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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 six writing groups that meet bi-weekly: the 
Community Writing Center group; the Salt Lake City Public Library 
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 June, we celebrate the sixth DiverseCity Writing Series 
publication, sine cera: Letting the Silence Go, which illustrates the 
efforts and inspirations of DWS mentors and writers over the past six 
months.



Preface 

Silence can be a very powerful form of expression. But there are many 
levels to silence—to be silent, to be silenced, and to remain silent, and 
these are only a beginning. As personal as silence is, writing is just 
as personal. The choice to express is given to us though writing—an 
experience which is both liberating and empowering. In this edition of 
sine cera, we see just this. We have moments where we find the story 
and the voice to tell it with. 

The sixth DiverseCity Writing Series (DWS) anthology is titled sine 
cera: Letting the Silence Go. The works presented here are in a sense, 
letting silence go.  The writers here tell their stories in their own voices 
from a prespective not always represented. 

The anthology features poetry, prose, short story and personal essay. 
We explore the moments, memories, histories, transitions, loved ones, 
actualizations and imaginations which have shaped the lives of many 
unspoken voices in our community. The writers escort us to a plane 
where writing meets reality and bridges us to freedom. 
 
I present Letting the Silence Go as a way to understand our community 
through often overlooked perspectives. 

Elizabeth Coleman 
DiverseCity Writing Series Coordinator 
SLCC Community Writing Center 
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Trying
By Joe Jensen 

I am who I am. 
Trying to get a better life. 
Trying to keep exceeding. 
Trying to be brave. 
And trying to accept 
what can’t be changed. 
I’m trying to move on. 
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Faith in God 
By Earnest W. Walton 

We finally got to Salt Lake City. I thought life would be different when 
we got here, but it was the worst day of my life. I did not worry about 
anything, because I knew God told Mama to go to Salt Lake City to 
preach the gospel. 

When we got to Salt Lake City, I thought the pain of going hungry was 
over. We went to school without having any thing to eat. When we got 
out of school, we did not have any thing to eat. Yet, we knew God told 
Mama to go to Salt Lake City to preach. We knew god would make a 
way. 

I was so hungry, I thought I would die. That’s how hungry I was. I 
remember when God told a lady name Ruth Lindgren that there 
were five people going without food to eat. We lived in a basement 
apartment. A knock came at the door. It was Ruth Lindgren she had a 
bag of groceries in her arms. We knew that god had sent her because 
god knew we were hungry. When Ruth Lindgren left, Mama said, “I 
told you God will make a way out of no way.”  
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Seeing You
By Summer Bammes

I saw you yesterday.  I did.  I saw you as I walked past the pretzel stand 
in the mall, before you saw me.  I went through the middle doors and 
jaywalked across the tracks behind you so you wouldn’t ask me for 
change.

What can I say when you ask?  Yes, I probably have a few coins.  No, 
I’m not going to give them to you. I’m broke too, you know.  They (the 
almighty “they”) say I’m not supposed to give money to panhandlers.  
So what do I do?  Point you to the Cathedral for a bologna sandwich?  
Stop and talk?  Share my lunch?  I don’t know.

So I just look straight through you like I always do.

I’ve never yelled at you, called you a bum, told you to get a job, or 
worse.  I’ve seen others do it, mostly other “suits” like me.  But I haven’t 
treated you like a human being, either.  I’ve treated you like you’re 
another obstacle on the way to my desk.  And for that, I am sorry.

Next time I see you, I will see you.  I will look in your eyes.  I can’t give 
you money, but I can give you that.  When you ask me for change, I 
might just say “sorry,” but I will say it to a person.
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The Last Unlocked Door                             
By Laura Alvarez

The memories of my childhood,
     I carry in my heart.
There in all the things I do,
     slowly tearing me apart.
Pains and fears I used to feel,
     are still so clear to me,
All the tears I used to cry
     due to my misery.
The tears that no one knew I shed, 
     behind my bedroom door.
The ones I forced to stop one day,
     and vowed to shed no more.

From that day on through life I went,
     like zombies would the earth.
I did not feel and did not care,
     seemed nothing was of worth.
When people grew too close to me,
     I pulled myself away,
I locked myself behind a door,
     and threw the key away.
I couldn’t let them close to me,
     believe that they were there-
After all I’d been through in life,
     I knew that no one cared. 
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Today I’ve learned to give and care,
     and though it causes pain,
I’ve learned to slowly open up
     to friends who will remain.
It will take time to learn to trust,
     my painful wounds to heal,
to open that last unlocked door,
     allow myself to feel.
Someday when I find someone good,
     who says, “My love is true”.
I’ll look in her eyes SINCERELY,
     and say, “I love you, too”.
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Dream
By John Schultz

My name is John Ali. Mmmm I love cheese.
One night I smell cheese. I had a dream of cheese so I tried to conquer 
all the cheese factories and I ate all the cheese and I ate and ate. I ate 
until I ate all cheese in the factory. I tried to eat the cheese on the table. 
It had an atomic bomb which was a trap. Boom!  
The end.
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Love Story
By Audrie Rasmussen 

The sunrise was so early this morning and I hope for a good day.
Something in me looks forward to more than having hardships of 
loneliness or vague sadness this day.
Breakfast and lunch went well with the children.
I thought I would go out and buy a blue dress for some enhancement 
for the evening with my darling friend and accomplishment of a grand 
fellow who is so fine.
While I was making dinner, he crept behind me hiding and I noticed 
and slapped his face!
Dinner went well as the blue crystaline candles accented our evening.
We went for a walk that evening and remembered the changing of the 
blue sky into night. Experiences like this make me believe in the stars.
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Spring Snow
By David Bastian 

The season was nearing an end and I still hadn’t seen Juniper naked.  
Not for lack of trying either but it seemed she had a lanky, dreadlocked 
boyfriend she somehow supported on her meager wages as a liftie and 
no interest in getting naked for me.  I had just a few weeks until the 
resort closed for the season and not much chance. Juniper’s tongue 
seemed always perched on the edge of her mouth. Not in a sexy/
come hither sort of way however, just in a very cute and unconscious 
way.  Juniper is sexy without trying or even knowing it I think.  Had 
I known a naked Juniper was a sight I would never behold, I might 
have tried harder.  I might have tried at all.  It was springtime in the 
mountains and springtime in the mountains is a difficult time to try 
hard at anything.  

Spring is pay back for enduring a winter of tourists.  Payback for those 
days when it didn’t snow for weeks and the runs were covered in ice.  
In spring you can get four inches of light and dry overnight and no 
one there to cut it up but a few employees who have stayed this late 
and those half crazed souls who just can’t stop.  In spring you can get 
perfect corn snow with nearly empty runs and next to no obnoxious, 
wealthy flatlanders in day glow one piece suits.   In spring you can get 
crappy brown worn out slush and not even care because the sun is 
shining and the girl skiing below you is wearing a tank top and you 
haven’t seen the sight of that much skin in too long.

This spring day found me sitting in the General Store, alternately 
reading, staring out the window and reading some more.  Waiting until 
my break arrived and I could go out a take a few runs. Juniper sat at 
the top shack of the Powderridge lift listening to music and staring at 
the clock.  She hardly looked at the lift as it snaked its way through the 
clear blue skies to unload the few skiers and snowboarders riding it into 
the corn snow of early April.
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My break came and I headed straight for Juniper’s lift.  As I crested the 
hill and came within sight of the top shack, within sight of Juniper, she 
looked up.  The sunlight glistened off her hair and her eyes sparkled 
with mischief.  She looked like the Swiss Miss Cocoa girl with her 
hair pulled into two braids but she swore like a cab driver and drank 
like morning would never come.  She was some sort of mutt version 
combining the innocence of the Swiss Miss Cocoa Girl and the 
profanity of a wild woman of the mountains.  

She watched me and my chair as we moved close to her top shack.  
Once I was almost there she hit the stop button and I was left dangling 
a few feet from the exit ramp with nowhere to go.  Juniper smiled as 
she restarted the lift and I rode off with a quick wave.  Perhaps this 
was flirting in some way, but I would never know.  Just like this season 
could not last, I was destined to never see Juniper naked, it just wasn’t 
going to happen.  In two days she would collide with another skier and 
get fired for reckless behavior.  I would never see her again.  I finished 
my break, returned to the store where I read, stared out the window 
and read some more.  

My last customer of the day came in with a cell phone attached to 
his ear.  He pointed at the case of liquor and when I moved to get 
the bottle he wanted he pounded harder and motioned to the left. I 
grabbed that bottle and told him I needed to see some ID.  The guy 
was probably in his fifties and he slapped a drivers license down on 
the counter and threw a twenty dollar bill at me.  He left without ever 
uttering a word, barking into the cell phone the whole time.  I decided 
then to close twenty minutes early, eat a burrito, forget to pay for it and 
clean the coffee pot tomorrow.  I set the alarm, locked the doors and 
drove home into the pink and red light of the setting sun.
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The Living Eagle
By Virlee Colleen Baker 

The eagle soars so blithely and free with strong wings flying against the 
free-blowing wind.
There is no scary darkened clouds to dim its course.
No angry storm, its trustful hope to blight; closely splashing against 
the shining sun rim of the sky with motion of joy on every bough 
carries lesson strength within it’s flight, seeming to have power with 
mysterious source, as they fill the world with law, love and light in the 
mighty eagle’s flight. Seem as if they fling kisses to the sky. With the 
dazzling snow-capped peak so high it seems near to heaven, sending 
forth a flood of wondrous art to fill the world with ecstasy; as they go 
boundless like a thunderbolt, soaring over each mountain, journeying 
over slashing sea with waves swelling wide up high, far from city’s 
noises, strife, crash and rumble with each passing breeze along with 
tireless wings, sending hope, plans, and efforts vain to each falling star 
in heaven.
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The Dancing Trees
By Kay Robinson

I took a walk one afternoon 
and not too soon
I found myself deep in a forest, green
What a pleasant scene
I decided to rest on a grassy spot there
For this, I did care
Suddenly, it seemed to me
The trees were giving me a new kind of glee
For it seemed they were flying high
In the sky
They were moving in formation
To dance with them was my temptation
The trees went gaily to and fro,
what fun
Watching them made me feel like a lucky one
This gave me such glee
I had to pinch myself to see 
if this was reality
I soon found myself smiling with them,
swaying to and fro
It was wonderful, I want you to know
I curtsied and they bowed
I whirled and cried aloud
with a happy feeling inside of me
I want to do this again and again, I said, yes
Startled, I heard someone say
“Hello, there
May I sit here? Oh, did I awaken you?
I’m sorry, if that’s true.”
“It’s okay,” I did say.
But it wasn’t really so, for 
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my dream was gone
and I startled to you, I thought
Will I ever again dance with the trees
in the breeze?
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Victory
By Virlee Colleen Baker

Encamped along the hills of God light, where at night veil the glowing 
star skies. Against the foe in all our strength be burled. 
Victory we know, that overcomes the world. 
Victory! Victory! O that wonderful victory that overcame the world! 
Where His love and sword word is heard:
Like a whirlwind that swept o’er us: where Jesus conquered death that 
shines for us even today. 
Bright and beautiful art thou; who gave us greatness casts soft clouds 
over us, stealing bits of sky draping the earth’s sweet enchantment 
of mystery and magic, with peace that brings diamond raindrops in 
brooks, flowing with musical sounds, giving power and glory with a 
view so splendor after a colorful rainbow, a promise to us. 
So let the victory ring out. 
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Love, the Lesson Learned
By Jo Butters 

Family is how we know who we are. By testing the limits of our family’s 
love, we find which boundaries the world will allow us to cross, and 
which frontiers we needn’t defeat. Within the sacred circle of our 
family, we are free to become the people that we will be as adults. 
Whether that adult is good, bad or indifferent is determined by the 
amount of time and affection, freely given, by our parents and the 
extensions of our parents and families. 

Each family is as different from the next as the fingerprints of its 
individual members. Our unique perceptions of what make up a family, 
are as numerous as there are families to perceive. When a child’s notion 
of family is narrowed by divorce or distance or death, his/her very idea 
of self, begins to fray at the edges. These are critical times in a child’s 
life, and need to be paid very close attention to. What happens next can 
alter, forever, that child’s ability to see him/herself as an integral part of 
the human race. The larger group; the family of man. 

When I was a little girl, my entire family lived in the San Joaquin 
Valley.  We were a big family. At the center were my grandma and 
grandpa. In and out of the circle of love cast by my grandparents’ 
moved aunts and uncles, dozens of cousins, second cousins, and myriad 
family members twice removed (whatever that means). Including, of 
course, Mom and Daddy and the four of us kids. On any given Sunday 
there could be as few as three and as many as fifty family members 
drifting around my grandparents’ yard and home. It was the happiest 
time of my childhood. 

It was my grandmother who held the family together. She did it with a 
steadfast will and twinkle in her eye. She was the rock from which the 
family appraised the rest of the world. 

Weekends were events at Grandma’s house, and it was Grandma’s 
house. It might have been Grandpa’s yard, but the roost was ruled by 
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the little bantam hen that was my grandmother. Grandpa was there, 
but mostly as a reminder to all of us not to give Grandma too much 
grief. 

Nearly every Sunday everyone would gather at the tiny house to eat 
and visit; be real family. We were good at it. We all tried very hard to 
be close back then. My cousins and I were very attached. I remember 
bunches of us kids sitting along the clothesline poles, like a murder 
of crows, watching Grandma kill the chickens for the family supper. 
We were all terrified of having a beheaded chicken chase us through 
the yard. My father and his sisters fought, and kissed and made up. 
Sometimes I wonder if it wasn’t so much our love that held us together 
as our devotion to Grandma. 

My mother and father were divorced long before Grandma passed 
away. The remarkable thing was that even though Daddy would get 
drunk and come to our house to beat Momma up on the weekdays, on 
Sundays I could pretend we were a family again. It was a game I got 
very good at over time. 

Even after my grandpa died (about three years before Grandma), we 
still held our family suppers, but when Grandma went, everything 
changed forever. My Uncle Jack and Uncle Bill and their wives and 
families moved back to Oklahoma, where they had been born. There 
went eight cousins; an even dozen, gone. My Aunt Jewel and her wild 
gang of boys moved to Fresno. Ten more empty spaces in my heart. 

My family was drifting off to join the four winds. 

My father and his favorite sister, Orpha, had a terrible fight and have 
only recently mended all the broken fences. But, I had no more contact 
with my Uncle Harold and my beloved cousins. I have seen them only 
once in the last four years. 

These changes didn’t happen overnight of course, but it didn’t take 
more than a year for every concept I had of family to evaporate. My 
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father was devastated. 

He kept the house, but was drunk every minute he wasn’t working. 
That fact was enough to sever the relationship between my father and 
his remaining brother, who was a Baptist minister. From that point, my 
Uncle’s visits amounted to the same kind of proselytizing tour of duty 
he willingly doled out to prison inmates as his weekend act of faith. 

My mother and the four of us kids lived on the other side of town. 
There was very little feeling of family left between the two of them. I 
was allowed to stay with my father from time to time, but only because 
I would have died otherwise. I was then, and remain, very faithful to 
my father. 

Suddenly there was no family. The spirals of children’s laughter that 
used to fill the little house on Lawson Road were replaced by cobwebs 
and hopeless despair. A poem my father wrote about me, during those 
times, sums up how he felt about the situation. 

Loneliness is sitting across the table in a chair. 
Regret is dirty dishes on the drain board over there. 
On the wall a smear of mustard left by a small and grimy hand. 
Through the grayness of the window, sad the grass on which she 
ran. 

I have a mental illness, which is called such for lack of a better word. 
What it really is, though, is a lifetime of neglect and abuse complicated 
by the fact that I am a very sensitive and deeply contemplative woman. 
Now, almost fifty years after the fact, I find that I am lonely, and 
confused about how things turned out the way they did. There is a 
part of me that is certain that all of this is my fault. I’m concerned 
about whether I’m likeable or not. I feel that I am only a shell of what 
I should have been. My family thinks I’m crazy. My friends use the 
term “weird.” They believe they are joking (maybe), the fact is that I am 
different. Not in the sense that everyone is unique, more like odd and 
peculiar. My mind goes places others dare not tread. 
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My father is an alcoholic as I’ve mentioned. What he taught me about 
life is that you cannot depend on anyone you love sticking around. 
Because I learned to believe this as a child, and have set out to prove 
it time and time again, I am lured by relationships that are doomed to 
failure. I realize that this is an unfortunately common occurrence in 
this age of diminishing expectations. What I’ve prayed for all along was 
someone to prove me wrong. I am attracted to men and women who 
are bound to desert me; thus I reinforce what I so strongly believe to be 
true. “I starve before I am hungry” (The Tao of Pooh—1982).

My mother is a depressive. It runs on her side of the family. My 
grandmother was an alcoholic as was her mother before her. 

I love my mother as I love the sun, but she has taught me that self-
loathing is easier than self-love; that we are endowed at birth with 
a given amount of love, none of which can be afforded ourselves. It 
justifies loneliness. It allows you to behave in ways that negate self 
esteem. A circle, a wheel in a wheel. You become the thing you most 
fear becoming. 

I am at a crossroad. Like a castaway, my island is the bit of ground 
directly beneath my feet. I have no sign to guide me, but my own inner 
truth. 

I love my parents. As far removed as they are from each other, in any 
sense of any word, they are the friends of my soul. But they allowed me 
to carry on their sufferings as my own. Their mistakes, their iniquities, 
are on my shoulders to forgive. I have to forgive either of them, so 
that they can carry on. It is a burden neither of them can bear, and 
the only way either of them can find peace. That my love for them is 
unconditional is the only thing they can be certain of in this world. 
They let each other down, so it must be that I am the one to life them 
up. It is my opus, I endure the weight of it like a martyr. 



sine cera: letting the silence go28

Thank God for the life I’ve led, and for the harsh realities that have 
been rammed down my throat: the poverty, the abuse, the addictions 
that forced me to recognize love and the lessons therein. Lessons which 
have given me what little wisdom I do possess. 

And thank the powers that be for the blessing of my children, who 
through their lives and their sacrifices, have given me a sense of purpose. 
My daughters instilled in me a sense of purpose, to heal myself for their 
sake, and my own. Because of them I know deeply my actions can affect 
another human being. I feel a great deal of responsibility for the love I 
have for my parents, my siblings, my children and grandchildren. I feel 
responsible for loving them. That means I have to carefully weigh what 
I say and what I do so as not to hurt them, but rather, let them know, 
with certainty that I am there for them all. I am the voice of reason for 
my family (as scary as that may sound). I have no reason in myself, for 
myself. No reason as a cradle for my own frailties. 

Nature has taught me ethics. To do unto others as I would have them 
do unto me, I do not give up. Though the task sometimes feels too large 
to wrap my arms around. 

So my parents gave me the gift of insecurity and a fear of life, while my 
children taught me to be responsible for it. I have learned from every 
mistake ever made by myself or my beloved family. 
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Displaced Parent Haiku
By Summer Bammes

In the middle pew,
Perry climbs up on my lap.
He is way too big.

I buy Wonder Bread
To make Perry’s sandwiches
Like nothing has changed.

I fight with him, but
He pulls the parent trump card:
He has custody.

Certain holidays
And every other weekend
I am still his mom.
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Rebellion 
By Phillip Bednarz

the past is like an open wound
and time is a healing scab
reflecting the same as ripping it off...so

instead of glaring into the mushroom cloud
I think out loud when it’s not allowed
stronger and stronger with every word
is why poetry must be heard
no one to blame but shame
it takes great courage
not to look at the mirage
my spirit pumping in my chest
with every beat saying “do your best”
so I translate that into words
none already heard
my body may be part of the herd
but I’m myself that is for sure
though we may not be pure
our reflections are not blurred
not afraid to think off the cuff
no one can call it if we don’t bluff

so if your shoes have the blues
wander aimlessly
think shamelessly 
show yourself blatantly
up up then down down
nevertheless, ahead
bumps in the road we’ve all bled
I healed without a bandaid
and won with a queen of spades
without knowing 
I died glowing.
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A Trip to My Grandma’s
By LaRayne Rudelick

A trip to my grandma’s farm was always an adventure. Mom would get 
us up, dress us in good—not best—clothes, feed us, herd us all to the 
old Ford at first, then later to the Chevrolet—settling our disputes of 
who got the front seat. Usually it was the oldest first then, the middle 
kid, then it was my turn. We would then drive to Draper, asking 
mom every few miles when we would get there. When we arrived, my 
grandmother’s big dog—and I mean big—would bark and run to greet 
us. My sister always stayed in the car until the dog was subdued for 
you see, she is terrified of dogs. (We think this happened when she 
probably had a dog scare her when she was very little.)

We would then be hugged by our grandma. Grandpa always put a 
fright in me because he had a gruff voice.

We were given chores to do like feeding the pigs, chickens, gathering 
eggs, cleaning eggs. They had an old outhouse for a toilet and a root 
cellar for storing food. Out by the outhouse you had to be really careful 
and watch out for rattlesnakes. One time I was out by the outhouse 
and heard a hissing sound so I slowly backed away. 

We would tease the bull and cows until one time, my grandfather saw 
us and boy oh boy, did he get furious. We got lectures from both him 
and mom.

The haystacks were fun—climbing super high—as high as the roof of 
the barn—and then jumping off!
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Fortune Cookie Messages
By John Schultz

Soon you will become a King Kong, the Ramma.

Soon you will be married.

(“Rejected at the factory” message: Soon you will be picking yourself 
off the floor.)
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Destiny
By Francisco Izurieta

Destiny…
One day

In the golden mirror of the unknown that you may not be there 
anymore
Nor me

Destiny…
One day

“It could be heaven or it could be hell”
Flames that burn…

Bones to inhale.
Sins that are my shame!

I go to hell…
Your desire!
Destiny…

We will see each other there?
Hell for sinners is not here but…

On earth!...

If, I sin
For love or for passion

Not body
Know!...
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Cask
By John Martin

kegs, drums, cask, barrel

Five dollars a cup,
Party crews were bringing kegs

and waiting for the stage
Magical music was waiting to flow

as the band played on.
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Letting the Silence Go
By Martha Carter

My daddy did not like my mother talking about her family. One day us 
kids were talking to her about her family. Our mother told us girls that 
her family thought she had been dead for eighteen years because they 
did not know where she was. She told us that she had four sisters and 
one brother. Their name were Marian Smith, Virginia William, and 
Afred Meisel Maurain. 

Then our daddy walked in the house. We changed the subject to 
Christmas so our daddy would not know we were talking about my 
mother’s family. 

The next day we went to our friend’s house. His name was Cliff 
Golden. We told him what our mother told us that night about her 
family not knowing if she was dead or alive because my daddy did not 
want her to talk about her family to us kids. We know that our mother 
was sad when she told us about it. What could we do to make her feel 
happy? 

Cliff Golden asked us if we knew where any of her family lived and 
any of her family names. We told him that her family lived in Utah. 
She told us if we decided to call any of her family we should call her 
brother. What should we do about it? Cliff Golden told us to call her 
brother. 

I called the information in Utah and asked if they had a listing for an 
Alfred John Meisel. The operator gave me the number. I called number. 
A woman answered the phone I asked if there was an Alfred John 
Miesel living there. I asked the woman if I could talk to him. I said that 
it was very important that I talk to him. She said she would get him. 
When he pick up the phone, he said my wife said it is very important 
for you to talk to me. 

I said yes. 
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I want to ask you some questions if it is ok with you. 

He said yes. 

I asked him if he had a sister named Elizabeth Betty Carter. Yes or no. 

He said yes. 

I told him I know where his sister was living. I could get her to call him 
the next day at the same time. 

The next day I told my mother that I call her brother last night and 
told him that you will call him today I told her to tell my daddy she was 
going to help us kids finish decorating. Cliff Golden house that way he 
would not ask question so she say ok. 

Went we got to Cliff Golden my mother call her brother on the phone 
and told him she was alive and living in Arkansas with her husband 
and her kids. She told him that she had four daughters too. 

They sent my mother money to come to Utah. My mother, Nancy, 
Mary, Peggy and me got on the Grey Hound bus and went to S.L.C., 
Utah, to see my mother’s family. My mother sister Marian and her 
daughter Kathy, my Uncle Don were there too. My Aunt and Uncle 
took us back to their house where we stayed. 
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Thoughts
By Virlee Colleen Baker 

Kind thoughts we should have
all year long
For if you have a thankful heart
Your life is filled with song.
So be kind to those you hold most dear.
And extend a helping hand
Also to others through the year.

Set aside some quiet time
to share with a friend.
For friendships being 
a Special joy.

Pleasure without end.

So may the blessings
of this day
That I would ask for you
now fill with peace
that lasts 
a lifetime.
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Inner Child
By Amy Ruttinger

Speaking through my lips

I love my passion of feelings
It flows out, into a…

A constant river
A river of speech

A constant river of speech

I pierce the sound barrier of silence

Bringing forth light, to a world that is in darkness
A world in which pain, is the official ground breaker for change

I pierce it with my sharp intelligent speech.

For the little boy’s eyes who are the recorder of our speech, and the
Communicator of our sequence

The way of life, a pattern to describe what is real

What is real, is chaos, and our complex human communication

I pierce it to be heard through the pain

Order to hunger, poverty and pain
Order to the lost children, who are bound by grief

Order to the sorrow of the living

The sorrow of living
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To create a place where everything is perfect, stops our infant 
interaction

Perfection, to learn as young demi-gods, to understand being less 
evolved

Empathetic, to everyone, everything is worth it

Is it worth it?

To not be drowned out

Yes, to live to love, and to feel sadness, loss, pain, along with anger and 
confusion

We get to feel; happiness, freedom, excitement, love, and
Security, a bond with another being

We get to learn and relearn

Conscious thought, speaking through my lips

Without this how can I have empathy?

How can I ever understand god’s love?
How can I understand god’s love?

How can I ever understand god’s love?
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fiftysomething
By Dan Christensen

We would soon be called to our respective suppers. We talked in 
the shadow of Croshaw’s house, picking at the broken edges of the 
concrete front steps. Marilyn and I had known each other most of 
our lifetimes—all of six or seven years at this point—which gave her 
forthcoming observation part of its credibility:

“I’m a tomboy,” she said matter-of-factly, (a gender sub-designation for 
her hadn’t necessarily crossed my mind—she was Marilyn to me—but 
I did have a context for what she said next) “and you’re a tomgirl.”

I certainly could have been called more stinging names and, actually, 
being a sissy came in handy when facing probable injury. A year or so 
before, I had cowered while Marilyn—who had crawled up behind 
me on their doghouse roof—urged me to leap into midair and catch 
myself on the crossbar of the clothesline. Impatient, Marilyn pushed 
past me and jumped. She missed. I can still hear her sudden screams, 
see her Aunt Ruth scurry from the kitchen, and remember my sense of 
confusion until we found out what had happened: Marilyn had suffered 
her first broken arm.

(Confusion and fear accompanied another episode of young Marilyn’s 
terrified screaming. This time we were playing in my back yard in the 
tall grass under the apple trees. Her sudden frenzy paralyzed me but 
my mother heard Marilyn, came running from the house, unbuttoned 
the back of Marilyn’s dress, and set free a live mouse!)

But we cannot treat the subject of broken arms so cavalierly. There is 
much to be told! I claim the distinction of having witnessed all but one 
of them and can testify that Marilyn was less hysterical the time she 
landed on her hands instead of her feet at the end of an arcing jump 
from our tire swing. She had the presence of mind to get up and run 
home while my brother, Roger, and I stood agape at her obviously 
dislocated elbow. For that injury she wore her most elaborate cast. 
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Another time we were riding bikes in a circle on the street—no small 
accomplishment on bikes too big and pavement too narrow. It seems 
Marilyn slipped sideways off the crown of the road and slid in loose 
gravel. She took a hard fall from the tall bike. Clutching her forearm, 
she took off for home crying angrily, “I probably have another broken 
arm!”

Marilyn taught me how to make a folded lilac leaf squawk by blowing 
through it. I don’t know whose idea it was to use a leaf to separate our 
lips in an otherwise full-on kiss. However this naughty game came 
about, we both agreed to try it with my little sister, Susan, looking on. 
Very daring, wouldn’t you say, pressing against each other tight enough 
to keep the leaf in place and holding each other in a fleeting embrace? 
Yes it was! although I still remember how the leaf tasted rubbery and 
cold and smelled . . . well . . . green.

At one point during my extreme youth, I became preoccupied with 
the question of a future wife. Marilyn seemed a logical choice; perhaps 
less so my sister. As I grew older, I began to realize that pairing up was 
complicated. I had only been out on a few dates when, during my first 
year of college—which was Marilyn’s high-school senior year—I took 
her to Logan High’s homecoming dance.

Driving the half block between 1035 and 1087 N. 2nd East had always 
seemed an extravagance, but a gentleman does what a gentleman does. 
I parked our red 1967 Chrysler in the Croshaw’s driveway and, in 
my Sunday shoes, climbed their front steps. As she had done perhaps 
hundreds of times before, Rosa answered the door for me. It was 
already standing open. She invited me in. There was a different look 
in Rosa’s eyes. Yes, she was still my music teacher, my church leader, 
my erstwhile mother and, later, my collaborator and mentor, but that 
night she was trusting me with her daughter’s feelings.  Momentarily, 
we engaged a disturbing, unspoken dialogue—a question she could 
not ask whose answer I could not know. So we smiled, retreating 
in formality that makes intimate neighbors temporary strangers. 
Howard’s “Hellooo, Dan!” carried across the room from his reading 
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chair. Marilyn appeared in her new dress, an above-the-knee A-line 
wool shift with long sleeves, high collar and a shirt front. Alan passed 
through the front door, shook my hand enthusiastically, and raved 
about the dress. Then we were off.

For years I regarded that date as a true example of how well we knew 
each other. In contrast to the awkwardness that had accompanied my 
previous dating, I felt comfortable around Marilyn during and after our 
evening out. We remained what we had always been—friends.

Marilyn was my sister’s friend too. And my mother’s—this despite 
having been sometimes reprimanded by Mother through the years. 
Unlike Rosa, Mother would administer punishment to her neighbors’ 
children, instinctively pressing justice’s balance toward protecting 
her own flesh. As an adult, I mentioned this to Marilyn as a kind of 
apology. She laughed warmly and said, “Oh that’s just Beth.”

In truth, Mother loved Marilyn very much. Mother enjoyed Marilyn’s 
irrepressible creative impulse, coaching her on complicated tailoring 
and involving her competent hands in those ever-present projects. One 
afternoon she bestowed an honor on Marilyn that none of us, her own 
children, received: Mother got out her watercolors and taught Marilyn 
some basics of painting.

When Marilyn married Mickey, Mother watched with pleasure 
as Marilyn bloomed in the beauty of young womanhood and 
motherhood. Then, when the Choates settled on 2nd East, my parents 
were twice-blessed by generous service and shared affection—for 
which, personally, I am very grateful.

Lastly, what would a description of Marilyn be without music! Her 
soprano voice, her sobbing violin, her ear, and her remarkable versatility 
on the keys have conducted and/or joined the songs of the last half-
century. But the song I keep hearing today is not “Meditation” or 
those especially-memorable last-minutes when I have asked her to 
accompany me. No, today I’m hearing Marilyn take the stage as a star!
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Marilyn’s dramatic presence had been ignored by the high school 
director. Fortunately there were other venues. Our mothers heavily 
influenced casting of ward roadshows and they knew Marilyn was 
particularly good in character roles. Who cares if this script—a 
fractured fairy tale—was full of holes? Marilyn rose above the material 
to embody a feared-but-funny witch.

Imagine Marilyn in spooky light wickedly circling her cardboard 
caldron, conjuring a dragon/guard to ensure that the ensnared fair 
princess (played particularly pathetically by Jolene Barton) not be 
rescued by her prince charming (played—in or out of tights? Gee! I’ve 
forgotten—by me). Hear Marilyn shrilly cackling a parodied version of 
“Alley Cat” (written by her mother):

 [beginning with the bridge]
He’s meaner
And greener
He’ll fight for
The wrong not right you bet he’ll fight

He is fierce and he is mean
And he’s got a job to do
To help me out, my Cindy-Queen
To keep that Prince from you!

Happy birthday, dear Marilyn,
and thank Heaven for the memory!
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Cold Run
By Randy Eggert

It was hard to understand, and all I knew was that you 
had to run, run, run, without knowing why you were 
running, but on you went through fields you didn’t 

understand and into woods that made you afraid, over 
hills without knowing you’d been up and down, and 

shooting across streams that would have cut the heart out 
of you had you fallen into them.

-Alan Sillitoe

A cold-front was moving in. When he went to bed that night, the radio 
said it was zero Fahrenheit and falling. He didn’t bother to check it 
when he woke up the next morning. Silently and in the dark, to keep 
from waking Mike, he put on long underwear, wool socks, tights, a t-
shirt, a long-sleeved t-shirt, a sweatshirt, a pair of wind-pants, a shell, a 
balaclava, his running shoes, and finally mittens.

The glass door did not open easily, and he had to put his shoulder into 
it to break the pressure of the wind that held it shut. Even through 
his balaclava, the cold air made his nostrils tingle and froze his snot in 
place.

He started slowly, not from fear of slipping—in sub-zero temperatures 
even glazed ice had friction—but because he wished to warm up his 
muscles. Although he had never been injured, he was conscious of how 
easily muscles tore in this cold. He jogged across an empty campus, the 
wind in his face, biting at the exposed skin around his eyes, causing him 
to tear up, and the tears soon turned to ice, which bound his eyelashes 
together.

The oval was dimly lit by streetlamps. It was as though the light itself 
froze midair before it reached the ground. He had good night vision, 
but the existing light was flat, didn’t cast shadows, and Lief couldn’t 
see the dimensions of the ground. His feet often mis-stepped, hitting 
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higher or lower than he expected, thrown off by a slight bump of snow.

He turned left onto a road. It was awfully silent. He could hear no cars, 
not even the constant hum from the highway some blocks away. Just 
before the Clark Fork River, he turned onto the Kim Williams trail, an 
old rail bed that followed along the twists and turns of the river. Some 
time ago—Lief didn’t know how long—they moved the tracks to the 
other side where they had more room in the canyon and could make 
them straighter.

His legs were warm enough now. He sprinted forward to get enough 
speed. And he hurdled over the gate that blocked the trail from 
motorized vehicles. Of course, there was a side path around the gate for 
pedestrians and bicyclists, but Lief always leaped it. Even in his bulky 
clothes, he could do it. Sometimes he imagined he could leap over a 
small car, at least sideways. He had never tried, though.

On his left, he knew, was the Clark Fork. Even with a flashlight, it was 
hard to see where the trail broke off and went down steeply through 
the dense willows onto the river bank. He stuck to the middle using the 
massive mountain on his right as a gauge for where he should be. Up 
ahead, the trail took a tight turn to the right.

About here, back in late October, before the first hard frost, he’d been 
running in the evening. It was nearing dusk. An inversion had pushed 
the clouds down to the ground, and he could hardly see more than two 
or three feet in front. He was concentrating on the ground in front of 
him. More than once already, he’d nearly gone off the trail down the 
embankment.

He caught a glimpse of something in the top of his eyes. He glanced up. 
Not more than two feet before him was a face. He darted quickly to the 
side and brushed shoulders with the man, who screamed.

He kept running, focusing his eyes hard on the mist in front of him. He 
could make out shapes. They were people, walking one by one. Some of 
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them talking, mumbling words not meant for anybody. Many probably 
didn’t even notice Lief, never knew that there was a young man running 
past them. Perhaps they perceived a slight breeze.

They were hoboes. He passed around ten of them that evening. The 
hoboes camped down the embankment, where a maze of paths wound 
through the tight willow trees on the shore of the river. He could smell 
their fires. He knew he should be scared. After all, things happened, 
and the transients weren’t all of them sane. A woman had been raped 
on this path, the perpetrator never found.

Lief kept running. He used his eyes and ears to keep from bumping 
into anybody.

It had been relatively warm that fall evening. Lief had worn nothing but 
a sweatshirt and shorts. In contrast, this morning was as cold as he’d 
ever felt it. Although they were balled up in fists inside heavy mittens, 
his fingers ached with cold. His toes were numb. 

To warm himself, he sprinted. He sucked air through his wool 
balaclava, now stiff and frozen around his mouth. The cold air hit 
his lungs with a shock. It brought a coppery taste into his mouth like 
sucking on pennies. He knew that it was blood from burst capillaries in 
his lungs. It pleased him, made him want to run harder.

The sun broke free of the horizon in front of him, but it couldn’t burn 
through the clouds that covered it. And the clouds were so thick that 
there was just a pale glow and the outline of the sun through a shroud 
of clouds. The light was no less flat than it had been, and he kept his 
footsteps light, lest he twist an ankle.

When he returned to his room, his core temperature was down. It was 
about twenty after 7:00; he’d run for a little over an hour. He’d expected 
the dorm to feel warmer, but no matter how hot the air coming from 
the registers, too much heat escaped through the single-pane windows. 
Mike opened a sleepy eye. “You didn’t go out running?”
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“Yeah.”

“You’re crazy.” Mike turned over and fluffed his pillow. Lief stripped 
and climbed into his own bed. He curled his knees to his chest to 
preserve warmth. But he was still shivering fifteen minutes later. On the 
way to the showers, he saw the RA, who told him to go back to sleep 
because they’d cancelled classes due to the cold. Everything was closed. 
The stores, the schools, the university. Cars wouldn’t even start.

Lief turned the shower as hot as his skin could bear. Later that day, he 
learned the temperature had dropped to forty below—seventy below 
with wind chill. The cold front lasted three full days. On the next two 
mornings, he dressed warmer for his runs.
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Beautiful 
By Marylee Carla Clarke
 
Beautiful is a very beautiful word. Beautiful is also a word for beauty 
in people, plants, rocks and water. (To me it is beautiful because 
God created the heaven and the earth.) Most of the part of the earth 
I have got to see is very beautiful like the Redwoods  and parts of 
San Francisco and San Diego and Paris, California and Riverside, 
California, Brea California, Bremerton, Washington it is super 
beautiful there, partly because  the seasons are truly the seasons. And 
the people love their land and keep it healthy and clean. The people are 
mostly service folks and have respect for the land and for the people 
that live there and the families that come to visit to work and to live 
there while ship is fixed for the ship graveyard. Till they leave on their 
ship they are assigned to another state and there families too. 

I have also lived in different parts of Texas too. Salt Lake City, Utah 
has many beautiful places too. My friend Mary Ann who is in Heaven 
now, has taken me to a valley where you can see millions of beautiful 
butterflies. We have also been to the Ogden Dinosaur Park. Ayla’s 
Pre K. class we all went there and had lots of fun. (If you haven’t been 
there, please go and have a family day and take a pick nick you will 
have so much fun.) Ayla is my six year old granddaughter. She is very 
special and I love her and all my family very much. Provo has beautiful 
mountains. In Missey’s old home back yard the mountains look very 
close but they really aren’t. But how the sky and the mountains touch 
are so pretty just like a beautiful picture. 

Have you ever seen such a beautiful place that you just can’t forget 
about it? I have I think my most beautiful spot is at the ocean, watching 
the sun going down into the ocean and the orange big sun looking like 
a huge ball which keeps getting littler and littler as the time passes by 
and it gets darker. And then stars pop out and say “hi” and the water is 
far away. So that means the tide is out. In the morning when the hot 
sun pops out of the deep, deep sea, the big yellow sun floats from sea to 
sky. And the clouds dance around the sun and take their beautiful place 
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in the beautiful blue sky. If you haven’t seen the real ocean you won’t 
know what I am talking about. But if you have you know exactly what I 
mean. There are lots of beautiful places, but to me the ocean is the most 
beautiful of all. To me the sunset and the sunrise at the ocean is the 
best of all. I feel so close to God there. 
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Uncle Duane
By LaRayne Rudelick
 
My Uncle Duane was one of ten children born to my grandparents at 
home because at that time, that was what was done. He had 5 sisters (2 
deceased) and 4 brothers across the Western States. He was born on 
Downington Avenue where the county complex and elderly apartments 
are now. He and his other 3 brothers each served in different branches 
of the armed forces in the war. My grandmother was very pleased to 
display their pictures in uniforms on her bookcase. Her sons had all 
the Branches covered. He lost his father in 1951 due to cancer but 
his mother lived to be in her eighties and was bowling on the day she 
passed on due to a brain hemorrhage. 

He taught school, like his father did, in the Northern California area 
with a short time in Midvale, Utah. I remember helping him clean their 
house in Midvale with my mom so that he could sell it because of his 
new job teaching in California. He married a good lady by the name of 
C. Marie and together they were the parents of 2 girls and 2 sons—all 
married with children. Once in a while, they would return to Utah for 
a visit with parents and brother and sisters or one of these visits, they 
came to see us on my birthday. We had cake and ice cream. While the 
grownups visited inside, us kids played outside on the patio until it 
was dark enough for the Highland Drive movie driv-in to start. It was 
playing the movie, Mary Poppins. I had received the soundtrack for a 
birthday present. My youngest boy cousin got very upset because the 
movie and the music where not in sync. We tried to explain it to him 
but he started crying and rushed into the house. My uncle came out to 
scold us for upsetting him but when we explained the situation, he took 
his son aside and finally got through to him. That same night, he took 
me aside and talked to me about teenage boys behavior and what and 
how to react. I was grateful but being a girl without a father, my mother 
taught me these things as I was growing up. She was always saying, “If 
it doesn’t sound right or doesn’t feel right, then it probably isn’t right.”
In 1974, we had a really big reunion at my cousin’s house in California 
with a pig roasted in a pit in their front yard by a stream. Also had 
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fried rice that had wild peacock for the meat. No one knew in advance, 
about...I bet no one would have touched it if they knew. It was really 
delicious, tasting like chicken.

We traveled by Greyhound bus to my aunt Blanche’s and Uncle 
Farrell’s house first, then with other relatives, later my Uncle Duane 
and Aunt Gene made a delicious salad for lunch. One of those days 
while we were there, he took great pride in showing us his handiwork. 
He built the patio on his house. He was very active in sports, tennis, 
basketball, golf—to name a few. Even after having his hips replaced due 
to arthritis, he was very active. He held several church positions. 

When I found out about his aggressive form of cancer, it came as quite 
a shock and really does hurt. On June 30, 2005, I received the call that 
I had been dreading and expecting telling me of his passing. I am truly 
sorry for his family and friends, myself included. But I’m happy his 
pain and suffering is over and know in my heart that he is rejoicing in 
his reunion with parents, sisters and other relatives in Heaven.
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A Moose Pursuit
By Julie Zych

I am nestled motionless on a huge granite rock surrounded by 
hundreds of wild flowers.  Purples, reds, whites, yellows and one that 
looks like a fuzzy burgundy caterpillar.  I’m less concerned with names 
and more excited about colors, vivid vibrant shades that jump out at 
you making themselves impossible to miss. I have ventured into the 
woods off the heavy traveled path and I sit among them mystified 
by my surroundings. Pine cones flood the ground and the trees they 
escaped from stretch toward a clear sky dotted with smoky, shapeless 
clouds.  Water is nearby and a pair of moose stand approximately 
50 feet away, the moose I see the water I hear. The water and flowers 
are what brought me up this mountain, the moose are what brought 
me to this rock, a welcome detour. A breeze sways the tall grass and 
balloons my sweaty t-shirt causing a summer chill.  The water rushing 
in the distance is the only sound other then my clicking camera and the 
breaking of branches as the moose feast on lunch.  I’m supposed to be 
hiking to breath taking views and secret lakes but for now I am content 
on this rock. My quest to see a moose began the day I first moved to 
Utah, eight years ago.  I was always the one who arrived 5 minutes after 
they left the area.  I’ve endured all the stories of what an amazing site 
it was, moose with their young or moose in the middle of a mountain 
lake under a blazing sunset.  Overtime these accounts became more like 
tall tales to me and I half expected to hear about a moose, a unicorn 
and the Easter bunny enjoying a picnic lunch together, a gathering I 
undoubtedly “just missed”. A few more miles logged on the soles of my 
hiking boots was all I expected out of this afternoon’s jaunt. Moose 
existence had become for me a ruse of nature, but seeing is believing 
making this particular rock very important to me. For a good thirty 
minutes it is only the three of us and the bugs.  Even the persistent 
mosquitoes cannot budge me from my perch.  No other hikers in sight 
I cherish every second of this solitude with them knowing it won’t 
last.  I exchange a long gaze with the male and the eye contact is long 
enough to make me nervous.  I don’t start breathing again until he 
resumes eating.  Technically I have won this staring contest but I am 
more thankful he became bored with me.  The cow moves out of sight 
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munching her way forward and soon after the bull follows her lead.  
He enters some thick shrubs giving me a glance back before he goes.  I 
imagine he is nodding me a thank you for visiting and wishing me a 
pleasant afternoon. I remain in my spot feeling as much a part of the 
area now as the pine needles.  A bush rustles just beyond the spot I last 
saw my two new pals and only I know it is not the wind.
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The Parameters of Love
By Ray Briscoe

I believe love is one of the most misunderstood words in the English 
language.  Some cultures use different definitions to describe love.  
Certainly, we must agree that the word can have different meanings 
when applied to a variety of situations.  This brief is to share the light 
that I have received on this fundamentally important subject.

Love is good.  It is what life is made of.  I believe love in our early 
beginnings is in our genes.  Love is our natural selves and begins 
with desire. When a person admires the grace and beauty of another 
person’s physical form it is an introduction to love.  Some will call 
it lust, which if properly understood, is an appropriate word. To be 
smitten by the beauty of another person is good.  How could we ever 
fulfill procreation if there was not the intriguing attraction between the 
genders?  

Not all lust is sexual.  A hungry infant struggling for a mother’s 
breast is a beautiful sight to behold.  Watch a couple of two year old 
children who spy each other and have never before met run across a 
grassy playground and stand amazed as they size each other up as a 
potential playmate.  I believe it would be correct to say they lust for 
companionship.

As we mature, our focus changes so that love becomes “earned.”  This 
belief is not a part of who we were before language skill became ours 
to use.  Our parents were the first to teach us that we are loved when 
we do what they think we should do.  We were taught about love from 
the life experiences of those who want what was best for us.  Love was 
supposed to be earned. Teachers helped the process.  Social control 
required rules and if we obeyed we were honored or loved.  If we could 
not obey, love was often withheld. Rewards were offered for learning 
and lesser rewards for those who were not as adept in regurgitating the 
thoughts of their teachers.  Churches entered the fray.  If you are good 
and do what God wants you to do, you go to heaven.  If you are bad 
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and do not keep the commandments, you are punished and go to hell.   
God is good and a perfect judge, but his greatest love, if your belief 
concerning love is at this level, is held for those who do what He wants 
them to do. He never makes a mistake so our happiness is based on 
getting things right 

This level of love requires judgment.  Someone in authority tells you 
what is good and what is bad, whether it is parents, schools, churches, 
or government. I believe most who believe in earned love want to 
become more like God.  Earned love does not require as much effort 
because others make the rules, which you follow.  This belief of love, if 
properly followed, can help keep the social order, which is so important, 
but there is a higher way to think about achieving a quality life for all of 
society.

A higher standard of love is expressed when you realize that no matter 
what you do, what you think, how you act will ever detract from the 
love that God always has for you.  It is love without judgment.  It is 
love freely offered.  This love was demonstrated by Buddha, Moses, 
Allah, and by Jesus, and many wise men and women.  Mother Teresa 
projected this image in her service to others in the smelly slums of 
India. 

There are some on the earth who are experiencing a supreme joy in 
personal relationship with others. By working and arriving at that 
stage in your personal development you become free, as it allows you 
the opportunity to live and enjoy others without judgment.  The drug 
addict and others who have personal disabilities are in all probability 
best cured with love.  Homes filled with love are the resort of hope and 
love when any member of the family can return and be replenished 
with the loving nourishment they have not received in this difficult 
world. 

We are taught to forgive and to love others. I believe there is a faster 
way to arrive at the peacefulness of living in a world of love.  I believe 
you must love yourself or you cannot love others.  We each need to 
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realize that, yes, we are the children of God.  Children grow to be 
like their parents.  He has instructed us to become like little children.  
Little children do not judge.  There is no happiness if you do not love 
yourself.  Learn to forgive, more particularly learn to forgive yourself.  If 
you can forgive yourself, then you can forgive and love anyone.  It may 
be painful, but it is the foundation of true love.  When we love with this 
dynamic, there is no need of judgment or selfishness.  We will live in 
order, in truth and in self-love.

There is still a higher order of love. This love is all around us.  Words 
are not available to explain the joy of experiencing such powerful love 
when it is sought and realized.  It is everywhere our feelings and vision 
can take us.  It is the infinite power of God.  It is His (Her) love.  It 
creates new worlds and keeps them in their proper orbit.  It releases the 
light that allows us to have vision.  It creates every living thing.  And 
perhaps a new concept—everything has life.  It includes not just the 
trees, the bushes and the flowers as we identify biological life, but the 
soil, the rocks and the wind.   Our earth is a living organism and is also 
made from love.  From it, we get our physical life as it also shares with 
all other segments of life in this earthly existence.   Leaves perform 
photosynthesis, flowers bloom, bees in their highly organized world 
gather nectar.  Bears, and other animals, including men enjoy the honey.  
Rivers tend to run continually.  Lightning brightens the darkened sky.

God’s love is in the smell of the wet pines in a forest.  He/She 
organized the brooks and  ripples of water that give off their bubbling 
sound.  Love is enveloped in the sound of a whimpering new puppy.   It 
is the touch of the hand to caress accepting skin.  Love is in our taste as 
we become acquainted with a delicious peach or enjoy the raw peas we 
quickly shell and eat before they can be cooked.  Love is everywhere.
  
Look into the sky when you are away from man made lights and 
wonder about the universe.  It is powerful, it is ordered, and it is love.  
Love is also who you are, for you are a part of God.  I do believe in a 
perfect God.  As a child was reported to have said,  “God don’t make 
no junk.”    As His or Her creations we are like Him or Her.  In His or 
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Her infinite love He/She allows us to decide who we want to be.  We 
are advised that happiness is the byproduct of love not the garnishing 
of earthly favors.

This vision of love is open to anyone who wants to experience it.  Have 
you thought about asking God to help you achieve the wondrous 
feeling of complete love?  When you have this experience, and you 
will, you will learn that love has no parameters, love is everything and 
everywhere.  You are love! 
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A Void Dense
By Sherri Pendleton

I am in between the stars.
Surrounded by constellations and twin planets,
I’m the space between.
The unknown gap, filler of the void.
The Naught linking the brilliant Is that shines a billion years.

If you blur your vision you can see me.
When you turn off your television you can hear my sigh of silence. 
Close your eyes… stand on the earth, 
Feel the gravity of my embrace.
This endless expanse has an insatiable need for freedom and so do I.
 
I too am detected and measured by what I am Not.
Not married, not a mother, not a dutiful church handmaiden, not 
moneyed.
But I am part of the cosmos of humanity, 
And I tie the world together with my Nots.
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Nosmo
By Christine Wink

I’ve asked myself from time to time if my dependence on marijuana 
is indicative of a lack of faith or reliance on God.  There’s a spiritual 
answer to every problem, I’ve heard it said.  The trouble is my 
experience with pot has been more consistent/immediate than my 
experience with receiving answers to prayers.  All these thoughts are 
tumbling in my brain like clothes in a dryer as I make the trek to my 
dealer’s apartment.  

I knock on the door and to my surprise an elderly woman appears.  
“High-ee,” I stammer.  

“Can I help you?” she asks, in a raspy tone.  

“I just came by to pick something up.”  

“Bless your heart; I thought he must have been left behind after I heard 
him yowling under my window three nights in a row, poor thing.”  

“Mam?”

“He’s over there on the sidewalk, taking a cat nap.”  

I turned in the direction her outstretched hand was pointing.  A 
large yellow and white tabby had lain herself across a fallen NO 
SMOKING sign, blocking the KING.  

“What’s his name?”  She asked.  

“Nosmo” I answered, reflecting on the notice.  

“That’s an unusual name.”

“Yes mam,” I replied, “made it up myself.”  
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“You two take care now,” she said closing her door.  

Stepping outside of my own cares for a moment and the fact that I 
was jonesing for my morning joint, I gathered Nosmo in my arms and 
headed for home.

Two years later… Nosmo and I are still together.  I feel healthier and 
have kicked the habit.  Nosmo has proved to be a great source of 
entertainment and companionship.  He brings Geckos in from the 
garden and drops them on my kitchen floor as an offering.  Catching 
my unappreciative glance, he begins to swat at and torment the small 
lizard to no end.  Once in a while he’ll bring in a strong one.  I’ll pick 
it up and return it to the garden by tossing it off my balcony calling, 
“You’ve earned your freedom, be free.”  

A day doesn’t go by when I don’t kneel in prayer and thank God for my 
accidental pet and all he’s’ done for me.
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Writer Bios

Laura Alvarez: I write based in true events in my life and have been 
published in my high school anthology book. I am currently learning 
how to write songs using my poems for inspiration. 

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 went to college to 
become a Special Education teacher. I taught for six years then went 
back to college to become a R.N. Then, in 1970, I was injured and told 
I had brain damage, would only have a brain like a 9 year old child and 
partial vision in my left eye. I read the Bible daily, do crossword books, 
and play “brain games”.  

Summer M. Bammes is one of the GLBTCCU group mentors. She is 
the mother of one son and the daughter of an artist and a reporter who 
taught her at an early age that she could draw with words. 

Dave Bastian is the Director of Operations at Save Our Canyons. 
Despite the fact that he is as shaggy as a yeti, he is a pretty nice and 
harmless guy. 

Philip Bednarz: Writing is cool. I like it especially cause I am creative 
and not very good at sports. Plus, I have a lot to say about my views on 
life and sometimes just to be funny. 

Gail ‘Jo’ Butters: I was born and raised in Bakersfield, California, one 
of four children. I am the mother of two and grandmother of four 
children. I am a productive writer and member of my community. 

Martha Carter likes to read books on horses. She was born in 
Arkansas. She has seven sisters and one brother. 

Dan Christensen: How language accesses emotion drives Dan 
Christensen’s narrative prose, poetry, acting and directing. He has 
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participated with DiverseCity Writing Series for three years in folklore 
and in generously supportive writers’ group. 

Marylee Clark is proud to be a mother, a grandmother, adopted 
mother, and adopted grandmother. She is very proud to accomplish so 
many great things. 

Randy Eggert teaches linguistics at the University of Utah and dreams 
of someday having something interesting to put in his short bio. 

Francisco “Franco” Izurieta is 23 years old. 

Joe Jenkins: I like writing because it helps to express myself—the ups 
and downs of life. It makes the world seem better. I like writing songs 
as well. I like to rhyme, also. 

John Martin: I started writing in high school to become in a band and 
to express myself and my beliefs. 

Sherri Pendleton’s official training is Art History, business and 
technology, she prefers the unofficial training of travel, random 
movements and endlessly interesting people. 

Audrie Rasmussen: As long as I can rememberI lived mostly close to 
my mother. I live with my brother also, today. I love them both very 
much. I am mentally ill and Pathways and Valley Mental Health have 
been Life Savers. I’m fifty years old now. I feel better writing every day. I 
started writing in eighth grade. Each song was a memory of instance to 
live a little longer. Beautiful each song signified my journey. 

Kay Robison: I’m 67 years old and have been coming to Pathways for 
nearly two years now. I was married and have four children. I enjoy 
writing. Putting my feeling on paper helps me understand and express 
myself. It’s fun to hear others thinking.

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 
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fun to create words and stories out of my ideas. I have written articles 
that have been published in sine cera before. I live with my older sister 
and we share the same birth month. I was born in Salt Lake City the 
third child. I have an older brother also. 
John Schultz: I like to write to get famous and it’s fun. I had a piece in 
the last sine cera. I like to play basketball, pool, tennis, ride bikes, do 
martial arts and workout. I play harmonica and guitar. I sing my own 
words to songs. I write outside of Creative Writing class. 

Ernest W Walton: My mother is Dr. Rosemary R Crosby. I miss her. 
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In Memory of Dexter McNeil

sine cera: Letting the Silence Go  is dedicated to Dexter McNeil, who 
participated in the DiverseCity Writing Series from 2004 until his recent 
death in March 2006. Dexter was a good storyteller. We will miss him.


