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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 

2015 issue of Amaranth. In particular, we would like to 

recognize the efforts of outside staff and advisors, such as Bob 

Watts, Stephanie Watts, Anne Nierer, Vivian Steele, Carol 

Laub, and Lehigh’s Printing Services, for their indispensable 

support.  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 

submissions.  

 

Editor’s Note:  As Lehigh University’s premier literary journal, 

it is our responsibility to represent the broad range of 

sensibilities reflecting the creative experimentation promoted by 

Lehigh’s English faculty. In the following pages, we hope to 

demonstrate the remarkable range of poetic, narrative, and 

graphic talent on a campus which, let’s face it, isn’t quite known 

for the performing arts.  So therefore, take this opportunity to 

learn more about Lehigh, more about your peers, and more 

about the diversity of life refracted through the prismatic lens (I 

believe I stole this from Nabokov) of Art.   

 

file:///C:/Users/jtm211/Dropbox/Amaranth/editor@lehighamaranth.com
file:///C:/Users/jtm211/Dropbox/Amaranth/www.lehighamaranth.com
http://www.lehighamaranth.com/
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Darius Omar Williams  

 

I Shall Be Released (an excerpt from the novel Blue Light 
‘Til Dawn ©2014)  

 

 
Elisha Waters felt every bit of pride imaginable. 

He stared at the blue banner in front of the store, a gentle 

whisper of horseflies somersaulted across his face. He felt 

prouder than ever with years of perfected emotion and 

human suffering in his eyes. His muscled thighs trembled; 

their massive strength coiled him like a note inside a jazz 

singer’s throat. He felt arrogant and exhausted; unusual 

emotions of solitude and grief. Standing in front of the 

blue banner with his fists against his hips, Elisha Waters 

felt everything.  His beastly nature of ennoble gratitude 

enveloped his beautiful neck. He remembered his youth: 

how he used to sing in a desperate rage to old B.B. King 

records.  

Elisha knew how to moan, long before his lover’s 

eyes reminded him of wild honey. Tupelo-favored honey. 

He would moan to the spell of soulful music. Elisha was 

happy as long as he had some good weed, some good 

vinyl and a nice turntable with a brand new needle. He 

loved listening to old music: Gospel, R&B, Motown, 

Blues, especially the Blues. Blues masters Howling Wolf, 

Robert Johnson, John Lee Hooker, Lightening Hopkins, 

Bobby Blue Bland, Muddy Waters and of course B.B. 

King would invade his sage scented skin with their 

masculine indulgence. Music was his place. His home. 

His sanctuary. He’d close his eyes, tilt his head back, take 

a long luxurious pull from a peach scented blunt and just 

start singing: 

 

Ain’t got nobody in all this world 
Ain’t got nobody but myself 
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Today Sparkle, Mississippi was familiar and hot. 

It was summer again. All the sunflowers and magnolias 

were in full bloom. Elisha loved the sight of flowers, 

especially sunflowers. Their burgundy, orange and yellow 

colors awakened him like silk. So he turned toward the 

eight foot tall creatures nestled among the shrubs. They 

stood silent beside the oval shaped window of his tiny 

store. Their unanimous silence. Their magnificent arch 

and savory smell reminded him of a tasty armpit. He 

planted two summers ago in preparation for a hot, musty 

day like this. They loomed against the white dirty paneling 

of the fifty year old building. Dry mud from yesterday’s 

delicious rain engaged in silent fellowship with the fresh 

beehive gazing proudly on the roof’s crooked edge. Every 

year Elisha destroyed the beehive with a broom. Every 

year the beehive returned with a more determined 

ferocity. These were moments of contention for Elisha 

who prided himself in the ownership of his store. With 

the exception of dry mud, beehives, rain and any other 

force of nature he could not control, Elisha was 

meticulous about everything, even the old Marvin Gaye 

memorabilia displayed behind the oval shaped window.  

 

Everyday he shined that elderly window until his 

fingernails hurt. Everyday he dusted Marvin’s album 

covers with a pristine feather duster: What’s Going On, 

Let’s Get It On, I Want You; his three favorites. 

Everyday he pulled the vinyl, glossy and smooth, from 

their acid free protective sleeves, shined them to 

perfection with the finest record cleaner. Over the last ten 

years, he had purchased more Discwasher Vinyl Record 

Cleaning Kits than he could count.  

 

 Even the brown skin, leather face mannequin 

standing near the entrance to the store had to contend 

with Elisha’s exaggerated sense of order, fashion and style. 

The clothing on the mannequin would change on any 
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particular day. Elisha named him Marvin. Marvin could 

go from reggae man, banjee boy to runway king in the 

blink of a heartbeat. Today Marvin wore a faded pair of 

low rider jeans, a body shirt and an over-sized belt with a 

diamond crusted superman buckle. The albums on 

display behind the pink and green sales counter would 

reach out and touch unexpectant strangers with the pine-

scented aroma oozing from their delicate handmade 

frames. You could hear anyone of them singing on any 

given day: Nancy Wilson, Johnny Mathis, Nat King Cole, 

Sarah Vaughn, Carmen McCrae or Nina Simone. Nina 

Simone’s High Priestess of Soul album was one of 

Elisha’s favorites and could usually be heard whenever he 

was in a good mood.  

 

     Today he was feeling divine. Absolutely divine. 

Today marked the 10
th

 Anniversary of Mahogany’s grand 

opening. Today would officially be declared Old Vinyl 

Record Day. Today King Solomon, the bluesman from 

Meridian, would give a free concert.  Today men and 

women of every generation: young, old, black, white, west 

africans would crowd the 600 ft. square building with their 

infectious energy in anticipation of finding another great 

recording. Perhaps Brother Saul, the local postman with 

divine lips, would finally run across one of the last original 

copies of Thelonious Monk’s Round Midnight or Suzy 

Johnson, the blond hair paraplegic with one eye who 

always warned Elisha about the second coming of Christ, 

would finally discover an original copy of The Caravans 

first studio recording. Even young Miles Edwards, only 

sixteen years old, came searching for another piece of 

vinyl anointed with the basement inspired aroma of 

pristine Motown. Elisha did everything he could to please 

his acquisitive customers. He perused the internet. He 

visited the homes of long distant relatives. He went to flea 

markets. He even attended national conferences where 

used record store owners would come together to 
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celebrate the glorious memories of vinyl music in search 

of an expensive or inexpensive rare copy of something 

special recorded by a special someone in an effort to 

please the yearnings of a weary eyed customer. Their 

yearnings, like day old hunger, would sometimes be 

fulfilled at an exceptional price. Especially the time Elisha 

paid one pretty penny for the wrinkled creased Caravans 

album. Forty five dollars plus tax to be exact. Luckily, 

there wasn’t a scratch to be found on the thick, obscure 

LP. Not one scratch to be found. Not one. Miss Suzy 

paid for the album in full. Elisha was pleased. 

 

     It was almost two o’clock, only two hours before 

the big concert. So Elisha disappeared inside the old shed 

behind the store. Soon he remerged with an over-sized 

wood cart. He pushed the heavy thing out front, in the 

middle of the newly trimmed lawn. The cart was worn 

down from the weight of folded chairs. He removed each 

iron chair, carefully placing them side by side, row by 

row. Some were white. Some were brown. Some were 

red. Some were jet black. Some looked grand in their 

store bought shine. Some suffered in chipped paint. As 

he labored in silence, the sky uttered the possibility of 

rain. Elisha’s thighs ached at the thought of rain. He’d 

been planning this concert for months. He spent nearly 

three-hundred dollars on food, balloons and the finest 

brands of liquor in hopes of earning all of his money 

back. Elisha grunted at the light touch of rain, its gentle 

kiss trailed against his shoulders and ears. Elisha shook 

his head in defiance, bit the inside of his soft as cream lips 

and started humming a familiar tune. Something like The 
Thrill Is Gone, Sweet Sixteen or a combination of the 

two. As Elisha immersed himself in the raw apology of his 

throat, King Solomon and his guitar Cleo emerged upon 

the dusty hue of Eastview Road. Honey Child, Elisha’s 

twelve year old Golden Retriever, barked at the sight of 

King Solomon coming down the road. It was a familiar 
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funky road. The smell of skunks, rabbits and shit would 

panic the nostrils of an out of town traveler. King 

Solomon, his coarse grained legs, trotted down the road 

as if the familiar funk was anything but foul. Elisha 

disapproved of the rank odor. Today he fought the funk 

with the burning of ocean breeze incense. On the porch 

out back, rows of huge potted plants, natural soy candles 

and a small organic garden of fresh vegetables and fruits 

created a satisfying atmosphere in and outside the store.  

 

    Honey Child was nibbling on a roasted flavored 

pig ear as she nestled her aging body in the thick grass 

beside the blue 1974 Ford pickup truck. She softly rose, 

surrounded by the smell of indigo daisies, when she heard 

King Solomon singing. She chomped on the pig ear, 

relished its natural taste, trotted toward King, dropped the 

snack from her mouth, and panted as he drew closer to 

her. Droplets of fresh rain descended onto King’s well-

structured face as a confident storm continued to peer 

through the large hysterical sky. King lowered his head 

and balled his hands into a fist. His song pulling at his 

chest, he roared his brown body into a heat wave of lyrical 

notes: Even when it’s raining child I gotta keep on 
marching down this road. Even when the sun ain’t shining 
no more I gotta keep on.     
 

     Elisha was possessed by this road. The same road 

where his mama and daddy slid into a ravine one brief 

November night. This road, stubborn, rocky and 

unpaved, reminded him of shattered glass and blood. He 

remembered Mama Alice’s face when she told him the 

news, “Baby they gone. You won’t see your mama and 

daddy no more. At least not in this life. Elisha I’m sorry.” 

Her coarse ashy voice trailing away as she began to pray in 

low hushed tones. Mama Alice’s pronouncement 

loosened his bowels, pressed hard against his sobbing 

face, sent a sharp pain through his shoulder blade. Elisha 
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was only twelve years old when his parents died with no 

brothers or sisters of his own. He had nobody but Mama 

Alice. She was no kin to him but a spiritual mama 

nonetheless. After his mama and daddy died he had 

nobody but her. Not even a favorite cousin. Most of his 

folks were still in Chicago. The few that were in 

Mississippi rejected him vehemently, called him a sissified 

punk. The only loving relative he knew left town two 

weeks before the crash. Aunt Gloria hitched a train to 

New Orleans after she killed the baby inside her with a 

determined rusty hanger. She had a nervous breakdown 

and ran to New Orleans. He never saw Gloria again. One 

shaft forgetful year, Gloria wrote a letter to Elisha with no 

return address: 

 
June 4, 1985 
 
Dear Elisha, 

 
 
Please forgive me for leaving. I know you was mad. I 
hope you ain’t mad at me no more. It’s been three years 
my lovely nephew and I miss you so much. There is a lot 
I want to share with you. There is a lot you would never 
understand. But do know this, my sweet Elisha, your 
Aunt Gloria is doing just fine. I got a job at a dry cleaner 
near Jefferson parish. I’m making almost $6.00 a hour. 
Can you believe that! Soon I will be able to send for you 

and we’ll visit the French Quarter and I’ll show you the 
pretty homes on Canal Street and Napoleon Avenue.  
 
 
 New Orleans is so many things. Sometimes I hate this 
place. Most times I love it. They got the best gumbo with 
okra, crabmeat and fresh shrimp. This place is alive. I get 
scared though. Mama Alice swear up and down New 
Orleans ‘bout to tip over into the water. New Orleans is a 



   10 

blur. It is noisy, too friendly and loud. I got my palm read 
today. Some root woman told me I can’t bear no more 
chirren. I believe God done cursed me Elisha. God mad 
at me. I didn’t mean to kill little Jesse still warm inside my 
belly. He felt like too much and I couldn’t take it no mo’. 
I needed to free him or something. And now that my life 
feels safe and satisfied, Elisha honey, your Aunt Gloria 
wants another baby so bad. Root woman say it ain’t never 
gon be. Pray it ain’t so. Elisha pray to the good Lord Jesus 
it ain’t so. I love you. 
 
 
Gloria 
 
 
P.S. Don’t you let none of them sons of bitches in our 
family make you feel bad cause you different. You special 
you hear me. You so special my handsome nephew. 

Elisha there is a light in you. And when it glows, sullen 
faces become warm. You one of God’s finest creations. 
Anybody with eyes can see that.    
 

Elisha’s eyes welled with tears. They fell down 

with the humid heat, engaged in communion with his 

worn leather sandals and unmanicured feet. Elisha gazed 

beneficently at the road. This road of ash and soot and 

the reminder of his mama and daddy’s bones was the 

same road where his record store stood. 450 Eastview 

Road was a far cry from anything urban or fancy. It was a 

proud country road, honorary and crude in all of it’s 

unrefined eminence. 450 Eastview Road was Elisha’s 

antiquated church away from the fussy home he shared 

with Supreme and their seventeen year old son Douglass 

on 180 Aura Street. Eastview Road was sturdy and tough. 

Aura Street was busy, yet kind and forgiving. Elisha 

shifted in and out of his two worlds with effortless ease. 

He’d grown accustomed to his existence in the two 
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different atmospheres. His love for both realities was an 

equalizing weight.  

 

     Honey Child barked with greater force as Elisha 

jarred energy from the road with his supernatural 

thoughts. King Solomon loved Honey Child. Honey 

Child loved King Solomon. She wagged her tail, ran in a 

circle and repositioned her neck. King Solomon roared a 

hefty grin. He was two-hundred and fifty pounds of 

muscle, baldhead with thick eyebrows. His sable colored 

face was magnificent. King Solomon was a splendid 

height. He was seven feet tall and proud. He always wore 

one of three fedora hats, his pimp daddy signature. The 

Blueshawk guitar on his broad masculine shoulders was 

his most loyal female friend. As King Solomon drew 

closer, he eventually knelt down, offering Honey Child a 

gentle rub. He cleared his throat and looked up from the 

spot where he was kneeling, his smile landed on Elisha’s 

chin then he grunted,  

 

“Hey there Elisha, you ready for the big 

concert?” 

 

“I should be asking you that question cause I ain’t 

the one singing this afternoon.” 

 

King Solomon grinned again. This time in a 

whisper. He rose rather abruptly, removed a pack of 

Newport cigarettes from the pocket on his shirt, lit one of 

them and took a few drags as he raised his baldhead 

toward the banner at the top of the store. 

 

“That sure is one fine banner,” King Solomon 

proclaimed. 

 

“Thanks. Queen Bee did that.” 
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“Oh yeah. How’s old Queen Bee?” 

 

“She alright.” 

 

“She still don’t like dick.”  

 

“No King. She still don’t like dick. You already 

know that. All the good dick in the world wouldn’t change 

her mind for nothing.” 

 

“That’s too bad cause I sho do love that girl. She 

is one fine feisty thang.” 

 

“Well I’m sure you got plenty of women folk 

other than Queen Bee to choose from.” 

 

“You reckon. But don’t none of them loose 

broads have no spunk. Not like Queen Bee. That girl is 

on fire. I like that.” 

 

“Well I’m sure she likes you too. She just don’t 

wanna fuck you.” 

 

King Solomon was silent for a moment. He 

flicked the cigarette on the ground instantly noticing 

Elisha’s raised eyebrows. So he retrieved it and tossed it 

in a nearby pot of other crushed cigarette butts. Elisha was 

clearly not in the mood for his chivalry, so King decided 

to shift gears. 

 

“Hmph. You think it might rain?” King Solomon 

was serious. 

 

“Maybe.” 

 

“Sho smells like rain.” 
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“A little rain ain’t never hurt nobody. We gon 

have this concert no matter what.” 

 

“Well, as long as it don’t pour down. An old fella 

like me can’t stand a whole lotta rain.” 

 

“You want sumthin to sip on King? I got some 

Hennessy up in the store.” 

 

“Hell yeah. Hook me up.” 

 

“Go hook yourself up. You know where it’s at.” 

 

“Sho do.” 

 

“Gwine now. I need to finish setting up these 

chairs. The folks gon be here in a minute.” 

 

King Solomon limped inside the store as Honey 

Child followed. He was thankful for the prosthetic leg that 

kept his dignity intact. King lost his leg in the Vietnam 

War. He learned to live without it through his guitar Cleo. 

B.B. King had Lucille. King Solomon had Cleo. Cleo had 

been with him for years. His Gibson Blueshawk guitar 

was a distinct lightweight ebony piece of art, made from 

poplar with a rosewood fret board and mahogany neck. 

This semi-solid guitar had two sound cavities with f holes 

and a varitone circuit. Cleo was King Solomon’s religion. 

She sanctified him. She soothed his heavy breathing. She 

even saved his life one night when a jealous husband 

cocked a gun against his neck. Not knowing what else to 

do, King Solomon offered him a song. The jealous 

husband laughed and smoked King Solomon with his 

Jack Daniel stained breath.  

 

“You gon play me a song? You gon play me a 

song? Huh? You cocky son of a bitch. You gon play me a 
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mother-fucking song! I ought to blow your goddamn 

brains out. You fucked my wife. You been fucking her for 

three years. You know what that does to a man? Huh? 

You know how that makes me feel man? You been all up 

in my woman’s pussy.” 

 

“Hey man. I’m just a backwoods guitar player. A 

guitar playing fool who needs to keep his pants up. Your 

woman don’t want me no more especially after the last 

bad trip I took her on. My loving ain’t worth a damn man. 

Let me play a song for you blood.” 

 

“Make it quick. Play like you know what you 

talking about and you better not flinch. You hear me. 

You jive guitar playing motherfucker.” 

 

The jealous husband continued to protest with 

the forty-five caliber gun against King’s trembling throat. 

King Solomon went into a dark riff. The same riff he 

played when he was famous. It was a riff resembling the 

rage of a violent husband. It was a blood riff. Sexual and 

warm. An easy slow-grind. Hot like chamomile. Wild as 

Vietnam. It was a poplar tree, a branch, a sullen limp 

dick. King Solomon pleaded for his life with every 

desperate new stroke. Patrons inside the bar started 

weeping for their own lives. Some wept for their long ago 

daughters and sons. Women wept at the sight of their 

drooling breasts—once plump, cocky and young. The riff 

was colorful and intense. That jealous husband cried 

himself so, he shot his own self in the head. King 

Solomon was relieved. He never ran after another man’s 

woman again. 

 

     After Elisha completely set up a total of one-

hundred chairs on the tight-spaced, finely trimmed yard, 

he began covering two large picnic tables with elaborate 

pieces of African Kente cloth. He would wait at least 
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another hour before firing up the grill in preparation for 

the spread of food: barbecued ribs, t-bone steaks, turkey 

burgers and jumbo franks. A number of other delicacies 

were artfully prepared the night before and earlier in the 

morning: potato salad, baked beans, eight pecan pies, 

eight sweet potato pies and four homemade lemon cakes. 

The fine food waited patiently in the closet-of-a-kitchen at 

the rear-end of the store. Elisha didn’t prepare food as 

well as he maintained Mahogany Used Records. So 

Mama Alice baked all of the southern delicacies with her 

eighty year old frame. She baked the sumptuous pies and 

cakes. She whipped up her best concoction of potato 

salad and baked beans. She even prepared her famous 

recipe of lush banana pudding. Elisha loved Mama 

Alice’s banana pudding especially with the vanilla wafers 

snuggled softly in the middle. He remembered the last 

time she prepared banana pudding for him, one day after 

the funeral. He would never forget. 

 

     The sky remained strange. It kept suggesting the 

possibility of a post-choir shout. King Solomon could be 

heard crying and talking to his dead wife Manny. She had 

been dead for more than ten years. He was singing, crying 

and talking. Justa singing, crying and talking. Manny, baby 
why you leave me. You the only woman I ever loved. 
Manny I need you. Baby, I need you right now. I miss 
you girl. I’d cut off my other leg if it could bring you back 
to me. Manny! Manny! Elisha prayed King would sober 

himself enough to perform. He needs to get his shit 
together. The folks gon be here in a minute. He can talk 
to his dead wife later. Manny ain’t going nowhere. King 

kept on crying and Elisha was growing impatient. He 

shouted toward the entrance to the store, “King, you 

better not be in there drinking up all my good liquor! I 

paid a lotta money for that booze and I plan on selling 

most of it this afternoon. Sober up man! Later for all 

that.” Elisha straightened the collar on his shirt and 
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slapped the dust off of his loose khaki pants. He sighed 

an unsympathetic sigh. Erratic thoughts overwhelmed him 

with doubt, tightened his spine and numbed him with 

increased intensity. Elisha yearned for Supreme’s calming 

fingers. Every time he said, Baby pop my neck, Supreme 

came running to his rescue. To Elisha’s relief, he knew 

Queen Bee would be here in a minute to grill the manly 

meat. She loved grilling meat. She could grill a piece of 

meat to perfection. Elisha smiled at the thought of Queen 

Bee. Her sunny face eased his pensive mind. Like 

Solomon said, she was one pretty brown skin thing. 

Queen Bee had legs for days and every time Elisha 

played Let’s Get It On, she would twine her hips 

screaming, “Hey now, that’s my song!” Queen Bee could 

really dance. She stole many a wife with her fortunate legs 

and buttery complexion. Queen Bee, her fast talking self 

could cuss like nobody’s business. She challenged Elisha 

in all of their minor disagreements. Whenever she would 

land him with a firm and unshakeable point, he’d purse 

his lips and roll his neck and scream, “You Tupelo, 

Mississippi bitch!” They would laugh when it was over, sit 

apt-like among the settled dust, throw back a few shots 

and smoke a fat ass blunt.  

 

     Queen Bee was on point about almost 

everything: Elisha’s relationship with Supreme, the low-

down on all the black sissies and dykes, local and national 

politics, the future of his store. Elisha’s store. Damn 

Elisha loved his store. Mahogany Used Records felt like 

almost famous sex. Felt as mysterious as Mama Alice’s 

eighty year old skin. Felt like hardwood floor sex like the 

time Elisha and Supreme stripped the mildew carpet, 

installing the hardwood floor in every corner of the store. 

After they purchased the red oak flooring, they kept the 

wood inside for two or three days. Because it was damp 

that week. Finally, when it was good and dry, it was time 

to get to work. They would have to cut and drill the 
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boards, aligning each of them perfectly. Supreme 

hesitated as he scanned the areas in all three rooms. His 

words cornered Elisha. 

 

“Baby, you want us to lay down all this wood?” 

Supreme’s voice was smoky as burning lumber. 

 

“Well, you always laying your wood on me so 

what’s the problem man.” Elisha retorted. 

 

“Ain’t no problem baby. Supreme got this. I’m 

just thinking to myself, this a hell of a lotta work. We gon 

be installing this shit all day.” 

 

“Okay. So what’s your point. Don’t I do stuff for 

you that take all day. Sweetie, this is the store I’ve been 

dreaming about my whole life. Everything has to be 

right.” 

 

“I know, baby, I know. And we gon do the damn 

thing. I just don’t see how we gon finish in one day.” 

 

“Trust, we will. Tomorrow’s the grand opening 

Soup. Stop fussing man and let’s do this.”  
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Amaranth Prize for Poetry, First Place 

Lauren Tagliaferro 

From Afar We Know 

We left much more, left what still is 

Rooted in the dirt and written on the walls 

By dirty hands that crumbled crayon 

As they stretched to see if we had grown. 

While we grew too fast to know 

We left ourselves, left who we were 

On squeaky swing sets and painted asphalt 

That skinned our knees, 

Left scars we bear on once bare skin. 

We left too soon, left gutted 

By the way time flew like foxes feet, 

Like clouds whisked away by wind. 

We kept our past, kept what may be 

Smeared with salty tears and marked 

By fights that made red cheeks redder. 

If we could go back and ask ourselves, 

Would we say we’d like to leave? 

From afar we know 

We left our home, gutted 

By hearts that held firm behind the gate. 
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Amaranth Prize for Fiction, First Place 

Carla Prieto 

The Professor 

Nelson is straddling a branch. 

The problem is, he’s too far out on the limb and 

the minutest movement bends the branch downward—

threatens a snap—until it flings back up when he readjusts 

himself, like Wile E. Coyote hanging for dear life onto a 

bowstring, which has marvelously lodged itself 

precariously on the edge of the cliff, and which will 

eventually tighten and send Wile E. flying to his doom. 

Don’t worry, though: Nelson’s branch will not fling him to 

his demise. 

He’s waiting for some kids to come back. You 

know, the ones that have stolen that once-pristine, once-

monochromatic, once-uniformly fire-engine red brick wall 

of his youth and reduced it to a ghastly state of 

unprepossessive polychromaticism. 

English, please. 
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Right. Okay. Some fuckers have graffitied the 

brick wall of Nelson’s elementary school. 

But not without repercussions. 

He’ll wait in this tree, perched pretty, until the 

vandals appear, whereupon he’ll swing down from the 

branch like a rabid baboon and possibly belly-flop onto 

whoever is unfortunate enough to be accused and 

accosted. Then, if the assailant hasn’t knocked the wind 

out of himself, and if the assailed lacks some several 

hundred dozen brain cells and does not run like hell after 

realizing he has been attacked by a flying-squirrel-of-a-

man hiding in a maple, Nelson will lecture the assailed 

about the aesthetic value of public property properly 

maintained. 

Well, wouldn’t you argue that street art can really 

do cities some— 

No, Nelson wouldn’t argue anything about the 

value of street art in urban areas. In fact, he’d probably 

say something like he can’t make out the letters from 
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where he’s perched, so hideously abstracted are they, and 

the wall was just fine how it was. The wall had gone 

unadulterated since he attended the school almost five 

decades ago, and no one felt it "needed a little something 

to spice it up." Then, it had been plain, true. But 

inoffensive. 

With no possible victims crossing his path, 

Nelson has become curious. He must know what shapes 

the paint is curved into, what letters are made by those 

shapes, what words are made by the letters shaped by the 

paint spritzed from a Liquitex can holding a cerulean hue, 

held in the trembling hand of a barely-pubescent 

adolescent. 

He scoots—backwards—towards the trunk of the 

old maple, turning his head and looking out of the corner 

of his eye to see how much farther he has to scoot before 

he can turn around, hug the trunk, and climb down. 

Here it should be mentioned that it’s daytime. 

Noon, in fact. The heat swelters and is so oppressive that 
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no one dares leave their house, because they might step 

out their door and instantaneously have a heat stroke, or, 

worse for Christ’s sake, they could be invited to the 

neighbor’s house for a glass of lip-puckering lemonade 

and idle chatter about who stole Ida’s potted baby 

hemlock off the porch yesterday. 

Nelson is wearing a long–sleeved plaid shirt with 

a khaki vest over it, in addition to impossibly thick 

prescription lenses made to correct his nearsightedness. 

Nelson was declared legally blind exactly eight years, three 

months, twenty-two days, four hours, two minutes and 

fifty-seven seconds ago, a fact that hinders his ability to see 

art objectively, and interpret it subjectively. Below, he 

sports matching khaki chinos and mud-colored hiking 

boots. 

In winter he goes out in jean shorts and Hawaiian 

button-downs. 
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Some believe Nelson to be afflicted with 

congenital analgesia, an inability to feel pain or 

discomfort. 

Most people, however, believe Nelson is bat-shit 

off-his-rocker: The sight of him overdressed and perched 

in a tree won’t unsettle any passerby. Though, as I’ve said, 

there won’t be any passerby. 

Down the tree he goes! Towards the wall! 

He gets very close. Runs his fingers over the 

bricks, as if the letters painted upon them are in life-sized 

Braille (and they might as well be, given the severity of his 

myopia). 

He retreats. 

Strokes his chin. 

Shakes his head. 

Closer. Then far away. Chin stroke. Repeat. 

Nelson Sing, Professor Emeritus of UCLA’s 

classics department with a special, unbending devotion to 

Greek mythology, faces the wall and stands cross-armed. 
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Smiles while shaking his head in what one may presume 

is amazement, and, if you were to get close enough, you’d 

be able to see that his pupils are dilated. 

The punks are clever, Nelson thinks. They are 

well-read. They have a sense of humor, and the proper 

dash of irony to make them witty, and thus, likeable. 

Their work, laudable. 

Ceto. The graffiti says Ceto. What’s more, they’ve chosen 

blue for the word! Fitting, of course, given the fact that 

Ceto, daughter of Pontus and Gaia, is a sea goddess. And 

the irony—oh, the irony!—of paying homage to this mighty 

goddess in the midst of LA’s driest, hottest summer to 

date. 

Satisfied with this finding and no longer 

interested in reprimanding the perpetrators, he begins the 

short three-and-a-half block walk home, imagining all the 

way exactly how he will word the story to maximize the 

reaction from his wife, she being another classics scholar 

sure to be enraptured by the neighborhood’s newest gem. 
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He runs through the door, sweaty, smelly, 

euphoric, and spots Luna in the kitchen, hunched over 

the sink with her back to him. Immediately he dogs her 

with the tale, foregoing a hello, panting and stuttering and 

gesticulating, spit flying, like the madman some believe 

him to be. 

As he animatedly blabbers—Noble! Literary! Artists! he 

exclaims—both Nelson and Luna ignore the drone of the 

evening news, which is elaborating on the recent streak of 

street violence caused by a sudden surge in youth gang 

involvement. 

It’s a Crips comeback, they would have heard the 

announcer say had they been listening, the Bloods’ long-

time rival marking its territory at an alarming rate, 

desecrating buildings and people all the same. 

Ah, well, let the Sings have a myth of their own, 

why don’t we? 
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Amaranth Prize for Poetry, Second Place 

Jenna Casciano 

My Wondering Hands 

I read it in a book, once or maybe 

saw it on the news, but someone said 

every seven years 

All your worn-out cells rewrite themselves. 

Clone and clone and clone 

until all you have are pink, shiny new ones, 

like a tablecloth turned over or a 

newly mulched flower bed, smelling ripe with fresh earth, 

sheltering new shoots from the searing sun. 

Although my hands can’t help wondering 

What your hands are doing right now, 

it’s still refreshing to know that 

someday, I’ll have a body 

That was never touched by you. 
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Amaranth Prize for Fiction, Second Place 

Kimberly Villacis 

Windows 

 I stare up at the dull cement ceiling, sweating, 

tired, and restless. I have been having trouble sleeping 

ever since the day I ran back from el mercado 1 and found 

Mamá. I look over to my little sister across the room, 

sleeping in a bed that is too small for her, in pajamas that 

are too big for her frail body yet too small for mine 

anymore. I can see that she too, is sweating, even without 

the one raggedy old bed sheet covering her. I turn the 

small oscillating fan that sits between us closer to her as I 

get up to look out the window.  

I hate windows. They only show you what you 

don’t want to see. When I was younger, around my 

sister’s age, back when I knew nothing, I used to love 

them -- I would stare past bakery windows at all the 

delicious breads and treats, past clothing store windows at 

all the new jeans and shiny shoes, past book store 

windows at the displays of hardcovers and magazines of 

all these faraway places and international celebrities. I 

                                                           
1 the market 
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would yank my mother’s hand towards every window we 

passed as we walked down to el mercado, begging,  

“Mamá, mamá! Cómprame esto! Yo quiero 

ese!”2  

And she would reply, “Si, si, Marcelita, un día te daré uno 

de oro.”
3

  

I would squeal of delight at the promise of desserts, 

dresses, and dictionaries all covered in gold.  That was 

back when I knew nothing. I hate windows. 

Outside the window of the cramped room I share 

with Mariana, all I see is darkness. Our neighborhood is 

now notorious for crimes late at night, so the street is 

usually deserted by six o’ clock. That does not mean it is 

silent, though. Everyone who lives in El Camal has grown 

indifferent to the sounds of dogs barking, police sirens, 

and cars screeching in the night, blasting music.  

El Camal wasn’t always dangerous. Mamá told 

me that she met Papi as she was outside playing with her 

sisters, and he saw her through the gate that surrounds 

our house. They became close friends, and both their 

families did, too. Back then, Mamá said, things were 

different. You could walk outside whenever you wanted, 

                                                           
2 “Mother, mother! Buy me this! I want that one!” 
3 “Yes, yes, little Marcela, one day I will give you 
one made of gold.” 
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and everyone knew each other. She knew to come home 

exactly at dinnertime, and often in the evenings she would 

go with her sisters to see Papi and his friends play soccer 

at la cancha.
4

  It used to be that a man would have to ask 

permission from a woman’s father before asking her out, 

and even then they had to be chaperoned. It used to be 

that Mamá and her five sisters could walk to school, go to 

the beach, drive to the movies, and even ride the bus on 

their own. This was before all the storeowners with their 

treats and clothes and books in the windows became 

older, and their stores all eventually closed down. This 

was before El Camal seemed to grow darker with each 

closing, and more people would lurk in the shadows than 

appear in the light. I was so sad when we would walk to 

the market and no longer see anything, but empty 

windows.  

By the time I was four, all my friends in El Camal 

began going to school.  One day, Gaby asked me why I 

wasn’t joining her on the school bus every morning. 

Thinking nothing of it, I just told her what my mother had 

told me: that I would simply have to start school later 

because Mamá would miss me too much. Obviously, 

                                                           
4 the court (usually made of cement and found in 
the middle of the community park) 
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Gaby’s mother did not care about her, or else would not 

be sending her away every day. Gaby became so furious 

with this idea that she stomped out of my room and cried 

until her mother came to pick her up, proving her love 

was just as good as Mamá’s. This was irrefutable logic in 

the mind of two four-year olds.  

At first, I was happy to stay at home with Mamá, 

helping her cook and clean and run errands. All my 

friends were jealous. We didn’t think much of it -- since 

we were still young then, by the time they came home it 

was still light out, so I continued to play with them. Two 

years passed, and my friends began the first grade. Mamá 

kept making excuses as to why I wasn’t going to school: I 

was too little, I wasn’t prepared, I would miss home. I 

believed her and hardly complained, but little by little, I 

started losing my friends. I remember meeting them in 

the park while they were laughing over a comic they had 

been given in class, but when they handed it to me I 

didn’t understand the markings in the thought bubbles 

above the cartoons. Gaby led the attack: 

“Here, do you see where Eduardo falls into a 

puddle in front of Victoria? See 

what he says!” 

I stared dumbly at the page, trying to figure out what was 

happening from the looks on the characters’ faces. I 
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cracked a smile and handed back the comic. Gaby didn’t 

buy it. 

“Read it out loud! It’s funnier every time.” 

“You read it. It’s probably funnier if you do.” 

“What’s the matter, Marcela, estás muda?
 5

 Just 

read it!” 

I shoved the comic Gaby had forced into my hands back 

into hers, and crossed my arms as I hung my head low.  

“You still don’t know how to read, Marcela?”  

Gaby and the girls surrounded me, leaving me with little 

room to escape. They circled me and began chanting, 

Mudita! Mudita! Mudita! 6

 I felt as if the bubble above my 

own head was completely blank. When I ran home crying 

to Mamá, she hugged me and told me not to worry, and 

that was when she told me that I wouldn’t need those 

friends because I would be having a little sister soon. 

When I brought up the fact that I still couldn’t read, she 

kept quiet. 

At the age of ten, I began realizing that I would 

never go to school. I began realizing that El Camal was 

not the wonderful place I had convinced myself it was. I 

began realizing that Mamá could not read, either -- that 

                                                           
5 “Are you dumb?” 
6 “Dummy! Dummy! Dummy!” 
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the woman I had loved and admired so much, struggled 

just figuring out prices at the market. I heard Gaby talking 

loudly to her clique as I crossed the street:  

“The butcher let Marcela’s mom pay two dollars 

less for four pieces of  

carne 7 last week, and now everyone in el 

mercado thinks they’re probably screwing 

around.”  

I bit my tongue and felt the anger rise in my throat. I 

crossed the street that felt as if it had doubled in length 

and ran inside when I reached the front gate before they 

could see the tears that had smuggled their way out of my 

eyes. 

Papá and Mamá were in love; there was no 

denying it. I relished hearing the story of their romance, 

how they would meet only at the gate outside Mamá’s 

house and speak for hours about El Camal, their secret 

dreams and desired plans, and everything and anything. 

When Papa had gotten abuelo’s 8

 permission to date 

Mamá, he knew that this meant they wouldn’t be alone. 

What he didn’t know was that abuelo had something else 

in mind; in agreeing to go out with Mamá, Papá had also 

                                                           
7 meat 
8 grandfather, grandmother 
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agreed to go out with her sisters, who would come along 

on every date. Papá did not mind this at all, considering 

he was an only child. “Just another reason why I love mi 

mujercita,”
 9
 he would say while curling his arm around 

Mamá waist. Papá found in Mamá and her sisters the 

family he had always wanted. When they were young 

sweethearts, everything seemed to go perfectly for them. 

Everyone in El Camal envied and admired their love. 

They only began to grow apart once Mariana and I were 

born -- Mamá has never said this to me, but I am old 

enough to realize this on my own.  

Being the only son of his family meant that Papá 

was the only one able to support abuela 
8

 when abuelo 

passed away. Whenever he wasn’t working, Papá would 

be catching up on sleep, or had just enough time to come 

home and shower late at night. The only memories I have 

of him are as a little girl, when I was around Mariana’s 

age. Mamá, Papá, and I would walk to the movies and 

spend the entire day sneaking in and out of theatres. 

Mamá would pack us sandwiches from home, and Papá 

would buy a massive drink to last us the all afternoon. 

Then, we would take the bus back home, me sleeping on 

Mamá’s lap as she rested her head on Papá’s shoulder. 

                                                           
9 my little woman 
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This is all I have to hold onto, memories of my father 

before he became a ghost that slipped in and out of our 

house. I can’t be selfish, though; at least I have memories. 

Mariana barely knows Papá at all. Papá worked two jobs, 

yet still was paid much too little to support our family of 

four, not to mention abuela. Not nearly enough to even 

consider sending one daughter to school. I began to 

wonder how we could afford our most of our things, since 

Mamá could not read and could barely count, nor could 

she leave Mariana and me alone. I wish I never found 

out. 

Mamá sent Mariana and me to el mercado every 

three days, at the same time, during which she would use 

the opportunity to clean our room while we were out, or 

so she said. We were sent to buy enough vegetables, 

meat, and rice to last us until the next time we would have 

enough money to return to the market. I always made it a 

point to avoid the street with all the new stores—all built a 

good distance away from El Camal—but one time Mariana 

ran too far ahead of me, and by then it was too late. 

Behind her dirty little face, shone the excitement and 

bewilderment at all the treats behind all the windows. She 

was at the age where she knew she could not have any of 

these things, but that did not stop her from looking and 

dreaming. From then on, we always passed down the new 
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street on our way to el mercado, me keeping my eyes 

forward and trying to ignore the concerned shoppers 

dodging our way, and Mariana lagging behind, gazing at 

everything and ignoring everyone. 

On mercado day a few weeks back, when we 

arrived to the block with the stores, I noticed that Mamá 

had been a dollar short for the groceries. I knew that if I 

ran home alone, I would be able to get there in half the 

time it would take to drag Mariana’s stumpy little legs 

along with me. I looked around anxiously, thinking about 

what to do. I spotted Gaby and her clique at the next 

corner. They hang out at a table in front of the ice cream 

parlor after school, right by the window, where they can 

look out and gossip about everyone they see. They 

usually only have enough money to split a cup between 

the four of them. They spend hours sitting there, as if the 

longer they spend here will somehow eclipse the fact that 

they are just four girls from El Camal. They stick out 

noticeably with their thick dark hair and light brown skin. 

I took a deep breath and walked over to them. 

“Look who it is, girls, Marcelita la mudita.”
 10

 

They all laugh like a pack of hyenas. 

                                                           
10 “Little Marcela the little dummy” 
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“Gaby, do you think you could keep an eye on 

Mariana while I run back home? I forgot 

something.” 

“She can talk! Mudita can talk! Milagro de Dios!” 

11

 

They begin to sarcastically bless themselves. I tried 

another tactic. 

“I’m going back to El Camal. If any of you need 

something from your houses there, let me know.” 

The girls immediately stopped laughing and began wildly 

looking around, hoping no friends from their new high 

school are around. By the time Gaby has time to reply, I 

have already turned back to Mariana. I made her promise 

she will not leave this block, but when I saw how 

distracted she was staring at the electric trains, I knew she 

would be okay.  

When I arrived at our front gate, I realized that it 

was locked, which was strange since it is usually kept 

open. I walked around the house and through the loose 

plank in the back fence, which only we knew about. I 

opened the door to find a strange man sitting at my table. 

I had never seen him before, but he was obviously not 

from El Camal.  

                                                           
11 “Little dummy can talk! Miracle of God!” 
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He was dressed in a cream-colored suit with an 

open collared white shirt and brown oxford shoes, and 

had huge gold rings on several of his fingers. He had dark 

black hair and a mustache, and gave me a smile that sent 

shivers down my spine.   

“Hola, bonita.”12

  

I stiffened immediately.  

“No tengas miedo, ¿por qué no te acercas a mi 

lado? Ven y siéntate en mi pierna.”13

  

He reached out his hand, and seeing that I was reluctant, 

jerked me forcefully to him. I pushed him away, but he 

lifted me and sat me on his lap. He began putting his 

hands on my thigh, and slowly working them up my dress. 

I don’t know why I didn’t scream, but when I kept trying 

to push away he just dug himself into me harder and I 

could feel my ribs bruising. All I could do was look out 

the window. 

After what had seemed like hours, Mamá walked 

into the room and dropped the tray of coffee and bread 

she had been holding. Her hair was undone from its usual 

braid, and she was wearing her church dress.  

“Que estas haciendo? Suéltala!”14  

                                                           
12 “Hello, beautiful.” 
13 “Don’t be afraid, why don’t you come closer to 
my side? Come and sit on my lap.” 
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She began to cry angry tears and yanked me from the 

man’s lap. She hugged me but all I could do was stand 

there, numb. I buried my head into her, but I could still 

hear the man yelling at my mother: 

“¿Qué te importa, si yo te estoy pagando bien? 

Ni siquiera me dijiste que tenías una hija. Mira 

María, déjala, y te pagaré el doble que te doy, si 

le das a mí.”15 

 It was then that I realized what my mother had been 

doing to support our family all these years. I pushed her 

away and ran straight out of the house. No one even 

bothered to look twice my way. 

I felt hopeless. I felt ashamed. I felt angry. In 

reality, I felt as if the cartoon bubble over my head had no 

markings in it, just a bunch of scribbles because I couldn’t 

even write or think of the words to describe exactly what it 

was that I was feeling.  

I had run out of tears by the time I reached 

Mariana, who did not even notice anything was wrong. 

                                                                                                     
14 “What are you doing? Let her go!” 
15 “Why do you care, if I am paying you well? You 
didn’t even tell me that you had a daughter. Look 
Maria, let her go, and I will pay you double what I 
give you, if you give her to me.” 
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The minute she laid eyes on me she grabbed my hand 

and led me towards a window shrieking,  

“Mira, Marcela! Cómprame esto! Yo quiero 

ese!”16  

I was too heartbroken to even try to explain to my 

disillusioned little sister how her imaginary world would 

come crashing down in a matter of years. How I wished 

that she would never grow older and face this world, or 

have to suffer this life of staring into and out of windows, 

feeling forever trapped. 

Before I could say anything else, I just 

responded, “Si, si, Marianita, un día te daré uno de oro.”
17

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

                                                           
16 “Look, Marcela! Buy me this! I want that one!” 
17 “Yes, yes, little Mariana, one day I will give you 
one made of gold.” 
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Erin Lidl 

Calm Before the Storm 
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Talia Dunyak 

a makeshift jesus.  

once there was a jesus  

in our family’s crèche, but with the 

packing away of small 

pieces, year after year, he 

was lost. so my father found a piece  

of wood, and he spent months 

whittling. sliver by sliver 

father took his knife 

and slowly formed a new 

lord to fill the spot. he layered  

the paint, detailed with pen and soon 

the work was done. the carving 

was not like the original. he 

was lumpy, large, darker, heavier 

than the first. but our 

jesus fit in the manger 

maybe even better than the other did before. 
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Simone Cotton 

Her Garden 

The best times of those crisp September days 

were when my Gram and I would pick concords. 

The long and thin branches welcomed us 

to enjoy their fruits they labored over. 

So many talks we had near those grapes, 

I think they began to learn our secrets. 

Those sweet circles of purple happiness, 

hidden by leaves and emerald beetles, 

became treasures in our brown eyes. 

But now they taste different without her. 
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Mary Elizabeth Chambliss 

We Left What Still Is 

As quick as foxes on the hill, 

We ran through the auburn heath 

That stretched behind my father’s house. 

Rolling face to face, our hands 

Twined together, we watched a kaleidoscope 

Of clouds, heather, and skin, 

Burnished gold in the setting sun, 

Our grip so tight I thought 

The bones would break. 

When the wind carries the frost 

Between the cramped buildings of this steel city, 

I can feel the phantom ache of your grip. On the skin 

Of other men, I taste the grape popsicles 

Your mother used to make. All the time, I imagine 

A progression of perfection: fingers that grip so tight 

As we tumble down the hill behind my father’s house, 

Then down the road, into a cottage of our own with 

windows 

That catch the bronzing light of sunset; 

Falling face to face through life, 

Bruising only each other’s hands.   
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Dillon S Wernicki 

Fluxed 

Day 1 

        I built a time machine yesterday, and have no 

idea what to do with it. 

   Sure, the big options like going back to kill or 

save evildoers and good people (respectively of course) 

are some solid candidates. Hitler sucked. MLK and JFK 

deserved to not get shot. These are good, even great 

candidates. Going back to revisit someone long dead that 

means the world to you, the one who taught you 

everything you know, everything that laid the foundation 

for you to become you. The things that define you. Your 

beginnings. This too, I think a lot of people might find 

comfort in the mere possibility of such an option. 

 These conventional 'time-travel-y' ideas were 

some of the first to pop into my head. Others were 

obviously reeking of selfishness, but, hey, it's a fucking 

time machine—the thing's a tad bit on the excessively 
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selfish side to begin with. I'm in this. I'm committed. 

Normally, I am a highly selfless individual, but there's one 

question that digs at us all, and I am no different. "What 

if?" "What if I had done this...?"  "What if I had avoided 

that...?" I'm not sure if you've ever built a time machine, 

but the questions of the 'what-if' variety begin to pool up 

in the back of your head and are relentlessly unforgiving. 

A week ago, I may have blocked these questions out—

forcing a muzzle onto their loudness, continuing to live 

life, but now I feel I may have a path back to these 

moments of particularity. Moments that need mending. 

Moments where I critically screwed up. 

   There's at least that one singular moment in all 

our lives that we will regret until we are in the company of 

worms. We smell something, see something, or hear 

some one say something that transports us back. Back to 

the very moment that we screwed up and fumbled the ball 

on the one. Mistakes make us who we are. We are all 

human, but this monster is one that will continue to let 
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you know it's right under your mattress—gurgling, with a 

sinister and unrelenting stare—sharpening its claws on the 

metal underbelly of your bed frame. It will drown you 

and drain you at the same time. It will rip your spine out 

and step on it for good measure. It will cripple you. You 

will lose. Best thing to do is steer clear of 

acknowledgment, move on, and place the fiend in a safe 

lockbox in the back of your mind and carry on your 

merry way. 

But not me, I think I have a shot at repair.  

 

Day 3 

   Okay, I've seen enough movies involving time 

machines to know that the subject is highly unpredictable, 

and structurally unstable at times. I'm confident I've 

solved the latter—the assembly instructions for the 

machine were fairly detailed, and the finished product at 

least appears to possess a non-Ikea aurora about it.  

The former, the former is what scares me. 
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Day 5 

   I spent the last two days, on my back, in my boat, 

thinking about the possibilities of what could go 

wrong.  As I lay there with my eyes shut, my mind raced 

with thoughts. Thoughts of how all of this could end up 

very very bad for me. For one, I could get stuck in a day—

recursively shit out of luck. I have no doubt that my 

machine can take me where I want to go, but what if I do 

get stuck? Sure, I could go back to a happy day, and not 

mind repeating. Would I even have the same thoughts as 

I do right as I am writing this down? Or does my mind 

revert? I think there was something in the manual about 

that... 

Repeating a day over and over again in ignorance 

could be, I suppose, good. But if I am even slightly aware 

that I am repeating the same day, well, that'd just plain 

suck. No one wants that. A day or moment like that 

would have to involve something so euphoric, so 

unearthly and so novel in nature for me to not mind the 
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repetition. Although, it would be highly selfish of me to 

use this power to just repeat something that makes me 

feel good. 

But hey, everything in life worth doing is worth 

overdoing, right? (Especially if it was REALLY worth 

doing) 

 

Day 6 

   Today I went to the shed and read the manual 

again that came inside the box.  

My paraphrase-y understanding of the post-construction 

steps: 

        1. Spin around 720
º

 and then pat yourself on the 

back. You are one of the first to build a time machine. 

        2. Turn metal wheel on hatch clockwise until it 

pops open. 

        3. Step inside (The door will shut and lock 

behind you automatically) and inhale. You smell that? 

The smell of a second chance. Smells nice doesn't it? 
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        4. Strap included goggles to the front of your face. 

During your travels there will be a combination of seizure-

inducing bright lights along with periodic stages of 

darkness. These dark-zones will most likely vary on a 

case-by-case basis. 

        5. Write down what you plan to do and why you 

are doing it. There may be cerebral lapses that cause 

memory degradation. (This is all new stuff here) Make it 

known somehow that you are jotting this down in the 

future. A  

personal picture is not a bad idea either. 

        6. Enter temporal/spatial coordinates on the 

display panel. Past is highly recommended. You may not 

like the future. (Casualty-prediction algorithms are 

currently in beta testing) 

        7. Press shiny purple button (cliché dodged) 

        8. Good luck. 

Disclaimer: With great power comes great responsibility. 

(Cliché achieved). 
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           But remember traveler, you are not a 

superhero and can totally die. * 

*Please, don't die. 

 

Day 10 

   I started to think about her today more than 

usual. I smelled the same perfume she used to use when I 

was walking in the city to get coffee this morning. 

Cinnamon with a spritz of fruitiness—a personal pocket of 

ecstasy that warmed my insides more than any cup of 

coffee could ever hope to. My immediate instinct was to 

look around for her, but I didn't feel like being the guy 

who murders the flow of foot traffic at eleven in the 

morning.  We haven't talked in a couple of years, and I'm 

not so sure she'd be impressed with me at this point. I 

don't have any amazing accomplishments under my belt. I 

didn't cure any medical diseases, make any strides 

towards ending world hunger, or donate to a charity. I'm 

just a jerk with a time machine. All things considered, I 
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wouldn't mind the machine dying and leaving me back 

with her. 

That's a loop that, honestly, I could deal with. 

 

 

Day 15 

  I'm beginning to get the feeling that I may have 

not received all parts of the manual. You'd think that this 

thing would have included instructions for getting back to 

the present, but I can't seem to find any sort of additional 

documentation. There may be more information on the 

panel inside. Is this some sort of gag gift? I don't think 

so—it lights up and the entire house vibrates whenever I 

plug it in. Plus, it's tremendously heavy. To me, these are 

all qualities of a reputable time machine.  I've been 

plugging and unplugging it for the past three days—it 

makes for a decent nightlight, and the vibration is mild 

enough to actually help me sleep better. It arrived on my 

porch a little over two weeks ago with zero return address 
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information; just a big box with a tiny yellow note saying 

'THIS SIDE UP' on the side of the box opposite of the 

one facing my door. I am writing these entries to make 

sure that everything is at least semi-documented. I should 

probably bring a copy with me. This can be my anchor of 

understanding in case this machine actually performs as 

advertised. 

Should something go haywire with this thing, 

these entries will be all they find of me in my house; all of 

my other personals are on my boat. 

 

Day 18 

   My mother called me today. First time in 15 

months, but I was glad she called me. She may not be the 

greatest person in the world, but without her I couldn't 

exist. She tends to tell interesting stories about her daily 

life. Her life always seems marginally more interesting 

than mine these days. I never know what her phone 

number is as she constantly gets different ones nearly 
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every month. Maybe I should go back in time to when I 

gave her my old cell phone. I'm fairly confident she sold it 

the next day for all the wrong reasons. I know I shouldn't, 

but I feel partially guilty for the distance between us. I feel 

so sorry for her. If she's taught me anything at all in life, 

it's 1: how to make a killer taco casserole and 2: that once 

a person has ventured so far down a certain path, no 

matter how much you care about them, at a certain point, 

the path becomes too steep and too icy for you to help 

them find their way back without one of you getting 

obliterated in the process. I wonder what life would have 

been like living in a two-parent household instead of a two 

person one. 

 

Day 19 

   I'm not even considering jumping into the future 

at this point. What if I die in a year? How the hell does 

that work? Can I be transported to a time where I'm dead 

and still exist as my time traveling jerk-of-a-self? I'd 
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definitely Google my name as soon as I arrive to make 

sure I'm not a zombie. Also, if I find my younger self, 

wouldn't I have to kill it? There can't be two of me 

running around. Wish these instructions weren't so 

goddamn vague. Whoever was in the manual-making 

division of whichever organization created this machine 

should probably be fired. There are just way too many 

absent variables that need explaining. 

Maybe they sent it to the wrong person. 

 

Day 34 

   All I could think about today was how much I 

hate my boss. Always on my ass about tiny screw-ups. It's 

like he follows me around all day with the sole purpose of 

letting me know instantly what I've done wrong. I'd love to 

go back and make sure he doesn't exist. 

If my job didn't pay as well as it does, I'd leave in 

a heartbeat. 
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Day 38 

   Recently I've been thinking about going really far 

back. I'm talking Renaissance, the Paleolithic, or even 

Jurassic. I'd love to whip my phone out and blow some 

minds. 

I'd be a god. 

 

Day 39 

   Today I took my dog to the park. In one of the 

shaded sections there was a bald man in a trench coat 

sitting in one of the benches with an abundance of scars 

on his face. He stared me and my dog down the entire 

time. I really don’t know why he was staring. He definitely 

saw me pick up my dog’s shit, so it wasn’t any sort of 

accusing gaze, yet it still got to me. I’m just a dude walking 

his dog through the park, and you sir are a man with a 

face that looks like it’s had a run in with an X-Acto and 

happen to be wearing a trench coat in the middle of July. 

You don’t get to be the stare-giver in this scenario. 
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I really wanted to go over to him and ash the 

remainder of my cigarette on his forehead and add the 

collection on his head. 

 

Day 42 

   For the past three nights a bloody nose with a 

side order of migraine has interrupted my sleep. Had to 

call off from my wonderful job. Going to take a break 

from these entries for a little bit.   

I think my dog ran away. 

 

Day 53 

   I keep finding clumps of hair around the house. 

It looks like my hair, but I can't find any patches missing. 

The migraines are now apart of my morning routine. 

Three different pills, four glasses of water, and a bagel are 

now standard. My coughs are sometimes bloody. I should 

probably see someone about this. 
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The time machine is getting dusty. I think I’ll 

clean it tomorrow. 
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Erin Lidl 

Her 
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Kara Falcone 

Without Tears 

This skein of thought flings out 

in vain to hollow clouds; 

forty days not one drop 

has drained. Shallow, 

crosshatched cracks etch 

that song-worthy patch of earth 

where the waning stream 

--now sketched in sand--once waxed, 

washing between wagging saplings 

whose parents were swept 

by the cursive stream coursing, swollen 

silt black, penning loops in the floodplain. 

The ink-stained field still 

sunken back, swooned 

by days long past. 

These clouds rung dry, 

the stream without tears, 

only traces drag 

below smooth, round stones. 

A ragged hem 

waits to be sewn. 
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Trey Davis 

A Deer Drowns in the Colorado River 

At least the water goes on, 

dusted with starlight 

and the last embers of a dying fire, 

a thick strip of black 

from here to the sea,  

where you can taste  

the salt,  

and the wet,  

and the indifference of a God 

you barely remember. 
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Christine Gelotte 

Free Fall 

Time is like gravity, 

Pulling me down from the sky. 

Memories, 

A breeze of blurry images, 

Flow past me with ever increasing speed. 

Some catch in folds of clothing, 

Twist locks of hair with turbulent tendrils, 

Others echo through my ears, 

Muffled pitches sung by frost lips. 

They rush by faster and faster, 

Marking the passage of time. 

My body sinks through a sea of fluffy white, 

Bathed in a shower of spherical droplets 

Suspended in the air. 

I emerge from the clouds of youth, 

With a view of the ground below, 

Waiting for my embrace. 

My heart stops with a sudden realization, 

That I will not dive through the sky forever. 

An end lurks far below. 

Fear pricks me with a thousand needles, 

I stare into an endless stretch of green and brown, 

Sucking me down to my impending demise. 

I flap my arms through layers of air, 

Trying to swim against the current of time. 

The current is too strong, 

I am but a twig in a raging river. 

I close my eyes to the ground, 

Savor the rush of fleeting moments, 

The ecstasy of existence. 

My frail bones worn out and aching, 

I finally look down. 

The ground rises up to receive me. 
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Louis Heinberg 

 

House Party 

My mom always described life as a grand 

orchestral performance, explaining that every single 

sound contributes to a whole, whether it be the light tap 

of a triangle or the grand roar of a trombone. “Make sure 

to be your own conductor, sweetie.” She’d been saying 

that to me since I was a young boy. Granted, this was 

some heavily metaphorical advice to give to a six year old, 

but it stuck. Unfortunately, it took me 18 years to figure 

out that I was in no way a conductor; I’ve always been 

more of a fourth chair violinist. 

Back in high school, I relied on a strong group of 

friends who always seemed to make plans for 

me.  “Bobby,” they’d say, “get in the car, we’re going to 

Shelly’s house.” This worked out quite well for me, as I 

got to have a good time without really having to do much. 

What I didn’t realize, though, when I decided to go to a 
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school none of my other friends could get in to, was that I 

was now unequivocally alone.  

It was the first Friday of the year, and I sat in my 

bed staring blankly at my phone waiting for someone-- 

anyone – to text me. I’d spent the week keeping to 

myself, not realizing the consequences of my anti-

socialness. After awhile I turned away, feeling defeated. 

But then I heard that noise. I snatched my phone eagerly, 

but to my dismay the sender was none other than 

mommy dearest: “Remember to dare yourself!! Love you 

xoxo.” My mom was famous for her profound advice. 

This specific encouragement came from the time that 

something amazing happened to her because she “dared 

herself”. She insisted that when I was uncomfortable, I 

needed to “dare” myself to do something I wouldn’t 

normally do. I rolled my eyes and locked my phone. 

I looked up at the ceiling wandering off, and of 

course who else do I see but Emily standing in front of 

me. I looked into her deep emerald eyes as she pursed 



   64 

her lips and put a sympathetic hand on my arm. “I think 

it’s important that we see other people in college,” a 

sentence that played on repeat in my head. I then 

imagined her at a party, with a drink in one hand and a 

guy’s hand in the other, walking into a bedroom. The 

door closed in front of me, and all at once I realized how 

pathetic I was, staring at the cement ceiling of my dorm 

on a Friday night. A mix of anxiety and adrenaline 

bubbled in my gut, and I could no longer lie on my bed. I 

sprung to my feet, thought, “fuck this,” and was out the 

door. 

Though each step I took looked confident, I had 

no idea where I was going. Nonetheless, I’d reached the 

quad, praying to every god I could think of to throw me a 

bone. They clearly had it out for me, though, as the field 

was vacant. I sat down on a rackety wooden bench that 

reminded me of the one by the creek back home. The 

brittle wood moved with me as I leaned back, and I 

imagined the stream bubbling by my feet. I could hear the 
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water slipping in between jagged rocks, and for a moment 

the world around me stopped and life felt fair. 

“Hey man, you alright?” Someone spoke from 

behind. I turned around to find three guys, all quite tall 

and looking at me sympathetically. 

“Hey, yeah, I’m fine, thanks. Just checking out 

this bench.” 

“That’s cool, man. You waiting for someone, 

or…” 

“Oh, uh, no. Just kinda walkin’ around, you 

know.” I repositioned myself uncomfortably.  

The three looked at each other for a moment, as 

if having a brief telepathic conversation, before one spoke 

again. “We’re actually heading to a party on McLain, if 

you wanna come with.”  

I considered my options: I could tread into the unknown, 

or have a lovely night sitting on that bench thinking of all 

the frat guys she’d be making out with. So I listened to my 

mom. 
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“I’m Bob, by the way.” Bobby was too immature-

- I was a college man now. 

“Nice to meet you, Bob, I’m Dan,” said the one 

who originally spoke to me, followed by a firm 

handshake. 

“Jake.” Another handshake. 

“Jim.” A third. 

        When we arrived at the house, I was surprised to 

find that it was a beautiful mansion. I’d been expecting a 

shanty frat house, but instead found a masterfully crafted 

estate. Dan knocked on the door once, but no one 

answered. He looked at us in confusion, and as his fist 

struck the door, it flew open.  

        “Greetings, gentlemen!” The speaker was a 

scrawny looking guy with messy red hair and a scruffy 

goatee to go with it. “Welcome to my humble abode. 

Please do come in, make yourselves at home.” He looked 

at us through thick-framed glasses and smiled jubilantly. 

He donned a silk black cape, and whisked it in the air as 
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he gestured for us to come in. I couldn’t tell if he was 

acting ironically, but I saw alcohol in the distance and no 

longer cared.  

        “Dan the man!” I heard someone shout from 

behind me as I walked into the main room. The place 

was packed, so I couldn’t see where it came from, but I 

noticed that the three guys I came with were gone. 

Anxiety showered over me. 

I made my way to a table of empty bottles and a 

garbage bin full of some red concoction. I hesitated for a 

moment, but I looked out onto the dance floor and knew 

the only thing separating me from them was my B.A.C., 

so I dipped a cup in and took a swig. 

I stood there for 20 minutes, half-heartedly 

hoping someone would come talk to me while I tried 

getting as drunk as possible.  

“I totally agree.” Someone spoke into my ear as I 

took a drink from my n
th 

cup. I turned to find the guy 

who’d let us in. 
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“Agree with what?” I asked him, equal parts 

confused and uncomfortable. 

“The thought you just had-- that this party would 

kick much more ass if it were DC vs. Marvel themed.” 

“I-uh, wasn’t really thinking that.” 

“Whoops, just me then!” 

He cackled at me with what truly was the most 

uncomfortable laughter ever. Some people snort when 

they laugh, some wheeze, some clench their gut, but this 

guy over-pronounced “Hahahaha” in a high pitched 

bellow for one too many seconds. 

“I’m Nathan,” he held out his hand. 

“I’m Bob.” I shook it apprehensively. 

“You’re new here, aren’t ya, Bob?” 

I nodded my head. 

“Well, Bobby,” he put his arm around my 

shoulder, “is it okay if I call you Bobby? I feel like we’ve 

reached that point in our friendship.” 

I muttered an uncomfortable chuckle. 
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“Ah, what I’d give to be a freshman. So much to 

learn, so much to experience.” He turned to me now, “I 

could really teach you a thing or two, ya know. Come with 

me, there’s something I want you to see-- Hey that 

rhymed! Hahahahaha!” 

I started to back away, but he grabbed my arm 

and smiled at me. “Don’t worry, bub, I’m not gonna hurt 

you, I’m a philosophy major!” 

I didn’t know why that mattered, but the alcohol 

sloshing in my brain insisted that I follow him.  

We walked down a dim-lit staircase and found 

ourselves in the basement of Nathan’s mansion. Though 

the house was beautifully decorated, this basement was 

dungeon-like. 

“You ever hear of the Monty Hall Problem, 

Robby?” Nathan asked me as we walked down a narrow 

hallway. The carpet below our feet was yellow, soggy, and 

smelled of mildew. The cracked white walls were so close 

to each other, I could feel them breathing down my neck. 
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“Nope, never heard of it.” I responded, thinking 

of the best course of evasion. I’d concluded that Nathan 

was going to murder me down here. We reached the end, 

though, and I was puzzled to find three identical doors in 

front of us, labeled A, B, and, C from left to right. 

“The Monty Hall Problem,” Nathan stood in 

front of me now, “is based off an old game show in which 

the contestant is presented with three doors. Behind two 

are goats, but behind one is a brand new car!” He spoke 

as if he were a game show host. “Unfortunately, Federal 

and Physical laws forbid me from keeping goats and cars 

inside small rooms, respectively. Hahahahaha!” He 

smiled at me, waiting for me to get his joke. 

“Anyways, there’re toy versions instead. So now 

that you know the deal, it’s time to pick! A! Door! But 

choose wisely, and know your odds.” 

I looked closely at each door, trying to imagine 

what was on the other side. I looked at door B, but I 

figured that’d be too obvious. Something about A gave 
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me a bad feeling, and something in my gut told me it was 

C. I looked at Nathan and pointed to the door. 

“Interesting choice,” Nathan said looking at it, “Now let’s 

make things a little more interesting.” He walked to door 

A and opened it. Inside sat a little goat sitting on a chair. 

Nathan turned to me again with that knowing smile, 

“Luckily for you, I’m in a good mood, so I’m gonna give 

you one more chance. Now that you know the car can 

only be in either B or C, do you want to change your 

answer?” 

I looked at him for a moment, then at door B. I 

contemplated changing my answer, but I couldn’t ignore 

my wanting to choose C, so I stuck with it. I looked at 

Nathan and confidently shook my head. He stalled for a 

moment, staring blankly, then suddenly erupted in a 

massive cackle. 

“Oh my dear Robert, you’ve got it all wrong! 

You’ve missed the whole essence of this game, the 

essence of life itself!” 



   72 

He spoke to me with a triumphant and 

patronizing tone, reveling in teaching me something only 

his great mind could understand. 

“Never go with your gut. Life is statistical 

probability, and there’s absolutely NO room for intuition. 

If you’d known any better, you’d’ve realized that the 

probability of the car being in door B increased after I 

showed you door A!” And just as he said that, Nathan 

opened door C, and stopped in confusion when he saw a 

smile on my face. To Nathan’s dismay, a shiny plastic 

Ferrari sat inside. 

“W-what? How could this be?! I could’ve sworn 

I-Wait! Where are you going?” Nathan said to me as I 

was walking away. 

“Following my gut.” I said with a wry smile.   

When I got upstairs, I felt something new 

coursing through my veins. Whether it was alcohol or 

confidence, I couldn’t tell, but when I tapped that girl on 

the shoulder, I couldn’t have cared less about the statistics 
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of every choice I’ve made, or who’s face my ex was 

sucking. All I knew was that every little sound contributes 

to the whole, and I was finally ready to take control of my 

symphony.  
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Mary Elizabeth Chambliss 

M…marries N 

Being with you is like lying in the middle of the street: 

A way to kill myself without being proactive. 

The yellow lines in the road stick into my back 

Like the springs in our dusty mattress. 

We’re slowly eating each other alive 

With our words and our fingers; 

Methodically tearing ourselves to bits 

Like human paper shredders. 

I dig your skin from under my nails 

And I can still taste your blood in my mouth 

From when you bit your tongue, 

And kissed me to keep from shouting. 

Sometimes I think 

If I didn’t wear Chapstick, 

You would drink my soul 

Through the cracks in my lips. 

But it all feels so natural, 

Like we’ve been together forever 

And will be together for the rest of forever. 

Because together we’re as exciting as dying. 

And just as predictable. 
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Anonymous 

Untitled 
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Vicki Drici 

Comforter 

Throughout the years it has changed in style, size, 

And location. Still selflessly serving. 

A personal haven- plush yet firm, warm 

And supportive. Relentlessly calling, 

A tempting, soft, lullaby, making it 

Impossible not to submit to its 

Lure. The median between my stressful 

Reality and limitless dreaming. 

Restores the life within my body, 

Mind, and soul. Total rejuvenation.  
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Matt Smith 

The Devil’s Juice 

A cup, a drink; more cups, more drinks. The juice 

flowing around the party like river tide 

during a dark storm. How it seems to surge 

a sinful trip down a gloomy path. The stumbling 

the yelling, the sound of bodies hitting the ground; 

of heels and shoes and the skidding gravel pavement, 

as the surface slips away below their feet. 

The trek too rigorous to walk impaired, 

led to the decision of entering 

a remorseful mistake, opening the car 

door for a short joy ride. The rumbling 

blast of the engine thrusting into drive 

and swerving through the streets care-free, as freely 

as leaves that blow in the wind; no ruing thought. 

The red blue flashing lights await at the end 

with sirens. Police presence and cuffing the drunk. 

Taking on the night and proudly dressed in regret, 

This night of memories; this night of fun. 
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William Ash 

The View from a Park Bench 

The man sat down to rest and sulk, 

his cigarette releasing smok 

that dissipated towards the sky. 

He ashed the embers, watching men 

dilapidated from the world, 

each face revealing solitude. 

He winced and tightly clenched the smoke 

at each new empty stare he saw. 
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Samantha Femia 

Sinner in Hiding 

The chest is pounding, palms so moist and warm, 

And beads of sweat around the temples shine, 

Alone and troubled, darkness falls with time, 

Their search ensues; your prayers are fuel, though mute, 

Around the bends, the urge to turn and see, 

Behind your crimes prevail - you run away, 

Beyond the woods remains a hopeful life, 

Unknown and face less, sins relieved and numb, 

Where dreams of freedom thrive and problems die, 

So run the night away, neglect the past. 
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Mary Elizabeth Chambliss 

Sociopath 

            She had a map inside her head. Not of 

landmarks, roads, and rest stops, but of people. Kara 

could follow physical and emotional markers of an 

individual’s experiences like a field guide to their 

motivations and desires. She could look at someone’s 

gender, race, job, style, home address, and emergency 

contacts, and identify the cardinal points of their 

personality. An exhaustive atlas of the human heart she 

believed she lacked. 

            On the road with me, she kept that map carefully 

folded away in some corner of her mind. But during a pit 

stop four hours back, she’d opened it up and given a man 

some much-needed directions. Like most gas stations, the 

grey floors were sticky, the man behind the counter ugly, 

and the food on the shelves plastic-wrapped heart attacks. 

Kara watched everything in the small air-conditioned 

convenience store, her thumbs hooked in the waistband 
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of her jeans like they usually did into the belt she wore to 

work with her badge and gun. I wondered if she saw some 

correlation between the length of the red head’s shorts 

and the way she snapped at her ten-year-old. Was the 

cashier’s wrist tattoo indicative of his relationship with his 

grandfather? Even though Kara had to break down and 

identify every bearing of human action in order to 

understand why a mother makes faces at her baby, she 

could navigate people better than anyone I knew. 

            She poured herself a cup of something hot and 

black that smelled more like tar than coffee and walked to 

the register, tucking her free hand into the back pocket of 

my jeans. She was reaching for her wallet when the 

cashier drawled nasally, “We don’t serve dykes here.” He 

jerked his thumb at a sign in the window that said in bold 

red letters: WE RESERVE THE RIGHT TO DENY 

SERVICE. 

            Feeling that familiar punch of shame to my 

stomach, I took an instinctive step away. As unaffected by 
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social stigmas as always, Kara slung her arm around my 

shoulders to keep me in place and surveyed the ugly 

man’s soul. Her green eyes were cool and flat like a pond 

in spring as she took in his greasy curls, the national 

monument of his nose, and the full-blown adult acne 

poorly covered by a thin, patchy beard. Her voice was 

even, like she was reading an uneventful traffic report 

when she said, “Disparaging women isn’t going to get 

back at your mother for being promiscuous.” 

The color drained out of his face. Kara had 

touched a nerve. Like she had asked me this morning 

about driving conditions, she inquired, “Do women’s 

orgasms always make you think of when she brought 

home strangers? Or did she make you wait outside of the 

house when she had visitors?” 

Red rose high on his cheeks and she said with 

condescending sympathy, “I bet she forgot to feed you 

sometimes.” 
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            Kara pulled her wallet out of her pocket and said 

absently as she plucked a bill from the fold, “Punishing 

others is not going to fix you. People are careless and 

cruel. Get over it and move on, or else you’re going to be 

alone and bitter for a long time.”  She dropped the exact 

$1.35 on the counter and led me back to our car. She 

called politely over her shoulder, “Have a nice day.”  

            Four hours later I was still staring at her in awe. 

Hard as she tried to remind me, I sometimes forgot that 

Kara wasn’t…normal. She had never hurt me, never 

stripped away the details until I was just a piece of 

psychological laminate with emotional interstates and 

Freudian back roads squiggled across me for her to 

interpret. She was always careful to tell me that she was 

attached to me, but that she could never love me. Could 

never love anything. I believed she believed that. She’d 

give me gifts. Without looking for praise or gratitude, she 

fished the unopened letters I got from my father in prison 

out of the trash and put them in a box under our bed. She 
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even offered to let me drive, though we both knew she 

would rather be in control. Those were conscious, 

calculated decisions she made to show that she was 

“attached”. But Kara didn’t understand herself as well as 

she understood other people. She hadn’t noticed yet that 

the way she said my name in her sleep, or her avoidance 

of pointing out that my paralyzing fear of confrontation 

could be traced back to my murderous father, or the fact 

that four hours after shamelessly tearing down a stranger 

she stood for five minutes in front of my mom’s front 

door adjusting the topography of her face into a 

convincing smile all added up to one truth: love.  
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Ella DiPippo 

The Rose Garden 

        April, a fickle month, brings warm showers that 

sprinkle the earth with dew and cool breezes.  May 

promises flowers, growth, and life.  She delivers such, but 

in an underwhelming fashion.  June is the true month of 

rebirth.  The month that brings the lightest and most 

joyful season, and the month to spread warmth and ample 

time.  As a child, June was the month I longed for. 

        My grandfather, a composed man, in all his life 

cared for nothing more than his beloved rose garden.  It 

was his most prized possession and with the emergence of 

the first bud of the season, he could be found nowhere 

but hidden among the shrubs tending to his youthful 

beauties.  Often he would request for me to come with 

him, and I, who found nothing better to do in the dazing 

summer afternoons, would agree.  He’d prattle on about 

the different species and colors and whatnot of roses, but 

I didn’t listen much.  Instead, I would lie silently still, 
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running my fingers through the soft blades of grass and 

lightly pulling them from their roots.  I’d watch the 

winged eyes flutter above me, performing a private ballet, 

graceful and elegant, for my eyes alone. 

        Then, once June opened her kind eyes, he would 

take out his pruning shears from the shed and begin 

slicing at his beloved flowers, an act I found disturbing 

and fascinating at the same time.  Why would he want to 

destroy what he had spent hours tending to?  I could 

barely stand to watch as the shears opened and closed, 

taking a life with each snap.  But most of all, I never 

understood how he chose which rose to carve, each as 

beautiful and sweet as the next.  Yet he moved 

methodically, with a predestined idea of which to hack.  

        On one occasion, I inquired as to why and how 

he chose to end the early life of his darlings.  His answer 

was simple: “The roses I cut are tainted.  They have tears 

on their petals, are discolored and ruined.  The roses I 

save are pure, perfect.”  Satisfied with his answer, I 



   87 

returned to my gazing for a moment, but turned back as 

the slice of the shears and the cry of the flowers grew 

louder.  I watched, terror creeping up through my bones, 

as he diligently cupped a rose in his hand and examined it 

carefully, taking in every detail.  Pulling the vine to his 

face, he breathed in deeply.  I watched his body shudder 

as the enthralling aroma circulated through him.  I 

reached out to take a whiff myself, but the shears were 

quick, and with a fierce clip, the rose fell to the dirt.  

        Lifting what remained of the flower, I gently 

wiped away the dust that hung over the mouth of the 

bud.  Its petals, velvet on the pads of my fingers, bloomed 

the most simple shade of ruby.  I stared, shell shocked, 

until I could look no longer at the crimson corpse.  I 

squeezed tight and the scarlet basin was crushed to a pulp, 

squishing between the crevasses of my fingers.  

        I looked upward to my grandfather, 

devastated.  He was kneeling close to the bottom of the 

bush, another bud in the palm of his hand.  This flower, a 
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grotesque spawn of Mother Nature, curled open in his 

clutch, snarling and mocking its fellow buds.  Every petal 

was destroyed, the downy interior drilled through by 

horned beetles, and the stem, armed with shrill thorns, 

sagged wretchedly, wilting far too soon for such an 

infantile blossom. 

        From the corner of my eye, I saw the shears 

quiver with excitement.  A hound drooling and waiting 

impatiently to pounce on the wounded hare.  But the 

mutts slobbered in vain.  The sheers were put aside and 

the rose remained untouched.   
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Kimberly Villacis 

Chicken Finger Friday 

Are. You. Kidding. Me. 

I stare in disbelief into the back of the university 

kitchen, already a distasteful place, and see before me 

dozens of cages. Chicken cages. With live chickens 

clucking and flapping away in them. Did I mention this is 

a university kitchen? The idiots at the food company 

thought we ordered a shipment of live chickens … why on 

earth they would they think that when we have ordered 

chicken cutlets (dead) for the past 3 years, is beyond me. 

The truck driver steps back into the kitchen and 

annoyingly asks me to sign the clipboard once again. I 

stare at him. Is he joking? 

“Why on earth would I sign that?” 

“Ma’am, I already explained to you, if there’s a 

problem with your order, you gotta take it up with the 

company. I’m just doing my job.” 
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“What the hell am I going to do with all of these 

fucking chickens?” 

“Ma’am, please do not raise your voice at me. 

I’m just doing my job. Sign here.” 

What else was I supposed to do? As I silently 

sign some scrabble onto this stupid clipboard, I continue 

staring into the kitchen. Feathers everywhere. Chickens 

everywhere. My eyes glaze over the clock and I notice that 

the girls will be coming in soon. Which means Mr. 

Horace will be coming in soon. Great. 

Mr. Horace is our supervisor who believes that 

his role is to supervise the women workers, not the 

cafeteria food. He is the most perverted, conceited man I 

have ever met in my life, and takes advantage of the fact 

that most of the women who work in the kitchen are here 

because they couldn’t find a job anywhere else. Including 

me. Twenty-six year old Kathleen Miller, who dropped 

out of college, barely finished high school, spent three 

years in prison from being at the wrong place at the wrong 
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time, and has been trying to stay sober ever since. Yeah, 

that’s me. I used to think Mr. Horace was a godsend… 

what did I know? When I first came to the kitchen, he 

had seemed like a pretty decent man. Didn’t ask me any 

private questions, just wanted to see what I already knew 

and could do in the kitchen. Simple enough. Now I know 

better -- the only requirement Horace has for his workers 

is that they look good and stay quiet. I was a shoe-in. 

Where would I possibly go without this job? And who 

would even believe me if I were to tell on my handsy 

supervisor? No one, that’s who. 

“Oh my God.” 

I hadn’t noticed that Leah had appeared next to 

me. I looked over at her as she stared at the kitchen 

chickens. More women began to arrive and little by little 

the volume in the kitchen began to rise. Once enough of 

the girls had arrived, the kitchen oddly began to sound 

like a barn. The clucking of the chickens intertwined with 

the hysteria of the ladies made them sound almost in 
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sync. All of a sudden, Leah looked back at me, and I 

could tell she was thinking the same thing. We broke into 

hysterical laughter.  Some of the girls looked over at us 

completely puzzled and cocked their heads, making them 

look even more like chicken. That set us off even more. 

It was just the complete absurdity of the situation, I 

suppose, that kept us going. 

“What the hell is going on here?” 

Silence. Mr. Horace stood at the doorway, with 

his hat and trench coat still on, arms crossed. I could tell 

he had practiced this stance while home alone. That’s 

how pathetic this man was. Leah and I simmered down, 

but we still had to stifle our giggles with our hands. He 

examined the kitchen for half a minute before shooting 

looks into the eyes of every woman present. It sent shivers 

down their spines -- they knew what it meant. When he 

glazed over my face, I unconsciously dropped my 

shoulders, not realizing they had been tensed up. But 

then they stopped and locked with Leah’s. My stomach 



   93 

turned. Leah was his “favorite,” if you could call it that. 

He always tried to make up some excuse to be alone with 

her, or have her come in early or stay in late. Most of the 

time either I or someone else would stay and make an 

excuse of our own, “catching up on paperwork” or 

“cleaning up the counter.” We knew his game. But there 

were also times where we couldn’t stay, and Leah had to 

face him on her own. The days after those nights, Leah 

would come into the kitchen like a ghost, and jump at 

every little sound. I hated seeing her that way. But we 

couldn’t say a word. 

“Ms. Johansen. It looks like we have quite the 

situation on our hands,” Horace smiled dryly, exposing 

his rotten yellow teeth, stained from chewing tobacco. 

“I’m going to need your help clearing this up. 

Immediately, of course. Meet me in my office in 5 

minutes.” 

I quickly stepped forward. “Leah wasn’t here 

when the delivery came, Mr. Horace. I was the one who 
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signed for it. I tried to clear things up with the truck 

driver, but he said to ca--“ 

“Ms. Miller,” Horace interrupted, with a voice of 

feigned politeness. “Who the hell asked you?” 

My shoulders tensed up again. 

“I believe I was talking to Ms. Johansen. Do not 

get involved. And no one interrupt me while my door is 

closed,” he looked round into the fearful, furrowed eyes 

staring back at him. “Now get back to work.  ALL OF 

YOU,” he bellowed at the end, causing a simultaneous 

jump from the rest of the women huddled around the 

kitchen. 

Leah’s eyes immediately dropped to the floor 

and her head followed. She slowly collected herself. I was 

frozen. What could I do to stop her from getting into that 

office? I looked around at the girls, searching for some 

kind of support. All I got were passing glances and a few 

shaking heads, as if saying, “Not today, Kathleen. Don’t 

push it.” No one was willing to help. 
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I panicked. My eyes frantically looked around the kitchen 

-- I had done this countless times before, seriously 

considered just whacking the asshole unconscious with a 

frying pan. The clucking of the chickens kept me 

distracted and added to my panicked state. The 

chickens… 

I flew around the kitchen in a frenzy, pushing 

women out of my way. I started unlocking all the cages 

and shaking the chickens out, causing them to panic and 

flutter all around the black and white tiles. 

“Kathleen, what the hell…“ 

I didn’t stop to think about what I was doing. In 

my panic, though, my hands couldn’t stop shaking so 

opening the cages became harder. Leah had just closed 

the door behind Mr. Horace’s office. The women stared 

at me as I fought angry tears from my face. All of a 

sudden, I felt another pair of hands over mine. 

I looked up and saw Theresa, the oldest woman 

of the group. She had been working in the kitchen for ten 
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years and knew Horace’s office well. She began picking 

the cage lock open and motioned for me to go onto the 

next ones. 

Two or three more women stepped up and 

helped me open the rest of the cages. The others 

remained watching. I didn’t feel anger or resentment 

towards them -- I knew they had families to take care 

of.  They did, however, throw around pots and pans while 

working around us, so as to scare the chickens and cause 

more of a fuss. 

It wasn’t long until workers from outside of the 

kitchen were able to hear the commotion and ran in 

looking for an explanation. The building manager asked 

where Horace was. 

We all pointed to his office door. 
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William Ash 

 

Hunting with the Guys 

 

At dawn, the rose-gold sun crept up over the marshy 

meadows, exposing us to the light of  

 

day. Sitting in the hunting blind—watching, waiting—we 

scanned the horizon for mallards. It  

 

was a slow process, requiring time and the utmost 

devotion. The air had a piercing chill, nipping  

 

our bare cheeks, the breeze whipping the back of the 

duck blind. 

 

There are four of us: Mr. Sesler, his son and my good 

pal, Russell, my dad, and me. The  

 

Seslers supplied the sandwiches, roast beef and tomato on 

a roll; my dad and I, the decoys. We  

 

began to chow down after a while. I took a bite, 

mayonnaise steadily seeping out each side,  

 

plopping to the scattered, brown planks, lined parallel on 

the ground. Ugh, it was lavished in  

 

horseradish. I grabbed for some water, allowing it to 

lithely lave my throat, feeling immediate  

 

relief. 

 

Mr. Sesler grinned, “Too strong for ya, huh?” 

 

I nodded my head in response. He snickered, his glasses 

sliding from his face; he turned  
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the bread over, scraping some sauce off. He handed the 

sandwich back to me. I meticulously  

 

inspected it, holding the white bread between my fingers, 

taking another bite. Nibbling on the  

 

sandwich, savoring each morsel, I leaned against the 

wood. 

 

We remained silent, resting in our camouflage refuge; 

from time to time, my dad pulled a  

 

whistle close to his lips, emulating a duck call. I watched 

in admiration, keeping my focus on the  

 

hunting scope before me, the decoys floating in the tide of 

the ocean, bobbing up and down to  

 

the rhythm of the tide. Adjusting my collar to protect 

from the recent gale coming from the  

 

north, I observed the water’s shore, taking in the setting. 

 

A ferry cruised along in unadorned view. The sea’s vast 

horizon unfolded before us,  

 

uniting us to family back home. A single gull soared 

above, flapping its wings, beak turned to the  

 

wind, wondering where its flock was. Watching from our 

hideaway, a whole world was sprawled  

 

before us, unaware of our presence, concealed from it all, 

nothing looked in—nothing found us  

 

but the light of day. 
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I became fixated by the pebbles, laying on the sandy 

terrain before us, remaining  

 

unperturbed even from the most fervent whitecaps, the 

ceaselessness of the waves, breaking on  

 

the shore and rolling back out again, cycling back and 

forth for eternity—never stopping, never  

 

slowing—continuing on and on without any provocation. I 

grew weary, thinking about the tidal  

 

waves, the same ones depicted in Shakespeare’s sonnets, 

the same ones that would continue with  

 

unbroken rhythm regardless of human admiration. 

 

Mr. Sesler motioned to the rest of us. We stood up and 

moved from the blind, stretching  

 

our tired limbs, exposed to our prey. Sauntering on the 

sandy loam, we searched for a fresh  

 

hiding spot. I stared across at the sea, shimmering with a 

crimson gleam, my back turned to the  

 

sun, tenderly stroking my bare neck. I was ecstatic to 

explore the island. We trailed along the  

 

water’s brink, heading to the islet’s edge. We stamped our 

boots to the land’s supple surface,  

 

making fleeting marks. 

 

We crossed the salty marsh. Russell steered the pack, his 

lanky arms hanging, head held  
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high. We clutched our guns closely to our guts, carefully 

holding the rifles above the water’s  

 

surface. Our waders did not protect our cold bodies, 

enduring the excruciating chill, the current  

 

slightly stirred to the trend of the wind. Arriving to the 

shallow side, we hauled our heavy boots  

 

with less strain. I looked down, little minnows darted 

around my legs; then up, shells and sea  

 

glass laid strewn on the shore’s surface.  

 

Walking onto the sodden soil, we moved to higher 

terrain. The saturated pastures lay  

 

thick with long grass, remaining untamed by human 

command, protruding wildly in the most  

 

naked form. I gazed at my shadow, drifting across the 

ground, always pacing ahead of me, the  

 

silhouette bending over the reeds, the parch grass 

crunching under my sharp strides. The rest of  

 

the pack hurried in front of me.  

 

I watched the distance between us widen, feeling isolated 

as they hastened their pace. My  

 

thoughts wandered, the seemingly invisible strings of 

everyday concerns becoming unrestrained,  

 

feeling indifferent to the gentle hand of time. I imagined 

the warmth of home, thinking of my  
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mom, her cooking simmering on the stove. Longing for 

dryland, I remembered our objective, the  

 

feat of bringing a tender bird back home.  

 

 I turned around and looked to the heavens. A silver haze 

lined the sky. The sun peeked  

 

through the clouds, filling my face with its radiance; it 

winked at me. I smiled back. A mallard  

 

plummeted down near my head, distorting the resonance 

of the turbulent breeze, bent around its  

 

wings, the feathers whistling in the arid, autumn air. I 

looked to my dad, heeding his approval: he  

 

nodded.  

 

I cocked my gun and aimed down my target. I pulled the 

trigger. The recoil of the gun set  

 

me off balance and reverberated through my battered 

body. A sharp bang rang in my ears. I  

 

watched as the animal laid in the distance before me, no 

longer conscious, taking its last breath,  

 

its wings fluttering no more. How quick it left this worldly 

realm; one moment riding on the  

 

gentle wind, the next it was met with its eternal slumber. 

 

Everything became still, my comrades waiting under the 

October sky, my dad standing  
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tall at the other side of the canal with a brazen smirk, a 

look of approval. He nodded, and I was  

 

elated, but felt a peculiar emptiness surge through my 

being. I leaned over the corpse, gazing  

 

idly, looking into the bird’s eyes, glazed and still—such a 

burdensome feeling to take a life. Mr.  

 

Sesler and Russell hurried over, sacking the body, no 

burial, no epitaph or word of prayer. We  

 

packed our equipment into the vessel and headed back to 

the mainland. 
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Erin Lidl 

 

Untitled 
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Kimberly Villacis 

For better, for worse 

Fearing the chronic angers of that house, 

she ignored all signs of their splintering love 

until it turned blueblack. Tiptoeing 

around the room, around the house, around her 

husband, who spent his nights slurring 

around the block, around the kitchen, around her, 

she never said a word. 

She never knew what to expect, from the man 

she married and the monsters he carried. 

A scuff on a shoe, an unwanted meal, a squeaky step 

was all it took. 

Though her arms ached as much as her heart, 

and her hands cracked as much as her ribs, 

she ignored all signs of their splintering love 

until she turned blueblack. What did she know, 

how could she know, of a different kind of love? 

 



   105 

David Gordon 

Soulmates 

Long distance thoughts keep this man curious 

For what and why does he wish to pursue 

A match some say may be the perfect one 

But weeks become like months and then some more 

The length divides them more, and more, and more 

Is time the teller of all things to come 

Or is that just a wish for people’s fun 

I’m not the one to speak but I can try 

Nine sentences move this across the line 

A tenth so soon will tell my love goodbye 
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Riley-Elizabeth Barry 

Church & Checkers 

Sundays too my father got up early. 

drove ten miles south. Dull concrete glistening, 

not a soul to be seen, 

and when he arrived she too was numb. 

He would falteringly rouse her from bed, 

then bath and dress her to greet the Lord, all 

before the sun had awoken to see. 

As the sky was brightening, he catered to her every need 

first making her breakfast, changing laundry and sheets, 

then giving her medicine and a bath, 

and filling her in on the happenings of the world. 

Then they'd get in the car and drive to her beloved parish, 

sit in the front row thanking the Lord for all they have. 

He would spend the rest of the afternoon 

letting her play the red pieces and beat him all the while. 

She would reject each act 

until recognizing her helplessness. 

Back home as the streetlamps turned off, 

he warmed the big house with his presence. 
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Contributor Notes 

 
Mary Chambliss was born and raised in Alabama...in a 

city. She lacks country qualifications and actually hates 

country music. Regardless, she hopes someday to be one 

of those great (ok, moderately good) Southern writers 

she’s always hearing about. Check back in 20 years and 

maybe she’ll be halfway there.  

 

Jenna Casciano is a senior English major who often writes 

poetry when she should be working on other things. She 

enjoys reading, petting other people’s dogs, and 

maintaining her freshwater aquarium. 

 

Talia Ashbrook Dunyak is a current Junior English & 

German major at Lehigh hailing from Haddonfield, NJ. 

After studying abroad in the Middle East for five months, 

she began to shift her focus in poetry inward on the way 

that certain concrete moments and experiences have 

affected her views on both her family and personal life. 
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Lauren Tagliaferro has been filling the last pages of her 

notebooks ever since elementary school.  She even wrote 

a poem for her fifth grade graduation that she can still 

recite. She continues to find writing to be a wonderful 

outlet and is honored that her work has been recognized 

in the 2015 Spring Amaranth.  

 

Kimberly Villacis is a graduating English major, but didn’t 

always start out that way. Since her secret aspiration to be 

published has become a reality, she’s never looked back. 

She also studies Biology and Latin American Studies, and 

has plans to teach in New York City this upcoming fall. 

 

Dillon Wernicki is from Reading, PA. He is a senior at 

Lehigh studying computer science. He thoroughly enjoys 

long walks on white sandy beaches and mass 

consumption of bacon cheeseburgers when possible. 
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Darius Omar Williams is a professional Actor’s Equity 

Association actor, poet, playwright, fiction writer, director, 

and historian. A Mississippi native, Darius is currently a 

faculty member in Lehigh University’s Department of 

Theatre. His research focuses on indigenous African 

ritual performance traditions, Black Southern Queer 

Culture and the intersection of Yoruba and Mississippi 

Delta Blues tradition. Most recently, Darius completed 

his debut novel, Blue Light ‘Til Dawn.  
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