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Trst Srce - Soetry
The: Gonsuned,

By DEAN MORAN
“I'm not the consumey, 'm being eonsumed”,

1000 voices cried with a shrieking guitar.
For the land of the free and the home of the brave —
Honoring the anthem all along the way—ecach one of them uniquely died—

Some of their souls went to darkness and fried—
Some of their souls were engulfed in flames.

On a stage set ablaze in Monterey, C.A., a sun-burst guitar played a century of pain.

In a century insane and obsessed with love
Where the songs led the hopeless and the blind led the dreamers
and the grass outside couldn’t be any greener:

“T'm not the constmer Pm being consumed”,

They cried and cried out and their voices they boomed.
“Im not the consumer!” they sang loud and proud.
Struggling for suflrage—the American crowd.

Who were tortured and torn and battered and bruised—
Every soul in the nation forsaken, confused,
And consumed! Cionsumed by necessary means—
It’s hard to decipher the actors from fiends,
Yet the voices still screamed as they cut off the band
And pleas have been seen all across the land
To burn down the white house—to murder the man!
Conspiracies against all attempts at good health
Are hidden and riddled and sold as self-help—

“Lrm not the consumer, I'm being consumed”™,
The cracked bell rang out in a warbling tone,
And with each broken clang cried an American tune
By the dawn’s carly light of the McDonald’s drive-thru
Cirowds guzzled god sipping faith through a straw
And marketed medicinal rally cap baseball—
Doubting each cigarette—the weight of the stone
They laughed till they cried in desolation row.

You scream, I seream, we all scream [or technologies!

And can pick and hack into nearly any lock.

“Uim not the consumer, 'm being consumed!”
T'he corpse ol our conllicts are being exhumed!
By the latent stare ot the statue of liberty—
In exhausted epiphanies, they’re rising from tombs!
Ghosts of prosperity
Fighting in Israel! Iighting in the womb!
The commercials seen inconsequently
Become the inner directional path of the youth.

Monoganty

“T'm not the conswmer, P beng consumed!”
"T'he children cried out in their safe sheltered rooms.

BY BREON EV?I%

The day is drawing near,
Galloping like Paul Revere
With news that our future is near.

Some wait in anticipation.
Others drink to inebriation.
All waiting for emancipation.

Six great columns still stand tall
From the fire, that made the great hall fall.
It 1s here that we began our haul.

We toil, we work, we strive.
Our passion, our profession, being our drive
Till the day comes, till it arrives.

As it draws near, we sit and think
About all our friends, and other social links.
Should we finally give that crush a wink?
Do we really lock good in pink?

Then, hits reality:
Graduate school and GRE, or move back in with the family?
Will we be able to find a job in this economy?
How are we going to live with no money?

While ignoring the epilogues ol forgiveness anthologies, Who exactly do we want to be?
We've all heard of Jesus ancd Placo’s apology What are our dreams?
And weve circumaised almont every ok
Welve mastered the art ol deception and potiery, T'he day is drawing near,
Become nymphs and satyes all et with mockery, Calloping like Paul Revere
Accepted perversions of i sl sodony, With nesva that our future is one to fear
W E 8 T M | N B T KR Bl 'R 0 W S T— . & B i |
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By HAYLEE RETHMAN

Intelligence stumbles through cobblestone streets
Drunken and wearing nothing but his underwear
Sprinkling brain cells in his path.

Potential wreaks from the bathroom.
A sweaty t-shirt covering beads of perspiration
Vomit fills up the toilet bowl.
Love falls over onto the white tiled floor.

Ripped jeans tear some more,
And hearts ache,

Trst Srce - Yrose

BY STEPHANIE JACKSON

I really hate calendars, but I especially hate the one on my kitchen fridge. All the
pictures are the same of countless red suns setting in a silhouette backdrop. There are tree tops
and mountains scattered in these pictures, too, but they’re shaded in black for some reason. All
there is to see are suns. Its a montage of closing days but never any here’s or now’s; I think that's
what bothers me most. These sunsets are a constant reminder, an endless marathon of Monday
to Sunday, that tomorrow is always coming and time is catching up. o

The calendar’s the reason why I've been going to bed hungry the past couple of nights.
I find it hard to open the fridge now, but it’s particularly hard around dinner when the mind has
already processed that the grass has been cut, the dog fed, and missed ca]l_s have be.c‘n answerecl
for the day. It’s a struggle every time. Ill stand in the coolness of frozen chicken waiting to 1h_aw;
the door stretched wide open and when my stomach growls it’s almost like the fridge is yawning.
But then I see that calendar hanging on the freczer, with its sunsets and the boxed-in date
ensnared by a thick red circle, and I lose my appetite.

T’oday, that calendar has me yanking out a six-pack from the back of the f]".l(j]gﬁ and
shoving the Budweiser down deep in the ice inside a cooler. I'm out of the kitchen and into the
garage before the white refigerator door swings closed on its own. I don’t want to h”l.\«( to 1901{
at the calendar today. This camping trip is reminder enough that my wedding day is rapidly
approaching, e ‘

I see the bottom half of Beth’s body out the side of the truck, a briel” glimpse of
unusually tanned legs and frayed jean shorts, when entering the garage, She's |u..||‘|<i|1;4 the rear
ol my Silverado to the point where T won’t be able to see out the back windshield. And, .(:(]d
love her, she sall thinks there is room for more when she sk e (o lnied her the Tawn chairs.
“Babe, ity fine,” I gramble as 1 set the cooler on (e cracked cement o “Let’s get going,

Cllock's toekiang, ™

s

s noon, Evan, We have plenty ol time.”

Really, she's right. It takes about two hours to get to Lake Timberline with in-town
driving being the largest hassle on the way there, the constant stops and goes at traffic lights. It
woulld he quick sailing once on the highway, and we’d make it at the campgrounds a little after
check-in dme, That stll gives us plenty of light to unload the truck, set up the nine-year-old
(ent, and explore what was once a familiar place for Beth and I. But I corral her in my truck
anyway, leaving our camping chairs behind. The cooler [ollows alter her, sliding against oil-
stained carpet rugs, in the spot where the passenger’s feet would typically go. It’s not like Beth
will need the space; she never sits in a chair properly.

That’s how we started seeing each other, over a fight about her putting her feet on my
desk in Theology: Our high school’s religion classes were always last on students’ block-schedules.
Whenever we left windowless hallways for the day, we would be taking the word of God with
us. Or at least that's what we were told in class. I, however, never paid any attention to what
they preached. I'was too distracted by the constant pressure ol child-sized, grey sneakers on my
seal. At first, it wasn’t a bother. I'd spend final period following the short distance of Bethany

Johnson's pale thigh and wving to get a look at what was beneath her plaid skirt. I hadn’t noticed

her belore senior vear—art-clubbers who ate their lunches with their easels apparenty don’t
cross paths with linebackers—hut I certainly noticed her in Theology with both feet off the floor
in a skart. I was never able to catch a glimpse of anything though. Somchow; she had a way of
covering everything up even when one leg was hugged against her breast and the other stretched
out toward me. Maybe that is what got to me, the fact that I was flunking without the benefits of
lacy underwear trimmings, which forced me to storm into the art gallery. Demanding that she
cither put out or keep her damn feet ofl' my desk was probably not the best way to ask a girl out.
She had left school that day with a few choice words of her own—mnone of them belonging to
Crol.

Five years later, in the bulk of my Chevy truck, she’s stll sitting with her legs up. Other
than a worn ass print in the seat, there are Beth’s feet marks, too. I have given up trying to get
her (o keep them down.

Alter closing her in the truck, I check to make sure I didn’t miss any of’ my fishing gear,
and then slide myself behind the steering wheel. Beth asks if 1 locked everything 1 say I had,
though I probably left the bedroom window cracked a litde. T didn’t say that to her. She asks
mie il our German Shepard was already dropped ofl” at her folks” place. | tell her Simon was
probably peeing on her mother’s carpet as we speak. She laughs, a little ring of her vocals like
(he chime of glasses knocking against another.

“Who has white carpets anyhow?”

Beth doesn’t complain when I crank down the windows. T see strands of dark hair
whipping violently about in the corner of my eyes, but she merely holds them back with her
[, We're on the road for Lake Timberline, putting miles of treaded asphalt and solid yellow
lines between me and the calendar at home. I couldn’t be driving any faster. Behind my white
(hevy Silverado, the sun is chasing after us, but it'll never catch up. Not while I'm behind the
W III '(‘I.

Thanks to the mounds of camping gear shielding the back window, there isn’t a need
[or sumglasses. Beth has her’s on, though, large oval shades that cover not only olive-tint eyes but
Lall her face, too. [ hate those bhulky sunglasses. It makes women look like they have shaved off
(e eyebrows, 1told Beth this, but she stll wears them. “Everyone has them,” she informed me.
She even tried to get me to put them on to prove her point. I must not be “everyone.”

A Hicker of Tgghie sparke iy vision, and [ ake my eyes ofl” the road real quick (o see
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(hat it’s Beth’s ring signaling at me. Because she's still pushing back her cunls, the silver band on
her finger happens to be catching the perfect amount of sun, sneaking through a gap between
(ackle boxes, to distract me. My stomach tosses when staring at it. She must be doing this on
purpose, I move my glare to Beth’s face, expecting to see a smirk so big it makes her freckled
nose appear larger, pulling the corner of her nostrils up and wide. I see a pierced left ear, instead.
Her head is cocked toward the opened window, the only stable figure among zipping green
Maples and blue, red cars. I turn away, but the ring comes with me.

What they don’t tell you about engagements is that it becomes real the moment she
swipes her card and buys the dress, not when you kneel down and puta pearl ring on her finger.
For some reason, that white picce of garment is what opens the floodgates of her childhood play
weddings, and you, the poor sap, don’t even have the time to take your final gulp of air before
you drown beneath what will become your bride in the next two weeks. Beth never told me that
she had purchased a dress but I knew exactly the day when she had. T came home from work
at the shop one night to find her Toyota parked in my driveway. She was standing before the
freezer with a red pen in hand, circling June 19th.

“You didn’t have it marked so I did it for you.” She had stated. T froze in the doorway.
“T hope you liked the calendar by the way. 1 thought it was unique, so I got it. What do you
think?”

It had taken me a while to realize that she was asking about the images of the sunsets
and not about the color of her skin, which was no longer pale but now a so called “honey beige.”
And in my hesitation she knew that I didn’t care for the gift at all. She had left with a slam of the
door and I had begun to starve myself and the maid-ol-honor would leave a message the next
evening, suggesting a camping trip to keep the love alive. Its rather funny when T think back on
it now, taking love advice from my fiancée’s recently divorced best friend. But Beth agreed it was
a good idea—for us to revisit the lake I took her to for our first date—before the wedding

“Fyan!” Beth suddenly screams as she grabs for the wheel. The car to the right honks,
and I jerk my wandering truck back into the fast lane.

“Is everything alright?” I can feel her watchfil squint on my sunburnt face, so I change

the subject.
“We’ll be there soon.”

Lake Timberline is in Bonne Terre, Missouri. When I first took Beth here, we were
eighteen. I used to mow the weeds around the lake so T knew all the secret twists and coves to
take girls away from the public’s eye. I led her through a field of waist-high grass and awning
trees, holding her hand in mine because she was scared of the possibility of snakes. When we
came to a spot where the ground was trim med and the lake was close to our feet, 1 laid 2 blanket
down and we skipped some loose rocks across the water. T had made the mistake of not bringing
any bug spray and I had two fishing poles but no hooks. When we left, T took her home with no
catch of the day but with a thousand angry bug bites on her body. She had a wedding to go to
the next morning and said she had never been more miserable trying not to scratch her arms
and legs during the ceremony. She agreed to a second date, though. That was when her skin was
stll white.

Throughout the next five years of us dating, Beth and T would periodically visit Lake
Timberline on a whim. These sudden visits grew fewer cach passing year but 1 stll could
remember everything as if it hadn’t been little over nine months since I'd last visited. The

Lake Timberline Beth and T sce now, after checking i at the station's del, looks nothing like T
rememben
The lush green grass, that once stooed 4o (all i pevson could abandon a liter ol
T WOV T TSRV T M w1 T "

o : | ey
anwanted kidens without anyone seeing them do so, was now a flooded marsh. The nice shade
ey no longer had leaves, and were now hacked, naked, and bare. Branches were everywhere
littered about like shanp splinters as il” a lumberjack had swung his axe one day and laid waste to

overy tree i sight, The conservationist at his desk had warned us about the damage caused by
aweek-long thunderstorm, but I didn’t expect it to be this bad.

Beth seems more heartbroken than me. She’s bending at the waist, tugging up a

; 1 o = <
biranch that was buried in a puddle of dried muck. )
It doesn’t look the same as before, does it?” She asks as she pulls back her arm and

cists out the branch into the muddy water. I look at the side of her tan face.

“No. It doesn’t.”

-“Il happened about eight months ago,” the conservationist tells me. “I remember
hiecause it was the night of All Saints’ Day. My wife was singing at the chapel when the ]i(ﬁlté
pave out on her and the whole congregation.” e

I look over my shoulder to check on Beth. She didn’t want to leave the lake, so I left
her down there to ask about the damage, Here at the camp station, I can stll see her tjhrowir-w'
more sticks in the water. “All Saints’ Day, huh?” i

I remember that storm now: It was the one thing that prevented Beth from moving out
ol my house. I had walked into the study, having just passed out the last bit of Halloween cand
(0 zombie bride and a devil, and found Beth packing up her easels. y

“The priest is right,” she said, looking up at me in the doorway. “I shouldn’t be living
with you, Not before we're married,” .

I didn’t say anything at first. T just looked at the paintings in her hand. Until that
moment, I hadn’t realized how expressive Beth was in her art. When we were first dating, she
tied to paint these pictures of limbless bodies creeping through open doorways or Windc;\,'\:s I
never understood what they meant, but they were what made up the Bethany Johnson I wanré‘d
(o marry. And there was my flancée in the flesh, telling me that God wanted her to move out bﬁt
[or some reason Twas staring at the artwork she held, They were painted snapshots of scenr:r)‘vf
lilkke on the calendar. '

“He’s right,” Beth repeated.

“Who cares what the priest thinks, anyhow?”

“It’s a sin, Lvan. We're sinning.”

“It didn’t bother you before,” I boomed, but it must have been the thunder outside
liecause Beth didn’t say anything back. Instead, she was shoving to get out of the study, pressiné
gt my chest with the canvases. I let the sunsets push me away and watched her ;\«'alk into
(he storm. I remember hearing the wail of tornado sirens ricocheting throughout my empty
lonse, and then Beth was knocking on the front door and sleeping in my bed later that night
beneath alayer of quilted creed. She lived with me the week dun'nthhc storm, and continued to
Ly mor |'L||s afterwards. We lied when the priest asked if’ we were living sepa’ratelv. Like Béth’s

ol paintings, I never really understood the image of sin, Apparently, I also missed ,tha,t lesson in
I ieology. But if anyone were to ask me what it looked like, I'd tell them it was a wall of hangin
s painted by your fiancée. : i

“And quite the damage it’s done, to.” The conservationist lays a rough palm on my
houlder to grab my attention. “It’s like the Lord swiped his hand and destroyed it all. Like the

e and the Hlood.” He erosses himself. ‘ . '
}“Il was just a storm,” 1 say. I turn away from the station and squint at the sky. “God
[ nothing to do with it
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We set up camp that evening in a heavy silence, Betl keeps walling from the track o
the tent and back again, unloading everything, 1 notice the amount of stull” she packed: several
blankets, two sleeping bags, five insect-repellent candles, flashlights, her old grey sneakers, a
crate of dry food and more. No chairs since I made her leave them at home. There’s a can of
bug spray sitting on the cooler; and I'm suddenly wondering if Beth would have agreed (o a
second date had T actually brought some the first ime. She always said it was a date she would
never forget. Even now; I still wonder what she meant by that,

“What did you think about the first ime I brought you here?”

“Oh, you know,” she says while batting her hand in the air to swat away a mosquito.
“It was very unique. I'll never forget it. 'm going to make up the burgers now.”

I stoke the fire I started and watch Beth through the flames. T see her slip ofl her ring,

a silver band with a pearl in place of a diamond, and shove it in her jean pocket. She said she
wanted pearl and silver instead of rock and gold, because she thought she was a unique find and
she wanted to show that through her ring; I didn’t have the heart to tell her otherwise.
Beth’s shaping the raw meatinto patties, and I notice that something is different now: She’s using
her fist aggressively, pounding on the picnic table hard enough to make it sound like thunder.
The blood from the hamburger package drips out the side onto broken sticks for the fire. She
doesn’t notice some of it running down her leg: In the dark, it looks like mud from the lake but
I suppose I should start calling it the marsh.

“They’re ready,” she says, handing me the patties to grill. We eat around the fire, sitting
on a log and a cooler; one pair of feet in the dirt and the other in the air. Beth doesn’t put her
ring back on, even after we're done eating It's almost dusk but there is still enough light out to
look at the lake again. Task Beth if she wants to go, and she says she just wants to go to bed early.
I don’t want to walk down by the water alone so I follow after her.

This isn’t how I had thought our first day returning to Lake Timberline would go,
sleeping in a family-size tent suddenly too small for us with the sun still hanging in the sky. [ hear
a late-comer drive past our campsite, tires crunching on graveled road, and night bugs by the
lake are starting to sing. Beth is lying on her side away from me, but then she rolls on her back.
Not looking at me, she whispers, “You don’t want to marry me, do you?”

I think on this for a long whilg, listening to the shuffle of Beth’s feet fidgeting beneath
quilted blankets and sleeping bags. It’s summer, so I'm above the covers. It’s too warm for them.
One of the blankets is white, and I wonder who thinks to bring a white blanket on a dirty
camping trip? 1 suppose someone whose mother has white carpet for her living room floor.

A knock against my ankle—Beth’s toe—reminds me that 1 haven’t said anything yet.
“No. Not a tan version of you, anyhow.”

“It’ll take a while for it to fade.”

“The tan?”

“No, my feelings for you.”

Her toe’s touching me again. It reminds me of Theology class, with her legs spread
apart while learning about God. T've seen my fair share of lacy underwear now, but I'm still
bitter about flunking.

“You changed, too, you know;” says Beth, turning back on her side. “You lost a lot of
welght.”

T suppose she’s right. T don’t fit in my stained work jeans like I used to, and Tlet my hair
grow out so it now curves around my ears. The color’s siill the same as it was back then, though,
a shade between oak and almond. My skin is just as burnt as it has been, (oo, That’s more than
[ can say about Beth’s.

“Tam quite the catch, you know. Anybody would be Tucky (o have me.” Her words
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cotme out in pants, thick with tears, and T think about the fish we weren't able o [ty bhecause
ool the hooks, 1imagine the flop of their bodies on the bank. a fish pulled from its howl,
ganping and wiggling out of” white pearl foam. Pearl— like the color of her ring. She wanted
el She loves pearls. That doesn’t make her unique. ‘

“Iguess 'm not ‘anybocy®,”

Beth’s crying real heavy now, but it doesn’t carry above the sound of the bugs buzzing
ontside, Sitting up, Tunzip the tent and let them all in while I let myself out. Ice spills over the top
al the cooler when Ireach in to grab a beer, and then I sit on the lid and look out at all T missed
of Lake “Timberline. There isn’t much to see though, hecause the sun is setting and everything
clie s shrouded in black. Across the water, a red day is closing. For once I smile to see that time
his caught up with me. I decide I'll go down by the marsh and fish. I have a packet of hooks this
fime, enough to snag a fish of every kind,
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[ am sixteen-years-old, staring at my reflection in the dappled surface of a public
chool bathreom mirror. My fingertips curl around the slick white edge of the sink in front of
e, pressing so hard my skin turns pale and my knuckles hyper-extend. Tight black gym shorts
tick to my shaking skin. I am a living fault line, grinding and quiveringrwith uncontrollable
carthquakes. A bead of sweat collects on the tip of my nose but even the thought of moving a
hind (o wipe it away hurts,

I haven’t slept for more than four hours in the past five days, making gym class out in
blistering eighty seven degree heat impossible. T am hiding until sixth period is over,

My face is a wreck, It’s hard to look at my own yellow-skinned reflection, Mauve bags
ire carved into the soft skin under my eyes and a fresh row of blistering red acne has formed
round my mouth. The worst part is my hairline. T watch it move up and down as my entire
culp expands and contracts with deep, splintering reverberations. ,

My organs feel engorged, rubbing up against brittle bones and inflamed tissues. Tt is
hard to focus on one pain in particular so I bend my head down and let it all crash in on me.
I'here is an exhausted fogginess inside of my ears and eyes, tunneling my vision and deafening
e (o the outside world. Inside isn’t much better. Long nights of lying awake have robbed me of
my ability to reason or think in a straight line. Tnstead my thoughts are like a slinky once you've
piven it o a toddler, knotted and twisted in an irreparable and infinite way. l J

A telltale swish-bang tells me that somebody has entered the bathroom. I hear the
ound of low jabbering and tapping feet as though I'm sitting at the hottom of a pool. No matter
how hard I try T can’t make my head lift or my legs move. Even though I feel partially deaf] I'd
hiave to be dead not to notice the poignant pause in conversation co{lpled by a soft éoo'mé of

pgples,

“What is she doing?”

“Maybe she’s high.”

*She looks disgusting.”
“Tell me about it.”
My chest constricts in on itsell” and something warm and wet is rolling down my
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cheeks.

When T was sixteen | inherited my father’s legacy. Aside from a strong jaw and a
deadpan sense of humor, my dad blessed me with the incredible ability to not sleep for days
on end. (Mom, on a somewhat unrelated note, always taught me to find a silver lining in any
negative situation. My silver lining? I always had time for more homework.)

I suffered from what is officially known as chronic insomnia, periods of sleeplessness

that last for longer than a few days. Acute insomnia is the more adorable, travel-sized cousin
of chronic insomnia. Acute insomnia is what you get before a deadline or when you're waiting
to hear back from your dream job. You feel incredibly anxious, 50 anxious that you can’t sleep
for a few days, untl the cause of your anxiety is resolved. Acute insomnia can also happen il
you suffer from an injury and the pain keeps you up at night. Big Mama chronic insomnia was
the Chimera to my Perseus, the Ozone to my Gore, the Sauron to my Frodo. It was my worst
nightmare. Which was ironic, because I couldn’t even sleep enough to get nightmares.
When you have insomnia and don’t sleep for long periods of time, the part of your brain that
can tell fact from fction shuts dowr. Therefore, you’re never quite sure what is or isn’t reality.
I remember whole conversations with my parents that never happened. Sometimes I lock at
photographs from my sophomore year and I don’t remember when they were taken. The
days were full of delirious confusion, but they were still better than the nights. The nights were
absolute torture.

I remember lying in my bed watching the green fluorescence of my digital clock
striking away at the hours left until morning: I once watched an entire night go by without
moving Generally, in insomniacs, I've found, you are one of two basic types: a zombie or a
corpse. This is a completely unofficial and unscientific diagnosis, mind you. You either roam the
house listlessly, like my father; or you lie in bed waiting for the off’ chance that you’ll fall asleep,
like me.

Once the full crazy set in, I lost my ratonality chip and the nights turned into the stuff
of childhood terrors. I heard my downstairs windows shatter and the crunch of unwelcome
footsteps creeping in over the fallen shards. Heavily profound thumps, like the beating of a drum
before an execution, made their way up my stairs. Closing my eyes didn’t help. It only made the
sound of the intruder breathing louder. Slowly, one fingernail grazed the wood on the other side
of my bedroom door. Scratch, scratch, scratch, slide—nails itched at my door and across my
skin.

Screaming didn’t help.

In the beginning, I crept into my parent’s room, shrouded in a ratty old Minnie Mouse
comforter I'd dug out of the hall linen closet, begging for comfort. Mom sat with me once or
twice, brushing my hair out of the cold sheen of sweat spread across the back of my neck. After
that, though, she stopped coming She knew I couldn’t rely on her to put me to bed every night.
If T was ever going to conguer my insomnia I needed to be strong on my own.

I personally believe that everybody’s cure for insomnia is different, though they generally follow
some similar ground rules. First off, you (imaginary metaphorical insomniac) need to relax. |
know that sounds rather insensitive and cliché, but it’s honestly the only thing that will help. 1
used to imagine that the tips of my toes were stone andl that with every long exhalation a new

part of my body would transform. The deeper my breaths, the fster ic spreacd. Basically, in a
less poetic sense, 1 was tricking mysell” into getting high ofl ol oxygen and relaxing through,
Secondly; you should try (o make bectime an routine an possilile, T would also perform pres
bedtime rituals to lull my subconscious inta o seeure seme ol reason and schecule. Thirdly, and
most importantly, don't blame yourselt Tes seilly sy o Fveneapiral o oselldeprecating
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pook ol misery when you can’t sleep for weeks on end, You should know that this will not be
[crever, that alter vou conguer insomnia pretty much nothing else can ever get in your way, and
o should always remember than you're not alone. You are not a lreak just because yuu‘ can’t
lecp and there are people in your life who love you enough to talk about it. Trust me, talking

I am still sixteen years old, but this time I am siting in my school cafeteria at “the
il AL Naperville Ceentral High School there is unassigned assigned seating. Wherever you
il your designated group of friends sit on the first day of the semester 1s where you have
(it every other day untl the semester ends. To break this unspoken pact with your fellow
hoolmates is the highest of social faux pas.
[ sit at the end of the table delicately nibbling around the edges of a peanut butter and
ot peanut butter sandwich. People are speaking to me. I can see their lips move and hear
e mumbling sounds. T swim to the surface of the water and break through, forcing mysell
(o fnens ancd hear what my [riends are saying.
“Are you going to Winter Formal? Sara is looking at me with dark-eyed concern.
I shake my head. Talking takes too much work and makes my throat scratch.
“It might be a good idea,” Michelle adds, licking a stray glob of ketchup oft’ of her
b
I love them for still rying My other friends have stopped trying to communicate with
i Phey ave irritated with my ambivalent nods of agreement or grunts of acknowledgement.
Fovvhody s tired of me being tired.
I sigh, “I don’t think I'm feeling up to it.”
“We can have a sleepover at my place instead,” Michelle offers. “We could stay up
ith you,”
“I'hanks,” T give her my first genuine smile in weeks. “But you don't want to be with
i tight, Ponstill a hallucinating freak.”
“It actually might be fun to watch you hallucinate,” Sara offers with a shrug
“Ta. Ha,” I grumble and open up my plastic cheese container.
On bael days I buy cheese fries from the snack line. Ergo, on most days I eat cheese
tee A resh pull of steam breathes out of the cheese as Topen it. Sara and Michelle continue to
o persnade me to engage in some sort of social interaction. I don't have the heart, energy, or
Ll power o convinee them it’s impossible. I let mysell slip back under the watery surface of
o cshinstion, teeling it fill my eyes and ears, tasting it slink into my mouth and down the back
Loy tongue to numb my insides. But somewhere inside of the gloom, I am happy that my best
heds tried. Sometimes you just need someone 1o Lry.

Sara, Michelle, and I don’t know it, but I will learn to recognize the sinking feeling in

[ ol my stomach that tells me I'm too anxious to sleep. Iwill call Sara or Michelle to talk

(e phane, light candles, and clean my room before bed, rituals which tell my body it 15 time

toat bwill begin to believe that I am stronger than any sleep disorder: In six long weeks I will

oine i whole person again. But for now I am hovering near the bottom of a depthless pool,
L towands the surface, praying for the energy to swim upwards.

7




|

TN

Tlord Srce - Srose
The Things We Tell Ourselves

BY LAUREN HUGHES

What did  do this morning?”’

1 giggle a fittle, realizing that Mary muest have little to no experience woith kindergarten girls. Or perhaps
frer experiences have been very different from my own, b, in short, the answer to her question is

A Bittle of everyiling I suppose.” I smile because 15's important o let Mary fnowo that I am nol judging
her, ‘I played havrdresser, cook, maid, siplist—the works.”

Itk of Liv for @ moment, picturing her the way she wabes up every morning I close my eyes and
imagine her large bramble bush of stiff blonde curls wafling about her head like a skewed halo and the wway the dak
ink splash of freckles across the tip of her nose alwways looks darker in morning light. When I open my eves again
reality replaces memory and I amin a Starbucks, inhaling the heady spice of fieshly ground coffee. My baby gl is

gone.

Mary smiles dowen into her coffee, blowing away a small transhicent ribbon of sieam as she does. Iy
Olivia a bit of @ handful in the morning?”

This comment cements my certainty that Mary has never had a daughter. Liv is—" 1 shake my head

Jfor a moment, waiting for the search engine tn my bramm fo materialize the precise word to describe my daughtey
Independent.”

Independent?”’

I'nod, Ses. She’s a lot like Chris in that way. She and her father hate asking for help. The only difference
is, Chris can ga into our bedroom. in the wmorning afler breakfast and come out looking hike a Brooks Brothers
catalogue. Liv on the other hand,” I end with a liitle shrug, remembering one marning, when she was going trough
her Disney phase. Liv tried to leave the house wearing an old iulle ballet skirt she made me buy at a garage sale and
a large Nerf” sword stung through one of her father’s old belts.

Honey 1 asked, trying lo zip my teeth against a laugh ticklg the back of my gums, why do you have
a sword?”’

Because we dor’t have a bow.” Liv looked at me with one defiant little eyebrow cocked up i a defiant
slant.

Oh?> The teeih zipping became a_filile effori.

Liv unsheathed fer mighty blade and held it aloft. 1 sawo that part of the vohiminaus tulle siré she wore
had gotien stuck in. the waistband of her ranbow leggings. ‘Merida has @ bow L only have a sword.

A small polite cough padlls me ol of my memory. Mary rubs the front of her throat a kttle and her
cheeks look Iike vose pelals. P sorry,” she mutters. Sweallowed the wrong wap.”

T could get you some water” I offer

Mary shakes her head and wheezes a low ‘no.” She breaths as though someone has stuck a straz dowm
her throat, facking a few more limes, before taking another deep draught of her coffee. “Fm sorry about that.”

15 my turn to wave her off 1 can almost see the sweat beading on my hand and wrist as I do. T hey
keep these eaffee shops abominably warm. This morning I'd pulled my hair into a rushed pony tail, but I could
already feel small strands on. the back of my neck begin to corkserewv in. the uumidity

Ny ™ Mary looks dowwn a moment more, S did your morning go afler you went throwgh more carea
changes than a Barbie doll?”
¢ Well, Liv changed about thiee times befove I managed o bunddle lev ufs tnto her coat. Chits bought har
a new Northface coal for Chrisimas, 1 tole you that before didu't 1 VWUl it makes her look like a fittle pink teapol.
But she’s adorable in anything, so it fine.” One of iy fisgens boawes i fine doton the crisp linin stetched over the
pecdk of my knges, Small viowlets of sewead are begtnmng fo sk P fabite o shin Bl the coal does make it a
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ch ol metronome, Behind her an inspirational poster sporting

- " s
et f ot her o fer car seal properdy. And she hates the thing besides. She is dlways fidgeting with her seal
™ & (- iaed '

VAL choking her or sometling Liv abso gets her dvamatic fleur from Chris. But I bundled her in theve the
ool Rl : N

WWhere ts Cluis?”?

Otk back for a moment, feeling my eves voll to the night, before the information comes rushing
e ke acave He s ad a conference in Dalas s week. Some sort of big merger r}mﬂiiﬂg or mmet‘/i;in B;t

vin A ot Lav into her seat and we began to drive to school, N o
Ve sung “Tuinkle, ‘Tivinkle Little Star and the Alphabet—and Sigured out that they’re the same tune
vl thog it it? P nearly forty and I never once thought about Titnkle, Twinkle Litde Star a‘nd l/w
Vbt song being the same tune? Liv hinks it's a conspiracy of some kind. Granted C?m'sr Just taught her the
Conspiracy” so she also thinks the dog and the color pink are conspiracies Wé’r; going i /zaz;élra wa;‘k on
ettty of she’s going o follow in Mom’s footsteps.” l ‘
Nownds like smooth saiting to me,” Mayry says. She breaks off a Iece of biscotti and pops it inig her

Something clicks at the base of my brain, like a gear in a watch bent stightly out of shape. “Well, not

i

L stopped at the light right before Liv’s school—you know, the one ai Madison and Rivers? And when
W turned green 1 had a moment—it’s hard to explain—1like, ah, well it like my brain went poof—r /;zf
iy fioad, /f 5 as though 1 simply forgot which pedal to press to move the sedan Jorwand. Cr(é{}; { /’Cﬁﬂj I
i 1 o //\ having a stroke for a second—wwhich is ternifying—having a stroke with no one bu your)ﬁzm--yeﬁr—old
et I e ca. .
Regurdless, siroke or divine intervention, or whatevey, but T didw’t Dush on the gas, which turned out to
Vlukoe Some idiot in @ big red Cadillac blevo the Eaht. He must have hoen going a[;aut)iwmty mules ver the
Wt and tatking on his stupid cell phone—they really need to pass Bluelooth laws in this state—and aia’n;d
nilice that everyone else besides fim had stopped. Just a real moron.” i
: i .‘;;/ vou guys were fine? You and Oliwia?” Mary’s browon eyes widened o lidtle, creating a dune-like effect
JIHefied
"I 0 was, fine and 1 was more angry than anything” I shrugged bodily, “Exverything was as per usual
Wit e chk, chick, clicking siopped. With a shaking hand I 5ft my Ettle cardbogrd L'L@}j’ée ctp lo my lips
Wik ddeeprof vanitta and hazelast. The smell and taste permeates my skin and sinks into my vens cleamﬁ
o temons.“Although, I say, placing my cup back onto the table, “Sandy’s mother showed uf1 wearing f/uf
langg Wlack mink coat. Who drops their child off in a new mink coat? Honestly— )
Mys, Ryan?
e marvied this retived banker fiom Minnesota and nowe she always shows up in—"
Mg, Ryan?”
! koo thal’s not very nice of me to—"
e, do I need to call someone?”
Fim™ Peg looked up from the crystalline sand garden set on the coffee table betore
e lind delicately pinching a tiny wooden spade, absent-mindedly crafting who‘rls and
il bt slowly, she added another swirl to her design before gé1]t1y putting the r(ake
owith small perfunctory tap. “Pardon me, I got a little caught up.; 4
Fisked you what you did this morning before coming to my office Mrs. Ryan.” One
Ly ohing nude-painted nails tapped at the metal on her clipboard with th.e rﬁad;icning

an imposing mountaintop

whit il |l;'>||| (Jlrlf"l(lt“ \\';l.\‘hillH’Hlll the carelully crafted message ol cmpowerment which was
) f 5 L
colv emblinzoned at the hotton,

A ittle i § se.” Po i
ol everything | mppose” Peg leaned back, allowing the overstulled hlue

Wr-.ar-llu-nlrr.(--ni| i

>




™

WA

armchair to eradle her tightly, I macle some seramblecd eggs for the st trme i miths, took
a nice long bath, and wrote another ¢ hapter for my book. My publisher has begun to push me
a little harder for a first draft. They're a little upset that I'm smashing my contract to bits but |
thought that under the circumstances— anyhow, I wrote a nice little chapter this morning.”

“That’s great,” Mary nodded, jotting something down with a couple of scratches. “Its
important that you try to get yourself back into your old work habits. Slowly but surely.”

I know, | know, Mary,” Peg sighed. The room smelled like tears. Peg eyed the box of
Kleenex on the Tkea end table beside her. She wondered how many teary, snotty fingers had
reached for those single ply sheets. Delicately, Peg scooted an inch in the opposite direction.

«Please call me Dr. Gibbons,” Mary smiled the words, but the expression dicd not reach
the rest of her face, fading like light in the dark.

“Of course.” Peg began to tap the arm of her chair and let her eyes continue to rove
about the room. As she looked outside, she could feel heat waves wriggling in through the glass
like worms out of wet dirt. The heat worms burrowed into her body and expunged her of all of
the salty liquid her body could produce. Summer highlighted the angles of the world and macde
everything seem sharper than it was. “Clhris still hasn’t called me back.”

“You should give him time.” Mary said, “¢s not uncommen for marriages to become
alittle tense after the loss of a child. Especially when the loss is so sudden. He is stll healing, just
like you are.”

Peg *hmpf-ed’ once more, adjusting the hem of her sundress.

“You are doing rather well, Mrs. Ryan. I'm glad you're taking our sessions 1o heart. I
promise, things will get better.”

“I¢ is difficult,” Peg flicked an imaginary dust mote off of her knee. She pictured it
sailing in a spiraling gyre down onto the thick beige carpet. “But you are so right. If T just live
day-by-clay and try not to live in the past well—those days are better than others.” She gave
the psychiatrist her best smile, showing just enough of her top row of tecth, just enough dimple
in her lefl cheek, just enough glimmer in her eye to make the expression believable. She had
written this smile a thousand times before. Mechanically perfect in every way.

“May I ask what your plans for the day are?”

Peg fidgeted with the hairs on the nape of her neck. She twisted them tight around
her fingers until she felt them turn white. The unpleasant clicking had returned. Through her
drained fingertips Peg could feel he gear making the thin skin at the base of her skull twitch.

My plans?’ I purse my lips, pondering  for @ moment, I think Il take Liv for Coldstone. We can do
her math homework there. She’s learning her evens and odds right now, you know.”

Hollow

BY JEFFERSON SPEARS

A foundation for vital stability,
So you purport.
Yet the cracks of uncertainty permeate what you believe impregnable.

Maelstrom-esque chaos composing existence clsewise

Provides necessity to cling to me in the middle of the River Styx,
But cling not too tightly,

For were you to knock on your i« el
You would find your taps ccho
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By DEAN MORAN

At the Jabberwock hotel-

where the men come in hordes with their vorpel swords-

To see the severed head of the wocky slain
And rest for a day in their journey for fame

To witness such a thrilling beast
And slumber deep in cotton sheets,
or conference with the knights of night-
in dreams of their pinnacle, jabberwock plight

they hooted laughter, hollered names
Omn a merry, medicval night in may-

in the ballroom they long for the bandersnatch,
and cackle vain, “Callooh! Callay!”

“Alas! Will no frumious beast show its face?”
Said a beaming boy in drunken rage.
Stirred and tangled up in naught,
he lost himself in hubris thought.

He Imagined he was the unrivaled boss
of everything that ever was
As Lorena Lee came waltzing along-
the glossy floor of impervious song,

He spun her like a teetered top,
with bedroom eyes and pounding wops
Whip-whaped her with his vorpel sword,
and hushed her when she hollered “stop!”

He had his way ... “Callooh! Callay!”
and drifted off in salty slumber-
as Lorena Lee searched for a blade,
with anger that began to thunder.

Lost and conquered as a girl,
but in defeat unleashed a wrath-
She slayed six inches off his pride,
and with it went galumphing back.

"To the lobby of the Jabberwock hotel-
with the beast’s great head up on display-
And told her deed for all to tell
With that slithy, six inch, claim to fame.
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inters Sivmea, and My Gorpse
By MERCEDEZ CLEWIS

“Let’s play Hide and Seek.”

Those words were simple to Yukiko. She hadn’t thought much about it. Not until
Kaede dropped her laptop onto Yikiko’s lap. She grunted and sat her book aside, frowning at
the crease the formed in it when Kaede’s laptop smashed it. “What?”

“Let’s play Hide and Seek,” Kaede repeated, pointing at her laptop screen. It was
opened to a black blog with blood red kanji. “This site has a really cool version. You summon
a spirit and it plays the game with you. Freaky, right”” Kaede pushed her green glasses back up
her nose, practically vibrating with excitement.

Yukiko sighed, crossing her arms, “Doesn’t that sound... dangerous to you?”

Kaede nodded. “Yeah, but that’s the fun. It's not like we’ll die or anything, Have some
fun. Here,” she said, picking up one of Yukiko’s stufled animals. “We can use hex”

In Kaede’s hand was a brown bear of average height. It wore a crisp, white and blue
sailor uniform with a pressed skirt and a cute, red neckte ribbon. Black button eyes sat above a
short black nose and a gently smiling mouth. It was one of Yukiko’s favorite dolls: she had had
it a long time. “F-Fine,” she said, giving in. What harm would there be in a child’s game? she
mused, setling her book onto her desk. “What do we have to do?”

Together; the girls poured over the instructions, grimacing and squinting. After ten
minutes Kaede stretched, popping her back. “I think we’re ready. After all, i’s two n the
morning: what more are we gonna do?”

Sleep, Yukiko thought. Sdll, she reached for the hear and fumbled around her desk,
retrieving a small sewing kit and a pair of scissors.

Snip.

The back of the bear opened, grey-white polyfill pouring out into Yukiko’s lap. She
gulped hard, a lump suddenly forming in her throat. She looked over at Kaede, who nodded
curtly. Slowly, Yukiko plucked each picce of stuffing out of the bear, dropping it to the floor.
Afier a few moments, the bear lay flat in her lap, empty. “The rice and nails,” she whisperer.
Kaede nodded and picked up the Tupperware container containing their clippings and the
white rice. “Pour it in,” Yukiko commanded.

Kaede nodded and in one smooth motion, she poured the entire container of rice
inside. Tt filled the bear, making it lumpy and prickly. Both girl’s chest tightened for a moment as
the doll shifted, the materials settling inside it. Yukiko exhaled and, reaching for her needle and
thread, sealed the bears back, leaving only the barest hint of crimson thread trailing down from
its neck where she had knotted it. “Let’s go to the bathroom.” She shifted, moving her sewing
materials from her lap. A pair of scissors clattered to the ground.

Walking silently through their house, they entered the downstairs bathroom and
kneeled hefore the tub. Turning the fancet on, they watched the tub fill with chilly water. After
it was half full, they stopped and scooped out a cup. “Salt, remember? “Kaede said, reaching
her pocket for the saltshaker. Yukiko nodded and took it, hurriedly shaking it into the cup, gently
swirling the concoction around.

“Now we have to name it,” Yukiko said, turning to Kaede. She clutched the doll to her
chest, nervous to let it go. It settled in her arms, slightly imp.

“What should we call it?” Kaede mused. She chewed her lip thoughtfully, before her
eyes lit up. “Akane. It means “deep red”, just like the thread on its back. Makes it extra spooky;

- pa— Jerees
| Sounds good™ Yukiko answered. She reached in he pocket for her u‘llj)luzrn-. T'he
bright sereen ready 5 aum, “Okay, leCs do the incantation so you can be it first.”

' Yukiko and Kaecle turned to one another, eyes bright with excitement. “Yukiko is the
Brstit™ Tv was soft, yet the words hung in the cool air. Nodding, they repeated it. “Yukiko is
the first it Nervous smiles crept onto the girls faces. “Yukiko is the first it"” Their voices were
confident, It was just a game: no harm would come. i

Kaede took the bear and placed it into the tub, the cold water quickly sucking it down
(0 the bottom. Yukiko grabbed the knife, palms slightly sweaty and nodded getting up and
pulling the door up slowly until only a sliver of light shone out into the hallway: :FLCV quickly ran
into the living room, knife tightly clenched in Yukiko’s fisted hand and the mug of saJIt water held
I Kaede’s. “N-Now the television.” Kaede nodded, a crazed smile on her facc as she clicked in
i lew numbers, For a moment, Yukiko saw that the channel read 444 before fading into buzzing
white noise. It quickly faded, a soft hissing in the background.

“Lets play Hide and Seck,” Kaede whispered. She pulled Yukiko towards the entryway
tloset and together, they stuffed themselves inside of i, contorting around bubble jackets and
umbrellas. “You can count, Yuki. Actually, let’s do it together!”

| Yukiko nodded and unclenched her empty right hand, left still tightly fisted around the
lnile. She covered her eyes, taking in a deep breath. “Okay” {

One, ,

Two.

Three.

Four.

Iive.

SIX,

Seven.

Light.,

Nine.

Ten...
il'ime crept by as the girls waited. One minute blended into the next, until, nearly
twenty minutes later, Yukiko uncovered her eyes and, slowly; clicked open the door. The house
A still the same: the television hummed in the background, but the hathroom light was off,
[twving the area dark and brooding, She motioned for Kaede to follow behind her. ;
When they reentered the bathroom, they founded the bear still submerged. It’s blank
fee stared up at the popeorn ceiling, swaying ever so slightly beneath the water: “We. .. We have

l- ‘ |!.\I- it. Just like the instructions said, Yukiko,” Kaede said. Yukiko nodded, teeth gnawing at
([N} III ;

“Okay” Yukiko knelt down, hovering over the doll. “I.... We have found vou, Akane,”
hie whispered. With a swift motion, she raised the knife above her head and quicklly igrought’it
o, Rice spilled from the deep wound on the bear, floating to the surface of the water Yukiko

lhoked up at Kaede, nodding as she drew the knife from the water,
Kaede quickly cleared her throat, pushing her green glasses back up her nose. “Now,”

' hegan, motioning to Yukiko to join in, “Akane is it?” Yikiko’s voice rose (o join Kaede’s }a
Ihmore steady. "Akane is it now! Akane is it now!” Yukiko’s left hand opened and the knife siid
L nest o the doll, clattering softly to the bottom of the tub. “Let’s go.”

Running back to their hiding place, the girls wedged themselves back in the closet

e breathing echoing about the small space. They waited for the same ten seconds, the rOon‘i

right?* she said, wiggling her ingers at Yukiko. Yukiko forced out a nervous laugh, clenching the (it Iaede broke the silence first, her voice sofi. “See, T told you this was-"
doll harder. The eloser suddenly chilled, and Yukiko hugged ajacket, Jlnl(lin;g her breath,
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Y her Sell Surfaces
By JORDEN SANDERS

Moments of revelation are gems in faith journeys. Moments we realize we are forgiven,
loved, whole are the moments we cherish and often take as signs that we have arrived, but
I've learned that we never truly arrive, that faith requires constant affirmation, and affirmation
comes from living through times when existence is questionable, strength is failing, and fears
are realized, when hell surfaces. For others, that could be any number of things: crashing their
cars, not heing accepted to grad school, having a child, or losing one. For me, that came with my
ather’s hospitalizaton.

Heady walfis of sizzling wax and lemon Pinesol rose from the freshly cleaned floor and
drifted from the hallway into the hospital room 957 as decorated as the outside of a sepulcher.
The whole week had been crazy. Monday, he was hospitalized in room 937 for pneumonia that
aggravated his year-long, undiagnosed heart condition. Wednesday morning, the undiagnosed
condition threw a clot from his heart to his brain causing a stroke. Now it was Friday morning
after 2days in ICU, and I was finally home from school on Easter weekend. I could hear the
steady rumble of the four rubber wheels and the sh-sh-shuffle of the nurse’s tennis shoes
shuttling my father from into this his third room in the hospital. The move to room 957 was
tiring for us all, especially my father. I walked out of the room to where my sister Jacquelyn
stood beside my father’s loitering bed holding his hand as he fluttered his eyelids and struggled
to inhale a confused breath.

I situated the cart of his belongings behind him then moved to stand at the foot of the
bed. Smiling I told him that we would get in the room in just a minute. He thoughtfully moved
his mouth preparing words, and I briefly closed my eyes preparing my heart to absorb and my
face to mask the familiar pang of sadness that would gush from the pit of ny stomach to my
eyes when I couldn’t recognize the sounds as words. The week having taught me to perfect my
mask, T immediately put it into place: a swift, no-teeth smile accompanied by a puff of laughter
and nods. But no matter how planned the mask was, it could only last so long. When he looked
away, so did L.

Crossing the sides of my sweater, pulling them as tightly as possible as if to comfort
miyself, I begged my tears to stay in my chest away from the brown orbs from which they leaked.
But they didn’t listen, so instead of following my family into room 957 when the nurse was ready
to usher us in. I stood outside staring at the clock at the end of the hall wishing that the hands
on the clock could wipe away the tears streaming down my cheeks, wishing that the tick of the
clock will slow my th-thumping of my heart, wishing time would speed up my father’s healing,
vet wishing that ime would slow down to keep me from returning to school.

Watching the minutes pass, the weariness and the monotony of days in the hospital
complicated by roller coaster of sickness and health -- him not being able to speak recognizing
coffee not knowing my name knowing I am his not walking knowing he’s not home - began
bleaching life from my bones, making me both physically and emotionally fragile. I could sce
the same weariness on my sisters’ faces, their eyes hazy and wandering.

Ministers and deacons crowded in and out of room 957 asked us to hold hands,
how our heads, and close our eyes in prayer. Mother Shelly’s prayer was the longest. Smells of
peppermint and aloe from her hand cream mixed with the stale chemical smell of the room
almost forcing me to add puke to the mixture of smells, Hearing her certainty that God was
working and healing was distracting, because Iwanted to e ag gure as she, but T wasn’t.

[ couldn’t participate. I couldn’c pray. Duving her prayer, D held hands and lifted my

apen eyes to the ceiling knowing that my opposing gesiures wers the rebellion against the

Wil BT oMol N B T

. Jenes
cnotional nuclear bomb mushrooming in my stomach, 1 thought il 1 could Just E\(‘l'])'lll\ eVes
upe, |~.1|c‘\v\ Fwouldn'e crye I lound mysell staring at the |'|(u"|< again, |isl<‘|.|i11g‘ to the :Jlr':irl\'
Hekepise <tick-pause-tick. "The longer my eyes stayed open, the more iI’lL('nsv; the faster the
tunpede of pin-pricks on my eyes, the heavier the cloak of weariness around my psychological
houlders, the more annoyed T became with the trite reminders that God was fixin -'itgtl;:*
lider Twanted to believe that God was fixing it. s

“STOP” Twhispered in belly-twisting angst to the unseen God T was trusting with my
futhers life, as my body and psyche could no longer hold the words in. Sitting in ca; and 01/1
conches and in bathtubs I reminded God we were only human. |
[t was afier one of these explosions of emation that my dad’s friend, Cloach, sat me
downin the hallway, more intent on quieting my personal disaster than staying ojut of thtj way ofv
s and doctors rushing past him. The coach of the Arkansas Bapm'st'fbotba]l tcam’ Cloach
bz man, tall and built for his age. The u-shaped, low-cut, heather gray receding hai;‘linc ﬁts
fim, He smells of Vaseline and honeysuckle from recent hugs with his 20 year old daughter
Vet And in the slow, steady meter that is always his voice f1€ said, “You know, Jorden Lew’n
(hough your dad is sick, he can stll recognize you as his. Can’t an all-powerful ;Gnd dolﬁoi‘c
iisick man; He knows you. God knows His children. Joe'll be alright, and it woﬁ’t get to bé
foomuch for any of us.” K
I don’t know why this pep talk was superior to the litany of prayers, but I held on to it
hrough that Good Friday on to Saturday as I stared at the torrents of rain outside our the labby
widow. 1t was a reminder that this hell was temporary, but he forgot to remind me that‘thin 5
datially get worse before they get better. Though my father’s physical condition was steadji-'
Hiproving, my rollercoaster of faith was not over, o
| I'he peace I had most recently garnered was shattered as Jennifer whispered, “Shots
[irecl 'Im her lilting musical way. Jessica sat on a table to my right, Jenn on a chair to h:ar right
il |.|:.| iara sat in the chair to my left. The room was arranged so that this corner OffL’I‘Cd\ﬂlﬁ:
ot privacy. Iwas unable to see elevators or the people that came off of them. I wanted to tell
Her 1o please be quiet, but before T could get the words out, my senses froze. Before me stoo‘d
the two people in my life I felt justified in hating, Bishop Smith stoocl in his off-shade brown suit
il orchid-colored tie picking the remainder of his most recent meal out of the gap between
i fiont two teeth, His wife Carolyn stood beside him without the fashion sense God save a
tilico cat. Her black and white outfit was a hodgepodge of patterns sceming to slide ;ﬁ her
lproportional body enly made to look more off-center by the wide-brim, black hat that sét
Hop the dripping, shoulder-length, jerry curl that was as outdated as pink taii"eta on Laster.
A jolt of hot bile shot from stomach up my esophagus to the back of my tongue e-md i
rcedimysell to swallow it down, making my stomach twist. If it were a television show, m,  face
wild have turned lime green. I couldn’t make myself greet them, I stayed glued in 111\:sc21yr and
T ‘.ll the rain outside. My sisters also remained seated, but each (;f thgem adjustéd torface
e Simiths. Bishop walked up to each of us with arms extended. My sisters found the ability ro
tindand hug them, but T couldn’t. I stayed in my seat. , . 1)
“You can stay sitting,” Bishop said to me after a faw moments of standing 1 front of
Hewith no response, hypocrisy and entitlement leaking out of every taste bud on his tongue. 1
Ul couldn’t respond. They took a step back, and we all stared in silence. ol
Carolyn was the first to break it. “We just heard today from Sister Juanita.” She looked
Wi |I. ul)lw(l ’I m;’l;. She tried again “You didn’t think to call us?” Silence, “How long has he be-t:r;
i the hospital?”
“Since Monday,” Jessica responded.
Bishop and Carolyn rocked on their heels, “Sinee Monday, eh?” Bishop replicd rolling
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Some call it a feeling

By BONGIWE SHONGWE
Down the mysterious pathway

This mechanism words rarely define To realms best left unexposed.

This unseen creature that imprisons some Its reaction so sudden

“Matters of the heart,” they say The mysterious results soon unfolded
What that means nobody knows. An interpreter nowhere in sight

It creeps in like a serpent To explain the hieroglyphics unveiled
Slithering in through the narrowest slits All induced by threat of “forever alone.”
Comfortably situating itsell immediately Some call it growing up

Time lost 1s time never recovered Blindly following perplexing rages

How literally it lives by that mantra. All an effort not to feel ostracized

Some call it chemistry

Yet behind vour back discourse

Axons at work doing what they do best Insert codes shutting you out.
Messages from receptor 1o neuron

Sirnowle

BY ARISTOTLE BUTLER
Knowledge is the ultimate power,
For it will make thine enemy cower.
It knows only the limits you place upon it,
For yours is the ultimate wit.
It can be increased by leaps and bounds,
And sometimes it confounds.
You must work to Improve its base,
Without it you will lose your grace.

Knowledge is more than informadon,
You nmust be ready with an explanation.
To state a claim with no support,
Is something similar to handing in a blank report.

It isn’t about the grade you receive,
But rather about the knowledge that you perceive,
It can elude you with age,

But improve you with every turn of the page.
Knowledge makes the weakest of us strong,
And without it we must be wrong,

It is what makes this life worth wild,

And separates us from a child.

It’s more than just learning,
It’s about reading and discerning,
Knowledge makes this lile we live complet
or without it we are alisaled

. et
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Y DEAN MORAN
We were '\‘i'lIH|JlI'(‘-('U\\-‘E)())/S,
Wowere stoners, long-talkers,
Woowere midnight walkers,

il played our music in the moonlight.

Al it happened that I got too caught up in it one night.

At leltso different than I thought it would. T died without fright

deapite the weight of what was happening to me, all the things I would miss out on. ..
I clichn’t have time to feel sad about it because I felt the colossal weight of being alive,

[t me up-and off of my shoulders, and there was a peace. I felt a moment of relief in dying;
Weleome to the Machine)

[ 1eltlike Ihad been in a revolving door for twenty-four years and then finally, a buoyant release
\lloating feeling; as a soul rose up in front of me.

Frcalized that it wasn’t my soul anymore,

It it was me,

\nd my soul didn’t look like anything. ...

I faet, it was nothing,

I'was nothing....but nething means so much more than I ever thought when T was alive,

I hould have known, cause T remember saying it all the time
Ol its nothing”, when it was really something I just didn’t understand.
W will always work. Our work is what defines us as anything at all.
Ipecially without bodies, identity becomes hard to visualize,
ovondefine yourself in your work.
[0 many lost ones have turned to the internet. But it is a powerful avenue for us.
When you get a mysteriously coincidental suggestion from facebook
I monumentally important song appears on your “shuffle”
I ancient ones have taken the more natural route
Warking in the rain, even shining in stars they say;
Lt there where Ihope that T still may
ke it o that cosmos of infinite heaven.

Watching the World)

roimight not be surprised to find that after you die you live

planted in thoughts of those you knew, invading the cdreams of anyone at all.

Fven though Talways believed in God, T had known subconsciously that life was only part of the
journey, P've worked to uncover the mystery of fate. I've longed to become one with God or the
fhinite, whatever rang, whoever reigns,
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over the organized force of fate propelling my weightless footsteps,

"The grey skies of spiritual autopilot is twice as compelling as the techno-cultural hypnosis | was
under when I was alive,

Now I'm chasing meaning and messiahs instead of music and mutual masturbation.

I'm hyperaware of every connection, and magnetically drawn to every coincidence.

Ironically in the infinite, I stll feel heavily stressed

to send as many messages as I can, and make situations that will bring awareness

get through/make right/connect and communicate at the very least there is something more,
How eminent it seems as I watch every human being struggling. I ofien have to pause and
remind myself that I have all the time in the world.

I don’t know if I ever believed that, untl I got here. In a world between reality, fate dreams, and
space, I stll believe we’re all connected.

The possibilities of’ communication within the infinite are an endless frontier.

Some of the most satishied perennial spirits remain well natured

and prominent motivators by possessing the household pets of their lineage.

Although the majority still chose the interstellar world wide web, this method has proven to be
high risk for there are substantially more souls that have been dissolved into greed

Traveling the dark wavelengths online and giving into the sin that perpetuates most of the

By VICTO ART

They had already been waiting on her for some time, There were three of them,
Staight Kindergarten and Lala. The light was absent among the blurred shapes during the
winter, and so silent that the breath slipping passed Lala’s chattering teeth seemed to hiss in an
imitation of a tea kettle about to burst. They'd have to hurry if they wanted to finish in time.

“Let’s go,” Said Straight.

“Where we goin’ to hit up tonight?” they asked, the air passing their lips forming
shapes of snakes strangling one another. Straight kept silent. It was never her job to explain the
plan. It was her job to get the work done.

“Let’s go,” she repeated, and without hesitation and choice, the two followed her. They
walked in silence, again the only noise the whisper of shoes along the pavement, a distinctive
clack! clack! coming from Lala’s Manolo Blahniks. Straight glared over her shoulder at those
heels, her nostrils flaring in anger and envy. To have so much money and still thieve for fun
seemed almost sinful.

Lala was aptly named though. No prettier girl was as idiotic on this side of Vegas. She
had a face that could make you sing in joy, but sorrow when she opened her mouth. Her lips
curvy and full, made up with expensive lipstick and lip liner.

“Who even wears lip liner anymore?” Straight bitterly muttered to hersell: Lala smiled

and continued to walk beside her, not having heard what Straight said due 10 her thoughts
being captivated on what she was going to pick out from this excursion, Perliips i Louis Vaition
handbag? No, a Gucdd one. Vuitton was too cheap.

She might have been duller than the end of tennis ball, bt Steathit biew that she was
a good find. She knew what was expensive, and thanks (o thone goshedars beel sl bl cquite
the legs on her. Kindergarten had gone 1o the gym when eyl B sl e Lo i 200
[bs with those calves with ease off one of the mmanehines, S al s s el beliing
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with the lack of hramn,

WAL he afun trip, Straight?” asked Kindergarten,

“More productive than fun, [ hope,” was the reply Kindergarten received.

I'hey slipped alongside the streets” sidewalks, shivering in the cold and shimmying up to any
walls that seemed thin enough for warmth from the fireplaces on the other side to let through.
Straight stopped in front of a building halfivay down Pecos Avenue. It was a preschool.

“Getus in”

Lala nodded and slipped off her nine hundred dollar casuals and slunk up the wall
(0 the back of the school, her calves flexing and looking like snakes waggling their bodies in a
lypnotizing sway. Her strong arms and beautiful face curved in satisfaction as they stretched
over cach brick, and smiled over each inch. Lala easily slid through the open window, never even
(uestioning why it had been left open in the first place.

It was dark inside, and [rightened, all Lala wanted to do was frantically scratch at the
walls until she found the light switch or her fingernails bled.

Reading her “thoughts,” Kindergarten hissed from outside, “Don’t switch the lights
on just yet! We'll be there with you if you just manage to open the door!” Lala smiled sultrily
(0 herself. She knew that Kindergarten was in love with her. All people she was sweet to, men
and women alike, wanted to take care of her. She took a step forward, striving to find her
urroundings, when she stepped in something cozing and cold.

“What was that?! Ugh, it’s got to be like a bug or something! Ew! Just my luck to step
inn crap alter that foot serub treatment this afternoon!” Lala lifted her foot to examine what she
could in the moonlight slipping through the open window.

Being as flexible as she was, her body contorted itself to where she could see the
Liottom of her foot with ease, and without imbalance. Her long legs only inches from her face,
i1 button and befreckled nose picked up the scent of paint. Putting her toes into the light, Lala
dpled happily as she saw a sky blue squished between her toes. Having never been allowed_ to
I anything more than a Pageant girl growing up, Lala had never been allowed to be an artist.
e father would have never approved. No Daddy; no Manolo Blahniks.

Lala giggled again and slid her pinky finger in between her big and middle toes.
Sepueleh! The paint oozed and drocped from them, the noise causing Lala to squeal in delight.
[er smile exposed her milky white teeth, made silver with the moonlight seeping in. Lala
reached outin front of her and chuckled delightedly when her hands met the still-wet canvas set
liclore her. The paint smeared over her palms, a bloody red to the satisfaction of its wearer.

“Come on!” shrieked Straight in a whisper. Her impatience was growing stronger
Iy the minute, and her bull-nostrils were looking more like the ends of two cigars in a smoky
lize of angered breath, Lala sighed unhappily, but giggled once more she swiped against two
more paintings hung up to dry; butterflies on them, made by folding the paper. Her wings now
unlfolded, she opened the front door to Kindergarten and Straight’s shock.

“What are you doing?!” demanded Straight.

“Oooh! I want to paint too!” whispered Kindergarten, her eyes widening as the brim
ol her cap slid over her brows. It gave her the look of a very surprised squirrel with the shape of
lier two front teeth, overlarge and grinning, Lala chuckled and knowing exactly what it would
(o lightly slapped Kindergarten with her red hands on both sides of her face, kissing her nose.
I indlergarten’s face grew more red than the paint as she blushed and beamed at Lala. .

Straight rolled her eyes. “There isn’t time to goof around.” She admonished shoving
Lersell through the two. They frowned and Lala took Kindergarten’s hand, the paint binding
e in war outfits,

Straight had already forgotien their faces. She was focusing on gathering the expensive
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brushes and pigey banks left aside (o the children. She knew aman she couled sell the brashes
(o0 and she wanted every penny possible. [t was never enough.

Lala led Kindergarten to the paints, opening tube afler tube, squeezing 1L over her
arms. 1t felt warm after a while, the paint. It was nice, the arms ol a new {riend enfolding
her back to childhood, giving her a smile almost twisted in want as she stroked her arm once,
twice, three times, the paint thickening and engulfing her. A panicked thought struck her. She
wouldn’t be able to do this again! Daddy hated artists, and Lala loved Manolo Blahniks. She just
couldn’t part with the paints just yet, she needed to know what it was like to express hersell. Her
intelligence lacked words to describe 1, but now she discovered that there was no need to speak
with paint, paint understood and muffled her pain like a warm blanket muffled the sound of her
mother breaking another glass of champagne, the tinkling of the glass, another cog within the
steady and punctual heartbreak of Lala’s soul. Tears in her eyes, she sobbed and Kindergarten
patted her arm, the colors now swirling together to make a murky and rather ugly brown. Lala
loved it still and set her other hand upon Kindergarten’s, the paint oozing further between her
fingers, pushing up and over them, volcanos of dried blood. She grabbed another tube of paint,
and then another, squeezing them tightly to her in an embrace of forlorn happiness, the artist’s
best friend and hers, smeared obscenely over her chest, ruining her silk Gucci shawl. It became
heavy with the weight of the supply, drooping off’ her shoulders with a hiss, slipping and sliding
with a grotesque tug, Unnoticed and uncaring, Straight slipped back into the night, her own
gross hardships pulling harshly at her heartstrings.

The paint was beginning to dry now. It clung to her skin like her father’s dislike and
began w suffocate Lala. Wait, perhaps more paint will remedy this? Yes, more paint, more of
my cool and surrounding friends that will help! Lala trickled each drop onto herself, raising it
now above her head so that now she could taste it, bitter and toxic like Kindergarten’s love.
Surely Father would not approve of her either.

Lala kissed Kindergarten’s cheek, a speck of love amongst the paint implanted upon
her cheek. The paint began to burn upon them, drying their skin, chafing and scratching until
their skin became raw with want and greed. Tt had not begun as this, but Lala took much and
too much pride in herself, she was not bright, but she was smart enough to know that her father
was far too selfinvolved to know of her doings this night. She took Kindergarten’s face into her
hands and kissed her firmly upon the mouth.

As the clock struck nine the next morning, a click! was heard within the lock of the
door. Paint everywhere, the owners were shocked to see two figures lying upon the carpet where
the children would have naptime.

A girl of a very young face, teeth bucked even under her lips, her arms wrapped
around the waist of the second girl, a bludgeoned Sleeping Beauty. Their bodhes glued Lo one
another in an embrace so tight it should have broken them both, the paint, dry and crumbling,
now exposed their skin red and raw from it and each other, every fallen flake the shredding of
childhood dreams.
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Fhe Solitics &(Z Racn
By MIKE RAM z
In America, beneath the baptsmal plinks of rain,
between every footlall, glazed by their own oils,
crawl so many worms. Worms! Out in the open,
out for public scrutiny, out for the screams
of squeamish human eyes, bubbling like cameras,
and shoes that either brake hard or stomp harder.
Nao secrets stay slinking in the sheltering grass.
No erimes remain unpunished; the rot is boiled up,
out into clear skies where damp miasmas disperse,
out for a clean renewal. Spring rains fall transparently,
flooding the slimy things out from their hilly dens,
When stomped clean off this earth, their juices feed the soil.

Back home there are no worms. A city stands grim,
where beneath filthy concrete and iron-black raindrops,
roaches hold their congresses, Roaches are worse!
The seeds of original sin, glistening in their sewers
at least until the Floods. Suddenly they know better:
They claw their way up, into homes and household pipes,
into kitchens once clean, into hearts once uncorrupted.
Give them the slipper, the finger, the spray, but in vain;
they will taunt you, flee you, plot against you again.
Nature’s Constitution rewards such treasonous things.
Truth is dead roaches. Lies are when you missed them—
While you live in fear, uncertain where they might strike next.

Going a Ytk

REON EVANS

[ ; nsur
old my hand, An insurmountable space, separates and

creates crisis.

cituse you never do. My feelings aside, shut ofl, hidden away,

vou love me and 1 love you, As you publicly condemn with disdain
\ndl we have been together for so long What I am, who you are,
rwhat exactly is wrong? When our eyes first met across the bar.
\ iy J
Vhy do you still fear Will you change? can you change?
[tlcis that are no longer real?

Are there any ways, I can mend your ways?
Why do you shed tears?

\ o fila 5 :
Vhiatis it that you feel: I cannot take it anymore. ..
Mone we are one Therefore,

othing between us, Hold my hand

Lo public we are done Or let me go.
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BY AUDRE CANTRELL
Clouds roll in as the tears fall
She is all alone on the mountain
Lightning strikes as she calls out.
She is completely alone,

No one even hears her cries during the night

Her life is blowing away like the sands of time.

All she once had is lost in the night.

All she wanted was what he pretended to be,

But happily ever after is only in bed tme fairytales

His vice like grip on her was shadowed
By his lies of happily ever after.

Life is not a [airytale.

Real life doesn’t happen like that.
There is no Prince Charming,

Words, ..

I he noige,

Never-ending,

cnough,”
“Why would anyon

want (o be with you?”

“Atone, change!”

Porgistent, “Be normall”
enetrating,

Vibrating Words. ..

My ear drums Dancing like fire,

Like a bongo
Puring a poetry
rending

Branding my mind.

Taunts,
Like swords,

Words... Fly, and try

Dancing like fire Decapitating,
Precipitating

\ lel ), l\/{y ]JlOOd

I eave me be, Like rain

lor eternity
You are sinful.”

During a summer
storm

Words...
¢ Dancing like fire,
Branding my mind,
Hopefully I can find

Goodbye

Let me sleep
peacefully,

Infinitely

“You are sinful.”
“You are no good.”
“You deserve to dlie,”
“Do n!”

“Now!”

Words...
Dancing like fire,
Branding my mind.

Endings

Like the edge of a
cliff

Falling fast,
Crushing,
Crashing,

My soul

Like evaporation
Dissipating

Words...

Dancing like fire,
Branding my mind.
Hopefully I can find
Peace without
Mankind.

The frog kissed by the ruby red lips of the hopeful princess,
Does not turn into her handsome prince,
The white knight in shining armor doesn’t gallop in
To save the princess.

"The weak, the sick, and the suffering cannot be saved by magic.
There is no magical cure for a broken heart.

There is no incantation to wish away cancer, AIDS, and HIV.
The poor still struggle. The lost are stll lost. The lame are still lame.
Real life problems are not easily solved.

There is not always an answer by use of a magic wancl.

Life is not a fairy tale

YDid You Sinow

By MORGAN TYLER KNORR

You are not good

Hopefully I can find
Peace without

Facebook

BY VICTORIA HART

There is work to be done,
Aproject,
a poem,
a story to be read,
and essay to be writter.
Sut certainly I can spare a moment,
to check my friends’ stati,

theirrelationships with troubled boys and girls,

much like themselves.
I can spare a moment,
to tell my family back home
that I am doing just fine,
and studying hard.

Did you know,
Or even guess,
Of all these emotions
Built up in my chest?

The sadness within,
The emptiness I feel.
Why I am so miserable,
What it'll take to heal?

W i

It comes from nowhere,
The darkness inside.
You ask me how I felt,
Truth is I Lied.

If only you understood,
If only you knew,
My depression would be over,

1Cc be through.,

Someday I'll tell vou,

And everything will be better,
I'll find the right words,
There’ll be another letter.

I can leave my work be,
if only I can be
caught up,
liked,
shared,
and commented upon.
The photo I ook yesterday,
still needs o be uplonded,
Phe way the light veflected dpon
W kK & 7T M I N

the litle fabric flower,

a small line of cobweb dusting it gently;
certainly needs to be viewed by all of my pecrs.
I'can spare a moment
to show them what they’ve missed.

The way the camera
caught the light of small head,
nestled inside false beauty;
shining and orhital,
must be something worth knowing,

If they truly are my friends they will realize
I'will have posted this because T am deep.
Tam someone worth knowing,
worth aceepting a friend request for,
and worth liking with a single click.

I can spare a moment of my studies,
yes,
but now it is dark,
and I am drained.

Clertainly,

[ can spare a moment
(o check how much work there is vet 1o come,
(L] ( r
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BY JEFFERSON SPEARS

Little grates against the psyche more than the cry of an infant. Ref lecting back upon it
I can understand the position of those parents who create the need for the rerm “Shaken Baby
Syndrome”. T mean, I've never hated kids enough to think that babies deserved 1o be hurt, but
afier that experience... well let’s Just say it makes a bit more sense to me now, OFf course, it’s
about the only thing that makes sense to me now. But I'm getting ahead of myself;

I first got into the darker arts a few years back. Browsing on some strange sites while
I burned incense, just so I could feel hardeore. 1 called myself’ “demonologist”; called mysell
“warlock”; called myself “practitioner”. Too bad 1 didn’t understand what any of those things

meant half as well as I thought I did. A warlock wasn't what I thought it was, and T wasn't
one either way. A demonologist implies some kind of study; all T did was say vague prayers to
Baphomet and Baal, hoping for some infernal reward. The only thing I was a practitioner of
was bullshit artistry. But it didn’t matter: I felt cool; I felt like a rebel. I was a fifteen vear old punk
thinking he was meddling with forces beyond his control, and I was loving it. That was before
someone showed me what the forces | pretended to play with really were.

Of course, I don’t think he ever meant {or it to turn out how it did. I'm sure in his
mind, I would just hecome enlightened, do what he did, and refrain from doing what he told me
to refrain from doing, He was as naive as | was, in a way. But here [ am getting ahead of myself
again. My deepest apologies,

I first met the old man on one of those strange sites I mentioned. It was just a forum of
a bunch of people claiming to do magick of all different kinds, comparing their “experiences”,
and trying to [eel cooler than everyone who thought differently than they did. But this guy...
this guy was different. He was quick to rebuke someone’s phony posts, but he did it in a different
way. Most people’s response would be somewhere in between “o wow, ur so cool bro i wish i
could du magickkk” and “yea rite FAG!” This guy though, he would give a half-page explication
of what they did wrong, why it couldn’t have worked, and either explain how to do it right or
explain why they shouldn’t do it right. And he was consistenr. His recommendations on proper
magick were always along the same grain, and he always recommended against the same things,
not because they were impossible, but because they shouldn’t be done! His dramatic italic-bold-
underline put me off a bit, but he piqued my interest. Clearly, he knew something, and someone
who actually knew something was someone I wanted to talk to. The fact that his grammar was
proper was just a bonus.

I contacted him, all humble-like, pleading him to teach me the secrets he knew, or
something like that. I didn’t expect him to respond; most people didn’t bather responding to
private messages from people on these kinds of sites. There was too much of a risk of nutjohs,
It came much o my surprise then, when several days later I received a private message back
from him, and not just a message, but an address to meet him. Now T know what most of you
must be thinking now. “Oh no! Not an internet stranger! You can’t go meet him!” Well, guess
what? T did. His address was close enough to mine, and 1 told someone where [ was going, so
i’ something had gone bad at least people would know where to start looking, T was eighteen at
this point. And guess what else? The guy was sincere. Suck on that.

1 guess at this point I should stop calling him “the guy” or “the old man”. The name
he told me was Eugene, and that’s what called him, Eugene, it hecame clear to me quickly,
had been around the block. I didn’t have that much information about him, but he looke
casily seventy-plus years old. His old form had seen better days; T was honestly surprised he v
walking, And the house he met me at, which T quickly found out was his pevsenil feudclenee,
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et doing much better, The place looked so ramshackle I was shocked ]‘ |.|;H.| it I\:s\'lilltl)llltl
mclemned, I\\'In‘n he led me through the front door it ereaked so loud l expe f(( |! 1(]) ‘llgc I
(e hinges. The door held fast in the frame, however, and we proceeded into the E}a%ll 1(})‘Li.m.m
i ml;;n'( liately why the old man and the house were in such bad shape: clearly, ’ ;;g(fl‘lt‘. i .h d
el money were ““""I)Pm to purchase and maintain books. And ok, . Lh;? b;){ol;sbigzré(,&ozll“
cverythi Ig:. Lverything. The first book he showed me was a copy ol‘ tb-e 1 1;} e‘} wg by
(e 18th century. The Red Fucking Dragon! And that was just the hrs)t |')0L1; : blt‘s ;(N)\ . ;:,u.h;
el an original copy of The Lesser Key of Solomon, a copy of the Petit Albert from the early
(§] Q v e | '
g .lmi'l',:l::-):(‘v was the real deal, and he proved it to me. He.hzmcﬁcd‘me ? mf‘dn]jfil;lﬁz
lnile, “If you would please cut your finger for me,” his raspy voice V’VdSl som]: jg.“,f {hc o ]
comli n‘ling’;' than it should have been, given thﬁl request. But I. Cllld what 1(—;15- Zr7£1f. r,al.)de
lind a nice deep cut on my left index finger, V\ﬂ‘ﬂl lJlF)oF] running down.r{)}‘ WIS, bb,lcgd : Uu,k
e by the forearm, made some wavy motion with his free hand, and said 'soltfnc }E;O L th[hm;
You know, the whole spectacle, It was so corny I had to stop mysell 'ff(.ma digd]ﬁ;t;k ke
I happened. Right in front of my eyes, th? bllood‘on my l%'fmd ‘ani \zr islta (({)\va,cr bec;n e
lcking finger. And the wound ClEde up alter it, with no evidence that it h
§ ardc Tt on't even know. _ *
b ]”l{lf(t::lreh: Osiiived me that, I never questioned that l?L.lS guy meant I)um'n(.’;ls.' For LhcL
next while, a litde hit under a year, I would meet with him daily and ]I";c wouid Lijl; Wl}l;g g:, 02:_1
lie knew: Poor old guy, I think he really just wanted someorne h(. coua' pass ni;h e 1]5(‘)1& :
(0 hefore he died. He taught me what his understanding of reality was; hle ta‘ug b.mci EHeIH. o
different kinds of spirits, how to appeal to them, how to summon them,r 10w“ to Ll};:lin - re;ﬂ :
(ught me that neat little healing trick. He taught me somcthmg else Lo.uy sm:n; , [rg ht,n ]g
e nl‘lh[ have learned better: why I shouldn’t use many of the things he .ta'ugh.t m(,.‘l e r.’ll,l%' u h;
o1 tried to teach me, this lesson after I asked him one day why he was living in such poverty :
arfe such feats of magick. -
- |""f%{2}112r1§a§;i]mr Withaﬂle Threefold Law?” he ,aSk,?d me. I noddf%ﬁ; Wkllio, '»}x]islfll 5
[miliar with it? T didn’t mention that T didn’t believe it. “\’\'e‘]l, he congnuc;i, 1\1;.‘1“2? uy; i
I called something like the Fiftylold Law. Never use these s].<1llls for sell-hene 11.t (:\1 ; ;vi{h’” I
(v harm another, either. And never, ever deal \Nlﬂ'l.ﬂlﬂ spirits I tl(—:ll you Tc)t 0 k(e'th 5 t.me
nodded frantically, just wanting him to get off the subject. T'was still justa ]itl el’ !)ur; n\:} i
understanding of what we were actually doing,.but I kr.le\,v bcttgr than to ftt)n-r‘n i
So I hatched myself a plot with what little brampower_[ ha.d. Ter.L was & ! aﬁm.] =
man had that he had told me never to use; it was a dusty old grimoire, no ut];'e, no m‘Im s
origin, but obviously a very old English translation of eu:l r:'ven older bhook. ll;ug;l;cﬁ iu;lendiné
m; \I that was his biggest mistake. I snuck the book out.oi his house onelzz;cc: gs ncq, i)
(0 invoke one of the spirits therein and make miyself rfch beyond my \‘Vm ]eslt reald \C ot
So in my room I set up the ritual, mustering all the spe(?téc e COL& i ISlej),ed
protective circle, a summoning triangle, incense; all the bells and \-vhistl.csrx‘.\-uc 1656.” : Vlvés,a
i the cirele and finished drawing it just after I entered before I began the 111I1'cat'1ta : o ,S o
long, incantation, repeated for a full hour invoking gods, angels, demons, djinn; every sy
‘core, really
i ‘kll :\-\:l [;lfl this point, if Thadn’t been such a stupid little fuck, T x-vo]ul(}}llavc knnozvrilnt(‘);i(i)i
Liecause al this point, a wind started blowing in my room. My closed, C'i’:{L t P,:Q.’S .r(?:d ,Bm o
there was now a wind blowing hard enough to put out the Candlf'.s I ha .anfmg : ’. ,(,r(,‘,lm'-m:,‘
iy stupid Tide fuck selly T Rept going: After [Ih:ul repeated [‘hc.' ||:<'nmf111'(.)|nf,ln(')'\l-\h.s[h(.(mmi:
them above the howl af the swind, [or the specified number of tmes, 1 finished wi ‘
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written in the book, “DIES MIES... JESCHET ... BOENE... DOESEF... DOUVEMA. ..

ENITEMAUSY”

The wind stopped howling immediately, and my candles relit themselves. At this point,
even my impenetrable and unjustified self-confidence was beginning to fade. It didn’t look like
anything had happened, but the chills in my spine made sure to let me know that things weren’t
right. [ hadn’t taken my eyes off” of the summoning triangle since the winds had started blowing,
However, 1 blinked, and when I opened my eyes again where there had before been nothing
now stood what looked to be a young child of three or four years. [ instantly cried out and fell
on my ass in surprise, but quickly tried to get a hold of myself again. Secing what I had set out
to summon appear in the form of a child. .. well, let’s just say that the headstrong portion of me
was coming back a bit.

"The child-spirit looked at me and spoke, “So, shall T presume you are the one who has
summoned me here?” I paused before nodding slowly; to hear something that looked so childish
speak so eloquently was a tad unnerving “How disappointing,” the child-spirit continued, “I
had hoped for someone a bit more experienced. I only let mysell be summoned because no one
had tried in so long. I wanted to see who had uncovered the knowledge and had the gall to put
it to use.”

My pride bristled a bit. How dare this thing, which I had summoned and hound,
accuse me of inexperience? “I have summoned you, creature! You will now do my hidding!”
The child-spirit instantly focused on me, and took on a dark look.

“Don’t push your luck, boy! It is my intention to let you leave with your life now; don’t
make me change my mind.” The eyes of the thing grew darker, until they were just pools of
black in its sockets.

['wasn’t displaying much of a learning curve. “You dare call me inexperienced? Look
atwhich of us is a child! Now do my bidding, slave!”

“You insolent brat!” The child-spirits voice became deeper and more unnatural; it was
not a voice that a child should have been able to make. It began to stride towards me, stepping
past the bounds of the triangle without so much as a second thought. Seeing that, I panicked,
fumbling with the book and beginning to recite the incantation for dismissal. Just as T started,
the book flew out of my hands as if swatted away by a giant. “I think not,” said the entity. 1
have preceded you by eons! You are but an infant compared to me!” The child-spirit marched
straight over the protective circle I had crafted, and as it did so the feeble markings on the floor
dissipated as if’ they had never been there. All that remained was myself and the child. “Now,
infant, you shall learn your place!” The child reached out and touched me, and everything
around me faded.

I've been told that I was found by the police after a noise complaint, curled up in
the fetal position on my floor, gibbering nonsense and crying. T don’t remember any of that. |
can only remember darkness and the sound of wailing Thousands upon thousands of cries,
non-stop echoing cries of babies. It was endless; the cries drowned out any sound of protest
I could make, and my mind cracked a bit more at every scream. Eventually the wailing was
like a cheese-grater against my sanity; until nothing was left but dust. All T remember afier tha
was waking up here, strapped in this white strait-jacket. I'm only able to tell this to you because
I'm in one of my few and rare moments of clarity. Eventually I will descend again, as I have
descended before, into that wailing pit of torment. I will curl up and spout gibberish, and I'll cry,
Like an infant,

/
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By MIKE RAMIREZ
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BREON EVANS
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Greener on the Other-Jide

BY BREON EVANS
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VICTORIA HART

You expect me to smile [or you.
Clustomer service relationships are so short,
vet most often they are the happiest as well.

People smile, there is a fair exchange,
and the two groups hopefully leave
with satisfacton on their faces.

I'veryone gets what they want.
liveryone 1s happy:
No excess.

You stll expect me to smile,

like some moronic clown.

Hiding behind heavy makeup,

my mascara smudging {rom the sweat of
running to and fro,

the ever-long attempt to get your satisfaction
is exhausting,

I've been running for years,
and T've yet to feel like you believe in my

I've been told my customer service is great.
I have a beautiful smile,

my tone is cheery,

but in no way deemed fallacious.

I appear to be happy with

contenting others for a living,

The funny thing about only having worked
In customer service,

is that you can get so impatient

with those who slow you down.

The people who,

even after having people stand in front of them

for five minutes,
or looking at the menu for 15,
still are so indecisive,

I like the short relationships

that are sweet, to the point,

where everyone can move on with their day,
unscarred, '
my face merely one that may

service.

%armﬁfto/»wgeé}l& Tatkeover

BY LAURA KELLY

(Clats have a history deeper and darker than the fur on their backs. They are not the soft, furry,
cuddly pets we take them for. They are trying to take over the world! Cat owners everywhere are
woken up in the middle of the night with their cats just staring at them on their chests. These
confused owners mistake this for aflection, but those of us who understand the goal of cats do
not make the same mistake. These balls of fluff’ are plotting humanity’s downfall. Gatkind was
s0 close to this goal years ago when the Ancient Egyptians revered them as gods, but they fell just
short of world domination, They have impatiently waited generation after generation plotting
and planning for their next chance to overthrow us.

So how do those of us who have seen past the fur to the cat’s claws stop their wicked
plot? Well, first, you must own a cat. This may seem strange: “Why would you welcome the
cnemy into your home, and feed it and care for it?” Think about it, how can you possibly foil a
plot without knowing what that plot is? The only way to figure cut what the cats are planning is
(0 pet close to one, and observe it, so that is what you must do. Go to the pet store and look at all
(he adorable kittens; find the cutest one, the one whose eyes are pleading with you to take him
[iome. That is the lead kitten; he has control of the litter, and he 1s the one who will formulate
il plot and communicate with headquarters. Whatever you do, do not be fooled by the kitten’s
ippearance or demeanor. He is a natural born killer with only one goal, to take over the world.
[is [ur is so soft, you say? You just want to bury your nose in it? NO! The fur is a trap, if you

el too close, it will release a toxin that throws your allergen system out of whack. The kitten
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knows that il you are dealing with watery eyes and a runny nose you can neve be certain ol
what you are seeing, and you cannot ever sneak up on him. So no matter how much that kitten
rubs against your legs, or tries to climb onto your face, DO NOT let him reach your nose.

The second step in thwarting a feline takeover is to educate yoursell about the species
and its history. Smithsonian.com has an enlightening article explaining that cats were first
domesticated around twelve thousand years ago. “Domesticated” is not the term I would use,
because as we know, cats are not actually owned by humans. These cats saw that humans were
weak minded, and they resented the fact that humans were helping catkind’s mortal enemy:
dogs. So ancient cats meandered into town and started killing the rats that were getting into
people’s grain stores; the people, amazed by the feline generosity, started taking care of the cats.
As years went by, cats slowly gained more and more favor from humans, giving them more and
more power. By the time of the Ancient Egyptians cats were akin to gods, and the punishment
for someone who figured out cats’ plot and tried to stop them? Death. Anyone “foolish” enough
to harm a feline daughter of Bastet the cat god was executed promptly. Wise people like us were
unable to stop cats from taking over more and more of the world, and for a while it seemed like
they would rule over all, but something changed in the medieval ages. People apened their eyes
and saw cats to be the demonic, power-hungry beasts they really are. But alas, with time peaple
again fell prey to the soft fur and soothing purr, and cats once again became treasured “pets”
(Zax).

So now that you have completed your feline history lesson, it is time to move on
to thwarting your cat’s present plot. The first concept is distraction. Cats have several major
triggers that they cannot ignore, and while they are distracted they cannot possibly plan a coup.
Therefore we must start by using toys. Cats cannot resist movement they are trained to hunt and
stalk, and this training sets in the instant they sense motion. Leave strings, yarn, and feathers all
over. Your cat will be so busy pouncing that he will never have time to strategize. But there isa
downside to all this work: your cat will start taking more catnaps. Why is this bad? He cannot
possibly plot in his sleep, you say. Wrong! Cats do not dream of open fields and plump mice they
dream of world conquest. The next step is to combat this dreaming.

Catnip is the weapon of choice when you desire to stop your cat from any lucid
thoughts. Cats can smell the plant from miles away, and if you have catnip in your home, I can
guarantec your cat will come ranning, Camip is a member of the mint family, and it contains a
“chermical compound called nepetalacton. ... [Which] induces a harmless physiological reaction
in some cats” (Catnip). According to the same Catnip article, the drug acts as an aphrodisiac,
which can cause your cat to do funny things like run around, roll around, or stare ofl into space.
Basically, your cat gets high, and stops all meaningful mental processes. Catnip is harmless to
cats, which is important because we are not cruel, so you can use it as much as you need to. But
some cats have figured out that we are using catnip to disable them, and they have evolved to be
immune. If your cat is not responding to catnip, you must proceed to distraction step three.

Step Three: you must get a dog: It does not matter if the dog is a little, yappy ankle-
biter, or a death-by-licking German shepherd, but from experience I can tell you that if your
cat can knock over your dog in a single swipe, this is not going to work. Dogs are catkind’s
archenemy, and they provide the perfect distraction. Dogs have simple minds, and all they want
to do is have fun. Their brand of fun is chasing the cat around the house, which the cat most
definitely does not like. This game of chase is sure to keep your cat distracted from his true plan,
as well as provide a more pressing matter for him to solve. Instead of dreaming and plotting
world domination, your cat will first plot the downfall of your dog. Most of the time this will not
work, especially if you keep your mind open and see that your dear dog has been framed, Flufly

the hound did not eat your hrand new headphones it was Pickles the (b,

Jreies
1he second plotpreventing concept is keeping your cat happy: 'Think of every dictator
o cang was Hider happy? What about Stalin? From Castro to Mussolini, no (li(‘l.‘l.l()l" has ever
been happy: [tis a simple fact: happy people do not desire world domination. Se it is your job to
leep your flufly ball-of=hate happy: Start with food; cats love to eat, so it is easy to placate them.
Never let your cat’s [ood bowl become empty, because if you do, he will let you know: Loudly.
\lso choose food that fits your cat’s personality, physical attributes, and refined tastes. A cat will
not be happy il he is always hacking up hairballs, so put him on hairball control formula. Cat
(reats are also a wonderful idea, for they are addicting. This, combined with the camip, will
have you cat permanently addicted, and like any addict, your cat will spend all his time thinking
about and begging for his next fix, which prevents him from planning anything,

The final concept is a last-resort option; you must disable your cat. Again, we are not
cruel, so you will not be breaking any bones or causing any pain, instead you will prevent your
cat from desiring a coup, and from being able to take any action towards domination. the
casiest way to proceed is to fatten your cat up. This will keep him extremely happy, it will sap
most of his energy, and it will stop him from doing his typical, sneaky, cat activities. The second
idlea is to neuter and declaw your cat. Neutered cats cannot breed more evil offspring to carry
out their parents’ plots, and declawing prevents any hostlity between your cat and you. The
linal idea is to put kitten mittens on your cat. This is by far the cruclest, ethical thing you could
do to a cat, for it will cause him to fall over and stop moving You cannot show V;ftf’cikﬂCSS by
taking off the mittens after putting them on, so if’ you think the pitiful mewling will break your
will, then do not try this.

The biggest thing to remember when thwarting a feline domination plot is vigilance.
Clats, under all that cute flufl; are lethal dictators. You cannot let yourself succumb to their
will, and you must open the eyes of anyone what has already fallen under catkind’s spell. Our
resistance is growing weaker every minute, and soon enough we will fail in our struggle against
cats. If you cannot help out the cause, one day cats will win, and they shall rule the world.

Fo the Jf&éﬂg/ I Never HAad
By Mike RAMIREZ
Dear you, ...

How are things? I don’t think we've met—
nor ever will—and so, about me. 'm the elder
Brother whom you never knew—now brother to
none; see, when I was five
you left my life before you ever came in,
and all that’s left is the drained-away blood,
the spectre of illness and the shadow of memory
that letters this letter; mom won’t say more.

Don’t get me wrong; life’s been okay
and should you have lived, you would be grateful
for a dad who would see us both, without pause
through school and through life. He comes off
as stern, but you’ll grow out of it. You'd have
good friends; from so many countries
or even at home—and with or without them
you'd still hone your talents. Might you
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play music, or paint as I painted, or

are you a numbers person, tell me.

And how are you, too? Tell me, what’s it like
or non-live—or what do I call

where you live
your “existence”? I do hope
that you have a happy elsewhere,
there where words of blood have
grown into flowers and boundless books,
there to supply an eternity of dreams.
T look forward to seeing you on nights
when I myself dream. Oh, and I don’t think
I ever got your name; no matter,
I’ll think one. Sincerely yours—

@/ Yery Owr

BONGIW HONGWE

We all have heard it said that the notion of beauty is a subjective one, yet we all seem to
grade it according to similar standards. But to describe this place, this little enclosed place coated
with red earth, as beautilul would be a true insult. This is my own haven: a place that very few
can locate, nor do they really understand it. The very place that challenged me to be better than
miyself, whilst at the same time always reminding me that I can never be perfect. This is the place
I call home.

It is not a place that can be easily described. Or perhaps I am going about this the
wrong way. I should have mentioned that my home districtis located at the center of my country.
Whoever decided that my hometown would be the main town in the region had an unequaled
sense of humor, Located just at the center of the provinee, this little densely populated town
is affectionately known as the “Hub” of the country. Now, with that part of the geography
lesson out of the way, T will return to describing my little Mecca. It is a fortress whose strength
comes not from four high stone walls, but from a quartet of majestic mounds of rainforest-green
surrounding it on all cardinal points. Their silent yet powerful rendition of Pavarotti’s “O Sole
Mio” is never lost to my ear. During the wet season, the smell of freshly showered earth fills the
air, refreshing the souls of all. The wide and sparkling umbrella-shaped emeralds brighten up
the entire area, even the forest-floor shaded by them.

During my countless walks up and down all four mountains, the silent whispers of all
those often ignored inhabitants of the coppice remind me of all the dark days that I have had
living in this place. The whiskey taste of the loneliness T feel during these excursions draws me
deeper and deeper into the woods. I have always been enslaved by it, bound hand and foot by
its iron-chains and the striking enigma that is itself

“You are not bound by anything but your addiction to self-torment,” she says in her
usual candid manner.

Well, I suppose we should move along now. At the foot of three of the mountains runs
a stream that flows into a river on the western side. Throughout the sunny cays, the streams
and the river form the base of a large prism from which dance various colors depending on
the tme of day, The sunrises are welcomed hy a troop of dancing helles with golden halos as
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(he dew is wiped ofl” them. In the evenings, rays ol sizzling red scope out the arca, leaving thenr
anitary seent alter removing all traces left by the day’s sins, Throughout the day, a large pyramid
civelopes the place like a cocoon envelopes a worm. Within that shelter, a lot of activities take
place and the community gathers and disperses. Ihave found Saturdays to be the mingling days.

Fvery Saturday is identical to the one preceding it; all the children of the area are
heard shouting war-like cries as they head towards the soccer field. None of them seems to ever
have any chores to perform at home. And homework, let us not speak of homework. Like the
preat migration of the bees, all the children congregate on the field, their buzz audible until such
(ime that the sermon outlining the strategy to conquer the enemy is delivered. In these weekend
pames, there is only room for two types of people: the Davids and the Goliaths. Which type you
are is predetermined by the process of natural selection in which Nature herself takes no part.

The unity amongst the children is as steel-gray as the palpable division amongst them.
A generational trait dating back to the very first inhabitants of the place, passed down over the
years. The original reason for this relationship has been forgotten due to the many modifications
made to the reason why the amity and enmity coincide. That reminds me of the story my
parents used to tell me as a young child about the rivalry between the domestic dog and his
brother the gray wolf, Now, just like then, I completely understand why the gray wolf was ready
(o drasv blood. But I also think that the strife has gotten old, and the two really must find a new
activity. This synthesis of harmony and acrimony is the perfect cup of tea as various ingredients
are brewed together to create this imperfectly perfect place that is my home. Like the acquired
taste of tea, you learn to love this place. Whilst at the one end it is the warm kiss of summer
down the naked esophagus, its inferno can also surpass Dante’s. Tn this place, age heals no
wounds; it merely generates wrinkles whose mustardy-green, pungent odor burns to the touch.

Me, I exist in the midst of it all. Whilst every Saturday begins with more or less the
same activities for me, no two Saturdays are ever the same. As soon as I have fulfilled my duties,
I escape to revitalize myself after the week’s vexations. As Twalk by the river; the gush of the
crisp smell of freshwater strikes me with such force my troubles shudder. As many walks as I
have taken through this very route, each time is like my first. The collage of flowers rivals any
Van Gogh painting of similar scenery. I breathe in the sticky pollen, and let it settle within me.
“YWhat s it that keeps you in this dreadful place?” She always has something positive to say.

As Twalk along the river’s edge, the numerous sofi drink cans, glistening pebbles, twigs,
spider wehs, and paper littered all over the place are the symphony orchestra that permits my
mind to wander ofl uncontained. From them I hear the sounds of the percussions, marimbas,
piano, and harp perfectly intertwined by the written music. ‘The lyrics differ each time, but the
pure tingling of my toes, and the thumping lullaby my heart sings are all the approval I need.
T'his is my very own shrine where my prayers are the butterfly caresses on my cheek. The
story of the how the mighty phoenix rose out of the ashes waltzes before me. The enormous
hallroom; guests clad in their finest masquerade costumes and enthralling masks; the dark and
sweet anonymity. But today; the masks are being removed to reveal what has been hidden within

lor so long,

“What is it that keeps you in this dreadful place?” she asked. After years of slavishly
cating her devil’s pie, I can finally hold my head up high and answer her question. The thrilling,
preen and great expanse of darkness that stretches across the four mountains; the thunderbolts
(hat roar each morning as the great crusaders make their weekly pilgrimage to the soccer field;
iy morning chores; and my walks by the river are the reason. Every Saturday is transformed
o the Stadium at Olympia, and at its heart is the Colosseum. All come together for the love
ol community. All come together to do battle. No, this place is not at all dreadful. Rather, it is at
the core of who and what Tam, In truth, itis the balance that I have always sought in my life,
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B AYLEE RETHMAN

We all search for a place to call home:

The avenue of ocean waves in summer,

A reflection of time a distant memory.

We rattle down an unfamiliar road

less traveled by souls on a familiar Thursday,
And we dance in the rhythm of the daflodil.

Thunder and lightning as lovely as a daflodil
struggle to reach their comfortable home.
Today, we redirect our Thursday

afternoon to turn into a summer

night underneath the stars on the empty road.

We create a lasting memory.

Withered leaves collect a lifeless memory

while the sun shines on a vellow datffodil.

We couldn’t agree to take that road.

Our hearts on our sleeves reminded us of
home

and a chilly winter morning in summer.

A street lamp dies on another Thursday.

We are two travelers together this Thursday
roaming to make our own memory.

Awaiting the warmth of summer
suns that bring life to the dafloclil.
Where ever you are, I feel at home.
I have chosen to trek the same road.

We wandered down a barren road

lonely as a cloud every Thursday.

The art of loving comes from home.

We're all alone with our memory.

Smooth scents saturate the air around a
daffodil

and waft to the surrounding summer.

1t makes us fall in love, the summer,
and lovers grow closer down the roacd.
Don’t leave me here holding a daffodil
with no more love than the Thursday:
Extend a hand, walk in my memory;
and let your strength be my home.

Find me daflodils along the road
and Thursday night lips in summer,
And make this memory our home.
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e Mind

MORGAN TYL KNORR

['write this poem,

Out of boredom, purely.
I really should sleep,
But it’s quite early:

The mysteries of life,
Are circling in my head.
Why; at this moment,
When I should be in bee? internet?
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Life is a mystery,

Women on my mind,
And homework on the table.
Wonder what’s on the

Should I read another fable?

That’s all I can say.
Once you think you've gotit,  Off Ishould go,
It turns a different way:

Round two of my slumber.
Peacefully I'll dream,
Of saws cutting lumber.
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BY HOGAN DAVIS

Sunlight glinted ofl’ the pure white Titleist as it sailed in a graceful arc into the cloudless
blue sky, over rows of unharvested corn and out of sight. “Damn, that was my last ball,” Noah
moaned,

“If you didn’t buy four dollar balls maybe you could afford to keep more than two
in your hag,” I replied. Noah’s bitching about his worthless goll’ game didn’t help my mood
much. My bag of brand-new Callaway clubs was already missing a six and a nine iron due to
unfortunate lapses of sanity (the six actually flew about 50 yards before it splashed down in the
Osage River). “Grab a couple of the cheap ones out of my bag, but I swear to God if you steal
those new Taylormades I'm going to finish what Tanner started.”

“Sheesh, fine, but that’s a low blow. I was lucky to get out of there with a split lip and
a couple bruises. He was not happy.”

“No kidding? You stole his car, crashed it into the golden arches drive-thru menu, and
he was mad? That’s hard to believe.” I'm pretty sure my sarcasm was lost on Noah as he lined
up a three foot putt. The ball lipped out and I ducked as his putter whizzed over the sand trap
toward the next tee. I had to admire his restraint. He must have really been broke if he was
being that careful about the direction of a good putter launch. I read somewhere that catharsis
doesn’t actually worlk, but it’s hard to beat the feeling of a solid metal stick leaving your hand at
terminal velocity.

“Hey, like [ explained to Tanner. It was that stupid cashier’s fault, telling me ‘welcome
back.” It’s just presumptuous, and P'm not going to take that from some sixteen year old punk.”

“Noah, that may be the stupidest excuse I've ever heard. Why didn’t you just admit that
you wanted a quarter pounder, but were too drunk to drive a stick shift?”” Noah'’s a pathological
liar It’s one of the reasons I still hang out with him after all the trouble he’s caused me. His
creativity and willingness to adapt on the fly make for some beautiful stories. My all-time favorite
invalved a go-cart, his mom’s cat, and an argument about the tread firmly stamped into what
was left of the animal, but that one takes some serious explaining,

“Are you going to hit the ball, or stare at it until it decides to jump in the hole by itself?”
Noah muttered. Patience is anather one of his strong suits. T blasted my drive down the left side
of the fairway and into a sand bunker situated in the perfect spot to piss me off. My new driver
was still in pretty good condition, though, so it made it back into the bag unharmed.

“You going to that movie with the rest of us tonight? I figured we'd meet up at the
school so we only have to take one car.” Our loose collection of friends had decided to see
whatever that new horror film is that’s supposed to be the scariest thing since The Exorcist,
Seems like every new scary movie has said that for the last decade or so, though, I wasn’t getting
my hopes up.

“Yeah, I guess. Tara said she’d be there. I think Joe’s coming too.”

“Waw, Tara’s going so all of a sudden you're in, huh?” Noah’s crush on her had
started in about the third grade, so we’re talking about 15 years of futility here. “You finally
poing to seal the deal?”

“You’re such an asshole. You know we’re just fiiends. I don’t know why you all want to

ce o ‘scary movie,” though. 1 haven’t actually been scared in a movie theater since they killed off
(he golden retriever in Air Bud.”

“Noah, I don’t even know where to start you got so many things wrong there. You're
(alking about Old Yeller, who was a yellow Lab, and that movie came out way before you
were horn," Besddes Bictng pathological, Noah had a really poor memory for the details, a bad
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combination all around. “And of course you don’t get scared at scary movies, You don’'t want to
be.”

“Oh God, don’t start. I den’t care about your stupid theory, and I think it's bullshit
anyway. If a movie was actually scary maybe then I'd get scared, but they’re not so I don’t” He
had heard my rants about movies too many times before I guess. In general, I think that you can
only get scared by a movie if you go into the theater wanting to get scared. You've got to have
an open mind or it’s just going to be a bunch of moving pictures up on a big screen. Anybody
who sits there and laughs at every plot flaw is going to walk out saying a movie wasn’t really that
scary. I let the argument slide because I knew that trying to have a rational discussion with Noah
was less likely than getting a hole-in-one on the eighteenth hole, a six-hundred yard par five.
One good thing about a golf course, it’s really hard to stay mad at anything, no matter how bad
a score P'm putting up. I swear blue skies and a well-cut fairway are as perfect as it gets. As the
cart came screeching to a halt at the last tee block I wondered again how I'd been dumb enough
to let Noah drive. It's almost admirable how often he can get a cart up on two wheels without
rolling it ofl into a pond.

Both of our drives managed to find the [airway, a minor miracle in itself, and as we
skirted the edge of the pond on the right side I couldn’ help but admire the view. The morning
sun shimmered on the water as it meandered along next to the fairway, everything seeming to
lead up to that rolling green surrounded by bunkers. Noah played a safe shot up the fairway to
set up a chance at the green that didn’t involve chancing the water. [ said, “Didn’t know you'd
gone soft on me,” as I lined up a five wood straight at the green.

“Yeah, well, I didn’t want to deal with your whining if’ I lost one of your balls.” he
replied. I didn’t really listen to him, though. The ball sat up on the grass as if’ begging to be
stroked up there for an eagle putt. It seemed inconceivable that it would end up anywhere
other than the green. All the golf magazines tell you to visualize the shat you need to hit, but
there are those times that it feels superfluous. Somehow I knew the swing would be pure before
I moved the club. My follow through was silky smooth as the club kissed the ball with a crack
that can only be described as beautiful. The ball soared upward, straight as an arrow, directly at
the green. I couldn’t help but break into a smile as it began to settle back toward the ground on
its approach. With a final flash the ball landed six feet short of the green, vanishing with a small
splash as ripples spread across the calm water,

[ sat in my car waiting for the others at the parking lot behind the high school. We'd
met here to go just about anywhere since Adrian, the first of us to turn sixteen, got his license at
the tail end of our freshman year. Noah and L are the only ones still living here, but the rest come
back from school almost every weekend for the football games and the same parties we had back
in high school. Taking the scholarship money to go to the local community college had been the
bigeest mistake I'd ever made. T figured that two more years here couldn’t be that bad, but the
time had dragged. Now that I had my associates degree, though, I wondered what the hell I was
looking forward to. Four year colleges weren't exactly knocking down my door to recruit a guy
who'd harely scraped his two year degree. Kicking mysell for old mistakes was too depressing,
so I went back to playing games on my phone. I'd been sitting in my car for ten minutes or so,
one of the hazards of being on time in our group, when I got a text from Tara saying she had
to babysit her niece or something so couldn’t make it. I decided to wait until Noah got there to
deliver the bad news. He showed up twenty minutes late and strolled over. “Where’s everybody
at?” he askecl.

“Tara just texted me and said she can’t come, but I haven't heard from any of the
others,” Treplied,
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“Shit Joe had some excuse o batling o, At that point T was ready to call the mght
o loss and go back to wateh the Cardinals game, Watching movies with Noah and other people
s bad enough, but take out the other people and he’s unbearable. I'd had about as much ol him

a5 1 eould stand at the goll” course,

“Screw them,” he said. “Let’s go anyway.” I couldn’t figure out a way to get out of
(here without hurting his feelings so he hopped in and we took off. Thank God for the fifteen
minutes of previews before movies or we'd have missed the opening; I think the people that
run those places must factor in a lack of punctuality because we even caught the last couple. As
the first scene opened with a woman moving into her new house with her perfect children and
perfect husband Noah leaned over and whispered.

“God I hope she’s the first one they kill off. Every one of these movies starts off the
same way. Wish they’d shake it up once in a while.” I gritted my teeth and ignored him. A stream
of running commentary would be kept up no matter what I did, but I wasn't going to encourage
him. Five minutes later: “IHa, how stupid can you get. No one would ever go in there, Jesus this
is lame,”

“Noah, shut up. I don’t care what you think about the characters, the plot, the special
effects, or anything else to do with the movie.” I replied. I couldn’t help myself. I was actually
(rying to get into the movie, but all 1 could think about was how much I would've rather been
there by myself than in present company.

“Someone woke up on the wrong side of the bed. Come on though, you can't tell me
you like this crap?” I went back to my earlier strategy of ignoring him. Every time other people
in the audience screamed he laughed or made comments about how obnoxious they sere. Self
reflection was not really his forte. When the ordeal was finally over and we had gotten back to
the car I couldn’t help but feel relieved that in a quick fifteen minutes I'd be back home and
the only asshole I'd have to deal with would be myself. I drove back in silence. I'or once, Noah
seemed to pick up my mood and left me alone. I pulled into the school parking lot and Noah got
out. “Hey man, you ok?” he asked.

“Yeah, just tired,” I lied. “See you later.” Right as I shifted into reverse an extended
cab pickup gleaming with chrome pulled in quickly between my car and Noah's and three guys
jumped out, Tanner leading the group.

“Hey Noah,” he called, T think we need to have a little talk.” He turned around and
looked at me and said, “You going to stick up for this idiot or do the smart thing.” His buddies
laughed as T went ahead and reversed out of the parking spot. As I rounded the corner and out
of sight T saw them pinning Noah up against his car. T hesitated, but then pulled over with a sigh
and popped my trunk. I would've preferred the nine iron, but I figured the eight and a pitching
wedge for backup would suffice. When I got back over to the little group huddled around Noah’s
car I saw the cut above his eye and split lip. My form felt a little off; but a slice or a hook wasn’t
soing to hurt this shot much as the solid metal head of the eight iron exploded Tanner’s knee

mnd he went down in a heap. The others backed off as they stared warily at the jagged edge of
the hroken elub in my hand. Ilooked at the man crumpled on the ground for a second and then
il Noah, as a grin spread across my face,

“He may be an idiot, but he’s my idiot so leave him the fuck alone.”
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FEMILY KESEL

Most eight-year-olds have only a positive view of the world. They have all the optimism and
imagination and none of the grief or loss, Up undil July 14, 2001, I was one of those eight-year-
olds. Then, suddenly, I wasn’t.

It was the middle of a glorious summer. The days were long and hot, but not too hot. Each day
the sun seemed to shine brighter and more beautifully than it had the day before. We had just
moved to “the country.” There was finally space to play ball, ride bikes, and explore. There was
the promise of getting a puppy now that we had land for it to run. T would be starting at a new
school soon, but that wasn’t for another month, and there was plenty of time for fun before then.
"The best news of all was that there would soon be a new baby cousin, and there were not many
things Ilooked forward to more than being able to hold a new baby cousin. I'went to bed every
night fully worn out from a long day of playing Hot Box with my brother and neighbors, with
dreams of how I'would be the new baby’s favorite person. My eight-year-old mind was content
and happy. All was well in the world of that eight-year-old.

Then on the night of July 14, after a long day of playing ball outside on yet another
gorgeous day that summer, the eight-year-old with nothing wrong in the world was replaced by
another eight-year-old. Before I was even aware of it, the wonderful summer turned into one of
the worst T have ever had.

Mom and Dad broke the news the next morning over breakfast, The baby cousin that
I had so anxiously awaited had arrived, but something was wrong. T had never heard the term
“stillborn” before, but every time I've heard it since that morning, I've gone back to being eight
years old again, sitting in that terribly wallpapered kitchen in stunned silence just before making
a mad dash to my room to bury my face in my pillow. Sometime later my parents joined me,
saying that if’ I was up for it they would take me with them to the hospital to see my aunt and
uncle and the baby that would never have the chance to grow to be my cousin. I must have said
I'was in fact up for it, but even now I don’t think I really was, nor would I be now.

My dad’s family is a lively crowd. Holidays and special occasions for us are loud,
exciting events filled with yelling, drinking, card-playing, and generally good times. Everyone
leaves happy: You'd never know this by the mood in the hospital that day. My aunts, uncles, and
grandparents sat quietly in the cold, somber waiting area looking utterly distraught. Faces that
Thad never before seen without smiles and brightness now held expressions of pain and moist
eyes. My grandfather, who is as tough and stoic as any former Army man, took ofl’ his glasses
to wipe tears away with a red handkerchief. I found myself in the lap of one of my aunts, held
tightly, asif' I could be lost at any moment as well. She must have somehow felt me struggling to
make sense of everything, (o find the right way to express what I was feeling, because she sofily
whispered to me, “it’s okay to cry.” So I did.

After an agonizing stay in the waiting area with my grieving family, my parents and
I were allowed into the private room where the baby was being held by his dejected mother,
his father with his head in his hands in a nearby chair They had named him Braden Gregory,
nicknamed “The Baby Bulldog” because his scrunched face so resembled that of his tough
father. And they let me hold him. Of all the pictures of that day that are forever engrained into
my memory, that is the one that has haunted me the most. On a normal day, the only thought
in my mind when helding a baby would he don’t make it cry, but this was not a concern on thal
day. That day, the baby in my arms was making me cry. He did not look real, The bahy I was

holding was a deep purple hue, his lips bright red. He looked like something ont of a dream. 1
briefly considered that maybe I was dreaming, that T would wake up the next day an the same
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optimistic etgheyear-old i 1 had Been the day before, But that never happened.

Someone must lave taken him from me afier a while, because the next thing |
remember is staring out ol the hospital window at yet another beautiful summer day. I watched
(e Tew clouds pass by just as they had every other day that summer, not daring to gather into a

(orm 1o ruin the perfection of the season, The previous day’s eight-year-old would have. been
outsicle, challenging her brather to a bike race up the road, unaware of any type of pain but
(e kind that accompanied wiping out on the bike after running over some stray gravel. B'ut
uly 144h’s cight-year-old was looking out the window to avoid seeing her grief-stricken family,
How [ully aware that the worst pain hurts deep down inside, not in the scrapes and scratches of
childhood.

I know that if July 14 had just been a normal day, I would not be the person that I am
now. My view of the world would be a little different if Braclen Gregory were about to become
a H'k‘[‘laé'ﬁl“ this year: My personality would probably not be as pessimistic; I wouldn’t have to
work so hard to look happy. I not only lost a cousin on that lovely summer day, I lost the pure
optimism and contentment of being a child. Ilost the eight-year-old version of me that hac_i not
i care in the world, not a thought of anything painful or negative. I do get flashes of that eight-
vear-old every now and then. When I'm with the person I love more than anything, or when
I'm (:elcbr&xdﬁg another holiday or special occasion with my family and it looks nothing like that
(lay in the hospital. Those flashes are nice. I now have an eight-year-old brother, and thankfully
he still has the brightness and imagination that I wish I still had. I hope he is able to hang onto
(hose even after life has shown him how it truly is. Even though Ilearned a lot about life myself
alter what happened on July 14, I still wish I could have been that eight-year-old just a little bit

longer. At least until I was nine.

BY HAYLEE RETHMAN

Something in his eyes tells

A tale of his past, seventy years ago
When he looked like

The boy sitting next to him.

A wrinkled pile of skin

Sagging skin covering

Ancient calcium deficient bones

And steel plates where joints used to be.

He sees that something

In the old man’s eyes.

What was the world like back then?
And waits for the answer.

I'le lies on the hospital bed.
Shaking, quivering, groaning
Agony adds more lines to

[ lis already crinkled face.

[ used to love to swim

A youthful work of art
When I was your age.

Skin supple and full of elasticity .
Energy Howing [reely in tangles of veins 1l was my enture life
And happiness heaming out of pores. And [ was prety good.

As he spoke,

A single teardrop slowly streamed
Down the crevices and creases
Of his wrinkled check.

The boy sits next to him,

Teet planted, knees bent, listening
Wonder (ills his head,

Andl love his heart,
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By DEAN MORAN
I believe that beliefs are powerful statements.

But they also have a connotation that whatever you believe may not be true...

Depending on the faith and dependency; and the reputation of you, which leads me to believe
that beliefs-well that some beliefs are actually judgments,

And what some believe to me seem like ultimatums—
Assertions of their authority—a stone harbor of oppression—

Sustaining hate and traditional repression of the easily swayed mind; “That’s devil music and
[ believe your sex is a sin and your faith is a lie.” “I believe some people are just lazy and will

never win.” “] believe in a harsh repentance.”

We caress our beliefs in baby blankets, and contrive reasonable yet ridiculous justifications o
close the curtains on any shade of doubt.

We are unwilling to grow or move toward a new day where progression pays the pied piper,
where children play together outside the boxes of our ribbon-tied traditions and precious
beliefs.

T believe in socio-cultural harmony.

Yet some are Livin’ On A Prayer just to find peace. They understand its naive, however
in order to keep singing. ..they Don’t Stop Believin’ holding on to that feeling that a
day will come when every inch of their body and mind will be satisfied—that there

will be a paradise-wedding-bachelorette and birthday party, all at once just for them

in a pristine and perfect white-christmas wonderland.

But when we get what we want—we are no longer in love and we hate what we want—
and we hate what we Love and sometimes the only thing to believe

is we are eternally lost and beautifully fucked up.

Some people believe so they can sleep at night—some believe just for a bullet to bite and wake
up at dawn believing money is time.

Some believe the blood of Christ is literally wine.

Some people believe that every morning needs caffeine and uppers and go juice, anti-biotics
and weed.

Some people will not compromise their beliefs. They will not ask why and close tightly their
eyes—stumbling their way through a subtle and subliminal world.

W

[y are stoned young men, Tliey are material girls,

Some so strongly believe the technology and the plastic regimes have ruined the world,
(hat they sit up at night stewing over the peer reviewed journals condemning industry for
the crime of Bispenol A and nightmares of Endocrine Disruption—dreaming dreams of
hermaphrodite frogs in swamps downstream and conspiracies of covert depopulation.

Some passionately devour GMO’s and multi-vitamins, debating the merits of holy,
blessed progression; sweet, sweet pizza, the cherry colas and zero-calorie brewskis,
and the hardcore pornography and romantic comedies that are so soothing,

and the tablet consumerism that is unapologetically American.

Some see many ghosts of past Christmases. They are generations of Grinch’s masturbating
angrily and Bah-humbugging at the birth of our savior. Some lose themselves in that anger.

Some learn how to use it. Bur many men are all monsters and all women medusas. Some see
love a painful visage and swear by the confusion.

Some sing praise to the lord—some sing only blue, blue music.

But T will believe by and by in the power of why and will try and try, asking why so many
times;

As (o see her passionately broken mind; As to see his helpless faithful wandering,

As (o see the scenarios that define every drop of sun that makes all people’s mind sceds grow
50 high like open meadows at dusk and grow bountiful and wondrous—letting beliefs just flow
loosely and free like a childhood kite sailing in the bewildering ocean breeze—

as to see like a child, as to see all the meaning,

[ believe we can lift each other’s spirits with radiant love and sunshine that will allow us to all
lind relentless beauty in whatever insanities we choose to believe.

| believe that beliefs are what make our spectacularly tilted world turn-
and more than this, muehk more thasn this. ..
they are the blood of our fathers, mothers, civil warriors and rights activists who believed there

was more to believe in the American Dream.

| helieve in the transcendence of nations and the body, and the mind, and all things,
anel that beliefs are often more than they seen.

Ancl furthermore I believe.
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The DBrocwre Marns DBuurdere

BY MIKE RAMIREZ

Take up the Brown Man’s burden—
And open wide your eyes:
Your history’s betrayed you,
And fed vou fragrant lies.
Your saviours—as you called them—
Who thought you grossly wild—
Clamped you in velvet bondage,
Your freedom now reviled.

Take up the Brown Man’s burden—

Your colour wear with pride;
Pay no heed to the slanders

That movie stars provide;
Set down the soap that whitens,

And dye your hair no more,
Your beauty shines unsullied,

You need not ask for more.

Take up the Brown Man’s burden—
Cast off pretentious airs;
You claim to love your country,
Yet favour foreign wares.
Take pity on your workers,
For life and love they toil,
And pay them for their treasures,
Borne of your living soil.

Take up the Brown Man’s burden—
When peace gives way to war,
Amass your noble brethren,
On every sacred shore.
Rely not on the ordnance
Your so-called allies lent;
No, build your own defences,
With none but your consent.

Take up the Brown Man’s burden

And raise your livid cry,
Against perfidious leaders

Who bled your nation dry.
Remember that the white man

Taught them the ways of greed,
And through their sham elections,

You vote the worst you breed,

Take up the Brown Man’s burden—
Recall that once before,
An Empire young and headstrong
Sent forth her sons to war;
Will you forget their tortures,
Your blood they dared to shed?
Go, fight them with your living,
And charge them for your dead!

Take up the Brown Man's burden—
And tell your wretched peers,
The blood of kings and chieftains,
Runs in their veins and tears.
A thanlkless task it will be,
For they shall ask in fright:
“Why rob us of our comfort,
Our loved colonial night?”

Take up the Brown Man’s burden—
Awake, the truth arrives—
It calls you to accounting,
For living sordid lives,
Safe in the bright illusions
Your sweet oppressors cast;
Go hence, the dawn awaits you,
To free yourselves at last!

Sy
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feau g Romee
By RA EL PERRY

Arriving in Rome is a simple matter. Leaving, on the other hand. . ..

Your flight leaves London at precisely 5:05 PM Friday and lands at 8:28 PM, seven
minutes carly, at the Fiumicino airport. Geing through passport contral has never been easicr:
Il takes only long enough for the handsome young man to find a page to press his stamp to. He
doesn’t even check your picture!

"To buy passage into the city, you only have to go to a counter and hand a woman ten
curos, take your change and ticket, and walk outside to where your bus waits. A smiling bus
driver takes your bag and slides it below the bus for safe storage, so you smile back and clumsily
ay “grazie” as you get on the bus, Just over an hour later; you get off' the bus into the bustling
nightlife of “The Eternal City™ Although you have some difficulty locating your hotel mitially,
when you finally drop your hags and lie down you find yoursell unable to sleep, your mind
racing with all the things you will do tomorrow.

You wake up early, despite the time difference, because you finally decided in the
moments before sleep finally took you what you are going to do first: the Ciolosseum. You make
A few wrong turns and see many beautiful sights along the way and take a few pictures, but you
have a destination. Countless tour guides accost you as you approach the Colosseum, rying
10 get you to pay sixty! fifty! forty! thirty-five euros! for their services. Fach step closer to the
Colosseum you get, the lower the price. You see that the line is moving rather quickly; so you
politely refuse. As much as you would like to get in now, you know better than to pay quadruple
the price to skip the line. Besides, how long could this take?

You are in line for slightly over an hour, but you don’t notice because you are finally
there! The walls are pitted by time, and you imagine that the people around you aren’t tourists
like you, but rather you are all ancient Romans waiting to see the fights. You can almost hear
the distant roar of a lion echoing beneath the imagined crash of steel on steel though the ages,
overriding the modern chatter. You are swept up with the history of the place, so much so that
when you hand the nice older man behind the counter a twenty euro note, you nearly forget to
take your ticket and change.

Nothing now stands in your way, but you pause to savor the moment before stepping
into the sun. You are temporarily blinded by the light and have to blink for several seconds
belore you can finally see it. The sheer size of everything astounds you; a fallen pillar lies near
the entrance which would have towered over you, bigger around than your arms can possibly
reach. You aren’t here for this pillar, though, so you step out onto the walkway which encircles
(he arena.

Finally, you can see all the splendor of the Colosseum, and you realize that nothing
could have prepared you for the awe-inspiring sight before you. The arena, though there is no
longer a platform across the expanse, stuns you with its splendor; the exposed base, which you
hear a passing tour guide call the hypogeum, though time-worn, is an impressive labyrinth of
tunnels where the combatants (both human and animal) would walk to meet their fate. As you
circle the arena, you see a steady stream of people walking through an archway to reappear on
(he next level, so you join the flow. The stairs are worn fiom the countless feet of unfathomable
throngs who have cimbed those steps before you. When you reach the sccond level of the
tands, you realize that the view is even more breathtaking than before, The effort which must
have heen put into creating this behemoth of a structure amazes you, You linally unclerstane
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why everyone who visits the Colosseum comes back a dlillerent person,

Eventually, you decide that it is time for you to depart, especially when you note the
time; without realizing it, you have spent over four hours wandering around the magnificent
structure. Including the time it took to walk from your hotel and the wait in line, you realize that
breakfast was over six hours ago and your stomach is growling, You reluctantly walk toward the
exit, trying to absorh every detail before you leave. Finally, with one last parting look, you turn
away and head oft to find something to eat.

After picking a direction completely at random, you walk for a few minutes, taking
shelter from a sudden downpour of rain beneath a tree. Dozens of people wander the streets
trying to sell you umbrellas, which you have to dodge and politely refuse. You spot a restaurant
across the street, and decide to eat your lunch there. The restaurant has a covered outdoor
dining area with a tree growing through the middle, so you decide to eat out there. You order a
glass of wine and fettuccini Bolognese because, well, when in Rome.. ..

After a delightful late lunch, you decide to spend the rest of your day just wandering
around the city. You find an archeological dig of an ancient temple and accidentally discover the
Piazza Venezia, walk a bit farther and find a tiny church with a ceiling painted so beautifully that
you wonder who did it, and countless street merchants selling everything imaginable. Finally,
you decide to go back to your hotel to sleep, because it is dark aside from the lit buildings. You
retrace your steps, ending up eventually in front of the Colosseum, which is so beautifully lit up
that you feel like crying, 'T'his moment is why you came to Rome. This one, and the countless
others like it. Those moments when you feel like you are a part of something greater than
yourself.

After a few more days of secing everything that Rome has to offer (the Vatican, the
Sistine Chapel, the Trevi Fountain, the Forum), you know that it is time to leave. You take your
bags to the train station where that bus first drepped you off with a heavy heart, and go through
the arduous process of getting a bus back te the airport. You have the return bus ticket which
you purchased upon arrival, but after waiting for half an hour, you find out that you need to
exchange your ticket for a boarding pass. You do what the person told you to, and begin waiting
for the next bus. It is several minutes late, and you have to rush to put your bags beneath the bus
(no smiling man to help you with them) and board before it takes off without you. This bus ride is
as different to the one into Rome as real Ttalian food is to Ragu, jostling and bouncing you away
from the city you fell in love with. You disembark the bus an hour and twelve minutes before
your flight, so you are sure that you have plenty of time. You try to ask someone where you are
supposed to be going, but no one answers you. After several stressful minutes of wandering, you
find the right place and go through all of the security rigmarole to wait for your plane to arrive.

When it is hall’ an hour before your flight is due to leave and your plane still hasn’t
arrived, you begin to worry. When the plane finally arrives, you check the time: your flight is
due to leave in five minutes, Ultimately, your flight doesn’t leave until it is over lorty-five minutes
late. Because of headwinds, it is even later to land. Since you are landing in London, you have
to go through another round of passport checks; unfortunately, the woman here is much more
thorough than the man in Rome. You answer several questions about the nature of your trip,
the length of your stay, what you did while in Rome.... When she finally stamps vour passport
and returns it to you, you turn to the page with the [talian stamp on it and sigh.

One day, you will go back.

And that time, you might not leave.

S

Ylsecler the Jea

By DEAN MORAN
A mermaid tale, an octopus’s garden,
A lobster that rocks and talks like Bob Marley,
A fish who gets lost, a yellow submarine—
There’s only so much that we know of the sea...

But underneath I sense a world where time and will do still abide
the patterns of a social tide.
Where all the Shamu know of me and you
And in their songs they warn their young
of the psycho killers up above.

They may know Captain Ahab and have met Uncle Sam—some believe in Tree Willy,
Some don’t give a damn,

While digesting Geppetto and swimming strong—a great reincarnate Mama Cass whale,
Who hates all men for what theyve done and what they’ve said,
sings this here underwater freedom song—as the urchins and starfish and crab all rise up
And start singin’ out, they’re all singin’ along!:

“Those monsters who mampulate
Wath none io lose, but all at stake,
Hewe lost all faith—so they create
An Ozone home of heav’n and hell—
(Talk so much bullstat they can’t tell!)
They’re the tragedy of their own tale (and flush thewr shet doven prpeline sireams!)
Death o Humans! Save the Seas!!”

Moby Dick’s as true as the sun but son you can forget the whale
As men are possessed by all tall tales—by trident myths of great Poseidon
In hopes that there is more to the world a’hiding,
There 1s more to the sea—by God—there has to be!
Evolution has convinced us that we are god,
Turning loose the killer men—swimming on streets with windless sails
Taking aims—making claims—and starting feuds with killer whales.

We turn to the sea and it reflects our mortality
Oh sandy embrace! Oh Summer gladness!
Oh selfishness! Oh sexual madness!

Oh Sunscreen gleam and heart-shaped hikini!
Oh tumbling sandcastles and youthful beach-hall!
Oh Seagull of wonder and giant sun!
(Lord, in the sun we feel so small)

Near to great big ocean that started it all
(oh splendid Beach-boy American sea)

Oh Watery desire!

Clome set ug [ree!
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In_fove WBut Sad

BY KATELYN RAPP
The loveliness of sorrow
is a species of its own.
The art of tears.
And so the oceans that we cry
are really oceans of lovely
and lonely;
the real oceans are the loneliness of God.
And I will come, again,
to this place
where you are the moon
and my eyes are the tde;
my tears are the ocean
in which we're both drowning--
which we're both drowning in
so deeply
that we dangle our prespositions
to the rainbow fish.
Toss our pearls to swine.
Our diamonds to the teapots
while we spin on couches
macle of resentment and sinking sand
and the mispronounciation of “figures”.
When we listen to our books like songs
on beaches of he never loved me;
he doesn’t know how to love me.
And we gulp down
stolen tropic fruits and
stolen pirate juice...

Always the cumulative “we”.
Because I don’t want to let the sky know
how alone I believe myself to be,
knowing He will speak truths of
Tam always here.

Rest.
And yet I pace these beaches
like a marathon
like I am going to die like this...
misunderstood and forgettable and
lonely as hell.
Maybe a little less lonely that hell.
And T know L am
rocks in your satchel
and dust on your vinyls,
listening to Taylor Swifl, alone, on a Friday night,.
Just wishing [ourteen yeary

Just turn vour back,

Jares
OF e year and (‘i;vl|ll months
ar ane semester at this pretentious playground
was enough
[or someone to stay
or remember how recklessly tragic
the heart really is.
This train to the coast of Tennessee
is as strong as we all pretend to be,
with our fated lost loves screaming WHY
like a last breath,
our whimsy fading with our wrinkled faces
and our tred eyes
making sad references to
the cliche songs that used to dance between our skin.
And now the music in my soul is weeping

@ 6636/‘560//
BY ARISTOTLE BUTLER
Darkness
Bright stars in the sky
Stillness in the whole place
Rolling, soaring dust in the air
Smells of old wood, rotten wood
Dew infested boards falling everywhere
Moonlight
What used to be
What happened?

7
BY ETHAN P, ENT
Tell me what I was to you, And nothing to answer for.
And I'll bring it back in view:
Dim the lights, raise the curtain.

Show me where to put my feet.

Cast me into your play once more.

T'll read the lines and play the part,

And il my show won’t please your heart,
Andif my feet betray me, Smother me in prayer.
Abandon and forsake me.
II" you think I need repair, I’ll be an actor in your play,
Seventy times seven once more.
And smother me in prayer.

And if my heart betrays me,
Abandon and forsake me.

If you think I need repair,

Just turn your back

And smother me in prayer.

Iush the crowd, bar the door.
|t them know what's in store.

U Inshackle your Jesus.

Clommand him to fight your war;
I'he Holy See has vour back,
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O the Other Snd of the fune -y — - o
BY REESE LEEC[—(-I » lI,‘I‘al'lll"[,ll{‘xll i, but the wind isnt bad at all, Not winter, but not spring either.
1/5/11 fisp
Miss you. .I.INII:,IPM
12:49 PM e
(nuzzle) Love you.
Miss you too love, 3:50 PM
Well, 'm headed to bed. Goodnight, love you bahe. el l ,‘_(:JV;‘ ;;;l e
1:14 AM i
Whatcha up to?
Love you too handsome. Text YOU tOmorrow. 6:19 PM
L 1:50 AM Watching House and eating pizza. You?
7/11
N T —— 6:19 PM
Py XM ¢ 1t to the concert Wednesday? Having dinner. Figuring out what I'm doing with the rest of my evening
6:20 PM
Don’ rve ] it
o't know yet. I still have 1o see if T have tests Thursday. I'want to though, promise. Were vou here, I would have a few ideas,
10:23 AM 6:21 PM
Lknow you do babe. T'll ke r fingers cr
e A)lfvl be keep my fingers crossed. (smile) I bet yog ;“20;1&
ooyah! No test for AW, now I just have to check with my I to P professor, Yep. Watch a movie, or more Tick, or play a game, or just get naked and roll around with each
AW? T o P? 12:01 PM :ﬂglgrp,l)\ ; assume you won’t be too bored tonight.
12:25 PM i
. Nazh. Seeing if Mad Dawg is up for anything. If not I'll go back to my room and do some
Academic Writing, Intro to Philosophy: reading;
i ; 12:31 PM 6:25 PM
Sorry, I keep forgetting not everyone knows what I'm talking about when it comes to school, Mad Dawg?
; . " ) ) 12:33 PM 6:26 PM
E\:T?gn;ii to apologize. You're expanding my lexicon of you. (laugh) It’s the nickname we gave Madeline.
6:26 PM
Lexicon? I get my own lexicon? Oh, my. :)
Obviously. 2:11 PM 6:27 PM
5:43 PM (headdesk) It feels like the hours are going by so slow: I'm not even bored or anything it’s just...
Time is crawling.
You are such a dork. 8:06 PM
5 6: ) My head is buried i laptop trying to get thi dated. But, yeah, I understand. It’s
l\{e%ﬂy? I'm a geek, thank you, Ms, X-Box lover 00 PM réﬁffat N'thunf in my laptop trying to get things updated. But, yeah, I understand. It’s
6:15 PM :;]O;r;r\l,[m out you.
No one likes a jealous lover honey. Goodnight. I am crashing, See you tomorrow.
Pi. 6:24 PM 11:15 PM
6:30 PM ‘ll'cin:frli"ﬁ/\{v. Sleep well, my beautiful girl.
1/11/11 . /15/11
Classes are looking a bit steep, but good. I think we got your cold wind this morning, It was kinda chilly.
Very b i e . N 2:07 PM 0:27 AM
ery c‘oo_i.. Howis the day going? The weather here is surprisingly nice. 1 had the windows Si, it’s several degrees colder today:
open for most of yesterday evening. ‘ ’ ’ - 9:98 AM
2:34 PM H:3Ral
g [Hows it going? Have you tasted all your new classes yet?
i 1S not bac although surpasdngly cold wind 0:50 AM
E 8 TM I N B - ’
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Pve had them all, P'm doing some assigned reading now,

951 AM

And done. Pol Sci is going (o be interesting,

9:38 AM
How so?
9:59 AM

The professor is odd, but more than that, after finishing the first section of the text, the subject
matter itself' is engagin.
10:03 AM
It actually is. I know I got pulled into it too.
10:18 AM
They have diet mountain dew in the fountains now. I'm so screwed,
1:52 PM
Iknow the feeling, They had it when I was working at Bridge. It was free too. There was a
fountain right outside my office. Ah, good times. o
2:12 PM
I'hate having to clean up other develooper’s messes. T mean- has anyone heard of
professionalism? Gah (o working late because other people are incompetent.
449 PM
Sarry to hear that hon. All.cleared up now? ﬂ

6:24 PM
Yeah. Finally got home. |
6:39 PM
(purr-nuzzle) [
G30PM |
Mmmm...love ya. Watching Batman Begins and thinking of vou.
7:15 PM
All good things I hope
7:16 PM
Of course. |
7:17PM i
well, some naughty things too. 3
7:18 PM |
Of course.
7:22 PM ‘
Batman is done. They’re showing the Penguin one, Meh. About to g0 to sleep. How you
doing?
10:32 PM |
Pretty good. Going to stay up a bit longer, but bed is calling me too,
10:33 PM
Indeed. Sleep well lovely:
10:54 PM
1/23/11
Playing a potentially super complex board game without you... help...
6:05 PM
Which is it?
6:07 PM

Cline ol 'Thrones,

/

p JOreN

G:07 PN
Just remembers everyone dies,
0:08 PM Right,
6G:10 PM
More Batman. The Drak Knight is on. :)
i Coolness,

7:20 PM

Why so serious?

7:21 PM Heh
7:22 PM

Poor Batmohile. It’s always hard to watch it self destruct. i

Lt Aw.. Poor pretty piece of machinery.

8:54 PM

What’s your plan for the weekend?

AR FM It’s looking pretty free.

9:05 PM
Pick me up Friday?
9:06 PM

[ was hoping you'd say that. When?

9:06 PM Around elleven,
9:09 PM

Iixcellent.

9:09 PM il
9:10 PM

What?

9:13 PM

; ; vl

What's got you so excited about this weekend:

B 9:14 PM
Not sure I'll tell you. I think it should be a surprise.

9:20 PM Oh, come on. Tell me,

9:21 PM

Nope.
()'JI PM 1)1(“[‘“_‘.‘)
9:21 PM

Nope.
922 PM Meanic,
9:22 PM

A A O O O ) |
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9:23 PM
I'l‘l'\f(‘l'l.
9:23 PM
Yes. :
9:24 PM

So, I got my ass kicked.
: - 10:41 PM
Did you die —like R. R. Martin thinks you should?

10:42 PM
Not exactly. Close enouguht cugh. The end is inevitable.
10:44 PM
*enough though
10:44 PM
Yeah. The best you can hope for is a well written death scene.
10:45 PM
Miss you.
_ ’ o 11:02 PM
Miss you too. P'm lounging in the warm tub, reading Friday, I'll have you to warm.
11:05 PM ;
(purr)
. 11:05 PM
Mmmm... such a sweet girl.
11:06 PM
Only for you.
11:06 PM
Avewww... I feel all squishy:
11:07 PM
Good. (nuzzle) I'm glad to be back in school, but I'm going to be really happy when [ see you
Friday.
11:08 PM
I'understand. Me too.
11:09 PM
And after Batman, Transformers: Dark of the Moon. I'm such a geek.
11:19 PM
Woot!
11:19 PM

Of course, it is the TT movie with the most awesome person ever — Buzz Aldrin! Just let him
slug Megatron. Game over.
11:21 PM
Heh.
. _ 11:21 PM
Heading for bed. Good night dearest.

12:21 AM
Goodnight handsome. Love you,
12:30 AM
1/25/11
Good morning beautiful.
8:09 AM
W E B TMINB T E N oY - R

; !
| farite

I left my wallet e homme thismoring Feh, Plow's your day (reating you!

24 PM
Babe?
539 PM

Probably forgot your phone was on silent again. You know I won't let you live this down,
717 PM
1/27/11
(lold, but no snow: Disappointed. If we have to suffer through below-Ireezing weather, I want
it to look pretty. How you doing this morning?
10:01 AM
Sweetness?
12:54 FM
You're starting to worry me babe. I'm going to try calling in an hour.
5:15 PM
So, you didn’t answer and it went straight to voice mail. Get back to me as soon as you can
okay?
6:30 PM
Seriously, where are you?
7:08 PM
Please pick up the phone.
9:54 PM
1/28/11
1 called the school.
7:32 AM
Happy anniversary.
3:04 PM
[ got you the stuffed tiger you wanted last ime you were out here. Named her Rosa.
8:50 PM
1/29/11
You're mom called. She couldn’t believe that no one had thought to call me yet.
10:10 AM
I didn’t know what to say; so I didn’t say anuthing,
10:11 AM
Good night.
[1:45 PM
1/31/11
[ love you my sweet girl.
9:42 AM
I wish you here right now.

[:07 PM
2/7/11

Madeline called. She told me what happened. I thought you should know she’s okay and out
of the hospital. Karina is going to be there for a while yet, but she sho

2:42 PM

uld he fine too. Nic... didn’t make it.
2:42 PM

Gioodnight sweetness. I love you.
I1:03 PM
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2/10/11
David is acting like a mother hen, but Amy is doing her hest to keep him inline, You'd be
laughing at them.
12:34 PM

2/14/11

Professionalism people, I swear. I feel like T keep cleaning up messes that were caused by
everyone else.
10:13 AM
I'miss you.
12:12 PM
Iove you,
1:23 PM
T keep wishing you'd pick up or answer me,
5:16 PM
It’s been really hard to keep ot together these past few days, but the dog needs me so that’s
helped.
749 PM
Good night my lovely girl. Happy Valentine’s Day
10:32 PM
2/28/11
Good marning babe.
8:06 AM
Iremembered what you said, about wondering if the 28th gets lonely without the 29th (o keep
it company. Strange, sweet girl,
11:58 AM
Carl keeps asking if 'm okay. Apparently I seem off;
2:39 PM
3/6/11
David asked about you. He was wondering when you would be coming by for a visit. Syays he
misses you.
4:05 PM
[ miss you too,
4:05 PM
Lhaven’t told him yet. I don’t know what to say; he loved you like one of his own.
4:06 PM
3715711
Your mom called David and Amy: I didn’t know they knew cach other. He’s been calling me
all day.
6:24 PM
I don’t want to talk to him. I don’t want to talk to anyolie but you.
6:30 PM
Please answer me.
8:33 PM
Please, baby gitl, I just want one message. That's all I want.
8:34PM
Fine. Be that way: I don’t care.
9:13 PM
3/81/11

; Jeriees

Daviel docsn't ke that ' doing this. He asked me to stop.
10:11 AM o o
But what if you text me back? What if you really are there just waiting for the right time.
2:03 PM
[ can’t abandon that. T can’t abandon you.
315 PM
4/18/11

[ tried stopping.
544 PM ‘

But then something would happen, or I'd see something and I would be halfway through a
text to you hefore remembering,..

6:14 PM

I think I need to delete your number.

7:00 PM

['m sorry. I don’t want to.

7:02 PM ‘ ,

[ want you. I want you here on the couch next to me talking about anything. I don't care what
it Is.

7:05 PM

4/20/11

[ need to delete your number.

7:39 AM

I love you,

7:43 AM

Gooedbye.

8:00 AM
5/15/11

I lied. I couldn’t because it’s all I have left except for the few things around the apartment.

10:22 PM . . ‘
I should have let you move in. What was I thinking making us wait until the summer?

10:30 PM
6/6/11

Happy Birthday beautiful. Wish you were here to celebrate.

9 AM

R wrong # dude
10:00 AM

He stared down at his phone with blank eyes. Tears slipped down his face as his
phone fell from his limp fingers to the floor of his office. She wasn’t on the other end anymore.
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% ' Janis
B ! iskirt™
She wore a miniskirt!”
woalered ///o//ze/z.- -
BY VICTORIA HART Yes, sex is beautiful,
Sex is beautiful. But rape is as ugly as the lies you've told us,

Like a rose unwilted,
You have girls in bloom %«f/
In schoolyards,

BY HAYLEE RETHMAN
In front gardens,

ithi i / Wake up eve but my own
And alone from within the cracks of a sidewalk, [T'want to move] T ll”y world
Vs lo anywhere mornug with 2
¢
Waomen rise up from the devastation ) ; i
Covereg and hardened ‘ WAt i i
; arde :
. ; our face want to
By man-synthesized muck | | L Hlto
S R ) scream love i
Tha,tgiiums Icyll: the V\:nler, at the rafters] is the first thing [ see. breathe. |
ppery when wet. Tabmles
It turns hot in the summer, . =
all aslee Make every morning "The same air
Enough to where you may fry unhatched fowl upon our faces. - aslcfdp the b inr?in : that keeps us
"The whites of these unhorn bahy birds every night [the beg g e
Smear our true colors,
A pcﬁle and ugly hue l with your arms of every new poeni.] Wi
2 gly hue e (o R /ith you.
Faded like chalk powder from clapped erasers enveloping me. i o
From 1950°s punishment ( s ’
TEL s A revolutionize anything
These years are familiar with punishment for us. L o :

We were used to the cli nging stockings

That pulled at our skin, @ = e
The makeup that suffocated us,
The words that burned our ears By BoNel SHONGWE

Like hot curlers or hair irons Drift, Drift
That brand us as men’s cattle, :
This same burn we feel in our hearts when we're told, Throug_h the wind
“It’s your fault, Blow?mg East
Its what you wore, Blowing West
Whore! ( Time of no consequence.

Know you not how you tease men

To the fruition of your own unwilled deflowering? From day-spring

Do you not realize | To day-end
i ' No foothold-
The stretched inseams of men s
Are all your doing? Just the melody of surrender.
You are the reason why . ;
[ have penetrated your womanhood. i Swi...sh.. 0, -sh... .
The dress T have torn off your vulnerable skin ] e 1?1,laby it sl.aven/
Is why I'prod and stab . Inability (o df:Cldﬁ .
Your holy, now gaping, bloody entrance. Dependence on iron-rails

Your makeup is the reason why
"There are tears upon your face

Swaying to the swish of the whip.

Streaming like the internet virus videos ! Dr,l?t to thf‘.. (-TlnCl
That promote precators, Dlr{h' m‘ 1.)l)|:\f.|1.1||
Support [inser FOPISCS name here| ‘ Drifi, dvift, dvifi, ..
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By AMINA ESIC

My first memory takes me all the way back into those bloody mornings when the
sounds of grenades and bullet whistling were my wake-up calls. My mother would line us up
every morning and repeat our typical routine on how to run away from snipers. And believe it
or not, [ hecame an expert in running away from death. My childhood was more like a video
game; [ never knew if' I would reach to another level and get a new life for the next day: T was
not afraid; T guess T never actually realized that [ was growing up in the world of terror, killings,
and sufferings. I was growing up fast, but [elt like I never had enough freedom to grow up like
those kids who were born in peace.

My family lived in the shelter macle by my father and grandfather, It was nothing more
than a hole in the ground, six feet deep, and thirteen feet wide. The “walls” were coated with
old and rotten boards, while the floor and carpet were unfamiliar words for me. We did not
complain, we lived a modest life underground. As five year old kid, I hated “underground,” as
it seemed creepy and it smelled of fresh soil; T always [elt like I was buried alive. My world was
outside, on the playing ground with my war [riends. Our playground was the safest place in the
town. The sniper could not see or reach us, and that was the only place where we felt like kids
again. [ always kept the count of my friends; seven of us, war kids marching behind barricades,
screaming, laughing, running, falling, playing:

I particularly remember my father’s drilled car parked at the entrance of our shelter.
Since I never had an opportunity to see a brand-new, shining car, this one parked in the front
of my “home” seemed beautiful enough. My father had a special connection with this car, and
every new hole on its surface was breaking his heart. When the days were peaceful, my father
used to let me inside of his Pujdo (his car’s official name), and those days were the special and
the happiest days of my childhood. I would stay inside for hours, collecting the hullets, and
pretending like I was driving. The time was passing by, but Pujdo was sitting at the exact same
spot not ready to give up.

Two years later, the war stopped.

Iremember my parents one day coming and telling me that we are leaving our shelter
and going home. Thanks to this “reasonable” war, I did not know what living in the home felt
like. I'was afraid of change, but I was too young to make any decisions by myself. We moved and
Tleft my six soldiers and Pujdo to find their own way home. I was waiting for them to find their
way hack home for ten years, but they never came. After ten years of waiting, I decided to look
for them.

My first encounter with the place where I left my childhood ten years ago pulled me
back into the world of war, suffering, screaming, and hungry tummies. I felt the chills through
my spine and wished I had never come back. But I was already there facing the reality, and
readly to recall my childhood so I could move on. The hole in the ground T had called home was
gone, and our play ground was not there anymore. My heart broke into pieces when I saw roads
going through the place where I had run barefoot with my six soldiers, my six loyal companions.
The place was quiet, gray, and gloomy. 'The air was heavy; | was struggling for breath. I was
looking for any sign of my childhood, but I could not find one. I went to every corner; I pecked
into every hole, but I did not find anything, I could only remember seven of us running around,
laughing, screaming, and playing. We were all finally free, but this place had lost its freedom,
it had lost its beauty; and its greenness. T suddenly remembered my childhood happiness. |
remembered all of us being childish and happy, happier than ever. I never imagined that the wat
could be a reminder of joy and happiness, but that is what I learned throngh it how (0 enjoy

ey
and be happy no matter what.

My six soldiers were all alive. They survived the game and moved to the next level.
They all got an extra life, a new chance for living. We still sce cach other whenever we are al
the same continent, and regardless of our distance and lack of conversation, they are stll my
favorite six. The relationship we built through the war is unbreakable, and every single day
hefore going to bed, or waking up, I think of them and smile at those wonderful moments we
spent together.

Pujdo is another story. Pujdo never gave up. The car I got for my 18th birthday from
my parents was restored Pujdo. My father mustered the strength to say goodbye to his baby,
and to deliver it into the hands of its new owner. I still spend hours sitting in that car, recalling
memorics and remembering every little detail from the time 1 used to play inside of it. After
confronting the place I hated the most, I realized that this very same place offered me the mos|
beautiful moments of my life; I finally realized that the war did not destroy us, but we destroyec
the war.

Now here 1 am, seventeen years later. A grown woman that managed to have the mos
beautiful childhood under the grenades and the rain of bullets. I still return to the place where
I left my childhood to remind myself of those beautiful moments, beautiful friendships, and
beautiful memories. Each and every picture from my childhood album reminds me of how the
war could not destroy our dreams and our hopes. There is no greater feeling than coming back
to this place and breathing in all the power and energy we lefi there years earlier. Remember,
I never said my life was easy; my life was modest. Modest and beautiful. And if Twould have a
chance to live my life all over again, I would not change a single thing about it. I would not be
afraid to go through the war, and I would fight for our [reedom and peace through laughter,
love, and life. T would defeat the death all over again, have my six soldier, and drive my Pujdo.

We live in freedom now, we go to college now, and we are the pride ol our parents,
our people, and our country, All seven of us. We, children of the war, fought for our peace; we
laughed when it was the hardest, we loved in the world of hatred, and we played in the land of
mines.

“In war, our elders may give the orders...but it is the young who have to fight.”
© TH. White, The Once and Future King

Words to a_toved COne

By BREON EVANS

Soon it will all get to you

You will reach vour breaking point
like coal Causing you to change

Deep And live your life in a new form
Worth more to society

You're so lonely
5o lileless

Bencath the ground

Though it wor’t matter what others think
You will realize how invincible you are

You will know nothing can break you again
You will be one precious gem

Sitting in the dark

| ocked away from the world
lcimperature rising

I'ressure too high to bear

Ciracks develop

Slowly eroding away your surface
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