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Amaranth: Spotlight is a literary journal comprised of creative work 
by Lehigh students and published by Lehigh University. 

 
Address communications to: 

Amaranth, 
Department of English, 

35 Sayre Drive, 
Bethlehem, PA 18015 

www.amaranth.cas2.lehigh.edu/ 
inlitrag@lehigh.edu 

 
The editorial staff would like to thank the Lehigh University 

student body and administration, as well as the Bethlehem 
community, in helping us realize the publication of the Fall 2014 
inaugural issue of Amaranth: Spotlight. In particular, we would like to 

thank the tireless efforts and supervision of Bob and Stephanie 
Watts and James McAdams. Most of all, thank you to our 

contributors and all students who submitted their work, as well as 
the student editors who were incredibly generous with their time 

and efforts in advertising the journal and reviewing all entries. 
 

Editor’s Note: As Lehigh University’s premier literary magazine, 
it is our responsibility and privilege to represent the broad range 
of sensibilities reflecting the aesthetic, thematic, and intellectual 
experimentation promoted by Lehigh’s English faculty. In these 
magnificent works of poetry, fiction, and graphics, we hope you 
will be both entertained and moved by the power of imagination 
and the written word, and impressed by the abilities displayed by 
these up-and-coming writers. My personal advice: save this issue, 
savor the entries, and remember and record for posterity all the 

names of these talented individuals. 
  

http://www.amaranth.cas2.lehigh.edu/
mailto:inlitrag@lehigh.edu
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Ella DiPippo 
An Officer’s Duty 
 
(This story is set in July of 1942 in Paris, France during the Vel 
d’Hiv roundup.  On July 16 and 17, over 13,000 Jewish families 
were arrested and held at the Vélodrome d'Hiver to be later sent 
to internment camps.  The arresting officers were men that these 
families knew and trusted, yet they followed orders of the Nazi 
occupied government.  The story I have written is a short 
narrative of one of the arresting officers and his struggle with 
obeying his government.) 

*** 
The summer heat falls over Oliver like a woolen jacket, 

smothering him under its unrelenting pressure.  He listens to the 
tick, tick, tick of Sarah’s tin pot on the stove.  She makes no 
sound as she moves about the kitchen; the only indication of her 
presence is an occasional sigh and sniffle.  The sink faucet turns 
on and Oliver lays silent as he listens to her splash water over her 
face...to hide her puffy red eyes, no doubt. 

 The day has come and there was no avoiding 
it.  Sunlight peeks through the curtains, shining light on the 
clouds of dust hanging overhead and dappling the soft creaking 
wooden floor in golden speckles.  Oliver places the soles of his 
feet on the floor and heaves himself off the lumpy mattress with a 
great umph.  The floorboards shift under his emasculated 
weight.  He couldn't remember the last time that he had a full 
stomach. 

“Mon cher?”  Sarah glides through the door, her tiny 
frame causing a sliver of a shadow against the far wall.  Oliver 
reaches across the room and catches her by the crook of her 
hip.  Pulling her toward him, he slides his hand down the nape of 
her neck.  She sighs once, then sniffles twice, a tear tumbling 
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down the side of Oliver’s shoulder, riding alongside a bead of 
sweat.   

“There is coffee and bread on the table.”  Sarah 
murmurs.  Pulling away from his embrace, she whisks a finger 
below her eye.  A few crystalline droplets hang to her lashes and 
she retreats back to the kitchen. 

Once dressed, Oliver finds Sarah sitting silently at the 
table, staring at the crusted bread.  He stands behind her 
momentarily, slipping his fingers through her dark hair, then 
turns to the kitchen faucet, still running. 

“Oh...did I forget to turn that off?” She asks, her stare 
drifting off, away from the today’s gruesome reality.  Oliver turns 
to attempt to catch her attention.  He stands before her, waving 
his hand back and forth, causing the dusty air to spiral into a 
twister.  Sarah’s hair is brushed back by the light wave of air, but 
her body remains stiff, frozen as stone and caught in a devilish 
gaze. 

“Would you like some coffee?”  Oliver reaches up and 
pulls down two chipped mugs from above.  He shuts the cabinet 
door, but the hinges, warped by the sweltering heat, give and the 
door swings back open.  There is no response from the table, so 
he pours one cup.  The milk is sour and the sugar rationed.  He 
drinks the murky liquid black and cringes at its bitter taste. 

“Claude will be here momentarily.”  Still no response, 
Oliver spins the bent spoon in the coffee.  “Have you seen my 
hat?”   

Sarah’s hand surprisingly floats up and points to the coat 
rack. 

Oliver steps around the table, careful not to accidentally 
bump his still wife. “It is very early, you should go back to bed.”   

“I am not tired.”  Sarah replies.  Her accent, which she 
spent years thinning, slips in, catching Oliver off guard. 

Oliver pulls the cap onto his head.  His abnormally large 
ears peeking out from the black leather trim.  The mirror, nailed 
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crookedly to the wall behind the front door, reflects his image 
confidently.  He sees himself the way he had always wanted 
to.  He looks proud, patriotic, and yet...pathetic.   

Why?  He thinks once again.  Why is he doing this? 
His contemplating is interrupted by a loud, muffled 

voice.  He turns back to Sarah, who continues to look overturned 
with worry and has made no adjustment to the voice that persists 
to elevate.  Oliver places his ear to the door and listens to the 
conversation occurring behind the threshold.  The language, 
although unmistakably French, is shrouded in a thick accent.  He 
recognizes the voice as Madame Schorr’s, an older woman with 
grey streaks in her endless brown locks. Modest and homely, 
Mme. Schorr generally kept to herself. 

And yet, Oliver feels no astonishment from hearing her 
cry out in such a distraught voice.  He should have known this 
was coming, but never connected the dots.  A second voice erupts 
from beyond where Oliver stands, still pressed to the door.  A 
deep falsetto with a raspy undertone, the voice is unmistakably 
male.   

“Oliver?”  A knock vibrates the wood, pushing Oliver 
away from the door. 

“Claude.”  The door opens and Oliver addresses his 
partner with a calm greeting and a mild pat on the shoulder. 

“Shall we head out?”  Oliver asks flatly.  He pulls the 
door shut behind him.  As the threshold closes, Claude spots 
Sarah, sitting unnaturally still, her chest quaking with each 
breathe.  He looks to his partner, a man of routine, and wonders 
to himself why it is that Oliver does not say adieu to her, as he 
has done everyday prior. 

The door slams shut, dust puffing from the 
hinges.  Sarah remains hushed, her hand shivering as she reaches 
into the apron of her dress and pulls out her locket.  The silver 
has dimmed over years, but with a few wipes with her thumb, 
Sarah is able to reveal the engraving.  The curves and blocks of 
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the lettering are so familiar to a distant part of her, yet alien and 
foreign to who she is now.  A deep breath helps to settle her 
racing heart as she clicks open the clasp.  Tears swell down her 
cheeks and land on the faded photograph.  Soon those drops 
grow into waves, her chest heaving, unable to take in air between 
sobs.  A thought of her husband passes through her mind as she 
reaches for the carving knife in front of her that Oliver had so 
unfortunately missed.   

“Your pin is crooked,” Claude notes to Oliver as they 
stand beyond the door.  Claude’s face is embedded in a black 
leather-bound note pad, running his pen down the page.  Oliver 
looks down at the chest of his uniform to the French flag pinned 
on his lapel. 

“Where to first?”  Oliver jimmies his finger under the 
fabric to readjust the pin and curses maliciously as the needle 
pricks him. 

“Pokorski.  Rue Elzevir.”  Claude tucks his notepad back 
into the satchel strapped across his shoulder. 

“Le Marais?”  Oliver inquires.  The name pulls at 
something in him.  A memory begins to resurface, but is thrust 
back down at the sound of Mme. Schorr’s suitcase crashing to the 
ground.  The elderly woman bends to pick up the bag, her knees 
cracking with the expanding wood.  She makes momentary eye 
contact with her neighbor.  A sickening feeling of nausea flushes 
over Oliver, his face paling even more, and he feels forced to turn 
to look away.  

The man standing beside Mme. Schorr, tall enough that 
his head could sweep cobwebs from the rafters, is dressed in the 
same garb and style as Oliver and Claude.  His meaty shoulders 
stretch to either side of the hall.  The clatter of his feet as he 
strolls mocks a Clydesdale in trot. 

“Good day gentlemen.”  The man politely tips his hat to 
Claude and Oliver as he passes by.  Mme. Schorr follows 
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behind.  Her suitcase dangles in her clutches, straining to hold 
steady.  

In a moment of terror and guilt, Oliver’s mouth opens 
and speaks.  “Goodbye Madame Schorr.” 

At this, the elderly women begins to sob 
uncontrollably.  Her entire body shivers with each cry, fear 
sinking deep into her bones.  She stops walking to balance 
herself.  She places her hand on the wall, holding herself from 
keeling over.  The other hand, wrinkled and sagging with age, 
clutches at her chest, pressing the tips of her six-pointed star 
pendant tight into her flesh so that it draws blood. 

“Come now.  You will be back soon.”  The officer 
gleams at Mme. Schorr and kindly places a hand on her shoulder 
to guide her down the corridor.  The pair turn the corner to the 
stairwell, and the sobs fade away. 

All the while, Oliver notices that his pin has become 
askew again.  Bothered with the impossible flag, he unclasps the 
needle and drops it to the ground. 

“Pokorski?”  Claude begins to step down the hall. 
“Pokorski.”  Oliver follows silently.  
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Cynthia Estremera 
Womanity 
 

 
 
 
 

There was a moment when she paused, when she witnessed her 
reflection, when she realized that her body spoke another 

language, her mind became beautiful and her heart held no secrets. 
When she saw her hands clenched in fists, her spine standing 

proud, her hips widened by life, her breasts curved with 
sustenance, her jaw hardened by punches, her knees weakened but 
never buckling. Her eyebrows hinted at stories she’d never tell, her 
cheeks glowed pink from life’s pleasures. That moment of clarity 
when she saw herself, full, brimming with femininity and strength, 

power and ferocious womanity, that moment the elements of 
herself united and all that was left for her to do was simply smile 

and thank her creator that she was made this way.  
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Pam Samuels 
All Aboard 
 
When sweaty workers check the rails for rifts 

and screeching wheels alarm from far away, 

when men move through the station’s crowded mass 

and dirty homeless beg with mud-stained hands, 

where dauntless children tempt the yellow line 

and weary parents warn with glaring eyes, 

for one wrong step and kids will utter shrieks 

so loud it drowns the sound of all around. 

Then horns and honking flood the platform’s floor, 

a new horde speeds off board. These fearless kids 

retreat to parents scared of new unknowns. 

Conductors rally rabble – clear the way. 

Men push and pull to crowd the open doors. 

The first man sitting down is safe and waits 

for stragglers left without a seat. The kids 

stroll down the lane now introverts and tame 

and wait for parent guidance for a change.   
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Meg Kelly 
With Child  
(Inspired by Frida Kahlo’s painting “Fulang-Chang y yo”) 
 
Lie back now, 
this bower of lush and green 
make a manger of your choosing, 
hold warm and tight and calm. 
 
Imagine for an instant 
that fur is flesh, 
find the cry in the howl, 
lift dark eye to dark eye 
and be still. 
 
Broken Madonna, 
blessed or cursed, 
think not of metal rod and plaster cast, 
let your doves and elephants lie 
in still pasture. 
 
Tighten the ribbon 
– slightly now –  
you’ve seen that look before, 
mustn’t let him go. 
 
A mother cannot bear to lose 
so precious a burden, 
not the world so dear a gift. 
Raise him now. 
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Erin Lidl 
Her 
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Amanda Grossjung 
How to Fall Asleep 
 
11:47 PM 
You love to sleep. However, these days, you don’t get as much of 
it. You remember the lazy days of summer when you were able to 
sleep all day. When all there was to think about was your part 
time job at that overpriced department store in the mall, which 
middle school kids flocked to, and the superhero movie you were 
going to pay an absurd amount of money to see on a Friday night. 
You love to sleep. The way your pillow case catches your head 
after what seems like the longest day of your life is the best. 
Lights off, you hide under your covers as if you never want to be 
found and try to fall into that wonderful slumber. Ten minutes 
later you are asleep. Psyche! Frustrated that your body is denying 
you a restful night, you shut your eyes more tightly as if to stop 
your mind from racing, but you can’t. Like a hamster on a wheel 
you can’t stop, which is a sign that it’s going to be a long night.    
 
12:23 AM 
Your throat is dry. When was the last time you had a drink?  
What do you want to drink? Do you want a bubbly Coca-Cola to 
help you count those fluffy sheep? Running your hand through 
your untamed, half-bed head mane, you realize that soda would 
definitely make you even more awake and cause you to burp 
uncontrollably for the next three hours, while slowly but surely 
expanding your thighs and gut from the unnecessary calories. Do 
you really want to get out of bed for that? The struggle is real. Or 
maybe you want a cold glass of whole milk, not the 2% milk that 
your mom wants you to drink, but the whole milk with that 
classic red top that you know is sitting comfortably on the top 
shelf in the fridge right behind the America’s Choice Italian salad 
dressing. Now the vision of a glass of milk is stuck in your head. 
With a jolt you sit up in your bed and swing your legs to rest on 
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the floor. Left foot, right foot, you say to yourself as you try to 
find your way to the doorway in the dark. The rest of the house is 
silent and all you can hear are your footsteps. It’s strange how the 
places you know like the back of your hand are not so familiar in 
the dark. You walk down the stairs and find the kitchen light on, 
which is a sign to you that you were meant to walk downstairs. 
Grabbing a plastic cup from the cabinet above the stove, you 
open the fridge and pour your glass of whole milk. Thirst 
quenched. As you take a sip from your cup your body shakes. 
What’s that grumble? That would be your stomach calling. You 
always believed that when your stomach grumbles, it’s a phone 
call that needs to be answered and it needs to be answered by 
food.  
 
12:34AM 
You discover an unopened package of Oreos in your pantry.  You 
look to your left; you look to your right. No one is around. Your 
younger sister was going to bring the package of Oreos to her 
friend’s birthday party, but your sister is the worst and the Oreos 
look lonely. Those are good enough reasons to try to eat a whole 
sleeve of cookies by yourself. You can’t tell if it’s just really late or 
if the sweet chocolate smell of your childhood is calling your 
name, but you reach for the cookies in a steady slow motion as if 
Ashton Kutcher is about to come out from the corner and fake 
you out. You already have a cold glass of milk in your hand, and 
an Oreo is milk’s best friend, right? How could you keep them 
apart? Who are you to break up an everlasting bond? You value 
friendship and you promise yourself you’ll only eat one, or two, 
or maybe one whole row. If you squint your eyes so they’re closed 
the Oreos are not big at all. You gently open the seal of the 
Oreos package and are immediately greeted with the hope and 
happiness of a thousand suns. Nodding your heading with 
supreme joy, you hang tight to your milk and Oreos, shut off the 
kitchen light and make your way back up to your bed.  
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12:46AM 
You wipe the crumbs of the Oreos off of your face and plop back 
into the mold of your body that you left in your bed. You could 
be a model for the “Got Milk” campaign. Ding. In the darkness of 
your room, your eyes scan around for the sound you just heard. 
Ding. On the far right side of your room there is an illumination. 
Ding. It’s your phone. Ding. The familiar sound is a text message 
that yearns to be answered, but your phone is so far away it might 
as well be in another country. Ding. It’s probably just a text from 
Bridget asking for last minute help with her Chemistry 
homework. Or is it Bridget? Ding. Who would send you so many 
messages in one small time frame? You search the file cabinets of 
your brain to find out who the mystery night text message sender 
could be. Maybe it’s the kid in your History of Globalization 
course who saw you fall flat on your face that time when you 
convinced yourself that your foot got caught on your shoelace 
causing you to wipe out, when really you just tripped over the air 
and face-planted on the floor for no particular reason. Did they 
even have your number?  Could you drift off into dreamland if 
you know there is a text message waiting for you on the other end 
of your room? You resist because you are strong and you are not 
controlled by your phone. Ding. You quickly rush to your phone 
with hope in your heart only to find a late night text from your 
mother asking if you could go downstairs to check if she turned 
the lights off in the kitchen. Disappointed, you send a snarky 
reply to your mother and put your phone back on your desk.  
 
1:14 AM 
You toss and turn in your bed, but you just can’t get comfortable. 
It’s the middle of winter, but you are suffocating underneath your 
once comfortable blankets. Your forehead glistens with sweat as 
one single bead rushes down past your eyebrow and stops directly 
between the bridge of your nose and cheek. Wiping the bead of 
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sweat from your face, you wonder what is the cause of your 
sweaty and now odorous body? You rip off the black and white 
comforter on your bed to find that you left your thick, fuzzy, 
light blue socks on your damn feet. The comfortable socks were 
trapping all of your body heat into the bottom of your body. 
Tossing the socks across the room you feel an instant relief. Your 
feet are free. 
 
1:39 AM 
You hear a noise coming from the kitchen.  Grabbing the 
miniature baseball bat your dad bought you for your ninth 
birthday, you poke your head out of the doorway. How has no 
one else in the whole house heard the noise? Your mom was 
actually just awake. You’re jealous that everyone else is always 
oblivious to what goes on in the house, but it has now become 
your mission to save your family from the noise coming from the 
kitchen. You throw yourself to the corner of the hall in a 
crouched stance, ready to pounce on the predator. Step by step 
you sneak through the hallway to the staircase. In your stealthy 
motion you move too suddenly and tumble down the stairs. 
Heart pounding, you recover gracefully on press your body 
against the banister. Similar to most of the anti-climatic moments 
in your life, you find nothing. Maybe it just the wind, you think. 
Walking back up the stairs, you arrive safely back in your room 
with the miniature baseball bat underneath your pillow. You’re 
not paranoid.   
 
 
1:52 AM 
You pee for a solid twenty seconds in the bathroom. That was a 
lot of milk!  
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2:06 AM 
Your body feels rested and relaxed. After the trip to the 
bathroom everything is falling into place. You turn your pillow to 
the other side because the side you had been laying on got too 
warm. With the icy cold pillowcase next to your blushed face, 
you slide into a comfortable position. You try out a few 
positions. First you try the fetal position. That’s right! Pretending 
that you are a baby in the womb, you curl up and hope that all 
your body needs is a reminder that you are still just a child and 
you need your sleep. However, you are nearly a real adult and 
your body is not fooled, so you are still awake. Flipping yourself 
like a pancake, you try to lie down on your stomach and soon 
realize that it is the most uncomfortable position in the world. 
Your stomach is smushed against your zebra sheets, while your 
arms are awkward at your sides making you feel like a hot dog in 
a bun.    
 
2:23 AM 
Before you go to bed is a time that is all your own. It’s the time 
where you get to replay the day and prepare yourself for the next 
one. You think about all of the things you have to do before the 
next time you try to fall asleep. You have an exam at 8:00am in 
that History of Globalization class. There’s a review session for 
your basic statistics class and after four you should probably go to 
the gym because of all of the Oreos you ate. Not to mention that 
you haven’t been in two weeks. You think about your resolutions 
and your first thought is to stop talking to Bridget. She’s too 
needy and she always smells like onions, always. Turning over to 
face your window, you see the full moon, which kind of looks 
like an onion. Well, it looks like an onion if you squint your eyes 
so they’re shut and maybe then it could look like an onion or 
maybe a wheel of cheese…cheese is good with crackers…cracker 
jacks…Jack-in-the box…box top…top of the morning’…maybe 
I’m a Leprechaun…maybe we all are…Ding. Your phone goes off 
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in the corner of your room, but it can wait. You’ll get it in the 
morning.  
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Joanna Grim 
How J Lost His Job 

 
  March 9, XXXX 

 
Mr. A. L.  
Assistant Director of Human Relations 
 
Dear Mr. L., 
 
Let me begin by expressing my great interest in potentially 
becoming in the employ of XXX in one of several positions that 
our reputable mutual colleague, Mr. S., has recently alerted me 
that you are seeking to fill. I ensure you that in an office setting I 
am impeccably efficient and consistently concise, both in my 
performing of administrative duties and my conversations with 
coworkers. Which is not to say that I condone conversations with 
coworkers on topics unrelated to the task at hand. Rather, I 
firmly believe that there is a time and a place for everything and 
that that time and place is not the office, if idle chat is the “thing” 
for which an appropriate time and place is sought. I am courteous 
but curt; never do I tax my colleagues with anything beyond the 
requisite pleasantries. Still, my interpersonal communication skills 
are such that, though I deplore exchanging needless words, never 
do I fail to express myself clearly, to make myself understood. In 
fact, my understanding of myself and others is quite possibly my 
strongest personal attribute. Not only do I possess a great grasp 
of my own being, but I comprehend my coworkers almost 
perfectly. Frequently, I find myself helping to explain a 
misunderstanding that has occurred between others. Which is not 
to say that I let myself be distracted or derailed by petty 
squabbles. If you will allow, I will present an example of how I 
managed to avoid being drawn into just such a situation so that I 
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might make it expressly clear that I possess the very qualities you 
are seeking in an employee.  
 Just the other morning, in the office from which I was 
only very recently, and very, very unfortunately, removed, I met 
Mr. F., Senior Vice President of Management, on the stairs. 
Now, you must understand how reprehensible it is to meet such a 
distinguished person as Mr. F. on the stairs, a place for late 
comers and dawdlers, a place for has-beens and hacks, a place for 
those, generally speaking, whose time has passed or will be 
passing soon. I usually avoided the stairs. However, on that ill- 
fated morning, the elevator was under repair and all were made to 
take the stairs, even, to his great annoyance and near fatal harm, 
the esteemed Mr. F.  
 When I came upon Mr. F., who was even more so in the 
habit of utilizing the elevator than myself, a seemingly effortless 
style and a somewhat contradictory sense of urgency being two of 
his defining characteristics, he was catching his breath on the 
landing outside the door to the 8th floor, where our office is 
located, just four floors shy of the very top of the building. The 
poor men and women who work on the 9th, 10th, 11th, and 
12th floors! I was thinking to myself as I bounded up the last set 
of stairs and nearly stomped on Mr. F.'s freshly polished shoes. I 
was in a fine fettle fine that morning, proud that my regular 
exercise routine, in which I engage in order to relieve stress and 
maintain my physical and mental faculties, and thus remain 
certain of performing my best no matter the challenge, had 
prepared me for this first of the day's feats. Mr. F., however, was 
struggling for breath. His chin rested on his chest, which was 
rising and falling at a fairly alarming rate. With one hand he 
steadied himself, pale fingers pressed flat against the cold concrete 
wall. With the other he gripped the handle of his black leather 
briefcase, his knuckles red and quivering due to the extreme effort 
he was making not to drop it. Coming upon such a scene, it took 
all my composure not to overreact. Taking a deep breath, I 
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squeezed passed Mr. F., opened the door, and smiled. Soon 
enough, Mr. F. calmed his breathing, straightened himself, and 
tightened his loosened tie.  
 “Good morning, Mr. F.,” I said in a balanced but upbeat 
tone as he slowly walked through the door and into the hall, at 
the end of which was the door to our office, propped open as if 
awaiting our arrival. “We certainly all got our exercise this 
morning!”        
 Mr. F. did not pause, he did not turn to meet my eye or 
respond to my friendly greeting. Standing tall, he walked down 
the hall and through the door to our office. Mr. F.'s perfectly 
pressed suit jacket hid the fact of his utter discomposure only 
moments before as he passed through the main room of the 
office, containing the cubicles, among them one I so recently 
called my own, passed the entrance to the small kitchen, 
containing a table with two chairs, sink, refrigerator, water cooler, 
and coffee pot, passed the smaller private offices of the lesser 
managers, passed his secretary's desk, and at last walked into his 
own grand office where the sun shining through his three large 
windows was visible for one precious second before he shut the 
door behind him. To be certain, his gait was slower, and he was 
slightly less sure footed than most mornings. But who could 
blame him when the majority of the cubicle boys and girls, as we 
jokingly referred to each other, were themselves loudly 
complaining about the trek up the stairs.   
 I made a more leisurely entrance than usual, stopping in 
the kitchen for a refreshing drink of water before taking my spot 
at my cubicle, rather toward the far corner of the room. The 
inferior position of my cubicle, which afforded little natural light 
from the rooms one central window and made me all but invisible 
to Mr. F. and other distinguished men when they left their offices 
to stretch their legs, head to an important meeting, or fraternize 
over a refreshed cup of coffee, had often caused me distress. This 
morning, however, my spirits were high, as high as one could 
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expect after such a spectacular interaction with Mr. F., and on the 
stairs, no less! I could hardly believe my own clearheadedness. A 
twinge of anxiety sought to spoil my mood, but only for a 
fraction of a second. For you must understand that I interpreted 
Mr. F.'s failure to respond to my greeting as he walked through 
the door, the door that I had held open for him, no less to thank 
me, as the highest form of praise I could have received. Together, 
Mr. F and I had confronted crisis without causing the slightest 
stir. Everything was just as it should have been, thanks to my 
acute understanding of the situation. Thanks to our, Mr. F.'s and 
my own, profound understanding of each other. No look or word 
was needed. I smiled to myself and took my seat.  
 All that morning I worked productively. The adrenaline 
from my success with Mr. F., and no doubt also the stair climb, 
sustained me through the customary ten minute break at 10:30am 
all the way up to the lunch hour. Precisely as the hands of the 
clock mounted on the wall opposite our cubicles reached noon we 
all heard the tell-tale swoosh of air and thud of the doorknob 
hitting the wall as Mr. F. forcefully flung open the door to his 
office. I maintained my focus, finishing to type and send an 
important email, before allowing myself in investigate what could 
have drawn Mr. F., who was in the habit of having his lunch 
brought to his desk by his secretary, unless he was attending a 
business lunch, of which he attended many but was not expected 
to attend that day, from his office at that hour. When finally I 
lifted my face from the computer screen, I saw Mr. F., his blue 
eyes sparkling in the dim light (several of the neon tube lights 
beneath the drop ceiling had been out for weeks and not yet 
replaced) walking in my direction with renewed vigor.  
 I pretended to be occupied by tidying my desk, all the 
while glancing over the top of my cubicle and waiting to stand, to 
appear before the eyes of Mr. F., at just the moment when he 
would reach me. At exactly the right time, I stood in the most 
natural way possible, and not at all like someone who was about 
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to receive a visit from Mr. F. I stood and looked right at him as 
he passed by without even pausing or turning his head to say 
hello. I watched as he walked to the opposite corner of the room, 
to the only cubicle more isolated than my own, where sat, in total 
ignorance of the approach of Mr. F., the young Ms. R. Ms. R. 
was a recent hire, she had been in the office for less than a month. 
When she looked up over the top of her cubicle at the towering 
figure of Mr. F. her face expressed a mixture of amusement and 
alarm. She looked like mischievous child caught in the act of 
misbehaving, while my own countenance must have been of pure 
horror.   
 I could not hear their brief exchange, as Mr. F. spoke in 
an uncharacteristically quiet voice. But still I stood and stared as 
they spoke to one another, as Ms. R softly laughed, as she rose 
from her seat, her torso and head becoming visible above the 
cubicle, and nodded her agreement to some proposition of Mr. 
F's. I watched in disbelief as Ms. R. took her coat from the back 
of her chair, a bright yellow knee-length jacket for the spring, 
slung her purse over her shoulder, and walked side by side with 
Mr. F. out of the office, down the hall, and into the elevator, 
which half an hour before Mr. F.'s secretary had received a call 
announcing to be once again operational.  
 The colleague with whom I was accustomed to eating 
lunch then approached to ask if anything was wrong and if I 
wasn't planning on accompanying him to the picnic tables in the 
courtyard to enjoy the nice weather over lunch that day. Though 
in shock from the incredible scene I had just witnessed, I managed 
to say that I wasn't feeling very well but that I was sure I would 
be feeling better soon and would join him after a few moments 
rest at my desk. But I had completely lost my appetite and I could 
not fathom sitting among all the merry boys and girls bantering 
and laughing in the sunlight, oblivious to my great misfortune.  
 I remained at my desk throughout the lunch hour, 
concentrating on my work with even greater intensity than I had 
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that morning. I was determined not to dwell on the strange turn 
of events. The only break I took was just as the others were 
returning from lunch. A trip to the bathroom and then to the 
kitchen for another glass of water and a cup of coffee, in which I 
usually did not indulge, since stopping by the coffee pot was a 
sure way to become wrapped up in unwanted workplace drama. I 
forgot all about this precaution, however, and decided to allow 
myself coffee, feeling for the first time since I had begun to work 
at the office two years before that I needed the caffeine to make it 
through the day.  
 As I waited for the pot to brew, the colleague who had 
invited me to the courtyard entered the kitchen, took a paper cup 
from the stack, and began to question me as to why I had not 
joined him. It had nothing to do with him, I said, in an attempt 
to reassure him. My seasonal allergies were acting up and had 
given me a headache and caused me to lose my appetite. I'd 
preferred, therefore, to remain at my desk. It was true, after all, 
that I suffered from seasonal allergies. And I did have a headache 
and had lost my appetite. But though I refrained from divulging 
the other cause of my distress, my colleague and true friend, who 
had been hired at the same time as myself, knew me well enough 
to insist that something else must be wrong. I was distracted, I 
wasn't myself. He'd seen me come in just after Mr. F. that 
morning. I'd looked so proud, he'd thought I'd maybe been 
offered the re-location of my cubicle that I had been petitioning 
to gain for some time, or even better, a promotion! Now here I 
was crumpling a paper coffee cup and staring at my hands. What 
was the matter, he asked again. Had something happened between 
myself and Mr. F.? The pot had finished brewing and I had begun 
to pour as my colleague posed this last question. I fought to keep 
my hand steady, but nonetheless splashed hot coffee onto the 
counter and thoughtlessly let out a yelp of protest. No, no, 
nothing had happened with Mr. F-! My colleague looked at me 
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with confusion in his eyes, hurt by my unwillingness to speak and 
just as bewildered as I by my behavior.  
 I returned to my cubicle and did not leave it again until 
the end of the day. At exactly five the managers burst from their 
offices and the boys and girls quickly shut down their computers 
(Mr. F having recently instituted energy saving policies). Everyone 
was eager to be free, to be out enjoying what was left of the fine 
day. Everyone except Mr. F., who was known to stay after hours, 
and Ms. R., who I'd noticed was always in a hurry to leave and 
who now, on this day, was taking her time. On my way out, I 
took the stairs. I wanted to avoid my concerned colleague and the 
rest of the crowd waiting impatiently for the elevator.  
 What more is there to tell? This letter should serve as 
indication enough of the end of my sad tale. A few days later I 
was let go. I cleared my personal belongings, a monogrammed 
mug that was a gift from my mother and a framed photo of 
Chester, our family dog, from my cubicle, and left with my head 
hung. I was truly demoralized. How could I have failed to realize 
(me, who had always understood such situations so well!) the risk 
to which I had exposed Mr. F. and the necessary result of having 
exposed him to such a risk. Expose him, when all I had wanted 
was to shield him. There he was before me, Mr. F. the man. 
Vulnerable, revealed, exposed. Deep with me, almost instinctively, 
I knew it must remain between us alone, this moment of 
exposure, and yet I could not keep my mouth shut. I had to 
speak, to call out for recognition. “Good morning, Mr. F. We 
certainly all got our exercise this morning!” Those terrible words 
seemed to speak themselves! I held the door open and he walked 
through. It should have been so simple. I must remind myself, as I 
had always done before and will always do in the future, that 
nothing ever is.  
 My colleague has informed me that Ms. R. has been 
given the best cubicle, in the first row right across from the 
kitchen. I had always coveted the cubicle in the middle of the 
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room right in front of the window, but Ms. R.'s new place is 
generally held as the most distinguished. The boy who used to sit 
there has been promoted. Meanwhile our old spots, mine and Ms. 
R's, remain vacant. There is, apparently, no rush to fill them. It 
seems that money is tight all of a sudden. My colleague, who 
since I was let go has invited me to meet him for a drink in the 
evening, just one, mind you, I am not at all a heavy indulger, 
keeps insisting that it was not at all my fault and rather an 
unfortunate decision based on the tightening of budgets. He says 
there are rumors of other cuts to come, though no other victims 
yet. I appreciate his compassion, but cannot accept this 
explanation. If only I been more perceptive, had made a stronger 
effort, or had arrived ten minutes earlier and missed seeing Mr. F. 
on the stairs all together! What-ifs and excuses are equally useless, 
however. And I do not blame Mr. F. or Ms. R. or the budget. It is 
within my power to change my behavior, to know myself better, 
and this, I assure you, is what I must and will do.  
  I would hate to leave you with the impression that I am 
bitter or that I think poorly of anyone, especially not Ms. R. 
Indeed, I do not mean to insinuate anything. It is just that I have 
had a great deal of time to think and I have thought and have 
achieved a certain clarity. As I've said, my understanding of myself 
and others, of the complexity of diverse social situations and 
settings, is my strong suit. I have come to understand my faults 
and to accept blame. Thus, I have felt it prudent to share with 
you what I hope you will consider an instance of my having failed 
well. I have failed, but because of my failure I will succeed. I only 
want to succeed and will certainly do so if given the opportunity.  
 
Sincerely Yours, 
Mr. J.   
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Simone Cotton 
Her Garden 
 
The best times of those crisp September days 
were when my Gram and I would pick concords. 
The long and thin branches welcomed us 
to enjoy their fruits they labored over. 
So many talks we had near those grapes, 
I think they began to learn our secrets. 
Those sweet circles of purple happiness, 
hidden by leaves and emerald beetles, 
became treasures in our brown eyes. 
 
But now they taste different without her.  
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Erin Lidl 
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Lauren Tagliaferro 
From Afar We Know 
(Inspired by “A Postcard from the Volcano” by Wallace Stevens) 
 
From Afar We Know 
 
We left much more, left what still is 
Rooted in the dirt and written on the walls  
By dirty hands that crumbled crayon  
As they stretched to see if we had grown. 
While we grew too fast to know 
 
We left ourselves, left who we were 
On squeaky swing sets and painted asphalt  
That skinned our knees, 
Left scars we bear on once bare skin. 
 
We left too soon, left gutted 
By the way time flew like foxes feet, 
Like clouds whisked away by wind. 
 
We kept our past, kept what may be 
Smeared with salty tears and marked 
By fights that made red cheeks redder. 
If we could go back and ask ourselves, 
Would we say we’d like to leave? 
 
From afar we know  
We left our home, gutted  
By hearts that held firm behind the gate.  
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Jasmine Ameerally  
Hera and Nicholas 

 
It was like a knife, a sharp, pointy, and silver one -- the 

kind that was so stainless and untouched, the reflection of the 
light shined bright and white against the cold metal. She felt as if 
one of those were going into her upon the news, felt it sinking 
into the center of her chest, twisting and turning on its way, 
treating her inner organs like a piece of pulp, tears spewing from 
her eyes as it sunk in, just like residue would spill upon plunging 
a knife into flesh.  
  It was half past nine. Her body, heaving up and down 
from the blow, felt fragile. Martha came over earlier, informing 
her that she saw him at the restaurant last night. She was in a 
frenzy the entire time, spilling out in a one-sided conversation 
every detail that she saw – the other woman, the new restaurant – 
but June did not listen. She sat blankly, gripping the ceramic mug 
that lay in front of her as Martha spoke, staring at the tomato 
sauce stain that was strewn across her kitchen’s marble tiles. 
  She could envision it perfectly; there was no need for 
Martha’s explanation. She saw his crisp pressed black suit that 
clung onto his long, lean limbs, looking as if he were doing the 
cloth wrapped around his body a favor. His eyes, a deep ocean 
blue, were a stark contrast against his milky skin, but powerful, 
nonetheless. Simply staring at her, he made June feel as if he were 
analyzing her, trying to look beneath her vulnerable surface. It 
was her favorite quality of his, and probably a favorite quality of 
many other women.  
  She also could picture what he had done. His cold, icy 
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hand, void of a silver ring, would slowly come closer and closer to 
the other woman’s, until he finally rested it lightly on top of her 
fingers. She would blush, as most do, and shift her body towards 
his on the leather stool placed beneath the bar counter, folding 
her legs to reveal a slither of her smooth, silky thigh.  
  Their room, painted a crimson red June had picked out 
before they first moved into their Connecticut home, now felt 
like a box to her. She felt the walls coming in closer, her breathing 
stiffening as the room became smaller and smaller. She looked 
into the bathroom; it was dark, the silence periodically 
interrupted by a light drop of water from their leaky, marble 
faucet. With each drop, June’s heart leaped in anticipation. She 
was waiting for him to come home, waiting for the sound of door 
to creak open slowly, revealing the light that came from the 
chandelier that hung from the foyer.  
  She imagined what he would say – not much, most likely. 
He chose his words carefully, contemplating his thoughts before 
he uttered them slowly, with such purpose and dignity. It made 
her uneasy. She was never sure what mood he was in, whether he 
felt angry or happy. If she were lucky, some evidence of emotion 
could be found in his expression–occasionally a slight frown, or a 
lazy smile, but nothing more.  
  Nicholas had always been this way. The night before 
their wedding, June told him she would be leaving to spend a 
night with Martha at the Delamar Grenwich Harbor, to which he 
simply nodded without much of a reaction, as he always did, eyes 
emotionless, expression stoic. She lingered around their apartment 
packing her things, harboring a silent hope that he would ask her 
to not leave, perhaps pull her away and playfully force her to stay 
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at home, but it never came–so she slipped on her boat shoes, 
placed a beige sunhat on her head, and hoisted her suitcase into 
Martha’s limo. As they drove to the harbor, she envisioned the 
crystal blue sea that surrounded his irises, mimicking the color of 
the water along the New England coastline she saw out the car 
windows–the ones she would be staring into as she said her vows.  
  Suddenly, June saw the light from the hallway creep up 
on their beige carpet. The shadow became wider and stretched to 
windows, until it completely interrupted the darkness of the 
room. Usually, June would close her eyes and pretend to sleep, 
but tonight she had an overwhelming desire to ask him, to 
confront him. She gripped the white cotton sheet on the side of 
her. Although she was lying still, the light tears in her eyes 
revealed that she was awake. He did not notice her. 
  He moved across, almost floated, straight towards their 
grand walk-in closet, and lightly opened the door. She could hear 
him unbuckling his belt, dropping his pants to floor, and 
rummaging through their wooden, mahogany drawers for boxers. 
After a short while, he returned in sight, making his way to the 
bathroom. 
  “Nicholas.” 
  His back stiffened. He slowly turned around. 
  “June.”  
  She watched him, the light from the hallway shining 
across his chest. His shoulders were broad, his neck curving 
sharply into his shoulders, little black freckles peppering his skin 
along the way. He watched her emotionless, his lips pressed into a 
flat line, eyes intently fixed on her.  
  Nicholas studied her. She rested peacefully in front of 
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him on their king size bed, a blanket lain across her neatly, her 
hands folded on top of her stomach. She was stunning; in the dim 
lighting, the bridge of her nose looked slim and elongated, sitting 
in the center of her face, between the sharp indents of her 
cheekbones.  
  He had met her at a local café downtown. She was sitting 
at one of the booths, wearing a light, blue, chiffon dress, legs 
folded neatly under the table. The ballet flats on her feet gave her 
a gamine touch, her foot’s arch traceable on the sole of her shoe. 
She was engrossed in a novel, her tiny hands gripping the book 
ends, eyes moving from side to side following the lines of the 
pages. She looked beautiful, angelic even.  
   She had a regal presence to her. Nicholas always thought 
June gave off an aura of someone who possessed immense 
wisdom, a worldly woman who has seen a lot, but chose carefully 
who to share her experiences with; however, tonight, he noticed a 
visible sadness in her eyes, green and glossy from what looked like 
the remnants of teardrops.  
  “Where were you?” June interrupted his thoughts softly, 
moving on before he had the chance to comment on her 
appearance. Nicholas sensed a hint of suspicion in her voice. 
  He let out a sigh. “I had some drinks with the boys. You 
know how it is during busy season.” 
  Before she could respond, he moved to the side of the 
bed, lifted the blankets, and slid right next to her. She stared at 
the ceiling, unflinching to his movements, remaining still.   
  Blame it on work, June thought. She blinked at him, being 
precautious to hide the sorrow she felt. It was as though he 
thought she was naïve, incapable of putting the pieces together. 
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As though she would believe he, after 15 years of marriage, would 
suddenly indulge in drinks with his friends, when he had very 
little to say, and an even greater tendency to stay out of the public 
eye. June would often mention the idea of doing dinner with 
Martha and her husband, to which each time he vehemently 
refused. 
  She continued to ponder upon his excuse, trying to think 
of a sly remark in response to his, but it was difficult for her 
because Nicholas usually avoided confrontation in general. 
Something about the way people yelled, talking over one another, 
trying to make a point that would only be rebutted with another 
one made him uncomfortable, to the point where he came of as 
apathetic. For this reason, June would never usually probe further, 
accepting whatever answer he gave her. 
  “I see,” she said. June turned on her side, propping her 
head on her hand, gazing at him. His eyes were closed, his body 
moving up and down with every breath he took. She took her 
index finger and ran it gently down the center of his bare chest. 
Lightly using the tip of her polished fingernail, she made circles 
on each side of his torso, recurrently tracing an invisible infinity 
symbol. She wanted to make sure he didn’t fall asleep. 
  “I missed you.” Her voice was soft, half-smiling while she 
started at his chest. 
             A small smile crept upon Nicholas’s face, his lips only 
slightly curved up at the ends.  
  “I’m here now, aren’t I?” His voice was soothing. 
Whenever he spoke, June felt at peace, as if she were sipping on a 
warm chamomile tea, feeling the warmth of the hot liquid within 
her body, moving slowly down her throat towards her heart. He 
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had the power to change her emotion in an instant with a simple, 
rational response. 
  “I know.” June continued to trace the infinity symbol. 
She rested her head on the side of his chest, lifting his slender arm 
to place it around her. “I had Martha to keep me company today, 
fortunately.”  
  Nicholas’s heart sunk upon hearing Martha’s name. Both 
Martha and her husband were well known people around their 
town; Martha was the daughter of the Joneses’, the owners of the 
largest estate in Weston, while her husband was the town mayor. 
He was with Cassandra downtown last night at a restaurant, when 
he saw both of them to walk in to get drinks. 
  Nicholas opened his eyes and turned to face June. When 
Nicholas first saw her at the café, he thought of Hera, the Greek 
goddess of women and marriage he had learned about in a 
mythology class he was in during college, a small break from the 
business courses that his parents actively made sure he took. Hera 
was one of his favorites, to him one of the most beautiful 
goddesses. It was something about June’s hair – the way it curled 
at the tips that sprung at the base of her hair, falling across her 
shoulders in waves, resembling a peaceful, light waterfall, which 
reminded him of Hera. It framed her face, a face that was 
porcelain and angelic to the eye. Her modest ways made June all 
the more attractive; she had a way of laughing softly, with a touch 
just as gentle and endearing – and the way people would look at 
her. His coworkers would always comment that he was a lucky 
man, grinning from ear to ear with every corny joke she told, 
offering to help her with dishes after the dinners they hosted at 
their home, or suggesting their wives take June’s recipes home 
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with them, so they can cook as amazingly as she did. 
  Cassandra was a different type of woman. He could not 
see her being in a beautiful suburban home, waiting for her 
husband to come home from work, while occasionally attending a 
brunch or two with a friend to catch up on gossip, just as June 
did sometimes. He had met her on a trip to New York City, 
when he was staying at the Westin down the block from the firm. 
He decided to stroll down to the bar near the lobby to buy a 
drink; that was when he saw her, perched on the stool in a tight 
dress that left little to the imagination. She was pretty and a little 
rough around the edges. Her skin was peppered with a cheap 
vanilla perfume. Her hair was deep red, rouge lipstick painted 
across her lips to match. Her eyes were dark brown, always 
rimmed with black. To Nicholas, she had a catlike appearance–
maybe it was the way she winged her eyeliner passed her eyelids, 
or possibly the way her lips curled slowly at the ends when he 
walked into the room, as if she was going in for a kill.  
  Despite her unpolished exterior, something about her 
enticed him. Maybe it was the way she spoke smoothly, just as he 
did. The way she lightly flipped her back to reveal her chest, 
batting her eyelashes, while she told him about her family in 
Connecticut and how nice it would be to grab a drink with him 
when she visits them. He had agreed, drunkenly, taking his phone 
out and programming her number in, entitling her as “red girl” in 
his address book. 
  Nicholas remained calm, thinking before he delivered his 
words, trying purposefully not to sound intrusive. “What did you 
and Martha do?”  
   “She came over for coffee, talked about how Tom and 
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she were trying to branch out a little more, go downtown and 
have some fun.” June briefly glanced up at him, looking for a 
reaction. He was looking at the walk-in closet, his expression 
blank, lips still pressed in a hard, flat line. 
  “Are they now?” Nicholas looked at June. To Nicholas, 
June’s face looked even softer up closer, eyes mossy, lips a light, 
natural pink, a striking contrast from the deep red lipstick he saw 
on a nightly basis.  “Good for them.” 
  He imagined what Cassandra would say if he responded 
to her with that answer. Well, aren’t you quite the talker. She always 
made him feel as if he were walking on ice with her, something 
June never tried to do. Instead, Cassandra was crude, the opposite 
of soft spoken, and had a way of getting under Nicholas’s skin, 
swearing at him when he ever took too long to respond to her, or 
was too quiet for her taste. 
  “Isn’t that lovely?” June remarked. “We should do that 
sometime.” Her voice was doubtful, as if Nicholas would say no.  
   Based on previous experience, Nicholas learned that June 
idolized Martha, making her a priority when it came to her social 
life. He remembered when he had just received word that he made 
partner at his firm, excited to rush home to June in the afternoon. 
As he walked through Grand Central Station towards his train, 
his leather shoes clicking on the marble floor, squeaking with 
every step, he thought about how he would tell her about the 
news, or what restaurant they would eat at to celebrate.  Instead, 
he had come to home to an empty house, with a note on the 
dining room table written in cursive saying, “Last minute dinner 
banquet with Martha, see you tonight! Love, June.” 
  Nicholas shifted June off of him, and then sat up against 
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the mahogany headboard. “Enough about Martha. Tell me about 
your day.” 
  June looked at Nicholas; he was gazing at her again, using 
the light blue sea that she saw within her eyes to veer her off the 
subject. She remembered he did the same thing the day he came 
up to her in the café. She had been reading 1984, enjoying a quiet 
evening by herself, when he approached her so boldly, shamelessly 
introducing himself.  
  Ignoring his command, June began tracing the infinity 
symbol on his thigh this time, resting next to his legs. “You 
know, I heard there’s this new restaurant downtown, and 
apparently it’s quite the place to be.”  
  He followed her fingers with his eyes, moving them from 
side to side, remaining silent as she spoke. This time, he was the 
one hypnotized. 
  “Martha went there, with Tom. Isn’t that nice? She said 
she saw a pretty young girl there. The fresh-out-of-college type. 
Darling little thing, she thought. And Martha said she was with 
this older gentlemen.” 
   Nicholas slid back down on the bed, lying parallel to the 
ceiling. He stared at the marble sink that was barely visible 
through their bathroom doorway. They had picked it together, 
right after they got back from their honeymoon in Cancun.  
  He began to open his mouth to respond – to steer their 
conversation in a different direction – but he was at loss for 
words. 
  June moved her finger towards his shoulders, purposely 
touching a faint scar that was on the left side. She could feel 
Nicholas’s heart racing on her elbow, his chest moving up and 
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down quickly. 
  “And…” June’s voice trailed. “It has the most peculiar 
name, Nicholas. You should hear it.” 
   She couldn’t, he thought.  
  “Do you want to know the name, Nicholas?” Her voice 
was slightly broken, but still soft. 
  His mouth was still open, empty. His mind was blank–he 
had no premeditated thoughts to use this time. 
  “What was the name, June?” 
  She didn’t lift her finger, but peered up at him as he 
looked down at her. Her eyes were even glossier, her iris shining 
through the light layer of tears, resembling seaweed in an ocean 
full of clear water. This time his expression became cringed, as if 
he were trying suppress a feeling of pain. 
  He realized then that she knew, she knew all along. 
Martha’s words were just a confirmation of her assumptions. 
   She had felt the knife every night, each time he wasn’t 
next to her in bed. She thought she would grow accustomed to 
the feeling, since it happened so often. As the day would 
transition to night, she would clean up her dinner plate and begin 
to walk up their long, wooden, spiral staircase to their room. She 
dreaded opening the bedroom door, to see the emptiness of it; the 
sheets would be perfectly folded, the pillows neatly fluffed. She 
would walk to the closet–suits hung in a parallel row, across from 
a line of beautiful evening dresses she longed to wear on a night 
out with him. She would go to the bathroom, turn on the sink, 
and begin to wash her face, the sound of water running 
continuously as she did. Sometimes she would look in the mirror, 
as the water dripped from her face–she wondered if she had a 
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flaw, a blatant one that he could not avoid. One that made him 
run away, to another woman, someone who possessed something 
she did not have. The more she thought of his absence, the deeper 
the cut went. She didn’t want to feel it anymore.  
  Nicholas didn’t know why he did it. The day they met at 
the café, he saw her as a challenge–as a game to attain something 
beautiful. She was a goal that he could permanently showcase, 
along with a successful career and a beautiful home. He pursued 
her, making every effort to find out who she was, and once he had 
her – he had her. And that was it.  
  He looked at June –he saw the sharp, silver knife going 
into her, little drops of water creating damp trails on her pale skin 
as the pain continued, streaming across her mouth until they 
gently faded away near her neck. Upon seeing her expression, 
Nicholas felt the knife too–it was digging into him, first twisting 
near his heart, tears springing from his eyes with each turn. He 
remained stoic, letting the tears sit on his cheeks. As he held 
June’s hand, she sobbed, her cry becoming louder the longer 
Nicholas held. Lying in bed for the rest of the night, they held 
each other, not saying a word.  
  They both felt the pain, Nicholas’s agony growing as 
June’s did.  
  “I’m sorry, June,” Nicholas said, slowly and premeditated 
as he did before.  
  June’s eyes were closed, but she could picture his 
appearance perfectly – his eyes and the crystal appearance of 
them, icy and hard as his heart was. 
  She sat up in the bed, lifted the covers, and walked out of 
the room, slamming the door hard on her way out.  
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  As she entered the other room, a bright ray of orange 
light seeped through the large window hovering over the foyer, 
the sunrise warming her skin.   
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Jill Skipper 
Those Forgotten Words 
(Inspired by “The Postcard from the Volcano” by Wallace 
Stevens) 
 
Made sharp air sharper by their smell, 
the grapes smeared across the cracked black 
railings of the gate, frost glistening in the morning sun.  
 
The angelic autumn light radiated  
quietly along each vine, 
waiting for someone to touch its unkempt beauty. 
 
A gray marbled grave stone  
sat in the faded aged grass, 
no visitors, or an inch of radiant color. 
 
Name and dates sharply sketched   
into the coarse surface of the once  
loved and remembered statue.  
 
It was forgotten among thousands 
of other stones, shadowed when the sun  
fell behind the mountain.   
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Devon Carter 
Perfect Timing  
 
Farewell begins to happen after time, 

When endings take the place of what was left 

When clocks tick-tocked as timing played the role 

Of moving forward finishing the day 

When yellow rays turned into darkness there 

Which left the moment’s beauty scene just right 

While making countless efforts trying new 

And better things to capture time’s goodbye. 

We haul them off the waste of wasted time --- 

When life’s perfection takes time’s turning tick 

And stops it. Days will come and go, farewell.  
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Erin Lidl 
Calefaction 
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Dustin Barr 
Evening Drive 
(Inspired by “Suffer the Children” by Andrew Hudgins) 

 
He screamed when nurses carried him inside.     
Broken ribs, bruised spine, bloody cuts and gashes,  
remind him of the accident at a blink of an eye. 
Blinding headlights, in our lane, from a rickety red pickup  
caused Pa to veer suddenly. Hearing the car groan 
as the brakes struggled to do their job, we smelled burnt rubber. 
Pa’s thick and calloused hands clamped,  
as if there were two vice grips on the wheel. 
As relief set in, he collapsed like a sack of potatoes. 
Closing his eyes for a moment, he thanks the seat belts for his life. 
As his eyes reopen, he awakens to the beeping of the heart 
monitor.  
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Carla Prieto 
The Professor 
 
Nelson is straddling a branch. 
 
The problem is, he’s too far out on the limb and the minutest 
movement bends the branch downward—threatens a snap—until 
it flings back up when he readjusts himself, like Wile E. Coyote 
hanging for dear life onto a bowstring, which has marvelously 
lodged itself precariously on the edge of the cliff, and which will 
eventually tighten and send Wile E. flying to his doom. Don’t 
worry, though: Nelson’s branch will not fling him to his demise. 
He’s waiting for some kids to come back. You know, the ones 
that have stolen that once-pristine, once-monochromatic, once-
uniformly fire-engine red brick wall of his youth and reduced it to 
a ghastly state of unprepossessive polychromaticism. 
 
English, please. 
 
Right. Okay. Some fuckers have graffitied the brick wall of 
Nelson’s elementary school. 
 
But not without repercussions. 
 
He’ll wait in this tree, perched pretty, until the vandals appear, 
whereupon he’ll swing down from the branch like a rabid baboon 
and possibly belly-flop onto whoever is unfortunate enough to be 
accused and accosted. Then, if the assailant hasn’t knocked the 
wind out of himself, and if the assailed lacks some several 
hundred dozen brain cells and does not run like hell after 
realizing he has been attacked by a flying-squirrel-of-a-man 
hiding in a maple, Nelson will lecture the assailed about the 
aesthetic value of public property properly maintained. 
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Well, wouldn’t you argue that street art can really do cities some— 
No, Nelson wouldn’t argue anything about the value of street art 
in urban areas. In fact, he’d probably say something like he can’t 
make out the letters from where he’s perched, so hideously 
abstracted are they, and the wall was just fine how it was. The 
wall had gone unadulterated since he attended the school almost 
five decades ago, and no one felt it "needed a little something to 
spice it up." Then, it had been plain, true. But inoffensive. 
 
With no possible victims crossing his path, Nelson has become 
curious. He must know what shapes the paint is curved into, what 
letters are made by those shapes, what words are made by the 
letters shaped by the paint spritzed from a Liquitex can holding a 
cerulean hue, held in the trembling hand of a barely-pubescent 
adolescent. 
 
He scoots—backwards—towards the trunk of the old maple, 
turning his head and looking out of the corner of his eye to see 
how much farther he has to scoot before he can turn around, hug 
the trunk, and climb down. 
 
Here it should be mentioned that it’s daytime. Noon, in fact. The 
heat swelters and is so oppressive that no one dares leave their 
house, because they might step out their door and instantaneously 
have a heat stroke, or, worse for Christ’s sake, they could be 
invited to the neighbor’s house for a glass of lip-puckering 
lemonade and idle chatter about who stole Ida’s potted baby 
hemlock off the porch yesterday. 
 
Nelson is wearing a long –sleeved plaid shirt with a khaki vest 
over it, in addition to impossibly thick prescription lenses made 
to correct his nearsightedness. Nelson was declared legally blind 
exactly eight years, three months, twenty-two days, four hours, 
two minutes and fifty-seven seconds ago, a fact that hinders his 
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ability to see art objectively, and interpret it subjectively. Below, 
he sports matching khaki chinos and mud-colored hiking boots. 
 
In winter he goes out in jean shorts and Hawaiian button-downs. 
 
Some believe Nelson to be afflicted with congenital analgesia, an 
inability to feel pain or discomfort. 
 
Most people, however, believe Nelson is bat-shit off-his-rocker: 
The sight of him overdressed and perched in a tree won’t unsettle 
any passerby. Though, as I’ve said, there won’t be any passerby. 
 
Down the tree he goes! Towards the wall! 
 
He gets very close. Runs his fingers over the bricks, as if the 
letters painted upon them are in life-sized Braille (and they might 
as well be, given the severity of his myopia). 
 
He retreats. 
 
Strokes his chin. 
 
Shakes his head. 
 
Closer. Then far away. Chin stroke. Repeat. 
 
Nelson Sing, Professor Emeritus of UCLA’s classics department 
with a special, unbending devotion to Greek mythology, faces the 
wall and stands cross-armed. Smiles while shaking his head in 
what one may presume is amazement, and, if you were to get close 
enough, you’d be able to see that his pupils are dilated. 
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The punks are clever, Nelson thinks. They are well-read. They 
have a sense of humor, and the proper dash of irony to make 
them witty, and thus, likeable. Their work, laudable. 
 
Ceto. The graffiti says Ceto. What’s more, they’ve chosen blue 
for the word! Fitting, of course, given the fact that Ceto, daughter 
of Pontus and Gaia, is a sea goddess. And the irony—oh, the 
irony!—of paying homage to this mighty goddess in the midst of 
LA’s driest, hottest summer to date. 
 
Satisfied with this finding and no longer interested in 
reprimanding the perpetrators, he begins the short three-and-a-
half block walk home, imagining all the way exactly how he will 
word the story to maximize the reaction from his wife, she being 
another classics scholar sure to be enraptured by the 
neighborhood’s newest gem. 
 
He runs through the door, sweaty, smelly, euphoric, and spots 
Luna in the kitchen, hunched over the sink with her back to him. 
Immediately he dogs her with the tale, foregoing a hello, panting 
and stuttering and gesticulating, spit flying, like the madman 
some believe him to be. 
 
As he animatedly blabbers—Noble! Literary! Artists! he 
exclaims—both Nelson and Luna ignore the drone of the evening 
news, which is elaborating on the recent streak of street violence 
caused by a sudden surge in youth gang involvement. 
 
It’s a Crips comeback, they would have heard the announcer say 
had they been listening, the Bloods’s long-time rival marking its 
territory at an alarming rate, desecrating buildings and people all 
the same. 
 
Ah, well, let the Sings have a myth of their own, why don’t we? 
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John Glover 
Two Men Talking at Gate B9 

 
“Jean?” 
 Jean Rêver recognized the voice of Mitchell Greenleaf 
immediately, which was most odd because the voice sounded 
exactly as it had 22 years ago.  
“Jean!” 
 The voice rang out again in the small space of gate B9 of 
JFK International Airport; this time it was more an affirmative 
recognition than an inquisition. For whatever reason, Jean had not 
chosen to answer the first time he heard his name. The problem 
lingered in his mind like an unscratched itch. The rain sliding 
down the front of the window in front of him only added to the 
colorless tint his day had already taken.  

But the itch had not started today. No, that had 
originated some time ago. There had been no single defining 
event which spurred his mind to it. It simply was. It existed 
outside of him, and deep down he knew it had and did exist with 
or without his recent pull towards its existence. One day, all of 
the sudden, seemingly everything he did, was, or ever would be 
seemed inherently less. 

Mitchell Greenleaf was now standing right in front of 
him. Hovering was a better way of describing it. Jean, still 
enchanted by his inescapable itch, stood as not to be rude.  
“Mitchell Greenleaf.” 
“Indeed! How are you, old friend? I’d love to sit and catch up if 
you have a minute. Well, who am I kidding? This is an airport! 
Coffee maybe? There’s a place right in the center concourse over 
that way.” 
 He motioned behind Jean’s head to the sign of a café 
called “Brew-4-You.” Jean found it interesting how Mitch, as 
he’d always known him, had blown right through the invitation 
and settled on the acceptance being implied. He did not 
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remember Mitch to be such a boisterous fellow, but he realized he 
was in no position to make those assessments.  Twenty two 
years could change anyone.  
 Brew-4-You was overly crowded and not exactly 
hospitable.  Jean hinted at wanting to head back towards his gate 
just in case there was a change of gate or added delay. There was 
only an hour until the scheduled departure. He could survive an 
hour with Mitch. The two sat down beside each other once again 
at B9. 
“You know anything about apple trees, Mitch?” 
“Okay first thought: that’s random. Second thought: no, not 
really.” 

Mitch laughed at himself in the way the buffoon in 
movies always did: full of ignorance more than anything else. Jean 
kept his course as though talking to himself. 
“Apple trees will grow more branches and stems than they can 
carry and support. If unattended to, the tree will not grow at all, 
all due to its own ways. This is why the tree must be pruned. 
Branches must be cut and stems must be shortened. The gardener 
must make the tree less than what it is in order to have it survive.” 
“Okay, we’re going down that alley. The… philosophical 
mumbo-jumbo one. I’ll play. In that case, I’d remind you the 
gardener is also acting in best interest of the plant. The gardener 
wants to see his plants flourish, I mean, right?” 
 Jean credited Mitch for diving into the deep end instead of 
asking if he was craving an apple or something. But what really 
preoccupied Jean Rêver’s mind was far beyond plants and 
pruning.  
“Twenty-something years and you haven’t aged a bit, Jean. Let’s 
talk about the regular stuff. You know, are you married? Any 
kids? You still in… oh, what was it?” 
“City planning.” 
“That’s it. Well, are you? Wife? Kids?” 
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 Jean sucked air in tightly through his lips as though 
smoking an imaginary cigarette. An hour with Mitchell Greenleaf 
was shaping up to be not so pleasant. 
“I know I have a wife and two little girls.” 
“Well that’s swell!” Mitch cried, his South Carolina accent 
creeping through.  
 Mitch then waited for a moment, obviously pausing for 
Jean to reciprocate the interest he had just taken in his life. A few 
seconds passed, and there was none.  
“Jean, do you mind if I say something?” 
 Surprisingly still in touch with his sarcastic side, Jean 
thought to himself: Well, nothing’s stopped you so far! 
“I know it’s been twenty years and, well I’ll just say it like it is, we 
don’t know each other. But I have to say, you look distracted as 
hell.” 
 Jean turned slowly to look at Mitch, who was smiling with 
just his lips. Although he could not see it, Jean felt the severity of 
the look on his own face. In front of him now was a choice. He 
could choose to take Mitch into his confidence and confide in 
him what troubled him, or he could shake it off and count down 
the seconds until his zone started the boarding process. If the 
trouble brewing in his mind and soul was of any truth at all, it 
really didn’t even matter. And so, he decided to launch into it all 
with Mitchell Greenleaf at gate B9. 
“I’m troubled.” 
“No shit, buddy. Your color looks like sand at the bottom of the 
ocean, and your voice sounds like a chain smoker’s. Sorry if that’s 
a little… bold.” 
“There’s something I cannot escape, Mitch. Not a physical thing. 
Although, I don’t really know what to believe anymore. But 
there’s one thing I simply cannot avoid thinking about. It won’t 
let me sleep, and it hurts to try and understand.” 
“God, Jean. I mean, is this something I even want to know 
about?” 
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For the first time since he saw Mitch, Jean cracked a creased 
smile. 
“It really doesn’t matter if you want to know about it.” 
“What is that supposed to mean?” 
“It means you knowing or not knowing is of absolutely no 
importance. It doesn’t change anything.” 
“You’re confusing me, Jean. You want to just come out with it?” 
 There was a second where Jean strongly considered 
making a joke, shaking off the whole topic, and waiting for that 
call to board while discussing how many kids Mitchell had 
accrued since they last saw each other. He didn’t even know how 
to say what he felt, but he knew he had to say it.    
“I am unable to escape the idea that I am a character in someone’s 
writings: a book, a play, a short story, I’m not really sure.  
Mitch looked away for a few moments, his face very serious. 
“So you think this just about yourself?” 
“I don’t know. Maybe. Deep down, I know my reality simply isn’t. 
I’m not real. None of this is real. We are creations, and nothing 
more.” 
 Naturally, he expected Mitch to start laughing, but he 
didn’t. He looked away, obviously thinking about what Jean had 
just said. He appeared to be ready to hash this out and walk 
through it. Jean realized that this was perhaps what he was afraid 
of even more. 
“So I’m not real either?” 

Mitch asked his questions like an overseeing psychiatrist 
making his rounds at the looney-bin, entertaining patient’s wild 
fallacies to try to help treat them. 
“Mitch, this isn’t a personal issue. I’m talking about the entirety 
of this reality. We’re characters Mitch! Somewhere, we’re just 
words on a page. This may be real, but I don’t even know what 
kind of real this is, if any.” 
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 The confidence with which Jean spoke the words amazed 
even him. Until that point, he had only treated these thoughts like 
suspicions. Now they had become beliefs, and that scared him. 
“If this were true, how or why do you think you are somehow 
now aware of it?” 
Jean noted how Mitch started the interrogation with “if.” He 
didn’t believe him. 
“I don’t think it matters how I know. I think what matters is that I 
know.” 
“Right, but if we are all, if I understand you correctly, just 
figments of some author’s imagination somewhere, should we 
have never found out?” 
“I don’t see why that couldn’t be true.” 
“No, think about it. All of this having no purpose—you, me, 
these chairs, that bald guy over there. If all this isn’t real, isn’t that 
just too simple?” 
Jean had to step back mentally for a moment to fully see that 
Mitch was entertaining, more than entertaining actually, this itch 
of his.  
“This doesn’t sound crazy to you?” 
Mitch patted both hands on his knees and reclined a little in his 
chair.  
“Hey man, you brought it up. I’ve got three hours ‘til my flight. 
What better way to spend a layover than debating the existence of 
my reality?” 
He laughed at his own line. Jean feigned a smile, the matter being 
of all importance to him. When he finished laughing, he leaned 
back into the conversation, ready to begin again.  
“So, do you have any evidence that’s made you feel this way, 
Jean?” 
“Evidence? You mean, like, have I noticed a voice narrating my 
every movement lately? No.” 
Mitch chuckled again. 
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“Then don’t take this the wrong way, but why the hell are you 
thinking about this whole notion?” 
“Because I know it. I just do. It can’t be proved, Mitch. I get that. 
I’m not asking for a jury trial. Think about it, if what I’m saying 
is false, I’m crazy, and this is a waste of time. But if I’m right, this 
is the single most important thing that can or ever will be. The 
only thing it cannot be is moderately important.” 
“Okay, I’ll buy that point. But I still don’t believe any of this. 
Help me understand. I’m not saying to do a trial.” 

Jean looked around them. He saw a man walk buy with a 
duffle bag on his shoulder. Two women sat across from them at 
the other gate, one young and one old. Music played on the 
speakers above them. It was a classic song, one he knew: “It’s My 
Life” by Bon Jovi. 
“Think about your life. Did you say you’re married?” 
“Well, I never said, but I am.” 
Jean forgot how he had been too preoccupied earlier to 
reciprocate Mitch’s politeness.  
“You know your wife?” Jean asked.  
“Of course I know my wife. What do you mean?” 
“Think about her. Do you know her? 
“Jean, I know my wife. We’ve been married sixteen years. We had 
a kid for god’s sake.” 
“You know these things, right?” 
“I sure do! It’s my life!” 
“Do you really know these things, Mitch? Or are they just facts 
you have memorized right now?” 
“You don’t believe me, man, then look here.” 

Mitch, beginning to get agitated, pulled out a pocket 
sized photograph from his wallet. It was him, his wife, and a little 
girl holding both of their hands walking down a driveway in fall 
attire. 
“Perfect!” Jean exclaimed, snatching the picture before Mitch 
could even officially present it. 
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“Look at the people in this picture, Mitch. Look at the faces. Do 
you really know these people?” 
“I’m all for talking about this, Jean, but this is getting ridiculous.” 
“Stay with me. Are you sure you haven’t just memorized knowing 
these people?” 
“What are you suggesting? That these people don’t exist! That I 
haven’t spent sixteen years married to this woman!” 
“I’m not saying any of that. I’m asking you to do something 
difficult and take a long, detached look at you. Something doesn’t 
seem off? Doesn’t this moment somehow seem more… alive than 
those other moments?” 
“I don’t follow you.” 
“I have memories, Mitch. I remember graduating together. I 
remember taking pictures that day. I have those pictures! I know 
where they are in my house! I know these things, but I don’t feel 
like I lived them. My life feels like a test I’ve studied for all 
eternity, committing every detail to memory, and now I’m just in 
the finite process of answering question after question about it 
correctly.” 
“Dammit, Jean. This is just shit. That’s what it is: conjured shit.” 
“I don’t mean to be upsetting—“ 
“Then stop being upsetting!” 
“But why does this upset you!” 
 Mitch ran a hand through his short black hair, the effects 
of male pattern baldness beginning to set in already. Nearly a full 
minute passed before Jean decided to speak again. 
“This whole thing upset me too. It disturbed me greatly. It was 
unavoidable. I could try to store it up and just keep living, but 
what kind of living is that? I mean, is that supposed to be my 
happy state, standing by ignorance? 
“You can’t just call all of this ignorance. Ignorance may very well 
be bliss, but—“ 
“But the ignorant know nothing of their ignorance.” 
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“No, I was going to say this isn’t ignorance. This life, this 
conversation, it has to be real, Jean.” 

For the first time, Jean noticed Mitch change his verbs; 
instead of ‘is,’ he said ‘has to be.’ Mitch, like any normal person, 
so desperately wanted reality to be his. 
“I’m not proposing a solution. I’m just proposing what to do 
with the truth.” 
“Then what are you proposing?” 
Jean was struck by the non-sarcastic tone of Mitch’s question. He 
sincerely wanted to know.  
“If I’m driving a car with you, and I don’t know where I’m going, 
but I don’t ask for help or directions, am I ignorant?” 
“I’d say so.” 
“What about my behavior is ignorant?” 
“The arrogance of not asking for help.” 
“Arrogance which is because I don’t know that I need help, 
correct?” 
“Sure.”  
“So not knowing and not knowing I don’t know is the highest 
form of ignorance?” 
“The way you describe it, yes.” 
“But what if I turned to you and said, ‘Mitch, we’re lost. I have 
no idea how to get us there.’ What would you say then?” 
“I’d still say we’re in the middle of nowhere probably.” 
“Probably. Except now I don’t know, but I know that I don’t 
know.” 
“And that’s better than not knowing and not knowing about your 
not knowing?” 
“Precisely. And that’s where I think I am.” 
“You lost me.” 
“This is not real. It’s someone’s created story. But isn’t it better 
that I know that? Like with the car metaphor, isn’t that a higher 
form of understanding?” 
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“But with your car example, isn’t there an option where we get the 
right directions and get the hell out of wherever we got lost?” 

The question stumped Jean. He had no answer. At least 
at first he didn’t. 
“I think our car is just lost, Mitch. We don’t have answers. The 
highest understanding we can exercise is just knowing we don’t 
have correct directions.” 
“Okay, okay,” said Mitch, his eyes wandering all over, an air of 
desperation entering his voice. “There has to be some absolute 
truth in this matter, Jean—a way to know whether this is all true 
and what we really are. If we’re just…’creations’ of some author’s 
mind, can’t we communicate with this person? Because what 
you’re saying is that this person must exist in the one true reality.” 
“You mean like transcending this reality?” 
“Yes,” replied Mitch. “Only in a way that sounds less like space 
exploration.” 
“Mitch, I have absolutely no idea how any of this works. I just 
know it works.” 
“But there has to be more! If we’re just characters, figments of 
someone’s imagination, surely there’s some greater purpose for us! 
It’s like you said, either this is completely crazy or the single most 
defining aspect of human existence. What if we’re meant to be 
more? We have to do something.” 
“Mitch, your brain is still operating like we’re the ones in 
control.” 
 Mitch brought both of his hands together and clapped 
exactly three times.  
“I did that! I chose to do that. My hands, my choice.” 
“Maybe the author just wrote you that way. Did you make a real 
sound? Did anyone really see your hands do that? Did you feel your 
hands hit together?” 
 Mitch now looked quite desperate. His face was pale and 
frantic.  
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“There has to be more, Jean. I’ve read books. There are hundreds 
of them right down there at the Hudson News store.” 
“Ah, but you’re wrong. Characters simply become and disappear. 
Their life, who they are, all very real and bigger than the events 
just of the book, but they nonetheless, exists within the confines 
of their story.” 
“But Jean, we’re alive! There has to be more. If we’re characters, 
that means everyone is. Is this one author the sole author of this 
reality? Is he just writing our story, or are their more? Hell, are we 
even the main characters?” 
“You’re asking questions I haven’t even thought about, Mitch.” 
“Well think about them!” Mitch shouted. 
 His face was growing sorrowful, the anxiety having 
matriculated into worry.  He ran another hand through his hair 
before speaking again. 
“I guess what I’m saying is this: the author has to want something 
from us, right?” 
“You said you’ve read a book” 
“Of course.” 
“What does the author want out of any character?”  
 Mitch’s face communicated his lack of understanding, so 
Jean elected to answer it himself. 
“To tell the story.” 
“But what happens once that story is told? What happens to us?” 
“What do you mean?” 
“I mean books end. There’s a last page. So the author just ends 
that reality? Because I’m forty-six, and I highly doubt some 
person’s been writing every detail of my forty-six years. I have to 
exist independently from what the author’s writing then, right?” 
“Again, these are questions I have not thought of.” 
“How do we know what part is the actual written story?” 
“You mean, like, where’s page one?” 
“Yes!” 
“How would we ever know that?” 
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“Maybe that’s the whole point! Maybe we’re meant to find out.” 
 For the first time since they started talking, Jean felt like 
giving up. His head was beginning to physically hurt, and his 
mind just could not walk down this road. It wasn’t long, however, 
before Mitch asked another question. 
“You said something earlier: that thing about me clapping my 
hands and how the author made that happen. Does the author 
have control over us even outside the boundaries of the story? 
Like before page one and after the last page.” 
“Mitch, the attitude you’ve taken towards this problem of mine is 
awfully sympathetic and strangely enthusiastic, but I don’t know 
these things. I know what I’ve said and no more.” 
 Mitch started to reach a hand to run through his hair 
again, but he stopped short and just rubbed the top of his 
forehead. The two men sat in silence for several minutes. They 
watched pilots walk by with carry-ons, businessman hustle past 
with Bluetooths in their ears, and parents corralling little kids all 
in hopes of getting to their gate on time as not to miss the family 
vacation. Mitch broke the silence, following the already 
established pattern. 
“What’s the point then, Jean? I’m fake. We’re nothing. I’d be 
lying if I said it didn’t make me more disheartened than I thought 
I could ever be. “ 
“I think we have to just be. There is nothing for us to do about it. 
Arguing against the idea of an author making, vetting, and 
creating our every move is kind of like trying to saw off the 
branch of the tree on which you’re sitting.” 
“And ignorance is bliss…” 
“Ignorance is not falling out of the tree and busting my ass! 
Ignorance is a tree branch to sit on, Mitch!” 
“We’re not really here, Jean. Remember? We’re not sitting in 
these chairs now. There is no more bliss, not for us.” 
 Mitch had become the advocate in the argument. Jean 
had accepted the notions that had plagued his thoughts. And so, 
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they spent another long stretch just sitting in silence, not talking, 
just listening, just watching. More people, ignorant people, 
continued to walk by in such a hurry. Where were they going, 
Jean thought to himself? Did they even have destinations, or were 
they just figments the author created to tell the story? Did they 
even have names? Jean started to get up to go talk to one of them, 
any of them, just to see if they had names, but for whatever 
reason, he felt glued to his seat.  
“You think right now is the author’s story part?” Mitch asked 
after a few minutes had passed. 
 Jean took a long hard inhale and gave up on wondering 
the names of the faceless people passing by. 
 “I think it can be our story too.” 
 Mitch didn’t respond.  
 After a few more minutes had passed, the voice over the 
flight gate speakers came on and announced that boarding would 
now begin. Jean stood and slung his brief case over his shoulder. 
Mitch, still seated, looked up at him, his eyes had returned to a 
calm state like when they’d first encountered each other.  
“I could say it has been nice catching up with you.” 
“Is that what we did: catch up?” Jean asked with a faint grin. 
 Mitch smiled and turned to walk back out towards the 
main concourse.  
“Oh, say Mitch, where are you headed? I forgot to ask.” 

Mitch turned around, his eyes filled with knowing. He 
looked right at Jean, but didn’t speak. He appeared to chuckle, 
only for the briefest of moments. He turned back around and 
continued walking, never saying a word.  
 Jean didn’t know what to make of it. He adjusted the 
strap on his shoulder and kept walking. He handed his ticket to 
the ticket taker. 
“Oh, I’m sorry sir. Your flight gate was changed about a half an 
hour ago. You are now departing from B21. You still have time 
to make the flight. They are boarding as well.” 
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 This confused Jean. He’d been sitting at the gate for over 
an hour talking to Mitch and hadn’t heard any announcement of 
that nature. Nonetheless, he grabbed his bag and headed for B21. 
Whether or not he’d heard it, that’s where his flight was 
departing.   
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