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“With hundreds of “men of God” and their associates 
so blessed, we have the base for an increasingly efficient 
and worthy corps of talent.”

- PRESIDENT SPENCER W. KIMBALL
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In 1997, a small literary journal appeared on the 
campus of Ricks College. The journal was the prod-
uct of a handful of students interested in creative 

writing. These students found two faculty mentors to 
help access college money, and Outlet Literary Journal 
was published in a black-and-white, 5 X 8 format, with 
86 pages. 

When those students graduated, the idea of Outlet 
easily could have left Rexburg with them. But a year lat-
er, Ricks College hired a new English teacher, Stephen 
George, who was anxious to help publish a student 
literary journal. When Stephen learned that Outlet had 
published just one issue, he was ready to make sure it 
stayed alive. I was one of the English Faculty—along 
with Matt Babcock, Mark Bennion, and Joelle Moen—
who joined Stephen in directing Outlet during those 
early years. 

For the next five years, Stephen George was the 
director, setting the journal on its feet and giving it 
a healthy start. When he was ready to pass the reins 
to someone else, the English Department chose to 
make Outlet part of English 418, Creative Writing and 
Publishing. By that time, Ricks College had become 
Brigham Young University-Idaho. Now Outlet truly had 
a home. 

In 2006, Stephen George passed away from cancer. 
Outlet was just one of many good things he did during 
his tenure at BYU-Idaho. 

In 2004, I taught English 418 and oversaw Outlet’s 
production. Since then, the journal has been directed 
by Jim Richards, Mark Bennion, and Matt Babcock. 
Now the turn has come back to me. Under Mark 
Bennion, the journal changed to its current format, 
with the help of Shawn Randall in the BYU-Idaho Art 
Department. Since then, Shawn Randall’s Design class 
has contributed colorful art, illustrations, and graphic 
design, making Outlet: The BYU-Idaho Art and Liter-
ary Journal an excellent publication the university can 
be proud of. 

This issue includes a short story by Stephen’s oldest 
daughter, a recent BYU-Idaho graduate. During the 
judging of submissions, the student editorial board 
didn’t know Stephen’s daughter had contributed a 
submission. Yet in that five-round process, her story 
received a “yes” vote five out of five times. As I watched 
this unfold, I knew my friend Stephen would be very 
proud of his girl. 

So here’s to another great issue of Outlet. We thank 
Brigham Young University-Idaho for funding its publi-
cation, and we thank all the students in English 418 and 
in Shawn Randall’s Design class for their hard work. 

Outlet is now in its fifteenth year. Here’s hoping for 
fifteen more years to come. 

JACK HARRELL
English Dept. 
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WRITTEN BY: JESSICA GLEDHILL

TOO SOON
DESIGNED BY: JORDAN ANDERSON

Summer on the farm meant the only options for entertainment were the following: com-
mandeering Jeff ’s beloved rusty-orange dirt bike, listening to our mothers’ gossip about 
Mrs. Maude and the infamous “Pineapple Upside-down Cake Caper” incident that took 

place at the most recent church barbeque (the woman went to her grave denying she stole that 
cake recipe), or playing in the dirty freezing canal out in front of the orchard. We knew Jeff, 
my cousin, would kick our asses if we even breathed near his bike, and staying in the kitchen 
with our mothers was worse than suicide. Whenever Lynne and I came in whining that we were 
bored, Mama and Auntie always had a chore or two for us to do, like dusting antique teacups or 
vacuuming the long narrow hallways. The canal was our only option. 
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The canal was deep. We had to stand on our tippy toes to keep 
our heads above water. It was so filthy that you couldn’t see the 
rocky bottom. The murkiness hid the sharp rocks and the broken 
beer glass. Mama and Auntie always made us wear old tennis shoes 
to protect our feet. The shoes were two sizes too big, making us look 
like ducklings stumbling and tripping on the untied shoelaces. “You 
are never allowed to play in the big canal in the back of the orchard, 
you understand? Stay in front where we can see you,” Auntie would 
tell us.

 “Be careful! Do you know how many people have died 
swimming in canals?” Mama would call after us as we dragged our 
grubby towels behind us like we were trying to capture the wind and 
fly away. 

I’m sure more people have died from swallowing bacteria-rid-
den water, or accidently gulping down the mysterious brown mud-
like blobs that floated downstream occasionally. I didn’t care though. 
Dying in a tragic accident while visiting my cousins on the farm was 
a glamorous thought. I would imagine the ignorant city children 
back home talking about me like I was a saintly martyr. She tumbled 
to her death trying to save a baby kitten from a 100-foot apple tree. 
The dirt bike she was riding exploded while being chased by a fear-
some gang of apple thieves who had kidnapped her cousin. Life was 
something to be lived, even if you were blown up by a gang of apple 
thieves. It was a chance you had to take.  

My cousin Lynne was different. Our mothers’ warnings scared 
her. Her round blue eyes popped every time someone mentioned 
danger. This child was even afraid of germs. She washed her hands 
so often they became dry and cracked. Her skin flaked when she 
nervously rubbed them together, which was often, making them 
sound like dry wheat in the wind or sandpaper sanding something 
smooth. 

“Did you wash your hands?” Lynne asked after I came out the 
bathroom one afternoon. She was rubbing her sandpaper hands 
together with genuine fear on her face. 

“Yeah,  don’t worry about it. I always wash my hands, even 
when you don’t tell me to.” I always assured her that my hands were 
germ free, but it didn’t stop her from asking. 

With the canal in our sights, we ran barefooted (against our 
mothers’ wishes), debating whether or not we should steal Jeff ’s dirt 
bike later. We reached the swift water’s edge, summoned our cour-
age, and gingerly shimmied into the icy water. The air escaped my 
lungs like a balloon just popped. Lynne squeaked. My blonde curls 
bobbed up and down as I danced around in the chest-deep water, 

trying to get warm. I gave in after ten minutes and climbed quickly 
out of the water with Lynne close behind me, trying to avoid a par-
ticularly large brown blob that was threatening to touch her foot. 

Our wet bodies left oversized fat silhouettes on the concrete 
next to the garage. The hose on the side of the house couldn’t wash 
the dirt completely out of our swimsuits.  Grime settled into my 
white polka-dotted one-piece and Lynne’s bright-pink tankini, giv-
ing them a sandy grey color. The sun baked our bathing suits to our 
freckled skin, making it tingle. Lynne’s long black hair was fanned 
out on the cement. She was a mermaid, eternally marooned on shore 
after the dashing prince abandoned her for a human. I was in a giant 
oven and the evil witch was baking me up as a tasty treat to gnaw on 
later. 

Lynne and I talk about nothing in particular. Only our dolls 
and our cousin Mike’s curious habit of rearranging the furniture in 
the Barbie mansion and calling the miniature red Ferrari convert-
ible the “company car.” We talked of smeared grass stains in our 
new poufy Sunday dresses. The previous Sunday, Jeff laughed at us 
and said we looked like frosted cupcakes. After some name-calling 
and hurt feelings, Lynne and I punched out Jeff right there on the 
church front lawn with most of the congregation watching as they 
went for lunch. The violence, the unladylike cursing, the grass stains 
and Jeff ’s black eye, didn’t sit well with our mothers, and we had the 
handprints on our behinds to prove it. 

My uncle’s shouts came from the orchard and Lynne bolted up, 
her Bambi eyes filled with fear. Lynne’s father was a quiet man. His 
voice was never raised above a whisper. When he was upset, like 
the time Jeff drove the pickup into the side of the house, he would 
put his Sunday hat on his shiny black hair, sit out on the porch, and 
smoke in silence. After his smoke, he would come in the house as 
if nothing ever happened. When he did shout, we knew something 
was wrong. 
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Auntie also heard the shouts through the open screen door and 
ran outside, towards the orchard at the end of the yard, still in her 
apron, glass measuring cup in hand. Her face was blotchy red and 
white, a deep line formed between her eyebrows as she muttered 
desperately to herself, “Please, no. Please, no. Please, no.” Mama, 
with the same deep line between her brows, was right after her, 
shrilly calling after Auntie, telling her that everything would be ok. 
She chanted over and over like she need to be reminded of it too. 

Lynne’s eyes locked onto mine, and peeling our bodies off the 
concrete we took off toward the shouting. My heard thudded and 
blood rushed in and out of my ears like the tide. Tingling heat prick-
led up from my toes to the top of my head. I heard Lynne’s heavy 
breathing ahead of me. She knew the orchard better than I did and 
her wiry tanned legs could move faster. The shouts became louder as 
we made it to the back of the orchard, heading towards the big canal. 
Realizing where the shouts were coming from, Lynne ran full speed. 
I quickened my pace to catch up with her, but she was too far ahead. 

Our mothers had beaten us. Auntie was in the dirt on the canal 
bank. She was cradling a pair of wet overalls with her face buried 
deep into them and rocking back and forth, holding her child one 
last time. Mama was off to the side, her white hands pressed against 
her red face. Uncle knelt next to Auntie, his face like stone, and 
spoke no words, stroking her hair. A rusty-orange dirt bike, stuck up 
halfway out of the canal. They wouldn’t fish it out until the next day. 
The most primeval, wounded sound escaped into the air. It sounded 
like an animal in pain, a desperate cry over a loss of innocence, the 
knowledge that death is final. Sometimes chances didn’t pay off. 
What was most surprising about the cry was that it came from me.  

Lynne was silent when she watched her parents kiss Jeff ’s cheek 
before the casket was closed. Her red cracked knuckles clenched, 
opening and closing, tension visible in her little fists. Her face was 
blank throughout her brother’s funeral. Her Bambi eyes looked 
straight ahead and didn’t respond when people came to offer their 
condolences. Not once did she rub her hands together. 

Now as adults, Lynne and I rarely speak of that day. Lynne 
travels for her business and recently got back from a trip abroad. 
Her suitcase full of European chocolate she brought back for my 
children, their pudgy fingers peeling away at the purple plastic. She 
tells me of her daring adventures—the bungee jumping, rock climb-
ing, and the one night stands with strangers whose names sound 
exotic.  I nod and smile, washing my hands in the kitchen sink. My 
hands are raw and red. Cracked so much that they bleed. Skin flakes, 
sounding like wheat in the wind, as I nervously rub them together, 
wide-eyed and waiting.
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“All the world’s a stage,”
But I’m no actress;

So here I stand,
Spotlight glaring down.
I don’t know my lines—    
I must have missed rehearsal,
But I don’t even remember

The audition.
How did I get here?
I’m so confused—
Where should I stand,
And what am I supposed to say?
I can’t wear this mask,
I can’t play this part—
Acting was never my forte.

The only character

I wish to portray

Is me—
The person that I know
Myself to be,
But that is not the role
The world would have me play.

So here I stand,
Spotlight glaring down,
Ad-libbing my lines,
And searching,

Ever searching,

For my true script.
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MY HANDS ARE STILL SHAKING.  
It’s been two months, and my hands still 
shake. I just want to take out this ridiculous 
pink gauge and hope my ear will become 
normal with time, but I’m fumbling. I 
know that the more frustrated I get, the 
shakier my hands will be and I’ll end up 
ripping the gauge out of my ear. I finally 
get the chunk of plastic out and let it 
drop into the sink. It bounces around the 
bowl before resting next to the polished 

down to my fingertips, and I know I should 
be crying. I should be sobbing every other 
second, according to pop-culture teen 
books. But I can’t even force tears. Not today.
There’s a soft knock on the door and 
I hear Janet say, “Ana, are you okay?”
She’s the only one who still calls me Ana. 
Everyone else calls me Silvy. I don’t care 
either way. It’s not like Silvy is all that 
meaningful; it’s just a nickname of my last 
name, Silverstein. I take a steady breath 

and quietly say, “Yeah, Mom, I’m fine.”
“All right,” she replies hesitantly. “There’s  
food in the kitchen Eat something 
soon.” “Yeah.” I’ve been thinking a lot of 
things. I know I should be thinking of 
one thing, but I can’t seem to focus on 
it. My mind slides around into different 
boxes of thoughts. I listened to a lecture 
somewhere that men have boxes in their 
minds, and they pull out one box at a time, 
and when they’re done, they put it away.  

BOXES
By Carleigh Wallace

drain. A black spike and two silver studs 
follow, one clinking down the drain.
I’m staring. I can’t stop. I’m leaning on the 
sides of the sink, feeling the cool porcelain 
underneath my burning palms. I don’t 
stare at my reflection, but I am looking 
for something. Something that’s not in the 
hole gouged through my earlobe, not in my 
unhealthy, bleached hair, and not in my dead 
blue eyes. I feel the tightening in my throat 
and the waver that shakes my breathing 

Women have a mess of wires that are all 
tangled up and woven together and they’re 
impossible to separate. I think I used to be 
normal. I used to be a mess of wires, three or 
four lit up brightly at once. But now, boxes 
are stacked in an orderly manner in my 
head, categorized and labeled. “Do not open 
until . . .” and “Save for a rainy day” and 
“Forget me.” This box is the class I’m failing; 
this box is the one college application I’ve 
turned in; this box is my earrings; this box is 

Andre and how I’m slipping away from him; 
this box is Janet and her robotic sincerity. 
There’s a box in the middle that’s blank, 
but it’s big. Tightly closed, it feels like an 
elephant in the room. I’ve paced around 
it—pressed my hand to its cardboard and 
felt a pulse inside, so weak it was hardly 
there. But I haven’t opened it. I haven’t 
even gotten close. I wish I had a “nothing” 
box. In the lecture I listened to, the speaker 
said that men have a “nothing” box that 

but he understands better than anyone.
“Why don’t you talk to Mom?” he asks. 
“She’s super worried, you know? I get 
that she doesn’t understand the situation, 
but I think she can understand you.”
We aren’t sitting close enough for even 
our arms to touch. Neither of us has 
ever been big on physical affection. 
Not in our family, at least. I bring my 
knees up to my chest, putting my arms 
around them. “I don’t know,” I whisper.

they pull out and just think about nothing 
for a while. That is one box I do not have.
“Silvy?” Ben asks from outside the 
door. “Yeah,” I say again, seeming to echo 
that word more and more every day. “Can I 
come in?” I don’t reply, but I do unlock the 
door, so he comes in. I sit on the floor with my 
back against the side of the tub and he does 
the same. At fourteen, he’s almost a head 
taller than me and even with his legs bent, 
his feet are touching the edge of the cabinets. 

“What happened to your earrings?” he 
asks me, mustering more genuine concern 
in this question than Janet can in direct 
questions. She’s gotten over feeling like 
helping me. Two months since the accident 
and she’s trying to act like it didn’t happen.
My eyes get warm but there are still no 
tears. I lick my lips a few times, trying to 
find an answer for him, but eventually I 
just point up to the sink. He looks, but 
doesn’t say anything about it. He’s young, 

I’ve opened the box where I think about 
the five languages of love. Mine and Ben’s 
are both “quality time.” Janet’s is “words 
of affirmation” or maybe “physical touch.” 
I’m pacing around my box again, my fingers 
almost but not quite touching the surface.
“Look, Silvy, you need to figure it out,” 
he says. It’s not un-gentle, but it cuts just 
a little. I don’t know how to figure it out, 
so I tell him. “I don’t know how. I killed 
someone, Ben. How do you figure that out?”

I feel the tightening in my throat 
and the waver that shakes my 
breathing down to my fingertips, 
and I know I should be crying. 

She’s gotten over feeling like 
helping me. Two months since 
the accident and she’s trying 
to act like it didn’t happen.
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“You didn’t kill someone,” he argues.
“Yeah, I did. I killed that man. His name 
was Henry Barnes and he had a family—a 
wife and two daughters. And I snuffed his 
life out.” His obituary, average in every 
way, has stuck with me these two months.
“You’re acting like you put a knife in him,” 
he argues. “He slid under your car. What 
were you supposed to do? You couldn’t 
have avoided it, I heard what happened. 
You’re not psychic, I know that for—” 
“Stop it,” I whisper, but it’s enough. He 
stops. “He was alive when he slid under 

my car and he wasn’t after,” I say, my 
voice breaking. “It’s not the same and you 
know it,” he persists.“I know,” I say. “It 
sucks.” “I know,” I repeat. I stop circling 
and put my hands on the top of the box. 
There’s that pulse. It’s weak, but it’s alive.
Ben sits with me a while longer before I 
get up and tell him I’m going to go eat. I 
walk into the kitchen, opening and closing 
cabinets and the fridge before I sit, with 
nothing in my hands, on one of the wooden 

stools beside the counter. I open Janet’s box.  
It’s full of the times in the last two 
months that she hugged me or cried 
or said “I’m so sorry” or didn’t ask me 
what I need to be asked. I shut her box 
and slide it back into place, getting 
more curious about my big blank box.  
Instead I slide out the worn box that holds 
the memory of that day two months ago.  
I’ve pulled it out and shoved it quickly back 
so many times that its edges are crushed 

and there are lines and marks all over it. 
This memory is hard. I’m in the fast lane 
and the motorcyclist is in the middle lane a 
ways ahead of me. There aren’t many cars on 
the highway right now as it’s past midnight. 
I’m gaining on the motorcyclist, slowly 
creeping closer, when another car flies past 
me. It’s drifting across and back over the 
lines, and when it nears the motorcyclist 
there’s a sporadic jerk. The motorcyclist 
swerves to avoid colliding and loses control 

I stop circling and put my 
hands on the top of the 
box. There’s that pulse. 
It’s weak, but it’s alive.

Instead I slide out the worn 
box that holds the memory 
of that day two months ago.

wandering, and we pass an ear-piercing 
store. I mention that I’ve been thinking 
about getting another piercing. He says, 
“Let’s do it now. I’ll hold your hand.” He 
smiles, crinkly-eyed and slightly crazy, 
lifting his shoulders like he does when he 
knows he’s being a dork. Even though he’s 
half-joking, I grab his arm and drag him 
into the store with me. One short minute 
and I’m sitting in what feels like a high chair 
and the woman is pushing back my pink 

streak of hair to line up the earring gun.
The top of my ear hurts a lot worse than the 
earlobe, but the rebellion of it all makes it 
a sweet pain. Past curfew, Andre sweeps 
my hair out of the way to look at it. “It’s 
red,” he says. I lean my head back against 
the car’s headrest and don’t say anything. 
He smiles, this time genuine, and pulls 
me to meet him halfway. He lightly kisses 
my ear and says, “You look beautiful. You 
always look beautiful.” That was my head-

of his bike. In a half second, I see his front 
wheel jerk back and forth as he tries to 
gain control. The motorcycle flips side-
over-side, sliding into the gravel off the left 
of the road. The cyclist slides the opposite 
direction, too quickly for me to react. Going 
78 mph, there’s hardly anything for me to 
do. I try to swerve, but our paths connect.
Sitting in our half-dark kitchen, I close 
that box and try not to open another 
one. I want so much to pull out an empty 

box labeled “Nothing,” but I can’t find 
one. In my search, I knock a box off the 
shelf, spilling an assortment of events 
across the floor. I put back my junior high 
graduation and how I felt sick. I pick up 
when I met Andre two years before and 
toss it back. I see my first kiss and kick it 
under a shelf, hoping to never find it again.
One memory I don’t toss away. It’s the one 
from a year ago when Andre and I first 
started dating. We are at the mall, just 

over-heels moment. Andre will always be 
my first love. But as these two months have 
passed, I’ve spoken to him less and less 
and I’m realizing that I’ve already started 
to pack him away with my gauges and my 
pink hair. I tuck that moment away and see 
Janet’s reaction at the bottom of the box.
“I cannot believe you did that,” she 
shrieks at me, taking on a quality in 
her voice that I’d never heard. “It is not 
your decision,” I fire back. “You are too 

young. Don’t think you get to do whatever 
you want. You are under my roof.” She 
could be a dragon breathing fire. “Then I 
won’t be under your roof,” I say, flinging 
myself around and striding to the door.
My hands are shaking worse than ever. She 
was furious. She was almost smug when I 
finally came home and my ear got infected for 
a few weeks. I put my hands on the counter, 
staring again. It feels like I’ve reopened 
almost every box in my head. Except one.  
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The big unopened one. I touch it again, running my 
hands along the top. I shrink back a bit for a moment, 
but I think the time has come. I open the box.
There, at the bottom of this box almost as tall as I am, 
is a piece of paper. I set the box on its side and climb 
in to tug the paper from its place. At first, I can’t read what 
is says. Maybe I’m ignoring how to read. But then it becomes 
clear. She gave me this piece of paper after I gave my side of 
the story in front of a judge. Suzanne Barnes. A woman barely 
in her thirties, shoulder-length blonde hair, and a round 
pretty face. The wife of the man I killed. I had seen her a 
few times that first month when everything outside my head 
was still messy. She was cold and her eyes were constantly 
a puffy red. But the last time I saw her, she handed me her 
number and said, “If you want to talk. I know it’s hard.”__  
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Mrs. McGrogger
By: Austa Knutson

Pale blue eyes stared somewhere off-center at my upper lip 
or perhaps by my right earlobe. Tiny red veins spi-
der-webbed underneath a yellow cataract, drool crusted 

in the crevices lining her mouth, wispy hairs sprouted out of 
moles dotting along her saggy jawline like hairy Braille. Her 
eyes blinked one at a time, first the right one, then the left. The 
puzzle pieces were spread between us like a brightly-colored 
minefield. I held one between thumb and forefinger, the dry 
cardboard soaking up minute sweat from the pads of my fingers. 
My spine was a rigid pole holding my body erect at full atten-
tion, eyes deferring to the tabletop rather than meeting that pale, 
whitewashed, off-center gaze. 

Next to me, my brother Andy stared at the discombobulated 
bits of garden scenery with studious attention. I knew he wasn’t 
analyzing the patterns. He was just waiting for one of us to 
make a move, already regretting his willingness to keep me 
company. 

A queer smacking sound made me look up from the smooth 
bit of azalea trapped between my fingers. The folds of that old 
neck hung quivering like the wattles of a shriveled turkey as 
the old woman smacked her lips, sucking her discolored purple 
tongue against her palate.

 “Can I get you some water, Mrs. McGrogger?” I asked. 
Those dry lips parted and spidery words crawled out. “You 

can get an iron, little miss. That blouse is so wrinkled it looks 
like you slept in it for a week straight. What are you, a vagrant? 
A hobo? Those shoes look dirty, too. You had better not be 
tracking mud in my living room, or I’ll make you scrape up 
every crumb with a dratted paint scraper! And what big, clumsy 
feet you have for a girl. You must waddle like a duck. What do 
your parents say? I bet they cried when you were born. I bet they 
wailed like babies themselves.”

The old woman wasn’t even looking at my feet. She was 
staring down at Andy’s. 

 “Mrs. McGrogger, I didn’t step in any mud,” I said, as 
gently as I could muster. “It’s August. It hasn’t rained for two 
months. Everything’s dried up—”

 “No drier than your humor, young man!” she 
squawked, staring at neither of us but at a portrait of her late 
husband hanging on the wall above the dresser. 

On the dresser top, lace doilies painted faded cream lines 
among a cloying layer of dust. Upon each doily squatted a 
knick-knack or a souvenir: a gray Beanie Baby cat, a redwood 
pinecone, a miniature porcelain doll. The staring doll creeped 
me out. Its wide blue eyes, faded like a stepped-on forget-me-
not, were regarding me with as much unwavering intensity as 
Old Lady McGrogger. Pale hands lay folded on its dust-draped 
little dress.

After returning my gaze to the puzzle pieces a while longer, 
none of us moving, I hazarded another sentence. “I like your 
collection,” I said. 

Mrs. McGrogger squinted one eye to a juicy slit, the cataract 
glinting wetly as she bugged the other eye out at me. “This is a 
free country. You’re free to admire my knick-knacks. But if your 
creeping little fingers sneak too close to one of those treasures, 
I’ll have your right hand chopped off like they do in India!” 

“Mrs. McGrogger, I would never steal your—your treasures—”
“Darn right you wouldn’t! Not with one hand!”
Cheeks flushing, I stood up, scraping my folding chair across 

the faded peach carpet. “Andy, I forgot. Mom wants us to help 
her make dinner. We have to go.”

Mrs. McGrogger’s face twisted into a grimace. “Now don’t 
get offended, Miss Priss. Sakes alive, you had better not be this 
fussy when you’re a woman. If you think—”

“Goodbye, Mrs. McGrogger.” 
Andy stood up and started shoveling the jigsaw pieces back 

into the box. 
“Now, wait a minute! Wait a minute, now. Get your grubby 

hands off those!”
“We’ll finish another time,” Andy said, scooting the last few 

pieces over the edge of the wobbly coffee table and into the box. 
“Sophie will be back.” Contrary to this statement, I was already 
waiting by the front door, trying not to shudder. 

Mrs. McGrogger sat small and hunched in her La-Z Boy 
armchair at the end of the hallway. She and I stared at each 
other through the open doorway as Andy retreated towards me. 
The old woman opened her wrinkled mouth, as if to hurl sharp 
words or a loogie at me.

I quickly turned and fled. 

“Grandpa, I am not going back.”
“Come on, Sophie. Be an adult.”
“Nobody, adult or child, should have to go through that! She’s 

a harpy, Grandpa! A full-blown psycho. How she hasn’t landed 
in an insane asylum yet, I have no idea.”

I was pacing around his study while he squinted at a 
cream-colored canvas, spread with still-wet paint that gave off 
a soft, oily smell. A mason jar was clamped between his faded 
corduroy knees. As he pensively dipped his brush into the pool 
of yellowed water, I sat down on the stool across from him and 
slumped against the bookcase. 

“I know I sound hysterical,” I said.
Without taking his eyes off the blooming painting, he raised 

a white eyebrow. “I was thinking more like a harpy.”
“Grandpa!”
“What? It hurts, doesn’t it, Sophie Ann? Nobody, adult or 

child or Mrs. McGrogger, likes being called a harpy.”
I frowned mulishly. “Fine. Point taken. Old Lady McGrogger 

is a splendid creature with more temper than Hurricane Kate. 
Fair enough?”

Grandpa added a watery film of dark gray over the blue 
troughs of the sea, giving them more depth. “Sometimes we 
have to go through darkness to see the full depth of things.”

xxxxxxxxxxxxxxxx
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I blinked. He straightened, shrugging one shoulder to fix the 
cotton sleeve that had slipped down his hairy wrist. “Sometimes, 
Sophie, unpleasant circumstances help us see everything more 
clearly. Sometimes when we are most uncomfortable, we are 
given the greatest realizations about life.” 

“But you don’t want to go storm-chasing, do you?”
He smiled. “Storm-chasing, storm-watching. There’s a 

difference between learning from difficulty and egging it on.”
I thought about that and then gave up. “Grandpa,” I said. 

“You’re getting philosophical again.”
He smiled and painstakingly added more darkness to the sea. 

Those old hazel eyes slid to their wrinkled corners to watch me 
as he moved the brush slowly, over and over. 

“See that?” he whispered. “Miraculous.”
 “Miraculous,” I said. I exhaled a heavy sigh and pressed my 

hands between my knees. 
The grandfather clock ticked through the silence in the room. 

It sent little resonant waves of noise against my eardrums. I 
closed my eyes.

Mom was standing with her hands braced against the 
bathroom sink while I brushed my teeth. 

“Mr. McGrogger passed away last night.”
I stopped brushing and the hallway clock filled the brief 

startled silence.
 “Mwha?” I mumbled, mouthing the words through mint 

foam. “Wha’ ‘appened?”
“He was hit by a car, honey. One of Andy’s classmates was 

driving drunk.”
I thought of the quiet old man who leaned over my desk 

to help me properly shade the side of a spotlighted milk jug 
with charcoal. He was a longtime art friend of Grandpa’s, one 
of those teachers that everyone got along with at Shadle High 
School.

I spat into the sink so I could talk more clearly, lips tingling 
from toothpaste and bitter words. “Mom, that’s awful. Poor Mr. 
McGrogger. . . .”

“I know, honey. I know. And his wife . . . she’ll be awfully 
alone right now.”

I leaned back, suddenly tight-stomached. “Mom, no. You 
know I’m afraid of old people. I couldn’t go visit her.”

 “Grandpa wants you to. It was his idea.”
“Mom, I don’t want to. I really don’t want to.”
“She has no one, Sophie.”
“She probably wants no one!”
Quiet filled the small space of the bathroom. The hallway 

clock swept its pendulum back and forth between us. Mom was 
merely looking at me. Her eyes, azure and black in the shadows 
of her brow, were the color of a night-tossed sea. I knew she was 
thinking of when Grandma died, how loneliness had crippled 
Grandpa until he finally moved in with us. 

I moved to scrub a tear from her cheek.
“Mom. . . . Okay. I’ll go.”

xxxxxxxxxxxxxxxx

xxxxxxxxxxxxxxxx

I stared at Grandpa’s painting as the ticking of his clock 
beat in my ears like the waves of oceanic mass, like those heavy 
colors fighting and splashing off one another. My first time I 
had had Andy, but now I’d be on my own. 

I didn’t want to. She verbally abused me. She was downright 
scary.

She needed me.
“Okay, Grandpa,” I said. I said it heavily. “Take a bow. You 

win.” 
He looked up in mild surprise. I leveled him with a serious 

frown. “I know Andy’s basketball practice starts tomorrow 
so I’ll be on my own. I know old people can sometimes have 
superhuman grips and cranky spells if you cross them.” 

He smirked, knowing I was referring to the time I woke 
him up for dinner by squeaking my clarinet directly into his 
trumpet ear. He noogied me so hard I lost hairs. 

“But despite all this, Grandpa, I’m going to love Mrs. Mc-
Grogger if it kills me. Which it probably will,” I added when he 
chuckled. “I at least expect a nice headstone. Solid marble.”

He solemnly raised a hand. “Gilded with gold,” he vowed. “I 
won’t even write any harpy jokes on it.” 



I rang the doorbell at 4:10. 
The bottoms of my freshly scraped converse shifted in place 

on the flowery old doormat. My hands were wrapped around a 
loaf of cinnamon swirl bread Mom had pulled from the oven an 
hour ago. It was still warm and sticky against the saran wrap. 
I breathed in the smell of it and imagined that it bolstered my 
nerves.

“Come in, come in!” a screech echoed from inside. 
I passed into the cool block of air-conditioned atmosphere 

beyond her front door. As I moved down the shadows of the 
hallway my fingers tightened around the bread, leaving little 
indents in the amber crust. 

She was waiting with another puzzle. Oh heavens, another 
puzzle. The pieces were strewn all over the coffee table, most 
of them not even face-up. I dragged a folding chair over to her 
La-Z Boy and unfolded it with a metal squeal. Mrs. McGrog-
ger’s eyes bulged alarmingly at the sound, but she knit her lips 
together, choosing not to waste rancid oxygen on me. That’s 
rich, I thought. The one with opera lungs here. . .

I put the bread on the table and we started the puzzle. As 
I flipped over the squares and found the four corner pieces, I 
began spilling words into the silence between us. 

“I swear I won’t touch them. But I was wondering—where 
did you get your treasures?”

 “What? What treasures? What are you going off about?”
“The, uh—well, that nice doll over there. Where did she 

come from?”
 “Why would you ask that?” she demanded.
“Well, it seems like you care about her a lot,” I said. “I was 

curious . . . well, why?”

Mrs. McGrogger stared at the doll and the doll seemed to 
stare back. She licked her lips with her purple tongue. “That doll 
is named Lucy Maye. She was—” 

The old woman suddenly faltered, eyes drifting up to focus 
on the crooked photograph of Mr. McGrogger. I looked at it, 
too, and leaned over to straighten it without thinking. 

The hot old eyes snapped over to stare at me, startled, as if I 
had just slammed my fist down on the table. I stared back, heart 
tap-dancing. As I watched, the pupils smudged over with glossy 
water. She jerked her head down and began sobbing, sobbing 
into crooked hands. I slowly pressed the parts of a pansy togeth-

er, eyes averted, sure she would feel the intrusion of my gaze. 
With a sound like the last suction of water disappearing 

down a sink drain, Mrs. McGrogger raised a slender-boned 
finger to point briskly across the room. I followed the gesture to 
a paisley box of tissue and brought it over to her armchair. 

“Lucy Maye was his birthday gift to me when I was seven.” 
The voice was a mere husk of a whisper shielded by a thin veil of 
Kleenex. “We were neighbors. Grew up together. Always liked 
him after that.”

 “And the pinecone?” I asked. She raised reddening eyes to 
the dresser.

“That’s a redwood pinecone. It was the only souvenir he 
could afford on our—” She broke down again. I waited. After 
two more tissues, she warbled, “on our first anniversary to—to 
northern California. And the Beanie Baby? He bought that 
when we found out we couldn’t have children. That was back 
when our landlord didn’t allow pets, either.”

“Easy to clean up after.”
She gave a small, wobbly twitch of her mouth. I didn’t need 

to prompt her with questions any longer. Mrs. McGrogger 
pushed a little straighter in her La-Z Boy and squinted at her 
collection, appraising each treasure in turn and explaining the 
history behind it. 

I sat and listened, right there with the old woman and the 
portrait of Mr. McGrogger and the warm bulk of bread on the 
wobbly table between us. As Mrs. McGrogger braided together 
the stories of their years together in a whisper, I found my eyes 
drawn to the porcelain doll. My heart squeezed into a little ball. 
Shaky hands had tried to dust off her dress since the last time I 
visited; there were awkward tracks of missing dust.

I stood up and began dusting off the doll the rest of the way 
with a new Kleenex. Mrs. McGrogger leaned forward and stared 

at me with falcon’s eyes.
“Sometimes . . . sometimes, we have to 

go through hard things,” I quietly said. I 
raised my eyes to the ceiling. “But these 
are the things that can give us the most 
precious realizations about life. If only we 
choose to see them.”

She sat back, turning over each word as 
I turned over her treasures. By the time I 
got to the cat, another tissue was blotting at 
the rivulets sluicing down the wrinkles in 
her cheeks. 

I heard a sniffle and glanced up. Mrs. McGrogger was 
looking at me.

To me, her gaze was the color of the sea. 

xxxxxxxxxxxxxxxx

Upon each doily squatted a knick-knack or a souvenir: a gray 
Beanie Baby cat, a redwood pinecone, a miniature porcelain 
doll. The staring doll creeped me out. Its wide blue eyes, faded 
like a stepped-on forget-me-not, were regarding me with as 
much unwavering intensity as Old Lady McGrogger. Pale hands 
lay folded on its dust-draped little dress.
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SOMEONE’S HANDS
By Cambra Gordan

Someone once told me that faith doesn’t come easy. 

Or maybe it’d just be hard for me. 

That each trial isn’t meant to disprove anything.

Sometimes control is just beyond our fingertips. 

I can’t help but wonder if our trials really are more than we have strength for. 

Or maybe body and mind are separate sources of energy. 

I can’t help but wonder if someone so scared could just let go of their fear.

So afraid, like me, a child among masses, 

Trying to grow into someone I want to be. 

I tell myself this is who I want to be. 

Faithful as Hannah, faithful as a mother can be. 

I can’t help but wonder, even if I don’t feel strong, 

If I’d let weakness drop me to my knees, 

Would my prayers, “Please, help me,”

Be held by the hands of someone much greater than me? 
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When Arthur Hallam died 
suddenly at the age of twenty-two, 
probably of a stroke, Tennyson felt 
that his life had been shattered. 
Hallam was not only Tennyson’s 
closest friend, and his sister’s fiancé, 
but a critic and champion of his 
poetry. (Greenblatt 1138)

The two met at Cambridge, where 
they were both members of a group 
of gifted students known as the 
“Apostles.” Tennyson, who came 
from a troubled family, and who 
knew no one outside of his family 
until attending college, formed a 
strong friendship with Hallam, a 
fellow poet. They remained friends 
until his death. Though the poem 
was begun in 1833, In Memoriam 
was not completed and published 

until 1850 (In Memoriam). Many 
of the poems in the book express 
Christian ideologies, but some 
critics argue that the work should 
not be categorized as Christian 
literature due to the many doubts 
about religion Tennyson expresses. 
Jeffery Howard cites these claims, 
specifically using critic Basil Willy’s 
argument that Tennyson’s work is 
not Christian due to “speculative 
ideas” that “would not have existed 
in the mind of an adherent to 
the dogmatic theology of the 
time” (Howard 23). Howard says 
Tennyson’s poems are Christian, 
however, despite the doubts 
expressed in In Memoriam. The 
poems reflect a Christian theme 
and suggest Tennyson’s faith in 
Christ (Howard 231). I argue, with 

BEHIND THE VEIL:
 Observing Christian Doubt in Tennyson’s In Memoriam 

Alfred Tennyson’s famous elegy In Memoriam reflects 
Tennyson’s deepest feelings regarding the death of his 
beloved friend Arthur Hallam. This death was more than 
just a tragedy to Tennyson. It was devastating to him. As 
described in The Norton Anthology of English Literature.

Written by: Bryan Smidt
Designed by: Sydney Reese 
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Howard, that In Memoriam should be considered 
Christian poetry because Christian themes are found 
even in In Memoriam’s most doubting lines. 

Poems LV and LVI present significant doubts, 
specifically associated with Darwin’s theory of 
evolution, ideas that were prevalent during the 
Victorian era. This is found no more clearly than in 
stanza four of section LVI, which states: “Who trusted 
God was love indeed / And love Creation’s final law— / 
Though Nature, red in tooth and claw / With ravine, 
shrieked against his creed—” (Tennyson 1159). Here 
Tennyson creates a personification of Darwinism by 
describing Nature as a beast with fangs and claws 

that contends against God (Adams 7). Although this 
illustrates the battle between science and theology, 
the expressions of doubt should not alone remove 
the poem from the Christian catalog. In fact, the 
doubts make it more Christian. The Bible itself offers 
expressions of doubt. Consider the story of the Apostle 
Peter walking on the water: Peter, upon seeing Christ 
walking on a stormy sea, declared to Christ, “Lord, 
if it be thou, bid me come unto thee on the water” 
(Matt. 14.28), to which Christ answered, “Come” 
(Matt. 14.29). Peter then leapt from the ship and began 
walking on the water. However, Peter becomes afraid 

and sinks, calling out, “Lord, save me” (Matt. 14.30). 
Jesus saved the sinking Peter and scolded him, saying, 
“O thou of little faith, wherefore didst thou doubt?” 
(Matt. 14.31). Critics who omit In Memoriam from 
Christian writings would not consider this Bible story 
Christian either. 

One of the world’s most famous stories of doubt is also 
biblical. The Apostle Thomas, after hearing the other 
Apostles testify of the resurrected Christ, declared, 
“Except I shall see in his hands the print of the nails, 
and put my finger into the print of the nails, and thrust 
my hand into his side, I will not believe” (John 20.25), 
thus inspiring the common expression “A doubting 

Thomas.” These stories of doubt do not detract from 
an overall Christian theme. They simply show that 
Christian faith is often something worked for, that 
faith often comes after wrestling with doubt. 

Another reason the expressions of doubt in In 
Memorium do not make the work non-Christian 
is the fact that doubt plays a great role in modern 
Christian poetry. Consider, for example, the works of 
the modern poet Andrew Hudgins. David Impastado, 
in his book Upholding Mystery: An Anthology of 
Contemporary Christian Poetry, says this: “The 

“These stories of doubt do not detract from an overall Christian 
theme. They simply show that Christian faith is often something 
worked for, that faith often comes after wrestling with doubt.”

BEHIND THE VEIL:
 Observing Christian Doubt in Tennyson’s In Memoriam 
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content of [Hudgins’s] poetry is by turns violent, 
funny, erotic, and compassionate. His characters and 
the “speakers” of his poems battle against their frailties, 
often without success, as they do against the 
pull of circumstance, broken relationships, 
and the past” (xxiv). This doubt can be seen 
in poems such as “Crucifixion (Montgomery, 
Alabama),” which reads, in part,  I went to 
college with his son, who, one fall day six 
months removed from Easter, 
went in his room, shotgunned himself. 
I would have said he died for us, our sins, 
but I no longer know who Jesus is. (9)
 
The expression 
of doubt in 
these lines 
is similar, or 
more intense, 
than the doubts 
expressed by Tennyson. This, however, did 
not stop Impastado from including the 
poem in his Christian anthology. Some of 
the most powerful and real Christian poetry 
expresses doubt. Hudgins is not the only poet 
in this anthology who expresses doubt or 
questions. Christianity does not claim that 
faith is a cheap experience, but rather that 
to follow Christ one must carry his cross. 
What separates Christian poetry from that 
which simply doubts Christianity involves 
which side of belief or faith an author takes. 
Tennyson takes the Christian standpoint, 
finishing his work with a prologue expressing 
regret for his doubt as well as his desire to one 
day be reunited with his resurrected friend: 
Forgive my grief for one removed 
Thy creature, whom I found so fair. I trust he 
lives in thee, and there  I find him worthier to 
be loved. 

Forgive these wild and wandering cries, 
Confessions of a wasted youth; Forgive them 
where they fail in truth, And in thy wisdom 
make me wise. (1139) The doubts in In 
Memoriam are finally resolved as Tennyson 

chooses to believe his friend is in a better place with 
God. 
One can find many references within the poems that 

reflect Christian ideologies, beliefs which 
would have been recognized by readers 
of the era. Consider Tennyson’s use of the 
phrase “Behind the veil, behind the veil” 
(1159) in poem LVI. Tennyson’s use of 
the term “veil” certainly demonstrates a 
Christian pattern. The Dictionary of Literary 
Symbols by Michael Ferber says that use 
of the term “veil” is commonly found 
throughout Christian work because of its 

significance 
in the Bible. 
In Moses’s 
Tabernacle, 
the veil was 
a cloth that 
separated 

the inner temple from the Holy of Holies. 
The New Testament also describes “the veil 
of the temple” being “rent in twain from 
the top to the bottom” (Matt. 27:51) at the 
death of Christ. This tearing of the veil is 
explained by the apostle Paul in his letters 
to the Hebrews to be symbolic of Christ 
entering through the veil and “being made 
a high priest for ever after” (Hebrews 6:20). 
The veil is that which separates man from 
truth, light, or God’s presence. Tennyson 
alludes to this in the final line of LVI. He 
implies a glimmer of hope that answers to 
life’s questions lie “Behind the veil, behind 
the veil” (1159). The doubt expressed by 
Tennyson is a pleading for stronger faith 
in the face of doubt. In Memoriam isn’t 
criticizing Christian belief, but is a prayer 
for better understanding, to grasp what is 
beyond reach and see what God can see but 
man cannot. 

Tennyson’s doubt is actually a sign of 
humility. He is not simply denying faith in 
God, but is, rather, asking that he might see 
past his doubts. It is no wonder then that 
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James H. Trott in his anthology of Christian poetry, 
A Sacrifice of Praise, specifically selected section LV 
to represent In Memoriam (475). Although Tennyson 
expresses doubt, his conclusion is that “The wish, 
that of living whole” may mean that “No life may fail 
beyond the grave” (1158-1159). 

Whether examining the prologue of Tennyson’s 
In Memorium, or even the moments of his most 
intimate struggles with faith, one can find allusions 
to Christian thinking that should clearly designate 
the work as Christian poetry. To call Tennyson’s 
work non-Christian for its expression of doubt is to 
misunderstand faith and doubt in Christianity itself. 
If expressions of doubt eliminated work from the 
Christian canon, almost no writing could be classified 
Christian. 
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My name’s Victor. I’m twenty-seven and I live in a small 
London flat, alone, but I’m scarcely there. I’m always close by, 
though, only a block away at Acton Central, the rail station 
where I work. Every day I get up, eat a couple eggs with some 
wheat mash, strap on my metal leg, grab my broom, and out I 
go into the mucky station to clock in and sweep up coal dust. 
There’s a pipe in my metal leg for oil that burns the coal that 
boils the water that creates the steam that makes my leg walk 
me along. Pretty standard, and it’s a bother. I can’t operate 
my hip throttle to stop while holding a broom with both 
hands. Once it starts walking, the other leg has to keep up. 
I keep a slow pace; running faster burns fuels too quickly. I 
don’t make much money.

 The coal engine trains go through the coal-run de-
pot. Everything leaves coal dust—I’m no exception. My job’s 
to sweep it up. I wish I could sweep the black dust out of the 
air. Sometimes I walk to the end of the station with a train. If 
the wind is just right, I can see the world the trains are going 

to. The sky is blue there. Tickets cost a lot; I’ve never been 
under a blue sky.

 Today I’m too sad to go and look, so I stick around 
the ticket office and sweep there. A woman with her son gets 
some tickets, and they walk towards the train. The woman 
reaches out to the boy, their hands meet briefly, and a piece 
of paper falls to the floor. They keep walking.

 I pivot myself in the direction of the paper and am-
ble toward it. It’s a train ticket. I reach down to grab it, but 
that’s hard to do. I fall on it, and my leg keeps walking on the 
air. I turn my leg off, and get up with the precious piece of 
paper. I struggle with what to do, but the train is leaving soon 
so I turn the throttle on my leg to full, though my gauges say 
empty.  

 I decide those skies are just too beautiful. “Stop!” I 
call to the woman as my leg putters out and goes stiff. “You 
dropped your ticket. I wouldn’t want you to miss your trip 
out of here.”

 She looks at hers, and her son’s, “He must have print-
ed an extra. We don’t need it.”

 It takes me only a second to hop up those steps. I 
have nothing, but the blue sky’s ahead.

Blue Skies
    By David Sensenbaugh
    Designed By Deidra Coles
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His face is smooth

with the slightest beginnings of whiskers

from an early morning shave.

Dark eyes—almost black—

smile down at me.

His hands settle at my waist.

The tips of my toes shorten

the six-inch difference,

He leans in, our foreheads kiss.

I inhale Denali Old Spice and laundry.

Paint fumes fade off his skin.

The fitted suit over his broad shoulders and chest

ages him to an attractive early twenties.

I picked out the yellow tie.

He pulls away slightly.

Kisses my forehead.

“I love you,” his voice—tender,

deep, engulfing.

I run my fingers through his thick,

dark hair kept short.

It curls slightly as it slides

between them.

I wrap my arms around his neck.

He pulls me into a hug, lifting me off the beige

living room carpet and into warmth

and impregnated joy

enough to conquer fears.
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The

Dragon
theand

Princess

 scream pierced the air. A blue-eyed, blonde girl was expertly tied to a 
stake in the middle of a clearing in the most dreadful rocky caverns. 
It smelled of ashes. Still screaming, the girl started wriggling. To the 
untrained eye it looked like she was fruitlessly trying to escape her ropes 

and chains.

“Now just what are you doing?” came a gravelly voice. The haze parted to reveal a 
jeweled snout, which breathed smoke and was connected to scales and wings.  
A dragon.

“I’m trying to get disheveled. My hair needs to be disheveled. But not peasant 
disheveled. I would never sink that low. More like alluring disheveled. That always 
requires a bit of wriggling.” The girl stated this like it was matter of fact, because of 
course it was.

A
Written By: Stacey Call
Designed By: Bethany Brown
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Princess
The dragon paused. “Well, okay, as long as you aren’t trying to 
escape. Why the screaming?”

“Oh, I’m just practicing for when my prince in shining armor 
shows up. It cheers him up,” the girl answered. “I have to show 
the right amount of terror, fear, and relief that he’s here.”

“Hm, very true,” mused the dragon. “Just when do you think 
your prince is going to show up? I really need to brush my 

teeth before then. I still have bits of armor left from the 
last one.”

“Oh, that’s a hard question,” replied the girl. “It all depends 
on who’s coming. Prince Phillip will have to come through 
the forest, and he always gets dreadfully lost. Prince Henry 
will probably try to raise an army before some poor advisor 
gets the courage to tell him it’s against the rules. It’s much 
more courageous if he comes alone. Prince Louis will probably 
get distracted by a quest or two, but he’ll eventually come 
around.” She paused for a moment, before continuing. “Of 
course, it could always be a newcomer. The mortality rate is 
so high that there’s always someone new. I think. I’m actually 
not quite sure. I’m still new at this. It’s only my fifth time. So I 
apologize, jeweled beast, for any mistakes I’m making.”
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“I’ve always wanted to know how to embroider, but my claws can 
never get it right.”

“Oh, that’s just dreadful. I like this way much better. It always 
gets me out of embroidery and my governess is always so much 
nicer when I return.”

“Oh, no, fair princess, it’s only my ninth time. I had to argue 
with my parents. They told me that I wouldn’t make any money 
capturing princesses. Much more exciting and profitable to raze 
a kingdom. I tried that in a kingdom or two. It just never works 
out. No one understands that you’re just trying to feed a family. 
It always ends with spears and javelins.”

“Oh, well, like I said, it’s actually quite dreadful stuff. It’s just 
sitting and sitting, cramped fingers, and criticism. I’m much 
better at dice. I could show you how to play.”

“That’s just wonderful. I would love to learn,” the dragon said, 
freeing the princess from her bonds.

“Okay, first you’re going to need. . . .”

They chuckled together, before fiercely concentrating on their 
cards. They had switched to poker some time ago. In the silence 
following, the jingling of a horse could be heard, coming up the 
path. With a sigh the princess put down her cards. “Well, here 
comes my prince.”

“No, no, no! That’s cheating!” the dragon exclaimed.

Of course it is,” replied the princess. “It’s not my fault you’re so darn 
good. Righto, here’s your berries. You better not eat them because 
I’m gonna win them right back.”

The sun trailed across the sky as the princess and the dragon sat 
in the clearing, on comfy rocks, next to a warm fire that had 
marshmallows roasting on it.
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“I know they do, but they always have the heaviest guard. I’ll 
have to keep my eye out for a great deal.”

“But governesses aren’t tasty. They’re too dry.”

“I’m sorry, I didn’t know. I’ll have to steal some new ones then.”

“Right,” said the dragon, getting up. “I should probably get you 
back into the chains.”

“Of course they are. It’s their job,” the princess said, fidgeting in 
her chains before looking down the path.

“You do that, and next time you need a princess, make an ap-
pointment. I’ll tell you when my embroidery lessons are. And 
eat the governess next time, she’s a bore.”

“Oh, you should get some platinum ones. They look the best.”

“Don’t make them too tight. They itched last time.”

“Princess! Princess!” a man’s voice echoed up the cavern. 
“Don’t worry! I’m coming for you!”
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I began inhaling. I saw light. I felt warmth. California welcomed 
me. My limbs grew. My mind absorbed. I saw colors. Sea-foam 
green. An eggplant purple. I saw symbols. I crawled about. I 

went places. Michigan noticed me. I made playmates. Wisconsin 
nurtured me. I drew colors. I wrote symbols. I formed words. I 
met Massachusetts. It befriended me. I attended Kindergarten. 
Slurped milk packets. I made friends. I imagined realities. I drew 
characters. I wrote stories. . . . I correct myself. I plagiarized 
movies. I returned home. Michigan loved me. My mind produced. 
I attended school. Not Breakfast Club. Not Mean Girls. And 
not Grease. Just high school. I made comrades. I sketch people. 
Charcoal bookshop strangers. I created stories. Cloud caught 
ships. My houses changed. My family remained. They love me. I 
knew this. I know this.

The present comes. It sticks around. I attend college. I create 
reality. Learn this one. Learn about Bernini. About Pablo Neruda. 

About Citizen Kane. About cafeteria quesadillas. Learn about me. 
Consciousness begets clarity. I define myself. I am nerdy. Light-
saber nerdy. I am reclusive. Jane Eyre reclusive. I am witty. Some 
others disagree. I dislike infomercials. I dislike mathematics. 
I dislike oatmeal. . . . I correct myself. I hate oatmeal. I like 
television. I like impressionism. I like reading. I like humanity. . . . I 
love humanity. People can communicate. They have potential. They 
use potential. They paint masterpieces. They write poetry. They feel 
deeply. They reach out. I reach back. 

The future waits. It is unclear. It is frightening. It is beautiful. I 
know things. I will draw. Foreign pebbled beaches. Old men’s 
hands. I will write. The childhood memories. Mine and theirs. 
I will imagine. And what if? What will be? I will love.  Will love 
humanly. Will love humanity. I will hate. Will hate oatmeal. I will 
live. Live lavender peppermint. Live soggy mornings. . . .  Live my 
poetry. I end exhaling.

The future waits. It is unclear. It is frightening. 
It is beautiful. 

 Written by Sydney Adams
Designed by Sydney Reese 
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A soldier will fight long and hard for a bit of colored ribbon. 
--Napoleon

On the playground out there the children swing
Or crawl through dirt on hands and knees,
Laughing and talking of childish things.
But often this talk takes a turn to
Whose father can beat up whose, 
And then is questioned the occupation
Or height or size of that one’s muscles.
But quickly this war talk resolves itself and the 
Children go on playing, only playing.

Behind closed doors old men gather and sit at
Wooden tables, sized to fit dozens of 
Men in neat suits. When comes the 
Correspondence from the front lines, the 
Old men laugh and send their youth, their
Children crawling through dirt on hands and knees
Now, marching to glory and marching to honor
As they kill themselves for the sake of their fathers.

On The Playgrounds
By Casey Anderson
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The last time I saw my mother smile 
was on the day the tree house went up. 
It was a bright summer day in August 

in our small town of Brownsburg, Indiana. 
The sky was bright and blue and blank and 
the few trees in our backyard stood high 
with heads of vibrant green leaves that 
begged to be hatted. The short wooden fence 
that surrounded our small yard seemed 
a perfect frame for the masterpiece about 
to be designed inside. That summer I was 
eight years-old and my brother was six. I re-
member sitting on the small concrete porch 
day after day, watching excitedly as Daddy 
worked. During these few short summer 
months he didn’t have to go to work at the 
office and had promised to finish it before he 
had to go back in September. We had spent 
the whole three months waiting. Finally, the 
day had come. It was finished.

Daddy had to call some of our neighbors 
to come help him lift it up onto our once 
fruitful apple tree. We had to cut down the 
branches so the tree house would have a 
strong base of support. I asked momma if the 
branches would grow back and make more 
apples. She looked down and smiled at me. 

“Of course, darling,” she told me, “but it will 
take a few years.”

Momma stayed inside that day and 
stood, watching from the window. She had 
a sparkle in her eye and the hint of a smile 

The Tree House
by Louisa Rankin
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on her face. I remember she had her thick 
dark-red shawl wrapped loosely around her 
body, the shawl she always wore, no matter 
winter or summer, rain or shine. Her long 
frizzy red-brown hair would drape freely 
over her shoulders, complimenting her fair 
skin and bright blue eyes. My brother took 
after her physically. She looked so different 
from Daddy and me with our tanned skin 
and light brown hair. Daddy had rougher 
features, which Momma always said was 
due to “nature’s touch.” I remember she 
didn’t like being outside, but she liked  
to watch Daddy work and watch my brother 
and me play games together outside. I could 
tell, even though she stayed inside, that  
she was as excited as the rest of us to see  
the tree house go up.

It took four men to hoist the structure 
into the tree. Three of our neighbors held 
it above their heads while Daddy took a 
hammer and 
n a i l e d  t h e 
wooden braces 
d ow n .  W it h 
that f inished, 
everyone let go 
of the house and stepped back to admire the 
final product. Daddy reached up, held onto a 
corner of the house and lifted his legs off the 
grass to check the weight. It stood the test on 
all four sides. By now we were fidgety with 
excitement and had a hard time staying back 
on the porch. My brother, dark hair shining 
and short legs stumbling, ran up and stood 
just underneath the wooden edifice. He 
gazed upwards in disbelief and amazement, 
like a scientist who had just discovered  
the stars in the heavens. I couldn’t resist 
the urge to run right behind him and 

stand open-mouthed in equal wonderment. 
Our simple childhood dreams were now  
a magnificent reality. 

It was a beautiful piece of work. Daddy 
was never an incredibly skilled carpenter, 
but his work was good and radiated his love 
for us. I remember when I asked to help and 
he used me to measure the wood. He told me 
to lie beside the wooden beams so he could 
measure them according to my height. He 
told me that it had to be just the right size. 
I remember the way his hands caressed the 
wood as he sawed and shaped it, like clay in 
a sculptor’s hand. I’ll remember forever the 
image of him in his sweatpants, covered in 
white paint. His old baseball cap concealing 
the sweaty, receding hairline, and his smile 
when my brother and I would come up to 
him every ten minutes or so and ask if it was 
finished. Once he let me paint a part of it. I 
did my best to make it perfect. I made sure 

to go slowly, 
m a k i n g  a 
p er fe c t  l i ne 
of white paint 
over the light-
brown wood. I 

liked the smell of the paint and the feeling of 
helping Dad. When I was finished, he looked 
it over and said it was the best paint job he’d 
ever seen. I felt like gold that day, even if I 
did later catch him brushing over the spot 
I’d just completed.

Now it was done, and it was everything 
our small minds dreamed it to be. It was 
short, square, simple and stunning. The 
paint was a brilliant white and seemed to 
glow with divine force that shone through 
and masked all the other so-called beau-
ties of nature surrounding it. The roof was  
a gray slant of perfection positioned on 
top. A white wooden railing laced com-
pletely around the edges of the house, and a  
smal l hole had been cut in the f loor 
so t he ladder cou ld poke t h roug h.  

The ladder to heaven, the last thing needed to  
complete the picture. 

Daddy went and fetched the ladder. 
It was shining white, like the rest of the 
house, and about three times the size of me. 
Momma said it was too high. Daddy said it 
would be fine. He raised the ladder through 
the hole and made sure it was planted firmly 
in the ground. Then he stepped back to ad-
mire his work. Our neighbors clapped and 
cheered. My brother and I were practically 
jumping out of our skins with excitement.    
Can we go now? Please can we go up?” 
I pleaded. My brother echoed my cries with 
shrieks of, “Please? Please? Please?”

Daddy turned to us and sat, squatting 
down to our level. His blue eyes penetrat-
ed ours, and I noticed the wrinkles in his 
cheeks that you could only see when you 
got close-up. He took my hand and I felt 
the worn roughness, like used sandpaper, 
as he held it. My brother silenced his plead-
ing and we paid close attention to the God 
who had been the concoctor and creator of 
bringing the imaginations of our minds to 
life. He spoke intently to us in his strong 
deep voice. “Now you know that someday 
this won’t be here anymore. The paint will 
chip, the wood will rot, and you will grow 
too old to care. You won’t want anything to 
do with this house. But I just want you to 
know that it doesn’t matter how long this 
house stays. The only thing that matters is 
that I made it for you because I love you, and 
that is something that will never decay or  
lose its color.”

He stretched his long strong arms out to 
us and we fell into them. I’m sure my broth-
er doesn’t remember any of what Daddy 
said that day, but I do. I still remember the  
musty smell of his working shirt as he envel-
oped us in his arms, and I can still picture 
the warmth of love in his eyes.

He kissed our heads and finally let us go. 
We shrieked with joy and scrambled over 
each other to get to the ladder first. Luckily 
these were the days when I could still outrun 

“He gazed upwards in disbelief and 
amazement, like a scientist who had 
just discovered the stars in the heavens.”
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my little brother. The neighbors laughed and 
smiled. I could see Momma laughing and 
smiling inside the house. It was a full smile. 
That was the last time I saw it.

As the years passed, my brother and I 
made many new memories in our precious 
airborne wonderland. We invited our 
friends to come and play and had a blast 
making up all sorts of ridiculous games. I 
don’t remember half of them. Once, I know 
it became the refuge from hunters when we 
pretended to be animals, and another time 
it was the crow’s nest of a pirate ship that 
sailed the seven seas searching for treasure. 
I remember when my brother’s friends came 
over and it became a secret army base where 
they decided to train for war by throwing 
dir t clods in 
my direct ion 
while yel l ing 

“fire!” at the top 
of their lungs. I, 
of course, would eventually run away crying 
into the house and Momma would come 
out and make the boys apologize. When my 
friends came over, we sometimes played Ra-
punzel, and occasionally I was crafty enough 
to persuade my brother be the prince. I told 
him that we couldn’t do it without him, and 
that no one else could be as brave and hand-
some a prince as he could. I think that last 

fact was always the one that persuaded him.
The tree house became a portal for our 

adventures, a sanctuary for hard times. 
When Mommy and Daddy would fight 
inside, we were sent outside to play and we 
would always go up to the tree house. Up 
there you didn’t have to look through the 
windows of our house to see the pain inside. 
Instead, you could look out over the tops of 
our house and trees, the endless expanse of 
sky stretching out towards the borders of 
the horizon. I loved to stand and look out 
over the world and feel the wind blow my 
hair wildly about my face. I would close my 
eyes tight and clear my mind of all thoughts 
except my brother and me in our secret 
house, gliding on the wind. Life was clear 

a nd big a nd 
blank like the 
sky. The wind 
blocked out all 
the sounds of 

the little people that lived beneath my feet. 
I remember during these times my brother 
would get out his small pocketknife and 
carve into the floor and roof of the house. 
Momma had told him not to ruin the out-
side, but she let him scratch and scribble all 
he wanted on the inside. I remember when 
he would get really upset I could always look 
out and find him sitting in the tree house, 
gnawing away at the wood with his knife.

Eventually we found that Daddy had 
been right. As we grew older, we began to 
tire of playing games in the backyard, and 
our friends stopped coming over to play in 
the tree house. When my brother was thir-
teen he caught up to me in height, and we 
were both too tall for the house, so we didn’t 
go up as much. Instead we would leave home 
with friends and ride our bikes to the small 
movie theatre on the corner, or to the nearby 

park. We didn’t like to be at home. Momma 
and Daddy kept fighting.

One night, I saw my brother creep out-
side and climb up into the tree house. My 
window faced the backyard and I liked my 
bed to be right up next to it so I could look 
out and see the stars. I saw my brother get 
his knife out and carve more things into the 
wood. He stayed up there for a half hour or 
so and then slowly made his way back down 
again. Many nights after that I’d look out 
and catch him in the same place, huddled 
and carving. I’d look out my window and 
see him hunched there, lighted by the moon. 
Once, I crept out of bed and went out to him. 
The night air was chilly and the grass wet 
from a previous rain. I crunched my toes un-
derneath my feet, hugged myself tight, and 
looked up at my brother. I asked what he was 
doing. He told me he just wanted to be alone. 
His voice was soft and sad. I tried to climb 
the ladder, but he pushed it forward so that 
the edge of the house blocked the entrance. 
As I reached the halfway point, I caught a 
glimpse of his face. He was crying. I froze 
on the ladder for a moment and then made 
my way back down again. I hadn’t seen him 
cry in a long time, since we were little kids. 
Best to leave him alone, I thought. I went 
inside and cuddled underneath my covers. 
Then I cried too.

Mommy and Daddy split up a year later. 
I never really understood why. They told us 
that it was because they were arguing all 
the time, which wasn’t making our house 
happy. As they spoke to us, Daddy didn’t 
look us in the eye and Momma pursed her 
lips and kept pulling tight on her red shawl. 
It had been years since I had seen the lumi-
nous sparkle in her eye. I could tell she was 
trying to fight back tears. She said that they 

“The tree house became a portal for our 
adventures, a sanctuary for hard times.”
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still both loved us and that things wouldn’t 
really change. She looked beaten down and 
small. Daddy’s blue eyes seemed grayer than 
ever, and the 
wrinkles in his 
face were deep. 
He told us that 
this was for the 
best. He looked 
hagga rd a nd 
t i r e d .  T h e y 
both assured 
us that it wasn’t our fault. I don’t know if my 
brother believed them. After they both spoke 
their peace, he stood up and left the house. 
I starting crying and let my parents hug me.

That night my brother didn’t come back 
before dark, but I couldn’t sleep without 
knowing he was home. I kept checking out 
the window to the backyard to see if he was 
in the tree house. He never came. As I kept 
looking up, I suddenly noticed for the first 
time the sorry state of the tree house. Cracks 
were exposed and the true color of the wood 
showed through beneath chipped paint. The 
branches of the apple tree were beginning to 
grow over the edges of the battered railing 
and the roof was tattered and missing shin-
gles. It no longer shone in the moonlight. It 
looked as faded as the wilting tree beneath 
it. I smiled through watery eyes as I pictured 
the face of my dad the day he built it for us. 
I remembered what he’d said. It would not 
always be bright and perfect. Eventually the 
paint would fade and the cracks would re-
veal themselves. We would not want to play 
games anymore. Our bodies would grow 
too big for it. The memories would fade.  
He was right.

Then I remembered what Momma said 
about the apples. I looked at the short tree 
that stood under the sagging little house. It 
had been seven years. There were no apples.

Now I have a tree house of my own. My 
husband built it for our three little boys soon 
after we bought our new house in Riverton, 
Wyoming. It looks very similar to the tree 
house my daddy built. It is white and square 
and shining with a small black roof. It does 
not sit on an apple tree, though. I made sure 
of that. I know that if you build it on an apple 
tree, the apples won’t grow back.

My boys enjoyed the tree house when 
they were young, but they have grown older 
now. They don’t climb up into the tree house 
as often as they used to. Many years have 
passed, but the house still stands just as 
white and bright as ever. My husband and I 

make sure to repaint and rebuild the wood if 
it cracks, and we still cover it up every winter 
with a tarp in order to protect it from the 

severe weather. 
As long as I live, 
my tree house 
wil l be taken 
care of. It will 
stay white and 
b r i g h t  a n d 
s t r o n g .  T h e 
t r e e  u n d e r -

neath it, though there are no apples, is large 
and sturdy. The branches weave up towards 
the heavens and envelope the house in a 
leafy fortress of green, protecting it from 
the harsh wind. This protection will not 
last forever, I know. My husband and I will 
not always be around to keep it white and 
bright and strong, but at least we did all we 
could while we could. At least my boys know 
that it will always be there for them and for 
their future children. At least I know what 
can happen to the apples, and at least I did 
something about it.

“Now I have a tree house of my own. 
It looks very similar to the tree house 
my daddy built. It does not sit on an 
apple tree, though. I made sure of that. 
I know that if you build it on an apple 
tree, the apples won’t grow back.”



You wouldn’t think it was perfect. It’s 
small, cramped. It hides underneath 
the stairs, the ones that creek and 
moan like my grandfather does when 
he is getting up from the couch. The 
carpet is shaggy, a sick, burnt orange, 
a  survivor of the seventies. It has a 
strange musk that I can’t place, and 
there are weird splotches, and if you 
run your hands through it they sink 
in and you always end up pulling 
away lots of hair. 

You can’t stand up in 
it. I’m only five feet (the 
tallest in my family) and I 
always have to crouch so 
I can squeeze in. It’s tiny 
and dark, but the view is 
good. I like to pretend I 
am a spy when I’m in it. It’s a won-
derful vantage point where I can see 
everyone as they come down, but they 
can never see me. My grandfather 
comes down sometimes to adjust 

the radiator when it starts 
smoking, and I have learned 
a lot of my more interesting 
vocabu-lary that way. Grand-
ma comes down sometimes, 
but not as often; but when she 
does she stays down for hours, rifling 
through the boxes full of dusty mem-
ories. I kind of hate it when she does. 
She usually cries the whole time, 
looking at the faces that she won’t see 

again. It’s way too hard to 
sneak upstairs, so I end 
up getting cramps in my 
legs from not moving for 
so long.

Those are the times I 
don’t really enjoy as much 
though. My favorite times 

are when I’m alone, staring endless-
ly into the dark. I like to imagine 
things. I have a good imagination, at 
least, that’s what my mother would 
tell me; but I am not sure if I believe 

her, because whenever I try to write 
a creative story for class my teacher 
always gives me a B. 

I have a B imagination. Maybe its not  
so great, but I enjoy it anyway, 
whatever Mrs. Shewell says. Though 
I have to say I have always wondered 
what it is like to have an A imagina-
tion. Is it more colorful? More coher-
ent? I don’t really know, and it drives 
me crazy that I will probably never 
find out. But while I was in my prefect 
place in the nook, 

my back against the wall and my eyes 
staring off into the dark, I sat there 
imagining. This time I was off in me-
dieval Europe, troll wrestling in the 

I like to 

pretend 
 I am a spy 
when I’m in it.

I finally found it. The perfect place. 

The
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navy blue dress that I had received 
from a prince in a different land. I 
was winning. I smiled up at the dark, 
looking straight at the bottom of the 
stairs where soft, gossamer cobwebs 
hung. 

There weren’t just cobwebs hanging 
there though. For the first time since 
I had found my perfect place (which 
was about two weeks ago), I spotted 
something new. Shoved between the 
slats of the stairway was 
a tiny corner of a piece of 
paper. Forgetting about 
troll wrestling, I sat up. 
I reached out a hand and 
tugged at the paper. It 
didn’t budge. I got to my 
feet. Using both hands, 
I carefully pulled at this 
and that, careful not to rip 
it. After a few minutes of 
paper wrestling, it finally 
came free. The paper was 
old and folded haphaz-
ardly, the folds not matching at all. I 
carefully open it up. There was dust 
and dirt in the creases, and between 
the smudges of dirt and ink spots I 
managed to make out the thin and 
spidery handwriting of my mother.

I stopped breathing. I held the paper 
close to my chest, far too terrified to  
read its contents. What could it say? 
What wise words would it contain? 
It seemed like a godsend, a miracle, 
a message to comfort me now when I 
needed it most. Would it be a memory 
of her childhood, or—this is what I 
wished for more—an explanation for 
why she and dad had to leave us so 
soon?

Pulling the paper away from my 
chest, I looked down at it, squinting. 
I couldn’t make out any of the words; 
my mother’s writing tended to be 
small. That, and it is hard to read 
in the dark of the nook. I sighed. I 

could take it upstairs and read it, but 
Grandma and Grandpa would be sure 
to ask about it. They were always 
asking questions. What’s that? How 
are you doing? How are you feeling? 
Do you want to talk about them today, 
sweetheart? This was my private mes-
sage from my mother; I didn’t want to 
share it with anyone. At least, not yet.  
I refolded it, carefully tucking it away 
in my pocket. I hurried up the steps, 
and they groaned underneath my 

weight as I went. I peeked 
through the door, making 
sure the coast was clear 
before I came out into the 
kitchen.

I started to rummage 
through the drawers as 
quietly as possible. But, 
unfortunately, my grand-
ma has ears like a hawk. 

“Carrie?” 

I jumped as the soft voice 
of my grandmother called my name. 
I turned around to see her standing 
right in the entryway, the look of 
ever-present concern on her thin face. 
My grandma is very pretty for an old 
lady, with a relatively smooth face 
and plump lips and fine, silvery hair, 
but I don’t  
like looking at her. She has the eyes 
of my mother.

“Are you looking for something?” she 
asked.

“Oh, I am just trying to get better at,  
you know, knowing where everything 
is.” I pulled the drawer in and out. “I 
guess this is the knick-knack drawer.”

We stood together. Not saying any-
thing for a time. I almost asked her 
about the flashlight, almost. I don’t 
know why I didn’t. It would be 
so easy. I should try to make it 
easier for them. It’s not their 

fault they have to raise kids twice. 

“Anyway, Grandma, I have some 
homework to do.”

“Okay,” she said, fidgeting with the 
hem of her apron. “Just let me know  
if you need anything.”

I escaped down the hall, pretending 
to head towards my room. Instead 
I veered, entering into my brother’s 
room instead. I didn’t even bother 
knocking. Aaron was spraw-led across 
his bed. He looked up at me. 

“What do you want, Carrie?”

“Do you have a flashlight?”

“What for?”

“Does it matter? Just let me use your 
flashlight.”

“Tell me,” he said. “You can trust me.”

“It’s not any of your business.” I held 
out my hand. “Just give it.”

“Fine. Whatever,” he said, stomping 
over to the dresser. 

He searched through it, grabbing the 
flashlight and tossing it to me. 

“Thank you.” I started to leave. 

“You could at least talk to me, you 
know.”

I didn’t say anything and shut the 
door behind me. I stood outside the 
door a moment, almost wanting to 
turn back. It’s true; I could talk to 
him. I used to. Instead though, I 
continued to make my way through 
the house. I returned to the kitchen, 
which was, thankfully, empty. I went 
quietly down the stairs, back to my 
perfect place. 

I creaked down the stairs and forced 
my way back into the 
nook, where it was 
cool and quiet. The 
good kind of quiet, 

It seemed like 
a godsend, a 

miracle, 
a message to 
comfort me 
now when I 
needed 
it most.

I was a dam 
ready to 

burst.
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came farther in, sitting down next  
to me. I was trapped.

“Do you want to talk, sweetheart?”

“No.”

She didn’t say anything for a long 
time. I continued to try and choke 
back my bitter tears, but I couldn’t 
dam them up now that they were 
coming. After what seemed like forev-
er, my grandmother leaned her head 
against the wall, a slight smile on her 
face.

“You know, your mother used to come 
into the nook all time,” she said. 

I looked up at her through blurred 
vision. “Really?” 

“She would come here just to get away 
from everything. She called it the 
perfect place.”

I wiped dribbling snot away from my 
nose. I sniffed. 

“I found a note,” I said. “From mom.”

“You did?” 

not the quiet that was taut with 
tension like it was upstairs. I careful-
ly unfolded the paper again. I held it 
in my hands a moment, excitement 
coursing through my veins; I was a 
dam ready to burst. 

I clicked on the flashlight, shining 
its light across the paper, my eyes 
hungering for my mother’s words. 
And then I couldn’t see as my eyes 
started to burn with tears. It wasn’t 
anything. It was nothing. It was just 
a stupid grocery list: Cabbage, eggs, 
milk, cocoa powder. Dated ten years 
ago. “Stupid,” I cried out. “Dumb.

I crumpled the paper into a ball and 
tossed it out of the nook. My eyes 
burned, tears coming down my face  
in a rush. My breath came out in 
short, loud sobs. I could barely 
breathe, choking on tears, phlegm, 
and sheer disappointment. I put my 
head in my hands and wept out of 
sheer unfairness. What a sick joke.

“Carrie?”

I choke, quickly trying to wipe away 
the stream of hot tears that were 
searing from my eyes. The sound of 
my grandmother’s feet came down the 
stairs. She peered around the edge of 
the nook.

“Carrie, are you okay?”

“Go away,” my voice cracked. “I’m 
fine.”

But she didn’t go away. Instead, she 

“It didn’t matter though,” I said angri-
ly. “It was just a stupid grocery list. It 
wasn’t anything special.”

“Sure it was special,” she said. She 
put her hand on my knee. “It was 
special because it was her.”

“I dunno. I thought it was going to 
be something incredible. Something 
that would tell me why she had to 
leave, something from her childhood, 
something that would connect with 
me, bring me closer to her.”

My grandmother smiled, her blue 
eyes, my mother’s eyes, twinkling.
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 “But Carrie, sweetheart, what makes you think that it didn’t?”
Written by: Taryn Wagner
Designed by: Bethany Brown
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Some see darkness approaching 
and run for shelter,
Cringing and covering their 
heads.
Others take refuge under 
umbrellas and simply 
Play in shallow water.
Few will conquer the storm, 
Standing 
Under the downpour
With an upturned face,
Arms outstretched,
And dance in the rain.

Drenched
By Crystal Poole
Designed by Deidra Coles
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Designed By: Bethany Brown



On   
The  Table

  “Your best 
friend, he 
says. Your 
confidante. 
Your better 
half.”

Written by: Julia Willis
Designed by: Sydney Reese 
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He’s late. 
He lets himself in and stands awkwardly in the kitchen. I stall  

a little out of frustration, then open the door for him. Such a gen-
tleman, letting me open the door. I’m in a dress for the interview, 
but he doesn’t seem to care. He’s not wearing a tie.

How are you today, he asks.
I exchange my cell phone from one hand to the other, filling 

it with something dead rather than with him. Rather than 
something else that might be dead. I feel the weight of the silver 
band on my left hand and it feels like a thorn. Few words pass 
between us, but mostly we walk in silence. I lead the way and he 
questions my direction. My frustration peaks but I try to keep my 
voice level. 

I’ve been in this ward for seven semesters, I say. I know where 
it is. But regardless, I begin to question myself. Is this the right 
building? Did the bishop say to meet somewhere else?

We walk on and I find a slimy satisfaction when I see the 
bishop sitting at his desk, the door open wide. I try the muscles 

around my lips but I can’t smile, not even in insolence. The bishop 
invites us in and the boy pulls a chair out for me. The bishop 
points out the act. Such a gentleman, he says. The boy takes hold 
of my hand and I let him. The bishop sees us again and smiles. I 
like that, he says. It’s a good sign. It certainly doesn’t feel good. I 
don’t hold on but I don’t move it either. My hand sits in his like an 
insensitive corpse. 

We’re both quiet as the bishop talks. He asks us questions 
like when and where and proceeds to warn us of the physical 
temptations that we will inevitably face. I can’t help but think he’s 
wrong. Do you have any questions, the bishop finally asks. 

The boy nods. I have one, he says. The bishop encourages him 
and the boy shifts in his chair. I realize how little I know him. 
How should we be feeling about each other, the boy blurts.

I can tell the question has taken the bishop by surprise, as it 
has taken me as well.

The  Table

What do you mean? the bishop asks.
Well, the boy begins, we’ve talked to our families and each 

other and I wonder how we should be feeling. We hear stories 
of couples always wanting to be with each other and how their 
grades suffer because of it. I wonder. I don’t feel that way. And that 
worries me.

He doesn’t love me, I think. I want to pull my hand away. He 
doesn’t love me. I want to let loose the river of dammed tears that 
are threatening to cascade over my attempts to hide, to keep it all 
together. I fill my lungs with poisoned air and do what I can to 
hold up the walls around my heart. If I let it go, I’m not sure I‘ll be 
able to get it back. If it falls, it might shatter.

The bishop leans back in his chair, his eyebrows raised high. 
His thoughts come out in spurts, not entirely connected. Not 
healthy, he says. Always want to be with each other.

It surprises me how quickly my body weakens as I try to keep 
everything back. I swallow. I’m trying to listen, but the pounding 
in my ears makes it hard to concentrate. I swallow again. The 

bishop continues and I catch other words that make the situation 
more uncomfortable. Your best friend, he says. Your confidante. 
Your better half. I can’t swallow. The lump has become too big as I 
realize the boy is none of those things.

Does that answer your question, the bishop wonders.
The boy looks at me and I can’t understand why.
I guess, I say, trying not to sound frustrated. I don’t know.
The boy is excused and I watch him leave. It feels like now I 

can breathe.
The bishop waits until the door is closed before he looks at 

me. He leans forward, arms folded on the desk. His eyes are soft. 
Julia, he says, how are you doing?

The dam ruptures and the walls burst under the pressure. I 
reach into the rushing veins of all that I’ve been keeping inside 
and feel the cold substance of what I’m made of. I close my fist 
and maneuver the pumping, half-dead thing around the lump in 
my throat and lay my heart on the table.
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Hands like Birds
Written by Alex Tacy
Designed by Reanna Findlay 

Her flowery scent fills the small bedroom.
She giggles as she moves,
spinning in circles around the room.
She sits down, her hands taking flight
like birds. They flutter around,
emphasizing parts of her story.
Soaring into the air with an exclamation here,
a pause there skitters her handAs to a stop.

Constantly moving and proving her point,
her hands are weightless as they drift.
Soft and fluid in their path across the air,
oblivious to the delicate trail they leave.
Five fingers opening and closing without thought
as they soar across the sky.

Her voice guides their movements,
the pitch rising, the hands climbing into the air.
A serious moment and they glide down, landing in her lap.
Sharp laughter brings them back into motion,
fingers flutter as they dance around her head,
mimicking the sound of her laughter. 
They soar free in the open air,
swooping from one position to the next. 

A hand comes up, brushing back long hairs.
She smiles, always smiling.
Rolling her eyes and laughing again,
her hands soar as she embraces the sunshine.
They soak up the warmth of its rays,
coasting on the summer winds,
fingers fluttering like soft, feathery wings.
She stands up. Her hands glide, descending down,
brushing the rough brick wall as she passes.
Spreading wide as they climb before skittering to a stop,
pausing only for a moment before taking flight again.
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God plunges his knife into the earth and
Midnight starts to leak into the angry rash-and-bruise sky. 

We drive, 

Our eyes droning over the tangled mess of sand beasts
Whose spines tower and writhe through the ‘scape,
Tapering down to gargantuan, grainy paws,
Their great bodies suspended halfway through, lurching out of the earth
With thousands of hulking arms sprawled around them
While they sleep, snug hibernation under their snow blankets
Brush mars the flowing face like acne.

We sit like artifacts in a time capsule—shiny treasures dull in the dark.
Memories shake in our heads,
A sweet store of smiles trembles in our pockets 
To throw like candy at a parade, 
Once we’re freed.
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Written By  Elizabeth Dodds
Desgined By  Victor Kim
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There’s a monster under my bed. Don’t believe 
me? Go look for yourself. You’ll see him un-

derneath there eating gumballs, Reese’s Peanut Butter 
Cups, and all the other things I’ve slipped under my 
bed to satisfy his hunger. He is a veryhungry monster. 
His stomach is always growling. It growls so loudly 
that sometimes it shakes my bed, and I have to reach 
inside my pillowcase where my secret stash of candy 
is and throw a Snickers or Milky Way underneath to 
make it stop.

He likes most things. Laffy Taffy is his favorite 
because of the jokes on the back. But I stopped giving 
those to him because he wouldn’t stop laughing and 
I couldn’t sleep.  You  can  give him jellybeans and 
chocolate chips, but don’tfeed him marshmallows. He’s 
allergic to them, and he will sneeze all night long if you 
give him so much as a nibble. 

I bet you’re wondering where my monster came 
from. I  don’t  know. Probably from Scandinavia or 

Germany or somewhere like that. That’s where most 
monsters are from. The first time I heard him was 
when I was five years old. That was a whole year ago. 
I heard him trying to get comfortable on the hard, 
wooden floor underneath my bed. He was grumbling 
and making all kinds of noise. Back then, I didn’t 
know a thing about how to take care of a monster, 
so I was afraid. I wanted to run to my mom’s room, 
but I couldn’t get out of bed. The monster might grab 
me and eat me. That’s when I remembered something 
my mom had said just that day about our grouchy 
neighbors.

“Sometimes, the only  way  to  get  through  to 
someone is through their stomach.”

I happened to have some bubble gum on  my 
nightstand. It was old and hard, but I had nothing else. 
So I quickly shot my hand out from underneath my 
covers, grabbed the gum, and threw it under the bed. 
And the noises stopped.

v

 “He is a very hungry monster. 
His stomach is always growling..”



          

Since then, I have sneaked into the kitchen every 
night before bed and stolen a cookie or two from the 
cookie  jar  or grabbed a  few Tootsie  Roll  Pops  or 
anything else I can get my hands on that monsters like. 
There have been problems though. My mom caught me 
once as I was climbing on the countertop, reaching for 
a freshly baked brownie. She got mad and sent me to 
bed without the brownie. And so I had nothing to feed 
the monster under my bed that night.

I waited for his stomach to start growling, and at 
exactly twelve o’clock, midnight, it did. When I didn’t 
throw anything under for him, he got mad and started 
shaking the bed. He can throw very bad tantrums. But 
I’ve gotten used to him and don’t mind the tantrums 
so much as I used to. And my mom won’t let me have 
a dog, so why not a monster? It’s almost as good. And 
besides, I’m learning responsibility. A lot of it. Because 
let me tell you, taking care of a monster under your bed 

is notan easy job.

There’s a Kid above My Bed
There is something above my bed. I think it’s a 

kid. But I’m too scared to check. If I do, he might see 
me and eat me. I get hungry when I’m scared and my 
stomach growls. I wonder if the kid can hear it and will 
come down and get me. Instead, he throws things at 
me when he’s angry. Luckily, they are usually things 
I can eat. The kid used to throw jokes at me, and I liked 
that. I tried not to laugh, but they were just too funny. 

Once, he  threw soft, little white things at me, and 
I thought I could eat them. But was I ever wrong! I ate 
one of them and my tongue started getting puffy and 
my eyes began  watering. The  kid had poisoned  me! 

 “The kid used to throw jokes at me, and I liked that.”
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I started sneezing and  couldn’t stop  all  night  long. 
I thought I was doomed. I would die a lonely death all 
because of some puffy white things I thought I could 
eat. To my surprise, I was still alive in the morning.

I bet you’re wondering where this kid came from. 
Don’t look at me, I don’t know! I just heard him one 
night making all kinds of noise, and then he started 
throwing things at me. No one knows where kids come 
from. It’s one of the world’s great mysteries you will 
never know the answer to.

 But  I don’t  mind  him so much anymore. In fact, 
I enjoy the things he throws at me most of the time. 
I’m glad he doesn’t know I like it.  Then he would 
probably stop throwing them at  me.  One night, when 
I  was  reallyhungry and my stomach was growling 
extra loud, he didn’t throw a single thing. I thought 
maybe he had grown used to my growling stomach, 
and I needed to stir things up a bit to get him angry. 

So I rattled the top of my bed as hard as I could. 
I still didn’t get anything. But the next night, he 
threw down one of those things with a joke on the 
back. It said, “How do you get a peanut to laugh?” 
I thought about it.  Then I read, “You crack it up.” 
I laughed all night long.

                      “No one knows where kids come from. 

It’s one of the world’s great mysteries  you will never know the answer to..”
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I didn’t want to look at the casket. 

It was too small. You don’t think about babies dying in 

this day and age. You think something will let you keep it. 

God, medicine, maybe karma. Of course, my Karma would 

have been bad. There had been days spent thinking of what 

was I going to do with this baby. Or nights saying I don’t 

want this. But I did. I wanted that little thing in my belly 

that kept me up for hours at night. Look, Mom wants to 

sleep! No, it’s time to play! The times when I would stand 

rocking back and forth in our little kitchen, as if the baby 

would fall asleep.

 When his father put his mouth against my swollen 

belly, talking to the baby while I giggled because his fa-

cial hair tickled. Finding out he was a boy. We spent hours 

arguing over names, writing and rewriting them. Yelling 

across the room to Kay, asking him what he thought of the 

names as I balanced a notebook on top of my belly. Nope. 

Nope. Nope. Finally a name: James. 

I became a planet, large and round. I would walk slow-

ly through the grocery store, thinking about salt-and-vin-

egar chips. Kay would jog back towards me, grabbing my 

hand, telling me people would run into me if I didn’t keep 

up. To which I would respond that I was the planet, and 

they were the asteroids. If they ran into me it would be 

their problem. The day when my cankles got so swollen 

I was forced to sit with my feet up all day. Thankfully my 

parents had arrived so they could cook and help deal with 

my pregnancy brain and help us forget what we were in 

the middle of. My mom got to take me to my last two ap-

pointments at the doctor. Kay was away on a business trip. 

The look on my mom’s face when she heard his heartbeat 

made me cry a little. I was giving her a grandbaby. She 

had always wanted more children, and this was how she 

could have more. The second time, when we didn’t hear 

the heartbeat with the monitor, I looked at her face again. 

I saw it fall and I was trying to believe her and the nurse 

when they said maybe he had dropped too low to hear. So 

we went to the ultrasound room.  The warm jelly squirted 

across my belly as I stared at the white ceiling. 

I didn’t want to know what I was going to hear. 

                Nothing. 

                                No heartbeat. 

He was gone, my future little munchkin.  Calling Kay 

and hearing his voice break. Him driving all night to get 

home. I was going to give birth in the morning. 

During labor I tried to crack jokes, make it seem nor-

mal. When a woman came in and asked about an autopsy, 

I screamed at her to get out. I hadn’t even held my baby and 

they wanted to cut into him. My little James. 

Holding him, seeing his bruised purplish skin, I 

wanted him to cry. Now I am the one who is trying to hold 

back tears. Looking at the little blue coffin and the hole 

they would put my baby in. Not a crib with teddy bears 

painted on it, where he belonged. Watching them take off 

the lid to glue it back on after the service, I say sorry. I 

am so sorry, my baby. Sorry I can’t keep you. Sorry you 

can’t stay. Sorry I couldn’t tuck you in tonight and sing 

you lullabies. They close the top. He looked pretty after 

the work they had done. Down he is lowered into the dark 

hole. I stare at the little plot of ground as we drive away, 

clutching my empty belly.

By Natalie Sleight

Designed By Scott Jones

“The look on my 
mom’s face when she 
heard his heartbeat 
made me cry a little. 
I was giving her a 
grandbaby.”

“Looking at the little blue 
coffin and the hole they 
would put my baby in.”
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A Flittering Thing
By Cami Beath
Designed by Kendra Andersen

Still warm as it claws against the leaden curve
 Of its newfound form and newly hated shape

And too far gone from its native conception to 

But only more determined than before,
Scratched into being
At the dri        edge of the pen.ppin

g
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Down on 5th Avenue, in my Georgia 
hometown Smithson, there used to 
be a toy store, where they sold trains 
and BB guns and real China Dolls 
and on Saturdays bubblegum by the 
scoop. Once a man in a clown suit, not a 
scary one, just a clown in a colorful suit and 
tie with orange hair and cherry-red nose and 
a wide pink smile painted over his wide gap-
toothed mouth.

The toy store, a place to be when I was young, 

the hot spot for all daydreaming boys and girls 

to pick out their teddy bears and play a game 

of marbles while their parents shopped at the 

department store around the block. This is the 

place were I bought my first model airplane, and 

the place where I swapped it for a candy ring to 

give to a girl I liked on Valentine’s Day. This is 

the place where I made my Christmas lists, my 

birthday lists, my wishing lists, there under the 

orange-striped awning while the clown man and 

I enjoyed cherry-flavored suckers together and 

watched the rain come down. My first kiss with 

a girl took place here, though as I learned later 

on it didn’t count as a kiss if you weren’t touch-

ing each other’s lips (cheeks were for mothers 

only). My last day of elementary school I would 

pass it and I would look disinterested in front 

of my friends that were too cool for any of those 

childish things. But I secretly longed for the dart 

tag set in shiny yellow wrappings.

The years went on, and I got older the town 

grew also, throwing up shiny strip malls and gas 

stations and one Super Wal-Mart.  

Written by Kayti Mayfield
Designed by Reanna Findlay

TOY STORE
The
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He sat there like a deflated balloon on the 
bench between the toy store and an old hard-
ware store, also closed long before.

The clown man, once so tall to me, hunched slight-

ly underneath the faded orange stripes, waving and 

smiling but diminishing just like the store around 

him. One night—my girlfriend had just dumped 

me and I was feeling bitter and lonely—I went back 

to the toy store. A glaring CLOSED sign, red block 

letters against grubby white, hung on the door. I 

clenched and unclenched my fists, blinking back 

tears.

“You lookin’ for somethin’, son?”

I hadn’t noticed the clown man, now pretty  

old and stooped. 

He sat there like a deflated balloon on the bench 

between the toy store and an 

old hardware store, also closed 

long before. Gone were his 

colors, gone was his cherry 

smile. He was part of the building behind him, 

all grey crumbling broken hearts. 

“What happened?” I asked, because between 

my recent losses and pain I didn’t know what 

else to say. The clown man produced a cherry 

sucker from his pocket and held it out to me, 

popping a similar one in his mouth. My parents 

told me nowadays it’s not safe to take things 

from strangers, but the clown man wasn’t a 

stranger, just an old friend I’d forgotten about. 

I took the sucker and sat down beside him, 

crumpling the wrapper between my fingers and 

sticking the candy in my mouth. 
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“People change. Old things 
 pass away to make room for 
 new things. The way of life, kid.”
“Everyone stopped comin’,” the clown man 

said simply. “’T’aint no mystery.  

People move on.”

“Why, though?” I asked, scuffing my shoes 

against the pavement as a few drops of rain 

bounced off the awning. “People loved t 

his place.  

Why’d they stop?”

“It ain’t no fault of their own,” the clown 

shrugged. “People change. Old things pass away 

to make room for new things. The way  

of life, kid.”

I wanted so much to say how it wasn’t fair, 

it just wasn’t fair at all, but I didn’t know how 

to find the words and kept my mouth clamped 

around my sucker. The sugary cherry was 

starting to help me, just a little bit.

“It ain’t so bad, though,” the clown man 

mused. “Maybe one day some bright 

young thing like you will see this place 

for what it was and what it could be, and 

make it even better.That’s the thing about 

history, son—life changes, but history 

always repeats itself.” He leaned back into the 

bench and winced as his back cracked audibly. 

“The more things change”—he held out his cher-

ry sucker, half-gone and gleaming ruby in the 

dim streetlight glow—“the more they  

 stay the same.” 

I studied my sucker alongside his. Somehow, 

what the old coot was saying made sense. I stuck 

it back in my mouth, swirling the candy around 

for a minute.

“It’s still a pretty great place,” I said. He 

nodded, returning to his candy. “Maybe with 

some fixing up it could be really  

something again.”

“Could be,” the clown man said comfortably. 

We didn’t say anything else, just finished our 

suckers and watched the rain.
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By Faith Owen
Designed by Scott Jones
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By Alex Walborn
Design by Chris Goyette

Model
The

A butterfly has found her face

And taken refuge there.

Across her cheek a gentle trace

Of hot exhausted air.

The hollow of her collarbone:

A creamy pool of gray.

Her throat is like a metronome;

A pattern on display.

A flash of wrist beneath her sleeve;

The sadness of her flesh.

She wears a thickly-tangled weave

Of torn and tattered mesh.

Her legs are water-long and moist,

Her eyes are black and small.

Her heart is sitting on the floor,

Her will just down the hall.
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Sparklers

We walked to the cemetery
We shivered in the cold cemetery
The cold-as-death cemetery

We sat at a grave
We lit sparklers at the lovely grave
The lovely deadly grave

We stuck the sparklers in the ground
We stared at the filled ground
The filled-with-dead ground

We walked
We shivered
We sat
We lit
We stuck
We stared

And we talked about God

god?

I don’t know but we talked.
And now

I think
I ponder
I question

God?

By Piera Fraser
Design by Jordan Anderson
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Frigidity puts our nerves on edge and hair on end.

Slowly, the sharpness of vigor seeps through

Our veins and weaves through our senses,

And while the tree-like mushrooms create curiosity,

We are turning in our minds; we question our sanity

�at once rang clear when we were pensive.

�
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oon melts with a grin.

Or le�,
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e fork points right to a place of reason tw
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A voyage through the unknown deep,
Twisting through the never-ending labyrin

th of r
iddl

es
 to

Can we ignore the White Rabbit’s call?

And the construction of fate hurls us on our w
ay.

Where we lose our knowledge of reality and plunge 

Down the abyss to the doldrum
s of our soul,

Where discernment is �eeting—and we are le� 

With barely a lucid itch to escape from our m
adness.

Doomed to be consumed by the Red Queen:

written by Kristen Stubbs designed by Nathan Allred

By: Zoie Harker

Stay here
Stay now
With the dishes and the baby
The bills and the pills
Don’t go back
To carefree summer days in that globe tree
That we carved our names into
The soft light filtering through glowing leaves 
Shimmering on our faces
And lips
As dancing light must fall on the fishes
Fluttering through a coral reef
Stay here
Stay now
With your happy husband and relatives and
Meals to burn
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Frigidity puts our nerves on edge and hair on end.

Slowly, the sharpness of vigor seeps through

Our veins and weaves through our senses,

And while the tree-like mushrooms create curiosity,

We are turning in our minds; we question our sanity

�at once rang clear when we were pensive.

�
e c

re
sc

en
t m

oon melts with a grin.

Or le�,

�
e fork points right to a place of reason tw

o m
ile

s p
as

t i
ns

an
ity

.

A journey amongst the chasms of our o
wn in

tel
lec

t w
he

re

A voyage through the unknown deep,
Twisting through the never-ending labyrin

th of r
iddl

es
 to

Can we ignore the White Rabbit’s call?

And the construction of fate hurls us on our w
ay.

Where we lose our knowledge of reality and plunge 

Down the abyss to the doldrum
s of our soul,

Where discernment is �eeting—and we are le� 

With barely a lucid itch to escape from our m
adness.

Doomed to be consumed by the Red Queen:

written by Kristen Stubbs designed by Nathan Allred

Outlet, Fall Semester 2013       | 0059



Poetry is a patch of tousled green, 
bubbled up with irrigation water
and bounced on by shoeless neighborhood children.

Poetry is a plaid boy and a barefoot girl 
under fragrant autumn stars, the
clumsy introduction of lips and hearts.

Poetry is chipped yellow nail polish, fumbling, 
and heads turning before the utterance of words: 
I love you. 

Poetry is the moment a new powdered breath is taken, 
leaving two to become three, 
and three to become one.

Poetry is opaque bubbles settling 
over dishes in the tin sink while making love.

Poetry is an uncombed bathroom sink fight, 
the toothbrush a shield, 
the words between them swords.

Poetry is the hand on her son’s chestnut hair at ten p.m.,
the crumbs of science project Styrofoam on the counter.

Poetry is a paragraph—
cracked in instants of persisting life, 
echoing in couplets of raw reality. 

It’s Life
By Kelsey McMurtney

Designed By Scott Jones
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SECONDHAND

 

I think of this now, twenty-some years removed 
from that fetid classroom with its �ickering lights and tiny tables, 
and its silver soup can pencil holders—
the kind with rigid sides that made 
my re�ection appear distorted and cool.

Perhaps it is in spite of her 
I still go about with a pen in my mouth—
just to prove a twelve-year-old boy can be
a habitual chewer of pens and never smoke a cigarette. 

But it is not for her 
I walk with a blue ballpoint Bic in my mouth 
or have clenched in my teeth a black Sanford Uni-ball Vision. 

I do it in case some hooligan hiding in a dark alley 
ever tries to steal my wife’s purse, I’ll have a weapon 
with which to defend her honor. 

I do it in case I’m ever kidnapped by conspiring men 
then locked away in some tiny room with an hourglass 
as the harbinger of my demise. 
I’ll have an ink cartridge I can un-sheathe 
and pick my way to freedom. 

It is my trademark—
my James Dean instant in the spotlight;
my Edward R. Murrow minute over the Hear It Now radio,
in front of the See It Now camera;
my FDR moment before Congress, signing relief bill a�er relief bill.
It is my Albert Einstein second in relative time.

When a pen is not in my mouth, it can be found 
balanced between my index and middle �nger,
and sometimes when I look down at it, 
I can see things and hear them and smell them—
way back—my brother and I, for instance, 
seven and nine, on the re-upholstered seats of the rusty 
teeter-totter, atop the brown, peeling deck in the backyard,
creaking up and down, 
up and down, 
then up, up, up,
and in the air, the grumbling lawn mower 
and that hopeful perfume of gasoline and spring-cut grass. 

On these memories, with my pen, 
I make a wish for second chances. 

But most of the time a pen is in my mouth,
just dangling there, caught between my lips— 
the �rst kiss I never gave, a thousand words 
le� still and unspoken. And when I open my mouth
on those cold winter mornings and steam rises like it does 
from manhole covers on wet city streets, I can sense them, 
hanging there, quivering, biding their time, swirling 
inside my pink lungs, thick plumes of secondhand words.

I wonder if they are a�ecting people around me—
the old man at my shoulder on the bus; 
or the dad behind me on his way to the game, 
a bag of peanuts in one hand and in the other, the hand of his son; 
or the mother next to me on the park bench, 
newborn at her breast, and from under the blue blanket, 
so� suckling squeaks and wispy wheezes, 
and she apologizes. “I’m sorry. He’s really hungry.”

 “Aren’t we all?” I think. 

Pen from mouth, I scribble across my palm 
to help me remember. And I do. 

I remember family reunions like Polaroid pictures. 
I see my mom with black streaks starting down her cheeks, 
I smell Old Spice in my dad’s clasp, chest to chest,
and in my brother’s greeting I hear something
as it catches in his throat. Perhaps it is at the smell 
of my clothes, my hair and skin—all of them reeking of words,
like his to me then: “Welcome back, brother.”

I think of all these things one day 
on a walk with a pen in my mouth—
this one with a catchphrase on it about taxes and liberty. 
I step in from the cold and rub my hands warm before the keyboard.  
�en from my mouth I remove the pen 
and place it in a silver soup can pencil holder, 
the one that sits on my desk, 
the one with rigid sides that make 
my re�ection appear distorted and cool.  
 

 “If you chew on your pen,” she said, 
Mrs. Dee, sixth grade teacher, wrinkled and plain, 
 “it means you are anxious. It means deep down 
you have a desire to smoke. And you will,” she said. 
 “unless you break the habit today.”

Written by Arthur �omas Lee
Designed by Sean Mitchell
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FINE ART

PHOTOGRAPHY

ILLUSTRATION

AWARDS 

1ST PLACE 

2ND PLACE

HONORABLE MENTION 



“Without a Name” by Addison Graham
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FINE ART

Reflections of Summer by Charity Anderson
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Dream a Little by Haley Brudniki

Dissolution by Michael Lee

You Don’t Have To Be Alone, You Know by Giovanni DeFendis
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FINE ART

Big Fella by Haley Brudniki

Cityscape Series #1 by Giovanni DeFendis A Fleeting Moment by Michael Lee

Unknown by Sophia Su
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PHOTOGRAPHY

Morning Dance by Erica Rascon
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PHOTOGRAPHY

Venice, Italy by Emma Connor

Golden Boy by Ariel LaFontaine
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Bliss 2 by Erica Rascon Unknown by Hans Koepsell

PHOTOGRAPHY

Commitment by Erica Rason
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ILLUSTRATION

Mystery Inc. by Nial Spencer
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ILLUSTRATION

Haunted Swing: Teaser 5 by Nial Spencer

Pillar of Fire by Nial Spencer
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ILLUSTRATION

Obachan by Jaime Trinidad

Mesmerize by Jaime Trinidad

The Astronaut by Jaime Trinidad
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ILLUSTRATION

Venice,Italy by Emma Connor

Venice,Italy by Emma Connor

Venice,Italy by Emma Connor
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ILLUSTRATION

Accordian 2 by Jaidyn Erickson

Complete by Victor Kim Tree by Mindy Swasey
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ILLUSTRATION

Fun-gi’s by Jaidyn Erickson 

Clarity by Michael LeeAmongst the Hidden by Haley Brudniki 
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ILLUSTRATION

It’s So Hot Right Now by Kim Peterson

Vengeance by Kim Peterson

Friends by Jaidyn Erickson

Unknown by Victor Kim
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ILLUSTRATION

Friends by Jaidyn Erickson

Unknown by Victor Kim

Unknown by Sophia Su

No So Different by Jaime Trinidad
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SYDNEY ADAMS 
was born in the year of the rooster. 
Astrologically she identifies herself as a 
Taurus, but she also fits the description 
of a Whovian and a creative writer. Her 
biggest aspiration is to one day write cheesy 
screenplays in her Irish cottage by the sea.

CAMI BEATH
is a 2013 graduate from BYU-Idaho and 
now lives in Bentonville, Arkansas, with 
her handsome husband.  She wrote, at nine 
years old, that her dream was to become a 
professional speller. Today, she continues 
to be intrigued by French, Latin, etymology 
(not entomology), and good goat cheese.

MERCEDES PACHECO
is from Arlington, Texas. She loves writing, 
teaching, and jokes. She’s a Mary Kay 
Independent Beauty Consultant, and she 
hopes to be a professional writer of poetry 
and young adult literature someday. 

STACEY CALL 
hailing from Bountiful, Utah, is 
expected to graduate with a degree 
in English in December of 2014.

ZOIE HARKER 
lives in Chicago with her husband 
Aaron, who is her number-one editor 
and inspiration. Contrary to the tragic 
tone of her work, she is happily married 
and enjoying life. Zoie has a degree in 
English and Chinese Education. She enjoys 
cooking, painting, reading, and writing.

AUSTA LEE COOK
graduated the day before her birthday 
in July of 2013. She earned a bachelor’s 
degree in English with a Creative Writing 
emphasis. Austa has always cherished 
the airplane-taking-off sensation she 
gets inside while writing. She lives in 
Rexburg with her new husband, a stash of 
chocolate, and three dollars to their name. 

EMILY SOULE 
aspires to be a citizen of the world. Her 
experience with several different languages 
and visiting other cultures add texture 
and insight to her writing. She is currently 
living in Alaska and is looking out for 
the next opportunity for adventure.

BENJAMIN GIBSON 
studies Music Education at BYU-I and 
enjoys linguistics. His first daughter 
was born in 2012 and has just learned 
how to tilt her head enough to melt 
anyone paying attention. His poem 
melds his love of languages with 
his adoration for his daughter. 

JESSICA GLEDHILL 
is a creative writing student from Provo, 
Utah. She is very excited to graduate in 
December 2013. In her spare time Jessica 
loves reading, watching movies with 
her family, and snuggling her dog.

ALEX TACY 
is currently in her second year at BYU-
Idaho, studying English. She grew up in a 
small town located in Northern Georgia. 

CAMBRA GORDON 
is a recent BYU-I graduate with an 
emphasis in Creative Writing. Primarily a 
creative non-fiction writer, she has recently 
branched out to fiction and poetry. While 
attending BYU-I she presented two pieces 
at campus pre-professional conferences and 
participated in the English Academic Society.

LOUISA RANKIN 
is from Rexburg, Idaho. She has always 
loved to write. She graduated with an 
English Degree with an emphasis in 
Creative Writing. Her father, Stephen 
George, was the first director of the Outlet 
literary journal. She says, “I feel honored 
to be a part of my dad’s vision for future 
students. My piece is dedicated to him.” 

ALEX WALBORN 
prefers pens to pencils. She is 24 and an 
English Major. After July 23, 2013, Alex 
will be a graduate of BYU-Idaho. She 
tries to trust the dreaming part of her 
brain. Her advice to all: share your work. 
A secret artist is of no use to the world.

KELSEY MCMURTREY 
graduated in April 2013 from BYU-Idaho 
with a degree in English and an emphasis 
in Creative Writing. She has always 
enjoyed poetry, and hopes to continue 
writing it throughout her life. Kelsey has 
two children, and currently resides in 
Lexington, Kentucky, with her husband.

KAYTIE MAYFIELD 
is a current BYU-Idaho student 
from Madison, Alabama. She is 
currently an English major with a 
Creative Writing emphasis. This is 
her second year at BYU-Idaho.

FAITH OWEN 
is a psychology major from Terreton, 
Idaho. She expects to graduate 
from BYU-Idaho in 2015. 

NOAH PATTERSON 
is an English Major with an emphasis in 
Creative Writing. He has a deep love for 
the horror genre. Anything with a tinge 
of the macabre is Noah’s playground. He 
has written horror stories and studied 
the genre for many years. He also enjoys 
playwriting, and screenwriting.

CRYSTAL POOLE 
was raised in Gaffney, South Carolina, 
by Rebecca and the late Mark Poole. 
Crystal began college at Limestone 
College, located in South Carolina, as an 
instrumental music major. On transferring 
to Brigham Young University-Idaho, she 
changed her major to English, Creative 
Writing, and graduated July 2013.
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NATALIE SLEIGHT 
attended BYU-I until graduation 
in 2013.  She looks forward to all 
of her future adventures with her 
loving husband and family.

DAVID SENSENBAUGH 
is a BYU-Idaho graduate with a BS in 
Biology, who clustered in Spanish and 
Creative Writing. He attends BYU-I 
currently to attain teaching credentials 
which he will use to become a high school 
Biology teacher. He plans to further 
his writing ambitions on the side while 
making a home for his wife and son.

JENN SORENSON 
is an English major at BYU-Idaho. 
While not in school, she lives in 
Idaho Falls with her family. 

AJ JERNIGAN 
is a Geology major from Indian 
Trail, North Carolina

KRISTEN STUBBS 
is from Englewood, Colorado. She majored 
in English and graduated in December 2012.

CARLEIGH WALLACE 
graduated in July of 2013 with a Bachelor’s in 
English and an emphasis in Creative Writing. 
Her main passions are reading, writing, 
dragon taming, and the Oxford comma.

TARYN WAGNER 
is an English major with a Creative 
Writing emphasis who has been attending 
Brigham Young University-Idaho for two 
years. She has dabbled in creative writing 
since childhood, and has enjoyed writing 
little snippets of stories ever since. She 
loves reading (of course), enjoying good 
company, and having spontaneous fun.

ARTHUR LEE 
graduated in July 2013, having finished 
what he started years ago at Ricks. He 
earned his B.A. in English with a Creative 
Writing emphasis. Writing has been 
an important part of Arthur’s life since 
childhood. He currently lives in Rexburg, 
Idaho, with his wife and four boys.  

JULIA WILLIS
author of “On the Table” is from Pierce 
City, Missouri.  She is a recent graduate 
from BYU-Idaho. She earned her 
degree in English in July of 2012. 

BRYAN SMIDT 
is a senior at BYU-Idaho, majoring in 
English Education. He and his wife Melissa 
are from Coeur d’Alene, Idaho, and are the 
proud parents of their daughter Kelly. 

PIERA FRASER 
has finally escaped BYU-Idaho with her 
English degree! She can now claim to 
be a learned scholar in both Creative 
Writing (her emphasis) and Philosophy 
(her minor). This California girl is from 
San Diego: “America’s Finest City.” Along 
with writing, she loves the great outdoors, 
immersing herself in music, and nerding-
out in philosophical discussions. 

CASEY ANDERSON 
is from a small town in central Washington. 
He has an interest in writing. .

ELIZABETH DODDS
graduated from Brigham Young University–
Idaho with a degree in English in 2012. 
When she was six years-old, she discovered 
her love for writing stories and sharing 
them with others. Since then, she has 
loved writing stories for children, young 
adults, and anyone who likes to smile.



Block Apple by Adam Turner
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“A creative man is motivated by the desire to 
achieve, not by the desire to beat others.”

- AYN RAND{

{


