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"This summer a lot of notable events occurred, one of which was my finding forgotten 
blackberries in my fridge. These berries were supposed to be my pick-me-up on a less than 
perfect day and they were beginning to mold. Instead of becoming self-pity and frustration 

incarnates, I felt a rush; the opportunity to repurpose these perishables. 

'You can’t stop the waves, but you can learn to surf.' — Jon Kabat-Zinn"

—Ariel Shamas
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Lux encourages the emerging talent of undergraduate students by providing a creative 
outlet for their literary, artistic and musical work. The review is produced annually by 
Barrett, The Honors College at Arizona State University. Lux accepts poetry, fiction, 
visual art, song lyrics, screenplays, creative nonfiction, music, film and other modes of 
expression beyond the bounds of traditional genres. We value originality, individuality, 
artistry, diversity and passion.

Submission guidelines can be found at our website at: luxmag.wordpress.com.
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Dear Reader,
 
We’re honored to present the twelth edition of Lux, which features work from more 
than 40 students who represent the profound well of creativity and artistry this 
university has to offer. In this volume, you’ll find the story of a pigeon observing and 
ultimately helping his poverty-ridden neighborhood, poetry that captures the solemn 
pleasure of having a secret, and a woman’s reflections on her mother's death and the 
human condition. You’ll see stunning images, hear masterful compositions, and watch 
short films that linger in your thoughts for days.

In addition to this volume, the twelfth year of Lux has brought a number of 
achievements and milestones. We hosted our fifth annual Coffeehouse and Open Mic 
Night in October, featuring musical performances and poetry readings in the company 
of fellow students and creatives. We continued a six-year partnership with Blue Door 
Studios, which welcomed our musicians into their studio to record professional tracks. 
We allowed for more creative expression from our art contributors in the form of artist 
testimonies, and continued the integration of the art section into our Release Party 
through exhibition for the second year in a row. Finally, we explored original ways 
to design the magazine and deliver its content, keeping the spirit of Lux while adding  
new touches in order to reflect the changing aesthetics of the times.

I would like to thank the dedicated Lux staff, ASU and Barrett faculty, generous donors, 
family, friends, and the many talented students who have made Lux the publication it 
is today. Year after year, we are astonished by the imagination and commitment our 
contributing students demonstrate in their creative pursuits. I hope you find inspiration, 
solace, or a spark of brilliance in these pages, as we have.

 Shelby Heinrich

EDITOR’S INTRODUCTION

MISSION STATEMENT

SUBMISSION CRITERIA
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Fiction
This year’s winner of the Jane Shaw Jacobs prize for fiction goes to “Pájaros 

en al Alambre” by Joel Salcido. Lux thanks Mark Jacobs, Dean of 
Barrett, the Honors College, for honoring the winning submission.

Poetry
This year’s poetry award goes to “Property of: Secrets” by Jessica Swarner. 

Lux thanks Barrett, the Honors College for honoring the winning 
submission.

Art
This year’s art award goes to “Mountains, Streams, and Feet” by Kayci 

Monar. This award was made possible by Social Artworking.

Nonfiction
This year’s nonfiction award goes to “Different Slivers of Life” by Meghann 

Papsdorf. This award was made possible by Barrett, the Honors College 
and Changing Hands Bookstore.

Music
This year’s music award goes to “Amidst” by John Ling. This award was 

made possible by Barrett, the Honor's College and KASC-Blaze Radio.

Film

This year’s film award goes to “We Probably Still Do” by Bethany Brown. 
This award was made possible by Barrett, the Honor's College and the 

Phoenix Film Foundation.

AWARDS
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PÅJaros en El
 Alambre 

//  Joel Salcido //

Miguel got in a fight again. He was chilling at the bus stop doodling in his black book 
when Fat Antonio called him faggot. Miguel made some sarcastic ass rebuttal under his breath 
like always. Dude is smart as fuck, and even though he doesn’t usually speak much he was too 
stupid with pride to keep his mouth shut and got socked in the skull. It’s not like the kid can’t 
fight; he’s actually pretty scrappy for being so scrawny. Fat Antonio has at least a buck on him 
and his own set of insecurities that toughened him up like palm tree bark. Antonio fucked with 
him all the time but whatever Miguel said put his fat ass in motion with a speed only rage or 
meth could inspire. It was a scrap, and they swung on each other a few times before the bus 
pulled up and the driver jumped out to break it up. Fat Antonio spat a thick maroon glob at the 
bus driver’s feet then smiled all bloody, and Miguel threw his hoodie on and jumped on the 
bus. Antonio gave him a look like this shit isn’t over and walked back to the alley by the liquor 
store where he sold grams to high school kids.

I’m only telling you this because later Miguel told me that was the moment that finally 
made him say “fuck it." Fuck fighting these bastards every day pretending to be someone he 
wasn’t. He was different, a weirdo too wise for his own good and too bright to blend into the 
shadows of the neighborhood. If it wasn’t for that fight, maybe I wouldn’t have met him.

Who am I? Hard to say, don’t have a name; after all, do you need a name to be 
somebody? I don’t know, but people know who I am, if only because I’ve been in this 
neighborhood a long time. Too long. Seen homes foreclosed, young doughboys get their 
comeuppance on dark midnights, sad viejas sitting on their porch staring into nothingness until 
they withered away like dried weeds. Seen all the white folks move away and then come back 
when they went broke. Seen the concrete of the block layered in asphalt a thousand times but it 
keeps on cracking. Nothing goes on here without me knowing, not because I’m some chingon 
but because from my perch I can see everything. That and pigeons love to gossip.

I first came out into the neighborhood after Pablo died. I used to live in a coop on his 
porch since I was a hatchling. He had other types of birds, blathering Macaws and vapid 
Cockatoos, but I was the only one like me. Pablo was a strange fucker, hardly ever went 
anywhere except to buy books. All he did was read out loud in his deep booming voice, 
waving his arms around for emphasis, singing the words through his thick accent. The other 
birds would cackle and call but I listened; learned a lot of shit that made me understand 
humans better. Pablo was a geezer when I met him but wouldn’t die until he’d read Don 
Quixote for the 100th time. Said it was all he needed to do to make up for his sins. He was laid 
out on his recliner with that book on his chest for a week before anyone found him. Some guys 
in white suits came and grabbed all the other birds. They opened the hatch of the coop for me 
though; guess they thought I didn’t belong with the others, or that I belonged outside all along.

I’ve seen Miguel since he moved into the house across from the phone lines I liked to 
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post on about five years ago. It’s a cool spot with plenty of shade where I can shit comfortably. 
It’s especially good when I can shit on some white guy in a BMW venturing to the hood to 
burnish his cool and get his dick sucked. Miguel lives with his Tia Cruz; his pops overdosed 
when he was little and his Mom is doing a couple of years for check fraud. Before, she lived 
alone. Another furtive barrio Virgen Maria. One of those stone-faced Mexicanas that looked 
out the window profoundly but hardly ever talked. Miguel took after her in that. I would see 
them sitting in the kitchen all solemn, so I kind of started to like them. All these birds never 
shut the fuck up, probably explains why I’m so drawn to quiet people, especially those who 
listen.

I followed Miguel’s bus and did a fly by when he jumped off to catch the next one. I 
was perching under a tree on a brick wall when he sat on a bench, his shoulders slumped, as if 
to say I’m tired of this shit. Well the shit ain’t tired of you, I said to myself. I’m always talking 
to myself, no one ever replies, they don’t even bother to acknowledge I said anything at all. 
But what the fuck do you know? The little shit turned around and looked right at me like he’d 
heard me. Honestly, I don’t know who was more surprised, but the amount of shit sliding down 
the back of the wall would suggest me. When I finally got the huevos to speak up again I asked 
him the thing I’d been wondering since I’d first met the kid, what the fuck’s in those books 
you’re always carrying around?

Unfazed, he opened up the black book slowly as if it were a bible. Inside were scrawls 
of words and heartfelt rhymes, but mostly drawings. Drawings of the neighborhood sprawl, old 
ranch houses that lean like retired gangsters, tweakers smuggling stolen doors on the avenue 
to barter for fixes. Moms at the bus stop sleeping against the cold plastic advertisements. You 
know, barrio journalism. Of course he rolled his eyes when I mentioned this and shut the book 
quick when I suggested he paint some of it. 

He said he didn’t have canvas or paint. 
Stretching my wing like a hand panning across the neighborhood, I explained that the 

walls are canvas. Plus I knew where he could score paint gratis. That fucked up yellow house 
on the corner the owner hadn’t been out of in years. His backyard was full of shit, including 
some paint languishing in the sun, devoid of its purpose. 

He looked at me hard and tightened his mouth. Then he stuffed the book back into his 
bag and stomped away muttering what the fuck did I know. 

I fell back because I know how kids are. I still have a BB stuck in my left wing from 
a two years back when little Pedro down the block got an air gun for his birthday. I was still 
close enough to hear what happened when his abuela Xochi finally stepped off the bus at the 
Tufesa station. She was dressed like rainbow sherbet. She wore a long dress with patterns I’ve 
only seen when I hung out in the sun without enough water. Her hair was braided and rolled on 
top of her head in a peppered mound garnished with a colorful bow. Miguel looked as tripped 
out about her outfit as I was, as if he’d never seen her before. 

Soon as she started speaking you could tell he hadn’t. She kept saying shit to him in a 
language I’d never heard in Maryvale, it sounded like flowing water cadenced with pitched 
shushes. When she noticed he either wasn’t paying attention, or didn’t understand, or both, 
she used her middle knuckle to knock him hard on the head cursing him in Spanish. Eso sí 

FICTION
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entiendes I heard her say and she was right. One thing he understood was violence. He’d been 
wading in it his whole life. She saw his memories reflecting in his eyes like when I see myself 
in a gutter puddle, and her face softened as she slid her arm around his waist. 

Miguel motioned her towards the bus stop but she clicked her teeth in disapproval. 
Stared him down like she wanted to walk and talk. She asked him what he knew about his 
father but Miguel was stoic as ever, even after the coscorrón he had just taken. But she 
didn’t react like I thought; instead, she just elaborated all kinds of mad. Telling him about her 
great great great abuelo, the shaman chief who sang during a drought and made the sky spill 
like caldo. But the whole pueblo remembered him for getting “accidentally” impaled with 
deer antlers after his wife found out que le puso los cuernos with some Española. Her great 
abuela Ixtel the curandera who used to make aceites from the plants in her garden that cured 
everything from a cold to cancer. She told her patients the plants spoke to her until the padre 
had her put in a sanitarium for the good of his flock. Then there was her abuelo Quetzal who 
once strangled a jaguar that attacked her when she was swimming in the rio. Who people said 
could whistle so well that he could command the birds. When she said that last part, Miguel 
finally noticed me lingering behind. 

He asked her what any of it had to do with his father. 
Hasta mi me dicen bruja, she went on until he stopped short of the next bus stop bench 

and turned towards her. So she let in, told him his father was a medicine man too, except he 
wanted to heal with words. That’s why she didn’t fight him when he said he wanted to go 
Norte. He was convinced he was going to be the Mexican Pinero which is why he named 
Miguel, Miguel. Except L.A. se lo trago, and when his failure made him hollow, he filled 
himself with drugs. But he didn’t mean to die. 

When he asked how she knew she said, me dijo un pajarito. 
When I was at my perch later that afternoon I saw Miguel in his backyard deep in 

his black book. He was rocking back and forth like crazy. I flew in closer to see what he 
was drawing. It looked like a human draped in a zarape made of flowers with a jaguar head 
wearing a peacock as a hat, its torso impaled by deer horns, arms extended and lined with pens 
sticking up like syringes. Then Miguel noticed me and slammed the book again. I was about to 
tell him to fuck off until I realized he was crying.

He finally told me that some fool called him telling him Fat Antonio was looking for 
him. But it wasn’t that Miguel was scared; he was just done with it. I could see in his face that 
he wanted to give up. So I had to tell him about Antonio even though it felt kind of wrong. 
Antonio’s dad beat the shit out of him all the time, sometimes real bad. A few weeks ago I was 
chilling in his backyard talking to one of my birds (she’s got a nest there), when the whole 
damn yard exploded. My lady flew off but I stuck around and watched as Antonio took eight 
blows from his Pops like a champ. Punched him in the stomach so hard that Antonio was 
coughing blood for a week. Humans are fucked up. 

I told him, Antonio only knows fighting just like you—but there’s more than one way 
to do it. He looked me in the face and if I could wink I would’ve but he understood anyway 
and went back to his drawing. His tia stepped outside and joined him on the back porch. She 
loomed behind him and touched the bruise on his face but said nothing. Miguel looked up from 

FICTION
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the page and tried to meet her eyes but she was transfixed by the drawing. Her eyes pooled, 
edging towards tears and Miguel reached his hand out to her face. She clasped both of his 
hands in hers like a rosary and smiled. She looked back at the drawing as she walked back in 
the house and gave him a nod that communicated something I couldn’t really describe.

That’s how I convinced Miguel to paint the drawing he had been working on. When we 
left his house his abuela was sitting in the front yard staring at the sparse clouds in the sky as 
if she was reading the newspaper. The sun was almost set so they stood out dark and purple 
ripening slowly like bruises. Before Miguel reached the street his abuela called out, cuídense 
va llover and looked right at me when she said it. 

Getting the paint was a cinch and I knew a chill spot where he could paint without 
worrying about the cops. Once he started, it just poured out like tears held back too long. He 
moved rhythmically like the vibrations on the windows when some malandro bumps on the 
block. It was a dance of instinct; his hands knew how to push the paint to translate whatever 
mad shit was coursing through his 
blood. He lifted his hands like the 
Cristianos reaching for bendiciones 
and bobbed his head as if some song 
was carrying a message only intended 
for his ears. He kept going all night, 
ecstatically possessed with some 
memory of motion and energy beyond 
his control.

He was almost finished when 
it started to rain. I huddled under his 
canvass bag to keep dry otherwise 
he was going to have to carry my ass 
back to his house and that wasn’t a 
good look for either of us. Miguel 
leaned back against the opposite wall under a big overgrown tree that made a natural canopy in 
the alley and breathed deeply. His face looked different, like the bitterness he’d swallowed had 
finally found its sweet aftertaste.

We didn’t say anything for a while until we heard something around the corner behind 
us. It was Fat Antonio, looking pissed. His hair was oily and wet; he’d probably been walking 
around in the rain for a while. Before Miguel could move, Fat Antonio was on him, pinning 
him with his forearm against the cinder block wall. 

Miguel didn’t struggle but he had enough air in his lungs and space in his throat to say 
to Antonio, it’s not your fault. Antonio pulled back his right fist long enough for Miguel to say 
it again. Then Miguel surprised himself by telling him about his dad. He told him it’s not his 
fault that his dad beats the shit out of him just like it’s not his fault that his dad died a junkie. 
Antonio put his fist down, no doubt thinking who the fuck told this asshole and shifted the 
weight giving Miguel a chance to run. But Miguel didn’t move instead he put his arms around 
Antonio and hugged him. It’s not our fault he said. After the fourth or fifth time he repeated it, 

{ }His Face looked 

different, like 

the bitterness 

he’d swallowed 

had finally 

found its sweet 

aftertaste
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Antonio finally hugged him back. They stood in each other’s arms embracing as the sun began 
to creep back into the sky and the rain let loose. Antonio let go first and held back his own 
tears. He stared at Miguel for a long moment grabbed the back of his neck and kissed him. 
Miguel pushed him off and backed away saying sorry and that’s not what I meant. Antonio 
didn’t take that well and clocked Miguel so hard he was asleep before he hit the floor. 

The sky was the shade of the white part of a stoner’s eyes when Miguel finally made 
some noise that indicated he wasn’t dead. I flew over to see if he was cool, told him I would’ve 
stepped in but no sense in getting two birds killed with one stone. He smiled, lifting himself up 
from the mud and slid back so he could see his piece now that the sun was shining. I tried to 
cheer him up by telling him a story about Pablo but he stopped me with a look. 

Miguel said he wanted to hear them all, but only if he could write them down.

FICTION
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Whatever though; I could be washing dishes. 
I let out a sigh of exhaustion as I drop my table’s baggage off at the dishwasher’s 

chlorine conveyor belt, Duke Ellington playing over the groan of the machine on the little 
speaker system that the dishwasher had set up. I say that about washing dishes not to deride 
the people who occupy the black Crocs and soaked aprons but to emphasize just how shitty 
that job really is. I had to do it once at my high school job during rush hour and scrubbed a 
solid half-inch of skin off my hands and burned the rest off on flaming sauce pans and trays. 
I went home that day and had to nurse my withered hands back to health by standing out in 
the scorching August heat to dry my appendages, already soggy with pale rigor mortis. And I 
had only washed dishes for, like, an hour. So it sucks, and how any sane man could wake up 
in the morning to wash dishes for upwards of 12 hours and not drink the tempting bucket of 
ammonia standing conveniently by is beyond me. 

He’s been doing it since I started here a month ago; the dishwasher, listening to only 
the classics of Ellington, Sidney Bechet, Cole Porter, Carmen Miranda, and all the other 
great swing musicians of America’s jazz age. I remember being so struck at first by the harsh 
contrast of the scene: groaning machines spilling over with gray water as a still relatively 
young (25 or so, I’m not sure of the title for that demographic) man whistles along to the greats 
while he scrubs the crusted grime of quiche off a plate. Eventually I had come around to asking 
him about the music. 

“Always the classics?” 
“Yes sir,” his voice distant, I suspect coming from another life. 
“Well, I for one will certainly never be opposed to it!” 
He had nodded politely and raised his eyebrows in reluctant anticipation as I brought 

him gifts of mayonnaise filled ramekins. 
It’s still perplexing to me but I manage to evade my curiosity with the steady depression 

I intake during my shifts. Student-Employment Pessimism (stoo-dent im-plo-e-ment pes-uh-
miz-uh m); noun: the tendency to see, anticipate, or emphasize only the disastrous effects 
spending one’s time waiting tables can have on future job prospects in the (insert major) 
industry; constantly preoccupied by the fact that only successful students won the paid summer 
internship you applied for. 

Regardless, there he stood, whistling, almost lightly dancing to the racing pianos as 
his foot kept steady time with each note. The other employees paid him no attention and only 
walked by to drop off greasy plates of diner food. Half eaten bison burgers with tiny chunks 
of meat swimming in a bloody syrup around the edges of the plate, and the always creative 
creations of bored children whose parents keep shoving crayons in their face in order to buy 
“the adults” a few more minutes, mainly to bitch about A.R.S Article 15-102 and why schools 
will no longer provide free rec center childcare after school and how that severely affects 

The Dishwasher
//  Chandler Harrison Fritz //
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their tight scheduled affairs with yoga instructors and physical trainers the like. It’s always 
empty milkshake glasses swirling with ranch and red crayon dressed ever so decadently with 
shredded napkins and the weird green stuff on the side of Daddy’s plate. 

I used to think maybe the dishwasher derives some satisfaction from ridding the earth 
of this filth, pouring it down the drain into the sewer where such filial ignorance belongs. I 
thought maybe he considers himself an abstract civil servant of a sort, cleaning the dishes of 
society’s filth and preparing the napkins and silverware for the use of the world’s redeeming 
generation to come. I thought this until, one night after we hosted some rich little kid’s 11th 
birthday party, and his friends made “suicide mixes” to dare each other with, and the parents 
just laughed because they’d be making suicide mixes with each other later that night, and one 
of these mixes, filled with a milky substance of bleu cheese, raspberry jam, and 3.5 ounces 
of Tabasco, slipped from the dishwasher’s hands and spilled all over his feet. I thought there 
might be some redeeming value to washing dishes until I heard the sound of his feet sloshing 
around the kitchen, his sickly yellow socks saturated with little soggy crumbs of birthday 
cake, making a “SCHLOP SCHLOP SCHLOP” sound and leaving a thin trail of vomit colored 
liquid under each of the Croc’s footprints.

But maybe that’s why he plays the classics? They’re known to transport us out of our 
monotonous lives, bringing us into dreams of door-step kisses on Christmas Eve or backseat 
secrecy during a drive-in movie. His condition is one that, at first, I had thought to be sad 
but not really sad in a way that mattered to me. Not to sound cruel or heartless, I just mean it 
was one of those things that made you laugh a little because here was this ridiculous person 
listening to classy music while washing dishes for a living and oh haha aren’t people just so 
funny. Eventually though, I felt myself moving away from an affable approach and being 
pulled towards slight annoyance. It’s similar to how I feel about those guys on the subway that 
dress like Spiderman and swing from the bars; at first it’s entertaining but eventually you’re 
led to the middle-class white picket fenced conclusion about things that exist outside our air 
conditioned comfort: “Some people are just weird.” 

Before I gave up completely on the dishwasher, though, I decided to find out what his 
story really was. It was a slower Friday night when I finally garnered enough courage to drop 
the question; the football game had already started and, since my boss absolutely refused to 
buy a television (his justification was that he didn’t have a tv at home, which he always felt the 
need to tell us), the only thing left to do was roll-up silverware before I called it an early night. 
I was going back to pick up a tray of clean knives when I found the right opportunity. 

“So I have to ask, only because I’ve always been curious, how come you listen to this 
type of music while you’re working?” 

“Why shouldn’t I listen to it?” He said this with a far less hostile tone than you’re 
imagining; he sounded more like a philosophy professor looking for a clever answer to a 
seemingly obvious question. 

“I don’t know, it just seems to me that if I was doing this type of work I’d want to listen 
to something that gets me through the day faster.” 

“And this music doesn’t do that for you?” he asked, Tommy Dorsey singing “Will You 
Still Be Mine?” subtly in the background. I looked away from his kind, engaged glance.  
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“This music makes me think of something totally different than what’s going on here, like 
the exact opposite, so I guess I’d just feel depressed to be here when I could be there,” I said 
pointing towards the speaker. 
“Well what’s so bad about being here?” he asked innocently. 

There was an unavoidable silence that followed wherein I sort of did a full examination 
of the awful smelling room (and I mean the type of pungence that really makes you gag) to 
avoid his question until I looked back at him and made an apologetic face that basically said, 
“Sorry, I’m a complete asshole.” 

He looked back down at the plate he was scrubbing; dried corned beef was proving 
to be a worthy opponent for his deft sponge. I lifted up the tray of knives and had started to 
go, convinced I had received the answer I was looking for (“people are just weird”), when he 
suddenly asked me a question. 

“Do you ever listen to a particular song because it reminds you of someone?” he asked 
as though he were talking to a close friend. 

“Yes,” I started to laugh slightly to myself, “yes, I suppose I’m guilty of that at times.” 
He nodded his head with reassurance and then went back to scrubbing the plate. 

“Do some of these songs remind you of certain people?” I said, a little annoyed that 
my exposing moment of honesty had awarded me nothing more than a head nod. He stopped 
scrubbing and set the plate down, looking me now right in the eyes. 

“All of these songs remind of one person.” 
Now it was my turn to offer an insufficient response; I simply stared back at him. 
“Her name was Laura,” he told me, “she was engaged to be my wife.” 
I took in a breath, as if expecting to be held under water for the duration of the story. I 

always do this right before I anticipate someone is going to tell me something very personal, 
I’m not sure why. It’s like I’m afraid of making weird, unconscious sounds while they tell their 
story and totally ruining the moment, so I just shut my mouth and hold my breath. 

“I met her when I was about your age, early in college.  She was the only other person 
in the dining hall that liked to eat at the “home cooked meals” section and so one day she 
randomly leaned over in line and said, ‘Our mothers must have both been great cooks huh?’ 
For some reason I just blurted out ‘I didn’t grow up with my mom’ and then she laughed and 
said, ‘So you’re making up for lost meals then?’ She was the first girl that ever really talked to 
me, you know? I was always super quiet and kind of weird growing up, but she was quick and 
smart and really (he paused, I exhaled)...really, really cute. And she liked me a lot. She used 
to come over to my dorm and tell me anything and everything about her day, spinning around 
in my cheap, swivel desk chair while I sat up in bed and just watched her gratefully. Then 
she’d finish her story, catch her breath, and suddenly look up at me and grab my hand and say, 
‘Now, how was your day?’ And then she would listen, holding my hand and encouraging me to 
keep going with her eyes, dark and sweet and pretty much the exact same color as Pepsi. She 
usually wore sun dresses and not a lot of makeup, unless we were going out for swing dancing 
on Tuesday nights. Then she wore elegant dresses, all different colors; coming to think of it, I 
never knew where she got them. On some nights you’d think to yourself, ‘There’s no way she 
can dance in that,’ but sure enough, Laura would know how. I think she used to practice in the 
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mirror, carefully watching and learning each step so that, when the time came to dance, she 
could give her full attention to you.” He shut the lid to the behemoth dishwasher and hit the 
fading green button to jump start the beast’s digestive system. Then he leaned against the silver 
machine and continued.

“That’s just how she was though, always wanting to cherish the time with you as if 
she knew it wouldn’t last forever. I remember how early on I was too nervous to do anything 
exciting, like the swing dancing. I had sort of told her that I didn’t want to but hadn’t really 
told her that I didn’t want to, and then one day she showed up at my dorm and said, ‘Get ready, 
we’re going out’ and handed me a pair of black leather shoes. I had started to get real panicky, 
you know like where your limbs just start folding up like your entire body wants to retreat 
inside of you, and my palms were sweaty and I kept jerking my head around and keeping my 
eyes low like I was some paranoid gangster but really I was just an awkward college kid who’d 
never held a girl’s hand in public before. Then we walked into the place and I got even more 
paranoid; it was lit in all red and there was a lot of cigarette smoke and lesbians dancing with 
each other.” He was drying off some ceramic bowls that were like Apple product white as he 
further clarified, “I was raised Catholic, you know.”

I stared at him with interest still. 
“But then she turned right when I was beginning to physically tremble and just looked 

at me and said, ‘Hey, don’t worry, I’m right here with you.’ And she was, right there, her soft 
hand calming my trembling one, that whole night. And every Tuesday night after for two 
years, until I finally decided it was my turn to take her hand and get down on a knee and say, 
‘If you want, I’ll be right here with you forever.’ “ 

The metallic scream of the machine announced the end of the rinse cycle and I 
momentarily thought how dishwashers are like miniature car washes. The dishwasher turned 
to unload the steaming batches of born-again plates and started stacking them neatly on top 
of one another, whistling along to Glenn Miller’s “Sunrise Serenade.” I waited for him to 
continue his obviously unfinished story, but when he had finished stacking the plates he turned 
only to look surprised to see me standing there. 

I questioned whether or not it would be rude to prod further, but then I remembered how 
my blonde coworker was awaiting an answer to “So did you rush this semester???” which I 
had evaded right before I came back to retrieve the plates, so I figured it was best to remain in 
this conversation as long as humanly possible. 

“So, if you don’t mind me asking, what happened?” 
He looked at me with almost theatrical desolation, staring straight through me and into 

the peeling wall of the kitchen on the other side. The machine was making weird bellowing 
sounds, like a church organ whose pipes are made of whale blubber. 

“The engagement was only three months because we knew someone in the wedding 
business; a high school friend who got pregnant when she was 16. Laura had wanted it to be 
short anyways and I didn’t mind. We only saw each other a couple times a week during all of 
the planning, but of course we made time on Tuesday nights for swing dancing. Our wedding 
was planned for the following Saturday and it was Friday night, and I decided...” He suddenly 
seemed to be short of breath, but then he regained composure, pulling himself upright on the 
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steel beams that held cartons of empty glasses. “I decided it would be fitting to go where we 
had gone on our first date. I picked her up, it was 6:23; I remember because the numbers added 
up to eleven, which was her favorite number. She was wearing a blue dress that had this sort of 
translucent flowery pattern on the shoulders; it was the same dress she wore on our first date. 
She smiled as she got in and kissed me on the cheek and asked where we were going to and I 
said, ‘Oh, you’ll see,’ as if I had been so unbelievably clever in choosing to go to our first date 
spot the night before our wedding.” 

The impatient monster was ticking now, spewing the guts of the chef’s special down the 
industrial drain. 

“Our booth was the one over in the corner, table 5. I sat on the side that faced the door, 
she sat against the wall. We both got milkshakes and burgers, like the first time. By the time 
we had finished we were giddy with excitement for the morning and practically sprinted out 
of here and drove home. I dropped her off and she ran back to the car and gave me a kiss and 
said that she had been waiting her whole life for tomorrow morning. I told her, ‘I’ve only been 
waiting since I met you.’” 

He looked down at the floor and watched the fleeting scraps of Friday night memories 
empty down the drain. 

“I’ve always thought that was the best thing I could’ve said.” 
My manager called for me from the front and I could hear her shouts echoing off the 

subway tiled walls of the dishwashing station. Only a trickle of hard water was dripping down 
the hole, not really making that Hollywood blop blop sound but instead more of a flat, dull puh 
puh as it collided with soggy bits of food clogged at the bottom of the drain. 

“1987 Thunderbird. Two doors. Tan. 203,402 miles. They said she had been chasing the 
dog after it escaped out the front door and ran into the street.” 

puh puh puh 
“They gave me the dog. I don’t think they really knew what else to do with it; it 

wouldn’t stop shaking until it saw me.” 
puh pu
“I tried waiting tables at first because it was obviously a better source of income, but I 

didn’t realize how hard it would be to come here for work day after day, seeing table 5 in the 
corner, bringing young couples burgers and milkshakes every Friday night. It got to be too 
much, and I couldn’t really do anything else, and so one night they had me back here to wash 
dishes because they were short on staff. I liked the way the backroom was closed off and you 
could hear the sounds of the kitchen without really seeing any faces. Plus the tiled walls have 
great acoustics, so my music plays really loud like it used to on Tuesday nights.” He finally 
looked up from his black leather shoes and sort of smiled. “So if you ever see me back here 
kind of swinging back and forth while I’m drying plates, don’t feel sorry for me. Know that 
this is the closest I could possibly be to her.” 

I said something almost inaudible along the lines of “I’m-so-sorry-but-thank-you-for-
sharing-I’ve-got-to-get-back-to-rolling-silverware-now” and started to walk down the empty 
hall to the kitchen, the sounds of “If You Are But a Dream” fading as they’re enveloped by the 
reignited grind of the lifeless machine.
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“Where the hell have you been?” asked one of the waiters, a curly blonde guy in his not-
yet-realized late twenties. He’s the type of guy that’s all cynical and pessimistic only because 
it makes it easier for him to laugh at his own jokes. Like one time after our team lost a football 
game, and literally everyone in the town was feeling pretty down, he announced, “Maybe 
now the school can realize the futility of investing millions of dollars into men touching each 
other.” Futility; he really liked that word. 

His question sort of floated past me as I wafted into the room, mind still wholly 
preoccupied on the devastating documentary I had just been shown. 

“Hey man, how about doing your job?” he said, indicating the remaining forks and 
knives with his stubby finger, the fingernail cut a little too short. 

“Sorry,” I replied, then looking back down the hall, “I was just talking to the 
dishwasher.” 

“Great. Now if you could hurry there’s a soccer game I’m trying to catch on TV 
tonight.” Then, as if I was somehow exhibiting a burning desire to know more, he continued, 
“Man City and Chelsea; huge match,” placing very deliberate emphasis on the word “match.” 

I rolled a couple sets of silverware before I had to ask him. And trust me, a big part 
of me really didn’t want to hear what he had to say about the dishwasher, but I had to know 
if I was the only one who’d been told the story. It wasn’t necessarily that I was looking for 
a confirmation of some odd type of adornment, rather I only wanted to know why, if my 
coworker had indeed been told the story at some point, he had long since decided to treat the 
dishwasher with disdain. The last couple got up to leave and passed by our folding station, 
waving to us as they passed through the door. The only sounds in the restaurant were distant 
conversations of Spanish cooks, the wet swish of a mop, and the low rumbling of the Hobart 
AM15-2 58-65 rack/hr Door-Type Dishwasher digesting its dinner. 

“So have you ever asked the dishwasher why he listens to that music?” I asked casually, 
head faced down, concentrating on folding perfectly cylindrical utensil tubes. He looked over 
at me and let out this ungodly sigh, as if he had summoned all the cynicism and pessimism 
from every PHI 101: Introduction to Philosophy freshman atheist ever and released it from his 
body in one big bang. 

“Please tell me you’re not one of those people?” he said. 
“What do you mean?” I asked, genuinely confused. 
“One of those foolish morons who thinks the whole world is this great big romantic 

orgy?” 
I stared at him. I think, for the first time in a while, I really was dumbfounded.
“For the gods sake…Which one did he tell you?” he implored, staring at me with eyes 

that seemed to presuppose my guilt. 
“Which one? Like story?” 
“Yeah,” he said plainly, “ ‘like story.’ “ 
“Well, he told me about a girl named Laura who he’d been engaged to...” 
My co-worker lifted up his head and let out a rusty chain of laughter, something I 

thought he probably learned from cheering for the villains in comic book movies his whole 
life. 
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“Of course!” he exclaimed. “Of course that’s the one he told you.” 
“Well, what other one is there?” I responded sharply, pretty pissed at this point with 

his interrogation. I knew he knew something I didn’t, but people like this love to refuse 
information from others for as long as it was refused from them. 

“There’s a whole other world out there, my friend,” he said with an air of haughty 
pretension. “But people like you just don’t realize that.” 

I shrugged rather violently and said “cool” and then continued wrapping forks and 
knives. A minute or two passed before he was visually brimming over with excitement and 
asked if I wanted to know about this other world he spoke of. 

“Sure,” I said, “anything to be as informed as you.” 
He looked coldly at me, but even sarcasm couldn’t deter him from an opportunity to 

appear better than someone else. 
“Well, if you want to know the truth about him, and the truth about this whole world, 

then you need to quit listening to that cheesy romantic bullshit and look at reality.” He peered 
down into the layers of linen napkins, all folded in crisp triangles prostrated on each other.

“Hal Gildersleeve. 24. 5’9” 193 lbs. Born in Troy, OH 937 Home of the Annual 
Strawberry Festival. His mom was a crack head and at the age of 14 he moved out here to live 
with his grandparents. They were nice. They gave him popsicles and watched Westerns with 
him on Friday nights because he wasn’t great with kids at school. They listened to old time 
jazz every night when they ate dinner. As far as I know he dropped out of college as a junior. 
Tried to be a waiter but kept dropping plates and spilling drinks and forgetting his tables. 
Became a dishwasher instead because that’s the one thing his fucked up mom said he was good 
at…” He looked up and stared blankly at my stupid, innocent face. 

“Washing dishes.” 
He looked back down at the napkins and smirked. “How’s that for your romance story?”
I stared back at him, though now with a little less certainty in my composure. An 

ambulance flew by out the window, lit up in piercing reds and blues but emitting no sound, 
disorientating me for a moment. I blinked hard and brought my gaze back towards him.

“So is that what really happened?” 
“Well, sort of,” he began, shifting slightly in his stance. “I mean, yes, if you asked me. 

At least that’s what really happened if you believe in the true nature of the world.” 
“What do you mean?” 
He rolled some more napkins as he spoke, arranging his sentences in a matter-of-fact 

way. “Well, you see awhile ago when we first started asking him about the music he would tell 
these stories; some people he’d tell the romantic one he told you, some people the crack head 
mom one he told me. Eventually we asked him which one was the real story and he just sort of 
looked at us and shrugged and said, ‘That’s for you to decide. But only one of them is actually 
true.’ Now, of course being the man of sound logic and reasoning that I am...” 

And on and on he went, but I wasn’t listening anymore. I took the leftover silverware 
back to the dishwashing station as my last duty before calling it a night. ‘Moonlight Serenade’ 
was playing softly in the ceramic room; not necessarily quietly but in the way that gentle 
music can be loud yet soft in the air. I dropped the tan carton of forks and knives on the metal 
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trough making a little splash, really just like rain boots in a puddle. He turned around and I 
waved at him and told him goodnight and thanks again for the story, and he sort of smiled back 
at me, though I’m not all too sure he was listening. I packed up my things and clocked out and 
started walking to the door when my coworker called me from behind. 

“Hey, listen; I know it’s not easy to hear but it’s the truth.” 
I turned around and looked at him. 
“You see, there’s really two types of people in the world...” 
I know. I cut him off and said that it’s alright; I know. I know how there’s people who 

believe in true love and spend all their days fawning over it, obsessing over it, searching 
for it in every little square inch of life, even in the corroded grout of a dishwasher’s soul. 
And I know how there are some people who just don’t care; it’s not that they’ve given up or 
anything but they, well, they just look at the facts of life. They’re brave enough to live in this 
heartless world despite its hopelessness and they just don’t get why people can’t leave them 
alone about all the romantic bullshit. It’s futile anyways. But the dishwasher taught me that 
the truth can sometimes be fantastic and can sometimes be real, and even though the stories 
are very different each version will still have its own unique slice of romance. For some the 
popsicles and classy dinners with grandma and grandpa suffice, but for the rest of us we need 
Laura and the swing dancing to understand it all. It’s not that we want to be in a state of denial 
or ignorance; trust me when I say that we know the real world is out there, and we can feel it 
constantly tapping us on the shoulder and tempting us to turn around. If we didn’t know it was 
there, if we hadn’t ever have lived in it, then we wouldn’t need these romantic stories in the 
first place. I understand how that might feel like lying to you, how it seems like a hopeless and 
selfish faith to believe in Laura and all her colorful dresses, and I’m not trying to persuade you 
to join me in this blind romantic death march. All I’m asking is that next time you stop to look 
down at your dirty plate before it’s swept away and ask yourself whether it’s dishonest for the 
dishwasher to baptize it with his artificial chemicals in order to make it appear new again.
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Pink Albatross
//  Evan Waller  //

“The Albatross? Yeah, why not.”
It stood on the runway anticipating us, or at least it felt that way to me. It was smaller 

than a usual plane, which I hadn’t noticed at first because we had approached it from afar, and 
the picture in the catalog had no reference for scale. I wasn’t worried about its size, though, 
that would just be silly. It looked like it could hold a couple dozen people, and I didn’t have 
any friends other than Stan to begin with. What would I have done with all the extra space? 
No, this would be enough. We didn’t need any more than this. 

Stan made a beeline for the ramp and was checking out the interior while I soaked in 
the view. I figured it some providence that we had chosen the exact path to the runway that 
we did, because I doubt that any other angle would’ve given me as beautiful a perspective of 
that plane. From the top of that hill I could see the length of the shadow the plane cast, long 
in the early morning sun, stretching down the asphalt track to an illegible distance marker, 
and my own shadow, relatively long but, y’know, shorter than the plane’s. I tapped my feet up 
and down on the earth I would soon take leave of. I will fly soon, I repeated in my head, my 
mantra, I get to fly. 

See, the deal is that I won a private plane (and accompanying pilot) in what was 
essentially a painting contest, though it wasn’t billed as such. This obscenely wealthy guy 
had wanted a portrait of himself and put out an ad in Forbes along with a picture of himself, 
promising to exchange one of his jets for whichever portrait satisfied him the most. It was the 
first painting I’d done in years. Stan said he was happy to see me working again. He said, “I 
wish I’d known that all it took was a private jet to motivate you.” The piece I ended up with 
was nothing special. It was something I figured the billionaire would like, not really something 
for my own taste. And that was fine with me, because I never had to see the thing again, and I 
won the plane.

We’d only realized while walking up there that we needed a name for the vessel, 
something to distinguish ours from the countless commercial airliners we’d be sharing the sky 
with. Stan was the one that had said “albatross”, and I don’t know where he got it, but I liked 
how it sounded. An albatross in kind of a silly looking bird, I think, at odds with the dignity of 
its name, and I always had an affinity for the absurd. I pictured our plane in the air with a pink 
albatross painted on its side, a logo to impress upon the suits looking out the windows of their 
corporate jets. That excited me, little liberal-arts major me. Look out, fuckers, here comes The 
Albatross.

Our pilot was Owen Sinclair, a 64-year-old former pilot for a major commercial airline 
(he didn’t tell us which) that he’d been dropped from (for reasons he did not tell us). He 
was employed by the billionaire, his instructions being to take us anywhere of our choosing, 
so long as it was within reason and safety. He wasn’t a talkative man, and we didn’t really 
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interact with him much other than to communicate our destinations. Generational differences, I 
suppose. I dunno.

***
I’ve always been terrible with deadlines, even those I set myself. Frankly, it was a bit of 

a miracle that I got that portrait finished on time, because I’ve always been shit with meeting a 
deadline. I had promised myself that I was going to complete the mural on the side of the plane 
before our first scheduled trip, but the date was imminent and my progress was minimal. I had 
completed maybe a third of the albatross, a pink beak, head and breast that faded to nothing on 
the side of the cabin. The rest of the potential mural was still undesigned. You know how it is, 
you just keep putting things off. I sighed in resignation at myself, sighed at the knowledge that 
this would be just more work to do after Tokyo, and stepped off the ladder.

With no other planes to queue on that runway, all we had to wait for was air traffic 
control to get back to Owen with the all-clear. Stan and I sat opposite each other in a 
compartment of six seats, quiet in each other’s presence for what must have been the first 
time since we’d met. The Albatross filled that silence with mechanical hum, our chairs gently 
vibrated as we waited for our first take-off. When I was a kid I loved being in a plane when 
it took off, y’know? Nothing beat the particular butterflies an accelerating plane could put in 
your stomach. I made sure to take in every detail: the drone of the machinery building with 
each new part of the plane that activated, the rattling of my seat telling me how ready The 
Albatross was, like it could barely hold itself, it wanted to go, just like I did, and the feeling of 
something pulling your body back when we finally do go, and the slight bump as the wheels 
come off the ground, and all the rattling ceases and we’re just gliding, just effortlessly gliding 
through the air like we aren’t 75 tons of steel and human. “We’re flying.”

***
We landed in Tokyo around 2am, which was perfect as it gave us time to sleep until 

a decent hour before we did the tourist thing. It had been Stan’s choice of first destination, 
y’know, he was a fan of Japanese cinema, so I followed his lead as we went from location to 
location that he assured me carried some significance in film history. We went to this graveyard 
to visit an old director, Something Ozu, whose grave was just littered with liquor bottles. Sake, 
whiskey, vodka, all kinds of shit. Mescal. It turns out people had been leaving liquor here as a 
tradition, because this guy had been some sort of heavy drinker in his lifetime, to hear Stan tell 
it. He’d shown me one of the guy’s movies once, and I guess it was pretty good. Very static, I 
thought, not really a lot at stake. So I thought okay, this is one of those Film School Directors, 
figured he was kind of an obscure bit, but from the looks of his burial plot he was some kind of 
Japanese Hemingway. There was a bar just across the street from this cemetery, and we went 
in and bought two bottles of sake. We went back to the grave, opened one, and each took a 
long hot gulp from it. I poured a little bit onto the dirt for Ozu, which made Stan laugh and got 
attention from some couple at another grave. We left that bottle on the grave and took the other 
one back to the bar with us.

It was well into the night when we left, and Stan wanted to cut back through the 
graveyard to get to the hotel, but the gate had been locked. Shit, I forgot to mention that it was 
Halloween! That’s important. I didn’t know that when we got there, but we found out later on. 
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There were a bunch of plastic skeletons and bats hanging from the bars of the graveyard gate, 
which I guess should have tipped me off, but I was drunk and just kind of thought that made 
sense for a graveyard.

We were looking for an alternate route to our place when Stan directed my attention to a 
group of costumed locals.

“Cosplayers?”
“No, I think it’s Halloween. Dude, look at these costumes.”
“Yeah, that’s some professional grade shit. Oh fuck, it’s Bowie!”
Amongst the crowd was a tiny Japanese girl, I wouldn’t have guessed older than 17 (we 

found out later that she was 25), decked out in full Aladdin Sane-era David Bowie costume. 
Red hair, beige spandex, blue lightning bolt across the face, everything.

“Bowie!” I exclaimed. “We have to hang out with her. Is that a guy or a girl?”
“Looks like a girl, hard to tell from here. Bowie!”
“Bowie!”
“BOOOOOOWIIIIIIIE!”
Stan managed to get her attention. She stopped and looked at us with amused bafflement 

as the rest of the Halloweeners continued on, and we ran up to introduce ourselves. I can’t 
remember the encounter with complete clarity from that point on, because we went to a bar 
and had more sake. Stan handled it better, and could probably tell the story better than I could. 
I remember him and Yuri talking for ages about Bowie and their favorite albums and all that 
(Low for Stan, Ziggy Stardust for Yuri). I remember Yuri on the karaoke machine belting out 
“Cracked Actor”, which was actually pretty impressive. Yuri called her boyfriend at some 
point, and he came and introduced himself and seemed really friendly, but he had to leave 
early. Had to get rest for a morning shift. I was more bored than anything, really, but Stan 
seemed to be enjoying himself. He and Yuri could just talk and talk, y’know?

“Do you know Brian Eno?” he asked her.
“No.”
“Well, in ’76 Bowie was kicking his coke addiction, and he moved to Berlin to get away 

from the whole scene he’d been a part of. Rented a flat above a mechanic, just kind of took 
it easy for a bit. But he was having a huge creative block, right? So he called up Brian Eno, 
who’s a producer and musician, to work on his next album with him. And Eno, he used to use 
these little cards that he called the ‘Oblique Strategies’ when making records. Each card had, 
like, a little phrase, a cryptic phrase, that was supposed to jumpstart creativity. Help you get 
past whatever mental barriers you had.”

“What were they called? The what strategies?”
“Oblique. ‘Oh bleek.’”
“Oblique.” Yuri smiled. She spoke better English than some Americans I’d met.
“But anyway, they used those things, and ended up recording Low. Then they worked 

together again on the next two albums. That became what they call the ‘Berlin Trilogy.’”
“What does it sound like? Is it more rock, or more like his soul music?”
“More rock, I guess. I dunno. It’s strange. Lots of synth.”
Stan was better at talking to people than I was. He could talk to anybody about 
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anything, it felt like. 
“Hey,” I said, “Do you guys want to go to Berlin?”

***
Owen Sinclair swallowed two Advil and some water, then rubbed circles into his eye 

sockets with his fingers. He didn’t feel right waking up anywhere else but the cockpit anymore, 
didn’t feel like himself. He had never slept in one bed enough times for it to feel like “his” 
bed, but he had fallen asleep in the Captain’s chair of a dormant plane on a runway more times 
than he could count. The sunrise would creep into the cabin, and he would stir himself up, take 
his medicine and contact ground 
control. Within a couple of hours 
The Albatross would be humming 
again, and the drone of engines and 
A/C vents would provide a room 
tone to fill in the spaces of his mind. 
Things didn’t sound right to him 
without that buzz in the background. 
Things sounded hollow.

Most of Owen’s job was in 
the taking off and landing of the 
plane. While it was in the air, it 
was basically on auto-pilot. When 
he’d had a co-pilot and a cabin 
crew he didn’t have to pay as much 
attention, could take turns being alert. He could read a book if we wanted to. Being alone in 
the cockpit wasn’t that bad, though. And if he had gotten to choose between that solitude and 
having to talk to the two boys he flew around, he’d have chosen the solitude. Usually they 
minded their manners, but when they were drunk they talked to him like a toy. One time they’d 
gotten on the plane absolutely plastered, woken him up at four in the morning to fly them to 
Kingston.

“Chart a course, Captain.” Said one.
“Oh captain, my captain.” Said the other.
“Captain Kangaroo.”
“Captain Beefheart, hahaha.”
“Yeah, Captain Beefheart! Fast and Bulbous!”
“That’s right, Owen Sinclair, Fast and Bulbous!”
The Japanese girl that would sometimes come on the trips with them once bought 

something for Owen. The boys had asked him to fly them to Paris, where they’d spent three 
days doing whatever two American boys and a Japanese girl do in Paris while Owen sat 
around in various cafés. None of them said anything to Owen when it came time to leave, but 
after they touched down in Tokyo, the girl came into the cockpit and gave him a little metal 
replica of the Arc de Triomphe. Owen kept it in there.

FICTION
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*** 
Stan invited Yuri to come on a guided tour of the States with us. She managed to get 

a pocket of time off from work and we made plans. The whole thing was kind of themed 
around music, as you might’ve guessed: first place she wanted to visit was the Rock and Roll 
Hall of Fame, and then she wanted to go to Memphis. In Macon, Georgia, we found the old 
brick building that the Allman Brothers had used as the backdrop for the cover of one of their 
albums, and took our own mock version of the photo. I think a lot of this stuff went over Yuri’s 
head, but she was just happy to hear about anyone who played a guitar (usually from Stan, 
didactic motherfucker that he was). She loved the food, too, loved all that barbeque. I warned 
her that she was going to put on weight during the trip, and she did sure enough, not that it 
really mattered or anything.

I thought we would keep travelling forever. It seemed important to do so; we had this 
opportunity no one else had to see as much of the world as we could see. So when Stan and 
Yuri had to go back to their day jobs, plans were already being made for the next set of trips, as 
soon as they could get a mutual period of time off. And I’d just do my own thing in the interim, 
embark on some solo endeavors. It’s important to have a sense of individual identity, y’know? 

***
“Hello?”
“Stan? Hey, how are you?”
“Oh, hey. Hey, man, I’m alright, I was just asleep…”
“Oh, shit, really? What time is it there?”
“2:37 AM.”
“Fuck, dude, I’m sorry. I didn’t even think about the time difference.”
“It’s okay… where are you calling from?”
“I’m in Perth, actually.”
“Oh, that’s cool. What took you there?”
“Just, you know, it was time for Perth. Fuck, man, I’m sorry I woke you.”
“It’s fine, it’s fine. Did you need something?”
“Well, I was just calling to see if you’d be up for another trip soon. We haven’t gone 

anywhere together in a while.”
“Yeah, shit, you’re right… not since Buenos Aires, huh?”
“Yeah, it’s been a couple months.”
“Yeah, yeah, I’d be down… where were you thinking?”
“Well, fuck, where’s left, you know? Haha. I dunno, maybe Dublin?”
“I wouldn’t mind seeing Dublin again. I’ll have to let you know, though, my schedule’s 

kind of crammed these days.”
“Yeah, I feel you.”
“I’ll have figure out when I’m free next, get back to you.”
“For sure. Yeah, just let me know.”
“Yep. Talk to you later, buddy.”

***
“I think it is amazing. I think it is one of the most powerful things I have seen.”

FICTION
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I had met Alice, believe it or not, in a club in Soho, and thus could not get “Lola” out 
of my head any time I was with her. She had a strange Dutch accent that had been softened 
by years of living in London, and she worked in a piercing shop with her sister. She had 
eleven piercings herself, two rings in each ear, two rings on her left nostril, a stud in the other, 
a stud on her tongue, and another stud on top of her left eyebrow. That same eyebrow had 
been cocked to an uncanny height when I’d first made eyes with her across the pit, having 
apparently been sizing me up. That night was her sweaty promiscuous night of the week, and 
she wanted me before I even told her I had a plane.

“And you would take me away in it?”
“Yeah. Where would you want to go?” Grand Canyon.
“Let’s say… the Grand Canyon. Could you take me there?”
“It’ll be several hours, but yeah, we can got to the Grand Canyon.”
“That would be very nice, I think. And we can find ways to pass the time, yes?”
This was my seventh visit to the Grand Canyon since getting the plane. Every single 

European girl dreams of going to the Grand Canyon and nothing else, I swear to god. They 
usually don’t even know what they want to do afterwards, either; they haven’t thought past the 
Grand Canyon.

“A wound, a great wound in the Earth.” Alice was trying to wax poetic. “Yes… what 
else is there to say? I am in awe of it.”

Sweat was stinging my eyes, and when I rubbed the sweat away I got some dust under 
my eyelid. I hadn’t known there was dust on my face. I had to take off my glasses to rub at my 
eye with a handful of shirt, and even after that my eyelashes felt sticky when I blinked.

***
 I had a Polaroid camera back then, which I’d bought for the purpose of having physical 

documents of our exploits with The Albatross. The plan was to eventually turn these photos 
into postcards, but that never materialized, so they just lingered in whatever box they ended 
up in when I didn’t want to see them anymore. Here’s one from the Berlin trip, of me, Stan 
and Yuri in a German club. Stan and I are smiling with drinks in our hands, and Yuri is on her 
knees in front of us holding up two peace signs. Here’s one of Yuri at the Rock and Roll Hall 
of Fame. Here’s one of me and that Dutch girl at the Grand Canyon.

Here’s one of Stan and Owen in the cockpit. Stan is obviously drunk, his face flushed 
to hell, and he’s holding an electric singing trout and laughing. I think I was probably drunk, 
too. Owen is standing up from his seat glaring at Stan. All those years flying around with us, 
and our pilot never showed anything like sense of humor. I tried to make conversation with 
the man, after Stan had stopped going on all the trips with me, but all I got in response to my 
inquiries were terse, vacant replies. Sometime before that I’m pretty sure he had offered to 
teach me how to fly the plane, but I never took him up on that. I met his wife at the funeral, 
and she was very polite.

Here’s one that Stan sent me from Yuri’s wedding. It’s not a polaroid, I had to print it 
out because he sent it to me digitally. He’s in the foreground of the picture, arm going past 
the edge of the frame, and Yuri and her husband are immediately behind him, looking at each 
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other’s eyes. I wonder if he caught an opportune moment to snap that picture, or if they had 
just been looking at each other like that for a long time. Some more recent photos on Stan’s 
facebook show him hiking with Yuri, holding up pints of beer in pubs… in all of them, he’s 
smiling. That makes me happy. The last time I tried to call him he blocked my number.

The Albatross is still sitting on the runway. For a year after Owen’s death I would go 
inside and clean up, maintain the interior’s tidiness for when I eventually got around to taking 
my flying lessons. But the last time I did that was years ago now. I can see it from my kitchen 
window, I get a glimpse of it every day. But I don’t get closer to it than that. The pink on the 
half-finished albatross is fading, and at some point I imagine moss will start to grow along the 
side. I don’t know how long you can leave a plane without maintenance before its engine stops 
working, and even if I learned how to fly tomorrow, I don’t know if I’d be able to reignite 
something that’s remained inactive for so long.
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Horizons
//  Rafaella Safarian  //

I am Ani. I live where the sea glimmers under the rays of both Sun and Moon and the 
horizon line is distorted at dawn by the silhouettes of fishing boats.

I have memories: 
Ice cream dripping onto knuckles as soon as it’s scooped up onto the cone. Grilled 

Haloumi, a cheese made from sheep’s milk that never melts. Fresh fried fish paired with long, 
thick french fries dipped in taramasalata, a spread made pink from fish roe. Shots of ouzo 
shimmying down throats. Dinner beginning at 9:30. Heads never hitting the pillow before three 
in the morning.

I remember going to the music store with my mother once every few months, looking 
through old albums with singers’ hair-dos of the 60s and 70s styled atop their heads. I would 
wander around to the other side of that section and look through the hits: George Michael, 
Lionel Richie, and Madonna, all my favorites. I learned a lot of English from listening to 
lyrics.

I remember going to the beach at sunset, gathering together with other families to make 
bonfires, roast lamb, and play backgammon. All the kids would play in the water, trying to fish 
like our fathers and grandfathers.

I remember waking up at four in the morning to go fishing with my father. I would 
complain because it’s so early, but we would sail at 5:30, the world charcoal black. My father 
would speak to me not as his twelve-year-old daughter, but as a “blossoming young woman 
who will uphold her roots on this soil.” He’d come home with octopus and squid and red-
mullet; I’d come home with a seedling of wisdom which would grow as I did.

This is my Homeland, feeling even smaller because its inhabitants know just about 
everyone on it. This was the life I knew best. It was simple. People with people. The close-knit 
villagers still sing and dance, having braved the inevitable division of their land after it was 
invaded in 1974. No one saw it coming. I was just five years old. My father always shook his 
head and said, “My family took refuge on this island. Even here we are not safe.” We fled from 
from one side of the island to the other. No one has crossed the border since.

Then there is my Motherland. The small country under Soviet Rule was once an empire, 
the cradle of civilization in the ancient world through which the silk road weaved. Her lands 
have always been fertile, her people have always been astute, hospitable, and hard-working, 
her nation the first to convert to Christianity. 

I visited it with my family when I was sixteen—a good age to have gone. The memory 
is still potent: 

I remember the smell of lavash bread baking under the ground. Supple apricots, 
cherries, and figs shining in the sunlight, weighing down the trees. Villagers welcoming guests 
into their homes, feeding them to their hearts’ content. 

I remember going to the oldest standing cathedral in the world built in the fourth century 
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A.D. The smell of incense tingled our spiritual senses. We lit candles and stayed for service, all 
two hours of it on our feet. 

The next day we travelled to the hot springs. The fresh mountain air refreshed our weary 
bodies.

The two countries are vastly different, but the hearts of their people beat almost as one.
~

I’ve been awake for several hours now. My parents haven’t come to visit yet. 
“How long was I in the coma?” I manage to ask. The muscles around my mouth are too 

weak to articulate the words.
“Approximately three weeks,” the nurse replies writing something down.
Exhaling, I feel tingling on my skull and tubes in my nostrils. Uncomfortable. I look 

at the IV in my arm and hear the beeping of the heart monitor. The sound begins to lull me to 
sleep.

Elena walks in. I see her as a blurred form through the narrow slits under my drooping 
eyelids. I hear her soft girlish voice as she speaks to the nurse. I pick up a few words here and 
there in phrases like, “How long until . . . Would there be a chance . . . authoritative stance . . . 
Do you think . . .” My mind drifts around the word, “You.” 

~
You saw me at the beach with my friends. We were playing volleyball, celebrating 

because we’d just graduated and it was summer and life was as perfect as it had always been.
You walked up to me and said, “Hello.”
“Hello,” I replied, instantly attracted. I didn’t want to be, but I was.
“Mind if I play too?”
“Of course.”
It was high noon. You were on my team. After the second game I sat on my towel to 

reapply tanning lotion. You walked up to me, smiling.
“I didn’t catch your name.”
“Ani.” 
“I’m Jacob.” And You extended a hand out to me.
I shook it. Then I realized my hand had lotion all over it. I laughed sheepishly. “Sorry.”
“Just what I needed, a darker tan.” You laughed and rubbed it on Your chest.
I asked if Your roots extend from my Motherland. You nodded.
“I’ve never seen you here before.”
“I’m from Nicosia.”
“Ah, I see. Need some beach time?”
You smiled and nodded. “I’ve missed it, being inland.”
I looked over at my friends: Elena’s face in particular proved to me she was watching 

us, for my sake. 
You looked over at them and then back at me.
“Do you want to go for a swim?”
I smiled, stood up, and we made our way into the water, letting the waves sway our 
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bodies together. 
You threw seaweed at me. I splattered You with mud. We split our time lying in the sand 

and splashing in the sea. Time moved so quickly that day, because before we knew it, it was 
dusk.

“One more dip,” You said, pulling my arm.
“Okay, one more,” I stressed.
The sun was setting and we were out there bobbing in the water. You smiled and 

plunged Your head in. Next thing I knew You had Your arms around my legs launching us both 
out of the water. The salt burned my eyes and nose, but I barely noticed because I was with 
You. At the time I thought I’d made the right decision. Whoever saw us, saw, even though it 
was a weekday and there weren’t many adults on the beach. My friends had left, even Elena.

We decided to watch the sunset with our legs stretched out right where the water kisses 
the shore. 

“Ani,” You said and smiled, looking at the peach and purple rays splattered across the 
sky. “Ani.” You took my hand.

“Yes?” I wondered, squeezing it.
“I’ve finally found you.”
You said these words while staring ahead and I traced Your silhouetted profile with my 

eyes.
Eventually I answered, “Yes, you’ve found me.”

This day didn’t go unnoticed, as anticipated. 
“The beach was nearly empty. No one even realized it was me.”
“That is beside the point. We have not even met him yet, Ani. You should have invited 

him to the house once he showed interest in you.”
“I’m sorry.”
My father exhaled. “Never mind.” He tapped his cigarette at the side of the ashtray. 
“Invite him over for dinner tomorrow,” my mother said, brushing my hair to one side. 

“We’re excited to meet him.”

Our first date. My father opened the door, my mother behind him. 
“Hello,” You said.
“Welcome, Jacob,” my father said. 
You walked in slowly and shook hands with my father and mother. “It smells 

wonderful.” 
“Thank you, Jacob.” 
We talked in the language of our Motherland.
“Please excuse me. I’m not as fluent as I need to be.”
“You need to work on that, Jacob. It’s very important to know the language of your 

ancestors. But our Ani is the same way as you have probably noticed.”
At that moment I walked into the foyer. I felt butterflies in my stomach. Your face 

glowed with excitement.
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You walked up to me. “Hi, Ani.”
“Hi, Jacob.” You opened Your arms and we embraced for a second. My parents were 

watching.
At dinner my father interrogated You about Your life, Your plans for the future, Your 

family tree:
“Do you work, Jacob?” my father asked, cutting his chicken.
“Yes, I’ve been working at the Bank of Nicosia for a few years now.”
“Ah, yes, I have colleagues who work there.” He chewed methodically.
My mother glanced at me occasionally to assure me of her positive impression.
After several more questions he asked You, “And your family history? From which city 

did your ancestors come?”
“My grandparents escaped from Sis to Paphos in 1918. Then my father moved to 

Nicosia where he met my mother.”
My father sat back, cognac warming in one hand, a cigarette hanging from the other.
The tide of the conversation always turned to the history of our Motherland, a touchy, 

emotional subject over which my father never failed to tear up. He wrote books, travelled 
throughout Europe and America giving lectures about it. His passion revolved around it.

“My father escaped from Adana. His entire family was slaughtered. His niece was taken 
as a concubine for one of the generals while his mother was raped in front of his father.” I 
rubbed my arms trying to get rid of the chills. My father wrote a book on this, taking bits of his 
father’s memoir. It took him five years to complete, because he couldn’t work on it for more 
than two hours a day.

You swallowed the last drop of cognac. “Terrible. Really, it’s terrible.” 
“But,” my father raised his glass. “After fleeing on a boat, he sailed for hours until he 

saw the glimmer of lights along the coast of what is now our Homeland.” He paused. “Paradise 
and refuge all at once.” He took a sip. 

“I’m very happy our families ended up on the same island.” You looked at me, took my 
hand, and squeezed it under the table. 

Later, my mother: “We would be honored to meet your family, seeing that they have 
raised a wonderful, decent young man as yourself.”

My father refilled Your glass. “Thank you. Yes, they would love to meet you.”
We didn’t have much alone time, considering it was the first date. But I knew You 

would be joining us again shortly.

Our second date. We were alone in my living room after dinner. My father was in the 
backyard smoking his final cigarette of the day (at least that’s what he claimed). My mother 
was washing dishes.

You took my hand. This was allowed. You pulled me closer. Also allowed. You 
whispered in my ear, “Let’s escape.” Not allowed.

“What do you mean?”
“I know you don’t like this any more than I do.” You spoke low enough for my ears 

only.
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“You’re right. But my parents just want what’s best—”
“I want to go places with you, take you out to dinner and the cinema.”
“Father won’t let us.”
“Which is exactly why we should escape. Just once.”
I exhaled and looked into Your eyes. You were everything my parents wanted for 

me, a decent, intelligent man who blooms from our Motherland. You were everything I ever 
imagined.

“I want to go to the beach again. With you. I had a lot of fun the other day,” You said.
“Me too.”
That was when You slowly closed the distance between us, centimeter by centimeter. 

Your lips brushed against mine. Then You chuckled under Your breath, feeling my pulse 
quicken.

“I love you, Ani.”
“I love you, too, Jacob.”

Our third date. I begged my father to allow You to take me for a drive along Finikoudes. 
I begged and begged. His response was, “No.” I begged and begged.

You arrived at sunset. My father opened the door with my mother behind him.
“Jacob, you will drive carefully, slowly, and you will not speak much in the car so as not 

to distract yourself from the road.”
“Yes, sir,” You replied.
His palm landed on Your shoulder. “You’re a fine man, Jacob.”
I walked into the foyer and embraced my mother. “Thank you,” I whispered to her.
“Ani, you will lower your head whenever you see pedestrians.”
“Father, it doesn’t matter who sees me.”
“Ani,” he continued sternly. “We have discussed this. Unless you are engaged, you will 

not be seen together in public, especially with a man the village hasn’t met yet.”
My face grew warm. 
I did not bow my head in the car. Instead I lowered the windows and let the wind comb 

through my hair. You laughed at that.
The sun peeked over the horizon for ten minutes more after we parked on the shore. 

Your hand was warm and soft in mine. I let you kiss me. We talked. Entering a cafe we ordered 
two Carlsberg’s and let everyone see me, the obedient daughter of the esteemed Professor 
Armen, having drinks with You, a mystery man.

I was assured by their frequent glances that word would be going to my father within 
the next few hours. Stopping by for a drink and a smoke, they would catch up on the latest 
news: “Oh, by the way, Ani, fine girl she is. But who did I see her with? Is she engaged?” 
Because that’s what they think when they see someone like me out with someone like You, a 
person of the opposite sex. “Definitely engaged,” they say with simultaneous streaks of silvery 
smoke coming out their noses and mouths.

You led me to the shore, the car a dark form in the distance. We walked hand-in-hand. 
The waves crashed around our calves. 
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You pulled me closer to You. We kissed. Then You whispered, “Let’s get away.”
“We’re already away.” 
You shook Your head and I looked into Your eyes and wondered what You were trying 

to say.
“It’s a surprise.”
We got in the car and drove on.
Our legs were dry with salty residue.
“Where are we going? It’s getting late.”
“We’re almost there, Ani.” You took my hand and kissed it.
We drove up to a station, men positioned at booths were illuminated by respective 

lamps. Men in uniform. 
“Jacob, where are we?”
Without the need to lower Your window, one of the men allowed You to pass through.
“Jacob?”

~
“Jacob!” I find myself screaming. My mind drifts from one thought to the next, my 

memories an entangled knot in my brain. When did I ever think I would . . . I pant as I feel a 
hand on my arm. I open my eyes and see Elena with a concerned expression.

“Elena,” I breathe, sitting up abruptly.
“Ani, were you dreaming?”
“Yes,” I say lying back down slowly. “Yes, I was. I think. Where’s Jacob? Was he just 

here?” I scan the dreary hospital room.
She looks into my eyes, telling me something with hers, though I don’t know what.
“Elena, what is it?”
“Nothing, Ani. I’m just very happy you have awoken from the coma.” Her lips tremble. 

“And he’s not here. Jacob, I mean.”
Then she looks at the IV. “The nurse gave you morphine five minutes ago. I’m surprised 

you woke up.” Her tone is solemn. 
I yawn. “Really.”
“Ani.”
“Yes?”
“Try not to dream.”
I groan. I don’t understand why You’re not here, why I can’t see You. I feel warm 

tears staining my cheeks. They remind me of the salty water. They remind me of us, of the 
beaches at Paphos. Right? Didn’t we drive to Paphos? To explore the legendary birthplace of 
Aphrodite? Jacob? I hear the ocean waves. I feel Your touch. I gasp for air. I feel liquid flowing 
through my veins. I don’t understand. I don’t remember. Why aren’t You here with me? 

The beeping gets faster. Why is my heart thumping louder? 
Scared. I’m scared. I remember . . .We didn’t go to Paphos. I remember. You . . . 

Took me out to the other side of the island. I could tell by the signs. You released my 
hand and put Yours back on the steering wheel.
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“Jacob, you know where we are, right?”
You didn’t say anything. 
“We just crossed the border. We’re on the other side of the island!”
Still, You didn’t say anything.
I sat back, feeling my heart beat picking up speed. I looked out to the coast. The waters 

were active. The waves crashed against the shore, just like those of any other part of the island.
I bit my lip but You just stared straight ahead. 
“Jacob, speak to me. Why are we here?”
You swerved the car so my body jolted and parked it at the side of the road, the front 

tires embedded in the sand. You got out of the car and slammed the door. You leaned against 
the side, took out a cigarette, and lit it.

I got out of the car too. It was dark but the argent moonlight danced on the horizon. 
The sea breeze frantically whipped my hair about my face. It was a tumultuous night. I didn’t 
understand what You were doing or why we were in such dangerous territory. I touched Your 
arm but You felt cold. I realized I should keep quiet and let You finish Your cigarette.

I opened the passenger seat and sat inside again, watching the waves. Every sound of a 
passing car made my heart thump. One of those cars slowed down, its headlights illuminating 
my face. It parked next to us.

I looked at You, but You threw the cigarette butt in the sand and stepped on it as You 
made Your way to the other car. 

I didn’t say anything.
The driver, a man about Your age, came out of the car. He was darker skinned with a 

trimmed beard. You shook hands with him and exchanged a few words. I stepped onto the 
sand. Then I heard pained voices coming from the adjacent car.

You stopped talking to the man and turned to look at me with an expression I couldn’t 
describe, not then anyway. I swallowed from sudden terror, confusion clouding my thoughts.

The other man walked up to me. He smiled, then threw me down to the sand. 
Gasping, I looked at You but You walked back to the other car from where another man 

emerged. He offered You a cigarette. You took it. You talked.
The monster began unsnapping my shorts. I flailed my arms. He pinned me down. I 

screamed. I screamed for You. 
He stuffed my mouth with sand. I coughed and wheezed, then saw only two things 

moving in syrupy motion: My parents scrambling out of the car and the demoniacal man 
working on me. I heard gunshots, two in a row, followed by laughter.

The pit of my stomach held rocks. My head drowned in sea water. My soul filled with 
ash. My senses eventually shut down.

~
I feel myself waking up. But just before I’m wholly in control of my senses, I’m stuck 

in this in-between stage, feeling and hearing and knowing I’m awake, yet fully conscious in 
another reality.

I hear murmurs and beeps. I sink in and out of consciousness. Trying to make out words, 
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I feel hands on my arms, a cold compress on my forehead, and an incessant tingling on my 
skull. My leg twitches. The murmurs stop for a moment and the beeping keeps going. I’m still 
alive.

“Who—Who are you?” I suddenly scream. My eyes flutter open. Why did it feel so 
real?

I can barely see through the tears that subconsciously flow. I don’t feel the tubes in my 
nose anymore. 

I make out the form of my dear friend. Her eyes are wide.
“I—I survived. How?” 
She exhales shakily. “Ani.” She takes my hand and sobs into it. I sob with her.
“How? How did I survive? How was I rescued?” I try to sit up.
Elena shakes her head. “It doesn’t matter right now.”
“I need to know—”
She takes my hand. Tears stream down our cheeks.
“Who are you?” I whisper.
She blows her nose. A nurse helps me blow mine.
“And m-my par—?”
I don’t finish the sentence because she shakes her head vigorously and we cry and sob 

and bawl, two naive, adolescent forms trembling together in fear.
~

Elena and I are now married and have kids of our own. As we lay on the beach with our 
ice-cream cones and watch our husbands and kids play, she asks me if I’ve forgiven You. My 
gaze moves from my little girl splashing in the sea to the horizon. The blue of the sky melting 
into the blue of the water. Harmony. 

I turn to look at my dearest friend, whose solemn expression peeks through her wind-
strewn hair, and say, “My father was so passionate about his work, keeping his parents’ story 
alive.” 

My eyes meet my husband’s. We met during my trip to the Motherland a few years ago. 
“I will do the same. I will continue my father’s legacy for my parents’ sake, and for the sake of 
my Motherland.” 

I let the ice-cream melt onto my knuckles. 
“Yes, I forgive. But I cannot forget.”
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In Idle Thoughts
//  Jasmine Daggs//

“Left!” I cried, throwing my arms up into the air.
Grandpa turned the steering wheel accordingly. The golf cart puttered around the corner, 

which fell into a gentle slope. Adobe-inspired designer homes rose on one side of the street; 
on the other lay the scrub-covered remains of a desert. It was one of the fifteen or so days that 
counted as spring—meaning decent weather, which in turn meant a chance for a drive around 
the neighborhood.

When we came to the next turn, Preston said, “Right!”
I was glad—my brother had chosen as I would. But who wouldn’t want to circle the 

cul-de-sac? Circles were neat.
I held onto the armrest, though I knew I wasn’t in danger of falling out. It was just what 

the grown-ups wanted. That was also why Preston sat in the middle—I was bigger than he was.
“Well,” said Grandpa, “would you look at that?”
He brought the golf cart to a stop. On the side of the road was something sort of 

dusty-looking and coiled up. It was hard to get a good look at it, thanks to the dozens of flies 
swarming it. 

“It’s a rattlesnake.”
Preston and I looked and said nothing. It was fascinating. Even though the flies were 

kind of gross.
Grandpa started the cart again, and I next directed him right. We came to the top of a 

hill. I looked out over the rows of flat roofs to the distant landscape, and a particular formation, 
though familiar, caught my eye. It was much shorter than the other mountains, but certainly 
taller than I could measure. Not for the first time, I noticed that it looked as if God had taken a 
scoop out of the top. But this was the first time it meant anything to me.

“Grandpa?”
“Yes, Leila?”
I pointed. “Do you think that mountain used to be a volcano?”
He said, “I suppose it could’ve been.”
I’m sure he knew better.

My dad didn’t hold our hands as he led Preston and me down the narrow hallway. I 
wished he would; I didn’t like the feeling of this place. The lights were very bright, and the 
ceiling was very low. I imagined that Mr. Davis, our school’s giant of a librarian, would not 
be able to walk through here without ducking his head. Also, the walls were blue-green, the 
exact color of my second-least-favorite crayon. (The only color I liked less was green-yellow. 
It wasn’t good for anything.)

We turned off into a small room where the lights were not nearly so bright. It was dark, 
in fact. Grandma sat in an armchair in the corner—the kind of chair that only pretended to be 
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comfortable. A large curtain hung from the ceiling, but was drawn back so that I could see 
Grandpa, who was propped up in the bed. He wasn’t wearing his glasses, and from what I 
could tell, he had on an odd shirt that was for people in hospitals.

“Hey, Dad,” said my dad. “How are you?”
“Oh, I’m fine, son.” Grandpa’s voice was quiet, with a slight rasp to it. “Thanks for 

coming to visit.”
It didn’t look like it’d be easy to give him a hug, so I didn’t. They’d said he’d had a 

heart attack, but obviously he was fine. He wasn’t dead, after all.

Grandpa and Grandma had lived in Japan for several years, back when he’d worked 
as an engineer for Mobil. (For a long time, I thought that meant he’d driven train engines.) 
Because of this, they had all sorts of cool objects in their house. An ornate kimono hung on the 
wall over the stairs, and a set of samurai swords sat atop the china cabinet. There were several 
glass cases of dolls with skin much whiter than my own. Over the fireplace, in gold-painted 
relief, was Japanese writing. It looked to me like a bunch of squiggles.

“This is an ancient Japanese proverb,” Grandpa told me. I supposed that was nice to 
know; I had never before bothered to wonder about it. He read it aloud:

Hana no iro wa
Utsuri ni keri na
Itazura ni
Waga mi yo ni furu
Nagame seshi ma ni.
I listened closely and thought that it sounded pretty, though I understood nothing.

My dad’s on the phone with Grandma. We visit my grandparents every Sunday, as we 
have for the past fifteen years, but he still calls midweek to check in with them. My mom’s 
cooking dinner, and Preston’s in his room—I can hear DragonForce blasting from the other 
end of the house. I’m on my way to the kitchen table, my usual place to work on art projects. 
Right now I’m in a superhero kind of mood and want to draw chibis of the Teen Titans.

I’m halfway across the room when I hear my dad ask, “Is he all right?”
I stop where I am, and I wait for him to hang up. When he does, my mom asks the 

question.
“Apparently Dad fell in his shop.” 
By shop he means Grandpa’s workshop, which was set up for his favorite hobby—

woodworking. He can make all sorts of things, including the toy dinosaurs currently shoved 
away in the depths of my closet. In fact, the cutting board that my mom’s using is one such 
creation.

“Is he okay?”
“Yeah, Will heard him fall, and Mom was upstairs playing bridge with her friends, and 

apparently one of them used to be a nurse, so she had a look at him.”
I’m suddenly very glad that my cousin’s living with our grandparents. The rest of his 

family’s in California, but he goes to college here.

FICTION
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“They didn’t take him to a doctor? He could have broken a rib or something.”
My dad shrugs. “Well, you know . . .”
I know. Grandpa isn’t very trusting of doctors. It especially doesn’t help when they 

treat him like the “average” patient. Uncle Zachary loves recounting—that is, ranting about—
the time when he took Grandpa for a checkup, and the doctor’s assistant prescribed him a 
medication for lowering blood pressure. Because he had a history of heart problems, she 
assumed that he had high blood pressure. The truth is that his is abnormally low. Luckily, 
Uncle Zach was there to point out her mistake. (He probably—hopefully—made her feel pretty 
stupid in the process.)

It was only after a similar phone call to Grandma that I really started to worry. Because 
after that call, my parents talked, and I overheard the P-word.

I got all tight inside. It seemed to fall out of nowhere. I’d never heard it before in 
relation to Grandpa. I knew he was old, and I knew that old people only got older, but I didn’t 
expect him to experience the sort of problem that had such a daunting name. He was, after 
all, my Grandpa. He was supposed to be happy and fine until he went straight from sleep to 
Heaven—peacefully, without pain or loss of reason.

From then on, it was hard to even look at him. He’d always been thin, but I hadn’t 
thought of that as a bad thing before. His hands were always trembling. I began noticing how 
challenging it could be to hold a conversation with him—neither of us could hear the other 
very well.

I was always glad that Preston wasn’t there, sharing the blow, when our parents dropped 
that word onto my head:

His Parkinson’s is getting worse.

My dad relays the information that Grandpa had again injured himself working in the 
shop. He was working with a saw—one of many—when a piece of wood flew off and hit him 
in the forehead. It was a small piece; he’s okay. So they say. But when we walk into the living 
room and he gets up from his chair to greet us, I have to disagree.

The bruising isn’t on his forehead—it’s like the purplish color bled down from there 
into his brows and eyelids, and I don’t even understand how that works, but it’s a fact and I 
really don’t like it.

I look away—I look at Preston. His eyes are as shiny as mine feel.
I know Grandma’s decided her next project is to move the shop out of the basement so 

that Grandpa doesn’t have to use the stairs. In rearranging things, she’d also like to get rid of a 
lot of his equipment. Especially the more dangerous tools. 

I know that he won’t like to give up anything, but I am in full agreement with her.

After a few hours, Preston finally crawled out of the black hole that was his bedroom 
to scrounge for food. As he opened the fridge, I looked up from my homework long enough to 
say, “Konban wa.” Good evening.

“Konban wa,” he muttered.

FICTION
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I tried not to be dismayed by his lack of enthusiasm. We were both taking Japanese for 
our foreign language requirement. Since most of our fellow high-schoolers preferred to take 
something “easy”—i.e., Spanish—we were even in the same class. I liked the idea of being 
able to hold conversations with him that no one else would understand, but of course, we 
couldn’t say anything very advanced. Typical exchanges included statements like, “The bird is 
in the tree,” or “Yesterday, pizza ate me.”

The microwave beeped—it was done heating my mom’s dinner, which consisted of 
leftover rice and stir-fried vegetables. She fetched it, then sat down on the couch. Across the 
room, my dad was reading yet another Churchill book.

She asked, “Have you talked to Mom?”
My dad looked up from his book—it took him a moment to respond. “Yeah, I called her 

yesterday.”
“How’s Dad?”
“Oh, all right. He’s still seeing his chelation doctor.”
“How often does he go?”
“Every couple of weeks.”
“That doctor’s in Phoenix, right?”
“Yeah, I think so.”
“Does Mom drive him?”
“I guess so.”
I seriously hoped so, but the lack of a for-sure answer left me with doubts.

Grandpa’s in bed recovering from a cold. He’s sleeping right now, so I’m lazing about 
in the living room. Will and my dad are complaining about the economy, but I’m not really 
listening. I’m looking at the writing on the wall.

After two years of language classes, I finally recognize the first kanji of the proverb. It’s 
hana, meaning “flower.” Following that is iro, for “color.” Most of the rest of the writing is in 
kana, the characters that represent syllables rather than words. They’re simpler, and this means 
I can read most of the proverb. That is, I can sound it out. But I don’t actually know most of 
the words.

The first part is Hana no iro wa. I’m guessing “The color of flowers.” But the color of 
flowers what? It either is or does something, but I’m not competent enough to know. And it’s 
been a long time since Grandpa was able to read any Japanese, so I’m not sure I’ll ever know

Before we leave, Grandma lets us know that Grandpa has woken up. We file into the 
bedroom. Grandpa’s in a plaid bathrobe, with blankets over him and pillows beneath him. He’s 
not wearing his glasses. Somehow, he always looks weaker without his glasses.

My dad asks how he’s feeling, and he thanks us for visiting. I think for a second. Then I 
move toward him.

“Oh,” he says, “you don’t want to catch my cold.”
“I’ll be fine,” I say. It’s the truth—with regard to colds, at least. I reach an arm over him 

and touch my cheek to his shoulder, for that’s the closest I can get to a hug.

FICTION
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His return squeeze is surprisingly firm. I’m afraid of breaking him. 
“Thanks, sweetie.”
I wonder if Preston will do the same thing, but he doesn’t. We leave. My dad is the only 

one who voices a good-bye.
Sometimes it’s like I’m just waiting for the next misfortune to be the last one.

For questions regarding handicapped-accessible seating, please call this number.
I call the number. The lady on the other end turns out to be completely useless. I want to 

know if I can reserve seating for my grandparents. No, neither of them are in a wheelchair, and 
no, they don’t own one of those parking permits, but Grandma finally convinced Grandpa to 
start using the walker that’s been up in the attic since his last surgery. I don’t want him sitting 
on the support-free, comfortless stadium bleachers for the two god-awful hours that will be my 
graduation ceremony. Frankly, I’d feel best if he didn’t come at all, but he wouldn’t miss it for 
the world.

Lady-on-the-phone has no idea if she can give seating to someone who doesn’t have a 
permit. She says she’ll call me back.

She never does.
I sigh and mutter, “Government workers.”

I can’t take it anymore. That is, I finally remembered to care, and now it’s bothering me 
too much. I’m looking that proverb up before it’s lost. If it’s really as ancient and proverbial as 
Grandpa suggested, I should be able to find it on the Internet. Right?

I type “Japanese proverb the color of flower” into Google Search. The entire first page 
of links proves pretty useless.

I try “Japanese proverb hana no iro.” The first result seems to be for an anime theme 
song. The next is a poem, but clearly not the same one—hana no iro doesn’t come at the 
beginning. The third result, however, gives me all the information I need.

It really isn’t a proverb so much as a poem. The author is Ono no Komachi, a poetess 
who lived in the ninth century. This particular poem was included in a famous anthology of 
waka, a type of Japanese poetry.

The link I found gives me a translation, but I don’t care for it. While I’m concerned with 
learning the meaning of the words, the translator apparently concerned himself with writing 
a nice poem for Western readers. He insisted on end rhymes that don’t even match the sound 
patterns of the original. Also, this translation was published in 1909; it uses “alas!” as an 
interjection. Seriously.

I begin my quest for an ideal translation. Wikipedia offers a relatively simple one, but 
again, the words are not in the same place as in the original. Not helping.

I eventually end up on the website of the University of Virginia Library. Not only 
do they have the original Japanese and a Romanization, but they have a much more literal 
translation. Score.

I compare the three translations and consult my most-trusted online Japanese dictionary. 

FICTION



44

After some deliberation and weighing of accuracy versus personal taste, I edit the UVA 
translation into something that finally satisfies me:

The blossom’s color
Has already faded away,
While in idle thoughts
My life passes vainly by,
As I watch the endless rains fall.
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I love secrets.
I love secrets so much that I make them myself, I go out and do things and tell no one, that’s a 
secret–just me, myself, and the feelings I had then.
I tell my friends I’m going home, I tell my parents I’m staying late, I drive to a gas station 
I’ve never seen and I go in to buy cream soda and Reese’s. I sit in my car in the parking lot, 
windows down, listening to the couple beside me talk as they smoke so casually.
It’s almost midnight and I’m leaving (again) to spend a few months across the country, going 
to classes working towards a profession I’m not sure I’m meant for, working for something I 
want but might not have the skill and talent and drive for.
I’m making up for this fear with this secret, me eating candy alone and no one knowing where 
I am, me and my car and my music.
I’m filling myself with this secret, so when I’m alone and afraid and I can’t shake the feeling 
that I’m no good, I remember the control I have. That no one can stop me from anything, no 
one can hold anything over me because I have these secrets and I will not tell.
And if they find out, I can go out and make more. I can fade, I can disappear, and I can fill my 
life with secret after secret: there are endless gas stations and endless cream sodas to buy.

// Jessica Swarner //

Property of: Secrets
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Crutch
//  Elijah Matthew Tubbs  //

I.
Skimming the bath water’s surface 
she sweeps up minnows with the palms of her hands.
The nurse rubs skin raw with a rag and sponge— 

rough cloth arrests her thoughts as it moves across
tender stubs of skin where arms should be. 

Her lover tries his best not to stare. 

II.
Their son, Nathan, feeds from her breast 
in his father’s arms. Meanwhile, she imagines owning a bear, 
or tightening her grip around the reigns of her childhood

horse. They race across untamed pastures 
behind the family’s farmhouse.

III.
Honey, grab me an orchid 
from the gardens outback. 
I’d love to have a smell.
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There is a variety of dove which mates for life
As it migrates seasonally each year, it follows more or less the same path
But over time, the route it follows will shift slightly
Until it is exactly the same as one other bird’s
Then the two birds court each other, they tap on each other's beaks
And one of the doves will turn its head ninety degrees
Both will open their beaks ever so slightly
So that they fit together

How can the beak of a bird be so cold and hard,
And yet so romantic?
Doves have more nerve endings in their beaks than we do in our lips
If you were to grab a dove by its beak, it would give it such a sensory deluge
That the dove would lose the will to ever mate again
Which is a very weighty thing to think about
It would be so distressed
That it may decide to not sing either

This species of dove is called the Mourning Dove because of its sad cooing song
That’s what taxonomists say at least
I’ll tell you why it’s really called that:
Most Mourning Doves make forgettable nests out of tree parts
But doves that have not found a mate after three or four seasons
Will devote the rest of their short bird life to making a beautiful home for themselves
They will take things from human trash bins like bits of cloth and plastic
And they’ll line their nest with flowers… and replace them when they wilt

This dove, if it gets separated from its lover
Will follow the same migratory pattern that they both know
For the rest of its life, unchanging
Sometimes it finds its mate
But sometimes it does not, and in this case, it slows way down
Flying very low, and landing often, like it’s looking for something
Or just remembering all the places that they both flew over

For so many years

//  Benjamin Shirdel  //

Long Distance Relationship
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Last Call
// Molly Bilker //

For Ray 

In the haze of dusk, 
the last customer steps through the door.
The outside bell sounds,
melancholy and distinct in the nightfall,
cicadas crooning in rhythm.

You rinse flour from your palms,
wipe them on your green canvas apron,
walk to the counter where she stands.

It’s clear she’s been crying.
Her long hair ropes down to her waist.
She smiles at you, lost in a fever dream, 
and lifts a loaf of French bread from the shelf.

The insects hum summer as you ring up her order.
She watches your wide hands, skinny wrists,
jutting lips and untamable hair,
bright pinstripe pants
under the heavy, subdued cloth smock.

She pays in cash. 
You touch the back of her hand before she leaves.
“I know,” she says. And she goes.

It’s 7:30.
The world is slipping into quiet dark.
You close up the glass cases
and listen to each lock slide.
You sweep up leftover daytime crumbs
dislodged by children’s thumbs,
seeking parents’ hands.

“No touching.”
“Let’s go.”
“No dessert until we’ve had dinner.”
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Speckles of powdered sugar, 
custard crème, ant hills of salt,
all the messiness and unused ingredients of living
you compile into a pan
and throw out the door.

You step out for a cigarette.

The sky is sliding into velvet blue.
The bell outside the door hangs heavy and silent.
Smoke curls up around your temples.
You feel it thick in your mouth.

Hurry up, please.
It’s time.

Inside, you check the chilling dough
for tomorrow’s puff pastries,
the filling setting in the fruit pies.
Dip an index finger in the whipped cream
and press it to your tongue.
It is so light and sweet.

Shut your eyes and savor the taste.
(It’s time.)
You hang your apron by the door.
You lock up as you step outside.

Reaching, you ring the bell.
The cicadas still buzzing.
You smile and walk away.
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I Am Not
// Jasmine Daggs //

Not peony, for kingly bravery,
satin ball-gown blossoms and spritely dances.
Enduring: change disrupts, but never destroys.

Not orchid, for refined beauty,
shadows of weeping stars. Lofty and unique,

unmistakable; confidence is vanilla pure.

Not edelweiss, for nobility and power,
also patriotism. Alpine independence—

unbothered by frosty seasons and arid remarks.

Simply sweet scent, peculiar flavor
and delicate lethargy. Clawed vines clinging to any hope,

perfectly extinguishable—Persian yasmin.
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Liberation Theology
// Joel Salcido //

When the cops drive by
Pop’s uttered, “Fucking Pigs” 
like a catholic passing a church
making the sign of the cross.

I inherited the ritual—
pray the sheriff 
won’t shoot my reggae face,
absolved when the flash in the rear view’s view is
someone else’s ambulance, 
its divine intervention concealing
my fit of the description,
skin confessing to the sin of brownness
atoning the accents in my last name,
whispering psalms to the saints 
of wrong-place wrong-time,
devoted to the Golden Rule 
of keep your mouth shut.

Now I preach 
the causal gospel of NWA,
proselytize the prophet 2pac,
evangelize to the rejected tribes
the imminence of KRS ONE,
anointed by the blessings of my father
hands up, praise God I’m not a martyr 
crucified for forgetting 
the sanctity of a badges,
living to disciple my sons 
to supplicate the intercession
and baptize them
with the fire of imprecation
so they too can be saved.
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There isn’t a lamppost she hasn’t smacked into
or a telephone wire she hasn’t fallen from,
so Sheridan Street is a dented place.
 
During high tides she cradles a sea shell between
her ear and shoulder— not to learn its language,
but maybe to hear time. And the swaying
of his shores are enough to make her unhinge her bones
and re-joint them into window frames because waiting
is the only hourglass that will not shatter.
 
Heavy rain is the most confusing sort of weather, she thinks,
struggling to decide whether to run back home or drown.
Both require the strangest burning in the lungs. 

She had forgotten to drive the hairpin
into her hijab one morning
and before she even noticed,
the whole thing unraveled.
Layers of yellow chiffon draped
along her shoulders while its tassels
drummed the waters softly.
 
The seagulls quickly looked the
other way and the starfish dug
their faces deeper into sand.
Her shoulders weighed heavy
with this, a stillness like sandbags,
and before she thought to excuse
herself he carefully wrapped her,
humming, weaving twigs and beach glass
into fabric. He held it in so many places
it draped like a gown, smoothed,
whole again. 

The Ocean’s Closet
// Rayan Mohammed //
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John in Twenty Years
// John Ling //

An aging bachelor posts an advertisement 
seeking roommates. No humans answer.

He has no choice. The alley cats move in.
They redecorate. Their parties spill

like sour milk into the mornings.
The upholsterer has a conniption.

Saucers shatter. Bankrupt and clawed raw 
he crawls to the street, licking his wounds

behind the animal shelter.
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Hypnagolgotha
// Jerasimos Moschonas //

~Breath Lentamento~
 Arrived – backlit clouds of Gainsboro 
sky complement cold concrete highways.
Oud du Moist Pavement entraps the senses,
metallic B-Side structure – Modus Operandi:
turnstile. England, Are you there? 

(Not this time, chap)
Chuckling via 3rd POV at we, the Penguin family,
 waddling toward the ponytailed booth master
“Where can we eat, sir?” we anxiously ask the 
bald goateed disgruntler, not designed to comply.
His face irks the sleeping giant; do I know him?

(No you don’t – you made him)
Fragmenting: a stitch in tiempo saves familio – 
you’re there; A Peter-Piper-arcade from a darker 
childhood– an empty memory two steps from truth.
Checkered soda sticky floor, mildew scent stained. 
Re(vena)nt remains unpaid, looming; Have I been here?

(Perhaps. What does it matter? Go play your games)
Of course – Skee Ball, Pinball, Wall Ball, courtesy of
excited electrons; self-motivated moving figures.
Machinated tunes eliciting elation, a Penny-Arcade
flint grinds my heart, a glimpse of youthful spark!
But where’s the rest of my partridge brood?

(You’ll meet again soon. It’s time to go.) 

~Breath Repente~
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I swear, my eyes did not linger for long
upon the niveous arc of your hips—
though to say I did not notice would be wrong;
your teenaged skin was partially eclipsed
with black clouds like omens for sailing ships.
This lovely, lowly curtsy greeted me.
The doorway framed your thighs, which framed your lips.
You had knelt down to set a cockroach free— 
you let it crawl between your bones—let me!
The bug must have scurried out into your view
while you scoured the bathroom floor on unloved knee,
escaped a toxic fate because of you
and your dream-glazed vision in a home so grim.
I wonder, what vision do you have of him?

A Man Sees His Roommate’s girlfriend 
Naked For The Third Time

//  Emily Price  //
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My heart is an enormous red
rock, teetering above hundreds
of sun splotched tourists
with their hands shielding
their eyes from the sun, just to catch
a glimpse of it all.

It’s one of the most photographed sites
in all of America.
The flashes shutter in intervals, 
a small attempt to capture 
such an architectural
anomaly. 65 feet of natural 
splendor and they call it delicate. 

3,500 tons of sandstone
over one million people
come to see every year.
This fragile arch, they say, will fall
perhaps in our lifetime
due to weather erosion.
Nature taking nature.

If you listen closely,
you can hear the small fissures 
sigh under the weight
of burning summers
and harsh winters.
Tiny breaks aiding
tiny square memories,
each snapshot a reminder
that great beauty will one day
amount to great destruction.

38.44627° N, 109.29991° W-The 
Delicate Arch, Moab, Utah

//  Kiley Atkins //

Poetry
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I too, have walked the path to the Secret Garden 
where the fruit and flowers grow.
Like carnage, rotting sweet flesh fell to grass fingertips 
and here memories of rock bottom and hunger bloom. 
But soon, someday your bones will settle, your lungs
will be easy, and you will know.
You won’t have to hold yourself while driving home
and the world will be yellow, tipped with fairytale magic. 
You can whisper to the children the make believe of his existence 
and trace his veins like riverbeds
that carry the boats of your heartbeat home. 
I think this ending will be something about flowers.

Dear Catherine
// Allegra Campagna //
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Home
// Kimmy Gertig //

petrichor through the dusty black screen
 dances under my nose.

the open night window and fiery rolling air 
 our two figures,
 lay blooming.

the crook of your shoulder and bend of my arm
 deep lung pulses,
 cores throbbing even,
 you’re safe - dreaming already.

sheets, contorted round ankles,
 the skin’s excessive warmth, 
 my stomach and your lower back -
 supple curve.

  Here

Poetry
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"I find inspiration in nature and human form. The work here in 
Lux is part of my Honors Thesis entitled Bodyscapes. The concept 

is rooted in Daoism and other Chinese philosophies. My work 
primarily embodies the concept that mountains are sacred beings 
of cosmic energy and renewal. And while they are sacred beings, 
elements in the landscape coincide with elements in the mortal 
human body: rocks are bones, water is blood and veins, trees 
and grass are hair, clouds and mist are breath, the mountains 

themselves are the body. I want to couple this notion with Western 
representations of the human figure. I use charcoal–a primarily 

Western medium–and ink–a primarily Eastern medium to further 
combine Western and Eastern thought."

—Kayci Monar
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Moutains, Streams, and Feet
//  Kayci Monar  //

Charcoal and Ink
22" x 30"

2016 Winner: Art
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Brother
//  Azalea Rodriguez  //

Cyanotype on Map
5" x 7"
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Nyaung-u dawn
//  Ajay Karpur  //

Digital Photography
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Curiosity 2
//  Michael Laureta  //

Oil on Canvas
14" x 18"
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Watercolor, Gouache, and Acrylic Paint on Watercolor Paper
11" x 17"

self portrait #2
//  Carolina Mesquita  //
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untitled
//  Erica Dallman  //

Digital Photography
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temporary home
//  Ariana Enriquez  //

Charcoal, Ink, Watercolor Pencils, and Collage on Paper
18" x 18"

"Over the summer I got the invaluable opportunity to study abroad in Italy. This 
piece was created during my time there. I was taken and humbled by the grand and 
detailed architecture of Florence, as I felt so small standing next to the Duomo and 

Giotto’s Campanile. Surrounded by beauty every day in this temporary home, this 
work expresses the wonder and awe that I felt in a place that shifted from strange and 

overwhelming to familiar."

—Ariana Enriquez



70

ART

Kelsey
//  Kit Abate  //

Digital Photography

"This work is part of a small series of parody portraits. It is meant to both mock and emulate 
a particular style known as the kit-cat portrait. In my own iteration which I have dubbed the 
Kit-Kit portrait (after myself) the 17th century man has been replaced by a 21st century girl, 
the velvet coat now becomes a bathrobe and the powdered wig, just curlers in the hair. With 
this work I strive to show women in roles of power whilst even in the most archetypal domestic 
presentations."

—Kit Abate   
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Contemporary Lucian Freud
//  Azalea Rodriguez  //

Charcoal on Paper
24" x 22"
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Living Space
//  Gwendolyn Davies  //

Gelatin Silver Print
9" x 6"
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Surprising Beauty
//  Michael Laureta  //

Oil on Canvas
16" x 16"
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Portrait
//  Alexa Guy  //

Gelatin Silver Print
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Untitled
//  Erica Dallman  //
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Chain Reaction
//  Nick Rascona  //

Oil Paint on Black Gesso Canvas
70" x 48"

"I work at the Children’s Museum (in the art studio), at New City Studio (an art 
gallery), and I teach drawing and painting at the Vihel Arts Center. I study painting, 
and psychology. I paint people, but I’m interested in more than just faces, forms, or the 
pages of People magazine. I’m interested in human nature. My work is designed like a 
conversation, more specifically a question. I encourage the viewer to empathize with the 
people they see and ultimately make sense of each painting on their own terms."

—Nick Rascona
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I lifted my head to the clouds above and surrendered to the monsoon. Already soaked 
from head to जूता, my sole concern was to catch a rickshaw home. Well, to my host family’s 
house, which had been my home for two months already. One couldn’t really catch a rickshaw 
the 8,229 miles from Jaipur, India back to the sunshine in Phoenix. Life is never that easy. 
A few seconds later, I quickly realized that one couldn’t really catch a rickshaw anywhere in 
India in the middle of a monsoon either. Finding shelter under my school’s covered courtyard, 
I prepared to wait out the storm. As I watched the rain flood the streets, I was again astonished 
that I was really on this adventure. 

I do lean toward wanderlust tendencies, but I never thought my impulse would lead me 
to this incredulous experience on the other side of the world. In my two months, I saw one of 
the greatest wonders of the world, the Taj Mahal. I ate everything – आम, चना मसाला,  पनीर 
बटर मसाला, लस्सी – and I learned to cook with every spice in existence. I rode a train across 
Rajasthan. I called a taxi like a foreigner. I smooshed seven people into a rickshaw designed 
for three. I made a fool of myself (almost daily) in a new language and I bartered like a 
professional. I lived life so fully traveling in those last couple of months that I still could not 
wrap my head around it. Yet, looking around the once bustling school, I knew the real test 
would be the days ahead of me, for I was truly beginning my way home back to the Phoenix 
sunshine. 

A few days before, I received an email from my sister. I thought it would be a normal 
continuation of her life updates. Instead, I opened it to the harsh reality of the aggressive 
return of our mother’s cancer. No metaphor can relay that moment the news washed over me. 
The only clear thought in my head was that I had to get home to my mom immediately. My 
teachers and program directors, who I am so grateful to, helped me figure out the logistics 
quickly. As I waited for the monsoon to lighten up, I replayed all the heartfelt goodbye’s I had 
just received. So many individual stories were fortunate enough to intersect in that school, 
in our own sliver of the world. When the monsoon finally let up, I knew the only task left to 
tackle was getting to the airport on time. After wading through the monsoon waters and saying 
a tearful goodbye to my host family, I was on my journey home. With six airports and five 
flights later, I arrived at my mom’s bedside before my mind could catch up. 

In the last few days I had with my mom, I lived so fully. I saw my family come together 
in unwavering support. I tried to compose myself when the doctors told us about my mom’s 
rapidly deteriorating health, feeling every emotion in existence all at once. I wrote down all my 

Different Slivers 
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//  Meghann Papsdorf  //
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mom’s secrets. I listened to her stories like I was a child again. I crammed as many family and 
friends as possible into her hospital room for some last goodbyes. I reassured her it was okay 
to let go and was by her side when she took her last breath. 

Before, I thought I needed to wander elsewhere to experience life. Yet, in the span of 
those few months, I realized that was not the case. There are adventures to be had wandering 
half way around the world and there are experiences to be had wandering out your back door. 
Travel is often used as a search for clarity or purpose and too often as an outlet of escape. 
However, if you are a true wanderer, you care more about the path than the destination. In 
India, my destination was returning home with a new depth of knowledge. However, my path 
to get there is so much more ingrained within my story. At home, unfortunately, the destination 
was my mom’s final breath. Yet, my life was so full in those last moments I had with my mom. 

One’s story is written by one’s experiences. An individual who can use the hunger to 
explore in order to absorb their travels as well as their everyday adventures into their own 
story is one to be admired. After all, life happens all around us, in every sliver of the world.     

NONFICTION
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This is How It Goes
//  Kit Abate  //

How I try to find my place in the world with photography 
 

Writing is not my forte. I’m not good at telling stories, at least not on a page; in person 
I’m, at minimum, half decent.  Research papers are not bad: read this book; regurgitate it back 
with footnotes, done. But straight from inside me with constant clarity and I start to go all 
run-on-sentence-woe-is-me-I’m-the-worst. Thoughts spin around my head, in and out with no 
collective thread. I feel like I’m being misconstrued in words. Somehow photography isn’t like 
that.  It has meaning and no meaning and all meanings at the same time, all together. It’s my 
universal language to the world. You don’t need to speak a common language when you show 
someone a photograph.

For me commonality has always been hard to find. I don’t know how to be in my own 
skin. I’ve felt this way all my life.  As an adult I’ve found ways to deal with that. Hiding 
behind a camera is no different to me than hiding behind sarcastic wit. The function is the same 
as making people laugh with you before they can laugh at you. Photographs are a piece of 
myself that I can project out for the world to see. A way to show the essence of myself without 
having to let anyone in all the way. They can be put together to make a language to speak 
for me. Or be a single shining thought pushed out in to the world. A stand-alone. I try to use 
photography as a means to find common ground to stand on. 

***

I have wanted to have a camera in my hand for as long as I can remember. When I was 
a child my dad had this camera that I was never allowed to touch. Not being able to play with 
it made me want it more than anything. As I got a bit older he would hold it up to my face 
and show me how to adjust the focus and put the bar in the middle of the circle, setting up 
for proper exposure. I have a picture of my dad with that camera and I have this camera, but 
both are packed in a box somewhere, waiting, like me, to come out of limbo. My dad gave 
me this camera when I was twenty-three as a graduation present from college when I got my 
associate's degree. With it, he gave me an extra lens, a bag, and a flash attachment. A lot of 
pictures from my childhood were taken on that camera. Pictures of small me in the big world. 
Sitting on giant a turtle at the zoo, walking on a street in San Francisco that I can’t remember, 
squinting at the sun surrounded by grass at the park.  In one of these photos I’m reaching out 
because I want to hold it, I desperately want to touch the camera.  I can’t be more than four at 
the time. This is the most precious gift my father has ever given me. 

We are not close. 
I’ve never used that camera.
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When I was eleven I got my first camera for Christmas. It was a Polaroid.  I went 
around my mom’s house taking pictures of anything and everything, anxiously waiting for the 
image to appear. Lather, rinse, and repeat, over and over again. I would ride my bike to the 
Walgreen’s down the street to buy more packs of film. Twin packs of ten, Polaroid 600, color 
film. I didn’t know how it worked but I knew it was magic I could hold in my hand. Look at 
that piece of the world: look how I can take from the nothing and make a something. I can 
give it to you if you want it. We can share this, this piece of time and place, stuck together 
contained in a square. 

We lived in townhouses with brick backyards that faced each other. The neighbor 
directly behind us was named Craig. He was the first person to really encourage me on my 
path. He showed my all kinds 
of cameras I didn’t even know 
existed. He showed me that 
photography existed. It wasn’t 
until I was older that I realized 
how profoundly my experiences 
with Craig affected me. He told 
me about his adventures making 
photographs. I so desperately 
wanted adventure. To escape 
outside of my world. This place 
where I lived, just my mom and 
I, this solitary place. 

I remember looking down 
into the viewer of Craig’s twin 
lens looking at the red and yellow flowers on the bush at the side of the house. Looking at 
them through the lens not understanding why they were backwards moving left when I moved 
right. I still remember that so clearly. I can feel the hot summer sun on my neck, smell the 
pollen in the air, hear the other kids play together while I stood alone holding Craig’s camera. 
I never made a picture of these flowers; I never made a picture of Craig. I don’t even think he 
knew how important he was. The only picture I have of any of that is in my mind. This picture 
is fleeting. It comes and goes on waves of memory, only sporadically washing ashore allowing 
me to see it clearly again. 

***

A decade gap separates most of my contemporaries and myself. I am older than I look. 
It’s taken me a while to get here. I ran away. I ran away to a place that had no community for 
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me. Then I came back to a place that is almost too familiar. Looking, searching, trying to find 
the thing that would make me happy. The thing that would make it as if I could become whole. 

I feel so disjointed. 
Searching, searching, looking, looking, never really seeing. 

I decided that I needed to go back to school. To do what I should have done years 
ago. Follow what I’ve wanted for two decades. I’ve come so far and think why am I doing 
this? What will making pictures do for me? How will it change my life? What if no one ever 
sees them, or worse yet, no one wants to. I wonder sometimes how much it all sinks in, all 
the things I’ve ever been taught. How much can we truly retain? Some things I can barely 
remember. Some things I only half-learned. When you forget it is like losing a part of yourself. 
Sometimes I feel as if when I really want to remember something I need to make a photograph. 
As if the act itself of making the image forever logs the memory in my brain. 

I need proof. Proof that I’m real, proof that I really see things like they are. Proof that 
I am not just a figment of someone else’s imagination. When I was a kid I had imaginary 
friends. They weren’t like other people's made-up friends: my imaginary friends were always 
real people.  In this way, Lee Friedlander is my imaginary friend.

I need Lee. I need him to not be real. To not be as if he would be if I met him on the 
street. I need the fiction of Lee that I’ve created in my mind. I cry, a lot. I don’t tell people 
just how much or how often I cry. When I was a child my dad told me crying was a sign of 
weakness. I’ve never gotten over that. So I cry to myself, and I cry to Lee. Sometimes I cry 
when I look at Lee’s work. Why can’t I make that picture? 

I only ever talk to Lee when I’m anxious. About what I’m photographing, about how a 
critique went. About all things in my photographic life. 

I feel lost a lot of the time. I doubt my abilities and myself. I have a hard time seeing the 
value in my own work. I feel out of place much of the time. Sometimes I think I hide it well, 
other times not so much.  I find sometimes it helps to talk to someone, get a little reassurance. 
Often times when I’m photographing I’m out there all alone, who do you talk to then? That 
is when I talk to Lee. Not out loud, but softy, inside my own head. Quietly like you talk to 
yourself, small encouragements, but in a foreign voice that’s not my own. 

***

I so sorely lack confidence in myself that sometimes it’s crippling. All my life I have 
faced the want to be something and the utter defeat of not knowing how to be it. I look at my 
peers both in my real life and in my imaginary one and wonder how do they do it? How did 
they get where they are? How do I get where I’m going if I don’t know where that is? I feel 
like I’m a bother. Always asking too many questions, always, always something.  Sometimes 
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I have the sneaking suspicion that people are sick of my presence but don’t tell me to my face 
because that’s just not done in polite society. 

So I Need to make photographs with a capital N. It consumes me like some primal drive 
from within. I go out into the world armed to the teeth with my inner turmoil, my weakness, 
and my camera, hoping photography will give that proof that I desire; that someday I will be 
able to capture that one image that makes it all make sense; that explains myself to me and 
to others; that gives me my place in the world. But will photography ever give me the proof 
I desire? If I make one hundred self-portraits, will that be enough? If I find that one elusive 
perfect image that can’t possibly really exist then will the doubt in my head stop?

Sometimes I really hate photography. I hate it because I love It and I hate when things 
don’t go as planned. Or when I’m faced with the reality that I will never be as good as I what 
to be. It’s like the saying "The more I know, the more I know that I don’t know anything." 
This is a deeply terrifying thought that keeps me up at night, lamenting what is the reason for 
continuing on this path. 

One day this body will be in the ground and this consciousness with it. But those who 
remember me will keep me alive. And when they are gone what will remain of my self will 
be only be my images. Not the pictures of me but the words and photos I leave behind. Only 
when all evidence of my existence is gone will I be truly dead. How long until those too are 
gone. Someone said “Art made with eternity in mind.” How do you do that, when does it 
end? Years, months, days, or never?  When is the end of the photographic image? When is 
the end of photography? Is photography a path to immortality? How do we know when that 
immortality ends, we won’t be here to see it? That’s the greatest disappointment of all: not 
being around to see all the world has to offer, or worse yet, still being unable to photograph it. 
How many times have I lamented the fact that I missed a picture for this reason or the other? 
Or said, “That would make a nice photograph” as if looking at it in the real word was the 
wrong way to see it?

Photography is the only way to give my life purpose. To rage against the inevitable dark 
closing in. Mirrors and windows, windows, windows. Look, look, can’t you see there’s a funny 
joke there if only you look at it right? Can’t you see the world is unbelievably interesting in a 
way I just can’t describe? The ordinary is so extraordinary.  

I saw a single palm tree in a field the other day and it made me laugh out loud.  I need to 
take a picture of that. Don’t you see it’s funny? Why is it out there all by itself, is it lost? Am 
I lost? I have no idea where I am. I didn’t drive; someone else did. I never pay attention if I’m 
not the one driving. Sometimes I just want to stick my head out the window like a dog, bark, 
and take pictures of everything that goes whizzing past.  Is being unaware of your literal place 
in space the same as lost? I’ll never find that tree again. Better take a picture of it. No one else 
is going to think it’s funny. 
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“He is more concerned with surprising ways of seeing than with unusual techniques.” 
—Rod Slemmons on Lee Friedlander. This is the mantra for my aspirations in 

photography.  
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Our Threads
//  Mary Kennedy  //

I was born with a spool of thread. The way I see it, everyone was. This thread is our life, 
and its beginning is tied to where we were born. From there, we carry the spool with us, letting 
it unwind as we travel. Wherever we stop, it pools and tangles itself to the spot; wherever we 
turn, it catches and snags on something, marking where we’ve been—our very own Hansel and 
Gretel breadcrumb trail. No matter where we go, it stays taught and vibrates with the thrum of 
life. 

Our spool is not infinite, and it’s only the lucky ones who will reach the end through old 
age. Many of us will instead have our threads frayed and worn away by the moths of disease. 
Others will pull their strings too tight, push their bodies too far, until they snap. Still others will 
have their thread cut short by tragedy.  

This is what happened to my cousin. 
Milan was 15 when he went rock-climbing with a friend. The ropes and pulleys holding 

him up failed...letting him fall...cutting his thread. At the time, I was in second-grade, aware 
only that the cousin I most looked up to was gone. It wasn’t until I was older that I realized 
he never truly left. Though Milan wasn’t there anymore to hold his thread, it never slipped 
away, never fell away, never drifted away because his memory never faded away. His family, 
our family, his friends, his teachers, and anyone who knew him wound themselves tighter 
around his string, entangling it within their own, weaving it into their story. His parents created 
a scholarship in his name. His siblings created a Facebook page for his memory. His middle 
school named the football field and desert garden after his legacy.

I can see in his parents, in his brother and his sisters, in the people he knew and the 
people he loved that over a decade later the pain is still present . . . that it will never really 
leave. But I can also feel the endless love that will forever hold them tight. Wherever our 
threads have crossed with Milan’s, his thread is held up, and his memory lives on. We carry 
Milan’s torch and hold tight to his string: so long as we remember, his thread will always be 
there. 

It’s not just those near to us whose threads impact our lives. From my family’s vacation 
to Hawaii when I was fifteen, the person I remember most is the man. Our threads never 
technically crossed, but mine felt the recoil when his string snapped. 

Wading out of the sea, dripping with salt, soaked with sand, laughing and carefree I 
watched with confusion as my dad lost his smile. It was then I noticed that the squeals and 
shouts and guffaws that speckled the sand had receded like a wave to a far-distant roar; only 
those people half a mile down the beach still carried on as usual. Everyone on our side had 
gone quiet, hushed. No longer was there the gurgle and bubble of voices like the seafoam of a 
happy wave; instead only the muted susurration of whispers echoed down the shore. 

A restlessly quiet crowd had coalesced near where my mom stood stiffly on the beach. 
Between the people as we passed, I caught a glimpse of a pale, grayed foot, its owner supine 
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behind the bystanders’ bodies. When we reached her, Mom reported the scant drifts she’d 
caught: it was an elderly gentleman. He had heart attack while in the water. He wasn’t doing 
well. And then I cried. I wept and I sobbed for this man I never even knew existed because 
there was a family who was about to suffer a loss. There were children who were going to be 
without their dad, grandchildren without their grandpa.  

My mom held me and rocked me while I choked on my tears, all the while supporting 
me and my string when we felt as if we were going to completely unravel over the death of a 
stranger. She rubbed my back and hugged me tight without question then asked if I wanted to 
be alone. I was so dazed, so lost within an endless forest of questions that I said yes. For over 
an hour, I wandered the bay and watched the waves, thinking like a romantic that nature would 
somehow guide me out of the forest. But the open ocean and empty sky held no answers, and 
my thread merely meandered. Worse, I felt more alone, more confused, more bereft than I had 
before I left my mom. 

When we lose someone near to us, we wrap ourselves fiercely around their thread and 
our memory; but when we see the loss of someone we don’t know, we twine tight to those 
near to us. In my mom, I found comfort and solace that eluded me in my solitude. We cannot 
always hold ourselves up without help; we’re only, after all, hanging by a thread. That’s why 
we’re so closely woven to those we love; they hold strong when we would otherwise break. 
Alone, we’re just a thread, but together, we’re a rope.  

There are certain, special threads close to us with which we’ll fall in love. Likely for 
most, this will happen within the course of our spool, and when we do, we tie a knot so that 
wherever we go, we know we are bound to that person. However, we don’t always tie the right 
knot with the right thread. Many times what we’ve tied is a slip knot, and when we pull too 
hard, it all unravels or tightens too tightly, leaving us a frayed, tangled mess, hesitant to try 
again. But many do try again because we hope that one day, the knot won’t give way. 

Our threads are not only affected when one breaks or when we tie a knot. We constantly 
cross paths with people everyday. We weave in and out of each others’ lives, creating a cross 
stitch here, a tight twist there. Sometimes these meetings end in altercations and leave a 
tangled snarl behind. Other times they create a beautiful weave. Our threads where they cross 
can pull each other towards a bad path or away from it. Some argue they are not affected by 
the pull of others, that they are not swayed one way or another by anybody else. While it may 
be true they indeed aren’t led by someone else’s string, it’s not because others aren’t pulling or 
tugging on them. Everyone is so closely interwoven that we can’t help but constantly pull and 
be pulled; but whether or not we are swayed depends on how hard we yank back. If my string 
is being towed one way, it’s up to me to decide to follow its lead or to follow my path. 

These pulls we have even happen indirectly. A tug on your thread may send out good or 
bad vibrations, swaying someone three threads away. And unless luck would have it, unless the 
Grand Puppeteer pulls some strings for us, we may never even know we’ve had an effect on 
someone else.  

I’ve been lucky. 
While on cruise about six years ago, my sister became fast friends with a boy named 
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Clay. If I could choose a big brother, I’d pick him. Despite being my sister’s friend, Clay 
would talk with me and joke with me, and to a little sister, that meant a lot. As a twelve-year-
old's way of saying thank you, I drew him a poorly depicted sketch.

The cruise ended, Megan and Clay exchanged numbers, we all parted ways, and that 
was that. Until about a year later. One evening, Clay texted Megan out of the blue. Apparently 
he had been in a soccer accident that scattered some of his memory so that he couldn’t retrace 
the trail of his thread and where it had been. Amongst his lost memories was the cruise from 
last year. While packing for college, Clay had stumbled by accident across the God-awful 
picture I’d drawn, and it actually jogged his memory of the vacation. A little thing, such as 
a sketch, actually made a difference. It wasn’t as though he was on a quest to find the lost 
memories; he simply was going on about his life when his string unintentionally tugged where 
our threads had crossed, freeing it from the tangle of his forgotten past. These small tugs and 
pulls we have on others are happening everyday. 

My thread has not touched every other thread in the world; but every thread I have 
crossed has crossed a thousand others that have crossed a thousand more. Together, we’ve 
created a tapestry over the globe. It has frayed and it has faded through time and history; it has 
been tangled and it has been mangled by wars and cruelty; it has knotted and it’s tatted by all 
the interactions we’ve had with one another—But that’s not bad. Tatting and knotting are how 
lace is made. It’s delicate, and it’s fragile, but it’s breathlessly beautiful and all connected, one 
to another—me to you, you to her, her to him, him to them. This is the world as I see it.
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Syria: Lamenting 
Heritage and Human 

Loss
//  Johanna Byck  //

Once upon a time, I visited the ancient ruins of Palmyra, Syria, where majestic 
colonnades and triumphant arches lined the dusty roads, testifying to the importance of the 
place as one of the most important cultural centers of the ancient world. Palmyra dates back 
to the 2nd millennium BC and stands at the crossroads of antiquity, fusing Roman, Greek and 
Persian art, architecture and history. I entered into time-honored temple ruins with the acute 
sense of stepping back into history and marveled at the splendor of preserved time. 

“Islamic State seizes Syria’s Ancient Palmyra” – the BBC headline on May 21, 2015 
hit me with a tight fist of despair. Islamic State, mobilized by jihadist and caliphate ideology, 
has been shocking and taunting the world with videos depicting the decapitation of hostages 
and the destruction of priceless pre-Islamic art and cultural relics. ISIS gleefully bulldozed the 
Assyrian city of Nimrud in Iraq and sledge hammered 2000-year-old sculptures in Mosel six 
months earlier. Now they turned their intentions to Palmyra and its sentinel, Dr. Al- As’ad.

On August 18, 2015, news came that ISIS publicly beheaded 82-year-old Dr. Khaled Al- 
As’ad, a renowned antiquities scholar, who spent his life working amongst and safeguarding 
the cool columns and walls of the ancient city. Al-As’ad could have fled to safety, but chose to 
stand his ground and protect his beloved Palmyra.  A faithful sentry until death, he hid away 
some of Palmyra’s artifacts for safekeeping in anticipation of Islamic State’s seizure of the 
area and bluntly refused to reveal the location of these treasures – a source of funding for their 
jihadist mayhem as they trade antiquities on the black market. Dr. Al- As’ad was executed 
in the main square and his corpse posted to a pole and marked with the word “Heretic.”  A 
week later the almost inevitable news came that ISIS had set off explosives amidst the ruins, 
rendering the 2000-year-old Temple of Baalshamin into nothing but rubble. History vanished; 
preserved time had been eviscerated. UNESCO called it a war crime. 

I was nineteen years old, wide–eyed, innocent and backpacking through a Neverland 
that was the Middle East. I was incredibly fortunate to visit Syria in 1995, when there was 
a modicum of stability in the country, albeit under the reign of dictator President Bashar 
al-Assad, who suppressed political dissent with brutality, as his father, Hafez al-Assad, did 
before him. The Al-Assad family was memorialized with portraits in every home and office, 
and deified with large banners on every other lamppost and billboard. Notwithstanding the 
oppressive cult of personality, I fell in love with the warmhearted people, the guttural and 
animated sounds of Arabic, the incredible heritage sights, and the vibrant bustle and scurry of 
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the souqs - the chaotic marketplaces synonymous with Arabian countries. I was fascinated with 
and swept off my feet by the only place I had ever been to where The Coca-Cola Company had 
not yet infiltrated. 

I am now 20 years, 7,000 miles, 11 time zones, one marriage and two children removed 
from my brief two-week-long visit to Syria. Despite the passing of time and incredible 
distance, I have remained fond of the country that taught me good people could look, think and 
sound very different from my own Westernized frame of reference. 

It is with feelings of trepidation and loss that I have been following the news out of 
Syria since conflict erupted between the Assad regime and rebel forces in 2011. To date 
more than 200,000 people have lost their lives and 11 million more (half the population) are 
displaced as a result of the civil war. Another headline recently caught my attention and left 
me worried and tight throated: “Islamic State tries to extend control over Syria’s Homs and 
Hamah.” The cities of Homs and Hamah have been theaters for clashes between the regime 
and the Free Syrian Army for 
years. Now ISIS, with all its 
macabre theology and blood spill, 
is also gaining control in the area.

The prognosis for Syria’s 
rich cultural heritage is about 
as dismal as the fate of the 
people. Crac des Chevaliers, 
a magnificent, ancient Arabic 
castle, later used by the Knights 
Hospitaller during the Crusades, 
and described by T.E. Lawrence 
as “the finest castle in the 
world,” has suffered extensive 
damage due to sustained shelling 
and looting over the course of 
the civil war. Palmyra, Syria’s most visited attraction, is in the hands of Islamic State. The 
splendid old, hypnotic norias (water wheels) along the Orontes River in Hamah bore the brunt 
of artillery and age-old feuds. These enchanted ghosts of the past survived time immemorial, 
but the strain of 21st century weaponry proved too much to withstand. Antiquated, irreplaceable 
sights in Damascus, Aleppo, Palmyra, Homs and Hamah – almost every place I left footprints 
– are forever devastated. 

I hold especially fond memories of Hamah. Visiting Hamah’s Citadel Mount for its 
spectacular, elevated vistas from above the city, we met Farouk and his family, who were 
enjoying a picnic in the park at Citadel Mount on a warm Friday afternoon. They insisted 
we join their party and share their food. We left after several hours with an invitation to visit 
Farouk’s nearby farming village and instructions on how to get there by bus. (I have long 
forgotten the name of the village. I might have preserved more details for posterity in my 
lackluster travel journals, which are in storage in South Africa.) 
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Saturday afternoon was spent in the village where we received a welcome fitting 
for dignitaries. We were treated to warm hospitality, copious small glasses of tea (shai,) 
conversation and laughter, and dinner, eaten by hand, seated on floor mats around a massive 
communal serving platter. We were given a tour of the village and gardens. Our hosts insisted 
on spoiling us with gifts. Friendly, hijab-clad women gave us small trinkets - bracelets, 
earrings and candy. They would not accept anything in return. Little Aisha, a girl of about 4 
years, seized my hand and lap as soon as we met and wouldn’t let go. She played with my sun 
bleached blonde hair and regarded me with big brown eyes. 

On March 31, 2015 Al Jazeera reported the headline: “ISIL attacks Syrian village, 
kills scores,” and the subheading: “Fighters killed 37 people in a Syrian village near Hama 
overnight, the latest attack on regime-held areas.” Aisha must now be in her mid-20s. I wonder 
where she is now.

NONFICTION



91

NONFICTION

Cueva De la Pileta
//  Michael Appel  //

Hovering precariously above a three hundred foot escarpment, I felt a wave of vertigo 
rise up within me when, gazing down into the ribbon of river in the gorge below. I understood 
at that moment why the Crusaders in 1485 took one look up from the gorge and decided to 
take the town by cutting off the water supply, rather than attempt to seize the town of Rhonda 
perched high on this cliff where I now stood. Crossing over the new bridge--dated from the 
1700s--into the old town (dating from the ninth-century B.C.) the orange blossom-scented 
wind tousled my hair as I meandered down the hard cobblestone paths between Moorish baths 
and Christian basilicas. Surveying the history around me, I soon realized I was destined to 
descend even further back in time.  

After driving the sinuous road across olive tree-dotted valleys crowned by whitewashed 
villages, my family and I ascended a remote mountain, parked the car, and started the arduous 
climb to the mouth of a prehistoric cave. I tasted the salty sweat dripping down my face as 
I scaled further and further up, and I had hoped we were heading in the right direction; after 
all, the only Spanish we could understand when we called for directions was «Si.» After 
what seemed like an endless series of switchbacks, I suddenly saw the large, gaping mouth 
of the cave, sealed with a medieval-looking bronze door. Greedily downing an orange soda, 
I collected myself as we waited for the son of the patriarch who discovered this privately-
owned cave to appear. The clanking of his keys announced the onset of my adventure. I was 
to plumb further back into the past, deeper into the crust of the earth, back into humanity’s 
history—25,000 years. 

The shock of darkness momentarily startled me as I crossed the threshold into the cave. 
Immediately, the humid, musty air from the bowels of the cave greeted my nostrils, hinting at 
the moss, bat guano, and water inside. Goosebumps rose up and down my legs and arms as the 
cool of the perpetually 70-degree cave enveloped me while I ventured further inside. As the 
tourists filed into a line, proper British accents of an elderly couple mingled with the rolling 
Spanish lullabies of a grandmother cradling her grandchild reminded me of «It’s a Small 
World» in Disneyland. However, the gorgeous interior of the cave, rich with luminous pools, 
colorful stalagmites, and chandelier-like stalactites, was beyond anything Disney himself could 
have imagined. 

Squeezing myself through narrow passages, the cold rock caressed my skin as I twisted 
through the prehistoric labyrinth. With each of us equipped with a hissing kerosene lantern, 
we animated the cave, our light throwing dancing shadows on the walls. Stepping into the big 
room, the smoky scent of fires from eons ago still lingered. Soot-blackened, sulfide-stained 
walls spoke of others before me—a pre-Neolithic living space. 

Lifting our lanterns high, we parted the curtain to witness the surprisingly elegant details 
of the cave paintings. Ochre, red, white, orange, and black—made from oxides, calcium, 
and soot—colored countless renderings of horses, cows, antelope, sheep, and, of course, the 
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iconic bulls of Spain. More surprising was the detail of a rhinoceros, which once inhabited this 
land before the Ice Age. Ghostly handprints mixed with abstract zigzags, cross-hatching, and 
spirals, conjuring up a prehistoric calendar of sorts. So mesmerizing were the drawings that 
it was easy to lose footing on the wet floor. Finally, almost a mile into the hollow of this hill, 
appeared the grand finale of the paintings: a giant three-foot fish. 

I silently contemplated how far I had stepped back in time; the plinking of drips from 
the stalactites eerily echoed the ticking of a clock. In this netherworld, it was hard to believe 
that just hours before I was standing in blinding sunlight in the Plaza del Toros, the birthplace 
of bull fighting. Now, I was in the belly of the earth; the birthplace of man. Reluctantly 
returning on our path back to the land of light, the lantern-illuminated stream guided me back 
to the twenty-first century, exiting the navel of the earth and closing the heavy door to an early 
chapter of history.  
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//  Sophia McGovern  //

The Pearl of Africa
Kampala is a hive. Streets teem with cold, dark faces that land on me from 

everywhere—from the back of motorbikes, from inside vans bursting with strangers. From 
truck beds loaded with policemen wearing semi-automatic rifles like sashes. These faces stare 
at my white skin that reeks of money and a life in an America that more closely resembles the 
lost Eden. 

Strange hands brush over my skin, and quickly take hold of my soft hair. I cling to the 
one familiar hand of my host. He leads gently and wards off propositions and proposals from 
men who can’t see past my female form and pale skin. 

I am coveted. 
My body is all they want because it is wrapped in a promise of a better life. I am 

mizungo. I have no identity besides my lack of color. It is a sign of the poverty that has passed 
over me, but clings to this air and sprawls out all around me, possessing this crazy city. I am 
untouched, blessed and desired.

The bus ride from Kampala to Lyantonde bounces and screeches across three hours of 
green. Vendors with baskets balanced on their heads shove chunks of meat and bright fruit 
through my open window at each stop, hoping to pierce my American wallet and feed their 
families. Lyantonde emerges. As we clamber off, all eyes stick to me, and the fact that this is 
home for the next six weeks begins to settle on my rumpled clothes with the dust. 

The air here is calm. Music and scents of roasting meat lazily make their way to me as 
huge trucks bumble by on one of the only paved roads outside of Kampala. They lug goods 
from Kenya or Tanzania, places I never thought could be closer than a news story. The people 
walk slowly. Time gets stuck somewhere on the way to the town and doesn’t translate well. 
Their looks, instead of dissecting me for my skin and valuables, are curious and friendly. 
“Hello, my mizungo friend.” A man in a tattered suit jacket beams while strolling by. 

The permanent breeze plays with the leaves of the mango trees, pawpaw trees, and 
banana plants. The sun beats at a constant 80 degrees, bouncing off the endless green. Gospel 
music blares from the speakers, fenced in by scrap metal. The whole town is mingling in my 
host family’s tiny yard, thanking Jesus for the heaping plates of food and endless love. It is 
Sunday and a Day of Thanks, and everyone is full of smiles. 

Children with their hair shaved short bounce and weave in and out of the crowd. For 
hours they laugh and sprint and play with one another. They pose for my camera, sure they will 
be famous, captured by the rare mizungo.  They feel my skin, wondering if the white can be 
washed away. 

A hand lightly touches my shoulder, pulling me away from the children. “That one in 

an excerpt from:
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the blue dress is a boy. He likes to wear dresses and his stubborn mother lets him.”
Inside, the World News constantly plays, showing bright politicians chanting about 

shooting gays on the street. International lawyers fight to kill the law supporting homosexuals’ 
imprisonment and torture. 

The people laugh and words of hate float up behind the Gospel music, mixed in with 
words of love from my new family. 

“His mother is stubborn. She is teaching him to defy God.”
The children continue to bounce and play under the sun, posing for my camera as my 

hands shake. 
I see death. They see life, and we are worlds apart. 
The screams pierce my mind, and my thoughts go numb. My head is filled only with the 

cries of the goat as the butcher hacks at its throat. The cries turn into huffs as the blunt knife 
hacks the vocal chords into shreds. The goat's kicks turn from desperate to hopeless as it sags, 
its life deflating in the red pool surrounding it, filling the jagged cement of the courtyard. 

Here, the Muslim and Christian populations flow seamlessly. “We worship the same 
God, what is there to hate?” 

I’ve been snapping pictures. My friends here wanted me to see the slaughter. This is 
the first meat they’ve eaten in weeks. Family members from all over the country have come to 
celebrate Eid. 

The goat is strung up in an outside doorway. A bucket below its head fills with its 
draining blood. Its tongue lolls to the side, looking no different than it did before the slaughter. 
The knife slides in and out of the creature mechanically. The butcher’s face does not change. A 
barefoot toddler dressed in tiny jeans waddles by sucking his fingers, and staring at the carved 
goat, not blinking as its fur is separated from the meat, and the meat from the bones. 

The camera shutter continues to click. I try to capture the moment when this creature 
morphs from a living thing to chunks of lifeless meat, but all I can hear is its screams. 

Earlier that morning, my new family offered well wishes to their friends. “We have no 
bad blood, they worship the same God. If He is happy with them, it will rain.”

The sky opens and it pours. The colors of Eid are stripped from the courtyard and 
stuffed into the many rooms of the complex. 

It rains for hours. God is happy. 
I am still shaken from the slaughtering. Apparently, worlds cannot be left behind with 

travel, no matter how far or for how long. We carry them with us from place to place. 

Clapping hands, harmonized voices, and swaying bodies in their best clothes fill the 
church. A young woman next to me holds a worn bible, which has been pieced back together 
with newspaper. In the row of uncomfortable wooden benches in front of me, a child is 
squeezed in between her parents, yet stands facing me, the mizungo, staring without blinking. 
The hymns bounce off the walls and all around me, filling what little space isn’t taken by 
bodies too close to understand the concept of Western space.

The hymns and sermon are in Luganda. My host sister hands me her bible and tells 
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me which passages to flip to. I read, holding it between us as she scribbles notes in what little 
space is left in the margins. The words I’m supposed to be absorbing are squeezed out by the 
feeling of the eyes boring into my skin. 

The service ends and my host mother steps up to the center of the aisle. She is dressed in 
bright orange, and holds the basket out for the tithing.  People pile into the aisle. They sing as 
they drop money into the basket. Each offering is at least ten percent of what they’ve made that 
week. Some give more than the bill that is crinkled in my hand. All are proud. The money piles 
higher, and as I step up to the basket, she locks eyes with me, beaming. 

Those that could not offer cash leave the building and wait outside. They march in with 
bushels of bananas, stocks of sugar cane, live hens, eggs, grain, and seeds. One man drags a 
bleating stubborn goat. 

They stand in front and face everyone. These are the poorest of the poor, yet they give 
all that they can.

Every meal is stitched with the World News. I yearn for one story in particular, rationing 
out my meal so that it will last until it airs, the challenging of Uganda’s homophobic law.  

The story flashes, my ears strain, my chewing stops. International lawyers joined forces 
to strike down the law designed to imprison gays and “accomplices,” those who do not turn 
them in. A pastor becomes a national hero denouncing and damning anyone who pardons such 
crimes against God. 

It is time for Parliament to make their decision. The tiny screen sits across the room, yet 
it is all I see and hear.  

The lawyers have found a loophole. I exhale. Members of Parliament were not present 
when the law was voted in. 

It is invalid. 
My fist clenches with the celebration I must keep hidden. Against the waves of hate 

coursing through the region, with the whole world watching, the law is struck down.  

For the first time in over a month, I am not the only mizungo. 
The river churns and attempts to swallow everything. Our raft bounces and wriggles 

shooting along the Nile’s rapids. My host is in the front and the rest of our crew paddles in 
sync with him. With one last tug at the water, we fly forward into calmer water, the adrenaline 
still numbing everything but the pounding of blood and pride in our ears. 

A couple from Amsterdam speaks Dutch then slips into English to include me in the 
conversation. 

We sit on our raft letting the water of the Nile drift by. I talk about the sun and the 
Mexican food that I miss, and the Dutch couple asks which parts of my beautiful desert they 
must see. Wildflowers bloom in my mind’s eye, and my skin aches, missing the sun’s blast.

The shore is a bouncing wave of children shouting “Mizungo bye!” They run after our 
raft as we smile and wave back until they fade from sight, their cries lingering on the surface 
of the river. The lazy water laps at the raft and the breeze alleviates the slow burn of the sun.  
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“What does mizungo actually mean?” my new friend asks our guide. 
At the back of the raft he looks up from the river he knows so well. His dread locks 

frame his face perfectly and he folds his toned arms across his chest and smiles.
“It is an old word from the time of colonization. It means ‘explorer.’”  

 

NONFICTION
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Color
//  Justine Kim  //

NONFICTION

I woke up today the way I woke up every day: disoriented and still not sure where I was 
going in life. And laying in bed, scratching my pup’s ears, I knew exactly what kind of day it 
was going to be: absolutely pointless.

I’ll explain a little further. I was diagnosed with depression a couple of years ago, but it 
wasn’t until this year that I was prescribed medication for it, at my parents' insistence. When I 
tell people that I was diagnosed with depression, it can go either one of two ways. They either 
mentally roll their eyes and think, “you and every other person going through every tough time 
ever. Don’t you know that there are starving children in Africa?!” They really don’t take it 
seriously, but I can see why. A lot of people use the term so loosely, or they try to romanticize 
it somehow, which is incredible to me. Depression is not beautiful. At least, not to me. It’s 
fucking boring, in my opinion. 

Anyways, the other way it could go is fear, which is worse. It was like everybody was 
tiptoeing around me, so scared I was going to fall apart right in front of their eyes. Then, they 
would pity me, and try to sympathize in really weird ways. 

“Oh my god, I totally know how you feel, my uncle’s husband has depression AND 
bipolar disorder.” 

Well, cool, I guess. I never know how to respond to stuff like that. I can’t be like, 
“That’s awesome!” because then I sound like a dick, and I can’t be like, “That’s awful,” 
because then I sound like a dick because my tone is insincere. I mean, my mind is screaming 
“I don’t care about your uncle’s husband, he has nothing to do with me although I am sorry 
about his mental illness, that sounds rough,” but it’s hard to relay that through tone of voice 
sometimes. 

But even I prefer the pity party over the nosy questions.  

“Are you okay?” 

“Is everything alright?” 

“Do you need help? I’m here for you.” 

People think these questions are helpful, because they show that they care. I feel like 
they don’t think these situations through. My automatic response to any type of these questions 
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is “Yeah, I’m fine.” What would happen if this wasn’t the case though? 
This actially happened a couple of months ago with my cousin. 

“Are you okay?” 

“No,” I turned around and looked her in the eyes. She actually looked genuinely 
worried, bless her heart. “I’m actually not okay.” 

The shock in her expression was enough for me to regret telling the truth. 

“But I’m seeing someone, someone that can help me.” I added hastily, “She prescribed 
me medication and I’m going to be alright now.” The relief in her eyes was apparent and we 
changed the uncomfortable topic. 

This is my point exactly. If people aren’t showing their disdain and cynicism for mental 
illness, they are trying to ask questions that they think will reassure me by letting me know 
someone is there for me. It doesn't ever work out like this because in the end, I am always the 
one reassuring them, letting them know I am fine and they don't have to worry anymore. All 
everyone wants to hear is that you can handle it yourself so they don’t have to extend their 
time and effort into your problems. Honestly, who really wants to be involved with heavy stuff 
like depression? I get it completely. 

I think for me, the beginning of the end was not being able to see colors. Not literally, 
like my world turned black and white, but the lack of appreciation I had for colors. So, 
figuratively, everything I saw was dull. 

When I was younger, I felt as though the world was much brighter. The grass wasn’t just 
green, it was GREEN!!! The sky wasn’t just blue, it was a PRETTY!!! DEEP!!! BLUE!!!!!!

And then growing up, it went from very excited to a deeper appreciation.“Wow, look 
at that green grass; I just want to lie down and look at the endless sky with the sun as my 
blanket. The grass will probably make me itch later from all those goddamn ants but wow! Is it 
worth it?!” I started loving the simple things like splashing cold water on my face when I first 
woke up in the morning, or taking long walks when the sky was cloudy but the weather wasn't 
unbearably cold. Or seeing someone would smile at you without even knowing you are; it was 
just a good feeling. There was a small movie theatre near my house that I loved going to, I 
really loved finding seats in the dark, the impressive sound system that made the music pierce 
straight to my heart, and just the joy of watching something with my friends with strangers 
surrounding us. 

I hate saying the word ‘suddenly’, because then it implies that it happened fast, or 
over night. But suddenly, I stopped seeing the beauty in the simple things, or color. This was 
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definitely, by no means, a sudden thing. I don’t remember how it happened though. When I 
think back, it was either color, or no color. I don’t think there was a Big Event that happened to 
make my entire perspective change, but suddenly I could not see the beauty in color anymore. 

The things I thought were so beautiful were no longer appealing to me. Their sparkle, 
their shine, it got to the point where I couldn’t even remember why I thought they were 
beautiful in the first place. 

I would walk past the grass, and barely glance at the sky. I wouldn’t talk to people 
or go anywhere because I didn’t see the purpose. I stopped hanging out with my friends or 
leaving my room because not only did I not see the use of hanging out with them, but I also 
didn’t have the energy to even get out of bed at times. I’d be lying down in bed internally 
calling myself a fat piece of shit for being immobile for more than 4 hours at a time. This is 
what I meant earlier when I called depression ‘boring’. It is so boring, because I’m not doing 
anything, I’m not contributing to the world at all, I’m just there. I’m just being unimportant, 
just another living cell in the system, or as Pink Floyd so lovingly put it, "just another brick in 
the wall." 

The first person I saw told me this was the first symptoms of severe depression. My 
parents set up an appointment midway through my senior year in high school.

I had to resist the urge to laugh at him. Me? Depressed? No, impossible. I mean, 
everyone gets sad sometimes, but we just always get over it right? 

“I’m not depressed, I think I’m just lazy,” I responded, my voice flat to show him 
exactly what I thought of his diagnosis. He looked down at his clipboard. 

“You told me that you stopped hanging out with your friends because you didn’t have 
the energy to get up from the bed.” He turned the page. “And that the only reason you go to 
school is because your mom forces you. Your parents even mentioned to me that you haven’t 
sent in any college applications yet. It’s a bit late in the year for that, am I right?” 

“I’m not, like, suicidal or anything like that,” I said, a little defensively. He gave me a 
gaze I couldn’t read. 

“How do you feel about your life so far?” He asked. 

“It’s pretty much pointless,” was my first thought. “Um, I’m just not sure the direction 
it’s going in currently,” is what I said instead. “But that’s pretty common for being a senior in 
high school.” He nodded, and I remember him writing in his notepad for a bit. He set it down. 

“I’ve been a psychiatrist for many years, and I’ve dealt with all sorts of cases. The one 
thing to keep in mind is that all mental disorders aren’t the same. Everybody that has them tells 
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a different story and they all have different voices. I don’t want you to compare your story with 
others.” 

“I really don’t think I’m depressed,” I said. I could hear the boredom in my voice and I 
knew how rude I was coming off but I was indifferent at the same time. He nodded. 

“I can only help you, if you let me help you. And even then, I can only do so much. The 
answer to your cry of help starts with you. But I can’t help you right now, because you aren’t 
seeking it. I will be here when you finally start asking.” 

I think that was supposed to be the moment where it all snapped together and I come to 
a moment of clarity that Life. Is. Worth. It. And I. Can. Do. This. 

If it was that moment, I missed it. Instead, I politely thanked him for taking the time to 
meet with me and asked if we could end the session early. 

I think what I ended up doing after that was furiously applying to colleges, not because I 
wanted to, and not because I wanted to prove him wrong, but because I wanted some direction 
into my life. It wasn’t exactly being motivated. I was doing it more of the fear of being ‘that 
loser’ that doesn’t go to college. 

Even back to present day, I’m looking around and thinking that I really don’t know what 
I’m doing. I’m just kind of walking the same walk everyone else does and hoping nobody 
notices that I’m there walking with them. I think this is the scariest thing most people fear. 
Life should be filled with ups and downs, with the bad times shaking you to your core and 
the good times making you want to cry with happiness. I think people should feel scared and 
uncomfortable and lonely, but should also feel grateful and ecstatic and warm. Human beings 
are beautiful in the sense that they are complex like that. Which is why I think people should 
fear to feel how I feel: nothing. Or if I do feel something, it’s always muted. I don’t even 
feel angry anymore. I actually really miss feeling irritated at times. I used to honk and yell 
at people who would try to cut me off while driving, and now when it happens, I shrug it off, 
not even caring about a potential accident. When my friends flake on me, I look the other way 
because it means nothing. I miss feeling excited for things like band practice or Fridays or 
football games on Sunday. I miss seeing the world in color. 

I actually don’t know where I’m going with this train of thought, all I know is that I am 
just really disenchanted with life in general and I don’t know where to really go from here. I 
still think that’s okay though. It’s cliché to say things are going to be okay. But somewhere, 
deep inside, I must believe there’s a reason for me to keep going. I must believe deep down in 
my subconscious that things are going to get better. Or that even one day, I will see the world 
in color again. I don’t expect it to happen suddenly, or overnight. I also don’t expect a random 
knight in shining armor to come and make things okay. But as long as I keep hoping, that’s 
enough for me for right now.
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CD Contents

1. The Luckiest of Things  Molly Bilker–Singer/Songwriter 
2. Not The One   Saydi Driggers–Singer/Songwriter
3. College    Cameron Robello–Brass Quintet           
4. San Francisco   Scott Fistamones–"Dune Avenue"–Alternative Ensemble
5.  Amidst    John Ling–Marumba Quartet and Percussion

Cover artwork, A Quiet Place by Ariana Enriquez
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1. We Probably Still Do     Bethany Brown
2. Abandoned      Vincent Viti
3. Wasted       Jason Li
4. Buried       Vincent Viti

Cover artwork, India-2014 by Ajay Karpur

DVD Contents
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Happy Alone
//  Mikaela Mariner  //

Film

INT. CAFE - DAY

SUPER: SPOKANE, WASHINGTON - AUGUST 4, 2015 - 7:30AM

LEONA, 22, approaches the counter.

LEONA
Large iced 
latte, extra 
cinnamon.

A barista starts the espresso machine. Leona smiles at the 
sound.

CASHIER
$4.92, please.

Leona hands the cashier six dollars, and motions for her to 
keep the rest. She walks over to the hand off plane. PAUL, her 
friend and barista is making her drink.

LEONA
How’s it 
going, Paul?

PAUL
Living the 
dream. It’s 
August 4th, 
isn’t it?

Leona picks at a loose thread in her sweater.

LEONA
Three years.

PAUL
Damn. She’d be 
so proud of 
you, you know 
that?

LEONA
And she’ll 
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be even more 
proud when 
I break my 
record today.

Paul hands Leona her drink. Leona grabs a straw and takes a 
sip. Leona takes a few more sips, and waves her finger at Paul.

PAUL
You’re 
shooting for 
how many miles 
in an hour? 
Six?

LEONA
Anything less 
is failure.

PAUL
I’ve never 
known you 
to fail at 
anything.

LEONA
I’m not 
starting 
today.

Leona grabs a napkin and wraps it around her cup to collect 
condensation.

LEONA (cont.)
Have a good 
day, Paul.

PAUL
Same time 
tomorrow.

Leona exits the cafe and reaches in her purse, pulling out her 
sunglasses.

EXT. MONROE STREET BRIDGE - NIGHT

SUPER: AUGUST 4, 2015 - 6:19PM - 1.9 MILES

Leona looks down at her iPod. She turns up the volume of her 
music and adjusts her earbuds.
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LEONA (v.O)
I really 
should have 
worn different 
socks. These 
are slipping 
so bad. Leona, 
no... No 
excuses. Get 
focused. Two 
miles down. 
Four to go. 
You can do 
this.

INT. LEONA AND VANESSA’S APARTMENT - DAY

BEGIN FLASHBACK:

SUPER: BLACKSBURG, VIRGINIA - AUGUST 4, 2013

Leona is curled up on her bed crying into a vintage, rugged 
t-shirt. There are boxes all over the room and items scattered 
across the floor and her bed.

CALENDAR MARKED ON AUGUST 5TH WITH THE WORDS ‘MOVE TO 
WASHINGTON!’

Leona wipes her eyes, and leans over to her nightstand looking 
at a picture of her and her mom on Halloween when she was ten 
years old.

END FLASHBACK.

INT. LEONA’S CHILDHOOD ROOM - DAY

BEGIN FLASHBACK:
SUPER: FLOYD COUNTY, VIRGINIA - AUGUST 4, 2003

Leona, 10, is dancing and singing into a hairbrush as the radio 
plays pop music. As she belts her best notes, her mom knocks on 
the door and swings it open.

ISABEL, 32, runs a tight ship in the Reynold’s household. 
She looks at Leona with an expression of disappointment and 
frustration.

ISABEL
Leona, keep 
it down. 
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You’re going 
to wake up 
your sister. 
I just got 
her down for 
a nap. Please 
find something 
else to do. 
Something 
productive.

Leona rolls her eyes and grunts, fighting the urge to have a 
tantrum.

ISABEL (CONT.)
If you do 
something 
productive, we 
can go trick 
or treating 
later and you 
can have two 
pieces of 
candy tonight. 
How’s that 
sound?

LEONA
Fine.

ISABEL
Don’t look 
so down, 
buttercup. 
Now find that 
something to 
do, okay?

Leona stomps her feet as she walks over to her bed and grabs 
her stuffed dog, a corgi wearing a nametag that reads ‘Caley’. 
She hugs it tightly. ISABEL snickers at her ornery ten year old 
and closes the door.

END FLASHBACK.

EXT. MONROE STREET BRIDGE - NIGHT

SUPER: 6:27PM - 2.4 MILES

Leona catches a glimpse of a corgi and its elderly owner; she 
smiles as she passes them.
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INT. RICKY’S APARTMENT - NIGHT

SUPER: AUGUST 4, 2012 - 9:30PM

Leona and RICKY, 24, are snuggled up on the couch watching a 
movie and drinking wine. Ricky is buzzed. Leona is bored.

Leona stares at the television with her head tilted, looking 
dumbfounded at the partying on the screen.

Leona looks up at Ricky, disgusted. She wipes the his face as 
if he’s a child. Chips fall off of his beard. Leona shakes her 
hands and gets up from the couch, walking into the kitchen. She 
begins to wash her hands.

Leona’s phone starts to ring.

LEONA
Can you get 
that?

Ricky grunts and rolls across the couch to reach Leona’s phone.

RICKY
Hello?

On the other end is RACHEL, 18, Leona’s younger sister.

RACHEL
(over phone)
Ricky? I need 
to speak to 
Leona.

RICKY
Okay. Leona!

Leona dries her hands and runs back into the living room.

RACHEL
Leona, you 
should be 
sitting.

LEONA
I’ve been 
sitting for 
the past six 
hours. I need 
to stand. 
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What’s wrong?

RACHEL
Mom passed 
about fifteen 
minutes ago. 
She was asleep 
and the 
hospice tried 
to resuscitate 
her, but... 
Sis, she’s 
gone. 

LEONA
Oh my God. 
Did she...? I 
mean... was 
she in pain?

RACHEL
No, she was 
asleep the 
whole time. 
It was really 
peaceful, the 
way everyone 
hopes to go.

LEONA
Wow.

Leona sits in a chair in the dining room. She picks at the 
paint on the wooden table.

RACHEL
She’s not 
suffering 
anymore. She 
wouldn’t want 
us worrying 
about her.

LEONA
I know, I 
know. I’ll be 
over tomorrow 
so we can 
figure out 
everything to 
do next.
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RACHEL
Okay. I love 
you.

LEONA
(hanging up)

Love you too, 
sis.

EXT. MONROE STREET BRIDGE - NIGHT

SUPER: 6:34PM - 3.2 MILES

Leona grabs her water bottle attached to her armband. She takes 
big gulps.
Hip hop music plays over her earbuds, and Leona begins to mimic 
the beat with the pace of her running. The song begins to skip 
and her iPod glitches. She taps the glass, still running. The 
song starts back up, playing clearly. She pushes forward.

INT. RICKY’S APARTMENT - NIGHT

Leona walks over and sits back down next to Ricky.

RICKY
Babe, you 
missed it! The 
guy just got 
completely 
hammered and 
puked all over 
the chick! It 
was awesome.

LEONA
Ricky, my mom 
died.

RICKY
Oh.

Leona begins to cry, diving into her boyfriend’s chest for 
comfort. A few minutes pass by as Ricky rubs her back, not sure 
what to do or say. Leona starts to sit up, rubbing her eyes.

RICKY
You’ve got 
mascara all 
over your 
face... and on 
my shirt.
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Leona is appalled, and has no words come to her at this moment.

RICKY
What? We knew 
this was 
coming, Leona. 
Get yourself 
together and 
I’ll pour 
you another 
glass of wine. 
I’ll make you 
forget all of 
this, okay?

She smacks him across the face and walks out, slamming the door 
and sprinting to her car.

Leona locks her doors and gets out her phone.

LEONA
It’s me. I’m 
coming home.

VANESSA, 23, is Leona’s best friend and roommate.

VANESSA
(over phone)

Damn. That 
bad?

LEONA
She’s gone, 
Ness. She’s 
gone.

VANESSA
Shit. Oh my 
god, I’m so 
sorry. Focus 
on driving. 
We’ll talk 
when you get 
home. I love 
you.

LEONA
(hanging up)

Okay. Okay. 
Love you too.
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LEONA
(to herself)

Get yourself 
together.

SERIES OF SHOTS - LEONA STAYING BUSY
A) Staying up late, drinking coffee and writing
Leona’s computer displays a word document entitled “Final 
Paper”
B) Working at the cafe with Paul
C) Running to catch the bus
D) Teaching a body combat class
E) Filling out paper that reads “Intent to Graduate Early”
F) Receiving graded papers - all A’s and B’s
G) Graduating college

EXT. MONROE STREET BRIDGE - NIGHT

SUPER: AUGUST 4, 2015 6:48PM - 4.6 MILES

LEONA is sweating profusely at this point in her run. She 
starts breathing harder and harder, and within seconds, she 
collapses.

EXT. FUNERAL - DAY

SUPER: AUGUST 4, 2012

Many people are gathered for Isabel’s funeral. A portrait of 
Isabel is near the casket and Leona stands at the podium, 
gripping at the eulogy.
She stares out into the crowd of people.

LEONA
My mother was 
an amazing 
woman, a 
fighter. Not 
a second of 
her time was 
wasted. She 
never watched 
television 
unless it was 
educational, 
and we weren’t 
allowed to 
listen to 
music unless 
the song 
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taught a 
lesson. She 
was so serious 
and taught me 
so much. She 
taught me to 
work until 
you get what 
you want. 
Don’t stop for 
anything or 
for anyone, 
that I should 
be my own 
person, not 
like anyone 
else, to be a 
fighter.

CUT TO:
LEONA’S CAR

Leona sits in her car, fumbling through different pieces of 
paper.

LEONA
Thank you all 
for coming 
today. I 
know that my 
mom would 
appreciate 
you all 
being here. 
I actually 
don’t know a 
lot of you, 
and for that I 
apologize on 
my mother’s 
behalf for not 
introducing 
me. There 
are a couple 
more things 
I would like 
to apologize 
on her behalf 
for. She 
didn’t mean to 
yell at me all 
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the time. She 
didn’t mean 
to drink like 
she did. She 
didn’t mean to 
hit me that 
one time. She 
didn’t mean 
any of it. She 
didn’t realize 
what she was 
doing. She had 
a sickness, 
and we should 
all remember 
that. I’m 
sorry, for 
her, and for 
me. Thank you.

INT. HOSPITAL - DAY

SUPER: JULY 24, 2012

ISABEL
Hey, sweetie.

LEONA
Hey, ma, 
how are you 
feeling?

ISABEL
Same as I 
was the last 
twelve times 
you asked me 
this week, 
Leona.

LEONA
Sorry.

ISABEL
How’s school? 
Will you be 
graduating on 
time?

LEONA
A year early, 
actually.
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ISABEL
Just like your 
mother.

LEONA
Ha, yeah. I’m 
trying to make 
you proud. I’m 
keeping busy, 
not letting 
any of my 
potential or 
talent go to 
waste.

ISABEL
Just like your 
mother.

EXT. MONROE STREET BRIDGE - NIGHT

SUPER: AUGUST 4, 2015 - 6:48PM - 4.6 MILES

Leona lies on the ground. 

All at once, pieces from Leona’s past come rushing back, pieces 
she’s tried so hard to forget.

RICKY (V.O.)
We knew this 
was coming. 
Get yourself 
together.

RACHEL (V.O.)
She’s gone.

RICKY (V.O.)
Get yourself 
together.

RACHEL (V.O.)
She’s gone.

RICKY (V.O.)
Get yourself 
together.

RACHEL (V.O.)
She’s gone.
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Leona, tears streaming down her face and dirt on her knees and 
palms, stands up.

Music similar to what ten year old Leona was listening to in 
the first flashback begins to play. Leona adjusts her earbuds. 
She’s still crying, and she runs faster than before.

Leona begins to run with more determination now.

SUPER: 6:57PM - 5.98 MILES

Leona glances at the time, and starts to pick up even more 
speed. She’s becoming winded again, like before. She starts to 
really struggle, finding it hard to see what’s in front of her.

SUPER: 6:59PM - 5.99 MILES

ISABEL (V.O.)
Keep it down.

Leona begins to slow down.

ISABEL (V.O.)
Keep it down.

Leona looks at the time.

ISABEL (V.O.)
Down.

Leona comes to a complete stop, standing upright. She breathes 
in and out staring at the time on her iPod. She waits for the 
hour mark.

SUPER: 7:00PM - 5.99 MILES

Leona starts toward the opposite direction, not looking back.

CLOSE UP of Leona, smiling.

FADE OUT
THE END
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