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Lantern 1'? oad 
I found a can of crayons 

In the back of Grandma's closet, 

A Maxwell House of memories 

From a time since forgotten, cherished. 

I poured them out before me 

And stared at them, like a rerun 

Of a past so comforting 

That I felt secure, as only a child can. 

God-like they lay, the broken nubs and stubs, 

Curled up wrappers, and shavings; 

The colors of my youth: Burnt Orange, Aqua, 

And Flesh when it was still politically correct. 

The hands of the child I once was 

Trembled as I combed through them. 

The joy of such a discovery, 

The sorrow that accompanied it. 

Like molten wax, the present melts to expose 

The fiery wick of lost childhood imagination. 

The jubilation they once brought, 

Not only to me, my brother, 

But to our parents, our grandparents. 

How many refrigerators adorned 

Our dreams and our wishes 

Created by these simple instruments? 

How many came true? 

If only those crayons held the power 

Now that they once held. 

I would draw a picture 

Very similar to those I drew then: 

Mom, Dad, Nana, Pop, 

Chris and I 

Together. 

I I 
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Puddle 
Puddle is going to die very soon. 

He didn't live long, not even a whole day 

People have been avoiding him 

Except for children and now ... 

he will be gone before the day ends. 

Oh don't worry, Puddle knew this was going to happen. 

Rather than worry about his impending death, 

he thinks about looking at the sky and how he reflects the sky himself 

Puddle was very good at waiting calmly and watching. 

He was thankful that he wasn't late or responsible or even loved 

Because apparently love brought tears. 

Earlier that day he had seen a woman cry a puddle of tears and it dried up so 

quickly it scarcely had time to see the world 

Puddle didn't care if he was considered dirty, for he 

was made of rain that came down from heave and just a splash of coffee. 

That made him feel special and just a little jittery. 

Jill Gable '89 & Evan Griffith '82 
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When I dream 
I see you 

You're 
In the tides of the dark morning 

Ocean 
You're 
In the afternoon light 

Golden 
Your eyes 

One with the clarity of clean blue skies: dreaming 
One rich and warm like black coffee: focusing 

Your hands 
One waves at me- the outsider: loving 
One inside your pocket: guarding 

Your smile 
Only covers one side of your face 
The other half is firm and determined. 

I reach 
In an effort to rest my hand 
At the summit of your smile 

But I am confronted 
By a layer of glass 

I curl my hand into a fist 
In sincere preparation to set you free 

While I see your ex-pocketed hand curl 
No longer a slave to subjectivity 

We lean in close for one last word 
In a deafness cushioned by plasticity 

When I notice 
We have matching bruises. 

I am half-paralyzed. 
"Hello rebecca." I hear one of us say. 
"Forgive me if you're superstitious. 

It's seven years of bad luck 
But I have to do this." 

Rebecca Webb 
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I was lucky to be born to a woman 

Who loves to watch things grow. 

Even our garden thrives in drought 

Due to my mother's tears that fall 

to the soil as she prays for rain. 

When my mother found 

Her own womb in drought 

She dug knives 

Into her forehead 

To carve 

A doorway 

For my life. 

My mother feared she could 

feel me in her womb knitting 

a noose to return to heaven. 

Conceived nine years after my brother 

And one year after my parents gave up, 

She knew I was her last hope 

To plant a woman in the earth. 

She fought with fury 

Against doctors' prods to 

consider abortion-

"At your age, retardation 

And deformation are a risk" 

"And your point?" 

she would say unblinkingly. 

10 years later her brain tumor 

Grew back again. 

1 said a prayer 

During my 4th grade math test, 

Knowing the exact time 

She would be the one completely 

In the hands of someone else. 

Her tumor is almost as 

Persistent as she is-

It had been IO years again since 

My fourth grade math prayer 

When I found her in 

Her garden 

Yelling at God 

Wearing loneliness 

Under her eyes and 

Around her knuckles. 

"Mom, I'll keep you 

In my prayers" 

I say it because 

I have no control. 

I'm twice the age I 

Was last time, 

But I feel as vulnerable 

As half that. 

In her words, 

I see her-

Strapped down to 

The operating table 

Wearing her collar bone 

as a crucifix. 

The nurse bringing 

A wet cloth and 

Baptism smoothing 

Out her furrowed brow. 

Only one drop of blood 

In her hand when she awakes 

As evidence of the 

Halos that were screwed 

Around her head-

In order for her to 

remain with me 

As an angel on Earth. 

My knees ask the garden ground 

What blessing keeps her here: 

Whether my mother has been blessed 

By a God who loves to watch her grow 

or I have been blessed by a mother 

who is determined to watch me grow. 

Rebecca Webb 

Vdun-l0 XX)(J;f!! 2l 





From the bottom of a well, you can see stars, even in daylight; hi eyes 

were like that, all raucous with light and laughter till the moon ro e and we 

were folded against one another like the soft sections of a Fibona ci shell: 

perfect, considered, mindless. 

Like struck steel he's folded and coursed through with himself, Ii ea blade, 

and you can show the pattern with acid, if you care 

to try: all that blood and all those days of anger; all the waiting, t e waiting 

till the right moment and then 

running. He's good at that, too; always a tripped balance ready to run, to run, and that's 

how I found and lost him, those moments teetering and he's a bri himself: 

a hinterland of longing, a long salt-slaked swallow that took me 

to nothing. 

Nicole Jones 



for Valarie 

Soft, they caught me. 

Blue, they hold me. 

Green, they keep me. 

Flash, 

They drop me. 

Flash. 

Gray, they scar me. 

Blue, they tell me. 

Soft, they break me. 

Flash, 

Sad too. 

Flash. 

Sad, they touch me. 

Sad, they debase me. 

Sad, they dissect me. 

Flash, 

They tire me. 

Flash. 

Soft, they crush me. 

Blue, they hold me. 

Gray, they arouse me. 

Flash, 

They excite me. 

Flash. 

Green, they confuse me. 

Blue, they scold me. 

Soft, they inspire me. 

Flash, 

They enwrap me. 

Flash 

Gene Moore 
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Hood Tree - Photography - Rachel Hessling 
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Smells of lemon and baby diapers 

It's always best to cross the border in the morning, Papa says 

Squinting in the sunlight 

Chavez, Moreno, Ramirez, Rangel 

Cars crawl 

Beggars and sellers wave wares into open windows 

Chiclets, Rosaries, and Luck 

Garcia, Perez, Guadalupe, Hidalgo 

Crossing border requires card 

The important part is on the back, he says 

Was admitted to the United States as an immigrant on 08 25 55 

Worked Fields, Built Railroads, Cleaned Toilets 

At 35 he went to find a Virgin in Mexico 

and came back with my mother 

I wanted to know if I could still have children, he says 

Sandra Chavez Johnson 





































Beach Day 

At the beach, a family set up a spot on the warm sand 

in front of the dunes. They unfurled bright beach blankets. They 

set out several beach chairs, a radio, and a cooler full of juice 

boxes, ham sandwiches, and fruit. The mother speared the sharp end of 
a wooden umbrella into the soft sand-it went in easier than she expect­
ed. She kept twisting, like a corkscrew, till it was deep enough to stand 
against the summer wind that was coming in from the Atlantic. The �ve 
kids of ranging age played in the surf, splashing and yellin_gj�yful yells. !he girls
skipped over waves while shouting beach day, beach day in sings�ng voices. The 
boys gathered around a spot and started digging in the sand, which they. hurled
aside. Some of it caught in the breeze and landed on the blankets ca�sing the 
mother to shoot scornful looks. Young boys are ambitious beyond their means 
and ability. Years of praise from mothers inflates young egos inside hearts that cause shoul�er 
blades to pin back and rib cages to extend full of air and pride. The hot sun tanned the skms 
of the boys crimson as they dug deep into the soft sand. The mother staye� transfixed on_ the
surf where the young girls were. The girls playing with floaties around thei� arms� splashm�,
getting knocked down by small waves that did not even reach past the �idsec�10n of !heir
tiny thighs. The constant looming danger of the ocean caused the _mother s pupils t� dilate.
Her heart rate spiked, her gaze narrowed, and her muscles constr�cted and fi�led with ox�­
gen. The sharks are always near: swimming, preying, eating, feastmg, dev_ourmg_- Th� radio
warned of a severe rip current. The mother shouted, in her deepest shoutmg v01�e, Come 
in, you're too far out." She half got out of her beach chair a�d motioned t�ward the water, losmg the page
in her novel. Upon seeing their mother's look, the girls reflexively moved m closer. The ho�e the boys ha,ddug was impressively deep; they were not digging with flimsy toy beach shovels, rather, their grandfather s 
garden tools. Shovels with flat metal lips and long sturdy wooden handles e�able? the �oys to clear the sand
like tiny bulldozers; to get deeper the three boys climbed into the hole, workmg with their backs to each other 

flinging sand out with the dynamism of grave dig­
gers on the eve of a massacre. The hot summer sun 
beating down and the salty sky drying up the throats 
of the boys. They yearned for the juice boxes and 
ham sandwiches their mother had packed. The boys 
climbed out of the hole, except for the smallest boy. 
He stayed behind to dig a bit more, and the older 
boys ran to the cooler, lifted the lid, and grabbed the 
juice boxes. They both took the straws and punctured 
the small foil holes and took deep pulls. The mother 
read her novel. The girls splashed in the surf. The 
older boys sipped fruit punch and munched on ham 
sandwiches, and nobody noticed the smallest boy 
still in the hole, flinging out sand. The older boys 
sat up and walked over towards the hole, the soft 
sand compressing slightly under each step. As they 
approached, the sand shifted, then slid and filled 
the void where the small child sat, avalanching in. 
The small boy was crushed and covered. Pinned 
several feet under the surface. The older boys saw 
immediately. Fear cloaked their faces, and they be­
came disoriented. Their 

The lifeguards dug around the blue hand, red trunks 
flopping in the breeze, zinc-oxide war paint. They 
plowed their shovels into the earth, being careful to 
not sever the hand. The weight and budge of their 
legs caused the sand to shift once more and prog­
ress was stopped. Then the shovels started to stab 
the earth, repeatedly, the lifeguards howling. The 
blue fist turning purple, pumping open and close, 
like a flower blooming rapidly. A crowd of people 
started to form. Tourists turned into gawkers. Teens 
on beach cruisers rolled up to watch the action un­
fold. The biggest lifeguard hit his knees and grabbed 
onto the hand, which by now was no longer wig­
gling, and he pulled on it. He pulled so hard his face 
went red-his eyes grew and his head shrunk. Soon 
he could see the tiny wrist and tiny elbow and tiny 
head crowning. The two older brothers refocused 
their grip and gave a final mighty tug that dragged 
the slack boy free from the belly of the earth. The 
guards swarmed, laying the flaccid body flat on the 
sand. Plunging fingers down his skinny throat, the 

center no longer on a 
fixed axis; they fell and 
crawled like crabs over 
to the hole. They heaved 
sand madly, but they 

They tossed sand like mad, this time 
throwing it everywhere, anywhere, cover­
ing the blankets in a matter of seconds 

lifeguards picked out 
globs of sand. Sand that 
the boy had breathed in, 
which caused his lungs 
to fill and then collapse. 

couldn't find their brother. Panic took their breath, 
they new each grain of sand by name. They became 
ill. Vomit. Broken shells and bits of rock skinned 
back their tiny fingernails: gory digits raking the 
sand leaving parallel streaks of blood. The edge of 
the hole kept giving to the weight of the boys, creat­
ing more space for loose sand to fill and deepen. It 
caved in faster than the young boys could excavate. 
The sensation of impotence caused the boys to tum 
ill again. Puke everywhere. The sand sloped in, and 
a million more granules filled .. They finally found the 
tiny fist which by now had started to tum blue. The 
mother saw the boys then she saw the fist and her 
muscles began to constrict violently: her extremi­
ties whipped about her torso, seizureing in a way. 
Her body slammed to the ground and crawled itself 
towards the wiggling hand. A passerby howled for 
a lifeguard. The lifeguard squawked the tower, and 
bronzed boys wielding large shovels and orange 
rescue cans filed out of the tower, galloping down 
the ramp and charging the beach towards the scene. 

The mother looked on 
with a scarlet face as her other sons kneeled round 
the blue boy. His eyes were rolled back and his face 
was grated raw. The pull and tug against the coarse 
sand filed away the outer flesh on his cheeks and 
forehead. The mother's body deadened, it began to 
fail, and forgot to breath. The lifeguards had to tend 
to her as well. The little girls came close, their wet 
hair matted to their tanned cheeks, sand sticking 
to their wet legs. Life guards beating on the blue 
boy's chest. Screams echoing down the beach from 
the gawkers: some snapped pictures. The stench of 
vomit cooking under the sun. The turned over cool­
er, the blankets covered in sand, the tossed away 
novel. The waves rolling in, the brothers trying at 
first to be brave-then going to pieces, the girls cry­
ing. The mother and her son, each on a stretcher, 
packed into an ambulance retrofitted for two, the 
mother leaning over-eyes on the boy. 

Ryan Fitzgerald 



The day my mother died I began taking hal­
cion. It was October, 1936. We lived in a two-story 
brick house on Heminger Lane; our house faced a 
wide line of oak trees which spread across a small 
field that shielded us from the bleak city of Milford, 
Ohio. I used to walk the field with Mother in the 
magical dusk hours and gaze up at the stretch of 
sky that cloaked us. Mother watched clouds. This 
always fascinated my son Robert, who adored my 
mother. In fact, I often thought he preferred her to 
me. My mother carried a large basket tucked under 
her arm in which she collected fiery autumn leaves, 
which looked like sparks in her hand_s. She pressed
the leaves and glued them into a small book she 

Thinking - Photography - Elizabeth Hollabaugh 

kept by her bedside table. She was a collector �f
intricate bits of nature. Robert and I spent Mother s 
last season under her roof, under her hand. 

I had just crossed two important thresholds 
in my life, my thirtieth birthday and a divorce. I had 
my son's name legally changed, so there was no 
trace of my ex-husband. I didn't want Robert car­
rying around a name that filled my heart with dread 
and our family with dishonor. A name cannot be a 
nightmare -- it's much too familiar: but it should
be honorable, rich, pure. Of three sisters I was the 
first disgraced by divorce. I was the obj�ct of a':k­
ward, hushed conversations. I knew this. I earned 
it deeply. Mother kept Robert and I close by. The 
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family never went to town for social events, an the 
groceries arrived by an old delivery man, Mr My­
ers. I never knew what my mother thought , f the 
divorce -- Mother remained mum. 

Robert and I bore the name of my fa her, 
Buchanan. , y fat , a tall, unafflicted man, :Arided 
himself o e g • • n of habit. Any interruRtrions 
to his habi al xis rt e 

for hours. 
"L oJ.<: there, Robe , see that cl<imd, it's a 

sailboat leaving the harbor!" Mother lifteo her arms 
and shouted, "God's spee God's speed.' 

"There's a drago over by the sailboat," 
Robert saitl. 

M,the read "Alic in Wonderla d" aloud, 
under the oak trees, and the 

were unforgivable. 
Monday through Friday 
he rose at five-thirty. At 
six he entered the parlor 
in his bathrobe to read 
the morning paper and 
smoke his pipe. By six­
thirty, he was perched 
at the head of the dining 
table for breakfast. Two 

They were awkward partners at 
first, stumbling, searching for a 
mutual rhyth . But their 1 ughter 
overflowed a d filled the r0om, 
swallowing t e years of sil nee. 

three of us fell into the rab­
bit ole together. But Moth­
er fell the farthest. Because 
Mother knew this was her 

't know, 
I swear it! We built a life­
tim in three days. Father re-

d a 11 became silent 

eggs sunny side up (never runny), rye toast with 
one pat of butter, a teaspoon of orange marm ade, 
a pork sausage patty, and black coffee with on� ug­
ar cube. At seven he showered, then dressed · his 
dark brown suit and polished leather shoes. left 
the house every morning at seven-thirty, pre i ely. 
I never saw him kiss my mother on the lips, 
the morning she would wait next to the door t 
him his dull brown hat and corned beef sand ich. 
For this act, she received an obligatory brush 
cheek as he left for the day. 

"Dinner at seven, Mother, watch the s 
"Yes, Dear, watch the salt," she replie 
"Good day, Mother." 
"Good day, Dear." 

the 

"

One August morning Father left for a us1-
ness meeting in Boston. He would be gone for ree 
days. I recall there was more joy in the ho 
those three days than in the last thirty years. 
played, songs were sung, dancing began, salt p 
Mother's face grew flush easily as she swayed 
radio, which pumped out Tommy Dorsey numbers. 
She taught Robert the fox trot and the waltz. They 
were awkward partners at first, stumbling, search­
ing for a mutual rhythm. But their laughter .over­
flowed and filled the room, swallowing the years of 
silence. We ate blueberry pancakes for dinne with 
thick maple syrup and tart baked apples. We ad a 
picnic in the field of summer flowers. Robe and 
Mother lay on their backs and stared at the c uds 

r b n to lose 
en 

I c e her e per. I acquire er morn-
ing schedu e t  assure FatHer's pattern Id suffer 
no interru tions. My hands followed through 
the kitch arning the aft. The 
mornings e a ritual y prayer. 
Sometim other wo nee and 
hold ont rm, and silence 
until the turned it lly man-
aged to perfoct the eggs, her com-
plaining they were too b 

~---
I slowly 

learned my mother's sec 
Mother died one a e 

at home is, no one Th 
peculiar aren't all b 
and angu question 
answers his boy -
interest. her had le 
Great De n. He ju
morning, d the tim 
niversary eft us thi 
table and r address 
ert's fath 

enmg ec 

written 
ning his 
. I often 

letters in ed, or stu 
ters were ri en in his sl 
Each lette g ew more p 
something les of a man, i 
part of my dis ant, entangl 
found that lett r and burnecl it 

o one was
ert was a
was long
. I had no

away one 
w dding an­

e kitchen 
velt. Rob-

the wors­
s of these 
. The let­
nghand. 
become 

ning it, 



without care, without rngard. I call d N1other and 
she sent for us by train. We moved to ilford and 
have remained here these past five years. 

Robert hasn't spoken well since th afternoon 
he found mother. She e plained she needed to "go 
upstairs to rest." Half a hour later she asked him 
to call the doctor. He 

up loneliness like it was cotton candy. Maybe all 
his Ii e he was waiting to be lonely. Father shipped 
Rol:lert and me to my sister's two hundred miles 
from the house on Heminger Lane. He never came 
to v· it. He sent a check every week. No note, just a 
che that covered living expenses. My sister Rose 

and her husband put us in two 
couldn't find the num­
ber, so he called his Aun 
May wh@ lived a few 
counties over. By the 
time help arrived Robe 
was sitting by Mother's 
bedside, <auiet, shocked 

rooms that overlooked a small 
lake, which was frozen over. 
We awoke every morning to 
the still death of winter. 

I remember the brown bottle, 

small i my hand, the �ool glass 

that offered the solitud� of sleep. 
Robert found his 

voice again when the summer 
crept around, but that's when 

he also found his night terrors. So I started tak­
ing t ree halcions a night and slept just fine. In the 
molil1ing when I awoke I often found Robert beside 
me m bed, sleeping silently or staring out the win­
do . My sister Rose suggested I have Robert "see 
somebody --it's not right how that child suffers in 
dre s." 

Dark, cool, slee . 

pushed i to adulthood 1j the deadening of a heart. 
He wasn' ready for that; none of us were ready 
for Mother's death. Except Father, who was never 
caught b surprise. Father was never lnerable; he 
remained, in every season of life, a steady, sturdy 
tree. 

other kept halcion in the 1:fathloom cabi­
net; she took it on occasion when her anxiety kept 
her up ni hts. I rememfuer the brown b©ttle, small 
in my hand, the cool gl ss that offered the solitude 
of sleep. IDark, cool sleep. The night she died I took 
two and never cried a te r, but, I'm more ike my fa­
ther. And obert, poor Robert, I cou d o ly sit next 
to him while he cries imself to sleep, he adored 
Mother dearly. She sang to him, wor ed crossword 
puzzles with him, baked him van lla tarts with 
creme on Sundays. I just sat around nd listened to 
the boy qy. I was like a ghost in the oom. 

Father sold the house and everything in it 
and made us move shortU after Mother's death. Her 
death bro e Father's ro tine, the hal:lit, hich was, 
of course, permanently unforgivable. Robert and I 
left the house with one suitcase between us,while 
father left! with the clotHes on his ba k and a brief­
case. Rol:lert stuffed one of Mother' embroidered 
kitchen towels in the suitcase and resented Father 
permane tly when he was told he could ot take his 
bike or h · s comic book collection. I oo Mother's 
basket th t still had le �es from la t al!ltumn. My 
father di not attach hi self to things, or people; 
he simpl transitioned without regret or remorse. 
Whateven connection he felt for his three daughters 
was cut upon her death. He bought a small house 
near Dayton and smoke himself int@ a ole; he ate 

"Suffering," I said, "is part of the process." 
Rose insisted that Robert's screams, "Carry 

across the lawn and wake the neighbors and embar­
rass me. I don't know how you sleep through that, 
Domthy." 

"Yes," I said. "Unimaginable." 
"Really, don't you want that child to recov­

er? essie Arsdales' child found his Uncle dead a 
few years ago, I think he was about twelve or so. 
An)[\Vay, he's been seeing this doctor up in Marion 
Co nty for about a year. He seems to be doing ok. I 
can get you the number." 

"They are night-terrors, Rose. It won't last 
-- y son is fine." 

"I don't see how any boy could be fine, 
livimg with Father for the past five years and then 
watching Mother die. All alone by himself. At such 
a tencier age." 

I started writing letters to my father and 
kep hem in a cracker tin in the kitchen cabinet. I 
don really know what I was trying to say. I never 
meant to send them. I filled them with tasks of the 
day; baking, washing, where Robert went for the 
afte oon. I told Father about the damp, cold win­
ter d ys, the recipe I found for tuna fish that tasted 
just like Mother's. I even told him about the general 
affai" s of the neighborhood, something I knew he 
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would be repelled by. I spent about a half hour daily 
writing these letters and laughing about their con­
tent and how they would go nowhere, but pleased 
inside that I was somehow communicating with 
my father, which felt like conjuring up the dead, or 
nearly dead. All these words and phrases made me 
feel closer to my father, like he was a true com­
panion and not a mirage that seemed untouchable. 
I never showed the letters to anyone, not even my 
sister, who was preoccupied with the small toy store 
she ran with her husband. Robert grew to resemble 
his father whom I hardly remembered at this point. 
His body went through its awkward stage, and he 
grew into a snappy young man. We never saw Fa­
ther again after that last parting at the house on 
Heminger Lane. 

Dear Fathe1; 

Today is Robert's fifteenth birthday We 

bought him a blue bike with wide wheels to cruise 

the sidewalks. I baked a red-velvet cake with cream 
cheese icing. His night-terrors have gone. 
I'm grateful for that. Tonight a few 

of his friends from school will 

come over for cake & ice­

cream. He plays records all day 

up in his room; he loves the 

Tommy Dorsey band. Most 

days I have to tell him to 

tum it down. Sometimes 

he bikes into town with 

his friends to hear the mu­

sicians at the bandstand. I play 

cards on Thursday's; I'm especially 

good at canasta. Funny, how that was 

mother's game. Do you remember fa­

ther? I remember. I remember so much 
now that she is gone. 

m o r e

I spent my days looking after things, the
only way I knew how, with sheer force, like my fa­
ther. I called him occasionally and found his voice
rough and wavering. He had lost some of that deep
authoritative bravado that commanded action at-' 

tention, submission. We never spoke of Mother, not

even when the anniversary of her death passed. I 
mentioned her once; he said, "That's no longer im­
portant." The next morning I gathered all the letters 
and sent them through the post, unceremoniously. 

Last night I dreamed of Mother, standing 
inside the kitchen on Heminger Lane. She stood 
near the window dressed in pale blue. The morning 
moved over her face in slow degrees. She hummed 
a tune I had heard but could not name. I awoke and 
my heart was raw. I thought of Robert in his room 
at the top of the stairs. He was growing into a man, 
and I was a sorry witness to the transformation. I 
crossed the house and knocked on Robert's door. 
He was reading on his bed. I moved toward him 
and laid my hand on his head. He looked at me with 
strange wide eyes. I thought about kissing his fore­
head, just brushing my lips on his skin. Instead, I 
inhaled my fear and moved away, without a word. 

Heather Georgoudiou 
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I am having the dream again. It's keeping
me up at night. I can't sleep. Every time I close 
my eyes, I am there again. I wake in a cold sweat, 
my mind filled with memorie�. I ca�'� shake them.
They follow me, like ghosts, Just wa1tmg for me to 
let my guard down. It's getting to the point that I 
don't even have to be asleep anymore. I'll blink, 
and suddenly, I can hear the rain. The heat sears my 
skin. I can't take it anymore. My heart pounds. I 
can feel my body trembling. I gag as the stench fills 
my nostrils. 

It is rancid, rotten: the scent of Death. It en­
compasses everything, permeates the �ir. My lungs
burn in protest as I hold my breath, trymg to prevent 

- Marie Patrick

its entry. Eventually, nature overcomes my will, 
and I gasp for air, once more allowing the stench 
to defile my body. Every time it fills my lungs, I 
envision the source. Death. Fetid, stinking Death. 
Bodies piled high in the rice fields, bloated fro� the
sun, slick with the muck and grime from the ram. 

Walking amongst the dead, I force down the 
bile that rises in my throat, choking me. The stench 
saps my strength, chips away at my sanity. My eyes 
are accustomed to the sight by now, but I can never 
grow used to the stench. The st�nch reminds me
that it is real, not just some homd dream. It re­
minds me why so many of the bodies belong to my 
men. 
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It reminds me it is my fault. I killed these 
people. 

"Sir? Sir? Are you okay?" I turn weary 
eyes to the sixteen-year-old before me. So very 
young. They were sending children to fight this 
war. Children. But then, am I so much older? I am 
young, too, scarcely any older than the men I com­
mand. "Sir, can you help me with this problem?" 
The boy shows me a paper, and the world comes 
crashing down around me. 

I am not in 'Nam. The war is long over. 
I now command a different set of recruits. Young 
minds, so eager to learn, latch onto my words in 
much the same way my men followed my orders. 
They trust my word; they accept my leadership 
without question. But then, I cannot accurately 
compare a high school Calculus class to a troop of 
Marines. I am not asking these students to give up 
their lives for me. 

I begin to address the student's problem, 

testines strewn about the ground, because I macle a 
mistake. 

I sit with him as he dies, trying to offer him 
what comfort I can. Blood froths from his mouth as 
he talks. My jaw hurts from clenching my teeth so 
hard, trying to prevent the flow of tears. It is not my 
place to cry. I must endure the last ramblings of the 
dying man, endure the way his eyes burn into my 
soul with every word, endure his silent curses as he 
leaves me his last will and testament. At long, long 
last, I feel the strength of his grip waning. 

His breath hitches. I watch as his eyes wid­
en with the pain, condemnation finally gone from 
their depths. I count my heartbeats, unbearably 
calm as I wonder if this will be his last breath. I am 
surprised when he speaks again, his eyes once more 
filled with something akin to hate. 

"No one ... will blame you, sir." The title of 
respect turns to something else in his mouth, twist­
ing into something dirty. "No one will ... know. 

pointing out where he was going 
wrong. I can't hear my own words, 
but the boy nods in understanding. 
I stare into the middle distance as 

"I k' am stuc 1n my own 

Except you. Don't. .. forget. Don't 
you dare ... forget." His grip tight­
ens for a moment, and I can do 
nothing but nod mutely. For sev-personal Hell." 

he asks another question. I can 
feel my lips forming a response. The dull roar of 
rain pounding on the roof drowns out my words. 

The rain makes a hollow sound on my hel­
met as I walk among the dead. I recognize many 
of the faces, the names coming to me through the 
fog of my shock. My men. I led them here, to their 
deaths. I should have known; I should have antici­
pated this. But no, I was complacent. I didn't think 
that the war could continue so close to Christmas. 
Surely, the fighting could stop for one day. These 
men-these boys!-should have been at home with 
their families, getting drunk and flirting with their 
cousins, making love with their girlfriends, or their 
wives. Instead, they were stuck here, in Hell. 

There is movement in the stillness of the 
rain. I hear a groan. A soldier whose name I cannot 
remember lies in agony in the mud. I kneel beside 
him, averting my gaze from the gaping wound in 
his abdomen. His face is pale with pain, the sweat 
mingling with the rain on his skin. His blood-slick 
hand grasps mine, finding comfort in the presence 
of another human being, but I can see in his eyes 
that he knows where the fault lies. He is here, in-

eral more heartbeats, I wait, watch­
ing him, but I realize that his eyes are unseeing, his 
chest no longer rising with his labored breath. Too 
late, I remember his name. Jeff. 

I can feel the lump in my throat as I close his 
eyes, but no tears come. I sit on my heels, the mud 
soaking into the knees of my pants, unable to bring 
myself to rise. My eyes are still on Jeff's face. I 
keep replaying his words in my mind, committing 
them to memory. His condemning gaze haunts me. 
My head falls to my chest as the tears finally begin 
to trace down my cheeks. 

The rain washes his blood off my hands. 
I have to fight to control my tremors as I 

hand back the student's paper. He smiles, thanking 
me, and returns to his seat. He doesn't know. No 
one knows. As I look out on my class, the stench 
fills my nostrils. They are quiet, hunched over their 
desks, like so many dead bodies, as they work, the 
only indication of life the faint scratch of pencils on 
paper. Memory colors my perception. 

The light dims. I hear thunder in the dis­
tance, even though the sun still shines bright out­
side. The hum of the air conditioning turns into 



the whine of thousands of mosquitoes. Irritated, I 
flick one away from my ear. 

The heat is oppressive. Thunderheads hang 
low overhead, threatening to break. My men mum­
ble curses as they eye the clouds. It is miserable 
when it is hot, but it is even worse when it rains. 
The rain makes you vulnerable. It limits visibility, 
drowns out sound. The cold of it makes your fin-... 
gers stiff, slows your reflexes. 

:• · 

Lightning lances across the sky, with thun-
der rolling close behind.

···· 

Oh, dear God, please, don 't let itrain. 

I glance up at the clouds just in time to catch 
a fat, wet drop on my cheek. It slides down my 
face, much like a tear, to drip from my jaw. 

The students are packing up their bags. The 
bell is about to ring. I can hear myself giving them 
an assignment to complete over the break, but my 
mind is far away. I am tom between two worlds, 
and can't decide which is worse. I am stuck in my 
own personal Hell. The bell sounds, a warning. I 
pay it no heed. 

The stench is strong, even through the rain. 
My men cough and cover their faces with their 
sleeves. It doesn't help. The stink gets through. 
One ofmy men vomits. Jeff. I want to tell him that 
he needn't bother, that his guts will soon be separate 
from his body, anyway, but instead, I look out over 
the rice paddy, holding my breath. 

Even without the stink to tell me, I know 

what lies in the water. I can see the dark lumps of 
the bodies lying motionless among the rice. The 
weight of the rain makes them bob, rippling the sur­
face of the water. 

I can hear something in the rain. I tilt my 
head, trying to identify it. Crying. My men can 
hear it too. They pick themselves up, wary as they 
search the area for the source of the sound. I see her 
first. 

She is small and covered with grime. Her 
face is red, and she is breathless from her cries. She 
clutches a ratty doll under one arm, holding onto it 
as if it is her only link to the world. She is so tiny, 
so helpless, that I have to help her. My men argue 
with me, protesting. It could be a trap, they say. 
There have been tricks like this before. There is no 
way we can trust her. But she's just a girl, I answer. 
She couldn't harm us. 

There are more protests. I'm getting angry. 
My hand tightens its grip on my gun. I'm in charge 
here, I yell, straining to make myself heard over the 
sound of the rain. We're going to help this child. 

My men shut up, but I can see the beginnings of 
mistrust in their eyes. I try to calm them down, say­
ing we'll be home before they know it. I tum to 

the girl, and she starts to move out across the field, 
stopping after a few paces to beckon me to follow. 
For the first time, I hear the warning bells reverber­
ate through my mind, but I follow her. My men 
follow me. 

I can still see the bodies bobbing in the rain, 
like fishing lures. The bells in my head scream at 
me, telling me something is very wrong, but I lead ! 

my men onward, after the piper taking us from one 
Hell to another. The bells, the bells! Why did I 
ignore the bells? 

"Sir? Sorry to bother you." A flash of light­
ning illuminates the girl in front of me. She is not 
crying anymore. She smiles as the bodies begin 
to rise from the water. I must be going mad. "I 
wanted to wish you a merry Christmas." I can hear 
her voice clearly over the sound of the rain. But it 
isn't the girl standing before me; it's a student. She 
hands me a gift. There is a gunshot. A man screams. 
She doesn't flinch. I take the gift mutely, my hands 
smearing the green wrapping with red. She doesn't 
seem to notice; she just smiles and leaves. 

The classroom door thuds shut behind her. 
My hands tremble as I unwrap the gift, and I can 
hear a soft tinkle from inside. The paper falls away, 

revealing an ornament: a small, silver bell. 

Danielle Lincoln 
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tion. But then, I cannot accurately compare a high school Calculus
class to a troop of Marines. I am not asking these students to give
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with customers. Fred guessed she must be around 
thirty, although these days any woman under forty 
seemecl like a girl. Would he and Marian have had 
any cHildren of their own, he might imagine Gina as 
one o their daughters. Now that Marian was gone, 
it struck him as curious, even unsettling that when 
they were a young couple his wife hadn't pushed 
for ch"ldren. 

Cli-ina stopped by the bar again for a drink order, 
rearranging the drinks on her tray to make room. 

y don't you teach college?" Fred asked 
her. " t pays better in the long run." 

" must have inherited it from my grandfa­
ther," she replied. "He taught high school. Math, he 
could clo calculus in his head. But he was dedicated 
to tha� age group." 

" ou're good with people," he said. "I can 

tell." 
"Oh, no, I'm not." She lifted and steadied her 

tray. "I'm actually shy. Sometimes I'm amazed that 
I've come this far." 

" our customers like you." 
"Or maybe it's the food," she said and pointed 

to his glass. "Or the drinks." Then she slipped off 
into t e dining room. 

red watched her for a few minutes as he fin­
ished the rest of his beer. At one of her tables, a large 
party, Gina must have said something funny as she 
took their order, because the whole table laughed 
right afterward. 

" nother one?" the bartender, Brian, asked. 
He lo ked too old to be single, but Fred gathered 
from overhearing the waitresses' talk that Brian had 
a different girlfriend every week. Why did young 
people wait so long to get married anymore? They 
misse<ll out on those hard, early years together. 

"lfhis is my second." Fred tapped the glass's 

nm. 
' know, I got you. Three and then the tab." 

red fumbled in his pants' pocket for a minute 
and produced a newspaper clipping, folded carefully 
into a square: "Shortage of Nurses in Central Flor­
ida G ows More Desperate." "Thought this might 
be of interest to you," he said, placing it down and 
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giving it a little shove toward Brian. 
Brian examined it carefully. "I won't have my 

degree anytime soon," he said. "But thanks, that's 
nice of you." 

"It'll happen sooner than you think," Fred re­
plied. "You just keep at it." He moved his left foot, 
still wrapped in its oversized orthopedic shoe from 
where the doctor had removed the skin cancer spots, 
and rested it on the ledge underneath the bar. The 
beer let him forget his uncomfortable, grotesque 
foot. He soaked up his moments out before he had 
to bumble home to his condo. For now he could 
pretend it was six years earlier, and he still had stu­
dents to talk to. 

Nineteen years ago, Marian asked him to stop 
drinking. Soon after her death, however, he went 
out for one beer, then another. The doctor said once 
in a while, with his heart condition, he could have 
two or three over a few hours, so he stuck to that. 

Brian leaned over the bar slightly and asked, 
"You okay, Fred?" 

"Why, I'm as spry as a twenty-six year old, 
glad you asked," he said. "Just don't tell anyone I'm 
really seventy-six." 

Easing off the high bar stool, he headed out 
with a slight limp. 

The next morning at ten, Fred sat next to the 
window overlooking the walkway and parking lot, 
drinking a cup of instant coffee with one blue packet 
added to it. He pored over the day's Orlando Senti­
nel and The New York Times, glancing up whenev­
er he heard a car passing through the lot on its way 
to exit onto the main road. How silly, he thought. 
School started early, and Gina must have left hours 
ago. Still, he wondered which of the cars in front 
of Johnstone belonged to her. Probably the Honda 
Civic. He doubted she could afford much more. 

He spotted an article about local actors break­
ing into independent film and decided to clip it for 
Hilary, another server at Baxter's who was getting 
her degree in theatre. The scissors he had put back 
on the desk the other day, so he got up to fetch them. 
At the doorway to the second bedroom which he had 
fashioned into a neat architect's office, he paused. 
Shafts of dust-flecked light streamed out from the 
halfway opened blinds onto the alphabetically-ar­
ranged shelves of books. The room remained un-
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"Weren't you attracted to your wife when she 
got older?" she asked. 

"Growing old together is another experience," 
he answered. "You can't replace that marriage, so 
why bother?" 

"My grandmother said that a lot, after Pappy 
died." Gina rested her chin on the palm of her hand. 
She moved the newspaper out of the way before 
setting her cup down. "But at least you know she's 
in a better place." 

"Marian? I have no idea." 
She regarded him quizzically and pushed the plate 
of Melba toast crumbs aside. 

"It doesn't change anything," he said. How 
could he explain this to her? No matter how many 
crosswords he completed or educational programs 
he watched, the emptiness surrounded him. He said, 
"You're welcome to borrow the book review sec­
tion you've got there." 

"That's okay." Gina brushed her hair off her 
shoulders and straightened up. "It was nice visiting 
with you. Funny, this whole time you've been my 
customer, and we're neighbors." 

From his window he watched her the whole 
way down the sidewalk-the energy of her young 
legs in stride-until she disappeared around the cor­
ner. A neighbor woman a few doors down paused 
while watering her outdoor plants, and when she 
looked back toward Fred he quickly shut the blinds. 
Then, he gazed in the bathroom mirror at himself, 
the almost comical Santa Claus hair and whiskers, 
the age spots on his fumbling hands. He drank some 
Chianti, then fell asleep on the couch. 

After the first visit, Gina stopped by for a chat 
about once a week but never long enough. Just when 
they got talking about something good, a nonfiction 
book or an art display coming to town, time was cut 
short because she had to rush off somewhere. Over 
Spring Break, she took a trip to the Dominican Re­
public and he missed her visits. She promised him a 
postcard and he stuck it on the center of the fridge. 
The poverty of the Dominicans made her grateful, 
she said, and you really had to be there to believe 
it. She looked forward to talking to Fred about the 
details when she returned. 

In bed at night he tossed and turned over the 
words scribbled on the postcard. 
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Finally he noticed the reappearance of Her car 
one day in the parking space before the JoHnstone 
building. Not wanting to seem like an overzealous 
schoolboy, he paid his usual visit to Baxter's that 
night. But after a few minutes in his spot at � e bar, 
there was no sign of her. 

He asked Brian about Gina. 
"Slow tonight. She got cut early andl went 

home." 
Fred downed the rest of his beer quickly, declined 
another and instead asked Brian to pick ou a nice 
bottle of red wine. In the last few weeks, e had 
grown careless about his drinking and visited two 
or even three bars until late at night. Red w ·me had 
been a favorite of Marian's, and he guessed a safe 
bet for most women. A classy gentleman would 
bring over decent red wine, and a former architec­
ture professor certainly possessed the credentials. 
Outside, rain poured from the night sky and tlie dank 
odor of earthy vegetation arose from the ground. 
Although in a hurry to catch Gina before she went 
to bed, the clock in his Dodge sedan reading nine­
thirty, he drove carefully. No good getting pulled 
over on a night like this, treacherous puddle on the 
roads and a great girl to call on. 

The answering machine in his condo blinked, 
a rarity, and Fred couldn't believe his luc when 
he played back the message. He nearly dropped the 
bottle of wine. "Hi, it's Gina, back from my trip. 
I want to talk to you about it sometime la er this 
week." According to the machine, she had just left 
the message. Perfect. He donned a hat, tucked the 
wine underneath his trench coat and headed to her 
place, not bothering to telephone first. 

In the overcast darkness, the condominium 
complex was deserted as he made his way alcmg the 
parked cars. A breeze rustled the tall palms Ovlerhead 
and his neighbor's hanging plants swayed. ound­
ing the comer of his building, he heard hushed 
voices from the porch of the last unit and caught 
a glimpse of a middle-aged couple-althou h they 
struck him to be nearly as young as teenagers­
talking, sitting closely together. They shared a low, 
private laugh, as if not sensing his passin at all. 
Ahead, soft lamplight shone from behind Gina's 
curtains. Beneath his coat, he cradled the b0ttle of 
wine closer to his warm body. 

At opening the door, Gina looked taken aback. 
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You should see my pictures." 
hard to make out the words on 
e when there's more light for 

"Here, sit. There's better light on my side of the 
room." She turned on another, much brighter lamp. 
Its brightness hurt his eyes a little, so he looked 
away. "I'm fine where I am." He patted the cushion 
next to him, hoping she'd make a move to sit there. 
"I have some friends in Chicago, but the winters are 
too hard up there." 

"Now hold on." Gina resumed her seat across 
from him. "A trip is one thing. But moving?" She 
tilted her head, adding in a dubious tone, "Come on, 
Fred, we'd all miss you at the restaurant." 

"Lately I've been reconsidering things," he 
said. "Like friendships." 

"But you get out quite a bit." 
"I keep myself occupied. That's not what I'm talk-
ing about." 

"-------"Isn't the:r: sgmething 3/0U haven' done, that 
you always dreamed of doing?" 

He considered this for a few moments. "I al­
ways wanted to be a cartoonist." It seemed silly, just 
saying it aloud. "But taking up drawing would do 
nothing for the loneliness. Only a companion can 
do that." 

Gina rummaged in a magazine rack next to her 
and tossed a thin copy of a newspaper, Westmore­
land Church News, on the table between them. "An 
older man at our church has cartoons in here all the 
time." 

He shook his head. "You realize at a certain 
point in your life, that you can't do everything. It's 
impossible." 

"What about volunteering?" she suggested. 
"You might meet a companion after awhile." 

"Volunteering never really interested me." He 
went to take a sip from his glass, and he had drunk it 
down to empty. When he reached for the bottle and 
poured a refill, Gina eyed him doing it but didn't 
say anything. Startling how much she behaved like 
Marian, the more he got to know her. "The comics 
are my favorite part of the paper, if you can believe 
that." 

"You can do small things." 
"I don't want to do anything. Or is that some 

sort of crime these days?" 
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" Just enjoy yourself then." Gina had finished trip, the man said. Gina inserted a few words here He guessed the dark brown bird was a cormorant, her glass of wine and set it down. "And it's been and there, the entire time shifting her weight in her not a hawk, but the old woman's eyes probably nice having you over, but I really have to go to bed sneakers and glancing around, uncomfortable. weren't too keen. They both watched the bird circle now. It's a school night." She got up and waited for "I don't give to any charities," Fred replied, in silence for a minute. him to rise. trying hard to not stare at Gina after not seeing her Fred didn't know what to say. The woman He pointed to the wine. "You save that for next in person for so long. She was dressed too young seemed to have no inclination in finding out his time." Walking, he nearly lost his balance again. for her age, he thought, in a tight-fitting red polo name or who he was. Finally she asked, "How old He hadn't been this drunk in ages, and it seemed shirt and a short denim skirt and played with a piece are you?" to come out of nowhere. He'd be damned if he of her hair as she listened. He added, "If you start He told her. "I guessed about right," she said, couldn't hold his liquor anymore. giving to one, you have to give to them all, you nodding. "Can you guess how old I am?" Gina stood before him, a few feet from the know." "I have no idea " he said. door. She made a comment a 
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air instead. Finally Gina ma 
herself from him, ste 
door. 

"We're friends," 
We're just neighbors. 

He muttered an 
home in the wet dar 

and a wind chime so 
hanging plants. 

A few days late 
and waved to Gina a 
nored him. The next 
wine collection of a d  
Almost immediately 

Several weeks p 
had been markedly 
asked, Brian replied, 
was too much for her, 
didn't talk to her agai 
sionally she drove by 
saw him reading on hi 

Another time, sh 

d into Baxter's 
by. But she ig­
threw his small 

Baxter's. When 
rking two jobs 
Afterward, Fred 
, although occa­
d waved if she 

He avoided bars and young people for awhile. 
The neighborhood did have amenities of which he 
could take advantage, like the exercise room and 
clubhouse terrace overlooking the lake and the pool. 
Lots of the residents his age gathered over there for 
bridge and afternoon barbeques. 
One afternoon, he was on his way down to the 
pool with a freshly delivered issue of National 
Geographic, when he noticed a woman much older 
than he, sitting half-slumped on her condo porch 
overlooking the lake. Maybe she's had a stroke, he 
thought, hurrying over. He opened the screen door 
and entered. The woman raised her face toward the 
sky and pointed up with a frail, quivering finger. 

"See him?" she asked. "I've been watching 
that hawk for two hours now. He's swooping around 
the lake, can't seem to find anything to eat." 
Fred stood there, stunned. 

and sky with everything in it. 
"You must have seen some things change in 

your time, then," Fred replied. It sounded stupid, 
once he said it. He felt sure she would make a quick, 
sharp reply, but she didn't. 

"You can't get in the way of change," she said. 
"When it's ready to happen, it just comes." 

When he looked around from where he was 
now, he saw only the vast expanse of shimmering 
lake. But he hadn't felt so at rest since long before 
his wife died. In the short days of their retired life 
together, Marian would make his tea, sit down 
across from him and they would each quietly read 
their sections of the paper. From overhead an eager 
cry cut through the air, and he looked up at the cor­
morant, now diving toward a small, flapping ripple 
on the water. 

Vanessa Blakeslee 
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"Do you see the flowers?" Derek asked. He cupped a rose blossom in his fingers.

The elderly woman on his arm said nothing. She looked past them, through the bushes, 

and stared. 

"No response," he sighed, and stood up. 

He looked over her shoulder - not so difficult, he was taller by a foot - at the property 

the nursing home devoted to the garden. Most of the patients didn't leave the building; they 

sat inside with their televisions and their chess sets. Those who were brought out were done 

so either because the nurses assumed it would be "good for them," or because the other resi­

dents were getting annoyed. For this woman it was probably both reasons. 
She looked so ... not there. Crepey skin hung tumbled into the lap of her dress, a washer-wom-

on her hunched body, covered with a matching pink an 's dress. She sat at the base of a birch tree. 

sweatshirt and sweatpants. Someone had tried to The young man balancing amid the leaves 

give her makeup, but it looked clownish because smiled easily. ''Nothing you will ever say is too 

she was so pale. White wiry hair matted her scalp. bold," he said. He picked at a flake of bark on the 

While her eyes were unfocused, her hand clung tree's trunk. It crumbled under his thumbnail. He 

tightly to Derek's wrist. And for that reason, she didn't see her blush. 

had to know where or who she was. She had to. He found a sturdy spot where two strong 

He knew about dementia, but he refused to believe limbs met and sat down. Looking at the sky he 

that entire lives could just disappear like that. They wondered aloud, "Why do we continue meeting 
couldn't. here, Anna?" 

"You're not alone, you know," he said. With- She looked amused. '"His Highness is still 

out realizing it, he started rambling. "My grandfa- un-betrothed. I am your chaperone until you've 

ther had dementia, but nothing like this. He still made your decision." Emphasis on His Highness. 

talked to people, still tried. Every time I visited him It was a joke title, they were both too young. 

he thought I was a cousin he'd never met, because "I came here searching for a bride, not a 

he never remembered me. promise," he answered. "What sort of chaperone is 

"He died eventually when I was seventeen. two years younger than her client anyway?" 
Old age, he was eighty-six. He hadn't gotten my He glanced down. Dark bangs framed 

name right since I was twelve. Everything he could his face. "And don't call me that, you know my 
think of, Chuck, Matt, Barry. Weird names some- name. " 
times, like Jeremiah or Ezekiel. But for some rea- She made a face at him. "Yes ... Your High-
son he couldn't land on my name." ness." 

The woman peered in the direction she 

was pointed, and so at the moment she studied the 

nurse's blue tunic while he talked. It was crisp, as 

new to the job as he was. Still so young, still so -

She had seen that shade of aquamarine before. She 

envisioned it sometimes, on another article of cloth­

ing, somewhere. Somewhere in a story. 

"The blue on your tunic matches your eyes, 

if I can be too bold, " the girl muttered. Her hair 

He sighed. He laughed. 

"What?" Derek asked. They had almost 

reached a footbridge when he swore she chuckled 
at something. 

But no. The woman didn't move. Derek 

was warned she no longer acknowledged people. 

He shook his head and took her elbow again. 

She strained just so slightly to stay there, 
staring again. He asked, "Do you want to see the 

.07 
� 



rest of the garden still?" She tucked some blonde hair behind her ear. 
When she didn't answer he maneuvered her The rest of it was swept into a ponytail against the 

gently away. This time she followed. wind. 
The brook was quaint. It murmured over "I. . .I double-dog dare you!" 

pebbles that formed a mini-waterfall. Small koi Instantly, she shrieked, her eyes squeezed 
made splashes in the froth with their tails. It was shut. He had crept backwards when she wasn't pay-
put there to separate the plants that needed sunlight ing attention, and fell abruptly off the precipice. 
and plants that needed shadow. ''Rick!" 

Derek stopped and directed the woman's Caroline ran to the side and looked down, 
eyes with two fingers. shaking. 

"Look at the fish," he said, pointing. She caught him hitting the water, with prop-
"They're like big goldfish." er dive fonn, thank God. After almost thirty sec-

He paused before he continued. "I had a ands, his head popped up. 
goldfish once. It lived eight 

S 
''If I get up there and you 

months _ not bad for the little he shuffled through her bath haven't jumped too, I'm push-
guy. I called him Spark, be- slippers after him, blinking at the ing you off Caroline!"
cause he was bright yellow in- sparkles that the sun created. The " ,, stead of orange. It was the best May Angler? 
pet name 1 ever came up with. water sloshed on the rocks of the Derek looked up. He didn't
When I was six, my dad told bank. realize that anyone else had 
me to name my dog Falafe! as In another lifetime, such a been outside, and instantly he
a joke, but because I was six I . became antsy. If they knew 
actually thought he was seri- tide made a repeat performance. May before, they were likely
ous and ... " to be disappointed. 

The woman grunted. He looked at her. She "May Angler?" an elderly man repeated. He 
was squatting a little too far over the side of the trembled uncontrollably. 
bridge. There was a nurse that pushed him in a 

"Okay, that's enough water for right now," wheelchair. She stopped their trek and gave Derek 
he said. He forced his tone, like a mother guiding an apologetic look. 
her child. "That's her?" she asked as if May couldn't 

She shuffled through her bath slippers after hear. She was the one that trained Derek. Her name 
him, blinking at the sparkles that the sun created. was Kate. 
The water sloshed on the rocks of the bank. "Yeah. This .. .is her," Derek answered. The 

In another lifetime, such a tide made a re- employees were well versed about May Angler. 
peat performance. The man didn't seem to notice their re-

marks. "Then that's ... May Angler, the author May 
"You think I can't do it?" he shouted at her, 

anns wide open in mock defiance. 
She laughed, but the grin didn't reach her eyes. 

''Rick, get offa that! You 're gonna get 
killed!" The rocks Rick were standing on crumbled 
ominously on the cliff face, into the broken gray 
water some hundred feet below. 

''Dare me!" he said. 
''Don't be stupid!" Caroline was thrilled, 

but scared. He looked unbreakable, and far from 
stupid ... but rea1ly. 

"If I go, you go Caroline!" 

Angler?" 
May had started stumbling away. Derek saw 

her move out of the comer of his eye and caught her 
back. He wrapped an arm around her waist and she 
halted. 

"We'll get going in a minute, Mrs. Angler. 
No need to get nervous," he said. Kate rolled her 
eyes. 

"That's a little unnecessary." 
"Better than being cruel," Derek said. 
"She's one of my favorite writers," the man 

continued. He sounded livelier than his age let on, 
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he had to have been on the home-stretch for ninety. 
"She wrote so many ... what, fantasy romances?" 

"Romances in general," the woman nurse 
said. Derek smirked. 

"How do you know that?" he asked her. She 
shrugged. 

"My mom reads her. She goes for that kind 
of stuff nowadays." 

"I read," the man began again ( drowning out 
a distinct "here we go" from Kate), "that she wrote 
out plans for new novels up until she developed ... 
it." 

"Dementia," Derek said. "She doesn't 
mind." 

The man coughed. "She said that she just 
sees her stories in her head, and writes 'em down." 
"She used to," Kate reminded him patiently. "Mr. 
Jones, she probably doesn't see anything in her 
head anymore." 

Derek cleared his throat pointedly. Kate 
looked up. She opened her mouth, but before she 
could speak May moaned again. 

"What is it, Mrs. Angler?" Derek asked. 
May turned full circle. 

"Yeah, it is a little hot," Derek said. "We'd 
better tum in. Almost two, time for someone's TV 
show." 

He waved to Mr. Jones, who looked thor­
oughly confused, and nodded to Kate. "See you 
later." 

They went back the way they came. He 
could hear Mr. Jones mutter from behind him, "But 
she wrote, Good Queen Anna, Be Still, Caroline ... 
A Diamond in the Rough -" 

"Yes, Ted, we know," was Kate's reply. "She 
used to be an author." 

May now leaned almost on top of Derek for 
support. Walking wore her out. During the hottest 
part of the day she grew more and more tired. She 
could collapse if she wanted to. 

The man fell onto his knees. Mat was this 
place? It was so hot ... the sun was incredibly high 
in the sky. The sand blistered his skin, to the point 
where he was afraid to look at his bare feet after all 

this walking. 
He looked around. There was nothing. Hills 

of sand, too-brilliant blue sky. Sun, so much sun. 

Without realizing it, he fell forward. His cheek 
landed on the ground. All he could do was gasp. 
Using his voice scraped his throat. 

Tears. Could he drink them? 
He closed his eyes, but he could still see 

through his eyelids. The light helped him in that 
regard. This was why he could see a shadow pass 
over them. 

He was dying. He squinted upward to make 
sure. 

He had to be. An angel was kneeling over 
him. A dark-skinned, beautiful, beautiful angel, 
wearing purple. She looked concemed ... was he go­
ing to Hell? He supposed it wouldn't matter, if she 
were the messenger. 

The angel cupped his face in her hands. He 
had difficulty breathing. 

''Help is on the way. I'm going to take care 
of you," she might have said. But he heard nothing 
but jibberish. He clutched one hand with both of 
his, holding it there. 

"Mrs. Angler, what are you looking at?" 
Was she looking at the playground? There 

was a gap in the shrubs that exposed the fence. It 
separated the home from the neighboring elemen­
tary school. Through it there was part of a swing set 
and a giant sandbox. 

Derek looked from the woman to the fence 
before stepping ahead a ways to open the door. 

"Are you thinking of a story?" he asked. He 
was surprised at how patronizing he sounded. Was 
this how he acted around his grandfather, skeptical 
and mean? 

Would he be like Kate? 
May sensed the air conditioning and went 

inside. Her feet dragged on the carpet. 
"That's right," Derek said. "You've had 

your outside time. No more stories for you." 
He walked away when he said that, grab­

bing a clipboard off a nearby desk. He didn't see 
that May Angler had turned around to give him one 
more look. Tears brimmed in her wasted eyes. 

Amanda Drum 

Vdun'\0 XXXvf!! .Q.Q. 
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Disclaimer 

Brushing Art & Literary Journal has 

been established as an open forum for student 

expression. 

The contents of this publication do not 

necessarily reflect the views of the faculty and 

administration of Rollins College, but rather are the 

views and ideas of the individual authors, artists, or 

literary magazine staff members and editors. 

The entire contents ofBrushing are copyrighted 

in 2008 by Rollins College. All fictional works 

herein are purely fictional, and any resemblance 

to anyone, living or dead, is purely coincidental. 

Brushing will print all student and faculty work of 

literary and artistic merit. However, if submissions 

are deemed as possible to incite violent action or be 

deemed as slander or libel, they will not be printed 

unless edited. Additionally, the editing process 

is conducted anonymously so as to eliminate the 

possibility of bias. No editor is aware of whose work 

they are reading until the time of publication, with 

the exception of the chief editor and layout editor, 

who only discover the names of the authors during 

layout after their pieces have already been debated 

and selected for inclusion. 

© Brushing Art & Literary Journal is licensed 

under the Creative Commons Attribution-Non­

Commercial-Share Alike License. To view a copy 

of this license go to creativecommons.org/licenses/ 

by-nc-sa/3 .0/ 

Brushing is published by the literary journal 

staff at Rollins College, 1000 Holt Ave, Winter 

Park, FL, 32789, Box 2763. For any questions 

or comments, please email the current staff at 

bjournal@rollins.edu. 
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