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Addict  
Lauren Crowder 
 
From one addict to another. 
The words slipped from his 

mouth, 
almost carelessly. 
 
As he peered at me, with 
knowing eyes 
I felt my hard façade begin to 

soften. 
The façade I adopted at a young 

age. 
The mask others saw. 
Because inside, 
inside I was rotting. 
 
But he, he too wore a mask. 
We both chose a slow kind of 

suicide, 
the kind that is likely to not only 

destroy us, 
but others as well. 
Those we cherish, and who 

cherish us, 
watch us decompose in rapid 

time before their eyes. 
 
He, a smoker. 
a popular choice of the slowly 

suicidal, 
allowing the speed at which one 

bites the bullet 
to slip slowly though the lungs 

and through the lips. 
 
 
 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
I, choosing a less favorable 

affliction. 
For my body was a war zone 
and starvation my ammunition. 
 
Anorexia is never seen as 

addiction. 
But little compares to the blissful 

high you feel from a lower 
number on a scale, 

or an empty belly. 
 
But from one addict to another, 
we knew what we were doing 

was wrong. 
Not the wrong of an individual 

who chooses deafness when 
regarding the word no. 

Or the wrong of those with an 
overboiling vengeful wrath 
sparked from greed or envy. 

 
No, wrong because we were 

betraying the one 
and only 
entity that vows to stand with us 

until the end 
our bodies. 
 
The only temple we should be 

loyal to. 
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For it cares for us, caring us 

from day to day in the most 
loving way. 

From birth it swore to stand 
with us 

through love and heartbreak, 
through aches and pains, 
through the good and the bad. 
 
We took this love and scorned it 
for years. 
 
And as we recover, we ask for 

forgiveness. 
From our bodies, 
from our loved ones, 
from ourselves. 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
From one addict to another 
every day is a battle. 
But a battle worth fighting. 
 
From this addict to the other, 
thank you. 
The words, the comfort, the 

solidarity 
allow me to take another breath, 
dry my tears, 
and take another step. 
 
From one addict to another 
you saved my life 
thank you. 
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Women in Astronomy Olivia Peppermuller 

 
Woman 
Athenx Lindlan 
 
Woman, woman, 
tender and full 
of secret light 
and emerald myth: 
a language without words 
 
but bound, 
    in hollow crimsoné 
 

by manõs search for meaning. 
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Letter of Recommendation: 
Raccoon Eyes, Shirt Stains and, uhé you know, like, Being Weird  
Athenx Lindlan 
 
òWhatever makes you weird, is probably your greatest asset.ó ðUnknown 
 

I love wearing day-old eyeliner. Two or three days old, even (yes, 
sometimes I go that long without showering and, no, I havenõt contracted 
any diseases). I love the rawness of it, the blatant imperfection. Itõs the 
result of what women are taught not to do: go to sleep without washing 
their faces. For me, itõs an act both rebellious and lazy; a brazen admission 
to everyone I encounter that I am not always òput together.ó And 
following a recent conversation with a dear friendñwhereby we 
òdeconstructedó clothing, et al.ñthere are days now when I fish the thing 
I want to wear off of my bedroom floor and, upon noticing the coffee 
stain on it, I defiantly put it on anyway. And you know what happens next? 
I completely forget about it. I enjoy the heck out of wearing the thing that 
feels good on my body and I get on with my day. And thatõs it. Now, are 
people looking at me sideways over it? Probably. But, you know, thereõs 
magic there too, because once I stop editing myself so hard, I have no idea 
exactly what people are judging me over. Iõm a trans woman, yep. I have a 
coffee stain on my blouse, uh-huh. I havenõt shaved in three days, yeah, 
that too. So which part bothers you, exactly? Oh, right, I donõt care. Not 
sorry for not being sorry.  

I was in 5th Grade the first time I realized that others thought me 
weird. The majority of my classmates mistrusted my atypicalñand 
decidedly uncoolñlove of school. If there were any who related to me, 
they remained quiet about it, no doubt safely negotiating their own passage 
through the shark tank. My teachers, far from welcoming my curious and 
inquisitive mind, frequently lost their patience with me for asking too 
many questions, announcing it when I didnõt understand something, or, 
that cardinal sin: correcting them when they taught something inconsistent 
with our textbooks. And though I was bullied and outcast for it, I wouldnõt 
(or couldnõt) cede to the social pressure to be anyone except myself. 

I was well into young adulthood when I consciously gave up and 
stopped fighting for that most authentic version of myself. I gave inñ
albeit slowly, over timeñto how others saw me, and began defining 
myself based on the appearance I presented. It turned out to be one of the 
most dangerous decisions Iõve ever made. That relationship with myself 
took me to a place of wanting to die: of being so bone-tired exhausted 
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with the effort of trying to keep my true self hiddenñto constantly edit 
and manage my identityñmy brain became fixated on the frightening idea, 
and the overwhelming desire, that ending my life was the only sensible 
option. The only possible way to stop doing the same things over and over 
and expecting a different result. 
Today, Iõm too busy living out and proud to worry too much what 

others think of me. I have my hands full being an unapologetically fierce 
feminist and a staunch advocate for all those who have an even harder 
time than I do. And Iõve just plain ceased to accept societyõs rules as gospel 
truth. Theyõre not commandments, theyõre agreements. Ones we make 
with each other, and ourselves, over and over, throughout history, and our 
lives. Which is not to say that theyõre trivial; culture and customs are 
powerful forces, and they exert enormous influence over who weõre raised 
to be and who we allow ourselves to become. But what Iõm finding, 
through these small acts of defiance, is that what doesnõt kill me makes me 
freer. Because whatõs waiting right on the other side of my fear of being 
thought strangeñof letting myself be seen as I am, rather than how Iõd 
like to beñis the realization that, while I may not have created those rules, 
I get to choose whether I will self-enforce them. 

So, my fellow searchers, I say unto you: let us go forth and make asses 
of ourselves. Letõs put that foot all the way in our mouths. Youõll see me, 
stained shirt and òsmokyó eyes; laughing too loud and snorting when I do; 
welcoming it when people laugh or criticize. Because the alternative is 
incrementally extinguishing the light in my own eyes. Itõs the proverbial 
death by degrees; kowtowing to what others think. And doing things that 
scare us and bring us joyñthings that other people might think weirdñis a 
deep, mindful breath where the alternative means slowly suffocating our 
innermost selves. Itõs a worn-out cliché, but (so far as science can tell us 
anyway) we really do only get one life to live. Letõs make it a vital one. Go 
smudge up the glass of this wacky, wonderful life youõre living. Itõs all 
yours, and you only ever need your own permission to make it one that 
thrills you. 
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Banality 
Brandi Martinez 
 
To have your heart ripped -- 
From your chest 
Blood flowing, tears flowing 
A gaping wound that  
Will not heal 
On an astonishing autumn Friday 
With the fucking sun shining  
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Sorrows of Genesis 

Sarah Stearman 
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Summer in March  
Brianna Reed 
 

It was only after a year had passed when, sitting in trauma recovery 
watching the glow of the EMDR light, Iõd realized summer had waited to 
pull me from that cold, endless winter all along. The frost-bitten cold 
finally seeped from my bones, and warmth fell in its place. Without so 
much as stepping an inch in those months afterward, I was suddenly 
flinging myself further and further from that icy winter. With every 
painstaking breath that crackled through my bruised body, Iõd stepped 
closer to the warmth I never realized I was missing.  
But that wasnõt exactly the truth. Summer wasnõt just in the pockets of 

warmth that crept slightly closer on the dewy grass each morning. Summer 
was the girl before me, who sought me out months before Jacobõs attacks. 
Her heart-shaped face was etched with concern as warnings spilled out 
from her like honey. She was an urgent, bright flare lighting up my blank 
and starless sky.  
Donõt do this, she had warned over our steaming Starbucks mochas. Her 

shoulder length hair, mousy and unkempt, was swept back with a tangle of 
bobby pins. Her narrowed eyes scanned my body as if she took note of 
anything amiss. They paused a heartbeat too long at the nape of my neck 
where I struggled to conceal the smattering of bruises dancing under my 
scarf. Even back then, sheõd known that it was only just beginning. Her 
freshly rinsed face was nearly opposite to my own. I was a mirror 
reflecting how my night had gone. Caky mascara splotched my chin, a 
stream of eyeliner trailed down my cheek, and my classic ponytail now 
framed my face in wild, black waves. I know him, Ren. You arenõt safe. Her 
pale hand reached out and cradled mine. Wouldnõt I be the best person to know 
that?  

How would you know? I wanted to fire back, to make her wish sheõd 
never reached out in the first place. Isnõt this what she wanted? To drive a 
wedge into the cracks forming under our feet? Despite the tender and 
comforting tone on the edges of her voice, I was too naïve to take her 
advice. Too stupid. I was, in Jacobõs words, just so easy to manipulate if he 
wanted. Be careful, Ren. There are people out there who want that in a woman, heõd 
half-joked. Still, Iõd written off Summerõs attempts to bridge the distance 
heõd effortlessly created between us. She became just another pretty face 
heõd told me was another crazy, jealous skeleton squirreled away in the 
back of his closet. It was the image of his closet door brimming with 
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skeletons that floated through my mind as the glow of the EMDR 
machine hummed to silence and fell to black.  
Floating out of my stupor, I could see Suzanneõs shadow as she 

reached for the switches. The trauma recovery room was brought to life in 
soft, golden light. With a click of her pen, she smiled at me encouragingly. 
Though she hadnõt been my therapist for long and we rode along two 
different wavelengths, she knowingly took me under her gentle wing. 
Through her drooping crowõs feet, a smile full of lines, and eyes cloudy 
with cataracts, she saw things as they really were.    
òHow did that meditation go, dearie?ó 
I fumbled with my sleeves, unsure. It all seemed so foreign to me still.  
òIt went alright, I guess? Iõm not sure I did it right.ó 
Suzanne chuckled and slipped off her reading glasses.  
òOh honey, thereõs no right or wrong. As long as your eyes followed 

the path of the light, your brain took care of the rest. Itõs just REM 
patterns helping you convert your trauma to long-term memory.ó 

I nodded, still unconvinced, and reached for a tissue on the coffee 
table between us.  
òTrust me hon,ó she soothed. òYouõre doing perfect. Better than 

most, even. I canõt imagine any of this has been easy.ó She tucked her 
notes into a manila folder before dimming the lights again.  
òLetõs end this with something hopeful, okay? Imagine the safe place 

in your mind.ó 
With a glowing green flash, a bright line bounded along on the fixture 

again. In my mind, I conjured a vibrant meadow brimming with flowers 
springing to life. At its center, a lone teahouse stood on a pier in the 
middle of a bubbling pond.  

Suzanne broke the silence delicately and guided me through the 
meditation.  
òStep inside, hon. What do you see? What can you smell?ó 
Green walls and the faint trickling of a nearby stream welcomed me 

into the meditation. The sweet scent of brewing peppermint tea wafted 
through the air, riding along the sounds of a steaming kettle. Golden light 
drifted through the open windows and fell onto warm, giant floor pillows. 
Quiet, purring mews of a grey and white cat beckoned me into the room, 
and I nearly felt fur brush up against my side. Inhale deeply, Suzanne 
instructed. Exhale even slower. This is the easy part. The teahouse was always 
safe. It was always a calm haven waiting patiently inside of me. 

I always left her office feeling as if I was waking from a haze of 
dreams. She always ended sessions with her trademark reassurances.  
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òBe proud, Ren,ó Sheõd croon wistfully. òYou did it. Youõre alive.ó  
As my heels struck the parking lot pavement, her creaky voice echoed 

in my mind. Youõre alive. Youõre alive. Youõre alive. 
As hopeful as Suzanne was, I always lost sight of her words in the 

haze of my nightmares. My bed was still perfectly made and untouched in 
the corner of my room just as it had been for months. I still fell asleep 
fully dressed, shoes and all. Weapons still lined the hardwood floor. I 
awoke in a panic each morning to screams caught in my throat. His eyes, 
blue and cold, held enough water to drown me in them. His hair, gold and 
short, framed the edge of my view as I lay stunned on the tiles. His voice, 
shaking with unbridled rage, still visited me at night in the form of sobs 
and begs. Donõt go. Donõt go. Donõt go.  

It all came to a head by our third EMDR session together. That same 
glowing green light that pulled me into the safety of my teahouse now 
ripped me violently through those early March memories. It brought back 
his steely grip as he reached for more, until I was snuffed out of my own 
existence. 

Just as effortlessly as ever, I was reduced to nothing more than a bowl 
of rice as he took spoonful after spoonful. After gorging himself, all that 
was left of me was an empty bowl discarded on the table. Then, I was 
nothing more than broken china. I was his splintered porcelain shards 
after being shattered against the wall.   

His hands had snaked their way under my skin and dragged me down 
until I was worn to nothing. His face was merely inches from mine with 
hazardous eyes crisscrossing back and forth, searching for a chance to tear 
into me. With each shift of the green light dancing along the machine, he 
mutated from his charming façade, to his unhinged persona, and morphed 
into creatures that werenõt even him anymore.  

He was suddenly the robotic, emotionless police officer mindlessly 
typing away at forms. He became his criminal defense lawyer, dressed up 
in pristine Armani and offering up a devilish smile before hurling insult 
after insult through overly-bleached teeth. He was in the courtroom, 
pressing his seething lips to my ear as he spat carefully crafted lies. The 
judge sat in front of us, gazing at me with pity before she became Jacobõs 
emotionless stare and out-stretched smile.  

Before I even spoke, the machine clicked off, bright lights swept the 
room, and I struggled to catch my gasps. Tear marks lined the cushions 
under my nails. Suzanne searched my eyes cautiously. òIõm so sorry dear,ó 
she murmured. òIõd have stopped it sooner if I knew it was getting to 
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you.ó I waved her off, feeling my face heat up. òNo, no. Donõt worry,ó I 
gasped. òThis is good, right?ó 
She smiled sadly yet kindly. òYes, but you shouldnõt have to do more 

than you can handle.ó 
Suzanne clambered to her feet to pull for the light switch again. 

òHowõs about we do one more go? Rather than the attacks, focus on those 
who helped you.ó 

I nodded, too out of breath to answer. Wordlessly, I shrunk back into 
the couch as the office was swept back into darkness. The glowing line 
hummed back to life and traced back and forth, but I was at a loss. Those 
who helped me? I remember seeing his dog, Bex, growling and snapping at 
his heels. I remembered how Jacob and I laughed together that morning as 
we tucked cherry blossoms behind our ears. The promise of summer 
tumbled along the cold breeze as the dead branches sprung back to life. 

From the tiny blossoms, I thought back to the coffee shop where I sat 
across from Summer with mochas warming our hands. My memories 
spilled out chaotically, like watercolors spilling onto blank canvas. 
Throughout my experiences, Summer simply shifted in turn. She 
transformed into a multitude of women that bound us all together. We 
were tattered threads woven back stronger after being undone. She 
morphed into the invisible hands reaching out to catch my fall on the 
hardwood floors of his darkened room. She shifted from the worried, five-
foot-tall German girl to the concerned faces of the nurses at the assault 
exam, where their cameras captured all the hidden, broken parts of myself. 
Their arms were thick fire-proof blankets that absorbed my aftershocks. 
Summer was more than just that. She was the battalion of tireless 
advocates that followed me with linked arms into each courtroom. She 
became the spit-fiery, red-headed lawyer with chipped gold nail polish who 
held her head high. Traces of her were in each girl that branched out to 
build bridges afterward when it became too much, or when his face 
loomed overhead and his arms were outstretched for more.  
òBreathe, Renó Suzanne coaxed. òRelease that fear.ó 
I watched the light as it faded to black, feeling something quietly shift 

inside me. After I shook off my sleepy daze, I left Suzanneõs office and 
braved the crisp, fresh air. All at once, I felt miles away from last spring 
than I had before. Outside, rain poured thick and heavy without a trace of 
cloud in sight. I stepped into the golden rain and felt the warm droplets 
cleansing my skin. With each stronger footstep, I held my head a little 
higher as Suzanneõs same mantra echoed behind me like small, quiet 
heartbeats. Iõm alive. Iõm alive. Iõm alive. 
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Post-Haunted House Meditation 
Liz Steppe 
 
For any way Iõve harmed someone else 
through my thoughts, words or actions, 
I forgive myself. 
 
I forgive myself. 
for eating the edible 
and going to the Guinness Book of World Records  
longest haunted house 
and threatening the actor 
in the bloody bunny suit.  
I forgive myself. 
 
For slamming my hand so hard 
over the child actors head 
that the plywood vibrated, 
and my fingers tingle  
with splinters for fifteen minutes. I forgive myself 
for any thoughts, words, or actions. 
 
And for clinging to the t-shirt of a teenager 
with a lisp and a bladder problem, I forgive myself. 
 
For any way Iõve harmed someone else  
through my thoughts, words or actions,  
I forgive myself. 
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V (the no fun Persian) 
Brenton Dudden 
 
Fizz you olõ eyes this 
A boys in your head 

which sounds like a file inn. 
It buries in sound. 
Sometimes silent, fairy strange. 
Its fast and flake. 
Youth heard it by now 
 
The ball room of inconsistency in 

our foe cab blue airy is dumb. 
Yet we donõt re bolt 

like a ball can it explosion. 
Instead we sit like the stupid face on your shelf. 
(thief) proof in stubborn 
Itõs just you, with a b 
Why hath it? 
tithe nether liked it. 
 
Packs innate it, 
change Persians, 
I oat against it entirely 
 
 
Editorõs Note: We recommend reading this poem out loud for fullest effect. 
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Nutty Gal  
Lauren Crowder 
 

The slight friction of the lid. The enticing groan of plastic against 
plastic. The pull of the cheap waxy paper that maddeningly never pulls off 
in one attempt. The initial aroma of dry roasting, sugar, and what I can 
only assume was pure love in an edible form. The first spoon plunged into 
its stunningly smooth layer, untouched, unbastardized. The moment right 
before the cold silver dives into the alluring substance, hands will hesitate, 
to marvel at the satisfying piece of art that lay before them. Relishing in 
the sensation of fatty, sugary, delicious joy that the first, second, and last 
bite promises to give. All these sensations allowed my shaking legs to 
buckle, strong façade to break, and tears to fall freely.  

Peanut butter, a funny thing to think about right after the man that 
you loved for two years, the man that you gave your heart, your soul, your 
everything to, told you, over the phone, that he couldn't do this anymore. 
That the fighting was too much. That you were too much, and he wanted 
out. Most people would call friends, tell family, hell, cry into a pillow. Not 
me. I sat there, on the stoop of my parent's backyard deck, looking 
dumbstruck, feeling as though a joke was pulled on me. It had to have 
been right? A joke, just a joke, and he, Eric, would come walking out of 
some backstage and yell "Got ya, baby!" He would not end our two-year 
relationship over the phone. Would he? He would.  It was a vengeful thing 
really, the peanut butter. It had been taboo to me for years. Eric, you see, 
was allergic to peanuts. Not deathly so, but enough that they made him 
itch. Thus, I was not allowed to have peanut butter near him, nor eat it. 
This taboo is what compelled to me to get up from my stoop, grab my 
keys, and head to the grocery store.  

 The aisle is still crystal clear to me, a whole aisle of assorted nuts that 
had been roasted, sugared, blended, and packaged. A simple concept to 
many, a foreign one to me. How long had It been since I had even seen a 
jar of peanut butter? Long enough for me to be able to distract myself by 
looking, no exploring, each one of them. Trying to find the perfect one. 
The one that would ease the pain I refused to feel, the one that would 
entice my hunger, for there was a rock that settled where my stomach used 
to be, the one that would turn back time. And then the crashing realization 
that finally allowed me to pick a jar came. I was broke. Snatching up the 
ninety-nine-cent jar and praying I had a dollar in my wallet I headed 
toward the counter. Choking back pain, ignoring tears, and replaying the 
words in my head repeatedly. "I can't do this anymore". 
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The first bite allowed every emotion I had been fighting back to spill, 
all my hard work foiled by something as stupid as peanut butter. The first 
bite was lusciously smooth, overwhelming my taste buds with a nutty 
sweetness that reassured me. Almost as though the jar could speak, 
remarking "Sweetheart, it's okay to cry." The second bite a masterpiece of 
new textures, for I had broken through the first buttery layer and hit the 
chopped peanuts they had left behind. Each bite filled me with a 
reassurance and new emotion as I played through our phone call over and 
over in my head. First, "I can't do this anymore." Second "This is too 
much, we haven't been able to stop fighting." Third, and the most painful 
"I give up." Each bite a bittersweet symphony, that continued until I 
looked down and realized I had eaten half of the jar. My counter stained 
with puddles of tears. My chest aching from the hitching of my breath. My 
stomach full of peanut butter and distress; I waved my white flag and 
retired to my bedroom. It was time for me to sleep.  

A week, and three ninety-nine cent jars of peanut butter later, my 
worst fears had come true. I had been avoiding him adamantly for a week. 
Ducking into hallways, bathrooms, and behind shockingly tall freshman 
whenever I saw the streak of his red hair and the swagger of this walk. I 
was determined to be a ghost. And yet, despite all my diligent efforts, he 
cornered me and asked if we could chat after classes that day. The rock 
that I had been living with instead of a stomach somehow became heavier 
(not even peanut butter sounded appealing) It was as though someone told 
my heart: "hey demonstrate that famous Michael Jackson song and we'll 
give you million dollars", my palms sweat, and I began to tremble. My 
anxiety, that Eric so deplored, the chemical imbalance I had battled with 
since I was just a girl, had come crashing in. And yet, I agreed. I spent the 
rest of my day in a haze of panic attacks, popping in and out of class to 
catch my breath or have a power cry in private. All the work I had done to 
put myself back together that week had come undone with a few simple 
words and the twist of his smile. I was a wreck.  

 I found myself, after class, sitting in his hot car, refusing to look at 
him for I was sure the tears would come. The tears I would fight all 
through our relationship, all through the last week, and all through the day. 
If I glanced at him. They would come. He peered at me, his gaze hot and 
easy to detect. And when the words poured from his mouth, they felt like 
acid rather than buttery sweet that I had become so accustomed to in the 
past few years: "I miss you". He missed me? "Listen," he said as he cupped 
my chin and turned my face toward his. The gesture empowered my tears, 
they persisted, I urged them back. "I haven't been able to sleep, or eat, I've 



 

 20 

gotten sick, I miss you." He breathed a sigh that sounded as the heavy as 
the rock that lived in my stomach.  "But I don't know what to do, it may 
be too late for us to get back together. Maybe if it was a day or two after 
the breakup it would be different. But it's not. What do you think?". What 
did I think? I thought this may be some sort of odd trick, I thought the car 
was too hot, I thought I might vomit. Instead of vomiting trembling words 
escaped my barely parted lips, "I don't know". A more exasperated sigh 
escaped him this time, "you don't know huh? Okay, well when you do, 
give me a call would ya?" And just like that, the conversation was over. I 
reached for the door of the sweltering car so quickly I thought I would 
tumble out of it rather than step. He drove away. I stood watching his 
retreating vehicle, thoughts flooding my already cramped mind. Too late? 
He missed me? Did I miss him? I want peanut butter. 

Arriving home was something out of a dream, numb legs carried me 
to my white Corolla that I so dearly loved. The one he and I took for a joy 
ride the night I bought it. A hazy mind directed me home, a route I had 
taken millions of times, resisting the instinct to take a right toward his 
street rather than a left toward my own. Watery eyes saw the silhouettes of 
my loving parents as I arrived home. They appeared like watercolor 
paintings rather than the physical form they really were. It was surreal. 
They noticed the pale complexion, the watery eyes, and shaking limbs and 
immediately engulfed me in the warmest, most loving hug I had ever 
received. Before I knew it, I was sitting on the floor of our beautifully 
clean kitchen, my mother, a woman who would gladly kill for her children, 
stroking my hair. My father, the most loving and compassionate man that 
walked the earth, scooping out the largest tablespoon of peanut butter 
anyone had ever seen. Sprinkling it with dark chocolate chips, and gingerly 
handed it to me. They sat on the cool floor, listening through sobs, and a 
peanut butter haze as I recounted my story. They had no advice, no fake 
reassurances, nothing but love and compassion to give. Who were these 
people, people that I hadn't really seen in two years because I was always 
with Eric's family, never with my own. Who were these lovely people I had 
so foolishly abandoned? They assisted me up and allowed me to sulk to 
my bedroom, wishing to be alone for a while. I took the peanut butter.  

I sat, for what felt like hours thinking but could only have been 
minutes. I stood not knowing what to do or how to feel as I peered into 
the mirror. At some puffy faced, curly haired, freckly girl who I almost did 
not recognize. Who was this girl? I was a girl who covered her beloved 
freckles with makeup, straightened her hair, and never ate peanut butter 
because she knew that is what he preferred. But who was peering back at 
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me? Our differences were striking, but as I peered at this unknown girl I 
saw more than just the girl Eric had trained me not to be. Through slight 
remarks about my crazy mop of curly hair, or the unwillingness to touch 
me when I hadn't any makeup on. I saw a girl who was uniquely and 
unapologetically herself. A girl I had abandoned, not unlike my parents, 
when I met him.  And though her face may be puffy and her skin uneven 
she held a clumsy kind of beauty that was alluring to me. She had secrets 
behind her misty blue eyes that beckoned me to flow and explore who this 
girl was, who I was.  

The text was a difficult one to send. With shaking fingers, I typed, 
asking him to meet me after class. I would not do this over the phone. I 
would be better. I walked through the day in a haze as I had done before. 
But not through tears, and panic, but a lighter step and a new confidence I 
had not felt in years. I walked to the building that had housed our place for 
years. The place we would meet in between classes, and for meals. The 
place where I would explain that I did not want to be with him any longer. 
A place where his angry dissatisfied retorts stung but did not defeat. A 
place where a new girl was reborn, a girl who found a new love for herself, 
her family, and for peanut butter. 
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Beautiful  
Jeffrey Suggs 
 
Beautiful 
A thousand mirrors  
fist shattered with rage 
would not reveal the beautiful 
he named in her. 
A thousand shards 
reflecting on her shell 
could not divulge 
where love had dwelt. 
Through the cracks in her vanity 
she could only look 
skin deep. 
Seeing timeõs handé 
blind to the grace 
his heart did see. 
 
 

 

 
Rose and Violin Amber Ortiz 
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Would You? 
Brianna Reed 
 

I think you are absolutely stunning and I would like to take you out to 
lunch. Maybe just text? (222) 555-3082. 

I unfurled the folded index card out from its wedge in the door 
handle of my tiny white Nissan and felt my stomach curl into itself. 
Was the universe just trying to mock me? Chris, Gino, Alex, you, and 
now this. This was the cherry on top of the constant 
bombardment. My shaking legs carried me across campus until I 
stumbled to the tiny white haven of my car, only to be met with 
someoneõs pick-up line haphazardly stashed, like a secret, in my 
door handle.  

Was this supposed to be cute? Was this supposed to make me feel better? 
Is the idea of someone watching me climb out of my car supposed to turn me on? 
Have me yearning and falling all over myself to text him?  

I traced the fading grey indent of the ink scrawled across the 
paper. Heõd traced a shaky smiley face underneath his number, but 
it just felt mocking. Sardonic. Donõt I like that he watched me wiped 
away my tears? Donõt I like that he watched me re-apply my eyeliner after 
crying it all off? Donõt I like having his eyes on me? Or just yours? Doesnõt 
this make me feel better?  
The crooked, faint squiggle of the faceõs smile only invaded my 

privacy. It dragged off to the side and sharply down, almost as if he 
was projecting his anxiety into it. Looking at the expressionless 
dotted eyes, I sat there in awe at the sheer ridiculousness before 
bursting in tears. My shoulders shook weakly with laughter, but tear 
after tear rolled onto the index card. His smiley face rubbed away 
until nothing was left but a blurred smear of blue ink. Erased.  

I threw it aside and barked out a laugh before slumping over 
the steering wheel. The past hour kept spinning itself endlessly 
through my thoughts. Your bright blonde hair caught the sunlight 
in rays of gold while your dark red beard framed your face and 
cradled your relaxed, easy-going smile. Dark blue aviators 
concealed your stare, but I could still feel your eyes licking flames 
down my spine. 

Despite the distance, your shadow effortlessly towered over 
me like always. I was suddenly on the inside of fogged glass and 
unable to escape, like a fading firefly bashing against its glass jar. 
Your footsteps echoed after mine as I ran inside the glass doors of 
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the library and, just like that, I was frozen. I turned around to face 
you, waiting.  

You appeared in front of the glass, wild eyes searching until 
you met my gaze. They hardened to a cold, dead stare when they 
met mine. What were you thinking when you saw me from behind, ponytail 
bouncing with each step, faster and faster when I realized you were trailing me? 
What did you think when I pressed my phone to my ear and tugged my jacket 
tighter to me? Did you like my dress? Could you remember complimenting me 
on it inside the airport gift shop all those years ago? Could you spot the dog tag 
dangling from my neck, and how youõd left it behind under my nightstand? 
Could you even remember anything? Did you want to talk to me? Repeat how 
much you missed me? Would you tell me how much you wanted to talk to me 
each night while you sobbed in bed?  

Would you think to apologize? Would it enter your mind at all? Would 
you apologize for the death threats? Would you apologize for leaving dried 
blood, snot and tears on my dashboard? Would you apologize for the sexual 
assault examination I needed? Would you apologize for the lies you littered 
throughout your court testimony? Would you apologize for the nightmares? For 
the fear drenched like ice in the frosty sinews of my bones? For the flashbacks 
and nightmares rotting me from the inside out?  

Would you think sorry is enough?  
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Chemtrail Sky 
A Villanelle 
Elizabeth Smith 
 
I taste metallic nanobots on my tongue. 
Pre-programmed to eat my taste buds away. 
I swallow metallic spittle. 
 
Poison crosses in the sky, been eating all my clouds since I was 

young, 
Silver lining for breakfast, gold lining for lunch, my brain becomes 

their cheese soufflé. 
I taste metallic nanobots on my tongue. 
 
I breathe the smart dust embedded to become part of my lung, 
as sound waves in my head grow louder by the order of the day. 
I swallow metallic spittle. 
 
I ate those Nano chips then coughed up their egg foo yung. 
Steel grey birds of prey leave their eerie glow as zombie pilots 

crochet. 
I taste metallic nanobots on my tongue. 
 
They feasted up tomorrow in long rows casually flung. 
I look around and wonder if anyone else knows; what are they? 
I swallow metallic spittle. 
 
Sky writing toxic messages in graveyard rows among 
the churning blue sky into ashen gray. 
I taste metallic nanobots on my tongue. 
I swallow metallic spittle. 
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Time Traveler Siv Limary 
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Anxiety 
Destiny Jones 
 
Leg bouncing, 
Hand resting on his head, 
He fidgets in his seat 
panic internalized, 
His eyes dart about 
pinpointing every noise and every breath made, 
Can't focus, 
One thing, one person 
too hard, 
Words go in and out of his ears, 
Most of it muddled by the sounds of pens clicking, 
The teacher calls his name, 
Sweat falls from his face 
like waterfalls 
he expects a river rafter to fall from his brow, 
A question was asked, 
He can't make it out 
because the sound of necks creaking 
as students turn their heads to him 
is all too distracting, 
Breathing becomes heavy like he was in space, 
Floating, spinning, gravitation less 
he waits patiently to be fed into a black hole, 
He sputters I don't know, 
Another kid answers, 
The teacher is satisfied and turns their back, 
Everyone's necks creak back into place, 
He remembers how to breathe. 
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Road Trip 
Victoria Long 

 
I canõt recall what I was doing the night my mother stormed in 

and told us the news. I was only seven or eight, so the mundane 
memories are a little fuzzy. I do, however, remember the moment 
of stunned silence when she told my aunt, grandma, and me that 
sheõd be taking me and my little brother and moving to Colorado 
in just a few hours. We had all been sitting in my grandmaõs room 
together watching TV while I listened to my auntõs new Walkman. 
I had been living with my aunt and grandma the last couple years at 
this point. My mother and her husband, my stepfather, were both 
addicts and unfit to raise a child. The periods of time when I was 
forced to live them with them were full of abuse and neglect. I 
could go days without anything to eat because all of their money 
was shot up their arms. I was lucky enough to sometimes be 
allowed to live in my grandmaõs house with her and my aunt where 
I was safe and cared for. 

That all changed that night. We got no warning. There was no 
planning involved. No date set in advanced. No time to let things 
sink in or even time to pack all of my things. My mother and 
stepfather had just decided that day to buy a cheap RV and be on 
the road before the night was over. 

It was my aunt who finally broke the silence. She was angry. 
She kept asking why they were just telling us all now, why they 
hadnõt thought this through or at least given us some warning, why 
they had to take me with them. I was in the middle of a school 
year, she told them. All of my friends were here, not in Colorado. 
She told them it was cruel to rip me away from all that. My mother 
argued back, saying I was hers and she could do whatever she 
wanted with me. That my aunt needed to mind her own business. 
My grandmother was quiet. 

I begged my mother not to take me with her. To let me stay 
with my aunt and grandma. But there was no winning an argument 
with her. Her mind was made up. I had no choice but to grab what 
few things I could before we had to leave. 

I felt like I was in a daze while I packed my bag. My vision was 
blurry from all the tears. I felt such a heavy weight on my tiny 
shoulders while I stifled back sobs. I put what little I could into the 



 

 29 

small bag. A few changes of clothes and a couple stuffed animals 
were all that would fit. 

It took all my strength to lift my bag and turn to walk to the 
other side of the house where my mother was impatiently waiting. 
Every step I took felt like I was wading through thick mud. I took 
my time walking what felt like a death march. There were so many 
things about my Grandmaõs house that I wanted to commit to 
memory in case I never saw it again. I memorized every detail I 
could from the way the carpet felt under my shoes as I walked to 
the texture of the ceiling. The posters that hung crookedly on the 
wall above my toy-covered bed. The old bedroom door I had 
plastered with an array of stickers.  The faint yellow hue of the 
hallway given off by the aged light fixture. The beige colored wood 
of the kitchen cabinets and the countertops that were filled with all 
our favorite snacks. The fridge covered in magnets that the family 
had been collecting for years. The old, warped wood panel wall in 
the dining room. My grandmaõs hideous dark yellow, flower printed 
curtains from the 70s that created a backdrop for the large dining 
table. I even tried to remember every little crack in the old paint on 
the walls, the grease stains on the oven, the sound of a TV coming 
from another room. 

Most of all I remember the look on my aunt and grandmaõs 
faces, heartbroken and apologetic, when I stepped into the dining 
room where they were waiting for me. My auntõs face was stained 
with tears. 
Our goodbye didnõt last long. I barely had enough time for my 

aunt to give me her Walkman and a couple tapes with our favorite 
songs and to exchange final words and hugs before my mother was 
pulling me out the door like a cheap ragdoll dragging behind her. I 
could only faintly hear my aunt crying over the sound of my own 
sobs and my motherõs heavy footsteps. 

We stepped out into the cool night air where my stepfather 
was waiting with the RV. It may as well have been a hulking 
monster that I was about to be force-fed to. A tomb of anger and 
misery, a weathered, dank prison cell with no hope of escape. It 
stood shrouded in the shadows of the night, silhouetted by the 
light of the moon behind it. My stepfather stood in front of it, his 
face illuminated by the cigarette in his mouth and marked with an 
impatient scowl. 
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The rest of the night is a blur, marred by my own grief. The 
sounds of arguing from the front seat and my brother snoring in 
the bed next to me, as if he was completely unaware of the awful 
situation we were now stuck in, remain with me. I see the moving 
lights and shadows from a parking lot streaming in the window 
when we stop for supplies for our impending road trip. The orange 
street lights flash by as we drive down the empty, lonely highway. 
The òNow Leaving New Mexicoó sign flares up brightly as we 
cross the state border. 

The sign was the final nail in the coffin. Whatever shred of 
denial I still held onto was gone. All thoughts that maybe this had 
all been a bad dream were left behind the moment we passed that 
sign. The quiet hum of the engine offered no comfort as I wrapped 
my arms around myself and cried, desperate for the feeling of my 
auntõs arms around me and the sound of soothing words whispered 
into my ear. But she wasnõt there. I felt well and truly alone. I 
pulled the Walkman from my bag and turned the music on. That 
night I cried myself to sleep with nothing for company but songs 

filled with bittersweet memories. 
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Shoes 
Jessica Jones 

 
Childrenõs feet are bare 
Free 
Without a cage 
As you grow 
You lose this freedom 
Your feet cry out 
Wanting to leave this cage 
From your first pair of shoes onward 
Your feet will never feel this freedom again 
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Forgotten 
Carly Dilbeck 

 
A commercial stirred me from a cozy afternoon nap, a 

checkered blanket was draped over my lap. Before and after 
pictures shuffled across the screen, balding men and women 
transformed, confidence restored. òLinda, theyõve got women 
selling Rogaine! Whatõll they think of next?ó Silence followed my 
rhetorical question, I thought for sure sheõd laugh at that one!  òLinda?ó I 
called as I moved from my recliner in front of the television and 
shuffled off down the hallway. òMy dear, what in the devil are you 
doing in here?ó I entered the little kitchen; the stove was on, a lone 
potõs contents boiled past the lid. òLinda, Linda, Linda.ó I shook 
my head and chuckled to myself, òwhat are you thinking? Leaving 
the stove on.ó I clucked my tongue in annoyance and reached for 
the nob. Clicking the burner off I shuffled down the hallway, 
further into the small apartment, passing long forgotten memories 
on the walls. One of the frames caught my attention. Linda wore 
her grandmotherõs dress, I remember how much she smiled that 
day.  So beautiful. òLinda?ó Confusion settled in my heart. Where is 
that damn woman. A twin bed and dresser greeted me from the 
doorway of the bedroom, no Linda in sight. I muddled around, and 
approached the last place to look for her, the bathroom. I knocked 
gently on the door and the door swung open easily. The medicine 
cabinet was open, orange bottles of various sizes littered the small 
counter space. I grabbed the nearest bottle and read the label. 
DONEPEZIL, ONE TABLET WITH FOOD TWICE A DAY. 
Disarray swept over me. òLinda? Linda whatõs this?ó I stared at the 
bottle in my hands unsettled in my own confusion. The doorbell 
rang interrupting my puzzled thoughts. òLinda! Iõve been looking 
high and low for you!ó The young woman at the door tilted her 
head to the side, looking at me with sympathetic eyes. òGood 
evening Mr. Oõ Toole.ó She said in a warm voice, she was wearing 
a blue uniform, grocery bags overflowing from her arms. She set 
the bags down in the kitchen and I pointed to the stove. òHave you 
taken your medication today?ó She asked softly as she gave my 
hand a kind squeeze, leaving me in the kitchen. Alone again.  
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Hanging Heart ZaZa 
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A Touch of Navajo 
Janessa Guerro 
 
I held my motherõs hand as we walked into the school building. 

We went through a set of big doors, turned right, walked down the 
hallway and stepped down the stairs. My mother looked down at 
me smiling. She told me in Navajo, òAre you ready? You will have 
fun I promise.ó I nodded in agreement. Mother knocked, and the 
door opened. A lady with wavy hair, big smile and soft voice 
greeted us. I saw other children laughing and having fun, so I felt 
relieved. My mother told me in Navajo, òThis is your teacher, 
Lori.ó I smiled as I shook her hand. Loriõs lips began to move, and 
all the kids gathered in front of me. Loriõs soft voice gave me a 
sense of security even when I did not understand what she was 
saying. My mother, once again in Navajo, òYou have to go to 
school by yourself now. Everyone is nice and safe. I know you 
donõt know what they are saying yet, but give it time. Learn because 
it is good for you.ó 

I was surrounded by moving lips, laughter, and movements 
unlike what I was used to. After what felt like forever, I slowly 
began to understand what their lips were saying. Little by little, I 
was learning this new language called English. Time flew as the 
years went by. I found myself adopting English as my new 
language. It became the only language I spoke. At home, the adults 
spoke in Navajo. I understood their conversations, but took part in 
it by using English.  

Years went by, school went by, and so did the Navajo as it 
faded from my tongue. Until one day, my mother and I went to a 
presentation at the Chapter House. All the kids from school were 
to give a presentation of what they had learned. It was only a few 
minutes from home. When we arrived at the Chapter House, I saw 
eyes. All eyes focused on me and parents conversed in Navajo. As 
the other students presented, they started with an introduction in 
Navajo. They shared the four clans that define them. A cloud of 
nervousness now shadowed me. I turned to my mother and asked 
her to remind me of my clans that I already knew. I rehearsed them 
repeatedly in my head. I had met the front of the line. I stood next 
to my presentation with sweaty hands and a red face. I opened my 
mouth and began to introduce myself in Navajo. The room now 
filled with parents smiling as if they were about to break out in 
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laughter. I ignored it and finished my presentation in English. On 
the drive home, I asked my mom, òWhy were the parents smiling 
when I said my introduction in Navajo?ó With the same 
expression, she smiled at me and said, òBecause you sound like a 
Bilag§§na (Anglo) trying to talk in Navajo.ó From that moment on, 
Navajo became an embarrassment that hovered over me. My 
family now found my native language as humor. I refused to be 
mocked for the next few years. 

I am unable to recall an event that changed my perception 
about my Navajo language. Somewhere amidst the humiliation, I 
decided to face the barrier that separated me from my family. I 
taught myself to walk with a shield of courage that said, òI will talk 
in Navajo without a Bilag§§na accent, just watch me,ó to anyone 
who sought humor in my tongue. 

My efforts and time defeated my enemy. I was awarded the gift 
of two tongues. They served as a passageway between the two 
different worlds I was now a part of. Every now and then, I use 
them both at once when I talk in English. You will catch me say, 
òcĠothesó instead of òclothes.ó I face criticism for combining my 
worlds. Nevertheless, it is incapable of displacing me of my place in 
the world. These two languages make me who I am. I spend every 
day with a touch of Navajo.  
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The Lease Said No Pets 
Scott Wiggerman 
 
By which I assumed no mammalian petsñ 
no cats, no dogs, no pigs. Nothing that  
requires walking, a leash, a pooper scooper. 
But goldfish in a bowl? Finches in a cage? 
And then thereõs my boyfriend, who claims 
I treat him like an animal. I admit that 
I do call him Poodle when I pat the couch 
for him to snuggle up to me, shout Bad 
at him when he doesnõt follow my wishes. 
I once put his dinner bowl on the floor 
after he barked at me for no good reason, 
but whatever I made did look like kibble, 
and, nonetheless, he wolfed it down 
as though it was the last meal heõd ever eat. 
In truth, heõs more of an ornery old goat. 
I highlight No Pets on the lease, in case 
someday I need to prove that he must go.  
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To Live Forever 
S.P. Murphy 
 

Have you ever known a soul who was too sensitive for our 
world?  

I have.  
Deep inside Iõve always known that was my friendõs story; heõs 

too good for this world. His name really doesnõt matter. What does 
matter is that all-around he is one of the best people Iõve ever 
known; an open-hearted blonde-haired blue-eyed southern-boy 
with an unmistakable accent. Heõs thin, a bit on the short side, and 
if heõs awake heõs smiling from ear to ear.  

You know those extremely caring, naturally empathic people 
who never try to hide it because thatõs just how they are? Thatõs 
him. Heõs the first person Iõve met whoõs driven to do volunteer 
work in his spare time. Maybe his spirit compels him to feel like 
heõs making a difference; Iõve never been sure how that works. 
Either way, he always spends his free time volunteering at a 
homeless shelter or some youth program; the guy always seems to 
be doing something right. 

Many years later he visited me in Denver. I remember that he 
was all excited about his latest volunteer project. He and a few 
friends were trying something new. It was called a needle exchange 
and it was a big deal. He lived in Seattle, and the city wasnõt happy 
about the idea; a couple of people had been arrested for it. I didnõt 
understand it and he patiently explained how it was saving lives and 
maybe one day those people would òget clean.ó  
I still didnõt see why it was worth risking jail time but got a 

good laugh from some of his stories. Not only was he now creating 
his own volunteer work, but there was a group of them acting like 
clandestine vigilantes, operating in the shadows, trying not to get 
caught by the police. The image of him and his friends doing that 
really cracked me up,  

-you go buddy!     
We kept in touch through the years, but I became increasingly 

busy and heõd been busy since the day we first met. Yes, he did 
eventually get arrested for relentlessly doing something that he 
believed in; trying to save junkies. I felt proud of him for taking a 
stand, and my buddy and his friends actually won that battle 
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because in the end, the city of Seattle started a needle exchange 
program.  

Not long afterward, what turned out to be our last 
conversation was something I will never forget; it was like a 
poignant scene from a movie:  

I remember feeling disoriented and confused. My buddy was 
standing next to my bed watching me sleep. His sky-blue eyes were 
mesmerizing.   
Instantly irritated, I sat up and said, òWhat are you doing here? 

What have you done?ó 
His eyes smiled at me: òHey, itõs ok if you're mad. I 

understand.ó  
Tears began pooling in my eyes, òIõll never forgive you, -how 

could you?ó  
He was so calm: òWe both know thatõs not true. Iõm going to 

miss you.ó 
Overwhelmed, I started stammering, òNoé Please donõt go. 

Iéó 
He gave me the best smile, that kind you can feel: òI love you.ó  
And then he blurred away to nothing. 
I woke up with a jolt and actual tears in my eyes. I rolled over 

and curled-up, desperately hugging my pillow because I knew he 
was dead. I could feel it in the pit of my stomach, that sinking-
sickening-sensation, and it was backed by every fiber of my being 
telling me that I would never talk to my friend again. His voice was 
gone.  

There was no going back to sleep after that. And what was that 
anyway; thatõs not supposed to happen. It was surreal, vivid, 
emotionally powerful, and at the same time, it was very tangible 
because it happened. That was no dream, it wasé more. 
Another thing that kept me up: Why couldnõt I say that I loved 

him? Those three small words got wedged inside my throat like a 
sharp-edged brick; they hurt. People should be able to say that 
without fearing some stupid shameful social stigma.  

Our world needs more people like him, not less. Why is it so 
difficult for such people? Itõs not right. 
When his mother called a week later I wasnõt surprised. For 

me, it was more awkward that weõd never actually spoken before 
that moment. But in a peculiar way I felt ok because he had 
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stopped to say goodbye, but I didnõt tell her about it. How do you 
even begin to explain something like that?  

His mom and I talked for a while and then she asked me if I 
might have his Bible. She said it had been in their family for several 
generations and they couldnõt find it. I told her I hadnõt seen him in 
years and Iõd have found it if heõd left it at my house, but I said Iõd 
look through my storage unit just in case. In those days I was a 
partner in a second-hand collectibles shop and had way more stuff 
than I could keep track of.  

Would you believe I found that Bible at the bottom of a small 
box of old hardcover books? He must have left it when he visited a 
few Summers back, and not knowing it was his I tossed it into a 
box of older books that ended up in storage. Itõs kind of 
phenomenal that I still had it all those years later; almost every 
book we received was donated to a thrift store or the local 
womenõs shelter.   
Even though weõd known each other for many years I only had 

a single picture, and now I had his Bible. Iõm not ashamed to say 
that I hung onto it for a week or so. Then I let it go, or maybe I let 
him go, or maybe Iõll always miss him. I finally mailed it to his 
family with a profound sense of closure. Somehow, it has always 
felt like I was destined to have that old Family Bible just to make 
sure it safely made it back to his family.   

Have you ever met a soul on its way back home?  
I have.  
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Flowers and Peace 
Sarah Weiler 
 

Her cheeks were crowded with constellations, clusters of stars, 
almost an infinite amount of them. The color of her lips existed in 
the peonies that were found around the world, and in her eyes were 
like every precious stone that lied under the dirt and the oceans. 
Even the tears that rolled down her face were the great waterfalls 
hidden in public places and the places that were hidden, behind 
thick sheets of trees. She was Mother Earth. She did not only rule 
everything, but she was everything. She had seven children, and of 
those seven, was Antheia.  

Antheia raised her head from the grass which it laid, with a 
large flower crown draped upon her golden locks.She slowly stood 
up and walked across the small area of forest that hid her presence, 
the nature around her right away waking her up, almost like 
whispers in her ears. She felt the existence of all the plants around 
her, their energy refreshing her. She took in a deep breath and 
pushed aside the branches and vines she used as a door. She 
walked carefully on the balls of her feet to the river that rippled 
softly. She appreciated her reflection in the water; her beauty was 
among the flowers themselves. Her features were perfect, she could 
enchant any human, and her skin was so delicate.  

Antheia was surprised to hear faint footsteps behind her. She 
turned her head around and saw a man. Her best friend Iris had 
warned her about strangers, but this one had the air of a god. He 
was too beautiful to be mortal, and even the air around him 
seemed to glow. The flowers that Antheia had grown herself were 
even reaching out to the man. She felt inclined to stand up and 
introduce herself, but she fought the feeling. She could feel the 
flowers at her back urging her to arise, so she did just that. The tree 
roots under the ground guided her towards him.  
Antheia reluctantly spoke the words, òExcuse me sir.ó 
He turned around to meet her gaze. Her eyes shone like stars 

and her figure was elegant, almost like a tulip, and he couldnõt help 
but smile.  òYes madam?ó 
òI couldnõt help notice how my flowers were gravitating 

towards you. They have not done that for anyone except for 
myself. I am curious why they find such an interest in you. Are you 
a mortal?ó 
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He let out a small laugh, òNo, I am Attis, god of plants and the 
fruits of the earth,ó 
He gave her a small bow and again spoke. òI am glad to be 

acquainted.ó 
She smiled and gave a respectful curtsey in return. òI am 

Antheia, daughter of Mother Earth, and caregiver to nature and 
peace. I am also joyful to be of your acquaintance.ó 
òCaregiver to peace, that is quite an important role in our 

world.ó 
òVery much. It is a blessing to have the authority.ó 
òI would think so.ó 
After a small pause. Attis again spoke, òI offer an apology for 

having to part so soon, but I must go. I wish to make it up to you.ó 
She gave a tight lipped smile, looking down at the ground, 

although butterflies rushed in her stomach. 
òI am here at the river every morning.ó 
He bid her adieu and said to her, òI shall see you again soon 

madam.ó 
As the butterflies in her stomach did not rest, healthy ferns 

grew plentifully in her surroundings. She trimmed the greenery 
around the area, still with the thought of Attis in her mind. From 
then till dusk she continued her daily activities with the feeling he 
gave her in his presence. She had never met a god before other 
than her father, and he was very harsh to Mother Earth and her 
daughters. Attis seemed quite different.  

 
The next morning, Antheia arose from her grass bed, and 

pulled the vines aside to reveal the river from afar. She hurriedly 
went to the river and enjoyed the sound of the moving water, 
waiting for Attis to arrive. She waited and waited, but as soon as 
she heard the near whispers of the flowers, she knew he was there. 
She turned around and soon saw Attis walk into the natural 
courtyard from the rest of the wistful forest.  

She gave a small wave, suppressing her smile.  
òHello madam.ó  
This time she could not hold back her hidden smile. òHello.ó 

With that, a flower crown grew upon her head, and she couldnõt 
help but blush. Attis laughed and gestured to the spot of grass 
beside her.  
òMay I?ó 
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She softly nodded her head, so he sat beside her. He handed 
her a small bundle. Once she unwrapped it, it had a small piece of 
bread and round fruit. She first ate the bread, then soon took a 
single bite of the fruit. Once she had, her eyes lit up and she 
immediately looked at Attis.  
òI have never tasted a fruit so great!ó 
He told her that he had grown it himself, and that there were 

many more that he could bring to her. She instantly accepted the 
offer. She was never able to grow fruits as well as she was able to 
grow other plants and flowers. After she had finished her fruit he 
said that he must be off. But before he left, he planted a seed in the 
middle of her courtyard. He said that it was the fruit that she said 
she had loved so much, so she would never run out. By the time he 
exited the courtyard, a tree emerged from the soil, it grew foliage 
and fruits. As many fruits as she would ever want. It would not be 
something that she could forget.  

 
Attis began visiting every day. They would sit by the river and 

Antheia would eat a fruit from the tree he had planted every time 
he visited. They would talk about their childhood, their families, 
the stories of their adventures, anything. It was only a matter of 
time before they knew everything about each other. They fell in 
love, it was inevitable. Sometimes inevitable love is the best kind of 
love, this was one of those times. The surroundings of the forest 
had never been more prosperous; a flower crown was always about 
her head, and ferns were filling every corner of the courtyard.  

The blissfulness their relationship held, did not last long 
without disturbance. Antheiaõs father came to find out about this 
relationship. He was outraged. One morning, her father came 
raging into the courtyard. The flowers and the plants immediately 
wilted slightly in fear at his arrival. Antheia could almost hear them 
plead. Attis quickly stood in front of Antheia to protect her. 
Antheia stuttered, but tried again. 
òFather what are you doing here?ó 
She immediately recognized the anger from her father like in 

her childhood. Her mother appeared after him. òTime stop.ó But 
he would not. 

Antheia knelt down on her knees and clutched her hands 
together. She bowed her head down and held her eyes shut. She 
whispered silent prayers to peace. The louder her father spoke, his 
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booming voice filling the atmosphere, the harder she prayed, and 
the more the plants wilted.  

Mother Earth was losing her patience. She tried her best to 
calm him down, but he kept on, just like he always had. Time 
swung a large arm at her, and left a mark on her shoulder. 
Antheiaõs mother cried out in pain. Meanwhile, Father Time turned 
to Attis and swung at him. Antheiaõs prayers intensified and she 
continued to pray to peace. Before Time was even able to lay a 
hand on Attis, a gust of wind came from the forest spiraled around 
Time. The wind filled Mother Earth and with one blow at once, 
Mother Earth hit Time. All that remained was dust, that floated 
away in the wind. Antheia dropped to the ground, now tired. Attis 
stood shocked.  
Attis asked Antheia, òAs a caregiver to peace, how may the 

power it gives do such a thing?ó 
Antheia raised her head and said, òIt is not for me to choose 

how peace is achieved, but only to ask peace to do the deed 
however it may be.ó 
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Bite 2 Jennifer Woehrle 
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The Lake 
Kristina Seraphin 
 

The screen door bounced against its frame, rattling and 
grumbling, until I slapped the handle with my hand. The door 
slammed into place, glaring back at me. But I didnõt see, I was 
already running across the back yard. The sun was warm on my 
face and I could see the water, sparkling like a million diamonds, 
waiting for me like an old friend. The great lake was too cold to 
swim in most of the year. But once the mercury started reaching up 
the thermometer, I would wade into the cold, slimy water. We had 
to wear old tennis shoes because of the rocks and chunks of 
random debris mixed in with the muck. You never knew what you 
would find: a sparkling piece of beach glass, polished smooth over 
decades of tumbling amid the sand and muck; a tin can, rusty and 
fragile, barely clinging to life. Where did you come from? Half a shell, 
missing its owner, gave me a lop-sided smile. A chunk of 
driftwood, on its way to some other party, waved a little hello, then 
goodbye as it floated away. Where are you going? 

The old couple, who lived at the shore year-round, told me 
about the storms. The once-every-few-decade storms. Storms so 
intense that the waves crashed against the base of the cliff, 
hundreds of feet from the beach. The ones whose force claimed 
entire wells, dragging them out into deep water. òBe carefuló they 
said, òthereõs a well out there without its cap, so donõt fall in!ó This 
warning only made the lake that much more intriguing. Like the 
forest. Like any place I could escape to for a few minutes of 
sanctuary. Where the others did not follow. But not in the dark. 
That was their time. 

Sometimes we went out in the little boat. The outboard 
sputtered to life and we would skip over wavelets, until it wasnõt 
safe to go out any farther. Weõd cast our lines and maybe get one 
or two little perch. The neighbors had a bigger boat and would 
come back with a bigger catch. I cringed when I watched my 
friendõs father clip a live fish to a board and quickly slit open its 
stomach. The perch flopped and struggled, its life flooding away as 
it stared at us. I had seen that look in the eyes of the victims before 
they hurt them. Desperation. I wondered if I looked that way when 
they hurt me. Donõt scream. Donõt let them know. 
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The waves lapped against the shore while I rested on a large 
towel. The sun was starting to sink behind me, opposite the water. 
But there was plenty of light for now. In high summer it stayed 
light until almost ten. A flight of small birds flew overhead, a 
sudden burst of activity. Then it was quiet again. Softly, the waves 
kissed the beach. The water whispered and sang, a special concert 
just for me. Come join us, sang the carp that shattered the calm 
surface. They left only ripples, vanishing back into the murky 
water. I thought I could still hear their whispers. Come join us. They 
canõt hurt you anymore. I sifted through the fine sand, sparkling bits of 
history falling between my fingers. I climbed the short road up to 
the house and slammed the screen door. It would be dark soon. 

Somehow, I was not afraid. I learned to lock away the fear. 
Every bad thing went into a little box, hidden away. That way I 
could still enjoy the sunshine. I could almost hear my great auntõs 
voice whispering to me: Youõll always have the sunshine, little poulaki. 
The darkness couldnõt penetrate my hopes and dreams. I wore my 
hope like a warm coat. It protected me. I learned to forget the 
demons, until I fell asleep. Then, would the nightmares remind me. 

The white-capped waves broke as they struck the cottage. Wave after wave, 
unrelenting. I watched the water crash against the glass window panes. They did 
not break. The waves overtook the house. The walls still stood. I ran out the 
front door. The car wouldnõt start. The water was rising. There was no one else 
left.  I watched the waves overtake the little house. The flood encompassed 
everything. The car. Me. 

I woke up choking and gasping for air, lying on my bed under 
a warm blanket. Safe. A thousand miles away from the past. The 
nightmares about the lake donõt come as often now. Theyõve been 
replaced by other terrors. Nightmares about being buried under 
musty leaves in the fallow earth, witnessed only by the mottled 
birch and spikey pine trees. Sometimes I dream about the burning, 
or the needles. But, the ones about the big lake rising up are still 
the scariest. The extreme power and relentlessness of the waves; 
the impersonal death under muddy, murky water. Where no one would 
ever know. But I know. I know why I am here. I am here to tell the 
story, for those who canõt speak. I write because my voice is still 
strong. They tried and tried, but they could not silence my song. I 
sing because I can. And the monsters will never stop me. 
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In a hurry 
Venkat Nagaswami 
 
Every morning in a hurry,  
when making coffee, toasting bread, 
I long for the arms of the lofty pines,  
gently waving, adding breeze. 
 
Every morning in a hurry,  
looking for shoes, socks with no holes, 
I envy the turtles resting on dead-wood,  
on the duck pond, in no rush to move. 
 
Every morning in a hurry,  
dressed in shades of lifeless grey, 
I yearn for the sight of flowering plums,  
adding color against clear blue sky. 
 
Every morning in a hurry,  
packing my bag with pc and mouse, 
I think of the swans gliding in pairs, 
sparrows chirping, little robins feeding. 
 
Every morning in a hurry,  
dodging roadrunners crossing my path, 
I laugh, òSlow down éyou dumb bird, 
you donõt have to catch a bus.ó 
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