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Ist place
Masturbating Mindframes
Dean Moran

’'m masturbating mindframes )
Getting, omCE Get it off, getit off-
ij mind.
MH mu]tfpie personalh‘:ies are alwagﬁ arguing
Sometimes...
Theg have |<in|<g make up sex
Sometimes it hurts my head.
They like Bonda e.
The shame gets £ em both O\éthé same wat,
Shame that deeP c{ownj
everyone enjoys.

I'ms nchronizing sunsets.
I wish | coulcﬁive in the culture of the east,
On the beaches of the west.
And swim till my arms and legs don’t work
And ﬁrowrw in the surf.
SleeP with the fishes.
With no memories of the seperatcd carth

P'm sure of the apoca[gpse.
HoPe is sPira{ingin technofogica[ b[issj
And the on!g time anyone rea”y cares,

Is when another natural disaster hits.

Can .LJOU b}ame gOC{ ]COI' df’OWﬂj’ﬂg New OF[CB ns?

Can you blame Bush for ta”cing about mass destruction?
Canyou r':‘.n”” trust in the education the government’s funded?

Can you believe in love?
Can you believe in science?
Can you believe we came from not}'iing’?
Canl Juist have faith in 50mething?




vellow Church’s a]waxjs have the best music,
But once it's over it’s hard to use it.
| Lose it.
For once in your godﬂcearing life,
Be a man!
But [t’s not the way | was taught.
It's the way that Jam.

White sand alwags comes from the bluest oceans,
The best lies alwags come from the truest notions.
The best of us sometimes get caught up in time,
Tryingto believe reason could never exist without rhz:;me.
~-Divine-

A state of mind that makes cvergthing less.
Calling beautiful Passion,

l egitimate sex.

Now the waves of the west are on Eastern shores.
Centuries of cultures are gone.
Centuries of cultures were wrong,

And centuries from now a new dag wi%aome.
After the wars are all one,

Culture wil bej’ust a mgth.

But my mind has alwags beenin Pemcect time.
And my Pc”:rsonalities can live Peace{-uﬂg—
“On the right and left side.
But every once in a while,
When one gets out of line,
»HWG‘LJ have kinkﬂ sex,
Just to get it off my mind.

Sol'm masturba’ting mindframes.

2nd Place
Blue River Man
Jordan Bitticks
Six o’clock in late Septemf:)cr,
The sun Hangs low and bright in a cornflower skg.
Missouri countrgsicEe unravels before me,

Ancient ;orests ﬁ'el&s ozC amber anc[ rye.

Heft my light behind in Old St. Louie;
From a hundred miles it’s so hard to see him shine.
sidhhewes herevith neon 8 arfiope Highwey
Rolling over hills and flowered valleys growing wild

Growing wild. .

CGhe clag we'll just keep on driving
“Till we’re found in some lost mountain town
In the spring behind our house we'll wash our tired Feet

Head home !’1811(?] n }ﬁanc{ ‘neath a autumn canopy




| know where | need to be now
I know where 1 belong
Could be, could be Missouri
Co‘oraclo, mayhe Oregon.
/\n_ljwlwr‘c’. it don’t rea”g matter, no
Just as long
As that blue river, that blue river man

Has go’c me in his arms.

Six o’clock in late Septembcrj

The sun ]ﬂangs low and bright in a cornflower ska.

Missouri countrgside unravels before me,

Ancient forests fields of amber and rye.

5rd Place

Anthem
Colin Wallace

O how I miss my childhood, those dags of old
) | can feel their numbness, those c{ags are so cold
it I were to Paint you a Pfcture of the past, what would it resemble
A Monet? A Marc? Q those clags thezj make me tremble
Desensitize my memory, make me {:orgct
Don'’t make me scream indecencies | might regret

Some may think my childhood was sad, don’t get me wrong,
Ihese things | speak of were my best memories, theg made me strong
Many were not as luc yasl, to live this life of Pain
To have a childhood without sacrifice is a childhood in vain

Now | grow taH, my roots run deeP
Never will rz]gret my ibast: never will | weep
Keep your love and affection, tl']ey give me no streng‘tl')
Never did | strive for them, I went to no great ]engtT’}
Deep inm soulfrows a Passion no man can equa
So stay hiddenbehind the smile of two-faced chec:rbl Peoplc

when I need your hel i Ill come to you
But don’t wait up ex ecting me, it will be no day 5000
Some things in |§£:3 cannot be bought and sold
You can Put no Price onthe man | am anﬁthe storg I've told

You live %_(Ijur ]hce, and Pl live mine
we'll see who stands the test of time




Hope
Melissa Hirner

Hope, it’s a Eosi’tive outlook.
When others thin d9ou’\/e had enough,
You stand firm an prove them wrong.

Hope, it's beautiful.
It causes us to dream.
It is the sparkle N our eyes.

Hope, it’s never lost.
It is what keeps all of us to%ether-
Without hope we would {2l apar’c,

Hope, it's a harbor.
Within it we remain safe from the rocks.

Without it we would be lost.

Hope, it’s free you just need to grab on.
gl =

By gra bing hope you can elude the darkness.

With i‘iope you can take on tomorrow.

HoPc....it’s a second chance.

-

lnspiration*! ntoxication*Vibration*lation
Jordan Bitticks

Patchouli oil and sandalwood Pemcume
Beaded curtains and a jade statuette.
| Ivz—aint bg number——green andjgold and wild blooms
Shroud of si“g we lovers share a téte-a-téte.

Our clreamg heads filled with sweet hea\/g smoke
Through the haze | draw my inspiration.
Youumg muse-- offer me another toke

The Patron saint of authors is named John.

| am soft Pine and you are steel wound string
Toge’cher we create a violin
Mal(ing melody IS NO simP|c thing
But c[enging our music would be sin

High on you and musical vibration
You stir in me a sense of pure elation.




Land-Loc!«:d
Rachael Nolting

| want to take you
No cograp}’lg involved
Sound and emotion, shadow and heat
Using ﬂothin%but words
Can you eel it?
Bl

Reluctance
Heard, in the way you twitch your hand
Ramblings, seen
Feel it, feet s!‘luprling
Dragging, clragging,
Do you even krow where you're headed?

Bye?

Communicate all you want
I hear, listen
To more than the words, the tone
The P]’u sical cxpresséons
You sat} 50 muc%l without spcaking once
Don't go without even knowihg where tol
Stag

b1

Heat, i ht, 'erky motion
Quick, caéda’ced} methodical
Act!

The Potcntial | seein you
I blush.

Gone again
Damn.

Too 5%5
M words are so damn beautiful
if 1 but had the courage to share them
Just between us
To taste your rcP]E;
Sense itin every pore
Caught yet agam
Fuc%. My» Life.

tribute of sorts i ing i 1 ;
toa younger sister, Fo”owmg in her sisters {'oot:attc‘.Ps

For you
Katl’nyn Leetch

From first to fifth Posftion we move
our feet Pofnted Per‘f:ect
our arms in their Pﬁace
structure and Poise are for what we aim.

For the creating of this dance
we thank Louis X~[-V/
Mastins and Sub]igny
To the “Marie’s” of the eightcenth century

| see where | came from
and | see where you're going,
ar.

As you move in Pechction
remember those ben[ore you
who cjﬁangec{ this dance we love
in so many ways.

Classicang on Point
: twirling and swfr[ing
vacariouszg movmg about on stage.
Per‘?ormfng.

| see where | came from
| see where you're goimg,
Far:




Adrenaline rushing
heart Pumpiﬂg
beat thumtping«

EXPFCSSIOI“I.

| sece where | came from
| see wheregou’re going,
ar.
| see where | came from
And | see where you are.
Ballerina.

Hold On
Melissa Hirner

Let friends go and you'll find HOUI’SCH: alone.
Hold oneto zﬁemj égncl tl‘:eg will make the bad times better.
Lose faith and !h#e becomes meaningless

Hold onto it, and it will cause fu to believe inthe imPossible.

Let your dreams go and the ecomejust a memory of what
could’ve been.
Hold on to them, and t}weg will come true.
Lose love and the world becomes a boring P]acc
Hold onto it, and it will [ift you Hig‘ﬂer than ever before.
L et life @ and you lose cverything

Hold on to it and it will embrace you ack.
Lose all hope and your world will seem meanimgleﬁs
Hold on to it and every moment is worth [ivfng to the fullest.

Chaos
Wallace Colin

Let’s take a dive,J’us’t you and me
Let’s take a c!eep c]ive, c]eeP out into the sea
I here’s little to think about or see that far out into the
sea
e Imps we could get lost in the nothingness} you and

me
Look Nor’chj East, South and West, | assure you, there’s
not}‘ring to see
st don’t look c!own, whatever you doJ it's chaos under
the sea.

e e e e e A s e e e e A S AR AR i G e

Fountain of Youth
Jordan Bitticks

Time sneaks l:)g like a clever tactful cat

It cannot care where gou’vc een or want to go
with obdurate Pa::e you burn to combat

It tends to djssoivejust when you need it most.

Life is an intricate oriental ru
Woven from the finest wool in lnﬁia.
|eft unnoticed it garners dirt and dust.
So give in to Iove, sublime idea.

In the Hepths of some forbidden well

sl il ers [‘!1& ancient secret of Ljout}'l
It can’t be cat @'}l‘» -norisita Itiﬁiﬂg to sell.
e we thi |“n.m<'l WAaIrms a se n;f 1||<<- sweet vermol |'I1|'7.

With this at heart esc ape !r‘.1||Ir|
S |t i ol lend: ol immaor l.1l|lr|




Just like a Rose
Melissa Hirner

You stand l:y me no matter the c]anger;
Brave my storms and calm my anger.

You're my hope when | can’t find m way,
And you mégkc nEe smile at the end of the c[ag.

You're my best friend when the darkness comes,

And you ight up my world brighter than the sun.

You love me with all %our l’meart,
And from my life you’ | never part.

Just like a rose, beautiful and strong
You are my life, mgjog and my song,

Sweet Tart
Dean Moran

Suckingand straining,
Trying to maintain endurance.
Overwhelming me now
With it’s ungency,
Somet fng is...
Filling m eyes...
quuifsa%ne cries,
Mg brains connection to the visua
world is blurrin

Oh no!
Unbearable!

I bite into the sweetness!
This process stirs memories,
Familiar to me,
Arf:iﬂ'cia”g and sugary you.

Bitter and vivid bfj cﬂaﬁ)
Becomes vagucly beautiul at night.

Sour memories mcgou)
Turn sweet in my dreams.
The unavoidable moisture returns,
Tears this time. ..

I think. ..

You are still on my mind.




M9 name is Freedom
Colin Wallace

Hello, my name is Freedom.
| am the mind once resl:)ectec{) the light once Protectecl.
ln'ectecl, Pro'ectecl, and subjectecl in the fabric of time.

f am the mﬂj‘( that once consoled and nurtured you.
That milk has now sPoiled and boiled over the melting pot
we so cherish.

SOJoin me, protectors of the free world, and let us Perish.

A Sailor
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Geothermal Grace

59: Samant Ho”enber‘g
it All Comes Down

E)q: Flor Ju
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The Beauty of PaPer

]59: Sarah Janisewski

Ihe Root of al| Fvil
Hy: Zach VVI”I(HII:%
Ist )Jace Drose

My name is Rowan Nelson and 'm rea”bl not a bad person. |
donate to CJ‘IHI"If?{J_, I lwclp my ncghbors with their Prob]ems} ltry to
make sure my Ptjr“c ases are Green... | mean sure, I'm not the gest
person in the world_, but ! can say without {-eeiing like 1 am uttin
myself on a Pedestaf that ] am an overall nicer person than %u”q half
of the human Population. [ will admit that dealing with the thin:gs
that have been thrown my way has made me a Iitﬁe bit sour in my old
age, but | don’t fee| | can rea Ty be HanjecJ for that. -

| on!g mention this to kcep the &)”owinL narration in the
proper context. Itis J'n1Portant to l.:eel:) in mind that if at any time |
take a rﬂeamspfrftccl action it is more m@fy than not that | have been
P 1shed to that oint.

The tree was a gnariecf old th!ng. Evenona goocf day it
was hard to tell it was still alive. Fjrittfe} Ha’q’ng bark, sparse I‘Jsavesj
cl ep gouges here and therc} etc. etc. ete. Itwas so bad I've never

ictually been sure what kind it was. |t looked old as far back

15 | can remember, which is quite a few years now, and time was

not kind to it. The kids of the neighbo?%ooc[ N ever generation
vould PJaL) on it with the thoughtfess destruction only children and
[ -rj."m,:a:;t 5 can seem to manage.

I The tree stood at the corner of a vacant lot adjacent to my
Lamily's (and now mg} Propf:rtyj just bareig afew inches outside our
LI mﬂcﬁon; I can abso'ute!g guarantee that if it had grown on!q a
'pr te bit closer to our roperhj that it would have Been acked down
it the first o portunity. The lot had become a sort of unofficial
Pl sround Eor the C.Hffdren even before | was born. | say it was
unotficia because no one ever felt [ike orgaﬂizing it into a true

ployeround or ’calo’ng responsibiiity forwhat happene& init. The lot

ntains several ot!'nir, more !easaﬂtj trees as well.

Even as a child | didnt like being around that tree. Jt a]wags
emed like some kind of monster out of a sto;ybook, just waitiﬁg
vobble up careless kids. The accidents that tended to Eappen
ind it confirmed my fears. Branches would break) sencling

ione Perchfng on it tumbhng to a fate of scraped knees and
briisii 12, twigs wol ild Pofce eyes, roots would triP feet, and children

ho were otherwise e In'mr'iq 5l U'c'-~{'uu!<‘<'f ; Ii"](‘l‘n‘( )H[L !r‘r']f‘ W Jll!i l

ome !HIH'H'IIIH'.- ks as il -'lrj to fall on thei faces as |lf('.’l

- B




were o Wi J”~ 1, |“r}. N one I ll-l]'-‘;(' QCCASION Of 1C° ¢ '| i

IT( '.'_l\r’l('l l PSR I 1¢S5 l‘l ( )L(“ C ){ [ LH](J |(!”(7A a C,Ug f?,’]{’l[.‘ was 51“” 162 LI l(fl'
it. The few times that | was cunvincsc{/dragged to !a&; n t};c lot |1
would attcmpt to get my compatriots to remain in tEe space {:ur’fhest
away from the tree wherc its ‘E)UJ inﬂuence seemed mianwal, ‘ .

This trend Persisted as | continued growin and (I would
argue) maturfng. When my friends and | minc”essg thumbed our
nose at authorftg and smoked cigarettes in the |of. | would pick
spots with views that obstructcd%che tree. Even Wﬁleﬂ my whole life
revolved around Havinga “bad” image I knew that there {ijas alevel
of “bacl”ness that | dared not aspire to.
‘ Just to clarh[\ A do not hate trees in general. In fact, | rather

enjoy sitting under f em _ar:d readﬁnga Booéor having [uncf'l No

my hatred is much more focused. Itis ust this one tree that F. ioatjhe-
the Feeiing is not extended to the rest of the arboreal opulation :
Most oFt e Prob!ems in my [ife are a result o]c‘chat treeF.) gne o
mome’nt mn Particu!ar Has Helpcd to shape the less Ieasant art of
my exnsﬁence. I must have been somewlnere arounj)e!even ofi"welve
Q‘c the time; old enough to gcnera”y understand what was in m‘ best
mteré‘:stj but not yet old enou hto master my defiance of m ogwn
Sesténterjsts. Mfﬂ friends ha manajcd to convince me ti’xa% being
d;]:d zcztéfomethmg somchow made you rcqufred to Pemcorm the
Permcorm the dared action.

‘ Said dare was sfmple n tf‘:eorg even if not in Practice l was
to climb to the very toP brand’r of the tree everyone knew | ;fvas
somewhat a{:rafc!_owc. I was rc[uctarzt at ﬁrstJ but when my comre;c]es

€gan 1 : j
o %Ct;O:qZ:iT;:?FiZZ:S ﬂappmg my arms and c]ucl(mg, my course
: IHooked up at the tree fora while, trgfng to pass off all of
the thmgs I had seenitdo as luck and néthg more. | was largel
unsuccessful, but when my friends started the clucking a aing A
I could do notiﬂing but begin climbin , No matter how m%cé it )
went against the grain. | made it to t%e first set of branchcs with
no pro lems. M\ Friends watched me in silence. | had always
suspected that t ey too were a bit wary of the tree, but m .
suspr’cfons had been unconfirmed up until that momjenf. ( l%:'fc‘l

ljn-.'l were fixated on ML Progress,

I made it to the second set of f.)r;mc.lwes» also without
i [:l'u[hJ. | was ext I'(‘ITTUILJ surprised- the 5nar|ed, crooked branches
e ![1.1||Lj made for Prcttﬂgoocl hand holds. 1 know now that it was
Ol II(J a trick to draw me in.

~ Most of the ordeal Passed without incident. | umped a fist
in the air when as | reached my other hand up to touch the very last
branch. That was when I heard a creak dircctlg underneath m(:j feet.
| looked down. There was a crack near the base of the branch. |
could on|q form my mouth into an O of shock when it sudden]g gave
way under mﬁ weight.

Mg fall to the earth couldn’t have taken more than a few
seconcls, but ’cheg were the Iongest few seconds of my life. There
was a sharp pain\in my ieg, and sudden{g | was ﬂippec{arouncl
50 | was [ooking at the sky. 1could Hearisnapping and cr‘acklin‘g
around me as | continue&gmy way down to the ground through
more branches. A bumfng sensation in my side informed me that
I had brieﬂg sc:‘apec{ against the bar|<, dréwing aline of fire a[ong
my torso. That Partfaﬁar Pain didnt keeP my attention for very
[ong, however. In instant later my bodg mett eg{'oun& with a hea\{(,j
THUD and my [ungs were su&éénly extremefy emptg. J lag there
gas ing as my friends sure@ looked on in shock. | managed to twist
my ead to see if | was right even as | heaved mg cIiaPHragm. | was
right; tl‘\eg were utterlg stumped as to what to do in this situation.

Hooked down to surve the dama e, and m feg immccliatelq
drew my attention. It was stuc{ at an od aﬂgie, a ?Ett!e too farto
the right. It was nothing extreme like you see in the movies, but still
fncrefibig notfceabfc; es ecfa”Lj to the person who had familiarized

himself with it for around twelve years. Fo[Iowing from this_, | feel my
somewhat hysterical reaction was justified. | screamed rather Iouc”q
as the implications of my leg’s angjje hit me. Appareﬂtlzj this jer!cecl‘
atleast a few of my corﬁpatrfots into action, as the next thing | knew
| was being draggéd a!_ong the grounc{, desperatelg be dimggwem to,
«Oh god Ec caretul of my Ieeeeeeeegi” I told you all oﬁﬁﬂat so that |
could tell you this.

rdbeen coexisting semprcaccgu”g with the tree for a

number of years despite what it had doné to me. My life had never

Ay

g:glaej:ﬁr;?g:i?:C_ﬁ:; ."ljf‘” WUUI(? be H"FP"”JW H” clispar. EINE me rea“lzj been the same after that incident. The fall had &amagecl the
arentg;- had (‘_‘ ‘ ”‘ ‘Il'l”f lmr“'l“]'::ll "I”” the chores their task maste, erowth |vJ.n‘Ir within that leg;, causing extreme stunting to occur. This
2 ( a (%) e | | y 1B = by
P I at that moment, tho ,Jr caused me o TOW ¢ listant from many of mt friends whom |
52 _




( ulf“ no ke nge L‘c‘c'}.’ up with WIH_L |1‘ I turn, hc‘l} e lo caim it
are des to start ﬁllppmgus I was tar too J,wu:afJ CNZALINg 11 sell ity
or coming u with excuses about wh my work wasn’t done. Such
poor 5tu§y Eabits all butguarantecc? my denial to a quality higher
ec]ucation, sever‘efg limiting my capacity to branch out Begoﬁg
hometown iobs.

As ['ve grown older I've noticed more subtle things that the
tree manages to infect with its presence. The view from my kitchen
window would otherwise be an'j llic snapsho{f of nature; as it is,
itis just a hard look at the mortaﬂqty of all things. During the }Ca”J
the%ew leaves onit alwaﬂs seem to blow over to my yard. Its roots
are raised just enough to foul up lawnmower blades. It allows nests
to be built bg the loudest birds known to man on the branches
clirect!g Faciﬁg my house. You get the idea. The tree has not given
up tormenting me, although the uality of the harassment has gone
down shar]:)ly. | was Foolish, and had allowed mgselF to fall into a
false sense of security. )

| sat on my Porc.fwjust Iooking at it, sometimes rubbing my
knee absentlg. The thot ght had crossed my mind several times
that | must have been going insane to stand sentry against a tree.
It made me feel bet‘cerbtlﬁouglw, like 1 was actua”g (fontr*ibutfng
something to society. It was around Christmastime in the morning,
so | was nicefg bunc[?ed up in my favorite coat and gfovcs.

There were carolers wal ing down the street towards m
]’rqusq their timbre was oﬂ:J but the s0ngs still had their intended
ehcect, making me sappy with nostalgfa. This pleasant sensation
was somewhat dulle ]:79 the fact that | saw that their Path would
take them Past the lot with the tree. It rareiy ac:tua”y hurt angone,
but one could never be too careful.

I'was content to watch them warifg, on the lookout for angtlﬁfng
the trickﬂ old thfng mfght Pu”. My fears were realized almost
fnstantancouslg, Just as the Youngest caroler walked under the
outermost hangin ranch I saw it twinge, senclinga sgmpathetic
reaction down ﬁye%ength of my bad IegA ”

Heapt to my gcet, ge”in incomprehensibly at the group, my
mouth unagic to kecp up with the frantic warnfngs my brain was
sending to it. As I was focused on shoutinga warningl tem g)rarffq
Forgot the limits put upon me J:)g my old injurg and sturnHmﬂ( rward
a rew steps. )

A!ﬁ got for myy Samaritan act were | oks of | vewilderme il

5

il [ k. Foaor "llll ool the looks said Can't handle the way the
world's ¢ |r.mp‘:-c'.
| shot an .'1|‘1gr:’;-;[. ince at the tree. | was no 5br‘;1;’1g,c*.r to
making a fool of I‘I‘rLJSlélF, but it never re;a”g ot any easler. | W;')Vcﬁ
the w‘rf( :u ) ()l:{:‘ 5tii{‘]<c’:e|:>ing a close eye on that branch. | wuulc[n{ t
| It .:t |n‘1.~sl' it to try somet}ving once njlg guard was Ic?wered, I macE
0 mental note to write the morning’s incident down in the fog book |
Lept to keep track of the tree’s indiscretions. | realize how odd that
mi ||-,| mnmc{ but here’s the way I seeit. If | am correct and the ’grpee .
s up to 5oiﬁething ncFarious, it will be good to have a record of it. If
not, | 'iﬁgure it's not the worst hobbg in the world. _
\T]w@ carolers decided to cross the street before theg came to
i Imusc, but not before one of the young onesﬂ veered ln’to‘thc ‘C{ot
s he stared at me and trEPPecl over an outstancfmg root. Sklit]l’jle
his knee, bﬁ the sounds of the wai|ing. The c?lc[er ones kept glijg
me worrisome glances as theg carriea the whim ering child avdvag |
from the crazy man. At least it got them away from t atgoci amne
oyl My vi lance could not last the entire’dag,) of course. 1 had
work at the écai grocery store as well as da;lg ’mPs to the genera}l
store down the street for miscellaneous items | needec}i | was tai(mg
mey b i ged items out of the trunlf of muy car’aFter coming }:]vack from
|ust mii}» a triP when | saw Ash Zimmer mowing, the vacant Jot. th
was a thankless ’ob} GlOing lawn care for the cﬁcg, so | made §ur e to
wave to him whéenever | saw him going about his work; esp_eoa“g ¥
when I saw him taking care of the lot. It was a dangerOUSJob and it
deserved at least a modicum of appreciation. 3
He waved back to me, temporari[g tal(ing his focus of f of
leer mqthe mower around the numerous obsta_clcs- mostlg roots
and l:;xl]'&?.n branches- that littered the grounc{ of the lot. Inthe
ccond that he was distracted the mower rolled over one of the
tree’s roots with a loud CLANG, followed swhctlg by a THUNK. The
lwn mower slow[? ro}l]lcc[ to a”sz]op.
“Are you alright?” | called over.
l/i\i\s rgsponscgwasn’t immediate, but in the affirmative. He
cemed to be distracted 139 somethin slig]'xtlg to my left thgu%ij. J
turned to look to see a [nrge shard of a lawn mower blade stic ng
out of the p: 1SSENECT 51 le door of my car. M‘LJ brajn c_oul&njt seem
to possess the .||3I|||l1| [0 process this new Pim‘cr of informahon
e spite It ¢ bviotis Bim| i Ity Every time it got close it then had
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to ¢ IIJW !!I(‘ CONe III.‘:I: i1h |Fl.l| lllt' tree I].hl r‘.'-'-n"||||.!Hrj '-||w ey co
| l'?cz.]fm)hxi.c ul)s.urcl:f.q of that lr|mughl: then sent me ¢ therwise
rational mind back to the start to trganc] think of anot 1l
exp!anation that wasn’t ridiculous.

When I was fina lg able to wrap my head around what hacUust
happenedj twfnjets of rage ex elled themselves throug}-n my nostrils
as | clenched my eyes shut amfpinchec{ the briclge of my nose. |
needed to calmm self down. I couldmt start rantihg dircctlﬂ ata
tree in Puinc and broad &agiight‘ That would be crazy. lwasn’t
crazy.

I took several dee breaths before openin 2 my eyes again. It
didrn’t HeIP. Ash was looEir:g at me, eyes utterig ﬁﬁe with concern.
He was worried that | was going to lose it and start screaming at him
or something. 1 knew it wasn't his fault. 1 had seen where the mower
had been when my car was so savagefaj attacked. He needn’t have
worried for his own sakc, althouglﬁ I can see how he could have
interpretecl mﬂ Fo“owing actions diﬁccr@nty

I rEPPe the shard of metal out of my car door and launched
m\tjselmc Forwarcl, a snarl etching itself onto my features. Ash,
presu mablg assuming, that my aggression was aimed towards Hm,
started tri Pimg over himselfin his haste to back away as a]:>ologfes
began spil ing out of his mouth. I ran right past him and began
haﬁcing at the roots of tree, not caring who was around to see.

Eventua“g | realized I was &oing more damage to my hands
than I was to the tree as drops of blood be an fal ing from my
ﬁngersj 50| s’copped. [tossed the shard o metal to the grouncf next
to me and went inside to nurse my wounds.

The test was coming, along nicel}j. ! satin my office in front of
my c}weapj obsolete computer. | call it my oFﬁce, butitis _rea”g just
an extra room that | had never rea”g found another use for. I’Aﬂdd
atable and a chair, but that was about it as far as furniture went,

Stacks of papers made a fortress around m computcr. Unpaic]
bi”s, mostlg, Thetj have a ten&encg to buifcfgup while you’re not
Iooking. .

Tai(ing online courses wasn’t goin to solve all of m

robiemsl but it was a first step. J neec{e‘é somef:hing to do with my
time other than ciealing with it, and betterin mysemsecmed fike ~
a more worthy endeavor than talcr'ﬂg up go[ or doing crossword
Puzz]es. Besides, it might even have helped getme .ziove the

grocery baggingj 5b. 1 had just finished tqping in a short answer
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in the | IL}"llfvll section of the Final when | heard a |'|::—-fllns;nulnulu the

vindow. I turned toward the window ]usl: in time to see alL)solufl.;:]H ,

nothing as the power went out. 1 think | blinked severa tlmes,d u? in
. - i

iy shock at this turn of events couP|ecl with the darkness made it a

little hard to E:(‘.”. i ’ '
| {-‘wumcl ijsehc stanc{ing in front oF the window Ioo\cmg ]

outside. One of the branches of the tree had ,otten tang|ecl sl t}-}:e&
! ower lines and knocked out my e]ectricity. f didn’t knowwhen I ha
as r‘vzl\/ctcl. 3
. | still didn’t feel quite in control of my bo&y as I walked
downstairs and into my 5!’10&&3 arage. | calmlg shxgteci)th:jough
the assorted junk that tends to uilcTuP ina garage until | {-oufﬂd
what | was loolcing For; the axe. | never rca”g intended tc}: ch 1;]; I
|ust liked having it arounc{,just in case. It had more of a heft than |
remembered itlhaving‘ but‘nothingl couldmt Han(ﬂa. ,
WeaPon in hanch I walked into the C]oucﬂg winter evening, |
wasted no time calmlg making my way over to the tree. |
| stopped to examine my OIDPOF‘ICﬂt tor a moment. Ithseeme
ap| wmpriate to allow a little more calm bm[ore the storm.I’Tl &
tree hadmt char:gecl much since my childhood. 1t was a little mfrc
WO C{OWFI, but it had been so decrepit for so Iong that oniy close

examination revealed any difference. : i o
With a scream of Primal rage, | raised the axe above my head.

I'ven in the state | was in, | understood that I would be unlike y to
aclu 1HzJ Lill the tree. This was only the cgtalgs’c. b
The catai:,jst for what was somethmg J wag never able to
find out. 1 was able to swing the blade into the side of the tree :
alright (and it was aimight\zj satiacgim let me tc“gou) Upon ’ri;zjmg
to wrench it free, however, | found that it was pretty well st)uc b [
ganked on it a few times, but it just wouldn’t budg@. I wasn’t about
lo et the tree take such a claim over my pro (31,”1‘:!,}1 howaverj sc})jl
braced one foot against its trunk and Pul]e with all (“){: mgdrﬁlg lt.
Ihe gooc{ news was the axe came free almost immediate Y.
(Infort |:’1zrbcltj, I was not reacly forsuch a suclﬂcicn turn of evel:its,
which meant I'was more ccmcerneci with i«:epmg my balance than |
vas about how hard 1 was still 5wingingth<—: axe. ’
As the weapon col 1‘f'||‘1|‘1<‘(*| Its arc over my heac{, J Fe],l:? it !
udde |f.e| lls"lll(‘rl, Ul |~.|:| followe Yol I‘J‘[] the ’r|1unT< of somet ing heavy
hiitd 11§ 6¢ metl NNEE Ve S lid, When I was sure | was ﬁix‘.n(.‘h] on my

feel ||||:|uu|.1|n||;|.lEu-.u.‘w!l.sl ]|.1II. .IIIHr‘cI'[].” .‘wntllhl‘




l had qluuiuq g,uc-,rsrac'.cl that the I](‘..lr.'l of the axe hael Hown
off as soon as | felt the ||gzﬁitc:ning‘ In my hands. My guiess had been
correct. The head of t]’zgtool }15& struck a asmﬁ-“q in the |nr;1c|,
knocking him down. There was quite a bit oEb[oocl Seeplng’ from
the wound, and for a moment | thoughtl might have killed him. n my
Panic, my only idea was to rush over to the prone bo&g and start
shakin‘g it vioyﬁentlg back and forth, l’xoping to restore some vigor to
it.

The man's eyes flew open. When they were able to focus on
me, he reﬂexivclfj d%aggecf himself away, ai"ljbcgan sc:rambling in the
OPPosite direction. | attempted to exP[ain the situation to him, but
he onl}j redoubled his efforts to escape.

It was fortunate that he was later very unclerstanc!ing of the
whole thing and decided to not press chargesj although he did ask
that | pa Efs medical fees.

Tﬁc wind was howliﬂg against the walls of my house. The
assault had been going on tor around an hour and a half and
showed no signs of letting up. Iwas huddled in the basement,
wonclerfng and ?earing whether or not the si'loclclg repairs to the
house 1 had been able to afford over the years would hold up to an
all-out attack IDH mother nature. The creaks and roans emanatin
around me did not imProve my mood, nor did the éc’t that the
power had been knocked ouf about Fortq~ﬁve minutes into the
whole ordeal. )

There was a crash of glass vio]ently breaking somewhere u[:)stairs.
| debated the merits o braving the ra ing, winds to see what was
?oing on for a while before decic[ing tﬁat the house had survived
onger than 1 had 50 Far,- there was no reason to expcct it to come
crashing down around my earsjust et.

J cautiouslg began climbmg the stairs, Pausing grecluentl
to peer uselessly into the darkness, trying to Pic]( out any smaﬁ

g]eams that mig tsi nhcg broken glass on the stairs. | shivered. The
strengt}n of the wind took advantage of the small oPening it had
been given to great effect. ;

When I reached the [ancll'ng, I squinted around, trying to get
my bearings. It’s strange how you can feel like you know your house
like the back cmcgour" hand when you can see aﬁ of it, butas 500N as
someone hits the [igl'}ts, you not onlq start bumbling around like an
idiot, ‘Ljourshins also seem to suclc]ehlt; gain magnetic properties for
every singlc low (f({;,ﬂ(‘ in the area, el
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| took it tentative r1lc~|w lwz] tentative .‘w|<’§" until Pd more or less walked
round every room in the bottom floor. Must have been upstajrs,
|||- 1k :

| repeated the process going up to the second floor as when
| went up from the basement and was almost immecliatelg rewarded
by the crunch of 5!;355 underneath my feet as | reached the toP. J
felt around on the group for a few seconds before my Palm came
Across what was assurec”g the culprit,

Ihe object was old and gnarlecl. if it weren't for all the
melting snow, it would have been dustg and brittle. 1 didn’t even
have to g0 out on a limb to guess this: it was a branch. It was a
branch from that fucking tree. First it had shot my car, now it was
vand: x[v_ing my house. T%lis would not stand. This was war.

f wﬁippeci my head toward the broken window, a”owingthc:
biting wind to stingmg face. Irose to my feet, still c]utchingt e
offending branch!

!\’;Lage forced my |egs to stride over to the sﬁeps and started
pour u‘lmg down thcm, two at a time. Norma”gjj trg;mg/to do
lrnnl.ln'ng, so reckless would have left me a broken(fde of agony
al the [anﬁ@ﬂ"l of the stairs, but f:urg had taken hold and would not
allow my vengeance to be stagccl bﬂ somet]']ing as petty as gravity.

When | reached the bottom of the staircase | immediatel
stalked to the front cioor, oblivious to the chair that barked against
me shin.

A blast of frigid air grected me as | stePPcd outside
Iy house. |1 Ig raorec}%it. Clad in nothfnrgbut my Pa?jam_a5 and a
bath robe, | ciargecl through the swir ing SNOW. Mg feet almost
immedi. ll'(‘!l] started to £go numb.

Within moments [ stood P]anted before my old enemy.

L) Jetives | had never before even conceived o egan spewing
themselves from my mouth. MH arm lashed out, brea in%the branch
wiinst the trunk and sending vibrations up the length or my arm.

| thi ik 1 would have started throwin Punches if an extreme gust

ol wind hadnt suddeﬂlgj solicited a%oucl creak emanatingicrom the
wood in front of me.

| was rooted to the spot as 1%_!’76 fiee bcgan to lean
dangerol l.‘wl!} under the pressure of the storm. With a gtmshovlfke
CRACK, it ] egan to top ble.... right into the side of my house. |
continued to stand there, trat lr.ﬁm-r!‘ as the old thing crashed into
ey w.;”, pun |m|_w|.| .‘-l/.]’ r|l’ hole into the Uy alalrs Il.!”W;H].
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When I fin: |“z; found the .||w|imj Lo move iy |.w'.-. Fealion t'-ll]
walked towards nuj ﬁ']“un ;l(’lV(fl'ﬁ;ll'lJl I stood direc I|zJ underneath
it and reached uP‘to feel the colcl, grough bark. The tree shifte d,
a”owing itself to Plummet about a foot and hit my .HeadJ lcnocldng
me out instantly.

No doubt many eople who have read this account will
expect that | became iﬂtrospcctive Fo”owin% the tree’s death ; sad
even. They mfght expect that | came to realize how much my own
life and er‘sonality had become entwined with this tree and that
without it | didrn’t really have all that much to live for.

These People fl’ave clearly not read close cnougl“] cxactl(j
what this tree has done to me. I'm glaci it’s dead. NowT have time
to do other t}nings— constructive thin55!~ other than kecping watch
on that damned thfng. Sure, the hole in my house isn't exactlg the
%:eatest thing that's ever happened to me, nor was the frostbite
that started to creep into my extremities by the time I was able to
get I‘I’)HSCI]CtO the hospita]J but those are minor issues. Since the
tree was on Public property, | would be able to get reimbursed for
all of it!

J just couldn’t believe it. Even from begond the goddamned
grave, that cursed t}wfng still won't let me have an ounce of peace!
Pd kill it if it wasn’t a!readg dead! That’s the ioke ism't ityou Fucking
tlﬁing?! You cscaped! And I still have to dezﬂjwiiih you!

'm sOrTy about that. |1 sometimes pet worked up.

I had ver ca]mly gone into the Citg Hall to !ag my claim
for ciamages. The ladg at the front desk smiled oIiteIzj as |
triumphantlﬁ regaled l?er with tales of the &eca&gsJoﬁg riva!rg while
she Pu”ed up the information concerning the vacant lot.

The polite smile faltered slig}vt[}j as she looked at the lot; |
felt a tendril of dread worm its wa into my stomach. What could be
wrong? | had won, Ead{x’t 17 | haﬁ'na”g won!

The fady at the front desk showed me a Picturc of the ]ot;
5Peci§ca“5, she drew my attention to the bounclarg between m
property and the lot. | could on!\ stare at it in silence for a while.
The tree was inght[gw ever so sli %tly!— across the line into my garcI.
Probabl onIg a matter of irzc}wcs,. but it was there. g

I think the laclg noticed my face drainfng of color because
she asked i 1d like to sit down or have a g!ass of water.

It is possible that | overreacted.

At the time, it seemed ;chl"Fcfc‘l'!fl reasonable to [l | lp
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the letter-c pener on the desk and ||m‘;;c- across it, ivc:“owmb"m ['Luy.
It seemed like the most natural i'|n|"15||'1 the world to bury the blade
into the meat of the nice l;-ndtj'ﬁ arm and then attemPt to strangle
her. 1 couldn’t quite understand whg the other occ_upants of the
othice would drag me off I"lcr, 50} attempted to defend mysehc. The
olice arrived not [ong after to take someone described as a “ravfng

[I inatic” into custody— a person who was me, much to my surprise.
My victory~ my triump}'l had been taken away from me. Whﬂ
couldn’t anyone see that?

Since it was my first real violent oxCFense,. I have bee)n Euf to
Ci mnnunitg service. What kind of community service? | think it’s
casy to guess.

I'm PIaﬂtimg trees.

Brea king the Habit
By: Jennifer White
2nd Place prose
The man who lived at number twcnt9~seven Carmen Drive
look no notice of the Holfc]ag season. He walkcdj everg late
alternoon at the same time, down his suburb street an gave no
altention to the rather elaborate decorations that covered every
house and lawn he passed. He returnec[, at the end of his wa“<J to
the ()HILJ SPartan house on the Hoc[g Pcrhaps in the dcve|opment‘
\Her walkin éverzj late afternoon at the same time, the man would
allow |'1f|1156]§£)ﬂ6 Bud Lite and, a|wags sitting in the same chairj
watch as one b}j one the streethg}wts ﬂiclgere to life. He followed
this routine dag after c[ag, regardless of whether it was the Ho]fc]aﬁ
cason or not, but it was cluring the holidag season one year that
Y um-l'}'n'ng; happened to change.
The man left his Plaiﬂ §ooi<ing house at number twenty-

seven Carmen Drive at the correct time. He wa!kecﬂ} slowly but not
\! nth c‘.I'l()UQ;I'] for it to be called an old man’s shu{:ﬂe) and observed
the: ne \n;ile;rhood’s occupants goinﬁ about their own routine.

Cver r;[hmgwas goi?g according to the usual until, on the way back,
hee |\.'1:m(-c1 the new amilz_.

I !'l(‘.t) lived omig agvzew houses down from number twenty-

seven and he had watched ‘chem‘ a couPle and their two teen agec{
childres 1, from his front pe 1|1'|1‘ mllc_:.ldmg their l)e]ongings for hours

l.lul




that autumn. 1 he parents had t]v.u‘lq been stret Ilr-. | to the
lﬁreaking point ana the youngsters l.l.l”ll’ulm."l] about moving, but l}'_u-,q
worked fogether to get\tiwe iob done. Not Hwnn}; had ar 1) sort of
l]:amile interaction for ycarsﬁfj'rimselﬁ such cxchangcs interested him
and he kept a close eye on the house. So it stood to reason that
he would be the or1|g person to sPot that upstart kid from the next
street over. h

The bog,‘ known for trouble, usually acted with more caution.
The man scrutinizing him from the Porch o% number twenty-seven
clcarlg witnessed Jack or Jake or Jason glance around in that guiltLJ
way kids have before rcachfng for somet ingin the moving van. The
man started 9@|ling before he rca”y understood what was goinrgon.

“Hey! Kid, get away from that truck before | call the po ice!”

That was rea“y all it took and it was r1o’c}1ing‘J which is what he
told the family later. The mother had heard his shout from inside
and aPParenﬁ
on truck duty had ’cemporariig abandoned said orutg.

He cliﬁn’t realize until [ater the consequences of his actions
that daq. It hit him the very next weekend. The doorbell for number
tweﬂtg:sevcn Carmen Drive rang.

The man took a few moments to realize exad:@ what that
sound was. And he took a few more moments maneuvering his
watj to the door. When he oPenc& it he {:ullg expectecl to see the
maﬁman or one of those religious salesmen, not two g&rls with a Plate‘,
of baked goocis.

“Hi, we thoug%t ou might like some of the cookies we made.”

“We tried thcm, they’re oodJ Mr. Johnson, I Promiscl”

He couldn’t very we | tell them no. The two girls were being

olite and respect{-uh a rare combination in kids their age. Such
Eel']avior should be reinforced at all chances. This Phi]osophg
is how he found himself ac.cePting cookies and other delicious
home baked goocls when the uree to make desserts came over
Ms. and Ms. Adams. In return, ?e told them tales of his ionggonc
arm clays. while his doctor was not Particularlg haPP about the
cookies, the man found himself smiling on occasion to aﬂe neighbors
he passed on his afternoon walk. This was often followed l:)g a
scowl after said ncfghbor stared at him.

On this walk, the man refrained from such behavior but,

s otting Mrs. Adams Hanginggar{aﬁc! on her mailb X, knew he
E(')UH nclcnow|ec|gc~. the I?’k‘l‘[}. And so he smiled bi :r-|]:| at his

S
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g‘ realized it mean somethiné, mosth that the c]aughter

e ~|_;-,|| O 1IN Passing,
“Mr. Johnson! Hold on, I have somet |‘1:ﬂg‘|bl‘ you.”

| h_c man, :-'»[,II'PI'IS(‘.C‘I, found himself tumiﬁg around durfﬂg

his late afternoon walk, a clear reak in routine. Mrs. Adams, still
holdi 12,8 ridiculous length offgrcencrg with one hand, reached into
her coat Pocl«:’c to |:>u” out a colored Piece of paper that matched
the & wrland.

“We’re having a small get together next week for our new
[riends in the neigh orhoocf%’ she said, Handing) the paper to him.
"We, <15Pecia|[3 the gir]s,, would really love for you to come.”

Shocked, he almost clroppeﬂ‘jthe paper. Not being what
hee rxpcc_‘cecl to hear, he glanced down to examine this thing in
his hand, half expecting it to clisappear. Cheerfu“g hand drawn
il lmi yols of the season mocked his confusion. He admitted he didnt
understand and Mrs. Adams seemed to misunderstand him.

“Since their grandmcather’s death, the girls haven't been the
same. But since we moved here and t]'leg be?ricnc[ed you... we”,
ou've heiped them deal with a great many issues | think. Itwould
mean so much to them if you would come.” If you want, Tong could
come getyou with the car.” :

Just as the man was Protesting against her husband clriving
(o) o house three doors down when he proved he could walk five
limes that every late a?ternoonj one of the Ms Adams 96”6(:1 that
her mother had a phone call.

“1ll be right there!” The lad He“ed back towards the front
door. Turning, Eack to me, she saié?f‘Great! Pl see you then!”

\ndl then she trotted up the short driveway and into the I’TOUSC,
where her cﬂaughter had a]read9 disappeare&. The man, left
sk Ilng there unsure whether Mrs. Adams heard he wasn't coming},
continued his disruptecl routine.

A week later, Havingﬁnished his walk, the man moved to the
Fric [‘\ e for his Bud Lite, which he refused to give up regardless of
what his doctor said about beer and his hca%ch. He paused at the

ounter to stare at the ]'xoiic!ay colored invitation, dropped there
on an identical triP to the Frf&gc aweek ago. For some reason
urknown, the man found himself Picking it up and rereacling the red
Font pr u‘.[;aiming the celebration.

Next ‘thin}; he knew, the man was %eacling out the front door.
e lw|.n-m4 the paperin his pocket as he donnec_% the old worn army
coat, just in case, He set o f the reverse waly of his late \
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alternoon route.
Back at number twenty-seven Carmen Drve, the porbage
can stood waiting for an emptg beer can.

Father’s Love
By: Besjana Nikoci

Evcrﬁthing happeneci right in front of my eyes. His feet could
no longer hold him 5tead3 as he tattered, even the solid mountains
were sﬁakg) moving, in circles, begon& my eyes. On the very e&g@ of
that snakﬂ, slender Path three meters away from da&, he sliPPed.

“Dad | am tired, carry me?”

”On[y a few more minutes, big bog. We're almost there, come
on.”

Dad was ho‘c!iﬂg two big bags full of aPPIes and chestnuts
from my granc{maJ given to us as usual on our 3earfy visit clurimg the
chestnut season.

“But dad I...”

The rest was lost to a roar that emanated from the fear
hidden deep in the innocent soul of a child. That roar reached deep
into my sou?.

We had taken the old route, the one that muy father has taken
since he was a kid,~ the route that he took to goto school for eight
years of his lhce, the route he took at least twice a day to goto work
until he got married. It was the route that his gamﬂg a%vaﬂs too!<,
and the on[g route that }:Jrought back childhood memories. For the
hundredth time, my dad told us:

“We used to alwags take this route; this was the onlg route.
When I was young, we didn’t have shoes like the ones you can ]:)U}J
50 casiILj toc]azj. There was on'g one ]<inc], um shoes. Evergbodg
wore the same. Winters were }warcier; the snow would get into our
shoes and freeze our feet. Tl’!egj were so sliPPer , too, because
ther,}] were made out of gum. S0 you can ima fncﬁiow difficult it
was, climbin up or going down this route, the only route that used
to connect the ViHage wiﬁﬂ the rest of the world.” Fe loved to tell
us about the old daljs when hardship was evergone’s constant
Com]:)anion but broﬁght these peo Ei closer ’toget}wf:r:

“Back then, everyone was tﬁe same” mt dad told us
r'ePeatﬁAlq every time we walked the |3;'1I'|'1 l'c\\/t"ll'lﬂlll i »'-I,IJI; e,

i

| }u‘ shulle of the fallen le: IVes, the hard sound of the stones
L ittes |r|As"|m||| that sn. ||..:| | ath that |.1|13;|>.1|'<‘I:J to the mountam,
CO '_1 it my attention. AllTsaw was a chestnut tree and some herbs
vhose half <-.><Pc)5c-d roots l(c".Pt them from falling into the abgss, My
ulance froze at my brother. wWith his tin hands,%\e clawed atthe
loose soil to |<ee|:; himself from fallin a?ong with the stones ro”ing
down that SITESCP slope. The scream t%—nat roused from the throat of
miy four zjc‘.aro[c{ brother demanded he|P.., but | was frozenin Piace.
¢ h my God, nooco...” Ithought half out loud and m thoug]'tts gave
vty to a ha fformed scream. 1was watchingm brotEer sliP away.
My dad tossed his bags away and on a blink of the eye, ran
down the steep sloPe to the on[g Possiia!e barrier, a chestnut tree.
RIS] :Lsn‘g his foot on the root of the tree, he reached out quick]g to
top my brother from sfedc{fngmcurther.
“Hold on”- he said to my brother, gesturingto a spiky shrub.
My brother’s hands closed around the shrub but released just as
([l k |.£J\ as he saw blood from his hand where 5Pii<es Pcnciratecﬁ his

' 1.

“Vilson, you’ve got to hol& that branch rea”g t:ghtj right NOw.
| promise it will not hurt”: my father said. His voice reassuring, his
oLes ||nploring.

My brother said nothing. He reached out, rgrabbec[ the

’ ik (] branch and drageed himself inch }39 Paimcu inch. Seconds
liter, though it seeme%gan eternitg; my mother reached at and
[ lled my [?rother to her. He was safe and sound raP]:sec! in my
mothers arms, but a crack[mg noise drew our attention back to
the sl pe. The chestnut tree that suPPortec{ my dad from Fa“ing
hod almost broken. For a moment | swore that the law oFgravitq
hod been sus endecl, that the force Ho]cﬂing me to the earth
had sake away. I run toward my Father, screaming "‘Daaac{;” and
then, | felt my mothers’ hand clin ing to my shirt. My fathers feet
rned underneath him against the sandg soil and loose rocks
iy I -_wvcrtjwhere_, until last he reached my mother’s hand. F‘fna”g,

clrone Was 58‘?@.

[ had fallen on my but‘t, Presse& against the rock. When I saw
i) father back on the path, 1 co”a})sec} into quiet tears.

“Hey beautiful, it's ok. Everyone’s fine, it was not]’]ing.”

He spokcﬁ so calmlt , 50 soft ; that for a moment | t]ﬁought J
hod awakened from a b |cl'{c*||'u;nm. [ still don’t know WhL} was | crging.
Vs it because ever 0l | HFI_\"}L i h 1]\|\c'.r‘u'.<‘] in front of n.jrj eyes? oy
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Was it because | felt so helpless? Was it because until ey Father

was safe | realized how hurt | was, after Mty mg ther had | ushed me
aga]n:%t the rock. | dorm’t remember. | was so angry with ||uj.w<-|{ o
my inaction.

MH mother didn’t Cr‘P. Her response was a prayer of Thanks
—a prayer she :'epeatecl allthe way to the Poimt where my brother
and sister awaited us.

“Heavenlq Father”; | heard her say, again and again, “thank
you for saviﬂ% s - -

My dad knew f:xactlg what to do. He knew how terri{ying it
would be for my brother and me to face that 813955 again. He knew
we were miserable, that the czclge of the clitf was the ést lace we
ever wanted to be. And 56’5, he took both of us to the ecfe of that
c]nasm, told us to look at the Cl@PtI’l of that abyss. He to|§u5 to
open our arms and scream our names as louc[rg)) as we could. He
told us that if we do 50, the mountains would respond. My fear and
curiosity EﬂscParab]e, Pus!’xccl b curiosity, held Eack by ]?ear, we
walked ginger!g to the edge of the dliff. Bab steps. We 5Pread our
arms, spreacl them wide like the wings of eag%es and screamed our
names. We were amused; | couldn’t elieve it. | could hear my voice
coming back to me time and time again. The mountains were tanqn;;
to me just like my dad said tHeq would. 1 foreot to be afraid: My fear
of [’76!5]71:5 s|iPPéc| away; all I wanted was to hear my voice, conﬁim;
back to me time and time again, as my brother and Father had come

back to me.

L

The water was freezin co[cl; just like aiways. It onlg gota
little warmer c{uring summer, gut yet, it was too cold. Hours ago,

the water in the river was snow in the mountains. Knowing, that the
water would never get warmer, my father never listened to my P[cr. 19
to wait and swim aﬁ%@r the water gets warmer. He Pourecl water on
my chest; he Pu“ecl my hancl, “boom,” [was in the Freezfngwa'ter.
My entreaties and my screams unheard. I felt the water running ovel
me and in a few secon55 my bocibl had gotten used to the c.o|c]. The
oniy Prob!em left was convincing, my dad not to dunk me in the wate

again.

“Trust me, | will not let you go, | Promise. Don't you trust me "

Mﬂ father alwaqs asked this qucstion Every time | p|v‘. vded with him
not to dunk me, |1€ di&, even t]*muggl'! J })eg{z;ccl ]'mn to walt, lW.llll('(I
to trust ]‘nm, I did trust him. He I'u'“ me up on the surface the
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of the water and told me to me e my
ol the same time. | didl it several times
ki :I-.wnu. ‘Ya I see dac],” I called out, I know how to swim” | said and
wlore | finished | was bubb!ﬁ? underneath the water. He Pu”c:c[ me
' Fme IPPed me into the water time and time
‘[“ AN until at last I was able to swim bﬂ mgseH:. I still cam’t describe
[l [cx:img, Fear ancfjog} were fused togcther; my excitement
renched the :s.ky, an unconscious]9
fijin 11" to me, for Forcing me into th

Up ar d set me free again. He

it again, if we would stay in the
thist we wou‘!d be c'lwangﬁ - He knew that we would have never

perience joy until we braved the }'leight of the cliff, until we braved
i freezing water, so cold, so cfeep, so dark.

| lrue enough, God created men in his own image. Thankgou
father, I-]nzmkfjou for teacfﬂing us about life.

I had Forgiven my dad “for

e freezin g water, for lettin g me

He knew. He knew that if we would stand bﬁ the ec[ge of the
{:reezing water just a little ]or;ger,

Isn't this how GOD 157

Alumni Week
By: Dean Moran
For 200 hundred years it’s been this way.
- We sing and dance in monkcg suits.
We need them to pay,
But thcy spencl it however theg)
Please,
Please let us free of these PuPPet strings
-we sing-
We all want to succced, but ou hold it over our heads
ke its cuLf'\eese, J
and we're mice,
We give you all our c}'lips and let you roll the dice
And you a[reaclg got the cheese we need. )
Butwe must earn it.
You get to Pfant the seed, and we each get to grow into
RIS ’ it
Fowerful,

l!f‘(‘"a,

hands and feet all tc el her
, sure that | had learned how



Of Prcclc‘:‘
With Esteem?
We grow into trees of greecl_, P!antin% green right back into the
poc ets o
Our supreme befng,
Our P|ar1ter, Our Provicﬂerj~
“The two star gc:ncra| himself. ..
Mr. Barney i:ors_ujthcl it
You gotta be kidding me right?
Pl be Pagin loans until what time?!
I should donate here whg?!
Pve heard it before, -
“Here at Westminster Co”egc we try to live our mission,”
“Here at Westminster, it’s alwags been tradition...”
Tradition for the sake of tradition is suPerstition.
This supcrstition undermines our cI;versi’cﬂ
Cramming our resumes,
With oppor‘cuni‘ciesJ
lnterns?‘rips, sc}woiarshiﬁsj
Creating those Partners EPSJ
Cramming our resumes;
Rigging the election,
(For our own Protection)
A school that once had slaves in the 18507,
Denies an African student to lead 5.G.A.,
Who won the Popular vote in year 20091
Then thcg smile at my skintone?
The}j want me to gjve back to my community?
They want me to sing in the choir?
With their harmonies?
Join their fraternities?
Bring in some more cliversitg’?
it doesn’t make sense to me! .
P've never been to Sicifg,
Yeah...'m c{ark,
And | can Smile for the camera
as it reflects “my” heart
But Aiversit\z.f:’
| sing songs, and write [ el

| pve them all the heart I ot in me,

But none of you come to my meetings!
Ihen when I‘h;(‘]i avoice on the micr‘opﬁone,
You want me to Preach about my home...

Wait your ta||<in5 about here?
For real?
| mfght look a bit exotic,
And 'm not sure where I'm from
But it isn’'t about to be here. .
“Wel| you had a choice to come here”
That’s just another assumption,

After }ﬂgh school | was gonna take off a few years.
But My mother teared at the noition,
And I feared that | would have these regrets,
But | haven’t gjven up on it yet.
ve always taken it casy,

I've always worked best under pressure,
I've always been kind of a HPPE@)

Pve a!wags liked when People missed me,

"~ S0 Pve always Ieﬁ:,
and | still regyek i
Since a greater oPPortunitB s a|wa35 hiddem
By the hosts of our past inhibitions,
| want to hel t;ie the mask off ourg|obai ambitions}
© To celebrate all our traclitionsj
bﬁ getting rid of them.

Instead of abusing our diversity b a{wags using, it,
We can embrace our ciiversfty }23 gein ourselves.
And if we are all so damn good at aking it,
We rea”g should invest in a theatre Prog?am!
Pm here because I think I can.

“ think 1 can!, I think | can!”

I'm an engine that could,

I'm cjrudging up these hills of should,
/\lthough bc:ing wise imphcs a number oFgears. o
And you can’t always Persuade all your peers,

: I will start sometl'ying lnerc,

Somethiﬂg mey own.
i1 can get out ¢ of bed, Twill do the best | can,
to make a difference.




Ditterence |>z' definintion is the at. e nist of the same
You cannot be afraid to advocate Your name,
On grac]uation c]ag. ..
Pm sure I'll be late. ..
But lots of Pcop|e here graduate}
I'm trying to mix it up a bit.
Pl make a di%Ference bg being different.
Pl take the road less traveled b
and still come out on the other sige.
Who knows if I will getout of this maze...
But if can reach my own nice slice of cheese,
And If 1 see a little more need,
And a little less greed,
And a little bit o%soulj
In this colorful fishbow,
Pl Come back to nosta]gia I can onlg imagine,
When I come back;
Barney,
and whomever it may concern
I will never call you sir,
But if | can make it on my own
By car, b bus, bg plane or Feet,
maube | wTL?] come to Alumni chk,
and If I'might one ciag call it coming, hom@,
| mightjust%—‘ink about throwingyou a bone.

Losing Son
By: Hyunmi Kim
Tai<) Ta1<, Tai<, Tak.

Rainclrops are knocldng on the windows of the barn. The
sound of rain against window sounds like the ticking of a clock that
l«.eeps People awake. The morning rises but it is sti”gdark because
the sun is obscured bﬂ arain cloud. Furthermore, a Streetiig]'fc be-
side the barn is out and tonig}ﬁ: looks darker than usual clag. Inside
of the barn is clamp with humidity and covered with dust because
no one drop ed }35. A corn hill that stacks bq a clever and c"iiligent
farmer is in the next to the barn’s door, and Iﬁ;c-[r. wel when the rain
('[rops fall. There’s mold on the fc regotten s les that

=

1 100)]

|>lt'.}1.n'c-«| for the harvest. And a [‘I.L‘wl'lk‘ Lg_lm‘nu'| Yol lglx )‘z]‘.s white
‘-I"Iﬁ;]'((‘.l'ﬁ are on a :ul I('H 5

After a fierce wmd_, holes in the roof of the barn gape open,
and Raindrops fall down through the crevice. Fallen rairrdrops flare
out like a white chrysanthcmum. Talc, Tak, Taic, Tak.

No Pressure Right?
By: Kathrqﬂ Leetch

As | stand here at this Poiﬂ’f in my life | take a second to
pause and soak up my surroundings. I have ilaged vo”eyba“ for
50 many years now that | can’t count on one hand the number of
times | have been in this exact situation, in different locations, of
course. The thrill of catching the ball from Lisa, a fellow teammate,
and wa[king s[ow|3 back to tie serving line is almost ovcrwhelming.
| control mgsew. [take a few deep breaths and assure m556|1c that
| have served the ball countless times- in Prad:ice and in games-
that I should be able to get the ball over one more time. ﬁae in
to think about the pressure and the heartbreak that could follow
I, however, | don’t make it this one last time. Our team will lose,
and notjust this one game- but the entire match, and the district
= li;ampionshfp. We have worked cntire]g too hard for this one little
serve to determine our fate as a team. Why me?

WHH am | the one that has to choose whether we leave this
Um successfully or not? Why couldr’t | have been the one to give
| isa the ba”, angl she be the one to serve the last Point of our
Vi )Hﬁgba” career? | can feel my hands start to sweat even more than
tl n-j(fafrcacig were, my egebrows are rafsecJ, my breath starts to
‘ Ir nvken, my heart races. |look to the crowd and 1 see my friends
there, signs and all, cheering?or me, encouraging me, and ‘ce”ing me
| candoit. Ol’], how | doubt them- and mﬂseﬂ? I%ook tom coach.
e ~[i|‘1g as thougfﬂ this moment is 5|ow|q Passing, and she tgls me
vhich 5Pot to serve to. Let me tell Ho[: this, every time she tells me
vhere to serve, | over think, and | miss. Great.

My senior year of hig!’] school, after just transmcf:rring froma
much smaller school, I was in this unfortunate situation. | was the
New .s;|r| who had the talent, had the pressure of befnga caPtaim,

incl couldn’t let this team down. Thoug’n I had been p]agin for this
oach fora year lread 'Ir;, | still felt the need to help carry the team
Lo success, We were pl: wing at Francis | lowell Central | \iiqh School
tor the district tournament. The first r wunel- we |'\l‘5t] :

il




Francis Howell | En;;n, }.‘H'()I)(]])IIJ one of the most despised teams in
our district, and we get the first shot. We had alre. u'l‘q t )| ujml E]mn
mu|tiple times througﬂout the season, and were at a dead spht for
wins and losses. | honestly didnt care about winning districts: all1
cared about was winningf is one game.

[ was at the ,incjjusat like ’:oclag; sweaty Pa|ms; racing heart.
The crowd was going insane. So many Peop]e wanted us to beat
this team to the ground~ and it was up to me to finish them off.
Game three out of t}'n"ee; 24-23 us. I'm up to serve. Again, | thousht
tom self, why me? Maybe ’m here for a reason. | bounce the bar%
three times (].i e always) give it a 5an] and extend my arm to have
it in front of me. | |oo?< at the ball. 1look at my coach. | look into
the crowd to see Lisa, then an opponent} now a teammate. | smile.
 knew exactiq who | was oing to serve the ball to, and she knew it
was coming. 1 toss the ball in the air,a Pemcect toss. | step forward
into it, ma'in contact exactiy where | needed to, gving it all 1had. 1
see the ball skim over the net with power and strength~ still heac{fng
in the direction I had Plannec}, Diekhaus hopecl to set the ball when
it got to her- she failed. Tears in her eyes before the ball even got
to her hancIs; the ball slammed througﬁ her weak ﬁngers and hit her
in the face. Game over.
| focus in on the scenario now, snapping back into rea|:’t9. Could |
make the same out come haPPen yet again? I bounce the ball three
times (like always) giveita stﬂ, and extend my arm out in front of
me. |focus on ga ! Feefing the lines in the white and blue leather
between my ﬁ’ngertip.s | wiPc my forehead, take a deep breath, and
relax. | gain the confidence I knew | had in these few seconc{s, and
| stay Positive. The team is counting on me. Idgive the ball one last
toss, a pemcect toss. |step into it like I should, and I make contact
rlght where | wanted to. The ball soars off of my hand and the
crowd holds their breath. In this SPlit second | catch mine. As it
aPProacHes the net, | begin to get nervous~ it looks Jow. It hits the
ta]De. [ throw my head back in pure embarrassment and &isguaj
with mgsehc. | cover my face with my hands, and tears bc:giﬁ to ]Lza“.
| hear cheers- the crowd is going crazy. My eyes are closed, 1 fall
to my knees, and | feel Lisa’s touch on my E}ac%( “Get up, dude! we
iust won!” What? The ball hit the tape, and as | covered my eyes, it
toppled over the net, maldng it near{q impos:ailvlv for the other team
togetto it before it hit the gmtmﬂ. FPoint Westminster- game over,
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Small Mercies
By: Anna Bohn

She sat in the waitihg room with her head down. Angonc
passing through that room could tell she was scared. That wasn't
l«'.)”_q out of the ordinary. Most pregnant women feel anxiety when
&% ~I'ftmgtﬁeir babies tested for diseases and disorders. But this woman
was terrified. She held another child, a babﬁ gir[ only ten months OHJ
close to her breast. The infant looked up at Fer witg big blue eyes, a
miniature reﬂection of her father. This sent a chill down the woman’s
back. What if he came home from work earfg? What if theu} didn’t need
him at the gara%c’a? These were irrational cllzestions. He never got off
x .H‘Iltj. But even | y othetica”g, the Possibilitg was Frighteniﬂg.

He had forbidden her from urzc{ergoing Prenatal tests. “Whg
do you need to know? What if something s wrong? You'll get an
ab rtion and tell me it was a miscarriage. You can't fool me. You know
'l ind out.” And the t}voug}wt of what he would do after that was
almost enough to make her igﬂore her doctors earnest aPPeal, it
the laaby H—:g Probiems, the n;other would need time to Pre are the
house or to make arrangements to give birth in a speciahze Faci|it3.
Ol course, if this were the case, heriusband would unavoidably find
out about the secret testing. It was for the sake of her unborn child
that she had to face this fear.

A nurse called her name gent[g, and the woman stood and
lollowed herinto the doctors office. She was there to hear the results
of her screening in addition to her regula:‘ checi@-up. The doctor
miled in a kind, sgmpat}'retic way. He inquired after the little girI n
the woman’s arms as well as her seven-gcar—olcl son, both of whom
he had delivered. This doctor had some unspokcn understanding of
th situation. He had been in the business long eﬂough that it was
not ditficult for him to recognize a battered wotrjnan. At the birth of
the first &aughten he had observed the fear that tainted the woman’s
" (| at giving birth, as well as the barelg hidden hate with which the
e |mg.J reéardeé his stepacather. This |<now[ecigc made it so much
horder for the doctor to meet the woman’s gaze as he shared the test
results.

“ _.inc:{a_, the screening shows a Positive for Downs 5qndrome.
Ve can check the results with the amniocentesis test, but gou need
to start (Wl'c‘.p;al'ingtjmx|r'5<:i1cfora child with specia] needs.” Dr. Tobler

w the heart-wrenchii 162 Hect of his words Plaz,j across Linda’s face.
He knew that she wouldn't consic ler abortion, If w: 15 against her
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I)(’Il(‘f:-, des ite what ]Jcsl' |]t|.‘wlhlllx| IIu 1|1_+',||I [+es pel formed an
LIII'?J';ISUUI'R‘I, c]urm;—jr which he used a ioﬂg, thin needle to dr: W some
amniotic Huic]) and then let her leave. '
Linda satin the car. Her hands were shakingtoo hard to fasten Erin’s
car seat Properlg. She knew she had to Pu” herself together to get
to the elementary schoolin time to Pic|< Drew up. Her worst fears had
J'ust torn into her reality.
The next three weeks were the darkest Period of Linda’s life.
The questions swirIing around her head made her dizzg, and she
went about her c{ai[g routine mecl*ranica”y. How could she ossibl‘g
prepare for a Downs Sync{rome child without letting Harrg 'rxd out?
Where would that mone come from? Real estate was going well
for her, but Harrzj kept a close watch on her finances. What ‘i{: she
miscarried? Down’s Syndrome would increase the chances of that.
Harrtd would assume &:316 had otten an abortion. Even if she could
rove she Hacfn’t, he would stil finda way to blame her forthe babg’s,
death. She shuddered at the thought. An t}ﬂing he had done to her
in the past would Pa[e in comParison to what was in store if she lost
this child. And what about after the birth? Her husband was not
equf Ped with the Patience it would take to raise a handicapped
child. 'she cursed her own cowardice for staying with him. She felt
she deserved evcrgthin she got for her stu?ic]itg in marr, ing such
a monster. But her children were innocent. Drew, Erin, aﬂc?this new
life inside her should never have to suffer from her mistakes. During,
those three wceks, Linda wished that her children had been born
into a different Familg. The kind of zcarnilg that had on]y ever existed
in her imagina’cion.
One morning, the Plﬂone rang. Linda was on her way out the
door, late for a meetfng with a client. She almost didn't answer. B I
she sighe&} Pic[«acl up the P}vone, and mustered an almost C]’lc‘.('l‘rl
Hello _
t was Dr. Tobler. Also an impatient man, he could not wait for an
appofntment to tell her the results of the amniocentesis test. “The
first screening was a false Positive, Linda. Your babﬁ is Heéfthy! You're
going to give irth to a healthg little Eabﬂ!” Linda managecl to thank
im and Eang up before the tears began ouring From h_er eyes, She
slid slowiq to the kitchen floor as she sobEecl rayers of thanks. The
babg leapt wft}wjoy in her womb. Salvation hafcome for both mothe
and chilcﬁ )
Five months latm: Linda i.’]” ina h »e.[nl. | be [ | larrey beamir 2,
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beside her. A tourteen-month old Erin was on his |a , and Drew
J laged w:|:|q his aunt i the Pi;aqmom oW the hall. Theq had been
thir |‘\.u g ot either Michael or 5£ephen fora bog. Or magBe Harrison
W".l”l!l‘}‘jﬁ)l‘(‘l Bohn IV. That was Harry’s ic!ea.\Consiclerfng the last
( » tion, Linda was a little relieved that the bab was a girl. “Whalt
\bout Annie?”” she asl«:c]J not certain if it rea y suitedgthe child.
Harry looked into the newborn’s face. Another set of blue eyes, J’l 15t
like his. But these eyes would later become rebe”s’ousl_g green, like he
mother’s. “Anna sounds better,” he said. My mother held me close
to her chest as she answer‘ed) “You're right. Her name is Anna.”

Musings of an Emptied Soul
By: Gaurav Khanal
As | stay in repose, thoug}ﬂts have come to me like ‘cl’rcg never
il Much hasiappened inthe Pas’c clazj or so that has left me
sunder. This sentiment that arises in me is unfathomable. While |
1) in this leather couch—the feel of which is heaven comparcd to
the dorm bed_l have come to discover another Par‘t of myself that
had been lost for quite awhile. I have discovered this new geelin
ol care that roots dee down the crevices of my heart. This Fce%ng
that ortrays itself without any word—in silence. In :ailenceJ J t}wink,
| work. My mind had never been so quiet before. Pause. Silence. It
Imost resonates—the words echoa ainst the green wa”s, aiong
ith Ilw_e silent sound that emanates éom my mouth while 1 sip a
Up ¢ ot tea. Brilliant . . . quic’c, indeed. While write this, I very much
cmember the Christopher Durang Pla_g “An Actor’s Ni htmare,"’
here he Parocia'es Samuel Beckett’s work, “Words and Music.” As
| reflect, 1 think about many different things‘ Now | have moved to
the: dir ing table—old wood, elm | bel[eve; the chair is wooden too—|
n feelit. Pause. | still si on this cup of tea, which was too hot to
e n with. Pause. While 1 clrini(, [ can fée! the warmth enterin my
wity. The warm liquid as it flows throug}ln my esophagus washes
I vvcrything, fike a flood that inundates the riverbanks. This flow
| water, very similar to the flow of time, cannot run backward. | feel
i iy mind is also on a constant flow. Also movfng in a direction
lom whence it cannot turn back, but can reﬂect; and this reflection
st paves the Pni:fﬂ for more ﬂuic{i‘r‘g. The Previous]q viscous mind as
now been réleased of the . u.;',.mrl now sways without
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friction. (n:‘l]cfl'.’l”[) :’l,ur.nklu‘;_;, J tl'].n;};:- mej the ||Ll\"|n|-.. VL) B | o Eomiele
s50. “Random”, PCOPIC would call it, like this very plece Lam wi iting, [eg: Dean Moran

Pause. Now | am back in the couch. The other lihlll‘}‘)l]l. it has been ‘ L.Limquc 15 pretty-

dominating the scene, besides the silence, the tea, ancl_ me moving, Her dark brown eyes gut me as we sit in her car,
back and forth, is the raging clock that ticks every half of a second. eating pistacios, and smoking a blunt weed Cfg)al;.
Tic]dcock, tfcktocl(, ticktock . . . The ticktock of the grancl?ather She says she wants to be a singer; éwe can feel it inside of her
dock is so domineerirzg that one needs extra effort not to be both- & but she won't have a repertoire

ered by it. The sounds from the clock; the heav sigiws and breaths and she won't sing a cover.

I artaﬁe. Pause. | can feel it, the heater is on; the air is ushing out She says she could be a great President one da%
of the vent. Now, the sound of the heater. The Partia] Eea?ncss But she would never fuel the machine. 4
in my rig!ﬁt ear has been both an acﬂvan’tage and a drawback. An She onlﬁ sings whistshe fasls
advantage, in that when | SlCCP I usuaHg press my left hear against Shedossrntwateh

the pi”ow so that ! do not hear a ot of “sounds”, or noises to be ol only —

Particu[ar, though my left ear. A clisac]vantagf:, in that, sometimes | But not those trashg magazines,

cannot hear when someone to my ri htis w}wisperm . However, my Tiikrelel oetry.

artial deafness does not stand a c%a nce aganst the crescendi of The prose oﬁp Thureou,

ittle sounds. Slowly, the silence is not silent anymore. And so, it is the teac%ings of Marlegl

hindered 135 soumdé that make up little of chacs. Since 1 am alone With pride in her eyes,

in the house, and the dogs 5]eePir1 | sense things that | did not She sigl'xs the triumps of Schmedl Butler,
sense before—1 hear sounds, | feel the softness of the couch, | feel and she cries when she reads Bukowski.

my feet rubbing against cach other as| stay with muy legs folded. She says it’s Poiratless to worry.

In terms of sounés} that which would norma”g cause cacophon Bhe caus....

sound like Harmong and meIoch. Thus, there is a dominance of two even if thcg knew :ﬁf the Problemsj

things: sound and silence. There is sound; there is silence. Sounds no one out there really wants to solve them
...silence . . . ticktock. Pause. The heater blows hot air. Pause. besi&%s.”

Silence. The cﬂogs bark. silence. Hence, a musical composition it is! it would be bad for the economy.

The silence is the me]odg. The sounds are the harmong. One com~ Euniqueis a Scorpio-

Pliments the other. Indeed, it is music: an qpprecia‘tionj an occur- She believes in Astronomu.

rence of sounds and silences. Pause. As for the Tceeling, it c}wa?:%es Ablack scorpion is her smooth g;rl( skin
aithoug]'} the essence remains the same. The heater switches o raging, between waves of her straight dark hair,
automatically. The dogs stop barking. The teacup is empty. All that racing down to right absespie ﬁ,‘em. -
remains are the breatr;s  take and the sound of the clock. 5|ow[5 m her tram]a s’camP would be. _.if she were a tramP,
heart stops racing, and the breathinﬁ becomes faint. Now it is only but she doesr’t like labels.

the clock that is Proclucir:g the sounds. Time has elapsedj is and will Eunique doesn't like names,
goon e[a[asing. So what was the Point? | ask mgseH:. For a moment, She calls her Pareﬂts HPPECS_

[ felt like fwas a part of the sgmphony, and now | fag here all by ‘ (But she still smokes their weed with me)
m\xjsefﬂ without any c:ompan%. it scems that the musical composition =8 everqciaqm

took away my soul. And the breaths that were faint are not there and as she inhales. she Jﬁl‘?ﬁ:ﬁhes. e ch‘.auti-[:u”zj,
anymore. | am aware, qet | am left asunder: ald ne, without the com- & her breasts rise ; ind fall so | u'HJFJ- |
pany of the sounds, all v.m[\i'.t;%:m c‘.mlwl ied soul 1 am That look in he eyes, ‘
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Cursing me, b llll",“lllc'r
ca”ing me weak and (.hﬂllcng_gn 18 1ML WO [l
f want to hold her hand.
[ want to feel her cIectrfcitlj run tf‘urough ey

But we arﬂ'ust the host and hostess of the cheesecake {nctorg.

we'live a facade omcsmihng and cal{ing out names.
“Smith; party of 3,”
“Johnson; Part of 8.
AIrightl Woohoo!

The Johnson’s carn’t wait!
(Johnsons always love cheesecake)
She whisPers, “they’re all the same”
“What a Prettg name,” theg tell her.

“| was born that wag” she aiwags reP]ies,
and puts on that smile

and sells it with her eyes:.

We all wear our &isgﬂise
as we go through the cverqc]a hell....
of pic ing up those Pista&io s?we“s..‘

God knows t eycan't give them peanuts while they wait!
(Chuck the owner knows that those ’ching}s are ad icting,)
UP to two hour waits. ..
nobod3 comp|air|5 since the}j are break:’ng open shells-
Munching the time away.

Most C]aHS we blow smoke and toss our own shells on break
its like our own slice of cheesecake-
whenever it came it was alwags worth the wait.

We had talked about SeX, lovcj realitﬂ and érugs
We had been work Partﬂers for almost 6 monthsJ
but just as mad[g as | was in love,

[ was intimidated bg Eunigue.
the buzz of the blunt that kicked in after lunch break
one clag made me brave

and | Put my hand on her knee. :
She raised her eyebroxﬁs at me as if we had never met...
but she let me stay there for a while
She gave me a bi genuime smile
And she grabbe my hand back!
Tomy surpri5ecl. .
she sc]umtzcd it like hell!

IR l (N ‘ e tWe e « WAl | L |!||1." Wils @) I"J,‘"nl. 10100 .‘);I('”
But unlike the mar Iy shells I've s5ee,
It had never been open-
It was clean as a sheet!
And it looked as if it would be imlaossifjle ta eat.....
“Dor’t fall in love with me,”
she said to me real sweet.
“'m like one of these”
“You can’t crack me.”

Just Business
By: Zach williams
Richard was a business man at hcart, and the end of the
L nown world wasn’t goin to change that. Sure, times looked bleak
ol the moment, but he’d earned a ong time ago that getting ahead
wis less about bfzing in the right P]ace at the right time, a]though
that was certainly part of it. No, Richard was o‘% the oPinion that
ou had to be Prepared for when the rig ht time came. Havin the
loresight to prepare for civilization to Jraie a slwarp and suc[cé:n
08¢ -f\/e was an exceedin 19 rare ’chfng, Howeverj, 50 he had
exp: inded his Persona! PH osophg to include versatilftg as we”,
which he certainlg had in spades. If someone had called Richard
e he would have a reed with him or her wholeheartedig, but
would be ciuic]< to adf’c}'\at it was not necessarily a terrible thing) to
lve a igh level of self-satisfaction. For him atifeast, it cncouragec{
him to strive to do better so the Feeling would stag with him.
Becoming a trader had put him in an exce”Znt Position in that
coord. Thanks to the desPera’ce times, his own business acumen,
ind the deals he had made with the various local hostile groups, he
hod been able to carve a comfortable living for himself. it wasn’t
his ideal existence, but he was also certain% aware that he could be
loing far, far worse for himself.,
Richard allowed himself a small smirk as his donlcegs ambled
long a deserted hig}-nwaq. It was an inclulgcnce that he was
e -r[r'nﬁ? poor at resiéting and thus the exprcssion commonlg
CCupiec is face. He afwags replacecl it with a more ﬂeptral
pression when H(_n'ng business of course, but when left to his own
e s0 often w; 15, the F-lfls_‘;i']‘lflllj hat l‘g,}‘]‘r._q grin could

i J' VICES as

S0




regin unopposec{.

He swayed back and forth on his 5]0w-moving mount as he
raised a bottle of wine above his heac{, saluting; no one in Particular
before taking a llght SWIg of it. Another luxurg he had not yet
seen fit to curtail. Richard occasionall gave a hahq"neartedg effort
to avoid cliP ing into his own merchangise like that, but had never
experiencccﬁang immediate negative consequences from cloing 50,
50 sUC attempts rarelﬂ got very far off the %round.

His smirk was temporarilg det}ﬁronecl ya frown. Just what
was this, then? i

Richard had stumbled across the remains of an aPParent
battle with mu!tip|e dead on both sides. Much like many Peopkz he
had become somewhat of a vulture in order to survive bLj Picking
clean those who hadn’t made it to their After Life, but that didnt
mean he found it Partfcu!arlg en'ogable. Dead bodies were just so
cree }L’j and it didr’t take much fime at all for them to start sginking
to higj heaven besides.

Stf”, Richard was not the sort of man to ignore such a
windfall out of sentiment, no matter how distasteful he found it. I
he was luckg there might even be some ammo ]3in around. Heck,
magbc even some guns. Such items would inevita [5 fetch a Healthg
sum of money. Even if the weaponry had a|readg been taken the
do’thing was still useful and there would doubtlesslg be at Jeast
some semi-valuable Personaf effects to g0 along with them.

The subtle grin back on his acacej Richar Pattec[ his mount
as he climbed off and repared to set up camp. Salvagine; wasn’t
difficult but it cou}cf taEe a surprisinglﬂ Iong time and it was a}reaclq
edgirag into |ate afternoon. besfc[es, it wasn't as if he had angp]a&:
he was hurrzjing to get to.

Without much else to do Richard amused himself b coming,
up with identities for the bodies he was rhqiﬂg throug]ﬁ an&fa reason
for them to have been kil]ing each other way out in tLEc ass-end
of nowhere. He thouglﬂt himself to be a rather creative man, and
fashioned a few names and motivations that were quitc outlandish.
It wasn't like anyone was going to }'ump out of the bushes and
declare him the winner if ke correct] guessec]; it was PLIFC[L} a
distraction from the distasteful work. Therefore as '|'.|'?(‘ shadows
lengtheneci and the bodies Beg,;m to I:»fc.L' up more ¢ of the signature
Post—rnor’rcm scent, his :a}.wcnlnl'n NS nl Ol l||.- bodies
‘ Iﬂ('l maornre l*l/' e

l'o‘& Ame maore

—

He'd been luck : whoever had been at the bodies before lim
had beenina Hurrﬂ OI’%‘IBC} never searched a bodg before. There
was ammunition. Not as much as there could have EeenJ sure,

but Richard wasn’t about to comp!ain about ﬁ'nclfng leftovers for
‘1|vsoiute]9 free. No euns though, not that he had expectecl anyone
to be careless enough to leave one behind. Theg’cl be worth their
weight in golcl if gold still had any value. Hcclcj magbe more. PeoP[e,
had to Proted: t CmSClVCSJ after all.

Richard sighed as he looked down at a Partfcu]ar| mutilated
~-pecimen. SOmeéocig on the otheﬂr side had manage& tobfand a
head shot and it had made a bit of a mess. He decided that he'd
rather not trg to s|ce[:> after Iooting such a sorr _~|oolcing thing
and called it a night as far as takin thfngs off of bodies went.

I here was still a%‘»it more to do before he would be able to getany
nhutez,je.
“He was fortunate that keeping watch wasn’t one of those
I in'ngs. While there was no love between him and the barbarians
that took slaves he was still a Practical man. He'd come to an
Ll :c|er5’tanéing with them almost as soon as he’d learned of their
activities. He gave them a cut of his Proﬁts and in return theidi&m)t
capture him or kil him. Sure, theg didn’t seem able to resist the urge
o mug]w him up a bit whenever theﬂ saw him arouncl) but it was a
mall Price to pay for safety from one of the biggest threats around.
| leck, sometimes they would even trade with him.

Richard woul a[waﬂs give them the most favorable deal

R w.«asi|3|e) of course. It wouldr’t do to antagonize them bg ta!(ing
v u"ltagc of them.

S‘EiHJ it would be nice if someone got rid of them. T]ﬁ63 were a
bit of a money sink.

Richard didn’t like to think of them much. Going over his
lravel plans usua”9 got his mind off them though, s0 he thought
he'd rlt) that. Afterall, People didnt cxact]g live for very lcmg if
they just went wandering around for any extended Period ot time.

Using the last of the suniig}ﬁ, he Pu”ec{ his tattered map of
the vlf-m'|‘.:1|taren out of the small worn box it was i<_e[:>t in. MaPs were

1 -Il [ty v Wi m]vh:‘ (%SPC*.CI‘{'EH‘LJ it thcpj were |<6Pt more or less current like
‘ s was. It was covered with all the additions and deletions he’d had
Lo make as he came across the ch: INEEs in the I;'ln(_‘lﬁcnpc C]Llr‘ing his

I|.|\u--|-,; [ |1] ‘»lllrr-l.lll|l.|In |LIII'$'_(‘.‘- 1N SOMmMe |1|.h es, S¢ >|n<:nlvll Was
|ll-‘ I-"vltll of l||r |u r|||| é Of QLIS I'Ill I !1‘ (l ISt 1.|Hr; I |]u-
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cities, was |ll:»| :»IIH|'1|(‘ (-||,-,:¢-| o, i |."""'" ( ,]| e 1 lrees |]| and
blocked P’nth:.%} dzlrm‘czmus animals overran landmarks, ete. 1 b 165

hadm't Progressecl far enough to mfakc‘: maps enl II('I‘IJ useless but
Richard knew it wazjust a matter of time. Magl_w, not even in his
lifetime, but it would come. 1t was sort of sad'when he took the time

to think about it, which wasn't very often. Someone had put a lot of
effort into the origina[ map and it was all slowlg but su reig becomim;
obsolete; heck, it wasn’t even oingthat slowly. L

The last of the natural ig}'nt in the sk c?icln’t last Eong and
Richard was soon forced to carefully fold the map back up and
Place it back into its container. Hoiging it near the fire just didn’t
rca“y seem worth the risk, especiang since he’d have P“]f:ﬂtg of time
the next morning to go over it.

This did not mean that he would shirk the rest of his choresl
however. The clonkegs were tied up in the area the Patch grass
looked thickest, rudi?nentarg warnin systems were P]aceﬂ around
the Perimetcr (]ittle more than bits ogstring tied to a bundle of
sticks which would rattle loudly if someone accidenta”g triPPed
one), a space was cleared on the grounc] for his unforfunately lime
green and blue 5lcepin ag, among, other t]’sfngs. with all of this
accomplishcc], Richard would make one more round to make clouf)’_q
sure everqthing was in order. It was uncjoub’cec]lg boring work, but
a little bit of caution would |il<e|5 do him more gooci than all the
weaponry in the world.

Richard was in the middle of double checking that the
donkegs were tied securely when he heard somcthing that made
his blood run cold. A howl drifted out of the Pithcu| wooded area.
Wolves hadn’t made out much better than humans c!uring the
wiclespreacl destruction, but thcy had most c]equitcﬂg hadr’t been
eliminated from the world. In fact since humans had done so well at
!gmocking themselves off of their own Pedestal many Prcc!ator’s were
{'aring just as we”, if not better in the aftermath. Many PcoPlc were
not used to thinking of themselves as bein equa[ to these animals,
which tended to make them casy prey. P\ic%ﬂard was one of those
who had learned quiclcig; that survival was great|9 aided bq a healtl‘u]
respect for the various creatures in the world. ) ‘

This posed a dilemma. Should he hoPe the wolves had not
caught wind of him and remain or paciz. up as much of the camp

as PossiHe before ﬂecing into the night’r’ Predators had nc.in*[_z)
Uﬂﬁﬂflﬂ()uﬁllj }')t".(_( me more I7( )](*[ él]"l('l JII}’1}"I cssIVEe I INIRN] !. [ L. C 1[
G2
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ol nervous trave“ing

uthicient food, Ric harel wasn't at all sure that Fear of |mn.nu[ his
lire would be enot ||w||| to | eep them aw; 1y from tasty morsels such as
‘JIH].‘,E'” .llltHll.‘» 110 |~”IIIIITI.I|.‘7. ‘ .

He ﬁl:lﬁiﬁc sed it was too much to hopc for that he hac[njt
been noticed. He gril:)]:)ec{ the butt of his sidearm nervously as
he !u"s_;.'-m quicklg Packfng away the thirags he knew he woulﬁ need
later. Richard grec]uentlzj g[anﬁecl around to make sure that he
hadn't been surrounded without noticing, but it was alreacig dark
CNol ig}w to make such efforts nearl Futi%a. It was not the first time
he [mc] been unPlcasantlg remin&eﬁ of his own hc“:n]cssness and
he Iurventl}j hoped it would not be the last. Everg single sound
made him tense even more. Had the situation not been so dire
Kichard would have found his bu!gingegcs and strained face to
he ridiculous- even humorous. As it stood, however, Packfng as
(|uic Ll%jas Possiblc and stru [ing to look in every direction at once
- ‘|'-I|.lj eat every other thoug i B}j amile. ;

After a \ng minutes that seemed to stretch into hours he
. ||I~(.j got thfngs Pacl«acf up and readg to move. He'd be |eavingt@we
donke |5 behind of course; it wasn't like wolves would be stea]ing
most of his merchandise. Theﬂ’d not onfg slow him down tr ing to
ke P them togiether, but they would also unc{oubteéfy amp hcg the
noise and smell of fri lwtenegjprebx. Assumfng he survived the night
1 1chard would come Eack later and hide what was left from human
cavengers until he could come back to retrieve it.
Ol nviouslg it was a less than ideal situation, but he didn't exactig
hove a lof of attractive options. He’'d been through similar dilemmas
bt re. As Iong as the Hciéﬂg lace wasn't Pain?uﬁy obvious then
t: e l'gw Peop]c who haPPeme to wander through would be none
[he wiser.
Richard took no time to lament and hurried in the direction
he hought was opposite to the one he had heard the howl. He
Ol I[I) lwope& that he mig{ﬂt end up in an area that was at least Vaguely
Lmiliar but knew tha‘cTﬁe would have to prepare for the worst; anc
| orst that didn't involve beirzg chased down and eaten [39 WO[VCSJ at
cast.
The panicked rush away from the campsite was ad:ua”q ?airlg
nneventful apart from the cuts and bruises that jnevitab[g come
bout from stumb]in%‘laround the woods at rught. When an hour
ad Passec] without any notable incidents,
Kichard began to hope he had simpig imagined the whole thr’ngi

)




.“:I‘ll_!, lH'lvl(fI sate than sor s he ¢ ontinued for another halt hour
bc{‘urc: 1';a'lz|guc‘, was ;l"vlc‘. to 5‘|:g|1l‘!c] uvcl'l;||\<- caution and he fou tncl

(s

a suitable spot to lie down {'oLr the night at the base of a small a‘[|Hj,
if a little uneasilﬂ. He thought the cﬁ{' m:’ght look familiar, but in
the early hours of the morning it was still too dark to tell. still, he
judged the risk to be worth it. Richard no !ongcr Possessc—:d the
full vigor o{:youtlﬁ. In all iikeifhood, trying to Pu” an all-nighter
woulggmean a full c{ag of unfocused listlessness if he was%uclc . If
he was un!uckq, he mightjust end up Fa”ing inan uncomsciou;!'\ca
somewhere. Neither of these optfons were very attractive when it
w!as cntfrelﬁ Possible to be ambushed and killed if he was not Fu”g
alert.

still, 5|eep was longin coming, The roc|<5 terrain that
had made the area so a Pcazing as a defensible Position did
not make the most com\g;rtab[é_omc beddings. Neither did the
scare that had sent him running, I'KEIP with the situation. Fl'na”HJ
shiftin uncom{:ortablg} and trging; unsuccessncu”q to not think of
l:viloo&iirstg animals, Richard managccl to drift into an uneasy
sleep.

Richard was not unfamiliar with groggjiness, but theg were
only casual aciuaintances at best. He norma”q made it a habit
to get Plent}j o sleep in order to keep his mincfsharp. That
Particular morning, howevcr, found him unhappi@ in the grip of

that acquaintance. what little sIeeP he had managccl to get had not

been Par‘ticularlg restful.

He rubbed his cyes and Hawncc[ CIGCPIL} Fatigue and
discomfort had temPorarilg chased thoug}ﬂ&s\oﬁ clanger from his
head. Richard drew his eyebrows together in tired confusion
when he saw his maiceshhgc campsite and how it lacked most of his
Possessions.

Looking up at the cliff face b;’ought it all back; the how[,
the Panickec‘ Packing] and then the escape into the forest.
Remembering all that also reminded him that it was going to take up
quite a ba’g céunk of the cla9 to find the camp site again and PaCL
it up; not to mention cleaning up whatever mess the wolves had
wrought in his absence.

Richard tried to think Posi’cive. Maybc the howl had on[z;
been in his imagjnation or, if not, magbe they were nlrc%acﬁj in the
middle of chaﬁing some other unfortunate soul. He didn’t l'c‘..j]”lfj
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think either of those were the « Hae, bt of still ]wc'lml |n||| up
1 ml<-w|l.1| ko I]||r1|- .|| oul, Alte .1”. :.lr.nn;m l.l]llm;s |LIL[ ]mldpc‘nc:tl.
Y wning again, Kic hard stretched I"u:s ;-|c,hfntg muscles and felt
for the map in its usual Placc in his Pac|<. He blinked in confusion
hand met not}wing but assorted odds and ends. with
daws 1ing, horror he began tearing at the contents of his Pac|<3 eyes
wild. Fven when the Pac|< was comP|etel emPtied he still sat on the
vround fooking inside it numbly for nearlﬂ a minute. When doin
that provided no discernable improvement he buried his face a’n%ﬂs
hat uL and let out a muffled scream of frustration. While this also
did not brfﬂg back the lost map, Richard did feel sl; htig calmer
Iterwards. Things could have been worse, after aﬁ Not much
worse, but he wou%ci have to take what he could get. He had a c]aq
o two worth of food and a few toolsj at least. :
Eyeing his Pack su”cn]L  he gotup and brushed himself off.
He'd have to ﬁgurc out where(iue was sometime, so he ﬁs_f,urec{ he
mig ;|'1t as wel! get it over with. N
Richard Peerec{ around hope{:ung. He thought he might
lecognize a few landmarks. The ciff he had slePt under !oo%ecl sort
of f: amiiiar, but he hadn't been through the area enough to be sure.
he vague Familiarftg of onlg some of the surrounclings made him
leel like he was constantfg almost having déja vu. The frustration
that had been temporarif Pfaca’ced retzxméc{ full force. Richard let
Ol ;motherge” as he kicﬁed at his Pack sava elg. When he realized
that he was re cate&ly bashing the onlg supp%es he had left he
forced hfmselfpto lean against the cliff until the rage whirhng around
his mind was able to coé% again.
To temporaril ]-leIP take his mind off of his ProblemJ
b |3|cl<ec[ up s Pai and examined the damage. It wasn’t all
that extensive on the outsfde; he had, after alrjgchoscn it for its
ur: nlviift\zj. Its insides were a different story. One can of beans
hod been comP[ete[ demolished a{or\g with his tomatoes, coving,
miich L_)F the rest of the contents in a tFick brown and red gruel. His
Rl u{-qbinoculars had been snappec[ in hahc, although he counted
} imself luck that he hadnt cracked the lass. The Pistol seemed
i 1;;51 t, but he was no firearms expert so ée wouldn’t be able to
L now for sure until he ac‘cua”g used it. His compass, knhce_, electric
li '_| iter, ﬂasHi }1’:} and the rest of his food seemed none the worse
for wear, muc%n to his relief.
With a .*-I‘:'JI Richard fvegan cie:ming off his meager
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bossessions. It was slow going without a tc wel or aj l‘lJ[IIIIl‘L‘, :ﬂlm]nr‘,
Lut eventua”g he managed to get evergthing but what was wedged
in various cracks and the residual stickiness. It would serve un’ugi
he was able to find a source of water to rinse evergthing off more
thoroughl ;

Rfcﬁard looked upon what was left of his Property with a
frown and shaded his face with his hand from the noon sun. It
seemed there could be no more Putting off the r’nevitable; he
needed to get moving. The question was, in which direction? 1t had
been very i}rk when%m had £gone running in fricht and his head
hadn't exacthﬂ been clear so it was difficult to tel] where he had
come from and his un{amilfaritg with the territorzj ccrtainlq didn’t
hel matters. ) ) i

He thought the area to his r!ght might look like someone had
recently stumbled throuqh in terror which made it slfgl-n‘:lg more |i|<e|LJ
to takeijim someplacc useful. Without having angtl’z(i—ng more to pu’ﬁ
it OFF, Richard started reIuctantly truc!gfngt}]rough an unfamiliar
wilderness.

Any kind of Familfaritg he had thought he saw almost
Immediate?g clisappeared; the dead trees and underbrush very
clufcldg turned into a monotonous lur. Richard severeizj wished he
knew something of tracking beyond [oolcing fora brighf neon sign

ointing the way. He thougi’zt l?e mig}‘lt be seeine a few more brc%@.n
Eranches in the direction he was heading than in the surroundin
area, but he knew that it could very we”?:)e simpig wishful thin!(ing.
It certainly didnt lﬂelp that he remembered runningmcor uite a while
the night elcorej meaning it would also be some time be ore he knew
whether or not his ucssiad been rigiﬁt. At least he was relieved
to recall that he Haﬁn’t ti'iought to throw an Z1 zags or shar[:; turns
while he had been running. While it miglﬁt have Eeen a gooc] idea
to do so as he was Possf§ beiﬂg chased, it would have made it
vfrtua|19 fmpossib[e to find his way back without his map.

Several hours assed before Richard realized that he was
even more lost than he had Previousl suspectecl. Not oz’-rlfj did
he not know where his campsite was,%e didr’t even have a vague
clue about where he was. The compass told him he was hc‘ﬂc[irw,
northwest which, c]epending on the direction he had been runni 8,
the nfght bemcore, could very Possiblcj have put him pretty far outsicle
his normal trave”fng zone. His inability to rece enize angy landmarks
seemed to ic‘.m‘] rr‘c:.'dc'.nrc' to th: it idea. '

QO

A

what I)ruug)ht this disorientation to his immediate attention
was the fact that ‘Ee was very near to reacEing the edge of the
forest. While this wasn’t exactlg ideal in that it meant he was tru|5
lost. The silver lining, I'lowever;' was that once he left behind the
-vc:rclg restricted line of sfght of the forest he mig}wt be able to
spot sometl']ing jr%]ﬂiliar, or even some sirgn of civilization. If he c:quld
reach a cftq magbc he could find an un-looted map to get back his
bearings. While this meant that his cargo would almost certainly be
oo 1’C6Cﬁ3 the time he was able to find it again, he wanted to try to
look at the bright side of things.

Rfcharfsquintec] at the afternoon sky to try and ﬁgure how
much &agli ht he had left. He was no expert bt:; ant means, but it
looked as t ough he migint have between one ang:l three hours of
olid ||ght to go on; cnough to get out of sight of the hateful Forest,
it least. The combination of staring at thegbrfght sk%and his lack
of s]ecP caused him to launch into a ionggawn. Mag e it would
bhe best tojust callita clazj. Iif he ]<e|:>t going it was Possible that he
umght have to sleep nght outinthe o en, a Prosi:;ect no survivor
would look forward to. Richard triecijto rub the ?atigue from his
cijes with very little success.

if there was one nice t]’aing about trave”ing with so few
| w|;>lies, it was that it was ver easy to unpack Very soon a’sma”
pit had been cﬂug, mostIy with his bare hands. He had exPeﬂmented
with using sticks and his knife for a little while, but found it to be
M Hening[y slow. His hands would IEkeig be sore for the rest of the
| m",'l|’. and part of the next daﬁj but at least he had somewhere to
bl a fire without Having to worry about bu rning the whole P!acc

lown. Richard wipec[ some sweat from his forehead with annoyance
ind decided that any rest he took at this Point would be well
deserved. He'd just\ ean up against a nearbg tree until he cooled
lown a little bit;'givm himself sunstroke wasn’t going to do anyone
Nty good, least of alﬁimse]ﬂ- and if he Founcl_just Precisclg the most
omfortable Positfon in a groove in that tree, well then so much the
bel I(-r:h'[ctep was upon him before he even knew how tired he was.

He awoke to the sound of howhng. Richard and %,roggincss
VEre growng much too accustomed with each other for Is taste
| .!.\!:j, but [t[mt sound cut through it almost immec:]iate[y.

“Son of a bitch, you've gotta be kiclc!ing me!”
Il was lu”z, dark at th: 1|‘I'w int, |¥~nr|<rring his wild c.vtjc'ﬁ attempt




to spol .Hl‘tjf'}lll lg‘f. INEErOUs arourn L him useless. Richard It te | his
teeth in anger and frustration. Was !'|1<-r<- NOL an ounce « rlly't ddamn
fairness in j[:gl—wa world? 5

E)arei? even taking the time to form a coherent the n:gj‘ﬂ: he
dove forwar ’ sc:oo‘dpfng into his arms whatever random Pu:{%@&sknw:,
Eafpencd to be in front of him. In his 5|eeP cleprivec[ state it

didr’t occur to him that the sound he heard mfght have just been

a nfghtmare that stemmed from last nig,}wt’s mfsadventures, but

he wouldn't have taken his chances even iF it had. Richard didn't
believe in gamblin with his life.

He scrambled forward through the fallen branches on the
groundj su#cring several c{eep scratches which he did not notice.
What he did notice was a rustlin sudc{enfcj rising around Pn’m,
Conﬁ'rming his fears. In his rush e slammed his éﬂouléer into a tree,
5enc{iﬂg him spinnin > to the ground. He sobbed as he miraculou&a[(.}
managecl to get bacji onto his feet without droppfng any ofhis
cargo.

with his feet ﬁna”g lanted scmf—ﬁrmly on the ground Richard
wasted no time in taldng OE[ ina PaﬂiC‘(Cd dead sPrintA Malevolent
branches slashed at his face as he ran while roots tangiec]
underfoot. He fell once a ain, this time as a result of one of the
roots. One of the items in%ﬁs arms went f ing ahead of himj but
he didn’t dare try to recover it once he Hag regafnec{ his Footing; he
could Practica”g feel his pursuers’ ho’cj Pantfng breath at his back.

Fima”xj e broke t}n‘ough the tree line and into the open
P[ain. While it was true that he held very little ]’)OPC for outrun ning
whatever was c}wasing Himj he knew that he stood a much better 2
chance than if he remained in the woods and continued running into
things in the dark. 5

When he remembered to scan his surroun&ings as he ran
Richard let out another sob, this one o{-jo . Atown! Civilization!
As far as the wildlife had come in evening the odds with %umans,
t]’ICH still almost unanfmouslg remained iﬂcapab{e of bes’m’nga guucl
old wooden door, at least not to the best of his knowkcﬂgf; lftlqu
had been able to ﬁgure it out without him Lmowingd Richard would
almost be imPressed cnoug}w to let them come and get him with ¢ pen
arms.

Almost.

As it stood, Richard still clung to his life de: n'iq enough to
ignorfz the 5‘f'.;-;|w'viﬂgiﬂ his side that I‘\rrn licted a bad stitch . ;l:,jl e
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sprinted across the held. 1na very short while it wu|||(|3'|'uw}mul[(ll
wlumg}'l that it would |_( rce him to slow down so h_c: was determined
to get every last bit of speed and distance out of his raPidig
. [c:c,ar:}ingstamfna.

"~ He was more than hahcwag to the nearest building when
the stitch exP[ocﬂed where his love handles used to be. Richard
stumbled as he cried out in Pain and allowed himself to slow down.
Ihis decrease in speed allowed him to take a quick Peek behind him.

It was hard to see angthing clear]g in such an awkward

position, especiallg while on the run, but he didn’t think he saw

.myth—

A nearlg miniscule twitch in the brittle brown vegetation was
all the confirmation he needed. While he knew he wouldr’t be able
to match amjwherf: near his Previous pace, Richard nonetheless
ivus}wcd himself to gaina little more speed. He didn’t think getting to
the building before his pursuers wouE:{ be much trouble any |ongerj
but wi'lg taée the chance?

As his feet hit the street Richard quick]q shot another look
over his shoulder. It was in this Position that F}re\/entecl Richard
from 5ecing the open manhole in the center of the street. It had
been blocked from sight by an errant car that was at_just the righ’c
.mgle to obstruct his view grom the forest, much to his misfortune.

The first clue which led Richard to deduce something was
amiss was when he felt his right foot plunging into thin air instead of
the solid blacktop. Noticingthisj he Eare% Ead time to turn his face
back forward betore his momentum smacked it hard to the grouncJ.

\ sudden burning ain in his mouth informed him that his teeth

had been clamagecin some way; it wouldn’t be until a little later
that he discovered that two had been cHP ed quite badlg. At that
P srticular moment though) the blow to his Eleacl had temporari|9
stunned Himj causingthe rest of his bocig to lose its tension. It

was in this IimP state that he 5|iPPecl the rest of the way into the

cntrance to the sewer.
When the back of Richard’s head connected with the

Lottom of the sewer it Pus[']ed him from a simP|e stun to full-on
LINConsciousness.
Richard’s awakening was not a Pieasant one. The first thin
he noticed was the fact that someone appearecl to have replace&g
his mouth and the back of his head with intense pain. lnstinctivelg
he :lt:hﬁmlwi-: -d to hold it and curl up into the smalEﬁs‘c ball
(1L)




i 1:»:,1111(', but the merest touch sent a Fresh bolt of pain |]I|HII'5'.]I his

skull. As he jerked |_'ma ]u_mc| away from the tender area he noticed
Hoocl on thé tfPs of his Hngers; wiwc:rc hu H]c‘[ ’n |:-||rJ (( MAC jlru] l|1<-.
cpice.ntcr of the pain. As he was takine;iﬂventorq of these miseries

he also noticed that his right lﬁg hurt q‘—uite bac”y as we”; not as
much as his Iqeacl, but still no slouch. He susPected it was Fairlg
bad|9 bruised. )
At least he had finally been able to get some sieep. Richard was
going to find t}ﬁatgogc]amn lining.

He exPer‘imcnta“g twitched his neck, testing whether or not
he’d be able to lift his head off the ground without being Paral zed
by the daggers in his he@d The initial movement was about as gaci
as he’d expectcci, but after a few seconds it subsided to a du”, if
still quite intense, throbbing. At least there was that.

When he was reasonablg certain that he was not in immediate
danger from his injuries Richard started to take in his environment,
what little there was. Hig}] arching walls on both sides in addition
to the wa”cway he occupiec[ and a c[epression which would have

contained a man-made stream it anyone’s Plumbmg was still working.

A sewer then.

Richar«ﬂ supposed there were worse P]aces to end up with a
spli‘cting headache and a mouth that felt like it had been filled with
broken giassj but he was hard Pressed to think of any. In the Pit of
an active vo]cano, magbe. HoPeFu“g t%ings had c]rfegup enough
down there to have forced out the extra bacteria waiting to infect
the first head wound thcg came across. He would have ]%ikcd to have
turned his head a little more to check on this but he suspected that
&oing so would not be worth what his head would Put him through.

Gazin up at the hole in the ceilin ~he wondered if he
shouldn’t stﬁbe fearful for his Iiice, but dismissed it. He suspectf:c]
he had been unconscious for some time, so if angt!'ring had designs
to end his existence the would l'rave had ample time to do 50. "

He imaginec[ the wolves étamc!ing around the mouth of the sewer
whining almost Pithcu”(j as they snitfed at their prey but were not
stupicé:nough totry to follow him down. -

Richard noted the &isrepair of the ladder Ieadmg up. Several
rungs had alread fallen down and the rest didn’t exactj look
staE]e. He Fearch that ’t]?is would be the case for most, f?nc)[t all of
them. Waﬂdering around an unc{ergrmrnﬁ labyrinth did not ex: I IirJ
aPPeaf to him, bat it didn’t appear he had muc r ‘
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the matter, It wouldn't lr.n”r] matter if the cul 20l infected and
Lilled of course, which was not an uNcommon occurrence wi F:lw such
injuries, but he couldn’t rc'taHH lan for that kind of ¢:?,\/c3n’tua,lcl{‘lycl
50 he ngrecl he’d ;us‘c Put it aside at that momgnt. e gle’o ed
that his first course of action needed to be testing the limits of his
movement. After a”, the greatg:lst of escape Plans wouldrt be very
much help if his body wasn't able to carry it out.
) Giflgel’lljj he Itted his head gurthegr O‘EF the grouncl and ni
further shots of agony were shaken loose. 50, far s’o goocl. th’t
more care than he’d given anqthin else in his life, Richard slowy
bent at the waist anfsat uP.L He felt slfghtlg woozy Fajom the loss
of blood and his head was still Pounclfng, but otherwise he was
none the worse for wear. He stood still a few moments warting for
the wooziness to pass before taking a hCS}itai"llt step ?()rwarcé ; lth A
was a 5|i5}1t risk, as triPPing would almost inevitabl leacl toﬂ_grt er
w|amagc3 to his alrea&g poor cranium, but the gamb e Paucl orr. He
had moved himself half a foot to the left of the ladder‘ without
incident, and if he could do that easily enoug]ﬁ it was ]Il«iiﬁ ,he L
could keep going a ways before he had to’ stop. Richard dljn ttee
comfortable rislcing the treacherous—fookmg ]aclrcler yet, and so
hobbled a few feet on the Pretext of checking his /surr’ou’nd:ngs,
Notlning all that interesting 'um[:>ec] out at him WItHn those
few feet. He took note of the crustiness at the bottom of the
viepression which, while not ideal, was ?gﬁiat deal beﬁer tha’nh
Ehings could have been. Itwas odd trgmgtor]ook at thn‘égstht jut
iweing able to turn his head; he had to turn his whc?le bo Yy in o:‘* E[r
fo examine something. The few times he forgot this, he was quickly
reminded with another harsh sting in his neck from where it was bent
when he hit the ground. -
When noﬁxing of Particular imPortance Prescn’ggcl itsel :
Richard sighed and shambled back to his orirgina] P’O’SIJFlor"l. He
examined the rungs leading upwarcl as c!osey as his injuries would
Allow. In the state he was in he wouldn’t have attemptecl‘ the
sturdiest ladder in the wor]cl, of course, but it wasn't as if he had
: mgthiﬂ more Pressing to do at that momen’t‘:( |
‘ T%ﬁc lowest rung seemed more or less intact and stur Y,
but the next few wigglec} around a bit more than he would have o
liked. Above hahcwaﬂ there were sporadic;%aps, the rungs tha”c a
( n'xginanﬂ been bolted havin%¥allen to the floor due to c{frepalr.
Ihe rungs that remained hig erup looked even looser than
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the ones towards the fm[i:um, untortuately. 1t didi’
gofﬂg to beé@ttin% out of this Particufar Ht.r)ic\._ R e el
On the brig t side, at least it didn't look like the sewer was
Jreacl to co”apsejustget. Richar& had seen a few that had cIon(;
+ustlt at over the years; he didr’t want to imagine what it would be
ke if he got stuck under all that rubblc.

‘ Rlichard sudcfenlg remembered the items he had scoo edu
durlng his ﬂight 3Crom the wolves. He started Jookingaround ]iDn t]neP
same stiff-necked fashion. This hindrance in movement combined
with the fact that it was the middle of the night made it extreme)
rcrus‘cratfng to look for somethfng, but eventua”g he managed t%?
collect more or less the same amount of items he remembé%;-cc[ he

bad ’beetjl cafrgfng. His few remafning Possessfons did not exact|
nspire him with confidence. -

’ A”fthat was left to him was half of his broken Binocu[arﬁ
a Pistoi with on[g the few bullets that were still inside it, and his J
ﬂashllg}?t. 'On’lg the last of these would be of any Pra(;ticaf us;: at
tha’tfo;)r]t In time, but he suPPosed that the other two would be
}'rel]:) ul if he ever managed to find his wat out, so he Pocketed tlwem
He would have to be careful to use the ﬂésh!fght sparin Ig as well a-;
he was unsuire of how much battery life was leFt inside c% it; Rfcha}rdL
cur_sec] h:mgelf silently for not remembering to change the };atteries
before settmg out. There was no Particu[ar reason whg the thou ht
should have crossed his mind back tiwen, but he regrctted it just the
. ; ) . :
tﬁ:fgﬁ:ﬁ;;:?ff:d Hur]mg the ﬂash!xght against the wall but then
,lt was all just so ovcrwhe!ming. Richard had been living the
good life as faras thiﬂgs went in the world theg lived in, and then
inthe s ace of a few hours he was reduced to crawlin }around ina
sewer with nothing to his name but the clothes on his Eack and som
random-junk. y
He supposed it wasn’t going to do him any gcod to |

around a:jd 1@; sorry for hfm;%elic. gWaitfng until lgtgr to ;gfjifv?:aﬂd
wasn’tgomig to be any }T’JP) wired as he still was from his s rint =
across the field. P

Squinting into the darkness ahead of him didn’t do much

‘g‘?‘mﬁ. Witlj one ]asf look up to the surface which was b: ]l'c‘IIJ out
(@ I’:I‘UCH RJCH‘N'CI snghed, Pressc,d his hand to o w 1” andl started
moving, forward.

R I].II\IIHHLJ'\IIII‘IIJI()IIIQ-"ll Il]r'ruunl.lwli Fe Il lll”rl e

had W.]Iln'l(‘l‘c‘(l Jl'tlllllk'l for what lc\]l m\:- !I()Ill'h, lmi w;llmtll..:w.ni\ LI
or even the sky to tell time I,u} it was m:;u'hj ftﬂPOSﬁl])](‘, to say

for sure. All he knew was that he was tired and hungry, but still
cautious! oPtimis’cic. After all, there was a very slowl brightening
disc of ]ig t right above him and, as far as he could teﬁ, the rungs
|eacling up to it would Iikehj} be able to su Port his weight.

The walk lea&ing up to that Point Eadn’t cxacth been
Plcasaﬂt. It was quite some time before his neck allowed him to
make even the smallest movements, and he still had a headache,
although it had retreated from the original Pounﬂjng to a dull throb.
Nothing he hadn't been able to deal with even before the current
state o% affairs in the world. He was more worried about the hungcr.
He Put one foot on the bottom run% of the ladder and began
Puttir;g his weigh‘c onit. It Held. Hallelujah.

The next few rungs fell to his feetin quick succession.
Richard was unable to suppress the grin that forced its way onto his
face. He had never been much for PE) sical exertion, but tﬁe ache in
his legs from wandering around for scﬁon just reminded him of how
iuckg e was to be alive. B .

A gigantic BOOM shook the earth, dislodgin Richard from
his PCI’C}'I about 2/% of the way up the ladder. A ;:%ee ing of dé_jé vu
washed over him as for the second time that claq Richard found
himself falling down a sewer shaft. This feeling of rcPetition ended
abrupt]ﬂ as ng struck the ground but rf:tainccﬁ—tis consciousness.

Agony cxploéecl all over his bodg as irjurics he had just
gotten used to received even more Punislﬂment. Oclc“g enouglﬁ, his
right leg onlg hurtfora spii’t second, whereas the rest of him was
much more Persistcnt. Such was the pain that he did not notice the
darkening of the room until several seconds later. It was the bits of
debris sprinkiing his uPtumecl face that brought him back to reaiitq.
He was bathed in utter darkness excePt for some thin shafts that
manageci to Pierce throug]'] the rubble that blocked the way to the
surface.

Wait. Debris blocked the shaft? Richard attemptecl tojerk
himself into a sitting position, but his right ff:g refused to obe :
causing the incientecfmotion to become a sort of halfway flail to

the left. This accompfished little more than sencling ano’ier wave
of pain through his battered body. He awkward!q fumbled with the
fl m|1[i‘g,ht sjruc%( into the waistbang of his Pants until he managecI to
P! it Free and turned it on. (lpon inspecﬁc')m he decided that




the situation could c]eﬁnite!g be better. IN {:act, he could not think
of amjthing that could actually make it worse,

" Whatever had caused the explosion had been Poweracul
cnough to knock loose some alrcac%—unstablc ieces of sewer
structure; enough to c.omP[ctei\ seal off the exit and one direction
of the sewer system. Not only that, but his unresponsive Ic‘g was
extremelﬂ bloody. From the ang!e he was laging in it was hard to te”)
but he ‘chought he ma’ght have been able to see some harcl,Jagged
white Po]cing out amongst the red. The rest of him wasn't exactlﬂ
in the greatest shape either. His head in Particular was throbbing
even worse than it had when he had first woken up at the bottom of
the sewer; he hadn’t even suspecte& that to be Possible.

He coughed on the dust and a choked sob escalaed his
throat. He ha been so ruckiﬂg close. Afew more rungs and he
would have been home free. §

Richard wanted to break an trn'ng he could get his hands on.
He wanted to howl with rage and srgm his boc[9 against the walls. He
wanted to get the fuck out of that hellhole. He couldn’t even raise
his voice in Frustration; every time he tried to expanci his [ungs to get
enoug% air the Pain in his ribs increased cxPoncntia“H.

The ﬂasHigHt Happened across a gleam of silver about a foot
away from his prone form. The gun. It must have come loose in the
fall. Richard was amazed it hadn't gone off when it hit the ground.
Or magbe it had. His mind had been Fairlg well occuPiecﬂ at that
Pofnt He looked at it for a long time. The Ionger he Iooke&, the
more he was sure:

He had wcought the good ﬁght. It was I'ng}-n time he got torest.




