




 The aim of all real art is high: to lift us,  
 to expand us, to deepen us—to make us more  
 fully conscious of what it means to live here upon  
 this earth as part of the human race. And the  
 wonderful thing about art (and remember this 

includes things such as poetry and music as well 
as sculpture and painting) is that it allows us 
to “experience” a multitude of things we could 
never, because of the obvious limitations of time 
and space, actually experience in a single lifetime. 
Furthermore, it allows us this endless variety of 
vicarious experiences without our having to suffer 
all the agonies of real life experience.

Brigham Young encouraged us to benefit from 
artistic experiences when he said: “It is your duty to 
study to know everything upon the face of the earth 

… . I intend to know the whole of it … . Shall I practise 
evil? No; neither have I told you to practise it, but to 
learn by the light of truth every principle there is in 
existence in the world.” (Journal of Discourses, 2:93–
94.) We read, for example, in Moby Dick of Ahab’s 
mad obsession with revenge, and we can learn from 
that experience without going through the mental 
anguish and physical torture experienced by the old 
sea captain.

But that doesn’t mean that art is meant to be a 
substitute for life; on the contrary, art is meant to 
be an intensifier, an illuminator, and a clarifier of life. 
It attempts to cut through the routine muddle and 
the mundane ritual of our daily life to help us see 
patterns and directions. True art, then, is never an 
escape from life, but a stairway to it—a threshold, in 
fact, to a world of order and purpose and meaning. 

Sometimes art not only awakens us to the 
beauty in the mundane but it also causes the ugly 
and the negative to affirm a very beautiful and 
positive belief. Occasionally I am questioned about 
a short story from my first book, The Rummage Sale, 
in which the father of a family suddenly goes berserk 
and violently takes out his wrath on the neighbor’s 
cat. “Why on earth would anyone ever want to write 
a story about that?” I am asked. “Why on earth 
would they not?” I immediately reply. I wrote about it 
because someone had to—because it said something 
extremely important that could not rightfully go 
unsaid. The story chronicles the frustrations of a 
man whose wife does so many good things for her 
church and her community that she is only home 
long enough to communicate with her family by way 
of little notes that she attaches to the fridge with a 
magnetic daisy. The story is not a pleasant one and 
not one that we are supposed to especially “like,” but 
it should not leave us unchanged. It should, in fact, 
impress upon us the truth that the family really is 
important—a concrete and powerful example, if you 
will, of President David O. McKay’s teaching that “no 
success can compensate for failure in the home.” It 
is not enough for the real artist to merely amuse or 
entertain; he must change lives as well.
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5:23 They cooed and bumped up against the unit. They 
could be heard flying away and coming back. She 

opened her eyes and sat up. This wasn’t going to work. She walked 
over and banged her fist on the unit. The pigeons squawked and flew 
away. She turn back towards her bed, but then the fluttering of wings 
signaled their return. The cooing started again. She grabbed the re-
mote to the air conditioner that she was using as a bookmark to a 
textbook. She pressed the power button. The machine erupting with a 
loud grating noise that sounded like a blender full of ice. She thought 
a bird might have gotten stuck in there, but she left it on anyway. The 
crunching noise quieted down to the normal hum. She turned it off, 
no sound. She listened for a minute. There 
was nothing, sweet, sweet nothing. She went 
back to the bedroom and collapse on the bed. 
Again, her thoughts wandered.

She rol led over once, twice, and then 
snuggled up again in the nice comfy bed. 
The sound of f luttering wings entered her 
ears. Her eyes slowly opened. “No, no, 
no,” she grumbled out loud. She stood up 
and pushed open her bedroom window. She leaned out, trying 
to spot the pigeons. All she could see was the bottom of the gray 
weather-worn air conditioning unit covered in old white paint 
specks. She walked away from the window and banged on the 
air condition unit again. “Go away!” she shouted at her hidden 
tormentors. They cooed happily in reply. They were tormenting 
her. She cradled her face in her hands. Something else needed to  
be done. Maybe she could throw something at them. She started to 
search around the room. Finding nothing suitable nearby, she went 
to look through the cupboards. After opening and shutting a few 
cabinets, she remembered something. She opened her freezer door. 
She shook her head, looking at the empty space. The white interior 
with frozen mist seemed empty with only an old bag of veggies and 
a few TV dinners. She reached her hand in to grab a torn ice-covered 
box forgotten against the back wall. She pulled it out and headed 
back to the pigeons. She leaned her torso out the window and tried 
to spot them. They hid out of sight. She sat on the sill and leaned out. 
She gripped the window tightly, not wanting to fall three stories. She 
might not be able to hit them directly, but maybe she could scare 
them away.

She hopped down from the window to grab her ammo. Out of the 
box she pulled an orange circular item that looked like a hockey puck, 
frozen and wrapped it in plastic. She could feel the bumps and see 
the random specks of green. The veggie burgers were a gift from her 
health-nut aunt. Janice remembered trying one. It tasted like one of 
her peanut butter and jelly sandwiches three days after it should have 
been eaten. Her fingers rubbed across the patty. These could work.

5:31 Back to her perch, she held on and leaned out. 
She tossed one of the burgers, aiming for the 

top. It missed. Quickly, she went in and grabbed another or-
ange monstrosity. She tossed it again. The burger thumped 
against the side of the air conditioning unit. There was a f lutter 
of sound and she saw a tip of a gray wing. There they were, the 

Near the far-right corner sat an air conditioning unit. The walls 
had the texture and color of plastic popcorn. Textbooks and clothes 
littered the botched fake wood floor. She looked around thinking 
about how nice it would be to have a couch, a rug, or even a table. 
She could go for just a chair.

Pushing herself off the floor, she went to the kitchen and pulled out 
peanut butter and raspberry jelly. She finished up her sandwich and 
threw the knife in the sink, it clanging as it hit the bottom. She head-
ed towards her bed, dodging stacks of textbooks and dishes from 
last night’s all-nighter. Reaching her bed, she dropped down. Her 
hand rubbed her face and slid down her neck to rub a single spot 

how janice got in  
trouble with the police

on her right shoulder. She yawned. Finally, she could get some sleep. 
Tomorrow was Saturday. Remembering she had to be at work at seven 
in the morning, she groaned. Sleep-time it was. She lay down and 
snuggled up with her pillow.

Her breathing started to slow down as her thoughts wandered from 
homework to dinner to a dance recital five years ago. Her face rubbed 
against her tan fleece blanket. The only sound was the gentle hum 
of the heater. And the pigeons. Her eyes opened. A nest of pigeons 
had taken up residence on the air conditioning unit. They tended to 
be loud and rather annoying. But that was okay, she could still sleep. 
Breathing out deeply, she turned and pulled her blanket over her head.

fiends that kept her from sleeping. They didn’t f ly away. She 
tried again, and again. The burgers missed each time. With her 
last burger, she aimed for the top, where she knew they hid. The 
burger thumped against the edge of the roof above it and fell to  
the ground. All out of ammunition, she slipped back into the room. 
She had to fall asleep eventually. Maybe if she stayed in bed long 
enough, she could sleep.

An hour later her eyes were wide, staring at the clock. In the back-
ground the birds thumped and bumped. They paused and then start 
again. She groggily stood up. She left her apartment, slamming the 

door behind her. She made her way down 
three flights of stairs, her eyes focused on-
ward. She hobbled into the parking lot. The 
early evening sky was gray and overcast. A 
slight breeze blew the smell of coming rain. 
She walk over to a watermelon green Camry.

Robert usually left his car unlocked, she 
thought. She slowly pulled open the handle 
and opened the door. She reached down and 

pulled a lever. The trunk popped open. She gently pushed the door 
closed and walked toward the trunk. She reached in and pulled out a 
dark green case taller than her waist. It had bumps and grooves and 
a handle. There were scraps showing the dull metal beneath the paint. 
She shut the trunk and headed back.

She arrived at the flight of stairs heading up to her apartment. She 
looked up and then headed around the corner of the building. Walk-
ing until she reached behind her apartment, she knelt down and 
opened the case. Inside was a twelve-gauge shotgun. It had a few 
scrapes on the handle, but the barrel was long as her arm.

6:45 She grabbed the gun and two shotgun shells. As she 
stood, she teetered to the side. Regaining footing, 

she popped the opening and placed the ammunition inside the gun. 
Flipping up the barrel with a click, she smiled. The gun clicked twice 
as it cocked. She took aim at the air-conditioning unit on the third 
floor and fired. The barrel flew up, barely missing her face. A bird fell 
to the ground, a couple more flew away. The air-conditioning unit 
and the wall were covered in holes. She reloaded the smoking barrel 
and shot. She lifted her head up to see if they were coming back. They 
weren’t. No birds in the sky. She dropped the gun and headed back 
home. Once in her bedroom, she collapsed on her bed. She had just 
fallen asleep when the soft sound of sirens could be heard.
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"The  day I 
stopped being   
h u man."

"I saw it, Mom."

 Again she frowns in surprise. Dismissing this strange 
declaration as the boy’s active imagination, she leaves 
him to his video game and heads for the kitchen. As she 
is walking through the living room, however, the front 
door opens again, amplifying the incessant drone of rain 
on the porch.
 Her husband walks in and closes the door with his 
foot. He is carrying a briefcase in one hand and a long 
cardboard box in the other. He shakes water off his white 
lab coat and sets the briefcase on the floor.
 “Thank goodness you’re home,” the woman says. “I 
was getting worried.”
 He looks at her with cold, expressionless eyes. 
“Sorry,” he says quietly. “I meant to call you from work 
when I got off. I stopped at the hardware store to get a 
rain gutter.” He holds up the long box. “Then I got stuck 
in traffic. Further evidence that I need a cell phone.”
 But the woman doesn’t hear this final remark. She 
stares open-mouthed at him, unable to speak. 
 “What?” Her husband gives her a puzzled look.
 She doesn’t answer. Instead, she darts off back down 
the hallway to her son’s room, leaving her husband 
standing in bewilderment. She finds the boy lying on his 
back, tracing imaginary figures in the air. The TV is still 
on, the virtual racecar sitting stationary as the timer at 
the top of the screen counts down.
 “How did you know all those things?” she bursts.
 The boy looks up and frowns at her, as if he doesn’t 
know what she is talking about.

“How did you know your father had gone to the 
store and been stuck in traffic?”
 The boy lays his head back on the floor and 
continues drawing in the air. 

 "I saw it, Mom."
* * *

 “There isn’t much that physical tests can say, but his 
scans suggest that the entorhinal cortex is abnormally 
active all the time. Revisiting episodic memories, I 
thought. But when I asked him about it, he said they 
weren’t his memories.”
 I sit at the edge of my bed, face buried in my hands 
as I listen to Dad’s explanation. My door is closed. 
Mom and Dad speak in whispers. I still hear them. 
I’m not surprised. Just another item to add to my list 
of abnormalities. Not physical abnormalities. When 
strangers look at me all they see is a normal, albeit rather 
wiry, eighteen-year-old boy. My problems lie within the 
confines of my mind. Problems only my parents and I are 
aware of.
 My poor mother. The day we learned of my “issue” 
is a day she will never forget. That explains the presence 
of her memory in my mind. That’s right, isn’t it? This is 
her memory I keep seeing. One of the latest additions to 
my list. I wonder who else’s memories I am capable of 
delving into.
 There is a knock at my bedroom door. “Sweetie? Can 
I come in?”
 The door opens. I don’t lift my head from my hands. 
The darkness is comforting, somehow. I feel my mattress 
depress slightly as Mom sits down beside me. I feel her 
hand on my shoulder.

 “Your father just told me what he thinks is going on 
this time,” she says.
 “I know.”
 There is silence for a moment. Then she continues.
 “He thinks you’re seeing my memories.”
 “Memory. Just one.”
 “So it’s true? What are you seeing?”
 “It’s the day I . . . the day it happened . . . to me. Do 
you remember?”
 "Of course I remember," she says.

"The  day I 
stopped being   
h u man."

 
 “Don’t talk like that.” Her forceful tone takes me by 
surprise. “You are just as human as anyone else. You’re 
just . . . special.”
 I can’t hold in a sardonic chuckle. I lift my head up 
and shoot her a sideways glare.
 She suddenly looks flustered. “Oh, honey, you know 
what I mean.”
 “Yeah. I know what you mean. It seems like every 
day I discover a new ability. A new curse. I can see things 
that are happening in other places. At school I know 
answers to questions on subjects I’ve never studied. I 
can feel other people’s pain as if it’s my own. I can see 
other people’s memories. At least yours. Now I can 
hear anything I want to anywhere in the house, in the 
neighborhood, as if the sound is coming from this room. 
Yeah, I know what you mean.” 
 She nods, as if I have just confirmed her suspicions.  
 “Yes, you’re a very gifted boy.”
 “Is that what you think this is? A gift? A gift from 
whom?”
 “I don’t know—”
 “God? Did God give me this ‘gift’? Well, he can have 
it back!”
 I realize I’m shouting, and I shut my mouth before I 
say something else I’ll regret. Mom is staring at me with 
a strange look in her eyes. Pity? I divert my attention to 
the carpet. 
 Mom’s grip tightens on my shoulder. “I know you’re 
angry. You want a normal life as a normal man, but you 
know you can never have it.”
 “You don’t know what I’m feeling.” But she’s right. 
I know I can never have the life I thought I would have 
when I was five. 
My condition  is too new, too unique. 
I'll  be a test subject all my life. An 
experiment. That’s already what I am to my dad, 
the neuroscientist. What are the chances that I, his son, 
would contract the most intriguing neurological ailment 
in history? I see the way his eyes light up when he talks 
about my condition, about his findings. I’m a toy to him, 
that’s all. His favorite toy. I can’t remember the last time 

" I SAW  IT "

T
he sound of rain grows louder as the 
front door opens. The miniature waterfall 
that can be seen through the temporary 
opening, reminding the woman that 
they still need to install a rain gutter. She 
watches her son walk into the living room 
and close the door behind him. She smiles.
The boy looks at her, beaming. He takes an 

eager step toward her.
 “Wait,” she says. “Take your shoes off or 
you’ll get the carpet all wet.”
 The boy stops, takes a step back, and sits down to 
take off his shoes.
 “How was your first day of kindergarten?” the 
woman asks as the boy yanks off one of his shoes.
 “Fun. We did finger painting and we learned about 
patterns and I made new friends, Joey and Tracy and 
Kellie and Willis.” He pries the other shoe off with a 
grunt. “And the teacher says we get to hatch baby chicks 
in an inculavor.” He stands up, rushes over, and sits down 
beside her on the couch.
 The woman smiles. “You mean an incubator?”
 “Yeah.” He nods his head vigorously.
 “I’m glad you had fun.”

 "When is Dad  coming home?"
 The woman glances at the clock on the far wall, over 
the TV—12:45. “Not for a while now.” She points at the 
clock. “When the little hand reaches the five he should be 
home.”
 “Okay. I’m going to my room to play with my 
spacemen.”
 He jumps off the couch and jets down the hallway 
to his room. The woman leans back, laughing inwardly 
at her son’s habit of always announcing what he’s going 
to do next. Then she picks up her old, tattered copy of 
Helen Keller’s The World I Live In and begins reading 
where she left off.
 Five o’clock comes and goes. Six o’clock comes and 
goes. Growing worried, the woman walks down the hall 
to her son’s room. He is lying on his stomach in front of 
his TV, thumbs flicking back and forth across a video 
game controller that is far too large for his hands as the 
car he is “driving” crashes into an office building.
 “It’s getting late,” she says. “What would you like for 
dinner?”
 “Pizza!” The boy sits up and spins around to face her.
 “We had pizza last night. Pick something else.”
 “Hamburgers!”
 “Hamburgers it is. But I don’t know where your dad 
is. He should have been home a long time ago.”
 “He went to the store and then had to wait in line in 
the car to get home. He’ll be here soon.”
 The woman is taken aback at her son’s response, but 
smiles.

"Oh?  How do you know that?"

" I SAW  IT "
 

T
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Only he doesn't say it.  But I still hear it. 

 Mom 
was 

right. 
I am 

gifted. 

"He is.  I can see him."

he told me he loved me. I doubt he really does.
 “I do know what you’re feeling,” Mom replies, 
“because you make it so obvious. You hate your . . . 
condition, because that’s all it is to you. A disorder. 
Haven’t you ever considered what wonderful things you 
could do with it?”
 “Like what?”
 “I don’t know. But wallowing in denial and self-pity 
isn’t going to make you feel better. One day this will all 
turn around. Sooner than you think. You’ll see.”
 I close my eyes. I try. I honestly try, but I can’t think 
of any good thing that could possibly come of all this. “I 
can’t,” I whisper. “I can’t see.”
 “You will,” Mom whispers back. She releases her 
hold on my shoulder. “Come on, let’s go fix dinner. You’re 
dad’s probably getting impatient.”

"He is.  I can see him."
 
 I am absolutely certain that Dad is getting impatient 
because dinner is not being prepared. That turns out 
to be partly true, but after about half an hour of silent 
eating, he reveals the mistake in my assumption. “After 
dinner, son, I want you to come with me to the lab.” He 
doesn’t even look up from his plate.
 I see something change in Mom’s countenance. 
Anger, it looks like.
 “I think that can wait until tomorrow,” she says.
 “No,” Dad replies. “I want to run some tests, get 
some scans—try to get some idea of how he came across 
this new . . . phenomenon.”
 “What do you expect to find? You’ve done the same 
tests over and over, and nothing conclusive ever comes 
up.”
 “It might this time,” he mumbles.
 “Oh, what makes you think that?” 
 I feel a lump growing in my throat as Mom’s voice 
begins to rise. I poke absently at my microwave lasagna. 
It must be cold by now. I haven’t eaten any of it.
 Dad doesn’t reply. He just stares at his fork. I notice 
he hasn’t eaten any of his food either.
 “You never ask him what he wants to do,” Mom 
continues, setting down her fork. Dinner is all but 
forgotten now. 
 “Mom—” I try to interject, but she’s on a roll.
 “You’re only thinking of yourself. Your career.”
 “Mom—” 
 “Your stupid career. As if it’s more important than 
raising our son. You’re not trying to understand him, 
you’re using him!”
 She’s yelling now. I’ve never seen her like this. This 
woman who raised me. This strong woman who never 
saw me as strange or different. This wise woman who, 
half an hour ago, had tried to console me and convince 
me that good could come of my curses. This loving 
mother, whom I have never seen shed a single tear in 
my eighteen years in existence. Yet now her eyes glisten 
with them. Her voice quakes with them. I can’t bear to 
see her like this. Stop, Mom. Please. Suddenly everything 
is quiet. All I hear is the hum of the light overhead. The 
beating of my heart in my ears. I look at Mom. She is 
staring at me, eyes red and puffy.
 “What was that?” she whispers. 
 “What?” I reply.

 "Didn't you just say something?     
Did you ask me to stop?"

 I look at her with wide eyes as I begin to 
comprehend what has just taken place. I had asked her to 
stop. And she had heard me.
 Her fork slips from her grasp and lands with a clang 
on her plate. She eases her chair back and slowly stands. 
She looks at me. She looks at Dad. I look at Dad. His 
head is lowered, and a single hand covers his eyes. I 
look back at Mom, and our eyes lock for a brief eternity. 
Then Mom turns and hurries out of the room. I hear her 
fading footsteps. I hear a door close. I hear her muffled 
sobs. All I can do is sit and stare at the tablecloth. I had 
broadcast my thoughts to her, willing her to hear them. 
And she had heard them. I suddenly become aware that 

the table is shaking. But not violently. I glance across 
the table at Dad. He’s trembling, shoulders heaving. 
Weeping. Then I hear the sentence I was afraid I would 
never hear him say.
I love you, Son.

 Only he doesn't say it.  But I still hear it.

 And I know, without doubt, that it’s true. I’ve known it 
all along. I just hadn’t seen. I had been blinded by my 
grief, my self-pity. Now I see. It had taken another curse 
to open my eyes, but now I see. Only it isn’t a curse. It’s a 
gift. A gift to me. A gift to help me understand my father, 
to finally discover his love for me. A gift. That explains 
the hot tears obscuring my vision.
 I stand up and walk around the table until I am 
standing by his side. I crouch to eye level. He pulls his 
hand away slightly, gives me an embarrassed, sideways 
glance. Then he throws his arms around me, and I throw 
mine around him, and we embrace.

 Mom 
was   

right. 
I am 

gifted. 
And I will thank God for it every day of my life.

Written by Preston Shewell
Designed by Sarah Lawson
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PAPER THIN
By Kara Laney
Designed By Adam Ford

Dear Diary,
I am a paper girl; I live in a paper world. 
My paper dreams take place in paper clouds.
My heart is pale with blue lines going through it.
A smile is on my cut-out face. 
I watch a 2-D sunrise in the mornings
and pray to a 2-D god at night. 

Paper dolls don’t come in fat or ugly. We are all stick figures. 
Flimsy scales don’t call me fat; I am always a paper thin. 
The mirrors don’t call me sick. They tell me I’m strong. 
I can starve myself and I won’t feel empty. 

They want me to leave. Recovery, they call it. 
But I wouldn’t. 
People dangle food in front of my face like
I’m a puppy. I ignore it because
I’m better than that. Or am I? I sit, stay, 
rollover and tell them whatever they need to hear. 
I become the whispers between bathroom stalls. 
The conversation pieces in parent’s teeth.
The show-and-tell of a worst-case scenario in the classrooms. 

My doctor tells me he’s seeing improvement.
My journal tells me I’m losing myself. 

I write in my journal: “FAT. FAT. FAT.”
I stain the white page with red ink until I 
get the doctor’s lies out of my head.  

The doctors flash pointless statistics and numbers 
in front of my zombie eyes but I don’t see anything. 
Hear anything.
Feel anything. 

“You’re hurting yourself,” my doctor whispers. 
“Being fat hurts more,” the bloody pages are screaming.

My eyes get heavy under fake lashes.
And I am starving.  
I wonder what it’s like to be a 
real girl until I realize 
if I can’t see paper bones,
my X-Acto knife might just cut 
through to my heart. 

So I puke up confetti one last time. 
I live in a fragile, paper world.
And I am a paper girl. 
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This handicap is so bad that my mom once 
sat me down. She was wearing her hundred 
dollar jeans. Her hair was a flawless honey-
gold crown around her perfect oval face. Her 
skin looked airbrushed. Even her mole was 
perfectly blended in, refusing to turn the 
dark brown of a normal mole. “Madison,” she 
said, crossing her legs, showing me her new 
pair of Artâ high heels, “If you’re a lesbian, 
it’s okay, I’ll still love you.” 

Maybe it was the lose-fitting man shirts from 
Good Will that gave me the fashion style 
described best as “homeless.” Maybe the 
fact that makeup was never seen on my face. 
Maybe it was me never going on dates that 
made her think I liked girls.

I 
have never been asked out on a date. In 
high school, I told myself that there was 
no one of interest in the city of Grand 

Junction, Colorado. Later, when I was 
fishing out my passport for Africa, I noticed 
my passport photo. At the age of sixteen I 
looked like a swollen squirrel with acne. All 
of Mexico, England, and Frances had seen 
me. I once showed that photo to my brother, 
hoping that he’d laugh at it. “Nicholas, look 
at this ugly photo of me.” I was fishing for 
reassurance that I had transformed from a 
diseased squirrel into a human being.

 “You look like a boy,” he said. 

I stuck out my bottom lip. “I know,” I whined.

 “Um, you didn’t in real life, just in the picture.”

I appreciated his lie, but it was still a lie I 
thought. The fact was I looked like a boy 
in high school, and I didn’t even look like 

a cute boy. I had cut my own bangs so when I 
wore my hair in a ponytail, which was every 
day; I looked like a fat boy with a bowl cut. 
After that I told myself  that no one asked me 
out because people are shallow freaks that 
wouldn’t ask a girl out in her awkward stage. 
This didn’t explain why I still wasn’t being 
asked out in my human stage. My theory had 
to change once more, so I asked the advice 
of the dating guru, my mother. In her early 
teens, she was known as a dater. My grandma 
had mentioned once or twice that she could 
get any boy to ask her on a date within five 
minutes of knowing him. 

 “Touch his arm, bat your eyes,” she suggested.

Wow! That sounds artificial. She was no help. 
Out of the two things she said, I decided to 
try touching the arm of my reading tutor 
next time I saw him. He had all the charm 
of a first-time crush: smart, funny, very good 
looking, and he was paid to pay attention to 
me. For an entire hour I sat next to him. “Do 
you get it?” he asked me at one point. I just 
kept staring at his arm, trying to talk myself 
into setting my hand on top of his arm as 
nonchalantly as possible. 

 “Madison!” he said. “Are you okay?” 

I wasn’t, but I couldn’t tell him I was 
paralyzed, wondering how in the 
world I was going touch him. I said 

something like, “I’m good, just tired,” and 
then went back to staring at the blond hairs 
of his arm. My armpits became wet, my 
hands shaky. I lifted my arm. He looked at 
me, seeing the sudden movement. In this 
moment of panic my hand rushed to my face, 
slapping it. I couldn’t do it. He stared at me, 
deciding whether or not I really was tired, or 
if I had escaped from the mental ward. I never 
experienced something so nerve-wracking 
in my life. I’ve jumped from a plane 12,500 
feet in the air without breaking a sweat. But 
this was a new level of terror I had never felt. 
When the time was up, I swore never to try 
that again. 

I had to find a way to get a man without 
touching one. I tried to learn to flirt by 
watching other girls do it. Sitting across 

the room on the third floor of the university 
library, staring with unblinking eyes at a girl 
flirting her way into a date is something I 
do a lot. These girls are so thin all their food 

money must go towards beached hair and 
makeup. So much makeup that if a drop of 
water fell on her she would look like she’s 
melting. Every time I non-discreetly spy on 
a girl in her moment of glory, it ends with 
me thinking, “What just happened?” It’s like 
a magic show where the magician is showing 
the trick right before your eyes but you have 
no idea how it happened. Being a creep 
watching these girls wasn’t working for me. 
They were masters at their art, goddesses 
compared to me. “How ya’ll doing?”

I tried to ask my friends for help. One 
looked like a chubby Snow White—black 
hair, white skin, and lipstick the color of 

blood. However, when she sang, birds and 
boys flew away. My other friend wouldn’t tell 
me her secret. It may be because every time 
I’d seen her pull out her moves I laughed. 
She would take off her glasses to show her 
pretty blue eyes, flip her golden hair over her 
shoulder, and in her best Ohio accent say,

I am in awe when something so silly works. 
I thought a girl that couldn’t open a jar by 
herself was an idiot, but now I see that 

girls like that are the ones that get men, so 
they just may be the smartest people after all.

I have noticed that these girls giggle too 
much. I can’t figure it out. The guys 
they’re with aren’t funny at all. My 

cousin once took it upon himself to give me a 
tip: “When you’re with a guy, he becomes the 
funniest person alive, even if he’s not.” I told 
him if the boy’s not funny, I’m not laughing. 
For Pete’s sake, I’m funnier than most men 
and they never flirt with me by laughing. He 
rolled his eye at me and took a deep breath, 
letting me know he’d win the lottery before 
I’d go on a date.

I now know I’m pretty because my 
grandma indirectly told me I had 
morphed from an Eleanor Roosevelt 

into a Jackie Kennedy. I’m also called cute 
by my little sister as she pinches my now 
acne-free squirrel checks. I don’t have a 
great body or long blond hair; I don’t have 
eyes that captivate whoever looks into them. 
Whenever I talk, I still pronounce breakfast 
like “brickfish,” despite my second-grade 
speech therapy. Flirting seems to be the only 
way I’ll ever be able to get a boy’s attention, 
but I just can’t do it.  I can’t giggle at unfunny 
jokes. I can’t touch someone unless they’re 
falling. All I’m capable of is staring at a man’s 
arm for an hour.

I’m thinking of trying Internet dating.

By Madison Kohls

In church, I’m told everyone has problems to overcome. I 
think at those times, “Suckers, please, my life is perfect.” I’m 
drug free, family problems don’t exist, going to church is easy, 
I’m content getting passing grades. I’ve since have come to 
the realization that I have a real problem, one that can’t be 
fixed by going to rehab or a having visiting teacher dropping 

by at the exact moment I need her. No, my problem leaves me almost 
paralyzed to the point I call it a handicap. My handicap, as ridiculous, 
as it sounds, is my inability to flirt. 

I
My armpits becamewet my
shaky.Ilifted my

of

arm. He looked
atme , seeing thesuddenmovement.

In this moment rushed
to my face,

panic myhand
slappingit.Icouldn’t do it.
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The stage lights strike The surface of every horn They impact, reflect, distract; Gold turned red and blue Is thrown at me. A javelin of intensity Right in my eye, stabbing with the here And now. 

BY JENNA SMITH

LET’S GO TO A  JAZZ CONCERT

The brass begins to buzz, To blare. 
The squawk, the squeak, The squishing of souls through Metal mouths. It all hits me like a wave; I reel back, the dip forward. I dive. 

Simmering, soaking;
What music is this?

The drummer becomes my heartbeat. His contorted complexion calms mine. He guides the soloists, Paving the path, The path that they flow down, Running, strolling, gliding, dancing, However they wish. Holding fast with fingers torn betweenFracturing fixed forms,And chanting with the drums. A bolt of blue light blasts away The silver and gold, But metal still rings  And valves pump hearts, And the girl with the saxophone Gets up from her seat, Grits and grinds, taking on the grueling task: Telling me what it is, 
What it is to be human.

The Eyes of My Addiction
by Sarah Maughan

I remember the way it looked at me. 
Those eyes, deep mysterious blue, diving themselves into me.
Digging through the deepest parts, 
Learning all my secrets. 

I could feel it climbing into me. 
Begging for me to let it stay. 
It couldn’t hurt,
Just one more time. 

Its eyes in my soul, 
Its hands, wrapped around me. 
Clenching me, taking my breath away. 
Breathing in my spirit. 

My “Just one more time” turns into to “Wait, please”
As it moves to overcome me. 
It goes for my heart. 
I try to fight back, pushing, kicking, punching 

But my soul and body, not strong enough, give in. 
My heart leaves my body as its grip gets tighter. 
The smell of iron and perfume fill the air. 
My skin wrinkles, my face becomes demented. 

I see it holding my heart 
Cupped in its hand, 
Feeling it beat, 
Loving how it can feel the blood rushing through it. 

My hearts stops as my eyes open wider. 
Its once soft blue eyes are now growing dark 
As the color around me saturates, 
Getting darker and lighter all at the same time. 

My blood drips and puddles as I fall onto the bed. 
The sheets ripple around me like dirt burying me in my grave. 
Its eyes, black, darker than empty, as its body fades 
And makes home in my very core. 

Ruling my thoughts and taking over,

“Welcome Home,”
I mouth as my last breath peaks 
And my body caves in. 
Just one more time.
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BY DENAE LASSEN 
DESIGNED BY ADAM FORD

 

 “Do you have the hammer?” 
I asked Taylor as he shot around the side of 
the house, wearing a grin that would only 
worry a mother.

“Yeah. And the battery?”
   I shuffled through my skirt pockets, and 

among sucker wrappers and sticky pennies 
recovered a Duracell battery. We positioned 
it on the ground and gathered our concealed 
knives between the prickly holly bushes rest-
ing next to our grandparents’ porch. Taylor 
and I had pondered battery contents for sev-
eral days and knew this wouldn’t be a simple 
task to do under the nose of “parentals.” Like 
soldiers, we eavesdropped on our common 
enemy, stashed weapons, and prepared to 
attack at the opportune moment. We learned 
after our parents made lunch and did laun-
dry that they planned to grocery shop for the 
big family dinner coming up.

“Parents gone.”
“Check.”
“How long?”
“Idunno.” Taylor scrunched his nose 

like he was smelling something gross and 
shrugged his shoulders with little concern. 
On a dusty porch, next to blades of grass 
that kept our secrets, under the sun-pierc-
ing California sky, and beside each other 
as “cousin-best-friends,” the plan was 
happening.

“Me first!” Without hesitation Taylor 
plunged his knife toward the battery to 
pierce its armor and reveal the inside. The 

battery jetted across dirt-dressed tile and 
bounced off the once-white stucco side of 
the house.

“That didn’t work. Let’s angle it between 
the wall and floor so it doesn’t have anywhere 
to move.” 

The idea seemed genius, almost too per-
fect to have been formulated by our brains. 
The battery was positioned for its second 
attack, and we huddled around. Taylor’s jab 
was successful; immediately, greenish-clear 
acid started shooting from the wounded 
battery and splattering on our exposed arms.

We felt burning and our skin itched. 
Not an itch that can be ignored; an an-
noying, nagging, screaming itch that 
comes in the moments just before falling 
asleep. The panic drowned us as tears 
made our eyes red and faces blotchy. We 
had wondered prior to the battery ambush 
whether or not the acid would kill us if it 
touched our skin. Now, the only way we 
could possibly save our parents from grief  
was to remove all of the battery acid.

“We have to wash this off now. I’m going 
to shower,” I frantically whispered, afraid of 
being overheard by the birds, the battery, and 
the blades of grass. We stumbled through 
the front door, tears creating crooked paths 
down our cheeks. We were soldiers defeated, 
in dire need of a full-body cleanse in order 
to survive.

“I call Grandma and Papa’s shower,” 
Taylor said, jumping up the stairs two at a 
time, removing his shirt, leaving me to itch 
and cry in the entryway alone. Holding back 
sobs, I bolted to the next bathroom available, 
preparing to take the final shower of my life. 
I avoided eye contact with the mirror while 
my mind fixated on the itch. Shower steam 
billowed around my body and I disappeared 
behind the glass door. Through the shel-
tering mist I scrubbed my arms raw. Little 
beads of blood gathered in the areas where I 
used the loofah to exfoliate my skin. Blood 
was a sign of failure; acid was eating my skin 
and killing it, I couldn’t even feel an itch or 
burn anymore. 

I imagine that Taylor and I dressed simi-
larly after our final shower. We were our own 
morticians, dressing ourselves one last time, 
procrastinating in the bathrooms that were 
quickly becoming our mortuaries. These 
were the clothes I was going to die in—ugly 
white sneakers with stains and holes, shorts 
that were a little too tight, with grass stains 
to drive my grieving mother crazy, and a 
shirt reading “Hula Girl” with a stain from 

the strawberries we devoured earlier. Taylor 
and I met up in the hall and agreed sweat-
ers were the best way to hide things from  
our parents. While we sat quietly on the 
couch, having our last TV veg-out-session, 
we heard the soft ding ding of the alarm 
system.

“Denae, a sweater? It’s 80 degrees.” My 
mother promptly questioned as I walked 
towards the kitchen with my eyes still puffy.

“I was cold.”
“No. And you?” She nodded her head 

toward Taylor, who slithered in behind me.
“I was cold too,” he said, his voice so un-

believable I wanted to smack him.
“Okay, sweaters off. You’re up to some-

thing.” 
Mom had a way of knowing things, even 

when we didn’t tell her. We avoided eye con-
tact while prying off the sweaters. The sleeves 
clung to the blood that was slowly pooling to 
the surface, leaving our war wounds looking 
worse than ever. 

“What on earth did you do?” The old 
wooden kitchen chairs screeched across the 
tile floor as our moms came to get a closer 

look. Within moments both Taylor and I 
were mumbling gibberish about our deaths, 
and battery acid, but we were so sorry, and 
we didn’t mean for it to get on our skin, and 
Chase could have my Razor scooter, but 
we couldn’t wash it off, and Jordan wasn’t 
allowed to have Taylor’s Walkman, and we 
didn’t know, and we were sorry, and sorry, 
and sorry.

 Laughter erupted from our parents, and 
through our tears and slobbery sobs, wary 
smiles formed—probably from confusion; 
maybe they were happy we were going to 
die. It would be less tears to wipe, shoe laces 
to unknot, socks to turn inside out, fights 
to mediate, hair to brush, homework to help 
with, meals to prepare, clothes to iron. 

 “Guys, a splash of battery acid isn’t 
going to kill you. Get hydrogen peroxide, 
Neosporin, and band aids,” my mom said, 
turning from mother to nurse as she usually 
did when an injury needed tending. Taylor 
and I still didn’t have a solid grasp of whether 
or not we were in trouble as we walked to the 
medicine cabinet upstairs.

“Wanna try again?” 
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Francisco is dead. I can see from my 

bedroom window where he lies cold 

on the pavement, leaking fluid in the dust. 

He was tough, a weather-hardened traveler, 

and my mentor. We went through a lot 

together, but he finally gave up the ghost. 

Francisco
By  B r i a n  W a l l a c e  B a k e r

As Francisco and I became acquainted, 

it was clear that he was no ordinary 

rustbucket. He proved to have a level of 

personality I have never seen in a car before 

or since. He quickly ceased being an “it” 

and became more and more a “he.” I caught 

a glimpse of his personality when we took 

girls on dates. Often the passenger seatbelt 

would lock before my date could buckle 

up. It was as if Francisco didn’t approve of 

my choice of girls. Each time, I coaxed him 

gently: “Francisco, you need to behave. This 

girl is my date, and she is our guest, and you 

need to treat her like one.” Invariably, he 

relinquished the seat belt.   

My sister Erin and I used to drive him 

to ballroom dance class on Saturday 

mornings. As we drove, we goofed off as 

teenagers often do and tried to create a 

name for my car. We bounced several ideas 

around, some of them from our favorite 

movies. “Talula,” from Cool Runnings was 

amusing but undignified. I thought of the 

movie Elf, and immediately a line popped 

into my head: “Francisco—that’s fun to 

say.” We laughed, and the name stuck. We 

christened my car, Francisco, and knew 

him by that name until the day he died.

Francisco’s only working parts were those 

necessary to get from point A to point B. 

The blinkers were taped on, some of the 

interior electrical work was shot, and the 

radio acted possessed. Sometimes when I 

pushed the button to turn down the vol-

ume, it would go up instead, nearly blowing 

 “Despite these difficulties, we 
always managed to make  
it home.”

out the speakers and my eardrums. The 

worn-out suspension was very good at 

noticing every crack and bump in the road, 

and something in the car, whether it was 

the rearview mirror or the speakers, always 

vibrated. Worst of all was the constant 

odor of old car mixed with mold and motor 

oil. Despite these difficulties, we always 

managed to make it home.

Francisco was a two-door ’95 Mitsubishi 

Mirage, handed down to me by my 

F R A N S I C O

grandfather, who got him from my uncle, 

who bought him used. I was seventeen 

when Grandpa gave me his old car. I was 

so excited when he pulled up in front of 

my family’s house. This was my first car. 

(Technically, he was a family car, and I 

was his designated driver.) “Watch the 

oil,” Grandpa said. “It has a bad gasket; I 

tried to fix it but it still leaks oil.” I didn’t 

care. Francisco looked wonderful to 

me—peeling paint, oil, and all.  But when 

I peered through the driver’s side window, 
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my enthusiasm turned to dismay. Francisco 

was a stick shift.  

“I can’t drive a stick,” I thought. For weeks, 

I didn’t touch my new car. I didn’t even 

want to look at him. I was afraid. I tried to 

forget Francisco altogether. This continued 

until my uncle took me for a drive one 

winter night through our rural community. 

He drove first, intentionally killing the car 

once or twice so I would know how it felt. 

Then, he showed me how to simultaneously 

lift my left foot from the clutch as I pressed 

on the gas with my right foot. 

When we switched places, I sat gripping the 

steering wheel, trying to hide my obvious 

reluctance. With a deep breath, I pressed 

the clutch to the floor, moved the stick into 

first gear, and shifted my weight from my 

left foot to my right foot. Francisco gave a 

nauseating lurch and came to a halt three 

feet from where we started. By the end of 

the evening, my confidence was gone and 

my nerves were tattered. I made it around 

the block despite killing the car a dozen 

times, but I don’t think I even shifted above 

second gear. 

Not long after, Dad decided that I would 

drive him to Salt Lake City, thirty miles 

from Erda, our little farm town. I thought 

he was crazy. I couldn’t even get to third 

gear, and he expected me to get on the 

freeway. Somehow, we managed. We made 

it there and back without a scratch, and 

Dad took me to lunch as a reward. From 

then on, I mostly figured out the driving 

myself. I drove myself to a new job in Salt 

Lake City, and to dance class with Erin. 

Francisco and I have had many adventures 

since then: sliding down icy roads in Cedar 

City blizzards, driving from Salt Lake to 

St. George and back in one summer day 

with no air conditioning, romantic dates 

made less romantic because Francisco was 

always the third wheel. But the adventure I 

remember most happened before all of that, 

the adventure that nearly killed us both.

Francisco had been acting unusual since 

Dad picked him up from the shop earlier 

that day. He just had the repairs needed 

to get me to college, which was four hours 

away. A week before I planned to leave, 

Erin and I ran some errands around town. 

We felt a strange vibration as we drove, 

as if a giant wad of gum was stuck to one 

of the tires. This thumping increased 

throughout the day, but I naively thought 

it would somehow go away. That afternoon 

the thumping worsened. I thought about 

pulling over to investigate, but what would 

I check for? I didn’t know anything about 

cars. We were almost home, so I decided to 

inspect it when we arrived. 

We were moving down SR-36 at 65 mph 

when I had a clear impression to slow 

down. I slowed to 50 mph and merged to 

the right lane. As soon as I did, Francisco 

gave one final thump and the front left 

wheel flew off and bounced through four 

lanes of traffic and into a vacant field. 

Meanwhile, my fine fendered friend sank 

into the pavement and we slid down 

the highway in a cloud of sparks. Erin 

screamed; I laughed. For some reason 

emergency situations have that effect on 

me. I can usually keep my cool. I yanked 

the wheel hard to the right and dragged 

Francisco’s battered body to the shoulder 

while I stomped at the brake. We ground 

to a stop. I sat quietly while my mind 

processed the situation. 

“You okay?” I asked Erin.

“Yeah,” she responded through her tears 

and hyperventilation. “Are you okay?”

“Yeah,” I replied, a little shaky.

I got out to assess the damage. Francisco’s 

battered bumper looked pathetic. And I 

had no idea where the wheel was. 

Erin and I walked to a nearby furniture 

store and asked if we could borrow their 

phone. I called Mom and Dad, but neither 

picked up. Not knowing what else to do, we 

went back out to the car with the intention 

of leaving him on the side of the road 

and walking the last two or three miles 

home. But before we could get anywhere, 

a woman from our church pulled up and 

gave us a ride. Dad called us from work 

later when he got the message I left for him. 

His voice trembled with concern. He made 

sure we were both okay, and then called 

the mechanic and chewed him out for not 

fastening the wheel tightly. Needless to 

say, the mechanic pieced Francisco back 

together for free.

This experience is a paradox in my mind. 

I believe God told me to move to the right 

lane and slow down. I believe God placed 

the woman from church in our path to give 

us a ride home. The ordeal, though scary, 

happened so easily, almost smoothly. It was 

the most convenient accident I have ever 

heard of. But if God cared enough to make 

it a smooth, bearable experience, why didn’t 

He stop it from happening altogether? I 

think God had a lesson to teach me about 

trusting Him. I also think he let it happen to 

protect me, to keep this from happening on 

the freeway at 80 mph on my way to college. 

I learned many lessons like this with Fran-

cisco. In this way, my car also became my 

 “I miss him the way you 
miss an old job even 
though it was stress-
ful,...you miss the 
adventures and forgive 
the junk.”

 “...Romantic dates made less 
romantic because Francisco 
was always the third wheel.” 

teacher. He taught me patience. He taught 

me how to make the best of undesirable 

circumstances. He taught me to be humble. 

It has been five years since that accident. 

Francisco lived long enough to drive 

more than 256,000 miles. (Not many cars 

can put that on their resume.) I had the 

privilege of driving many of those miles 

with him. Even though by most standards 

Francisco was a piece of junk, I enjoyed our 

time together. He was my friend. And now 

that he’s gone, I miss him. I miss him the 

way you miss an old job even though it was 

stressful, or the way you miss a contentious 

family member who has passed on. You 

miss the adventures and forgive the junk.

F R A N S I C O
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A walk along the hillside,
Warmth of the sun we seek and shadows we scorn.
Adjusting our white collars and wedding rings,
We chase the butterflies no more.

There she is, the girl I’ve been searching for my entire life.
Auburn hair glimmers in the noonday supermarket spotlights.
I’m standing over here next to clearance bakery items.
And she’s over there trying to pick out Greek yogurt.
“Try to be subtle,” I tell myself.
Without even realizing it, I slam the box of doughnut holes on the floor.
She glances over, sees that I’m staring,
then nervously turns her perfectly formed head away.
Undaunted, I don’t shy away, but stare harder and more intensely.
She’s probably just bashful,
intimidated by my respectably girthy midsection.
I go to her, leaving the wounded doughnuts on the cold, lonely floor—
casualties in the war of love.
As I saunter towards my target, she apparently decides that she doesn’t want any yogurt.
So she leaves towards the cash registers.
I follow her like a dingo stalks his prey, running, ready to pounce.
To ask her “Did it hurt?” or “Are you a parking ticket?”
But she gets to the register before I do.
A man with a six-pack of Budweiser stands between me and the love of my life.
At last, she hands her card to the cashier. 
I notice a strange sparkle on her left ring finger.
Suddenly she vanishes.
“Why did I even get in this line?” I ask myself.
Then I look around and realize why I must have been waiting for so long,
because I see the girl who just happens to be the girl I’ve been searching for my entire life.
She asks me, “Are you checking anything out?”
 “I am now,” I answer.
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believed that I had stopped breathing 
and that, perhaps, I would never 
breathe again.

“Honey, come away from there. 
Your grandmother wants to talk to 
you.” My mother’s voice was distant 
and hardly recognizable. I continued to 
gape, chest heaving and lips quivering.

“Ah, there.” She found me and 
gathered me up. Absent of my wits, I 
was easily carried away to the living 
room whereeveryone was. Everyone 
but Uncle  
Vincent.

Although I felt stricken and 
utterly inept, I couldn’t help but notice 
the chilling silence of my family. The 
general countenance was a modest 
frown or a struggling half-moon of a 
smile. Eyes wide and heart beating a 
hollow thud-thud, like a gavel in slow 
motion at the end of an echo chamber. 
I was placed in my grandma’s lap and 
pressed to her bosom. There she held 
me. I was still, so still, hardly there.

“Is he. . . .” my father exhaled.
“Gone. Yes,” my grandma 

answered.
“It finally got to him,” my mother 

started, “the depression?”
“Yes.”
“When?” My mother could hardly 

finish.

There is a part of me still frozen 
in that doorway. Sometimes that 
particular fragment of my soul wanders 
to the living room. There, I remember 
the way she looked: her visage twisted 
in grief, so defeated she didn’t even 
bother to cover her face. The tears that 
had hugged the inner rims of her eyes 
were mirrored in mine as well. I had 
felt the sting but did not know the pain. 
How could I have? At the time, I was 
very young and fairly inept myself.

My uncle and I, us right-brained 
lovers of beauty and creation, we had 
a speech disability. Unfortunately, my 
uncle couldn’t speak a word. Unlike 
him, I had hope; I had time left to 
learn. Our left brains couldn’t work 
right. It turns out I had cause for being 
envious of the “left-brained” Cardens. 
However, the most important lesson I 
learned was that we never truly needed 
the gift of numbers and equations, 

speech and audio. The only thing that 
mattered was communication. My uncle 
and I channeled communication by means 
of art: music served as our voice, paintings 
and drawings our words. We spoke an 
entirely different language. That is what 
drew us so close to each other.

Uncle Vincent had stopped his own 
clock, simply by resting a finger on the 
curved hand of time and squeezing. Thirty 
five years. Time might say that there was 
simply nothing left in this world for him. 
Art had been his coping mechanism, it 
made up for his inability to express himself 
verbally. Art was his outlet for frustration 
and sadness, it was and still is mine too.

I was standing very closely by my 
mother, watching the casket collect snow. 
The psalms of the religious man did not 
reach me. Rather, I was looking past 
the display to the masterfully crafted 
headstone adorning the crown of his 
grave. I recognized those angels and laurel 
wreaths: we had carved them together 
once before. Granted, I had not been 
privy to the purpose of the granite at the 
time. Nestled within the sculpted nirvana 
were the words of Emerson: “Everything 

in creation has its appointed painter or 
poet and remains in bondage. . . . ’til its 
appropriate liberator comes to set it free.”

I like to think that he was the 
painter of that wintry, starry night when 
everything changed. My dear uncle 
Vincent had been set free, loosed from  
the chains of depression and disability.  
He would want me to find my freedom 
too. That is why he taught me to master  
my talents and mentored me in using  
them to communicate outside of words 
spoken. It is my work that is his legacy…. 
We are right brains, no doubt, beautiful 
right brains.

We are a creative family, us 
right-brained Cardens, 
though a few of us boast 
an inexplicable gift for 

math and science. My mom says that 
my cousins get it from her brothers’ 
wives. I am not so sure that is entirely 
true, but I do not envy them for their 
abilities so vastly different from my 
own. Don’t they feel lonely, those few 
and far in between left brains?

My uncle was a painter. Not just 
an artist of canvas and colors, but of 
great stories depicted by the written 
and musical word. Although he was 
the eldest of four, his siblings held little 
to no regard for him. Uncle Vincent 
was different and special—I haven’t 
once questioned this. I’ve always been 
perfectly content watching him paint or 
pick out unique melodies on the guitar 
or piano, my chin resting perfectly in 
the valley of my propped fists. When 
he noticed me, for I often hung out of 
view, he’d smile his yawning smile and 
beckon me to his arms. From there, 
I would help guide his hand both 
through plummeting strokes of a free-
spirited horizon and painstaking dabs 
at the cheeks of a sanguine cherub.

He enjoyed mimicking the work 
of famous artists such as Da Vinci, 
Monet, Van Gogh, or the pop artist 
Andy Warhol. Uncle Vincent was 
careful not to completely steal their 
work. He was rather deft, inviting new 
meaning and unprecedented beauty. He 
was a creator, practically a god in my 
eyes. There was never a dull moment 
listening to his music. I had a sweet 
tooth—if you will—for hearing his 

ingeniously orchestrated pieces. Keen 
on watching those same gnarled hands, 
once dancing, molding spinning clay 
into life. It was all magic to me.

I disliked the way they hardly 
wasted a breath in his direction. I 
wondered how they could pass up the 
opportunity to at least lean against the 
doorframe of the sun room and admire 
his talent, head tilted and arms crossed.

Mother did her best in helping 
me to understand the dynamic I 
was missing. I was “too little and too 
precious,” incapable of grasping the 
concept. My voice was always too quiet 
and my strength always too weak. I 
found consolation in deciding that 
they were simply “too old and too 
mean.” What did it matter anyway? 
Uncle Vincent and I, we had an entirely 
different vocabulary. Our language, 
like secret code, was special only to us 
and understood only by us. Our shared 
love for beauty and creation needed no 
audience.

It had been late in the year, the 
time when darkness prevails over day 
and night, when snow falls in great 
heaps. I was long encumbered with 
school: learning shapes, the alphabet, 
numbers and my “p’s” and “q’s.” It was 
easy to forget about Uncle Vincent, 
cooped up at Grandma’s when I had so 
much going on. The summers I spent 
perched like a lazy house cat in my 
uncle’s den were easily swallowed up 
by the other three quarters of the year. 
Fortunately, the holidays granted us 
all reprieve from our dictatorial lives, 
allowing us to gather at Grandma’s 
house. That winter, however, was 
different—and not different in a special 
way. It was truly and  
wretchedly unusual.

Christmas break—time to go 
to Grandma’s. Upon arrival, I had 
burst out of my seatbelt, tore past the 
white picket fence, and raced to the 
sun room. I would soon face colossal 
disappointment, like a great spider 
lying in wait to swallow the joy of my 
existence. There was no sign of life 
in that room, none at all. No Uncle 
Vincent, no sun, no warmth, no 
pictures, no music. Only a cold room 
hollowed out, imprisoned by opaque, 
frosty windows. Had there not been 
little white puffs of breath, I would have 

 Jordyn Hobson

 “Being so young, I was taken  
aback by the way everyone treated 
him: as though he were an invalid, 
incapable of decent human 
interaction.”
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hen I wake up, I look at my wife asleep, 
and I watch her for a few minutes. She 
is beautiful. With her head burrowed 
in the pillow and her doe-eyes closed, 

she breathes slow and gentle—like flirting 
with life or death. I imagine she dances on 
the line of the veil between them, that she 
goes to see Luca, our unborn son. Inside her 
he sleeps and dreams with her, and probably 
of her. Dreams to live like no Dominican 
has ever dreamed. She promises he will. She 
promises the American life, where he can 
dream American dreams and live them too. 
My mother says children are a “Blessing from 

God,” “A new start,” “Tu chance.” She swears, 
“I succeed in my son.” A remark my estranged 
father also makes, gloating. It’s what a son is 
supposed to mean in Dominican expression.  
 But I don’t think of any of that. I think 
of all the little things I have given my wife, with 
my Dominican hands, and wonder if I can do 
the same for Luca. See, I know my Dominican 
hands don’t hold all the good hers do, for 
me and for him. She is greater than life and 
death, creating the one and giving meaning to 
the other. Our Dominican marriage depends 
on her. It’s not that I don’t try. I have goals. 
I am prepared to rectify the mistakes of my 
father, live out my Dominican definition. But 
she builds worlds. Gives reason. Motivates. 
Smiles.                 
 When I joined the LDS church, I 
yearned for the family that every White 
American had—Rob & Heidi Smith; Ben 
& Susan Rich; Brandon & Amanda White. 
My wife changed that. She showed me that 
joining hands across the altar proved that 
Dominicans could have it too. It proved that 
Damning Trujillo and his damned dictatorial 
empire didn’t damn us. The 20,000 deaths 
under his name casts a shadow so dark over 

my people that it tinted our skins. 
 Before my grandpa, my abuelito, 
died, he used to tell me, “Dime con quien 
andas, y te diré quien eres,” with Abuela, the 
world’s loudest grandmother, echoing behind, 
shaking her finger, “Tell me who you’re with 
and I’ll tell you who you are.” His broad-
shouldered counsel never left me, even as he 
withered away with skin cancer. His shaking 
Dominican hands hit me like the rhythms of 
the tambora, giving me the impression, like the 
words of a song: “Dime con quien andas y te 
diré quien eres.” I remember it when I look at 
her, my wife. I remember 
him, the story of my 
family, and the history of 
my people; all bittersweet, 
sprinkled with salt and 
tinged with lime citrus 
onto the thought of 
Trujillo and tostones—
one of the national dishes 
of my island. 
 But that advice 
is more than nostalgia 
dished out in Dominican 
custom. It’s more than
antiquity disguised in 
my Hispano-Americano 
modern day. It’s about her 
and what she is doing for 
Luca. What I see when 
she sleeps is the dream 
of the Dominican flag waving to Francis 
Scott Key’s anthem—a land of freedom, and 
a home of bravery. This vision manifests 
when I wake up and look at my wife, her face 
as though covered by red and blue on either 
side of a white cross, symbolic of faith, and 
in the center, a coat of arms, an open Bible, 
and above the arms, “Dios, Patría, Libertad.” 
The three most important things for a man: 
“God, Country, and Liberty.” I mutter quietly, 
“Wave, Amor. Ripple, roll, roar, like the 
waves that ebb and flow on the tides of our 
Tierra Grande, our Quisqueya, La Republica 
Dominicana.” Her doe-eyes hold true freedom 
for mi gente, my people, and for the kids in el 

barrío del arroyo hondo that playing béisbol, 
baseball, with bottle caps and sticks; her eyes 
hold it for every capricious young mother 
who didn’t know how to nurture because she 
was too little when she gave birth; she holds 
it for every unfaithful Dominican father who 
doesn’t understand why his adultery betrays 
every notion of adulthood and beats on the 
word “mother,” silently. It’s for “Dios, Patria, 
y Libertad.”
  In the Dominican Republic, when a 
woman gives birth we say que da luz, that is, 
“to give light.” This is probably why so many 

Dominicans look to 
their children. They 
believe the light is in 
them. But, I know 
where the light really 
is. It’s in her, the doe-
eyed Dominican girl 
who holds my Luca. 
 Soon she wakes 
and she doesn’t know 
how I looked at her. 
She doesn’t see that 
every decision she 
and I make will forge 
the next generation of 
Dominicans, or that 
the colors, beliefs, and 
culture of our nation 
will shine in their 
faces. She doesn’t see 

that soon, after she gives light, she’ll shed it 
upon them. She only sees me—now. Abuelo 
would always say, “Dime con quien andas, y te 
diré quien eres.” I look to him, while she stares 
at me, smiling. I restw my shaking Dominican 
hands on her face until they are stilled.
 ¿Tu me vez, Abuelo, con ella? Can     
 you see me, Abuelo, with her? 
 I think of his hands and hear the 
sound of the tamboras play, and it comes to 
me like the words of a song: Mi niño, eres el 
momento. Quietly, I sing back.
 Yes, Abuelo. I am the moment. And the 
future is all here, in my hands.
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First Stone
    

“Excuse me, sir,” a flight attendant said. “All 
bags should be stowed beneath your seat 
when the seatbelt light is on.” 

Luke didn’t loosen his grip. His 
breathing quickened. The psychiatrist he 
visited just once on his mission told him 
to find something familiar to hold onto 
when this happened. “We believe in God, 
the Eternal Father, and in his Son, Jesus 
Christ, and in the Holy Ghost,” Luke said. 

“We believe that man will be punished 
for his own sins and not for Adam’s 
transgressions.” 

“Sir? Are you all right?”
The woman’s appearance reassured   

him. She wore a knee length pencil skirt 
with a blue, formfitting jacket. There   
wasn’t a wrinkle on her clothes. Her hair 
was pulled tightly into a bun. She reminded 
him of a freshly opened ream of computer 
paper. Sharp, clean, useful, to the point.  

stood tentatively to the side. His mother.
Her hair was almost white, disheveled 

from the wind. She wore a magenta sweat 
suit with elastic wrists and ankles and no 
hood. The skin on her face sagged under 
the eyes and the chin resembled a turkey’s, 

but more on the right than the left. When 
she smiled, only the left side of her mouth 
lifted. The smile didn’t reach her eyes. Luke 
looked from her to his dad. 

“I’ll grab your bags, son,” his father said, 
without moving. 

Luke couldn’t stop staring at his mother. 
She shuffled awkwardly, only having good 
use of the left foot. Her arm hung limply by 
her side like a broken branch hanging from 
a tree trunk. 

He shook his head and straightened 
himself, smoothing his hair, touching his 
tie. He reached out to his mother. He only 
meant to put his hand on her shoulder, but 
he started picking off short gray hairs and 

shifting the cuffs at her wrists. He fixed the 
part in her hair, and finally, his hands went 
to her face, trying to lift the right side to 
match the left. His mother moved her face 
away and hobbled out the automatic doors, 
leaning heavily on her cane.

“Way to go, jerk-wad,” his 
sister said, punching his 
shoulder. 

“Ow,” he said, rubbing his 
arm where she hit him. “Jerk-
wad? What’s going on?” 

“Let’s grab your bags and 
talk in the car,” his dad said.  

“Dad.” 
“In the car.” 

They moved to the baggage claim, and 
his father picked up two large suitcases 
with the name Carter on the tag. 

“That woman is not my mom.” 
His father carried the suitcases out      

the door.  

As they drove down I-15 South, his 
father said, “She’s still in there,” speaking 
as though she wasn’t sitting right next 
to him in the passenger seat. “She’s just 
relearning things.” 

“What about her letters?” Luke asked 

from the backseat. None of the letters held 
a hint of his mom being sick. 

“That was her. Lindsay or I might have 
typed them, but that was her.”  

Luke pressed his forehead to the 
window of the silver Acura his family 
had owned for the last ten years. They’d 
been driving for thirty minutes, but they  
weren’t going to Blackfoot. His family    
had moved to Preston, an even smaller 
Idaho town with nothing but a grocery 
store and a diner.

“We didn’t want to distract you from the 
work,” his father said. 

Luke rubbed his face. Lindsay sat 
opposite of him in the backseat, and he 
studied her for a moment. Her hair had 
always been blonde, but now it had black 
highlights streaking throughout. It looked 
like she had stood in a windstorm. She 
wore oversized, white and black checkered 
plastic glasses with no lenses. Her head 
bobbed along to whatever was playing in 
her neon yellow ear buds, which matched 
the color of the skinny jeans she wore.  

“Sold the farm. I carve gunstocks for a 
living,” his father said. Luke looked at his 
father’s face in the rearview mirror. His 
father slouched more. There were more 
wrinkles around his eyes. 

Luke glanced at the woman in the 
front seat. She sat perfectly still, her gray 

He released his bag and put it on the floor.
“I’m good now. Thanks,” he said, and she 

moved on. 
He pulled a photograph of his family 

from his shirt pocket. The Idaho Falls 
Temple framed the background. The photo 
was taken after a family home evening in 
which they’d visited the grounds. They 
crowded on a bench surrounded by green 
grass and red,  yellow, and pink flowers—
he, his smartly dressed mother and sister, 
and his father, wearing the same flannel 
shirt and faded jeans his mother was 
always trying to convince him to throw out. 
Luke had bragged often of his perfect little 
family to his investigators.  

“Attention, passengers, we are now 
beginning our descent into Pocatello.” 

The plane took a gentle dive as Luke 
watched farmland and small cities pass 
below. He recognized Blackfoot and sat    

up straighter, trying to find his house. A 
few minutes later, the plane jumped slightly 
as it touched ground and Luke smiled. He 
was home.

The moment after the seatbelt light 
clicked off, Luke was on his feet, sliding 
his shoulders into the worn straps of his 
backpack and snapping the front clip into 
place. Once he had stepped off the plane, 
he raced across the tarmac and entered the 
small terminal where his seventeen-year-
old sister and father waited just inside. 

“Lindsay.” He picked her up and swung 
her around. “You’re so tall. What have you 
done with your hair? Never mind, it’s  good 
to be home.” He threw his arms around 
his father, a tall, thin man with glasses 
and curly brown hair. “Where’s Mom?” He 
looked around, taking in everything and 
nothing at the same time. Lindsay looked 
behind him and he turned. An old woman 

Cast theWritten by Amber Brubaker
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“Ladies and gentlemen, fasten your seatbelts. We are experiencing some turbulence.” 
Luke was the only one in his row on the tiny airplane, which was rocking up and down. 

He hated flying. Having just completed his LDS mission in Mexico, he wanted to be home 
in Idaho. With shaking hands, he clicked his seatbelt into place, then took a breath and 
began straightening his already straight tie, smoothing his stiffly gelled hair, and 
brushing at his lint-less pants. He opened his backpack and shuffled through it, looking 
for something to reorder. Everything was already in place—the pens and pencils in 
their sleeves and books arranged by size, large to small. He hugged the bag to his chest.

He fixed the part in her 
hair, and finally, his 
hands went to her face, 
trying to lift the right 
side to match the left.
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head angled to the right as she looked out 
her window. His father’s arm was draped 
across the center console, his hand on her 
knee. Luke pressed his head against the 
window once more.

The digital alarm clock by his bed read 
6:21 p.m. He’d been sitting on his bed in 
his small bedroom for an hour, alternately 
staring at the ceiling and door and fiddling 
with the souvenirs he’d brought for his 
family. He dropped the mini sombrero 
meant for his sister and grabbed the Book 
of Mormon from his desk, which he’d 
placed neatly in the corner next to perfectly 
level pens. He read a few verses and finally 
stood up. 

The door creaked as he opened it and 
peeked out. Both of the doors at the other 

end of the narrow hallway were closed. 
The living room and kitchen were empty, 
except for the cramped furniture and 
stacked boxes. The only sign of life was 
Nickelback’s “Far Away” booming from 
Lindsay’s room. It was the kind of music 
he hadn’t missed on his mission. Luke 
found his way to his father’s workshop in 
the basement. His father was seated on a 
stool, holding a block of wood in his hand, 
peeling away shavings with a chisel. 

“What will it be?” Luke asked from       
the doorway.

His father looked up. He set aside the 
chisel, eying Luke for a moment. Luke 
didn’t speak. His father reclaimed his tool 
and applied it with practiced movements. 
After a few moments, he pulled a three-
legged stool out of the corner. They sat 
in silence for a time. Luke looked above 
his father’s head at the collection of rifles 
mounted on the wall, each fitted with a 
custom-carved gunstock, the wooden end 
of the rifle that fits against the shoulder.

“Can I help?” Luke asked.

“You know? I’m good.” His father kept 
his eyes on his work. 

“Hey, I didn’t mean what I said. At       
the airport.” 

“I guess we could have warned you.” 
“So are you sure there’s nothing I can do 

to help?” 
His father smiled. “Well, not with this 

one. But I can teach you how to start one.” 
He reached into a cupboard above his 

head and brought out a block of wood. His 
father said the trick to carving a gunstock 
was to smooth out the edges. He showed 
Luke how to use the bevel to create the 
rounded part that fits to the shoulder. Luke 
scraped away, then grabbed the sandpaper 
to smooth it out. By the time his father said 
it was time to quit, Luke’s forehead was 
beaded with sweat. The block of wood had
been transformed into a lump that curved 
in funny places. He sat down with a sigh 
and a frown.

“It’s not gonna look all that 
great the first time,” his dad 
said. “Heck, the first time I 
tried carving a stock, it turned 
out looking like your great  
aunt Beth. You just have to 
keep at it.” 

Luke’s breath began to 
shallow. He dropped the block 
of wood and began sweeping 
at the sawdust with bare hands. 

His windpipe began to close. Without a 
word, he ran to his room and closed the 
door, forcing deep breaths. “We believe 
in God the Eternal Father, and in his 
son Jesus Christ, and in the Holy Ghost. 
We believe that man will be punished 
for his own sins and not for Adam’s 
transgressions. . . .” 

Luke hadn’t experienced panic 
attacks until his mission. The first time it 
happened, there were two investigators, 
golden from the very beginning. But 
they were living together. They said no 
to getting married and shooed him and 
his companion out the door. By the time 
he got home, he could barely breathe.                  
He was sure it was a heart attack, but 
after a rushed visit with his companion to 
the sketchy clinic on the corner, he was        
told it was only anxiety. A few episodes 
later, his companion convinced him to visit 
a psychiatrist, who suggested focusing his 
thoughts on something he loved. He chose 
something from his Primary days, the 
Articles of Faith. He didn’t have problems 

entered. He started sanding at some of the 
misshapen areas. 

“Just make sure you’re going with the 
grain, not against it,” his dad said. “You 
can use one of my old stocks for a pattern if 
you want.” His father set an already-carved 
stock in front of Luke. Luke recognized the 
Greg Olsen painting entitled “Forgiven,” 
a painting of a young woman kneeling 
at Jesus’ feet, their hands clasped. The 
painting had hung behind his mission 
president’s desk. Carving mountains and 
deer was one thing, but his father could 
do human faces and convey real emotion 
through his work. Luke could see the 
appeal of taking something unshaped 
and wild and turning it into something 
beautiful, something perfect. 

“Why did you sell the farm, Dad?”  His 
father didn’t answer so Luke continued. “I 
mean, we had a big house, nice things, we 
didn’t have to worry. We loved it.” 

“I didn’t love it.” He rested his block on 
the counter. “It was so unpredictable. The 
weather, the equipment—everything was 
money going down the drain. You and 
Lindsay both wanted to help, but every 
time you were driving tractor or moving 
pipe, I worried. Your mother did too. If 
she hadn’t been so worried, maybe—” His 
voice got high and he turned away. 

Luke sat silently. Finally he said, “But 
Dad. What about the Family Proclamation? 
‘Fathers are responsible to provide the 
necessities of life and the protection of 
their families.’” 

His father’s stood up, his face red. “I did 
what was best for our family.” 

Luke stood as well. “What’s best? 
Doesn’t what’s best mean we’re happy? 
What about Lindsay? Have you seen       
her? She used to be normal. Now she’s,   
like, expressing her anger through her 
weird appearance or something. What 
about me? You just assumed I’d be happy 
when I got home. Do I look happy? What 
about Mom—”

“Have you even said one word to your 
mother since you’ve been home? Do you 
really think she’s unhappy because we sold 
the farm and moved?”

Luke tossed his lumpy block against 
the opposite wall and left the room.                 
He heard it hit the wall and then fall to    
the ground with a loud thunk as he took 
the stairs two at a time. “We believe in God 
the Eternal Father, and in his Son Jesus 
Christ and in the Holy Ghost. We believe 
in God the Eternal Father, and in his Son 
Jesus Christ and in the Holy Ghost. We 
believe in God. . . .” 

Luke sat on the brown and orange 
floral couch in the living room, flipping 
through TV channels. A sharp thumping 
sound came from the kitchen. He walked 
over to the doorway of the separating                 
wall. His mom was trying to chop potatoes, 
but because she could only use her left 
hand, they kept rolling. One more slap on 
the counter and he was in the kitchen. He 
grabbed her wrist and lifted the knife out 
of her hand. She looked at him, half her 
face startled. One side looked at him with 
wide eyes and the eyebrow raised. The 
other side did nothing. One eyebrow, one 
eye, one half of a mouth, drooping, inert. 

“Let me find Lindsay.” They were his 
first words to her since he’d come home. It 
wasn’t what he wanted to say. He wanted 
her to know how she was hurting him, to 
feel what he was feeling. For a moment, 
he wanted to hurt her. He clutched the 
knife tightly in his hand and went to find 
Lindsay in her room. “Hey, did you see 
this?” he asked, holding up the knife. 

“A knife? Are you going psycho on us?” 
she asked. 

“Mom was trying to make dinner by 
herself. Why didn’t she ask for help?”

Lindsay took the knife from his hand, 
moving past him toward the kitchen. “You 
should know this about her,” she said as 
Luke followed. “Remember when she and 
Dad would disagree and Dad would be 
right and she would know it but she would 
still say she was right? It’s the same thing. 
She hasn’t changed. She looks different, but 
inside she’s the same.”

after that, and never felt the need to worry 
his parents about it. 

The next day Luke and his parents    
went to the stake president’s house to have 
Luke released from missionary service. 
When the president said Luke could 
take off his nametag, Luke didn’t cry. He 
removed it from his shirt pocket and held it 
in his left hand. As he shook the president’s 
hand, he intended to say thank you, but 
instead blurted out the first Article of Faith. 
The president laughed it off. “That’s the 
spirit, son.” 

When they returned, Lindsay was 
slouched in a pink overstuffed armchair, 
staring through her lens-less glasses           
at their small TV. Luke sat gingerly on the 
sofa across the room, watching Lindsay 
out of the corner of his eye. She dropped 
the remote on the floor and bent to pick 
it up. Luke glanced away quickly, having 
seen straight down her shirt. She used                
to be a sweet girl. She never wore too-tight 
jeans and gaping shirts. He wondered what 
had happened in such a short time. “Hey,” 
he said to her. She turned the volume       
up a little. “Hey,” he said louder. She stared 
at the TV, but turned the volume down. 

“Why do you dress like that?” he asked. 
“Like what?” 
“You know. Different.” 
“What are you talking about?”
“You know, the way you dress and stuff.” 
“I look good in bright colors.” 
“You can still express yourself, or 

whatever it is you’re doing, by dressing 
modestly.” 

“And you can still be a jerk while trying 
to be righteous.” She turned the volume up. 

He sat in silence, wishing she’d listen to 
him. He thought of the analogy of the man 
who moved the train track one switch off 
and the train ended up thousands of miles 
from its intended destination. She thought 
he was being self-righteous, but he only 
wanted to help.

After a few minutes of watching Animal 
Planet, Luke headed for his room.

“Hang on, son,” his father said. “Come 
downstairs and we’ll work on your 
carving.” 

He sighed and slowly followed his 
father down the stairs and into the little 
woodshop, picking up his block as he 

She used to be a sweet 
girl. She never wore too-
tight jeans and gaping 
shirts. He wondered 
what had happened in 
such a short time.
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“Luke?” His father’s voice brought him 
back to the living room. Luke put his 
scriptures down and walked to his room. 
Before he left, he looked at Lindsay. One 
side of her pursed lips was slightly lifted, 
and she was crying. She made no sound, 
but two tears trickled down either cheek. 
She held onto her left bicep, her left arm 
hanging limply to the side.  

He began chanting his “we believes” as 
he closed the door behind him. He leaned 
against the door and slid to the floor. He 
was ten years old again, with no idea of 
justice and mercy. He knelt and grabbed 
his scriptures from where they’d fallen 
to the floor. He tried to forget Lindsay’s 
face. He read from Matthew: “Come unto 
me and I will give you rest.” He closed his 
eyes, bowed his head, and folded his arms 
like he was in Primary. “Lord, forgive me. I 

“Yeah. Right.” 
Lindsay stopped walking and spun 

around. “What is your problem?” 
“What are you talking about?”  
“You’re ridiculous. You think it’s 

all about you and you haven’t thought      
about us.” 

“I. . . . ” 
“Yeah, I know.” She gestured toward him 

with the knife. “You. It’s about you.” 
“You don’t understand.”
“You’re right. I’m too stupid to 

understand what happened to my mom 
and my dad and me. But what really 
gets me is. . . .” She paused and he really 
looked at her. She wasn’t wearing makeup, 
and her hair lacked its new volume. She 
looked stranger than usual, sadder.                 

“What happened to you?” Lindsay set the 
knife on the dining table, heading back the 
way she came.

Luke couldn’t watch her. He turned 
again to the kitchen where his mother was 
watching. She was crying. She reached her 
hand out to him, like she was offering a 
one-armed hug. 

“Lou . . . k,” she said. 
He hated the way it sounded, like 

breaking glass.  
Both of her arms should have been 

reaching out. She should have been 
wearing nice jeans and a normal t-shirt, 
her hair black and gleaming. Instead, she 
was dull, strange, broken. He took care     
of problems just like this on his mission. 
He closed his eyes and remembered a 

broken family, struggling with alcohol,    
on the verge of divorce. He shared the 
gospel with them, solved their problems. 
His mother was still reaching out when 
he opened his eyes. He said a prayer in his 
mind. Lord, I can fix this. Remember that 
time I fixed Irma and Juan? I did that. 

“Mom, let me help you. Let me show 
you.” He took the peeler from her and 
slowly slid it lengthwise across the potato 

on the counter, removing one long sliver 
of peel. “Now you try.” He handed the tool 
back to her, watching her hand. It shook 
even more now as she pierced the potato 
with the side of the peeler once again. 

“You have to go slow. You can’t just stab 
it, you have to go slow.” He showed her 
again, then placed the utensil back in her 
hand.  She stabbed the potato straight on. 
Luke looked up. 

“I’m fine,” she said. It didn’t sound like 
that when she said it, but Luke knew. Her 
face was red and the tears were gone.

“Yeah, Mom. That’s right. Everything 
will be fine. Just do it the right way.” 

She left the room with a quick limp,   
the quickest he’d seen from her. He picked 
up the vegetable peeler, still stuck into     
the potato.

“Mom, it’s ok. I can fix it. I can fix 
it,” he said. He leaned against the 
cupboards behind him and slid to the 
floor, banging the potato against his knee 
with each phrase. “I can fix it. I can fix 
it. We believe in God the Eternal Father                         
and. . . .” He tossed the potato peeler to the 
ground, chanting. 

It was Monday night. Luke had spent 
the last couple of days in prayer and 
scripture reading. He truly believed his 
mother could be fixed, as long as his family 
had enough faith. It was up to him to make 

sure they all got better. He 
was sure that once their sin 
was exposed, they’d see their 
problem and want to be fixed.

He left his room at six. 
Lindsay was in her room, music 
blaring through the closed 
door. His mom and dad were in 
the living room watching The 
Andy Griffith Show. 

“Hey, Dad? Can we have a 
Family Home Evening lesson? 

I’ve been working on a lesson. I’d like to 
share it with you.”

His father noticeably hesitated. “I guess 
that would be okay,” he said. He helped 
his wife sit up a little straighter before 
going back down the hall to get Lindsay. 
Luke didn’t look at his mom, busying 
himself with his papers and scriptures. 
Lindsay slammed herself in the overstuffed 
armchair farthest away from the others in 

don’t deserve it. But I need it. Men will be 
punished for their own sins. Doing good 
to all men. If there is anything virtuous 
or lovely, seek after these things. Through 
the Atonement. By obedience to the 
laws.” A loud smack sounded, and Luke 
opened his eyes. His scriptures had fallen 
to the floor. He stopped the recitation 
and picked up the book. He gripped it 
hard until his fingers turned white and 
started to tingle. “We believe in God,                                               
the Eternal Father. . . .”  

“No,” he said. He looked at his fingers 
and slowly let go of the book, peeling away 
each finger, one by one, like removing 
bandages. A stiff ache shot from the palm 
of his hands to his fingers. He stood and 
walked to the desk where his paper copy 
of the Book of Mormon and perfectly 
placed pens rested. He took one of the pens, 

the room. His father resumed his seat next 
to his wife. 

“Thanks for coming. Lindsay, would you 
offer a prayer to invite the Spirit?” Luke said. 

His father interrupted. “I’m the 
patriarch of the family. I’ll take care of this 
part,” He asked his wife to offer the prayer. 
Luke swallowed hard. When the prayer 
ended, he didn’t say amen. Instead, he said 
his own silent prayer, asking the Lord to let 
things go his way. 

“Okay. I want to start out with a 
scripture. It’s in Alma 32:32, and it says, 

‘Therefore, if a seed groweth it is good, but 
if it groweth not, behold it is not good, 
therefore it is cast away.’” 

Luke paused and tried to look each one 
of his family members in the eye. Lindsay 
was staring out the window. His mother 
looked at him, but then looked down and 
started playing with her stationary fingers. 
His father kept his gaze but covered his 
wife’s fidgeting hand with his own. Luke 
cleared his throat, annoyed by the sudden 
tightness he was feeling there. “Anyway,” 
he said, “I just wanted to encourage each of 
you to cast away anything that’s not good, 
that might be hindering your growth.” He 
looked at Lindsay. She still wasn’t looking 
at him but he hoped she was listening. 

“Guys, look. Each one of us is a sinner. We 
don’t have enough faith. Me included. Our 
family needs to come together and have the 
faith that we can be healed. If God can heal 
the lepers, He can heal us. Maybe He’ll 
heal Mom, maybe not. But He will give 
us the strength to get through it together, 
if only we have enough faith. Listen to 
this: ‘But if ye neglect the tree, and take no 
thought for its nourishment, behold it will 
not get any root because your ground is 
barren, and ye will not nourish the tree.’” 

“Luke. Stop it,” his dad said. 
Luke looked up from his scriptures. 

His father was on his feet, his mother 
was crying, Lindsay was looking at him. 
His father’s face was red, his lips a fine, 
twitching line. 

“Hang on, I’m almost finished,” Luke 
said. He flipped to the Articles of Faith.

“No, I think you’re done now.”
“Why didn’t you tell me?” Luke’s eyes 

rimmed with tears, his voice squeaked a 
little. “Why didn’t you tell me everything 
would be different, everything would be 
gone when I got back? I can help you. I did 
it all the time in Mexico. We can fix you.” 

“Luke, you need to go to your room.”  

The words threw Luke back to a time long ago. He was ten and they were back 
on the farm, a few days before Halloween. He was wearing his brand new police 
officer uniform, and carrying a slingshot in his back pocket. Lindsay was sneaking 
around somewhere, dressed in black with a black beanie on her head. They were 
playing cops and robbers, and she was attempting to steal the “gold,” a bunch of 
metal trampoline springs they’d found in the garage. 
Luke had laid a trap for her. He knew she was somewhere on the side of the house, 
so he hid behind the tree, several feet away from the tarnished silver prize. It only 
took her a moment to see the opening and she took it. She dashed from the side 
of the house and began piling the springs into her shirt, which she held out like 
a net. He pulled the slingshot from his back pocket. “Caught you in the act! You 
will be stoned!” He crouched to the gravel around the tree and loaded his sling-
shot, slinging rocks, one after the other, straight at her, hitting her once on her left 
upper arm.  
 “Mom,” she called, running to the house, crying. Just a moment later, his father 
came out. “But Dad. We were playing cops and robbers.” 
 “That doesn’t give you the right to hit her with rocks.”
 “She was stealing the money. People who steal get stoned. That’s what the   Bible 
says.” 
His father grabbed Luke’s arm and Luke looked up into his face, the noonday sun 
surrounding his father’s head. 
 “You get to choose how she’s punished in pretend, not in real life, and once you hit 
her with that rock, it became real. You need to answer for your mistake now. Go to 
your room.” 

turned it sideways and let it roll from the desk
to the floor. 

She should have been 
wearing nice jeans and 
a normal t-shirt, her hair 
black and gleaming. 
Instead, she was dull, 
strange, broken.
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I said to Corbin as we walked across a dark patch of 

grass. We couldn’t see much: there was no moon, and 

we weren’t using the flashlight Corbin had until it was 

absolutely necessary.  

“No, they won’t. Stop worrying about it,” he replied and 

kept walking.

I adjusted the duffel bag on my shoulder. It wasn’t heavy, 

but I was eager to get this over with.  

“Just a little further,” he said.

 Ahead of him, I saw a pale white flag. Someone had 

forgotten to take it out for the night. I tried to keep pace 

with Corbin, but his long, confident strides covered 

more ground than my short, hesitant ones. He didn’t 

look around, only forward, as though lighting off fire-

works on a golf course was the most important thing 

he’d ever done.

When we reached the flag, I took off the duffel bag and 

unzipped it. Corbin carefully reached in and pulled out 

the contents. The three round cylinders he laid back 

inside, while he took out a slim wooden crate that had 

three sections slotted off. He handed me the flashlight, 

which I shined on the bag. From it he grabbed the three 

cylinders—mortars—and put each into one of the slots 

in the row. Next he used some extra fuse and zip-tied 

it to the mortar fuses. He cut off the excess parts of the 

ties and then left enough on the end of the extra fuse to 

light it and run away.  

“Do you have the lighter?” he asked as he made sure the 

crate would stay up on the ground. I reached into my 

pockets, digging through pens, paper clips, and loose 

change. I finally found the cool, silvery rectangle and 

held it out to him. “You wanna light ’em?” he asked.

“No. You do it.”  

He grabbed the lighter from my outstretched hand. I 

backed away at least ten feet, holding the now empty 

duffel bag, and watched nervously as he bent down and 

flipped the lighter open. The flame flickered to life near 

his thumb, and in his hand it moved closer and closer 

to the bit of fuse at the end.

 “Wait,” I whispered. But he didn’t hear me. The fuse 

began to crackle and spark as Corbin’s tall body hurtled 

toward where I stood. 

MY HEART 

POUNDED, AND 

BLOOD PUMPED 

INTO MY EARS. 

He stopped next to me and turned to look. About fifteen 

seconds later, the first mortar went off.

It shot up sixty or seventy feet into the air before erupt-

ing into a sunburst explosion. It wasn’t too loud, but 

loud enough that I imagined would have people on their 

back porches soon. The second and third went off in 

succession, both exploding the same way as the first. 

 BY ZACHARY JOHNSON 

 DESIGNED BY KAYLIE ROBINSON 

 H Y DRO PL A N I N G

 “SOMEBODY’S     

GONNA FIND US,”

As soon as they had gone off, I ran over and grabbed the 

tubes from the rack. Corbin put the rack in the duffel 

bag. We both ran away—he faster than me, of course. We 

circled back to his house, trying not to be seen.

When we got there my heart was pounding even harder 

than before. The front of my shirt was sweaty and clung 

to my chest. The house’s porch light was on, and only the 

screen door stood between us and sanctuary. We were 

there. Everything was fine.

Twenty minutes later, as we sat in the living room watch-

ing a movie, there was a knock at the door. My eyes 

immediately shot over to Corbin, who sat on the love 

seat. We exchanged worried glances. Before either of us 

could get up, however, Corbin’s thirteen-year-old sister 

ran to the door and opened it.

We didn’t even have to look. We knew who was there. 

The officer asked why we had done it. Didn’t we know 

there was a fireworks ban in effect during the drought? 

Apparently someone that had seen the fireworks in their 

back yard had gone out to their front porch to watch for 

anybody on the street coming back in. Even though our 

route had let us return from the opposite direction of 

the golf course, two teenagers carrying a duffel bag was 

suspicious enough to inform the authorities.

Somehow we got off with a warning, although afterward 

I was angry. “Why’d we do it?” I asked Corbin, furious 

that I had followed him again.  

“So what? Nothing happened.” He smirked. That only 

made it worse.  

 “I DON’T CARE,” 

I said, and slipped through the door.  

“Kerneese,” he called out from the living room, using 

my middle name. I ignored him. I walked over to my 

car and drove home. That night the drought ended. It 

began to rain.

I didn’t see Corbin again for a week-and-a-half. I was 

mad at myself for once again going along with him. He 

was the best friend I’d ever had, but sometimes he was 

just such a jerk; and me, I was just a follower. Our mu-

tual friend, Gabe, was in summer school at the time, so 

I couldn’t ever call him up to come over and keep me 

company. Instead, I spent most of that free time with Jim 

Kirk and the crew of the NCC-1701.

Late one rainy evening, after I finished The Wrath of 

Khan and was putting in The Search for Spock, I heard a 

car outside zoom into our cul-de-sac, its engine whining 

like those cars in the European auto races. 

I KNEW WHO  

WAS DRIVING,

even as I peeked out of the window to look down. It was 

Corbin’s red Mazda.

Within a minute my cellphone started to ring. I almost 

didn’t pick up. All the lights were off in the house. If I 

waited long enough, maybe he’d think we were asleep. 

But then it rang again. And again. By the fourth time, I 

knew he wouldn’t give up, so I flipped open the phone.

“What do you want?” I asked.  

“I’m outside,” he said.

“I know. What do you want?”

“Come down. Let’s go do something.”

I knew he wouldn’t let this go, so I walked down the 

stairs, grabbed a light jacket, pulled on tennis shoes, 

and went out the door. The heavy rain had turned the 

ground into a shallow Japanese rice field. As I crossed 

the lawn to Corbin’s car, I looked up at the sky, hoping 

for anything to get me out of this. The door lock clicked 

and I opened the passenger side, and squeezed into 

a 1:64 scale model of a normal-sized vehicle. Corbin 
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Curtis lowered his voice. “Gabe and his dad got into 

a fight.”

So it had finally happened. “His knuckles look bad,”  

I said.

“Yeah. I guess they fought at the top of the stairs before 

Gabe knocked Brandon down. Brandon just called.”

“Is he okay?” I asked. In truth, I didn’t care too much 

if he was. Brandon, Gabe’s dad, always tried to sate his 

demons by taking them out on the rest of the family, at 

least when he was home. Someone had finally fought 

back. 

“How did he get over here?” Corbin asked after  

a moment.

“He ran. All five miles.”

Gabe came over to stay with me. He was quiet that night. 

The next morning was Saturday. There was a knock on 

my door. Gabe was still asleep upstairs, and my parents 

were at my brother’s school for a meeting. I was awake, 

reading in the living room. I finished my paragraph, put 

the book down on the sofa arm rest, and walked over 

into the entryway. I opened the door to Corbin standing 

on the porch.

“Hey,” he said.  

“Good morning.”

“What’re you doing right now?” he asked me, smiling.

I yawned. “Nothing really.”

“Come to my basketball game. It’s at 11:00.”

I looked at the clock hanging on the wall. It was 9:07. 

 “I’M GONNA 
STAY HERE THIS 
MORNING,” 
I told him.

“I don’t know how to get there,” he replied. “It’s on the 

base your dad works at. That’s why I want you to come.”

“Isn’t someone else going? Can’t you follow them?” I 

asked him.

He shifted and looked away for a moment. “Yeah,  

I guess.”

grinned crookedly at me from the driver’s side, his gelled 

hair flat against the low ceiling.

“Where are we going?” I knew he had a plan. He was 

always good at finding something fun to do, even at 

the last minute. But then, sometimes the fun got us  

in trouble.  

“I just wanted to drive for a while. We can watch a movie 

at my place.” He turned the ignition and immediately 

sped away from my house.  

 “COULD YOU  
SLOW DOWN,” 
I said to him. “We’re in a neighborhood.” He only 

laughed and gunned the car even faster. “Knock it off!” 

I said louder, and hit his arm.

“Come on, Kerneese!” I looked over in the darkness and 

saw a dim, wild glint in his eye. I knew he wasn’t going 

to stop. I thought about what the news report might say 

the next morning: “Hey, Chuck, it’s me, Melissa Cornish 

again on the scene of a deadly accident involving two 

young males in a red Mazda. The driver was going 95 in 

a 25-mile zone and was killed instantly. The passenger 

was unharmed in the accident, but was hit head-on by a 

bus after forgetting to look both ways as he limped away 

from the wreck.” 

 We drove in the rain for half an hour before either of us 

said anything else. We were passing an old abandoned 

park when he suddenly slowed down. He pulled into 

the parking lot and turned off the car. He was the first 

to speak. “I know I’m a real jerk sometimes,” he began 

and ended. I was surprised: it was the first time he’d said 

something derogatory about himself. This gave me some 

small satisfaction. 

I said, “Yeah. Sometimes you are.” We pulled into 

Corbin’s driveway a few minutes later. The porch light 

of the house shined through the rain. When we walked 

in the door, our friend Gabe was already there, sitting 

on the living room couch. He was shivering. His clothes 

were wet; they made a little puddle on the wooden floor. 

He looked disheveled, broken somehow. The knuckles 

on both his hands were cracked and bleeding. He stared 

straight ahead without even looking up at us. Curtis, 

Corbin’s dad came to the dining room door frame and 

beckoned us in.

“What’s up?” I mouthed to him, and we walked past 

Gabe into the kitchen.

“What happened?”

I was roused by the house phone ringing. I put my book 
down and got up to get it. I didn’t recognize the number, 
so I let it ring a few more times before deciding to an-
swer. When I clicked the phone on, I heard a girl’s voice 
crack several times.

“H-have you heard about Corbin?” she asked me shakily, 
which was enough for me to know that my friend was 
dead. I didn’t know how I knew. At the time, even she 
didn’t know he was dead. She didn’t know that he was, 
of course, driving too fast. She didn’t know that the rain 
was too slippery. She didn’t know that soon I’d be getting 
a similar call. She only knew that he hadn’t shown up 
for the pre-practice. But I knew then. For a long time, I 
didn’t—couldn’t—say anything. Why didn’t you go with 
him? I thought. All I said was, “I’ll call you back,” 

“Let’s hang out after,” I suggested. “Gabe’ll be up then.”

He started to walk away. “All right. I’ll see you after  
the game.”

I watched as he crossed the soggy grass back to the red 
Mazda. I looked past the car. The rain had already fallen 
long enough to create a small waterfall that drifted down 
the low, grooved hills across the street. I shut the door 
and went back to my book. Eventually my eyes drooped, 
and my head nodded forward.

AND THEN I HUNG UP.
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Fearing those insatiable hands, the birds take flight,

Their panicked cries stirring Winter from his sleep. 

Waking to the crumpled forms upon the faded grass,

He weeps and howls as he lays the leaves to rest.

| b u r y i n g  l e a v e s  |

How perfectly the parched and cankered leaves 

Tumble through the final, desperate breaths of Summer. 

Autumn had plucked their wings to elude its Fall, 

Staining the trees red.

written by kendra lybbert and designed by erin orozco
The first plunge is always the hardest.
When the frigid water fights the frail warmth in 
my blood. Given enough time,
the cold always wins.
Gotta keep moving.

To escape gravity, noise, life, 
to rejuvenate: I free dive. Stress cannot breathe at the depths
I go. I’m left only with a spear for the fishes
and gloves for the lobsters.
I am the hunter now.

Swimming farther and farther away from shore, searching
for something I can’t quite explain.
Never settling for the surfperch or garibaldi I have seen so many times.
The sea opens its mouth ever wider and
the water grows deeper and deeper—10, 20, 30 feet.  

Testing the limits of my lung capacity I dive,
the California sun dancing on the rocks and fishes all around me.
Halfway to the ocean floor, a burning starts in my calves and works its way
 up to my quads. Mind over matter.
Gotta keep going.
I finally reach the floor. At 30 feet it looks the same
as it did at 15, only darker, colder,
more likely to kill.
My lungs are burning now.
No time to enjoy the view.

But as I plant my feet and prepare for launch,
a creature catches my eye.
A Lobster! The biggest I’ve ever seen. Too late. My legs spring
and my body becomes frantic for air, threatening to gulp down the 
salty wet atmosphere around me. 

Ascending too fast will blow my eardrums
I clear them as I go up—
30 feet, 20, 10.
Equalize, equalize, equalize.

My face breaks the surface and I gasp.
No amount of oxygen seems enough.
My heart beats like a tribal drum. I can feel it in my ears.
At that moment I think I’ll never fully catch my breath.
But I will descend again. It will take several dives 

to catch my fill of fishes and lobsters
and to release what can’t be carried farther.  
Only then can I return
back to the shallow,
to gravity, 
to noise,
to life.

In the finest lace he dresses them, before he buries them,

In tombs of white.
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W illa Cather’s novel Death Comes for the Archbishop tells the story of the Catholic archbishop Father Jean Latour as he tames the 
church in the American Southwest. According to many critics, such as Edward A. and Lillian D. Bloom, Cather deliberately attempted 

to write the novel “in the medieval tradition of Christian saints’ lore” (479). Most criticisms explore how Cather fictionalized the characters 
in Death Comes for the Archbishop or how she created symbols; Merrill Maguire Skaggs even goes so far as to say it was “built as carefully 
as a cathedral” in its use of symbolism, especially in the descriptions of the landscape (406). However, these critiques do not explore 
how she romanticized her characters, or how her use of symbolism affects them. Most of the character’s lives are presented realistically; 
however, Cather rhetorically applies romanticism to her character’s deaths, facilitating her social commentary and creating a renowned 
text. By romanticizing their deaths, her characters become rich types of virtue or vice, as opposed to shallow symbols. In particular, she 
contrasts the realistic lives and deaths of Fathers Lucero and Father Latour to show how a life is lived determines how it ends.
 

surely deliberate. Lance Larsen explains 
that in writing Death Comes for the 
Archbishop, Cather borrowed historic 
details from a biography by William J. 
Howlett. Larsen argues, however, that 
Cather embellished her characters to be 
more demonic than history attests 

(276–280). His argument shows that 
Cather was trying to create symbols of 
virtue or vice, not necessarily fleshed-
out characters. This creates a rhetorical 
paradox: the characters in Death Comes 
for the Archbishop exude both realism 
and symbolism. However, Cather avoids 
this paradox because her characters 
in actuality are types. Cather avoids 
making her characters symbols in 
that their lives exemplify the trait they 

represent. Susan J. Rosowski notes that the novel’s 
symbols replace what they represent: “The juniper 
is shaped like a cross; smoke of burning pinion 
logs is like incense rising to Heaven; the noxious 
datura produces blossoms like Easter lilies” (166). 
However, Fathers Latour and Lucero do not simply 
reflect a virtue or vice; through their actions they 
become the trait. Just as the Bible creates types 
of Christ in Moses and John the Baptist, Cather’s 
priests become types of virtue or vice. Latour’s life 
is a realistic example of tempering passions and 
fostering virtues. Lucero’s life, on the other hand, is a 
prime example of gratifying vice. Their realistic lives 
create active types instead of symbols because their 
entire lives and legacy reflect the virtue or vice they  
represent. Cather’s use of romantic symbolism as 

more than an eccentric priest’s hobby. The reader, 
Father Latour, and his associates are the only ones 
who understand that Lucero’s greed is destructive 
and evil.
Lucero’s greed inherently feels wrong to readers 
because he is a priest. He even goes so far as to 
discuss his favorite deadly sin to those in his parish: 
“Avarice, he assured them, was the one passion 
that grew stronger and sweeter in old age” (161). A 
priest’s goal should be to lift his people and bring 
them closer to salvation. Instead, Lucero encourages 
his parish to indulge in avarice, a deadly sin. The 
contrast in how the priests fulfill their duties to God 
is jarring. Lucero makes no attempt to instill faith 
or increase obedience in his followers. Instead of 

Cather’s Romanticized 
Rhetoric 

Cather uses specific tenets of romanticism 
to draw attention to certain ideas. In 
contrast to the realistic technique to 
focus on ordinary, everyday aspects 
of life, romanticism tends to focus on 
the supernatural and extraordinary. 
However, as William Wordsworth noted 
in the preface to Lyrical Ballads, there 
must be substance to the subject, or the 
material becomes instantly gratifying and 
worthless (160). Under this stipulation, 
romantic writing should serve some sort 
of didactic or moral purpose. Realistic 
literature is also often didactic, but strives 
to not idealize or mythicize war or death, 
whereas romanticism often idealizes 
such topics. 
Cather’s use of romanticism was driven 
by a desire to produce a work which was 

Realism in Life, 
Romanticism in Death:

Cather’s Rhetoric in 
Death Comes for the Archbishop 

by William Gibbs
Design by Kara Blackburn

 “Fathers Latour and Lucero do not simply reflect a virtue or vice; through 
their actions they become the trait. Just as the Bible creates types of Christ in 
Moses and John the Baptist, Cather’s priests become types of virtue or vice. 
Latour’s life is a realistic example of tempering passions and fostering virtues. 
Lucero’s life, on the other hand, is a prime example of gratifying vice.”

strengthening Catholicism, he becomes a medium, 
spreading greed. 

Like Lucero, Father Jean Marie Latour is also a 
realistic character. He also lives simply and is not 
well-known by others. He exemplifies temperance as 
he works for his causes and picks his battles. He is not 
the larger-than-life romantic hero. He accomplishes 
things because he is diligent, not because he is great. 
While he misses aspects of France and struggles 
with pride (manifested in his desire for the perfect 
cathedral), he consistently exercises temperance and 
puts the needs of his faith first. Latour’s humanity 
and vices could destroy him, just like Lucero. Instead, 
Cather uses these to set Latour apart as a realistic 
character. Latour is believable because of his human 
qualities. Cather gives Latour vices, but unlike 
Lucero, Latour strives to keep himself in check. As a 
result, his life does not seem to attract the attention 
Lucero receives. 

Cather uses Father Latour’s life as an example of faith 
and temperance, to assert that doing good creates 
meaning in one’s life. John J. Murphy explores the 
spiritual journey of several of Cather novels, and 
asserts that characters like Latour are a manifestation 
of Cather’s desire for an orderly life which would lead 
to a secure position with God (33). Latour’s faith is 
manifested by his willingness to accept a call to go to 
the untamed Southwest. It is because of this choice 
that the entire novel takes place, and the lessons 
Latour learns as he works to realign the Southwest 

death overtakes the priests is enriched by her earlier 
use of realistic techniques; without realism, the 
characters would not be believable. By the point of 
their deaths, the priests are their virtue or vice, so the 
romantic embellishments simply serve to further the 
didactic moral.

Realism in the Lives of Fathers 
Lucero and Latour

Initially, Father Marino Lucero exemplifies realism 
and piety. Almost everything about him seems 
normal. He is born and lives poor, relying on charity. 
Cather is careful to sketch Father Lucero as an 
outwardly pious priest, creating an initial connection 
to Father Latour. However, in actuality, Father Lucero 
is a prisoner to avarice. The balance between piety 
and avarice creates a realistic and three-dimensional 
view of the sinful life Cather is trying to conjure. 
His pious lifestyle initially seem acceptable, given 
his profession. Instead, he is simply gratifying his 
miserly habits, and as his life gives way to vice and 
death, Lucero increasingly becomes the psychical 
manifestation of avarice. Still, Father Lucero is 
popular with others: “He was grasping, but not 
oppressive, and he wrung more pesos out of Arroyo 
Seco and Questa than out of his own Arroyo. Thrift 
is such a rare quality among Mexicans that they find 
it very amusing” (160). Father Lucero’s followers do 
not recognize his obsession with money as anything 

larger than life. According to Mary-Ann 
Stouck, Cather wanted her book to be 
considered “part of the great tradition 
of English literature formed by Chaucer, 
Shakespeare, and the King James Bible” 
(532). Many of these works provide 
moral guidance through mythological 
means, so it would make sense for 
Cather to create a mythic text through 
romanticism. However, through most 
of the novel Cather consistently relies 
on realist techniques, thus creating 
contrast with the romanticized deaths 
of certain characters. Cather’s balance of 
romanticism and realism signals to her 
audiences which characters’ lives should 
be exemplified and which should be 
avoided.  
Cather’s characterization of the priests is 
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Lucero and Latour
In the novel, Cather departs from 
historical records and uses romanticism 
to make her moral point. Edward A. and 
Lillian D. Bloom explain in an in-depth 
analysis of the creation of Death Comes 
for the Archbishop that Cather only uses 
“creative expansion” of this nature a few 
times throughout the novel (496). Cather 
was not required to follow historic facts 
at all—she never claimed Death Comes 
for the Archbishop was nonfiction. Her 
goal was not to create a historical text.
Father Lucero is not initially portrayed as 
a mythic, larger-than-life villain; however, 
as Father Lucero’s death approaches, 
the novel’s tone suddenly shifts to 
romanticism. Says Cather,  “But even 
after he was ailing he performed a feat 
which became one of the legends of the 
countryside” (162). Lucero, who sleeps 
next to his hidden stash of accumulated 
gold, is attacked by a thief in the night. 
Though Lucero’s health has declined, he is 
somehow able to kill the thief. The novel 
describes this fantastical victory: “Though 
the thief was a young man and armed, the 
old priest stabbed him to death and then, 
covered with blood, ran out to arouse 
the town. The neighbours found the 

Padre’s chamber like a slaughterhouse, 
his victim lying dead beside the hole 
[Lucero] had dug” (162). These passages 
stand out against the realist tone of 
the novel. Suddenly, Father Lucero 
attains legendary status, and for good 
reason. The fact that an old, sick priest 
was able to slaughter an armed man 
with a carving knife is certainly larger-
than-life. The gory imagery of the scene 
almost mythicizes the man. Because the 
violence is so powerful, it softens the fact 
that someone was murdered, moving 
the tone from realism to romanticism. 
As for Father Lucero, his romanticized 

diocese. The virtue of temperance is 
shown not only in his ability to control his 
pride, but in his patience in dealing with 
wayward priests. Instead of immediately 
suspending Lucero, Latour waits until the 
last possible moment to send another 
priest to strip him of authority; even then, 
the wayward priest is given a chance to 
repent (161-162). Because Latour exerts 
faith by going to the Southwest, he is able 
to find meaning in his life by patiently 
assisting those he works for, making him 
a type of faith and temperance. 

Romanticism as Death 
Comes for Fathers 

with satiating it. Lucero panics frequently, 
fearing someone might steal his precious 
gold—his life’s achievement. As death 
finally comes, the narrator notes, “After 
a facial spasm that was like a sardonic 
smile, and a clicking of breath in his 
mouth, their Padre spoke like a horse for 
the last time: ‘Comete tu cola, Martínez, 
comete tu cola!’  (Eat your tail, Martínez, 
eat your tail!) Almost at once he died in 
a convulsion” (171). This scene is loyal 
to the romantic idea that those who 
die communicate their destination by 
their final act. Father Lucero’s last words 
describe the torment another priest is 
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 “He gives his life to avarice—to 
the point that he enjoys the 
eternal torment of a friend—
becoming the psychical 
manifestation and type of it.”

that he enjoys the eternal torment 
of a friend—becoming the psychical 
manifestation and type of it. 

Unlike Father Lucero’s, Father Latour’s 
final days are peaceful. The novel reads, 
“Father Latour wakened with a grateful 
sense of nearness to his Cathedral—
which would also be his tomb. He felt safe 
under its shadow” (271). The comparison 
to Lucero is poignant: both men rest 
close to their life’s pursuit before death. 
But unlike Lucero, who is haunted with 
paranoia over his gold—the symbol of 
his avarice—Latour gains strength from 
his cathedral, which avoids becoming the 
symbol of his pride because he bridles his 
passions, instead representing his long-
suffering temperance in serving others. 
Cather’s treatment of Latour’s death 
scene makes the transition to 
romanticism more apparent. Latour’s 
time seems to fold on itself; logic ebbs 
away with his life. His last days are a 
peaceful scene: “the old man did not want 
food, and . . . he slept, or seemed to sleep, 
nearly all the time . . . so peaceful and 
painless was his repose” (314). These lines 
reflect a romantic idea that a peaceful 
relationship with death indicates passage 
into heaven. Father Latour is almost 
inviting death by not eating and, instead, 
reflecting on his life—an extreme form of 
temperance. Unlike Lucero, whose vice 
consumed him, Latour’s true virtue has 
freed him. As death approaches, justice 
is served: the unfaithful are tormented 
while the faithful are freed. By his 
death, Father Latour becomes both a 
romantic hero and a type of temperance. 
He is a legendary archbishop whose 
tireless work resulted in a fruitful 
diocese and beautiful cathedral. In his 
groundbreaking study on Death Comes 
for the Archbishop, D.H. Stewart also is 
drawn to this conclusion, saying of the 
priest’s deaths, “Nothing could make 

 “Nothing could make the opposition 
more obvious than their manner 
of dying: . . . Lucero shriven 
but howling obscenities . . . and 
Latour passes away silently, 
crowned with virtues”

the opposition more obvious than their 
manner of dying: . . . Lucero shriven but 
howling obscenities . . . and Latour passes 
away silently, crowned with virtues” (255). 
Furthering the contrast, at death, Lucero 
had become a type through his entire 
assimilation into avarice; Latour too is 
assimilated into a larger identity and 
type, but his is of the virtue temperance. 

The reader is given access to Latour’s final 
moments, spent in reflecting the 
defining moment of his life when he first 
strengthened someone’s faith. Stewart 
again argues that Latour’s representation 
of virtues culminates in his “Beatific 
Vision,” a vision in which Latour peacefully 
enters eternity, seeing it as a “recovery 
of the good life of service which began 
in that decisive moment with his friend” 
(252). Cather uses Latour as the example 
of a well-lived life being rewarded by 
a peaceful death. Thus, the contrast 
between Lucero and Latour is made 
all the more obvious: Lucero sees his 
friend in Hell, Latour is assured he will be 
 united with his friend in Heaven. As he 
bridled his passions and tirelessly worked 
for a righteous cause, he became a 
legendary hero.

Realism in Life, 
Romanticism in Death

Cather’s creation of characters that are 
more than mere symbols of virtue or vice 
shows her mastery of rhetoric. She uses 
realism to bring her types to life and to 
make them realistic; this in turn catalyzes 
her didactic goals. Had Cather simply 
created Latour and Lucero as romantic 
symbols, her argument would have 
weakened and her audience shrunk. Had 
Cather simply created realistic characters 
whose lives were didactic, she would 
have failed to create a truly legendary 
text. Cather effectively communicates her 
argument that the life lived determines its 
end, because she recognizes the need for 
characters that readers can relate to—a 
simple symbol would be inappropriate. 
Thus she employs both romantic and 
realistic techniques to meet her goals. It is 
through her characters’ ability to handle 
vices that Cather makes her moral case. 
The typified lives and deaths of Fathers 
Lucero and Latour show that life itself 
ultimately determines a person’s final 
destiny and legacy.

death scene indicates his post-mortal 
destination, solidifying him as a type of 
avarice. Instead of simply representing 
greed, his actions become preoccupied 

suffering (which, interestingly, Father 
Lucero seems to enjoy seeing). These 
are the words of one destined suffering. 
He gives his life to avarice—to the point 
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Below the painted heavens
and the hand outstretched

of God
are tiles,

unnoticed, not seen.
They, so small across, span
the length of the room, the

hall, the
holy place.

Circles within circles,
flowers blooming from chips of stone

turned to jewels by sunlight.
The same light that does not 

fully illume that exalted,
vaulted, beloved ceiling.

Geometric pattern-dance
made from mosaic,

proclaiming “glory, glory,”
in softer tones 

overshadowed by Angel song.

Footsteps, stumbling over
thresholds,
as all cross.

Sistine
Anna May

Their heads are tilted 
up in awe.

On a corner street in the autumn chill
stands the actor—old to forgetting.

And there he trades his skill for coin.
For an aging dame he dances

a perfect Charlie Chaplin
bamboo cane and bowler cap.

To a passing Reverend he sings
his song, unbroken, of “Peace
on earth, Good will to men!”

And for two young hearts he stoops
and whispers of music: the food of love,

then tells them, “Play on!”
For all of this his tin spills over.

And when his corner’s yellowed in streetlight
and his audience is gone,

he spends his time at the old cafe
Ricordati di Me: Remember Me,

where the music’s Italian, 
the wine spiced,

and both will aid his forgetting.
When he leaves he sits against his
redbrick wall, breathes the city in.
A passing woman tosses a coin, 

which he drops, but he catches her eye:
her green dress, her pale skin
lacing the air with lavender.

She passes, turns back, and smiles.
And in his forgetting he fails. . . .  

Back at the playhouse she leads him.
�rough dark and velvet curtain folds.

Grinning, she spins and enters stage right
as the audience bates their breath.

And he watches and waits
until Juliet lies in her tomb

and he exits the curtains to join her. . . 

Back now—against his brick wall, crumbling—
the woman turns to go

and the actor stands, intending to follow.
Yet she falters then, stumbles with drink.

And the freezing wind
takes her smile, her scent,

and the actor, again, is brought to remember. . . 
A toppled chair. 

Broken glass 
and blood. 

Pale lips
and bare wrists

with crimson lines 
drawn across them. . . .  

His mind protests and he retreats.
Back behind the curtain, 
back to music and wine, 

back to his corner street— 
preferring madness to memory. 

And there he trades his skill for coin 
and spends his time forgetting.

WRITTEN BY IVAN HAVER DESIGNED BY SARAH LAWSON
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“My candle burns at both ends;
It will not last the night;

But ah, my foes, and ah, my friends;  
It gives a lovely light!        

—Mill ay 
(From Figs and Thistles, First Fig)

candle
by Joshua Chandler 

designed by Cody Duke

My candle taunts atop a cupcake. 
It reignites each time you blow it out.  

It’s one among twenty-one and is fueled by possibility. 

My candle melts in the warmer,  
simmers down slowly. When things get heated,  
my candle liquefies and dares you to stick a finger in its bathtub of wax. 

My candle smells like chopped cilantro 
and homemade tortillas with grandma, alone, before the rest get home for the the 
quail in the garden with their trails of  tonsil-headed babies.

My candle burns a 700-candle-power L.E.D. bulb. 
I can put a spotlight on a cricket chirping ten miles away. 
It can stop you mid-solo and ask you, please pipe down out there, we’re trying 
to sleep, or it can flash flood the stage, sand-blast every angle and carve of your 
rough-hewn figure.

My candle toppled off the table, lit its bushel on fire, giving leaveto all that were in 
the house. As a reward, I molded a misshapen candlestick, shelved it between the 
KJV and my first edition reprint of Whitman’s Leaves of Grass.

My candle is the layered-color kind which flickers and drizzles into abstract art. 
I took my candle from the sixth arm of a reaching candelabra, took it on a field 
trip, all over the cemetery, 
searching for the pathway to heaven. 
My candle is a conglomerate of earwax 
and sun-seared Crayola crayons. It hears stronger than Mozart, 
paints brighter than Van Gogh, and once lit, friends and foes 
sit and sunbathe in its scalding pyrotechnics.

My candle is a million wickless lamps across the ancient Egyptian sky. 
It was snatched, divine, by Prometheus and left by my bed, its flame waking at 2:00 
A.M., 
something to scribble by moonlight on Moleskine. 
My candle dripped its hot tears on the sidewalk 
at my best friend’s candlelight vigil. It’s last gray snake of smoke 
gave a waxy benediction. 

In 2001, I sat my candle at grandma’s bedside 
while she drew her last rasp of breath, and went out, her spirit like smoke, slither-
ing into destiny.  
I light it now, hoping I’ve capture a spark of her fire in my wax, 
hoping to blaze her lovely light, somehow from the simmering shadows 
of her double burned, beautiful, short-wick’d, life.

GOD
Maybe

all

your (& my)

God
awaits is our
naked soul.

By Maygan Baker
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Robbie Reed
Graphic Design
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Categories
Ceramics
Printmaking
Painting
Photography
Drawing
Illustration
Graphic design

Awards
Merit

Honorable mention



Alisha Shumway 
Drawing

Jaime Trinidad Sarah Lawson

Katie Henrikson
Painting

Anne Mueller
Drawing

 Jaime Trinidad

Robbie Reed
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Scott Rivers
Ceramics

Kara Wheat

Kalan Lysenko Jaime Trinidad
Printmaking

Jaime Trinidad
Printmaking

 Jaime Trinidad

 Jaime Trinidad
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Kara Wheat
Honorable Mention: Graphic Design

Jaime Trinidad
Illusration

Emmanuel Ramirez

Emmanuel Ramirez
Digital Illustration

Emmanuel Ramirez

Emmanuel Ramirez

Scott Rivers
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Danielle Maguire

Danielle Maguire

Danielle Maguire
Ceramics

Katie Henrikson Katie Henrikson

Jordan Mayfield
Photography
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Emmanuel Ramirez
Digital Illustration

Kalan Lysenko 
Photography

Kalan Lysenko 

Kalan Lysenko 

Kara Wheat

Anne Mueller
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Kelsey Peterson
Neither claims nor sets out to be a 
writer, yet her drive to create beauty and 
meaning in the world leads to it. She is 
a Humanities major from California who 
expresses her humanity through late 
night poetry parties, absurdist humor, 
and serenading her cats with show tunes 
and folk music.

Maygan Barker
From Dallas, Texas, will graduate from 
BYU-Idaho in July with a degree in English. 
Besides writing creative non-fiction, 
Kelsey enjoys hiking, camping, running, 
and taking as many naps as possible. 
Kelsey is currently living the dream in an 
unfinished basement apartment with her 
husband, Michael.

Denea Lassen
I s  a  gr a d u a te  of  B r igh a m Yo un g 
University-Idaho. She is currently w 
orking as a graphic designer, while 
completing a book of creative nonfiction 
she intends to publish. She is living in 
Rexburg, Idaho, with her husband, Joel, 
while he finishes his degree.

Anna May
Was born and raised in the land of the 
weird: Berkeley, California. She has been 
writing bad poetry since the fifth grade 
and good poetry since she learned there 
are more topics than clouds. When she 
is not writing or procrastinating writing, 
she can be found reading, baking, or 
staring at cute cat picture

Ian Haver 
Hated reading but liked anything his 
brother did. One summer he picked up a 
book his brother loved and slowly learned 
to love it himself. Many others books 
followed. While the rest is not yet history, 
he hopes to inspire with his words, just 
as the words of others have done for him.

Kara Laney
Has always loved the fact that writing 
gives her a way to reach out. She has 
recently found another way to sound 
her voice: Filmmaking. Working towards 
a Communication/Video Production 
Degree, she’s inspired by adventures, 
overheard conversations, and unseen 
stor ies. She says, “Actually paying 
attention to the moment when I’m living 
it—that’s when I get my inspiration.”

Preston Shewell 
Born and raised in Washington, Preston 
Shewell began writing in the fourth grade. 
In 2011, he graduated from the Institute 
of Children’s Literature, where he learned 
to write for teenagers and young adults. 
He is now an English major with an 
emphasis on creative writing and a minor 
in Communication.

Zachary Johnson
Once lived in Japan. He is an Eagle Scout.

Noelle Helm
Was born in Virginia and raised in 
California, where she learned to cherish 
family, close friends, and faith. She found 
a way to make sense of her jumbled 
thoughts and personal perceptions by 
immortalizing them into words on a page.

Jenna Smith
Is an Art Major studying illustration, but 
she also has a passion for writing. Her 
husband, Jesse, is very supportive of 
these time-consuming activities, and she 
appreciates his love and patience. Jenna 
graduated in July 2014 with the hopes of 
finally having the time to write her novel 
and create her own art.

Katherine Luce
Is senior studying English at Brigham 
University-Idaho. She love dancing and 
reading. She hopes to one day buy an ice 
cream from an ice cream truck.

Amber Brubaker
Was raised in a tiny town called Aberdeen, 
Idaho. She studied English with an 
emphasis in Professional Writing at BYU-
Idaho, and graduated in July 2014. There 
she was able to participate in the Pre-
Professional Conference, the Research 
and Creative Works Conference, multiple 
creative writing retreats, and the National 
Undergraduate Literature Conference.

Miranda Laming 
Grew up on a farm in a little town on 
the thumb Michigan. Now, as a student 
at Brigham Young University-Idaho 
studying creative writing, she spends 
most of her t ime reading, wr it ing, 
brainstorming, and editing. She also 
enjoys camping, canoeing, and editing 
photos into book covers.

Brian Wallace Baker
Is a junior studying English with an 
emphasis in creative writing. Along with 
writing, he also enjoys frisbee, martial 
arts, meditation, running, hiking, and 
unicycling. He has a passion for telling 
the untold story and believes that stories 
of everyday life are often more fantastic 
than fiction.

Sarah Maughan 
Is a senior majoring in English with an 
emphasis in creative writing. She is set to 
graduate in 2015 and excited to move on. 
She grew up in the sunny and beautiful 
state of California and loves going on 
adventures. She also enjoys writing and 
reading. 

William Gibbs
Is a senior from the Washington, D.C., 
metropolitan area. He is studying English, 
chemistry, biology, and photography. He 
plans to apply to medical schools after 
graduation, and he hopes to eventually 
return to the East Coast.

Ryan Froelich
Is a former BYU-Idaho student from 
Auburn, Washington. He graduated in 
the Winter 2013 in Business Management.

Jordyn Hobson
Is an aspiring author with a passion for art, 
music, and literature. She started writing 
from a young age. This piece was inspired 
by those, like herself, who struggle with 
disabilities. Her goal was to show how 
others can overcome their difficulties and 
redefine themselves through the beauty 
and healing of the arts.

Ashley Stevens
Was born September 1994 in Orem, 
Utah. She became fond of reading as a 
child, flipping pages of fantasy books and 
fairytales. At age fourteen she joined an 
online writing group, which encouraged 
her to major in English. Currently 
attending BYU-Idaho, she intends to 
write her first novel.

Kendra Lybbert
Is a resident of Br it ish Columbia, 
Canada, and a student at Brigham Young 
University-Idaho. She graduated with a 
bachelor’s degree in Exercise Physiology. 
She is working toward a carrier in physical 
therapy and massage therapy.

Gianfranco Fernandez 
Ruiz
Is a Dominican writer from Beantown 
(Boston, Massachusetts). Never gifted 
with tambora skills, he sought to play out 
his experiences, and just like the tone of a 
two-sided drum, they sounded dope. His 
Afro-Dominican style is heavy concrete 
city life mixed with Dominican bravado 
narratives. It’s de la people.

Kevin Hawkins
A 25-year-old philosophy major at BYU-
Idaho, was born and raised in Laguna 
Niguel, California. To him it will always 
be home no matter where his path 
takes him. He dedicates “Deeper” to his 
creative writing professor, Jack Harrell, 
who helped him with its development 
and polishing.

Joshua Chandler
Is a BYU-Idaho English major with an 
emphasis in Professional Writing. He 
hopes to become a lawyer, judge, and 
poet when he grows up. 

Madison Kohls
Madison Kohls originates from Grand 
Junction, Colorado. She is a Marriage 
and Family Studies major. Despite plans 
to become a crazy cat lady, Madison 
actually dislikes cats. Instead, she will 
paint catfaces on irobots (vacuum robots).
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Anne Mueller
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