch and UH-ﬂHﬂf‘. wanted 1o : (1)
with starched old men wheo really knew a thing or two about miaking masney, Their
ol was a glamorous one @ felt 1 could be a part of, if | became an ﬂiw'rl;:ll o
Nisding my poor beginnings. The dull yellow paper advertised for a graveyand stoc
by, Graveyard, where no one of note would ever find me. 2 ‘

I was the only person to apply for the shift. The hours were long, the pay wa
swiul, and the labor strenuous, but all | could see was a saving grace for my mother
sl e, 1 called her after my interview, just to bet her know she wouldn't need luh
warry about paying for board the next semester. | could bear a hint pFllwi'I!h:L'n f:'h
yuice when she said she was proud of me, shame from II_H.' knowdedge it was her fau
| needed to work at all. She wished me luck before hanging up so she could make it
i her own graveyard shift at a small diner. A part of me wished she would have told
i was sorry Instead,

i ITLlrt:drw-u:hﬂu next night. My manager handed me an old. sky blue
vk in his dimby lit warehouse office. He looked me over, scanning me in a way
(st made me nervous, made me fidget a bit in the confined space. T4 pever had a
jmuany stare at nse like that, It was a stare that was intent un.tilclrlg in all the I:l:il'u.n:i-
and dietails of my body. | cleared my throat Lﬁﬂm ?]erﬂ and [ watched him
anrtle, awakened from some subconscious ams of e .

o I|'I.“{u'llI:nq!wnm-ll i have somie new meat on staffy I'Ltg,rur:thlrd. I've got am;nd
teeling about you kid, You remind me of a boy | used m'..tmn'-'. I nodded my hea y
1l ledt the cramped space, eager to be away from him. Safe from his cyes. | r:::dn:
sy shirt and threw the indigo doth over my head. It smelied ﬂlmu[rd n;liit. v
i olil. 1 imagined that one day the jacket | donned before work might be m

i wosnl instead of gr. :

" Stocking wﬂtﬁbﬂd miost nights, as long as m:rmnug:rdjdat:t ;u;:ud
sver, running his mouth. He only ever talked 10 me about fucking. Who he :
where hed fucked, which one of the high school drop ﬂlﬁ!lﬁﬂ.ﬂ'i':l-ﬂgﬂ'il'-‘ ug!lr;r;
winihd be best 1o fuck, Every other word -mprniaumd foul. Every other
[ushed ot at the uﬂﬁﬂuﬂm}:lﬂ;mmh!ﬂ; xd m.f- rl:l-ﬂp:ﬂu:lu"ﬁ ?:TLI.I-:HH;::;:H
ilwn maa b gt awary. | my wn, my ¢
Al 'Imrlilﬁﬁafrd me 1o join fn. Eventually he hh:-uld;g;:l bored and leave 12:
busther somseone else, mambling under his breath, talking away to a ghost only he
couthd see. Al T could | see was the way he stared at me on the linoleum floor, eyed

e I8 the sume way he had in his office. Eyed me like a hungry dog eves a bone.

1 worked four days a week, stocking aisles from 9 at night to 5 in the

moning. 1 worked alane: | got good at avoiding my manager. To h!-tpm}'.ldd[ e

wsccuphed, | would imagine the fives of the produce | piled under mirrors and ma

been, what kind of sedl it rested upon until i was
| wandered where that tomato had been, plpolmeamed shew s .
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hell. | imagined the tin cans as they once were in the factory, Large sheets, proud and
whole. | thought of their sorrow in being cut down and stuffod full of tuna, carrots,
and beans. [ narrated their stories, assured them as they were piled one on top of
the other that | was listening. Assured them | understood where they had been and
where they would go.

There were always a few nightiy interruptions from these fantasies, little
maoments of human contact. A tired Jooking mother with 2 screaming baby on
her hip wanted to know where the wine was. A drunken teen and a drunken old
lady wanted to know where we kept the Twinkies. Two men held hands next to the
raspberries, but dropped them when [ came near. Daly one asked where we kept

the condoms while the ather fiddled with his wedding band. They all adhered 1

my imagination. They made it seem like the world was unchanging, as though they
would always be in transition from exhausted 1o rested, drunk 1o sober, fearful 1o
proud, They didn't seem to know what my mother used to tell me, that the night is at
ils cruehest just before the dawn,

It 1 AM and I'm sill stock piling stale bread and damaged goods onto
the discount shelves near the butcher shop. 1 hum quictly to myself, imagining 'm
an ambulance driver who has brought these injured proghucts to the hospital. [ well
them they'll be cured on the shelves, that they Il like the dim lighting in this ares, so
different from the bright white in the rest of the store. I hear a rushed yet familiar
stride betind me and prepare myyvsell 1o listen o another vulgar story. The footsteps
are close now and suddenly he's locked onto my neck. He is dragging me like a baby
dall, pulling me away from the discount section. He's dead silent as he jerks my body
around, covering my mouth with his hand. He tastes of sweat and lron as [ bite at
his palm. 1 kick my legs, | try to scream, My heart rages and thunders into iy chest,
desperately trying to escape. Wee're close to the packages of chuck roast and ground
becl when he stops pulling me forward and climbs on top of me, pinning me to the
thoor. | stare up at the weathered face of my manager, into his crazed and distant
eyes. He slaps me hard across the face, ny head spinning as he pulls close to my ear.

“You Ged damn piece of shit, I'm tryin’ to save your life! I told you 1o get
down in that ditch and that was a God damn order. Them Chariles are everywhere,
they're hiding in this whole fucking jungle so when your CC tells you to get down,
vou pet downf”

He hits me again and my vision starts to blur, the fluorescents pounding into
my eyes like hammers. He starts to hit his own head instead, psychotically pounding
hits skull with his fist. I see then where the taste of iron is coming from, fram deep
slashes on his left arm effusing blood. A thick trail of red shows our path to this part
of the store, the light blue of my smock is now a wet black. He stops hitting himself
and starts hitting me agaln. raging against my chest and my stomach, whimpering
to me that it will all be alright. becawse he is my company commander and he's not
going to bet me die in this tropical hell. He calls me a name that doesn’t belong 1o me
as he drives a fist into my side. 1 fec a rib crack and close my eves againat the white,
leeting my body fall towards the Mack.

Thie stromg scent of smelling salt fills my lungs lke acid ihrusting me pwake,
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I takes a moment for me to steady my breathing, 1o adjust to the pain inmy side
itin the broken rib. | think that my shirt and pants must have been removed
pecanse T'm so cold, | feel a steady drafi of air over my body; | hear heavy breathing
just above my face. My eyes flutter open a bit with curiosity, but all they can manage
o conwey back to me i a large, blurred mass above me.,

“You alright kid? You'd taken quite a beating when [ found you”

My manager's voice alarms me. It too gentle. too caressing, a different

being from the one who attacked me. 'm suddenly very aware of my body and how
frail it seems. 'm very awnre that | shouldn't be here right now, that something is
wrong. | push myself into a sinting position on the couch, use all my strengih 1o holst
vy head up and steady it on my shoulders. | try to speak, but my lips doa’t seem to
mowve yet, My tongue sits thick and useless against my teeth.

“Easy there, take it slow. You can rest up on my couch for as long as you
need. | promise to take care of you”™ | see his hand reach for my hair, covered in
bute marks from my useless retaliation, It reaches for my pale body covered in our
crusted blood. As though electricity has restarted my heart, my tongue springs 1o life
and my whole body is wide awake, buzzing with anticipaton,

“My clothes, give me my clothes” There's a tome in my voice I've never heard
betisre, If he is a dog eyeing a morsel of meat, then [ am the master, telling him it
Felongs oy me. Tve never fielt this power before, though 1 know its only in ary head.
I'm not stronger than he 15 He stares ot me, his softened but I'lisht-l.'niﬂg
e pression taking in my form with more thirst than ever. | see the sorrow in his eyes
i he watches my chest rise on his couch. I stare back into the drooping eyes of my
savige attacker, my predatory rescuer, until e moves toward the haphazard pile of

my things, chearly removed in fervor.
Away from his office, 1 stumble into 3 bathroom and lock the door behind

i, | witsh my face with warm water irom the tap, slowly unveiling the damage as |
Clewn, My left eye is swollen shut and braises are sprouting all over my body,
|‘|"“|“i“’.ﬂ- like Black and blue flowers. | ﬂ-]'l:l:l.l.l.lr laweer my thin 1-shirt over nmy chest,
wincing as 1 moae rurm:nﬂ walk towards the entrance of the siore, A farmiliar
el makes me panse for a moment just before 1 exit the doors, near the bakery. It
wak always empty when [ worked. but now theres a hﬂﬂ.m-l'}'ﬂl irl alicing layers of
fresh baked bread and laying them carefully into cellaphane bags. She's quietly

hsomnaiog to herself, Eﬂ“h’ riking a knife through her livelihood. | tack one of the
{resh loaves under my arm and walk out. its heat warmbng my body through ey
alibrt
It's been a long time since | worked in the grocery. | wear a nice jacket to
work. | send money home to my mother. | spend my days dreaming up lives for
bents rather than tin cans. I've placed the blee smock in 4 nearly-forgotien mem-
wiy. The half nuked boy with a broken rib only floods my mind when the smell of
bippaal flioods my senses. We stand together in this Sam’s Club for the first time in
wuany years, admiring a nice Joaf of sourdough. “Hurry up” my wife chides, "or we'll
ailes the movle” 1 hurry to catch up and make her happy, giving the scarred teenager
a svindd, awuring him the aight 15 it her erpelest before the dawn,
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LonGinGg FOr CHILD PROOF Cuevsea TuTHILL

Time mawves by so slowly,
I xit and wait by the clock.

Tick, thek, tick. there is no tock.

Diried remnants of baby food and Goldfish crumbs:
I dont want to get up for fear of stabbing my foot with a Barbie shos.

1 listen. Close, lang, hard.

Mo sound bt the tick, tick, tick,

The time s approaching. | should really move froam this couch,

5.

What am [ walting for?
e freedam to hop sponiancously in the car and take you away from here.
Dinner and a movie, Simple enough.
A weekend in the mountalns, listening to streams and birds,
Even better
What about a baseball game? That used to be our favorite.

CONCRETE CONFINED MATTHEW ANTONE
should 1 cook dinner?
A slir comes from the other room, just the slightest creeke
Thek, tick, tick
1 wait still.
[he msetronamic tone soothes me.

Janus GABRIELLE DEIMEKE

blanket on
One eye open,

5:31.

The garage door opens slowly and | hear your cas pull in.
| pretend to be asleep, in the messy, child torn living room.
Mayhe then you'll understand my day.

You kneel next to me, | inhale sharply, hoping that this is it
That you'll pick me up and take me away.
“Honey, where's dinner? I'm famished.”
Another gentle kiss. You leave
Tick, tck, tick.

I lay mv head back on the spit up stained pillow and throw a Beauty and the Beast

| fee] yoour warm breath, the scent of your aflershave, a soft kiss on my temple.

=

I
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MY LIFE Breox Evaxs

| awake in & queen bed, with red finings barely dinging to the comers. | sit
up. There, as | swipe the crust from my eyes, my vision slowly focuses on the image
of niysell. Then, my arms stretch toward the ceiling, hands clenched, and fisce
contorted as | try to catch my breath, Soon, my cover will be tossed in the alr
and my body would be instantaneously energized with the rising of the sun. First
thougl, my hand will lave o probe the floor for my glasses, which were
nonchalantly discarded the night before. With my newfound strengih, 1 walk over
the mirror, which (aces my bed and mouth to msell, “Today is the day”

After a shower and a review of my wardrobe, | am ready to start my day, The
plastic wrap over the yellow carpet squeaks as | glide down the stairs. Light shines
through the window, hailing knto my eyes as | round the corner, through the dining
room, and into the kitchen. Turning my head away from the light, | make my
standard breakfast: pancakes, eggs. and sansage. As [ flip the pancakes, my mind
Hips though possible reactions, With every crack of an egg, my resolve cracks, When
the sausage sizzles, my emotion sizeles. 1 eat quickly due to my nervousness and
decide to watch television to rela until my grandmother returns home.

At three aclack the familiar jingle creeps closer to the back door. The shiny
silver handle slowly twists 1o the right. My grandmother’s petite, skinny body strides
through the door as the sun twinkles off her long, sleek hair, smooth skin, and
professional sky blue suit. As she passes me, we exchange hellos before she proceeds
up the stairs and into her room. 1 focus back on Sailor Moon, resolving to tell her
after dinner.

Cmce the last of the potatoes are cooked, mashed, salted, peppered, and
devoured abong side of the buttered corn and baked chicken, my grandmaother
retreats to her room. As the moon creeps up the sky, 1 decide il is now or never. |
venture up the stairs and into my grandmother’s room. She sits in her big cushy red
chair, wearing her black robe and waiching Rising Sun.

“Oh, hey Breon. What do you need?” | stroll past her bed while she takes
her fect off her footrest, pushing it away from her to give me a place to sit. Not one
to sit when nervous, 1 stand in front of the footrest and look down upon my grand-
muother Hike an angel. Here in the moonlight, [ see the fat in her face, the dead ends
of her hair, and the wrinkles of her skin.

“There is something | have o tell you” My speech grows slower though the
sentence

“What is i7" she questions.

“Well, I don't know how 1o tell you.' | reply.

“I'm sure whatever it is you can tell me. You can tell me anything™ My mind
derubits this for a moment, but T decide to go on,

“Well, do you know what it is called when a guy has no interest in dating?™ |
imgquire,

“Oh,” She smiles a oving smile. *Breon, sometimes it is hard for 2 young
man fe et a nioe girl, but §am sure there is one out there for you” Her
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misunderstanding of nry subtle hint throws me through a momentary tizey, but |
recover amoothly and realize that [ would have to be more direct

“Well, Grandmother, | don't think that the right girl is out there; | dont
thitnk any girl is right for me” | stress the word girl the second time | say i

“Nonsense!” she excladms.

“No, Grandmaother, [ don’t think there is a girl out there for me, but there
may be something else...” | leave room for interpretation.

“What do you mean something else, like what?™ A tension In her voice starts
i1 buakld, bt | musi carry om,

“I don't know, just not a girl. .” [ don't realize it, but my voice softens.

*Brean, are you gay?™ The tenséon, as well as the tone and volume of her
wiice grew 1o a screech.
| want the questson to go away, for it dawns on me that | was not ready to tell her.
Yet. the question lingers in the air like a soap bubble that would nit pop. My moath
grows dry: my tongue shriiks and slithers into the back of my throat.

*Yes [ am,” | say in a whisper barely audible.

"What?~ She raises from her chair a little to confirm what | said.

"Yes, T am.” Then, it seems as if she begins sucking up all the alr from the
coorm. Her eyes grow huge, her mouth hangs agape. she hunges forward. and reaches
her hand out. A hot flash streaks across iy face as her nails dig into my skin; blood
pouring from the slits they leave.

“Get out!” Her voice rises 1o a high-pitched shrill. 1 back away: tripping over
the poorly placed foot rest, and falling on my back, She, like the god of war, stancs
wver frve ready to unleash her wrath.

“Giet out now!”

T scramble to my feet and run oot of her room. In a fit of tears, | stomp
down the atairs as the plastic moans. | reach for the dull kb of the Front doar amd
Hing it open. The moonlight rests on my face. | stare into the night and walk. never
rurning back,

I finally stop at a park bench, with bird poo sill clinging to the sides. 1 lay
down there, as | swipe the tears from my eyes. My vision slowly blurs on the
image of the night sky. My legs hang over the side, hands as my pillow, and face
pufy. Soon, the freedom granted by the moon would subside and with its
departure the sun would shine life's realities at me; first thouggh. 1 would have to
probe mry phune for a friend wheo would understand and help. With the newfound
ircedom of being myself, 1 roll over on the bench, and think to myself, “I'll be

alright.”
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THAT FALL FEELING
[ENNIFER WHITE

Stillness.
In the alre
Of the air.
Consuming every noise.
Every barking dog.
Every squealing car.

Every chattering squirrel.
They do not belong in such stillness.
Even the crinkle of
]

falling
leaf

is too much
and the air eats it as the dead organism drops 1o the earth.

ICE QUEENS KirsTEN DUNGAN
Their glassy blue eyes pierce Or ourselves, but
Through the skin of onlookers. Crur beauty is our mask, our
They cannot furm away. Distraction from our true selves.
Their ghostly pake skin, We are bitter cold with hearts of
Shimmering silver hair, and lce, and souls of darkest stone.
Haunting aura We hate much more than we love,
Freeze people instantly where they stand. Destruct far more than we help.
They are ihe loe Orieens. Our blood rans blue and often, being

We are the loe Queens.
We choose beauty over all else,
But beauty deceives.
On the outside we look innoecent,
LUnable to harm the world

Exposed through our own viobent acts,
Liffe has made ws anbreakable,
Shame has made of us a frozen existence,
Far worse than death lself.

We are namb, dead.

We are the loe Cueens,
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FORBIDDEN
JAYME PALMGREN

My revered sin,
Keeping me in limbo
Somewhere between the light
And the dark,
Between white
And black,

Casting me in shades of gray.

My symbol of transition
From something cool, dark and jagged
To the soft, smooth, luminous me
Of tomorrow and beyond,
Keeping me balanced.
Keeping me grounded,

Too tempting to be an angel,
To tender to be anything less.

Enveloped in your arms
In the early morning hours,
| find comfort and hope
Refusing to be confined
By the days to come,
Numbered as they are.

I live, instead, in the now,

I think not of the moons to come
But of the moon as it is tonight.
Light shimmers
Through the window pane
Omto the contrast of cream and umber
Resting peacefully side by side,
Satisfied and Uberated
By the now.
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THE IpENTITY I DIDN'T CHOOSE: THE INSIDE SCO0P ON

THE LIFE OF A GINGER

KATHRYN LEETCH

Let me start by saying that [ hate that stupid word: “ginger” I'm not a fanny
booking, tan, bumpy vegetable, if it can even be considered a vegetable. 1t stinks, o,
You don't shave my skin into your cinnamon - infused hot cocoa in the
winter-time. I'm not an object. I'm not a toy, I'm not a punching bay that has a hole
in it that makes it easier to destroy. | am a woman. | am an independent.
respondible, dedicated person, whio just happens to have a different hair color than
most. I'm a human being, too. So please. refrain from using that silly word - it
offends me.

Most people wouldnt understand that being blessed with a gorgeous headd
of red locks would be a good thing, and | would think you were nuts if you had said
that o me when | was five, but I have learned over the years w0 embrace 15, for more
than one reason. ‘The first being quite obvious: | would simply ook ridicalows with
any other color of hair on my head, and | would have to dye my arm and leg hair, my
evehrows, my eyelashes (everything) to match the ridiculousness. The other reason
| have come 1o sccept my auburn (not orange) hair b bard to put into a few words,
but mainty 1 have realized that it has made me who [ am today, and 1 love myself, so
why change it?

Whien [ was a linthe girl. | can remember being made fun of for my hair
cobor. Keep in mind that 1 dide’t choose 1o have red hair, It's not like 1 tobd the man
upstairs that | wanted to have frecldes and pale skin to go along with the rare color
of hair. 1didn't say, "Hey, God. 50, | was thinking, | want to be the one idiot in the
classroom that has bright orange hair, freckles, and plaster-white skin. [ think |
wanna be the only kid to have red hair kn my family, too, so peaple can call me the
‘red-headed step-child’ and be close to accurate” That's not how it happened.

1 don't know how it happened, really. My mom and dad both have brown
hair. My big brother has dark hair, and my little sister has close-to-blonde hair.
Why did I get screwed? They say it skips a generation.  They say “we™ will be extinct
in less than 50 years. Really? Are we animals? EXTINCT. Do you know what this
means? This means that there willl be no redheads in less than a century. Walt, does
this mean | won't live past 707

Anyway, these were the thoughts that would go through my head on a daily
basis when | was in grade school. 1 couldn’t go a day without hearing some kind of
comment about my hair, | would go home and tell my mom about my day, leaving
ouf the things that really mattered, the things that tore me up inside. 1 didnt
understand why [ was different from everyone else just because of my hair color. I
didn’t seem fair. It still doesn’t.

People wonder why | grew up with a dose-to-zero amount of
self-confidence. Well, you idiots, its because you made fun of me every day for
sonmething thai | physically didin’t bring wpon nryselfl (OF course | domt mean YOLL
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personally. Unless, obviously, you ever did make fun of me...}. If [ had chosen 1o
ilve it this color, then alright, maybe | would understand because it was my decision.
People don't choose to be black or white, 1o be short or tall: it just happens.

I used 10 try and find things wrong with myself that would distract people
froem my hake- but it didn’t work. Its not that | tried 1o be fat, but 1 didnt care as
much as | do now, anyway. | figured i | was bigger, then they could make fun of me
for that - becaisse that's something 1 could fix if T wanted to. 115 difficudt to try and
fix something that ts impossibbe to fix. Have you ever tried it?

I think it was arowmd sophomaore year of high school when things began fo
change, 1 would hear comments from people that were positive instead of negative

womething | wasn't used to. At first | thought they were just being sarcastic and
raking fun of me by being nice. 1 thoaght they were just saying what | wanted 1o
hear- though [ didn't ask. The majority of these nice comments came from people
whs were obder than me; 100 bad my peers didn't like my hair, As [ became a little
more confident, my body began 1o change, and 1 dign't look to change things like
my appearance to distract anyone from mry hair cobor. 1 dide't care if anyone made
fun of me. Its my hair, not theirs. Sorry 'm not like every other girl in America with
blonde hair, big boobs, and tan skin. My bad.

There is something about being a redhead that is refreshing. 1t has iz
benefits, actually, I'm sometimes scen as a little extreme, sassy. and original. All of
wihvich I will admit to, and I Jove that about mysell If something as simple as nvy
hasr color can sccurately tell someone about my personality- that means less talking
for me about something that can be seen in other ways. At volleyball tryouts,
coaches would easily remember a redhead over a brown-haired player. My hair
pives people something to remember me by, What does yours do for you? [ have
never been one to fall in line with the rest of the crowsd, possibly because | will
ubways be different, no matter what [ do.

I have found, unfortunately, that | still cannot go a day without hearing
wnething abouwt my hair color. This makes me wonder: do people comment on
biowi- haired peoples hair every day? Do they say things like, "Dude. 11 looks like
yuia have poop on your head- that must suck” Or "Girl, your hair Is the color of my
cabiinets, haha” Um going to assuime that these things aren’t said. 'Why has it become
pkay for redbeads 1o be made fun of, and blondes even a lintle bit, but mainky
redbesds, and judged to a point that it should be considered a hate crime? Okay,
fuate crime is a little much. See. 1 told you I'm extreme,

Most people probably think m nuts for complaining about being made fun
o, el for having red hair, If thar's what you think I'm doing, you can stop reading,
I am mol trying to write a diary entry, 've written too many of those about this topic.
I sapaply stating that | love who [ am, and because of my red hair, [ have
soniething that 1-2% of the human tion has. Yes. You read that correctly.
|- 2%, There are over & billion people in the world. You do the math.

People ask me what it's like having red hair. They're surprised when [ say
ey b ke s redd, 100, Am | an exhibat? People wonder how I got iny red hair.

1 0yt call me gioger when the
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krsonw | hate it, 1 doe't hate many things .0 life. but that word - oh, it gets under my
ki like you wouldn't believe. Theres fust something about it that makes anger
coume 10 the surface. IWs just like any other derogatory slang for amy race o ethnic
background - to me anyway. Now, dog't go judging all redheads because of what I've
told you. Just take it into conaideration next fme you think it's funny o make them
feed dumib fior something they didnt choose- like you chose to be an asshole.

SAY THE WORD

Jenesuasn Jounson

Jast say the word, just say one word and
You can believe without a shout of & doubt that | will show you
What this boy from the
South...1s...About
If you give me a Sign, |ust one sigd
Like myy mommy used 10 say
11l show you better. .. than | can piek] youe
Recause while | can use my werhs as words
Aren't they better off put into action?
Because saying and dolng are Two. ...different....things
But if you say i
Sav that you'll give me a chance. .. to breat youl
To pleasure you. .10 excile you
To care for youi. ..to be there for you
I you sy that, Il be there faster than
Dheion Sapders when e was Tunning his 40
At the combine, because i you say that we can
Combine. .. and have a chance to make two complete halves
One complete whole, then you'll give this country ey
A kool-add smile, the red one 1o be exact
O yeah!!!
Yeou say that you'te mute becausc
You're shy
Bt ' mon now, even Moses
Sabd something

A N U 5§ W E S

-
Fa
s
il
o
-
-
o
==
-

THE FEMALE SEX

Jorpan Brastiey

The Female Sex
Chromnosomal marking: XX
Primary hormone: Estrogen

Cultural symbol: o mirror
Mirror is the symbod ol Venus
Vernus was the lllh“:“ of fertility and love Iuria. mote meental than physical
The was the first duty of women Wik oyt ouftice Than S0

Less aggressive than males
Mlore murturing towards young
But they atill like 1o ﬁH.]ﬂ
lust i diferent ways

Te be fruitful They use their wiles
A @ resipdl: n::||.|.J.T|._|;-:'|3 MAmmary HJIJ:I'HIE- Tis €nsfAAie o Wan
Wider hips And bend him to her liking

Lovirs Escare

LBl GOATLEY
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Famity HEIRLOOMS Axsn Boss

It's really quite lucky,
that they both went so quickly,
one afer the other,
The doctor said,
ihat my father couldn’t live without
mvy dear miher, and hiz heari
simply gave up,
The nurses thought it was romantic.

They wanied 0 be crenmzed
They wanted to be together,
in death as in life,
the perfect pair

S0 | had them burned.
and then pressed,
and pressed.
and prossed,
and set,
ansd now they glimmer from my cars,
(2 14] '!hl'll|jl-' the most formal |1I!'|.u.'v;.u'i|:||:|:'-
Really quite beautiful,
and still the perfect pair
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Tue NicHTHAWK AT 9-5 JAcK (JoNaTHON) PARR

He shrugged into his thin coat and turning, heaved a deep sigh. He raised a
hand 1o his damp face, and swept it downwards. He felt the heavy droop of his dark
eyelids and yawned. He found the dead snakeskin of his tie, and draped it over his
neck, catching it and pulling it tight in front of him. He bowed his head, feeling the
cotton of the te tight against his throat.

He stood in front of the large window that was the frame to the basic-cable
show in which he was the central character: he could almost hear the canned
laughter and knowing shricks of mock-horror,

Crutside he heard a police car twittering in the distance. The sounds of traific seeped
in through the glass, like coffee grounds muddying the chearcst of water, Through the
window, he watched an empty paper cup loat across the car park. A heavy gust of
wind picked it up, and carried it wway into the wooded paich of land just beside the
msotel.

He looked inside, at the bed: at the igure lying on top, draped in-a thin,
white sheet that did linke-to-nothing to protect her modesty. Sill, he didn’t suppose
that she cared too much sbout that anyway, He reached down to the low table in the
middle of the room, and picked up the half empty bottle of cheap wine and took a
long drasght. He winced and then took a few more dugs, before dropping the bottle
to the floor and allowing what was left of the liquid to dribble out of the neck and
stain the white carpet. He reached into his pocket, palled out three ten dollar bills,
and dropped them onto the table, just where the bottle had been. He took one last
bk at the bed, and then placed his hand on the cold door handle and wrenched it
open.

He stepped out onto the cement and drew his thin coat tightly around him.
He felt the dead-weight of his wallet fall against his hip. He sighed, mostly change in
there now, he thought. He reached into his right jacket pocket, and pulled out a
carton of cigarettes. The carton was dog-cared, flapping at the edges. He fingered
inside it, and started to withdraw one of the three remaining cigareties.

He was just placing it into his mouth and fumbling for a lighter or matches,
when he heand a bird singing softly in the breeze. He paused and looked around in
the now still air. The siren was far-off now, and scarcely distinguishable. He listened
fior the roar of traffic that covers up so many discretions during the daylight hoors,
Instead, all he could hear was the same bird, pouring forth sweetly in the hazy pink
gloom. He looked down at the scratched face of his watch, in the hali-light, he
vaguely made aut half-past 5, or thereabouts. A tiny wisp of air ran through his hair
He looked around him, trying to see the bird that was keeping him company in this
strange hour. After about a minute, he heard the bird serenade him again, however,
there was no sign of it anywhere. He took the cligarette from his mouth and returned
it, silently. to the carton. The bird stopped singing, and he thought that he heard
a slight flap of wings s it went on its way. He pocketed the carton, and wandered,
unsteadily down to the road,

He tried w remember where be had left his car, Heid driven it 1o the bar i
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ihe first place, it must still be there. He wandered, unsteadily, down to the rowd, with
i definite plan as to how he would actually make it back to the bar.

They hadd taken a cab out and it had been a long ride. long enough or il
1 learn and forget her name three times. Besides that, he wasnt even sure wha
direction it had been in, He could jusi about remiember the name: Phillloes ar MHils,
"hillies? Phil had been inmvolved samewhere down the line however you square i

He stoodd by the side of the road, trying 1o stop himself from swaying inio
(e ditch that ran parallel to the cement track. The ditch contained a flthy mire < e
result of the spring showers, Above him, the sky was rapidly becoming a paler and
praler mauve. He pulled his thin coat around his shoulders again, even though he wis
it remnotely cold. He reached into the pocket and once again pulled out the carton
of cigarentes. He struck a match and was just raising it 1o the end of the cigareme,
whien he saw a pair of headlights in the distance coming toward him. He debated
whether to thumb for a lift or not. It was a long way to town, in which direction he
wiis atill lih'l.rﬂ!ll'l:lj' sure. He dmpptd thie match Livto the ditch and returned the
cigarette once more into the pack. He looked up and doswn the road, trying
esperately to remember which direction the town was in. The headlights were
peiting nearer. He stuck his thumb out and got himself closer to the tarmac. The car
drew wp, and as i did so, he recognised the familiar oblong of advertising on lop
that denoted o cab. He smiled, and the cab slowed down and stopped. The passeigger
door was swung open and & head poked out, over the seat, to meet his,

“Need a lifi?”

He nodded and shid into the seat, pulling the door behind him. The driver
¢ hecked his watch and then swung the car away, back onto the road. Kent took one
lust ko at the vanishing motel and then turned his head back to the roal.

“Where s it you want 1o go?™ The voice asked, from the other shde of the
cah

“A bar named Phil’s or Phillics or something..”

“0ih sure, | know the joint.” He had a thick accent that made most of his 05
iriby il's andd left the other betiers virtually indistinguishable.

They were headed westwards, back to the centre of town. Without
warning just like the steam from a boiling pot of coffee, the sun crested the horizon
andl seadily rose behind them, flaring into life, the silhouette of the city in the bay
|l|'|il\l|'

The bottle shaped buildings gave Kent a parched feeling in his throat sl
absir temninded him that he ought to have a shower, He looked across at the driver
Laeased trousers; Black socks and polished shoes: A clean shirt; freshly shaven:

Well -oiled laie. He looked at his own image: Mud-splattered and worn brogues;
darnp and ruffled suit trousers with more than two cresses running down esch legs
vl soaked shirt with a dark, burnished stain ranning down the side from the
whiiskey which e had spilt on himself a good few hours earlier. He craned lis neck
i dook in the rear-view mirror st his visage, Already dark stubble peppered his ching
bl b weas matted amd unkempd, and he extricated a few specks from 1; the worst

1 I oW
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The tiny pupils darted around as though trying desperate 1o be free, red
lines were scored deeply into the vellow.whites of his eyes. He reached into the
inside pockel of his jacket, pulled out a thick pair of dark glasses and slid them onto
his face. He stared out at the reflection of the rising sun in the glass of the city; the
nighthawk and the 9.10-5r, careening together into the new day, After about 15
minuates, he said, “Why are you out so early?”

The driver, who had assumed that Kent was askeep, jumped visibly and as
he did so, Aicked an his indicator by accident. They were coming into town by this
point and the traffic was beginning to buikd. They reared past a side -road and,
looking in the mieror, Kent saw the car behind swerve wildly and the driver stick up
bis middle-firsger at them as he righted himself into the lane, having assumed that
the cab was pulling off. The cab-driver drove on, regardless of the shrieking homs,
and maintained a good speed. Kent reached over and flicked off the driver's
indicator. The driver jumped again.

“Calm down,” Kent reassured him, “just because 1 ook like death and fee
like he would on a bad day doesnt mean that I'm going to bring him out on you. 5o
why are you out so early?”

The driver scemed to setibe down at this and squared himself in his chair.

“I'm juast on the way to start my shifi. might as well get an early fare in, off
thve books of course” All this in his heavy accent, Kent nodded his assent and settled
himself in his own chair.

They bumped down the hills toward the bay and, after turning down four or
five side roads in quick succession, the driver pulled over and into the granite square
outside the bar from the night before, Sure enough, Kent's car was waiting for him,
just out of shot, on the left hand side of the building,

Thie bar was shut, unsurprisingly. [t was a small, cheap place, with a long,
faddesd bar-top running in parallel to the four walls. The outer walls were mostly
glass, but they hadn't been washed properly in a very long time from the loaks of
them. They were covered in grime, and under that, many scratches from a lifetime of
heavy living. it was undersiood that st some polnt it had been a fine establishment,
harwever, that was long ago, when men wore fine hats and women. red dresses. Now
it was like o mangy dog limping hopelessly up the street, hoping for some cune o its
ailments, buat really just waiting for the end.

The cab grumbled to a stop in front of the bengest window, and the driver
shut the engine off with a rumble. He looked over to Kent and then down at this
walch,

“That's $2.507 He molstened his lips, and pulled a bottle of water out of the
little pouch on his door and took a drink.

Kent reached into his pocket and pulled out his heavily distended wallet. He
fippesd It open and began rooting around the change compariment. He pulled oat a
dollar bill and four quarters and began to count out the last 50 in small change. He
managed to make up 37 cents. He sighed and began to root arounsd in his pockets
fuar any loose change he may have mdsplaced
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His fingers teased over a metal circle, be pulled it o hi -
Iclt about the size of a quarter. He opened his hand, and sighed mm S
dsappoiotment. All that he hebd was his gold wedding ring. The debver saw i sl
coughed uncomfortably,

. "?I'milim'h'. It early, it wouldn't be fair to charge full price, make it 52 sl
we'ne squane. .
Kent nodded and shrugged. He handed over the $2 and shoved the
remaining ooins back into his pocket. He jacked the door open and got out, Befuge
the it had even banged shut behind him, the driver was roaring back onto the rowd,

Kent began to cross the otherwise vacant lot 1o his car, and fumbled for his
keys, No luck, they must have fallen out in the room or in the ditch or
«omething. He sighed resignedly and looked from side-to-side up and down the
wail. He needn't have bothered, the anly people whe frequented this part of town,
i a rule, wouldn't care about seeing what he was about to do. He went to the hack,
irivers-side door and pumped the loose handle which made it flop open. He
hunched inskde, and flicked up the lock on the driver's door. He began to get back
-I-IH of the car again manoeuvring his broad shoulders, with difficulty. out of the
I
The car had been beaatiful once. It was shining in the light; a classic white
{dillac that had become yellow with age. Its front er_rnfiﬂ was llﬁ:m: dragging
duny the ground and the muffler was held abodt with an ofd belt. The wheels had
large, grey patches on them and there were metallic scratch-lines, like dosed eyes,
o virtually every surface. In days gone by, it had been the envy of everyone he
kivew, i had been his first purchase once the money had begun to come in. [t was
Al the first place where he had made love 1o his wife. All of these thoughts ran
tHhiroegh his mind as he lnoked st it, and be smiled a short, small smile,
The spare set of keys was, as he knew it would be, in the glove compartment.
He tapped it open and they fell onto the floor along with a few dusty maps and
el -wp lighters, He looked at the maps, the route in red, which they had traced and
phanned for so bong, for their first vacation. He traced the route with his finger, und
the amall smile once again broke his lips. He folded the map, and the smile vanished
juickly. He Hicked each of the lighters in tern and one lit. be put it in his pocket,
hosngy with a srmall fortune in change that had accrued in the compartment. He 100k
(et rest, along with the maps, and got out of the car. He walked over 1o the small
trash can, and dropped the whole bundle in. He crossed back to the car, and roared
it onto the street and away.
The spare set of keys was, as he knew [t would be, in the glove compartment.
e tapped it open and they fell onto the floor along with a few dusty maps and
ssedl up lighters, Hie loasked at the maps, the route in red, which they had truced and
planped for so lorg, for their first vacation, He traced the roate with his finger, and
the simall smile once again broke his lips. He folded the map, and the smile vanished
quickly. He llicked each of the lighters in turn and one Lit, e put it in his pocket,
slong with a small tortune in change that had accrued in the compartment. Hee ook
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trash can, and dropped the whale bundle in. He crossed back to the car, and roared
oisl onto the sireel and away,

Kent drove fast and hard, not hearing the sickening scrapes as his muffler
scudded over the bumps in the road. He had the window down the whole way. not
that he had much choice; the mechanism was shot, so the window was either wholly
up or whally down, there was no middle ground.

The sun was perched on the horizon now and an orange light burnished the
day. He rolled up the hill 1o his house, a small place on the edge of town, but with
a beautiful view of the buy. He wrenched the car to a stop and kicked the car door
open, pausing on the crest of the hill, giving her time 10 hear that he was back. He
laoked down at the bay. This had been their favourite view, and he breathed it In.

He heard the swish of the bug screen behind him and. sighing, he turned to
look up at the house. Mr. Hapson was hurrying, red-faced down the three steps to
thee driveway,

*Hello Mr Hapson, over again | see.

“Oh, Kent, hello, Twas..”

“Mr Tate is fine, thank you Mr Hapson.”

"Ooh yes of course... Mr Tate, | was just helping..”

*Helping my wibe, | know Mr Hapson. What was it with this time? The
fridge again? Or maybe the ganlen hose?™

"Well, you werexnt here so...”

“So you came over bo fuck het”

“Mr Tate, theres no need for that sort of language.

1 think that there’s every need for that kind of language. You've been
fucking my wife s0 cut the pretence cos you and I both know iL”

“Well you're one to talk Mr Tate, we all know about you picking up with
whoever you can find and..” He continued, whilst Kent, finally, lit a cigarette and

poured smoke into Mr Hapson's face, just like he poured garbage into his yard,

“But you see Mr Hapson.” Kent said, blowing a long, spiralling stream into
Mr Hapson's face, “T'm not stupid enough 1o pick up with married women.”

Mr Hapson stared into his eyes, trying to stare Tiim out, or at least save
face, but eventually his nerves just gave out and his face crumbled as he sped back
b his own home. Kent looked up at his own house and saw his wifie at the window,
sive vanished back into the house's interior just as their eyes met. Kemt finkshed his
cigarette and made a point of throwing it into Mr Hapson's yard, across the street,
He then walked ap the paved path and up to his front door, which was still hanging
dighiky open.

He stammed the bug screen to with a rattle and pushed the door into place.
He looked at the smiling figures in the photos an the wabls and dropped his keys
onto the small teble by the door. He could hear her shuffling about upstaire The
swishes as (e sheets were ripped from the bed and the running of water in the
bathroom. Kent turned into their small kitchen at the cnd of the passage anid iflled
the ketthe with water, leaning heavily against the sink, the marching band was
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eyes. He put the water to boil, and replaced his glasses. He heard the soft

yee ; prad sl i
u.kll';: feet as she descended the stairs. She entered the kitchen, rubbing her lnag hair
with a towel. :-"i-l-"!!ﬂ'llﬂﬂ!. hee hastily slid his wedding ring onto his finger, She
CATIE OVET i e
ﬁ.mgncn{Tmﬁ to pour the water into mugs, after stirring in coffee, she handed

- “You shouldn’t drink coffee if you're hungover, It debydrates the brain even
Kent nodded, and wok o long drink from the steami ahowm

oii the pimlc-c-:_m:d table, and got a frying pan out to m:kn; ﬁ::ni:t "

it a:r:dmm] hﬂfiknm:;g nﬁ{:::lm oranges. “Mr Hapson was here, he very

¥ve & at the fuse in our bed the ' -

“At this time in the morning?™ N
“Well it was last night that they actually stopped working”
“So why dide't vou b b

- mmn:h m_ ave him come over last night to help you then? You

i “It didn't seem proper for a married waman to have a male friend over at
Kent crossed the room and went out, His wife buried her head in
_ her ha
ki il went up I:h.t stairs into their bednoom, It was a nice room, a bit small but Hi:-d'-
theyd always said, theyd get a big place as soon as possible; nothing too fancy but
sinewhere nicer than here, That had been five years ago and even though the
money had begun to come in soon after that, they still didn't have any plans to move

vlsewhere. He crossed to the bed-lamp. With a dee :
e wvetich Boict Bl el mTrr:dbrEnp:Pl;t m:#d r&lﬂ'ﬂlh.ht reached out to flick

"I'm sorry,” was all she said.
"How long for?”
“Wot long after you did”™
He nodded and ook a hold of the knob of his chest-of -drawers.
- - He opened
i anid began to rifte through his dothes, pulli t a few shi
'Whyd.l:hw-udu]l?":h-uﬂhd.p S -
He looked up at her; there were tears in ber eves. He i
; topped getting h
cluthes together, and went over to her. He put his arms around her :nrslilg -
reviprocated, They stood there for a while, not speaking. At bength they bet go of one
sinther and she sat down on the bed. He drew a faded bag out from underneath and
Jegpnn tar pile his clothes into it. She just sat there.
Wiwen he had packed all of his clothes, he twisted the ri
ng off of his . He placed
i undder the lamp and, as he was straightening up, he flicked the lbg.hlﬁﬁd'l rrll;i“
Fariig burzed on, Without looking at her he said, “5o0 [ guess he did fix it then” And
with that, he left, shutting their bedroom door, and hurrying down the stuirs. he j
wanbed 1o be gone, She did not follew him. i
Hhe pualtisel thie cor disist epren and threw his bag into the bac
i the front and roared the car into tife. He :h:twhl}ﬂh&n:d:“ - ukmdmhmlrdu. Htl.'ﬁ:‘l‘l
e hall, themigeh not bedore he ran a few circles o M, Hapsons yard,
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off dowm the road and back fmto town.
o Omce again, he drove with the window down and his sunglasses on. Kent
drove for nearly an hour in no particular direction. He just wanted to be gone, out
in the world, maybe take that trip that he had been putting off for so loag, to find o
house, He snorted in derision. He ran a hand through his hair and felt the roars of
the engine and the wind intertwining around him. The sun was high above him now
and he began to get hungry, shocld've made those pancakes after all

He was driving along a relatively barren tract of road, a few scrubby bushes
poked out from the gravelled ground. After nearly another hour, he came across &
small diner. He pulled up the Cadillac, which coughed into the parking space oul
frant, and got cut. The orange earth groaned bencath his black shoes, and the I;lg]_'u
scorched his tired eyes. His head throbbed like that classical piece with cannoens in i
Hie reached into his coat pocket to pull out a cigarette, but even as he did so, the heat
began 1o make him sweat and he thought better of it; returning the cigarette to his
pocket, he entered the dark diner. i

‘Ihere were no lights on inside, and due to the aspect of the building. litle
light actually entered the diner at all Behind the bar Kent could just about make
out & middle-aged woman who looked as though she ate maore of the food than she
actually served. She put down her nail file and scurried up to the counter to take his
arder. The choloe was small and Kent ordered a sandwich and black coifee 1o go.

He took his glasses off as she went into the kitchen behind, and placed them
an the counter, rubbing his eyes; watching himself in the mirror behind the counter.
His cheeks looked ruddier than normal, but also thinner and more dravn. The dark
stubble wis now spread scross his face, and the red lines in his eyes were
becoming more prevalent than the whites of the pupils themselves. As the woman
shufiled hack in, he hastily replaced his glasses, too slowly; he naticed the downward
curl of her mouth as she entered, so he paid the bill and hastened back out to the car,

That must have been how Christ fedt at the bﬂ.“i:ppﬂ. -n:dr:'hn::r;tdlhg

ing. He snapped apen one of the back doors and squeezed in, he la
mﬂi?m the flat dimTand ate the ﬁdﬂlﬁh;th! coffee was too hot to drink yet.
He placed it on the almost bevel floor of the car.
ﬁﬁghe had finished eating, he placed his hands behind his hesd andd simply stared
at the cedling He thought about this and that and tried to decide on where (o go,
when he heard the door sham, and awoke with a jerk. He had kicked I;Ijltﬁn-l:lrnpm
and it had sprung shut and he had spilt the coffee. He sat up, hitting his head on the

as he did so. .
o He brushed the long-cold liguid off of the floos, and out of the door, The
light was beginning to fade and he gave his cyes a rub, but at least he felt more rested
now, The sun was just blinking away over the bay. He got oul of the back seal and
opened the front door. He looked about him, and took s cigarette ot of the pack
and lit it. ‘The sun was virtually gone as he pulled out of the diner'’s car park, the
diner remained unlit, He kept his glasses on, There was no one to care whether he
Tl thern oo or nast. He thought about this as byt drcive away inbo the dark.
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In the distance in from of him, he could see the humming glow of the ciy
doubly bright as it reflected in the bay. He sped towards it: e coald hear the souml
ol it from here, As Kent drove through the streets entering the city, he looked aroumd
hiim at the people with places to go, he noticed that most of them were conslderably
more gronmed than he was, not that this was particularly difficult. He saw o sall,

black building with bright lights burning inside. Next to it, a small side road reached
ol bt blackones,

Kent pulled the car down the side road and flicked off the lights,
lisappearing into the darkness, He walked round the corner to the door of the bar
ind pushed it open, feeling himself washed inside. It was not a large place, but the
combined mixture of stale smoke and spilt liquor was familiar to Kent, to the extem
Heat he thought that he recognised some of the clientele. He looked up at the large
cluck that hung behind the bar. The time was just past 9 30, and the bar wis
relatively full. Kent rifled his way through the crowd. He reached the bar and smiled
sl the old bar-tender. The bar-tender had even more exhaustion in his eyes than
Font, He looked at Kent without any emotion except fatigue. His eyes looked as
(hough they would fall out if the sockets drooped any further. Kent was taken aback
He coughed and ordered a beer. The bar-man flipped open a bottle with an opener

unt liis belt which forced Kents beer into an uncomfortably close proximity to the
barman’s balls. He slopped the beer onto the bar, leaving more restdue to contribute
16 the already sticky table.

“Thats a dalkar”

He threw some odd codns on the bar and hastened away. There was a small

talsle by the window. He slouched into 18, and surveyed the sceme b front of him.

Here were the clean ones, the responsible drinkers who, even though they

were onal fondght, would still be at work the next morning, and probably get o
frronmwstion too. He galped the beer impatiently which, surprisingly. did not make
il leel any better. A few people would glance over at him every now and again, the
juty evident in their eyes, looking a1 the poor drunk with nothing left. They didn’t
Lrioww all that he had done, everything that he had made, and they never woulld, Kent
iiished the beer and stepped out of the bar.

He returned to his car, and with it. vanished back into the darkness, back o
where he would not be judged by people who had never met him, nor by those tha
bl et hirm, he would skmply be with those who had never met him. He turned the
fnal corner and found himself hack at Phillies. The bar was almost empty, but the
bar man smiided at him here, Here they didn’t know what he had done, but they knew
Hial nome had done amy better, or any worse. It was here amongst the deadbeats and
ilropauis thad e was sife. He ordered one bourbon, one scoich and one beer. Thie
Yt -imians smidled and Kent nodded his thanks. He handed over the keys to bis can.

“She's odd... but aren’t we all?”

The bas-mun smiled.

S af s e than sthers”

Kaeinl srmibedd this time. He took off his glasses ancd [t the bast cigareite
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[he bar-man stayed with Kent as Kent drank. not saying much. Eventually Kent
finished his drinks and looked at the clock, it was 3 .I:I.:I'..E ' THE EﬂLUHHE MATTHEW ANTONE

“Youa ko whiere T'm golng, dont you?”

“MNope.

“Tou alnt gonna stop me?"

oS

Kient smilled, “can vou kend me a cigaretie.. for the road... T need something
tor oy wiith my hands.”

[he bar-man nodded and handed hin a cigasette. kent took it and without
turning back, headed ontside. He put his glasses back on, and headed to hiz car. He
stroked the side of it, and said a quiet goodbye. He left his wallet on the hood of the
car, open on his driver’s licence. He laid a small row of loose change on top of it. He
took the empty clgarette carton out of his pocket and looked inside, still empty, he
fumbled in his pocket for his lighter and put it into the carton, along with the ook
ol matches; he placed the whole thing on the wallet. Then he headed back into the
darkness. !';-uil-l!-l.'l:llr he returned like a :.inr_!t' |:|Ehlt'r atrenk against the niEJ:lI!, his
sungiasses in his hand. He snapped the arms around the small bundle on the hood of
the car, He replaced it carefully and fell back imio the might.

A mangy dog stepped into the light from the bar where the bar-man leant on
hiks bar, |.'IIJIFI||.E i & cagafeile. The |'J|:IIE wandened up ko the trashcan |.'|1- thi
bullding and relieved himsell When he had fnkshed he wandered over to Kenl's car
and crawled underneath it. He fell asleep. It too vanished into the dark.

It was alirpost total blacknes mow, Kend looked at kit seratched watchs the
time seemed 1o be about |.'|.|.|f|!.u: three. He strode down the slope 1o the bay, He had
his shoulders back, and his head high. He blew the final puff from the cigarette and
put ane foot and then the next onto the sand.

He smiled up at the stars and vanished into the glogm

He heard the canned lauwghter in the wind
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LETTING GO BONGIWE SHONGWE

“Tell me Nicky, and be honest)” [ said, "Am | really differeni?

u | asked the question, my eyes stared intenthy into hers, as i | could reacd her
l-llul;|'.ll.

Ihe way people stared at me every time [ left the house frightened me, Oy
| even contemplated never to leave the house again. Would that have been a wise
tecision? To be honest, | would rather not kiow

“Wicky,” I call out, “wait. don't leave. | need you” Tears start to fill iy eves
il soon Fall in torrents. T am not ashamed 1o cry. I'm human, and sometimes '
werwhelmed with emation

Nicky. the only person who never judges me. The only one who believes li

. A true friend - the only reason I'm still alive. Sometimes, when my mind lies
le. I reminisce about the past - abowt what could've beers, but never will be. ‘This
vvides o wonderful escape from the lonely reality which brings back the puin that
hireatens to destroy me. The pain that will surely be the end of what [ call me.

| hear a voice, very distant and almost inaudible, 1 turn away from it, but
amething keeps me rooted to the spot. s Nicky, with that book in her face that 1

o s wiell The look that savs, “look and Hsten hard, you might learn something”
Liod, if only she knew how hard this is

But | know at the back of my head that she ks rights | will never be free. Mo,

t unless [ come 10 ferms with the truth, no matter how lard it is, Well, af least that
I what she says-cven the doclors sy the same thing

ODE To MY FATHER Ah, the doctors! The very same people who gave up on me. They passed
DANIEL BROWN-SCHURR wedr verdict and never once considered the consequences. Look away they dicl, and

wivw well did they do that!
“She’s mentally unstable.” they said,
“She can never lead a normal life” one said
O, and the most consbderate of them all: “pardon my tongue, but she's 3
icase, he saldh How touching and thowghiful?
All these words cut me like a dagger, shattering me into a millions pleces,
v could they be so cruel? What was a normal life? | asked myself these guestinns
r and over again, but an answer [ never found. Gradually, I let their words and
imism contrel me. [ released my hold and began to stumble. Had it not been foe
ky. I surcly would have hit the ground. But she steadied me. She took my hand
il helped me grow. She nurtured me until | blossomed.
Well, at least she says | have blossomed, [ improved. Most impasrtantly, [ had
Fleml, Nicky edged me on: like a proud mother watching her child take the first
i the months did not feel long in that naked room. Grodgingty, the optimistic
lowtors admitted | was well and discharged me., At last | was able to return 1o my
iy, Nicky was there waiting for me. Ever faithful Nicky- where would [ be
vithout her? 1 wonsber,

From his bedt that brought fiesr
When 1 did something wrong
To the shed of his tears

The vidces cui Erelas vy rh-u.n;u:hr-. AL This thme theres ni IRnoring e

A STORM UPON US Javss Parmaiin Facelens volces from the past, all recognizable but unwdlconied
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“Remember, remember, remember” they chant.

"Remember what?” [ ask.

“Remember who you are]” they say. “Remember who we are,” they continue.

I shiver, not from the cold, but from the chill ranning down my spine.

“Why," 1 cry. “why should you do this to met”

“You did this to yourself” they reply. Their words are fike a sword phercing
my flesh.

*Micky, Nicky! Help me!” Nicky looks at me with sorrow in her face.

“Be strong.” she says, “you cannot turm back.”

Her words are the final straw. Is she deserting me as well? But | know she
ts't. | glance into her eyes. In them, | see a flame burning so strong. Suddenly, o
figure emerges from them. It's me, The figure is me on the day of the accident, in
my new green dress, ready for the party. 1 had truly believed it was a party, Hitle did
I know that it wasn'L As planned, my boviriend had picked me up. He was already
drunk, and judging by his appearance, he was already losing it in cocaine. | wanted to
get out, but | dido't. | went on with him.

The place was crowded. Everywhere | looked, there were strange faces. | was
given one drink after another, but that was the way things were done at the parties
[ went to. Unfortunately, this was not like the rest, and being the naive person that
I was, I never suspected 1 was drinking lethal chemicals | still cannot name. | felt
happy. 1 felt nauseows. [ felt numb, | went to Tye and told him to take me home.

He did. Well, lse almost did

Tye was stoned. | knew that, but I did nod care, He drove hazardously, as
wsaial, and paid precious little attention to traffic lights, We argued. 1 don't really
remeinber what HI!'II.'ELI.I:I:[ about, but [ kinow i1 kad 1 do with s Ijﬁrm'l-r. 1 rl.'j;ﬂt
angry. He said hed kill us both than let me walk out.

*Nicky, | can't do this. It hurts too much.” | say, with tears streaking my
cheeks. She holds my hand. | return to my memories.

Two blocks away from my house, he floored the accelerator, passing my
house. 1 begged him to stop. He said only if T will stay with him. [ hastily agreed.
hoping he would believe me.

He looked me straight in the eye and kissed me. At that point. everything
went blank. That is, until | found myself in a strange place which 1 later learned was
the hospital,

1 cry. Suddenly, I am faced with what | had been trying to avoid; the truth. |
killed Tye, and did this 1o myself.

"Moo, that's not tree,” Nicky says. “You did not know. Tye did this”

Somchow, | believe her.

*You did well” the volces say, “you have finally admitted the truih”

To be honest, my chest feels lighter, as though o hupe welght has been lifesd)

frem 1.

“Mow you are ready” Nicky saye
“Rendy for what?™ § usk, confused
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Flook at ber, trying to block our her wo
y rls, i
from me., | try to call out, My voice is She smiles, then turns dway

alone. feeing lost and o my own, Vet ot thenerns LFoT: Yith the voices. | tand

5l Ih:m[ 3
and yself. 1 smile for the firs Hme in a year, ime, at peace with the worl

A Memory OF GREAT-GRANDMOTHER, [ Her Memogy
JENNIFER WHITE

Memaw lays on the ground,
so0m to be under,
and my mother stands above her,
Quite a drive 1o get here
tor such a
berigf
IEHBEEE,
My mother holds a ribbon
which she will keep for at least 2 vear,
if not longer, on her dresser
the worn honeyed wood
mclting into baby bottle pink,
a funcy many layered bow, out in plain sighi,
for 8t least a year before placement fn 4 drawer,
lovingly placed but maced away all the same.

The wording matches the susshine elloiw
blanket my mother made hmr.:ll
Her smiling face stitched on bluck yarm
and echoes of delighted exclamation
moved with me
10 a new house she has never,
will never hear of
She is draped across my couch
and comforts my heart in chilly times.
Erlnﬂe@ eyes peering over gold rimmed plasses,
listening to the chatter arpund her,
and depending on vour st b,
claiming a bad ear.
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DANGER Ervssa Mann

Ir's silent. Diead silent. It's so silent | can hear myself think. Ws so silent that
I'm actually not exaggerating with the “I-Can-Hear-Myself- Thinking™ thing. This is
the Chicago Ant Institute. And it is dead silent.

Is s0 silent I've contemplated how much that everly omate grandfather
clock from eighteenth-century France with the solid gold face and hand-painted
pendulum cost in the era it was made. | have converted that price to how much it
might cost today in the United States. I've converted that price into Furos and Brit-
ish Pounds, respectively. 've tried very hard to figure out how much the damn clock
weighs and therefore, how long it would take me to die if it fell on top of me and
crushed my fechle body.

W so silent I've sung niy way most of the way through John Mayer’s Con-
tinunim albwin and about a third of the way through the Spring Awakening Origi-
nal Broadway Scundtrack in my head. Every so often a hum pops out and preagle
whip their heads around as if 6 say. “How dare you break the sanctity of museum
sibence?” In my bead, they say this in pompous French aceents. | am attempting to
sing my way through a [ohn Hiatt CI3, but "Foatloose’ keeps popping into my head
at random intervals, so I'm not sure how successful I'm going 1o be, And unforty-
nately | anly know the “Loose. footloose, kick off your Sanday shoes” bit 5o it's get-
ting fairly sggravating very quickly.

1t's so silent that the last four rooms of ferniture have passed by in a com-
phete blur because I've taken io debating whether or not the furniture in France
(or whatever country’s furnlture we're looking at) actually changed from decade
tir decade. My sister and 1 wonder 1o each other in hushed tones if we morphed all
of the couches together if they would resemble one of those shape-shifting effects
vou see in sci-fi films. The obd couple from across the room throws us deliciously
scathing books as our discussion escalates to whether it would be more of 8 bad-guy-
in- Indiana- Jones-face-melting-off sort of morphing scenario or a Brad-Pitt-aging-
gradually-in-Benjamin-Button sort of deal.

“Please, Louise, pull me dadadadada...” What words go there?

It so sflent I've contemplated the perfect man, the perfect date, where [ want to get
married, that | don't want to have a wedding so I'm going to elope, where Id like

1o have 2 honeymoon, what | want to de for the rest of my life. the fact that T hate
yard work and will therefore be living in an apartment for the foreseeable future, the
name of the children that I'll never have because [ hate children, and whether or not
there is a mathematical formula that could calculate how many licks it takes 1o get to
the middle of a Tootsie Pog.

“T'll ah dooo we doo wap doo do. Oooh oop daa tear up this town” What
are the WORDS?

It's s silent I've realized that [ don't think 1 could be a Journalism major,
| have no idea what | want to do for the rest of my life, [ hate working ot Subway, 1
may very well just have 1o work at Subway for the rest of my life, I'll probably never
get marvied, when | dic | won't have made any tmpact on the world because there
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wre six billion other people out there, my family will mos likely cremate me even
though I rather be buried in a coffin, and I'm afraid that when | have the chance

to take the first step towards really starting my fife T'll be too frightened te do b, T
why do any of those things even matter? We [| die in the end anyhow and-—

Have 1o stop this train of though. [ can't be having an existential crisis in the middle
of a museum. Especially st age seventeen, Aren't people supposed to have those in
iwclclle age? 1 refuse to go dowr that path. [ refise to think about things like thai. |
refise

“Yah da dadada in your heart, you're yearnin' burning for some, someone bo
tell you that life ain't passin’ you by” Too true Kenny, too true, Now get the hell ou
of my head.

Trying to think sbout something clsc. Thinking abowt clothes, Thinking
about how | might not have enough shirts to last the rest of this vacation. Thinking
abaut how T need 10 update my availability a2 Subway whes | get back from vacatbon.
Thinking about sandwiches, not work. Thinking about food in general. Thinking
about work again. Thinking about my future jobs. Shit,

“Lose your blues. Everybody cut foatloose” God. 1 hate this song.

Its dead silent in the Chicaga Art Institute. Silence is 2 dangerous thing |
think I haze silence,

IN THE MINDS OF STRANGERS JAYME PALMGREN

MOTHER: Kids, come get dinner!

fenler FATHER)

IMOTHER and FATHER greet one another)

MOTHER: How was wark, dear?

FATHER: Great, And yours?

SUUTHER: Fabutlows,

1 you consider working, grocery shopping, and slaving over a hot stove fabulous.
FATHER: Good, Kids!

lenter KIDS)

| Family sits down and begins to eat in silence)

FATHER: How was school today, kids?

ALY 12 Fime,

| lnaven't been in three days, but oh well. I've been able 10 forge Mom's signature for
YEArs,

FATHER: What about you?

R 2 Good, Tm learning about the modern caste system,

Sind howw 1 am at the bottom of the totem pole, 50 1o speak. The cheerleaders iaped
iy bscker shui again, bitches.

MIFTHER: When do you leave for your business trip, boney?

I ATHER: Tomorrow night. | should be back by Tuesday, | am showing the new By
thie rispes,
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H;nt sich o nbce ass.

iMother nods)

MOTHER: What do you kicls have planned for the weekend?

KID 2: | have a study group with some friends.

I'll probably end up staying a1 home and chatting with this guy | met in a chat room.

He's teaching me everything [ need to know.

KID 1: | am going to head over 1o Brandons and watch a movie.

He scored us some cestasy. Its going to be awesome.

FATHER: What about you, dear?

1 wonder what Tom's doing tonight.

MOTHER: Oh I'll probably run a few errands, maybe read a new book [ picked up

Last week.

Escape from my personal hell for a while, Pretend [ am someone else for a few days.

Like that could ever happen.

FATHER: Would you mind dropping off my dry deaning?

I hopee she doesa’t notice that stain.

MOTHER: Of course not,

Like 1 said. As if 1 don't have something better 1 conld be doing. Like thinking about

how [ should have stayed In college and gone to law school.

FATHER: (1o KID 1) Speaking of chothes, what have | told you about wearing those

jeans with the holes in them?

K10 1: T didn't wear them to school, Dad.

Like I'm taking fashion advice from him. At least | didn't lie since [ didn't go to

school today.

MCTTHER: What happened 1o the new jeans 1 bought you last week?

Mo one ever thinks that T might want to shop for myself now and then. Instead |
the afternoon buying everyone else things that they HAVE to have,

KID 1 1 think they're in my closes.

1 returned ‘em for forty bucks and bought o sack.

K11} 2: Mom, can | have some lunch money for tomorrow?

MOTHER: 1 just gave you money for the week on Monday.

Yea, I'll just go out back and pluck it off my money tree.

KID 2: Well, I have to get a new notebook,

The cood kids threw It in the toilet., after they stole my lunch momey. Tve starved all

week. They'll pay.

MOTHER: I'll leave it out on the counter.

The ones that | wiped off earlier today and are already covered in everyones shit.

FATHEI: And I'll give you your allowances before | head to San Francisco

I'm feeling pretty generous, What can | say? | am excited. San Francisco is supposed

to be crawling with available men.

MOTHER: You kids need 1o remember how lacky you are that you get an allowance,

1 actiaally had to work,

KID 1: We sppreciate it, Mom, really,
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KID 2: Yeah, we do.
| am saving up. Have 1o protect mysell Those kids will never see what hit them,
FATHER: You kids want to watch a movie after dinner?

P'ear] Harbor is supposed to be on. Josh Hartnett is a certified fox,

KID 1: Ummm. .. Brandon and 1 were going to work on a group science propect
tonight.

A little herbsology followed by some anatomy.
(FATHER bpoks at K1Y 2}

KID 2: Sorry, Dad. | have got to run (o Wal-Mart and get that notebook.
and some piping and whatever else is on the list Bomber 187 sent me.

WMOTHER: But 1 have my book club tonight. I'll need the car.

Mot ke anyone actually cares.

FATHER: You can take mine, Kiddo. I'll just lounge around the house tonight
and relax,

Watch Josh Hartnett or call Tom. . decisions, decisions,

1D 2: Thanks, Dad.

FATHER: No problem.

And no, thank you,

K10 1: What are you reading, Mom?

\ lirtle kiss ass, and no questions asked tonight when 1 come back to the
house blazed.

MOTHER: Pride and Prejudice.

Why can't my life be a novel?

I ATHER: What time do you think you'll be home, babet

How much time do | have for a little privacy?

MOTHER: Around 9 or so,

Mot like it matters. He doesn't care. He hasn't even touched me in months.
K10y 12 May 1 be excused? | want to get my notebook so that I can get my
homewark fior tomorrow finished.

\ie pipe bombs considered “homework?™

KDY 2: Me, too. | have to get to work on that science project.

| better pick up a blunt on the way to Brandon's house. Should | get straw-
berry or banana?

'ATHER: You kids go on_{checks his watch) Be home by 10,

Ihis is awesome. | might have time for both.
(KAY 1 and 2 start to EXIT)

MOTHER: Scrape and rinse your plates befor you go,

Ihey barely touched their dinner. Who cares that they actually get real meals and
niot that shit that comes in a bag, not them. Sometimes | don't even know why [ try
(KHD] and KID 2 scrape their plates and rush out.)
PATHER: §am gt bead upstairs and take a nap.

MITRTNY 1T | 1 A oindi b
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ahh.
(FATHER and MOTHER both rise. FATHER nears MOTHER and she puckers her

lips for a kiss. FATHER turns her head and kisses her on the cheek.)
{(FATHEK exiis.}

(MOTHER gets up and begins to clear dishes from the table)
MOTHER: Sometimes | wish | were dead.

FATHER: (from the next room) What's that, dear?

MOTHER: Nothing.

CONTEMPLATING DEPRESSION
DaxiiL BrROwWN-SCHURR

Depression can be sadness
But contemplation too
From the mourning of a loved ane

To a person you once knew

A soul now dark und saddened
To nostalgla of the past
From something like a bad friend
To the laughs you had in class

While depression is unhealthy
It gives you point of view
A new form of perspective
On things that you once knew

MARKED
IAYME PALMGREN

It is days like wday
That | knew i 1 do not

Fut pen to paper
I will die.

That paper,

Fiched in those blue lines
Broomes my target

of destrisctbon,

| ook to it

lior comdort

As | mark upon

Its pages,

Its pristine innocence
marked upon

feist as |

have been marked upon.

| hurn its patential

Into regrets

A it is wadded up
Mext the pages before it
Fin I discarded

Like yesterday's trash.

My pen booims upon it
Senacing,
Threatening,

And yer the outcome
s always the same,
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WHEN ITWon't Go Up
IEREMIAH JOHMNSDN

When It Woa't Go Up

I was caught up in the moment.
The deed was almost done.

I had pushed all the right buttomns, bt
I was stuck af bevel one

Why wouldn’t it work?

I was so confused.

I was oh so sad when 1 had 1o

tell my partner the news.,

I didn’t know what was wrong, and
I made sure | did everything right,
I guess nothing would be going
up or down tonight.

I conddn’t get the job done, and

I began to hate her
Umiil | called the man, and he let
us out of the elevator.
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THE GARDEN BED MarTHew ANTONE
Subjugate the irritatiosn,
“The potentially,
These cognitive possibilitkes

Beyond the muscle of belligerence.
It takes more than a rock-hard core,
T settle a score of inellectuals,

Siphon beyond those we need,
‘The cure is deeply comforted by ancestral genes

Open up those ligaments to eradicate the irritation
Prepate for the radical to become the remedy

Thinking you'll disagree
Hoping you'll realign.
Indicative of nry irritation,
Seeing you behave the way | want you I6

Than how hard you can pundch,
When the remedy s only of this mentality,

Toxic tangents,
And your ahility to mend this worldly womb,
Because this subjugation.

This irritation,
Will beave kntellectuals to setile the scone

Beyond the dunibbells and pushups
The bar has been ratsed,

When you educated niy ancestors
When the common man took control

Beyond my physical apparatus.
Ii's the thoughts within my head,
Tht may beave you beneath mry garden bed,

Flush with red,
As though your heart hndj'ﬂlnfm#tﬂ'lhﬂ:lﬂhm
Death leaves you unattraciive,
5o hopeful.
That 1 will mever see you,
Reneath roses of the garden bed

STORY TELLER RACHEL HOLDEN

My mather makes jam that tastes like summer. 1 wasnt until | wenl to
university that | began to miss that season: at home it is captured in raspberry seeds
and spread onto toast all year rouncd. It wasn't until Christmas that [ questioned
where It came from. Copylng out the recipe, | reached the instruction asking me o
crush the berries with a silver fork, it tonk me aback

“Where on earth did this come from?”

“My grandmaother’s ladies-maid,” my mather replied. unmoved by the
wealth in that answer - a distant reality for hee, to me a fairy-tale, 1 know linde abou
my grandmaother, barely enough to wish 1 knew mare. She was disinherited for
marrying the wrong man, an Indian army officer whe helped her escape to the other
ude of the world. When | knew her she frightened me, by that time she was old and
srict. | was too young to ask her about the life sheid led. All | knew sbout her were
the ornamental Indian swords oo the wall and the recipes shed passed om, Tt was for
this reason that 1 first began my interviews with the family, irying to find out things
abwwit their past - and mine.

An antique Chinese chest lurks in the hallway of my house. The front is
carved with birds and flowers which in shadow look like twisted Faces anad gnarled
hands. T live in @ cottage. There is nothing but shadow. The cottage has insides that
are less than intimidating: the cupboard is In fact a hall cupboard only. Housing
bsard gumes, wrapping paper, yards of string somehow wrapped around everything
and all of the photographs not good enough 1o frame. Somewhere amongst these
musndane items hides an unsssuming plastic bag whose contents 1 am hunting for. |
finsel 1t jusst i time for a familiar voice to announce the arrival of my grandparents; |
pull out my prop and hurry inte the kitchen to meet them.

The mask is heavy in my hand. The eyes stare up at me through metal slas
and there is samething in the way that the eyes twist down at the side that makes
hem look forlorm.

*[3ad savs that this is blood” | hand the mask to my grandfather, the
fuainimall mouth guard creaking slighily at the unacoustomed movement, He takes
Ivis plasses off and squints io get a better look. He hands it back.

“Yes; it could be” He leans back in one of our antique dining chairs in a way
hat vy mother tells me not to. It groans and | grimace.

“This was [ wasnt it? He wore it in the tank battle” Da was my father's
uranddiather, but everyone called him Da, related or not. | grew up listening to stories
ol i tald by the fireside, stories that changed from teller o teller, some more
seliabile than others. Its for this reason that I've asked my grandparents to come

cound today. Although Da ks my grandmother's father, it is of my grandfather that |
ik the questions.

“Yes, | should think so.”

The kettle clicks and [ get up 1o make them coffer. We keep Nescalfe in a
special cupboand with the sugar for when they come round. I'm more of a lea person
it grandsdad can't stand it. [ get the special mug down for my grandmaother, The




pold edpe has disappeared in most parts and the lowers are Gaded bat its the
lightest so 1 half iill it and take it back to them. | should probably offer nry
grandfather a sherry, but | can’t quite bring myself to take out the delicate carved
crystal; the image of it in a thowsand pieces on the foor Hmits me to non-alcohodic
beverages anly. | hand him the coffee and know that he wor't be offended.

“So what happened in that bartle?”

Hie tries to sép his coffee but to do so he mast stop scratching the head of
my dog who will not allow the lapse in concentration, He stares at it longingly for a
while before answering:

“Dha always told me to volunteer for everything”

From what | understand of Da already, he had had no sons. My grandfather,
the closest of his son-in-laws, was the dosest he came to one. My grandfather in lurn
adopted him. He never seemed to speak of his own parents, just Da.

“The tanks where new back then, 1 think @t may have been the very first
tank battle, part of the Somme.” | scribble this down despite the carefully arranged
dictaphone and nod my head knowingly as 1 think of black and white men wading
through a black and white landscape.

“He was working as a gunner and they asked if amyone wanted to work in
the tanks and be volunteered” My grandmother’s head bobs up amd down in
agreement. | can't help smiling; it’s one of the few stories that can not bore her, If I'm

lucky she may join in.

*1 thought he was driving”

“He was later. Those things were butlt bess sturdily than your dad’s four-by-
fisr, Whien they were hit, the bullet would shatter the walls, The shrapnel damage
killed most people.”

“He had shrapnel in his head” my grandmother chimes in.

“That's right, Ma uscd 10 comb his hair in the garden and pull the bits out
that were coming to the surface” He ilicks his wrist in a catapult-like motion and
they both lsugh. 1 can't help wincing at this flippant description and wonder why
they smile when he was almost torn to pieces.

“But how did he drive it?”

“0h he was the least injured. | helieve that one person had dled, another was
hurt?” He asks my grandmother. She smiles happily and nods.

“Almost everyone died in that fights he got lost behind enemy lines and
spent the next few days driving around shooting things until he got back”

Bored, my grandmother tries to stand; T pull the chair out for her and take
her arm 50 she's balanced.

“Are you all right™™

She smiles benignly.

“Oh yes. | hate it.... you know™ She waves to the chakr.

“Sitting?”

“Yes. | don't like to sit too long.”
I watch her sway around the kitchen, just lookkng at things. But as | watch
ler move along the stone Hoor, | wish sheid sit down. My home is not @ place that
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vous can Fall. My grandiather sits happily juggling coffee and dog and 1 he

hetween the two of them. The rest of iy t:.nﬁuuipm muplizurlhritht:::::iw
my grandmother’s path. [ can feel the anxdety like a tight knot in my ot 1'm ralieved
when my grandfather decides they should go, realizing that there isn't an aifer of
sherry to follow the coffee, The fist in my stomach twists into guilt and 1 feel bad for
ot asking them to stay a little. Can you serve sherry in a tumbler?

After they leave, the mask sits on the table, is expression frozen as though
with the things is seen. It doesnt seem right to keep it in the hall cupboard,
wrapped in o plastic bag surrounded with the unloved and the everyday. | try to
think of all of the other places | could put it: the glass faced chest, on top of the
plano, on the mantelpiece. Each idea horrifies me in turn. [ cannot frame this
fustory. [ feel like its projecting into the room the things that it has seen and |
wemnelier if he kept it on the whole time., | wonder If the metallic smell of the
<hanmail would distract him from the smell of blood, or whether he v tesed 1o
tath by then, The man that was injured, how bad had that been? Did he scream
when he was hit? Did he carry on sereaming across the torn up ground of the
womme? The soll badly tortured, copper stained with blood, potholed with metal; il
veeined as though nothing would ever grow there again. Before | put the mask away
| slide it over my face. It fits comfortably around my eves and nose and the chaln
ciscades down from it just past my lips. There are bars across the eyes and my vision
s split into horizontal slivers. | feel quite removed from everything aroawnd me, wnd
somehow the rich color of the carpet seems tacky through the dark bars. The ides of
prutting this on the mantelpicce still borrifies me, but | wonder if that's a good thing
"“‘,.h& it up there bong enough, would | still see it with horror. Would | notice it af
|

When | enter oy grandparents” house it is as though 've walked o the
desert, The cold wind outside whipped my hair into my face and the rain has sty
e, bust the walk flushed my skin with warmth and the inside of their howse has me
sweating uncomfortably under my coat. | dumgp it onte ane of the chairs by the dhisarr,
figh u;!- boots anto the matt and release the hell-hound from her lead, She shoots
ol o sight like a miniature hound and la
e o grey 2 moment later | hear the squeal of my

“HL” | call through to the next room.

“Hello, sweetie” | rush 1o their cheeks before they have a chance fo stand
annil pin ldl:_ﬂnhrdnwn with kisses before 1 head to the sofa, My dog has her head in
iy grandisther’s hands already and [ sink dow tefully, J
responsibality for my ul.JrH:ﬂu'ri beast. e Rl tthnnson

“Tspoke to Edith last night.” I say to them before anyone can mentlog ithe
galler.

"o, weally?™ Edith is my grandmother'’s older sister and she hax the sl
anid mt II|HFI::|N habit of being impossible to keep on the phone.

"u vt whonit what happened to Da whien be got back Som the batile”
Al g 1 sl lh'lih.l_ﬂ £ by my ol the mucd, the bood, the mctal, My
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parenits had listened politely bt did not seem 1o share my new-found obsession,

“Oh, well, yes, they gave him a medal”

“I know, but | wondered if thevid sent him back afterwards and they didn't.
They put him on rest for a few weeks before sending him out into the trenches” |
could see in thelr faces that they had never wondered what had happened when the
story ended. To me itd always seerned as though the war had ended with the story.
“Their rest care was burying bodies.”

My grandfuther laughed.

“The wrmy would make it worse than going back into the trenches” He rolls
his eyes. “I¥id | ever tell you sbout the time that he woke up with something warm
and furry on his chest? He thought it was a cat, looked down and saw that it was the
biggest rat he'd ever seen””

“Urgh” my grandmother squeaks and laughs. =1 hate rats” 1 pall out the
motepad and jot it down.

“1 was wondering if you could tell me anymore about Da?” [ had the story
but was still unsatisfied; | needed to round him cul, 1o understand who this hali-
known great-grandfather neally was.

“Would you mind if | wrote it down again?™ My grandfather booked
surprised and pleased and settled back in his armchair, ignoring my sulky looking
dog until she gave up and went to sit by the Greplace.

“Well you know he grew up in the minest”

L In turn, look suitably surprised and he s satisfied

“He booked just like your grandmother.” They smile st each other for a
moment and I imagined a five foot fiery haired Welshman. “He kept on being
promoted and demoted for fighting in the trenches”

“1 thought you were meant to fight in the trenches!™ My vodce was laced
with loving sarcasm. forgiven in a pompous grandchild in a way a parent would not
suiler,

“He was bare knuckle boxing for money, apparently it got boring, All that
waiting.” They laugh again, with timing so precise | wonder if they practiced it. *He
kept on saying though...” and | waiched my grandfather’s eves plaze a little as he
assumes the standard posture for remembering.

“What?™ | was used to this from my grandmaother; from my grandfather i

wus a little disconcerting.
“l remember when he died he kept on talking about this trench that he was

in fior a while. He was with his best iriend from school and they cam to a split in the
path. Where the trenches used to circle round”

He drew it in the alr with this finger. | could pictore it as though with that
movement he dug the trench away.

“He went ane way and his friend went another, and by morning his friend

was dead. He kept on asking "Why me! Why did [ survive?™

iAW EETE T Mo NS T B R COoLLEQGE

iISHUFELE Anonysmous

632 miles to go. 632 miles from home.

Ilean my seat back as fas as it will go in a GMC single cab pickup truc
1996 moded, This is Hmited nmnmh:rﬂf:wmﬁ]:d up:ﬁm rmp:;g:;buh::'
bottles and can of Febreze all squished behind the seat, Tts mid- May, post grodustio
and post the best two years of my life. The sun s showly setting in a West Texa sky,
the last ane I'll be seeing for o while, Most students were gone & week ago, packing
as fast as they could to leave this shit hole. We didi't, We wated. Box by box, bake
by bale, dragging it out as long as the RA would let us. They came down 1o the aren;
and we said our goodbyes. They kissed Alibi farewell and drove off o | wouldn't cry
| double-check everything a third time and fistally bid adiew to the worn out patch
ol grass my trailer had been parked on for so long. | gradually ease over the speed
Duamps | flew over so many times, passing the empty baseball dorms I snuck into s
miany nights, | take a deep breath and put my right Minker on. | start heading east,
away from it all. Away from all things exclusively dedicated to the west: sunsets,
Allsup's and cacti, | dan't cry, so | swallow the swelling in my throat.

I pop In the mix CD that Karlee made me as a last goodbye and let Randy
Rogers fAll my petite truck and double pierced ears, Like maost embarking freshimany,
Karlee and I wanted to do something rebeflious 1o kick off college. My mom hac
dilvised my new friend and roommate of two things; | was abways going to be runnis
late and not to let me get a tatioo, So, we settled for a second piercing at Wal-Mari
instead. It was @ small gesture, but it set the tone for cur next two years together.

Suffering from musical sttention deficit disorder, song ADD, | quickly searcl)
for the next song. To no surprise however, the next i yet anather Randy Rogers fuie
This ts hard, this hell. This is pain like I have never felt make up part of the lyrics
ITis gy about s wais unmistakably true, Leaving is always a bittersweet el
| think back to all the “Randy” moments me and Karlee had shared. 1 caught our
lavorite musician's guitar pick o & concert we ventured to together: 1 gave it b Kar,
She bost it, go figure. She lost everything. Randy was also the name of the biokogical
tather she hasn't seen since she was seven, We stlll plan on making a irip 1o Oklalym,
Lty and finding that bastard. Randy was also the name of her incarcerated
ex-boyfriend, Before his three-year sentence, they would stay up talking boio the wee
hoars of the morning. (Not only did Karlee and 1 share o room, our beds were
practically on top of one another. Most girls had theirs on apposite ends, dividing
hseir rotms with curtains and separate TV, Well, not us. One TV, one channel,
[LMN) I H;-rdnhmlh:rmhm annoying their late night chatter was; & Lifetime munder
soene woukd be ¥ interrupted by her flirtatious and a . Ol
Randy.” Ohh how | wished they would just give it a hsrcrglsil;l:fl :mwmmlm ansl
bearn how to kill three future hushands, take their maney and still have a nice as,
Sadly, that wish was granted the next semester. Not the killing of husbands, ba &
supposed armed robbery he swore be had no part in. She doesnt talk 1o aarvbody like
:::I these days. She doesn't fall in bove. Randy was also the name we ravee our Petta

I




1 ol ol e Diighvweay just & few miiles from the Cllaboama state line, A cop
fodlows mie indo a gas station and pulls up next b me, Shit,

*Were having a big storm roll in; you might want to be getting home lide
laddy” Perhaps he didn't notice my year’s worth of “college junk” through the
guoseneck window of my horse trailer, but 1 was far from hnmr_.-.

“Thanks officer” | reply, “T'll be alright” I'm always all right. This is the tenth time |
have made this tri-state haul with Alibl, my sorrel hoofed comrade. I'd have one of
my dogs with me, but my rodeo coach made it very clear that nothing with paws was
allowed at school. | broke this rule a few times, and every time 1 got caught.

Omce back on the road, 1 plug in the ol turguoise (Pod. Never quite knowing
what I'm in the mood for, | set it 10 shuffle. The thing 1 like about "shuffling” and the
raddii is that you never really know what's coming next, The mystery s a bit of a thrill
1 suppose. The pod picks Marty Stuart’s “Burn Me Down.” The homeless guy | once
picked up loved that song,. His name was David,

I was driving back to school after a weekend of rodeo in Amarillo and saw
him peddling his wobbly bike up the side of the highway 287, lli-nﬁ. cobd and the hill
was seep. | felt this sudden urge to stop and offer him a ride. So [ did. He .
nmpudmlputhhhih.nmdfbagmdmdbnﬂd:ibg.nllmr:.-hn-utuu:r.lmlh
1 hadn't been too nervous to read what it said. He looked around eighty years old but
could have been sixty. My whole leg was shaking the first couple of awkward miiles,
bust Calt soon broke the ke, Colt was the black, great dane/lab looking puppy 1 also
plucked off the side of the road. He had a white *C” in crested on his chest and had
been my traveling partaer for the past week. He sal in between me and l!ilamngr:
and started chewing on the hobo's sleeve. 1 scolded him to stop, but David haggandly
whispered, “Oh, he aint gone na hurt pothin® through crooked teeth and patted the
puppy on the head, It was then | realized his sheeves were already tattered and 1orn.
We drove for three hours, sharing stories and a pack of cigareties. He had a job, you
kavow, but lost it. He also had a daughter, but lost her too. 1 bought him a steak finger
basket at Dairy Queen. 1 have never met anyone so grateful in all my days. He hl_d a
few crumpled dollars 10 his name and offered 1o buy me an ice cream cone. | politely
declined and we hit the road again, David was heading to Dallas in scarch of work
and & motive 1o live, but | could only take him as far 23 Vernon. [ pulled off the exit

and helped get his bike out. | wassit naive enough to show him where | lived and
went to school - hell, he didn't even know my Lt name. David thanked me mumer-
ous times for the ride and restoring his faith in humankind, referring to me as his
“Cuardian Angel™ I'm sure that was just the years of crack abuse talking, but it was
still sweet.

My reminiscence of that drive is interrupted by a bright balt of lightning too
close for comfort. Its loud clap startles me and [ imagine its God's door slamming in
the face of the too far-gone, | have been canght up in my mind, looking at the road in
front of me and Following ks curves, but not keeping track of the miles passed. The
rain is raping my tiny truck, cat eye marbles trying desperately to penetrale my
windshield. | switch 1o radio and 1une into the National Weather Service Doppler
radar, | know l'm in Oklaboma by now, but can't make out the mile marker signs

72

though the briel interlude of clarity my wipers provide, P going twenty miles an
b anel e moad stripe is nothing bai o mastardy bur, | replace the wretched
wonnnids of the storm with Blink 182, Fve loved the punk rock band since | was old
enotgh o curse behind my mother's back.

Branden Dulf, That was his name. The name of the boy whao introduced me
o paracoxical way of life. He was a calf roper. A skater boy. Interchanging cowboy
tonts with checkered Vans. 1 thought 1 loved him. Maybe | did. We grew up together
un the rodeo circuds, bt | always had the hots for a more mature Jesse Hinkle. It
wasii'l undil my teenage vears at the MRCA finals in Sedalta, MO that | really
acknowledged him. Now, | could go into a bunch of hoopla about how we “idl in
lwve” bt I'm sure it's no better than any other modern day Bonnie and Chyde {great
g by the way),

1 will say this though, the instant he playfully grabbed me, all awkwardness
between os went away. The instant be kissed me, my first real kiss, everything but
him went away. From that moment on he was all | could think about, We texted cach
other the whole way home and he called me when we each reached our distant
dwellings, We stayed up talking into the teeny weeny hours of the night, playing
iwenty questions and occasionally tumbling across the word *babe” Only days went
by before “habe™ turned to “baby” and we were attached. My mom once heard us
talking around twe a.m. and furicusly took my cell phone away. [ dida’t think twice to
uneak downstairs and seize the house phone to call him back.

Fifteen was an embarrassing age lor me, braces and acne included. Although
Branden never had a single blemish, I never felt self-conscious around him. He sort
ol addored me and | could do no wrong: my flaws weren't defiects in his eyes. T thought
| 'waa the luckiest girl alive and that no other boy had ever loved & girl as much as he
lewed me, The only other thing we had a passion for besides raden (and each other)
was music. We liked a bot of the same, but would get wo excited when we had some-
thing new to share with the other. For some reason, and [ really can’t rementber
why - perhaps it was our scemingly long-distance refationship - our song (yes, we hid

song) was “Far Away™ by Nickelback.

In an atterpt to stab myself in the heart, [ find the dated song on my iPod. |
can feel myself slipping into gloomy, seli-pity mode and before [ can do any proper
seasoning | start belting out 1 LOove Youu, | haved LoVED you all alooong! and |
MISS you, been FAR AWAAY for FAR oo Loong! 1 kEEp dresaming you'll be with
me and you'll NEVER goO! S100p breeathing if 1 dont see you ANYmooooore!™ |
feel the sudden urge to cry again but stop myself and realize how stupid | probably
ook to any passers-by. As if there are any. I'm alone on this road with my thoughis
and regrets. | put the iPod back on shufile and hope for something happy. It i Well,
maybe not happy, but uplifiing atbeast, “Hair of the Dog” temporarily halts my tears
and makes me feel more like o hardass. For those musically underprivileged, it5 a
rock song fram the 70'% by Nazareth. The title is a play on words: “helr of the dog” Le.
“son of & biteh”

Giood stuif,

I pass through many more stop signs and melodies withom oy digressiing
7
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notions, i gt thanks to Kobert Earl Keen, Ies “The Road Goes on Forever Gusd
the party never ends)” When most think of “the party” they reflect on whoopin' and
haollerin’ good times. | indeed feel the same, but what about the party where you pass
out before midnight dutching a border collie pup on 2 dusty odd couch in the middle
of a barn with a hundred of your closest friends and enemibes laughing and taking
pictures? Or the party you spend a good hour getting sexy for and show up to find
a couple of grubby chubby guys playing pool? The party where you try to pull an
amusing joke and walk out with a few cowboy's cases of beer and they end up getting
pissed and throwing your drivers keys in the middle of a field and you can’t find them
ull morning? The party where your boyfriend says something “funny” that for some
reason hurt your feelings bad enough o make you think it was okay to hitchhike
back to the dorms and it got the whole gang livid at you for not answering their calls
when you went MIA in a selfish drunken gelaway? The party where you know you've
reached you're Hmit but still give into that last shot of Jack Daniels thrust in your face
that eventually leaves you peeing and calling dinosaurs in a very public bush? {Sorry
Mac D) That's a party. That’s life. “The road goes on forever and it never ends, Just
when you think you could have made every mistake possible and learned cvery
besson there is to learn, another party comes along to teach you another ane.

The harsh rain &5 a mere drizele now and [ make my way through Oklahona
City and Tulsa. | chaose to travel this route in the middle of the night because the
alacrity of traffic scares me. It's just me and the eighteen wheelers on [-44 now. I've
often considered investing in a CB radio 1o chat in same trucker jargon, but after
secing “Joy Ride” I think I'll pass. .

I go through & few pay tolls and wonder why it costs so much for four axels. |
dont like to worry about money because there never seems io be enough. My friends
and [ in Texas were always broke. Not broke like the homeless guy, but broke enough
to think putting Hot Cheetos on ramen noodles was flaming fantastic. We didn’t
tmind it though. While backroading one night we came to the conclusion that the best
things in life really are free, or at least dirt cheap.

[ bove my friends in Texax. All of them. The cowgirts, the city dwellers. The
pot smokers, the church goers. My close group of buds would always get together 1o
do homework (bagically [ would do all theirs for them), dye cach other’s hair, watch
scary movies in the basement of the dorms, lay out in January and even sled down a
hill om a giant Exxon sign we conveniently *found” af a gas station. We were a faumily,

Lacy is your typical small town southern beauty queen. with thick thighs
and hair to match, but a gorgeous girl who will probably be the first to marry and
start poppin’ out babies. Erin is the youngest and smallest, but can out drink any man
I know. Her dad was an alcoholic and they often shared a thirty pack just between
the two of them, fust before he went to jall again. She tries too hard to please guys
and lets them continuously break her heart, but she's learning. Danielle was the anly
bocal of the group, so her grandmother's old house was often a hot spot for Zumba
and drinking games. She aspires to be an actress and thinks her life is Hke o movie,
thriving an whatever drama that gets stirred up in o town that small, Chelbses casie o
Vernon from Wyoming, following after her boyiriend and his dirty laundry, ht didi’y
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tuke long aftey hanging sround us though; she dropped the ungrateful load and is
now becombng a nurse. Paige i a bis of a psycho, she procticed Back Magic our first
year being suitemates. She is still a crazy loon but has saved my ass many times and
always providies some pricebess emtertainment. And then of course there’s Karlee, wiio
15 sure to be one of my best friends far bevond college.

When she first found out she was rooming with a gid on the rodeo team
(e}, she figured | was a wrangler- wearing hick from “Missoura” She's an athletic
trainer from Fort Worth and had never been on a horse until she met Alibi, We're
polar opposites if you look at our backgrounds and dress sizes, but for some reason
we just “clicked.” She says it’s because we both have good hearts, but 1 don't know
sbout any of that,

U'm sure the girls would say that I'm “the smart one” (considering we went 1o
A Junior college) and “the one that runs away when she drinks whiskey” and “the one
that will give Travis another bloody lip if e ever makes them cry again.”

Miranda Lambert’s "Famous in a Small Town™ comes streaming from my
poor odd speskers. 1 turn it up and the sound quality goes down. [ don't care. | sip on
a Big Gulp tountain drink and light a Marlboro Red, realizing this is the life, All of
my friends are most Hkely sleeping, in Texas and in Messouri, but I'm out here on the
road between. A girl on her own. Just driving. Just driving and dreaming,

The exit for Miami, Oklahoma comes into view, Home of North Eastern
tklahoma College and the late, great Branden Duff. Well, bie's not that great, When
we were younger and so in love, | broke his heart. It was kind of an accident though.
| don't know if it was his volee, just one pitch too high, or his oo precious demeancor
that eventually got to me. Or, maybe, o was the sexy foothall player from my high
school that showed an unexpected interest in me. Point being, | was just a little bir
towed with Branden's un-masculinity and very fascinated with the hunky fanky
lootball player,

I thought if Branden and 1 ook a linde break and just stayed "best friends”
hor awhile, | could do seme guilt-free exploring (please, judge me), Tt didn't just blow
up in may face; it exploded into a thousand tiny pleces of my heatt. And his too I'm
pessing, Branden didn't want anything to do with me for four years and the football
player only wanted something to do with me for four minutes. Classic.

When Branden wouldn't even speak to me [ sort of...turned into a crazy
person. My friends at the time witnessed a side of me | hope no one ever, ever has to
=oe again, To this day they still bring up how hilarious and awful it was. 1 practically
salked Branden for a year, | would leave him numerous voicemails with nothing
i tetarm. If he ever did answer it was to tell me to stop calling him and that he had
o new ghrlfriend and she dide’t want him talking to me and that he didn't love me
anymore. It was pitiful. | even wrote a song entitled “Branden Duff is an idiot because
he chose Anna Cate who | really hate™ 1'd have to say the bowest point though, was
when [ cornered him in a stall a1 a high school rodeo just so he would talk to me. He
walled mve a psycho bitch, It was at that point | realized that he was not warth
acting this foefish over. No guy was. If he was all that great | wouldn't have broken up
with him the Biest place, right? § wish “you never kiow whal you have wntil it’s gone™




wasn t such a cliche, becanse | hate clichés, Pt | da love that plirase.

Su. Flash forward o few years to me molting into the charming young lady |
am today. (1'ni pretty sure molting is some type of bird behavior, but it sounds right
Maybe the word I'm thinking of is "molding” Yes, that's it. “The act of creating
something that s different from the materfals that went into " Thanks, Webster.
And lad usually refers to a boy, but it went so well with “charming” | guess 'm niot
really charming though either. .}

So, Flash forward a few yvears to me malcling into the bitter young lass | am
todary. Rebationships have turned into this type of game now, and no one ever wins for
very long. There are definite natural feelings involved, but they get overridden by
jealousy, manipulation and trying to “have the upper hand?” because no one likes
ti» fieel vulnerable. [ like to pretend I don't mind. | don't mind appearing at risk, but
ursder it afl 1 can’t feel weak and expose myself to that kind of danger. [ have to care
iess; it's the number one rule in dating. In 0 type of self-defense mechanism | have
managed to keep a small part of me, perhaps the most important part, detached from
anyone eise. Don't get me wrong: 1 still get hart, but nothing a bottle of cheap whiskey
casi'l fix,

I stop in Miami at the college arena and let Alibi out of the trailer. The school
is already closed for summer and no one Is here. No . No Branden, Its dark and
the parking lot is vacant. | stumble around through the stall barn and fill a bucket
up with water. | bear ruckus down the ally way and pray to God it's only a raccoon
or some other fur bearer: [ give Alibi the time he needs to eat and walk around, then
load him onto the trailer as fast as [ can. 1 hop back in my truck and get the hell out of
dodge. I'm alright. I'm always all right.

The iPod rummages through Paramore, Kings of Leon and The Police as |
eross the state line. Back in Missour, it feels good. Too bad no ane is awake for me n,
call and share the good news with. [ fll the void with Mumford and Sons, Old Crow
Medicine Show and Bob Seger. "Here | am, on the road again...” | get caught up
turning the page and the miles just seem to turn as well,

I'm running low on gas and need to stop soon. My night on the main
highway s over and I'm trying to make my way up through Lebanon to get to the
Lake of the Ozarks then over 1o Columbia to my parents’ house, My eves feel heavy
bout [ see a gas station at the upcomibng four-way stop. 15 off to the keft and looks a
little deserted, but there are a few flickering lights over the pumps. | figure this is one
of thowe gas stations that doses for the night but keeps the pumps on for those with
credit cards, | second-guess myself upon pulling in. It gives me the creeps
immediately. An old broken down school bus and other rusted lawn ornaments aren’t
helping. 1 quickly jump out, slide my card, and start pumping gas. 1 cent...4 cents..,.7
cents,,..off. The pump shuts off. | try and try again but the pumps are off for good.
Now I'm getting nervous, 1 doesn't look like theres another gas station close by, | get
back in my truck and lock the doors. [ lock again and even try to open my door
from the inside just 1o make sure it’s latched,

“The four-way stop has a sign pointing towards Lebanon but doesn’t say how
many miles. With no other feasible plan. | go that way, | feel like U'm driving deepes

aitd devper o some woody wasteland. There are canoe rental andd camging signs
avound every bend stuck in front of double wide trailers with broken down swing
st Is foggy out and the road seens 0 end where my headlights do, which isn't very
far. | cabch a reflection of water around one of the turns - it's a lake. Around every
curve of the narrow road 1 see it off to the side of me, haunting me, It never ends and
' thinking it's a river now: The trees are holding hands over the raad and my own
hands are chtching the wheel tight. One lisile mistake could land my truck and trailer
i the depths of the water, whatever it is. I'm scared.

This looks like a scene from “Deliverance” and | am driving on pure gas
lmen, | quickly glance dewn at my dying phone, no service. Why hasn’t anyone
colled? How can my loved ones just be sleeping so peacefully while my life is flashing
before my eves? Is nobody worried about me? I 1 die will they even realize it befire
marming? If 1 run out of gas do ©sit in my trock and wait tll it light out or try
witlking 10 one of these unsetiling “cabins” in the dark? What i a big crazy beanded
mian gets 3 hobd of me? Should [ try to get my horse out and saddle him and ride 1o
the next town? Why do | feel so alone right now? | didn't mind it the previous part of
the drive; | was actually quite fond of it. It's different now, It's terrifying. | want
nothing more than to have a friend to share in my anxiety. | left those friends in
lexas. | have some in Missouri but | havent seen them in months, and they are still
hours away, sheeping. [ unclench my jaw and take a deep breath. It's just me now and |
have to be tough.

| pass a shabby sign reading, "Buffalo, MO Sweet. | think I've heard of that
before. .| think. | start to catch glimpses of clvilization around every turn. | just keep
pressing on the gas and eventually pull into Lebanon. | putter into a very well-lit gas
statiom. | turn my truck off and just sit for a second. 1 don't know how | managed to
et off on such a detour, but [ have made it to where | was headed. | chuckle a litde at
how scared | was before, | had been alright. I'm always all right.

The sun is starting to rise and bounces its encouraging rays off the trees and
rocks that fill the land near the Lake of the Ozarks, The shops, the boats, the lake
usell. everything is so pretty. I call my parents 1o t1ell them good morning and that 1
am almost back, P've made this drive before (well, not this exact drive} and each time
I come back to Missouri | notice how green everything looks. It really isn’t such a bad
place to live. | never appreciated its splendor till | lived in a very dull and dusty Texas.

Every trip back I noticed this, but now this feeling is strange. This s my last
irip back. 1 did my time in Texas, now what? Is it too green here? Will I miss
the red dirt and cactit What about my friends?! Holy shit.

Loed, | want to turn around.

I make the decision to just keep driving and not worry about it. [ let Jo Dee
Miessina’s vosce carry me the ress of the way home, *r's a beautifil day not & cloud in
shgghi 50 1 s 'm dodn” aleight”™ U'm always all right,

Cnly o few more mibes 1o go, till 632 miles from home.
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