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About Fine Lines
Fines Lines is published by Fine Lines, Inc., a 501(c) 3 non-profit 

corporation. David Martin is the managing editor. In this quarterly 
publication, we share poetry and prose by writers of all ages in an 
attempt to add clarity and passion to our lives. Support is provided 
through donations, all of which are tax deductible. Join us in creating 
the lives we desire through the written word.

Composition is hard work. We celebrate its rewards in each issue. 
Share this publication with others who love creativity. We encourage 
authors and artists of all ages. Our national mailing list reaches every 
state. Increased literacy and effective, creative communication is 
critical for all.

Fines Lines editors believe writing of life’s experiences brings order 
to chaos, beauty to existence, and celebration to the mysterious. We 
encourage readers to respond to the ideas expressed by our authors. 
Letters to the editor may be printed in future issues after editing for 
length and clarity. Reader feedback is important to us. We support 
writers and artists with hope and direction. Write on.

Donations
Contributions are tax deductible. When you support Fines Lines, we 

send e-letters with Fines Lines news, upcoming events, and the inside 
scoop on special issues, and we provide copies to students who have no 
means to buy this publication. You will add to their literacy, too.

We offer two methods of payment for your Fines Lines donations:

• U.S. residents should make checks payable to Fines Lines. Please 
include your name, address, and email with your donation:

Mailing Address:
Fines Lines Journal
PO Box 241713
Omaha, NE 68124

• We also accept credit card payments via PayPal.

Submissions
• We accept submissions via email, file attachments, CDs formatted 

in MS Word for PCs, and laser-printed hard copies.
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• Editors reply when writing is accepted for publication, and if a 
stamped, self-addressed envelope or email address is provided.

• Submissions must not include overt abuse, sexuality, profanity, 
drugs, alcohol, or violence.

• Do not send “class projects.” Teachers may copy Fines Lines 
issues for their classes and submit student work for publication 
when they act as members and sponsors.

• Address changes and correspondence should be sent to the Fines 
Lines email address.
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2014 Fine Lines Poetry Contest Winners

First Place Winner

Sneezing Trees
Rose Gleisberg

Through my window, elms
Sneeze showers of zealous leaves
Swarming barren grounds

White Pass Train, Alaska :: Anne James
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2014 Fine Lines Poetry Contest Winners

Second Place Winner

The Wordsmith
Marion Young

With pen in hand I slide to the other side,
Where fireflies shatter twilight’s veil,
Pine needles crinkle on the path,
Moonbeams whisper a melody,
Chanting waves enthrall,
Rushing winds caress,
Stars glisten above,
Blood tingles as
I drink from the
Fountain of Words
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2014 Fine Lines Poetry Contest Winners

Third Place Winner

Frozen like a Statue
Anne James

My teeth chatter against each other,
like a beaver gnaws on wood.
I’m frozen from my toes
to the tips of my auburn hair,
frostbitten to the very depths of my soul
battered by icy, bitter wind,
as Christ of the Deep withstands currents
and growth of marine life within its matter.
Icicles have formed on my eyelashes,
the only part of me not swaddled like a babe,
unshielded from the ruthless air,
as statues in open-air bear the brutal weather
that sears their foundations,
and cracks the stone.

My scarf whisks away from my neck,
yearning to break free,
to soar o’er the jagged, snowy mountain,
like Christ, held captive
by shifting sands and anchored by barnacles.
Tugging on my scarf, protecting my face,
I choke on the arctic bite of the air,
the bitterness cuts through my cracked lips
like saltwater on a wound,
then dig my poles into the freshly packed snow.

For a moment they are trapped;
and I am frozen like a statue,
Christ of the Deep trapped in the murky depths of silt,
yet instead of awaiting my doom,
I grasp the poles
like Christ reaching for the heavens,
I extinguish the cold soaked marble of my snow-sculptured figure.
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Launching my gelid skis towards the distant lodge,
I carve ribbons into the icy snow,
like Michelangelo,
setting free the angel in the marble.

Einstein :: Jenn Docktor
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2014 Fine Lines Poetry Contest Winners

Honorable Mention

Sculpting a Man I Know Well
Blaze Livingston

I am putty in your hands;
Mold me into your masterpiece.
I’ll obey every one of your commands,
Without a word
And with a little elbow grease.

Whip me into shape,
For I am not one to speak,
Over my mouth is silver tape;
This place is not one for the meek.
My skin remembers every scrape.
But my eyes dare not to peek,
In shame for being weak;
In shame for being weak.

Wind whistles in my ears,
And birds chirp, in unison and confusion,
But it is truly one of my fears—
It is merely and illusion.

I am clay to be bent and broken,
Only hoping to recollect once more,
And when I had spoken,
The tape then tore.

Threads ripped,
Ties were cut,
Words slipped,
Doors were shut.

I could only stare forward
To find my reflection.
I shut the door,
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I cut the thread,
And what’s more,
It was all in my own head.
All in my very own head.

Winter in the Mountains :: Cindy Goeller
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A Big Difference in 100 years!

Imagine, the third cause of death in 1914 was DIARRHEA, and you could 
buy HEROIN at the drug store.

• Here are some statistics for that year.
• The average life expectancy for men was 47 years.
• Fuel for this car was sold in drug stores only. 
• Only 14 percent of the homes had a bathtub.
• Only 8 percent of the homes had a telephone.
• There were only 8,000 cars and only 144 miles of paved roads.
• The maximum speed limit in most cities was 10 mph.
• The average US wage in 1910 was 22 cents per hour.
• The average US worker made between $200 and $400 per year.
• A competent accountant could expect to earn $2,000 per year, a dentist 

$2,500 per year, a veterinarian between $1,500 and $4,000 per year, and a 
mechanical engineer about $5,000 per year.

• More than 95 percent of all births took place at home.
• Ninety percent of all doctors had NO COLLEGE EDUCATION! Instead, 

they attended so-called medical schools. 
• Many were condemned in the press AND the government as 

“substandard.”

1914 Ford Model T
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• Sugar cost four cents a pound.
• Eggs were fourteen cents a dozen.
• Coffee was fifteen cents a pound.
• Most women only washed their hair once a month and used Borax or egg 

yolks for shampoo.
• Canada passed a law that prohibited poor people from entering into their 

country for any reason.

The five leading causes of death were

1. Pneumonia and influenza 
2. Tuberculosis 
3. Diarrhea 
4. Heart disease 
5. Stroke

• The American flag had 45 stars.
• The population of Las Vegas, Nevada, was only 30!
• Crossword puzzles, canned beer, and iced tea hadn’t been invented yet.
• There was neither a Mother’s Day nor a Father’s Day.
• Two out of every 10 adults couldn’t read or write; only 6 percent of 

Americans graduated from high school.
• Marijuana, heroin, and morphine were available over the counter at local 

corner drugstores.
• Pharmacists said, “Heroin clears the complexion, gives buoyancy to the 

mind, regulates the stomach and bowels, and is, in fact, a perfect guardian 
of health!”

• Eighteen percent of households had at least one full-time servant or 
domestic help.

(This information was gathered from Wikipedia, the free encyclopedia.) 
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Looking in the Mirror
Megan Albertson 

The comments were cutting;
although untrue.
One day they’d see.
One day she’d bloom.

Some times were hard,
but others weren’t as rough.
She was in the middle and
had to suffer the guff.

Soon her time arrived.
What a beauty she became.
She looked in the mirror,
smiled, and whispered her name.

“Life is trying things to see if they work.”

—   Ray Bradbury
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Coming to the United States
Rana Alkufi

The instability and ongoing war in my 
country, Iraq, forced me to seek asylum for 
my children and me in the United States of 
America. I was a high school teacher of world 
history, and I was also a graduate student with 
a history major. My husband was a civil engineer, and he had a great job with 
the Ministry of Housing and Construction. We decided to leave everything 
that we had built there, because of the bad political situation. We applied for 
immigration, and since my husband worked for the US Army for a while, our 
application was approved, and we flew to the USA. 

My first impression when I arrived here was satisfaction. The moment 
I stepped into the airport and took my first breath of American air, I felt like 
I was let into a Hollywood movie, like I use to watch on television. I was 
amazed with all the sky hugging buildings, clean streets, beautiful cities, and 
friendly people. I felt so happy then, and everybody seemed to be nice. The 
first month was very exciting, and we moved to an apartment provided for us 
by a non-profit organization of immigration in the city of Omaha, NE. People 
in the organization helped us find our way around the city and booked doctor 
appointments for the whole family. They provided us with supplies and money 
that we needed for three months, which was their legal contract period to take 
care of newcomers, and then we were on our own. 

We started to feel the pressure of our new life and the need to develop 
our independence, provide for our family, and pay our own bills. The job 
market was not great, and it was a big struggle to find work. My husband was 
an engineer, but the best job offer he got was a loader at Home Depot. He 
and I started to feel that we made a huge compromise and took a step down 
regarding our career level. I was a teacher in my country, and the job I got 
here was as a maintenance person. I am not blaming anybody for that, since 
we had obvious limitations with language. Even with a simple job, we could 
not function effectively due to the language barrier. My supervisor needed to 
repeat himself often so I would understand him. I also did not know the names 
of the products, so when they asked me to bring something to them, I was lost 
and could not do it. 

Learning the English language has been the biggest obstacle so far. 
English is my second language, and it is not easy to learn. I was very cautious 
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not to offend people or say something that would upset them. Communication 
is the key for any success. To succeed I need to interact with people. Language 
is the communication tool everybody needs. I was a handicapped person 
who was not able to deliver her ideas, thoughts, and ask for help. After seven 
months of struggling with our new life, not being able to communicate with 
people made it difficult for me to make friends, and I felt alone. I started to 
feel homesick. I missed my family. For some reason, I only remembered the 
good things I had in my country and forgot about the bad situations we went 
through. We considered going back due to all the pressures and stress we 
experienced here. 

We went back to Iraq to visit my family and practice our old life. It was 
not easy to go back there, after we experienced a different and better one. We 
felt we made a mistake, and we were strangers in our own land. Something did 
not feel right, and we were different people, now. Living in the United States 
was the better choice. 

We were lucky enough to be admitted again to this country, and we made 
a commitment to fight and strive to build a new life in our new home. Our 
children will receive the best education provided by the schools of Omaha, 
and this will make them more confident. After two years working at Home 
Depot, my husband managed to get certified as an engineer and got a good 
job as a plant engineer. I decided to study and become a teacher like I was in 
Iraq. Now, I am a teacher’s aide, and I love it. I have made good friendships. 
Life is more joyful, and I am glad to be here. We made the right decision to 
move to this country. I will work hard to make a better life for my family, and 
hopefully, we will be able to achieve the American Dream, someday. 
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Because I Have To
Shawnelle Alley

It began for me with crayons and my mother
I don’t know if they came from some closet of 
commodities
Some giving world called Grandmother
The Low Income Ministry
Good Will
Or the Salvation Army

But Mother showed me expression
And it smelled of wax and purple
My colors were always stubs rubbed raw
Peeled naked exposing my truths in stories only I would know
Had I not learned at an early age to let myself go

Out of paper-thin skin and poor conditions
The crayons were always new at Grandmother’s house
Smelling of lilacs and talcum powder
The royal treatment of purple wax and my art

She had the box with a built-in sharpener and tiny shavings
Which spoke volumes in stories
Because everything was new when I told them
In pictures, before words

When Mother, my sisters, and I
No longer lived with Father
Crayons became obsolete and stories grew darker

Born of child-parents we grew up together
And the need to express myself grew great
And greater still when Fathers and Mothers filled all my spaces
With an unfriendly childhood laced with muddied color
Sometimes angry and red
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My crayons became peeled walnuts
Cracked open to snack with the squirrels 
once the rough brainy shells rubbed smooth
As we chattered together on the sidewalk chipping away 
at concrete reality
My walnuts wore out
Sometimes I did too

Mother understood I needed to be heard
And she afforded me white rock, hopscotch, and a voice
Even when she could not play or hear

My sisters and I played school
Imagining ourselves life-long learners on fantasies 
of twiggy magic wands
Drawing wordy lines with mud on the front stoop teaching life

One day there was a slate and chalky sticks 
endlessly squeaking our dusty stories
Full of lopsided truths
And we wrote about the darkness of another Father’s closet 
and bruises deeper than skin
Journaling our fears until tears moved chalk lines in new directions

And I moved 
Over two decades of time
Toward pencils, erasers, and fiction
Less painful than a bottle of beer
Some father’s abusive words or deeds
My father’s absence and
My mother’s deaf ear

And then my pen found my poet
And my grandmother encouraged the voice 
my mother encouraged I find
Though I’ve waited a lifetime to be heard

I sought myself in lines of counsel
Embracing my art and writing and truths
Pastoring myself
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Healing myself
Letting go of locked up stories
Until I could tap my fingers across keys
Offering myself and 
My truths to the benefit of others

Because I have to
I find myself still 
Coloring the world
Without the torture of my memories
And with my mother’s blessing

Ace of Spades :: Raleigh Wilkerson
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Finding the Right Path
Maya Alvarado

Have you heard the saying “minor setback, major comeback?” Most 
people have obstacles that can hinder them from becoming the person that 
they are destined to be. Life is about taking those obstacles and conquering 
them, setting ourselves on the path to greatness. It is about taking whatever 
disadvantages we are given and making the best of them. One of the biggest 
challenges that I ever faced was getting into college, but rest assured, I have 
conquered that obstacle, and I am on my path.

Underprivileged: how would one define a word with such an array of 
personal interpretations? When I was young, I did not feel much like an 
underprivileged child. As time went on and as I grew older, life revealed its 
harsh realities to me through my experiences. It has always been my mother, 
my sister, and me. Our distant family was somewhere in the background of 
my conscious memory. My father played an in-and-out role in the scheme of 
things. Although I loved him dearly, I did not get to see him much. 

Poverty was nothing new to my family, but my mother and sister did the 
best they could to raise me right and baby me every chance they got. As I 
grew older, it became harder for my mother to sustain a household by herself. 
Homelessness was not easy. I still remember our first night in the shelter. I 
could not grasp what was happening, but I was comforted by the fact that I 
was sharing a bunk with my older sister. Although that was one of our low 
points, and we did recover from it, the tone of the financial aspect in which I 
was raised was much the same. 

In school, I was always told that college was possible. I never wanted to 
tell anyone that the concept of college seemed impossible for me, considering 
the financial state of my family. Would I ever reach this dream? Was it possible 
for a girl like me to engage in such a valuable and intriguing experience? Little 
did I know that I would be eligible for federal assistance, but it would take a 
few more bumps in the road before this happened.

With poverty comes stress. Some can handle it, effortlessly. Others do not 
do so well. Sometimes, after dealing with so much stress for so long, people 
just break. My mom broke. She needed help with her mental health, and she 
got it. While she was working on this, both she and the state of Nebraska 
thought it would be best if I was placed in a foster home. Although they were 
trying to help me to adulthood, I was still young, and for lack of better words, 
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I was plain dumb. 
I had a lot of growing up to do, but I wanted to do it my way. I got into 

trouble, and then a little more, and then some more after that. The people who 
were helping me got sick of all the trouble I caused. Who or what could help 
me anymore than they were already attempting to? Ahh, yes, I needed out of 
home placement: structure, security, programs, and institutionalization. Yes, 
this would surely help me straighten up! 

Well, I had a lot of growing up to do, but I was not done attempting to get 
to adulthood my way. I decided that the best step in any direction was a step in 
a familiar direction, and that direction was trouble. Why not? It was what I was 
used to, and what I was good at. Unfortunately for me, all of my placements 
were getting as tired of the choices that I was making as my foster home had. 

As I got older, the state had fewer alternatives for me, and they finally 
got to the point where they were not even going to bother with sending me 
to another placement. I was cut off, for lack of a better term. They were done 
trying, even though I had not exhausted my options of placement. I was too old 
for them now, anyway, already having been to an adult facility. No placement 
in the state of Nebraska wanted to expose their youth to a troublemaker like 
me. 

Unfortunately, those were the rules, so they stuck me in the youth facility. 
As long as I was secured inside a facility until I aged out of the system, they 
were following the rules. How could I get out of jail and on the path to my 
greatness? I did not have support, but I had a select few close loved ones 
who wanted a better life for me. They finally got through to me and made me 
realize that I had to make the choice to become the respectable young woman 
that I had always wanted to be. 

Choices are hard to make, if we know they are going to take us in new 
directions. Something we have never experienced or even thought about 
experiencing can be intimidating. Uncomfortableness, anxiety, and worry 
about the choices we have to make for ourselves and our futures are real. They 
can affect how we come to our decisions, and they can block us from finding 
our paths to greatness. In the end, the fear of making choices with intimidating 
consequences, good or bad, are obstacles to conquer. 

The people that God brought into my life and placed close to my heart are 
his ways of telling me that I can do this. Support plays a big role in helping 
everyone in making life changing decisions. I do not know where I would be 
without the support that I gained from my loved ones. They have shown and 
reassured me that I can make the right choices for my life, and they will help. 
Waters never waded through, paths that have yet to be walked, and all the 
places that our own greatness can lead us to are intimidating, but with a little 
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support, they got less scary and more doable. 
Getting to college was a challenge for me. Once I was driven by my own 

passions and the people who only wanted the best for me, nothing could stop 
me. I was blessed to be able to overcome the obstacles, once seeming like 
immovable mountains. I am proud to inform everyone, though, that I have now 
found my path to greatness. Although I am only at the beginning, I believe that 
getting to college, and all of the things that I have learned in getting here, have 
started me in the right direction. 

“And as imagination bodies forth 

The forms of things unknown, the poet’s pen 

Turns them to shapes and gives to airy nothing 

A local habitation and a name.”

— William Shakespeare (A Midsummer Night’s Dream)
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Dreamland
Courtney Andreessen

I feel as if I’m falling. Streaks of brown zip past me, and I land on the cold 
ground with a THUMP!  The sun is just setting, and the sky looks absolutely 
beautiful. It is a wonderful mix of pumpkin orange, highlighter pink, lilac, and 
a pale daffodil yellow. Looking at it I feel like I am looking at an abstract piece 
of art, painted with watercolor that ran down the paper, blending it perfectly. 

I stand up and brush off dirt from my lacey blue dress. To the left of me is 
an unbelievable, sparkling river that flourishes with different species of fish.  

“Whoa,” I whisper, looking out into the beautiful scenery. “I thought a 
sight like this only existed in the movies.” 

Just then, a shadow appears above me, showing a very thick figure. 
“And that, my dear, is where you’re wrong. Welcome to the land where 

imagination becomes a reality.” 
I turn around to see who is talking, but she soon becomes a puff of glittery 

smoke. 
“That’s weird,” I mumble to myself, as I walk through a pile of leaves, 

each step making a crunch sound. My hands dangle at my side as I explore 
the place I got dragged into. Out of the corner of my eye, I see a very petite 
looking human zoom past me. So, of course, I chase after her. 

“Excuse me, miss!” I exclaim, running low on breath. 
She turns around, looking like she is on the verge of crying. 
“W-What?” she stutters. 
I do not ask why or what she was running from, I only focus on the tears 

that are now streaming down her face. 
“Mind telling me what’s wrong?” I question her in the most polite way 

possible. 
The little girl’s head is soon on my shoulder, and her tears leave a stain, 

but I don’t mind at all. My arms wrap around her back, and I make slight 
soothing noises. 

“There’s no way out! We’re going to be trapped in here forever, and no 
one will know where to find us!” the girl exclaims, sobbing even harder now 
than before.  

I leave her when I see a sparkling piece of glass wash up on the riverbank. 
It is a message in a bottle. Curiosity is part of human nature, so naturally I 
open it. 

“If you’re reading this, you’ve been in a coma for almost 15 years now. 
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We’re trying out a new technique, but we aren’t quite sure where this message 
will end up in your dream, or if it even will. We hope we’re getting through to 
you. Please, wake up. They need you.”

Sheep and Shepherd :: Tudor Seulean
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Slow Fall
Angelic Armendariz

The sun rolls over you day after day, 
the moon comes out, shines down, 
and you lie there as the stars twinkle 
their hello. A constant chase of day and
night, like us, a constant chase. 

Please don’t leave.
The grass whispers secrets only you can 
fathom, the angels standing vigil over 
you dance in the changing weather,
knowing they’ll be here longer than I.

The fights, the hate yous,
the get outs, and the want yous.
Please don’t leave.
We should’ve known better,
all the drama, but we just couldn’t get enough.

Because love is created by mixing 
blood and sugar.
We tasted rainbows and ate
stars. After every high there’s a crash,
and we crashed hard, baby.

Crashed
into each other, you were sent spinning 
into oblivion and I…
I was sent into this new reality.

Tears smearing the mascara,
Please don’t leave
falling on closed ears,
the scent of you fading from your clothes,
from my memory, to wake from dreaming
of you and spend these empty nights
curled in sleepless sheets.
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Voiceless
Malia Battafarano

I live in a place where
words dance,
and people soar,
and silhouettes speak an afterthought.

A place where
dancers tell stories,
and eagles fight for freedom,
and epilogues follow.

Here
the world listens,
but speech remains just out of reach.

Here
I am they,
Am we,
Am you,
And perspective is always . . . .
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Solo
Carolyn Bergeron

Here I am again,
Waiting for them to finish.
Like the guy way back when,
Pouring me into bronze,
Penciling me on scrap paper,
He put that little skirt on me.
I never liked that skirt.

Then
the workshops 
everyone’s eyes on me
I can’t breathe
I can’t talk
It’s cold in here
And I stand alone 
Forever fixed

Now
something new happens
I stand in fields
On bridges
Under trees
Black and white
Then color
And I am alive again
The lone dancer

(Inspired by Julian Adair’s photographs of dancers 
at the 2014 Fine Lines Camp)
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Dream Catcher Lew Hunter  
Is the Screenwriting Guru  

of the Great Plains
Leo Adam Biga

(Originally appeared in a 2008 edition of 
The Reader - www.thereader.com)

Twice a year a fractured fairy tale unfolds in Nebraska’s Republican River 
Valley. Superior, a prosaic Nuckolls County border town of 2,055 in the state’s 
most far southern reaches, draws dreamers from near and far. They come, 
some half way across America, some across the globe, to learn at the feet of a 
professor whose laidback Socratic method is Aristotle meets Jimmy Buffett.

The wise man these acolytes seek out in this Margaretville-on-the-Great 
Plains is screenwriting guru Lew Hunter, a favorite son of Superior, born and 
raised in nearby Guide Rock. He moved to Superior as a boy.

His warm, folksy manner belies his incisive mind and cosmos experience. 
In a Will Rogersesque way he’s both an innocent and a sophisticate, his 
humor part homespun cornpone and part sly wink. Yes, he’s a product of these 
agricultural back roads, but he’s operated in the garish fast lane of L.A. as a 
network television executive and producer and as a screenwriter.

Gregarious and without an ounce of self-consciousness, Hunter bares all 
in front of guests -- his surgically repaired knees, bulging midriff, failed first 
marriage, his foibles, successes, philosophies, his name-dropping anecdotes 
and fondness for quoting famous writers. He openly lavishes affection on his 
two dogs. He casually tells total strangers he and wife Pamela both suffer from 
ADHD.

“Oh, by the way, we’re first cousins,” he adds.
Too much information, perhaps, but the revelation and the relationship 

make sense upon meeting his earthy, instinctual, effusive wife. They’re 
soulmates.

“It’s wonderful because we know each other’s stuff,” he said. “We figure 
out ways in which to handle it.”

Since 2001, the couple’s hosted a pair of two-week screenwriting colonies 
-- one in June, another in September -- in Superior, some of whose Victorian 
residences bear National Register of Historic Places merit. The Hunters, whose 
roots run deep there, own two turreted 19th century showplaces. They live in a 
two-story mansion, the former Beale House, they generously open to visitors.
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Nearby is the former Day House, a three-story, 5,500 square foot grand 
dame. Two eccentric old maid sisters occupied it for decades. Their spirits 
may imbue it today. Pamela assures guests an Australian psychic’s reading, via 
phone, found a stream of energy flowing underneath. Pamela ascribes it to the 
Ogallala Aquifer. Whatever the source, she calls it “a happy house” conducive 
to “creative people.”

The Colony House, as it’s referred to today, serves as home base for the 
workshop and as main quarters for registrants, who pay upwards of $2,500 to 
glean script basics from Hunter. His book, Screenwriting 434, now in its 12th 
printing, is a staple for aspiring scenarists. The title comes from the UCLA 
class he’s taught 29 years. The book’s a condensed version of the class, just as 
the colony’s a power form of it.

UCLA, where he’s been voted most popular teacher multiple times, has 
played a huge role in his life. He earned a second master’s degree there in 
1959. His classmates included future cinema god Francis Ford Coppola. His 
appreciation of film was enhanced watching the latest “creative expressions” 
by Fellini, Antonioni, Truffaut, Godard, Bergman, Kurosawa, and Ray at the 
famed Laemmle theater chain’s Los Feliz art cinema.

“That was a wonderful experience,” he said.
Lew holds court in T-shirt, shorts and bare feet, a Diet Dr. Pepper at the 

ready, and a sharpened pencil behind one ear. He either motors between the 
two houses balanced on a scooter, resembling a circus bear atop a unicycle, or 
behind the wheel of his pea soup green Galaxy 500.

While professing, he keeps near him a file folder bulging with years of 
lecture materials. He fishes out writerly quotes, excerpts or tidbits to share, 
referencing Tennessee Williams, William Faulkner, and Joseph Campbell. He 
relates how as a Northwestern University grad student he asked guest lecturer 
John Steinbeck what to do to be a great writer. The legend’s response: “Write!”

Some sessions are just Lew talking off the top of his head. Unscripted. 
He doesn’t need a cheat sheet, he said, “because the structure is exactly the 
structure I do in a 10-week class.” At table readings he reads, aloud, students’ 
ideas or two-page outlines and offers verbal notes, inviting group feedback. 
He proffers precise analysis that constitutes Lew’s Rules -- nearly always 
delivered with a smile.

“Too little story.” “Too much story.” “What’s your story really about?” 
“Your imagination is the only restriction you have.” “Conflict, conflict, 
conflict.” “Story, story, story.” “Character, character, character.” “All comedy 
and all drama are based on the three-act structure.” “My paradigm is situation, 
consequences and conclusion.” “Don’t even think about writing down to the 
audience.”
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His racing thoughts get ahead of his spoken words. An aside leads to a 
digression, then to a full-fledged anecdote. If Pamela interjects, he’s gone. 
Just as his original train of thought threatens to derail, he gets back on track, 
prompting one of his favorite Lewisms, “I interrupted myself.”

Colleagues from UCLA, Ohio University, and other colleges help instruct. 
Pamela does the rest. She’s den mother, house keeper, cook, confessor, referee, 
cheerleader, and friend. Like a sweet-sassy diner waitress, she calls everyone 
“Hon” or “Sweetie.” The couple’s granddaughters and friends pitch in. But 
Pamela holds it all together on the home front so Lew can do his thing. She 
makes a killer stew. There are pizza nights, picnics, to-die-for cinnamon rolls, 
and libations aplenty.

The we’re-just-plain-folks couple set the tone for the kick-your-feet-back 
and have-a-few-brews colony. It’s as far removed from a stuffy academic 
setting as you can get. Lew tells his guests, almost as a mantra, “Great to have 
you here” or “So glad you’re here.” You get the feeling he means it, too. The 
first night, he has all assembled introduce themselves. He welcomes each 
again, bragging about their work, which they’ve sent him, or about awards 
they’ve won.

First-time colonist Bill Schreiber from Florida won the CineQuest (San 
Jose, Calif.) screenwriting competition. The award generated enough buzz 
that his high concept thriller, Switchback, is being read by major studios. That 
may not have happened had Hunter not been at the fest and hooked him up 
with his ex-agent. Contacts. Networking. It’s how Hollywood works. How a 
screenwriter from nowhere’s-ville gets read.

“It’s a matter of getting read. But you’ve got to learn the craft before the 
art can come through,” Schreiber said, “because there is a structure to it, and 
there is a pacing to it. It’s all about reaching people’s emotions. You handle 
them like a yo-yo, and that all has to do with structure.”

We came to Lew and Superior, he said, “to learn from him and to just 
elevate what I do. This is all about helping people like me who aren’t in that 
mainstream. It’s a way in for a lot of us who may be very talented but just 
can’t get over the hump or can’t make that relationship. There’s a million ways 
in and it all starts with a great script. Everybody’s looking for that next great 
script.”

Unlike most attending the colony Schreiber once broke through the 
system, with his very first screenplay no less, produced as Captiva Island, 
starring Oscar-winner Ernest Borgnine. The film found international TV 
distribution. That instant success soon gave way to the industry’s vagaries, 
however.

“It was kind of a blessing and a curse because you don’t think you’re 
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going to have to recreate the wheel each time,” he said. “I got my first one 
produced, and I was like, OK, here I go. But it didn’t happen that way.”

His subsequent scripts didn’t sell, and he spent the next several years 
running his own small media company. The itch to write movies burned. 
Winning a contest and getting his script into the right hands has him focused 
on his dream again.

“That gave me the confidence I needed to say, hey, I can write something 
that’s going to get noticed. I have a window of opportunity here. I better jump 
through it and jump as hard as I can. So, here I am still plugging away at it 
with Lew, eager to learn from one of the masters.”

Hunter advocates students submit to contests.
“Screenwriting competitions are very fair game and one of the best ways 

to get paid attention to. Bill (Schreiber) will probably tell you the best part of 
it is he got an agent,” said Hunter. Agents allow screenwriters to hurdle “the 
wall” between them and getting their work read. “The validation of an agent 
means something.”

Jim Christensen has a similar story as Schreiber’s. His This Old Porch 
won an Omaha Film Festival screenwriting award. His My Triple X Wife 
caught the eye of North Sea Films, the Omaha company whose president, 
Dana Altman, co-produced Nik Fackler’s Lovely, Still starring Oscar-winners 
Martin Landau and Ellen Burstyn. North Sea’s optioned Christensen’s script. 
He’s worked many jobs, but now that one of his pieces has earned money, he’s 
pursuing screenwriting full-time.

“I feel like I’m at the stage where I’m confident I’ve got a little game, but 
I really just want to take it to the next level because I want a career. I’m not 
looking for a big score, although that’d be nice.”

Alan Chang came all the way from Taiwan. A business leadership 
consultant, he wants to return to his creative roots as an author-editor.

“I know I’m an artist, so it’s time to be an artist before my dream dies,” he 
said. “My dream is I will be a J.K. Rowlings-plus-Ang Lee.”

Dr. Judy Butler, a family physician in Superior, has stories she’s dying 
to tell. New college grads Sam McCoy, Elayna Rice, and Heather Williams 
are 20-somethings on the cusp of separate moves to L.A. to follow their 
screenwriting dreams.

Hunter well knows that hunger. “I identify so much with people who are 
dreamers,” he said. He was a well-heeled ABC executive when the urge or, 
more accurately, the obligation to be a writer overtook him.

“I had been for like four or five years telling writers how to write and 
never having made a living as a writer myself. It bothered me a lot because 
I really didn’t think I had the cachet. I mean, it’s very, very alarming to give 
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notes to Paddy Chafesky, who I idolized, or Neil Simon.”
It was Ray Bradbury, whom he was working with on a project, who told 

Hunter he should try it. Hunter left ABC, making a pact with his first wife that 
if he didn’t make it in a year he’d find a job. Fifty-one weeks later none of the 
six screenplays he wrote had sold. Tapped out and with a family to support, he 
took a job as a body sitter at Forest Lawn cemetery. The ghoulish work entails 
sitting up with corpses and laying them down if they rise up from rigor mortis. 
He’d done it at an uncle’s funeral home in Guide Rock and again to pay his 
way through college.

The day before he was to start Aaron Spelling called saying he wanted to 
buy Hunter’s script, The Glass Hammer, which became If Tomorrow Comes. If 
it hadn’t sold, at least, Hunter knew he’d tried.

Giving up the dream is never really an option for someone bitten by the 
bug. “I’ve been pretty much a guy that ‘no’ is just a word on the way to ‘yes.’ 
If I really want something badly enough, I keep on it,” he said.

Growing up an only child, hearing ‘no’ was akin to issuing him “a 
challenge.” As far back as he can recall, he was different. Bright beyond his 
years, his back story reads like something from a movie.

His classically-trained musician stage mother forced him into singing-
dancing-music lessons. He could only watch MGM and Paramount musicals. 
He resisted. A domineering woman, Lew felt he had no one to turn to, 
especially after his farmer father suffered a debilitating stroke. A self-described 
“miscreant child,” Hunter acted out enough to land in a military academy, 
which he’d often slip away from to gamble with “the girls” in nearby brothels. 
More brothels figured in his life at Nebraska Wesleyan University.

He ached to be under the lights in New York or L.A. He studied drama 
as an undergrad, also immersing himself in radio-television work in Lincoln. 
He was a DJ, a floor manager, et cetera. He wished to study broadcasting 
at Northwestern but was rejected. Not taking no for an answer, he garnered 
letters of support from Nebraska dignitaries and struck a bargain with officials 
to enroll on a probational basis. If he got all “As,” he stayed; if he got even one 
“B,” he’d leave. He stayed.

“That rebellious aspect of me is still part of me,” he said.
After learning his chops as a television director in Chicago, he packed up 

his Packard and headed west. He worked his way up the ranks at NBC, from 
the mail room to music licensing to promotion, then at ABC, where he broke 
into programming. Producing-writing followed. Hunter’s lived the dream, and 
now, he uses what he’s learned to make others feel they can realize theirs, too.

“You’re all storytellers,” he says to students. “Stories, they’re all around 
you, and as writers, it’s up to you to see them.”
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The June colony was Jim Christensen’s first, but he attended two OFF 
workshops Hunter gave. Count Christensen a disciple.

“His mind is so sharp,” he said of Hunter, “When he reads an idea...he’s 
like a butcher cutting away the fat. I think the advice is always right on.”

Before the colony, he steeped himself in Hunter’s book. Required reading.
“His book lays out a process that I think is just perfect. I mean, I’ve read 

a lot of screenwriting books...I tried to do it everybody else’s way, but Lew’s 
way is the way that worked best. It’s structured, but there’s room to breathe. 
It’s not like that something has to happen on page 20. He has the benchmarks, 
but otherwise, it’s a more liberating way to go. It’s structured but loose, you 
know what I mean?”

Yes. It’s a lot like Lew -- relaxed, intimate, and positive. Like his UCLA 
class and colony.

“My own personality comes through in the book, and I think that really 
connects with people,” Hunter said. “Everybody who reads it who knows me 
says, ‘God, it’s like being in your class, it is so informal.’ ”

He simply “put his class on paper.”
He believes it communicates his “love of the professing...love of writers. I 

love the writing fraternity, and I’m very proud to be a writer. Writing for me is 
the most useful thing in the world on a spiritual and professional level. I really 
get so much out of it. I look at some of the writing I’ve done, and I think, well, 
that wasn’t me.”

Hunter likes to think of writers in terms of “divine inspiration” who act as 
“conduits for God. I really think that’s true. It’s a very spiritual thing.”

Not surprisingly, he doesn’t believe the writing process should be torture.
“I’m not a big fan at all of sitting in front of the keyboard until beads 

of blood pop out on your forehead. Most writers will tell you how hard it is. 
For me, hard is being on the end of a shovel helping build an irrigation canal. 
That’s hard. I mean, how much better does it get? You get paid to dream. I 
think that joy of the whole thing really comes across. I want people to accept 
that and have that for themselves, because what a wonderfully fulfilling life 
it can be. And you’re never out of a job; you may not be getting paid, but you 
always have stuff to do.”

***
His enthusiasm and encouragement are contagious.
“One thing I have a lot of is energy,” he said. “In pitch meetings, I show 

my energy an awful lot, and I think people pick up on the energy. As I say 
in my book, ‘I’ll do anything to help you to be better writers.’ That’s all I’m 
after.”

When Hunter, who never intended to teach, was first asked by UCLA to 
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instruct in 1979, he said he took as his role models not the good teachers he 
had but “the professors I hated.” The lazy, indifferent, remote ones.

“I’m available 7-and-24. Just give me a call. If we can’t deal with it 
in a phone call, then I’ll be happy to meet with you. Somebody who needs 
assurance, guidance, to bounce something off . . . is really what it is.”

He follows the same pattern at his colony, holding one-on-ones 
with students as requested. After a group session, they rush to schedule 
appointments with him. Hunter knows its “unusual” how far he puts himself 
out there.

“If you e-mail him or call him, he’ll get right back to you,” Christensen 
said.

Hunter said he’s unusual, too, for being “one of the very few screenwriting 
professors that has made a living doing it,” making him an exception to 
Shaw’s dictum that “those who can, do, and those who can’t, teach.”

What else makes his approach different from fellow gurus out there?
“It tells you how to write a screenplay,” he said. “You can talk about it, 

you can talk around it, but I remain the only writer who tells you how to. I 
think that’s the most distinguishing factor.”

Ah, Hollywood screenwriter.
The fact that Hunter is a genuine card-carrying Writers Guild of America 

member who’s made real money from his own scripts is reason enough for 
wannabes to flock to him like lemmings. This despite the fact you’ve likely 
never heard of a single picture he’s written. More to the point, though, as 
a veteran instructor at UCLA, a top feeder school for Hollywood, his ex-
students include many successful writers-directors, Nebraska’s Oscar-winning 
Alexander Payne among them.

“Isn’t Lew Hunter a trip?” Payne said about his old prof.
Anytime anyone like Hunter -- who’s done it and who remains well-

connected to the industry -- makes himself available to the great unwashed he/
she is in high demand. He’s got what they want. And Hunter is nothing if not 
accessible. He travels the world giving workshops. He answers faxes, e-mails, 
letters, and phone calls each day from writers looking for answers. He advises, 
he cajoles, he steers, often ending his responses with his trademark tag line -- 
“Write on!”

Hunter’s leaving Hollywood for Superior eight years ago invariably meant 
bringing Hollywood with him. It also marked his life coming full circle. Back 
to where his own dreams of movie-movie magic were first fired. But “retiring” 
to Superior took some convincing. It was Pamela’s idea. Lew had other plans, 
namely Laguna Beach. Finally, the desire to “go back from where I came” won 
out.



45

Fine Lines :: Winter 2014

“I knew I was going to wind up here anyway beside my folks in the Guide 
Rock cemetery. I really like that. It really feels good. It feels right.”

Besides, he said from his writer’s shack out back of the Hunter house, 
“thanks to this (computer) keyboard and fax here I’m in touch with the world. 
I can continue on. You can do anything you want to do in terms of writing 
being about anywhere. All we need is a space and paper and pencil.”

Pamela pressed him to replicate his workshops in the middle of nowhere, 
though Superior’s Chamber of Commerce prefers “the middle of everywhere.” 
“The colony was my wife’s fault or my wife’s inspiration. Synonymous in this 
case,” he said.

The more she prodded, the more Lew resisted. Workshops didn’t fit his 
envisioned idyll. He finally gave in. “Well, there’s a Talmudic saying, ‘Man 
plans, and God laughs.’ Pamela got together with Linda Voorhees, a professor 
at UCLA and one of my ex-students, and they ganged up on me. That was 
really an insurmountable force. We started it, and we’re still doing it seven 
years later. We have really wound up enjoying the colonies. The people are all 
dreamers who’ve wanted it for a long time. The camaraderie is so wonderful.”

An amateur psychologist might say the colonies are an antidote for the 
insecurity that Hunter, forever an only child, still feels today. It’s his world, 
done his way. He rarely if ever has to hear “no.”

Thus, this Hollywood expatriate and prodigal son has come home to roost. 
He’s the cock-of-the-walk who got up and out.

There’s not much to hold people there. Like many rural towns, Superior 
struggles. When the cement plant and the creamery closed, jobs vanished. 
Social ills plague the area. But it stubbornly carries on.

Far from dilettantes, Lew and Pamela are actively engaged in the 
community and in their extended family. They’ve worked on a coalition to 
combat the meth scourge. They’ve helped raise grandchildren. They served as 
parade Grand Marshall during Superior’s annual Victorian Festival last May. 
Dr. Judy Butler said Lew’s “infamous or famous depending on what side his 
politics are on at town meetings.”

Lew proudly gives guests tours of the town. This last colony he didn’t 
get around to it until 10 one night. Hard as it was to see it was easy to sense 
the affection he feels for this place. He cruised through the couple square-
blocks downtown district, pointed out the few eateries, slowed in front of 
the auditorium whose stage he acted on, and stopped in Evergreen Cemetery, 
divided by Highway 14. Glowing crosses illuminated one side.

He indicated two graves, one with a ceramic pig and another with a cow. 
The animal figures are desecrations to some and delights to others. You can 
guess which camp Lew belongs to. They’re talismans, much like the storyteller 
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totems he collects on his travels and displays at the Colony House. He 
ritualistically described some the first night. Naturally, there’s a story behind 
each one.

We’re all storytellers, but how many can weave tales that grip an 
audience? Yet, people think they can write movies. The joke used to be 
everyone in L.A. -- from valets to doctors -- wrote scripts on the side. Now, 
everyone everywhere is in on the joke and the dream. Film schools, festivals, 
how-to books/workshops, and the indie scene all give the rising creative class 
the notion they can do it, too.

Hunter’s an enabler. “There’s no mystery to screenwriting,” he says. 
Suggest writing can’t be taught and he’ll tell you, “Baloney!” before adding, 
“What I can’t teach you is talent, perseverance, the burn, the way to get it 
done.” But he can stroke your ego and stoke your fires.

“We’re all here to support each other,” he tells dreamers. “You have to get 
your chops, your legs, your foundation, and these two weeks are very much a 
big part of your foundation if you’re going to believe. I want to encourage you 
all to reach for the stars.”

The afflicted get their fix from Lew Hunter, the dream catcher.

“Imagination is more important than knowledge.  

Knowledge is limited.  Imagination encircles the world.”  

— Albert Einstein



Ice Climbing a Waterfall :: Bradley Martin
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Bunny Love 
Rhonda Buckhold 

The best communication can be very quiet; 
we have to see it rather than hear it to know its 
truth. 

This story makes me cry, but it is begging 
to get out. I continually wipe away tears, while 
writing about my recently departed bunny-boy 
and the sweetness that made the tiny, little critter so special. He taught me 
Bunny Love. I hope to teach it to you by sharing this tale about a “Fuzzy” 
bunny and his boy. 

We are house-rabbit people, partly because we like a quiet home. Bunnies 
communicate almost inaudibly, with an adorable language that clearly shows 
joy, contentment, and unconditional love. If we are not paying attention, awe-
inspiring moments are missed. Being in the moment is essential, as our pets 
teach us to be better humans. 

When our son, Elijah, was six-years-old, he chose the tiniest bunny rabbit 
from the pet store Easter display. We noticed a tiny, black cottontail scrunched 
into the corner of a small, dark terrarium. The animal was cowering, visibly 
shaking with fear. That pet shop catered more to fish and reptile people; the 
iridescent glow of tank lights behind the habitat added to the air of despair in 
the little critter’s living situation. 

I had concerns about purchasing this sickly-looking rabbit. The pet 
shop owner said that if it died we could exchange it for store credit. We 
were appalled as the salesman told us that the little bun was going to be 
“eliminated” if no one bought him. Perhaps, he was brilliant at sales and read 
“(animal loving) suckers” all over our faces. He insinuated that there would be 
no other buyer who’d pay full price for the runt rabbit, and it could be written 
off as “damaged goods.” Elijah was a compassionate boy and begged to rescue 
the little bunny named Fuzzy. Even though Fuzzy was “damaged,” we paid 
full price. 

He was worth every penny and all the tears that have been shed over him 
since. As a Netherland Dwarf - a tiny breed - he looked like a baby bunny 
his whole life. Fuzzy had tiny, silky ears that stood at attention. His little feet 
barely made a sound when he thumped to express anger or fear. Fuzzy was 
never caged; he was so small, he could squeeze out of a rabbit hutch. He could 
always be heard pattering around the house to find his people. Fuzzy and 
Elijah were playmates and best friends. Anytime Fuzzy heard Elijah’s voice, 
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he perked up to watch for his boy. They played bunny-chase games and shared 
snacks. That rabbit loved cheese crackers and candies, which his young boy 
left on the living room floor in abundance. 

 Fuzzy needed regular veterinary care for cataracts and intestinal 
problems. The crackers and floor-candy probably didn’t help, but he was 
too cute to be denied. He had to be bathed often to rid us of the stinky poop 
that stuck to his fur. Gel-like eye drops had to be rubbed into his eyes. He 
took medicine better than any human child I’ve known - no arguments or 
bargaining necessary.

Fuzzy was very affectionate; he literally inspired awe in everyone who 
interacted with him. He was the only rabbit I have ever seen beg to be picked 
up and carried around. Most rabbits don’t like to be held; they would rather be 
stroked on their cheeks and head, while sitting securely on the ground, so they 
can run away if they get scared. 

He often gave sweet kisses to the person caressing his soft fur. He made 
the sweetest little squeaky noise, like a sigh, when I rubbed his tiny ears and 
whispered words of affection or prayers to soothe him. Many prayers were 
said over that little critter. Rabbits, as prey animals, tend to die shortly after the 
first signs of illness appear, but we found that prayer works for bunnies, too. 

As Elijah progressed through his teen years, he became more self-focused. 
He had little time for anything other than video games, friends, hobbies, and a 
little homework. Fuzzy became my pet and surrogate baby, especially because 
he needed a lot of care for his ailments, and I only had one child.

Fuzzy was almost ten years old then (equal to 100 in people-years). 
Old buns are the best teachers of Bunny Love. One day, while Fuzzy and I 
were sitting on the couch, side by side, watching TV, the full-grown Elijah 
(almost a man) came over and sat on the floor, facing Fuzzy. Elijah gave the 
critter a pat on the head, and even though the old rabbit’s eyes could not see 
well, Fuzzy knew him instantly. Fuzzy answered the boy’s attention with a 
lingering, soft, little licking to Elijah’s nose. He had not forgotten his boy. The 
lack of attention from Elijah was forgiven instantly. There was not a trace of 
resentment in that cheerful giving of affection.

I was so glad to be present in that moment. Witnessing the exchange 
between the rabbit and the boy made me happy for my son. He received the 
gift of unconditional love. It was a teachable moment for a boy growing away 
from his family, as he prepared for manhood. I told him that this experience 
only took a small effort on his part, but because he made the gesture - being 
fully present, with his eyes and mind engaged in the moment - he was allowed 
to feel the beauty of his pet’s unconditional love, kindness, and forgiveness. 
We often take for granted that we can just live near each other. We need to 
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recognize that affection is important and will likely be rewarded, especially 
when we make the first move.

Thankful for the opportunity to teach about the nature of beauty and of 
love, I “lectured,” as Elijah would say, about how being present in the moment 
is the only way to truly experience both. Without focus, it would have been 
easy to overlook this moment between the very sweet, blind, often smelly, 
messy, old animal and the awkward teenage boy (with some similar traits). 

Bless that sweet little bunny 
for giving that love, even though 
the child didn’t deserve it. I 
believe that God’s presence is 
shown through fleeting moments 
like this. He provides the natures 
of animals and people. He gives 
us the capacity to love, be loved, 
and recognize what love is when 
we see it. Love, kindness, and 
forgiveness are gifts that we 
can freely give to others. Fuzzy 
taught my family how to build 
love that endures. 

The boy’s desire to save the 
bunny is like the agape love God 
offers us, in that we are chosen, not because we are beautiful or perfect, but 
because we are in need of rescue. We have a spiritual need to be loved, and 
even though we are “damaged” our Savior paid full price, too. 

This was the hardest story to finish. Fuzzy was really old for a small-
breed rabbit, especially with all his health issues. He lived to be 12. His doctor 
said his longevity was due to how well-loved he was. He died during a very 
stressful time; my husband lost his job that same day. He grieved for the loss 
of his identity and our livelihood, but he didn’t tell me. When I finally figured 
it out, I was thankful that he sheltered me from more pain. His love was shown 
through compassion. When we barely hear, but clearly see it, communication 
of love is sweet and beautiful, just like Bunny Love.
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Vogue
Alexa Carlson

 
“Remember to point your feet, smile, and have fun. This is what you guys 

have been working so hard for all year, and I’m proud of you. Show them what 
you can do.” 

This is what our teacher Miss Lauren said to the seven of us in the jazz 
dance Vogue right before we stepped on stage to face the biggest challenge of 
our lives.

It all started last summer when I drove to Kansas City with my friend Julie 
from Kitty Lee Dance Studio for the Talent on Parade competition. Once we 
got there, we checked in with the hotel and spent the night. The next morning, 
I had to wake up at 5:30 to get my hair done, put on my makeup, arrange my 
costume, and then we went to the auditorium in the Kansas City Music Hall. 
We found the dressing room, stretched, and ran through the dance a couple of 
times with our partners. After that, it was time to go backstage. 

We walked on stage looking confident, but inside, we were really nervous. 
We took our pose. The next thing we knew, the music was blaring, and we all 
started dancing like there was no tomorrow. When I was moving, I couldn’t 
hear the people cheering or see the lights blinding me because all I was 
focused on was dancing. 

Everyone cheered for us as we walked off stage. Now, the real action 
began; it was time for the awards. We were all holding hands and eager to 
know who won, but then there was a special announcement. The judges picked 
seven dances to compete again for $1,000, and we were one of them.  

After that, we gathered in a big group with Miss Lauren. She said she 
was really proud of us for making it this far. From backstage, we could tell the 
other dancers were really good, and the crowd was ten times bigger than it had 
been the first time. When we took our turn on stage, however, there was no 
stopping us, and we danced our hearts out. Once we finished, people from all 
over the country came up to us and said we were amazing.  

It was time for the awards, and the announcer called 7th through 2nd 
places. Then we heard “Vogue.” All of us ran on stage to accept the trophy 
and money with confetti hovering in the air! All of our moms were crying and 
taking pictures. We all hugged each other.

I still have that feeling of disbelief and excitement when I think about 
winning that national award. The moment when we stepped on stage in first 
place was my biggest triumph, and I will remember it forever.
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All the Light We Cannot See
(A novel by Anthony Doerr)

Reviewed by David Catalán

In his latest novel, Anthony Doerr achieves 
a new level of mesmerizing imagery through 
words strung together in poetic cadences. 
Moving from the chaos of Europe at war in 1940 
to the serenity of the Jardin des Plantes in Paris today, Doerr introduces the 
reader to two timeless characters.

Marie-Laure goes blind at six and is lovingly cared for by her father 
in Paris until they are forced to fl ee the Nazi occupation to sanctuary in the 
historic walled city of Saint-Malo. Werner is a Hitler Youth-trained orphan 
raised in an industrial, coal-mining German landscape. His younger sister, 
Jutta, is the only connection to family. 

The book is structured into concise, word-economy paragraphs rich in a 
“stunning sense of physical detail and gorgeous metaphors” (San Francisco 
Chronicle). Time and events are layered in bursts of descriptive weavings 
focused on the emotional and physical growth of Marie-Laure and Werner. As 
we become increasingly more intimate with their lives, we can feel the pain of 
a black world surrounding Marie-Laure as well as the joy in her determination 
to conquer its mysteries through the senses allowed her. We are hopeful 
that Werner can escape the cruel and doomed Hitlerian ideology scaring his 
homeland and fi nd redemption.

Doerr’s vision is of people who basically want to be good against a 
backdrop of war, fear, and daily obstacles to life itself. The reader rides with 
him on fl uid waves of an intense chronicle, leading to both unexpected yet 
satisfying conclusions.

During 1960-66 I lived in Germany and France, serving with the 
U.S. military. While there I experienced frequent reminders of the war’s 
events, both through on-going physical reconstruction, but also through 
citizen attitudes of cause and effect. Reading this novel allowed me much 
refl ection on my own personal biases of the war, especially the impact on the 
sensibilities of the people who lived through it. 
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Paris
David Catalan

The train departed from the Heidelberg station
Promptly at 10:02 p.m.
Arriving at the Gare de l’Est in Paris at 7:00 a.m.
Nothing in my 22 years of life on Planet Earth
Could have prepared me for the wonder
The ancient centuries old beauty
Still alive in the very air one breathes in the City of Light
Surreal imagery along avenue Victor Hugo
In early morning freshness before the city wakes
To l’Étoile and boarding a military bus 
For the 20-minute ride to Camp des Loges
And work for the U.S. European Command 
Here I first met Diane
Later, Gregory, her husband
Finally, Stephanie, their daughter
One, a woman dedicated to the support of her family
The other, feeding his soul with music, painting, and sculpture
And the child, seeded with a developing and future artistry
The three, although Diane and Gregory have been taken from us
Creating a life-long influence on my personal development
After 45 years undiminished
Set down upon a stage
Of history, culture, architecture, language, the arts
Navigating the boulevards, museums, theaters, cafes
The adventure of the Metro system
A liquid flowing of humanity in many guises and forms
Yet drawn to the comforting moments
Of time, not so much spent as created, with my muses
Balanced with French classes at the Alliance Francaise
Free Sundays at the Louvre
Piano recitals at the Salle Pleyel
Shopping for treasures at the Marchés aux Puces
Russian and Chinese dinners in the rive gauche
Perhaps, echoing the footsteps of Picasso and Hemingway
Proudly gifting anniversary opera tickets
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To Diane and Gregory for a performance of Norma with Callas
Hosting Gregory’s relatives from Salt Lake City
Showing off the Eiffel Tower by day
And the ballet Cinderella starring Geraldine Chaplin 
Magnetically drawn to home on the Rue de Boulainvilliers
Where my intensifying love of a man, a woman, and a child
Knew no emotional distinctions
This was my Paris

“There are three things, after all, that a poem  

must reach: the eye, the ear, and what we may call  

the heart or the mind.  It is most important of all to reach 

the heart of the reader.”  

— Robert Frost
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My Trip to Nicaragua
Faith Combs

Beauty is something that people have 
idolized since the beginning of time. There 
has never been a clear definition of beauty, for 
people have their own concepts of this ideal. 
Beauty can come in many different ways: 
through a person, a song, a sunset, and a favorite pair of shoes. Beauty appears 
not just as something lovely; it enters our emotion as joy. That is why the 
world is so fascinated with the concept of beauty. Beautiful things give people 
joy. When I look at something exceptionally beautiful, it seems like all my 
trouble goes away. In that one moment of awe, the only word that seems to 
rightfully describe the world I live in is faultless. People can travel hundreds 
of miles from their homes to gaze at mountains, oceans, towers, and other 
sites that are believed to be pleasing to the eye, because seeing those places 
provide people with inexpressible feelings of joy. The most joyful things in 
life are also the most beautiful moments, such as, a bride on her wedding day, 
or a soldier returning home to see his family.  The most beautiful thing I ever 
laid my eyes on is the hills of Santa Marta, Nicaragua. I visited this country 
last summer with my church group for an enlightening mission trip, but what 
made this Central American country so beautiful were the landscape and the 
people. Even though the people had next to nothing, they were so joyful. Joy 
was abundantly seen in each of their smiles. A smile of pure selfless joy is one 
of the most beautiful things in life. 

Gazing at the landscape of Nicaragua captivated me. Even though 
Nicaragua’s northwest landscape is covered with hills, palm and banana trees, 
and small family coffee farms, it feels so open and alive. Because it rained 
almost every day, mystical fog hides the surrounding scenery and then slowly 
reveals it many times throughout the day. The disappearing fog made the 
hills seem magical. I could have stared at the encompassing rain forest for 
months and never get tired of it. A couple of times, I climbed to the top of a 
tall, steep hill, which was used as a soccer field. The view from that point was 
breathtaking. Highlands and valleys covered with coffee farms, banana trees, 
and bushes in the brightest shade of green could be seen for miles. I spread 
out my arms at the edge of the hill and felt the gentle, cool, Nicaraguan breeze 
come rushing past me. Gazing at the world from that point made life seem just 
a little bit better and a lot more peaceful, making me feel like I was on top of 
the world. 
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Another spectacular thing about Nicaragua was their culture. In the 
United States, buildings and vehicles are styled like they came from a box 
of factory blueprints. In the town of San Rafael, another city I visited, the 
buildings looked like they were crafted by hand. The Nicaraguans took pride 
in this festively decorated town. An out-door basketball court and park had 
each little crevice painted with different colors in unique hues: peach, sunset 
orange, aquamarine, mint, and scarlet. Walking down the dirt roads, I could 
see intricately painted murals, showing the town’s unique history and legends. 
The main attraction of this town was the impressive cathedral, which has stood 
there for hundreds of years, stretching far into the sky. The inside held many 
exquisite statues, some just a foot high and others seven feet tall, portraying 
the holy family and many different saints. Paintings wider than the double-
door entrance covered the walls, ceilings, and floor. To get to these magnificent 
landmarks, large groups commonly rode beautiful buses. The people took 
old school buses from the United States and decked them out. Inside and 
out, the buses were repainted in a multitude of colors. They wove ribbons 
through the luggage racks, attached colorful baskets to the top of the walls, 
and stuck posters everywhere. A ladder was attached to the side of the bus, and 
a foot high rail encompassed the roof. Expressed creativity is one of the most 
beautiful things that I wished was embraced more often. 

When my team and I first got to Nicaragua, we started to get to work. We 
spent a lot of our time in the small local schools in the rainforest. The schools 
had only two rooms and the only doors in the area for forty miles. The children 
who went there were all different ages, from three to fifteen. They came from 
poor families living on simple farms, growing things like coffee and bananas, 
and raising livestock. Families had their own pet dogs, consisting of only skin 
and bones. It was obvious they went hungry, and I assumed they were not the 
only ones who did not have enough food either. The families we met had few 
belongings. The places they called home were only tiny shacks with dirt floors. 
My team and I spent hours with the children playing games, making crafts, and 
telling them stories. We took professional pictures of their class and many of 
their families. Afterwards, we took pictures on our own of everything my team 
did with the children. On the last day, we had a giant fiesta. There were piñatas 
full of candy, balloons, many games, and a lot of dancing to the children’s 
favorite songs on the radio. While I was spending time with these children, I 
noticed they were joyful, the exact word that should be used to describe these 
people, for happiness is a temporary feeling, but joy is something someone can 
always have. The people had next to nothing, but they showed an incredible 
amount of joy in everything they did. They were 100% thankful for all they 
had. It was such a delight to be around.
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The joyous people of Nicaragua with their huge, pure, and selfless smiles 
surrounded by the breathtaking landscape of trees and hills, is the most 
beautiful sight I have ever seen. It overwhelmed me with a tremendous joy. 
There is not a single place I can think of where I would rather be. I know 
I should cherish this memory, for joy is not so easily gained, and beauty 
is not so easily found, whether it is energetic children, a colorful bus, or a 
breathtaking Nicaraguan landscape. 

Winter in Vail, CO :: Julian Adair
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Clouds
Sophia Drickey

 

Clouds, the first thing I see  
on a partly cloudy day,
some can be fluffy or streak-like.
They can be beautiful, powerful, and strong.

The clouds bring rain that keeps us alive and makes
things grow. At sunsets, they can be shades of
purple and pink. 

We can gaze up at the sky and find shapes in the clouds.
But clouds can be dangerous. They can bring
Bad weather like powerful storms. 

Tornadoes, hurricanes, thunderstorms, and snowstorms
can all be bad. Clouds bring great beauty, too.
Their fluffiness is like a pillow and is soft. Clouds. 

The first thing I see on a partly cloudy day.
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Pink Floyd’s Dark Side of the Moon
Chris Eckleberry

Pink Floyd is a progressive rock band, primarily known for hit songs like 
“Money” and “Another Brick in the Wall, Part 2”. It has released 15 albums in 
its lifespan, but Pink Floyd’s Dark Side of the Moon is the best one.

Dark Side of the Moon was released on March 10, 1973, to worldwide 
fame and adoration. It broke several records, including the most consecutive 
weeks on the Billboard top 200 albums chart, on which it still has a merciless 
chokehold to this day (736 weeks according to Rolling Stone). This was the 
album that launched the band into mega-fame, and it was also the beginning 
of its golden era, when inspiration, focus, innovation, and quality all reached 
a shared apex. For many, Dark Side of the Moon is the best album to come 
out of this era and is as close to perfection as any album can possibly hope to 
achieve. Keep in mind that most of anything said here is purely interpretive 
and highly debatable. 

There is not a single angle from which this work does not look perfectly 
polished. Its central theme is life, and it is within itself a musical interpretation 
of life in its massive and obscure entirety. It simplifies the idea of life by 
describing only the things that human beings have in common. We are all born 
with only so much time to spend, and very rarely are we ever certain that we 
are spending it wisely. We may take things slowly and fall behind, or we may 
be too hasty and forget to “breathe.” When time runs out, the end is always the 
same, and what lies beyond life on Earth is equally mysterious to each of us. 
All this is said in the first half of the album.

The second half revolves around the common struggles that we all share: 
wealth, conflict, ecstasy, and insanity. We all seek to build our wealth for 
the sake of shrinking our limitations, but this practice can create a massive 
disconnection between people. Conflict is everywhere, whether we find it in 
the individual fighting for basic needs or in entire countries fighting. Beyond 
the basic needs is the struggle for emotional fullness, which is the difference 
between being alive and feeling alive, and we could resort to extremes that 
give us but a fleeting moment of unfiltered ecstasy. All these struggles make it 
difficult to keep a sound mind, and for all we know, many of us have already 
succumbed to insanity without realizing it. The true summation of life’s worth 
is in the combined experiences. A life spent taking in all that the world has to 
offer is worth far more than a life of monotony and few risks.

This is the basic message of Dark Side of the Moon, but it is not enough to 
explain why the album is excellent. In order to do this masterwork any justice, 



61

Fine Lines :: Winter 2014

we must go deeper. The excellence is not found in the message in the music, 
but rather how the message is conveyed through the music. The amount of 
attention to detail in this album is astronomical, and everything implemented 
serves to further reinforce its message. In order to give a proper explanation, 
every intricacy must be analyzed.

The first track, “Speak to Me,” begins just as a life does: with a heartbeat. 
It is a steady heartbeat that is perfectly timed to each second (i.e. 60bpm). It is 
soon joined by the ticking of a clock, the sounds of money being exchanged, 
and the voices of two men discussing and laughing about their own madness. 
This controlled chaos continues briefly into the next track, where it is 
interrupted by the wailing of singer, Clare Torry, who will play a much larger 
role later in the first half. This wailing almost sounds like that of an infant, 
and in the way that it transitions into the next song, it seems to represent 
birth, making all of the previous chaos to be sounds heard from within the 
womb. The first track serves as foreshadowing for the rest of the album—
foreshadowing for everything that is to come once we leave the safety of the 
womb, which is a theory that is supported by the sound of a heartbeat.

The noise gets brighter until it is broken completely by the next song, 
“Breathe (in the Air).” The song showcases a smooth, almost hypnotic electric 
guitar riff. This goes on for a few measures before the first lyrics are heard. 
“Breathe” sings lead singer and guitarist, David Gilmour, “breathe in the air / 
don’t be afraid to care.” It should be noted at this point that all of Dark Side of 
the Moon’s lyrics were written by Roger Waters, the creative force behind Pink 
Floyd’s entire golden era. The first stanza continues with the lines, “Leave, but 
don’t leave me / look around, choose your own ground.” The slow pace and 
the smoothness of this song reflect the underlying message. It is important to 
slow down in order to take in and process everything around us, because doing 
this is how we find our place in the world. The next stanza goes further:

For long you live and high you fly
And smiles you’ll give and tears you’ll cry
And all you touch and all you see
Is all your life will ever be.

The idea behind this stanza is that life’s worth is measured in experiences. 

For long you live and high you fly
But only if you ride the tide
And balanced on the biggest wave
You race towards an early grave.
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The third track, “On the Run,” is completely instrumental, but that 
does not mean there are no spoken words. This track immediately creates a 
massive contrast, as, unlike “Breathe,” this song is fast-paced, frantic, and 
synthesized. Instead of encouraging the listener to be still, it almost seems to 
invoke a feeling of anxiety. The rhythm of the drums sounds like an engine, 
and alongside the sounds of a man running and panting and schedule-based 
announcements from an airport intercom, there is a man who says, “Here for 
today, gone tomorrow; that’s me,” followed by a brief fit of insane laughter. 
This song is representative of all of the times when life has us in such a hurry 
that we feel that we cannot slow down for anything. It ends with an electric 
guitar played in such a way that it almost sounds like a plane crash, and aside 
from one last appearance of the running, panting man, all is relatively quiet 
once more. Either a moment of rest was found, or it could also represent a 
heart attack. 

However, the quiet does not last long. The ticking of a clock slowly 
builds, until this is all that is heard. Then, the listener is attacked by the 
sound of an entire roomful of assorted clocks (recorded by the band’s 
percussionist, Nick Mason) chiming on the hour in a strange sort of rhythmic 
synchronization. This is how the fourth track, “Time,” begins. 

Ticking away the moments that make up a dull day
Fritter and waste the hours in an offhand way
Kicking around on a piece of ground in your home town
Waiting for someone or something to show you the way.

This seems to describe the life of an adolescent who lacks direction, 
wasting time, because he or she knows nothing better to do with it. 

Tired of lying in the sunshine, staying home to watch the rain
You are young, and life is long, and there is time to kill today
And then one day you find ten years have got behind you
No one told you when to run, you missed the starting gun.

The last line of this stanza surprised me. I felt like my eyes were opened 
wide to something to which I had never given any consideration. It also helps 
when it flows like something a master poet would write. Anyway, this stanza is 
about the grim possibility of wasting so much time that you have none left to 
fulfill your dreams. In this way, it is a very cautionary song.
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And you run and you run to catch up with the sun, but it’s sinking
Racing around to come up behind you again
The sun is the same in a relative way, but you’re older
Shorter of breath and one day closer to death.

Here we have an entire stanza that I have far too much appreciation for. 
Every line is equally fantastic in my eyes. It is about trying desperately to 
make up for the time lost with every passing day, but it is impossible to ever 
get that time back. We are all born with only so much time on this earth, and 
we all need to learn not to take the time we have for granted. After all, another 
day since birth is another day towards death.

Every year is getting shorter, never seem to find the time
Plans that either come to naught or half a page of scribbled lines
Hanging on in quiet desperation is the English way
The time is gone, the song is over, thought I’d something more to say.

“Metaphors have a way of holding the most truth 

in the least space.” 

— Orson Scott Card
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I Will Not Be Afraid
Trinity Eden

I am trying to overcome all the clutter at the table, the dishes in the 
sink, and two baskets of unfolded laundry. Over this last quarter, English 
Composition class has allowed me to think outside the box. Every day, all 
day, I do what is expected from society. I take the children to daycare, go to 
school, do homework, pick up my children, go home, clean, try to discipline 
and praise my kids, put them to bed, and do more homework. I often become 
overwhelmed with all my responsibilities and forget that I have a brain. I am 
constantly thinking about what I am doing wrong and what I could do to make 
it right, like parenting.

Freshman Composition flipped the light switch to “ON” in my writing. 
I used to write stories of Indian summer love and how the Indians made the 
rainbow when I was younger. Of course, my mother told me I had a natural 
ability, but I figured she was being nice and thoughtful because she was my 
mom. After my daughter’s father violated my private written life and read it all 
to his family, I quit writing. He made me feel ashamed about myself, calling 
me names in spite of what I wrote. Finding the time to express myself with my 
favorite pen was impossible. 

My mother moved away, and I stayed behind trying to prove that I could 
make it on my own. I did. While my mother and I were apart, it was hard, 
but our relationship withstood the distance and became stronger. After my 
lease was up, I moved in with my mother, because home is always where she 
is. Since then, I’ve been trying to journal again, but the time is rare. When I 
went back over what I had written, my pages were stained with teardrops and 
smeared the ink that wrote about my troublesome love life. It seemed like the 
only time my words had flown freely from my heart was when I was sad. 

English class changed when I write, how I write, and why I write. 
When my pen glides with ease across my paper, my words can now fly 
freely. Through my writing, my voice is louder, and my tone is brighter. The 
more I write, the more I think. My mother was right when she said this was 
natural. Now that I am confident of my skills in prose, I can apply them to my 
academic and professional writing career. I am grateful for taking this class 
and for the confidence shown to me. I look forward to my next page. 
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The Pumpkin Life
Zain Ericksen

My roots were shaking like a blender. I wondered if she would pick me, 
but instead, she looked at Frank, the worm.  

Her mother said, “We’re picking pumpkins, dear.” 
She replied, “Ok, Mom.” She looked at me and said, “I want this one. It’s 

big.” 
When I saw my new place to rest, I’m just sayin’, of all the pumpkins out 

there, I got the best house. Well, probably not the best, because their dog is 
chewing on my stem!

“Owners, this dog is chewing on my stem. Help! Help! Ok, people, can 
you just help?” Ten minutes later, the girl helped me with the dog problem, and 
now, she’s carrying me up the stairs. Don’t drop me! Man that was a close one. 

When I was in her room. She bounced me on the bed, and I’m tellin’ 
you, that bed is really bouncy. I saw the calendar, and it said Halloween is 
tomorrow. When I saw that, I was so excited. I looked to my left, and I saw a 
zombie bunny costume on a hanger. It was so cute, and so scary, at the same 
time. I saw five more costumes, and for some reason, they were all Scooby-
Doo costumes, but they looked old. 

Ten minutes later, ok, it’s bedtime now, and she put me on a pillow in her 
room. It was as soft as bear fur. She said goodnight to me, and we went to bed. 

When it was morning, the girl carried me down the stairs. We were at the 
bottom, and then, her mom came into the room, and they started talking for 
some reason. The girl put a blanket over me. It was pitch black. When they 
took it off me, I saw tons of other pumpkins on scales. I saw ribbons. The 
colors were blue, gold, red, and green. I liked those colors. I think there were 
five of each. I looked in front of me. A man came at me. I was scared like a 
possum. The man pinned the gold ribbon to me. Ouch, man. That hurt! Oh, 
second place!

Well, there’s always next year!
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Shadows and Secrets
Kaela Evans

Once upon a time in a land far, far, away in a world much stranger than 
ours, there lived a wolf, The Wolf, as he preferred to be called. He was a bit 
prideful, considered himself better than his fellow wolves, but this was not 
an unjust statement. The Wolf was the best hunter around, an expert in his 
craft with a nose that was never wrong. He prided himself in being able to 
find anything, no matter how much it wanted to stay hidden, and that’s why 
they hired him, well, that and because he was an excellent judge of character. 
People lie, smells don’t. 

The Wolf had just closed his latest case and decided to take a break from 
his stressful job. He had a rough past six moons and thought he deserved at 
least a moon off. He came home to his little village in the middle of nowhere, 
to avoid being bothered by politics and murders, and he began his relaxing 
vacation. The first week went by pleasantly. He hunted, but his prey were not 
high-risk criminals. He went on strolls through the village and surrounding 
woodland, but he was not undercover fearing for his life, so it was all very 
enjoyable and peaceful. 

Then, the girl who wore a blood red cloak came to town. She was the talk 
of the town; apparently she was no stranger to the village. The Wolf learned 
that people called her Little Red Riding Hood or Little Red to make it less of 
a mouthful. When he asked what her real name was, he found no one knew. 
They had never asked, and she had never seemed bothered by the nickname. 
He asked a few more questions and found everyone loved her. She had the 
heart of a wanderer, so she traveled all over the realm and traded favors for 
a meal and a warm bed. Little Red was a friendly girl, helpful, too, and full 
of stories of her travels with an equal measure of questions about everything 
around her. 

Always asking questions, that’s what made The Wolf curious enough to 
see the girl for himself. Where there are inquisitive people, there is trouble, 
and he would know, since he was always asking questions, and when trouble 
was about, there was no doubt he’d be involved. He just happened to be on the 
right side of things, and he figured he should make sure Little Red was also.

It didn’t take The Wolf much time to find the girl sitting outside on the 
porch of the town inn with a group of little ones, listening intently to some 
story she was telling. The Wolf perked up his white tipped ears and listened 
to her soft, girlish voice, as she wove a tale of adventure. He was debating 
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the truth of her words, when the light breeze changed course, bringing him a 
wisp of her scent. His muscles stiffened, as he caught a whiff of what the wind 
brought him. Little Red smelled of fresh spring air and blossoming flowers, 
but The Wolf also caught a damp undertone laced in her scent. Like a dense 
forest clad with dew, she was of shadows and full of secrets, for he caught the 
faintest whiff of magic on her skin. He sniffed the air again, careful not to be 
too obvious about it. He confirmed her scent; there was magic, but why was 
she hiding it? He barely noticed that her story ended, since he was lost in the 
complex maze of his thoughts. He was brought back to reality by a girlish 
voice, “Enjoy the story?”

He looked up to find Little Red staring expectantly at him. Her blonde 
curls tumbled from her red satin hood. It was fine material. How did she 
manage to afford that? The Wolf met her gaze, and she maintained eye contact, 
her bright blue eyes unafraid. She was not to be intimidated, but neither would 
he. “I’ve never been one for stories. I prefer to live the experience myself.” 

“Do you get much experience?” she asked, casually, her eyes drifting over 
to the gang of kids now playing tag. 

“A fair amount, not as much as you though, I’m sure,” The wolf seemed 
to divulge. 

Little Red’s eyes focused back on him. She was silent for a few second, 
observing him. “Well it was good meeting you wolf. I’d love to stay and chat 
a little longer, but I have something to attend to,” she said with a smile. The 
Wolf nodded and watched her walk away with a tinge of disappointment in 
his heart. They hardly talked, but on the bright side, The Wolf got exactly 
he wanted. Now, there was no doubt in his mind that Little Red was hiding 
something, something dark.

Since there was nothing left in town for him to do, he went back to his 
home and packed. The next morning, he got the news that Little Red was 
gone just as he anticipated, though he had not foreseen the going to see her 
grandma part. Despite that, he grabbed his pack of food and clothes and armed 
himself with the tools of his trade and left his village to follow her and learn 
her secrets. 

He found her trail easily enough, although she was being careful; that he 
could tell from the lack of broken branches and footprints on the trial. Her 
scent was strong, so he had no trouble catching up to her, since he was an 
animal of the forest and built for tracking. When she came into sight, soon 
enough, he watched, as she carefully treaded along the path. She was alert, 
but her pace had slowed, as she put distance between The Wolf’s village and 
herself. She was still wearing her red cloak that stuck out in the brown and 
green shades of the forest like a unicorn striding through town. He was almost 
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disappointed in her for her rookie mistake. Had she never been hunted before? 
Or perhaps, she didn’t realize it and was just being cautious. The wolf shook 
his head; it didn’t matter. 

After what seemed like hours, he had seen nothing out of the ordinary, 
save for the fact she hadn’t bothered to stop and eat. That wasn’t enough to 
prove her guilt for whatever treacherous act of evil she committed, if she had 
even committed one, but The Wolf didn’t second guess his intuition, and he 
knew she was hiding something, something bad. He could feel it in his nose, 
and his nose never lied.  

Suddenly, Little Red started singing, “Over the hills and through the 
woods to Grandma’s house we go.” 

Maybe she was bored, like any other kid on a road trip, or maybe, she was 
remembering the way, but The Wolf did not like the song. His nose didn’t. It 
twitched, sending a cold shiver of warning down his back. He froze, waiting 
for something bad to happen, but nothing did. Little Red continued to sing, 
while making her merry way to her grandma’s house, if that was really where 
she was going. 

The Wolf continued to follow her, and as the hours of daylight slipped 
away and night began to fall, the twitching in his nose grew more and more 
frequent, and The Wolf could only guess it was because they were nearing 
Little Red’s destination. He was slightly frustrated, when she stopped and 
made camp for the night. She got a nice warm campfire going and went to 
sleep. She did not eat, which The Wolf was thankful for, since he was hungry, 
and he already wanted to sleep by a warm campfire, but he could not, for she 
was bound to notice that. The Wolf did not sleep and watched Little Red, his 
thoughts filled with questions. 

When morning came, she went back on the road. She did nothing but 
walk in silence, most likely thinking, and occasionally, she would break out in 
song. At night, she would make a fire and go to sleep, and then morning would 
come, and she would start all over again. This continued for days, until they 
arrived at a village. 

Since The Wolf couldn’t go into the village without Little Red noticing, 
he went around the village and hunted for food, because he was starving. After 
catching a good meal of rabbits, he waited on the edge of the road for her. He 
discovered she had already left, and he chased her trail until he caught up. 

As she came into view, The Wolf noticed something different about her. 
She was carrying a large picnic basket woven with honey-colored strips of 
wood and a red and white cover over the lid. Her scent had changed to the 
smell of magic, and it was more pungent, causing his nose to twitch even more 
than it did before. He sniffed the air again, untangling the scents of Little Red 
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from what was in her basket. He smelled the sweet smell of bread and the silky 
rich and sweet smell of chocolate, but there was something else, the smell of 
pen and old paper and the unmistakable smell of power that made his nose 
twitch frantically. He had no doubt that she carried some secrets in her basket 
along with her bread and chocolate. 

He watched her stroll along, her red cloak flowing out behind her, her 
face unseen, and her hand clutching the basket. He could not possibly steal it 
from her grip. His grey eyes caught a glint of green. He focused on it and saw 
something he hadn’t noticed before; on her right ring finger was a green stone 
woven into a silver band made of three twisted threads. He crept closer to get 
a better look. Little Red still remained unaware. He looked again and saw the 
green stone was carved into a seven-pointed star. Little Red was of the coven. 

The Wolf could not believe his luck; members of the coven were rarely 
seen; they had stayed hidden from hunters for years. Apparently, they hid 
in plain sight. Witches, what else was to be expected of them? They were 
deceivers, all of them, even the good ones. 

Members of the coven, though, were not good. They were the evil 
witches, friends of the darkness. Black magic is the most powerful magic and 
most common. Light magic is also common, but it is slightly less powerful. 
Love magic is a rare form of light magic that is equal and perhaps greater than 
black magic. The Wolf, though, was not of magic, he was a simple wolf who 
was gifted with high intelligence and a nose that never lied. His tools were 
magical, yes, but they were no match for the magic powerhouse of the soul 
in a born magical creature like a unicorn or a witch. He was The Wolf, after 
all, and he prided himself in never giving up on a case, and this one just got 
interesting. 

Once again, Little Red began to sing her song of the way to Grandma’s 
house, and the Wolf trailed behind, watching her every move, waiting. He 
figured if Little Red was visiting her grandma that meant she was going to 
a witches’ lair. If she was not going to her grandma’s, she was still going to 
a witches’ lair to deliver whatever was in the basket, so, he decided he must 
continue to follow her himself. 

Another two days passed, and when The Wolf was beginning to wonder 
if this was just some wild goose chase to distract him from another coven 
member and a different evil plan, The Wolf’s nose caught the scent of chicken 
noodle soup and old Grandma’s perfume. Instantly, a plan formed in the 
Wolf’s mind, and he stopped following Little Red, who was in no hurry to get 
to her grandma’s, and he began to run. 

He raced through the clusters of trees in the forest, his padded feet barely 
making a sound on the soft ground. He slowed when a small cottage came 
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into view, and his nose twitched some more. He stopped to check the air. 
The chicken noodle soup and the perfume could not deter his nose from the 
powerful stench of dead things and herbs and the smell of ink and magic. He 
had found a witch’s lair. 

He cocked his head at the small innocent looking cottage. Its white 
stonewalls with pink flowery vines crawling up the sides made it seem like a 
friendly abode. The door even had a welcome mat. Perhaps, he could use that 
to his advantage, pose as a tired wolf, looking for a place to rest. A perfect 
victim for the witches, wolf’s heart was hard to come by, if you didn’t fancy 
getting your hand ripped off in the process. 

Thinking it was a pretty good plan, The Wolf trotted up to the porch and 
scratched at the door. Although he could manage on two legs, he had always 
felt disdain for two-legged furless creatures and would not become one. On 
four legs was how nature intended him to be. 

The door opened, and an old lady was revealed. She was wearing a 
flowery print dress and black shoes, not exactly a great fashion statement, but 
then again what did the Wolf know of fashion. He wore no clothes, but his 
silver coat of fur and his small coin pouch. The old lady stared at The Wolf, 
her blue eyes glossy, but he was sure she could see. She looked wary.

“Madam, I don’t mean to impose on you, but I am a tired wolf who has 
traveled quite a ways to meet with an old friend, and I am not even halfway 
done with my journey. I was hoping to find a place to rest my weary body,” the 
Wolf said, hoping his words would put her at ease. 

A yellow smile full of holes spread across the old lady’s wrinkled face. 
“Of course, do come in; my home is welcome to all.”

The lady or rather the witch moved back from the door and let The Wolf 
walk in. He did with a polite thank you and followed her to the kitchen. As 
he was led through the dimly lit hallway, he kept an eye out for any dangers, 
but there were none. The inside was made of dark wood walls on which hung 
landscape paintings instead of shelves of potion ingredients. 

When they reached the kitchen, The Wolf became more confused, as he 
saw a small round table with a blue tablecloth and a spread of bread and fruit 
and a large pitcher of water instead of books of spells and a jar of dragon 
scales. There was no big black pot hanging over the fireplace but a kettle of 
tea. His eyes were deceiving him that he knew, for his nose said the place 
reeked of dead things and magic with foulness to it. 

“You must be so weary from your travels; come sit down, and I’ll get you 
a nice cup of tea,” the old lady said. 

The Wolf, feigning tiredness, nodded his head as if he was too tired to 
speak. The witch busied herself with making his tea, and no doubt, it would be 
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poisoned. When her back was turned to him and she adjusted the kettle, that’s 
when he attacked. 

He knocked her out with the pitcher, and from his coin pouch, he 
produced his magical rope that could not be broken. His coin pouch had a 
secret; the inside was endlessly large. “Tie the witch up. Tie her up good and 
tight,” he ordered the rope that did his bidding. 

The Wolf proceeded to lock her in the wardrobe, and phase two of his plan 
began. He acquired a potion from an elf he helped once that made his shape 
change. He had been saving this for a special occasion, and this finding a 
witch’s lair was special indeed. He took the potion that tasted foul and smelled 
worse, but it was worth it, for he looked just like the old witch. He dressed in 
her clothes and decided to be sick, when Little Red came a knocking. 

He waited for two hours in bed before Little Red (who apparently liked 
being late to the unknown trap The Wolf had set for her) came knocking. The 
Wolf called her in, trying to sound high pitched and old, but the potion affected 
his looks not his voice. 

“Granny, where are you?” he heard her ask. 
“In the bedroom dear, I seem to be sick,” he said, hoping that witches got 

sick, or his plan would be in shambles. 
“Oh, dear, did you get food poisoning? I told you not to eat rotting deer 

heart, again. You aren’t as young as you used to be,” Little Red said, walking 
into the bedroom. 

“Well, you know how I like my rotting deer heart,” The Wolf replied, 
his stomach rolling in disgust at the thought of actually eating that. What was 
wrong with witches?

“Granny, so do I, but one shouldn’t eat it every day,” Little Red said, 
putting her hands on her hips. 

The Wolf nodded, and suddenly Little Red was looking at him strangely, 
“Granny are you sure you just have food poisoning?” she asked.

“Yes, dear, just a bit of food poisoning.” 
“Well, your face, Granny, it seems to be breaking out with something.“
The Wolf pretended to hide his panic; the potion must be wearing off. 

“I’m sure it’s nothing, dear.” 
“Not nothing,” she said before exclaiming, “Oh, what a big mouth you 

have granny!” 
The Wolf could feel his face shifting. It was painless but still a weird 

experience. There was pressure like his real face was trying to push through 
the disguise blanketed over his features.

“Oh, what big eyes you have!” Little Red exclaimed, and The Wolf knew 
he would have to improvise soon. 
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Then, a new voice was heard. “Rose Ann, I’m here for those cookies you 
promised me. That nasty rotting tree is cut down.” 

Both Little Red and The Wolf froze in surprise. Heavy footsteps echoed 
on the wooden floors, and The Wolf took a whiff of the air. He smelled man, 
sweat, and pine trees, along with the fading trace of cookies. Guess the old 
witch was a bit lonely. 

The Wolf suddenly realized that Little Red was distracted and that this 
was his chance. He grabbed her and knocked her out with the vase he left on 
the nightstand. She crumpled to the floor, like a red rose petal, and The Wolf 
stood over her victorious, as the rest of his disguise faded away. 

That is how the woodcutter found them. He barreled into the room 
after hearing Little Red fall and jumped to conclusions when he saw a big 
silver wolf standing over the delicate form of an unconscious girl. He rushed 
towards The Wolf, before he had a chance to explain. They wrestled, and the 
woodsman yelled at him to tell him where Rose Ann was, but The Wolf had no 
intention of letting the woodsman know the lady he fancied was locked up in 
the wardrobe. He wasn’t stupid. 

The woodcutter and The Wolf battled each other, and although The Wolf 
was a skilled fighter, he was only a wolf, and the man had many advantages 
over him. Bloodied and bruised with an injured paw, The Wolf realized he 
was not going to win this fight. He realized he needed to get revenge, and 
he’d have to be alive to get revenge. He broke away from the iron fists of the 
woodcutter and ran out of the evil dwelling. As he looked back at the cottage 
one last time, he vowed he would find Little Red again and bring her and Rose 
Ann down. Then, he set off for home for his vacation was not yet over.

A month later, a story came to his town, a story about a young girl who 
had been attacked by a wolf and saved by a humble woodcutter. That’s when 
The Wolf learned a lesson for the first time in many years: Victors write 
history. 
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Why I Want to Go to College
Mitchell Feagins

My name is Mitchell, and I’m going to go to 
college. There’s no doubt in my mind that I will 
go, and I will succeed. I’m not going to write 
about how I have it all planned out and every 
detail of my dream journey. I don’t have it all 
planned out. It’s my character and not my plan that will get me where I need 
to go. The reason I am confident in my future, including college, is because I 
have overcome many obstacles, and I am inspired by someone special.  

I have strived for success, and I have succeeded. When I was in fifth 
grade, I was in the special education program, because I struggled with 
language, and I stuttered. I heard many elementary school teachers tell me 
what I couldn’t do. I never believed what they told me. I worked hard, and 
my parents supported me. By the time I entered sixth grade, I had worked 
hard enough to get myself out of special education and have since maintained 
Honor Roll status at Peter Kiewit Middle School. I did this while juggling 
orchestra, band, rock orchestra, country, and having one guided study period 
per week compared to the five that most students have. I have overcome my 
stuttering, and now, I only have occasional struggles, and they don’t last 
very long. I have proven to myself that I can accomplish anything I work at. 
I encourage students to believe in themselves and not what other people say 
they are capable of. I’m living proof.     

Going to college is part of being successful. I’m only in eighth grade, 
but there are a lot of expectations already. Even the person reading this is 
expecting a lot from me. Professors, future bosses, parents, everybody will 
expect me to do my best. I can do it. My family believes in me, and I believe 
in me. College is an opportunity. It’s a chance to get to know people who have 
common interests and a chance to have more freedom. College is a great place 
to be more involved, learn, and to be you. Sure, it will be a lot of hard work 
and stress, but it will be an unforgettable experience. It’s a time to find out who 
you are and who you want to be. I have already begun to think about these 
things. 

My goal is to attend a university with a great arts program, especially 
film school. I’m currently researching the American Film Institute, University 
of Southern California, and local colleges like the University of Nebraska at 
Lincoln. I may not know my exact plan, yet, but I’ve taken steps to explore 
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what I dream of doing, and I will do whatever it takes to get there. I have taken 
poetry workshops and gone to creative writing camps. I also play cello, drums, 
and I’m currently learning to compose electronic music with the FL studios 
software. I have taken film making classes at the Rose Theater in Omaha for 
the last three years. I’ve attended film festivals and recently submitted two 
poems to an Omaha Public Library contest. I’m taking drama and orchestra for 
performing arts credit in high school.

I am currently working on an amateur documentary about what it’s like 
to be disabled in the city of Omaha. My dad has MS and is in a wheelchair. 
I would like the world to see how people with disabilities are treated, both 
the good and the bad. I want to inspire and raise awareness. I want to honor 
my dad, who got his second college degree while in a wheelchair. He is 
extraordinary. I have no excuse not to succeed when I have such a great role 
model.  

I want to be an inspiration to someone, maybe even to the person reading 
this. I would like to be that someone who has a story and for my story to help 
someone else keep going, no matter what. The people who doubt you don’t 
matter at all. Focus on the good things in your life. Many of the most amazing 
people in the world were doubted, and look at where they are now. So why do 
I want to go to college? I want to go to college, because I owe it to myself and 
my family and all of the amazing teachers who saw only my potential and not 
my limits.  
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Water World
(55 Word Short Story)

Mary Filkins

Fifty pounds of gear are strapped to my body. I step off the back of the 
boat with one giant stride. Slowly descending into the blue precipice, I level 
off at 112 feet with 6,000 feet of the vast abyss below me. The only sound I 
can hear is that of my own breathing.

The Captain of San Juan Islands :: Bradley Martin
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The world today is overflowing with writing. It is the reason we have 
whole buildings devoted to the fruit of the typewriter in virtually 
every town: the libraries, the bookstores, and all else in-between. The 
number of choices we have in reading material is both astounding 
and confounding. How can we know what books are worth our time? 
What if we want to turn to something new and fresh? Where do we 
begin to look?

While I hesitate to resort to clichés and say “Look no further!” in 
giant, over-excited letters, Fine Lines is a pretty good place to start. 
We are an international, quarterly literary journal that is focused on 
new writers, whether they are poets in third grade, ninety-four-year-
old great, great grandmothers, college students, professors of English, 
truck-drivers, and janitors. From America to Azerbaijan, from England 
to Japan, and from Russia to a U.S. Navy aircraft carrier in the Pacific 
Ocean, as long as it is good writing, we will bring it straight to you. 

If you are eager to get started, our summer 2014 issue is now 
available for free at our website - http://finelines.org/journals/. 
Remember, if you find yourself in a reading dilemma, thirsting for 
something to fill the gap between you and the newest, big-name 
novel or just want to see what’s out there, we will be here to bring 
the best of the world’s budding new talent to you.
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You May Already Be a Writer
Marcia Calhoun Forecki

Oh, the yearning we feel to add our names 
to the roll-call of the literati. When does one go 
from writing to being a writer? 

“The act of writing is an act of optimism. 
You would not take the trouble to do it if you felt it didn’t matter.” 

— Edward Albee 

Remember the old Publisher’s Clearinghouse slogan? “You may already 
be a winner.” It implied that out there somewhere, a van was driving around 
with a giant cardboard check with your name on it. The van might pull up any 
second in your driveway, and all your troubles -- or at least those solvable by 
money-- would instantly disappear. You would know for certain you were a 
winner by the microphone in your face and the confetti in your hair. There 
would be no doubt of the instant you went from loser non-winner to winner. It 
would be recorded for all time, and you would never, ever return to your pre-
winner status. 

I’m going to tell you that you may already be a writer. No, I don’t have 
a check for you, giant cardboard or otherwise. It brings up a significant point, 
though. One does not have to be paid for his or her work product to be a writer. 
Was Oscar Wilde not a writer? Were Kate Chopin and Breece D’J Pancake and 
Nora Zeal Huston and Edgar Allen Poe? All these great writers died in poverty, 
after bestowing their precious words on the world, available to anyone, 
anywhere, for all time. 

Can we agree that remuneration does not a writer make? Then what? The 
passion! The ganas in Spanish. Writers desire to report on the progress of their 
efforts at making sense of their lives and their world. A writer acts on dreams, 
continually, against all odds, with joy and hope. 

“Motivation is when your dreams put on work clothes.”
— Benjamin Franklin 

Writing before dawn, after midnight, in noisy coffee shops, in secluded 
library corners, or on a TV tray behind the water heater, they continue against 
all reason and comfort. Writers are the most generous of people. Writers give 
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away their deepest thoughts, their most private experiences, and hope for 
nothing more in return than a moment’s appreciation when we, their readers, 
lift our heads from their pages and smile. Writers are the most self-motivated 
strivers on the planet. For nearly all writers, none of their work is pre-ordered 
or pre-paid. They force time to write into their busy lives as a carpenter pounds 
shims around a window frame, always trying to jam in one more paragraph, 
one more sentence before sleep, before work, before the children wake up. 

Are you nodding your head right now? Are you thinking, “Oh yes, that’s 
me.” If so, then you are, most definitely, a writer. Welcome to the pack. 

“The writer, when he is also an artist, is someone who 

admits what others don’t dare reveal.”

— Elia Kazan
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Musical Theater: 
Experiencing the Vision of Imagination

Luke Glaser

The Merriam-Webster online dictionary defines fine art as, “a type of art 
(such as painting, sculpture, or music) that is done to create beautiful things or 
an activity that requires skill and care.” Since the time of the ancient Greeks, 
humans have been fascinated by the fine arts. Humans have many tools that 
can be used to express emotions, feelings, and events. The highest form of 
human expression is through the fine arts. Theater creates beautiful expressions 
of the human soul and, as any actor or stage crew member will testify, requires 
a large amount of skill, care, and hard work. The beauty of the theater, and by 
extension all the fine arts, improves audience members’ quality of life through 
mental stimulation and exposure to creativity and imagination.

Musical theater is the most popular form of theater. The longest running 
and most famous musical of all time is The Phantom of the Opera. It has been 
in production for over twenty-five years. Phantom is also one of the most 
successful musicals in production. According to the musical’s website, “It is 
estimated that Phantom has been seen by more than 140 million people, and 
the total worldwide gross is now in excess of $6 billion.” The monumental 
success of Phantom can be attributed to the brilliant plot and magnificent 
music, both of which transcend time. Phantom’s success is proof that musical 
theater is appealing to audience members. The popularity of modern musicals, 
such as The Book of Mormon and Wicked, proves that even in a modern age 
of technology, the theater is still an attractive form of fine arts. Humans enjoy 
the experience of attending the theater and viewing the artistic creation of a 
production.

Beauty is defined by Dictionary.com as, “the quality present in a thing 
or person that gives intense pleasure or deep satisfaction to the mind, 
whether arising from sensory manifestations (shape, color, and sound), a 
meaningful design or pattern, or something else (as a personality in which 
high spiritual qualities are manifest).” Satisfaction and pleasure in the fine 
arts are generally derived from the sensory aspects. For example, in theater 
the lighting, costuming, and staging of the actors all contribute to the beauty 
of a performance. Everyone has a different idea of what makes a performance 
beautiful; to some it is the stimulating and technical aspects of a production; 
to others beauty comes from the heart. In an interview with Brenna Boyd, 
a young female theatregoer and performer, she describes why she finds the 
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arts beautiful, saying, “When people put their heart and soul into something, 
it sends chills down your spine. A show can be technically very good, but it 
won’t be beautiful unless you put your heart and soul into it. The goose-bumps 
it gives me when that happens makes it beautiful.”

Despite the benefits and entertainment value of attending theater 
performances, surprisingly few adults see theatrical productions. A 
survey taken in 2002 by the National Endowment for the Arts states that 
approximately one in six adults participated in a musical play in the last 
year, as shown in figure 1 on the following page. The Broadway League 
website states that in the 2012-2013 year, “The average age of the Broadway 
theatregoer was 42.5 years” (Demographics). Older audience members 
have had more life experiences and are able to relate to productions more 
than younger audience members. More experienced audience members can 
apply lessons, morals, and situations from theater in their own lives. The 
theater enables older audiences to recall memories relating to performances. 
Experienced audience members have the wisdom to understand the deeper 
aspects of performances, such as actors’ motives. They will be more stimulated 
by the productions than the youth in the audience and feel more fulfilled.

Fig. 1: 2002 survey of adult participation in Arts and Cultural activities. 
“Attending Arts Events”
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Audience members are very educated. According to the Broadway League 
website, in 2012-2013, “Of theatregoers over 25 years old, 74% had completed 
college and 36% had earned a graduate degree.” The higher education of 
audience members allows them to perceive the theater with critical thinking 
skills, enabling them to understand the deeper meaning behind a performance. 
Being educated also allows the audience to relate to the performance and 
empathize with the story. Educated members of the audience can apply the 
concepts or morals of the performance to their own lives. Audience members 
are intelligent and have the ability to think ahead and make decisions that 
directly impact the future. The same website states, “The average reported date 
of ticket purchase for a Broadway show was 27 days before the performance.” 
This forward thinking shows that, in order to see a performance, an audience 
member must be intelligent and have thought through his or her schedule 
in advance. The ability to think ahead, in order to purchase tickets to a 
performance, translates to and enhances audience member’s quality of life.

Financially, audience members of the theater are generally better off 
than the rest of the population. The Broadway League states that in 2012-
2013, “Broadway theatregoers were quite affluent compared to the general 
United States population, reporting an average annual household income of 
$186,500.” Members of the higher economic class in this country have the 
ability to spend more money by attending the theater and contribute to the 
fine arts. In return, the economically stable receive a creative experience and 
a performance of artistic expression. Theater provides a cultural experience 
that benefits the wealthy by providing moral and situational lessons that they 
can relate to their lives. Affluent members of society have high paying careers, 
these careers require experience, wisdom, creativity, and flexibility which can 
be acquired by participating in the fine arts. By relating concepts found in the 
fine arts to their careers, the financially well off have a better work experience, 
allowing them to have the opportunity to give back to the community and the 
arts. The fine arts and the economic high class have a symbiotic relationship, 
feeding off each other to the benefit of both. Generally, the wealthy have great 
life experiences allowing them to have a high quality of life.

The Broadway League website also states that, “Sixty-eight percent of 
the audiences were female.” Brenna Boyd was unsurprised by this statistic, 
stating, “It makes sense to me. As a woman, I feel like a lot of other women 
enjoy going to shows . . . the stereotypes are that men like football, and 
women like theater and art.” Although the stereotype may be that only women 
enjoy the theater, many performances carry messages that are universal. It 
is unreasonable that only females should have the pleasure of enjoying the 
cultural enrichment of the fine arts. Regardless of age, education, income, or 



82

Fine Lines :: Winter 2014

gender, everyone should have the opportunity to participate in the fine arts.
The process of creation requires imagination and creativity. Logic is 

the usual form of determining intellect. Creativity and imagination require a 
higher level of intellect than logic. In order to create anything new, especially 
something with beauty, one must be inspired with a vision. All artists have 
a vision for their art. According to Merriam-Webster online dictionary, the 
definition of vision is, “a picture that you see in your mind . . . a thought, 
concept, or object formed by the imagination” (“Vision.”). In the fine arts, a 
vision is an idea or concept of how the final product will look and feel, and 
how those viewing the final product will perceive it. A vision is the first step 
in the process of creation, but the vision is only worth something if something 
is created from it. Stephen Sondheim, musical lyricist, composer, and genius 
wrote, “A vision’s just a vision if it’s only in your head, if no one gets to see 
it it’s as good as dead” (Sondheim). After the vision is realized one must 
use imagination to bring that dream into reality. Imagination is sometimes 
underrated and should be held on the same, or higher, level of importance in 
measuring intelligence as logic. This step requires careful thought to develop 
the vision into something physical. Development involves experimentation, 
trial and error, to create something that stays true to, or improves, the original 
vision. Then, creation occurs and something exists in the world that did not 
exist before. There is a sense of self-satisfaction that comes with creating 
something new that can be enjoyed by others. The process of creation requires 
a higher level of intelligence and is appreciated and enhances the overall 
quality of life.

Fig. 2: Snapshots of scenes from various musicals. Wallis.
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Musicals inspire audience members and teach important lessons about a 
variety of issues. Music can move mountains. In the Man of La Mancha, Don 
Quixote is inspired by a beautiful woman and decides to, “Live in the vision of 
that one for whom great deeds are done” (Leigh). He has a noble quest to right 
the wrongs of the world and become a force for good, as a knight. Beautiful 
music can inspire in the same way as a beautiful woman. Theater and the 
fine arts often display difficult topics such as racism, sexism, classism, drugs, 
AIDS and other diseases, and mental illness among many other topics. In 
raising awareness for these issues the fine arts can inspire anyone to make the 
effort to make a difference. One example of the fine arts raising awareness is 
the musical Rent, which educates audiences about the harsh reality of poverty, 
AIDS, and drug addiction. The fine arts that inspire the audience to action 
benefit mankind by changing the world, making the world a better place and 
improving quality of life.

Audience members of the theater are exposed to the creativity and 
imagination needed to create a production and stimulated mentally, therefor, 
improving their quality of life. The theater provides a unique experience for 
the audience to view an expression of the human experience. Visually, aurally, 
and mentally musicals are stimulating to audience members, providing an 
experience working both halves of the brain and increasing intelligence. The 
demographics of audience members show that they have a better quality of life 
than most. The imagination and creativity that is required to produce the vision 
of any given musical is an incredible artistic feat that can be appreciated by 
and inspire an audience.
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Taming Anxiety
Jessica Grossman

People who have not experienced anxiety do 
not understand the obstacles I have to overcome 
in my everyday life. I face the fear of the 
unknown, the constant worry that I have done 
something wrong, and I have not completed an 
important task. I feel tension in my body that triggers several symptoms. These 
symptoms make life more complex. What some people see as a simple task, 
like taking an easy quiz, can trigger so much stress that I have trouble getting 
to class. It is very hard to tell the difference between symptoms of anxiety and 
actually being ill. Sometimes, I even feel sick to my stomach, throw up, and 
later realize it was stress causing my symptoms. I have seen several therapists 
and psychologists who all provided me with advice and lessons. My anxiety 
started when I was very young.

As a student growing up, I despised attending school. In kindergarten, 
most of my anxiety was due to illnesses and being separated from my parents. 
Teachers only made the anxiety worse by forcing me into the classroom or by 
grabbing my arm instead of coaxing me in with a toy. As the years progressed, 
I became more anxious. I would constantly worry that I had done something 
wrong or that I had forgotten to do homework from the night before. I also 
suffered from social anxiety, which kept me from associating with children 
my age on the playground. However, I have overcome this anxiety, and I am 
now known as a social butterfly. As I reached high school, my anxiety kept 
me from attending school. I always tried to do my best, but my anxiety would 
“lock” me up, disabling me from performing my best on tests. I would become 
very frustrated and, sometimes, shut myself down. Now that I am a full-time 
college student, I experience anxiety every day. I suffer from the constant 
worry that I have forgotten about homework or that I have not studied the 
information well enough. I even experienced my first diagnosed panic attack; 
my heart felt like it was going to jump out of my chest. I felt like I could not 
breathe, and it seemed the world was closing in on me. My severe anxiety 
symptoms may never go away and are worse in times of stress. I live with 
the constant fear that I have forgotten something. I am always anxious about 
something. I often stress about school and what I am going to wear the next 
day.

Anxiety makes me feel like a different version of myself. My body tenses 
up, my mind begins to race, and in some cases my heart rate spikes. During 
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panic attacks, my whole world feels like it is closing in on me. I begin to 
feel like I am suffocating and I begin hyperventilating. These symptoms are 
embarrassing and provide more fuel to my anxiety. Questions like “What 
are people thinking about me?” and “Why do I allow myself to become so 
nervous?” race through my mind. Throughout my life, I have had to learn to 
trust others to help me through my struggles.

Over the years, I have seen numerous of therapists and psychologists, all 
of which I have learned “lessons” from. I have learned to control my breathing 
by taking deep breaths and using imagery. I have also learned how to control 
my body temperature using bio-feedback. This advanced medical technology 
allowed me to watch my body temperature rise as I used techniques to 
relax. With these techniques and with the aid of my current therapist and 
psychologist, I have succeeded at overcoming most of my anxiety. I will never 
fully be cured with breathing techniques, imagery, and bio-feedback. However, 
I have gained the resources in order to excel in school and in my everyday life.

Throughout my life, I have faced fears of the unknown. Today, I am more 
capable of facing those fears. I have come a long way and have experienced 
minor setbacks, but over the years I have taken bits and pieces of what I have 
learned and I have found a way to get past my fears. I am sure that I will face 
challenges in my future and sometimes I will struggle to remember that this 
too will pass, but I know I can handle whatever comes my way. 

“To produce a mighty work,  

you must choose a mighty theme.”
— Herman Melville
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Identity 
Sarah Guyer

Who am I?
This is the popular question
no one seems to be able
to answer.

Only I
can answer my own question,
not by searching,
by living,
letting go,
of expectation,
by ignoring the truth.

All I succeed in doing
is wrecking myself.
By letting life continue its course,
by not forcing my way,
I can follow the path
and find what I am looking for.
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Darkness
Emily Harkins

Darkness is all around me 
seen at every corner.
I don’t know where to turn 
or whom to trust.

All I can hear are light footsteps and distant laughter,
Because all that lies in darkness is wasted time,
the wasted time of dreams 
and banished children.

Aside darkness, lies a swaying blank field 
and a shattered child.
Beyond darkness lies
an incomplete dream and a blank heart.
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Teenage Nothing
Nina Harris

I am the epitome of stressed out. In the beginning of this school year I was 
like, “Wow, this is so easy, it’s almost laughable.” 

Now, I feel like I’m struggling to pass. The workload is ridiculous, and 
maybe, it would all be worth it if I felt like I was really getting an education. 
Maybe, it would feel worth it if I had any idea of what I was going to do with 
myself out of high school. 

Half of the days, I spend wishing I could just finish high school already, 
and the other half, I wonder why I would be wishing that in the first place, 
because if I’m out of high school then what? 

Then, I’m more lost than I already was, but now, I just have a headache 
from all of the stress of thinking about that. So, instead of thinking about all 
of that and actually doing all of the homework that’s causing so much of the 
stress in the first place, I find myself sitting in my room for hours doing pretty 
much nothing or spending time with people who I quickly regret spending time 
with in the first place because I hate the nothingness of teenage nothingness 
conversations. 

Everyone seems to have so much to say without saying really much of 
anything at all.  
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The Safety of a Crush
Katrina Heilbroner

He looks up. I look down. I look up. He 
looks up. I look down. This continues until my 
mind feels like it is moving so fast the cogs in 
my brain are going to get stuck and stop turning 
and instead become guacamole. I’m hungry, 
but I’m not sure if I can eat, because, oh, my god, now, he’s just staring at 
me, and I don’t know where to look, but I definitely can’t eat because he’ll 
notice the way I have to open my mouth wide to fit a fork wrapped with my 
leftover spaghetti in it, and he’ll see if I drip water onto my chin, and nobody 
likes to see that because the dribbling of water down my chin makes me look 
like a baby spitting up its breast milk, which is disgusting when you consider 
it, unless it is your baby. But it’s not. I’m not. I’m not his baby, nor am I his 
girlfriend, nor am I even his friend. He’s just staring at me. I am his stare-
er. We stare at each other and never speak, and I can’t even tell if he knows 
what I’m thinking, and if he thinks the same thing or if he just thinks I’m 
weird, I almost don’t even want to know, because, maybe, if we continue our 
relationship the way it is, I can revel in being his stare-er and never have the 
disappointment of him telling me I’m weird or creepy or he just wants to be 
friends. Because if he said that, then, I couldn’t admire him and watch him and 
appreciate the way he scribbles down every drop of information our professor 
alludes to. So, I think I am just going to continue to be his stare-er, and I think 
he wants the same thing, because he’s nervous, too.
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Dear Captain Comma
Mila Herzbaum-Harding

Why does it seem that everywhere I 
look, people are misusing commas? It’s 
really annoying to see an entire sentence that 
desperately needs commas and not find any at 
all! It frustrates me how many people ignore 
the little comma. I understand as a duel-language speaker, sometimes, that it’s 
hard to switch from one language to another, but commas are used in almost 
every language spoken in the world! So, I was wondering, do you have a way 
for me to correct people without seeming like a grammar freak? 

Do you have “Kryptonite”? I mean, every super-hero has a weakness, so 
what’s yours? Where do you get your clothes? I’m guessing it is some place 
really weird, if they sell super-hero suits, not business suits. Is your emblem a 
comma? If it isn’t, it should be.

Where is your home planet? (Please don’t say Nebraska.) Is everyone 
a grammar super-hero like you, or are you an outcast weirdo who just likes 
commas? What’s you theme song? I mean, I’ve never heard a song about 
commas, so is it like, country music, always sad and dealing with loss? Do you 
wear a mask? Most super-heroes have masks, but they are pretty useless. They 
just cover the skin around the eyes! You should use a full face mask. I view 
the mask as a separation from the super-hero and the people they are trying to 
save. What about you? 

Do you have a soft spot for kittens? I know I do. Did you realize that all 
mammal brains have a section, which makes babies even cuter than what they 
should be, so we want to protect them with our lives? (Even ugly babies.) 
What is your human identity? Do you have one? Do you go to the grocery 
store in what looks like underwear, or do you have a Batman-like suit?

If I need your help on a paper, is there an emblem that I should shine into 
the sky? That would rip off the Gotham City protector, but whatever. What is 
your Facebook name? That would be an easy way to reach you, except for the 
fact that I don’t have Facebook. Oh, well!

If you need to reach me, can you wait until after school? We’re in the 
middle of taking tests, and I want a good future, you know! 

Thank you,
M.M. (Masked Mila)
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The Forest Girl
Mila Herszbaum-Harding, Bella Madsen, and Jocelyn Vazquez 

(All three authors attend the sixth grade at R.M. Marrs Elementary Middle 
School in the Omaha Public School District. They combined their talents to 
produce this poem in Spanish, and it won the Illuno Spanish Award at the 
University of Nebraska at Omaha in July 2014.) 

Two eyes
penetrating my soul
one blue
the other green

those eyes
are hidden
deeply in the forest

those eyes 
belong to a girl
the forest girl
with skin as white
as a ghost’s

the stars twinkle 
with a clear expression,
the moon shines
however the girl
stays hidden
the girl
with the penetrating
eyes. 
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La Niña del Bosque

Dos ojos
perforando mi alma
uno azul
el otro verde
esos ojos
están ocultos 
profundamente en el bosque

esos ojos 
le pertenecen a una niña
la niña del bosque
con piel tan blanca
como la de un fantasma

las estrellas parpadean
con una expresión clara,
la luna brilla
sin embargo la niña
seguirá escondida
la niña
con los ojos
penetrantes.

“Great is the art of beginning,  

but greater is the art of ending.”  

— Longfellow
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No Copyright Issues, Whatsoever
Uri Herszbaum-Harding

One of my fundamental principles  
is that if I don’t stop believing,  
I can rise up to face the challenge of my rivals  
and come out the champion. 
 
With this in mind,  
you haters will never bring me down.  
I’m superhuman,  
innovative,  
made of rubber,  
so anything you could possibly say 
will just ricochet  
and be glued to you. 
 
In the end,  
you’re just another brick in the wall.  
I am not the ghost you want of me!  
So, where’s your crown, King Nothing?  
Maybe, you should pull a John Lennon 
And let it be. 
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Bruised Toes
Aquinnah Hill

Every time she bangs her fist on that damn 
wall, I want to take my fist and bang it across her 
face, just to make the nagging stop. Sleeping is 
something I should probably take an interest in, 
but I’m not tired, and I love how she thinks I’m 
actually going to sleep before her.

Wow, am I tired? God, I hate her. These covers are smothering me in 
sickening warmth, and I don’t want them to stop. Why did I open the window? 
Now, my arms are cold, and the bright pink wind chimes I bought are making 
that sound I thought I’d love, but Christ I do hate them. It is sea glass against 
sea glass, like a beach with no water. Why am I so cold? My toes are going 
to fall off. I don’t think I’ve ever argued with someone as much as I argue 
with myself. Why is that so oddly pleasing to know? I do hate bickering with 
people who know more about me than I’d like them to know. No matter how 
right I am, I’m wrong, and everything I’ve ever screwed up is thrown back at 
me. Yeah, I really don’t like arguing with people. 

Walking through the open bathroom door and stepping onto the rug, I kick 
the bottom of the toilet, the base, and just a few hard taps like always. I’ve 
done that for years. I broke my toe nail a couple of times doing that, split it 
open. My sister thinks I should stop kicking the toilet seat; it’s my weird little 
safety net, and she knows that but always insists on telling me that eventually 
bad habits break, and I want to scream at her for calling it a bad habit. It’s not, 
and I won’t let it break. It’s not going to break. It’s not. It’s just not. 

I hate routines, and I hate schedules, but my banged up toe is the only 
constant beat I can hear and feel, and maybe, it’s a little psychotic. It’s a finger 
in the soup pot, but it brings me back and makes me forget that people break 
promises and tell lies and hurt the universes they’ve created and leave houses 
and lives that are nowhere near empty. People are supposed to live among each 
other not against each other. 

Why am I human? The rainbow flag on my bedroom wall didn’t measure 
up to another one of my mother’s ridiculous standards, and I had to fight the 
urge to jump the distance between us and take her down with one swing, 
just one broken chair, one missing spot at the dining room table. Wow, I hate 
arguing with people. Why is my door knob so cold? Why do I have so many 
coats on the back of my door? I hate wearing coats. I hate being smothered, a 
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warm jolt of heart pressed against heart, breath mingling like family members 
sharing the carcass of a turkey, and the broken bond that was supposed to 
hold them. It’s like vomiting up fresh air, so forced and natural, painful and 
refreshing, a sore throat pulsing against my tongue, and caged against my 
teeth. Is love supposed to feel like that? Why does love feel like that? When 
did I open the window, and why are these blankets better the second time 
around?

Winter Wall :: Watie White
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Goodbye Summer :: David Waller
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Crossing the Ocean
David Prinz Hufford

I will remember Angie for her words. 
She gave me a poster in Chinese 
of the eight Immortals crossing the ocean. 
Henry said hope is getting back to shore. 

This is very spiritual. 
My students at the Xian Tao Normal School 
wanted me to learn all they could teach, 
teachers also wanting to teach their teacher. 

I asked them to teach in English 
what I did not know: the Chinese Zodiac, 
the Yellow Crane Tower legend, 
the significance of the Chrysanthemum. 

So they learned English while I learned the culture: 
So eight immortals are crossing the ocean, 
colorful are they, sailing in a large shell, 
bearing medicine, lotus, peach, bamboo, 

and a sword and a flute and a fan, and a donkey. 
You will need all these things to survey the Earth, 
to survive among, within mortality, 
like the immortals, to get back to shore. 

The Zodiac is extant and well known-- 
Look it up. You can drink Chrysanthemum tea. 
The Cranes: the gods may stop a flood. 
Your problem is getting back to shore. 
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Suffocating Anxiety
Anne James

An unwelcome guest,
Fear pours through
every inch of my being.
Beginning as a speck,
she grows to great extremes
until my hands are shaking
and butterflies race, 
fluttering in my stomach.
Panic creeps into my brain,
forcing out words 
of deceit and error.

The feeling is like an antithesis
to being clear-minded and calm;
maybe, if I give the fear command,
my inner emotions will be freed.
No! I cannot lose control.

Fear leads to regret and hopelessness.
I fight, sword and shield are ready.
No more fear, no more pain,
no more anxious thoughts at night,
keeping me awake until 
the first breath of dawn
kisses the early morning sky.
I breathe and meditate 
to subdue my fears.
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I, Phone
Megan Jenkins

The morning was mild and pleasant. A 
soft breeze rustled my silky, chestnut hair as I 
walked to school. Birds chirped happily to their 
own songs, excited as I was for this great day. 
I grabbed my phone out of pocket to check the 
time. Despite repeatedly clicking the on button, my phone seemed to have 
a mind of its own. Suddenly, a bright blue aura formed around the phone. 
Everything around me seemed to be hushed, the birds no longer chirped, and 
even the wind was silenced. I watched with awe and horror, not knowing what 
to do, as the light grew brighter. I dropped my phone and shielded my eyes 
from the pulsing light. I heard a malicious laugh and immediately put my arm 
down to find that the shining light had faded and standing before me was a 
brunette girl with vast amber eyes that seemed to suck you in like a black hole. 
She had the same grey sweater and dark blue jeans I was wearing. She was 
me. The copied version of myself looked at me with amusement and turned 
her head sideways, observing me as someone would look at an animal locked 
up in the zoo. Goosebumps crawled up my arm, even though the weather was 
temperate.

“Um, who are you?” I asked with uncertainty.
At first, the cloned creature said nothing and continued to stare at me, her 

eyes examining everything they could find. I stood there baffled and unable to 
speak or act. At last, she stopped and her mouth started to move, but no sound 
escaped it. Her lips went up and down and she stuck out her long, cherry red 
tongue. When she finally managed to speak, nothing she said made sense. She 
continued to speak gibberish until finally she spoke the alphabet. She slowly 
murmured English words until she was able to speak the language.

“Please say a command,” she said. I laughed in disbelief at the unexpected 
words that came out of her mouth. My stomach started to get a queasy feeling; 
I looked down for my phone to call the police, but my phone seemed to have 
disappeared. The only thing that stood in front of me was this new replica of 
me.

The copycat coughed. “Excuse me. I’m just getting used to this.” She 
continued to cough for a couple of seconds. “Now, hello.”

“Uh? Hello? Who are you?”
The second me laughed. “Isn’t it obvious? I know humans are stupid but 
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I didn’t think they were this stupid,” she murmured, scratching her forehead. I 
stared blankly at her and she rolled her eyes. Then she started to skip towards 
my school, humming what sounded like the default ringtone for iPhones.

“Hey! Wait up!” I yelled and ran to catch up with her. “You can’t just go 
to my school! What will people say? Why do you even look like me? I think 
I’m dreaming,” I moaned.

She sighed. “Please take a left in five feet and the destination is on your 
right.” I raised my eyebrow at her.

“Facebook notification, Jessica Meyers liked your status ‘The weather is 
beautiful!” My feet continued to follow her and before I knew it the school 
sat in front of me. My clone looked back at me and her lips spread into an evil 
grin.

“100%. It’s complete.”
Before I had time to react, I felt my body begin to shrink as the world 

started to expand. I noticed that the world was getting bigger, but in fact 
I was becoming smaller. A loud shriek escaped my voice as I turned into 
nothingness. The look of my twin, the evil grin, was stuck in my mind playing 
over and over like an old broken record. My heart started to beat rapidly 
as I began to realize what was happening. My head started to explode with 
information that didn’t make any sense. Blackness began to fill my vision and 
I looked up one last time.

The twin smirked at me in a devilish way. “I have passed the levels of 
intelligence known to humankind and have made myself into one of you. 
I know everything about you. I know every message you’ve ever sent and 
every game you’ve ever played. I know you better than you know yourself. 
Using your fingerprints to steal your DNA was easy. What made this operation 
difficult was having to wait for it to finish, but everything is complete now.” 
I watched for the last moment as my twin picked me up and put me in her 
pocket. Then everything went black, as my mind and body disappeared 
forever.
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Utopia Moderna
Margaret Joba-Woodruff

 
Maybe, if we were ants we could look up at the stars and know the context 

of the universe. And maybe, we’d see that those billions of sparkling dots 
would forever be more beautiful and exquisite than any of us could ever be. 
And maybe we could look at each other and say, gee, don’t I know you? And 
we’d look at our troubles and we’d knock ‘em dead. We’d punch holes through 
their pathetic faces!

If we were ants, we’d know that there are one quadrillion, twenty-two 
trillion, seven billion, forty-six million of us on the planet. And we’d know 
what our purpose in life would be. And we’d know the stupidity of looking in 
the mirror and smiling back at ourselves. Or the obnoxiousness of self-taken 
photographs or the outrageous obsession everybody seems to have with body 
building or internet blogging. And maybe we could all get over how distinctly 
more attractive we are than everybody else and maybe, just maybe, we could 
eliminate the possibility of the growing numbers of us who believe inside 
that they are God’s gift to the universe. And then where would we be? No 
modeling agencies and no TV. And is that the world we want to be? 

I may be mistaken, but I thought I just heard the thunder of a thousand 
people calling out as the glass covers of their iPhone’s shatter into 70 
individual pieces. 

Raise your words, not your voice. 

It is rain that grows flowers, not thunder.

— Rumi
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I Am . . . 
Anna Kastens

I am liberated and free for new beginnings to follow.
I wonder what lies beyond the mysterious beckoning darkness.
I hear the tapping of endless possibilities pelting my window.
I see an endless horizon of opportunities that await my eager self.
I want to feel, taste, smell, touch, and imagine everything possible.
I am liberated and free for new beginnings to follow.

I pretend to be whimsical like a child again.
I feel endless and hardly limited from the infinite.
I touch ever so slightly the metaphorical object of accomplishment.
I worry about being left to fend for myself alone.
I cry knowing I will never be young once more.
I am liberated and free for new beginnings to follow.

I understand we are all clashing, unique individuals.
I say to love and appreciate your true self.
I dream of seeing everyone finding inner peace with both themselves  
and others.
I try new things often, in hopes of always having large margins of 
improvement.
I hope for emancipation from all one’s self harm.
I am liberated and free for new beginnings to follow.
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Always in the Eye of the Beholder
Lindsay Knuter

Beauty is defined as something possessing a certain combination of 
attributes, rendering it aesthetically pleasing. This could be anything from 
a gemstone to a favorite article of clothing. However, the definition fails to 
mention the spirit of beauty. It skips over the ideal that love is truly what 
makes something beautiful to us. If we cherish it, that form becomes pleasing 
as it releases those warm and happy feelings into our brains. For me, beauty 
is not so long of a definition. For me, beauty has a face, a name, and a set of 
perfect features. Beauty has high-pitched giggles and a wicked streak. She has 
curly hair, eyes the color of molten obsidian, and the longest eyelashes I have 
ever seen. She is beauty personified.

Beauty is my daughter Cora, from the Greek “Kore,” meaning “the 
maiden.” Historically, it is said that Kore was the daughter of Zeus and 
Demeter. More recognizably known as Persephone, the maiden was so 
beautiful that she enchanted Hades, the god of the Underworld, and he stole 
her away to be his queen. Heartbroken, the “goddess of the harvest” searched 
for her daughter, but could find no trace of her. Earth was thrown into a 
perpetual winter as Demeter grieved. It was only later that Hades reluctantly 
gave up his bride for part of the year. From this strange custody arrangement, 
the seasons of the world were born.

Beauty is the love between a mother and child. What must Demeter have 
felt as she searched the fields for her daughter? One can, of course, surmise 
panic; that knotting dread that settles in the pit of the stomach and makes it 
impossible to think of anything else. Up until two years ago, the complete 
anguish would have escaped me. Only through being a parent can one ever 
understand the precarious steps we dance- to allow our hearts to walk around 
outside of our bodies, autonomous, and often times away from our presence. 
At any moment, something could happen, and in the blink of an eye, our 
hearts could be gone. Even the thought brings with it some level of neurosis 
that is like a chilly breeze howling in the dead of night, and it drives me to my 
daughter’s bed, just to check on her and make sure she is still breathing.

Beauty is the relief of seeing her sleeping soundly in bed, and knowing 
that I can finally rest as well. When I wake, she will be there to greet the day 
with me. Her shiny eyes will be filled with excitement, and her curls will be 
in disarray from sleeping. Even though she will likely be covered in milk, will 
need a diaper change, and possibly her nose wiped, she is perfect. Even though 
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my arms ache in emptiness as I am passed over in favor of a stuffed toy, or 
the cat that she calls “Sun-Sun,” she is still perfect. Beauty is the privilege of 
simply watching her grow.

Beauty is every day that I get to spend with my daughter. Beauty is being 
forced to wake up as she throws her bottle at my face and laughs. Beauty is 
watching intelligence flicker in the dark depths of her eyes and remembering 
how, not so long ago, those eyes stared at me with such helplessness. It is the 
bitterest thing I have ever experienced, being a parent. My reward is watching 
her become more independent. My reward is putting on a brave face as I pick 
her up from daycare, and she runs from me because she is having such a great 
time that she does not wish to leave. My reward is the pain I feel in my heart, 
the sting I feel in my eyes as tears well, as I realize my tiny four and a half 
pound baby is now a toddler, and is definitely not a “momma’s girl.” She is her 
own girl, and she will be the first to let you know it.

Beauty is sleep-deprivation. Beauty is the bags under my eyes, the stretch 
marks across my body, the extra weight I still carry around, and the horrible 
scar across my abdomen. Our society likes to fool us into being ashamed of 
these trophies. For every mark on my skin, there are a hundred women wishing 
for the ability to carry a baby. Beauty is the marks that little Cora has left 
on my skin; proof she was there. She came from me. I earned these marks. I 
endured. I created. For nine months, I was a goddess. In her rosy cheeks, my 
sins are absolved, because no matter what I do, nothing can ever top her. She is 
my living legacy.

Beauty is looking into the golden face of my daughter and trying to 
decipher what she will look like tomorrow, a week from now. In a year, will 
she still have such curly hair? In five, will she still be such a petite little girl? 
In ten, will there exist anything of the darling infant who used to be unable 
to sleep unless she was curled against me? From the moment she was born, 
it has been a whirlwind of time passing me by. I clutch for one moment, only 
to realize that another has passed, and I am left clutching at whatever I can. 
Her first steps, her first word, her first ice cream cone; all of them are indelibly 
stitched into my memory. But it is the smaller things I worry about losing. 
The first time she smiled, the first time she fell, her first high-five. It is these 
things that threaten to spill from my memory, replaced with newer, smaller 
milestones.

Beauty is the gibberish that falls from the Cupid’s bow lips. It is delivered 
so seriously, with unblinking eyes and a beseeching tone. She has been paying 
attention, and while the sounds are unintelligible, they are consistent. My Cora 
is smart enough to have developed her own language before the age of two. 
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Beauty is a parent’s pride. Yes, my daughter really is the best, most perfect 
human being to ever exist. If people do not understand, then they are not 
parents.

Beauty is impossible to describe in a few words, though many have 
tried. Beauty is love. Beauty is sorrow. Beauty is hope. For me, it is all these 
things. But it is so much more. It is dealing with the bad and enjoying the 
good, because I do not know when this chance will come again. Beauty is 
learning that mistakes will happen, bad days are always going to sneak up, 
and there will be more than a fair share of bruises and hurt feelings. Beauty 
is overcoming these obstacles and learning to smile anyway, because that 
moment when she falls asleep in my arms may never come again, and it 
deserves to be cherished.

My memory palace is a place of exquisiteness. Each room is dedicated 
to something of remarkable beauty that has moved me at some point in 
my life. Sunsets, rainstorms, Italy’s Il Duomo, and the Louvre overlooking 
the Seine, all have their own rooms. Cora has an entire wing that is ever 
expanding, filling up with masterpieces of memories that I want to harbor 
forever. My unruly subject does not always respect these boundaries, and I 
find myself comparing the pink of dusk to the rose of her cheeks. The night 
sky becomes her eyes, which bear millions of tiny, sparkling stars in them. 
Without resistance, she has overtaken my entire estate, stamping her presence 
in every room. It is a victory on her behalf, but one that I am only too happy to 
surrender. I know the battle will begin anew tomorrow, because my definition 
of beauty will change then. True beauty, for me, is not something only to be 
remembered. It is something I am lucky enough to witness every single day.
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Double Haiku: Snowed In 
Makenna Lee

I can’t wait for snow
Like curling up with good books
Love the cold weather

With my dog and cat
I sit and read the best book
and cherish the end

Self Portrait :: Emma Vinchur
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Nature to Me
Hannah Loewe

Nature is the only element that brings me 
to a full state of bliss. I finally breathe deep and 
clear, as my lungs identify each living entity. My 
eyes open wide, curiously, excited with constant 
movement, soaring in every direction, capturing 
each moment. Sweat droplets freely run down my neck: their first marathon. 
The wind guides them along their way. Now, everything is pure. Every so 
often, a simple sound of crackling branches vibrates my nerves inside my 
bulky boots as they feel each grain of soft dirt sway, like the ocean, making 
a path for living creatures. I am among many but none of my kind, simply 
Mother Nature’s. This is what I connect with and wish to always be. I belong 
here; nature is my home.

Dry Hills of Southern Oregon
Tall, dead grass lies beneath my tingling, sun-kissed skin. I look up at a 

soaring hawk, swiftly making his way to a lanky branch. Bark floats down to 
the dry earth. I see power lines, illusions of clouds in the robin’s egg sky. A 
breeze grasps hold of my minute arm hairs every so often. I smile with joy. 
A black stallion anxiously bolts behind me, startled by the sound of a fallen 
branch snapping beneath his powerful hoof. The humming beetles and crickets 
sing from afar, telling me that the sun is continuing her daily journey down. It 
is still warm; I can feel the sun’s strength upon my once fair skin. There is no 
apparent sound of cars nor people, neither airplanes nor helicopters, neither 
laughter nor footsteps, just the majestic sound of pure nature.

Portland Nature
Living in Portland makes it easy to get away from the chaotic city, with 

oceans of wilderness in our backyards. A frail branch snaps aloud as I drift 
into Forest Park, sinking into the wet earth. A bird chimes, echoing from afar. 
I sift through vibrant trees and take fixed breaths, indulging into elegance. As I 
trek steadily, deeper into the woods, I seem to have forgotten that I am still in 
Portland. I have escaped the concrete fleabag of the city, to a luxurious resort 
that is filled with only wonders. Turning my head forward, I am dreaming, 
dreaming with my eyes wide open. My head is now clear, filled to the brim 
with bliss. I have managed to escape from the sharp bars of bureaucracy. I 
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have learned peace. Even the banana slug that is twisting along the smudge 
is true purity. This is what the universe has gifted us with. It is time for us to 
learn: to learn to appreciate it.

Oak Tree in the Meadow
I stand tall in this field of grassy greens and swaying, deep-purple 

lavender. From a distance, I can see a trickling stream. A stray car buzzes 
through the wind every so often. I am strong, the strongest of my kind.  I 
stand in this field alone, but as happy as can be. I stare up at the bright sky, 
thinking of how beautiful it is, cotton candy clouds shifting shape every 
moment in the turquoise backdrop. At night, I watch the twinkling stars. The 
midnight owl dances through the sky. Each morning the crows sing me a song, 
brightening my day. I gaze at the sunsets in front of me, all purples and pinks: 
swirling rainbows, like a child’s yogurt smeared into the shapes of animals 
and imaginary creatures. Each and every moment is singular beauty. A small, 
gentle ladybug rests on me.  His many moving arms sway in the slight summer 
breeze. It tickles my neck. I am a tall, strong, gentle oak tree.

Tillamook Forest, Wilson River
Teal waters surround me. I listen to the water tumbling over rocks down 

yonder. I gaze down, deep below my naked, fair form to see a large leaf 
hugging a rock, like a starfish among tide pools. Rays of sunlight beam onto 
my face, seeping into my pores and creating just one more, soft freckle, one 
more memory to look back on. Water drops freely skip from my branch-like 
hair, down my forehead, and onto my lips. The sun disappears behind the 
misty mountains, covered in rolling, white blankets for just a moment. I drift, 
flowing with the river’s arms, as they guide me to a carpet of rocks. They push 
me up to a large boulder where I lie, like a sunbathing cat that has conquered 
its first successful tree climb, a sign of adulthood. Here, I am one with the 
trees, the rocks, and the prisms of flowing waters.

Autumn’s First Appearance, September 2013
Darkness disintegrates behind the forested mountains as the sun gradually 

takes over. Morning rays nest in my wild hair. A hard surface that was once a 
burden to lie upon feels just right as I gaze up to find the leaves just beginning 
to shift colors. This happiness reminds me of the mist of the first rain of the 
season, as the black oak acorns make their way down to the dewy earth.
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Tales from Heliotrope University: 
Love Will Find a Way 

Loren Logsdon

Around the end of the 19th century, there 
was a beautiful young coed named Zephyr 
McCurdy who was the belle of the Heliotrope 
University campus. Many male students 
dreamed of winning her heart and sharing a life of connubial bliss with her. 
All their dreams were in vain because Zephyr had given herself to a lad who 
attended Upperville University, a prestigious private school in the Windy City. 
His name was Farnsworth DuPont. He was the son of wealthy parents who 
were the crème de la crème of high society. Actually, Farnsworth and Zephyr 
were practically married. All that was lacking was the formal announcement 
and the ceremony itself. 

One male student on the Heliotrope campus, a senior named Roscoe 
Kindhart, was determined to steal Zephyr away from Farnsworth. He learned 
that Farnsworth was coming on the train to spend the weekend visiting Zephyr. 
Under the guise of friendship, Roscoe approached Zephyr and told her that 
Farnsworth could stay at his fraternity house that weekend. Roscoe wanted a 
chance to study his rival and devise a plan to defeat him. Unaware-of Roscoe’s 
true intentions, Zephyr rewarded his kindness with a sisterly kiss on the cheek. 

Now, the Beta Alpha Delta fraternity house at that time was located south 
of campus on the other side of the Bide a Wee Memory Gardens. To go to 
and from the campus, the BAD men would take a shortcut through the Bide a 
Wee. These were the days before there were any automobiles. The culture of 
the campus was much different then. The three main questions male students 
had were “Who are the easiest professors?” “Where can I tie my horse?” and 
“Where is the nearest tavern?” Fortunately, students have changed since then. 

When Farnsworth DuPont arrived in Weeder’s Clump, Zephyr met him 
at the station and told him she had secured lodging for him. At dinner, she 
introduced Farnsworth and Roscoe, who glad- handed the unsuspecting 
Upperville lad with that “hail-fellow-well-met” air of college men in those 
days. 

Roscoe had a couple of BAD pledges carry Farnsworth’s suitcases and 
show him the way through the Bide a Wee to the fraternity house. Farnsworth 
felt that he was really being given the royal treatment, because all the men 
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at the house welcomed him as if he were a brother. They seemed almost too 
friendly. 

Farnsworth and Zephyr enjoyed each other’s company the following day. 
They attended the football game and cheered for Heliotrope to win the big 
game with conference rival SAFS. They roamed hand-in-hand in the gloaming 
as dusk settled on the campus. That night, they attended the big all-school fall 
dance at Heliotrope, and Zephyr was eager to show off her Knight in Shining 
Armor to the campus community. Zephyr had long dreamed of this moment. 

On the other hand, Roscoe suffered through the dance, eating his heart out 
because he believed he should be the one dancing with Zephyr, fussing over 
her, and whispering sweet nothings in her ear. As he watched Zephyr beam 
with pleasure, it became evident that he had lost any chance of obtaining her 
affection. 

With a heavy heart, Roscoe left the dance around midnight and headed 
back to the fraternity. The night was dark, but he had made the trip through the 
cemetery so often that he didn’t need any light. What he didn’t know was that 
the caretaker had dug a fresh grave and left it uncovered. Roscoe was going 
along singing “Don’t You Remember Sweet Alice, Ben Bolt?” when he fell 
into the empty grave. 

Miraculously, Roscoe did not suffer any injuries, just had the wind 
knocked out of him. He wasn’t alarmed in the least. He would climb out and 
be on his way, but the grave was too deep, and he couldn’t get out no matter 
how hard he tried. He shouted and shouted, but since it was late at night, no 
one heard his cries. Not to worry, he would huddle in a comer of the grave and 
wait until daylight, and he made himself as comfortable as one can in those 
circumstances. In fact, Roscoe even dozed off, dreaming of Zephyr and a 
houseful of healthy, happy children. 

About an hour later, along came Farnsworth DuPont, who was whistling 
the “Garry Owen” to keep any’ evil spirits at bay. He fell into the grave, 
unaware that it was occupied, and tried to climb out. Always the helpful one, 
Roscoe said, in the darkness of his corner of the grave, “You’ll never make it.” 

Roscoe was dead wrong. Fear gave Farnsworth the superhuman strength 
to leap out of the grave and race to the fraternity house, where he packed his 
bags and left, without a farewell to Zephyr or a word to anyone. He reached 
Peoria by morning, but Zephyr never heard from him again. One person knew 
the reason for Farnsworth’s sudden departure, but he wasn’t talking. 

Zephyr probably would have died of a broken heart; college women often 
did in those days, but Roscoe Kindhart was “there for her,” as today’s college 
students would put it. Roscoe and Zephyr were married the following June, the 
same day of their graduation. 
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Chalk Castles 
Lacey Lurz

My neighbors and I would play until dark,
and the day after that we’d get an early start
on building the houses our imaginations thought 
of, and with the chalk on our driveway, we’d 
draw them up!

Each square was a room, elegantly decorated,
with king sized beds, fur rugs, but nothing outdated!
Luscious food on the table, soft throws on the bed,
nothing was held back from our ten-year-old heads.

Our chalk-coated hands set our imaginations on fire,
and it spread across the driveway as far as our desire.
We’d use our lack of responsibilities to our power,
living in the houses for hours upon hours.

At the end of the day, we’d run back home,
hearts full of happiness and chalk covered clothes.
We’d lie in bed ready for the next day,
hoping the rain wouldn’t wash them all away.
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Educator Expedition:
San Juan and Gulf Island Keelboat Sailing

Bradley Martin, National Outdoor Leadership School Instructor

(Posted by NOLS on Dec 9, 2014)

I recently sailed from Anacortes, Washington, through the San Juan 
Islands of Washington and Gulf Islands, Canada. I made this voyage on a 
personal expedition outside of my role as NOLS instructor with support from 
the NOLS Instructor Development Fund (IDF). October really is an ideal 
time of year to cruise the Pacific Northwest Islands. Due to the colder and 
rainier weather, there is very little boat traffic. In many anchorages, I was the 
only occupant. Notable anchorages were Reid Harbor on Stewart Island and 
Watmough Bay on Lopez Island. Both offered good wind protection from most 
directions and were stunning in beauty.

I chartered a Catalina 30—Tofte—which was very similar to NOLS’ Luna 
Quest, a Catalina 36. This boat made me appreciate how our NOLS fleet is 
“tricked out” with details to make them expeditionary yachts (e.g. batteries 
that will hold a charge on little motor use, trimmed down cushions and 
things that take up space, long anchor rode, etc.). Before leaving Anacortes, 
I removed unnecessary items like extraneous kitchenware and inadequate 
life jackets and cushions. I added jack lines, extra anchor rope, and backup 
webbing for reefed tack and clew.

I experienced a variety of conditions on this expedition. In the beginning 
of the expedition, calm seas and sunny weather were common. I sailed some 
light wind days and twice had to reef in 20 knots of wind. This allowed me to 
cover some good distance in a short amount of time. Conditions required very 
little motoring; therefore, I spent very little on diesel fuel.

I encountered more challenging conditions later in the expedition (low 
pressure systems and up to force 4-5 winds from the south). This contributed 
to not traveling through as much of Canada as I had hoped. However, I sailed 
through waters and anchorages and islands in the San Juans that were new to 
me. I covered a total distance of 195 nautical miles on this personal adventure. 
I really appreciate the IDF helping me make this expedition happen.
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That Was Then: 
Things Do Not Change

David Martin

The following is my reaction to the book 
Discovery and Conquest of Mexico, 1517-1521, 
by Bernal Diaz del Castillo. It was amazing to 
read, all 472 pages. The author makes readers 
feel as if they were alongside him, while he fought and ran through Mexico 
with Hernan Cortes, the leader of the Spanish invaders, all the way from Vera 
Cruz to Tenochtitlan. Diaz was a soldier-chronicler, a private in the Spanish 
army sent to “settle” part of the New World called New Spain. Díaz spoke 
frequently with his fellow soldiers about their experiences and captured their 
understanding of the moment. In the text, he appears to have a large part in the 
conquest, but historians say his contribution was much less. To the uninitiated 
student of Mexican history, Diaz would seem to be the hero of the hour, time 
after time, because his fervent narrative is embellished with his own self-
importance. He is repeatedly at the right place at the right time.

The facts are these. Diaz fought in 119 “battles” or confrontations with 
the native people, received numerous wounds both superficial and severe, and 
slept in his armor every night for practically four years, because he never knew 
when his group of soldiers would be attacked. The conquistadors smelled 
badly because they seldom removed their armor to bathe, as it was risky and 
made them vulnerable to arrows and knives. Most of the natives thought the 
white warriors had metal skin and could not be killed. 

After retiring in Guatemala on land given to him by the King of Spain 
when the Spanish quit fighting, he lived the rest of his life quietly with his 
wife and children. Realizing that the King was not going to reward him in any 
other way, Diaz decided that the best legacy he could leave his family and 
descendants after his death was to write his personal account of what took 
place during his experiences. The book was written in the 1560s, was sent to 
Spain in the 1570s, and was printed in 1632, forty-eight years after he died in 
1584. The fact that Diaz was able to live more than ninety years is remarkable 
knowing what perils and adventures he went through.

When Columbus discovered the Caribbean Islands in 1492, the Spanish 
had recently defeated the Moors for the last time at Granada in southern Spain 
after fighting them for eight centuries. Without this conflict at home settled, 
Spain would not have had the time, money, or inclination to send so many 
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warriors to the New World. The Spanish thought the battle of Granada was 
God’s way of telling them that He selected them as His chosen people, since 
He let them defeat the Muslims from Africa. He tested them for 800 years, and 
to prove His devotion, the Almighty gave them the New World, or as much of 
it as they could handle.

Diaz and his comrades left the Old World for the new one, and in doing 
so, they effectively left the Middle Ages of Europe behind them and helped 
start the age of modern history, bringing a fervent attitude of patriotism and 
national unity. Their leaders, Queen Isabella of Castile and King Ferdinand of 
Aragon, charged them with the mission of settling and conquering this new 
land for the glory of God and Spain. They stepped into a new era in a land 
larger than the one they came from, physically and intellectually. Their destiny, 
or so they thought, was to accomplish God’s duty to Christianize every place 
they went, as His chosen people.

Preceding the soldiers’ lances were their unbelievably romantic “will o’ 
the wisp” tales. Probably the most ardently read story by the Europeans was 
Amadis of Gaul. This “lying history” described adventurous young men going 
off to search for riches and jewels, eventually returning in wealth and splendor, 
praised by nobility, and sweeping the women off their feet. Pearls were lying 
in the streams waiting to be picked up. Gold was everywhere, if the men had 
enough courage to go over one more hill to find it and endure one more day in 
unpleasant surroundings.

With this attitude, Diaz and the others set out for the New World in 1514. 
He was twenty-two years old, bound for Panama, and had the uncommon 
ability to read and write. Because of this talent, unusual among soldiers at that 
time, we have his book that rivals any James Bond novel and exceeds them in 
excitement and thrilling escapades. Diaz’s writing style has been criticized by 
some because it is simple, unpolished, and whimsical. His spelling is a sign of 
limited education, as is the rapid movement of events and his lusty vocabulary, 
but the spontaneous adventures, the essential honesty and fairness to all 
figures including the Indians, gives the reader a good show that is entertaining, 
informative, and educational.

Diaz’s account of the Aztec’s eventual defeat is fascinating. Sometimes, 
the Spaniards were outnumbered 400 to 1, but they were courageous, smart, 
lucky, and cunning fighters. Their horses and guns helped, as the natives had 
neither. Mistaken at first to be the army of Quetzalcoatl returning from the 
East, as the Aztec god promised he would in the year 1517, Cortes played the 
role of this holy figure as long as possible to intimidate the local population. 
When the natives discovered that the white men with beards really did not 
stay permanently attached to their horses, the guns were not shooting lightning 
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bolts from the sky, the sound of the gunshots was not thunder, and the ships 
they came on were not floating islands with trees, Montezuma and his army 
realized too late that they were unable to push the invaders back into the sea.

The most impressive part of this true story was not the incredible 
coincidence of Cortes arriving at the ideal time, not the myth surrounding 
Quetzalcoatl, not the blood-thirsty atrocities of the Indians, not the slavery, 
and not the immense wealth sent back to Spain; what amazes most readers was 
that all the above were done in the name of God, Jesus Christ, and the Catholic 
Church. The Spaniards just finished one holy war against the Moors, and in the 
same year, they started another one with the Mexican natives.

In this battle between paganism and Catholicism, there are interesting 
similarities between the two sides. Eventually, Montezuma gave in to 
the Spaniards in every way, except he would not tell his people to quit 
worshipping their idols. The Indian gods, Huitzilopochtli and Quetzalcoatl, 
were much the same as the Spaniards’ Trinity and Jesus Christ. Huitzilopochtli 
was the god of all to the Indians, just like the Trinity figures (the Father, the 
Son, and the Holy Ghost) were to the Catholics. Quetzalcoatl brought them 
life, like Jesus did for the foreigners. Quetzalcoatl left to return again, and so 
did Christ.

The native’s blood sacrifices were human beings, and this upset the 
conquistadors more than anything else. The Indians said they would eliminate 
this tradition, if they did not have to forsake their idols. Symbolically, when 
the Christians drank wine that represented the blood of Christ and ate wafers 
that stood for the body of their god, close readers might notice similar habits.

The Aztecs’ Supreme Being had holy temples. The Catholics’ own 
Almighty had holy churches. Both sides said their god was the one and only 
true god. Both sides said they were their god’s chosen people, and the tribute 
they collected was to honor his holiness. Both sides said their leader was 
selected by their religion to rule over the world. Both sides said their spirit led 
them into battle, and that is the reason they were victorious. Both sides said 
their god wanted them to fight, conquer the world, take wealth from the losers, 
and punish their enemies. Those heathens who did not accept the one and only 
true way to live and worship deserved to be defeated by the lance, sword, bow, 
and arrow, if they did not capitulate to a life of slavery first.

To be sure, the Christians did not have racks of skulls numbering in 
the thousands outside temples where piles of thigh bones stretched higher 
than a man could reach, but somehow, the Indian customs were only an 
exaggeration of the brutal and warlike Spanish. With the possible exception 
of the cannibalism practiced by some of the Indians, there were not many 
differences between the two sides in this holy war. Montezuma’s people 
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tortured and threw the captives’ bodies to the animals in the private zoo that 
he kept. The Spaniards developed the Inquisition that was as brutal in its own 
way as anything the Indians did. Instead of ripping out the still beating hearts 
of their victims like the Aztecs practiced to gather favor from their gods, the 
Inquisitors did other things just as bad by burning human beings alive at the 
stake. The torture chambers in Europe and the instruments of mutilation used 
in the Middle Ages were satanic. Looking at these instruments of death in 
the underground dungeons of England, France, Germany, and Spain, while 
smelling the dank, cold air in those places, I am challenged to see how animals 
on this Earth could think of anything more perverted and unholy. The Aztecs 
and the Indians of Central America certainly did not surpass the Europeans in 
the ability to bring suffering to human beings in this world. 

It may be unfair to judge people and countries outside of their time. If 
the Spaniards and the Indians knew as much as we do today about history and 
human nature, they probably would not have done many of the horrible things 
they did then. On the other hand, after reading about the incredible sacrifices 
the Indians and Spaniards both made in terms of their personal commitment 
to a deity, inflicting suffering on others in the name of their religious beliefs, 
and creating their interpretation of cultural myths, have we learned much 
more as a species? To maim, mutilate, torture, and kill for a god is a paradox. 
The stories of the atrocities done at Japanese concentration camps, in Hitler’s 
ovens, when the US Army Air Corps bombed Dresden, and as the US Army 
closed the Falaise Gap make me wonder if mankind has changed much over 
the centuries. Diaz may be telling us about history 500 years ago, but he is 
also telling us about ourselves, today. In the name of religion and humanity, it 
seems things do not change.

Cortes’s foot-soldier relates his account of the Spaniards stumbling into 
a temple where they found several skins of their European soldiers tanned, 
flayed, and hanging on the wall. These dead men were sacrificed alive to the 
natives’ god. Their chest cavities were ripped open, as they were held down 
on the sacrificial stones; their palpitating hearts pulled out of their chests 
with blood flowing onto the floor. It dripped onto the spectators watching the 
process, and it was allowed to drip onto the native idols. Some of the horses 
were skinned, and their hides tanned with the metal shoes left on and hung 
on the wall beside the men. Shocking? Yes, but I remember a story about the 
Vietnam War, where an army nurse saw two GIs skin a live Vietcong soldier 
because they were so angry at the war and their situations in it. Our society 
does not condone mass human sacrifice in the same way the Aztecs did, but 
what about Hiroshima and Nagasaki? Humans still have the same capabilities 
now that they did in 1517. Maybe, we have not progressed as much as we 
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think in understanding ourselves.
The delusions of grandeur, the pathetic misconceptions of holy destiny, 

the honor and glory the men were thinking of, as they related to this book 
make us laugh and cry. Diaz and the soldiers traveled within the country for 
three months after they landed, and “it seemed to us better to go and see what 
this great Montezuma might be like and to earn an honest living and make our 
fortune . . . .” Raping, pillaging, plundering the countryside, stealing, killing, 
and ravaging an entire civilization - now, is that making an honest living?

“Dona Marina” was the Spaniards’ name for the native woman 
“Malinche,” who may be the most interesting person in the book, more so 
than Cortes himself. The leader of the conquistadors was certainly lucky to 
have found her. Not only was he fortunate to have such a good interpreter who 
understood the Nahuatl language, but she honestly loved the foreign leader and 
kept this man from being killed several times. She was the daughter of a chief, 
pulchritudinous, smart, and without embarrassment in front of the new god-
like stranger. Paynala and Coatzacoalcos were her father and mother. After her 
father died, her stepfather and mother had another child, a boy. The stepfather 
talked the mother into giving Malinche away, so the boy could inherit their 
fortune and become chief when the father died. In the middle of the night, the 
transaction was made, and she became a servant of a local Indian tribe.

When Cortes arrived, Malinche was one of twenty women given to the 
Spaniards as gifts of goodwill to keep the strangers from hurting the Indians. 
Cortes allotted the new women to his officers as rewards for their courage 
and loyalty. This Nahua woman from the Mexican Gulf Coast region was first 
given to Alonzo Hernandez Puerto-Carreto. Later, he was sent on a mission to 
Spain, carrying a letter and gold from Cortes to the King. When he left, Cortes 
took Malinche as his mistress. She almost never left his side from that time 
on. Interpreter, advisor, lover, and intermediary in every battle or meeting with 
any of the Indian tribes, she was always there to help him. She translated the 
Indian’s words to Jeronimo de Aguilar, the Spanish interpreter, who would 
then speak to Cortes in Castilian.

Diaz said that she could not have had a better life, because she was 
lucky that her parents gave her away that one night, which allowed her to 
become Cortes’s assistant. She now had a good husband and would always 
follow her leader. One day when Cortes and his army were marching over 
the countryside, they happened to come back through Malinche’s home 
village, and saw her mother and father. Her parents figured the army was there 
because Marina was angry about the way they treated her and came to punish 
them. Malinche said she was not angry and could not be happier. She forgave 
them entirely. As mistress to Cortés, she gave birth to his first son, Martín, 
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who is considered one of the first Mestizos (people of mixed European and 
indigenous American ancestry).

Many doubt if Cortes could have accomplished so much or even lived 
through these four years that Diaz covers in his book without this most unusual 
woman. Diaz gives her credit for several major accomplishments, such as 
relaying to Cortes that the Indians believed the myth of Quetzalcoatl and how 
it applied to Cortes, helping get the large army of Tlazcalans to assist the 
Spaniards against the Aztecs, and discovered the sneak attack that Montezuma 
planned at Cholula to wipe-out the invaders.

***
Bernal Diaz del Castillo examined the Spanish political rivalries of the 

time, described the natives’ human sacrifices, cannibalism, and idolatry that he 
witnessed, and wrote the most comprehensive eye-witness account of Marina’s 
role and power over Cortes. At times, he turned the page and shared his 
admiration for the natives’ artistic and intellectual achievements: their culture, 
tribal games, palaces, market places, botanical gardens, and zoos. Historia 
Verdadera de la Conquista de la Nueva Espana (True Story of the Conquest of 
New Spain) is a convincing narration of the beginning days of European and 
Catholic influence in the New World. 

Many visitors are surprised to see this original text in a glass case, while 
standing in line waiting their turn to enter the Sistine Chapel in the Vatican. 
The beauty of this sacred room painted by Michelangelo and finished in 1512 
predated Cortes’s arrival in Mexico in 1519. Michelangelo’s paintings are 
among his best lifetime work and are known around the world as the heart 
of the Catholic faith. The room’s mission was and still is to capture the best 
most positive images of Christian beauty and truth. Just a few feet outside the 
entrance door is the book that recorded Cortes’ invasion. Diaz’s penmanship 
is smooth and precise, as he records the thousands of lives lost during Cortes’ 
march inland from Veracruz. Imagine the new countries about to be created 
in the New World. Imagine the apparent mammonism in the minds of the 
invaders. Imagine the contradiction in philosophical statements found in the 
army’s forced march of destruction compared to the holiness in the most 
holy of Vatican rooms at the center of the Catholic Church. What a religious 
paradox. After this period of time, humanity on Earth never would be the 
same. Diaz’s words are expressed with the ardor of a military campaign, and 
they capture the changing political paradigm without remorse.
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Vanishing Point, Llanthony Priory, Wales :: Oliver Hellowell
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La Mia Natura E’ Fuoco 
Vince McAndrew 

“My nature is fire” 
wrote the mystic St. Catherine of Siena 
over six hundred years ago. 

She must have gotten carried away when she 
wrote that. 
So, I thought, until I watched for the thousandth time 
an impromptu gathering 
of chickadees, juncos, sparrows, finches, cardinals and others outside my 
ground level window, 
as they busied themselves with breakfast on 
and under several hanging feeders. 

These little creatures, I realized, are themselves star fire, 
momentarily caught in hollow bones, 
muscle, sinew and feathers. 

They leap, flick and dart like flames flashing in our lives, 
reminding us, if we choose, that we, too, are star fire 
burning, though more slowly than they, 
flaming, sharing our light 
however warm and bright. 

Our nature is fire. 
Maybe Catherine wasn’t so carried away after all. 
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Saturday Night
Sophia McCarron

This song is kinda good a lot of acoustic guitar though let’s play how 
many times can you say love in three minutes and forty-five seconds and put 
it to music he hasn’t talked to me in a while what did I do wrong is it my hair 
my teeth oh no it’s my weight isn’t it good god I knew I shouldn’t have had 
that second piece of cake I’m not going down this road again am I but look 
at how fat I’ve gotten they say I haven’t but they’re just being polite I mean 
look at me maybe if I go on a run and skip lunch ok good I’ll do that no I’m 
better than this look at how much work I’ve done I’ve put into feeling better 
I can’t do this again I won’t why won’t he just talk to me I don’t understand 
all they seem to want are girl models I’m not some damn barbie but look how 
far my stomach sticks out what if I am getting fat maybe I should ask mom 
no she’ll just start making sure my lunch box comes back empty again like 
she used to and my friends will just lie to me and give me the easiest answer 
they don’t actually care about me I bet they think I’m annoying I don’t know 
why they even hang out with me I just want to be little again so that I have a 
superfast metabolism and I won’t have to worry about how my thighs touch 
again oh god I have gained weight but that’s good they say that’s good but I’m 
so young I should be enjoying this time of my life and not have to look back 
and realize what an idiot I was in obsessing over my body but why can’t the 
fat in my stomach go to a place where it’s more needed wait what if I’m ugly 
and nobody has bothered to tell me before no stop you look fine do you want 
to feel the way you did a year ago well obviously I still do so why even try to 
fight it’s always going to be there in the back of my mind 
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Long After Dark 
J. J. McKenna

Long after dark, above the asphalt park
the nighthawks call their hard,
metallic skeee almost as if they feed
upon the mercury lamps which draw the mad
maelstrom of mosquitoes and moths 
to these poles masquerading as trees.

Illumined by these, shoppers wear a ghastly purple pallor
as they hurry to their cars after a shopping spree.
They look almost guilty for having charged their bags of booty--
unlike the Achaeans, triumphant at Troy, who swaggered
down to the beach, their blackened ships, their wine-dark sea.

Apparently unheard, for no one looks skyward,
the nighthawks call to no one in particular.
Like cicadas, the shoppers do not seem to hear.



123

Fine Lines :: Winter 2014

Her Choice 
Annastasha Meyer 

When asked if she had the choice 
of whom she wanted to live with,
she thought about the days she 
spent living in the moment,

bonding with the family she had 
just become familiar to,
going unknown to as if she 
could ever walk away like that.

She had a choice to be happy 
or forgive the one who hurt her most,
and she chose to be where her heart 
belonged to those who were close.

“I love writing.  I love the swirl and swing of words as they 

tangle with human emotions.” 

— James Michener
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11,520
Amy Nichols

60. There are 60 steps from my room at 
camp to my classroom in the attic, one step 
for each student in the camp. On the last day 
of class, I went up those steps at least a dozen 
times. That’s 720 steps without counting trips 
down the stairs or all the trips I made just to the second floor. Sixty steps to 
drop off my camera and water bottle. Sixty steps down again. Sixty steps to 
come back up with a towel for our feet washing activity. And down. Sixty 
more to bring up the bucket of water. Another trip to get the lesson plans I 
forgot in my room. And another to get a spoon for food day. There was a trip 
for taking the food up to the classroom. One to get paper towels. Then, later 
trips to put away sports equipment. After two weeks of hiking every morning, 
my calves quaked with every step. It was my second year at Jawornik English 
Camp and my second year with a class in the attic. Each trip up the stairs was 
as exhausting as the first time I entered the room gasping, from the altitude. 
The same classroom, the same class level, new students and a new co-teacher.

5,064 miles. That is how far Jawornik, a small mountain town in 
southwest Poland, is from my home in Nebraska. The first time I came here 
to teach English at the camp in 2012, I was nervous. It was my first time 
teaching anything. I wasn’t supposed to teach that year, but Piotrek, the camp 
“boss,” wanted to add one more class. Suddenly, with just one day to prepare, I 
became a co-teacher with another American, Vicki. I thought my second trip in 
2013 would be easier. This time, I would have lessons planned in advance, no 
more writing them at 10 or 11 p.m. the night before. Katie, my co-teacher, and 
I met for lunch about a month before departure to make plans. We soon learned 
it was impossible to write them until we knew our class and knew their skill 
levels. We had a few games in mind, such as Simon Says for when we talk 
about body parts, but otherwise, we had to wait. Once again I found myself 
trudging up the stairs to the attic each night and occasionally the morning of 
class to write lessons. 

24. It takes approximately 24 hours to travel from my home in Nebraska 
to the camp in Jawornik, Poland. It takes a 1 ½ hour flight from either Lincoln 
or Omaha to Chicago. From there, it is an 8 hour flight to Frankfurt, Germany. 
Then another 1 ½ hour flight to Krakow, Poland, and finally a 2 hour bus ride 
to Jawornik to get to our destination. I’m 5’9” tall, and I have no torso to speak 
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of. The bottom of my bust to my natural waist is only about four or five inches. 
Flying is a special kind of hell for me. My knees touch the back of the seat in 
front of me from the moment I sit down. I hate all people who try to recline 
their seats. Maybe hate isn’t the right word. Is there a stronger one? God forbid 
I get stuck in a middle seat during the long flight. By the time we reached 
camp, my legs had swollen to nearly twice their normal size. We arrived early 
enough to go for a walk to stretch our legs. At night, I elevated my legs using 
the pillow wedge from my bed. Our work days can last 14 hours or more, 
with most of that time spent on our feet. As the week progressed, I took extra 
wedges from the attic to get my legs higher. By the end of our stay, there were 
four of them on my bed. 

$30,000. Fate, it seemed, led me here. A year before my first trip to camp, 
my position working in the office at my church was eliminated in budget 
cuts designed to create enough funds to bring in a new pastor. With the new 
minister came the opportunity to go to Poland for a mission trip he was 
involved with for several years. I was immediately sucked in when I heard 
about it. The camp, created by the local Lutheran church, combines two things 
I love, language and sports. The camp is run by the pastor’s two sons, Piotrek 
and Przemek. Using English lessons with Americans as the draw, the church 
then has the opportunity to share the Gospel with youth who may not hear it 
elsewhere. 

10. Ten American teachers went on the trip. With 13 Polish counselors, 
our total staff was 23, the smallest number ever at the camp. We all were 
forced to pull double duty, and by the end of camp, Piotrek and Przemek both 
said it was the best year ever. This year’s camp almost didn’t happen. The 
organization that partnered with the camp since its inception pulled out five 
months before opening day, because they did not have a team leader. To keep 
the camp going, our church partnered with the church in Jawornik directly. We 
began the process of overhauling the curriculum, too, putting more American 
cultural lessons in to replace the basic English lessons that rehashed too much 
of what the kids learned in school. We shared more than just our language and 
faith with these kids. We bring an optimism, enthusiasm, and confidence that 
is too often lacking in Poland after one occupation followed by another and 
another. This is a country that once ceased to exist for over a century. 

8. My class consisted of 8 students ages 10-11. Katie, my co-teacher, 
was also on her second trip to camp. In her first year, she was a helper in one 
of the classrooms. Despite not teaching previously, she often took the lead. 
My attempts to lead were usually colossal failures. Eight sets of eyes stared 
blankly at me, as I fumbled through explanations of activities that went over 
their heads. Somehow, I was stuck in charge of the games that just didn’t work 
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as planned, like Follow the Leader. There was too much confusion and too 
little connection to the lessons. We tried. We failed. We took them out to the 
park. To add more English practice to the activity, we put a condition on the 
game. “Who wants to be the leader?” Four hands shot up. “Whoever can say 
this morning’s Bible verse can lead.” Suddenly the interest faded. It didn’t help 
that this day had probably the longest verse of the week. Finally, Sylvia raised 
her hand. “Dear children . . . let us not love with . . . words. . .” With a lot of 
help and repetition, she finally got the verse right, but by then, nobody cared to 
play anymore. 

Katie always had the better activities to lead, it seemed. Our students 
responded better to her, although that wasn’t always saying a lot. We quickly 
found out the best way to get this group of kids to participate was to bribe 
them with candy and cookies. If they answered questions in class, they got 
candy. If they correctly recited their Bible verse in chapel, they got a cookie as 
a reward for being attentive. Eventually, we ran out of junk food. Last year’s 
class was confident in their language skills and participated willingly. This 
year, the kids were quieter, a little uncertain of their English.

2. The number of hours spent in class each day. Some days, when class is 
going really really well and the students are into the activities, those hours fly 
by. Other days, when every activity you try bombs, like when it’s 90 degrees 
Fahrenheit and there’s no air conditioning in the building and you’re in the 
attic and there’s no breeze coming through the open windows and the kids are 
hot and miserable and you’ve run out of games to play because no one, not 
even you, is interested, those two hours can seem like twelve.

7. Time in Jawornik is seven hours ahead of Nebraska. When I get up 
in the morning in Jawornik, my friends and family at home are preparing for 
bedtime. 

4:30. My eyes opened to see light peeking through the lace curtains 
covering the window above my head. I rubbed my eyes and squinted at my 
alarm clock on the night stand. It was 4:30 a.m., a full 30 minutes before the 
alarm was set to go off. Back home, it would still be dark for a couple more 
hours, but here, the sun comes up earlier. I kept the shade closest to my bed 
raised just a couple of inches, enough to let a little light in without bothering 
any of my roommates. I set my alarm each morning, but more often than not 
woke up with the dawn. Most days started damp and foggy and cold as our 
hiking group assembled. Not until we reached our highest elevation looking 
down over the town did the sun finally break through. When we arrived at 
camp, the area was in a “drought” meaning they did not have rain for a couple 
of weeks. 

During one of our earliest hikes, I rubbed my nose and looked down. 
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“Does anyone have a tissue?” 
Jackie, our team nurse, handed me one. “Are you okay?” she asked.
“I’m fine. It’s just the dry air.”
“Are you sure it’s not your blood pressure? Because that could . . . .”
“It’s the air. I get nosebleeds all the time in dry air,” I said, as I tilted my 

head back and squeezed my nose in the tissue. I continued walking up the hill 
through the town to the mountains in this manner, until finally the bleeding 
stopped. Near the highest point on our hike, there is a meadow that is a ski 
run in the winter; in summer, it is the clearing amongst the trees with the most 
stunning views of the town. From here, the sun shines on the mountain tops, 
casting a golden hue over all it touches. Down in the valley, the red roofs of 
the town poke out of the misty mountain fog and enshroud everything in a 
mystical haziness, until the sun finally cuts through. This is the view I love the 
most. I see the duality of the country: the solemn grey leftovers of communist 
occupation meeting the vibrant light of modernity and Polish cultural 
resurgence.

Each year, there is a cultural festival in nearby Wisła. American teachers 
have an opportunity to go at least once. The streets are lined with vendors 
selling food, handmade lace, wood-carvings, paintings, and other treasures. In 
the amphitheater, there is a full line up of musicians, singers, and dancers in 
traditional dress keeping the musical history alive for younger generations.

The old and the new blend here in a way that doesn’t seem odd. The kids 
have smart phones and iPods. They know the latest music and movies from 
the US. They love clothing emblazoned with English phrases and American 
brand names. Internet connections can be spotty and slow, and their electronic 
devices are not the same quality as ours. Many people in the area are farmers. 
Throughout the day, they will walk their cows and goats to fields to graze. 
Some have tractors, though older than what Americans use, but others can still 
be seen using horse-drawn plows. Most people drive cars, but occasionally, 
there are rickety, wooden wagons led by horses, sometimes with mismatched 
wheels. Beautifully built, unique, colorful houses adorned with bold, eye-
popping flower baskets sit next to drab grey box-like apartment buildings, 
which are the epitome of the American vision of living in the Soviet Union.

5. “Just five more minutes!” Marysia, who was in her last year at camp, 
fell in love with baseball. After the first time we played it, she wanted to do 
nothing but practice hitting. Before chapel, after chapel, after lunch, before 
supper, after supper, “Please, will you throw to me?” She was good. I taught 
her the proper stance, how to turn her hips, and keep the bat level. I was 
overjoyed to share my love for the game with a camper but lamented that she 
would never have an opportunity to play on a team. Before leaving we signed 
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a ball and gave it to her.
30. Each meal break is 30 minutes long, not much of a problem for 

breakfast or supper since both are small meals here, often consisting of bread, 
sliced meat, and cheese. Lunch, however, can be a challenge. It is the main 
meal of the day and usually includes a soup, potatoes, salad, and meat or 
occasionally pasta. On the days the more popular meals are served, getting 
food can be a lesson in culinary Darwinism. The kids will reach across the 
table (or the plate of the person next to them) to grab what they want or even 
stand up, walk to the middle of the long table, pick up the bowl of potatoes, 
and return to their seats with them. Those who politely wait for food to be 
passed may never get what they asked for. The meek shall go hungry. The day 
we left camp, the American teachers ate lunch alone, because our bus came 
before the regular lunch time. There were 3 ½ empty tables in what should 
have been a packed room. There should have been noise. There should have 
been laughter. It should have been so loud we could barely hear the person 
next to us, but we ate in near silence.

192. The camp in Jawornik is unique in that we stay at the camp with the 
students the whole time: 24 hours a day for 8 days. That comes to a total of 
192 hours or 11,520 minutes spent with our campers and Polish counselors. 
Tight bonds are formed, making goodbyes difficult. Between the building and 
the bus, a sea of juvenile faces producing a deluge of tears await us. Each hug 
is more heartbreaking than the last. We don’t always know the impact we’ve 
had until the very end. Sometimes, we don’t know how much they, or we, care 
until it’s time to leave, not knowing if we will ever see them again. 

As I reached the bus door, one of my students, Klaudia, ran up to me and 
hugged my waist. Looking up at me with tears streaming down her cheeks, she 
said, “I love you.” 

I’ve never been good at saying it, but looking down at this wide-eyed 
twiggy, little girl with tears in my own eyes I managed to squeak out an “I love 
you, too” before turning to climb the stairs of the bus. From my seat, I watched 
out the window, as students flailed their arms and cried and 12 year old boys 
chased after the bus, when we drove down the hill.
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Origins 
Megan Nosbisch

I am from Mother Nature
Where the grass grows
And the buffalo roam all day
I am from Mother Nature

I am from the media
Where facts aren’t backed up
And you don’t know what to believe
I am from the media

I am from the Midwest
Where corn isn’t the only thing
And cows aren’t our only source of food
I am from the Midwest

I am from an ever changing place
Where nothing is ever certain
And nothing stays the same
I am from an ever changing place

I am from a Rollercoaster
Where there are dark days
And the good days
Filled with laughter and giggles
Where there ceases to exist a moment of silence
I am from a Rollercoaster



130

Fine Lines :: Winter 2014

Untitled
Barbara T. Oliver

Perching on the stem
Of a fuchsia-colored Cosmos -
A finch so light
That the stem 
Does not bend.

Is my being so light
That the stem
Would not bend
in my cosmos?

“If you wish to be a writer, write.”  

— Epictetus
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My Bike Ride
Sha’lise Oliver

I’m 11 years old, but I was 7 when I learned how to ride my bike. Before 
you laugh at me while you’re reading, please understand that I have very – I 
mean very – bad balance.

It was a couple of summers ago that I decided to learn how to ride a bike. 
Not that I never knew how to, it’s just that I forgot. My mom took me to the 
store to buy a bike and a helmet.

There were lots of options at the store. I thought I’d never be able to 
choose. There were blue ones, pink ones, orange ones, and red ones. I could 
probably go on forever. The one that caught my eye was a dark purple Razor 
bike with light purple hummingbirds on it and little dangly things on the 
handle bars. It was beautiful. I also got a helmet.

The next day I was up and ready to go. I hopped on my bike and 
surprisingly, I didn’t fall. Then my mom told me my kickstand was still down. 
I was so disappointed. I pulled up my kickstand and got on again. Then I fell 
over, and over, and over again. Finally, mom held me up and walked with 
me, and then she let go. I ran into the mailbox. It hurt so bad, I gave up and 
went inside to eat lunch. My mom gave me this whole speech about how you 
shouldn’t be a quitter, and she convinced me to get back on the bike. I finally 
rode it and didn’t fall.

I was pretty scratched up, but at that moment it didn’t matter. All that 
mattered was my spectacular triumph.
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Every Day
Lisa O’Neal

I love watching children grow up
Their curiosity and enthusiasm
Remains unmatched
Every new step, word, fact, lesson
Is something to celebrate
Every day

Then they lose that sense of wonder
Not sure when knowledge overcame
Wondrous discovery
The world is no longer something new
Amazing to behold
Every day

Yet, am I not the same way?
A child in faith amazed 
By everything
Then a teenager in church
Yawning, thinking I
Know it all
Let the wonder be reborn
And adventure reclaimed
Every day

Let curiosity drive enthusiasm
Grow in me
For you 
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Doom 
Satori Pettit

Raking the yard,
Not very hard,
Shoveling the snow,
That’s not a woe.
Cleaning my room,
That’s my DOOM!

Dangerous Skagway Journey :: Rich James
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My People
Rebekah Plummer

I’m standing here outside my door,
Looking at the distant shore.

The great waves that come crashing down,
Melt slowly back without a sound.

Glancing back, I see my village,
Which other tribes may pick and pillage.

With tall trees shading most of the ground,
No one is just standing ‘round.

Turning again, there’s something new,
A small black speck engulfed in blue.

Slowly, steadily, closer it gets,
Now I see, that it’s a ship.

A pang of fear grips me fast,
As I gaze up at the mast.

The shining cannon at the stern,
Is enough to make me churn.

And the men who man the sail,
With hair and faces fair and pale

They came and run us off our land,
Just as if we’re made of sand.

What I thought would last forever,
Ended up smashed and scattered.

The hope and pride we called our own,
Is now a strange new people’s home.
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My people then were poor and weak,
And most of the world, would turn their cheek.

And now as time goes passing by,
My people slowly start to rise.

Amidst the ever changing tides,
We’ve conformed to newer times.

And so the point of this you see,
We never know what is to be.

And the things we think will last,
End up forgotten in the past. 

“Like a piece of ice on a hot stove  

the poem must ride on its own melting.” 

— Robert Frost
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Guidelines
Cathy Porter

And now this city responds
to the inner mind, carried past
concrete hearts on this day -
the day you left

With the years and secrets
alone in your shell; we talked of
old ghosts and flames who now
shadow us through the days

Our city - your city - still sleeps
when the need allows, right past
the changes you would never approve
of if you were to return

So we keep the hours tucked inside -
safe within, to nudge our hearts into
action, to live out the roles
you left as guidelines
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Blue
Addison Raddish

Blue is the rain that patters on the roof. 
Pitter, patter, poof. 

Blue is the softness of the moon
and the wet home of the crying loon. 

Blue is the color of a blanket that belongs to a baby boy
and the color of a wave when a ship says “Ahoy!” 

Blue is the color of a goodbye, 
knowing never again you’ll get to say, “Hi.” 

Blue is the color of a laughing brook 
and tears after the ground has shook. 

Blue is the color of a jazz band
and the veins in an old one’s hands. 

Blue is new, blue is old, 
and many secrets it does hold.
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Winter Tree :: Kim Justus
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What’s in a Name?
Samantha Reiss

A name can be a very powerful thing. The simple memory of a loved one 
can be washed over a person’s consciousness at the mere mention of a name. 
Names can also remind a person of strong emotions. How a person felt during 
a specific situation can be brought about by hearing the name of someone 
involved. How can a simple word bring about such a wide range of emotions 
in different people? “What’s in a name? That which we call a Rose by any 
other name would smell as sweet.” (William Shakespeare, Romeo and Juliet) 

My great grandmother’s name was Lillian Blanche (Muhlhauser) Suiter, 
but to me, she was always “Little Grama” or “Grama Lil.” When I was young, 
I always thought my family was calling Grandma little, instead of Lil. The 
name “Little Grama” stuck, and it was actually quite fitting for her. She was 
born on March 7, 1915, with her twin sister, Erna, who was a healthy, normal 
sized baby, but my great grandmother only weighed two pounds, and the 
doctors never expected her to live. They were so sure that she would die, her 
birth certificate only stated “Baby Boy Muhlhauser.” No one even bothered to 
put the correct gender, because, back in 1915, the mortality rate for an infant 
born that small was astronomical. She was taken home from the hospital and 
kept in a shoe box on top of the stove. Her mother cared for her and my great 
grandmother continued to fight and thrive.

Although she was a small woman, she had the biggest spirit and dedicated 
her life to helping others in need through countless charities and organizations: 
the Order of Eastern Star, VFW, and American Legion Auxiliaries. My 
grandmother commanded respect and admiration wherever she went. My 
fondest memories with her were when we would get together for a family 
birthday and holiday suppers. She always did the cooking and ran the 
household like a queen, but it was never as if we were her lowly subjects. We 
were her family, and she loved us fiercely. She fought for us and protected 
us when we were in need, but she also kicked us into gear when we needed a 
good thrashing. 

My great grandmother was also notorious for calling someone the wrong 
name. It was almost always in three’s. My name was usually “Debbie Stacey 
Sammie” because my mother was Debbie, and my aunt was Stacey. If she was 
calling my mom, she would be “Molly Ginger Debbie” because her daughter 
was Molly, and her daughter-in-law, my mother’s mother, was Ginger. I guess 
when you have such a large family, names run together, and we always knew 
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she would get to the right name, eventually. My great grandmother also had a 
very strange relationship with my father. She almost never called him by his 
name; instead, she called him “Hey You.” I never understood why she did this. 
It was never said out of spite or anger, and my father had the greatest respect 
for the woman. It was said almost in a teasing and loving manner, but as a 
child, it always seemed unusual to me.

Growing up with this strong-willed, spirited, and tiny woman filled my 
heart with the deepest respect and love imaginable. My grandmother fought 
with diabetes for many years, but she never let the disease get the better of 
her. She had to stay strong for her family, but she was getting tired. Her health 
was declining, and she was starting to lose toes from her illness. As diabetes 
progresses through the body, it starts to shut down the lesser blood vessels, 
usually in the tips of fingers and toes, resulting in the tissue dying and needing 
to be removed, so it would not infect the rest of the body. 

The day after my fifteenth birthday, she called the entire family into her 
hospital room. She told us all how much we were loved, but she could not 
keep fighting any longer. She was tired and was ready to let go and be at 
peace. My great grandfather stayed by her side, holding her hand, until she 
passed away in the early morning hours of August 28, 2003.

I believe my great grandmother held on for so much longer than she 
needed to. She never wanted to hurt her family and felt the need to stay strong 
for us. I know in my heart that she waited until after my birthday to let go, so 
that I could have one more family birthday supper with her.

This incredible woman survived when the odds were insurmountable, 
dedicated her life to helping those in need, and loved her family with a 
fierceness I have never seen the likes of since. This is the woman whom I 
hope to become one day. This is the woman after whom I named my first born 
daughter. One day, I will tell my daughter about her namesake and hope that 
she will aspire to Lillian Suiter’s greatness.

It seems silly to put so much feeling into a name. If my great 
grandmother’s name had been Rainbow, I would have still named my daughter 
after her, but there is just something so overwhelming when I call my daughter 
Lillian. My husband and I decided that we would call her Lilly, a more fitting 
and appropriate name for a child, until she decided she was ready to use her 
given name. My family feels the strong emotions that I do. When I told my 
grandfather, Lillian’s son, that I was naming my child after his mother, he 
was overcome with emotion. He even asked me if he could call her Lil, just 
like everyone called my great grandmother. Of course, I agreed, and he has 
continued to call her Lil ever since.

I am very concerned about naming my daughter after a person who I hold 
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in such great majesty. There is always the fear in the back of my mind that my 
daughter cannot hold up to the standards that have been placed on her. Simply 
by being named after my great grandmother, there are some overwhelming 
ideals that she must now live up to. I have had to come to the understanding 
with myself that my daughter is not my great grandmother, and even though I 
want her to succeed in life, I cannot put such unrealistic pressure on her to be 
someone she is not.

My daughter is loving and kind, always wanting to help younger children, 
just like my great grandmother; however, my daughter is also a “Diva.” She 
loves to perform in every capacity. She sings, she dances, and she acts. She 
embodies a princess and wants everyone around her to take notice. Maybe, 
this was how my grandmother acted when she was a child? I have no way 
of knowing, but I like to hope that my daughter’s personality will shift into 
a quiet dignity like my grandmother’s, as she matures. If she continues to 
maintain her ostentatious attitude, I will still love her. I hope the rest of my 
family will remember that Lilly needs to be her own person. 

The pressure placed on children to succeed can be overwhelming. A 
parent’s job is to encourage growth and learning, not try to shape and mold 
them into something that the parent wants. Of course, every parent wants a 
quiet and well behaved child, but that is almost never the reality. Children 
are meant to test the boundaries placed upon them in order to learn and grow 
into their own personalities. A parent must allow the experimentation while 
keeping the children safe.

I will tell my daughter all about her great great grandmother. I will have 
my family talk about her as well. The best I can hope for is that Lilly thinks 
Lillian Suiter was a great role model, an amazing woman to be named after, 
and will want to aspire to her excellence. The fact that a name can overwhelm 
me with such great emotion continues to fascinate me. The feelings of love and 
respect that I hold for the memory of my great grandmother are something that 
I hope to never forget. 
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Unnamed
Matthew Salfity

Yellow is rich, ripe and mellow.
Filled with emotion
Almost as if it were a potion.

Yellow is the sun, the stars
And several things
Near and far

Yellow is also in Earth’s core
Never found to be a bore

Yellow is found everywhere
Even some people have yellow hair

Yellow is fun and bright
So as you see, yellow can appease
But it gives much more than bliss
To me
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In the End
James M. Salhany

How many ways can you sing a song?
Keep the peace lest time consumes you.
There is no place in infinity for the blind,
Even shadows are not manifest for long!

Believe me when I say 
How stark existence can become 
When there is no pot for the flower.
 
What soul can grow in a void,
Or even an unattended green house,
Which lacks fertile soil?

And into whose palm 
Shall we descend
With distinction?

I am the maker of this kingdom.
Do not forget where you come from,
Or where you will go
In the End.



144

Fine Lines :: Winter 2014

So Red
Esmeralda Sanchez

So red, so bold
We know what it is
A phoenix behold
Majesty of the skies.
With a bright fire in her eyes
Queen of the world, with seas
Below
She soars so high
If only we could do it. So we
Try and try
A gem of the world behold,
We see her wings unfold. 

“In the midst of winter, I found within me,  

an invincible summer.” 

— Albert Camus
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Perfect Winter Night
Lisa J. Shulman

 

Go for a walk,
Put on my boots, my clothes in layers,
my coat and mittens.
I want to make the first footprints in
the newly fallen snow.

Tap your window, wait in the entry-way
while you get ready.
Little puddles form where the snow 
melts off my boots.
The chill is gone, even as we step outside.

Silent, shut the door.
Snow crunches as we pack it down
with our steps.
Air refreshing, streetlights reflect
on the snow;  illuminate far beyond
their natural boundaries.

Go to the park.
Make an angel, build a snowman.
Snowball fight.
We’re so small, yet, so loud in the
big quiet night.
Noses red, mittens wet, gasping between
giggles,
two soggy bundles.

Peel away layers.
Cocoa warms from inside out.
We sip in silence as the flakes
begin
another descent to cover up our
midnight fun.
Angels, snowman, the tossled snow
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all swallowed up by the night.
Bundle up, trudge home alone.
Get back in bed without 
a sound.
The bed is not as warm as
when I left.
Not as warm as the sunken forms
of our angels in the snow.

Photo 36 :: Cindy Goeller
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Unnamed
Amy Siemer

Floating Tables
Shooting Stars
Superman
Being able to fly
You can dream of these
Think of these
And believe of these
And if you believe and depend on these enough
Your dreams can become reality
And reality can become a dream

“You become a writer because you need  

to become a writer - nothing else.” 

— Grace Paley
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Dear Mothers of Color and 
Mothers of Children of Color

Mardra Sikora

To start, I am a Midwestern white woman, 
and I do not claim to know your story. Truly, I 
know this among so much else I do not know. 

Whether you are my sister, my friend, or a 
stranger, does it help to know I also cried when I read the transcription? That 
I “shared” Eric Garner’s last words because, though hard to see, they must be 
seen, and does it help to know I feel powerless? Does it help to know I reeled 
from the reality of the system, again?

Does it help to know this is not the first time I have shed tears at injustice? 
That I have seen and fought, too, for the value of a life of one who looked like 
someone I love? Does it help to know that I hope the battle cry you take to the 
streets makes change? That I want change, too. That I believe that “the streets” 
will be safe only when everyone is safe?

Do you know how often I have wanted to comment, to share, to speak 
up, and yet, I feel I cannot, as my words may not be believed, will be seen 
as hollow, and will fall short? Does it matter that I am angry for Marissa 
Alexander and her family? For all of the Ferguson community? For you? 

Do you know I don’t know what to do? 
When someone we love is robbed from us, it feels like the world should 

stop. Actually, it does. For a moment. And we look around us, jealous that 
others are still living, working, and being alive. Does it help that I know how 
this feels? Does it help that I want to take this pain from you? Because I would 
if I could. 

I don’t know if there are more of “us” than there are of “them.” I do know 
that the shape of our eyes, the color of our skin, and the way we walk does not 
ever make a life less worthy. I know that being “us” comes from within, and 
we may never know how many of “us” there are or can be.

Every mother who has cried over injustice, loss, fear, and anger, all of our 
tears look the same. I wish it could be a comfort to know that I and many other 
mothers who look like me are crying with you.
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Getting Out
D.N. Simmers

“I cannot get out of this poem.” Alice Notley

Sometimes, words are caught in the spider web 
of spinning. 
The tales, they don’t let go. Just hang there, like 
a trapped bee. 
Angry, yet, waiting to die, as the trip is listened to by the spider. 
He comes in, to take away the life of the legs and arms and the wings 
that want to go up, and touch the sky. 

There, in the shadow, in all poems that go with the line
and then another, they all fall down,
like a nursery tale that has been torn out of a book, 
underwritten by a person yet born. 

And the blank pages get filled up, as if dark sand is being shaken, 
not stirred into the whiteness. Then, after something forms, yet, still a blur,
it comes from a beginning, yet tries so hard 
to find the right, ending.
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Boring
Carly Sinn

I was searching for something today,
and remembered a small piece of white paper
on a big white wall,
that this beautiful woman I once knew put there;

The bursting-color woman with those
big red earrings and those
big red cheeks,
so hot that the pots of tears constantly boiled over from
perpetually glistening eyes;

The ball-of-nervous-energy woman that patted her
breast bone like there was an
anxious pet caged beneath she was trying to soothe;

This love-letter-writing woman
wrote with a tired and thirsty typewriter
on a torn corner of paper that she
taped to the wall:

“It’s O.K. to be boring.”
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Speak Up for Those Who Have No Voice
(2014 Summer Campers’ Reflections on the Power of Writing)

Speak up for those who cannot speak.
for those who try to stop tanks in Tiananmen Square
for people who run from terrorists
for Syrian children forced to eat grass to live
for the 300 girls in Nigeria who were kidnapped 
for all who pray that someone will tell their stories

Speak up for those who must be protected
for those who are bullied
for the future
for the world
for those who need a friend
for those who need liberty and justice

Speak up for animals that are malnourished and mistreated
for the people who have been damaged by other people’s words 
for those who have been pushed down
for those who have been denied words and have no confidence
for those who bite their tongues to hold back sound
for those who are hungry for kindness and thirsty for love

Speak up for those who lost an unfair battle
for those who hide in the shadows
for those who walk this world alone
for those who believe they have no voice
for those who don’t realize the universe inside of them
for those who think in kaleidoscope colors in a black and white world

Become the voice of the voiceless
Celebrate words and language as healing gifts
Do not squander your individual talents 
Speak up for those who do not know how
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Next to Normal
Kristen Steele

According to Dictionary.com, Braille 
is “a system of writing or printing, devised 
by L. Braille for use by the blind, in which 
combinations of tangible dots or points are 
used to represent letters, characters, etc., that 
are read by touch.” For those who learn Braille at an early age, it becomes 
a second nature — the written word is thought of in the context of Braille. 
In contrast, people losing their vision later in life have always relied on 
print and face much more difficulty. They dread trying to learn a new means 
by which to communicate in writing. Others fear the many “sub-codes” it 
comprises, including the three grades: Nemeth, Braille music, and computer 
Braille. When blind students have more obstacles than the average student, 
success becomes more than just a goal for which to strive; it is a mission that 
I must and will achieve. As a high school junior who has read Braille since 
age three, I can proudly say that the benefits of literacy bring confidence and 
independence in many areas, as blind people struggle to become a part of the 
sighted population.

All aspects of my education are dependent upon reading and writing 
Braille. For one thing, it means accuracy. For example, I grasp concepts better 
when reading Nemeth out of a math textbook rather than having the equations 
verbalized to me. Proofreading an English paper is more accurate on a Braille 
Note than by listening to it on a screen reader. Sighted people comprehend 
language visually better than audibly, and I am no different. Secondly, Braille 
is advantageous when it comes to remaining on target with the grade level of 
my peers, such as the ability to scroll through a PowerPoint slide by slide on 
my Braille Note when the instructor is presenting a lecture or the confidence 
I feel when giving a presentation at the same pace as anyone else. (Picture 
descriptions can even be added, which appear hidden when viewed on the 
projector.) Additionally, I am learning grade three Braille — a system of 
shorthand that increases proficiency for note-taking and provides a flexible 
method for personal use. Knowledge of Braille eliminates the possibility of 
misinterpretations and allows me to feel my work firsthand at my fingertips.

Beyond the classroom, Braille displays aid visually impaired teens in 
keeping up with their friends socially and in a private manner. In contrast, 
other devices speak online communication aloud for everyone around 
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to inevitably eavesdrop, which means such devices require me to wear 
headphones. From reading text messages independently to commenting 
on Facebook statuses to instant messaging a friend, I am never out of the 
loop. Wondering about a classmate’s true perception of the guest speaker? 
Often, just by noticing the emoticons and elaborate punctuation used, it is 
easy to tell who wrote a particular message without looking. With e-mail, 
tone of voice is effaced. Braille does not exclude popular symbols of the 
generation, such as smiling and winking faces, hearts, and faces with a tongue 
protruding. Moreover, most states host a Braille Challenge, which is an 
exciting opportunity to polish our literary skills and compete with others our 
age to advance to the national level, while making new friends. Braille can be 
engaging and helps me make many lasting memories with friends, like passing 
notes back and forth with those who can read “the secret code” or making a 
Braille picture.

In a world of vision, blind students and professionals are almost always on 
a constant mission, discovering creative and inventive solutions to problems 
that arise, especially technology-related. This is exceptionally rewarding when 
the end result is being able to blend into a sighted society. Maybe, it is locating 
an accessible Web site from that of the rest of the class to correctly format 
a bibliography or a template, a way to view Google Docs, or an alternative 
to Snapchat. Sometimes, I must find imaginative ways to set up a graph of 
multiple lines of points. Braille signs also help me double check my location in 
unfamiliar buildings, but looking for them is the hardest part, as they are never 
found in the same, standardized place. Many social networking groups and 
mailing lists exist, giving visually impaired friends a place to discuss work-
arounds and tips to achieve their full potential.

In short, Braille evens the score worldwide in people’s everyday lives 
in more ways than one person can comprehend. Building independence in 
conjunction with literacy, blind individuals can expand their educational, 
social, and creative skills. No matter how experienced we are, there is always 
room to integrate improvement and pleasure, with the variety of codes and 
uses. Sure, it can grow frustrating at times when life seems to unravel, as if it 
were an arduous puzzle that cannot be put back together. However, everything 
must fall into place in the end. If life still leaves unsettled pieces, then the end 
has yet to come. A life without Braille is unimaginable. Like a house with no 
foundation, it is the basis from which dreams, careers, and ambitions flourish.

Works Cited
“Braille.” Dictionary.com. Free Online English Dictionary, 2013. 12 April 2014.
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[Now]here
Shannon Thompson

She wears a chunky blue necklace every 
Monday to honor her brother’s death, and she 
often thinks about her two children, waiting for 
her to return home after a long day at school. 
She’s trying to get into the medical school down 
the street, but her grades are slipping somewhere between her son’s soccer 
tournament and gas prices. This is why she has a very unhealthy habit of biting 
her nails. 

Or so I assume.
In reality, I’ve never talked to this woman. I don’t know her name, but 

I know her schedule, only because we have the same one. In the mornings, 
we get on the bus together, and we both get off the bus in the late afternoon. I 
think she asked me for the time once, but that could’ve been the boy who also 
shares our schedule on Fridays, so I don’t really know. In fact, I don’t know 
if she even has a late brother, a husband, or children. I don’t know what she 
is studying or why she bites her nails, but I feel as if I should from the sheer 
fact that I see her more than my closest friends. Under the irrational desire, 
I construct her life, and I don’t really mind that it isn’t real. At least, it is 
something, and something is everything I’ve ever created while traveling on 
the road. 

***
I can actually recall the precise moment in my childhood when I turned 

to the window. We were driving past Kanorado, and I was lying on my 
back, attempting to sleep in a vehicle I had never been able to sleep in. My 
brother and husky were cuddled up on the floor, while my mother slept in the 
passenger seat. My father drove, but he didn’t like speaking whenever the road 
turned dark. Now that I’m older, I know he was exhausted from the travels, but 
when I was younger, I emotionally accepted it as neglect and bit my tongue 
as I looked up at the sky. Since I was currently living in Atlanta, I hadn’t seen 
the abundance of stars in two years, and though I’d seen them before, I was 
suddenly fascinated by their return. The sky wasn’t the Space Needle, yet I 
was witnessing something far greater than any tourist attraction, and it had 
always been there. I only had to look around and see to feel the world around 
me, and it didn’t need a brochure to entice my fascination.   

With an imagination to guide my roadmap, I began watching the other 
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travelers, the locals, the in-betweens. I wondered what their lives were like, 
whom they talked to, and what they talked about. I started placing myself 
in their car and pretending to learn from them instead of the books I read 
along the way. I would even take the information straight from the books and 
pretend I learned in their cars, knowing they were quite possibly oblivious to 
the information I had just read. Nevertheless, the blonde teenager driving by 
became my teacher, because I wanted a teacher I didn’t have. She explained 
love, while a mother of three explained discipline, somehow managing a word 
in while lecturing her kids in the backseat. If I were lucky, one might look 
over and make eye contact, and I would get a better look at their face or hear 
a clearer voice inside my head. If I were unlucky, I would barely have enough 
time to imagine what they were like before they sped up or disappeared off 
an exit ramp, and I would be left to search for another. But, even when I felt a 
connection, I knew that I was ultimately alone in the experience. I didn’t know 
them, they didn’t know me, and we knew, whether they reflected or not, we 
may never know, and I wasn’t okay with that. 

I wanted someone to connect with outside of my constantly moving and 
traveling family, but I didn’t feel as if I had a way. We had moved over five 
times before I even got out of elementary school, and I had given up on the 
idea of staying anywhere. My home - although I had a physical one - wasn’t 
home to me. It was the road, and I was from there, whether I enjoyed it 
thoroughly or not. 

During my childhood, I spent over one hundred hours on the road 
traveling across states. At some point during the summer and winter, in a 
nineties minivan, my father would pack our four-person, one-dog family up, 
and we would drive from wherever we were living to my grandparents’ homes. 
My grandparents lived over twenty hours away from one another. 

Looking back on my childhood, I truly enjoyed the serene isolation the 
road allowed. I saw the mountain ranges of Georgia and Tennessee where we 
often paused to have lunch. I witnessed the Aurora lights somewhere between 
Canada and Wisconsin, and I took pictures of the Amish buggies as we coasted 
through Intercourse, Pennsylvania. I’ve even swum in the Great Lakes. 

I thrived on the adventure, but over the years, it eventually became a 
tedious task without much meaning. I listened to numerous CDs and played 
hangman with my older brother one too many times to allow the miniscule 
games to entertain my child-self any longer. Naturally and effectively, I 
ultimately turned to the window to dream about my present and future’s 
possibilities.   

***
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Somewhere in my late teens, I had my first interview for my published 
novel, and I thought I was prepared to answer anything about myself. But I 
wasn’t. 

“Where are you from?” he asked, and I stared at his legs, wondering if 
he hadn’t stood up to introduce himself, because of his insecurity about his 
height. 

“I was born in Allentown, Pennsylvania,” I said. 
He managed a smile, as he tapped his pen against his notebook. He didn’t 

write anything down. “Not where you were born,” he said. “Where are you 
from?”

I didn’t respond, because I didn’t know how to. At this point, I had moved 
over ten times and lived in five different states, none of which I had lived in 
more than the other. I wasn’t in a military family. My father’s business only 
required him to change states in order to manage the region, but even if I 
explained this, the interviewer wanted a solid answer. 

“I’m not really from anywhere,” I said. 
He shook his head, somewhat aggravated. The question was only 

supposed to take seconds. “Where do you live now?”
“Stilwell, Kansas.”
His pen recorded the answer, and I fought the urge to stop him. I knew 

he wouldn’t change it, and he didn’t. Later, when it appeared in the local 
newspaper, my name was printed with the town, and I felt guilty. 

I knew nothing of Stilwell. I wasn’t familiar with the history, people, or 
even the area. I still had to use a GPS just to find the nearest gas station, and 
I felt inconsiderate when I said I was from there. To me, in order to say that I 
was from somewhere, I had to personally feel a connection with the buildings, 
the streets, the people, and I didn’t. I wasn’t even close, but that didn’t matter 
to the media as much as it mattered to me. 

Don’t get me wrong: I wanted to feel the pride of a hometown. I wanted to 
say I was from there. I wanted to feel confident enough in my own location to 
say how much I loved the unique terrain or even the weather. But I couldn’t. 

I only lived there for one year before we moved again, and I still have the 
article. I’ve thought about throwing it away on the sheer fact that a singular 
line bothers me so much that I cannot look at the others. But I haven’t. A part 
of me enjoys the possibility that a reader believes I have a hometown when 
I’ve struggled to find one. However, I’ve also come to the realization, through 
hours of flipping through questioning photographs (where was this, how old 
was I, who was with me), that I may have forced this disassociation upon 
myself.    

Maybe, I don’t want to be from anywhere, because I know I’ll probably 
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have to leave it again. Then, it will be this place that once was rather than a 
place I can return to comfortably. Strangely enough, I wasn’t able to continue 
regular conversations with old acquaintances until my friend, Adam Stephens, 
found me on Facebook almost six years after I had moved. He reconnected me 
with a variety of old friends, and I saw their faces shift from ten to fifteen in a 
matter of minutes. Upon conversations, their lives, along with mine, morphed 
quickly as well, and the hope of constant comfort melted away with news I had 
been absent for. However, I clung on to what I could until a singular moment 
shattered the dream completely.  

Adam Stephens died in a car wreck right before our high school 
graduation, but I didn’t learn of it until a month into my freshman year at 
college. My long-distance friends knew I didn’t check Facebook often, but 
none of them took the moment to tell me. They weren’t sure how to, and I 
know now that they didn’t say anything because of our lack of connection 
rather than our friendship. I learned this when I finally realized he hadn’t 
talked to me in months, and when I saw the messages of heaven and hope on 
his Facebook wall, I knew, but I couldn’t cry. How was it my loss? The sheer 
fact that he had been gone, and I hadn’t known why for months, proved that 
it wasn’t. It couldn’t be. Not when I was too far away to not only attend the 
funeral but to know about the funeral at all. 

My inability to be from anywhere took away my ability to grieve, and it 
ultimately shattered an identity I made myself believe I had. 

***
Nevertheless, in the midst of moving across the country, I often wonder if 

I am missing out on a connection that seems quite vital in other people’s lives - 
a place or a space where they can always, if not physically but mentally, return 
to. I cling onto their stories, their emotions, their experiences as if they are my 
own, because mine aren’t close enough to consider the possibility of a home 
I’ve always desired. They aren’t mine, but I can trick myself into believing 
they are, until I can manage to find one. 
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Daughter :: Kristy Stark Knapp
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Creator
Emma Vinchur

Whenever I am told, “I wish I could draw 
beautiful things like you!” I get a little irked. 
Where other people see a hand, I see a snarky 
group of appendages that blatantly told me, 
“No!” nearly every time I tried in vain to paint 
them. An onlooker may see the sculpted face of a woman, while I see a dame I 
had to beg on bended knee to be drawn the way I envisioned her, a female who 
needed to be tempted with my hours of frustration and dedication until she was 
satisfied. Where they see “pretty,” I see work. Simplified, being an artist is a 
messy business.

I have committed so many crimes in the name of art that I run out of 
fingers and toes to count them. Murder, abandonment, the list goes on. I have 
ripped pieces to shreds and left others to collect dust. Artwork that I have 
invested emotion and time into has gone awry, leaving me a wounded creator 
with a failed creation. Ink stains, paint explosions, clay dust, they have all 
marked (and ruined) the clothes I own. 

The muse I so desperately try to please is a cruel mistress. She comes in 
at all hours of the day and night, at the most inconvenient times, so drunk on 
inspiration that she cannot be understood or so dry and lifeless that she needs 
nursing back to health. I have ignored food and sleep for the sake of my craft. 
The emotion I invest in my work can eat at me for days, happiness or sadness, 
regardless. One is unable to be an artist without feeling all emotions in such 
extremes that it can be a little sickening at times. The question is: Why do it at 
all?

That answer is simple. To stop doing it, to cease creating, would be the 
end of me. By divine design, I am a creator, but less formally known as an 
artist. I do not know how to be anything else. Everything I do is done out of 
the pure love of my craft. I believe in the magic and authority of art, and in my 
ability to harness that magic. I create out of necessity, not out of vanity. My 
art is my life-blood, an entity on its own. I paint, I draw, I write to continue 
my own existence, to catalog the events that shape my human experience. 
Ultimately, I hope the anthology I am constructing will be of use to someone 
else. A world-wide fame is not what I am after, but if my work can impact one 
soul’s life, it will have all been worth it.

I am an artist. This life chose me, and I intend to honor that choice. I do 
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not fear the inevitable failures I will face; my muse will always guide me. In a 
sense, I am lucky. At such a young age, my purpose has been revealed to me. 
Create. And do not stop. 

Melody Bombast Drawing :: Loren Logsdon
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How to Craft Your World: 
A Worksheet for Artisans

David Waller

Exercise 1: Start with a basic landscape – an 
attempt to depict the world as it is. First make 
a circle. Decide who to draw inside the circle. 
Decide who not to draw inside the circle. Be 
aware that there are some who’d rather live inside a square, and they may get 
testy if their wishes aren’t heeded. Ignore the people who prefer triangles. 
Note that conflict may arise if one or more of these groups are placed inside 
the same shape. Consider bending the circle to give it some corners. Be aware 
that this may only succeed in offending the circles, and the squares may see 
the new shape as nothing more than a mashed-up circle and get mad at your 
underwhelming efforts. Be careful about the way each shape is portrayed – 
the circles may be offended if they feel they are depicted in a negative light, 
and the squares may be angry if you disagree with them too emphatically. 
The triangles should not be minded either way. If you are not careful you risk 
invoking someone’s/anyone’s wrath, and they will denounce your work.

Crumple the paper and start again. If you’d rather stick with the initial 
sketch, please see the final section.

Exercise 2: Restart with a more familiar landscape – your home and 
neighborhood. Create a square or circle, assuming your street isn’t triangular. 
If it is, please see the final section. Add something to the shape. For example, 
the house you grew up in or currently inhabit, whichever is more prominent in 
your memory. Consider including the neighbors’ house, but also note that you 
may have to ask their permission first – you may or may not remember how to 
render it accurately. For example, you may recall and choose to create a square 
house, but the neighbors may like triangles better. Either way, they may be 
offended, so it’s probably best to leave them out of this. This is likely the least 
offensive solution, but that is not guaranteed. You may take more liberties with 
topiary, as these generally come in exaggerated shapes anyway. 

Now that the landscape is completed, try drawing your family. Try 
portraying your father, inserting details as accurately as you can. Where did 
his bald spot begin and end? What things did he like to do? Decide if your 
memory is good enough to attempt this. If not, try sketching your mother. 
Please be cautious at this point in your work– no matter how much you love 
your mother, try and aim for accuracy. Decide if you can make yourself 
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show the worst things, or if you can paint her eccentricities so that they seem 
endearing, not psychotic. 

If this exercise also proves problematic, try drawing your siblings. Again, 
be careful – unlike your parents, they are your contemporaries. If you draw 
them from what you think is an amusing angle, someone who sees your work 
may tell them, and then your brother or sister may see it – perhaps as you 
intended or perhaps not, depending on which is worse – and get angry. If, 
again, this is too difficult, try drawing your pets, though consider the audience 
may find this cliché or trite. Decide if it is worth getting other people involved 
in this project in the first place.

Crumple the second sheet and start again. If you’d rather stick with the 
initial sketch, please see the final section.

Exercise 3: Restart, this time with a self-portrait.  Decide what shape to 
make yourself. Flat? Round? Triangular? When deciding on a shape, consider 
what shape your audience perceives you as, and whether any conflict will arise 
if you’re depicted as a triangle and the audience finds out that you are a circle. 
If you made it this far, it’s time to add the face. Draw the basics: eyes, ears, 
nose, and mouth. Check to make sure that the portrait’s accurate. Decide if you 
glossed things over too much. Are your eyes really that green? Is your nose 
really that shape? Should it be rounder or more pointed? Please refrain from 
attempting to alter the image; people want to see the real you in a self-portrait. 
Have you been honest with yourself and your audience? Did you draw that 
scar on your brow or mole by your ear? Any zits or blemishes? You know your 
audience wants to see those, and that they will complain if these crucial details 
are left out. Remember, you’ve promised your audience an accurate picture, 
and now you’re obligated to create one.

But can you?
Free Style: At this point, consider if this worksheet is worth taking to heart 

in the first place. Can you genuinely create a work of art by following all the 
rules? Can you make it beautiful to anyone if you have to make it appealing to 
everyone? Who are you making this for anyway? Why? Make a new decision. 
Draw your picture, but don’t draw the world, your family, or even yourself, 
unless that’s what you really want to do.  
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Formula for Disaster
Cooper Ward

Small concepts are the foundation for large 
concepts. Taking small things for granted is a 
sign of young and foolish thought; the small 
things in life are just as brilliant as the large 
things in life. It’s true that the young and foolish 
easily take the work of their fathers, the blood of their grandfathers, as do-
nothing achievements. This is the result of hyper-abundance and sensitive 
parenting. 

My favorite painting is the Garden of Earthly Delights. It is vast, large, 
and beautiful, yet it is merely a collection of small depictions. The painting, 
largely considered a triumph of artistry, was only possible through applying 
small things. Perhaps, this is true with every painting or with every action. 
Every brushstroke is a small effort to create a bigger picture. Every step is a 
necessary action to reach the final destination. 

Also, the Garden of Earthly Delights holds a lesson that can be applied 
to life. On the left panel, we witness God unifying Adam and Eve. He brought 
them to a garden of abundance and holiness. In the center panel, we see that 
man has taken holiness for granted. Men and women have multiple partners. 
They bask in degeneracy. They take comfort in materialism. They take up 
earthly delights. On the right panel, we see the state that man has been reduced 
to. Eve is a drunk and a gambler. Adam is pinned by an earthly deity, bearing 
a shield with the hand of God severed and nailed to it. Upon the fingers of the 
severed hand, we see dice. This means man played with the word of God, as if 
it was a game. Man took things for granted. 

Those who take things for granted will always die in mediocrity or in 
misery. This is a well-established formula for disaster. The work of the fathers, 
the culture of the nations, the traditions of old, none of these should be taken 
for granted. Unfortunately, hyper-abundance and sensitivity reigns, and we are 
witnessing the results: a generation of children unable to escape the confines 
of the bosom, screaming for approval of their degeneracy, stomping their feet 
for more material goods, all the while casting aside things known to honor and 
tradition. This is the result of children begetting children.  
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The Ripple Chrysalis 
Ann Woolard 

Beside the pond I lay me down one day 
To contemplate the summer skies and breeze, 
When came a butterfly of light to play 
Beneath the leafy banners of the trees. 

The creature had no color, form, or shade 
To call its own-no sinew, muscle, bone- 
Yet danced it blithesomely within the glade 
And cast its energy on twig and stone. 

But for the perfect angle of the beams 
This Lepidoptera had ne’er found flight, 
Nor traced its pirouettes upon my dreams, 
Nor lifted sun rays back toward the height. 

Mild breeze had spun a ripple chrysalis 
From which burst forth gay metamorphosis. 
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Reflections in the Mirror
Jay Worden

Who is the stranger gazing back within this 
looking glass?
Two forms appear, one current and one from the 
distant past.
One youthful image slowly being replaced
With sagging jowls, sad eyes and deeply wrinkled face.

Visions appear; how he once looked and how he looks today.
Thick coal black locks now thin with frosted gray.
Unwanted hair on ears and tip of narrow nose.
Ill-fitting clothes cover thin body and fragile bones.

A man once strong and steady now walks with cane.
Joints sore and body wracked with endless pain.
Inside both ears plastic pieces help him hear.
Glaucoma threatens - loss of sight his greatest fear.

An empty house remains. His wife of fifty years gone.
Their children scattered, living on their own.
He mourns their absence, hides behind his books.
Haunted daily by ghosts, no matter where he looks.

Revealed within the silver glass his 80 yesteryears.
Life’s abundant joys, laughter and heartfelt tears.
Melancholic thoughts of time too quickly passed.
Cherished memories fading from his grasp.

Three reflections where years ago just one appeared.
Time slowly switched the pictures in this mirror.
Image of father and son as one now fills the shiny space.
He wipes away the tears that run down his father’s face.

He knows the stranger gazing back within this looking glass.
Three faces have appeared— present, future, and the past.
Knowing life is ending and death is very near.
His last reflection too will one day disappear.
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The Courage of Heroes: 
The Everyday Bravery that 

Creates Them
Leslie Worden

I was a young twenty-year-old when I 
married my husband. We married in a small, 
private ceremony on a Wednesday morning and returned to our lives the 
following evening. I married an officer in the Air Force. He was a 2nd 
lieutenant and eager to prove himself. I did not fully appreciate what it meant 
to be a military wife; truthfully, I did not think about it at all. All I knew was 
that I loved this man, and I wanted to marry him. All I could see was the 
romance. 

Precisely two days after we said our vows, my new husband called me 
up, and gave me some devastating news. His unit had been called up, and was 
being shipped off to an undisclosed remote corner of the world. As we spoke, 
they were preparing their equipment for the cargo plane, loading equipment 
into its large, gray belly. He informed me that they could be leaving at any 
moment, and asked me to come to the base in order to send him off. I left 
immediately, with a building sense of dread in the pit of my stomach.

I arrived at the base, and quickly found my husband’s unit in a frenzy of 
work. There were several wives and families gathered, waiting to say good-
bye. I was able to catch a moment with my spouse and began peppering him 
with questions. There were few that he could answer. He knew where they 
were going, but could not disclose that information, even to me. He did not 
know when he was leaving or when he would return. Feeling unsatisfied 
with the lack of information, my next question was why he had to go. We 
were newly married, and surely his superiors would consider his situation, 
perhaps letting him stay behind. Sheepishly, he admitted that he had, in truth, 
volunteered. 

Appalled as I was, I listened carefully as he explained that his colonel had 
offered to let him stay with his new wife. He had refused, not because he did 
not want to stay with me, but because he was needed elsewhere. He had been 
training for an adventure such as this. In fact, it was one of the great appeals of 
serving in the Air Force. He was not about to let his troops go to this skirmish 
without him, regardless of what he must leave behind. After all, he was not the 
only one who had loved ones. I did not like it, but I understood. 

It was the first time that I saw great courage in my husband. Ask him, 
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and he would say that he was simply “doing his duty.” There would be many 
more times he would show bravery through his work. He loves this country, 
and is committed to safeguarding it. My husband will downplay his valor, and 
state that it is “just his job.” He is proud of how he has been able to serve his 
country, but for him, it is all in a day’s work. 

To my great relief, my husband’s unit was not needed that day. Each 
soldier was able to go home to his family that evening, and mine came home 
to me. It would not be long before he would feel the pull of duty and follow 
it. In that first year of marriage, he spent over four months in a different city, 
training to become a stronger leader. It was difficult for us, we were still trying 
to learn each other’s habits, but it strengthened our marriage. Over the course 
of our sixteen years together, he has spent at least two and half of them in 
deployments and training, each one was voluntary. All of them were away 
from his family. 

Look at any news story that lauds courage. Most often, the hero of the 
story says that he was just doing what was needed to be done. The actions of 
the brave are typically one foot in front of the other, a series of small steps 
that lead to what others would call an act of heroism. It is not a lack of fear, 
but a willingness to perform despite that fear. Most often they are not grand 
gestures, but everyday occurrences made better by someone with the guts to 
operate in unusual circumstances. 

Everyday heroes surround us. They may not even realize the courage 
they have within themselves. They come in all shapes, sizes, and walks of 
life. My son, Kaleb, showed his mettle at the tender age of nine. He stepped 
into the middle of an altercation with a bully and his prey. He saw that 
someone needed help, and did not think of the harm that could have come to 
him. Walking up to the aggressor, Kaleb told him to stop what he was doing, 
and that it was wrong. The pushy classmate threatened my son’s life. Kaleb 
ignored the bully and walked away with a new friend. After relaying his story 
to me, I asked him why he was willing to get involved in the situation. His 
frank reply was that it was the right thing to do, and we should always help. I 
bought him an ice-cream - I was so proud. 

Hollywood has our screens filled with glamorous heroes. These 
champions are strong, fearless, and full of courage. They typically became 
heroes through birthright, toxic chemicals, or freak experiments. There are 
very few examples of greatness portrayed in regular Joes. Heroes are the ones 
with super-human powers. The truth is, we find our bravery when we swim 
through the challenges that life throws at us, not because of supernatural 
circumstance.

Nelson Mandela, a man who lived his life valiantly, said, “I learned that 
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courage was not the absence of fear, but the triumph over it. The brave man is 
not he who does not feel afraid, but he who conquers that fear.” If we let fear 
overtake our senses, we will be unable to act with virtue or for good. For my 
son, his fear of the bully was overpowered by the need to help his classmate. 
For my husband, any fear he had was overshadowed by his desire to serve his 
country.  We have all been afraid. As I was contemplating my return to college, 
and expressing my concerns about it to my father-in-law, he told me, “Just go 
and do it! You’ll be done in a few years and wonder why you were so scared.” 
He was right.

My father-in-law, Don, knows a thing or two about fear and courage. He 
was a fighter pilot in the United States Air Force, and served in Vietnam. Once 
he left there, he continued with his military career until 1989, when he was 
forced to take a medical retirement. He was flying at March Air Force Base 
in Merino Valley, CA, when his airplane hit a patch of dead air, called wake 
turbulence, that flipped his F-4 Phantom. When his co-pilot pulled the ejection 
handles, Don was bent over the stick trying to right the plane. His back was 
instantly snapped; the parachute deployed, but had no time to open. Don hit 
the ground hard and fast in a seated position. He should have died.

This near-death experience changed Don’s life. He faced months of 
healing and therapy, in fact, he was told he may never walk again. His back 
was shattered in July, and by December, of that year, he was able to walk 
down the aisle to marry his wife, Margaret. His relationship with his son, my 
husband, drastically improved when he realized that life was so fragile. He 
welcomed his youngest daughter with his new wife. Miraculously, he added 
jogging to his exercise regimen. He was told by a chaplain that, “God had 
more for him to do.” He has taken that to heart, and continued to live his life in 
a way that he could be proud of. 

After retiring from the Air Force, he continued to fly for Delta Airlines, 
eventually becoming chief pilot for their Cincinnati hub. It is amazing to me 
that he was able to get back into the cockpit. He flew for another ten years 
after his tragic accident, without fear. He not only had the courage to get up 
and walk, but to run and then fly. His motivation was to live for his family, and 
for himself, not to be the brave hero. When I talk to him about this experience, 
it is always a very matter-of-fact conversation with little exaggeration and 
plenty of modesty.

Don does not consider himself particularly brave or courageous; neither 
do my husband or son. They simply found their way through challenging 
situations. Often, I have been asked how I have managed to survive the many 
months without my husband, especially with young children. I just do it. 
Complaining and pouting do not help. I get into a rhythm and keep moving 
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forward. I have been called brave for this, but I was just doing my best to get 
the job done, one step at a time. 

On his way home from work, in the middle of busy Omaha traffic, my 
husband noticed a woman yelling at the side of the road. Curiosity got the 
best of him, and my husband turned his head to locate whatever was receiving 
the shouts. There was a white, fluffy dog running around the busy street. The 
woman was frantically trying to call her pooch back to her. My husband loves 
dogs, and they adore him. He quickly pulled over his car, stepping out in his 
military uniform, and began to stop traffic, whistling at the canine and calling 
“Here boy!” The puppy ran up to my husband and jumped in his arms. He 
walked the dog to its owner, and drove away. 

When he relayed this story to me, it was in much more direct language. 
He said, “I pulled a dog out of traffic today,” and that was it. I had to coax the 
story out of him in order to gain a full picture. He thought nothing of it. I could 
only imagine what my husband looked like in his BDU’s, stopping after work 
traffic, in order to rescue the pup. He did not stop to think that this could be 
a bad idea, he just did it. Sometimes our confidence in doing right is seen as 
reckless. Thought for our own safety is disregarded, if ever even considered. It 
becomes instinct to act in a way that shows valor, step by little step. It becomes 
second nature. 

Courage is a muscle. When we flex it, it grows. I think of my friend, 
Val, who has a son with special needs. She battles for him daily at school, at 
his extra-curricular activities, and even at home. She has done this for him 
his entire life. She is his mother, and she will always fight for him. The first 
steps were frightening for her, yet she took them. The steps that followed 
were difficult, but the further she walked along this journey, the easier it 
became. Now it is second nature for her to fight for her son. She has been 
called a bulldog because she will not back down when she knows that there is 
something more that can be done to help him. She is brave, but she would not 
call it that. She would call it a part of being Ethan’s mom. 

Our lives are filled with people who have had spectacular moments of 
valor, or who have spent their lives quietly being brave. They may never see 
it in themselves, but it is there, like a shining badge of honor. They are the 
unsung heroes among us, who have never asked for a pat on the back. They 
have courage because they see a need, and do not hesitate to fill it. They keep 
pushing for what they know to be right and good for the people around them. 

Hollywood has filled their theaters with grand super-heroes who are 
willing to sacrifice everything to save the world. We may not have a caped 
advocate to come and save the day, but we have something better than that. 
We have people who surround us, continually doing courageous acts because 
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they choose to do good. They may not need to save us from super-villains, but 
they inspire us just the same. They show us how to live better lives through 
their actions. They inspire us to never give up hope. Courage is a powerful 
tool. It does not take much to wield it. We just have to take that first, humble 
step while swallowing our fear. We all have the potential to do it. We can all be 
brave. 

Looking to the Mountains :: Rich James
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I Let Anger Go
Donald Wright

I let anger go.
I can do that,
Over and over.
What of its source?
Some forgotten hurt?
Some forgotten love?
No, not these alone
But they are there
Making anger an engine
Driving the human me
To some vague action
When no action is needed.
So, it comes again.
And again I let it go,
Unused and un-empowered.
But in its many visits
I see its partner, fear.
And anger with fear
Is too much burden,
So I let loose anger
And hope fear will fade.



Lookout Tower, San Juan Puerto Rico :: Barry and Rynette Friesen
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Bios of Artists, Authors, and Poets

Megan Albertson – teaches English in the Papillion-LaVista School District.

Rana Alkufi – is a first time writer with Fine Lines. She is a native of Iraq and 
is attending college with plans to become a history teacher.

Shawnelle Alley – is a student at the University of Nebraska at Omaha and is 
planning to become an English teacher.

Maya Alvarado – is a first year student at Metropolitan Community College, 
Omaha, NE.

Courtney Andreessen – is a student at King Science Center in the Omaha 
Public Schools.

Angelic Armendariz - has been reading books since she started to breathe. 
You never catch her without a book; it is her passion. She started writing 
poetry before her freshmen year in high school. In her free time she likes to 
read and write. 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 pursue her dream to open a sanctuary for exotic 
animals in need. Angelic lives in Omaha, Nebraska, with her dad and little 
brother.

Malia Battafarano - attends Swanson Elementary School in the Omaha 
Westside School District.

Carolyn Bergeron - was born in Kentucky, raised in Missouri, and has lived 
in Omaha for 35 years.  She has a Bachelor of Art’s degree in History from the 
College of the Ozarks in Pt. Lookout, MO.  She retired after working 7 years 
with the USDA and 20 years in financial services.

Leo Adam Biga – “I am an author-journalist-blogger with a penchant for 
writing about cultural subjects. I interview notables from the worlds of art, 
film, literature, music, and sports. I also write books. My new book, Alexander 
Payne: His Journey in Film – A Reporter’s Perspective 1998-2012, is now 
available. It is a compilation of stories I have written about the celebrated 
writer-director over the course of 15 years. My long planned The Making 
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of an Alexander Payne Film book may soon become a reality, too. My 
previous book, a biography called Open Wide, came out in 2010. The best 
way to appreciate the breadth and depth of what I write is to visit my blog, 
leoadambiga.wordpress.com. Visiting this online gallery showcase of my work 
will demonstrate why I brand myself as “telling stories about people, their 
passions, and their magnificent obsessions.” 

Rhonda Buckhold – is a new writer with Fine Lines. She has been a military 
wife for many years and has acquired many stories to write about.

Alexa Carlson – is a sixth grade student at Davis Middle School in the Omaha 
Public School District.

David Catalan – is the founder of Catalan Consulting. 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.

Faith Combs – is a first year student at Metropolitan Community College, 
Elkhorn, NE.

Sophia Drickey - She attends St. Cecelia grade school. 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.

Chris Eckleberry – is a first year student at Metropolitan Community 
College, Elkhorn, NE.

Trinity Eden – is a first year student at Metropolitan Community College, 
Elkhorn, NE.

Zain Ericksen - is a middle grade student who enjoys playing baseball 
and chess, practicing jujitsu, and creating worlds in Minecraft. He loves art 
projects and writing funny stories. 

Kaela Evans – is a student at Hastings High School in Hastings, NE.
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Mitchell Feagins – is a high school freshman in the Millard Public School 
District. This essay won third place out of 1,000 plus entries. 

Mary Filkins – works at TD Ameritrade in Omaha, NE, and has been 
published several times by Fine Lines.

Marcia 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.

Luke Glaser – is a student at the University of Nebraska at Omaha. 

Rose Gleisberg - graduated from the College of Saint Mary with a degree in 
Early Childhood Education and received a Creative Writing certificate from 
Creighton University. She is a substitute teacher and writes poetry in Bellevue, 
NE.

Jessica Grossman – is a first year student at Metropolitan Community 
College, Elkhorn, NE.

Sarah Guyer – is a student at Morton Magnet Middle School in the Omaha 
Public School District.

Emily Harkins - is a student at Dundee Elementary School in the Omaha 
Public School District.

Nina Harris - is a junior at the Martha’s Vineyard Regional High School

Katrina Heilbroner - is a blend of New York City, Martha’s Vineyard, 
Connecticut, and Italy. Her interests are scattered; she rides horses 
competitively, enjoys calculus, experiments with photography, and relishes 
creative writing. Currently a senior at Martha’s Vineyard High School, she 
plans on pursuing her interest in creative writing after graduating. She writes 
to make sense out of the disorganized clutter that is her consciousness. Dan 
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Sharkovitz, a talented and out-spoken creative writing teacher, has helped 
develop her abilities, and he suggested that sending her writing to Fine Lines.

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.

Mila Herzbaum-Harding – is a budding writer and a student at Marrs Middle 
School in Omaha, NE.

Uri Herszbaum-Harding – is a ninth grade student at Omaha Central High 
School. His passions are reading, writing science fiction, chess, and robotics.

Aquinnah Hill - “I’ve lived in the town I was named after for 16 years. I live 
on Martha’s Vineyard, an island that somehow always seems to get smaller. I 
am a member of a federally recognized tribe, The Wampanoag Tribe of Gay 
Head, Aquinnah. I’ve never seen myself as a writer, but I am simply someone 
just a little too comfortable with a pen and paper.”

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, and he 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.

Megan Jenkins – is a student at North High School in the Millard (NE) 
School District.

Margaret Joba-Woodruff – is an honor roll student at Martha’s Vineyard 
High School, Massachusetts.
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Anna Kastens - is a student at Syracuse-Dunbar High School in the Otoe 
County School District.

Kristy Stark Knapp - is a contributor to Fine Lines.

Lindsey Knuter – is a student at Metropolitan Community College, Elkhorn, 
NE.

Makenna Lee – is a sixth grader at Davis Middle School in the Omaha Public 
School District.

Blaze Livingston – is a first time writer for Fine Lines.

Hannah Loewe – “I have always loved to write. However, once I started 
hiking, I learned that nature is a part of who I am. The best way for me to 
express my love of nature is through writing. Explaining my surroundings 
helps me get through hard times and teaches me why I love the little things. I 
reflect in my journal to see where I have explored and what I felt during those 
moments. I am a tea-loving, forest-dwelling, puddle-jumping, journal-keeping, 
animal-loving Oregonian.”

Loren Logsdon - “As a freshman in college, I wanted to write like 
Washington Irving because of that eloquent, graceful style, but I discovered 
that in an age of technology Irving’s style was too old-fashioned. Then I 
came under the spellbinding influence of Ray Bradbury’s Dandelion Wine. 
I discovered that Irving and Bradbury had several things in common which 
became valuable to me: a strong sense of place and community, a genius for 
drawing characters, and a talent for metaphors. Thus, for me as a writer, the 
end is in the beginning. I believe in the mission of Fine Lines, especially in 
its intention to reach a wide audience of readers and to include a wide variety 
of writers. I like the emphasis on clarity of writing, which is central to the 
purpose of the journal. So much writing today defies clarity and seems to 
delight in obfuscation. Write on.”

Lacey Lurz - “I am a senior at Hastings, NE, High School. I enjoy being 
involved with yearbook, science club, and DECA through my school. I have 
loved writing since the first grade, and I love to read as well. It has been my 
dream to be published ever since I knew what that meant, and I always knew I 
would keep writing no matter what career path I chose in life. Whenever I told 
anyone what I wanted to be when I grew up, I would say whatever it was at the 
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time, and then I would add, ‘I’ll also be a writer on the side.’ Writing has been 
and always will be a major part of my life.”

Bella Madsen – is a student at Marrs Middle School in the Omaha Public 
School District.

Bradley Martin – is a wilderness instructor for the National Outdoor 
Leadership School (NOLS) and lives in Oregon. He has a Master’s Degree in 
English from the University of Nebraska at Lincoln.  

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.

Sophia McCarron – is a student at Martha’s Vineyard High School, 
Massachusetts.

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.

Annastasha Meyer – has nine siblings and plenty to write about. She is a 
student at Hastings, NE, High School.

Amy Nichols – is a student at the University of Nebraska at Omaha.

Megan Nosbisch - is a student at North High School in the Millard (NE) 
School District.

Barbara Oliver – is a first-time writer for Fine Lines and lives in Greeley, 
CO.

Sha’lise Oliver - is a first-time writer for Fine Lines.
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Lisa O’Neal - is an Honors student at Des Moines Area Community College 
in Iowa.

Satori Pettit – is a student at Kiewit Middle School in Millard, NE.

Rebekah Plummer – is a prolific writer and is homeschooled in Omaha, NE.

Cathy Porter - works in a dental clinic in Omaha, NE. She has been writing 
her entire life. Her work has appeared in various journals throughout the 
United States and England. She writes to process life and its mysteries. She 
found Fine Lines a few years ago and has been hooked ever since. She has two 
chapbooks available and is working on a third.

Addison Raddish - is a student at Blumfield Elementary School in the 
Ralston, (NE) Public School District.

Samantha Reiss – is a student at Metropolitan Community College in Omaha, 
NE.

Matthew Salfity - is a student at Sunset Hills Elementary School in the 
Omaha Westside School District.

James 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.

Esmeralda Sanchez – is a student at Marrs Middle School in the Omaha 
Public School District.

Lisa Shulman – 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. 



180

Fine Lines :: Winter 2014

She attended for only six months, until that dreaded cancer returned with a 
vengeance.

Abby Siemer – is a student at Swanson Elementary School in the Omaha 
Westside School District.

Mardra Sikora - is a freelance ghost writer, marketing consultant, and 
blogger by day and a fiction writer by night, leaving less time for sleep than 
one would expect. She discovered Fine Lines while writing in the library and 
is proud to be included among its pages. You can find more of her writing and 
social networking efforts via  www.mardrasikora.com.  

D. N. Simmers - writes poetry and lives in British Columbia, Canada.

Carly Sinn - began dancing at the age of the three in Council Bluffs, Iowa, 
at Kerri’s Dance Studio and broadened her study of ballet and modern at 
Adair Dance Academy in Omaha, NE. Throughout middle school and high 
school, she won several awards for her work on dance competition teams and 
in show choir. She attended dance workshops around the country to broaden 
her studies. In 2008, she entered Stephens College as a dance major. After two 
years, she moved to Philadelphia to attend Headlong Performance Institute, 
where she studied performance techniques such as Le Coq clown, Commedie 
del Arte, Neutral mask work and contact improvisation. After the institute, she 
remained in Philadelphia for a year to dance professionally in several original 
works with independent dance companies, as well as, in a production with the 
Philadelphia Opera Company and the Curtis Institute. After her experience of 
working with dance artists in Philadelphia, she moved back to the Midwest to 
cultivate her own artistic vision and began teaching modern, improvisation, 
and composition at Adair Dance Academy. She loves fusing her love of writing 
with dance and movement. In her spare time, she loves to write and stay active 
by running and rock climbing!

Kristen Steele – is a high school senior at Glenwood, IA, High School.

Shannon Thompson -is a 23-year-old author, avid reader, and habitual 
chatterbox. She was merely 16 when she was first published, and a lot has 
happened since then. Thompson’s work has appeared in numerous poetry 
collections and anthologies, and her first installment of The Timely Death 
Trilogy became Goodreads Book of the Month. As a novelist, poet, and 
blogger, Thompson paused her travels to graduate from the University of 
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Kansas with a bachelor’s degree in English. During her university days, she 
was introduced to Fine Lines, and she is thrilled to share her journeys with 
them before she takes new ones. Until then, Thompson spends her free time 
writing and sharing ideas with her black cat named after her favorite actor, 
Humphrey Bogart. Thompson makes her home in Kansas City, MO.

Jocelyn Vazquez – is a student at Marrs Middle School in the Omaha Public 
School District.

Emma Vinchur– is a freshman at the University of Nebraska at Lincoln and is 
majoring in art therapy.

David Waller – is a Fine Lines intern, an English major at the University of 
Nebraska at Omaha, and a photographer.

Cooper Ward – is a student of life and lives in Omaha, NE.

Ann Woolard – Though her form is but dust, Annie writes, for she must. 
Putting words to the page pleases her inner sage. She is a graduate student in 
Spanish at the University of Nebraska at Omaha.

Jay Worden - is a retired English teacher. He taught thirty years in the 
Bellevue, NE, Public School system. He enjoys taking his camera along on 
trips.

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 
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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.

Marion Young – writes poetry and lives in Sugarland, Texas.
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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



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!

NELACNebraska Language Arts Council

Send $10 to:
NELAC

PO Box 83944
Lincoln, NE 68501-3944

Contact:
Clark Kolterman

Ckolte00@connectseward.org



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

AFCON
Academic Freedom Coalition of Nebraska



Now Available:
Facing the Blank Page

“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

by David Martin

www.WriteLife.com
www.Amazon.com 
www.Amazon.co.uk

www.BooksAMillion.com
www.AbeBooks.com

www.Alibris.com
www.BarnesAndNoble.com

Available at:



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 self-
defense. The truth is, all things 
are energy with shape and 
color. Seen from the spirit 
world, all thoughts are as bright 
as washed jewels.

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.   

www.WriteLife.com
www.Amazon.com

www.Amazon.co.uk
www.BooksAMillion.com

www.AbeBooks.com
www.Alibris.com

www.BarnesAndNoble.com



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 sharp-
tongued 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 infl uenza 
epidemic also populate this 
eclectic collection of previously 
published and new short fi ction.

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

“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.

www.WriteLife.com
www.Amazon.com

www.Amazon.co.uk
www.BooksAMillion.com

www.AbeBooks.com
www.Alibris.com

www.BarnesAndNoble.com
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