
Stylus

Volume 60
2010



i

Acknowledgements
In gratitude for their generous gifts without which we would not have been able 

to publish the Stylus: 
Mr. Charles B. Rector, 1971
Mr. John Doe, 19XX

In gratitude for their time and expertise in their enthusiastic support of the 
Stylus within the Millsaps community:

Ms. Debra McIntosh, Wilson-Library College Archivist
Ms. Sara Schumacher, Wilson-Library Archives Student Assitant
Mr. Vernon King, Institutional Advancement Director of  Development
Ms. Stephanie Clark, Institutional Advancment Administrative Assistant for Developmental Programs
Ms. Theresa Surber, Institutional Advancement Manager of  Developmenta Information Systems

Dr. Richard Boada, Teaching Fellow in Rhetorical Studies & Writing Center Director
Dr. Darby Ray, Faith & Work Initiative Director
Ms. Sherryl Wilburn, Multi-Cultural Affairs Director

Dr. Theodore Ammon, Associate Professor of  Philosophy
Dr. Nicholas Brown, Visiting Assistant Professor of  History
Dr. Anita DeRouen, Director of  Writing and Teaching
Dr. Ramon Figueroa, Associate Professor of  Spanish
Professor Brent Fogt, Assistant Professor of  Art
Dr. Laura Franey, Associate Professor of  English
Dr. Brent Hendrixson, Assistant Professor of  Biology
Dr. Patrick Hopkins, Associate Professor of  Philosophy
Dr. Steven Kistulentz, Assistant Professor of  English
Dr. Melissa Lea, Assistant Professor of  Psychology
Dr. L. Lee Lewis, Associate Professor of  Chemistry
Dr. Steven Smith, Professor of  Philosophy and Religious Studies
Dr. Susan Taylor, Professor of  Economics

Mr. Martin “Mac” McGee, Service Printers, Inc. CEO
Ms. Missie Parker, Service Printers, Inc. Administrative Assistant



ii

Acknowledgements
Publications Board:

Dean David Davis, Interim Dean of  the College
Dean Brit Katz, Vice President and Dean of  Students

Mr. Stan Magee, Director of  Student Publications
Mr. Woody Woodrick, Publications Advisor

Faculty Members:
Dr. Anita DeRouen
Dr. Greg Miller, Stylus Advisor
Dr. Andrew Paxman
Dr. Pat Taylor, Faculty Co-Chair

Editors:
Kate Royals, Purple & White
Amanda Smithers, Bobashela
Diantha Williamson, Stylus

Student Members:
Cree Cantrell
Laura Domingue, Student Co-Chair
Kendell Gregory, SBA Treasurer
Mary Clark Radin
Victoria Romano
Maria Underwood

“A Penny for Your Thoughts” Student Donators

The Millsaps College Publications Board delegates editorial responsibilities in an effort to help establish and maintain an 
atmosphere of  free, responsible discussion and intellectual exploration within the campus community. Millsaps College 
provides sufficient editorial freedom and financial autonomy for student publications to maintain their integrity as vehicles 
of  free expression within an academic community.



iii

Stylus Staff

Editor:
Diantha Williamson

Selection and Design Staff:
Austin Baker

Melinda Boudreaux
Kelly Brignac
Cheshil Dixit
David Guyott
Denaé Hebert
Allie Jordan

Riley Manning
Kathryn McDonald

Ashley Miller
Devon Morris
Aubin St. Clair

Mary Mitchell Williams
Margie Woodall

Faculty Advisor:
Dr. Greg Miller

Contact:
stylus@millsaps.edu

The Stylus accepts submissions in poetry, short fiction, creative non-fiction, visual art, and photography. Students design 
and engage in selection and layout processes through which the Stylus is compiled. All ideas in the Stylus belong to the stu-
dent authors and artists who express them. For more information or to obtain copies of  the Stylus, please visit our website 
at www.millsaps.edu/stylus or contact us at stylus@millsaps.edu.



Table of Contents



1

Awards
Editor’s Choice for Photography:
Adventure Catalyst, Bolton Kirchner

Editor’s Choice for Poetry:
Gibsontown, Florida, Kristen Clark

Editor’s Choice for Prose:
Black and White, David Guyott

Editor’s Choice for Visual Art:
Recharge, Beau Hinton

Multi-Cultural Affairs Award:
Sacre Coeur, Brittani Johnson

Faith & Work Initiative Award: 
First Prize: Bruised but not Broken, Victoria Romano

Second Prize: 

“A Penny for Your Thoughts”:
Jane Doe

This was my response to why the Stylus is important

Stylus Editor’s Choice Awards recognize artistic achievement in genres represented within the 
magazine.

Faith & Work Initiative engages the Millsaps community in reflection on vocation–fostering 
lives of  passion, integrity, and service. The Initiative rewards the best literary or artistic work that 
explores one or more of  the following themes: the discovery or pursuit of  a calling in life, work 
as self-expression, work and the common good, work and faith/spirituality, and the meaning of  
work.

Multi-Cultural Affairs (MCA) seeks ways through which our community may solve issues of  
“negative” diversity while promoting “positive” diversity. MCA rewards a literary or artistic work 
expressing human diversity and our universal connections. 

“A Penny for Your Thoughts” was a fundraiser blah blah blah
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Editor’s Choice for Photography
Adventure Catalyst

Bolton Kirchner
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Editor’s Choice for Poetry
Gibsontown, Florida

Kristen Clark

Balancing on my toes—
I am the hair rising on your arms. 
Your laugh pierces,
sending another jolt,
another series of  chills.

I beckon you closer,
the corners of  my mouth turning skyward.
If  you would just jump
I could catch you.
Lock your eyes
and balance your nose
on mine.

Knocking the stars out of  heaven
with your feet, we would count up
the wishes we’re owed—
and touch the sky.
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Editor’s Choice for Prose
Black and White

David Guyott

     He was, more than anything else you could call him, an explorer. He was always on the move, search-
ing for something more, some new world to discover. He traveled over the seas and under them. He 
traveled to Berlin, Moscow, Cairo, Sydney; wherever one could go, he traveled. He traveled to places 
no man had ever been. He traveled to Mars once – quite an adventure, that. He even traveled to places 
none had ever heard of: the Land of  the Gregarious Grasshoppers, for example, or, of  course, that 
infamous realm Estado de Naturaleza. Mostly, though, he just traveled. And wherever he traveled, he 
played his role with the utmost of  steadfast dedication; he was an explorer, so help him God! Explor-
ers found things that had never been found, learned things that had never been learned, and it was his 
divine duty to bring these back to his fellow man. For an explorer gathered knowledge, and knowledge, 
after all, must be known.
     This is why he wrote. He was always writing, more than anything. He explored not for tourism, 
nor for simple pleasure; these he considered the height of  vulgarity. No, he explored because people 
needed to know; and how could people know if  he himself  forgot? So he wrote. He traveled to all 
these fantastic places, and he wrote. It’s quite unclear whether he did much more than these two simple 
things: travel and write. He was often barely aware of  that which he was writing, and even less aware 
of  that which he was seeing. He just wrote, much as a camera watches but does not watch. It watches 
so that others may see what it saw, hear what it heard. He wrote so he would remember, and he really 
just had to remember, for an explorer gathered knowledge, and knowledge, after all, must be known.
     Some of  his travels were more memorable than others. Once he had traveled to a city. He could 
never remember its name, but ah – what a lovely, clean place it was! This city was like nothing he had 
ever seen before. Certainly it was nothing like his own home. He remembered light, fluffy, pink bubbles 
floating along above the roads. He never learned what they were; he had his theories, of  course, but 
theories were not for explorers. Explorers only gathered knowledge, and knowledge, after all, must be 
known. But the bubbles had tended to cluster in the airy, nether reaches of  the city’s tallest buildings, 
mostly, as if  they were reaching for something more but could not quite get there. As if  they were teth-
ered in some way to the city and its sprawling spider web of  vessels and veins. But this was no punish-
ment, by any means. The city itself  was the epitome of  pleasant freshness. The air was always clean, as 
if  just after a rain; he had always felt there was a rainbow lurking just around the corner, dashing away 
whenever he tried to catch up, but always returning to playfully taunt him a little more when he looked 
away. The flowers, too, were always in bloom. There was no cold, nor heat. But what he remembered 
most was that there was no wind. 
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     This had always struck him as a little odd, and he had certainly taken note of  it in his journal. It 
made him feel that the place was somewhat… artificial. Sometimes he had thought he caught sight 
of  a strange glinting in the sky, as if  the light were hitting something. But of  course, he never learned 
what it was, for the city had no people; just those lovely pink bubbles, always striving to go higher and 
to reach that light.
     The greetings he received upon returning from his travels were never the same. Without fail, he 
would walk the streets to try to disseminate his knowledge, for knowledge, after all, must be known. 
The people’s interest varied. At times they thirsted to hear it all, as if  they had not heard anything 
new for months. He was happy to oblige them. At others they acknowledged him, but did not re-
ally care. The acknowledgement was merely out of  respect for his past exploits, he supposed. But 
this he did not mind either. Explorers did not always discover things which were new and shocking; 
mundane discoveries were, in fact, common. So he did not mind their apathy, for even he barely 
remembered some of  his travels. But the worst was when they grew angry with him. At times they 
did not want to hear nor see what he had written. Blasphemy, they called it, or propaganda. He did 
not understand these words. He also did not understand this anger. These words, he thought, meant 
lies. But he did not lie; he just gave them knowledge, for knowledge, after all, must be known. So 
why these words of  anger? He never knew. Sometimes the people of  his home told him even less 
than those big, fluffy, pink bubbles. But he always forgave them this in the end. He always went on 
traveling for them, for those times when they thirsted for knowledge. He would be there to quench 
that thirst.
     Always, though, the people were confused when he told them that they should come to these 
places with him sometime. At the very least, he thought, they should go on their own. But they 
would tell him that these places were not real. They would tell him that he had only imagined them 
and had only imagined going there. He never learned what they meant by this. He always responded 
that these places were real, for he had been there. He was an explorer, and he would not lie; for ex-
plorers gathered knowledge, and knowledge, after all, must be known. As they shook their heads, he 
would simply tell them that these places were just as real as they wanted them to be. If  they wanted 
them to be real, as he did, then they would be. Then he would walk away.
     He clearly remembered the last time he had traveled. Of  course, he should remember it, for he 
had written it all down like the diligent explorer that he was. He had traveled to a black land he had 
never traveled to before. It was very close to his home; some of  the people had even been there, and 
they all knew about it. He was honestly surprised he had never traveled there before, if  even they had 
seen it. So he had decided to travel to the black land. His destination had been the large castle at its 
heart. My, and what a castle it was! It sprawled for miles nestled right up against the mountainside, 
like a large cat stretched out in a patch of  sun. And the architecture – simply magnificent! Twisting 
spires, elegantly tooled vaults that could hold thousands, balconies, inscriptions of  (he assumed) ar-
cane significance; the list went on. And all in the same blazing white, so neatly picked to emphasize 
the beauty amidst the blackened squalor. He had met some men in the castle and, of  course, asked 
who they were. They had told him that they ruled over the black land, though usually the people be-
lieved otherwise. As he had nodded excitedly and started jotting down what they said in his journal, 
they had become curious. They had asked him what he was doing. He had explained to them that he 
was an explorer, and he was writing so that he would remember what he had learned, for explorers 
gathered knowledge, and knowledge, after all, must be known. They had pursed their lips and said 
nothing more. 
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     This had surprised him, but he had quickly moved on to continue exploring the castle and the 
black land. This last journey had been one of  those which angered the people. He did not under-
stand why. He had thought that they would love to hear about it, since certainly it was a real place; 
some of  them had even been there! But at this they had shaken their heads, saything that no, this 
place was still in his imagination, for he had not gone to the real place. Before he had been able to 
respond, some new people showed up whom he had never seen before. 
     He had gotten excited because he always loved to share his knowledge, for knowledge, after all, 
must be known. But they had not wanted to hear it. He remembered that they had been wearing 
white coats. He remembered nothing after that. Not until he was here, anyway. He had awoken here 
to find… nothing. White walls, white clothes, white thoughts. His thoughts were white for he had 
few of  them. Sometimes the men would return and stick something in his arm. It hurt a little, but 
never for long. He could never think that long. And because he could never think for long, he could 
never travel. A shame, he thought, for he was an explorer, and explorers… well, that was where he 
always lost it. He could never remember, because they would not give him his pen or his journal. Too 
dangerous, they said. He did not understand. He understood little these days. It was all white without 
his travels, without his memory. Without these he did not have knowledge, for knowledge, after all, 
must be known. And without knowledge… he didn’t know. He didn’t know this world without his 
travels, without the color. It was just a plain, white existence.
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Editor’s Choice for Visual Art
Dynamisn

Beau Hinton
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Multi-Cultural Affairs Award
Sacre Coeur: [African Dancers]

Brittani Johnson

Dance
come dance with me, American girl.
Come dance with us on top of  the world
where we are higher than the birds, and no man can touch us.
and the clouds— they are the ones who gaze up at us in wonder and delight
caught in a trance by your graceful movements and practiced gestures
directed towards the sacred burial of  the living…
Beauty
cannot only be found in the sky, higher than the clouds, brown-skinned men;
but is in my accepting smile and natural gestures from the ground
luring you in towards the living.
So dance,
dance for the clouds and birds and the men who cannot touch you.
For I will stay on the ground gazing up at you in wonder while you stare down at me in 
delight.
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Faith & Work Initiative Award
Bruised but not Broken

Victoria Romano

First Place
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Faith & Work Initiative Award
Fisherman

Jesse Crow

Second Place
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Votive VI (Libations)
Christopher Thomas

      10^10 101 11 101 10^10 10 11 10.

streaming from stone

i have martyred myself
i have poured myself  out for you

spilling words no one could speak

i am wine
      for you honey
     to sweeten your stomach perfume
for your toes

i am oil
 let me light those blank coils
             in your eyes

   i am wax

let me melt for you
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Translator Needed
Amy Marcellus

When I close my eyes I can see it.
Her beating heart is there, open to the world. 
Its door silently swinging open.

I can hear the shuffle of  feet filing through.
-no entrance fee
-no application process
-no references needed

This heart has not yet learned to discriminate. 

“All are welcome! Come do your worst!”

Each careless visitor reaches out. 
-touching the sides
-stomping their feet
-shouting to hear the echo

Watch and see. It was not made for such abuse.

Pieces break and fall, glaciers of  emotion.
They disappear into the darkness.
Perhaps they gather in the useless appendix. 

Eyes still closed, I cannot turn away. 
-I beg
-I plead
-I shout until I’m hoarse

And then I continue in a whisper, voice breaking like the sight before me.

But she has forgotten the language of  my words.
Her heart cannot comprehend my love.
It speaks in strains of  sorrow and learns in syllables of  pain.

I find myself  in desperate need of  a translator.
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Let’s do Lunch
Casey Holloway
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Hotel Chisca
Rachel Warren

You— heavy and squat, sit on the corner of  South Main Street.
The unloved brainchild of  the sixties’ “second-tier” business properties.

Bloodied sweat grime, there—
peering down with unshaved face and swollen eyes

Never the belle of  the ball (your hookers were too tired and the men 
they brought to you too loudly undone),

and always outshone by the likes of  Peabody and King Cotton (which, oozing sex and bloated with 
that old Southern charm, winked more convincingly after the last rung of  dusty journeys) were 
abandoned—

Left to molder and fester in your contempt and bright jealously (the soaring regalities of  the lofty 
Sears, the groaning Brewery, and the bitter once-Queen Sterick shadow you, see—in their dying 
they inherited the fiber of  splendor and nostalgia).

Here, Hotel Chisca:
Ingloriously forsaken,
eyesore of  Memphis,
unshaded and sharp, sallow in the slicing asphalt heat of  parking lot hell, you cast
a heavy spell of  discontent upon irreverent pedestrians.

In life you were nothing but a blight on property values and proclaimed Southern morals.
Now, in death, you arouse a shuddering fascination that your life never inspired.

From a window, 
I calculate my distance from you,
hotel chisca
and ponder what monopoly of  wires 
connects me to you, 
channeling—
the overwrought fever of  your unrest.
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The Fountain
Lloyd Gray, Jr.

There it sits
In a big glass case

For all to view.

The initiates
See definitions broken

In urea-stained porcelain.
The sons of  survey courses say

“So, this is it”.
The hardwired traditionalists

Spit blood
And clutch their temples

At the fountain’s mocking singsong:
Dada dada dada!

The textbook dwellers
Look with footnote lenses,

Stroke two-dimensional chins,
Part their lips to speak when

Two brothers whip it out
And piss conterminal arcs

On the glass box
‘Til they are zipped up
And hauled off, singing

Dada dada dada!

So goes the song
Of  Pierre Pinoncelli,

Hammer-wielding performer
Who swings and chips

To make a new art
Duchamp would have loved.

Still it sits secure
In an unforeseen shrine

Until the ghost of  R. Mutt
In orgiastic glee

Levitates his commode of  contention
To the high ceiling

And releases it again
To smash and

Scatter on marble tiles
In a moment of  beauty

That echoes
Dada dada dada!
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kara’s birthday
Kathryn McDonald

The afternoon shift wraps you 
like a present

in sweat.
The body does not exempt you from itself

just because it’s January 4, 2010.

A Kohler showerhead washes a new scalp.
A scalp of  nineteen.

It rips away the giftwrap,
the redolence of  $7.25 an hour--

onions, cigarettes, 
provolone and plastic—

to reveal a Kara.

Knee-deep in the genesis of  January,
we meet you in a parking lot. 
no particular plans tonight,
just plenty of  time and gas.

The Gulf  fizzes behind us,
 cloud saliva drips, 

and Taaka burns our stomachs like a bitter love potion.
The night drips, sprays, and intoxicates

reminding us that no one leaves this town dry.
But try as it might, 

tonight cannot extinguish
the streetlights, flickering like trick candles.

. 
Acknowledge that you’ve aged.

But also remember 
that our hair is brown enough, 

lungs pink enough,
skin smooth enough,

futures distant enough
to torch tonight

with the flame of  synthetic daylight.
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A Smiliar Kind of Storm
Ashley Miller

I
     The cool, salty breeze blowing up from the Atlantic was refreshing against the dancers’ drenched, 
sticky skin. They stopped only long enough to wipe the sweat from their foreheads and to await the 
mariachi band’s next song. He would offer her his slightly callused, brown hand and pull her in close to 
him, then the two of  them would move and spin energetically around the floor. The Costa Rican boy 
named Emilio taught dance to all of  the American tourists who stayed at the resort, but it was rare that 
he got the opportunity to dance with a girl his own age (not a middle-aged “trophy wife” or a wealthy, 
graying lady who had drunk three-too-many Sunset Martinis). 
     His partner, an American girl named Alisa, enjoyed the company of  the young dance teacher. She 
was vacationing with her parents. Instead of  a Christmas with family, friends, and snow, Alisa was 
spending this holiday in a Costa Rican resort and was being forced to entertain herself  while her par-
ents behaved as if  they were on a second honeymoon.  

II
     “Si tú fuiste mío, yo miraría en los ojos y le diría que tú ares hermosa todos los días.”
     “Mío…” Mine. “Ojos…” Eyes. Into my eyes? He wants to stare into my eyes…? That’s sweet… How can I tell 
him that there is a boy who does that already?
     “Camine conmigo; mantenga la mano.”
I can’t hold his hand. I have a hand to hold. Why does he have to be so beautiful? Those strong arms and defined 
torso…and those freckles on his perfectly tanned nose…This is wrong; I can’t go with him. But I really want to…

III
     The band stopped playing, and the waves began to crash quicker and louder (but no one took much 
notice of  the latter). The sweating, barefooted dancers walked away from the dance floor hand-in-
hand. They didn’t speak as Emilio guided her to the dark, deserted beach. When the waves crashed too 
hard against the beach and sprayed them both, the dancers would laugh. 
     Somewhere over the water, thunder was rolling. Emilio and Alisa continued to walk, sometimes 
stopping to take a closer look at what might be a shell or simply to splash the other playfully. Some-
times Alisa forgot about the language barrier and she would yell out at Emilio: “Hey, you better quit 
that! Or, “Why are you being so nice to me?” Then they would stand in silence for a few seconds, her 
telling him through her eyes, “I’m sorry,” and him returning, “It’s OK.” 
    When the first raindrops started falling, the couple looked up at the sky. Emilio grabbed Alisa’s hand, 
and the two of  them ran through the sand in search of  cover. The rain fell harder, and the thunder 
was right over them now. Emilio pulled Alisa under a boardwalk to escape the sudden downpour. Alisa 
laughed while Emilio looked at her longingly. He stared carefully at her dark blonde hair, which was 
now starting to frizz from both the heat and the rain; he glanced at her small shoulders, which he knew 
were just barely pink on the tops even though he could not see it now in the dark. And when he felt 
her soft foot brush against his leg as she moved to get comfortable in the slightly cramped safe-haven, 
he remembered the neon-orange paint on her toes that was starting to chip.



28

VI
     “Venga aquí, señorita.”
     How did we get here? How can I resist him now? He may as well take off  that soaking, white t-shirt; God…I can 
see every sculpted muscle right through it…Just stop looking. Look him in the eyes. No, don’t do that either. I know 
what he is trying to do…And it’s working. Don’t give in…I can’t let those thick, black curls and golden-flecked eyes keep 
tempting me like this. Stop leading him on, Alisa. But I really haven’t done anything to lead him on…I just wanted to 
dance… and be touched and looked at and adored…Why am I letting myself  fall for this boy with whom I can barely 
communicate? I have a boy at home that I can actually understand and he understands me, he adores me.
     Turn your head. You can’t let him kiss you…But I want to I just want to know what it’s like…I’m not ready to 
kiss the same pair of  lips forever. I deserve to experience someone else. He must understand that… 

V
     Alisa no longer heard the falling rain or the crashing waves; she only heard Emilio’s quickly thump-
ing heart as she lay her head against his sandy chest. Emilio delicately ran his fingers over Alisa’s tangled 
hair and down her back over and over again. Their mouths were dry and sand stuck to every part of  
their bodies, including their blushed cheeks. 
     The rain fell softer, and eventually stopped. The couple knew it was safe to crawl from underneath 
the boardwalk, but neither was quick to make the first move back into reality. The moon shone at just 
the right angle, allowing the dancers to find each other’s eyes. They stared at one another for a long 
while—one wanting to keep the other forever, and the other still searching for justification of  what 
had just happened.  
     Alisa kissed Emilio softly on the cheek, and left him lying alone under the boardwalk. She walked 
back through the water—which now lapped pitifully at her feet—and up to the lighted tent with the 
dance floor. Only a few servers who now had their shirts un-tucked and cigarettes hanging from their 
mouths were left at the previously crowded and lively scene. There was no more music. There were no 
more dance instructors. 

VI
      Stationary or a postcard…? Postcard…Dear Anthony, I miss you terribly…I still can’t believe we are spending the 
holidays away from each other…The beach is beautiful, but I wish you were here to experience it with me. A couple of  
days ago I started taking dance lessons from a Costa Rican man here at the resort. That is really the only exciting thing 
I have done so far…I will have to teach you how to samba, Anthony…  



Sweet Bayou Morning
Gabrielle Richardson

Under cover of  night, like a thief, comes the storm.
When all are asleep, it sneaks before morn’.
 It showers the lands ‘neath the bluffs; the droplets
 Kiss the dirt roads with small faint puffs.
But soon, the shower is a drench, a heavy flood
And the dirt roads race with swirling mud.

There’s a small wet sparrow flitting around—
He tries to find cover; there’s none to be found.
 Inside their houses the people sleep tight,
 Unaware of  the storm and its turbulent might.
The night wears on: lightning, thunder, and rain,
But soon the stars bring forth a message:
 “On comes the day!”
And the clouds race each other, they leave trails of  pink,
And like a thief  goes the night; the storm’s gone in a wink.

Gray dawns the day: misty, damp, cool – 
Stray droplets shimmer in flat rocky pools. 
 The sparrow takes flight, soars through the air
 Chirping his morning song, fresh and fair.
I rise from my bed and gaze through the glass;
I see fog-tipped pastures and glistening grass.
 The forest pines stand, dripping their load,
 While smoke billows up from the streams down below.
The early breeze blows; there’s no sign of  the storm
That brought such simple beauty to the sweet bayou morn’.

23
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Country Sun
Melinda Boudreaux
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Amite St.
Beth Fossen

Chill Out, Mir. Brightside
David Guyott

The harsh electric glow of  the streetlights keeps night’s shadow at bay.
Underneath its blank gaze, high-velocity spinning rubber produces
a purring roar as it moves over the artificiality of  the asphalt road.
Beyond the illusory barrier of  tinted glass other engines moan:
now quiet, now loud, now quiet, now gone, as we are left behind.
Rain is coming again out of  the darkness hiding far above.
A thin, slick veil obscures vision at intervals, interrupted
only briefly by the squeak, rub, squeak, rub of  ancient sun-dried wipers.
Other sounds thrash the senses in a coordinated assault:
the wailing of  The Killers on the mix CD masks the more
subtle rustling of  ice against the fast food Styrofoam cup
and the almost subliminal soft hiss of  air sucked through the car’s innards.
A quick flash illuminates the emptiness of  gray clouds overhead.
There must also be a clap of  thunder to shake the heavens’ foundation,
but it is as invisible to the ear as the stars are to the eye.
The brain screams in sensual agony, reeling from the chaos,
drowning in the sea of  inputs in need of  comprehension;
yet, its protests reach only the senseless heart, who understands nothing
and who, without knowledge or thought, simply finds peace.
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The Mind Awake
Joseph Muller

That sound has color and texture and taste
Is why this sixth sensation finds me 
In loud and physical silence.

The eyeball almost touches the vibrating golden rigid string
Which was plucked without the consent of  the ears.

Ears fearing gushing gusts of  wind at the corners of  the house, 
Nostrils inhaling the sharp hot fragrance of  black coffee,
Fingertips laid on the swelling ribs of  a sleeping dog,
Eyes beholding warm yellow light shed on polished mahogany 
And deep red tapestry.

This is the mind awake in mute surroundings,
At the 500th page, and every single word read
As if  it holds a library of  meaning.

The Attic
Casey Holloway
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Ode to a Marching Hymn
James Walley

Ever since I left my home,
Rollin’, rollin’, rollin’ stone.

Mama and Papa taught me to be strong.

So here we go, here we go,
Easy on the left foot,
Mighty, mighty kill foot.

Heels: Click!
Rifle: Arms!
Eyes: open sir
Louder: Open Sir!

Another man another story 
We were running through the night!

Another mile another glory
Talib men they prey at night.

Some men they come for stories of  the men they came to save
Others still will hear the cadence calling like a serenade

Singing:  
You can be bad and you can be brave…
 You can be bad and you can be brave!
But Johnny jumped on a hand grenade…
 Old Johnny jumped on that hand grenade!
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Recollections
Alex Cashman

I’ve been praying a lot lately.  
Your olive skin comes to me in dreary, cancerous captures,
Only bringing to mind your frailty and distended belly.  

 A rusted sign above your garden shakily
Welcomes me in, and leads me toward the verdure.
I’ve been praying a lot lately.

Your projects, deteriorating, sit idly,
Collecting sawdust in the corner, 
Only bringing to mind your frailty and distended belly.

Cracked, bleeding lips and rotted teeth violently 
Eat away at my mind and memories further.
I’ve been praying a lot lately.

Light from the garage window catches the gently
Stirred particles, and beams onto seeds that miss the loamy soil, your unrefined ore.
I’ve been praying a lot lately,
Only bringing to mind your frailty and distended belly.

Out of the Garden
Kristen Clark

“So, tell me.” i’ve held my head below for months, to drown you out, only want-
ing to see the backs of  my own eyelids, hear nothing but the faucet’s steady stream. 

“How many days are there until Christmas?” don’t know. feel your hands in my 
hair, slithering. “…” i haven’t thought about you, christmas, all the things we used 

to think. “Who are you?” same girl who gave up too fast, who loved you, you loved 
back. ears peek out of  the water, i can hear you. “No, you’re not.” funny. i haven’t 
serenaded you with silent night, round young virgins. “She would know. You’re not 
her.” does it scare you? that i am not consistent? i am changing, coiling. “Who are 

you?” you already asked that. i’ve surfaced. even now my answers are molding. who 
do you want me to be? “What’s that supposed to mean?” i am not the girl you blame 

for failure. i am the snake.



La Bête Humaine
Rachel Warren

We were thieves together, you and I, and murder and mad money, 
the framing of  our story.

When we met I found my brother sister other, 
who, precluded from the beginning and heard only within the dark clarities of  corners and lids, 
hit me hard— 
the piece that I had not know I lacked all this time.

On meeting you, your stony face shone like St. Theresa’s 
in the winking dusk of  midnight mass candles.
But cool green eyes could not hide a wild frenzy, 
a Pan that coursed through your teeth and bones—
glowing white hot in the night.

ocelle

Then—
You studied the aerodynamics of  bees at the university.  
I fed on the dusty volumes of  those dead and measured 
the shrinking distance
between you and I.
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Irish Justice
Beth Fossen
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Now the war—
Our male arms are severed and served up
We all bleed, and we,
we delight in the shedding of  the unnecessary
and study only the powerful and weak 
and take our due meat.

Whole, 
we emit the effluvium of  blood kin, the bright tangle of  past and dreams
falling for you was like biting my tongue
and hide the kill money under planks in the floor
of  cramped apartments, the war crashing on behind the shades...

We sat on trains together, trains moving to the fast quake of  our hands and hearts, 
moving in brute speed, the cold black and gray landscape slashing by our window. 
Trains that banged our souls flat, and we— 
smiling the baiting man smile, ready for work,
prepped for combat. 

Always when we worked you wore the dust tailored gloves of  your mother,
and I painted on eyebrows, accentuating— 
the misery of  loving you in train compartments.
I the bait and you the hunger.
 
The war it cinches us in, limb by bloody limb, 
when we killed that man
I sensed the first interlocking spectrum of  our mirror halves
pulling us tighter in clanging trains
and in each other.

You used to study the aerodynamics of  bees,
now you only study the nature of  the human beast. 
When I lie next to you at dawn,
I listen to the soft hum of  your rhythmic tide,
the satiation plump on your sweet lips,   
and I know its nature.
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Banana Girl
Ksenyia Savelyeva
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psyche
Christopher Thomas

(no apology for fuhrman)
the sands ungrave
       the psychedelic grooves
 waves cut

for years (her shell
       has shored) into the lime

 time
ebbs (& whether snails
 can sense the splendour of  their
labyrinths or not
    you catch

 to see this chipped display of
anguish stone-set ground
  & spread across the sludge a
twinge of  something:  could one hold
  you want to ask

your skull against his ear
      & hear the sea?)

Los Jobos
Kathryn McDonald

The sunset traipses along the beige shore, 
stubbing its bronze toes

on chipped Corona bottles
and pink gentlemen from Ohio.

The doors and windows ajar,
even the service station is shirtless.

It beckons us in with the hum of  Mexican soap operas
and the glimmer of  shot glasses.

A wrinkled cashier greets us, equipping us with Don Q, 
a fitting accessory to bikini strings

and flip flops.

We walk to the water.
Land’s end. 

The Caribbean.

This is the only town on Earth.



27

Revelation
Thomas Walden

     At one time, lab RA-42 was a well-known center of  genetic research, those working there typically 
earning any number of  upper-echelon awards and dramatically altering the way in which humanity at-
tempted to better itself. In the years following the turn of  the 22nd century, the lab had been all but 
shut down, a skeleton crew working fervently not to advance humanity, but rather to maintain funding. 
Located in an unnamed forest of  eastern Europe, the lab was little more than a small, stone building.  
Below ground, it was a sprawling maze of  tunnels and large experimentation rooms, each supplied 
with what used to be the finest instruments available. In its prime, each room was manned by its own 
crew; each tunnel had its specialized squad of  maintenance technicians.  Money flowed freely.
     Now, with the exception of  the main lobby and first chamber, the entire complex is a dark, dilapidat-
ed haunt. The crew responsible for it is comprised mostly of  old researchers and scientists whose ex-
ploits landed them as far away from anything important as was possible. Their current project, termed 
“SC,” is in theory a plan to augment the building blocks of  life itself  – to manipulate the infinitely tiny 
strands that dictate who and what humanity is. They receive little funding; their discoveries could be 
counted on one hand, and the importance of  any of  them is suspect at best, entirely irrelevant at worst. 
The project lead, an American by the name of  Joseph Dunbar, is keeping the facility alive through slick 
negotiation—unkept promises mounting, he knows their days are numbered.
     Contact with the outside is expressly forbidden. Despite its declining status, the lab is still classified 
on the highest of  levels. The staff  is contacted periodically by their overseer, William Samorost, who 
delivers what is often information every member could live without.  
     The Third World was losing ground, and the First ignored it, digging in for the long haul. The East 
banded together against the West, and the rest were left to fend for themselves.
     And so begins the story of  the most important discovery in all of  human history... and the story of  
how humanity ended.
     “He’s supposed to arrive tomorrow,” said Arthur DeMoche, chief  (and as it so happened, “Only”) 
analyst of  the facility. His job revolved primarily around charting and recording the results of  the 
group’s experiments.
     “What’s so special about this guy? Did he kill a bunch of  people or something?” Joseph replied.
     “He’s not here in the same way we are, Joe. The folks sending him to us say they’ve found things in 
his blood and genetic material no one’s ever seen before. He’s coming to us because no one believes 
them.”
     “That’s nothing new. How many of  these do we get each year, anyway?”
     “I could tell you, or I could just keep quiet. Which would really make you feel better?”
     “Fair enough. Have Guthardt get one of  the old bunks ready, I guess.  ‘m sure the guy will be gone 
by Wednesday anyway.”
     A door opened, and through it strolled Daniel Guthardt, the maintenance technician. He was older 
than most of  the other workers – so old, in fact, that he had actually seen the tail-end of  the lab’s 
heyday.  His nostalgia, suffice it to say, wore on everyone like the erosive winds blasting a mountain. 
Instances in which he spoke without someone becoming perturbed were rare; so rare, that he took to 
speaking only to Joseph and Arthur, who seemed the most tolerant.
     “Prepare a bunk? Who’s coming?” He said, his Austrian accent detectable, but not at all detracting
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  “Some subject from the South. Middle-Eastern, so likely Arab or Jewish.  Either way, I suppose one 
of  us should learn to rustle up something a little more flavorful for dinner,” Arthur replied.
     “Joseph...you know we haven’t received word from Samorost in a month?”
     “A month? What’s up with him?  He’s always all about being punctual.”
“I don’t know. Obviously, our location prevents us from getting much information outside of  what 
Samorost gives us, so I’m beginning to get a little worried.  The last message he sent wasn’t exactly 
something any of  us wanted to hear.”
     “You’re talking about the funding?” Guthardt interjected. Joseph wasn’t immediately aware of  his 
own glaring at that statement.
     “Well, that’s one thing,” DeMoche said, trying to recover his train of  thought, “but I’m talking about 
the news from America.”
     “I don’t remember what you’re talking about,” Joseph said.
     “I don’t think I told you, actually. You were rather stressed at the time, so I decided I’d tell you later.  
They had to move nearly half  the country south, due to some sort of  incident with Canada and the 
Eastern Confederation.”
     “War?” responded Guthardt.
     “Not quite. They detonated some ridiculous thermo-nuclear device over the North Pole and flood-
ed half  of  Canada.”
     “I’ll save my incredulity for later,” Joseph said sternly, “Just tell me what the hell is happening.”
     Demoche cleared his throat.  
     “The Americas are in a state of  utter chaos. Canada is more or less screwed, and the Eastern Con-
federation is showing signs of  wanting to take advantage of  it. Combine that with the storms over the 
west and the apparent expansion of  the Sahara over the northern edge of  Africa, and we’ve got a seri-
ous catastrophe quickly approaching us. Samorost was telling me that they were predicting a typhoon 
the size of  India headed toward Australia, and that the new leader of  the UN is trying to centralize his 
authority now that EC and Canada are gone. It’s like the world is falling apart.”
     “What of  us?” Guthardt said, staring intensely, his bottom lip starting to curl.
     “We’re fine, actually,” DeMoche replied. “Our funding, though apparently much more limited, is 
stable thanks to our one private backer, and the various governmental bodies that held their support 
for us before still do, albeit in about as limited a fashion as they can muster. We had no support from 
America thanks to that whole ‘ethics of  real-time splicing’ thing, and the Eastern Confederation has 
been xenophobic since their establishment.”
     “I don’t know exactly what I should say.” Joseph rubbed his forehead. “None of  us have families 
outside this facility, so at the very least we’re not in that sort of  danger. SC is our last project. Everyone 
here knows that. But if  we can get it to work, then perhaps we can change what’s going on.  I’ve never 
supported the full extent of  the theory, but I think we may yet need to.  If  the world really is going to 
shit, then we’ve got to hold out what little hope is left.”
     DeMoche let out a deep breath. “Then this new subject is pretty much it for us. He may be just a 
re-hash of  all the drivel we’ve been tossed, but if  on the off-chance he’s the real deal, we may have a 
shot of  bringing SC to its conclusion.”
     “Get the RTS01 ready. I want it run through all possible diagnostics and test procedures. Be careful, 
but efficient. I’m going to see if  I can get some kind of  news from Samorost.”

***



The other members of  the facility, all four of  them, were busy tending to the one machine that could 
still be claimed to be “state of  the art.” RTS01 consisted of  a large, slowly rotating tube into which a 
subject was fastened, and in a process of  minutes their DNA could be analyzed, parsed, and laid out 
in an easily understandable chart about the size of  the top of  a kitchen table. While certainly useful, 
the machine’s real value came from its less-widely-known ability—to manipulate, in real-time, the ge-
netic material of  the subject contained. A sample could be taken, placed into an area separate from the 
subject, and changed at will, provided the technician knew what he was doing with the control panel. 
This was the machine that had cured the worst epidemics of  the latter half  of  the 21st century; it cured 
most cancers by the end of  the ought-80’s, and it was now still the pride of  lab RA-42.  The machine 
had been replicated all over the world a half-dozen times by 2095, but none of  them would have the 
same legacy behind it. Nevertheless, it stood less as a shining example of  advanced research, and more 
as a reminder of  days the lab would never see again.  
     Joseph watched nervously as the tube lifted halfway up the 40-foot wall, and began its routine test-
ing procedure. He feared every day that for some reason or another, the machine would fail, and they 
wouldn’t have the resources to repair it.  He had named the machine Hal, after the supercomputer, 
and was starting to feel every day that it bore down upon him much in the same way as that computer, 
imagining it threatening him with a total meltdown.  
     “I’ll be damned if  you just fade away, and doubly so if  we go with you,” he whispered quietly to 
himself, watching the chrome tube spinning gently in the silence of  his observation room.
     Awwab Al Hakam arrived at 10am on Tuesday. Luckily for the staff, he spoke fluent English (as 
well as German and French they discovered, along with his native Arabic), and was more than ami-
cable, both in conversation and demeanor. Tall, well-built, and appreciative of  everything the facility 
provided for him, he enjoyed learning of  the many life-changing discoveries RA-42 was once famous 
for.   He stayed for two days before the gene analysis began, and even in that short a time had devel-
oped a good standing with nearly every member of  the laboratory.  Guthardt appreciated speaking to 
someone who knew his own tongue, as did DeMoche, and the three of  them often spoke together with 
Joseph in the facility’s dining area.  
     “So what did you do before you wound up being a science experiment?” Joseph asked, a forkful of  
macaroni inches away from his mouth.
     “Hah...that is one way to put it,” replied Awwab. “I was working with refugees in Italy, trying to keep 
everyone working together. They were on the verge of  riot until I and my companions came along.”
     “What did you do with them, exactly?” DeMoche asked.
     “We gave them hope. We gave them The Book. By the time I was discovered by the scientists in 
Rome, they were working together to school the children whose parents were sick or dead.”
     “The Book?” Joseph asked, eyebrow raised, the same forkful of  macaroni perched in the air close 
to his mouth.
     “Really what I mean is any book. The Torah, Talmud, The Bible, The Quran, whichever one 
worked.”
     “You actually believe in that?” Joseph interjected abruptly.
     “Joe!” DeMoche said in hushed offense.
     “It is no problem. There are those that believe, and those that do not. Each will be who he wishes. 
I consider myself  a believer in all of  it, if  that means anything to you.”
     “Well that’s new,” Joseph said, his tone still slightly skeptical.  “All I know of  that is the legacy it’s 
left. Irrational war over things unseen, if  I may be frank.”
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     “It is perfectly fine. You are free to think what you wish, and I won’t deny that such things can easily 
lead to such an impression,” Awwab said half-jovially. “Humanity has a way of  changing the meaning 
of  things to suit their ends. Not all the refugees were accepting of  our help. The few that were, though, 
seemed to be handling themselves much better, which was all that I was hoping for. I shall not try to 
convince you of  any kind of  damnation or such thing, if  that is what you are worried about.”
     “Not at all. Good to hear such things, considering the current state of  affairs,” Joseph said, his 
skeptical tone dissipating.  
     “Such understanding would be a refreshing change,” DeMoche said.
     “I think things shall change soon.” Awwab’s eyes rose skyward. “Yes, I think our world of  calamity 
may yet see a ray of  hope in the coming days. That is what I feel.”
     “Don’t go getting too mystical on us, Al Hakam,” Joseph said, chuckling. “We’ve got to start analysis 
today, and we’ll need you to focus on the here and now.”
     “Of  course, of  course. I shall prepare.”  

***  

     Analysis was quick and painless. Awwab was fastened into the RTS01’s tube-shaped compartment 
and spun gently for two hours, his genetic material analyzed, the staff  members working like automa-
tons, reading charts, plotting graphs, and piecing together everything that made up Awwab Al Hakam. 
While the machine was amazingly efficient, it still took time to fully interpret its findings, and in the 
intervening hours between procedures, Awwab stayed mostly to himself, studying holy texts and gen-
erally starting to become less amiable. He became restless, and wandered the still-open tunnels of  the 
facility for hours, trying desperately to work off  a reserve of  energy he didn’t quite understand.
     Guthardt, more often than not, walked with him, as it was his job to maintain the tunnels anyway.
     “I do not understand this,” Awwab said.
     “Restless again?” Guthardt said, in thick German.
     “Again, yes,” Awwab replied, in the same tongue. “I have an implacable urge. I must be out there. I 
must help those that need it. I fear I am the only one who can do this.”
     “Why you?” Guthardt responded.
     “This is what I do not understand. I cannot explain it. I must go. I must be with those whose care-
takers have left. I have to provide hope. I believe most call this sort of  thing a ‘calling’.”
     “Try not to let it get to you. You’re always welcome to join me for a game in the recreation area. No 
one else ever goes, so it would be nice to play something other than wall-ball.”
     “I shall have to take you up on that offer, my friend. I cannot seem to placate myself  any other way. 
Are you free now?”  
     “Technically, no, but that makes little difference to me. The tunnels will manage.”
     The two proceeded quickly to the recreation area, located below the RTS01’s main chamber. Equip-
ment was gathered, generic uniforms unfolded and strapped, and Guthardt realized as he walked onto 
the court that this was the happiest day he had seen in a long time.
     When he did not play tennis with Guthardt, Awwab spoke with Arthur, often of  his more mystical 
pursuits. Arthur soon grew accustomed to having heavy theological debates, and like Guthardt, came 
to the realization that he had not enjoyed himself  nearly as much since a time he could hardly remem-
ber. Joseph, usually too consumed in his own observations and supervising of  the compound, found 
himself  more isolated than he liked, and grew to be more on-edge than usual.
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     It was at lunch on Saturday that Joseph was pushed out of  his sullen mood.
     “What exactly is this project...SC or whatever the abbreviation is, Mr. Dunbar? Awwab asked, having 
slowly entered Joseph’s office.
     “Joseph is fine. I’m not supposed to tell you, actually.”
     “I see.” Awwab started to walk back out.
     “Don’t leave!” Joseph called quickly.  “Well, I mean, I technically can’t tell you what we’re working 
on, but given the way things are, I think maybe the information won’t hurt anything.”
     “May I take a seat?”
     “Sure.”
     “So what is it you are trying to accomplish? What is the goal of  this testing, this repeated analy-
sis?”
     “Well, you’ll probably be disappointed with my answer. We want to find something that will help 
improve humanity.”
     “Hah! You are correct! This strikes me as nothing new. Is not the goal of  science itself  to improve 
everything?”
     “I suppose, but in this case I meant what I said literally. We want to make people better.”
     “Better? How so?”
     “More resistant to disease, able to regrow more tissue, anything. But we can’t do that if  we don’t 
have subjects with some kind of  exceptional characteristic themselves.”
     “And so I am here. Tell me, what is it about me that is supposed to help you?”
     “Even if  I knew, I couldn’t tell you.”
     “Given that I have already been through one group’s studies, I think I have a right to know.”
     “Again, even if  I knew, I could not tell you. I don’t know, and I’m not going to talk about ‘maybe 
this’ and ‘maybe that’.  It’s hard enough to have hope for the next day, much less for the project as a 
whole.”
     “I think I see now. Well, I will not push the subject further.” Awwab stood up. “There is one last 
question I have, though.”
     “Uh huh?” Joseph said, sitting up in his chair.
     “What does ‘SC’ stand for?”
     “Second Coming.”
     Awwab nodded, and walked toward the door. He turned, after taking his first step outside, his dark 
eyes staring at Joseph uncomfortably.
     “I am not offended, Joseph, but I must tell you this. You will not succeed.”
     Joseph stared back quizzically.
     “These things are not for man to know,” Awwab said in a low, near-whisper. “I cannot offer you 
the same kind of  assurances your profession often affords you. I can only hope you understand my 
words, and take them to heart, for otherwise you will meet nothing but failure, either for your project, 
or for yourself.”

***  

     By the fourth day, Awwab Al Hakam had become nearly impossible to work with. He constantly 
wanted to be on the move, and would talk relentlessly about his work helping people in southern Italy. 
Joseph soon grew tired, and now even Guthardt, Arthur and some of  the other scientists were
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starting to become annoyed.  It was late Sunday night when DeMoche approached Joseph regarding 
the results of  Awwab’s tests.
“This is...I don’t know what the hell this is,” DeMoche said.  “I mean, I’ve seen a lot of  weird shit, but 
this is about as weird as it gets.”
     “What are you talking about?” Joseph said, eyebrow raised, his hands resting comfortably on the 
edge of  his desk. He had been leaning back in his chair, watching the maintenance of  RTS01.  
     “Let me put it like this:  In everyone, obviously, DNA is pretty much identical. Some erroneous 
pairings show up, but they usually don’t do anything.  When they do, you get downs children and things 
like that. Some traits don’t get expressed, that sort of  thing. Anyway, I won’t bore you with the full-on 
explanation, because you already know it. To be blunt: This man is perfect.”
     Joseph leaned forward. “What the hell, Arthur? Are you trying to screw with my head?”
     Arthur raised his hands in mock surrender.
     “I swear I’m not. This is the strangest thing I’ve ever seen. Those folks in the South weren’t kidding. 
He’s absolutely perfect. Everything is exactly as it should be.”
     “So what does this mean, exactly? What do we do?” 
     “We need to see if  we can manipulate it. Our project may yet become a reality if  this is what I think 
it is.”
     “SC. How exactly will we ‘improve humanity’ with this? I mean, granted, RTS can manipulate 
genetic material in real-time, but we can’t exactly do that to people in real time. We can’t manipulate 
people in that way at all!  This is why I still have reservations against this whole thing. What do we do? 
Grow a clone, and have it mate with everyone?”
     “Come on, Joe, don’t be like that.”
     “Be like what, Arthur? You give me a load of  bullshit and expect me to go along with it?”
     “Joseph, this guy represents, on paper at any rate, exactly what it is to be human. Exactly. And I 
mean that nothing is wrong with him.  While he’s gotten a little weird recently, don’t you think it’s in-
teresting that he’s composed this way, and gives out all these messages of  understanding?  Guthardt 
and I both haven’t seen such happy days in ages, and even you have to admit the guy is not hard to get 
along with.  Given his composition, don’t you think there could be some kind of  link?”
     “You’re going way off  in left field, DeMoche.”
     “Just hear me out. If  anything, this guy is a specimen that we cannot possibly ignore.  He could very 
well be an objective standard! We have to experiment. After all, what the hell else are we going to do? 
You said it yourself, Joseph:  This is our last project. Whether the world even exists by the time we’re 
done with this, we’re not going to have the resources to keep going. Let’s take the dive, Joseph. Just 
dive in and see what happens.”
     “I need to think about this, Arthur. I really, really need to think about this.”
     “I understand. Try to do it quickly, Joseph. Word is stuff  has gotten a hell of  a lot worse on the 
outside.”
     “I know. Samorost hasn’t contacted me at all.”
     “According to Guthardt, who apparently has a friend out there, everything really is falling apart. 
What I told you of  a month ago only led to more ridiculousness. We’ve got to work on this, or we’re 
not going to have anything to work out. I’m going to go help with maintenance.”
     “All right, Arthur. Take care. I’ll get back to you tomorrow.”
     “Ok, Joseph.”
     Arthur walked out, carrying several of  his charts with him. 
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Joseph put his head down on his desk, and sighed. What kind of  bullshit is this? He thought, rearing back 
and rubbing at his temples. Perfect person? Behavioral link? This flies in the face of  everything I’ve ever known. 
What the hell do we know about “perfection” anyway? How can he be sure? He stood up, pacing around his desk, 
staring at the chrome cylinder suspended in the room outside his office. Let’s assume this is all true, ok Joe?  
Let’s just roll with it. Say this guy is perfect.  Some kind of  Jesus or whatever, I guess, hah. I need more evidence. I need 
to see if  there’s more to it than just a strange set of  ideals and beliefs.  People do weird things, and perfect genetics doesn’t 
mean shit to me when faced with what I’ve seen. I guess I’ve only got one option, then...
     “Arthur?” Joseph called, having stepped out of  his office and onto a railing that outlined the 
RTS01’s chamber.
     “Yeah, Joseph?”
     “Go ahead. Do it. We’re diving in head first.”
     “You sure? You didn’t take long.”
     “I’m as sure as I’m going to be.”

***  

     Awwab Al Hakam grew less and less cooperative as the days rolled past, having to be restrained ever 
more tightly each time he was made to go into the RTS’s compartment.  He had taken to outbursts of  
religious rhetoric, often speaking of  some kind of  “second coming,” and how he needed to be there 
to help his fellow man. Arthur did his best to calm Awwab down, but it did little good. Awwab wasn’t 
allowed to exit the facility until all testing was completed (such a restriction was required so that Awwab 
would be observed and treated should any of  the experimentation harm him). He frantically called out 
to the other workers, urging them to let him go, but they were resolute.
     It was not until his outbursts became physical that Arthur DeMoche and Joseph Dunbar became 
fully aware of  what they were dealing with.
     Awwab managed to pull open one of  the restraints in the RTS01’s compartment, and began fe-
verishly attacking the remaining ones, trying desperately to free himself. The scientists, almost over-
whelmed at this point, pulled him out of  the compartment and gave him enough sedatives to put down 
any large animal, but they had no effect. Awwab thrashed and yelled, urging the men to let him go to 
perform his work, yelling that “the end was coming” and that “humanity needed what little hope was 
left.”  
     Eventually, he was restrained in his bunk, and Joseph called a meeting of  the entire facility’s staff.
     “...and Samorost has yet to make contact since over a month ago. Arthur, you talk to Awwab the 
most,” Joseph said.  “Do you have any idea what is wrong with him?”
     “I have no idea,” DeMoche responded, looking downward. “You’ve heard the stuff  he’s spouting. 
But what I don’t get is how ineffective we are at restraining him.”
     “What do you mean?” interrupted Guthardt.
     “Sedatives just don’t work on him, so we can’t put him to sleep. No matter how tight we hold those 
restraints, I know he’ll manage to break them.  He’s done it to every set we’ve tried to put on him.  
There is something I’ve noticed though. Something I don’t entirely understand.”
     “What is it, Arthur?” Joseph said.
     “We’ve been having a hell of  a time restraining him—he’s thrashed and yelled, pulled as hard as he 
could on those bands, and I swear to you, there is not a mark on his body. Not a bruise, not a scrape, 
nothing.”
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     “Could just be a coincidence, DeMoche,” Guthardt said in a low voice.
     “I saw him smash his knee on a steel wall, Daniel. Even your hard head would have at least a mark 
from the kind of  impact he had on that thing. Combine this with the newer results from the RTS, and 
I’m really about to lose my shit here.”
     “Elaborate, Arthur,” Joseph said. “What’s going on here?”
     “He’s impervious to disease. Nothing affects him. No wonder he’s so damned agreeable!  He can’t 
get sick, he can’t get hurt, nothing! Nothing does anything! And not only that...he’s too young!”
     “You really better explain this to me, Arthur. I’m this far away from restraining you!”
     “I’m not screwing round, Dunbar! This guy’s so...so human it doesn’t make sense!  He’s perfectly 
human, yet he’s impervious to everything that proves hazardous to us!  I’ve got the damned charts...
I’ve got piles upon piles of  measurements, hypotheticals, everything! You don’t need me to explain it, 
Joe!  It’s all RIGHT HERE!”
     Arthur threw his clipboard on the floor.
     “Calm down, Arthur,” Joseph said. “I believe you, I really do. Just calm the hell down. What do we 
do about it?”
     Arthur sat back down, breathing slowly, head bowed.
     “I don’t know. Continuing experimentation is all I can think of, but unless we can...unless...”
     “Arthur?”
     “Wait. Wait just a damned minute.”
     Arthur DeMoche ran out of  the meeting room, heading straight for the RTS01’s main chamber, 
yelling wildly about modifications and formulas. The rest of  the staff  followed quickly, Joseph and 
Daniel Guthardt calling for him to calm down.

***

     “I still can’t believe this, DeMoche,” Joseph said, staring at the newly-elongated tube of  the RTS01’s 
testing apparatus.  
     “Just trust me, Joseph. I’ll be the subject.”
     “Arthur...”
     “Screw the ethics and the other shit. I’m doing this, Joe.  I know this will work. Get Awwab in here, 
now!”
     Awwab was wheeled in, restrained to a mock-stretcher the other staff  members had fashioned, and 
was loaded quickly into the RTS01’s main compartment.  He lay with arms outstretched, legs together, 
facing Arthur DeMoche as the tube began to spin.  Joseph watched, pain creasing his features—if  this 
didn’t work, his machine, his life, would in all likelihood be reduced to a very, very large number on a 
bill he knew he could not pay. Worse yet, that bill would come despite everything he had done, every-
thing he had worked for. His life might very well end with the spinning of  that new tube.
     Several hours later, Arthur DeMoche emerged from the tube, and smashed his head on the nearest 
metal protuberance. Unconscious, he was carried into his bunk. Joseph and Guthardt stared intensely 
at where there should have been something ghastly. There was nothing. Not even a slight discolor-
ation. When Arthur awoke, he made no attempt at masking his joy. Though he was knocked out, he 
sustained no actual injury to any tissue, nor did he have any kind of  pain. Multiple tests were run, to 
the point that the RTS01 had to be shut down for a day for extended maintenance. 
     Awwab had been taken back to his bunk, where he had proceeded to yell until his voice was 



nearly imperceptible. Still, Joseph could hear it in his mind. Pleas for release, scripture and verse fly-
ing wildly like bullets, impacting softly on an armor of  resolve that would never falter. Suddenly, the 
cries died, and all was silent. For days the scientists worked non-stop, trying to understand exactly the 
transformation Arthur had instigated. They worked until their solution was found; they found a way to 
change anyone into a being of  imperviousness—to end the struggle humanity fought for the entirety 
of  its existence.  Nothing would stop humanity now; enemies of  old, the microbes, the viruses whose 
very existence spelled anathema were no longer a threat.  It was all thanks to an enigmatic man and his 
peculiar genetics that mankind was now on the cusp of  the greatest advancement in its history.
     It was on the following Sunday that the last peculiarity of  Awwab Al Hakam became apparent.
     “JOSEPH,” Arthur yelled, the door slamming next to him on the office wall. “Jesus Christ Joe get 
down here!”
     They ran at full force to Awwab’s room, where they found nothing but a small piece of  paper.
     “The hell, Arthur? How did he get out?!”
     “R..read the note, Joseph!”
     “Fuck the note, DeMoche, we’ve got to find him!”
     As Joseph ran back out of  the room, Arthur grabbed the note and followed suit. They ran out to 
the edge of  the lab, toward the elevator that led to its above-ground entrance.  Quickly, they were raised 
to the top level, and burst out into the open air for the first time in nearly a year.  
     They took one step, and halted. Neither moved, neither dared take a breath.
     Skeletons of  trees reaching halfway to a sky that looked like it was on fire. Ground burned, smoking, 
a silent pall wafting over the landscape like the breeze that gently caressed their faces. Clouds stretched 
menacingly, weaving in and out in shapes that defied experience. Joseph and Arthur stared for what felt 
like an eternity, the red of  the sky shining on their faces like a filter. 
     Arthur handed Joseph the note.
     It read simply:
     You could not know what was to happen. It was not for you to know.  
     “He...what?” Joseph said.
     “Joseph...think about this,” Arthur said. “Our project was to be the second coming of  humanity. 
Well, we found it, but there’s only one person that could bring that about.”
     “You’re kidding me.”
     “Joseph...We did it. We found the way to heal everything, cure everyone.  We found the way to make 
people better. But in so doing...we held in restraints the man that was supposed to do it for us.”
     A fireball ripped across the sky, burning the clouds and casting a bright orange pall over the two 
scientists. A hand rested upon a back, and as it did, hope fled. There was a time of  sadness, of  weeping; 
there was a time of  regained resolve, of  harsh survival and struggle to overcome the odds.
     Finally, there was the last day. The last day, when the last man stood upon the earth and felt its fi-
nal breath.  His pallbearers were flames; his eulogy: A scream of  shattering rock, of  roiling seas and 
thunder.
     His coffin was the open air.
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Epiphytes and Clouds
Bolton Kirchner
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Mourningside
Anne Waldrop

I. The First Visit After the Move

60 years of  memories have moved— mostly physical
from the gravel curved drive almost hidden from view

And she can’t remember it all. angry.
rotted food and repeated questions.

The New Home smells industrial. 
(it lacks a candy drawer and a past).

II. “Is breakfast in the morning?”

we smile and nod
“how far away are we?” she asks.

distant.

And she is sad under the deaths of  years ago.
And we are sad under the death before our eyes.

then, a Sparkle, a Glimmer!
Mimi!

we all cry.
confused on which is saddest.
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The Lying Table
Amanda Ringer

A new display at the bookstore announces 
you can improve your mental health and mind’s
longevity by buying their books of  
crosswords, games, and puzzles. These are
guaranteed, promised, to prevent 
the dreaded disease, dementia.
They can prevent the decline, help 
delay decay. You can buy their books,
believing, hoping, that the lie may be true,
that the “results not typical” does not
apply to you. Or, you can decide to deny.
To pretend that you are still who you have
always been. That you can still do all that 
you once did. And that was so much. So much.
But not anymore. Now you are confused,
beautiful, but empty inside like the 
shells you collect and then tell me about
over and over and over again.

The table sits there in the bookstore, in 
all its wisdom, and asks us to believe a lie.
But I know better, even if  you don’t remember. 
You did that crossword, the very hardest one,
every single goddamned day of  your life,
and now you do not even know where we
are. I feel the tears of  rage rising. 
I want to throw the table, scatter 
its lies, and leave it lying there, still lying.
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Joseph’s Lament
Roxann Jackson

Did Jesus perform all of  those miracles just because he failed as a carpenter?
One day Joseph must have taken him to work and said,
  “Here my son,”
  (Ok, not really “his” son.)
  “Take this hammer. Take these nails.
  Make me a birdhouse.”
  (Claw hammer. 6d nails. C-grade plywood.)
Jesus looked at his father, 
  “Where’s the rip saw, dad?”
His father gave him the plans. 
Jesus measured twice cut
once. 
All the while knowing that he couldn’t read 
 those damned plans.
Joseph left to get some lemonade from Mary inside the house
And Jesus was left to his own devices.
(Did he pray to God that he would save
him from this inane work? 
Did he address God as “Daddy,” “Dad,” “Father”?
Did he resent Joseph for not loving him as much as possible?)

Joseph came back and saw that all Jesus had made was a 
 cross. And was now on his knees muttering 
 to Yahweh.
  (Why had this been Joseph’s fortune? To have a 
  “virgin” for a wife and a son who was supposed to save
  the world but couldn’t even make a simple birdhouse?
  He wanted to smack him across the face for using that
  “You can’t say that to me, I’m the son of  God” crap at the 
  dinner table. 
  And Mary always taking his side.)
Joseph put all of  his anger into his work. 
Tearing out nails of  the cross that Jesus had made.
And Jesus, seeing this man
  laden with sweat and dirt caked in his beard,
  realized that he had been wrong.
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But to Joseph, the damage was done. He had failed
 as a father, husband, carpenter, and citizen,
so he smashed the hammer into his hand, shattering the capitate and 
the trapezoid. (That’s what they are, dears.)

I promise. 
Joseph was a patient man.
But Jesus drove him over the edge.
Jesus didn’t turn the water into wine because of  the party.
He turned it into wine to make amends to his father
 whose feelings he had hurt so long ago.
He left home because Joseph stopped talking to him, 
 stopped listening. He just went to his workshop
 And made crosses for Pontius Pilate
 (Joseph’s crosses were so well made that they could
 be reused over and over again.)

Jesus was a carpenter’s “son,”
 but all he could make was a model cross.

Sonnet for the Undead
Rachel Warren

She came to me one Tuesday night hot and heavy,
somewhere between El Blanco from a chipped cup
and the crappy horror flick that missed me,
slamming into me like a unspanked pup.
A real live wire body, slobbering prose on  
wobbly legs and taking me with an electric !ping!  

Buzzing and clammy, filled then with your spawn,
I began to deliver the fruits of  our fling.
But like Coleridge’s melted pleasure dome,
I tripped and fell away from her dulcimer’s song,
holding fast a still-born to my breast, o bemoan!
Yet for me there is no haunting Kubla Khan,

for I rousing you with voodoo, risked a sort of  damnation,
for now behind me limps, the undead stench of  my creation.



Clover
Aubin St. Clair

There hangs an old chain of  
Dried clover flowers, brittle to the touch.
Beautiful in their decline,
With a modest green clinging to its edges.
So fragile, so easy to break, made from a summer long past 
But certainly not forgotten. 
They grew wild, on an incline near the school
Where the friends once attended.
They are still in sight, yet not at the forefront
Of  their minds or on display in a room.
Just a few dead flowers.
If  touched once, the chain
Sways to and fro.
Stroked,
And it retracts.
Pulled, 
And it finally tears.
Ironic; the friendship had broken long ago.
Just a few dead flowers.
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Anatomy
Kathryn McDonald

So, now that we’ve learned the location of  the heart --sandwiched snugly between two lungs, 
held in place by blood vessels, and tipped somewhat—

let’s cut this shit out.

Throw out those pink markers bleeding on grade school valentines, breeding illiteracy
and Disney.

All that the body desires is truth.
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Blooming Hope
Margie Woodall

Backlit
Brandi Buckler
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Portrait, girl
Anne-Marie Mueschke
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My Coy Mistress
David Guyott

I am beginning to tire of  playing this game,
never knowing if  you might actually be true.
No doubt you are history’s finest whore,
your guise ever changing to keep up with the times.

I see your long hair metaphorically blowing
in the wind, the piercing clarity of  your green eyes,
always aware that I see only what I want;
This show is little more than an artful lie.

I shall not try to compare thee to a summer’s day,
for in so doing you should shift to a starry
winter’s night, leaving me out in the cold again.
No more; it’s time to say the final goodbyes.

One thing still remains, and I simply must know:
Petrarch had his Laura, Dante his Beatrice,
even Spenser had Elizabeth Tudor;
so why so faithless to he who has only you?

But I am feeling the gaping maw open
anew in my heart, a raging stormy maelstrom
of  jealousy and a heady joyful lust,
and I know that you have seduced me yet again.
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Such Late Love
Aubin St. Clair
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The Gluf
Riley Manning

Down at the beach
We ate Royal Reds
And even though our love
Was dead, we smiled
At each other when
We drank and fed,
And later lying lank
In bed, stars running
Laps around our heads, 
We took back what 
We never said.

Calling Panther Lake
Jesse Crow
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Candlelight
Will Webb

A Fairy Tale from Colonial America

“What an enigma is a true young man to himself!
He dreams more than Oriental dreams.
He builds higher than Aladdin’s palace.

He wonders what to do with all his rush of  life.”
-- Frank W. Gunsaulus

Chapter 1.
     This is the story of  a young man who made a wish.
     
     Now many would say that it does not do to wish, that it were better to seek or win one’s fortune. 
Perhaps that makes it all the more remarkable when this young man received the greatest desire of  
his heart, although he did so unknowingly and unexpectedly, and not entirely without a great deal of  
trouble.
     The start of  this trouble began in tiny Candlegard, a place known mostly, if  it is known at all, for 
its absence of  trouble.

~ ~ ~ ~ ~

     The Village of  Candlegard peered, much as it had for some century, from a craggy shoulder of  
rocky earth that protruded from the coastline of  the continent and into the foamy, cerulean undula-
tions of  the great Atlantic Ocean. This was not, as locations go, particularly suited for the village, or 
for any other village.
     The houses of  Candlegard were, on the whole, taller than they were wide, as space in the village 
was scarce. They were built mainly of  wood, with roofs of  gray clay tiles, in the wood-frame style that 
was both popular and practical at the time, with the exception of  their chimneys, which were built of  
faded red brick. Between them lay stacks of  barrels, some crates, a spade here, an ax there, or perhaps 
a small tree, or a shrubbery. At the head of  the peninsula rested a young, white church house, leaning 
cautiously away from the village cliffs and the froth below.
     Through the peninsular outcropping there ran a single road, allowing a single stagecoach room 
enough to navigate toward the village inn. Further down the road, traveling inward into the continent, 
the land was rocky, and not at all charitable to would-be farmers, no matter how many dead fishes they 
might plant alongside their maize, as they had learned to do from the Redskins in the colonies to the 
South. (The grassy area did, on the other hand, suffice as a sort of  extended common, and Candlegard-
ers of  all generations found success in grazing Leicester sheep in the green fields below the village).
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     If  you were to follow the road far enough, you would eventually come to a proper paved highway, 
which, if  traveled northward for an entire day, would lead you to the bustling business of  Newfield, the 
capital of  the entire Colony.
 To the west of  the Colonial Highway lay a wood. It was thick and mysterious, though not alto-
gether uninviting. Still, nobody went into the wood, for there were likely savages, or trappers, or French 
spies, or else some fearsome woodland creatures dwelling in the shadows of  its veiled, green under-
story.
     Given such a peculiar profile for a village, one might inquire why Candlegard was ever built or 
settled in the first place (for you will, upon searching, find it on no map; it doesn’t exist today). The 
answer is as follows:
     In those days, the trade of  candle making was a smelly business. It stunk of  tallow and glycerin and 
sweat, and when young Mr. Preston Pryce of  Newfield first opened his candle-making shop in the 
capital city of  The Colony, his endeavors met with considerable opposition.
     At first, the repercussions of  his much-needed industry were small. Preston’s neighbors would go to 
great lengths to avoid his company, saying things like, “Oh, I would join you for dinner, Mr. Pryce, but I 
really must tend to my garden…” or “housekeeping” or “young Emily, who seems to have come down 
with the plague.” Over time, as they became less inventive, Preston’s neighbors avoided him like the 
plague. Children would turn up their noses as they walked by his shop, laughing at one another as they 
pulled the collars of  their waistcoats over their faces, saying things like, “It does smell like fart, doesn’t 
it!” Older gentleman would pass, too, saying nothing, but pulling their wigs down over their noses, or 
else doffing their hats and peering above their brims as they clutched the felt to their nostrils to block 
the awful stench. On a particularly merciless Summer afternoon, a lady of  the town might swoon and 
faint…though, most simply learned to avoid Mr. Pryce’s street altogether.
     Finally, however, the stench of  Mr. Pryce’s enterprise wafted its way to the windows of  the Gover-
nor’s Mansion, and at the following meeting of  the Colonial Assembly, it was resolved that Mr. Pryce 
would have to relocate his business. He did so, several miles to the South of  Newfield.
     Preston Pryce, uninterrupted by the distractions of  city-living, thrived in his shop on the rocky 
peninsula. The demand for light was endless, and soon he was receiving orders from Newfield and 
beyond.
     From the lively boulevards of  William Penn’s utopic Philadelphia, to the scurrying docks of  New 
York City, to the austere hilltop commons of  Puritan Boston, all of  the colonies—if  not the whole 
of  the British Empire!—were talking about the candles which always seemed to burn a little lighter, a 
little longer.
     In accordance with his demand, Preston Pryce provided for a beekeeper to supply his shop with 
beeswax, perfect for the sorts of  candles used in church or those well-to-do gentry prosperous enough 
to afford them. Then, some months later, a number of  families settled on the rock, making their living 
by foraging for bayberries, which could, in large quantities, also by melted down and used as a wax.
     There followed, in this order, a silversmith (to fashion candlesticks), some wagoners (to deliver large 
shipments of  candles by cart), a carpenter (to make the boxes for the candles), a wheelwright (to fix the 
wheels used by the wagoners), a number of  shepherds (whence the Leicester sheep), a swine herder, 
a seamstress, an innkeeper, some scullery maids, and finally a retired soldier, who served jointly as the 
night watchman and village drunk.

  Thus, the smelly Village of  Candlegard was born.



     Preston married, having one son, who inherited the family business. In time, this son also had a son, 
who in turn had his own son whose name was Dylan, who in turn had another son whose name was 
Crispin Pryce.

~ ~ ~ ~ ~

     The story of  Crispin Pryce and his wish transpired many years ago. Benjamin Franklin was Post-
master of  Philadelphia, having just invented the lightning rod to harness the power of  the skies. In 
England, King George III was on the throne, but not yet as the secluded madman of  Windsor Castle-
-he was still the happy Hanoverian, smitten with the flighty Sarah Lennox: vibrant, enthusiastic, and 
optimistic for his growing empire; Jonas Hanway had brought the first umbrella to the English-speak-
ing world; and the Westminster Bridge had just opened over the Thames.
     George Washington was the young and energetic major of  the Virginia militia, while Columbia 
University was under construction in upper Manhattan; the Janissaries of  the Ottoman Empire were 
whirling like dervishes, spinning around but never quite getting dizzy; Vitus Bering had discovered 
Alaska; and Samuel Johnson was penning his first edition of  the English dictionary.
     Amidst all of  this, the Village of  Candlegard continued peaceably. It was not particularly old, as 
towns go, but to Crispin, who had known nothing else, it felt as old as the rocks it rested on. For 
Crispin Pryce, the apprentice candlestick maker, was a dreamer of  the most wonderstruck sort.
He dreamed of  blond and dusty Araby, where the men rode on camels and prayed five times each day. 
Crispin thought that he would very much like to ride on a camel. He dreamed of  traveling, perhaps on 
that camel, the Silk Road to distant Cathay, walking on its great walls and bringing back pocketfuls of  
gems. He dreamed of  India, a land of  spices and bronze maidens atop elephants; of  Mount Olympus, 
the abode of  heroes wreathed in clouds; of  golden Egypt, where the pyramids hid nameless treasures; 
and of  darkest Africa, in whose shadowy forests the sunlight never reached the ground. He suspected 
that if  he had a candle with him, darkest Africa wouldn’t be too bad, and he would, in all likelihood, 
stumble across a diamond as big as his fist, which he would mount on a golden crown and present to 
the next Queen of  England, for which he would surely be knighted and live out his days in great hap-
piness.
     He dreamed, on occasion, of  the Golden Cities of  the Spanish conquerors, where Mayan lords 
feasted on jaguar, and of  El Dorado, where the gold was so plentiful that the people, not knowing any 
better, fashioned their coins and treasures of  common gray stone.
     Finally, he dreamed of  the Savages west of  The Colony, and of  Indian princesses with feathers in 
their hair. He wondered if  he would ever meet one, and how far into the woods he would have to go to 
do so. If  he went too far, of  course, he ran the gamble of  ending up back in India, and, truth be told, 
he wouldn’t need any more spices or elephants. Perhaps just a few miles into the wood would suffice.

To be continued…
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Behind the Curtain
Aubin St. Clair
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[Feast]
Brittani Johnson

A poem inspired by 
Pierre Subleyras: Gastmahl im Hause Simons

Who is this Man sitting high at the table
as a woman kneels at His feet?
Why is it not the baker or the butcher or the cook slaving over the meal?
Why not even the servants cleaning and setting the table with fruit pies, baked tur-
key, fresh bread, and roasted potatoes?
If  not all, why not one?
Why is it that He requires such treatment:
silky blond tresses soaked in perfume from a broken bottle on the floor wrap 
around
feet caked with dirt and soil probably from far off  lands across the continent.
What is so special about him that groups of  men huddle and whisper
and servants, men, women, and children gaze at the scene in awe,
confusion,
and speculation?
Does He not hunger for the set meal?
He must
for he has almost certainly travelled far and long
for I hear the whispers of  how He was pushed by people in want and need,
in expectation
of  some miracle.

I stop pondering these questions
and notice
how he ignores the stares and whispers of  the crowd
and merely holds His finger up for patience,
silence.
To me, the attention is then drawn full circle to the kneeling woman
with her hair, soaked in her finest perfume,
wrapped around this Man’s feet.
This lone figure sacrifices her worldly possessions and pressing hunger
for the feast before her
in hopes to gain nothing;
nothing at all,
except maybe His favor, the True meal.



22

Porcelain
Ashley Miller

As I tapped the weathered and worn bronze knocker
against the once-familiar white, wooden door,
I glanced down nervously at the two children.
Their naively curious faces were pressed 
against the glass,
anxiously searching for the old woman
who they could only find 
in the most translucent
and delicate of  their memories; 
those too faded for the mind to recall clearly,
but too meaningful for the heart to let go of
 completely. 
“Who are they?”
Silence.
“You know… Emily and Chris…”
“My God! I can’t believe it! 
Come here to your Gran!”
The girl let the grandmother she had forgotten 
embrace her.
The boy picked up a neglected 
toy truck. 
“Don’t you remember me, Christopher?”
“No.”
As the lonely, wrinkling woman clung tightly 
to the porcelain girl,
I saw her temporarily-gleaming eyes whispering 
into the girl’s long, straw hair.
“Please don’t forget me again. Please, please…”
After an hour or so, we left with a watermelon in hand.
The grandmother thanked me over and over,
and all that I could think was,
their parents are going to kill me. 
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Rain
Ksenyia Savelyeva
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Boston Miss
Casey Holloway

Fastens a long dark coat with
Two gentle white hands and
Two ebony buttons
Snuggles a cheery red scarf
Between felted lapels
Rich chocolate curls
Glisten under drops of  misty rain
Drape casually over graceful shoulders
Black leather boots
Step confidently down cold cement
Subconsciously dodge icy puddles
This Boston miss
Walks in time to the
Symphony in her head
Doesn’t think anyone notices her
But I do

And Mohammad is His Prophet
Nadia Al Hashimi



Come All Ye Unfaithful
David Guyott

Sticky white tendrils twist their sinewy
lengths into ropes and coils of  dead mistrust;
we paralyze ourselves from within;

cynicism, the calling card of  the
Facebook generation, and we the flies
in our own web of  righteous indignation.

Laughter and snide mockery our only
crude tools as the green, bubbling toxin
drips slowly down the lengths of  our sinews;

Steady and secure in our knowledge, our
recognition of  the corrosive rot,
we disarm and surrender ourselves to it.

One man walks to the hangman’s noose,
another to the stocks or guillotine,
and two thoughts flit briefly into life:

the one a criticism, an afterthought
recognition of  some error; the other
a system override, the auto-correct
mechanism, the questioning serpent
choking down its own tail, and the spark of
revolution consumes itself  in logic.

“Wrong” continues to do while “right” sits
idly by, confusion of  perspective
shifting the roles to form a status quo,

and then we fall, we are lost, we are
the system, we are the two wars and the
greed and we are lost to ourselves.

A tear slides down the web; then two, three,
an entire nation on its knees upon
seeing at last what it has become.

Come all my brothers, my sisters,
Americans one and all, all ye unfaithful,
and take up arms for our new war.

The war is here in the homeland, only here;
a war against complacency and self-doubt,
and the only terrorists our naïveté and cynicism.
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Muse on the Town
Bolton Kirchner



27

You Probably Don’t Have Malaria
Nell Knox

I.
     For the third morning in a row, I awoke to a grinding pain in my stomach. I would liken the sensa-
tion to Draino burning through a clogged drainpipe, if  the drainpipe was my intestine. Microbacteria, 
it turns out, are a highly potent laxative. Sitting on the toilet, I realized that once again, I was up for an-
other day of  frequent and terrifying trips to the sketchiest bathrooms on earth—provided, of  course, 
that I could find an actual toilet. On more than one occasion during my month in Ghana, I would run 
to the front of  the bus urgently whispering to Dr. Davis, “Can we pull over?” 

II.
     Four years is a long time to commit to a certain place and subsequent way of  life. Of  all the places 
I could have applied to college, I got the most scholarship offers from Millsaps.
     I had no idea what I was doing while picking classes for my freshman fall. It was one of  the last years 
that Millsaps had the Liberal Studies program. My conservative grandmother panicked upon hearing 
the title of  my class, convinced that I was about to be brainwashed. 
     “Watch out for those liberals with their pamphlets,” she pleaded. “And don’t forget that you are in 
college to major in Business and find a Career that will be a means of  Support.”
     I capitalize those words on purpose, because they are still haunting me to this day. But, I was not 
really concerned with such matters at the time. For the first time in my life I was taking classes simply 
because they interested me. I didn’t have Newman’s perspectives at that point, and I had no idea that I 
was pursing knowledge for the sake of  knowledge. I just knew that I had finally found a place where I 
could learn basically whatever I wanted. So I signed up for classes on English and Classics and African 
Studies, and I was thrilled. 

III.
     As if  my bowel troubles weren’t bad enough, Lydia had contracted something that made her fever-
ish and itchy. 
     “Well, you probably don’t have malaria,” Dr. Davis told Lydia. She stared at him blankly, searching 
his thick-bearded smile for evidence that this was another joke. Later, she conveyed the silent message 
we kept asking each other: “What the hell have we gotten into?” 
I learned how to communicate with my eyes in Ghana. We learned when to be quiet and absorb, turn-
ing out minds and hearts into little sponges; only able to hold so much but intent on trying to hold it 
all. But we also became experts at eye-to-eye communication with each other. 
     One morning in Cape Town, we toured the slave castles. There, we crawled into dungeons built 
half  a millennium ago. These were terrible places haunted with an evil so alive it gave us all chills and 
headaches. The floors were thick with 500 years of  filth and blood of  the thousands of  people who 
had passed through this castle on their way to America. 
     Other times, I would look out the window of  the van, sometimes for hours, and all over the country, 
I could see the people crying out in a bold proclamation of  who they are. Ghanaians are thick, beauti-
ful people with bodies like glistening shoe leather and laser white grins that speak out to the soul 
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     I wrote in my journal extensively on the trip, overwhelmed with how privileged my life is. But in the 
back of  my mind I was insanely worried that I should be feeling something more. I listened for a call 
to serve, a chance to educate the world. And it didn’t come. 

IV.
     Dr. Omo-Bare was my Liberal Studies professor. I liked him immediately, despite being somewhat 
intimidated by being one of  two professing conservatives in the class. Aside from immediately making 
me stand up for what I claimed to believe in, Omo taught how me how to argue and how to think. 
That class, for me, was the antithesis of  brainwash. It was brain awakening, a chance to actually think 
something and say it without getting shot down. I felt smart for the first time in my life, which made 
me want to apply myself  and become even smarter. And the things we were learning about were earth 
shattering. It truly set the tone for my next four years. 
     I didn’t know it at the time, but what I was experiencing was education in its most refined form. I 
was absorbing information left and right without the tediousness associated with school and home-
work. I was parsing out concepts and applying them to different ideas and creating my own experience 
of  thoughts and words and characters. The very learning style captivated me: lengthy, pithy discussions 
fueled by sheer willpower and making me a better thinking and stronger debater all the time. I learned 
to wait before I made conclusive statements and I learned to eat my words in the span of  two hours. 
It didn’t matter what we were talking about sometimes, it just mattered that I was speaking clearly and 
backing up my points with real, concise evidence. I could argue any way I wanted as long as I did it 
with intelligence. I think the class could have been on the life cycle of  the garden slug and I would have 
fallen in love. But as it happened, the class was on the failed states of  Africa. 

V.
     Lydia and I alternately froze to death and roasted like potatoes the entire flight to Ghana. Every-
one else who was going on the trip, which included all boy students and male professors, had booked 
different flights. We had been assured that someone would meet us at the airport when we arrived in 
Accra, but, at the moment, we felt very alone. 
     We adopted a sort of  jovial humor typical of  people who begin to wonder what they have gotten 
themselves into. Right before we got on the plane we both got massive ice creams from Ben and Jerry’s. 
I didn’t really want the ice cream, and the sticky sweetness made my head and stomach hurt. It just 
seemed distinctly American, and I had a feeling I needed to eat it. I couldn’t believe I was really stand-
ing at the gate at JFK. Was I really doing this? Here we were: two little sorority girls skipping off  to 
spend a month traveling around Ghana. Maybe my grandmother was right. This was crazy. I promised 
myself  as I boarded the plane and fell asleep in an uncomfortably upright position that while I was in 
Ghana, I would focus on the trip and nothing else.
     And then suddenly the sun was out, broadcasting its news through the entire cabin. I shook Lydia 
awake and pointed out the window in awe. Dirt the color of  copper coated the world below, and the 
tree-spotted landscape struck me as strangle cliché because I had expected exactly what I saw…but still 
couldn’t believe I was seeing it. 
     “We’re in Africa,” I said as I shook Lydia awake.  

VI.
     After class one day in mid-November I followed Dr. Omo-Bare down to his office. 



I knocked on the door and went in. 
     “Hello Nell,” he said in his rich accent. His office was a sanctuary to me, warm and decorated with 
a tapestry of  another world, and I told him immediately what was on my mind. 
     “I’m in love with Africa. I want to go,” I blurted out. 
     I do not think I had any idea what I wanted to do in Africa. The situation, in retrospect, is humor-
ous. What I felt towards Africa (apparently, at that time, the entire continent) was the kind of  love that 
a nerdy Dungeons and Dragons geek might feel towards the head cheerleader. In my mind, going to 
Africa was a perfect escape. I wanted to go there and become absorbed in the culture and the changes 
of  that world. Maybe it was the raw and dangerous truth that I heard in the words I read, but I could 
feel a desperate power in every book I read about the continent and I wanted to get my hands deep in 
the rich filth of  it. I felt like the little girl in the pink sweater from The Things They Carried. Except, unlike 
Mary Ann, I was ready to get soaked into another world. Going was not the question. I just needed to 
know when. 

VII.
     “Do you feel like we aren’t going to eat a single good meal for the next month?” Lydia asked the 
second day after we arrived. 
     “Might be the least of  our problems,” I told her, looking around the hotel room. Nothing ever 
works in Ghanaian hotels. At one hotel, the toilet broke, and, desperate, Lydia called the front desk to 
ask them to fix it. They brought us a bucket… and left us with it. 
     Another anomaly was all the menus in Ghana. Every item on the menus has a funky title like “tender 
pieces of  chicken.” I branched out once and tried a local dish called “red red,” but it was strange and 
spicy and made me sick. Yet none of  this seemed to matter that much. The trivial things and the little 
formalities that tie us together in Mississippi, all seemed meaningless in Ghana. 
     Lydia and I saved certain conversation topics for the bad times; such was our determination not to 
become depressed. During the eight-hour bus rides, through our annoyances with fellow travelers, and 
after witnessing the saddest and hardest of  conditions, we constantly reminded ourselves how amazing 
it was that we were in Africa. This is what we wanted, we reminded ourselves. Sometimes we would just 
look at each other and say, “We are in Africa.”
     And so, we started to joke about the dysentery-like symptoms plaguing our bodies and the red-hot 
sun broiling through our Nike shorts and Chacos. We focused on the reason we were there, to get the 
experience. And that attitude, to me, is what education is about. Getting the experience.
     And secretly, I dealt with a new feeling that I had never encountered before: hopelessness.   

VIII.
     Financing my trip to Africa proved to be the hardest part. I told my family that I won a scholar-
ship. 
     It wasn’t a lie, but it wasn’t the truth. I had, in fact, won a partial scholarship that made it possible 
for me to fund my portion of  the trip. I thought that was the best way to handle things. In the course 
of  a year, I saved up $1500 in a private savings account. 
     “Don’t you want to go somewhere safe?” pleaded my maternal grandmother. “Why Africa?” she 
added in a tone suggesting I had asked for permission to go to live in a portable bathroom for a year. 
What she did not add, but what I knew she was full of  was repugnance and fear at the thought of  her 
pretty little granddaughter heading off  to a heathen dark continent…and what my desire      
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represented. This trip was not the first blow I dealt my grandmother. Early on in my sophomore year I 
realized that there was no way I could major in business. A muse had woken a side of  my life and with 
the words of  Sidney and Welty and Hemmingway taught in the Intro to Interpretation class I had felt 
my brain capitulate into the world of  English. 
     “But I won a full scholarship,” I told her. “You can talk to Lydia’s mom. It’s a really safe trip. We’re 
going to a democratic nation. We’re going to Ghana.” 
     I think when I got on the plane and told her goodbye she did not expect to see me again.

IX.
     “She’s having her baby right now?” 
     I was incredulous. We were all gathered outside of  a compound talking to Dr. Mohamma, a man 
operating a small hospital in the outskirts of  Accra and running for president of  the country. 
     “Yes. She is birthing just now,” he responded lightheartedly. I was dumbstruck. I couldn’t wrap my 
head around a mother just walking into the hospital and giving birth. The huge fans powering the gen-
erators muffled the sounds of  the birth but there’s no mistaking the cries of  a woman in labor. 
     “Can we see the baby?” I asked. It seems presumptuous now, but at the time, it made total sense. 
     The fans inside the hospital were mingling the acrid smell of  bleach with the pungency of  the coun-
try around me; a rich, organic stench that permeated my clothes and hair and allowed me to finally be 
absorbed into the country I was so certain I was in love with. I have trouble describing the baby we saw 
inside that hospital. Words like “beautiful” and “perfect” aren’t accurate. She was a hot stinky mess of  
dripping placenta, a newborn who screamed in indignation at being shown off  to strangers. Lydia and 
I stared at her, marveled at her presence, and complimented her mother, a stocky, tough woman who 
was calmly sipping water in the dingy post-birth room. It was an experience out of  another world or 
a weird movie. That baby was a realization of  a million dreams that I had always felt, an ideal example 
of  the dichotomous opulence that distinguishes my world from the world that she entered. She was 
the wealth of  her country, emerging as an infant. She is the fate of  her country, and a thousand well-in-
tentioned college students hoping to change her world aren’t welcome or necessary. She was born into 
world unified by a distinct pride. Ghanaians are full of  love and respect and pride and know who they 
are. They welcome help but they know when they are being pandered to. I have yet to find such eager, 
opportunistic and witty people elsewhere. This baby represented another beginning of  that world. 
     At the same time, though, I felt the hopelessness creep in. What hope did this child have? She was 
going to grow up in a world that was inching forward but there was no chance she would see much 
advancement in her lifetime. She would never have a chance to go to a college like Millsaps. 
     Then a stranger thing happened. Her mother, flattered that two white girls wanted to meet her 
newborn, named the baby Nell Lydia. 

Afterward
     Not even two years have passed since my trip to Ghana, and yet I still think of  the trip every day. 
The trip may have seemed strange to my grandmother, but to me it was an educational event that I 
took purely for the joy of  the experience. Somewhere in the vast scheme of  human reference there is 
a special realm for people who have deliberately gone into another world and sought out a chance be-
come a part of  it. Completely dousing yourself  in another culture changes your outlook on life in ways 
that you never anticipate. It was critical for me that parts of  my education include a trip to another 
world. Going to another place strips open your flesh and exposes the flaws that the veneer of



a supreme education would hope to obliterate. All of  my eccentricities and selfish ambitions were 
thrown up, a sopping mound of  grievances, tangible and unuttered, building up during my trip. 
     I have to emphasize the massive downside to going to a place like Ghana. It is easy to leave a third 
world country with a very depressed attitude. People in parts of  Ghana live and die and never learn 
to read. A liberal arts education seems both irrelevant and yet critical at the same time in the world of  
Ghana. Outward expressions of  wealth and intelligence are no longer a nomenclature. I found myself  
in a place where people are defined by how hard they work, where things are so simple that a complete 
stranger is worthy of  naming one’s infant daughter after because she is white. But education is logically 
the only way out of  this vicious cyclical lifestyle. 
     I have gained the ability to converse with the poorest of  the poor, with people who have literally 
nothing in common with me except the barest bones of  human sameness, and keep in touch with my 
own heart. But thinking about our western education in these terms is mind-boggling. The simplic-
ity in which much of  the world operates is vastly dichotomous with the education that I have treated 
myself  to for the past four years. Getting a glimpse into the rest of  the world opened up my mind to 
the realization of  how spoiled I really am. Aside from the daily amenities of  college life at Millsaps, my 
education is a great pleasure. I have pursued a major in English simply because I like it. This is such a 
rich and spoiled concept that at times it makes me sick with guilt. 
     Ever since the trip, I have been waiting for a life-changing experience to make me more humane 
and cause me to want to reach out to the world and make a difference by doing something like serv-
ing in the Peace Corps. But I have seen the immense disparity now and I realize how terribly trying 
day-to-day life as a servant in a third world country can be. Also, I am overwhelmed with the immense 
impracticality of  bringing Liberal Arts into a world that is desperate for simpler things, like food and 
shelter. 
In reality, I think that I am going to graduate and continue my education because I take so much joy 
in learning. Sometimes I worry that Millsaps has given me a big head and inflated perception of  how 
smart I am. Have I become a snob and have I learned to avoid situations that I don’t think directly af-
fect me? 
     But, this should not be a time to revel in the negative possibilities. An educational experience through 
my Ghana has shown me both good and evil in the world. The further removed I become from the ed-
ucational experience the more the trip seems to take on an ethereal quality. I have taken all the valuable 
memories, saving them up like diamonds sparkling in the candlelit corners of  my mind, and I review 
them slowly, sometimes simultaneously enraptured and disgusted with what I have seen and the things 
I have come to know. The beautiful complexity of  both loving and hating an experience that I chose as 
part of  my college education mystifies me. How can I love my life, education, and experiences so much 
and carry on, knowing that I am the most privileged of  the privileged in the world? Maybe there is no 
answer to this query. But I have forced myself  to assume an attitude of  negative capability, reveling in 
this confusion and what it means while living in the microcosm of  my existence and celebrating the 
expansion of  my education regardless of  the doubts assumed by what I have witnessed. 
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Hope and Barbed Wire (Palestine)
Maria Underwood
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From Below
Brandi Buckler

Rhythmmm
Casey Holloway
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Rodeo
Gabrielle Richardson

The atmosphere, the feeling of  home,
Where heroes are broken and outlaws are born

 And law’n’order doesn’t exist.

Dust rises as man verses beast,
As souls of  steel and iron wills compete;
 Smoke rises and silence resounds in its wake:
  Tumbleweeds blow by.
A cowboy’s buckle gleams in the sun, not a single spur jingles – 
 Then opens the gate.

Out come the pair, and no more are they here
 In this arena, in front of  this crowd – 
They are gone! 
All alone, far away, on some distant green hill, 
With pasture and flowers all around.
Bluebirds sing; one man, one beast, two hearts in a trance,
Both locked together in Hell’s fateful dance.

A sound, a rage! A red eye’s gleam;
Mouths foam; their bodies - they plunge, they strive.

Another sound, this time a scream, a horn in a flash
Whips ‘round - the battle is died.
Back to this place, from fantasy, come; back to this arena, this crowd.
The man, the beast; red eyes meet ice blue, the sun is now late,
 And fiery orbs are glowing with hate.

 Law’n’order doesn’t exist.

Time freezes! Then, silence…no cheering, no sound – 
The tumbleweeds roll by o’er blood-soaked ground.
 The sand flows crimson, a river of  mud.
Hats are forsaken, faces are bowed, and
Salt mingles with sweat dripping off  of  their brows.

 The dust settles and smoke clears…

The outlaw stands tall in the terror of  triumph; 
 Horns, stained red, are a’gleam – 
He bellows his glory to all of  his foes,
And at his hooves, at the tip of  his toes,
 Lies the body, forlorn, of  our broken hero, 

At this, his last, Rodeo.



rosetta stone
Kathryn McDonald

to decipher the language
he and I once spoke fluently

requires more than the 
flash of  computer screens,
validation of  lecture halls,

weight of  books,
or labor of   tongues.

one must dig like an archaelogist,
accumulate filth beneath fingernails,

and recall the slurred speech of  
a perforated, but not ripped heart
to capture our stealthy vernacular.

it hides in the braille of  our goosebumps,
promptly smoothed

with the eraser of  warmth.
and then it is spoken

by the hissing,  loose snare of  our lungs, 
and the thrashing morse code of  our hearts.

his eyes oozing black ink, 
he uses my white face as scrap paper

composing letters and cards documenting
how his day went.

but now the white-out arrives, 
encrusting my skin

and off  we go, to seek fresh pages.
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Oh Hell!
James Walley

Oh war, how do I miss thee so?
Your oil slick smells and guilty feelings.
You’re hatred; love swims against you.
And yet I find myself: sweet soldier boy 
Just staring at the ceiling.
 I know you all too well.
 Know your sweet sickly smell
and still, I hear you calling my name.  
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Memories
Ksenyia Savelyeva
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Hurrican Days
Alex Cashman

August 27, 2005, 10:17 PM
     All ten of  us sat around the sixteen-inch Samsung television, anxiously observing the Weather 
Channel’s “cone of  uncertainty.”  Behind the static we saw a red and yellow cone that reached from 
central Louisiana to central Alabama.  Hurricane Katrina, a Category Three hurricane slowly building 
in size and intensity was at the other end of  the cone, slowly, powerfully turning, its distinct eye staring 
right at us.  
     Ben, a tall, husky nurse fell back into an office chair that rolled a few feet back on the linoleum floor.  
“Are they all ready to go?” His voice was strong and deep with a touch of  southern drawl; it matched 
his frame and personality. He was a former Marine, the guy who was always in charge, and it showed.  
     My mother, on the other hand, was all of  five foot two, but strong in her own right. She answered, 
“The charts just have to go on the buses, but then we’ll be done,” in her usual high-pitched yet firm 
voice. At that very second, LeAnn, a schizophrenic with an addiction to opiates, knocked on the win-
dow of  the nurses’ station.  “Can we get a smoke break first?” she squawked, her shoes sliding on and 
off  her heel as she shuffled in through the door. The laces had been taken off  and replaced with neon-
yellow zip-ties, as was custom for all the patients at River Oaks Psychiatric Hospital of  New Orleans. 
We all looked at each other, for a second. The “storm of  the century” was headed right for us, and all 
she wanted was a smoke. Ben stood up, exhaled deeply, and grabbed the plastic crate that was filled 
with packs of  cigarettes. He walked out into the lobby, filled with patients and their belongings, handed 
out at least twenty packs of  cigarettes, and led them out to the patio where they could partake in their 
precious smoke break.  

August 27, 2005 11:11 PM
     I remember desperately trying to get my mom to bring our dogs with us on the trip. She told me that 
the higher-ups wouldn’t let her, citing insurance reasons and worst case scenarios.  She tried to console 
me, “Alex, I think this is going to turn out like the last “storm of  the century.” It’s going to look like 
it’s going to hit us, then it’s going to veer off  and go in to Texas, or Mississippi or something.  And 
besides, we left them a bathtub full of  water and a whole tub of  dog food, they’ll be fine.” She tapped 
me on the shoulder like that was going to make me feel better and went on shepherding patients onto 
the lone Greyhound bus in the parking lot. The wind was already picking up, and the storm was still a 
few hundred miles from the coast. Something told me that it was going to be a rough few days. Maybe 
it was the fact that I was about to get on a bus with roughly thirty or so psychiatric patients, maybe it 
was the once in a lifetime storm that was coming to fuck my world up, maybe it was my dogs who were 
to be victim to a coin flip. All I could do was get on the bus and go along for the ride. 

August 27, 2005, 11:37 PM
     I took my seat on the bus with the schizophrenics, drug addicts, and other various crazies and 
mentally tried to get myself  together for the trip to Memphis, my one bag of  clothes and books at my 
feet. We were headed up to another hospital in Memphis that belonged to the River Oaks organization 
where they would house all of  the patients, but not the staff. We were slated to stay in a Best Western 
about ten minutes from the Memphis River Oaks.   
     Ben stood up at the head of  the bus as we pulled out of  the parking lot, “Okay people, here’s the 
plan…” 
     He was interrupted by the man sitting directly next to me, “Where is it we’re goin’ exactly?” 
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he shouted through crooked, tar stained teeth.  
     “We’re going to another hospital in Memphis, we’re going to stay there until all of  this blows over,” 
he replied sternly.      
The man, in his tattered flannel shirt, blue jeans, and flip flops (an interesting alternative to the zip-tied 
sneakers of  the others) leaned over and whispered in my ear, “This could be the end, you know.” I 
wasn’t sure whether this was some kind of  hallucination or some prophetic words of  wisdom.

August 28, 2005, 2:28 AM
     We had just arrived in Hammond. It normally only takes about forty minutes to get to Hammond, it 
took us more than two hours. There were cars stretched out as far as I could see. Their taillights made it 
look like someone had taken a fluorescent red magic marker and drew a thick line down the interstate. 
The state had recently activated what they called “contraflow,” the I-55 South had traffic redirected on 
it so that it went north to ease the burden of  traffic. It didn’t work.  Why I don’t know, but traffic on 
either side of  the interstate was backed up, nearly to a standstill.

August 28, 2005, 3:45 AM  
     We’re still in fucking Hammond.

August 28, 2005, 4:10 AM
     We pulled over due to the overwhelming demand for a smoke break from LeAnn and the rest of  
the crew. My mother, Ben, and I all walked over to William’s blue Mustang to listen to the radio and see 
what the storm was doing, and more importantly, what it may do to us. William, an effeminate young 
nurse with carefully spiked jet-black hair and thick-rimmed glasses insisted that he drive his beloved 
Mustang alongside the bus. He feared for its safety.  
     We tuned in to a news radio station where we heard what we dreaded the most. The “cone of  un-
certainty” had shrunk, its center placed directly over New Orleans. This was the first time we had heard 
the concern over the integrity of  the levees. They were concerned that they wouldn’t be able withstand 
the force of  a Category Five hurricane, which Katrina had become at this point. One of  the levees in 
question was about six blocks away from my house, and my dogs. 

August 28, 2005, 5:50 AM
     I had fallen asleep and when I had woken up, we had passed through Jackson. The traffic improved 
I guess. I still couldn’t help but think about my dogs, my dad, my stepmother, and my siblings, who had 
evacuated to Caruthersville, Missouri. Who knew that a Jewish family with its roots in the northeast 
could have relatives in the middle of  NASCAR and fundamentalism land? You find out who really 
cares about you in times like these, I guess.  

August 28, 2005, 10:13 AM
     When I woke up for the second time, we had finally arrived in Memphis. A typically six-hour drive 
became nearly doubled in length.    
     We pulled up to the River Oaks of  Memphis, a hospital that masked the internal traumas under an 
idyllic setting. Willows hung low over glassy ponds that swans called home; fountains exploded over 
the lakes, the spray drizzled over the deep green hills that the cubic buildings were situated on. They 
were unusually white, with black windows that made a seemingly perfect balance, a sort of  yin and 
yang. My moment of  visual bliss was interrupted by the sound of  LeAnn striking a match.
 “Jesus Christ, I need a cigarette.”
August 28, 2005, 12:00 PM
     We sat down for the hospital’s scheduled lunch time with all the patients and staff.  
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Perfectly portioned meals were handed out on colorful, decorated trays. The floor sparkled and smelled 
of  ammonia and lemons. Patients and staff  alike talked about their home, their families, many made 
panicked phone calls to relatives to make sure that they had evacuated safely.  Things looked grim for 
our city, and those who chose to stay behind looked increasingly foolish as the Category Five Katrina 
rumbled through the Gulf  towards the Mississippi River delta.  

August 28, 2005, 6:10 PM
     We checked in to the Best Western and immediately scurried over to the nearest television. We saw 
images of  a city in a state of  emergency. Thousands lined up outside the Superdome and the Conven-
tion Center, mostly the poor, African American citizens of  New Orleans who either didn’t have the 
means to evacuate or simply didn’t want to. The cone of  uncertainty had shrunk once again, only leav-
ing us the faintest of  hope that the “bad side” of  the Category Five wouldn’t directly hit New Orleans. 
We sat for the next few hours in front of  the television, watching what seemed to be a city that we 
didn’t know aside from the skyline.  

August 29, 2005, 9:00 AM
     “Hurricane Katrina has made landfall,” is what we awoke to the next morning. Ben, typically stoic, 
could say nothing but mutter “Jesus Christ,” his face buried in his hands. William stood with his mouth 
slightly open, in shock of  the images that continued to pour in and continued to intensify as the 
morning passed. My mother’s face was pale, she feared as I did, for the dogs we had left back in New 
Orleans, and then we heard the most devastating news of  all. The 17th Street Canal levee had broken. 
My home, in the Lakeview neighborhood, was only three blocks from that levee. The news stations 
streamed video of  the flooded interstate that looked like a snake whose body dipped in and out of  
the water, and of  my neighborhood, I assumed, entirely underwater, only the red and black roofs of  
houses poking out of  the brown water. People had been driven to their attics and roofs, the rising wa-
ters forcing them in to the intense heat of  attics and roofs. I felt strangely unaffected, numb, as though 
my mind had switched into the survival mode necessary to be able to deal with what was going on. 
“Everything is gone, what’s next?”
     My mother turned to me, a stern, blank expression on her face, and said through a choking voice, 
“We have to go back.”  
     Ben and William both turned to my mother with a look that was half  “you’re right” and half  “you’re 
out of  your mind.” Ben, with his Marine status, would be able to get us into the city earlier than anyone 
else.  We would leave the next morning, after the storm had passed through Mississippi.

August 31, 2005, 7:00 AM
     William decided to stay back and would assess the damage after the waters had entirely receded but 
would lend us his Mustang. My mother and I wanted to see if  our dogs were still alive, and Ben was 
simply willing to help.     
     The contraflow had been ceased, so the Interstate was open back into New Orleans. Along the way, 
we saw trees literally twisted and snapped by the winds of  the storm. The damage got progressively 
worse as we got closer to my hometown. Caravans of  electrical company trucks paraded down the 
Interstate, and National Guard Hummers rolled south. It was though we were in a war, and the entire 
Southeast was in a state of  martial law. 

August 31, 2005, 3:13 PM
     A pair of  camouflaged Hummers blocked the road leading into the outskirts of  New Orleans. 
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A man in uniform, an M-16 slung over his shoulder approached the car. Ben flashed his ID, “We’re 
coming back to help out, sir.” 
    The man squinted, lifted his dark Oakley sunglasses off  of  his face and took Ben’s ID from him, 
inspecting it carefully. He walked over to another man in similar garb and showed him the ID; the man 
grabbed it and inspected it himself. He walked up to the car and said through a thick, gritty voice, “Ain’t 
nothin’ here for ya.”  
      Ben shot back, “We’re just here to see what we can get, and help out who we can.”
     The guardsman walked back over to a few more men with rifles in camouflaged and huddled with 
them a few minutes, turning and pointing towards the city. He strode back to the car. “Where is it 
you’re headed?”
     “Lakeview.”
     The man chuckled with the same grit and depth that was in his voice. “I’m tellin’ you, ain’t nothin’ 
there.” 
     My mother, in the back seat, began to sob, worried that we wouldn’t be able to get to the dogs, that 
maybe they had survived the flood, but had starved.
     He looked at my mother, myself, Ben, then said “You can’t get in through the interstate, it collapsed 
a few miles on up the road. You’re gonna have to get in through Metairie.”
     My mom burst out into a frenzy, of  sorts, “Thank you, thank you so much,” she explained through 
tears and bated breath.  
     The man pointed out the road we needed to take to avoid the floodwaters that had consumed a vast 
majority of  the city.  

August 31, 2005, 4:04 PM
     Metairie was a ghost town. It was oddly sunny too, and it looked like something out of  an old West-
ern movie. Power lines had fallen, trees laid on top of  the crushed roofs of  houses, a billboard’s metal 
frame was twisted, contorted by God knows what.  
     We pulled up to the bridge that runs that connects Metairie to my neighborhood. There were dozens 
of  news trucks and a few civilians on the side of  the road, some reporting, some staring in awe across 
the bridge. We parked the car and walked up to the top of  the bridge, and then we saw it. Water. Where 
there once was a neighborhood, houses, people, was now just water with debris in it. My mother almost 
instantly collapsed to her knees, tears streaming down her face. Everything she had known, her whole 
life, had been consumed by the water. There was nothing but water. At the foot of  the bridge, there 
were a few speedboats and even more of  the familiar Hummers. Men in the speedboats were taking 
what they could out of  their homes, and helping out any way they possibly could. My mother, almost 
instinctively sprinted down to the edge of  the water, a few of  the news cameras focused on her. Ben 
and I ran behind her. She yelled to the men in one of  the boats, “Hey! Hey! Can you help me? Please, 
my house,” she was breathing heavily, “my dogs are in my house, can you take me?  It’s right over 
there,” she pointed to the houses in the water. The men looked at each other, then back at my panicked 
mother, one of  them said, “I’m sorry ma’am, we’re going to help retrieve bodies from the houses.”
     There was a bit of  a pause, my mother looking at the two men, the two men looking at her, Ben and 
myself  bystanders to the whole situation. Suddenly she wailed, “But they’re already dead!”
     We got in the boat, and the motor gargled to life underneath the dark water. We cruised slowly over 
cars, street signs, moving tree branches out of  the way as we went. We had to guess at which street was 
ours, the street signs barely stood above the water. We recognized our house by the pair of  windows 
on the second floor, the water coming up a few inches over the bottom of  the glass. T he men tied 
the boat off  on the cable wire that ran to the roof  of  my house, and got as close as we could to the 
windows. Ben grabbed a crowbar that was lying in the boat and began to pry open the window,
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 my mother anxiously waiting behind him. The window popped open and fell into the water.  My 
mother crawled in through the window; I followed right behind.  I hopped down into the ankle high 
water of  my mother’s bedroom and looked around, entirely in shock of  what my house had become. 
The black mold had already begun to cake on the walls, and everything had a putrid smell to it.  
     “Betsy! Biscuit!” my mother called for the dogs. No response. “Biscuit! Betsy!” she cried again. Sud-
denly, we heard the splashing of  paws in the water, and the two mutts came sprinting from down the 
hall into the bedroom, leaping up onto us. If  we had been dogs, we would have had the same reaction. 
We easily got Biscuit on the boat, but Betsy had other ideas. Once onboard, the dog jumped into the 
water without realizing there was nothing for her to stand on, should she want to stop swimming.  My 
mother, almost immediately, yelled, “Betsy, what the fuck?!”  After a few laps around the boat, Betsy 
had had enough. However, she was having trouble climbing back into the boat. We reached for her 
and she instinctively jerked herself  away. Suddenly, her head started to fall beneath the water. Ben, see-
ing this, dove head first into the water (my mother, all the while, screaming her lungs out), and gave 
Betsy the extra push she needed to get into the boat. Enthused and exhausted, we didn’t even think 
about what had happened to our home. We didn’t care at the time, we were just glad to have the two 
of  our closest friends back. We sputtered away from the wreckage that used to be our home, back to 
the bridge, where we loaded the dogs in the car and drove back to Memphis.

September 4, 2005, 11:00 AM
     I had just made the three-hour trip from Memphis to Caruthersville, Missouri to visit my father 
for the first time since the storm. I expected him to be worried to death about his home, which wasn’t 
far from the flooded areas. I pulled up in the driveway and knocked on the door of  this house that 
belonged to people I had never met before, in a town of  maybe five hundred beer-drinking, Bible-
thumping people. An Aunt Claudia opened the door, hugged me, and pointed me in the direction of  
my father. She walked me over to a circular living room, where I saw my father laying back in a recliner, 
a Jeff  Gordon baseball cap pulled tight over his head, a faded “God Bless America” t-shirt emblazoned 
with the obligatory bald eagle over the waving American flag, and a Bud Light clasped between his fin-
ger tips. My father was a Jewish kid from the Bronx, not exactly a NASCAR regular, but there he was 
watching Dale Earndhart Jr. drive around in circles, and drinking at eleven in the morning. 
     I tried to mask my laughter, but it came out after a quick exchange of  good mornings. My father, 
who had potentially lost everything, threw every single worry aside and just tried to relax. Just then, I 
realized that that was the kind of  attitude that was going to get us through all of  this. In face of  the 
greatest disaster in the history of  the country, we were blissfully ignorant at times, and other times hor-
ribly aware of  our situation. We did what we could.
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