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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 Spring 2014 issue of Amaranth. Most 
of all, thank you to our contributors and all students 

who submitted their work, as well as the student editors 
who were so generous with their time in reviewing all 

entries.  
 

Editor’s Note:  As Lehigh University’s premier literary 
magazine, it is our responsibility 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 
and fiction, 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 advice: save this issue, savor 
the entries, and remember and record for posterity all 

the names of these talented individuals. 
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Amaranth Prize for Poetry,  
First Place 

 
Abigail Michelini 
 
Secret 
In the hairline crack between heavy lids 
and the waiting world 
leaks the life I left,  
running in thin streams 
from another room.  

They say every moment is forged forever  
as starlight speeding towards empty space  
 

and I know it. In its wasting trace I see smearing: 
myself in the bloom of belief  
and the husband of my youth,  
standing before me, doing dishes. 
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Amaranth Prize for Fiction,  
First Place 

 
Kylie Gray 
 
“Dreams, Sueños” 
 

Eduardo Rafael Lopez spent his first of fifty-
four hours of work that week gelling his hair into short, 
neat tips. He smiled wide in the mirror, inspecting the 
whiteness of his teeth, whether his gums had receded 
more from compulsive brushing. A dab of thick cream 
on his crow’s feet and a wink at his reflection 
completed his routine. He stepped out into the white-
washed stone hallway which had already been cleared 
of its perpetual dust of sand. Eduardo took the long 
way to his morning meeting, passing by the sprawling 
pool which was glittering in the heat. A few guests 
were already strutting around in their bathing suits, 
soaking the still-gentle morning rays into their 
darkened skin and making towards the breakfast 
buffet. He would join them soon enough.  

When Eduardo arrived the staff lounge was 
empty, the many bodies scrubbing, scraping and 
smiling the resort into readiness for the day.  He 
passed through to the meeting room, where his 
coworkers in tailored white uniforms were seated in a 
semicircle around his boss.   

“Can we start?” the boss, a large man with a 
pristinely shaven face, shot towards Eduardo. “Now 
that our prince is here—we are doing day 54, dry 
schedule.” 

Unfazed by the reprimand, Eduardo grabbed 
his lone binder off the shelf with one finger and settled 
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into an empty chair next to Mitzy. The seven members 
of the entertainment staff pulled out their thick blue 
binders in unison and flipped though the laminated 
schedules. Eduardo kept his closed on his lap, 
wondering how many times in his life he had 
performed day 54, dry schedule.  

“We have Tres Luces coming again for the fire 
and water show tonight. By now you should all know 
the procedure for welcoming and accommodating 
them.”  

The team lowered their eyes and pretended to 
listen, or mouthed his words as the boss launched into 
procedure. Eduardo yawned through his nostrils and 
draped his arm comfortably across the back of Mitzy’s 
chair. He glanced at her from sideways eyes, 
appraising her pert posture and focus. How much she 
had changed, he thought, since she arrived—energy 
but no discipline, a college grad from Mexico City. She 
knew things from books, but what did that matter 
here? Here he could learn everything he needed to 
know about the world. He liked to think he’d helped 
her along. She received the bosses’ rare praise that day 
for her pool aerobics performance, a routine Eduardo 
had taught her. He watched as she lowered her eyes, 
hazarding a tame smile to herself alone.  

“Eduardo.” The boss called him back as the 
team filed out of the room, and shot him a wry smile. 
“We got three more compliments on your service last 
week. Whatever you’re doing, keep doing it.”  
 

A fast-paced American pop song boomed out 
of two speakers near the main pool, traveling over to 
the beach where people dozed beneath rustling palm 
umbrellas. Mitzy shouted “Ready everyone?” from the 
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pool’s edge and energetically started the warm-up for 
aerobics. The people bobbed in the shallow water as 
they followed her every movement, waving their arms 
over their heads and moving their heavy legs in time 
with the beat of the music. Eduardo emerged from the 
white granite lobby and observed the scene from the 
top of a wide set of outdoor stairs. A swirl of pools, 
restaurants, and minibars formed the elegant backyard 
of the all-inclusive resort, his kingdom. Eduardo looked 
out beyond to the clear aquamarine waters which 
hemmed it all in, these few thousand square meters in 
which he lived his life. The sky and sea created a 
bubble you could trace with your hand if you wanted 
to. 

Only a moment had passed; Eduardo snapped 
out of his revere as a guest greeted him, and his big 
personality reemerged. He glided down the stairs to 
the aerobics group and jumped in, flawlessly matching 
the choreography as Mitzy flashed him a smile.  

“Let’s hear it for Eduardo! Keep going 
everyone!” Mitzy shouted as they dipped and moved 
double-time. A faint whoop went up among the crowd. 

Eduardo grinned, naturally this time, looking 
out at the people nearly jiggling out of their bathing 
suits. He appreciated that they were willing to make 
fools of themselves on vacation. A woman in a zebra-
print bikini squealed as a bartender squirted her with 
water from the soda gun. Watching her he jumped 
into the water and turned his back to the crowd, his 
deltoid muscles popping and twisting beneath his 
oiled-up skin.  

The up-tempo music transitioned to a slower 
song, and Mitzy yelled, “Okay everyone, now come 
hold hands and make a circle!” Eduardo wound up 
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next to the zebra woman and laced his hands with hers 
beneath the water.  

“Young and alone. It’s not right,” he said. As 
the young people slowly formed a circle, Eduardo kept 
the woman off to the side with their hands still 
interlaced. “Senorita, why have I not seen you at 
Desires?” he said, referring to the evening lounge. 

 “It’s no fun there. We tried to sneak out to the 
other resort last night, but we got caught.” 

American. He’d thought so. Mitzy gave the 
instructions for half of the group to lay on their backs, 
and the other half to walk in a clockwise motion. 
Eduardo and the woman joined the group, and he 
pulled her along on her back.  

“How old are you, Senorita?” 
“Guess,” she said. Her long hair pulled into a 

long thick strand in the current. 
“Seventeen.” 
“You really think so?” She wrinkled her nose. 

“I’m twenty-one.”  
“I didn’t want to insult you.” 
“And how old are you?”  
“Guess.” 
“Seventeen,” she answered, but Eduardo just 

laughed.  
He cornered her after the exercise, claiming 

her hand again, stroking it with his thumb. She looked 
back at him, unfazed, like she was used to men coming 
after her. “What’s better, here or at home?” he asked.  

“Here, of course. I mean, just look at it.”  
“I do look. I live here. Where is home?” 
“I’m from Pa.—Pennsylvania.” 
“Oh, yes,” he said, giving her hand a hard, 

excited swing. “I know Pennsylvania. Philadelphia, 



 9 

right? I’ve been there, you know. I’ve met many 
people from P. A.”  

She looked down and gave a muffled smile, like 
she was laughing at him.  “Me too,” she said. Eduardo 
was silent, thrown off by the unexpected response. He 
looked directly into her eyes, trying to smolder or stun 
her, but she glanced away, loosening her grip on his 
hand.  

“You should come to Desires tonight. So we 
can talk more,” he said.  

“Yeah, maybe,” she said, floating away. “It was 
nice meeting you, Eduardo.” 

He watched her as she joined up with her sister 
on the beach before he stepped out of the pool. He 
ducked into the nearby towel stand, taking a long draw 
from his water bottle. Mitzy and two workers were 
chatting and handing tan towels to dripping guests.  

“Nice moves,” the towel guy snickered to him, 
but Eduardo ignored him completely.  

“Mitzy,” he said, leaning next to her. “How 
spectacular you are.” He bumped her lightly with his 
hips, imitating her moves.  

“Thanks,” she said, “but I think you stole the 
show. They love you. Especially that one.” She jerked 
her curly head toward the beach, where Kayla and her 
sister were talking animatedly. They glanced in his 
direction. “Is that your new girl?” 

“What is this, new girl? I was being nice to her. 
It’s my job, mi cariño.” 

“But you’ll take her out.”  
“The boss’ orders,” Eduardo protested, his 

hands raised. “You could get on his good side that 
way. What do they say? Fraternize. Besides, if I could 
really take someone out, it wouldn’t be her.”  
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Mitzy nodded slightly, gazing at the 
breathtaking ocean view in front of her. “I should get 
back. Goodbye, boys.” 

“VOLLEYBALL!!”  
Eduardo spiked the ball over the net, landing it 

squarely in sand in the center of his five opponents. 
The opposite team managed to return his next serve, 
but Eduardo and his partner Jesus touched the ball 
three times before sending it back for another score.  

“You think you’re so cool just because you do 
this all the time,” a teen yelled jokingly from the other 
half of the court. 

“Yes, I do,” Eduardo said, before aggressively 
spiking the ball. He felt his frustrations coursing 
through his body, and finally he didn’t have to smile. 
He set Jesus up for a spike, but Jesus flubbed the ball, 
and it dribbled harmlessly to his feet; it looked like he 
was barely trying. “Are you serious, man? You knew 
that was coming!” 

“Scale back,” Jesus said, with his back to their 
opponents. 

Eduardo spied his American friend over Jesus’ 
shoulder, and called “Senorita!” She waved uncertainly 
from across the beach. He took the ball and pushed it 
to his friend’s chest before walking away. He grabbed 
Kayla’s hand and pulled her toward the ocean, saying 
“Let’s take a walk.”  

“Are you okay?” she asked. “You look heated.”  
“I don’t like losing.” He smiled ruefully. 

“Change my mind and tell me about where you’re 
from. I like to know everything.” 

She didn’t know what he wanted her to say, 
but she started to talk about her friends and where she 
lived, and he was encouraging so she kept talking.  
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Eduardo listed off all of the popular bands that he 
knew and she said she knew them, too.  

“You have a beautiful life,” he said. “Like a 
dream.” He stopped to stroke her fleshy cheek with the 
back of his hand, feeling its softness and firmness. 
Kayla started, her face growing pink beneath his 
touch.  
 “Not always like a dream,” she lightly 
disagreed. “And what about your life? You haven’t 
said anything about it.”  
 Eduardo thought about it before shaking his 
head, and kicked at the shells borrowed in the sand. 
“It’s exactly what you’d imagine. Nothing to say.” He 
kept on walking.  
 “There has to be something,” she said, 
catching up to him. 

“You want to know what I do? Okay. Let’s go 
dancing tonight. It’s a short walk from the resort. You 
bring your sister and I’ll bring my friend. I’ll show you 
what I do. It’s the best way to spend your last night 
here.”  

Unexpectedly, she said, “Okay.” 
“Okay? Okay.” 

 
 Eduardo retreated into the shade to eat his 
dinner—his usual, a tasteless hamburger that his 
coworkers made fun of him for eating. He was 
watching her, uninterrupted as she talked to her sister 
on the beach, turning her toes into the sand. There 
was something so carefree about it, almost childish, 
turning in your toes like that. He found himself 
unconsciously mimicking the motion as he studied her, 
unsatisfied.  
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“Are you in love?” He felt a hand on his 
shoulder and placed his atop the full shot glass. He 
smoothly pushed it away from him as Mitzy claimed 
the chair next to him, and she pretended she didn’t 
see. “How’s the new girl?”  

Eduardo choked back the anger rising in his 
chest as Kayla and her sister left their lounge chairs. 
Finally he said levelly, “It’s not like that.”  

“I know—you can’t help your charm, right?”  
He looked at her blankly, her intelligent gaze 

roaming his face, the small, quick features, the dark 
beauty of her shiny brown irises. He focused on her 
words with difficulty. “You know, it’s funny,” he said, 
drawing himself up to his normal stature. “All anyone 
wants to do is be here,” bringing his finger down in 
front of him, “And all I want to do is be out there. It’s 
the place that’s charming, not me. I’m nothing without 
this place. Never forget that.” He’d never thought it 
before but the words felt true as he was saying them. 

“I thought you liked it here?” Mitzy looked 
wounded, all trace of her joking tone gone. “You 
shouldn’t call yourself nothing.”  

“And that’s what I am, mi cariño. You’re better 
than this. I never wanted you to figure that out.” 

She just stared at him unhappily, like she 
regretted coming over in the first place. He lowered his 
eyes, retreating, inviting her to leave. She climbed out 
of the chair, but before she left, she said, “I think it is 
you who needs to figure yourself out.” 

 
 
 Torch flames reflected dimly on the ocean that 
night as the three men from Tres Luces pounded heart-
stopping rhythms on big watered drums lit with 
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colored lights. Each stroke shot bursts of color in the 
night air, colors that mixed together in Eduardo’s 
vision as he splayed himself upon the sand and hugged 
his legs to the warmth in his chest. He had somehow 
managed to introduce the show; adrenaline was 
pumping through him. He picked out Kayla’s pale 
face, alternatively lit by flames and cast in shadow, and 
forced her to meet his eye. They didn’t have to meet in 
secret but it was better that way. Sneaking past the 
parents like two teenagers. He giggled. They met 
outside of Desires, along with Kayla’s sister Meg and 
Jesus.  
 As they walked, Kayla babbled in elementary 
broken Spanish, and Eduardo urged her in 
amusement, “Keep speaking, Senorita.” He thought of 
the most difficult word he knew and taught it to her, 
laughing wildly as she stumbled over each syllable. 
Meg and Jesus walked arm in arm behind them in 
contented conversation. Soon they entered the hot, 
excited club, where locals and foreigners alike danced 
with the fever of vacation and booze and Saturday 
night. Jesus bought a round of drinks, and the girls 
were excited and the boys took a round of their own.  
 “Come on, Senorita,” Eduardo said, taking 
Kayla’s hand. “The night is young and so are we.” 

He pulled her onto the dance floor, with Meg 
and Jesus in tow. Drops of sweat fell down his temples 
as he moved, letting his body take him over. Kayla 
couldn’t keep up, so he spun her around and around, 
attracting the attention of the floor. The girls danced 
and the boys took another round, saluting each other 
with tequila shots. Eduardo spied Mitzy from across 
the room, shyly swaying in a long skirt, but beaming. 
He felt her notice him as he went back to dance with 
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Kayla, dancing more fervently than ever, but this time 
he could barely hold her up. 

“I’m so tired, Eduardo,” she said. 
“Senorita,” he answered, unmoved. “The night 

is young, and so are we.” He didn’t know whether the 
room was spinning, or he was. 

 “My friend.” Eduardo suddenly felt Jesus’ 
hand on his shoulder. “We should go.”  

“I’m not going.” Louder, he said, “I thought 
you could keep up with me? We never stop the party 
here!”  

Jesus leaned into him and said, “Don’t forget 
your position.” He inclined his head toward the two 
sisters, who looked worn out and a little anxious.  

Eduardo finally nodded, submitting, his head 
throbbing and he gently took Kayla’s hand and led her 
out. He listened to her talk as they walked home, 
registering nothing. Suddenly he realized that he never 
wanted to see her again. He kissed her on the cheek 
and thanked her at the edge of the resort. Kayla 
waited, as if she was expecting something more. 
Eduardo felt her searching his dull, blinking eyes 
before she asked, “I’ll see you, tomorrow, right? I’m 
leaving at noon.”  

“Of course, Senorita.” 
 Jesus and Eduardo turned back from the main 

resort, following the road a short way before turning 
onto a side street with a row of double-decker 
apartments still within the gates. It was late; Eduardo 
felt the booze and dancing settle sadly on him, giving 
his muscles the deep ache that seemed to creep in 
more every night.  

“You have off tomorrow, don’t you,” Jesus 
said. 
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“Goodnight,” Eduardo answered.  
They had stopped in front of his door, a skinny 

little split-home. Things were neatly tucked away in 
the living room-kitchen combo, and the scalding scent 
of cleaning fluid met his nose as he passed by the 
kitchen. He used the restroom, and examined himself 
in the medicine cabinet mirror as he scrubbed his 
hands. Still wet, he used them to mash down his hair 
which had frizzed out after a long humid day. The 
yellow top light was hitting him strangely, strongly. 
Eduardo leaned in, his visage shaking but every flaw 
defined, his face deflating before his eyes. He rubbed 
his face vigorously, trying to flatten out the lines. His 
fist struck the surface of the warped mirror. Sharp bits 
embedded themselves in the side of his hand; the rest 
fell with high musical sounds into the sink. Eduardo’s 
reflection was thrown in all different directions, 
fractured, beautiful again. 

He wrapped a towel around his hand, barely 
feeling the pain, and crept into his room. Antoniella 
was still awake, the covers pulled up tight below her 
chin. The light from the hall fell on the side of her face, 
throwing shadows onto the deep crevices in her face, 
and illuminating the strip of gray where her dark curls 
sprouted out of her head. Eduardo looked at her from 
where he stood, and though he was nothing more than 
a silhouette her chocolate brown eyes met his before 
she turned onto her side. Eduardo in his mind flicked 
through a string of excuses as he climbed silently into 
bed with her, but he never needed one. They fell 
asleep soon after. 

 
Antoniella and Eduardo rose early to attend 

morning services at the church they had attended for 
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nearly twenty years. Eduardo wore a dusty, light blue 
collared shirt, which made him look formal and small. 
He kissed the cheeks of church friends; he whispered 
his grievances into the Lord’s ear; he put fifty pesos 
into the collection basket, and his neighbor was poorer 
than him but he put in double. Eduardo just listened as 
Antoniella sang the psalms long and lustily, savoring 
each note, feeling the passion of the words. He looked 
down as he stretched his injured hand, every shard 
painstakingly removed with tweezers by his wife this 
morning. He watched her red skirt swish with the little 
mirror circles sewn into them and thought about how 
many years he’d had to wait to have Sundays off of 
work. 

They walked slowly back to their apartment, 
the flat-topped streets melting into resort-town again. 
In the kitchen, Antoniella made bread with her hands, 
rolling it out slowly with her palms. She cooked paella 
in the pan with an old family recipe her mother taught 
her when she was to be wed.  

Eduardo didn't hear the sizzle of the pan, 
transfixed as he scrolled through the blue and white 
screen on his rumbling desktop. He didn't have many 
"friends" on Facebook, but he enjoyed finding people 
and rummaging through the photo albums. Eduardo 
clicked in the search box and typed "Kayla Grable" 
with his two index fingers. She came up almost 
immediately, her profile picture showing her with a 
sunny smile in the same zebra print bikini, already 
uploaded. He flipped through her pictures—Kayla 
posing at a college party, Kayla with her family in a 
brightly-lit restaurant, Kayla playing with her dog in a 
bed of sweet, young grass. Eduardo studied the 
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pictures carefully, trying to image what he'd look like 
in her stead. 

Hesitatingly, Eduardo clicked the search box 
again and typed "Maria Perez"; after a few clicks he 
found Mitzy’s page, bursting with hundreds of friends 
and pictures. One of her albums was entitled “New 
York Trip!!” He moved to click it, but at that moment 
Antoniella walked in to serve lunch. He clicked out of 
the page before she could see it, what she didn’t 
understand but thought was a teenager’s obsession.  

The table was dressed with a threadbare throw, 
lonely crops of fabric that his wife had hand-stitched 
together when they were first married. Eduardo ate 
ravenously from his plate, shoveling each bite as 
Antoniella slowly spooned the rice mixture into her 
mouth. Eduardo let his fork clatter loudly into the 
empty bowl.  

“Es tampoco picante,” he declared, the heat from 
the dish deadening his mouth. He pushed out of his 
wooden seat so that it scraped loudly against the floor.  

Antoniella observed him silently as he paced 
out the tiny apartment like a caged animal. His fist 
came down on a wall, causing a flamenco girl to come 
tumbling down from where she spun above their 
heads. Ahhhhye, he breathed as he brought his hands 
through his hair, not the usual gel-hardened helmet 
but a dry wild mess that showed peaks of gray. He 
came and sat down next to his wife, and put his arm 
around her. Her eyes closed and the lines around her 
eyes softened, and he could just make out the bloom of 
youth still trapped in her features. He wanted to 
explain his life to her, the people he spent his day with, 
how it felt to stand in front of hundreds of people, to 
be looked at like he was looked at.  
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“I don’t think you could understand,” he 
murmured. Antoniella gave him a wounded, 
questioning look; she knew not a word of English. He’d 
never asked if she wanted to learn. 
 

"He hails from the great city of Las Vegas, 
Nevada-" 

"Aplausas, por favor!" 
"Put your hands together for the great 

magician, Jackie Star!" 
Eduardo put his head down and strode off the 

stage with Jesus as the great red curtains unfurled. He 
looked out at the audience as the show began; he 
wanted to see their reactions as they took in the big 
man with gold glitter around his eyes and a head full of 
thick golden curls, speaking rapidly in both English 
and Spanish and decipherable to neither. Eduardo 
reclined against the wall behind the audience, stoically 
trying to find the key to each magic trick.  

He had watched, early that morning, as busses 
pulled up to the circular rotunda, chugging smoke as 
they dispensed a new crowd of tourists, their bags 
barely in the hands of baggage men before they 
snatched their first complimentary drink off of the 
check-in counter, their appetite for luxury already 
ignited. 

“That girl was looking for you yesterday,” Jesus 
said, pressing up against him on the wall.  

It was late, edging toward 11:00, by the time 
the entertainment crew had finished their duties that 
night. They had hosted a karaoke competition near the 
outdoor bar, which Eduardo had kicked off with a 
rendition of “Moves like Jagger”; guests drank freely 
and sat on the big rope swings surrounding the bar, 
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waiting to be called to sing their English pop songs. 
Eduardo had planned to go to the club that night with 
some work friends, but he sat at the bar as guests 
drifted away and drunk deeply from a rum and coke—
strong—the bartender knew not to pull anything over 
on him. He saw Mitzy about to walk away and called 
her name, signaling her with a slight move of his hand. 
All of the guests had gone; only the bartender was left, 
rubbing a soft cloth in circles over the wooden bar, but 
he didn’t matter. 

"You look tired," she said, and she laughed 
heartily at the deflated look on his face. "I think you 
are past your bedtime." 

"I needed a drink," he said. 
"I’m sure you did. So for tomorrow, I had an 

idea about changing the routine. Towards the end..." 
"Please, let's not talk about work now," 

Eduardo said, cutting her off. He turned to look at her 
for the first time that night. "Let's talk about something 
else." 

Mitzy's uncertainty showed on her face. "Okay, 
you have something in mind?" 

He started to kiss her, first on her lips and then 
pressing his head into her slender neck. It was 
unexpected but not entirely so. She pushed him away, 
her eyes darting to see if anyone had seen. Eduardo, 
his voice tense as a guitar string, said, "Go out with 
me, Mitzy. I really want a girl like you. You're 
everything I want." 

"Please, Eduardo! You are married!" she said 
in a harsh whisper. 

"I left my wife." Eduardo bumped his glass 
against the table, watching the light caramel liquid 
jump. "We're from two different worlds. It couldn't 
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work anymore." He refused to look at her now, to see 
whether her silent gaze was one of pity or reproach. 
Neither would have suited him. "I will take you 
somewhere nice," he murmured, his voice soothing. 
"To get to know you, outside of this—." Eduardo 
looked around and stopped and he looked like he 
might cry. 

Mitzy placed her hand lightly on his, sadness 
touching her eyes. "It's too soon," she said quietly. 
"Maybe later, we can see..." She touched her lips to his 
chiseled cheek before walking away in the cold sand. 
Eduardo only had a moment to sit there dumbly 
before a pudgy, tow-headed man came from exploring 
the beach and sat abruptly on his other side. He 
smelled booze on the man's breath and stiffened, but 
the man had a large, goofy smile on his face. 

"Hey, nice job there, buddy. The kid can sing, 
too!" 

“Thank you, sir. I always enjoy a little karaoke 
on the beach.” 

“I’ll buy you a drink for that performance,” 
and he laughed loudly, because even tipping wasn’t 
aloud. “What are you drinking?” 

“This is…a good Mexican rum, and a little bit 
of Coke.” 

The man sighed appreciatively, swirling the 
contents of his own glass before taking another big sip. 
“You just can’t get liquor like this where I’m from. 
You ever been to America, Eduardo?” 

Eduardo wasn’t surprised that the man knew 
his name. Most did soon enough. He looked out at the 
black waves crashing silently behind the bartender. He 
almost smiled. “No, sir.” 
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“You should,” said the man, getting up from 
his seat. “I think you would like it there. Although God 
knows why you would ever leave this place. Paradise, 
right? I see my wife coming. I’ll see you later buddy.” 
He clasped the small man on the shoulder.  Eduardo 
took something out of his pocket. He slipped his 
wedding ring onto his finger. 
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Amaranth Prize for Poetry, 
Second Place 

 
Carolyn Koch 
 
My Morning Love 

I was not scared as 
I lifted you to my mouth. 

Your heat moved gently across 
my face. 
My lips met you 
with greed. 
The desire 
to be connected. 
And you 
filled me. 
Sending warm sensations down 
my throat and across my body. 
I smiled as my lips left, satisfied. 
I love drinking coffee in the morning. 
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Amaranth Prize for Fiction, 
Second Place 

Ryan Herbert 
 
“The Glassmaker (an excerpt)” 

Act One, Scene Three 

 

The bedroom of MELISSA, a twelve-year-old girl, in 
JACE’s house.  The lights focus on her bed where she 
lies, crying.  The bed is dark purple with an 
interesting stellar pattern.  MELISSA holds on to a 
stuffed animal.  JACE, her eighteen-year-old brother, 
sits on a stool by her side.  She is in pajamas, but he 
still has his suit on from their mother’s funeral.  He 
appears to have been trying to comfort her for some 
time.   

 

JACE 

[slowly and taking thought to comfort her] 

Shhhh…Lissa, you don’t have to cry.  We’ll all miss 
her.  But we’ve got to take steps to move on.  There’s 
so much…so much to look forward to. [Pause.  He scoots 
his chair slightly closer to the bed.]  You’re excited for the 
parade, right?  That’s going to be so much fun.  I’m 
sure that…I know mom will be watching over you 
during that.  [She takes the slightest notice of his words but 
can’t seem to stop herself from crying.]  Come on, now, Lissa.  
I don’t know how long I can see you like this.  Don’t 
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think this is easy for me…[His words seem to cause her to 
cry more. He looks ashamed.] I, I’m sorry.  That was wrong 
of me…You shouldn’t have your feelings dismissed.  
[He considers for a moment.]  Here, why don’t I tell you a 
story, okay?  [Her eyes light up a bit.] It might help you 
fall asleep.  The story of the…the story of 
the…um…glassmaker.  The Glassmaker.   

 

The lights dim a bit but focus even more on 
MELISSA and, especially, JACE. 

 

JACE 

[artfully making it up as he goes, with meaning and a soft pace] 

Once upon a time, in a far off land, there was a boy 
who was an apprentice glassmaker.  For his whole life, 
he lived in a gigantic castle with a moat, knights, and 
whatnot, aspiring to become the best glassmaker in the 
land.  [Melissa appears interested.  JACE shows a slight 
smile.] His master taught him how to craft the most 
spectacular glass in the world – stained to be azure, 
mauve, salmon, mint, goldenrod, anything [There are 
quick flashes of these colors.]- all in the renowned 
workshop of the castle’s central spire, also his home.  
The boy was interested in the work, as it was all he 
knew.  But, every day, he would take time to look 
outside the room’s intricately arched window to gaze 
upon the path leading to town.  There, as he could see 
the sunset [The lights take on the color of a sunset.], a girl 
dressed in the most beautiful crystalline dress would 
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walk towards the castle with a basket of flowers.  
[Prismatic colors spread across the stage.]  She was a dazzle 
of colors, glowing like a prism hit with the sun’s last 
wish before nighttime.  Yet, out of all the rays, two 
crossed as their eyes would meet.  He could do nothing 
but smile, not knowing how much he charmed her.  
She would throw up the bud of a forget-me-not, 
whisking it away in the wind with a kiss.  [Small, light 
blue forget-me-knot-colored dots gently flicker around the stage.]  
Without a doubt, a strong wind would bring the small 
dot of blue up and up, high into the sky, until it landed 
at a tiny ridge outside his window.  Stirring with love, 
the boy would take the flower and mix it with the 
glowing material in the furnace, creating the most 
astonishing pieces of deep blue glass.   

 

MELISSA has fallen asleep.  JACE seems so 
absorbed in his own story-making that he continues.  
The lights shift to look a strong gold. 

 

JACE 

[speaking powerfully] 

The king was highly impressed by his work, so, soon 
after the boy turned twelve, he announced that there 
was to be a new master glassmaker.  The rite of 
passage to prove his skill was the only obstacle in his 
way.  Elated, the young glassmaker accepted the 
challenge, hoping to finally gain enough prowess to 
impress the girl.  [Pause.] The boy decided to construct 
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thin plates of clear glass, each increasingly opaque and 
cloudy, that would be set perfectly into the central 
spire’s beautiful window that he knew and loved.  The 
girl could finally see his masterful work.  Every day, he 
constructed another perfect layer of glass, each slightly 
less translucent than the last.  [Lights on stage increasingly 
fade to a pale white.  Pause.]  Yet, he became upset.  As 
the months passed, it became more and more difficult 
to see the girl.  Her colors dulled, and soon he could 
no longer recognize her face.  Nonetheless, he would 
still gaze out at sunset to catch a glimpse of her, just to 
know that she still existed.  [Pause.  JACE speaks 
ominously and from the heart.]  On his 18th birthday, his 
master suddenly died, and the boy’s work was 
immediately accepted as complete.  His new title 
brought him no joy.  At sunset, he could not recognize 
the girl at all through the window.  Frenzied, the boy 
tried to run out of the castle, once and for all, to meet 
her.  But the door was barred.  [There are sounds of a door 
being shaken.  After a moment, the shaking ceases.]  All around 
him, he could hear the king’s towering voice, 
congratulating the young master on his permanent 
home.  All that connected him to the castle was a small 
crawlspace to keep him alive with air, sustenance, and 
work materials.  The boy screamed.  He went to the 
glass window and bashed at it with his hands [Sounds of 
glass being battered and shattered are audible.].  Only the 
most recent layer, simply because he applied it poorly, 
shattered.  His hands were bloodied.  The boy limped 
over to his bed.  Expressionless, he turned and stared 
at the window.  [Pause.] He could see nothing, [The 
lights shift to a dull blue.] save for a hue of blue along the 
bottom of the pane… 
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JACE glances over at MELISSA and sees that she is 
sleeping.  He sits there for a moment and looks far 
away, focusing on something intangible.  Melancholy, 
he stands up and shifts his way out of the room.  End 
of Act One, Scene Three. 
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James Mac Finley 
 
Guernica  
 
My eyes submerged in values leave me tumbling in 
line; 
but line builds shape, and shape births form: forms 
organic  
and ghost and paper-torn, stomping through heads  
screaming and think of the splintering bombs and feel  
gray smear to wretchedness and broken braying –  
this is what he saw when he eyed death, he tells 
me as he emerges gasping from the painting,  
sore eyed and bald, charisma idling. 
He heaves a ragged hand and leaves a whisper  
of stained skin cells at the tips of my fingers and I,  
not wanting to keep the couple behind me waiting, 
thank him and smile and move on to the next painting. 
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James Mac Finley 
 
Splatter Painting  

And there he hangs, a nail with no beat, 
a slung bough-drapery, 
a red stuffing swelling on pulsing bark 
and never love, no, not once – maybe fuck 
or lingering, half-lucid look, or torn 
multigrain from me, but cut 
palmed brow, or anthropomorphizing poet, 
or mesh of twined tail-fibers. Lately, 
she’s been hawking my branched 
she doesn’t love, only white wood. Lonely, 
the psychosis electron-clouds residual 
mass. Wild-eyed loveless, so rodent, 
my hard slung rock had more purpose 
than I’m saying. No cold mercy, I split you 
to kill your trembles, half-turns, 
self-chatter. That unending ocular jerk.  
I proved your paranoia but you should 
not have been so shitty anyway.  
Some leaves shimmy, some blood falls, 
maybe at last, a throb in dead veins. 
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James Mac Finley 
 
A Note On the Poltergeists  
 
His hairline eroded to a cliff of loose strands, 
squat in black beaded absence; the eyelash curl 
bit into brushed skin at the end 
of her pink lipsticked word; the fly eye stigma, 
the grained cotton petals 
of threaded daisies that bodied her flower print dress – 
these selves they’ve left, like piled husks 
of corn shucked midsummer, browned sheaves 
revealing, 
if not in their drooping fall or waxy feel,  
then in remembered motion, a contact surge, 
a hint of the milk-white kernels and the lost  
saccharine burst they contained – these selves that 
seem 
preserved, just biding for the right syllables 
to go on fooling with the kitchen knife, the toothbrush, 
the cocker spaniel in a dollhouse 
afterlife, are just a few 
caught moments – photons stuck in paper 
like flies in resin – we found in the attic 
behind the damp brown boxes and the frayed 
blue bear. So old they seem to powder 
between finger and thumb, as their archaic gloss 
reflects strange tints and shades when held up 
to the fluorescent light. Photographs of the dead 
and fallible: my brother’s face caught in transition 
before the rigid shutting down of fear 
gave way to the deep release of laughter; the pinch 
of anger in my mother’s face 
before it softened with the relief of my return 
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from the clot of coats and hands 
at the crowded carnival – gestures  
cut short in their first forms.  
 
I have nothing to give the half-thoughts that simmer 
silent beneath a freak pulse  
or the static creeping under my skin. 
 
I’ve walked the green graveyard 
where the chambers 
of H.D.’s heart fell to dirt. 
I did not find H.D. The raindrops 
were crystallizing mid-fall, snowflake structures 
spreading in a film over bound water 
before breaking on the back of my neck. 
I looked at the rain-worn graves, the names and dates 
and the cheap, warped image they offered  
of lonely, sepia figures 
of a soot and ash century 
reduced to shaped absence by a chisel –  
vague invocations now themselves smoothing over 
to slender planks of pale stone, the beveled edges 
edged off, in a way retreated, to the safety  
of a quiet roundness 
against a sky violent 
as a moon tugged surf, the dust of sculpture 
washed away in the shaping 
to join the bones bleeding 
back to earth. My breath, 
a warm cloud of spent air, heaved up 
by the settle of my lungs, was all I offered 
for the rain’s whitewash  
of this fade of loss.  
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During dull hours in my hometown, I take up 
a white aerosol can, thin metal container 
of sloshy black paint, and tag teardrops, little weeping 
smiley faces, on the cobblestone arch, and for days 
afterward, these small signs blot   
a space for themselves, in the wet light seeping up 
through the tender planks that made 
a road out of the defunct 
covered bridge, once  
a momentary shelter to us, during a sudden spring rain 
on the drive back from Philly, the arched timbers 
a hole in the planes of rain that sloshed 
and eddied on the windshield 
like a wind-beat curtain, in small,  
fierce rapids. Leaning against the faint red of the grain, 
we savored our full stop 
in the layered rhythms of the storm.   
    
I’ve tried to shirk my doubt that I’m not satisfied 
with a scattering of black marks on a burning page,  
abstractions spent to ash, my collie, Cody, with his 
human eyes, 
his lamplight tail, made a collie by some other brain – 
myself made self  
by some other brain. I’ve tried to scoff that instinct 
doesn’t take into account that “the Hindenburg 
victims”, “the Haitian Revolution”, “the class of 1882” 
are just shorthand, not an erasure. The rattle and 
squeak 
of body clogged hallways walled in 
by grey lockers; the hot air exhaled by the blast, 
pressing 
on the mother’s face; the blood 
pluming up from the chest 
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with the sluggish sliding back 
of the bayonet – all still there, 
behind the black and white film, 
the textbook print.  
 
Still gravel sticks to the ice water bellies 
of the phantoms in my dreams. Still their rotting 
fingers 
adhere to my calf. 
I'm exhausted by the daily misfires of fear (a spray of 
shot, 
a rush like sleet, then thud into mud): 
the red of flames corrupting, blood to water, 
the mineral gleam of I-beams 
broken off 
like still too-green branches, 
or the lurch of pavement as one plate 
grinds another back 
to viscous heat, 
a blood orange pulp. 
These small aches, they’ve settled, 
barbed and heavy, in nuclei 
I can’t scratch.  
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James Mac Finley 
 
“Tale Told by an Idiot” 

 Pete’s furry stegosaurus body stands about 
twenty feet away from you, looking like a giant 
muskrat with tapered neck and tiny head in the dim 
light. His giant rib cage moves in and out slowly 
beneath his shaggy fur as his gold eyes appraise you, 
wide open like a gecko, with the wild look of a spooked 
horse. Down right from him a dead girl lies on a  ten 
foot seam of rock with one paw print in her lower right 
abdomen and one in her left breast – a half gallop. Her 
body has already grown swollen, tumescent, her face 
black and blue. The mists are beginning to rise. Your 
name is Dave, and you are holding a .22 your father 
gave you when you were much younger to shoot tin 
cans and squirrels with. You are going to use it to put a 
bullet in Pete’s eye and it’s going to come out the other 
eye and he’ll be dead. 

 You’re in love with the dead girl. Her name is 
Sam. You first saw her in church when you were 
twelve and the red light from the stained glass windows 
made her blonde hair look strawberry blonde and you 
thought it was beautiful; later, when you saw her 
outside, after church, huddled against the cold in her 
faux-fur-lined silver vinyl coat, standing with her 
family waiting to greet the preacher, you saw her hair 
was just plain straw blonde and you didn’t care, it was 
just as pretty to you in grey light as red, and the 
warmth in your stomach didn’t go away the whole car 
ride home and all afternoon and all the afternoon after 
that.  You didn’t talk to her until junior year because 



 35 

you never became the kind of kid who could approach 
a girl without a seriously good excuse and none ever 
came up, until junior year that is, when she was in 
your French 3 class and you sat next to each other and 
both sucked at French and made friendly, half-serious 
attempts to help each other through it. You got a D 
and she a C+, but by the end of the year she became 
your first kiss and first time, each of which happened 
within a few days of each other, and neither of you 
made a big deal out of it, it all happened naturally, 
easily. Neither of you could take your plans for the 
future more seriously though. Fuck your small 
Midwestern hometown, fuck the whole state of 
Oklahoma; you would get a house in New England 
where the leaves would change color, where on a given 
day you could choose between privacy and civilization, 
instead of never having neither.  

 Over that summer, on warm, dry nights, you 
would scrape your elbows and sides climbing up to the 
roof of an abandoned meat packing plant by way of a 
secret route she had learned from the older girls on her 
track team. You would lie on the tar roof and she 
would lay her blonde head on your chest and look up 
at the stars, but you would look at her the whole time 
and the whole thing was kind of like how it is in a 
movie, only your sides really smarted from the scrapes. 
And that was more or less how the whole summer 
passed, and presumably how the whole senior year 
would have gone, if Pete hadn’t shown up a week into 
the school year. 

 Pete was a transfer student from New 
Smithville, and he was rumored to have run with a 
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different kind of crowd, which was a safe way of saying 
he was probably involved with people who dealt drugs. 
That combined with his fifteen foot by eight foot body 
and his appearance of a rodent mixed with some sort 
of Cretaceous herbivore made him stick out a little 
from the rest of the student body. Your class was 
strictly ordered not to use the word monster, in a 
special assembly called by your principal the day 
before Pete began school. He explained to the student 
body that Pete was a normal teenager, just like any 
student, only there were some minor exterior 
differences that he knew would not affect your 
behavior towards him. No one knew what disease the 
kid had exactly, but he didn’t talk much and everyone 
pretty much steered clear as he roamed the hallways, 
his gold eyes leading the way like headlamps before his 
enormous body. Of course, his reputation as a 
criminal, his exotic and mysterious nature, the promise 
of what lay beneath that thick fur – Pete quickly 
became the number one target of the female student 
population of your high school, regardless of, or 
perhaps encouraged by, his apparent lack of interest in 
inter-student relationships. 

 You didn’t have a class with Sam senior year, 
but Pete did. Six classes, in fact. You didn’t pay too 
much attention to this at the time, or any of the rumors 
swirling around Pete either, for that matter, having 
been too focused on your own terrible grief at not 
getting to spend the school day with your beloved, 
until one afternoon, a month into the semester, that 
same beloved, to your horror, said she couldn’t hang 
out with you because she had made plans with Pete.  
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 “Are you kidding me,” you said, “the 
monster?”  

 She frowned at you. “You know you’re not 
supposed to call him that. He’s a nice guy, and he 
needs help with English. Now stop being jealous, 
you’re like this with every guy I show any sign of being 
friends with.” 

 You laughed incredulously, feeling a little 
douchey, but you couldn’t stop yourself.  “Jealous 
of a fucking monster? Unless you have a secret interest 
in bestiality you haven’t told me about, I don’t think 
there’s gonna be a problem there.” You quickly saw 
that she was stung by what you said, what you meant 
as a joke but maybe came off a little more serious and 
a little more terrible than you meant. You laid a hand 
on her shoulder.  

 “I’m sorry, you’re right, I shouldn’t talk like 
that, I was being a dick.  It’s just, I really really care 
about you and this guy has a reputation, everyone 
knows he’s dangerous, I don’t want to see you ending 
up hurt or getting in trouble.” Even then you were 
lying; you weren’t thinking about her safety. You were 
thinking that maybe Pete had something you didn’t, 
something that Sam wanted.   

 Weeks went by and the tutoring sessions 
increased from once every two weeks to once a week to 
twice a week. It started to noticeably cut into your time 
together, and you fought about it, and you started 
spending a significant amount of your time together 
fighting, and even the time you didn’t spend fighting, 
something was different, you began to notice, like she 
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wasn’t all there for most moments, and when she was 
you both found that suddenly you couldn’t find 
anything to talk about, so all in all you were spending 
much less time actually together even when you were 
both actually physically present, which is kind of what 
you’d heard marriages that had died were like. Just a 
rough patch, you told yourself. 

 One night, late fall, probably the last night you 
would be able to go up to the meat packing plant roof 
before winter, you were up on the roof when Sam 
asked you to have sex with her, right there up on the 
roof, where anyone driving by would be able to see. 
You said no, it was too risky, and she shrugged and 
turned away like she expected the answer, as if she was 
testing you and you had failed. You got angry and 
asked her what her deal was and that’s when she came 
out with “I think we should break up”, which sent you 
over the edge, and you shouted at her that you were 
sorry that you couldn’t fuck her like her animal pal, 
and then called her terrible things that you would 
never be able to take back, and she got up and walked 
away from you sobbing. You grabbed her arm and she 
yelped. You let go, and she walked away from you.  

 That night you left her 56 text messages. The 
next day that number had grown to 112. You had sent 
her a grand total of 356 by the time she called you 
back. But it wasn’t to make up. 

 It was 3:16 a.m. when you got the call. You 
had your phone on and at max volume at all times 
since the breakup. Your heart jumped when you heard 
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the ring, and you had never felt it beat faster than 
when you saw her name on the caller ID.  

 When you answered the phone all you heard 
was screams. Your heart felt like it burst. You panicked 
and started shouting back at her, asking her what was 
wrong, but she didn’t stop shouting, and all you could 
do is catch a couple phrases: in the park, and, it’s not 
his fault.  

 And so here you are, with this dinosaur that 
killed Sam. Sam’s body lies closer to him than it does 
to you. Blood is flowing from the gaping holes in her 
torso and running down the slight incline of the field. 
The strawberry tinted blood flows into her blonde hair. 
Her face is purple and black and unrecognizable. You 
don’t know if he was trying to mate with her or got 
pissed off or just trampled her by accident. You don’t 
care because in a second you’re going to pull the 
trigger and the bullet’s going to go through his eyes 
and he’ll be dead, even though Sam’s right, it’s not his 
fault, because goddamn it he is just an animal, and she 
led him out here and put herself in front of him alone 
and vulnerable, asking for death, and he went ahead 
and killed her because he’s just a stupid fucking 
animal, whose going to die now because you’re the 
monster who did all this and doesn’t care if it’s not this 
freak’s fault, if he’s the animal you’re the monster who 
is going to kill him because Sam is dead and she loved 
this freak more than she loved you and you don’t care 
about what’s fair or just or moral, so do it, kill him. Put 
a bullet through his yellow eyes. Pull the trigger. 
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Bridget Brown 

Farther  
 
painted skin 
hiding the Gray Tinge 
we know is there. 
lips Void of color 
unnaturally pink. 
Sewn Shut Eyes 
Folded Hands 
Combed Hair 
not you. 
 
they said “Look 
And Remember” 
they said “Closure 
Will Heal” 
they said “He 
Will See The Visit” 
but I have yet to find you. 
“Too Young” come the murmurs 
“Too Soon” the crowd laments 
“Too Fragile To Make It” 
but this person cannot be you. 
 
i did Not know this 
boy. 
impossible 
disturbing 
untrue 
No. 
i Refuse to let this be you. 
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close the box— 
pack it up— 
send everybody home— 
a Mistake was made— 
they got it wrong. 
we do Not know this boy 
this Painted Mannequin 
this sad attempt at Capturing Humanity. 
 
the stiff board of a boy 
lies under your name 
Falsifying 
your presence. 
i Alone reject its validity 
i Know the Truth. 
pull the wool down farther. 
keep it there. 
i will not be made 
the Fool. 
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Robert Steven Davis 
 
Otis Redding Sings Soul 

Sticky kisses and a bucket full of cockles, 
This is how you drown in a pool 
Of your own sick. 
I’ll be murdered for writing this, 
Revived posthumously as a drug addicted Keats 
Only to be written off a year later by Lucy and the 
boys. 
 
No doubt about the hicks smoking  
Next to the school though, 
Teaching Nazism and drunkenness 
And all those 
Nightmares we conjure for ourselves lately. 
Nothing can be done about it. 
It’s all contextual—she says to mother. 
 
Maybe so, but I’m still here, 
Swamped with nostalgia and lust. 
—Something about the way  
The pillow 
Holds your head. 
—Something about the way 
The pill 
Holds  
Your head. 
 
Steely wisps of perfume grip my throat, 
Strangled to death by a pheromone necktie. 
Ditched with a henry and an ounce  
Of my own bad thoughts. 
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Your breath reeks of booze 
Your teeth taste like guilt 
—suck  them dry 
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Bob Mason 
 
Dying Breath  
I exhale, then it hits me 
straight in my chest 
an arrow, flaming 
Extinguishing my breath 
 
I am muted as she shoots me 
with this flavor of beauty 
It consumes me 

and I go higher 
swallowing her Fire 
granted with a new voice 
I Sing of what I’m beholding: 
Rich colors unfolding, 
her shape like the angels from stories they’ve told me 
a natural phenomenon, all demons be-gone 
her sword is her word and her word it is “Be Strong” 
 
But how 
can I stand, 
Even by her demand? 
When she turns my knees weak, and I fall at her feet 
Where I can finally see the hand that I seek 
Whose bow stopped my heart, and made it beat again 
Gave me true life, life without end. 
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Alexandra Fitzpatrick 
 
Where Are You? 

A small boy wanders down an empty street. 
From house to house, his gaze seeks out a friend. 
A brick walkway guides his sweet soul towards 
A joyful escape. His hands quickly drum 
Foreign rhythms against a wooden door. 
His knuckles transform into fists. His beat 
Crescendos. No one answers with applause. 
His mouth sadly sighs as he walks away. 
His thoughts don’t understand where the children 
Have all gone. One bay window enlightens 
The boy; His soul now sees the truth. Both eyes 
Lock on the picture. Children and parents 
smile at one another. Together they 
Sit as a family. He turns away. 
The boy returns back to the lifeless street. 
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Gus Ipsen 

Saffron on a Patio in August 

With the grass flickering 
And the orchids hovering stunningly 
Near the worn, oak lawn chair, 
Subtly beckoning to be encroached upon, 
Saffron, with eyes hovering at ease, 
Allows the breeze to titillate her whiskers. 
She sprawls on the patio, 
While sparrows flutter nearby. 
She is not tempted by hunger, 
But a slight inkling to watch. 
The sunlight beams and engulfs, 
Spread evenly over all, and trees 
Cast their shade over the green grass. 
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Brandi Hawkins 

“A Light for Every Darkness”  

 During the earliest years of Mother Earth’s life, 
there was much harmony between the land and the 
sea.  The land included branched beings that grew 
precious pieces of nature with ever changing colors, 
the tallest earthly structures that peaked just high 
enough to gently kiss the white feathers above, and 
patterns of ever flowing goodness that ran through 
crevices until they could finally break free into the vast 
sea.  The sea’s make up consisted of the essence of life 
that had a never-ending rhythm, with each beat being 
different than the last.  Its surface sung a song that 
gave meaning to whoever was willing to listen, while its 
depth provided the most unsettling and desirable 
mystery.  There was a sweet sense of purity in each 
component that deeply pleased The Creator, who 
carefully planned all the inner workings of this world.  
But even though the land and sea continued to thrive, 
there was much disarray in the sky.   

 Among the many lighters in the sky, there lived 
Luna and Solis.  Luna was the most gentle of the 
lighters.  She welcomed each newborn star with a soft 
brightness that gave them much comfort as they 
entered the darkness of space.  Her surface was as gray 
as the hair of The Creator and consisted of a solid 
foundation that mirrored the tall structures on the 
earth.  Solis was the largest lighter that circled space 
and expelled rays of warm light to all who were near.  
His being was an extraordinarily unique mixture of 
bursts of orange, splashes of red, and streaks of the 



 48 

most intense yellow that any lighter had ever seen.  
Even though both lighters constantly shared 
themselves and their gifts with the others, they both 
had a secret.  Luna and Solis had fallen in love with 
one another.  Their love grew in time from basking in 
each others’ light and lusting for each others’ beauty.  
This secret was kept well from all the other lighters, 
but The Creator had seen the desire unfold and had a 
special plan for each of them. 

 After the final creation on Mother Earth was 
complete, The Creator gazed below at the new world 
and found that the land and sea were failing to thrive 
and blossom as He had imagined.  He realized that 
Mother Earth needed the help of two lighters, one of 
which would be the master of the day and the other 
would be the ruler of the night.  Even though Luna 
and Solis were madly in love, He knew that both of 
them were looking for a higher purpose for their 
existence.  However, The Creator was not going to 
simply assign each of them such an important role.  
Both lighters had to come to a full agreement as to 
who would be in charge of each portion of time.  Since 
Mother Earth was beginning to suffer without a master 
and a ruler, The Creator needed this decision to be 
made within three rotations of the earth.  If no 
agreement could be made by then, all that existed 
would be lost forever.   

Luna and Solis were summoned to see The 
Creator, and He explained, “There will be two parts to 
every rotation of Mother Earth, and we shall call this 
rotation a day.  One part will have a master that shines 
light on the world of life and warms the flesh of its 
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inhabitants.  This master will have the power to shine 
light on all, but will never have their beauty fully 
revealed to those on earth.  This is so because no being 
will be able to get close or even stare at the master 
without suffering.  The next part of this day will be 
overwhelmed with darkness.  This darkness will need a 
ruler who shall bring the only instance of light, and can 
be fully seen by all who wish to gaze at him or her.  
However, this ruler will not contribute to the warmth 
or growth of those below, and will therefore only serve 
as a silent light that may go unnoticed by many. As 
one finishes their job, the other will take over the next 
section of the day and this cycle shall continue for all 
eternity.  Each of you needs to agree on which one will 
serve as the master of the day and the ruler of the 
night.  Whichever role you choose, you will be given 
the appropriate gifts that will help you serve those 
below.  Bring your final decisions to Me within three 
rotations of Mother Earth.”  Then The Creator 
vanished and left Luna and Solis to ponder their 
destinies.   

 Solis began thinking of what being the ruler or 
master of each portion of this day would mean.  The 
master of the day appealed to him because it signifies 
the strength and power his rays could bring, but he 
despised the lack of connection he would have with the 
inhabitants that were benefitting from his warmth.  He 
was sure that he could not be the master of such a time 
where the very beings he was helping could not 
recognize his beauty and power.  When thinking of 
being the ruler of the night, Solis was attracted to the 
idea that he would be the only light in the sky and that 
every being would be able to stare at him in awe.  
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Even though his warming rays would have no effect, 
he desired the ability to use his light to unite those who 
were lost.  He would be the one thing every being 
could look up at and find comfort in knowing that he 
would always be there to show them a way through the 
darkest of times  

 Luna too began pondering which portion of 
Mother Earth’s rotation she would want to be master 
or ruler of.  Being the master of the day consisted of 
the importance of lighting and warming all who dwell 
on Mother Earth, but no one would be able to praise 
someone they could not even fully look at.  She felt 
that no one would appreciate the feeling of warmth in 
a state of darkness as much as they would appreciate 
finding a beacon light in the darkness.  Like Solis, 
Luna longed to be stared at fully and be known for her 
beauty.  She wished to take on the different forms of 
the ruler so that she can be a sign of goodness for every 
being.  Therefore, the ruler of the night appealed to 
Luna just as much as it did to Solis.  

 After coming to their own decisions, Luna and 
Solis revealed their thoughts to one another.  Solis 
described his desire to be the ruler of the night for the 
same reasons that Luna also preferred to take on this 
role.  Because each thought that they would better 
serve Mother Earth by being the only light for the 
dark-filled land and sea, a significant quarrel broke out 
in the sky.  As the argument progressed, Luna became 
more and more frustrated with Solis and his 
stubbornness.  Her anger began to build and caused 
multiple solid pieces from her surface to fling off into 
space.  Solis was equally as irritated with Luna’s 



 51 

unwillingness to compromise, and his burning rays 
began hurling out across the universe.   Several of the 
rays and rocks collided, causing a great meteor shower.  
These meteors fell to Mother Earth’s surface and 
brought much destruction.  

 Just when the third rotation was about to 
begin, The Creator noticed all the devastation this 
conflict was bringing to all of his creations.  He once 
again summoned Luna and Solis and asked, “How 
could you let this question of destiny cause so much 
damage to this new world? You both say you are in 
love with one another, yet neither of you know the 
meaning of sacrifice.  Sacrifice involves giving up your 
own desires so that another may fulfill theirs.  To 
sacrifice is to truly love.” 

 In hearing The Creator’s bold words, Solis 
realized that his love for Luna ran deeper than just her 
divine surface.  He turned to Luna and said, “Your 
beauty should be stared at by all and the goodness of 
your light should connect those who are lost on their 
path or in their heart. I shall be the master of the day 
because I love you enough to let you rule the night.”  
And just he spoke his last word of love, the third 
rotation of Mother Earth completed, and the roles 
were permanently assigned.   

 The first full day of Mother Earth’s existence 
began with Solis peaking his head over the tallest 
earthly structures and reflecting his vibrant colors over 
the rippling sea.  The warmth in his rays gave new life 
to all creatures suffering from the overwhelming 
darkness.  When he was highest in the sky and looking 
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down at all the good he was bringing, he knew that he 
was where he was meant to be.  In that moment, he 
wanted nothing more than to have Luna by his side to 
share in his bliss, but knew that he had given her the 
gift of purpose and had shown her how much he truly 
loved her. As one of the earth’s white sky feathers 
passed along in front of him and there was a period of 
darkness that cast upon the land and sea, he wondered 
when he would get to see his love once again.  The 
Creator felt just how deep Solis’s sadness was in 
wondering when he would ever get to see Luna again.  
He therefore decided to carve out a time during each 
day when they both would be reunited in love.   

 As the first reign of Solis’s ruling came to a 
close, he began to descend on the other side of the land 
and sea.  Just as his last rays filled the world with light, 
Luna’s light caught his attention.  He knew he only 
had a brief moment with her, so as they passed each 
other, he embraced her with every bit of his warmth 
and light, and a shadow was born. 
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Elizabeth Oldren 

Potter Practices  
He picked up his wand, eleven inches long, 
made of holly and a phoenix feather core, 
and smiled, fondling the supple, wooden 
handle, Ollivander’s careful craftsmanship  
creating a smooth, polished experience  
for the multitudes of time Harry will wield 
this stupefying branch of an ageless tree. 
Harry brushed his untidy, coal-black hair 
off his forehead, exposing his famous scar, 
and eyed a small goblet of stale pumpkin juice    
perfectly placed on a stack of untouched books, 
unread, not forgotten, and coated with dust. 
Evanesco!  Harry shouts, pointing his wand 
at the chalice, and it vanished in a puff 
of wispy smoke, disappearing forever. 
Harry grinned again, kissed the tip of his wand, 
and placed it on the dustless circle the cup 
left when it dissipated into nothing. 
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Elizabeth Oldren 
 
Torn  
I cannot help but think 
there was not a reason 
behind all of the ink 
that you had sent to me. 
 
Your letters, their pages 
torn, frayed, and scribbled out. 
I know a war wages 
within your ugly words. 
 
I did not comprehend 
your choice to write your thoughts, 
when in order to mend 
this love we should have talked 
 
it out.  I know that we 
are more than just bodies. 
It was so cowardly 
of you to run away 
 
and just leave these letters. 
You did not even stop 
to say something better, 
something raw, real, for me 
 
to hold on to for now.   
What happened to our hands 
laced and pulsing?  And how 
did your blushing cheeks fade? 
 
We were ripped apart by 
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your pen.  Our love is torn,  
never to be patched.  I  
tried to mend it with touch  
 
but to no avail.  We  
lost the fire that once burned bright. 
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Erin Lau 
 
“Not As It Seems” 

My name is Stephen King, like the writer but 
not. I was found in a cemetery, too young to survive on 
my own. The caretaker took me in and cared for me 
that night, feeding me warm milk. He liked Stephen 
King novels – I guess it’s almost ironic – and finding 
me reminded him of the cover of the book Pet Sematary 
and the name he gave me stuck. Kind soul that he was, 
he simply didn’t have the time for me. That is how I 
ended up at the shelter the first time. 

I spent a lot of time at that shelter. The workers 
always said “back again, Stephen?” when the family 
returned me. It had always been for the same reason: I 
was too weird for them. The only good side was that it 
was here that I was inspired to create my own stories. 
While everyone else played, I told myself stories about 
the seven other families that had adopted me, making 
fun of their other children or their asinine habits. I 
hated them because they treated me as a novelty and 
something to be owned. They touched me and 
grabbed me and pulled my hair and my ears and they 
rubbed their grimy, messy, disgusting hands all over 
me and squeezed me in their fat hands to their fat little 
chests and cheeks and cried when I struggled away 
from them until I was being used as their handkerchief 
and I had snot all over my body. I was glad to be away 
from them. But every time I returned to the shelter, 
though I was sad that I had not yet found someone 
that would permanently adopt me, I told myself stories 
of the family I dreamed of and how I would know when 
I found them because they’d just be…well…right.  
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But my story, or the story I am about to tell 
you, doesn’t really start here. It starts years later with 
Jennifer and a woman who will forever be known as 
The Blob.  

The Blob and I didn’t get along. I hated her 
putrid odor and her gluttony and roiling mounds of 
fat. She hated me for existing and taking food that 
would have been hers. I took up space and money that 
could have gone to more food. Nonetheless, she 
adopted me.  

The reason she adopted me will always be a 
mystery. I heard that it could have been because she 
herself had lived in the old orphanage later replaced by 
my shelter but everyone could see that she had enough 
problems to deal with. Another rescue like me, no 
matter how scrawny and tiny, would be a burden on 
her. And I was. No matter what I tried, I saw the strain 
keeping me had put on her. It was my existence and 
her obvious reluctance that made us hate each other. 
Despite it all though, she was the only person that kept 
me for longer than six months without returning me to 
the shelter. She broke my personal record at a year 
and a half, during which time I was starved and forced 
to eat whatever sludge she deigned to put before me.  

I should hate her, but it was through her 
actions that I met the beautiful Jennifer, a severely 
underappreciated secretary.  

After I was forcefully evicted from the only 
home that had kept me for over six months, Jennifer 
found me. Beautiful, angelic Jennifer. She took me to 
the doctor, fed me, and gave me a place to stay. And 
though she meant well, she tried to return me to The 
Blob.  
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I don’t think you need to really guess how that 
went. She didn’t want me. Why would she? She had 
literally thrown me out not two hours ago and there I 
was back on her porch with Jennifer.  Something had 
gotten her into a frenzy and as she yelled at Jennifer, 
her mounds of fat rolled and jiggled.  

“You can’t just leave him on the street to die!” 
Jennifer reasoned at last, desperation in her voice.  

The Blob grunted. It was hard to tell what went 
through her head as she stared at us with her beady 
little eyes. “I’m not now, am I?” she had said in a very 
abrupt and suspicious change of attitude.  “He’s your 
problem now.”  

The door was slammed in our faces and that 
was that. To Jennifer’s credit, she hadn’t seemed at all 
bothered by her new “problem” and had taken it all in 
stride. In fact, she had insisted on taking me back to her 
modest little apartment and fixing me somewhere 
warm to sleep.  

In the morning I had expected to wake and 
find that it had all been a very pleasant dream and I 
was still stuck in The Blob’s house. But no. I had 
awoken to the smell of fresh coffee, clean linen, and 
most importantly, food. 

Jennifer fed me eggs and some of her leftover 
steak from a few nights before we met while she got 
ready for work. When she left, I found her collection of 
books and began reading. She really had quite a lovely 
selection of books and I had set to reading them with 
gusto. All too soon she returned from work and I felt 
guilty for her to find her apartment in such disarray by 
my mess of books sprawled out in hideous clutter.  



 59 

“Are you reading, silly?” she asked me as she 
straightened the mess I made and petted me along my 
back.  

All the time, I admitted. I always have. 
She smiled angelically down at me. “I bet 

you’re hungry,” she said as my stomach rumbled. 
“How about some dinner?” I followed her into the 
kitchen where she pulled out a worn take-out menu 
from the refrigerator. “I’m getting fat eating from here 
so often,” she confided to me as she dialed the number. 
“But they’re so nice and it’s cheap food.”  

We fell into a rhythm. We ate breakfast 
together after waking up, eggs and chicken for me, 
oatmeal and coffee for her. She went go off to work for 
the dick of a boss that only thought of her as a nice 
piece of ass, not as an intelligent human being, and I 
sat in the living room in a pile of her books or told 
myself stories. When she came home from work, we 
cooked dinner or ordered out, then sat on the couch 
and watched TV. We usually watched whatever 
movies were on and occasionally treated ourselves to 
hilariously terrible sci-fi movies. It was during dinner 
and watching movies that we got to know each other.  

I told her about how the caretaker found me in 
the cemetery and how no one wanted me because they 
found me too strange. My life had spilled from my 
mouth during the evenings while we talked and ate. 
She had listened, only shushing me if an interesting or 
important part of the movie was playing and we should 
pay attention to it.  

In return she told me of her life, of her husband 
that had cheated on her with everything that moved 
since he found her “mind-numbingly boring”. She told 
me about how she had finally got the courage to 
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divorce him and how he had tried to wring every 
penny from her as legally possible. Luckily her lawyer 
had been the better lawyer and he got nothing from 
her other than her self-confidence and a restraining 
order. She told me about her job as a severely 
underappreciated secretary and told me that everyone 
joked that it should be her actual job title because it 
was sadly true. Most of all she complained about her 
boss who treated her as his personal slave. She had 
been hit on and propositioned too many times and she 
was completely sick of it. 

Just quit, I told her after a few weeks of living 
with her. You’re obviously very capable. You can do anything 
you put your mind to. People would be fighting to get you. Just 
quit. 

The next day she did. When she returned 
home from work, her cheeks were rosy and her eyes 
glittered with palpable excitement. “Guess what, 
Stephen?” she said as soon as she saw me. Before I 
could react, she lifted me from my seat and hugged me 
tight, pressing my face into her chest. “I finally told 
that dick-face to go fuck himself. I actually got 
applause for it!” 

I struggled with my surprise and 
my…ahem…very male response to my face’s position 
between her breasts. Wow…Jennifer…that’s great! I 
pushed myself away from her gently so that I could see 
her face, not the valley between the soft mounds of her 
chest. While I didn’t really want her to let go of me, I 
also didn’t really like being hugged. So what will you do 
now? 

She ignored my struggles and kissed my head, 
high off the adrenaline of her success. “I can do 
whatever I want now! Come on, Stephen, let’s 
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celebrate!” she dragged me into the kitchen where she 
showed me the bounty she collected before she came 
home. Filet mignon and seafood pasta, lamb chops, 
roasted potatoes, steamed broccoli, and a round of 
Italian tortes. It was a grand feast for two and we 
glutted ourselves on the abundance.  

It was as we lay on the couch, stomachs ready 
to burst that Jennifer wrapped her arm around my 
shoulder and sighed contentedly. It was then as I 
snuggled into her side that I realized my depth of 
feeling for this woman, my beautiful savior.  

Oh yes, I had a very male response to her 
appearance, but her kind heart had me head over 
heels. In the weeks I had stayed with her, I had fallen 
deeply in love with the lovely Jennifer. I loved her 
wavy blonde hair that fell perfectly around her pale 
face, her bright blue eyes that shone radiantly 
whenever she was happy.  

As she ate her dessert, she watched me make 
my way through my own plate on the counter. “You 
look like you’re finally gaining more weight. You’re 
not as bony,” she said as she touched my ribs. Jennifer 
patted my back while I ate and when I looked up at 
her, she smiled. “You’re the best thing that’s happened 
to me in a long time, Stephen.” 

You’re the best thing that’s happened to me in a while, 
Jennifer. I replied, licking my lips. I love you, I added 
impulsively, looking up into her beautiful face. I 
wanted her to know how absolutely sincere I was, how 
I would never cheat on her like her ex-husband, or 
take her for granted like her terrible ex-boss.  

She smiled down at me. “Talkative tonight 
aren’t we?” she asked as she patted my head and ran 
her thumbs along my cheeks. “You’re so cute, aren’t 
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you?” My heart fell as I tilted my head into the caress. 
She rubbed my head between her hands and scratched 
along my ears and back, bending to kiss my nose. That 
was the last straw, the one that broke the camel’s back. 
Everything I had denied, that I didn’t want to believe, 
came back with those words.  

For the next few days, I distanced myself from 
her. I told myself that I knew the truth but slowly I 
stopped believing it. I began to lose touch with reality 
and I became distraught, depressed. Jennifer, worried 
for me, tried to ply me with food and promises of 
outings, toys, whatever I wanted. I wanted her, didn’t 
she understand? I wanted her love, to be the only one 
she loved, hers forever. It was all I wanted, all I ever 
wanted.  

The tricky thing about lies is that it eventually 
comes back to bite you in the ass. My lies came back 
during those days as I tried to deny the truth. I told 
myself I knew who I was, that I was Stephen King, a 
storyteller and an orphan. I was a dreamer and 
someone who had finally found a home and someone 
to love. I told myself that I knew who I was but as the 
days dragged on, I began to slip further and further 
away from what I wanted to believe with all my heart 
and into the unforgiving truth of what I knew. I spent 
most of the time sleeping, too confused and 
overwhelmed by everything to even get out of bed. 
Then it happened. One night, as I slept in the warm 
nest of blankets and pillows that Jennifer had made for 
me, I detached completely. My fingers slipped from 
the ledge and I fell, the reality I had constructed 
around myself so very carefully unraveling in the awful 
truth of it.  
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The pain, the sheer emotional weight of it 
made me cry as reality changed me back. I forgot who 
Stephen King the storyteller and orphan was and 
settled into what he was.  

And the real Stephen King wasn’t a storyteller 
or the man who loved Jennifer with all his heart. 

 
 

 
Jennifer is worried about Stephen. Lately he 

seems…different. Granted, he’s not quite normal, but 
that’s what makes him so fun. Now he actually seems 
rather…normal. The personality change worries 
Jennifer. Maybe he’s sick? Could he be allergic to eggs 
or chicken? She had heard that it could happen.  

“Stephen?” she calls as she enters her small 
apartment. Stephen doesn’t answer her call and he 
isn’t in the living room in the middle of a pile of books 
as he usually is. He isn’t on the couch either, staring 
zombie-like at the TV. “I have a surprise for you.” She 
cajoles, hoping he’d answer her.  

Movement from the window startles her but it 
only takes a second for her to realize who it is. She 
smiles and walks over to the window. There in a 
sunbeam, Stephen sits in his new favorite spot (as 
opposed to his nest of her books). Golden eyes blink 
sleepily up at her and she smiles. 

“Did I wake you darling?” she asks, kissing his 
little black nose. “Look, I have something for you.” He 
protests sleepily as she moves him, snapping the orange 
collar decorated with black cats around his neck. “Like 
it?” she coos, tapping the bell and new plaque. 
Stephen King only blinks lazily at her and with a sigh 
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she scoops him up in her arms. “What’s wrong? I kind 
of miss the old you.” 

Stephen King only yawns and stretches in her 
arms. She lets him, rubbing her nose in his chest until 
he pats her head with his paw in protest.  

“How about making some dinner with me?” 
she asks instead, carrying him into the kitchen. 

He agrees with a lazy meow. 
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Abigail Michelini 
“When you go, if you go, and I should want to die, there’s 
nothing I’d be saved by...”   -Edwin Morgan 
 
Leaving 

I stop here, you move. 
And there is no saving cause 
you aren’t dying dammit.  

But if we’re not dead 
does it mean we (still breathing) 
were not ever quite alive? 

I slam doors on the answer 
but at night it lets itself in,  
slinking in corners where I lie  
numb with the news. 
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Abigail Michelini 
 
Your Dreams 
 
You sit there on the couch, bent shoulder slumped, 
brow knit over a dim computer screen 
judging the text you write with harsher tones 
than the out-of-date junk piano blare 
from the conductor play of kids next door. 
 
Tonight, I made your favorite lemon pie, 
potatoes in a butter mash, and steak 
hoping to the lift the lid of hunger enough 
for you to see our skinny love, starving, 
licked clean by the dreams at the door. 
 
 
 
Abigail Michelini 

Forgetting 

Having dreamt some horror, I ran my hands to feel for 
you 
but the warmth of your back was a cold cavern to my 
right. 
Where are you, if not next to me? 
Further frightened I called, 
the fog of sleep finally lifted by your voicemail,  
soft stabs of truth in the night. 
 

You’ve been gone eight months.  
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Kylie Gray 

Old Friends 
 

To save money the two women shared the rent 
of a four-room flat for a spell that turned into seven 
years without either of them taking much notice. 
Everyone in town, except for they themselves, knew 
that they were longtime partners: and thus New 
Beginnings Daycare lost a few customers each year. 
They were the type of women who could probably 
raise your children better than you could, though you 
would never give them credit for it. Parents seemed to 
intuit that they were to be preferred over the bright, 
young, perky types who acted a bit like children 
themselves. 

It was Helen who did most of the raising, aided 
by a few motherly teenaged-types. Marge handled the 
business end of things with a sort of tired efficiency. 
She didn’t seem to be a “kids-person” or even 
particularly like them, but Marge could take an unruly 
child and make him quiet and wide-eyed with a few 
words in her “adult voice.” Helen was delighted to 
ignore the presence of business transactions and gaze 
into the sweet, sweaty faces of the active toddlers, who 
affectionately called her “Ms. Honey.” Helen and 
Marge worked well together and they lived well 
together; outside of work, the two women congregated 
in the living room of their apartment, which was old 
and colored enough to feel like a home, and read 
quietly or dusted or simply stared off into space. 

Their quiet routine was interrupted on a 
Sunday evening by an unexpected occurrence on the 
dating website which Helen had recently joined. They 
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gathered around their shared computer with a vague 
sense of discomfort as they studied a man’s headshot 
and the words which were supposed to tell them what 
kind of man he was. 

Marge edged her wire-rimmed glasses up her 
nose as she peered at the profile photo on the chunky 
desktop monitor. "He's not quite the sort of man I had 
pictured you with." 

He looked positively flawless, with a bright, 
untroubled smile which beamed out of the screen to 
intimidate her. As if he were saying loudly that he was 
happy, and why wasn't she quite so happy? Long 
dreadlocks twisted out of the back of his head in an 
intricate pattern which shamed her limp, deerskin-
hued hair. 

“Helen, he’s twenty-six years old.” Marge 
leaned back, as if the matter was settled, but Helen 
recaptured the computer mouse and scrolled down the 
page. 

"But he sent me a wink!" Helen tapped her nail 
lightly on the screen over the rose-colored notification. 
"It's the first one of those I've gotten. I haven't a clue 
how he came across me. Do you think I should write a 
note to him?" 

"Hm," Marge said, not quite catching the 
other's excitement. She couldn’t be too harsh, as she 
had practically pushed Helen onto the site, right down 
to taking her plain, slightly off-putting headshot. She 
knew she was a coward but didn’t see anything wrong 
with getting her friend to test drive online dating 
before she gave it a go. Marge was no fewer than fifty-
three years, and had tired of coming home late each 
afternoon, with her hands sometimes stinking of 
diapers and only Helen to share meals with. She could 
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make enough dinners by now to please a husband, and 
had thought of settling down. Helen was rounder than 
she, but with quite pretty, dark eyes and a tinkling 
laugh that was smaller than her size. She was a few 
years younger and her wrinkles had yet only 
congregated in attractive periorbital troughs. Helen 
should have good success, and if she didn't then Marge 
would know not to try the whole thing herself. 

"This is all very silly." Helen had read Marge's 
energy and fluttered around the mouse as if to click out 
of the page. "I don't know why I even bother with it." 

“Someone will come up, I’m sure.” Marge 
righted herself with a small wash of relief. Without 
another word, she disappeared into her bedroom to 
ready herself for bed. 

“Yes, I’m sure,” Helen responded remotely. 
She sat for the moment without object, her body 
gratefully cleaving to the chair, her mind resting. She 
figured she should also ready for bed. Before she 
clicked out of Domenic’s page, Helen winked back. 
 

Those who had known Marge from her youth 
may have said that she ended up where they thought 
she would. She was a local girl, who somehow turned 
into a local woman and then a local fixture, known 
through town with a mixture of respect and distaste. 
But Helen, the offspring of a strict English father and a 
calm mother with roots in the Pennsylvania Dutch, 
seemed meant for a great happiness.   

Helen had quietly started talking to Domenic 
of the internet, and had, sooner than expected, 
arranged for her first date in many years. Marge did 
not pretend to understand as Helen spent each evening 
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close to the computer, chatting silently with her fingers 
but laughing heartily in real life. Marge did not wish 
her friend good luck with her date, but her good will 
came from making the point of being out in the living 
room when Helen returned at a respectable time, ten 
o’clock. Supper at a restaurant out near his house, 
closer to the city, had been followed by an evening 
walk around an outdoor mall with some nice chatting. 
Helen was communicative and still winding her hands 
around each other when she came in, her cheeks 
stained from the bite of fall-turned-winter. 

“He looks exactly like his picture,” she said. 
“He’s as handsome as his picture.” 

"What do you think of his long hair?" 
"I quite like it actually," Helen admitted 

quietly. "I think it's sort of...masculine." 
The two women exchanged glances from 

across the table and giggled in spite of themselves, 
Helen feeling delightfully absurd. 

"He works, right? Yes, he’s twenty-six, he must 
work." 

"He's in business," Helen quickly said, realizing 
that they had somehow forgotten to discuss that at all. 
It didn’t matter; she felt wonderfully, delightfully new 
and different. Seeing a man like Domenic was 
something she would never do, but it was more about 
being seen by him. She irrationally thought of her late 
mother, and the look she would give hearing what 
Helen was up to. Her online profile got a few more 
hits, but she was taking a break from that for the 
moment. 
 

Every Friday afternoon saw Marge walking 
through town to the public library, where she picked 
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out a fresh, promising book and returned the used one, 
read cover to cover. She would have been a great 
woman of routine if she had need for it, but her life 
was entirely too simple. Spending her days with 
humans less than three feet tall had turned her into 
quite the bibliophile. Each evening after five o’clock, 
she filled her time by living through other people’s lives 
and soaking in the culture she didn’t court in her daily 
life. She loved old books in which the people talked 
and dressed smartly, and thought she would have fit in 
well in a 19th century society, though the heroines 
never seemed to fit her particular view.  

Another reason kept her reading rigidly on 
schedule. Marshall was the head librarian and had 
been for many years, long enough for him to slowly 
bridge a relationship with reticent Marge. She often 
volunteered there, organizing book drives and reading 
to the children, and had grown used to his kind, 
predictable ways. He was an early sixties widower with 
wisdom but no degrees, and pale, papery skin which 
often stretched kindly on his face. He felt a book with 
all five fingers, took at least a full breath before he 
spoke, and didn’t seem to think her at all distasteful. 
Most importantly, he seemed to pay attention to what 
she said in a way no one else seemed to. Marge was 
certain that he knew how she felt about him, but he 
failed to do anything about it as he should. She had 
waited long even for a woman of her patience, and had 
made up her mind to give him up. That didn’t mean 
she would give up her books, however, as she told 
herself. 

“And what is it this time?” he asked as she 
brought up her book to check out, turning it over with 
interest. She grimaced as his face lit up with 
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expectation, wishing she had not chosen one she’d 
read many times, but his expression didn’t alter. “An 
old favorite. Like an old friend.” 

“Indeed.”  
“We’re still having Storybook Corner Tuesdays 

at noon. I’ve been reading but my voice isn’t as 
expressive as it used to be. The children would love to 
hear one from you again. You do the character’s 
voices so much better.” 

“It’s troublesome for me to leave work and go 
back again within the hour. Maybe I can try again 
soon, when the weather is better.” 

Marshall nodded, and quickly checked out her 
book, no card needed. He stamped it and returned it 
to her. “Enjoy your old friend.”  

Marge took it and paused before turning away. 
She had wanted something more to say, something to 
stretch out the time to make it worth the time she’d 
spend thinking about it, but nothing came to her. 

That evening Helen walked past the living 
room with soft, quick steps, but Marge was reading in 
the gingham arm chair and saw. She glanced up from 
her book with a scholarly look and said, “Helen…?”  

They were going to some fashionable bars in 
the city, and all of the women dressed like this, Helen 
said, it didn't matter their age. She had seen it once 
before. She edged the hem of her skirt down, her tight 
pencil skirt that wasn’t nearly as threatening as the 
chintzy, sequined top. Had she gone shopping without 
Marge? Helen didn’t know it was worse to admit that 
she had, or that the outfit was something she already 
owned. 
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There was a small, peeping knock at her 
bedroom door. Marge slept lightly but didn't move 
immediately in thoughts of hearing things, but it 
continued like a quiet roll on a snare drum. How very 
strange, she thought, as she eased her sleep-ridden legs 
onto the floor. On the other side of the door was 
Helen, still dressed from the bars and with the sickly 
sweet scent of booze. 

"I'm sorry to wake you." 
Marge put the kettle on in the kitchen and 

made two fresh cups of tea, which Helen drank 
thirstily. In the white, hot lights of the crowded bar her 
outfit had glittered like the New Year's ball, and she 
was stunning. He had actually called her that, 
“stunning.” But here Helen was reminded of who she 
was and the clothes looked strange and didn't even 
seem to fit right.  

"You look so tired, Marge. I'm so sorry." Helen 
covered her face in her hands, looking weepy. 

Marge waited patiently for Helen to calm 
down, just like would with the children. Finally, she 
said, "Something went wrong, I suppose." It wasn't 
said as a question; Helen had a right not to answer.  

"No, truthfully everything went right. Do you 
know how long it's been since I danced like that?" 
Helen's face started to glow again as she thought of it, 
and she became animated. "If you could have been 
there. What a wild night. I mean, how bizarre." 

"I don't think I could have kept up, unless they 
were playing Debussy," Marge said dryly. 

"Maybe at somewhere classier," Helen said, 
fingering the fabric on her lap. "I'm having such a 
great time, and then suddenly sometimes I just feel so 
silly, and I try to figure him out but he really seems to 
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like me. And then he calls me 'stunning,' or something 
of the like, and it doesn't even matter all of the sudden. 
You'd think a woman of my age would know better." 
Helen felt strange, talking like that. She looked at 
Marge, who was silent as the seconds seemed to pass 
slowly by.  

"I think," Marge said finally, "if he says that he 
likes you, and he acts like he likes you, then you may as 
well believe that he likes you." It was more than Marge 
could say she believed herself, but Helen wasn't 
looking for her opinion, so much as for her permission. 
Helen accepted it with a small smile, seemingly 
appeased, and sipped meditatively on her cool tea. 

"How is Marshall?" Helen nodded her head 
toward Marge's new book, which her friend had 
unintentionally laid her hand on. 

"Fine. Same as ever." Helen raised her brows, 
so Marge continued, "He's asked me to read to the 
children on Tuesday. I said I'd think about it." 

Helen knew better than to slip in her own 
opinion. She found herself thinking about Marge more 
than herself as she finally got in to bed around three 
o'clock; she had been home for a while but had been 
sitting up. She found it much easier to sleep, now, and 
soon did so. 
 

Helen and Domenic had two more dates before 
Marge laid eyes on him, and she didn’t like it but she 
had to admit that he did look like the pictures. He was 
oddly, irritatingly at ease in their home. At first he 
looked stunned, but then he looked around with 
interest at their knick-knacks and baubles that he had 
no right to feel interested in.  
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“Oh, don’t mind these silly things,” Helen said, 
and she shut the shutters of the cabinets.  

“Those are collectables.” Marge couldn’t help 
it. She was stung. 

He smiled at her gallantly. Then he glanced 
into the kitchen, and said, “I thought it would be 
bigger.”  

“We like it cozy,” Helen said. She was 
wrapping a scarf around her neck. 

Marge had kindly planned to let them have the 
living room and the kitchen to themselves that night, 
and she would stay in her room and even stop up the 
door if they wanted, but they were going out, anyway. 
They went to Helen’s favorite restaurant; they had 
both agreed that they liked to eat and that 
restauranting around was the best way they could 
spend their time together. They never spoke of their 
obvious age-difference, but Helen couldn’t help but to 
wonder whether her neighbors thought that she was 
doing a nice thing mentoring a young man. 

"I suppose you wouldn't want to turn out like 
me," Helen said, shyly avoiding his eyes. She supposed 
that she wasn't able to blush anymore. The restaurant 
was, embarrassingly, more romantic than she had 
expected, her having gone there mainly for casual 
lunches. Soft tea-lights peppered the tranquilly-
darkened room, though she had her back to it and 
really could only see the one in front of her.  

"You've done it right. I don't see why I should 
marry. It just makes people unhappy. I'd rather just 
spend time with you." He reached across the table to 
stroke her hand.  

"I was married, actually. A long time ago."  
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"Oh." Domenic didn't expect her to be 
married, and he didn't expect her to admit to it either. 
He couldn't help but to think more of her then, 
imagining a man's arm encircling her shoulder, her 
short, black hair flipped near his face, though he 
couldn't picture the man at all. "What sort of man was 
he?" 

"The wrong sort," Helen said. "He was a 
doctor, almost a doctor. A moderately smart man 
working his way through med. school. Actually, I 
worked his way through med. school." Helen had a 
distant look on her face and seemed to be shutting her 
mouth to the subject, but Domenic was prepared to 
draw her out.  

“And what happened?"  
Helen thought, as she had done every day for 

the last fifteen years, of the war-zone destruction that 
had taken her over when her husband ran off with his 
secretary, which would have been laughable if it wasn’t 
so tragic. Only he hadn't ran, but walked, confidently 
and serenely, so that she could mark every step. Her 
life had changed course but she still hurdled in the 
same trajectory, waiting as she did with her family’s 
ghosts for life to catch up to her. Because there was 
never a way to put that into words, she simply said, 
"He left," though that didn't begin to cover it or even 
remotely describe what had happened. 

They finished the meal in silence, with 
Domenic making cute faces at her to draw her out 
again. He asked her if she wouldn't mind paying for a 
portion, and when the check came Helen quickly 
slapped down her card, thinking how things had 
changed since she had last been out with a man. She 
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was quietly unconcerned when his wallet failed to 
appear at all.  
 

Marge was an exceptional read-alouder, and if 
the children noticed that her hand shook as she 
fumbled to turn each page, it didn’t show in their faces 
that seem to leaner nearer with every word. Kneeling 
on the thick-matted rug of a bright, block pattern, their 
expressions comically reflected the tone of the 
reading—delight and fear at the romantically 
suggestive scenes, bug-eyed excitement when Marge 
used her loud, throaty “villain” voice. Marge believed 
in reading aloud and she believed in fairy tales, even if 
she secretly thought the children should hear the real 
versions with the fratricide and bloody organs every 
once in a while. 

Marshall was organizing a shelf nearby, but she 
could tell he was listening. When she closed the book 
with an exhausted little sigh he clapped louder than 
anyone. By the time she worked herself up to look over 
at him, he was already back to squeezing books into 
their proper places. It was a scene that had occurred so 
many times, but this time, in her heart, Marge was 
saying goodbye. She sat there with seeming serenity, 
waiting for something to change her mind, the gaudy 
red-plastic book balanced on her lap. The sheer 
humiliation of her being there brought a lump to her 
throat. Marge finally got up to abruptly leave, and as 
she did he called, “Thanks again, Marge!” 
           In the apartment, she clutched the copy of 
Emily Dickinson’s poems and leaned her back against 
the closed door. She listened for sounds of movement 
before deciding that it was safe to allow herself a 
moment for the panic and despair to cloud in. Marge 



 78 

was not afraid of disappointment but it had somehow 
bested her this time. What she heard as she rubbed her 
thumb self-soothingly against the rough, purposely 
unmatched pages of the volume was not Helen’s slow 
tread and her fixing the house or fixing dinner, but the 
less-human sounds of object meeting object, wood 
against wood. Marge walked silently down the hall, her 
moment of self-pity forgotten. She wasn’t sure why she 
felt the need to remain undetected, but she had 
become quite good at it and finally stood in Helen’s 
doorway. It was a doorway she had rarely, if ever, 
passed, as both women respected each other’s rooms 
with exaggerated seriousness; Marge felt herself an 
intruder merely standing on the precipice of it.  
           Helen was rifling through drawers, laying each 
prized chosen article carefully in a dirty canvas duffel 
bag. She held a stretchy brown sweater up to her body 
in the mirror and sighed, throwing it on the floor in a 
pile with the other undesirables. 
           “What are you doing?” Marge said, and Helen 
jumped, caught.  Marge’s voice was mostly 
incredulous, but had a hard edge to it, and her eyes 
blinked several times behind her round glasses. 
           “Oh, Marge, hello,” Helen said breathlessly. 
“I’m…well, I guess I’m packing. We’re going away for 
the night, Domenic and I.” 
           “To an inn?” 
           “It’s a bed and breakfast, actually. Should be 
lovely.” Helen colored deeply, but seemed unable to 
resume her packing. 
           Marge was silent for a moment, too lost in 
thought to release her friend from her uncomfortable 
gaze. They hadn’t been apart for a whole weekend in 
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years, maybe even as long as seven years. “I suppose 
it’s getting serious, then.” 
           “He likes me,” Helen affirmed, and she 
straightened some. Helen herself had decided that a 
night away would be just the thing, was exactly the 
thing that adults in her situation did. She had reached 
into her savings and ordered up a room at the little 
place, which should be lovely and classic despite some 
reviews mentioning bugs in the bathrooms.  It didn’t 
bother her because she truly believed that, without 
knowing it, this was what she had been saving for all 
along—and Domenic had seemed to think that it was 
perfectly natural and said he would of course go. 
 

Domenic dropped his bags as soon as he 
walked through the door, and Helen had to peek 
around him to inspect her purchase. It was faded, and 
she had the sense that it had been lived in at one time 
and not much changed since then. Linens were folded 
neatly on the double-bed, and there was a faint aroma 
of dried flowers. She was satisfied, on the whole. The 
two planned to stay in for most of the weekend, maybe 
tour the area if they got bored, and they had already 
secured permission from the inn's owners to use the 
kitchen to make a smart dinner tonight.  

"Why don't I," said Domenic, "fix up the room 
just right, and you can go pick up the things for dinner, 
and then it will be like new to you." He smiled at her, 
and she was charmed and momentarily lost her head.  

"That would be so nice," she said finally. When 
was the last time a man offered to pick up a room for 
her?  

She had some trouble finding the grocery store, 
being unfamiliar to the area, but when she arrived she 
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realized that they had never discussed what they would 
actually make. She stood in the corner of the chilly 
fruit aisle, away from the doors, and thought hard for a 
minute. Of course she could make any number of 
dishes, but she felt that whatever she chose would have 
some meaning, but she couldn't discern what those 
meanings would be. Finally she chose a beef and 
veggie stew, nothing too fancy, and something a 
young, beautiful man would be able to help with.  

The meal came out to two heavy plastic bags, 
and Helen struggled with them up the narrow stairs of 
the bed and breakfast. She eased the door open and 
heard Domenic talking on the phone out on the little 
veranda.  

"No, not that one," he said, his voice breezy 
and light. His tone was different somehow than what 
she had ever heard. "The preschool teacher. One from 
that dating site. But, I've got to go, man, she'll be back 
soon with dinner." 

Helen set the two grocery bags down. Her 
shoulders were sore and the bags were heavy and it felt 
so good just to set them down. For some reason, that 
small sound caused Domenic to notice her, and he 
looked almost too delighted to see her.  

"Ready?" she said, with a big, false smile that 
hurt her face. Downstairs she got out all of the 
equipment and he started to chop, chop, chop, with his 
sleeves rolled up like a real man. She put some water 
in to boil and quickly, continuously stirred in little 
pasta rounds. 

"This is so great," Domenic said with a relaxed 
sigh. "We should do this every weekend."  

"If only we could," Helen agreed. 
"I'm sure you could, if you wanted to."  
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Helen began to expertly slice the beef, running 
her hands over it with seasoning salts. "Does that mean 
I'll see you again next weekend?" she asked, shooting 
him one of her pretty smiles. 

He came up behind her and put his chin on her 
soft shoulder. "If only I could. I have to make a work 
trip, damn near one hundred miles away. I was hoping 
you could lend me fifty to fill up my tank. Gas prices 
are just crazy for a simple guy like me." 

"Fifty what?" Helen asked absently. He was 
nuzzling her neck; she could feel his rough, unshaven 
cheeks digging into the folds of her skin, tickling her.  

"Dollars." 
"Dollars?" she said. “You want fifty dollars?” 

She looked more stricken than surprised, but 
recovered. "I would if I could, sweetie, but I have to 
make rent in a couple days. Everything went into this 
trip." 

"Everything?" he repeated.  
“Maybe in a few days I can help you out, after 

I get paid, okay?” 
"You mean, you don't have anything?"  
"Well, not in the way you're thinking. I'm just a 

preschool teacher." Helen felt her cheeks flaming up. 
“But you don’t have to be concerned.” 

"I had no idea." 
Domenic continued chopping; he looked 

angry. In a few minutes he went in the other room to 
check his phone, and when he returned he had an 
emergency—something to do with a sister and a 
missed train. He started to gather his things from the 
bedroom. 

“Domenic—wait.” She grabbed both of his 
arms, suppressing all thought of how muscular they 
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were. She willed herself to look up into his eyes. 
“Please don’t go.”  

He allowed himself to be held and met her gaze 
in a way he rarely did. He was silent for a moment, but 
then he dropped his head and when he looked up 
again his face had changed. It was suave, charming, 
confident.  

“You know I wouldn’t if I didn’t have to. What 
kind of man would I be if I left my sister at the station? 
I’ll be back before you know it.” 

He kissed her on the forehead and left the 
room quickly and efficiently. Helen was too smart and 
too experienced not to know what had happened; still, 
she waited another hour before she picked up the 
phone. She cried a good bit before Marge arrived, who 
was both pleased and dismayed, and sorry for her 
friend—pleased that they wouldn't be breaking their 
one-night streak, but running short of hope for the 
both of them. They had a pleasant little dinner with a 
bottle of wine, and Marge thought it best not to 
mention Domenic at all; mostly they sat in comfortable 
silence. Helen brought him up but once, as she ground 
down the chewy bread dipped in salty broth.  

“I know I’ve made a fool of myself,” she said. 
“But I was a happy fool.”  
 

“It’s very long.” Marshall thumbed patiently to 
the back of the book. “Over three hundred pages. 
Should I stamp you with more time?” he asked kindly. 

It wasn't a Friday but there she was, bundled 
up in a shiny green overcoat and a scarf wrapped three 
around her neck. “No, that’s not necessary," Marge 
said. "I’ll take that bookmark though.” She pointed to 
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a stack of red “Dream Big, Read!” bookmarks and 
pressed two dimes and three nickels in his direction. 

“Good choice,” he said. “I’m so glad you read 
for us this week.” But Marge didn’t answer. “And 
that’s all,” he murmured conventionally. He slid the 
book across the counter to her, its cover gaping open 
with the bookmark placed carefully inside. 

“Actually, that’s not all,” she said, grabbing the 
book and snapping it shut. She thought she was 
angrier than she’d ever been. “I’ve put up with things 
for this long because I wanted to give them their time, 
and I know that sometimes women have to wait. I 
understand that. But you know I’ve cared about you 
for this many years, and you’ve said nothing, and just 
let me go on as if you knew nothing about it. I don’t 
like a man like that and I don’t respect him either. 
Now, what will it be, Marshall. Shall we continue on 
or should I take my business somewhere else?” 
 
           “He said he would have me.” There was a look 
of wonder on her face as she sunk down into the 
armchair, grasping the armrests heavy-handedly. 
           “What does that mean, exactly?” Helen asked 
gently. “Has he asked you out?” 
           “No. Marriage.” Marge smiled a little as she 
said, “He wants marriage.” She looked stricken, with a 
kind of maniacal glaze in her eyes, younger and 
crazier. “Marriage.” 
           “That is so, so lovely,” Helen said with her 
normal kindheartedness, and only a little sadness. It 
was something that, knowing Marshall as well as 
Marge’s feelings for him, she had expected to a certain 
extent, but perhaps not quite so suddenly. 
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           “Well I haven’t accepted him. I wouldn’t leave 
you in that manner.”  

Helen went to speak, but found that her voice 
failed her. She drew her hand across Marge’s, who 
flinched from the unfamiliar touch. “You are,” she 
said, recovering her voice, “my oldest and dearest 
friend, and I want nothing to do with making your 
unhappiness.”  

“I’m not unhappy here. I thought, before, that 
it was what I wanted but, no. No, no. It’s better to stay 
here with you. It’s, a nice life.”  

“I know that you love him, Marge.”  
Marge frowned, and blinked several times 

behind her glasses. She sighed like Helen was a teen 
who she knew would put up a fight. “It’s the passing 
kind.” 

Helen looked at her friend, pinning her down 
with her gaze as Marge had done to her before the 
weekend trip. She supposed that she knew her better 
than anyone, and at this particular moment, even 
better than herself. She knew what she saw but she 
didn’t know how to change it. “There’s something I’ve 
been wanting to tell you, and I think that now is the 
right time. Our lease is ending.” 

“Yes.” 
“We always renew, year after year. I’m 

thinking about things differently, I guess. I want a fresh 
start. I’m going to move down south, down near the 
water. My sister lives there and I think I would like it. 
She thinks I can get a job at the school where her son 
goes. I know you can find someone just as good to 
replace me.” Helen breathed. It was maybe the 
hardest thing she had ever said and it was over. 
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Marge wasn’t the type to cry, but she could 
have. She wanted to ask a question but she had heard 
her friend perfectly well. She looked around the old 
familiar room, the knick-knacks she collected instead of 
travel pieces, everything quiet and serene. Now they 
looked temporary, on the verge of destruction, as if 
they were ready to be all whisked away at a moment’s 
notice. She couldn’t afford it by herself. “Now I have 
nothing,” she said.  

“But I won’t leave,” Helen continued, “unless 
there is a suitable arrangement for you. With 
Marshall.” 

Marge’s voice was small: “But I don’t know 
how to be his wife.” She blinked harder, but Helen 
smiled back at her.  

“Just try,” she said, and it was the most 
ridiculous but best thing she could have said. “Promise 
me you’ll try,” and Marge said she would think about 
it. She wasn’t one to decide things so easily. 
 Helen came back up north for the wedding, a 
small ceremony that suited the couple’s lifestyle and 
personalities. She was friendly but sat mostly alone, as 
most of the other guests were family members she 
didn’t know. She watched Marge snip and fuss at 
Marshall as well as any wife, and felt happy. A man 
came up and asked Helen to dance but she politely 
turned him down. She knew that had it been a few 
weeks ago, the man never would have asked. Things 
had changed. Helen slipped out of the reception early, 
thinking of maybe catching a movie, but not before an 
emphatic embrace from her truest, oldest friend. 
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Carolyn Koch 

Awake  
 
I lay awake in my bed 
The covers pulled tightly over my head.  
I hear a noise out on the street, 
A gun being cocked, a girl being beat 
I force my eyes shut to hide from these fears 
But I can feel the pain, from listening to their tears.  
Reality has turned into a nightmare...  
The faces in the shadows have started to stare. 
Everything seems so real, 
The blood on my face is wet to the feel.  
It’s a race against time.  
A killer so near, but so hard to find.  
Thunder that's terrifyingly loud,  
Lightning splitting the trees in our town.  
Water is pouring out over the edge. 
Another wrong move and he'll jump from that ledge.  
And the wind is picking up around me  
Swirling amongst the innocent soundlessly. 
Pulling them away from the safety of their minds,  
What happens to our voice when they readjust our 
spines?  
I'll do what you say if you threaten.  
They'll keep that flame alive if you let them.  
To torture, to torment, to kill.  
They were born and raised so against their will.  
I'm running in my mind to trying to escape.  
I pass a young woman, she screams out in horror, rape.  
I keep on running, closing my eyes  
But I can still smell it - still hear the buzzing of flies  
I look around and I'm in a war zone.  
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Soldiers gazing back, they'll never come home. 
I cover my ears because I can hear their last breaths.  
Each one of them clinging to life, on the brink of 
death.  
I sprint from this place and enter a third world.  
The poverty, the hunger, into these bodies I'm hurled.  
My head becomes clouded, my eyes become wide.  
The starvation still finds me when I try to hide.  
I'm hunting for food, I'm searching for water.  
Mother Earth, meet Me, I'm now your daughter.  
I'm falling from exhaustion, the immense lack of sleep.  
I find myself in Katrina's destruction, knee deep.  
Then I'm pulled out into the ocean a tsunami I've 
become,  
I'll hit you without warning, my emotions completely 
numbed.  
Help. I'm being abducted, by who I'll never know.  
I'll be gone for years my heart becoming hollow.  
They'll be rewards for whoever can find me. 
But only he'll know. They always give up eventually.  
I run again to escape this life  
Only to find myself being threatened with a knife.  
Keep quiet they say, don't tell.  
Kill me now I reply, I'm already in Hell.  
The liquids hot as it drips down my skin.  
Burning my very flesh, and all that's within.  
I stand in front of a mirror and all that's looking back  
Is a small child that was abandoned. Just like that.  
Bruised, bloodied I find myself staring I look to see the 
predator 
And I find myself glaring.  
Closer and closer he approaches the scene  
I stifle my cries as I hear the child scream...  
Helpless.  
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Then all is quiet...  
I find myself alone in my bed.  
I wipe the sweat from my face and remove the covers 
from my head.  
You would think I have endured enough. 
I'm aching.  
The images in my mind, making me tough.  
I'm shaking.  
This is just a new beginning, you need to realize.  
Every day the sun is going to rise...  
                                                             And today I 
have awakened. 
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Talia Dunyak 
 
friday evening 
 
the taste of sunscreen on my lips, and smells 
of salt and sand. the look of all those 
gently sloping hills, with dune grass waving 
still. crik ckrik kree, a bird sings 
and the sounds of water 
lapping on the shore.  the crinkle of sand  
beneath my toes and the tickle of salt 
under my nose. close my eyes. feel the sun. 
heat spreads over, a cool breeze denies it, but still 
goose bumps rise on my arms. 
an almost desert, and a place of your  
own. listen.   the birds fly south for winter. 
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