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T~E BEGINNING
BY 5U5~f\lf\I~ M~G5T~"T__ ~---~----'--"--C-_"''''ANN~5~W IoIERFROM ~t::R055 TIoIEt::ROWDED 5MOl<Y t::l-ue. Even in the dim li9ht

and the billowing smoke from the other patron's ci9arettes, Anna could see
the thin white lines nearly encirclins her bicep. Anna's hand instinctively ran up
her own arm to feel for the raised scars that she had carved into her skin from the
time she was fourteen. "We have that in common then," she thought.

The woman was leaning a9ainst the bar, one hand wrapped around a bottle
of beer, a ci9arette balanced between two fingers of her other. Her dark chestnut
hair was cropped short and slicked back out of her face. She was wearing a white
tank top and faded blue jeans that clung to her ample frame. Her belt was black.
pro babl y leather, with sil very metal studs fixed to it at even intervals. She wore
black boots, the thick soles bearing just a bit ofhei9ht to the heel, the chains
encircling them making her think of motorcycles and tattoos. This was no mere
woman. This was the kind of female that could run heavy machinery, fix a car,
and break a man's nose, all in one day. One may say she was stereotypical, but
there was really nothing stereotypical about her. She was different somehow;
maybe it was the way her eyes smiled, the way she moved, the soft skin of her face,
that made one think of someone re9al. She was someone who listened to Chopin
while she tinkered with a transmission in the 9arage.

Anna watched her intently. Her skin showed she had lived a less than ideal
li fe, the scarrerinc of small pock -marks told of taunts in the hall way durin 9 her
teenage years.

Her sli9htl y heavy frame made her seem more woman than most of the other
women in the bar, and that soft sensual form was contrasted by the clorhins she
wore. The curve of her hip, the bend of her knees all proclaimed a feminine shape
that she seemed to be tryin9 in vain to overcome.

The stead y "thump, thump, thump" of the music from the band in the back
of the place seemed to match Anna's quickening heartbeat. Sweat from the cold
9lass of beer in her hand ran down her arm and dripped off her elbow, causing
her to shiver. The thick air of the bar seemed to encapsulate her, surrounding her
with blue-grey clouds of smoke. She could feel the alcohol be9innin9 to take its
effect on her, makin 9 her feel safe, warm.

Anna's hand went to her pack of ci9arettes on the table in front of her. She
pulled one out without rakin 9 her eyes from the woman at the bar. She struck a
match, her eyes warerins from the srins of the sulfur risins on the heat. She lit her
ci9arette, drawing the smoke deep into her Iun9s. As she released her breath, the
woman turned as if she knew Anna had been warchins her and smiled directly at
her.

Anna's eyes flew open and she looked away, tyin9 in vain to look anywhere
other than at the woman's deep brown-sold eyes. Anna looked down to tap her
ci9arette into the ashtray, and looked up a9ain. The woman's hal f-full bottle sat
on the bar, her ci9arette still smoldering in the ashtray next to it, but she was 9one.
Anna si9hed with disappointment. She be9an to scan the area, 100kin9 to see
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where the woman had 90ne.
"ANNA!"a voice called out behind her. She turned to see who had recognized

her here, of all places. She was careful when she chose this bar, because she was
certain none of her friends even really knew about this place. "Anna! Fuck! What
the hell are you doing here?" said a small red-headed chick, smiling widely.

"Paige? Uh, hi! What are you doing here?" Anna's heart beat faster; she was
not expectins to see anyone she knew here. "I didn't know you huns out at the
Lotus."

"Not usuall y,but my sister is playine in the next band, and I promised I'd
come and see her. What are you doins here?"

Anna tried hard not to roll her eyes. The question Paige was asking was not
the one she voiced. Anna was at a loss for words. She was obviously not here to
see the bands, or she wouldn't be in this section of the club, where there was a
more relaxed atmosphere. There were some tables scattered around with couples
sirtins close, but more with single people, like Anna, warching. How could she tell
Paige, who had the bi9gest mouth in town, what she was really doine at this bar?
"Ah, well, I was supposed to meet my cousin, Eric, here. He wanted to introduce
me to his new boyfriend." The lie slipped Anna's ronsue like warm oil. "He's, you
know, 9ay,and since I'm the only one in the family who knows, he wanted me to
meet him." Anna felt sure Paige would see ri9ht through the lie.

"Ah, I understand." Paige leaned in close. "It's 900d you support him. When
my sister's friend came out, holy shir, what a mess. But as 10n9 as they don't
bother me, I'm cool with that."

Anna's stomach ti9htened. "Yeah:' she said rhroush clenched teeth. "I know
what you mean." Anna hated this lyin9. She wanted to shake Paige and ask her
what the hell she meant with that. She wanted to slap her and make her look
around and see that so many more people were 9ay or bisexual than she rhousht.
So many people. All wanrinc to be accepted for who they are, who they love. And
people like this only made it harder. Anna swallowed her anger, tryin9 to keep
herself under control. Only her fist clenched hard under the table 9ave her away.

"So how are you and Derek doing? Are you 9uys still rhinkins of moving in
t0gether?"

Anna crushed out her ci9arette with force, tryin9 to smash it into nothing.
"Uh, no. Derek decided that Shell y was more his type. You know what? Fuck
him anyway." Anna did not want to be reminded of Derek. Not now, not ronishr.
But the rhoushr of him came swooping in, like a moth [lirrerins around a porch
li9ht on a warm summer evening. "God:' she rhouchr, "Of course she'd have to
brin9 him up. Asshole. I don't need him." Anna looked around, hoping to see the
woman who was at the bar a9ain to brin9 her back from the intense anger she
was feelin9' She sucked in her breath when she caught a 9limpse of her near the
black-jack table, leaning over a blond woman. She quickly looked back to Paige.
Paige was 100kin9 to the back of the bar, where the bands played.

"Oh, Anna, I'm sorry. Do you want to hang out with us? I don't want you sit-
tin9 here all alone!'

"Uh, no, that's okay Paige. I'll just hang here for a little while to see if Eric
shows up. I have to be up early tomorrow anyway, so I'm 90in9to take off soon."
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Anna's lies were comins easier now. She didn't feel as bad about 1yin9 to Paige.
She just wanted to be left alone.

"Alri9ht, but if you want to hans out later, come find us. I think the other
band is about to 90 on, so I better jet. Call me later, ok? We can talk more then."

"Yeah, I'll talk to you later." Anna was relieved. She didn't want to have to
make any more meaningless small talk with Paige. She sure as hell didn't want
Paige pryins into her business with Derek. All she wanted to do was be here,
warchins. And that didn't incl ude Paige at all.

Anna watched as Paige walked away, her hips swinsins. She looked back to-
wards the card table to see if the woman was still there. The blond was there with
a few 9UYSaround her. The woman was 90ne a9ain. Anna si9hed. Tonight was not
her ni9ht. First she loses track of the woman she was warchins, then Paige shows
up. She 9rabbed her ci9arettes and threw them into her purse. This was probably
a mistake, anyway. She didn't reall y know what she would do if the woman spoke
to her. What was she 90in9 to say; "Hey,I'm Anna, my boyfriend dumped me and
I thoushr that since I find some women really attractive, may be we could 90 and
fool around." She didn't think that would work out too well.

"Hey,I'm Kat," said someone behind Anna. Anna swung around to she who
was there. It was Her. She was standing with her feet sli9htly apart, one thumb
in her jeans pocket, the other hand wrapped around a bottle of beer. "I saw you
100kin9 at me earlier, and I wanted to come over and introduce myself" The
words were said in a deep, almost masculine voice, and Anna could feel them in
her chest. She looked at Kat, the first time she was able to see her this closely. The
silver scars on her bicep had marching marks on her forearm, li9hter, but still
there. There was a tattoo peeking out from the top of her shirt, making Anna want
to hook her finger into the fabric and pull it down to see what was inked there.
Kat's intense 9aze was on her, and she could feel a wave of warmth wash over her.

"I'm Anna," she said, breathlessly. "So, do you come here often?" Before the
words even escaped her lips, Anna knew how lame they were. Of course she came
here often. Anna had seen her here before, and Kat knew it. Anna felt the blush
creep into her cheeks. "Christ," she rhousht, "what should I do next? Ask her for
her sicn?"

Kat raised one eyebrow and a slow, easy smile curved her lips. Her eyes
sparkled in the dim li9ht. "Yeah. I've seen you here before. It took a while for
me to decide to come over and talk to you. You never come in with anyone, so I
didn't know what to think. But when I saw you 100kin9 at me ronichr., I rhoushr I
should just come over and say hi."

Anna had waited for this moment. She wanted to throw herself into this
woman's arms and let her take her somewhere, anywhere. Her tongue seemed
cemented to the roof of her mouth as she tried to think of a way to explain herself
in a way that Kat could understand. "I'm Anna." The words came out in a near
whisper, [ull of emotion. "I see you here all the time and I want to talk to you
but you ...." Anna's words trailed off She didn't know what to say to this woman.
There was so much Anna wanted to te11her, to ask her. Anna wasn't even sure that
she knew what she wanted, but may be Kat could help her. Her mind buzzed like
an ansrv hive of bees.
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"Hey,that's ok. Anna, huh?" Kat leaned closer. "I know why you came here."
Anna's eyes 91azed over and her breath came quickly "I just... I wanted to, you

know, meet new people and I. you know. ."
"Shhhh. Fuck it," Kat said purring her had over Anna's mouth. "I know. Don't

worry about it. There are a lot of people who come here to fi9ure things out, but
Ithink you are different. Ithink you know what you want. So, what do you say?
You want to get the hell out of here?"

Anna's mind spun. Her rhouehts f1un9 out in two entirely different directions
at once. She could say no and 90 home to her ordinary life and keep prerendins
and never know what it was like ...or ... "Yeah," she whispered. "Yeah."

----- --------~

~
I

I
I
IL- _

"~N~e OF Tf.4e 5f.4~"OW5
BY J,.~U~~ "~IJ,.EY

As I sat and stared
The shadows jumped and danced in sons

With the candle's 9lare
Small and strong

The dark angels seemed to jump in fri9ht
At the si9ht of the dark hour of that 10n9 cold ni9ht

May be it was just silent dreams
Of sweet whispering meadows

But as it seems
It was the dance of the shadows

FIGMe'NT5 OF IMAGINATION #!'''' PAGe' cs







MY ~~5T ~I"e
BY ~~15T~~ G~INO~"5-----:..-----'-~....~,..

/DID NOTW~NTTO B!: nl~~!:. Anywhere butthere. The smell of the flowers,
which once comforted me as they reminded me of the summers on my 9rand-

parents' farm and the many flowers my 9randmother tended, now sickened me.
The smell of the flowers flooded my nose and made me want to purge. I dreaded
having to take them all home, tryin9 to nurture them the best I could, only to
watch them slowIy die. Any thin 9 that is livins cannot exist forever, no matter
how badly we want it to. I knew those flowers would soon perish and once a9ain
become one with the earth from which they 9rew.

The sound in the church, which was once filled with the pleasant chattering
of avid churchgoers, was now replaced with an eary silence. I could hear people
softly COU9hto clear their throats, people here and there blowing their noses, and
every once in a while a whispers of people talking to their neighbors so silently as
if they did not want to get caught. I did not want to turn around and recognize any
of the faces the sounds could be comins from. I did not want to turn around and
see a sympathetic stare 9azed on me from someone I knew. So I remained [acing
forward, hoping to get this whole day over with.

The pastor came to the front of the church and the or9anist be9an her slow,
sad sons. The con9re9ation rose to 9aze upon the coffin as it was carried to the
front of the church by several pallbearers. The coffin my 9randpa chose was
amazinely beautiful. It was an iridescent bronze with a field of wheat embroi-
dered on the inside. He chose to spend the extra money on this airrishr model.
It 9ave him comfort knowing that once his son was buried beneath the 9round,
nothing could get to him and corrupt his corpse. When my 9randpa first men-
tioned the idea of gettin9 an airrisht coffin, I quickly a9reed, not wantins my
father to be disturbed. But today, warchins the coffin make its slow descent down
the lon9 aisle of the church, I could only think of the verse the pastor always used
at Lent: From dust we were made, and to dust we shall return. Would this coffin
prevent my father from becoming one with the earth once a9ain?

The coffin eventually made its way to the front of the church; the or9anist
ceased her sons, and the pastor took his place at the front of the con9re9ation. He
be9an to speak of my dad as a loyal citizen, who was loved by all and would be
missed by everyone. Those words angered me. His speech was so vasue, he could
have been describing anyone of us sittin9 there in that church. Of course my dad
was a loyal citizen and would be 9reatl y missed by all of us, but those were not
the final words I wanted to remember my father by. If I were to 9ive the speech, I
would talk about the pride my dad took in his classic muscle car and the many
times I rode in his car with him. Almost everyone would be able to relate to the
memories in my dad's car. He loved to show off his car to anyone who was up for a
thrill. My anger soon turned to sympathy when I realized neither I nor anyone else
vol unteered to speak at the funeral, and it was up to the pastor to reflect upon my
father's short time on earth.

The pastor then took a seat and I knew what was about to happen next They
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were 90in9 to play the sons my sisters and I chose for my dad. Up until that point
I had not shown any emotion, but I knew when the music started to play, I would
no Ion ger be able to hold my tears back. My heart started to pound, and my body
went into a fi9ht or fli9ht mode. I could feel the adrenaline rushing rhroush my
bod y,and I could feel my face turning red. I turned to my mom, and I pleaded
with her to let me 90, just until the sons was over. She wouldn't let me. She said I
needed to stay and listen to the sons. I wanted to escape. I wanted to craw 1under
all the pews until I made my way to the back of the church and run away. In a half
attempt to do so, when the music started to play, I fell onto my 9randma's lap, sob-
bin9·

After the funeral. I 90t into the car and revved its en9ine, tryin9 to imitate my
dad, and I smiled knowinc I had pleased him. I took my place in line behind the
hearse and everyone soon followed. We then made the slow drive to the cemetery
to bid our Iasr sood-byes and to lay my father in his final resting place.

As we reached the cemetery, my family and I took our place under the blue
tent, the same blue tent I had seen set up at many burials. I knew that tent occu-
pied the friends and family closest to the deceased, but I never had to step foot
underneath it before. I hated standing under there, with my family, as everyone
looked upon us sympathetically while the pastor 9ave his final sermon.

Once the pastor had finished speaking my sisters went forward to place
their roses on my father's 9rave. It was as if it had been rehearsed. Then everyone's
stare was on me as if I were an actress in a play who had for90tten her line. My
sister nudged me to 90 forward and do the same as they had done, but I remained
planted in my spot. I did not want to place my rose on my father's 9rave to satisfy
everyone. If my father could be anywhere in this world ri9ht now, it would not be
there in that coffin.

"Hey Dad!"
The windows of my dad's car were rolled down and my voice carried into it,

and even over his loud music. he heard me. He slammed on his brakes, threw the
car in reverse and squealed his tires, fillin9 the air with smoke. This satisfied me
and everyone could see what a cool dad I had.

"Get in, I'll show you how to handle this rhine."
I took my place in the passenger seat of my father's 1970 El Camino SS.He

had just washed and waxed it, and the black cherry color had never shined so
bri9htly. The aroma of leather, which occupied the interior of the car, surrounded
me. My heart was rhrobbins as the tires squealed as we sped off My dad handled
that car with such ease, and I lonsed to do the same.

He turned onto the open hi9hway and pushed the 9as pertle down to the
floor. The 9auge on the speedometer quickl y rose. I was terrified yet excited as
we raced down the open hi9hway. I looked over to see how fast my dad was 90in9
and the speedometer read ninety. My dad saw me 9lance over and turned to me
and said, "We're actually 90in9 about a hundred and thirty. Do you want to know
what it feels like to lock up the brakes?"

I was terribly fri9htened, yet I was up for a thrill. As my father locked up the
brakes, I thought he was 90in9 to kill us both. He stopped the car and 90t out to let
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me drive back into town. While making my way back into town I never felt so free,
driving such a powerful car, with my dad in the passenger seat beside me.

Mydad was not in that coffin. He was racine down an old country road in
his car. The car we both loved. As the people started to clear out of the cemetery, I
made my way back to the car and placed my rose inside.

Ithen took my last ride with my dad.

I
IL-- _

~~~U~'NG N'G~T
BY EMI~Y ENT~E~

Tonieht, I lie on my back and face the infinite ni9ht sky,
Iadmire the inconstant celestial patterns and the quiet ele9ance of imperfect

stars, they are scattered in dis arrayment

Cold beams oj blindins lishts and burning vapors, enchanting allies of an
incandescent moon, these entities overshadow the trivial burdens of life,

common worries seem pointless in opposition to the 9rand scale of the universe

The ni9ht sky towers down on me like a fearless tyrant, encasing darkness inspires
a driftin9 train of rhousht, as I am surrounded with the haunting beauty of the

unknown, darkness my 9uest and former daylishr's last request

Traces of seasons past remain a memory, summer now the dominant, the ni9ht sky
merely hints at the 9reat mysteries of existence and it forever holds the secrecy of

heaven, my view seems deprived

Earthbound, Iam enamored; 9azin9 up feels like wakine a dream, disorienting
and surreal the ever-present ni9ht always hovering above loyalty, while sleep

9races my eyelids
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we,~"o
BY 1<1~5T~NB~BIUI<_-----~...a-.~ .....~~..W1J:l170,1ITHE W~ITJ:lE55 5~117 TO HEJ:l5EI--Fas her most peculiar customer of the

day exited the little coffee shop on Main,leavin9 no tip. He had obviously
been in a hurry to leave, as if he'd spotted someone he knew. Having seen the 9uy
around town now and then, always alone and often picking 9arbage, however.
Betty decided he had more likely spotted the remains of a ci9arette beside the
curb or a piece of still-chewy 9um stuck to a wall somewhere. Somehow. in his
hurry. the nameless man had managed to quickly count exact change for his cof-
fee. a feat which both surprised and impressed the waitress. She shook her head.
dropped the change into her apron pocket. and be9an to remove the man's mess
of torn paper napkins off the flecked yellow tabletop. rurnins her back as the man
ran up the street. _----:IO----.......-r-- .....~r •••

In 1980. Ron's dad. Bill. had introduced the boy to steer wrestling and bull
riding. Of course. at his age. Ron was stuck ridins sheep and 90ats. but he took it
serious IY. all the same. He was close to both his parents. but especially his father.
He had tauehr him how to fish when he could barely walk, had raught him all the
manly thinss that men should do. Bill's life had been complete the day his first
and only son was born.

That year. the annual family vacation took them to South Dakota to explore
the history of the Wild West. Bill had always been fascinated by the cow boy
ways. and Ron. who took after his father in this respect. be9ged for this trip. They
watched rodeos along the way and finished their tri p off with a quick dri ve to The
Black Hills in South Dakota. The family had never been happier. it seemed. but
their trip ended much too quickly Bill had a rodeo to compete in back home: a
small affair at the state fair9rounds. but one that excited him nonetheless. His son
was also comperins that year. for the first time ever. and the proud father could
not miss that.

In his first event of the competition. Bill rode a bull named Tornado. a
brindle colored animal with lon9 horns and furious eyes. He rode for his full
ei9ht seconds and dismounted to the applause of a violently excited crowd. But
as he stood up from his place in the dust. he felt pain suddenly rush rhroush his
body and warmth trickle down his le9s as they fell numb. The bull had pierced
his 9ut and shaken its head a few times before dropping him to pursue pale- faced.
wild-haired new interests. The EMS was called in. but he died before they even ar-
rived. his son and wife 100kin9 on in horror. Molly stood motionless. just staring
at the red dust in center rin9. as her beloved's body was carried away.The child
bawled in the backsround, suddenly alone for the first time.

A year later. Ron was titled the ur Cowboys Champion in the sheep ridinc
competition. The boy beamed the day he won that trophy. carried it around all
day. 'Noone was there to consrarulare him. but he pretended; he pretended that
his mother was conscious. that his father was off tellin9 all his friends about his
brave son. and that he had some friends by his side to congrarulate him. But even
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back in 1981, Ron was rhousht a little odd by most, and was not well-liked. And
since his mother was generally inebriated since Bill's death, the youn9 boy spent
summer days riding his pony around the now run-down farmyard and brushing
her to an unfittin9 shine.

Pe99YSue was Ron's only friend. At only ten hands hi9h, she was small
enough that he could jump on her back with no saddle, and he had fashioned a
tiny, orange bridle out ofbalin9 twine. Ron had bousht her from the old woman
down the road for $100.00 in allowance, which he had been savin 9 before his
father's death. He fed her off the 9rassy yard and, once in awhile, would take a bit
of the welfare cash from his mom's wallet to buy Pe99YSue a cupful of 9rain or a
bail of 900d hay.

Ron always told his pretend people that she was a "purebred Arabian: fast as
the wind and the pettiest around." In reality, her short, stu bby le9s sU9gested some
Shetland, her cute face and thick. cresty neck hinted at some Welsh blood, and
her excessively muscular hindquarters were clear Iy the mark of <Euarter horse
heritage. Whatever she was, Ron loved her. And Pe99YSue loved him ri9ht back.
When he tumbled off, she stopped abruptly; when he accidentally poked her
in the eye with a 9roomin9 brush, she'd just blink and let him 90 on. She would
prance up to the boy when he 90t home as if she rhoueht she really was his prize
winning Arabian, and she'd follow him around the yard until he went in at ni9ht.
Ron swore he'd learn to calf rope and she'd be his mount. They'd win "millions" of
titles and everyone would want a horse just like Pe99YSue, he said.

Before he even turned eleven, though, as was bound to happen sometime,
Ron's mother sobered up a bit, and spotted a mottled yellow horse in her back
yard that she assumed must be worth somerhins, She hadn't any clue where the
animal had come from, and even pondered briefly whether it was hers. Finally,
unable to recall having ever even wanted to ride a horse, she decided it may-as-
well be sold. She stumbled all the way to the phone and called up the auction
house, who paid her three hundred dollars by the end of that day for the little
mare.

Ron arrived home from the 9rain store that evenins, a cupful of oats in hand.
Hesaw no pony at first, and althoush he thouehr it odd, didn't worry too much.
The boy walked further into the yard, starting to worry as he 90t closer and closer
with still no horse in si9ht. He could hear his mom's music blasting from the
house and yelled at the oblivious woman to "shut that shit off" His heart pound-
ed and paused for a moment as he stepped out behind the house and still saw no
pony. Panic struck. Where had she 90ne? He ran the fence; the task took him an
exhausting half-hour, but Ron never slowed.

By the time he found himself back at the house, he had broken down. His
horse was 90ne with no indication of 109ic.He sat down and cried. Tears ran down
his face, while his mother continued her lonely party inside. As he entered the
house, Ron found his mother, passed out amid pools of vomit and more empty
bottles than he'd ever seen her with. He was a smart kid. He knew then where his
pony, his best friend, had 90ne.

The ten -year-old boy walked out the door and into the wor ld. He be9ged for
money and people 9ave, and when fall temperatures 9radually be9an to overtake
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the warm weather, he hitchhiked south as far as he could before winter's fury
blew in. ----~-----'--•....•.....•

Nearly twenty years later, at age twenty-nine, the boy found himself in Walla
Walla, Washin9ton. He had developed a severe addiction to whatever prepara-
tions he could get his hands on, as a means of escaping, if just for a little while, a
reality in which he felt unwelcome, and usually found whatever meager finances
he needed in passers by.Ron came to know his street life and felt there was no
reason to change it. He was too old, he said, for better things._--------..r-w.-- ....."....

The day Tammy met Ron, he was sirtins on the 9round outside a local sub
shop 100kin9 rather perplexed, his brow furrowed and his brain 9roanin9.

"How you doin'?" he asked the 9irl in the same way a cheesy sitcom character
might hit on 9irls at the bar. She 9lanced, but walked on by, uninterested. On the
way out, however, Ron stopped her a9ain, this time asking for help.

"With what?" Tammy inquired, keeping a safe distance from the stranger, who
was obviously a fi9hter as she j udsed by his 9rotesquely black left eye.

"I need ajob, but I can't spell so 900d and I can't set my application filled all
out."

Tammy felt herself soften and stepped a little closer, relaxing.
"That I can help you with," she said with a soft smile, raking the sheet of paper

from the man and 100kin9 it over quickl y."Okay, well first you just have to 9ive
your name."

He answered her as if he had for90tten it was not the 9irl who asked, but
rather the application. "Ron, Ron Healey."

"Okay, well write it down." She slid the paper across the warm pavement and
pointed to the line.

"Uh-huh. 'Kay."He looked a9ain totally puzzled, this time also embarrassed,
as he tried to act as if he knew exactly what to do.

"Do you know how to spell your name, Ron?"
The man looked down at the 9round and shook his head. "Not so 900d, I'm

sorry. I didn't never really 90 to school or nothin'. Well, since a lon9 time a90, any-
way.Don't remember them days so 900d though." He Iaushed, a9ain with a hint of
embarrassment.

"It's alrisht," Tammy told him, "I can help you. But you write; you may as well
learn," she said, re[usins his attempt to hand her the pen. "Okay. Your first name:
R-O-N."

He rhoueht lon9 and hard before inking in each letter, but eventually identi-
fied himself on the Pizza Hut application as Ron Healy: ex-dishwasher and self-
rauehr mechanic, whose last address was "no address" in Billinss, Montana, and
who was seeking "any" job available.

"So you're from Montana?"
"Yep,I am; 9rew up there. Well, partly there, but really more like everywhere.

But I 90t an idea I needed a change a9ain and wandered off and ended up here."
"How lon9 since you moved?"
"Ummm ...two days I think. It's real' pretty here."
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"Yes,it is..."Tammy looked at him a~ain, curiously. "How'd you ~et that black
eye,Ron?" she asked.

Ron ~azed at the ~round a~ain as Tammy pictured the fi~ht scene, maybe over
druss, maybe over a drunken prostitute, in her head.

"Some asshole in Collese Place. I went to his store, asked for the time. Chased
me out with a broom and hit me in the face. I shoulda known. Those relieious
folks are all the same."

"That's terrible," she responded, "Did you call the police?"
"No, he said he'd call them and they'd pick up a 'weirdo' like me before they'd

take him in. He was ri~ht, too."
"But Ron, that's awful..."
"It's okay, I'm used to it," he finished in the same, nonchalant way someone

mishr say he or she is used to the bitter cold of an eastern Montana winter.
"It's not okay. It's really awful."
A moment of silence and continued work on the application followed, before

Tammy's eyes happened upon her watch and she realized she was officially very
late for work. "Oh, shit, I'm sorry, but I really have to run! I'm late for work! I'll see
you around thouch, I ~uess! Take care of yourself, Ron." She smiled, adding, "And
I'm Tammy, by the way;" and offerin~ her hand, which Ron shook, alrhoush his
choice would have been a close and lin~erin~ hu~. He watched her ~o, for~ettin~
for a moment all his troubles.

Mr.Healy bounced around town for awhile. He found some people to party
and made money be~~in~ while he looked for ajob to no avail. A God-jarins
town like Walla Walla was ~reat for drifters, alrhoush, in usual form, no business
would hire one.

One sunny afternoon, after Tammy had just spent the day shopping down-
town and was on the way back to her car, a few ba~s in tow, she heard her name
rhroush the hot Iune air. Glancing around, she quickly spotted Ron running
toward her from the diner up one block and across the street. She ~reeted him and
a~reed to ~o for coffee, but not at the nearest diner because her cohort feared the
waitress would think he was crazy.

They walked and he talked and eventually, the two ended up at a cafe a little
ways north of his first stop. Ron remembered he had no money left and threw his
hands into his pockets with childlike desperation. Tammy saw the look of horror
on his face as he su~~ested, "Actually, wh - why - why don't we just not have coffee.
We'll just walk around or somethin'."

"It's okay, Ron. I'll buy you a cup."
He ~ave her an impromptu and rather uncomfortable hu~ and thanked her

enthusiasticall y.
"Yousmell ~ood," followed his thanks.
"Ron, thanks. But remember, we're just friends, okay? Sorry, I'm taken." She

flashed a shiny rin~ and beamed.
"Oh, sorry. Sorry, Tammy. But you do smell ~ood."
"It's okay, just keep it in mind. And it's just my shampoo," she said, offerin~

him a smile and a little ~i~~le. Ron smiled back.
After coffee, the duo said their ~oodbyes and both went "home" with their

FIGMe:NTS OF IMAGINATION *!'(1)' PAGe: 22



own rhouchrs. Tammy was saddened by her inability to make Ron's day better,
and she promised herself that she would be perhaps his first friend.

Meanwhile, Ron wondered if life was really worth conrinuins. He rhouehr
about how he would be alone forever, on the streets and in misery. He returned
to his home in an alley behind the Rose Street Safeway, lit a cisarerte butt, and
reached into his pocket to pull out the small packet of acid he had bousht the
week before. Ron placed the first square onto his tonsue, let it dissolve a little, and
swallowed, closing his eyes. He took then, another, and then the last.

A 90lden horse suddenl y danced before Ron's eyes, in and out of reality,
taunrins him to follow her. His mother stood just out of reach, smiling at him
as she had before his father's death; and suddenl y,the world became that old
farmyard, held t0gether by love and baline twine, and his father stepped onto the
porch of the tid y little house. The boy a9ain saw a place where he belonged, where
evervthinc was as it should be. He stood up, patted the horse that wasn't there,
waved at his father, and smiled at his 9hostl y mother. He walked across the street
to a bi9 blue apartment building with a small blue fire ladder on its side. As he
approached, a paint chip fell toward him, indecisive in the wind, and landed on
his shoulder. Ron didn't notice.

He mounted the first step and continued up to the third and hi9hest floor.
Tohim, then, it was the ladder to the old hayloft he climbed, the red paint still
fresh enough that its scent tickled his nose. He stepped onto the tattered shelf and
looked over a shaky railing. Below stood his beloved pony, his Iovine mother, his
father, full of life, and his home. Without a moment's hesitation, Ron, thrust his
bod y over the side, with wide eyes open, toward the deep-grassed meadow beside
the barn. He fell quickly, Iandine hard upon the cement.

The police responded to a call by a tenant of the bi9 blue house the next day.
There, they found the body of an unidentified man, pale, stiff, and cold. Tammy
heard about the death on the news and had 90ne quickly to the police station to
9ive him an identity: simply, Ron Healey. Police searches showed that he had been
born the son of William and Moll y Healey, in GIassow, Montana. His last record-
ed residence was a small town north west of his birthplace, where his mother still
lived. Ron was two days short of his thirtieth birthday when he died.

Tammy sat at home the [ollowins evenins, 100kin9 over photocopies of the of-
ficial report. She looked through an old photo into Ron's troubled eyes, and sud-
denl y understood. She knew that in death, he had found his dreams, his peace,
and his life. "Happy Birthday," she said.

FIGMIO~T5 OF IMAGI~ATIO~ #/'(0$ PAGE 23





e~~M IN T~e 5TO~M
BY ANDRew J.~RR'vee

I'VE 5PENT M05T OF MY ~IFE W~ITINGFOr:l nl~T 5P~r:l1<- the flash of brilliance
that comes when you least expect it - where all you can do is accept and em-

brace the power it holds over you. As a precocious child nurtured by literature,
music, and the arts, I always dreamed of something more. I had been told college
would be the 9ateway to what I wanted in life, so I proceeded to make sure that I
90t as far away as I could from evervthins that seemed to be holding me back.

When I was offered an academic scholarship to the University of Arizona last
year, I felt like all my hard work was finally beins rewarded. Independence and
self-discovery had been my two bi9gest 90als since I was a little boy, but now that
they were approaching I was be9innin9 to have some second rhoushrs. I never told
anyone those doubts rhoush, and when the time came for me to be on my own in
a strange new land, it was overwhelming to say the least. I almost ran away before
school had even started. Crushed by my own ambition at a time when I had no
one else to turn to, I became a thin, dilapidated version of my former sel f

I was able to resist the temptation to escape, but those repressed emotions
that had come crumbling down were still very much present. I 9rad uall y became
more and more distant from the student body surrounding me. My only satisfac-
tion caame in the late nisht walks and bike rides that, for a short time, separated
me from everyone else.

I needed a reason to stay in Tucson. I needed a reason to feel alive. I needed
something that could make me appreciate the miracle and 9ift of nature. My wish
came true one Saturday afternoon in September, when everyone except me had
9athered for the bi9 [ootball same.

I had originally reserved the day for pracricins my trombone and findin9 a
place to volunteer, but I put my second errand on hold when I heard the bellow-
in9 ache of thunder and the pitter- patter of rain seep through the music complex.
As I went to unchain my bike, I discovered that it wasn't raining, it was pouring
with wild abandon and relentless fury. I could not miss this opportunity. I de-
cided that I would not stop bikin9 until the storm let up.

With the dynamic sounds of Miles Davis andJJJohnson still fresh in my
mind, I zoomed past the tall palm trees and irrigated lawns of the vast campus I
was already takins for 9ranted. I Iaushed with maniacal deli9ht as I passed by
all the people running for shelter. The storm just kept gettin9 worse and worse.
Rain seemed to be pelrine me from all directions, but it couldn't have been more
exhilararins. There was no rhyme or reason to where I was 90in9; I just turned
whenever I was compelled to do so.Ierrins my primal instincts 9uide me. The
storm quickl Y ballooned to monstrous proportions. Most normal. sane human
beings would have stopped ri9ht there and 90ne home. I. however, was not a sane
person at the time. The storm was relentless and unvieldine, but so was I. It was
like some 9reat naturalistic short story by Crane or Herninsway where the char-
acter is pitted a9ainst the elements of nature in a fi9ht to the death. I really could
have been seriously injured at any point. I could have been struck by the danger-
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li~htnin~, been hit by a car with the poor visibility of myself and others, or have
lost my ~rip on the water- filled roads causing me to head srraishr into traffic, but I
came out untouched. At that moment in time, nothing could ~o wrong.

I had never felt so alive. I be~an to see rhines in a completely different li~ht.
Everythins was suddenly si~nificant as I found myself fascinated with even the
smallest of miracles. I looked around at the scenery and noticed how perfectly the
architecture and the desert complimented each other. I noticed how beautifully
random the ve~etation sprouted in some places and marveled at the sheer size of
the mountains surrounding me. I focused on the flow of the water; how currents
were formed in some areas; how the sli~htest chance in ropocraphy and elevation
yielded completely different results. I developed an intense appreciation for how
complicated and all encompassing the world really is. I had spent the majority of
my life Iookine for answers and ~ettin~ nothing but more questions in return, but
I realized then that these questions were what made life so incredible. I became
content in the fact that I knew nothing that day. Even as complete chaos sur-
rounded me, I felt at peace.

I was in the worst of the storm while I was thinking these thouehrs. There were
times that I was completely hydroplaning and I had no control over my bike.
There were also times when a car would pass by and spray water over me so that
I wasn't able to see where I was ~oin~ for at least five seconds. It was one of these
times where I lost control, hit the curb, and wiped out in the ~rass. I couldn't help
but lauch. I later found out that I had completely screwed up the alienmenr of my
wheels, but I didn't care then. I started sin~in~ songs as loud as I could, my voice
drowned out by the everlasting roar of the small typhoon.

After about an hour I decided it was time to head back. Fortunately, I had
zi~za~~ed enoush that I wasn't that far away from home. On my way back. I came
across a ~uy whose car was stuck in almost waist -level water. My initial reaction
was to keep ~oin~, but I decided to see what I could do to help. We pushed the
car into the nearest driveway, and alons the way other people came out to help. I
know he would have been fine without me, but there was something about that
unification-of strangers that was really rewardine. For once I had done something
where I knew I would ~et nothing in return.

The storm had dramatically backed off since my part in the rescue operation,
and now I was be~innin~ to slow down too. It was still raining, but there was a
~enuine peacefulness in the air now. I no longer re~arded my experience as a fi~ht
a~ainst nature. Somewhere during my little escapade, I had become one with na-
ture. I rhoushr it was just a cliche before, but it was as if our heartbeat and breath-
in~ were now one in the same. When it picked up the pace, I picked up the pace as
well. When it backed off, something made me su bconsciousl y back off with it. I
never rhousht that the feelin~ was possible.

I'm still hesitant to throw around words like "epiphany" or "spiritual revela-
tion," but I do know that somethine inside me chan ~ed forever that day. It wasn't
spiritual; it was somerhing bi~~er, something harder to define. It made me realize
how vast the universe is. I came home drenched from head to toe afterwards to
see that evervrhins was as it was before. I laughed at my stupidity when I saw that
the CDplayer I had been carryins in my backpack was ruined. My older room-
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mate could onl y marvel at my apparent insanity as I tried to recreate the scene
for him. I took a shower to try and see ifl could make some sense of what had just
happened, but it was a vain attempt. I'll never be able to fully comprehend and
articulate the change that came over me on that unassuming day. It will forever
be in9rained in my consciousness, but it will never be completely understood.

The revelation, as they always are, was only temporary. I realized about a
month later that I couldn't keep exposing myself to an environment this draining
and hazardous to my mental health. I'm still not sure what made my first college
experience start off so horri bl y,but part of it misht have been the disappointment
of entering a place still very much like my own. This time, it was much bi9ger and
much more rhrearenine. When I couldn't find anyone to relate to, I withdrew into
a world of books, music, and dreams. I was so focused on the future that I for90t to
enjoy the present. My bike rides were the only thin9 that kept me sane. I now look
back on that journey throush the pouring rain as proof that I don't need dazzlin9
credentials or hi9h-profile instructors in order to become creatively inspired or
enliehtened. All I need to do is sustain the thirst for knowledge and creativity that
I already possess. All I need to do is look to nature whenever I am frustrated. If I do
those thinss, evervrhine else should fall into place.

Even after everyrhine that happened, I still wouldn't change anythins about
my stay in Tucson. That Saturday afternoon was just one of many moments there
that made me become more aware of what kind of person I was and what my
limitations were. I learned that I couldn't keep purrins pressure on myself to be
the best in everyrhine that I did. I learned to appreciate the world around me, and
not remove myself from it whenever thinss didn't 90 my way. I found out what the
world outside was like - and it wasn't always pretty. Despite that rhoush, myexpe-
riences there 9ave me hope that I would someday be able to find my voice. I took a
chance with my challenge a9ainst the elements, and I came out forever changed
by the experience. I lived most of my life settling with what was comfortable and
familiar, but by exploring the unknown, I discovered that the spark I craved
would never be found unless some de9ree of risk was taken.
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T~E ~IVE~
BY P~T V~NNeTT------....----'--- ...•~•....•T f-IE ~U5T~E OF ~E~VE5 C7~IEC7 F~OM f-IE~VY F~05T. the churning rush of the

swift current comforted Sarah as she sat on the park bench near the walking
path alone the Missouri River. The beautiful middle-aced woman sat motionless,
unaware of the traffic nearby. She was drawn to the water like a woman drawn
into her lover's arms. She Ionsed for the peace it promised her if she would only
enter its cleansing ~race.

Sarah Hunter pried open her weary eyes, bloodshot and stuck with the yellow
matter that collects in the corners from sleep. Exhaustion showed in the lines
around her eyes and in the puffiness of her cheeks. She often worked late into the
ni~ht. Last ni~ht had been particularly lon~. She had become quite busy at her
Medical Transcription job. Workin~ from her home office, she had developed the
habit of working durine the ni~ht in order to keep her afternoons and evenines
free for family activities. With the start of the school year, she was becomin ~more
involved with volunteer work at her daushter Erin's hi~h school.

Rollins over, the bedroom clock admonished her with its neon red numbers.
Nine-thirty a.m. She vaeuely remembered hearing the rush of footsteps upon
the stairs and the bang of the front door - Erin, her sixteen year old.Ieavins for
school. Or was that yesterday? Is today Saturday? Feelins disoriented, Sarah
located the remote control on the ni~htstand at her bedside and turned on the
television sinins on the dresser across the room. Let's see, the news channel should
tell me something. "Oh, my God!'' The words sprang from her lips. What are they
sayins? What?

"For those jusr joining us, there has been a terrible rrasedy A plane has struck
the Penrason," The broadcaster announced.

Mesmerized, Sarah's eyes bl urred. Tears rolled down her cheeks. The rrased y
pierced her like a knife rippine rhroueh her stomach and sides. The phone's
harsh rin~in~ broke into her shocked, horrified mind.

"Are you warchins the news?" Her husband Bill was calling from his account-
in~ office.

"I just turned it on. What is it?"
"They're saving it mishr be terrorists."
"What? Are they sure?" Terror filled Sarah's voice.
"I think they're pretty sure. They probably wouldn't even su~~est it otherwise."

Bill was the lo~ical half of this couple.
"I better call Daniel." Their son was attending Colorado State University and

of her three children, she knew he would need to hear her voice today. They had
a special bond, as mother and son. He had always been emotion all y attached to
her. As a child, he needed her to rock him before sleep would come and would
often awaken after she had placed him in his bed and pirter-patter down the hall
to where she and Bill lay to climb in between them. That, too, had been a time of
disagreement for the couple. Bill rhoughr she babied Daniel. And may be she did,
just a little. But her son always seemed to need her close to him, and she couldn't
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bear to hear his cries.
"What for?" Her husband admonished her. "You can't do anvrhins, anyway"
"I know that. but it always helps to talk to family during tragedies."
"Whatever." His typical dismissal of her.
Throushour the day, Sarah was vi~ilant to the news. The drama kept escalat-

in~ as more events played out. It was like warchins one of the action movies that
had become so popular of late. Sarah was reminded of the movie she had recently
watched with her daughter Erin where the renegade asteroid was read y to destroy
the earth in twelve hours. She kept waiting for the hero to come up with some
miraculous way to save this horrible day

Sarah fielded calls from all three of her children that afternoon. Even Jane,
her very independent twenty- five- year old, called to hear her mother's voice. Jane
had always been a distant child. The oldest, she took on more responsi biliry for
her younger siblinss than was necessary Sarah often wondered inane resented
that role or if she was just more observant of her parents' animosity toward each
other, causing her to be more distant and judgmental. Today, Sarah listened to her
children's fears, comjorrins them in their need to feel ~rounded. Barely peeling
herself from the mayhem displayed on every major television station even to eat
or use the bathroom, Sarah became weak with despair.

The day [ollowins 9-11, Sarah awoke to an empty house. The family do~,
Jasper, was pacing near the front door, his si~nal of needing to be let out into their
spacious, fenced back yard. Annoyed at the interruption of her sleep - Sarah's
onl y escape from the trauma of the past twenty-four hours - she climbed from her
bed and made her way down the stairs to let the do~ out. As she opened the slidin ~
~lass door to the backyard, Sarah breathed in the crisp morning air mixed with
a hint of the musky aroma risine from decaying [oliage. Drawn to it, and with a
pretense of ~ettin~ much needed exercise, she went back to her bedroom. Sarah
chanced into the insulated sweatpants and sweatshirt she wore to Erin's soccer
~ames, walking shoes, mittens and a hat. Goin~ through her pristine kitchen to
the ~ara~e door, she ~rabbed the collie's leash and headed out for a walk.

As she entered the back yard.Iasper immediately recognized his worn, brown,
leather leash. He ran to her and jumped up excitedly, wa~~in~ his tale. His lone,
~olden brown hair had become wet from the dewy ~rass. It felt much like a wet
ra~ ru~ brin~in~ warm memories of Sarah's childhood. A smile formed on her
face as she recalled the fi~ht she had put up when Erin be~~ed for a dos knowing
that ulrimatel y the responsibility for its care would fall to her since she worked
from home most days. Sarah and Erin had found this youn ~Collie at the Humane
Society He had been a quiet, cowering animal. With the family's loving attention,
Jasper had become a happy, playful family pet and Sarah's daily companion.

Goin~ to the street and turning left, Sarah quickl y made her way to the
nearby walkins path. Her warm breath created a vapor as it mixed with the
cool mornins air. Jasper, always excited with their daily walking ritual. stopped
frequently to sniff and raise his le~ to pee. The street traffic was heavier here. As
she approached the underpass, the rumble of tires echoed overhead. The rush-
in~ sound of a ~a~~le of ~eese rising from the river was a distant backdrop to the
churning of Sarah's rhouehts.
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As the companions neared the walking path alone the river, Sarah felt the
calm and gentle tU9of the current. Increasing her pace, her urge to be nearer that
mi9hty water 9rew. The woman's stature became more uprishr. Her head rose
hi9her, her chest lifted, her back srraishrened, her confidence rose as she neared
her special place. Jasper sensed the change in his master. His ears perked up and
he no longer strayed from the path.

Sarah stopped, knowing instantly when she arrived at the bench she had
been searching. Sittin9, holding Jasper's worn, leather leash loosel y in her hand,
she studied the river intently. She felt a kinship with the 9ray, churning water.
Here she felt accepted. The river talked to her - not in the harsh words she heard
everyday: "That's stupid. What are you doine that for?" This mantra came from
her husband. "What are you doine that for? That's stupid." Her daushrer Jane had
learned weIl from her father - but with the cooing of a lover: "Come to me. I will
wash the sadness from your heart." The river accepted Sarah with all her faults,
with all her despair. Yesterday's events had propeIled her to this place of peace.
She felt a kinship with those who had passed. They had not chosen the sudden
passins into another world. They had not been able to talk with their loved ones
before they died. The cleansing waters caIled to her aching heart with promises of
unconditional love and peace.

Jasper tU9ged at the leash. He wanted to explore the earthen path leadins to
the river's edge. They had come to this place before and Jasper loved to drink from
the river. A ra9ged flock of mergansers floated by,some divine, others 100kin9
alert. The faces of her children Jane, Daniel and Erin passed before her eyes. She
loved them dearly and had 9iven them a firm foundation to their lives.

It was in this moment that Sarah realized the despair she felt in her relation-
ship with Bill. He truly did not love her anymore, may be he never had. And she
no longer loved him. Not so much him as what he and their life had become. They
could no longer have a conversation without hurtful rhinss beins exchanged.
They had not shared the same bed for several years. BiII chose to seek others for
this comfort that she was no longer able to 9ive him.

How had they come to this point? It was so surprising to her. She had devoted
her life to her family. She 9ave up working at re9ular jobs where she could benefit
from daily personal contact and personal 9rowth. She mothered and nurtured
all her children in the way they needed. Her children were at the front of her
thoushts now. Jane always seemed to have a bone to pick with her; she had a spe-
cial relationship with her father, Bill. Daniel would always be the free spirit. Erin
was the over-achiever of the family; she would make a wonderful teacher one day.
Sarah and BiIl had been separated about ten years earlier, and she had aIlowed
him to return. She did have to admit that he had tried, for a while, anyway, to love
her a9ain. But, she just wasn't any fun anymore. She snickered. Fun to him was
gettin9 drunk and drooling han9in9 on all the women in the bar, Including her.
She hated that. It was the worst insult to her and to their marriage, and she knew
in her heart that their life t0gether was over.

Sarah rose from the bench. The d09'S smooth, leather leash slipped from her
hand. She placed one step in front of the other yearnins to be covered in the wel-
comins peace of the Missouri.
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BU~Ie" IN T~e SNOW
BY 4CON~~" B~Ue~

IT WI1S SNOWING BEI1UTlFUI- SNOW. The soft flakes blanketed our vision for as
far as we could see, a massive twenty feet. It wasn't cold; rather, I think the thick

snow was keeping all the warmth in. My cousin, his friend, and Iwere hikins
down rhroueh the rU9ged hills and tall pine trees.

Harv, my cousin, was kind of an idiot that liked to drink. He can sure hold his
own in a bar fi9ht, though. Through his two years ofle9al drinking he learned his
size and bulk allowed him to be sli9htly less drunk and sli9htly more intelligent
than most of the other bi9, dumb, drunken opponents he faced. Note, slishtl y
more intelligent. Harv's parents owned a cabin somewhere in the outskirts of the
Rockies. I needed a break from life, so I a9reed to 90 with him.

The cabin had heat, books, and crappy television with basic cable. I was more
interested in the heat and books. Strange how two such commodities could make
a person feel so content. However, Harv was not content with the simplicity of the
cabin. He wanted every channel he could get on the television. Every brain cell-
killin9 channel he watched everyday every week at home, he wanted here. "The
only thin9 better than warchine T.V'.and gettin9 drunk at home is watching T.V'.
and gettin9 drunk somewhere else!" was his number one reason for the trip to the
cabin.

Harv had invited his friend alone. Everyone called him Chub. I never did
learn his real name. Chub was the reason Harv 90t in so many bar fi9hts. A fat.
chubby, short welt of a fi9ure, Chub was the same age but weaker, cockier, and
more annoyins than Harv. Ididn't think very hi9hly of him. Iflat out told him
that just before we sq ueezed out the small door of the cabin.

He was also the reason we left our nice, warm abode. Chub was the proud
purchaser of a cable descrambler. This descrambler could theoretically 9rant
Harv's wish of all the television channels he wanted. The combined brainpower
of my two companions, still ne9ative, surprisinely managed to di9 out old blue
prints and maps of the cabin. Because of the weather that sometimes visited these
white hills, all the wiring was buried. They found a cable and electric box about
a half-mile downhill where our cabin was. It was the undersround wire hub for
several cabins in the ten-mile radius of its domain.

"Ay,Frail!" Harv's voice rans out cutting throush the silence I was too busy
noticing to answer him. He tried louder.

"Frail!" Frail was my nickname. Franz was my real name. Didn't like Franz
too much. Was called Frail because I was tiny and thin. Note, not sickly. I liked the
name Frail, so Ikept it.

"Frail?" He looked back. wondering if I had disappeared in the heavy snow
we were walkins in.

"Don't be so loud .." Imanaged to whisper while adjusting the oversized coat I
was wearing to make it more comfortable.

"What're ya 90nna do when we get back to the cabin?"
"Read."
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Harv answered in a way that he understood and nullified the conversation at
the same time. "Ya."

Another few minutes passed with silence. We had been walking for about
twenty minutes. The cable box was probably yards from where we were. However,
Chub was breathine hard and looked as ifhe was about to pop.

"U9h,9UYS!Can we stop for like, a second?" He sputtered, out of breath.
"Chub, we can't be that far from the box. You can rest there," I remarked.
Chub had leaned a9ainst one of the many pine trees that were scattered

around the area. Harv had stopped, turned around, and looked at me with
puppy-doe eyes. I 9ave in .

.....I...I suppose we could stop for awhile." I stopped and plopped down in the
snow where I was. I didn't bother moving underneath the tree to protect myself
from the endless flakes. Harv walked over and sat next to Chub.

"Think we'll be able to watch porn when we put this thin9 in?" Chub put
9reat emphasis on the word porn, holding the descrambler in his hand.

"Yeah, that'd be 9reat!" Harv answered, of course.
I sat there in the snow. It was the first time I noticed it. We were all wearing the

same color coats. The same drab 9reen tainted all our 9arments. I secretl y won-
dered if I was the only one who hadn't noticed the marching colors of our coats
yet.

Between the conversation of idiocy and the snow bein9 piled on top of me, I
eventually drifted to sleep. It was a short bout of sleep. I dreamt I was somewhere
and it was snowing. The only difference between my dream and reality was that
my dream was completely silent. There was no one around. Silence saturated the
air in my dream world.

"Frail!" The ironic end to my dream came abruptly. Harv's friendly steel-toed
boot accompanied his yell with a kick to my kidneys. Had it been anyone else in
our trou pe that kicked me, I would have made sure they paid for it.

"All ri9ht, I'm up." I quickly climbed to my feet [earins another wake up call.
"<Euitwasting our time, Frail!" Chub 9lared at me. I didn't say a word. I didn't

even meet his eyes. I simply ran to Harv who was already trud9in9 away. Chub
met us shortly after. Out of breath.

We finall y arrived at our sliehtl y excitins destination practicall y seconds
after our rest. The cold off-manila colored box barely stuck out from its white
abyss. We cleared away the snow and stood there. We 9lanced at one another,
wondering what the next step was. Eventually our attention and eyes rested on
the object in front of us. During our rest the f09 in the distance turned to 9ray
from its previously joyful white.

"So how do we open it?" Chub asked. Before anyone could answer, Harv
rushed forward and bashed the box several times with the hammer he had
brousht alone, He peeled away the covering to reveal the metal creature's 9uts.
One of the wires inside was sizzlins, damaged by Harv's assault and reacting to
the wet snow that now fell on its unprotected form. Chub seemed alarmed but did
not show it in his voice.

"Uh, oh, hope that wasn't ours."
"No, it wasn't. That one's labeled 143A, electrical. Ours is 138," I reassured
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him, remembering the numbers on the side of the cabin and on the blue prints.
Someone out here is 90in9 to be wondering what happened to their electricity.

"Well, we didn't come all this way for norhing. Frail. put the box in."
"What?" This was Chub and Harv's brainchild! I didn't want anvrhins to do

with this. I almost yelled at Chub for even sU9gestin9 such an idea, but then Harv
spoke.

"Yeah,justdo it, Frail. You're smarter than both of us, and we'd prob'Iv screw
up."

Instead of denyine their req uest I. for some reason, a9reed. I also noticed on
the 9round by Harv blood from his hand. He was tryin9 to hide his wound, and
the snow was quickly covering the blood on the 9round. He must have 90tten it
when rearing the metal covering open. No blood seemed to have 90ne onto the
metal cable box, rhoush, Chub hadn't noticed.

"All ri9ht, fine." The box stood inches away from me. I peered into the 9ap-
in9 tear, courtesy o'[Harv's massive srrensth, and prospected my plan of action.
A hammer, a wire cutter, and the descrarnbler were all that Harv and Chub had
brousht alone, Chub had mentioned something at the cabin about the person
who sold him the descrambler. I supposedly was to cut the cable that was ours
and twist the end wires into the two protruding sides of the descrambler.

I took off my mittens and put them in my coat pocket. I hadn't noticed it,
reall y,but when my bare skin came in contact with the air I did. It had 90tten
colder. A sli9ht breeze helped the already quick numbing of my hands.

Leaning forward with the wire cutter, I clipped the wire that was ours and
shaved the covering of both ends. Takin9 the descrambler in my other hand, I
advanced on my target. Harv watched with a sense of stupidity in his face. Chub
watched with a smirk on his face. Neither of them noticed the small cut I made in
the electrical cord.

Between the wetness of the melted snow on my hands and the dryness in the
air, I flew about twenty feet back after comins in contact with the electrical. I
didn't think it'd be that bad, but it still accomplished my task. It hurt for a split
second and singed my fingers. My two companions scurried quickly away with
a look of fear and surprise on their faces. I never thought Chub could move that
fast.

It was still snowing beautifully. I managed to get my mittens back on. And I
lay there in the snow. Warmth a9ain returned to my fingers and body, insulated
by the snow and my lack of movement. Finally. It was quiet. I twisted my neck in
several directions seeing if those two idiots were still around. Nope. The televi-
sion cable was cut. There will be no more idiot box to loathe when I get back to
the cabin. I enjoyed the next fifteen, maybe twenty, minutes of my life in complete
silence, buried in the snow.
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~~~M W~TE~5
BY J'fNNIFf~ WfI5Gf~Bf~_-------..I-- ~~.

TI-le AI~B~U5I_leD el_leVY VAN ~UMBe~eD DOWN TI_le I_lIGI_lWAY.a blur of delicate
smoky landscapes a9ainst the 9rey paved road. Emily lay in the back of the

van, caressed by the heat of full- blown summer as it noisil y blew in from the two
open windows. The warm wind felt comjorrinc, even though her skin was starring
to stick to the velvet upholstery that lined the built-in bed.

She yawned and stretched; she preferred to sleep on these lon9 road trips. The
heat made it almost impossible not to. Sittin9 up, she noticed that her muscles
were sti ff Even though she was only twelve, the space was too small to share com-
fortabl y with her fifteen -year old sister. She turned around to look out the tinted
porthole situated on either side of the bed. The window was bubble-shaped, and
she could see parts of her own reflection as she stared at other families passing
by in normal cars like station wasons and minivans, wondering where they were
headed.

She leaned over, her elbow di99in9 into her sister's side, and yelled toward the
front of the van.

"Mom, where are we?" She paused, tryin9 to distinguish sounds of the choppy
wind from what mi9ht be her mother's voice.

"Get off me, Emily," her sister said, twisting away. "You're hurting me."
"Oh.just hold on, Kate," she said impatiently. "I'm tryin9 to fi9ure out if we're

almost there, and you're in my way. It's not my fault you 90t the better spot. I woke
up late this morning."

There was still no reply from the front of the van.
"Mom. MOM. Hey,Mom!" she tried a9ain.
"What is it?" Her mother turned in the bucket passenger seat to face Emily.

The wind blew her curly dark hair up into a [loarins crown around her kind face.
Her stepfather sat behind the lambskin-covered steerins wheel, smoking a ci9a-
rette. His eyes never left the road.

Finally, an answer. Feet could seem like miles in a bi9 car.
"Where are we? Are we almost there yet?" Emily asked.
"Emmy, I don't know," her mother replied. "Wait, there's a si9n comins up.

We're just passing Mobile. We're gettin9 close, honey."
This was ~ood news, she thoushr, as she moved away from her sister, apply-

in9 a little extra pressure on Kate's side as she went. The older she 9ot, the longer
the trips seemed to be. She still looked forward to the change of scenery, from the
masnolia trees and dirty streets of New Orleans to the tall pine trees and white
sand of Navarre, Florida. Vacations were almost cleansing - the change of people,
of attitudes, of air.

As the van rolled further east along Interstate 10, the breeze roaring through
her hair be9an to smell more like salt. She lay back down and closed her eyes,
ima9inin9 her favorite place - the beach. She loved the rwistins, white-hot sand
dunes protected by yards upon yards of sea oats and 9iant cursrass that led to
sparkling open water. One of her favorite rhings to do was walk along the shore
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while foamy waves washed over her feet, beins careful not to step on the sharp
shells embedded in the sand. The waves were so playful and powerful; she could
jump over them, evadinglv, she could run into them, embracing the water with
her eyes ti9htly closed to keep the srine out. She still remembered the summer
when hundreds of jellyfish were stranded durins a hi9h tide. Unable to get back
to the ocean, they suffocated on the dry hot sand, their translucent bodies dryins
to 9ummy sacs of clear liquid that spilled out when punctured with a piece of
driftwood.

But the beach would have to wait. They weren't even in Florida yet. She
si9hed. Patience was never a virtue Emily possessed; neither was punctuality. At
her 9randparents' house one summer, she overheard her 9randfather say, "That
9irl'S 90in9 to be late to her own funeral." He meant it in a jokin9 manner, but her
cheeks burned as she heard the rest of her family lauch. Years later, as she lay in
the van, staring at the shas-carpered mess of blue and 9reen ceiling, this memory
flooded her mind. She felt her cheeks gettin9 hot and turned to face the wall to try
to be alone.

She soon fell asleep, and the miles went by at a stead y pace. As the van slowed
down, takins its last exit of the day, Emily awoke from her turbulent slumber.
She sat up to look rhroush the windshield and be9an to recognize intersections,
9as stations and 9rocery stores. The si9ht of red scoria roads was comjorrine. Her
sleepiness soon wore off as the excitement ofbein9 somewhere new spread across
her body.

Emily took comfort in the fact that it was only a short distance on the hi9h-
way before she could get out of the van. The hi9hway ran parallel to the ocean,
teasing travelers with 9limpses of transl ucent 9reen-blue waves forever rollin9 in
to shore, the sun's reflection 9lintin9like diamonds. Impatience washed over Em-
ily like the sometimes strong waves at the beach knocked her off her feet; all she
could do was watch the sand dunes.

The van, chu99in9 tiredly alone after a Ions day on the road, rolled down a
scoria street lined with pine trees and drv-Iookine wild 9rasses. It slowed and
pulled into a driveway that led to a small trailer near the back of a lot. Our vaca-
tion home isn't much, she thought every time she saw the dilapidated one-bed-
room with an addition in the back, but its ours. And she 9uessed that counted for
something,

Emily nudged her sister, who was still reading. Kate was always reading, and
occasionally it annoyed Emily. Especially when she wanted to get out of the van
after a lon9 road trip and Kate was in her way.And especially when the beach was
calling her name.

"Kate, come on. We're here. Move so we can get out."
"Just a second. I want to get my stuff t0gether so I don't leave any books in the

car."
"Wecan get it later. Come on," Emily said with frustration. "The sooner we get

out, the sooner we can get to the beach."
After some more hustling, her sister finally 90t moving, and Emily scooted

out of the slidin9 door, her le9s weak at first from lack of use. She 9athered up her
ba9 of clothes and swimming suits, Walkman and flip- flops, and rushed to the
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door behind her mother and stepfather.
Her stepfather's rough hands jansled the dead bolt off the lock. and the small

trailer door opened. The musty smell of old bu~ spray hun ~ in the air. Every time
they left town, her stepfather, a temporary solider, launched an insect fo~~er to
keep pests out during the months they were away.

Emil y al ways thought this trailer was made for small people, for people her
heicht and size. The kitchen cupboards were small, the counters low, and the sinks
miniature. Her stepfather had to stoop to pass under the doorframes, but it was
just perfect for her mother, sister, and her. After pausing to look around - some-
times rhinss seemed to chance since she had been there the last time, to play tricks
on her memory - she ran to the bedroom she shared with her sister and quickl y
chanced into her swimsuit.

"Well, somebody's ready for the beach," her mother said.Iookins at the pudsv
blonde ~ir1who fli p- flopped into the kitchen, beach towel in hand.

"Are we ~oin~ soon?" Emily asked.
"Soon. Let me pack the cooler first. Go outside with Kate until we're ready to

~o."
Emily stepped out the metal front door onto the small cement porch that

framed the front of the trailer and saw Kate reading on one of the plastic patio
chairs.

"Will you swim with me when we ~et to the beach?" she asked. No immediate
response. Emily si~hed.

"Hey,Kate."
"Yeah?" Her sister looked u p, [olding the corner of the pase she was on.
"Will you swim with me? At the beach?"
"Probably, yeah." Kate went back to reading.
Emily turned from her sister and walked around the lot, staring down at the

fallen pine needles that padded the space between her feet and the ~round. Most
people didn't know that northern Florida has no palm trees, she thought. When
they first came here, she was disappointed with seeine only pine trees herself Em-
ily smiled at the memory of her first introduction to Florida as she walked down
the driveway. where, more and more, the dry, dusty red scoria started peeking out
through the brown pine needles. She crossed the road, kicking chunks of red clay,
and stopped at the mailbox. The rusty hinges squeaked as she checked for mail.
Just a few catalogs. she left them there.

The trip back to the trailer was a little more excirins, she quickened her step
as she saw her mother Ioadins the cooler back in the van. She ran to bother her
sister a~ain, but Kate was already in the van, maybe to secure the better spot for
the second time that day.

"Yes,we're finally ~oin~!" Emily said, mostly to herself
She boarded the van, crawling to the way back. not minding the cramped

space this time. Her stepfather, deeply, unhealthily tanned and now just wearing
cut-offs, climbed into the bucket seat behind the steering wheel. Her mother's
eyes were adorned with exa~~erated tortoiseshell sunglasses with rhinestone
embellishments; a mesh cover-up clune to her swimming suit. Emily thoushr the
swimwear was ironic; neither her mother or stepfather ever seemed to ~o into the
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ocean. Tothem, hot days at the beach were just for sunbathing, and the ocean was
there to wash off the heat every few hours.

The van once a9ain roared to life and they headed to the beach. The few miles
ofhi9hway seemed even longer the second time around, especially since her par-
ents always tried to 90 out a little bit farther along the coast than most people did
in an attempt to find some privacy. They, after all, weren't tourists.

Emily looked out the bubble windows a9ain; there, on the ri9ht, was that
weird i9100-shaped house on stilts she always looked for.

"Hey,Mom, there's that house. Why did they build their house like that?" she
asked.

Her mother turned around in her seat, smiling with patient frustration be-
cause Emily asked the same question every time that particular house appeared.

"Because of the hurricane season, dear. The tides have come across the hi9h-
way before, they were so hi9h."

-os. Emily said, switching to the other window to look at the dunes a9ain.
Wehave to be close, she rhousht. It wasn't lon9 before the van slowed and pulled
to the side of the hi9hway, waitins for a line of cars to pass. When there was a
break. her stepfather pulled a wide u-turn and parked alongside the hi9hway, in
the sand y dirt.

As soon as the slidine door opened, Emily pushed past her sister and 9rabbed
a handful of towels so she wouldn't hear complaints from Kate about not helping.
Her parents always brought extra towels to wipe sand from all ei9ht of their feet
before reentering the van. Beach sand was incorrigible. the stubborn white 9ran-
ules, if allowed, would stick to human skin for weeks, creating painful friction
between heels and the backs of shoes, even arrachine to the scalp. Emily's arms
were full as she trudged up the massive sand dunes.

The cumulative effect of previous visitors showed in the small foot trails that
wove rhroush the masses of wavering native 9rasses. It was illegal to remove sea
oats from the dunes. Emily understood the importance of ecolosy and kept her
desires to touch the tall ribbon-like plants to herself Kickin9 off her flip-flops,
she bent down and hooked a free finger around the straps and hurried as fast
as she could along the path, slowing down only to avoid the creeping cocklebur
weeds that threatened the tender soles of her feet.

She paused as the ocean came into view; closing her eyes and breathins
deeply, raking in the warm salty wind, Emily smiled as the sun warmed her face.
Before her lay a hUge stretch of milky whiteness all the way to the water; she ran
toward it, rhrowins the towels on dry 9round. It was mid-afternoon, and the sand
had been absorbing heat all day. The immediate burning on the soles of her feet
caused Emily to step faster and faster, wanting only to put out the fire on her skin
in the cool ocean water.

As she stood on the firm damp 9round, the wei9ht of her feet making sli9ht
indentations in the sand, she shaded her eyes with one hand as she searched the
endless horizon. All she could see was waves. She felt like a small speck of sand
compared to that hUge body of water, that infinite ocean. Though only twelve, she
knew what humility felt like; it struck her whenever she confronted nature like
this.
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She turned around to see what everyone else was doine. Her parents were
lyin9 on old beach towels soaking up the heat, 910win9like oiled- up sun zombies.
Kate was sittin 9 in a fort of beach towels and sticks, constructed to shade her read-
in9. It was up to Emily to have fun.

"I'm 90in9 swimming!" she called to them, an invitation of sorts.
"Okay, dear," her mother said absentmindedly.
The best way to run into the ocean was at full speed. Emily took a deep breath

and ran, the waves slowing her down the deeper she went. The powerful waves
that met Emily's thi9hs caused a 9reat splash; cold seawater hit her face, causing
her eyes to shut reflexively and her face to scrunch into a happy 9rimace. Emily
knew the water wasn't 90in9 to get any warmer, so she decided to plunge in head-
first.

Still runnins, she took a deep breath and closed her eyes ti9htly. She half-
jumped, half-dove into the crest of an oncoming wave. She noticed the absence of
the roaring waves, replaced by a closer, more intense whoosh as if all the water in
the ocean were now in her head and she was hearing it splash around. The cold,
salty water now surrounded her, prickling her scalp and unleashins the bound-
aries of 9ravity as her blonde curls swirled upward. She outstretched her arms,
muscular from years of consistent swimming and kicked her feet, propelling her
bod y further toward the sand y bottom.

Even rhoush she would re9retthe stins. Emil y opened her eyes for a quick
second - she never could resist the urge. Mounds of fluffy seaweed migrated across
the ocean floor through the blurry lens of the water. The sun pierced the water's
surface and diffused into wide bands oj brichtness, hi9hli9htin9 the dust and
specks of miniscule water or9anisms that hovered wei9htlessly all around her.

She closed her eyes and prepared to resurface. Her sli ppery feet went search-
in9 for the 9round. After a few moments of rreadins, she felt the soft, cool sand
of the sea floor fill the spaces between her toes. Her knees bent and she pushed
herself out of the water. As her hair broke rhroush the reflective surface, soon to
be bound a9ain by the earth's 9ravity, Emily 9asped for breath, her Iunss aching
[or oxvsen.

She was alive.
Emily kept her eyes closed, not wanting to rub to get the salt off and end up ir-

ritatine them anyway. She drew a deep breath and turned onto her back. attempt-
in9 to float. She was never a successful floater. Her lunss worked just fine and kept
her torso pulled to the water's surface, but her le9s sunk like fleshy anchors and
sabotaged the whole attempt. Whenever this happened, Emily rhoushr of her
9randmother, who, on the rare occasion she was willin9 to 90 swimming, merely
sat at the edge of hotel pools, dan9lin9 her feet in the water. 111sink like a rock, she
used to say.Maybe floatin9 was a genetic trait that she just hadn't inherited.

As the 9irl drifted on her back. water flowed in little waves a9ainst her face,
streaming in and out of her ears. Cawing seasulls and planes flyin9 overhead
rrailins messages like "Eat at Hank's" alternated with the echoey sound of slosh-
in9water.

The throbbing sun felt so warm on Emily's face and stomach that she soon
relaxed to sleepiness and her mind concentrated on the sounds around her. She
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felt peaceful.
Min utes passed, then Emily felt a heavy drop of water land on her cheek, star-

tlin9 her. Emily snapped to sit up, causing her shoulders and head to bob down
underwater. Cool, rejreshins water on hot, sun-touched skin conflicted with the
sensation ojburnins salt in peaceful dark eyes. Emily 9asped and some water
invaded her mouth, throat and then lungs. She couched, spitting up the briny
liq uid, She re9ained her footin 9 on the firm sand, and then stood.

She was [acins the ocean, where waves starring from unseen places kept
rollins in. Thin?s don't look too peaceful now, Emil y thoushr. Her eyes followed
the water back to the horizon line, which had transformed from a sunny, blue
expanse of sky to a bleak, 9rey stretch of clouds. Emily si9hed. The weather in
northwest Florida was known to be turbulent, with a thunderstorm usually pass-
in9 throus h dail y. The storms were quick but fierce, but when they passed, Emily
and Kate would wander to the front porch of the little vacation trailer, brearhins
in the moisture-soaked air and smelling the clean, cooled pines.

Her eyes continued to scan the clouds - they were of all different shapes and
shades and distances from her, so [ascinarine - when she caushr si9ht of some-
thin9 suspicious. Three tall, 9rey cylindrical-shaped funnels seemed to sprout
from the water about a mile out. Emily frowned. She had never seen clouds like
that before at the beach. She tried to remember back to science class and the dif-
ferent types of clouds she learned about.

Cumulus. Stratus. Cirrus. Nimbus.
Whatever caresorv these clouds fit into, Emily felt uneasy 100kin9 at them.

They seemed to be gettin9 bi9ger. She felt the tap- tap- tap- of three raindrops hit-
tin9 her shoulder. Those were cold, much like the ocean was srarrins to feel. I need
to ?et to shore, Emily thought as she looked up. She felt a shiver starting in her
teeth as she watched the 9rey clouds dancing overhead.

A feelin9 of doubt spread over Emily and she felt lost. She chided herself
for that childish emotion, thinking, There s no way I drifted that far out. They're
probably ri?ht behind me. My sense of direction ?ot messed up because I was
[loetine - that always happens.

Emily's arms interrupted the water's stead y rhythm as they flun9 her around
to face the shore. No one was there. She looked up shore; her pulse was bearing
faster. Emily, squinting, could make out three motionless dots on the shore. See,
there they are.

But they were pretty small dots.
The sky was darkeninc and the wind picked up, chilling Emily's 90lden arms

to what she and her sister called "chicken skin." Help, Emily yelled in her mind,
knowing her loudest screams wouldn't be much of an opponent a9ainst the whis-
tlin9 wind combined with the roar of the angered waves. She shifted her 9lance
back to the suspect funnel-clouds and realized that they weren't just gettin9 bi9-
ger,they were gettin9 closer.

I need to ?et to shore, Emily said to herself, as if repetition would coax her soft
muscles into action. Her feet flexed and she pushed off from the 9round, eager
to get back to the beach. Visions ofbein9 swept into the undercurrent flooded
Emil y's mind, reinforced by a loud burst of vibrating thunder and heavy rain. It
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felt sujjocatine, not like the summer rain she remembered at her 9rand parents'
house, which tickled her face as she turned it toward the sky.

She looked back to shore, now dim in the absence of sunlie ht, her eyes franti-
cally findin9 the three dots a9ain. They were still there, Emily saw, but now they
were moving, 9atherin9 up blankets and towels and deconsrrucrins forts, gettin9
drenched in the process. One fi9ure ran to the water's edge and stopped. Mom, she
rhoucht.

Emily's body was tired from all the swimming and anxiety, but she com-
manded it to find strength and started swimming a diasonal Iine toward the
shore. She fi9ured she could cover a 9reater distance if she used the momentum of
the waves to help her alone. The wind seemed to come from all directions, con-
[usinc the waves. As she stru991ed to shore, Emily had trouble keeping her head
above water.

Finally Her knees hit roueh sand.
Emily sobbed as she clumsily crawled to her feet. The pouring raindrops,

[allins like missiles, punctured the smooth surface of the shore, destroying the
peacefulness of the waves, even thoush the waves themselves created disruption.

"Mom! Mom!" she yelled through her tears, now burning in her eyes much
like the saltwater did. Emily's feet left mangled footprints in the wet, thick sand as
she charged back to her famil y's spot on the beach.

All that remained was Emily's colorfully patterned towel. draped over the
sand, soaking up the rain.

"Emil y!Where were you?" her mother cried, near tears but still keepin 9 her
composure. "We need to 90! There're funnel clouds out there!"

"I know! I'm sorry!" Emily yelled out. "I drifted out too far!" She 9rabbed
her sopping towel and flip-flops and ran behind her sister Kate, followin9 her
to the trail that led back to the van. The water funnels continued to advance on
the shoreline. White plastic bass emblazoned with a Winn-Dixie 1090,ba9s that
recently held sandwiches and treats, soared into the air, swirlinc alone the paths
of the wind.

Emily ran back alone the path, not caring if the cocklebur weeds mauled her
bare feet this time. The ferocious wind spat 9ranules of sand a9ainst the back of
her le9s, further encourasine the fast trip back to the van. The sea oats were arch-
in9 their spines, tryin9 to be flexible lest the wind snap them in two, the 9rey skies
above void of seasulls. Rain continued to fall loudly, a patient warning of the
funnel clouds' upcoming onslaushr.

By the time Emily causht up to her sister, Kate was already in the van; it may
have been one of the few times in her life Emily wouldn't see her sister's face in a
book. Kate threw an expectant 9aze in Emily's direction: everyone else was situ-
ated in the van, which now appeared as a safe haven, ready to 90. They were just
waiting for Emily, the youngest child, the baby.

Her eyes 90t to the van before they finished assessing the path that lay before
her. Her foot caught on a puffy hump of sand, throwing off her step. Her other foot
overcompensated and Emily found herself on the damp 9round, one knee tangled
in a mess of cockleburs. Red blood stained the white sand. Time stopped as the
wind continued to blow harsh whispers through Emily's hair and into her ears.
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Emily re9ained her [oorine and hurried to the open sliding van doorleaving
her beach towel stranded on the sand dune. She jumped inside and 9rabbed the
angled door handle, her muscles straining a9ainst the wind to pull it closed.

The air was silent except for Emily's heavy breathing and the faint shhhhhh
of wind srreamlining the vehicle's contours.

The van roared to life. All of Emily's emotions exploded in violent crvins.
"Mom," she sobbed. "I rhoucht I was 90in9 to die."
"I was worried, honey," her mother said. "We couldn't find you. What would

we have done?"
"Is it a tornado?"
"If it hits land, it will be," her mother said. "There's three of them, so there's a

pretty 900d chance."
The van, old for its years yet still powerful. fled the beach, the white median

lines passing by at a blur next to the worn tires. Rain pounded on the van, making
metallic noises that calmed Emily.

It feels like when it rains on the interstate, she rhoueht,
Completely normal.
Emily looked out the porthole window one last time to see how closely the

funnel clouds were [ollowins them. The chu99in9 speed of the van, rel uctant but
steady, was enough to outrun the funnel clouds as they made their way onshore,
rwistins with a newfound ener9y.

As the seconds passed, so did the distance between the van and the storm. The
smoothly paved hi9hway was all that separated still from wind, calm from storm,
life from death. Emil y lay in the back of the ancient van, now her mechanical
savior, and stretched out on the velvety bedding that once was hot and sticky. Now
it was damp and cold. Her body relaxed as if it knew it was finall y safe.

Snu99lin9 up to her sister, Emily slept.
She dreamt of crashing blue waves, of orchestraic sunsets ill uminated with

reds, yellows and oranges, and oj bodv-warmins sunshine that tin9led her toes.
She dreamt of the beach she remembered as a little 9ir 1.
She dreamt of calm waters.
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---------
Blood
Death
Darkness
Earth
Heaven
Hell
Rebirth

Screaming
Cryin9
A90ny

Norhins le]r but yourself
No air
No li9ht
Body frozen to the core

Penetrating deep within
The pain of every life
The scolding

The mockins
The hatred within
Every eye

Every hand
Srarins

Looking
LAUGHING
Holding our your hand
Reachine for someone, somethins to 9rasp
Wantin9

Waitin9for
Blood
Death
Darkness
Earth
Heaven
Hell
Rebirth

Screaming
Cryin9
A90ny

And norhins lejr but yourself!
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Hidden faces
In public places

Waitin9 to be found
Hunsry, tired

Sleeping on the 9round
We hear all the lies
But never the cries
Of hidden faces
In public places

Waitin9 to be found
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DeMONS
BY ~Y~N (7eW~~(7

Skeletons in the closet
Demons of the soul
Feelings held back

Moments stole
Deep inside the soul is bruised

Deep inside the pain is real
What I've done
People I've hurt

Skeletons have ears
Demons never forget
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I saw the roller coaster
and felt the thrill.

How amazing Irhouehr
to ride that hill.

"Do I dare?" I asked myself,
as butterflies fluttered deep inside.
But how adventurous it would be

to take this one ride.
Throwing caution to the wind,

I took the dare.
If I had anythinc to lose,

I didn't care.
The dancer excited me.

My heart was pounding with each beat.
Every nerve in my body rincled

as I j urn ped into the seat.
I was alone on this ride.

It was a little scary as I fastened my belt.
For these powerful emotions

were more than Ihad ever felt.
Iwanted the moment to last forever.

Iwished for time to stop.
I didn't want to ~o back down

as the roller coaster reached the top.
What a powerful machine it was

as it quickl y picked up speed.
Over the hill I soared.

It was such a ~lorious need!
With every twist and turn,
I knew it would soon end.

Sadness and emptiness filled me
as the roller coaster turned the last bend.

I didn't want to ~et off.
Reality was waiting for me by the ~ate.

What does this ride represent?
The devil in disguise or fate?

This one ride was free.
But one day, I will have to pay.

Everyrhing in life comes with a price
on our j udsmenr day.
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A RIG~T TO PJ:lIV~~Y
BY DU5TIN ~"''''EN__ -------...r-- ~.

MOr:lGAN WA5 A~ONE. She sat there, having moved from southern California to
attend an affordable school she had only a few acquaintances, but they were

not with her, so she relied on herself to get through each class and get back to her
apartment. Mor9an loved the drive in the winter.

If they only knew, she rhoushr. She had many reasons for being in North
Dakota, but none of them would be discovered by anyone who was currently
in the room with her. Her moti ves would remain her own until it was time to let
someone in because no one seemed to want to know more. The faceless many that
cluttered the area near her desk never seemed interested in what she was doing or
thinkins, wondering, instead, they only cared about what they would be doing
later on that ni9ht or who they would be drinking with as they set out to party
later that nighr or weekend.

That was in not her rhoushrs, rhoush. There were plenty of other students that
sat around her. The class was full of those who interest her, either romantically or
otherwise. Men were so predictable and she knew exactly what they saw in her.

They saw the lon9 brown hair, curled and stylish, like spirals that dance from
the top of her head into a mosaic of perfection. Men saw the dark brown eyes that
seem to be able to make anyone who peered into them disappear completely. They
saw the li9ht complexion that was not perfection, but was soft and allurins. Men
usually were intent on comins closer to her and there were very few she was inter-
ested in 9ivin9 that privilege.

After class, she exited just like anyone else. The room emptied and she walked
amongst them leaving the bulldine without speaking a word. When she had
spoken, the words seemed to disappear into the hollow conversation others liked
to pursue. No one seemed to be able to comprehend all the hidden messages and
hints that she left for them in her sentences. If someone would only take the time
to truly listen to what she had been sayins rhroushour the entire conversation,
undersrandins about what she'd said and what she'd meant would clearly be
seen as two separate thin9s.

Reaching her car, she looked around a9ain, and 9ave herself a smile. No one
seemed to care. The masses kept to themselves, 9i99lin9 at the jokes that had been
told and fakin9 interest in others' lives. Some of the faceless many were tryin9 to
procure a date for the future, some were interested only in reaching their vehicle
to get warm a9ain. Most of their numbers, however, walked alone until they dis-
appeared into their own vehicles and drove away to jobs, family or homework.

Mor9an slid the key to her car into the lock and opened the door. Once she
climbed in, she adj usted her seat belt and made sure the car started without issue.

Driving home had always been such a bore where she used to live. Fully con-
cenrratins on the hurried traffic and maintainins a minimum speed didn't allow
Mor9an to enjoy the rravelinc time. Movin9 to North Dakota had livened up the
drive. When the weather was bad, it made the journey home all the more excitins.
In California, at least the part that she used to live, snow was not a common si9ht.

FIGMENTS OF IMAGINATION !W(il$ PAGE 71



Her car made its way through the streets until it finall y arrived at her home
in the city. She took a moment to simply scan the building up and down before
she climbed from her vehicle and secured the door. Her desire to remain closed to
those she did not want in was the most important part of why she was here. North
Dakotans kept to themselves when they didn't feel welcome.

Her apartment was on the northeast side of town, near the busiest hi9hway
heading out of the city. The school. however, was located on the far west of the city.
It wasn't the most convenient place to live but 9ave her time to think about where
she was 90in9. Thinking while driving was something she enjoyed as much as the
scenery. Californians rarely take the time to look around as life rushes alone.

She lived on the top floor of the three- floor apartment buildin 9.Her bulldine
was onl y one of four that made up an entire complex. Mor9an's door was three
quarters of the way down the hall from the lone stairway that connected each of
the floors to each other. There were precisely twel ve stairs on every small set; each
set either ending at a landing or the next available floor. Mor9an knew the exact
number as she enjoyed counrins them as she scaled her way up them dail y.

There were several families that called the first floor home. Mor9an knew of
at least two of the families, as they seemed to constantly be on the move. The chil-
dren were just old enoush to be ferried to and fro, from soccer practice to sin9in9
lessons. Each of the two children in the two families seemed to either be acti vely
involved in some sort of extra curricular activity or sleeping Rarely was there a
moment of rest. it appeared. In a funny way, she felt sorry for them. They never
had the time to simply sit and relax.

On the wall of each oj landins rested a fire exrineuisher. Several months prior,
the 9lass cases on them had been cracked by juvenile delinquents and Mor9an
could only shake her head. Destruction without a purpose was totall y pointless.

The second floor is one that she was 9lad she did not reside on. There were
other college students, some she had seen before that lived on the second floor.
These, however, were the party animals, where a beer in their hands outside of
the campus was not an uncommon si9ht. Mor9an often wondered how someone
could 90 throush life doing nothing but parrvine. The purpose of college for them
seemed to be a social experiment rather than tryin9 to learn somerhins.

Finally, after a lon9 and arduous trek up four fli9hts of twelve stairs each,
Mor9an reached her floor and stared down the hallway. Other than herself she
knew that each of the apartments was beine rented but had never seen any of the
renters outside of their homes. Someone else rniehr have considered it odd that
she hadn't met any of her neighbors, but Mor9an saw this as an omen. She insisted
on having as much privacy as possible, and having no knowledge of her neigh-
bars fell into the "900d" careeory Friendly neighbors tended to ask too many
questions and always felt they were entitled to the answers. Their questions were
something that Mor9an did not want to answer.

Mor9an made her way down the hall to her apartment with eager anticipa-
tion. The si9ht of her door always broushr a rush of joy to her heart, as it was the
one place in the entire world she could truly feel at home.

She withdrew the key from her pocket. As she visually searched the keys on
the key rins, it took her onl y a moment to find the ri9ht key, one among many, on
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her key chain. The lock above the knob was perfectly placed so she could open it
with one hand while turning the key with the other.

She ~rabbed the cool brass knob with her left hand. Her hand was sli~htly
clammy and the sweat that had come in contact with the doorknob brousht out
the familiar and welcome brass aroma, the scent of sli~htly cooled metal filled
Mor~an's senses with complete delishr.

With the ~rooves pointed towards the ceiling, the key be~an its trek into the
lock with the recognizable "pah-rud-rud-rud-rud-rump." As each piece of the
lock was lifted out of place by the upward turned ridges and crests of the tiny
brass key, the noise was unusually loud and actually caused an echo in the empty
hallway. Faintly, she heard the television noises comins from the apartment next
to hers. The television set was loud enoueh to be heard, but what was bein~ said
was still a bscured by the door.

Givin~ the key an additional thrust to ensure that it was securely embedded
within the lock, Mor~an twisted her ri~ht wrist and be~an to turn the key clock-
wise to allow it to release the bolt holding the door in its place. The key's journey
would be a lon~ one as she slowly went from angle to angle rurnine it the required
three hundred and sixty desrees to the halfway position.

Each position was its own. One o'clock, two o'clock, three o'clock.. The motion
was smooth and brought a sense of ~reat anticipation as it conrin ued around its
path. Mor~an was forced to readjust her ~rip, as her wrist was not able to swivel
the key around the whole way. Six o'clock, seven o'clock, ei~ht o'clock. ..The brass
aroma was now at full strength from her firm ~rip. Ten o'clock, eleven o'clock,
and, finally, twelve o'clock as the key was returned to the place it started.

But the door was not open. Rerurnine the key to its original position was only
hal f of the motion required to unseal the delight hidden within. This lock re-
quired a return from the journey by ~oin~ counter clockwise to complete its task.

Mor~an then be~an a~ain. Nine o'clock, ei~ht o'clock, seven o'clock, six
o'clock. ..A~ain, Mor~an was forced to readj ust her ~rip at this point to prevent her
wrist from being turned to an uncomfortable angle. Were it not for the required
chance in ~rip, Mor~an would have been happier to simply keep her fin~ers
ti~htly affixed to the key for the entire trip.

Preparing for the final click of the mishry bolt holding the contents of the
apartment in and trespassers out, Mor~an's left hand be~an to rotate. The key was
still moving, but she could never wait for it to finish. Three o'clock, two o'clock,
one o'clock, twelve o'clock ...click!

As if time had been standinc still, it now returned to full speed. Mor~an with-
drew the key from the lock as she sim ulraneousl y twisted the kno b to allow her
into the apartment. She slid the rin~ of keys back into her jacket pocket.

Looking around as she backed in, Mor~an saw no one in the hall that could
catch a ~limpse into her world. What lay behind that door was totally her world
and it was something that she protected with every fiber of her beins.

There had been some who had tried to learn more in the past, but they were
now simply part of her collection. She smiled as she turned, there they were. Each
piece of her collection was well loved and she knew every ~roove and imperfec-
tion better than her own face. Her collection of skulls.
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