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Anatomy of an Artist 
Kelsey Burroughs 

 
Taking out my insides, 
I analyze, label and file 
each organ and part:  
 
Poetic phrases typed in 
sinew must be alphabetized.  
 
The muted watercolors 
that pump through the valves 
of my heart are drained into jars  
 
Unfinished plots and story 
arcs (burned into my bones) 
are ordered by projected completion dates; 
if date is too uncertain 
they are arranged by  
antagonist’s last name.  
 
Between my skin and muscle 
is a protective layer 
of fat and turpentine 
to cushion the ideas incubating 
in my womb 
(but how do I store that?!) 
 
Blood is sent through 
the body via embroidery threads, 
vining to every 
niche from fingertips to footpads.  
 
The rods and cones 
of my eyes are curled bits of recycled canvas, 
numbered by thickness and width.  
 
Outwardly, my face and skin are scarred 
with the records I keep: 
every notch, groove, slice, welt 
and freckle is a tally. 
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With each part I remove 
I lose a little piece of myself, 
released into artistic mediums 
to be smeared with paint 
and scribbled with words 
for a public audience 
(who are undoubtedly, 
thoroughly, 
disgusted and astounded).  
 
 

 
 

escape reality.pdf 
Ashley Shepard 
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13 Ways to Look at a Human 
Steve Hammer 

 
Meatsack 

Glandular Soup 
Biological Imperative: 

Eat,Fuck,Kill 
Hormonal Equation 

* 
Perfect blue pebble 

Enduring in the long night 
Marred only by dust 

* 
A tree, hard at work, stands in the sun 

A stone pays the slow price for its view of the sky 
A blade of grass yields to a breeze, a hand, the rain. 

* 
The Image of God 

* 
Anguish without Time 

The Mind, mercifully slow, recedes in death 
The Real, mercilessly quick, floods in 

* 
Clever dancing bear, 

The paragon of all bears 
How they cheer for you! 

* 
The line starts here to receive your Badge of Individuality! 

Join the Countless Millions as we celebrate our Uniqueness! 
It’s easy to Know Thyself; just ask anyone! 

* 
Pigs race to the trough 

A monkey will not open his fist 
* 

Metabolic cycles: 
Air: in/burn/out 

Food: in/burn/out 
People: in/burn/out 

* 
The seagulls flee before us 

Insects are ground underfoot 
Raccoons hiss, but yield and trundle away 
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None stand before the Kings of the Garbage Heap! 
* 

Aberrant pockets of Entropy 
Eddies in the flow of disorder 

Thermodynamic ripples 
Exact a toll 

* 
Bare feet savor the sand, 

Eyes smile, 
Too wise to be careless with happiness 

* 
God’s Children 

 
 
 
 

Marilyn.jpeg 
Courtney Rivenbark 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

 
 
 
 

Courtney Rivenbark
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Seven 
Brian C. Daugherty 

 
 
In Fort Walton Beach, my whole world was Legos,  
Star Wars action figures, my best friend Emily, and Dad. 
 
“Go get Daddy a beer,” he would say. “That’s my boy!” 
He never said anything about moving to D.C. 
In the months before, he said even less. 
Mom said he’d be back, soon. 
  
At seven, I wished I was his briefcase. 
I imagined a science fiction. Dad was a Hero, 
saving the world from the Russians and aliens 
in his spiffy, blue, dress uniform. 
A ridiculous number of stripes lined his sleeves. 
Always with his briefcase. Everywhere. 
 
The sun glared down on a sticky-hot Florida Bayou. 
Too hot for mosquitoes. Almost. 
Standing next to the mailbox, Mom held two letters. 
A thick packet of papers in a manila envelope. 
The other, crushed in her hand: Dad’s wedding invitation. 
Her tears hit the ground with the force of atomic bombs. 
His name still sticks in my throat sometimes. 
The choking, black, acrid taste of burning tar. 
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When your eyes are closed 
Ashley Shivar 

 
When your eyes are closed 
 
traffic’s droning whir is mistaken  
for saltwater waves that carry other world’s  
treasures to shore— 

 broken jellyfish, the weekend’s yard-work debris— 
just as quickly as the blue green reels these items back to an 
unknown. 
 
It’s crazy how both entities are constantly in motion— 
 even when the moon barely lights the shore  
 with its painful whispers, cars continue toward  
 a destination that even they don’t know. 
 
And, the ocean continues to rock itself into comfort.  
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The Texas Sky 
Pamela Virgadamo Lampe 

 
Retreating to the bed under the fluorescent stars, 

 he begins to sing.   
“The stars at night are big and bright.”   

He claps four times.   
Then sings again.   

“Deep in the heart of Texas.”   
I laugh every time.   

The bedroom is for sleep and sex. 
Not for watching TV.  

But still he tries.   
“What should we watch tonight, dear?”   

I tell him, “The stars.”  
 
 
 
 
 
 

Gas Pump.jpeg 
Emma Hancock 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

Emma Hancock
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And I did rust the locks on heaven’s gates 
Autumn Rose Rankin 

 
And I did rust the locks on heaven’s gates 
With tears that dropped and fell like stars and bombs 
Alone, entreaties could not change my fate 
But from my lips spilled all of heaven’s Psalms 
I used to say I’d sleep when I was dead 
Another way my heart and mouth did lie 
Considering the devil I would wed 
The consequence of which I mourn and sigh 
While God consults his priests and all his kings 
My judgment in the balance shifts and sways 
I sit and listen to the angels sing 
A breath and an eternity away 
 But still and silent and forever lost 
 I’m left with all my sins and all their costs 
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Blood Moon 
Jenna Bartlett 

 
We had driven through the dark 
 Over the bridge 
Sat in the park 
 Your hand in mine I made a pledge  
 
Sitting waiting for moon rise 
 A cold gust steeled across my skin 
And I saw its pale light reflected in your eyes 
 Your hands balled up, your jacket thin 
 
 And over us across the sky 
 Arced constellations, shining bright 
Their quiet light my one ally  
 Beyond the edge quivered the night 
 
 Over glowed, the round blood moon 
 But tired we had left too soon 
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This will kill you 
Brian C. Daugherty 

 
She sat at the plain wooden table, masked 
against the yellow plaid kitchen wallpaper. 
The ash of her cigarette had grown long, but 
her hand, normally shaking like a reed in the 
wind was perfectly still, as if cut into granite. 
She coughed into her hand, convulsing and 
gurgling. The thick brown soup she expunged 
from deep in her chest wiped away with a tissue. 
She was shaken enough to knock off the ash from 
her mile long cigarette, leaving a smoldering 
filter between her tar stained fingers. Reaching 
into her purse she produced another cigarette 
and put it to her lips without lighting it. She 
breathed deeply through her cracked and 
wrinkled nose and sighed as she spoke around 
the unlit coffin nail. The first words she’d 
spoken in an hour of staring me down with 
her ice blue eyes, bloodshot from crying, 
danced on the uneven wrinkles lining her 
mouth and cheeks. The words themselves 
mock me to this day, as surely as devil himself 
must have laughed at her. She then lit the 
cigarette at her lips and coughed some more. 
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Kill Hope Now 
Erica Stratton 

 
of course hope floats. 
 
you are happy for the life line... 
until you realize you are just another voluntary victim of this 
most deceptive concept 
 
at your lowest point... 
there is no mercy. 
wanting to sink slowly into the depths of despair and oblivion... 
bound instead to this... 
 
it's probably a ridiculous looking flotation device too. 
one of those that's made to look like an animal,  
grossly over-sized,  
with, say,  
a duck's head and tail. 
 
it must be. 
everyone is pointing and laughing. 
 
hey, can one of you stop mocking long enough  
to come prick a hole in this stupid thing? 
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They Knew and Still 
Thomas S. Robinson 

 
Brothers and sisters stood ready at the door 
Answering the call like many times before. 
It rang out loud and it rang out true 
Someone is in trouble they are calling for you. 
 
One by one they arrived at that designated place, 
There were looks of horror that showed on their faces. 
As their eyes turned skyward they surely could see, 
A sight like no other, no one could really believe. 
 
Pride in their profession, this they have chosen to be, 
Fighting all odds to save the lives of others you see. 
Many that entered into this terrible place, 
Said goodbye to each other by the looks on their face. 
 
Knowing their fate was sealed on this day, 
Still answering the call as screams came their way. 
Many have died so others may live, 
What a selfless gift, it is theirs to give. 
 
If you ask why they do it you will soon know, 
That their actions this day were not for show. 
It’s part of the job, it is what we do, 
The answer is the same for each firefighting crew. 
 
Belief in life and the right to live it, 
Gives you the basis of a firefighter’s spirit. 
Many lives are saved by the efforts of these, 
That answer the call and do not shirk responsibility. 
 
A belief in life as a gift they do see it, 
It truly rings out in their heroic spirit. 
Brotherhood born by the dangers they must face, 
Concern for one another cannot be replaced. 
 
The title of hero they will not proclaim, 
All they ask is that you remember their names. 
Raise those names to God each time you pray, 
For when you may need them, might just be today. 
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Dwarfed Buds 
Kelsey Burroughs 

 
A supple kiss  
(warm like a freshly pressed waxen seal 
of bygone love letters 
scrolled on perfumed papers 
crisply folded into form 
bent as though to trap the words within)  
 
placed on the hand  
(smooth and chilled like fresh cream  
poured from a cracked porcelain dish 
found in a mother's corner curio 
twirling into your tea 
like silk ribbon, flavored vanilla)  
 
of a girl 
(deceased like a petrified sapling 
felled before its prime 
sweetly fragrant like a magnolia 
poised and admired vicariously 
as if candid hellos would fluster its blossoms) 
 
who won't be able to blush.  
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Six 
Malik Abdul-Rashid 

 
Shore summers. Where children navigate blue and indigo water 
until their fingertips and toes wrinkle, resembling oblong bodies 
and tentacles of jellyfish. 
The summer I was six, I hit the beach with my older brother and 
his crew. 
Mother and the summer enrichment program, 
at my brother’s crack-bricked, peppermint red and white school, 
responsible. 
Our five year age difference, 
five planets apart. 
I was Neptune—bright. 
Him, Earth. 
 
Exiting the sardine can bus, my lunch pail held sunny-d bottles 
plus ham and cheese. 
I made sand castles, my brother and his entourage on the ginger 
colored shoreline. 
As the sun weighed heavily upon our glistening bodies, 
they waded further and further out. 
They began to look like bronze dolphins, jumping up and 
splashing. 
 
Fed up with being Neptune, I took matters into my own hands 
and left the scorching sand. 
I entered the cool ocean water. 
I swam, passing through wave after wave when my world faded 
to black. 
I went under.  
Fast. 
I flailed my arms and legs around in liquid shackles 
I, seconds away from birth, just trying to escape the dark abyss 
for light. 
Once again conscious with salt-free lungs, my brother stood over 
me. 
His red eyes, letting me know that, 
my tenure as Neptune 
was not over. 
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Marching Boots 
Laura Smith 

 
They came in the night, the sound of their marching 

boots echoing off the brick buildings and hanging in the cold, 
still air. 

ONE!  TWO! And then softer, as they echoed back, one!  
two! 

They woke Daniel from his dream. He had been 
dreaming about puffins. He was following a puffin through town 
because it had promised to take him to the cliffs where the 
puffins had their nests. Of all the birds Daniel had read about in 
his bird book, puffins were his favorite because they could not 
only fly; they could also swim underwater.  

When Daniel woke up, he thought he heard thunder 
crashing above the puffins’ nests. Then his mother came in and 
knelt beside his bed, her face anxious, and Daniel knew he 
wasn’t hearing thunder. 

“Get dressed,” his mother told him. “We have to go.  
The soldiers are here.” 

Mother and Father had been talking about the soldiers 
for weeks. Father said they needed to be prepared because they 
could come at any time. He was surprised they hadn’t come 
already. Daniel’s rucksack had been packed since Father had 
first mentioned the soldiers; it sat beside his desk, looking almost 
lonely as it waited to be used. Daniel had been excited as they 
packed his rucksack. Leaving because the soldiers were coming 
seemed like an adventure. Daniel could picture himself running 
so fast that he couldn’t be caught and using disguises so he could 
walk right by the soldiers. 

But Mother didn’t look excited. 
“Hurry,” she said. “We have to go now.” 
As Daniel dressed, he could hear his father’s hurried 

footsteps upstairs in the lab. 
“Is Father taking everything?” he asked. 
“No, only what’s important.” 
ONE!  TWO!  one!  two! 
“Quickly now,” Mother said, helping Daniel into his 

coat. “We must be quiet. Talk as little as possible.” 
Daniel nodded. His heart was racing in excitement.  
They met Father at the front door. Father kept patting the 

inside pocket of his overcoat. “Are you ready?” he asked. 
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Mother nodded. 
As Father opened the door, the crisp winter air stole 

Daniel’s breath and he shivered but he didn’t mind. For the first 
time in months, the air didn’t smell sick. 

“Aren’t you going to lock the door?” Daniel asked as 
Father started down the street. 

“There’s no need to,” Father answered. “Come along, 
now. Try not to talk.” 

The sound of the soldiers’ boots echoed around them.  
ONE!  TWO!  one!  two! 

“How close are they?” Mother asked. 
“Close enough,” Father said. 
Daniel felt a thrill rush through him. 
“Hold my hand,” Mother told Daniel, and he 

immediately complied. Mother must be very scared if she 
wanted to hold hands. 

They hurried down the slush-covered street. 
“Where are we going?” Daniel asked. He slipped on a 

patch of ice and Father grabbed the back of his coat. 
“Far away from here.” 
“Will we pass the soldiers?” 
“Possibly. You need to stay quiet if we have to hide.” 
Daniel hoped they would get to hide from the soldiers.  

He knew all of the best hiding places in their house. He would 
find a hiding place out here that was so good, the soldiers would 
never find them. 

ONE!  TWO!  one!  two! 
Mother’s grip on his hand tightened. 
“When will we go back home?” Daniel asked. 
“Not for a long time,” Father answered. “We need to 

find a safe place for me to finish the cure.” 
As they rushed past dark houses, Daniel heard coughing 

inside. He didn’t know why Father couldn’t finish his cure here.  
The general should be glad people wouldn’t get sick anymore. 

Some of the elderly people Daniel knew had gotten sick 
first and then some of his classmates. No one had been 
concerned.   

But then people started dying. One of Daniel’s best 
friends had died. Daniel had watched as Father went from house 
to house, shaking his head as he realized there was nothing he 
could do. 
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“I’ve never seen this before,” Father said.  “The 
symptoms start out like diphtheria but then take a different 
course.” 

“Don’t worry, Father,” Daniel said. “The general will 
send medicine.”   

Daniel watched the post every day, waiting for the 
package containing the vials that would make everyone better.  
While he waited, more of his friends from school became sick 
and Father became tense and withdrawn. Every few days, a 
coffin was carried down the street and Daniel watched from his 
bedroom window as the black-clad family entered the cemetery 
and laid their loved one to rest. He began to be afraid of dark, 
enclosed spaces; they reminded him of coffins and the fate that 
awaited him if the general didn’t send the medicine soon. He 
didn’t know why he hadn’t gotten sick yet. 

Then one night, Father yelled, “They’ll never send the 
medicine. If they cared that we’re dying, it would be here right 
now!” 

Father never raised his voice. Even Mother drew back 
from him. “What do we do, then?” she asked, her voice 
trembling. Mother had never sounded afraid before. 

“I’ll make my own,” Father said. “It’s the only way.” 
After that, he was either out caring for the sick or 

upstairs in his lab. Dark spaces lost their menace. Father would 
find a way to make everything better. Daniel didn’t need to be 
afraid anymore. 

“Look,” Father whispered and gestured to a dark house 
up the street. “That’s the first time the candles have been out 
since Mr. Finch got sick.” 

Daniel had liked Mr. Finch. He always let Daniel choose 
a piece of candy to suck on while Mother shopped. 

ONE!  TWO!  one!  two!  ONE!  TWO!  one!  two! 
The marching boots seemed to echo louder and louder.  

Daniel pressed closer into Mother’s side. 
“Faster,” Father whispered. 
ONE!  TWO!  one!  two! 
Then there was silence. 
Father stopped, pulling Mother and Daniel closer to him.  

They stood huddled in the dark street, listening, while a 
snowflake drifted down in front of them. The silence settled on 
Daniel’s chest, pushing him down, and he buried his face in 
Father’s overcoat.  He didn’t dare to breathe. 
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Then a dull thud echoed through the silent streets and 
Daniel heard the marching boots thundering all at once, no 
longer in rhythm. 

“They’re in my house,” Mother whispered.  
Daniel gasped and the cold air shot into his lungs, 

burning them and making him cough. Father muffled the cough 
and look down at Daniel in concern. 

Daniels’ bird book was still in the house. He had pulled 
it out of his rucksack to look at the pictures of the red and blue 
macaw and had forgotten to put it back in. 

The marching boots stopped again and Daniel pushed his 
face closer into Father’s overcoat as the silence returned. They 
stood still, waiting. Another snowflake floated down. 

Then the streets exploded with the sound of the 
marching boots, echoing off of every wall, surrounding them. 

ONE!  TWO!  one!  two!  ONE!  TWO!  one!  two! 
“Run,” Father, said. 
Daniel’s feet slipped on the slick cobblestones as his 

heart pounded. 
ONE!  TWO! 
Were the soldiers closing in? 
one!  two! 
For the first time, Daniel believed they might be caught.  

He couldn’t tell where the soldiers were. Every time they turned 
a corner, he was surprised to see the soldiers weren’t waiting for 
them. 

His foot landed on a patch of ice and only Father’s firm 
grip on his hand kept him upright and moving.  He lungs were 
burning. 

ONE!  TWO!  one!  two! 
Father stopped suddenly and Daniel almost ran past him. 
“They’re too close,” Father said. 
Daniel bent over with his hands on his knees, trying to 

breathe. 
“We can’t stop,” Mother argued. “They’ll catch us.” 
“They don’t have to catch all of us,” Father countered. 
Daniel looked up and saw his father reach into the inside 

pocket of his overcoat and withdraw a small pouch. 
“Take it, Daniel,” Father said. 
Mother gasped.  “You can’t!” 
ONE!  TWO! 
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“Daniel,” Father repeated and Daniel reached out and 
took it. It wasn’t a pouch but a sock that had been stuffed with 
something soft, perhaps the rags from Father’s lab. In the middle 
was something long and hard. 

one!  two! 
“We’ll split up,” Father said, and “and meet at the grove 

where we like to picnic.” 
“No,” Mother whispered. “We can’t.” 
“It’s the only way,” Father said. “You keep going 

straight, Daniel, and head for the grove. Your mother and I will 
go this way,” Father nodded toward the next street, “and we’ll 
meet you there.” 

“Why?” Daniel asked. His mouth was dry. 
“We can’t let the soldiers get the medicine,” Father said, 

touching the sock. “They might stop and question us but if I 
don’t have the medicine, they can’t prove anything. They won’t 
bother with you.” 

ONE!  TWO!  one!  two! 
“Run,” Father said. “Don’t let them find you. Hide if 

you have to.” 
Daniel nodded and pushed the sock into his coat pocket.  

Father pulled him into a tight embrace and whispered, “Be 
careful. I love you,” in his ear.   

Daniel nodded. “You, too.” 
Mother let out a strangled sound and hugged Daniel.   
“Don’t cry, Mother,” said Daniel. 
“I’m not,” Mother said but her smile was forced. “I love 

you.” 
“Run,” said Father. 
Daniel turned and ran, the thunder of the marching boots 

following him. 
ONE!  TWO!  one!  two! 
He didn’t pay attention to where he was going but ran 

blindly through the streets. Snowflakes tumbled down around 
him.   

ONE!  TWO! 
Daniel had to get to the grove. 
one!  two! 
They hadn’t been there since his birthday. It had been 

the last warm day of autumn. The sickness had been far away. 
ONE!  TWO! 
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Daniel had been running for a long time and his legs 
were tired. 

one!  two! 
He slipped and fell heavily onto his side. He checked the 

sock; the medicine was unharmed. 
ONE!  TWO! 
He got up and kept running. 
one!  two! 
Had the soldiers gotten Mother and Father or were they 

still running toward the grove? 
The snowflakes fell thicker. Daniel usually loved to 

watch snow fall but tonight he ignored it. He ran faster than he’d 
ever run before, his heart beating fiercely. 

Two shots rang out, piercing the night and echoing over 
the marching boots. 

Daniel froze. That wasn’t-  It couldn’t have been-  
Mother and Father were all right. They had to be. Father was 
smart. He would tell the soldiers they were looking for Daniel 
because he’d run away to see the cliffs where the puffins had 
their nests, and the soldiers would believe that and go away. 

But the marching boots never ceased. 
On and on they pounded, ONE!  TWO!  one!  two! 
It sounded like they were coming toward him. 
Daniel kept running but the marching boots kept coming 

closer. Soon they weren’t just echoing. He could hear the boots 
stomping on the cobblestones and the captain calling orders. 

“He’s not here, sir,” a soldier called. 
They were looking for him. Daniel felt dizzy. 
“He can’t have gone far.  Keep moving.” 
ONE!  TWO!  ONE!  TWO!  
Daniel ran to the closest house and pounded on the door. 
“Let me in!” he cried. 
ONE!  TWO! 
No one answered. He had to hide. Daniel looked around 

for a hiding place but the street was empty. 
ONE!  TWO! 
There was nowhere to hide. 
ONE!  TWO! 
The soldiers would get him. 
ONE!  TWO! 
There! Just around the corner was a rubbish heap.  

Daniel ran and buried himself in it. The odor sank into his lungs, 
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making him gag, but he didn’t care. He was hidden. The soldiers 
wouldn’t find him. 

ONE!  TWO!  ONE!  TWO!  ONE!  TWO! 
Daniel clutched the sock. 
The soldiers marched past, feet thundering, guns 

clanging against the copper buttons on their uniforms. 
Daniel held his breath, praying they wouldn’t find him. 
“No place to hide, sir,” a soldier reported. 
“Next street,” the captain ordered. 
The soldiers stomped away, ONE! TWO!  ONE!  TWO! 
Daniel didn’t move till he could hear the echo, one!  

two! Mother and Father must have done this, too. They found a 
place to hide and stayed there till the soldiers marched on. 

Daniel crept out of the rubbish heap, trembling, keeping 
the sock clutched in his hand. 

Running from the soldiers wasn’t as much fun as he’d 
imagined. 

The snowflakes were coming down steadily now and 
Daniel shivered. It was too early for it to be this cold. 

Were Mother and Father cold, too? He would ask them 
when he saw them at the grove.  

Daniel crept out of town, looking down every street to 
see if his parents were silently taking the same path he was. The 
marching boots continued to echo through the night. 

ONE!  TWO!  one!  two!  
The grove was about a mile outside of town. Daniel had 

gone there with his parents for summer picnics for as long as he 
could remember. Mother would pack a basket with sandwiches 
and Father would bring a novel and they would eat on an old 
blue quilt while Father read to them. 

The trees looked menacing as Daniel approached, the 
leafless branches stretching against the moonless sky. But 
Mother and Father were there waiting. They were probably 
standing beneath the maple they always ate their picnic lunch 
under. 

That thought made Daniel hurry. The closer he got to 
Mother and Father, the farther he was from the soldiers. 

ONE!  TWO!  one!  two! The soldier’s footsteps echoed 
behind him, seeming farther away with each step he took. 

Daniel’s fear melted away from him. Soon, they would 
be far away from here. 
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He went straight to the tree where they ate their picnics.  
But Mother and Father weren’t there. 

“They’ll be here soon,” Daniel said and sat down 
beneath the tree to wait.   

The night was becoming colder and Daniel huddled into 
his coat, one hand wrapped around the sock in his pocket.   

As he waited, Daniel tried to imagine the different places 
they could go where Father could finish the cure. He had never 
been out of town before; the places he was most familiar with 
were from his bird book. He imagined them in the Amazon 
rainforest surrounded by macaws, living in a tent with another 
one nearby that was Father’s lab. Or maybe they would go to 
Scotland and live near the cliffs where the puffins nested. 

The snow began to fall thicker. Soon, the ground was 
covered with a thin layer that Daniel glided his hand over. 

“The first snow,” he whispered. He yawned. “I hope 
Mother and Father get here soon.” 

He leaned against the tree and looked up at the stars.  
They weren’t bright but Daniel could still see them moving 
slowly across the sky. He started to yawn again and his eyes 
drooped closed. It had been late when Mother woke him up and 
he had been running a long time. He was up far past his bedtime. 

“I can’t go to sleep,” Daniel said and pinched himself to 
stay awake. “I have to be ready when Mother and Father come.” 

He peered around the tree but couldn’t see anyone 
coming from town.   

“Maybe they’re lost,” he said. 
But Father knew the way. Father knew how to get 

everywhere. 
Daniel began to feel lonely. He had been waiting a long 

time. 
“Maybe someone let them in so they could hide and 

won’t let them out, even though they’re saying they need to meet 
me here. Or maybe the soldiers are close to where they’re hiding 
and they can’t move or the soldiers will get them.” 

They sounded like good reasons to Daniel. 
“They’ll be here soon,” he told himself. He wished he 

had his bird book to read while he waited. 
The stars moved closer to the horizon but Mother and 

Father still didn’t come. Daniel was tired. He wanted to close his 
eyes and sleep but he couldn’t miss his parents when they came.  
They would be here soon. 
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But he was beginning to feel pleasantly warm and 
Mother and Father were taking a long time and he was tired. It 
probably wouldn’t matter if he slept for just a few minutes.  
Mother and Father would understand. They were probably tired, 
too. 

Daniel closed his eyes and immediately felt much better.  
He would take a short nap and when he woke up, Mother and 
Father would be here and they would go away to where the 
puffins lived. 

The snow began to pile up around him.  The sky 
lightened at the horizon. Far away, the soldiers’ boots echoed a 
soft one!  two!  one!  two! 
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Happiness 
Heather Todd 

 
The drive home was the easy part. Trying to drown out 

the dut-dut, dut-dut of the pavement under the tires on the four 
hour trek on 40 East, a continuous stream of thoughts raced 
through my mind. I hadn’t seen my family in nine years, since 
my grandmother passed away. My Aunt Olivia was the only one 
I spoke to, the only who would even visit. I had apparently 
missed a lot. What was my reason for going back now? My 
brother getting married or the fact that I knew he would be there? 
 A million times I had practiced what I would say when I 
saw him again. I was twenty-one the last time I saw him. “People 
like me don’t date people like you.” Those were the last words 
he had spoken to me. Sure I had had my problems back then. I 
couldn’t make up my mind what I wanted to be when I “grew 
up.” I wasn’t making a lot of money and sure as hell didn’t have 
my Masters in, well, anything nor was I even close. So, what was 
this, some sort of half-made plan of revenge? To show him that I 
had made something of myself, that I was somebody, that he 
should regret having let me go? Who knew?  
 I drove on, the waning sunlight growing weaker as the 
minutes passed. I turned the radio up, trying to drown out the 
noise going on inside my head. “How’s it gonna be, when you 
don’t know me anymore?” I hummed along to the old familiar 
tune and thought about the irony of the lyrics.  
 
 I called Aunt Olivia when I got into town. It had been 
raining and the stop light glowed red against the moist street, 
reflecting its authority. I told her I was stopping by the beach 
first. I needed to smell the salt air and listen to that rhythmic 
lullaby the ocean infinitely sang.  
 I parked my car and walked the path across the dunes to 
see that she was indeed singing. The white caps clasped the 
beach, hugging her like you hug a long lost loved one, over and 
over again. It was high tide. I took my all-stars off and let the 
waves gently caress my feet. The water was warm. The wind 
was present, but not over-bearing. The stars were out bright and I 
looked up and tried to pick out the constellations that I knew, but 
the only ones that ever stood out were Orion and the Big Dipper. 
It felt good to be here, to be myself and to let my thoughts run 
about, trying to figure out what to do about this predicament. Do 

31



I even speak to him? Do I ignore him, pretend he doesn’t exist? 
He’s probably married by now anyway, he’ll have his wife with 
him and that will solve everything. Lost in my thoughts, I hadn’t 
realized that the tide was still rising. I was now completely 
surrounded by the warm water. I tip-toed out and made my way 
back to my car.  I rubbed the sand off of my feet and headed to 
Aunt Olivia’s.  
 A lot had changed in nine years. The small town where I 
had grown up was no longer small. New restaurants and hotels 
invaded the woods that I used to run through. My brother had 
sold his share of the property we inherited from Grandma to 
developers. Mine sat nice and quiet and untouched, from the 
woods to the beach. His wedding should be quite the show! I 
hadn’t even met his fiancée, although I knew her name was 
Madelyn, but everyone called her Maddie. She was the real 
estate attorney that helped him sell his inheritance like it was 
nothing. I suppose if she had known him before that she 
wouldn’t have been interested. Then again, maybe it’s really 
love, who am I judge? 
 I pulled up the drive to Aunt Olivia’s house. I always 
enjoyed coming here as a kid. The long drive with the ancient 
live oaks covered in Spanish moss and her 200 year old Greek 
revival manor seemed so magical, as much then as it did now. 
She had inherited it from the family she had never known. My 
grandmother had adopted her as a baby and before Aunt Olivia’s 
natural mother had died, she had contacted her and given her the 
deed to the house. It was practically in ruins then, but I had very 
fond memories of everyone helping to rebuild and decorate it. 
Now it rose up in all of its glory with an expansive two-story 
colonnaded veranda, with broad, round Corinthian columns. I 
parked in front and felt as if I was walking up to the White 
House as I passed the massive center columns and knocked on 
the heavy oak doors.  
 Tears began to fill my eyes as I heard the knob turn. Her 
face had aged a bit since last I saw her. Her dark hair had a 
streak of grey, but she was still that classically beautiful woman 
that I had always known. I wrapped my arms around her and 
held her tight for a moment. “Well! Hello to you too, Stranger!” 
she exclaimed in her classy southern accent. 
 “Hey, Aunt Olivia.” I said, pulling back and wiping the 
tears away. “Didn’t think that would happen.” 
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 I grabbed my bag and stepped through the threshold. 
“Well, maybe you needed it, hmm?” she said, peering at me 
through her cat-eye reading specs, as if she were reading my 
thoughts.  
 “Suppose I did.” I shrugged like I always did when she 
knew too much without me having to tell her anything.  
 “Hmm…Well, I have coffee going, if you’d like, if not I 
have sweet tea or soda. I made a ham earlier and there’s field 
peas if you’re hungry. Help yourself. Do you still remember 
where everything is?” She smiled and winked at me. 
 “I think I can manage. I’ll take this up first and then grab 
a plate.” She nodded.  
 “I’ll be in the den.” I nodded. “Oh, and by the way, 
Aubrey, welcome home.” She turned and walked towards the 
den, her shadow jerking wildly in the light of the fire she had 
burning.  
 I took a deep breath as I made my way up the grand 
staircase to set my things in my old room. I pushed the door 
open. Nothing had changed. Aunt Olivia had left everything 
exactly the way it was when I had left nine years ago. I sat my 
bag on the bed and sat down beside it. I wondered what treasures 
I might find if I went through the drawers or looked under the 
bed. I’d be sure to find things I hadn’t seen in, what felt like, 
forever. But I’ll save that task for tomorrow. For now, I need 
food and comfort.  
 I made myself a plate and plopped down in front of the 
fire in the den. Aunt Olivia sat in her big reading chair, her feet 
propped up on an ottoman, working on a crossword puzzle. The 
T.V was on, but turned down. “I never could understand why 
you burned a fire in the middle of August.” I said, breaking the 
silence. 
 “Why? Because I can.” She responded smartly. “Ain’t 
no one here to tell me to do otherwise.” 
 “I guess, if I had a fire place, I’d probably burn it in 
August too. And I’d think about you and I’d laugh. Hot as hell 
outside, and we two are burning fires!”  
 “And you couldn’t do that if you had someone buggin’ 
you ‘bout it could you?” She stopped doing her puzzle and 
looked me in the eyes as the fire made our shadows dance on the 
wall behind her.  
 I shook my head. “I know what you’re really here for, 
Aubrey. And that ain’t no reason to be coming back home. Don’t 
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you think I know why you left an’ never came back?” She tilted 
her head, reading my thoughts again.  
 “I knew you knew.” I sat my plate on the hearth and 
turned to face her, tears welling up again. “I had to do 
something, though. I had to make something of my life. I needed 
to be happy.” 
 “Are you happy?” She already knew the answer.  
 I shook my head once and I looked down. “You can’t 
make yourself happy trying to make someone else happy.” I 
stared into the fire and watched the flames as they engulfed each 
other.  
 Tears rolled down my cheeks, crocodile tears my Daddy 
had called them. “Ain’t no sense in cryin’ ‘bout it. You just gotta 
look round you, Aubrey. You left because you thought no one 
loved you, and by no one I mean just the one. But you had 
everyone else here who did, and we loved you for you, not 
because you had some fancy degree or high-payin’ job in a big 
city. We loved you for what really matters.” I looked up at her 
and saw that she was fighting back tears.  
 “I never meant to hurt you, Aunt Olivia. I never meant to 
hurt any of you.” I reached out and held her hand, she held mine 
back.  
 “Your brother’s gonna be here in the mornin’. He’s got 
something important to tell you and he’s gotta ask you 
something. Don’t ask me what it is, he wouldn’t tell me.” 
 “How is Andrew?” 
 “He’d be better if his sister was around, I think. He 
thinks you’re mad at him for sellin’ the land. Are you?” Aunt 
Olivia always had a way about getting to the point. 
 “A little. That was our land. It was supposed to stay in 
the family. Now it’s full of restaurants and hotels and bars.” I 
spat the last word out. 
 It had been alcohol that had taken our parents away. A 
drunk driver had struck their car when we were nine, that’s when 
we had come to live with Aunt Olivia. They had gone out for 
their fifteenth anniversary and never came back. We had to 
watch as our parents were put in the ground and Aunt Olivia had 
to say good-bye to her little sister.   
 “Things change, dear. You can’t stop it. It was bound to 
happen one day. Anyway, he didn’t sell it all.” 
 “He didn’t?” 
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 “Only about ten acres. Made a pretty penny off it 
though.” She had gone back to her puzzle now and I started 
eating again. 
 “How well do you know Maddie?” I asked. 
 Aunt Olivia flicked her blue eyes up over her glasses. 
“She’s not with him for the money. She’s got plenty of that all 
on her own, if that’s what you’re askin’.” 
 “I was just worried.” 
 “Well, don’t be. She’s a good girl. Andrew did a good 
job, if I do say so myself. Quite proud of the boy.” She filled in 
blanks in the puzzle book. 
 We sat in silence while I finished eating and Aunt Olivia 
finished her puzzle. I got up and took my plate to the kitchen. 
Aunt Olivia had turned the T.V up now and was watching the 
news. I looked at the grandfather clock against the wall behind 
her. Ten o’clock. I was tired from my trip and ready to go to bed. 
“I guess I’m going to head to bed.” I hugged her and kissed the 
top of her head, “I missed you, both of you.” I said.  
 “And you have been quite missed. I’ll make us some 
breakfast in the mornin’. Sleep well.” I made my way up to my 
room.  
 I turned the little T.V on for background noise and 
changed into my night clothes and settled into bed. It felt nice to 
be back in my own bed. I hadn’t slept in it for years, but it, like 
no other, felt like my bed. I drifted off to sleep more easily than I 
had since I left almost a decade ago.  
 
 I woke up to the smell of bacon and coffee and made my 
way down stairs. I rubbed the sleep out of my eyes and perched 
myself on a seat at the island. “Good mornin’ sunshine!” Aunt 
Olivia said perkily, “How’d you sleep?” 
 “Better than I have in nine years.” 
 “Well, your bed has always been there and always will 
be.” She turned and winked at me, “How do you want your 
eggs?” 
 “Scrambled is fine.” I got up to get myself a cup of 
coffee.  
 “Careful with that, it’ll stunt your growth.” Aunt Olivia 
joked. 
 I laughed. “If I haven’t grown by now I don’t think I 
need to worry about it!” I started when the doorbell rang. 
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 I looked at Aunt Olivia and then toward the door. “Well, 
what’re you waitin’ on, go get the door.” 
 “I’m not dressed.” 
 “It’s Andrew, go get the door.” She shooed me from the 
kitchen.  
 I had butterflies in my stomach as I approached the door 
that my brother stood behind. My hand shook as I reach for the 
handle. I opened it quickly, like tearing off a Band-Aid. There he 
stood, my twin brother that I hadn’t seen in nine years. His blue 
eyes shone under his head of thick brown hair, which now had a 
touch of grey in it. I threw my arms out and hugged him. He bear 
hugged me back and spun me around on the veranda. 

 “Sissy!” He exclaimed.  
“God, no one’s called me that for far too long.” 
He looked me over. “You don’t look like you’ve aged a 

bit and I have grey hair!” He ruffled my hair.  
I swatted his hand away. “Told you you’d go grey first.” 

We wrapped our arms around each other and walked to the 
kitchen where Aunt Olivia was still working on breakfast.  

We ate breakfast and laughed. No mention of my leaving 
was made. It was just like old times, the three of us laughing and 
joking. It was like I had never left. That’s when I realized that 
Aunt Olivia was right. I had left for the wrong reasons. I 
could’ve done what I was going to do with school and all as long 
as I didn’t forget about home and the people who truly loved me 
and always would.  

After breakfast, I went up to get ready for the day while 
Andrew and Aunt Olivia chatted about the wedding which was 
going to be held in the garden out back. “Have you seen the 
garden?” Andrew asked as I came back down stairs. 

“No. I didn’t get in ‘til about nine last night, so it was 
dark.” 

Andrew held out his arm for me to take, “Come. Take a 
closer walk with me.” He winked. 

He opened the white French doors that lead out to the 
garden and as they opened my mouth fell agape. There were 
white stone pathways that lead through bed after bed of flowers. 
There were juniper hedges in pots and the live oak that we used 
to climb in the center to which all paths lead. Behind that was a 
white stone wall partially covered in ivy with a lion fountainhead 
spewing water into a reflection pool beneath it. “Andrew, it’s 
absolutely beautiful. Did you do this?”  
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“Kind of. I designed it. My team built it.” 
“Your team?” I looked at him quizzically.  
“That’s one of things that I wanted to talk to you about. I 

want you to be co-owner of my business. I’ve already had my 
lawyers do the paperwork all you have to do is sign it. That’s 
what I used the money from the land to do. The restaurants, 
hotels and other businesses that are on the old land were built by 
me. That was part of the negotiation of the sale. I need you, 
Aubrey. You went to school for business and I could really use 
you on the team.” 

“Wow. Andrew…You couldn’t have called me or 
something first?” 

“I wanted to, but I thought you were mad at me. I didn’t 
know if you would have taken my call.” 

“You’re my brother. I would have taken your call, 
regardless of whether I was mad at you or not.” 

“There’s something else, too.” I looked at him and could 
tell he was nervous. “Maddie’s pregnant. We want you to be the 
god-mother.” My heart pitter-pattered and my stomach flipped.  

“You’re having a baby? When?” 
“She’s due in December. Her name is Aubrey Olivia. I 

wanted to name her after my two favorite people.” Tears welled 
up in my eyes and I hugged my brother.  

I agreed to join his business and be his daughter’s, my 
niece’s, God-mother. Aunt Olivia said I could stay with her as 
long as I wanted. I put my two weeks in at work and asked 
Maddie to help sell my house.  

Andrew and Maddie’s wedding was beautiful. They had 
it in the garden right before sunset. After meeting Maddie I 
regretted not having met her earlier. She was exactly the woman 
I would have picked for my brother. The reason that I had left 
never showed up, but in the end I realized after nine years of 
obsessing over one bad moment in my life I had missed a 
thousand good ones, with the people that really mattered and 
who would love me no matter what kind of person I was. As 
Aunt Olivia said, “You can’t make yourself happy trying to 
make someone else happy,” and after nine long years I have 
finally found my happiness.   
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Kindness Repaid 
Marilyn Akire 

 
Fluffing her curly red hair, Jaden stared into the rearview 

mirror. Worry clouded her normally bright green eyes. She 
slowly backed out of her driveway, watching for oncoming 
traffic. She was on her way to the grocery store to see what her 
last $25, until her next paycheck, could buy for dinner. Money 
had been tight since she and her husband, Jackson, had moved to 
Los Angeles from Wilmington, NC. She had worked for one of 
the movie studios in Wilmington until it closed its doors and 
moved back to Hollywood. After discussing it with Jackson, they 
both decided that she should accept the studio’s offer of a 
transfer. Jackson was a musician who played at local gigs so he 
thought that he could easily get one there. And if not, he’d find 
something else.  

Jaden was an assistant to one of the make-up artists and 
on her way to having her own make-up chair with an assistant of 
her own. The job paid very well but the high cost of California 
living kept both Jackson and Jaden pinching pennies. 
 As Jaden turned onto the busy street she caught sight of 
a man holding onto the stop sign as if for support. He had on a 
pair of white tennis shoes that had seen better times, khaki 
slacks, and a long-sleeved button up blue denim shirt. The fact 
that he had on his back a huge backpack, the kind hikers used, 
wasn’t what caught Jaden’s attention. It was the look on the 
man’s face. He looked like he was in extreme pain. I hope he’s 
okay, Jaden thought, as she continued on her way. 
 The man’s name was Randy. He had just suffered a 
stroke several months back, causing his left hand to be of no use 
to him and leaving his left foot dragging behind him. Even 
though it had been years since he had last gone to church, he felt 
the need to attend that morning’s Mass. As he had knelt in 
prayer, thankful to be alive, his left leg started throbbing in pain. 
He had ignored it but now the pain was just too much for him. 
Each slow step he took was torture and it showed on his thin, 
angular face. He was probably at one time very handsome but 
years of hard work and the recent stroke left him looking very 
weary and older than his fifty years. 

The church Randy had just left was located in the front 
of an older residential neighborhood with streets leading into it. 
At every street corner, he would lean against the stop sign to take 
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a rest and wipe the sweat off his face. The traffic wasn’t very 
busy, but at one corner he waited while a dark green SUV turned 
into the street. As the vehicle passed him, the driver caught his 
eye. Her short curly red hair framed her pretty face and he could 
see her face was free of make-up. She lifted her hand in 
acknowledgment and continued down the street. Randy smiled to 
himself thinking how such a simple gesture made him feel a little 
bit better. He looked down the rows of streets and the smile 
turned to a frown. 

Thirty minutes later, Randy had laboriously made it four 
more blocks. He stopped and stared as the same dark green SUV 
pulled in front of him with its four way flashers on. Out stepped 
the curly red haired lady who had passed him earlier. 

The woman smiled as she walked towards Randy, 
approaching him as one would a strange dog, slowly and 
cautiously. She almost put her hand out for him to sniff. 

“Hi,” she said. “I normally don’t do this, but you look 
like you’re in a lot of pain. Can I offer you a ride somewhere?” 

Randy wiped the sweat from his face before he answered 
her. He gave her a small smile. 

“If you’re sure you don’t mind, I could use a lift to the 
woods behind Lowe’s. My left leg’s been bothering me and it’ll 
take me forever to get there.” 

“Sure. No problem. Will you be okay? Oh, by the way, 
my name’s Jaden.”  

She walked back to her vehicle and opened the front 
passenger door for him. “Get in,” she said, smiling as she went 
around to the driver’s side. Randy hobbled over and Jaden 
noticed as he got in, he used both hands to lift his left leg in, 
grimacing in pain.  

“Are you okay?” Jaden asked him again once he was 
settled in the seat. 

“I’ll be okay,” Randy replied. “I really appreciate this 
ride. I had a stroke almost a year ago and I still have a hard time 
getting around. I just came back from attending Mass at St. 
Mary’s and do you know? Not a single person said one word to 
me. Much less offer me a ride. This is so kind of you. Thank 
you. ” 

“You’re welcome. I just hope you’ll be okay. Like I 
said, I normally don’t pick up strangers – you just can’t trust 
anyone nowadays – but something or Someone compelled me to 
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turn around and go back for you. Did you say the woods behind 
Lowe’s?” 

“Yes, I’ve been living in those woods for the last five 
days,” Randy answered. 

Jaden gave out a little gasp and glanced sideways at him. 
He had his head down as he told his story. He was from San 
Francisco and had owned his own cabinet business. He designed 
and made new cabinets for new houses and was in L.A. on a job 
when he had the stroke. He had no family or friends and was 
alone in the hospital. He had spent ten months in a rehabilitation 
center and not having any medical insurance caused him to lose 
his house and close his business down in order to pay for the 
numerous medical bills.  

“After I got discharged from the rehab center,” Randy 
continued, “I had nowhere to go so I stayed at the local homeless 
shelter but was told I could only stay there for a month. Luckily, 
I was approved for disability benefits and I should be getting my 
first payment next week.” 

“I feel so bad for you and I wish I could do something 
more to help. When was the last time you’ve eaten something?” 
Jaden asked. 

“Yesterday morning,” Randy replied. “But I’ll be okay. I 
have some bottled water in my backpack.” 

“That’s not enough. How does a burger sound? Or 
would you rather have something else?” 

“I don’t want to impose on you. You’re already doing 
enough for me just by listening and offering me this ride.” 

“Don’t be ridiculous. Like I said, I wish I could do more, 
like get a motel room for you. But I don’t have much money. My 
husband and I just recently moved here and money’s been tight. 
I’m working, but he’s still looking for a job. He’s a musician but 
right now he’ll take any job that’s offered. Hey look! There’s a 
MacDonald’s up ahead.” 

Jaden purchased 3 cheeseburgers, large fries, and a large 
Coke for Randy and headed towards the woods. She felt bad that 
she couldn’t do more to help him but as he got out of the car, she 
handed him what cash she had left from her $25.00 and a slip of 
paper that had her name and number on it, with the instructions 
to give her a call if he needed anything else in the next few days. 
Randy thanked her once again and told her he would be fine. 

When Jaden arrived home, she told Jackson about 
Randy. Tall with brown hair and blue eyes, he was alarmed that 
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she had given a complete stranger a ride. But the more he 
listened, the more he understood his wife. She was always the 
more compassionate of the two of them, always helping those in 
need. He also knew she would be worried about not having any 
money left for their dinner so he reassured her that they would be 
able to get by using their credit cards. 

“Dammit. Why’d we have to watch The Blind Side last 
night?” Jackson jokingly asked Jaden, referring to the true life 
movie of a family that took in a black homeless teenager who 
later played for the NFL. “Come on. Let’s go get him. I would 
hate it if anything like that happened to me.” 

Jaden grinned as she got in Jackson’s truck and directed 
him to the woods where Randy was staying. On the ride over, 
they discussed renting a motel room for Randy until his 
disability benefits kicked in. When they reached the woods, it 
was just starting to get dark. Holding hands, they walked until 
they saw a figure inside a sleeping bag, up against some bushes. 

“Randy?” Jaden called out. A head peeked out from the 
sleeping bag and when Randy saw that it was Jaden, he struggled 
to get out of the bag. Once he was out, he apologized for his 
disheveled appearance. She waved it away as she introduced him 
to Jackson, who promptly shook Randy’s hand. 

“Are you hungry? Come with us to dinner. Do you like 
Applebee’s? It’s our favorite place to eat,” Jackson said. 

Randy tried to back out of the dinner invitation but both 
Jaden and Jackson insisted. They helped Randy fold up his 
sleeping bag and gather up his things. They also helped him into 
Jackson’s truck because with his crippled left leg, he had a hard 
time getting in. Jackson glanced over at Jaden and saw tears in 
her eyes. He gave her a small hug and squeezed her shoulder for 
comfort before climbing up into the driver’s seat. 

At the restaurant, Randy repeated his story to Jackson 
and continually thanked them both for their kindness. For the 
next hour and half, the three talked about Randy’s situation and 
Jackson’s search for a job. When it was time to leave, Jackson 
whispered something to Jaden, who looked over at Randy and 
nodded. 

“You’re coming home with us,” Jackson announced to 
Randy, who quickly shook his head. “We have an extra room 
you can use.” 
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“Oh, no! I can’t impose on you both. You did so much 
for me already. I’ll be okay until my disability benefits kick in 
next week,” Randy replied, shaking his head again. 

“No ifs, ands, or buts,” Jaden laughingly said as she 
linked her arm through one of Randy’s. 

As soon as Randy walked through the front door, he 
gave a long whistle. Off to the side in another room was a stack 
of Marshall Amplifiers, recording equipment, and six guitars on 
stands, all in a row. Along another wall, guitar cases and more 
guitars were lined up.  

Jackson grinned. “Do you play?” he asked Randy. 
“I know you won’t believe this, but I actually do. I 

prefer playing the bass guitar and was in a band many years ago. 
Have you ever heard of the band Firehouse? I was the bass 
player for that band before they called themselves that. But that 
was so long ago, probably before you were even born.” 

“That’s so cool! Not only have I heard of them, but I 
have some of their CD’s. I’m a big fan. Now, let’s see what you 
got,” Jackson said, opening up a case and pulling out a bass 
guitar. After hooking up all the cables to the amplifiers, he 
handed the bass guitar to Randy and picked a guitar out of the 
row of stands. 

Because of his bad hand with the crippled fingers, Randy 
held the bass guitar awkwardly but assured Jackson he was all 
right. For the next two hours, Jackson and Randy played 
together, each in tune with the other and coming up with 
beautiful sounding riffs and leads. It was a coincidence that they 
both liked the same style of music. Jaden sat on a stool, smiling 
and tapping her feet to the music. She looked at her watch and 
jumped up with a start, realizing how late it was. She had to be 
up early for work. She didn’t want to interrupt their playing so 
she went ahead to bed, trusting that Jackson would get Randy 
settled in the spare room.  

The thought of Randy maybe stealing from them or even 
hurting them while they were asleep never even crossed Jaden’s 
mind. She was sure that Jackson felt the same way or he would 
have never let Randy into their home. She was just glad that 
Jackson finally had someone to jam with. He loved guitars and 
loved playing them. He had a good singing voice and also wrote 
his own music. Jaden always teased him, saying that she was 
going to make demos and send them in. Although she did make 
recordings of his music, she never sent them in because she 
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knew that Jackson was a bit shy when it came to his music. But 
she also knew that deep down inside, Jackson wanted to be a 
rock star. She always hoped and prayed that maybe one day he 
would. She believed in him and knew that he was good enough, 
if not better, than some of the newer musicians that had made it 
big. 

The week that Randy stayed with Jaden and Jackson was 
spent mostly with Jackson filling out online job applications in 
the morning and playing guitars and singing with Randy the rest 
of the day and into the night. He was creatively inspired by 
Randy and it showed in his music. 

“Well, my benefits finally kicked in so I should be 
thinking about getting my own place now. I really want to thank 
you both for your kindness to me. I really appreciate it,” Randy 
said. “In this short time, I have come to think of you two as my 
family and I hope you don’t mind, Jackson, but I sent in one of 
your demos to C.J. Snare. It took me a while to find him, but I 
did.” 

Jackson looked at Randy in disbelief. “Yeah, okay,” he 
laughed. 

“Wait. Am I missing something here?” Jaden asked. 
“Who’s C.J. Snare?” 

“He was, is, the lead singer for Firehouse. He has his 
own record label now and is always looking for new talent,” 
Randy explained to her. “I thought that he might like Jackson’s 
music. I can’t promise anything but he said he’ll listen to it.” 

Jackson shook his head. “I can’t believe you did that. 
I’m not mad at you but I don’t want to get my hopes up too 
high.”  

Jaden walked over to him and gave him a hug. “My rock 
star,” she said smiling. 

“You’ll be okay,” Randy said. “You’ve got that extra 
special something and you’ll go a long way with your music. If 
not now, later. But to change the subject, like I said earlier, thank 
you so much for letting me stay with you but the time has come 
for me to move on. I want to try to get my business back in San 
Francisco so I’ll be leaving the day after tomorrow.” 

Two weeks later, Jackson still had no luck with any job 
prospects. He tried out for the weekend band gigs but musicians 
in L.A. were a dime a dozen and you had to know the right 
people to get in.  
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Jaden and Jackson had just finished dinner when the 
phone rang. Expecting it to be Randy, who usually called after 
dinner, Jackson answered the phone. 

 “Hey, what’s up, my man?” he asked. 
“Jackson? Jackson Carr?” said the voice on the other 

end. 
“Oops, sorry. I thought that you were somebody else, but 

I’m Jackson Carr.” 
“Ah yes, Jackson. How are you? This is C.J. Snare. My 

good buddy, Randy, sent over a demo of your music. I was 
calling to tell you that I loved it! When can you come and play 
for me?” 
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DE-composition 
Jeff Call 

 
Whenever I reach a crisis in my life, I always seek the 

advice and counsel of Uncle Kenneth. Really, he’s a second 
cousin by marriage, but rather than explain all the twigs of our 
family tree, and since he is much older, I just call him my uncle.  
He isn’t what most people first think of when they think of a 
therapist, or advisor, or prophet.  I don’t think he’s ever been 
more than a hundred miles away from the farm house where he 
was born and raised. 

“Call me a ‘sage’?  A ‘mountaineer sage’—I could live 
with that.” 

“I just started writing this thing, Uncle Kenneth.” 
“I don’t care for ‘prophet’ and here, this part, ‘He isn’t 

what most people first think of when they think of’—that’s 
redundant, and I’m not that old.  What are you writing?” 

I have a hard time telling when Uncle Kenneth is being 
serious or just joking.  Not that it matters. If I try to ignore him, 
he just gets worse. He’s ordered us two large cappuccinos, so I 
know he isn’t going to leave me alone. “It’s for my English 
class. I’m supposed to write about the most influential person in 
my life.”   

“I’m the most influential person in your life?  Me?” He 
sips his coffee, and I can see that twinkle in his eye. “I love this 
modern era. Here we are drinking Italian coffee in our backwater 
town, and you’re writing an essay for college. Your computer is 
all hooked up to the Interweb and whatnot, and I’m using my 
new phone to call your mama and give her the bad news. It’s an 
age of wonder.” 

I have to ask. I have no choice. “What bad news?” 
“I thought the Lord had the most influence in your life. 

You’ve been away at college for a few months and must have 
turned atheist or else you’d write about Jesus. I’ve got your 
mama’s number on speed dial somewhere.” I might as well play 
Angry Birds as try to write. Uncle Kenneth isn’t going to stop.  
“I’ll tell her, ‘Imogene, those humanists have your boy 
backsliding. The Lord doesn’t hold sway with him anymore.  
Bring him home, Imogene.  Re-baptize him. Your son needs to 
be in church.’” 
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“If I’m an atheist, you’re a hypocrite. You haven’t been 
to church since Daddy’s funeral.” Why bother? Why prolong this 
misery?  I just want to write my essay.     

“I will return to church when the Southern Baptist 
Convention votes favorably on my proposal.” 

“Uncle Kenneth, they are never going to put ‘Free Bird’ 
in the hymnal.” 

He shakes more cinnamon on my cappuccino even 
though I didn’t ask for it. “Congregational polity be damned. ‘If 
I leave here tomorrow / Would you still remember me?’ That 
song can be about the Rapture. Interpretation of poetry and 
figurative language, or don’t they teach that in your communist 
English class? They’re too busy filling your head with Marx and 
Trotsky. ‘They’ve brainwashed your baby boy, Imogene!’  
That’s what I’ll tell her. ‘He’ll vote Democrat!’” 

Now I know he’s mostly teasing. Whenever he mixes 
religion and politics, Uncle Kenneth is just trying to start an 
argument for fun. He says it’s all “fodder for the funny pages.”  
He likes to write letters to The Journal Herald and complain 
about church and government. Then other people write in and 
complain that Uncle Kenneth is sacrilegious and unpatriotic.  
I’ve heard Billy Paul Tompkins, the owner, publisher, and 
editor-in-chief, say on more than one occasion that if it weren’t 
for the obituaries and Kenneth’s letters, nobody would read the 
newspaper anymore. Uncle Kenneth won’t write a blog because 
he says then his thoughts would last forever on the “Interweb,” 
and it’s hard to tell what trouble his letters might cause years 
from now. With the newspaper, at least folks can still start 
campfires, train puppies, cover up vacant store windows, and do 
all sorts of useful things after they’ve been outraged by Kenneth.   

His writing may be disposable, but Uncle Kenneth sure 
can rile up the readers. Billy Paul let him cover local sports last 
year. When he wrote that the high school football team lost the 
opener because of “careless penalties,” someone keyed his truck.  
Then he wrote that they lost the next game because of “lackluster 
blocking and lazy arm-tackling.” Someone slashed his tires.  
They won the third game, and Uncle Kenneth wrote it was “a 
remarkable victory, especially considering how the team 
overcame the latent homo-eroticism inherent in a sport with so 
much male-on-male contact.” The athletic boosters burned him 
in effigy, and that was the end of his journalism career. All he 
ever charged Billy Paul for was gas and coffee, but I think he 
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really hated giving up his press credentials for The Journal 
Herald.   

Actually, it’s The Journal Herald Dispatch now. Billy 
Paul acquired The Dispatch in a non-aggressive takeover about 
six months ago. They lost their lease. Billy Paul says ad revenue 
is down, but more folks are dying at the new nursing home 
across the river, so the obituaries have doubled, and 
subscriptions are up since Kenneth was fired. They’re still 
friends even though after he fired Kenneth, Billy Paul wrote in 
the op-ed section that Kenneth was let go because his sports 
column read like it had been written by the “offspring of the 
unholy union between Grantland Rice and Jean-Paul Sartre.”   

“You know he meant that as a compliment.” 
“I’m sure he did, Uncle Kenneth. Still, it’s probably is a 

good thing that your letters are biodegradable.”  
“You need a better turn of phrase.” He just reaches over 

and turns the screen towards him. “Call my letters ‘philosophical 
ephemera.’”   

“It’s really hard to write with you grabbing my 
computer.  I came down here because Mama keeps looking over 
my shoulder, and now you won’t leave me alone either.” I didn’t 
mean to be so harsh. Sometimes he can be very sensitive. 

Unlike most men in these parts, Uncle Kenneth wears a 
narrow brim fedora. He usually wears sharkskin slacks, which I 
used to think were made out of real shark. You’ll never see him 
wear a baseball cap or overalls. I’m not sure it’s intentional, but 
he does stand out. 

“You know what you need?” he asks working his way 
through cappuccino foam. 

“Privacy?” I doubt he’ll take the subtle hint. 
“No. You need a muse, a woman to inspire you. 

Whatever happened to What’s-Her-Name from high school?” 
“We broke up.” 
Uncle Kenneth sucks the foam from his mustache.  

“Well, I can’t say that I’m sorry. Personally, I’m opposed to 
mixed marriages. Here you are, a living, breathing human being.  
You got no business courting the undead. Think of the children.  
Would you raise them Protestant or vampire?”   

“Please. Let’s not talk about it.” Why say these things?  
Why subject myself to the humiliation? 

Uncle Kenneth shouts over his shoulder. “Hey Carla-
with-a-C, Eddie’s girlfriend dumped him.” 
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“It was mutual!” Why throw gasoline on this fire? Why 
can’t everyone leave me alone? Uncle Kenneth knows any 
mention of romance will have those two old ladies swooping 
down on us. 

Carla-with-a-C and Karla-with-a-K have worked here 
for as long as I can remember. They were waitresses years ago 
when it was a truck stop, but now they’re baristas. Carla-with-a-
C has fluttered off her perch by the cash register. She’s tiny and 
thinks her beehive hairdo makes her look taller. It used to be 
mustard yellow, but for the past two years her hair has been the 
color of orange juice. She’s about four foot nothing, and with 
that hair, she looks like a troll doll. 

Now Uncle Kenneth shakes his head. “Change that 
before she sees it. Use polite adjectives when you write about 
folks you know. Carla-with-a C is petite and colorful.”     

The petite and colorful Carla-with-a-C has arrived at our 
booth. “You broke up with that nasty little girl with the carriage 
bolt stuck through her eyebrow? Good riddance. You need to 
meet my granddaughter.”   

“Yes, you do,” Karla-with-a-K has come alive from 
behind the counter and is lumbering over to us. I guess I’ll 
describe her as big-boned. 

Uncle Kenneth whispers, “She’s statuesque and zaftig.” 
In fact, Karla-with-a-K is so statuesque and zaftig that 

she used to arm wrestle truckers for her tips, double or nothing.  
They’re both going to start in on me and not let go. They’re like 
two dogs with a bone. 

“Say ‘a pair of pit bulls on a pork chop.’ Be specific and 
alliterative. Your Bolshevik English professor ought to like that.”   

“Thanks, Uncle Kenneth.” His eye is twinkling again. 
There’s no point in trying to write anymore. Now Carla-

with-a-C has taken over my computer. “Let me bring up my page 
and show you Shari. Here, look at my grandbabies’ soccer team 
picture. There’s Tanner, Cooper, Fletcher, and Taylor.” 

“Soccer team?”  Uncle Kenneth interrupts. “It sounds 
more like a medieval crafts guild.” 

“Kenneth,” Carla-with-a-C cocks her eye at him, “you 
better not make fun of these precious babies. They have very 
popular names.” 

I want to be polite and tell Carla-with-a-C that I’m not 
interested in meeting her granddaughter or anyone else right 
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now.  I’m emotionally vulnerable and preoccupied with college, 
and I don’t need a high school girl.   

“Here’s a picture of Sherry in her prom dress.” 
I glance at the screen, and the girl is gorgeous. “Okay, 

Carla-with-a-C. Go ahead and call her. Do you want me to call 
her later? Or, do you want to call her now?”      

“No, Eddie. I’m sorry. That’s her cousin, my other 
granddaughter, Sherry-with-an-E-two-Rs- and-a-Y. You 
wouldn’t be interested in her.” 

“I’m interested.”  
“No, you’re not.” Carla-with-a-C points half a cannoli at 

me. “This Sherry is very pretty, but she barely gets passing 
grades in school, and she doesn’t care about sports at all.  She 
just thinks about boys and s-e-x.” 

Karla-with-a-K chimes in, “’Boy crazy’ we used to call 
it.” 

“I’m interested.” 
“Eddie, nowadays we call it ‘being a slut.’” 
Carla-with-a-C is really hurt. “Kenneth, don’t be mean.  

We pray for Sherry.” 
“Why can’t I be interested?”   
Karla-with-a-K explains it to me. “That Sherry ain’t the 

one we’re worried about. Show him Shari-with-an-A-one-R-and-
an-I.” 

“Oh, now here she is. See, she’s in her softball uniform.”  
Kenneth and I both notice two curiosities: Shari’s jersey says ST. 
ANTHONY’S, and she’s wearing a catcher’s mask. 

 “Did she have to convert?” Uncle Kenneth asks. 
Carla-with-a-C is a bit exasperated. “Of course not, 

Kenneth, it’s just softball.” 
Karla-with-a-K quickly adds, “I do think it’s a 

wonderful opportunity for her to witness. It’s like she can be a 
missionary here at home.” 

“There’s nothing wrong with it,” explains Carla-with-a-
C. “The Baptists were just going to platoon her in the outfield, 
and the Catholics needed a good left handed bat, so they gave 
our church a pitcher and a shortstop.”   

“And a papal dispensation to be named later?” 
“Kenneth, are you being funny?” asks Carla-with-a-C. 
Karla-with-a-K shares her suspicions. “Carla, I think 

he’s being sacrilegious again.” 
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“No, no.  I’m not.” Kenneth truly sounds sincere. “I just 
find it strange that a granddaughter of yours would believe in, or 
condone, transubstantiation.” 

“She does not!” Carla-with-a-C is furious. “Shari does 
not go in for that transcon … gen… what you’re talking about!” 

Karla-with-a-K is pretty mad, too. “Kenneth, I won’t 
have you talking about that stuff in here. Now those people are 
free to do what they like, but don’t you dare start a rumor about 
that poor girl being a trans-whatchamacallit. You see that sign at 
the cash register?  It says we can reserve the right to refuse 
anyone service. If you keep on talking like that, I will personally 
reserve the right to refuse you.” 

As much as I enjoy watching Kenneth be the pork chop 
between this pair of pit bulls (it is alliterative), I guess it’s time 
to defuse the situation.  “Why is she wearing the catcher’s 
mask?” 

Both baristas take a deep, sympathetic breath, and Carla-
with-a-C sits down beside me and takes my hand in both of hers.  
“Shari is sensitive about her looks.  She isn’t really photogenic.” 

“That means if she’s going to play for a Catholic saint, it 
should be Bernard.” 

“Kenneth, that’s just cruel.  One more smart remark out 
of you and I will kick your scrawny ass right out the door,” 
Karla-with-a-K warns as she pats Carla-with-a-C’s shoulder and 
tries to offer comfort.  “Shari is a good girl, and she’s a smart 
girl, and she has power to the opposite field.  Bless her heart.  
She can’t help it if the Good Lord chose to make her homely.” 

“Yeah, bless her heart,” offers Kenneth, and I see that 
twinkle in his eye, “but she could stay home.”   

I have never been banned from anywhere before. They 
have reserved the right to refuse us service, me until Spring 
Break and Kenneth for a week. He’s got a six-dollar-a-day 
caffeine habit, so any longer would be cruel. Plus, I don’t think 
they want him writing any letters about them to The Journal 
Herald Dispatch. Uncle Kenneth is still laughing about the 
whole thing. I’m not laughing because he’s driving me home 
where I still won’t be able to write my essay. He senses my 
distress. “You still think you need some privacy? Well, I’ll make 
you a deal. I’ll go in the kitchen and drink all the milk. Then 
after Imogene yells at me, I’ll drive her to the supermarket.  
That’ll give you a couple of hours of peace and quiet. Now 
understand, I’m willing to do this on a few conditions.” 
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“What are they?” I’ve made deals with him before. It 
pays to be careful. 

“You write an essay that makes me proud and doesn’t 
shame your mama. Don’t reveal any family secrets. Don’t write 
something to make your mama worry about you. Don’t write 
anything objectionable. Don’t offend anyone around here.  I 
don’t need the competition.” 

Nestled in the foothills of the Appalachian Mountains, 
which God created on the third day some six thousand years 
ago, stands a modest white farm house, indifferent to the ravages 
of time and neglect, wherein lives the man who, with the 
exception of Jesus Christ, has had the most influence in my life, 
my Uncle Kenneth. The End. 

I’ll admit that it doesn’t look like much of an essay, but 
Mama isn’t upset by anything in it, and Uncle Kenneth says that 
my English professor, being a Maoist, will approve of prior 
restraint and appreciate brevity. 
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Nightfall 
William Linn 

 
She stood up from the rocking chair pulled up to the 

window to watch the storm, and padded on bare feet over to the 
bureau where she picked up the alarm clock to peer at it through 
the darkness. There was another flash of lightning. It was just 
after 3:00 A.M. She had been watching and listening to the storm 
from the rocking chair for only ten or fifteen minutes, but had 
long been awake and listening while in bed, trying to fall back to 
sleep but failing. The storm did not sound like it was going to 
stop anytime soon. 
 The air outside felt cool with her face up pressed close to 
the window screen. But inside it was uncomfortably warm and 
humid for May. Eli had individual air conditioning units for the 
downstairs rooms, but not the upstairs in this old mansion.  
Opening the window in the bathroom did not help. With only the 
two windows in the bedroom, both on one side of the room, and 
the bedroom door closed, there was little circulation to bring in 
the rain-cooled air from outside. I could watch as well from the 
back porch and get some fresh air. I’m wide-awake now. 
 She wondered what to wear to slip downstairs. I don’t 
need clean clothes, she decided, so she picked up the day’s 
clothes she had dropped on a chair a few hours earlier. Quickly 
dressing in the dark, she crept out, leaving her door open hoping 
to get some air circulating until she came back. 
 She made it down the hall and steps easily enough with 
the intermittent flashes of lightning through the hallway window 
illuminating her walk and aiding her memory, then slipped 
through the dining room, the kitchen, and to the screen door 
from the kitchen to the porch. 
 Just as she pushed open the screen door and stepped onto 
the porch, another sudden flash of lightning revealed Eli already 
seated on one of the porch swings, and her little squeal of 
surprise was muffled by the thunder that followed. 
 “I’m so sorry, my dear! I didn’t mean to frighten you.  
Are you all right?” 
 “Can’t sleep through this.  It’s hot as well as noisy. I 
thought I could enjoy the coolness on the porch until the storm 
stops,” she replied, pausing with the screen door open in her 
hand. 
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 He was sitting at one end of the long porch swing. She 
continued to stand in the open doorway, thinking to sit in one of 
the porch chairs, so she could face him, but then decided to sit on 
the other end of the porch swing, so she would face out into the 
yard. 
 “I’m truly sorry about that,” he told her. “I have been 
thinking for years of having someone come into the house and 
rip it all up for one of those central air conditioning systems, but 
how much am I really here, and how often do I have guests?  
There’s been no incentive, really, to pursue it, even though I 
could have it all taken care of sometime while I’m not here. I 
think I am afraid that someone will tell me that it just can’t be 
done in this venerable old house, after ripping up a portion of it.” 
 “It’s okay, really. I was sleeping fine until the storm.  
Besides, I do like storms. Do you?” 
 “Oh, yes. I admit I am a little afraid of the sea, but I am 
not afraid of storms. When I was young my father would carry 
my sister, take me by the hand, and we would watch them from 
the top level of the barn, sweeping between the hills,” he said, 
while gesturing theatrically with one hand, then letting it drift 
slowly back to his lap. “The lightning would cast strange, 
beautiful shadows inside the barn walls, where there were small 
gaps in the wood, and through the open doors onto the back 
walls.” 
 Then he was silent, and they listened to the storm for a 
while before she asked, catching him by surprise, reading his 
thoughts. 
 “They died in the war, is that right” 
 “Yes.” 
 “My husband and I . . . we saw you on the Dick Cavett 
Show. I’m sorry.” 
 “Oh, my, you saw it, too?  I was a bit agitated. I should 
not have had those drinks backstage before I came out. I was 
pretty sensitive to the unjustified criticism I had gotten about The 
Rape. Even so many years later . . . If Mr. Cavett hadn’t brought 
it up, again . . .” He left the rest of his thought unfinished. 
 She didn’t say anything, but thought about the show 
being two decades after the sculpture became public, and what it 
must have meant that this “criticism” still angered him so. 
 “It just all came back to me in a rush. Poor Mr. Cavett 
looked like he had just grabbed an angry raccoon by the tail, and 
was trying not to be bit.” Then he turned away from her, looking 
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back out into the darkness, into the rain, before picking up the 
dropped thread of conversation. 
 “Oddly, I think I miss them most at moments like this, 
when there is nothing to do but watch a storm and reflect until its 
passing.” 
 Now they both fell silent, sitting on the wooden swing, 
motionless, neither willing to be the one to initiate swinging.  
Despite the awkwardness of the situation, she was glad she came 
out here, as it was refreshingly cooler sitting here than in her 
room. Finally, she thought of something to say next to fill in the 
silence between them. 
 “Actually, I can see the storm better upstairs.” She could 
see he turned to her, again, in the darkness. “The trees?”  It was 
true. On the second floor the trees did not obscure the sky nearly 
as much as being at ground level. 
 “Ah-ha,” he responded. “Yes. The trees. That would be 
true – my room is nearly at the other end of the house from you, 
on the first floor. I forget that you would have a better view up 
there.” He leaned towards her and reached out, but seemed to 
stop at the last instance, to pull himself back before touching her 
arm, his left hand hanging momentarily in mid-air. “Now, you 
are truly comfortable up there, yes?” 
 “I’m fine, really.” 
 They both fell into another silence, sitting quietly and 
staring out at the storm, occasionally ooh-ing and aah-ing at the 
show. The lightning and thunder seemed to be abating some, 
now, but it was raining harder than ever. She felt obliged to say 
something. 
 “Do you think Sarah and Henry will show up here, too?” 
 “Those two?  I doubt it. They are probably together, in 
one room or the other.” 
 Whoa. She remained silent, the darkness covering the 
surprise on her face. Well, I guess that answers that question.  
How should I respond to that? 
 “They seem like nice people.” 
 “They are, indeed. Bright, talented, full of the energy of 
your generation, generous of spirit. You three will get along fine, 
I am sure.” 
 When he fell silent, again, she began to feel that she was 
imposing on his graciousness. Perhaps she should excuse herself 
and leave him. 
 “Perhaps I should go – ” 
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 “No, no, please.” Now he did put his hand on her arm as 
she started to stand up. She sat down again.  “I am tired, as you 
must be, and a bit melancholy, thinking of people now long gone 
from my life. It is a universal phenomenon. It doesn’t make me 
special. If you do not understand now, I am glad for you, but you 
surely will. Please relax. A pretty young woman is always 
welcome to sit near me.” 
 She waited a moment, then “Can I ask you a personal 
question?” 
 “I think so. Yes?” 
 “Were you ever married? I’m not trying to pry. It’s just 
that I really know so little about you.” 
 “That’s quite all right. I don’t mind at all. Actually my 
first wife and second were two of the people I was thinking 
about when you came out to the porch. 
 “My first wife would not leave Czechoslovakia for 
England with me, when I emigrated for my dreams of fame as an 
artist, so we were divorced. She believed that socialism would 
solve all the ills of society, and to me it was just another face to 
fascism. Oh, there were other reasons as well, which I would . . . 
would rather not admit to. Suffice it to say that in my time being 
a young painter was a powerful aphrodisiac to a model, with 
powerful temptations. Actually, that seems to not have changed 
so much. It is inherent in the intimate relationship of artist to his 
model.” 
 She thought of her attempts to sketch Mark, and how he 
reacted.  It always worked badly, unless she really caught him 
unawares. He got self-conscious, posing, acting. She couldn’t get 
him to be natural. 
 “In my case, my first wife was a woman of my village.  
We were not suited for each other, but we both felt some kind of 
mythical obligation, I think, being among its few survivors. 
 “My second wife was an American girl; quintessentially 
‘American,’ quintessentially a California girl. She died in an 
automobile accident in California, in 1963, the day before the 
President Kennedy was shot, actually. Carrying around my 
personal grief at a time of a national outpouring of grief was a 
terribly odd experience. I was unable to work for much of the 
following year.”  
 The rain was now a pleasant, steady drizzle, the 
lightning and thunder finally distant, over the water. When he 
fell silent again, she intervened again. 
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 “And you did not try, again?” 
 He turned to look at her, surprised at her directness, 
having seen little evidence of any, until now. 
 “I have considered it, over the years. I do need the 
companionship of a woman, but no – I have not married since 
Julie.” 
 He didn’t mention children. It was unlikely there were 
any, if he didn’t mention it, but she decided she’d gone as far as 
she was willing to go. She didn’t know what to do next, except 
try to leave again, but then he suddenly spoke up. 
 “And, so, what about you? What does your husband 
think about you being here?” 
 “Oh, he’s very supportive.” 
 “He doesn’t mind his pretty and talented young wife 
going off for months to another state in pursuit of a career?  
Have the men of your generation really changed that much?” 
 She thought again of the look on Mark’s face as the bus 
pulled away. 
 “He’s trying to figure things out for himself. It’s good 
that we’re apart for awhile.” She noticed he had turned again to 
look at her in the dark, from her peripheral vision. She stared 
straight ahead and nervously, unconsciously, began to gently 
start them swinging. 
 “Well put, young lady, well put,” was his only answer.  
She could see he wasn’t looking at her anymore, but had fallen 
into her rhythm helping to swing them. They were both silent for 
a few minutes, swinging gently, listening to the rain, when he 
abruptly stood up. 
 “Well, my jade-eyed muse, this old man needs to get 
some rest if he’s going to drive the three of you around for your 
obligatory land tour of my home countryside. I believe nature’s 
show is pretty much over for the night. Or, rather, the morning.” 
 “I think I’ll stay up for a few more minutes. Will that be 
okay?” 
 “Of course.  But don’t be too long up, please. I want you 
to be alert for places you might want to see again, to work, after 
the whirlwind tour tomorrow.” And then he was gone. 
 So she sat alone, for awhile, swinging, listening to the 
last of the rain, realizing that after all she had seen him capable 
of building and creating, that Eli White was really a lonely man, 
just like any man alone, filling up his time with activity just to 
make the time pass. 
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 Her life with Mark had become much like that.  Just 
waiting for the time to pass, waiting for something to happen, 
waiting for him to fix himself, and so change the road they were 
on, a road she couldn’t travel anymore. There were miracles in 
her – she was sure – trying to grow. She had to find a way to 
help them grow, apparently without Mark’s help. 
 I didn’t call him, again, she thought then, just swinging 
alone on Eli’s porch swing, listening to the rain.  Hell, I’ll bet 
there’s a letter, already on its way. 
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A Story About the End of the World 
Tina Edwards 

 
 It was a Saturday when the world exploded. He knows this 
because his cartoons had been on when his Mom left to walk to 
the mailbox down the street. It certainly had not gone out with a 
whimper like in the poem his mom use to read him. It had been 
deafening. The little boy heard it from his hiding spot under his 
bed. And then heard nothing else for more seconds than he was 
capable of counting. 
  
 He understood seconds. He hadn’t grasped the concept of 
minutes or hours. He did vaguely understand days....or at least 
today and tomorrow. Today was now. Tomorrow was after he 
went to sleep and woke up. Yesterday was before he went to 
sleep.  
  
  Yesterday, when the world exploded, he had heard it 
coming. And he’d felt it, inside his head and all along his body, 
too. It was like when you rub a balloon on your arm. All prickly 
and shivery. Only this time it wasn’t fun. It was scary. He’d run 
and hidden under his bed when it started. He didn’t come out for 
a long time. 
  
 In the silence that followed the noise, he had somehow 
fallen asleep. Waking up, hearing the sound of the clock ticking 
in the hallway, his stomach had grumbled and he’d ventured out 
from under the bed to find food.  
  
 It had been lots of todays and tomorrows since all the 
noise happened and his Mom hadn’t come back home from the 
mailbox. He was out of food that he knew how to fix. At 
breakfast today he had scraped out the last of the peanut butter 
and put it on the last of the stale crackers (the bread was long 
gone). At lunch he had eaten the last pickle and the last of the 
instant grits made from the last of the water that was in the pot 
on top of the little heater in the living room. Now, it was almost 
dinner time. His stomach was grumbly and growly and he didn’t 
know what he was going to eat.  
  
 It was also getting colder outside and it seemed like the 
heater wasn’t really working anymore. He refilled the pot on top 
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of it with water by carrying a cup full at a time and pouring it in 
but that didn’t seem to make it any warmer in the house. And 
this time the water stayed as cold as it had been straight from the 
faucet. He wasn’t supposed to use the hot water by himself but 
he thought it was probably okay this time as long as he was 
careful. So, he emptied the cold water from the pot, scooping it 
out with the cup and taking it to the sink, and then filled it up, 
slowly and carefully, with hot water. The house still stayed cold, 
though. He put on all his warm clothes. That helped stop his 
shivering and then he had to figure out what to eat. 
  
 There was lots of stuff in the refrigerator but nothing he 
knew what to do with or how to eat. He climbed on a chair to 
look in the freezer. He hoped his Mom didn’t come home just 
then or that she’d at least understand that he was only breaking 
the rules because she’d been gone so long. He didn’t like to 
break rules.  
  
 The freezer was full but the only thing he saw that he 
recognized was Popsicles. He didn’t think those would make a 
very good dinner but he’d try to remember they were there just 
in case he didn’t find anything else.  
  
 Crawling into the cabinets he found some ketchup packets 
but couldn’t tear them open. He’d never been able to tear them 
open. That was his Mom’s job. He missed his Mom, a lot.  
  
 Dinner time came and passed. The little boy stood looking 
out his front door. He couldn’t see his mother. He couldn’t see 
the mailbox, either. He didn’t know which way to go to find her 
or to find food. The old lady next door seemed to have left and 
taken her house with her. “Maybe,” the boy thought, “my mother 
went with her.”  
  
 He went back inside his house. He really wasn’t supposed 
to even open the door when he was alone. He’d never been 
outside by himself before. He shut the door back tight and locked 
it. He thought about climbing on a chair and locking the chain at 
the top as well but he was afraid if he did that then his Mom 
couldn’t get back in. So, he left it dangling on the wall. It was 
making a soft clanking sound as it hit the edge of the door. The 
little boy frowned up at it.  
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 He sat in front of the TV. He couldn’t remember when his 
shows had stopped coming on. Not long after the world ended he 
was pretty sure but he’d lost track of how many yesterdays that 
had been. All that he could find on TV now was white foamy 
fuzz and a harsh, “Shhhhhhhhhhh” noise. So, he watched 
movies, instead.  
  
 His dad had taught him how to hit the button to make the 
DVD player work and how to gently take a DVD from its case 
and put it into the tray on the player. That had been before his 
dad went to work and never came back. That was a long time 
before yesterday when the world exploded. He didn’t really miss 
his dad.  
  
 As the movie played, the boy made his cars run up and 
down his little plastic racetrack, ate a Popsicle, and thought 
about things. He knew his mother would come back for him. 
She’d never leave him forever. He’d just wait. She’d be home, 
tomorrow. Or maybe the tomorrow after that. Or the one after 
that...he could wait. Tomorrow, he’d get the ketchup packets 
open.  
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Rinse and Repeat 
Nathan Ryan Verwey 

 
You’ll meet her on an average Tuesday night in a bar 

you’ve never been to before. She’ll say her name is Amy, but her 
friends will call her Sarah. You’ll ask her for an Irish whiskey; 
ask her to make it a double with two ice cubes. When she 
accidentally drops three into your glass, she will look up at you 
with an apologetic smile that explodes your senses, and you’ll 
insist its ok — explain that you never very much liked the 
number two anyway.  

You will find yourself in this establishment once a week, 
coincidentally the night of the week she works. After a month of 
this, you’ll ask her out on a date. You both will have an amazing 
time and laugh quite a bit. The conversation will flow like the 
wine in your cup, and you’ll discuss everything from politics to 
your childhoods. After two more nights similar to this, you’ll ask 
her to stay at your place — tell her “you want to see the sun rise 
upon her face.” She’ll laugh at this and agree. That night you’ll 
ripen upon each other’s vines for hours. Time together will 
become more frequent, and you’ll tell your friends how 
wonderful she is.  

One lazy afternoon she’ll talk of how much she adores 
you and explain in detail how you make her feel inside. She’ll 
tell you she’s never met anyone like you before — how happy 
she is that you have met. Smiling, you will tell her how happy 
you are. One exhausting evening you will come home to a 
wrapped present, which she’ll say is because she was thinking of 
you. You’ll smile and feel guilt churn.  

While attending a movie together, you’ll notice how 
loud she laughs in public and how much it reminds you of your 
mother. You’ll tell yourself that you have not been getting work 
done — how you have been unproductive lately. You’ll tell her 
you’re busy when you’re not and make excuses to postpone 
intimate encounters. You’ll realize what a bad driver she is and 
that you hate it when she doesn’t recycle. With a laugh, she will 
ask you if you can pencil her in this week and with no tone of 
humor, you’ll tell her you’ll have to see — that you have a lot on 
your plate.  You will call her and leave her a message saying you 
need to talk. The conversation will play out something like, “I’m 
sorry; I didn’t mean for this to happen, to get this deep so fast.” 
You’ll apologize for being so busy — apologize for being so 
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selfish. Tell her you have a certain life and goals to accomplish 
before you die. You will ignore her tear-brimmed eyes and 
convince yourself it’s for the best. She’ll say she doesn’t blame 
you and hopes you can still be friends. You tell her how 
wonderful she is and how you don’t want lose her in your life. 
You’ll kiss her one last long goodbye and add another flower to 
your plot.  
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Just a Housewife 
Judi Bell 

 
I have been good at every job I have ever had.  I am a 

licensed cosmetologist who developed a clientele while still in 
school. I was a letter carrier for the United States Postal Service 
becoming a union leader in my office and organizing the annual 
Postal Service food drive for the whole county. I was in sales 
reaching the highest amount sold within a two month period, and 
I was a real estate agent selling nine homes in my first year when 
the average first year agent sold one and two tenths (statistically 
speaking). I have received awards, bonuses and respect from my 
superiors and co-workers because of the work I’ve done. I have 
been a success. And then, in the middle of my flourishing career 
as a real estate agent, I wanted to quit my job and become of all 
things, a housewife.  

Dictionary.com defines housewife as “a married woman 
who manages her own household, esp. as her principal 
occupation” and right below it adds a usage note stating “1. 
HOUSEWIFE is offensive to some, perhaps because of an implied 
contrast with career woman (just a housewife) and perhaps 
because it defines an occupation in terms of a woman's relation 
to a man. Homemaker is a common substitute.” It would seem as 
though the need to put in the “usage note” (which is what drove 
me to write this story) was to let people know that being a 
housewife is not something to be desired. But, I had never felt so 
compelled to action as I did to change this aspect of my life. 

My husband just stared at me when I first told him. Why 
would I want to do such a thing? Why would I stop bringing in 
income when it was just the two of us? What would I do all day? 
What exactly did I mean “be a housewife”? I knew it sounded 
ridiculous, but I had done a lot of research about making the 
choices that were best for us financially, right now and in the 
future.  We both had good paying jobs yet were still constantly 
concerned about finances. Someone needed to be “in charge” of 
the money, and I wanted to be the “CFO” of our family. I was 
going to learn how we could make better choices to be more 
responsible with the insurance plans, cell phone plans, retirement 
plans, and any other kind of plan we had. We were going to get 
completely out of debt, pay off our cars, credit cards and student 
loans. We were going to clean out closets to unburden ourselves 
of all the junk we had accumulated over the years and give it to 
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those who needed it more. We were going to save money and 
that meant radically restructuring our needs and expenses. I was 
even going to start using coupons (something I had always hated 
the idea of doing), and I was going to grow a garden (something 
I had always wanted to do). My list to manage my household 
was very, very long.  

When I chose to tell others about my new life, I was met 
with one of two responses. One camp would put a forced smile 
on their face and wish me luck in my future endeavors while 
practically choking out the words. The other camp would gush 
profusely and tell me how jealous they were that I was able to 
stay home and take care of the family, desperately wishing they 
could do the same. One thing that I came to understand about 
being a housewife is that with all the effort made over the last 
decades to allow women to be whatever they desire to be, the 
idea of wanting to be a housewife is somehow stunning to both 
men and women.  

At first, I felt compelled to try to explain all that I was 
doing in an effort to define my actions and responsibilities. 
Sadly, I did this to gain the approval of whomever I was 
speaking to. Even though I was very clear about what I wanted 
to do and why I wanted to do it, I didn’t know how to clarify it to 
others or how to define it in words, and the thing is that today, 
there is no real single definition because being a housewife 
cannot be defined in just words. It is a very personal and intimate 
experience for those who make this decision. 

It took us just ten months to complete all that my 
husband and I wanted to do, and we accomplished every last 
thing on my list. Now I maintain the household, and that doesn’t 
take much concentrated effort. In my new found spare time I 
have become a Master Gardener volunteering at the Arboretum; 
I have learned to create my own garden to provide us with 
healthy, inexpensive food. I have traveled around the country 
helping many friends and family members when they had babies 
or watching their children when they went on vacation, and 
recently, I went back to school full time to complete my 
education. I no longer have conversations about what I do with 
my day because nobody is interested in my balanced checkbook, 
the extra food I have in storage for emergencies, or that I had 
spare time to help a friend. I no longer receive the feeling of 
admiration from others when I introduce myself as a housewife. 
And I spend a lot of time alone during the day. Yet, when I look 
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at my husband and think of all we have achieved together, I 
know I am where I belong and I have never felt so successful in 
my life.  

 
 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
Chair in ocean.jpg 
 
Angelica DiPaolo 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

 
 
 
 
 
 

Angelica DiPaolo

68



Diagnosis Code 309.81 
Sandie Workman 

 
 
Pull the trigger. Go ahead. Pull the trigger. 
 
 The gun pointed at her head should have terrified her. 
She knew in her soul that she was tempting fate but she could 
not stop the thought. As she sat there on his sofa she knew that at 
any moment her life could end. She didn’t see her life flash 
before her eyes like they show in the movies. She wasn’t sure 
she even cared. 
 
Why can’t I cry? Shouldn’t I be more emotional? 
 
 She just sat there, looking back and forth between the 
barrel and the man. His eyes were reduced to mere slits. They 
were red and swollen. This wasn’t his normal drunken behavior. 
She had seen enough of his alcoholic, psychotic bullshit to know 
that this was serious. 
 
I won’t beg you to spare me. I do not have the energy.  
 

Her thoughts raced through her mind, but no words 
escaped her mouth. She had been trained to let him have control. 
She knew what he was capable of and knew that the whiskey 
was stronger than she was. The whiskey always won. 

 
How can you do this to me? Haven’t you done enough? 
 
 He waved the gun around as he spoke to her. His speech 
was slurred and slow. He had obviously been deep into the 
bottle. She had never seen him in such a state. Over the years he 
had been in various states of psychosis, but that day was 
different. That day he was even more dangerous than she had 
ever known him to be, and she had known him to be a VERY 
bad man.  
 
What the hell are you talking about?  
 
 The conversation had progressed to point that he had 
started rambling. His thoughts had turned to himself and his 
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future. His speech had improved slightly, making it a little easier 
for her to decipher the information he was trying to relay. He 
talked about his funeral arrangements and what he wanted done 
with his possessions. She sat there silently watching him with his 
weapon, his power, as he rattled on about his estate. She could 
not help but notice that he had not once aimed the gun towards 
himself. He was fixated on intimidating her. She had become 
accustomed to his bullying, but she was acutely aware that 
usually that did not usually involve a firearm. 
 
You really are sick, aren’t you?  
 
 She sat there waiting for him to do something. She was 
not sure what he was going to do. Was he going to shoot her? 
Was he going to then turn the gun on himself? Or was he going 
to do what he had wanted to do for a very long time? She 
contemplated her fate, resigned to the knowledge that there was 
no positive outcome regardless of the path he chose. She had 
been the object of his twisted cruelty for as long as she could 
remember.  
 
I hate you.  
 
 Her mind wandered from the gun in his hand to a 
moment in her past. She remembered that morning because it 
was Easter Sunday. It was the day everything changed. It was the 
day that he took her innocence and left her shattered and broken. 
It was the day that would influence every decision, every 
emotion that she would ever have. On what was supposed to be a 
day of religious observance, Satan himself laid down in the bed 
next to her and stole her soul. She was 12 years old. 
 
Make a decision.  
 
 Time seemed to stand still. He was slumped down in his 
recliner, fighting off the sleepiness that the whiskey had on him. 
She watched him like a hawk, she knew that he would soon 
either pass out or kill her. His intentions were unclear, but she 
knew that something had to happen soon. She had to figure a 
way out of this situation. She had a family to get back home to. 
If he was going to do it, he needed to do it quickly because she 
had grown tired of being silent.  

70



 
What am I doing here? 
 
 She surveyed the scene around her. His home was a 
toxic dump filled with garbage and decay from years of 
indifference. He had never cared enough to bother to clean or 
organize. As with everything and everyone in his life, he tossed 
things aside with reckless abandon. The numerous women in his 
past had tried to maintain some sense of order and cleanliness 
only to find that the they were as disposable as the empty beer 
cans filled with cigarette butts strewn all over his house. There 
must have been a hundred cans that she could see just from the 
sofa. She looked around and realized this was one of many, 
many reasons that she had avoided his home unaccompanied for 
so long. The filth and vermin were just as disgusting and dirty as 
his thoughts were. Everything about him made her ill. 
 
This has got to stop. I can’t do this. 
 
 He had started to nod off. He woke up long enough to 
put the gun down on the one bare spot on the coffee table. She 
knew that did not necessarily mean she was safe, but that she 
now stood a chance of survival. His face had turned a crimson 
color that perfectly matched his eyes. His strength was 
compromised, for which she was grateful. The man in the chair 
would soon drift off to sleep a slumber that only alcohol would 
allow. She assumed it must have taken a tremendous amount of 
the drink to be able to live with the horrific things that he had 
done. Only a monster could be so cruel, so vicious, and so cold. 
The liquid courage he needed to carry out his unthinkable deeds 
was also his liquid Kryptonite, leaving him weak and paralyzed. 
The whiskey was her friend and enemy as well, and she knew it.  
He would pass out soon, probably holding a cigarette in his 
large, worn hands.  
 
This is my own fault. I know better than to trust him. 
 
 She remembered why she was there in the first place. 
She had found herself in a situation where she needed money. He 
was the only person left that she could ask for a loan. She was 
desperate. Their relationship had been dysfunctional from the 
beginning, but he was supposed to be someone she could rely on.  
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In her mind, he almost owed her for the damage that he had 
done. There was no dollar amount that would ever compensate 
for what she had to endure. The bruises, the touching, the slurs, 
the intimidation, the years of psychological damage could not be 
erased with a check. Eviction on the other hand could be. That 
was why she was there. She needed his help.  
 
Now. Now is the time. 
 
 She watched his face soften and realized that this was 
her opportunity to ask him for the money and get the hell out of 
there before he caught his second wind. She was no longer 
fearful for her life. He was too weak to overpower her now. He 
sat in his chair, a lump of a man, reeking of guilt and 
Tennessee’s finest drink. His willingness to write the check was 
almost certainly due to the fact that he was aware that he had 
crossed a line that he could not step back from. The downward 
spiral he was in would only get worse. He knew that the disease 
was winning.  
 
We are both screwed. 
 
 She sat there while he struggled to remember her 
married name and operate a pen at the same time. The writing on 
the check was a scrawled mess. Her own guilt and self-loathing 
started to settle in. She hated herself for allowing this man, the 
man she feared, to have so much control over her. He had taken 
every happy part of her and turned her into a broken, distrustful 
shell of a woman. She would always have to live with the scars 
he left behind. Her life had never been her own. She was 
irreparably damaged. 
 
I will not let you leave this world without an apology. 
 
 She took the check from him even though she did not 
want to. She had to, she had no choice. She needed to pay her 
rent. It was at that moment that she promised herself that she 
would not accept any more “help” from him.  He had helped her 
enough. That day would be last time he would treat her like 
garbage and then buy her silence. 
 
This isn’t over.  
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 She got up slowly from the stained sofa. She walked past 
him, check in hand, headed towards the door. She stopped for 
just a moment as she reached for the knob. He had finally given 
in to the depressant. The sad sight of the man sleeping in his 
chair, alone, was almost too much to bear. She had seen this 
many times. He would sleep it off that day, but it would not end. 
The disease would not end and he would die with the addiction. 
Of this she was convinced.  She walked out the door, leaving 
him and gun to themselves.  
 
You should have killed me.  
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Tillamook, Me 
Ryan Connor 

 
“Ryan, Ryan, wake up we gotta go,” Darci was saying as 

she tore the sheets off of me.   
“Ugh, what time is it, Darci? I feel like I just went to 

bed,” I attempted to respond.   
“Get up we have to go meet someone right now,” was all 

I heard. Reluctantly I rose, showered, and dressed before 
noticing it was five in the morning.  “Jesus, Darci, no wonder I 
feel like I just fell asleep. You understand that we didn’t get 
home until two last night, right?” I hollered to her while 
changing in the living room.   

“Just get ready, you’re going to like this,” was all she 
said. At that moment, I knew I was in for it. In past experiences, 
whenever she says that, something I despise usually results. Last 
time it was the “meatless meat” tacos in Rhode Island.   

With Donovan serenading the rising sun and the wind 
blowing through my hair, I slowly inhaled the mellow smoke of 
my cigarette and we were on our way. Even with the lingering 
mystery of our destination, I was silently at ease. I was woken up 
at five in the morning, so the worst was already in the past. The 
car puttered slowly into a dead end as we circled around, parking 
along the road-side closest to the woods. All Darci said was, “I 
want to show you something.  It shouldn’t take long at all.” I 
noticed her finger was pointed towards a steep trail that winded 
up into the dark forest. I tightened my chest and unconsciously 
released a deep sigh. “I hate where this is going,” I spitefully 
muttered to myself.   

To my surprise, the remaining bits of my aggravation 
slowly dissipated with every passing step. We scaled the steep 
path that eventually leveled out and became more spacious as we 
approached the conclusion of our ascent; and along with every 
other ending, a new beginning ensued.     

Once atop the land formation, the serene beauty 
overwhelmed all my senses. It was almost as if the radiance 
joined the blood in my veins as it traveled from my heart to my 
head. Old growth Oregon Red Woods towered above and 
replaced the blue sky, wildly colored mushrooms became the 
ground we walked upon, and the aromatic Sitka Spruces flooded 
our surrounding scenery. Once again, I pulled my chest in tight 
and released a deep breath; as if absorbing the wide array of 
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colors, sounds, and odors might allow me a greater 
understanding. Perched on a nearby tree limb, a bird I’d never 
seen before sang lazily; while an aging tree, with erratic growth 
formations, invigorated my imagination as my blood began 
racing even faster through my limbs. All along I never realized 
how high or long we had actually hiked until my steps reached a 
seemingly flat trail.   

“It isn’t that much further,” Darci said, as she signaled 
me with a hand gesture. I walked in stride, gazing around at the 
landscape that had been overtaken by the lush green growth of 
this northern deciduous rainforest. With every breath I could 
taste the morning dew, as if it had settled on my tongue through 
the night before. I couldn’t believe I had lived here for over three 
months and never knew this captivating woodland existed. If it 
hadn’t been for the blue-jay sized mosquitoes, I would’ve 
believed I had been shown a utopia. My head filled with 
dizzying inspiration and began bulging with a slew of new ideas.  
The scenery enabled me to forget we had yet to reach our final 
destination. 

With the shake of her hand and an extended pointer 
finger, I caught eye of the surprise: an opening in the growth 
revealed we were hiking along a cliff-side. I skillfully 
approached the break in the brush and peered out into the infinite 
mass of blue. Standing silently on that edge, it finally came to 
me: we stood upon Tillamook Head.  

 Tillamook Head is a formation known as a head-land, 
which is essentially a massive rock slowly crashing into the 
ocean. These land-forms are amazing natural formations that are 
home to distinct micro-climates and micro-ecosystems. They 
even have a profound effect on surrounding weather patterns, 
because of their peculiar positions. Due to this particular head-
land, two neighboring beach towns could have completely 
different weather at the exact same time. Tillamook is the last 
remaining head on the Oregon coast; laying silently between two 
otherwise neighboring beach towns, Seaside and Cannon Beach.  
As I stood atop the Tillamook that morning, I could see both 
towns as clear as day. Directly ahead of me, about a mile off 
shore, was a behemoth monolith bulging hundreds of feet out of 
the ocean water.   

I’m still impressed and overwhelmed by monoliths; 
seeing them in person really took this kid from the east coast by 
surprise. Viewing such an enormous rock formation that far off 
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the coast, reaching that far out of the water, is a visual spectacle 
that everyone should witness once in their lifetime. Knowing that 
the monolith portrayed in the Goonies movie was just north of us 
always brought a smile to my face; I love that movie. But that 
interrupting thought was overrun by the stunning sight of two 
broad-winged pelicans soaring through my line of visibility, 
disappearing as silent as they came. 

 The ocean’s mist settling on my face from the crashing 
waves seemed to create a manifesto with the barking seal pups 
playing far below. I stood rigid, silent, and for a moment, forgot 
that life continued beyond this closed-eye experience. I was 
drunk from the pure ecstasy of the moment. As the cool, crisp air 
entered and vacated my lungs, the overwhelming collision of my 
life with this grand display of nature’s power illuminated my 
mind. Standing still, almost paralyzed, a single thought emerged: 
Without my sister forcing me up this morning, I would never had 
had the chance to see this.  

Still silent, we began our trek down the south side of the 
head-land, towards Cannon Beach. As we cascaded our way 
down the rock face, the deciduous rainforest slowly transitioned 
back to the traditional woodlands of coastal Oregon. We 
departed the distinct ecosystem of Tillamook Head with the 
Pacific on our minds. The final stretch of the trail became visible 
just as the surfers in the water started resembling actual people.  
The fact that I had left some of last night’s whiskey on the trail 
was completely overshadowed by the brilliant scenes, smells, 
and inspiration I was a part of that morning. With the sand of 
Cannon Beach only a handful of steps ahead, the idea of water 
came rushing in. I had water to drink, but it seemed almost 
fitting that water to cool off in would be the perfect ending to an 
outstanding hike. When I reached the trail’s end, I removed my 
boots as fast as possible, expediting my indulgence into the 
refreshing Pacific to swim and cool off a bit. I ran to the water 
and dove into the first wave that came my way. As I breached 
the water’s surface after immersing myself, it hit me: We had no 
cell phone and had come down the opposite side of the head.   

I realized we had hiked eight miles away from the car, 
and after climbing down the rock face to Cannon Beach, we 
were stranded. Luckily for us, we recognized a few of the surfers 
and were able to hitch a ride in the bed of their truck alongside 
their boards.  What an amazing morning, I thought. This is one 
of those moments in life that cannot be defined by words, but 
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rather a shared experience where silence says everything. It was 
beautiful, it was inspiring, and most of all it reminded me of just 
how menial my problems were in the grand scheme of things.   
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It’s All in the Mix 
Cheryl Saba 

      
The strong smell of vanilla mocha brings her back. 
 

      Saturday mornings usually started with restaurant-
quality fare; the aroma of scrambled eggs and cheese in the pan, 
maple sausages warming in the microwave, and the smell of 
Dad’s homemade hashbrowns lingering in the air. Problem 
always was, bickering ensued with her older brother, and they 
would both end up relegated to their respective bedrooms with a 
flick of the finger and a hasty, “Stay in there and think about 
what you did.” This, always followed by the pulling of renegade 
weeds in the swollen, summer-burned grass. Ever the thankless 
job to a youngster. 
     

 Lying in the lawn, with an occasional brisk whip of 
wind flowing through both grass blades and hair, she stares up at 
the clouds taking shape. Each one moving seamlessly in a 
delicate dance with the other, they create clear forms. On 
partially overcast days like today, they remind her of patterns the 
stucco ceiling offered up back home, during those times of 
isolation, being forced to think about this infraction or that. 
Young or old, time stands still when patterns are detected. 
      

When it was time to work in the yard, wise Adie would 
always be there to assist, but provoking them in a way that 
would make her blood curdle. “Shake that booty while you do 
your duty,” the matron would yell. Eyes closing, upper lid 
twitching, she would stay calm until the moment passed, as it 
always did. This must be why she has come to yell “Shake that 
booty, girl” when she notices her niece drifting off in the outfield 
during a game. Embarrassment transcends generations. Different 
setting, same effect: get moving. 
     

 It is a crisp April morning, but this doesn’t bother her. 
She knows she should be wearing at least a light jacket, but 
having been bound in jackets for the past four months, the chill 
feels particularly refreshing, especially this early in the morning. 
She sits, listening to the pre-dawn stirrings. Small patches of 
common chickweed are sprouting up in the yard, as it will be 
time to mow soon. Blue is slowly making his way across the 
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street in search of his first scratch and rub of the day. That cat 
will do almost anything for some attention, but then, who of us 
wouldn’t? Things are awakening, and she is comforted by the 
warmth provided by the vanilla mocha coffee, cup clutched 
tightly in her hand. 
      

When Papa passed away, a lot ended. The Clearwater 
trips, the Bayside Bridge driving hazards, the fruit tree harvests, 
and the sunroom sleepovers. Left with only obscure images of 
pants hiked up to mid-torso, the laughter somewhat waned, and 
her nuclear family left home a lot less. Many have come and 
gone since, but she, they, persist. Even flourish, one might say. 
Then why is time seemingly standing still, blatantly ignoring her 
needs? 
      

She saw them all, in the hospital, during recovery time. 
To which should she have surrendered? The visions of those 
long lost, or the warmth, beginning as a pin prick in the wrist, 
slowly moving its way up the arm, filling, enveloping the body, 
making the head feel at once weightless and burdensome? They 
meant her no harm, smiling lovingly at her, as much as the 
medicinal haze would allow. But the connection was threatening; 
she was not ready to join them. Best stick with photos for a while 
longer, at least.  
      

The oak is perspiring from the recent rain. Newly 
constructed, the fence encloses her world, but a predator (or 
protector?) has entered, commandeering the area between the 
ancient, overgrown pine tree and the house’s brick corner. The 
Argiope makes her home but keeps her distance; splotches of 
yellow, orange, and black are visible, upon quick glance, within 
the peripheral. Headlights approaching the driveway in the dark 
often illuminate the silken maze constructed by the creature. 
They are safe here.  
      

She can presently see the delicate weave from her 
kitchen window, thankful for the temporary distraction, even 
though she must make her delivery prior to the Friday lunch 
rush. As she slowly pours the remainder of the vanilla mocha 
lovingly into the mixture, making sure not to waste any along the 
outside of the bowl, she knows she is on the right track. 
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