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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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7 Doctors’ Project
Maureen Tobin

When Steve Langan began the 7 Doctors 
Project at the University of Nebraska Medical 
Center in 2008, he started with a question: What 
would happen if we put seven doctors and seven 
writers in a creative writing workshop? What 
would it be like for these highly trained and competent doctors to be mentored 
by writers? 

In his work with ALS in the Heartland, he met many medical people who 
had intense experiences with both healing and not healing. Not yet convinced 
that writing was therapeutic, Steve suspected that creative writing would be a 
fruitful work endeavor for people with such life and death material. The last 
seven years have more than validated this suspicion. 

Since that first group of fourteen, the project has expanded into and 
beyond the medical community. Everyone who has participated, no matter 
their areas of professional expertise, came with a desire to tap into their 
creativity. It’s been thrilling and inspiring to watch so many of our participants 
embrace this practice and experience the frequently cathartic thrill of writing. 
Here are a few examples of the fine works produced by some of last year’s 
participants: Suzanne Arney, Bob Cunningham, and Kim Sosin. 



16

Fine Lines :: Summer 2015

Did Mother Teresa Ever  
Roll Her Eyes?

Suzanne Arney

Did Mother Theresa ever roll her eyes and mutter under her breath? Did 
she ever say, “Jesus!” not meant as a prayer? Surely, sometimes. Maybe, that 
“Jesus!” spit out as an exasperation becomes a prayer. Maybe, Himself is tone 
deaf, and only hears that His name has been called, not how, and responds. 
Which we (Mother Theresa and I) don’t see right away, because we didn’t 
mean it as a prayer, a supplication, so we’re not looking for grace to intervene. 
Maybe, it comes like a TIA, a TIA of the soul-transient (a wisp or a whisper) 
ischemic (a hug/grasp that stops the flow of time) attack (“encounter” might 
do, but “paroxysm” is better and there aren’t many opportunities for that word. 
On the other hand, maybe we don’t have a complete conniption. No bird flies 
in through the window, bites our finger, and flies away again, which happened 
to me once in Zimbabwe. Maybe, there is just a flash of sunlight or the first 
butter-yellow cottonwood leaves, and that’s enough to save your day.). 

So, we’ve reached our limit, blown off steam, and gotten redemption. 
It might have all happened in a few moments, hardly gotten our attention, 
like walking under the air conditioning vent. We frown, shiver it off, go on, 
still making a mental list of tasks mewling for our attention. It happens, and 
sometimes more than other times, it happens, frequently. That person you 
supposedly love, the one you’ve been married to for thirty years, has asked 
you for the sixth time about having ice cream, later. Do I not know the man 
wants ice cream? Do I not get him ice cream almost every evening? Jesus! 
And the response comes in an e-mail: “You are doing it just right. Always 
know that I am behind you. Love, K” 

You never know in advance the “what” or “who” of grace. Sometimes, it 
isn’t Gracie (Allen) that shows up, but George Burns. Tapping his cigar ash, 
he says, “Some say life begins at 40, but they’re wrong. Life begins every day 
when you wake up.” It’s amazing what sleep can do. Or a shower. A shower 
can make me a new person-I go in stiff, crabby, befuddled, and emerge as a 
human being. [Note that “be” only deals with the immediate moment. Things 
can, and probably will, go to hell again, but that moment is divine.] Thinking, 
for a moment-not the divine moment but a wayward moment-of “be” as in 
“human being,” you can see it’s always in process. It always needs attention, 
and it always holds out hope. Like “recovering alcoholic” or practicing 
physician. If we’d attained ultimate right living, we’d describe ourselves as 
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“human am-ness.”
Sometimes, grace is a delightful irony. In the Denver airport, I saw a nun 

in the Mother T blue-striped habit carrying a huge Nordstrom shopping bag. 
Hey, life happens. I nudged my way to the next place in line and listened. Not 
a sound, neither exhalation nor execration. She was simply “being,” or maybe, 
she was tired from shopping at Nordie’s. Or maybe she had someplace to go, 
someone to see-an intervention-and was just waiting for the signal. Someone 
exasperated, muttering “Jesus!” 

Two Finches :: D.A. Hickman
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How to Heal in Six Simple Steps 
Suzanne Arney 

Buy a pack of sticky notes, just small enough to carry with you. 

Each day, find one thing that gives you joy, however small. 

Write that thing on the sticky note and 

Put it on a wall, door, mirror-someplace in your home you will see every day. 

Every day, add one Joy Note to the wall 

Do not stop. 

Nurture
Occasionally, choose a note, either at random or one that calls to you. Listen. 
Carry it  
with you and in your heart for a full day. Then write down what you 
experienced. 

Say thank you. 
It may be a thank you card sent to the house with bright blue shutters that 
conceal a finch’s nest. You may leave your thanks on a sticky note for the 
janitor who cleans the locker room. On a night that is freezing cold and the air 
is crystalline, you may go outside and hold out your arms and say thank you to 
the moon. 

Start a conversation. Write down the thing that gives you joy. Then add a 
question: What did you find today that gave you joy? Leave it. 
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Caretaker
Suzanne Arney

Chloe was just a toddler when she first 
visited her grandfather in the hospital. Nearly a 
year passed before his next admission, but she’d 
kept a wonderful memory tucked away-”Will 
they have the little puddings?” 

Kaitlin, two years older, had a broader perspective and asked if “Boo 
Boo,” the pet name she’d given him, would be all right. Their innocence and 
their empathy were just two of the gifts given to all of us over my husband’s 
long illness. 

Hospitals became a part of my granddaughters’ childhoods. It is to my son 
and daughter-in-law’s credit that they exposed the girls to the good and bad in 
life. They learned that schedules change. They know that visits, phone calls, 
notes and pictures are the best medicine. They learned to respect privacy in a 
place where there is none. They know when to release their cheeriest nature, 
when to sit quietly, and when to go look at the fish. They know which units 
have the best snack kitchens. They know that adults can laugh and worry and 
cry and still be strong. They know they can, too. They’ve spent birthdays 
and holidays in hospitals and trick-or-treated at nurses’ stations. They want a 
blanket warmer at home. 

One of my favorite photos is of Roger, taken from the back. He is 
shambling across a room, leaning on his walker, a big bear of a man, broad 
shouldered. With him is a little girl, maybe four years old and tiny in 
comparison. She walks just behind and to one side, her hand held protectively 
on his hip. 
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Schrodinger’s Dog
Bob Cunningham

I was walking in the woods near my house 
the other day. It was late afternoon, and the 
sunlight was giving way to an approaching 
storm, vibrant colors morphing to black and 
white. I was concerned, as I wasn’t dressed for 
rain, so I quickened my step. 

Soon I came upon a trim, elderly man in a gray windbreaker, khaki slacks, 
and a wool tweed driving cap. What looked like a leash was dangling from his 
wrist as he surveyed a clearing in the trees. 

As I passed by, I heard him mutter, “He was here,” to no one in particular. 
“Pardon me?” I asked. 
“I saw him here last.” 
“Who is that?” 
“My dog, Genius.” 
“That’s a funny name for a dog,” I said. 
He turned around to look at me. “Not if you knew him. He’s the smartest 

dog I’ve ever known, and I’ve known quite a few. I tell him, ‘Go fetch my 
slippers,’ and he goes into the bedroom, gets both slippers in his mouth, 
somehow, and he brings them back to me. Sets ‘em down right at my feet. 
I didn’t even have to teach him. It’s like he knows what I’m saying. He’s a 
special dog. Anyway, I let him off leash to have a run. He loves that. I heard 
a strange noise and turned around for a moment to look. When I turned back 
again, he was gone. Probably went into the brush after something. It’s the 
damndest thing.” 

“What does he look like?” I asked.
“Little fella, short hair, weighs about 12 pounds. He’s a mutt; I got him 

from the pound after my wife died, and it’s been just the two of us ever since. 
He’s brown and white mostly, with a patch of black on top of his head, right 
between the ears. Those ears, they stand straight up when he hears something. 
You look in his eyes, and you know there’s a lot going on in there. I’m 
thinking whoever had him first must have beaten him. The night I brought him 
home I was getting undressed, and I took my belt off kind of fast, and he just 
cringed. I made sure I never did that again. I’m careful with him. He’s really a 
sweet little guy.” 

I heard thunder in the distance, so I said, “I’ll be sure to watch for him. 
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How long has he been missing?” 
“Oh, I’d say about 3 ½ years.” 
I must have made a face because he said, “Yeah, I know. But he’s my dog. 

I go looking for him every chance I get. I owe him that.” 
I didn’t know what else to say, so I wished him luck and went on my 

way. As I hustled down the woodland trail, the old man’s calls to his absent 
companion became fainter, until they were lost among the rustling of the 
leaves, as the wind rose up and the dark clouds rolled in. 

Rainbows :: Cindy Goeller
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The Dismal River 
Kim Sosin 

(The Dismal River is a short river born in 
bubbling springs rising from the Ogallala 
Aquifer in the Sandhills of Nebraska) 

So deep clear wide constant, 
the aquifer waters bubble into sunlight  
forming an icy blue pool. 
We are all floating. 

Subterranean, so much life, 
water below, semi-arid land above  
engraved by emerging twin rivulets  
born in this underground gift. 

North and South forks split valleys 
once disputed by Sioux and Pawnee, now  
cradle families on sun-kissed grasslands, 

roots as deep as underground seas. 

Dismal waters flow from rivers to oceans.  
Teenagers on horseback ride into twilight.  
Our waters, our tribes, our children, leaving.  
Leaving us, Nebraska weeping. 
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 Do Not Give Up
Rana Alkufi

People learn things in different ways. Some 
learn from books, from interaction with other 
people, from their families, and from past life 
experiences. The most effective ways I learn are 
from personal experiences and my family. I still 
remember one bitter story of myself, when I was learning to speak English. 
The lesson learned from that time affected me until now, and I will never 
forget it.

It happened when I first came to the United States. I was new and did 
not know anything here. I was shy to speak. Even though I knew a little 
of the English language, I hesitated when I spoke. I had good curricular 
performances, but I was bad communicating with people. I felt like an 
unattractive person when I talked, and I felt like everyone was going to laugh 
at me. I really cared about what people would say, and that affected me in a 
bad way. 

It was noon on a sunny Sunday, when my husband asked me to go 
out with the kids. It was a fun day at the outdoor mall, and we enjoyed the 
beautiful weather. My husband always encouraged me to speak English. Even 
when I did not like to talk, he forced me to speak because this is the best way 
to learn to speak a new language well. If I didn’t speak, I would never learn to 
talk correctly. 

My husband and I decided to go eat ice cream with the children. When 
we entered the store, it was small and crowded with people. We stood in the 
line and waited our turn to order. My husband told me he wanted to go the 
restroom, and he walked away. I tried to stop him, but he asked me to give the 
order. I was embarrassed and nervous. I could not leave the line because my 
kids were waiting to eat their ice cream. I was so nervous I forgot what flavors 
they wanted. I felt like my brain was empty of words. 

Unfortunately, the girl who made the ice cream was really mean to me, 
and she started talking loudly and quickly. I did not understand why she acted 
like that with me, and I was humiliated in front of everybody. People looked at 
me, and they talked about her, why she started to scream, even though I did not 
make other people wait. She ignored me and did not look at me. I just ordered 
four vanilla ice cream cones, and then I paid and went out as quickly as I could 
with my heart beating fast, fighting back tears. It was embarrassing to me, and 



24

Fine Lines :: Summer 2015

even my kids noticed. They kept asking if I was OK. My children, ages six 
and three, witnessed this entire incident. They might not have understood what 
was happening, but they saw the girl yelling, and they saw me getting upset. I 
felt weak in front of my children, who needed me to be strong, because I was 
supposed to protect them in this world. 

I felt angry all that afternoon; I felt sad, and I regretted why I walked 
away, why I did not tell her to respect me, why I was quiet, and why I did not 
tell her, “I understand you; do not speak so loudly.” All these questions are still 
on my mind. I felt weak, shy, angry, and stressed. Many questions stayed in 
my mind trying to explain why that happened to me. Was it because I was shy? 
Was it because I spoke so quietly? Or was she just mean? I felt discriminated 
against at that moment.

I will never forget this for the rest of my life. I learned not to be shy and 
talk back to people who are mean. I should stand up for myself and other 
people against bullies who are everywhere and not just at schools. Everybody 
makes mistakes, and I should be tolerant with other people, as long as they 
do not mean any harm to me; otherwise, I should stand up for myself.  That 
experience empowered me, changed me, and made me stronger than I was 
when I first came to the USA. The wisdom I gained is to believe in my abilities 
and learn from my mistakes.

                          

“All our knowledge has its origins in our perceptions.” 

-Leonardo da Vinci
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How Did I Come to Omaha, Nebraska?
Jean Yvon Anacius

I had an experience in my life that I have never forgotten. Sometimes, we 
are in difficult situations and we do not know what to do, but we have to think 
and make decisions. Nobody can make them for us. We are the masters of our 
thoughts and decisions. If we don’t do something to overcome the difficult 
situations that we experience, we complicate our own lives. According to 
Woodrow Wilson in Men, Use, Challenge, the only use of an obstacle is to 
overcome it. All that an obstacle does with brave men is not frighten them but 
challenge them.

I use to live in Haiti, where I was born. In 1995, I registered at the Haitian 
Police Academy to become a police officer. I was sent to the United States, 
Fort Leonard Wood in a promotion of 750 postulants to be trained as police 
officers. I went back to Haiti the same year. I was an officer from 1996-2002. 
It was a long and a difficult story but a good experience. 

In October 2002, I decided to resign and work for a private company as 
the Assistant Security Manager. At this time, my wife, my kids, and I traveled 
in the United States but never stayed. In August 2009, my wife told me that 
she did not want to travel anymore. So, she decided to stay in the United States 
to raise our two children: Jean, Jr., and Yvemide Anacius.

This was a big dilemma for me. According to my position at my work, 
I wondered how I could resign from my job and stay in the United States. 
We spent two months discussing this matter, and I could not make up my 
mind, because it was very difficult to find an answer. I asked myself a lot of 
questions: What kind of job am I going to do in the United States? Do we have 
permanent residency? No, we have a 5-year visa as tourists. Where are we 
going to stay? Although we have some relatives in the USA, I wondered where 
I was going to stay, because I cannot live with people other than my wife and 
kids.

I remembered that I have a friend from Haiti who lives in Omaha. I called 
him and informed him of my situation. He told me if I decided to raise my 
children in the United States, Omaha was a quiet place to raise them. I sent 
some money to him to rent an apartment. It was not easy, because he could 
not rent two apartments in his name. There was another Haitian who lived in 
Omaha; he used to be a French teacher at Metropolitan Community College, 
and he got two big apartments as a landlord, and he rented me a two-bedroom 
apartment to live with my kids until I got all the documents that I needed.
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My family and I did not know exactly why we came to Omaha, but God 
knew. We came to Omaha in October 1, 2009. Three months later, in January 
2010, there was an earthquake in Haiti. At least, 100,000 people died. If I 
was in Haiti, I do not know what would have happened to my kids, my wife, 
and me, but God took over. Not one of my family members in Haiti has been 
affected by the earthquake, but who knows about my kids, my wife, and me. 
That’s why God brought us here to Omaha. 

Living in the United States is good. We can get access to free education 
and have a better social life, but it’s not easy. When I came here in 2009, I 
had to start over and that is never easy. It was another situation to overcome, 
but I did it. I took medication and certified nursing assistant classes just to 
get a job to live. I had some experiences in different nursing homes. I was 
not interested in the medical field before. I was more interested in criminal 
justice, because I spent twelve years working as a police officer and a security 
manager for a private company in Haiti. However, I am so used to it, now, that 
I want to become a nurse. That’s why I am taking some classes at Metropolitan 
Community College before starting my nursing program. My family and I are 
blessed. God gave us a third child in January 2012, Yveline, and in 2014, He 
gave us the opportunity to get our own mortgage.

In conclusion, I made a great decision, even though there are other steps 
to overcome. In fact, I did what was necessary. According to Dorothy Height, 
in Woman, Goals, Greatness, greatness is not measured by what a people 
accomplish but by the opposition they overcome to reach their goals, and if 
they have positive attitudes and constantly strive to give their best efforts, 
eventually they will overcome their immediate problems and find they are 
ready for greater challenges.
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Writing: As Good as Dreaming
Anonymous

The aliens inhabited a Nebraska town, posing as road construction 
workers. They began to fade, as I became aware of the sounds of my 
neighbors stirring, the morning light through my paisley bedroom curtains, 
and the bedspread twisted around my legs. The dream was gone, the monsters 
defeated, and once again, I emerged unscathed. The dream was soon lost, 
except for a few images which I probed for meaning. Finding none, I let them 
go, and they joined thousands of other images and events which, in their time, 
were so vivid as to elicit a physiological response, as if they were happening in 
the brightest of daylight. 

The aliens and a whole cast of thousands over the years, lived only 
in dreams, and one does not suffer from dreams because they do not last. 
Ubiquitous reality, however, faces me, nose to nose, as soon as consciousness 
is regained. The face of reality, with its phony smile and its furrowed eyebrows 
never changes, and it is usually not too far away when I am awake. This is the 
face of my pathology, my depression. The face of depression is different for 
everyone, but for me it is mocking and humiliating. It laughs at my pain and 
my attempts to surmount my despair. Only in sleep does the face go away. 
Only in dreams am I safe. 

Depression presents many symptoms. Loss of interest in life, generally, 
pain, inadequacy, dismay, defeat, and death are common to sufferers. The 
symptoms, even with treatment, can last for years. Some patients overeat, 
some starve themselves, and some sleep. I’m a sleeper. I can sleep for twelve 
or fourteen hours and do, as frequently as I can, when depression is at its 
worst. 

Writing, like dreaming, brings up images and phantom beings created by 
me in some deep place in my mind that I can access with concentration and 
effort. There is always the call of sleep, when it’s time for writing. I tell myself 
that in dreams are great story ideas, but I’ve only written two stories that came 
from dreams, and those both underwent major metamorphoses to come into 
being. For me, writing gives me respite from depression not only for the time I 
have pencil to paper, fingers to keys, but for hours and days after. 

Science tells us that when an artist creates, endorphins are released into 
the brain in a similar way to what happens to athletes when they are in their 
zones. There is a zone for me in writing, and it comes when I am lost in the 
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conversation of characters. That’s when time is absent, and I put down my 
pencil to find hours have passed. 

It’s helpful to write in a place where there is peace, and I can see nature. 
I have written many stories and chapters of books at a lake where the sound 
of the water pushes away the ugly face of my depression. I pack a bag with 
drinks and snacks and head out to find a shady spot where I can hear the water 
and the birds. There, my thoughts are settled and calm. The characters of my 
stories come and go as they please in peace. I see them and hear their voices 
clearly. 

Every activity must earn its place in my depression. Sleep is usually 
preferred, but writing is best, and when I fight for its place in my 
consciousness, I am always rewarded. 

“We are all born of royalty, in a gold box, even a 

ragman’s son. Within us is a tiny seed of godliness, the 

spirit of God, the Shechninah, and throughout our lives 

we must learn to nourish it.” 

–Kirk Douglas, actor
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Magician
Angelic Armendariz

(Inspired by the Fine Lines Summer Camp 2014)

Magic. Imagination. Inspiration.

in the grip of creativity

daylightmidnight

a dream a reality

possessed by ideas

head spinssoul afire

kaleidoscope of images

flows through my pen

seize the moment

Mind. Body. Magic.
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Sitting on the Couch with Oprah
Lee Bachand

I made my way across the stage to the 
couch where I would sit next to one of the most 
powerful people in the world, Oprah. Daring a 
glance at the crowd, I saw the looks of adoration 
usually reserved for the leader of the free world. 
Fame and fortune were minutes away for me. 
Sales of my book would shoot through the roof, heading for the New York 
Times bestseller list. The hot lights didn’t cause beads of sweat over my entire 
body. It was fear of discovery. I prayed she wouldn’t ask me any questions that 
proved I never watched her show. Would someone who knew me in my golfing 
days call in to a producer and tell the story of my comments? Did someone 
have my quotes on a cellphone? Whenever we played on marginal days, and 
someone questioned our sanity about going out in the weather, I said, “It’s this 
or watch Oprah.”

She would call for a commercial when the teleprompter flashed the 
emergency signal. Armed security would rush out and escort me to the door. 
Oprah would moan that the author took sick, and she couldn’t promote the 
unnamed book without him here. Millions of dollars down the drain. No 
vacation to the South of France, basking in the glory of my bestseller. No 
adoration from the bikini-clad women as I sat with my book conspicuously 
showing my picture on the back cover. Then I woke just before my rear hit the 
ground, as the bouncers threw me out the door.

Their measure of success eluded me. Sitting with Oprah, getting her 
endorsement for their books. Back to a reality-based measure of success. 
To succeed, one must have a goal. Otherwise, how do you know you have 
succeeded? I thought back to why I had written a book in the first place. I 
loved to read and ventured into the trilogy of the Girl with the Dragon Tattoo. 
I loved the female protagonist, Lisbeth Salander. A new word entered my 
everyday vocabulary. I would become an author.

Off to the Internet to learn about writing and publishing a book. Ah, the 
writing is easy compared to finding a traditional publisher. I found the article 
that said one in ten thousand unsolicited manuscripts is read at a publishing 
house. Later, I learned that manuscripts must come from a literary agent. I 
found an article in the Wall Street Journal telling the tale of The Mill River 
Recluse. The author, a lady, self-published and sold hundreds of thousands 
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of e-books for 99 cents. Technology to the rescue. Ah, an alternate route to 
publishing. That’s for me.

Write the book. Look out Coben, Patterson, and King. No such delusion 
passed my mind. Their customers were safe. Me, an amateur, starting to write 
books after retirement with no experience except reading. Do the best you can. 
Ninety days later Yellowbird, There’s a Problem saw the light of my computer 
screen.

One piece of advice I read repeatedly. Hire an editor. Editors must be to 
writers what a password is to one’s bank account. A big bleeping secret. After 
numerous attempts asking around, I grabbed the Bookends column in the local 
paper. The columnist had written a book, so she would know one. I read her 
admonishment “Don’t ask her how to find a publisher.” This from someone 
writing a book column. So, this was just asking for a name. Surely someone 
would answer a lifelong subscriber. I phoned, left a voicemail. No answer. I 
tried email. No response from multi-colored arcs in the sky columnist. Think 
I’d buy your books. Ha!

I struck gold at a book fair sponsored by the library. I talked to a 
roundtable presenter, Sandra Wendell, about editing, and she said, “I don’t 
do fiction but send me some pages.” I did. She directed me to the Omaha 
NiteWriters writing group. Not ready for prime time, I guessed. One thing 
led to another and eighteen months later, with an editor’s name gleaned from 
the Nebraska Writers Guild website, I sent the beautiful, polished, ready-for-
publication manuscript away to my not-so-secret editor. Oops! Many bad 
writing habits needed curing before it was ready for editing. After chastising 
myself for cutting English classes on beautiful spring days when the birds sang 
and the golf courses were open, I trudged to the bookstore for a copy of Strunk 
and White’s The Elements of Style.

Months later, the manuscript had a passing grade for an edit. Weeks later, I 
reviewed the changes and corrections, and I thought I sent a clean manuscript. 
How little I knew.

Off to a class on how to publish an e-book conducted by members of 
the Guild. After fixing the formatting to meet the requirements, finalizing 
the cover, filling out the book and author details for Amazon and Barnes and 
Noble, I faced the publish button. I pushed it. Success. That was the goal. I did 
what I set out to do. 

P.S. My editor’s name is Carol Weber. Oprah hasn’t called.
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God and Science: 
A Marriage of Vinegar and Oil

Laurie Barry

As the sun rises in the East, a new day 
dawns, a day filled with wonder and mystery. A 
day filled with breathtaking beauty, the miracles 
of birth and death are renewed each day with the 
sun’s life-giving glow. The hopes and dreams 
of all humankind arrive with the sun’s first rays peeking over the horizon. 
Golden rays wash the Earth with a sense of purpose, as once again the slate 
laid before us is fresh, new, and ready for all to partake. The grand celestial 
gesture that greets the planet morning after morning is cause for much debate. 
It is a fundamental debate that divides the masses into those who ascribe to a 
belief in a higher power and those who follow the cold, hard facts of science. 
This debate strikes at the foundation of creation myths across the millennia, 
while investigating the core of scientific principles. The marriage of religion 
and science requires one to maintain tolerance, open-mindedness, and above 
all respect, and to do otherwise will result in a tossed salad whose dressing 
of vinegar and oil will remain separated, never allowing enjoyment of all the 
ingredients.

In order to begin the blending of such ideals, one must first understand 
the direction from which each originates. Over the years, Durkheim, Weber, 
Geertz, and countless others have defined religion. The common thread, 
with regard to defining religion, is belief, which gives a religion credence, 
the cohesiveness it needs to gather followers and maintain the doctrine set 
forth. The truth originating from shared beliefs and practices is central to any 
religion. Science, on the other hand, deals with facts, systematically arranged 
showing the general law of a particular discipline. These facts are central 
to science, in contrast with religion; they create a shared truth regardless of 
belief. Herein lies the quandary, when marrying religion and science, both 
principles hold truths that are distinctly loyal to the cause, one in fact and one 
in belief, and they remain steadfast in their individual convictions. Therefore, 
one cannot disregard truths held as a result of belief, simply because science 
holds truths based in fact, as belief is equivalent to fact for many. The most 
intelligent mind will throw scientific fact out the window, if it stands in the 
way of a specifically held belief. Thus, it is important to find a way to bridge 
the stream between fact and belief in such a manner that the current does not 
undermine either. It is obligatory for all to consider a way in which one can 
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balance the logical mind with the faithful heart. 
Another hurdle when incorporating the two ideologies lies with the 

determination to maintain one’s belief in a higher power, while understanding 
and accepting evolution. In reading the first few words of the Hebrew Bible, 
“In the beginning, when God created the heavens and the earth” (“Genesis”), 
it becomes quite clear that in order for the belief to coexist in some fashion, 
is must live alongside the documented scientific proof of evolution. Thus, if 
evolution is accepted and understood, is it possible to believe in God on the 
heels of this understanding? People must find a way that the partial skeleton 
of Lucy, the 3.2-million-year-old hominid found on the northern end of the 
Rift Valley (Klein), can fit with the belief that God created the Heavens and 
the Earth, as mentioned in Genesis. Belief that creation starts with God can 
exist in harmony with the contrasting school of thought by understanding it 
is conceivable that evolution of all things, as well as the science of man, are 
both products of God. In this instance, a crossroads of belief and fact becomes 
an opportunity to understand evolution and maintain the belief of an ultimate 
creator. For this understanding to commence, a person must be unwavering 
in their belief, as to not have the foundation crumble under foot at the mere 
concept of evolution. A belief that is strong enough to welcome the dogma of 
science and evolution, will ultimately endure to unify the two truths, forming 
an unbreakable bond that pushes all limits. “We must test every barrier, try 

Fig.1. Refutation
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every path, plumb every abyss” (de Chardin 70). True to form, de Chardin’s 
concept cuts to the quick with honesty and conviction, showing that with faith, 
factual limits are endless.

Are these two considerations, fact in science and belief in a God, really 
that far removed from one another? No, they are not. If our minds remain 
open to the idea that the first few words in the Hebrew Bible are a story 
that tells of a divine interceptor, one story among many throughout human 
history. Looking at Islam, one finds a story where the creator and nature are 
walking hand in hand. “It is He who created the night and the day, and the sun 
and the moon; all [heavenly bodies] in an orbit are swimming” (Pickthall). 
This passage in The Qur’an gives us another thought process regarding the 
creator, another story to join Heaven and Earth into a cosmic bricolage. 
To look outside the Abrahamic religions is to continue to find numerous, 
diverse versions of the creation story, involving other divine interceptors set 
on a universal plane. Even though most creation stories are just that myths, 
legends, or stories passed down from generation to generation, they are stories 
that create the decisive element of belief. Producing the pervasive tone that 
concludes belief is of a supreme being, one that created all things large and 
small. This belief, being so varied and yet common among humans in their 
religious tenets, has evolutionary undertones, in the sense that it has adapted 
to fit each religion, each set of beliefs, and it has changed over the ages to 
accommodate each individual religious stance. Some beliefs have adapted 
beyond the original vessel to the point of transforming into their own religious 
movements. Evolution is prevalent in the creation myths told across the ages, 
as they are largely oral traditions passed down from father to son, from mother 
to daughter. In our lifetime, one can see the adaptation of man, revealing that 
evolution, if only in thought or theory, is possible. 

To see ecological proof of this adaptation, one need look no further than 
to a cluster of islands in the Pacific Ocean, situated about 1,000 km off the 
coast of Ecuador, namely, the Galápagos Islands. These tiny islands, isolated 
and protected, are the very islands which inspired Charles Darwin’s Theory 
of Evolution by natural selection following his visit in 1835 (“Galápagos”). 
On the islands, one can see how everything has adapted to survive the whims 
of Mother Nature. The Galápagos were named after the giant tortoises that 
roam the islands with their uniquely evolved docile demeanor, lumbering 
along on their tiny slice of heaven on earth. These ancient vertebrate, living 
up to 170 years, along with several other species of animals, are exclusive 
to the Galápagos. Secluded against outside influence and isolated from most 
natural predators, it is not unusual that numerous species evolved uniquely 
and exclusively on these islands. Even as man has done, the development of 
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an ecosystem, as seen in these islands, gives growth to the notion that these 
hidden creatures are a gift from the divine. Truly, evolution cannot exist 
without the presence of a higher power.

Darwin would have us believe that there are no independent acts of 
creation, moving each creature to the next square on the checkerboard. 
Wavering, often times throughout his life on his stance of God and creation, in 
his later years he could still believe that the laws governing the evaluation and 
diversification of life had their origin in a Creator (Brooke).

In moving through these concepts, creation and evolution, these deeply 
held ideologies are both ultimately religious and scientific, simultaneously. 
As detailed by individuals like Pierre Teilhard de Chardin, a Jesuit, a jewel 
in the Catholic Church’s crown, who puts forth in The Divine Milieu that it is 
possible to have devout faith in God and remain steadfast in one’s endeavors 
in the scientific world that surrounds us. This should not come with much 
surprise, as Jesuits are an order of educated and devoted Roman Catholic 
men who have caused much ado with the walls of Vatican City (Jesuit). In his 
pursuit to integrate Christian theology with theories of evolution, de Chardin 
sets the Catholic Church on its ear, and the hierarchy toys with the idea of 

Fig.2. Galapagos Tortoise (Wiki Commons) 
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excommunication, inevitably responding to his refusal to stop writing or leave 
the Church by forbidding him to publish his writings and posting him to China 
(Tonelli 96). Drawing his attention towards the journey leading to China in 
the 1920s, de Chardin stretches his paleontologist legs and ultimately aids in 
finding Peking Man, the fossil specimens determined to be roughly 750,000 
years old. By creating a balance, an equilibrium radiating devotion and 
curiosity of the universe lay barren before him; de Chardin had the rare luxury 
of being able to see clearly from both sides of the street, simultaneously. The 
eloquent pages, which are the bane of his holy existence, ally faith and facts 
to reveal a complex universe moved and penetrated throughout by God in the 
totality of its evolution (de Chardin 155). 

There have been others, scientist and theologian, throughout the ages 
who have challenged the evidence of science, as well as, the certitude of 
creationism. It is however, not uncommon to find thorough the course of 
a lifespan that scientific persons lose the evolutionary fervor as they near 
the end of their natural lives, with death reaching up to knock on the door, 
religious belief is brought into fine focus. As forerunners of both disciples, 
many appear as dandelion seeds floating on the wind, occasionally sticking to 
one another, inevitably landing on a patch of ground and growing roots that 
are shallow. Faced with one’s mortality, the mind can play funny tricks on the 
very thing that brought the individual through life. Evolution continues, long 
after the final funerals of humankind have ended and the head stones weather 
with time, when the steady pace and expansion of the natural world goes on, 
unencumbered by the folly of man. Interestingly enough, religion also sees 
death not as an end, but as an alteration from human to spirit, the endless 
movement of the faithful from Earth to Heaven. Herein lies another avenue 
one can take to marry religion with science, realizing that when the curtains 
close on this act, change and adaptation continue. 

Lest we stray too far off the road and get lost among the waist high weeds, 
it is paramount to state that the human mind most certainly has the capacity 
to venture along the path of divinely evolving resistance. Expecting that some 
will not recognize evolution as real, because it is difficult to see examples 
of these changes in a lifetime, is something of a conundrum. The peppered 
moth in England shines a light squarely on evolution, showing that in a matter 
of a few decades, this species appears to morph from being light in color to 
taking on a darker hue as a result of the pollution brought on by the Industrial 
Revolution and its effect on the trees in the English countryside. This event is 
rare in that evolution as a rule, of the most minor detail, can take thousands, if 
not millions, of years to present itself on a visual scale. To believers and non-
believers alike, the account of the peppered moth clearly shows, in the span of 
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a human lifetime that evolution can and does happen. 
The differences that one sees on the surface of such a marriage of 

vinegar and oil, the conviction of faith and the law of science that blocks our 
every turn, are strangely similar if viewed from under the right light. These 
differences, if ignored and swept under the rug for another day, will inevitably 
crack the foundations of each ideology. The differences must be recognized 
and understood in order to maintain the course of humanity, to continue on the 
macrocosm that we travel so precariously. Somewhere between the scientific 
question of how the universe exists and the religious question of why the 
universe exists, tolerance, open-mindedness and respect prevail to reveal a new 
day of understanding. As each new day dawns, the omnipresent rays of the sun 
peek over the endless horizon, and the obligation is to stay the course, always 
respectful, ever mindful, remaining steadfast on a road to a most harmonious 
collaboration. To see life on a cosmic level, one in which evolution and belief 
twirl round and round in a grandiose dance of vinegar and oil, will ensure the 
continuity of all who partake.
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“Children are made readers in the laps of their parents.” 

—Emily Buchwald
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Writing Is Blood
Malia Battafarano

Hemingway said
That writing’s not hard
You just sit at a typewriter
And bleed

So here is my blood
Drink up my life
Leave me a carcass

Writing is blood
It flows through my veins
And circulates from my heart

And sometimes it spills
On sidewalks and streets
And others take it from the ground

They hold fast to my words
And let them
Circulate with their own
Keep my blood flowing
Keep my heart going
Let me live

So drink up my blood
let it flow through your veins
and when I’m dead
keep me living

Give it away
to the world
as I did
Let it circulate
‘round and ‘round
And though I am gone



40

Fine Lines :: Summer 2015

I’ll be with you
and though I am dead
I will live

Four :: Chandra Magar
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Jesus in Grief:
Inspired By Matthew 14

Elly Biederman

As usual this morning, the newly risen sun 
is shining on a gathering of day laborers and 
early risers. With hope, they hang on the words 
of this new prophet, Jesus.

I stand among the laborers, waiting for someone to hire me. All I dare to 
hope is that I will have work, so that I can live one more day. I’m thinking, 
“What’s the use of prophets? They just raise false hopes and make trouble with 
the powers that be. Oh, well, there is nothing better to do. I’ll keep an eye on 
these people. It could be entertaining.”

I watch as Jesus heals one person here and tells a teaching story there to 
a small group clustered near him. The thud of running feet and the whooshing 
of flapping robes breaks the peace of our gathering. A number of disciples of 
John the Baptist slow to a loping walk and push their way through the crowd 
to Jesus. A hush falls among us, as we wait to hear what they have so urgently 
come to tell. 

One of John’s disciples begins, “Yesterday, at King Herod’s birthday 
party, our leader was beheaded.  We’ve just come from burying his body.”

“Now, this is entertaining,” I mutter under my breath. “Wasn’t I just 
thinking that prophets are good for nothing but trouble?”

The light drains from Jesus’s eyes. His head drops to his chest, and a great 
shudder rolls down his body. It is as if the sun’s flame is snuffed out. As the 
shudder reaches Jesus’s feet, he bounds into a little fishing boat and pushes off 
into the sea.

Shocked by the rapid turn of events, we are frozen in place. Someone calls 
out, “What’s happening?”

Another repeats the news, “Herod has beheaded our prophet, John the 
Baptist.”

Word rumbles through the crowd like a hurricane. “O-oh,” they groan. 
“Has the Kingdom of Heaven come to an end? John is dead! Jesus has just 
sailed away! We have no leader! Who will heal us now?”

Someone near the shore yells, “I see where Jesus is headed.” As one body, 
we turn to follow his voice. Then we run, no, we stampede to follow.

A few minutes later, the slower ones among us stop to catch our breath. 
As we resume our trek at an almost leisurely pace, the question circulates, 
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“Has Jesus gone for good? Will we find him? If we do find him, will he pay 
attention to us anymore?”

One of the faster members of our crowd returns with this report: “We 
hurried along until we saw the boat docked along the shore. Jesus was standing 
in the boat with his arms raised toward the heavens. Heart rending groans 
proceeded from his mouth. Then, he faced the shore and stepped out of the 
boat. He saw the mob of us and immediately came our way. It is just like it 
was this morning. Jesus is busy healing our sick.”

What a relief! Jesus not only tends to each and every one of us. He seems 
glad to do it. In our hearts, we shout, “Hurrah, we have not been abandoned.”

While we wait for Jesus to attend to those near us, people share stories of 
the great deeds done by John the Baptist and by Jesus. Hope is rekindled.

Now the sun is getting low in the sky. A new and rather quiet rumble of 
people walking as a group captures our attention. It is Jesus’s disciples coming 
to him with a common sense warning, “It is getting late in the day. These 
people are getting hungry. Let us send them into the nearby towns to get some 
food to eat.”

Jesus answers them, saying, “You give them food to eat.” And they 
complain, “What? We have only five small loaves of bread and a couple of 
fish. That’s not nearly enough for this huge crowd.”

“Make them sit down in groups of fifty or one hundred,” commands Jesus. 
So, they seat us in groups and return to Jesus. He is now blessing the little 
bundle of food given by the disciples. Before we know it, the disciples are 
passing around baskets of bread and fish. There is enough to feed each of us, 
even though we are so many. 

Oh, what joyful hopes we share now. How thankful we are. Some among 
us begin to weave baskets from the grasses we had smashed flat walking 
to this place earlier in the day. Mothers send their larger children around to 
collect the leftovers and place them into the baskets. Yet, others place this 
offering of filled baskets into the hands of Jesus’s disciples. 

We watch as the disciples graciously accept our gift and count the 
proceeds. We notice Jesus speak to them once more. They immediately climb 
into their boat, as if on command, and sail away.

Jesus turns to face us and directs us to return to our homes. Reluctantly, 
my neighbors begin to amble back the way they had come. Those few who 
look up notice that Jesus’s disciples are already some distance out on the water. 

I am overcome with awe. How could this Jesus be both so extremely 
grieved and yet be so able to comfort, feed, and heal people? And all in the 
same day?

I stay to watch. I must see what makes this Jesus tick. I hide my tired 
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body under a bush at the foot of the nearest hill and wait. Finally, the crowd 
disperses. Jesus is alone along the shore as the twilight deepens into night.

From my hiding place, I watch as Jesus climbs the highest hill. I hear him 
say, “My Father,” as he walks. There is groaning, there is faint singing. Then 
there is silence. The silence continues. At last, I fall asleep. 

Much later, a brisk, chilling breeze wakes me to see only pitch-black 
darkness. “Oh, what a dummy, I am,” I think. “I’ve missed Jesus completely.”

A clap of thunder and flash of lightning near the shore jolt me to my feet. 
To my surprise, I spy Jesus standing on the shore, tall against the threatening 
waves. He is smiling in the direction of something he sees out in the water. 
The wind whips his clothing around his body and his hair around his face. 
Jesus’s smile grows wider as the lightning reveals the sail of a boat tossing in 
the water. Jesus steps out eagerly. Waves hurry to take their turn anointing his 
feet or embracing his shoulders as he strides forward.  “Does nothing stop this 
man?” I watch until he is hidden in the waves and darkness. 

 “One day I looked into the mirror and thought, ‘Where 

did that old man come from?’ Then, I realized he was 

me, and all I wanted to do was work.” 

–Federico Fellini, director
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Story of a “Bee”
Michell Blodgett

I have never been so far from home, as I 
was when I set foot onto the scorched, arid, 
sands of Kuwait. When I stepped off the C-17, 
the heat engulfed me; the domineering wind 
pelted my face with stinging pellets of dust 
particles, threatening my eyes. I was corralled with the rest of my battalion in a 
holding place just outside of camp. Hurry up and wait. A phrase learned early 
in one’s military career. We were surrounded by camo-covered bunkers; the 
cobalt sky peeked through tattered overhangs, and the sound of large aircraft 
engines screamed in the background. This was the reststop on our way to 
where we would spend the next six months of our lives, Afghanistan. 

I am a Seabee. Not many know what that word means, but I am very 
proud to be associated with this group. The Bees are the construction force 
of the Navy. We are called on for a myriad of duties, humanitarian relief, 
rebuilding nations after natural catastrophes, and assisting on and off the battle 
field. We are trained in combat, and our motto is “We build. We fight.” On 
this deployment, our battalion had many missions to accomplish, but I was 
assigned to the water-well team. My crew was tasked with drilling for water 
in a land known for desiccation. We knew it would not be a cakewalk, but we 
were eager to undertake the tasks apportioned to us. 

“Line it up!” our company commander ordered. It was time to issue 
weapons. As I awaited my turn, I felt a sting of nausea in the depths of my 
abdomen. I took my clammy hand and swept cold sweat off my brow. The 
realization of where I was and what I was doing was setting in. I had been 
suppressing my anxiety about deploying to a war zone for the past four 
months. I felt there was no use in worrying about it, but at that moment all 
the fear of uncertainty engulfed me. The feeling lasted a moment. One of 
my best abilities, which I am very grateful for, is to be able to adapt to any 
circumstance as it presents itself. There are many different levels of fear; we as 
humans are perceptive of this emotion to assess life and death situations, and 
fear can be useful. I have had a great many “sphincter-puckering” moments, 
and it seemed that during those times, I performed my best. I took my M16 in 
my hands; it would become a part of me, another extremity. After attaching 
and adjusting my sling, I moved on to explore the camp we were occupying. 

Kuwait, at the time I was there, was not an immediate danger zone. It 
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was a bit more relaxed. There was not much to look at, surrounded in the 
middle of no-where, just sand and dust as far as you could see. The facilities 
were somewhat built up, and there were running toilets and working showers, 
always a plus. Since we were in transition, we had a bit of down time. I used 
this time to sleep, because it was too hot to do much of anything else, and once 
we laid boots on the ground in Kandahar, we would be lucky if we got a full 
five or six hours of uninterrupted slumber. We stayed in Kuwait for a couple 
of days, and before we knew it, we were shuffling onto a C-130, an in-country 
aircraft definitely not made for human comfort.   

We piled into the military’s airborne workhorse and sat decked out in full 
gear. Our bullet-proof vests weighed about fifty pounds and left little room 
in between us. We looked as if we were no more than cargo, neatly stacked 
together between the meshwork. These plane rides always felt the longest: 
no way of stretching out, no way to rest our heads, and definitely no in-flight 
movies. We flew into Kandahar, Afghanistan, at night. The flight was dark, and 
after a bumpy 2 ½ hours, we were wheels-down. As I stepped off the aircraft, 
the cool night air surprised me. I realized how little I knew about this country. 
I assumed we would be constantly sweating from the heat of a tenacious 
dessert land. The reality of our surroundings was that of a mountainous range. 
The valleys, encumbered with infertile rock and soil, allowed the dust to haze 
and form thick clouds around the base. Once we all departed the plane, we 
were herded into a small building; this is where we would hear the in-country 
brief, a lecture of what would be expected of us, and all the rules we needed 
to know before we could set up camp. This made for a very long night. It 
was somewhere around 2 a.m., when we finished the brief and set out for our 
accommodations. 

We entered the area where our battalion would be housed; at least, 
we were in somewhat hardened buildings and not tents. Each small room 
contained a unit for heat/air and a couple beds with real mattresses, not just 
canvas cots. For my team, we would only get to have these luxuries for a few 
weeks. I located my room, and even though a female in the military does have 
perks, there are so few of us that we are able to spread out. I almost always 
had my own room, where the men would have to share with two or three 
others. Tiny lodgings piled high with all their gear, makes for an incredibly 
uncomfortable stay. I did not envy them. Finally, we settled down for a few 
hours of sleep, and too tired to grasp the realization of where I was, I instantly 
passed out.

“DDDDDDDDDDDD……d d d d d d,” The sound flung me from my 
coma. I never heard anything so disturbing. It was as if a fifty caliber machine 
gun had been fired outside my door. A steady stream of bullets hailed, followed 
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by the bang of the shots piercing into a hillside. Panicked, I crouched on the 
floor and waited for sirens to go off, indicating we were being attacked. My 
mind flourished, and then my senses came to me. I was certain that the sound 
had come from the sky, and I knew the enemy was not equipped with that 
kind of weaponry. I concluded that it was a test fire from an AC-130, pissed at 
the fact that anyone would have the audacity to run a test at 3 a.m. I covered 
my head with pillows and tried to sleep. The next day, I found out that I was 
exactly right, a test fire. A warning would have been nice, and they could have 
added that to the briefing when we arrived! As the weeks passed, I would like 
to say that I got use to these insufferable echoes rattling in my head night after 
night, but I never did, not even a little. 

Although we were trained on what to do during rocket and mortar attacks, 
the first experience of an actual occurrence of one can be confusing and 
alarming. I thought that when I would hear the sirens in the country for the first 
time, I would hear the typical shrill sound of loud obnoxious horns. Instead a 
very polite, British accented, female voice broadcast over the intercom system. 
Along with sirens, “Rocket Attack…..Rocket Attack…..Rocket Attack.” It 
was eerie. All I could think about was playing the video game Resident Evil, 
a similarly creepy voice is used to guide you through a slew of flesh eating 
zombies. In the moment of time I was in, everything felt a bit apocalyptic. 

The drill is to, at first sound of the alarm and no matter where you are, 
lie face down on the ground and cover your head with your hands. After two 
minutes pass, run to the nearest bunker. The bunkers were slabs of concrete 
squared together to make small tunnel-like encasements. Everyone piled into 
them. Sometimes, we were sandwiched in. After the, now all too familiar, 
mysterious woman called “All Clear,” we would have to find our leaders 
and be accounted for. At times, we would be hit two or three times a night. 
The base was so big that most of the time we did not know where the attack 
occurred. It was easy to quickly become complacent. After a week on the base, 
a rocket attack was more of just an annoyance than a scare. This complacency 
would follow me to other bases I traveled to in Afghanistan. However, I would 
learn how that thinking can get us hurt or worse. 

Our first mission was to drill a well on a remote Romanian camp, 
nearly 100 miles from Kandahar. This distance seems meager when I think 
of traveling on U.S. roads, but when faced with driving down narrow, 
unimproved highways with the challenge of keeping a long convoy of trucks, 
trailers, and equipment together, and not knowing if we would run over an 
improvised explosive device (IED) that 100 miles can take hours. I was tasked 
to drive a seven-ton flatbed truck, over loaded with twenty-tons of steel pipe, 
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and hauling a huge air compressor trailer. With all that weight, I could only 
accelerate up to sixty mph at best. 

We left our home base, before any respectfully sane person would be 
awake, and slowly shoved off into the murky, dark morning. Our route took 
us through a few small villages. As we passed, children would run along the 
road after us, waving and giving a thumbs up signal. It was not a gesture of 
welcome. I soon realized they were motioning us to throw water to them. It 
made me think of the parades enjoyed by thousands in America, where loads 
of trinkets and candy are tossed into the crowd of happy onlookers. We were 
no parade, and there was no denying the desperation on the dusty, emaciated 
faces of those kids. 

Once the sun ascended to its perch unleashing the unrelenting heat of the 
day, the road quickly became animated with small rusty cars and mopeds that 
death-defiantly dodged in and out of traffic. There were donkeys, sluggishly 
trotting along the highway, and what are known as “jingle trucks,” vibrantly 
decorated, piled to the sky, and brimming over with any material imaginable. It 
was a comical sight and seemed to violate the laws of physics. When we were 
not avoiding collisions with the assortment of traffic, we were trying to focus 
on what we trained for. We knew of the possibility that any part of that broken, 
depleted highway could explode. Keeping our minds focused on the possible 
threats interring beneath the surface, especially after hours in a stifling, 
uncomfortable truck, can be the greatest challenge. 

Our final stint of the journey ended at the top of a large plateau, after 
making it up a steep, treacherous incline, and all of our vehicles and equipment 
made it to our destination. We parked and off-loaded the immediate necessities 
and found our way to the barracks. The relatively small base had plenty 
of unused accommodations, but the catch was the water trucked in once a 
week was scarce. We had plenty of bottled water for drinking, but showers 
and running toilets were a luxury. It just so happened that the nearest porta-
potty was a five minute walk away. I remember the first time I woke up in 
the middle of the night, with an urgency to go, as if I were holding back 
Niagara Falls. I opened the door ready to “Forest Gump it” to the latrine. I 
was so enamored with discomfort, I hardly noticed the three inches of snow 
blanketing the ground.

About fifteen feet from the door, I had to assess the situation and came to 
the conclusion that the only solution was to hunker down in the closest bunker 
and handle nature. Come to find out the guys were doing the same thing all the 
time. I took note that if an imminent attack were to happen, I would steer clear 
of that bunker. 
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For the next few weeks, we worked around the clock in shifts. The 
weather turned cold, then frigid, and we endured thunder-snow, and half of the 
time our equipment froze over. When drilling water wells, mud is used to keep 
the bits cool and flush out the debris from the hole. It is made from water and 
chemicals and looks like mud. We were covered in it, head to toe every night. 
It was difficult to stay dry, and when the temperature drops to a -2 degrees 
F., we had no choice but to continue the mission at hand. We called this 
“embracing the suck.” The best we could do was to keep the coffee flowing 
and our little burn barrel near the worksite blazing. 

There were many unpleasant discomforts on top of that hill, but I will 
never forget the peace and solitude I felt on some nights. I never felt so close 
to the universe, as I did on that tranquil, discreet minute base. The night sky 
shrouded me with twinkly little treasures. It reminded me of how insignificant 
we are in the big picture of life. It reminded me that mankind and all of his 
accomplishments could be wiped out in moments, and no one out there would 
be the wiser, of all the knowledge we acquired, all the wars we fought, the 
lives lost out of ignorance and hate, all the great writings, art, leaders, and 
heroes, just gone. It was in that humbling moment that I questioned humanity. 
“Are we really a superior species? Is this the best we can do?” The undeniable 
truth is that the world is full of suffering, violence, greed, and ignorance. We 
have a long way to go until we can truly be superior; it would take humans 
maximizing their individual potential, and then collaborating together, in order 
to discover what we are truly capable of. 

We completed our mission in about a month, and by this time, the brief 
winter season was giving way to the sweltering desert heat. We had effectively 
drilled through some of the worst conditions imaginable, and our well was 
very successful. Finding water in a place known for desiccation brings a 
sense of accomplishment and pride. I feel grateful to have been a part of that 
mission. Maybe, this was only one well, but it would bring life sustaining 
water to hundreds of people. We packed our trucks and waited for our security 
team to escort our convoy back to Kandahar. Our next mission would not be as 
simple. 

Our convoy arrived safely at our home base; we were welcomed by the 
unmistaken aroma of a radiating cesspool, commonly known to base locals as, 
The Poo Pond. On warmer days, its stench could reach well outside the base. 
Passers by the pond can take a photo on the make-shift beach where a fake life 
guard post sits along with a few plastic pink flamingos. I ran a couple of 5k 
races that seemed to be close to the pond, and when the wind hit just right, my 
eyes would burn, and I would have to bend over in dramatic dry heaves.    

It was several weeks before we heard of another well that we would be 



49

Fine Lines :: Summer 2015

tasked with. This time it was considered high priority and turned into a critical 
operation. We had less than a couple of days to ready all of our equipment and 
supplies. The location would be a small Army post deep in the mountains. Our 
crew would not be driving on the convoy, as we did the prior mission; this time 
we were to fly out on a C-130, land at a remote camp, and await a Chinook 
helicopter to take us to another location where a smaller chopper would drop 
us at our destination. We base hopped. Our crew was split up, and we were 
stuck at one base for a few days at a time. The excitement of the journey was 
wearing thin, as we were told to be ready to fly and drag all of our gear to the 
loading dock, wait for hours, only to be told that the flight was postponed for a 
day. 

One of the bases we were stranded on was a hotspot. My roommate and 
I just found our hooch where we would be set up, and we had yet to check 
our surroundings, find showers, and the latrines. Exhausted from the trip, we 
decided to lie down first. It was then that a colossal force threw me off of my 
cot, and I landed awkwardly on the floor, but my vest and helmet were right 
beside me. I put them on and grabbed my rifle. The sirens were now coming 
into focus, but I did not notice that my hearing temporarily was disabled. The 
rocket hit about fifty meters from us. Our next move was to find the nearest 
bunker, which would not have been an issue, had we gotten our bearings when 
we first arrived. Instead, we were too worried about resting. We had no clue 
where the protective bunker was. As the only females on our crew, we were 
separated from the men’s barracks. They did not know where we were and vice 
versa. 

We finally found a bunker, and one of our guys happened to be there, too. 
He had been searching for us. After the all clear, our leaders decided it would 
be safer if we stayed together. That particular base was known for assaults, a 
danger for any woman where ever she goes in the military, but here, there were 
reports of attacks even on men. This is difficult to imagine when everyone is 
carrying a loaded weapon. When joint operations with several other countries 
are involved, no one can be too careful. Our crew had become a family, so 
sticking together was the safest plan. We spent the next couple of months in 
close vicinity. 

After a week, we finally made it to the tiny base. We were there, but all 
of our equipment and supplies were still en-route. We did not know when 
they would arrive; unfortunately, it would not arrive for a couple more weeks. 
Everything up until this point had been moving so fast, the work was steady 
and tiring, and there was not much down time. Now that everything was 
on hold, homesickness was consuming me. As a mother of two children, 
being away from my babies never gets easier. I was free to let myself dwell 
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on everything I was missing out on at home. What holidays would pass? 
What school performances would I miss? Would I get to hear their voices on 
Mother’s Day? The outpost we were on did not have much for communicating 
back home. It was very difficult to receive mail; anything sent to us would be 
held at home base until we got back. I could not wait to start drilling. 

The convoy arrived mid-morning, and it was more than relieving. We set 
up our drill site in record time; we did not waste a moment getting started. 
Everything was back on track. The weather was cooperating with us as well. 
The sun shined most days, and the nights were clear; we did not need a 
flashlight to get around. A few of us would hang out in the trucks at night and 
watch movies on our laptops. One night, we were interrupted by a firefight. 
The entrance was attacked. It was safer to stay in the armored trucks, so we 
sat there and watched as fifty-caliber rounds flew above us. It was terrifyingly 
beautiful. I put my headphones on to drown out the sounds of the machine 
gun blasts and watched in dismay and wonderment. When the fight was over, 
we were told that while the base was under fire, an IED hit an Army convoy 
not far from us. They did not give details, but we knew someone was mortally 
wounded; it is base policy to turn off all communications until the family is 
contacted. Again, we were reminded of our surroundings; that could have been 
any of us out there. The next day, we were back at work, with even more of a 
drive to complete this mission. 

After another month of slimy mud, grit in my mouth, eye-stinging 
sweat, along with perseverance and commitment to duty, we finished the job. 
Another success. We wrapped up and awaited the chain of helicopter rides 
back to Kandahar. The deployment would soon come to a close, and our entire 
battalion, around five hundred people would all make it home safely. We were 
fortunate to be unscathed; however, we were changed. Soldiers who serve 
their country, in whatever form that may be, have their own stories. I would go 
back and do it all again, if that was needed of me. Going into a war zone, not 
knowing what will happen at any given moment, made me grow as a human. I 
am grateful to have had the opportunity to volunteer with my fellow Seabees, 
to do our part for our country. War is never a good thing. It breeds hatred, lies, 
conspiracy, and death. Some frown upon the military and what they do. I am 
thankful to be able to tell this story; it is only a small example of the many 
challenging, rewarding things the military does. I am proud to have served 
with the men and women who signed their lives away, so others would not 
have to.  
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The Pinnacle of Life 
Sheila Boerner

Which moment was best
the young ones ask
Is it the courting or the loving?

Is it the bearing or the caring
   for babes and children?

Might it be following them
   from kindergarten to college?

Is it witnessing their own bringing forth life?
Where does it peak, 

the experience, the sharing,
the witnessing of God’s love?

In our own family
the great grandparent and the great grandchild

passing ancient life to new life.
The experienced to the uncharted,

unseen, unfelt.
Where will it end and where begin?
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“Books”
Richard deBurry

(The following was written by Richard deBury in 1344 more than 100 years 
before the invention of printing and was later published in 1474.)

These are the masters 
who instruct us without rods and ferules, 
without hard words and anger, 
without clothes and money. 

If you approach them, they are not asleep; 
if investigating, you interrogate them, 
they conceal nothing; 
if you mistake them, they never grumble; 
if you are ignorant, they cannot laugh at you. 

The library, therefore, of wisdom 
is more precious than all riches, 
and nothing that can be wished for 
is worthy to be compared with it. 

Whosoever, therefore, acknowledges himself 
to be a zealous follower of truth, 
of happiness, of wisdom, of science, 
or even of the faith, must of necessity 
make himself a lover of books.
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…MINE…
Terri Lynn Brewer 

Powerful words are not written on the pages of 
a book…
…Power words are in my heart…
…Difficult to words say…

But they are my powerful written words…
…Powerful words I write each day…every day… I then…
...Listen closely…

I feel life giving words…powerful…life giving…
…I leave these powerful words to resonate thru me with rhythm… 
….While angels sing…

Now I move through my life…seeing a future unknown…
…MINE…powerful words…inside me…
…And I must listen…closely… 

For All my powerful words…engraved in my heart…
…No more waiting…
…Let it be and be me …my Life…ME…

A given fact these powerful words in my heart…
…I have to make written so you will hear me…
…Waiting…for love …

All my journeys through written words inside…
…Mine…powerful inside my heart
…I write them down…in my heart…

Written down…my voice for others to see…to hear…to feel… 
…Be my receiver…I am the giver of…
…Powerful words…written
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My Decision to Attend Medical School
Moises Cardenas

Every year, the number of college graduates going to medical school 
continues to increase. Although it is beneficial to our society, it makes me 
wonder why they are choosing to embark on such a lengthy and rigorous 
career path. I am one of those people who aspire to attend medical school after 
graduating from college. Ever since I was a child, I would tell my parents that 
I would one day be a doctor, and I would be so successful that they would no 
longer have to work as hard as they do. This was a way for me to make my 
parents feel as if their sacrifices were not in vain. In reality, I was not sure I 
wanted to be a doctor. My real desire to attend medical school did not surface 
until after I endured both my parents’ poor health conditions and developed an 
interest in helping others through my volunteer work.

I was only eight years old when Mom was taken to the hospital in an 
ambulance due to extreme chest pain. We waited at the hospital while she 
received endless tests. After the doctors reviewed the results, they had to give 
us the disappointing news that she was anemic. Unfortunately, they were not 
sure the diagnosis was the cause of the chest pain. They went on to explain 
how this would alter her life and all the steps she would have to take in order 
to control it. My mom did everything she was instructed, but she still suffered 
from chest pains that would leave her in tears from time to time. The doctors 
predicted this would happen and advised her to seek help if the pain began 
to cause her to faint. I thought no one else in my life would ever go through 
something like that, but I was wrong.

Dad works for a construction company, so work is scarce during the 
winter. Not many people get to work enough hours, and this put a lot of stress 
on him. I was a freshman in high school, and as I walked into our house after 
school one day, I noticed my mom and aunt sitting in our living room. They 
both had looks of despair. They proceeded to tell me that my dad suffered 
a seizure and was in the hospital waiting to have surgery. He had been 
diagnosed with a brain tumor that needed to be removed. I couldn’t help but 
feel hopeless once again. It overcame me just as it had when my mom was 
taken to the hospital a few years back. The doctors explained the procedure 
and all the risks that came with it, when we arrived at the hospital. There were 
three possible outcomes: my dad would awake and eventually recover to a 
normal state, he would lose the ability to speak, or he would not come out of 
the operating room alive. Time was not on my side that day, because seven 
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hours felt like an eternity. I sensed a surge of happiness when the doctor said 
everything had gone well. The entire hospital staff had been helpful throughout 
the entire time we were there, and it was noticeable.

Helping others has always brought an immense amount of satisfaction 
to me, so I try to do it as much as possible. I was involved in clubs during 
high school, which allowed me to help my fellow classmates enjoy their 
high school experience. I was a member of student council and National 
Honor Society. I helped with the planning of homecoming, as well as, other 
events that we held throughout the year. Outside of school, I was involved in 
a bipartisan organization that helped spread awareness of the importance of 
voting throughout areas in the community with low turnouts. Weeks before 
the election, we made flyers that provided more understandable information 
on each candidate and what they were proposing. We would also help guide 
those who did not know how to register to vote. To my surprise, the number 
of people who do not vote is very large. Some people put it aside only because 
they have no idea how to register, or they believe their vote will not count.

The health issues my parents had to endure as I grew up and my yearning 
to help people helped me decide a career in medicine would be an appropriate 
path. Even though it’s different for every person who decides to go to medical 
school, we all have had events in our lives that influenced our decision. There 
is an anticipated shortage of doctors, so schools around the country have been 
expanding and admitting more people. I am immensely happy to be one more 
person who chooses to take advantage of the opportunities offered by these 
institutions. 
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Soldier
David Catalan

Escape, stability,  
and some knowledge of the world
Passage from certain chaos  
to temporary structure
For many of us military service  
was the one option
To exploit the benefits of knowing the source of the next meal
The U.S. Army welcomed Latinos into its ranks
With high school completed and no immediate prospects
The military beckoned and I went
From Compton to Fort Ord to Heidelberg to Paris
From budding teenager to regimented young man
From dreamer to the real new world - Europe
I felt immersed in history and centuries old traditions
Where I could look at a 360-degree scenario
And yet experience the comfort of
Diversity in people, places, and realities
Growth within a protective uniform
Which gave me confidence and identity
And direction toward new learnings and human interactions
To fill the empty layers of a fragmented young life
Finding personal fulfillment in inspections and close-order drills
Capped with a hike to the Konigstuhle
Overlooking the Neckar River and up the Philosophers’ Road
Meeting Hildegard and visiting her home in Neustadt
Then returning to the serenity of a womb-like barracks bunk
Existential parallels in a quiet space before Vietnam
And experiencing first-hand the reconstructed venues of WWII
This was Heidelberg where I wore a uniform by day
And traded American cigarettes for a glorious German dinner
During evenings infused with the magic of youthful certainty
That was then and memories still find hidden passageways
To today’s robotic consciousness
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My Safe Haven
Neil Chaparro

Walking down the driveway, there are 
noticeable cracks in the cement, which are 
visible through the shade provided by two 
gargantuan Carob trees. At the base of the 
driveway sits a well-constructed basketball hoop. 
This hoop, while it may seem like an everyday basketball hoop, holds a special 
meaning to me. When I was seven years old, I remember being up on the roof 
of the house above the garage, following instructions from my grandfather. 
“That bolt goes there! No, there--dummy!” I would just laugh. Laughing holds 
a special significance to me also, for the simple fact my childhood consisted of 
few smiles.

My parents divorced when I was two, and I didn’t get a chance to meet 
my father until I was ten years old. Throughout my early years, my mother’s 
boyfriends were physically and verbally abusive to me. Now, I’m not talking 
your usual “smack on the butt”; what I’m describing here is getting hit in the 
face with a closed fist, knees on my shoulders pinning me down, while yelling 
at me, “You’re going to be a loser, just like your dad!” 

This is something I grew used to when I was a kid. I thought all parents 
were like this. I remember going to a friend’s house in first grade after school 
one day and noticed how nice his mother was. She was so generous, offering 
me snacks with a bright smile that I can still recall to this day. I asked my 
friend, “Is she always this nice?” 

He looked back at me in confusion and responded with a quick, “Umm, 
yes.” 

I was astonished. While my childhood was filled with abuse, it was also 
filled with the unconditional love of my grandpa. He essentially raised me. His 
house was the only place in my life that I have ever truly felt safe. We would 
watch the History Channel together, play poker, and he even taught me how to 
read the newspaper. His house is where I learned the importance of “family,” 
along with knowing that it’s okay for men to show emotions and express 
themselves. My grandma told me I was the “son he never had.” He had three 
girls but always wanted a son. I was his son.

When I was twelve, my mom forced me to go to California to live with 
my dad. I remember my grandpa being in tears, sobbing like a baby when it 
was time for us to say our goodbyes. I recall the stubble on his face, the force 
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of his hug, and the tears moving like a river current down his face. 
Whenever I left him, if only for a few weeks, I would always write him 

a short note on a sticky pad. It would say; “I love you, Grandpa. I love you 
so much, and I’m going to miss you.” Upon arriving back from California, I 
remember seeing that little note I wrote him framed and sitting next to his bed. 
This man WAS my hero, and most of our memories took place on West 11th 
Street, in Fremont, Nebraska. I cannot remember a bad memory in his house.

When I was seventeen, the worst day of my life occurred. I got a call at 
school and had to go to the office. Initially, I thought to myself; “What the hell 
did I do this time?” I thought this because going to the office was a frequent 
occurrence to my class-clown ways. Upon arriving in the office, I noticed 
something wasn’t right. My football coach was in the office and had a grim 
look on his face. He said; “Neil, it’s your mom; I think it’s something about 
your grandpa.” My grandpa, who had been in the hospital for two weeks prior 
to this call, was the reason for the principal calling me to the office. 

Coach handed me the phone. On the other end was my distraught mother. 
Through the cries and tears I made out the words: “Neil, Grandpa----he’s 
dead.” My knees buckled, and my current life was over. My knees literally 
gave out, and my coach had to catch me in mid-fall to prevent me from hitting 
the floor. My everything, the only father figure I’d ever known, my rock, my 
protector was gone.

Since his passing, it is extremely difficult for me to go back to the house 
in which I was molded. I still honor my grandpa, writing poems celebrating his 
life. While he may be physically deceased to the world, to me, he is still very 
much alive. 
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Getting to College
Cassandra Chapman

Getting to college has been one of my happiest endeavors. I never knew, 
growing up, that I would wait so long, but I am here now, and that is all 
that matters. I have always been told that I was intelligent, and test scores 
supported this, but my history is one of neglect when it came to my education. 
I have been out of the classroom environment for fifteen years. I made my 
first step back towards school when I passed my GED exams last December. 
In a matter of a week, I had what I needed to enroll in an institution of higher 
learning.

I always loved to learn. I realized that the majority of my problems in 
life stemmed from miscommunication, inability to and an unwillingness 
to communicate. I acquired a passion for language. I knew key phrases in 
multiple languages: written, spoken and sign. I also became well-versed in 
Spanish in particular.

My first detour away from education would have been when I got 
pregnant at sixteen. I had my first child at seventeen and my second at 
eighteen. At first, I tried to juggle a formal education, but with children 
I eventually gave up. I was blessed to maintain my love of languages by 
teaching my children English, Spanish, and sign language. I felt sign language 
was most important, because it bridges the gap between verbal and nonverbal 
communication, creating a more harmonious environment.

When I was twenty, I turned to drugs. In this environment, everything 
changed. I became aware that intelligence is intimidating, unless you are using 
it to get more of whatever is needed. An uncle of mine, being who he was, 
always had some entrepreneurship going on. When I was twenty, it was selling 
cars in Mexico. I had found my niche and started selling stolen cars. When 
I was twenty-three, God opened up a door that led me to Nebraska. I was 
delivered from the criminal consequences of being involved in the largest auto 
theft ring in San Diego, CA, County. His divine intervention finally sank in. 
Six years later, I am determined to turn this gift positive.

In January of 2012, I was diagnosed with Bell’s palsy. The entire right 
side of my face was frozen. I had to tape my eye shut to sleep at night, and I 
drooled when I drank. I could hardly speak. Eventually, I came out of that and 
was able to enunciate again, although I still cannot whistle. This was a very 
scary time for me. I was now aware that life could throw anything it wanted 
at me. This made me reevaluate my educational goals. Originally, I desired 
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to study sign language, but I am clumsy and could not base a livelihood 
providing for my family on my extremities. 

My course of study will lead me to a career in Spanish translation. I plan 
to get reconnected to the Local 22 union and translate in various areas of 
construction. I believe this environment will help me grow and cultivate my 
ethics in relation to translating. I desire the opportunity to help in other social 
service areas; homeless shelters and community outreach programs are where 
my heart is. I know hearing disturbing information is part of this area, and 
I would not want to be unprepared when I finally have a chance to make a 
difference.

I am thirty years old, just starting college, and am happy about it. I will 
no longer let myself be the one who never lived up to her potential. I have a 
talent and a passion for learning that I will not let go to waste. Languages are 
important, and Spanish is what I can share. I believe that the good Lord has 
given me my knowledge and experience to help others. There is a long road 
ahead, and this is my first step.

 “What is life? It is the flash of a firefly in the night. 

It is the breath of a buffalo in the wintertime.  

It is the little shadow which runs across the grass  

and loses itself in the sunset.”

-last words of Blackfoot warrior Crowfoot



61

Fine Lines :: Summer 2015

Ten Minutes of Peace:
Overcoming Blind Ignorance

Joshua Chito

Far from perfect, yet perfect as I am in this moment, I spend hours every 
day trying to achieve the impossible. Day in and day out, I am in a struggle 
with my own awareness. Feeling uncontrollable, I sense things that are not 
there and wake every night to a silence so deep that my ears ring. I rise to greet 
the day in a panic, cloudy and confused, dreading the drudgery of a life I no 
longer live. I wield imaginary weapons against an imaginary foe, run through 
corridors of buildings that I have never been in, and watch myself plummet to 
a swift end. Though, once I realize where I am, and when I am, I can face my 
suffering with compassion and understanding. Through simple, quantifiable, 
tangible practice, I have taught myself that action is important. I have begun to 
experience things as they are, here and now, in this moment, by breathing air.

To some who may be deaf and blind to such things, inhaling is a 
fundamental process of homeostasis. This means, that in order to keep on 
living, I have to keep on breathing, indefinitely. That said, would it not make 
sense that like many other functions in our daily lives, breathing should be a 
priority? I say this because the majority of the people I know and respect scoff 
at the notion of meditation, yet they are already performing the fundamentals 
of it every day by breathing, eating, walking, sitting, and drinking; these are 
things we do all day, yet we give no time, especially for them, at the forefront 
of our consciousness. This is because, “meditation” is a bifurcated word, torn 
between the world that is and the world that is presented to us.

The society in which we live - the government, churches, corporations 
and even schools - have agendas that you and I are not privy to. There are 
workings within workings, parts within parts, and we all do as we are told. 
It would not be in the best interest of those with any agendas for everyone to 
discover the truths of natural mental progression. This age of technological 
revolution has plugged us in and has us wired, sleeping less and less every 
year with addictions to stimulus running rampant and with disease, violence, 
fear and death filling our video feeds and ear buds. This world has become 
more connected, yet each individual is more isolated. I am not writing this 
to talk conspiracies and to poke insults at the government or any entity. I 
am bringing to light a structural need to bring people back to themselves, to 
relieve suffering at a base level, and to help people feel love and compassion 
for one another.
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I spent a long time in pain: mental, physical, emotional, and spiritual. 
After a short-lived high school experience, five years in the Army, and a bunch 
of dark years of self-torture, I have been living in a world that was not healthy 
for me, and I discovered the way other humans live is not the way I wish to 
live. Finding meditation has been the single most important discovery I made, 
since I resigned from the Army. The pain subsided, my life has progressed 
further than expected, and my suffering is at the lowest point in over a decade. 
Having been ruled by anxiety, fear, and anger for so long, at no point in my life 
did I ever believe that a few minutes a day of conscious effort, to be present in 
a moment, would change that.

Being present sounds obvious, and to some personalities it may seem 
redundant, feeling that they are already present in this moment. If we listen 
intently to those around us, there is little conversation about the moment in 
which we are speaking. Listen and we will see most people discussing past 
events or about events to come, about politics and religion, school and work, 
or about other people in other places. In this interconnected world, we have 
lost the ability to enjoy a moment, to get lost in true peace, to love someone as 
they are, right now. Someone might ask what I mean by “being present,” and I 
would tell them that it is as simple as it sounds.

I use to spend ten minutes every morning, facing a wall and sitting on 
the floor cross-legged breathing deeply. I focus on my breathing, in and out, 
until the soft, relaxed phone alarm goes off ten minutes later. If my mind 
shifts to something else during this practice, I gently and calmly bring it back, 
no regret or anger for the wandering mind. Breathing and sitting, focused 
in the moment, for just a few minutes a day. This seems like wasted time. 
Some might state, “Why do this practice for only ten minutes? What could 
that accomplish?” It accomplishes enough; all that is needed for change is a 
dedicated practice for enough time, on a regular basis. All I needed to make 
significant and substantial change in my life was that ten minutes.

A few months later, I am healthy again, attending college and working. 
I have rid myself of dozens of unhealthy habits like smoking and consuming 
inordinate amounts of caffeine; as well as dozens of illnesses caused by my 
poor diet, substance abuse, and depression. I sleep better, and I am at my 
lowest weight since I was in the Army. I have incorporated meditation into 
other aspects of my life. I meditate while I clean, cook, shower, brush my 
teeth, while waiting at the doctor’s office, and even parking far away from the 
market, so I can spend the five minutes walking there in deep focus. These 
little changes, these little bouts of meditation, will ultimately improve my life.

I write this essay in the hopes of helping others make the same change, 
to choose a moment in their lives, to focus on themselves for just ten minutes. 
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Breathing is free; we pay nothing to breathe the beautiful gift of life, yet hardly 
anyone takes a second to appreciate it. If every human took ten minutes to seek 
peace, every day, the world would be a much more beautiful place to live.

Gemini :: Amanda Caillau
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The Impact Music Had on Me
Faith Combs

Music is one of the most beautiful things 
mankind has ever created. It has been around 
as far as history can tell, always kept closely 
to people’s hearts. These beloved songs can 
come in many different forms: a famous piece 
of classical music, an energetic pop song, a heartfelt acoustic, a movie’s 
legendary theme, and a cheerful swing dance. Whether people love lyrics, 
the melodies, or it reminds them of great times, it is the one thing that almost 
anyone can relate to. With so many different styles existing, people can find 
a genre that satisfies their interests best, and when they do find their style of 
music, there is no doubt passion will follow. It has for me. Hearing my favorite 
songs encourages me to be the best I can be and gives me appreciation for my 
surroundings. Music has had a positive impact on me in many ways, and I 
know it has impacted the world, as well. 

There was a point in my life where I did not listen to music at all. I 
barely knew any artists, and I was okay with that. I had many other interests 
that filled my time with enjoyment, so music never crossed my mind. Then, 
one day during my fifth grade year, my mother got me my very own radio. I 
thought it was the coolest thing that I ever received. I found the perfect place 
for it in my room, the top of a bookshelf, and I plugged it into the wall. To 
figure out exactly how the new mechanism worked, I spent the next twenty 
minutes testing every button. When the first pop song I ever heard in my life 
started playing: “Love Song” by Sara Bareilles, I did not know what it was 
called or who sang it, but I remember having the greatest time dancing to it for 
that short two minutes it played. Listening to that one song sparked an interest 
in me. After listening, I made it my mission to find more songs on the radio to 
adore. I found many other enjoyable hits, but “Love Song” probably impacted 
me the most, then. The fun beat was mesmerizing. When I first heard the song, 
I thought the lyrics were hilarious. The artist kept telling this man she was not 
going to write him a love song just because he wanted her to. As silly as this 
sounds, that inspired me to push myself to work hard. I would always have the 
radio playing when I did school work, but when that song was on, I sang along 
with every lyric, and suddenly, I had enough motivation to work faster.

I listened to “Love Song” quite often, but when realization came that I 
might not hear it, again, I made it my mission to find it. When I found it, I was 
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overjoyed. I could listen to that song again and as many times as I wanted. 
That was the moment I realized I absolutely loved music. It encouraged me to 
do my best. 

“What a Wonderful World” by Louis Armstrong is one of the most 
inspiring songs I have heard in my life. Not only because of the lyrics but 
also the way he sings the song. Armstrong has an incredibly deep and moving 
voice. The weight of pain and sadness can be heard in his voice, but when he 
sings that song, he covers that weight with an overwhelming amount of joy. He 
shows everyone through the song that it is more than possible to be joyous and 
see the world as truly beautiful while still living in difficult times. Whenever I 
am going through something difficult, I just plug in my headphones and listen 
to the melody a couple of times. Even though it does not solve my problems, it 
gives me a push for greater self-esteem and makes me feel more confident that 
there is good in the world. 

People are focused on complaining about the negatives: corrupt systems, 
war, terrorism, discrimination, and crime; they cannot see the good that exists. 
Louis Armstrong demonstrates this profoundly in his song, “What a Wonderful 
World.” He shows why this world is so beautiful and wonderful: The trees of 
green, red roses, the blue sky, the bright blessed day, and the dark sacred night. 
Armstrong could see the beauty of a rainbow on every stranger’s face he sees 
on the street – the people he never met. Instead of assuming they are an awful 
corrupt people, he sees the good in them. He sings about friends smiling to 
each other, asking simple questions like how they are doing, but Louis knew 
deep down inside that they mean much more than that. They are showing they 
care. He shows the world how kind and beautiful people are, how amazing the 
cry of a baby is, a spark of new beautiful innocent life. That is how the world 
is. The world is wonderful. It just takes the right person to see it. 

About four months ago, I had a bout of depression. I felt like the world 
was crashing down on me. I was tired of my family fighting and yelling at 
each other 24/7. I felt unappreciated around my friends, and it felt like my life 
was buried in homework and To-Do Lists. Although I knew things were not 
that bad, it still felt like it. I sat down, kicked my feet up on my coffee table, 
laid out some music sheets in front of me, and began to play my ukulele. When 
my fingers hit the strings to strum each chord, it felt like all my built up stress 
was played out of me. Creating music using instruments is a fantastic way to 
express feelings. It does not have to be expressed through words. Just the way 
someone plays an instrument can express an incredible amount of emotion 
using endless combinations of variations in rhythm, volume, and minor, major, 
flat, and sharp chords. 

Playing my ukulele that day enabled me to vent all of my emotions 
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keeping me from doing the things I needed to do and being the person I 
wanted to be. Playing this instrument did not alone defeat my depression 
though; that took a while, but it helped for those small moments. I still love 
playing the ukulele no matter what mood I am in, but if I do not have my 
ukulele near me, I turn to the music on my iPod. My music library has over 
700 songs, filled with Disney soundtracks, rock, and the most memorable 
classics of the twentieth century. Listening to the beats, rhythm, and the whole 
aura of those songs make me feel at peace with everything around me. 

Not a thing in this world comes close to what music is like. It is easy to 
find something that’s main purpose is to be pleasing to the other senses like 
sight. There are movies, paintings, books, posters, landscapes, architecture, 
clothes, and other things that look good. However, very few things can be 
considered pleasing to the ear: laughter, a person’s voice, the chirpings of 
birds, and the sound of crashing waves. Those are sounds that exist on their 
own. They were not created by hours and hours of hard work for the pure 
purpose to please the ears with perfection. Music is unique for that reason. 
The eyes have different things created by man dedicated to pleasing them, but 
the ears have only one, music, and it is incredible. Music impacted me and 
inspired me on so many different levels and shaped me into be the person I am. 
Without music, my ears would go hungry, and my whole self would be lost. 
Whether it was a hero near the beginning of human existence or God himself, I 
wish I could thank the one who invented music. So, to whomever it was, thank 
you for creating that perfect, unique kind of beauty that helped this Earth to 
strive for excellence.

“Never retire! Do what you do and keep doing it.  

Live fully and don’t retreat.” 

–Mel Brooks, director-writer
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A Second Chance at Being a Mom: A New Beginning
Jessica Cunningham

I am thirty-eight years old and have three children, Lucera - seventeen, 
Xavier - fourteen, and Isaac – twenty-two months old. Isaac is the only one 
living with me. The reason is because I have made poor choices and decisions 
in my life. Although I did not raise my two older children, they have a good 
life and better opportunities living with my parents. With Isaac, I now have the 
opportunity and a second chance to be a mother.

For 13 years, I was not a mother to my children, and this was very painful 
for me. My daughter told me that she used to look out the window every day 
and wait for me to come get her. This was hard to hear, as the lifestyle that 
I chose to live was the reason my daughter cried herself to sleep at night. 
The feeling of inadequacy was overwhelming and always led me back into a 
vicious cycle of self-defeating behavior.

I still remember the first time I saw my children after giving them to 
my parents. I had not seen them for four months; they were 4 ½ and 2 years 
old. We visited in my parents’ apartment. I was so happy to see them, hold 
them, and kiss them. My children were excited; I could tell by how happy 
and playful they were. The visit did not last long enough, and it was time to 
say our goodbyes. I still remember my daughter’s face. She was so sad, and 
she followed me out of the apartment crying and screaming, “Mama I want 
to go with you, please don’t leave me.” I was crushed and crying as well. The 
feelings within me were so overwhelming. I hated what I had become and 
wanted a way out, but I did not see one.

No matter how badly I wanted to be with my children, I was not able to 
do the right thing for them, consistently. I would be around for a while, and 
then would not see them again for a year, as I was in and out of jail or in and 
out of treatment. Things got worse. In time, I lost more than my children; I lost 
myself to the streets and to a world that tore me apart. The years just flew by, 
and my children got older, as did I. We never lost contact, and they still profess 
their love for me to this day. I would say they never gave up on me, and I 
never gave up hope that one day we would be a family.

Never in my wildest dreams did I think I would have a chance at raising 
another child until the spring of 2012. At the time, I was attending school at 
Metropolitan Community College; I just finished the winter quarter with a B 
average and thought my life could not get any better. I made the mistake of 
hanging out with some unsavory characters, and once again, I was back in my 
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vicious cycle. Soon afterwards, I found out I was pregnant at the age of 36. My 
two older children were 14 and 11. This was a surprise, a shock, and a miracle 
something I was totally unprepared for.

The decision to keep the child I was carrying and to become a mother 
again did not come easily. I was not sure I could take on such a huge 
responsibility. After all, I had not raised my other two children, and I was 
scared. I did not want to hurt another child the way I hurt them. I am now a 
better person, a better mom, a better sister, and a better friend. It has been 
a wonderful and gratifying experience to be a healthy and loving mother. I 
would not change my life and who I am today for anything.

Nature Nurtures :: Cindy Goeller
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A Brief Journey of Self-Discovery
Michelle DeCenzo

Working through the death of a loved one is 
a challenge. Never is that more true than when 
it’s your own mother. I was barely fourteen 
when my mother passed away from lung cancer. 
It had a tremendous impact on my life, one 
so large that it dwarfed all other hardships I had endured combined. I soon 
found myself slipping in school, struggling with inner turmoil, and realizing 
that I had been holding myself back. In the event of her passing, the effects 
that it caused were so contrasting of the person that I had been until that point 
that it forced me to rethink my entire outlook on life. Through strength and 
determination, I was able to come to terms with my mother’s death and move 
on to become somebody she could be proud of. 

My parents’ greatest hope for their children was that they would get a 
good education and make something of themselves. It was our mantra growing 
up, and I took extreme pride in my schoolwork. I suppose that’s why it was 
the first thing to slip after my mother’s death. I always invested the majority of 
my time in school, so when my primary focus shifted from that to consoling 
my family, it showed. It became a chore to attend school, where I just couldn’t 
find the drive to write English finals, finish art projects, and study for tests, 
things that never hindered me before. In the middle of that year, I realized how 
badly things had gotten, and I resolved to fix what I could. Staying after school 
every day with supportive teachers, I worked on missing assignments, received 
tutoring, and after a long, grueling month of work, I saw my grades rise. I was 
determined to prove that I could be the student I was prior to my mother’s 
passing. I soon found myself falling into a routine at school and gaining 
comfort in my work. By the time my senior year rolled around, I worked my 
way back into the upper half of my class, and that spring, I graduated. I was 
determined to not only finish high school but do as well as what was expected 
of me, and in doing so, I found a sense of pride for succeeding and honoring 
my mother’s wish of getting an education.

It was hard to go on day-by-day when, on the inside, I was conflicted. 
One day, I was promising my mother a speedy recovery, and a year later, I’m 
sitting at her visual service trying to figure out what happened. We made many 
plans for once she recovered, so when my mother passed away, all I could 
think about were the broken promises I made to her. It left me feeling guilty. I 
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knew she would object to any such thought, so I stopped thinking like that. It 
was an unhealthy way of dealing with my grief and would only hurt me more 
than anything else. I spent time with my family, mourning and confiding in one 
another, and soon peace of mind replaced any sense of remorse, like a weight 
lifting from my chest, and I resolved to grow as a person. I worried my mother 
due to my too-quiet personality, something she tried to expand throughout my 
childhood, and only as an adult did I realize how important a task it was for 
her; I wanted to become a more sociable person. Though it was difficult for me 
to be more interactive, it got more comfortable, and I found myself speaking 
my mind more often, having conversations with people I barely knew, and 
presenting in front of an audience with little resistance. By overcoming my 
own limitations, though this was extremely challenging, it left me with a new 
sense of being, and I’ve been able to grow as a person.

My life changed after my mother passed away, in more positive ways than 
I can count. Before, I held no goals for myself other than doing well in school 
and didn’t bother going out of my way to do anything spectacular. Making 
new friends, trying new things – never did such things occupy space at the top 
of my priority list, and I was limiting myself with what I was experiencing. 
Change was not something I welcomed with open arms regardless of what I’d 
been told. However, I came to the conclusion that if I really wanted to honor 
my mother’s memory, I would have to experience life as she wanted me to, by 
living it without limitations. Suddenly, I tried so many new things that the ache 
of missing my mother turned into a drive for me to do something different any 
chance I got. For example, I attended an after-prom party at my high school 
with a group of friends and didn’t get home until early the next morning; a 
year before, I would have never given any thought to such an idea, yet it stands 
as one of the best nights of my life. With help from family and friends, I was 
able to break out of my metaphorical shell and experience things that I would 
have thought impossible. In other words, I strive to explore and learn from 
every encounter I have, regardless of what it may be.

Despite the trepidations that came with it, coming to terms with my 
mother’s death led me to overcome many hardships in hopes of growing into 
a person she could be proud of. It was a long, trying journey of self-discovery. 
At first, it may be a struggle to accept someone’s death, but I learned that it 
will make one stronger and a better person. 
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Dear Texas
Megan Doehner

Happy Fourth, I guess. The fireworks don’t seem so alive anymore, the wonder
and awe missing from your eyes. The warmth of your arms absent, leaving me 
shivering
in their mysterious glow.
Such a monumental night for both of us, uttering the words we both longed to
hear, but were too timid to say. An admittance of truth that only seems to be 
lies, now,
simmering in a pot full of hope, slowly boiling away to nothing.
But I’ve put the pot on simmer, keeping the last bit of hope alive, thinking 
maybe,
just maybe you didn’t really forget about me, that your summer was just as 
bleak as
mine was without you.
Admittance, I thought. Complete truth, I had dreamed. He likes me, I would
whisper to myself at night, my toes curling with my lips at the thought that 
someone,
you could feel the same for me as I had for you.
I knew we would meet again, I had hoped we could meet again. Fate, I said.
Fate, I believed. Of course, maybe this “fate” didn’t want this, maybe it was 
fate for you
to forget me, to leave a paper blank, sitting on your desk, begging you to bring 
your pen
to it and at least write me a goodbye.

At least a goodbye.

Nebraska
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Had I Known
Megan Doehner

Who would have known?
A heart full of love
Not the kind that’s on Earth
But the kind from above

The kind that fulfills
Always so plentiful
No strings, no catches
Never forgettable

Who would have known?
A trust so sincere
A desire, a longing
For the hearts He holds dear

A wish, not command
A push, not a shove
A calling, not shouting
For a heart full of love

Who would have known?
A love so everlasting
Always received
Without ever asking
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My Sanctuary
Sr. Marie Therese Dondja

Writing releases creativity, which is very 
freeing and necessary for good emotional health. 
It also puts one in touch with the inner self - 
that place where truth can be realized, where 
we meditate on our hopes and dreams and the 
insights gained that help us take the right paths and avoid the wrong ones. In 
addition to writing, music also serves to soothe the soul and is also healthy 
for the body. It will take work and commitment to gain benefits from creative 
writing, but the rewards are worth it.  

From my own experience, I approve the idea that “Creative writing 
requires commitment and religious-like devotion; also personal notebooks are 
important to innovative development.” Several years ago, I had an experience 
when I came from my country, Congo, on June 12, 2012. I came to the USA 
with only two English words, “coffee” and “bathroom.” I had a great desire 
to know English; I paid more attention to study and to do more research 
about English. I was not shy. All the time, I would speak broken English with 
everyone who I met.

In September 1, 2012, I began to take free English classes at Metropolitan 
Community College, and I was doing very well on all the classes I took that 
quarter, because I was quite happy to know some English. The two things 
which helped me to pass all my classes were creativity and taking notes. I 
was passionate to do research. For example, on weekends I was reviewing 
everything that we studied in the classroom on one of websites that’s called 
“Learn English with Jennifer” on YouTube, and all the time I was studying, I 
took notes, too. That is why I said that creativity and note taking are important 
to development and innovation.  
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My Own Little Paradise
Teagan Duncan-Pope

The wind rushes past my face 
through the canopy of trees,
Everything is green and brown,
A small pond in the middle 
with little brown toads hopping around,
Fish surface and create a ripple in the water.
 
Sun glinting through the thick trees 
to land on spots set by God,
Sticks and rocks and a squirrel,
Tufts of reddish brown fur sticking up,
Little purple and white flowers poking 
through the tall light green grass.
 
I am alone in my little world,
Quiet, peaceful, beautiful.

“Art, like morality, consists in drawing  

the line somewhere.”

—G. K. Chesterton
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The Most Beautiful Thing I Ever Saw
Trinity Eden

Transformation is a process; it takes time, strength, absolution, and 
perseverance. Throughout my life, I am constantly growing emotionally and 
spiritually, finding my way through the dark abyss of my past that has the 
arbitrary ability to sabotage my ambitions at any given moment. Memories 
of my hazardous childhood continue to haunt me, making me anxious for the 
fear that, one day, I will cause strife at such a young age in my children’s lives. 
Some days, I feel as if my biological cycle of love, lust, sorrow, and hate that 
frequently attempts to persuade me to change my path from my aspirations to 
the repetitive heartbreak my birth mother still suffers from. When I reflect how 
far I have come from being a damaged daughter to a functional single mother, 
these memories remind me that I have the profound potential to conquer 
life’s quarrels and exceed in life’s expectations. My continuous journey is an 
ever changing transformation that defines who I was and who I will be. My 
transformation is my declaration of beauty.

Because I was emotionally stunted at an early age, it made communication 
between my psychologist and me nearly impossible. The aching fear that I 
may be ripped away from my mother’s arms once again prevented me from 
verbalizing the despair she caused within the thin walls of our town home. I 
loved my mom, but she scared me and broke my heart when she would come 
looking for me. Often, when she sobbed, I did, too. To watch tears stream 
down her face in complete emotional agony took an immediate toll on my 
young, tender heart. When she was happy, so was I. In those few rare hours of 
drunken false happiness, I felt safe from her reoccurring realization that she 
was hurting and had always been. Being young and ignorant on how to mend 
a broken heart from years of suffering silently made me feel sorry for her. She 
was completely lost in her past, stumbling her way through the present, and 
blind to her future. Presently, she is preoccupied in finding ways to make up 
for her life-changing mistakes that ruined her one chance at motherhood, never 
pursuing her dreams.

My sisters and I were always fatherless, except for my sister, Kim. Her 
dad came around in his drunken demeanor only looking for love, which turned 
into screaming, hiding, crying, and talking to the cops, who knew us by name. 
When he wasn’t drunk, he wasn’t there. My sister’s father was never there, 
and I rarely asked why. The father of my older sister, Rebecca, deserted the 
family he started only to start another family with another woman, never 
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acknowledging his first child. Deep down, I knew my biological father was a 
monster, but I felt I loved him and missed him. After painfully learning what 
kind of monster he was, I felt relieved to never have known him and was 
thankful for his absence. I am the end of my Yazzie family tree, and I don’t 
feel bad. Growing up, Rebecca would call me a bastard when she wanted to be 
mean. I didn’t know what that meant, but it still hurt my feelings and made me 
cry. Now, it doesn’t bother me. I am stronger, because my father was a coward 
and a crook, and he never had a chance. His failure is my success.

Months passed by quickly, and my two sisters and I sat still observing 
other kids’ lives, wondering what kind of parents they had and if they would 
feel sorry for us enough to take us in. Our temporary foster mother, Jeanine, 
always had room for us when home was not an option. From my sisters’ and 
my early development, she always treated us like we were her daughters, 
accepting us for who we were and where we came from. I trusted her, but she 
wasn’t my mom. The older I became, the more I questioned why she didn’t 
want to adopt us and why she only loved us to a certain point. Now, I think she 
felt like someone else was supposed to raise us, as if she was waiting for my 
new mom to come and save the day that lasted for years. Currently, she lives in 
the same house but has a new family. It’s like she waited to start her life, so we 
could start ours. 

It was the summer of 1996, when my sisters and I were informed that a 
couple wanted to adopt us. Not knowing the adult language, Jeanine explained 
that this couple wanted to give us a home and love us like we were their 
own. Their names were Kennette and Greg McDonald. Being excited about 
having parents, not one, but two, thrilled me. Although my gut feeling churned 
quietly, knowing there was going to be an adult male in the house, I ignored it, 
because he insisted that he would never hurt me. The beginning was smooth, 
and there were no arguments erupting in the middle of the night. I had my own 
bed, my own toys, and my own clothes. About a year later, my sister Rebecca 
started acting out, and it caused tension in the house that urged my younger 
sister and I to find shelter in our room. On two different occasions, she 
persuaded Kim and me to run away so we could find our mom, where we still 
belonged. Both times, we didn’t get far, regretting not running as fast as we 
could. One day, my younger sister and I woke up, and she was gone. I didn’t 
even get to say “good bye.” I missed her, even though she was mean to me. 
She protected me and made sure I stayed on their good side. I felt abandoned 
all over again, almost in mourning after my sister’s abrupt disappearance. I 
was now my own protector and my younger sister’s. We didn’t last long. Their 
marriage was falling apart. Kennette suffered from bipolar disorder, and Greg 
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had already thrown his hands in the air, forfeiting his position as a husband 
and a parent.   

Two days before my banished sister’s fourteenth birthday, my life took 
a turn for the worst. Our burnt out parents woke us up in the usual manner, 
but that nauseating, anxious feeling had returned overnight after hearing the 
conversation between my four-year-old sister and Kennette. I remembered 
what the complex conversation consisted of and knew I was in trouble. The 
remainder of the day consisted of constant terror-filled interrogation that 
evolved around the foul accusatory notion that I somehow hurt my baby sister. 
My body was subject to physical abuse from the early morning until the end 
of the work day. At one point during the emotionally and pain filled day, I 
watched my little sister cry in fear for me and tremble from absorbing slaps to 
her tear stained cheeks. I was screaming on the inside, yelling for help from 
someone, anyone, and even God, to save my sister and me. Being helpless 
against two assailants was not a battle I could fight, for I knew they had the 
ultimate power to send us away. It was later in the afternoon, when they were 
done with their hard day’s work of beating a false confession out of a couple 
of innocent girls. I resisted against their allegations all day, defending myself, 
begging for them to believe me. After trying to be strong, I was tired; I ached 
from the blows and became exhausted from crying. The only way to make 
them stop was to give in and agree to their accusations. That night, I lay still 
in my bed away from my sister, not moving for my body ached, and I cried 
myself to sleep. Finally, I dozed off with tears staining my pillow and drying 
on my face. 

The next morning, I woke up with the sun, pretending to sleep while 
silently crying. My throat was tight while I tried to suppress my tears. My 
face was hot, because I wanted to scream but couldn’t. My body didn’t move, 
although I wanted to tippy-toe into my sister’s room and cry with her. I was 
scared. As soon as they woke up, I felt defeated and just wanted to die. I 
thought death was better than life, better than living one more day with the 
ones who vowed to protect us and love us. My door swung open, and with 
disgust in Kennette’s voice, she said to get dressed. I did, and when she came 
back in, she got mad and told me to wear my play clothes. They were tattered 
and stained. My body shook uncontrollably, expecting another day of non-
stop abuse. As soon as I came out of my room, I walked slowly, looking at the 
ground waiting for a demand. My arms and legs were tired from standing in 
one position all day, suffering from blows by different objects. While standing 
still in one spot, she stared at me with hatred in her eyes. I hated myself, too. 
When she started to talk, it only consisted of insults and threats; at one point 
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she bluntly confronted me, telling me that my father was burning in Hell, and 
then, she smirked. I was ripped away from my short and devastating thought 
about my father by a keypad followed by dial tone, ringing, and an answer 
from the sheriff. With her cold eyes and sharp tone, she said the cops were 
on their way, and they had the right to take me; no wonder, she insisted that I 
wear my play clothes. She wanted to humiliate me to the fullest, and she did.

Once the police arrived, I felt safe, until they put my hands behind my 
back, cuffed me, and placed my fragile body into the backseat. I felt trapped 
but safe at the same time. I was trapped, because I was going to jail for 
no reason, and no one would listen to me. I was safe, because I knew they 
couldn’t hurt me anymore. My little sister watched me while I was arrested 
and started to cry. We belonged together; we needed each other, and we were 
our only strength. I didn’t think my morning could get any more humiliating, 
but when I saw my neighbor friend staring at me through the window in shock, 
I shrank into the seat and curled into a ball trying not to cry. When the police 
car pulled away, I worried about what was going to happen to her and if she 
was going to be ok. I tried to convince myself that she would be okay; it made 
our forced departure seem lighter.

In the 1990s, it was mandatory to strip search incoming juveniles, boys 
and girls. The humiliation followed me into the intake process, and it made 
me feel embarrassed and ashamed. My body was bruised, and so was my face. 
There were dark circles around my puffy eyes from nonstop weeping. There 
was dry blood in my nose which was sore and discolored. My injuries spiked 
an alarm with the nurse and caused tension to stir. Minutes later, my body was 
examined by a nurse and her aid. They took Polaroid photos of my sore skin, 
while sensitively asking how the gashes and bruises ended up on me. Tears 
emerged from my eyes, like the rush of water from a broken dam. I told her 
everything they did to me, what they said to me, and how they hurt my sister. 
The nurse and her colleague insisted that I try to remember and give distinct 
details about the gruesome day before.  When I was done explaining what 
happened, I felt worthless, it was almost as if I was reliving the day before 
all over again. Every insult she barked at me was embedded in my head and 
overwhelmed my heart.  The already weak walls of my nine –year-old soul 
were crumbling, leaving me wholly in anguish. Unclear as to what was going 
to happen with me, I dragged my feet from being exhausted in my county-
issued jump suit, while I followed a female staff member through the detention 
center. Each time a door was opened, it was unlocked for security purposes. 
The sound of doors slamming shut and being locked was powerful. As the 
correction officer escorted me down the cold, white, concrete corridor, other 
girls started to pound on cell doors, yelling different things in collaboration. At 
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that point, instead of being fearful, I was curious as to what happened to them.
We stopped in front of a vacant cell, which became mine. The room 

was dark and cold; the only warmth and light came from the sun that had 
to bend its rays to enter my wire mesh window, which faced the entrance of 
the building. Once the officer handed me bedding, she showed me how to 
make my bed. I felt at ease trying to make my bed; it was simple and didn’t 
require a lot of body movement. When the female officer left, the heavy door 
slammed behind her loudly, like one last blow to my vitality. By then, all the 
hormonal commotion died down, and it was silent. My knees buckled from 
weakness, and I fell on the thin portable mattress which covered the concrete 
bed. I began to sob, uncontrollably and quietly. Still in the mind frame that I 
was in harm’s way, I rolled up in a ball and started crying for my older sister. 
It was her birthday, and I was sorry, because I missed her birthday, because she 
wasn’t there, because I did something wrong, and I couldn’t protect myself or 
our baby sister. Even though I was sore, I let my body scream, while my voice 
was silent, stretching all my muscles until they shook. That was the second 
consecutive night I cried myself into a deep sleep. 

My comatose-like sleep gave my body the time it needed to finish 
developing the bruises, and I was in more physical pain than when it took 
place. My childish legs ached when I walked to breakfast, and I could feel the 
deep bruises on my arms and the deep purple and red gash behind my thigh. 
During my stay, I tried to familiarize with an older girl, because I missed my 
sister and needed her to help me. I stayed the whole weekend in jail without 
any nurture, something I have been familiar with my whole life. It surprised 
the adults as to how aware I was of what was going on. 

Court was set for Monday, and unaware of this process firsthand, I didn’t 
know what the outcome would be, but I sure as hell knew I did not want 
to go back, and I wanted my sisters with me, immediately. During court, I 
couldn’t understand what was being said and gazed out the window, wishing 
to be outside with my sister and no parents. After exiting the courtroom and 
entering the meeting room, my body froze, and my brain caught up. They were 
there, waiting for me. After two-and-a-half days of wrongful incarceration, 
my bruises changed from purple and blue to yellow and green, but they still 
smarted. Lucky for my faux parents, I wore a sweatshirt with warm sleeves 
that hid their hate for me. Everything inside me screamed and wanted to run, 
but my feet like lead made it to the table where they sat, with my sister on her 
lap. It took all my might to not want to snatch my sister and put her behind me, 
while I tried to defend us and absorb potential blows. 

The seconds between each step felt like an eternity, and before I knew it, 
my arms were wrapped around her neck, waiting for her to embrace me with 
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regrets for what she did to my sister and me. She didn’t even respond, and 
her eyes were cold. With my vulnerable sister in her lap, she glared at me and 
said with ease that I would be sent to a placement where kids like me can get 
help. I was floored at age eight; she was really going to send me away for this 
absurd accusation she made up overnight! Who knew she had the potential to 
ruin the lives of three traumatized girls which already survived from their first 
loss of a parent who suffered from severe depression and aggression. 

When the end of our visit came near, my sister and I were clinging to each 
other in fear that we may never see one another again. My baby sister was 
being dragged away against her five-year-old will, sobbing for me. It felt like 
my heart was breaking again, asking when it was going to end. After I returned 
to my shadowed cell, I collapsed on my bed realizing I had been holding my 
breath for the last two hours. I filled my lungs with stale air and let out a deep 
sob. I needed a hug and someone to wipe away my tears. For the fourth night 
in a row, I cried myself to sleep; by then it became comforting.

The next morning I woke up feeling heavy. After breakfast, they gave me 
my personal belongings and told me that I was being transferred. While I got 
undressed, shame washed over me, bringing tears to my eyes that ran down 
my nose, hitting the green tiled floor. In the shadow, I could see my arms and 
legs were still bruised, and my thigh had scabbed over, but my shorts and shirt 
couldn’t hide what happened to me, nothing could. I walked to the mirror and 
stared at a dark-skinned girl with short, boy-like hair. Her mother chopped off 
her hair out of spite, and she looked mangled with weak, knobby knees. Her 
eyes were puffy from crying and red from trying to hide her sadness. Pulled 
out of my gaze by an officer, I grabbed my socks and followed her to the 
holding cell where my caseworker retrieved me. Walking out the locked door, 
I felt the warm sun on my skin, filling me with warmth and a moment of hope, 
never to see the McDonald’s again. 

As we drove, my caseworker talked to me, but I wasn’t listening. I looked 
out the car window, hoping to see someone I knew, my mom. We arrived at the 
placement center. When I walked in, there were more locked doors, dismissing 
any idea of running away. As I entered the pod, there were other girls and 
boys, some older, some younger. Not knowing anyone made the transition 
difficult, and I couldn’t talk to the inmates. With each day that passed, I 
experienced false hope; I knew I was not going to be saved. It felt as if I was 
slowly raising my hands in the air, giving what was left of me up. .

On a day like no other, I was informed by staff members that I would 
be receiving a long overdue visit from my baby sister and her foster mom. 
My oblivious train of thought and overwhelmed emotions became apparent. 
Recognizing the nauseating uneasiness that evolved around punishment 
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had returned. Various questions came to mind, and all were answered with 
the same cycle of feelings: love, fear, depression, hate, and regression. 
Not knowing who this woman was terrified me, and the fact that she was 
taking care of my sister made me fearful for Kim. With what little optimism 
I had left, I allowed myself to be open-minded to what felt like another 
confrontation. That was the first day I met my mother.

She was older, had short soft hair and a kind demeanor in her eyes behind 
her framed glasses. This gentlewoman was genuinely caring for my sister. 
Kim was comfortable, smiling, was not tense, and called her “Mom.” Once my 
sister and I had settled down from reuniting after several months of separation, 
I was given an offer I couldn’t refuse. A beautiful stranger wanted to take care 
of my sister and me, hoping to instill a healthy way of life. 

Without hesitation, I agreed. I wanted a new start and a new mother, who 
would love me unconditionally, protect me from harm, and cause me no pain. 
She promised to never leave and to never send me away. Though the plans and 
promises had been made, it was far from over. My caseworker and program 
manager insisted that I needed help with my problem. It was deemed I be sent 
to a home for children with deep personal dilemmas. It was put in place for me 
to transfer, yet again. 

After another grueling intake, I met my new program manager, who was 
foolish enough to validate everyone’s assumption about me but my own. 
Heated about her personal questions over my deeply controversial problem, I 
tried to reclaim my name and my innocence, but she didn’t listen.  After each 
question she imposed on my fragile state of mind, I moved my lips to answer 
but refused to speak a word. When she said my name to get my attention, I 
insisted that everyone call me by my middle name, Grace. I no longer wanted 
to be Trinity, the middle child, the abused, the sick, the bastard, or the victim 
of what felt like a hate crime. I did not like what people thought I was and 
almost ended up hating myself. When my new mother and sister would show 
up to visit, they would insist that I continue to be strong. They loved me. 

November of 2010, I settled down with my new mother and sister in a 
single-wide trailer, and then I changed my name back to Trinity. My mother 
having recently recovered from pneumonia, used her energy to make me feel 
welcome and at home. The first night I lay in my new bed, I was afraid of 
being alone. I slept with my new mom, absorbing her warmth and graciously 
accepting her love. She taught me how to do simple tasks, like laundry and 
dishes. She encouraged me to be myself, allowed me to wear makeup and have 
long hair. When I needed to talk, she listened. When I needed to cry, she was 
there with a tissue, crying with me. 

For once in my life, I wasn’t scared of the person who was taking care 
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of me. I wasn’t anxious, sitting on the edge of my seat waiting for the other 
shoe to drop. Instead of wanting and longing to be loved, she encouraged me 
to open my heart. The more I realized that she was true to her word, the easier 
it became to let down my guard and be loved. Along with opening my heart, 
she opened my eye to a world that didn’t involve drinking, abuse, fear, and 
abandonment. She showed me that it was okay to cry and to never hide my 
feelings. She showed me that there was kindness in people and to embrace my 
own. 

Throughout the years, my mother and I have shared tears of joy and shed 
distress from our aging eyes, growing within ourselves and learning from one 
another. For a while in my naïve years, I continually pushed my mom away. 
I was trying to figure out who I was, only losing myself in the process. Every 
time I fell into the dark depths of another condemned man’s arms, she held out 
her hand offering to aid me in my heartbroken time of need, never judging me. 
Even after I habitually broke the law, was arrested, charged and sent home, 
she welcomed me with open arms and was proud to be my mom. Now, she is 
proud to be the grandmother of my two children, and they adore her.

On a daily basis, my mom reminds me that we all have a purpose in life. 
Through her faith in me and the Lord, she continues to keep her promise 
which was made to me eleven years ago without uncertainty. To be intuitively 
compassionate and maternal is a life achievement in itself. For her to have 
those qualities and willfully share them with two previously damaged little 
girls is humanly significant. I am truly blessed to be learning and growing with 
such grace my mother exhibits without trying. 

For only being twenty-two, I have seen and experienced enough situations 
to be damned for the rest of my life. It does not surprise me that I am still 
suffering from post-traumatic stress disorder derived from physical, emotional, 
and physiological abuse that I received from my family. I faced abandonment, 
slander, and was charged with a crime at eight years of age. From all that, 
I could be living the rest of my life in Hell surrounded by the flames of 
resentment, regret, and pain slowly consuming me. Many people would not 
give me a second chance, not even me. But I was never that person. I am 
going to spend the cycle of my life living free from all the hate that no soul 
should ever have to experience. I have given up on hope throughout my life, 
only to be taught that life without hope is life without growing and learning 
from mistakes. The shred of hope that I have held on to through all my turmoil 
continues to remind me that my transformation is a beautiful process, and I am 
also beautiful.
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From Chord Charts to Arpeggios
Daniel Faronbi

Wisdom is a word we hear many times in our lives. We hear it on the 
news, on television, in movies, and other media, but what does it mean? Many 
people see wisdom as knowing things. They think that studying subjects will 
make them wise. Knowing things is knowledge (the word know is even in the 
name), but wisdom is the application of knowledge to better our lives.

For example, when people study physics, they do not gain wisdom. 
However, when they use the knowledge that they learned from physics to 
build a roller coaster, they are using wisdom. A wise person is not always a 
one who knows much about science, art, and history. Many people become 
wise by learning from their mistakes. For example, in baseball, a center fielder 
may miss a ball because the sun’s bright light blocks his view. If the fielder 
is a wise man, he would wear sunglasses the next time he plays a game on a 
sunny day. If he does this, he would apply his knowledge that the sun blinds 
his vision to solve his problem.

There are many different types of knowledge. Howard Gardner, a 
Harvard psychology professor, developed the Multiple Intelligence Theory. 
There are nine different intelligences: musical, verbal, visual, logical, bodily, 
interpersonal, intrapersonal, naturalistic, and existential. Because of there are 
many intelligences, there are many forms of wisdom. One type of wisdom I 
have gained is musical wisdom.

It started when one of my friends asked me if I wanted to join the band in 
our church youth group. She saw me play piano at her house and thought that 
it would be fun to have me play in the band. I told her I would love to join and 
asked the band leader if I could. After auditioning, I was scheduled to play on 
a Wednesday night.

Coming to practices, I realized something. The band did not use sheet 
music, which is what I was used to reading. The only written music they 
used was chord charts. Before I joined the youth band, I played clarinet 
classically. When playing classical music, we always used sheet music, so 
I was not familiar with using chord charts. Sheet music has every note and 
rhythm written down with no room for improvising. Chord charts, on the other 
hand, only have the chords that the musician needs to play written down. The 
musician has to add other notes between the chords to make his playing more 
interesting. If a person wanted to learn melody lines for a song, while only 
having chord charts, he would have to learn the parts “by ear.” Learning by ear 
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is exactly what it sounds like, learning parts of a song just by listening instead 
of using notation.

The first night that I played for my youth group, I added very little to 
the chords of the songs. I did not know much about music theory (the tools 
composers use to make music), so I just added some notes from the major 
scale. The only melody lines I played were parts I learned by ear. These were 
not something I created, so they did not feel special to me. I decided the next 
time I was scheduled that I wanted to add my own melodic ideas to the music.

Soon, I started to learn more about music theory. I watched videos 
online, read music books, and searched online piano forums. I learned how 
to use suspended chords and what notes sounded best with the ones I played. 
I learned how to play arpeggios (playing the notes in a chord one at a time 
instead of all at once). When I played for my youth group again, I felt proud 
of myself. I could move around the keyboard quickly and add parts to songs 
without having to think much.

After that night, I did not stop learning. I found new theory concepts: 
blues scales, pentatonic scales, church modes, extended harmonies, trills, 
and many more. With each new music theory concept, the quality of my 
playing increased. The more I used these moves, the easier it became to use 
them. I hardly had to think about what I was doing, because my brain took 
over and played for me. Whenever my playing started to seem stale, I would 
learn something new to freshen up my improvisation. Even today, I look 
for new tools to improve my playing. I use wisdom to choose which music 
theory concepts will best fit the song I am playing, and my musical ability has 
improved.
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Cinco de Mayo
Mary Filkins

Cinco de Mayo is here again 
A happy occasion I cannot pretend  
A visit to your house over lunch  
Became a nightmare at once 

I could do nothing to save you  
You were passing into the blue 
I cried and laid my head on your chest  
Praying I had given it my best 

Arrival of the local police  
Confirming the end of your life lease 
I sat on the couch and cried
Repeating why, why, why

We lost Mom just six weeks ago 
How do we recover from another blow  
My sister, brother, and I share hugs  
Arm-in-arm as the pain tugs 

The reality of the loss 
Our father, the family boss 
Not ready for the end of your life  
I think you so missed your wife 
 
What was for us a bomb 
Took you home to Mom 
I think about you every day  
And miss you in every way 

But I know you are in a better place  
Together with Mom in another space 
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Scott’s Tree
Ben Frasier

A rather fair sized oak
Modest and quaint

Yet single and pariah
It basks in the sun

Soaking up everything it has to offer
In return

The perfect shade
A view of the Nebraska hills

Vast and empty yet
Prosperous and plentiful

It writes a story as long as War and Peace
without a cover

An eternal story
That will have no publish date

All in one place
It’s nothing like the streets of New York

Or the beaches of California
It’s where the elite go to meet

To figure out the world’s problems
Without disturbing the peaceful tenor

Of Scott’s tree
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Hold Back Tomorrow 
Nancy Genevieve

Lazy ivory circles bleach the brown 
as I pour cream into my morning coffee. 

“The doctor said . . .” 
I watch swirls until they merge. 
She waits, studies my face -
“I have a slight case of Alzheimer’s.” 

A quick breath -
A newspaper rustles from across the room. 

She props up her cheeks with a stiff smile, 
runs her fingers through her uncombed silver hair, 
tousled curls tumble to the collar of her teal housecoat. 

“I took a test,” she flutters, looks away, 
straightens a single flow-blue plate 
on the wall just above the breakfast table. 
“I . . . I took this test . . . .” 

One of those three identical plates 
is missing, leaving a jagged hole 
in the orderly line and a deeper blush of paint. 

“The doctor said I nearly passed,” she combs 
the fringe on her placemat with her fingernails. 
“If only I had gotten just one more answer right 
I wouldn’t have this disease.” 

Coffee burns my tongue. 
My hands sweep crumbs, refold napkins, 
align blue and white salt and pepper shakers. 

“It could be worse. It could be worse. 
I’ll just fade away. Never feel pain.” 
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Mama sags back into her chair 
“just . . . fade away.” 

Peering into the shallows of my cup, wanting 
just wanting . . . what is already cooling 
savoring . . . 

“He’s promised—” 
Daddy creases a page of his morning paper, just so, 
looks up, meets Mama’s eyes, nods - 
“he’ll hold my hand all the way to the grave.” 

—a catch in my breath— 
I inhale, swallow, 
wipe my eyes with a folded napkin. 

Mama’s pale blue eyes skitter 
skim cobalt plates sauntering above cupboards 
dust the top of a ceramic duck’s head 
holding a tea towel too pretty to use. 

She leans forward 
her vein-roped hands 
take my empty cup 
set it in a waiting saucer 
as her seamless voice flows 

“What can I do to help?”
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Our Beloved Buddy
Rose Gleisberg

You were here, in this place,
this very space where our 
four-legged friend
labored his final walk.
You were here, and You
blessed us.
You blessed us while our hands smoothed
over our Scottie’s jet black hair,
blessed us 
through each sentiment whispered:
“Go with God, Buddy.”
“We love you, mighty Bud.”
“My friend.”
“You’re a good doggie.”
“He’s gone now, Dad; he’s gone.
I’ll call Josh to let him know.”

You were there for us,
there to spare us 
the cringe of the sterile syringe 
that would penetrate his frail flesh.
You were there, and You 
blessed us.
You blessed each of us with comfort
to witness his natural death --
hearing his final yelp, watching 
his chest bellow in and out
‘til he labored his final breath.
You blessed each of us with the comfort 
of one last hug, one last hold,
through the fold of his red, plaid blanket
swaddling our beloved Buddy
in preparing his final rest.
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You stayed there with us --
there in the dark as we dug
the backyard hole in the damp, March chill,
through the will to complete his burial spot
where he would now be still.

Will You be there for us, still?
Be there while we work through daily routines --
wash out his dog bowl for the very last time,
when we miss his 6 a.m. antsy cheer
for Kibbles ‘n Bits,
miss the sounds of his dog tags jingling
as he’d scampered across the floor?
Will You be there as we blot our tears
from watching our peers
walk their four-legged friend?
Will You still be there for us?
Please show us You will,
and bless us once again.

“I have thousands of opinions still, but that is down from 

millions and, as always, I know nothing.” 

—Harold Brodkey, writer



91

Fine Lines :: Summer 2015

Kaleidoscope Amerikana
Greg Gruber

“In God We Trust…”
“Hands against the wall!
Spread them legs.
You’re under…”
Brick wall, cracked glass,
faded frame window;
Structures floating by the 
elevated train, whirring 
across the sky…

“For which it stands…”
Long strands, golden reeds of wheat,
standing strong in the wind—
Row upon row,
Blazing warmly in the
brilliant morning sun…

“We the People…”
Laughter of children in a 
shady tree,
Laughter of the nearby brook,
rippling of watery fingers
over root and stone;
crackling fire under roasting 
hot dogs,
trucks and cars, rambling down
the silver ribbon—
All off to Somewhere Land…

“Liberty and Justice for All…”
Man, lying in concrete bed,
on the street
before a flaming liquor store—
Bullet riddled,
blood spattered,
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dirty tee-shirt,
Man…

“will pay to the bearer on demand…”
Three o’clock bell,
schoolhouse shout,
Eager faces and small feet,
racing into the street…

“High today to reach 85;
low tonight, to reach 50—
Hanoi announced the release 
of 106 more P.O.W.’s today,
in keeping with the…”
Black wooden carriage,
riderless horse down 
Pennsylvania Avenue;
draped colors,
half-mast flag,
mourners in black,
the black of death…

“Life, Liberty, and the Pursuit of Happiness…”
Roaring, grumbling airplane
suspended in the lofty clouds—
puffy white friends in the free sky;
Patchwork field,
Pine-covered mountain,
Smoke-choked city,
Hamlets clustered ‘round
snaky blue river;
St. Joseph’s Hospital,
James Madison High School,
Washington Street and Fifth Avenue—

“Mr. Erickson—it’s a boy!”
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What?
 George Haecker 

We used to lunch together  
from time to time 
but slowly gave it up 
as his hearing dimmed  
and conversation strained  
he would lean close 
to try and hear 
as his spittle sprinkled  
my face 

he called the other day  
to say let’s get together  
I said, fine, when? 

He said,  
what? 

 “The present is the ever-moving shadow that divides 

yesterday from tomorrow. In that lies hope.” 

–Frank Lloyd Wright, architect
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When We Were Monkeys
Lyle Harmon

Over fifty years ago, I looked back and saw the old gray house standing 
alone. As we drove away, my young mind thought it saw the house moving, 
like a faithful old dog, maybe even following. I searched for reassurance, 
holding Zippy tightly to my side, my small fingers working his soft dark 
fur. Zippy was my stuffed chimpanzee, and at the age of three, Zippy was 
everything to me. Long ago Zippy meant everything to my mother, her 
companion before he became mine. She loves him. I love him. Our rough and 
tumble years of love were clearly etched on him, his yellow shirt faded, and 
one strap of his red corduroy overalls held with a safety pin. My mother kept 
the big black button. She told me she would sew it on later, and I knew she 
would. Sippy’s black fur seemed untouched in places, worn smooth in others. 
His blue eyes faded as well, but they still smiled at me when he heard my 
voice. We were huddled together and sat quietly on the couch, our heads and 
eyes busy. With constant activity around us and being two little monkeys, we 
were scared. We didn’t seem to be in danger, but there was no longer a front 
door, and we wondered why? Had someone taken it? 

My parents along with my aunt and uncle moved busily around us, their 
movements jerky and strange that day. I didn’t like them. They went about 
emptying my house, packing boxes, and shouting to each other as they darted 
through the wall with no door. We watched as they came and went, tromping 
and plodding up and down the stairs, as if they were cattle being prodded 
up a ramp. We watched them empty our room, our things all gone, even our 
bed. They put everything in the back of my uncle’s red farm truck, a noisy 
old thing that caused us to hide our eyes from its groaning and creaking. The 
wooden side boards banged and slapped as it backed across the yard. My uncle 
gunned the engine, the truck wheezed and coughed as gray smoke drifted into 
the house. The smoke smelled of sulfur, causing our noses to itch and eyes to 
burn. We blinked and cried, trying to wipe away the gas infected tears caused 
by the smoke. My mother ran across the room fanning a towel, her footsteps 
echoing off the wooden floor of the empty room. She opened a window and 
then disappeared.

We were alone, two little monkeys on a gray island couch. My eyes 
moved around the room. Something had changed; the gaping hollowness 
no longer smelled like home. There was a smell of dampness, a musty old 
wetness that crept up through the floor from the basement. The scent mixed 
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with a second smell that settled through the ceiling, a smell of ancient wood 
and shingles, fused and baked by a million sunrises. The combination of these 
smells made me feel alone and lost. I was surrounded by the past, an endless 
sense of time and oldness, something or someone with an unidentifiable face. I 
shivered and held Zippy tighter. We watched as the empty house, like a snake, 
abandoned its skin. The odor left behind was undeniably dead and lifeless, so 
thick I could almost taste it. 

Something moved, and our heads snapped to attention. A breeze had 
blown through the door-less hole, little balls of lint danced across the room, 
silent little spiders that rushed to the corner and hid from my dad and uncle 
as they entered. Their heavy boots kept time on the wooden floors, until they 
stopped and stared at us. Our heads turned to and fro, waiting for one of them 
to do something. They bent and grabbed each end of our island. My dad lifted 
his end higher than my uncle. We leaned and rocked towards the lower end 
trying to hang on. Trying to get a better grasp, my uncle bounced our island 
in his hands. Our bodies leapt from the cushions and came back down. He 
raised his end level and then higher. His quick adjustment caused us to lean 
and rock the opposite direction. Dad matched the new height. We were off-
center bowling pins, rocking back and forth not knowing which way to fall. 
We skittered and wobbled slowly to correctness as our island took flight. We 
bounced up and down to their rhythm, the island seemingly a hundred miles 
in the air. They started for the door-less hole in the wall. Were we too, being 
discarded with everything else from the house?

Once on the porch, we stopped. They started to maneuver us from the 
steps into the truck. The island angled sharply, as Dad backed down the steps. 
“Hang on, monkeys,” he yelled. We grasped at cushions and each other, trying 
to stay in the center. One end of our island was placed in the back of the truck. 
The wooden legs of our island squealed, as they slid on the floor of the truck, 
the shrill sound piercing our heads. We released each other and clamped 
our hands over our ears. The island came to a stop. “Sounded like someone 
stepped on the tail of an old cat,” said my uncle. What cat? We stood, our eyes 
searched for the wounded beast. We expected to see him running across the 
yard, but there was nothing. 

Settling into the mass of the island, I saw Mother and my aunt come 
from the house. Mother climbed into the back of the truck. She sat in a chair 
facing us. She was smiling. “Are you ready to go, monkeys?” she said. We did 
not answer. We weren’t sure what she was asking. Go where…like this? My 
dad, aunt, and uncle climbed into the cab of the truck. The old truck belched 
and popped into action, as we bounced across the yard. We turned onto the 
highway, the old truck jerking as my uncle shifted through the gears. I watched 
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out the back. A ribbon of black asphalt streamed from the rear of the truck. It 
stretched as far as I could see. It seemed never ending. I looked at my mother, 
wondering if she was as amazed as I. She smiled. As we picked up speed, 
gusts of wind whipped my hair. Zippy faced me, and his large rubber ears 
flopped uncontrollably. I turned my head so that the wind could hit my ears. I 
felt them move as an invisible finger of air thumped them back and forth. The 
air rushing by sounded like a train, the roar constant as we moved. I looked at 
my mother squinting, as the air blasted my face. “Did you wave goodbye to 
the old house?” she asked. 

I looked back. 

Marty McCombs and Yolie Martin, Summer Writing Camp Directors :: David Martin
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Bindweed
Kathie Haskins

Bindweed…cancer in my garden. Delicate funnel shaped flowers of pink 
and white, with seeds that float on the wind, transporting their tiny spawn 
into other gardens several houses down. Germinating unnoticed at first, small 
cells multiplying, growing, establishing deep roots, all before the gardener has 
diagnosed the problem. They wind their tendrils around the nearest plant or 
object. As this invasive cancer spreads in my garden, strangling and choking 
each daisy, iris, marigold, and lily, I am filled with frustration and anger.

Sweat glistens on my face and arms as I dig, pull, and rip out each vine, 
untangling as I go, knowing that the roots are too deep, and my efforts will 
prove futile. The vines have taken over the soil, the stepping-stones, the chain 
link and wooden fences. Clinging, twining, and stifling all in its path, this 
disease with grayish green leaves of elongated hearts eats away at the good 
and beautiful. Even the compost bin cannot escape this fate. Pink funnels peek 
out of the slats, their roots having been deeply entrenched in a host of organic 
material.

Realizing that any type of “Garden Chemo” would also destroy the 
untainted and vibrant cells, I vigilantly try to extract this damaging malignancy 
without introducing chemicals. The bright white roots are slippery in my 
grasp, snapping off rather than cleanly removing them in their entirety. I know 
this cancer will return.

I am on a mission to save this body - this garden sanctuary - from the 
devastation of this suffocating weed, knowing that I cannot save my sister, my 
aunt, and my mother from the cancerous weeds that invaded their own sacred 
gardens.
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Nubby Sweater
Kathie Haskins

(Inspired by Michaela Weiss)

Creamy beige with flecks of tan
and brown,
Its nubby, knitted texture was warm,
comfortable,
The sweater, a perfect fit.

Given to her by the Red Cross
when she lost her apartment to fire,
Nothing left but the pajamas she wore
that frigid January night.

To lose everything she owned
Was to lose 
An immense part of herself.
Having nowhere to go,
Knowing she had to start over,
Reaching for items she no longer possessed.

The sweater meant much more than
a cozy article of clothing.
It represented the kindness, 
The compassion, 
Of others 
Who reached out
in her dire need.
Strangers who, perhaps, had been there before.
She was not alone, 
But nurtured 
by these generous souls.

The nubby sweater began a new chapter
of strength and perseverance,
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of being whole again,
of being reminded that it’s 
not the “stuff,”
But the human connections in life
that really matter.

    

Perihilion :: Kristi Pluhacek
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In Control
Kaitlyn Hayes

Today is just like any other day. Then, out 
of nowhere, seemingly all at once but subtly 
creeping in at the same time, I begin to notice 
how uncomfortable I am. I feel as though 
something foreign has taken over my body, and 
I don’t feel like myself at all. My focus has been taken hostage by a state of 
panic, and it will be a prisoner until I can let myself free. I am sad, scared, and 
confused all at the same time. Mostly, though, I am “pissed.”

Why is this happening again?
How did I not see this coming?
Why can’t I make it stop?
When will it end?

I’ve always been somewhat of a perfectionist, but I resist admitting just 
how particular I can be about things. The truth is that I would proclaim myself 
to be a control freak any day, if it meant that I could control this.

I’ve heard that it takes days, weeks, even months to make or break a habit. 
Lately, I’ve been waking up when the morning light peeks through my blinds 
and casts a warm, yellow glow over the end of my bed. The days of arguing 
with myself over whether to get up early, work out, and eat an actual breakfast 
seem to be gone. I used to grumble to myself every time I slept through my 
alarm and faced yet another sedentary, seemingly unproductive day. But now, 
it’s different. I rise almost as soon as my eyelids open, eager to get going. My 
dresser drawer creaks, as I slide it open, pulling out my favorite pair of Reebok 
running leggings. After I’m dressed, I lace up my pink and blue Saucony 
running shoes, left foot first and then the right – always in that order. I pull the 
laces tight, but not too tight, and double knot them. As I rise to leave, I notice 
myself in the mirror and stop for a moment, because it seems that even just for 
right now, I am truly happy. I have always been routine driven, but this – this 
is one of my favorite routines, for it is not something I have to do or something 
forced onto me; it is something I have chosen.

My palms are clammy, and I have the incessant need to fidget. Running 
my fingers over each other again and again, obsessively, bouncing my leg 
up and down while I’m seated, and even noticing my gaze sharpening, my 
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blinking becoming few and far between, and my eyes darting back and forth 
slowly, I imagine that they look empty, because that’s how I feel.

The room feels so hot all of the sudden, and that’s when I start to feel 
everything closing in on me. All sounds are magnified – the sound of a random 
person tapping a pencil who won’t stop, the air conditioner humming, or even 
the once lovely sound of birds chirping outside. It doesn’t matter; everything 
around me haunts my eardrums like nails on a chalkboard.

I am claustrophobic, a fear that doesn’t otherwise concern me. If I’m in 
public, I begin plotting my escape route immediately. I might have to climb 
over legs and purses in a movie theater or squeeze by other passengers on an 
airplane, but that won’t be of consequence, as long as I can get out – out of this 
place, out of this state.

“Kaitlyn, are you all right?” someone says.
Sometimes, I barely have the heart to respond. Other times I choke on my 

words, unable to acknowledge the kindness of a friend. One thing is always 
the same – my panic begins to multiply when I realize that my anxiety has 
outwardly manifested itself and my physical self has forsaken me, letting the 
outside world know of the qualms of my mind. I am hardened by this reality.

I can feel my chest tightening, my pulse quickening, and my breaths 
becoming rapid and shallow. Sometimes, my anxiety completely takes over, 
and I forget to breathe for a few moments, followed by wheezy gasps for air. 
When my body betrays me and forgets how to inhale and exhale at a normal 
pace, I begin to hyperventilate.

At my worst, I bury my face into a pillow or the shoulder of a loved one, 
gasping for air, my chest rising and falling sharply. I barely notice the tears 
and snot that wet my face, because everything around me and outside of me 
is blurry and calm, unlike everything inside of me that is harsh and painful. I 
am at war with myself, and the rest of the room is a quiet spectator. Nothing 
anyone says or does can stop what is already happening. It must run its course, 
waves of fear and grief and paranoia pounding in and out and over my body, as 
I try to break through them, but I feel like I am drowning.

I begin by walking briskly along the trail through Elmwood Park, the 
green leaves on the trees creating a canopy above me, shading me from the 
warm spring sunlight. The morning fog weaves through the clusters of trees 
above the prickly grass. I take big, deep breaths, in and out, in and out, and 
I can smell young blooms and freshly cut grass all around me. I tighten the 
armband that’s holding my iPhone against my left bicep, and I make sure my 
headphones are securely placed in my ears before pressing the start button on 
my running app.

My pace quickens, evolving into a jog that matches the beat of the song 
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playing from my running playlist. One foot in front of the other makes contact 
with the pavement, and I position my eyes ahead of me. I pass small children 
laughing and playing on the playground, people of all ages walking their dogs, 
and other runners, who I nod or smile to in solidarity.

As the song blasting into my ears rises to its chorus, my adrenaline kicks 
in, and I feel like I am flying. With each step, I can almost feel the endorphins 
flowing within me, pushing out all my anxiety and fear to make more room for 
peace and contentment.

My mind is flooded, overflowing with thoughts of insecurity and self-
hatred. Every time it seems that the storm of negative thoughts has passed, 
countless more roll in. It doesn’t matter how long it takes me to recognize 
them, just the fact that they have arrived at all means that they have done some 
damage.

Pathetic.
Incapable.
Useless.
Burden.

The negative self-talk, as years in therapy would have me call it, doesn’t 
just make its home in my mind. It snakes its way into my heart, too, the most 
vulnerable of places. This is where the real damage is done, where the most is 
at stake, where it hurts the very most.

I can’t even count the number of panic attacks I’ve had in the past few 
years; they are a routine all on their own. That’s what sickens and angers me 
most – the things that become ordinary that once weren’t, the routines that now 
run like clockwork that used to catch me by surprise.

They tell me that I just need to accept it.
“It’s just something that happens to you sometimes.”
But no matter how many times I try to tell myself, no matter how much 

effort I put into convincing myself of something that my mind knows to be 
true, my heart still isn’t sure.

I can feel my body tiring. My hips and quads are beginning to ache, and 
I have to focus more on taking deep breaths. I can feel the drops of sweat on 
my forehead when the wind blows – sweet relief. Each step feels harder and 
heavier.

I don’t know if I can do this.
I catch myself.
No, Kaitlyn. Come on. You can do it.
My pace has slowed, as my body and mind have started to wear down, but 
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I push forward with determination, clenching my fists and soaring purposefully 
toward my goal. Everything starts to burn, but I press onward, finally reaching 
my destination. As I slow to a walk, I breathe a deep sigh of relief. A winning 
smiling paints my face, though no one else is looking.

You did it.

Walking a Maine Beach :: David Martin
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The Rebellion in My Silence 
Katrina Heilbroner

The coffee maker keeps dripping, while my 
parents are tapping, and my mother is sighing, 
while I am sitting. I have nothing to say except 
that I’m tired, and I want to go see my friends 
and run away from this painful conversation. 
They only like to hear one thing, and that thing changes all the time, according 
to their moods that day, so pleasing them is always increasingly difficult, 
because if I say anything that isn’t what they want to hear, then their voices 
get louder, and the tapping gets faster, and the only thing that keeps me sane 
is the drip of the coffee maker. They can think what they want and say what 
they want, but I’ll just continue to stare out the window and think about which 
brand of cigarettes would taste best with my coffee and what gum tastes bad 
with coffee even though I don’t chew gum, and I smoke cigarettes without 
coffee all the time. But I like to smoke cigarettes with coffee the best. My dad 
comes closer to me, now, but I’m still just trying to avoid this confrontation 
because it is stupid, and I don’t need it, and I don’t need my parents or their 
“wisdom” or their “concern,” and I certainly don’t need their rules and 
restrictions and ridicule. But his face is in my face, so I stare at his thick 
mustache and wonder why he would ever maintain such ugly facial hair. Some 
guys look good in a ‘stache, but my dad just looks silly, and now, I’m fighting 
off the oncoming feeling of giggles instead of the previous trembles of my 
chin, because his mouth looks like a distorted alien making weird faces instead 
of the exasperated lips of my own father who can’t seem to be happy with 
anything I do. He stops talking and just stares at me. I’m not even sure what to 
respond, to be honest, because I wasn’t really listening. Now, his face has gone 
back to looking normal, but I can switch from distorted alien to ugly mustache, 
which makes this whole ordeal extremely entertaining, because while my 
parents are exhausted and sick of this conversation, I am no longer thinking 
about getting high, and I am practically making myself stoned by imagining 
if my dad is a distorted alien, and maybe that’s why this conversation doesn’t 
make sense to me. My mom just stands there, behind him, and sees how little 
I care about her points, so she doesn’t bother saying anything which makes me 
feel sort of bad, but I also know if I try to let her speak, then I’m just going to 
look at her bleached hair and imagine her becoming one of those hooters girls 
with the push-up bras and tight tank tops, and that’s not the most respectful 
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thought I could be having about my mom, so I’ll just keep sitting here until 
they walk away. The minutes are passing faster now, because they’ve stopped 
talking and will probably get up and walk away soon, so I can go see my 
friends and smoke cigarettes with our coffees, and maybe, then, I’ll think 
about what I’ve done to upset my parents, but for right now, I know I haven’t 
done anything wrong, and I refuse to listen because they are so strict and crazy 
and ridiculous. They tell me they have a business meeting at four, but they 
will be back to continue this conversation which is insane, because it isn’t a 
conversation, it’s them getting mad at me and ignoring my ignoring and then 
talking some more, while I think about how long it takes for one strand of my 
hair to grow past my shoulders and if I should get dreads and if that would 
smell bad or if it would make me more friends, and they just keep talking, and 
the drip of the coffee maker is the only thing bringing me back to this room. 

“Suffering belongs to no language.” 

–Adelia Prado, Brazilian poet
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Connected
Aquinnah Hill

There’s a depth to me, and I think I’ve 
dissected enough coffee filtered daydreams 
to know what sweatshirt to wear on my bad 
days and what socks to wear on my good days, 
because sometimes, thinking about the top 
steps of a twelve story building and throwing myself down them deserves a 
warm hood, and when you tell me you miss me, the blood in my feet rushes 
to my head, and that snazzy pair of socks is a good distraction from my weak 
knees. When that blank paper is set in front of me, I can feel the gears in my 
head moving, and I don’t remember the last time they’ve ever collided so 
smoothly but the screaming and the laughter in my head is so unavoidable 
I know my hands can hear it too. They’re moving across the paper like the 
distance between each corner is too much, and something needs to tear through 
the center and bring them together. The paper’s shifting, and it’s no longer 
white. My fingers drag through dirt, and sometimes, I wish I was a bug with a 
million legs to carry me anywhere but here. I wish the lines I drew could lead 
me somewhere, but I don’t have the right paint brush, and my hands are still 
shaking.

“Eighty percent of success is showing up.”

—Woody Allen
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The Power of Words
Abigail Hills

Nothing in this world serves just one 
purpose. If people choose any subject and focus 
hard enough, they will see what I mean. A lunar 
eclipse isn’t just the moon passing through the 
Earth’s shadow; it is a very complex system, and 
literally millions of other things must fall into place in space for that single 
lunar eclipse to happen. Taking a photograph isn’t just creating a memory; it 
is a machine that took thousands of minds over hundreds of years to develop. 
The camera phone you hold in your hand only exists because of countless 
people we will never know about. That is what writing is.

I loved to write from the instant I began learning how to form letters. 
Before I had any concept of letters becoming words, I tried my best to follow 
along as my parents read to me from storybooks, working to make sense of 
the symbols on the page. As I grew, so did my interest. When I began learning 
larger and better words, I tried to memorize as many as I could. In elementary 
school, I wanted to remember beautiful words I learned such as “brood” and 
“quintessential,” and wrote them down as soon as I got the chance. I kept a 
journal, even when I had nothing of importance to say, I wrote anyway. 

At age eleven, the beginning of adolescence, I started to develop 
fairly severe anxiety and depression. Along with this came the diagnosis of 
trichotillomania, a disorder that causes people to pull out their own hair due 
to high levels of sadness, anxiety, and stress. As soon as I got home from the 
doctor’s office, I looked up the lovely word “trichotillomania,” and found it 
came from the Greek word “tricho,” meaning “to pluck.” For the first time in 
my life, I found a word that sounded pleasant but was not.

Puberty is a rough age for everyone. Some people have it harder than 
others. Let me tell you, going into middle school with a disorder that caused 
me to have bald spots in my eyebrows and on my head did not make anything 
easy. Finding friends was difficult. Some kids thought there was something 
wrong with me, as if they would catch whatever it was if they got too close 
to me. Other kids didn’t want to associate with me for fear of what it would 
make people think of them. Trying to focus on my school studies was tough, 
because I was anxious and depressed all the time, and having kids gape at me 
while I was trying to pay attention in English class was unnerving. How could 
I possibly learn about the correct use of the semicolon when kids were always 
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tapping me on the shoulder to ask if I was crazy?
Through it all, I kept journals. I wrote everything down. Now, I had a real 

purpose for writing, and the journals were all that saved me in those suicidal 
times. Somehow, I knew that if I could just write down my feelings, what was 
happening to me, what those horrible kids had taunted that day, if I could just 
get it out of me, I would be okay. It was too hard to look into my parent’s eyes 
and tell them every detail; it hurt them, and it hurt me. So, if I told those blank 
sheets of paper, they would know. It would be our secret. Not even my parents 
knew how bad my suicidal thoughts had gotten until years later. My journal 
was my only friend for a long time.

Therapy. Medication. Treatment. Support group. Over the years, they 
blurred together in my mind. Every day seemed like it came with a new 
struggle. Only my journal recalled each detail. I worked so hard to stop pulling 
my hair out, but the bald spots merely continued to grow.

In those awful times, my writing would grow, as well. My love of writing 
expanded into many other things I couldn’t have imagined. It wasn’t just 
journaling anymore. I wrote stories. I wrote about characters experiencing 
horrible things and coming out on the other side - survival stories. At the time 
of middle school and high school, I didn’t see that this was my own form of 
therapy. I didn’t see then that this was my escape. By writing about characters 
who lost loved ones or limbs, and then lived on to have spectacular lives, I 
developed hope. I was living vicariously through my stories. If my character 
could lose her legs in a car accident, then go on to win the Pulitzer Prize, I 
could certainly learn to live with baldness.

It wasn’t until my first year of college that I had learned enough about 
life to see that I was using my writing as a method of healing. By then, things 
had calmed significantly. I was much more mature, having lived through many 
ordeals. I now wore a wig and artfully painted on my eyebrows. I could go 
for days without someone suspecting I had fake hair. I made it into college, 
something that many people with the clinical anxiety I have cannot do. For 
me, just graduating from high school had been a huge accomplishment. For a 
while, I doubted if college would even be possible.

At the university, I began to study language. I loved it all, reading 
literature, the structure of words, writing. How was I supposed to pick a 
major? Languages, literature, English, communications, poetry, journalism, 
education; how was I to select which path to follow? The more classes I took, 
the clearer it became that what I valued the most was placing words onto 
paper. It was what got me through the toughest times in my life.

I entered the writing program. My major was going to be in my favorite 
subject, that which saved me, Creative Writing. Just stepping into the building 
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filled me with courage each day. Being in those classes, meeting professors, 
and seeing other people interested in the same thing I was led me to do things 
that this unhappy eleven year old could not have dreamed of.

Today, I am a public speaker and talk to different groups about anxiety, 
depression, trichotillomania, and writing. I speak to students, social workers, 
therapists, counselors, teachers, and many others about the power of words, 
and how they can help anyone, even children on the verge of their own 
destruction. I am also a writer, editor, and the Community Development 
Council Chair for Fine Lines. Every day, I get to write about what I’ve been 
through, and if just one person reads Fine Lines, and feels a bit better from 
reading my story, then I’ve done what I set out to do. I will soon get my 
bachelor’s degree in communication, fine arts, and media. Every day is still a 
struggle for me; none of these problems I have been dealing with will ever go 
away, but writing helps me manage them. 

At this time, I have seventeen journals describing the pains I’ve been 
through and have no plans to discontinue. Words have power. Don’t ever fool 
yourself into believing they don’t. Words are not just symbols on a page; they 
can take lives, and they can save them. Words can truly make every difference. 
I encourage everyone to write, even if just a little each day. You will never 
know just how much you need it, until the pen starts flying across that page.

“A person is a success if they get up in the morning and 

gets to bed at night and in between does what he 

wants to do.”

—Bob Dylan
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I Feel the Story 
Tammy Hudson 

Free flowing movement  
like a butterfly’s wings, 
 
lace curtains in the kitchen  
to and fro as I swing. 

Scattering, falling 
like raindrops coming down, 
 
the elegance of a young woman  
dressed in a beautiful gown. 

The artistic gracefulness, and  
the story they tell, 

I feel many of my emotions  
coming up from the well. 

Of life deep inside me  
there is so much to say, 
 
seeing the beauty of dance  
let me begin this way. 

To bring my story to life  
all over the stage, 

help me to feel what you see,  
as it goes on the page. 
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Silence
David  P. Hufford

“Truth is a silence toward which  
words can only point.” -- W.H. Auden 

“If you never give yourself the  
opportunity to experience silence,  
this creates turbulence in your  
internal dialogue.” --Deepak Chopra 

“The poet comes to words as nature  
comes to dry sticks.” --Wallace Stevens 

How quietly the snail explores in a glistening trail  
the corridors of decaying wood. 

Decaying wood is silent, composting into earth.  
The soil will silently release the seed 

to grow a tree-leaf, noisy in the wind,  
shriek-howling in the blizzard snow. 

And, after that tree dies--not quite to silence,  
woodpeckers will peck a tat-tat-tat 

into the bark 
to get the quiet bugs. 
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Nurturing the Lemon Tree
Anne James

Sitting on a sunny balcony,
the lemon tree basks
in the heat of a July, Nebraska day. 
Flowers blossoming,
white and mildly fragrant. 
As petals fade and fall,
a baby lemon bud emerges,
green and delicate,
a tiny sliver of what is yet to come. 

These buds are weak,
crying out for support
of a strong, steady stem.
Many will perish 
battling to survive
in this place where the weather
quickly turns frigid.

The lemon tree, carried indoors,
waits out the winter,
shielded from chills,
yearning for more sunlight.
Only a few buds remain,
breathlessly hoping
for a single surviving lemon.   

Day by day, the bud grows larger,
changing color like a chameleon:
grassy green to sunny yellow.
Ripened at last,
the tree surrenders its offspring.
Drunk with the citrus aroma,
I bite into the fruit.
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To: Fine Lines
From: Sheila Boerner, North Platte, NE
“Fine Lines’ video #3 on your website (www.finelines.org) is an excellent 

motivational video. The earlier two videos are also ideal in focusing on all the 
arts featured at your summer creative writing camp, as well as, the testimonials 
of students who benefited. I still remember the excitement my student Sarah 
shared after attending your camp many years ago.”

To: Fine Lines
From: David Catalan, Catalan Consulting, Omaha, NE
“I enjoyed reading your précis on Discovery and Conquest of Mexico, 

1517-1521, a prominent book in my personal library. Bloodlines in my 
ancestry have flowed from both Mexican and Spanish intersections. A strong 
connection has been traced to a Spanish soldier in Juan de Onate’s corps of 
discovery in Santa Fe circa 1600. I was especially intrigued by the manner in 
which, by transitional words, you made events of that rich history resonate in 
contemporary settings of today. Thanks for an inspirational read!”

To: Fine Lines
From: Nancy Genevieve, Reading, MA
“I am sure you get letters of joy from writers all the time, so add this 

one to your stack of happiness. Thank you for including my poem about my 
mama’s fading away one-memory-and-one-skill-at-a-time in the latest issue 
of Fine Lines. I’m always so very pleased to have my work published in this 
wonderful journal!

As one of life’s serendipitous events, this same issue also contains my 
writing partner and dear friend Loren Logsdon’s essay. As though that is not 
enough to make me smile all week long, it also contains my grandson Jack’s 
very first poem—enough to keep me smiling all of May non-stop!

Since everyone in our family wants a printed copy of this Spring 2015 
issue, let me know how much eight copies plus shipping to my home address 
will cost, and I’ll drop a check in the mail—before this issue sells out--smile!

One last accolade, I wish I lived closer and could attend the Writers 
Series sessions at the Omaha Public Library; they sound like just what writers 
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need—a place to be a part of a dynamic writing community. Bravo! 
Since I don’t know how many Kentucky friends write to you (You may 

know, I grew up there, and my children spent most of their growing up years 
there as well), I want to wish you a Happy Kentucky Derby!”

To: Fine Lines 
From: Sharon Martin, Omaha
“I am at this moment reading high school student essays concerning youth 

against violence. My brother was a victim of a carjacking and murder 20 years 
ago, and I have sponsored a small scholarship since the incident to encourage 
related thought and expression on the topic. The perpetrators were 15, 16, and 
18 years old. Every year, I hope for an outstanding paper but rarely receive 
any writing of merit from my alma mater. It makes me sad, but it makes me 
happy to know you (Fine Lines) are in schools sharing your talents where it 
can impact students to understand the power and potential of literacy in their 
lives.” 

 “I cannot give you the formula for success,  

but I can give you the formula for failure, which is:  

Try to please everybody.” 

–Herbert Bayard Swope, editor
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The Well
Anne Lloyd

Living life without your child is like falling, 
quite by accident, into a deep, dark well in the 
wee hours of the day. At first, your entire body 
is underwater. You can’t breathe. But that’s 
okay, because if you don’t breathe, you will die! 
You’re not sure you want to live anyway. After all, dying means you will be 
with your child. 

Then, without willing it, your body’s natural buoyancy brings your head 
above the water. It’s your body’s survival-mode kicking in. You’re able to 
breathe, but treading water is hard work. The water is bone-chilling cold, and 
you think it just might be easier to give up and drown. Even that is a scary 
proposition. Living isn’t easy, and it’s just too darn hard to die!

Outside the well, the sun begins to rise, and you catch a glimmer of 
light. Hope! Hours pass, and now the sun is high in the sky. With the added 
light, you notice a ladder for which to climb. But it is slick with slime. You 
attempt to scale the ladder multiple times in search of the bright sunshine. 
Sometimes, you only make it a few steps and fall. Then, there are times when 
you successfully climb nearly to the top, only to make one false move, and 
plummet into the frigid waters once again. 

Climbing the ladder, like your grief journey, is a large, arduous process. 
Sometimes, it’s one step forward and then two backwards. But eventually, you 
find your way out of that deep, dark place. Still, the memory of falling into the 
well will forever haunt you. I wish I could find you that you will never find 
yourself in that well, again. But sadly, if you are a fellow traveler, I can tell 
you that it does happen. An unexpected event, a memory or comment takes 
you back to the early days of your grief, where you miss your child to the 
depths of your soul. But there is good news. Those days grow less and less. 
The sun begins to shine more often. When you fall into that deep well, you 
have become more adept at crawling out. You are stronger and braver. You find 
more joy than sorrow in your life, and for that, you are grateful!
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Grandmas
Wendy Lundeen

 
Mom used to be 5’ 7”.
My sister was 5’ 6”.
I have been the shortest one, 
Since 1966.
 
My sister has scoliosis.
Mom is 85.
I am now the tallest one,
Standing at 5’ 5”.
 
When you reach the age of “Grandma”,
Shrinking is a given.
We won’t give up our passions, though.
We all continue livin’.
 
Momma snips, stitches and bastes,
Creating amazing designs.
Her quilts are admired by many.
She knits in her spare time.
 
Her grandchildren don’t come ‘round,
As often as she’d like.
Most are grown and on their own,
Working and raising tykes.
 
My sister, Kim, teaches fourth grade,
And for her, they should be grateful.
She has the patience of a saint,
And no teacher is more cheerful.
 
On August 10, when she turns 60,
She is expecting her first grandchild.
I suspect she will be in Chicago,
Feeling excited, enamored and beguiled.
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I am happy she’ll be a grandma.
It truly is about time.
Now she’ll have her own, 
And she’ll quit trying to steal mine!

Catatonic :: Raleigh Wilkerson
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A Moment in the Jungle
Chandra M. Magar

When I was in a refugee camp in Nepal, every week we had to go to the 
forest to collect firewood, because we didn’t have electricity, gas, or kerosene 
to cook food and have light. The forest guards did not allow us to collect 
firewood, not even the dead trees, so it was risky because if they caught us, the 
penalty was 7,000 rupees or two years in prison, where we could be killed by 
beating. We did not care; we had to collect firewood because that was our only 
fuel source. The most important lesson in this camp was how to survive.

One day, early in the morning, my mother and I went to the forest with 
other relatives to collect firewood. We carried two machetes, so we would 
not have to worry about wood for several days. We went further than usual, 
because the place where we used to find wood was full of other people doing 
the same thing, and we could not find any dead trees nearby. During the time 
of collecting wood, we did not care much about the path we were walking 
through, because our eyes were busy searching for wood. The path through the 
dense forest was ruddy and narrow, making it difficult to navigate.

After a couple of hours, we were done collecting wood, but we got 
confused about the path to return home. We started walking towards the south, 
assuming it would lead to the main road. The forest was dense, so it became 
difficult to track the path where we came from. There wasn’t anybody to ask, 
so we walked for hours and hours in the jungle, but we still could not figure 
the actual path to get out of the jungle. We felt hungry and thirsty, especially 
me, because at that time I was twelve years old, and we did not bring anything 
to eat. Daylight was slowly fading. My mom and I were the only people 
walking in the jungle. I was scared and asked her often how to get out. My 
mom pretended that she was not afraid, but she seemed worried. After walking 
for two more hours, we saw a village nearby. 

By the time we got to the village, it was almost 6 p.m., and my mom 
asked a man standing in front of his house about the direction to get to the 
refugee camp. He did not know exactly, but he showed a direction that joined 
the main road of the village. We walked down the road as shown by the man. 
After walking a couple of yards, we found other villagers working on farms, 
and again, we asked them for directions. 

One old lady responded by showing the way and said, “It is not too far 
from here.” 

We did not care how far it was; we just wanted to know the way because 
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it was almost dark. We were hungry and thirsty, but the villager’s people were 
unfriendly, so we were afraid to ask them for water. 

By the time we got to the middle of the forest, it was dark, and I was 
scared of the sounds of wolves in the distance. Mom said she felt thirsty and 
hungry, but I could do nothing at that time. Still carrying wood on my back, I 
did not feel any pain. I was exhausted and tired, because my biggest concern 
was getting home. When we got to the camp, it was midnight, but we were out 
of the dense forest. Finally, we were home, and I felt sleepy. 

Still, I have strong memories of those days, when we had hard times 
living in the refugee camp compared to my new life in America. Now, I feel 
sorry for those people who did not help us because the situation in our country 
was difficult. If the village people were literate, they could have helped us. The 
struggle that my mother and I made to overcome the terrible situation was a 
great lesson for me about how to handle personal difficulties. No matter what 
situation we are in, never lose hope, and never give up. 

“To feel that one has a place in life solves half the 

problems of contentment.” 

—George Edward Woodberry, American poet
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Al and Sophia
David Martin

In fifth grade, I rode my new bicycle into the 
street in front of my house. The driver of a car 
coming around the corner did not see me. We 
crashed into each other. The accident was not 
my fault. That car broke my right arm and leg. 
My head hit the concrete. I was knocked out. 

When the ambulance got there, I woke up. Two men in white suits put 
me on a stretcher, slid me through the doors, and took me to the hospital. My 
parents said I was never the same. My body reacted differently. I limped every 
day. I saw the twisted bicycle wheels and never wanted to ride it again. That 
thrill was gone. Some people said I was lucky I did not die. I moped around a 
lot. I was unhappy. I felt “blue.” I was in a daze for three years. 

Since the injury to my head, I never go anywhere. I don’t do much. There 
are so many things that I do not know. I can’t do what the other kids do in 
school. I am not good at many things. Life can leave us quickly. If we are in the 
wrong place at the wrong time, it hurts.

My high school English teacher asked me to write this journal. This is 
page 1. He said it would help me remember words and think better. Maybe, 
it would help me talk better, too. Every night before I fall asleep, I place my 
thoughts, questions, and feelings of the day on these pages. I hope this journal 
helps me come up with more ideas to mention in class. I want to do better in 
school.

***
For a few years, Al’s parents carefully watched him and saw that he was 

attracted to musical entertainment shows on television. They noticed that he 
wrote in his journal after listening to songs. One night, Al’s mother said to his 
father, “I wonder if he could play an instrument at school. I’m going to call the 
band director and make an appointment.”

A few days later, when the band director invited the three of them into 
his classroom, he let Al touch the instruments. The director could play ten 
different ones, and he gave them a five minute concert, so Al could imagine 
playing them. When the demonstration was finished, Al picked them up one at 
a time, held each one for a while, and listened to the sounds they made, but he 
felt pulled to the saxophone. When he touched its keys, there was electricity in 
his fingers. Something in his heart said, “You can make that wonderful noise, 
Al. Try this one.”
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***
I don’t talk to people much. I just want to be Al. When I play the sax, it is 

my meditation. When I write in my journal, sometimes, I forget my medication. 
I can live a lifetime in 60 bars, the length of time it takes to play one of my 
favorite tunes. That makes me happy. My musical notes are a lot like my words 
in this journal. 

I heard a movie character say, “There are no mistakes in the tango. If you 
make a mistake, just tango on.” That should apply to life, right? There are no 
mistakes. Just keep dancing. Slip-ups are life trying to get our attention.

When I make a mistake, I shut my eyes and imagine that I am home in my 
room playing the melodies I love. I close my eyes to see. I open my heart to 
feel. I play music to speak. 

The bicycle accident might limit my future, because I do not act like other 
kids. I am not as clear about some things as other students are. I do not care. 
Textbooks do not move me. Music haunts me. The director let me take the 
saxophone home to give it a “trial run.” I am going to focus on what I like. In 
some ways, I feel more adult than my friends. I do what shakes me. I leave the 
rest alone. For the first time in my life, I have a direction.

Before I met that band director, not much made sense to me. I was not 
connected to many things. That night, when I took the instrument home, I made 
a lot of noise. The sound raised my spirits. It made me relax. I did not want to 
stop. Several weeks went by before the noise I made disappeared. When my 
rookie attempts left the house, the sax’s rich, personal tone entered my room to 
stay. Now, when I play, I no longer feel alone.

***
“Go to sleep, Al. It is 11 p.m. I have to get up at 5 in the morning and 

get ready for work. My boss said I can’t be late. You can play that thing, 
tomorrow.”

“OK, Dad. Thanks for letting me bring ‘that thing’ home. Will you drop 
me off at school at 6 on your way to work? I have some stuff to make up.”

“OK. That’s my boy.”
“This is the first time he ever wanted to go to school early and get work 

done. Heck, this is the first time he ever wanted to get homework done. Henry, 
did something just happen to our little boy?”

“Shhhh. Go to sleep, Anita.”
The saxophone sat on the chair by the bed. 
Al thought to himself, “Thanks for coming home with us. See you in the 

morning.” 
The hallway light fell on the lower half of the saxophone. Al thought he 

saw it smile.
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***
Some musicians name their instruments. This gives them a personal 

relationship with their muse. B.B. King called his guitar “Lucille.” I call my 
tenor saxophone “Sophia.” We developed a thing. I don’t know what else to 
call it. I keep her shiny and make sure she has new reeds. She makes my notes 
clear and full. 

She helps me talk. She helps me unlock mysteries about myself. All I have 
to do is play. I hear rhythms that are not written down. I don’t know where they 
come from. When people speak, their words have a cadence, a tone, and wind 
up in my head as notes. Where do the words in this journal come from? How 
can I place what I think in my head on these pages? Life is full of mysteries.

One day, my English teacher was talking in class. All I saw were colors. 
When people talk, there is a rhythm to what they say. When they are passionate 
about their topics, the colors I see are bright ones. When I talk about family or 
my pet dog, the emotions I feel hit me as colors, not notes. Some people have 
called me “not so bright” because of this. A school psychologist said I was 
“advanced” in some ways. Synesthesia can boost my IQ. Sophia helps me see 
things I never saw before. I “hear” colors and know what notes to play in the 
music.

***
A week later when the band director got to school, he was surprised to see 

Al sitting on the floor outside their classroom door. 
“My dad drops me off on his way to work in the morning,” Al said. 
“Goodness, you have an inner fire,” the director said.
“Is music a language?”
“Yes, Beethoven said so, why?” 
“I don’t do well with words. Could I do better with a language beyond 

words?”
The director laughed, “That will take time and a lot of practice. Will you 

be here every morning?
“I will bring Sophia, and we can play music before school starts. OK?”
“That is great, I guess. You named your saxophone? Why that name?”
“I just like it. Does it matter?”
“That’s a powerful handle for any woman, let alone a saxophone.”

***
I read that Picasso painted every day. He told a reporter to look at his 

walls to read his journal. I could say, “Listen to my music. This is how I write. 
Let me play an essay for you.” 

Life is a game of second chances. Every performance is another 
opportunity for me to improve. I am not the music. I am a vessel. I am me. I do 
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not want to be anyone else. If I try to improve the music, I mess up. My secret 
is to stay me and not get in the way of the notes.

I do not get excited about life. I keep things simple. I like going my own 
way. I don’t waste time. The more I play, the more freedom I feel. The Doors 
were great. If they had a sax in that group, those songs would have climbed 
even higher, right? Talk about perception.

I will not be like other students. My view of things is different. I won’t 
spend my life searching for paradise, like people living on a beach looking 
for Nirvana. If they want to find a philosophical microwave to cook instant 
happiness, they will wind up sacrificing their lives for it. They’ll do whatever 
it takes to avoid hard times. That becomes an empty life. I want understanding, 
and I am willing to work hard for it. 

That must be what “home” really means, a place to adapt, grow, sweat, 
and carry on. Paradise is not someplace to find. It is how I feel in a significant 
moment of time. Once I feel that moment, it might last forever. This could be 
my paradise, playing Sophia. I may have already found my Heaven on Earth.

When I play those melodies in the right way, at the right time, and for the 
right reasons, something comes over me. My soul expands, and I am at the 
center of my universe. This is where I am supposed to be. I stop thinking. There 
is no fear. I dream the real me. This is all I want. Did Coltrane experience 
this? 

If I cannot do what other students do and they think I am slower than they 
are, I am going to spend all my free time talking to Sophia. She knows me. I 
play the notes that she puts into my head. My “job” is simply to listen and 
play. She teaches me to do what I love every day. If I do this, I will never have 
to “work” a day in my life. Each night, I imagine falling asleep, listening to 
the Marshall Tucker Band playing “Can’t You See” with a heavy saxophone 
solo at the end.

***
Al could not seem to open his textbook and find the page the teacher was 

on. He was worried about failing this class, having students laugh at him, and 
not keeping up with the others. It was obvious he was trying hard to do well. 
He failed this course in another teacher’s room last year and did not want the 
same thing to happen again.

He left his seat and went to the teacher’s desk. “I brought my sax, and it 
calms me down. If I play it while everyone in class is writing, I might write 
better when I finish, and it might be good for the others to write with music in 
the background. I won’t be loud, OK?”

The teacher could tell Al was scared that he would laugh at him and 
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tell him to go back to his seat. Instead, the teacher agreed he could play his 
saxophone in front of the eleventh grade class and told the students that many 
writers compose creatively when music is played. Then, he leaned closer to Al 
so no one else could hear, “Come in after school, today, and you can make up 
the work we are doing in class. OK? It will be quiet, and you can stay up with 
the class assignments.”

As Al picked up Sophia, there seemed to be no self-confidence anywhere 
in his body, but he slowly went to the front of the room. Then, something 
miraculous happened. 

Al smiled and took a deep breath. His teeth sparkled, his leg muscles 
straightened, his back arched, his shoulders squared, and his classmates, who 
assumed they all were better than he was in every way, were in for a shock.

As he put the strap around his neck, he began to talk. He looked straight 
at the other students. The more he talked about the music he was going to play, 
the more confident he sounded. His introduction was brief and to the point. 
The students were mesmerized by his fluid explanation. The musical rhythm 
came through the soles of his feet, up his legs to his shoulders, and into his 
mouth where he blew it into the afternoon air. His fingers caressed the keys, 
and the music blossomed into existence. His eyes closed, but he was relaxed 
and hit every note without strain.

When Al finished, the students applauded. The teacher in the next room 
came into the hall, looked into our class, went back to her room, and shut her 
door. The amazed students begged Al to play one more song. From that day 
on, he was a changed young man. He walked with a limp, but now, his back 
was straight, and he held his head up.

***
I wanted to enter our school’s “Talent Show” and play Sophia for my 

friends. When I told them this, I could see the surprise on their faces. I never 
volunteered to do anything in class. I was always the last person to turn in my 
work, if I ever did any work. They were polite, but I could tell they thought I 
would not show up for practice and make excuses at the last minute for not 
performing. No one knew that I told the band director, three months ago, of my 
intentions to play with the other students. 

***
“Al, that is great. I am glad to have you help us,” the band director said. 

“I can see that you mean it, and I can’t believe how much you have improved 
playing in the last four years, since you first came to me in eighth grade with 
your parents. I have something you should wear just for this occasion, but do 
not tell anyone. OK? Few people in school know that you have been coming 
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into the band room before school at 6 a.m. to practice when your father drops 
you off on his way to work.” 

“Having the endurance to practice your art daily is as important as having 
the gift to play your instrument in the first place. Let’s send a strong message 
to the audience when you perform. We want to show them the spirit you have 
released. They must know the purpose in your musical message, and this will 
blow their socks off.”

***
At the talent show, Al captured his big moment in a white suit that the 

band director let him wear for the evening, and even if it was a size too large, 
his dark skin accentuated the garment’s electricity. He always wanted to wear 
a white suit when he played, because the men who got out of the ambulance to 
pick him up and take him to the hospital wore white, and they saved his life. 
His dark shirt, white tie, and sunglasses made him a powerful presence, like 
he just stepped off a major blues album cover. As he appeared from behind 
the curtain with his Afro haircut, he looked like a celebrity and slowly walked 
across the stage. 

When he stepped into the solitary spotlight, front and center, the audience 
was not sure who they were looking at, but when Al took off his sunglasses 
and smiled, the students in the auditorium gasped, fell silent for a few seconds, 
and then, they reacted in delirium and yelled as loudly as they could. 

“It’s Al. Oh, my God. Can you believe that? It’s Al.”
With an unexpected assurance, he grinned so widely the people in the 

front row could see the gaps in his teeth. He put his sunglasses back on 
and stepped closer to the microphone. He looked directly up at the solitary 
spotlight and pointed. Like he had done this many times before, he looked at 
the crowd, inhaled deeply, and swung the strap holding Sophia around to the 
back of his shoulder. As he exhaled, more than 1,000 adults and students in the 
audience leaned forward to hear every word he said. 

 “I want to dedicate this tune to my English teacher. Every day, he 
wonders if I pay attention in class. He tries not to show disappointment when I 
can’t turn in my assignments. Teach, I heard what you said about essays. They 
have introductions, bodies, and conclusions. I can’t use words good to express 
myself. Tonight, I hope you hear my thesis. My purpose for writing this tune is 
to say ‘Thanks’.” 

“You have many good students. I will never do what they do. 
Communication is important. You make our class a family. You helped me 
improve in a lot of ways. 

Music is everywhere. Blank pages are filled with hope. When I write 
songs, I fall onto the pages and wiggle between the notes. This is how I say 
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what I feel. You let me play my music in class. I found harmony there. Thank 
you for giving me so many second chances. Every creation matters, doesn’t 
it?”

He stepped back from the microphone, pulled Sophia around in front of 
him, and she came alive. At first, she was soft and gentle. Her beginning was 
open ended and slowly moved to the main point. Soon the body of the piece 
wailed and then screamed. When she cried, some in the auditorium did, too. 
Three times, the good listeners heard her say, “I know this is true?”

Al’s performance made everyone stand up and cheer for what seemed like 
five minutes. In the back of the auditorium, sitting by himself, Al’s teacher 
applauded, and his eyes filled with tears. No one said a word during the 
performance, but the essay Al played that night was the only one his teacher 
ever wanted to sing. Al, even with all of his personal and physical issues, had 
become a rare musical talent. 

The band director walked up to the microphone and said he had never 
seen another student musician like him. He shook Al’s hand and asked, 
“Where did you get the inspiration to write this music?”

Al held Sophia tightly. “I learned early in life that our days are limited. 
I want to make the most of every one. There are many ways to tell the truth. 
Why settle for just one? Sophia and I will tell you what that means.” 

“Like this spotlight, I know there is a light inside each one of us. I do not 
know what mine is for, precisely, but one way I can reach it is to play. Like 
people falling in love, we are strangers one moment, inseparable the next. It’s 
crazy, right?”

***
In English class the next day, Al said to the teacher, “Last night’s Road 

Show is what you meant the other day when you used that ‘E” word!”
“Epiphany?” the teacher smiled.
“Yeah, that’s it. Thanks for listening to me. Most teachers are too busy. 

They ‘see’ me, but they don’t ‘hear’ me. They don’t take the time. I am just a 
kid. Who cares what I have to say? Do I matter? Does anyone matter? I look 
up at the night stars and wonder, ‘Why this planet?’ ”

“I got a tape machine for my birthday last year. I recorded one of my 
songs on it. Man, when I played the tape back, I was happy. I heard myself. 
Those notes would not have been in the air, if I did not play them. Then, I 
mattered, just a bit. I smiled in the mirror. I could not miss my big nose and 
floppy ears. I existed. 

“When I played my music back, I mattered more in this world. My heart 
opened wide. I heard a message come out of my music. The idea shook me. 
How much do I matter? Could I find more messages? Is there a purpose in 
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being alive? Was I born for a reason? Will my music tell me the answers to 
these questions? 

He shifted to the other foot. “I forgive myself when I make a mistake, but 
I want to live for something. Passion matters. Together, Sophia and I will find 
out what that means.”

Tahiti French Polynesia Turtle :: Rynette Friesen
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With an Old Friend Comes  
New Lessons
Michelle Masur

A gentle breeze hits me behind my left ear, 
while I sit in a room that I have never been in 
before. The lights of the dimly lit bathroom 
down the hall flicker, and a vase drops to the 
floor in the other room. A ghost, obviously - I am being haunted. We all, in 
some sense, are haunted. Whether it is emotionally or mentally, the past seems 
to be what haunts humans most. We are all crippled by our own inner demons, 
holding us back and altering us forever, in one form or another. For myself, I 
am haunted with the passing of my best friend, Miranda, two years ago. It was 
an event that has forever changed who I am, an experience I will never forget. 
Because of this, I have learned to love, to appreciate all that I can, and to live 
my life to the fullest each day. 

Learning to love will never come easily. Not everyone simply knows 
how to love one another. It seems as if most people prefer to close off their 
emotions and lock them away, in a private spot in their souls, a place where 
no one else is allowed. Love is especially hard to express, because we feel 
ever so deeply. Miranda was someone who opened herself to everyone; she 
encouraged all and allowed for each person she met to do the same. Everyone 
she knew was treated with such acceptance. No matter the case, without 
question, love and acceptance was the way she treated every relationship. That 
encouraging love made its way into my once bitter heart. With her death, I 
realized love is endless. Love carries on so much further and so much longer 
than we ever intended to go. This is the astounding part, that love could be 
passed on ever so simply, and once it is let in, it runs like a coursing river 
through the soul. 

Life became a river of love, and with that I began to appreciate all that I 
had, realizing how lucky I was to still be here. When Miranda was alive, she 
was always content in the moment. No matter the good or bad, she overlooked 
and defeated the situation with a beautiful carelessness. I had always been 
picky and complaining, which can be good but not for smelling the flowers 
of life. Appreciation for all that I am and all that I know has helped claim my 
anger, my anxiety, and opened my heart with my love. 

Love is the first step to it all. For me, it helped more than I ever thought 
imaginable and opened up my heart to the things I took for granted. It helped 

Tahiti French Polynesia Turtle :: Rynette Friesen
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me realize what I want out of life and how I want to live it. With all of these 
tools, I was able to help myself live more clearly, focus on what I want to do 
with my life, where I want to go, and whom I want to surround myself with. 
Having my eyes so focused helps me live a better life. Finally, I am happy. 
For the first time in my life, I have a five year plan. I have learned to take all 
that I do in stride. No matter what I’m doing, the time or the place, no matter 
who is with me, as long as I’m enjoying that moment and fully embraced in it, 
nothing can stop me from being alive. 

With love, appreciation, and a rejuvenated desire for life, I am exactly 
where I want my life to be. Out of hardship, I learned a few things. There 
needs to be darkness for the stars to be seen. Darkness is not always a 
nightmare; it can be a beautiful thing. I found my dragon and made it 
a glorious lesson. The place where my dragon hides is deep within my 
happiness. Inner demons must be faced head on with strength, courage, and a 
willingness to move forward. With this, there will be inner peace and a lesson 
that cannot be taught, only personally learned. Accept each of these dragons 
for what they are. Learn from them, and in the strangest way, we will love 
them. From all of that, we will live. Our chance to be alive is back. Take it. 

“An eye for eye only ends up making  

the whole world blind.”

—M.K. Gandhi
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Hail and Rain 
Vince McAndrew 

Her words were jagged hailstones 
clattering on glass, 
jangling, disturbing, 
unexpected, unwanted 
as we two couples shared coffee 
the way we had so often over the years 
sitting around our kitchen table. 

She, turned more toward us, 
spoke of their year-long effort to work through their anger, 
to sew up the tear in their marriage tapestry. 
He, eyes down, told how he regretted the distance between them 
but didn’t know where the path ahead would lead. 

She agreed. They would stay married 
yet would continue apart. 

‘Something’s lost and something’s gained 
in living every day,’ 
a song lyric goes. 
I deeply felt a loss 
but could see no gain 
as hailstones turned to rain 
on a bright sunny day. 
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Dead Pig Hearts: 
The Most Beautiful Thing I Ever Saw

Grace Merritt

There are three types of people in this world: people who are disgusted by 
blood, people who are indifferent to blood, and people who are fascinated with 
blood. I happen to fall under that last category. However, when I was young, 
I never gave blood much thought. I knew blood clotted very quickly, because 
I would get bloody noses during class, and by the time I walked to the nurse’s 
station - my head tilted backward and a handful of tissues pressed against my 
nose - the bleeding had stopped. I also knew blood was not produced in the 
heart but in the bones. It circulated throughout the body and was the reason 
why my hands turned a pale, blue color when I was cold. As I grew older and 
learned more about the circulatory system in health and science classes, my 
interest in the human body grew stronger. 

I recall my friends dissecting animals in middle school. I was envious of 
my peers, because my teacher, Mr. Yakus, was the only one who did not like 
in-class operations. This was not a problem for the other students, because 
they did not have any interest in cutting open dead animals. Some girls even 
considered it animal cruelty. The time for my very first dissection came in 
my junior year of high school. Mr. Yakus recommended that I take Human 
Anatomy and Physiology, telling me that I would learn the answers to all of 
my questions about the human body there. I did what he suggested and signed 
up. Within a couple of months, I had my hands on the most beautiful thing I 
ever saw: a dead, cold, fetal, pig heart. 

By taking these courses, I gained insight into the way blood is pumped 
throughout the body. My brain was a dry sponge, and the information was 
fresh water. I became engrossed in the cardiovascular system. Organs depend 
on each other to keep functioning; that is why I find the heart so fascinating. 
Learning the physiology of the heart gives a different perspective on life, and 
I am not talking about philosophy. Without a beating heart, it is physically 
impossible for a human being to breathe, walk, talk, see, and live. Now, every 
time I breathe, I think of all the functions that allow blood to circulate through 
the vital parts of the human body, all thanks to one small organ, the heart.

At the start of Human Anatomy and Physiology, we learned from 
diagrams and models of the heart instead of the organ itself. I was used to 
touching plastic valves and man-made aortas, but I was ready to see and feel 
a real organ. In November, the plastic finally turned into smooth muscle. 
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Walking into class that day, I felt adrenaline pumping through my veins. To my 
right, on the front row of desks, was the equipment the class would use for the 
dissection. Scalpels, scissors, and knives were within reach. The room smelled 
of formaldehyde, but while other students were gagging, I did smile. 

“Grace, welcome to OR 1,” my teacher, Mr. Olsen, said with enthusiasm. 
“Please do not touch the equipment. Your first patient is Frank. Say ‘Hi.’ ” 

Matt, my lab partner and friend, washed his hands after me and prepared 
our desk for our “patient.” 

Before starting our dissections, Mr. Olsen informed us that the fetal pigs 
died due to natural causes. He needed to assure some of the girls in our class, 
who were animal rights activists, that the little piglets were not killed for the 
sake of dissecting. I was unsure of how effective his statement was, but all I 
could think about was getting my hands on little Frankie.

Mr. Olsen proceeded to hand a pig to each pair of students. Matt and 
I finally received Frankie; he was so adorable. We had to sit through an 
informational video on how to properly dissect the pig and what to do with 
each organ after it was removed. Matt and I took turns taking out our organs 
of choice; he preferred the lungs, kidneys, and intestines, but as long as I got 
the heart, I did not care. I felt like a real surgeon, using the scalpel to remove 
the organ, except Frankie was already dead. It did not matter if I accidentally 
punctured his heart, but I was still very meticulous about the way I cut out the 
fragile organ. It did not matter if it was not beating; the heart was my favorite, 
and I did not want to injure Frankie’s perfect, little heart. 

When I finally freed the organ from Frankie’s thoracic cavity, I held it 
in the palm of my hand. It was different than feeling a model; it was real. 
Frankie’s heart was perfect in every way. The aorta was colored blue from the 
dyes injected into his veins and arteries (something companies do for students 
so they can be seen clearly), and the heart itself was a blushed pink. The 
outside was slippery, so I had to be cautious to avoid dropping it. It remained 
in the palm of my hand, no bigger than a golf ball. 

Mr. Olsen caught me in admiration and suggested I slice it in half to see 
the inside. This sounded like a good idea. An uncut, clean, perfect heart was 
not something that I saw every day. After a couple more minutes of observing 
every detail, I decided it was time to pick up a knife and cut Frankie’s heart in 
two. Matt watched, as I opened up the heart, and we both looked inside. He 
pointed out the four chambers, all of which were clearly visible, and I named a 
few parts and traced with my finger the path the blood would have followed if 
Frankie was still alive.

As I grow older and experience more beautiful things, what I call the most 
beautiful will change, but for right now, it was being able to hold a once living, 
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beating heart in my hand. It was truly an experience I will never forget. Before 
the dissection, my adrenaline was pumping when I stepped into the room. 
Afterwards, I was still on that high of wanting to cut and explore more organs. 
I could tell after that experience that this was what I wanted to do for the rest 
of my life.

 

Sea Gull :: Rynette Friesen
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 Proving People Wrong
David Ortiz

Has there been a time when you wanted to give up on something, because 
no one believed that you could accomplish it? I have. There have been a 
couple times when I just wanted to give up on everything, because no one 
thought I could succeed. Everyone thought I would fail at everything, because 
I wasn’t smart like other children. I have a learning disorder, which is called 
ADD (Attention Deficit Disorder). As a child, I was usually distracted by 
many things and never paid much attention in class. I was never close to any 
family members besides my grandmother, and my two little sisters; everyone 
else acted like I never existed. My family favored my brother more than me, 
because he was smarter. They said he would accomplish more and succeed 
more in life than me. To be honest, it feels great to prove the people who never 
believed in me wrong and to show them that I have done it all without their 
help.

I remember when I went to foster care. My foster father and I never really 
liked each other. I remember him showing more love and respect to my brother 
than to me. I knew he thought I wouldn’t succeed in life. I am not going to say 
I was a perfect child. I still remember the day my foster father told me that he 
could imagine me in jail before I turned 18. He also told me that if I proved 
him wrong to give him a call and tell him that he was wrong. I admit, I was a 
bad child and always did hang around bad people. Growing up I experienced 
a lot of things that no kid should have to experience. I couldn’t see myself 
succeeding in life, so I decided to change my lifestyle. I made a promise to 
myself; I promised that when I went back home from foster care and started 
high school that I would succeed, graduate high school, and go to college. One 
thing I learned from my foster father was this: “Nothing in life is free. If you 
want something, you will have to earn it.” To this day I have still not called 
him to tell him that he was wrong, that I have never been to jail, and that I am 
doing well in life. He knows he is wrong.

When I went back home I still remembered the promise I made to myself, 
so when I started my freshmen year of high school I became more of a nerd. 
I was always early to every class; I never missed a day; and I always did my 
homework. I hardly ever went out with my friends, because I was so focused 
on school. After my freshmen year I was proud of myself, because I had kept 
my promise and was focused. However, things started going downhill after 
that. 
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My brother and I never really did see eye to eye. He was more of the 
type who thought he was better than everyone at everything. He thought he 
was always right, although there were times when he was wrong. My brother 
always told me I was worthless, and I should just quit school, because I 
would never succeed in life. I remember the times when some of my family 
members were always telling me I was dumb and stupid. They would tell me, 
“Your ADD should stand for A Dumb Dumb because of how stupid you are.” 
Hearing that from my family members made me wonder if they were right, 
and if I should just quit school. I concluded they were right, and I stopped 
caring about anything in life, because I didn’t think I was smart enough to 
figure anything out. 

I still attended school, because I was still under social service supervision 
and didn’t want to go back to foster care, but I wasn’t making good grades 
like I had been during my freshman year. My grandmother was always trying 
to convince me to finish school and to graduate since I had made it so far. 
However, it wasn’t until the second semester of my junior year that I realized 
I only had one more year until I was done with school and would become an 
adult.

Soon, I was in my senior year in high school, and I needed to pass all my 
classes, especially my final exams, at the end of school in order to graduate. I 
still had my brother and some of my family members who didn’t think I would 
graduate, because I was “too stupid” to graduate. So that’s when I decided I 
wanted to shut everyone up and prove them wrong by graduating and going to 
college. I also decided I wanted to move away from them by moving back to 
Omaha after my graduation. I had already passed all my first semester classes 
and only needed two exams to pass. I knew I was going to pass, so I started 
looking at colleges in Omaha that I wanted to attend. I told my family about 
my plans to move back to Omaha and go to college after I graduated high 
school. They all just looked at me and laughed. They told me, “You barely 
passed high school! What makes you think you are smart enough for college?” 
They told me that if I move to Omaha that I would only last a couple weeks 
or a month before I move back to Virginia. I knew they were wrong, and I 
planned to prove them wrong. My brother didn’t think I would last long in 
Omaha. I remember him telling me that if I succeeded there, he would also 
stay with me and go to school.

I graduated from high school! It was one of the best years of my life; not 
just because I graduated, but because I know I accomplished the goals that I 
set for myself. I also proved everyone wrong, even though they didn’t come to 
my graduation. Most of my family members came to my brother’s graduation 
but not to mine. I still remember what my brother told me on my graduation 
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day. It wasn’t congratulations. It was, “If you mess this up for me, I will kill 
you.” So, three weeks after I graduated I moved to Omaha, knowing that I was 
about to start a new life without people who doubted me.

I remember arriving at the Washington, DC, airport thinking, “You did it, 
David, you did it! After all the hard work you have done, and all the people 
you proved wrong, you are being rewarded!” I knew that I was not going to 
get everything I wanted “just like that.” I knew I would have to earn it no 
matter what. When I made it to Omaha, I saw my mother waiting for me there. 
I remember the first thing I told her when I got off the plane, “My goal is to 
find a job, so I can get my own place, and once I find a good job and a decent 
home to live in, I will start school. I just want to settle in first.” 

My mother and I are not really close. She tries to be a mother to me, but 
I couldn’t accept that she chose her lifestyle, and I chose mine. Even though 
I was staying with her when I moved here, we didn’t talk to each other that 
much. I just couldn’t look her in the eyes. I remember when she wanted to give 
me money because I didn’t have a job, yet, because she wanted to buy my love 
back, but I couldn’t accept it. I was thinking what my foster father told me, 
“Nothing in life is free, and you will have to earn it.” It was five months until 
I found a job, but I wasn’t worried. I was happy because I had been in Omaha 
for five months and never once attempted to go back to Virginia.

After I found a job, I decided to move in with my cousins. That didn’t last 
long though, because one of my cousins got locked up, and my other cousin 
lost her job and never tried to look for another one. She just partied with her 
friends every night and slept during the day, so I decided to move out and get 
my own place. When I got my apartment, my Virginia cousins and brother 
moved here. When I found out that news, I was upset, because I moved to 
Omaha to get away from them, but they followed me. After they told me that I 
wouldn’t last long in Omaha and I would move back to Virginia, they decided 
to come here with me. Not once did they call me after I moved here, because 
they didn’t care about me. When they moved here, they asked me why I hadn’t 
started school. I told them I wanted to get a job, my own place, and then I 
would start school. They told me that I already messed up, because it’s hard 
having a job and going to school, and I should just keep working, because my 
college career was over. 

After almost three years of living in Omaha, I realized that I had a 
good job and a great place to live, so I decided to go back to school and do 
something more with my life. Ever since I set my goal, I have done so much 
in without anyone’s help. If my cousins and brother would try to do this by 
themselves, they wouldn’t be able to. I am proud of myself, because even 
though people didn’t believe I could succeed in life, I never gave up. I keep 
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pushing myself forward. Even though I have to work, pay bills, and be a 
responsible adult, I am still going to school and plan to have a better future.

I realized in life that no one is perfect. I might not have the perfect 
lifestyle, and people might try to bring me down, but I have to find it in myself 
to keep doing what I am doing. Never give up. If I do, then I am showing the 
people who doubted me that they are right. I have to prove them wrong and 
make them shut up. It might be a tough road I am heading down, but nothing 
in life is easy. I might have challenges in life, but it’s up to me to make the 
right decisions. 

There’s a saying that I have heard before that helped me realize I needed 
to change my life. Jimi Hendrix once said, “Sometimes you want to give up 
the guitar, you’ll hate the guitar. But, if you stick with it, you’re gonna be 
rewarded.” This saying made me not give up even though there were days 
when I wanted to. I keep remembering that I will be rewarded in the end.

“Keep away from people who try to belittle your 

ambitions. Small people always do that, but the really 

great make you feel that you, too, can become great.”

—Mark Twain
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My Fear for My Future
Ashlyn Pecena

I see my future up ahead, but obstacles
seem to get in my head. 
I have the passion but not the motivation;
the eagerness but not the determination.

Time is slipping and so am I,
I guess I’m just not ready to say goodbye. 
Goodbye to my childhood;
goodbye to not having any commitments or priorities.

The unknown factor of the future haunts
me at the end of each week. 
Will I be a success in the future, or
will I end up like my looked-down-upon relative?

The ultimate question is:
will I fall with my hopes high,
or will I fly. 
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English Class Taught Me to Open Up
Dylan Pentecost

Before I came to English class, I never really talked about what happened 
when our Marine unit deployed. I did not feel it was appropriate talking about 
it in front of my family and friends. There was always a giant elephant in the 
room, and it made an awkward presence. They knew I changed but did not 
understand why. How does anyone tell their parents who cared for them and 
protected them since they were born that they have stared death in the face? 
How am I supposed to open up to the woman who I love with all my heart, but 
she cannot stand violence, and does not believe in death as punishment? 

Every day, I struggled with the burden of not speaking about my feelings. 
My parents did not understand why I got so upset when we were at the Husker 
football spring game, and the gentlemen next to me would not take his hat 
off for the National Anthem. I love my older brother, but at the same time, he 
could always get on my last nerve. He thinks he knows everything and always 
talked badly about police officers when they would use excessive amounts 
of ammunition to apprehend a criminal. My family never understood why I 
would get so angry when I talked to him about it. How would he know what 
it is like? He will never know until he is in a life or death situation and has to 
make the decision to fight or flee. If that happens to him, he will realize it is a 
natural instinct, to do what those men had to do, so they could come back to 
their families just like I did.  

When I came to this class, I started finding a little joy in writing with the 
first essay. With the second, this feeling started growing more. Then I made a 
huge jump and started opening up more for the third paper. I am so glad I did. 
The only person I showed my paper to was my beautiful girlfriend. The only 
reason I had her read it was because it showed a side of me she had not seen. 
The love I have for the men I served with and the pride I had were special. She 
never understood what I was trying to say, until she looked at my third essay, 
and she saw who the true me was and loved it. I never really liked writing 
that much; it was always hard. When my teacher showed me that writers need 
to write from the soul, I could not stop filling the pages of my journal. The 
words continued on to the fourth paper, and I cannot wait to see what my next 
English class has in store for me. I am glad I learned how to use paper and pen 
to make my feelings flow onto the page.
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  Heartland of America Park Clock Tower :: David Waller
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To the Person Who Was Always 
There for Me

Anastasiya Petrosyan

A great big world it is indeed
a world so huge that it is driven by greed
People want what they don’t own
But don’t understand that they are not alone
They have their family and friends, 
Even those people at school who loan you pens
They are always at your side
Never willing to hide but stand in pride
I have a person like this in my life
She as well as being my mother is my father’s wife
A mother she’s been since the day I was born 
and a mother she was in the days I was torn
I thank her so much but I never feel like she believes
Because there are also a lot of “I’m so sorry’s” that she receives 
She was the one who has always been kind
The one who was willing to ask what’s on my mind 
And the one who made me feel not confined
And I try so hard not to let her down
Because she is the one who turns frowns upside down
She was the one who helped me become the person I’m now
The one who taught me many words, like “cow”
And nobody wants to let their mothers go
When we leave to go to college, we want them to know:
That we (being children) love you so very much 
And we thank you for the help and the love and the soft touch
For the wonderful moments that we’ve spent with you
For the tears that we shred and the days that we felt really blue
So, thank you, dear Mother, for what you have done
I will love you forever, since you are my sun!

May 2015
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I’m Not a Poet
Satori Pettit

It’s hard to write poems.
I’m not a poet.
I don’t have a gift.
I don’t know it.

Australia Outback :: Bradley Martin
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Old Shields
Cathy Porter

In between sparks, the real work
is key; mundane tasks performed without bells -

a happy tour - voices never raised and beds
never made - but long distance travels value pace

for good reason. The hills sink on occasion, allowing
for safe passage; some trips require a stay or two

in shady quarters, as storms rage outside chipped walls.
The stars may not come out on command; sickness replaces

health. We rise, even on mornings when shadows threaten
an avalanche, and a knock on the door can only mean

unwanted news. Candles get lit; bodies work as one in defiance,
in this time or any other, new worlds painted over old shields.

“A bird doesn't sing because it has an answer, it sings 

because it has a song.”

—Maya Angelou
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My Sanctuary
Wesla Potts

When I am inspired to take a pen and write down my thoughts, it can be a 
powerful thing. A writing assignment is like looking into my soul and putting 
what I see there into paragraphs. When a teacher helps me develop confidence 
in my writing, this can make me more creative. I can write about anything in 
my life, just as long as I have the passion to write. I need to be committed to 
what I am writing about and to write like I mean it. 

I find that when I read my textbook and write reflections on what I 
learn, I discover how to be a more creative writer. I find a growing passion 
for writing every time I write. Some teachers help students like me become 
more confident in their writings by encouraging us to think independently. 
The assignments I write about inspire new thoughts and allow me to put them 
into words. It is fun to write my thoughts into meaningful words; I can do this 
every day. 

Every time I write a paragraph, I learn more about myself. I am able to 
reach inside my thoughts, much deeper now, and express what I want to say. I 
am a person who has trouble expressing what I have to say verbally, but when 
I write, I am able to form my thoughts clearly. I enjoy the calm feelings I get 
when I write my thoughts out. When they make no sense at all, I start over 
until the words sound good. I am committed to being the best writer I can be, 
even if it takes a million tries to put down what I have to say. 
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The Empty Road
Ambun Pratami

I’ll come running
I’ll come screaming
I’ll come out of breath
If it’s you who wait for me at the end of this road

Nothing but the rustle of leaves as my company
I can only listen to the deafening silence all around me
Then I start hearing your voice inside my head
Imagining your smile and the warmth it causes in my heart 

When my body is weary and my faith slips away
I stumble and bleed, my feet go astray
The wind whispers to me about the story of hope
That I should never give up and I should never stop

I do my all to ignore their insidious mutter
This darkness and loneliness torment me even further
I cling to the vague shadow of you that I meet in my dreams
Because I believe our story is more worth fighting for than it seems

I don’t even know where this road is going to lead me 
All I know, at the end of this long and winding path, I will see you
So I’ll come running, I’ll come screaming, I’ll come out of breath
If it’s you and your outstretched arms that stand there, at the end of this road

Jakarta
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Arigato

Gracias

Takk

Merci Beaucoup

Danke Schon

Dziekuje

Todah Rabah

Spasibo

Obrigado

Eucharisto

Grazie

Danke

Mahalo

Different ways to say

Thank You
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A Different Dream
Lorren Rahn

Their eyes meet, and life becomes a dream.
The sense that washes over them feels like 
belonging.
As she starts to imagine the bright light of the 
future,
Every emotion so strong and fierce.
Something snaps, and the feeling turns out to be anger.
Everything boiling up as one emotion.

But then that dies down, and the emotion is sweet.
Everything turns back to that one dream,
But then he snaps, and anger
Rolls out. No longer does she feel that belonging.
His eyes are blazing, angry, and fierce,
And she sees ahead, the crumbling future.

Then he smiles at her, and that future returns.
Anger gone, replaced by that happy emotion,
She feels as if her love is fierce,
And that happy ending, happy dream
Reappears, mixed in with the belonging.
He makes her feel happy, which quickly vanishes with that swift hand.

Why does he feel this strong sense of anger? 
Does he not imagine that happy ending in their future? 
Does he not feel the sense of belonging?
She feels the air turn stiff as the emotion
Runs deep, cutting the cord to her happy dream.
It was then she realized she has to be fierce.

She had to be strong, her eyes showing her 
Willing attitude, her anger
Remaining under control. Her dream
Is to feel happy and that her future
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Will be just the way she wants it to be. The emotion
And the sense that she needs to gain is belonging.

Not only does she need to feel belonging,
But she needs to know that she is strong and fierce.
She needs to learn how to control her rough emotions
And not let the bad ones slip out. Anger
Is no longer a part of her future.
Being without him now is no longer a part of her dream.

The future is now a different dream, a different emotion.
The anger and fierceness become one mistress, 
and the sense of belonging overcomes.

“Part of our struggle on Earth is to recognize the royalty 

in ourselves. I think, when we do, we can also recognize 

the royalty of others. That is the secret of ‘Love thy 

neighbor as thyself.’ ” 

–Carl Jung
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Bill and the Internet of Things
Bain Robinson

The car popped the driver’s side door open 
at his approach. “Where to, Bill?” it asked, as he 
settled into the leather chair.

“Home,” Bill said.
“For a Friday afternoon, traffic looks light. 

It should be a quick trip.”
“Perfect. I’m ready for a cold one,” Bill said, fastening his seat belt.
“Your dry cleaning’s ready. Would you like to stop and pick it up?” asked 

the car. 
“Let’s leave it for the next trip,” Bill replied, without looking up from his 

phone. “Anything else?”
“Smith’s left a grocery order at the house on the refrigerator’s authority. 

That’s it.”
“Great,” Bill said. “Let’s go home.”
The engine caught, and Bill felt it rather than heard it; this model 

was insanely quiet. He watched through the windshield, as the car found 
the garage’s ramp, made its way to the exit, and was scanned. The receipt 
appeared in the glass.

He went back to his phone. In local news, in his own neighborhood, 
wolves, coyotes, wild dogs, feral pigs or large rats—no one was quite sure 
which—had snatched a Chihuahua off a porch and left the gut-pile at the curb. 
“Jeepers,” he said aloud.

A soft chime sounded. “Is there something I can help you with?” asked the 
car.

“No, not really. Unless you can keep wolves, coyotes, wild dogs and/or 
large rats out of the yard.”

“Let me check,” said the car. “This will take just a moment. No, I can’t, 
actually. But an upgrade is available which would give me those capabilities. 
Would you like to see pricing, Bill?”

“No, thank you.”
“Bill, as long as we’re talking, I see you have a ‘Corporate Thing’ next 

Wednesday morning. Your note says, ‘Dress.’ If we stopped now for your suit, 
you’d be covered for Wednesday.”

“What’s the estimated wait at the cleaners?” Bill asked.
“Direct counter access. No waiting.”
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“Check again before the exit ramp, will you? I don’t want to have to stand 
in line.”

“Sure. Exactly,” the car replied.
The phone chirped, as the car shut itself off in the cleaner’s parking lot. 

Confirmation that the suit was ready. He walked to the counter as the suit 
arrived. He tapped the pay app once; the rack relinquished the suit.

“Thanks,” Bill called to no one.
Back in the car, he opened his screen again. The car began to back out. 

There appeared an alert icon upper right. Bill tapped it. Traffic jam between 
the cleaners and home. “Actually,” the car said, “the jam is city-wide. 
Checking for alternate routes now.”

“Wait. This happened last Friday, too, didn’t it?” queried Bill.
“Yes, correct. This week, it seems to be Ford sedans. Last week, it was 

Subarus they hacked. None of those vehicles moved until late Sunday.”
“Yep, started by themselves, seemingly, and idled ‘til they ran out of gas. 

That was a mess. Thank goodness you’re a Saab,” Bill said. “We might make 
it home, yet.” 

“It looks like I’ve found an alternate that’ll work. It’s quite a long way 
around, but it’s not clogged with Fords at the moment anyway. Our estimated 
time is an hour-and-a-half.”

“I’ll make the most of it, then. Maybe, I’ll finish researching for that 
‘Corporate Thing’ you mentioned before we get there.” He tapped his right 
temple twice, activating his reading lenses. Then, he remembered the dogs. 
“Better check on the dogs,” he said aloud.

“Their monitors are at purple,” came the reply. “They should be good ‘til 
we’re home. Shall I open the door for them?”

“Yes,” Bill said. “Right after you scan for predators.”
“Reading the scan now. The neighborhood appears clear,” the car said. 

“Opening the back door now.”
“Who are the neighbors, anyway?” Bill wondered.
“Checking now,” the car said.
“No need. I was really talking to myself.” Bill scratched his head.
“It’s none of my business really,” the car began.
“I hate it when you say that,” Bill interrupted. “Could you stop using that 

phrase?”
“Certainly, I’ve made the change.”
“Great. So, what is it that’s none of your business really?”
“You were scratching. Your head,” the car observed. “I was going to ask 

about your choice of shampoos.”
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“The house takes care of that. I couldn’t tell you a brand name, if that’s 
what you meant.

“Sure. Exactly. I’m only trying to be of assistance.”
“I’m sure you are,” agreed Bill.
“If you’d care to pitch your head slightly forward, I’ll get a scan and 

coordinate with the house.”
Bill tipped his head.
“Good. Got it. Thanks,” the car said. “I’ve transferred the data to the 

house.”
Bill didn’t acknowledge. The White Paper he was reading was about to 

draw unpleasant conclusions. He knit his brow and turned to the window.
The car slowed to a stop at a light. It wouldn’t be long now before they 

were home. The 12-story water slide on his neighborhood’s edge was just 
visible.

The light changed. The truck immediately in front of them didn’t move. 
The car issued a polite beep. Still the truck sat.

“This will probably be bad news, Bill.”
“What is it? Nothing to do with the neighborhood predators, I hope.”
“No. The dogs are safe. They’ve gone in, actually. What I meant was the 

Ford hack has apparently spread beyond sedans to pickups. One of which 
we’re behind.”

“It’s a Ford all right,” agreed Bill, his eyes fixed on the oval logo. “It 
couldn’t be merely this instance, I suppose.”

“Additional data coming in now,” the car replied. “Shut-downs in a 25-
mile radius from city center. Isolated cases beyond that.

“Wouldn’t you know they’d choose the best-selling truck in the country? 
They’re—whoever “they” are—getting the most clog for the effort.”

“That’s what I was thinking,” the car replied. “And during rush as well.”
“Well, do what you have to.”
“Right. Exactly,” the car said.
“Back to work,” Bill said, lowering his eyes to the screen.
By the time the car extricated itself and began to move again, Bill had 

finished reading and was in the hole to the 74 people bidding against him for 
an antique set of still-in-the-box Corelle dishes. “Jeepers,” he said, closing the 
ap. “E T A?” he asked.

“Twenty minutes ought to do it,” replied the car. “That might be too long 
for Molly though. Her sensor’s gone to red.”

“Open their door,” sighed Bill.
“Door opening now. Oops, too late. Molly’s had an accident in the 

kitchen, and I’m getting no response from the washer bot.”
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Bill was silent. It was years since he’d had to clean up anything. “Check 
with the house about cleaning supplies, please.”

“Checking. Only refills for the bots, Bill.”
“Ask the house to order something I can use myself, will you?”
“Sure. Right,” the car replied.
The water slide threw its shadow across the road. Bill looked up, as they 

passed through it. “Almost home,” he said, “and not a moment too soon.”
The car slowed, turned right, then left, then right again. It stopped in its 

usual space beside the house.
“Translate yourself to the phone, please,” Bill said, as the door opened.
“Right. Exactly,” his phone said.
“Jeepers,” Bill squeaked, “What the. . . Are those egg cartons?” He 

opened the gate, took three steps to the porch. They were egg cartons. Probably 
a hundred of them. “One hundred dozen chicken eggs. It won’t be long ‘til 
these draw every wolf, coyote, wild dog, feral pig, or large rat in the vicinity to 
the front door,” Bill said.

“Right. Exactly,” the phone concurred.
“Get Smith’s, will you? Let them know this is a mistake,” Bill said, as the 

front door opened for him.
“Sure thing. Exactly,” returned the phone.
Bill approached the fridge. Its read-out indicated it recognized it had made 

an error and had reported itself to Tech staff. Molly’s mistake sat close to the 
door. The cleaning bots remained unresponsive.

“Smith’s is sending someone,” the phone reported.
“Right. Exactly,” said Bill.
“Incoming,” said the phone. “Fridge-Tech.”
“Go ahead,” urged Bill.
“Bill, that fridge is a goner. The software won’t reset; I’ve tried to push 

a clean install without success. I’ve ordered a replacement. I’ll guide you 
through making room for the new one. Do you have about ninety seconds?”

“Sure. Right,” Bill replied.
“Here we go then. Any food items you’d like to save before we begin?”
“No, I don’t suppose so,” Bill said, peering into the fridge through its 

glass doors.
“Right. Exactly,” said the Tech. “Okay. On the left-hand panel, press and 

hold the double triangle key, then tap the ‘spoiled/all’ key.”
The fridge was empty. “How’s that done?” asked Bill.
“Let’s just say it isn’t in the manual,” said the Tech. “Now, you’re looking 

for the tab on the bottom interior edge of the right door.”
“I have it,” Bill reported.
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“Give it a tug.”
“Right. Exactly,” Bill said.
“Okay, then. Start anywhere you’d like and crumple it up. It’ll pack down 

to about the size of a softball. Your replacement will be delivered, as soon as 
our vans start.”

“Right,” said Bill. “You use Fords, I’m guessing. So, now, the hack has 
spread to vans also?”

“Every Ford ever built around a computer of any kind is out like a light. 
The whole country’s clogging up.”

Bill banked the softball-sized tin wad off the wall and into the garbage.
He walked through the house to the front porch. To his surprise, the guy 

from Smith’s was already backed into the yard. Bill noticed the Chevy logo. 
The eggs were just about loaded.

A distant howl echoed down the street. “Know what a coyote sounds 
like?” Bill asked.

“That sounded more like a wolf to me,” said the Smith’s guy.
Bill looked over his shoulder, down the block. “Jeepers,” he said. “And, 

sorry about the mistaken order,” Bill apologized.
“Right. Exactly,” said the Smith’s guy. He set the last six dozen in the van 

and closed the doors. On the panel, Bill saw him hold the double triangle key 
and tap the ‘spoiled/all’ key. He supposed the van was now empty.

“You’ve got fridge insurance for this sort of thing, I’m sure,” the Smith’s 
guy said.

“Do I?” Bill asked, looking at the phone. He scratched his head.

“To be yourself in a world that is constantly trying 

to make you something else is the greatest 

accomplishment.”

—Ralph Waldo Emerson
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Becoming a Citizen of the USA: 
A Rewarding Journey

Yvette Rodriguez

July 18, 2002, I arrived in the United States of America, I was 22 years 
old, and I was bringing a bag full of dreams with me. I was the second person 
in my family to move to a different country. My dad was my predecessor. All 
immigrants have different reasons for leaving the country they called home 
and exploring others. The most common reason is the pursuit of a better life. 
That was my dream! I wanted to discover this country, become a citizen of 
the United States of America, and open new doors for my family. My journey 
would be a way out of Venezuela for us all. 

On May 29, 2010, I became Jeffrey Morton’s wife. To be honest, many 
reasons led to this quick marriage, but love and my legal status were the 
principal ones. A few days earlier, my sister Esmeralda and my mom flew 
in from Venezuela, and the three of us got everything taken care of for my 
big day. My husband and I got married at the court house, and we all headed 
downtown for the celebration. 

If a citizen of the United States of America marries a foreign person, the 
citizen has the right to make his spouse a permanent resident of this country.  
Since my husband was a citizen of the USA, I could become a permanent 
resident and later a citizen. After a few months, I got everything together 
to start the process for my Green Card. I was on “out of status” with the 
Department of Homeland Security. My husband and I filled out what seemed 
like thousands of forms and paperwork. My sister loaned us the money for 
the application fees, and we sent everything to the Department of Homeland 
Security (USCIS).

On December 7, 2010, I got my first Social Security Card and Work 
Permit. I was close to making one of my dreams become a reality. I received a 
letter containing a date and time and place for an interview. This interview was 
going to be scary. If the immigration officer doing the interview believed that I 
married for the wrong reasons, even if it was not true, I would lose everything 
and be deported. Having my destiny in someone else’s hands is not a pretty 
thing.

On January 21, 2011, at exactly 9:45 a.m. at the Omaha USCIS office, our 
names were called, and with an evil smile, the officer guided us to the room 
of the interview (her office). The first thing, we had to do was swear under the 
penalty of perjury. My husband and I were very nervous. The officer asked a 
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couple of questions, and we answered them. She started to seem nicer, because 
she now was making jokes, and we were getting more comfortable.

Our interview lasted twelve minutes. Contrary to all the stories we 
heard, the rumors of awful and inappropriate questions, like, “What color of 
underwear is your husband wearing?” and “When was the last time you were 
intimate?” were not applicable to our session. Even though those questions 
are asked, they were not in ours. I like to joke with my husband and tell him 
the immigration officer saw what a perfect wife I am; she wanted to make 
sure I was going to be with him for the rest of his life. The officer said, 
“Congratulations, you are now approved, and starting today, you are a legal, 
permanent resident of this country. Welcome to the United States of America,” 
and she finished our interview with a sincere smile. 

Seven exact days passed, and I received my green card in the mail. I 
cannot describe what I felt that day. I was so thrilled that I could visit my 
family in my country. I was able to get a driver’s license. So many things 
changed that day. I was officially a “legal” resident, but I was not going to stop 
there. In order for me to open doors for my family, I had to become a citizen of 
the USA, and that was my next goal.

There are several requirements to be eligible to apply for citizenship 
through marriage. One has to be a permanent resident for at least three years 
and remain married to the spouse through whom the permanent resident status 
was obtained. One has to be present in the USA for 180 days or more per 
calendar year (540 days for the three year requirement). One cannot have a 
criminal history and must pass the Citizenship Test. The citizenship application 
forms can be sent three months prior to the third anniversary of the day one 
becomes a permanent resident. 

A little after November 21, 2013, I submitted all the paperwork, forms, 
and fees to The Department of Homeland Security to process my citizenship. 
While several months passed, I studied, learned, and memorized the one 
hundred questions and answers on the Citizenship Test questionnaire. In June 
2014, I received a letter from the USCIS with the date, time and place for my 
citizenship interview, which was almost the last step. I was so close and so 
happy.

On July 7, 2014, a little before 9:15 a.m. at the Immigration Office in 
Omaha, I checked in. My dad was with me, and we were both extremely 
excited. I only needed to pass the test, and I would be a citizen of the USA. 
On the citizenship test, the ability to speak, read, and understand English were 
evaluated, and so is the knowledge of US history.

 “Congratulations, you have passed your test,” said the officer. “Your 
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citizenship ceremony will be held on August 15, 2014, at 2:00 p.m. at the 
Court House.” 

I remember, thinking a trillion things when she said this. Eventually, I 
would be able to make my parents residents, and I would be able to vote! So 
many doors were opening now. 

I got out of the Immigration Office, and as soon as my dad saw me, he 
asked, “How did it go?” 

“I passed,” I replied. 
He hugged me, gave me a tiny American flag, and said, “Welcome to your 

new country.” With smiles and excitement we left.
Not many people know how hard and long the journey of becoming a 

citizen of this country is; only we, the immigrants, know. Many immigrants to 
this country will never become permanent residents or citizens, because they 
do not have ways to make it. The Citizenship Test will stop many immigrants 
from becoming citizens, but learning the language is the biggest barrier of 
all. More than 75% of the immigrants I know do not speak English. Being a 
permanent resident is more than enough for most of them, and they are afraid 
of losing what they have now by trying for something else. 

August 15, 2014, came so fast! It was a very emotional day for my family 
and me. While getting ready, my daughter asked, “Mommy, why do you have 
to do this?” 

“Sweetie, Mommy chose this country to be her home, and now this 
country is officially making Mommy one of its children, like you are” I 
replied. “What I can say is that it is worth the trying; it is rewarding to know 
I am safe and no one, for any reason, can make me leave this country, now. 
There are no barriers for me. I now have the same rights that any USA born 
citizen has, except I cannot become President of the United States, but other 
than that I am entitled to the same rights.”

To celebrate this commemorative day, my dad and I put together his 
residency package, and we sent it to the Department of Homeland Security. 
One of my rights is to make my parents permanent residents of the USA. 
After almost fourteen years, my journey was finally over. I am a citizen of the 
United States of America. Hurray!  
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Shabbat Chanukah: Central Park

D. L. Rubens

“Chanukah again,” Iggy thought, staring out 
of his 12th story condo window over the park. 
“Nothing changes.” 

He could see from Columbus Circle all the 
way up to the hockey rink, a part of the park most New Yorkers didn’t go to or 
know about. Tonight, it was filled with hockey players. It seemed so crowded 
out there in the distance and so empty where he was. Everyone except Isaac 
was gone, and both of them were about to be on their own. 

“Another six months, and then he’d be off.” Iggy wondered what Rachael 
would say about that. “Something perfect, something encouraging, something 
that mattered.”

“I’m out of here, Dad. Be back around 10.” 
Iggy heard the door close before he could ask where his son was going. 

It didn’t occur to him to call Isaac on his cell; he just went to the dining room 
table to set up the candles for the second night, or was it the third? Iggy 
couldn’t keep track. 

“Oh God, do I put the candles in from the left or right? Wait, am I 
supposed to put them in from the right to the left and light them from the left 
to the right or the other way around? Oh, damn it. My dyslexia is kicking in 
again,” Iggy thought. “Oh, the hell with it,” he actually said out loud. Finally, 
breaking down, he Googled to see what night it was and how to put the 
candles in.  

“Damn you, Rachael, why did you have to….” He didn’t finish that 
thought. He’d been through this every year for five years now. Thinking again, 
“I can’t even call her.” With that thought, Iggy went back to the window to 
look at the rink, but all the players were gone, and the lights were out. Even 
the traffic through the park was almost non-existent, except for an occasional 
cab and a well-lit horse-drawn carriage. It was all empty now, and the carriage 
was on the way back to the stable, wherever the heck that was? 

“So, this is the way I’m going to spend Chanukah again this year.” He 
could hear the frustrated disappointment and complaint in that thought, all 
accompanied by a sour taste in his mouth. He swallowed hard to get rid of the 
taste. “Takeout. Maybe, takeout will help.” 

The thought took him to the pile of menus on the kitchen table, thinking 
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“It’s Chanukah! Latkes! Latkes will take away the taste. Who makes good 
latkes? I guess I do, but I don’t have any potatoes.” Within minutes, Iggy was 
on the street headed for Broadway to find a market still open.

Iggy was north of Columbus Circle, five or six blocks, but still there was 
no market. Not even a coffee shop was open where he could get them to give 
him a potato. “Five bucks might even convince somebody to give up a spud.” 
There was no such luck finding a coffee shop open.  

He saw a cab on the other side of the street. Running up and tapping on 
the cab’s window turned out to be the wrong approach. When he did so, the 
cabby turned abruptly to see Iggy tapping on his window. The expression on 
the cabby’s face told Iggy that breathing hard and sweating, tapping on a cab’s 
window at night would scare the hell out of anyone. The cab sped off, tires 
squealing, leaving behind only skid marks on the pavement. 

“Oh, damn! I am in New York, aren’t I?” That thought left Iggy standing 
in the middle of the street when he saw, out of the corner of his eye, a Korean 
market just off Broadway at 73rd. The lights were still on, but when he got 
there, the sign on the door said “Closed.” Iggy hesitated, thinking of the cab’s 
squealing tires and the look on the cabby’s face, but he went ahead and tapped 
on the window anyway. A small figure looked out at Iggy. 

He tapped again, thinking, “Well, a least, I’m not in the middle of the 
street; what could happen here?” 

The boy looked at Iggy and opened the door. There was a lot of noise 
coming from the back of the store.  

“Hello, who are you?” Iggy asked. “Neueun ojeon Eyeuh,” the guy 
replied, as an older woman came running from the shop’s rear, telling the boy 
to close the door. Iggy didn’t move. He just said, “I need a potato.” (“Oh God,” 
Iggy thought. “That sounds pitiful.”)

The woman laughed, smiled, and replied, “Latkes? Chanukah?” 
Iggy’s jaw dropped. He stood there for a moment trying to figure out what 

was going on in this little Korean grocery.   
He must have stood there in the doorway for some time, because the 

woman left and returned with four large potatoes, putting them in a bag. She 
startled him when she asked, “How many people will be with you?” 

“Oh, no, they’re just for me, and I only need one potato, but if you want 
me to buy all these that’s fine.”  

“You’re all alone?” she asked.
“Well, not exactly. My son, Isaac, will be back soon, and we’ll light the 

candles and have latkes.”  
The young boy’s eyes lit up, and he smiled.  
“Why don’t you have latkes with us? I’m making some for Shul. I have 
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lots of extras here. We haven’t eaten any yet,” the woman said.
“You cook for a Shul?” 
“Yes, that’s right. It’s around the corner. Sit down, eat. Here’s sour cream 

-- a little sugar mixed in. If you want apple sauce, it’s in the fridge. I’ll get 
some.” The rhythm of her voice was familiar and unusual to hear coming from 
a Korean woman.     

Iggy was getting a little freaked out, but he sat down and ate the latkes put 
in front of him. Later, he would tell friends that the latkes were as good, maybe 
even better than his grandmother’s -- full of flavor, light, and not greasy.

“So, you cook for the Shul?” he asked between bites.
“Yes. Congregation Beth Israel, right around the corner. That’s where we 

go.”  
Iggy thought he was in a parallel universe. “You’re Jewish?” 
“Yes, we’re Jewish,” the boy answered, in perfect English -- no accent. An 

older gentleman, prayer shawl and skullcap in hand, appeared from the back of 
the store. “Are we all ready to go, yet?” 

The only thing to go through Iggy’s head at that point was, “Good grief!”
Soon, he found himself pushing a grocery cart on 73rd Street, going east. 

The street was lit -- but not well lit -- and the bumps in the sidewalk jostled the 
five large, foil covered trays of latkes fresh from the oven, large jars of sour 
cream, and applesauce. Onion, garlic, and that fried smell filled the air around 
them, as they turned another corner and beheld the lit synagogue entrance. 
Folks were greeting one another and carrying trays and plates of what looked 
like more food. The Korean woman saw the expression on Iggy’s face, and she 
smiled, “We like to eat a lot, always have.” 

“Okay,” Iggy thought, now’s the time to ask. “So, tell me how is it you’re 
Jewish?”  

She stopped walking and began to speak carefully, as if considering how 
to put things. “Well, it’s a long story, but my family, such as it is, comes from 
the northern part of Korea. My mother was pregnant with me. She, my dad, 
and my brother went to a train station because the last train from the North 
was soon to depart. All the cars were packed, so my father, helped by a very 
frightened looking young soldier in uniform, pushed and pulled my mother and 
my brother into the car.” She paused, but then continued, her voice breaking, 
“But Father couldn’t get in. The train was so packed that he had to climb up on 
the train’s roof with others who did not want to be left behind.” 

My brother tells me it took a long time to go south, and when the train 
passed some parallel, everyone onboard cheered. 

She paused, “When they got off the train, they looked for Father, but no 
one was left on the roof of the car. My brother told me he heard someone say, 
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‘Low bridges.’ ” Her voice broke again. She looked at Iggy and blurted out in 
a whisper, “They were all swept off by low bridges.” She stopped and gained 
control. “Mom went into labor while she and my brother were standing on the 
platform. An American GI with a rifle came up. 

He said, ‘I know exactly where to take you.’ 
Mother and my brother were taken to a MASH unit where I was born. 

That’s all he remembers.” 
She fell silent, as they entered the Shul, where she was greeted, and Iggy 

was introduced and welcomed with open arms. Folks gathered around and 
unloaded their trays and set them on the most beautiful Oneg Shabbat that Iggy 
could remember, full of food and menorot.

The boy ran off to play with his friends, and the woman was engaged in 
conversations in Hebrew, Yiddish, and English, gesturing and looking at Iggy 
while talking to her friends.

The night’s prayers, traditional songs, and games went on and on. Iggy 
had sat down, a plate with more latkes on his lap. “You didn’t finish you’re 
story, did you?” he said to his benefactor.

“No, I didn’t.” She continued, “I’ve come to think of it this way – it may 
sound very familiar to you. My family escaped from a place where they had 
nothing, and they were being worked to death. They were saved because of 
my father’s getting us on the train. The GI’s name’s was Freddy. Lieutenant 
Freddy, we called him. He and his wife, Naomi, were stationed in Korea 
together. She was a nurse. Freddy and Naomi made sure we weren’t split up, 
but soon my mother got sick. She died. I wish I could remember her. Then, 
Naomi came to the camp we were in and got us out. I don’t know how or why, 
but she got both of us, my brother and me. My brother remembers a memorial 
service, with lots of prayers he didn’t understand at the time.”

There was so much more Iggy wanted to know, but he thought it wouldn’t 
be right to put her through any more questioning. 

As the festivities ended, the grocery cart reappeared, and they walked 
together back to the shop. No one said much, but the brother whispered 
something to the woman. She looked at Iggy and said, “He wants me to tell 
you that you’re welcome to come back next Shabbat for another meal, and for 
services.” 

Iggy said he’d try and thanked them for including him in a wonderful 
Shabbat Chanukah. 

The boy began lagging behind his mother and uncle, as Iggy turned the 
corner at 73rd onto Broadway. Then, he heard the man shout, “Isaac, you get up 
here with us.” Then with more volume, “Eyeuh, you heard me, now move it!” 
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Epilogue 
Back at home, Iggy took the bag of potatoes into the kitchen thinking 

he had no time to make latkes before his Isaac got back. He opened the bag. 
There were no potatoes, but two dozen latkes and a challah with a note were 
inside. “These are for you and your Isaac. Take care. Chag samayach!”

Just then the apartment door opened, “Hey, Dad, guess what? I brought 
some friends home to light candles with us.” 

There were four of them. One girl, called Nomi, took over, and with 
Isaac got everything ready. Iggy walked to the window again and saw that the 
rink lights were on and a Zamboni had just finished sweeping, shining the ice 
smooth. 

Time in Rocks :: Cindy Goeller
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 A Parody on “i” 
James M. Salhany

i am that i am
And sometimes i try,
To do more than i can
For i know that i,
Have something to say
For the whole world to hear,
It’s all about me
Let’s make that quite clear.

 i looked in the mirror
 In order to see
 What it was like
 To be looking at me.

 There i stood 
 Handsome and lean
 Falling in love
 With the image i see.
 
 Yet, when longer i looked
 And closer i peered,
 An ancient “Echo”
 Was revealed.
 
 Was i the i 
 That was looking at me,
 Or was this just a part
 Of Nemesis’s scheme
 Against those who succumb
 To narcissistic dreams! 

(A primer for A Parody On “i.” Reference is made to certain characters from 
Greek Mythology. The first is “Echo” who was a mountain nymph that loved 
her own voice. Echo fell in love with the vain youth named “Narcissus.” 
Echo stealthily followed Narcissus, longing to address him but was unable to 
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speak first. Reference is also made to Nemesis, who in Greek mythology was a 
goddess of retributive justice or vengeance. Finally, please note that the lower 
case “i” is used throughout this poem, purposefully.)

 

     

Five :: Chandra Magar



165

Fine Lines :: Summer 2015

Shift
Cathy Samuelson

I’m in my bliss. Inspiration is all around me.
When not if, I shift. Just shift.

Breathing in through the back of my heart,
I exhale through the front, pouring forth with 
unabashed glee.

What might come? What might I say if I let it?
There’s no one here to judge when I touch this place.

I breathe in through the back of my heart. 
I exhale through the front, and I can hear....

there is a lullaby.
Is it Grandma’s gentle, 

“hhmmmm, hhmmmm, hhmmmm, hmmmm”?
Yes, that’s there, too!

I breathe in through the back of my heart.
I exhale through the front, and I wait.

There’s music there. Always a song if I just shift.
Shift from breathing in through a shallow, 

cavernous pit where fear put a lock at the entrance.
But that was so, so long ago. 

Still? All this time later?
Like that child, I learn to shift, enter through 

the backdoor where I was still and all, too
soft to block all access.
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There is yet that same softness. Oh, yes.
All it takes is a shift.

I breathe in through the back of my heart. 
I exhale through the front.

I take my gaze from the blazing sun to the cool moon.
Yep! There’s been a shift.

Bald Eagle on Barbed Wire Fence :: D.A. Hickman
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Reply to a Post at a 
Buddhist Zen Site

Robert Schenck

Yes, thank you, kind sir, for your thoughtful, 
informative reply. No, I do not believe that “the 
Zen teachings were somehow responsible for the 
moral dissolution of Japan.” Yes, I do believe 
that “such things would have occurred without Zen.” I am only puzzled that 
Zen Buddhists in Japan offered such feeble resistance, if any, to the descent. 

Even Daizen Brian Victoria’s harshest critic, Jundo Cohen, concedes that 
Zen opposition to it was nearly nonexistent. No, I cannot say, exactly, that I am 
“fed up” with “the horror of this world.” Rather, I sometimes live and practice 
in a gentle, mild, sad understanding of its nature and its causes, not a whole 
lot different from the way Matthew Arnold describes it in the last stanza of 
“Dover Beach”:

Ah, love, let us be true 
To one another! for the world, which seems 
To lie before us like a land of dreams, 
So various, so beautiful, so new, 
Hath really neither joy, nor love, nor light, 
Nor certitude, nor peace, nor help for pain; 
And we are here as on a darkling plain 
Swept with confused alarms of struggle and flight, 
Where ignorant armies clash by night.

Every day on Planet Earth 150 thousand of us die, every day 350 thousand 
of us are born. As Kurt Vonnegut’s son once said to comfort his depressed 
father, “Whatever this is, Dad, we just have to help each other through it.” 

Were my family and I to be starved to death or bombed and murdered in 
a geopolitical calamity, such consolations of poetry and philosophy would be 
tested in ways I hope never to experience; yet, except in the sense that I am not 
at this moment a direct and specific target and victim of famine and war, I do 
not consider myself, as you suppose, “separate from them.” 

As Krishnamurti has said, “War is the spectacular and bloody projection 
of our everyday living. We precipitate war out of our daily lives; and without a 
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transformation in ourselves, there are bound to be...the many brutalities that go 
to create organized murder.” 

I don’t know that I can agree with you on that “most people would say, no, 
I have no responsibility at all, I am a good person, I make my mistakes but I 
am separate from those things.” 

Given a good prompt and a little time for reflection, most of the students 
in my classes (before I retired four years ago), decent people, would usually 
agree that, yes, indeed, their own selfish fears and desires and ignorance were 
in part responsible for “the horror, the horror,” as Joseph Conrad put it. But, 
like me, they didn’t know really what they could do to change it.

Komodo Dragon :: Rynette Friesen
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Writer’s Block
Kara Schmoeller

Some days, I can create vast universes, 
mighty queens and kings, the rising golden sun, 
and the silent setting moon, but not today.

Thanks to writer’s block, I just sit – quietly, 
contently, trying to reach my inner world.
But the gate has closed and locked.

So, I stand in this vast darkness, 
void of light – dreams – and joy at the center 
of my mind, and I can’t stop it.

My kingdoms are falling, and the children are screaming. 
The echoing cries rain through my head, 
but I’m powerless.

My universe is trapped, unable to move, 
slowly fading into the endless void. 
What can I do to save their lives?

I’m powerless, helpless, but maybe, just maybe, 
if I put what I’m thinking on paper, it will stop. 
Can I save them? Am I too late?

Wait! The ideas are flooding my mind! 
They’re back, acting as if nothing happened. 
The villager baking bread to the king at war – they are back.

The golden rays breaking through the gate blind me. 
All the characters I have created welcome me with open arms. 
I have broken the chains binding me. 

The void can no longer hold me. My light breaking the shadows 
and bringing my dreams to life! I have done it. 
I have defeated writer’s block.
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Making the Best  
of a Failed Opportunity

Stuart Sedlak

Nearly eighteen years ago, I had a huge 
opportunity cross my path. The Nebraska 
Cornhuskers wanted me to join their team. They 
did not want me to play football or be the water 
boy.  They did not want me to be a spotter for the cheerleading squad either. 
The job offered to me was the visiting radio broadcast booth spotter. I gladly 
accepted the job, but things did not go as well as I would have hoped.

Sports radio and television broadcasters seem smooth when the viewers 
are watching a game at home on their recliner, donning their alma mater’s 
colors. How do they know all the players’ names? How do they know who 
recovered the fumble in the bottom of a dog pile? A spotter is that person 
behind the scenes who is an integral part of any football broadcast.

A spotter is the eyes and ears behind the broadcast team. He must never 
take his eyes off the gridiron. His duties include pointing out all tackles, ball 
carriers, and receptions. They also have to do math for first down and field 
goal distance. It is an invaluable asset for a play-by-play announcer to have a 
good spotter.

It is misleading to say that the Cornhuskers wanted me for the team. 
One of my friends worked for the University of Nebraska Media Relations 
Department. I received a call from him on a Friday afternoon, asking me if I 
would be interested in the position. Earlier in the day, the prior spotter quit for 
personal reasons. I immediately said that I was interested. I was always a big 
Cornhusker fan and thought I was knowledgeable about the current team. I had 
the job, and I started the next day.

The date was November 1, 1997, and the top-ranked Nebraska 
Cornhuskers played host to their rivals, the Oklahoma Sooners. I was assigned 
to the Sooner Sports Radio Network. The broadcast team was a veteran 
duo who was beloved in Sooner country. They were serious, old-school 
professional broadcasters. I was not a professional spotter. I never spotted 
before, nor was I given any instructions.

The play-by-play man introduced himself to me and asked me if I knew 
what I was doing. I lied and said, “Yes.” On the table in the radio booth was a 
large corkboard with twenty-two index cards corresponding to players on the 
field at any given moment. My job was to stick a pin next to every player who 
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was in the game. If a play was made on offense or defense, I had to silently 
point to the player’s name on the corkboard, so the broadcaster could make the 
call.

Kickoff was at 2:30 on a crisp fall afternoon. I was confident in myself 
and my football and spotting abilities. The first play from scrimmage was an 
option run play to the outside. I promptly pointed to the corresponding card 
for the ball carrier and tackler. I thought, “How easy is this?” A couple plays 
later, Nebraska substituted three players on defense. I could not keep up with 
the pushpins. The sweat was pouring from my face. I never realized how many 
substitutions were made in a football game.

Things got worse for me. Nebraska had forty-two points at halftime. The 
Huskers were making wholesale substitutions at all positions. I did not know 
any of the players in the game. I wanted to crawl in a corner or jump out the 
press box window. At the next commercial, the Oklahoma broadcaster threw 
down his headset and told me to leave. I was fired after not even completing 
one game. Sick to my stomach, I headed home.

The next Monday, I called the athletic department. I verified that I was not 
welcome back. I could not accept the fact that I was fired. Tuesday, I called 
back and pleaded for another chance.  My boss told me that I had to prove 
that I was competent. I was not going to let him down. The next two weeks, I 
memorized the names and jersey numbers of nearly sixty players. I watched 
VHS tapes of prior games and spotted high school playoff games. I worked my 
tail off. I impressed the boss enough to give me a second chance.

November 15, Nebraska hosted Iowa State. I spotted for the ISU radio 
broadcast. I was, again, very nervous. I was afraid I would forget everything, 
but the preparation paid off. The change in two weeks was like night and day. I 
was focused and accurate for the whole game and spotted with confidence. The 
hard work paid off.
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Fled
    D. N. Simmers

“His mounted scale aloft: fled murmuring
and with him fled the shades of night.” - John Milton

The time to advance is over.
Cane. Thick glasses.
A back that will give out
when under pressure.
No high flying times around the sky. 
Even the eyes still good 
cannot focus up close.
As the lens like cannons
placed their fire afar.
Cannot be moved in 
and drop an image 
against a close up flower or foe.
Music still comes back. 
The straight frame whirling
with grass or a lass.
But this is something inside.
An old movie that
has been re-played too many times and skips.
Scenes and smiles are faded and faint.
The large wings are put away. They get so dusty
and hard to pack around. When earth feet
shuffle here and there.
Sitting with a coffee is fine. 
Let the smells come in
like the old cat that sits inside on a ledge.
Knowing things are there.
But the body just wants to think about it.
Rather than dance with dragonflies.
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Writing in a Healing Way
D. N. Simmers

I have been going to a Thursday writing 
group. They are writers who have decided to 
put in words something about their lives. At this 
point in their journeys on this Earth, they are the 
urban poor, recovering drug and alcohol addicts. 
Some are not certain if they are men or woman, 
and they are wondering if there is anything they can do about these feelings. 

There is a director who has taken the same training I have. He has gone 
back to what we call up here in British Columbia, Canada, a writer’s studio at 
a local university. We have learned techniques to help people write, and our 
director is passing these ways onto the people who come each week. They are 
given paper and pens and prompts, and they write about anything that comes 
into their minds. It runs down their fingers to the pens and onto the paper. 

They can share what they have written, or not. There is no “Why are you 
writing that?” Or “You should start the first letter with a capital. “It is about 
the writing. What comes out is beautiful. Or sad. Or so horrific it is hard to 
imagine what they have gone through. There are no lectures. This is about 
getting the demons out onto the paper. So they can go on. They are wise, 
funny, and silent, when they first come in. Once they realize, that there are 
others there, who are going through what they have gone through and their 
way of dealing with life, they grow. Become more active. More energized in 
the group. All eventual share events.

And then each year, there is a theme. This year it is called Voice to Voice. 
Poems as songs for composition that are made into art songs. Last year, it 
tied into architectural structures. Stories and poems are picked up from all 
who submit. They are typed and edited, and they become part of the year’s 
anthology. We get donations and donate books for them to take away and 
become their own. Poetry. History. Fiction and Nonfiction. Magazines that 
discusses all of these. 

They have a place to go to each Thursday. They have core friends who 
they may see on the streets or in the alleys or at other times. But when they are 
up to the third floor with their pens and the paper they write about what has 
been going on in their lives. We have all benefited by their own words. They 
have words, from others, going down the roads of their own lives. There is a 
therapy here that does not have to be put into a clinical report. Or an analysis 
of what is making them tick. Just life. Just what has happened to them along 
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the roads of anxious moments, in their time, in their places. And it is a way 
to heal. From the bad and the sad events that their decisions have given them. 
And now away from this, they write. 

The Green Path :: Julian Adair
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I am Not a Writer
Yutika Singh

I am not a writer
But a loving daughter to two parents

I am not a writer
But a loyal and good friend to all

I am not a writer
But a competitive swimmer at ACE

I am not a writer
But have a passion for music

I am not a writer
But I have a big imagination

I am not a writer
But that doesn’t mean I still can’t write

“Neither a lofty degree of intelligence nor imagination 

nor both together go to the making of genius. Love, 

love, love, that is the soul of genius.”

—Wolfgang Amadeus Mozart



176

Fine Lines :: Summer 2015

Home Is You
Casey Solano

So, this is you.

Home is you.

It’s warm blood, cold toes, and chapped lips.

It’s the way your eyes run from bright light

And how your dimples play peek-a-boo

As you sleep stress away.

It’s the flutter of your eyelashes against my cheek bones.

It’s the messy hair and stretched ear lobes.

Home is in your raspy voice and crooked smile.
 
It’s in the curve of your mouth when you whisper my name.

So this is you. Home is you;

And I am content.
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Knowing You’re Soaring 
on Wings of an Angel

Dave Steckelberg 

{Poem for a dear friend...}

The Lord came and took you home to him, 
Oh, too soon...hard for us to let go inside... 
And every time, I’ve still thought of you, 
Still deep inside, my whole heart has cried.

Then, I realize, your earthly pains are gone, 
Heaven’s joy and peace you are now so full, 
I then rest assured and breathe a sigh of relief, 
Knowing, you’re soaring on wings of an angel.

Still, hard to grasp, all our minds tied in knots, 
We scream, “Why’d you take him? At so young an age?
For, we cannot fathom God’s entire plan, 
So, we raise our fists up in states outraged! 

But then, we realize, your earthly pains are gone, 
And, with Heaven’s joy and peace you are now so full, 
We rest assured and breathe deep sighs of relief, 
Knowing, you’re soaring on wings of an angel.

You’re forever in our memories, 
All treasured times that we shared so deeply, 
And someday, when our last breaths we take, 
Our souls into heaven with yours so shall they leap.

(‘til then,) As time shall pass, the pains may ease, 
Though, right now, that does not seem possible, 
But, we can rest assured and breathe deep sighs of relief 
Knowing, you’re soaring on wings of an angel.
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(This is from Nancy Horan’s fictionalized account of the relationship between
Robert Louis Stevenson and Fanny Osbourne - UNDER THE WIDE AND 
STARRY SKY - and supposedly spoken by him.)

“Writers should find out where joy resides and give it a voice. 
Every bright word or picture is a piece of pleasure set afloat. 
The reader catches it, and he goes on his way rejoicing. 
It’s the business of art to send him that way as often as possible. 
I have to believe that every heart that has beat strongly and cheerfully 
has left a hopeful impulse behind it in the world. 
If I cannot believe that, 
then why should I go on? 

Why should anyone go on?”   

“Whether you think you can or whether you think you 

can’t, you’re right.”

—Henry Ford
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The Power of the Journal
Emma Vinchur

I have grown up with Fine Lines. The 
summer camp of 2015 will be my tenth year 
being a part of this inspiring community. I will 
be twenty years old when that blessed week 
comes around. I have been a proud camper since 
I was an awkward 5th grader. As a current sophomore in college, that baffles 
my mind and brings me to tears at the same time. How I love this journal.

During this time, I have heard David Martin, the director and my mentor, 
speak about the power of the daily journal. Preaching from Beveridge Middle 
School’s auditorium (I remember when all of the camp could happily fit in just 
one small classroom) about how penning our thoughts daily can change our 
lives. Why has it taken me so long to put that practice into use? Inspired after 
every camp week, I would try so hard to follow his advice. I would buy a new 
journal and for about a week I was the most religious journal keeper the world 
had ever known, but then I would stop. Forget. Get bored.

For me, it took a little maturing, and truthfully, tragedy, to get me to 
commit daily to journaling, to make the pilgrimage. Last year, 2014, was a 
truly harrowing year for me, a year I am still recovering from. Struck suddenly 
by severe depression and anxiety, I withdrew from school early the second 
semester of my freshman year of college and watched as I spiraled and 
spiraled deeper and deeper into despondency, despite all my efforts to fight. I 
have difficulty writing about it, even now.

Within therapy, journaling was suggested to me as a form of healing. 
Writing as healing. Keeping a journal would allow me a safe place to 
excommunicate the dark thoughts that plagued my mind. Desperate and in 
pain, I said I would try anything, but I was skeptical. I had already spent 
months trying myriads of treatments, only to watch them fail. Truly, I felt all 
hope had been lost. But, to quote Dostoevsky’s underground man from Notes 
from the Underground: “I have hundreds of such reminiscences; but at times 
one stands out from the hundred and oppresses me. For some reason I believe 
that if I write it down I should get rid of it? Why not try?” 

Why not try, indeed.
So, I began that journal. Even if I could only write a few words, even if 

I could only say “Today, I made my bed,” I penned words into that moleskin. 
It took a while, nothing worthwhile is ever earned quickly, but the routine of 
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writing before bed became something I looked forward to every evening. I 
got excited to uncap that pen and crack open the spine of those bound lines. I 
could look back at my previous days, the good and bad, and see my progress. 
Now, I could finally see, amidst the black and the darkness that I truly was 
moving forward. There was no denying it. The page had spoken. Slowly, but 
surely, I began to heal.

Health professionals around the world will add their voice to David’s 
about the power of the journal. Stress management, strengthened immune 
systems, fewer doctor visits, improvement in chronic conditions, such as, 
asthma; you name it. If that isn’t enough to get you onto the bandwagon, then 
take this from a former skeptic. Keep writing. No matter what, keep dipping 
the pen back into the inkwell. Give yourself time to let the lined pages work 
their magic. Allow them to heal you, whatever your ailment may be. 

Write on.

How it Starts :: David Waller
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Recommended Works on Writing as Healing
David Waller

“A Story of a Healing Relationship:
The Person-Centered Approach in

Expressive Arts Therapy”
by Sunhee Kim

This article is focused on writing as healing through an immersive and 
comprehensive use of art therapy. Kim begins by refreshing the reader on Carl 
Rogers and Natalie Rogers’ work on art therapy, before transitioning into her 
own experiences, specifically her work with art therapy to help a Mrs. H deal 
with depression. Rather than simply using writing on its own to heal, Kim’s 
therapy sessions utilize multiple art forms, such as having the patients paint 
while music plays. Afterwards, the patients write about their paintings on the 
back of their work, using whatever form they choose. This allows the patient a 
means to access and express negative emotions and create something positive 
out of them.

I argue that Kim truly understands the essence of writing as healing, 
and that this article is worth checking out so as to learn more about a unique 
process of recovery. After all, writing is about creativity, and any new means 
of accessing and stimulating the process is worth a look. The article was 
originally published in the Journal of Creativity in Mental Health, volume 5, 
issue 1.

“Communicating Chaos, Regaining Control:
The Implications for Social Work of Writing about Self-Injury”

by Tanya Gilzean

This article examines writing in the process of healing from an outside 
perspective. Glizean examines the connection between writing and cutting, 
especially the way writing is used as a means of controlling the cutter’s 
internal strife and a method of communication that is far more effective than 
talking. While this piece illuminates the psychology of writing as healing, its 
primary benefit is for readers instead of writers. Written for social workers 
who have to deal with self-injuring clients, this piece is meant to help them not 
only understand why people cut themselves and why those same people feel 
the urge to write, but also helps them learn how to best facilitate and use that 
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writing for the benefit of the client and to help the reader better help the writer. 
This is an important article in the field of writing as healing, as it explores 
a facet of that art that may normally pass beneath our attention: reading as 
healing.

“Communicating Chaos, Regaining Control” was previously published in 
the Journal of Social Work Practice, volume 25, issue 1.

“Effects of Written Emotional Disclosure 
on Implicit Self-Esteem and Body Image” 

by Daryl B. O’Conner, et al

This piece focused on an experiment meant to find the mechanisms behind 
writing as healing. The experiment was conducted with three groups, one 
which would use written emotional disclosure (writing on their own emotional 
experiences with body image and self-esteem), one that would create written 
responses to body image success stories (including how the subject may 
integrate the text’s lessons into their own life), and a control group that would 
write objectively and emotionlessly on the last day’s events. This was done 
with the intention of finding if writing as healing in relation to body image 
was found in emotional disclosure, or in writing on the topic in general. While 
there are numerous factors that may have affected the outcome, the results 
showed that the first group gained a greater subconscious level of self-esteem 
(though the difference with the second group was not very pronounced). The 
article claims that the data suggests writing as healing comes from building 
new associations and absorbing stressors.

While the authors note that other studies have shown that written 
emotional disclosure does increase conscious self-esteem, this test, perhaps 
more than the others on this list, does a great deal to explain why writing as 
healing works. Note that this does not cheapen the experience, I believe, but 
can help us better understand why writing is so important. This piece was 
originally published in the British Journal of Health Psychology, volume 17, 
issue 3.

“The Fourth State of Matter”
by Jo Ann Beard

A rather heart-wrenching piece, this essay details Beard’s struggles with 
life and death, including a dying dog, an exterminator and squirrels, and 
her parasitic ex-husband, all leading into the losses she experiences in the 
University of Iowa shooting. The piece deals with the finality of death and the 
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difficulty that comes with dealing with and accepting it. Though acceptance 
and healing are elusive in this piece, denying the audience any easy answers, 
the work itself is the embodiment of the healing process for Jo Ann Beard. 
According to Dr. John Price, previous drafts of the piece featured the shooter, 
Gang Lu, as a monstrous, inhuman presence, while the finished piece makes 
him more human, and attempts to delve into his motives. This marks a decided 
change in Beard, and the healing process at work, perhaps even more than the 
text itself.

While “The Fourth State of Matter” is a well-anthologized piece, it can be 
found easily, and for free, on The New Yorker’s website.

From The Liar’s Club 
by Mary Karr

An excerpt from the book, The Liar’s Club, this particular bit focuses 
on part of Karr’s childhood, her ability to get in and out of trouble, hold a 
grudge, and the (sometimes unnerving) games she played as a child. In the 
end, the segment takes a darker turn when one of the older boys leads her to 
an isolated area and rapes her. In this part, we experience not only the pain and 
humiliation she experienced, but perhaps a glimpse of healing as well. Karr 
interrupts the incident to personally speak to her attacker, calling him out and 
letting him know, wherever or whoever he is now, that she still remembers and 
hopes he finds out about this piece. In a way, this shows her taking power back 
from her tormentor.

Due to strong language and, of course, graphic and disturbing material, 
including a rape scene, I cannot recommend this book to those who are 
sensitive or faint of heart. For those willing to give this segment a shot, but are 
more hesitant to read the rest of the book, it can be found in The Norton Book 
of American Autobiography, copyright 1999, edited by Jay Parini 

Memory’s Wake 
by Derek Owens

This book focuses on the author’s mother, and her experiences with 
horrific abuse at the hands of her own mother, the memories of which re-
emerge after decades of repression. The work focuses not only on the events of 
her life, but on memory itself, allowing the reader to question for themselves 
whether or not they want to trust his mother’s account. While Owens originally 
undertook this endeavor to help heal his mother through her painful memories 
by putting them to writing, he admits that dredging up the memories seemed 
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to lead to more harm than good. That is not to say that this is not a work of 
healing, as Owens often calls our attention to the way his mother broke the 
cycle of violence, and the happy life he has been able to lead as a result. In 
the end, he is able to find that writing does have the power to heal, though this 
healing came from an unexpected source.

This is available online at barnesandnoble.com and amazon.com.

“No Name Woman”
by Maxine Hong Kingston

This piece offers a very unique take on writing as healing. Here Kingston 
writes in part about her childhood as the daughter of Chinese immigrants, 
but focuses more on speculation about her lost aunt, a woman who, back in 
China, sinned against the village by having an extramarital affair. This led 
to the entire village mobbing the family’s house, the aunt’s suicide, and her 
subsequent banishment from memory. 

In trying to reconstruct her aunt’s story, Kingston is working to heal the 
damage done to her ancestor by making sure she is not forgotten. Though she 
does wonder if she is doing the right thing, for, as she notes, she is tattling on 
her aunt’s indiscretions. Though it may not be as applicable to readers as other 
works on this list, it is a fascinating new angle from which to examine the 
concept of writing to heal, especially for those of minority cultures. A widely 
anthologized work, “No Name Woman” is simple enough to find on one’s 
own.

“Writing to Heal:
Research Shows Writing about Emotional Experiences

Have Tangible Health Benefits”

This essay is focused on the work of Dr. James W. Pennebaker, who as a 
psychology professor at the University of Texas at Austin, finds that writing 
about emotional upheavals, for 15 to 20 minutes a day, over the course of four 
days, can improve one’s immune system, increase focus, and even change 
lives. While not an activity he would recommend daily or to those who are 
not yet ready to face their emotional difficulties, letting out one’s secrets and 
problems, even if only to a computer or piece of paper, can help manage one’s 
experiences by focusing and ordering them. Workshops based on his work 
have found narrative writing and switching perspectives to be signs of progress 
in writing as healing.

Though brief (and perhaps ill-informed, due to Pennebaker’s fear of 
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writing leading to navel-gazing) this piece provides interesting insight into the 
mechanics and science behind the experience of writing as healing. The essay 
can be found on the University of Texas at Austin’s website, at https://www.
utexas.edu/features/2005/writing/. For a more detailed look at his work, see 
“Disclosure of Trauma and Psychosomatic Health: An Interview with James 
W. Pennebaker” by Dennis J King and Janice Miner Holden, published in the 
Journal of Counseling and Development, volume 76, issue 3.

“The Yellow Wallpaper”
by Charlotte Perkins Gilman

An interesting piece, as far as writing as healing is concerned, this 
short story focuses on a woman who seems to be suffering from postnatal 
depression. When her husband attempts to help her by locking her away and 
forbidding her from activity, especially writing, her busy mind begins studying 
the room’s strange yellow wallpaper. Over time, she becomes obsessed with 
the shapes in the strange wallpaper, shapes that seem to move, and ultimately 
goes mad. 

The message of the story appears to be that, rather than “taking it easy,” 
women can deal with emotional issues better by staying active, and especially 
by writing. In this case, then, the power of writing to heal is seen not in its use 
but in the side effects of its absence. This piece is a literary classic and has 
been widely anthologized.

Special Recommendations:
David Martin, Fine Lines editor, recommends “Almost like the Blues” by 

Leonard Cohen. The poem, and an audio reading, can be found for free on The 
New Yorker’s website.

John Price, Head of the Creative Nonfiction Program at the University of 
Nebraska Omaha recommends Healing: 20 Prominent Authors Write about 
Inspirational Moments of Regaining Health, edited by Lee Gutkind, available 
online at barnesandnoble.com and amazon.com.
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Writing as Healing
David Waller

We, as readers, know that writing is 
powerful stuff. It can summon emotions within 
the hearts of its consumers; it can weave 
tales that inspire and transform even the most 
stubborn of hearts, and it can revolutionize the 
world with its truth and zeal. There is another power of the written word that 
we do not always notice. This is the power of writing to heal, to help writer 
and reader alike face the demons and traumas in their lives.

Unfortunately, many writers do not always understand or appreciate this 
power. Writing to heal is about more than just documenting extraordinary 
trauma. Writing can heal by helping writers understand themselves and by 
putting the hang-ups of life into words they understand and recognize. It can 
heal by bridging the gaps between people, either by helping friends and loved 
ones come closer to each other, or by reaching across boundaries and showing 
people that those they fear are not as terrifying as they first believed. Writing 
to heal may even do its work by letting someone laugh for once.

The idea of writing as healing has been a central concept to Fine Lines 
since our very first issue, but now we are preparing to take this theme to the 
next level. This summer, Fine Lines is running its first themed issue, focused 
on writing as healing. Included in this issue, you will find prose, poetry, and 
artwork about the way that writing and composition in all forms has or can 
change the lives of people. We ask that you share these stories, articles, essays, 
poems, and artwork with the entire world. 
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I Just Write
Carolyn Weisbecker

How is writing healing? 

I’m not me when I write. 
I’m someone who doesn’t worry 
about tomorrow, someone who has complete 
control 
over all the little unknowns that dangle 
above me, someone who can change her world 
with just a few key strokes. 

You see, when I write, 
nothing matters but giving a voice 
to those characters who tease, 
taunt, and tempt me. 

I don’t wonder. 
I don’t worry. 
I just write. 

That heals me.
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Now We Lay Him Down to Sleep… 
Ann Woolard

(Psalms 46:10)

How can we celebrate a life      
when the spark that ignited it sizzles no more?
How can we bear the aching heart
or the gaze of the canine who waits by the door?

How can our breath flow in and out,
when the man who’s the reason for breathing is gone?
How can the pulse its tempo keep
in the mourners whose lot is to carry life on?

How can we marshal painful thoughts
that are pressing to follow the soul through the veil?
How can we still the wild desire
to accompany Patrick along his last trail?

How can we ever hear again,
since this deafening grief comes to smother all sound?
How can we ever move again,
as the crush of our grief chains us low to the ground?

“Be still and know that I am God.” 

How can we not see through the dark?
Have the stars ever buried or hidden their light?
How can we overlook the past?
Every dawn was a gift, as was every twilight.

How can we lose the mystery
of the water that moistens without any rain?
How can we fail to praise God’s vow
that our dear one, like dew, we will see soon again?

How can we not anticipate,
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as we lay our dear brother to rest in the earth?
How can we soothe the pang of fear,
save we cherish the process that gives him new birth?

How can we pluck the fragrant rose,
without knowing the thorn on its stem makes us bleed?
How can he gain eternal life,
lest we suffer his body to hide like a seed?

How can we hold so tight and close
all the toils that so cruelly extinguish romance?
Since the Lord is our hope, 
Let us sing! Let us dance!

Beveridge Middle School Bus Bench :: David Martin
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The Soul of the City
Ann Woolard

“Let me show you a picture,” he said, and 
he tapped on the screen of his cell phone. Under 
his fingers, the device yielded the image of a tree 
on a street corner, brick building on the right, 
concrete in the foreground and to the left. “I call 
this the ‘Witness Tree.’ It has been there for all the big events of my life. It saw 
the first time I drove a car. It saw when I started school. It saw all the times I 
went to Willa Cather Library. I especially remember that it saw when I was 
sitting in my car at the stoplight, bringing my mom home from getting a cancer 
treatment, toward the end of her life.”

“I know that tree!” was my astonished reply. “I call it the ‘Sentinel’.”

For those who live in the Field Club area of Omaha, NE, Center Street 
serves as an artery of travel. In this age of the automobile and a multitude 
of commitments, we all come and go by it. The businesses, of course, catch 
a person’s eye: the old Emmy Gifford Theater building (now an estate sale 
establishment); Valentino’s (now closed); a barbershop; Noah’s Bark pet 
sitting; a former gas station with a giant clock and iron fence, all repurposed 
in a mysterious way; a functioning gas station; Greek Islands; a laundromat; 
the Francis and William apartments; and the VA Medical Center. Despite the 
prominence of these man-made distractions, a traveler always finds himself 
aware of the natural: the undulations of Field Club golf course, the shady 
overhang of mammoth cottonwoods, and the damp recesses of Field Club 
Trail extending left and right below the main thoroughfare. These things 
are constants, though their influence barely intrudes on our mechanized 
consciousness. When one passes, the mechanical mode of transportation 
generally confines and directs one’s attention to the artificial—the concrete, the 
metal signs, the electric traffic control devices.

 
One leaves the sanctuary of the neighborhood near Center Mall at a 

certain intersection where concrete overwhelms all: 40th Street. At this point, 
there is a tree that stands tall, isolated by the concrete but with a dignity 
unyielding—a gatekeeper for the neighborhood. Not an “It.” A “He.” I have 
passed “him” daily for years. He is elderly now. His “hair” is thinning. He is 
gray. He is tired. I study him as I wait at the stoplight. Here is a being with a 



191

Fine Lines :: Summer 2015

personality. He is a face and a form. He has a history. He has a duty--an office 
to fill. He is a guardian. He is a friend. People preserve him intentionally, 
because they value him. 

One day, he told me his name. It is not a frivolous or irreverent name. 
This solemn being has a name intrinsic to his unique position in the world. The 
name speaks to his august position and bearing. He broadcasts his name and 
his story, if a person listens well. Here is what he said to me: 

“I am ‘The Soul of the City.’ There are many things written in my 
memory. 

“Inhale. The air is clear. This vantage point commands the view for miles. 
Prairie grass is at my feet. I am alone, but I won’t be thus for long. I have a job 
to do; I must remember this moment. 

“My roots must penetrate the soil. Move over grass roots. Make room for 
me now. You have the prior claim, I know, but the time has come for you to 
whisper your secrets to me, lest they be lost. Change is coming. You fed the 
buffalo and the deer. You did your work well. You cannot imagine what you 
have not seen. I tell you, tomorrow the wagon wheel will arrive to crush you, 
my friend. To dust you will return. 

“My leaves must turn their thousand eyes upon this scene. Light streams 
into their pores and feeds them. They consume the light. Direct sunlight is 
their powerhouse, it’s true. However, every ray reflected from the momentous 
events of local history also feeds them. History nourishes them in a peculiar 
way. Because they only function with the energy of their surroundings, the 
light powers them. They code that energy into growth. Their very essence 
remembers the light. I must remember this moment. I do remember every 
moment. 

“No one resists my wordless advertisement: ‘Shade!’ It is respite from the 
sun and rain. It is landmark on the empty plain. Everyone will come: insect, 
owl, raccoon, and owner of the wagon wheel. Every visitor will contribute to 
the story written in my photosynthetic memory; I will remember this moment. 

“Exhale. This place is clean. The wind sweeps away all breath of disease. 
Now, it is my turn to whisper: ‘This site will bring healing to your kind. Build 
a hospital here. You won’t regret it. The air will cleanse. The view will uplift. 
The pure water will refresh. The promise of health will draw travelers from far 
away to this hilltop. They will remember it, too.’

“Once the flow of visitors begins, everyone will leave an image in my 
cellulosic memory. The hospital planners will draw their blueprints in my 
shade. They will track the growth of their designs from my shelter. When 
the VA hospital shares my vantage point, the healers will arrive and the 
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patients will come with their families. Then, everyone will need supplies. The 
commercial planners will draw their blueprints in my shade. They will track 
the growth of their designs from my shelter. When the Center Mall shares 
my vantage point, the businessmen will arrive and the shoppers will come 
with their families. When the mind of the invalid feels confined and when the 
lure of commerce fades, the inquisitive will search for meaning. The library 
planners will draw their blueprints in my shade. They will track the growth 
of their designs from my shelter. When the Willa Cather Library shares 
my vantage point, the books will arrive and the sages will come with their 
families….”

His explanation was clear: “I was the forward scout. My family sent 
me ahead to prepare the way. Then and now, I stand as a guard and scribe to 
record the comings and goings of all. I have done my work well. I am old. I am 
gray. What crown I have left is battered by the elements. All my inhalings and 
exhalings have left me panting in the summer sun. The pavement laid at my 
feet blinds my leafy eyes and withers my shade. The prairie grass is long gone, 
replaced by bluegrass, then by weeds. I still have a job to do; I must remember 
every moment. Soon, I will join my ancestors. Historians say that when an old 
man dies, a library burns down. That may be so, in a way, but we trees know 
better. When an old man dies, he makes room for another. We trees say that 
when an old tree dies, a library is born. For us, to live is to record history. To 
die is to bind history to the printed page. I have within me the soul of the city. 
Computer impulses fade sooner than the prairie grasses, leaving less than dust. 
They have no substance. Wood remains as paper; it will preserve this moment. 
Look down the hill upon Willa Cather. My ancestors came and found a home 
there. I kept the faith. I prepared the way. Now, they remain, enshrined. When 
I am gone, I will do likewise. Keep the faith with me. Honor us. Don’t let us 
perish. Our living wood transforms into living wisdom through books.”

This conversation convinced me that we all do interact with the natural 
world in a consistent way. The natural world has a voice. Listen!
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A Sacred Place
Leslie Worden

The library is a sacred place to anyone 
willing to experience and appreciate it. It is full 
of treasure. To any child, it can be a place of 
wonder and mystery. That first experience of the 
smell of old paper and hushed whispers is still 
with me as an adult. Personally, I do not recall ever thinking that there was no 
value in books or that they were only for adults to read. I never felt that the 
library was beyond the use of a child. For me, it was always a place full of 
possibilities.

Our town library was just a few blocks from school and just a mile from 
home. When my mother was not able to take me, it was a simple thing to 
walk there. Even if my mother was not able to take me, it was within walking 
distance. I remember a corner full of colorful children’s books and soft 
chairs spread out over a plush rug. No computers were seen, but large, boxy 
microfiche machines were. They were fascinating, but I knew better than to 
touch them. The librarians seemed like a very unforgiving group. No warnings 
were necessary; I wanted access; therefore, I would behave. I spent many 
summer hours perusing the shelves and quietly selecting the books that would 
entice me for the coming week.

My love of the library never wavered. As I have grown, my uses for it 
expanded. Now, along with finding my own treasures, I am able to take my 
children with me. I want to instill in them the precious resource they have in 
libraries. Not all of them have taken an immediate interest. It has taken some 
cultivation and even some coaxing from adored teachers (anyone other than 
mother). Slowly, they are beginning to understand. The library is more than 
just a building filled with books. It is a treasure chest waiting to be opened 
(great metaphor). 

Yes! Very descriptive word pictures bring this piece to life.
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Newbie
Donald Wright 

The feeling of being reborn
Is wondrously a whirling
Orgy of things, all brand new,
So that I ride hot currents
That flay old chunks of me,
Sloughing them without heed
Of society’s need to draw me.

My own portrait is emerging
Although I’ve yet to dare look
Lest the various parts jumble
Into someone like Mr. Dumpty
Without a king’s man in sight
To return me, all fixed up,
To the rabbit hole I chose.

 

“Never look down on anybody unless you're  

helping him up.”

—Jesse Jackson
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Lucille Ball :: Amanda Caillau
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Bios of Artists, Authors, and Poets

Julian Adair - is a choreographer, dance educator, performer, director, 
producer, writer, speaker, and art photographer. She earned a BFA in dance 
from Creighton University in 1987. An avid arts photographer, she has had 
gallery events throughout the Omaha metro, and her work can be viewed at 
www. 500px.com/julianadair.

Rana Alkufi – is the mother of three children, a native of Iraq, a world history 
teacher, and plans to earn a Master’s Degree in the United States.

Jean Yvon Anacius – is a native of Haiti, now lives in Omaha, NE, and plans 
to attend the University of Nebraska at Omaha to become a nurse.

Anonymous – Fine Lines does not usually print anonymous articles, but this 
time, we will make an exception, because of the article’s important message. 

Angelic Armendariz - has been reading books since she started to breathe. 
You never catch her without a book; this 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 needy 
exotic animals. Angelic lives in Omaha, NE, with her dad and little brother.

Suzanne Arney - is a freelance writer living in Omaha, NE, who enjoys 
writing about artists, their work, and the role of art in our everyday lives. 
Although visual art is her primary focus, she has also written about family, 
education, food, and travel. Her most recent book is HerArt/Herself: Profiles 
of 56 Women Who Make Art Matter.

Lee Bachand - is a reader trying his hand at writing. He finished his first 
novel, Yellowbird, There’s a Problem in 2013 and is busily writing a second 
one called Messages. He, his wife, Judy, and their pets reside in Omaha.

Laurie Barry – is a student at the University of Nebraska at Omaha. Recently, 
she became interested in writing and using her words to explore the many 
interests that keep popping up in her life. This is her first submission to Fine 
Lines.
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Malia Battafarano - attends Omaha Westside Middle School and is in the 
eighth grade.

Elly Biederman - is retired, lives in Plattsmouth, NE, and writes religious 
fiction.

Michell Blodgett - grew up in Council Bluffs, IA. Her love of writing began 
when her grandmother let her play on an old typewriter. She is a Navy 
Reservist, full-time student at the University of Nebraska at Omaha, and 
single mother of two. In June of 2014, she left active duty military service and 
moved to Nebraska to pursue her education. She is currently working on her 
bachelor’s degree and majoring in sociology and physics. 

Sheila Boerner – was an English teacher at St. Patrick’s Jr.-Sr. High School 
in North Platte, NE, for many years. Before that, she raised a family of six 
children, after teaching at North Platte Senior High School.

Terri Lynn Brewer – is a poet who lives in Omaha, NE.

Amanda Caillau – is an art major at the University of Nebraska at Omaha.

Moises Cardenas – is a student at Metropolitan Community College in 
Omaha, NE.

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.

Neil Chaparro – started writing at eleven years of age. He has a Bachelor’s 
Degree in Philosophy from the University of Nebraska at Omaha.

Cassandra Chapman - is a first time author published in Fine Lines.

Joshua Chito – is an Army veteran and student at Metropolitan Community 
College in Omaha, NE.

Faith Combs – is a student at Metropolitan Community College  
in Omaha, NE.
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Bob Cunningham – is a writer in the 7 Doctors’ Project in Omaha, NE.

Jessica Cunningham - is a student at Metropolitan Community College in 
Omaha, NE.

Richard deBury - (1287-1345) “also known as Richard Aungerville or 
Aungervyle was an English priest, teacher, bishop, writer, and bibliophile. He 
was a patron of learning and one of the first English collectors of books. He is 
chiefly remembered for his Philobiblon, written to inculcate in the clergy the 
pursuit of learning and the love of books. The Philobiblon is considered the 
earliest book to discuss librarianship in-depth.”-Wikipedia

Michelle DeCenzo - is a student at Metropolitan Community College in 
Omaha, NE.

Megan Doehner - is a second time writer for Fine Lines.

Sr. Marie Therese Dondja – is a native of Congo, Africa, a student at 
Metropolitan Community College in Omaha, NE, a nun in the Catholic 
Church, and hopes to return home with a degree in early childhood education 
from the University of Nebraska at Omaha.

Teagan Duncan-Pope - is a high school student and passes the time by 
reading and playing the violin. She lives with her mom, dad, and two younger 
brothers. She was born in Lincoln, NE, but grew up in Hastings, NE.

Trinity Eden - is a student at Metropolitan Community College in Omaha, 
NE.

Daniel Faronbi – is a sixteen-year-old homeschooled student and takes early 
entry classes at Metropolitan Community College in Omaha, NE.

Mary Filkins – works at TDameritrade in Omaha and writes poetry in her free 
time.

Ben Frasier – is a senior at South High School in Millard, NE. He claims to 
be the most eccentric and modest person anyone will ever meet. Two of the 
things he loves doing are working on cars and writing. From little scribbles 
when he was in pre-k to now where he is writing stories and trying to publish 
his work, he hopes to one day become a successful businessman and author.
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Rynette Friesen – works for the Millard Public Schools, likes to travel, and is 
an amateur photographer.

Nancy Genevieve – is a Special Editor for Fine Lines, is an Emerita Associate 
Professor of English at the University of Illinois at Springfield (UIS). She 
taught creative writing for ten years at Eureka College (IL) before teaching 
creative writing for ten years at UIS; she retired in 2010, and she and her 
husband live in Massachusetts. 

Rose Gleisberg - graduated from the College of Saint Mary in Omaha 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.

Cindy Goeller - has a University of Nebraska at Lincoln Bachelor of Arts 
Degree in Education, specializing in math and computers. While nurturing 
a family of three children and farming with her high school sweetheart, she 
taught for both Northeast Community College and Wayne State College part-
time and substitute taught at many northeast Nebraska area schools. She is a 
lifetime photographer and states that she used her first 4-H ribbon money to 
buy her first camera, a Brownie Fiesta. 

Greg Gruber – is the Head Custodial Engineer at Norris Middle School in the 
Omaha Public Schools District.

George Haecker - is an architect with a special interest in historic 
preservation and contemporary design. His work has received numerous 
design awards and was published nationally and internationally. On occasion, 
he sails, motorcycles, paints, and writes short articles and poems, which focus 
on observed places, people, and snapshots of life’s most interesting moments.

Lyle Harmon – “I have only taken up serious reading and writing in the last 
two years. Never an avid reader, my writing life began after reading Stephen 
King’s book: On Writing/A Memoir of the Craft.  I began by first studying on 
my own, reading books by people like King, Ray Bradbury, Natalie Goldberg, 
Anne Lamott, William Zinsser, Annie Dillard, and Thomas C. Foster. After 
taking a college writing course last fall with Dr. Clemente, at Peru State 
College, Peru, NE, he commented, ‘You obviously have something to say; 
now we must find you an audience. I suggest Fine Lines.’ What do I write? I 
find I am interested in what many would call Southern Gothic. I have read and 
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continue to read William Faulkner, Flannery O’Conner, Carson McCullers, 
Erskine Caldwell, Harper Lee, and Cormac McCarthy. Their stories often deal 
with the human condition, the wide range of emotions felt upon dealing with 
the irony or absurdity that life presents. I have these emotions, and I write in 
order to better understand them.”

Kathie Haskins - grew up in Papillion, NE, and currently lives in Millard with 
her husband and two children. She enjoys writing poems and reflections about 
nature and everyday life, and hopes to one day publish a book of her poetry.

Kaitlyn Hayes – is a senior at the University of Nebraska at Omaha, has been 
a sales manager, and is an advocate for positive mental health programs in 
schools and businesses.

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 
Sharkovitz, a talented and out-spoken creative writing teacher, has helped 
develop her abilities, and he suggested that sending her writing to Fine Lines.

D.A. Hickman – is a poet, author, photographer, and blogs at 
SunnyRoomStudio. She has a B.A. from Stephens College and a M.S. from 
Iowa State University.

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 simply someone just a 
little too comfortable with a pen and paper.”

Abigail Hills - is working toward her bachelor’s degree in Fine Arts and 
Media with an emphasis on creative writing at the University of Nebraska at 
Omaha. She has been dealing with trichotillomania, depression, and anxiety 
since she was eleven years old and is an advocate for those with these issues, 
giving a variety of speeches on these topics. Abigail is a writer, editor, public 
speaker, and the Community Development Council Chair for Fine Lines. 
Abigail hopes to continue to encourage others to work through their issues and 
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toward their goals by writing, as she has done. She is a co-director of the Fine 
Lines Summer Camp.

Nancy Horan – “is an American author of historical fiction. Her works 
include Loving Frank, a novel about Mamah Borthwick and her relationship 
with American architect Frank Lloyd Wright, and Under the Wide and Starry 
Sky, a novel about the relationship between Robert Louis Stevenson and his 
wife. Horan was awarded the 2009 James Fenimore Cooper Prize for Best 
Historical Fiction by the Society of American Historians . A former resident 
of Oak Park, Illinois, Horan was a middle school English teacher, a freelance 
journalist, and worked briefly in a public relations firm before moving to an 
island in Puget Sound, where she lives with her husband.” -Wikipedia

Tammy Hudson - has three children, helps her husband run a restaurant 
business, and is attending Metropolitan Community College.

David  P. 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.

Kristy Stark Knapp - is the graphic design and layout artist for Fine Lines. 
She lives in Madison, NE, and owns Knapp Studios.

Anne Lloyd - grew to love writing in a very unusual way. When her daughter 
Shannon was killed in a bicycle/car accident in 2001, she reluctantly began to 
journal, which became a place to share thoughts and feelings that other people 
didn’t necessarily need to hear. Ironically, she grew to love the art of words. 
She joined Omaha’s Oxbow Writing Project (part of the National Writing 
Project) and developed skills both as a writer and teacher. She now writes 
brief articles to help others in their grief recovery. She has led workshops on 
journaling with Compassionate Friends for grieving parents, as well as, at Ted 
E Bear Hollow, a children’s grief group in Omaha. She teaches at Fullerton 
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Elementary in the Omaha Public Schools District. She has her master’s degree 
in reading and soon will have an ESL endorsement. Her greatest treasures are 
her husband, Russ, her son, John, and Darcy, the dog.

Wendy Lundeen – retired from teaching in the Omaha Public School District, 
where she taught Spanish at Central High School and at Alice Buffett Middle 
School. She is an adjunct instructor at Metropolitan Community College and 
substitutes in the Millard Public School District. She received a Bachelor 
of Science Degree in Organizational Communication, a Bachelor of Arts 
Degree in Secondary Education, and Masters of Arts Degrees in Secondary 
Education and Educational Administration. Señora Lundeen is a “Yaya” to 
six grandchildren and is writing a book about her two grandsons’ struggles 
with Duchenne Muscular Dystrophy, a terminal illness. Her passions include 
writing poetry, singing in the church choir, traveling, acting, and dancing every 
year as “Oma” in Nutcracker Delights, sharing her love with her grandchildren 
and leading a group of young writers every year at the Fine Lines Summer 
Creative Writing Camp.

Chandra Magar – is a native of Bhutan, an accomplished artist, studying 
English as his third language, and attends Metropolitan Community College in 
Omaha.

Bradley Martin – is a career wilderness adventure leader for the National 
Outdoor Leadership School in Hillsboro, OR.

David Martin - is the managing editor of Fine Lines.

Sharon Martin – is a current adjunct faculty member at Creighton University 
in Omaha, NE.

Michelle Masur – is a student at Metropolitan Community College and has 
plans to move to Oregon where she will become a sustainable agricultural 
farmer.

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.

Grace Merritt – is a Millard West High School student and has plans to 
become a doctor.
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David Ortiz – is a student at Metropolitan Community College and is the first 
person in his family to graduate from high school and attend college. He is 
learning English in the ESL Department.

Ashlyn Pecena – is a first time writer for Fine Lines.

Dylan Pentecost – is a student at Metropolitan Community College, a 
Marine veteran with a tour of duty in Afghanistan, and plans to become a 
businessman.

Anastasiya Petrosyan – was born in Crimea and will be a sophomore student 
at Omaha Westside High School.

Satori Pettit - is a seventh grade student at Kiewit Middle School in the 
Millard, NE, Public School District.

Kristin Pluhacek - is an art teacher at Metropolitan Community College, 
Elkhorn, 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.

Wesla Potts – is a first time writer for Fine Lines. 

Ambun Pratami - “I know about Fine Lines from my English teacher, Ms. 
Amy Knake. I’m from Indonesia, and I met Ms. Knake when I spent a year in 
Papillion, NE, as an exchange student. I’m currently working as an auditor, 
but I love writing very much. Ms. Knake has been encouraging me to submit 
my writing to this website. As you probably know, English is my second 
language, but I do love English a lot.” 

Lorren Rahn – “My creative writing teacher is Tessa Adams at Millard South 
High School, and she suggested that I submit my work to Fine Lines.”

Bain Robinson - lives in Corvallis, Montana, where he is the high school 
librarian. He writes because he always has. Bain became aware of Fine Lines 
while attending a writing workshop.
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Yvette Rodriguez-Morton - was born in France, raised in Venezuela, and 
lives in Omaha, NE. She hopes to learn the English language, as quickly as 
possible, so she can enter nursing school and work with young cancer patients. 

D. L. Rubens – is a singer, actor, stage director, music critic and orchestral 
conductor. He was trained as a classical recitalist and opera singer, but his 
wide ranging background in the arts has embraced concertizing on stage, 
acting in film, leading professionals from the podium, producing, and 
directing. He was a regional finalist in the Metropolitan Opera Auditions 
twice. He founded an opera training program in St Paul, MN; Actor’s Forum 
in Santa Barbara, CA/Chicago, IL; and North Shore Chamber Arts Ensemble 
in Glencoe, IL. As a member of the Actors Studio, Director Playwright’s 
Unit, NYC, he rubbed elbows with talented playwrights and actors during the 
early 1990s. As a stage director, he produced/directed more than 12 operas, 
numerous plays by American and European playwrights and coached award 
winning musicians and stage performers. He has written two, one-women 
shows, Clara and Johannes, Visages d’amour, and partnered with Joseph Di 
Trinco to write the book for the yet to be produced musical theater piece, No 
Room. He lives in Highland Park, IL, and has three granddaughters and a 
grandson.  

James M. Salhany - is a retired professor of internal medicine and 
biochemistry at the University of Nebraska Medical Center, where he taught 
and performed research in molecular biophysics. He did his graduate studies at 
the University of Chicago, where he obtained his Master’s and PhD degrees. 
His undergraduate studies began at Wayne State University in Detroit, where 
his interest in poetry and music originated. He completed his baccalaureate 
degree in chemistry at the University of Florida. His poems attempt to present 
scientific concepts in humanistic terms.

Cathy Samuelson – is a trauma sensitive yoga instructor. She enjoys studying 
the healing arts and most creative endeavors, trying to find the highest capacity 
for well-being. After theatrical study and performance in Los Angeles, she 
enjoyed becoming a wedding singer. At one time, she hoped to be a backup 
singer for Annie Lennox, but now, that is her daughter’s dream.

Robert Schenck – “I taught college English for 44 years, 13 years at Upper 
Iowa College in Fayette and 31 years at Metropolitan Community College 
in Omaha. I retired in 2011 in order to spend more time with my seven 
grandchildren. I write and draw now just for fun—and in the hope that my 
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memories, rhymes, and doodles might entertain others and inspire them to 
consider nonviolent responses to human problems.”

Kara Schmoeller – is a student at Andersen Middle School in the Millard, 
NE, Public School District.

Stuart Sedlak - is a student at Metropolitan Community College in Omaha, 
NE. There’s no place he would rather be than at a ballpark. A huge baseball 
fan, he enjoys attending Kansas City Royals and Omaha Storm Chasers games. 
He looks forward to taking his new son, Carson, to future contests.

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

Yutika Singh – attends Elkhorn Ridge Middle School in Elkhorn, NE.

Casey Solano - is a first time writer for Fine Lines.

Kim Sosin - was a professor and department chair of economics at the 
University of Nebraska at Omaha, until her retirement a few years ago. She 
published numerous articles in economics journals and created and continues 
to maintain several websites, like the economic education website, EcEdWeb 
(http://ecedweb.unomaha.edu). She particularly enjoys photography and 
writing, and has recently been focused on reading and writing poetry. She also 
collects vintage fountain pens.

Dave Steckelberg - is a first time writer for Fine Lines.

Maureen Tobin - “Steve Langan invited me to join the faculty of the Seven 
Doctors Project in 2010, back when the non-faculty writers were still mostly 
medical people. (Seven Doctors XI had sixteen participants, with only one 
doctor and one medical student!) I’m lucky to have served for five of the 
last seven terms. These workshops are as invigorating to the faculty as they 
are for the most invigorated ‘students’ -- we are all teachers when it comes to 
the workshop. For my day job, I teach English and creative writing at Omaha 
Bryan High School.” 

Emma Vinchur – is a journalism student and advertising major at the 
University of Nebraska at Lincoln. Art therapy is her personal interest. She is a 
co-director of the Fine Lines Summer Camp
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David Waller – is an English major at the University of Nebraska at Omaha 
and an amateur photographer. His previous publication experiences include 
several works on fanfiction.net and deviantart.com.

Carolyn Weisbecker - enjoys writing mainstream short-story fiction, middle-
grade and young adult fiction, especially while hanging out at Starbucks where 
she finds daily inspiration and great coffee (ok, mostly great coffee). Recently, 
she was awarded The Glimmer Train Honorable Mention Award in the 
Family Matters category. Her non-fiction writing has been published in local 
newspapers, business periodicals, and a national trade magazine.

Raleigh Wilkerson – was a life-long, professional artist who lived in New 
Hampshire. For many years, he was a regular contributor to Fine Lines.

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

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, OR, the end of the Oregon 
Trail. He rekindled his love for poetry after the death of his wife, a longtime 
teacher in Council Bluffs, IA, and, later, an employee of the Omaha Library 
System. Unknown to him, in 1976 she submitted one of his little love poems 
to Lyrical Iowa, the Iowa poetry/prose quarterly, and they published it. He 
only found it, while cleaning out her accumulated memorabilia, and started 
writing again to help himself answer some of the questions of her death and 
his new life. Among the ephemera his wife kept was a 2010 copy of Fine Lines 
containing an illustration by Eddith Buis, a friend and an Omaha artist.
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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 fl icker 
of a fi refl y, 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



P.O. Box 241713
Omaha, NE 68124-5713

www.finelines.org
email: fine-lines@cox.net

ISSN: 1523-5211


