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Trial of Tears 

Josh Mastrovito 

Pepe, was five years older than I. He had dark skin that 
looked like it had been kissed by the sun. He was far more 
muscular than everyone his age, yet he was never violent. Mother 
said he was an old soul. Whatever that means.  

Everyone told me I shared my mother’s features; lighter 
skin, and a smaller build. Pepe, was just like our father… I never 
met him. He died before I was born. Sometimes, late at night, I 
hear the elders talk about him around the fire. They always change 
the subject right away when they see Pepe or I. Mother told us he 
was a great warrior and an even better man. Pepe, has heard more 
stories than me, but he never shares them. He always says “When 
you’re older Obo, it will all make sense”. Pepe, isn’t around much 
anymore. He has been training for the Trial of Tears, ever since 
father passed. The elders have become father figures to him, yet 
they look at me with stone-faces. Never showing me any emotion. 
I help the women mostly by the river. They have taught me how to 
weave baskets, plant crops, and how to cook. It’s not so bad, but 
most days I wish I was training with Pepe and the other men. He 
has gotten so fast and strong since we have made our last 
pilgrimage to the top of the mountain. 

        “Obo, wake up” Pepe, yelled in my ear with excitement. I 
was still asleep, groggy, not wanting to leave the warmth my bear 
pelt provided.  

“What Pepe, go back to bed” I regretted saying it almost 
instantly. If Pepe’s words had no effect, the kick to my stomach 
surely did. I yelped and rolled over quickly in submission. “I’m up, 
I’m up” I screamed, short of breath.  

We were on horseback chasing the rising sun before I had 
fully awoken. “Pepe, where are we going?” I finally asked, curiosity 
eventually getting the better of me.  

“Don’t worry about it Obo” he reluctantly said after 
hesitating a few moments. “Did you bring your rocks?” he asked 
me irritated. 
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 “Yes, of course Pepe” I answered angrily. Everyone knew 
it was bad luck to travel away from the river without your rocks. 
All members of our tribe received two rocks at birth from our 
chieftain. 

        We rode most of the day in silence. The occasional bird 
chirping shifted my mind back to reality. Pepe, never took me on 
rides, at least never this far from the river. Mother seldom let me 
leave the river, because of my visions. I was so curious of Pepe’s 
intentions, but I found the strength to remain silent. Eventually, 
the sun set and Pepe’s stride grew shorter and shorter until we were 
at a slow gallop.  

“We will sleep here” he stated, bringing us under a tree. 
We were in a valley far away from what I was used to. Pepe, 
instructed me to keep the fire going, so he could go get us food 
and collect more firewood. It seemed like he was gone for hours, 
but he couldn’t have been longer than thirty minutes. He returned 
with two rabbits and had picked a fair amount of berries. Pepe, 
always impressed me. After we had eaten the rabbits, Pepe laid 
down a few feet from the fire.  

His eyes glistened under the blanket of stars the night 
provided. Pepe, finally broke the silence “Obo, it’s time you learn 
about father”. I was so excited, I almost tripped into the fire as I 
jumped to hear what Pepe had to say. I stared at him for what 
seemed like an eternity before he finally looked at me. He laughed 
in my face.  

“Well, are you going to tell me?” I said, my voice unable to 
hide the anticipation.  

“You know how you have visions Obo, visions no one 
else has?” 

“Yes”, I nodded shamefully still unable to grasp my 
differences. 

 “Father used to have them too”. I froze, staring right 
through Pepe, I had waited my whole life to hear about our father. 
Now, to hear we had something in common, was too surreal for 
my adolescent mind to digest.  



 

7 
 

“Once you were born Obo, his visions stopped.” I 
continued staring into nothingness. “The elders say we were born 
from the river. Every three years we must travel to the mountain. 
That is where you must bring water from the river to give thanks. 
Then your rocks will speak to you. They will tell you what you 
must improve before the next pilgrimage. If you don’t heed your 
rock’s advice, you and your family will be cursed. You must never 
lose your rocks Obo.”  

I hastily interrupted, “But what does this have to do with 
father Pepe?”  

“Like I said, once you were born, father’s visions stopped. 
The elders knew you would eventually replace him.”  

“But…father was a warrior,” I interrupted “He completed 
the Trial of Tears, why must I always stay with the women by the 
river?”  

“You started having visions prematurely Obo. It is 
unheard of to start having visions before you have become a man, 
before you complete the Trial of Tears”.  

“I still don’t get what this has to do with father Pepe.”  

“Obo, only one member of the tribe can have visions, 
father gave his life to the river in order to save yours. The elders 
fear you because you were chosen. I must complete the Trial of 
Tears to become a man. You will never be put in danger, you must 
lead our people with the information passed to you from the river.”  

“Pepe, I don’t understand…” 

 “It’s alright Obo, just follow your rocks and pray to the 
river, then your soul will be free. You must travel once a year to the 
mountain on the day which the sun shines longest. Our whole tribe 
depends on your prayers that day. You alone are responsible for 
the fish we catch and the safety the river provides us. Obo, you are 
all of us, and we are all of you”. 
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String of Stars 

Hilary Broman 

He always did the lights. I would unravel every strand and check 
every bulb then I would sit in the driveway and watch him climb 
the ladder as if he were flying to space to tack stars to the sky. My 
father, the climbing man. He was heroic in the little things he did. 
He was heroic in the words he gave. This year he left without even 
a word to give. My father, the disappearing man. My father, the 
leaving man.  So, I unraveled each strand and checked every bulb 
with someone who gave me the words that I needed. We couldn't 
find a hammer and we couldn't reach the roof but we laughed 
when we pretended to be homeowners and we danced in the 
garage. And after the sun left to kiss the other side of the world we 
plugged in our very own string of stars. When we noticed that a 
section of the lights didn’t work we looked at each other and 
laughed. You said, "at least it has character," and I thought to 
myself, my father left a dark spot on my heart but at least it has 
character. 
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2016: Education, Family and PTSD 

Michael Johnson 

Where to begin but the beginning -- or a beginning – 
because in the grand sweep of things there isn’t just one. My name 
is Michael and I am 37 years old and I am just a guy who never 
lived up to my potential. There are many reasons for this, too many 
to list, too many to describe because to do so would be the matter 
for a novel, not just an essay. A few facts, largely unexplained, must 
serve as a point of departure: I left school at 16 – with a GED – 
studied classical guitar and composition privately before I injured 
my hands. I then began to pursue a life outside of music without 
notable success. Why would I leave school like that? Not because 
of disinterest nor wanderlust but rather PTSD was the chief 
informant of my decision, though I wasn’t aware of this until 
maybe 5 years ago. It was only then that I realized my antipathy for 
formal education and my love of learning, together amounted to a 
form of cognitive dissonance. The question of how that PTSD 
occurred isn’t clear to me even now. Don’t get me wrong I have 
suspicions, it might have been the 5th grade teacher who, unable to 
cope with an intellectually precocious student completing his 
assignments in about an hour, decided that locking me in an empty 
classroom was the easiest option. Perhaps it was my 7th grade 
Social Studies teacher yelling at us “little assholes” while 
simultaneously removing her own thumb with a paper cutter was 
responsible.  Most likely it was a classmate trying to hang himself in 
the cafeteria during the second lunch hour when we were in 10th 
grade.  He survived due to the quick intervention of his fellow 
students but in the era before schools were well versed in trauma 
counselling none of us got much help and I suspect many of us 
have scars from this incident.   

Like many who deal with PTSD, when faced with a trigger. 
I had to deal with the fallout.  The list of potential issues is long: 
Bad Memories that intrude on daily life, nightmare, flashbacks, 
emotional numbness, avoidance of people and places that remind 
you of the trauma, symptoms of high-levels of adrenaline, shame, 
fear, self-loathing, inability to feel happiness and joy the list goes on 
and on (America).  As a young man many of these were issues, 
though never flashback or bad memories.  I remembered all of 
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these things but they were, as far as I was concerned, just memories 
like any others.  I was numb and I despised both my school and my 
fellow students. These feelings were intense enough that despite a 
love of learning I felt that I needed to leave, that I couldn’t spend 
another moment much less 2 more years in this place. Flash 
forward to 2016 and the feelings were similar but self-awareness 
had changed the tenor somewhat: numbness certainly, 
disassociation as well but also seriously elevated adrenaline levels 
pumping through my veins. 

So how does someone who suffers from PTSD approach 
higher education? In a word – sweatily. It was this past January 
when I, at long last, enrolled in postsecondary education. I rode the 
bus to my first day of classes realizing too late that a walk would 
have been the saner, more relaxing option. Hindsight is always 
20/20 which allows me to definitively say that both the bus ride 
and the coffee were a bad idea. I made my way out of the urine 
soaked funk of the Express Bus and made my way towards the 
local community college. I remember clearly that as I approached 
the campus time seemed to slow and my thoughts to race. It’s 
fascinating what flashes through your brain at times like this. First 
it is the “Litany Against Fear” from Dune: “I must not fear. Fear is 
the mind-killer. Fear is the little-death that brings total 
obliteration…”  which was not a comforting thought.  Next Robert 
Jordan:  

“Til shade is gone, til water is gone  
 Into the shadow with teeth bared  
 Screaming defiance with the last breath  
 To spit in Sight-blinder’s eye on the Last Day.”  

Oddly that was a bit better, I enjoy the idea of “Sight-Blinder” as 
something anti-intellectual, but still not reassuring. As my heart and 
thoughts reached a crescendo I ran down the list of why this is silly 
and pointless: money, having to study what other people say, 
money, personalities and politics, money. I was certain that this was 
going to be a fiasco and as my steps slowed I looked down the 
street and see a row of trees and for a moment they took on the 
aspect of a forest. I remembered sitting in the California foothills, 
reading, avoiding the stress and pain of High School (read: cutting 
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class for the 45th day) and I remembered reading Thoreau’s 
“Walden” for the first time: 

“I went to the woods because I wished to live deliberately, 
to front only the essential facts of life, and see if I could 
not learn what it had to teach, and not, when I came to 
die, discover that I had not lived. I did not wish to live 
what was not life, living is so dear; nor did I wish to 
practise resignation, unless it was quite necessary. I wanted 
to live deep and suck out all the marrow of life, to live so 
sturdily and Spartan-like as to put to rout all that was not 
life, to cut a broad swath and shave close, to drive life into 
a corner, and reduce it to its lowest terms...” 

and I took another step. There are, I think you will agree, moments 
which even as they occur seem pivotal, and so this seemed to me 
even then.  

It was the end of January, or maybe it was February, when 
my wife told me she was pregnant with our first child. If you are 
any sort of person, your unconscious mind immediately starts 
taking personal inventory and wondering what you will be to your 
children. I didn’t know it at the time but this was to have a 
profound effect on my year, and my life in general.  This first term 
back in school had been a highly motivating time but still required 
daily pep talks just to step foot on campus and my motto and 
mantra had become “Just Show Up”. All in all things were getting 
easier, showing up was acting like a form of exposure therapy. 
Exposure therapy is a commonly used method to treat PTSD, 
small exposures to the trauma and triggers, each one overcome, 
slowly erode the trigger until it mostly disappears.  With that 
success happening, and in an attempt to embrace better mental 
health, I had decided to give up on the notion of myself as an artist 
and I was studying accounting. Somewhere in the back of my mind 
I think I had already decided on focusing on non-profit accounting 
to stay close to the arts. It seemed like a sensible, and reasoned plan 
at the time.  

In August, my poor wife was 8 months pregnant and the 
heat of the New Mexico desert had reached a hellish high point 
with thunderstorms nightly as if to mock the phrase “Dry Heat.” 
Although my little college had turned down my request to receive 
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credit I pursued an unpaid internship with the local symphony 
orchestra. I am great office help, better than any other intern 
they’ve had, after all I’m not a musician, I’ve got a background in 
business and accounting. Not a musician, but I was….am…. was. 
They aren’t cruel, they are some of the nicest people I’ve met but 
I’m not one of them anymore, the secret handshake has been 
changed, they have new jackets and I no longer say “Shibboleth” 
with the proper tone and accent to belong. On top of the strain of 
going to school I found myself with a bit of an existential crisis in 
regards to identity and career and to cap all of that off I was trying 
to get ready for Montgomery; it’s a boy! 

Later that month as the semester came to a close I 
received an e-mail. Perhaps it was hubris, perhaps just a capricious 
bit of self-torment, or perhaps it was fate, only time will tell. I had 
opted to email the Chair of the Music Department to ask about my 
options if unable to perform on an instrument to a credible level, 
this being a standard requirement even for composition, music 
history and musicology degrees. I had been invited to sit-down 
with some of the faculty to discuss the situation. A few days later I 
got up, wrote an exam and with that finished headed to the campus 
of the local University to see what sort of options I had, if any. I 
was on edge, already frustrated and truth be told bitter and 
disappointed, but hiding it well.  

“We have three options that will work for your situation” 
I’m told after introductions.  

“I’m sorry, I don’t understand” and they look at me as if 
my 4.0 GPA must have been a mistake.  

“We have 3 different degree paths that you can try for. 
Depending….” Ok.  

“Depending on what?”  

“Well you can try for either a BA in Music which lets you 
pick some from Column A and some from Column B, but this 
does have a performance requirement which we will come back 
to…” my heart sinks “…or you can look at Integrated Studied 
through either Fine Arts or the Honors College”. Some 
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explanation of the various options, pros and cons, benefits and 
drawbacks, are discussed.  

“If you want we can meet tomorrow for a voice mini-
lesson and assess voice as an option for your performance 
requirement and if it goes well you can sing in my choir.”  

I agreed, but with trepidation, I have options and that was 
something, but the other shoe has yet to fall, of that I was certain. I 
walked down Central and meet my wife at the hospital. My son’s 
heart isn’t beating the way it should; we need to come back for 
more monitoring.  

Another final completed, another night not slept and I 
walked to my mini-lesson. I’ve never sung in front of anyone, ever. 
Don’t get me wrong, I sing along with Christmas music, and show-
tunes but I don’t sing. We run through scales and exercises and 
sing a bit of some showtunes. I’m nervous, horribly nervous. “Ok. 
We can consider this your audition. I’d be happy to have you start 
this term even though you are still at the Community College. I 
don’t think you’ll have any trouble getting into a vocal studio to 
fulfill the private study requirements for a degree in composition or 
musicology. I think if it is where your passion lay you could pursue 
a career in Opera.” What just happened here? Apparently, I can 
sing? “But I was so nervous” I say with a laugh “I’ve seen worse, 
you didn’t throw up which is something”. I tell my wife my news as 
we walk down to the Hospital and the day again takes a turn: more 
heart decelerations, not as bad but still far from good. 

The subsequent weeks are a blur. We are in and out of the 
Hospital for fetal monitoring. Nothing is bad enough to require 
immediate treatment or induction but nothing is what it should be. 
Quickly reducing amniotic fluid levels, intermittent but significant 
heart decelerations but otherwise normal. My time is split worrying 
about the health of our future child and pondering on what my 
own future will hold. How to I balance the financial benefits of 
working in accounting with the benefits of working in a field I 
love? Am I too old? Has it been too long to make this dream come 
true? Where will that put me in 4 years? In 6? In 10? In the end, I 
realize that I’ve come through too much to settle for second place 
but much of the practical work and planning for that future must 
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wait for my son to be born and settle in, which he did September 
3rd, though the settling-in part is taking a bit longer.   

This was a big year for me, and I am sure as this year 
comes to a close plenty more surprises and changes will come my 
way.  2017 is looking to be a landmark year and yet looking 
forward I can’t help but be nervous.  So much of my life for the 
next couple years – and quite possibly beyond – revolve around a 
place that was a trigger point for me.  I don’t feel antipathy, 
disdain, or any of the other negative emotions I used to use to keep 
myself away from school and safe.  I’m not sure these things ever 
go away but “Just Show Up” has worked so far and that seems to 
be one of the keys to coping: having a plan, no matter what it is. 
(Health)  Having that sense that while life may still throw you 
curveballs you are the one at bat, and have a say in how things are 
handled.  In the end: Hope seems to help most. 
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For Aunt Mary 

Lauren Macias  

Our morning starts with loud clocks. 
On the kitchen table was a leaning tower of toast. 
In the rising Phoenix heat, 
We go out and pick lemons and oranges from her trees. 
Along with the fruit we picked flowers, 
And today Aunt Mary wore a button up shirt. 
It was always a pastel colored button up shirt, 
And noisy animal clocks. 
Aunt Mary cherished her daisy and tulip flowers 
And loved turning an entire loaf of bread into toast. 
She adored her fruit trees, 
And could withstand that Phoenix heat. 
I hate the heat, 
I wish I could pull off a button up shirt,   
And I always begged my mom to plant fruit trees. 
Although annoying, I enjoyed the mooing cow clocks. 
Even though most of it was burnt, I always ate her toast, 
And the air always smelt of flowers. 
My hair was regularly decorated with her lovely flowers, 
But they always withered because of the summer heat, 
And there was unfailingly leftover toast. 
Aunt Mary never changed her style of a button up shirt, 
So if I were to get her a present it would be clocks 
Or something to help take care of her trees. 
We went for one last picking from the fruit trees 
Along with picking a few more flowers. 
Then we heard the bird chirping clocks 
And I was relieved to escape the blistering heat. 
As I looked there wasn’t a drop of sweat on Aunt Mary’s button up 
shirt. 
I don’t know how, so I thought about it while I ate toast. 
Then I wondered how she always had so much toast? 
How long has she had her fruit trees? 
And if I looked in her closet, would I find 20 versions of a button 
up shirt? 
As I was getting ready to leave, Aunt Mary gave me a box of 
flowers, 
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And I checked the time as we stood in the heat. 
I had to run back inside once more to hear the clocks. 
As we hugged each other, I felt the softness of Aunt Mary’s button 
up shirt, 
Smelt the toast and flowers that lingered and we said goodbye in 
the heat. 
In that moment I knew I’d miss hearing those clocks and eating 
fresh fruit from the trees. 
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Henry 
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Pete 
Noel Savignac 
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A Different Point of View 
Panda Campbell 
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Desert Storm 
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Pine Tree Sunset 
Steven Wade Veatch 
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Yucca Blooms 
Alicia Espinosa 
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Heather and the Illusionist 
Hayden Froehlich  

 
Heather was laying on her bed staring at the cracked 

ceiling when she heard footsteps approaching her door. Now, she 
had heard footsteps before, and at first, they terrified her, but they 
always passed by her door and faded away. This time, they stopped. 
Heather pushed herself off the bed, her heart racing. She heard the 
sound of the locking mechanism click. The door swung open and 
in stepped a burly man dressed in a black uniform, holding an 
automatic rifle loosely in his left hand. 
 “Out. Now,” he commanded in a drawling voice. Startled, 
Heather climbed off the bed and approached the guard, trying not 
to show any fear on her face. Heather quickly took note of his 
weaponry. The aforementioned automatic rifle, a knife sheathed at 
each boot, a backup pistol, and what she guessed to be two smoke 
grenades. She and the guard stepped out of the room into a narrow 
hallway lit with sterile white light. “You will follow him,” said the 
man pointing to another identically dressed and armed guard. “I’ll 
be behind you. If you try to run, attack, or ask a single question…” 
The second guard flexed his hand into a claw and electricity arced 
between his fingers with a loud snap. Heather flinched. The man 
smirked. “Now, let’s move.”  
 The trio began walking down the corridor. They passed by 
more doors like hers, likely containing more future slaves. They 
turned left at a corner, then right, then right again. Heather 
wondered how large this place was. Suddenly, the guard in front of 
her halted. It nearly made Heather crash into his back.  
 “What the hell is it, Jeff?” growled the guard behind her. 
 “Um…sir? There’s a…a…” Heather looked around the 
man to see what he was so confused about. On the floor of the 
hallway, there was a fox sitting next to a top hat. Heather blinked. 
The fox was just sitting there, calmly licking its paw clean, not even 
acknowledging their presence. It had a mix of shining red and gold 
fur, unlike anything Heather had ever seen. The black top hat with 
the purple cloth band, sitting on the floor next to it only made 
things more bizarre. They all just stared, completely dumbstruck. 
 “So…what should we do, sir?” the guard named Jeff. The 
fox finished its grooming and looked up at them quizzically. Then 
the fox set down its paw and worked its head under the hat. The 
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three watched in amazement as the fox transformed into a young 
man, now wearing the top hat and grinning at them. His mess of 
curly hair and loose, flowing robes were the same mix of colors as 
the foxes’ fur: red and gold.  
 “Good afternoon, Gentlemen, ma’am,” he said cheerily.  
 “Who the hell are you? What are you doing here?!” barked 
the guard standing behind Heather. 
 “My name is Scipio Karian. Pleasure to meet you,” he 
replied removing the top hat and bowing low. “And since you 
asked, I’m here to instigate a massive breakout, and to a further 
extent, destroy the criminal organization you work for.”  
 “Right. Jeff, fill him with lead,” the two guards took aim. 
In the blink of an eye, Scipio pointed the bottom of the hat at the 
first guard, as if showing him there was nothing inside, and the hat 
exploded in a blast of confetti and streamers straight into the man’s 
face. He fell to the ground, spluttering. The second guard swore 
and opened fire. Heather ducked, placing her hands over her neck. 
Scipio clapped his hands together, then turned his palms toward 
the man. The air around them started to blur. All of the bullets 
stopped mid air before reaching the magician, who was still smiling. 
The guard realized his attack was fruitless too late. As soon as he 
stopped firing to reload, Scipio made a punching motion in the air. 
A pulse of concussive magic shot from his fist, reminding Heather 
of a visualization of a sound wave. It hit the man in the chest and 
he flew backwards, knocking his head on a wall.  

The other man struggled to his feet, drew a knife out of his 
belt, then lunged at the magician with a yell. Scipio tried kicking 
another repulsion spell at his assailant, but this time the man 
countered with a shield charm. They entered a physical and magical 
duel. The guard strove to grab one of the magician’s limbs in his 
electrified hands. Scipio countered by summoning a hand-held 
shield made of…bubble wrap, further adding to Heather’s 
confusion. He then performed three sweeping arm gestures and a 
swarm of butterflies appeared, and interfered with the guard’s 
attacks. The guard fought his way through and launched another 
stab at Scipio’s stomach, only to find his hand wrist deep in…a jar 
of peanut butter. Despite Scipio’s baffling magical tricks, the guard 
was doing a good job holding his own as the fight continued. 
Scipio was constantly fending off the man’s stabs and arcs of 
electricity.  
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“Pardon me miss.” Scipio shouted mid repulsion spell, “I 
know this is quite interesting to watch but if you could be so 
kind…” he had to stop talking to dodge another blast of electricity. 
Heather realized that she’d been staring at the fight for over a 
minute, and she abruptly came to her senses. She stood ` research. 
It had two settings: regular bullets and paralysis magic. Switching it 
to the latter, she aimed at the guard, channeled her energy into the 
gun and fired. A blast of orange magic shot from the barrel and hit 
the guard’s back. He became ramrod stiff and fell on his face.  
 “Nicely done!” said Scipio, panting.  
 “Thanks. And…uh...thanks for saving me,” said Heather 
awkwardly. 
 “Oh, don’t thank me yet. The fun is far from over,” he 
said, another mischievous smile on his face. “Now. According to 
my cheat sheet,” he pulled out a piece of paper out of his sleeve, 
“they had just finished moving all the other prisoners down stairs, 
and you were the last one. Would you mind following me?” He 
knelt down and pulled a key card out of the paralyzed guard’s belt. 
He then began striding down the hall, Heather jogging to keep up. 
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Grease Fire 

Seth Brewer 
 
He couldn’t even get up out of his chair 
Hell, maybe he didn’t even try 
Now they’re going to have to cart him outta here in it 
All that fat cooked into the recliner 
Deep fried him in his own skin 
 
Looks like he nodded off, cigarette in his hand 
Ember landed in the overflowing trashcan 
Once the moldy curtains caught,  
Whole damn trailer went up 
 
When I close my eyes I can see it 
Sizzling garbage in a sea of orange 
Flames roaring 
Oily, black smoke pouring out 
The place was a tinderbox 
 
It was the neighbors that called it in 
Said they could hear him screamin’ over the TV 
They didn’t even try to help him 
No one tried to help 
Not like they could’ve lifted him anyway 
By the time we got here, he was already dead 
 
Not much survived the fire 
All that garbage burns hot 
He must’ve thought it was all so important 
Magazines, newspapers, years’ worth of filthy laundry, 
All gone, dusty ashes lifted on the wind 
 
The whole damn neighborhood stinks  
Acrid, choking 
Like burning trash and a quarter-ton of smoking fat  
Like a smoldering landfill 
Like the alleyway behind McDonalds 
You can’t escape it 
You never get used to it 



 

27 
 

 
He couldn’t even get up out of his chair 
Hell, maybe he didn’t even try 
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Ayuda 

Seth Brewer 
 
I couldn’t even wrap my mind around it 
“some wetback’s daughter fell into the rapids” 
I couldn’t get past the river of racist bullshit 
spouting from his cracked lips 
 
I couldn’t help but notice the swastika on his head 
as he dived off the cliff into the eddy 
I couldn’t help but follow him into the frigid water 
He was right, she was down there 
 
I couldn’t quite reach her, no matter how hard I tried 
surfacing and diving, again and again 
I couldn’t seem to even get close 
the skinhead caught a fistful of hair, hauled her up 
 
I couldn’t carry her weight on my own 
so I grabbed under her arms and he grabbed her legs 
I couldn’t feel a pulse when we got her to shore 
she just laid there, blue as the water 
 
I couldn’t reach her 
I couldn’t carry her 
I couldn’t save her. 
I couldn’t do a fucking thing. 
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Ragdoll 
Chelsea Wilson 

I may look like a doll, 
But I am not yours to play with. 
I might be skinny or tall 
Or have curves and have width. 
I have my hair done 
And lashes to fit 
Somedays I’ll be on Tumblr 
With sarcasm and wit. 
You say that I’m ugly 
Too fat or too white. 
You say I don’t have ambition 
Or I have too much fight. 
You say it’s ok 
When I look sexy with beer. 
Then you hide me and clothe me 
So the judgements unclear. 
It’s good to get married 
And to be the housewife. 
But you scorn me and 
Tell me “go on, get a life.” 
“Go get a degree, but 
Don’t you dare use it.” 
“Take care of the kids, 
Who else would choose it?” 
Your heels are too flashy 
Your flats are too plain. 
Go on girl get trashy! 
But keep it quite tame. 
This guy over here tell me 
To call him Big Papa. 
“Smile for me baby, 
Come here little mama” 
“Gees you’re drunk 
Let’s go get a room!” 
The mortician carves 
“She deserved it” on my tomb. 
How can I feel safe 
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When I walk down the street? 
With cat calls and wolf whistles 
And men selling their “meat” 
Will I ever accomplish the 
Goals that I seek? 
Will my professors tell me 
I’m not ready, I’m weak? 
Yes, I’m a woman 
If you can’t already tell. 
No I don’t have a smile 
Or my time to sell. 
I just want to live in this world 
Without fear or regret. 
I just want to make the 
Same paycheck, you get. 
Stop treating this like 
It’s not a big issue. 
I’m sorry, not sorry 
That it’s what we must teach you. 
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Alone I Fly 

Alex Pintor 
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Wild Garden of Sweet Pea 

Alicia Espinosa 
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Walkway 

Tanya Chavez 
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NAP 

Tanya Chavez 
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Untitled 

Trent Schairer 
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Dragon 

Jacqueline Montiel 
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3 Hours, in 5 Days 

Michael Johnson  
 
Coffee in a paper cup, dripped from a plastic box. 
The nurse says we are “Doing Great.” 
“If you say so...” I numbly think 
More Coffee in a cup already soft and stained from use. 
This hurts to watch… 
This isn’t what we had planned. 
Even more coffee in a cup, well past its lifespan. 
Hold your hand? I can do that. 
Coffee in a dissolved cup, fine, but why Folgers? 
Don’t touch me? you snarl sweatily 
…don’t feel hurt I think, she doesn’t mean it – but she does 
I’d trade my first born for a Starbucks, still safe to say that  
for now… 
Ready to push, just three more hours….  
or 4 minutes, that’s how she rolls. 
Now my stomach feels like this poor cup looks; no more coffee. 
The nurse asks if he is a Jr.? Never. 
How can something screaming, covered in blood be cute? 
That’s a skill. 
I need another cup. 
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Tail-wagging Adoration for Fellow Man 

Rhonda Hall 
 Dogs are unique. They are unique in that they are the only 
animal in history to be domesticated by humans and proceed to 
become the ultimate companion to man. A dog meets you for the 
first time and expresses so much excitement that you’d think you 
were his long-lost mother. Perhaps that’s the case if you’re looking 
to adopt. Others are timid, glancing up hesitantly with their big 
glossy eyes, obviously fearful. Occasionally, there are pups who you 
encounter who greet you with a low, toothy growl. Regardless of 
how they react when you first meet them, they are all the same - 
filled to the brim with an undying capability to love and do so 
unconditionally. 
 I used to volunteer at the Watermelon Mountain Ranch in 
Rio Rancho which is the state’s largest no-kill shelter. They house 
dogs, cats, rabbits, chickens, two pigs, and even a goat. I worked 
primarily with the dogs and cats, considering they make up a 
majority of the shelter population, and I did so on an almost daily 
basis during my summer breaks. I originally began my work there 
to increase the productivity and positivity I had lost as a result of 
struggles with mental illness and addiction to drugs and cutting. 
I’ve always been a dog-lover so, naturally, I found their company 
tremendously rewarding to say the least. The ranch consists of only 
a few actual buildings, the rest of the area being open dirt, 
equipment sheds, and covered kennels. The kennels vary in their 
layout, some having concrete floors and running on the smaller 
side, others being slightly larger with dirt landscape and small 
plastic pools of water. Mostly bigger dogs reside in these, usually 
one per kennel. Little dogs, on the other hand, all share a big yard 
with a patch of astroturf and a mini house – one of the few 
buildings - for them to sleep and eat in. Tiny fluffy beds litter the 
tile floor as well as a few plastic ones with towels bundled up for 
cushion.  I spent a lot of my time in the little dog yard sitting on 
the porch of the house as the fuzzy critters milled about, usually all 
over me. New dogs would come and go, many of which I fell in 
love with all of my heart. Pups big and small grabbed onto my 
heartstrings and refused to let go: Skipper the Shepherd Terrier 
mix, Maybel the Pitbull, Bugsy the Chihuahua, Anastasia the 
Doberman mix, Stripe the terrier, and Demi the standard 
Dachshund. All of them have been adopted by now except for 
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Demi. She will likely live her whole life at the shelter where, luckily, 
she will be loved and adored rather than euthanized. 
 Demi is one of those dogs that needs a very specific 
owner. She’s high maintenance in that she needs to be in a home 
with no children and no other dogs or cats. It’s not because she’s 
vicious, but rather because she’s finicky about the people she 
decides to find acceptable. After observing her for some time, I 
saw how special she was and still is. Most of the time, if a new 
person tried to enter her space she’d growl and nip at their legs, but 
I happened to be one of the lucky few. Males seemed to be more 
likely to receive a quick bite than females, but she disliked her fair 
share of both sexes. I never had any problems with her, but I 
assumed she had some history that made her weary of a majority of 
the people who approached her. I ended up bonding with her in a 
manner I hadn’t imagined having with a dog who wasn’t even 
technically mine. I would have taken her home in a heartbeat had I 
had the time to train her and had I not had three other male dogs 
who have big enough alpha complexes as it is. I quickly 
understood, however, why she was a tough one to have around.
 Mischievous as all hell, Demi sure loves to get into things 
she shouldn’t. I’ll never forget the day I walked into the little dog 
house to find her peeling off the thin metal lining on the walls, 
screwed into the drywall to protect the paint from scratches. She 
had a corner of the metal between her teeth and she kept yanking 
until metal scraps littered the room and almost half of the metal 
was removed from the wall. All I could do was laugh at the carefree 
look in her brown eyes when I walked in and exclaimed, “What did 
you do, Demi?” She’s far too sassy to give a damn about what 
anyone else thought of the situation. 
 One day when the sun was particularly blistering out on 
the Rio Rancho mesas with nothing but scalding dirt and zero 
cover, I sat down on the porch in the little dog area like I had done 
so many times before. Demi assumed her usual position of 
perching her front paws on my shoulder and licking the back of my 
short pixie cut hair until I looked as though I recently showered. As 
I rubbed her back and allowed her to lick away to her heart’s 
content while all the other dogs slept around my legs and stomach, 
I began to cry. There were all of these animals around me who 
didn’t know anything about my history or any wrongs I had done. 
Regardless, they showed me nothing but unwavering adoration and 



 

40 
 

loyalty. I didn’t have much knowledge of their histories either, but I 
held no resentment in my heart and we shared a mutual 
understanding. 
 The particular time in my life I chose to begin going to 
Watermelon Ranch was one riddled with judgment and sanction 
because of who I was and where I came from. People see scars all 
over my shoulders or hear about how I used to act and immediately 
dismiss me as a pathetic or sickly human being. Dogs, however, see 
me and all others through untainted eyes and see only the true 
essence of our beings. They don’t see the stripes of thick scar tissue 
all over my arms and legs. They only see a person. Demi’s love for 
me in that moment and my love for her in return opened my eyes 
to the idea that I could be loved again even with all of the acts I’ve 
committed against the people I care for most. The wet pad of her 
nose on my ear and the buildup of slobber in my hair and the 
napping pups all around me caused joy to wash over my being and 
tears to rush down my cheeks. 
 Unconditional acceptance is virtually nonexistent in 
humans simply because of our nature. We are naturally judgmental 
and hesitant when it comes to building bonds with other people. 
We see something we don’t understand like race, sexuality, body 
weight, gender, and even my scars and the projection of our 
ignorance is instantly emblazoned on our perception of them and 
overcoming that is difficult if not impossible in many cases. Dogs 
don’t have that curse. My dogs Sammy, Shelby, and Hobson see 
me walk through the door each day and react as though I’ve been 
gone for years. I pull into the driveway in my silver Jeep Patriot and 
I see their little heads pop up excitedly in the living room window. 
They’re truly overwhelmed with joy at my presence. It’s not just 
our own pets - it’s all canines. I was exposed full-time to the 
diversity prevalent in shelters. These animals come from countless 
backgrounds (stray, owner surrender, rescue from a kill shelter, 
etc.) and they come with loads of their own baggage. Even if they 
come from a world of abuse and neglect, once it’s proven to them 
that you’re trustworthy and that you have a good energy, they’re 
there for you for life. Perhaps we too should try more often to 
jump up on people’s shoulders to lick the back of their head and to 
shake with excitement when someone we love walks in the door. 
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Shadow 

Andrew Forbis 
 I was given fangs and claws and forced to the mud. And 
the mud is where I’ve been for six months. The only thing to learn 
down here is how things die. Most of the time it’s quiet and lacking 
dignity, then quickly forgotten. But today is not like the rest. My 
death will not be like the rest. I will make it loud. I will make it 
glorious. My loved ones will mourn and move on. I will be 
forgotten, but not by the one who was unlucky enough to end my 
life. I will have impact upon them. When their life is challenged, 
they will pause and memories of my lunacy will return. 
 “Ash,” my first in command screams out to our second, 
“take James and run.” One of his legs broken, his shield smashed 
to shards, his clothes torn and bloodied, and still he stands. It was 
all he could do to defend our third who lay unconscious behind 
him. Ash still holds her bow, arrows exhausted. Her gaze lingers on 
our third for a few seconds before the order sinks in. She turns to 
collect me, but the beast is on her before that moment of hesitation 
can dissipate. Without effort, it launches her a few meters back, 
straight into a tree. The sound of the impact displaces the rain 
around her. The tree quivers and groans. 
 The animal turns its focus to me, satisfied that the rest of 
my team cannot help. “James, get out of here,” I can hear our first 
plead. I look to him, desperation is in his eyes. Ash and our third 
would be easy targets once he died, and he would die. If I ran. 
    ---  
 We’re close to home today, so the sky is full of grey. We’ve 
set up a small camp on the outskirts of one of the old cities in a 
small clearing with trees and ferns all around. Redwoods weave 
through the sea of ruined buildings ahead. Only a few of the 
buildings stand taller than the trees. The rain is blocked by the 
canopy of leaves and steel. A light mist occupies the air along with 
the sound of the rain breaking above. Shelf mushrooms gather the 
water that trickles down many of the massive trunks, small 
waterfalls forming from the overflow. My team was up and on the 
hunt just before daybreak. Here I’ve sat, for nearly half the day, left 
to my thoughts and the whisperings of nature all around me. I 
haven’t been able to adjust to the cold setting in. Temperature is 
regulated back home. 
 My success in training should have earned me fourth, or 
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even third placement. Instead I am fifth and final in command. The 
team I am assigned to saw more good fortune than most. They lost 
only one member during their last trip to the ground. Anyone who 
can survive down here is surely deserving of a higher rank than I 
am. I suppose I should be grateful to be on a team with four 
surviving members. I can learn from them. I was hoping to learn 
from them. But for the past month all I’ve been doing is studying 
track marks, practicing the bow, and making traps. Not traps for 
catching, traps to injure or kill. 
 “We can’t have two rookies out and about,” First said to 
me. Fourth was on the ground with them once, before I joined. 
They got lucky and found some valuable old documents three 
months in. The rest of the group has been teaching him how to 
track and hunt. I’m not allowed on any hunts, though. Even when 
they’re just tracking an animal, they leave me with our supplies. 
Apparently, I’m not ready to face the creatures that dwell here 
despite my affinity with a blade. 
 Second is the first to return. “Still nothing,” she says to 
me, fixing her ponytail, “we should have spotted it by now.” 
They’ve been tracking a bear for the past couple of days trying to 
figure out its prefix. We’ve stretched our dwindling rations by 
foraging, but nutritious plant life is uncommon, and the only 
animal they’ve managed to catch the trail of is that bear. It’s one of 
the more dangerous animals, so we have to know what it can do 
before we act. 
 “You think it’s camouflage?” I ask. 
 “It could be a shapeshifter. Really, there are several things 
it could be.” 
 I wanted to protest them leaving me out, but she raised her 
hand before I could speak, knowing what I was about to say. She 
draws her blade and beckons me to the center of our clearing. 
 “Practice,” she dictates. I grunt my annoyance and join 
her. They’ve been running through the forest and the city for hours 
and still she wants to spar. I don’t enjoy swordplay with Second. 
I’m better at it, yet she thinks to teach me. And it’s never a fight. 
All she wants to do is improve my stance and technique. I usually 
spar with First, and Second teaches me the bow. But today it’s just 
a distraction to keep me from complaining. 
 Her stance and technique really are impeccable, but that’s 
only useful in proper dueling. She lacks spontaneity and can’t adapt 
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fast enough when I improvise. Still, I admire her when she takes 
her form, her breath the only thing that moves. She’s smaller than 
the rest of us. I think she could cut us all down if we followed the 
rules. The image of her like this takes me back to my youth. She’s 
like something out of a fairy tale my mother used to tell me. I half 
expected her ears to come to a point like the elven warrior from 
the tale. Running through her forest, bow in hand, slaying demons 
a dozen at a time. Second does stand a foot shorter than an elf 
would. Like that slows her down. She’s been teaching me how to 
move through the forest without being seen or heard. Half the time 
I only know where she is because her radiant blue eyes slash at me 
from the darkness of her hiding spots. 
 I take up my stance, and we begin. She stops me frequently 
to adjust my arms and legs or change the way I’m facing. This time 
I do not improvise. I let her move me around and follow her 
instructions. A few minutes go by before First and Third step into 
the clearing. First looks around as he approaches us. 
 “Fourth has not returned?” he asks me. I look up at him 
and shake my head. “Well, we’ll give him ten more minutes.” His 
face is made of stone but that, and his bushy beard, cannot hide his 
worry over my response. 
 “It’s likely he got turned around,” Second says. 
 “Aye,” First responds, “he isn’t the best student of 
navigation.” He tugs at his beard for a moment before turning to 
Second, “S’pose we should fetch him. Do you mind?” She shakes 
her head and goes to fill her canteen before departing. “Fifth, you 
and I will check around our perimeter.” He places his hand on my 
head and looks over at Third. She catches his stare. He holds up his 
other hand, pointing to the sky, and makes a circular motion. She 
nods and we leave. 
 We walked silently through the trees for a while. The rain 
still pelts the canopy above us. First usually moves with purpose, 
but now he seems distracted. He’s a tortured man. His skin doesn’t 
fit quite right over his muscles, like he lost some of his size to the 
harsh conditions of this life. Despite that, his carriage is strong and 
imposing. He must have been quite a sight before he ever left the 
city. Fitting to the style of training we receive there. So much time 
has passed since the day he first came to the ground. He tries to 
hide the sadness in his face behind that beard of his. But we all 
know; he has seen tragedy. 
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 “Why is it always raining around our city?” I ask, trying to 
break the tension of my own thoughts. 
 “Ah, that I don’t know,” First says, “Third is the one with 
an education in technology, and even she isn’t sure. She thinks the 
engine that powers it pulls in moisture for hundreds of miles to 
keep cool. But it’s a mystery. Especially to people like—” a 
snapping sound reaches out to us from around the trees. First 
stops and falls silent, holding his hand up to stop me. We both 
crouch low to the ground. He points to his eyes then makes a 
sweeping motion with two of his fingers behind us. I turn and 
begin scanning through the trees. It doesn’t take long. I find an 
irregular space where the rain is hitting something before it can 
reach the ground, a few dozen meters away. Leaning in, I block out 
everything I can to improve my focus. The sound of my heart 
flooding my ears. I reach back to grab First. Before he can turn I 
see something exhale into the cold air and stumble back. 
 “What is it?” he whispers. I hold up my hand to silence 
him. I search for the irregularity but cannot find it. “What is it?” he 
insists. I continue scanning the forest. He grabs my shoulder, 
“Fifth. Speak.” I glance at him and then back to the forest. 
 “I’m not sure.” 
 We finish checking the perimeter and return to the small 
clearing where we left Third. She welcomes us back and asks how it 
went. 
 “Fifth thinks he may have seen our bear.” First responds. 
Her eyes widen and she looks at me. First motions for me to speak 
up. 
 “I’m pretty sure I know the prefix, too,” I start. Third 
looks at First and he nods. We all sit down and I explain the 
encounter to her. 
 “Well that’s not camouflage. I also think we can rule out 
shapeshifting,” she says, “maybe it can project or go invisible.” She 
reaches out and grabs my arm, “Good eye. It must be above 
average in intelligence, too. Figuring out we were tailing it, 
throwing us off the trail, and then backtracking to find us,” she 
gives First a worried look and lets out a sigh. 
 “I can help,” I blurt out. First begins to interrupt me, but I 
push on. “I’m the best swordsman among us. My reflexes have 
improved tenfold since we got down here. And my eyes are keen. 
I’m on par with or exceeding Fourth in every way except tracking.” 
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First knows these things are true. “I’m ready,” I press. He ponders 
what I’ve said for a few moments. Third sits silently. I know she 
has confidence in my ability. 
 “There is no such thing as ready,” First finally says. He 
rubs his temples with the thumb and middle finger of one of his 
hands. “Considering the bear has discovered us, I don’t think we 
have much choice in the matter. You’ll have to come with us from 
now on.” Third nods in agreement. There’s a rustling in the trees in 
the direction of the old city. I spring to my feet and whip my blades 
from their sheaths. Second stumbles into the clearing. 
 “Second,” Third says, rushing to her side. First and I are 
both standing, weapons drawn. Feeling a little embarrassed we 
quickly sheathe our swords. 
 “I’m okay,” she says. 
 First steps toward her, “Fourth?” 
 Her eyes drop to the ground and she shakes her head. 
 “Damn this place!” First says, balling his fists. He pulls his 
blade from his back and hurls it, tip first, into a nearby tree, letting 
a roar bellow from his lungs as it flew. I share a glance with 
Second. Third steps over to him and places her hand on his 
shoulder. Without moving he asks, “Was it the animal?” 
 “Yes,” Second replies. 
 “I thought he was ready,” First says. 
 “Stop,” Third places her other hand on his cheek and 
turns his face toward her, “he was ready. As ready as we could have 
made him.” A pair of tears run from her eyes. His posture softens 
as he wipes them away. 
 “I’m sorry,” he says, “you’re right.” He pinches her chin a 
little before going to retrieve his sword. Placing both hands firmly 
around the hilt, he jerks it from the tree and wipes down the blade. 
“I’m just tired of losing people,” he says, returning to us. I notice 
Second nodding her head. All I can do is stand here. I only knew 
Fourth a month, and we didn’t interact much. I’m more worried 
about us being down a man. 
 “Take us to him,” Third says to Second. 
 We pack up our small camp and follow Second into the 
ruined city. It takes an hour to reach the spot where she found him. 
It’s a small building that has mostly collapsed. Underbrush has 
taken it over. Trees don’t surround it so the rain is making its way 
down. The man is still, beneath some ferns. Branches and shadow 
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block the sight of most of him. What little I can see is twisted and 
stained red. Slashes run his length. 
 “His weapons are still sheathed,” First mutters, crouching 
down to examine the body. 
 It’s just a bear. We’re highly trained, and he never even got 
to draw his weapons. Fourth is nearly the size of First and has the 
strength to match. Without resistance, this man was made into 
nothing. My stomach churns. Rushing outside, I spill the contents 
onto the ground. Second steps out of the building after me. 
 “There was no fight,” I say to her, “what kind of way is 
that to die?” Her lips quiver at the question. She takes my hand in 
hers. 
 “Fifth, I could almost weep for you,” she squeezes my 
hand. I squeeze back in appreciation but she continues, “This is the 
death most of us will die.” She gives me a weak smile saying, 
“Accept it.” We sit outside while First and Third prepare the body. 
There isn’t much talking. She just sits with me. 
 “I’m sorry. I should be the one helping you all,” I say. 
 Her smile returns with a different message, “Well, we’ve 
been on the ground much longer than you.” 
 Third calls us in after they finish. The man is wrapped in 
cloth up to his neck, now lying in the center of the room. Rain falls 
freely on him. Second stands with Third, and they silently comfort 
each other. First approaches me and asks if I’m okay. I know he’s 
asking about Fourth. I have no appropriate answer so I just nod. 
He replies with a nod and walks over to Third. She hands him a 
small vial. He turns to Fourth, takes a coin from his pocket, and 
kneels. He whispers something I can’t make out and places the 
coin over Fourth’s mouth. 
 “We knew him as Fourth. We knew him as Sidney,” First 
says, “In death, your hunt ends.” He pours a few drops from the 
vial onto Fourth. Standing, he backs away, and the contents of the 
vial spread across the entirety of Fourth’s body. A thin blue film 
coats him. The sound of rain takes the area, and, for a moment, 
everything is still. First steps back over to Fourth and kneels, 
“Goodbye, brother.” The body starts to dissolve. With every 
raindrop, more of it is dispersed into the air, until Fourth is no 
more. And just like that, without a fight, without a final word, a 
man is gone. 
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Emotional Strength 

Robin Rott 

 
 We all have ideas of what we can do, what we can’t do, 
what we fear, and what we like. There are some situations in life 
that will cause you to do things you do not like, fear or even think 
are impossible. It was a beautiful day in the summer of 2009. My 
husband Wayne and I were not employed at the time, and we had 
both lost our jobs in February, and although money was tight and 
times were stressful we still liked to enjoy those toasty summer 
days. We both, very much, like to stay active. Wayne is a strong, 
muscular man who could be considered a workaholic gym rat, he 
basically needs to stay busy all of the time and has trouble sitting 
still. 
As late afternoon began we decided to spend some time outside 
enjoying the great weather that Albuquerque has to offer. Wayne 
said, “I want to go out and skateboard around the neighborhood,” 
and I wanted to go with him. I consider myself to be “graceful,” 
meaning clumsy, so I have never learned to skateboard for fear of 
losing my front teeth; so I rode my bicycle alongside him. We were 
enjoying the sun on our backs, the warm air, and the lovely view of 
the Sandia mountains. Exercising outdoors is preferable to both 
him and me and always helps to relieve stress. After a few times 
around the block it was getting a little later, evening was beginning 
and the sun was starting to dip. As we came to a street corner in 
our neighborhood a car was at the stop sign. I am not sure what 
the woman who was driving was thinking because she made a wide 
turn, not seeing my husband and me, and almost hit us with her 
car. This left my nerves shaking and I said, “I’m done for tonight, 
it’s getting too dangerous out here.” Wayne was still having a great 
time and said, “I want to go around the block once more.”  I said 
“ok,” but be safe because it’s getting dark and people are not 
paying attention.” 
 I went inside the house to get some water and wait for my 
husband’s return. I waited, and waited, and waited. I thought, to 
myself, “he sure is taking a long time to go around the block.” I 
also then recognized that he is very friendly, and social, and likes to 
talk with the neighbors, and maybe he just stopped to talk to one 
of them. I decided to wait just a few minutes more, just to wait and 
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see if he would return, and if not, I would go outside and see where 
he may be. 
 A minute later the door opened, in walked my husband. 
Here stands the love of my life, his skin draped with a maroon veil 
from the top of his head to the middle of his chest. It looked 
almost like mud, like it had been poured over him and drizzled 
down from his head. At first glance, I thought that he was playing 
some kind of a trick on me. He likes to tell stories and make fun. 
What was I looking at, and what had happened? He said, with a 
smile on his face, “I fell.” I was coming down the street really fast 
and hit a rock. The board slipped out from under me and my head 
hit the ground.” Did I mention that he is graceful too? And then, 
all of a sudden, I realized that this was no joke. It was blood. “Oh 
no.” It’s not that I am disgusted by the sight of blood, it’s the sight 
of spewing blood that inspires nausea and fainting and is oh so 
repugnant to me. When I was about 20 years old I was washing a 
drinking glass. The glass was thin and with my hand inside, it broke 
and cut the top of my hand right over a vein. The sight of my 
blood pumping out of my hand dropped me to the ground as I 
fainted. How was I going to be able to help him?  
As he turned around I saw the damage that had transpired, he had 
cracked his head open. The back of his head looked like ground 
turkey, and there was a place in the middle of the asphalt encrusted 
road rash that was pouring out blood at the same rhythm of his 
heart beat. The blood was coming out so fast that it was a shade of 
maroon, because the oxygen in the air hadn’t had time to saturate 
the blood yet. It didn’t look real to me as I expected it to be a 
brighter shade of red. Even thinking of it now makes my stomach 
turn. 
 Being the only other adult in the house, I had to pull 
myself together. I yelled to our son, who was a young teenager 
practically glued to his bedroom at that time, “GET A TOWEL!” 
He grabbed a white dish towel and I shouted “no not that one, get 
the red one, I’ll never get all of the blood out of that one.” At the 
same time, I wanted to help my husband and I was worried about 
the laundry. It was so weird, but trepidation was taking over. I told 
Wayne “we have to go to the emergency room because you are 
bleeding so much.” I had no idea how much blood he had lost 
and/or how it would affect him. He said, “I don’t want to go to the 
emergency room because we don’t have any insurance, and it 
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would cost too much.” I argued “we could go to the University of 
New Mexico Hospital and receive treatment that wouldn’t cost us 
so much. They charge by how much you make and we don’t make 
any money right now.” I was in disbelieve that we were arguing 
about this when I could not get his head to stop bleeding and I 
thought his life was on the line. 
 The image running through my mind was the death of 
Sonny Bono. He was on a skiing trip and hit a tree. The head injury 
that he sustained, lead to his death just a few days later. Could my 
husband’s head injury be just as bad? He hit his head hard enough 
to crack it open. Oh no, “we really need to get to the emergency 
room right now.” After about what seemed like a lifetime, I finally 
convinced him to get in the car so that we could go, Wayne, our 
son, and me made our way to UNMH, and surprisingly, I still do 
not remember the drive there. 
 When we arrived at the hospital emergency room, I let my 
husband and son out of the car and then drove around to looking 
for a parking spot. I finally found one, parked and ran into the 
emergency room. I saw our son standing there and asked him 
“where is your dad,” and he responded “they took him to the 
triage.” Wayne walked out of triage, and he now had a cotton 
turban wrapped completely around the top of his head. 
Outstandingly, for all that he had been through, he was still in a 
good mood and smiled at me. I kissed his face and hugged him 
tightly. 
I thought that I was going to explode from all of the emotions that 
I was having at once; I was coming unglued. Then a nurse called 
out my husband’s name and we all walked towards the clinic 
entrance, but as we got closer, the nurse told me and our son that 
we could not go to the back with him. I was corybantic I wasn’t 
allowed to be by his side. I felt defeated and I was so stressed out 
that all I wanted now was to smoke a cigarette. At that time, I 
smoked about a pack a day. I searched through my purse and they 
weren’t in there, so I went to my car in the parking garage, UNMH 
without any cigarettes. It seemed that the universe was against me. 
 I walked back inside and asked our son, “what’s 
happening?” He said that nothing had changed since I had gone 
outside. As I sat down in the waiting room a nurse opened a door 
on the other side of the room and asked if anyone wanted to come 
back to be with someone in there. I grabbed our son’s hand and 
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rushed over, about half way across the room she closed the door, 
and we didn’t make it. All at the same time I felt melancholy and 
exasperated and didn’t have any idea of what to do with myself. My 
adrenaline was running so high that I could not sit down. I stayed 
close to the door, waiting for someone to let me in, knowing that 
we would make it in the next time around. 
 Not much more time had passed, and my husband came 
walking through the door, along with a male nurse. I see him 
talking to the nurse and then pointing towards me. He told me that 
the nurse had asked him, “which one is your wife,” and he said, 
“that angry looking woman over there.” I obviously didn’t hide my 
emotions very well. We were all speaking together, and Wayne 
asked, “do I really need to get stitches,” the nurse replied, “since 
we were able to get the bleeding to stop, stitches are not absolutely 
necessary.” He stated, “you can take care of this at home. The 
biggest concern is that he may have a concussion.” Wayne asked, 
“So can I leave?” He said, “Yes you can leave, but you, looking at 
me, need to wake him up around 2am and ask him questions like, 
what is your name, and what year is it, and do you know where you 
are?” At exactly 2am our son knocked on our bedroom door and I 
said, “come in.” He came into our room and we both attentively 
asked my husband these questions; he answered them all correctly, 
to my appeasement. 
 I could now relax. The sky was not falling, and the sadness 
and worrying were dissipated. When I was very young I wanted to 
be a doctor, and then I saw blood and I knew that profession 
would not be possible for me. Now I would take on the job of a 
nurse. Every day I had to change the dressing and clean the wound. 
Cleaning the wound did not bother Wayne, but it did bother me a 
bit. I am not a doctor or a nurse and did not feel very comfortable 
that I must do this task. I have to admit that it wasn’t so bad, now 
that the bleeding had stopped, and I did feel sorry that he still had 
asphalt embedded in his head. I was glad that I had not vomited or 
fainted and was even able to drive. And although I was feeling a 
barrage of different emotions, not one of them took over. 
Throughout all of my anxiety, I was able to competently take care 
of my loving husband. 
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Living Inside 

Dolores Newkirk 
 
the flooding light trickles into place 
 
where whispers continue 
and all thoughts are memories of yesterday 
 
filled to the top of the pitcher 
colored with artificial flavoring 
yet, tasting as dry as the desert sand 
 
cool and bitter 
 
all is still…stops 
even the voices 
are quiet as the walls 
 
which hold secrets 
 
continue to remain tight-lipped 
impenetrable, durable 
like solid steel 
 
Real 
 
Until tomorrow 
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