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Introduction

“We, at the Community Writing Center, believe that writing 
has the power to unite communities and build bridges over social 
chasms such as economic disparity and racial intolerance. Because 
of this belief, we have created the DiverseCity Writing Series, which 
provides a way to develop writing communities, and to disperse 
the thoughts and emotions of people whose stories may otherwise 
remain untold.”

This is the mission statement of the DiverseCity Writing 
Series (DWS)—the SLCC Community Writing Center’s 
writing group program. Our efforts to start this program 
began in August 2000, when we worked with writers from 
local organizations in two-month writing workshops, each 
culminating in a publication and a public reading. During the 
first two years, we worked with four groups: Justice, Economic 
Independence and Dignity for Women; the Liberty Senior 
Center; The Road Home shelter; and Cancer Wellness House. 

In the summer of 2002, we decided to expand the DWS into a 
multi-group, year-round writing program. In March 2003, we 
began training volunteer mentors in collaborative writing group 
strategies. In April of that year, the first writing groups met. Six 
months later, we published sine cera: People Are Strange, the 
first anthology of DWS writing; and hosted a public reading to 
celebrate the participants’ work and the publication. Over the 
past three years, the DiverseCity Writing Series has grown into 
a program with multiple writing groups, dedicated volunteer 
writing group mentors, and over 30 community writers who 
write and share their work within the series. 

Currently, the DWS has seven writing groups that meet bi-
weekly: the Community Writing Center group; the Salt Lake 
City Public Library group; the Sam Weller’s group; the 



Gay, Lesbian, Bisexual, Transgender Community Center of 
Utah group; the Literacy Action Center group; the Pathways 
to Recovery group; and the environmental writing group. 
Additional groups are being developed; throughout the city, 
people are writing and sharing their words with others.  

This December, we celebrate the seventh DiverseCity Writing 
Series publication, sine cera: 95 pennies and a nickel, which 
illustrates the efforts and inspirations of DWS mentors and 
writers over the past six months.



Preface

Writing, whether visible from or hidden beneath the surface, is 
like roots which connect us all—be it found in the words, the 
writers, the audience, the genre, or the topic—we all play an 
integral part in this form of art. Writing connects us through 
communication—through memory and experience, whether 
dreamt or known. 

In this edition of sine cera we follow, like roots, the organic map 
of language; we see life through moments and time only writing 
can allow us. We become familiar with paths of memory, 
stories, dreams, love, loss, change, and self.  

The anthology features poetry, prose, short story, and personal 
essay. We explore the memories, histories, transitions, loved 
ones, actualizations and imaginations which have shaped the 
lives of many unspoken voices in our community. The writers 
take us beneath the soil to the roots where we find the stories 
that liberate and unify us all.  

I present 95 pennies and a nickel as a way to understand and 
know our community through often overlooked perspectives.

Elizabeth Coleman 
DiverseCity Writing Series Coordinator
SLCC Community Writing Center 
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Chop Suey 
Kristine Wright

It is interesting to go to a restaurant and see how they make 
Chinese food in front of you and in the back like crazy.
It is interesting to go and see how they serve the food on a hot 
plate.

I have had a chance to eat chop suey on a trip in Hawaii.
I have seen how the noodles can be soft or hard with soy sauce 
on the noodles, in the soup or in the main dish. 
Anybody can go and learn. Watch them flip, flip food in the 
dish. 

I go with my parents to a Chinese restaurant for my birthday 
each year.
I smell the Chinese food all the way.
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Outside My Window
Deborah Young
 
I can see you and me.
I can see you through the pane.
I can see me reflected in the glass.
 
I can see you and me. 
I can see you working, doing lots of stuff.
I can see me staring, sitting on my duff.
 
I can see you and me. 
I can see you talking and having fun.
I can see me looking and wanting sun.
 
I can see you and me. 
I can see you enjoying what you do.
I can see me becoming unglued.
 
I can see you and me. 
I can see you through the pane.
I can see me reflected in the glass.
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Silver Moon
Kay Robison

The silver moon shone
down on my love and me
The night was as exciting as can be
He held my hand
I felt so grand
We had been discussing the starry sky
He showed me the bear, way up high
We admired the big and little 
dipper and comets too
And now I was hoping he’d 
make me happy by saying 
“Darling, I love you.”
He waited a while
and did smile
The he said more than I hoped
for as he got down on bended knee,
he said, “Sweetheart, will you have me
as your husband for all time?”
To me, this was so fine
I said “Yes” 
and we did caress
I’ll always remember
that night in September.
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Driving Under the Influence
Julie Zych

I am abruptly startled back into reality; my eyes wide, quickly 
scanning the road in front of me.  My heart pounding faster 
and my hands gripping the wheel tighter.  The air freshener on 
the mirror makes big sweeps back and forth coming close to 
hitting me in the face.  Everything reacting to the sudden sound 
and contact of wheels grazing the bumpy grid of the road’s 
shoulder.  This is not the first time I have veered off course; in 
fact it has happened countless times before.  I can never blame 
it on too much alcohol or any mind numbing drugs.  Nor 
on searching for the perfect CD, chatting on a cell phone or 
digging for that final french fry that always manages to sneak to 
the bottom of the sack.  The time of day or season of the year 
never matters.  One eye on the road the other off on a distant 
peak, low clouds, lush greens, drops of sun.  Throw in a full 
moon looming above and you can search for me in the nearest 
ditch.  I’m a hazard. I should only be allowed to drive myself 
through barren, isolated deserts or Nebraska. 

Passing alongside of me I appear to be the model driver, head 
pointed forward and my hands roughly in the ten and two 
vicinity, seemingly attentive.  But as a fellow driver, it’s my eyes 
you have to worry about. They are often diverted to the rear 
view mirrors staring and following the scenery I have just left 
behind. Tempted to turn back to stare at the cotton candy 
clouds hovering over the peaks or how the stark white snowfall 
practically glows against a blue sky.  Drifting into neighboring 
lanes, barely missing orange cones I’m bound to be pulled over 
sooner or later.  Officers can stop me to make me walk the line, 
arms outstretched.  Chances are, stone sober, I will still fail the 
test by losing my balance as I check the view over my shoulder. 
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Cruise past the post office, hang a right at the gas station, over 
the rail road crossing; with my aerial distraction the routine 
drive home is anything but. Stoplight arrows often point left 
while my head usually points right, gazing through rooftops 
trying to catch a glimpse of the shadows as they slowly eat the 
remaining sunlight. A season later my car will be stopped at 
the same corner with me ignoring the same left turn signal.  
This time looking past the power lines to the colorful tree 
tops mimicking an artist’s palette.  My mind pondering how 
those last remaining patches of snow survive. A quick horn tap 
usually snaps me out of it and propels me forward again.

Day after day I mutter the same question to whoever will 
listen: “did you see the mountains today?”  They have given me 
more than simply the ability to confidently distinguish between 
east and west.  At their mouth lies a giant “welcome” mat and 
accepting the invitation puts my already suspect driving skills 
to a test.  Tight curves, hair pin turns, breathless bicyclists 
struggling to summit; focus is mandatory.  Opening my sunroof 
only adds another angle for my neck to contort towards.  My 
head swivels as quickly as an office chair at quitting time. 
My gaze regularly gets stuck, my foot forgets to accelerate, 
thoughts are lost, speech interrupted; they clearly distract me.  
Nightly a majestic tennis match ensues between the two sides. 
As one range’s luster changes, a quick turn of the head provides 
an entirely different panorama, within minutes the whole 
prospective changes.  No matter which side I find myself on 
any particular evening I always come out a winner.  My greed 
and selfishness keep me coming back for more day after day.  
The ever changing view ensures that no two scenes will be alike. 

If we meet by accident, I’m blaming the mountains.
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In the Salvation Army Places
Virlee Baker 

I feel comfortable 
In the Salvation Army
They have become my life. 

When I am with them
I am in the company 
Of the finest 
People who ever lived. 

I love to acquire 
The wisdom 
They offer 
To my friends 
To my family 
The Salvation Army is important to me. 

The officers are patient 
Understanding 
Not critical 
Like good friends should be. 
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The Stormy Summer Night 
Aitulagi Hall 

One stormy summer night my uncle Francis had a birthday 
party. That was on August 12, 2006. We had a good time and 
everyone had fun. A lot of our family members came from 
California. 

After the party that night, we all went to my uncle’s house. 
There was a tent outside. Some people sat under the tent and 
some people sat outside the tent. While we were outside, we 
were laughing and joking with each other.

Then suddenly we heard a loud thunder and we saw lightning! 
At that time, the wind started blowing and it started raining. 

My cousins from California were still sitting outside the tent 
talking and watching the lightning. When I saw that, I told 
them to move under the tent. They didn’t listen. Then I told 
them, “In Utah, lightning is dangerous,” and told them, “It kills 
people.” I told them what happened in 2004 when some people 
were killed by lightning. 

When they heard that part of the story, they moved under 
the tent one by one. They all stood around nervously. When I 
saw that, I told them, “Don’t worry, don’t be nervous, don’t be 
scared. It will be over in a few minutes.” 

After I said that everybody sat down on their chairs and 
calmed down.

The storm ended.  
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Wisconsin—1994
Richard Scharine

It didn’t shape up as a classic Christmas Eve.  Although it was 
scarcely mid-afternoon, the fog made it hard to see the road 
less than fifty yards from the house.  The recyclables and trash 
bags on the pavement’s edge stretched from one driveway to the 
other, giving the impression in the gathering haze of an army of 
dwarves laying siege to the property.

“Doesn’t it seem strange to you,” my wife said, “that the county 
now has trash pickups as far out in the country as your 
mother’s house?”

“It seems strange to me that the road is paved,” I answered, and 
let it go at that.

We hadn’t been in Wisconsin at this season for about 15 years, 
and unlike those days when the children were young, this was 
not a happy occasion.  A few weeks earlier, my sister, who lived 
below the farmhouse at the bottom of the hill, had moved my 
mother into a private nursing home in Johnstown Center.  We 
understood the necessity.  The woman who had demonstrated 
such strength and independence in the years following Dad’s 
death was now failing in memory, eyesight, and even powers of 
speech.  During our annual visit the summer before, unsettled 
by the mice using the living room floor as a speedway while we 
watched television, we had packed up months of newspapers 
and empty food cartons and replaced them with traps and 
pest poisons.  Even then we knew we were only fighting a 
delaying action.  I knew the decision hadn’t been easy for my 
sister, who had so gradually inherited the responsibility for 
our mother that none of us could have pinpointed when it 
happened.  Placing Mother in the home had cost Marti much 
of her emotional capital, leaving little for the arduous task of 
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cleaning the house and dividing the memories left behind. 
As schoolteachers, semester holidays were like discretionary 
income to Lynne and I, and we owed it to Marti for the thirty 
years we had left such intergenerational tasks to her.  Besides, 
Lynne was legendary for both her organizational skills and 
her sensitivity to the balance of family politics.  Scarcely a visit 
went by without her soothing over a real or imagined slight of 
one family member by another, and she was trusted to be fair 
about her mother-in-law’s belongings in a way no blood kin 
could have been.

We had been five days in Wisconsin and the long line of plastic 
bags standing sentinel at the roadside were green and orange 
witnesses to our efforts.  Each day had begun with a room to 
be excavated, and each was interrupted around mid-day to 
visit Mom at Connie Hunt’s home.  The house stands in a field 
well off the County Highway and across the road from the 
Community Center, which I remember as a brand-new unified 
school replacing the one-room schoolhouses where I got my 
education.  That day Mother was standing very straight in the 
kitchen, waiting, but unsure of for whom, or even who we were.  
Her macular degeneration is worse and she doesn’t seem to 
hear very well either—although that may be because she has 
so little language left, and her failure to respond  often leads us 
not to direct conversation toward her.  Still, if we managed to 
engage her attention, she could be as facially animated as ever.  
What seemed to work best was to talk about the past.
“You were one of four sisters, weren’t you, Mother?  And you 
were all born in different townships:  Mae in Lima, you in 
Harmony, Ella in Richmond, and Rose in Johnstown.”
“Yes.”  She is all smiles.  “And the farm that Father was born on 
had the barn attached directly to the house.  He used to say, ‘I 
was born in a barn, but not in a manger.’”  Then she was quiet 
again.
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Part of our daily activities was to see to it that Mother got out, 
usually a visit to someone.  But today we decided to go to the 
Old Town Cemetery, for which she had been the historian 
for so many years.  Ironically enough, for all her associations 
with the place, my father was not buried here, but rather in his 
family’s plot across the county line on Highway 59.  Up on the 
hill next to the Morse farm, it was still warm enough not to 
be unpleasant, but crisp enough not to be muddy underfoot.  
I knew the grounds well and could still find the oldest grave 
in it, with the still legible dates:  born 1788, died 1839.  We 
worried that the visit for Mother might engender a sense of 
loss, she who had lost so much of herself in recent years, but 
she seemed to enjoy our reading the names on the stones and 
our speculation about the family relationships.

My mind wandered as we strolled on the frozen grass, and 
at first I didn’t notice that she had stopped before a relatively 
recent grave.  I walked back to see the name.  It was a distant 
cousin of my father’s, whom I knew my mother had dated 
briefly.  Before I could comment, she spoke.

“It was a Sunday.  He had a Model A, and it was running out 
of gas, so we stopped at a farm he knew, but I didn’t.  While he 
was using the pump, a young man came out of the house and 
got us a drink of water.  He was tall and very sunburned.  The 
water was cool.  I never rode in the Model A again.”

“Who was the young man, Mother?”

“It was Werner, my sweetheart,” she said, and was silent again.
My father’s name.

* * * * * * * * 
It was well into the afternoon before I began the task for the 
day:  the bookcase in my parents’ bedroom.  We were sleeping 
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there, as it was the only room in the house with a double bed.  
My father’s books could be easily handled, although they varied 
from the relics of a book club (Boswell’s London Journal, 1762-
63) to the cheapest of paperbacks.  I remembered him urging 
me to switch from dime comic books to quarter westerns so 
that we could share them.  (His less than six years in school 
never satisfied his curiosity.)  Mother’s things could be roughly 
divided into five piles—genealogy, cemetery history, church 
history, family letters, and financial affairs—but it wasn’t 
easy.  Looking at Mother’s records was a good way to trace the 
decline of her mind.  So much of what she had kept organized 
with such pride was now laying around loose, and as the 
evening waned, I relied more and more on instant judgments 
and less and less on careful reading to determine on which pile 
the documents landed.  In my haste I almost overlooked a blue 
book with a velvet-like cover.

I knew what it was before I opened it.  Toward the back in a 
quavering hand were short letters which were obviously first 
drafts for originals that had been mailed:  invitations to a 
Blanche Beattie Society meeting,  a letter of protest to Family 
Feud for all the kissing that the host did, etc.  And as I moved 
closer to the front, the hand steadied itself and regained the 
power to deal rationally with the affairs of everyday life.   I 
recognized for the first time in years my mother, and I knew 
what I was looking for.

February 14, 1972:  “Today my sweetheart passed away.”

* * * * * * * *
I lay back on the bed where I used to take my naps as a 
little boy and stared at the ceiling.  The water stains that I 
remembered were still there.  They had survived multiple paint 
jobs, each time regaining the form which had been theirs for 
at least fifty years.  As I’d waited to fall asleep, they’d always 
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seemed like faces to me—one in profile, one face front.  They 
seemed frightening, ready to pounce once I relaxed my guard, 
until one Christmas when I finally realized what they looked 
like.  Two elves.  They were two elves sent by Santa Claus to 
find out if I were asleep so he could come.

My eyes snapped open to see Lynne standing in the doorway 
with a smile on her face.

“Look what I found.”

It was a tiny electric Christmas tree, hidden at the bottom of 
a box in the basement—covered with artificial needles and 
painted miniature balls lit from within by a 25 watt bulb.  
She had found it and rewired it as I toiled in the bedroom.  I 
recognized it immediately.  During World War II, when a trip 
to town on rationed tires and gasoline was rarely once a week, 
my father had gone on Christmas Eve, only to discover that 
there were no more Christmas trees left.  Searching all over 
town, he had found (somewhere) this marvel of technology.  
My sister and I loved it.

“Too bad you didn’t find it sooner.  We could have put in the 
window for Christmas Eve.”

“I thought we’d set it up on the dresser tonight and watch it as 
we go to sleep.  We can always move it out in the living room in 
the morning.”

I nodded, an indescribable longing coming over me that I 
couldn’t identify.  Later in the night I awoke to see it shining in 
the dark.  I began counting back from fifty to mark the number 
of Christmas-times the tiny tree had been in the house.  And 
when I was finished, I turned over in the bed where I was born, 
lay down next to my wife and went to sleep.
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Never Gonna Say Goodbye 
Tiffany Anne Carver 

I really feel like we are kindred spirits and I feel like it is our 
destiny to get together at this time. We have some things in 
common. When I see him in the morning, he wakes up my 
spirit, I feel like when I talk, he tries to finish what I am saying, 
like he understands what I am thinking and he thinks the same 
thoughts. Everybody thinks we are a cute couple. Our dream is 
coming true; I can’t wait to marry him. He has a twinkle in his 
eyes when he sees me and I see him, I have a big smile for him. 
We have a cute personality together. We never argue or fight. 
We are just like regular people. He does not think of me as a 
handicap person, and I don’t think of him as a handicap person. 
We sometimes buy each other stuff. He helps me in so many 
ways and he smells so nice, too. 
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Get Your Grandfather
Gail Jessen

“They’re coming for us, ya know? They have blue eyes.” She 
carefully noted that I had hazel green eyes and only then ceased 
to regard me with vile suspicion. “They want to take over,” she 
confided, lowering her voice and glancing behind her. “They’ll 
start on the west coast, ya know, Hollywood. Then they’ll come 
for us.” That, I was categorically informed, would be the demise 
of our great nation. 

She was a kind woman, smelling faintly of dried urine and 
peaches. I wasn’t trying to ignore her, but I also wasn’t going out 
of my way to engage her. Squished together on a single seat in a 
crowded train, our privacy was scarce. I realized, however, that 
space doesn’t matter. If the conspiracy theorist decides it is your 
turn to hear their foreboding message, it’s simply your turn. 

I gazed over her shoulder out the window at factories 
swooshing by, the occasional mural painted on an otherwise 
derelict warehouse. “Do you have any friends who speak 
French? Yes? Then you need to be careful,” she warned as we 
slowed to approach the next station. I met her stare and smiled 
politely as I collected my packages. It was only then that I 
noticed the shoebox she cradled gently in her lap. 

My feet wouldn’t move. I slowly lowered my packages back to 
the ground. I tried to take my eyes off the box, but my gaze 
was fixed on the yellow cardboard. She rambled on about the 
special tools these blue-eyed people would use to get into the 
White House through the sewer pipes. I missed my stop. “I 
think that French is similar to Hebrew, but there are no Jews 
in Hollywood. No. It’s the French producers we need to watch 
out for. Ya know?” I didn’t know and though I sat next to her, 
I felt a million miles away. I stared at the box she was holding, 
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struggling to understand why it was familiar. Suddenly, I was in 
my grandmother’s guest bedroom in sleepy Cedar Falls, Iowa, 
staring in disbelief into a tiny coat closet. 

“Get your grandfather. It’s time to go.” A somewhat 
disconcerting command, seeing as how I was in town for my 
grandfather’s funeral and wasn’t quite sure how to carry out 
her directive. My grandmother is a small woman, but stronger 
than an ox. Within my few-moments pause she had marched 
into the bedroom to throw open the closet door. Thinking she’d 
barely brushed its handle, the door crashed back against the 
wall and surprised her. She jumped slightly before pointing 
to a shelf, glancing at me to make sure I was paying attention. 
The particular shelf she wanted to show me was perched high 
above the bar supporting a mothball collection masquerading 
as winter coats. It was a shelf she could not reach on her own. 
I nodded more out of confusion than recognition, but she 
marched back out nonetheless. I allowed myself to pause a 
moment longer before creeping slowly toward the closet. Get 
your grandfather. I peered inside and saw her stash of extra 
pillows, individually preserved in plastic cases. I saw piles and 
piles of afghans and a small yellow shoe box tucked aimlessly 
on the third shelf. I now assumed that when she instructed me 
to get my grandfather, she could only have referred to this box. 

This was my first memory of death. No, that’s not true. This 
was my first memory of death in my family. I strained on my 
tip toes to reach the third shelf. Seven classmates committed 
suicide my Junior year in high school. They were the smart 
over-achievers. No one saw it coming. The weight of the small 
shoe box surprised me. A teacher I revered as a mentor was 
killed violently in a car accident within a few months of the 
suicides. It was then that I saw my first dead body. It looked 
nothing like her. I couldn’t bring myself to open the box. I 
reported dutifully to the living room, having completed my 
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task. Family was bustling and quickly assembling a complex 
arrangement of carpools. My uncle rushed me out the front 
door. With Grandpa Otto in hand, I had no time to collect my 
thoughts.

Grandpa sat quietly on my lap all the way to the cemetery. 
Iowa is corn, long roads and not much else. The roads that day, 
however, seemed three times longer than I’d remembered.   

I don’t remember crying. I remember my dad crying. The 
moment we arrived home, it was time to eat. Not a polite 
meal with silverware and a table, but rather the slow graze of 
HyVee appetizers and random finger foods. A parade of family 
members rambled into the kitchen every few minutes to collect 
their next random assortment of snacks. He wasn’t eating. He 
sat by himself, pretending to watch television. He was sitting in 
Otto’s chair. That’s what shook me. I had long since understood 
my parents as human beings. I had not yet, however, 
understood their mortality. Sitting in his father’s chair, slumped 
and exhausted, I realized how much he looks like his dad. As I 
returned to the kitchen for more cheese squares and an oatmeal 
cookie, I tried to shake the thought. It was the first time I had 
ever seen my father as old. 

As I settled into bed that night, I noticed the closet door had 
not yet been shut. Feeling unsettled and hoping to close the 
emotions of the day, I started by closing the door. Pausing, I 
looked down to see the yellow shoe box. Now empty, 
it rested on the floor of the closet. I smiled quietly to myself. 
Knowing my grandmother could not reach the shelves and 
would never throw away a perfectly useful box, there it would 
stay. 
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The Wedding Feast 
Kristine Wright

I see that a girl has a handkerchief to use in going to town to 
visit on her Wedding day. 

I see that girl has a ring holder to put her wedding ring in.

I see that a girl meets the husband in New York where the 
clouds hang overhead.

I see the girl get her engagement ring and sail off, very far away 
on the honeymoon.

I see the flowers in her hair on her wedding day with the 
handkerchief matching in her hand.

I see the day she’ll wear the ring on her hand to show that she 
is proud—respecting the ring and handkerchief and a wedding 
anniversary later.
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Abandoned Meanders 
Dave Bastian

Abandoned meanders
where the river once was
now empty beautiful space
frozen in time and dry
rocky and frozen in time
When did we get this way?
I wonder out loud,
visitors talking on portable phones
about things that have nothing to do
with the river or you and I
living and being naturally
talking about nothing
in the face of beautiful
abandoned meanders
That night in the cold desert air
I hold you close
and not just for the warmth
Touch is as important 
as living and dying
as air and water
and rocks and is as important
as the way a river finds its path
and leaves behind
abandoned meanders
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Mars
Kay Robison 

Mars, the bringer of wars.  Its constructive forces influence me 
to get up and go.  I want you to know.  Who can be complacent 
when they look in the sky, way up high and see the Almighty, 
energy burst.  Of the planets it cannot be the worst.  Let’s learn 
from it how to defend and to others lend a helping hand, even 
defense of them I cannot say when.  But let’s ready ourselves 
and others, too; so in the future, when trouble comes, we will 
know what to do.

Mars’ red color is the symbol of emotions or energy.  Let’s 
use emotions wisely.  When we imagine Mars as always as 
we should, let it be good.  Venus, the light of your life is true.  
Your music and romance, too.  What has more meaning to me?  
What gives me more glee?  Then what you inspire me is to be 
good and make me happy.  

As long as we live with love let us give.  I hope all receive love 
too inspires us; do follow through Jupiter, are you related to old 
St. Nick?  

The music is so lively and quick.  Do you bring good tidings to 
the ones who are under your sign?  How fine?  If this is true I 
envy the children that are under you.
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Old Friend 
Kate Cushing 

In the fall of 2005, I rode the number 43 bus. On the bus I saw 
an old friend. We didn’t get much time to talk. When we were 
little, we were in the Olympics together.  She said she was still 
in the Olympics and sang in the Institute choir. 

I went to North Carolina for Thanksgiving to see my sister’s 
family. I came back and the bus route had changed to number 
17, so I couldn’t see her anymore. It was nice to see her again.   
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Untitled 
Kristine Wright

She had worked at the café for three years now. She turned the 
hamburgers and hot dogs over. Fried the potatoes crisp and 
tasty in the cooking oil. Then she knew every customer’s name, 
what they ordered and greeted “Hello” and “Thank you” and 
“Goodbye.”

She greeted every customer as if the last one to come in. She 
had a pleasant voice and customers liked her. She would come 
early to help set up for the day. She would leave late to help 
with finishing tasks of the day. She would treat every body 
with respect and go the extra mile to see that the quality of 
the product was handled with care and the best every day. She 
treated each worker and customer like a friend and sister and 
worked beyond the requirement, like family and team work.
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Books
Virlee Baker

I feel comfortable with my books.
When I’m with them, I’m in the company of the finest people 
who ever lived.
I want to acquire the wisdom they offer.
Books are my friends, my teachers. 
Books are important to me.

I have little money to buy all the books I want.
For I love living with heroes.
I like to travel throughout my books.

Understand them
not to be critical.
They are good friends.
I like being with them.
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Why Read?
Cyndi Lloyd

Books have always been a part of my life. I love to read! Who 
doesn’t?

My Mother influenced me early on in life with books and 
reading. She even encouraged writing. Throughout childhood, 
and even as an adult, I have periodically kept a personal 
journal; but let’s talk books. 

Mom first read to me when I was an infant. She told me that 
she had heard about the importance of reading to children early 
on in their lives. She bought a lot of books for me. The reason 
being, she said, “I didn’t have very many books when I was a 
child, maybe twelve or fifteen. I wanted my children to read.” 
(I think this also explains why mom has her own personality—
overcrowded bookcases in her bedroom, as well as in the family 
room, stacks of books flanking the undersides of her bed and 
piles of books mounting on her nightstand. She even had 
books in boxes that decorate the family room and consume the 
attic!) 

I read my first book before I was three years old. Mom 
recounted the story to me. “I was laying on the floor when you 
came up to me. I thought you wanted me to read to you, but 
I was so sick. I told you ‘Oh, Cyndi, mommy’s so sick.’ And 
you said, ‘Mommy, I read to you.’ And you did. You read your 
favorite book, Old Hat New Hat.”

I remember many nights when mom read this book to me. 
Mom would sometimes be in her day clothes when she’d 
come into my room at bedtimes. I’d be snuggled in bed in my 
pajamas, with my hair loose from the pigtails, again eager to 
hear the story about that little bear trying on all those 
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silly-looking hats. She’d ease her tall frame onto the side of 
the bed and begin reading. At the silly parts, I would look at 
her face. Her brown eyes betrayed her amusement, but she 
continued reading, the amplitude of her voice rising and falling 
according to the words. Reading at bedtime became a ritual. 

New stories abounded daily. Throughout elementary school, a 
“library on wheels” visited our neighborhood once every two 
weeks. Similar to a UPS truck, but taller, longer, and white 
with colorful pictures of books painted on the sides in bold 
capital letters read The Book Mobile. 

Mom and I, along with our neighbors, walked down the street 
and around the corner on the designated day to check out 
our books from The Book Mobile. Inside the truck, smells 
of old and new paper mixed with the scent of plastic filled 
my nostrils—a pleasing scent even today. I remember times 
when we left and I became disappointed, for I hadn’t finished 
perusing the bookshelves. Even so, I usually walked away with 
an armful of books, excited for a new story. 

The next best thing to The Book Mobile was the Scholastic 
Books catalogue. I received these in the school from my 
teachers while in third grade, all the way through sixth grade. 
Each catalogue featured many books, showing a picture of the 
front cover with a short description. My heightened excitement 
led me to sneak peeks when the teacher turned her back. At 
home, I circled all the books I wanted mom to order. When the 
shipment arrived, my brothers and I gathered around mom, 
watching her open the box and check the contents, making sure 
the filled order was correct. Then she’d divvy out our books, 
and I went seeking solitude to take on a new adventure or 
mystery. 
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My reading abilities matured. I had quite the collection of 
children’s books, later on, young adult books, yet I hungered to 
expand my repertoire. 

In junior high school, I began borrowing some of mom’s books. 
Authors such as Stephen King, Mary Higgens Clark, and 
Voctoria Holt capitured my imagination. I also frequented the 
library and read authors like Willa Cather and John Steinbeck. 
I even managed to read every book the library had by Pearl S. 
Buck. My untamed consumption grew. 

I often read late into the night and mom used to tell me, 
“Cyndi, turn out your light, you’ve got school tomorrow.” Being 
the sneaky child I was, I turned out my lamp with my book 
still in hand, tossed the covers over my head, and pulled the 
flashlight from under my pillow. By the beam of that small 
light, I continued reading until I was satisfied and could close 
the book. I recall many mornings of sheer tiredness, and always 
looking forward to the leisure afforded by weekends when I’d 
be able to read longer into the night. 

I’ve figured out that my Mother has influenced my in more 
ways than one. I too have a small personal library. Although 
I don’t keep books in boxes, I have bookcases crammed with 
books—standing books with books laid on top of those. They 
swarm my nightstand. Usually I’m reading three or four books 
at a time, in addition to textbooks for school. 

Mom taught me the value of reading, and I value books. They 
whisk me off to another place, or a new experience. I learn from 
reading. I can’t imagine not being able to read. It would be like 
a mad deafness inside my mind. 

I know there are people in the world who don’t love to read as I 
do. Perhaps for some it’s because they aren’t literate, but reading   
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is a basic necessity in life. I believe the old adage, “books can 
change lives”. For me to effect that change, I currently volunteer 
at the Literacy Action Center, where I tutor adult learners how 
to read and write. My only hope is that my influence on my 
adult learners will be as strong as my Mother’s was on me. 
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Seasons 
Kristine Wright

Spring has sprung
Fall is soon to call
Winter won’t be far behind
Life goes on around us
While we twiddle our thumbs
astride the porch swing huddled
in our cozy posy blanket safe and warm.
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On the Run
Randy Eggert

Forty-three runners lined up at the start near the Fairy Lake 
campground that Saturday morning at 7:00 a.m. The sky 
was overcast, and a fog seemed to emanate from Fairy Lake a 
quarter mile down from the start line. The moist air made the 
cold even colder. The runners postponed dropping their sweats 
until the last moment. The cold was not kind to Ole. His legs 
felt stiff, wooden. But, he told himself, running was like life: 
you should expect some pain. 

The course went from Fairy Lake up to Sacagawea Peak, along 
the ridge, down to avoid the impassable cliffs at the base of 
Ross Peak, then back up to the ridge, above the Bridger lift at 
the ski hill, across to Saddle and Baldy Peaks, and then down 
to the white-washed M at the foot of the Bridger range. Less 
than half the race was on established trails, and the runners had 
to make their own way. The total elevation gain was 5000 feet, 
and the elevation loss was 7000 feet.

Dressed warmly in a buckskin coat, a woman with creased 
cheeks and hoarfrost hair counted down the start and then 
pulled the trigger on an old shotgun.
 
The first mile and a half was on a well-maintained trail that 
crisscrossed up the bowl beneath the pass between Hard 
Scrabble and Sacagawea Peaks. The grass was brown and little 
was growing; the stream-beds were dry.
 
The veterans of the race wore old fingerless bike gloves to 
protect their hands when they fell. Ole discovered this from a 
middle-aged woman he was running behind.
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Ole arrived at the Bridger station about the same time as 
another senior citizen, a man from the Crow Reservation 
named Benjy Arnott. The two men accepted the water the 
volunteers offered. Ole sensed the volunteers were especially 
solicitous to them because of their age, and this made him 
cross. Still, he thanked them politely as he massaged the 
cramps out of his thighs before continuing.
 
Benjy and Ole ran the second half together. They became 
friends as they ran, in large part because they both respected 
silence. Ole liked the way Benjy talked. He spoke softly and 
slowly; he selected each word as if words were too valuable to 
waste. Benjy could point towards the view of Gallatin County 
laid out before them, and Ole knew what he meant: even on 
this grey, unpleasant day, the land was large, and beautiful, and 
they were privileged to be allowed to run through it. 
 
But the two of them also knew the usefulness of well-chosen 
words, the bonds they created. During the four hours they ran 
together, they had plenty of time to choose their words. Ole 
told Benjy about the Norwegian mountains of his childhood, 
about the ski trip his father had taken him on when he was 
seven, when they’d skied from village to village for a week and 
eaten chocolate with their bread every morning. Benjy told Ole 
about the plains on the Crow Reservation, about the forests 
where he and his younger brother, who had died two years ago, 
had run. Once, they’d been treed by a black bear for two hours; 
she was protecting her cubs. 

On the rocky ridge, they could see Saddle Peak in the distance. 
Neither of them knew these mountains, how far the finish 
was. So Ole set temporary goals. He focused on the peak. But 
focusing on the peak, he didn’t watch his feet as he should have. 
He set his left foot wrong—partially on, partially off a loaf- 
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sized rock. Arms flailing, he fell forward and up the slope onto 
his elbows and face.

He rolled onto his back to survey the damage. “You okay?” 
Benjy called from some distance above. Ole’s elbows were 
bruised, but he didn’t think broken. He ran the back of his 
hand across his face to wipe the sweat off, only to find that it 
was sticky. A stream of blood was dripping from the bridge of 
his nose. 

“Okay,” Ole shouted, got up, and ran.

A few miles later, at Baldy, Ole let the volunteers fill his bottles 
but waved them off dismissively when they offered to clean the 
cut on his nose. As Ole and Benjy left, the volunteers cautioned 
them to be careful on the downs. “Yeah, yeah,” Ole shouted over 
his shoulder. 
 
The two men cautiously but expertly threaded their way down 
the tight switchbacks. Benjy let out a whoop at the M when he 
saw the finish. The crowd cheered them on, louder and louder 
as they drew nearer. Although the oldest, they were not the last 
runners.
 
A journalist from the Chronicle asked to interview them both. 
Her first question, of course, was about the stream of semi-dry 
blood that ran down Ole’s nose onto his face almost to his lips.
 
“I fell,” Ole said, “but it’s okay because I caught myself with my 
nose.” She asked them how they trained for a race like this, and 
Benjy answered: “I don’t train. I go out in the woods near my 
house, and I run. If I see a deer, I chase it.” 

The journalist liked this. She asked him, laughingly, if he ever 
caught one. He answered, “Not yet.” 
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95 pennies and a nickel
Christine Wink

Today I ask myself, what is equal about our creation?  We don’t 
all have the same intellectual or physical capacities.  My brother 
Adam came to this earth “disabled” by the world’s standards.  
He can’t communicate in a traditional way.  Some say he’s not 
even aware of his surroundings.  For his sake I sometimes wish 
that were true.  If he must be a prisoner of his body, wouldn’t it 
be great if he could live his life unaware of his chains?
 
However, logic pushes this fantasy out of my mind.  You see, I 
hide candy bars in my room; never in the same place, and still 
he finds them.  My brother is aware alright.  His hugs are not a 
reflex action.
 
I remember his baby blessing.  Ten men placed one hand under 
him, the other resting on the shoulder of the man before, 
creating a circle.  Although no longer in my line of vision, I 
could see Adam in my mind’s eye, his face turned heavenward.  
Suddenly the veil became thin; I could sense the presence of 
a loving being smiling down at him as I took comfort in my 
father’s words.
 
Today Adam is nine years old; the ward has been praying and 
fasting on his his behalf.  His epileptic fits are more frequent 
and my parents have authorized every medicinal and holistic 
treatment known to man.  Scenes keep flashing through my 
mind, like the time I went with Dad to pick Adam up from 
school.  My father went into a tirade, “Why do you have a 
helmet on him?  Can’t you see you’re singling him out, making 
him look strange to his classmates and their parents?!”
 
“It’s a liability issue,” she told my father, “he’s standing on 
concrete.”  I know Adam’s P.E. teacher personally, and can 
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honestly say, she’d put herself in front of an oncoming Mack 
Truck if it would save a child’s life.  I also understand my 
father’s wish for Adam to become as integrated as possible.  It’s 
very hard for me to be torn at both ends by the complexities of 
my brother’s situation.
 
Now it seems all our struggle may be coming to an end.  He’s 
in the hospital and nothing’s working.  Nothing is making him 
better.  I don’t have any answers.  
 
Still I come back to the question of equality —all men being 
created equal.  I believe that’s true, and my only explanation—
some men are made up of four quarters, others 95 pennies and 
a nickel.  None of us are the same, but we are all equal.
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My Children 
Martha Carter 

It started in 1992 when the state made me and my ex-husband 
put our kids up for adoption. Helen adopted my children and 
let me see them until 2002. That was when the state told Helen 
I couldn’t see the kids until they were out of state custody. It 
took five years. 

Last month, I saw my son and daughters for the first time 
in five years. Helen was on the bus one day and she saw my 
mother. She told my mother that I can see the kids again 
because the kids aren’t in state custody. The next day I called 
Helen. She let me talk to my two daughters, Jennifer and 
Tiffany, on the telephone. They live with Helen in a house in 
North Salt Lake. 

I also talked to my ex-husband, Curt, for the first time in ten 
years. I told him and his family that I would take pictures of 
our children and send them copies. Now, he and his family can 
see our kids and talk to them on the phone. Helen didn’t let my 
ex-husband see the kids for a long time, too. 

Now I can see my kids any time I want to, like on their 
birthdays and Christmas. I can see them on Mother’s Day, too. 
I can go to Helen’s house and see my girls. All I have to do is 
make sure they are home before I go up there to see them. I can 
take the bus to my son’s apartment because he does not live far 
from me. I can see him on his birthday and Christmas, too. 

I went up to North Salt Lake and visited my daughters on 
Saturday. I enjoyed it a lot. 
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Untitled 
Kristine Wright

I am in an office stamping data and numbers and gluing 
packages together. Sorting machines and stapling letters 
together. People are feeling workable together in different 
situations in the same building in dividers and filing stuff. 
People leave messages and typewriters and computers in the 
world in the near 21st Century. People use library books 
stacked on shelves and help patrons with problems finding 
books. Scheduling and doing the Library of Congress and 
Dewey Decimal System on computers. Reading books. I am 
learning Spanish and English and Sign Languages. A Universal 
language helped us around the world in helping hands and 
volunteering everywhere.

The houses are freshly painted. Families are working together 
as a team.
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My Grandpa and Grandma Utz
MaryLee Carla Clarke

Times were very hard for my grandma. “I need to be with my 
dad,” she said. I didn’t know; I was only two years old. My hell 
began and my world crumbled. 
 
My grandmother was a female Baptist Minister in her time. 
Of course, females were given a bad time leaving the home. 
Wow, she was wonderful! You should see how she shined with 
the Holy Spirit of God. The only book she could read was the 
Holy Bible. 
 
Grandpa left the church for some reason. Now please 
remember I was only two years old. I got up in church and 
ran and made all kinds of noise. Grandma gave me “the look” 
I should have stopped and listened, too. But no, not me! She 
excused herself and grabbed me up and took me outside 
and spanked my back side. She put me in the front pew and 
dared me to move. She started church again just like she was 
taking a drink of water. Grandpa came in looking for me and 
she pointed at me. He knew what happened without asking. 
He came, sat and held my hand patted it until I quit crying. I 
curled up in his lap and went to sleep. He didn’t want to take 
the punishment away. But he wanted me to know grandma and 
he loved me even if I was bad or good. But they were happier 
when I was good and playing nice with other children. Nothing 
else was said about the spanking. There was always lots of hugs 
and love given to all. Well and sick came to my grandparents’ 
home. For the people that were sick, there was food, fruit, and 
meat from my grandparents’ place. Lots of love was given at all 
times. 
 
They are still special in my heart. Whenever I see my grandma 
and Aunt Jane holding me at the car, in a dream someone 
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on the Utz side of the family passed away. I also see my 
grandfather. He is waving and smiling at all three of us from 
the big, white hospital. That is a good way to say good-bye. Not 
many people can say that. 
 
I was blessed to take care of Grandma Utz for awhile. My 
daughter Michele was two when Grandma came and stayed 
with us. It was different. We still were a family. I still loved her 
and was thankful I could help with her for awhile before she 
broke her hip in a home and gave up the will to live. So, she too 
is in heaven now. 

The End. 
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I get angry because
LaRayne Rudelick

I get angry when I see things that I feel are wrong—like a child 
being mistreated; a parent shouting and belittling her child. I 
get angry when innocent lives are taken for an unjust cause. I 
get angry at drug pushers because they only are out to make 
money on someone else’s dependency. I get angry when I get 
phone calls late at night and no one is on the line or someone 
comes calling late at night without calling first. I get angry 
at the drug companies because they make medicines so darn 
expensive. I get angry at the government when they put pet 
projects ahead of people. I get angry at myself for getting angry 
for nothing in particular.
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Extended Family 
Peggy Dean 

In 2001 when Patrisha was eleven, my aunt Mariah called and 
told me. I have three sisters and one brother. I did not meet 
my brother Lloyd until September 2005. What a wonderful 
experience! I have found out that I have more family than I ever 
knew. 
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Related to Driggs
Dan Christensen

Admittedly, we believed that we shared DNA superior to our 
fellows. The Driggs were a gifted family. Dad was never slow to 
boast about the accomplishments of his mother’s siblings and 
was concientious about maintaining contact with her brother 
who we knew as Uncle Frank.

In addition to intellectual and administrative accomplishments, 
our great-uncle and his wife, Aunt Maude, had the means to 
buy beautiful things. These they kept immacuately along with 
a lion’s share of treasured heirlooms. At the end of their lives, 
when we were children in the 1950s and 60s, we received some 
of Uncle Frank’s and Aunt Maude’s property as gifts.

But it was way back in 1917 that beautiful, often expensive 
gifts began being bestowed on our Dad. He was only two-years 
old when Nell’s parents, Uncle Frank and Aunt Maude, decided 
that sweet little Paul was the object of their special affection. 
An affection born of their tragedy.
 
Uncle Frank and Aunt Maude had two children, Nell and 
Milton. Nell was already a young woman when her fourteen-
year-old brother Milton became ill and died of a brain tumor. 
How this family responded to the shock of losing Milton 
provides a clue both to how they thought and the nature of 
our culture at the time. In general, childbearing and nurture 
are central to the biology and psyche of a woman. But, it’s safe 
to say that Maude had been taught to criticize those instincts 
as celebrated by the Mormon and/or poorer-classes of her sex 
who produced large unwieldy passels of children. So she might 
have barricaded herself from acknowledging the depth of her 
personal devastation at Milton’s death. And not only 
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had Milton been suddenly snatched away, her “Nellie” was 
practically grown-up.

There is evidence that Maude held little hope for association 
with her son in an afterlife (although I think it is normal for 
any bereft parent to pass through a state of being inconsolable 
no matter how he or she believes religiously). Perhaps Maude 
remained for an extended period in deep depression and 
grief. Perhaps she could not envision more than a lifetime of 
uselessness.

In Maude’s later life, I observed Nell protectively mothering her 
mother. Nell was an administrator by nature, thought logically, 
and was substantially larger in stature than her mother. It’s 
likely this role reversal began early in their relationship.

In Frank’s mind, the clouds surrounding Milton’s death were 
tempered by a demanding career. His usefulness was assured 
at the State School for the Deaf and Blind where he nurtured 
dozens of children every day. He was an educator with 
great skills in administration who, at a young age, had been 
appointed superintendent. But Frank’s was also a tremendous 
personal loss. A man’s immortality depends on replacing 
himself with a son. Yes, Nell was an intelligent, dutiful 
daughter, but who would make a man’s mark in the world? 
Who would carry on the proud Driggs name?

Who . . . A plan began to form. These were people who knew 
how to make things happen. Money and influence had not 
been able to save Milton but . . . but what about the possibility 
of having another son? Maude’s age and social position made 
a biological son highly unlikely, perhaps as absurd to Maude 
as it had been to ancient Mother Sarah. Adopting an orphan 
or unwanted infant were not considered at all because Maude, 
Frank, and Nell were already in the process of transferring their 
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affection to an adorable toddler they already knew.
Apparently, two-year-old Paul—who would grow up to become 
my father—reminded his aunt, uncle, and cousin of Milton. 
There was great comfort in seeing something of Milton living 
in the world.

What was it about Milton and Paul? Although my 
observations of Dad were in his adulthood, I think I know. 
I have spotted a similar essence in my brother and, now, my 
son. Outwardly observed are intelligence, determinedness, 
handsomeness, a smile that—though shy—lights up a room. 
Stratagem does not come naturally; if one is formed, its 
transparency and very lack of shrewdness wins your allegiance. 
Sensed is the embodiment of a beatitude: “peacemaker.” 

Beloved Milton was gone but here was their son reborn in 
Paul. And, because they had known, nurtured, and, in the end, 
suffered with Milton, the Driggses might have believed Paul 
belonged to them more than he did his parents.

Frank and Maude looked at the family of my grandparents, 
Frank’s younger sister and her husband, who had struggled 
financially to build a home, maintain their dairy business, and 
provide for a twelve-year-old son, an eight-year-old daughter, 
and now another baby. Frank and Maude’s desire to raise Paul 
as their own could be viewed as abject generosity. I imagine 
that is how the proposal was presented.

I see Frank and Maude drive from their well-appointed home 
in Ogden to American Fork. They arrive shortly after supper. 
Autumn with its early darkness signals that winter is settling 
in. They are invited into my grandparents’ small front room. 
They have asked if they can discuss an important matter and 
the older children are sent out. Paul is asleep in a crib next to 
his parents’ bed. Frank begins by describing the irony that he 
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and Maude live in relative ease with the ability to provide well 
beyond the necessities of life, much more than they need now 
that Milton is gone. There is a sound as Maude opens the clasp 
on her purse. She takes out a lace handkerchief and dabs her 
eyes. The room has become uncomfortably hot. Maude and 
Frank, insulated in their expensive suits, leaning entreatingly 
from their places on the davenport, suddenly seem like 
strangers. My grandparents have a sense of panic, feel trickles 
of cold sweat They could be losing Paul!

Paul, currently their youngest, had come into the huge void left 
with the death of their baby girl, Rosalie, two years earlier. And, 
when he was born, my grandparents immediately identified—
perhaps somewhat superstitiously—a too-good-for-this-world 
sweetness about Paul also. Heaven had taken one child. They 
knew—oh so brutally—that guardianship was tentative. But, 
now, they feel themselves tightening their grip on it. 

Maude is speaking through tears. She loves their son as if 
he were hers. Frank reiterates how Paul would never want. 
How he would be provided with the best education available. 
My grandparents could be his favored aunt and uncle. Paul’s  
former brother and sister would continue to enjoy Frank’s and 
Maude’s generosity.

Frank was my grandmother’s oldest brother. In many ways, he 
represented a father to her. She greatly respected his leadership 
and wisdom. Throughout her young life, she would have 
deferred to his judgment. But, Frank’s life had taken a turn 
against the judgment my grandparents held sacred. He had 
renounced his religion in order to marry Maude.

The fallout from this action was immense with bitterness on 
both sides. To his and Maude’s credit, they had stayed very 
much involved with family. Frank remained the dutiful son and 
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attentive brother perhaps even over-compensating to balance 
the disappointment he had caused. Then, with his position and 
influence, he had added luster to the family name. Through 
it all, a polite equilibrium was maintained by keeping talk of 
religion taboo.

Here in my grandparents’ front room shifting on scratchy 
upholstery, politeness begins to wear thin. My grandfather’s 
short fuse is smoldering but, so far, he senses no need to shout. 
Frank finishes making the case that he and Maude would, 
perhaps, be better suited to parent little Paul. Then follows 
a thoughtful pause.  Maude notices the ticking of the clock. 
Grandmother listens for the children, then turns as if cuing 
her husband. He clears his throat, a sound that steadies him 
and annoys his sister-in-law. Then, almost imperceptibly, 
he detonates a bomb. And, with that, a  twenty-year silence 
explodes.

 “Would Paul be raised in the Church?”

The expression on Maude’s face is of a woman violated. Her 
moist eyes instantly become dry ice. My grandmother thinks 
she hears a cry of contempt as Maude quickly turns her head 
toward the fireplace. For a second, Frank holds the gaze of a 
warrior who overrides reflex to deny a fatal wound. Then my 
grandparents see his forehead. His confident verbal powers 
are disabled allowing his lungs to empty unimpeded. His eyes 
grope the floor for any remaining thoughts he might have 
dropped as he came into the house.
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Saying Goodbye to a Friend
LaRayne Rudelick

Saying goodbye to my best friend was the hardest thing I have 
had to do and to this day, it still hurts. She was the sweetest 
sweetheart you could ever have with the blue greenest eyes I’ve 
ever seen. Her fur was orange with tiger brown stripes. Her 
figure was so petite, her paws were so small you could not see 
her prints at all. She could read me like a book. Calm me down 
with a look, a bump under my shin or a wet sloppy kiss of 
her nose on mine. She purred often sounding like a contented 
steam engine of a freight train. One day she suddenly refused 
to eat. She didn’t want water to drink. Started throwing up. 
I took her to the vet. He gave me medicine. She seemed to 
improve but later started showing the same symptoms. Back to 
the vet. This time took her blood sample. It showed a low white 
blood count. About a week later, she couldn’t walk or hold her 
head up. The last night of her life I spent laying beside her with 
my hand caressing her. The next morning, back to the vet to 
put her to sleep. Luckily, I didn’t have to because before the vet 
could see her, she left this world with me petting her and telling 
her how much she meant to me.
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On Population and Environment 
Jo Butters

Imagine that you are a space traveler. One hundred thousand 
years ago you made a stop on a tiny, watery planet, orbiting a 
small sun. It would have been a place of extremely rare beauty. 
One planet in, perhaps, a million were the moisture of gasses 
in the atmosphere produced the perfect balance of breathable 
oxygen. The life forms were so integrally tied to each other that 
the entire planet danced a singular, binding dance of life. Each 
form of life symbiont, dependant, on the others to dance their 
part in time.

There was one small problem: a creature so out of place and 
destructive that it didn’t seem to fit into the scheme of things at 
all. It was voracious in appetite and seemed not to understand 
its place among the other creatures. It hoarded lightning, as if 
the elements could be tamed. At the time it didn’t seem like a 
problem of much significance because the creature was virtually 
hairless, and not equipped for its conditions. Not wanting to 
upset this delicate balance, you moved on, leaving the beautiful 
garden planet behind.

In the year 2006 you are in the neighborhood, so you drop in 
again on the planet to see how things are going. The first horror 
you encounter is the nearly unbreathable air. The atmosphere is 
heavy with hydrocarbon gases. The skies are brown and leaden  
with poisons. The creatures you once believed to be fairly 
innocuous have taken over the entire planet. They have killed 
and eaten most of the plants and animals that once flourished 
there. They have, in fact, crawled over the face of the planet, 
living, even upon the surface of the water and in towers that 
cracked the fabric of the sky; moved through every aspect of 
nature, leaving trails of chemicals, gases and poisons in their 
wake. The very mountains have been blown to dust and black 
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trails both lead and follow their machines, absorbing the heat 
of the sun. You decide that for the safety of your crew you must 
abandon the dying planet. With a profound sadness you turn 
your ship and head into the frozen galaxy. 

Meanwhile, back at the ranch…

“Human beings, like 99.3% of all living organisms higher than 
bacteria, utilize sex as the preferred reproduction. Our bodies, 
whether we are aware of it or not, are in the process of either 
attempting to, or preparing for, reproduction.” (Nova 2001)

In other words our bodies are busy at the task of 
manufacturing whatever is necessary to propagate the species, 
one hundred percent of the time. We are compelled, that is 
what our bodies are made for. We are baby making machines. 
At this moment, in China alone, thirty-six babies are born 
each minute. Very soon the American population will reach 
300,000,000. 

Regardless of the fact that we have the intellect and the 
technology to control our  population growth, some cultures 
still regard large families as a necessity. Others feel that having 
children is a sacred trust, a God given command. Some are 
unaware of the problem, others simply prefer to succumb to the 
ticking of the proverbial, biological clock. Be that as it may, it is 
a much shared opinion that there are simply too many people 
on our environmentally overtaxed planet. 

The United States is comprised of about two billion acres. 
Cities, roads, highways, railroads, and runways make up for 
about seventy-five million acres. Less than four percent of our 
total land. That was the figure for 2001. More land is being 
paved over everyday. 
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But what about all of the uninhabitable land, mountain-ranges, 
vast, unclaimable deserts, swamplands and prairie? Consider 
Utah, Wyoming, Nevada, New Mexico, Texas, and Arizona. 
The Dakotas aren’t that people friendly either. There are over 
3,000,000 people who call the Wasatch Front home. Most of 
Utah land is unfarmable, with the exception of those few oases 
which are being developed at an alarming rate. 
 
Our cities are overcrowded and our rural areas are suffering 
neglect. The majority of people live in cities where jobs are 
available. Overcrowding in the inner cities cause problems of 
crime and poverty. About 50% of the world’s population live in 
cities, where alienation and depression seriously threaten their 
quality of life. 
 
It’s hard to imagine that human beings belong on this planet 
at all considering the havoc we inflict upon it. Along with our 
thirst for destruction and our propensity to breed like flies, we 
had better discover higher natures before it’s too late. Mankind 
has had a negative impact on the environment since we first 
warmed out hands over a fire; so negative in fact that entire 
civilizations have self-annihilated. 

We may have come to what sociologists call critical mass. The 
carrying capacity of the planet. That point from which we can 
no longer pull back from the brink of disaster. You cannot close 
your eyes to what are the obvious impacts of population upon 
the resources of our small planet. 

The most industrialized countries are most at fault. 
Industrialization does not equate with ideals of intelligence, 
compassion or understanding. Greed is the unquestioned 
master. 
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Is there time to alert the populace to the depth of our denial? 
Activists attempt to bring this truth to the fore; the idea of the 
connectedness of human beings to the natural aspects of life on 
the planet Earth. The suggestion that everything we do affects 
everything around us may be a new concept, but it is rapidly 
being adopted by people who don’t stand to gain vast fortunes 
by exploitation of now scarce resources. Just as we need to 
take responsibility for personal crimes of pollution, we need 
to take to task those industry and corporation heads who 
blatantly disregard the health and well-being of all life on this 
planet. It’s almost impossible to believe that these corporate 
and political heads have children of their own; whom, if tested 
would show up to “84 separate chemicals in their blood. One of 
which is DDT.” (Bill Moyer)
 
In his interview, published as the Power of Myth, with Bill 
Moyer, Joseph Campbell discussed the Gia Theory. This theory, 
a new world notion, suggests that rather than God giving the 
world to man to do with as he sees fit, man was given to the 
Earth by the Creator to serve as her caretaker. That, in fact, 
the Earth is the primary entity, and that we share a symbiotic 
relationship in which our part is to act as her senses. If that is 
indeed the case, we have been extremely remiss in serving our 
part of the fellowship. 
 
Human beings must be willing to change their way of thinking 
realize that we are at the end of an age. That population and 
pollution walk hand in hand down the road to global disaster. 
Less people would mean less need for energy, less waste of 
resources, less hunger, less need, less greed. We need to realize 
that the future is a precious commodity too. One we may not 
have if we don’t stop our merciless destruction. 
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What is Summer?
Kristine Wright

What is summer? It’s when you go on vacation somewhere and 
everywhere.

When the smoke from fire encircles you while cooking over a 
dutch oven boiling, the chocolate covered, melting in the mouth 
and swallowed down, the golden simmering brown hotdogs 
turning over and over again. And corn covered in foil. 

At midnight, swimming in the pool. The night air just cooling 
from the heat. Watching as the stars in the sky quietly give 
peace.

The moon that shines and sparkles with the stars glistening in 
the sky. 
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Forgiveness 
Virlee Baker

Forgiveness opened the cage
Setting the trapped bird free
As she spreads her gentle wings. 
Unforgiveness reminded me 
Of the sweet cool taste of revenge
Symmetry of an even score

I grabbed her tiny foot 
And squashed her spreading wings
Shoved her back into the cage. 
Then slammed shut tight the door
Unforgiveness would not set her free
However, the one locked up inside
Was me. 
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Dr. Painless
LaRayne Rudelick

He sat very still waiting nervously for the dentist to enter 
the room, hoping against hope the doctor would give him a 
decision of no cavities. But alas and alack, his luck didn’t pan 
out. He had a cavity and the dentist had to drill. It seemed like 
a lifetime to him. It was taking what seemed like hours. The 
pain terrific, for you see, his macho personality would not go 
for Novocaine. He thought it must be as big as a sand trap with 
golfers trying to chip their ball out. But it was only about 15 
minutes and he was done. As he left he heard the doctor say, 
“See you in six months or maybe sooner.” As he drove home he 
wondered why Doc Painless said that.

Dr. Painless dressed green from head to toe, a mask covering 
his face so all you could see was his steely blue eyes and his long 
cumbersome fingers. He stifled a giggle as the patient drove 
away knowing he got his message across.
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Liberty Statue
Virlee Baker

Torch of liberty, light in her timeless hand—sends flame of 
faith and truth. Joy is knowing we are part of something great. 
One nation under God, who has seen a lot of blood, and sweat 
and tears. Who is proud and independent, a true leader of the 
world. 

We wave our flags as we celebrate with fireworks, she so tears 
knowing she means that every child can grow to have freedom. 

Strains of the national anthem still can bring teardrops, as 
excitement of a parade, where uniformed men and women 
going by. For she is proud of her independence, on each new 
fourth of July. 

What a great statue we have. 

Yes, she is a proud American. 
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That’s the Way that Goes
Richard Scharine

When my hands hit the hot water I felt the urge to sing. 
I glanced sideways at Marti, but she was concentrating on 
scraping the plate in front of her. I could make out the marks 
on her face, but only because I knew where and what to look 
for. Age is a great leveler that way—beauty and beast alike give 
way to time, which has its own dignity. How long had it been 
since we had washed dishes together?  Decades, surely. She had 
left home long before I was grown, first to be a nurse’s aid, then 
to marry. And by the time she and her husband came back to 
the farm, I was gone too, never to return except for a few days 
at a time.

This was one of those times—my first Christmas dinner alone 
with her family, with the children I had carried around as 
babies now settled into middle age with near grown children of 
their own. Sitting in post-meal contentment, the air textured 
by the rendered fats of unconsumed cookery and a winter 
dampness which came at least halfway through the walls, in 
front of a television silenced by Green Bay’s early exit from the 
playoffs. Gone now in the evening, because stock have to be 
tended, holiday or no, because jobs start early in the morning, 
because teenagers can’t bear to be separated from their friends. 
Leaving us with the cleaning up. Singing went with washing 
the dishes when we were young. I took the habit with me when 
Lynne and I were married. When the kids were little, it was 
our time to be together—snatches of conversation, snatches 
of song. When they were bigger, couldn’t wait to be out of the 
house, we got a dishwasher. And a little while later, Lynne was 
gone too. Which was why I was here at Christmas.

Marti’s experience had been different from mine. Michael—
good man that he was—was not someone to sing much, or even 
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talk much. Come to think of it, our parents didn’t sing either. It 
must have been the only recessed gene we shared. Marti drew 
expressively, and dreamed of being an artist. I can remember 
the matchbook art school to which she applied, though I don’t 
know if there ever was a response. My radio and comic book 
inspired drawings never reached the level of the window ledge 
in the one room rural school we attended. Marti’s were always 
in a place of honor, as high up between the windows as our 
teacher, Miss Merrill, whom she adored, could reach.

But we sang together. In Church, of course, and at the school 
Christmas programs, entering through the doors at either end 
of a hallway where wet boots completed the childish outline of 
wet coats hanging on hooks, to face parents stuffed into desks 
that grew progressively bigger as they traveled back to the oil 
stove covered with wet mittens, behind which steam clouded 
windows were otherwise etched with frost. Sense images of 
those days always conjure up an epic battle of heat and cold.

In later days, after Marti was in high school and had taken up 
the guitar, we sang publicly as well. It was our Uncle Arnold’s 
idea. When he was responsible for entertainment, say at the 
Grange, or (his favorite) the Milking Shorthorn Association, 
we were trotted out to sing some of the popular songs of the 
day:  “The Anniversary Waltz,” “The Blue Skirt Waltz,” The 
Tennessee Waltz,” “Slow Boat to China,” “Nature Boy,” and (my 
favorite) “Ghost Riders in the Sky.” By the time my voice got 
deep enough to emulate Vaughn Monroe on the radio or in 
Singing Sixguns, Elvis Presley had doomed that kind of singing 
to the Tin Pan Alley ash cans of history.

Still, at the sink tonight it wasn’t one of those songs that 
I was struggling to remember. It was something else from 
that kitchen, from a church basement, from a 4-H meeting. 
Something that Marti and I were singing one night when I 
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noticed a look pass between our father and our mother, the 
first time it ever occurred to me that they might not be just our 
parents, but a man and a woman.

“Tell me why . . . .”  How did that go?

My parents were not overtly demonstrative people. My father 
lacked the storytelling bluster of his father, the Germanic 
certainty that what he had to say was the most important thing 
to hear at a given moment, or the wry humor of my mother’s 
father, which my mother used so well to mask her anger. My 
brother-in-law once described my father as the least-threatened 
man in the world, a man so at peace with his place in the world 
that he never had to defend it. I don’t see how that is possible, 
but then I am my mother’s child. She once told me that before 
they were married, in a moment of anxiety she had asked him 
what they would do if the marriage didn’t work out.

“Then we’ll get a divorce,” he said.

I am strangely comforted by that story, for it says to me that my 
father’s calm about personal relationships—like his dealings 
with unpredictable weather, livestock, or markets—came not 
from never anticipating difficulties, but from a certainty that 
the problem would contain its own solution. It was not that I 
never saw him angry. One fall during the War, I heard raised 
voices between him and our then-hired man, Glenn. It was 
a Saturday and I had gone with them down to the woods to 
bring back limbs from dead trees for furnace fuel. They were 
loaded on the wagon bed and brought back up to the wood 
pile behind the milk house where they would be cut into 
chunks. When the horses were unhitched from the wagon, I 
was thrilled to be allowed to take them to the barn. Not much 
of a responsibility really, as the horses went by themselves, 
which can be seen to this day in the slackness of the reins in 
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the snapshot my mother took of us walking past the house—a 
picture which will forever miss the true drama of the day.

“Don’t be a damn fool,” my father was saying as I rounded the 
milk house on my return from the barn. “If they want you, 
they’ll come and get you!”

“I’m going,” Glenn said. “There’s no reason for me not too. You’d 
go too.”

I knew at once the subject was Glenn’s enlistment, and felt a 
twinge of envy and of shame. Like all the small boys I knew, I 
lived in fear the war would end before I got a chance to fight 
the Germans and the Japs. I searched the skies for enemy 
planes whose nomenclatures I memorized from dime-store 
booklets—planes which, thanks to my vigilance, seldom 
penetrated American defenses as far as Wisconsin. The older 
boys at school regularly insulted one another with raised 
“Heil Hitler” salutes and a finger mustache under their noses, 
and penciled limericks on the outhouse wall:  “Mussolini is a 
sheenie/Hitler is a jerk.”

The shame (and I presumed Glenn’s admonishment) was over 
my father’s 4-F status. Part of our farm, which was located in 
the aptly named Rock County, consisted of acreage behind the 
woods known as the Back Forty. Some of the longest spring 
days of my young life were spent in those two fields loading 
rocks onto the same wagon bed that this day contained tree 
limbs. In April of 1941 my father was attempting to move a 
particularly huge boulder and suffered a double hernia. What 
it must have felt like I can only imagine. These things were 
inoperable then and he wore a truss the rest of his life. My 
mother told me the worst part was the five gallon pails of water 
he had to carry from the stock tank down to the pigpen twice a 
day. All Doc Miller could prescribe was a bottle of whiskey, to 
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be resorted to when the pain got too great. The bottle stood in 
the medicine chest above the sink in the basement. When I left 
home forever in 1961 it was still half full.

Eight months later the Japanese bombed Pearl Harbor, and our 
farm which throughout the Depression had survived because 
it had never suffered two bad years in a row, and had never 
prospered because it had never had two good years in a row, 
entered into three decades of rising farm prices. We became 
solidly middle-class, and were to remain so until the oil crisis of 
the early seventies. Freed from the responsibility of serving his 
country by the most painful injury of his life, my father became 
a prominent farmer and his children grew up secure in his 
presence and free of anxiety.

That’s the way that goes.

By the time my father retired thirty years later, hernia 
operations had become routine. His doctor scheduled one in 
the fall of 1971. During the preliminary tests it was discovered 
that he had leukemia and he died in less than four months. 
I lived some distance away and only visited once during that 
time. I remember how misplaced his huge hands seemed 
attached to his thin and wasted body.

That’s the way that goes too.

Before he came to us, Glenn had worked for the Otter family, 
on the farm nearest to our school, where the bigger boys went 
every day with a large aluminum can to get drinking water for 
the rest of us. Our teacher, Miss Merrill, boarded there, as was 
the custom. She was a Normal School graduate, the product of 
two college years which emphasized rural education, sent out 
with two trunks to teach all eight grades, plus art and music, to 
the thirty or so of us—perhaps a third of whom were related 
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to me in some way. One trunk contained her school supplies 
and the other her personal things. (In our house such a trunk 
contains bedroom linens, because Lynne’s mother was also a 
rural school teacher.)

The Monday after his argument with my father, Glenn showed 
up at the schoolhouse door. The day was a perfect example 
of what the Hoosier poet Miss Merrill had been reading to 
us called “October’s bright blue weather.”  She went into the 
hallway for a moment, returned to assign older children to 
help the younger ones with their arithmetic, then went outside. 
Marti had been working with right angles and degrees in a 
circle, and I climbed into her large desk at the rear of the room 
to be shown.

After a while I became restless and went to the window to look 
out on the playground. Glenn and Miss Merrill were sitting 
silently, unmoving, in the swings, he turned toward her, she, her 
head thrown back, staring up into the late morning sun. Marti 
crossly grabbed my arm and marched me back to the desk. The 
other children giggled. A moment later Miss Merrill appeared 
at the door, stood there until her presence quieted us all, and 
then announced that we would have our music lesson early this 
week. She walked to the piano and began to play.

“Tell me why the ivy twines/ Tell me why the stars do shine.”  
How does that go?

The next day was doubly exciting. In the morning Miss Merrill 
read us a story about an explorer captured by savages. He was 
to be beheaded that night, but warned his captors that their 
gods knew him and would be displeased by his treatment. As 
the hour of his execution approached, the rising full moon 
began to disappear and the sky went dark. The panicked natives 
freed the explorer and the moon returned. There would be an 
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eclipse of the moon tonight, Miss Merrill said, and perhaps 
their parents might let the older children stay up late enough to 
see it.

In the afternoon some of us were taken into the County Seat 
hospital for smallpox vaccinations, only those of us under the 
age of nine who were considered most vulnerable.  It was a 
special wartime project and a big deal, not least to us because 
of the rarity of getting to a city at all on synthetic rubber tires 
whose speed limit of 35 miles-per-hour was doubly reinforced 
by gravel roads and the ration books required for gasoline. 
The trip to the nearest town (five miles closer than the County 
Seat) was a Saturday night shopping affair, after which my 
parents indulged in their entertainment of the week—sitting 
in the 1937 Chevrolet in an illegal parking space in front of the 
I.G.A., watching people walk by.

By the time we got home that day I was exhausted, but 
determined to stay up to see the eclipse of the moon. My 
parents didn’t argue with me, but wisely let nature take its 
course. Not long after supper I fell asleep in the chair next to 
the living room window and was put to bed.

Ours was a two-story farmhouse, with two bedrooms on the 
second floor:  Marti’s to the east at the head of the stairs, and 
Glenn’s to the west. I slept in the hallway in between, by no 
means a disadvantage, as the chimney next to my bed made it 
perhaps the warmest room in the house, except for the kitchen 
whose range stove generated its own heat and provided the 
only hot water besides. The coldest room was the parlor, which 
was not even opened in the winter. Sometime during the night 
I woke up with a start, remembering the eclipse, rose and 
staggered to the nearest point from which the moon might be 
visible—Marti’s east window. The moon was bright and full, 
with only a slight fuzziness touching the northwest quadrant. 
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A sense of loss pervaded me and I got down on my knees at 
the window, lamenting as inarticulately as the savages in Miss 
Merrill’s story. In a moment Marti was beside me.

“What is it?  What’s wrong?” 

I tried to explain in my trance-like state, but in my frustration 
could only emit gurgling cries. She soothed me, stroking my 
head and wiping my face. “Never mind,” she said. “There’ll be 
others. Come up on the bed. Come on.”  She tucked me under 
the covers, wrapped her arm around me, and soon I was asleep.

It seems like such a short time ago to me, but it was in many 
ways a darker age. Those who ponder the evil of AIDS don’t 
remember polio, those who remember polio don’t remember 
children choking to death with diphtheria, and the worldwide 
influenza epidemic of 1918 might as well have occurred the 
day after Golgatha. We, for example, didn’t know that someone 
vaccinated for smallpox can actually for a short time act as a 
carrier for the disease.

About a week and a half later Marti began to experience flu-
like symptoms:  high temperatures, headaches, chills, and 
vomiting. I was kept out of her room, although, ironically, I 
was the only one in the family who was truly immune. On 
the fourth day spots began to appear on her face and arms, 
filled with clear fluid first, then turning into pus-filled boils, 
eventually opening, draining, and scabbing over. Within three 
weeks the crisis had passed. The quarantine was lifted. Glenn 
left for the army. Miss Merrill came to visit. The pock marks 
were relatively few, unnoticeable on the arms and shoulders if 
one didn’t wear a short-sleeved blouse or a bathing suit. As for 
the face, charm and intelligence are always of value, and the 
surface blemishes could scarcely be seen—unless one looked.
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Shortly out of high school, Marti married a man who didn’t 
talk much, or sing. They had five children, four of whom 
survived. She worked half a lifetime as a practical nurse, and 
after retiring, performed the same functions with my mother in 
the last years of her life, and with her husband in the last years 
of his. And now we were back in front of the farmhouse sink 
where so many years ago we had washed Depression dishware 
and breakfast bowls that came with boxes of cereal.

If I hadn’t got the vaccination that day, if there hadn’t been an 
eclipse that evening, if I  had slept through the night. . . . If, if, if. 
That’s the way that goes.

I didn’t even realize I was humming, until a rich church alto 
came in over the top. My sister was singing with me, and the 
words came back.

“Tell me why the ivy twines.
Tell me why the stars do shine.
Tell me why the ocean’s blue,
And I will tell you why I love you.
Because God made the ivy twine.
Because God made the stars to shine.
Because God made the ocean blue.
Because God made you, that’s why I love you.”
   
And that’s the way that goes!
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Virlee Colleen Baker Awakening to push past the abuse of life, 
I wish I had recognized it sooner. It was deeper than I could 
control. I was born a twin sister to my sister Shirlee. In 1966, I 
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It helps her to relax.  

MaryLee Carla Clarke I’m learning to read and spell and write 
better. Thanks to all my teachers and Deb, Hillary, and Mr. Fox 
my special teacher now. 

Dan Christensen The voice that dictates writing is like the 
painter of dreams. Sometimes it takes me a long time to figure 
out what the symbols mean. I was amazed to realize Dry 
Canyon actually represented me! 
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Gail Jessen Gail is passionate about travel, art, history, 
spirituality, fresh raspberries, politics, music, volunteering, 
literature, the color red, public libraries, writing, photography, 
rollerblading, foreign & independent films, NPR podcasts, 
creating a sense of community and experiencing life. 

Cyndi Lloyd I’m pursuing a degree in English at SLCC. I’m a 
dog lover, besides a book lover. 

Kay Robison is happy to be a writer and a painter. It’s fun to 
create. Sometimes when I write I’m surprised with what I come 
up with. I have won just one thing in my life and that was a 
10-speed bicycle. My husband assembled it and Lisa took it 
for a spin. She was my 12 year old daughter. She came home 
about a half an hour later with the bike and she was crying. 
“I’ve fallen off the bike and my shoulder hurts!” she said. I took 
her to the emergency room at the hospital. They discovered she 
had a broken collarbone. This cost us as much as the bike was 
worth, I estimated when we got the bill. Oh, the irony of it all. 
But for the most part, my four kids grew up without incident, 
happy and healthy. Thank God. I didn’t find the time to write 
until they were grown. Now as a slowed down grandmother, 
I’m often writing poetry in the middle of the night. Come to 
think of it, I wasted many “middle of the nights” years ago when 
I thought I was too busy to write. I often paint in the wee small 
hours of the morning. 
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LaRayne Rudelick I started writing in high school and now 
I write because it is a good way to remember things, it’s good 
therapy and it is fun to create words and stories out of my 
ideas. I keep a booklet with me for all of the times when the 
writing mood hits me. I have written articles that have been 
published in sine cera before. Interesting facts about me include: 
I live with my older sister and we share the same birth month. I 
was born in SLC the third child—I have an older brother also. 
I have two cats named Sassee and Jazzie and several beta fish. 
I have a niece who has epilepsy and a nephew who is married 
with two little girls which makes me a grandaunt. 

Richard Scharine is a professor emeritus of theatre and ethnic 
studies at the University of Utah. He is co-director of People 
Productions, an African-American themed theatre. 

Christine Wink is a wordmonger who can ride a unicycle and 
chew gum at the same time. She and her precocious pug reside 
in the Salt Lake Valley near the Oquirrh Mountains. Her 
pastimes include counting fork tines, selling Avon products and 
reading Dean Koontz novels.

Kristine Wright I live with my family and I like to write about 
my family and the neighborhood. I hope to put a history of my 
family in a book someday. I like to write about pets, flowers 
and trees. You learn a lot about writing by seeing how pets walk 
and are doing.  I like to brainstorm so I can be a better writer 
on trips. We take family trips sometimes.  I believe I am a more 
interesting person because I write. 
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