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Dear reader/visionary/appreciator of the arts/extra cool cat,

Grasped at your fingertips is the fourth issue of The Eckleburg Project. The 
journey to this issue has been nothing less than incredible.

This project began as an idea in the back rooms of the University Writing 
Center during November of 2012. Over the course of its growth from idea 
to nameless magazine to organization to The Eckleburg Project as you know 
it today, I had the privilege of joining it all in the Fall of 2013. Over the past 
issues, The Eckleburg Project has had the opportunity to share a truly aston-
ishing array of talent in visual and literary expression.

This is the third issue of The Eckleburg Project I have worked on; serving 
first as a Poetry Screener, second as Managing Editor, and finally as Edi-
tor-in-Chief. I am beyond blessed to be a part of this fantastic team. Above 
all, my work for this particular issue has shown me that putting a quality 
magazine together is not a one-person job; it requires a concerted effort and 
persistent dedication from a team of committed members and people like 
you who believe in us. You are just as important to the creative process of the 
magazine as the magazine itself. 

It has been my distinct pleasure to serve as Editor-in-Chief of The Eckleburg 
Project, and it is with more than a little pride that I welcome you to our 
fourth issue. 

May you find the meaning that you seek and the solace you desire.

May you be inspired.

May you be humbled by the journey as you sift through the vulnerable, hu-
morous, intriguing, and engaging art created by Texas A&M students.

Until next time,

Gabrielle Aguilar
Editor-in-Chief
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1summer, 2014, a wreck
James Leaf

the weird,
the porcelain,
the queer,
the fortune,

pushed out,
out

from beneath tiles
grabbing our ankles

kindly.

now we run down streets
(drunk in the snow)

and try to remember
our willing dead.
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Before the wagers of war
there hummed a glimpse of a time 
before wars were waging,
where the world had not heard 
what man had not spoke.
It was in a wall of stone in layers
where in each generation of solace, 
life’s shadow grew fainter,
that they peered into this mystery
of a time needing no measure
and a prophet needing no God.
And if they were to reach out
and touch it
they might feel a million years pass
that may overlook their lives.
Within there is accounted the 
world and its history
but the eyes upon it will leave it 
forever changed.

On the Host of Our Discord
Clayton Hensley



3Eagle on Scratch Board
Justin Probst



4 A Tricky Conversation
Blake Parsons

First dates are always tricky; 
they are even harder when you are 
befuddled and she’s asking ques-
tions about your past. A past that 
you desperately avoid thinking 
about.

It would be cliché to say that 
she is different, but in my expe-
riences in life she is. She’s drop 
dead gorgeous and has this certain 
meaningful look about her, like the 
sea under a full moon. It took me 
three weeks and two days, or as I 
tell my friends 3 shots and 2 beers, 
worth of courage just to ask her on 
a damn coffee shop “date.” I should 
mention that I’m not typically a 
coward about these sorts of things 
but she’s not a typical woman. I 
worried that perhaps I was project-
ing too much onto her and that she 
wouldn’t live up to it. Unfortunate-
ly, she did.

I took her to this café-bar down-
town right off 16 St. and Main 
Ave. It’s nice and quaint, not overly 
forceful on the romanticism in case 
she “just wanted to be friends.” 
On top of that they sell MacAllen, 
which always helps my anxiety. 
We met there to avoid any awk-
wardness in the case that this little 
experiment failed. Admittedly, 
there was a certain fatalism in my 
approach.

I arrived first and immediately 
acquired the two brown, plush 
leather chairs in the back cor-
ner. The chairs were positioned 
catty-corner to each other so 

4



5

that they shared an ottoman but 
didn’t force the occupants to stare 
straight at each other. A small 
wooden table stood between the 
chairs with a dim lit lamp. The 
whole scene reminded me of what 
you would expect to find in a nice 
lodge snuggled somewhere in 
some snow-covered mountains. I 
felt oddly at home with that. The 
chairs gave the option of looking at 
one another or at the entire café. I 
figured that if all other alternatives 
for conversation failed we could 
talk about the quirkiness of other 
people. Again fatalism.

She arrived promptly and we 
shared a clumsy hug. A waitress 
came by and asked for our drink 
order. To my relief she ordered 
wine, so now my scotch order 
was free of judgment.  At first the 
conversation was light - main-
ly get to know stuff like, “What 
are your goals?” or “What’s your 
favorite movie?” It took a turn 
when the latter question showed 
my age, which was a subject I was 
hoping to bypass because I knew 
what kind of conversation it would 
bring up. “So then what did you do 
between high school and coming 
back to college?” “Shit here we go,” 
I thought to myself. I called the 
waitress over and ordered my third 
glass of MacAllen. 

Typically when you tell someone 
you were in the army, they are ei-
ther overly appreciative or they ask 
a bunch of cumbersome questions 

like, “So what was it like?” or my 
personal favorite, “So did you kill 
anyone?” I was always confused by 
that question. When you say “no” 
this sense of guilt fills the air that 
both parties contribute to. Like 
somehow you aren’t a soldier until 
your first kill. But if you say “yes” 
then the person trying to get to 
know you, is suddenly in fear that 
they are conversing with a killer. 
Luckily, she asked no such ques-
tion. 

As soon as she opened her 
mouth I dreaded what was to 
follow. “Do you miss it? I mean not 
the whole war part obviously but 
the brotherhood and the training, 
you miss it?” I had never been 
asked that before. I suspect because 
most people jump to the conclu-
sion that I wouldn’t. But there was 
an error in her question and in my 
drunken state I was feeling obliged 
to correct it. As soon as I opened 
my mouth I dreaded what was to 
follow. 

 “To be honest war is the part I 
miss most.” Immediately, I regret-
ted my response. How do I vali-
date such a claim to someone who 
hasn’t the slightest idea of what war 
is? I suddenly understood why the 
greatest generation never really 
talked about their experiences. 

She didn’t seem fazed by my re-
sponse, which I couldn’t figure out 
if that made me more wary about 
losing her or if it impressed me. 
“Well now you have to elaborate!” 
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 she exclaimed. Her curiosity was 
understandable but I had no idea 
how to explain it. I took a sip of 
my drink to buy myself more time. 
And then another, at which point 
I knew that if the silence held it 
would only make matters worse. 

“It’s not the adrenaline that 
makes war a ‘drug’.” I figured I 
could start by dispelling popular 
myths. She was more to the point; 
“Then what is it?” I responded 
quickly like suddenly I was playing 
a word association game; “It’s a 
clarity of the mind.”

Without much pause I contin-
ued, “When that first bullet goes 
whizzing past your head there is no 
god because there is no such thing 
as religion. Instantly you are not 
worried about how you going to 
pay for your apartment back home. 
Or how you are going to finish that 
5 page essay for that stupid on-
line class you thought would be a 
good idea to take. Or what you are 
going to wear on a first date. If you 
have a girlfriend or a wife, for the 
first time since you left you’re not 
thinking about whether or not she’s 
banging Jodie.” At this point I fig-
ured every hope of this relationship 
prospering into something more 
was lost so I continued. “Look, war 
has changed. Gone are the days 
where we fight with swords and 
spears and I think that’s sad be-
cause there was reverence in that; 
but even still when that first bullet 
goes whizzing past your head this 

innate primal being comes out of 
you. It does what it has to in order 
to protect what is most precious to 
you. For me that was my friends. 
My brothers.” For the first time I 
paused. I noticed that her posture 
had changed. She was more up 
right with her back off the chair. 
This intrigued look overtook her 
face. Her wine glass hadn’t left her 
hand yet she was too concerned 
with the conversation to take a sip. 
I couldn’t get a read on her like 
trying to figure out the depth of 
the sea under the moon. How she 
felt about what I was saying or how 
she felt about me in general? I took 
a healthy sip to finish my fourth 
glass of scotch and proceeded to 
conclude my argument, “I read 
somewhere that the average person 
has roughly 70,000 thoughts a day, 
in war I can’t recall having a single 
one.”

Seemingly the noise of other 
people in the bar disappeared. I 
could hardly stand to maintain eye 
contact with the piercing silence. 
Mercifully, she broke the stillness, 
“I don’t think anyone has ever 
made war so appealing before.” If 
only that were true.



73  Point Face
Will Tallent
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“And that, everyone, is Sir Fluffy-
kins’ talent,” the narrator’s giggly, 
cheery voice drones. I barely register 
the words. I lean back in my chair 
and let out a contented sigh as she 
pointlessly encourages me to “like 
and subscribe.” As if.

In my drugged state of euphoria, 
I soak in the pleasant sensation of 
completion in the video’s aftermath. 
I don’t think of anything, really. My 
mind is numb. Hazy. That’s the beau-
ty of YouTube cat videos. This peace 
in between videos is, quite simply, 
unparalleled. There are only a few 
more seconds before the next video 
in the playlist starts. I’m ready.

But wait - What’s that? I see two 
cute ears - probably a cat’s - in the 
thumbnail of one of the videos in 
the related videos column. Curiosity 
piqued, I can’t resist. I casually pause 
the video and scroll down to get a 
better look.

Oh, never mind. It’s just a person 
cosplaying as a cat-human hybrid. 
That’s not interesting. Or funny. Why 
do people even post videos like that, 
I wonder, as my eyes naturally fall on 
the center of the screen. A sense of 
dread quickly overcomes me.

I’m in the comments section.
No, no, no. This can’t be happen-

ing. I’ve been warned about this— I 

struggle to remember my training. 
Avert your eyes, my instructor had 
told me, and scroll back to safety. I 
gasp at the exertion and spin the 
mouse wheel, just as I had been 
taught. I see the edge of the video. 
The gate is open, ready to let me in. 
I’m almost there, I assure myself, 
I’m almost safe.

At the cusp of freedom, though, 
I glance back. If I had been turned 
into a pillar of salt, it would have 
been mercy.

“This cat is fake and gay,” it 
reads. I’m confused, naturally. 
What does that even mean? Now 
ensnared, I inch down the page 
precariously, looking for answers.

There’s a reply. “+immortaljester 
No, he isn’t. This cat is as real as it 
gets – he’s a killer cat.”

My confusion deepens. What? 
I scroll down more, hopelessly 
trying to understand.

Another reply. “+naked-
nakey666 You’re right. This is 
actually Hitler’s cat. He was cryo-
genically frozen for over 2000 
years, but he’s been released to 
wreak havoc on the world once 
more. And anyone who believes 
otherwise is a Pinko-commie-lib-
eral-fascist!”

YouTube Comments Ruined My Life
Kyle Stone
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There are so many things wrong 
with that. But maybe, possibly, 
hopefully, he’s being sarcastic. Yes, 
that’s it, I conclude. This is just a bi-
zarre use of irony. He’s practicing. 
He’s a comedian. In fact, I realize, 
it’s kind of funny. In a silly way. In 
the sense that it’s so far gone that 
it doesn’t make sense. Humor can 
work like that, I tell myself.

His post is linked to a white-
house.gov petition to “End the 
tyranny of Hitler’s cat, ‘die Katze 
des Todes’.” There are over 50,000 
petitioners. According to the 
website, the President is going to 
address the “crisis” next week.

Not sarcasm, then?
“+BelieveNotDeceive2014 Keep 

preaching, man! ‘Sir Fluffykins’ 
(if that really is his real name) is 
on America’s Most Wanted and is 
a high-ranking operative in ISIL. 
YouTube needs to help the US take 
this bastard down!”

I scroll through the comments – 
aghast, afraid – looking for a shred 
of hope, intelligence, or decency. 
I read about how Sir Fluffykins is 
patient zero for Ebola, a prophet of 
the Flying Spaghetti Monster, and 
the mayor of Utah. Furthermore, he’s 
kidnapped Jeff Bezos and replaced 
him with an alien cyborg, orchestrat-
ed 9/11 singlehandedly, and invented 
chairs. No, not the chair. Chairs.

Finally, one comment jumps out 
at me.

“You’re all stupid,” it says. I let 
out a sigh of relief. Not everyone 

is insane. As long as there’s at least 
one, it’s not over. I finish reading 
the comment, “However, that’s 
obviously a stunt double.”

I wake up in a bright room. I’m 
rocking back and forth, gently, and 
chewing on my pillow. The door 
opens and a tall man in a white 
coat enters with two male nurses 
on either side of him.

“Hello, Mr. Smith. It’s me, Dr. 
Weber. How are you?”

I clutch the pillow tighter.
“That’s great. Here are your 

pills,” he sets the tray on the 
ground in front of me. I stare at 
it, and the tiny paper cup with my 
pills, blankly.

“Did you hear about how they 
finally caught Catzenstein, the 
war criminal who was conducting 
vicious experiments on humans? 
He was hiding in his underground 
laboratory on the moon,” Dr. We-
ber steps away from the tray. “This 
is a big day for all of us.”

I flinch and take the pills.
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what if these 
flames
consume us?
let them.
the conflagration 
will only
ignite the hearts
of our audience
as we joyfully
turn to ash.

X V XIV
E.M. O’Sean



11Grandad
Katheryn Scott 11



12 Petit Mort
Kayla Shelley12
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On May 16, 1582, Madame Co-
lombe Chatri died. When they cut 
her open, they found a fetus hid-
den in the cobwebs of her womb. 
Wrinkled like a turkey’s crest, the 
fetus resembled a stone—small, 
hard, brittle. Twenty-eight years 
earlier, Madame Chatri conceived 
this child. Her body showed all the 
signs of pregnancy—swollen feet, 
distended belly, ceased menstrual 
cycle—but she never gave birth. 
Eventually, she became pregnant 
again, delivering a normal baby. The 
surgeons didn’t uncover this anom-
aly until after she died, eager to 
plunge their scalpels into the stone. 
The fetus grew this way to shield its 
own mother from infection, the cal-
cification a barrier for disease. Piece 
by piece, they chiseled away at the 
growth. Upon revealing a female 
form from the wrinkled oval, they 
hailed themselves the new Michel-
angelo, placing her on the shelf of a 
French curiosity shop for others to 
gawk at.

~
I’ve been sitting in my mother’s 

womb for twenty-two years. I am a 
stone baby—a curled fist, calcified. 
A rock in the depths of my moth-
er’s abdomen—a pitted anomaly. 
I wasn’t always this way. Calcified 
to protect my own mother from 
myself, my skin has grown thick 
and wrinkled. She places her hand 
over her abdomen and feels me 
there, a resolute oval. This is not the 

outcome she expected for her child. 
Once so full of life, now, her belly is 
a mausoleum. A curiosity shop. A 
trunk for odd things. There is some-
thing wrong she thinks. How could 
my own body betray me like this? 
What a queer thing I have created. 

My thick skin shields myself 
from my mother and my mother 
from me.  It is the barrier of si-
lence. The barrier of unknowing. 
The stone is unspoken thoughts 
and years of denial. The longer I 
sit here, the harder I grow—the 
heavier my weight is to bear. My 
mother speaks to the lump in her 
belly. She’s not sure if I’m a child 
or a tumor but I’ve been here for 
twenty-two years now so she talks 
to me. She whispers I love you just 
the way you are but she can’t see 
who I am through the wrinkled 
turkey crest skin. 

~
The doctors told her that there 

was something wrong with her child 
but she wouldn’t listen. Everyday, she 
tells herself that this is normal—that 
I am normal. Nervously running her 
hands across this abdominal mass, 
her nails leave trails of red parallel 
lines in the soft skin of her belly. 
Sometimes, she sees other mothers 
with swollen bellies and wonders 
what it is like to feel life inside of 
a womb—how it feels when the 
umbilical cord pulses along with the 
beat of a mother’s heart. Can those 
mothers hear what their children are 
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thinking? she asks. Did I do some-
thing to make her like this? Who’s 
responsible for a child turning to 
stone?

Each year I grew smaller. The 
first gestational period came and 
went as I turned inward. Then the 
second passed. Next the third. My 
brother came during the fifth. He 
grew and flourished and I shrank 
into the crevices surrounding his 
excess, receding into our mother’s 
abdomen to make room for this 
loud, boisterous bundle of cells and 
life. He left after nine months in 
a rush of blood and warmth and 
coos of he’s perfect. Through the 
walls of thickened tissue, all I hear 
is he’s normal. Twenty-nine gesta-
tional periods later, I am still here, 
still a sinking feeling in the pit of 
my mother’s stomach. 

~
The man who discovered Ma-

dame Chatri’s stone baby drew a 
picture. He depicted Chatri, split 
from sternum to uterus, her stone 
baby huddled in her abdominal 
cavity. Her face reads relief plea-
sure eroticism peace rest. It reads 
free from her condition. With 
her organs on display and a light 
illuminating her face, the one who 
created the curiosity becomes a 
curiosity herself.  A shadowbox 
to display the oddity her body 
formed. She never got to see what 
her daughter was like. 

This same doctor titled this 
image “Petit mort” or little death. 
My mother feels this every day she 
carries my weight in her abdomen. 
So I thicken my skin, increase this 
barrier between mother and child 
to shield both of us. She wouldn’t 
like what she saw if doctors split 
her from sternum to uterus and 
peered inside. They would pull out 
her intestines closed mindedness 
liver Bible bladder. And eventually 
they would pull out me.

~
One day they will cut me out 

and examine me. Splitting my 
mother from her torso to her 
uterus, they will find me curled up 
there—a stone baby—nestled in 
the cobwebs of her womb. Doc-
tors will wonder why my mother 
showed signs of pregnancy, but 
never gave birth. Like freak show 
observers, they will be eager to ex-
amine this oddity. They will chisel 
away my thick skin and unveil a 
knobby peach pit. A girl who made 
herself small. She’ll have a single 
tooth and a head of brittle hair 
and will be placed on the shelf of a 
curiosity shop—just another stone 
baby among the aisles of queer 
things. 
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1616 bird poem
Davis Land

there is a dead bird on the road
next to the bus stop
i am stepping on to the bus
the bird is covered in bees
the person i am sitting next to does 
not know i am typing a poem
the bird does not know it is now 
covered in bees
my phone rings but i am not going 
to answer it
because it would bother the other 
people on the bus
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The bread was excessive
Wheat, wheat berry,
sourdough wheat
I just want wheat bread
Choices endless
Wheat berry won the election

Smells like fish
Then dairy
Then back to fish
I forgot the salmon
The journey continues

Down aisle five
Child crying
No oreos for him
Sad day

A blast of cold air
Like an arctic chill
I could sense
the anticipation
We went with Bluebell

Grocery List
Scott Mash



18 Christmastime in Muldrovia
Benjamin Hill

 Barely noticeable to planes 
except as a brief spatter of roofs, 
Muldrovia was approximately in 
the left atrium of the heartland. 
This may imply that the podunk 
town had not much to it, in terms 
of culture, but it did indeed have 
its own culture in the form of 
local stories and legends, from the 
screaming trees in the darker parts 
of the forest to the deer lady who 
would lure away foolish victims. 
However, these were just fun, scary 
stories to tell around a campfire; no 
one actually believed them. Their 
true beliefs were founded in Chris-
tianity, which was obvious because 
of the large ratio of churches to 
people. The importance of their 
religion could also be seen by ob-
serving the corkboard in the Piggly 
Wiggly. The board was covered in 
at least two layers of pamphlets and 
flyers announcing church pancake 
breakfasts, old timers’/women’s/
men’s/youth’s luncheons, and spa-
ghetti dinners. Anyone who didn’t 
attend First Baptist’s spaghetti din-
ner was practically a heathen. Even 
if Mrs. Shrivel couldn’t prepare a 
decent meat sauce to save her life, 
one still had to at least go and visit 
with everyone. When Christmas 
came around, all the little stores 

had signs up with phrases such as 
“Unto us a child is born…” and 
“Remember the reason for the 
season!” A nativity scene was even 
placed in the public park. It was a 
jolly scene.

This was too much for Christian 
Williams, who had moved into 
the town earlier in the year to take 
over as the new manager at the 
Muldrove’s Poultry plant. He was a 
diligent worker, loving uncle, avid 
fan of the HBO series Veep, and an 
atheist. Being an atheist, Christian 
(yes, many people noted the irony) 
was abhorred by the placement of a 
religious symbol in a public space, 
so naturally, he filed a lawsuit. The 
struggle over the lawsuit had been 
the talk of the town all December, 
and tensions were high. 

Molly Vamptrapp, a sophomore 
in high school, was lying under 
the comforter on her twin bed and 
reading intently from her ragged 
copy of The Complete Adventures 
of Sherlock Holmes. The light in her 
room was off, but the layer of snow 
outside reflected sufficient sunlight 
into the room. She laid the tome on 
the lampstand beside her bed.

“Hm.”
Molly crawled out of her bed 

and over to her chemistry set on 
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the floor. She took a test tube filled 
with a clear liquid and poured the 
substance onto a lump of grey clay. 

Nothing happened. 
“Of course. It all makes sense 

now…” She scribbled something on 
an index card then placed the card 
in the fourth drawer of her chest 
of drawers along with all the other 
carefully organized index cards. 

Her phone began to ring. Molly 
answered. 

“Good morning, girlie!” said a 
cheery voice. It was Gillian Pruitt, 
who had held the status of Molly’s 
best friend since Molly had moved 
to Muldrovia from California in 
seventh grade. “Molly, do you want 
to come over?”

“I will be right there,” Molly 
said in a flat tone. She opened her 
window and hopped outside. She 
ran down the street, occasionally 
hiding behind a tree and surveying 
the area. When she got to Gillian’s 
house she hid behind a maple tree. 
A flash of pink came from around 
the corner of the house, and a 
snowball whizzed by Molly’s head. 
Molly quickly scooped together 
three snowballs and returned fire. 
Gillian dodged the first two, but 
the third found its mark. Gillian 
fell down onto the snow. “You got 
me, Molly,” she said. She flailed her 
arms and legs. “See? Now I’m an 
angel…a snow angel!” Molly gath-
ered another snow ball and hit Gil-
lian in the chest for the double-tap. 
“I had to make sure,” Molly said.

“My parents let me open one gift 
early this morning. Wanna guess 
what I got?” said Gillian.

“A hair straightener,” Molly said.
“I guess that was obvious since 

I’m rockin’ straight hair today, huh? 
I’ll straighten your hair later if you 
want.”

“My hair is already quite 
straight.”

“Well, yeah, but I’m sure the cold 
is making it frizz like crazy.”

“You know my hair does not frizz 
that much.”

“Your hair is going to be straight-
ened today, Molly, and you can’t 
avoid it.” Gillian got up. “My mom 
made cookies. Come inside and get 
some.” 

Two dozen Christmas tree- and 
candy cane-shaped sugar cookies 
were piled on a plate on the kitchen 
table. Gillian poured two glasses of 
milk; then the girls sat down on the 
table. “Did you ever find out what 
that clay-like stuff from Mrs. Alder-
son’s room was?” asked Gillian.

“Yes, I did,” said Molly. “It was 
clay.”

“Oh, that’s not very exciting.”
“It is more significant than you 

think. All we have to do is match 
the sample to a sample from anoth-
er part of town, and we will know 
where the perpetrator is from. 
Where is a place with calcite defi-
cient, gray clay?”

“How are you girls doing?” said 
Mrs. Pruitt. She was wearing a 
red Christmas sweater covered in 
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sparkly snowflakes and three hens 
under a big number “3.” (There 
were three days until Christmas.) 
“Do you like the cookies?”

“Delicious, Mrs. Pruitt. Thank 
you,” said Molly.

“I’m so glad we finally got a snow 
this winter,” said Gillian. “And it’s 
the good kind too! It sticks together 
so good; we’ll have to make a snow-
man later.”

“Oh, I’m excited, too!” said Mrs. 
Pruitt. “I’ll have to play some Bing 
Crosby later. It’s not as good as 
the snows we got up in Wisconsin 
though; let me tell you, girls. Some 
years it would snow so much we 
could build huge forts that we made 
look like fairy-tale castles.”

Gillian gazed out the window at 
the snow that covered the ground 
like a great, linen sheet. Most of 
the snow still lay perfectly smooth, 
disturbed by nothing…nothing…
but, there was supposed to be some-
thing…where was the…? “Mom, 
where’s the nativity?” Mrs. Pruitt 
looked out the window too. “Hm, 
maybe your dad took it inside for 
some reason? Just a minute.” Mrs. 
Pruitt walked down the hallway. 
A minute later a roar came from 
the bedroom. “What the hell!” 
Mr. Pruitt was still trying to fas-
ten his robe as he stumbled down 
the hallway and then outside. Mr. 
Pruitt decided that he wasn’t very 
surprised that the nativity had been 
stolen. He had feared something 
such as that ever since Christian 

Williams had moved in next door. 
A few months ago, he had gone 
over to Williams’s house with some 
brownies that Mrs. Pruitt had baked 
fresh. Williams took the brown-
ies with gratitude, but when Mr. 
Pruitt had invited him to church, 
he lashed out saying that he want-
ed nothing to do with Mr. Pruitt’s 
invisible, flying spaghetti monster. 
He then slammed the door. He kept 
the brownies, however. 

Mr. Pruitt came back inside. “I’m 
getting changed and going over to 
that scoundrel’s house. He has no 
right to treat us like this.”

“Well, okay, Paul,” said Mrs. 
Pruitt. “But take a breath first. Don’t 
go over there too riled up.”

Molly leaned over to Gillian. 
“Two dollars on your dad.”

“You can’t do that,” said Gillian. 
“He’s my dad. You have to take Mr. 
Williams.”

“But…”
“Isn’t it exciting to bet all your 

Coke money on a black horse, 
Molly?”

Once Mr. Pruitt got dressed, he 
walked over to Christian Williams’s 
house, and everyone followed him. 
The confrontation quickly turned 
into a shouting match. Williams 
said he would not bend to Mr. 
Pruitt’s tyrannical ways. He said Mr. 
Pruitt had no right to treat him like 
this. Mr. Pruitt said that if Williams 
did not return the decoration with-
in an hour, he would call the police. 
So, doors were slammed and hands 
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were thrown with disgust into the 
air, but the nativity was still miss-
ing. Molly gave Gillian two dollars. 
Neither man had technically won 
the argument, but Mr. Pruitt had 
been louder.

“Why is Mr. Williams such a 
Grinch?” Gillian mused as she 
shoved the cash into her pocket.

“He was not the one who took 
your nativity, Gillian,” said Molly.

“Of course he is. I’ve never met 
someone who hates Christmas as 
much as him.”

“It is not so much about ‘hating 
Christmas’, though. It is more about 
how he goes about things. He did 
not steal the nativity scene in the 
park; he filed a lawsuit. Whatever 
your feelings about the lawsuit, it is 
legal.”

“Who stole it then, Molly?”
Molly crouched down and 

looked at the ground where the 
nativity had been. “Whoever it was 
did the deed between 10:00 pm 
(since that is usually when your 
parents go to bed) and midnight 
(which is when the snow began 
falling in earnest). I wish they had 
come an hour or two later. Then we 
would have some footprints to work 
with. As it is, not many clues are 
here.”

“And no witnesses either,” said 
Gillian. “I certainly didn’t see 
anything last night, and I was up 
watching The Tonight Show.”

“Oh, right. How did you enjoy 
that Taylor Swift interview?”

“I loved it!”
Molly was frustrated. She had no 

footprints, tire tracks, or witnesses. 
Wait, there might be one witness, 
she thought. An old man named 
Ollie Lawless lived at the end of 
the street, and she had seen him 
sitting on his front porch late into 
the night many times during her 
and Gillian’s night investigations. 
Molly and Gillian walked several 
houses over to Lawless’s house. It 
had blue panels with white trim and 
lattice work. A few pots of colorful, 
plastic flowers were set around the 
porch. Molly rang the doorbell. No 
one answered. “Maybe he’s out,” 
said Gillian. “Where is he going 
to go?” said Molly. She rang again. 
This time Ollie answered. “You girls 
sellin’ stuff? Sorry, already bought 
a buttload of sausage from the FFA 
kids.”

“No, sir,” said Molly. “We were 
only wondering if you saw any 
activity going on last night. Some-
one seems to have stolen my friend’s 
nativity scene.”

The old man gave a gummy 
smile. “Well, I ain’t too sure. Maybe. 
I’m havin’ such a hard time remem-
berin’.”

Molly narrowed her eyes. Gillian 
piped up, “Are you wanting a bribe? 
My mom just baked some Christ-
mas cookies.”

Ollie licked his lips. “Sure, sure, 
that’ll do. Hurry back with them 
cookies, and I’ll tell y’all more 
than y’all ever wanted to know.” 
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Gillian hurried off. Molly sighed 
and sat down in the snow and be-
gan making a tiny snowman. Ollie 
was still staring at her from behind 
the screen door. “You girls ain’t 
into them methamphetamines by 
any chance, are y’all? I heard them 
methamphetamines have been goin’ 
around.”

“No,” Molly said, “not us.” She 
kept playing in the snow and didn’t 
look up. Gillian was soon back with 
a baggy of cookies. “Here you go, 
sir,” she said.

“Thanks. Now what did y’all 
want to know?”

“Did you see any people or cars 
travel down the street between 
about 10:00 and 12:00 last night?” 
asked Molly.

Ollie was gnawing at a Christmas 
tree cookie. “Only a couple cars. I 
seen this one silver car, then this 
one red pick-up with a bunch of 
rowdy kids in the back.”

“Ah, okay,” said Molly. “Thank 
you.”

“Have a Merry Christmas!” said 
Gillian.

“Thank you. And happy Kwan-
zaa to you, or whatever it is you 
celebrate,” the old man said.

“Um…I celebrate Christmas.”
“Ah, I wasn’t sure.”
“My dad says Kwanzaa is a bunch 

of hokum.”
“Ha! Well, alright. Sorry ‘bout 

that.” Ollie shuffled back inside and 
closed the door.

“That’s…okay?” said Gillian. 

Molly leaned against the lattice. She 
seemed deep in thought, so Gillian 
stepped off the porch and began 
adding family members to the 
snowman Molly had already made.

“You know someone with a red 
truck,” Molly said.

“Who would that be?” asked 
Gillian, still focused on making the 
baby snowman.

“Your cousin, Colton. Here he 
comes now,” said Molly. Sure enough, 
a red pick-up was coming down the 
street. “Oh! Oh, right,” exclaimed 
Gillian. “Colton was going to help set 
up the lighted deer today!” Gillian ran 
after the truck. Molly followed her at 
a brisk pace. Gillian ran up to Colton 
and gave him a hug once he got out of 
the truck. 

“How are you?” Gillian said with 
a smile.

“Uh’m gud ‘cept Uh gut uh 
hedache. Merry Chistmers by thu 
way,” Colton said.

“I’ll go get you some ibuprofen,” 
Gillian said, and she hurried inside.

“Hello, Colton,” said Molly in the 
most pleasant cold tone she could 
muster.

“Heller, Vermptrapp,” said 
Colton as he began lifting wire-
frame deer covered in mini-lights 
out of the bed of his truck. “Gah! 
Uh still cain’t git over how weird 
thut name is.”

“Yes, Vamptrapp is an odd last 
name. My opinion has not changed 
since the last time you brought up 
the subject,” said Molly.
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Colton continued giggling to 
himself. 

“Where were you last night?” 
Molly asked.

Colton gave a shrug. “None uh 
ya bizness.”

Molly’s mouth formed a vicious 
smirk, and her eyes gleamed. “None 
of my business? Did you and your 
friends get a bit tipsy? Did some 
things you should not have done?”

Colton was unfazed. He contin-
ued taking the decorations out of 
his truck. “Watch yerself. Uh don’ 
care thut much thut yer muh cuzin’s 
frin.” Gillian came back outside 
with the ibuprofen. Mrs. Pruitt 
came to the door and asked Colton 
if he would like a cup of hot choco-
late before starting. “Yus, ma’am,” he 
said. He glared at Molly then went 
inside.

“Gillian,” said Molly. “We are 
going to have to pick some locks.”

“Ha! Sounds exciting,” said Gil-
lian. “What for, though?”

“Colton may have been the one 
who stole your family’s nativity 
scene. I want to see if it is at his 
house,” said Molly.

Gillian was shocked. “Why?”
“Well,” said Molly, “I doubt he 

would have just tossed it out. Once 
he realized what he did he---“

“No,” said Gillian. “Why do you 
think it was him? Because he has a 
red truck? Mr. Lawless said there 
was a silver car too! We should 
check on that.”

“The silver car was Mr. Sixkiller 

coming back from his shift at the 
poultry factory. He would have 
been too tired to lift a nativity 
scene. Come on.” Molly ran off to-
ward Colton’s house before Gillian 
could object any more.

Gillian followed her across the 
Tabors’, Mr. Gore’s, the Rojas’, and 
the Shrivels’ yards (to Mrs. Shriv-
el’s dismay) before finally catching 
up to Molly at Colton’s house two 
streets over. Molly was already tak-
ing out her lock picking kit, which 
she always carried with her. “You—” 
Gillian paused to catch her breath. 
“You don’t have any evidence.”

“We already have the truck and 
a strong possibility of him being 
intoxicated last night. True, we 
have no hard evidence, but that 
is why we need to look around in 
here.” Molly began working on the 
lock.

“I don’t know what you mean by 
intoxicated. Sure, I know Colton 
underage drinks, but I’ve never seen 
him drunk. Never!”

Molly popped the door open. “I 
am excited. Are you excited?”

“Not at all,” said Gillian. She fol-
lowed Molly inside anyway.

Colton’s parents were at work, 
so the house was dark. Molly was 
thinking where he might have 
stashed the nativity. His room? Or 
maybe the garage? 

“You just think it was him be-
cause you hate him,” Gillian whis-
pered, afraid of being caught at any 
moment.
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“I find him to be very fascinat-
ing, actually. I may not like him, but 
hate is too basic an emotion for me. 
You know that,” said Molly as she 
carefully scanned Colton’s messy 
room.

“Oh, I know something alright,” 
Gillian grumbled.

Molly moved to the garage and 
switched on the light. There, in the 
farthest back corner, was the head 
of Virgin Mary popping out from 
beneath a blue tarp. Molly gave a 
satisfied chuckle. “See here, Gillian,” 
she said. The sound of wheels on 
gravel then an engine cutting off 
came from outside. Gillian inched 
away into the living room. Molly 
stayed where she was and stared at 
the front door. Colton came inside. 
His face was obscured by a shadow. 
“Heller, Vermptrapp. Ers Gillun her’ 
wit ya?” Colton said.

“Colton?” Gillian said. “You 
didn’t take my family’s nativity did 
you?”

Colton was silent for a while. 
“How ‘bout this? Y’all wanna get a 
drank frum Lucy’s?” he asked.

“I lost my Coke money in a bet 
to Gillian, and I cannot possibly 
misappropriate my candy bar mon-
ey to buy a Coke. I will have to pass 
on your invitation,” said Molly.

Colton said he would pay and 
told them to get in the truck, and 
they did. Colton drove them to 
Lucy’s, a 50’s style drive-in and the 
only fast food place in Muldrovia. 
Colton ordered them two vanilla 

Cokes. (It took a while though. The 
cashier had a difficult time under-
standing him. The microphone was 
messed up.) Colton stared out the 
windshield until the drinks arrived. 
Gillian had a worried expression on 
her face. Molly kept checking her 
phone for the time. This was taking 
too long. Finally, the drinks arrived. 
After Colton paid, he turned to Gil-
lian and Molly and said, “Uh wuz 
wit Chris an Jack las’ naught, an we 
gut uh bit wasted. Chris thut i’d be 
funny tuh mess wit people’s Christ-
mers dec’rations. Uh didn’ relize we 
took yo’rs though til this mo’nin’, 
Gillun. Uh’m surry ‘bout that.”

“Oh, that’s alright,” said Gil-
lian. “See, Molly? He’s sorry. Now, 
Colton, if you return it this morn-
ing, everything will be okay.”

“Uh know Unc’ Paul bettah thun 
thut, an’ Uh don’ wanna be ground 
frum muh truck fo’ heavun knows 
how long,” said Colton.

“Another man stands accused 
of your crime. Do you not feel bad 
about that?” Molly asked.

“Naw, nawt really,” Colton said.
Molly told Gillian they would 

have to tell her dad themselves. 
Gillian balked at this. Colton was 
her cousin after all (second cousin 
technically, but still…). 

“We only have a few minutes 
until the hour is up and your dad 
calls the police on Mr. Williams. 
Yes, I know he cannot be arrested 
because of lack of evidence of him 
doing anything, but it is a matter 
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of principle. Colton must tell the 
truth,” Molly said.

Then Gillian’s face brightened 
with an idea. “We’ll just put it back 
right now in secret. My dad will 
never know, and Mr. Williams won’t 
get in trouble, and Colton won’t get 
in trouble!”

Molly sighed. “You can do what 
you want, but I will not be part of 
a cover up.” She opened the door 
and stepped out of the truck. “I will 
be at Fred’s house if you need me.” 
Then she shut the door and walked 
away. Gillian frowned and looked 
out the back window as Molly dis-
appeared down the street. 

“Fred?” said Colton. “Ya still 
hangin’ wit thut queer?”

“Don’t call people names. Espe-
cially not my friends,” said Gillian. 
“Now, we need to hurry and put the 
nativity back.”

“Uh’ll put it back tuhnaught,” 
said Colton.

“No. No, we’re going to put it 
back right now, or else, I will have 
to tell my dad.”

Colton glared at her. She didn’t 
back down, however, so he gave a 
harrumph then started the engine 
and drove back to his house. They 
gathered up the pieces of the nativ-
ity scene. The plan was that Gillian 
would distract her parents while 
Colton quickly put the nativity back 
in place. As soon as they arrived at 
Gillian’s house, Gillian jumped out 
of the truck, ran inside, and, find-
ing her parents sitting in the living 

room, began regaling them with 
random school drama, whatever 
she could think of to keep them 
from noticing Colton outside on the 
lawn. A few seconds later a knock 
came at the door. Colton couldn’t 
already be done could he? Did he 
just dump the nativity on the lawn? 
Darn him!

Mrs. Pruitt got up and answered 
the door. “Hello, Officer,” she said. 
Gillian’s guts turned. Officer Goodie 
Lawless was leaning on the door 
frame, a wad of dip bulging out 
his lip. “You called about a missing 
nativity?” he said. 

“Yes, that was us. And I’m pretty 
sure who took it,” Mr. Pruitt said, 
getting up from the couch.

“Was it, uh, that kid out there?” 
Goodie said.

Mr. Pruitt looked out the door. 
Colton stood by his truck with the 
nativity scene still in the back. Once 
he saw Mr. Pruitt, his eyes got big, 
and he began moving toward the 
passenger door. But Mr. Pruitt, with 
a burst of hitherto unseen speed, 
was upon him before he could 
reach safety. Gillian slumped down 
onto the couch as her dad’s baritone 
voice, even from outside, made her 
tremble. 

“Um…I sure am sorry if we 
wasted your time, Officer,” said Mrs. 
Pruitt.

“It’s alright. I was in the area 
anyway. My dad’s got diabetes, and 
I hafta check up on him once in a 
while,” said Goodie with a shrug.
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“I’m sorry to hear that,” said Mrs. 
Pruitt. “Well, Merry Christmas to 
you!”

“You too, ma’am. And happy 
Kwanzaa, I suppose?”

“Oh, no. My husband and I think 
that’s just a bunch of hokum.”

“Very well.” Officer Lawless 
tipped his hat. “You’d better lower 
your voices ‘fore I give you a cita-
tion,” he said with a wink to Mr. 
Pruitt before getting in his squad 
car and driving away.

Mrs. Pruitt sat beside her daugh-
ter. “Where’s Molly at?” she asked. 
Gillian told her in a weak voice that 
she was at Fred’s house. “Aren’t you 
going over there too?” Mrs. Pruitt 
asked. Gillian nodded her head 
then got up and headed outside. 
Colton was bawling and begging his 
uncle not to tell his mom what he 
had done. Gillian didn’t even glance 
at the spectacle.

Later that day, Mr. Pruitt brought 
a batch of Christmas cookies to 
Christian Williams as an apology 
for “the terrible misunderstanding.” 
Christian grabbed the container of 
cookies then slammed the door in 
Mr. Pruitt’s face without saying a 
word.

Gillian walked into Fred’s house 
and collapsed next to her friends. 

“Hey, I know what will cheer 
you up, Gillian! I got a new puppy. 
His name is Pugsy Malone. Get it? 
Because he’s a pug?” Fred said.

Pugsy lay on his back with a 
crazed expression and his tongue 

flopping about, and Gillian stroked 
his belly. “He sure is cute,” she said 
with a flat tone.

“Oh, also, Fred, we made a 
breakthrough on that material we 
found in Mrs. Alderson’s class-
room,” said Molly. “It was calcite 
deficient, grey clay. Do you know 
where we might find that?”

Fred chuckled. “I don’t even 
know what any of that means.”



27You and Your Faceless Twin
Laura Bassel

I never imagined two 
poems as an 
embryo:

your
brother getting the 
“diamond-freckled sky”

and you,
“a coin of butter melting”

yet here I am Icarus, 
missing the mark completely

with the 
Sun
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The mountains in the lake were setting.
Rocks stretched across the surface
of the water,
As the sun slid down their backs
And left us circled around the fire.
We were comforted by the flower
of stone teeth
That grew up around the lake—and 
us—ages ago.
They bit through the softer earth in 
different days,
Days when my father did not
cook meat
He bought frozen
Under a chemical fed glare
Eye-clear doors open into iced
over insides
$7.69 (and such we ate).
We shared stories of long and
arduous rides into desert forests
Where we found the nothing
we expected.
We had to walk back though,
because the horses ran too hard.
Boom.
And so the supermaker
supermotherGaiafoodmarketstore
And so we put this on the fire after we 
remembered that the stars are
But we did remember that the stars are,
This night.

Camping
Shelbi Polk



30 Coming Up for Air
Allison Rubenak

The world was too loud for 
Anna. That’s why she stood off 
to the corner near the counter, 
fumbling with her phone, trying 
to look casual. The music was 
pulsating and her head hurt. The 
kitchen floor was painted with 
scattered pieces of watermelon 
across the floor. It felt like stepping 
on scotch tape right side up. Cans 
of quarter-filled, flat, cheap beer, 
lined the granite. Everyone had on 
white button downs and tall socks, 
including Anna. It was Avery’s 
birthday. A week earlier, she had 
brought up how she wanted her 
party to be themed. What reslted 
was some cheesy, sexed up ver-
sion of Risky Business. She knew 
the film involved Tom Cruise and 
a Bob Seger track, but Anna had 
never seen the film. She figured 
half the people who threw parties 
and dressed up for this, hadn’t seen 
the film either.

She carefully considered ev-
eryone’s movements. There were 
people standing too closeto one 
another, shouting in each other’s 
faces, not quite realizing that they 
probably didn’t need to shout. 
Anna felt like she was levitating. 
She did this a lot, retreating too 
often to her head. She was made 
up of halves; one half stayed in the 
body and the other observed. She 
felt out of body.

Maybe I’m drunk. She always 
fibbed to herself. She looked at 
her cup. It was full. Not drunk yet. 

30
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She took a long, deliberate sip and 
looked in the kitchen window. Her 
button down barely covered her 
butt, shaped by biker shorts. Every 
other girl had on guy’s boxers, but 
she neither owned boxers or had 
boyfriend to borrow some from. 
She felt weird about borrowing 
someone else’s underwear.

She checked her phone again. 
12:30 p.m. Fuck. She felt liberated 
when she cursed, even if it was 
in her head. Drinking helped. A 
couple more hours and she had 
moved pretty much stayed in the 
same location. She lingered near 
the kitchen table, which had only 
recently been moved back. Last 
night the room had been littered 
with bowls of mixed fruit soaked 
in vodka.

Each time someone walked in 
the door they picked a spot to sit or 
stand, their backs imprinting the 
couch cushions or their section of 
the wall. She didn’t fit. There isn’t 
any wall space. “So what’s your 
major?” Anna practically yelled to 
the guy who was grabbing a beer, 
which was situated in a cooler in 
a corner near the bay window. 
“What?” he yelled back. “My name 
is Anna and this is my house…”

Four guys in shorts painted with 
the Texas flag, including one don-
ning a speedo, towered over Anna 
as they trailed through the galley 
kitchen grabbing onto each other’s 
shoulders. They tapped each other’s 
butts like they were football players 

hyping each  other up after the 
national anthem, ready to conquer. 
Anna caught a whiff of cologne 
and body odor. Sexual frustration 
and insecurity.

“Let’s get fucked up tonight!” the 
guy in the speedo shouted at Anna. 
“uh, sure!” Anna said pumping her 
fist in the air and smiling a little 
wide and with teeth. Too eager.

The first time she drank was at a 
small house in the less affluent part 
of her hometown. The drink was 
sweet. It was in a tall purple can 
and handed to her by her friend’s 
boyfriend who had been attend-
ing a nearby junior college. Anna 
couldn’t see what sent her friend’s 
feet floating from the ground, but 
tagging along was kind of Anna’s 
thing. An hour later, her haziness 
turned into “the spins,” grabbing 
onto the wall, grabbing onto boys, 
and finally the bathroom mirror, 
not being able to identify with the 
Tasmanian girl staring back at her. 
She could have wrecked a room.

I’m spinning.
She thought back to her senior 

year, where it was spent stealing 
Jack (her dad always mixed it into 
his diet coke) from the liquor cabi-
net, pouring into sonic cups. There 
were the “secret” drives to a nearby 
beach where a bonfire would be 
lit and she would dance around it 
like a bewitched medicine man, 
while people passed in and out of 
a designated car. The fire enhanced 
the foreign, skunk smell and blew 
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it in her face. The next morning 
she would wake up with sand in 
her teeth and eyes and the magic 
fizzled. 

This is fun. Try to have fun tonight.
“ANNNNNNAAAAAAA!” 

Anna looked up. Her friend 
grabbed both of Anna’s thinning 
shoulders. Her enthusiasm bubbled 
over. “I love you!” Avery squealed. 
Avery looked stunning. She always 
did. In fact, she was striking, so 
much that Anna was sure girls 
hated her and for a fact, guys loved 
her and loved being around her.

Avery’s eyes were hazel and 
golden and flickered with impish-
ness as she reached for two shot 
glasses, one red one blue. “Pick 
one,” Avery said. Anna picked red, 
her favorite color, her alter ego.

Avery’s cheeks were already 
flushed pink and her eyes were 
dilated more than usual. The music 
quieted. Finally. Avery flicked her 
golden-brown hair off her shoul-
ders. “It’s my fucking birthday,” 
she shouted. Yes it is. In one swift 
move, Anna downed her courage, 
and her voice of reason. Avery 
held her nose as she always did. 
Anna levitated again. The kitchen 
became too crowded. She fiercely 
wanted out and she fiercely wanted 
to stay. This happened every time 
she found herself at a party. She 
couldn’t figure out what compelled 
her to stay. She abided by the “fak-
ing it” analogy, a challenge of sorts, 
but she knew her limits.

Overstimulation. It was what 
her parents poked fun at her for 
when she was a child. Too many 
people in a crowd, the lunchroom. 
Growing up, Anne was always told 
that she would turn red, and shut 
down. Like there was a large break-
er in her head that had to be pulled 
when it was too much. When she 
was in seventh grade, a dance was 
held at a local church. She was new 
to town. The DJ played Usher’s 
“Yeah!” and the girls she had so 
easily connected with hours earli-
er, while talking over sixth grade 
social politics, had all dissipated. 
They left her (or maybe she just 
couldn’t keep up with them) in a 
crowd of gyrating middle school-
ers. Her face got hot. She ran to the 
bathroom and leaned against the 
stall, waiting in the quiet.

Anna’s desire for quiet and 
for was a stalemate. Talking to a 
group of more than two outside 
of intimate settings, she panicked. 
Attending parties were like small 
tokens of achievement. It was as 
if she built a bank, withdrawing 
gumption when she needed it for 
the next party.

I could leave, but I should stay.
A guy placed his hand on her 

lower back to lead her out of the 
way from the coffee table she stood 
by. She has only migrated three 
feet from the cooler she had been 
standing near earlier.

“Do you want a drink?” asked 
the guy in a white Brooks Broth-
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ers Button down. “Please,” Anna 
said. He was handsome. Probably a 
business student. He looked like a 
finance guy.

He looked nice, really nice. “I 
don’t go to school here,” said Joe. 
“Oh, where are you from Joe?” 
Anna asked. She backtracked. Wait, 
when did he tell me his name? “I’m 
from Oklahoma, just hangin’ out. 
I know a guy at this house…but 
tell me more about you,” Joe said. 
Smooth. Anna wanted his story 
to be better. She usually invented 
storylines for them. Joe, he just 
found out he has cancer. He’s blow-
ing though house parties to live like 
there’s no tomorrow. He’s clearly too 
good to be here. She stopped her-
self before she verbalized anything 
aloud.

“Come sit on the couch with me.” 
It was more of a statement than a 
question from Joe and Anna moved 
her head up and down, feeling 
heavier. She checked her phone. 
1:15 a.m. “Here, put your head in 
my lap,” Joe said. Anna lowered her 
head, grateful for the rest, the spins 
however increased. He put his hand 
on her arm. His hand is so warm. 
He kept talking about waterskiing 
and Yeager bombs. I’m lost. He 
moved his hand closer to where her 
armpit met her chest. Anna bolted 
up. “I need water.” “Bitch,” Joe didn’t 
bother to murmur under his breath. 
At least he could project his voice.

Anna stumbled to the kitchen 
counter. She was floating again. 

Girls were puffy with weeks of 
drinking, and their breasts spilled 
from the unbuttoned shirts. The 
same two girls were sitting on the 
loveseat in the corner of the living 
room, trying to get the right photo. 
They looked untouched from the 
night. Anna stared in the window 
above the sink. She looked wild. 
How many people were doing the 
same things as she was tonight? The 
apartment next door? Down the 
street? Across town, houses upon 
houses were celebrating what? We 
were all our best selves and our worst 
selves tonight.

She moved to the front door, 
Avery was long gone. A girl sighed, 
pinned up against the stair banister, 
lost in someone else’s breath. Anna 
momentarily wanted to be her. 

She flew up the door. The air was 
jarring. The cold pierced through 
her skin and she welcomed it. It 
sobered her and then she threw 
up. Two guys were fighting on the 
side of the house and had she been 
a little less sober, she would have 
righteously explained the societal 
expectations of the American col-
lege male to someone.

Someone surrendered and the 
other guy stormed off to his car. 
It was quiet outside except for a 
dog barking. She looked inside the 
house. Joe was still sitting on the 
couch pouting. It was suffocating in 
there and it was loud.

Anne felt heavier; her feet were 
now rooted to the pathway leading 
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up to the front door. There you are. 
She grabbed the shoes and put them 
on, carefully lacing them up. At 
some point her socks had came off. 
She felt stable in the shoes and her 
feet felt loved from the encapsulat-
ing warmth. She extended her arms 
and stretched back the cold down 
catching her stomach. She peeled 
off her shirt, exposing a sports bra. 
I’m crazy. She moved next to the 
left side of the house and lay in the 
grass. The dew smelled fresh. It’s 
3 a.m. A girl walking around to 
the back of the house whipped out 
her phone and to take, what Anna 

assumed was a Snapchat of her.
She pushed herself up and de-

cided to walk down the street. The 
streetlights cast an unsettling hazy 
glow and they hummed like bees. 
She worked herself up to a jog, 
nodding to the woman pushing a 
grocery cart coming her way. Her 
cart was filled with plastic jugs and 
Subway sandwich wrappers. She 
and her cart looked lonely. Where 
is she going? Something burned 
in Anna’s stomach and it sent her 
reeling. She found herself running, 
past barking dogs and the loud 
houses.
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Resurrection

Marc Schneider

We are waiting
silently in a whitewashed room
for you to move,
for something to change and
bring color
to your blank face, to hear something
besides
this irreverent beep that means
everything
come from your horizontal body.
Plastic snakes
slither in lumps through your feeble,
thin-skinned arms,
dripping fictitious life into your 
cavernous,
blue veins,
injecting some venomous antidote 
for your
incurable disease.
Artificial days
sustained in a bed that rises and falls
like your health
are sterile, void of flesh and blood,
sopping with false hope.
An invisible pipe
spews life down your throat through
threadbare lips.
It makes you look foreign,
inhuman, even
subhuman.
Bones,
nothing but bones rest buried under
overused sheets
that sag yellow like your

paper skin, rotating every
half-hour.
A bleached army,
faces veneered white against illness,
pricked
and prodded your senseless
body into this
geometric bed
that your feet hang off of like 
numb,
dying ivy.
Your colorless eyes
peer out glossy from behind a 
transparent mask;
they opened
just hours ago. We had thought 
they were sealed.
Your wife,
with her jagged, wrinkled fingers, 
peeled
them open,
and waved to your blind eyes;
she yelled
to your deaf ears, just days ago.
A crystal mask
they adhered to your
drooping face,
for your own good,
has resurrected your reluctant 
body.
To save you
from yourself, they imprisoned
you in glass,
invaded
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your arms with tubes and pumped
your heart full
of synthetic light. They
took your clothes,
unbuttoned
your wrists and poured false blood in
to save you
from relief and to keep you chained to
your body.
They call this resurrection?
Miracle?
They did not give life to you. They 
stole death from you.
They,
Who show no sympathy for your 
tiresome body decaying irrevocably 
for three weeks
in a hospital gown,
Who groan not for your pain but for 
the delay of their own sorrow only 
for a time,
Who esteem their time with you 
greater than yours with God, as if 
you are some indecisive
puppet on a string,
Who string you down with plastic to 
some godforsaken machine,
Who groan not for your pain but 
for the delay of their own sorrow 
only for a time,
Who esteem their time with you 
greater than yours with God, as if 
you are some indecisive
puppet on a string,
Who string you down with plastic 
to some godforsaken machine,
These call themselves
family?
They call themselves
God.

They gather around
to see
their caged animal’s
tricks:
your responses, your forced
smile.
They commend one another
for prying
open your tinted glass
eyes.
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Emily Ziegler

Those eyes catch mine;
I have never felt so close to anyone
before.
Those eyes are my own, watching
the world, trapped
within an artificial face,
gasping
desperately to whisper
the
smallest word,
but the
plastic cigar

between
my teeth gives me
life,
yet gives
me
sile
n
c
e
.
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Coffee. 
Getting out of bed, it was the 

only thing on his mind. It was an 
abrupt deviation from a decade-old 
pattern, but he was too busy start-
ing to dig for his old coffee pot to 
truly notice the big deal.

He couldn’t remember the last 
time he woke up not craving a stiff 
drink, his eyes crusted over with 
bitter morning’s sobriety, or the 
last time his breath didn’t smell of 
cheap liquor. He couldn’t remem-
ber the last time he went to bed 
without a haze of drunken grief 
clouding his tired, unhappy mind. 

But today, he was just looking 
for a cup a coffee. 

He soon gave up searching for 
the coffee pot. Why was he even 
trying to find it? Lord knows his 
wife probably took it. 

Just like she took the cats. Just 
like she took the Honda and left 
him with the Toyota. Just like she 
took his beautiful daughter, Gracie. 
Just like she took the last shred of 
happiness he was so desperately 
clinging to. 

But, his hands slick with the 
perspiration of his ice-cold glass, 
it slipped right through his fingers 
with a gentle tug. 

He pulled on some too-tight 
jeans, leaving on his white under-
shirt. He supposed that he had 
to go out to get his coffee fix. Did 
Starbucks even sell black coffee 
anymore? He didn’t want any of 
those cappu-frappes or latte-cinos 

Coffee
Aubrey Rieder40
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that were apparently worth the 
seven dollars. He just wanted black 
coffee. 

Walking past the perpetually 
out-of-order elevator and down 
the staircase of his building, he 
remembered that Veronica used to 
drink coffee with him before they 
went to work. This was before she 
got pregnant with Gracie. She used 
to take it with tons of cream and a 
packet and a half of artificial sweet-
ener. He used to joke with her and 
say that if she overdid it with the 
sugar she would start acting too 
sweet, and that she was anything 
except sweet. But she would roll 
her eyes and impatiently explain 
that it was the only way she liked 
her coffee. 

He thought that maybe she 
didn’t like his jokes and that’s why 
she left.

He stepped outside, and though 
it was overcast, it was too bright for 
his sober eyes. Disoriented, he gave 
them time to adjust, and once they 
did, he noticed everything was… 
different. He wasn’t used to seeing 
the world this way; he wasn’t used 
to seeing the world at all. 

For the first time in ten years, he 
saw the hotdog stand on the north-
east corner of the intersection. He 
saw the line of cars stuck behind 
a school bus, the drivers clutching 
their steering wheels as if they were 
their waning patience. He saw the 
quaint yet colorful stoop across the 
street with the middle-aged wom-

an tending to the bright flower pots 
and window boxes. He saw the 
busy neighbors—almost all young-
er than him now—leaving for work 
or school or errands.

He saw the Starbucks. 
When he entered, he noticed 

it was surprisingly empty for the 
morning commute. But he didn’t 
question it; people probably 
couldn’t afford to stop in here ev-
ery day. Plus, people still had coffee 
pots… right? 

He forced a smile when the 
too-friendly barista asked for his 
order. He wanted a medium coffee. 

“Room for cream, two sugars.” 
He paid less than he was expect-

ing and was pleasantly surprised. 
She handed him the paper cup, the 
swirling steam creating a sort of 
haze between them, and pointed 
him in the direction of the cream. 
He filled the cup up to the brim 
with milk and dumped in one and 
a half packets of sugar. 

He popped down into a cor-
ner two-seater and, taking a sip, 
grimaced at his sugary drink. He 
didn’t know why he made it like 
Veronica used to. He wondered in 
Veronica still took it that way, or if 
she even liked coffee anymore. 

Between gulps of his too-sweet 
drink he remarked how pleasant 
and soothing the quiet din of the 
Starbucks was. Why hadn’t he 
come here before? This was a kind 
of place for him: a place where he 
could be alone without feeling so 
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lonely. He downed the rest of the 
coffee before ordering anoth-
er—black, this time. As he got his 
drink and sat back down in his 
private corner, he thought that 
just maybe he would come here 
more often. 
Of course, that would mean post-
poning his plan. 

He would only have to push it 
back a little bit, just long enough 
so that maybe he could sample a 
hotdog from the stand down the 
block. Maybe he could try one 
of those frappe-lattes. Maybe he 
would learn to like coffee with 
cream and one and a half sugars. 

Maybe the handgun would be 
hopelessly lost like his coffee pot. 
That way, he wouldn’t be able to 
do it at all. 

He swallowed another mouth-
ful of his drink and noticed it was 
almost empty. Getting up and 
ordering another refill, he looked 
around at the patrons in the shop: 
the old man reading the newspa-
per, the two young women plas-
tered with too much makeup gos-
siping, the businessmen engaging 
in a casual meeting, the college 
girl typing on her laptop, the preg-
nant couple eagerly discussing 
baby names. They all seemed so 
happy, and he thought that may-
be, from the outside looking in, 
someone would think he seemed 
happy, too. 

He took a sip of his steam-
ing-hot coffee and sat down again. 

He put his feet up and made 
himself comfortable, since he 
figured he would be there awhile. 
He smiled; maybe it was just a 
caffeine buzz, but for the first time 
in ten years, he felt he had his own 
tiny sliver of happiness. 
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