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The River Keeps Flowing
David Martin

The day was warm and the breeze gentle.
This combination made many students want to
lie down on the green, campus grass after lunch
and take naps. I made myself comfortable on
a shaded bench under the largest oak tree and
relaxed. With twenty minutes to spare before starting my next English class, I
felt the warm, August sun trying to find me. I looked up at the white, floating
clouds, my mind began to wander.
Imagining what Huck Finn and Jim felt on their crude raft while floating
down the mighty Mississippi River, leaving their troubles behind, ignoring
their families, forgetting the problems of growing up, averting their minds
from mature challenges, overlooking racial prejudice, and communicating the
way two males, a young white boy and a black man, would have in that place
- in that century, I smiled. As each day began for those runaways, the warm
sun twinkled between the fluttering leaves of cottonwood trees along the river
banks, gently rousing this friendly duo to new adventures.
Huck and Jim were thankful for the many opportunities that came their
way. With child-like understanding, they did their best to comprehend that
little corner of the world and their places in it. If life is a stochastic process,
they enjoyed and accepted their days as they found them. They did not hate
life away, and they would not waste time ignoring it or being ungrateful. In
their simplicity, consciously or not, they found excitement in learning, even
though their vision was short and blocked by the bends in the river.
Abruptly, I quit daydreaming, checked the time, stood up, smiled at a
sleeping student, and hurried to class. When I opened the door to enter the
building, I left the bright, outside daylight for the interior darkness of the old
Arts and Sciences structure on the university campus. For a moment, I was
blinded and could not see. My eyes adjusted to the dim lighting. Plato’s cave
came to mind, and the shadows on the wall turned into live students, as two
of them bumped into me. I walked down the darkened hallway toward my
classroom and noticed a beam of white light coming through the door into the
hall.
Before I entered the room and faced a new audience of college
undergraduates, I thought of previous classes that taught me more than I taught
them. Life is a journey, and the paths we take imitate my Huckleberry friend
16
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and his companion, who floated above the muddy water and felt safe standing
on a few trees tied together as they were pushed downstream by Nature’s
current running under them, out of sight, out of mind, providing the engine
that drove them into the future beyond that day’s horizon.
Each new sunrise and each new bend in the river was an opportunity to
explore, and by discovering the world, they discovered themselves. What
would they see, today? What would they envision, tomorrow? What would
they create, next week? Would this adventurous journey bring them new
knowledge that matured into wisdom? The long route they started was sure
to be filled with many surprises. The two friends only saw and thought of
themselves at the beginning, but the river taught them the way Nature and
people work. They could not help but learn.
“Hold on. Ready or not, here we go,” the river called to them, and they
were forever changed.
I opened the classroom door, stepped into the light of a new day, faced my
new students, and found a new way of seeing myself.
***

Last semester, Dexter, one of the most enthusiastic students in the class,
was surprised to learn from his research that the name “California” was first
mentioned in a novel of knighthood and chivalry, Las Sergas de Esplandian,
which was written in 1510 by Garcia Montalvo and referred to a fictional
island paradise. “Eureka,” the state motto, means “I found it.” The first landing
in California was in 1542. The second landing was in 1602 on Santa Barbara’s
feast day. Junipero Sera led a Sacred Expedition in 1769 which founded
twenty-one Franciscan missions, including El Pueblo de Nuestra Senora La
Reina de Los Angeles de Porciuncul (Los Angeles) in 1781. The missions were
turned over to pueblos in 1834, and they soon turned into villages, then towns,
and cities.
At one time, there was no California on any map, and this part of the
world was unknown to most. In 1860, only 1 in 83 U.S. citizens lived in
California. Now, 1 in 11 does. Today, it is our third largest state in size and the
largest in population. This state’s gross economic output would make it the
eighth largest economy in the world. “California” is a word we use easily and
take for granted, but it came from one person’s imagination. Every idea begins
somewhere.
***

Where does that creative muse live? How does she impart that spark of
curiosity and art in humans? How can we benefit from this spirit, this fire of
knowing? Creating something out of nothing is magic, and using our minds
with language can take us to so many interesting places. Curious students love
17
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to discover the uniqueness of words and how they allow us to think in rich,
new ways. Usually, understanding does not take place until the right words are
formed and ideas are questioned.
Much of the world is structured by boredom. The Huck-Jim duo created
drama, sometimes, to avoid the dullness of life. When we do not know
what reality is, can’t we make it up? (Some people think Fox News does it
all the time.) When is a human event not a transition device and a learning
opportunity? My best students soon discover I want them to become part of
our collaborative teaching system. Since we are all on that metaphorical raft,
pushed along by the unseen river currents, and traveling around the next bend
together in time, let us share our collective wisdom, celebrate life with words,
and enlarge our understanding of the world.
***

One day, Lucy said, “On planet Earth, only 1% is solid rock, and 99%
of the surface lies over molten lava (2,000 – 10,000 Fahrenheit degrees). The
average surface crust is only 20 miles thick. What we take for security, the
ground beneath our feet, is floating over boiling rock and can erupt whenever
the plumes of lava reach the surface.”
***

Creativity is born of dreams. One morning, after sleeping fitfully and
agonizing over stressful issues, I awoke giving thanks to the sun and realized
the most important quality of life, for me, is the ability to dream. My eyes
opened with answers to all of the puzzling questions that caused me to lose
hours of peaceful sleep during the night. All things created start with dreams.
Answers are more than echoes, and sometimes, I hear the answers before
I sense the questions. We are part of the world, and we do not have to fear
thinking and being inquisitive. There is no advantage to seeing the weeds
when looking at the world, unless we do something about them. Goodness
and art come from within, and if we look far enough, deeply enough, and long
enough, happiness, fulfillment, and self-satisfaction are found. It is enough,
when I learn to just say, “Thank you.”
***

Daniel showed us what he found in his research regarding the fickleness
of American logic. “To the public, ‘most often values and beliefs trump
science’ when they conflict.”
• 4% doubt that smoking causes cancer
• 6% doubt whether mental illness affects the brain
• 8% doubt there is a cell genetic code
• 15% doubt the safety of childhood vaccines
• 40% doubt the Earth’s climate warming
18
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• 40% doubt the Earth is 4.5 billion years old
• 40% doubt evolution by natural selection
• 51% doubt the Big Bang Theory of creation
***

The world spins around dreamers. If there is a Huckleberry on your raft,
drama will be close at hand. We must accept life’s changeability and float
unafraid, drifting with the current of life’s big river, confident of handling
the unforeseen, at peace with the world’s facts, comfortable with the night’s
darkness, and knowing the light of dawn will come tomorrow. Hope carries us
along. This is why we continue to tell stories and sing around campfires. If life
is a song, what verse will each of us share?
Golden rays of the sun come through our class windows and blind us
temporarily with their intensity. When we look away, we can see again what
it is that hurts our eyes so much. When we look directly at the sun’s beauty,
like when we stare at the truth, we often see it only so long before it becomes
unbearable, and we must content ourselves with shadows on the wall. Are our
eyes and minds not made for looking at pure, intense truths, or are we just not
accustomed to seeing them? If we spent more time in Nature, would we be
better able to look at the light of truth without complaining? People living in
caves must be in agony when struck by the truth. Plato was. God forbid that
we go into that cave again, surrounded by only shadows.
***

Bonnie said, “Today, if children in third grade are not reading at grade
level, their high school drop-out rate will be four times higher than the
average. A few years ago, the state of Illinois studied the reading levels of
fourth graders and decided to build a prison in the county that had the lowest
reading proficiency. They knew that areas with low reading levels are high
crime levels. Fourth graders who cannot read at or above grade level have a
higher than average rate of becoming criminals and spending time in prison.
What might happen if the state spent the money to build a new prison based on
elementary reading education?”
***

Put your ego in your back pocket and sit on it. Writing is a journey, not a
destination. Enjoy the scenery. Write scared. Set your poetry and prose free.
Send it into the world. Do not slack on the hard “stuff.” Build a lifestyle that
nurtures and supports writing. It is a beautiful thing, maybe the most important
creation developed by Homo Sapiens. Experience it often. The ability to write
is a terrible thing to waste. Write with joy.
***

Larry taught us, “In college, 1/3 of classes are literature classes, and 2/3 of
19
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those are writing classes. Making values is at the center of education. Teachers
do not ask often enough, ‘What is important here?’ ”
There are 26,000 professional writers in Who’s Who of American Writers,
and many do not understand that reading does not guarantee learning, which
is a diagonal and circuitous process. Education is not linear. Much writing
and poetry is “A momentary stay against confusion” (Robert Frost). “Ah, Ha”
moments must occur for real learning to take place.”
***

Many schools are too rigid to provide the freedom of direction that
students need. Maybe, we should become our own teachers and start our own
individual universities. We could develop our own classes. We could put
parenting classes in graduate school at the 900 level. We could create seminars
in self-appreciation. We could write dissertations on the reverie of our own
individualities. We could develop workshops in the art of creating “sojourners”
and how to compose our personal affirmations.
Happiness in life comes when we try not to push the river of our lives.
Our private rivers are contained between the banks of birth and death. Most
rivers are swift enough that swimming upstream is exhausting and impossible
for long. Salmon only go upstream once, to leave their eggs and die. The
biggest fish find quiet pools close to the current and let the river bring food
to them. Adults need to discover in what river they are living: slow or fast,
shallow or deep. They need to know what kind of fish they are: small or big,
hesitant or quick. Then, they can maximize their lives and achieve their true
potentials by going with the flow.
Susan B. Anthony said, “Failure is impossible.” As long as there is hope
still remaining, failure will never arrive. After a football game when his Green
Bay Packers lost, Vince Lombardi said that he was not beaten. His team just
ran out of time. We need to look at life this way, too. Never give up, and use
our time wisely. The question then becomes, “What shall we do with the
time that we are given in this life?” This is the hardest and most worthwhile
question we can ask ourselves.
***

•
•
•
•
•
•
•

Andrew informed us: (from Time, November 8, 2010)
1 in 5: world’s vertebrates threatened with extinction (Science).
33%: estimated percentage of US population to have diabetes by 2050
1 in 5: US kids with emotional or behavioral disorders
50%: US adults with mental-health conditions
18 months: babies should interact with others; autistic children miss
3 to 6: age range when first signs of ADHD appears
1%: teens in the 15 - 17 age group suffer from bipolar disorder
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• 36%: reduction in mental-health incidence, youth with divorcing parents
get preventive therapy
• 28 to 1: ratio of dollars saved in later life costs to each dollar spent
treating children early
• 49%: anorexics maintain healthy weight after family therapy vs. 23% in
solo therapy.
***

Good artists, like photographers, try not to be framed or trapped by
artificial boundaries (the limits of their craft, knowledge, and talent). The
secret of taking beautiful photos is much like living beautiful lives. Great
photographers and great people who live lives of art get as close to the action
in the picture as possible to feel the life source springing from the subject.
Whether personally approaching the object of the picture or using telephoto
lenses to evoke a feeling of proximity, reducing the distance is necessary for
learning and emotional development. Diving into the photo means eliminating
the unnecessary items surrounding the primary focal point. It is the artist’s job
to cut out all that does not enhance the vision in the frame.
***

Charley said, “When I do not write, I feel bad. When I feel bad, I stay in
my room all day. When I stay in my room all day, I wait for inspiration. When
I wait for inspiration, I become a “waiter.” When I become a waiter, I go to
work in a restaurant. When I go to work in a restaurant, Big Al’s men follow
me. When Big Al’s men follow me, running away is my only option. I become
lost. When I become lost, I have no direction. When I have no direction, any
path will take me where I do not want to be. If I want to be a writer, I must
write. Writing will take me where I want to be. If I write enough, writing will
give me a purpose and inspiration. I want to start that journey today.”
***

Martin Luther was born in 1483, and his life was a voyage on a sea of
ignorance to find the islands of truth and faith. His life demonstrated that
where there is a dilemma and the truth is discovered, those who believe
science and/or faith must act on their beliefs. There is no such thing as
uneventful education. True education will get the “educated” people into
trouble, because those who understand have to discard old “truths” in the light
of new evidence and see the world through new paradigms. Students should
know this, and teachers should welcome it. Learning facts sans understanding
is merely memorization.
The strength of a truly educated society is maximizing the potential of
diversities. If fewer teachers rejoiced in professional unity and celebrated
professional differences, gate-keeping intellectuals like J. D. Hirsch would
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not be afraid of losing their coherence in the world of literature. These
professionals hope to manage the status quo, but E. Paul Torrance warned of
this in his Guiding Creative Talent.
Don’t step on my flowers just because they look like weeds. Exposure
to a wide variety of ideas and points of view is an educational vaccination
to prevent the debilitating disease of ignorance and parochial thinking.
Censorship of self and others is slow, intellectual suicide.
***

Ashley professed, “It took a century to put 1 billion telephones on the
planet. It took only five years for the second billion. The Great Lakes contain
about 20% of all the fresh water on the Earth’s surface, enough to cover North
America to a depth of two feet. Freight rail will increase 88% in the next 25
years. Our highways were designed in the 1950s when we had 65 million
vehicles on the roads. Today, there are more than 246 million, and by 2055
there will be 400 million. Coal is 45% of total freight rail tonnage. Chicago
handles 40% of all U.S. freight on 180,000 trains a year. Can we continue this
way? Global warming will alter our lifestyle.”
***

The fine lines of prose and poetry cross many streams. Rivers have no
politics. They follow Nature’s laws. The largest rivers begin as small rivulets.
The Missouri River and the Mississippi River both can be traced to their
respective sources, and people can easily cross them in one step.
Many writers start the same way. T-Bone Burnett began writing easy,
simple, country songs. He learned one chord on his guitar to start with, but
he sang from the heart, and the rest of his musical substance soon followed
along. He would be the first to agree that growth comes through uncomfortable
situations. Artists and writers of all kinds have to look their dragons in the
eye, focus on the meaning of their pain, and learn from their uncomfortable
situations. That is the only thing that is real. Find a way. From line to line and
paragraph to paragraph, writers wander with a purpose.
Put black letters on white pages, and listen to the river. Solving life’s
riddles is a blending of darkness and light. The difference between ordinary
and extraordinary is a matter of purpose. Write what inspires. Create hope.
Share it with others. Tell the truth. Struggle to be heard. Celebrate language.
Simplify the soul. Compose ideas for those who cannot go to school, are not
heard, and have no voice.
Let the reader hear Peter, Paul, and Mary sing, “I am 500 miles from
home,” and give them space and time to feel the train whistle blow. In the
evening’s darkness, the clickety-clack of the train on the track takes them away
and brings them back. Let them ache. Let them cry. Open the reader’s heart.
22
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Emphasize the little moments. Dig for wisdom. Little paths turn into life-time
journeys.
Like the television commercial says, the Wright brothers, Amazon,
the Ramones, Walt Disney, HP, and Mattel all started in garages. Let’s not
be afraid to begin important work in small places. If we have something to
build, it is all right to start anywhere. Be creative. Allow the dream to appear.
Fight ignorance. Welcome understanding. Wasn’t it Robin who said, “Holy
composition, Batman. Did you see that powerful thesis sentence?”
***

Sophia enjoyed lecturing: “How interesting it is that 500 years ago
educated people in Europe understood, before Copernicus and Galileo, that
the Earth was the center of the universe. The sun, planets, and stars were small
bodies that revolved around our planet. It was obvious. They went outside and
looked. The Earth was huge; the sun, moon and stars were small. Religion
taught, and few doubted that the Earth was several thousand years old. We
descended from Adam and Eve. God, all-knowing and all-powerful, created
the Earth and us in His image. We were a little lower than the angels. We
lived in the center of the universe, the center of God’s attention. Bishop Usher
calculated the age of the Earth to prove that it was at least several thousand
years old, but most people didn’t believe it was that old.”
She went on, “Look what science has done to that world in the last 500
years. Copernicus and Galileo placed the sun at the center of our solar system.
Astronomers relegated our sun to the status of another unremarkable star in
the Milky Way, a galaxy containing billions of stars and 100,000 light years
in diameter. That’s about 6 with 17 zeros after it in miles. If you started at one
edge of the Milky Way, traveling at the speed of light when Jesus was born,
you would be 2% of the way across it, today. In the last century, our Milky
Way suffered the indignity of becoming another galaxy in a universe strewn
with billions of others. Our Earth went from center stage, to just off center,
and to a tiny speck in an enormous galaxy that is just one of billions of other
galaxies.”
***

On the first day of each new semester as I open each classroom door, the
kaleidoscope of life turns. The students’ faces change from class to class, but
each student faces change. The clothes change. The styles change. However,
the room, the raft, remains the same. Will I see Huck and Jim in the front row?
I ask my new audience, “Why are you here?”
They all stare at me, but the most outgoing young lady says, “This class is
required.”
I smile. “If you could study any topic in the universe, what would it be?”
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One blurts out, “You mean besides chocolate, alcohol, and girls?”
“What do you want to learn this semester about life?”
Several frown.
“What are your academic strengths?”
The tall athlete looks at his biceps.
“If you could learn anything in the world, what would you study?”
The teenager in the second row looks at the ceiling.
“If you want to be creative, don’t you have to relinquish personal
control?”
The comedian coughs and asks, “Wasn’t the Gettysburg Address where
Lincoln picked up his mail?”
“How do you improve your raft, I mean your craft, without discipline?”
The “wanna-be” model picks up her pen and writes a note.
“Will our weaknesses and the cracks in our foundations let more of the
light of wisdom inside?”
A young woman with glasses in the front row grins at the metaphor.
“Do you want to understand the world? Which part?”
The oldest student in the class laughs out loud.
“Who was Emma Lazarus?”
A pencil drops to the floor.
“What does the Statue of Liberty’s torch stand for?”
The ROTC captain picks up his cell phone and accesses the Internet to
search for an answer.
“Is there an absolute truth in our world?”
Two young men in the back row look at each other and roll their eyes.
“Where does creativity come from? Define genius? What is poverty?”
A girl with the longest bangs that cover her eyes quietly picks her nose.
“By earning a college degree, how will you make this world a better
place?”
I wait until someone answers.
Finally, the young girl who was the first in the room to smile said, “A
good writer, who knows that the word ‘revision’ means to ‘re-see’ and to ‘see
again,’ can add her little bit of knowledge to the light of the world and reduce
the darkness where she lives. If everyone lit one little candle in the night, how
bright would that light become, and how much more would we know?”
I smile and let the silence in the room talk.
I walk over to her, shake her hand, and say, “I am glad you are in our
class. I knew I was in the right room. All right, let’s take a look at our
syllabus.”
Once more, with the yin and yang of composition, hopefully, the students’
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well-written pages and passionate research will move readers to turn the
darkness of ignorance in our little corner of the world into rooms well-lit by
knowledge, wisdom, and understanding, moving us to act at the right time and
in the right way. These students are a precious few. Behind the educational
ritual, let us find the spiritual. Instead of cutting down trees to make a raft and
sail down the river, around the bend, we use trees to make paper and write our
way into tomorrow.
“Here begins something new. With our alphabet’s twenty-six letters, let’s
discover the river of knowledge that we all bring to this class.”

Jumping Together :: DiEtte Henderson
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I Am

Sam Adams
I am creative and ingenious
I wonder what would happen if we found a new
replenishable source of energy
I hear electricity zapping from metal sphere to metal sphere
I see an island in the middle of the Bermuda triangle
I want to have a worriless life
I am creative and ingenious
I pretend I can shoot electricity
I feel giddy
I touch the clouds
I worry about the ozone layer
I cry over the deaths of cats because of the murderers they call dogs
I am creative and ingenious
I understand what I have to do
I say God exists
I dream about a better tomorrow
I try to help others
I am creative and ingenious

“Smartness runs in my family. When I went to school, I
was so smart my teacher was in my class for five years.”
— George Burns
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My Paper Heart
Megan Albertson

Never before had something like this happened.
There was no scientific method to grasp the
contents of that paper.
Before, I just used it to keep my alive, thinking
of no one but myself.
But on that day, I wanted to place it on the paper.
I couldn’t just rip it out from inside of me,
leaving it smashed and bleeding on the paper.
This process had to be done with just the right touch
and without any regrets about using the paper.
My heart was ready to be out in the open,
free to roam around the paper.
I took my time, placing it on dozens of sheets,
trying to find just the right-sized paper.
Finally, my heart fit and was ready to go;
it had been waiting for so long to rest on that paper.
I held it for one last time in one hand,
with the other hand preoccupied with laying down the paper.
It was placed gently across many sheets,
taking up more than a notebook of paper.
That day it was being handed to someone,
who deserved it more than I, on the paper.
My hands shook as I carried it,
letting my heart soak up all of the paper.
It was hard to give up what my hands had carried
for so many hours, but it was time for her to receive the paper.
It had no need for me anymore;
she had taken it, keeping it in a safe place wrapped inside the paper.
The blood had become words, the beats had become spaces,
the day Megan gently uncovered it, lying on the paper.
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Stray

Shawnelle Alley
My father slipped away
Like ink flowing from the ball of my pen
and my grandmother disappeared
with Alzheimer’s Disease
erasing my name from her vocabulary
I am left
wandering in roles I play:
pastor’s wife
mother
full-time student
journalist-I-never-wanted-to-be-but-am
woman-mowing-the-lawn
creator of art
college employee
counselor
teacher
friend
my grandmother’s companion
my mother’s daughter
blood-sister of three
mated by soul where I want to be
Artfully me
My father is gone
but my well is not dry
I live
this moment
I am
the accumulation and sum of all that has been
Moving
into the invitation of what will yet be, I stretch myself across the page
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remembering my grandmother
encouraged me to be an instrument
of art and of language
These, my changeling places
my healing places
my sacred places
forgiving:
God
myself
husband
mother
father
sister
mate, who does not answer me
for asking all these things of me
then leaving me to roam

“I was thrown out of college for cheating on the
metaphysics exam; I looked into the soul of the
boy next to me.”
— Woody Allen
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Hopeless Game
Sarah Alonso

Can you hear the boom?
The crash?
The bank?
Can you hear them clash?
And fight?
And strain?
Do you hear the pall-like silence?
With no words?
With no screams?
Or do you hear the noises not made by humans?
Of death?
Of no hope to remain?
Do you hear the war?
Feel it?
Taste it?
Do you know these memories?
Of loss?
Of despair?
Can you understand there’s no going back?
No redos?
No replays?
Do you understand the consequences of this sick game?
Either wounds or insane.
Either death or despair.
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Cento from Pacific Walkers
Angelic Armendariz

A page turns. He put his hand in mine
by mistake.
Happy. We watch and wait…
Our joined palms - where they meet is an
entrance.
We go in, what the hands claim we believe.
You’re lost. I must soon say and see.
Change the music, it makes me cry.
Pounds of flesh paid in full,
they took from her,
bleed and bleach.
Am not…I am not who I was…
You were all the world I had to lose.
Complete and utter blood that they came for.
My reason. God’s hard.
Each night the same war,
though the heart bears a flame
there’s no remote to shut it off.
With only space. Space.
Maybe going somewhere.
Somewhere. How can we leave it now?
The not-missed, the never missing. The would-you-do-it-all-again.
I didn’t know you were real.
Exposed hands rise and drag at the air,
as we go on and go on and go on.
On a will. Final testament. Gone.
Ready my own. I have the box. I have the small brass nails.
And a that’s - that when the light cracks and the trap’s sprung
All is diminishing fast,
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to memory or oblivion.
To be zip, zero, zilch.

Singing for His Bread, Somerset, England :: David Martin
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The Waterfall
Kris Bamesberger

Waterfall flowing
down the smooth, slippery rocks
‘Til it meets the ground.
While in my hammock,
I gaze lazily at it
Lost in my daydream.
Hot sun on my face,
dreaming desires of my heart
until they come true.

Modern Art at UNO :: David Waller
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Cerebrum in Control
Malia Battafarano

There’s a little man who walks
the shoreline in the dark.
He looks around
He picks them out
He grabs their hands
And pulls them in
to tranquil waters
so serene
that words are little trinkets
hidden in the sand
Thoughts are little bubbles
floating to the surface.
All pests are gone
From this sanctuary
Where oblivion’s as far away
as sky blue is from navy.
Sunshine can burn skin
Clouds can hide the grin
Yet it doesn’t matter there.
But here inside this casket
I am hurt by its every quality
And while inside I decay
outside I’m still sturdy.
I look up and wish I were a star
there in the midnight sky
where dream-catchers are the sole necessity
of the universe.
There’s so much
why
so much
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if
so much
when
so much
how
that cannot be discovered.
Still, I wonder.
Still, I try.
Cerebrum in control.
I can’t go on autopilot.
It won’t let me.
Just let me be a body
I don’t care if I’ll seem dull.
Having a soul hurts.
I can’t seem weak
so I pretend instead.
Tears can stay inside
No matter how much it hurts
I don’t care.
My mind is a terrorist.
It won’t let me escape.
I want to be free.
I want to just see
things as they are,
No comments.
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The Cityscape
Lopa Bhattacharya

The red, green, yellow street signs flash at me.
With trembling hands, I honk.
The faint neon lights of the city flicker and blaze.
I am steering my way to the rhythm and pace of vehicles
Moving sideways, up, down and center.
I am using the break incessantly,
Cursing every twisted move I make,
Every street sign I am unable to follow,
Every wrong turn I end up with.
I am riding, in bumps and bolts,
While the neon lights, the streets fly past me
In synchronized movements, cooked with frenzy and oblivion.
In the blinding maze of uncertain miles
Wild bugs screech inside my stomach
Make cracking movements, as my legs race up the accelerator.
I am shoving the car, its wheels and our bodies
Into the city’s farthest boundaries, mapping each road,
Each turn, each exit, rolling and stuffing them in my pockets,
The wheels crushing footprints like dismantled crumbs.
I am chewing my pie slices of proximity,
Hatching the intrigue of flying distant realms
While the city calls me out in broken syllables.
I have a splintered grin, wave at the hoisted hands,
At the outstretched fingers, the harmonic choir.
The streets are winding and long,
Embracing highways and horizons under abstract skies.
I weigh out my latitudes and longitudes of leaving.
The default settings of my memories,
They concede with the journey.
I collect them, stuff them in cardboard boxes,
Reincarnate to push the boundaries.
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I am shoving the car, in the dead end of the city.
Shattered, in splinters and shards.
Down the quiet, grey streets, I drive like an old ghost,
As flashlights blink like omens.

Row of Trees :: Libby Dyer
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Blue

Maeve Botos
Blue is the ocean on a summer afternoon
Blue is the birds chirping, a beautiful sound
Blue is the rain accompanying the moon
Blue is the eye of an old hound
Blue is a lullaby sung in my ear
Blue is a feeling of sadness and loss
Blue is the sky crisp and clear
Blue is the tie on the suit of your boss
Blue is the flowers blooming in the air
Blue is the color of my room, many different shades
Blue is the touch of someone who cares
Blue is the crisp everglades
But most of all
Blue is a color that relates to all

“1 large Roast of beef, 1 small Roast of beef. Take the
two roasts and put them in the oven. When the little
one burns, the big one is done.”
— Gracie Allen
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True Gift

Larissa Boyd
The presents are wrapped under the tree
A few of them are just for me
But I have no use for the presents
Those objects mean nothing to me
The True Gift of Christmas comes from your heart
The True Gift of Christmas is the Love for your Family,
Those who can be there with you,
And those who watch from afar
The True Gift of Christmas is your
FAMILY.

Charley :: David Martin
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A Haunted Mind
Madilyn Brekel-Madi

It was like drowning.
I sunk deeper and deeper,
And I felt so lost.
My arms were flailing,
But instead of water thrashing around,
I was surrounded by my thoughts.
People would smile and wave,
Thinking my swinging arms
Were joyful “Hellos.”
Their biggest mistake was confusing
My chest frantically rising up and down
As normal breathing,
When I could not even catch my breath.

“What a delightful week at the Fine Lines camp!
I continue to daydream about the whole experience.
Thank you for ‘changing the world’ by inspiring
creativity in all our age groups.”
— Grace Davis
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Autumn :: Kristy Stark Knapp
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Return Trip

Sierra Cammack
She hates the sound the train makes when it goes through tunnels, hates
the way the compartment goes dark, hates how the little kid three rows down
shrieks every single time, hates how for a few seconds you can’t see the light
at the end and it feels like she’s being sucked through a tube that gets smaller
and smaller until there’s no air left andShe hates the whooshing noise and the way the other passengers brace
themselves as if for impact.
Other than the tunnels, she has no room for complaint. Her seat is next to
the window. The elderly man who sat next to her at the beginning arrived at his
stop long ago, and for the most part, the service has been excellent. Everything
is going swimmingly. There is no reason for her to be anxious about Travis or
her mother or the shop. None.
No reason, she tells herself. No reason at all. This is just a visit home. It’s
been a while since you’ve seen everyone, and Skype just doesn’t replace the
feeling of snapping at your punk brother in person or having the cat dig her
claws into your leg.
In her lap, her fingers tighten around her cellphone. She’d called hours
ago, leaving a recording on the machine. Her own voice had welcomed her to
leave a message and told her that she’d get back to her soon. She’d left home
months ago, and it was odd that they hadn’t changed the recording.
There’s no reason to worry.
No reason.
Stop that.
She forces her fist to uncurl. She presses her jeans and turns her head to
look out the window, again. Mountain scenery and trees are a subtle shift from
the mountain scenery and scrub from an hour ago. She’ll be at her stop in only
forty minutes. Her hand tightens on her phone again, and she makes herself put
the device in her bag. She knows she’ll always be prone to fits of nervousness,
so this feeling of being slightly on edge and too aware of everything isn’t
unfamiliar. It is best to take the distraction away before she does something
stupid.
Everything’s fine.
Stop worrying.
Besides, worst-case scenario, they’re not expecting you, and they’re angry
when you show up unannounced.
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The whole car sucks in a deep breath, as the train enters another tunnel.
The sucking, whooshing sound makes her skin crawl, and goose-bumps erupt
on her forearms. She catches herself picking at her fingernails and moves to
sit on her hands. The train barrels out of the tunnel, light bursts in through the
windows, and all the passengers let out soft sighs.
One call maybe. Just to check.
She pulls her phone out again and chooses the correct contact. The home
phone rings and rings.
The phone continues to ring.
Shouldn’t it have gone to the machine by now?
Ring. Ring. Ring.
Maybe, the reception is strange up here in the mountains.
Ring. Ring. Ri- Click.
“Hello?”
Th-that’s my voice.
“Anyone there?”

“The full form of the word pun is pundigrion. The long
form is now extinct, as it is much more laborious to say
pundigrion than it is to just say pun. In fact, Microsoft
Word doesn’t even recognize pundigrion. Its last
recorded use was almost 200 years ago.
— Michael Rundell.
“Why say pundigrion when you could say pun?”
Macmillan Dictionary. Web.
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Immigrant
David Catalan

They say I live in the shadows
One shadow of fear
Another one of uncertainty
Yet another of distrust
Then a larger shadow looms
Separating hope from reality
I walk to the plaza at 7:00 a.m.
I welcome the morning sun and breeze
Today I hope for a longer run of work
More than a day or a week
It may be clearing raw land
Or laboring at a construction site
Perhaps odd jobs in a restaurant
The plaza haunts me with memories
Of my former Mexican hometown
A place familiar and secure
Not alone as I am here
Family and friends were around me
But all in a box with rigid walls
No opening from where to see the world
Nor to travel beyond a certain boundary
To stay meant my roots could grow no deeper
My life stuck as a record in a single groove
The frozen film frame
When the projector dies
At the local cinema
Thus the northward journey
Became my destiny
Money from family and friends
Wise counsel from some who had made the journey
Routes to follow and those to avoid
South Omaha the destination
With introductions to fellow countrymen
Now at the plaza
Expectations are positive
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The day is unfolding in clear imagery
The American flag waving serenely
A shiny Ford pickup truck
Enters the plaza parking lot
The driver beckons to me
I hurry to his side to negotiate
I’ll take what is offered
Always with a dream that this offer
May start me on my journey
Of security, acceptance, community
The propellant to a fulfilling future

Throughout history, the “dominant” language in most
families was determined by the father. The “mother”
tongue comes from your prehistoric father.
— Science Daily, 17 September 2011. Web.

45

Fine Lines :: Autumn 2014

Why Do I Write?
John Deeney

After emerging from its egg, a baby sea
turtle will retreat immediately for ocean water
and begin to swim, never having been shown
how. It just swims. It has to, in order to survive.
Without ever having been taught, honeybees
do a little dance in the direction of food to let their bee counterparts know
where to get their nourishment. Never shown, they just dance. They have to, to
survive.
Birds are born with nest-making knowledge.
Spiders can spin a web from day one. They just build. They have to, to
survive.
Place your finger in the chubby little hand of an infant, and he or she will
grasp.
Brush past me, ever so lightly, and I may shiver or get goose bumps. Try
to poke my eye, and I will blink. Embarrass me, and I just might blush. If I’m
tired, I might let out a yawn. Nobody taught me these things. I just do them. I
don’t get to choose. I have to, to survive. It’s innate, and it’s instinctual.
Innate behavior is determined by the hard-wiring of the nervous system –
it is the inherent inclination of a living organism towards a particular complex
behavior. It is developmentally fixed. Despite differing environments, different
countries, different lands, all individuals who can exhibit the behavior, do
exhibit the behavior.
So, when I was asked, “Why do you write?” the response that enters my
mind is, “I just write. I have to, to survive. If I hear a great joke, I write it
down, so I can laugh. If I laugh, I survive. If I see a delicious recipe, I write it
down, so I can feed my wife and babies. If we eat, we survive.”
A couple of weeks ago, I was at the splash pad with my family. The icecream man pulled up. Instead of opening the window for business, the back
door opened, and out filed the ice-cream man, his wife, and their four children.
In the back of the white van, I could see child car seats attached to the sidewalls, a television playing a Disney movie. They ate lunch at a nearby picnic
table. Then, they played and laughed. They were beautiful, and they were
interesting. I observed and wondered. I wrote down what I witnessed, thinking
I may someday incorporate it into a story or a poem. If I observe and I create,
I survive.
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My dad called me in April to tell me that he had cancer. I have written
about the news in my journal, and I write poems to work through my feelings.
If I express my emotions through my pen, I survive.
A friend once told about how, upon her mother’s death, she was presented
with 127 letters that her mom had written to her throughout her lifetime. She is
in the process of writing back. If we lay our words down for future readers to
see, we survive.
Why do I write? I just write. I have to, to survive.

Meditation :: Kim Justus
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Magic

Sophia Drickey
M.A.G.I.C., magic.
Magnetic, alluring, glamorous,
irresistible, captivating.
Magic happens, it’s always in the air.
It’s always important to believe in magic.
These are some ways to keep your readers reading
and to put suspense in your words.
Be passionate and express yourself when writing.
Make sure to keep hold of your readers.
Capture the true art in your story.
Write about what you know.
Show. Don’t tell, and let your feelings flow into your words.
Remember to always keep magic in your story.

“I do not feel obliged to believe that the same God
who has endowed us with sense, reason, and intellect
has intended us to forgo their use.”
— Galileo Galilei
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The Ice Palace
Kate Dworak

Once upon a time, there was a kingdom
called Apalodea. It was ruled by a beloved King
and Queen. They had a daughter named Olivia.
She was not royal born. The King and Queen
found Olivia outside the castle doors. Since they
could not have any children, they kept Olivia as their very own.
As a child, Olivia loved to search for hidden rooms in the castle. As she
grew, she became obsessed with exploring.
At the age of 19, Olivia chose to be an explorer. On November 1, 1685,
she headed off with a group of men she knew to explore the world.
They were just about to cross the Artic River when one of the men
stopped. “Look!” he yelled. There was a palace 50 stories high made out of
ice! There was something carved on the side of the palace. The carving said,
“Ye who reach the top of the palace gets rewarded by the Princess.” All of the
men wanted to be rewarded by the princess, so they started to climb.
Olivia wasn’t sure about what the carving meant. Was there a different
reward for every person, or was the reward the same for everyone? Olivia
decided to climb the palace to find her answer.
The men were already half-way up the Ice Palace. Most of the men were
slipping, but Olivia had a firm grip. Somehow, she managed to be the second
person who made it to the top of the palace.
Olivia watched as the first man who reached the top got his reward. He
got to be the richest man in the world.
It was Olivia’s turn to get rewarded. The princess smiled at Olivia, who
stared at the Princess and gasped! Olivia thought she was looking into a
mirror. Olivia and the Princess stared at each other for a long time.
The Princess then told Olivia that everyone gets a different reward.
Olivia’s reward was being able to turn into any animal that she wanted to, even
a mythical one.
As Olivia started to leave, the Princess told Olivia to go inside. The inside
of the palace was even better than the outside. There was an ice chandelier.
All of the furniture was made out of ice! The walls, floor, and ceiling were
completely made out of ice.
Then, the Princess said, “Welcome to the Ice Palace. I am Princess
Amelia. May I take you to your room?” Olivia trembled and said, “OK.”
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The girls went up the staircase into a hallway with many doors. The
Princess stopped in front of one of the doors. “Here we are,” she said. She
opened the door. Inside, the room was beautiful. It looked like it was just built.
“I’ll let you get comfortable,” the Princess said.
“Thank you,” Olivia said back.
The Princess left the room and slammed the door behind her.
Olivia looked around. There was a bed, a dressing room, and a makeup
area. All of a sudden, Olivia started to glow! Then, she started to rise into the
air. Before she knew, it was over. Olivia realized that instead of her warm
cloak she was wearing a beautiful dress with a pair of heels made of ice.
After Olivia admired herself in the mirror, the King told Olivia to go
to the dining hall for dinner. As Olivia entered the big room, she realized
everyone else was already seated at the tables. Once Olivia sat down, the King
started to talk.
“Greetings everyone,” the King said. “I would like to welcome Olivia
back to our kingdom. Let’s give our lost princess a warm welcome!”
Everyone started to clap! For now and forever more, Olivia would be part
of the Ice Kingdom!

“My religion consists of a humble admiration
of the illimitable superior spirit who reveals himself in
the slight details we are able to perceive with our frail
and feeble mind.”
— Albert Einstein
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My Dragon, My Self
Trinity Eden

When I lived in New Start, a program for pregnant at-risk girls, the title
was ironic. Their self-proclaimed title “New Start” was the exact opposite.
Upon arrival, they picked up exactly where I left off and decided to make me
work for my freedom. Of course, their intentions were good, and their rules
were legitimate, but as far as staff experience, there was none. Though all the
staff was female, they were young and had not suffered from abuse of any kind
or ever been pregnant.
Between the staff and me, we had a difference of opinion, where it did not
matter, because I was a ward of the state, oh, and pregnant. Our disagreements
became frequent, and I often daydreamed of getting off work and never going
back. There was never a question if I could, but it was if I would. Knowing
the consequences of losing my child and breaking my mother’s heart, I stayed.
My mother wanted me out as much as I did, criticizing them every time they
criticized me.
Instead of externalizing my anger and violating the house rules, I
internalized it, sparking up my anxiety until I broke down in tears and cried.
One night after “lights out,” I kept my lamp on and wrote a letter to my
mother, expressing my anger and wishing to be home. Soon, I wrote letters to
my mother every night; she was my comfort, because she never left and helped
me, like she promised she would. I wrote about everything from my unborn
daughter, who may have seen God in her dreams to finding love.
Throughout my letters, I would ask questions that I eventually answered
myself. At the end of my stay, I reread the letters I wrote to my mother, and
after the last entry, I paused. After what seemed like minutes, I blinked. All
those letters I wrote were reflections of me, who I was and who I will be. Even
when I thought I was lost in the adult, pregnant world, I was right there finding
myself on each piece of paper that I wrote, defining exactly where I was in life
and where I should be if I wanted to succeed. In most cases, the dragon I still
fight is myself.
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A Poem for Mamma
Nancy Faber

This is a poem for Mamma,
so it has to be sassy.
It has to be courageous.
It has to be timeless.
This is a poem for Mamma,
so it must be multifaceted and resilient.
It must be very intelligent.
It has to make you smile.
This is a poem for Mamma,
so if you laugh you are not laughing alone.
If it lost hope no one knew it.
If there was fear prayer replaced it.
This is a poem for Mamma,
so let’s be sure it’s Faithful and God-fearing.
Let’s be sure it’s Friendly.
Let’s be sure it’s about Family.
This is a poem for Mamma,
so let’s sing of God’s many blessings.
Let’s let it kick up its heels.
And please, please, please let it soar.
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Family Portrait

Marcia Calhoun Forecki
I was only sixteen when I closed Father’s
eyes and laid my hand on his chest. It was still
warm; there had been time to say goodbye.
Never again would his weak, raspy voice
wake me in the night. Never again would I try
to pour a milky sugar and corn meal mixture into his mouth. I arranged his
stick-thin arms across his chest and smoothed the remaining wisps of his hair.
I ran across the street to use Mr. Edgerton’s telephone to call my married sister
in Arkansas, and then Father’s doctor. It was 1943, but our house did not have
a telephone, or indoor plumbing or gas heat. I hoped my older brother, Sam,
would help me with the house, what was left of it, when he came home. Why
not just burn it down, as Father wanted, and move myself up to Kansas City?
That’s what I thought when I walked back from the Edgerton’s place, and saw
the broken fence, the weeds growing through the floor boards of the porch, and
the roof sagging in the back like a straw hat someone had sat on.
I didn’t always hate the house.
Back when everyone was still together, Sam slept on a pallet on the floor
of the bedroom I shared with my sisters. My two older sisters and I slept
together in the bedroom in the front of the house. I was named Henrietta, but
the family called me Etta. Mother and Father slept in the bedroom behind the
living room, next to the kitchen. The house was very nearly a square, divided
into four roughly equal rooms. We girls treated Sam like our pet when he
was little. We snuggled with him in our bed on winter nights and tickled him
mercilessly.
When Sam turned seven or so, he moved to a little porch behind the
kitchen. There he slept on a small bed among canning equipment and boots
and washtubs. The walls were little more than rough planks. Although our
Ozark winters were milder than places only a few hours away by train,
many a frigid winter wind blew through the cracks. Because Sam had two
older sisters, and one mother, of course, the clothes line was filled with
undergarments nearly all the time. There were also the cotton rags, cut from
Sam’s old diapers, that my older sisters, Rebecca and Gladys, used for their
monthlies that had to be washed and bleached and dried.
Sam told me once that the drawers and corsets on the clothes line did not
embarrass him. Dozing on his bed at night, he imagined the white laundry
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was the rigging on a pirate ship. However, in the summer of Sam’s tenth year,
Mother told Father that a boy ought not to sleep under ladies undergarments.
She believed they would give him wicked dreams. Mother said that Sam must
have, as quickly as could be accomplished, a proper bedroom of his own.
All through the summer of 1930, the entire family’s efforts were focused
on earning and saving money for Sam’s room. Mother and all her daughters
pieced three quilts in the light of long evenings. The rag bag was full of pieces
from our dresses and Sam’s shirts. She used pieces of Father’s red plaid flannel
night shirt for the roofs of the log cabins on one quilt. He was not happy about
it, somehow believing that whoever bought the quilt would know what his
sleeping garment looked like. Mother promised to sell that quilt out of the
county.
For weeks that summer, while the corn grew, Father traveled the county in
his horse-drawn wagon, carrying a gasoline powered saw. He cut fallen trees
into firewood for people as far away as Stockton in Cedar County. He usually
returned home late at night to a sleeping household and cold supper under a
faded dish towel on the kitchen table. As word of Father’s wonderful mobile
saw spread around the county, he traveled farther and farther from home.
Sometimes he was gone three days and two nights. Father said he slept in the
bed of the wagon under the stars to the shushing sound the wind made as it
blew through the cottonwood trees. He said it sounded like Mother shushing
us girls when we talked and giggled in the bed we shared together. Some of
Father’s customers tried to barter for his services, but he insisted on being paid
in cash. If they had no cash, as many farmers routinely did not, Father took
building supplies in payment for his wood cutting. He collected cans of nails
and bags of plaster and a good glass window.
In addition to cutting wood, Father rigged up a grind stone to his gasoline
engine so he could sharpen tools for the neighbors. He sharpened every kind of
farm tool, from big discs all the way down to kitchen knives and even sewing
shears. Gladys and I picked every berry we could find and sold most jam we
made to the hotel in town. My oldest sister, Rebecca, learned the switchboard
system in Maryann Stokes’ house and substituted for Maryann when her twins
were born in September. Rebecca worked nine-hour days, six days a week, and
earned 75 cents an hour. Mother let her deposit $25.00 in the family’s bank
account, insisting she keep $5.00 for herself.
Father drove the wagon to the bank in town, with Rebecca sitting up on
the seat next to him. Although Father had built and maintained a gasoline
engine for grinding and sawing, he never owned a car. If Rex, our quarter
horse, hadn’t held on so long, Father might have considered buying a car.
Whether from loyalty to Rex, penury, or plain stubbornness, Father never
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drove or owned an automobile.
When I think of my family, back in the days when we were still together
in the house, I always remember one humid September evening. Father was
just home from cutting wood way up by Rich Hill. The day had been hot, but
a breeze picked up as the sun went down. We moved outside to enjoy it. We
slurped slices of watermelon that had been cooling in the cellar for days, just
waiting for us all to be together.
Mother rocked up on the porch and Father dragged a chair into the yard.
He leaned forward, his chest between his knees so the sweet melon juice
wouldn’t run down his arms. Rebecca and Gladys sat on the stairs up to
the porch. Sam flitted around the yard, bringing a new slice to mother and
throwing her rind into a bucket. He touched a sticky finger on my cheek and
ran away before I could catch him. He saw a spider plodding along the porch
floor and spit melon seeds at it until Mother made him stop.
Father tossed his last melon rind into the bucket, wiped his mouth and
said, “I saw a frightful thing on my trip.”
“What was it? A bear?” I asked
“It wasn’t no bear. I stopped by a little creek to let the Rex have a drink.
This little frog hopped right up in front of me. He looked up at me, and he
spoke.”
“What did it say?” I asked. My voice came out like a little squeak.
“Henrietta!” Rebecca scolded me.
Father continued. “That frog said, ‘Tell those girls of yours to stop
wasting good daylight and get the dishes washed.’”
Sam barked with laughter. Mother hid her smile behind her hand. Rebecca
rose from the stair and stomped into the house. Gladys tripped along behind
her. Sometimes Gladys laughed so hard she kind of snorted through her nose.
This was one of those times, and we heard Rebecca shout, “Gladys, please. At
least try to sound like a lady if you can’t act like one.“
After the girls went inside, Sam stood behind Father, like a first mate
behind a captain. I was the youngest, only eight. I rode on Father’s boot, and
he raised and lowered his leg like a bucking horse. I think of that evening more
often now than I ever did. Rebecca says she doesn’t remember it, and Gladys
always agrees with Rebecca. For me, it was our family portrait, the happiest
night of our good time before the troubles. I wonder if other families that went
through what we did have an evening they remember. If they don’t, I feel truly
sorry for them because their sadness must be fathomless.
Our corn crop was good that year; the last year it was so.
Late that September, Father started tearing the roof off of Sam’s bedroom.
He pulled the window out, and stored it with the lumber and other building
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supplies he had bought on credit. What we had all worked so hard toward had
finally come to pass. It was time to build Sam’s new bedroom.
Sam got to ride with Father to Stockton, the Friday he went to the bank.
He had to withdraw money to make the annual mortgage payment and to pay
for lumber waiting in his name at the lumber yard. There was enough money
for both, but no extra. I knew something was very wrong when Father returned
before dinner time. Sam jumped off the wagon and Father took Rex on to the
barn to unhitch him. Normally, that was Sam’s job.
The money was gone. All of it. The bank had failed, locked its doors and
never opened again. Not one penny of the money Father put into that bank
ever came out again. I couldn’t understand how all the dollars from the quilts
and the jam, and from all the wood Father had cut for months could be gone. I
had seen the money with my own eyes. It existed once. Where had it gone?
Mother said we would be all right without the cash. We had food and fuel.
Our animals were healthy and the sow had a litter of nine that year. She tried
to smile and said, “When I saw all those piglets, I wondered how in the world
that mama hog was going to feed them all. But she did. See how the Lord
provides?”
Father tried to return the lumber but the owner of the lumber yard said he
couldn’t take back anything custom cut.
Father had been in debt before. Every farmer back to Abel in the book of
Genesis had to borrow to plant in spring and pay back after harvest in the fall.
But, this was different. This wasn’t debt to survive, to feed his family. Father
called this debt from vanity. Sam hadn’t needed a bedroom to himself. Plenty
of boys his age slept regularly in the barn, even in cold weather. It had been
vanity, he declared, to put his money in a bank in town. The smart men, the
good men, had kept their money in a box at home, or buried on the property.
Having a bank account was just another form of vanity, Father said. For trying
to be more than his neighbors, Father had lost it all. Divine retribution, which
proved he had no right to the house. That’s what he said over and over.
The family did all right that winter. Like every other winter I remembered,
we ate what we had grown and canned and slaughtered and smoked the
summer before. The house held us all together, and we contained each other.
That next spring the warming sun and fragrant breezes were as abundant
as always. Inside the house, winter seemed to hang on. When Father entered a
room, he brought a cold gust with him. He rarely spoke, and he never laughed.
Even Rebecca was humbled into quiet obedience.
Father said he hated the house. He started to let little repairs go, things
he could easily have fixed. He didn’t care or lift a finger. Where he had torn
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off shingles, rain leaked in. The kitchen walls looked like we’d put up striped
wall paper from the little cascades that came down here and there. He made
a garden and even got a few wood cutting jobs. But he refused to touch the
house. A July windstorm blew a limb onto the porch and knocked out one of
the pilasters. The roof hung down on that side like a tipped hat. Father ducked
his head when he walked down the front steps, but didn’t try to prop up the
roof until it came down of its own volition.
Father thought the house was against him. If a window stuck, he went
outside and sat under a tree the rest of the day. When Sam or one of us let
the front door slam, he jumped a foot out of his chair. Once I saw him walk
across the kitchen floor and when a floor board groaned, like it always did, he
stomped on it like he was trying to kill a snake. He never replaced the wall of
the porch he had torn out, so Mother had to move her wash tubs and canning
supplies into the kitchen, where there was hardly room for us all to sit around
the table at one time. When winter came, Mother had no place to hang the
washing inside except their bedroom. Sam slept in the living room opposite the
stove. He wasn’t under the clothesline any more, but he had even less privacy
than ever.
Rebecca got married to a butcher in Little Rock, and sent a few dollars
home from time to time. Sam left in 1934; a kid of just sixteen riding the rails.
Mother cried to Father, “You made my son a hobo.” Father never answered.
Eventually, he stopped talking altogether, even to me. He’d wander off for
days at a time. We never knew where.
Over the next few years, Sam sent us postcards when he could. He was a
“roving boy,” hopping freights west in the summers, to work the hay harvests.
Then, in early fall, we would get postcards with pictures of the Pacific Ocean
or mountains. Sam picked hops and berries and fruit up in Washington and
Oregon, or thereabouts. Winters Sam spent down in Texas, picking cotton.
Father carried a postcard Sam sent of the Alamo in his overall pocket until it
was folded and frayed and faded almost beyond recognition. Toward the end,
Father swore the old fort was Sam’s house. “Ain’t my boy done fine? Lives in
Texas, he does, in a fine house. Sent me a picture. I got it right here.”
One autumn, Mother cut her leg with a hatchet, trying to chop down a
morning glory vine that took over the west side of the house. It grew over the
window so we didn’t even know when the sun came up. “The old man won’t
touch the thing,“ she complained. She called Father “the old man” because he
had aged so much since giving up on everything, that he looked more like her
father than her husband. “He don’t care if that vine swallows the whole house,
with us in it.” The cut on Mother’s leg festered and then she died. Our family
was down to just four.
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By 1938, Father and I were alone in the house. The last of the children to
leave the house, Gladys, moved in with relatives in Stockton and finished high
school there. She got a typing job with an insurance company in Kansas City.
She sent a few dollars, when she could. She shared an apartment with two
other girls. From the sound of it, they had a good time together, sharing what
they had and exploring the city.
All the animals were gone. We ate some and sold the rest. Father never cut
wood any more. There was no money to buy gasoline for his little engine. We
sold Rex, so there was no way to pull the saw around. The roof leaked worse
than ever, so the kitchen was about unusable.
Father started sleeping in the living room. I moved Sam’s old bed in there
for him. Father and I lived in the front of the house, in just the living room
and the front bedroom I had shared with my sisters. I cooked what little we
ate on the wood stove. Bean soup from bags of dried pintos and black eyed
peas I bought with money I earned from selling tickets at the movie house in
Stockton. Every other month or so, I took the bus to Kansas City to stay with
Gladys for a few days. She kept after me to move in with her and her husband
permanently, and I always said that I would, very soon. How could I leave
Father in that house that hated him so much? It was sure to kill him sooner or
later, and I wanted to stay with him as long as I could. Gladys always loaded
me down with bread she baked and fresh vegetables, apples and raisins from
the store when I returned home. “Just be sure to get out before that house turns
on you,” she would say to me.
It was about that time Father started attacking the house.
Father would get up in the morning, drink some coffee I had made and
go into the back of the house. I went on to school. It was my last year. Father
would spend the day pulling up the floorboard in the kitchen or the back
bedroom. The back porch was completely gone, now. When he got all the
flooring pulled up, he started digging. He carried buckets of dirt out to the
fence and dumped it in little mounds all the way down. Occasionally he would
find a button that had fallen through a crack in the floor onto the ground below
the house. He found bones of every sort that the dogs had drug under there
over the years. I asked Father why he was digging the house out from under
us. He said it was because when the tax man came, there would be nothing left
for him to take. Father quit paying taxes after Mother died.
“Where will you live if the revenuers take the house?” I asked him once.
“In jail, if I’m lucky. In the ground, if I ain’t,” he said.
At the beginning of 1943, we got a card from Sam. He was in the Army,
headed to England to fight the Germans. I thought Mother would have been
proud he did not become a hobo after all. My high school graduation was
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coming up in May. Gladys wanted me to come to Kansas City. She said
there were going to be jobs aplenty for good typists, and I could practice on
a machine she had at home. Rebecca’s husband was working in a canning
factory, putting up C-rations for soldiers. My prospects were bright, indeed.
Still, I couldn’t leave father.
The doctor said Father’s cancer had probably been inside him for years.
Since he seldom talked, I had given up asking Father how he felt. The doctor
brought pain medicine. “Give him as much as he wants, whenever he wants
it,” were the doctor’s instructions.
“Let me call one of the girls to help me get you to a hospital,” I told
Father. I thought he might have an easier passing, elsewhere. The house had
aggravated him so much for so long, how could he rest?
He finally agreed to let Rebecca’s husband carry him to a hospital in
Springfield. “Take me out,” he said, “and when I’m gone, burn the place.”
Father died before Rebecca’s husband arrived.
Now, I’ve closed his eyes and said my goodbyes. I washed his face and then
covered what was left of him with a sheet. There was enough of him left
to make a peak under the cloth at the head and at the feet; the sheet sagged
pitifully in the middle.
The girls both came for the funeral, and Sam sent a nice card from
England. The Red Cross told him about Father.
When I walked down the porch steps for the last time, the only part of the
house still standing were the front two rooms we lived in. The back part of the
house, the kitchen and Mother and Father’s bedroom, was a frame and a few
floor boards. He had dug out the ground even beneath the front rooms where
we lived. Digging a grave for the house to fall into, that was how I thought of
it.
After the funeral, the girls and their families and I all went to Stockton to
have a nice dinner. I asked if we could order watermelon for dessert. I wanted
to recreate the family portrait from that long ago time. The waitress brought
us wedges of watermelon on china plates. We all agreed that the melon wasn’t
quite as sweet as what we used to grow.
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Cardinal :: Kim Justus
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The Ringmaster
Tony Gebhardt

So close to the center ring,
the lion awaits inside his cage.
Maybe, this night I’ll beat the king
and fuel a fire that burns with rage.
Anticipation moves the crowd again
as the lights grow very dim.
They all grow needy.
“What’s next? What is there left to see?
Is this the grand finale?”
The spotlight filters through the dusty air
and shines behind my glazed mask.
Its appearance portrays nerves of steel,
as I bow to the crowd and begin my task.
“Welcome to the Ringmaster’s Dream!”
I shout while giving honor to the beast.
As my saddened face bears a happy smile,
it’s the warning from the heart you read.
The crowd looks on strongly,
awaiting sheer delight.
My patterns of mastery will once again tame
these jaws of death tonight.
“I am the master and have no fear!”
is my reply to the doubting crowd.
They cannot see my true terror within.
As I crack the whip, he roars very loud.
I see my purple hearts reflecting
in the eyes of the King,
whose gnashing teeth have cinched my whip,
and forbid me victory inside the ring.
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The children see the cat
jump through the ring of fire.
There has got to be a better way.
The King’s lessons I do admire.
The conscious hand removed the
ceramic mask from my face.
The hand of time pulled at my heart
to find a way to end this race.
The facade of my laborious spirit
joined my pride so long in marriage,
but the passionate blows of truth
have been among the lion’s carriage.
These unfamiliar hands keep pulling
and twisting at the medals on my neck.
These hands have made me full of strife,
taunting, teasing, and telling me
how I should partake in the waters of life.
My reflection is still inside the lion’s eyes.
We both are quite puzzled to death.
“Am I getting weak?” I ask the King to his face.
“No,” he says, “but the pleasing gasp of cannon smoke
is a reminder that this is your place.”
The pride of the lion has swallowed me again,
as a chest full of worry sears my weary bones
until it’s time again to fight so proud.
These are the things I bring to battle
to please the crowd.
“Aha, tricked you again, I did you beast,
you King of the Jungle!” I sneer.
He snarls back at me and says,
“Then, let’s redirect your steps, as we gaze and peer,
oh, so deep inside your house of mirrors.”
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I laid my top hat down
and removed my long tailed coat,
as the clown shook hands
with the monkey in my tote.
As children in the house of mirrors pointed and said,
“Look, over there. Look at the fat man!”
They all agreed I’d been kept well-fed,
all the faces of dysfunction inside my head.
“Look at my cage with bars of gold and red shiny paint.”
I redirect the crowd growing enraged.
I begin to lose my audience and their applause is growing faint,
as I boast about the vessel where I keep my lion caged.
As the last child vanished through the creaky exit gate,
the two-headed man drew out his knife.
I didn’t know which head was saying,
“Use this dagger to exchange your medals for your life.”
I sprang back at once
out of the Ringmaster’s Dream,
I finally took a bow and let the lion go.
I woke up and retired from this team.
As the tent comes crashing down,
I walk around merrily in another part of town.
The days of sorrow have departed from me,
as I become the Master of Reality.
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Phoenix

Zach Gilbert
The bell’s sharp ringing travels all around
the town. Families up and down my street
frantically try to cram everything they can into
their car. I peer out of my window, listening to
the whirring of the incoming planes. My baby
sister’s cries echo throughout the house. I’m brought out of my daydream
when I hear my name being called.
“Riley, we don’t have that much time. We have to leave!” my mother
shouts.
Snatching my bag, I dash downstairs. I immediately notice my mother’s
tear-stained cheeks and the solemn look on her face. The woman who was
always a bundle of laughter and joy, who could pull me out of any terrible
situation, was gone. They hadn’t just destroyed our happiness and our land;
they had broken my mother.
I pick up my baby sister and buckle her in her car seat. Right after my
mother jumps in the car, my father takes off. In the distance, I can hear
screams, and the sound of a crumbling building. The wall that has guarded our
little world for so long from their attacks has fallen.
I roll my window down an inch and see them. The horde of masked
individuals, with their blood-smeared clothes, are all holding the largest guns
I have ever seen. Cries and gunshots ring out, and I roll up my window in an
attempt to erase those sounds from my mind, but it’s too late.
As long as we can get over the bridge before the planes reach the city,
we can take refuge at a sanctuary in the woods. Images of my old friends
and neighbors being thrust out of their homes and slaughtered flood my
mind. I wish to myself that I could’ve helped more people, and actually
done something to help stop this tragedy, but they came too fast. We weren’t
expecting them for another week. No matter how hard I try, I cannot imagine
how human beings are capable of these horrendous acts. How are they capable
of this evil? For a few minutes, I believe that we might actually be able to
escape and live to see another day. And then they drop the bombs.
The first one is far behind us, but its force is so immense that it shakes all
the cars on the road. They gradually get closer and closer, until one sends our
car crashing in a field. Pain courses through my veins. Luckily, besides a few
bruises, I’m not in that bad of shape. A cut on my forehead begins to open,
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and blood trickles down my face, impairing my vision. I gradually make my
way through the maze of air bags and grab my baby sister, who was protected
by her car seat. My father kicks out the windshield and has my mother, baby
sister, and me crawl out first. We are within spitting distance of the bridge,
and run as fast as our feet will take us. Through sheer will, we make it to the
sanctuary, and our wounds are healed. Before entering, I look back one last
time to see the crumbling buildings, and the blazing inferno devouring the
town I once called my home.
A few days later, I walk back to the town. I think about what the
sanctuary’s leader told us. If these really were the worst attacks yet, then what
will happen now? They control too much. They are gaining too much power.
Ashes coat the street, and the ruins of homes are still smoldering. I walk
past my old friend’s house, and finally reach mine, the last house at the end of
the street. Tears begin to form in the corners of my eyes. I walk and try to get
closer to what’s left of my house, but I trip, and accidentally fall into a pile
of ashes. The thin grey material continues to pile on top of me, attempting to
make me cease to exist as well. But I’m not going to give in. I will fight back.
I will rise from the ashes and become stronger. I will become a phoenix.

Pottery Faces :: Cindy Grady
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Neutral

Barb Greer
I want to be neutral but have a strong conviction.
It’s like wanting to be sober yet having
a bad addiction,
To keep quiet when someone else states
their position
That strongly disagrees with mine on politics or religion.
Who am I to think that mine may be superior?
Or theirs is dumb and surely quite inferior.
So often, I just bite my tongue and clinch my teeth together,
And make some wimpy comment on football or the weather.
I must say something I don’t care about or really give a quiver,
Requires so little thought, so mundane makes me shiver.
For I think I must know something, I’ve read so many books,
But if I wax profoundly, I receive some dirty looks.
Just “shut up” I tell myself; don’t open up your mouth.
They may love the North, and you are from the South,
So I choose my close friends wisely, who somewhat agree with me,
For life is just too short to tread light and fitfully.
Just be quiet, and share your essence; don’t become a bore,
For with neutrality comes contentment, a knowing at my core.
I need not change opinions or say another word
And trust that wisdom is probably felt more than it’s ever heard.
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When the Wind Stops Blowing By
Sarah Guyer

You will find me up, upon the clouds
Standing above them, tall and proud
Silent within my swirling shroud
When the wind stops blowing by.
You will find me in the darkest night
The trees will whisper, full of fright
Basking in absence of light
When the wind stops blowing by.
You will find me at the gates of hell
Tortured screams like wicked bells
Crying of the crowns that fell
When the wind stops blowing by.
Thoughts of mind and words of mouth
Words make pleasant tones go south
Tones that strengthen force of night
When the wind stops blowing by.

“Make your God transparent to the transcendent,
and it doesn’t matter what his name is.”
— Joseph Campbell, Pathways to Bliss
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The Main Character Club
Kaylea Halstead

Welcome to the Main Character Club!
Are most of the requirements met?
Is your hair discolored?
Is one or both of your parents dead?
Are you lithe and skinny?
Is your best friend fun and quirky?
Are you pretty but not pretty pretty?
Do you have discolored eyes?
Are you overly sexualized?
Are you the best of the best?
Are you better than all the rest?
Will you save the entire world?
Will you get the boy or girl?
Are you an independent person now?
But still need a lover to tie you down?
Is your life whimsical?
Is it close to practically hysterical?
Are your clothes the finest in the land?
‘Cause apparently everybody else is bland?
Do you really think you are unique?
There’s a bunch of you, you see!
You can meet your kind, all the way,
Join the Main Character Club today!
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Peace

Emily Harkins
As I move my feet down the cold sand,
I feel the breeze tickle my cheek.
I wander towards the water line.
The moist salt water crashes against my tan ankles.
I whip my head around, feeling my long damp
September hair hit my neck, as I look along the horizon.
I see nothing, and hear nothing, but blank blue sky.
But if I listen closely,
I can hear the morning birds’ peaceful lullaby.

Pumpkins at Pooley’s :: David Waller
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Where I’m From
Grace Harkins

I’m from old, dusty books and clean, crisp paper
From Dr. Pepper and sizzling cheese pizza
I am from the shade under the tree out front, cool and dark,
my escape for the unbearable summer months
I’m from delicious, hot apple pie and fresh summer peaches
From Anita and Bob
I’m from the Know-It-All brother and the clueless sister
From “Clean that up!” and “Put the book down and go to sleep!”
From “Stop that.” and “Be quiet!”
I’m from Harry Potter and Junie B. Jones
From Mary Poppins and Beauty and the Beast
From The Little Mermaid and The Muppets
From Bon Jovi and Led Zeppelin
I’m from a family of amazing strength
From Nebraska, Ohio and all the states in-between
From Germany, Ireland and France
I’m from the four corners
From the Grand Canyon
And the middle of the ocean
I’m from t-shirts and shorts
To snow pants and a winter coat
From bike rides with my best friends and walking up to Kum & Go
And climbing trees to escape my sister
From Grandpa’s work with Martin Luther King, Jr.
From the story about the finger my stepdad lost
Serving his country overseas
From my father’s big heart and booming laugh.
From my mother’s astounding strength, grace, and wisdom
Tucked away in my closet, there’s a huge plastic box
Spilling over
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With faces gone but not forgotten
I’m from letting go
Trying to hold on
I’m from the summer of heartbreaks, two in a row
From watching my family fall apart
And watching my mom bravely try and pick up the pieces
From seeing how far I can bend before I break
From sloppily gluing myself back together when I shatter
From trying to hold on before I fall
But falling anyway

Tug of War :: Kristen Martin
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Autumn’s Last Fiery Remnant
Kathie Haskins

Walking out my front door
On a bitter, cold January morning,
A flicker of color catches my eye,
Autumn’s last fiery remnant.
In the center of the twiggy
bare burning bush,
To the right of the porch,
My eyes zero in on a single bright
scarlet leaf.
It is wedged in the crook
Of a gnarled branch,
And it seems to say,
“Hi! Remember me? Just wanted
to offer a bit of cheer
on this chilly winter day!”
Smiling, I continue down the steps.
My heart has warmed,
And I am happy.
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Thunder of Hooves
Luke Henson

Beauty is in the eye of the beholder. Every
individual has a different perception of what
beauty is. Some believe beauty is the appearance
of something, and others believe beauty is found
in the feelings something gives us. I believe
beauty is found in how we feel emotionally inside. Many different objects,
places, and sights, but one thing in particular has been the most beautiful thing
I have ever seen.
I stood in a pasture, refilling the hay feeder, when all of a sudden I heard
the roar of hooves against the dry earth. I turned and saw an entire herd of
quarter horses stampeding towards me as I stood in awe. They were not going
to trample over me to get to their food, but they were all racing towards
me. They knew what time it was. Their hooves shook the ground and their
breathing sounded as if it they were in sync with one another.
A herd of horses running across a pasture as one big pack was the most
beautiful thing I had ever seen. Growing up on a farm with two horses of my
own, I have seen my horses run together through our fields. My neighbors
also have horses, and this was where I first witnessed this beautiful sight. I
was eight years old, and I was helping my dad feed our horses grain. Out of
nowhere it sounded like a storm had rolled in, and thunder was everywhere.
Being so young, I got worried and asked my dad what the noise was. He
started chuckling and just turned and looked at the twelve horses galloping
down the hill towards our neighbor’s barn.
There was one horse in particular that was my favorite. He was chestnut
colored with a white face. The thing that really caught my eye about this
particular horse was the color of his eyes. He had eye coloring like many
husky dogs have. One was a dark brown, while the other was a grayish blue. I
thought this was the coolest thing and he became my favorite horse.
The feelings that this experience struck through me were like none I had
ever felt. I almost felt jealous of these horses because of how free they looked.
The way they looked so carefree and had no worries in the world calmed me. I
remember wishing that maybe one day I could feel the same freedom that they
experienced. This was the first time I really knew beauty in my life.
From the moment I saw this, I found my passion for horses, which has
taught me a lot of different things. Patience, beauty, and respect are just a few
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of them. Patience is a beautiful thing. I have learned patience from horses
because of training and riding our horses growing up. They have gotten very
old, so my family and I do not ride them anymore, but when we did ride them,
they were quite ornery. I had to be patient with the horses so I did not get
bucked off.
Horses are beautiful creatures. Whether I am riding one, brushing its
mane, or just watching them roam the pasture; they are always a stunning sight
to see. The beautiful part about a horse is that an individual can push a horse
to its absolute breaking point, but the horse will never quit giving one hundred
percent. A horse will literally run until it dies. A horse is loyal and will not give
up on their rider. Many people do not get to experience this type of beautiful,
unconditional loyalty that a horse will give to you. I have been blessed with
the chance to experience this and it is truly life changing.
There are many different types and colors of horses. My favorite kinds are
buckskin-colored horses. These horses are a shade of gray and usually have a
black or dark mane and tail. I love the simplistic look of these horses. These
horses are usually more even-tempered and tend to be easier to work with than
darker colored horses. Black horses are usually the hardest to train and work
with.
My family has one palomino-colored horse and our other horse is black.
Shadow, the black horse, is usually the horse that would to try and buck you
off no matter how often you rode him. There were many nights my father
would be out in the pasture for hours trying to get Shadow to relax and let
him stay on. Man and horse butted heads constantly, but my father had to
earn Shadow’s respect. My dad would stay on Shadow’s back all through his
bucking until Shadow finally calmed down and realized my dad was not going
anywhere.
If a person does not respect horses, horses will teach people to respect
them the hard way. I have seen many people get bucked off horses, either
because they were not respecting the horse or they were joking around and lost
control. When a horse and rider are in sync and working together, it is more
beautiful than any sports play ever shown on ESPN. Some people use these
animals as a way of living, while others use them as an activity such as in a
rodeo. Rodeo events are excellent examples of beauty, power, and respect all
in one performance.
A true cowboy views any bovine or equine animal as a gift from God.
Their own safety is just as important as the safety of the animals. Seeing an
animal buck and the cowboy be in perfect rhythm with the animal is an elegant
occurrence that only few experience. The bond between a rider and an animal
is something that can never be broken.
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Whether it is in a rodeo getting tossed in the air by a bucking horse, an
equestrian show leaping over obstacles with precision, or just for enjoyment,
there is nothing better than working with these beautiful animals. Not every
horse is an athletic stud or an all-star track horse, but, just like humans, they
all need love and they all have something to contribute to someone’s world.
Beauty is different to everyone, but this is where I find it.

Angular Spiral :: David Waller
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So What?

Uri Herszbaum-Harding
Yes, I am entering eighth grade. So what? For one, eighth grade is my last
year at Marrs Middle School, in fact, my last middle school year, precluding
the days of high school, so I must live it to the fullest. I’ll be able to see my
old friends again, while most likely meeting more new friends. I will be able
to master the skills that I am building up, while learning new ones. Also, my
friends Sam and Everett and I are looking forward to playing the “society’s”
game we played in 7th grade, but with some essential components changed so
that it’s a fair game for everyone and doesn’t cause disputes.
The year will begin surprisingly soon, this Wednesday. Of course, I have
no idea why we are starting on a Wednesday. Why not Monday the 19th, but…
whatever.
In going into eighth grade, I can find various metaphors, for example,
the bud of myself in 5th grade, the colorless blossom of 6th grade, the colorful
flower of 7th grade, and, finally, the fully-grown mutated humanoid plant
creature of 8th grade.
The open door. (The ridiculously clichéd metaphor which for some reason
never gets old. Ever.)
Yes, it is true; the open door is a clichéd, overused, metaphor. Even more
cliché than the word cliché is getting in this paragraph, but the reason it’s so
clichéd is because it is a very powerful symbol. An open door symbolizes
moving on from the present to the future, jumping into rare opportunities,
going from world to world, or in a more literal sense, getting to the next room
because the room you are in is ON FIRE!!!!!!
Well, that’s not perfectly literal. By this sentence, I mean that you aren’t
escaping to another room because the one you are in is unlivable, or at least
not literally. Perhaps, it could symbolize moving on from hard times to a better
time or even escaping your home country as it is turned into a warzone, in
which case, the metaphorical room is literally on fire. The opening door could
symbolize entering a new house for the first time, to get over your old life and
embrace a new one.
“Teachers open doors, but it is up to the students to go through them on their
own.” --Chinese proverb.
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Three classes/people/things that have changed my life, even if very slightly.
One of the classes that has had an impact on me would probably be my
seventh grade science class with Mr. Lopez, the perfectionist, who made me
redo homework until I made it to the absolute fullest of my potential, who
exposed us to cool things like Star Trek or that movie GATTACA when we
were learning about DNA. I think it is one of the years in science I will never
forget, in part because of Mr. Lopez’s barely finite wisdom.
“Do I have to do this?” asked the irritating girl who was complaining
about homework.
“In life,” explained Mr. Lopez, “you don’t have to do anything, but what
you do or don’t do has consequences.”
“Once you eliminate the impossible, whatever’s left, however improbable,
must be the truth.” (Mr. Lopez, supposedly quoting Spock)
Also, people who changed my life would probably be my friends, mainly
Sam. Because, thanks to Sam, I met almost all of my other best friends, and
without them, I’d be lonely and bored. I remember that in elementary school,
I wasn’t very social and didn’t really hang out much with friends. Now, I blow
pretty much all of my time in the summer and weekends either spending time
with friends or playing games that I was introduced to because of friends.
Also, something else that has changed my life is writing. Yep. The
fire behind the typing of this document. Writing has given me passion,
creativity, a way to document my thousands upon thousands of creative ideas,
which otherwise wouldn’t have been contained and would have faded into
nothingness. It’s given me a way to look within myself, to find my deepest
revelations. It’s been consistent in my past and may be my future. As I also
have an appreciation for science, as it may have been implied in the first
paragraph, I mostly write science fiction and enjoy watching not just science
shows but also sci-fi like Dr. Who. As I always say, “Remember the past, look
forward towards the future, but live for right now.”
“If you are working on something exciting that you really care about, you
don’t have to be pushed. The vision pulls you.” --Steve Jobs.
Do I have a vision that pulls me on? Yes. Perhaps, it’s the vision of the
near future of eighth grade, finding my old friends again and meeting new
ones. Perhaps, it’s the anticipation that someday my writings will become
public and popular, much like authors like Stephen King or Rick Riordan.
What’s the most famous thing that I’ve ever said? I have no idea.
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“Don’t ever take a fence down until you know the reason it was put up.”
-G.K. Chesterton.
Five things I would like to do in the eighth grade are
1. Play the societies game with my friends…again…and win…again.
2. See all my old friends while meeting new ones (as stated previously).
3. GET PAUL’S HAIR!!!!!!!
4. Learn something new and amazing.
5. Live life to the fullest.
“WHATEVER YOU DO, DON’T PRESS THE FREAKING RED
BUTTON!!!!!” Because, the cliché about a red button is, well, “Boom-Boom.”
The redness of the button signifies that it should never, ever be pressed under
any circumstances, or maybe, it gives you a latte, or it’s the mystical “Win”
button, which makes everything bad or good, and everyone’s happy, except
the biker guys, but it’s a very high risk, so that is why you should never, ever,
press the red button.
“I see this huge button, which I should, never, ever, press, and guess what
I do? I PRESS IT!!!!!”

I Create Art Here :: David Martin
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The Family Tree
Abigail Hills

A family is a tree,
Growing and taking shape continuously,
Changing but also staying similar,
We are all combinations of hair colors, noses,
and heights.
Some of us have Grandma’s curly dark hair,
Some have her fair skin,
Others tan easily like Grandpa,
and some received his quick temper.
Each was formed by the generation before it,
Passing down genes, personalities, and recipes.
Debbie is fair and freckled,
Tom is bald and tan,
Sue is tall and dark of hair,
John is bald and fair,
Mary is tall and fair,
Jeff has light hair and eyes,
All received the same genetic mix,
Yet none are exactly alike,
Their children take some of the grandparents’ traits,
and add new ones to the tree,
Some now have olive skin,
Others now have bigger noses,
We all go together,
Yet none are identical.
Our family tree will keep growing,
Carrying pieces of our loved ones with us.
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Dancers

David Prinz Hufford
Today, I am thinking of Degas
Whose Dancer is in the Joslyn Art Museum.
Today, I have just witnessed dancers
Trailing their gossamer selves into some future.
Today, I am thinking of Degas.
His bronze of a young dancer wears a fabric costume.
The contrast is noticed by others.
I have never been alone looking at Degas’ statue.
His Dancer in the Joslyn Art Museum.
What is the tearful attraction between crinoline and bronze?
Is art a contrast attracting people?
I have not been alone today.
Today, I have just witnessed dancers
Whose teacher is a writer.
So, here I am, an old poet philosophizing,
Watching young women whirling and dancing,
Trailing their gossamer into some future.
Everything we do today goes into the future.
All we will remember is some art.
All art whirls us into some future.
I have never been alone looking at Degas’ Dancer.
And I have not been alone today,
Watching young women whirling and dancing.
All art whirls us into some future.
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Mondays: A Sunken Treasure
Anne James

People dread Mondays,
like children dread shots.
Another start to another week of work;
at least you can get away with klutziness
on the pretense of it being Monday.
But I adore Mondays.
Mondays are a fresh start:
fresh eggs and sharp needles
await in the lab.
I carefully chip open the shell,
creating a “window” in the egg.
With the tenderness of a mother tending her babe,
I inject the tiny embryo with ink.
She’s wearing make-up already,
scarcely fifty hours of age.
Under the microscope,
My hands move slowly and deftly,
like those of a surgeon,
tearing the vitelline membrane,
injecting DNA from a long, slender needle
whose tip is not perceptible to the human eye.
I electroporate, just a quick shock,
and gently pick up another egg and repeat.
Tuesdays are coolI see some green, fluorescent DNA.
But Mondays are the gold medal
in the Olympics of research.
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Pain

Gary Jones
SUNDAY EVENING, JULY 5, 1986
I pulled the stand to the bed, picked up the
phone, and dialed my brother. He’d learn soon
enough, and it would be best if I told him. His
wife answered.
“Beth, this is Gary. How are you doing? Is Dan available?”
“Oh, hi, Gary. We’re fine here. Danny is still doing chores. He and Joe
spent the day making hay, and they got a late start milking. How are you?”
“I’ve been better. I took the family camping and got burned.”
“Oh, I know what you mean. The girls and I got burned pretty badly, too.
I let them play outside in their sun suits. Kimmy really likes hers. It’s pale
blue with yellow flowers and a red pocket, and I can’t get it off her. Anyway, I
thought I had enough sunscreen on the girls, and they were only outside for a
couple hours, but they look like—”
“Beth, I—”
“—lobsters. Their legs are red, even on the back. You should see Stephy’s
little nose. It’s already peeling. And Danny was no help. He went straight
to the field when we got home from church. I gave the girls aspirin and put
Noxzema on them, but I’m afraid they’re going to—”
“Beth—”
“—blister. All of us burn easily and have to put on sun—”
“Beth!” Finally silence. “I’ll have to let you go. The morphine is making
me nauseous. I don’t know the hospital’s phone number, but Cheryl has it.”
Beth must have handed the phone to Dan at mention of morphine or
hospital. “Hi, Gary, Beth said something happened.”
I explained how I’d taken the family camping for the weekend and
couldn’t light our alcohol stove. I’d held my hand on the stove to make sure it
wasn’t lit, as an alcohol flame is difficult to see in daylight. Feeling no heat, I
started to pour alcohol into the stove from a gallon can. Apparently the stove
was lit, as a flame raced up the stream of alcohol and into the can. It exploded,
drenching my pants in alcohol and setting them ablaze from my thighs to my
shoes.
That was as much talking as I had energy for. I said goodbye, untangled
the phone from my oxygen line and put the handset back on the base. The
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movement irritated the IV cannula in the back of my hand. It gave me
something to think about other than the start of treatments in the morning.
FRIDAY MORNING, JULY 11, 1986
I became used to the routine. The first screams came at 7:00 while I ate
breakfast; oatmeal, orange juice, tea and toast, as I remember. It sounded like
a child, probably between three and four. His only words were, “No, no, no!”
I raised the volume with the remote as he passed my door. I didn’t look; never
did. Muffled sobs marked his return an hour later.
The tea was cold, and I didn’t care for the toast. New cries echoed in the
hallway. An elderly woman, I guessed, alternately sobbing and begging, “No,
not already. Please, please, just let me die. Let me die.” Her voice rose to a
shrill wail as they rolled her wheel chair past my door, headed to the elevator.
I looked away and watched a bird peck at something outside my window.
Peck, peck, peck—watching it made my stomach turn.
A nurse came in, asked me to roll over and gave me a double dose of
morphine. It stung like hell, but it was paltry relief for skin pain.
Like the kid, the old lady returned whimpering. I didn’t turn up the
volume. I knew what her return meant, but I was floating in my bed without a
care. Morphine does that. Besides, the windows were locked and I was on the
third floor, low enough to survive a jump. Not what I needed.
A wheel chair was pushed into my room. I shrank from it, clutching the
bars on the sides of the bed. Two nurses followed the wheel chair, smiled
weakly and glanced at each other, unsure if I’d resist. “It’s time, Gary.”
The clock was over the bed, behind me, for a reason. I tried to think of
jokes, of songs, of food, of sex. Terror shredded each. They loaded me into
the wheel chair and we headed to the hospital basement. There, in the burn
treatment unit, they’d put me in a tub of warm water, pick up a tweezers and
peck, peck, peck at the burned skin, tearing the skin off my legs, tearing it like
the bird in the window.
I’d arrived at the hospital by ambulance on a Sunday and was assigned to
the surgeon stuck with weekend emergency duty. That’s why I was under the
care of a colorectal surgeon from the Philippines. A very serious gentleman,
he would come into my room every morning after my treatments, examine the
bandages on my legs, look at my chart, bow gravely, and leave without saying
a word.
I handled the treatment better than normally on Friday, and I thought that I
might be over the worst of the pain. Feeling better than I had for a week, I tried
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to get my surgeon to say something when he came through on his morning
rounds.
“Doc, I know this was a dumb stunt that got me burned, and I know you
specialize in rectal surgery, but does this mean you guys think I’m a flaming
ass?”
He never entered my room again, although on a couple of mornings I saw
his hands pushing his resident through my door.
Having coasted through the pain of Friday’s treatments, I wasn’t as fearful
on Saturday when the wheelchair and nurses came for me. I had first, second
and third degree burns over 15% of my body. What I didn’t know at the time
was that the pain I felt during the first week was due only to the first degree
and superficial second degree burns. Those areas still had viable nerve endings
in the skin. As healing progressed, the nerve endings in the areas with deep
second degree burns healed sufficiently to function again. While the pain
receded in one patch of injured tissue, it ramped up in others.
On Saturday, with the usual double-dose of morphine, I fainted from the
pain of the treatments. The following Tuesday, a nurse who was interested in
transferring to the burn ward fainted as she observed the other nurses debriding
my legs. The treatments remained painful until they ended when skin grafts
were put on the worst of my burns 11 days after the accident.
30,000 FEET, SEPTEMBER, 2005
I alternately read and dozed on the plane returning from a scientific
meeting in Vancouver. It was my habit to read scientific journals on the planes
out-bound to meetings. After four twelve-hour days of scientific meetings, my
brain would be fried, and I would scour the local book stores for sales. On this
trip I’d picked up a local newspaper and found the collected essays of Michael
De Montaigne, marked down to less than half-price.
Reading the Vancouver papers on this trip, I learned that the Canadian
dollar, called the “Looney” because of the Loon stamped on one side of
the coin, was for the first time worth more than a US dollar. As I waded
through Montaigne’s essays, I learned that a conservative, sixteenth century,
French nobleman was more intelligent, more learned, and more humane
than my twenty-first century American President or any of the people in his
administration.
Montaigne, a magistrate who was grievously injured in the French civil
war, had seen men tortured and was firmly against it. Montaigne recognized
that torture doesn’t produce truth; it produces what the torturer wants to hear.
I understood Montaigne’s point of view after my experience with burns
and burn treatments. I would have said anything to bring the pain to an end,
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and I despise any man who would deliberately inflict pain on another, who
would justify torture for any reason, or who would claim that it is legal or does
not contravene the Geneva Conventions. Those are men with souls fit only for
the company of the spineless things that live under rocks.

Indian Corn :: Kim Justus
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Sometimes, Life Is Humorous
(Anonymous)
Fireflies
A mother firefly was taking her children for a walk near dusk, and they
came to a dark woods.
“All right, kids,” she ordered, “line up, and whatever happens, don’t shine
your light. There are owls in the forest, and they might fly down and eat you!”
The small fireflies did as they were told, with the youngest firefly at the
end of the line. As they were moving carefully along, suddenly, the mother
saw a light far back.
“Stop!” she whispered. “Who lit the light back there?”
“I did,” admitted the youngster.
“You heard what I told you,” scolded the mother. “Why did you disobey?”
“Well,” said the little one, “when you gotta glow, you gotta glow.”
Slow Sammy
A young fellow by the name of Sammy liked to hang out at Mom and
Pop’s Grocery Store. Pop didn’t know what Sammy’s problem was, but
the other boys would tease him all the time, calling him Slow Sammy, and
punching him on the shoulder as they passed.
To mock him for being slow, they would offer him a dime and a nickel,
telling him he could have just one. They said he always took the nickel
because it was bigger.
One day after Sammy took the nickel, Pop pulled him to one side and
said, “Son, don’t you know they’re making fun of you? They think you don’t
know that the dime is worth more than the nickel. Are you really grabbing the
nickel because it’s bigger, or what?”
“No,” Sammy said, “but if I took the dime they’d quit doing it!”
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Feeble Step

Stacey Kennedy
The mountain ahead appears so high
My feeble step seems to tell a lie
That it will get me there if I try
Breath by breath
Step by step
I may fall
Have to crawl
Still I climb
To stand in awe

Red Trees :: Kim Justus
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Adequately Deficient
Tyler Kirkle

Perfection is an unreal, ugly perception,
Accompanied by pride, blonde hair,
and plastic surgery.
So highly regarded, but what does it bring to the
table?
Not smiles, but drool,
Not happiness, but arousal,
Not love, but lust.
Perfection is a mere second in time.
Gliding by, leaving only a trail of blank stares,
Or overwhelming envy.
No, No, No.
Perfection is not for me.
To be adequately deficient is my desire,
To lack just enough to be engaged in conversation or a quarrel,
By any human, of any clique, of any habitat, of any kind.
People don’t belong on a pedestal, that’s for God.
Looks never saved anybody.
Fake boobs and muscle shirts never solved society
Close mindedness won’t fix the world.
To strive for perfection is to put yourself on hold,
And to be something you’re not
Until you feel you’re high enough on the food chain
To introduce yourself to the world.

88

Fine Lines :: Autumn 2014

What Not to Do, and What to Do Later
Lindsay Knuter

It is already dark outside by the time I sit down to type. The dishes are
done. Progress has been made on the ever-growing pile of laundry. The baby
has ceased coughing long enough to fall asleep, so that I may hear the wind
blowing through the leaves of the trees outside. It is silent and beautiful, this
mild April night. In these moments of stillness, I find peace and relaxation, a
gentle catharsis of my soul that I cannot get when anyone else is awake. These
moments I will pay for tomorrow with yawns and dark, bagged eyes that gaze
at the computer screen like a snake with two heads.
It is in these moments that I should be writing, instead of whatever useless
form of wasting time that I have decided upon this evening. I know this is a
foolhardy decision. How can I ever make it anywhere in life if I do not respect
deadlines that have been given to me? But all those lovely animated images of
my favorite fictional characters beckon me on Tumblr, and I am powerless to
stop myself from being drawn into them. I do not really wish to stop myself.
After all, have I not earned a rest after dealing with an irritable, mucusproducing, vomiting child all day? Have I not done my fair share of house
work and homework? The answer, of course, is no. There is always work to
be done. Something always needs finishing, and just as soon as I think that
something has been accomplished, more piles on top of it. Like a never ending
cycle, life goes on and on, bringing with it hardships and obstacles that will
never, ever end while breath is drawn. It is a rat-race until the time when it,
suddenly, is not. By then, I will not be around to miss it, I suppose. It is both a
comfort, and a slightly terrifying prospect of which to think.
Logically, it should not be difficult. The left side of my brain has set
goals for me, and when these goals are met, I am rewarded with a flow of
neurotransmitters that bring about a pleasant sense of accomplishment.
However, my right brain is resistant. She would much rather be looking up
pointless and arbitrary facts, or reading, or shopping at 2 AM online. The
latter is not recommended. My goal for this evening was to finish up every
piece of homework I could get my hands on, but it has not gone so well, and
I am left struggling to find a topic for an essay that has very loose guidelines.
Loose enough that I would rather procrastinate than delve too deeply and
try to figure it out. Then, it hit me. If all great authors write about what they
know, then should it not stand to reason that I would have much to say on the
topic of procrastination? It is my hope to deliver something light-hearted and
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humorous, with a bit of hard-earned wisdom thrown in for good measure.
In high school, I was faced with this dilemma my senior year. By that
point, everything that I had gone through was telling me that school was a
terrible place. The students did not wish to be there, and the teachers wanted to
be there even less. When one lacks the ability to properly balance life, burnout
is inevitable, and I was on a fast track to completely shutting down. It is not
something to be proud of, but it is the truth. And it, unfortunately, came at the
worst possible time.
I admit to missing quite a bit of school that first semester of my senior
year. A lot of it wasn’t intentional. However, when homework began to pile up,
it only overwhelmed me. The more that happened, the more I simply wanted to
stay away. Though I was not failing any of my classes, a mandatory attendance
meeting was held to discuss if any credits would be revoked. I begged and
pleaded my case to a review board consisting of teachers I had grown up with
for the past four years. After a tense, nail-biting session, they ruled that as long
as I did not miss any more days in the semester, I would be fine and on track to
graduate.
The upsetting news came for me right after I finished mid-terms. It was
Spring break, and true to my word, I had not missed a single day. It had been
three months since the review meeting, and I felt proud of myself. I was tired,
of course, but excited that I would be out of school soon. A letter was delivered
from the superintendent’s office. I expected this. It was the official letter,
stating their decision. I was surprised to find that it read quite a bit differently
from what I remembered them telling me.
They were taking half of my credits. They had pulled a Trojan horse on
me, and I, the unsuspecting Spartan, had never seen it coming. The breath
left my body, and I might have momentarily become nauseous as the black
and white words scrolled out before my eyes. The kicker was that they waited
an entire quarter to tell me they were taking them from me, leaving me with
one quarter left to make up an entire semester of credits. I was forced to
drop everything that I loved in order to get myself back on track. My senior
year was supposed to be filled with ease and happiness, but instead, it was
torturous. Drama, choir, and all of my extra-curricular activities, such as
Mock Trial, Speech Team, and Show Choir were all nothing more than painful
memories, as I labored in front of a computer in the library, attempting to teach
myself more math than I ever wanted to know in a very short amount of time.
Needless to say, it was a very stressful time, but it did teach me a valuable
lesson: Do not trust high school teachers. Of course, do not put oneself in
such a situation to begin with. Once I missed enough days, it was a slippery
slope that spiraled downward, and I definitely paid the price. I knew it was
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wrong, but being young and stupid, I did not care. It was only after facing the
consequences that I was sorry. It was only after having something vital taken
from me as penance that I wised up. Life has consequences, and we almost
never get a second chance.

Dragonfly :: Timothy Wright
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I Knew I Was Different
Stevie Rae Kruger

When I was younger, I used to stay up late
pondering all of the things I would know and
learn as I got older. I became excited to think
of how much insight I would accumulate over
the years. In my adolescence, I was under the
impression that I could not possess such brilliant judgment and knowledge
until I was of a more mature age. Now, at the still considerably raw age of
eighteen, I am aware that one does not need to be graying in order to harbor
wisdom. In fact, I have discovered that wisdom can blossom from most every
experience from which I choose to learn.
Throughout my life, especially in my early teen years, I knew I was
different, and I embraced it. I knew that it was strange to want abstract hair
and to wear anything too alternative to have come from Hollister, but it never
posed a problem for me. I was perfectly content with listening to my obscure
music and living as if my head never left the clouds. At first, I never minded
that I did not appear to fit in with the average crowd because I was still
accepted by my peers. Once I started high school, that all changed.
One thing the instructors neglect to mention during freshmen orientation
is how cruel the students can be if someone does not fit their mold of what is
considered standard. As I began my first year, I was not aware that I would
be in for a rude awakening to the real world. The first week or so seemed just
like junior high, as normal as that can be. Then, out of nowhere, the friends
who used to stand by me started turning their backs. One by one, they started
falling into cliques and leaving me behind. They treated me as if I had leprosy,
like I would infect them with my unfortunate case of “Freak” the moment I
had the chance. My differences that were once admired became the center of
their disgust. After a while, I liked being ignored. I was always off in my own
little world, and now I had no one to distract me.
About another month went by, and it seemed that the cliques grew bored
of ignoring me. I was starting to get unwanted attention by their rude banter,
and soon I became everyone’s target. Though I tried to show that I was
unaffected by it, I grew tired of their jokes and judgment, and I thought about
conforming. It seemed that high school would go by smoothly if I could get
along with them. I resorted to dressing more like them, doing the things they
did, and acting like them. I was just starting to gain their approval when I had
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realized I resented the person I had become.
I was miserable pretending that I liked wearing bedazzled jeans, watching
90210, and talking about the right diets. All they ever did was try too hard to
be the center of attention, ignore their health in order to obtain an accepted
body type, keep secrets from each other that could cause their own image
to falter, and tear anyone down who got in their way. They were mindless
zombies who were too busy following the crowd to think for themselves, but I
was no better. In no way did I want any part of what they had, yet I was trying
just as hard as they were. Though I missed my old self, it was not enough to
make me stop trying to be one of them. I would tell myself that I could be who
I wanted to be after high school, when I would never have to see any of their
faces again.
Towards the end of my freshman year, I was more than ready to feel
normal again. I stopped participating in their robotic routines and started
expressing who I was. The change in my mood and esteem were remarkable.
Once I started acting like myself again, I was disregarded by my old friends,
but they never resurrected their bullying. After a couple of days, we were even
on speaking terms. They accepted my new attitude, and eventually, we got
along as well as could be expected. Although it was refreshing not to have to
worry about their actions, I realized that I did not care anymore about what
they would say about me. Their opinions held no value to me in the long run. I
was staying true to myself, and that is what matters.
Becoming genuinely proud of myself was one of the most important
life lessons that I have learned so far. I am grateful that it took only months
for me to appreciate who I am, because most people struggle with self-love
for years. My first year of high school gave me special insight about staying
true to myself. No matter where I am in life, not everyone will agree with
my character, and I cannot live to please everyone. Even though there are
days when I am unhappy with certain things about myself, I can honestly say
that my skin is the most comfortable for me to wear, and I cannot see myself
changing for any reason. This valuable experience blossomed into wisdom that
I can cherish even when I am gray.
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A Lesson in Salesmanship
Larry Leeds

Jolene would not let a little fender-bender
make her miss the biggest sales presentation
ever.
Jolene McKenzi, late 30s, whatever-it-takes,
sales rep, dressed in the latest Saks Fifth Avenue
(suit, purse, shoes, all of it), scoots North on Oakridge Drive in her i325
BMW. She is NOT going to be late for this, her biggest sales presentation ever.
She looks at her Bulova leather-strap watch, a gift on her fifth anniversary with
the If You Have It, We Can Sell It ad agency. It’s 12:35 pm. Gleeful as a shark,
she practically sings, “Twenty-five minutes to glory.”
Northbound traffic is heavy. Jolene tries to squeeze through a yellow light,
but the car in front of her slows down, then floors it, leaving her stuck at the
red light. She bites her lip, drums the steering wheel, and looks at her iPad on
the passenger seat. A FLYN (funny little yellow note) is stuck to the screen,
LOTS OF LUCK-Keith. She lets go a rancorous, “Right.”
Jolene pushes her sunglasses up, pulls down the sun-visor, pops open the
mirror, and dabs at the lipstick in the corners of her mouth. She gives her hair a
little shake, then looks hard at herself. “You ARE going to do this. You WILL
make this sale. You will NOT let him spoil it.”
Jolene sees the opposing traffic light turn yellow, pulls her sunglasses
down, slaps the mirror shut, pushes the sun visor up, and inches into the
intersection. The red light goes green - she hits the gas.
***

Keith Coremann, late 50s, old-school, senior sales rep with the ad agency,
If You Have It, We Can Sell It, cruises along Sandusky Drive in his Cadillac
CTS-V. In the back seat is a 10 pound Affenpinscher.
:::Bark bark . . . bark bark bark . . . bark:::
Keith talks into the Cadillac’s Onstar, “Sorry about the barking. It’s a long
story. Sigh. You know - the wife, the dog, the vet. I’ll tell you about it later.
:::Bark bark bark:::
Anyway, I’m not worried about superstar, Jolene McKenzi. Little Miss
Shiny, with her Saks air of self-importance, is about to pitch to a bunch of
meat-and-potatoes-Midwestern hicks. Ha - no way she pulls this off. The
account and its commish are mine. I guarantee it.
:::Bark bark bark:::
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Look, Sweetie, I’ll stop by later.” He lowers his voice and leans forward
as if creating intimacy, “Then we can celebrate, if you know what I mean.” He
signs off with a small, libidinous smile.
:::Bark bark . . . bark bark bark:::
Keith looks into the rear-view mirror, shakes his head, checks the
dashboard clock, and grimaces. It’s 12:35 p.m. “Stupid, good-for-nothing,
stupid dog. Like I don’t have a million other things to think about.”
:::Bark . . . bark . . . bark bark:::
The Cadillac slows down at a yellow light.
:::Bark bark bark . . . bark bark bark . . . bark bark:::
Keith reaches back and takes a swipe at the puppy. “Shut-up, shut-up,
SHUT-UP.” The puppy chomps down on the sleeve of his Brooks Brothers and
begins a game of tug-of-war.
:::Grrrrr rrrrrr rrrrr::: Keith turns around, pushing deeper into the back of
his seat. “Let GO, you . . . .” His foot slips off the brake and hits the gas. His
horror is immediate.
***

Two airbags deploy, as Keith T-Bones Jolene into the oncoming traffic.
A BP fuel truck jumps the curb to avert a head-on collision.
Coming up behind the BMW, a Captain Hook’s Pizza Parlor delivery
truck pulls hard left, then brakes hard-hard-harder, swerving away from the
out-of-control fuel truck.
A youngster on a Suzuki GSX 1300R Hayabusa motorcycle - crotchrocket to most - veers to the right of Captain Hook’s truck, and attempts to
thread the needle between the Cadillac and an SUV frantically braking behind
it.
The fuel truck plows into car - after car - after car.
The Captain Hook’s pizza driver, seeing the fuel truck shoveling a
wreckage of cars toward him, slam-shifts into park and bails. Adorned with
a tricorn hat, an eye patch, a stuffed parrot sewn to his left shoulder, and a
plastic scimitar flopping at his side, the faux-pirate runs for his life.
The Hayabusa clears the Cadillac but pings the SUV. The bike skids and
smacks into a curb. The biker goes airborne, while his bike slides across the
sidewalk. Both end up planted in a flowerbed of daylilies, snapdragons, and
zinnias.
***

Back at the wreck, the airbags deflate.
Keith’s face hugs the window, his unfocused eyes stare toward the BMW.
Jolene cups her head, as if it were vibrating. “What the . . . .” She pans
from left to right, searching for clues. A fuel truck, bouncing and buckling,
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brutally forces its way past her. Across the street, traffic bumps and crunches to
a halt. There’s a Cadillac anchored to the side of her BMW, and there’s some
kid, catty-corner across the other side, lying next to a motorcycle in the middle
of an Oakridge Nursery flowerbed.
Then. Disbelief punches Jolene in the gut. Her eyes narrow as they are
drawn back to the Cadillac. Disbelief becomes rage. “YOU.”
***

The fuel truck, bending, grinding, and squealing flips onto its side as it
passes the BMW. The tank rips. Escaping fuel turns the street into a glistening
death trap. People abandon their jammed up vehicles, and run run run,
screaming and yelling, desperately putting distance between themselves and
death.
Jolene hears nothing - sees nothing. She shifts her narrowed eyes from the
Cadillac to the floor of the BMW where lies her sunglasses, shoulder bag, and
the iPad with the attached are-you-kidding-me-lots-of-luck FLYN. Her face
twists through a variety of emotions. She pops the seatbelt and grabs her stuff.
Jolene resolutely puts on the sunglasses, resolutely shoulders her way out
of the BMW, resolutely walks to the Cadillac, and resolutely jerks the door
open.
Keith slumps half way out, dangling in his seat belt. He’s clutching his
chest and breathing hard.
:::Bark bark bark . . . bark bark:::
Jolene is stuttering mad. “You . . . you . . .you.” Deep breath. “You would
actually do something like this to stop me.”
:::Bark bark bark . . . bark bark:::
“To keep me from the meeting I’ve spent six months, day and night,
preparing for.”
:::Bark bark:::
“The meeting you’ve spent six months trying to sabotage.”
:::Bark bark bark:::
“You are such a piece of . . . .” She looks into the back seat and sees the
whatever-kind-of-dog-it-is that’s doing all that barking. She cools a bit. “Bet
you’d like to get away from this dirt bag, too.”
:::Bark bark wag wag wag:::
Keith moans, “Nitro. Right coat pocket.”
Jolene turns back to him, her jaw line pulsing, reaches into his pocket
and pulls out a tiny brown bottle of nitroglycerin pills. She checks her watch:
12:51 p.m. She wedges the bottle into his tightly clutched hand, then pulls the
FLYN off her iPad, and smacks it to the top of his balding head. “Sorry, Keith,
but I’m in a hurry.”
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Jolene opens the back door, as her head swivels toward the flowerbed.
“Come on Puppy, you’re going with me.”
The puppy dances around her legs. :::Bark bark wag wag wag:::
***

The faux-pirate, out of danger, hands on knees, and gulping air, turns and
sees that Jolene, who looks like she’s helping someone, is in danger if the
truck explodes. He pushes the eye patch up, makes a quick deal with whoever
is in the sky, and begins huffing and puffing and running back.
The kid, a little dazed but unhurt, has his Hayabusa on its kickstand. He
does a walk around. Dented here and there, but overall, it seems okay. He
straddles it, turns the key, and after a couple of tries, the engine roars. Unaware
Jolene is marching his way, he does a fist pump.
Jolene taps the kid’s shoulder with her sunglasses. Startled, he turns and
looks into a pair of steely, double-barreled-shotgun eyes. Jolene flicks her head
to the left. The kid, zapped of free agency, obediently dismounts and steps
back. She reloads her sunglasses, mounts the crotch-rocket, stuffs the iPad into
her blouse, and pats the seat. Puppy jumps into her lap, and snuggles in.
:::Wag wag:::
Jolene signals the kid to come closer. From her bag, she pulls a business
card and thrusts it at him. Bewildered, he takes it and steps back again. Jolene
squeezes the clutch, downshifts, and - “Hang on, Puppy” - takes off like a sales
rep. late for a meeting.
:::Bark bark bark bark:::
***

The faux-pirate, nose in the crook of his arm to ward off the choking
fumes, is at the Cadillac. He sees Keith struggling for breath, and Jolene, on a
crotch-rocket, zigging and zagging through forsaken cars, and some kid on the
corner just standing there, reading something.
With what wind he has left, the faux-pirate yells, “Hey, KID, I could use
some HELP HERE,” then bends down, pops Keith’s seatbelt, and gently lets
him to the ground. He stands back up and gives it his all, “KID, hey, KID.
DOWN HERE. Need some HELP.”
The kid snaps out of it, turns toward the caller, understands, takes a quick,
last look at his bike disappearing, then races to the faux-pirate - who’s found
the little brown bottle and is putting a pill in Keith’s mouth.
The two manage to get Keith up and moving. “Let’sGoLet’sGoLet’sGo,”
the faux-pirate hoarsely screams. They run-drag, run-drag, run-drag Keith for
about a hundred yards when the faux-pirate, out of gas, stops, and the three
collapse to the ground. Wasted.
The kid pulls a yellow sticker off Keith’s head. “What’s this for?”
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Miraculously, the truck driver managed to drag himself to safety on the
other side. Beat-up and favoring one leg, in utter dismay, he leans against a
car, hands interlocked and resting on his head. He stares at his overturned
truck. His eyes squeeze tight, and his face bunches up, as it EXPLODES into a
bellowing ball of fire and smoke, tossing cars about like popcorn.
***

The clock on the wall marks the time at 12:59.47 pm.
Jolene McKenzi struts into the conference room, windblown hair out of
control, limping due to a missing heel, suit looking like a Goodwill gift, but wearing a world class smile.
The shuffling and talking stops. The M&P Midwesterners, eyes wide, give
her and each other a curious look.
Jolene carefully sets her iPad down, SLAPS both hands on the table and
looks straight into their wallets. “Ladies and gentlemen, what you see before
you is what your competition will look like after we roll out your new line.”
The room smiles.
Outside the closed door.
:::Bark bark. . . bark bark bark . . . bark:::

“I have come to believe that a great teacher is a great
artist and that there are as few as there are any other
great artists. Teaching might even be the greatest of the
arts since the medium is the human mind and spirit.”
— John Steinbeck
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Why I Write
Wendy Lundeen

Thanks to Shawnie Alley, I just realized
why I write. All along I thought I was writing
for myself, to purge my despair and sorrow. As
I discovered why I write today, I noticed I was
holding my breath. As she spoke at the Fine
Lines Summer Camp, I listened, intently. My mouth was open, and my eyes
were wide. I could FEEL it. The feeling of revelation washed over me, as I
revisited the poems I have written since January 3, 2008. Six and a half years!
I was stunned into a quiet calm, as the realization struck me.
Through my shallow breaths, the synapses were shorting out, as each
poem rushed along the dendrites in my brain. The connections were rapid fire,
as the truth became apparent in a split second! I write for my daughter! My
DAUGHTER!
She is losing her sons - her ONLY children. They are dying. I am
capturing their lives through writing. I am a witness to their existence on this
planet. I capture their joy and loving hearts.
As my daughter travels through each day with all the mundane tasks
of keeping the boys comfortable, bathed, fed, clothed and entertained, she
becomes a robot, as her schedule evolves into a routine. She has no time to
treasure the special moments. She is washing clothes and bedding, preparing
their meals, washing dishes, helping them with homework, driving them to
doctor appointments, swimming therapy, and infusions at the hospital. She
drives them to “play” baseball and to MD Camp. She orders and delivers
diapers.
She focuses on wheelchair repair, doctor assessments, exam results,
deciphering x-rays, and MRIs, and filling prescriptions. She spends countless
hours on the phone with secretaries, PAs, doctors, nurses and bath aides. The
boys need AFOs, hospital beds, and breathing machines. She must always be
proactive to assess their needs before they arise.
Melissa suffers, mightily. She must be exhausted, but she does not
complain. As a grandmother, more specifically a Yaya, I have the opportunity
to observe, absorb and listen. I finally exhaled! I am providing proof. I am
recording their lives, so when they are gone, my daughter will have testimony,
solemn as it may be. They LIVED. They LOVED. They were LOVED!
I write so my daughter can remember.
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Applied Geography
Vince McAndrew

Mile after mile
hour after hour
we are moving
through long undulating waves
of summer green earth
sculpted millennia ago
over this once-upon-a-time inland sea.
There is an inviting serenity
in experiencing the smoothly rounded
sand hills of northwest and north central Nebraska.
The land we live in molds our embrace of life,
opens and closes our eyes
to yes and no,
to colors, shapes, textures
to nuances of reality.
Our geography dictates more of our story
than we may know,
for better or for worse,
in good times and in bad
until we move away
or death do us part.

101

Fine Lines :: Autumn 2014

Lift Up Your Heart
John McKenna

Lift up your heart
for every year the silent snows
of yesterday slip away
as the world warms its voice
in a happy rush toward spring,
and as an icy drop collects
at every icicle tip,
so every wrathful word
gathers, pauses, and falls,
so icy discontent and pain
will fall to earth becoming rain.

“Here will we sit
and let the sounds of music creep in our ears.
Soft stillness and the night
become the touches of sweet harmony.”
— William Shakespeare
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BonBon, the Missing Cat
Blake McNeill

5 Years Ago . . .
It was just a simple day in Juniper City in 1995. Granny, a retired
librarian, and BonBon finished a walk around the block. Granny and her
cat were walking home to take their daily nap. Once they were fully asleep,
somebody broke into the house and took their television, knitting set, Granny’s
teeth (not really sure why), and, if things couldn’t get any worse, the robber
took BonBon, too! Granny woke up and began calling her cat, not realizing
what happened. Once BonBon didn’t come, she started to worry and started
looking for her beloved friend.
2 Years Later . . .
Two years later, Granny still couldn’t find BonBon and was terribly
worried about what happened to him. She decided the only way to find
BonBon was to become a detective. She also needed a day job in case she saw
the thief at the workplace, so she decided to get a part-time job in the library.
Though she knew what danger she was getting into, she was still dedicated to
finding her one and only living friend.
3 Years Later . . . The Final Year
It is the year 2000, and the only clue Granny found is that BonBon is
located at a warehouse. Sadly, whenever she goes there to see if he is there, the
warehouse is always empty. It’s hard for Granny to believe that just five years
ago she and her cat were having the perfect life before the burglar came to ruin
everything.
Just when she thought she would never find her cat, Granny goes to
the warehouse again. She checks inside, and sees BonBon on a chair all by
himself. Although she thought she was safe, she was wrong. Before she can
grab the cat, a heavy cage falls and traps BonBon inside. Granny can’t lift it.
She still tries to pick up the cage, and hears strange laughter in the background.
She quickly looks behind her and sees a man wearing a black cloak. He
speaks a foreign language, but Granny knows what he is saying because she
once read a book about a village of people who speak that same language. She
translated as fast as she could.
She realized he said, “I have been watching you for many years, and I
grew irritated of how close you and your cat were with each other. That feeling
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took me over one day, and that’s why I stole your cat. I’m not sure why I stole
your teeth, but that doesn’t matter. You are never going to see your cat again!”
The man quickly ran away and drove off in his car with BonBon. Granny
started following him on her high-speed motorized wheelchair. His car stalled,
and he tried running off, but granny bumped him down. She got frustrated with
him and started attacking him the only way she could, Granny style. She began
beating him with her purse which was loaded with books until he gave up.
She took BonBon and drove home with him, pleased to get him back.
They continue their regular schedule with a more careful eye, of course, and
will live happily to the end of their days.
That was the story of how Granny saved BonBon. The lesson to be
learned (and the burglar’s lesson, too) is: never mess with Granny and her
BonBon.

Owl :: Oliver Hellowell
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My Adoption
Grace Merritt

I was born on November 9, 1996, in Jiangxi
province in the People’s Republic of China.
It was in July of 1997, when I met my father
and grandmother for the first time. I was eight
months old and had never seen a male before, let
alone ever been held by one. In the next ten days after meeting my new family,
they spent most of the time processing paperwork and information so it was
possible for me to fly back to my new home in Lincoln, Nebraska. As it is now
likely inferred, I am adopted. I am unsure of the exact reasoning behind why
I was put up for adoption, but I believe that it was either due to China’s one
child policy or the fact that Asian parents preferred males over females. All I
know is I was left behind a factory. Luckily for me, I was found by someone
and ended up with the adoption agency. Although I have no knowledge of the
identity of the person who just happened to find me, I am forever grateful they
did.
After the long flight from China to the United States, my dad, grandma,
and I were greeted by my mom, grandpa, and older brother. My older brother,
Josh, was adopted from Lincoln, and my mom was actually there for his birth.
Since adopting a baby from China is a long process, they began to lose hope
on getting me. As a backup plan, my parents signed up to adopt locally. It
was like growing up with a twin because Josh’s birthday happened to be 8
days before mine. My parents never treated me differently than Josh. I was
just a daughter and a sister; it did not matter to my family if I was or was not
the same nationality as them. Being adopted was the best thing that has ever
happened to me and I do not regret a thing. However, being adopted has forced
me to face many challenges in my life.
My childhood had not been anything other than that of a “normal”
American childhood. I participated in every sport possible, went to baseball
games with my dad, and had snowball fights in the winter with Josh. I do
not remember people making a big deal out of the fact that I was a Chinese
girl living with an all-Caucasian family, at least not in a negative way. If the
subject of my adoption was brought up, most of the time people would react in
a positive way. I can recall times when my family and I would be eating dinner
at a restaurant, and young couples would come up to us to ask questions about
the adopting process. Some people were thirsty for information about me and I
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began to think that being adopted was special and unique.
Problems started arising when my family and I moved to Omaha,
Nebraska. My brother and I were in third grade when we transferred to Millard
Public Schools. Everyone wants to be friends with the new kids in grade
school, so it was almost immediately that we had endless amounts of new
pals. With having so many friends comes a lot of drama. Within a couple of
months, that drama came with full force. I can remember one incident like it
was yesterday. This girl thought I “stole” one of her friends, so she came up
to me on the playground and told me, “Go back to your country because you
are unwanted here.” I was only 8 years old, and I did not understand what she
meant by this insult. Since I have been raised in a family that could not care
any less if I were Asian or not, I never gave much thought into how strange my
family must look to people from on the outside looking in.
When I was younger, I did not understand people’s insults toward my
nationality, nor did I care about their opinion. Josh, on the other hand, did
let people’s opinions bother him. This became a problem when we both hit
the age of twelve. My brother talked to me one night, and in the nicest way
possible, he said that he wished to not be seen in public with me any longer.
He mentioned this because someone had asked if we were dating and this
embarrassed him. Josh continued to assume that everyone thought we were a
couple when we were together. In his mind, the best way to solve this was to
not be seen with me at all. His feelings of embarrassment escalated to the point
where he did not like being around me even when we were with our parents,
as it attracted many stares from random strangers. Even though Josh was also
adopted, he looked as if he could pass as my parents’ biological son. With
this in mind, I began to understand why he felt the way he did. What I did not
understand was why he let that get to him, when it did not bother me at all.
I took what Josh said to heart and started paying attention to how other
people reacted when seeing me with my family. I understood how awkward
Josh was feeling after I started noticing what he noticed. I was used to people
in Lincoln seeing us, showing interest, and coming up to my parents to ask
questions about adopting. People in Lincoln treated my family as if we were
unique, but not people in Omaha. In Omaha, I felt like a zoo animal.
I noticed how at the grocery store little children would tug on their mom’s
hand, then point at me. The moms would pick their child up and whisper
something, causing the children to quickly turn away. After that, every place
my family and I went, I became aware of people who stared. Seeing this made
me very uncomfortable. I was unsure of why strangers continued staring at us,
but it made sense to assume they were staring at us because of me. Since all
of my family members are Caucasian, I stick out when I am with them. This
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is when I started to become more and more insecure about myself. I started
to wonder what it would be like for my family if I looked like them. Would
people still stare? Would it make Josh feel more comfortable if I looked like I
was his biological sister? These thoughts began to flood my brain. I tried my
best not to let this bother me like it did my brother, but not letting this get to
me was difficult.
High school years are said to be either the best time of a person’s life or
the most brutal. For me, I am still in progress of making that decision. There
have been times where I could not wait to go to school, and other times where
I dreaded it. I did not dread school because of the learning, but because of the
people that made it difficult to focus on learning. I had my fair share of peers
giving me a hard time about being Asian. My peers would compare me to
the stereotypes about Asians as I walked by, made fun of my eyes, and even
spoke to me in broken English. I thought these people would grow out of this
immature stage and stop with the harassments, but to this day I still receive
racist comments from peers. Sometimes I would forget that I was Asian
because when I am in the comforts of my own home, I do not get treated how
some students at school treat me. Now, I am reminded that I am Asian almost
every day through negative comments in which my peers feel necessary to
share with me.
My sophomore year of high school was the year I decided to stop being
the victim. In English class, the teacher assigned group projects that were to be
completed and presented at the end of the class. One group had drawn people
on their poster board, and these drawings happened to be colored in yellow.
When seeing the group’s poster, the instructor stopped the group in the middle
of their presentation. He turned to the group and questioned, “Who was the
one to draw the people?” My friend, Sara, answered his question in a confused
tone. “I did,” she said. The instructor chuckled and continued, “How come
you decided to make the people Asian?” By the middle of the question, he
had turned to look at me. This question did not seem like a question directed
toward Sara at all, but an insult directed toward me instead. Being the only
Asian in the classroom, I felt everyone nervously turn to me to see how I
would react. Everyone remained dead silent. I never broke eye contact with
my teacher as I got out of my desk and stood up. Judging by the annoying
smirk he held on his face, it seemed like he was pleased that I caught on to his
insult. Everyone in that classroom, including him, could not wait to hear what
I had to say about it.
I tried my best to be civil, but my teacher continued to compare my skin
color to the color of the people on Sara’s poster. He insisted that it was a
proven fact that everyone called Asians yellow because yellow is the color of
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every Asian’s skin. I began to tell him why this was an opinion instead of a
fact, but I found myself arguing with a brick wall. No matter what I told this
man, his opinion did not change. Instead of wasting any more of my time and
arguing further, I walked out of the classroom to report him to the office. After
reporting this situation to the office, I did not hear anything else besides the
office was “very sorry” this happened to me. The teacher was riding out his
10 year contract with the school and that year was his last. This was still no
excuse for how he behaved. Having the office disregard what happened still
did not take away my feeling of accomplishment. This was the first time I
confronted someone to tell him or her that what he or she was saying was not
okay, and it felt good to stand up for myself.
My adoption has forced me to face multiple challenges in my life that I
have had to overcome. It can definitely be said that I lost my confidence and
self-worth through these experiences, but it can also be said that I found my
confidence and self-worth through these same experiences. I had previously
mentioned that when I was younger, I believed being adopted was special and
unique. Looking back at this, I have come to the sad conclusion that I was a
stronger person when I was young. I was stronger because I was oblivious to
the negative people in life, and paid attention to the ones who also thought
my adoption was special and unique. It is now apparent to me that I need to
stop letting other people’s thoughts and actions control my own thoughts and
actions in order to truly be the best I can be. Please do not misunderstand me.
I am proud to be American, and a Chinese American at that. I’m proud of the
challenges I have overcome to get to these conclusions, and would not trade
my life for anything. Most of all, I am proud of who I am and who I have
become.
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Your Eyes
Madi Meyer

the stars
the skies
my tears
your eyes
seeing you
makes my heart soar
watching her
I’m as low as the floor
our fate together was nothing by tragic
the longer we were - the less of the magic
the stars
the skies
my tears
your eyes
down the halls
our walking feet
empty souls
and empty streets
pain-filled smiles
heart-felt words
emotions for miles
‘t was all absurd
the stars
the skies
my tears
your eyes
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our love was black
the pain was white
our passion was golden
our future bright
then she stepped in
such a horrible blow
she took your hand
you just had to let go
the stars
the skies
my tears
your eyes
she stole your heart
messed up your head
leaving me behind
lying there - dead
I sit and wait
for your changing mind
praying you’d be here
just one more time
the stars
the skies
my tears
your eyes
but you never came
while I sit and cry
through lifeless days
and restless nights
I’ll sit and wait
my cheeks never dry
as I ponder and debate
the thoughts of mine
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the stars
the skies
my tears
your eyes

Camel Shadow :: Tricia Schmidt
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The View from the Bandstand
Bob Miller

Roy and Edna ran a tight ship. My parents
lived on a pristine Burt County farmstead. They
were crop-rotating, tilling-right-up-to-the-roadditch farmers. Their crop rows were straight
and their fences were tight. It was year around
work from sunrise to sunset, and their hands were never idle. We children,
indentured by birth, provided the slave labor (or so we thought) needed so this
farm could hum along and things could get done on time.
There were no frivolous purchases such as pleasure horses for riding or
AKC registered dogs. Our dogs were working dogs who barked when someone
came on our property. Along with the cats, they kept the varmint population
down. In other words, every living and breathing creature on our farm either
worked or was eaten.
We were “hopelessly Lutheran” (in the true Garrison Keillor sense of the
word). We were no-nonsense and duty-bound. We never “put on airs,” and we
never ate out. Fast food was a slice of minced ham sandwiched between two
buttered slices of Wonder bread. Our recreation was rural, rigid, and rationed.
I saw my first movie when my fifth grade class was bused to Tekamah to view
the afternoon matinee of, what else, “The Ten Commandments.”
So you can imagine how shocked I was when my parents said yes to my
former band instructor’s invitation for their 14-year-old eldest son to sit in with
his dance band to play for a wedding dance in Randolph, Nebraska. How he
convinced my parents this was a good idea, I will never know.
I never experienced anything like this first-hand. I had watched the small
group of dancers in front of the band on Lawrence Welk’s television show, but
this was different. The Randolph dancers danced with a reckless abandon, and
the bandstand was the best seat in the house. I watched raucous polkas, elegant
waltzes, lots of two-step numbers – and then there was swing. How I loved to
watch people swing. It was indeed an eye-opening experience for me. People
were socializing, and they seemed to be having the time of their lives.
I liked the idea people were dancing to the music we were producing. I
loved being a part of this. I felt pride in the fact that I was with a group of men
who provided the entertainment which was the impetus in creating this joy and
merriment. Also, during the breaks and at intermission, I noticed the members
of the band were like celebrities as they mingled easily with the crowd. These
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were my guys, at least for the evening, and I reveled in my association with
them.
I got home around 2:30 a.m. with a new ten dollar bill in my pocket. As
I lay in bed recounting all that happened, I thought about what a grand day it
had been. Now - I had real prospects.

Hamilton Sandwich :: Loren Logsdon
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Don’t Clip Your Wings
Kori Miller

As the host of “Back Porch Writer,” the
show for writers, about writers, and writing, I
have the pleasure of learning from an amazing
variety of writers, editors, publishers, marketing,
and publicity experts. After over a year of
interviews, I can tell you that they all have one piece of advice in common: Go
after what you want. No one can do it for you. Is it easy? No. Is it necessary?
That depends how hungry you are.
The one thing that distinguishes a published writer (self/indie or
traditionally) from an unpublished one, is a burning desire to make something
happen. That burning desire is the same thing that drives successful
entrepreneurs, the street hustler, and if you have young children, their
insatiable need to find answers to everything or focus intently on creating
something. For creative kids it’s often the cardboard box that cool toy you
bought them came in, not the toy itself. It’s not luck. Sure, luck has something
to do with it, but it’s not the key ingredient.
Ask yourself this one question: How high are your expectations for
yourself? If you’ve never watched Stand and Deliver, do it. Now. Well, not
now, now. Finish reading this post first. Jaime Escalante said it best. Check out
this clip: https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=1aD-hfcFt2w.
Your desire to write and to publish must be stronger than your fear
of rejection/failure. Rejection is nothing more than one editor, or agent’s,
subjective opinion about the salability of your work. It’s not necessarily a
reflection of the quality of your work. A quick Google search yields a great
list of literary giants who received numerous rejections from agents and
publishers.
Let’s not forget one very important detail: publishing no longer belongs
in the hands of The Big Publishers. The publishing landscape is changing
daily. Check out “Author Earnings.” You and your potential readers are in the
driver’s seat.
Fifty Shades of Grey started as fan fiction. Whether you like the book or
not, the author’s desire sent the series soaring. No successful entrepreneur
or street hustler puts all his eggs in one basket. Diversification is important.
Now, more than ever, you have the unique opportunity to take control of your
writing life -- if you have the desire. You are the sculptor. Do you wake up
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ready to go after it? If you answered no, then you’ve clipped your wings.
How can you increase your desire? Try the following:
• Make and post a list of rewards for accomplishing your goals.
• Observe other successful people (in and out of your field.)
• Clip pictures that remind you of your goals. Post them where you can see
them.
• Visualize yourself interviewed about your books. Oprah? The Today
Show?
• Use affirmations.
I’m sure there are other ideas. Post your suggestions in the comments, and
if you’d like to be a guest on “Back Porch Writer” or write a post for the site,
shoot me a message (miller.kori.d@gmail.com). I’d love to hear your ideas!

William Woodsworth’s Gardens :: David Martin
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Uncertainty

Alycia Mordaunt
Grasping for a feeling
Of which the name escapes
In hopes I’m not alone
These emotions seem unknown
When I look inside I see the pain
On the outside though it’s not the same
Covering the bad with fake happiness
Scared for the day when my facade is put to the test
My thoughts whirl around deep in my head
The shame that they bring is left unsaid
Does anyone love the girl inside me?
The girl that no one can truly see
The child left alone, scared in the dark
Where demons hid and left their mark
A child alone walking the long road home
Snatched away to places unknown
The sad-eyed girl with no hope left
Thinking that she’s failed life’s only test
At night - the darkness completely surrounds
A place to me that sometimes astounds
For in the dark my strength is tempted
Forgetting surrender has been accepted
This power lies deep down inside
No one looks, so there it hides
Deep down in the darkest of dark
This is where all the haunting starts
The battle royal of good and bad
But the fight has been fought and victory had
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I Am an Astronaut
Owen Morrow

I am an astronaut.
In my regular life I am just another person.
But at Fine Lines, I am an astronaut.
I am an astronaut.
Writing is like space,
They both have no start, no end, and no limits.
No one understands or owns every part of them,
or can contain their beauty.
I am an astronaut.
Each piece of paper is a new world, and
My pen is my spaceship,
The ink is fueling whatever adventure I want.
I am an astronaut.
Each one of my peers is a star, and
Each one is unique,
But in the end, I admire all of them.
I am an astronaut.
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How to Sing
Will Morrow

Prologue:
Last night, I was on YouTube looking for
something to write about, since YouTube is full
of things. I came across a video called, “How
to Sing” by a person named Ryan Higa. Here’s
what I watched.
“Hi. I’m Ryan Higa, your music coach and vocal-stog-i-lizer. Now, no
matter how much you think you can sing, or you think you can’t, you can’t.
But by the end of this lesson you can sound like anyone famous. You’re
welcome.
Lesson 1: 2 Chains
Think of any tough guy with a huge chain. Now double that. That’s how
tough you gotta be. But you have to rap about blatantly obviously things.
Here’s an example.
‘I’m in the kitchen, yams everywhere.
‘I bought this cool lamp ‘cause it is a cool lamp.’
‘I’m different, yeah, I’m different.’
Yes, those are real lyrics from the 2 Chain’s songs.
NEXT!
Lesson 2: Every country song
Try to imitate a buzzer at a basketball game. Then talk like you’re going
through puberty. Then put those together. Boom. Country music.
Lesson 3: Foreign songs
If you wanna sing like a Jamaican artist, just hit random things
on your keyboard and say what you hit. Example: OnOff OnOff!
VolumeUpDownUpdown, that’s a da way! Cellomode Cellomode! (Tip: If you
want to sound like you know the lyrics to a song, just make up lyrics that you
know are not right but sound like the real lyrics. Here’s an example of that for
the song “Lights”.
‘You turn the LIGHTS out, then you turn them BACK ON,
shining like it’s a LIGHT!)
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Lesson 4: Beyonce
To sound like Beyonce, you juWait. You can’t.
She just has natural God-given talent.
Ehh. Whatever.
See how easy it is? Thank you for watching on “How to Sing.” If it didn’t
work, don’t sing. Ever. Again. You’ll be thanking me later.”

Pop Cans :: Kenton Knapp
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Hard to Be Small
Clara Murphy

“Welcome to the Size Buyer!”
It was time to start computer class. I was so
bored of my size that I spend hours a day playing
Size Buyer. “Lacey, do the right work NOW!”
That was Mrs. Worly, the meanest teacher in all
of Parkeville.
“Mrs. Worly, I need help. It won’t let me log in,” said Milly, who also
disliked her size and Mrs. Worly.
“No Milly,” I whispered. Now Mrs. Worly was on top of us.
“No talking you two,” Mrs. Worly growled. “Now Milly, you got yo---”
The bell interrupted Mrs. Worly. Saved by the bell, I thought. It was hard
being the smallest kid in seventh grade; as a matter of fact, I was the smallest
girl in Parkville Middle School. Next period was lunch. “Urg!” Milly struggled
to cut the hard frozen mac and cheese.
“Worst class ever,” I said to Milly. You could now hear the cracking of the
mac and cheese in Milly’s mouth.
Then Billy walked up. “Hi Penny, Lacey.”
Then the bell rang. “Wow saved be the bell again. I’m lucky today,” I
thought.
“See you tomorrow Lacey,” Milly yelled to me as she walk the other way.
“Nice clothes, Lacey,” said Miria. Then she walked away laughing. I have
to admit I looked sort of stupid. My backpack was tightened all the way so that
the straps hung till it hit my feet. My pants were torn from that day when the
kickball team tackled me to the ground. My shirt was the worst of all. I’m so
small my shirt was for a 5th grader. It had a picture of a My Little Ponies on it
and said FRIENDSHIP IS MAGIC in big, bold letters. So when I got home I
ran to my room, got on my computer and went straight to Size Buyer.
Size Buyer is a game where you can play games and win points. If you get
100 points you can ask to grow 1 inch. I played Size Buyer till dinner. “Now
eat you veggies,” my mom said. I ate as slowly as possible. When I got done
I did my homework, took a shower, and went to bed. I love to sleep. I have
dreams about Size Buyer and being big. It is like “Heaven in my mouth” but in
my head.
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Worst Day Ever
“Now then, please open your books to page 198 everyone,” said Mr.
Dooper.
Mr. Dooper was my favorite teacher. Most kids did not like him because
he was all about math. “Mr. Doope, can we call you Mr. Diaper?” laughed
Miria.
“Hey, stop it!” I yelled. “He might like math, but he is still human.
Science proved that.”
“Like I care, Lacey,” retorted Miria.
RING, the bell rang. Next class was P.E. that I hated so much. “OK, today
we are playing half the class against the other half,” said Mr. Witchy. “Miria,
you are on the left team, and Lacey, you on the right team.”
“Great, just great. On the team opposite of Miria,” I said to myself.
“OK, first team to five points wins,” said Mr. Witchy. “OK…GO!”
Lilly ran down the court with the ball.
OH NO! Miria was getting ready to what we call “pounce.” I ran toward
Miria, my hands out ready to serve and protect. Then there was a bump and
I fell on top of Miria. Then I could hear SLOSH as the ball went through the
hoop. “HELP! HELP! I HAVE A PIG ON ME!” Miria shouted.
I stood up and held out my hand ready to help Miria up, but to my surprise
she batted my hand away. So to make a long game short, the rest of the baskets
went as smooth as that one. All but the last one. I ran right in front of Lilly,
who once again had gotten the ball. Then, Miria threw something in front of
me. All I remember was I tripped over the object and felt the cold floor on my
head, then everything went black.
“I’m So Sorry”
“Wh-what happened?” I asked.
I heard BEEP BEEP around me. “Now, quiet, dear,” said a nurse. The
nurse hesitated. “You…um, how do I say it nicely,” murmured the nurse.
“You got a concussion!” blurted someone else. I looked to my side. It was
Miria. “I’m so sorry!” Miria wailed.
“I’m Nurse Patty. You can call me Pat, dear,” said the nurse.
“Where am I?” I asked in a questioning voice.
“You’re at the hospital dear,” Nurse Patty said. “Don’t panic. Breathe.”
I couldn’t help it. The beeping got faster, and my heart-rate got faster. “Now
Lacey, calm down,” Patty said.
“What happened?” I asked again.
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“You don’t remember?” Patty asked, then looked over at Miria.
“I threw a rock in front of you,” Miria began, “then you fell to the ground,
your face slammed to the floor.” Miria seemed to be struggling not to cry.
“Now, dear, let’s hear the rest of the story,” said Nurse Patty.
“OK. Mr. Witchy tried to make you wake up. When he couldn’t, he called
the hospital and now you’re here,” finished Miria, who was now sniffling like
a mad woman.
“Well time to go.” Nurse Patty hesitated. “Miria, was it?” Miria nodded.
“Let’s let Lacey here sleep.”
“OK,” answered Miria. As Miria walked out, she mouthed over her
shoulder, “I’m so sorry.”
The Land of the Living
“The doctor at the front desk says you can leave tomorrow,” said Miria,
excitedly.
“I can’t wait to go home and see mom and dad,” I said.
Then Nurse Patty walked in. “Did you get the news dear?” she asked.
“Yes. Wonderful, isn’t it?” answered the duty nurse.
“I’ll start to pack up your things, dear,” said Nurse Patty. I nodded my
approval. “Let’s let Lacey here get some last minute snoozing,” which is how
Nurse Patty said sleeping or napping.
“OK, bye Lacey,” said Miria. Nurse Patty turned off the light, closed the
door, and started to walk away. I was very tired but felt wide awake, but no
matter how I felt I was still tired. So I was asleep in less than five minutes.
“Time to go, dear,” said Nurse Patty.
“I’m so glad you’re OK, Lacey,” said Miria.
“Me too,” I answered.
“You leave in five minutes,” said Nurse Patty.
Then the doctor popped his head in. “Before you go I need to give you
one last quick checkup,” he said. “Say ahhhh.” I did what he said, not to
mention said what he said to say. “Ok you’re fine to go now,” the doctor finally
said.
“Oh dear, it’s so good to see you. Healthy that is,” said my mom as I
walked out.
“Um, Lacey, I know I’ve always hated you and all, but now that you’re
OK, would you like to come over to my house?” asked Miria.
I looked at my mom. It felt good to ask for approval instead of giving it.
My mom nodded a slow but approving nod.
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“Yay!” said Miria. “We can play with my tea set and my dolls and my
make-up.” Miria was almost bouncing off the walls with excitement.
“OK, I’ll go home and get my things then meet you in the park,” I
answered.
“OK, see ya later, bye,” said Miria.
“Bye.”
Good Night
“Wow, this is going to be so fun,” Miria stopped bouncing. “Have you
met Mickey?” I shook my head no. “Oh. Well, she is new so I invited her too,
OK?”
“OK, as long as she isn’t going to bounce off the walls like you,” I joked.
We both laughed. Then in a more stern voice I said “No, seriously, will she
bounce off walls?” We both laughed even harder. Then there was silence as a
miserable looking girl dressed in old clothes walked into the room.
Miria was instantly by her side. “Mickey, this is my friend Lacey,” Miria
paused, “The girl I told you about.”
“Wait, wait, wait, you mean the Lacey, the one you are always talking
about?” the girl asked like she was a little sister idolizing her older sister.
“Yes, Mickey, THE Lacey.”
Mickey walked up to me and started to ask me questions about the
hospital and such sorts. “Is it scary or creepy or nice or is i….”
I interrupted Mickey. “Slow down!” I said. “It was nice and cozy if you
ask me.” I had managed to say a word, finally.
“Lacey I’m glad you’re OK,” Miria’s mom hesitated. “Miria and I have
talked about that.” I gave her a nod of approval. “Well, girls, time for bed.”
We all got into our sleeping bags. Miria’s mom turned off the light. When
we were sure Miria’s mom was out of earshot, we started to talk again. “I
heard that if there is a sleepover with more than 2 people, then a monster will
come and kill them,” said Mickey.
My eyes fluttered. “Lacey, you OK?” asked Miria.
“Just tired. I think we should sleep,” I answered.
“OK, since Lacey was just in the hospital, we should do what she says.” I
know that Miria did not want to, but she said this. “We should all sleep,” said
Miria. So we all lay down, closed our eyes, and waited for sleep to fall upon
us. I was the last to fall asleep, but finally I closed my eyes.
“Goodnight,” I said in a whisper. “Goodnight.”
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In My Lunch
Satori Pettit

I wonder what
I need to know.
What’s in there?
What is in my lunch?
I bet there’s a parfait…
A whole plate of chocolate pie!
What about that wedding cake?
I hope there’s some watermelon.
Oh! The bell rang!
The teachers herd us down the hall.
I open it up.
What IS that?
It looks like broccoli stew.
EWW!

“There are years that ask questions
and years that answer.”
— Zora Neale Hurston
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I Never Knew…I Knew
Michelle Phillips

I never knew if this time would come,
If we’d be blessed this special way.
We’d all but given up our dream
Of having a little one someday.
I never knew if I’d have the chance
To hear my baby’s cry,
To kiss an owie far away,
To dry a tear-stained eye.
I never knew when our friends had kids
If we would do the same,
Hear “It’s a…” in the hospital room,
See “Mommy and Daddy” become our names.
That day in the doctor’s office,
Your daddy gave my forehead a kiss,
I gripped his hand and said to him,
“I never knew if we’d get to do this.”
Then we saw you, tiny, on that screen.
From that moment on we knew.
An exciting time lay ahead of us,
A family of three from two.
And then I knew you, little one.
From the flutters to the kicks.
Knew your sleeping and your rising,
Knew your flips and crazy tricks.
I knew you, little peanut,
A reality, not just a maybe,
Knew you are part of us.
Our precious one, our little baby.
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Feel the Love
Ambun Pratami

Feel the love, feel the full moon
shining upon you
You tighten your grasp on her hand
and she does too
Feel the love, feel the wind blows on your favor
Your vein tingled and you close your eyes to savor
Feel the love, feel the passion burning inside you and setting you on fire
You can no longer contain your restless heart and its desire
Feel the love, feel the emotion in her eyes and the taste of her lips
She can’t breathe without you and you won’t let any moment slip
Feel the love, feel the prayer she utters for the dawn to come sooner
She’s anxious to see your face and to hold your gaze forever
Feel the love, feel the ache in her chest at every pain you swallow
Even though down to hell you go, she promised she’ll follow
Feel the love, feel the frustration in her tears and the plea in her anger
No, she’s not mad at you she just wished she was stronger
Feel the love, feel how much she pines for you when you’re gone
She’s dying to climb over a mountain and swim across the ocean
Feel the love, feel your body dance as the music starts
Around and around you spin, you are willing to do all it takes to act your part
Feel the love, feel the magic spell and the static in the air all around
Smell the intoxicating fragrance and listen to the melodic sound
Feel the love, feel the celebration and the feast of romance
You are meant to be her man as she’s destined to be your woman
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Autumn
John Reel

In autumn nature is calming
So beautiful and peaceful
An ancient slumber is held
All say farewell
Till spring come again
Days of energy now slow
Coming slower and slower
‘Til the earth is at rest
Winter comes and all sleep.

Neligh Drive-In Memories :: Kristy Stark Knapp
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I Don’t Have Much Time
Hannah Robinson

I don’t have much time, dear,
My life is slowly slipping
Please bring the candle near
So my warmth will be unending
Ah! What should I say to you
To end my final days?
Ahh! hurry, child!
My life is slipping, do with what you will
To uplift, not raze
I’d like to tell you I love you
And you mean so much to me
I will always love you
Even to the point when you come to heaven with me
Don’t be too hard on yourself,
Dear one,
Don’t blame yourself for my death
‘cause I’d rather have you live a happy life
and feeling guilty the whole way through
isn’t for the best
And - oh!
How I want the best for you!
Grow strong and live the best
Find out who you are
Your life will do the rest
I don’t have much time
Dear one
My slumber is drawing nearer
Please excuse my coughs, little one,
I’m stronger than I appear
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Now, my love,
I want you to know,
When you are on your death bed
Just like me,
Tell your child or children you love them
Tell them everything
Of how you’re grateful
They were born
And how perfect they each are
And tell them you will love them
Wherever you are, even if you are far
I don’t have much time, I’m afraid
My death is slowly coming
My child! I love you
And saying that is worth waiting
Oh! Dear child!
I can see the heavens above!
I feel like I’m floating!
Through this heavenly alcove.
Just remember - child, though I’m leaving
I will always . . .
I will always . . .
I will always . . .
Love you
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Wrestler’s Outlook
Esmeralda Rodriguez

Finger nails clipped, ankle bands taped,
all these emotions,
that can cause an explosion!
I’m on deck,
I’m a nervous wreck.
I hold my headgear,
with a little bit of fear.
“Oh my gosh, what is that?!”
My thoughts scream out as I step onto the wrestling mat.
The crowd roared as I felt the pressure to win,
but to win,
I had to pin.
My opponent’s back
is on the cold, hard wrestling mat.
The ref blows the whistle and raises my arm
because I had won.
To my side is the coach,
I promise him that I will try to reach the top,
no matter what, I will not stop.
“Thanks, coach, for being my inspiration.
You are my greatest motivation.”
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This Old House
Bryan Rutan

From my bedroom in the basement I could
hear their arguments. Screaming matches about
one of them doing too much drinking or not
making enough money. Lying in the darkness
clutching a pillow over my ear to drown out the
sound of shouting, I would wait. Wait for the front door to slam, the force of
which would shake the walls of the house so much that my poorly-hung poster
of Michael Jordan would fall off the wall, exposing the drywall patch that
had been sanded down but never painted over. Afterwards, days would go by
where I wouldn’t even think they saw each other and there was an empty spot
at the dinner table. “Dad had to work late,” my mom would say, half believing
her own lie. Then, suddenly, it was over and things were civil again. Nothing
fixed, just mended – another layer of drywall spackle spread over an everwidening hole.
The unfinished repairs in my bedroom were a microcosm of the condition
of the rest of the house. The yellowing, crumbling stucco of the exterior walls
signaled the decay. The cracked, gray cement steps leading to the front door
were hardly functional and gave way to a front yard that had long ago lost its
battle against the ugliness of the weeds.
Inside the house, the oak cabinets my dad had crafted by hand for our
front room lined the wall beneath the windows. When they were first installed,
they filled the room with the smell of wood glue and varnish and, for a time,
they stood as monuments of pride for my dad. But the golden hue of the oak
cabinets was out of place amongst the dated red mahogany of the rest of the
wood features in the house, and it didn’t take long before they were covered
in dust and filled with unused things. On top were the houseplants my mom
intermittently gave attention to. The occasional waterings and bevy of sunlight
that poured in through the vinyl blinds were just enough to help them survive,
but were never enough for them to flourish.
Through the rest of the house, the unfinished projects that filled the spaces
underscored the prevailing feeling that things would never really be fixed.
Like the rust-colored brick backsplash in the kitchen my dad had spent hours
measuring, leveling, and grouting. For a brief time, it breathed life back into
the outdated appliances and fading blue linoleum floor. The finishing touches,
however, would never be made, and the project was brushed aside – something
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to be dealt with later.
Complacency turned to neglect and the structural integrity of the house
began to suffer. A sagging ceiling in the shower finally succumbed to being
ignored and collapsed completely. Years of temporary solutions resulted in
permanent problems, and the house was crumbling at its foundation. It wasn’t
until years later, when the divorce was final, and the house was sold that things
were finally fixed.

William Woodsworth’s Home :: David Martin
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I Am

Matthew Salfity
My name is Matthew, with a double T
And there are a few things you should know
about me.
I’m smart, honest and kind.
Those are a few traits of mine.
I like math, science, and reading.
I’m also good at leading.
I’m a boy, musician and student.
And I’m also very prudent.
Safety is my number one concern.
Without it I could never learn.
I like to watch the Colbert Report.
Never finding it to be a bore,
My favorite commercial is Old Spice
It’s an old classic and it’s very nice.
In closing, I would like to say
This is the end, Hip-hip-hooray!

“What is now proved was once only imagin’d.”
— William Blake
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Again

James M. Salhany
Smoke flowed
By the current
Of breath,
A remnant
Of inhalation.
An open window
Vacuumed the poison
From the air,
That poison
Which did not bind
To beating cilia,
While the beat slowed
From the remainders.
Ever so slow,
Leading
To a cough
And another
And then another.
But the pack
Was not empty
And one drink
Or two,
Or ten,
Caused the act
To start over
And over
And over
Again.
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Black Bird

Jennifer Howe Salzwedel
I am the raven, dipped in ink
dark enough to cover your hair.
When you think you want to be the night,
you turn toward me,
line your eyes the color of my beak,
circle your wrists in rags.
You weigh your feet with combats,
too heavy to ever fly.
You think you’re ready
to slip into the alley,
to take someone on
but really
you are screaming.
It takes only one lurking shadow
and the eyeliner oozes down your cheeks
like a river of tar,
eager to converge with the street.
You shout.
You have been wronged.
“No one understands.”
I stand. Still.
Atop the fence post,
far from the alley,
the wind splits itself around my dress.
I know the difference.
I am the tobacco-colored queen
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who bears the stain of our hurt,
embodies the strength of our weaknesses.

Matching Manes :: DiEtte Henderson
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Shift

Cathy Samuelson
I’m in my bliss. Inspiration is all around me.
When not, if I shift, just shift.
Breathing in through the back of my heart,
I exhale through the front pouring forth with
unabashed glee.
What might come? What might I say if I let it?
There’s no one here to judge when I touch this place.
I breathe in through the back of my heart.
I exhale through the front, and I can hear
there is a lullaby.
Is it Grandma’s gentle; “ hhmmmm hhmmmm, hhmmmm hmmmm”?
Yes, that’s there, too!
I breathe in through the back of my heart, I exhale through the front, and I
wait….
There’s music there. Always a song if I just shift.
Shift from breathing in through a shallow, cavernous pit,
where fear put a lock at the entrance.
But that was so, so long ago. Still? All this time later?
Like that child, I learn to shift, enter through the backdoor,
where I was still and all, too soft to block all access.
There is yet that same softness. Oh, yes.
All it takes is a shift.
I breathe in through the back of my heart. I exhale through the front.
I take my gaze from the blazing sun to the cool moon.
Yep! There’s been a shift.
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Little Joys

Maddy Schaefer
Small hands grasp a finger,
Such a joy that lingers.
Smiles all around on this day.
A warm blanket, you don’t say?
Diapers, toys, blankets, clothes,
The screaming sometimes really shows.
Laughter fills the house tonight,
A little baby can be such a might.
“They grow up so fast,” says Mom.
As baby turns one, try to be calm.
Walking, crawling, running now,
Where’d the time go, and how?

“I received the Fine Lines book, today! This is exhilarating!
Thank you very much for all that you do to help young
writers of all ages. I am glad that my writing is included.”
— Ambun Pratami, Jakarta, Indonesia
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Ships of the Desert
Tricia Schmidt

The wind whips up, dancing on the dunes as we eagerly wait to start on
our journey into the Erg Chebbi. I hear the whistling of the palm fronds as
the wind rushes through them. I stand at the edge of the oasis, watching my
husband climb onto the back of the sitting camel. He holds on to the saddle
tightly as the camel straightens up his back legs, throwing Bob forward. Next
the camel straightens his front legs, leveling out the saddle. Bob is astride the
six-foot-tall camel, gripping the handle attached to the saddle and trying to get
comfortable. I follow the same procedure with help from our guide, Aktmed.
Aktmed is a member of a nomadic clan – a Berber tribesman who will
be leading our journey into the Sahara Desert. He wears his tribe’s traditional
blue turban and a jalabiya, a blue Moroccan caftan trimmed with gold braid.
He is famous in this part of Morocco for his skills with the camels. The local
Berbers greet him warmly as they pass him leading his camels down the dirt
road. They say he has been leading caravans for years and is the best camel
man in the provinces. Bob and I smile back to the locals as we anticipate our
adventure.
The five of us, including Elizabeth and Igor, a young couple also traveling
Morocco, start out on our overnight journey by walking through the gardens
of Merzouga’s oasis. Each member of the community has a modest plot of
land he tends and grows food for his family. Each is allotted a small amount
of water daily from the spring nearby. Soon we are past the vegetation of the
oasis and approach the desolation of the dry desert. The orange dunes rise up
in front of us with sharp ridges snaking down each side. The sand changes
color from bright orange to dark amber.
After tying the camels together head to tail, Aktmed walks in front of
our parade of four camels, gently leading them. We slowly meander along the
valleys of the dunes towards his Bedouin camp about four miles away. These
dromedaries are one-humped camels that are native to the Middle East and the
Horn of Africa. They are working animals that have been domesticated. The
camels place their large hooves silently on the ground and sink into the fine
orange sand. Their awkward gait causes an uneven ride, not at all like a horse.
I have to work at holding onto the saddle so I won’t be thrown off.
As we ride our beasts of burden, my imagination runs to the caravans of
hundreds of years ago – the Berber nomads traveling along these very dunes
on the trade expeditions, carrying the silk, jewels and gold of their lords across
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the desert, tending to their camels, and setting up their tents and cooking in
their tajines.
In sha’ Allah… In sah’ Allah…
The sun is setting and colors start to explode over the horizon. In the
distance I can see the High Atlas Mountains, looking toward Algeria. Aktmed
commands the camels to sit down. I hold on tightly as the camel folds his front
legs under him and I get thrown forward. The camel repeats this movement
with his back legs until he is on the ground. I dismount. My legs are very glad
to stretch out after the several hour ride. Bob and I climb a dune and sit in the
warm sand to watch the sun disappear behind the distant skyline. We see the
Bedouin camp a short distance away, situated in a small oasis consisting of a
dozen stunted olive and palm trees, a few tents and a small fenced corral. As
the light dims we walk toward our evening accommodations. Our shoes fill
with the fine orange sand as our feet sink with each step.
Aktmed has secured the camels in their corral and welcomes us into his
camp. We walk into an open tent and sit on low brightly upholstered cushions
surrounding a low table. Our guide serves us traditional Moroccan mint tea,
pouring it with a flourish into each our glass cups. It is dark now and candles
light the table. The tea warms our hands and our core as we drink it. Soon
dinner is ready and we smell a wonderful aroma of spices as the tajine is
placed on the table. Aktmed lifts the pyramid-shaped clay lid and hot steam
pours off the food. The round casserole dish was filled with roasted chicken,
vegetables, lemons, raisins and a spiced sauce. The four of us enjoy our
candlelight dinner together. We hear the camels rustling and grunting, but soon
they are asleep. The wind rushes through the olive trees in our oasis. It is very
quiet and peaceful here.
After dinner, Aktmed leads us outside to a small campfire. We sit on
stools around the fire. Aktmed feeds the fire with dead palm fronds and small
olive branches to keep it going. We all stay close and are mesmerized by the
flickering flame in the pitch black darkness. Aktmed pulls out his timeworn
drum, an old hollowed out chunk of wood with a dried skin stretched over it
and meticulously tied tightly at the bottom. He beats with his palms a slow
rhythm, chanting a tale about a man tending to his camels in the desert long
ago. He sings in his native dialect of Berber with deep guttural sounds. I smile
as I listen and watch his wise old face, with deep lines and tan skin. He loves
this life, being a camel man. You can’t make out his words. They just flow
around you in the pitch black night. They sound sacred and solemn.
141

Fine Lines :: Autumn 2014

In sha’Allah… In sah’ Allah…
Soon the flames die down and we’re cold. Bob and I go into our Berber
tent. The tent walls were knitted with camel hair by the women of the clan and
supported by olive branches lashed together to make a sturdy structure. The
candle lantern is lit. We lie down on the mat on the floor and cover ourselves
with heavy wool blankets to snuggle in for the night. We hear the wind
blowing and a grunting of a camel as we blow out the candle. It is dark all
around us.
Several times in the night, Bob and I wake up and pull on our jackets to
go outside. The wind has calmed down and the sky is filled with tiny points of
lights. Stars… millions of them sprinkled across the black sky down to where
it meets the sand dunes. We lie back and watch the stars twinkle, and see a
shooting star out of the corner of our eyes. The cold crisp air refreshes us, and
we listen to the silence of the desert.
The next morning we wake up to the rustling of the camels in their corral,
eager to get on with our journey. After dressing, we step out of our tent to the
sun just starting to peak out from under the orange dune mountains. We climb
up a dune and watch as the sun continues its path upward, providing more light
as it climbs higher in the sky. After watching the wonderful sunrise, we have a
cup of mint tea back at camp and gather our things. It is time to climb aboard
our dromedaries for the journey back to civilization. We are all very quiet and
introspective, thinking of our time in the desert, sharing the traditions of the
Berber nomads, each of us enjoying the tranquility of the desert.
The camels follow Aktmed through the hills of the dunes as the sky
darkens with low clouds and the wind begins to gust. We have a four mile
journey ahead of us and it is getting colder. The camels are anxious and step
quickly though the sand. The wind continues to increase and the sand starts to
fly along on top of the ground. Aktmed continues to lead the camels quickly
through the ravines, heading toward Merzouga. All footprints, paths or signs
have been obliterated by the wind, but Aktmed knows the way. Soon the wind
is whipping the sand into our faces, stinging our cheeks and eyes. I wrap my
scarf around my face, making a small cocoon so I can breathe and see.
The caravan walks on, but I am anxious as I look at the sky darkening
and the sand blowing. I have heard of the wicked sand storms that occur out
here. My imagination runs again to the caravans that had to withstand the sand
storms during their nomadic life, and I am glad I have experienced a small bit
of that. Soon I see the palm trees that are on the outskirts of the town, and I
feel better knowing we are close to civilization.
The camels are ready to fold their legs under them again, and soon we are
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all off of those ships of the desert. With stiff legs and sore backsides we say
thank you and goodbye to our new Berber friend. He accepts our thanks in his
quiet manner and leads his camels away. Aktmed has led countless tourists
into this desert, and I wonder if he realizes the remarkable memories he has
generated. I look at my husband and the twinkle in his eye confirms this was a
great adventure.
In sha’Allah… In sah’ Allah…

Camels :: Bob and Tricia Schmidt

143

Fine Lines :: Autumn 2014

Little Pine Tree

James Robert Sefried
Little pine tree, why so sad?
Why so quiet and tall?
In your solitude of the forest,
do you ever laugh at all?
Are you only bored with man
and his struggle to stay alive
with his heartless, empty slogan,
“Only the fittest may survive”?
Little pine tree, to be like you,
to be content to remain
day in, day out, in the silence,
broken with wind and rain.
To remain so small and faithful,
when others are far more strong,
yet ever pointing upward
and helping those weaker along.
There in the Cathedral of God, I know,
perhaps, that once in awhile
revealing in sunshine, your nature knows
the beauty of a smile.
Little pine tree, I now must go
to come back again someday,
when weary of all things worldly,
I’ll kneel in your shade to pray.
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Untitled

Lisa J. Shulman, at age 10
On the fourteenth of March she was born,
Her parents’ pride and joy
So accordingly they named her.
A happy child though an only,
Never resented the fact
That her friends had live-in playmates
Always content with
Crayons and paper, or favorite stuffed animals,
Never dolls
Dolls were too hard, too unfeeling,
Always keeping the same expression.
They wouldn’t change
“You don’t know what they’re feeling,”
she’d say
She hated dolls.
She’s still content to be alone
Though most of her time is spent with friends
And the friends she has have had to make some
Changes, adjust to her,
Not she to them
Like a doll.
And though she’s been through hell,
She still keeps the same point of view,
Never giving up, always searching for the sunshine in the storm,
The rainbow after.
For, as she believes, nothing can be all bad.
Those who know her
Know she’s strong,
See her smiling, happy, content with life and the way hers is
Never faltering in expression or spirit,
Like a doll.
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Purple

Amy Siemer
Purple is peace all around the world.
Purple is like a tropical rain forest, so relaxing
Purple is a peaceful color
It can be light; it can be dark.
Purple is like a butterfly flutter
So smooth and peaceful
Purple is the beauty in sunsets
So wonderful and mysterious
Purple is so soothing, it’s extremely hard to forget
So perfect for everybody
Purple is beautiful fall leaves ready to fall
So swift and mystical
Purple has so much beauty; it’s the best of them all.
So popular, so gorgeous
Purple is my favorite color
It’s beautiful! It’s mysterious and wonderful
The sunset is now going down as the purple fades away
Now I must leave, my ideas have faded away
Today I still cannot stay
So, I must go away.

146

Fine Lines :: Autumn 2014

After Music by Gustav Klimt
D. N. Simmers

Over the stars that
shine above the dome
of gold and the sounds from the hands.
The real world stirs in yellow gold, and the
Woman’s head, bent, plays.
She is in black.
So is there a sadness there?
While all around the world and the images
Glitter and glisten
as a tear unseen
unheard will fall with the music.
Rising into this world of golden light.

“Some things have to be believed to be seen.”
— Ralph Hodgson
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Diverging Paths
Kristen Steele

Adolescence is shaped by one’s
environment; it can either be a time marked by
innocence and curiosity or by work and suffrage.
Often, one’s friends, and those with whom they
associate, are raised in a similar environment
or class level. If a common ambition or purpose to life is not shared, most
connections tend to split at one time or another. Willa Cather’s My Ántonia
-- set in the prairie of Black Hawk, NE in the 1880s -- is comprised of a
manuscript that depicts the change in lifestyle of Jim Burden and Ántonia
(“Tony”) Shimerda as they near their adolescence.
Near the resolution of Book I, Jim plans to begin attending school and
asks Ántonia if she will be joining him. Though she attempts to sport a proud
face, she begins to weep: “I ain’t got time to learn. I can work like mans
now … School is all right for little boys`” (Cather 139). As Jim and Tony’s
relationship drifts that year, Jim feels that Tony does not see him as an equal
on her level, but rather still a child -- which drives from her envy of his not
being required to perform heavy labor on the farm or not having to endure
the pain that she did following her father’s passing. This serves as the initial
element, placing the two once equal children into diverse levels of society.
In a way, Ántonia loses control of her own values, as she struggles to keep
her family’s farm afloat. Unlike others her age, she has troubles blending in
because of her personal expectations as a part of an immigrant family, learning
their way around country life. The Burdens greatly help her by introducing
her to city life and a new opportunity working for their friends, the Harlings.
However, Tony soon discards this job, with her only ambition being to party
with a group of hired girls who become too carefree. Mr. Harling gives her
an ultimatum: “You’ve been going with girls who have a reputation for being
free and easy, and now you’ve got the same reputation … It stops, short. You
can quit going to these dances, or you can hunt another place” (Cather 222).
Her new party lifestyle drives Ántonia away from the Burdens, who have been
nothing but encouraging toward her.
Jim, still unwilling to let her go, sneaks out of the house at night to dance
with the wild crowd and their strange men. One night, he finds his grandma
weeping: “I’ve heard things. You must `a` known it would come back to
me sometime” (Cather 242). Jim agrees to stop meeting the hired girls as
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consolation to his grandmother. The tension Ántonia has created places Jim in
the middle, deciding between his family or a childhood friend, who is proving
to be unstable.
My Ántonia by Willa Cather confirms the theme that no two people’s
adolescent years are identical. Relationships are gained and lost until one
matures and discovers his own, unique purpose to life. Jim becomes a
successful lawyer in New York, and Ántonia finally settles down with her
immigrant husband on the prairie, raising eleven children. Twenty years after
their childhood, Jim visits Ántonia’s farm where they reunite as long-lost
friends. He leaves, somewhat wishing Ántonia could have been any figure in
his life but is satisfied with the thought that people -- no matter how different
their upbringings and class levels -- have the power of shaping one another
in ways they do not even realize. Focusing on their time spent together as
children, he states, “Some memories are realities and are better than anything
that can ever happen to one again” (Cather 335). Teenage years are a time of
trial and error; the decisions one makes and the values he embodies then do
not define his future, but rather help him to grow into a stronger, more wellrounded person.

Works Cited
Cather, Willa. My Ántonia. New York: Random House, Inc., 1993. Braille.
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Thalia Went Up the Mountain
Emma Vinchur

Once upon a bye, Thalia went up the
mountain . . .
Keldon Ridge is a boring, sleepy little
village. It doesn’t see much action, even in
the way of bandits, because it’s so small. You
suppose that with the port city of Barrett so close there’s no need for thieves
or other unsavory folk to even pay any mind to the tiny civilization cut. In
fact, you aren’t sure that you can even grant Keldon Ridge the title of village.
It consists of only a log mill, a single farm, two houses, and a tavern. It hardly
seems like the location for you to continue your magnum opus of a poem.
Any bard would be crazy to try and squeeze inspiration out of this forgettable
collection of lumber. At least the scenery makes up for what feels like your
creativity being stifled in your lungs.
The mountain that towers in the background, disappearing into the clouds,
is aptly named the Black Mountain, given that the rocks forming the peak are
the color of obsidian. It is the only reason anyone would ever visit Keldon
Ridge, which one must pass through to reach the trail that twists up the rocky
terrain to the summit. On the top of the Black Mountain is the home of the
Ivory Mages. These hermits have devoted their days to studying the history
and monomyth of Chernova, the icy continent you’ve traversed over in search
of the story for your latest obsession. It is said that through their vast study and
research, the Mages have the ability to open up communication with the gods
themselves, both good and evil. The Mages do not get involved in the events
of the surface world below their sky-high perch, but if one is brave enough to
traverse the path leading to their quartz-encrusted fortress, they may just deem
you worthy to become their student.
You stop for a moment, to take in the surrounding sights. Off in the
middle distance, an old crypt sits, another eerie landmark, sure to go down
well in a song or a poem. Song or poem, you’ve yet to decide, but you know
your future as a successful bard is hidden somewhere in this dreary mountain
range. By the time you return home, you’ll be a hero among all your fellow
poets, a literary great. Not that those such things are much appreciated outside
of Chernova’s more sophisticated courts. But if it was a good enough work
(and you’re sure it will be) what would stop your story from spreading to the
other continents?
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You readjust your pack, lighter than it has ever been now that you are
close to the end of your journey. The Wolf’s trail runs cold here. That is the
title given over the years to the warrior whose story you have been cataloging.
Over your other shoulder you readjust your lute. It’s a little scratched from
your journey, but well loved, for it’s saved your life a few times. Everyone
loves a bard, even the hardest of bandits. There had been a hairy moment
when some thugs had you singing songs at knifepoint, but you’d sung well and
they’d let you go with your life-- if not your coin.
No great masterpiece was ever made without a little suffering, so your old
teachers say. Besides, you were too excited to be miserable over a robbery, and
you’d made the money back when stopping in Summerfell for a few days to
restock. There’s been no trouble on the road since then, and you’d travelled,
though somewhat warily, with a few soldiers on their way to a Barrett outpost.
Sad place, Summerfell. For such a seemingly cheerful town, you’d heard
there had been a string of murders. Awful business, but you aren’t interested
in writing about that. Most folk there were more inclined to blather on about
the civil war than the Wolf, Thalia. She is the subject of your work. A few
of the refugees in Summerfell had something to say on her. Mainly, that she
was good and kind, if a bit mysterious, and all the rot that you’d heard before.
Thalia made sure to buy goods from a refugee business, apparently. You hadn’t
bothered noting that, commendable as some might have seen it. It was a boring
tidbit, and you were sure that delving into the topic of the war was not a road
you wanted to travel down.
A strange sound breaks through the ring of clouds that cap the Black
Mountain. You shiver in delight as it ripples its foreign song over Keldon
Ridge’s rooftops. This is what you’ve been looking for! This mountain, its
rocks brimming with legends and stories, must hold the key to your fortune.
You might see about hiring a few mercenaries, or finding a few pilgrims to
travel with to the Mages’ fortress. Men might spare a bard his life, but wild
beasts did not know the difference between song and sustenance.
An overworked-looking guard grunts directions to the inn when you
ask. You needn’t have bothered; it’s the biggest building, with a warm glow
welcoming you from its windows. But, you are sociable by nature, and wholly
agree with that old adage that bards love the sound of their own voice. You
stop again when you reach the door. A whisper of a lute leaks through the
walls, and disappoints you somewhat. Maybe when the other bard gets tired,
you’ll take over. You are certain your skills are far superior to the humble bars
you were hearing.
Forget that. You aren’t here to make money. That’s just a bonus, and
besides, your pockets still clink with coins from your stint in Summerfell.
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No, you are here for a much more important reason. Here is the end of your
journey. Here, quite possibly, just behind this old, warped door the Wolf
sits. Sits quietly at a table with a tankard of mead and legendary Ivory Mage
crafted weapons at her side. This is her last known location.
You see her in your mind’s eye and recognize her instantly, for all your
sources tell you the Wolf has a piercing gaze and an aura about her that is
utterly unique. You see yourself buying her some good drink with your new
coin, and how she smiles back at you. Yes, she smiles back at you, and tells
you her tale. Then shall your travels be over. Your masterpiece completed.
After that? Glory. Respect. Riches and beautiful company. Everyone loves a
bard.
Before heading inside, you take another look up at the Mountain, straining
your eyes to see if you can make out the Ivory Mage’s fortress. You know from
your sources that Thalia has been up to the summit before. Not only that, but
that the Mages deemed her “god-touched,” blessed in one way or another by
deity. Whether the god in question is good or bad remains to be seen. No one
is quite sure where the Wolf came from, though almost all can confirm that
she is not native to Chernova. Stories of her battle prowess and unique energy
began cropping up around the country but two years ago. Some believe her
dangerous; others suspect she was sent by the gods to save Chernova from
some great, unseen evil. Either way, you are determined to piece together the
rest of her puzzling story. With a grunt, you push open the door to the inn and
hurry inside.
Music skims through the air like an invisible bird and settles in the rafters.
Apart from this, the inn is actually quite a gloomy place. You see no woman
with a penetrating gaze and fabled steel. Provincial types, Keldon Ridge
natives, you think, watch you suspiciously as you let the inn’s door shut behind
you.
A barrel chested man sits alone by a table, and doesn’t look up. A sense of
foreboding hangs around him, almost tangible in its intensity. Not a promising
start. Perhaps the Wolf has moved on from here, but you don’t think you can
be far behind her. You walk around the other side of the fire-pit to avoid him,
tip a friendly wink to the bard-- a woman-- and make your way to the inn keep
at the counter.
“Evening, friend,” he says when he spots you. He notices the lute on your
back and the smile becomes a little friendlier. See? Everyone loves a bard.
“Good evening,” you reply, and slide a few coins onto the counter. “How’s
business?”
“Look around,” is the sardonic reply. His voice is old and thickly
accented. He hands you a bottle of mead and a cup. “It’s usually just locals this
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time of year. Weather’s more than fatal now, up on the mountain. Makes me
wonder how the Mages survive up there.”
“No travelers passing through?” You don’t leave him just yet, and instead
prop your elbows on the smooth, worn wood of the counter. You lean forward
slightly, through eagerness, not intimidation. “I heard the Wolf passed through
this way.”
“Aye.” Suddenly, the man’s face turns solemn. He turns his gaze to the
counter and you both watch his old, reddened fingers toy with your coin,
before sweeping it into his apron. “She did. Weeks ago, mind.”
His words grab your attention. Karostead hasn’t been in vain then.
Quickly, you hand over the money for a room that night, and a few coins
besides. The man scoops them up, but it does little to alleviate the expression
of melancholy on his weathered features.
“Where did she go?” you ask. The words come out a little more forceful
than you intended. “If you don’t mind me asking,” you add, hastily. “Friend.”
The barkeep sighs heavily. You watch his shoulders rise and fall beneath
the coarse, stained cloth of his tunic. His gaze drifts and you turn your head to
see where it rests. The shadowed man in the corner stares at the wall. You see
his fingers tight around his bottle. Food lies untouched in front of him.
“See that man?” the barkeep asks. “There in the corner?”
“Yes?”
“I know for a fact he’s just spent the last of his coin on that drink,” his
voice is very quiet, and you strain your ears to hear it over the soft murmur of
the lute. “That food… and a bed for the night.”
“Yes?”
“He came here with Thalia.”
Your heart leaps at the mention of her name. The barkeep wears a sad,
shambling smile. He’d known the Wolf, and the man in the corner, for they
always stayed a night before they climbed up the mountain, and often her
companion would wait for her in the tavern, or make himself useful about the
village. You find this a bit odd, for everything you know about Thalia suggests
she travels alone, hence partly where her title came from.
“Some weeks past, the two of them went up to the Black Mountain-early in the morning-- but only he came back down. She might be up with the
Mages… stranded I expect, on account of the snow. I’m not sure…”
you.

“Dead?” you ask, before you can stop yourself. The barkeep laughs at
“I very much doubt it,” he replies. However, there’s a note of uncertainty
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in his voice that worries you. “But he’s been in a black mood ever since his
return. I expect he’s waiting for her.”
“Should I talk to him?” The idea isn’t very appealing. There’s a lethallooking great sword next to the stranger that looks capable of cleaving men in
half. He has the muscles to prove he’s probably done just that.
“No,” says the barkeep. “I’m suggesting you buy him a drink… Let him
talk to you. He knew Thalia very well, I think. I don’t know all of it, of course.
Only meet the lass when she stops to go on her way up the mountain.”
You mull that idea over in your head. If that’s his very last drink, the
stranger’s probably already on his way to being drunk. Perhaps he’d welcome
another mead, if not the company that would come along with it.
You make your mind up, and turn back to the barkeep. “One more drink,
friend.”
The barkeep smiles, but it’s sad and shambling still. A little guilty, too.
You take a bottle in each hand and turn to face the direction of the man in
the corner. He hasn’t acknowledged a word of the exchange between yourself
and the barkeep, but now he notices you. His face is covered with dirt, like
any common mercenary, thicker around the eyes than anywhere else. His gaze
drifts down to the two bottles of mead in your grip and one eyebrow rises ever
so slightly.
No great masterpiece was ever made without a little suffering, a snide
voice in your head reminds you.
After a deep breath, you approach him.
Where Thalia went, no man can say;
Nor any true answer be found.
Two went up t’the misty Black range,
But only one came down.
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Steps, Trees, and LIght :: Kim Justus
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Hopeful Haikus
Gabe Walker

Sweat is stinging brow
Body aching from such work
Knowing this will help
Click clack my crutches
My arms stretch to work so hard
I strain not to fall
Praise and praise and praise
Tired of constant cheering
Quiet makes me glad
Step with one then two
No longer fear falling down
Eyes forward to hope
No more tears and fear
Always forward to greatness
Proud for who I am.

“When I was born, I was so surprised
that I didn’t talk for a year and a half.”
— Gracie Allen
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Zombie Nation
David Waller

For some people, horror is in the blood.
These folks have watched every terrifying film
and memorized all the lines and scares; traveled
across the country—no, the world—braving
every haunted house in existence; read every
spooky book from Stephen King to R. L. Stine; and, somehow, found time
to eat and sleep. On the other hand, some people shun horror like the zombie
plague. Then, there are the normal people who go about the daily grind,
fearlessly, only giving the genre attention in September and October. At least,
I think they are the normal ones. After a while, it gets hard to tell which is
which.
The idea of fear being enjoyable is kind of weird, when one stops to think
about it; being scared usually indicates things we should avoid, like plunging
off thirty-story buildings or swimming with malnourished, angry sharks.
Despite this, people still stay up late reading books that leave them too scared
to turn out the light, and they will watch movies that either make their spines
tingle or make them sick. Like Freddie, Jason, and their kin, the horror genre
will never die, no matter what anyone does to it. Trying to keep people away
from horror will only make them seek it more, like children who peek through
their fingers when told not to look and wind up with nightmares anyway.
What is even weirder is that I am here carrying on about it, when I indulge
in horror, too. I once stayed up until two in the morning reading through a list
of “High Octane Nightmare Fuel,” and then until three shaking off the effects.
I love to explore YouTube for Let’s Play videos of horror games and then
follow up with random browsing to assuage my newly awakened paranoia.
Oh, and I love Halloween; that just goes without saying. I used to celebrate
the season by visiting Scary Acres, a local collection of haunted houses and
mazes, every October. On one of my first trips, a menacing fortress known as
the Master’s Castle loomed over me. I thought to myself, “I do not want to do
this,” and I made my apprehension abundantly clear to everyone around me
through cowering, whimpering, and hiding behind every friend I could grab.
Despite this, I was not about to back out, as (1) no one in my group was going
to let me, and (2) I went there because I wanted to get scared—whether I liked
it or not.
How does that make any sense? Usually, we do things we are afraid of
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because we are rewarded more than we are scared. Students give speeches in
front of their classmates, even though public speaking is the most feared thing
in the world, because they want a good grade. Others ride on roller coasters
to seek out thrills, a sense of flight, and speeds that would make a cheetah wet
itself, all alongside the terror of the plunge. Yet, somehow horror is different.
Fear fanatics are not rewarded in compensation for getting scared; getting
scared is the reward itself.
I could argue that going to scary places has some sweet social benefits.
One can (try to) use the creepy atmosphere as an excuse to hold a loved one
tightly and (try to) score brownie points with them, or try to prove that one
is not a chicken by leading the way through a haunted lunatic asylum. Not
that these cunning stratagems always work—there are no brownie points to
be earned by using someone as a meat shield, and earning that red badge of
courage may be difficult when one winds up with a yellow badge of notso-much-courage. Even if these strategies do work, the social dimension
precludes so many reasons people seek horror. After all, while one can have
a good time watching Friday the 13th Part VIII: Jason Takes Manhattan
with friends (not making that title up, by the way), what social rewards does
one reap reading The Shining alone, in the dark? Whatever it is that attracts
people to horror is something defined not by the people around us, but by the
individual.
Let me be clear that horror is not a means of empowering ourselves, but of
making ourselves vulnerable. The first time I went to Scary Acres, I trembled
and whimpered like Shaggy or Scooby-Doo, but without a Scooby Snack
in sight, before one of my friends taught me to deal with my fears through
the fine art of sarcasm. Ghosts and ghouls are not nearly as scary when we
are laughing at them. The psycho with a chainsaw is less intimidating if one
breaks out in “The Lumberjack Song” from Monty Python’s Flying Circus.
Mockery wrenches the power back from Leatherface and his Texas chainsaw,
but is that not beside the point? If we manage to stay “in charge,” we water
down the scares we came for in the first place, and that drains some, if not all,
of the fun away. Thus, to truly enjoy horror means to relinquish control.
I will not say that we cannot frighten ourselves—the mind is perfectly
capable of scaring up its own boogiemen—but good, proper horror requires
something outside of us, to which we offer ourselves as hapless victims. We
have to be unable to see the scares coming, because as Alfred Hitchcock
said, “There is no terror in the bang, only in the anticipation of it.” There
needs to be someone else out there—whether an actor, director, or author—to
orchestrate real fear.
This begs a question; is the horror lover, in seeking to surrender control
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to outside forces, akin to the nature lover? In nature, we lose control because,
after all, short of a shotgun, we have no means of bending the beasts of the
forests to our will. Is, then, the next best thing to visiting a haunted house
going camping? Maybe it is. Fear is a part of nature; soiling ourselves upon
seeing that something much bigger and pointier than us wants to shred us to
pieces is completely natural. If fear is natural, then does horror tie back to
nature? Maybe, a lack of forestry is a factor in our search for scares.
Our ancestors knew what it was like to experience terror, as the wilderness
they aimed to live in or conquer provided them with plenty of things to fear.
They did not need stories of a man with a face like bad meatloaf who comes
and kills them in their dreams; they were just eaten by bears. The “fight or
flight” mentality was a part of their everyday lives—the key to their survival.
These people lived with a sense of fear and excitement that many presentday Americans do not.But this does not answer the question of why people
seek fear, does it? After all, the fear that the pioneers and Natives felt was
“real” fear, based on the fact that something could really be hunting them,
something they would need to fight or fly from. The fear found in the horror
genre is “artificial” fear; it has no basis in a real threat. The characters in a
book cannot hurt us, the villain in a movie cannot get us, and the people in
haunted houses cannot even do so much as touch us anymore—lawyers scare
them a lot more than the carnies scare us.
Losing this sense of excitement and the unknown may be part of the
reason some seek fear. Perhaps, horror is born out of an innate sense of
wonder. The horror lover escapes from the materialistic and boring world into
one that entrances in a unique way. Horror creates a new, better world, where
the unknown lurks but cannot truly harm us. Perhaps, this is the reason why
some seek horror and others do not. We are all wired differently, so no two
people share the same fantastic inner world. One person may find satisfaction
in dodging threatening shadows in dark, twisted mansions, while another finds
it in peaceful visits to green, welcoming forests. Spook-seekers enter into an
unknown all their own because it manifests their personal desires, and yet not
their own because terror enthusiasts must leave themselves open to whatever
harmless dangers their world seeks to inflict.
This, perhaps, is the reason people create boogiemen to haunt them and
make them suspect they are stalked even in the suburbs or cities of Anywhere,
USA; they seek to encounter the monstrous and the undead in order to make
themselves feel alive again. It is not out of a sense of masochism, but a sense
of wonder and excitement. Is that really so abnormal? Who am I to say? For
now, it is best to let bygones be bygones, and let the dead stay dead, unless
they would rather take a walk.
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Deep Waters
Donald Wright

Her azure lamp eyes
Make me suck breath,
Like a sky diver must,
To gain courage, enough,
to tip over the edge
into the slipstream.
She of azure eyes smiles,
Peeling away the inner armor
I thought was in place
To protect heart and soul
But now is in tiny pieces
Around my root-bound feet.
She of the Madonna smile
Touches my hand with fire,
Bathing every crumb of me
In knowing, loving grace
So that I cannot think
What mortal man should do.
Then, She of electric touch,
And She of the azure eyes,
And She with heaven’s smile
Says my name! God! Bliss!
My fortress walls tumble.
My heart cheers in defeat.
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A Privilege
Emily Woods

I feel very privileged to be able to read and
write. I cannot remember when I began to read.
I cannot remember when I started to write. The
most poignant writing memory I have is from
high school. I was attending a youth summit in
Colorado. It was the kind of gathering that focused on being safe and healthy,
but fun for teenagers to listen and participate. During one meeting, the topic
was dealing with emotions. The instructor told us that writing can be a useful
tool in dealing with inner turmoil. He was focusing on anger and confusion,
but I heard that any emotion would count.
The next opportunity I had to put this advice into practice was after we
had already gotten back to classes. I do not remember what the first subject
was that I wrote about, but I do remember feeling very light and relieved after
that. There was no assignment; it was just for my own growth. It felt like the
wind had come in and blasted all of the confusion and anxiety away. I was
clean on the inside. There was no commotion, just quietness and peace. I am
not sure that I solved any riddles or mysteries with that first scribbled mass,
but the stillness I felt after was addictive.
I wrote a lot during high school, two notebooks full plus countless loose
pages of scribbling. My world became clearer and more defined. I could
express how I felt every night in poetry, drawings, entries into a journal, or
just naming how I felt in one word expressions. Reading through those messy
scripts, even today, can take me back to the emotion captured within those
lines. Some of my best thoughts have been copied sideways in the margins,
often with a breaking heart or tear scribbled alongside. High school is, by
nature, a learning period in life. Writing about how I feel and exploring my
innermost thoughts on paper has proven useful through many of my life
experiences.
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A Sacred Place
Leslie Worden

The library is a sacred place to anyone
willing to experience and appreciate it. It is full
of treasure. To any child, it can be a place of
wonder and mystery. That first experience of the
smell of old paper and hushed whispers is still
with me as an adult. Personally, I do not recall ever thinking that there was no
value in books or that they were only for adults to read. I never felt that the
library was beyond the use of a child. For me, it was always a place full of
possibilities.
Our town library was just a few blocks from school and just a mile from
home. When my mother was not able to take me, it was a simple thing to
walk there. I remember a corner full of colorful children’s books and soft
chairs spread out over a plush rug. No computers were seen, but large, boxy
microfiche machines were. They were fascinating, but I knew better than to
touch them. The librarians seemed like a very unforgiving group. No warnings
were necessary. I wanted access; therefore, I would behave. I spent many
summer hours perusing the shelves and quietly selecting the books that would
entice me for the coming week.
My love of the library never wavered. As I have grown, my uses for it
expanded. Now, along with finding my own treasures, I am able to take my
children with me. I want to instill in them the precious resource they have in
libraries. Not all of them have taken an immediate interest. It has taken some
cultivation and even some coaxing from adored teachers (anyone other than
mother.) Slowly, they are beginning to understand. The library is more than
just a building filled with books. It is a treasure chest waiting to be opened.
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Technology
Susan Zingler

Life without technology
Could mean an in-person apology
Kids would ride their bikes
Or go and take a hike
Families would play board games
Or sit next to a cozy flame
Boys would take a break from GTA
And go outside and play all day
Girls would go and talk in person
So that online drama would not worsen
Life without technology
Would mean an in-person apology

Much like other Latin-based languages, such as Spanish
and French, Old English had verb conjugations and
gender indications for nouns. Over time, it was lost.
— John McWhorter.
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Biographies of Artists, Poets, and Authors
Sam Adams – attends Millard Central Middle School (NE).
Megan Albertson – teaches English in the Papillion-LaVista School District
(NE).
Shawnelle Alley - (Shawnie) loves the languages of the soul expressed in art,
poetry, prose, storytelling, and authenticity. From Fremont, Nebraska, she
stays active as an artist, writer, student of the arts, and teacher of the English
language and creative writing.
Sarah Alonso – attends Elkhorn (NE) High School.
Angelic Armendariz - has been reading books since she learned to breathe.
You never catch her without a book; it is her passion. She started writing
poetry a little before her freshmen year in high school. In her free time she
likes to read or write, of course, and also spend time with her family, friends,
and animals. She is currently attending college in pursuit of a bachelor’s
degree in neuroscience. She has a huge heart for all animals and is hoping to
get a job as a zoologist, and possibly pursue her dream to open a sanctuary for
exotic animals in need. Angelic lives in Omaha, Nebraska with her dad, little
brother, a yorkshire terrier named Harley, a cockatiel named Scaredy-cat, and a
hamster called Rocket.
Kris Bamesberger – lives in Elkhorn, NE.
Malia Battafarano – attends Swanson Elementary School in the Omaha
Westside School District.
Lopa Bhattacharya – graduated from the University of Nebraska at Omaha.
Maeve Botos – attends Grace Abbott Elementary School in the Millard Public
Schools.
Larissa Boyd - is 15 years old and in grade 10 at Silver Lake High School, in
Roseland, NE. She writes poems when she is upset. She showed her poems to
an English teacher, who thought they were good enough to send to Fine Lines.
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Madilyn Brekel-Madi – is a freshmen in high school and writes to explore
what she really thinks about life.
Sierra Cammack – attends Elkhorn, NE, High School.
David Catalan – is the founder of Catalan Consulting. Prior to establishing
his consulting practice in April of 2008, he was the executive director of
the Nonprofit Association of the Midlands from August 2002 to February
2008. David is the President of the South Omaha Business Association and
the author of Rule of Thumb: A Guide to Small Business Marketing. He is
currently working on an autobiographical collection of poems drawing from
relatives, friends, and locations.
John Deeney - “I am passionate about reading and writing and I am excitedly
looking forward to being a part of the Fine Lines Summer Writing Camp. I
was a member of the inaugural Oxbow Writing Project at the University of
Nebraska, Omaha, and have remained an active participant with the project.
I have and will continue to plan and facilitate the Oxbow Youth Writing
Project at the Hope Center and Kroc Center in Omaha during the summer.
I enjoy writing on my free time, and especially enjoy writing and sharing
with others. I received my teaching degree from the University of Iowa. My
student teaching experience took place in the Rialto Unified School District
in southern California, where I also taught middle school for the first two and
a half years of my career. I am currently in my ninth year as a sixth grade
teacher for Millard Public Schools at Andersen Middle School.”
Sophia Drickey - is nine years old. She attends St. Cecelia Grade School.
As a fourth grader, her interests are spelling, phonics, social studies, reading,
religion, and playing soccer. She enjoys singing, cooking, exploring, and
rhyming. When she enters the working world, she wants to be a veterinarian, a
cook, and a writer.
Kate Dworak – is an elementary student in Elkhorn, NE.
Trinity Eden - is a student at Metropolitan Community College in Elkhorn,
NE.
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Nancy Faber – is a retired Omaha Public School history teacher and high
school principal. Life was too boring in retirement, and she always loved
students and teaching, so when an English position opened at Martin Luther
King, Jr., Middle School, she reentered the classroom. This is her first
published poem.
Marcia Calhoun Forecki - lives in Council Bluffs, Iowa. Her academic
background is in the Spanish language and literature. She earned a master
of arts degree from the University of Wisconsin-Milwaukee. Her first book,
Speak to Me, about her son’s deafness, was published by Gallaudet University
Press and earned a National Book Award. She has published articles, short
fiction, and once wrote a screenplay for hire. Her story “The Gift of the
Spanish Lady” was published in the Bellevue Literary Journal and nominated
for a Pushcart Prize.
Tony Gebhardt - lives in Fort Calhoun, NE, and is a project superintendent
for an Omaha-based construction and property development company. He has
been waiting patiently for years to start writing about the lessons of the heart,
the places he has seen, and the people he has met.
Zach Gilbert – attends Elkhorn (NE) High School.
Barb Greer - is Kentucky-born, a high-school graduate, retired, and has
experiences covering a broad spectrum of joy and heartache. She loves to “try
to figure life out” by writing and can see by her musings that some periods of
life were particularly “muse-able.” She worked at many jobs over the years: at
a cemetery, a women’s prison, a metropolitan police department, a natural beef
company, a fast food chain franchisee, an alcoholic/drug treatment center, and
a large mental health community treatment center.
Sarah Guyer – attends Masters Elementary School in Omaha, NE.
Kaylea Halstead – attends Alice Buffett Magnet Middle School in Omaha,
NE.
Emily Harkins – attends Dundee Elementary School in Omaha, NE.
Grace Harkins – attends Benson High School in the Omaha Public School
District.
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Kathie Haskins - grew up in Papillion, NE, and currently lives in Millard with
her husband and two children. She enjoys writing poems and reflections about
nature and everyday life, and hopes to one day publish a book of her poetry.
Oliver Hellowell - is a young man who dreams of being a professional
wildlife and landscape photographer one day. He is 18 years old and has Down
Syndrome. His development as a photographer has taken place under the
guidance of his stepfather and mentor Mike O’Carroll. Oliver’s photographs
reflect his view of the world and his emerging sense of perspective and
composition and can be found at http://oliverhellowell.com.
Luke Henson – recently graduated from Omaha Creighton Prep High School
and is now a student at Metropolitan Community College.
Uri Herszbaum-Harding – is a ninth grade student at Omaha Central High
School. His passions are reading, writing science fiction, chess, and robotics.
Abigail Hills - is a student at the University of Nebraska at Omaha, where she
works on her literature degree with a minor in anthropology. She has written
since she was six years old and writes to free herself of thoughts that roll
around in her head, to find inspiration, to appreciate the things she has, and
because she loves it. Abigail loves nothing more than to meet fellow writers,
who enjoy the written word and perfecting their craft, as much as she does.
David Prinz Hufford - has spent his life teaching and writing, 38 years in
the USA, the last 30 of which were at Iowa Western Community College in
Council Bluffs, IA. He also has taught in Slovakia and China. Since then,
he has traveled to many countries, often on missions for his church. He has
published over 250 poems in 20 publications, including three self-published
chapbooks and one full-length poetry book.
Anne James - works as a lab technician at Creighton University, Omaha,
NE, researching zebra fish inner ear development. She completed her B.S. in
biology and French at Creighton. In her free time, Anne enjoys writing poetry,
playing the trombone, knitting, and scuba diving.
Gary Jones – is a retired veterinarian and research analyst who lives in
Omaha, NE.
Fireflies & Slow Sammy (Anonymous)
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Stacey Kennedy - is a first-time writer for Fine Lines.
Tyler Kirkle – is a student at Millard South High School (NE).
Lindsay Knuter – is a student at Metropolitan Community College, Elkhorn,
NE.
Stevie Rae Kruger – is a student at Metropolitan Community College,
Elkhorn, NE.
Kenton Knapp - lives in Madison, Nebraska with his sister, Gracie and
parents, Jim and Kristy. He is in third grade at Trinity Lutheran School.
Kristy Stark Knapp - lives in Madison, Nebraska with her family. She is the
owner of Knapp Studios, an art and marketing firm.
Larry Leeds – is a retired corporate computer analyst and has always enjoyed
writing short stories. He lives in Omaha, NE.
Wendy Lundeen – retired from teaching in the Omaha Public School District,
where she taught Spanish at Central High School and at Alice Buffett Middle
School. She is an adjunct instructor at Metropolitan Community College and
substitutes in the Millard Public School District. She received a Bachelor
of Science Degree in Organizational Communication, a Bachelor of Arts
Degree in Secondary Education, and Masters of Arts Degrees in Secondary
Education and Educational Administration. Señora Lundeen is a “Yaya” to
six grandchildren and is writing a book about her two grandsons’ struggles
with Duchenne Muscular Dystrophy, a terminal illness. Her passions include
writing poetry, singing in the church choir, traveling, acting, and dancing every
year as “Oma” in Nutcracker Delights, sharing her love with her grandchildren
and leading a group of young writers every year at the Fine Lines Summer
Creative Writing Camp.
David Martin – is the managing editor of Fine Lines.
Vince McAndrew – is retired from the Omaha Public Schools, where he was
a teacher, counselor, and administrator. He is now giving full attention to his
grandchildren and his poetry.

169

Fine Lines :: Autumn 2014

J.J. McKenna - His poetry has appeared in more than 50 literary journals and
mainstream magazines including Ideals Magazine, Hawaii Review, Midwest
Quarterly, Louisville Review, Chaminade Literary Review, Concho River
Review, and ELM. His poem “At the Japanese Gardens” was nominated for the
Pushcart Prize. His first book of poetry, Wind and Water, appeared in 2010. He
is Emeritus Professor of English at the University of Nebraska, Omaha.
Blake McNeill – attends Alfonza Davis Middle School in Omaha, NE.
Grace Merritt – is a senior at Millard West, NE, High School and a freshman
at Metropolitan Community College in Elkhorn, NE.
Madi Meyer – attends Wayne, NE, Junior High School.
Bob Miller - has been writing essays since 2007. Originally he wrote mostly
about music and dance, and he emailed his essays to his dance students. He
has over 200 of them, and he chose this one to share with Fine Lines readers.
Kori Miller - an author, entrepreneur, and podcaster. She welcomes guest
bloggers via two of her websites: Kori Miller Writes and Back Porch Writer.
Her book, Deadly Sins: A Dezeray Jackson Mini-Series, was released in 2014.
Alycia Mordaunt – lives in Omaha, NE.
Owen Morrow – attends Westside Middle School in Omaha, NE.
Will Morrow - is a student in the Omaha Westside School District, and has
attended the Fine Lines Creative Writing Summer Camp for three years. “I
have a lot of journals that are filled with short stories, comic strips, and poems.
I like to listen to Dad read out loud, and I draw pictures to create stories. In
addition to writing, I love sports and play hockey year round.”
Clara Murphy – attends Glenwood, IA, Middle School.
Satori Pettit – attends Cottonwood Elementary School in the Millard, NE,
Public School District.
Michelle Phillips is a teacher at St. Wenceslaus Elementary School in Omaha,
NE.
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Ambun Pratami - – “I know about Fine Lines from my English teacher.
I’m from Indonesia, and I met Ms. Knake when I spent a year in Papillion,
NE, as an exchange student. I’m working as an auditor, but I love writing.
English is my second language, but I love it a lot. I began writing when I
was in 4th grade, and it was a poem about Princess Diana’s death. I thought
I was unusual, because I always have these words inside my head and feel
the urge to jot them down. I know that it means I love writing so much. I
need to write, because otherwise I don’t feel that I truly exist. I’m afraid I’ll
fade away. Being able to write brings happiness, because I have something I
can call my own. It’s a piece of me, something that I leave behind when I’m
gone. Having my works read by a bigger audience is a totally different thing.
This is a gift, and I honestly thank Fine Lines for that.”
John Reel - is a sohpomore at Millard South High School. He is interested in
drama, graphic arts, cooking and Japanese culture.
Hannah Robinson – attends Westside Middle School in Omaha, NE.
Esmeralda Rodriguez – attends Norris Middle School in Omaha, NE.
Bryan Rutan – is a first time writer for Fine Lines.
Matthew Salfity – attends Sunset Hills Elementary School in the Westside
School District in Omaha, NE.
James M. Salhany - is a retired professor of internal medicine and
biochemistry at the University of Nebraska Medical Center, where he taught
and performed research in molecular biophysics. He did his graduate studies at
the University of Chicago, where he obtained his Master’s and PhD degrees.
His undergraduate studies began at Wayne State University in Detroit, where
his interest in poetry and music originated. He completed his baccalaureate
degree in chemistry at the University of Florida. His poems attempt to present
scientific concepts in humanistic terms.
Jennifer Howe Salzwedel - is a first-time writer for Fine Lines.
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Cathy Samuelson – is a trauma sensitive yoga instructor. She enjoys studying
the healing arts and most creative endeavors, trying to find the highest capacity
for well-being. After theatrical study and performance in Los Angeles, she
enjoyed becoming a wedding singer. At one time, she hoped to be a backup
singer for Annie Lennox, but now, that is her daughter’s dream.
Maddy Schaefer – is a freshman at Mercy High School in Omaha, NE. She
plays basketball and runs on the track team.
Tricia Schmidt - is a first-time writer for Fine Lines.
James Robert Sefried – guitarist and writer from Falls City, NE.
Lisa J. Shulman, at age 10 - – died in 1990 at the age of 19 from a rare
childhood cancer, Ewing’s Sarcoma. She wrote poetry and stories all of
her short life, and as a member of the yearbook staff during her junior and
senior years at Millard North High School, she was awarded entry into The
Quill and Scroll International Honorary Society for High School Journalists.
After graduation, she attended Bradley University in Peoria, IL, on academic
scholarships. She attended for only six months, until that dreaded cancer
returned with a vengeance.
Abby Siemer – attends Swanson Elementary School in the Westside School
District in Omaha, NE.
D. N. Simmers - writes poetry and lives in British Columbia, Canada.
Kristen Steele – is a high school senior at Glenwood, IA, High School.
Emma Vinchur – is a freshman at the University of Nebraska - Lincoln.
Gabe Walker – is a graduate of Papillion-LaVista, NE, High School.
David Waller – is a Fine Lines fall semester intern and an English major at the
University of Nebraska – Omaha.
Emily Woods – is a student at Metropolitan Community College, Elkhorn,
NE.
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Leslie Worden – is a student at Metropolitan Community College, Elkhorn,
NE.
Donald Wright - is a retired newspaperman from Iowa and Nebraska who
has also taken a turn with Nebraska state government as a public information
officer and as an associated professor of communication at the University of
Nebraska at Omaha. Wright retired from state government in 1999, and, with
his wife, Norma Woods, moved to Oregon City, Oregon, the end of the Oregon
Trail. He rekindled his love for poetry after the death of his wife, a longtime
teacher in Council Bluffs, Iowa, and, later, an employee of the Omaha Library
System. Unknown to him, in 1976 she submitted one of his little love poems
for her to Lyrical Iowa, the Iowa poetry/prose quarterly, and they published it.
He only found it, while cleaning out her accumulated memorabilia, and started
writing again to help himself answer some of the questions of her death and
his new life. Among the ephemera his wife kept was a 2010 copy of Fine Lines
containing an illustration by Eddith Buis, a friend and an Omaha artist. On
a whim, Wright submitted “Seventh Inning Stretch” to Fine Lines and got a
strike on his first cast.
Zoe Zingler - is 12 years old and attends Elkhorn Valley View Middle School
as a 7th grader. She has been a Girl Scout for the Spirit of Nebraska since
kindergarten. She qualified for HALE (High Ability Learner’s Education)
classes starting in 3rd grade and has continued in the program ever since. She
enjoys playing basketball and has played for the Elkhorn Elite Girl’s league
for four years. She competes in triathlons, is involved with the Elkhorn
Community Theatre as a cast member, started playing volleyball, and in her
free time enjoys jumping on her trampoline.
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Julio’s Restaurant is proud to support Fine Lines
and the hard working people who produce these
wonderful works of the human spirit.
Thanks to all who make this publication another
great “Omaha Original!”
DOWNTOWN
510 S 13th St
Omaha, NE 68102
402.345.6921

WEST
123rd & Center St
Omaha, NE 68144
402.330.2110

Monday-Thursday 11:00 am-10:00 pm
Friday-Saturday 11:00 am-11:00 pm
Sunday: 4:00 pm to 9:00 pm

NELAC

Nebraska Language Arts Council
Nebraska Language Arts Council (NELAC) is a statewide
professional volunteer association of language arts educators
who join together to network through conferences, meetings,
journals, and conversation. NELAC is Nebraska’s official
state affiliate with Nebraska’s Council of Teachers of English,
and membership is open to all educators of language arts,
kindergarten through college level.

NELAC Promotes:
•
•
•
•
•
•
•
•
•
•
•
•
•
•

Excellence in Student Magazines
Young Writers’ Programs
Achievement in Writing Awards
Promising Young Teacher Award
The Nebraska English Journal
The Nebraska Student Journal
Nebraska Literary map
Guide to Nebraska Authors
Annual Nebraska Poetry Month
Annual High School Quiz Bowl
Plum Creek Children’s Festival
SLATE (Support for the Learning and Teaching of English)
AFCON (Academic Freedom Colation of Nebraska)
Nebraska Center for the Book

JOIN NELAC this year!
Send $10 to:
NELAC
PO Box 83944
Lincoln, NE 68501-3944

Contact:
Clark Kolterman
Ckolte00@connectseward.org

AFCON

Academic Freedom Coalition of Nebraska
Academic Freedom Coalition of Nebraska promotes academic
freedom in education and research contexts. This includes
freedoms of belief and expression and access to information
and ideas.

As a Member, you can help us:
•

Support applications of the First Amendment in academic
contexts, including elementary and secondary schools,
colleges, universities, and libraries.

•

Educate Nebraskans about the meaning and value of
intellectual freedom, intellectual diversity, mutual respect,
open communication, and uninhibited pursuit of knowledge,
including the role of these ideas in academic contexts and in
democratic self-government.

•

Assist students, teachers, librarians, and researchers confronted
with censorship, indoctrination, or suppression of ideas.

•

Act as a liason among groups in Nebraska that support
academic freedom issues.

To become a member:
Send dues, organization or individual name,
address and phone number to:
Cathi McCurtry
15 N. Thomas Avenue
Oakland, Nebraska 68045

AFCONebr.org

Now Available:
Facing the Blank Page
by David Martin

“In his collection of
personal essays, Martin
gives us no less than a
series of prescriptions
for how to conduct an
examined life.”
Dr. J.J. McKenna

“These essays are an
interesting journey from
introspective curiosity
about what makes
Martin’s soul tick to
excellent narratives about
motivating one to write.”
Richard Koelling

“I am delighted to see the
essays I have read through
the years in one book
where I can turn the pages,
taste the ideas, and savor!”
Colleen Aagesen

“Martin is devoted to
his calling and is an
inspiration to fledgling
writers and diehards in the
field.”
Mary Bannister

Available at:
www.WriteLife.com
www.Amazon.com
www.Amazon.co.uk
www.BooksAMillion.com
www.AbeBooks.com
www.Alibris.com
www.BarnesAndNoble.com

Now Available:
Need I say a person’s thoughts
are never a secret? The living
pretend not to know another’s
thinking, but this is partly a
human attempt at propriety,
and partly a means of selfdefense. The truth is, all things
are energy with shape and
color. Seen from the spirit
world, all thoughts are as bright
as washed jewels.

www.WriteLife.com

www.Amazon.com
www.Amazon.co.uk
www.BooksAMillion.com
www.AbeBooks.com
www.Alibris.com
www.BarnesAndNoble.com

When Willow is born and
her mother dies moments
later, only the narrator of this
spellbinding, debut novel
knows the death isn’t from
complications of childbirth.
Amelie-Anaïs, buried on the
Nebraska hilltop where the
family home resides, tells this
story of deceit, survival, and
love from beyond the grave.
Following Willow’s life and
Willow’s incredible passion
to paint despite loneliness, a
physical handicap, and being
raised by a father plagued with
secrets, Amelie-Anaïs weaves
together the lives of four
enigmatic generations.

Now Available:
In the title story, “Hurricane
Blues”, you will meet a
Louisiana blues piano player
who protects her home-alone
son by averting hurricanes with
a whiskey shot glass and a
mother’s love. In “The Reader”,
a dreamy bookworm stumbles
into manhood. In “Soul Most
In Need”, the friendship of
two southern widows is the
one truth at a tent revival.
“Nahualli” presents a sharptongued Mexican recluse
and her shape-shifting lover.
Meet a good-hearted deacon
doing reconnaissance on a
philandering preacher from a
classic car in “T-Bird Recon.” A
cruel medieval father, a frontier
lawyer’s silent child scrivener,
and an aspiring teacher
caught in the 1918 inﬂuenza
epidemic also populate this
eclectic collection of previously
published and new short ﬁction.
ISBN: 978-1608080434

www.WriteLife.com
www.Amazon.com

www.Amazon.co.uk

www.BooksAMillion.com
www.AbeBooks.com
www.Alibris.com

www.BarnesAndNoble.com

Now Available:
Little Birds with Broken Wings
by David Martin

In this collection, David Martin
invites us to see the world through
his attentive eyes, bearing witness
to what endures, what matters: a
mother’s love, the flicker of a firefly,
the mystery of a dream, a beloved
teacher, a triumphant student, the
power of myth, and most of all, the
written word.

ISBN: 9781608080595

www.WriteLife.com
www.Amazon.com
www.Amazon.co.uk
www.BooksAMillion.com
www.AbeBooks.com
www.Alibris.com
www.BarnesAndNoble.com

Now Available:
Images of a White Bear Kachina
erupt from the dreams of
virologist Dr. Rachel Bisette
and invade her daytime
consciousness. The kachina
draws Rachel to the Four
Corners to lead the search for
a vaccine against an exploding
and lethal pandemic. One
elusive indigenous woman, Eva
Yellow Horn, carries the gift
of immunity. In her search for
Eva, Rachel discovers power
beyond science, the secret of an
environmental disaster, and the
truth of her parents’ death.
“Masks reveal as much as they
conceal in Blood of the White
Bear, a novel that smoulders with
mystery and crackles with suspense,
so much so that readers may start
seeing kachina dolls over their own
shoulders in the wee small hours.”
Gary D. Rhodes, author and
filmmaker

www.WriteLife.com
www.Amazon.com
www.Amazon.co.uk
www.BooksAMillion.com
www.AbeBooks.com
www.Alibris.com
www.BarnesAndNoble.com

“Marcia Calhoun Forecki and
Gerald Schnitzer know how to
write a fast-paced, compelling
novel. Partially based on actual
events in the Southwest, they have
a talent for constructing strong
characters and a layered plot that
keeps gathering momentum, with
increasing tension and excitement.
All the ingredients for a page-turner
are here.”
Dan Steinbrocker, News Media
Services, Inc.

P.O. Box 241713
Omaha, NE 68124-5713
www.finelines.org
email: fine-lines@cox.net
ISSN: 1523-5211

