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2018 winners of the Patsy Lea Core Award. The following
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first place in poetry, and her poems are found on pages 181.
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Telelangapathy
by Leo Kellogg

| will write you something:

It will be full of suns and moons,

in the way that Earth is full of songs
and moons and suns and

tides and

your fish eye gaze. | will write
something very big and tall
like a Shanghai skyscraper

with empty desks and loose
cables drawn across the floor
behind solar shaded windows.

yli A Oo1ii ) EIACETA
beneath a collapsable Arame roof

and read it wondering how | got your
address.

Ink covered in handprints will fill the page;
no words, no apostrophes or commas;
just a hand pressed to pagr

a haltdozen times.



Selene
by Isaiah Porter

| stared at the singular moon

far in the abyssal vacuum,

her craters; infinite, gaping eyes,

and gravity; hands molding the oceans,
like obedient children,

dancing under hermerciful grasp.

llaidET T U xEZA8O GCOAODN

AOi O AOI 61T A 1T Anh OEA TEATECEO xAOAO A
will. | never wanted to have children.

The beach, soaked our dripping wet feet into a watery vacuum,

as a singular turtle, crawled back to th@cean,

not wanting her eggs, leaving them without ears or eyes.

)y AOEAA iU xEZA xEAO8O EIT 1 U AUAOS
3EA OAEAR O!'1T AAUOO ) AI OI AT80 AACEI
A murky and expanding ocean.

7EAO0 AT Ui O OAAed 3EA AOEAA8 O! OECE
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so vast and void around a hazeb A
| replied. We giggled. So childish.

There was a cry, a wailing child.
"00 xA AT OIAT80 EAET A xEAOA EO AAI A E
Sea stretched over the sweet spring bed horizon, like a mattress
sheet, yet a swirling vacuum,
churning atal A A grdsp. O
Why must she be so violent, the moon?
Must her wishes be so harsh on the ocean?

The screams had stopped, swallowed by the ocean.

Gone. The waters calmed. Grounded children

contemplating with my feet as theysurveyedacross he sands; a
rover on the moon,

desperately moving through with a singular eye.
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My wife tried to jump above the waves when they chased her toes,
but their grasp,
too strong, pulled her; sucked her in the dense sandy vacuum.

We would die in the vacuum.
Too weak, too insignificant for that vast ocean,
OAAT ET ¢ xEOE %AOOE8Oh -AOO8Hh AT A 6AI

Too distant to be depending children
clinging to hugs too tight to let go of. We would never leave their
gaping eyes,
OAOEAOAA Ai xTh 1EEA %AOOESO 11118

And who is that grasping Mother Moon,
Al AET ET ¢ 100 AUAO xEOE EAO 1 ECEOe ! O

fashion
i 60 EAT A0 AO OEAEO xEiil 1 EEA 3AiI Al A6
of influence? And are our hands not mothers of their own graspin

spindling

labor of those children we call fingerprints and these words
put on page. Sucked in a maternal vacuum, stuck on legacy;

| and her are the same, as my wife te that child-like ocean and soam I.



Hey Pudding ! Do You Have a Dollar?
by Vicki Erickson




Bonnie and Clyde

by Emily Rova

Large raindrops fell from the gloomy, grey sky. Despite this,
the city below was still as busy as ever. The lights of the cars driving
by reflected off the wet street. Two pairs of feet rushed across the
street, nottaking the time to avoid the puddles that had formed.
Neither of the two hesitated as they ran on the busy street. In the
distance an alarm began to ring, rather than making them stop and
look, the two only began to run faster. Travelling further away from
the alarm, the sounds of the busy street began to quiet down. Soon
enough the only sounds they heard was an occasional car, their feet
hitting the ground, and the constant patter of rain falling down. The
pair slowed down as they started to lose their ad¥naline rush. After
coming to a full stop, the two locked eyes before bursting out into a
short-breathed laughter. The shorter of the two pulled down the
hood of her coat, revealing her short cut, blonde hair and pale face
flushed in pink from the cold andbreathlessness. A smirk crossed
her rose tinted lips as her eyes caught sight of something just behind
the other. With a gesture, the other turned to see a convenience store
only a few feet ahead.

The bright, white lights of the convenience store starkly
contrasted the dreary sky outside. Inside the store the pair split, the
girl made her way to the small section of food, while the other went
to area with personal items. The taller of the pair had on a beanie
that covered most of his hair, only a few darkrown strands could
be seen peeking in the front. Above deep brown eyes, a pair of thick

eyebrows furrowed in concentration while he searched for
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something on the shelves. They relaxed once his eyes landed on a
bottle of pain reliever. A gloved hand hastyl grabbed the bottle as
well as a roll of bandages right next to it. Not a second later, the girl
appeared at the end of the aisle, her hands holding up a basket with
various types of snacks and drinks. A sigh escaped the male, shaking
his head in defeat le set the items he had in his own hands into the
basket. As they checked out, the noise of the small tv behind the
counter filled the otherwise silent store. The voice of a news
anchorman interrupted whatever show had been playing previously.
O0 1 1 E A pursidit©fAwo Buspects in a bank robbery that
happened only two hours ago. The pair are also suspected to have
been involved in three other robberies that have occurred in the past
i 71 OE8H

The cashier paused for a moment to look over at the tv, two
mug shots of a man and a women were shown on the screen. The
woman looked to be in her early 20s, with short, blonde hair, hazel
eyes, and pale skin. The man looked around the same age as the
woman, his hair was dark brown, with eyes that matched with a
similar shade. Both of them looked as if they could be just an average
citizen.

The sound of a hand slamming down on the counter caught
the attention of the cashier and he snapped his head in the direction
of the sound. He was met face to face with the barrel afpistol. The
woman had the gun in a steady hold, keeping it aimed between the
eyes of the cashier as her accomplice reached over the counter and

grabbed handfuls of cash from the open register. The cashier kept his
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eyes locked on the gun, fearing if h@bked anywhere else he would
seal his fate. He was shaking, yet his body was frozen, not allowing
him to move even if he wanted. A low voice broke through the soft
TTEOA 1T £ OEA OOh O00OAOO OEA Al AOg
Hesitantly the cashier turned his head to lok at the male
miscreant in confusion. Only receiving a slight nod in confirmation.
Slowly, the cashier moved his hand under the counter to find the
button to alert the police. Not a second later the alarms began to
blare throughout the small convenience gire. The woman lowered
her gun, the calm look on her face remained throughout the whole
ordeal, even with the sound of sirens in the distance. Both the man
and woman made their way to the exit, only to be stopped by the
unsteady voice of the cashier.
O7TEAEAT 80 UI O EEIT 1 Aeo
I OET OO0 OAIT FA& AAIT A EOIT T OEA xI
Oi OEIT T 0 Ui Oedo OEA OECEAA xEOE A
iTOA EO01 xeEAT OEAOA AOA xEOI AOOAC
Without sparing another glance, the two young fugitives ran
out of the convenience store and into the now sunny streets. The
rain had stopped and the skies cleared, the only remnant of the
storm were the puddles that two pairs of feet dashed through, not

wasting time to avoid them



You
by Jane Od6Shea

Curls, bobbypinned, shrouded:
tiny son clinging like baby gibbon;
You emulate the maudlin Madonna
obscured in a cobbled brick niche, veiled from the floating,
bleeding godman.

You beseech Mother Mary for a daughter.

She gleefully boots your ribs,
tiny Sasquatch
floating smug in her skin globe.
Saltwater bursts and gushes
she arches her back and swans:

effervescent otter

belly-flopping a glassy slope.

Leather manacles imprison
your tender wrists like raptor claws.
Doctor general commands silence.
Your teeth press your bottom lip,

till iron blood espouses brackish tears;
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Sultry, suffocaing July: you sail, through dust glitters,

weathered timbers reeling,

petrified fingers gripping,
bristly braided twine with chafing knots,
scratchy straw pillows the crash.

91 OO0 EAT AOTI T A AT OOET 60 1 AOC

You fall, barefoot, ontca worn woolen blanket,

picnic plaid under your carmine pedal pushers,

virgin pressed Oxfordblouse,
his Brylcreemed forelock candy cane twirling,
pack of Camels pappoosed in one sleeve
your adolescent eyes and tongues coalescing,
his Leviclad legs your lifeboat,
ham sandwiches abandoned

to
an ant parade.

Agony threadbares reverie: ramps and rips.
Her swirled head, sable, slippery, presses at the gate:

a swift incise, sharp mirror of silver; seawater wells, cascades.
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Your primordial scream escapes,
duets with lusty newborn wailing.
Hoisted by her clacking baby ankles,
slippery buttocks slapped, she caterwauls

her brazen indignation.
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Smash
by Angeline Roehl

| want to wrap my fingers tight

around the taped handle of a metal bat,

feel my sweat slicked palms pulse in time

to a raging heart as my back muscles pull
and my shoulders crackle with the force

of my bat colliding with forgotten glass bottles.

| want to see the botles fold into themselves

and the jars blow up like landmines as the shattering rings
like broken little bells in my ears

while the glass flies around me like jagged little fireflies
glittering under the pounding rays of the sun.

| want to hear the glas crunch beneath my beat up boots

as | stalk across the yard to the rusted shell of a car

before | break into a run; raising the old bat like a great sword

as | charge with a scream rising out of me like a Wednesday tornado
siren,

starting low from the depths of my burning belly only to grow

louder as it rises into a roar of a savage warrior, drowning my ears

in a voice bigger and stronger than my whole being.

| want to smell the mildewy musk of the old patterned seats
as my weapon breaks open the cracked windshield or

the sweet dusty metallic smell of oiled machinery

as | beat the rusty hood like a cheated woman

from a Carrie Underwood song, watching the metal bend
and flake off like oxidized scabs as my bat bites imthe metal.

| want to taste the bittersweet blood
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dripping out of my nose from my aggressive exertion

as it drips to the trash covered ground

and stains the front of my dusty shirt,

AGO ) xi160 11 OEAA AAAAOOA )Yd11 A
x EAT  Hi® &nd fedl the burning of new calluses

forming on my soft palms, scratched up and swollen

as the beast behind my hissing teeth is finally soothed.
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The Sign Says Not to Touch

by Anna Gergen

O OwAT A 31 EOE

Qu

I £FOAO 21 AAOO (Al OE

Oil oncanvas, 1915

He gilded her body in a moulded frame,
her lips in oiled light, her nipples he daubed
from the same rosy pigment of her navel.

| researched flowers to comparehydrangea
double delightdit the pink rococo. | think
Henri would have appioved. Nipples as

pointed petals. Girls as breasts as flowers.

HeEAADOOOAO OEA OEOOAOBO OAT OOAI EO!I
spontaneity. A threeinch mounted plaque captures

his capturing. Edna simpers. She sheds dresses

for kicks. Aselfpossessed womaiit says, vihat fanciful

femininity. But where is the plaque denoting

the connotations of the original plaque? The curator

must deem the subject an agreeable woman, likes

long walks on the beach, has a penchant for disrobing.
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Teenage artists throng through the galley.

A baggy military jacket with a nose ring

describes the allure of portraiture, what you can do

with a permanent eye. Break fourth walls. Cast

eternal shade. Edna peeps at the next portrait, a maid

who slides her fishnets wide for the world

butnot OEA AOOEOO08 0O) 660 ET OAOAOOET ¢
xEOE A 11T EhRo OEAU 1 O0i Al Ah AT A OE

Oh, Edna. The shit

you put up with. Teenagers snorting charcoal
and plaques with smarmy agendas. Artists
painting your lips shut and writers prying

them open. And you:

Come and get me
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Get Ready for Me Love,
Commer

by Anna Gergen

Slap!His hand hits the desk, hits

like a body,thud thud thudEO8 O T 1 O

A ETTAEh EOB0 Al EEOAI AT 80 AgA
through a lock, the way a man

spreads his arms, grabs the world

by her shoulders, andshakes He tells

me tofixittl EEA EA8O Al Ei AAA 3ET AE
with an ice pick. Oh boy, has he seen

the light, hasheeve8d 4 EAOAB O AT T 1T A

in his eyes, age staining his lipgix it!

EA AEAT OObwnioEKy Beightsh 6 O C

and multiplied.

Fix it he and he and he says.
Fix it!
Fix it!

Fix it!

Fuck it.
17



| am electric. | power whole

cities, crackle through every

wire, signal, and impulse firing

in every brain. | stretch my fingers

to the sky and lighting whip®

cracks though empty skies.

) £ UT O AIT1860 AAOGAE OEA &I AOEn
ui 661 i EAAO AEC OcClI U OEOT AAOs
It boomsin his ribcage, splinters

every bone he picks with me.

I hit back.

He slaps the desk and
spits on his chin and
tears his old hair and
peels his dull skin and

rages,rages a blind bull.

(A AT AOT 60 AAOAOOA AT T OEAO i AOADE
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I will write this a million
ways on a million walls:
Light has no eyes.

It does not see you.

) OB EI AAT 60 OAA i1xEOET OO OEA CIT >

Iltalicized title taken after iDonot
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Ribcage
by Anna Gergen

My bird heart beats its bird skull on bars made of bond¢hwap, again

AT A ACAET 8 3EA6O0 EAA A AAA EAEO A
EATCEIC 1 EIi D xEOE AITT A8 0110 OEE
PTEOITh Eix EO8O O1T AEET ¢ Al x1 1|1 U
Thwap, thwap The liquid burbles like swamp muckhissing like it

EAO A COOAcCA8 ) T AATh EO POl AAAI U
goldfinch whimpering. She flaps her wings, hops from foot to clawed
foot.91 O OAhRO) T xAAOAOT OAUh OEOEI T ¢/
ET AAOOAT Oh OEAIG®DO EQOIOAABBOBIEA AAQK
meant to keep in, not out.
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A Valentineds Primer (o
by Anna Gergen

I EO &£ O ApbPI Ah AOAT %OA Al O1I AT 6C
biblical because I, too, sel§elect sweets over

cards and roses crumpled in dittered backseat. Te

day, at least, | say it is intentional. Sooty

evangelist ashes cross foreheads while pinked people

French kiss in the crosshairs of saints: Valentine versus

"TA80 OAOOOOAAOGEITh xEAO A 7AATAC

H is for humdrum, as inho-hum, as in Harry Styles

insisting | light up his world like nobody elsélhe shame

just floors me as | walil like a rockstar in my Taurus. It

kills my dignity to shimmy shoulders, wiggle hips. | deny

1T OET ¢ ATUITAR AARAZU OEA AOOOEGSC

i AATET ¢ O EO&Zh 10 I AUAA OEAGGEO
nobodyelse EEA A xI1 1 £ OAOAT AAET ¢ OEAAE
/| EO £ O Ol Eh AAAUSG AT A OAOEAOQEII
please honey leave the poetic waxing to fridge magnets:

quivering loins and engorged somethingor-others, ew.

Really anything that heats cheeks should be quarantined to
OEAAOO AT A OEI xAOO8 )61 OEA DOOAA
OEAO PpOOO OEA OAT OA ET AAOOET AT AA
under-experienced, overit-all sensibility. And yet

V is still for Valentine, at least in the carefully kerned

white space of this unholy thing. | strike a match so

@80 AT A 160 AOOT 1 EEA AOiI OOGAO 11
you and all your illicit iterations. Like coupling

OUAAT 6 xEOE Omhbylabvediddh AAI 1 ET ¢ OE

2l'talicized line taken from fAWhat Ma k
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Snow Deer
by Jane O08Shea
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Bites from Winter
by Angeline Roehl

I OAT AT AEAO AT 160 AQGEOO ET -EITTAOT OA
because our white Winters already bite the cold

cuts of frost nestled deep in our bundled bodies.

Dark snow already slicksour roads, tasting of bitter salt that
eliminates the glossy shine our cars bore last

Fall, a season that filled our ears with crispy leaves and the

ghost of pumpkin spiced everything that filled the world with orange.
Hell has frozen over here, leaving white desert

ill with negative numbers glazing my eyes over with ice,

jagged breaths being pulled from chattering teeth

killing my small body slowly with sharp stabs

lacerating the strings that hold warmth to my shell.

-1 OEA0B8 O O1 OP toAge bGtA OT OU 11 1 U
not enough to free me from

out of this body of ice, crackling first from my hands.

o1 PpI AOO OAOT O I A &EO01Ti OEA xET AT xh OA
Queen just for silently coming into the world in a
OAET 1 &£ £OI UAT AOUOOAI One€dydsi i AOET ¢ E

true to her panic punching her swollen gut

until her first babe born shy of being blue, left her

vulva as a tiny doll of wrinkled flesh in the cold dead winter.

Water tickles my cold body warm with its rising steam as | think of

Xs made by footpints in the snow on my long trek home.

Young lovers cuddle in for warmth, smelling of cold desire but

- UuUs06 AOA All ) CAO &EOIiI TuUu Ol AAPET C
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The Prairie

by Jane O06Shea

10O OO0 i A06O xAT A OEA Al OAOGOAI xAOAO

Over fading wild sunflowers and starry purple asters
Seedheads spread like spindly monkey hands

Whitetail melts into the flora

Over fading wild sunflowers and starry purple asters

She flags her snowy tail like a referee

Whitetail melds with the flora

/T1TU ATTAEI T xAOB0 OEEOAO OAOAAI O

She flags her snowy tail like a referee
Fades into tall and crispy native grasses

Raucous pheasant erases deadens footfalls

She fades into tall and crispy native grasses

Burgundy and gold against chilly cobalt sky

Raucous pheasant drowns footfalls

# OEAEAOOG AEEODPEI C AOITAO 1 EEA A

Burgundy and gold against chilly sapphire sky
Milkweed pods stippled, pregnant with silken seeds
Crickets drone, an endless Sunday sermon

Wind parts prairie grass; startled whitetalil leaps
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Milkweed pods dappled, pregnant with silken seeds
Prairie bends low, reveals a squatting hunter
Wind parts prairie grass, startled doeling leaps

And the skirmish to the death commences

The prairie bends, unveis the squatting hunter
He shoulders his rifle, presses cold steel to cheek
The skirmish to the death has commenced

And the odds are stacked against his quarry

He shoulders his Remington, pressing barrel to stubbled cheek
Gunpowder and surprise arepowerful weapons
And the odds are against his quarry

Whitetail limbs become springs; she bolts and zigzags

Gunpowder and surprise are powerful adversaries
Adrenaline launches the doe like a fighter jet
Whitetail limbs become springs; flying, zigzagging

Fence but a few leaps beyond

Adrenaline launches her like a fighter jet
Heart pounding like a woodpecker in her breast
The barbed wire fence just one leap ahead

Haunches bunch: a final bid for life

Heart pounding like a woodpecker in her breast
BreathaA Ol xT ET ¢ AEEI A860O CAOD
Haunches bunch: a last bid for life

She leaps skyward
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"OAAOE A AOiI xTET ¢ AEEI A8O CAOD
$AAAAT AA AU cOT 80 AOAAEEITC
Leaps skyward, clipping theNo Trespassign

Crimson stains her pure white stockings

3EI ATAAA AU OEZI A30 AOAAEEIC
Lashes at the void and tumbles into the field beyond
#OEI OI'T OAET OO0 EAO OO1T AEET ¢C6 DPOOA xE

Staggers, finds feet, and races for the forest

Thrashes at the void and tumbles into the field beyond
3001 TAA EOI OAO8O AUAOG #Eii1l1i1x EAO AOA
She staggers, finds her feet, and races to the trees

Melting into tangled vine and fading limb

( O1 OAOBO i1 6OE Ai 1T OAO AO OEA 1 AOCAO
Seedheads span like spindly monkey hands

Whitetail collapses in the gully to lick her wounded hock

AtsummA 08 0 x AT Ah OEA Al OAOOAT xAOAO AEA(

To the hunter, slouching home.
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A Fishing Story
by Jane O06Shea

At dawn the lake is flat and silver, a newly minted fifty cent piece
strewn with lily flowers, waiting for the first kiss of the morning sun. The
canoe is roped to the aluminum dock, tied up like a horse at the hitching
post, wooden paddles idle across the seats. The soft thump of Georgia's
careful footfalls echoes in the silence, broken only by the whistling of the
earliest birds. Coffee is alreadyléwing in her veins, kicking in the adrenalin
rush of the fisherwoman, the huntress, the provider. The steel dock is slick
with last night's dew, and she lowers herself carefully, slipping off the edge
to the bottom of the narrow, unsteady boat, settlindierself and her fishing
rod on the seat in the bow. She does not allow herself to shiver in the damp
air, but quickly unwinds the rope tethering the canoe.

She pushes off, the soft plop of paddle on water rinsing away her
sleepiness. Grey mare's tailsiflacross the eastern sky, and a soft, rosy
pinkness blushes on the horizon. Georgia chooses her weapon, a red and
yellow buzzy bait, and the casting begins, a soothing, regular rhythm. The
line whirs off the spinning reel, the lure plinks in the shallow vater, the balil
clicks over and she winds in the tiny, shiny trap, churring and diving,
leaving a vee in the water like south winging geese. In the reeds, the great
blue heron also stalks her breakfast, her legs lanky, like wooden chopsticks.
There is an &rie made of sticks in a dead box elder leaning over the lake.
Safe and warm, still sleeping in feathery balls, her hatchlings await brunch.

She wonders if her own young are awake yet. She left them curled up
like squirrels in their sleeping bags, the gels of the bags rolled around their
sleepy heads like fluffy gray tails. Her heart sinks then as she remembers her
oncologist's face yesterday afternoo®. %A Oi U OOACAOho6 EA E,
eyes veiled; eyes accustomed to puddling themselves into glvieksvhen his
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OEET 1 EDPO AI @dndeA SKzhak cadet berselfilike A mama kitty
around the boys last night as the campfire slowly burned to ash, numb at even
the prospect of leaving them orphans. She wrapped her arms around her
breasts aslse lay awake in the tent, wondering how they could have betrayed
her, still stinging where the needle had drawn the biopsy.

On the third cast, the first bass rises to take the bait, striking like a
hungry lion. She is startled out of her reverie, liftshe rod tip, and reels
furiously. The fish flips out of the water, slaps the surface with a webbed
tail, and spits the lure back at her, disappearing into the weeds. Adrenalin
OOOEAO OEOI OCE EAO OAEIT 08 O. AgO OEI A
gritt ed teeth.

The lakeshore, a perfect circle, forces the meandering arc of the
canoe southward, then east into the sunrise and a carpet of lily pads. A
sleepy painted turtle blinks at the intruder, and spotted leopard frogs
spring off their pads and plop irio the water. The southeast curve of the
lake, just beyond the lilies, is called Bass Cove by those who know its
secrets. A cormorant dries her wings on a craggy log hanging out over the
shallow water. Georgia knows a welplaced lure will sting the bassesting
in its shadow. She breathes deeply, rears back, and plinks the shiny, buzzing
bait just off the point of the log. The water swirls, then explodes, and the
game is on. The tip of the rod bends nearly double, and it takes all of her
biceps and trices and forearms to keep it from touching the lake. Her
wrists scream under the weight of a fish fighting for its life. The bass is
game and feisty, darting left and right, pulling out line even as he is drawn
in. The fisherwoman reaches for the net, her digids on fire, as she one
hands the rod and sneaks the net into the water. Dipping underneath the
wriggling fish, she sieves it from the cool depths of the lake, triumphantly
grinning at the trophy. The slippery bass writhes like an angry eel, and the

lure, barely anchored in the corner of its lips, dislodges. With a final buck
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he exits the net and flops back into the water, disappearing with a saucy
touche'of his tail.

O&AAEET C 'T AAATTEO Al1l O EAITAS
the quiet morning, and the dirty echoes bounce off the boat ramp and

She startles a family of rowdy otters sliding down the muddy bank,
belly-whomping with utter glee, sleek and dark and shiny. She is so close
she can see the glint in their egs, their quivery whiskers. The round
tummied, stumpy legged, awkward pups flop in the water, splashing madly.
They climb up the slope again and again, bunting their watchful mother
constantly, to make sure she is there to protect them from the unknown,
needing her guidance. Their games have spooked the Northern Pike from
their haunt near the dock, so she paddles the curve on to the north shore of
the lake. Dipping, dipping, swinging the paddle back, over and over. The
sun is ascending, and there are rippk on the water. The magic fishing hour
is evaporating. She promised the kids a fish in the fry pan for breakfast.

Yesterday, the oncologist said promising words, too, like Stage One
and curable. She remembers her own mother, the grandmother her boysme
met, dying before they were born. She remembers her own anger that her
mother had accepted the terminal diagnosis, had seemed to slide into death
too easily. There had been no Hollywood scene of sentiment at her deathbed;
rather she had slipped so wiifigly into the morphine cloud. She had faded
into the white hospice sheets and wisped beyond the curtain without a last
goodbye. The cancer word sticks in Georgia's chest like a broken arrow. Even
the pure joy of otters at play does not cheer her today.

The last weed bed promises nothing. A whigpoor-will mourns
from a willow tree at the edge of the lake. The sun is glary now, and her
sunglasses are back at the campsite. Her wrists ache from fish battles and
reeling, reeling, reeling. Her dock nears, anche can count the remaining
casts on one hand. When the fish hits, it startles her with its ferocity. She
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cranks the reel handle, tucking the curled rod under her armpit and
winding her arm around it to hold its weight. There is no cheeky leap, no
slap oftail. The fish dives deep, and heads under the canoe. Even a novice
knows a Northern Pike is on the line, and it feels like a whopper. Georgia
forgets to breathe as they battle. She pulls in a yard of line, and the fish
takes two back, straining and divig into the weeds in the fight for its very
existence. Each moment is suspended animation: an adventure movie in
slow motion. At last the line shortens, and the fish is there, two feet under
the surface. It shies when it sees the shadow of the net, andel one last
time. Georgia dips the net into the water, lifts the rod with the last of her
strength, and scoops the behemoth into the canoe.

The battle is not yet over. The lure is hooked in the roof of the
Northern's bony mouth. Its teeth are those of aarnivorous dinosaur,
jutting fangs slanted backwards. He is as long as her arm, and angry.
Georgia's heart hammers. The Northern Pike flops wildly, sliming her with
his fishiness and slamming his drowning body against the wales of the
canoe and her leg. & grabs the ratty towel, wraps it securely around the
monster's jaws, and pries the barbed hooks from the bony palate of the fish.
They are jammed deep in between the bones, and she reaches into her
pocket for the pliers, gritting her teeth as she twistshe treble barbs. He
squirms in pain as the hooks dislodge. Her hands are trembling as she
wrests the third hook out. The lure clinks into the bottom of the canoe.
The pike's eyes are golden and glassy in a perfectly carved prehistoric face.
His bodyis long and shimmery, striped in saffron and black, full of juicy,
mild white flesh. But he is not a he; the pale, swollen belly is engorged with
eggs. She is a she. And an expectant mother, too. Her time is running out as
she drowns in the oxygen abovéhe water. Her mouth gulps for breath. Her
flopping slows and her eyes bulge. Georgia wraps her arms around the

giant fish and places a tiny kiss on the top of her head. She gently lowers the
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rubenesque creature over the side of the canoe, like a mothesttling her

baby into a bassinet. She watches the fish's body resurrect in the cool water.
The Northern floats and pauses, unconvinced she has been liberated. Then
she wriggles wildly and darts into the soothing depths of mother lake.

There will be aitrce battle with an unseen enemy. There will be pain
and fatigue. There will be needles and nausea and her hair will may run down
the drain. She will keep Will and Levi close, and let their youthful optimism
buoy her through the deepest waters. She wiiht for the chance to raise
them into manhood, and the chance to hold her grandchildren to her battle
scarred bosom.

All that remains is the slime and the stink of fish, splattered over
Georgia's ragged sweatpants, scruffy boots, and old undershirt. @bottom
of the canoe is littered with the detritus of the battle: a wet net, a smear of
blood, stringers and spools of line tossed about like potato chips. She clips
the lure to the second eyelet on the rod, and rinses her hands off in the soft
water of the lake. Georgia paddles the final bend of the lake slowly, catching
back her ragged breath in the clean air of a new day. The busy buzz of the
redwing blackbird and the hollow hammering of the woodpecker tickle her
ears. The kids are waving from the ddg barefoot in their crumpled
pajamas, with cherry cheeks and bedhead. There will be pancakes on the

camp stove for breakfast, with lots of butter and syrup.
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Still Wet
by Jane O06Shea
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Edward Albert
by Kelly Bort

Grandfather was a curmudgeon
He was also a kind protector

When he was not drunk

He smelled like unfiltered Camels
Coughed into an empty milk carton

Wheezed, gasped, tried to breathe.

He did not work, no breathe
Instead, he cooked all the meals

Sat in the kitchen all day.

He hadtime for her
She slept in his warm lap

Safe from her mother

He sold Lemon Water Ice
Delicious, sour, sweet, refreshing

She helped him push the cart.

He was always gruff to her

O'1T 1T 6GAO OEAOA AT A AiI180 AT OEAO 1 Asd

But his push was always soft.

One day thekitchen was empty,

The girl searched the house.
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She begged to see him
The Doctor gave special permission

She entered the room sad and scared
He lay in a huge white tent

Trying to breath he gasped to her
001 AAOGARh AETRIOA OIOA 6A
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Anxiety
by Jane O06Shea

Slithers between sheets,

uninvited, serpentine

Coiling deep inside my corroded core,

sinking icy fangs into my nucleus.
Adrenaline eddies and surges,
brawling with the fuzzy rodent
curled in my brain.

The bravad of yesterday is lost
in the tangle of highcount cotton,
and scales, and slippery doubts.

Sleep dissipates with a laconic whimper.

Little dog gurgles and vomits

on the imported Indian rug,

and | envy her talent at regurgitating

her pain.
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NotMy Fat her s Daughter
by Clarissa Schmieg

4EA AAOE xAOAO AAAO ACAET OO OEA
rhythmic it could put a screaming infant to sleep. It was often the only noise
you heard on the lake, apart from the birds and the occasional mototisat
passed by. If you listened intently enough you could hear the reeling of the
fishing rod and thesplat of the red and white bobber as it hit the surface. |
OOEAA 1106 OI PAU | OAE AOOAT OET 1T OI
find myself reading a book at the stern of the boat, with both feet dangling
in the water. The cool liquid would hug my toes iad the occasional fish
would come up for a nibble, tickling my feet.

I would spend hours on this boat and once the afternoon came, the
sun would glare violently against the water, so that | could barely keep my
eyes open because it hurt so bad. And as bas the sun on the lake was,
nothing compared to the burning against my shoulders and back when the
sunburn starts to set in.

Despite how hot it was; it was equally peaceful. Once in a while a
breeze would come through the open space and my hair wouldckle across
my nose as well as the faintest smell of fish and dirt from the worm bucket
that rested on the deck behind me. As much as I disliked the smell, it felt
glorious as it stopped the sweat that would trickle down my back for a
momentas lcooledofE AT A ) AT O1 AT 60O Ai i Bl AEI
would swarm in flocks waiting to see if they could get one chance at a worm
or a fish, looking for a moment to strike and as they circled it gave a
wonderful break from the rays when they flew so perfetty over you. They
would squeak and squawk ruining this silent bubble | had created for

myself.
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My father, whom | had just become acquainted with, disliked them
with a passion. He disliked anything that disrupted him. Once | had found
my spot atthe tipi £ OEA AT AO YEARADTI OBODHTIT AT OAI
figure out the most comfortable point and have my can of soda in a spot that
EO x1 O1 Al 8 @the@ An@s txfle€xé. EVErly turn of a page in my
book was to be as silent as the fall ofaneyelOE O1T [ U AEAAES
matter if we were there for 2 hours or 10, it was what he wanted and what
he liked so who was | to get in his way; even if | was his kid. However, |
AEAT 60 T ETA AO EEOOOh ) 11 OAA OAAAET
tEA O Al 1 Oi x1 1T &£ 2AAAOAOOCh 7EOAIT OE
entertainment and only left room for hunting, hiking and fishing. All things
that were against my very nature but they made him who he was and |
wanted to be a part of that.

( A x A Oéad dan:is Wolise was dirty and he had empty gun
shells everywhere along with mud stained boots laying in the front entry as
a trap for anyone who entered without caution. The one room we shared
together was just as messy, | had a little corner to mysdtiat was all neat
and tidy; and sometimes | found it hard to believe this man was my father.
His life was always in chaos, he never had any jobs either. Which was
frustrating for him because obviously with kids you need money so he did
thingssuchascasAUET ¢ ET AO 1 EEA xEEOA xAOEE
check that had the child support automatically taken out. | remember he
xI 01 A ATT A EITT A Al OAOAA ET DPAET Oh EA
lay it on the table and crack a beer in victory. Asiélling himself job well
done.

| think these things jaded him slowly. He was mean and angry most
i £ OEA OGEI A ATA ) AT OI AT80 Al Ai A EEI
AEAT 8O0 ¢i EIT x ) EAA DPIATTAA AT A ) EI.
it at that time. However, one day he seemed to lose his mind and he
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shapped. When you hear someone snapped you imagine that they went on
a killing spree, started a shooting or went screaming through town naked. It
xAOT 860 1 EEA OEAO OAARDUBGERADAI 68 xADI
ever seen so much blood and so many things broken like | did that day.
*

7EAT ) xAO i1 10U xAUu O 1 AAO iU ¢/
ETTx EO xI Ol A EAOA AT AAA Ob 1 EEA OEE
coral pink dress shirt take me from my foster home if | did. | would have
thrown a fit and dug my heels into the ground until they decided | had a
screw lose in my head and the only solution was to lock me up in a padded
cell. Anything was better thantherd " 00 ) AEAT 80 ET T x O
going to change so much and instead of the fear | soon became accustomed
to, | had a swell of anticipation. Growing up all | wanted was a family and
finding out that | had one that wanted me was more than | could have
hoped for and here was this man who wanted me. My surprise was unlike
anything | had felt before because | had thought my step father was my real
father and once | found out that was a lie, my mother gave me the
depressing news that my real dad was deadh8rtly after that | was placed
into the system with no hope of a family, but here was now a sliver.

The whole ride up | watched cars go by, they were speeding faster
than we were as the old lady gripped the wheel tightly and drove ever so
carefully. Her diving had to have added 2 more hours onto our long
journey. But | found plenty to do for a while. | would pick the first letter |
saw on a car and think of an item that started with it; and | did this until my
brain could think no more. The highway drivirg was not bad, the comfy
cushions from the light blue car made it bearable, but the rural drive was a
different story. The smell of cow poop invaded the car, covering the old
i OOEU PAOAEOI A OEA 1 AAU xi1 OA8 "1 OE xA
worse.
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Sometimes it looked like it was just a painted picture of farm land,
other times our car would spook the animals to run away freely and | could
picture myself running alongside them all day long, | was prepared to pick
up after them and take care of them vth all the love | could muster. |
wondered if he would let me get a dog, it was what | always wanted. |
wondered if | had brothers and sister and if so did we look alike? Did | look
like my father? Was | like my father?

*

As it turns out, | am not like myfather very much. To an extent | am
AT cOUh )B80A Al xAUO AAAT OEAO xAU AT A
growing up, | guess, which is where | may be too compassionate; because |
make excuses for him and forgive him, yet my life was not much bettéran
his, in fact it was worse. But | can still understand him. His mom was an
alcoholic, when | first met her | could smell it coming from her pores. She
i AOOEAA OEEO cOU xEI EO 1 U O' OAl APAS
honest. So thisguy,wha A xE1 1 AAl 1 ' OAT APAh DOAC
father until he snuck out one night. He had snuck out to go hang out with
some friends after winning a wrestling match and he drank a little then
drove home. Grandpa, not unfamiliar with the smell of liquor,aught it right
away and it had to have been hard to hide the disappointment. Here is your
001 18h OEA AT U UI O OAEOAA OI AA AAROGO
him, a boy that is on his way to becoming a successful athlete, a boy that
could have a letter future then you ever had, sneaking around like a low
life. This was literally how my Grandpa explained this to me. In response to
iU ZAOEAO080O AAOGEITO 1 U ' OAT APA UAITIT A
and that he spent all his life pretending tde his father but his real father
walked out on him, probably because he knew what a disappointment he
was going to be. Then he knocked him upside the head and shoved him into
his room, locking him away with the windows already nailed shut. The
branch ona tree can only bend so far before it breaks. However, the same
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OEET ¢ EAPPATAA O 1T A 0118 ) xAO AAAT
even alive and | lost an entire family and through this | lost a piece of
myself. And from that point | understood that vas what we had in common,
our noses and our loss.

7EAT EA OAAI EUAA EA AEAT 60 AAITTTC
himself, | understand that now more than ever. He looks at this man and his
whole life something must have felt off; he must have felt likee was a
misshaped puzzle piece that was trying to squeeze its way into a picture
OEAO EA AEAT 60 AAIT1TC EITSB8 (EO PAOOT
from his mom and now, as it turns out, not from his dad either and as far as
he was concerned A AEAT 60 EAOA A EAAOEAO0O8 ) OE
ruined him, that complete feeling of despair and emptiness, it can make a
person crazy. He became cynical and mean, violent outbursts with my mom;
which she warned me about years later when | visited lreWhen |
AT 1T ZAOOGAA T A 1 EOET ¢ xEOE EEI AT A OEA
actually laughed like | had told her a joke and asked me what | had
expected. Not this Mom, not this.

*

Despite it all, some days were good. Especially in the beginning.
There was fishing that was routinely done every Tuesday, Friday and
Saturday. | will never know how we afforded it. We watched WWE
wrestling matches and he would go on long tales about him ithe good
days while | secretly fell in love with John Cena and Randy Orton. Every
morning | would get up for school and he could be sleeping on the couch, he
would wake up a little and give me a wave; then reach to take a swig of
whatever liquid was avalable on the coffee table. Unless it was a fishing day
I would usually find him in the exact same spot when | got home. And while
some days were good others were obviously bad. He drank a lot, punched a
170 T &£ ET1 A0 ET OEA x Aot drettyhBnds) dnBe EE O
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he got comfortable around me. He had a pattern of seeming perfect at first,
he did it to my mom, he did it to me and as far as | know he did it to the
girlfriend that came after me.

It had changed so much and only gone downhill #t the day | left
was a day of horror. He had gotten a call from the school saying they were
concerned about me, that some of my friends had voiced concerns and the
school would like to speak to him. He had come bursting into the bedroom,
not even bother b open the door all the way and taking off the framework.
He just started screaming, | had seen his fits before but not like this. |
x AT OAA O1 ¢ci OEOI OCE OEA xET ATl x AT A
up much Grandpa had done to him. So, | opted torr through a tiny gap
between his body and the door while he made steps closer to me because
with each step he would find something to throw. | was scared if he got too
close to me I would be next. His rough and tanned hands were too calloused
andcruelthAO ) AEAT 60 xAT O OEAI 11 1 A8 7E
around him, he was drunk and with lack of coordination it was an easy win
on my part until | got to the hall way. It was a weird hallway, there was a
room on each end, a bathroom in the middland a big, random mirror on
the wall from the floor to about a third of the way to the ceiling. | felt a hand
on me and suddenly | had found myself on the floor, with shattered remains
from the mirror covering me.

*

My father, who was a master manipulatg ended up not going to
jail. He ended up going to a psych ward for a little bit until we had court. |
xI 180 &£ OCAO OEAOG AAU AEOEAOh xA xAO
my lawyer was with me when suddenly the air shifted. She grabbed my arm
and flung me into the nearest bathroom. There must have been something
about him that just tipped her off, but she still asked for a description of
him. She looked at me from the crack in the door with sad eyes and told me
OEA xAOT 380 OOOA EeAmasHunedkaivay, skelold mA IBhadA O O
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to look. Here | am, shaking against the tiled wall, my body slowly turning to
stone from fear and she was asking me to look at the man who had
bothered my dreams every night since the incident. | plucked what little
courage | had and peeked through the tiny crack, my nose squishing against
the wall as | tried to identify him. His back was turned and | recognized the
gray hair that had peppered his once chocolate brown hair. But more than
that, his right back pocket hada circular indent from his canned tobacco
chew. | knew it was him and quickly nodded my head, jerking myself from
the door like | had been electrocuted.

That was the last time | saw him.
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Good Morning

by Kelly Bort
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The Phoenix

by Kaitlin Kramer

Timid buds, slowly peek
their faces out of their coffins,
rising like vampires at night.
The sun coaxes them up
and they peel the shields
off of their backs

revealing hues,

striking cobalt

flaming crimson

lovely blush

And the sun a proud mother
gracing them in gold

and crying tears of joy

which crash upon her children

Their miraculous birth forgotten,
novelty here and gone

like a firework burst,

the bellflowers, marigolds, and peonies
lie weary in the torrid,

caramel heat that

beats down in drumming waves

Stalks swaying and sleepy,
hunchbacks with scorched garments,

the sun forsake
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them long ago now

treated as bastards the lot.

They take on a dusty tinge.
Wind is too often a visitor

of the battered blossoms.
The crisp air making hollow shells
of their vibrant, velvet limbs
bodies now jade and jaded
by the piercing, biting breeze
that carries the smell

of cinnamon and rot.
Corralled by burnished

brass and bronze,

hellfire occasionally floating
down from the heavens,

their grave determined fromthe start.

Hoarfrost wheedles its claws,
latching deep in their tired bodies.
Shards of ice burden
creaking bones,
rigid and brittle.
Their glowing hearts
smothered, and blazened black
cough and sputter.
In their final moments
wrapped in glass,
they cursethe rosy hues
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that they used to hold

now bouncing tauntingly

off of the snow.

Still among skeletons,
wickedly furled and coiled,
and bodies spoiled to ashes,
a single spark lay comatose

waiting to be thawed.
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Windy Wind | Cannot Breathe
by Leo Kellogg

y080 1T A T &£# OEI OA TECEOO
where thoughts get carried by the wind

to your brain. Thoughts that sayHey, do you

OAI AT AAO xEAT 8

What once were dreaded curiosities got

sent into the wind long ago

to be forgotten. Somehow the wind came

back and incarnated inb conversation.

)y 060 A TEGCEO xEOE 1 AiT OAAT A
AEAOO OEAO )B80A Al OAAAU
forgotten. A night where pizza boxes

make a leaning tower of pizza

boxes. A night where you hate to know

OEAO UI 60 AUAO AOAT 806 AT i PAOEAI A
with usb-c charging.
)y 060 11 A svith GdEfiie@dd yol tBapdhiyou had forgotten.

Old friends you once saw walk into the suction of a tall twister that wisped

them away to Boulder, Grand Forks and Menomonie.

A perfectly crisp blow sends a snowflake to our
faces a snowflake that we sawonce before.

A snowflake we swore was sawn in the woods

of Bredesen Park at our hippy hut at the peak of
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Edina where we sat in detached car seats looking down on
Highway 627 The Bunker where we

hid from our battlefield of invisible bullets.

Then, our shédters were wood and ramshackle,
rebuilt by three generations of highschoolers who

did what they could to resist wind. Teens who now

sit like us tonight, not far but at their favorite bar.
'TA OEI OCE EO80 AlTT Ah 110 AOGAT 1TU £O
sliding glass door cold stay shut to

stop the wind from getting inside.

When the wind passes, it takes an

old broken thought, moving it on to the next girl

or boy. The forests and backyard shacks

filled with smoke create a vortex for these echoed caws
OAAOOA 1 U detdBal with.A thraw itsiBearmed like a

boomerang frisbee whirling into a

cyclone. Inside were scrawling

notes on paper asking why we fall in line, why the
steps in the snow we take stick. Inside

the cyclone was glass and ash and crunched

up water bottles drowning active soul like a sewer
fish trying to breath

sunlight. Inside were pictures, oh how | thought

| was becoming Pollock or Kandinsky. Inside was

genius untethered
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but unconsciously boyish. Inside the cyclone,

| gave away every thought that thought was fruitless, but
| birthed a giant and put it in a basket.

When the basket broke and the giant rose, he found me.
Those shuttering screams rose back to ground zero

because | never really left them behind.
wind
wind

wind

stop finding me
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A Full Life

by Katie Miller Chang

y EAA Al OAAAU AgAi ET AA AOAOU AOPAAO
first leaves just outside the window, so | had to look elsewhere for a while. When |
AEAT 80 11T E AEOAAOI U AO OEA ml O1 OAOCAAT O
Iried OT 1T AEA TAx T AOAOOAQGEITO O EAAD 1TU I
noticed something different, even in this boring history classroom.

)y EAA A POTAIAI8 31T A TECEO AAI1l EO
it would be if | wanted to be a dotor or a psychiatrist, but focusing in school was
becoming harder. | could sense the pain of others, often acutely enough to tell
exactly what was wrong with their bodies or minds. I could read emotions and
interpret what caused them. As | grew, this abity became more distinct, and
powerful enough to detect strong emotions from the other side of the school
AOEI AET ¢8 51 0E1 ) xAO TETA 1T 0 Oih ) AT OI
PDAT P1 A5O PEUOEAAI DAET OET Zdkofmy abifitphadEl 608
something to do with growing up.

041 AEAORh AOA Ui O PAUEI ¢ AOOAT OET T ¢

)y OEEEZOAA 1 U GCAUA £FO0ii OEA AAEIEIC O
i EGOOOA 1T &£ AT TAAOT AT A OOAOTTAOO8 ) OAAO

connection to his last words before addressing me. My classmates were anxious,

(0]

O

especially those tovard the front of the room, the ones who cared most about their
COAAAOG8 .1 x OEAO )YB8A AAAT O1 ApPAA 160 1 £
Tim McClellan was afraid his cat was going to die, Janice Woodsworth was having
intense menstrual cramps, Drake 81 1 AO xAO ODPOAO AAI 6O AT

EEO i1i OEAO i1 OTETICS

O0) Al 11 xhdé ) OAEA8 )BA Al xAUOwa#l O1 A
point.

-08 30011 OECEAA8 041 AEAOR )YBA 1 EEA

I nodded and continued examininghe ceiling, trying to block everyone out

again. | felt his gaze on me for a few moments before he continued with his lecture.
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The class period was almost over, and | sensed the atmosphere of the room change
as my classmates mentallprepared for the usualrush to leave. They were better
than a clock. | winced as Amy Bergman got a paper cut in the webbing of her index
finger and thumb as she put papers in her folder. | hated paper catgshey made me
think of that slit of open flesh, the sides like almostlosed lips sliding past each
other, that special kind of pain that only came with a paper cut. Someone was always
getting a paper cut.
After my classmates left the room, | remained at my desk. | was used to
this routine with all the teachers. Mom was the oly person who could maybe have
helped me, and she had been in Riverview Cemetery for the past two years. All | had
left were well-meaning teachers. Mr. Strom straightened a pile of homework on his
desk before strolling around it to me.
041 AEAOKh erdidirst gthtieQl subbed for your class. | was just
OOAOOCET C 160 AO A OAAAEAOS8G
| stayed quiet, but | was impressed. He was taking a different tack than
iT00 OAAAEAOO AEA8 091 O60A DPOI AAAT U xITA
0) ¢ OA Oédiny it woul®bfe Eudefnot to break his expectant silence.
091 O PAOOEAEDPAOAA ET Al AOCO8 910 111TE
Not like now» UT 68 OA OAOU AEOOAT 68 ) ET 1T x PAIT DPI A
)y ElTix EO Al AOERO BAIBB UI O xEAT O

4EEOC OEIiAh ) AEAT 80 ODPAAE xEAT EA 00O
AOiT 61T A OEA o111 ATA TATA 11T -08 3001180
OnwOAT OEAOGEO 110 xEU ) OAT Ai AAO Ui 08

last day here. The day éfore, after school, | had slipped on the ice and landed on my
EAT A8d

| frowned as the memory came to me. He watched my face. His eyes were
the color of walnuts.

O$ O0OET ¢ Al AGO OEA TA@O AAUR ) DEAEAA
wrist hurt. YoucameOECEO Ob Oi OEA AAOEsS86 (A AEOAE
xOEOO EOOOed ) OAEAR O) #£A11 11 OEA EAA
OAATT A0 AT A OAEAR 06910 OEI OI A c¢ci 01 OEA
AT A AEAT EAOOAUOAT AAT 6O EO86H6

0) OAIT Al A A Owhen the pauge igrevidr@pAoAg.
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O7AT 1T h OEAT R WIiddgdtdtherdbetoOthe néxt days at my
xEAZAGO EI OEOOAT AA8 3EA xAO OEAE 1T £ i A Al
asprainand Ind AAA A AOAAAB8G

O0) ETT xh20EA0DOI PPBA | UOAI A8

O0) OEI OCEO Oi hde OAEA -08 3001ih 1AAIT
ET Ax86

0) xAO EOOO A EEARSG ) 1 06i Al AA8 O) DO
ci o061 OEA AT AOI 086

-08 30011 1AOCEAA AT A OOOAECEOAT AA O
COAAAR 47T AEAO8 91 O80OA OOEIT A EEA86 (A x
DEAAA T £ DADPAO ) AiI O1 AT 86O OAAS8

| recognized the mood of dismissal and stuffed my things in nbag. He

i AO TA AO OEA AT 108 O(AOABO A EAIIT DBAOO
AgAi T A0 &OEAAUS8G

O4EAT EOhS ) OAEAS

O'TAh 41 AEAOGS8) xI1 O1I A OAI1lT Ui O O DPAU
Oi i AGEET C OAI 1 O I A Ui 680A tyduiokiogyol d® & O
OATE O 1T An EZ UIT O xAT O Ol 80

| almost told him right then. Really, | almost did. | knew he had a prep
PAOET A 1TA@b68 )OO EAA AAAT O 1i11¢ OETAA )
Al OAAAU A1 1100 ZEZECOOAA EO 100 &£ O EEI OAI

6091 06 AAT AAI1T 1T A 41 AUho ) OAEA NOEAO

class of the day.

Miss Heckleburr, a new teacher this year, took the hall pass that bore Mr.
3001160 EAAOEAOU EAT AxOEOEI Ch AT A ) £A1 O
desk. | traced it to its origin, as | always did before saying anything. Miss
(AAET AADOOBO PAET xAO AITOEITAI ET 1TAO0OO
the front of her mind.

OAT PI AGO AITOETTO OITE OEAEO OTél 11
O0O0T T CAOGO AiTOETT O AOGAT ET OAAAA 1T U PEUOE
over Mr. Strom registered as a conflicting cascade of tastes and smells in my mind.

Her feelings of rejection and hurt tasted like sour grapes and spoiled milk. Under
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that was a dark, smoky scent, and | recognized that as sexual repression because my
father had felt that since Mom had died. Some nights at home were horrible for that
reason.

The attached silent mental film confirmed the emotions: Miss Heckleburr
remembered standing in front of her mirror, making sure her makeup was perfect, a
troubled expression on her face. Now, another memory: Miss Heckleburr talking to
-08 300i1T ET A AAOAOOAA Al OOEAI O A&EOAO O
-EOO ( AAEIT tAADE &b Ber rholve@oward Mr. Strom, and saw his
uncomfortable expression and his reflexive step away from her. His mouth moved as
he held up his hand, displaying his wedding ring. | could tell he was speaking gently,
but Miss Heckleburr burst into tears. Raw. Vulnerable. A fresh wave of bitter
almond-flavored misery followed as Miss Heckleburr relived this memory, unaware
that | could see it, too. What happened next was worse yet: a fantasy.

Memories looked different than fantasies | AT | OEAO Atakl 6§ O E A
extra shimmer around the edges. | had seen plenty of fantasies, but this one was a
whopper. She imagined him showing up at her house after school. No, showing up at
her house late at night. Wearing a suit. No, dark blue jeans, with his white shirt
unbuttoned. Apparently, she thought he had a sipack. She kept editing. Some
PDAT Pl A8 O AEAT dohdaisell dut mdylieAhis wadsla hew obsession. | could
see the visions because they were strongly associated with negative emotions
never saw gleefulfantasies.

| stared desperately at the movie on cell structure, trying to hear the voice
of the narrator, but the silent, shimmering fantasy kept creeping in at the edges of
my brain, so vivid it threatened to obscure my physical vision, and it drownedut all
T £ TU Al AOGOI AGAOGS xT AO ET A OEAAT xAOA 1
The fantasy Mr. Strom was taking off his shirt and draping it on a chair while saying
Oi 1 AGEET C ) AT OI1 AT6060 EAAO8 (A ApPPOI AAEAA
skimpy pajamas, and began touching her. First her cheek, his mouth moving as he
OAT EAAR AT A EEO EATA OI EA Ai x1 EAO 1T AAE
ABOUT THIS HERE? AT SCHOOL? my mind roared at the oblivious Miss Heckleburr,
but no amount of nose, real or mental, could mask the next imagesTHE
MITOCHONDRIA RE THE POWER PLANTS OF THE CHdreamed in my head. It
AEAT 80 EAI P8
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7EAT -EOO (AAEI AAOOO AACAT CcOiIDPEITC A
finally wrenched myself out of my torpor and graned out loud.

O0- EOO (AAEI AAOOOR ) OEETE )81 CIETC
far from the truth.

| felt her confusion as she surfaced, and the fantasy collapsed into a pile of
disconnected images, leaving only wisps of longing and disapintment in Miss

(AAETI AAOOOBO 1 ETAS

0471 AUh AOA UT O Ail OECEOed OEA AOEAA
so quickly?

0) EOOO 1T AAA O1 c¢i OF OEA AAOGEOI T 1hd

| spent the rest of the class in the bathroom, trying to distract myself from
MissHAAET AAGOOBO ETTAO OACAh AlilTc¢c xEOE A0,

the only adult was the teacher, school was a lot easier. The subject matter was

simpler, and the pain of my classmates was simpler. Children were like diluted

adults. As my classmis and | matured together and most of us hit puberty, school
became a roiling stew of emotions, strange pains and discomforts no one

understood, and the eve® OA OAT Oh AT PPAOU OAOOA 1T £ Al @
dramas, and | was in for a difficult schol career.

)y AT 061 AT6O OO b OEETEET ¢ AAT OO - 08 3
7EAO0 Ai ) OObpbiI OAA O1 AT xEOE OEAOe ) OA
as usual, I worried that | was supposed to help. What can | possibly say to her that
x1 01 A T80 EOAAE EAO 1 00e OS5ER -EOO (AAEIA
300118 )OO OAAI O O EAAI OEUss ) EAA OEA EI
married, but had taken the chance anyway and got the door slammed in her face.

When the bell rang, | went straight to the bus from the bathroom and was
home within half an hour. | usually spent as much time as possible outside or
reading, away from my two little brothers and especially my dad. Mom had died of
AAT AAO Ox1 UA Aghedwah fgebhh HisfplirOwa$ abddubl©echo of mine;
it was impossible for me to endure both for long. Mom was the only one who had
known my secret. She would have known what to do about Miss Heckleburr.

Today, Dad seemed tired and faded when | got homBOT I OAET i1 8 ¢
xI O A Uil O CEOA "1 A A AAOEed EA OAEA8 O
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Dad worked at home, so he never hired a babysitter for my fotyrear-old
brother. Dad worked as a translator, fluent in English, Finnish, and Russian. He used
O EITEA AAI OO EOq O- AAEETAO AT T80 ETT x x
way a person would, or we could end up with World War 11l because of some
i EOOT AAOOOAT AET ¢ xEOE 2000EA806 ) EAAT B0
| took Alex up to our secondfloor bathroom because it was his favorite. |
liked it, too? the tall cedar trees were lined up outside the window, protecting the
house. As | bathed Alex in the old clawfooted tub, | wondered if | should tell Dad he
should send Alext AAU AAOA8 / AOET 001 U $AA xAO1 80
the same time, | noticed that Alex was humming under his breath and splashing me
playfully? he usually hated baths. Maybe he should be allowed to play
unsupervised.
Supper was pleasant enoughbn the emotional front. For once, Dad focused
on his children.
03T h xEAO8O 1 Ax xEOE Ui Oh 41 AUed EA

)y OOEAA 1106 Oi OOAOA AO EEIi8 (A EAAI
age® it was like he was seeing me for the first time in two years.

lsaidthA ZEO0OO OEET ¢ OEAO AAIT A O 1 ETAS
EEOOI Ous ) AEAT 80 EAAO - 08 300i1T OAU OEA

O/ Eh OEAO xAO TEAA 1T £ EEIihd $AA OAEA
Shawn, my tenyear-old brother, scowled at me over his food.
O7AOA AABI ©bl 00 ACAET ed $AA OECEAAS
OEEO AlTTTAR 41T AU8 ) ci O A AAI1l &EO11T -08
| had my strategies to avoid exactly this. | usually pretended to pay
attention for a few weeks after being reprimanded, until the teacheforgot about me
ACAET 8 -08 3001180 AAIT OAAIAA OI EAOGA O
had to admit that | missed individual attention from Dad. | finally started to
understand why some kids acted out in school.
O(ix AT Ul O AI3IELDR AAOKANel A8
O0$i1 xEAOed ) OOOEZEAA OI T A T1TAIAOG EI
O0AOO Ail Ui OO Ai AGOAOG xEAT Ui O Ai168
O4EAO80 xEAO A OAgOAI T E EO &I Oho ) O
usually worried about their personal lives during tests. They were too busy

55



stressing out about the test, and their mental films often poured into my head
whether | wanted them toor not. The very besttesOAEAOO AEAT 8 O AEAAI

AiTOETTO AOOEI ¢ OAOOOR OET OGCER O ) Al Ol
i

O0- 08 300i1T xAO x1 OOEAA AAI 60 Ui Ohd $
Ol i AGEET ¢ xAO x0i11¢C86

0)6ii OAlIEsdl EEiho6 ) DOIIE

O'iTA EAAA8 , A0 I A Eiix Eix EO ¢i AO8
Ei x xAO UT OO0 AAUebd

4EAOA xAO 11 O0601TTcCc AiTOGEITTAT PAET 1
Al 01 AT86O6 AAAl AT UOEET ¢ OPAAEZEA EOI T EEI

other than the persistent aching of his thick fingers from typing all day. This new
attentiveness fromDad seemed too good to last.

And so it went. Miss Heckleburr continued to moon over Mr. Strom at
school, mostly right after lunch. For some reason, | was becoming extra attuned to
her unrequited feelings for him. | could pick up flashes of them when | was
unlikely places, such as the bathroom or the locker room.

Dad started to drop away again. His alertness dwindled until all we were
OAUET ¢ xAOh O0AOO OEA OAI 0686 ) Ai O1I AT 80
doubted he would understand if | toldhim what was on my mind all the time. His

mind was nearly as full as mine was.

4EA AAU AAEI OA -i1180 AEOOEAAUR ) OAA
(AAET AAODOOBEO OAEAAOOAA E£AT OAOGU AARAAABOA )
distract her. IstoodinabaE OT I i OOAIT 1 AT A Al T OEAAOAA O

I only saw things from Miss Heckleburr )  OAx b1 AT OU 1T £ OEET ¢cO
but it was exponentially worse when they were about a teacher | saw every day. |

AEAT 80 ETT x EIT x I[AGAE GEHEOC AR 4l O QisAA GEAOA
the mountains. Or to a padded room.

Finally, there in that bathroom, | decided to open up to Mr. Strom about my
ability. | was having additional difficulty concentrating in his classes because | had
beenseeil - EOO (AAEI AAODOOSEO OAOOCEIT 1T A& EEITF

-U AEOAT I £ 00 EAAT 80 AOAAPAA EEI 8 (A
AbO6 ) OiIT A EEI )Y8A OAIE OI EEI AAI OO EO
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| thought it would be a reliefto tell someone my secret. Dad was
OT OA1 EAAT Ah 3EAxT xi1 Ol A OEETE ) xAO A xA
OEAOA8 )& ) EAA EOEAT AOBAOO PAIBIA TU Ac
was different. Their eyes always slid straight from med someone right next to me.
It was enough to keep me from trying anymore after second grade.

)y O xAO xEOE OEAOA OEI OCEOO ET TETA O
classroom during his prep time, skipping Biology entirely. | liked the subject, but |
AEAT 6t enddrd Miss Heckleburr.

041 AUAG EA OAEA8 O$1180 UI O EAOA Al A
EFET EOE COAAET C OEEO 11A86

| watched a little dent appear under each of his eyebrows as he
concentrated. He had a throbbing headache behind his righteylt must have
AROGAT T PAA ET OEA EEEOCAAT 10 O1 1 EIOOAO

of his class, trying to plan my first words to him.

O

| figured I might as well spill the beans. The headache was broadcasting so
loudly, it was hurtingme,0T 1 8 091 O ET i1 xh -08 300iihd )
Mr. Strom stopped writing. He put his hand to his right eye as if making
OO00A EO xAO OEAOA8 'O 1 AOORh EA 111TEAA Ob
were n EEOOO COAAA8 7EAO AEAT GCAA Ui OO 1 ETAe
(A xAOT 50 ORAAOGEI C OEA xAU ) OEi OCEO
AEOAAT EAE8 ) OAO Aixig O) TAAA OIiTATTA O
me. This ability takes yp my whole life. | can tell you what people are worried about
ET OEA OITi TA@O AIT 086
0)O6 1 6066 AA A AOOAAT 86
0910 AiT1T80 EIT x OEA EAIl £ 1 &£ EO8d6 (A
of water and drank until the bottle was empty. | felt the water seep it his system
AT A OEA OAITEAE EO AOI OCEO8 7TAEO A OAAITTA

091 6 1T AATRh OEAOABO i1 0Aed EA AOEAAR
breakthrough.

O9AAER OEAOABO 11 0ARd ) OAEA xEOE A
AEAT CAA86

091 60 AAEI EOU EO OOEiI 1T AAOAI T PEI Ced
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I nodded and closed my eyes, immersing myself in his experience on
purpose. Each of his sensations and emotions, good and bad, registered in my mind.
The world was no longer a sea of total negativity. | was no longer limited to feeling
PAT P1 A6 O B k&dhahge! | debdkibedmy ability to Mr. Strom. | abandoned
caution. | started giving specific examples. Before | knew what | was doing, | was
explaining in detail how Miss Heckleburr had been suffering due to her unrequited
love for Mr. Strom.
| stopped talking. There was a stunned silence.
O0)8i O1I Oous ) AEAT 80O 1 AAT O AiI 600 E
0) 060 OAAI T U OEAO AAAed -08 300ii OA
O0) &£ UT O xAT O TU TPETEITTHh )YB8A OAU EOB

pretense.

OopoOPDPI OA Ui O ETI x £EOIT APPbAOEAT AA8Do

O9AO8xAT 1T h &£O1T 1T AOAOUITA Al OABO AgbA

O!'TA UI O80A OAAA A 110 1T &£ AT EO8 (AO

O(ix AEA Ui O ETIix OEAOeod

091 60 AAOGEAO 1 AT OEITAA EO i1 OEA DEI
duingA1 AOGO AT A ) AOEAA EEI Eix Ui O xAOA 1A
-08 300ii OO T A OPp AT A OPI AUAA EEO £ET CA

AAT OO Ui 00 AAEI EOURh EAOA Uil Oeo

)y EAOEOAOAA8 O.186

0) 81 OOOA UT O EAOAkywishdld hthed bsid@h A OO
971 60 ZAOEAO DPOT AAAT U AT AOT §0O Etconsumiog 6 OA
AO Ui &6 OAU EO EO80

That was true. When Mr. Strom called Dad about my behavior in class, it
woke him up for a while. Maybe Dad would wake upnd be there for me if | told him
my secret.

| realized | was staring at my hands and raised my eyes to see Mr. Strom
regarding me with compassion in his heart. An image of his wife cooking and the
hunger in his belly also registered with me.

O) 81110 IREETLE AAT OO OEAO 11T ARG OAEA -
(AAET AADOO8) 6OA Al OAAAU OAIT EAA O1 EAO AA
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O) £ AT UOEET ¢ch EOB80 ¢i OOAT 11 OA ET OAI
Mr. Strom buried his face in hishand®®5 CEhR ) 81 Oi OOU Ui O
OEAO8 )8i OOOA EOBO0 AEHZAAOGET ¢ UI 60 AT TAA
Ol i AOCEET C8xEAO AT Ui & OEET Eebd
| was fascinated by the richness of his mental imagery. He was
embarrassed and felt bad for me, but | add feel his love for his wife predominating
as he rejected the concept of cheating on her. He pitied Miss HecklebyrrOT 6 & OE A
limit to how much stuff a mind can process? Am | going to go insane?
041 AUed
y Al ETEAA8 031 OOU hto be@adershalthbught U EEO E
OET OCEO ) AiT O1 A1806 Ai1AAT OOAOA AA&EI OAR A
O7AT1Th UT O Cci O OOAA O 1TAx OOCOELE xEO
he said.
0) Ai180 EAOA ATU EAAAO AAT 6O -EOO (
IfeltMrs 30011 DHDOOE Aixi A 1 AOCE8 0O) Ail
| felt a rush of my own emotion in response empathy. Lately, the strongest
AT TOETT )Y8A AAAT MEAARATET C xAO EOOEOAOQEIT 8
change.
O7AlT 1T h NxAXERO® @I AT h AEOEAOhG ) OAE,
one.
The bell rang. We listened to the students tossing books into their lockers,
gathering backpacks, and getting out of the building as fast as they could. Only now,
| could feel their hope, pide, peace, and happiness, and other things, jumbled in
xEOE OEAEO AAOPAOAOGEI T h AT @EAOUR AT CAOAR

with all of that information, but it was so much better than living halfway.
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Contrast

by Jane O08Shea




Drinking It All In

by Anna Gergen

They sat around the basement table holding bright glasses of wine,
filled -to-brim pints, and ciders | could smell across the room: sunny,
effervescent, inaccessible. Between the servers and wait assists and maybe
an oddhost or two, eight of them sat on mismatched IKEA chairs and
broken stools hauled from upstairs. Their faces were washed of color; some
propped themselves on elbows, others reached their arms out and linked
their fingers with other wanting hands. There wa laughter, laughter
everywhere, voices rising and dipping and rising further. The tableau was
cast in chiaroscuro lighting from the overhead fluorescence. It was straight
out of a Renaissance scene: sinners breaking pizza dough between
themselves, alcohopouring freely from cans and bottles into tired, thirsty
iTOO0EO08 ) EAAT 80 UAO 1 AAOT AA OEAEO 1.

| bundled silverware on the other side of the room. It was my
second week on the job. The percussive rhythm of rolling forks and knives
into napkins gratedi U AOAOQU 1T AOOAR AT A EO x1 O A
clenched with strain. My carpal tunnel had not yet been diagnosed. The
persistent dry patch | would develop under my thumb was still smooth. |
was still the newbie. | knew it, and so did they, the tecous disciples
clinking glasses over by the employee lockers. They did not invite me over,
and | did not ask to join them.

At twenty five years old, the pizzeria was my second job ever, the
first lasting just shy of one year. The squirmy little line on myesume about
working in a suburban diner seemed wholly unfitting compared to their
employment histories: most of the servers had been there four, five, six

years, with a prodigal few starting work the day the pizzeria opened. As it
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happened, | would not pin their server ranks for another ten months; but
what bothered me most that day was a question nagging my thoughts: how
was | ever going to fit in?

The question trailed behind me through the coming days as |
bustled around the floor and learned the macimations of a highvolume
establishment. The busiest Sundays at the diner seemed like calm, unstirred
waters compared to the tsunami waves of guests streaming into the
restaurant each weekday evening. | watched my new coworkers navigating
the tides with precision and intuition. A server carried in his arms three
scalding rounds of pizza and swivel around the crowd until he landed
square at his table. A wait assist responsible for bussing tables, stocking
glassware, and a myriad other tasks easily handledten wine glasses in
one hand, and stacked them on the bar counter as if she had waved a magic
xAT A AT A OAT O OEAI OI OEAEO bpi AAAOS
pizzas in a matter of seconds. And the host, the job | was training to take on,
smledEEO xAU OEOI OCE A IiTA 1T &£ COAOGOO A
Ei il AREAOAT URh AO EZ£ OEAU xAOA AOG A I
That smile? thin, wan, shy of judging by a miniscule degree floored me. |
saw it all across the restaurant: my cowrkers could deflect even the
reddest of faces with cool, seemingly empathetic grins. | needed to learn
that. | needed to learn how to not let my insides curdle like old milk every
time something went wrong.

| watched them. Jesus, | watched them all the tencoming together
and floating apart like little tidepools ebbing in the chaos: a joke was
whispered here and there, screwed up lips tried not to laugh too loudly, a
EAT A OOAAAA AT 1T OEAO3O AAAE 10 DPAOOAA
silentreminders OEAO OEI T AUh xA80A ET OEEO Al
summer heat drew sweat from all their faces, and the steam of too many

bodies crowded around an open oven cooked their skin until it was bright
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and shiny. Those hands, the ones that shared wine afabd and each other,
kept moving and moving until the manager drew the shades and the last
guests had stumbled into the night, drunk and full.
'TA OEA TECEOI U ATiT i1 OTA Avii AT AAZ
x1 O1 AT 80h O1 OE ibut tuAcdith madl& mydouth Bvted dach
night. What did wine taste like? Was it sweet or sour? Did it make you
instantly giddy, like bubbles were passing from your lips? Or was that
OA1T OAOCEIT A DPOT AOAO 1T £ OEAEO AZEOEAT AO
could be complex anchave contrasting layers. My coworkers understood
this too well. On the floor, they snapped their teeth at each other, shook
OEAEO EAAAO ET AEOAAI EAZEh AT A OEOAx

xEOE OEEO OECEO 11 x80 HeBtbe mudageOdtafed AT A
rap music from the stereo, so unlike the carefully selected folk rock during
OEA AAunh OEAU x1 O1I A Z£EI1T AAAE 1 OEAO0OG

They would talk and bitch and laugh until they were just as drunk and full
as the last stragglers to leave at 11:00 pm.

| watched this, too. | learned how the naonsense mother of twins
could hold her liquor like no one else until a final sip tipped her over the
edge and she was leaning on the arms of others. | catalogued every shafle
DETE OEA x1T Ol A OOAOAI AOGO OEET Al OOE
the purple stripe in her hair could pound back pints long after the
heavyweight chefs had called it for the night. At first | thought it was just
the alcohok that mystery substance | had avoided for twenty five years
but even after | learned whatbuzzedfelt like, the question remained: what
would it take to be welcomed into their ranks? How could | make friends
after years of friendless solitude, with one heroic bestie as thenty
exception? What would | have to become?

301 A0 PAOGOAA O1T1T NOEAEI U8 7A 1AC
August, with such dogged persistence that when Labor Day arrived, and the
crowds suddenly dissipated into the firehued world outside, we were all a
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litt le shellFshocked. | must have lost ten pounds over that summer, but |
gained the weight back in part by the pizzas | gorged upon each night. It
was September, and while | could now hold a conversation with my
coworkers with only a minimal degree of awkwaradess, they were still
thatr AT xT OEAOO8 )OO xAO 1 U 1T x1 &EAOI Oh )
OEAU xAOAh T O AEAT 80 POO 1 UOGAI £ 1060
10AAT O T £# OEA 301 T A ' CA AAOGAOOEOAA O
tag along with the rest of them. When they pooled tip money to buy lottery
OEAEAOO AO OEA CAO OOAOEIT AAOI OO OE.
The lottery was a waste and a scam, | believed. The chances were much too
low; taking a risk would never pay off.

One fall night, in my corner of the basement, | watched my
coworker Maria linger after the others so she could check the padlock on

her locker two, three, four times. She kept tugging at the metal to make sure

EAO AATTTCEICO xAOA 0dAdOWABshedgish] 60 E
smile.
0.1 xAuhdé ) OADPIi EAA8 O) £ UI O EIT Ax
AT 01 AT6O60 Ai OEAOG86 ) xAO A 1 EOOI A 00O
BEA 11 OETTAA AAOxAAT OEA Oxi 1 & ¢
she said.

And that was it. | hal wedged myself into a sliver of their circle. |
had begun to earn my keep as a host; now, | had a friend who could loop me
in on conversations, get togethers, inside jokes. Instant camaraderie,
immediate gratification? | was in.

Alex was next the snarkybartender who wore tight jeans and a
AAOGEI 80 COETI 8 (A xAO Al xAuO Oi OAEET C
kissing cheeks, tapping asses in a way that, for some reason, others let him
Al 'O -AOEABO Oiilii AGAhRh EA EAT A AgO
carrot risotto the first time they invited me over, | wanted to grab seconds,
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thirds, fourths. | was too intimidated to ask. A couchful of pizzeria people

I AATAA 11 PEITTxO ATA AAAE 1T OEAO EI
anyroomtojointhefray) ET A1 O i1 OEA A& i1 08 O#i
and reluctantly | squeezed my way in. They kept on jabbering. | cracked a

joke. They laughed, and it felt like salvation.

| had dealt with mental illness through my teenage years and into
iU AAOBAAI BEA&EOGEO EOh AAAAOOA OO0 EEA
OOOOOEOAAG O1 61 AAA O1 AT 0T U ) xAl OAA
beautiful, goldenE A1 T AA BPAT Pl Ah xET AOOI AA ETC
OEOAx AEOO 1T £ OEAA Afacesd AWds alindB3tHoA O3 O O
much.

)y O xAOT 60 EOOO - AOEA AT A '1 Ags - A
that worked its way into my ribcage. Brooke, the mohawked writer and
seamstress, seemed genuinely interested in my writing. Even Grace, who
was not about to Bike shit from anyone, warmed up to me. There was Ky
AT A Al AOG AT A 6ET AAT Oh OEA Oxi *Al EA
ever-smiling Sarah and her best friend Erin cast sunlight into every room
they entered. And Carly, the host who was hired alongsideenwould
become my roommate after my best friend found her own place. These
people, these coworkers, had become something like friends. The thrill of
being able to laugh and share drinks with them rumbled in my chest, and |
found myself shaking with the feling of belonging, belonging, belonging.
Omar, one of the sous chefs, would always give me crap for being the one
who sometimes had to roll silverware and answer takeout calls in the
basement, rather than hustle like the rest of them on floor. One niglas |
sipped on my half glass of Vinho Verde at the bar, he called from the
EEOAEAT R O"AO Ui & xAOA OAAITT U AOOU
OAOPT 1 OEAT A £ O | AEETC OEA OAEAT OO0 1
bother me, at least not in a way | as willing to admit. Then Alex picked up
A AEAI PACT A & OOA o011 AAEET A OEA Al
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AOET ¢ OEA 1T AOGO CciTA TTAO Al x1 xEOE U
Ol T A xEOE EAO AOAAIT ET C Ci Ae0 1T &£ 001
whispered. That night, the humming warmth in my chest was not a product
of the alcohol.
A fine dining restaurant debuted in Uptown sometime in late
autumn. A former server roped Maria into serving their part time, and what
started as a couple days a wéebecame anear fulOET A ET A8 O) &1 1|
iT -TTAAUO AT A 40A0OAAUORSG OEA OAAOGOO
me away from the restaurant during the weekday, so | almost never saw
her. Maddy followed her there in the winter. Brooke moved up t®uluth.
Erin found her partner, and moved out to Wyoming to be with him and his
son. | began training in as a server to fill in the gaps they were leaving
behind.
As we approach the busy summer season once again, more gaps
will need to be filled. Sarah wli soon follow Erin out west, refusing to be
parted from her best friend. Another server is having her second child, and
yet another is considering leaving now that the landscape looks so different.
It is like the pizzeria is a pitstop on a road to biggeand better things?
money, love, family, opportunity. | have begun considering what exists past
my stop in the road. But that journey is still a far off dream.
These people, these coworkers and friends, came together as if by a
dance or converging tracks aa waystation. But dances end, and tracks
move only forward. When Maddy left, | hugged her in a dive bar | never
would have considered visiting even months before. We were never the
closest of friends, but | remember our goodbye well. | clasped her hand,
then decided to circle the table and hug her briefly. In many ways | was still
that shy girl secretly pining for friends in the blooms of spring. | hugged her
for a second, tops. Now, | wish | had held onto her onto all of themrm for a

little longer.
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Making Apple Butter
by Jane O06Shea

To prevent sticking or scorching,
dip your heart in paraffin wax

and store it deep in the pantry.

Do not remember her voice like Crystal sugar,
her wrinkled, capable fingers,
the way the paring knife chased her thumb

around and around

or the way she could skin a whole apple
in one long peel of comforting, concentric circles

striped in jade, red, and amber.

Never recall her optimism
at a battered cardboard box
full of mottled seconds and thirds:

worm-pocked and misshapen rgcts.

You can adjust the taste
with teaspoons of cinnamon and allspice
and a long simmer on the back burner

in a dented Dutch oven.

Headspace can affect sealing and the preservation

Of longdead memories.

Stirring occasionally will unleash
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hot butter that scalds and blisters.

Bring to a bail,
add two cups of granulated grief
until thickened and numb,

then cool and store.

Believe the lie that you can adjust,

if desired.
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Denouement
by Rachel Lindo

Staring at the overcast sky, Camille laid with her back nestled in the
snow-covered ground with her legs open and spread out, so she could be a
star. Despite how the cold pricked her cheeks and nose, she had been out in
EAO 11 OEAOSO Ebur, WaitilgXdDahny sadwiakes to BlA 1 £
instead of searching for another deagkend job. She closed her eyes and
breathed in the sharp, iced air through her nose. Camille started to cough,
disrupting her elegant snow starfish form. After a few moments of caling
her lungs down, she plopped her head back into the snow. She hoped that
maybe,just maybe there would be a blizzard that would vomit a thick layer
of snow on her body and suffocate her phone bills, credit card bills, and the
reality she moved from he& cozy apartment and back into her childhood
home at twenty-sevenyears-old. She had been living there for four months
now, it was humiliating.

Her day dream of being buried under layers of frozen
procrastination came to a halt when she heard snow beingrunched under
boots. Camille let out a sigh, opened her eyes and cocked her head ever so
slightly to see her adopted kidbrother, Harry. Her mother, Patricia, swept
him up from foster care five years ago when her home just felt too empty
x EAT # A ithieid phckell Gp adBAeft for a much younger, thinner, more
active woman six years ago.

(AOOUBO 1T ECEO AOiI x1 h AEOAAEI AA EAR
being swaddled by the clouds. Henry himself was swaddled, his body puffed
up by layers of thick jakets, his hands swollen by bulky gloves, and his dark
brown mop of hair covered by a big, wool cap. No doubt done by Patricia
AAZEI OA EA AOAT ci OO6AT Al 1T OA O1 -O0EA E
OEAOI EA E£ UI O OOAU 100 EAOARh UBETT x
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0) Wpothemiah O AOOOhoe #Ai EI 1 A OAEA8 .
EAO 1 EPO8 4EEO EEA xAO AOOAR AOO OEA
young age. The only responsibility he probably had on his mind was not be
caught with his finger up his nose.

O7A1T 1T WIGGAMAIEEA A EEDPDPIh -008 40
defending his honor.

#ATEITTA O1T1 OOAA AT A EAO POAAEO | E
OO00OA8 .1 x CAO 100 T &£ OEA xAuUu 1 EOOI A

Harry looked around and up at the sky, conflsA8 O/ £ xEAOQe

O0) 1 OOOOEOA OEI OCEOOhe OEA OADPI EAS
twitched his upper lip. He was quiet for a while, probably because he was
trying to figure what Camille meant.

O-11 Oi1T A T A 0 cCAO Ui Ohe EA OAE!

Camille groanedi O 4 Al fine8BBAO ) 8 i

Harry stomped his foot and kicked a small pile of snow onto her

0011 AAE8 O3EA8O0 110 CciT1TA AAI EAOGA 1A
0) 6860 111U AAAT A xAREAG
O#686i 11T h #AI T EA ' AAAOPh CAAAODPh C/

snow onto her stomach but missed. Snow lodged itself in the crook of her
neck and right ear.
The frozen wad in her ear felt like earwax that had jumped into a
freezer, then jumped back into her eato clog it. Camille jumped up and hit
her left ear with her head cocked to the size, trying to free the snow from
her ear canal.
O0)déi CciEIC O CAO Ui d A1 O OEAO 1 E
back, then hunched her shoulders, and let out a grovithe nine-year-old
yelped and ran, only to trip over a miniature snowman. At least for a half

hour, her worries were replaced by childish giggles and snow ball battles.
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Eventually, Camille lost the battle and she wondered back inside
the house with Harry. She felt light, despite her winter clothes weighing her
down. As she shrugged off her jacket, she stopped herself from laughing
while she watched Harry wiggle around to escape from his wintegear.
Camille stopped laughing when her mother entered the limg room. Her
mother was professionally dressed and usually was as if she chose to never
leave her psychologist office downtown. Her mother held out a cordless
telephone, her wrinkled lips pursed with concern.
O" AT T A AAT T AA xEEI AABR® ©0BBA kADE
EAI P O DPEAE 1 00 AOEAAOI AEA AOAOGOAOS8
7ET T POU AET CcOOhsohlsfdy her lieAstonderful. E OOC
She pressed her lips in a thin line as she observed her mother observe her.
No doubt she was looking at her through the lensf Patricia Dubois, PhD.
#Al E1T1T A OAPI EAA ET A &1 AOG OI T AR O4EA
3EA x1 Ol A1 608
Camille kicked off her boots and made her way to her room. Her
oiriih AAOOAIT T URh xAOT 8680 EAO O1IT1 AT UI
relating to a punk teenage girl. Patricia made it into a guest room/office,
managed to paint over dark red walls with a bright yellow coat of paint and
PDAAT T £& #AT E11 A0 T1 A Pl AOET OA T & |1
think punk left of Camille was her ontinuation of cutting her hair short and
buzzed on the sides. She used to stylize the remaining blond tuft of hair, but
now it just seemed pointless.
When she laid back in what was now her bed, she pulled a green
comforter over her body and closed her ges. As she was swathed by
stifling darkness, she remembered how going out for a simple cup of coffee
last Friday became her unfortunate catalyst that jumpstarted her

melodramatic existential crises. For all of this, Belle was responsible.
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Camille had ben looking at the newspaper critically for job
openings while she sat at a local coffee house, with that cliché red pen
jammed between her teeth. It was the only place where wearing thregay-
ITTA 060 xAO AAAADPOAAT A ET dBéAN i1 O E
grinder, Camille heard a familiar voice ordering a specialized latte that
Al i T 0606 EAA EAO AETEA 11 OEA PAT 86O AA
energetic Minnesotan accent. She flicked her eyes up to capture Belle in all
of her beauty with he dark hair in a neat bun, wearing a clean white blouse,
sleek pencil skirt, tights, and chic coat hung in the crook of her arm. She
EAAT 80 OAAT OEA xi1i Al OET AA OEAEO AT
filled with competitive and idealistic drives that would bring them one step
closer to working for the Star Tribune Both of them secured an internship
there, but only one got the job: Belle.
Camille spat out her pen and felt suddenly setfonscious over her
unruly blond tuft and well-worn PJs. She readd for her winter jacket,
which she hung on the back of an empty chair next to her. She licked her
lipsandthought 3 EA x1 180 OOO0T AOI 61 Ah OEAG1 1
an escape is easy.
) O xAOI 608
Belle in all her successful glory, turned aroundnd it seemed that
the morning sun caught her face and made it shine bright over her tasteful
make up. Her mouth opened into a wide smile and she raced over to Camille
after picking up her order, graceful in her high heels.
O/ myCl AA ) foevorOEAAR ) OAx Ui O 1 AOGO
Camille quickly flipped over her newspaper to hide her evidence of
unemployment. She forced out a chuckle and took a sip of her coffee, which
EAA CiTA Aii1l A8 O9AAEe )OO OAAIT U EAOR
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Belle slipped into theopen seat across from Camille, uninvited. She
EAOA OI

set her latte down on the table, herpapert€; T A OB AAOx AA1T
i OAE O1 AAOGAE O

EA
TTA (T x 111
#AIT ETTA OITE A Olix OIEDP 1T &£ EAO 1
Oyi T EAA All 1T O0AO EI
call. Have you? Have you really?

OEA DPEITA AlId
091 6 EAOGAed #AITEITA AOEAA ET A EE
O9AOA 91 0 x1 18606 AAI EAOA EO ADOO 4c
OEA E1T OAOT OEEDPeoO

Camille hadbeen ready to respond withvaguely, but Belle carried
on without her.

O07A80A AT CACAAA OO0 11T E AO OEA
hand across the table, almost hitting Camille in the nose with a thremarat
diamond and flawlessly manicured naib8 O# A1 Ul & AAlI EAOA
such adork AAT OO0 EO O1 1 Ad

Camille, again, was about to respond but Belle carried on about the
explicit details of not only her wedding, but how her job at thétar Tribune

was going great, how her branehew house was geat, and how, really,
everything in her life was going. Just. Great.

#AI EI 1 A0 00T i1 AAE AEOOT AA OEA AOZ
EAOAnh EAAOU AOOOAO ET EAO 001 i AAE8 O
ET OAOOOPOAAR OOAT AET CAOBT O xRDEBAAOD

#AITEITA xAOT 80 Ai 1T AAOT AA AAT OO OE
with her lie, Belle had her head so far up into her clouds it hardly worried
Camille.

"ATT A £OT xT AAh 1TTEETC AEOADDI ET C
you run late? o

0) 660 E£ET Ahd Yohdhlostsolindeze@®AA 1T 008
moment of stupidity, Camille took her red pen and scribbled down her new
number x EEAE xAO EAO i1 OEAOB8Oh xEEAE xA
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OEAO OEA AEAT 860 EAOA xBRABH AEEAGEDA(AB
number if you want to? 6

@ E A 68 O wanEyQLEt®bk one of my bridesmaids! You just
EAOA O1 AAA®

4EA EAOA AOOOAO ET #AIEITABO 0OO0TI

overbearing innocence of it all.

Camille was startled out of the memoryrom a knock on the guest
oriiri #EEAA AT 108 3EA Al T OAA EAO AUA
I OAO AT A 1T OAO8 4EA AT 10680 EETICAO xEE
slowly slithered out of her blanket cocoon. Patricia stood at the threshold,
one hand on the knob while the other held onto the bane of her existence.

Her mother cleared her throat and motioned the cordless telephone in her
EAT Ah OAEOEI ¢ A PATAEI AA ET AOI x8 O".

# AT ETT A CcOl ATAA AT A AT OABKOA EBAEO) 4
TTO0 cileETC O AAIl EAO AAAES8S

Patricia took a seat on the bed and Camille felt it shift from her
iTi80 xAECEO8 O) O OEAOA Oi i AGEET ¢ UI

#Al E1TT A OEOAx EAO EATAO &EOiI 1 EAO
DOEAEAA EAOOORIi PAD8 OEDEGE i1 1 A8 )6
DAOEAT 0086

Her mother frowned and placed the cordless telephone in her lap
01 OAAAE 1 06AO0 AT A Pl AAA A ATl &£ OOEI C

I T AAOT AA86

#AIT EITA OETTE EAO 11 OEAC®&®Obed AT A 1
xAOET ¢ 0AOOEAEA | £&h OAAAU O1 1 AAOA

O$Ai T EOR #ATEIT AR xEI1 UI O EOOO 7
shapped.

74



#ATEITTA TAATAA 11 OEA Al T OFOAI An
from me? To open up? For you to just givme the psychologist curéA 1 1 e &

O7A AT OE ETix OEAG8O 1106 xEAO ) «

Camille licked her teeth and the inside of her cheek, then crossed
her arms over her chest. She bit her bottom lip, knowing all too well that
her mother, like her, was apersishi © 11 A8 O! i OECEO8d

0OAOOEAEA OECEAA8 091 6 AAT Ai xAUO
ATT60 xA1T & ad01T EAI B EAO

O4EAOCB0 11 6 EOAd #ATETT A O ADPAAR
Belle is just going to be all nice about it, so sweet about it, themake me feel
1 EEA AOAD AT A OEAT AAEI OA ) ETT x EONh
AOAOGO &1 OAAA O1 xAOAE AT 1T OEAO PAOOII
OEA AOEAAOI AEAh 1T AOAO OEA AOEAAR AGO
Ol CAOGEAOAS

Patricia closed her eyes and nodded slowly, taking one of those
intellectual pauses before she made a judgement. Camille scoffed and
thought, 9 AAEh ) 61 E O OHer niothd dadté€dAo cluck@i EAO8
through her nose, which only annoyed Camille.

O7EAD #AI EIT A Ol ADPAA ACAET 8

(AO 11T OEAO OECEAAR O.1T1TA 1T £ 060 AC
AT160856

Camille pursed her lips.

Patricia patted the open space next to her and Camille sat down
begrudgingly.

0" AT 1T A EO EOOO £AE EdefGre Gafdifieccoud AO 1 1
DOl OAOOh OEA AT 1 OET OAA EAO OEIT OCEOh
AECOOAA 1 008 %OAT Tibuee ARG @A LT A Al E T EAC
i AAT OEAG&611 AA AAI A O EAADP EO OEAO

O4EAGBD 110
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O09AOh EO E®IBA 9CBOGIOR ) UENTIEXO ET x Ul
then paused. Both mother and daughter were quiet for a while. Her mother
AT1 OET OAAR O!'TA EOOO AAAAOOA OEABO ¢
Look at your father and b 06
O4EAOCB8O0 A Al AAE 1T O001TTE £ O A OE/
0) 660 A OAAl T1T1TA86 O0OAOOEAEA OAOO/
touch felt warm. Her mother then took the cordless telephone from her lap
AT A PI AAAA EO EI EAO AAOCEOAOBO EAT A
Camille pressed her lips together and gazed at the phone in her
hands. She let out a slow breath that had been trapped in her throat. Camille
COAUAA EAO OEOI A 1T OAO OEA OiT1 OER OA
AT UOEET Ceo
Patricia sighed through hernose and NOAAUAA EAO AAOC
OEiI 01 AAO cAiT 6l us O) 1AZEO EAO 101 AAO
Camille chewed the inside of her cheek while she contemplated.
"ATTA xIT 1780 00T B AAI | EGaRibe lookedatherl T 6 O
mother with wide eyes, the kind she gaver mother when she was little
for reassurance she was doing the right thing. Her mother gave her
daughter a slow nod.
Camillegot off the bed, her legs trembling while she made her way
to the kitchen. On a brightyellow post-it note stuck on the fridge aor, was
"ATTA8O0 101 AAO TAAOGI U DPOET OAA 1T 00O xE
on the piece of paper and dialed the number. She leaned back on the fridge,
raising the phone to her ear. Her heart throbbed in her chest, its intensity
reaching her throatand choking her breath.
O3EA AT AOT 60 EAOA EAO T EEA Al Pl /
through a shaking sigh2 EEEET C882EEEE|I C882EEEEIT C
O(Al1Teo
O(AUREOADI AAT EI 1 A8o
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5: 47 A. M. One Day My

About You Anymore

by Samantha Hendrickson

Now
You are just a stranger holding all my secrets,
Whose laugh | recognize on street corners of cities you have never been to,

And the voice in the background of all my sober decisions.
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Contributorodos Not

Bort, Kelly. | am anartist exploring a different mediumyriting. | graduated
from the Lhiversity of Michigan and have worked as an artist for my entire life
since then.

Chang Katie Miller. Katiewon second place for fiction in the Patsy Lea Core
Award.

GergenAnna Annais pursuing her AFA in Creative Writing at Normandale
Community College. She writes in |it"
or waitressing. She would Iike to an:
dreamer, a wisher, a liar, hope, a prayer, and magic bean buyer. You can find
her at her local tea shop.

HendricksonSamanthaSamanthas a student, a sister, a poet, and aspiring
journalist. Storytelling in all forms is her passion, and she hopes to bring that
love of story to the world ofews and give voices to those who feel voiceless.
She writes to process and to give.

Kellogg, Leo.Leo Kelloggis the type of guy to break af your bones and say
" wh o oLposKelldgg is the type of bad marg@mma to take off his

sunglasses onlp reweal that he's wearing another pair of sunglasses. If you see
Leo Kellogg working on his AFA in Creative Writing at Normandale, look the
other way because if you make eye contact, he'll write you into his next poem or
screenplay and make you look like a gdete rube and you won't be able to get

a girlfriend/boyfriend ever again.

78



Kramer, Kaitlin.| started writing as a class necessity. | later continued as a
means to relieve stress by playing with the musicality of words and phrases. And
almost absurgljuxtaposing this, | am planning to double major in Biomedical
Engineering and Neuroscience.

Lindo, Rachel Rachelon third place in fiction for the Patsy Lea Core Award.

06 S hJane Jane O'Shea dwells in a yurt in the forest and milks ewes.

Porter Isaiah Selene is the Titaness/Goddess of the moon in Greek mythology.
The sestina is probably my favorite form of poetry. It's just really fun to play
with. Anyway, this is my 5th semester here and I'm part of the creative writing
AFA program. Andyeah, stories are my peanut butter and jam.

Roeh| Angeline.My name is Angeline, but | usually go by Audrey Burne when
writing. This is my third year at Normandale working for an AFA in Creative
Writing. | usually prefer to write short stories, butvdtcasional write poetry if

an idea hits me that isn6t | ong enou
novel series published once | finish my time here at Normandale. | hope you
enjoy my work as much as | enjoyed writing it.

Rova Emily. Emily Rova is a Normandale student and hopes to become an
English teacher in the future. She has many hobbies including writing, dance,
drawing and photography.
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SchmiegClarissal would like to thank the Paper Lantern for considering my
work. | am a writethat has a lot of works but none published. | appreciate the
time and effort it takes to review my piece and look forward to hearing from
you.l am a college student going for a double major. The first Literature and
Composition so that | may teach atadlege some day and the second Creative
Writing so that | may continue my passion for it while enhancing my skills.
Thank you.
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Back Matter

The Paper Lantern is the student literary journal of Normandale
Community College, 9700 France AvenuBJoomington, MN, 55431.

It is edited by Normandale Students. The project is made possible by
the Normandale Student Life Activity Fee.

The following members of the Fall 2018 Creative Writing Club
produced this issue:
Jerry Carrier,Amir Carter, Anna Gegen, Marietherez Gline,
Christine Horner, Leo Kellogg, Joshua Medley, Anna Mshar,

*ATA /1 83EAAh AT A ) OAEAE

Thomas Maltman, Faculty Advisor
Contact:thomas.maltman@normandale.edu
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Submit your creative writing to the Spring 2019 issue of The Paper
Lantern. All work is reviewed anonymously and acceptance is based
on literary merit. Submission links and more information can be
found atwww.paperlantern.org.

Works in all genres of creative writing (poetry, fiction, memoir, short
plays, etc.) are considered with a limit of 1,000 words for poetry and
2500 words for prose and drama. Multiple submissions accepted.
Submission is open for registered NCC students only.

Submissions are received via the online service Submittable.
Submittable is a free and easy way for writers to submit work to a
variety of publications. The Paper Lardgrn online is made possible by
a generous gift from the Kevin Downey estate.
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Major in Creative Writing at Normandale!

Normandale offers courses in fiction, poetry, creative nonfiction, and scriptwriting. Sign up for
a creative writing class and check out what we have to offer. Our AFA majors go on to publish
their work, win awards and scholarships, and transfer to colleges both here in Minnesota and
all over the US. They find a supportive community of writers, professors, and friends who are
interested in reading and improving their writing. Come join us! For more information, contact
Kiris Bigalk, Director of Creative Writing, at kris.bigalk@normandale.edu. To apply, go to
http://normandaleafacw.wordpress.com
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