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themes: the discovery or pursuit of a calling in life; work
as self-expression; work and the common good; the

meaning of work; work and faith/spirituality.
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Pas De Deux

MMaaggggiiee  PPuurriiffooyy
Editor’s Choice for Poetry

Goosebumps appear—relevé
Then plié,
the smooth flesh smoldering in its
Friction
Like on cold mornings, tenth grade, in the
Old house when we’d stand in 
Long nightgowns over the vents,
Letting that warm air swim up our legs—
too young to think of where 
the fluid air had danced
Before
And too young to know any seamlessness
Besides that air.



The Escapist

DDaanniieell  BBrroowwnniinngg
Editor’s Choice for Fiction

Billy Thompson left the refrigerator door open and the shower running

cold when he walked out the back door of his house and disappeared for two months. Within two
days, everyone in Potterstown knew about the irreversible water damage to the fine oriental carpet
his mother had bought him last Christmas, and the bits of chicken and cheddar cheese left strewn
about the kitchen and living room by his neighbors’ cats who, slinking through the backyard had
happened upon the hole in his screen door.

"His momma’s not going to be happy with ol’ Billy," old Chuck Lewis observed at the time. 
We were sitting next to each other at a church business meeting.
"Nope," I said, "I guess she can’t say too much though. No telling where he went."

The pastor had just called the meeting to order, and Betty
Friedman cocked her head around to glare at us. 

"Some people are saying he got abducted," Chuck whispered.
The deacons were passing out pamphlets from missionaries in

Africa. I took one and looked at Chuck.
"Some people even think he got murdered," he said.
Betty was still glaring at us from the side of her glasses. I

leaned a little towards Chuck.
"Murdered?" I whispered.
He nodded slowly and turned his attention to the pamphlet. I

smiled at Betty and shifted back in my seat as the preacher began
to warm up on his pitch for missions-giving.

It turns out nobody murdered Billy Thompson. Nor was he
abducted—by Parchmen escapees, aliens, or the government, as the
most popular theories held. (Actually, only one person thought
he’d been abducted by aliens, but that was Zeke Harris, who
everyone knew was nuts and who saw lights shooting across the
night sky the first week of every month. Chuck said it was flash-
backs from Vietnam. I figured it was more likely flashbacks from
too many hits of acid.) That Billy had simply run away came as

sort of a disappointment to us, and many still held theories of brainwashing and satellites controlling
his mind, but even they knew Potterstown is not the most exciting place and sometimes people do
what Billy did; only they usually do it in a more respectable fashion like giving two weeks’ notice and
putting their house up for sale and packing all their belongings in a moving van. I guess it was the
abruptness Billy ran off with that got their imaginations running. That and the fact that Billy was an
upstanding citizen. He’d run for alderman the year before and was likely to be elected deacon of our
church, First Baptist Potterstown, the biggest church for miles, if he had stayed put. He’d also left the
advertising company he’d just started to a couple of bankers who had backed it and a high school kid
who everyone knew played too many video games and was failing out of eleventh grade.

So when an old Chevy flatbed (the kind with thick wood slabs for a bed) lurched into Billy’s
driveway and Billy rose from between a pile of moth-eaten mattresses and a jigsaw puzzle of cheap,

Maybe he just had
nothing else to do and
was waiting for the
next thing, whatever it
was, to happen. I
knew the feeling. It
was how I lived my life,
and as I looked at his
muddy clothes and
the rag clutched in his
left hand, I knew the
next thing that had to
happen.
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water-stained coffee tables and rocking chairs,
his next door neighbor, Ms. Penny Cathbert
dropped the hose she was watering her
flowerbed with and ran inside to phone our
pastor. 

A couple of days later, after Sunday
morning service, I overheard her telling
Chuck Lewis about Billy getting off the truck.

"I swear," she said, "he looked just like
a ghost, rising out from all that junk. His hair
was a wreck—a little too long for my taste and
sticking out all over the place—and he was as
thin as a rail. You’d think in a city like
Jackson he’d at least be able to get something
to eat, but I reckon he hadn’t had a bite of
food for a week or so."

"You don’t say," Chuck said.
Ms. Penny leaned toward him and

lowered her voice, and I had to sort of shuffle
a little closer to them to hear.

"And," she said, "when I went over to
welcome him back—after calling Pastor
Hollingsworth first, of course—I swear that
boy had liquor on his breath, smelled just like
that fellow who showed up to Easter service
last year stumbling drunk."

"Well, I’ll be," Chuck said.
Ms. Penny pursed her lips and nodded.
"There’s no way he’ll be a deacon

now," she said.
"I reckon not," Chuck said.

That afternoon, my wife went to a
women’s luncheon at the Methodist church. I
was just about to lie down for a nap when she
got home.

"Did you hear about Billy
Thompson?" she asked.

"Depends," I said. "The part about
him coming back home or the part about him
coming back home smelling like liquor?"

She took off her high heels and threw
them in the closet.

"Everyone knows about that," she
said. "Can’t say anyone’s all that surprised
either."

"Why’s that?" I asked.
"I know if I went to live in a motel for

two months, I’d sure as day have to be
liquored up."

She dropped her earrings and bracelet
into the jewelry box and went into the bath-
room.

"You know Harry Johnson who
works at Chuck Lewis’s hardware store," she
said through the open door. "Well, he told his
wife Betsy that he’d heard Billy hitchhiked to
Jackson, which doesn’t make too much sense
seeing as he has a perfectly good truck but as
Betsy said, ‘If you’re going to run off, do it
the right way,’ and I guess Billy’s always been
one to do things the right way."

She came out of the bathroom brush-
ing her hair.

"Anyway," she said, "he hitchhiked to
Jackson and stayed at some cheap motel the
whole time, living off some money he had in
the bank."

She tugged at a knot in her hair until
it came loose.

"Supposedly he got mixed up in some
sort of argument at the motel because his nose
is a little crooked now, like it got broken."

"It’s always been a little crooked," I
said.

"Well, apparently it’s even more
crooked now," she said. "Harry ought to
know. His mom and Billy’s mom are best
friends."

The phone rang and I got up and
answered it. It was for my wife.

"A deacon with a broken nose he got
in a fight, that’d be a first for First Baptist," I
said as I handed her the phone.

"Hush," she said. "Nobody’s going to
elect a drunk deacon."

"Hello," she said into the phone.
I went into the living room to watch

football. As I switched on the television, I
happened to look out our front window and
noticed our neighbors across the street stand-
ing out in their yard talking to a fairly large
group of some of our other neighbors. They
were all nodding their heads vehemently and
a couple of the women were craning their
necks into the street and talking excitedly
about something.

My wife rushed into the living room.

The Escapist



"That was Ms. Penny," she said. "There are
three police cars with their lights on parked
outside Billy Thompson’s house!" 

She noticed the small congregation
across the street and immediately started for
the door.

"I’m going out there," she said. "You
coming?"

"Maybe in a little bit," I said. "I want
to watch some of this game."

She left and I settled down in
my recliner and fell asleep.

Three hours later I woke up.
A storm front had moved in during
the afternoon, so it was already dark
outside. I walked around the house
to make sure all the windows and
doors were closed because the rain
was coming down pretty steadily,
and a couple of months earlier I had
left our bedroom window open and a
summer shower had soaked the car-
pet next to our bed and for weeks
the room had a mildew smell.

When I walked in the guest
room at the back of the house, I
could smell the cold, damp air. But
the window wasn’t open. It was
gone. The glass shards crackled under
my feet as I examined the edges of
the frame where some of the window
still hung like a jigsaw puzzle. I
turned on the light and looked
around for a baseball or football or
anything that might have been
responsible for the damage, but there
was nothing. Just as I was about to
turn off the light, I noticed a trail of
faint muddy footprints leading to the
exact spot I was standing, then disappearing
into the carpet out in the hall. 

I looked at them for a moment, then
bolted through the house. My hunting rifle
was stored on the top shelf of my closet, but
when I flung open the door, there was already
someone huddled between my dress shirts.

"Wait," he said. "Let me explain."

I switched on the closet light and there
cowering before me was Billy Thompson.

"What the hell are you doing?" I asked.
"Let me explain," he said.
His clothes were muddy and were get-

ting everything in my closet dirty. For some
reason, all I could think about was the obese
man who ran Potterstown’s only dry cleaner.

"Don’t call the police," he said.
"I think I might should," I said.
"No," he said. "Let me explain."
I stepped back from the closet

and nodded for him to come out.
"Your wife isn’t home yet, is

she?" he asked.
"No," I said. "But there’s no

telling when she’ll be back."
Billy stepped timidly out of the

closet. The front of his shirt and jeans
was soaked with mud like he had been
crawling through a ditch.

"Here," I said, throwing him a
rag. "Clean up a little bit."

He wet the rag in the sink and
wiped it over his arms and face. 

"I need to get out of town," he
said.

"You running from the police?"
I asked.

He looked at me like he was
about to start crying.

"I don’t know if I can help you
with that," I said.

He nodded.
"Thanks for the rag," he said.
We stared at each other for a

moment. Maybe he was sizing me up,
figuring the odds he would have of
overpowering me. Maybe he just had

nothing else to do and was waiting for the next
thing, whatever it was, to happen. I knew the
feeling. It was how I lived my life, and as I
looked at his muddy clothes and the rag
clutched in his left hand, I knew the next thing
that had to happen.

"Come on," I said. "I’ll drive you out of
town."

The Escapist
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"Well he told his
wife Betsy that
he’d heard Billy
hitchhiked to

Jackson, which
doesn’t make

too much sense
seeing as he has
a perfectly good
truck but as Betsy

said,‘If you’re
going to run off,

do it the right
way,’ and I guess

Billy’s always
been one to do
things the right

way."
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Corinth. There were four or five eighteen
wheelers in the side parking lot.

"You can get a ride here," I said.
He nodded.
"I appreciate it," he said and started

to get out of the truck.
"You got any money?" I asked.
He smiled and said, "Yeah, I got

plenty."
A mini-van was parked next to one

of the pumps. I was suddenly worried that it
might be someone from Potterstown.

"Maybe you should stay out of sight
as much as possible," I said.

He smiled again.
"My thoughts exactly," he said.
Billy got out of the truck and started

to close the door.
"Wait a second," I said.
His hand tightened on the door as if

he was afraid I had changed my mind and
was going to turn him in after all.

"Why did you come to my house?" I
asked.

He shrugged.
"I don’t know," he said and shut the

door.
If I had known at that time that Billy

Thompson had strangled a man during a
drunken brawl, I might have changed my
mind and gotten out the truck and called the
police from a pay phone. Sometimes I would
like to think I would have. But I know,
watching Billy disappear behind rows of pre-
packaged powdered doughnuts and motor
oil, I would have been more inclined to do
what I did, which was shift the truck into
first gear and pull back onto the road, sure
that whatever I had just done was in some
way good.

Billy hid under a tarp in the bed of
my truck until we got out of town. I knew a
route where there probably wouldn’t be any
roadblocks and there weren’t, which was
good because the police probably would have
checked underneath the tarp, and then we
both would have been headed for jail.

After a couple of miles into the coun-
try, I pulled over to the shoulder of the road,
and walked around to the back of the truck.

"You should be fine," I said.
Billy pushed the tarp off and hopped

down from the truck.
"You think you could drive me to

Corinth?" he asked.
"My wife’s probably wondering

where I am," I said. "And that broken win-
dow isn’t going to make her any more com-
fortable."

He knew I’d take him.
"It’ll be easier for me to get out of the

state from Corinth," he said.
That was true, and I didn’t relish the

idea of him getting caught with me being an
accomplice now.

"Alright," I said.
We got in the truck and drove on.

The sound of the rain on the windshield made
talking unnecessary, so it was several minutes
before he spoke again.

"I guess you want to know why the
police are after me," he said.

"No," I said. "I don’t think I do."
He was quiet for a few seconds, then

he said, "Well, you’ll find out anyway when
you get back to town."

"I’m sure I will," I said, "and I don’t
mind waiting."

Neither of us said anything until I
pulled into a truck stop on the outskirts of

The Escapist
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Greek Games

BBeetthh  GGiillffooiill
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This is why I’d rather be alone
You
Waist deep in a thick white towel
Making me feel like a tourist in Italy
A night at the hotel Forse, Forse Non
The tangible smell of ripening tomatoes
That balance precariously between perfection
And ruin
Seeping through the windows.
My tour guide
Keeping your distance from the bed
As the inky night unwashes from its sheets.
I watch you dress
But I don’t bother to memorize
The curve of your back.
In the still thick night the bottom of my
Summer-rough foot 
Brushed your knee
And I knew:
I could love you
But I didn’t.
You could stay home from life today
Or not.
I keep on breathing.
And taste the sticky sweat
From your forehead.
The mark of your rough cheek on my back.
Bruises I can be proud of
But they’ll fade.
Like the sound of an unringing phone
On a Sunday.
Past your small frame
Through the window
I can see my car illuminated
In the flat reds and yellows
Of an unremarkable sunrise.
I wrap myself
In your dirty sheets
And wish, for the last time,
To hear the clean, silver tone
Of a bell.

The Last Day of Tourist Season

JJuuddyy  CCoolleemmaann
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Pointshoes

RRaacchheell  SSppeeaarr



Going Back Home

KKeennnneetthh  TToowwnnsseenndd

The man’s voice sounds like distant thunder to me,
Unsettling, remotely audible, the roar of a far-off train.

The old bench seats are harder than I remember,
But the front row is warm, 
Sitting close to the antique heater—
The air before me is a hazy vapor of gas, 
Like those seen at the end of asphalt roads on hot summer days.

The haze blurs the picture on the wall of Jesus with his lamb.
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After Walking in on a Girl 
in Her Panties

JJ..  DD.. GGrraaffffaamm,,  JJrr..

I’m standing at the door in my pajamas posed like in a movie 
With one hand placed on the spider-webbed pane watching 
Our Chihuahua puppy outside playing under the spot light 
Pouncing bugs bouncing around against the concrete patio—
They are beautiful in their long sweeps and jerky changes of direction
And they’re soft like the peeling bark on dark wet river birch 
Sinking into the corner of the yard, sipping the night’s perfect shadows. 
And you keep popping into my head like a moth beating fast against the window, 
A palpitating echo into blinding painted light concealing the black stark stars.



"If you like, we can put some of the African violets that I bought on
the memorial," she said to me. I could tell from her voice she was slightly
apprehensive about the fact that we were traveling through the backroads
of Neshoba County in the pitch black dark that evening, but she did not
bother to ask if I knew where I was going. We had been friends for only a
few months,but she already knew I would not admit it to her if I were truly lost.

Meditation on a Calling 
Near Highway 16

CChhrriissttoopphheerr  HHeeddgglliinn
Faith and Work Initiative Award

"That would be nice, I think they
would appreciate that very much," I said as
I turned down County Road 727, just as the
boy at the convenience store on Highway
16 had instructed me.  I was on a pilgrimage
of sorts, searching for a monument at a
rural black church which memorialized
James Chaney, Andrew Goodman, and
Michael Schwerner, the three young men
who were murdered less than forty years
ago during the bloody three-month period
known as "Freedom Summer," one of the
darkest points in the history of Mississippi,
the state I had called home for almost 22
years.  The evening was dark—darker than
any I had experienced while living in the
suburbs of Jackson, and we had only the
stars and the headlights of her beige Toyota
Corolla to guide us down the gravel road
towards Mount Zion Church somewhere
near the Kemper County line.  I admit that
I was not truly sure where I was going, and
driving through a patch of woods with
which I was unfamiliar was somewhat
frightening for me.  The hair on the back of
my neck stood up as I imagined the fear
these three young men felt as they yielded
to police lights on those same roads years

before, knowing that they may never see the light
of the Mississippi morning sun again.

After numerous wrong turns and backing
up out of more than
one person’s private
driveway, we finally
found the dimly lit
church and the grave-
yard beside it.  She
remarked that she
could not believe the
only monument for
these three heroes was
hidden so far from civ-
ilization.  While we
told one another that
we did not understand
why the monument
was back here, we
both knew very well
why we had been
forced to drive so far

out into the country to pay homage to these
young men.  The people of Philadelphia did not
want to remember this painful piece of their past.
We understood this when we asked residents in
downtown how to get here—they politely said
they knew what we were looking for but they

“As I stood there
remembering

these men, I felt
inadequate.

They were willing
to give their lives

for something
they believed in,
and oftentimes I
felt that I could

not.”
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could not give us directions.  They had never been out to see the monument for the "civil rights
boys."  They could not understand what had brought us out at this time of night to dredge up memo-
ries of things they had tried so hard to forget.  

"Are ya’ll looking for a good place to eat?  No?  Well then you must be newlyweds looking at
houses for sale . . . What? You drove all the way here from Kosciusko looking for that black church
where they put out the placard for those boys?  We’ve never seen it, but good luck, anyway." 

As we approached the stone marker, I could just barely make out the names Goodman,
Chaney and Schwerner.  As a historian with an emphasis on the Civil Rights movement, I was obvi-
ously moved when I touched the cold marble that kept the memories of the workers alive.  It was
more tangible now than when I had read about it in my books; the horror of their murders and the
importance of their sacrifice were more real to me as I kneeled in a place where I knew they had once
walked. 

A cool, March wind was blowing through the pine trees that evening and she told me that she
was cold.  I thanked her again for coming out and standing there with me.  It may have been too much
to take in had I not had someone by my side who also realized how important this place was and why
we needed to come out all this way to keep the memory of these men alive.  I gave her the key and
asked her if she would warm up the car.  I needed a few more moments to sort out the thoughts that
were running through my head.

As I stood there remembering these men, I felt inadequate.  They were willing to give their
lives for something they believed in, and oftentimes I felt that I could not.  I knew I would probably
never be asked to lay down my life for what I believed in the same fashion as those men did, about
the same age as I am now, when they volunteered to investigate church burnings in the summer of
1964.  I did, however, realize that I could use their devotion as a model for how to live my life.
Whatever my calling was, whether it be teaching, the ministry or something else, I knew that if I pur-
sued it with the same fervor as these young men, my work would be worthwhile.  In my own way, I
could give my life to a cause as well.  

I placed the flowers that she had given me on the stone and slowly walked away.  

Meditation on a Calling Near Highway 16
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1 
He creeps sullen 
like a teen 
roused from bed before noon 
groggy, disoriented, blinking 
jet bead eyes as he approaches the surface. 

2 
The town has gathered around 
under bright WELCOME! banners 
painted by the Punxsutawney Chamber 
of Commerce, waiting for the Seer of 
Seers. 

3 
Tommy McBride waits with his second- 
grade class caressing the handle of a 
slingshot—the morning bites 
through his parka. 

4 
She's anxious as she resprays 
bubble hair for the fourth time— 
her producer has been on her (literally 
and figuratively) to get the scoop
on the hogtivities. 

5 
On the evening news, it was replayed:
Blackbrown pelt merging as a rock
whizzed through the air and struck
the prognosticator—his shadow loomed
as he hit the ground.

Phil

Erin Pelleteri
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Closeup of a Dock

KKaattee  BBrruuccee



Caldwell and the poet

RRiicchhiiee  CCaallddwweellll

He’s the other one.  The one in class,
Listening to the professor.  He will sit 
Near the front and believe every word.  
Wants to hear stories.  He has his coffee 
And his journal at ten and his books and 
His lunch at noon.  He’ll wander in 
Pages for Spenser, Coleridge, and Byron.
Then, at home, in darkness, he will gather 
His thoughts in our conversation.  
I sometimes try to give him answers that
Clarify or elaborate things still
Unclear or indeterminate.  I’ll tell 
him, ‘you think it and I will write.’  That’s my 
Side, the words.  Hold the thought and the words will 
Come.  I will make the words.  That’s why I’m here.  
When he needs them I’m around.  I’ll sneak in 
On him in the night like the thirst for cold water,
Make him stumble in shadows for the light switch.
We meet in words after he’s had a beer
Or two.  He finds love in others and wakes 
Dreaming a single, momentary thought.
I give him words.  There are two of us, now.  
I am not certain which man writes the poem.

20



A Bar Fight (2860 A. D.)

PPaattrriicckk  BBaarrbb

e put his glass of what must have
been rhinopiss down on the bar.
He enjoyed the atmosphere. The
owners still sold

Hyperhypnopregnancy pills ("Experience the
joys of giving birth without actually doing it and
all within 30 seconds"), despite the pills’ banning
nearly 126 years ago. He liked to frequent estab-
lishments with an edge. "I like lots of things
with an edge," he thought to
himself. A humanatick™ scurried
over from the other side of the
bar. It stopped just before his
hand and stared with its beady
red lights that passed for eyes.

HUMANATICKS™:
Human electrical brain impulses
downloaded from a person and
into a machine the size of and
resembling a tick. (The leftover
bodies were used to fuel the
engines of the Flying
Continents—"Now you too can
travel the Milky Way aboard the
luxurious South America").
Some would call humanaticking
(also ™) the final step in body modification.
However, most of those people would be consid-
ered reactionaries.

He glanced over at it (whether it was a
male or female, he had no way of knowing) for
only a moment and then proceeded to light a
cigarette. His last one. He sucked it in with the
sense of non-guilt that’s possessed by people
who either know they’re going to die or are just
plain crazy. He knew what the humanatick™
wanted. All the humanaticks™ were the same

and this one, staring at his hand was no differ-
ent. For lack of a better term, they were all
body perverts. They liked to latch onto human
skin and send their mechanical "cells" into the
victim’s bloodstream. Nothing could bring more
of a rush to a humanatick™ than to wreak havoc
with someone else’s immune system. A comput-
er virus you can catch. And some people paid

good money for that type of
thing. Then again, some people
paid good money to have
baboons’ feet surgically implant-
ed on their stomachs.
"Not tonight," he said coldly.
He put his cigarette out on the
humanatick™, burning its circuit-
ry and ruining it beyond all
repair.  Then he raised his glass
once more to his lips, finished it
off with a swallow, licking the
bottom to capture that lingering
taste of liquor.
The crumpled and smoldering
remains of the humanatick™ sat a
mere inch from his glass. He
wasn’t worried about anyone

pressing charges, despite the fact he’d quite open-
ly killed another human being (of sorts). He
knew the person’s family probably had all of
his/her memories, gene structures, and nerve
impulses stored away in some database and could
"resurrect" ol’ Mum or Dad with a touch of a
button and a DNA scan.

He could’ve laughed at the irony of it
all. But he was tired. He closed his eyes. And
willed himself into another existence.

“Then again, some
people payed

good money to
have baboons’
feet surgically

implanted on their
stomachs.”

H
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Untitled

MMccKKeennzziiee  FFoolllloowwiillll

22



Gaia

They cannot understand why
I call them back
So they try
To cheat me
Thinking
They can "win."
They have tried since their birth.
They will try until their death.

Prometheus

My gift allowed
Medium-rare steaks
Warm baths
And flickering fall bonfires.

They burn down villages
When they’re mad.

Minerva

Immortality may sound powerful
But it chains you too.
Yesterday I slit my wrists
But bled only nectar and ambrosia.

I look down at them—
So much promise
So little wisdom.

I am wasted.

Innovations of Immortality

MMaaggggiiee  PPuurriiffooyy
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The Internship Blues: a Lyric

BBrreennddaann  QQuuiigglleeyy
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Excuse me, sir, do you have time
To hear why I should be 
An intern for a few short months
In your great company?
You're busy now? Oh that's okay. 
That's how the real world goes.
I wouldn't know. I'm just in school.
I'm never on my toes.

You see me as a college kid 
Who lives inside a bubble
And I should leap and sing for joy
Just to buy your mocha double.
And could I, sir, then wash your car
Or maybe shine your shoes.
But don't mind me. I'm not bitter.
I just have the internship blues.      

You say that I don't choose my job
But my job chooses me
To make your work seem like a god
And me some lowly flea.
So I will try to let this pass
When I've paid my dues.
For even fleas can bite your @$$
When you think that you can't lose.

I don't want to be called, "Sonny."
I don't want to be called, "Boy."
I'm not here to worship you
Or be some sweatshop toy.
I want to be an intern.
I want to learn your trade.
So I can see how your job works
And be your boss someday.



Whiskey Blues

MMiicchhaaeell  PPiicckkaarrdd

I follow the spoonful 
Of mashed potatoes
From the plate to his mouth:
The mahogany jaw jerking
Up and down, up and down
Like a door swinging
On rusty hinges.
Nebulous eyes
That watched the world
Grow old and die,
And Robert Johnson
Singing Whiskey Blues
At the joint in Clarksdale—
Smoke swirling in clouds
And the girls, apples
Red and newly ripe, 
Long dark legs 
Calling in the moonlight. Vicksburg National

Military Park

JJ..  DD.. GGrraaffffaamm,,  JJrr..

You’re going to think I’m crazy,
But I can hear their voices
Coming up through the grass—
They like us being here.
Don’t be scared, they like to be remembered.
They were boys just like you.
Boys, just like you. They were dead
Before they got as old as you.
They wore wool in the summer,
Dripping with sweat, blood,
Wool in July.
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Man at Stewpot

DDrreeww  FFoorrdd
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The Delta:
an Elegy

MMaaggggiiee  PPuurriiffooyy

We say goodbye to the clean Delta air and flat land
That isn’t home three years later
Just another town to drive through,
With stop lights and worn-out highway—
It looks so simple:
McDonald’s, Jitney Jungle, and Coleman Eyecare line
Highway 82,
Hiding
Backroads and memories of nights, spent

With beer and contraband,
Boys we thought were men, lying
Under the rusted train trestles on the concrete slab,
That years before we were born, turned the bridge for barges,
But for us provided the perfect picnic place.

The thick layer of dust, 
Left from gravel roads, bumpy, unknown,
But traveled all night,
Tattled to unsuspecting parents come morning.

But home isn’t the same now—
We drive by, but
There are 14-year-old strangers drinking beer
Under the trestles
Not really fearing that 
Maybe tonight the train will come 
And knock us into the cold, unforgiving river.



New Comics Day

PPaattrriicckk  BBaarrbb

THE UNITED STATES, New Comics Day occurs each

Wednesday on every week of the year. Unless of course, there hap-
pens to be Thanksgiving or Christmas or Memorial Day or some other
government-approved holiday. But in general, new comic books

arrive to the comic stores on Wednesdays. That’s just the way it is.
Õ

There’s a smashed, yellow Skittle on his gray seat in the blue Toyota Tercel.  He hates the yel-
lows.  His attention, however, is directed to the window that’s down about midway.  The scenery that
passes by looks half-clear and half-distorted.  Wind whips at the insides of his ears.  He checks his
watch.  A gift from his friend.  She’s a girl.  Girlfriend.  Whatever.  Where is she right now?  Oh yeah,
work.

Õ
Work.  She wonders why anyone would want to have a part-time job after school.  "I must be a

glutton for punishment," she thinks.  Every day the routine is the same.  She works in a place that
thinks it’s trendy because the store CD player plays the angst-y post-rock stylings of bands too cool to
give interviews to MTV.  And yet, she’s still stuck serving coffee to suburban trophy wives caught
halfway between the gym and "time to pick up the kids."  Here comes another one up to the register.

"Uh yeah, I’ll have twodoublegrandehazelnutlowfatheatedto150degreeslattesonewith2sugars-
andonewithanequalandlike5icecubes."

She stopped listening at about "have."  It’s a Wednesday.  She plays with her nose ring and won-
ders where Joe is.  Joe’s a great guy.  Really.  

"Are you even listening to me?”
Õ

"Dude, I said are you even listening to me?"
asks Mark.  Mark loves to talk about two subjects:
himself and comic books.  Mark loves Wednesdays.
The excitement of new comics.  It’s like Christmas
every week and without the relatives.  Mark’s gone
through all of the stages as a comic book fan.  The
superhero stage, the curse words and big breasts stage,
and the "I read hip, self-aware comics" stage.  His
friend Joe used to like comics too.  Now Mark sus-
pects he may just be along for the ride.

Joe finally turns away from the window.  "What?" he asks.
Mark restarts his spiel in earnest, "I was just saying that I can’t believe that the author of one of

the most groundbreaking comic books of probably you know the last 10 years or so would actually
stoop so low as to write a corporate property.  And not only that but a corporate property that’s essen-
tially, I mean let’s face it, a rip-off of Batman."  Joe nods like a dog being scolded by its master.  He
doesn’t really know what’s being said but nodding seems to help move the process along.

Mark continues, "But then I checked the message boards on the Internet, right?  The buzz on

“The Villain laughs at the hero.
His face looks twisted and

distorted. He’s a walking 
and talking nightmare.

SMASH! POW! KER-PASH! BAM!
He won’t be laughing for long.”

IN
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this book is unbelievable man!  Apparently he
plans on using the book as a sort of metaphysical
commentary between himself and the 5th dimen-
sional being that we interpret as God.  Freaky
stuff, huh?"

"What the hell does that mean?" asks Joe.
There’s silence in the car.  Mark concen-

trates on the traffic.  He rubs his finger over a
coffee stain on the dashboard.

Õ
Stains are everywhere.  There are all

kinds of stains on his t-shirt that was once white.
When you own a comic book store, you can
make your own dress code.  He studies the
stains, pawing at them with fat, sausage fingers.
"Let’s see, we’ve got ketchup, mustard, soy
sauce, semen, mayonnaise. . . ."

The door opens.  Here’s a sight you
won’t see often in most comic stores.  A mom
and her kid.  The kid’s about 10.  That’s real
young to be in a comic store.  Contrary to popu-
lar belief, the average age of a person who buys
comic books falls somewhere between 18 and 35.
A kid in his comic store.  That is a rare sight.
He tells himself that’s the reason why he stares.
He’s not looking at her short brown hair.  Her
eyes that twinkle like Green Lantern’s power
ring.  He’s not wondering whether her breasts
are as large as they look or whether that’s just
the WonderBra.  He’s not a super-android ana-
lyzing her with his infra-red detector eyes.

Õ
She feels his eyes on the back of her

neck.  They drip down her body like dirty rain-
water.  "Where are we?" she thinks to herself.
She looks down at her son.  His eyes are bright
and smiling.  A foot away from him, she notices
a comic book whose cover depicts a superhero’s
brains being blown out.  Whatever happened to
Archie and Jughead?

Õ
"Archie and Jughead.  Now there’s a con-

cept begging to be revamped," Mark’s started up
again, "I’m thinking about writing a letter to the
company.  I’ve got this great idea for a revamp-
ing of that whole franchise as a kind of 21st cen-

tury kind of Twin Peaks like thing."
Joe never knows how to respond

when Mark gets like this.  But he tries any-
way.  "Man, why are you still so hung up on
writing comics?  What kind of job aspiration
is that?"

Mark makes his fingers into two big
circles and places them over his eyes like glass-
es.  He always gets silly when he’s angry.
"Oh, Dad, is that you?  Wow, I’m sorry I
thought I was riding in the car with Joe.  My
friend who’s supposed to be supportive.  Sorry
for the mix-up, Pops!  My mistake!"

Õ
"It’s my mistake," she tells the lady

returning her mocha that has "just a dab too
much mocha than I like, Hon’."

As she tosses the cup into the trash-
can, she watches from the corner of her eye.
She watches the lady remove the tip (fifty
cents) that she’d thrown into the jar earlier.
What a terrible, horrible loss!

This Wednesday is like any other
Wednesday.  She’d seen it all before.

Õ
He’s never seen anything like this.

Comics everywhere.  It’s amazing.  The
shelves look like someone bled Technicolor all
over the store.  He loosens his hand from his
mom’s grasp.  It’s time to swim in this sea of
ink and paper.

He doesn’t know which one to open
first.  He can’t wait to submerge himself into a
story.  Swim around and live with the tight-
wearing, muscle-bound heroes that reside
between the covers.

Õ
"When I’m a famous comic book

writer," Mark thinks, "I’ll use the covers of
old and crappy comics as my wallpaper."

Everyone doubts Mark.  They tell him
that he’s not being realistic.  Comic book
writing is not a viable field.  College is right
around the corner.  They don’t understand.

He’s stopped at a red light with Joe.
In front of them, there is a truck full of
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Mexican housepainters.  All of them wear
white overalls and dirt-stained blue t-shirts.
"It’s like they’re a team or something!"  Mark
sees the world through four-color glasses.

As the light turns green, he thinks,
"The walls of my kitchen will be lined with
the old covers of NFL Super Pro and Team
Youngblood: The Hidden Years."

Õ
Hidden deep inside the arch-fiend’s

lair, the Hero pulls against his restraints.  A
damper field.  It glows pink like an evil tan-
ning bed.  It makes him weaker.  His costume
hangs by a few threads to his bulging muscles.
He flexes.  His teeth grit so hard that he fears
erosion.

No he doesn’t.  The Hero fears noth-
ing.  SNAP!  The chains break!  They fly out
like choking snakes.  The Hero is ready to
take control.  

Turn the page.
Õ

The kid’s flipping through a comic.
His store has a "No reading in the store" poli-
cy.  He should say something to the kid.
Besides, that kid probably can’t even compre-
hend what’s going on in that issue.  After all,
it’s part 27 of an epic 50 part storyline.  He
knows the shipping schedules of comic book
companies.  He knows that part 3 has yet to
arrive in stores but that part 43 will probably
show up next week.  It’s very confusing unless
you’re an expert.

Õ
"Oh so you’re like a comics expert,

huh?" she says this and let’s her green eyes
penetrate his soul.

"Yes ma’am.  I’ve got a very large
amount of knowledge about the comics indus-
try and retail and whatnot.  You learn that
kind of stuff when you own a store like this,"
he oozes confidence like pus from an infected
wound.

"Oooh a businessman," she rubs her
hand across her breast they way the girls do in
those Japanese animated porn films that he
watches in the back, "Well, I hope that your
amount of knowledge isn’t the only thing
that’s large. . . ."  She pulls on his t-shirt.  She
cannot resist.  "Timmy, go wait in the car."

Õ
These car rides to the comic book store

just aren’t fun anymore.  He can’t even listen
to the radio.  Mark can’t afford to have it fixed.
At least that’s what he says.  Mark’s parents are
loaded.  Sometimes Joe feels like Mark’s "poor"
friend.  The friend he keeps around because
they both read Spider-Man comics in the sev-
enth and eighth grades.  And because Mark’s
weird like that.

His eyelids flutter as though there’s
compressed cold air being blown directly at his
face.  The air conditioning is on and the win-
dows are down.  Mark probably doesn’t even
notice.  Mark says he wants to be a comic
writer.  Joe knows that next year Mark will be
attending some prestigious private university.
And Joe will be living at home, attending com-
munity college, and working at the factory.
Who knows?  Maybe work won’t be so bad.

Õ
Work sucks.  Customers suck.

Managers suck.  Being made to work an extra
four hours because someone called in sick
sucks.  Broken espresso machines suck.  Joe hit
her last night when she asked what his goals
were.  He sucks.  "No, maybe it’s me.  Maybe I
did it.  Maybe I suck."  Life sucks.

Õ
She listens to the sucking sounds of the

fat, asthmatic man behind the counter.  His
beady, little eyes peer over the comic book that
he holds to his face.  He stares and follows her
every movement through the store.

She looks over at him.  He’s repulsive.
Fat, balding, and many of the other clichés she
could think of about comic store owners.
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What’s the title of the comic he’s "reading"?
"Sex-Men Solo Adventures starring Booberine."
As Timmy looks at his comic with joy, she
mouths the word, "Pervert."

Õ
Writers control words.  Comic book

writers get to control words and pictures.  After
all, that’s all that comic books are: words and
pictures.  A famous comic writer once said,
"You can do anything with words and pictures."

Mark wants control.  He’s let others
control his life for far too long.  Joe’s in con-
trol.  Joe doesn’t even have to go to college next
year.  Mark envies Joe.  He really does.  "I’d
love to just take a year off and make some mini-
comics, do some self-publishing, maybe some
web-comics, get my name out there to the
major publishers.  But Mom and Dad want a
doctor or a lawyer."

There’s a quick turn after the second
stop sign on this street.  This shopping center
has been open for like thirteen years and the
asphalt has been terrible the whole time.  Ka-
Lump!  His tires roll through a pothole.  Mark
finds a spot beside a mini-van.  "Here we are,"
he says, "The comic store."

"Annie’s pregnant," says Joe as he rolls
up the window.

Õ
"Pregnant?  Me?  I can’t be pregnant.

But I have to be, right?  I did the test right I

think.  Should I see a doctor?  Well, I mean I
know I should but . . . doctors scare me.  Or is
it nurses that scare me?  Doctors usually just
talk to you.  It’s always the nurses who do the
dirty work."

Õ
"You’re a dirty lady?  Aren’t you?" he

asks.  They’re doing it right on the counter.
"Yes!" she growls.  She scratches his

back.  She rubs an ocean of sweat from her face
onto his chest.  "Oooh yeah give it to me, you
comic shop owning hunk of man!"

Õ
"Ah-ha!" exclaims the Hero.  He’s

found the secret spot where the Villain has
been hiding all of the time.  The Villain laughs
at the hero.  His face looks twisted and distort-
ed.  He’s a walking and talking nightmare.
SMASH!  POW!  KER-PASH!  BAM!

He won’t be laughing for long. 
Õ

"You’ve gotta be kidding," says Mark.
Joe can’t believe he just told Mark that Annie
was pregnant.  Had he even really told himself
yet?  Joe unbuckles his seat belt and starts to
turn the door handle.

"Wait, man," says Mark, "You’ve gotta
tell me more.  How?  Why?  I mean. . ."

Joe doesn’t have time for his friend’s
false concern.  The April sun beats down hard
through the window.  He leaves the car.

Õ
"Ma’am, I’m gonna have to ask you and

your son to leave," he speaks with confidence.
His chest puffed out (and his stomach).

"But why?" she asks.  Now that he’s
got a good look at her, she’s not that attractive.
She’s got crow’s feet and bags under her eyes.
And her tits sag.  He’d rather have a comic
book bad girl whose proportions would make
Barbie jealous any day.  The paper cuts stop
hurting after a while.

"You can’t read comics in the store.
That was a mint edition comic until your son

He knows the shipping schedules

of comic book companies. He

knows that part 3 has yet to

arrive in stores but that part 43

will probably show up next week.

It’s very confusing unless you’re

an expert.
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touched it and got fingerprints all over it.  So
that is why you have to leave.  Have a nice
day."

Õ
"Have a nice day and make sure to

get your coffee from us again!" she chirps or
at least tries to at the last customer.  She’s
sure it probably sounded more like a muffled
growl.

Joe took the news pretty bad.  Okay,
really bad.  "But I mean just because a guy
does bad things doesn’t make him a bad guy,
does it?"

Õ
Now there’s a new Bad Guy.  He

lurches toward the Hero.  He wants to take
the Hero’s prized book.  The Bad Guy walks
like Jell-O shakes.  He says bad things to the
Hero’s mom.

The Hero kicks the Bad Guy in his
villainous source of power.

Õ
"Ow!  My nuts!" he exclaims.  He

falls to the floor like a drunken Shamu.
The little brat actually did it.

"Leave!" he shouts.  "Leave! Leave! Leave!"
The kid starts to cry.  Good.  "Leave!"

Õ
Mark doesn’t want to be left behind.

He sits in the car and watches Joe walk
towards the store.  Joe’s got long hair now.
But he still wears that Metallica shirt that he
had in their freshman year.  Mark knows
he’s the one leaving town next year.  But Joe
left long ago.  Joe left the friendship and
Mark can’t tell when.

Mark steps out of the car.  He leaves
the keys in the ignition.  "Hey Joe, wait up!"
he calls.

She wonders if Joe is going to call her
at work today.  He used to do it all of the
time.  But that was a long time ago.  She
pours out the old decaf and thinks about
what kind of parent she’ll be.  She thinks
she’d make a good mom.

Õ
"But Mom I want a comic!" Timmy

whines.  She drags him by the hand out of
the doorway.  Her eyes follow the pathetic
comic store owner as he huffs back over to
the counter.  She smiles on the inside and
scowls at Timmy on the outside.  

"That was a very bad thing to do,
young man."

Õ
Joe doesn’t feel so young any more.

Comics and sci-fi movies and pro wrestling
just don’t work anymore.  Not like they do
for Mark.  Mark walks up to the sidewalk
where Joe stands.  He kicks at a dandelion
that pokes up through a crack in the side-
walk.  "Listen man," Mark starts.

Joe stops him by holding his hand up
to Mark’s face.  "Don’t worry about it.  Let’s
just go get your comics."  Joe nods.  Mark
nods.  They understand.

The pair watch as a woman drags her
kid kicking and screaming from the store.
Mark looks at Joe, waiting to see how he’ll
respond.  The kid kicks his feet and swings
his arm like a monkey.  "Hahahahahaha,"
Joe laughs.

Mark smiles a temporary smile.
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On Visiting my
Cousin’s Grave

KKeellllyy  EEaattoonn

Wasting

MMiicchhaaeell  PPiicckkaarrdd

I feel him watching me
From the corner chair,
Afraid that somehow
I will know he has it,
That he takes fourteen pills a day
To slow it.
Perhaps that I even know
How he will ease his car
To the curb tonight,
Outside the hangout,
And do it all over again.
Life is for some the struggle
Of dream and reality—
How could he be wasting away
When he still felt so damn
Good?

There is something unnatural 
about a little girl's grave,
carefully littered with bright white
orchids and purple calla lillies.
It seems out of place somehow
against this overgrown graveyard,
like the tiny flowers that grow
in an untended garden, too small
to defend themselves against the
uncertainties of weeds.
Even now, eleven years have passed
and still I remember how everything
hung thick like wet branches in the air
that day. Low whispers like thunder
and heavy lavender perfumes.
And I remember the sky was red,
stretched wide over the wet earth
and the faces, sagging and foreign,
bowed in reverence to whatever
strange power makes a brilliant 
red sky and a little girl die.
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I envy sick people for the attention. There’s only one
time I can actually remember being in the hospital, and
that was when I was six and the doctor took half an hour

putting the IV in my right hand, the hand with the thumb I usually sucked. My father, who
looks like Wilford Brimley, stayed with me the whole time and read 101 Dalmations out
loud. Dehydration made me sleepy and delirious, and I kept expecting him to offer me a
bowl of oatmeal.

I used to have this fantasy wherein I would have to go into the hospital for some mysterious ill-
ness, and suddenly all the boys in my life who had slighted me would realize what a terrible mistake
they had made and would all come and visit me at the same time.  I would pretend to be modest,
pulling the crisp hospital sheet up over my nightgown, and they would fight with each other over who
would get to have me.  I had a vision of someone hitting Paul Daniel, the worst of the slighters, over
the head with a dozen pink roses.  Then, of course, I would be cured and there would be some form of
happily ever after.

For a while, the someone I would have most liked to see wielding the pink roses was Dylan
Murphy.  Dylan had been my friend, my best friend, for a little over six months.  I loved talking to
people about something "my best friend and I" had done, and then slipping in a "he" here and there to
shock them.  I had always felt closer to boys, even when I knew they would eventually drop-kick my
heart.  Most of my girl friends didn’t really like each other; they were always competing for the atten-
tion of boys I easily made friends with, and often they hated me for that.  With girls, there was too
much nonsense, too much pretending and conniving and subterfuge.  So I gravitated toward boys,
which did have its downsides.  More often than not, even when I told myself not to do it, I’d end up
falling for them, and there was inevitably an ugly confrontation about it, and then I’d cry and they
would stand around uncomfortably, having just realized that I was a girl.  

With Dylan I thought it was different.  The first time I really talked to him was the summer
after eighth grade, and I was more nervous than I care to admit.  We had common friends, so it wasn’t
too hard to get his number.  And I had seen him
play "Norwegian Wood" at the talent show in the
spring, so I knew I’d have something to talk to him
about.  I liked all the bands I was supposed to like:
R.E.M., Pearl Jam, Nirvana, but I also had every
Beatles album ever made.  In album form, too.  On
Halloween, my English teacher, Mrs. Hill, asked us
trick questions from behind her high, polished desk,
and I was the only one who knew how many
grooves were on a standard-sized record.  One.  I
knew how to work a turntable, turning on the overhead light in my living room to illuminate the spi-
dery silver grooves, setting the needle down in just the right spot.  Then, turning off the light and set-
tling back in the darkness, letting "Julia" or "Revolution" wash over me.   

In the last week of school, I was standing across from him in a tight circle of our friends outside
the lunchroom.  He had his hands stuffed in the pockets of his black jeans, his Ramones t-shirt hanging
off him in large drapes of black fabric.  I watched him watch other people for a while, and then I ven-
tured forth with a question.

Bit Part
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On Halloween, my English teacher,
Mrs. Hill, asked us trick questions
from behind her high, polished

desk, and I was the only one who
knew how many grooves were on

a standard-sized record. One.



"So, you like the Beatles?"  He looked
up at me, startled, and his eyes brightened.

"Yeah."
"I’ve got some of my dad’s old ‘45s.  ‘A

Hard Day’s Night’ and ‘I Want to Hold Your
Hand.’"

"Cool."  All I had gotten were monosyl-
lables, but I felt like I had won the lottery.
Especially when he said, before retreating
behind the gym in a cloud of smoke, "You
should call me sometime."

So there I was, two weeks later, cross-
legged on my unmade bed, staring at the phone.
For my birthday, I had asked for a phone that
lit up when someone called, and I had gotten
this clear and pink monstrosity that flashed in
punctuated neon bursts.  My eldest sister was
the RA in the deaf dorm at her college, and after
I had spent a weekend sleeping on the futon in
her dorm room, I had become obsessed with
phones that flashed instead of rang.  The fascina-
tion with the phone had quickly worn off, but
even then, months later, it felt weird to watch
TV with no closed captioning.  

As I dialed, I felt like I was in the middle
of a bad teen novel.  One about a girl named
Buffy or Candy who was dating a thick-necked
football player named Rick or Kyle.  Girls like
that didn’t have to call boys, of course.  They
just waited in their neat, frilly bedrooms for the
thick-necked boys to call them.  I didn’t have
time for that nonsense.  

I counted off the number of empty, end-
less rings I heard.  One.  The grooves on a
record.  Two.  The number of sisters I had.
Three. . . 

"Yeah?"
"Uhm, may I speak to Dylan?"  Silence.
"Yeah," finally came the gruff reply.

"Hold on."  "DYLAN!!!!" the nameless boy
yelled, "PHONE!!!!"  I winced and pulled the
receiver away from my ear.  

"Hello?"  Dylan had a slight Southern
drawl to his voice, and he was quiet in a way
that made me doubt his relation to the person
who had answered the phone.

"Dylan?  Hey.  It’s me."  Silence.
"Susan."
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"Oh hey."  Was it my imagination, or
was there at least a tiny bit of excitement in his
voice?  "Hold on for just a sec."  I could hear his
brothers in the background, fighting about
something unimportant.  Then the noise was
muffled, and I heard the click of a door shut-
ting.

"My stupid brothers," he mumbled, and
I didn’t think I should reply.  The things I knew
seemed irrelevant: my sisters teaching me how
to write my name, my father and I arguing
good-naturedly in a field filled with Christmas
trees, my mother stitching a quilt out of my
favorite outgrown dresses.  Dylan’s parents
smoked pot to try and forget they hated each
other, and his brothers punched holes in the
bathroom door and threw sticks at the neigh-
borhood dogs as though they were seven years
old.  To rebel, Dylan had to live out a ‘50s tele-
vision show mentality: he cooked, he cleaned,
and he tried to prove to everyone that he was
better than whatev-
er it was they took
him for.  

Suddenly,
wafting through
the phone out of
nowhere, came a
succession of care-
fully fingered
notes.  I will eter-
nally thank my
parents that every
Saturday night of
my childhood
turned into Beatles
Appreciation 101,
because I knew
what the song was
even before he asked me.

"‘Here Comes the Sun,’" I said, like I
talked to people like him all the time.

"Wow," came the reply, "I’ve never
known a girl who knew that right off."

"Sure I know it," I answered, trying to
keep just enough scoff in my voice to sound
angry that he would assume anything less of me.
"I have every Beatles record.  I listen to them all
the time."

I couldn’t have
contructed a
better 
beginning . . .
I used poor,
dead John
Lennon to
elbow my way
into the role of
his best friend.
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"Records?  Not CDs?" he said.  I could
tell that this, like the second of silence after the
notes had vanished, was a crucial moment.

"Records."
"Wow."
I couldn’t have constructed a better

beginning.  There was something about Dylan, a
sleepy quality to the way he moved and spoke
that said he had very little time for friends.  So I
used poor, dead John Lennon to elbow my way
into the role of his best friend.

I was trying to find something or some-
one to change the tired little play that had
become my life, and I couldn’t have written a
better character than Dylan.  I wasn’t rebelling
against suburbia, or against my parents, but I
was just looking for something different.  He
was just the perfect amount of difference, and I
had skipped the friendship part altogether and
had already fallen for him.  Even his name was
perfect.  There was a Canadian television show
on at the time, called Fifteen, that my sister
Libby and I watched religiously, and there was a
character named Dylan on it who was always
wearing a black leather jacket and carrying
around an acoustic guitar.  That was my Dylan.
He fit perfectly into the mold I was looking to
make before I had even made it, and I knew I
had to be cool enough to merit his attention or I
would be stuck playing Barbies and watching
television shows about junior high relationships
for the rest of my life.  I wanted to meet the
boys who always seemed to have an acoustic
guitar handy, not watch Canadian melodrama
about them. 

"Hey," he was saying, "You want to
come over sometime?"  

"Maybe," I said, trying not to envision
our wedding.  "When?"

"Now?"
Man, I was good.  All in one day, I was

going to both fraternize with the long-coveted
enemy and see the actual inside of a house
where the parents didn’t iron and bake and fix
bicycles.  

Dylan had candles in murky green bot-
tles in his room that dripped crimson and sea-
foam and yellow, and his dog Lady sat curled up
on his neatly-made bed, the bottom in a set of

rickety bunk beds.  I had never seen a room so
organized before, and it didn’t strike me until
much later that there wasn’t much to organize.
The main items in the room were a dozen or so
milk crates filled with records.  

"They’re alphabetical," he said, catching
me eye his collection.  "Pick out something you
want to hear."

Another test, I was sure.  I flipped
through the albums, many of them still wrapped
in plastic.

"This one," I said hastily, handing him
"Life’s Rich Pageant."  I couldn’t tell whether
I’d gotten it right or not, but he carefully took
it out of its sleeve and crossed the room to put it
on his turntable.  

"This is my favorite R.E.M. album," he
said, not looking back at me.

In all the time he was my best friend, I
never got used to his family.  We spent at least
half of the days in every week together that
summer, and, mainly because he could never get
anyone to bring him over to my house, I went
to his.  His bedroom was at the end of a long
hall, and there was usually someone to dodge on
the way there, someone who was, more often
than not, shouting into a phone or at someone
else in the house.  I was always afraid and tense,
and not because his parents or brothers were
mean to me, or even to him.  They didn’t pay
attention to either of us.  They treated me like
another invisible member of their family.

Dylan had a girlfriend by the beginning
of ninth grade, which in our school system was
last grade in the junior high rather than the first
grade in high school.  Her name was Jennifer,
and she was one of those girls in the stupid nov-
els or on the Canadian teen angst shows.  She
probably liked him because he fit her image of
the perfect Dylan: the Luke Perry, 90210 image.
If I’d known that was what he wanted, I could
have saved myself the energy of always trying to
be cool.  He told me things about her, things I
didn’t want to know, and I had to keep the jeal-
ousy and anger from rising into my throat.  I
got a boyfriend, too, that year, but there was a
strange kind of cold formality in our "relation-
ship." He was nothing to me beyond a title.  
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Dylan threw a party for my birthday in
November, and I watched him with Jennifer the
whole time my boyfriend was outside setting off
firecrackers.  One of my girl friends, Kathy,
kept trying to talk to me, but finally walked
away, disgusted at my inattention.  By 10, I was
exhausted and fed up myself.  I couldn’t watch
him fawn over her, the perfect girl with perfect
skin and coal-black hair that flipped up at the
ends.  I wanted to get as far away from her and
the scent of raspberries that seemed to suspend
itself around her like a halo.  I pushed my way
outside, curling up on a peeling white swing sus-
pended from Dylan’s back porch.

"Hey there.  I was wondering where
you had gone to," Dylan said, settling down
beside me half an hour later.  

"Where’s Jennifer?" I spat at him.
"Went home."  He was eyeing me curi-

ously. "You know, I was watching you tonight.
When you were standing in the kitchen and
John was standing outside, and you could see
each other through the plate glass window.  I
saw you look up at him, and I thought about
you standing on your tiptoes to kiss him."

There was a long, uncomfortable silence.
I tried to read his face, to see what it meant that
he was thinking about me kissing my boyfriend.
"I want to tell you something, but I don’t want
to see your face when I do it," I said.  He got up
and walked into the house, coming back with a
magazine.  He looked at me, grinned, and then
held the magazine up so that I couldn’t see his
face anymore.  

"Shoot," he said.
"I don’t want to just be your friend any-

more."  There was another silence, and I could
hear his dog barking at the edge of the yard,
beyond the circle of light that the spotted yel-
low bulb on the back porch put out.  "I know
I’m not a cheerleader," I smirked, continuing,
"but why can’t I be your girlfriend?  What’s
wrong with me?"  

"You know how I feel about you," he
said.  "You’re so pretty and cool and. . . . Well,
if I wasn’t dating Jennifer. . . ."

"Bullshit," I retorted, and he looked
up at me sharply.  "What happened to the

months when you weren’t dating Jennifer?  If
I’m so damn cool and pretty and fabulous, why
weren’t you dating me then? "  

He sat back down again and looked at
the ground. 

"I am so tired of this.  Of being every-
one’s friend but nothing more."

"What about John?" he asked, puzzled.  
"I wasn’t even his friend first.  I don’t

even know him."  I settled back against the
swing.  "In any way that matters, at least."

Just then I heard a crash from inside the
house, and his father violently slid open the
glass door to the porch.

"What the hell are you kids doing?"  He
looked dazed.  "I think you need to go home,"
he said, looking at me.

"Ok, Mr. Murphy," I said, rising quick-
ly.  He retreated back into the house, probably
forgetting I was there.  It occurred to me that he
had never used my name, and I wondered if he
even knew it.

"I’ll wait out front with you for your
dad," Dylan said, touching my shoulder.  

"O.K."
I watched him pace his front yard,

avoiding meeting my eyes.  He finally came
over and sat by me on the porch railing.

"I guess I’m looking for something else.
Someone who’s happy and optimistic and not
affected by life the way we are."  It was my turn
to avoid his watery blue eyes.

"I could be that.  I could be something
else.  I don’t think you really know me, Dylan."

"I don’t really know you?" he said,
stunned.  "How can you say that?  You’re my
best friend."  He watched me intently for a few
moments, but I didn’t have anything else to say.
I was too far into my role as detached and sar-
castic and cynical Susan.  "I love you," he said,
but I knew it was in the wrong way, and for the
wrong reasons.  "Say something."

"I love you, too," I finally managed.  He
brightened then, and put his arm around me,
but I could feel the tears welling up inside my
chest, and I was trying not to breathe.  "You are
the most important person in my life."

"I know."
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"Do you?"  I no longer felt like I was
fighting against something else that was trying
to claim him.  I had imagined myself as some
kind of last chance for him, a way to escape his
family and the dark, musty house littered with
crushed incense sticks and dirty dishes.  He had
never complained to me about his parents or his
brothers or his house; I had just always assumed
that they made him uncomfortable because they
made me uncomfortable.  For all that I really
knew about him, he might as well have been
one of those characters in a television show.  A
television show I didn’t belong in.  If I was try-
ing to be his savior, I had gone about it in the
worst possible way.  

I got up then and walked toward the
street.  I wanted to wait for a car and throw
myself in front of it.  I wanted to become my
hospital fantasy, smiling bravely in spite of a
broken bone or two, and looking radiant and
worthy of affection.  There weren’t any cars on
his street, and I stood at the edge of the sidewalk
for a long time, trying to forget that I was really
a privileged baby who made straight A’s.  I
could feel him standing behind me, and I turned
around to face him.  

"Are we ok?" he asked nervously.  "Are
you ok?"

"Yeah" was all I could manage.
"Here comes your dad," he said, motion-

ing down the street.  For a minute, I thought
maybe I could still do it, could still throw
myself in front of the car and let everything sort
itself out.  But I just blinked in the direction of

the headlights and tried to ignore the feeling
that this was the end of something.

"Bye," I said quietly.
"I wish you’d cheer up," he said, playful-

ly punching me in the arm.  "I’ll call you tomor-
row."

Later, I stood in front of the full-length
mirror in my room, trying to see something I
recognized.  I felt like the worst kind of pop cul-
ture failure, inept at even the tiniest bit part in
my own melodrama.  I pressed my hands against
the silvery glass, scrutinizing my face.  I could
hear my mother playing "Rocky Raccoon" in
the living room, and I opened my window so
that I could breathe.  I was sure Dylan must be,
at that moment, realizing I was a girl.  Without
him there to watch me uncomfortably, I didn’t
much feel like crying.  I didn’t feel much like
listening to "Rocky Raccoon," either.  I tried
not to think about Dylan and all the others I
knew and had known, and I realized I had pret-
ty much exhausted my available pool of charac-
ters.  I thought about this boy named Mark who
had just transferred into my Science class, and
about the loose pieces of paper he had dropped
on the floor in front of me last Wednesday
when he tripped over Drew Beaty’s bookbag.  I
had looked down to find line after scribbled
line, and I read just enough to realize something:
he wrote poetry, good poetry.  I spent the next
two hours looking for my leather-bound copy
of Leaves of Grass and I forgot all about John
Lennon.



Passageway

CCaasseeyy  PPaarrkkss

I thought of you as I walked across the passageway today
Not because you’ve ever seen it
Or even because something inherent in it reminded me of you
I think it’s just because I was breathing
And, these days, every time I do that I think of you

on the rainbow road,
Amsterdam

MMaarriioonn  PPaarrkkeerr

I’m sprawled upside down on the bed
he’s curled around his guitar, high

blues filling all the places between
coloring the white room beyond the black of my shut eyes

got rain for percussion I murmur into the cloud
yeah, he exhales, smiles

and I think I can see gold at the bottom
he believes he can turn things upside down

so here we are in a shitty white hotel, drifting on blues
the rainy world beyond our black eyes shining

40



Monuments

DDaanniieell BBrroowwnniinngg

After you died, they strung
a flashing yellow light over

the road,
its pulse coming and going just as
memory fades and strengthens:

in the field that morning
you wore a summer dress of
sunflowers and the wind blew 
against it,  

but in the afternoon it had 
stopped and even the jasmine
strung across your lattice
fence was still;

after everything changes,
the past becomes just another
object, a yellowed newspaper
clipping, a vine of jasmine, 
a light blinking, calling you
back from a foreign land like
a ribbon awaiting a soldier’s return.

Ashes to Ashes 

KKaattee  DDyyeessss

They call us the twins, you know, 
you and me, my almost brother. 
I came too early, you, too late, 
one season between our births. 
But our connection, stronger 
than star signs and superstitions, 
draws us both to this dock's 
silence after every storm. 

Sitting in rain-soaked lounge chairs, 
we watch lightning fingers crawl 
farther and farther away. 
I watch you light up 
and inhale deep and languidly, 
smoke spirals spilling from your lips. 

Inhale, exhale, tap, flick,
ashes drift to the water.
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Trinity

Amy Loy
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Stained Glass

DDaanniieell  BBrroowwnniinngg

It’s something about the
spears of wet blackbark cypress

which slide from the sky
into the smoky glasswater,

something about the
dragonfly blue green floating,

drowned on the surface
of the viscid pond,

something about the
dusty orange sun and the 
heat-warped air

shimmering over the slickblack
Oktibbeha County road,

as if he can see through the algae-green
as one might see through stained glass
a past life,

a young boy standing waist deep
as the preacher wipes
baptismal water from his hands
in the same motions Pontius Pilate
wiped blood from his.
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Five Voices

JJ..  DD.. GGrraaffffaamm,, JJrr..

IV.
I was sleeping, but it woke
me up. I ran to my Momma. 
I woke her up.
She pulled me into the bathroom,
told me to get in the tub
then left, came back with a mattress,
threw it on top of me.
I stayed there until the fire department
came,
and took me to the hospital. 
I remember her
in the hallway, bent over, like in church, 
crying. The dogs were barking. 
Until they shut up.

V.
The dishes in the sink clinked
and made music. It was very beautiful,
and it scared me.

I.
I looked out and saw how
the funnel pulled giant oaks
from the ground.
The trees landed
across the pasture
on the barn, crushing it
like a soft foam ice chest.

II.
Okay, imagine a double-ended 
sparkler. Both ends lit at the same
time, burning toward each other—
fiery they burn—
imagine the blackness that bursts
from the light when the 
sparks meet and sputter gone.

III.
We were driving to Monroe
holding hands
on a thin black trace
when I saw it from over a mile away.
I stopped the car in the middle of the road
and we watched the clouds 
pinch a truck up by its trailer,
its cab dangling
like the pendant on a necklace.
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Dr. John Stone is Professor of Medicine (Cardiology) at Emory
University School of Medicine.  For 19 years he was Director of Admissions and
Associate Dean.  He now serves as consultant to the Dean’s Office in the areas of
Alumni and Emeritus Faculty relations.  He has taught often for the Department
of English, including the Emory College British Summer Studies Program in
Oxford, England, for which he teaches a course in Literature and Medicine.

Born in Jackson, Mississippi, Dr. Stone graduated from Millsaps College,
then received his M.D. degree from Washington University School of Medicine
(St. Louis).  He trained in Medicine and Cardiology at the University of
Rochester and Emory University, joining the Emory faculty in 1969.  Dr. Stone
has three times been selected Best Clinical Professor at Emory and has given the
Graduation Address for the School of Medicine four times.  He received the
Thomas Jefferson Award from Emory in 1983 for distinguished service.   In 1987,
he received the Theobald Smith Award, the highest academic award of Albany Medical College, for "distin-
guished service to mankind in the fields of science, medicine, and teaching." In 1990, he received the Emory
University Scholar/Teacher Award.  In April 1996, he received the Nicholas E. Davies Memorial Scholar
Award from the American College of Physicians for scholarly activities in the realm of the humanities.
Dr. Stone received the Georgia Governor’s Award in the Humanities in 1992.  At the May 2000 Emory
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Distinguished Faculty Award for excellence in teaching.  Dr. Stone has received honorary degrees from
Miami University, Northeastern Ohio Universities College of Medicine, and Albany Medical College.  

Stone’s poetry is published by LSU Press: THE SMELL OF MATCHES; IN ALL THIS RAIN; and
RENAMING THE STREETS.  His last book, WHERE WATER BEGINS, received a Literature Award (Stone’s
second) from the Mississippi Institute of Arts and Letters in May 1999.  (Former winners include Walker
Percy, Ellen Gilchrist, and Barry Hannah.) 

IN THE COUNTRY OF HEARTS, new and collected essays, was originally published by Delacorte
Press/Dell and reprinted by LSU Press in 1996.  Stone's essays have appeared in The New York Times
Magazine, as well as in Journal of the American Medical Association, Discover, MD Magazine,
and others.  

Stone is co-editor (with Dr. Richard Reynolds) of an anthology of literature and medicine, ON
DOCTORING: Stories, Poems, Essays (Simon and Schuster).  The book is presented annually as a gift
from the Robert Wood Johnson Foundation to students entering U.S. medical schools; a third edition was
published in the Fall of 2001.  More than 200, 000 copies of ON DOCTORING have been distributed.  

Stone’s poetry has appeared in such publications as Poetry, The American Scholar, The New
York Quarterly, New England Review, and Poetry Northwest.  His work has been widely antholo-
gized, including The Norton Introduction to Literature and Contemporary Southern Poetry.  

A sought-after speaker, Stone has read and lectured at celebratory events at well over 100 institu-
tions in 39 states and given named lectures at Yale, Stanford, Tulane, Vanderbilt, Brown, and The Mayo Clinic.  

Stone also wrote the libretto for CANTICLES OF TIME, a choral symphony (music by Samuel
Jones) that won the Music Award of the Mississippi Institute of Arts & Letters (1991).  In February 2001,
John Stone, with pianist and Julliard graduate, William Ransom, performed a program called "The Poet
and The Pianist" at New York's Carnegie Recital Hall.

Introducing Dr. John Stone
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Stylus: What was your major as an undergraduate here at Millsaps? 

Stone: I received a BA degree with a major in Chemistry.   A BA degree (as opposed to a BS) required 
foreign language credits plus some philosophy, both of which I'd had.  So I took all the premed-
ical requirements and all the chemistry courses.   But I spent a lot of time in Murrah Hall and the
Christian Center, taking English courses (Shakespeare and Victorian Poetry), German, and 
Philosophy of Religion.

Stylus: As an undergraduate, how did you handle the seemingly different ideals that your scientific 
studies and your literary studies represented?   

Stone: I've never thought that the two fields of study were that different from one another.  Science 
and literature, after all, are both ways of knowing, of understanding the world.  The word 
"science" reminds us of this fact in its etymology: "Scio"—L.) "I know."  But literature is also a 
way of knowing, of discovery, of asking and answering questions about this strange and
marvelous world in which we all live.  I once said (in a Convocation Address, where one is 
allowed a touch of high rhetoric): "All windows open to the same world."  Both science and the 
humanities explore that common world and both are shaped by it.  I continue to believe strongly
that humanities majors need to know more science—and science majors need to know more 
humanities.  Scientists will unravel and display the human genome—but accomplishment of that 
scientific feat brings with it parallel moral and philosophic questions that must be addressed by a 
different part of the intellect.

I have an excellent mentor on my side in this matter, notably Dr. William Carlos Williams, the 
New Jersey physician-poet who won the Pulitzer Prize and also managed to deliver 3000 babies.  
This is what he said in his Autobiography, in the chapter called "Of Medicine and Poetry"—
"When they ask me, as of late they frequently do, how I have for so many years continued an 
equal interest in medicine and the poem, I reply that they amount for me to nearly the same 
thing" (emphasis mine).   Dr. Williams gives us a further clue to his feelings a couple of pages 
later when he writes,  "I was permitted by my medical badge to follow the poor, defeated body 
into those gulfs and grottos" (of illness).   His medicine and his poetry were deeply interconnected.  

I would only add that medicine is the profession par excellence in terms of achieving this 
privleged union of science and the humanities.   Medicine is not so much a science as it is the 
application of science to human beings.  There is a significant difference.
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Interviewing Dr. John Stone

The Stylus conducted an interview with Dr. John Stone over e-mail. Among 
those who helped formulate questions for Dr. Stone were the Editors, Kelly
Eaton and J. D. Graffam, Faculty Advisor, Dr. Austin Wilson, student Ashley

Nichols, and Assistant Director of the Millsaps Writing Program, Kathi Griffin.
Dr. Stone formatted his responses himself.
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Stylus: Going through medical school is obviously hard on a person, both emotionally and physically. 
Did you write during that time in your life, and if so, what role did it play in either easing or 
intensifying those stresses and anxieties of medical school? 

Stone: Medical school was rigorous, from the first day, with little let-up for the next 9 years (11 years, 
counting military service).  But it was an infinitely rewarding task, to see for ourselves how the 
body works, its anatomy and physiology:

Fitting the labels
in our books
to our own tense tendons
slipping in their sheaths

we memorized the body
and the word…

“Cadaver,” from THE SMELL OF MATCHES, LSU Press

"Cadaver" is basically the first poem I wrote after I was "medically educated."  It was written, 
though, about 10 years after I was in anatomy class.  So my answer is, "No, I wasn't writing 
poems, except for phrases and jottings on 3 x 5 cards, while I was in medical school.  But the 
poems were being written—they were just not being written down.   Leafing now through THE 
SMELL OF MATCHES, my first book, I am struck by how many of the poems are medically-
based.  My three subsequent books of poetry are less medically-influenced, I'd wager.

Stylus: How does being a doctor affect your writing? And vice versa? 

Stone: One of the secrets of good doctoring and good writing is paying attention to the world around 
us.  Garcia Lorca wrote, "The poet is the professor of the five bodily senses."  So, in the best of 
circumstances, is the physician.  We look, we listen, touch, smell, taste the world.  Such physical 
involvement in the world keeps us alert to its nuances, its epiphanies, its startlements (if that's a 
neologism, I accept it).  The poet's duty is to be astonished.  That is also the duty of the
physician: to find each patient's story "new," no matter how many times he or she may have 
heard it before.  A "listening" posture, a posture of expectation not only produces better medical 
care, but it also renews the physician in the daily work of tending to the sick.

I was influenced in this regard early on.  In my poem "Cadaver," quoted above, I discovered that 
the man on whose body we worked had had syphilis.  The disease had attacked his heart and 
killed him.  That discovery had the effect of humanizing our cadaver: this was not merely the 
study of anatomy.  No.  This was a man who taught us what it is to be human, to live, to make 
love, to contract and to die of syphilis.  It was as if the woman from whom he'd contracted the 
disease was still there with him, on that granite dissection table, after all those years.  That 
discovery, in the first year of medical school, convinced me to expect interesting stories from 
people I meet (including patients).  I have not been disappointed.

Stylus: As far as you could tell, what was the Millsaps student body perception of the Stylus when you 
were editor in the late 1950's?  



Interview

49

Stone: I doubt that the Stylus was considered the central aesthetic experience that all of us who 
worked on it hoped it was.  But a literary magazine was crucial in the maturation of those of us 
interested in putting the best words in their best order.  There were strong experiences in the arts
going on all over campus.  For example, I played in the (quite small) Millsaps band: we played 
some big pieces!  The Millsaps Players were extremely active under Lance Goss, also staging big 
plays such as "Hamlet."  The Millsaps Singers held a great appeal for many of us—to this day I
can't hear Handel's "Messiah" without being back in Jackson singing "Hallelujah."  These 
experiences were formative ones, crucial ones, for the majority of the student body in those days, I'd say.   

Stylus: What writers were an inspiration to you when you were younger and why? What about now? 
Especially now that you have had a life full of your own achievements in writing? 

Stone: While I was a student at Millsaps, a young Assistant Professor of biology, Miller Williams, and I 
got together often to talk poetry.  I never took a class with Miller.  But we were both writing 
and we both learned from each other, reading poems to each other, each contributing,
importantly, to the other's work.  The talk was the crucial part.  We talked at his faculty 
apartment (he was married and living next to the Lambda Chi House, in which I lived).  We 
talked about good writing.  We submitted poems to be considered for publication—I'd published 
some "haiku" while in high school, but at Millsaps I began to read the "little magazines"—those 
were our tutors.  As I matured through the years, a whole group of writers became personally 
important to me, including Miller Williams (who has published many books and directed the 
University of Arkansas Press).  I went to the Bread Loaf Writers' Conference in Vermont (the 
oldest in the country) for three summers between 1969 and 1972.  I served as physician (and 
psychiatrist!) for that conference.  I met and was influenced by many writers there: John Ciardi, 
John Frederick Nims (who edited the superb anthology called WESTERN WIND), Maxine Kumin
(who won the Pulitzer Prize), William Meredith, Barry Hannah.  It was an inspiration to see 
(and hear) so many writers talk about writing.  I learned there to read critically, to discover other
writers who were to become crucial in my own development: Richard Wilbur (one of our great 
"formalist" poets); Howard Nemerov; James Dickey; Derek Mahon; Seamus Heaney; Emily 
Dickinson; Frost, of course, and William Carlos Williams.  My own "remedial education" in 
literature is ongoing and takes curious turns from time to time.  I'm always discovering "new" 
voices, such as those of Billy Collins and Stanley Kunitz -- but I also like to return often to old 
friends such as Emily Dickinson: I think she is America's best poet at this point in our literary history.

Stylus: Lewis Nordan says "All comedy is underpinned by loss." Your poetry seems playful with its use 
of language, but your themes often center on tragedy or death or loss. How would you apply 
Nordan's interpretation of comedy to your own experiences with reading and writing? 

Stone: A theologian friend, Dr. Kathleen O'Connor, who teaches at Columbia Theological Seminary 
in Atlanta, recently wrote a book called LAMENTATIONS AND THE TEARS OF THE WORLD.   
Her book deals with the book of Lamentations in the Bible.  I was struck, in reading her work, 
that it explores (in a much more rigorous way, of course) the same crucial questions students 
were asking in my Philosophy of Religion class back at Millsaps.  What is the nature of God?  Is 
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God omnipotent?  If God is omnipotent, why do such "bad things happen to good people?"  It's 
the lamentations of the world that move us as human beings.  Doctors are reminded daily of the 
fact (as my first publisher told me) that "We're involved in the losingest game of all." The poet's 
writing often reflects that fact:  the tears of the world get our attention.   Stanley Kunitz wrote 
"How scrawny is the language of joy."  But the world's inevitable losses are leavened and tem
pered by humor—in the longer run, we have much to be thankful for.  As I wrote in 
CANTICLES OF TIME (the choral symphony written for Millsaps' centennial back in 1990):

Blake was right: within our days
"Joy and Woe are woven fine."

Yet, of the faces we put on
the most enduring one is joy.

Even the plainest word is praise:
I speak.  Therefore I celebrate....

I hope—I believe—that's true.

Stylus: Does that interpretation differ when it is applied to your own life, especially to your life as a 
doctor?  

Stone: No, it's fundamentally the same whether I'm talking as a poet, a physician, or a physician-poet.  

Stylus: Millsaps has named a building after you, John Stone Hall. How do you feel about this, and what 
do you hope other students can gain from seeing your name on this particular building? 

Stone: I know of no other kind of building on which I'd rather have my name.  The word "doctor" 
comes from the Latin, "docere," which means "to teach."  I feel privileged that my name is on a 
building on a campus where scholarship, teaching, and truth are so prized, as they are at 
Millsaps.  Having a building named after you is something you don't or can't earn: you fall into 
such an auspicious honor and hope somehow to deserve it in the future.

One thing I'm happiest about is that both the [Classics Department] and the Writing Center are 
in John Stone Hall.  These are both first-rate and worthy endeavors I'm happy to be associated 
with.  Learning to communicate, to write and speak together, are among the most important 
things any humans do.

Stylus: If you could give undergraduate students two pieces of advice in regard to life and career, what 
would they be and why? 

Stone: (1) Identify those passions, those pursuits, that engage you as you go through life.  In life, as in 
college, major in what you're interested in!  You'll come out better in the long run.  (The 
converse of this is also important: if you don't like to eat broccoli, don't eat it.)
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(2) Follow those passions expectantly: Allow your current passion to lead you to the next one.  
Expect joy and be prepared to celebrate.

My own passions have included music, which, after literature, is my chief intellectual passion 
(Shostakovich to Bach and all the composers I can manage in between); Emily Dickinson; 
Anton Chekhov; William Faulkner; John Keats; John Donne; contemporary Irish poetry; 
learning how to use the language better.  My chief and most precious personal passions are my family.

Stylus: How would you say your Millsaps liberal arts education prepared you for the "real world," and 
more specifically your career as a successful doctor and published poet? 

Stone: Millsaps was the perfect place for my education.  There were bright concerned faculty who 
loved to teach and were good at it.  They allowed us students to think whatever we wanted, for 
as long as we wanted, whether it was demonstrably false or not; they predicted correctly that we 
would grow up at some point.  They allowed us to use their words until we found our own.  
They granted us our passions; they revealed to us their own.  And there were bright interesting 
classmates on the campus, many of them multi-dimensional human beings already: they might 
have gone anywhere, done anything in life.  And, through the years, they have done just that: 
they have become professors of music and physics and surgery; deans of all sorts and persuasions; 
ministers; lawyers; accountants, high moguls; and the rest.  Among the most fortunate of all these
Millsaps graduates is one particular physician-writer.      
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Millsaps College Publications Board

The Millsaps College Publications Board delegates editorial responsibility to students in an effort
to help establish and maintain an atmosphere of free and responsible discussion and of intellectu-
al exploration on the campus.

In delegating editorial responsibility to students, Millsaps College provides sufficient editorial
freedom and financial autonomy for student publications to maintain their integrity of purpose
as vehicles for free inquiry and free expression in an academic community.
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