
Fall 2015
Volume IV, Issue I

THE ECKLEBURG PROJECT



ii



“So we beat on, 
boats against the current, 
borne back ceaselessly 
into the past.”

- F. Scott Fitzgerald, The Great Gatsby



The pieces in this magazine 
have been printed with the 

authors’ consent. The pieces 
do not necessarily reflect 

the opinions or viewpoints 
of The Eckleburg Project or 

Texas A&M University.



Welcome to The Eckleburg Project.

I’m glad you’re here. 

I do not consider myself much of an essayist, nor much of a person that should 
be allowed to write the introduction to—and thereby speak for—something 
that so many people put a great deal of hard work in to but, well, our designers 
keep emailing me to send this along, so I guess I have to.

This is my first semester as Editor-in-Chief. I started out as a poetry screener 
during the second semester of this magazine’s existence, moved on to Poetry 
Editor, and then someone thought it was a good idea to put me in charge. I 
don’t really know how that happened, but I love that it did.

Through the four issues of this magazine I have seen published, I have watched 
an identity form within our organization, observed acquaintances become 
friends and the people I cannot live without. I have seen us do great things, 
fail, half-ass some stuff but still do it pretty all right, change a life or two, high 
five a bunch, get confused, fail some more, and learn a little bit. All the while 
we have continually put out one hell of a magazine. 

I am surrounded by the best team and editorial board that exists at Texas 
A&M (and dare I say it, the state of Texas). We are all volunteers and full-
time undergraduate students at The Eckleburg Project. We wouldn’t be doing 
this unless we loved it. The names on these pages—the artists, the team, 
our sponsors, our advisor—are people who care more about seeing art exist 
and spread more than any other group I know. Working with them is an 
experience I would not change. My time so far with The Eckleburg Project has 
been great, weird, complicated, messy, fun, anxiety-inducing, and every other 
kind of emotion in between. 

And that is what you will find in these pages.

At the end of our selection process, I sat with our Managing Editor, Adam 
Navara (who is a hilarious and level-headed saint, might I add). As we started 
to draw a theme through the issue, we found our selections this semester 
never explored just one concept. The pieces draw across the boundaries of 
experience and emotion, they draw us inside characters and worlds in ways 
that are never perfect or even clear. They reflect the way we actually live. Here, 
we hope you find sanity in the madness, light in the dark, and dark in the light. 
We hope you come away with a snapshot of the messy world we inhabit right 
along with all the complexities that it brings. We hope this issue reaches across 
the table, shakes your hand, and says, hey look, it’s all confusing, ain’t it?

Davis Land
Editor-in-Chief
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Red

It’s summer. Sunburns on freckled 
skin. My mother opens a bottle of 
Aloe Vera. She rubs cold gel on 
my blistering back. Relief from the 
heat. Rose colored nails close the 
cap. She puts it next to the Band-
Aids, back in the box with a red 
cross. 

A cherry sucker cradled on my 
tongue, removed, then pushed 
back between pursed lips. A 
sweetness. Comfort. The red 
wrapper gets caught in a gust of 
wind. 

The taste of pennies in my mouth. 
Pink spit in the sink. My mother 
gives me water to rinse.  “Put your 
tooth under your pillow tonight. 
The tooth fairy will come.”  Red 
fantasies. Red fairytales. 

My mother eats strawberries 
when they’re in season. Her teeth 
gnash at their juicy seeded edges. 
She watches cardinals flap their 
wings in the bath from the kitchen 
window. 

A cherry oak rocking chair I 
stained for him. Rosy cheeks. Belly 
laughing. My mother’s father digs 
his hand into the pocket of his 
red shirt, pulls out a lighter and 
lights a burgundy colored cigar. 
He watches the weather channel. 
Heavy red rains hover in the East. 

My mother and I sit in rocking 
chairs close by. He calls this 
“relaxing.”

Pink lips, leaving kisses on our 
ears. Red bell peppers, being 
chopped at the counter and thrown 
in a scarlet painted cast iron pan. 
A mailbox flag raised. There is 
a coming and going. This is the 
passing of affections. 

Yellow

My father stands in the sunlight 
of his garden. I watch from my 
banana swing as he picks fresh 
trumpet vine flowers. He brings 
them to me. A child trades 
forgiveness for handfuls of little 
gold medallions. 

Butterscotch posters with Latin 
names and pictures of birds. 
Outdated. Browned with age, 
they still hang to cover the yellow 
splotches on the walls behind 
them. His office is almost sincere.

Cigarette teeth. Cigarette breath. 
The smell of tobacco lingers on 
my father’s skin. Smoke curling up 
from the lit end leaves a haze over 

Brown
Kaitlyn Forks
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our yellow light bulbs. Creamy 
lemon wallpaper peels back from 
the wood. Is he angry again?

Corn. Mustard. Butter. Cheese. 
Sustenance kept cold in the 
refrigerator. Tall, blonde, freckled 
man. Arrogance kept cold by the 
air conditioner.

A yellow Toyota slams on its 
breaks and my father leans on 
the horn. He is angry again. “OH 
COME ON. FUCK YOU. YOU 
ASSHOLE.” He throws up a middle 
finger that looks yellow through 
my tinted sunglasses. Yellow is 
unpredictable.

The streetlight flickers pearly 
yellow on the asphalt. Flashes. 

On. 
 Off. 
On.
 Off.
On. 
 Off again. 

Dad goes off on us again. When 
will the light show us what is really 
there? 

A yellow towel left on the couch 
that is browner now where it 
becomes damp. “Unacceptable.” He 
bellows. Yellow. Blonde hair, much 
lighter than mine, sticks to the 
sweat on his forehead. Fluorescent 
bulbs shine a spotlight on his 

imperfections. 

Yield. 
Danger ahead. 
Caution. 
Slow down, 
These are the things that yellow 
tells brown. 

Blue

I don’t remember this day. A blue 
blanket swaddled a newborn boy. I 
was four. 

His birthday cake is bordered 
with brilliant blue icing. He gets a 
cookie monster doll and he leaves 
it on the floor. He wears a blue 
Power Ranger costume although it 
isn’t yet Halloween. He doesn’t play 
with knights and maidens, but his 
favorite color is Royal Blue.

My brother wears white washed 
jeans and has polar ice cap eyes. 
They are the same shade as my 
father’s. He is his pride and joy. 
Dad says he is a king among boys.

He holds a crayon and pours 
misplaced, unlawful color on the 
walls. Joy is trapped in waves of 
Sapphire and Cerulean. A child-
made masterpiece. 
Dad jokes that it looks like “a bite 
of the sky.”
(My brother will not remember 
yellow.)
“Or fresh blueberries in a ceramic 
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white bowl.”
(I am feeling green.)

Turquoise lines run up and down 
medical diagrams. The man in 
scrubs points at the pulmonary 
arteries and the superior vena 
cava. My brother sits in a hospital 
dress the color of a robin’s egg. The 
doctor presses a stethoscope to his 
chest.

“His aortic valve is bicuspid, 
which is making his breathing 
heavy.” 

But we were the ones who could 
not breathe. Thump thump.  One, 
Two. Thump thump. Light blue.  

Brown

Almond leaves lay flat on the 
curb. I dig my feet in them and 
lean back on the trunk of a red 
oak. Underneath the bows I sit 
snapping twigs. Even in pieces, 
they are still brown. Where did this 
color come from?

Brown is my wooden drawer with 
rusty copper handles. It is my 
collection of memories. I am filled 
with sepia toned photographs 
stuck together with age. Brown is 
my favorite color.

My mother has bangs that flip over 
her forehead like a dirty blonde 
wave breaking. An ocean of curls 
falls behind. I ask her if I can 

borrow her blow dryer.
“Yes.” She smiles.

We look the same. 

Pinewood hangs above the mantle 
and is nailed together in the shape 
of a cross. There is an aurora of 
muddy deltas stamped on the 
flatness of a midsection from a 
tree. I am staring at the sandy 
striations, noting the stains.
“Kait, you believe in God. Don’t 
you?” 

“No,” I answer. 
She frowns. I am different.

My brother’s skin tans as he 
plays basketball in the sun. 
Melanin is pulled up towards his 
shoulders, down his neck, and then 
collectively halt at the edge of his 
shirt. 

Sometimes he plays the guitar 
that hangs in the corner of his 
room. It plays acoustic melodies, 
songs made from hundreds of 
notes. Brown is the beauty of 
conglomeration, the skillful 
pairing and ordering of strings, an 
aggregate of sounds. 

Dad’s closet is filled with soft 
leather. Wrinkled, dirty boots are 
covered in Texas clay. When they 
step in the mud, when they kick 
at loose rocks, when they crush 
a pecan shell—pieces of brown, 
broken with brown, pressed firmly 
against brown ground. Where do I 
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begin and where do I end?
Dad’s office is filled with hard 
leather. Dusty book bindings. 
The roughness of dry, tan skin 
grazing over each dimple. There is 
knowledge there that is palpable. I 
once stole a chance to open those 
books and read the combinations 
of letters on their buff pages. 
I held every thought that lies 
between their bindings. I longed to 
understand every thought that lies 
between his ears.

Our freckled hands sunk 
knuckle deep in soil. A snake 
slipping between the crevices 
of tawny rocks. Dark, wet sand 
swallowing pink toes in passing 
waves. Together we explored 
the unknown. Before there is 
understanding, there is ambiguity.  
Dad taught me that.

A coffee stain settles on the white 
counter top and Dad pours cream 
in his mug. The espresso retreats, 
though the milk is the incursion. It 
turns an apologetic yellow where 
the two meet. It dilutes the now. It 
blurs what once was.

Magenta bands bind yellow 
sunlight to a red horizon. The 
gradient ties red and yellow 
together.  They hold the blue sky 
above. Underneath, the Earth is 
brown. It is part of the portrait but 
separate from the union.

There is a layer on a model of 
the Earth with a cake slice cut 
out, where red molten rock, blue 
waves and yellow mountains meet, 
a place where separate things 
combine, where they merge to 
make crust. That layer is brown.

Almond leaves lay flat on the 
curb. I dig my feet in them and 
lean back on the trunk of a red 
oak. Underneath the bows I sit 
snapping twigs. Even in pieces, 
they are still brown. Where did I 
come from?
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You were my first kiss.

You were too old for me then;

I walked out on you.

Your eyes held rainbows.

No matter how much it rained,

you were still sunshine.

Where did you come from?

You tasted like Jazz music.

Summer was too short.

You were a senior.

We never even dated.

I was your first kiss.

Legend to the town,

kissed me in a parking lot.

Haven’t seen you since.

Brief but beautiful.

We probably kissed too much,

never talked enough.

You were wasted time.

Thanks for kissing me senseless,

but you weren’t that great.

There is too much here.

One big mess, but I love you.

(Even when I don’t.)

Somewhere, we made it.

You are still my Golden Boy,

I hate missing you.

I had lost control.

Drunkenness overtook me;

you took advantage.

In a crowded room,

I finally saw you there.

But you weren’t the one.

187 Syllables: A Brief History of Kissing
Corinne Caraway
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My daughter will have love-
ly fingers. When we sit on rusty 
swing sets in older parks, she will 
pinch them in the metal chains. 
She will fall off, holding her hand 
first to her chest, whimpering. As 
she begins to cry, she will stick 
the finger in her mouth and wait 
for me to come over to see what’s 
wrong. She will undeniably reach 
up to me with her other hand, cry, 
“Mom it hurts.” I will scoop her up, 
set her on my knee and inspect the 
tiny finger. The cut will be small, 
only discernable because of how 
red her pinched skin is.

Through snot and tears, she 
will look at me with big green eyes 
and ask, “Mom, why do I have fin-
gers?”  

I imagine I will laugh and 
hold her close into my chest. I will 
love the way she feels on my chest. 
I will push back her hair from her 
face, kiss her forehead and tell her:

“If you didn’t have fingers, 
how would you hold my hand 
when we cross the street? Or how 
would you pick me all those dan-
delions? You see, fingers are so 
important, my dear. Today, even 
though they got stuck, you were 
able to go so high on the swing! 
Can you imagine if you didn’t have 

fingers? Honey, you would’ve fall-
en off and landed in the dirt. Or 
worse, maybe you would’ve kept 
going up and up and up and up 
and up and then you’d be lost in 
the sky. I need you here with me. 

And tomorrow, when you 
go to school, if you didn’t have 
fingers how would you paint?  Or 
draw? Or write? How would you 
make the faces at Mrs. Stucky? Oh 
come on, of course I know about 
the faces – I see you practice them 
with Elliot at the house. And Elliot! 
How would you play with her if 
you didn’t have fingers?”

At this point, my daughter’s 
fingers will be in my hair, twirling 
the small bits at the nape of my 
neck as she listens to me explain 
why she needs them. She won’t 
hear me say how in a few years 
she will need those fingers to hold 
hands with a boy who likes her or 
how they might protect her from a 
boy who lusts after her.

No, I won’t tell her how she 
will spend hours in a bathroom 
one night pulling at skin, asking 
why things don’t fit where they are 
supposed to. I am afraid that she 
will develop my obsession with 
perfection, that one night of pull-
ing at skin will turn into a routine 
that takes hours out of her day. I 
am afraid that she will use those 
fingers to cough up everything she 
ate that night because she doesn’t 
look right. 

My mother showed me how 

Daughter
Jordan Cooley
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lovely fingers can be. She is a paint-
er, and the way she holds a brush 
and creates life, creates perfection, 
has always enchanted me. It is 
effortless for her to take a picture 
and recreate it on canvas. 

I think that is why when she 
looks at her body as canvas, she 
uses those fingers to try and create 
something perfect. I remember 
nights sitting on her tub, watching 
her pick and pull. I would watch 
as she traced fingers over her skin, 
looking for bumps, or fat. For 
hours we would be in that bath-
room and talk about how to be 
beautiful. 

There was one night in par-
ticular, I remember standing next 
to her as she brushed her teeth. I 
noticed how my stomach stuck out 
further than hers. My hands rest-
ed on my belly as I sucked in and 
pushed out.

“How do I get my tummy to 
lay flat like yours, mom?” I asked.

Wiping her mouth, she 
turned around and looked at my 
stomach. She began to explain 
how muscles work and how I can 
start developing them by standing 
straighter and being conscious of 
keeping my belly button towards 
my spine. 

“It’s all about being aware 
of how you look all the time,” she 
said. 

I was maybe nine when we 
had this conversation. Since then, I 
have developed bulimia and every 

time I walk in front of mirrors or 
windows now, I think about how I 
need to stand straighter or hold my 
stomach in more. 

I am afraid that I will give my 
daughter this same example.

As she falls asleep on my lap, 
her fingers still in my hair and snot 
crusting on her nose, I will think 
of this. 

I am afraid to have a 
daughter.  

I tell my mom this almost 
every time I go home, it inevitably 
coming up because the women in 
my family love little girls. We love 
the way they laugh, all high pitched 
and not caring. It reminds us that 
there was a time where we didn’t 
care either. And we love how their 
hair looks in pigtails and bows and 
how they hate having their hair in 
pigtails and bows. Mostly, we love 
how small their hands are, how 
delicate their fingers are.

So when little girls pass us as 
we walk through downtown McK-
inney and we all coo saying, “Isn’t 
that one adorable?” my mom as-
sumes this means I want one. 

She says, “I would have an-
other, but Rob would kill me. I 
guess I’ll just have to wait for you 
to have one.”

This is where I awkward-
ly laugh and explain how I don’t 
know if I want to have children, 
much less a daughter and that 
there’s a high possibility that my 
brother will probably get a girl 
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Mira Rhodes

pregnant before I decide to have 
one.

My mother rejects this every 
time, partly because the idea of 
my 17-year-old brother getting a 
girl pregnant makes her nauseous. 
Mostly because she is convinced 
that one day I will “meet the right 
guy and it’ll all make sense.” She 
never has asked me why I don’t 
want children.

I will think about these con-
versations as I set my daughter in 
her car seat leaving the park. I will 
still be afraid of having a daughter 
at that point, but I know that I will 
do my best to show her that her 
fingers and her hands are meant 
to create, that they are meant to be 
messy; I will show her how to love 
herself more than her hands could 
ever hold. 

By the time I have a daughter, 
I will have taught myself how to 
love myself more than my hands 
could ever hold. 



1111
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Charlie is pretty sure he is 
walking in circles. He can’t be 
positive; he can’t remember why he 
is in the woods or where the woods 
are. All he is sure of is that he has 
passed this same stump at least 
two times previously. The stump 
is not unattractive. It is actually 
quite handsome, as far as stumps 
go. It is not too covered in moss 
and has a pleasant height to width 
ratio. This stump is Charlie’s only 
anchor to reality. The stump, at 
least, has returned to him. Charlie 
cannot say the same for anything 
else. His memories, each and every 
one, from yesterday to his own last 
name, are elsewhere. The shadows 
of these memories, the echoes of 
their shadows still remain, like 
blasted silhouettes of information 
against the cave wall of Charlie’s 
skull. For a moment he considers 
sitting on the stump and waiting. 
Certainly someone will come 
looking for him eventually. Charlie 
assumes he is the type of person 
with friends or family that would 
come looking for him if he went 
missing. Again, he can’t be positive. 

The stump is surprisingly 
uncomfortable. Charlie decides 
sitting and waiting is not his best 
course of action. He will pick a 

direction and go that way until 
something stops him. He hopes 
that that something will be 
civilization or a person, or some 
body of water. Charlie is thirsty. He 
also considers the possibility that 
the something that stops him from 
continuing in his chosen direction 
could be less than ideal. He could 
encounter a bear, he thinks, or 
the face of a cliff. Charlie thinks 
about what he would do in either 
situation. His instinct tells him he 
is incapable of taming a wild bear, 
nor free climb the side of a cliff. 
He pushes these things out of his 
mind.

He begins walking in a 
direction. His choice is arbitrary. 
He assumes every cardinal 
direction has the same possibility 
of resulting in a positive or 
negative encounter. Besides, he 
doesn’t know east from south.

When Charlie comes across 
a long-dead fallen tree, he stops 
walking. He thinks he should 
maybe pull a limb from the dead 
tree. If he comes across an incline, 
he could use the added leverage 
of a walking stick. If he comes 
across a dangerous wild animal, 
he can use the stick as a weapon. 
Something like a memory simmers 
to his mind: animals are more 
afraid of him than he is of them. 
He doesn’t fully believe it. He 
cannot think of a scenario where a 
bear could be more afraid of him 
than he would be of it. Maybe if 

Charlie is Lost
Zander Mapes
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he pulls a limb from the dead tree 
he will be less afraid of whatever 
comes next. He takes a limb from 
the tree. It comes free with a loud 
snap. He practices swinging the 
stick and hopes that it only ever 
has to be a walking stick.

Several yards later, Charlie 
notices that he relies heavily on his 
new tool. Has he been limping the 
whole time? He cannot remember. 
He does not know how old he is, 
but his bones do not feel young. 
The backs of his hands seem 
wrinkled and worn. He can feel 
small tufts of hair when he touches 
his ear. Charlie stops walking for 
some minutes to think. He has no 
way to measure time; it must be 
after noon. The sun is high above 
him, seemingly directly above his 
head. Rises in the east, falls in the 
west. He hadn’t the forethought to 
take note of from which direction 
the sun had risen. Just a matter of 
time before the answer presents 
itself. The air is hot and it is heavy 
with moisture. Charlie has sweat 
heavily into his shirt. He wonders 
if he is in a rain forest, and why he 
would be in one alone. The noises 
of the forest seem much louder 
when standing still. Without the 
sound of his own feet falling on 
the damp ground, he can hear 
the life-sounds of hundreds of 
insects and small animals. He is 
momentarily overcome by his own 
insignificance. All of this around 
him, the forest, its inhabitants 

would continue almost exactly the 
same whether he was there or not. 
His presence is transitory, and the 
trees and dirt and creatures around 
him do not hesitate to inform him 
of his worthlessness. A bird shrieks 
a harsh note many feet above 
him, agreeing and supporting his 
thoughts. He stops himself from 
crying and continues walking.

Charlie thinks he is covering 
ground fairly quickly. Certainly, 
he believes, he is moving faster 
than the average person his age, 
whatever it may be, and will be out 
of the forest in a matter of hours. 
He cannot know for sure, but this 
positivity propels him forward. 
He expects to find a small cabin or 
the pavement of a small winding 
road on the other side of every 
upcoming tree. Before long he is 
exhausted, both from the walk and 
from the constant expectation. He 
stops and sits with his back against 
a tree. He will take a short break. 
He will catch his breath. Charlie 
just needs a moment.

A sniffling sound wakes 
Charlie. He cannot see. He has 
gone blind. He panics. He pulls 
himself up with the help of the 
tree at his back and the stick he 
took earlier. Someone is speaking. 
They are muttering “Oh God!” over 
and over again. Charlie realizes he 
himself is saying this. He gathers 
himself and begins to yell with 
intent. “Help!” and “Someone!” 
and “I’m lost! I need help!” fill the 
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forest around him. Charlie can 
see something. Does he possess 
echolocation? No. His eyes are 
adjusting to the darkness. He has 
not gone blind; the sun has set.

Charlie manages to calm 
himself. He is not blind. That is 
excellent news, potentially the best 
news he has ever heard. Certainly 
the best news he can remember. 
He remembers that he was awoken 
by the sound of something sniffing 
him. Bears appear in the dark. 
There are dozens. Every tree has 
become a bear. They are sniffing 
him, teeth showing. They want 
to eat him. He is paralyzed with 
fear for several seconds. When 
nothing happens, Charlie returns 
to the ground. He assumes the fetal 
position and puts his head between 
his knees. He begins rocking back 
and forth. His eyes close and his 
hands cover his ears. Tears flow 
freely down his face.

The sun wakes Charlie as it 
rises the following morning. He 
feels an immediate, intense fear but 
cannot remember why right away. 
Then he remembers the bears 
and sits up very quickly. There 
are no bears. A piece of Charlie 
realizes that there were never 
bears. A deeper, more existential 
fear begins to set in. He pushes it 
aside. He is extremely thirsty. He 
knows he needs water as soon as 
possible. Charlie believes as long 
as he continues in the direction he 
was going, he is bound to solve his 

problems, one way or another. If 
he does not find people, he will at 
least find water and probably some 
food. Thinking about food was a 
mistake. Charlie is now hungry.

Charlie stands and stretches. 
It is the best feeling he can 
remember, the stretch. He looks 
around. Which direction was he 
heading before he sat down and 
fell asleep last night? He cannot 
remember. The stick he took 
from the dead tree is not on the 
ground around him. Charlie must 
have moved during his panic. He 
searches for a few minutes, cannot 
find the stick. He is sad. Charlie 
had grown fond of his stick. Terror 
drags long claws down his back. 
They leave deep gashes, sweat 
turns to blood. He has ruined 
everything. Charlie turns in every 
direction. He can see everything 
but he is engulfed in a new form of 
darkness. He can no longer see the 
direction he was so sure was the 
correct one just hours before.

Charlie calms down. This 
time, to choose a direction to 
follow, Charlie puts his back to 
the sun. The sun has never gotten 
lost or come to in a strange forest, 
Charlie is fairly certain. The sun 
must know something about 
directions that he does not. There 
must be something to the west.

By noon, Charlie’s mouth 
feels like dry cotton. It is coated in 
thick saliva that is very bitter when 
swallowed. Charlie starts gathering 
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it in his mouth, swishing it around, 
and then spitting it. These actions 
momentarily make his mouth 
feel less dry. The leaves that coat 
the ground of the forest appear 
damp. Charlie begins sucking on 
the leaves. He eats one but it is not 
easy, and does nothing to ease his 
hunger. The moisture in the leaves 
helps. Without the dry mouth, he 
finds it easier to focus on the pains 
in his stomach. He notices that his 
ankles hurt with each step. Is joint 
pain a symptom of dehydration? 
Charlie does not think so. He 
hopes his ankles are not signs of a 
greater, potentially fatal problem. 
By now, Charlie is worried he will 
not make it out of the forest.

In order to distract himself 
from the misery of his situation, 
Charlie ponders his own existence. 
Who was he in the world before 
his memory loss and before the 
forest? While he doesn’t believe 
he could scale a mountain, he 
does not believe he is completely 
lacking in athletic ability. He rules 
out the possibilities of a desk job 
like an accountant or receptionist. 
Philosopher leaves a pleasant taste 
on his mind’s tongue. Philosophers 
are probably not well-known for 
their athleticism, but maybe he 
jogs every morning. Thinking 
about moving brings him back 
to reality. The situation has not 
improved and Charlie is beginning 
to believe that the situation may 
never improve. He pushes those 

thoughts out of his mind. He just 
has to keep moving, no matter 
what.

Does Charlie live a good 
life? This is the first time he has 
considered himself from the third 
perspective. He realizes if he 
knows his name, he must know 
everything. It’s not a matter of lack 
of memory, but inability to retrieve 
the memories that must be there. 
He stops walking for a moment 
and focuses all of his energy on 
trying to remember something. He 
thinks about charlie, his name as 
a unit of memory, stripped of bias 
and connotation, a building block 
or a first step, a single bit in the 
vastness of his mental microchip. 
What comes after charlie? What 
precedes it? Can he prescribe 
importance to charlie without the 
context of his life. Is he Charlie? 
Can he be any more than charlie?

He continues walking. A 
river must be just up ahead. A 
river and a house, complete with 
a happy, informative owner. He is 
just moments away from finding 
out he is in Ottowa or Portland or 
Brazil.

Charlie crests a hill and is 
deflated when there is neither a 
river nor a house. There isn’t even 
a stream with an outhouse. There 
is nothing but more trees. In every 
direction, all he can see are more 
trees. Charlie can see no end to 
the forest in any direction. He is 
ready to give up. He looks up to 
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the sky. It is beautiful, blue, clear. 
If he could fly he could be out of 
the forest in no time at all. Charlie 
straightens his arms, pointing his 
fingers at the ground. His fingers 
spread as far apart as they can go. 
His body separates as much as 
possible. The trick to flying is a 
perfect distribution of body weight. 
Charlie closes his eyes. His body 
lifts slowly into the air. He rises 
steadily. The wind, uninterrupted 
by trees, playfully slaps his cheeks 
in short gusts. His shirt whips 
about and his shorts billow. He 
is thirty feet above the ground 
-- now fifty, eighty, one hundred. 
Charlie wants to rise forever. He 
never wants to touch his feet to the 
ground again. His earthly time is 
over. Now he is a creature of the 
sky. He wonders which type of bird 
would most accept him and his 
presence. He believes the answer 
is penguins and he is slightly 
disappointed.

Charlie opens his eyes and 
his feet are back on the forest floor. 
Tears appear in the corners of his 
eyes but he fights against them. 
He does not know what to do 
next. Returning the way he came 
is not an option. The three other 
directions may be a mystery, but 
turning around meant accepting 
death. He does not know who or 
what he was, but he knows with 
certainty that he was not someone 
who gave up. He will keep walking 
until he collapses and is entirely 

unable to move. 
When Charlie continues 

his pilgrimage, he notes that the 
sun is beginning to set. There is 
maybe two, two and a half hours 
of sunlight left if he is lucky. The 
phrase makes him smile. A chuckle 
escapes his lips. If he is lucky. 
What about his situation could 
be considered lucky? He has not 
encountered any hungry bears, 
only figments. That is pretty lucky, 
Charlie thinks. He laughs. The 
chuckle turns into more and now 
he cannot stop. The laughter grows 
stronger and stronger until Charlie 
can no longer walk straight. He 
stops, shaking with laughter. He 
falls to his knees. His whole body 
is contorting. He falls on his side. 
As he laughs himself to sleep, the 
sun dropping lower into the sky, 
the thought of never waking up 
occurs to him. These may be his 
final moments. Despite it all, he is 
content. At least he died laughing. 
That has to mean something, 
Charlie thinks.

The morning sun awakens 
Charlie. At first he is very 
comfortable. The leaves on the 
forest floor make it soft. It is not 
unlike a very inadequate pillow, 
lumpy and incorrigible. Still, he 
is glad to have these comforts, as 
minimal as they are. And then his 
body reminds him that he is both 
thirsty and hungry. Pains shoot 
through his entire body. Every 
muscle movement is an intense cry 
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for water. His bones crash together. 
He can hear them colliding. They 
are the loudest things he has ever 
heard. This is what planets, in 
all their vastness and calculated 
movements, sound like when 
some catastrophic thing, some 
gravitational anomaly or untimely 
supernova, causes planets to lose 
themselves and fling themselves 
together in some twisted attempt at 
realignment. Charlie wants to stop 
moving, tries to stop moving, but 
finds that that offers no improved 
comfort. The pain is not a result of 
his movements. It is permanent. 
Charlie does not expect to live 
much longer, but he still cannot 
help but think of the misery of an 
existence riddled with this sort of 
pain. 

Charlie considers suicide. 
He is ready to hurt no longer. 
The idea is not feasible. The pain 
that would come trying to find an 
efficient method of termination is 
insurmountable. All he can do is 
wait. Either he will eventually lose 
consciousness and die, or the pain 
will abate. Charlie cannot figure 
out which one he would prefer. The 
implications of continuing with his 
march are overwhelming. He does 
not want to take one more step. On 
the other hand, regardless of what 
he tells himself, Charlie knows that 
he does not wish to die. 

Charlie compares his 
existence to that of a fly. The extent 
of his known life has been this 

forest. His life began mid-stride. 
As far as he knows, this is his 
third day in the forest. How long 
do flies live? He thinks it may be 
three days. He also admits it could 
be many more than that. Twenty 
one days? Thirty? The thought 
of being in this forest for twenty 
one or thirty days nauseates him. 
If he was a fly he could probably 
survive in this forest. He is mired 
in the irony. How interesting that 
he could be so outmatched by 
something so insignificant. For a 
moment he strongly desires to be a 
fly. He tries to think of ways that he 
is superior to a fly. He has a family, 
maybe. There are people out there 
looking for him and a group of 
people that miss him, maybe. He 
has a complex, multi-faceted brain 
that supports self-awareness and 
reflexive thought. Does a fly have 
that? Maybe.

The rain does not 
immediately register on Charlie’s 
consciousness. He is thinking 
about flies and death and sadness 
and the energy of life and all of the 
things he is lacking. When it hits 
him, it hits him like an explosive. 
He is immediately upright, head 
cocked, mouth open. The water 
fills his mouth and overflows. He 
holds it there for several seconds 
and then eventually swallows a 
gulp-full. The immediacy of his 
relief is outstanding. He feels better 
than he ever has. This is not just 
any rain; it is poured from the 
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overflowing cup of Christ himself! 
Charlie is redeemed and fulfilled! 
What else does he need but the 
faith of the Lord and this water 
from the heavens? Nothing! The 
Lord provides!

Charlie realizes he is still 
hungry. He stands and looks 
around. A nearby tree has thick, 
curved leaves. They form a sort of 
cup or bowl. Charlie plucks a leaf 
and holds it, allowing it to fill with 
water. He drains it and lets it fill 
again. He takes one hand and dips 
his fingers in the water. The ripples 
are mesmerizing. Charlie’s stomach 
makes a noise. He needs food. He

 tries to think of what is edible in 
a forest. He picks a direction and 
begins walking. His journey has 
gone this far on nothing, he thinks. 
His journey must continue. He has 
faith that he will find food.

The rain falls for three hours. 
To Charlie, it falls forever. It alters 
the very fundamental makeup of 
his understanding of the world. 
There is nothing but rainfall. No 
alternative exists. Every minute 
of every day is marked by the 
consistent downpour of water. The 
rain eventually stops and Charlie 
is equal parts devastated and 
relieved. He weeps. A quiet part of 
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him remembers the time before 
the rain: the pain, the dread, the 
defeat. Every changing moment 
of Charlie’s life is like the cruel 
shaking of a goldfish’s bag. 
Charlie’s primal understanding of 
the world around him is shifted 
with every new experience. He 
cannot appreciate this newborn-
innocence. It is more terrifying 
than mind-expanding.

Charlie finds mushrooms 
and various alarms go off inside his 
head. He claws at them, shoveling 
them into his mouth at the same 
time as he comes to understand 
their danger. He pauses, mid-chew. 
He considers the pros and cons 
of eating these mushrooms. Pro: 
hunger relief. Con: potentially 
fatal poisoning. Miscellaneous: he 
has already begun eating them. 
Stopping now does not save him 
from the potential toxicity. So, he 
continues. He eats them all and 
then he sits. Twenty minutes pass 
and much of Charlie’s strength 
is replenished. He dares to hope 
that the mushrooms were not 
poisonous. He stands again and 
continues to walk.

Charlie becomes consumed 
with walking. His only mission 
is to continue placing one foot 
in front of the other. He can do 
this forever. This focus makes the 
journey much simpler. Charlie 
smiles at himself. He creates 
a system for his steps. Every 
third step with his left foot is an 

extended stride. Every other step 
with his right foot is an extended 
stride. Charlie looks ridiculous. 
There is nothing about his system 
more efficient than a basic step. 
Charlie does not know this and 
refuses to allow the notion to enter 
his mind.

Something like six hours 
later, another person sees Charlie 
for the first time in eighty six 
hours. Charlie’s face has been on 
the news for most of the last two 
days, but Dick doesn’t watch the 
news much. Most of Dick’s time 
is filled with chopping firewood, 
hunting, and the various other 
difficulties of living a hermetic life 
in the North Central Washington 
Basin. Dick’s cabin is fifty three 
miles from the next closest 
structure, not including Dick’s 
outhouse. At seven-oh-eight in 
the evening, Dick has split the 
last of his firewood for the week. 
His axe is lodged in a thick base 
stump. He is removing his work 
gloves, wiping the sweat from his 
forehead, letting out a heavy sigh 
of a job well done, and noticing 
a strange man hobble – this is 
not Dick’s first choice to describe 
how Charlie was moving, but 
Dick also cannot think of a better 
term – across the northern-most 
edge of his property. There is one 
telephone on Dick’s land, and is 
used exclusively for emergencies. 
In the four years Dick has called 
this copse home, he has not 
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touched the telephone once. The 
phone has watched the copse grow 
larger, Dick clearing trees every 
day, foot by foot expanding his 
land. The device refuses to work 
the first, second, or third time Dick 
attempts to make a call. On his 
fourth attempt, however, Dick gets 
a dial tone, and Ms. Cynthia, fifty-
three miles from Dick’s hermitage, 
three miles from the Whochitchen 
City border, receives an incoming 
call. When she answers, she is 
overwhelmed by a loud, short 
screech and approximately four 
seconds of pure static. Then, 
in between bursts of static, Ms. 
Cynthia, begins to hear fragments 
of what could be almost anything, 
she thinks.

“Hello?”
“ ---- some fool ---- walking I 

guess ---- police ----“
“Hello? Who is this? I can 

barely hear what you’re saying.”
“Dick. Rich ---- Can you ---- 

Hello?”
“Dick? Richard Clark? Are 

you still out in the forest?”
“---- Cynthia, please. Some 

ridiculous fool came running ----. 
Can you call the police?”

“Honey you aren’t making 
any sense. What about the police?”

“Call them! Tell them 
someone is wandering towards the 
North Cascades, about thirty miles 
south of the Canadian border. I 
don’t know where he came from 
but he did not look good----Some 

old guy.”
The conversation continues 

for several minutes until Ms. 
Cynthia is satisfied with the details 
she needs in order to call the 
police. Within the hour, two dozen 
park officials set off to search 
the northernmost portion of the 
Washington Mainland. By nine-
oh-clock a coordinated search is 
underway. At eight-forty-three the 
next morning, Charlie is found. 
He is speaking unintelligibly and 
seems set on continuing forward. 
He fights against the three park 
officials that grab a hold of him. 
Despite his greatest efforts, 
Charlie’s resistance is weak. He is 
stopped and carefully wrestled to 
the ground. He stops fighting and 
begins to weep. The park officials 
are scared of hurting him. It is 
obvious to them that he is very 
lucky to be alive.

Charlie is airlifted to a 
hospital, where he is placed in the 
intensive care unit. He is connected 
to various machines and apparatus, 
intravenously supplying him with 
necessary nutrients. He sleeps for 
twenty three hours.

When he wakes he is 
surrounded by people he does not 
recognize. He is forced to take in 
his surroundings all at once. He 
begins to panic. He grabs at the IVs 
and swings at the people around 
him. He screams “let me go!” over 
and over. He is sedated.

The next time he wakes up, 
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he is connected to the bed by thick 
leather handcuffs around his wrists 
and ankles. Many of the people 
from before are gone. There is now 
just a man in a white coat, whom 
Charlie assumes is a doctor, and a 
young woman. She smiles. There 
are tears in her eyes. 

The man in the coat speaks, 
“Good morning, Mr. Seabold. We 
are glad to see you awake.” 

Charlie groans but is unable 
to speak. His throat is dry. It is not 
like what he experienced in the 
forest. Here it is like tectonic plates 
have shifted and sharp, dry stones 
now extrude from the walls of his 
throat. The young woman grabs a 
plastic cup. In the cup is water. A 
bendy straw hangs its short end 
over the side of the cup. Charlie 
thinks it looks ashamed. Charlie 
takes a drink. It stings the insides 
of his throat, but it feels as if the 
stones begin to retract back to 
where they came.

Charlie is able to croak, 
“What happened?”

The doctor and the young 
woman look at each other. The 
doctor speaks, “You were in the 
forest for almost five days, Mr. 
Seabold. We believe you walked 
over one hundred and thirty 
miles from your family’s campsite. 
It’s a wonder you are alive. Can 
you tell me anything about what 
happened?”

“What am I?”
The doctor looks concerned. 

The young woman brings the back 
of her hand to her mouth and 
fights back what could be a sob. 
Charlie does not recognize her.

“Mr. Seabold, your family 
has told me you suffer from 
dissociative fugue, and that seems 
to be what has happened here. I 
believe you temporarily forgot who 
you were and wandered away from 
your family’s camp site into the 
forest. The stress of the situation 
prolonged your state. Barring 
further complications, your 
memory should fully return within 
two or three days. In the meantime 
–“

Charlie holds his hand out 
to the doctor. The doctor thinks 
Charlie wants a handshake. He 
grips Charlie’s hand and begins to 
shake, but Charlie pulls him down 
until their faces are inches apart.

Charlie makes sure the 
doctor understands his question, 
“What am I. Human? Fly? Bear?”

The doctor stutters, “You-
you’re human. You are Mister 
Charles Seabold. Charlie Seabold. 
Do you recognize your name? Do 
you recognize your daughter?”

Charlie’s eyes widen. He 
only understands part of what the 
doctor has said. He is Charlie. He 
lets go of the doctor and looks at 
the young woman. There is a sharp 
pain in his head, and everything 
goes dark.

Charlie is bedridden for 
three weeks. His leg muscles were 
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seriously damaged. The doctors 
believed he must have walked for 
at least thirty straight hours before 
the park officials found him and 
forced him to stop. For six days, 
he could not recognize any of his 
family members. They came and 
went in waves. Eventually Charlie 
realized that the hospital was 
restricting how his family could 
see him. When he was discharged 
from the hospital, he was driven 
home by his daughter. He looked 
out the windows at the trees for the 
duration of the car ride. He said 
very little.

He could not help but feel 
a certain sting of disappointment 
about his reality. He was not 
a philosopher. He never flew. 
He remembered most of what 
happened in the forest, but he told 
his family otherwise. He wanted 
to keep the experience to himself, 
allow it to affect only him. 

Every night Charlie dreams 
of flying up and up and up. 
Eventually he crashes through 
the clouds and is underwater. The 
water drains slowly through the 
hole Charlie has made. It circles, 
just like in a bath tub. When all 
the water is gone, Charlie kneels 
beside the hole and looks through 
it. Down on earth he sees a small, 
old man weeping at the conclusion 
of a great torrent.
 

Marilyn (pictured right)
Marina Buttecali
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“We are warriors,” Napoleon 
pounded his fists into the podium 
as his voice grew sturdier with 
every word. “Everyday, we wake 
before the break of dawn and put 
on our uniforms. From the second 
we put on those uniforms to the 
moment we take them off, we are 
at full service to the public. We’ve 
gone through rigorous training to 
do what we do. It’s a job that few 
people want, but everyone wants 
done. We will never for any reason 
cease our duties. We are clowns, 
and we’re not clowning around.” 
Napoleon finished his speech with 
a quick toot of his horn as a mighty 
applause filled the hot Hilton 
ballroom. 

“Remember, everyone: 
the circus resumes on Tuesday. 
We will be carpooling from the 
headquarters and leaving around 
9 AM or so. There are 73 of us, so 
I think we’ll need 2 cars this time. 
Enjoy the rest of your evening and 
remember to turn those frowns 
upside-clown!” The clowns yelped 
and hollered again, and the crowd 
dispersed. It was time for the 
afterparty to begin. Over at the bar, 
a lonely Marco asked the bartender 
to pour him a shot. He looked 
over at the rest of his cohorts, who 

danced, drank and conversed like 
they had known each other their 
whole lives. Marco downed the 
shot and ordered another. 

Napoleon was passing 
through the bar when Marco was 
just about to leave. “Napoleon! 
Napoleon!” Marco screamed.

“Oh. Uh... Hi Marco.” “That 
was a fine speech, sir! Hey, listen, 
I’ve been meaning to talk to you. 
How’s about we ride in the same 
car on Tuesday? I miss ya, buddy!”

“Carpool assignments are 
random, Marco. You’ll get your 
assignment via email on Monday 
night.” He began to walk off again 
when Marco grabbed his sleeve.

“Ah, come on! Squeeze 
me in! We never get to hang out 
anymore.” Marco’s eyes began to 
fill with tears, but Napoleon wasn’t 
having it.

“Look, I really must get 
going.” He retreated to the other 
side of the bar where shots were 
waiting for him with a clique of 
clowns. The bartender handed 
Marco the bill, and in return, 
Marco gave him four balloon 
animals.

“Sir, I don’t need all of this. 
Take your change.” 

“I’m not gonna be needing 
them where I’m going.” Marco ran 
out of the convention sobbing, his 
shoes squeaking all the way to the 
car.

It was Tuesday morning and 
Marco hadn’t gotten a lick of sleep, 

Black Hawk Clown
Parker Breaux
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too excited for his first day of the 
new season. His wife had typically 
scorned him for wearing his clown 
clothes to bed, but Marco always 
assured her that it saved time in 
his morning routine. He ran to 
the bathroom and began to re-
powder his face before practicing 
his routine in the mirror. Flowers 
bloomed from his right sleeve 
while balloon animals floated 
around the room. Marco tooted his 
horn in delight. 

“Marco, get out of the 
bathroom. You’re gonna be late for 
work.” His wife beat her first on the 
door. 

“Sorry, dear!” Marco opened 
the door and summoned a bouquet 
from his sleeves, all with a goofy 
smile on his face. She grabbed a 
pair of scissors from the dresser 
and sliced the arrangement in 
half. A frown formed on his face, 
smearing his makeup. 

Marco left the house in a 
quick sprint to the bus stop, his 
parachute pants flailing in the 
wind. He boarded the bus as soon 
as it arrived and took a seat near 
the back. Other people began 
filing through the rows, but not 
one of them sat in the two empty 
seats adjacent to Marco. Suddenly, 
he eyed a piece of gum stuck 
underneath the seat of a woman 
holding her baby to her chest. “Oh, 
candy!” 

He delightedly pulled the 
gum from the seat. Watching the 

gum stretch for several feet and 
then finally break filled Marco with 
joy. He clapped to himself before 
ingesting his newfound treat. The 
woman rolled her eyes and put her 
hand over the baby’s face. Marco 
smiled to himself, unphased. 

A few minutes later, the bus 
had arrived at the headquarters. 
All of the other clowns were 
already in the two yellow vans that 
sat at the corner of the parking lot. 
Marco checked his watch. It was 
exactly 9 AM. He wondered when 
all the other clowns had gotten so 
punctual. 

“Alright, I think that’s the 
last of us.” Napoleon said, peering 
around the parking lot.

“WAAAIIIITTT!!!!” Marco 
ran full speed for the pair of cars. 
He reached Napoleon, breathing 
heavily. “Where can I sit?” he said.

“I’m sorry, man. There’s just 
no more room.” 

“No more room?! Look at 
Genghis over there! He just did a 
cannonball through the sunroof! 
What do you mean there’s no more 
room?”

“Cars are full. I just don’t 
think you’re a good fit.” Napoleon 
turned towards the car and 
lodged himself among seven other 
clowns into the driver’s seat before 
slamming the door in Marco’s face. 
The cars drove off, swerving all 
over the road and wreaking havoc 
on traffic immediately. Marco 
began to cry. His tears lifted the 
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makeup from his face. He sat on 
the curb and began ripping his 
uniform from his body until he 
was completely nude. He tore the 
remaining bouquets in his sleeve 
and shredded the empty balloons 
in his pocket square. Suddenly, 
he had an idea. He looked at the 
colorful string of never-ending 
handkerchiefs in his pocket and 
then back up at headquarters. 
Someone had left the door wide 
open.

Marco entered headquarters 
unsupervised for the very first time 
in his life. The halls echoed with 
invisible laughter and horn honks. 
Every memory he had of this place 
came racing back, making him 
realize something: none of the 
memories he had were in the least 
bit pleasant. So, entering the first 
room he could find, Marco began 
to withdraw the handkerchiefs 
from his pocket, taking nearly an 
hour to do so. He hung it from the 
ceiling and fashioned a colorful 
little noose, hanging it loosely 
around his neck. He stood up on 
a chair and looked down at his 
feet. It was clear that Marco wasn’t 
clowning around this time. 

Marco leaped from the chair 
and was quickly brought back 
down to Earth when the sheetrock 
dislodged itself from the ceiling 
and came crashing down with his 
weight. Marco began to moan. “I 
can’t even hang myself right.” 

Defeated, the clown headed 

back home. He tied his tattered 
parachute pants around his waste 
to cover up his genitals before 
walking back to the bus stop. 
Suddenly, a loud honk claimed 
Marco’s attention. He turned 
around quickly, assuming the 
clowns had returned for him, 
but was saddened to see it was 
just another car laying on the 
horn while pointing fingers and 
laughing at his appearance. 

Arriving at the bus stop, 
Marco realized another man was 
already waiting there. He was 
dressed in full camouflage and 
combat boots. His hair was shaved 
on the sides and only a little bit 
longer on the top, resembling the 
hedges outside of Marco’s house. 
Several badges were pinned to 
the uniform, some on his chest 
and some on the shoulder. Marco 
quickly surmised that this man was 
in combat. 

“Howdy,” the young man 
said, turning to Marco and 
extending his hand. “The name’s 
Rick.” 

“Hi, Rick,” Marco said, 
reabsorbing a bit of hanging snot 
back into his left nostril. “Sorry, 
I’m not so much in the mood for 
conversation, I’m afraid.”

“Didn’t mean to bother ya, 
fella. It just looked like you were 
having a rough day. Ya know, I’ve 
had meltdowns before. Used to 
have ‘em all the time, as a matter 
o’ fact. But then I joined the 
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Army and things have been, well, 
different. None of that old baggage 
I used to carry really weighs me 
down anymore, ya know? Nothing 
over here matters.” He finished his 
thought and turned back around, 
resuming his wait for the bus. 

“I wish I could get rid of this 
baggage...” Marco sniffled, drying 
his eyes with his handkerchief. 
Realizing he may have piqued 
Marco’s interest, Rick turned to 
face him once more. 

“Look, if ya ever need 
anything, or just wanna talk, here’s 
my number.” A card appeared from 
Rick’s sleeve. Marco was delighted 
by the faux magic trick. He smiled 
and looked down at the card before 
tucking it into his parachute pants. 

The bus arrived and Marco 
boarded. He waited for Rick to 
join him but realized he was no 
longer there and the bench was 
completely vacant. Marco shrugged 
and marched down the aisle, sitting 
in the back row, and smiling to 
himself.

2 Years Later

“Quit clowning around and 
take the fucking shot already,” 
Lieutenant Lannes shouted 
in Marco’s ear. The target was 
hundreds of yards away and 
shrouded in dust. Marco couldn’t 
make heads or tails of his exact 
location. The dust storm was 
quickly approaching, and the 

soldiers didn’t have much time to 
eliminate the man they had been 
told to kill. 

Shivers ran down Marco’s 
body in waves, causing him to 
shake violently as he tried to 
steady the rifle. The target emerged 
from the dust cloud and began 
running for an abandoned bunker 
while Marco tensed his recently-
developed muscles, steadying his 
gun. He timidly pulled the trigger, 
watching the target, a mere black 
speck in the distance, drop to the 
ground. “Got him.” 

“Hell yeah! That’s what I’m 
talking about!” Lannes pumped 
his fist in the air and for a second, 
Marco thought he heard a horn 
quacking behind him.

“Wh-what was that?” Marco 
asked. 

“What was what?” 
“That... that noise! The horn!”
“I think you’re hearing shit 

again, private.” Just as Lannes 
uttered those words, the black 
speck rose from the bunker again 
and a storm of bullets left the 
barrel of his gun. Marco ducked 
behind the slab of concrete his rifle 
had been steadied on, but Lannes 
wasn’t so lucky. He fell to the floor, 
his legs collapsing beneath him and 
folding inwards. Lannes clenched 
his throat but streams of blood still 
managed to escape through his 
fingers. “You fuckin’ idiot! You said 
you shot him!” Lannes choked and 
gasped for air.
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Marco raised his head just 
slightly above cover, his eyes 
just barely coming into view. 
The black speck emerged almost 
simultaneously and released 
another swarm of bullets just in 
time. 

“Well don’t just stand there..!” 
Lannes cried, his voice growing 
hoarse as he began to lose his life. 
“Do something right! For once 
in your fucking life!” His head 
fell back down, smacking the 
pavement while his eyes went gray. 

Marco’s gaze narrowed while 
flames billowed in his pupils, 
just as the sound of horns started 
playing in his head all over again. 
Laughter ricocheted off the walls 
and for a second, Marco was 
back at the clown convention. He 
covered his eyes and ears when a 
sharp ringing overtook the horns 
and laughter. Suddenly, the noise 
ceased. 

Marco opened his eyes to a 
flash grenade sitting just a few feet 
in front of him. His vision blurred 
while the dusty desert landscape 
swirled around him. He reached 
for his rifle. With anger filling 
his heart and soul, he assuredly 
planted the rifle down before him, 
peeled his body off the pavement, 
and put his eye to the sight. 

The target was much closer 
now, making its way towards 
Marco and a near-dead Lieutenant 
Lannes. Marco zoomed in on the 
target and saw Napoleon staring 

back at him, a big red nose planted 
on his face. Marco’s nerves finally 
cooled and he took the shot with 
almost zero hesitation, confidently 
pulling the trigger while stabilizing 
his weapon. Napoleon fell to the 
ground, the blood pouring from 
his wound ruining whatever 
makeup he had left.
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33Public Library
Dean Elliott

There’s this guy
sitting 
next             to me in
        this library
who
      keeps looking
 over at my

computer screen
         trying to figure out
what I’m
writing

          Now his brow
              is
            furrowed
asshole
 asshole
  asshole
   asshole
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35Air Balloons (pictured left), Brainstem (pictured above)
Madison Smith
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I reached up to take my hat off, 
my fingers gliding across the tiny 
droplets of water that had already 
accumulated on its rim, and set 
it down on the dock next to me. I 
leaned back onto the palms of my 
hands and looked up, allowing the 
tropical rain to glide down my face 
before it seeped into the fabric of 
my long sleeved button-up. My 
ears filled with the sounds of the 
light drizzle pattering on the dock 
and the other boys hollering as 
they cannon-balled, fully clothed, 
into the New River.

It rains so much here that 
nobody minded it or really even 
noticed it. I really liked the rain, 
myself; it was my favorite part of 
nearly every day. I liked the way 
it cooled everything off and how 
it made the ground soft. Rain also 
meant plenty of crops, and now 
that I was older, crops were my life 
— except on days like today. On 
days like this, we came to Lamanai, 
which was once inhabited by the 
ancient Mayans, to enjoy our 
Sunday afternoons after church.

The wooden planks beneath 
me began to vibrate. I opened 
my eyes and turned around. A 
dozen or so tourists were scuttling 
gingerly onto the dock from the 
riverbank, making a hurried effort 
to escape the rain. Most of them 
ran past without looking at me, 
but a few of them gave me strange 
looks.  

“Mama, why is he dressed 

the same as all those other boys?” 
A young girl saw me and then 
pointed at the guys who were still 
flopping into the water and then 
climbing out, their clothes sopping.

“They’re Amish, sweetheart 
Don’t point. That’s rude, dear,” her 
mother answered before ushering 
the girl toward the boat. 

I looked down and laughed 
to myself. For the most part, 
I loved getting away from the 
colony and coming to Lamanai. 
The Mayan ruins never lost their 
enchantment, but the tourists 
were always far from endearing. 
I stopped correcting them a long 
time ago once I realized that it 
didn’t make a difference to them 
that we were Mennonites, not 
Amish. 

They didn’t really bother 
the other boys. That was mainly 
because hardly any of them spoke 
or understood English, which was 
the language most of the tourists 
spoke. My parents worked in 
the church, so they had learned 
English and passed it down to 
their children as well. Sometimes 
I wished I was oblivious to it, 
though.

The engine on the boat 
revved up, and it pulled away 

Neighbors From Abroad
DK Dickey
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from the shore with its passengers.  
Some of the boys in the water 
waved as the boat departed, but 
none of the tourists waved back.

The rain shower stopped 
soon after it began, like it always 
did, and it didn’t take long for a 
rainbow to streak across the sky 
against a background of clouds. I 
reached into the front pocket of 
my overalls and pulled out a bulky 
cell phone. It was nothing like 
the phones and cameras I saw the 
tourists carrying around, but it’s 
the best Gregory could get with the 
money I gave him. It took a lot to 
convince him I wouldn’t rat him 
out if I got caught with it anyway, 
so I was grateful for what I got. I 
flipped the phone open and held 
the camera up to snap a picture of 
the colors melting into the Belizean 
horizon.

“Jungen!” came a voice 
from the shoreline. “Lass uhn 
gehen!”  The other boys clambered 
out of the river and ran ashore 
where Gregory stood, stiff and 
lean, and called for us. The elders 
of the colony hired Gregory as 
a driver a few years ago after 
they decided that would be safer 
than taking the carriages on the 
highway, where there was no real 
speed limit and Belizeans drove 
recklessly to and fro. Originally 
from Germany, he could converse 
with the Mennonites, and he also 
spoke decent English and a bit 
of the Belizean creole that the 

natives spoke. He was giant and 
stone-faced, and he scared most 
of the younger boys whenever he 
drove them to town or to swim 
at Lamanai. He didn’t scare me, 
though.

I rolled up the pant legs of 
my overalls before standing up and 
racing to catch up with everyone. 
I washed them yesterday, and 
hand-washing mud from the hems 
wasn’t how I wanted to spend the 
remainder of my Sunday.

“Come on, Albrecht,” 
Gregory said when I finally made it 
to the riverbank, his eyes peeking 
out from the shadow his hat cast 
onto his face. He placed a firm 
hand on my shoulder and walked 
with me back to the sleek black car 
parked in the visitor parking near 
the ancient Mayan temples.

After about half an hour in 
the crowded vehicle, Shipyard 
Colony started to materialize in the 
distance. Gregory turned onto the 
bumpy road that led to the heart 
of the colony, kicking up dust into 
the rolled down windows of the 
car. We passed the numerous white 
provincial residences that were 
the humble homes of different 
Mennonite families. Pastures of 
deep green grass carpeted the earth 
inside the uneven wooden posts 
that fenced them. There were a few 
steel-wheeled tractors that were 
still being operated by those still 
tending to the fields in the early 
evening before supper.
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Gregory brought the car to 
a stop in front of the church, the 
officially designated pick-up and 
drop-off spot for anyone in the 
colony needing to be driven. I 
waited until the other boys piled 
out of the car, and then I reached 
into my front pocket and grabbed 
my phone. I handed it to Gregory 
from the back seat and patted him 
on the back. “See ya, Greg. Keep 
that safe for me,” I said. He grunted 
in response, taking the phone and 
shooing me out playfully. That 
was the deal we’d made whenever 
he agreed to get me the phone:  
I couldn’t take it back into the 
colony with me, where technology 
was strictly forbidden. Gregory 
didn’t want any reason to be fired 
and lose his handsome salary, and 
I didn’t mind either. It gave me 
something to look forward to.

My family’s piece of land was 
closest to the church, so I didn’t 
have too far to walk, but I kept a 
fast pace since I figured my mother 
would be finishing up supper 
soon. When I walked through 
the front door, fresh chicken and 
potatoes confirmed my stomach’s 
anticipation. I poked my head into 
the kitchen and greeted Mother, 
then made my way to the dining 
room where I could hear the rest of 
my family.

“Endlich!” Father said when 
he heard the floorboards creak and 
turned around to see me. “Happy 
to have you home! Mr. Adams, 

this is my oldest son, Albrecht. Al, 
meet Mr. Adams and his daughter, 
Amelia.” He motioned across 
the table. “They’ve converted 
and joined the colony today. The 
Lord is good!” A giant smile with 
charmingly crooked teeth spread 
across my Father’s face. I smiled, 
too, just because it was so hard not 
to when my Father did. I tipped my 
hat to Amelia, who looked about 
my age, and extended my hand to 
her father. He was a bald man with 
sharp green eyes. His shoulders 
were broad, giving his thick arms 
plenty of room to sit next to his 
body. He took my hand but didn’t 
return any smiles.

“We’ve come from the United 
States. My great-grandfather was a 
Mennonite. I’ve decided to return 
my family to that lifestyle. As it 
should be,” he said.

“Well, that sounds 
wonderful,” I said. “Will the rest 
of your family be joining us for 
dinner, too?”

“Oh, we don’t—” Amelia 
started to answer my question, but 
her father cut her off.

“This is the whole family.”
Amelia looked down at her 

hands folded in her lap beneath the 
table. I sat down across from her 
and tried to ease the awkwardness. 
I asked her father where they were 
from exactly, where their new 
home in the colony was, and so 
on. He conversed with my father 
and I curtly, but I wasn’t truly 
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paying attention to what he said. I 
was looking at Amelia from out of 
the corner of my eye. All I could 
really see was the top of her head; 
she didn’t lift her face up, even 
when my mother came in and set 
a steaming plate of food in front of 
her. Her eyes merely shifted to the 
plate, and she began eating silently 
once we’d blessed the food. She 
wasn’t wearing a bonnet, which 
was customary for women in the 
colony. Her brilliant red hair freely 
cascaded over her shoulders. I 
wondered if she was already having 
a hard time settling in or if she 
wasn’t sure what she was supposed 
to wear. It didn’t seem like her 
father would have been much help; 
where was her mother?

Mr. Adams and my father 
kept conversation at the head of 
the table, Mr. Adams’ American 
accent mixing strangely in the air 
that was accustomed to the low-
German dialects of my family. 
My mother, my younger brother, 
my two little sisters, and Amelia 
merely listened. Something about 
Mr. Adams made it feel like we 
weren’t welcome to speak.

Mr. Adams set down his fork 
and napkin suddenly. “If you’ll 
excuse me,” he said, pulling a lit 
cell phone from his pocket. My 
father’s eyes widened, but he didn’t 
say anything for fear of being rude. 
“I need to take this call. Finishing 
up my American affairs before we 
get completely settled.” He stepped 

out, and the front door closed 
behind him. The rest of us sat in 
silence for a few moments. My eyes 
dropped to my plate. I prodded at 
the vegetables on my plate, guilt 
surging from the bottom of my 
stomach up into my throat. I knew 
my father would be disappointed if 
he ever found out about the phone 
Gregory hid for me.  

“Why doesn’t your dress 
have sleeves?” Grace, my youngest 
sister, suddenly asked Amelia, 
whose gaze raised slowly from her 
plate. She glanced in the direction 
of the front door. She had the 
same green eyes as her father, the 
only resemblance I could see. I 
wondered if she kept things from 
her father, too.

“I don’t have any dresses with 
sleeves,” she said quietly.

“You can have one of mine!” 
My mother laughed. “I think 

Miss Amelia may be too old to 
fit into one of your tiny dresses, 
Grace. But perhaps we could find 
something in Leah’s closet that 
might fit her better,” she said. 
Amelia’s eyes lit up. “I believe Leah 
is still quite a bit younger than you, 
but you’re much more petite at 
your age than my Leah is at hers.” 
Leah rolled her eyes as Mother 
continued. “Do be careful of all of 
the potatoes and bread pudding 
here!”  

We were all laughing when 
Mr. Adams strode back into the 
room and sat back down. “I do 
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hope you’ll excuse me. I can’t wait 
to get rid of the wretched thing,” he 
said, patting his pant pocket, which 
again concealed the phone. My 
father just smiled.  

Dinner resumed just as it 
had been before he left: quiet and 
uncomfortable.  Amelia didn’t say 
another word. She helped Mother 
and Leah clear the table and 
followed them into the kitchen. 
The rest of the evening passed by 
quickly. Father and Mr. Adams 
disappeared onto the porch, and 
I helped Abram, my younger 
brother, with his studies and saw 
him to bed afterwards. Leah and 
Grace retired soon after as well, but 
I stayed up to see Mr. Adams and 
Amelia off with my parents.

I shook Mr. Adams’ hand 
again and bowed my head to 
Amelia, who was holding a couple 
of old dresses that Mother had 
fetched for her. “Let us know if 
there’s any way we can help with 
your settling in,” Father said.  
“Welcome to Shipyard; we’re 
glad to have you.  God Bless and 
good night.” Mr. Adams nodded. 
Amelia thanked my mother for 
her hospitality, and then the two 
of them headed off into the dark 
night that blanketed the colony 
with twinkling constellations 
of stars. I watched them walk 
down the pathway through the 
window, Mr. Adams trudging a 
good distance in front of Amelia, 
who clutched her new dresses and 

looked at her feet as she followed.  
I crawled into bed that night 

wondering about the strange new 
family. They didn’t seem like much 
of a family, which made me feel 
sad for Amelia especially. I said a 
prayer for her before drifting off to 
asleep.
 

The next time I saw either 
of them was three days later. I 
was finishing up on the tractor 
for the night. The Adams’ new 
home backed up to our wheat 
field, and the light from their gas 
lamps glowed through the kitchen 
window, casting shadows on the 
field as it hit fence posts at its edge. 
I drove the tractor toward the 
fence, where I’d park it and pick 
up where I left off the next day. 
I hopped off out of the seat and 
began to make my way back home 
when I heard shouting from the 
Adams’ house. I slipped through 
the fence and snuck close to the 
window, removing my hat and 
crouching down to remain unseen.  

Amelia was standing at the 
kitchen sink, her back pressed 
against the wooden counter. She 
was wearing one of the dresses 
Mother had given her. Her father 
was standing in the doorway, 
yelling while he shook an empty 
glass at her.  

“How many God damn times 
did I tell you to bring me another 
glass?” he bellowed. “When I ask 
you to do something, you drop 
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what you’re doing, and you do 
it! That’s what I moved you here 
for!” Amelia’s eyes were planted 
on the floor. “You’re as awful as 
your mother was.” Mr. Adams 
hurled the glass at the floor where 
Amelia’s gaze was fixed, and she 
jumped and let out a tiny squeal as 
it shattered into hundreds of tiny 
shards. “Now, clean that shit up,” 
he ordered before storming out of 
the room.  

I watched as Amelia dropped 
to her knees with a thud. She ran 
her hands over the top of her hair 
and down to her shoulders, where 
they clung until her knuckles 
turned white. She bit her lip and 
closed her green eyes, 
teardrops slipping onto her flushed 
cheeks. I stood helplessly and 
watched her pick up the pieces of 
glass with her fragile hands.
 

 

I felt a droplet of water land 
on my head and slide down the 
back of my neck. I looked up. It 
was starting to rain. More and 
more raindrops plummeted down, 
delicately soaking into the ground 
like the tears that stained Amelia’s 
hand-me-down dress. I needed 
to get home; Mother would have 
supper ready soon. I said another 
prayer for Amelia, hoping to see 
her again soon. Maybe she’d like to 
see Lamanai sometime. Maybe that 
would make her smile. I started 
hiking across the field that was just 
beginning to soften. I usually liked 
the rain.  
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we learned and loved
to flirt
with silvery slithers

we were so eager
to be better than Gold
but platinum was really just a
myth.

we decided
to be human,
to let the crew mutiny,
to predestine a
need
for self-fulfilling prophecies

to which we would say then
and for millennia thereafter:
“mind not the Redwood”

.

because we wanted to know
why the willow wept

so we bit it with crooked mouths
and were surprised
when it grew into medusa—
when we became stone.

yet somehow still surprised
when the scales fall off
and we see
bliss is much better
without ignorance
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mind not the Redwood
Steven Blake Harrison
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A young woman sits inside an attic, 
the walls layered with dust, perusing 
photo albums. After a moment of 
staring at a picture of a young man 
gazing out of the photo at her, a 
gentle half-smile on his lips, she 
closes the album and begins to speak 
to herself.

“In my ideal world, I meet my 
future husband in college. We 
fall madly in love over some 
splendorous college class 
discussion, and synapses exploding 
from intellectual discussion, I 
fall for his curly brown locks and 
he my quick wit - I did say ideal. 
After achieving the goal of Master’s 
degrees, he proposes, and we get 
married. We attain jobs, dwell 
in an apartment, enjoy life. He 
has the job he wants, I work on 
my PhD, and write a novel that 
will eventually turn bestseller. 
Comfortable and deliriously 
happy.”

At this point, the young woman 
stops speaking, stands, and 
begins spinning, quickly, stopping 
only when she bumps into some 
cardboard boxes. She smiles, and 
sits back down on the hard wooden 
floor, then lies down, arms 

spreadeagled, and after a few 
moments of her chest rising and 
falling heavily, she begins to speak 
again.
 
“For the sake of this discussion, 
we are going to depart from this 
perfect world. Husband and I 
are walking home one night, and 
begin to cross the street, looking 
both ways, despite there being 
nary a car in sight and the sign 
clearly flashes a green “WALK”. As 
we step onto those glowing white 
strips, he makes me giggle at some 
joke.  And there we are, strolling 
along, hand in hand, smiling and 
laughing. I can see him too - green 
eyes, brown hair, and jaw like the 
best friend from the movie Captain 
America. He makes me laugh, 
knows which buttons to push and 
challenges my opinions as soon 
as he would agree with them. We 
debate and sometimes I win, and 
even if I do not, he let’s me fluff up 
my ego through rationalization. 
Okay, well, sometimes. Sometimes 
he actually takes me down a notch 
because he does have some self-
respect. And here we are, in the 
middle of the street in a semi-small 
town, on a quiet night and living 
a completely ideal life. So what I 
do is scamper across the street, I 
am just so hyper from the happy 
feelings blooming inside.

He always takes his time, and as 
I turn around to berate him for 

What Happens When—
Aida Guhlin
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moving so slowly, I see the harsh 
lights shining on his face and -”

She sits up now and stares intensely 
at the hard wooden panels, and 
sticks a finger in a knot-hole in the 
panel directly in front of her. Her 
voice catches as she talks and tears 
begin to glide down her face.

“Before I knew what happened, 
the truck - an over-sized monster 
of metal grille and rubber tires -  
came careening around the corner. 
Standing there in shock, I feel as 
if I’m staring at a doctored photo; 
first, the love of my life is walking 
towards me, alive, heart pumping 
blood throughout his body and 
click! - now he is dead, squashed 
against pavement, his heart not 
moving, his blood streaming all 
over the ground.

In this unknown, ruined world, I 
am devastated.”

Her cheeks are red now, and eyes 
puffy. She stares at the wall in front 
of her. Her eyes beg a question to be 
answered.

“And what do I do now, months 
after the horrific accident occurs? 
My husband is dead – the man that 
I was completely in love with, who 
I decided was the one for life. He is 
gone and somehow, I am expected 
to keep living. Enjoying life. The 
concept, to me at least, is absurd. 

Losing my husband would be akin 
to losing my best friend. How do 
you move on from saying good-bye 
to your best friend in the entire 
world? Your significant other is 
dead – do you move on? Do you 
date again? Or must you resign 
yourself to being alone? What does 
someone do when the person that 
they saw as forever beside them 
departs early? 

She smiles through her tears in a 
self- deprecating manner and looks 
up at the ceiling; there is an ornate 
window, a skylight, ancient, wooden 
panes in a circle, and the bright blue 
sky, with clouds gliding by through 
the view. 

“Admittedly, I expect that my 
husband would die, maybe before 
me and we would be old anyway. 
We are talking fifty years later, after 
anniversaries and lots of pets and 
seeing the world and kind of tired, 
where sitting on the porch reading 
sounds just as fun as spending the 
summer in Italy once did. Then, we 
can die, he can die, I can die, then 
can my husband die.”

She looks away from the window 
and stands up again, and begins 
vigorously slamming albums closed 
and shoving them in the boxes from 
which they came.

“But not only a little while into 
everything!”
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A voice calls out, faint and tinny, 
from below stairs. “Anastacia, come 
downstairs now! Dinner is ready!” 
Anastacia stops in place at the 
voice, hands on the last page of the 
album she was most recently paging 
through, at the man staring out 
of the picture. She responds to the 
voice: “Coming mother.” Anastacia 
begins to lightly stroke the picture 
and speaks, voice quiet.
 
“Studies say—or so I have heard—
that with all the hormones 
rushing around inside teenagers, 
everything seems like the end of 
the world, or the beginning of their 
entire life. Perhaps, as a teenager, 
I am wildly imagining my future. 
Possibly, when I do fall in love as 
an adult, I will be able to handle 
the loss and move on.”

Anastacia closes the album. She 
gently packs it away, then scoots 
all of the cardboard boxes out of 
the center of the room, against the 
wall and then stands in the center 
again. She stares straight back at the 
wall she originally questioned and 
continues.

“However, a love like that, sounds 
so very boring. I want to be in 
love, so deeply in love with the 
guy. I want him to be the guy 
for me, whoever he may actually 
be—because I can fantasize, but 
I certainly do not know. I want a 
love that is so extreme that I almost 

hope I lose my senses if he dies. 
I would prefer if he did not die 
though, because the idea sends 
me around and around inside 
my mind, spinning. What does 
someone do with themselves when 
the love of their life dies? What?!”

She stares a moment longer, amid 
her mother’s calls for her to return 
downstairs. She walks forward, to 
a wall, which has a large portrait 
of an older man, in his early 
thirties. She skims a thumb over his 
forehead, where a messy curl hangs. 
She smiles shakily, takes a deep 
breath, then begins to walk away. 
About to flick off the light, she says: 

“I just thought of asking you, dad, 
because I thought mom might, 
well, you know. I promise to come 
back next week with another topic 
to discuss.”

The click of the light switch turning 
off echoes throughout the attic.
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David added another glowing 
bug to the jar as the sun set lower 
over the lake. It was past dusk now, 
but still not quite dark enough to 
be considered night, and the air 
was just cool enough to be deemed 
unusually chilly. He ran over the 
damp grass of his grandfather’s 
sloping yard, being careful not to 
step in anything unpleasant left 
behind by the numerous dogs 
that roamed freely around the 
place during the day. At a spot he 
estimated to be near the property 
line, he stopped and turned around 
to survey the area. 

Flecks of yellow light faded 
in and out at random intervals 
against a shadowy backdrop. Once 
one came near enough to him, he 
stalked quietly toward it until it 
went out. He kept his eyes glued to 
the spot until it lit up once more, 
and he changed his trajectory to 
bring him marginally closer to 
his target. After repeating this 
process several times, he eventually 
came near enough to track the 
insect in its unlit state. Carefully, 
tiptoeing over twigs and fallen 
leaves, he scooped the bug up from 
the grass and observed his latest 
find. For a while, he watched it 
climb confusedly over his fingers. 
It frequently attempted to take 
off, but, fortunately for David, 
it wasn’t terribly fast. He always 
managed to recapture it, scooping 
upward from below to force it to 
land on his palm as he had learned 

to do during his many summers 
of firefly hunting. He noted its 
differences from others he had 
caught that night, as he did with 
each of his newly acquired charges; 
it was rather small, and one of its 
antennae was broken off about 
halfway. It was scraggly, but it 
would do. He added it to his jar. 

Now, it really was getting 
late. David was sure his mother 
would be calling for him soon. Not 
too soon, though; he always made 
sure there was enough time to get 
down to the water’s edge and back 
in plenty of time. She didn’t like it 
when he got so close to the water 
by himself, especially in the dark. 
David made his way gingerly down 
to the lakeshore, trying to avoid 
stepping on nigh-invisible stones 
and shells. He rarely wore shoes 
during the summer; very few of the 
children in the area did. Down on 
the narrow strip of sand infused 
with broken glass and fractured 
zebra mussels that passed for a 
beach, David squatted down and 
waited as he had done every night 
this summer and many summers 
previous. 

Before long, two pairs of 
yellowish eyes were staring at him 
from just beneath the shallows. He 

Firefly Eaters
Allison Gant
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floated the tightly closed firefly-
jar in their direction and used 
a Y-shaped stick—which he had 
scouted out for this very purpose—
to push it out farther than he 
could reach with just his arms. The 
decidedly unwieldy boat moved 
gradually toward the submerged 
eyes, although the wind tonight 
was a bit stronger than usual, 
causing it to drift to the right a bit. 
A slimy hand, tangled in strands 
of seaweed and tinted green with 
years of algae, reached silently out 
of the water and grasped the jar. 
The two sets of eyes turned and 
swam away from the shore, leaving 
a slight ripple that wandered off 
aimlessly in all directions. 

Farther out, but still 
within David’s line of sight, two 
heads emerged from the gently 
undulating lake’s surface. He 
watched the slightly larger one 
(the elder brother, he imagined) 
twist the lid off of the jar and reach 
inside. He gave a handful of the 
jar’s contents to the smaller one 
before taking the remainder for 
himself. After finishing the meal, 
the larger one sank beneath the 
water. For just a moment, though, 
the small one turned to look back 
at David. It smiled at him; he could 
tell because of the faint light he saw 
shining from behind its teeth. Then 
it, too, hurriedly disappeared with 
a faintly audible splash. 

David waited a few moments 
longer in silence, but not for any 

particular reason. Before long, he 
stood up and made his way back 
towards his grandfather’s house. He 
continued to wander around the 
yard, making half-hearted attempts 
to catch fireflies so it would look 
like he was doing something when 
his mother came outside to fetch 
him. She wouldn’t miss the jar; she 
thought he’d lost it for good when 
he’d first set it afloat years ago, 
and she’d surely forgotten that by 
now. Unbeknownst to her, the jar 
has reappeared somewhere along 
the shore every day since then. Its 
exact location varies slightly due 
to daily changes in currents, wind, 
and boat traffic, but it is never too 
far from his grandfather’s dock.
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The Eckleburg Project would like to thank the 
University Writing Center for their continuous 
support and funding of the magazine, as well as 
Dr. Valerie Balester, Executive Director of the
University Writing Center. You help make all of 
this happen, and we are truly grateful.

To Florence Davies, thanks for being there 
as our academic advisor and friend when we 
needed it the most. You have been invaluable to 
the success of this magazine.

To Mic Check Poetry, you all rock. Thank you 
for always supporting us and making us a part 
of your community. 

To our great University, its faculty, its students, 
the creative community of Bryan/College 
Station, and every brave soul who shared their 
creative work with the editorial board, thank 
you for your support of this project and its 
creative vision.

And you, lovely reader, your eyes add to this 
project as much as the artwork itself. Our 
hope is that you will find infinitely more joy, 
inspiration, and comfort from this magazine 
than can be expressed on a simple 6x9” page.

To the hands and hearts that have influenced 
this work—

Cheers all around.

It truly takes a village to raise a creative project. 

—The Eckleburg Project Staff
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For updates on what we’re doing and weekly terrible 
puns, visit our website at www.theeckleburgproject.com 

or follow us on:

facebook.com/TheEckleburgProject

@LitTamu

@TheEckleburgProject

TheEckleburgProject.tumblr.com
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Stay [rose] Golden.
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