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The Lake Road
Becca Owen, MFA

Jessie drove slowly, searching for the yellow Historical Society marker
that indicated the turn from the highway onto her favorite road. By the
time fall hit, the grass was tall and graying, fine with meand it was hard to
see the marker before it was too late. She’d flipped her left turn signal and
slowed her gold Toyota to a crawl. The road was imminent.
It was noon, but Jessie hadn’t slept. She’d only stopped once on the
three hour drive that morning, just to buy a coffee and some chocolate. She
felt like she was in an arcade game; as if she controlled the car with a tiny
plastic steering wheel while the trees and pavement pixilated around her.
Under her sunglasses, her face was puffy and blotched with tears.
She inched the car down the gravel road, avoiding ruts and potholes
from two straight weeks of rain. She followed the sharp curves and put the
car in neutral to coast down a steep hill towards the lake. Nearing the water,
the gravel road met with old pavement, and Jessie eased her car onto the
choppy asphalt.
Jessie loved this place because of the way the road stretched into the
lake. “You could drive underwater!” she’d say. “You could keep driving and
disappear!”
She had no use for the lake besides the lost road. The lake, made from
a dammed creek, held fish and boaters in the spring and summer, and was
still and calm in winter. During the hot months of the year, the lake receded
and the road ran even farther across the lake until it was swallowed by warm,
murky water. Today, the lake was full.
Jessie pulled her car as far into the brown lake as she dared, just
until the water lapped the Toyota’s front tires. She turned the key, pulled
the emergency brake, and took her feet off the pedals. She unbuckled her
seatbelt. As she stared ahead into brown water, she saw a flash of white in
her rearview mirror. She couldn’t believe it. There was someone else here.
Jessie craned her neck to see what had moved in her rearview mirror.
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She saw a white truck parked five hundred feet or so behind her. It blocked
the rutted road so if she decided to leave, she’d have to drive through the sharp
grass to get around it. She sighed, pursed her lips and tapped her thumbs
against the steering wheel.
She remembered one time she brought her friend Marie and Marie’s
brother here. It was right before the Fourth of July, and Marie and the
brother bought supplies to make s’mores. They used lighters to roast the
marshmallows. A car drove down the lake road that night, too, but turned
around before parking. Jessie remembered the way the headlights flashed
across the water, and how she clenched her hands and bit her lip until the car
drove away. Jessie knew the lake road was a spot for high school parties, but
she preferred it empty and quiet. Once, Aaron Goldman rode his bike into
the lake during a party. Most likely the metal frame was still there, reaching up
through the water like a rusting hand.
She tapped her thumbs against the steering wheel even harder. Why, of
all times, mid-afternoon on a Tuesday, would someone else be on the lake
road? She wiped her nose on the back of her hand. Looking down into her
lap, she saw a thin coating of dust and brownish fur on her jeans. She smelled
the sleeve of her sweatshirt. The smell of Oregon mud and manure and horses
filled her sinuses. She decided she might never wash this sweatshirt, because
the smell would be lost. And when would she ever smell like horses again, now
that hers was gone? She narrowed her eyes at the truck filling her rearview
mirror.
Although it was only early November, a layer of fog drifted across the
mountains, and rolled over the water. She looked at the truck again. She made
out the shape of a large man sitting in the driver’s seat. Tony Soprano sized, she
thought. The passenger side was empty. Her radio was off –she didn’t want
to listen to anything—so Jessie could hear the faint rumbling of the white
truck’s engine. It was a big truck, the kind that could pull a horse trailer. Jessie
entertained the idea of driving away, looping around the other mountain roads,
and coming back later. She was entitled to a moment alone in her favorite
place. Her horse was dead. She scrunched her eyes shut, willing the truck to
leave. It didn’t.
The water lapped against the shore. Some Canada Geese circled and
honked overhead. She heard another distant motor, a car on the highway, and
checked the man in the truck. He was balding, she decided, and quite round.
She wondered if he could see her. She could see the shine from his pink scalp.
She wondered if her lake road had become some sort of rest stop for roadside
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sex or prostitution or picking up kidnapped children. She squeezed her hands
around the steering wheel and sighed loudly. She’d be willing to grant the lake
road its seedy side, but just not today.
She looked at the truck again, and a small moment of panic hit her, like
she’d just gone upside down on a roller coaster. What if the man in the truck
tapped on the window while she was staring into the water and thinking about
the way Barney laid crumpled and dead in the pasture? What if the man had
a gun or a knife or a sharp object to pop her tires and trap her? Almost as a
reflex, she turned the key in the ignition and backed her car onto a flat patch
of dirt off the road. She turned the wheel and drove towards the white truck.
She could come back later, she decided.
As Jessie inched towards the big truck, the man in the driver’s seat
was indeed round and bald and Tony Soprano shaped, but she also noticed
he slumped in his seat. His head crumpled into his thick neck and rested
on his right shoulder. His face was jowly and pink. Jessie recognized him
immediately: her economics teacher from high school, Mr. Cooley.
Jessie remembered how he huffed his way around the classroom, labored
over writing equations on the chalkboard, and lumbered across campus
towards the gym. She vaguely remembered that he had some sort of footballrelated job at her high school, too. Assistant coach? Junior Varsity coach? She
remembered his obsession with Jaguars, and how his econ classroom walls
were plastered with laminated pictures of different makes and models of fast,
expensive cars. Whenever he needed examples for formulas and equations,
he’d use Jaguars as currency.
Jessie veered off the road into the tall grass. She idled parallel to his
truck window. His massive shoulders and chest heaved slowly. Maybe he was
napping? The angle of his neck disturbed her, though. What if he was trying
to kill himself ? Jessie felt her eyes grow hot with anger. How dare Mr. Cooley
try and kill himself. How come she’d be present for Mr. Cooley’s last moments
while she failed to see Barney before he died? No way. She wasn’t going to let
him do anything. She yanked the Toyota’s emergency brake, flung open the
door and pounded her fist against the window of the truck.
“Mr. Cooley!” she barked. “Wake up!” He didn’t move, but she saw his
eyelids part. “Wake up!” she yelled again. As she leaned back into her car to
honk the horn, she saw him straighten his neck and slowly sit upright. He
looked at her blankly. Jessie wasn’t really sure how someone went about killing
themselves by carbon monoxide, and as he sat up, she felt a little sheepish. She
waved one dirty hand at him, and tried to slide into her car.
8

Mr. Cooley rolled down his window. “Sandy Abrams?” he said, slow and
stupored.
“No, it’s Jessie Bergman. I had you for econ a few years ago.” Jessie
hugged her arms to her sides. In Mr. Cooley’s class, she always sat in the desk
behind Sandy Abrams. He confused their names with regularity, since neither
one participated or cared much about football. Even though she was four years
removed from high school, it felt strange to be put back into an old equation.
She couldn’t escape anything. She thought of Aaron Goldman’s bike quietly
rusting somewhere further down the road, underwater.
“Jessie Bergman. Equestrian team.” His words were slow and slurred. He
always had a bit of a drawl. Maybe he was drunk. She decided he wasn’t trying
to kill himself after all.
“Yep,” she said, nodding. A gust of wind blew her ponytail across her face.
“That’s me.” She pictured Barney’s sightless eyes, his lips pulled back and his
mouth fixed open and his tongue forever clamped between his incisors.
“What’s new? What’s happening?” Mr. Cooley grinned at her, an
unsettling mouthful of shiny teeth. She changed her mind. He was trying to
kill himself, she re-decided. Why else would he be out here?
“Nothing much,” she said. And then she couldn’t stop. “My horse died
today.” All of the previous changes sound good.
He scratched the side of his face. “I’m sorry to hear that.” He turned
away from her and looked into the water.
“It’s really hard, you know,” she continued, a loop of pictures running
through her head. “Horses are just so big. I’m waiting to get a call from a guy
with a backhoe.” Although she felt that mid-air roller coaster feeling thinking
about burying her dead horse, for some reason, it felt perfectly normal to tell
Mr. Cooley. “They have to hook chains around his legs to carry him to the
grave,” she continued. “It’s better to put a horse to sleep when it’s lying down,
since once the vet gives the shot, the horse just collapses. They can break bones.
It’s really, really gruesome. My horse was put to sleep last night. He was already
lying down. I didn’t make it here in time. And now I have to bury him.” She
paused, feeling cold. “That’s what I’m up to.” From behind her sunglasses, she
glared at him.
“Well, gosh, Sand –I mean, Jessie,” he said. “That sure is tough.”
“Yep,” she said. Keep the dialogue—except the line I took out.
“Did you hear that story in the news about the bear?” he said, and Jessie
shook her head no. “There was a bear in town the other day and animal
control came to tranquilize it and take it back to the woods. Something like
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that. Anyway, they tranqed the bear, but it ran away. They followed it to the
creek, where it drowned.”
“Oh,” Jessie said. “Yikes.”
“Yep,” Mr. Cooley said. “Sure is sad.” He paused. “You know what creek
he drowned in?”
“Which one?”
“Bear creek. Weird, right?” He shook his head slowly. “A wild animal like
that. Such a shame.” He inhaled and rested his hands on his round stomach.
He moved his mouth like he was breaking a sunflower seed out of its hard shell.
“Sorry to hear about your horse.” Keep this ‘too.’
“Thanks,” Jessie said. “I’d better get going.”
“Well, take care.” Mr. Cooley’s round body pressed against the steering
wheel. He practically filled the cab of the truck. He gave Jessie a little wave
with a chubby hand.
“Hey, Mr. Cooley?” Jessie said.
“Yeah?”
“Did you ever get a Jaguar?”
Mr. Cooley smiled. “Soon,” he said. “A red one. Convertible. Keep an eye
out for it, okay?”
“Definitely,” Jessie said. “See you later.” He waved at her again, and she
waved back. She put the Toyota in first and drove slowly over the potholes and
ruts on the lake road. She glanced at the parked white truck in her rearview
mirror one last time before she rounded a curve and it disappeared behind a
hill of tall, yellowed grass.
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Kate Amundson, Senior

Le Chien
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Cienega
Jesse Balzer, Junior
inside your heels I imagine moths
are flying
and saving recreation for an open artery
hidden to be helpful
and hung up for an hour
they wait to wish
for when
entering late and last
they know how to honor the groundwater
with an ultrasound
for an atlas
forgetting frost embroiders
oranges in the soil
these silkworms sift
all the arithmetic
of your sun
and all the evergreen streets running straight away
now freeways
can continue to cut
you into months
where huddled outside your evaporation
under dresses adjacent
some have started to hope
but these moths
are flying frequencies
for the moon
to feast on a biology
12
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Garage Sale Next Door
Tiegen Kosiak, MFA
When I saw him on stage last night
I vowed he would be mine—
Bandana boy with broken eyes
And no concept of time.
“I like your jam,” I said to him,
“I want it all my life,
To spread on toast and cookies, too;
Your song’s the fruit of strife!”
“Babe,” he proclaimed, “what’s your name
And where you gonna go?
I got a house that smells of hell,
But I want to breathe your soul.”
My nails on his back ran so deep
They tore pale flesh from bone.
His eyes got wide, his breath went out,
He couldn’t drive me home.
So here I sit on his front steps,
Cigarette tipped in blood.
The wife next door has no idea;
Lord love this neighborhood!
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Playing with Fire
Michael Tomanek, Faculty
Evening, sitting home alone,
I find a string stemming from my navel.
I try to tie it in a knot,
but the string is too short.
An hour passes.
I cannot keep my mind
from this string–
I cannot keep my fingers from it either–
And out of boredom,
I pull it.
I
watch
my
entire
body
unravel
My life lying here,
a pile of string on the floor,
the beginning and the end at once.
I leave it alone.
But the longer I sit here
staring at the mess,
the more intrigued I become.
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I pick up the string,
run it between my fingers,
think about cutting it into various lengths.
Before I grab the scissors,
I am overwhelmed–
to strike a match
and hold it to its end.
In an instant,
my life goes up like a fuse.
It happens fast,
and then nothing.
Silence.
I sit here waiting for
an explosion, a concussion.
Silence.
A dud.
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Morea Steinhauser

Mi Amiga
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Four-in-one Country/Poem
Kevin Carollo, Faculty
How to Hibernate Abroad
Keep a few words, and repeat.
Take a quick peek, then taper off.
And I’m? I’m is a tapir pining for
a pine tree that we has yet to meet.
Hedge Edge
Different time zone,
same mirror.
I’m always two
weeks away from
or only two
weeks left of.
I was made to
ask the glass
about where we
last left off.
Vague Hague
My travel double
hides all the words
in the middle
of the canal
during the night.
Travel Epilogue
I am the pie-eyed piper of cats.
I have now mourned two of me,
Palermo, forever dead and nestled
by the side of your road. And you,
my tiny whining spitting image, are you
not as good as dead as well? Isn’t?
Won’t? I must stop this futile travel.
I must not let this terrible unbidden love
well up and up and up.
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An Old Friend
Elizabeth Zirbel, Junior

It was a cloudy fall day, and the crisp air carried the not so soft
whispers of your so-called friends to Elise’s ears. Snip-its of rumors graced
the back of the bus every day, but this time Elise listened. She heard about
the cocaine and alcohol and all the boys you’ve kissed. She wonders about
you at times, but only so far as to wonder what trouble you’re getting into
now. When you dropped out of school, it seemed like she forgot you even
existed. Elise is a volunteer and an honor roll student, headed for success.
You were the one holding her back. Remember all of the mean things you
said to her? You thought you were cool when you teased her about her
acne and glasses in front of your friends whose only aspiration in life was to
emulate Kurt Cobain, suicide and all. They sound like winners, don’t they?
Impressing them must have seemed like a good decision at the time. Then
again, you always found ways to mess up your life. Abandoning your best
friend was just a single link in the chain of life-altering mistakes.
***
When you were five, life was easy. A new girl named Elise, your
non-biological twin, moved in three doors down across the street. She
had a bit of a southern accent and was really shy until you got her talking.
Immediately attached at the hip, you two began sharing secrets and
doing all kinds of fun things. Remember going to her house to play night
games, gossip about the mean girls in class, and listen to boy bands like the
Backstreet Boys? There was also the time when you both rollerbladed ten
miles to the huge park reserve. Together, it was a great experience; alone, it
would have been dangerous. For little girls the surrounding neighborhoods
weren’t exactly the safest places to grow up. In the winter you worked
together to create people and dogs out of wet snow that melted through
your thin mittens. The spring months consisted of building dams in the
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curbs out of rocks and twigs which flooded the road creating massive puddles
of melted snow. The gas and oil runoff from cars floated on top of the puddles
creating pretty rainbow swirls. In the summer you swam in Elise’s pool and ran
hand in hand through a sprinkler in the front yard. Then there was fall, your
favorite season because of the fire tinted leaves. You used to invite Elise over to
help rake, but it always turned into playing with Meeka, your dog, or rolling
around in the leaves. You were so happy and so was she, no matter the season.
Always together, you two were sworn to be identical by neighbors.
Sometimes they even mixed up your names, which made you giggle. It was
probably the dark brown eyes and slightly curly, shoulder length hair. Her mom
often considered you a second daughter, since you practically lived over there.
***
At thirteen, you changed drastically. The world of makeup and boys
tugged at your sleeve, but your friend never really got interested in all of the
“girly” stuff that you did. In fact, Elise was genetically cursed with acne and
couldn’t wear makeup because it clogged her already pock-marked skin.
This was the beginning of the split. How many nights she went home
crying, you’ll never know. New friends quickly filled her place by your side.
They were cool but didn’t really seem to care about you like Elise had. Looking
back, you remember why you left. She just wasn’t cool enough: didn’t bleach
her hair to look like Britney Spears, didn’t smoke cigarettes, and didn’t hang
out with older boys. You were just too mature to hang out with somebody so
awkward, and in your newly formed opinion, ugly. Busy setting the standard
for cool, you didn’t care what happened to her anymore.
It wasn’t long before your fake blonde hair and caked on mask attracted
a skuzzy guy by the name of Jesse. He was five years older than you, but older
men are so much cooler than lame 13-year-old boys. Jesse was your connection
to cigarettes and never asked you to pay for them. He said you were too young
and cute to have to pay for your own things. During one of your many trips to
the mall, his words polluted your head. You can’t have a real job at thirteen so
how do people expect you to pay for things anyways?
Staring longingly into a glass jewelry case you can’t help but think you’re
entitled to anything you want. The glint of diamonds, real diamonds, reflected
and begged for your admiration. A store employee left a note on the counter
saying she would be back from her thirty-minute lunch break at 3 p.m. This was
your window of opportunity; there were still fifteen minutes before she would
19

be back. In less than ten minutes you had found the key to the case, opened it,
and pocketed over $20,000 in platinum and diamond jewelry. What you failed
to notice was the silent security alarm wired to the case. Before you could exit
the store, you were surrounded by five police officers with their guns drawn.
Not quite a year after that incident there was a party being held at Jesse’s
house. His older brother, Mark, was home from college to keep an eye on
everything while their parents were vacationing in Ohio. Jesse had recently
moved on to girls his own age; they were real blondes. Bitterness sunk in,
since all of his attention used to be on you. Short skirts, low cut tops, pounds
of makeup, and an orangey self-tanner just didn’t help. His brother wasn’t as
handsome, but flirting with him would surely get Jesse jealous. It didn’t take
much for Mark to notice you. He gave you a drink, your first experience with
alcohol. It didn’t taste that great, but it gave you a relaxed feeling. A knock
at the door was followed by screaming as the door was thrown open. Jesse
and Mark’s parents told the neighbors they’d be out of town. The loud music
and a street full of cars made it obvious that a party was in progress. Several
concerned neighbors called the police. The cops broke up the party and took
all minors to the station.
Slightly more than a month after your parents had to come pick you up
from the police station for underage drinking, you were allowed to leave the
house again. You gave up on Jesse and turned to Cory, a goth punk who only
listened to heavy metal. Cory was more forceful than a lot of guys you knew; it
was the drugs that made him like that. It wasn’t long before you started drugs
as well. You wanted to fit in with his friends. Some of the drugs made you
laugh and others made you angry. At times you needed to do drugs to help you
feel good, so you began skipping school to get high. You began taking so many
drugs and mixing them with alcohol that the next day you couldn’t always
remember what had happened the night before.
***
Now at sixteen your old friend, Elise, wants nothing to do with you or
your disgusting habits. She is literally afraid to be within feet of you for fear of
catching some nasty disease. You have one, you know. That itch isn’t just your
conscience. That new boyfriend of yours, Alex, was probably the one who gave
it to you. He sleeps around with your friends. Maybe that isn’t true, but it’s
one of the rumors going around on the bus. You’re now pregnant and alone.
Your parents don’t even know yet; you’re too scared to tell them. Alex doesn’t
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have a job or an education, so there’s no way he is going to be able to support
you and a baby. Those other friends you made only care about partying,
drinking, and other things that you can no longer partake in. Not one will
help or even pity you.
You’re an addict not only to drugs but also bad choices. No matter what
happens to you now—there is no turning back. In a few days you’ll think
about reconciling with your long lost best friend, but then you’ll quickly
dismiss it for fear of looking stupid.
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Blog
Julie Larson, Alumnus
I am pregnant for over fifty years,
eating deer fingers
and drinking glasses of elephant
stampedes and the way a jellyfish
moves in a glass of milk.
Indigestion.
My belly becomes the word aerodynamics.
Or providence.
And swills with beer and newspapers,
high-calories with low saturation.
Last night I had a craving for cheap
carbon, right out of the jar.
The baby’s kick is animation, “Splursh!”
For a moment, cyan and magenta
slip out of their colors,
un-canned and un-leashed.
When a little color drips down my leg,
it’s time to check in;
the hospital is full of dreamers,
and award-winning architects.
A flock of rare books flies by
around midnight, when a cheese
pizza rises, illuminating
this perfect scene.
All the orderlies are drunk on time
and metaphor.
While we wait for a head to crown,
everyone completes a crossword
puzzle in the hallway.
But the notion of winning is confusing,
like columns of fresh fruit
or Polaroid photographs;
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we realize no more questions
are being accepted at this time.
Indigestion studies reveal a house built of language
simply cannot contain a pack of wild gazelles
and a horde of people hoping to practice sorcery;
the pain of words without vowels is worse than I imagined.
To help with dilation,
one of the award-winning architects
constructs a house from human veins.
Its electricity is blue blood; I wish
I could live in there, this temple to a body.
Out of oxygen, I will consume
everything on my plate today,
and for five hundred more days.
When I finally give birth,
it will be to a tiny red hibiscus trumpet
already long past its expiration date.
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a dog named Libby
Joey Amdahl, MFA
...wearing high heels in the city
is a pity for Libby
when the truth
mucks-up the truck stop, suck-fuck
and the clocks, pens, bottled water…
The sleeping chestnut laughing at
the seeping messed up dump, storm chasing,
brew drinking, clown face-painting, patio tainting
Oregon nights lit by bug lights,
and hold your candle tight when you walk on
that foggy beach at night,
while other stars fight your plight,
and zu-ou-ou might be more trite than a clambake in Detroit.
Hon. Honey bear.
Wield puns and cheap wine.
Sunburn fades.
Leaves: green to gold.
Fuck and behold—a chokehold
that don’t grow old or mold or get sold
but better light and air so dare, double-dog-dare,
the Oregon County Daydream Fair
when you stare into the dreary past and
chuckle.
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Morea Steinhauser, Alumus

Tope-Granada
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Split Wood
Andrew Olson, MFA

It was one of the coldest winters the grandfather could remember.
He sat in his truck the day before the funeral, watching frost creep up his
window like stalagmites. Outside, the cemetery was blanketed with peaks
and valleys of snow carved and polished by the wind. The ground itself was
frozen solid as the record-setting cold front made concrete out of dirt. With
a hydraulic whine, the backhoe dipped its cradle into the earth and emerged
with coal black soil. There was something impersonal about a machine
digging the final resting spot for a young boy, and the grandfather knew that
neither his daughter nor her husband were up for preparing the site. The
backhoe finally pulled away, and drove down the snow covered gravel road,
its hazard lights probing through white winds.
The grandfather threw on a tattered winter’s cap, gripped the spade
handle and exited the truck. The cold brought a baleful tingle to his cheeks
and nose; the grave was smooth and deep, much better than what he would
have been able to accomplish. The grandfather still found use for the
spade, scooping out clumps of dirt that had fallen back into the grave, and
smoothing the machine’s claw marks out of the earth. His wizened skin,
usually resilient weathered leather unassailable to the winter cold, was not
impervious to these temperatures. Knots grew on his face, a warm glow
under hot pinpricks, and he retreated back to the truck.
Services would go on as planned, regardless of the blizzard. The
mother hadn’t any opinion in the matter. She had no gratitude for the
overwhelming support or sympathy families throughout the small
community felt. Her only feelings were ones of grief, as bitter and cold and
all encompassing as the view from outside her bedroom window where she
sat the majority of the day. Her first-born was dead, and there was nothing
beyond that reality: a winter that would never pass. Everything had stopped
within the week, not even animals stirred in such cold. But as her father had
told her husband, “There isn’t any point in postponing such an event. What
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needs to be done, needs to be done, and the sooner the better.” The mother
however, continued to sit in the antique rocking chair, watching the sun bleed
into the white horizon, holding a child’s winter hat in her hands.
The hearse crawled along behind the slow-moving snowplow. Even with
the plow passing over the road, it was impossible for the hearse driver to see
the yellow line separating the lanes. The driver simply followed the orange wall
the back of the plow presented, knowing this road led to the small town some
twenty miles away. The county employee who drove the plow only knew he
was on the road by the shades of white before him. The snow that had been
piled on either side of the road was slightly darker, but the wind effaced the
darker banks. About forty feet behind him, a black hearse followed, an inkblot
against a desolate, washed out, landscape.
The family entered the church and peeled away layers until they reached
the black clothes beneath them. The casket had yet to arrive, but the pastor
stepped out of his study to greet them. As he consoled the mother, the whir of
activated handicap doors drew everyone’s attention. The black dressed hearse
driver pushed the casket into the church entryway. The casket was to remain
closed, which let the mother believe that any small boy may be lying inside.
The pastor spoke from the pulpit to the front pew where the immediate
family, the grandfather, and an aunt sat. A few rows behind them a few friends
from the community had also come, while the hearse driver sat stoically in the
furthest pew. No more than a dozen sent thoughts and prayers up with the
pastor, without any knowledge if it was enough to carry the soul. The pastor
concluded the service with an Amen and exited the sanctuary, in order to put
water in the coffee maker.
They drank around a single table, the family with their hands cupped
around the mugs, trying to thaw a cold that went much deeper than the skin.
No patrol car was needed to escort the three-car procession to the
cemetery. The hearse led the way, and upon trying to enter the cemetery, slid
sideways; its back wheels came to rest in the ditch. The two cars behind it, after
short deliberation, let their vehicles idle in the middle of the road. The mother
stayed in the car with her daughter and sister. The men: father, grandfather,
and pastor, walked to the hearse.
“I think I’m stuck.”
The grandfather looked at the front wheels, which sat on ice. “Don’t have
four-wheel-drive on this thing I suppose?”
“Nope.” Three-fourths of the tires were buried in the snow.
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“Well, let’s give it a try,” said the grandfather. The hearse driver put it in
drive and gently pressed the accelerator. The front wheels started to grip, and
the vehicle seemed to tense its muscles for prepared exertion. The tires slipped
however, and turned in dilatory rotations. The speedometer needle hovered,
the engine hummed, but the hearse didn’t move. “Alright, let’s give it a push.”
The three tromped down the ditch; behind the hearse, the snow was
knee deep. The grandfather and pastor each pushed from a corner, the father,
who could see his son’s casket through the transparent black curtains, pushed
from the middle. The hearse rumbled and the pastor slipped and genuflected
before the hearse’s taillight. The hearse relaxed, falling back against the bodies,
then accelerated again as the men pushed.
“She’s stuck solid,” said the grandfather. The pastor’s stole had slid in the
effort, and one end lay languidly in the snow. He righted it, and looked down
at his pulpit robe, which was covered in snow. The hearse driver exited and
walked to the back.
“No tow trucks are running today, everything is shut down back in
town. She’ll have to sit here until they start driving again, hopefully sometime
tomorrow.”
“Well, what are we going to do now?” asked the father.
“Well, we can leave the hearse, but the casket and all…” The hearse driver
trailed off.
“Could we continue the service?” asked the pastor.
The grandfather wiped his nose with a sleeve and exhaled. “Well, we’re
all here. We should be able to handle it ourselves the rest of the way. The hearse
wouldn’t have been able to go much further anyway.”
The father walked back to the car, the snow fell into his boots and
made his heels go numb. He opened the door and sat in the car.
“The hearse is stuck. We’re going to have to carry the casket to the site.”
“No.” Came a soft reply.
“There’s nothing else we can do.”
“No.”
“We can’t leave him in there until the tow trucks can get out, and there’s
no way to take him back.”
The mother looked up and turned to the white field of snow across the
road. The wind had calmed down, yet, the only thing in sight was telephone
poles–empty crosses hovering above the snow. The poles nearest the road were
adorned with enormous translucent icicles. The mother put on her leather
gloves and grabbed her daughter’s hand. The hearse now sat with its back
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doors open. The father joined the men and helped them pull the casket out. As
they climbed from the ditch the grandfather slipped, the casket dropped from
his hand and its corner forced a deep but hollow whoof from the snow. The
grandfather picked his corner back up and brushed off the snow before they
made their way out of the ditch. Once back on the entrance road, they shuffled
their way across the ice. At the site, they set the casket down in the snow as
the hearse driver took out two flat support straps. They lifted each end of the
casket to place the straps underneath, then lifted it, and lowered it slowly into
the black earth.
The pastor gave a few short burial rites and ended with a prayer. His
nose was running, although he wasn’t aware of it, and his nose and ears had
turned from a pale pink to red. None present shed any tears; it was too cold to
shed tears. After the pastor concluded the service, he conversed shortly with
the hearse driver and the grandfather. It was decided the hearse driver would
ride back with the pastor and stay with his family until the weather improved.
With a few short good-byes, the families packed into their respective vehicles
to head their separate ways.
The father eased the car down to a crawl when they approached the
driveway. The grey tin mailbox hung open, overflowing with mail, icicles
dangling off the end of the thick Sunday paper. As he passed, he made a note
of it, as he had done every day the past week and continued down the drive.
They pulled into the garage and silently entered the house. The house lay in the
same condition as the mailbox. The contents remained untouched. A broken
ice-fishing pole the boy had began to repair lay on the table, next to three rolls
of tape he had collected to fix it; Scotch, electric, and duct. Everything that
had traces of the boy had been left.
On the floor, in front of the fireplace, lay a sofa bed mattress. The cold
spell, the coldest either parent could recall, began over two weeks ago. The
formal bedrooms upstairs remained cool even with the fire blazing, and the
mother thought the kids should camp out in the basement until warmer
weather arrived. Both children had immediately agreed with the situation. The
boy had independently undertaken responsibility for this winter opportunity.
He fastidiously pulled the mattress out of the sofa and laid it on the floor, went
to the linen closet and placed sheets on the mattress, moved a small series of
books from his room and put them on a coffee table along with his clock, a
small selection of favorite toys, and a flashlight. He then helped his three-anda-half-year-old sister with her preparations. He judiciously allowed her only
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two stuffed animals in addition to her blanket, helped carry her small cradle
with baby into the basement, and finally grabbed each of their respective
pillows.
That night, the parents sent the two downstairs for bed. At 9:30, an
hour past their bedtime, the parents could still hear the two attempting to
muffle laughs and suppress giggles. At intervals, as they watched their favorite
television program before the news, they saw flashes of light strike out
against the stairwell wall, heard the slide and bump of a small child’s backside
descending the stairs and the elder sibling’s shooshing.
After the ten o’clock news ended, and hours of darkness had already
passed, the parents began their preparations for the night. The father went to
check on the children as the mother washed her face and got ready for bed,
which seemed more of a ritual for her than him. Downstairs, the fireplace
illuminated the room in a gentle orange glow. Shadows danced across the
walls; it was dark enough for any imaginary or not so imaginary whims, while
being bright and therefore safe enough for a child to indulge in.
The girl had stripped down to her cartoon-clad underwear, her pink
pajamas sprawled out on the floor, and she lay on her stomach, mouth open.
The boy had remained clothed, but the top sheet lay in a heap at his bare feet.
His body struck out in every direction, as if needing to reserve as much space
as he could possibly have need of, lest his sister began to take up more territory
than her small frame needed. The father sat on the stair’s landing watching
them sleep for some time. When he slid into bed, his wife lured him to her
side with the kids safe asleep below them. After making love they spoke briefly
of plans to have another child, now that the little one was approaching four,
and finally fell asleep with the midnight winter winds howling across their bay
window.
Everything seemed to have come to a standstill since the tragedy, and
everyone in the family moved more slowly, perhaps with more deliberation,
or more of a concentrated purpose. The father noticed the fire was still aglow
with iridescent orange coals, but it was hardly enough to warm the house. He
pulled his gloves back on and exited. Outside, along the garage wall, which was
somewhat sheltered, he looked at his diminishing woodpile. This cold spell
had forced him to burn wood at a frantic rate; if the weather didn’t break soon,
things would turn worse. With a few seconds contemplation he decided to
split some more wood while the daylight allowed. It would suffice for a couple
days fuel if the stock got too low.
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The hydraulic wood splitter started with a horse’s whinny, grinded out
a few revolutions and cut out. The father pumped the choke then yanked at
the pull cord again, the wood splitter hesitated, then jumped back to life.
It hummed, then descended into a growling pitch before moving back up
in scale. Without the boy, who usually sat on its wheel and operated the
wedge lever, the father would have to load and operate the machine himself.
Routinely, by the time the log had split, the boy had the wedge back far
enough for him to turn the log for a second split. Now it would take twice the
time. He rolled over several sections of recently felled oak. In this cold, where
nothing stirred, the tumult of wood separating and then cracking, resounded
throughout the woods.
After over an hour of work, the sun had nearly set and the moon and
stars on this clear night became the main source of light. It was bound to be a
cold night; clear nights always were. The wind died down, and the fragrance of
recently split oak lingered from the decent sized pile. He had worked his way
down the tree, and only the last three logs nearest the base remained unsplit.
The boy was not big by any means, but even by locking his elbows and lifting
with quivering back and legs had previously been enough to help the father
lift pieces of the trunk he needed help with. Now the father rolled it to the
splitter, and then turned it up on end. Pushing the top end of the log against
the tire, he was able to pry his fingers underneath the log, and hoisted it end
over end until it balanced on the tire. He straightened his arms and lifted the
log onto the deck of the splitter.
The last log was enormous in diameter and length. It would test the
splitter’s twenty-six inch log capacity. The father strained to precariously
balance one end of the log on the wedge. He tapped the lever to bring the
wedge all the way back, but the log still didn’t drop. He straddled the machine
and log, and lifted it while pulling the underside of the log back against the
steel backstop. It fell into place, with only a couple inches space between the
wedge and wood. The log was large, and sat higher than the wedge itself by
about six inches. He had to keep the log down, as the wedge would force it up.
As the wedge slowly burrowed, the splitter groaned, and he felt the log rising.
Pushing down with all his weight, the wood creaked loudly, a large pop rang
out, and the wedge jumped forward an inch or two. The wood groaned again,
and the wedge stopped, the machine grumbled in protest, and with a pop of its
own, died.
The father stood back to look at the mess. The wedge had forced the
log to rise up, and the wedge was stuck about a fourth of the way into the log.
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Green hydraulic fluid spattered across the snow and glowed in the moonlight.
He went to the splitter and kicked at the log, but it held fast. He straddled the
log again and attempted to jerk it out of the splitter. The hydraulic hose limply
wriggled as he pulled, releasing green fluid that spotted the snow.
In the moonlight he trudged through the glittering snow to the garage.
He returned with an axe and, not wanting to harm the blade, struck at the log
with the blunt end. The polished axe gleamed and tracked in the night air as
it descended down against the log. Square dents appeared in the oak, but it
remained solid. The directed strikes turned into wild hackings; the axe head
overshot the log and the handle snapped. The father continued to beat the oak
log with the severed piece of hickory before collapsing onto the tire in sobs.
Dejected and tired, the father quietly entered the basement in the dark.
As he slowly pulled layers off his tired frame, he heard whisperings and giggles
in the dark. He looked over to see his daughter, with back turned, conversing
with shadows on the wall. He felt a severance within himself at this sight and
almost broke down again. After removing his boots he gathered the child
in his arms, spoke softly to her and tucked her into bed before stoking and
loading the fire.
Upstairs, he passed the muted television set on the way to the bedroom.
His wife sat asleep in the rocking chair, clutching the boy’s winter hat between
both hands. He pulled a blanket off the foot of the bed and covered her
before lying down in bed himself. He lay awake for some time, listening to the
house contract in gunshots to the cold. A cold that gripped, that would not
surrender, that would not leave.
He awoke in the morning, about an hour after dawn. The shower in the
adjoining bathroom was running, and his daughter slept with pediatric puffs
on his wife’s side of the bed. The sun shone brightly through the bay windows.
He got up and dressed, made a pot of coffee, and put on outer work wear.
The father began to walk back through the woods to the splitter. He
remembered how the boy would revel in the chance to split wood. When they
would set out together, on a morning like this, the boy would follow behind
and take cumbersome strides to match the holes in the snow left by his father.
The father always got a laugh out of this, as he would watch the boy flail his
arms when an unusually long stride left him straddling too much snow, trying
to keep from falling. Now, the father began to retrace his own tracks back to
the splitter.
It took him less than a half hour to repair the splitter, and he gripped the
pull cord to bring it to life. The splitter roared and the wedge drove through
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the log, splitting it with a thunderous pop. The father looked at the cloven
log and then at the splitter. It was possible that the lever had locked in the
forward position, but it should have popped to neutral when the splitter died
the previous night. He couldn’t remember where the lever had been positioned
when he came out that morning. After splitting for an hour, it began to snow
heavily; large, wet, snowflakes descended, veiling the woods.
Hearing voices behind him, he turned around to see his wife and
daughter walking towards him. His daughter tugged at a bright orange plastic
sled that bumped against her boots. He continued to split wood as they
walked to a small knoll about twenty feet away from him. He could see his
wife talking to his daughter, arranging her in the sled before sitting down
behind her. They slowly slide to the bottom of the hill, the heavy flakes kissed
their faces. He watched as they trudged back up the hill, the mother holding
the mittened hand. It was the first time his wife had been outside the house
on her own since they had lost the boy. He stopped to watch them position
the sled again. Before climbing in, his wife looked over at him, and their gazes
met for a couple seconds before breaking. He picked up another log as the sled
slowly moved past his peripheral vision; he placed it on the deck and watched
the wedge forge its way into the wood.
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The Winter Bird Feeder
Bruce Koepp, Alumnus
The drying bamboo cackles to me.
Peeling leaves release a handful of English Sparrows
To make the brief flight and feed on mixed mullet and sunflower seeds.
They’re warily content to forage for the spilled, the soiled.
A fat squirrel dangles upside down and sweeps out all the unshelled.
From my living room, I secretly watch through the linen veil
And try to relearn compatibility from those flourishing forms.
On the third ring, I gruffly answer. My feathered space invaded.
Another empty pledge pitch. Find a rock. Take a hike.
Do I hang up or wait for my turn to lie?
The feeder is now as quiet as the nearby tree skeletons.
The neighbor’s tangerine cat parades along the dry creek bed.
Nose to storm-flattened grass blade. Nose to frozen fence post.
Like the scavengers, I have become rapt.
Squelching moments instead of becoming part of the harvests.
She always reminded me, “Don’t forget to feed the birds.”
To her, everything was a finch. “A strong beak survives a long winter.”
We would perch together at the hospice window waiting for the spring.
Later, I taped pictures of the December feeder on her bed rail,
While the bird clock above her monitor signaled the last finch at sunrise.
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Heaven’s Video Intro
Kevin Carollo, Faculty
The silent films of us won in the end.
Dubbed poorly, we were but the passing
thoughts of a blurry photo of the old port
from the little tourist town where live nude
tourists no longer go. In front of the obsolete
theater with its ancient adventure film posters,
we experienced little or no action or adventure.
The future past will have soon felt so very unlike us,
i.e. just like a weak and secret burned CD reboot,
the all-too-brief last outtakes from our little iPod life,
i.e. that elusive and ubiquitous I I I unwritten record,
put on random. Right then an immigrant to your
private booth tourist trap sells you the carved
ebony and ivory elephant mpeg of your very short
lifespan, for cheap. Of course, the song, like
the immigrant, like the poem, like the elephant,
has your eyes and shares your name.
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The Other Side to Life
Joe Couch, Junior
stepping out of a hot bath into the cold air. falling to sleep in a
cold bed. waking up in an even colder bed. going outside a little too
underdressed and shivering. the transition between summer and fall. the
transition from winter to spring. thunder storms in winter. snow in summer.
the unexpected running into at a grocery store. that first and last scoop of
ice cream. cracking open a can of pop. the noises of opening a plastic cap.
spilling something sticky and watching it dribble. spilling milk. taking
candid pictures. accidental stalking. nights spent alone. dreading going
to work then enjoying it. expectations. unexpected surprises. halloween.
birthdays. going home for the holidays. the four hour drive to the cities
taking a lifetime. followed by the four hour drive back to fargo taking only
seconds. turning on the radio and a song that only you listen to turns on.
calling in a song request and having the guy say your name on air. sleeping
when you absolutely need it. getting just the right amount of sleep. biking
with no where to go. walking with the intentions of being early. driving too
fast in a slow car. cruising. planning only four shots and coming out with
twelve in a film shoot. the day of a film shoot. everything going wrong that
can go wrong. time spent alone. friendship. infatuations. growing up. being
the inner child. learning new religions. forgetting. remembering. cooking
for one. cooking for all. random text messages. awkward phone calls. the
last cup of coffee. not knowing what time it is. talking to strangers. shyness.
a general sense of happiness. sadness. dancing with yourself. the first kiss.
the last wish. seeing the expected. car crashes. opening letters. checking the
mail. anticipation. pen pals. a fresh pen. the smell of spray paint. regret.
passion. complaining. windy nights. stormy days. cold food. no internet.
finishing a book and wondering ‘what now?’ inside jokes. losing friends.
the in between. holding hands. unexpected human contact. soft skin. subtle
hints. not so subtle hints. being the opposite. fitting in. squares. wearing
fake glasses. being ignored. suspenders. speedos. uncomfortable silences.
being wrong. letting the other side win. dry hands. bloody knuckles. old 80s
movies. italian accents. forgotten nights. long summers. short winters. long
falls. short springs. it’s the little things that make the days go by.

36

A Close Encounter
Renée LaMie, MFA
I pretended it was a date
when we went
to watch that movie
that made you cry.
We had a few beers
after and laughed
about things
I don’t remember now.
I think we laughed about death.
The thing I do remember
is before we got into our cars,
when we were still laughing,
we hugged. It seemed we
held onto each other
for a long time,
like we didn’t want to let go
because we knew
that at any moment,
death wouldn’t be
funny any longer.
But maybe that wasn’t it.
Maybe we held on to each other
because we could feel life.
How surprising.

37

Fourteen is Boss
Kyle Goethe, Junior
Gym class is for buttheads and big heads and nut-heads
But not for me.
I only like the dodgeball days because I can dodge;
I am skinny and I can dodge.
Some of the other boys toss dodgeballs, toss words at me.
They throw “weak,”
		
“loser,”
			
“wimp” at me, but I keep dodging them.
Then I get hit
Because Gary—Nemesis—just threw a big ball my way.
He says, “Kyle…he’s a freakin’ loofa!”
Loofa….I’m a loofa?
I look around to see if She saw me go down., She did not…or did She?
But wait, did I catch the ball?
I did, I did!
I throw it back at him.
My comeback is killer.
“Yeah, I’m a time loofa, ’cause I’m gonna clean your clock.”
And it works, and Gary goes down and does not get back up.
They all look at me ‘cause I’m boss, and I ask in my head, “Who’s the
wimp now?”
And they don’t answer.
That’s right, I am boss, and I walk away the big man.
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Chapel Street
Travis Moore, Junior
Marbled Mary weeps
from steeple stoop
at woolen man hunched—
fingering pocket air
to comfort thighs.
Marbled Mary ponders pocket activity:
“Thou finger thine rosary? I
		

grant thee heaven.

Thou finger self imposed desolation? Yea,
		

Let thee finger lint.”

He, being of the religious race,
grasps a thought grand in depression:
“Lord, grant me a drive-by, or throw me
		

to thine heavenly vehicle.”
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Dear Killer
Gregory G. Graham, Sophomore

I killed a deer once. True story.
My uncle, Shine, came and woke me up at five in the morning. 5 am.!
He made me drink cheap gas station coffee; I’d said, “Instant cappuccino”
but he brought me coffee. Black.
It was a cold late fall, or early winter. October, I think. The frost
made the corn stalks stiff and sharp and crunch under our bootsteps.
The chill of the morning froze my exhalations in skin-rashing
icicles under my nostrils as we made our way across the barren field to the
shelterbelt on the far side. By the time we reached the mouth of the thin,
short forest the crook of my arm was cramping with the weight of the rifle.
He said to me, “Are you ready to do this?” and I said “Sure, I guess so...”
We walked the stretch of the belt and didn’t see anything. I was
miserable, let’s just let ‘em sleep I thought and I was hoping we were about
to call it a day when Shine pointed with a “Shh”. He saw something moving
and gestured for me to look down the scope. I did and I saw a deer.
“Do you see a deer?”
“Yeah, it’s a deer. I see a deer.”
He says, “Shoot it! Pull the trigger!”
I was realizing how much I was enjoying just watching it graze, but
Shine was getting pushy and I reported, “It has spots, it’s just a baby and it
has spots.”
“Shoot it anyway!” Shine says and I try to protest but he’s insistent
and I’m young and look up to him as, you know, boy to man so I close my
eyes and pull the trigger thinking probably I’ll miss and just scare it off.
The crack shakes sleeping birds and squirrels from the line of trees
beside us and when I open my eyes I don’t see it and I’m relieved. But when
my hearing rings back Shine is smiling and congratulating me.
“Let’s go collect.” He says.
I follow him to the dying deer and it’s farther than I thought it’d be.
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When we get to it, it’s bleeding itself into a black pool, kicking and splashing,
its eyes rolled up chewing and gagging on its tongue.
We stand over the thing for a long moment before Shine’s voice snaps me
back into the world with, “We can leave it here, if you like. Go find a bigger
one for ya.” He says.
I start crying and Shine sighs and says, “Drag it to the truck then, c’mon.”
I think about this for a time before I bend down to grab a hind leg and
when I do it kicks out of my grip and I totally break down and just walk away,
tears falling and freezing to my face, back to the truck.
After some name calling and cursing his brother’s fertility Shine hauls
the thing to the truck and we drive home in silence.
While Shine is in the garage carving up the baby I take a shower and
can’t catch my breath between sobs because I’m convinced as that little spotted
fawn was in its death throes kicking and silently screaming it looked right up
into my eyes and cursed me.
A dying baby deer cursed me for killing it.
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Why I Refuse to Buy You
Flowers
Derrick Paulson, MFA
The other night—do you remember?
When we were in that rising action
I said: “You have tiger eyes.”
You got off me, and told me:
“Just cuz I’m all sweaty,
doesn’t mean I’m a wet cat.”
I tried to emend by saying:
“Your lips, my dear,
are like the covers of a novel.”
But you reminded me then
that the climax happened elsewhere,
and that I was left without resolution.
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Snow-Day Night
Ben Patrie, Senior
White dunes scrawl across the open prairie, piling up in unreadable
Arabic. The snow, almost hard enough to stand on, breaks at the
moment we think we’re safe and we plunge up to our knees. We could
spend our whole lives searching the playground-past, tracing the
calligraphic lines of tree bark and snow drifts and never find a truth
sharper than this. Truth as un-coded by language as history will allow,
still, more an atmosphere than a landmass (You can’t hold me to it,
but you’ll know it when you’re in it.) I pull in the air, my cells alive
with it—and you—next to me, both of us exhausted, the way only
snow and cold will do. We take drags of prehistory—and recline—
into the banks of the snow-day night.
We watch the starlight
bright from the deepening past—
life comes— after life.
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Lost Son—
Tamara Bourne, Alumnus
I walk through the cold
metal sliding doors that suck all the life
from outside – no germs allowed.
The caution sign reads
Don’t light fire; oxygen in use.
The sterile iridescent lights
cast pale reflections against
the pale walls. A man with pressed cream khakis
and white polo shirt
rubs his dry eyes.
I take the moment to watch,
observing his face – thin line
etching stronger,
as I move closer.
Turning slowly with his sudden age,
this man embraces me to share his grief,
and all I can do
is hold onto him.
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Morea Steinhauser

I Never Thought…
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Primarily Powerless
Renée LaMie, MFA
In my dreams I can’t ever
dial a phone correctly. Last night,
I had to count how many peas
were in the egg rolls I wanted to eat,
carefully dissecting each one to find
the numbers I had to dial to talk to a friend.
But I must not have counted right.
I stood there for hours, it felt, in the phone booth,
tapping on pairs of fours and nines, and then
sensing that there was only one wrong number
out of the twenty-one or so that I had already
dialed. But it was that one number that kept
me from warning Colleen that after the forest,
she must take a left, because
that’s the turn I took. That she shouldn’t
be scared to walk down the steps
of the church, because at the bottom
I was waiting there for her. But I
woke up before I could tell her all
these things. I woke up doing
the arithmetic in my head.
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The Blanket Fort
Brianna Brickweg, Senior
A mix of blues and browns
Patches tied together
Creating a whole
Silver metal posts and TV boxes
Support made of couches,
A TV and DVD player,
Exercise weights and gaff tape
Thin carpet on tile floors,
Two beige sheets for doors
A bed made of couch cushions and pillows
The smell of pizza soaks into the ‘walls’
Harsh winter wind threatens
to blow our house down
We little pigs won’t budge
Our makeshift creation,
I will lie there with you
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Mike and I get married
in Santa Fe
Julie Larson, Alumnus
and I will be late for my own wedding
because I am getting ready in a bathroom with no floor.
Our wedding party will walk
down from Minnesota.
On the way, our skills as a couple will be tested
by how well we can play horseshoes,
our translations of clouds into drops of water,
or if we can cut down a tree in five minutes.
At some point, we will cross the Rio Grande;
Mike will insist we can jump across.
I will be afraid our arches are broken from walking,
because the only thing that floats on this river
is a plastic toboggan meant for snow.
When Mike says we are all snow,
I will want to believe him,
but a sudden gust of wind will move my faith 20 feet SW.
It will linger as a visibly bluish cloud.
It dawns on me that remaining
is not all bad,
and that little pieces of us are scattered
wherever our breath curls;
our startling opacity, as milk in ponds,
never occurs to us
until we move, rather than drift in water.
As Mike and I pass a concert
on the other side of the river,
I realize that today, we are rock stars on a stage,
that we revolve around the audience,
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and that we will win the game of beanbags,
throwing every one perfectly down
into a hole the size of a pin,
because we’re all really in outer space,
trying to walk around. As we fall, we believe every
moment is real. Everyone is sleeping and laughing.
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Kari Brady, MFA

The Edge
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The Flitting
Katie Meiners, Faculty

All summer the swallows careered over the fields, toiling to build
nests in the barn, sculpting mud and grass from the slough into rude downlined cups plastered onto the rafters, hurrying to raise inky-eyed, gapemouthed, floppy-necked babies. Now December snow races, wind-driven,
between the wallboards in long fingers over the earth floor. The barn smells
crisply of familiar things: decaying mouse turds, rusty tools, flaking paint,
crumbling rags on an old man’s workbench. The swallows’ nests still cling,
dry oyster half-shells glued to the rafters. The birds have all gone into the
great southern warmth, but one sits lingering here: tiny and sunken and
frail, wingtips folded over forked tail, like a messenger from a forgotten
world. Did she wait too long, heart stopping in the deepening cold? Or did
a germ take her in that patient attendance on new life from summer’s full
ripening arc? Are the eggs beneath her yet, arrested mid-blossom, calcified
into a powdery silt clasped by the mild-clawed feet? Winter’s ice-crystalled
air eddies in the barn’s roof trusses, rippling the soft gray feathers that once
glittered midnight blue. The startlingly naked, dark-socketed skull is like a
fine cameo or a dusky pearl wreathed by a circlet of downy neck fluff.
Eyeless and uncomprehending, she seems as vulnerable as a lone figure
midway across a harvested field on a cold moonless night.
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Lest We Forget Child’s
Communication
Travis Moore, Junior

“No, Mother,
no creamer rests in the womb
of your Lazy Susan.”
“Ugh, I could just die.”
“Yes, Mother,
but this morn Cornish conquered
the Plymouth.”
“Sweet supper tonight.”
“O and Mother,
Johnson down the way cries
‘Pennies for panties!’”
“We roll spitfire alright.”
“Yes, Mother, also
he jars honey for trade
of my cherry.”
“You know the cherries’ roots are exhausted.”

52

“Woe; and, Mother, tell Father
my bath runs ripe, and cease amorous
smiles at my wet feet.”
“He does love you so.”
“Fine, Mother, still tonight
I’ll bathe you, comfort you
’til tender and wrinkled.”
“(Grin.) Promise, Child, tender as a pickle.”
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Inside Dominance
Lacey Scheelk
If He be head
That claims to be king,
He ignores the role of She,
Who may not be the head,
Base of crown, supposed high power.
She is the neck.
Connecting the king to all land
And wealth that He may rule.
But She knows.
A warning is given before all vows,
If ever the head spins or bends,
Or breaks into twine,
It is the work of She.
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What I Wanted
Linda Lein, Faculty
That hot July night when I was eleven,
Neil Armstrong took the first steps on the moon.
Through a scratchy, snowy
black and white connection,
I heard him say,
That’s one small step for man,
one giant leap for mankind.
Mom said, Ain’t real.
Don’t believe it.
But I looked out the window
in search of the moon.
I wanted to believe
I, too, could reach the stars.
A year later,
when I leaned over the gas stove,
too close to a flaming burner,
my cotton blouse caught fire.
Mom quickly wrapped me in her arms
and smothered the flames reaching for my face.
The only time I remember
being hugged by her,
and it left a small scar—
a reminder—
the shape of a star.
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How Intimate
Ashley Schmidt, Junior
There are no shadows
Drawn by the vultures that circle
It comes with the territory
No light and no sound
They carve figure eights in a void
They carve deep into my mind
Scavenging
Picking at what’s left
What isn’t rotten or bruised
How intimate
I know them
And they know the best parts of me
They live off the best parts
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Observations of the Last Member
of the Flat Earth Society
Derrick Paulson

I sat at another rectangular table in another convention center, trying
to stare down the balloons circling the ceiling fans, while I walked my fingers
across my frayed copy of the Carta Marina. My thumb touched upon the
map’s Olympian peaks and feral forests and swiveled alternately with my
index finger, like a drafting compass, toward the coast. I navigated my nails
past Charybdis’ siblings, past furred and feathered chimerical krakens and
leviathans—with their tusks and tongues tipping ships—and past mermaids
and sirens not yet fattened into sea cows or swayed into seiches.
As the crowded cowards mocked by to view yet another lunar landing
at the booth opposite me, I walked my hand over the water-colored paper,
to the edge, and dropped it off again and again and again. At that booth,
pictures of marooned moon-flags waved airily from TV screens and
NASA pamphlet racks, while others saluted from the pockets of orbiting
gawkers. Gloving globes aloft like Atlas, suited astronaut actors played with
perception as, from my position, I tried to flatten each round head between
my fingers. But this only reminded me how my own temples trembled, sore
from trying to pillar a point of view by rolling out of bed every morning.
To my knowledge we haven’t yet pinned Yahweh in the heavens—
splayed-out in our collected constellations; we haven’t allowed Ptolemy
to net Him or Pythagoras to set Him among some Procrustean pantheon
of planetary bodies in that black bed of space. Yet we find no injustice in
balling up Jupiter—storm as he likes.
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Rachel Lense, Senior

Amsterdam
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Universal Language
Emily Welin, Junior

“Hindi! Hindi Muli. Ikaw ay hindi maaring gumawa sa akin.”
The outburst came from a small girl in the back of the room. Bushy
eyebrows and plain features were framed with shoulder-length black hair.
Her wide nose held a pair of cheap wire glasses and full, pale lips were
parted. But her eyes! I was receiving the vilest glare I had ever witnessed,
yet was clueless as to why.
It was my first day of teaching at Safe Haven, a small school in
Los Angeles for victims of human trafficking and sexual exploitation. I
was doing my internship to receive my Masters in English as a Second
Language. My class consisted of nine girls, their ages varying from six to
eight. Up to this moment, things had gone relatively well. I knew when
applying for the job that it would be a difficult one. I wasn’t only facing
a language barrier, but an emotional one as well. What did I know about
dealing with sexually abused girls? Absolutely nothing. But I have never
been afraid of a challenge, so I approached this with enthusiasm.
“Hindi ko gagawin ito ulit!” the child continued screaming. At the
university, we’d been taught to “back off.” When language barriers are
present, it’s best to give the child some space. But this girl was not yet done.
In a mad fit, she flew from her seat and shoved her desk into the row of
students who sat next to her. The action didn’t create any harm, only shock
among her peers. They stared with wide, nervous eyes.
As a teacher, I could not ignore such a scene. I rushed over to my
angry student, fearful she would do more damage and eager to calm her
down. But the closer I got, the louder she screamed. She was already against
the wall when I started towards her, and continued to slide along it until
she trapped herself in the corner. I stopped moving, hanging back several
feet so as to not crowd her.
“What’s wrong, dear?” I kept my voice mild, trying to produce a noncombative environment.
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“Lumayo!”
Lumayo? What did that mean? My students came from various parts
of the world. This particular student was from the Philippines. I couldn’t
understand a word of Filipino, but was confident that my ESL training
could see me through this experience.
“I’m sorry,” I whispered, inching closer to the irate girl. “I don’t know
what you’re saying.”
“Walang mga play! Walang mga play!” She screamed, sliding to the
hardwood floor. This is when I should have walked away and let her have
her fit without an audience. But the girl did something else: banging her
fist on the rough floor, she convulsively tossed her body around, stretching
her petite frame in awkward angles. The sounds coming from her mouth
changed from screams in a foreign language to the guttural nonsense of a
demon. I feared she was having a seizure.
I dropped to my knees next to the child’s form. She began shaking
uncontrollably, her breathing coming in uneven gasps. I noticed the tight
jacket she was wearing and quickly unfastened the buttons, hoping to help
her breathe. That’s when she stopped hitting the floor and began to hit me. I
was slapped and kicked amid terrified screams. My brain vaguely registered
the sobs and sniffles of the other girls in the room, but theirs meshed with
my own tears. Never in my comfortable, sheltered life had I confronted such
pathetic misery. The girl’s obvious pain flooded my heart with anxiety and
pity, rushing out my eyes. What was wrong with this poor child?
My attempts to restrain her were futile. It was impossible to block
her blows and pin her down. She was a tiny girl, but was moving much too
fast for me. I don’t know what I would have done if help had not arrived.
The screams brought my boss, Cheryl, rushing into the room, another of
the school directors close behind her. Both women quickly pulled me away
from the girl. Cheryl comforted me while the other lady ran for the child
psychiatrist who worked at the school. I watched my student helplessly,
tears dripping off my chin, while we waited. The child continued to scream
and I could see blood on her knuckles where she scraped them against the
wood floor. The psychiatrist finally arrived, and it took several of us to pin
the girl down while the doctor administered a sedative.
That day felt like an eternity. My classes dragged on forever. The
emotional fog suffocating me hindered any teaching ability I had. At the
end of the day, my student’s eyes held more questions than before we
started the lesson. When I was finally done for the day, I rushed over to
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Cheryl’s office. Knocking hesitantly on the open mahogany door, I poked my
head in the room.
“Hi,” I greeted. “Any word on Malaya?”
Cheryl slipped her glasses off her nose, letting them dangle on the chain
around her neck. “Not yet. Come on in; have a seat.”
I tentatively sat on the wooden chair, watching as Cheryl picked up the
stack of papers she’d been reading and set them aside.
“What’s wrong with Malaya?” I cut to the point, ignoring formal
small-talk.
Cheryl gazed at the yellow pencil in her hands, twirling it around. “I
don’t know,” she finally admitted, glancing up at me. “While she’s never done
very well, today was a whole new issue. I’ve never seen the child like that
before. If she’d shown signs like that previously, I never would have put her in a
classroom.”
I was confused. “What is she usually like?” I asked.
“Well, Malaya has never gotten along with the other children. She
refuses to participate in any games or activities with them, refuses to go
outside. We’ve introduced her to many different activities, hoping to find
something that sparks her interest.” Cheryl shrugged helplessly. “She has a doll
that she likes to sit with. That’s about it.”
I nodded in understanding. I had been discussing recess before Malaya
began her screaming fit. These students had never been to an American school
before. The term “recess” was as foreign to them as fried food and country
music. So I talked of playgrounds, showing pictures of slides and swings,
attempting to convey to students who spoke no English what the word meant.
I revealed this to Cheryl. “She was upset at the thought of going to play,”
I surmised.
“Or scared,” Cheryl responded. “It’s really not that uncommon for
sexually abused children to be this full of fear.”
I snorted in contempt. I couldn’t help myself. “Not uncommon for a
seven year old girl to be scared of a swing set?” I asked.
“The world of Safe Haven is not the real world, dear,” Cheryl gently
reminded me. She was right. That truth revealed itself to me each day I
spent there.
I became absorbed with trying to help Malaya. I devoted all my free time
to researching what I knew about her and brainstorming ways to free her from
the pain she lived with. I wanted to see this little girl playing, not hiding inside
herself. I pictured the victory I would someday have, playing with her on Safe
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Haven’s small playground. I tried to spend time with her and attempted to
connect, but each try was ineffective.
Malaya regressed. She constructed huge emotional barriers, not letting
anyone get close. If someone—student or staff member— approached her, she
would start screaming once again.
After several weeks without progress, I felt defeated. I had poured
through every schoolbook I had regarding ESL, called old teachers and
classmates, sent out inquiries to organizations specializing in sexual abuse
recovery. Each had marvelous strategies for their own specific fields, but
none worked with Malaya. Apparently, dealing with sexual abuse and a
language barrier has no documented solution. Dr. Tanya Kay Loeslie, a child
psychologist I contacted, came up with a good suggestion. She told me to draw
pictures with Malaya, paying close attention to what the child puts on the
paper. I decided to give it a try.
I approached Malaya with blank paper and a carton of crayons. She was
sitting in the den, holding a Raggedy Ann doll that was missing one eye and
had stuffing protruding out its left shoulder.
“Pumunta kaagad!” she yelled angrily at me.
I had only walked a few feet into the room when the child stood and
threw the doll towards me. It didn’t come close, but fell halfway between us,
landing in a heap on the floor, the precarious left arm twisted behind its back.
I inched over to a plush chair on the opposite side of the room and
sank into it, dumping the box of crayons out on the nearby end table. I
began drawing.
Malaya didn’t like me being there. She fled to hide behind a rocking
chair. “Hindi! Hindi!”
In mechanic, detached emotion, I continued to work on my picture. She
screamed, I drew. Tears gathered behind my eyes, but I blinked them back. I
was solely focused on drawing, my concentration on the paper, not my student.
“Walang mga play! Walang mga play!”
Finally, I looked up. What was she saying? I had begun studying Filipino,
hoping that learning Malaya’s language would help me connect with her. I was
a slow learner, but by this time understood the gist of what Malaya was saying.
She didn’t want to play. I scanned my brain for the Filipino word “no.”
“Hindi play. Hindi play,” I assured her. I held up my picture for her to see.
“This is for you,” I said. I rose from my seat and carried the picture over to her.
“Hindi!” she yelled “no” at me.
I stopped, holding the picture out towards her. By this time I was close
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enough that she could touch it. She didn’t. Instead, her eyes caught sight of her
doll, still lying in the middle of the floor. She fled over to the soft toy, hugging
it close to her chest.
I gazed at the rejected drawing, my fingers caressing the wax image of
a girl, her face framed in black hair, smiling while flying high on a swing set.
Shaking my head sadly, I slipped out of the room and tossed the paper into the
garbage can outside the door.
By this time, I was not only defeated, I was also angry. Emotions deeper
than the lakes outside my Minnesota hometown raged in me. Back home
everyone abided by the Golden Rule and pretended they were incapable of
hate. I knew better now. I was more than capable. I wanted to find every man
who had hurt this child and personally kill each one. There was nothing I
could do to help Malaya heal, so I longed for vengeance instead.
The music room was directly across from the den. Seeing it filled me with
longing. I knew just what I needed to release my fraught emotions. I slipped
into the empty room and walked over to the instrument cabinet. My violin lay
beneath rough and torn cases holding brass instruments and folders of sheet
music. I dug it out and pried open the case.
Lifting the instrument up to the light, I studied the familiar patterns in
the wood. My fingers caressed it tenderly. Without wasting another moment,
I picked up my bow and proceeded to tune. I scanned my mental catalogue,
searching through my music repertoire. It didn’t take me long to pick a song. I
had learned the Meditation from Thais several years ago, when my Symphony
Orchestra performed it during our spring concert. It was one of the most
expressive works I knew. Closing my eyes, I took a deep breath and stretched
the bow across the string. The notes meshed with time, creating a whirlwind
emotional experience. Healing came when the horsehair met nylon strings
vibrating against the varnished wood. I played without giving a thought to the
rest of the day. I let the music flow, performing at a subconscious level. I was
not concerned with whether I was playing the notes on the proper string or if
my tempo was lagging. And dynamics? I ignored them. I would not play this
as Jules Massenet had intended, but as I felt. In fact, I could hardly claim to
play it at all. I cried this song, and that tearless weeping was the most healing
cry I’ve ever had
I practiced for a couple hours before noticing her. Malaya was standing
in the doorway to the room, hanging on the doorknob. The haunted, upset
look had fallen from her face and instead, her wide eyes held a spark of
wonder. Slowly, I lowered the violin. I was so full of emotion that my first
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attempt to talk failed. I cleared my throat and tried again.
“W-Would you like to touch it?” I whispered, holding the instrument
out toward her.
She took baby steps toward me until she stood by my side. Hesitantly,
she traced her fingers down the strings. When her fingers reached the end of
the fingerboard, where powdery rosin still caked the strings, a high-pitched
scratch came from the instrument. It was soft—barely noticeable— but the
child jumped back in surprise. I didn’t move; I let her call the shots this time.
Suddenly, she pushed the instrument back towards me. I understood
that I was supposed to play. But now that I had an audience, my song selection
was not so simple. What was I supposed to perform that would soothe her?
Then I looked into Malaya’s mournful eyes and read the sad plight of her
history. The perfect song came to me. It was a pop-culture song, so the melody
was simple. Boring, even. But as I figured out the notes, I grew braver. I began
improvising until I had built the mournful song into the antidote for heartache
that American youth had spent decades using it as. I wished I could sing and
play at the same time, but then realized it would not matter, for Malaya would
not understand the significance of the words. That didn’t prevent my mind
from singing, however.
Yesterday/ All my troubles seemed so far away/ Now it looks as though
they’re here to stay/ Oh, I believe in yesterday. Suddenly/ I’m not half the man
I used to be/ there’s a shadow hanging over me/ Oh, yesterday came suddenly...
When I reached the end of the song, I lowered the instrument and
looked over at Malaya. She reached out to touch the patterns in the wood
once again. I was struck with an idea. Holding the violin towards the girl, I
allowed her to take the instrument. Then I gently moved her hands until she
was properly holding the violin. Placing my bow in her right hand, I closed
my fingers over hers and together we drew the carbon-fiber scepter across the
string. As a scratchy “A” pitch sounded in the room, Malaya gave a small start.
But once recovered, she looked up at me, beaming. We stood together, playing
different pitches for several minutes, before I slowly moved her left hand across
the fingerboard and helped her play the simplest song in all the music world.
As we played the notes together, I began to sing.
“Twinkle, twinkle, little star/ How I wonder what you are!/ Up above
the world, so high/ Like a diamond in the sky/ Twinkle, twinkle little star,
how I wonder what you are!”
Then I heard the most beautiful piece of music ever to cross my ears:
Malaya laughed. Letting go of her fears, the child pressed her full lips into a
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wide grin and allowed a tiny giggle to burst forth. It was a small laugh, yet, to
me, it rang throughout the room with more clarity and virtuosity than any
work Beethoven, Bach or Vivaldi ever composed.
The sound brought Cheryl to the open door. Gasping, she asked. “What
is Malaya doing?”
I laughed joyfully. “She’s playing!”
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Ryan Christianson, MFA

Courtyard Merriment
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Low Fidelity

Michael Tomanek, Faculty

half-read books and empty bottles:
lo-fi Saturday afternoons
sunny gray and dirty winter streets:
lo-fi Saturday afternoons
that same monotone drone
un-plugged from the wall
that same monotone buzz
hum
dumb

hum
pum

hum
drum

an early dusk, a
December-darkened afternoon, a
street that glows a
miserable orange,
cars keep
coming in waves, washing
past in patterned bursts
one more glass in a smoky
room, and the record keeps
on skipping
it just keeps
on skipping
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