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Glimmer

By Carey Olson
It had been a hot, humid day

But it was cvening and the air was bchinning to cool
There was no wind at a ,
And the mosquitoes had not yet come out.

Clothed in her swimsuit and one of her dad’s hugc shirts,
She tiPtoccl on her bare feet across the damP lawn
And onto the unstable dock,

The sunset reflected off the glass of the lake
And the colors were smooth, blended-
Pinks, 3c”ows, oranges, even greens and Pur_Plcs.
The sun had smeared its last glorics across
The still surface.

Putting one foot into the little canoe, she knelt
And freed it from its bindings.
Thcn, with a somewhat clumsg movement,
She sent the tiny boat rocking
Awag from the dock
The ripplcs disturbed the sun’s canvas.

with a brilliant ﬂaslw, an cxplosion of color
Made her shield her eyes.

The world around her was suddcnlg awash with
Pinks, 3c”ows, oranges, even greens and Purplcs.
Slowlg, the Erightness died down
And the sun’s Paint bcgan to settle
Into its natural Pa’ctcrn.

The neat riPP[cs were smoothing out
All'across the water.

She sat as still as she coulcl, not wanting
To break the Pchcction of the shimmcring art
With which the sctting sun had
Kissed the earth good~nig]1t.
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Memories

By Alex Trejo

Thcg say memories are goldcn
well maﬁ)c that is true

But | never wanted memories

I only wanted you

A million times | needed you

A million times I've cried

if love alone could have saved you
You never would have died

In life 1 loved you dcarlg

In death I love you still

In my heart you hold a sPccial Placc
No one else can ever fill

If tears could build a staircase
And heartache build a lane

rd walk the Path to heaven

And bn’ng you back again

In my dreams 1 wish to see you

So at night each clag | pray

for God to send you n my dreams
Right before 1 la3

| rca”y miss you

As much as 1 ever can

You were my big brother

Inm eyes you were the man

I've Telt you near at times in pain
Life without 3oujus’c isn’t the same
if 1had one wish, one will do

r'd wish to be with you

By ‘Katﬁ Cl-[oc{qett
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Giving Rwap My Ipnocence

By Ashley Armstrong

Follow him into the bedroom
the truth is | ing beneath the covers
Pve l%st my dcccncg
would you fie to me?
Can't resist the smile I know is fake,
can’t bring mgschc to get up and walk away
Pve lost my Puritg; Pve given away my innocence.

‘Pof 5 u[ no(

Untitled

By Carey Ofson

Can you see me?

m the skinn girl in the back.

’m that head behind the Pcrsoh

On the front page.

I can almost be spotted

lfgou look from the riglﬁt angle.

lwas therc, but if you askcdgangonc clse,

Thcg’cl Politclg say thcg hadn’t seen me.

Do you know me?

’m momcntarily noticed

if the diva steps out of the limcliglwt.
I have somcthing greatto do,

But no followers.

’m the one who's name was
Accidcnta”g left off the program.

I origina”g had that Ercat idea,

But no one will ever know.

lcan barclg be heard

it cvcrgtlning else is silent for a moment.
m the straight average,

And all too casilg Forgottcn.

will you remember me?

Progably not.

But it's ok; 1 don't blame you.
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Prap Clerpday

By Shannara Vasquez

I walked into your room

You were snug%fed up in bed
I kissed your cheek gcntly
and rubbed yourmcorclwcad

I held your hand sof:tlg

and watched ou dream awa
Then | slippcg to the groundfj
and started to pray
Wherever you go
wherever you ma be
3ou’|| alwags be ﬁappg
Your skies are a|wags
bright and su nny

never blue and gray

That’s what 1 pray cvcrydag
You walked into my room and
Saton my bed

and you said,

“Mom I'm going to miss you
when I'm cac%’ J

I huggcd him and said,
“Don’t worry, Hun

you will be f'%c

Pll be with you soon

when it’s my time”

Now my son is gone

God took him awa

But I will think about him
cvergclag

It’s time to move on now
But I will still pray

for you my son

dag bﬂ clag

ﬂ%etro.gpect
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The Daster

By ‘Naysa Poshusta

As Colten walked down his road after school he looked out on the fields. Usua”g 133 this time of year
there was short reenery cvergwhcrc. This Year was different. There wasn’t cnough water an the
creek wasjust tri‘ciling.

Colten was fifteen, old cnough to recognize trouble, and riglwt now he was rea“y worried. The fields
were barren. His whole family rotated shitts of chasing the birds off the seed thcg had sPrcacl. It was
starting to [gct too late thougifﬂ.

When Colten got inside his mom was crying.

“Everyone is advised to stay inside,” said a grim announcer over the radio. ‘Again, do not try to pre-
serve tields. Disorientation
can occur in the dust.”

_Colten didn't listen for
more than a moment before
he was outside. He helpcd
his dad chP water from the
 well while his sisters Pcnncd
the livestock. A windstorm
was coming.

On the horizon a tan cloud
floated toward them. His fa-
ther sent everyone in, but
Colten wouldrt £0. Sud-
denly the storm hit. 1t lifted
the f?)am off their fields like
a light blanket. His father
was three feet from him, but
Colten couldn’t sense him
at all.

The farmer grabbed his
son and 3c||c§, “Let’s go,
it's all gone.”

Colten shruggecl off his
father’s hand and started diPPing again. He threw the buckets into the air causing clumPs of mud to
sPattcr to the grouncl.

The next clag his family drove their tanned livestock to town to sell. That niglﬂt his father died. His
mother said that the wingstorm had broken him.

The on‘g thingColtcn could dowas move to a city. He worked three jobs to sup ort his family. Overthe
course of the years his sisters married away. One of them took his mother into Eer home. When the last
sister was settled Colten left.

He went back to the beautiful Farm, now just a broken shell. Even his fond memories couldr’t rebuild
the house or re-soil the fields. In the desolate Forcboding land Colten lived out his years as a sad old
man. His onlg comfort was the fact that he died in his right'Ful Placc.

Photo Ey Paul ﬂ:f
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Cateh Me

By Alex Trejo

Momma catch me
’'m Fa“ing
Your babg’s out on a limb
I can hear you
Sill ca”ing
But ’'m blowing in the wind

it you can save me
Please save me

Just make it all end
I’m oing crazy
cuz nere latel

I feel 'm bcing tried for my sins
Pragcd to God
Like you showed me
Just ignorcd all my screams
In my heart
[ feel lost
Like a child out at sea

Momma catch me

Because I'm Fa"ing
and I'm Fa”ing

cndlcsslg

Photo by Chelsea Gosk

Dense

By Bridget Rikustad

{ don't feel You

Vet | know You’re there
[ car’t touch You

But I know You care

| can’t see You

Yet my vision is clear

] Eavc loved You

I alwags will

You are the sight behind my eyes
The |ight that guicles my nigl'\t
The tears that 1 have cried

The love that never dies

In You 've found

The meaning of this life
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Roem For Yoa

By Alex T rejo

Here’s a poem scalccl with a kiss
I love the girl who's rcading this
Of all the girls ’'ve ever met
You’re the one | can't forget
Your heart is like a lamP o{'g old
Hard to |<ccP and hard to l%olc]

In my dreams our lips have met
Youjust wait 3ou’|| ove me 361:.

CRetmgpect
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Family Map

By T yson Wedin

It was a casual morning, the skies were overcast and a blanket of frost covered the land.
Little Hanna Jones climed into the ’9% Buick and her dad, Randg, shut the door behind her.
The car started up slow and cold as if it had been in a dccP slccP.

Randy was a tallish, sl(inng man with the nickname “Macho.” He had been a clean-cut singlc
Parcnt%or two years to the clag. He worked in a cubicle spreadin the word of savings on long
distance to many. He lived a very clcPresscd and boring ire, as iﬁwc wasn't alive at all. Hanna
had to see her fgthcr’s ermancntlg saddened face ever clay.

Hanna was a very bright Four—gcaruolcl girl who en'ogcdlj what she knew about life. Evergcla
her father took her to%‘rer grandmotlwer’s house a cxact|9 7 every morning, where she woulg
sPcnd the dag helEin her grandmotl'ler in the gardcn, and then watching the endless run of
soap operas until her father came and Picked her up at é.

Hanna sensed that this drcary Thursclag morningwas no ordinary morning, Her father hadr’t
said a word, nor had the nerve to look at her. Her Pet clog, Jaxson, baied as loud as the
alarm when it went off that morning. Her father had locked Jaxsonin the utilitg room the night
before and hadm’t let him out, which was out of the norm and gave the dog reason to bark ﬁi«a
acrazy man. The two set out on the busg Interstate 5, their normal route.

The gathcr was quitc focused onthe road ahead, as if it was about to move out of the way of
the car. Hannajust looked out of the window. ttwas then that she noticed theg did not gct off
at the exit that gook them to Grandmother’s house. Thcy were headed off another wa ,intoa
wooded area. After almost an hour of clriving and an hour of silence between father and -
daughtcr, Randg Pu”cd onto an exit ramp.

He took an unmarked road hcadingwhat seemed south. Thcg drove on this road for a goocl
half hour, then turned onto another unmarked road, followed it, then turned onto several
other roads until Hanna had no idea where thcg were headed. She didr't dare qucstion her
Fathcr, for she feared the worst would come crawlin gout of her father’s mouth eventually. Yet,
no words were exchanged. Fina”g, on a dirt road tl'lcy had been Fo”owing for aroun orty
minutes, the father Pufid into what seemed to be a drivewag, yetHanna hadn’t seen a house
for over an hour.

The father shut the car off and took the kcg out of the ignition. He didr’t even look at
Hanna or even say angthingto his confused claughtcr. He ro[%ccl down one window to a crack
about the size of a Pcncil. He got out of the car. Hanna just stared at her father as he walked
down the deserted road and throu gh the ancient forest. That was the last time Hanna saw her
father.

Almost two c‘ags later Hanna was found aslccp in the car by several hunters that were pass-
ing through the area. She was now a very suspicious and scared little girl, with no mother,
Fathcr, or clue of what would haPPcn next in the world she knew so little about.
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Bong [ssap

By Alex T rejo

The car makes a suddcnjolting changc of lanes to the right side of the road as soon as m cousin
Marcos realizes he almost miss&d the Freeway entrance. My best Fricnd, whois seated to my le , blows
a storm of beer breath in my face when he leaughs about almost missing our Frccway ramp. My tense
sweaty hands lie on my |aP. And my head looks straight ahead out the windshield not wanting to move at
all. Not because I'm nervous about Marcos driving a%tcr drinkinga few Coronas, but because seated to
my right is Ncly. ' '

A beautiful gir| with a Southern Mexico Indian face and a downtown body, Nclg was the first real
authentic Mexican girl lever met. Rich brown skin and not a sing|c English or SPanghsh word ever coming
out of her mouth. Nely seemed so much prettier to me than any Chicana (Mcxican-Amcrican) I had ever
met. And all this time thought these PaEe Chicanas were so much better looking than Mexicanas.

Everyone knew we liked each other, but we both denied it. Somehow even without showing any
signs of attraction for one another we both knew we liked each other. We had never rca”g had a long
conversation cxccPt for once, the day she arrived here from Brownsvi“c, the Texas border town where
she had to lag low for a week hiding {'\rl'jom Immigration Patrol O{:Ficcrs, or La Migra.

So here we are smushed up against each other in the backseat of Marcos’ smoke gray ‘Lac,
nervous as hc”, trging hard not to let our elbows rub. Mg back bcgins to hurt and we’re not even hal)cway
to town yet. But even though I'm oing through all of this Pain and nervousness, | don’t want to arrive.’]
start thinking inmy head o somcﬁﬂ'n to tal about, a conversation starter, but | draw a blank. 1 don’t
know what to talk about because wciavc nothing in common. We were raised in two tota”y different
countries. | don’t know what Mexican girls like to fo or what they think about. 1've onl been to Mexico
a few times and 1 onl stay for a month each time. That was the onlg time | wished Nclg was Chicana
instead of Mexicana. 1 ask God for I’ICIP and He instantly does.

We hear aloud and Funny snoring sound to our Icgt and we both look over at my best Fn'cncl, onl
to see his dead looking, slobbcring face Iooking up at the car’s cciling. Again he snores a rca”g louc‘f
long snore and Nclg and 1 both burst out lauglﬁing. Marcos doesn’t even notice angfhing since his gir|~
friend up in the passenger seat is ro”ing up ajoint for them to share. Thcg light up while Nclg and I are
still giggﬁng.

Marcos slows the car down as it fills up with the lemony aroma of Sinsemilla Marijuana from South
Central Mexico. | instantlg feel more relaxed and comfortailc. I look over at Nclg ghrough the thick
PurPlc cloud of smoke between and around our heads onlg to find her alrcaclg staring at me with the
sweetest smile on her face. )

The low soft love song starts when Marcos’ pops in the tape and 1 stick out my hand for Ncly to
grab She wants to know what the song is called and what the hclrthc guy is saying because she says it
sounds like a beautiful song. | tell her the songis called “I Like the Way You Love Me,” and it’s sungg a
man named Brenton Wood.” And after | translate the title and the first two lines for her, she announces

that, that is our song,
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Just as | sat down, the pro-
fessor walked into the room. He
strolled to the front of the room and
sat clown, utting his brown sandled
feet onto his dci. When he sat, his
s|ight|3 too short, Faclcdjcans Pu”cd
up revealing his light green socks.
While he a.:schcl it there were any
qucstions on the homcworl(, he be-
ganto Play with his white mustache
and brown hair that was Pu”ccl into
a Pongtail.

The bald man with a sun-
burned head had a qucs’cion, so the
Profcssor bcgan to write on the
whiteboard. His fading black pen
was difficult toread and it squcaEcd
as it moved across the boarcl. The

rochsor, irritated with the pen,
cursed at it and threw it away, say-

fo Todd Sorenson

ing it causes cancer. He then pro-
ceeded to grab anew one. TaPPing
er blue mechanical Pcncil on her
desk, the cxtrcmclq skinny young
woman sitting in the second row
leaned her head onto her hand.
The ugl student next to me,
with an unusuaﬁg fat nose, set down
his blunt number two Pentech and
bcgan to run his hand through his
Beatle-length hair. He was over-
wcight and had needed a shave for
many dags. The kid had a faint smell
of mold. His paper had barel lcg-
ible hanc]writing all over it andy what
looked like a boogcr stuck tothe toP
right corner.
An old man si’cting on the
right side of the room squintcd
through his thick glasscs in an at-

tcmPt to see the board. He was

wearing an old green coat, %l;ay

Eans, and a Pair of brown cow oy
oots with uP’curncd toes. When the

Promccssor started another discus-

sion on why his class was more im-

Eortant that every other class, he
egan to ta[l: his foot.

Fina IH, the girl who alwags
shows up late arrivccf Shedidntsay -
a word, and the Pro{:cssor did not
ad(nowlcdgc her cntcring his class.
He just continued to talk about his
subject’s suPcriority. The fat kid
next to me bcgan to stare blankl at
the cciling, Probablg thinking o? all
the women he will never get. Aftera
while, the Promcessor noticed this,
gc”cd at him, andthen bcgan to dis-

cuss the homework again.
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‘Pto 6 Tabitha Lunsfrumv

Rfter the Raip

By Chelsea Gosk
A soft creek bed Phosphorcnt
bent with green Under an agclcss umbrella
Pinc winds of gloomg air and vines
Deep in a black forest Heawvy drops
amil y pear amon cbong sands |istcningwith onyx rain

carried in a twisted current cading over cvcrything
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The Garden

By William Yarwood

Suppose | came wandcring into your & rd
And I stood in the shadows, R
Watching,

As you tended your HAowers.

SuPPose I came wandcring into your §=4 d ‘
And | watched from the trcctoP.
As you danced in the morning.

SuPPosc I came wandering into your gar_ e
And droPPcd the shadows and the vei s,

R bitha Lunstrum
And stood all cxPosccl Photo 5y Tabitha Lunstrum
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Untitled

By Delton Hauck

In the shadows
he walked
while 1
in the |ight
His name in the caverns
of my mind
* Mine on the tiP
of his tongue
~in every word
Alwaysg my side
there to the end
I did not know -or chose not to
I am selfish and stuPicl
for not noticing
What a great thing
i’:coulh ave been
Through every ste
%‘IC wa:‘;‘j therf::
How foolish 1 am
For he was, is, and always will be
Part of the bajigrou nd

N
[aise Rawlinson

Photo By Stine Hansen
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(alifornia in the Bpripgtime

By Brendan r_Bearc[s[ey

Sunshine streams ’chrougl'u the sunroof of
our rental car like licluid honcg~—i’c warms my body
thoroughlg, and begs my soul to come out and Pla .
| can taste the salty air wafting off the Paci{:?c
Ocean. The smell oFg Fruitg Perémc, fromthe last
rental car Patron, remains on my scat belt. My cot-
ton, blue and white checkered po lin shirt flutters
in the breeze. My sleeves are rolled up California
suchr—stgle. The gcntlc swccPinﬁcomcrs of south-
ern Highwag 101 wind through endless ro”ing olden
hills. Occasiona”g, the hot cracked aspha t gives
way to stccP cliffs and shows signs of past erosion.
Sun-bleached sidingon the old San Gregorio Gen-
eral Store is a historic texture that cuts through the
urban hubbub and concrete of California like a
blunt stick cuts dried birthdag cake.

Across the lane fromthe general store there
is a small herd of cattle gathcring near the uneven
barbed wire fence. Theg have coffee colored Fur,
their hooves are caked with dried mud, and their
faces are Powclcry white with tinges of Pinl( near
their eyes and nostrils. The loo'i straight at the
tourists visiting the store with a blank stare and a
simplc flick of their whitc-tippc& tails. The noon
hour sun heats their drg Pasturc, and the morning
dewthatwas lﬁiding inthe shadows now eva orates
in the cver-rising sun. In the risin vapors the smell
of cow manure is pungent, as is the smell of matted

rass and Freshlg-munchccl hag. The closest cow’s
Ercath feels warm and moist and smells sweet and
unique as it billows onto my handina sensory test
For(}ood. The cow turns away from me, but it s evi-
dent bﬂ the whites of her gentilc eye that she is still
watching me with curiosittj.

As | watch througg the rear view mirror, the
slwing, corrugatcc] tin roof of the San Gregorio Gen-

eral Store fades in the distance. Endless miles of
artichoke fields stretch over the horizon. The Plas~
tic door hanc”cs of the rental car seem greasy un-~
der my travc|~weary hands. The radio Plags my
sPringtimc anthem—The Verve’s “Bittersweet Sym~
Phong.” The song has been Played on every radio
station in California nonstoP forthe last four clays.

The drcamg, uPbeat melodies are rcjetitive, But

never tiring, and the eerie backgroun of stringcd
instruments is very catclwg. When 1 think of sPrin I
now think of this song, and sPring is by far my é—-
vorite season. Everything is so lcrcslgn and new.
There is evidence OF new ti, even hcrc, in the

arched southwestern rcgion of the cou ntrg. Oak
trees stand like gant green sentinels high above the
highwag on the coastal hills. Their new leaves add
avibrant contrast to the scene when comparecl to
the surrounding Parchccl grass waving in the warm
sea breeze.

The roads in California are different than
home. The lanes here are about two feet narrower
and the yellow paint seems brighter. Oncoming
scmi—trucits add an element of sus ense each time
the pass with a wlﬁoosl'xing souncf brief blockage
of f?'nc sun, and wind turbulence on the car. Tﬁc
suspense is born from the constant subliminal
thought that our combined confrontation sPcecl
would be about 120 miles per hour should we strag
even three feet to the left of our center lanc—Posi~
tion. Because of this clctail, my father is not able
to admire the beautiful scenery. His dcep concen-~
tration is not shared bg me, however. ! recline in my
seat and cn’og the warmth of the ultraviolet rays
on my winter-white skin. Serotonin is sur ing
through my brain, and I am brcathing in suns%inc
vapor.
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Rmerica, Dont Tarp Your Dack Op Us

By Alex Trejo

- Dor’t turn your face on me, America
' Listen to my rage
Allow me to be o|itica”9 incorrect
And get into the inner bcing
o‘rg our gui[tg conscience
Let me take 3our£f>rain aPart cell by cell
while 1 shout out exactlg how I feel about
Your Political-historical nonsense

Don’t you dare turn your face on me, America

Listen to my rage

| am the original inhabitant of this land

Red skin- long hair, b|ooclg Past

of conquest, gcnocicle,

cultural castration and rape

That’s right, Columbus, kiss my incligcnous

ass

Because | was here first

You don’t intimidate me

with your conclcsccnding claims of discovcry
Man-made borders, and ownershi

Hell no, because even thouglw Iwas ki"eci

Denied of my citizcnshiP until

The carlg 20th century,

500 Yyears of resistance is what I have

To throw up in your E‘.uropean face

Our numbers might be gone after the battlcs,

But we're still l’lcrc, ever Prcscnt on our land

Our Land, America, Our Land

Donr’t turn your shameful face on me, America
Listen to my rage

That’s right, it’s me

The bu{falo soldier

You took from Africa %00 years ago
E)rought in chains on slave boats
treated like animals

SimPCllg because my skin

was darker than yours
Dehumanization,

laslﬂcd bac‘(s on Southern P[antations

To uphold the economy of a country

that did nothing but rcjcct me

Fo{ljgct your unsuPPortcd contentions
O

compilexion, an
Origjns
I turned around, surPrising you

mff imccrioritﬁ because of genetics,

Using my blackness as a cause of Pridc and

Empowerment, cultural celebration
Pm still here as well, America

Waiting to take

some sweet revenge for the Pain
suffering, toil of the soil I underwent
At your lood-stained hands

Don’t you tumn your face on me America

— not for one second

Listen to my rage

Listen to my shricking wails
Foreigner upon my own native land

Because o your 1848 “Manifest Dcsting”

Manifest this:
You betragccl me in every asPcct
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False Promises you would rcsPcct my culturc,
MH Propcrtg, my ianguagc, m%PcoPlc
Usingt e name

of the honorable Guadalupc Hidalgo

As your PromC

But your turned around and bctragcd us
Taking all of our land-

The American southwest was once Aztec
Aztlan, occuPicd U.S.A.

Swallow the bitterness in my tone

and mark my words:

Not for long

Denying me my Mexican histogg,

My brown Pri e,

Arresting me and stn'PPing me in 1943
Because or m ciaring to take acivantagc
Or my freedom of expression

of my freedom to be different

Pm still Forcign to you

You mock my iangua e ca”ing mea sPic
You la§c| me as His-Panic

~whose Panic, America?

Yours?

But soon there will be

a Population takeover of Latino youth
And then we’ll see who has the icinaidword

KecP Facing me, America

Don'’t turn your face on me

And listen to my rage

m herc, too

The gc”ow man

-the Asian American you refused to educate
The one you relocated in internment camps
Unjustlg, knowing we were your native sons

American citizens because of origjns,

once again and

A different color of skin you couldm’t tolerate
My maker is in the gold rush, in the railroads

I toiled over cndlcsslg to build for you

- So you could turn around and discriminate me
Cal

ngme a Chin|<, a Jap,
unwanteci, un~|ovccl, unattended to
’'m markcd, America
I seek acivanccmcnt,
but 1 don’t i:orgct that casilg
History is more Powchul
than you can ever imagjne
And lﬂknow my rcalitics,
Can you recognize the truth?

Dor’t turn your face on us, America

Listen to our rage

We are the historica”g undcr—rcprcsentcd
Communities of color

Who refuse to give up on you

Because we bc%icvc in you,

desPi’cc all the oPPression

We underwent at your racist,

ignorant, rcjecting hands

We are Americans, too,

Americans of color

All we ask is that you recognize our history
Instead of den ing it

Teach the ’cruti?to the children
Instead of Hinciing them

Take rcsponsibility for your mistakes
Instead of ignoring them

Because we're here

and we’re not going anywhcre
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By William Yarwood

And so we stanc],
All wraPPcc[ in armor.
Glistcning in dreams
But never in life
Struck down bg our own hands
Suffocated bg our own breath
Dante’s woods are here and now
The Path is 133 no means straigl'\t
Wolves are at our heels
And vultures above our heads
Tears fall in vain
And cries g0 unheard

By Lacy Bender

| Kpew

By Kristen Adamson

From the moment | saw you
I knew
That | was the one for you
The only one for you
lcan ma{c ou happg
And I can ma\?«a you smile
You can laugh with me
We are true
But now | know
You don’t think 'm the one,
The onlg one {:or_you
You believe 1 won’t make you smile
You think 1 can’t make you happg
You dor’t want to Iaugh with me
Because to you, she is true
But ! knew

Falling

By Corie Stanford'

Co"aPsc beneath me

But nothing to grasp

Flail and try to scream
But escape a rasp

Vision so clouded
The flesh soon does sear
Chaos does cnguhc
Salvation appear
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K Dismal Cnd

By Brendan Beardsley

The constant ta ping of Ed’s foot keel:)s the nursing, home patrons’ in a high state of tension.
The heater’s fan ovcrwﬁdms Margje’s meek voice as she describes the next crochet Pattern to Ethel.
The fact that Margie s eaks through a wisP3-$OUncling trachcostomy doesnt hclp the situation. Too
many cigarettes can kilggou early, but if Fgou smokcjust the right amount, you are left with a dime-sized,
Froggg mount haleag own your neck for ten Years Prior to death.

George and Joe argue about their uneven card %amc (uneven because Joe is blind), and Auntie
Dee prances arou nd the roomina Pink chiffon eveningdress. Betty just sits and watches the television,
her oxygen rcsPirator’s loud breaths clear audible over the thrum of activities. The volunteer cooks
can be ﬁcard cleanin up the chicken and mashed potato dinner; the clank and clash of dishes and
%lasscs orchestrate airo\(cn rhg’c‘ﬁm. A faint smell oEurine is dctcc’cablc; it combines with the aroma of

ried chicken from the recent dinner.

_ “Cleanse away our sins for we are ancient giants of a gildccl aﬁc...,” Crazy Willie half-whispers to
noonein Particular. Crazy willie recites beautifu Poctrg occasional Y, but he spends the rest of his time
watering down the main cour’cyarcl inan attempt to “keep down radiation levels.” Crazy willie was a Navg
Photographcr in the South Pacific during the Manhattan Projcct trial cxplosions—— he’s been at groun

zero, and he wor’t let anyone Forget it.
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Auntie Flo graceFu||3 glidcs by on her way to the leaded ass French doors where she meets her
date for a round of Bingo and a nig?nt out on the town. Flo’s date is Mr. Dougie Drakc, a large Texan
blowhard who claims to%*navc earned his money on the Alaskan PiPc line. Draic then s uanc%crccl his

suPPoscd caminrgs running from the KGB in yesteryear Russia. No one knows if his 531C~Proclaimcd
history is fact or ore, but many think he may be D.B. Cooperin the flesh. The odd couple ramble offin
Drake’s rat‘tling, old white Lincoln Continental. The car’s ded hcadlights cut through the winter nigl'ﬁ:’s
twlight ike distant ﬂickcring candles.

Joe’s white cane has long since fallen from his Iap, and Betty is asleep; her brcathing is slower
now. George is |:>|a3ing solitaire-- discontent with Joe’s card game ethics. Ethel and Margie are quietlg
crocheting, and the faded western sunlight silhouettes a few resting chickadees at bird feeders in the
courtyard. Crazg willie is Eacin§ between the electric ﬁ'rcplace andthe |a'rgc slidin glass doors nearthe
grassy courtyard. The chickadees bob wcarily whenever Willie comes near to the door. Willie moans
another of his favorite Phrascs, “Winter is upon us and death shall separate the sick from the Iiving. A
dismal end always has overtones of lost hoPc and remembered freedom...”

Photo Ey Al; Alwin
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Faith to You

William Yarwood

Let us lie still now,
_Let winds and rains,
The sun and stars,
Bathe us in life
In death.

Forgive me Babe,
But right now it all feels...
...the same
lcanno longcr distinguish
AndTho longcr care.

You have said what you must,
Said what is righ’c,
How can | cease to love 3ou?
My blcssing, my curse

My cure, my Plaguc.

But I still love you,
And 1 still wait.
You kceP faith with yours,
And 1
Faith with mine.
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Untitled

By Brett Buchholtz

Karl blazed through the Forcst, narrowl
clodgin the thick goliagc. [':vcrywhcrc, the sounﬁ
ofthunﬁcr crashed around him as flak hit dry earth.
Flging dirt Peltec] Karl, sending needles of Pain
through his core. After diving t%rough the air, he
crashed into a ditch full of bramble. Cautiouslg, he
tried to take in his surroundings. The next instant,
Karl was rocked bg the debris gven off by a mor-
tar and he soon passed outfroma blowto the head.

After he woke up, Karl dug himself out of
the debris that had buried |'1im, an§ Possiblg saved
his life. Bodies Iag around ]'lim, both those of his
unit and those of enemy units. Instead of wander-
ing aimlessly for hours and etting lost, he Plantcd
himself bac{ in his hole anag examined his wounds.

A six inch stick had run itself halmcway
tl'\rough his Forcarm, |uc|<i|3 it had not broken any
bones. However, there was stream of blood run-
ningclown his arm, and he had lost some blood while

he was buried. He broke off both sides of the stick

to allow a little more movement, but he didrt dare
Pu" it through. Karl felt wooz Fromjerking on his
arm. He reached down to gra his compass, butin

his dazed state he used his bad arm. Catchin on

the edee of his coat ockct, the stick opened the
wounc{g cnough for blood to sPI,asln on Eis iacket.
Kar felltothe grouncl and quickly Passcd ou% again.

When he awoke, he was in a hospital at the
German Reserves unit in Berlin.. He looked up at
the wall and noticed the German wwiil motto, “Get
busy living, or get busy dging!” Obviously, it meant
that to live you had to cxPcricncc war, but for Karl
it was a matter of determination to keep living.

Karl came back from another EricF ash-
back and he had a new drive. He cluiclclg got his
map and compass out to find the direction to his
rendevous. With on|3 30 minutes to reach the Point,
it was goin to be a grucling four miles. He made
up his mind that he was a survivor and started his
endless sprint.
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It had a way of covcrin%thc grouncl

The way cotton can kill sound.

The diamoncls, they danced in and out
Of skeletons they told about
Long Past years when %Lc earth was new
And no rules ever haunted you.

And even though it was night,
All the black hac[gtumccl to white.

The cople did not notice me
As| Pokcd the browning tree
From a time a month ago
When there wasjog‘ about the snow.

And not a moment did | miss
Of someone else’s Pchect kiss.

A car drove by and sPcwcd exhaust
That stunk anciJ then it turned to frost.
The arms bent low like mclting wax.

[ turned to make the very first tracks

In the snow.




Glimmer 31

Photo by Grace Scﬁl:y




‘Patrons

‘Businesses

Button Jewelers
‘Downtown ’Pﬁarmacy
Sweet Memories

Q Nails

Ca[amity Jane’s

‘Dance Centre

The Palace Ccfe

| Dixon’s Old West
Law Oﬁcice of CK Heaverlo
ﬂoogieman ‘Music

Blue ’Ric[ge Insurance
Billy Mac’s Juice Bar

Campus-U-Tote-em
Williams® Florist

The Copy Shop

Mr. G’s Grocery
KXLE Radio Station
Burger ‘King

Cafe Eden

fRecyclé Sﬁcy

Casa de Blanca

Daily Record

A Time For Sweets
Mountain ‘}{igﬁ Sports

The Mustard Seed The C(ymer Museum

Arnold’s Ranch & Home
Knudson’s Lumber
Grant’s Pizza Place
Armstrong’s All Seasons
Sﬁtj:)yers

Panda Garden

Families

Drummond Family
Mary Heavilin
Blazek Famil

Mecham ’Famiﬁ
Alwin Tamilz

Dean’s Radio & Television
Mom’s Cmfts & Fabrics
Godfather’s Pizza

Sunrise _‘Egpresso

Papa ijoﬁy’s Pizza

Students
William Yarwood






