Inscape
Volume 26

Number 1

Article 38

4-2006

Full Issue Winter 2006

Follow this and additional works at: https://scholarsarchive.byu.edu/inscape

Recommended Citation
(2006) "Full Issue Winter 2006," Inscape: Vol. 26 : No. 1 , Article 38.
Available at: https://scholarsarchive.byu.edu/inscape/vol26/iss1/38

This Full Issue is brought to you for free and open access by BYU ScholarsArchive. It has been accepted for
inclusion in Inscape by an authorized editor of BYU ScholarsArchive. For more information, please contact
scholarsarchive@byu.edu, ellen_amatangelo@byu.edu.

1NS CAPE

a creative writing journal

2006

IN 5CAPE

is published once a year as a cooperative effort of the
BYU College of Humanities and the Department of
English. The contents represent the opinions and beliefs
of the authors and not necessarily those of the editors,
our staff, our advisors, Brigham Young University, or its
sponsoring institution, The Church of Jesus Christ of
Latter-day Saints.
Current students of BYU are welcome to submit typed
double-spaced manuscripts to the Department of
English, inscape, CRWH, Provo, Utah, 84602, or email
inscape@byu.edu. Questions and comments can be
directed to our email address or (801) 422-3553.
Cover art by Elizabeth Matthews, "Boundaries."
Printed by Brigham Young University Press. Copyright
©2006. All rights reserved.

INSCA..PE

staff

editor sarah jenkins
assistant editor kjerstin evans
prose editors linda walton
mary leah hedengren
poetry editor james dewey
layout & production erin hallmark
advisors

linda hunter adams
patrick madden

staff analise bell
brad chatterly
christina padilla
dawnee l burson
jenny dahl
jenny grafiada
jon ogden
katherine fisher
krista stockton
maile s nomiyama
marisa b neyenhuis
michelle brady
nirati agarwal
rachel siddoway
sean johnson
shelsea van ornum
tanya showalter
taylor thompson
whitney roberts

TAB LE OF

contents

SH o F--.T ST o F--.Y an american in starbucks
erin barker

13

the art of living
d.c. nelson

21

duck
a.e. marlowe

27

running
piper rae armstrong

35

bios

42

PE F--.SONAL two glass pitchers
ESSAY holly rose hansen

45

satan's literature
christopher sorensen

49

abandoned
emily mcarthur

53

posturing
ryan mcilvain

59

bios

62

POETF--.Y polaroid transfer
chantelle daines
prayer cap
Jon ogden

65
66

then i became eve
emily stanfill

67

prodigal
aaron robert alien

68

when i went to
auschwitz i was sitting
Jon ogden
true love
Joe plicka
late blooms
d.c. nelson

71

72

1

75

september
linda paulsen

76

autumn sextilla
ammon barker

77

stonegate suburb, 1989-90
Joe plicka

78

planting tulips
linda paulsen

81

brain damage
whispered allegro
Jon ogden

82

bios

84

12

A~T lindsay
steven James

20

isidore

david habben

II

26

sing

david habben 11
italian windows

34

aida warren
new york fire escape

44

les/,ey colvin
47

sunburst

aida warren
48

asphyxiation

david habben

11

mountain ranch barn

steven James

52

57

lifeless tree

rachel meibos

58

once ...

david habben

II

pie variety

61

aida warren
rotunda

64

Lesley colvin
ellis island, new york

70

steven james
springtime blossoms

74

aida warren
orsay clock

80

becky morris
bios

86

GEIZ.),.J~J) MANLEY

HOPKINS

Inscape is the inward quality of
objects and events, as they are
perceived by the joined observation
and introspection of a poet, who in
tum embodies them in unique poetic
forms.

5HO~T 5TO~Y

STEVEN JAMES , lindsay

ER..IN

BAR.KER.

an american in starbucks

A

nnie emerged from the Banco de Espana metro station
and pulled the hood of her raincoat over her head. The

December storm made the sky outside darker than inside
the metro station.
The rain came down hard and fast, but Annie didn't
move. Instead she lee it stream down her back while she
scared at the slick windows of Starbucks. The huge picture
windows gave her a clear view of its occupants; no Julia.
Annie looked coward the fountain of Cibeles and then down
the street toward Sol. Clearly, Julia was lace.
Annie waited. She faced the coffee shop and surveyed
it with a sort of disgust. le bothered her chat such blatant
American capitalism, albeit in the form of mochas and
double espressos, had made its way from Seaccle co
downtown Madrid.
The city rain soaked into Annie's cloches and crept up her
pane legs until she felt covered with diluted sidewalk grime.
She considered going back into the metro for protection ,
though Starbucks looked warmer and cleaner. As she
deliberated , the number fifteen bus hydroplaned past her
and sent a sheet of water over the sidewalk. Annie jumped
backwards coo lace. She tried co shake the water off her and
then reluctantly trudged inside Starbucks.
Annie stood near the large glass window, just inches from
the door, not quite sure where co situate herself. She had
no intention of ordering, but she couldn't just stand in the
middle of the shop and drip on the floor. le would be another

ten or fifteen minutes before anyone else got off at the metro stop, so she
pulled out a stool near the window and sat hesitantly on its edge.
The dark evening forced Annie to strain to see anything past her own
reflection in the window. A few wet commuters tried to squeeze onto the
crowded buses. An elderly senora pried open walkways between the passengers
with her umbrella. Some businessmen hurried past on the sidewalk, covering
their heads with newspapers left over from the day's commute.
Annie loved the flow of this city: the discotecas and bars overflowing in
the early morning hours and the long lazy siesta that had been abandoned
in the city center and department stores but was still religiously followed by
the small businesses and neighborhoods. She felt as if Madrid couldn't decide
whether to stop or go. She liked its indecisiveness. It fit her; at least that was
what she had told Roger.
'Tm not leaving next week," she said.
"Is this about Brussels?" he asked. They had fought in Brussels.
"No," Annie said, trying to find his eyes behind his sunglasses. " It's about
this." She stretched her arms outward , trying to take in the setting of the tiredlooking park where boys played soccer on the pale dirt field and peacocks
roamed the rocky lawns.
"] want to stay."
Annie wanted to explain that here her life didn't have to be important in
any grand ostentatious way. Here she felt like it was enough just to live, to
saunter through the city with her camera, to eat tapas, to take leisure rambles
through the parks, and to dance.
"] have to go to Chicago next week," Roger reminded her.
"I know," Annie said and they watched silently as a peacock strutted away.
That was three years ago; they hadn't spoken much since that day. He
called once when he'd seen some of her photos in the travel magazine he often
freelanced for. But he hadn't been back to Spain, and she hadn't been back to
America. It was better that way. Her parents had been right; he was too old
for her. But she still wished he'd understood . Spain captivated her. But had she
dared to put her emotions into thoughts she might have realized that staying
had more to do with home and her family than with Spain.
Watching the rain made Annie pensive, so she swiveled around on her
stool and studied the coffee shop. The line zigzagged rwice, and several tables
were occupied. The crowd was young, composed of students and working
professionals. A few grabbed their lattes, flicked open their umbrellas, and
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rushed out, but most chatted as they lingered over their coffee, reluctant to
leave the dry haven of Starbucks.
Her eyes fell upon a man paying at the register. She could tell he was
an American , probably in his mid-twenties. He nodded something to the
cashier, paid , and made his way to the rust-colored couches on the opposite
side of the shop. Annie watched him as he set his coffee on the low table and
pulled a notebook from his faded backpack. He settled his lanky frame onto
an oversized couch and searched for his place in the green notebook. Once
satisfied with a page, he produced a pen from behind his ear. He touched it to
the paper but then drew it back again, deciding instead to survey the room.
Annie glanced away.
"Probably just some tourist," she thought bitterly. "Way to experience
Spanish culture, buddy: Starbucks. He probably ate at McDonald's for lunch
too." She rolled her eyes and turned back to the window.
The rain was still streaming down . Annie let her mind gravitate toward
her plans for the night. If Julia ever showed up, they were going to go eat
downtown, and then Annie planned to meet Carlos later. She wanted to see
the holiday lights in Sol and maybe go dancing.
Annie loved Sol at night, especially in December when all the lights were up.
The colors were bright: not just reds and greens but blues and pinks, with stars
hanging between the skyscrapers. One of the Three Kings sat on almost every
corner promising gifts to the children who had lined up to sit on their laps. But
Annie's favorite part was the child's wonderland that hung on the facade of the
department store Corte Ingles. Cartoonish mechanical puppets popped out of
colorful doors and sang Cortelandia to crowds of delighted onlookers. Children
sitting on their father's shoulders would cheer and sing along.
When Annie was growing up, her dad used to pile the whole family
into their Honda and drive them to the suburbs where houses seemed
buried in lights, glowing Samas, and inflatable creches. Her mom would
put on a cassette of Christmas songs and they'd all try to out-sing each
other. Sometimes Todd would even belt out his own lyrics. That was how
Annie liked to remember Christmas. Back when her dad still came home in
the evenings and before Todd and Stephanie moved away. Back when hot
chocolate was her drink of choice, and she still hadn't kissed anyone under the
mistletoe.
Annie didn't really want to think of home. She called her parents dutifully on
birthdays and major American holidays, but that was it. And even then she never

really talked; she'd let them fill up the time with details of Todd and Stephanie's
current successes. She would mention a little about her work and promise to
send them some photos. Then she'd hang up before her mom could ask when
she was moving back to the States.
Thinking of home Annie turned back to the American. She considered
him with mild interest. He propped his head up in his left hand as he wrote
and buried his fingertips in his mass of wavy hair. His hair was the color of
sandpaper, almost red but not quite. Annie liked his silver-wired glasses and
thought that he would have been less attractive without them .
He stopped writing to sip his coffee, and Annie realized that she had been
staring at him for awhile. She djdn't want him to notice her, so she faced the
window again and tried to look busy by fidgeting with a sugar packet. She
wondered what brought him to Spain. "Maybe he is just vacationing; no, he's
alone. Here studying? Maybe. Maybe he is here on business? Too young."
Annie shifted so she could see his reflection in the window; he was still
writing in his notebook. She smiled

to

herself and decided he was a young

expatriate novelist, something of a brooding rebel, aspiring to become the next
Hemingway.
Annie glanced in his direction again, just to make sure her verdict fit his
persona. He leaned back casually against the red cushions and let his right
arm dangle over the armrest. His notebook had fallen closed on his lap, and
he twirled his pen absentmindedly between his fingers. His brown eyes,
nicely framed by his glasses, fixed upon Annie. Startled she dropped the sugar
packet onto the counter and snapped her head back toward the street. A
handful of people appeared from the metro station and quickly scattered into
neighboring businesses. She squinted, hoping to see Julia among the group.
No Julia. Annie would have to wait at least ten more minutes.
Annie could still feel the American's eyes on her. But she ignored him . She
hoped he didn't realize that she was an American. She knew he was American
as soon as she saw him. He stood out because his jeans hung comfortably near
his hips. It was his casual brown sweater too, but it was more than his clothes.

It was the way he carried himself, the way he had slung his backpack over his
shoulder when he had walked to the couch, and the way his thin frame seemed
to fill the oversized couch. He didn't swagger or strut but simply walked as if
he were comfortable within the space around him, like he was walking around
in his own home. He was definitely American.
Annie could hear the sound of the traffic as the cars and buses sliced
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through the puddles in the road. She shivered as she watched a teenager
practically dive into the metro station. Should she wait longer? She'd order a
coffee. Maybe Julia had just got off work late. She wouJd rather stay dry than
wander around downtown alone.
Annie slid her light body easily from the stool. Her socks still sloshed a bit
inside her shoes, and she tried to walk to the counter without them squeaking.
"Podrfa tener un ... ," here she paused , "un chocolate, por favor." The man
behind the counter smiled at her.
"Hace frfo, ~no?"
" Si , me ahogo afuera."

" Estele ayudara."
"Gracias."
Annie picked up her styrofoam cup and a napkin then paid the cashier.
As she turned to face the tables and couches scattered throughout the store
she noticed the American gazing at her. She smiled to herself, hoping he had
heard her speak. He turned back to his notebook but didn't continue writing.
She had planned on returning to her stool at the bar by the window. Instead
she stood in the middle of the store and wondered what the American was
thinking about.
The man behind her in line paid and left, bumping her arm as he tried to
walk passed her. Annie's hot chocolate splashed on her hand and realized that
she'd been standing in the middle of Starbucks staring at a complete stranger.
She clumsily scraped the chair nearest her away from the table and clunked
into it before anyone else noticed her. As she wiped the dripping hot chocolate

from her hand , she glanced again at the American.
He was watching her in slight amusement. Annie ducked her head.
Suddenly she hated him . She hated how he looked at her like he knew her. It
bothered her that he probably thought she was just like him, an American in
Starbucks. She hated him because he probably talked too loud and couldn't
speak one word of Spanish. And she hated him because he'd probably see a
bullfight and stroll through the Prado, then write about the wonders of Spain
like he understood it, like he felt its rhythm pulsating through his blood-a
rhythm different from flamenco or the discotecas, smoother and richer, like
Spanish hot chocolate. The same rhythm , she realized, that she tried to capture
with her photos.
Annie turned away in anger. She'd forgotten about her wet slacks; she'd
forgotten about Julia, and Carlos. What time was she meeting Carlos anyway?
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11:00. Ah, maybe she wouldn't go. He'd probably be drinking anyway. She
hated it when he drank.
They always spoke in Spanish. Annie didn't mind; she preferred it really.
It rolled off her tongue as easily as English did , and there was something so
attractive, so soothing about the Spanish language. But sometimes Annie had
the feeling that with Spanish she missed something crucial-some subtlety
that was the key to everything. She often felt this when she spoke with Carlos.
She worried if the language obscured what each person really thought and
felt. That's why she hated it when Carlos got drunk. His words flattened out
and ran together until Annie couldn't quite grasp what he was saying. No , he
probably wouldn't miss her if she didn't meet him tonight.

It had been awhile since Annie had even spoken in English, just a hurried
Happy Thanksgiving phone call from her family two weeks before. But before
that? She couldn't even remember.
Annie wiped her finger beneath her lightly mascaraed lashes. She glanced
at the American to see if he was still looking at her, but he'd gone back to
writing in his notebook. She was now sitting too far from the window to see
outside but assumed it was still raining because each customer walked in with
a dripping umbrella. Annie checked her watch. She'd been in Starbucks for
almost an hour. She sighed. Julia obviously wasn't coming. It was too early to
eat and too early to meet up with Carlos. She wanted to leave, but she didn't
want to go back to her apartment.
"I bet he doesn't whistle at women," Annie thought, and the image of the
American in his loose fitting jeans whistling across the street to a girl made her
laugh. Annie was suddenly conscious of her slightly damp hair. She shook it
gently and then ran her fingers through it to smooth it again.
Annie bit her lip and stared into her hot chocolate, wondering for the first
time if they had mini-marshmallows in Spain. Not nubes, but the tiny ones
she used to mound on top of her hot chocolate and then dig back out with
her spoon so she could eat them before they melted. She hadn't had minimarshmallows for years, yet she suddenly wanted some. She wanted the hot
chocolate her mom used to make her when she came in the house tired from
playing in the snow. She was tired now. Tired of not knowing whether to stop
or go. She sighed and told herself she was being ridiculous.
A customer entered and brought the December air in with him. Annie
shivered on the metal chair. Her short, fine hair had almost dried , but the
lower legs of her black pants were still damp.

SHOR..T STOR..Y

I

Annie carefully stood up from her chair and picked up her half-empty cup
of hot chocolate. She walked toward the door and then paused. Annie squinted
out the window into the darkness. The number fifteen passed by on its way
to the heart of Madrid, carrying people toward Sol, the lights, and music. She
watched it until the red lights disappeared into the bend in the road.
Annie reached for the handJe of the door. Her purse strap slid down her
arm until it caught in the crook of her elbow. Again she paused, her arm
outstretched on the metal handJe. The music in the coffee shop played slower
and the chatter was a little less lively. She glanced over her shoulder. The
American was still relaxed on the couch. He had dropped his pen again and
taken to sipping his coffee meditatively. Then slowly, deliberately, Annie
slipped her purse strap back onto her shouJder and turned her back on Madrid.
She wound her way through the tables toward him. The American looked
up. He set his coffee on the table and stared at Annie for a second, curiously,
but with a slight smile. She took courage at the smile and approached the
couch.
"Hi ," he said in English.
"Hi ," she said.
He moved his backpack onto the ground, as if he had been saving her a seat
all aJong. Annie smiled and sat next to him on the couch.
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D .C.

NELSON

the art of living

I

t was late when Mark picked Death up on the corner of
State and Main. Death was call , thin, and his neck badly

needed another pass with the razor. He was wearing a ratty
black sweater and dark Levis with a jagged gash displaying a
white and angular left knee. He had been standing in the rain,
his thumb pointed vaguely north.
"Where do you need to go?" asked Mark as Death folded
his lanky frame into the passenger seat. Death smelled of wet
clothes and the acrid taint of rotting leaves.
'Tm going toward Shelton," said Death easily. "I have an
eight-thirty appointment. Or," he considered, "maybe eight
forty-five. I'm not particular." He Rashed his wrist at Mark,
displaying bare white skin where his watch should be.
Beth would like him, Mark thought. Beth would find
something to like about him. "The devil is in the details,
Mark," she had said that morning as her hand brushed back
her hair. "Or, rather, the angel is. We always hate people in
general and love people in particular."
"What do you mean?" Mark fumbled with his tie.
"You, you idiot," his wife said affectionately. "You live your
life in a grey haze. You're a wonderful man surrounded by
wonderful things, and you never notice it."
"I notice plenty."
"Like what?" Beth formed her lips into a dramatic pout.
He kissed them. "Your hair is the exact color of the
morning sun shining through a glass of ginger ale."
"Idiot," she said again, and kissed him back.
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In the car, Mark flipped on his turn signal. "Where's your appointment?"
"Oh , wherever," said Death. ''I'll know it when I see it." He clicked his head
to the side, a sudden, birdlike gesture. "What's your name?"
"Oh, sorry," said Mark, extending the hand closest to Death. "Mark
Connors. I'm headed into Shelton, so you're in luck."
"Thanatos," said Death. "It's Greek. But Nate's easier." He shook Mark's
hand. His hand was cold and left Mark's fingers tingling. His fingerprints
dragged on Mark's as he pulled his hand away.
There had been five clients today in his cramped accountant's office, and
thinking back Mark couldn't remember what order they had been in , or even
the particulars of their faces and mannerisms. He did all right in the moment,
he thought, but he couldn't sustain an appreciation of people and things for
long. He tried to appreciate Death, caught for the moment by the way Death's
hands splayed over his spare knees. Death was humming a song that conflicted
in both rhythm and tone with the woman's voice singing a quiet love song on
the radio.
Mark cleared his throat and pulled the gearshift into drive. He eased into the
flow of traffic on Main, his tires squelching on the wet street. He disliked small
talk. "So , what do you do?"
"I collect souls." Death watched the cars swim by. 'Tm the Grim Reaper."
Mark raised his eyebrows. "The Grim Reaper."
"Indeed." Death grinned. "Do you mind if I turn off the radio?"
Mark shrugged. Death reached over and flicked the knob with a flourish of
his hand. The music died in a crackle of static.
"Don't like music?" asked Mark. At Death's flourish he had noticed, with
a stirring of unease, that Death was slightly effeminate.
Death shrugged, an awkward, rolling movement. "Human contact, that's
what I like. That stuff-" he waved his hand at the radio "-is fake, a trick. It's
just a copy of the original."

It was a mistake to have picked Death up, Mark decided. Still , it had been
his choice-it was foolish to think of Death as an annoyance, a disturbance, or
something apart from everyday life. He realized he was clenching his jaw and
slowly relaxed it. "What's the original?"
Death smiled an eerie, quiet smile that burned in his pale blue eyes. "You are.
You're living. That's a music of its own. Your heart beating, your blood scraping
across your cells like a tambourine. Even your brain has-a vibration, a tone.
Music. Haven't you ever heard it?"
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"Not really," said Mark Beth would like Death, he told himself firmly. Beth
would not let herself get flustered by the birdlike scrutiny in Death's gaze.
"Pity," said Death. "You have a nice heartbeat. Primal. It's one of the reasons
I let you pick me up."
"Well." Mark squirmed carefully and quietly in his seat. "You don't look like
the Grim Reaper."
"Oh, costume," said Death , wrinkling his nose. "I haven't done the robe and
scythe for centuries. People no longer expect it, you see, and it's inconvenient
and unnecessary. After all-" Death scratched his neck with a rasping sound
"-all I have to do is show up and that is that." He clapped his hands together
for emphasis and then shrugged. "It doesn't matter what I look like."
"Do yo u like your job?"
"Love it," said Death , chewing on the words. "I get to interact with people in
a rather-ah-unique way, and I provide a valuable service."
Mark shook his head. "A service?"
"I suppose it's hard to see it that way from your position," said Death. "But
I like to think of myself as a sort of glorified garbage collector."
Mark laughed , a barking, humorless sound.
"It's a good job," said Death, "though I appreciate a break as much as the
next man. It's nice to have a moment with you, even. I don't get to talk to many
living souls. And I like the music of the living-it's a change." His head went to
the side again in that jerky bird movement. "The dead are-well, the dead are
different. Few of them are prepared for the-the one-sidedness of being dead."
"One-sidedness?" The freeway was busy, the lights of the cars confused in
the watery air. The rain was beginning to clear up; the drops were falling in
sporadic clusters onto the windshield.
"Well , when yo u're dead, there's only death to think about," said Death .
"Continual death, continual dying-there's an art to being dead as much as
there's an art to being alive. Most souls aren't prepared to be dead; they don't
realize dying never stops. And after a while, their thoughts begin to take on a
panern, a repetition-a beat, even-until they're just howling over and over
again the great eternal fact I'm dead." Death chuckled. "It's all very poetic,
but it doesn't make good conversation. It's nice to get away from it for a while."
"It sounds like Hell ," said Mark

"It may be," said Death , sounding intrigued. "I don't know. I don't really have
any religious affiliation."

"So everyone ends up the same?" said Mark "That doesn't sound too hopeful."
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"Well, not exactly the same," said Death. " But without life, without living,
there's nothing to-to distract you from yourself. And when you're dead-well ,
you're dead. Everyone is focused on themselves, focused on being dead." Death
chuckled and shook his head. " Poor souls."
"You're not very cheerful ," said Mark.
"No one expects me to be," said Death, Rapping his hands negligently.
"What I'm trying to say that, compared to your music, the dead are like
children singing 'Ring around the Rosy' ." Death pursed his lips. "You're more
like Beethoven and Shakespeare all in one."
Mark grunted uneasily.
Death sighed. "Pity you don't recognize it. You can let me out here."
" Here?" Mark looked at Death , who smiled back benignly. "It's in the
middle of the freeway."
"Well, obviously you let me off on the side of the road ," said Death. " But
this is where my appointment is."
Mark slowed, glancing across the soggy landscape. There was no marker or
place where anyone could meet. "Look, I can't just leave you out in the rain."
" It's not raining." Death pointed outside. "I'll be all right. Besides, yo u'll feel
better to have me out of your car."
"Don't be silly," said Mark weakly. "Let me at least take you into Shelton. We
can find you someplace warm to stay."
"We're going to miss it, and I don't want to have to walk back," said Death.
Death was staring out the window, his hand resting on the door handle.
Sighing, Mark turned on his hazard lights and pulled to the side of the road.
"Thank you, Mark," said Death , unbuckling his seatbelt as Mark pulled to a
stop. "You make a very nice music. I hope I run into you again before the end."
He opened the door. A cold, misty wind seeped into the warm car.
"Your end, I mean," added Death as he climbed out of the car. H e gave Mark
another eerie smile. 'Tm forever."
"Wait," said Mark loudly, putting the car in park and opening his door. H e
pulled himself out of his seat into the chilly night air. "At least let me give you
some money or something."
Death looked at him from the other side of the car. His smile widened. "Are
you trying to bribe me?"
'Tm not-" said Mark.
There was a metallic scream from the road in front of them, and Mark
turned just in time to see a large black pickup truck careen across the lane of
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traffic, ricocheting off a small semi truck in a long stream of sparks that shone
in the dark like a photographer's Hare. The force of the semi knocked the truck
over, and it barreled sideways in an insane somersault. The truck crunched its
way toward Death and Mark, the top of the cab crumpling a bit more in each
revolution. The smoking debris came to a halt five feet from Mark's car.
With a shudder, Mark realized he hadn't even considered moving.
Death was looking at Mark, a connoisseur's smile on his lips. "You sound
even better when you're startled, you know," he said. "Allegro movement." He
sighed and turned to the ruined truck.
"Back to work. Thanks again for the ride."
"Who are you?" cried Mark.
Death just smiled, walked over to the truck, leaned over to peer into the
shattered windshield, and disappeared.
Without thinking, Mark followed Death, but he halted a foot from the
truck. The driver of the truck was still alive, slumped against the broken
window-Mark could see the yellow fabric of his shirt pressed up against the
spider-web mesh on the glass. His eyes were ringed with red, his blond-streaked
hair slick with dark blood. He was young, Mark thought, his jaw working,
almost impossibly young.
Mark crept closer, bending over the window. The kid was gasping loudly,
dryly. Mark leaned closer, trying to catch words, but all that escaped the kid's
mouth was a pink string of drool. Mark watched, his mouth hanging open, as
the pain-tormented self-awareness in the kid's eyes drained slowly away and the
kid went limp.
"A pity," said Death from behind Mark. "He was young. The young always
take it the hardest."
Mark spun around. "You-"
"Just a garbage man making his rounds," said Death, smiling. Whistling, he
began to walk away, his hands stuck in his pockets.
"Are you afraid to die?" Mark had asked Beth on their fourth date.
"I think so," she had said, puzzled. "I enjoy life, I wouldn't want to stopwell, noticing things, I guess. Does that sound stupid?" It had, at the time, but
he had smiled and turned back to his hamburger.
Death was farther away now, and he was sticking his thumb out to the
passing cars. Mark took a breath in and noticed that the cold air tingled in his
nostrils like carbonation. In his chest, his heart thudded, the dim echo of a
distant symphony.
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duck

E

arly in the second month of my first semester, my
roommates and I decided to get a duck. When the

subject first sprung up (From where? How do ordinary
people in ordinary conversation get on the subject of
kidnapping a duck?) we believed it to be not only clever, but
absolutely original. A duck! There were dozens of them on
campus, and according to Dave, whose family had gone to
the Y for a continuous ten years, they stayed there all through
winter. We would have plenty of time to catch ourselves a
duck this year, even with classes and work and what felt like
a dance every day of the non-Sabbath weekend.
And what would we do with the said duck once we had it?
The first suggestion for duck use was, naturalJy, as a bathtub
accessory. Dan thought this was hilarious and squirted
orange juice out of his nose between his snorts. "We could
take a picture of me in the bathtub (in my swimsuit, you
idiot!) with the duck and send it to my mom!" He suggested
as he jumped up from his seat. "We could name him Ernie!"
Everyone exploded into laughter.
"Or better," Chris said, lowering his voice, "we couJd put
it in one of the girl's bathrooms." No one but Chris thought
that this was a good idea, but the duck concept had stuck,
and over the course of the next couple of days, the duck was
the starting point for every conversation.
"We could paint its nails with the girls' nail polish, if
they'd let us!"
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"We could keep it in the cages in the basement!"
"What if I brought it to classes with me in my backpack?"
"We could let it free in the Bean Museum's duck exhibit and claim it had
come alive!"
We didn't have much else in common, but everyone knew that we needed
to get ourselves a duck. As soon as the humor of what we could do with a
duck began to die down, the logistical problems of actually catching a duck
set in. Our idea, evidently, hadn't been as original as we had thought it to be,
but we were willing to let that stand as it was, because that meant that it was
actually possible, not just a joke. One guy said his older brother's roommate
caught one and kept it until cleaning inspections, when he was found out.
What had been the punishment? He didn't know.
Dan and Dave made the first attempt, using their laundry bags to try to
catch the duck. They waited until they saw a lot of them, just swimming
around, dense, you couldn't even see any water between them . Then they
simply ran into the thick of the ducks with the mouth of the bag wide open
and the assumption that with all of the ducks, at least one of them would get
in the bag. They returned muddy, but unbowed. The ducks were faster, if not
smarter, than we had expected.
Dave was taking a psychology class and said that we were going about
this the wrong way altogether. The ducks wouldn't respond to force; they had
generations of duck-hunter experience built into their instinct. If we could
condition the ducks to trust us, we could just pick one up. Or better yet, the
ducks would just follow us around. Or if we could find a baby duck being
born, we could convince it that we were its mothers.
"Dave, do you have any idea how to find a duck egg just beginning to
open?" He admitted he didn't, but the other ideas were still sound.
For two weeks, Dave spent all of his free time by the duck pond with a loaf
of day-old Wonderbread . He joked with us that he was training them to do his
evil bidding and in just a few days he would have attack ducks, and then we'd
better all just watch out. The jokes began to taper off and one day he returned
looking absolutely dejected.
"It's impossible," he declared. " It's just simply impossible." He had shown up
right after class with a loaf of bread, and whom did he run into but a mother
with three children who had the exact same bread as him. They were throwing
gobs of it into the water without any rhyme or reason. They were just feeding it
to the ducks, not conditioning them.
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"The ducks," he concluded his story, "can't be conditioned because there
are too many other influences. If they were isolated , then it would be easy,
but with so many factors , it's just impossible." We all looked at each other
solemnly. How badly did we want a duck? To be honest, the idea had lost a
lot of its novelty to me in the past couple of weeks, but I didn't want to be the
one to stop the party short.
"We need to get a duck," Dan spoke up passionately. "We're not going to
let a couple of ducks get the better of us, are we?" We shook our heads no.
"Some students are now asleep in their classes, and if you want to be one
of them , you have my leave, but they will someday, when you show them
your duck, wish that they could trade places with you and fight with me this
... weekday." The St. Crispin speech was lousy, but we understood Dan's
resolution .
By asking around discreetly, we found that a guy in our ward had, for some
unexplained reason, a crow trap. He had lived on a farm or something and
evidently thought that as a student he would similarly need to rid himself of
birds around campus in a humane way. We asked him if we could borrow it;
actually Chris asked, and I think he lied about what we wanted it for.
The consequences for what we were about to do we didn't know, but
something about this struck us as being wrong. We hid the trap in some
bushes next to the canal. Dave set the bait, the last of his old Wonderbread.
How many times we checked that trap in the next couple of hours, I don't
know, but no one got much homework done.
"They are just sitting there, not ten feet away from the trap. Don't ducks
have noses? Can't they smell the bread?" Chris was angry at the whole
aviarial world.
"Maybe they've already been fed ," Dave sighed.
"Why don't they go after the bait?" I asked no one in particular.
Dan slammed his anatomy book closed. "That's it. I can't take it anymore.
Come on , guys, get your jackets; we're going out." We followed his exhortation.
No one but Dan , and who knows if even Dan himself, knew what we were
going to do. "If the ducks won't go to the trap, we'll scare them into it."
"That won't work," Dave said. "Remember when we tried to catch the
ducks? They never go the way you want them to."
"It'll work this time, okay? We can't just sit around and do nothing. We'll
catch a duck or we're not going home, got it? No duck, no sleep."
"You've got to be kidding," Chris shot Dan a look of disgust.
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"I have homework to do," I ventured.
"No. No one leaves until we catch a duck." He paced in front of us,
military-like. Behind him a red , white, and black sign expressly forbade any
sort of playing in the canal. "If we want to do this, let's do it."
We chased the ducks around for a half hour. Why they didn't just pick
up their wings and fly away, down to the pond or something, I don't know.
Maybe they were tired; maybe they were complacent after having eaten too
much bread. But every time we chased after them, they flew just in front of
us and then settled down again. We must have looked like a bunch of idiots.
Even Dan was beginning to see the futility of it, but then , the unexpected
happened; in a sudden outburst of chaos, a duck had flown into the trap.
"Shut the door! " Dan screamed from halfway up the bank. "Somebody
make certain the door shuts! "
Dave dove to slam the door shut, as did Chris, who hit him full force from
behind. Dave clung to the cage as he rolled down the bank of the canal. I
tried to get out of the way, but he beaned me, knocking the breath out of me
and sending us both violently into the canal . The ducks scattered around us,
quacking their offence, finally using long heavy strokes of their wings to rise
into the sky and abandon the canal to us, the cage and the duck.
She was dead. Her neck had broken in the fall and lay behind her, twisted
unnaturally. Her eyes were open , small and glassy.
"You killed it, Dave! " Chris picked up the cage and brought it out of the
canal. Dave and I helped each other up and scrambled up the banks.
" I killed it? Chris, you're the one who knocked me into the canal! I can't
believe you're trying to blame this on me! This is entirely your fault! " Dave
was in a frenzy. He swung his arms around himself, like a Japanese hand
drum. I think he may have been crying.
Dan siddled up next to the cage. "This is no one's fault." He peered at the
duck, inspecting her. "Is everyone okay? I mean besides ..."
Dave and I nodded. Everything was silent, and a car drove by on the other
side of the canal .
"What do we do now?" I asked Dan. He was the one who had worked this
out. He was the one with the answers.
He looked around, not looking for witnesses, but more like he was taking
in the entire scene. "We take her out of the cage and leave her in the canal.
Ducks die. That's what happens. We'll just leave her here and the maintenance
guys will know what to do with her."
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Chris scoffed. "Because so many ducks just naturally break their necks?"
He kicked the cage. "Everyone's going to know that it was murdered."
"Okay then! " Dan shot back, exasperated. "What do you suggest we do?"
Chris didn't say anything.
"Maybe we could just put her in the dumpster?" Dave spoke up timidly.
He had sat down on the grass next to the bushes chat were disheveled , but not
destroyed. He was idly picking the leaves off the branches.
"I don't know." This whole thing troubled me a lot. I had never killed
anything before. My uncle was big into hunting, but I had never gone.
I wished that I had, that I would know the proper way to proceed once
something was dead. I don't know that the experience would have helped me in
this situation. Both Chris and Dan had gone hunting, but they were unnerved.
This wasn't fair. The duck hadn't died in battle, but as a trapped prisoner.
"What if someone goes into the dumpster to look for something they
dropped , or climbs in to jump out and scare someone?" It had been happening
on a semidaily basis lately, and a dead duck would be noticed.
"They don't empty the dumpster more than once a week, and yesterday
they emptied it. That means our duck would be in there a week and who
knows what kind of a stink she would raise? No, Aaron's right. If anyone's in
the dumpster, they'll find our duck." Usually, if Dan agreed with me it was the
best thing I could get, but now it seemed like a hollow comfort. "Could we
bury her?"
"Where? Here in the canal? Outside the dorm? Maintenance would notice,
and they'd dig it up and would suspect foul play." No one noticed the pun. No
one laughed. Chris fell silent. We sac there, silent and guilty, on the bank of
the canal.
Looking back at it, there are things for which I am grateful about the
situation. I am grateful that no one suggested we eat her. I am grateful that we
didn't gee into a physical fight about the blame. I am grateful that the night
was cold and no handholders came across four boys and a dead duck in a cage.
Still, at the time, it felt like the world was coming to a premature end and we'd
been the instigators of it.
Dave had been staring at the stars, sharp, white against the sky. I looked up
at them with him and, because I knew all of their names and histories, grew
bored with chem. My eyes wandered to the dark silhouettes of the mountains
behind the campus. I got an idea, but I didn't want co rush it.
" Dan, do you or your cousin have the car chis week?"
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"I do."
"Could we cake her to the mountains?"
He didn't answer, but he stood up. We followed. He picked up the cage and
we went to the parking lot.
The duck rode between me and Chris in the backseat. We drove past people
we knew, who waved to us, and we waved to them , putting on smiles we
didn't feel and hoping they didn't see right through us. Dan drove fast , faster
than the speed limit, faster than he usually drove. We were lucky we didn't
get pulled over because, in addition to breaking the speed limit, possession of
dead wildlife probably carries with it a fine.
We got up past city limits, on a side road that went into the trailhead for a
waterfall. No one had said a word since we had left campus. The only noises
I could hear were our footsteps and our ragged breath , and the duck rattling
dead in her cage. We hiked up to where the waterfall fell , collected in a little
pond, and became a river that would eventually give the ditch by our dorm its
water. Chris put down the cage. "Well?"
"Let's leave her here," Dave suggested.
"Yeah, even if someone finds her and notices that she's been ... that she
didn't die naturally, there's no way they can link her to us. She could have
had her neck snapped by some predator, some raccoon or something. I'll bee
plenty of animals come here for a drink, probably carnivorous ones too." Dan
didn't look as pale as he had before.
"She'll probably end up being eaten by some scavenger anyway," put in
Chris. "Circle of life, right? We're doing nature a service by providing lunch
for something."
We all nodded , but no one wanted to be the one to open the cage and take
out the duck. "I think ducks have lice or something," Dave offered feebly.
Chris opened the cage door and shook out the duck onto the rocks by the
pool. She lay there, broken and askew, like she had been dashed against the
rocks by the waterfall. We stood there and stared at her for a while, until C hris
reminded us that he had a lot of homework to do.
We piled back into the car, this time Dave, not Chris, sat in the back with
me. No one said a word on the way back, except Dave, who said so quietly
that Chris and Dan certainly didn't hear, "Maybe we should cell the bishop."
I would like to say that this event made us men and comrades. It did
neither. In fact, we never spoke openly with each other again. Chris went
on a mission, to Brasil (yes, he said it that way), after the first semester and
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I never heard anyone say that they missed him. We just sort of opened the
door and watched him go. Dan got a call to leave for Taiwan in March , so
he went back to his hometown in California for a few months. Dave and I
got two new roommates, two RMs, one named Brandon, and another Dan
who was nothing like the first Dan. Dave and I had good times with our new
roommates, but we never told them, or anyone, about the duck. As far as I
know, no one ever has.
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running

T

he moon was an icy brilliant in a black band set with
indiscriminate stars. Her breathing had begun to steady

and her legs no longer protested at every step, but her hip
had begun to ache. The wind snatched the dying leaves from
the trees and whirled them up to meet the stars, then sent
them skittering along the ground with a sound almost like
the pattering of rain on the rooftops.
The nights had been colder lately as the fire of fall faded
into winter. But it hadn't snowed yet. She was grateful for
that. When it got too cold or snowed, she might have to give
it up until spring.
Just let fall last a little bit longer.
The wind swept ahead of her and rattled the branches
of a tree that overshadowed the path . She ran through a
shower of tiny leaves that gave the impression of snow in the
streetlamps. She reached up to brush away any of them that
might have stuck in her hair.
The darkness crept closer between the streetlights. She
shivered. She knew it was stupid-dangerous stupid-to
run all by herself at night. But it felt good to run when
the darkness had sent everyone else into their homes. She
preferred it out here where the closest people were shielded
from her by bricks, and she was the only one that was part of
the world's darkness.
The wind blew from the north , icy, and rushed her along
with the leaves, but she was still running slower than usual.
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She'd had a side cramp near the beginning of her run and had endured its
pulsing. The pain was now only a tender ache, but it was still affecting her
ability to run , slowing her progress.
The only problem was she needed to be home in time, in time to have a
shower and make dinner and put on her makeup. It was especially important
that she put on her makeup. He had never seen her without her makeup on,
except maybe when he left early before she woke up.
He seemed to be leaving earlier lately, but he slipped away so quietly that
he never woke her. He got home later at night too. If she asked him, he would
excuse it with grading essays and exams or finishing the research for his own
paper. He would be lying, so she didn't ask. It was his secret, though she
thought she could guess it.
She didn't blame him.
Running was her secret. She was especially proud because he didn't even
suspect she had a secret. Yes, it was very important that she put on her
makeup. Not that it would matter too much. He had come home so late
the last couple of nights that dinner had been cold and she had been in bed.
Perhaps he also saw her without her makeup when he came to bed so late. But
then, it was dark, and maybe he didn't see her at all.
She was never asleep when he came to bed, but she lay still and tried, by
breathing evenly and deeply, to force her mind to sleep when he came into the
bedroom. He would sigh, and she would feel the weight of his body on the
mattress. Then, he too would lie still and breathe to himself. She often wasn't
sure which of them fell to sleep first.
Last night, she had wanted to say, "I know you're awake," but she had been
afraid he would mumble something about the weather and turn to the wall.
For weeks, the only thing he mentioned was the weather. He had noticed it
was getting colder. He hoped it didn't get too cold. He wished fall would hang
on and the snow would hold off for a while. Then he would go back to his
dinner or to his newspaper.
He wouldn't understand if she told him about running. He would go out
and buy a treadmill and a third T.Y. and set up a home gym for her downstairs.
A cloud drifted across the moon, and the few leaves that still clung to the
trees whispered together. She moved more smoothly now. It always became
easier to run after the first few miles. That was something he wouldn't
understand, how the breath came easier and the pain didn't hurt so much and
the body felt lifted and carried outside of itself.

SHOR.T STOR.Y

137

He had never run in high school even though the track and cross country
coaches had begged him. He was taJI and skinny-the perfect shape for a
runner-but he had never been interested. In a way, she ran to spite him. H e
had always been smarter than her, better than her at everything. Now she was
doing something he had never done. Something he would never understand.
She shouldn't mind so much that they were growing apart. It happened to
most married couples, didn't it? Only, she knew he blamed her.
She reached the funny little house on the corner that leaned toward the
street. This was where she usually turned around. But the house seemed to say,
"Go that way," as it bowed toward the street. Wisps of fog began to coalesce
along the ground. She wanted to keep going.
If she crossed the street, she would come to the student apartment
complexes with their loud, late, bright nights. And eventually she would come
to the university. And if she ran up the stairs she could come to his office.
And there would be the brass nameplate that announced James Allen Tanner,
Ph.D.
He had been particularly proud of the nameplate when they first moved in
and were given the tour. The best part of the tour was when they had come to
his office and their guide had left them alone there. He had opened the door
again and run his fingers over his name, then brushed the dust off the empty
bookshelves and set his hand on the cheap, metal desk. He had looked at her
then , his eyes sparkling. In two steps, he had her in his arms and was twirling
her around the room. Then he held her and said, "We'll be happy here."
She hadn't been to his office since, and if she ran there now, she would find
his light out and him-James, well she wouldn't find James at all.
The fog curled around the trunks of the trees like a lacy curtain, obscuring
everything past the street sign that marked the intersection of Cherry Street
and Pavilion Way and turning the streetlamps into fuzzy globules of suspended
light. She realized that she had been running in place, still caught between the
wish to run and the fear that every second she spent running away, the later
she would get home.
She looked over at the leaning house and forced her legs forward and over
the slight rise in the road, onward into the fog.
She had never thought of him as James before. When they had first met
she had called him Jamie. Everyone else called him Jim. It was a joke. Her
name was Jamie and his name was Jamie too. It was funny. That's why they
had named their son Jamison, after both of them. But ever since Jamison was

381

,l>..ft..M5Tft..ONG

born, she had called James "Dad" and she had been "Mom." Their world and
identity had begun to revolve around Jamison.
Up ahead was a world of light and sound, a late night party with blaring
music and laughter. She turned down the next street to avoid it. The street
seemed lonelier than most, the houses were small, run down, and set far back
in their lots. Most were dark, and thick bushes and the trees obscured the light
from those that were not.
She was glad really. She would have had to be one of those women who ran
with their strollers, and that would have made her so awkward. That wasn't
what she wanted. Now, it was as if he had never been, had never affected them
at all.
He hadn't.
The aching in her side flared with pain , and she cried out. The pain shot
from hip to shoulder, but she continued to run. A streetlight flickered out
and the pain seemed to scream, "Jamie-Jamie-Jamie-" as she forced her
muscles to work, and she didn't know whether it was screaming for her or for
him or for Jamison.
All of them. It was screaming for all of them.
She stumbled on, trying to push through the cramp, gasping for breath ,
swinging her legs forward one after the other, feeling as though at any
moment her stomach would rip open. And then the pain left as quicl<ly as it
had come.

It was time to go home. The street came to an end, but a small path led off
into a wood. Thick clouds had drifted in , and the moon wasn't even a bright
spot behind them. The only light came from the streetlights that drew her on
and the soft purple light of the night clouds.
A figure appeared in the distance through the fog-like a dream, a memory,
a man tall and skinny, moving with a runner's grace. She was suddenly afraid.
But he veered quicl<ly off the path and into the woods. And then she was
running to catch up, afraid , so afraid that she wouldn't be able to catch him ,
that he would be gone when she turned after him. Her breath came fast and
hard as she turned off the path.
She had to know.
As the light of the streetlamps faded , the woods became blackness upon
blackness, the trees only visible as shadows darker than the surrounding
darkness. She heard him up ahead through the trees, the whisper of leaves
stirred by a passing phantom and the muffled crack of a branch underfoot.
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Her own foot caught on something, and she nearly fell but pulled her herself
forward and onward. She could hear his breathing now, even over her own
ragged gasps. She heard him grunt and a rustle ofleaves and she thought that
he must have fallen as she almost had. And then he was up and running, she
was upon him, beside him, and the woods burst open onto a broad road.
Out in the open, she didn't know how long she could keep up with his long
stride. But for the time their feet pounded stride for stride. They slowed for
a moment as they came to a crossroad, checking for cars. There were none.
They ran on. The fog began to fade back into the night. Ahead again were the
sounds of a late-night party.
She would have turned but for the man by her side. And then the apartment
complex, lights blazing, appeared. The best of the music pulsed in time with
their footsteps. Several of the young people in the street called out to them.
"Doctor Tanner!" one of them shouted, and the man raised a hand to him.
They were past the apartments, the music fading into the background
when the clouds surrendered and began to drop their burden of snow over
the world. Suddenly, the air was full of silence, floating in cold, white Rakes
that caught the light of the streetlights and threw it back, shimmering and
glittering. It melted away on their skin , and in the hush , the stillness, it
seemed she could feel the heat of him in the space between their bodies, that
it was the heat of his body that was turning the Rakes of snow into glistening
sparkJets on her skin. She hadn't expected it to be so comforting to run with
him.
Soon afterward they came to the intersection of Cherry and Pavilion. He
slowed and then jogged in place at the curb. She turned to look at him. The
snow was sticking in his hair, turning it white. He gave her a tentative smile,
and nodded , then turned and ran back toward the university. She watched as
he reached the end of the block and turned down the street.
She turned and ran across the street past the leaning house. It seemed
different with its lights out, slumbering peacefully in its quilt of snow. She
began to run faster knowing that he was on his way home. The night seemed
warmer than it had before, as though the snow in its closeness had immersed
the world in warmth.
She ran faster-faster-faster, the Rakes of snow plastered against her face.
She could tell she had run much farther than normal. Her legs felt like lead.
She was having trouble bringing one leg in front of the other. She fell in a heap
once on a slick patch in the middle of the road. She found it difficult to get
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up again , her feet slipping on the ice, and her legs wobbling from exhaustion.
She had to get home in time to have a shower and make dinner and put on her
makeup .
Finally she made it home, barely running at all the last few blocks. She sat
for a moment at the bottom of the stairs inside as her breath came in staggered
gulps. She crawled up the stairs on all fours, as she might have chased Jamison
up them, but slowly. She collapsed again when she reached the bathroom, and
the cold tile pressed into her side. It took an enormous effort to pull herself up
over the lip of the tub. She didn't have enough energy to remove her clothes,
but she ran the water and pulled the shower curtain closed. Then still lying
at the bottom of the tub, she pulled the stopper so the water beat down from
the shower head, the sharp spray stinging her body. The water burned for a
moment on the cold skin of her feet.
Her body's tiredness washed away with the water, but it left her mind
fatigued. Her heartbeat slowed. Her eyes closed.
When Jamison was first born, James had held him so awkwardly, his
muscles taut and his brow drawn down in concentration. But he had learned ,
and later, during the late nights when Jamison would cry, James would
cradle him in his arms and mumble songs to him as they walked the Aoor
together. Then she would come out to watch as James would sit down in her
grandmother's old rocking chair and rock both their son and himself to sleep.
When both their eyes had closed, she would come out and try to slip their son
out of his arms to take him back to his crib. But that always woke James, and
he would place Jamison gently back in his crib. Then he would take her by the
hand and tuck her in before climbing into bed himself.
After a lifetime, the water ran out. She wrung as much of the water as
she could out of her clothing and climbed out of the tub. Her clothing clung
clammy against her skin , and her hair hung damply to her waist. She shivered
violently. Climbing out of her wet clothing, she wrapped herself in a towel.

It was James's towel and it smelled of him; she pulled it tight around her,
as tight as his embrace had been at first, when they still fell asleep in each
other's arms.
She turned on the hair dryer. Its warmth against her cheek and hair made
the rest of her body feel colder by contrast. Soon, her hair was dry. She
brushed it a hundred times until every single tangle was gone. As she reached
for her eyeliner, she heard the front door open and close. Her hand trembled
above the container and she paused.
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Soon, she would be going to bed. She would by lying in bed, alone in the
dark. She steadied herself and began applying her eyeliner, first

to

her right

eye, then to her left. Next she applied her mascara, then blush , then lipstick.
She swept her hair back and turned

to

critically observe herself in the

mirror.
James had been the first man she believed when he told her she was
beautiful. It had been a long time since then. She wondered if he still thought
it about her. She had always thought that he was handsome. Jamison had had
so much of James in him. Even as a two-year old, his smile was a reflection of
James's and his hair was the same glossy black with the widow's peak. James
had thought he looked like her, mostly in the eyes.
The closet was fuJI of outfits to wear. She chose jeans and a white shirt.
Now for dinner.
The air outside the bedroom was colder since it had mixed with the outside
air when James had come in. Winter was here. How long would it be until she

could run again? She pushed that thought out of her mind. And remembered
how close he had been. How strong and steady he had seemed. How much she
had wanted to touch him or say something to him. How much she wanted
to run with him again. But it was getting colder. And it would keep getting
colder. But spring would come. Perhaps they would run together then.
Descending the stairs, she saw him-James-Jamie standing at the stove,
boiling water. Her heart beat a little faster and her breath came irregularly. He
held his hands in the steam and massaged them vigorously. A box of spaghetti
stood next to him on the counter. The floor creaked as she stepped out into the
light of the kitchen. He turned, his hair sparkling with tiny droplets of water.

It must still be snowing outside.
He gave her the shy smile he had given her before.
She opened her mouth , "Well, Jamie, it got cold enough to snow."
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cuddled her precious bundle of joy. Now, nineteen years
lacer, Piper is busy living up co her spicy nomenclature. She
enjoys office supplies, collects shiny metal objects, and occasionally knocks her bed off its cinderblocks in the middle
of the night. She is a brilliant in every sense of the word.
(Note: co all you literary plebeians out there, a brilliant is a
special cut of diamond.)
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HANSEN

two glass pitchers

I

made orange passion fruit juice this morning in my glass
pitcher that kind of looks like the Kool-aid man. I have

two of them , exactly the same. One I got for my wedding
and the other one I got five years later-for my divorce,
I guess you could say. I can't tell one from the other, so
alike they seem to me. I am happy to use both of them, the
contents tasting as good, pouring out as well, mixing as
smoothly. Both were gifts from our family members making
sure my husband and I were taken care of, that we had all
we needed , that everything was in order. The first one I
unwrapped while wearing a white dress in a reception hall;
the second gift I received outside my townhouse.
I had just pulled up and his sister's family was there on
the sidewalk, wrapped gifts in hand, with the new baby, six
months old now. It was dark and Christmas cold but they
could not come in. It was late and they needed to be on their
way home to get their two babies in bed. Kjerston was still
in her carseat and I kissed her there, my tear clinging to her
cheek, and she cooed out something that sounded like Aunt
Holly. I hugged Eldon, crying harder now, his big toothy
grin revealed in the lamplight. And Laurisa, large glasses
glinting, awkward and fumbling a bit with the baby, crying
too-the dark past of the asphalt beneath our feet. Sniffiing,
whipping at the tears washing over my cheeks, no Kleenex,
just wiping it on my jeans, asking about the family, hugging
them, holding the baby, not knowing what to say. Smiling
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and crying and wondering what I was doing outside on a dark and cold
Christmas night with people I used to call my family. I waved to them, wiping
at my eyes as they drove away, their headlights flashing, blinding me as they
turned.
I went inside, without turning on the light, and unwrapped the box, the
cool light of the streetlamp streaming through my gauzy curtains. Another
pitcher, I thought, just like the old one. I don't think they knew they had
completed the pair, don't think they could have foreseen the irony when they
picked it up at Lecter's or Wal-Mart as they dashed off to buy other things
on their list. But I did as I washed it out and put it in the cupboard next to
its mate. There wouldn't have been room for it there, not before he had taken
his bowls and pie plates. It's a good pitcher even though you have to put cling
wrap over it to stop the juice from tasting like salsa and potatoes when you
put it in the fridge. I like the way you can see the juice through it, how it is
heavy in your hand , feeling solid as you pour. I like the way ice crystals form
in it when you use cold water and frozen juice concentrate, the way the glass
is cold when you hold it in your palm to steady it. If I dropped it, it would
shatter, forever broken on the hard floor, unfixable, to be swept up and put
in the garbage can , perhaps leaving little pieces of glass to find months later
as you sweep a forgotten corner or while walking in the kitchen one morning
wanting some juice. But instead you push the hard sliver in your toe, the red
drop of blood forming unexpectedly as you pull out the glass.
But I do not drop it. I hold it carefully and put it safely in the cupboard
with the other one, their bases kissing, not knowing which one was the start
and which one the gift of the end and me not being able to tell which one I
like better, so alike they are to me.
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satan 's literature

I

have little use for the classics. I realize they're well-written,
timeless stories that truly exemplify the human condition,

but I don't really have any desire to read them. Anything that
has been raised to the lofty title of "literature" is likely too
full of itself to realize that it is no more than words on paper.
I realize literature is not self-aware, but it's difficult to mock
something that has no self-concept. You just don't get the
satisfaction of fine ridicule.
Being inanimate, literature has never done anything
to harm me personally, but others have used it against me
on many occasions. The main culprits for my functional
"alliteracy" are my English teachers. I don't know if alliterate
is actually a word, but my beloved spell-check isn't rejecting
it, so I guess it's kosher. I'm using alliterate to mean I can
read-I just usually choose not to. I can read Macbeth. I
can tell you what it means. I can tell you what the trees
symbolize and how they indicate Shakespeare was gay. I
just choose not to. God has given me the right to make
such decisions, and I tend to be pro-God. These diabolical
English teachers ignore my decision to avoid "the classics"
and force me to read them , laughing maniacally all the while.
It's feasible that I would have enjoyed these books had I read
them of my own volition; this I can believe. But by forcing
my nose between the pages these teachers have ruined it for
me. let me give you an example.
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In seventh grade we read 7be Golden Goblet. I wouldn't equate this book
with Arma Karenina, but it must have won a Caldecott or Newberry or
Golden Globe, or whatever they're giving books these days. Its protagonist
was a plucky young Egyptian lad named Raq. Raq bothered me right off.
According

to

what these same English teachers had been teaching me for years

his name should have been Raqu. There's always supposed

to

be a U after Q;

even I can remember that spelling rule. And I learned how to spell in England.
I still occasionally spell color as colour, and have never figured out grey versus

gray. Yet this Q-U rule doesn't seem to apply to Raq. I'm pretty sure this is
the exact reason we attacked Iraq back with Read-My-Lips Bush. They didn't
respect the U then, and they don't respect George Double-U now.
Raq wanted to be a goldsmith , which I didn't care about at all. I'd already
learned all I needed

to

know about metal working from Johnny Tremain

and his silver and Alma and his dross. Raq should pick a career they haven't
written a book about yet, like professional recumbent bicycle salesman. I never
got to hear about that in grade school. But Raq wanted to be a goldsmith ,
and soon he got involved with secret societies, ancient treasure, and that sort
of thing. In reality it should have been the type of thing I'd like. It almost
certainly had more plot, better dialogue, and more scarab beetles than The

Mummy. But no one forced me to watch The Mummy, so I enjoyed it. They
forced The Golden Goblet on me, just as Satan would if he were a middle
school teacher. And I strongly suspect he may be in his spare time.
A greater sin than forcing me to read The Golden Goblet was forcing
me to respond to it. For most of the books I read through school there was
some type of an activity to go along with it: creating a diorama, writing a
book report, or training monkeys to reenact a chapter. For this book we had
a response journal. We needed to respond to each chapter with an entry in
our journal describing our personal reaction and feelings on what occurred.
My teacher wanted us to write a page of response about the page and a half
we had just read. It seemed to me that seventh graders had become the new
Gutenberg printing press: producing twenty-something handwritten copies of

The Golden Goblet, only slightly abridged and extremely misspelled. This is a
cruel waste of time to inflict upon any child, but doubly so to inflict upon me.
I had no emotional response to this book. Only after nine years of constant
thought on this book have I been able to come up with this response, such
as it is. And had I turned in a response of this nature I would have received
a poor grade and a trip

to

the school guidance counselor. The school shrink
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would only be a temporary setback, but the poor grade in a seventh-grade
English class would almost certainly be a smudge on my transcript keeping me
from all higher education . I'd probably be flipping burgers instead of enjoying
the benefits of a college education (i.e., girls).
That which I am forced to do , I do not enjoy. It's Satan's plan: to force us
all to read fine literature and refine ourselves, whether we like it or not. Well
perhaps this isn't his plan exactly; his plan involves ensnaring us with sin and
making us miserable like unto himself, or some such thing. But this is the
exact manner in which he would go about educating the masses. And since
I'm not a devil worshipper, I won't stand for it. I'm taking a stand against the
classics. Perhaps it's just a post-adolescent rebellious streak, but the world
should be so lucky if all the teenage punks out there rebelled by refusing to
read 7he Great Gatsby. From this point forward I will read nothing published
before 1997. I will read nothing that has won any awards or received praise
from anyone with an English degree. I'd prefer it if the book contains typos,
missing pages, and switches between the present and pluperfect tense without

any grammatical reason. Anything that indicates that neither love nor care
was put into its writing. Any book I read should have at least four sequels, and
I should be able to figure out how the book will end by page ten. The book
should have flexible binding and be short enough to fit in my back pocket.
And lastly, the book should be based on a movie, so I can see the movie and
pretend I read the book. But I don't want to read any book that is later made
into a movie, because this would indicate it's of literature quality.
So it looks as if I'm down to cheap sci-fi, romance novels, and Dean
Koontz. But I still have my standards. The romance novels must at least have
Fabio on the cover; I don't want any of the cheap stuff. Or better yet, I'm just
going to go watch American Idol reruns.
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abandoned

I

come from a family of two children. My roommates, most
of whom have at least four siblings, can recall stories of

being left behind at the grocery store, the park, church , etc.
I was never left behind.
I remember getting lost, of course. That vortex feeling
of not seeing my mother anywhere when I was standing in
the middle of a big crowd at the county fair. Mom had been
trying to point out to me someone we knew, and so I stopped
to look for them , but she continued on. She came back very
quickly, but if there had been more children in my family, it
is possible that she may not have remembered about me. And
so it wasn't until I went to college that I really knew what it
was like to be left behind.
On the last week of my eight-week study abroad trip to
London, we took a bus to Scotland. On the way, we stopped
in York, where there wasn't much to interest me. The whole
town smelled of a combination of formaldehyde and a cattle
ranch . That is one of the things I will forever remember
about York.
We visited the Jorvik Center, which is on the site of an
archaeological dig made between 1976 and 1981 that revealed
the original Viking city that was the ancient ancestor of
modern York. Part of the experience of the Center is to hop
onto a slow-moving motorized carriage that takes you in a
circle around the dig. The city has been re-created so there are
moving dummies wearing homespun and yelling at you from
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all sides. At one point during the ride, the carriage slows down as you pass the
Viking toilet. What it was, essentially, was a tall wicker basket that a Viking
would squat in. The archaeologists had dug one up and set a dummy up on it
and had him grunting and making an obnoxious smell: a condensed version
of the smell that permeated the whole city. The only other point of interest in
York was the Starbucks where a few of us spent three hours of a rainy day.
We were staying in the dorms at the University ofYork, and I remember
walking around campus one night and seeing a courtyard completely flooded
with water and ducks wandering across the top of it. It was raining and
I was under an awning, so I felt protected and sort of thrust into a threedimensional painting.
We were to leave at 8:30 in the morning to start the last leg of the trip to
Edinburgh. I woke at 8:00 and got ready in my room , taking my time. When
I went downstairs, I found that not a soul of our group was to be found. I
asked the steward at the front desk if the BYU group had checked out already
and he told me that they had , but the bus would still be in the parking lot
behind the dorms. I left, backpack on, dragging my roller-suitcase behind me,
and reached the parking lot, which was full of cars.
I saw one bus turning onto the motorway and another coming toward the
parking lot from another driveway, but the tall , bright red bus that I was to
look for was not there waiting. I assumed that it must be in another parking
lot, so I walked around, looking for that. When I couldn't find it, I returned
to the front desk and asked the steward if there was another place that the bus
could possibly be hiding. He told me no and began making jokes about me
finding a job in York, or maybe transferring schools and living in the dorms.
I found a list of emergency phone numbers in my purse and after leaving
various messages, I sat down to wait.

It didn't really register that 1 had been left behind. That didn't seem quite
possible. I assumed that someone was playing a trick on me and that the forty
students, three professors, and their families were around the corner, waiting
for me.

An hour later, when one of the professors rushed through the door and , only
addressing the steward, grabbed my bag and expected me to follow, I began to
go bright red in my embarrassment and remorse. They had forgotten me and it
took someone receiving the message back in London and calling one of the cell
phones on the bus to remind them that I was there.
There were two ways for me to take this incident. One (the understanding,
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reasonable approach): The group was composed of forty college students and
a few professors. How could they possibly have noticed that one person was
missing? And two (the self-pity approach): Out of fifty individuals, not one had
realized that I was alive and they were leaving me to rot in York. My professor
even said had they been any further away, they would have left me there and
picked me up on their way back from Scotland.
When I stepped onto the bus, everyone applauded. Calling them foul names
in my head , I bowed and took a seat by myself in the front. I don't usually cry,
especially not when I think that anyone will see me, but I was in tears within
five seconds of sitting down.
I don't really remember much else about York. There are a few things that
stand out, but mostly I remember being left in the dorms at the University of
York, breathing in the foul smell of a city that hadn't impressed me much.
That day we reached Hadrian's Wall , a 73-mile long, 8-foot thick wall
constructed around AD 122 by Roman legionnaires. The Roman army was full
of skilled craftsmen, who might have suspected that one day they would be sent
off by their government to guard the wall in the bitter cold of winter, when
they couldn't see twenty feet ahead of them.
As I stood at the top of the hill that the ruins are seated on, looking over
the countryside picturesquely dotted with sheep and trees, I thought of who I
was and where I was. My grandfather is Scottish and so my ancestors were the
Picts, the ones whom the Romans had driven off and were trying to keep out of
England when they built that wall. After three attempts at breaching the barrier
Hadrian had built to keep them out, the Picts finally succeeded in reclaiming
their native land at the end of the second century AD. It struck me that part
of me came from those strong Picts. I was standing on the wall that had been
built to keep my people out. I wondered if those ancestors of mine, with their
painted faces (the word Pict is thought to come from the Latin pictus: to paint)
would approve of me, or if they would hold me in contempt because they don't
think that I fight my battles well.
My reverie didn't last long. We had to board the bus and continue on our
way to Edinburgh, where we spent two days. On the night of our second day,
everyone separated to check out the Fringe Festival, where various types of
plays-from Greek tragedy to modern comedy-are performed. The artists
who perform in these plays throughout Edinburgh during the weeks of the
Fringe Festival (advantageously organized to coincide with the Military Tattoo,
which draws around 217,000 people every year) are not required to audition. I

55

561

MC,l,..l'-.THUR.

think that says something.
One of our professors had brought his family, including his fifteen-year-old
daughter, to Edinburgh. I had arranged to meet some friends that evening to
see a small production of Cyrano de Bergerac and she asked to come with me.
On our way from the Royal Bank of Scotland to the venue, we got lost. I
had a small map, but it didn't include every street, so we wandered in the rain
(it was constantly raining in Edinburgh) until we found a large venue, host to
ten plays every hour. It wasn't the one we were looking for, but we decided that,
rather than miss out on an experience we might never have again, we would
find one that sounded good. Someone recommended one that had the word
"Pineapple" in the title. Perhaps that should have told me something-I'm not
sure. We paid our £6.50 (roughly $13 that summer) and sat in the front row.
The play began with three men coming out and spoofing on various films. I
recall that one was a spoof on Star Wars, though I don't remember exactly what
made it funny. We must have sat through eight of these spoofs when the three
men came out in bathrobes to do a parody of a Woody Allen porn film, though
they didn't come right out and say it-no, they didn't need to when they took
off the robes to reveal that they were wearing simply black cardboard dots over
a central area of their anatomy.
Kristen and I were in the front row, four feet away from the actors, and the
door was at the opposite end of the room. We could have walked out. I learned
something about myself that night when I convinced myself that it was okay
to stay. We put our fingers in our ears and closed our eyes, hoping it would be
over soon, but we stayed. I should have been the responsible one and I know
this. I was the one who should have said, "We should leave," and when Kristen
would have said, "What if they yell at us from the stage?" (there had already
been plenty of interaction with the audience) , I would say, " It doesn't matter.
When we leave here, we'll go back home across an ocean and will never see
a single one of them again." I should have stood up for my principles, but I
was too timid to be responsible. I allowed my morals to abandon me, waving
goodbye as they left. You can learn something from most bad experiences, even
ones involving nearly naked men.
I was walking through campus the other day when one of the professors
from this trip saw me and , after our preliminary "hellos," she said, " I still
feel so bad about leaving you in York," and all I could think to say was, "No
worries."
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posturing

1.

I

t happened in the parking lot after the game. The guy in
red must have really taken umbrage at my wisecrack about

better luck next year because the next thing I knew he was
right up in my face. I could feel his breath coming hot and
fast. I could feel myself tense against the chance of a blow.
The scene was hardly new: a Utah fan staring down a BYU
faithful , the two colors vying for post-game supremacy, the
rivalry flaring up like a helium burst only to settle down into
yet another sunspot.
"What was that, BYU?" he said. "You wanna say it to my
face?"
So I said it to his face, trying hard not to seem scared.
We said it to each other, really, with a volley of expletives
in which I took part (may God and the BYU Honor Code
forgive me), and then a token shoving match, which ended
as quickly as it began .
We stood there, maybe two feet apart, just seething and
seething with anger. And while nonviolence is one of the
soapboxes I carry around-in the long, spiritualist tradition
of Martin Luther King and others-I confess that, right
then , all I wanted was to take the shortcut between the spirit
and the flesh and punch my accuser square in the jaw.
I didn't, of course. I don't think I've ever thrown a real
punch in my life.
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But I wanted to. That's the point. And that's what got me thinking: from
whence comes such animosity between brothers? After all, if you prick us
both , do we not both bleed- he in red and me, not in blue, but in red as well?

2.
Before she got her first period , my wife, then a little girl, thought women
bled blue instead of red. She had seen the tampon commercials in which an
eyedropper drops blue splotches of moisture onto the pad to demonstrate its
powers of absorbance.
How could she have known that the bluish blood was not blood after all, but
merely water mixed with food coloring?
Children are not given to understand fakery and sleight. No, such carnal
understanding is the exclusive province of adults.

3.
In the fictive, slow-mo frames of memory, this is how the scene resolves: I'm
staring down my Ute counterpart, both of us posturing violently but neither
of us doing any actual violence, when a line from Mark Twain comes into my
head, complete with accompanying adverbial phrase. Humans are the only
animals that blush , Twain wrote in the jaded eloquence that would define his
last years.
I think about Twain, about innocence and innocence lost, about my first
paperback copy of Catcher in the Rye, which is still in one piece all these years
later, its bright red cover shining out from the bookshelf.
I think about how Holden railed against phonies like me-posturing,
frightened posers like me-and I blush at the thought.
I blush red, of course, the way I'm sure my momentary enemy would too, if
only a child were here to remind us that even in our shame we are united.
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bios
CHP--.ISTOPHEP--. studies neuroscience, like most successful writers. He
frequently writes for Schooled magazine, but this is his
50P--.EN5EN

first entry into a reputable publication. He is devastatingly handsome. He returned home to New York to attend
medical school. His favorite color is green, and you can
read more of his musings at ranteumptom.blogspot.com.
He cannot be taken seriously.

H OLLY P--.0 5E is currently working full time for BYU Independent Study
and working towards a master's degree. She earned a bacheHANSEN
lor's degree from BYU in communications with a minor in
English in 1999.

EMILY grew up in northern California on a Christmas tree farm .
She graduated from BYU in English and is now seeking
MCAP--.TH UP--. some form of useful employment before heading to grad
school.

RYAN works as an arts reporter for KBYU-FM in Provo, where
he lives with his wife, Brooke. An essay of his appears in
MCILVAIN
the Fall 2006 issue of storySouth.
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CHANTELLE DAINES

polaroid transfer

I wandered into traffic's trail of smoke rings
that smelled of gutter water and French breath,
scents of Paris, its polluted mess.
Bed-lacking nomads seek less unclean things.
Children pickpocket jeans
through subway doors to touch a tourist's wealth.
People are impure.
They're raped and left to heal
alone,
to hide the lives they lead.
Paris bright-lighted buzz can never take
away the loneliness because the streets
themselves have never
stood a solo stance.
Time bruised-and-battered cobblestones can't
trace
trials carved from every dead man's roaming feet.
This place is far too found for wanderers to reach.
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prayer cap

Krishna pinned the Indian Ocean convex
above Great Britain. Earth's sacred kippah.
A brave display of darks and greys;
Today there is one cloud and no sky.
An omen? Hint of Maitreya?
Then praise this day without the sun;
her needed nap to wake us from
the routine of rise, the pulse of set.
This generation, too walled-in to ever rest.
Petals of ocean drip as Krishna
slips life to us. We rouse when
that stratus cloud wrings and wets
our desiccates tongues-now sending
soothing phrases soaring up to God.
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EMILY STANFILL

then i became eve
I have no Adam to innocent me,
only consolation cannolis and a damned
garden of green.
Sometimes while God is napping,
I press m y limbs to the earth,
and beg the dust to fill my vacancies,
to be stone satiated.
But He always knows.
I am no Eden.
There is no green in me.
God,
let me fall from this lack.
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prodigal

Here is how I imagined coming home:
Morning, clearing the low stone fence ,
Wetting my legs with dew towards the cattle,
Letting them smell and know me
and announce me
In their lowing,
The hammer of my brother's eyes,
And time again, among the swine.
Instead, my place again.
What must I tell them after the feast?
These who have never seen the Minuets
Of my far-off country, with the spice vendor at
evening
On a bridge above a canal,
And the choked midday street with the crush of
the masses
Moving like amnesiac Gods.
What must I tell my father after the fatted calf?

POETR..Y

Great, sweet man. I have only come to pay
my debt.
Do not grieve again, or be sad.
Go now to your other son.
I will leave the way I came:
Morning, clearing the low stone fence
Passing the cattle with dew-wet feet ,
Letting them smell me and know me
And forgive me in their lowing.
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when i went to
auschwitz i was sitting
When I went to Auschwitz I was
Sitting. On a couch, lights out,
Surround sound of artillery and kernel shells
Scraping. The hell is many
Skinny limbs and fingertips pricked to
Give life to dead faces nicked, not knowing
If we would breathe without the walls.
In shifts, we shifted our stagnant bodies.
Then a German mauled some maid on the stairs
And the whole of the Holocaust paused.
Lights came on
For a quick debate about pizza toppings.
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true love
Somewhere in northern Nevada,
maybe eastern Oregon, where
nothing has a name-travelers
make up their own and the few that stay on
would rather forget-where the sky ends,
prairie dogs dance with truck tires and
the scrubland rolls away like an ocean swell,
that's where I figured it outWe were pointed toward Winnemucca when
that new daughter of ours pooped up her back.
I came out of the greasy roadhouse with a giant
Coke.
She was lying on the trunk, naked, crooked
limbs
scratching the air like an upturned beetle
while you cleaned and dressed her.
She was your daughter then , and I remembered
the time, cradled in blood water,
piecing her together like a ball of tin foil.
And I was your son, knowing you
only from the outside,
and from books.
I saw you striding across paintings
and through silver screens. Mother.
Goddess. Grant me
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my only sin: to have wanted you for myself.
I knew then that I am an empty man,
my body a cage,
organs hanging from strings like a lurid mobile.
When I saw you that day, somewhere,
a string broke; things started to sway
dangerously until they were all tangled up.
A marionette
left in a box and shaken up. Here a liver
wrapped around a spleen, hanging under a lung
beating against a kidney-and
I couldn't do anything but
drive on, just holding myself
together, breathing like a man in a body cast
with you
swirling around me and in me, teasing me with
utter annihilation.
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late blooms

1

We fit because we are the mis-fits, she says,
her love-pricked fingers hesitating
around the thorny
glacier rose,
and I
am tasting a year's-worth of declensions
as crisp as new snow against my
hesitating tongue. Rosa, rosae, rosae, I whisper.
Wondering at how quickly the rose becomes
of the rose or
by the rose or even
to the rose:
to the bedraggling, resolute rose.

I am pressed knuckle-deep in roots and rotting
earth
grubbing desperately, rutting up the green things.
And she smiles, and so I bite my Latin tongue,
hard,
my fingers too earth-laden
under stern, unfriendly skies
to sweep away the twisting hair
fallen rootlike in her eyes.
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LIND A PA ULSEN

september
September comes: a respite
From heat-beaten days
That linger long into night
And paint the valley's dusty haze
In tired colors. I'm ready now
To crunch through heaps of leaves that blow
And rattle on the sidewalk, to
Curl in a comfy chair and read
While the wind whines in blue
And orange lamentations. I need
To see rusty colors on the hill,
And watch bird brigades drill
in the sky. It is time
for eating cobs of sweet corn
and pickled watermelon rind ,
for cotton sweaters and socks worn
to pick apples, and to pack
school lunch in a paper sack.
I want the air to cool and crack
its knuckles in my ears, to
forget my umbrella and back
into a doorway, breathing through
the rain. Now I welcome autumn's
tawny herald. September comes.
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autumn sex tilla

Say it slowly and it closes
the lips together in a hum
like millions of miniature buzzes
from each mouldering leaf. Autumn:
the last vanishing lawnmower
lulling me into a slumber.
I lie still while the wispy-veiled
sky passes back and forth across
the moon's avenue. Clouds exhale
as I inhale the burn of frost.
I am bedridden , dozing in
my apple-beer oblivion.
Today is when I realize my
alarm is still beeping and trees
outside are bleeding out their dyes
into the leaves while confused bees
bury their wings in the dirt.
I press my face in the black earth
And breathe deeply. Today I light
a candle for autumn and swim
in a sea of sweaters. I stride
through decorous cataclysm
rejoicing in my newfound loss
and call myself revivalist.
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stonegate suburb,
1989-90
F
Soccer, bleeding right through the
Park, the gym, the next state over.
Fog. A solitary crow cries
from somewhere for wet-bottomed
boys to stretch their groins-boys wrapped
in the sour smell of old grass
and shin-guards. A whistle blows, the
crowd hisses and pops, the coaches
collect pizza money. Us benchwarmers play with our backs to the
game.

w
Sometime during Christmas break Dad
organizes a dump trip. Who can
forget that silent stench, the warm
vapor of junk wrapped in dirt
decaying? Seagulls dropping out
of the cold pearl sky-I look for
something to throw, to maim with-circling
like fat, freakish flies of winter
they goggle our trash stash. I sweep
out the bed and clank the tailgate
shut.
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Sp
A redolent tang. Everything
is nothing in the suburbs.
Flowers materialize, dust
disappears, trundling vans speed in
and out of the cul-de-sac, carrying
the heavy fruits of labor. The
kitchen window is open at noon
now sometimes, wind tickling the
shutters, bringing faded highway
songs-breathing musky colors in our
face.

s
It is the Fourth of July, the
picnic at the club consists of
little kids getting drubbed by big
ones, playing dock tag in the brown water
touching toes with perch, blue gill, catfish,
eyes closed, wet hands crusted with duck
crap. Then the little Porza twins run
to the edge, flip down the front of
their Speedos, and pee on the biggest
kid's head. And that just makes everyone
smile.
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planting tulips
Planting tulips is an act
of faith facing winter, a pact
with nature to make spring
again, to securely, simply cling
to the deep primeval fact
that seasons are short statements,
not ethereal essays meant
for debate by experts. Anyone
planting tulips
is beneath all that, and doesn't
consider much more than the pleasant
scent of the damp earth that lingers
on wrinkled knees and kneading fingers
and the cups of color nature grants
planting tulips.
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brain damage
whispered allegro
Three beats a brain cell
Three beats a brain cell
Three beats a brain cell
Three beats a brain cell
of the tight-cup
Three beats a brain cell
Three beats a brain cell
Three beats a brain cell
of the tight-cup

stick it to the tip

stick it to the tip

Three beats a brain cell
Three beats a brain cell
stick it to the tip
of the tight-cup and let it kick out like a
RoodSkit skip skit skip.
stick it to the tip
of the tight-cup and let it stroll straight back
to
Three beats a brain cell
Three beats a brain cell
stucka'tothe cup pa likeapop pa gonemad
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tisacrickin
andacrusin tothecrackin thehead
totaketwop ills
tokillthebeats thatkissthekinks intheneck
butstuckare cut
affects; youfeelyour coldthoughts arrest? to
three beats
A brain cell
Three beats a brain cell
Three beats a brain cell
tip of the tight- t t t

So stick it to the
Stick it to the tip

of the tight- t t t
Stick it to the
tip of the tight-cup and let it kick out like a

Rood-yeah
yeah---stroll straight
back to
beat.
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graduated April 2006 in English and plans to practice law,
a course that will allow him to continue his lavish lifestyle.
He looks forward to his new life with his beautiful bride
to-be and their imaginary dog Cilantro.

JOE PLICKA graduated with his MA from BYU summer 2006. He can't
decide if poetry is the "higher art" or not, but likes it in
part for the feeling of finishing something he starteda feeling that has eluded him most of his life.

EMILY earned an MA in comparative studies and studied early
modern literature (if you care to be so detailed--desire, the
STANFILL
body, and the dialectic of mourning in Edmund Spenser's
Faerie Queene and St. Teresa's Libro de la Vida). She grew
up in Duxbury, Massachusetts, just out of Boston, where
her father would buy her chocolate-covered cannolis (an
Italian pastry) to compensate for her lack of a love life.
They're her favorite.

D.C. is the adoptive father of three goldfish and the author of
the young adult novel Danette, M e, and the Messy Kiwi
NELSON
of Love. He is earning a master's degree in Seattle.

Jo N

O CD EN is an English literature major planning to land a career
in academia.
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AA~ON
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j ss

is a master's student at BYU. He enjoys companionship
with his muse and catamarans. He used to enjoy the
Simpsons, but he is sorry to say it has been supplanted
by Fami/:y Guy, his newest guilty pleasure. Other guilty
pleasures include things that please him and make him
feel gu ii ty.

LINDA was born in Salt Lake City in 1951 and began writing as
soon as she could hold a pencil. She began her English
PAULSEN

studies at BYU in 1969 but moved to Rock Springs, Wyoming, after her marriage in 1972. Linda and her husband
had five children, and upon his retirement in 2003, the
family returned to BYU so Linda could finish her degree.
During the course of her 30+ year "senior year" she wrote
and published stories and poetry for children in the Friend
and Jack and Jill magazine, along with several anthologies.
Past accomplishments include teaching creative writing
and illustrating workshops, and receiving awards in city
and college competitions. Other pursuits include painting,
music, and her nine delightful grandchildren.

CHANTELLE is a junior at BYU majoring in English and minoring in
International Development. She enjoys literary theory,
ELISE DAINES
modern art, old lost photographs, and traveling in her
free time. She also enjoys feeling accomplished. She
hopes to go on to live a fulfilled and aware life.
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LESLEY COLVIN is from Salt Lake City, Utah. She married the love of her
life in 2004 and graduated from BYU in April 2006 with
a bachelor's degree in art history and a minor in political
science. She and her husband are anending graduate school
in Oxford, England, where she will study art history and
try to continue to take as many pictures as possible of the
English countryside.

AIDA does not pronounce her name the same way as the
famous Broadway musical. She studied English at BYU.
WAR-.R-.EN

Aida loves playing soccer and ea.ting Ben & Jerry's Half
Baked ice cream , but not at the same time. Aida is inspired
by Monet and other post-impressionists. She loves to
travel and take pictures in her limited spare time.

ELISABETH was born in Salt Lake City in 1957. She graduated from
BYU in April 2006 with a BFA in painting and a minor
MATTHEWS

in English. Divorced with five married children and five
granddaughters, she was delighted to have her first grandson as the end of April. More of Elizabeth's art is available
online at ha.wkinsonphotogra.phy.com/a.rtist_gallery/Liz_
Matthews.
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STEVEN )AM ES is an alumnus of BYU who took up photography as a
hobby. He lives in Salt Lake City with his wife of twentysix years. They have five beautiful children and someday
hope they will have some grandchildren as well. He loves
boating, skiing, and spending time with his family.

BECKY graduated from BYU in accounting and soon after moved
MOR-.R-.IS to California. She is currently creating a photo collection

of clocks around the world , thanks to a personal interest in
the subject.

DAVID is originally from Boise, Idaho. He graduated from

HABBEN II

Brigham Young University in 2006 with a BFA in
Illustration. David's achievements included participating in
the 2006 Annual Student Show selection and winning the
2005-2006 talent award. David gives thanks to his family
and friends for their support-his work will always be a
dedication to them.

RACH EL is a psychology major from California who enjoys doodling
in the horror vaccui style, despite her appreciation of the
MEI BOS
minimalist movement. She also enjoys writing bad poetry,
exploring pseudoscience, and listening to vernacular and
classical music.
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