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BCTC , In Your Words' Winner —Faculty/Staff

SHANE HARRIS

About Gypsies

The seductive sway of Romany skirts,

as bare feet beat time to fireside violins --

the aroma of fresh bread in olive oil

rising with that spring grape stiffness;

the fermentation of the seasons

as wagon wheels roll toward Naples

and well-aged songs of Italian summers

are sung by smoke-eyed women,

each a blur of veils, black hair and hips

dancing sex against the Tuscan night.
Steel-tipped men, with razors in pockets,
patrol the Coliseum like mythic predators.
Each is a vagabond god, sleek in hair and stride
with stiletto eyes and blades in short-heel boots.

These gypsies only appear in American movies.

Romany don't drive wagons and rarely dance.
Most days they beg the Roman rich for crumbs.
Rather than silks and cymbals they carry

crying babies and grope among the garbage,

or pick the pockets of fat Americans while
mumbling dialects Da Vinci never notebooked.
They've stowed the fragile mysteries of heritage,
packed them on steamships bound for New York.

These are thf®rtunes | set out to foretell.

Then the phone rings and Jeremy's voice

sings songs about our nomadic youth --
drinking Ottenheim wine by campfires

with smoke-eyed women all black hair and hips;
encounters with vagabond men, bootleggers,




with beards broad as the Mediterranean.
We share tales of broken wagon wheels,
and apologize for not remembering

the rituals for fixing such things.

In the background the expected music
of a new life's cymbals: babies crying
and the faint rattle of a newspaper.

This was to be a poem about gypsies,
but metaphors are secretive and exotic
as veiled women walking in the plaza.




BCTC , In Your Words' Winner —Student

ROBERT DAVIS

American Lullaby: The Great Sea

Firelight shadows.
Midnight gears whirling,
Ticking and tocking

In clockwork perfection.
Provocative thoughts
On the lips of your lover.

Wait, my dear.

Let the fire die a little.

Let the darkness eat the world;

I want to repose in your light alone.

Later we sleep.

Dreams of the sea,

The Great Sea,

Last bastion of a desperate soul.
See the tide rising,

Mounting, and growing,
Playfully pushed

By a large and silver moon.
There is no relapse of worry here;
The warmth sustains the spirit.
Scattered shells glimmer;

They' re covered in color,
Brushed by the Maker,

His godly design.

Listen.

You’' || hear their song.

The sweeping and tinkling
Caresses and calms.




I was walking by the sea,

The salty air embracing me.

I dreamed of sands in foreign lands,
And those I would explore.

I sat amid the frothy brew

Imagining a time with you.

In distant sunset sanction.

I't’s that memory | i mplore.

The moon pulls hard to quench its thirst;
To fill itself until it bursts.

To lounge within a cool lagoon,
Enwrapped in gentle sway.

Playful waves and currents deep;
Through corral, sand, and rock they seep.
Imagine us among the tide,

Amid the blue ballet.

Sweet, i sn’t it ?

I knew you could dig it.

You wonder just as much as I

What’' s beyond these mighty waters?
What yawning desire beckons us hither?

I ache for the spray

And the wind whipping west.

I'long for rough hewn planks

Under hard, tanned feet,

And ropes of the rigging

In calloused, weathered hands.

Let’s build a ship of pitch and pal m.
Let’'s chart a course for unknown adventure.
Let’' s waste no ti me;
My heart is growing restless.

I awake in land-lock.

The scent of the sea dissipates;
It flees from my nostrils

Like a frightened child.




My lover yet wanders

In aisles of unconsciousness.

The magic has died,

The dream has lied.

I m bound by rock and soil
I want to weep,

But still <

I feel the pulling in my mind.

I feel the sea

Still beckoning me.

I will heed its call.




DON BOES

Hurricane Season

Qualified computer models cut to the chase:

Debbie or Ernesto or Nadine or Oscar

will soon be trashing the beaches and condos

of Daytona and New Smyrna. Right now

Il " m watching a few |lazy dolphins close to shore
and the sky is a blue I have never seen

soaking into another blue I have never seen.

Even the sand is clean likeon & D OOPT EOz Uw( UOEQE
without all that dicey stuff that reminds me,

as if the topic ever really disappears,

what happens after my last free breakfast.

One morning you're | ooking into real estate deals
and by happy hour you're ensnared

in the cone of probability. Just like in a riot

strangers and loose objects turn dangerous.

I't's too |l ate to disconnect the gas.
The bathtub is filled with clammy bikinis

instead of water for non-drinking purposes.

Power is not an option and may not be restored.

All you want is a measure of power

but what little you had is gone

and there’'s |l ess where that came from.
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DON BOES

Out of Bed

What gets me out of bed

is the pleasure of eating cornflakes
with the spoon I discovered

in the casino parking lot.

It was spring and the asphalt

bloomed with yellow lines

and stenciled numerals.

Whatever is true must be exaggerated
to be believed. Too many people
spend weeks staring at the wrong data,
neglecting their diets,

their appearances suffering.

I would rather plummet from the apex
of the loftiest nomenclature

than create a new password

or decorate one more cubicle

in a personal style. On my way down
I will count my chickens

and their slippery eggs

and write my parents
in my top-secret journal.

When I hit the loamy earth,

my first and last pillow in this life,

my eyes will be open.

names
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SAVANNAH ECKLAR

We Were Artists

I remember what it felt like, sitting beside the artist.

The music he would play as he stared out of the window

Holding onto the hope that what he had been feeling hadn't been fabricated
I remember how it felt with the wind between my finger tips

And how when reality settled in, I knew that our minds had been astray

We were artists, hand in hand.

Dreaming, creating, and believing that what we had created was real.

We were mad scientists, unfolding all of our imagination into one epic hypothesis.

But what we had composed was not authentic.

The image we'd upheld was terribly insignificant in comparison to the genuine existence of
what surrounded us.

We were artists, hand in hand.

Who had gone silently mad

Continuing to binge drink on every last bead of our own brand of utopia.
We were stumbling about, buttoning up our vests.

We were writing down our thoughts with perfect prepositions

And holding our hearts in which we wanted to race

We were artists, hand in hand.

Creating the most magnificent picture we intended on painting and we did.
With such perfectly structured color combinations, we made the world believe it.
What a strange attachment we had formulated

While he covered his mouth before he spoke

There was not one verb, metaphor, or simile out of place.

We were artists, hand in hand.

Spiraling down to the final conclusion

That our analysis was proving to be decidedly counter-factual.

And so we laid out all of our tools and chemicals, and exhaled conclusively.
It was time for the artists to call it quits

And so we released our grips.

But I couldn't forget what it was like, sitting beside the artist.
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BONNIE FISHER

8 a.m. Class

Early, so early.
Heads cast down, feet barely clearing the ground,
dawn’s | ight pai-glfldd. | y entering

They enter.
Chairs simultaneously scuffing the floor as if on cue.
Among the books carelessly cast down

is a carefully wrapped McSomething purchased from the dollar menu.

Amidst the yawns,

cheap plastic cups hold the milky-mud promise of caffeinated energy
straight from the counter of the local Speedway;

Here, there is no Starbucks.

Darkness remains, inside and out.

The vague clattering of computer keys searching for Facebook friends
and Blackboard grades,

that somehow must reflect illusion more than reality.

hal f

The only |Iight in the room emanates

a face that never seems drowsy.

In I walk.
Putting down my well-worn black satchel,

from

a |l ong ago gi ft od cfei meelsltyi fayrirnigv edlat , , |
Now, the broken zippers and fraying strap seem to laugh at me mockingly.
I place down keys, my phone, and a folder of graded and ungraded papers

beside the banana I intend to have for lunch.
Finally, I look up and out, mustering a smile.

Class begins.
I walk over to the switch on the wall;

lI'ts time to turn on the | ights.

13
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JAMES B. GOODE

Sleeping With My Mother

You never really expect it.
They usually come to you
In the sterile hallway of the hospital
Or the black telephone rings
At a startlingly odd hour
Sometimes
They say
, Your Mot her’ s on the telephone
And then you just know it for sure.
, He fell dead
Sitting on the toolhouse steps
Slumped over
His back arched like one of the sacks of feed
|l "ve seen hietopmi#t across th
Of the hog pen
Until he could get his pocket knife out
To cut the string."
Then there’s the dial tone
The constant in our lives
To let us know

The conversation’s over
But you continue to talk inside

A dialogue with a shadow

14



That remembers the richness
Of his laugh
And now the shadow sees him
Silent,
Lying on his back in the grass,
His lips purple as the plums
We ate together once

When I was a child.

I wrapped my arms around her
And we got in their bed,
She on his side
And me on hers--
A surreal
Reversal
In a foggy night.
We didn’'t | et go
While we waited
For the others to return.
I imagined them
Birds
Flying on instinct
Toward home again.
I can’'t imagine

What her shadow imagined.
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JAMES B. GOODE

Left Out of the Personals

, Ri ngbenyl !
She says.
, 240 dfigured hohedt woman
looking for a secure, emotionally mature male
with a streak of pagan . . .
Sarcasm a must . : .
Where can one find a sarcastic, secure, emotionally mature pagan?

I ask

What kind of woman is this?

A , BuMe' l ady ?

A , Call Me * girl ?
A ,Let’s hang out chick?"®

A , Need someone to |l ove | onely heart?

I m afraid I don’t qualify

For anything anymore

I quickly call
And cancel my Ad:

, 5-Pear-Old, 6'4", 200 Ib Grandfather of 5,
Reformed smoker and drinker
With Osteoarthritis and Autoimmune Hepatitis
Willing to ride the wind
With anyone who has similar interests

16



STACY GORDAN

Unfriend

It is not fair

What you brought to me
What you hold for me
That piece of me

That fit so neat

It is not fair

So, I need it back

I am feeling rather
Incomplete
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JOSEPH HAYDON

You

When there is not a cloud in the sky,
I think about you.
When the sun sets in an ocean so blue,
I think about you
My heart enjoys the race,
When you are in my presence.
When I think about you after,
My heart worships your remembrance.
With eyes of the most divine color,
I can only wonder.
What my life so true,
Would be like...

| f I di dn’ t have the

pl easur e,
Of thinking about you.
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VANEDRA MOORE

Wind

The wind whistles in my ear

as it races past my face.

I can feel its body bump against my skin

leaving a cold blanket behind.

Leaves dance in front of me as if

they were twirling ballerinas.

The pine tree giggles as the wind
wraps itself around it, and the pine tree

loses some of its decor.

I can see the flying fowls gliding in the air
as their wings mate

with the wind and fly forever.

The wind whispers in my ear

and tells me good bye.
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CASEY COOLEY

The Spirit of the Dog

The dog runs toward the shadow figure, moving like mercury freshly spilled out of a
thermometer, but never breaking its permanent form, bound by natural law to fulfill its duty.
The dog covers vast ground to reach the shadow figure, achieving speed and power common to
others of his breed, but this dog has one thing others do not: spirit—the intangible element

within those who laugh at danger and waft it away like a foul odor.

This dog has a soul and this gives him the means to do the impossible, to know deep
inside that i f skhadow figars allistost.rHe eltslupon theiSpirit for the
power to break the barriers other mere canines are unable to pass. This Spirit gives the animal
the means to become god-like. It bestows an honor enabling him to be referred as something

more th a n it’ and *man’s best friend.’ The Spirit al

croquet with the heads of Cerberus.

The dog is aware of this power. He allows it to flow through him, strengthening
his muscles and tendons, increasing the work of the neurons and synapses to give him the extra
juice he needs to destroy the shadow figure. The taste of the Spirit is sensational, something

only the holder can comprehend, yet even words are beyond the user.
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This emotion churns within its host, causing a myriad of buried potential to emerge. As
with all packed closets, once it opens, everything falls out, causing a mess difficult to sort. The
demons of the dog weigh heavy, caused by many Spirit-less years. Since the discovery of the
Spirit, thesedemons r eveal themselves, and it’s up to the

demons find their new home.

The dog, now panting as he runs, pushing the limits of his sinewy legs, wants
desperately to find this shadow figure. He begins seeing images of himself tearing at the

figure' s ankles, if it has ankles, and ripping th
curtain. He hopes to rip skin off his gossamer shield, to show the world this is only a man, and
that super nat ur aThe dogfoclisesdbrohés gaal, nbt realizingshis demons are

now fueling his power, or he does realize but allows it, whatever helps gets him closer to his

target.

The dog reaches deep within the Spirit, grabs a hold of something—something
powerful and seductive—and pulls it from the depths to use in this last push to success. This
surge of power gives the dog incredible speed and he pounces on the shadow figure, becoming
a machine made to destroy anything in its path. This machine gets within range of the shadow
figure and its mouth clamps on whatever it can find. If the shadow figure had body parts, it

would now be missing its hip.
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The dog jerks the confusing substance from the figure, slinging it back and forth like a

rattler would to warn off threats, bu t the dog’s tactic is used
rips at the shadow figure until all that is left is something resembling black spider webs,

floating through the air trying to find a place to rest. The dog lets the dark material fall from his

mouth. He stares at the black webs dancing through the air.

The dog watches the path of one web glide heavily toward the ground, falling like a
feather would after being separated from its winged friend and now trying to find a new home.
When a boy sees a feather he wonders where it came from. Immediately he sees it as a writing
utensil and wishes he had a bottle of ink so he can scribble up some letter, pretending he is
some colonial in the war writing his family. Whether or not the child knows, the feather

becomes a means of communication, signaling longing and separation.

The feather, much like a soldier in a war, is separated from its family and other loved
ones by some force, conscription or voluntarily, but the repercussions are the same. The soldier
feels lost and isolated. His family is gone and he is miles away, fighting something that could
be solved with palaver between two men. This dark feather-like object has been stripped from

his family and now falls to isolation in front of the dog.

The dog lowers his head to the dark material and blows at it, giving life to it once again.
It floats up, peaks in the air, and then arcs down once more to the ground. This time, the dark

feather lies next to a corpse. The dog missed this before. This body looks familiar. The young
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pallid face that once was home to a jovial rosy child is now lifeless. The dog has seen this body
in a past life, as well as the two older bodies lying abreast to the child. This is his family; they

were too close to be called masters.

The dog walks closer to the child, unable to prevent his keen smell to identify the rotting
flesh. The boys eyes are open, the eyes ghostly and looking past the dog toward a hopeful

afterlife.

The Spirit!

The dog feels the inner being once again—that power inside that gives him clairvoyance
beyond any living creature. This power comes with a new gift: the gift of sight. The dog sees it

now.

The dog can see the punct uHescamsthebodysasndon t he chi
notices torn clothes and ripped skin. This is the work of something pure evil. But how can the

shadow figure do this? With what power? The Spirit kndlig dog sees even more.

These wounds are bite marks, the mark of a canine, one with a power not seen by any
being, used for some evil purpose, driven by demons long repressed—suddenly opened. The
dog barks madly at the child. He barks at the gore he is witnessing, hoping the Spirit will wash
away the wounds and bring life to the once joyful companion. Nothing materializes. The dead

stay dead and the dog continues to bark empty wishes.
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He whimpers and turns, tucking his tail in between his legs, ashamed as all normal dogs
are when they realize t hey’ Adegwdthde®onsignormg. A o
simple man can put down a dog, but one with the Spirit—a newfound ethereal power given
only by some heavenly being—is one that should be watched. Used wisely it can bring light to
the shadows, but used in the ways tempted by demons will send the host into isolated

damnation forever.

24
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ROGER L. GUFFEY

A Still Small Voice

The bright moonlight glinted off the hand-hewn sandstone of the old Wayne County
High School as Darrell Ramsey drove his black Monte Carlo, speckled now by the dust of the
dry October winds blowing off the surrounding streets and antiquated baseball field. He eased
his car into the space closest to the building that was constructed by WPA to give the workers
money and the next generation hopes for a better life through education. He thrust his arm
through the straps of a bulging book bag and anxiously looked at his watch when the light

came on as he opened the door.

, Oh damn! 1t’s nine o two! Il " m two minutes
down! Not after all the trouble she went to," he whispered under his breat

bought off EI mer opens the door.

He raced to the far side of the building where he could see a bright light pouring
out the windows of a first floor room. He breathed deeply from the running as he fumbled the
key into the lock that yielded with a click, admitting him into the foyer where he ran up the
small flight of stairs. He turned left at the top of the stairs, and entered a large room cluttered
with educational posters and paraphernalia. A lone, silver-gray haired woman turned up her

bespectacled, tanned face from grading papers to greet him.

25



, So, it”8s wobolut given up and gone home. Meé
the principal’s office for tardineshsoughatodthny a busy

grin made more obvious by an overbite under her dainty nose.

, No w, Hel en, you know there is no principal

Excuse me, my name i s Mrs. Bertram and | n

but not Hel en.ou It hdhdn'wtelKndw vy

, Don’t knowhmel<lyou for five classes here tt

remember that ?'

, Yes, yes, Algebra twvogeavihetry, physics, trigonometry and
calcul us. So what ? You stil/l aahady, tag&bhessaahdl

reached outherhands., Come here and | et me see you. | t

Darrell walked toward her, and plopped the book bag onto a large square
wooden table near her desk. He bent low, feeling her cool kiss on his forehead, and

spontaneously started to hug her.

, No hugging, now, ,Ddr meloll d aYdshelckudbade a k e a s

He | aughed aloud and stood up, , Ol d7? Honey

maybe, but never ol d.
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, Ver y fThimnyrnygats go by, and you still crack the same jokes. Di dn’ t |

teach you anything?®

His mouth curled into a soft, wry smile. , Mor e t han you know, Mrs.
more than you know. You know, |l " m a teacher now
, Don’t yoy bavegiaal thoughts? You can’t t

much cuter than you are. And smarter. Quit boring me with your life story and show me how

much math you remember. Did you bring your books

, Of course, yowaylkngwulr wdaval w

, Spare me the melodrama and turn to the sec
by factoring. Impress me with your math ability instead of your conversation skills. Turn to

page forty-five in the algebra two book. You know the big yellowo n e .

, Har | de, har , har, Darrel |l replied as he

the perpetual charmer, aren’t you?'

, But of Itsmmyldoed, you know. Now do these twenty problems in

about a minute or |I’'l kWoabme back there and hurt

, Now, Mr s . Ber t r @ meliketlatithese dags’oty otud |1k get sSue

27



Hel en sighed as she replied, , Yes, | know.

Nobody had any sense of humor. Everybody became so serious. Sure,| > | | race and | Dbe

wi n, because | have the teacher’s edition with an

, Yeah, yeah. For number two | get x is fou
, Why, the right answer , naturally. X is fou
youmissed it though: you had to work with big numbers
Darrell sl apped his thigh and roared [ oudly

in? I used that same line my first year at my new school and the parents had the principal call

me and chew meout, because | had hurt tbeiyodabghievésthatet
Hel en raised her eyebrows. , These days, [ 7

for effort on that one. What's next, geometry?'
Darrell pull ed the worn bmovintrhertoadmprovhie bag.

the Pythagorean Theorem again? I was the only student in your teaching career you ever made

prove that thing by Euclid’'s method and for what?

, Well |, it kept you out of my hair, so | cCoL

Di dtn’'ki Il you, did it? Made you what you are toda

, Give me a break!"

, Ri ght arm or |l eft? You got a break. You o

28



, You can joke all you want, Honeybee. I kn

, Who told you that?"

, Well |, Mar y Sue daleesvasyoulfbestfriendnse she shold
Kknow. ®
, Mary Sue West? Are you so haive you would
teacher? And a Democr at at t hat ! Ts k, t s k. Have you
, Now, come on. skewastygubbestfyiendk i e w
, Maybe yes, maybe no, but you can’t hold th
, By the by, I have al ways wondered if you &
marrying the son of the top Republican in the st a
, Why, I ol e me? Oft o« oaidmiet ntohagt bwas yfown
, Actuall vy, i ronic. '

, Now there you go udllanwpordboutmpfavdivekcedthead. T e n
Can you get that head to state the theorem about two tangents to a circle from a common

exterior point?'

, No pr obl e mntsdrawn to & cirdledrem a common external point are

congruent . |l mpressed?"

29



, Well , |l ike | always say, even a blind pig

, You know what ?'

, Of cour s e, | do. He is a cousin of mi ne.

, I went out to your old farm last wee K .

, Wi thout my permission? | think 711 call t

trespassing. Sheriff! Sheriffl!l"’

, You are just a barrel of |l aughs. Anyway,

He stood up, reached into his right pocket, and pulled out a perfect flint

arrowhead. , Her e, ' he sai d, sliding it across the d

, Oo h, that's a good one! Have | told you at

could throw them when were kids?'

, Only about a million times, but tell me aog
, Wel |l , we wusedwhteon twherroew kiihdesm t o see how f ar
, Anot her knee sl apper. Wanna know where | f
, Probably in the | ower tobacco patch near t

my peacocks?’
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, No, but [ heard t hem. Y 0 u nkillb@ing yanked r t a s o un

out of an oak board.

,'You know’ is not a cor rNewileasswwsggoddo st art a
grammaroryou’ | | sound | i ke an ignorant hick."

, Do you want this one for your <collection?’

, Are you trying to bribe me? No, thank you

collecting them after Dennis and I moved to a smaller house. We had to give up so much:

arrowheads, peacocks, and antigues. My knife col
, How i s Denni s? Still bothered by arthrit.i
, Oh, no, he' s al l wel | . We do rrémi ni sce a
you stil]l collect knives?'®
, A few. Boker Tree brands, Case doubl e x' s
, What No Russel|l Barl ows ? And you call t hat
, | only had one Russel/|l Barl ow and | gave i

Kentucky Star Student and Teacher. I always thought it would be sacrilegious to cheapen that

mo me nt of achievement for both of us .
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, I suppose, but Il et’s not get maudlin just yet
Remember how I told you about the rooster that got drunk on pumpkin brandy from rotting

pumpkins behind the barn? He was so drunk he couldn’t even r 00:

, Y e &y told/us that in trig class. Al | three of us .

, Did you know that Peggy is principal of Was

president at a bank?"®

, Yes, I see them from time to ti me, but [ C
Me , | sort of wasted my 1|ife. | became a teacher
JAT Nt it the truth?'

, Hey, but your life was exciting. How many different colleges and universities did you

attend?'

, Who knows? Eight, | think. Di d | t el |l you th

Western Reserve?'

, About how you and three other women earned th

and had to stay in a men’s dor m?°

, Yes, and thédosi gnstlwat said ‘Women Only Past

Point’ and | ran the other way because | ‘thoug
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, Where you saw all kind of men | Nes¥Ydori ous st at

remember that yarn.'

, Wel |l , aren’t you t kwrattligenometry? Golve thisvghte you ¢

triangl e,

, Oh Honeybee, I can do this stuff in my sl eep

, Well |, | can see your study methods have not C
paint those wonderful bird pictures? I bought two of the owls, you know. And by the way, did

you ever finish thatsaw-wh et owl you promised me?

, " You know’ i's not the pWdlplaaveitwitlymetbatitsnd a sen
not finished. I stay pretty busy. Every time I start to work on it, something comes up.

Sometimes I imagine that I can make it look like you, if I painted horn-rimmed glasses like

yours on it.°
, Hunmp!l "1l thank you that these glasses make me
, Don’t you mean visually challenged?"
, Well, |1 attended eHmatrlsaasaydor mhpreseht companym bnifact,

I took classes in the medical school .°

, Good thing you spoke up or they would have mi
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, Pure corn. Have you been watching , Hee Haw' a

to study a rat skeleton.

, Yeah, and you dumped a rat on a chain in a vat of maggots to digest the flesh. Then

you had to come home suddenly for an emergency only to get the rat skeleton in the mail in a

few weeks. Ye s, Honeybee, that' s a good one.

, Di d y oumdemstand continuity in Calculus? Irecall that it drove you nuts your

freshman year in coll ege. Not that that was hard

, I got my degree i n Sapgdidyouksow tHatthg s atizdns got i t .

home has been renamed in your honor ? *

, Honor , schmonor . When | retired, I was so bo
figured a | ot of other ‘ol d’ people would I|Iike to
beautiful quilts, you know.

, I am going to hurt yoaww'idgt wfofuu'don’t stop you

, Dgou stil!l have all those awards you won at h
didn’t you? You must have had superior teachers

, Yes, they were good teacher s, but none of the
merci es. '

, YKkG yuck, yuck. How do you get al | t hat hair
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, I use glue. Nearly all of the teachers | had

leaveme? | t hought you |l oved |ife too much.

, Well, | have had my c!| o ssénthehobpitadand yolRcanteeomb er wh

visit from Michigan.

, How can | ever forget that moment ? There you
book, yet the hollow look in your eyes tore my heart part. I felt talking to you was like grabbing
a fistful of sand. The harder I squeezed you to keep you here, the faster you ran away. So Ijust

stopped squeezing and you ran away anyway.

, Just cal | nBatlevet abandoned ywoe, did I? Did you hear me calling
you when you needed it?°
, And somehdmels e dwms tChri st , now ybetre gkanga

the subject. I would suggest physics, but I guess we are beyond that. Look what I brought you.
Remember the picture Kenny Crabtree took of us at that special luncheon when we won that

honor? Here is my copy all framed and nicely matted.

, I guess mine has disappeared over the years. Say, there is that Russell Barlow you gave

me and the new slide rule | gave you. |l guess th

, Hel en, not hivneg nyeo uwielvierbegausel ess.
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, Well, i f i1t was, | 'd never have given it to vy

younger. But as the poet says, nothing gold can stay. Here, grab hold of this frame. Okay, take

the back off of it and hand me the photograph. That is all | need. Now watc
, Magic trick, schmagic trick. Wai t | how did vy
, Wel |, i f I told you | woul d have to kil you.
, Why not? You al ways were just full of surop
Epilogue
The phone call jarred Sheriff Kenny Crabtree outofbeda | i ttl e before si

His wife mumbled her annoyance, as he turned over to answer the call.

, Hel | o, Sheriff Crabtree.

He listened to the agitated voice of the janitor at the local middle school enough

to recognize the need for immediate action before school started.

, There i n fKeepeveryoAerontaortidl getthere. EVver yone! '

Kenny hurriedly dressed himself and rushed to the door of his modest home.

Still shoeless, he bolted into the cruiser and tore away to the middle school where the janitor
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and ambulance workers paced around awaiting his arrival. He had managed to pull his

sockless shoes on while driving so that he could run to the middle school building.

, Arnol d, for Godhg ®wakRé what’' s go

Ar n ol d-benclsed fact tivisted in horror and pain as he spoke,

, lt's a mess, Bd roroyd, eivte'ry wdh emes s . | think we’d

superintendent on the horn and have him cancel sc

, Let’ s see whGitmeha doctay or o coi@nemoonsome such damned

thing. Get them | ights on in the back!"

The men hurried around the building to enter through the still open door and
face a scene of nightmarish horror. Darthate | | " s bo
the hands of his long arms brushed the tiled floor. Piles of papers and books were scattered
among large pools of dark blood that had drained from the long thin slits in his wrists, and had

traced irregular rivulets among the shards of glass of the picture frame.

Gagging and heaving in disbelief and nausea, Kenny excused himself to go back
outside to vomit. Pale and wiping his mouth with a handkerchief, he returned to the room still

shaking with pain.

, What a damned mess! WhWhy didile dottHisiheae? guy any v

How did he getinhere? Anybody got any answers?'’
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, No, sir, we di dn’t touch anything until y C

Arnold interrupted, , My helper, El ner , t ol o

thought maybe this guy found it, butwe can’t find it anywhere.

Kenny wal ked around carefully, and took a f
He rolled the body over and gasped , Thatw Darr el

years ago. I think his brother, Bobby, lives out in Slat. Somebody call him and get him here

now.

Arnold ran to his office and flipped through t
number. Kenny continued where he | eft of f, , Darrel | W
Damned genius. Moved away to teachinLoui svi | | e< no, Lexington. I he

years. He never came to any of our reunions. Wait a minute. What room is this?

t

Arnol d rRopdmetdwo., Art room.

Kenny shookNd, si th'emadan,art room now in the
thiswast he hi gh school, this was a math r oom. I n fa
and | had geometry together in this room. Man, t

He looked at the other men who stood speechless and ignorant of his reference,
bef or e c oHelenBettrannvgps probably the best teacher ever to teach here. Had a

really weird, but gentle, sense of humor . She go
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Great lady and a genius, too. Everybody knew that she and Darrell were closer than mother

and son. '

Kenny pulled up a chair, sighing as he sat
named State Student and Teacher of the year or something. It was a big deal around here. First
and only time that had happened in this school. I was the photographer on the school
newspaper and I took a picture of them together for the paper. Seems like they were handing

each other something. You guys find anything?’

One of the ambulance drivers replied, , Just
floor. There mightbe s omet hing in that book bag over there.
Kenny hoisted Darrell’s book bag over a tahb
dumped its remaining contents onto the table top.

but it’s the same bhera Kkgiesshe kept thendall thistime.c h o o |

The driver asked, , Who? Mr s. Bertram?'
Kenny | ooked at him and sighed softly. , NC
something years ago. I think Darrell wé&s in scho

funeral. Seems like she died of cancer. Not pretty. Big funeral and visitation. Lot of people
| oved her. |l was a first year policeman who had

easy, knowing all the people she had helped over the years .
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He wiped his eyes and nose. , SoPieeelofat di d he

gl ass?’

, Haven’'t found it yet. l't’s hard to get ar

di sturbing the crime scene.

Kenny looked around the room. Most of the desks stood in neat rows, but three
near the bloody pools were overturned. He saw the broken, empty picture frame lying under a
desk near Darrell’'™s body. He bent over to examin
bl ood. , Wonder what Ildebringan phiecrteu?n ie sWhvyoiwoeu tr ai | ed

saw the slide rule lying on the table.

, It was a damned knife and slide rule they were holding! A Russell Barlow knife
and a sl i dsewhatwakiethe pictu@.tAnypody find a piaheuure?' he a

dropped to his knees to |l ook under the desks. The

He retrieved the picture from under one of the desks. As he stood up, Arnold
returned and sai d, ;| told the brother what happe
way he was glad it was over. Said that Ramsey was dying of colon cancer anyway, and was

really suffering from the treatment. Said at | ea

Kenny knitted his brow as he asked, , But wh

brains out in the woods? Whynot just eat pills at home or what e\
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He fell silent as he examined the picture to verify it was the picture he had taken
in high school. , See, I told you guys, " Oflygy gl oate
then did he notice the small irregular point of light showing through the picture as if a shard of
glass had jabbed out a hole as the frame fell. He flipped the picture over, pressing the jagged
tears back together to form a complete picture that revealed a small white imperfection in the

portion of the picture showing the gifts they were exchanging.

,Jesus Chri st! Wh a t in the hell 2 he cried

, What in the damned hell is that ?'
He studied the picture closely before exclai mi n g, , | can see the slide
gave her a goddamned Russell Barl ow knif e! I too
The ambul ance driver asked, , s it okay to

the pictures you need?’

Kenny nodded,getthi¥measthrleaned ept Prabably a good idea to call the
superintendent and have him cancel school today.

up before school opens.

He righted one of the desks and said,reSomebod

going to need some plastic trash bags.
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Arnold handed him a broom, and he began to carefully sweep the broken glass
and scattered papers into a wideblood-s oaked pi |l e. , Probably just as

before we try to sweep," he said.

He knelt down and began to pick up the gory trash. He used both hands to grab

a large pile, but suddenly froze as he lifted it off the floor.

Arnol d asked, , Somet hing wrong, boss?"

The color drained out of Kenny’'s frtmllye and he p
covered by the trash and debris, lay a Russell Barlow knife and an unfinished painting of a saw-

whet owl.
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AMBER MORTENSEN

The Last Leaf to Fall

Amelia turned down the old dirt road with ease, just as though she had never left. She
slowed down at just the right moments to avoid clunking the tailpipe, navigating through a
maze of puddle holes in the scattered gravel caused by decades of wear and rainfall. Truth be
told, she could drive it with her eyes shut, even after all these years.

(UzU0woOP O], sh&lﬁb&gﬂt@iﬁyw&méla @igetSuddenly, she flashed back to her
first time riding a bike. She had been so scared
strong hand upon her back, guiding and supporting her as she tried to keep her balance.
Eventually she could ride on her own, but she knew that her mother would always be there if
she fell. Not anymore.

The | etter had been short and to the point. *°Y
qui ck.’ No evarealldd he¢e AmeliaoThey just called her Adie. Her father had
never been one to mince words. Some things never changae thought. She tried, in vain, to
recall a time when he’d ever said more than two s
exact opposite. She tended to speak her mind, ev
want to hear.

Round the last bend, Amelia could finally see the house; a huge monolith, smack in the

middle of quaint nothingness. The building was constructed mainly of mottled gray stone with
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raw logs for the roof and framework. She supposed her father had designed it to look rustic,

but it was really quite hideous in her opinion.
the lumber still had some of the original bark left on it. Not much had changed over the years.

The only difference, now, was that there seemed to be more patches of mold growing up the

sides and on the roof than the last time she had seen it.

Amelia would never forget the moment she last laid eyes on her childhood home. She
had left without saying a word to anyone. She was nineteen, almost twenty, and headstrong.
Was it so wrong for her to want a life of her own? She was so desperate to get out of this small
hick town, and attend coll ege. Why couldn’t her
to settle down, get married, and have a family. Wash dishes and mend socks for the rest of her
life. No, thank you. It was a Sunday morning, and everyone had been at church except her.
She crammed as much as she could into the back of her little hatchback and sped down the
dilapidated road as fast as she could, given its overall state of disrepair. She had kept one eye
in the rearview mirror watching the house get smaller and smaller, until it disappeared entirely.
Breathing a deep sigh of relief, she hadn’'t reall

county line.
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Her parents home was on t hereeywereytilldsthickage of t o
the bristles on a brush. It was autumn now and crisp leaves covered every inch of the ground.
Without being able to see, she wondered if the front yard still had more tire tracks than grass.
No lights were on in the house itself. Only the dim yellow light from the lamppost on the front
porch illuminated the mist that hung heavy in the air. She pulled the car up alongside the
porch and turned off the engine. She reminded herself to breath. It was only seven-thirty, but
among st the thick trees, dank fog, and the shadow o
out at all.
Amelia made sure her cell phone was in her purse and got out of the vehicle. She almost
slipped right back into the driver’s seat when she caught her foot on a gnarled tree root looped
up from the ground. Her father had built this house with his own two hands, but he never
cleared out the trees. She never understood why he had left all these trees so close to the house.
Wasn’'t that a gainingher cdmpasure, she?starte®walking towards the door.
Crisp leaves crunched beneath her feet as she carefully navigated her way to the front of the
house. It seemed each step was harder than the last. The porch was level with the ground
around it, and equally scattered with leaves. Walking up to the porch, she felt like she was

pacing the dreaded thirteen stairs to her own execution. She heard a soft click, and then the

front door swung open with a creak
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, Hey t here. ' Hmusfrime filledethe ensrywanas lie stood there in the
dim light.

, I got your Jletter.:’

He simply shrugged, stepped back, and held the door open for her to enter. As she
passed by she picked up his scent, and she knew where he had been. He smelled like a

hospital, like antiseptic and floor degreaser.

, You been to see Mom today?" Amel i a asked as s
her coat.

, Yep. '

, Well |, how s she hol din’ up ? Amelia was surpr

country manner of speaking.
, Doctor said she wouldn’t | ast a week, it’s be
, She’s a strong woman. '
He just shrugged again and closed the door without a sound. Amelia could see he was

wearing a dirty work tee underneath the wrinkled dress shirt he had put on to go visit her

mot her . He hadn’'t bothered to change his soil ed
, You got vyour room, |ike always." He said fl at

hallway towards the master bedroom. He shut the door silently behind him, and Amelia

wondered how such a large man could move about with so much stealth.
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After slowly making her way through the kitchen and down the stairs, Amelia stood in
the doorway of the room she grew up in so long ago. Flipping on the light, she was not at all
surprised that everything was just as it was the day she left. The bed was left unmade, her
dresser drawers were left flung open, and her poster of Led Zeppelin was still taped up to the
wall. The day had taken its toll, and she was exhausted. Itwa s n’ t so much the | ong
was, after all, only about a two-hour drive. No, it was the flood of memories washing over her
without end that had worn her out. ( 7 OOWE UD O1 wbH O WitHoht evEnEdriing A OU U O b
light, she collapsed into the soft mattress, and drifted off to sleep. Empty, yet full of hollow

dreams.

The alarm on her cell phone wasn’t what rea

staring at the ceiling for a while before it had gone off. Where were the sounds from the

gathered her wits back together and headed upstairs. She grabbed her duffel bag from the
trunk of the car, and headed back inside to shower and change. When she came out again, her
father was sitting on the edge of the front porch tearing the plastic wrapper off a Little Debbie

oatmeal creamp i e . He didn't even | ook up.
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, El eowtelnokk ngdda | ate ain’'t it ? You ready?"

, Yeah, sure. '

, Okay then. ' He |l aid down the pastry and st
and looking out into the forest, he remained perfectly still, staring at the trees. He eyes took on
a glazed appearance, like the people you might see sitting in the hallways of a nursing home.

Not here in the present, but somewhere in the past.

, What you | ooking at Dad?"

, That big ol oak tree right there.

, You méa&none that’'s got all the bright red
, Yeah. "'

,Ilt’s the only one with | eaves stil!]l on it.
, Yep, sure is.

, Why’ s that, do you think?"®

,Don’t rightly know. I guess some trees | U
t hey’' re wanettihnigngf.or sHe squared his shoul ders, as
wal ked to towards the garage. , I suppose we’' d be

uneaten, next to the wrapper.
Amelia followed him carefully, trying to avoid any more tree roots. She climbed into the
old 76 Chevy as her father started up the engine

dinosaur, unwillingly brought back to life. She practically had to fight with the seatbelt. The
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nylon was brittle from sunexposur e and di suse. 't wasn’'t a very |
twenty minutes or so, but the silence in the truck was overwhelming. It clung to her like damp
clothing, yet she didn’'t speak. She was thinking
While the rest of the forest was nothing but bare branches, it was clinging on to its mantle as if it

were afraid of being naked.

Her mother’s room was on the third floor.
hospice, where they kept the patients that were dying. The room was sterile, a varying décor of
white on white on white. It took Amelia a moment
as well, pale and blending into the surroundings with a blandness that unnerved her. She was
so much older than in her memories. Her face was worn out and brittle like the seatbelt.

Amelia managed a weak smile.

, Hey Mo m. How you feeling today? These do
good?" There was that oindd bad grammar again, she

, 17 d eat a | ot better i f they’d | et -me cook
O and applesauce. Amelia settled herself into t

remained standing, a looming statue in the back corner.

, Mo m, | a@leledt @ oy d u. You know what the docto
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, Sur e. " m dying. |l " ve been dying for a v
girl ?: Her mother tried painfully to sit more up
slumped back down again. Amelia attempted to adjust the pillows behind her back, only to
have her mother balk at her.

, You know Evelyn’'s never accepted help from an

;| want to make sure you’'re comfort agbhck, that'’
to her mother. , I know this may not be the momen
affairs are in order. We need to make this as easy on Dad as we can. You know how he is about

stuff |l i ke this. Ther e ofast he smalm. huyflf kfnroomm atnh

lawyer who specializes in this sort of thing. He works at my firm. I spoke to him before coming

up here. He said he would start getting all the paperwork in order, and I can call him anytime

for the finalizations.'
Her mot her snorted. ,1 already handled all
stuff together for me. You remember bandhme’'doont chya

divorced. He even got the funeral arrangements set up for us. Bless his heart. I gave him your

number by the way. Just in case something comes up. You two have a lot in common, being

| awyers and al |l .
, Mo m, I really wish you hadn’t, but okay th
, I'f 1 think of something, talk tetmgou Amaw

mother just smiled.
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They had talked for what seemed to be only a few hours, but the clock on the
wall spoke the truth about how much time had really passed. Amelia told her mother about a
new job she had been offered in Oregon, and her mother relayed the story about how the horses
got loose last spring and they had to go chasing them throughout the woods to get them in the
pen again. Amelia could once again feel that strong loving hand on her back helping her keep
balance, and she began to see her mother in a whole new light. The dignity with which this
woman carried herself, even in her current situation astounded her. Her mother had lost so
much weight and was so frail, yet she glowed with an inner strength. She seemed so calm and
at peace with her surroundings, it was like they were chatting over a cup of tea. And for a time
Amelia forgot they were in a hospital room, and envisioned their conversation taking place at
home, in the kitchen. There were fresh black-eyed susans in a vase on the table and the smell of
cinnamon rolls from the oven filled the air.

, Got to get back to the farm Evelyn. It s near

hungry. Her father said softly, as dforakeeondvas hes
She did not want to go, not now. She was being selfish, not wanting to be torn apart from her
mother. In a childlike gesture, she stuck out her lower lip just a bit.

, Go on home Adie."' Her mot her saikdnorwi th a pat
tomorrow. '

, Al right. We ' | | be back here first thing. | |l o

the cheek and straightened her blanket.
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, Come on now Adi e. You know she don’'t
said as he winked knowingly to his wife. Her mother nodded back, as silent understanding
between the two that Amelia now sensed had been there all along. Age or maturity, perhaps
both, had opened her eyes. She had never seen her parents in such a way before. It was a

warm, comforting feeling.

The ride back to the house was equally as quiet as before, but without the tension. Her
father began humming softly, and Amelia realized that a deep sense of redemption that had
taken over her. Once again she belonged here. She no longer cringed to call this place home.

The ground was soaked and muddy. A storm had passed through while they had been
in town visiting her mother. She tried to recall, yes, there was a window in the hospital room.
But shehad beensoi nvol ved in the conversation that
rain. She remembered only her mother’s face, bright and alive behind the thinning skin and

frail exterior. Suddenly, her phone rang, jolting out of her contemplation.

, I's thliisa ABuer gess ?' A female voice asked.

, This i s she.
, Mam, I have some sad news regarding your mother. Evelyn passed away shortly

after you left here. She had specified that you were to handle any such matters, and we need

52

s he

h a



your consent to process her last wishes. Could you come in some time tomorrow and sign
some paperwork for our office?"
, Sure. ' Deadpan. Al five of her senses seeme
, Thanks. Il " m trul,ynasm.r rGoddbbye.ocur | oss
Amelia hung up, saying nothing to her father. They were home. The big house
appeared through the bare trees like something from a dream. Her father was still humming in
the driver’s seat, blissfully unaware that his wi
while they were in town. The great oak was now stripped bare. Its empty branches stretched

toward heaven, silhouetted by the glow of the setting sun.
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CHARLES NUNN

She Waited

She sat very still in her weathered and cracked wheel chair. The cheap blue plastic that covered

the arms were as old looking as her own. Pieces of the vinyl were peeling; large cracks streaked

through the material like the giant blue veins that were imbedded across her arms. She lifted

her hands and studied her gnarled and useless fingers. They had betrayed her long ago. At one

time she could stitch together the prettiest of quilts or sew a button on shirt in a split second.

Now she couldn’t even unfold her fingers. They
even manage to roll the giant wheel chair which had become herlegs. She coul dn’t go
bathroom without the help of one of the aides. She glanced at the clock that sat beside her bed,

only 10:00 in the morning. She still had a long time to wait. She watched her soaps when she

could manage to stay awake, more often than not she fell asleep in her chair, her white head

rolled to the side, her false teeth hanging part of the way from her mouth as she gently snored.

The young blond nurse aid woke her every day for lunch at 12:00. A plate of chopped,
diced, and totally unrecognizable food stared at her from the faded maroon plate. She ate a few
bites, moved the rest around on her plate so that it looked she had eaten more. Then she would
wait. The young girl returned an hour later to retrieve the slop that they called nutritious and
delicious food for the elderly. The same words were spoken every day, had been spoken every

day for the last 6 months that she had been confined to this place.
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, Good morni ng Geuorr ghiree a khfearset .i's y o

, How are you Georgi.'e, here is your |l unch

, Are you ready for your supper?’

, Are you ready for bed?"

, We are having church in the dining room Georg

down?'

She knew what they thought, simple words, simple questions, and simple statements for
a simple mind. She wondered why no one wanted to just sit and chat a few minutes; they were
always in such a hurry. She loved to visit and talk but for some reason she had been classified
as less than a human since coming here. She was talked to like a very young child. She saw
others citizens of the fine nursing home community walking up and down the halls, some with
drool hanging from their mouths talking nonsense, others rolled down in their chairs, and still
some actually carried on conversations as they walked by. She never called out to them. She
was shy and felt out of place. She felt alone and afraid most of the time. She had a roommate
that she liked but she was stone deaf. Communication was a series of nods, pointing, hand
gestures, and occasional shouting to be heard. Still she was a nice lady who sat on the porch

with her when the weather was nice outside and she could find someone to roll her outside.
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Still she waited. It was 5:00 and supper was delivered. A lovely meal consisting of
ground brown meat of some kind, carrots, pudding, and bread. They collected her slop an hour
later, not even noticing that not one bite had been taken from the food. She began to feel excited
as she waited, her eyes constantly darting toward the open door. She listed for footsteps down
the hallway. It was almost time, just a while longer so she waited. She turned the TV off so she
could hear. At last she heard what she had been waiting for, solid footsteps rapidly
approaching her room. Her cheeks flushed as she identified not only one set of footsteps but
two! She looked toward the door as they entered and blessed them with a wide smile. Her
daughter, Bobbie and her granddaughter, Betty, right on time and ready to sit and visit a spell.
Bobbie came every day, Betty less frequently but at least every week. Betty had to work out of
the county so it was harder for her to visit, but she could count on Bobbie to visit every single
day. For nearly two hours every day she would talk, listen, and laugh. They were her lifeline
to the world, her only link to her previous life. They sat on the edge of the bed and in the only
chair in the room and chatted about everyday things, how the garden was growing, what the
grandkids were into, the weather, and times of old. It was her favorite time of the day and the
two hours always passed by like the wind. She missed being at home. She missed her
bedroom. She missed sitting down to supper with the family. She missed her life. Yet, she
never complained or begged to go home. She coul d
Bobbie couldn’”t Ilift and tug at her to get her in

home but she was afraid of the answerands he coul dn’t Dbear the thought
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denied. She told everyone that she could go home whenever she wanted but she chose to stay

because she couldn’t take care of herself and Bob
that was true. She hoped that she could come home if she wanted, that she had not been cast

aside like a worn out piece of farm machinery. Still, she would not ask, better to think positive

than to risk being hurt.

Hugs and kisses and words of love were exchanged as they readied to leave.

, I love you Nanny,' said Betty

, See you tomorrow Mommy, sai d Bobbie as she w

Now she waits. Day after day, night after night she waits. She begins to wonder if she only
waits for them and begins to feel that she is waiting for something more. More often than not
she prefers to think of the days when she was young. She naps more and more as each day
passes. She feels so weak and tired. Even though she still waits for the visits that she receives

every day she also waits for her life to end.

She remembers her husband and when they were young. She remembers her children
and her grandchildren. She remembers her brothers and sisters who have already passed on.
She remembers loving to ride horses and tending to her garden. Her family notices that she is
no longer as animated as before. It is harder and harder to get a response from her. Soon her
voice begins to crack when she speaks. She seems confused and sad. They want to gather her

up in their arms and carry her away from this place. They want to take her home, to take her
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back to the time when she was young and healthy. They cry when they leave the room. They
cry as they drive home. Georgie always manages to tell them that she loves them and that she

will see them tomorrow but she knows now that what she waits on is death.

Her bright brown eyes grow weak and dull. Her once strong voice is now just a
whisper, like the wind rattling the dry and brown leaves outside her window. Her snow white
hairlaysfl at against her head and her feet and hands a
watch television anymore, she doesn’t read anymor

times of the past.

She is planting her garden early in the spring. The warm sunshine warms the top of her
head as she gently pokes bean seeds into her garden. The gently breeze tousles her black hair as
she feeds the chickens. Her flower garden is all abloom with red, yellow, and purple irises and

tulips. She hearsherhusband Juni or’'s truck coming down the dr
to wave and smile at him. She hears her two daughters playing on the porch as she walks
toward the house to make supper. She will have Junior kill a chicken so she can make chicken

and dumplings for supper. She is a wonderful cook and everyone loves her chicken and

dumplings. She smiles with contentment and satisfaction.

The nurse aid gently shakes her and calls her name.

, Georgie, Georgie, wake up, it’s time for lunc
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She doedn’'tto warke up. She wants to stay at home
wake up and eat the bland food and see the bland walls and the streaked window that leads to
nowhere. She wants to go home. The nurse aid becomes more insistent and shakes her harder

calling her name. Finally she gives up leaves the tray of food and walks away. She reports to

the nurse on duty that Georgie doesn’t want to

and the doctor.

Georgie closes her eyes and goes back to her happy world. She holds a newborn baby,
her first born grandchild, Betty. How she loves that little baby. She rocks her, sings to her, and
kisses the top of her little head. Soon other grandchildren follow but Betty is her first and her
favorite. Like a movie playing in her mind she watches as Betty grows, and along comes her
other grandchildren Charles and Amy. Then her precious grandbaby is a mother herself, she
has a great grandchild, Ashlee. Just as she loved Betty, she loves Ashlee, a precious dark

haired, dark eyed little angel.

Georgie hears voices as though they are far away, just whispers.

, Nanny wake up.

, Mommy can you wake up?’

, Come on Nanny wake wup for wus.
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lts Ashlee’s voice, she is here paréamily She sl ow
standing in front of her. Bobbie, Betty, and Ashlee, all grown up. She has only been dreaming.
Everyone is older; she is older and so very tired. Her eyes are watering and her mouth is so
dry that she can hardly speak. Betty hugs her and tells her that she loves her so much. She
hugs her back and tries to tell her that she loves her too but only hoarse growl comes out but
Betty understands and smiles at her. Ashlee holds her hand and asks if she is ok? She nods her
head, although she thinks that she is not ok at all. Bobbie talks to her a mile a minute handing

her a piece of fruit cake, Georgie’' s favorite cak
but she just can’'t eat it becausge hsetlre tihsatsad tt'isr g du
weeks until Christmas and that they will be taking her home for Christmas dinner. They talk of

food they will prepare for the dinner and tease her over being a good girl so Santa will bring her

presents. Georgie smiles and tries to laugh. She loves these children so much; a small tear

slides down her cheek as Betty begs her to try and eat some food. They are not ready to let her

go, they | ove her. She doesn’t want to | eave the

a very long time. They kiss her and tell her goodnight and that they will see her tomorrow.

Before they are out the door she is back asleep, living in her past through her dreams.

She knows that before the sun rises again she will be home. She smiles as she nods off,
eagerly awaiting her trip. Her frail body slumps to one side as she takes her last breath on this

earth.

60



TABITHA SHOFNER

Shop Till You Drop

When did I get here? Where am I at? I thought I knew where I was. Ithought I was
playing around in my room, then I looked up and everything changed. I am in some sort of toy
store; my feet are noisy against this hard tile floor though that might be because I am running to
getoutofthiss As | " m reaching the end othecbrheeofayegel e
ME. A little pink princess kit was on the end of the shelf, its mirror reflected my image. The
last time I had checked I was ten, this mirror shows a fifteen year old. Clouded memories are
swirling in my head, giving me a small migraine on the left of my forehead. I was four years

old playing in my room with Mickey and Minnie Mouse toys, then that image disappears and I

cat

see myself at ten years old moving into a new hou

did I age? All that time thatlapsedin-b et ween t hose years feels

they went. All of this feels like a dream.

Now t hat | am out of t hat ai sl e | can see

has everything. May b e | ' #Martand IWiirhy head? Guess I really should have
watched out for falling prices. Heh. I glance back down the row I just ran out of and see a
check out at the far end of the store. It feels and looks close and distant at the same time. A lone
cashier is standing at the register. She looks like a statue or something. I can see her move her

head to look down the aisles, she looks like she is patiently waiting for someone. Even from
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here I can see she is wearing a black short sleeved shirt but I cannot seem to make out a face.

My eyes just don’t seem to see her features. I ma
instead of a side but that would mean going up to the register and something tells me I do not

want to do that. There are sliding doors further off behind her that are pitch-black, but tinted

doors are supposed to look that dark, right? Right? |  woul dn’t buy that. | don

see that there is something more to those gateways.

Should I be looking at her? Staringisrudebuts omet hi ng’ s gonna happen,
Wait . . . someone is going up to her. An old man waddles up to her from the right. It looks like
he is handing her . . . a piece of paper? A quick glance at it and her fingers start flying on her
register. Words, I cannot hear them from here, a few words are said to him and then he starts

walking to the exit. Iwatchhim. What ' s going on? ™y kegs arowobbly s | i de
and my shaky c¢ hes fThose daors werem@whgre neagas dark ys.the black that

was behind them. As the old man walked through the doors to the other side he was enveloped

by the darkness. It looked corporeal or like a thick dark fog. The old man is gone.

I still feel shaky but | cthefdrénd s ttatlyat register. [

...Ineed to look around.

There are so many aisles, one aisle leads to others, which lead to others, and then they

leadtomore. | t * s a ma z e-aslurreil laloysinthiwith stoe shelves for walls. The
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lights are dim. It makes everything have a gray tint, except for the dark edges. I wish they were

gray, feels like something is watching from in there.

There are so many people here, Wonderifthegy don’t
are sleepwalking. The dim lighting makes their skin look gray too, like zombies . . . but they
wer en’ t |l i ke that awhi | e a gheyhadl@kedmoenallandwell, i c e d wh

they had life in them. Their eyes are lost and distant- focused on something else.

Ive tried talking with a few b Whendvdirbcgmedon’t se
close to yell in their ears I heard murmuring. It soundedslowand | ow, a sickly pers
strained my ears, walking with them with my face close to theirs; the things they were
mur muring were conversations. [ hearand hNawgs | i ke
shouldn’t have made mel acnagnr’yt, hietl’ps byuoturs cfoafufl tan'd r
hear one say ,1|1 did not sleep wmtheahbahgwbianmbsB
look around and see some talking with others but most are walking, and talking, by themselves.

Am I the only one awake? Am I the only one dreaming?

Every now and then I feel myself being pulled at, that dream state that everyone is in, it
keeps trying to takemeback. Li ke when | ' m aboutMybodybndmind asl eep i

zone out and drift.
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Elevator music is playing in the background, different tunes playing all at once. Hearing
takes a dive and nothing is heard but that music, but I hardly realize that I am listening to it. I

break away with a start once I do.

Perhaps it is best if I start to look at the aisle labels, I will be able to figure out more that

way.

Looks like I aimlessly wandered to the medicine aisle. There are many figures down it.
A lot of them are wearing shades and black clothing. They look like they are going to or coming
from a funeral. Their heads are turning every now and then to that counter and the dark doors.
That must mean that they are awake too! Maybe they can help clear my head some. A small

jog and I am in the center of the aisle.

They are staring at the shelves, just fixated; they look like pale faced fish. Hands are at
their chests, clasped tight, maybe too tight because their shaking. I'had to know—why were
they this way and what was happening around here. I gently step towards one of them, a thin
skinned looking woman draped in black and dark purple. She looks so frail. They all look like

they would be easily startled, ready to jump out of their skins startled. | whi sper , Excuse

My God! Those eyes are petrifying, bulging with fear and glazed over like she is in a
blind state. They are so unfocused, the way they are looking at me . .. I think that I am

transparent to her.
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, 17 ve got to keep nyldseould growoand be fata.rDyrtoh yoarg .
hands could be deadly. " She whispered | ike a madw

I had encountered.

Her eyes shot back to the shelvesandshe s cr eamed , | don’t want to
be hurt or in painl Il m scared of that!® and sudd
shelves. This started everyone else, like a ripple effect, grabbing antidotes for whatever diseases
their minds thought they had. All are wailing and giving such quick glances over to the register

and doors that I thought that their necks would snap.

The next thing I knew, I was waking back up out of a haze. Fear was coursing through
me as I looked around to see I was still in the medicine aisle. Arms filled with different
medicines. I drop the medicine and bolt away. I faintly hear bottles hit the floor in a clatter as I

run. Only when I had gotten fully out of the aisle did I look back.

Comprehension. Theydi dn’t really see the dar k Aflat eways
they saw was the image their fear had concocted, and I had been taken up by their fears and

became one of them. But for how long?

Behind me, against the wall, was one of the freezer sections. I go up to it to look at my
reflection in the glass. I cannot believeit. Awhi | e ago | was fiftlkang and no

my hands on the door and scream , Why does this ke
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I'lay my head on the cool freezer door and breathe out. This is frustrating. Ah well,
standing here will not do me any good. Nothing to do now but find someone else to talk to, I
suppose. Maybe "Il find a person that will eithe

can wake up from their stupor. I hope.

I keep walking and glancing down the aisles. People of all races, colors, shapes, and
sizes are along them. Picking up things from the shelves to open them and start using them.

Some would | ook at the table of contents and ot he

Ethereal salesmen were all along the rows, menacing smiles on their faces. Black hats
hide most of their pale faces while long black coats cover most of their bodies. Gray smoke is
billowing out from them and it smells like sulfur. The scent is thick. | $ rhaking me gag and
hack at the same time. Ithrow both hands over my mouth and step as far away from them as
possible. How did I not see them before? Shifty eyes shoot back and forth to would-be
customers, their black clothes blended them in with the dark edges that the light missed. They
are holding up different articles, speaking of all the uses that they could be put to. I notice that
they hold it so that their hands blocked the warnings. Why does no one demand to look at the
warnings? Thoseguysar e tricky devils, can’t they see that?

helping my head.

Hypnotic airwaves, zombifying aisles, sell-your-soul salesmen, this place is littered with

traps!
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Suddenly there is a slight, growing change in the tune. Ihear, or more feel, a thumping
noi se further down. I't is not a footstd@nthumping

follow the noise easily, the closer my eardrums are to bursting the closer I am to the source.

't doesn’t t ake |thehbegtwhaseomingfeom.hThd ssigrelabal abevk i¢
reads , PARTY Supplies."’ Mul ticolored Iights from
Music blares from stereos that are at the midsection. People are dancing, talking to one another
but their eyes still seem of glass, seeing but not seeing. Smoke emanates from in between the
shelves. Plastic cups are strewn all over the floor, some crushed from where a careless person

stepped on them.

I shout at the people to listen—that they were trapped in a daze. But no good, no one
was here; they were all in their own worlds and unaware. Trepidation of falling back into the

trance is keeping me from going in, but I cannot stay here. Thave to try and stir them, even one!

I pull and shake one after another and still no change in their countenance. The deeper
into the pathway the stronger the pull, I am torn between integrating into the revelry and
removing myself as quickly as possible from it. I try hard to fight the pull, but the lights and

the sounds fascinate my mind. I am just so enthralled.

My vision is a blur and my head is thrumming, the pounding from the stereos is filling
my head and is slowly turning my brain to mush. I feel nauseated and want to throw up. Bile

is already in the back of my throat. I close my eyes to block out the lights, and start to push my
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way to the exit. My form is half bent over. I cannot raise myself up straight; my turning

stomach will not let me. I am doing my best not to pass out.

Out of the aisle, I collapse to the ground. Ijustlay there breathing and collecting myself.
I open my eyes and see myself in the floor, I must be around thirty now. How did ... my god I
have aged. I feel like I can literally see age in my eyes now. Twisting my body over to lie on
my back I question the point of it all. Why fight the trance, why not just go along with

everything, join the drones.

Do | want that look in my eyes?-is all I can think. No, I do not want the look they have
in their eyes- they were empty. | d o vy that. @pity it. The happiness they had came from
ignorant simplicity, settling at the base of the mountain and never seeing the view from the top.

They were content with the stone wall in front of them.

Energy slowly starts to seep back in. Irise up and look at the register again; there are
some people at it, words still inaudible. Each person is handing over the paper they held, and
then walking through those doors. One per son was fr o mWhelndidhe getART Y

over there?

Worrying over what is inevitable seems pointless now. If it is to come than it is to come,
nothing I do is going to prevent it. I commence my walk again, but with a new state of mind. I

pass over the aisles and look into all the glazed eyes, I can see some of them stir under my gaze.
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Those elevator lullabies just will not quit, and neither will those salesmen. I shake my
head. A few people are smart enough to know when a fast one is being pulled, but most buy
the products and the end result is them on the floor, in tears. | hear them whisper , W
how...pl ease' t hrough t heljustshakemdheadandevhige batkahate s .

everything will be alright.

I have passed so many aisles, some twice. One I keep looking over is the Baby section.
That ' s when | see the mos tlofferetloopghtef having aechild butlt o wa k e
don’t think that part of | i feenedtalsmvelifointhdireyes... The ba
I wonder how long it will take for them to be put under the trance. I hope they manage all

right.

Istay on theedgesnow. | " ve Dbeen around | ong enough to kno
them, but I still call out to everyone that itholds. Wh et her or not they hear me

but I do know now that I cannot wake them up—they have to do it themselves.

I have walked around here a long time. I realize that my feet seem to be thinking for
themselves at the moment. I am feeling a pull . . . but it is not the one that I felt around the

aisles. This is coming from somewhere else.

Mysteps...t hey are taking me to the register. I
immensely curious and surprisingly calm. I take a glance at the obsidian doors and see my

reflectioninthem. | * ve aged cWhitsandliveilfowybhhityaround a face of wrinkles
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stares back at me. Time is slowing, even my movem

I watch as the person in front of me, a young man in his late twenties, gives his slip of
paper to the cashier. They seem to be in their own sound proof air bubble. I watch their

mouths move but no words come out. Off the young man walks—out the doors.

I'look at my hand, somehow a piece of paper ended up there. A closer look revealed it
to be some sort of receipt. It had many things totaled up on it: failures and mistakes, kind

deeds, things I used in the aisle.

My gaze returns to the cashier. Her features are clearer. She’ s a young woman,
brown hair pulled into a bun, hazel eyes with a kind gleam in them. She softly asks how I was

and if I had my receipt. Islowly hand it to her and she begins to type.

I'looked back over the store. It was different from this point of view. It looked distant
and the people looked like they had shrunk. There is still a grey tint but I can see more color in

it. I hope that the others in there use their time a bit more wisely.

I have spent all my time here. Nothing left to do but check out.
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Untitled JEWELL BURTON
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Untitled EVANGELINE MONROE
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Untitled EVANGELINE MONROE
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Danger KATY SMITH
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KATY SMITH

Maine

84



TERESA TOPE

Creek Water
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Gnarly Tree TERESA TOPE
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