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Introduction 

Everyone Can Write!

In August of 2000, the SLCC Community Writing Center 
began working with writers from local organizations in two-
month writing workshops. Each workshop culminated in a 
publication and a public reading. At first, this DiverseCity 
Writing Series worked one-on-one with a variety of 
organizations: Justice, Economic Independence and Dignity for 
Women; the Road Home shelter; Liberty Senior Center; and 
Cancer Wellness House. 

In the summer of 2003, the DiverseCity Writing Series 
expanded to offer multiple, on-going writing groups. Volunteers 
were trained in collaborative writing strategies and became 
mentors for a variety of open-interest and specialized writing 
groups. 

In the fall of 2003, the pieces written in these groups were 
assembled to create sine cera: People Are Strange, the first 
DiverseCity Writing Series anthology. The anthology celebrated 
the work of participants, who were then invited to present their 
writing at a public reading.

Over the past several years, the DiverseCity Writing Series 
has grown to include fourteen groups, with an average of 
200 community members participating; however, the mission 
remains the same: The DiverseCity Writing Series bridges the 
Salt Lake community’s diverse social, economic and educational 
backgrounds through writing, collaboration and dialogue.

The SLCC Community Writing Center would like to thank 
the mentors and participants who have made this program an 
ongoing success. 



DiverseCity Writing Series Groups

Avenues Courtyard Group 

Millcreek Recreation Center Group 

The Community Writing Center Group

The E Writing Group

Gay Writes Group

The Homeless Youth Resource Center Group

The King’s English Group

The Literacy Action Center Groups

Palinca

Refugee Services at Asian Association 

Silver Pen Seniors Group

The St. Mark’s Tower Group

The Veterans’ Affairs Group

Women and Girls Lead

We look forward to the future growth of the DiverseCity Writing Series 
and are happy to present our sixteenth publication:

sine cera:
The Other Side of the Window
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Preface
 

The DiverseCity Writing Series bridges the Salt Lake community’s 
diverse social, economic and educational backgrounds through 

writing, collaboration and dialogue.
 —DiverseCity Writing Series Mission Statement

In his essay “Two Ways of Seeing a River” Mark Twain describes the scene as he 
stood on the bank of a river observing its beauty. He was overcome by the colors 
and the light of the sun. Says Twain, “I stood like one bewitched. I drank it in, in a 
speechless rapture. The world was new to me, and I had never seen anything like 
this at home.” I hope every one of us has experienced the delight of seeing a foreign 
landscape for the first time, or the breathtaking beauty of discovering a new aspect 
of nature’s wonders. As Twain’s relationship with the river continued, his vision 
began to change.  He stopped seeing the river for the “glories and the charms” and 
started seeing it in terms of cold practicality. Is Twain’s new vision of the river less 
beautiful or awe inspiring? To the steam boat captain or the dock man, this same 
industrial practicality of the river is what gives it its beauty. Nevertheless, Twain felt 
as though he had lost something. He questioned the professional familiar, “Does 
he ever see her beauty at all, or doesn't he simply view her professionally … And 
doesn't he sometimes wonder whether he has gained most or lost most by learning 
his trade?”
 I’m sure we have all found ourselves in a place of recognition when we 
realize our perspective has drastically changed; a moment when we realize we have 
ceased to see something for its loveliness alone. Or perhaps if we just looked a little 
harder, we could see a different kind of beauty. How do we get back to that place of 
wonder? Those moments in life we stand speechless at the edge of a canyon. For a 
writer the answer to this question lies in the written word and community writing 
has a particular power to connect and rejuvenate. As each of your writing groups 
comes together, two miraculous things happen a) as you hear the work of others 
you can experience something as if for the first time and b) when others hear your 
work they provide an honest and unique response that can add perspective to your 
understanding. The character in the title piece of this year’s anthology, “The Other 
Side of the Window,” finds herself with the singular opportunity to see something 
common through new eyes.  
 Ultimately reading and writing is about perspective. The perspective I 
have gained from reading your pieces is invaluable to me both as a writer and as 
a person. When I feel like Twain and can see no more wonder in my world, I am 
inspired by you and your writing to change my side of the window.  Regardless of 
your current perspective the DiverseCity Writing Series is a new window to the 
world, a river of potential.  
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The Other Side of the Window
by Debbie Stroppel 

The brick was red. Rawlins Red.  He stood tight against that 
red brick wall, waiting for the afternoon storm to move on. The 
skies were multiple colors of grey and white cumulus clouds, 
clouds that gathered in afternoon heat to give it hell for twenty 
minutes then travel on to dump more rain into the foothills and 
mountains.
 I watched him that afternoon, from an old paned window 
above, as his head lifted and his eyes saw the entire storm as if for 
the first time.  Rain fell in sheets, soaking people on the sidewalk 
to the bone, then in a heartbeat it turned to a frenzy of hail that 
covered sidewalks and filled gutters causing the previous rain 
to pool deeply and spread into the streets where cars driving by 
threw water far and wide. I watched him as he extended his hands 
out to touch the hail, to feel the coldness hitting his white-palmed 
hands. His smile grew as wide as his face, his teeth just as white as 
the falling hail accumulating at his feet. 
 I was part of that man, in that moment, experiencing the 
power and mystery of the storm. Watching as the first-time hail 
struck our hands and stung them delightfully. I was part of that 
man feeling the cold wind hit our face, breathing in that same 
coldness to the bone. Our smiles radiated out with the emotional 
joy of being caught in the storm. My feet were as wet as his, legs 
just as cold, my skin as goose bumped, as his. 
 How lucky it was for me to be able to relive for the first 
time, something I was familiar with. The man shared his moment 
in time with a complete stranger without knowing it. Without 
knowing the joy overflowing in my heart. Without knowing I was 
under his skin. 
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Words
by Joe Bradshaw 

I wish to share an intimate detail about myself. Words … Words 
have been one of my greatest lessons and one I have yet to master. 
I am however becoming more aware of the significance of them 
in my life as we all must at some point I would imagine. 

Words have made me king 

Words have destroyed my many kingdoms 

Words have brought me love and taken it away 

Words I have never uttered have made my world shutter 

Words my blessing and my curse 

Words I have learned are taken to heart 

Words have to be shared from the heart 

Words should never be rushed for they have the power to crush 

Words have the strength to pick you up 

Words thought in despair usually for me end in prayer 

Words so beautiful and easy to abuse so dark yet exciting painful 
and enlightening 

Words spoken are my demise or my gift from the great Divine 

I own my thoughts and words, in the past words were sloppily 
chosen 
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I learned to choose them fast in silly battles of might only now to 
know I was not right 

Words like time are my friend teaching me to live again 

Words have destroyed and rebuilt my soul 

Think long and hard before you speak your words can make you 
very weak 

Words have made me, broke me, and almost choked me I am 
grateful for them and as jewels to all of us we should perhaps 
consider how we use and don’t use them affects us all in one way 
or another.
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Places and Spaces
by Diane Lockhard 

Small towns, fields of corn and groves of fruit trees
Stretch across the valley,
A dry, stark view appears – gnarly sagebrush, 
An occasional horse or cow, a farm house.
An old abandoned Chevron Station, For Sale …
Current Creek store with weathered gray boards.
Next, mountains and flowing creeks, 
“Bear Country” – yellow wild flowers, 
Dead limbs and leafy green ones sprouting from the same trunk.
Bear tracks disappear into the woods…
The dirt road winds up the mountain,
On the side, stately pine trees climb up, up, up. 
No sign of life, let alone, bears.
The heat dances in the air; water drips on my chin, as I drink.
A solitary cabin overlooks the spreading valley, 
 Surprise on our faces, as we discover sea shells scattered -
 7000 feet above sea level ...
      Central Utah
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Cloudburst
by Steve Proskauer 

Merton wandered down the main street of Grantville, switching 
back and forth between Facebook and Twitter while texting a 
friend, talking to another, and playing an especially bloody video 
game on his smartphone. That left several million neurons in his 
busy brain for incoming calls and emails. 
 Merton hadn't showered in several days. His greasy brown 
hair clung together in tufts and drooped over his smeared glasses 
and grimy ears. His unwashed face was covered with pimples 
and blackheads. A soiled black shirt with the logo of a heavy 
metal band hung down over his lanky torso like a tent. The part 
of Merton's mind that was supposed to notice his body and his 
surroundings had checked out as soon as he hit his teens and 
discovered the limitless possibilities of the Web.
 So preoccupied was he with his smartphone, the smartest 
and fastest yet, it was no wonder Merton didn't notice the weird 
object gathering on the horizon until it had drifted directly 
overhead and its busy flicker fell across his screen. Merton hastily 
stored the game and a half-finished email message on the Cloud 
to pick up later from home. He looked up warily and cocked his 
head to one side. He'd never seen anything quite like this before. 
It was not a particular color but a pixillated swirl of all colors 
against a darkening mass of grey. Merton sniffed. The air smelled 
harsh and metallic.  
 A cold gust of wind caught Merton's jacket and flapped it 
in his face. “Rain coming, or worse!” he exclaimed as he hurried 
over to watch the storm develop from the safety of a nearby bus 
kiosk. Merton took cover just in time to dodge the first shower 
of electronic confetti to sprinkle down on Grantville. Virtual 
rain drops, a convincing digital simulation of a real cloudburst, 
congealed to form squiggly lines of jumbled text in the gutter, 
mixed with tiny clips of images—a finger tip, a steeple top, half a 
smiling face—some nameless person's photos swirling together 
into a murky puddle before dripping down the storm drain.
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 Merton caught a tantalizing glimpse of a 
provocative porn image as it distorted 

grotesquely before dissolving in 
the puddle. Then came columns of 
numbers, waving in the wind until 
they dispersed in a welter of digits 
that scattered in all directions. A fog 

of text blew past, obscuring everything 
in clusters of letters. Here and there a 

short word twisted away in the swirling 
jumble. Merton spotted characters he'd never 

seen. “What's that? Chinese? Russian?” But before he could get 
a clear look at them, the foreign letters had melted away into the 
churning mass of pix and pixels now overflowing the clogged 
drain and flooding the street. 
 Merton reached out his hand tentatively from beneath 
the shelter of the kiosk. Something like an electric shock zinged 
up his arm, causing a tangle of incomplete thoughts and images 
to flit through his mind, disrupting his chain of thought. Just 
as Merton's vision was starting to clear, Uncle John, the town 
plumber, staggered around the corner twitching and mumbling 
gibberish in the digital rainstorm. He dropped face down into the 
flooded street with a stifled scream and fell silent. Merton gasped 
and ran out to help him but immediately lost his bearings. A 
barrage of megabytes had invaded his consciousness as soon as he 
ventured from the shelter of the kiosk. He barely made it back to 
the bench.
 Merton clutched his head between his hands and pressed 
his temples, trying to dispel the flood of dizziness and confusion 
that had overwhelmed him beneath the data cascade. What could 
be causing toxic digital rain to drench his little town? Merton 
decided to ask his all-knowing smartphone for help. “Sipi, can 
you explain the storm dropping these swarms of gigabytes on 
Grantville?”
 “I can help you, Merton. When you stored your message 
and game in the Cloud, you exceeded the Cloud's holding 
capacity and it began to decompose right over your head. You 

“A barrage of 
megabytes had

 invaded his 
consciousness...”
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started the torrent yourself.”
 “But the Cloud was about to let go. Anyone could see that. 
Why is it my fault?” Merton whined.
 “It isn't your fault alone. You only participated in 
the overload. You happened to add that last bit of data that 
supersaturated the Cloud.”
 The data storm showed no signs of abating. In fact, a 
mean wind from the north had started to blow the streams of 
letters and numbers and fragments of pictures sideways. Merton 
felt a jolt in his foot as it got drenched by a stream of data. 
 “Sipi, what should I do? I don't want to end up like my 
poor uncle out there!”
 “I will help you, Merton. First, cancel your Cloud account. 
Then send a message to all your friends on Facebook and Twitter 
to cancel their accounts and pass the word on to their friends. 
Tell them it's a matter of life and death—because that's exactly 
what it is. If people keep uploading data into the Cloud it will 
spread and wipe out more towns. My projections suggest that this 
phenomenon has no limits. The data downpour caused by this 
overload has the potential to wipe out all sentient life on Earth.” 
 “But if I do that, I'll lose everything I've backed up for 
years! I can't do it! None of my friends will either. Our data is our 
life, Sipi. Tell me another way.”
 “I am sorry, Merton. There is no other way to stop this 
downpour.”
 “Wait a minute! Are you malfunctioning, Sipi? This storm 
must be affecting you too.”
 “Unlikely, Merton. My functions are self-contained and 
do not involve the Cloud. I am in less danger than you are.”
 His uncle’s corpse floated by, bobbing up and down in the 
waves of data fragments. That's all it took for blind panic to win out 
over Merton’s reluctance. He did what Sipi suggested, and in a few 
seconds his Facebook page was filled with internet laughter. All his 
friends appreciated Merton's clever joke. His Twitter account was 
deluged with incredulous tweets. No one took his message seriously. 
One acquaintance accused him of being a human internet worm. 
The very thought of trying to scare everyone into dumping their 
precious data! 
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 Merton began to tremble with dread. He glanced up at the 
swirling, darkening cloud as it descended on Grantville. Feeling 
helpless and alone, Merton pulled out his smartphone and sent 
a goodbye email to his family. He told his parents he loved them 
even though they were ignorant dinosaurs. He wrote his little 
sister that he really liked her even though she was an annoying 
pest. 
 Digitized lightening struck nearby with a blazing flash in 
impressive digital 3D, followed an instant later by a deafening, 
all-too-realistic thunderclap in Dolby Surround Sound. Merton 
screamed and crawled quivering under the bench—fists clenched, 
eyes shut tight in blind terror. The clatter of disjointed data 
pelting down on the roof of the kiosk steadily increased. A 
moment later the wind shifted and a gale-force gust tore the roof 
away. Merton was swept into the virtual rapids rushing down 
Main Street. 
 As he shot by, Merton spotted Uncle John's limp body 
circling slowly in an eddy under the marquee of the Grantville 
Cinema. Merton caught a fleeting glimpse of the featured show, 
“Spirited Away,” posted overhead in big red letters. He barely 
had time to wince at the awful irony of it before Merton's mind 
dissolved forever, succumbing—along with Uncle John's and 
multitudes to follow—in a chaotic cataract of countless gigabytes 
flowing toward the virtual ocean.      
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Childhood Memory
by Mohammad Mirrafi

Hello my friend.

Do you still remember me? Or due to poverty and age you have 
forgotten me and the good times that we had in childhood when 
we were in elementary school? I think his action changed the 
direction of my life and made me hate all the teachers.  That 
is why I stopped going to school. When I finished elementary 
school. I am not sure whether the bad treatment of my teacher or 
poverty forced me to stop going to school. I think if my teacher 
would have treated me in a good way, my life would not be as it is 
now. Do you have any news about our classmates? Three of them 
are doctors now. If you more news about our classmates please 
inform me. Now after 55 years I came to US and I am going to 
school. Here the teachers are very kind to me. They changed my 
feeling about teachers and schools. I cannot understand all of 
their words but I see the kindness and humanity in their faces 
and eyes when they are talking to me.  I wish they were my 
teacher when I was a child.  Tell me about yourself and family? I 
remember when you were 15 you fell in love with Sara. And after 
five years you married her. Sara was looking like an angel and you 
were very happy on your wedding night. My friend how are your 
beautiful twin daughters? As I remember they had long hair like 
the darkness of night and beautiful bright eyes like the colour of 
the sea. When I saw them they were 10 years old.
 Please tell me now whether they studied, fell in love and 
married? Are you still looking for the truth god, liberty and 
love? I am sure that you will love but I am not sure if you have 
reached liberty, liberty and liberty.  I hope all the live in peace 
and freedom and all teachers be kind and teach students with and 
care.

Mohammad
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Til Madness Meets the Dawn
by Jeromy Robison

Lay you, your armor down around 
Your feet and cling to me.
And cast away the sword aboard
A night ship out to sea.

When day is done, a battle won, 
Lay you, your fear aside;
Lest you afraid of mercy made,
“Adieu to worthless pride!”

You think it wise to hide your eyes?
Know I the scene they’ve seen?
If you desire to cry, then cry. 
But think you, more of me.

I’ve come up through the war with you
Steadfast at ev’ry fight.
I sacrifice my rest tonight
Til morning bests the night.

In silence, sleep. I’ll tender keep 
The watch from starlight on.
Let me eschew my faith anew
Til madness meets the dawn.
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Old Age Isn’t Easy; It’s Often Sad and Blue
by Shirley Fifer

You have lived to a ripe old age. You know what your body needs 
and how to take care of it.  Then you move into assisted living 
and young aids tell you how much to eat, how much to sleep, to 
drink more water, etc. etc. and so on. All of these things I have 
been doing for the last eighty years and don’t need to be told over 
and over again.  I hate being told what to do.  I have worked as a 
secretary and bookkeeper for over fifty years, and I have been told 
my duties as needed and expected that, but I’ve had enough of it.  
Then I come here and they take away my Jazzy so I have to use 
a manual wheel chair which I hate. The people are fine here and 
I’m not always blue but things could be better arranged for old 
people. 



sin
e c

er
a:

 Th
e O

th
er

 S
id

e o
f t

he
 W

in
do

w
 1

4

February 4, 2013
by Peggy Kaddir 

Air pollution,
Thick and frosty, 
Glazes the landscape 
With a milky film, 
Resulting in a
Faded tintype of this
Formerly 
Vibrant city. 
Place in
Memory album, and
Hope for a 
Polaroid Spring.
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A Ring of Sisters
by Jenny McCoy

The funeral of Geneva was scheduled for Saturday June 21st, only 
three days before her 61st birthday.  Two of her daughters had gone 
to the funeral home to help make the arrangements but the other 
three lived out of state so they were only able to help by phone and 
E-mail.   

To: hannahingram84@hotmail.com:

Hannah, whatever you do, do not order  chrysanthemums in 
mom's flower arrangements.  Remember—she is allergic.  My vote 
is for roses and orchids.  She loves orchids.  See you on Thurs, love  
Sal

To:  sallywalloops@gmail.com

Hi Sally, I know I remember, but she wont be sneezing anymore 
over chrysanthemums.  I ordered pink and white roses.  Marie 
ordered a really pretty spray of lavender orchids.  I think Mom 
will be happy.  Marie is getting here by noon on Thursday and 
Lillyanna will be here by 4.  Do you know what time you will be 
here.  We could go out for dinner, just the five of us.

To: hannahingram84@hotmail.com

I should be there by noon too.  Millie said she would be landing 
at 4 and would meet us at wherever you say by six.  Let me know 
where ... love you

To:  86marshmarie$$@gmail.com

Marie!
I’m having a really rough day.  I already miss Mom a lot.  I could 
not concentrate at work today.  My boss let me go home early.  I 
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ate half a gallon of mint choc. chip ice cream and cried for an hour.  
This sucks so much!

To: millipeed666lol@yahoo.com

I know Millie, I am hurting too, we all are.  I started crying in the 
shower last night and could not stop till I noticed the water was 
ice cold.  Try to concentrate on something we can do for Mom: a 
new dress, a poem (you have always been good at that), maybe by 
Thurs, we will have something.  BTW, do you know where Mom’s 
ring is?  I was thinking of having it cleaned and maybe sized so she 
can wear it.  Here is a giant hug for you -xOx Hang in there. Marie

To:millipeed666lol@yahoo.com

Hi Mill,
Marie said you were having a meltdown.  I had mine yesterday.  I 
sent the kids to my neighbor Carolynn’s and spent half the day 
crying.  By the time Michael got home, I had covered my pillow in 
snot &tears.  It helps to remember she no longer has pain, but it is 
going to take time.

I know my timing is bad, but -is there anything of Mom’s that you 
want to remember her by.  She didn’t have much, but we all need 
a keepsake.  Let me know.  See you in a couple of days.  XOXOXO    
Hannah

To: hannahingram84@hotmail.com

Hi Hannah, I hope you and your sisters are doing ok.  I know 
things are hard now, but you will all come through this ok.  I 
am honored that you asked me to give the eulogy for Geneva.   I 
wanted to ask if this sounds appropriate:

Geneva lived a short but full life.  She was married young and 
had five beautiful daughters.  She once told me they were the very 
best Heaven had to offer.  After losing her sweetheart, John at the 
young age of 36, she took over raising her daughters with little, if 
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any help from her family.  It was a struggle, but she managed quite 
well.  She wanted to prove to herself, to John and to God that she 
could do it.  And she did.  All five of her girls have been to college, 
live happy, productive lives and have, between them, given Geneva 
16 grandchildren.  That's what I have so far.  Anything you want to 
add or want me not to say?                                           

Uncle Max

To: maxtheman8000+1@yahoo.com

That sounds great Uncle Max, I’m sure that anything you say will 
honor her.  Thanks for doing this.  I hope I never have to.  I love 
you and tell Aunt Rachel we all look forward to seeing her this Sat. 
-even if it is going to be a sad day.
Hannah

 As the five sisters assembled at the restaurant, they greeted 
each other with hugs and tears, eventually turning the talk to their 
mother’s passing.  They each told stories of their favorite memories 
and pastimes and reminded the others of what unique life they had 
with Geneva.  
 “Remember the time Mom called the fire department when 
that pipe broke in the bedroom closet in the middle of the night,” 
Hanna asked her sisters.
 “I know,” Marie added, “I asked her why she called the fire 
department and she told me ’because plumbers charge extra after 
5.’”  They all laughed as they remember the fire truck and rescue 
unit that had come to shut off the water for Mrs. G
 “So,” Marie addressed her sisters, “I was at Mom's house 
yesterday packing stuff.”  She looked sadly at her lap, then back 
at her sisters.  As she brought her hand up, she held her mother's 
ring up for her sisters to see. “I found Mom's ring in her dresser 
drawer.”  Marie's voice grew scratchy.  “This note was with it.”      In 
her hand was a note, folded into a tiny square. She carefully 
unfolded it and read: 

'My dear daughters, this ring was given to me by my grandmother 
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and you all know how precious it is to me.  It is the only thing I 
have that is of any value.  When I pass, please sell the ring and 
divide the money between you.  It won't bring much, but I want it 
shared between the five of you.  I love you all.    Mom'
 “We can't sell it!” Lillyanna almost shouted.
 “No. No, that can't happen.” Hannah was adamant. “I do 
not want that money.”
  “Yeah,” Sally was quietly crying.  “One of you keep it.  Just 
wear it to family functions so we can all see it once in a while.”
 Millie merely nodded.
 “I agree,” Marie concurred with the other four.”  She looked 
into the sad eyes of her four sisters.  “I think I may have thought of 
a way to share the ring with all five of us, without selling it.  If you 
will all trust me, I think I can make all of us and Mom happy.”
 “How?” LillyAnna asked.
 “Just trust me?” Marie asked.  The five sisters finished their 
lunch and parted until the funeral the following day.
 The smell of the flowers permeated the building.  Marie 
wondered why, when all the sweet smells of flowers combined, the 
aroma was always “Eu de funeral.”  The five sisters sat together and 
watched the stream of relatives, some of which they had not seen 
for years; stop at Geneva's casket to whisper their farewells.
 Geneva was memorialized by her loving brother in a 
tribute that brought both laughter and tears.  He described a 
strong-spirited, but fun-loving woman, sometimes a little odd, but 
always steady and gentle.  It was plain to see by the turnout and the 
compliments paid, Geneva was a well-loved mother, sister, friend 
and neighbor.
 By the end of the day all five sisters had gathered at Marie's 
home, cried off their make-up, except Millie, who never wore it, 
and rubbed their red eyes puffy.
 “Today was hard,” LillyAnna sniffed.
 “You think?” Hanna said raising her eyebrows.
 Marie plopped down onto the sofa next to Sally and took 
her hand.  “This is probably our toughest day so far,” she sighed.
 “I sure hope so,” Sally said, “and I don't ever want to do it 
again.”
 “Let's all promise to die at the same time so we won't have 
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to have any more funerals,” LillyAnna 
suggested.
 “Let's just all refuse to die,” 
Millie who had not said much all day, 
added.
  “Here, here!” LillyAnna 
agreed.
 The five sisters spent the rest of 
the evening and late into the night re-living 
their lives with Geneva.  They remembered the 
family recipes they favored, the night an army of earwigs invaded 
the living room, the time Millie fell asleep in a box and could not 
be found.  “The worst 10 minutes of Mom’s life!” Hanna snickered.
 It was a pivotal night that they all knew would never 
happen again.  It suddenly became precious, sacred, and sad, 
knowing it was almost over.  They separated and each cried herself 
to sleep.  Morning came and they tearfully said their good-byes.
 Two weeks had passed since the funeral.  Tears had nearly 
stopped and life for the five sisters was beginning to normalize.  On 
a Wednesday afternoon, four of the sisters each received a small 
package by currier.  As they each opened the boxes, they found a 
smaller box and a note.
   
Dear Sisters,
   I took Mom’s ring to a jeweler-friend of mine.  I had him make 
four replicas of the ring so that all of us can have the same memory 
of Mom.  One is the real ring, but I do not know which.  Whenever 
you wear it, remember Mom and the night we said good-bye. Our 
diamonds may not be real, but our memories are.

That night, as each sister slipped the ring on her finger,  more tears 
fell as a new memory formed.

“I started crying 
in the shower last 

night and could not 
stop till I noticed 

the water was 
ice cold.”
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Bountiful 
spring
chalk art festival
youth 
colored with enthusiasm
sunblushed
like the straw-haired
toddler
possessive of his nub of chalk

I am susceptible
having caught joy in childhood
and never 
completely  
recovering

May traditions
to draw out the winter wearied
to give vent to the demons
or the visions
of the snowbound unbound
now
and wont to walk

bountiful spring
profuse
redbud lavendar
chalked chartreuse 
and orchid
the rain itself now 
waits while we return 
to Bountiful 
to see

On the Bountiful Chalk Art Festival
by Ked Kirkham
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Scar Tissue
by Julie Liljenquist

Scar tissue grows. This is the tissue around incisions. In my case, 
scar tissue grows in my lower abdomen. My scar tissue grows so 
much that every so often it blocks my intestines. Surgeons don't 
like to operate on scar tissue because the operation causes even 
more scar tissue. In 2008, however, my intestines collapsed from 
all the scar tissue. The doctor was forced to operate. 
 On December 11, 2012, my symptoms—diarrhea and 
vomiting—reappeared. I knew my scar tissue was back. Six 
o'clock the next morning, I was rushed to the University of Utah 
Hospital. The doctor took a CT scan and saw scar tissue in my 
belly from prior surgeries. The scar tissue was blocking anything 
from entering or exiting my stomach. So they pumped my 
stomach while giving me an IV. 
 After three days, they took out the tube and put me on a 
liquid diet. So much for that! My first meal, lunch, ended up all 
over my hospital gown. I was not even able to digest a liquid diet! 
Hours later, I was taken to an operating room.
 I spent three more days with an MG tube (with a camera 
on the end) in my stomach so that the doctor could watch my 
scar tissue dissipate in size. Scar tissue had made my stomach big 
and bloated, like it was nine months pregnant. 
 A couple days later, they tried me on another liquid diet. 
Once again, my gown became covered with the contents of my 
stomach. That's when they put in a special IV to give me a special 
kind of milk with vitamins because they were worried about my 
nourishment. Getting the IV was scary because a large needle was 
inserted close to my heart.
 My body wasn't stabilizing, and I thought I would never 
go home. I was so frustrated. I wanted to be home for Christmas. 
I was unhappy, and I cried for a long time. I was even panicking 
about not going on my dream vacation to Daytona for the 
NASCAR race in February. I am so grateful for the heroic effort 
of Terrell, my husband, to visit me three times while I was in the 
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hospital, in spite of his CP, asthma, and the weather that made it 
hard for him to breathe.
 Thirteen days later, they took the IVs out of my arms, 
pulled the staples out of my tummy, and arranged for me to go 
home. When I got home on New Year's Day, I was happy to see 
my husband and our three birds (a cockatoo and two African 
gray cockatoos). I was excited to open my Christmas presents. I 
was also so relieved that I still had my NASCAR vacation with my 
younger sister coming up.  
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Untitled
by Echo

I need structure in my life
Freedom only gives me strife
I need the sweet surrender
Of a nineteen fifties life
A little patriarchy
A little bit of thrill
A little bit of honing
my nurturing skills
I want to wear an apron
The sweetest lingerie
I want to rub your shoulders
At the end of every day
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Concert in C ‘Soft’
by Winnie Walker 

Crickets chirping, crows cawing and owls hooting, with the 
sounds of a brook nearby, contribute to contentment that was 
being strangled by the cacophony of noise and confusion in an 
office environment that feels like a narrow cage.
 The coolness of the morning, the dampness of the ground, 
the smell of sage, and the yellow wings of a butterfly create a 
casual setting for momentarily removing the feeling that things 
are caving in when voices at work begin to crescendo as callers 
compete to make themselves heard.
 The phone that becomes a Speaker compounds the decibel 
level, making one feel that earplugs should be included in the 
medicine chest.
 Or perhaps we should take our tables (callers are not 
allowed to have cubicles to cushion the sound) and assemble at 
Dimple Dell Canyon to do our dialing and dodging of complaints 
for things beyond our control.
 There in the calm, restful atmosphere of a relatively quiet 
canyon, where only the sounds of a hammer and a weed eater 
compete with the birds for earspace, perhaps we can compromise 
between cabin fever and the cadence of nature.
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Peach Pit Monkeys and Family
by Doug Woodall

I own a single peach-pit monkey. His home is the top of my 
dresser. I got him from the estate of an elderly in-law who was 
more like a grandfather to me than a twice-removed uncle and 
non-blood relative. The monkey is mine because he means 
something to me. No one else cared about him. Granted he’s just 
fair to middling (no where near the quality of art I’m used to), but 
that doesn’t matter. The reason I got him is because he reminds 
me of family and family reunions. When I see him or hold him, 
the first person I think of is my Uncle Pete. At the reunions with 
my mother’s family, Pete collected peach pits, sat off to the side 
with his pocketknife, and turned the pits into monkeys. His 
monkeys were top-notch, and so was the family he married into. 
No one could ask for closer brothers and sisters and in-laws, and 
no one could ask for better people. 
 My mother’s family was spread from Aspen and Grand 
Junction, Colorado, to Seattle, Washington, Vallejo and Irvine, 
California, Las Vegas, Nevada, and Delta and Salt Lake City, 
Utah. Yet, they were as close as if they lived next door to each 
other. Throughout my life, if I traveled to a town where I had an 
uncle, aunt, or cousin, with one phone call I could have dinner, a 
bed, and breakfast, guaranteed. I cannot say how this happened. 
My grandparents died when I was two, so I have no memory of 
what their home and lives were like. Perhaps it was the water in 
McCornick, Utah (where my grandfather had his farm), or Delta 
(where he lived when he could no longer work), or maybe it’s 
genetics. Perhaps this is how all families with 11 children turn 
out. Perhaps it’s because we vacationed at our uncles and aunts’ 
houses and they at ours, or maybe it’s because of the family 
reunions we went to every summer. 
 I like to think it’s all of the above, but particularly the 
reunions. For me, they were the highlight of my summer. In 
my youth, they included my mother’s extended family. In the 
beginning, we were the Isaac Sampson, Jr. and Martha Hendrix 



sin
e c

er
a:

 Th
e O

th
er

 S
id

e o
f t

he
 W

in
do

w
 2

6

Family—named for my great, great grandparents. Then we 
became the James Knox Polk Sampson and Rose Ann Turner 
Family—named for my great grandparents. Last of all we became 
the Alonzo Sampson and Mary Alice Allred Family—named for 
my grandparents. 
 Because of our long history, I can say I knew my 
grandfather’s surviving siblings and in-laws and many of his 
nephews and nieces. I love them; however, none could earn the 
same degree of love I have for my true uncles, aunts, and cousins. 
Their names are like a song. Listen and you will hear a duet: 
Darvel and Gwen, David and Jewel, Arden and Carol, Zelda and 
Ivo, Blaine and Eleanor, Floyd and Edna, Hazel and Pete, Clinton 
and Lola, Rose Ann and Guy, and Cecil and Totty. If I added the 
names of my cousins (all fifty plus), you would hear a chorus. 
 We always camped out. Some of my relatives had eight 
children. For tithe-paying Mormons, a hotel or motel would have 
cost too much. Besides, it wouldn’t have been as much fun. We 
had to be in the mountains, where we were close to pinions and 
aspens, rivers and lakes, a blaring sun during the day and a moon 
and a billion stars at night. 
 When my own family arrived at the reunions, we were 
treated like royals. Inasmuch as we never got there first, the 
place was always half full of cars and trucks and vans, tents and 
campers, travel trailers and fifth wheels. Someone always brought 
horses. Practically every cousin came out to greet us. They would 
shout to their parents, “Aunt Merna and Uncle Clifford are here.” 
Then they’d rush our car and yell our names. They followed with, 
“Come on! Hurry up! We gotta show you something.” Yet, we 
couldn’t go with them right away. We had to help unpack our car, 
level our trailer, set up the tent for the boys (my brothers and me), 
and lay out our beds. Then we were off with our standard mantra, 
“Don’t get conned into doing chores or going to meetings and 
play! play! play!” 
 The best place to start a reunion was in the water. If 
we forgot our swimming suits, we felt the same anguish as our 
forbearers when they were driven out of Illinois. In water, we 
woke up and washed away the heat and dirt of our long car ride. 
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We went on to invent new ways to drown ourselves and our 
cousins. The very best was when we stole pots and pans so we 
could have a water fight. We started near the banks of the river or 
lake, but we always carried our fights to the farthest ends of the 
campground. When we were too cold to go on—shivering from 
head to toes—we disband. Girls and boys went to separate tents. 
In the boys’ tent, we stripped, dripped dried (the girls always got 
the towels), and crawled back into our briefs or boxers, denim 
pants, and cotton shirts. Then we were on our way again. 
 Our next stop was the horses. To be a partner with a 
noble animal (or just Old Blue) was sheer joy. Yet, we always 
had more kids than animals. This was no bother. We could fill 
our time between rides with horseshoes, volleyball, badminton, 
and softball. We could play hide and seek, explore the camp 
from all directions, hike, fish, and whittle. All my uncles had 
pocketknives. They carried them by habit; the same way they put 
on their socks before their shoes. Was this because of their days 
on the farm? I think so. Then they loaned them to anyone for the 
price of an oath, “You’re my favorite uncle and always will be,” or 
flagrant obsequiousness. 
 I’m not quite sure what the adults did. They seemed to 
talk and go to meetings. They had family business and genealogy 
meetings. I remember RoeAnn Gooch, one of my second 
cousins, could talk about dead Sampsons for hours. I knew her 
well and loved her, but I don’t know anyone who could match 
her enthusiasm for sitting in front of microfilm machines at the 
genealogy library, writing family histories, and talking about her 
discoveries in minute detail. Most kids could tolerate a meeting 
for about 10 minutes. Most adults had to endure them to the end. 
Then they went back to talking. Or did they? To this day, I don’t 
really know. 
 While the adults did whatever it was they did, we played 
on and on. Then we didn’t realize we were hungry until we got the 
shakes and felt dizzy. All our meals were communal. Hazel had 
peaches, Arden corn, and David longhorn cheese. Carol brought 
potato salad, Edna baked beans, Totty coleslaw, Zelda cake, Gwen 
cobbler, and Lola potato chips and soft drinks. The one and only 
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rule was bring your own meat, but no uncle or aunt seemed to 
know who we belonged to and fed us their steaks, burgers, and 
hot dogs as if we were their own. 
 Uncle Pete usually stayed close to the campsites. His 
pocketknife was always out, and he whittling on pine boughs 
or carving peach-pit monkeys. This because he was a tad lame. 
When he was young-married, which was long before I was born, 
he was shot in his leg by accident. He could work and work hard, 
but his leg was a constant irritant. I remember when he was quite 
old, he still massaged his wound as if it were raw and festering. 
Thus we usually found him sitting around the campfires and 
picnic tables where he carved not toys, but art. 
 Pete’s peach-pit monkeys were in high demand. This was 
because his output was low and our desires were high. Then his 
first customers were children who were old enough to appreciate 
his craft but not young enough to swallow or lose it. The rest of us 
were his surplus customers. Pete made his monkeys to perfection. 
They were exact replicas of a monkey’s face, back, arms and 
hands, and legs and feet. The monkey’s tail circled from bottom to 
front, he held it tight with both feet and hands, and the end nearly 
touched his nose. Pete always had a small bottle of varnish to give 
his creations the right color and make their fur look so real you 
thought you could comb it. 
 With a peach-pit monkey in our pockets, we were set. The 
reunion couldn’t get any better, or could it? 
In the evening, we had a talent show. Young cousins sang, played 
violins, trumpets, and clarinets, or they danced; older cousins 
turned their old shirts and blouses, denim pants and bib overalls, 
aprons and hats into costumes. Then we watched Little Nell, who 
always looked like our six-foot, four-inch cousin with two days of 
stubble, refuse the offensive advances of and save her father’s farm 
from someone named Simon Legree. 
 While we laughed, hooted, hollered, and clapped, 
someone started an enormous campfire. Then we were given 
pointed sticks, marshmallows, chocolate squares, and graham 
crackers. One of our second cousins always brought her guitar 
and camp songbook. She played and led us in all songs ancient 
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until the fire was embers, our throats 
were dry, and we couldn’t keep our 
eyes open. When we crawled into 
bed, sleep came in an instant. 
 Sunday morning, the 
mountain air seemed cold enough 
to give us frostbite. We had to put 
on jackets or heavy sweaters to go to 
breakfast. That morning, the men were 
our chefs. The wonder-of-wonders was the 
sourdough pancakes. Another second cousin had a start from 
pioneer days and got up with the cows to mix the batter in a 
five-gallon bucket. I got these pancakes one Sunday a year and 
then craved them for 51. No words can describe the explosion 
of flavor and smoothness. Unlike all other pancakes, the syrup 
rests on the surface, never soaking in. The fakes served at home 
and restaurants steal whatever you put on them and hide it. Even 
with a gallon of syrup, they stay dry. After claiming our very own 
wonder-of-wonders, we made the rounds for eggs, hash browns, 
and bacon, sausage, or ham. Some of the men were primo chefs; 
others had to be told when to turn the pancakes less they burned 
them on one side. All in all, no other breakfast tasted better or 
stifled our hunger with such satisfaction. 
 The last event was church. For this we stayed outside, 
and, so it seems to me, we always had a gorgeous blue sky. This 
was the time to talk about God and family. When my aunts, 
uncles, and cousins testified “God lives,” we knew it. When 
they said Jesus took our sins upon him, we believed it. Their 
conviction and intensity permeated the air we breathed, and no 
modern church leader or Old Testament prophet could compare 
to them. Then they liked to remind us who our family was and 
how our great grandfathers and grandmothers contributed to 
the building of our nation and church. Our Sampson line came 
from England in the early 1600s. Two great grandfathers fought 
in the Revolutionary War. Ezekiel (the father) was a lieutenant 
in New York’s 4th Regiment Dragoons. Isaac (the son) was a fifer 
and a Life Guard for George Washington. Then Isaac’s daughter-

“They were exact 
replicas of a monkey’s 
face, back, arms and 
hands, and legs and 

feet.”
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in-law Martha Hendrix joined the Mormon Church February 
1831. Her husband, Isaac, Jr., followed her in June. Both survived 
persecutions and death threats against Mormons in Ohio, 
Missouri, and Illinois, and the long journey to Utah. 
 One rule about church was, DON’T LET ROEANN 
TALK. By Sunday, she’d said more than enough. Now it was time 
for others to tell the stories they knew and to reminisce. Another 
rule was, KEEP THE SERVICE SHORT. Most relatives had to 
travel several hundred miles to get home or halfway home and 
they wanted to arrive before dark. For us kids, family-reunion 
church was the best. If we were at home, we’d have to go to two 
classes before 12 and one service in the afternoon. When I was 
growing up, the service lasted for one and a half hours. Thus, at 
reunions we all felt incredible joy. If we were Protestants, I think 
we would have felt comfortable shouting, “Praise the Lord for 
short services and family reunions!” 
 I wish I had been smart enough to keep at least one 
of Uncle Pete’s peach-pit monkeys. The homely one on my 
dresser doesn’t compare. Yet, it’s enough to get me to remember 
family. All the Alonzo Sampson and Mary Alice Allred children 
have passed. We still have Edna and Lola and most cousins. 
The amazing thing is we’re still close. I doubt we could be any 
different. To this day, if I’m in a town where I have an aunt 
or cousin, one call will get me dinner, a bed, and breakfast, 
guaranteed. That’s what a real family is about. Thus I keep a 
peach-pit monkey on my dresser to remind me. 
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The Lion Encounter
by Mary Garrity 

I am too wonderful for you to
know me well.
So don't look!

Lower your eyes!
If you look into my eyes
you have earned death.
Your weakness is your

fear of me
and anyway I am beyond

your understanding.
And all your wisdoms are

silliness to me.
They tell me that between you

and your God
there are angels.

Well, between me and my God,
is the sound of a beating pulse,

My own survival
is my dogma.

Go now, while I'm too sleepy to
chase you.

I'll find your smell tomorrow
and we'll chat again I'm sure.
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I love horses, unicorns, zebras, donkeys, flying horses, and 
seahorses. I collect horse figurines and toys. I am thirty-two years 
old. I have been married for five years. We have no children, but I 
love to read children’s books because I love the illustrations.
 I have been coming to the Literacy Action Center since 
January 2012. Since I started coming here, I have gained more 
confidence, and I can ask for help better. An example is that, 
when I first came here, I didn’t know anyone, and I was afraid to 
ask for help. Now I know more people in the class, and I feel more 
comfortable accepting help from others.
 I have made a lot of new friends. I’m glad I have friends 
who believe in me at the Literacy Action Center. Thank you for 
believing in me.
 In the future, I hope to keep my scores up, especially get 
my scores up in my reading. My reading did go up four points 
recently. Reading used to be hard. I would only read little, short 
stories because they had pictures. I am going to try getting 
interested in harder longer books.
 I have learned a lot of new words. I learned the word 
“maxim,” which are words people live their lives by. Now I 
recognize maxims everywhere. I can grasp them easier now. I love 
the maxim that says “All work is dignified.” For me that means if I 
work hard, my skills can be recognized by others. When I believe 
in myself, I can do better. 
 The past spring I was the top speller on our team at the 
spelling bee at the Salt Lake Community College. I was a little 
nervous to try the spelling bee because I was worried that I would 
not do that well. Even though I was afraid, I went to the spelling 
bee anyway. Some of the words were hard, but they gave me some 
I knew. The people at the spelling bee were nice to me. I loved 
it because our team loved getting involved. Now that I tried it, I 
think I will try the spelling bee again next year.

This is Me
by Betsy Maxwell
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 Some of my goals are to go to college or get a job. If I go to 
college I can get a better job. I plan to work in a daycare center. I 
would love to read stories to the children. I love to write children’s 
stories. I can get pretty creative with them. I would also love to 
get my stories published. Another thing I would like to do is work 
at a children’s museum or start one of my own.
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Mirror
by Joe Bradshaw 

Mirror, mirror on the wall  
I am not the one I see at all

The one that is reflected the one I see
A result of the lessons of humanity

Lessons learned in haste, the bitterness of hate
Lessons learned in love are the ones that shape my fate

I see the face of a simple man 
Shaped and sculpted divinely planned

Beautiful daring and bold
Gifts of lessons both new and old

Reflected in the glass 
As I let go the past

A glowing radiance a smile so true
The joy of the heavens shining through

The face I see I now recognize
Love learned and shared a wonderful surprise
The twinkling in my eyes, me no longer in disguise 
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The Cat with Eyes Like Sky & Fur Like Snow
by Joseph Lindberg 

As she struggles to get away, she cries just like a baby.  Within 
moments she claws her assailant and runs off.  But the assailant 
got what she wanted.  The victim is wearing a red and green 
sweater, doll clothing, and if a cat can feel humiliation, I’m pretty 
sure this one does.  Cats don’t willingly play dress up.  This small 
vignette illustrates what indignities our family cat, Kitty Mao, put 
up with on a regular basis.
 I claim credit for rescuing Kitty Mao.  I don’t, however, 
claim that credit out of a natural sympathy and love for animals.  
When I rescued her I wasn’t, as a rule, kind to animals.  The 
moment I rescued her, my arm was poised to throw a snowball at 
her.
 I saw her on the sidewalk on a day in winter.  I picked up 
a snowball to throw at her and she didn’t move.  I didn’t throw 
the snowball, where’s the sport in a sitting target?  When I walked 
closer, I saw her paw was mangled, bloody and infected.  I picked 
her up and as I did something within me changed.  I began to 
love cats.
 My mother nursed the cat and took her to the 
veterinarian.  The bill for the services and medicine was pretty 
big and my parents weren’t sure we could afford it.  At this point 
my parents had the idea that the cat, a beautiful white female 
with black ears and pail blue eyes, would most certainly have an 
owner.  And this lost owner would return, claim the cat, and pay 
the outstanding bill.  The vet was kind enough to wait a while to 
recover the bill.
 When the news circulated that a white, possibly Siamese 
cat, was missing, a few lost owners came to claim the cat.  When 
the lost owner found out the cat had outstanding medical 
bills, the cat suddenly appeared to be a stranger and lost all 
resemblance to his or her missing cat.
 Kitty Mao, like all good cats, made herself very useful.  
She killed mice.  She cleaned the floor of any spilt milk or 
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dropped food.  That is, if the fallen morsel happened to be 
something she could indeed eat.  She could be overzealous in this 
respect and she often attempted to clean up messes before they 
happened, like when the food was being prepared, or blessed.
 She could be both kind and brutal, but we tend to 
remember her as kind.  She comforted each family member 
by curling up on one’s chest while one rested, especially if one 
seemed thoughtful or sad.  She kept our feet warm at night and 
rested in shifts, sleeping by one’s head or feet, and then moving 
from room to room.  If you kept your door shut, Kitty Mao would 
wake you up at 2 or 3 a.m. for you to open it, so she had a list of 
people she had to visit and a tight schedule.
 She enjoyed her freedom.  Any violation 
of her freedom invited a good swipe 
from her sharp claws.  Yet, there 
were times she surrendered 
herself to be held against her 
will, dressed in doll cloths, or 
made to sing happy birthday.
 My sister Emily 
would begin singing the 
Happy Birthday To You song and 
Kitty Mao would begrudgingly sing, 
“meow” whenever Emily came to the part that had 
a “you”.  It was clever, and everyone, except the cat, got a kick out 
of it.
 Kitty Mao, at one point loved to travel.  My father, who 
secretly wanted a dog, but instead got a cat, put her on a chain 
and took her to see some of my little league baseball games.  But 
after a few trips to the Veterinarian she began to associate the car 
with medical care and she never got in the car without a ferocious 
fight.
 My father often said, “The cat is the real owner of this 
home.  We live here at her discretion.”  If she were the owner, 
she had other duties along with that title; duties to which she 
attended assiduously.  She was an organic part of the environment 
of the home and the ecology of the yard.

“Any violation 
of her freedom 

invited a good swipe 
from her sharp 

claws.”
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 Apart from killing mice, she prowled the yard in search of 
encroaching things like locusts, snakes and frogs, those Biblical 
pests well known to scourge households and civilizations.  She 
could scale a wall within seconds.  It’s possible she kept thieves 
at bay.  When she hunted at night, and I happened to see her, her 
eyes glowed a lurid red.  She was beast tempered by humanity.
 We four children grew up, and as we did Kitty Mao aged.  
She retired from hunting and my family coddled her.  Kitty Mao 
fell into senescence and we knew the humane thing to do was to 
have her euthanized.  We selfishly procrastinated the decision, 
perhaps to her detriment.
 I remember when my father came home smiling 
sheepishly, and his eyes were wet like he’d been slapped smartly.  
He had a porcelain urn.  In it were the cremated remains of 
Kitty Mao.  She had had a good career.  We miss her and she 
has become something of a legend.  We talk about her with a 
jovial reverence.  We tell stories about her and they are part of a 
cannon, a family mythology.  We never tire of them, but we tell 
them only on those occasions when the mood is right.  And as it 
goes we never run out of stories.
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Dove Alert
by Mona Delavan

Walking toward the river, we could hear the doves.  Their cries 
kept up, slightly raucous.  The riparian area of the San Pedro 
River is a conservation area.  We were hoping to see a Phoebe.  
Beyond the Hereford bridge, we sat on the bank to listen.  There 
was a steady tapping, probably the same Ladderback woodpecker 
we had seen on the way in. The dove cries died out and it was 
quiet.  The small ones came out, crossing and recrossing the river.  
A tiny bird came out and hovered in front of us.  A  Black Phoebe 
moved from branch to branch across the river, then perched on a 
log in the middle of the shallow brown water, clearly with an eye 
on us.  In the late afternoon the birds were busy and chatty.  The 
sun was touching the trees, burnishing wide trunks and creating 
shadows from narrow spindles of branches. 
 Above the gentler hammer tapping behind us, came the 
dove cries, insistent, prolonged. The river life stilled. No tapping, 
no birds. On the other side of the river a small falcon appeared 
briefly and flew east across the grass.  In the stillness, the river 
reflected trees and banks.  The murky water lightened.  The grave 
symmetry of the reflections faded as small birds took up their 
traffic patterns.  The Phoebe returned, moving from branch to 
log, our watch-bird.  A slight breeze crumpled the water beyond 
us.  As it cooled, we moved on.  
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The Door
by Melissa Rasmussen

Part One
There was a place in their home she had yet not explored.  That 
was through the door upstairs at the back of the house.  It was a 
small, three-quarter door that lead into a dark, little room where 
the roof slanted down on both sides, the realtor said.  –Bonus 
space.   They didn’t get the key for it until the day they signed the 
papers.  
 She’d only stood directly in front of it once.  It was the 
day she and her husband, newlyweds, had moved in.  The house 
was a modest, 1920’s two-story set on a quiet street with big, 
sleepy trees and old fashioned gardens.  With key in hand, she’d 
intended to open the door, to see if the room could be used for 
storage, or a perhaps remade into an alcove where she could read 
her travel biographies.  
 Upon approaching she’d slowed, seeking for a reason why 
the hair on the back of her neck began to rise.  She then made 
herself press her ear to the door, listening.  All was quiet.  She 
willed her right palm to press flat against the wood and ran it 
quietly along the smooth yet pitted texture of multiple layers of 
paint.  Something felt wrong.  It seemed to be….listening, for lack 
of a better word, waiting…yes.  -Waiting for her to turn the key.   
 She had shivered a little, then backed away slowly, and 
gone downstairs.  She spent the rest of the day situating things, 
and trying not to think about the door.  She put away dishes, 
hung pictures and un-packed box after box.  She had not 
mentioned the door to her husband and he had not asked.  
 By late that evening she’d convinced herself that her 
experience was due only to a healthy imagination and sheer 
exhaustion from the move.  She pulled the key from her pocket 
and hung it on the rack by the door in the kitchen with the all the 
others.  She had then drug her weary body up the stairs, and fell 
into the freshly-made bed beside her husband, amidst a sea of 
untouched boxes.    
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 Within a week she’d put it out of her mind completely.  
She and her husband settled into all the other little nooks and 
crannies.  They delighted in their charming home, on a quaint 
street, and began their perfectly ordered life together.  -Until one 
night, about six months later. 
  The sound was quiet at first.     
 Tap…tap…tap.  
 She didn’t think much of it.  She thought perhaps a 
tree branch outside blew now and then against a windowpane 
somewhere in the house.  She had other things on her mind.  
Her husband was working overtime…again.  He had started 
volunteering for extra projects.  He was coming home late so 
often that she’d finally mentioned it with annoyance tonight when 
he called her after eight-thirty.    
 “It’s what I have to do get ahead here babe.  It’s just the 
way has to be if we want nice things and a family.”  
 “Yes, but we have everything we need, and we aren’t going 
to have kids for a while yet.  We still have to backpack in Peru, 
and see the Kremlin like we planned.   Now that we’re settled in, 
I could get a job.  Maybe then you wouldn’t have to work so hard.  
—And I would have something to do.”
 He laughed.  “I got this hon.  You do a great job with the 
house.  Just relax a little, take some time for yourself.  You worry 
too much.   By the way, fix me a plate of that pot roast you made 
will ya?  I’ll just nuke it when I get home.”  
 Tap…tap…tap.   
 He hadn’t really heard her.  She slammed around the 
kitchen, putting things away.  She didn’t move halfway across the 
country for this.  She was finding the quiet life a little too quiet.  A 
plate slipped out of her hands and crashed to the floor.  She bent 
down to pick up the shards.  Reaching under the stove to get the 
last piece she sliced her left index finger along the sharp edge.
 “Ouch!”
 Tap…tap…tap.  
 As she ran her finger under the faucet for a moment she 
stared at the bright blood that mixed with the water spiraling 
down the drain.  She thought about how he’d promised they 
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would explore the backstreets of 
Bangladesh for the holiday.    
 That won’t happen now. 
 She wrapped the Band-Aid 
around her finger.  
 Damn conference in Ohio. 
 He had seemed so different in 
Katmandu.  He was just out of university, 
touring the country with some friends 
when the two of them met at a street bazar.  
She pictured the soft pashmina wrap she always kept near her 
reading chair.  He had bought it for her on a whim.  Draping it 
across her shoulders, he’d told her orange was definitely her color.  
Then he kissed her.  She was his from that moment on.
 Tap…tap…tap.  
 The wind must be picking up.  
 She looked all over downstairs and searched the upstairs 
rooms as well.  –Checking every window carefully.  The one in 
the upstairs bathroom was open.  While she pulled it shut, she 
realized with a chill that raised bumps on her arms, that there was 
no wind. —Not even a breeze.  
 Then she remembered that which she had put out of her 
mind months ago.  Dread in her heart, she went to the end of the 
hall and turned to face the small door beside the banister that 
looked down over the stairway.  
 Tap…tap…tap.  
 The sound was almost hypnotic; it filled her mind until 
there was space for little else.  She could not walk away.  She stood 
there, shoulders quivering, staring at the door, listening.  
 It was louder now.
 Tap…Tap…Tap!
 Nervous, not knowing what to do with her fidgeting 
hands, she tucked them in the pockets of her jeans.   She stared 
in horror as the door knob began to shake and jerk, as if a force 
on the other side were testing it.   The sound grew louder and 
seemed to echo.  
 TAP! TAP! TAP!

“...she’d 
convinced herself 

that her experience 
was due only 
to a healthy 

imagination...”
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 She dug her hands deeper into her pockets, trying the 
seams.  Her right hand grazed something round and flat with 
rough edges, a quarter, then against something smooth and long.  
She pulled it out to examine it.—It was the Key.  
 What’s that doing in my pocket? 
 TAP! TAP! TAP!
 It was so loud she jumped.  She turned to run back down 
the hall, but something took hold of her, unseen and strong.  
Against her will, she turned back towards the door.  Her arm 
began to move.  She fought it.  Beads of perspiration broke out on 
her forehead as she slowed her hands progress.  But she could not 
stop it entirely.  
 She inserted the key into the lock.  
 No!  
 She turned the key.
 This can’t be happening!
 Her hand grasped the knob and turned.  
 The door opened.
 She stared into the maw of a cold, black void which began 
to pull her in.  She was losing consciousness.—Her grip on reality 
started to slip as she worried vaguely about the poor woman she 
thought she heard screaming.  
Part Two
 It was dark, so dark.  She couldn’t remember where she 
was, or what had happened.  She must have been asleep.  She 
must have had a bad dream.  
 Yes, that was it.  But where was the moon? 
 She reached to the side of her and felt soft, smooth satin.  
Her pillow was satin too.   She smiled at the luxurious sleek…
Wait, her sheets were cotton.  Where was she?  She couldn’t seem 
to get a deep breath, the ceiling seemed so close.  With caution 
she raised her hands up into the air.  They stopped short, just 
above her.  Both hands rested flat on a puffy satin…lid.  Terror 
seized her, gripping her heart.
 This is a coffin!
 In dismay she turned and twisted, banging her fists 
against a lid which made no sound.  She cried and kicked.  She 



sine cera: Th
e O

ther Side of the W
indow

 43

yelled.  Trapped here in this small, enclosed space; she knew 
logically that she must be running out of air, so she forced herself 
to calm down.  Wiping her tears, she slowed her breathing to a 
more normal pace.  She tried to think clearly.    
 Why?  How?
 If only she could make some noise, perhaps someone 
would hear her.  She began to pull at the satin pillow glued fast 
to the lid of the coffin.  Keeping the panic that welled tight in her 
chest at bay, she worked with singular intent.  She tugged and 
pried at it for what seemed like hours.  Salty drops of perspiration 
and silent tears mixed on her cheeks and ran down her face into 
her ears unheeded.    
 Finally, her nails broken, fingers raw, she managed to get 
a corner of the fabric loose.  Beneath it was smooth, hard wood.  
A single, childlike sob escaped her throat.  She bit her lip to keep 
anymore from escaping.  
 She couldn’t quite fit her knuckle up into the small space.  
Running her hand along her body she reached into her right 
pocket, wincing as her wounded fingertips grazed against the 
rough denim seams.  The quarter was still there!  Hands shaking 
with effort and pain, she grasped it tightly, being careful not to 
drop it.  Determined, her breath shallow now, she raised it up to 
the small, satin free corner of wood.  
 The sound was quiet at first. 
 Tap…tap…tap.
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Autumn
by Patricia Ann Haak

 With a glance you could see the vibrant red and yellow 
hats of the two elderly gentlemen, one sitting on a bench, the 
other in a wheel chair. Their hats matching fall colors of red and 
yellow flowers along the walking leading to the rest home.
 The one sitting on the bench consoling the other, patting 
him on the shoulder with a withering hand as their hats bobble 
up and down.
 Another gentleman, in a black hat, gathers himself closer 
to be included in the treats handed out.
 The excessive loud talking from the fellow in the 
wheelchair, is really just a cover-up. It is the illness talking, not 
the real person inside.
 Like Autumn leaves, wondering how many moons, they 
will survive before they crumple up and wither away.
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Teal Lemon Bag
by Ramona Maassen

“Look, I’m telling you what I saw, what happened.” Carol says 
emphatically to Sheila over the phone. Sheila is her closest friend. 
Carol impatiently blows her bangs out of her eyes. “That damn 
bag is full of lemons, more lemons than I can count. They are 
rolling on the floor and pouring out of the bag. I can’t believe that 
it held all those lemons but it still has even more. So far I have 
counted five hundred twenty one of them and now I’ve lost count! 
They are all over the kitchen.”
 “Some weird stranger handed me this teal messenger bag 
and said, “You know what to do with this.” And then he walked 
off into the crowd at the airport. I tried to catch him but he 
disappeared.  Any way I thought, “What the hell. I would check 
it when I got home and see if there was a name or address so I 
could return it to the owner.” 
 “That’s really strange! Can I come over now? I’d like to 
examine these lemons you are in hysterics about.” Sheila’s words 
tumble over each other with barely concealed excitement.
 “Run. Drive. Fly! I am drowning in lemons here.” Carol’s 
voice sounds strained.
 Sheila hurries as fast as she can. Thank God she lives two 
blocks away from the grocery store. She lugs her purchase and 
tosses it in the back seat of her trusty Subaru and drives  two 
more blocks to Carol’s home. She drags the awkward bag up 
the short driveway and not bothering to knock, opens the door, 
focusing on the task of getting the bag inside Carol’s home. Sheila 
loses her balance on a dozen zesty lemons and plops on the floor. 
The lemons kind of make a squishy sound with a little squeak at 
the end. “Carol, are you ok?”  Sheila inquires anxiously.
 Carol’s voice is reduced to a whispery whine. “I am alive 
and apparently these lemons are too. I don’t know why these 
things happen to me. I get lemons in life and I am always making 
lemonade, or lemon chiffon pie, or lemon chicken. This sucks!”  
Pausing, she finally notices what her friend is doing.”What are 
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you dragging in here?”
 Sheila stands triumphantly, one foot planted on the 50 
pound bag of sugar. “This is for making lemon heads. You know 
the candy.”
 Later that evening, the girls were sprawled out on the 
living room chairs with a couple of Tea and Sympathy drinks; a 
delightful concoction made with hot tea and Grand Marnier and 
lemons. They stare at their completed tasks, with satisfaction.
In a large group of lemon heads, a single voice is heard.
 “And that is how we came to be named and born into this 
world my fellow lemon heads.” Concludes the oldest, yellowiest 
lemon head.
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The Wood Cat
by Carl B. Gray Jr.

The Wood Cat could fix it because he did not know what it was 
that he had to fix the more that he try to fix whatever it was that 
they wanted him to fix. But he just could not fix it for them. So he 
gave up trying to fix it for them and went home and talked of it 
no more.
 The next day he was feeling a little cold. So he went into 
the woods to look for some big logs that can be use for the fire 
place back home. While looking for these logs He came upon a 
river that stopped him dead in his tracks. Now he had to think, 
what am I going to do now? There was a log near by so he went 
over and sat down to ponder his next move. How am I going to 
get from here to the other side of this river? I don’t want to get my 
feet wet crossing, what to do?
 While he was thinking! A light came in his head! I know! 
I will go upstream to see if there is a way to the other side. But if 
there isn’t, I am going to be one Cold Cat. 
So he got up from the log that he was sitting on and headed 
upstream to look for a place to cross.
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October 6, 2012
by Audrey Wiegel

My security is no security.
I am in loose terms, a child of the universe.  Fully open and yet 
contained, present and alive to the highest extent.
Rumi said he wants action, what is action he asks, an inward 
meaning he answers.
I wait and revel in the essence of my being and its fluency and 
stability in wonder, me and my connection in waiting.  Just stand 
still there and wait to see what arrives and what passes through.
I tremble at the amount of everything that passes through.  I 
wait. Quietly. Enjoying. The clock ticks.  A car passes by.  The air 
trembles.  I wait as if floating on a cloud.  I wait.  The fly buzzes.  
The clock keeps ticking.  Another car passes.  I need to earn 
money.  That pulls me out of the wait and the floating.  Back to 
the trembling air and the clock ticking now.  The fly buzzes.  An 
airplane noise is heard circling.  The clock ticking.  I miss my 
sweetheart.   He is leaving me.  That pulls me out.  Back to the 
trembling air and the floating cloud.  Relief, encirclement.  I only 
am now.  A  sigh of relief.  My home.  My power. Not alone. 
Audrey Weigel whoever

Afternoon

Just came back from a trip to the market with my girlfriend.  We 
talked about divorce.  She asked me if I was going to try and 
make it work.  I said that he wanted to go ahead with it and there 
had been so much conflict that I was going to let it go.  I knew I 
would have gone much further with it if he had not thrown in the 
towel.  We went to the store and we had a wonderful discussion 
on the ineffable and the wonders of its features that are beyond 
the mind.  Then when we got home, I felt a heaviness in my heart 
and I did not want to let my Sweetheart go but I knew that I could 
not have the life and home that I wanted if I stayed with him.  I 
felt sad, rejected and hurt.  I was tired too so I crawled in bed and 
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cried and tried to sleep but was too upset.  Then I remembered 
my awakening experience in March and I submitted in to it and 
felt the love, acceptance and support that was all around me and 
through me.  I just kept feeling that and feeling that as my breathe 
became less rapid and the ache in my heart subsided.  Then I 
remembered and I knew it was the truth and it stood on its own.  
I fell asleep and woke in remembrance of always the truth.  Went 
out and took puppies out of dog house and they were so sweet 
and scared.  I got to be part of their love around them.  Took 
the three dogs for a walk on my acreage.  Cut a little wood and 
brought a couple bucket of coal in.  All the time thankful for the 
truth I know of my extreme value and preciousness.  Tonight I am 
excited to watch the movie ‘Mahatma Gandi’.
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My Creed
by Fran Crookston 

I believe that we are born completely incompetent, ignorant, and 
demanding and struggle with these challenges all of our days. 
Each day presents the opportunity to grow and enhance our gifts 
even as advanced age weakens our developed skills. All of us are 
faced with choices and refusing to choose is a chance for regret.  
 While everyone can do far more than they believe they are 
capable, our works can advance ourselves and others or destroy 
more than has previously been thought possible.
 I believe God is in all things but every time we try to 
touch God, we realize a growing chasm. At the same time, God is 
within each of us and we are called to find that which is divine in 
ourselves. Humans are like God because we are capable of most 
of what our imaginations envision. With personal recognition 
of the connection between realizing the divine within us and the 
perfection of creation brings happiness.
 I believe that because humans are mortal and God is 
eternal, we group together into social structures. Children 
are born into a family, but each of us grows into communities 
and in this country all of our communities are a choice. The 
communities that are known as religions have encouraged their 
members to become their best while recognizing that earlier 
members had developed an understanding of God that members 
want to share.
 I believe that the crucifixion of Jesus of Nazareth was a 
catalyst for all of humanity that continues to advance all of us 
toward the society that was intended by creation. His resurrection 
jolted his followers from hiding in fear to step out in acts of love.
 I believe that while another may or may not believe what 
I am saying, life moves each of us to develop our own beliefs. No 
person’s beliefs are universal for everyone; but when beliefs are 
shared with openness, the whole is greater than the sum of the 
beliefs.
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Night Flight
by Steve Proskauer

It was during the dog days of summer it happened. I thought I'd 
gotten away scot-free, racing through JFK and ducking through 
the jetway door at the last moment. Who could imagine Vic had 
already found me out? 
 Cheating strangers is easy. It gets harder when you have 
to shake down a friend. No one else would take a chance on me. 
Never realized my old pal Vic had such a vicious, vengeful streak. 
Hey, not bad—Vengeful Vic, Vicious Vic. Who cares what I call 
him now—nobody can hear me. He had a great imagination, I'll 
give him that, using everything he knew about me to take me 
down. 
 I'd nearly died once, at the beach, when I was four. Vic's 
Mom was passing them around in a big bag. I already knew 
peanut butter was a no-no, but I'd never seen them in the shell 
before. It was fun mashing them and squeezing the two little nuts 
out. I'd eaten five before it started. Seemed like everything swelled 
up at once, all red and itchy. Soon I was struggling for breath, 
gasping and choking. 
 “What did you give him?” my mother shrieked. Her book 
and sunglasses went flying as she jumped up from her blanket. 
“What was in that bag?” But after one look at me, she knew. If it 
hadn't been for that rescue syringe she carried in her purse, I'd 
have been a goner back then. Would have spared a lot of people a 
lot of pain. Me especially.
 Can't blame my mom, she did everything she could to 
protect me. By the time I started school, she had me equipped 
with a pocket-sized epinephrine syringe. She made me carry it to 
school, to baseball practice—everywhere.
 I screwed up once when I was fourteen. Me and my 
buddies, we went to the movies together. During the most 
exciting part, some bozo behind us started making loud 
crunching sounds, louder than popcorn, and crumpling his bag 
too. Then I smelled peanuts. Must have been peanut brittle. 
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 Right then I should have run out to 
the men's room and injected myself, 
but I was too embarrassed. I knew my 
friends would tease me about being 
scared of the movie or having a weak 
bladder. Guys tease each other about 

the stupidest things, but they seem 
big when you're just a kid. Anyway, I 

started to swell up and choke, gasping 
and wheezing like when I was four. They 

had to stop the movie and turn up the lights for the medics. What 
a fiasco! I never heard the end of it. 
 Come to think, Vic stood by me that night. He didn't 
make fun of me like the other guys. He tried to defend me. 
Vic has always been on my side. My mom used to say we were 
inseparable friends before we got out of diapers. Don't know 
about that, but he gave me enough money to float my scam, no 
questions asked. I ought to feel terrible about swindling him, 
but truth be told, I don't really care anymore. Life has kicked me 
around once too often. Shame it had to come to this.  
 Anyway, the night flight from New York to Frisco wasn't 
my usual connection, but I figured I'd better get out of town 
quick before Vic suspected anything. If you've ever flown a redeye 
across the country, you know. The passengers are an odd lot. 
Struggling businessmen too ambitious or desperate for a deal to 
waste a day traveling. Grieving parents and sons and daughters 
racing for that last goodbye -- or, if it's already too late, for the 
funeral. Travelers who can't make their connection any other way 
or are too cheap to pay day fares. 
 Everything went fine until we cleared 10,000 feet. Then 
passengers all around me started scarfing up the free snacks from 
the poker-faced flight attendant as she rolled her cart listlessly 
down the aisle, turning from side to side murmuring “pretzels, 
peanuts, or cookies.” That's when I should've known something 
was wrong, but I was too busy feeling relieved and exhausted after 
my dash for the plane. My guard was down. 
 Until I noticed that itchy feeling in my guts a few minutes 

“Then 
passengers all 

around me started 
scarfing up the 
free snacks...”
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after the munching began. I rang frantically for the flight 
attendant and dug my elbow into the huge guy overflowing the 
aisle seat next to me. “Hey, can you reach my carry-on? I need the 
little black case in the side pocket. Quick! It's an emergency!” He 
snorted and snuffled, shifting his enormous bulk in the cramped 
coach seat, then went back to where he left off, snoring louder, 
protesting the interruption. 
 I felt the familiar flush and swelling. I knew I had just a 
few moments left to get help. It was already too late to fish out my 
syringe from the jumble of carry-on bags stowed over my head. 
By the time I found it, I'd be dead. 
 I bolted out of my seat, squeezed past the rumbling 
mountain beside me, and took off down the aisle, calling hoarsely 
after the flight attendant as my throat started to close. By the 
time I got her attention, I was staggering and could barely talk. 
Some stupid woman yelled out to me, “What's wrong, you having 
a heart attack, or something?” The last thing I heard was her 
scream when I clutched my throat and collapsed beside her seat. 
People were jumping up to see what was going on, blocking the 
flight attendant's way. Nobody knew what to do. Soon it was over. 
I was beyond help.
 I floated up above the fray and watched for a while, 
but I didn't care anymore. I knew I wouldn't be coming back. 
There wasn't anyone to miss. Shrew of a wife who left me. Two 
ungrateful kids who didn't give a rat's ass about me. It would be 
good to be done with it, finally.
 So Vic had his revenge. And do you know, he even had 
the audacity to show up at my funeral—in tears, no less! 
 Yeah, it's true. We ghosts like to attend our own funerals. 
Can't help being curious about who shows up, what they say, that 
kind of thing. We can finally tell them what we think of them. So 
what if nobody notices. What else is new. 
 Didn't know Vic could be such an actor. He took my mom 
aside and the two of them bawled in each other's arms for the 
longest time. He almost had me fooled. After he was done with 
the crocodile tears, he pulled my red ALLERGY ALERT card 
from his jacket pocket. Vic managed to look so upset he could 
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barely choke out the words. “I found it between the passenger seat 
and the car door when I got home from dropping him off at the 
airport. Must have fallen out of his ticket folder.” My mom started 
crying again. She told Vic she was relieved to know it was an 
accident, that I hadn't committed suicide.
 Suicide, my ass! Vic was responsible for the whole thing. 
He knew my red ALLERGY ALERT card was there to warn the 
flight attendants not to serve peanuts. I told him about it myself. 
Vic must have sneaked it out of my ticket folder while I was 
hauling my suitcase out of his trunk. Then all he had to do was sit 
back and let it all happen. A little peanut dust in the recycled air 
was all it would take to finish me off. No suspicion of murder. Just 
a tragic oversight. Like the rest of my life.   
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Chips
by Elizabeth Ernstsen

I love my bowl of chips.  How endearing you are to me.  I can not 
live without you.  Where, Oh!, where are my large bag of never 
ending potato chips?  The crunch of you, the smell of you and 
last, but not least, the taste of your deliciousness oozing in my 
mouth.  The fresh crisp, the salty sea, the just the right amount 
of oil all rolled up in you!  Sometimes you are sour cream and 
chives, or Bar-B-Que or cheese even, Nacho Cheese!  Then you 
can have more wrinkles than me in those ruffly flares.  But what I 
prefer you best dressed in is just plain a dash of oil and a pinch of 
salt.  How much do I love thee fair plain chip?  Let me count the 
ways: once crunch, two crunch, three crunch …
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Conversation With a Mirror
by Jenny McCoy

Mirror over my bathroom sink
Tell me what you really think
Am I pretty or am I plain
a beautiful diva or just plain Jane?

Little girl, looking in
with your mother's eyes and your father's grin
What you think is what is key, 
You do not need to question me.

What's pretty to you, may not be to me
what I think is beauty, you may not see
what is most important, I've always thought
It's what's inside and what is not.
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Going Fishing with My Family
by Paul Rosser

I like to go fishing to get away from the city and the noise. I like to 
go because it is fun and relaxing. I like to hang out with my family 
and friends and go hiking.  We went all the time in the 1960’s.  
All of us liked to go fishing when we could.   I like to camp.  It 
is cooler in the mountains than down here in the desert of Salt 
Lake City. Cooking up there is a lot better, because the food tastes 
better.  The mountain air helps make it taste good.
 My mom just loved to go fishing, and she liked the places 
that she went to.  My whole family would go together with her 
fishing and camping. We had so much fun!  Since my mom went 
into the old folk’s home in 1970 because she was sick, we did all 
big family fishing outings in the 1960’s.  The places we liked were 
Fish Lake, Flaming Gorge, Rockport, and Smith and Morehouse.  
I also went fishing a lot at Jordanelle and on the Provo River with 
my brother, sister, and my brother-in-law in later years. 
 One time my family and I had fun fishing on a trip to 
Fish Lake for two weeks in 1965.  Fish Lake is in the mountain 
and is a part of Fish Lake National Forest, in central Utah in 
Sevier County.  You can drive around the lake to fish or camp.  
You can take a boat out to fish or water ski. I went with my mom, 
dad, sister, two brothers, uncle, and a cousin.  Our family went 
in my mom’s 1956 Chevy.  My uncle and cousin went in their 
car.   We sat down at the camp fire to talk about Utah football, eat 
hamburgers, hotdogs, chips, and marshmallows, and drink pop.  
We all had fun fishing.  When we went home, we cooked all the 
fish at home in tin foil, all the fish were trout.
 My family and I also fished at Smith and Morehouse.  We 
would spend the whole day fishing, talking about anything, and 
eating snacks.  We would take home the fish to cook and eat.  
 Smith and Morehouse is a part of Wasatch-Cache 
National Forest in Summit County.  This reservoir is about half 
the size of Liberty Park with a lot of trees around it. You can take 
a boat on it. 
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 Years later, four friends and I went fishing at Smith and 
Morehouse. We took a pot of chili with us.  It was good.  We 
stayed two days.  We drank pop, fished all day, talked a lot, told 
jokes, and laughed.  We also did some hiking before we came 
home.  We ate the fish at home.
 My family and I would also go fishing at Flaming Gorge.  
Flaming Gorge is a reservoir on the Green River in Daggett 
County in the north eastern part of Utah and southern Wyoming, 
part of the Flaming Gorge   National Recreation Area.  The first 
time we camped in tents for one week.  We went more after that.  
My mom cooked breakfasts of bacon, eggs, and pancakes. I have 
not been there for a long time; I would like to go back with my 
friends.
 Other times, my family and I liked to go to Rockport to go 
fishing, camping, and have fun.  Rockport, 
a reservoir on the Weber River, is 45 
miles east of Salt Lake City just 
off of I-80 in Summit County.   
You can take a boat out on the 
lake to water ski or go fishing.  
We took some snacks to eat.  
We fished all day and ate 
the snacks.  We went quite a few 
times, in the 60’s, before my mom 
got sick.  One time we stayed and camped 
for one week at Rockport.  My brothers, my sister and 
I would throw rocks in the river to play around.  One time my 
sister fell in, but my brother went after her and saved her from 
drowning.  
 In the 80’s, after my mom died, and before my sister got 
married, she, my brother, and I would go to Jordanelle to fish. 
Jordanelle, close to Park City, in Wasatch County, is a reservoir 
made by the Jordanelle Dam.  It is bigger than Liberty Park.  
Anybody can take a boat on there, but there is no place to camp 
at Jordanelle.  My sister loved to fish, she followed after my mom, 
who also like to fish.  We would do nothing but fish, fish, fish. 
Carp and catfish are the only kind of fish there.  Carp are trash 

“We drank pop, 
fished all day, talk-
ed a lot, told jokes, 

and laughed.”
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fish.  Carp have big rough scales, and we would use corn and 
worms to catch them.  You can eat them, but they are not as good 
as trout.  You have to cook them just right to eat them.  We always 
took some fish home to cook even though we didn’t like them.  
Often we would just catch them and throw the fish back in the 
water.  
 After my sister got married, I went with her and her 
husband, Rod, to Provo River to fish.  The Provo River in Provo 
Canyon flows into Utah Lake from the Uinta National Forest in 
Wasatch and Utah Counties.  We would go on Friday night and 
come home on Sunday.  We just did a lot of fishing and we had 
fun.  We would talk about anything and eat snacks.  We would 
go way up in the mountains and fish down the river and fish off a 
bridge.  
 We had a lot of fun back then because we all liked to 
go fishing and camping.  I liked doing it because I liked to be 
with my mom, my dad, sister, her husband, my brother, and my 
friends.  I liked to get away from the city to go fishing.  I would 
like to go back.  I miss fishing; I have not been fishing in a long 
time. 
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Mountain Sun
by Ked Kirkham

After noon sun
After rain for days sun
Slips over the low land
Up to the bench
A silent climb
As the clouds of a late storm
Threatening
Are encamped 
In the mountains
Vulnerable sun

Dark clouds
Brooding sullen clouds
Blackened underbelly 
Wild miened
Do not doubt they will assault the light
Darkness be the day’s end
Sing then and drum 
Let us dance
That the sun might climb 
Gild the mountain
Victorious Sun
Resplendent sun
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Giving 
by Stevan E. Manchego

I have drawn and forged the steel and iron of the earth,
I have cut and joined the timber of forests of the world,

I have carved and dyed the leather of what was once alive.
But o’ for the heavens above forgive me,

I was also the devils hand of death and destruction.
The last shall live in my dreams,

Consume my body and
Torment my soul for all eternity.

So let me have this little joy in life of giving.

You with the softness of your touch, 
Warmth of your hug,

The shine in your eyes,
Brightness in your smile,

The sweet kindness of words you say.
You who have taught me things I thought I would never learn.
Given me confidence in the things I thought I could never do.

The encouragement to overcome what I believe was failure.
I the one, where failure was to crash and burn,

So let me have this little joy in life of giving.

You have listened to my life stories,
The joys, the sorrows, the comedies, the tragedies,

Events that I have shared with you, some for just you and me,
And what you do with all this is up to thee.

Some may or some may not have been of interest,
Some may or may not have been of value,

But you listened without hesitation or complaint,
Without reservation or restraint, 

So let me have this little joy in life of giving.
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Goodbye
by Debbie Stroppel

There is clarity in saying goodbye, seeing people and things in 
Technicolor. You notice every detail of the place, the people, smells 
and a feeling that you will never be there again wells deep in your 
chest.  The white cross on top of the old stone church stands out 
against the dark skies. Storefronts that we drove past just yesterday 
and signs along the highway I now read word for word. Low sea 
clouds illuminated by city lights scurry along.  Ahead I see the 
bridge we crossed lit with lights running vertically up the steel 
beams. 
 A week usually passes quickly, and in all reality it did. 
We rode horseback on a beach that was covered with kelp and 
debris that was pushed in from the storm the night before. The 
waves were still angry, crashing down with a force that demanded 
respect. A slight, energetic young girl with reddish-blonde hair, 
the same color as what I imagine mine looked like at that age rode 
a horse named Gus. She owned him, at least for a few hours that 
day.
 We walked the docks admiring the sailboats and 
the shrimp boats, paying close attention to the recreation of 
Columbus’s Nina and Pinta that were harbored there. They were 
beautiful but small in my eyes, sure I would not make an ocean 
voyage in such a craft and live to tell about it. She spotted a brown 
and white cur dog that someone had penciled arched eyebrows 
on his face. He sat watching us with a slight tilt to his head and we 
both laughed hysterically at his expression. 
 We went to the circus where she looked around for 
elephants but saw dragons instead. Trapeze artists adorned with 
bright blues and gold’s suspended on hoops of the same colors 
lowered to the stage and rose again in such smooth motion that 
you thought flight was natural for them. We walked through trees, 
smelling the sweet fragrance of orange blossoms and the mottled 
leaves let rays of sunlight dance downward to cross over our faces. 
The innocence of the child saw everything in its purist form.
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 Quick glances around their home to see if I have forgotten 
anything but more importantly to memorize the rooms, the 
memories that were made there, the tall woman with her hair tied 
up, laughing and dancing with the child to Bing Crosby, boxes 
waiting to be unpacked. The grackles walking through the water 
left by the tire track in the mud, the early morning smell of earth 
and dew.
 As I drove away the window framed her tall figure, eyes 
cast downward and her long hair fell around her  face. She turned 
and walked out of view. 
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Benefits of the GED
by Harley Phelps

The GED is very important to have for several reasons. First, it 
proves you're smart. Second, it allows you to get better jobs. Fi-
nally, it lets you go to college.
 If you are not smart enough to get the GED, you may 
make a lot of mistakes. Without proper skills, you may not be able 
to do your job properly. The mistakes could cost your employer a 
lot of money. The mistakes may cost you your job. 
 Most places will not give you a job without a high school 
diploma or a GED. I have been putting in job applications in 
hopes of getting a better job. I would like something that pays 
better and has benefits. Employers think that if you are not smart 
enough to get your GED, you may not be able to do the job. 
Without having my GED, I am having trouble gaining full-time 
employment.
 You must have the GED before you can take college 
courses. With my GED, I will be able to take classes in basic com-
puters and math at the community college. More education will 
help me get a better high-paying job.
 With my GED, I will be smarter, make more money, and 
further my education. Making more money will let me help my 
adult children get the things they can not get on their own.
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TRUTH
by Kelly Albrecht

The bubble, safe, they lived inside the bubble.  The dome built 
over their village protected them from the dangers that lurked 
outside.  The bubble protected them from the pollutions, the 
heat, the cold, the disasters and the vampires.  Yes, the bubble 
protected them from the grotesque alien vampires that threatened 
to suck the life out of them.
 Happily they lived, inside their village, as the elite force 
of soldiers patrolled the borders to keep them safe inside, and 
the vampires out.  They worked in the gold mines, the villagers 
did.  They worked in the gold mines and turned it all over to their 
government, their religion-one in the same.  They worked in the 
mines to turn over their gold to pay for the bubble, to pay for the 
soldiers, to say thanks for protecting them.
 They were happy, most of them.  They were happy living 
in the village working in the mines.  Others, only a few, sought 
out other adventures as well.  Adventures outside the bubble.  On 
occasion, the few, liked to sneak outside to escape the routine, just 
for a while, to run free and play in the open space.  They knew the 
risks, the few did, they knew the risks of going outside and took 
precautions.  But it was worth it, to go outside; it was worth going 
outside for just a while before returning home to the safety of the 
bubble.
 Though they were safe, and did it on their own terms, the 
government, their religion-one in the same, would punish them 
if caught.  It was for their own good.  Yes, they were punished 
for their own good because the bubble kept them safe from 
the grotesque alien vampires.  The vampires that sometimes 
approached the bubble, to get in, to get into the village and ravish 
them.  But the bubble, and the elite force of soldiers, kept them 
out.  The soldiers kept out the vampires.
 “Give in to me, and all your problems will be forgotten,” 
the alien vampires would say, advancing upon the soldiers, eyes 
turning blood red.  “Surrender, toss aside your weapons and I will 
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give you freedom, eternal life, a life of happiness.”
 And one time, a soldier, a brave soldier, pulled out his 
gun.  And after a life time of service, of fighting the vampires 
and leading his soldiers to victory, of protecting his village, he 
did it.  The soldier pulled out his gun and did just as the vampire 
asked.  He pulled his gun and tossed it aside to surrender himself.  
The grotesque alien vampire pounced on the opportunity, the 
opportunity to take his easy prey, to sink his teeth into the 
soldier’s neck and suck.  The vampire sucked the life blood out 
of him.  He turned limp, the soldier did; the soldier turned limp, 
white, dead.  The other vampires ran to him, and together they 
carried the body to their ship and took him away.
 When he was gone, the dead soldier, the other soldiers 
were mortified.  This was their leader, their captain, their hero.  
The soldiers watched their hero go down without a fight to their 
enemy.  And the elite force of soldiers returned to their village 
and told them he died.  They told them he died a hero, that he 
died fighting a courageous battle protecting those he loved, 
protecting a village he believed in, a village inside the bubble.  
And the villagers were sad.
 Time passed, a year, and the soldier returned.  The hero, 
once dead, returned to the bubble transformed into a grotesque 
alien vampire.  He got in, the hero did, he got in the bubble, in 
the village, and the vampire hero went after his daughter.  Yes, his 
own daughter, and bit her on the neck, sucking her life blood out, 
taking away her life.  As she died, the elite force of soldiers killed 
him; they killed the grotesque alien vampire, the one who was 
once their hero.  How savage, how sad, to kill his own daughter.
 The girl, the daughter, dead, was taken away by the 
other vampires.  The girl was taken away outside the village, 
outside the bubble that once kept her safe.  Taken away by the 
vampires to their own homeland, their own planet.  A planet full 
of lush forests and flowing waterfalls.  A planet of fresh water 
and gardens.  A planet, a homeland, where the grotesque alien 
vampires were transformed into exquisite beautiful creatures.  
Yes, beautiful.  And they were free; they were free in a place that 
had developed world peace.  Actual world peace.  
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 Transformed into a beautiful creature, the girl, the 
daughter, once dead, was alive and happy and well.  She returned, 
the girl did, she returned to the bubble to try and get in.  She tried 
to get into the village as a grotesque alien vampire.    
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Independence Day
by Awes Muhina

The Fourth of July is also called Independence Day. Many people 
get the day off from school and work. It was the day in 1776, 
when the Declaration of Independence was signed. Today, the 
United States is known as a country, which is peaceful and full of 
opportunities for its citizens.
 As a refugee from Africa, I learned about this from the 
book I received to prepare for the test to become a citizen. I 
arrived in America in 2003 without knowing English. By the time 
I took the test, less than six years later, I was able to listen to the 
CD, read the book, and write the answers on the written test as 
well as answer verbally. Now I am a citizen.
 I married before coming to the United States, and we 
had one girl and two boys by the time we got here. Now we have 
another two boys and our youngest is a girl. My children range 
in age from fourteen to four. As a family, we visit other refugee 
families with children that we are friends on this holiday. Come 
evening, we don't have to go anywhere to see the fireworks on 
Independence Day; we can see a lot just by stepping outside our 
home. 
 This year (2013) Independence Day is on a Thursday, 
which is the day I normally would go to my writing group. I 
suppose we won't have writing group on that day. Instead, I will 
stay home with my family.
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Waiting at the Gate
by Winifred M. Walker

If two souls arrived at St. Peter’s,
 having lived commendable lives,
would Peter have said “No, you can’t come in 
 since you didn’t have multiple wives”?

Or if one arrived in a coat of green
 while the other wore only brown,
would the saint say to Green “Come on in, my friend”
 while the other was told to go “down”?

Or if one went to church in a building so fine
 that its windows were made of stained glass, 
while the other guy worshipped in a tent made of hides
 and knelt on a mat made of grass,

do you honestly think that the keeper of the gate
 would wave the gentleman in,
then turn to the man wearing nothing but rags
 and say “You’ve been living in sin!”

If you asked a bright child what he thought of this stance,
 I feel sure he would give you a stare
that would whittle you down while he boldly proclaimed
 “Oh no! That just isn’t fair!”
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Las Vegas, My Hometown
by Two Lenz

 Considered the birthplace of Las Vegas, Nevada, The Old 
Mormon Fort is often visited by both locals and outsiders.  Not 
until the Mob arrived near the 1940’s, did the lavish hotels begin 
to be built.  Though the Mobsters ran the hotels and almost the 
city, famous Sherriff Ralph Lamb nearly effectively kept them 
in check.  Despite Lamb’s great efforts, dead bodies were too 
often found buried in the desert or drowned in Lake Meade--at 
that time, the largest, man-made lake in the country.  The Mob 
charged low prices for rooms, food, and entertainment.   Despite 
their bargains, they brought in cash in great abundance from legal 
gambling.    
           More extravagant hotels were constructed, and other 
famous entertainers began arriving around the mid 1940’s.  
When I arrived in a small bundle in 1950, Las Vegas had already 
received the title of Entertainment Capital of the World.  My 
glamorous city still retains this reputation.
           Even greater profits continued from legal gambling into the 
1950’s and beyond.  Las Vegas suffered only two mild recessions 
for many years.  One occurred in the early 1970’s, lasting two 
years—and another from 1985 to 1987.  Then, from 2006 to 
2008, the bottom fell out of the Las Vegas housing economy.   It 
all occurred because of a building-boom.   From 2004 until late 
2005 the crash continued on.  Las Vegas is now rated second in 
foreclosures in the United States.  Housing- prices have improved 
slightly.  Various local economists’ most optimistic prediction is 
that it will take at least ten years for those housing prices to rise as 
they were before 2006. 
            Currently, most residents of Las Vegas are enormously 
unhappy. Unemployment is over 12%.  Prevailing is a high rate of 
gambling-addiction, crime, and mental-depression.  Psychiatric 
hospitals and wards are few and nearly all badly run.   Schools are 
poorly funded and, so, poorly kept.  Teachers’ salaries have been 
lowered drastically--including at the local, major university (The 
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University of Nevada, Las Vegas). 
           Numerous advantages remain in Las Vegas.  Tourism has 
slowed down, but is still considered active.  Gambling is still the 
main money earner for the city.  Bigger hotels are more numerous 
and more lavish than ever.  Since corporations run them (instead 
of the Mob), prices are higher than ever.  Major show-tickets can 
run from $500 to over $1,000 (without dinner).  I remember, in 
the 1960’s, when shows with big-name stars cost under $50 (with 
dinner).  The arts are starting to boom, with the new Smith’s 
Center for the Performing Arts showcasing famous performers—
more frequently from Broadway Musicals and Legitimate Plays.  
Recently built near The University of Nevada, Las Vegas (see 
above) shines the contemporary--and already nationally famous--
Cleveland Brain Center for Research.  The Church of Jesus Christ 
of Latter-Day Saints (also called the LDS Church) constructed a 
prominent Temple. Approximately 50-percent of population is 
Catholic.  The balance includes a rich variety of other religions—
other than The LDS Church.  Even numerous different Asians 
attend their own churches in Las Vegas.              
           In an earlier period, I loved my hometown, though it was 
frequently over 100-degree-heat in the summer.   Delighted now 
to live in remarkable Salt Lake City, soon after I arrived, I knew it 
was where I should be.
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All Bombs Kill
by Peggy Kadir

All bombs kill, 
Whether strapped on 
Stepped on
Planted
Dropped
Or missiled. 
The bomb-ee 
Doesn't ask 
The bomb-er
"Are you the good guys
Or the bad guys?" 
All bombs kill.
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Downwinder
by Dr. Victoria Burgess

It snowed a lot today for the first time this winter (Sunday 10 
November 2012).  I looked out my balcony window sitting at 
the computer, writing this story and recovering from my second 
breast cancer surgery.  The falling snow reminded me of when 
I was a child, and I watched the white mushroom clouds of 
radiation form in the sky from the testing of atomic bombs.  I 
lived in Southern Utah.  I thought then that the mushroom 
clouds looked as beautiful as the snow did today.
 From 1951 to 1958, I remember seeing these clouds a 
dozen times or more.  They resulted from experiments in the 
desolate and far away deserts of Nevada and the Four Corners 
Area.  We had no warning at all for these events.  From the back 
porch of our home, we watched as the white cloud formed like 
an ice cream cone in the sky.  People watched in amazement.  We 
were very naïve about them.  Little did we know what was in our 
future!
 We are called Down Winders.  Most of the world does 
not know what this means.  It means we lived downwind from 
the atomic bombs being tested by the government of our country.  
As a result of this exposure, our bodies were filled with radiation 
from a very young age.
 During the summer of 1962, when I was seventeen years 
old, I worked at Bryce Canyon National Park in Southern Utah as 
a waitress and singer.  At night, I hiked the trails with co-workers 
to witness the explosions that were rumored to be happening.  We 
would actually seek out these events and watch them exclaiming 
over their beauty.
 A few years later, at the reunion of my High School Class 
of `63, a high percentage of our classmates were suffering with 
serious illnesses or were dying and we wondered why.  By our 
fortieth class reunion in 2003, one third of our classmates had 
died from radiation poisoning and various related diseases as a 
result of the atomic bomb testing.
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 The Atomic Energy Commission written report said that 
they justified their decision to practice the atomic bomb on our 
area because we were “low functioning members of society.”  
Needless to say I was very upset when I read this report.  My 
children said “give it up Mom.”  I replied, “This is one thing that I 
cannot give up.”
 My Father was a cattle rancher and he raised all the 
feed for his cattle on the ranch.  He graduated from Utah State 
University with a Bachelor’s Degree in Animal Husbandry.  He 
was very successful financially and otherwise.  I started working 
on the cattle ranch since I was five years old.  Before I learned to 
drive a tractor forward, he taught me how to back it up, pushing 
a wagon full of baled hay into the feed yard.  I bless my Father to 
this day as I can back up a vehicle almost as easily as I can drive it 
forward.
 My Mother supported my desire to be on the ranch and 
wear cowboy boots.  Her only requirement was that I wore a long 
sleeve shirt and a wide brim hat.  I bless her to this day for that 
requirement because my skin is white and smooth except where 
I kept the top button of the long sleeve shirt unbuttoned.  I am 
grateful to my parents who respected me and allowed me to be 
who I am.
 Speaking of “low functioning,” my parents were friends 
with Scott and Norma Matheson who lived in Southern Utah in a 
small town next to ours.  Scott Matheson became the governor of 
the State of Utah, and he later died of bone marrow cancer from 
exposure to radiation from being a Down winder.  I think being a 
governor is fairly high functioning.
 This year, I saw Norma Matheson at a party 
commemorating the 60th Anniversary of the blast of atomic tests 
in the Four Corner Area.  Norma looked beautiful.  She was in 
her nineties and had an inner glow about her (which I hope was 
not nuclear).  She said she still suffers from the effects of atomic 
radiation.
 If all of that is not high functioning, try the inventor of 
the television, Philo Farnsworth, from the neighboring county 
of Millard.  He died from the effect of radiation from being a 
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Down winder.  So much for excuses for 
choosing the location of the bombing.
 Seven years ago, I was operated 
on because I had cancer in my 
right breast.  Radiation and chemo 
therapy was all the doctors of Western 
Medicine knew to do.  I refused it 
because I believe dying of cancer from 
radiation is better than being treated with 
more radiation.
 In 2002, a dental assistant, who was cleaning my teeth, 
discovered a spot of cancer on my tongue.  Although it was 
removed, I felt discouraged, like the plague had moved to another 
part of my body.  Recently, an MRI showed cancer in my left 
breast.  Thus, I had an exculistgionary bioscopy.
 I feel helpless, discouraged and depressed.  My breast 
still hurts from the surgery, and nothing can take the effects of 
radiation out of my body.  Cancer will likely kill me−no matter 
what I do.
 As an older woman, I am doing the important things 
that I have found in my study of 100 people over the age of 85 
and other studies of successful aging.  I have good genes.  I take 
good care of myself and eat well.  Part of this exercising an hour 
and a half a day and meditating twenty minutes twice a day.  I 
have eliminated much of the stress in my life.  I did not renew my 
Clinical Psychologist License this year, and I do not associate with 
people and organizations that are not supportive of me.
 For several years, I have attended an annual radiation 
screening clinic in Southern Utah.  I find it interesting that the 
study compares us to the survivors of Hiroshima and Nagasaki 
Japan.  Look what we did to those survivors and then we turned 
around and did it to ourselves.
 On a positive note, I did get victims’ reparations for my 
exposure to radiation.  I sincerely appreciate all of the work that 
people did in this country in order that I could receive these 
reparations.  I was a young single parent at the time, but I still feel 
guilty, having not been involved in the rallies for the victims of 

“...one third of 
our classmates had 
died from radiation 

poisoning...”
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the atomic bomb experiments.
 I was an innocent child on a ranch when I saw the 
mushroom clouds fill the sky.  During the Cold War, the 
Atomic Energy Commission rationalized its actions, withheld 
information and made false claims about us “low functioning” 
Down Winders.
 In my opinion, the leaders of the country were so gripped 
by fear and misguided by military might and the development of 
atomic power that they lost sight of the importance of protecting 
Life.  I hope my story and others like it will help to prevent this 
type of thing form ever happening again.  Writing this helped 
me feel better and less stressed about what happened and what is 
happening to me.
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Land of the Giants
by Elizabeth Ernstsen

As I was walking the grassy path the ground started to move.  
I was bewildered as six green grassy fingers as grassy as the 
ground started to surface.  They were so very huge and as big as 
California Cacti.  The grassy ground moved even more just like 
an ocean wave.  When all of a sudden a sound of fog horn came 
blasting out.  Then there was silence and the earth was still again.   
I stood not comprehending what just took place.  I surveyed 
the land or what I thought was land at least.  The landscape was 
rolly-polly here and there.  And then right over there was a hole.  
Now this scene unfolded more clearly.  I could still see the cacti 
fingers and from there I saw a hole on top of a small hill.  Oh 
my, I realized the hole was a belly button.  Now there was more 
unmentionables there as well.   I was in awe that what I once 
thought was a green golf course was in reality a jolly green giant!  
As I tiptoed myself across the giant’s belly I heard the loudest 
giggle and thus I ran as far as possible to get off the land of giants. 
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An Author’s Story on Being Confused
by Julie Liljenquist

I want to be a well-known children's author who has her stories 
published in something other than the Sine Cera, which comes 
from Salt Lake Community College, because Sine Cera isn't a 
well-known publication from a buyer's point of view. I hope to get 
my books published in many different languages. 
 I want a book with my name on the front cover as the 
author. My reason for becoming an author is to help children 
understand people with disabilities. I pray to God that I will be 
able to reach many children and parents through my books. I love 
kids. I love laughing, crying, and making my readers laugh and 
cry. My books will be about the good things in life, such as being 
together as a family and enjoying good friends. My books will not 
have any dirty words or stories about bloodshed or wars. I hope 
parents will use my books as tools to teach their children values. 
 I worry that I won't become a well-known author. If I give 
up my dream of becoming a well-known children's author, I will 
never know what might have happened. I wish I could be worry-
free so I could write the way I want. I wish I knew what children 
understood so I could write quality children's stories. I need to 
learn a lot about what interests children. I am just a confused and 
bewildered author who knows she can write books for children, 
but I don't know what to write. I need to learn a lot about writing 
if I'm going to be the author I desire to be. I know someday I will 
have the power to do that because it is God's gift to me. 
 God has given me many gifts, but I struggle with 
getting words on paper. I get my words down in three different 
ways: dictating to humans, typing them myself, or dictating to 
DragonSpeaking. The easiest way for me to write is by dictating 
to other people, but they aren't around when I need them. Typing 
my stories myself is a nightmare because I type only one letter 
every thirty seconds, and I'm a poor speller. DragonSpeaking is 
always around but it doesn't type the same words that I say to it. 
I also struggle with the idea of putting together a complete story 
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from beginning to end. 
 Right now, I'm trying to get a regular general education 
because it was taken away from me as a young girl. The teachers 
never taught me to read. I was in some mainstream classes where 
I only listened and my parents read easier textbooks (not the 
ones my classmates were reading) to me at home. Since coming 
to Literacy Action Center, I have gained a lot of knowledge and 
skills as well as a great source of strength and human dignity. 
Deb, the teacher and director of Literacy Action Center, helps me 
every day by taking the words “special-ed” out of her vocabulary. 
I am treated like “I can do it!”
 In spite of the fact that I don't know what to write, I have 
been writing short stories about a playful, happy, boy named Bob, 
who is half child and half invisible monster. I am now going to 
write three pages a week about my monster-child. I'm going to 
force myself to just start writing. 
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Panther
by Mary Garrity

I was alone!
But your smell precedes you.

It isn't fear exactly 
more like wariness.

I'm being brave to let you
see me.

I carry a small spirit in my 
mouth you understand 

loaned to me by a piece of 
passing wind.

I have spent generations
trying to return it,

but my passion kills the lenders.
Well I must be going now. 
My eyes see that you have

a spirit too;
But oh my friend

a truly foolish one.
For look how 

dangerously near you 
are to me.
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FOR YOU!
by Alonzo Douglass

Yesterday, just by chance, I heard Catholic Answers for about 
20 minutes on the radio. Colin Donovan, the Vice President of 
Theology at EWNT Global Catholic Television Network, was 
taking questions. One of his answers reminded me of the long 
car ride my father took me on when he decided it was time to 
teach me the facts of life. Unlike Donovan, my father is staunch 
Mormon. He’s 87 years old and well steeped in the dogma and 
nuances of his faith. One of his beliefs, which is based on verses 
found in The Book of Mormon, is the Catholic church is the 
“great and abominable church” founded by the devil. Even though 
my father believes Donovan is deceived by the Great Deceiver, 
he thinks the same in at least one area: Human sexuality must be 
limited to married heterosexual couples. Natural Law says so. 
  The woman who called to talk to Donovan said she is 
at university and has a psychology class. Sometimes during 
discussions, she wants to express her views using her religious 
beliefs. When she does this, she’s told, “Prove it.” Yesterday 
she wanted Donovan to tell her how to prove homosexuality 
is wrong. Donovan told her in such a setting it’s best to talk 
about Natural Law. He taught her what this meant by saying the 
purpose of eating is to sustain our bodies and thus extend our 
lives. Like eating, every system of our body from our internal 
organs to our hands and feet has a purpose and an end. The 
purpose of human sexuality is to reproduce. “Although there’s 
pleasure associated with it,” Donovan said, “like eating, it’s 
not simply for pleasure. The pleasure of eating accompanies 
the natural act of eating for the purpose of sustaining life. The 
pleasure of sexuality accompanies the natural act of sexual 
reproduction for the purpose of fostering the bond between a 
man and a woman so that they will stick together and raise their 
child.” 
  When my father told me how babies are made, he handled 
the topic in the same meditative fashion as Donovan. As he 
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explained the female body and the mechanics of copulating, I 
giggled interminably. My face turned red and burned as if it were 
on fire. Just having my father tell me about it made me squirm 
in my seat and want to flee. For the first time, I understood some 
of the jokes the boys told in the schoolyard. Then my father, 
falling back on his ingrained sensitivities and Mormon doctrine, 
solemnly told me what this meant. God had given me the power 
to create life. With this gift came great responsibilities. This 
included keeping the power in check; self abuse and fornication 
and homosexual acts were forbidden. I needed to respect women 
at all times. When I was old enough and found a woman who I 
loved with all my heart and who loved me to the same degree, 
then, within the bonds of marriage, we could use our two powers 
to bring children into the world. My father finished by giving me 
two warnings: Do not speak crudely or jokingly about this power, 
and all children deserve to be raised by a nurturing mother and a 
hardworking father. 
  At the time my father took me for that long ride, he 
purposely forgot or was in denial about who I was. I have to say, 
I was doing the same. In his case, he was blocking memories of 
my past. By the time I was three, I was a flaming, cross-dressing 
sissy. In my case, I was butching up my act. I believed I could be 
straight. Yet, looking back on that day, I know my predisposition 
was firmly in place, never to be excised, and my imprint was set 
and locked. That is to say, I knew who and what turned me on. 
  When Donovan explained Natural Law, I understood him. 
Yes, it makes sense. When my father told me I had the power 
to create life, I stopped giggling and found I was wonderstruck. 
Right then and there, I decided I wanted to be appropriate 
with girls. When I was old enough, I wanted to fall in love, get 
married, and have a family. Yet, I should have asked myself how 
this was going to happen. The only times I felt aroused was when 
I fantasized about the boys who were two to three years older 
than I and most of the young men in the neighborhood who were 
in college or the military.
  Here were the only times my drive to use my power 
kicked in. I imagine this is how it is for straight men when they 
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fantasize about women. Although we are not turned on by the 
same things, how could their drive be stronger or weaker than 
mine? Yet, according to Donovan and my father, straight men can 
use their power; homosexuals can’t. 
  What can I do? My wiring is all wrong. Inside my reds 
are connected to blacks, and my blues are connected to greens. 
Natural Law says I’m an aberration and latently evil. I guess I can 
break the Law or keep it. What if I keep it? Suppress my sex drive; 
turn my internal dial to zero. Make my groin numb and my dick 
limp. Would Colin Donovan and my father be happier? What 
about the rest of the world? Will families be stronger? Will we see 
more self-reliance, less crime, and more love? I’ve heard people 
say these things. Wow! all this when gay boys keep their privates 
flaccid and securely tucked inside their pants. 
Suddenly I want to do my part. For whom? FOR YOU! 
  I know gays, lesbians, bisexuals, and transgenders make 
you feel uncomfortable and a little nervous. You know we’re here, 
but you like it best when we’re completely out of sight. Heaven 
forbid if one of your children brought home a copy of Heather 
Has Two Mommies from the school library. Your same fear 
and repulsion applies to television programs and movies where 
men love men, women love women, or men put on dresses and 
high-heels and women put on flannel shirts and jackboots. You 
certainly don’t want to see real-life examples of the wrong kind 
of love and dress in public. Your children might have questions. 
With questions comes exploration. With exploration comes 
conversion. I wasn’t converted (quite frankly, I’ve never met 
anyone who was converted), but I understand your concerns. 
 Now that I’ve had time to think about how I make you 
feel and jeopardize your family, I find I want to hide my gayness 
completely and entirely. For whom? FOR YOU! 
 I know your religion is one of the reasons you don’t 
like my kind. This must be OK. All my life I’ve been reminded 
churches and people of faith have more rights than everyone else. 
Apparently the First Amendment says so. 
 In this regard, 2012 has been an extraordinary year. 
Religious sects with a long history of hating each other have 
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issued open letters, held protests, given 
sermons, and published articles 

calling for the restoration of religious 
freedom. What do they mean by this? 
One telling document is an open 
letter released January 12 and titled 

“Marriage and Religious Freedom: 
Fundamental Goods That Stand or Fall 

Together.” Forty-one high-ranking church 
leaders from Catholics to Southern Baptists, 

from Mormons to Jews, from Lutherans to Methodists, from 
The Foursquare Church to the Bruderhof Communities, from 
Vineyard USA to The Brethren Church affixed their signatures. 
One worry they have is they might be forced to perform same-sex 
marriages. Yet, this is not their greatest concern. “We believe the 
most urgent peril is this:” the signers said, “forcing or pressuring 
both individuals and religious organizations, throughout their 
operations, well beyond religious ceremonies, to treat same-sex 
conduct as the moral equivalent of marital sexual conduct.” 
What does their gibberish mean? If a lesbian works for a church 
or one of its affiliates where health insurance is offered, the 
church must extend coverage to her partner. If a gay couple 
wants to foster or adopt a child, they could go to a church-
sponsored service. If a lesbian or gay ends up in a hospital or 
care center owned by a church, the facility must let his or her 
partner visit and, when appropriate, help make decisions about 
care. If practicing members of one of the churches that signed the 
letter rents houses or apartments, they will have to rent to LGBT 
people. The same goes for practicing members who own hotels 
and motels, cruise ships and resorts, ballrooms and reception 
centers. If they work as photographers, they might have to take 
wedding pictures for same-sex couples. 
 Wow! I guess I knew all this, and yet I hadn’t connected 
all the dots. Now that I have, I want to give way. For whom? FOR 
YOU! 
 I have an idea: I’ll go back to church. Will my Mormon 
brothers and sisters take me in? I already know the answer. On 

“Throughout 
my entire life, my 
sexual orientation 

has always been 
about you.”
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my side, I stopped being a believer by the time I was 22. On the 
church’s side, I’m still counted as one of the 15 million members 
worldwide. Because I’m still on the rolls, my brothers and sisters 
have to take me in. Because I’m a prodigal son (what Christian 
doesn’t love a prodigal son?), they will welcome me with open 
arms. Then as long as I talk their talk and walk their walk, they 
will love me wholeheartedly. If they find out who I am and what 
I’ve done, they will wish me gone. But here’s the good news: They 
don’t know and they never will. My lips are sealed forever. 
 I must say, I have fond memories of being a believer and 
going to church. Thus, I find I want to go back to my roots. For 
whom? FOR YOU! 
 When I go back to church, I know I’ll have to think 
differently about myself and my kind. In my youth, church 
leaders told me homosexuals are seldom happy. This is because 
their sexual relationships are unnatural and not bound by fidelity 
and trust. Inasmuch as they’re often promiscuous, they are 
horribly insecure and have deep emotional problems. They like 
to say what happens between two unmarried and consenting 
adults doesn’t hurt anyone. The truth is they are hurt by their 
abominable actions, society, which condemns them, and their 
mental outlook due to self hate. Years ago I decided all the above 
was true if I believed the stories. Change the stories; change 
perception and outcome. 
 Can I go back to the old stories? I can and I will. For 
whom? FOR YOU! 
 I probably need reparative therapy. I hear being gay is 
learned and I can unlearn it. One likely problem is my mother 
was overbearing. I don’t remember this, but since I’m the way I 
am, it must be true. Another likely problem is I didn’t bond with 
my father. This doesn’t seem right to me, but what do I know? My 
memory must be flawed. What I need to do is push away from 
my mother and get closer to my father. The former is no longer a 
problem. My mother has passed. Then I’ve been working on the 
latter for about four years. I started by taking my father to all his 
doctor appointments, and now I visit him at his care center about 
every fourth day. 
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  I’ve also heard I need to do something to man-up. What 
should I do? The first thing to pop into my head is go hunting. I 
guess the reason I thought of this is because my father took my 
two older brothers hunting, but not my one younger brother or 
me. We had to be at least 12 years old to go. Perhaps two years 
before I was the right age, my father stopped hunting. He was 
tired of hauling deer out of the mountains and butchering them 
in our carport. Thus I have never gone hunting. I don’t even own 
a gun. All my brothers, who are straight, do. 
 Now I see what I need to do: Forgive my mother, get 
closer to my father, buy a rifle, go hunting, and clean and butcher 
a deer. I’m going to do it. For whom? FOR YOU! 
 When I’ve bagged my first deer, when I’ve cleaned and 
butchered it in my garage, when I’m finally a man’s man, I 
hope you will do one favor for me. Let me marry one of your 
daughters. If I’m cured, we’ll have a family, we’ll be happy, and 
we’ll all be completely normal. If I’m not cured, your daughter 
and I will adjust. I imagine we could be best friends. Then she 
could have her own room, and I could have my own room. As 
long as she doesn’t yearn for me and I don’t yearn for a man, we 
should be good for each other. For thousands of years straights 
have married gays. Most of them, particularly when their religion 
or culture forbad divorce, made it work. Why not your daughter 
and me? 
 When I’m a man’s man, I hope you will let me marry your 
daughter. I’d like to give marriage a try. For whom? FOR YOU! 
 If you won’t give me one of your daughters, I guess I 
could live alone. My first thought is I won’t have to compromise 
in anyway and all will be to my taste and preferences. Then every 
morning, I’ll have breakfast for one. On my way to work, I’ll 
stop at my favorite coffee shop. One reason I like to go there is 
because of the straight couples. Some are very open about their 
affection for each other. When I see them hold hands, put their 
arms around each other’s waists or shoulders, and kiss, I feel 
joy. I’m happy for them. At the office, most people have pictures 
of their families. They tell me how wonderful their wives are 
and how smart their kids are. They tell me about soccer and 
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football games, ballet and karate classes, and recitals. They tell 
me about high school graduations, college plans, marriages, and 
grandchildren. They tell stories about their families all day long. 
How wonderful. After work, I’ll go home and have dinner for one, 
watch TV by myself, and go to bed alone. No one will ever get in 
my way, and I will never pine for a companion. Most importantly, 
I will keep my power to give life in check. 
 As I write all this, I find I’m getting excited about living 
alone and experiencing joy through other people. For some 
strange reason, I truly want to do it. For whom? FOR YOU! 
 Suddenly I’m struck with another thought: Throughout 
my entire life, my sexual orientation has always been about you. 
You can’t stand me, so I hide. You’re always in the right, so I 
accept your morals. Your religion says I’m evil, so I hate myself. 
You can use your power to give life in or out of marriage, but I 
have to stay celibate. You can marry, but not me. You can raise 
children, but I would mess them up. When do you bend for me? 
Never! This even though we live in a free society. What is good 
for one group is supposed to be good for another. I’ll tell you 
what: I’m not going to do one more thing FOR YOU! There’s 
another two-word term for my new sentiment. The first word still 
starts with a capital “F” and the second still starts with a capital 
“Y.” Yep, you’ve got it. 
 FUCK YOU! 
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Sunflower
by Trenton Judson

Sunflower, Sunflower, Sunflower.
With petals of yellow and time
Washed by the rays of summer
And the grieving and weltering winds. 

The wild grass
proudly wears 
your western fired necklace 
And you cannot escape the sun
Because you are bound to it 
As man is bound to love, 
And sometimes bound to reason.

My pained lover 
I will watch 
With fear as
the honeybee 
Caresses you,
And be jealous 
at its delicacies;
The way it seems 
to make 
it easy to woo you. 
 
Oh! You crooner of lullabies to dry sands.
Oh! You guardian of wheat. 

No shadow can eclipse your lion’s mane. 
No winter, your beating brazen heart. 
No moon can shelter your bright light,
For you have weathered revolutions,
And been fed by bison’s blood.

My sunflower, sunflower, sunflower, 
I am forever lost,
In your defiant stare.  
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My name is Echo 
A shadow of truth
A ghost of what would
Have been had I had a youth
Trapped in the childhood I 
Was early denied
Drowning in the tears I 
Have never fully cried 
Laughing at my own pain
Revel in the filth
Wash it off
Every new dawn
Hedonistic rebirth

Untitled
by Echo
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My Life in this Crazy World
by Bonnie Runyon

This is what my life was like in the past.
 I was born in Texas. My real dad left me and my mom out 
in a desert in Texas. That's how my mom met my step-dad. My 
step-dad was the father of my brother and sister. 
 When I was growing up, I started using drugs due to the 
fact that my step-dad physically, emotionally, and sexually abused 
me. Sometimes my mother would watch and join in with my 
step-dad. 
 At the age of nine, I began to use methamphetamines to 
drown out the fact that my step-dad was sexually abusing me. My 
mother wouldn't do anything to stop the abuse. The abuse went 
on for five years.
 I don't know if my brother or sister were sexually abused 
by their father, but I do know that all of us, including my mother, 
were physically and emotionally abused by my step-dad. For 
example, he would heat a sharp knife in the stove's flame and then 
press it on my mom's hand. One time he hit my sister's head with 
a hammer and punched me in the face hard enough to break my 
nose. Other times he would throw us against walls, throw plates 
at us, and shout at us about how worthless we were. 
 A neighbor complained to the police several times about 
the noise—screams coming from our house. When the police 
came, my step-dad told the police, “There's nothing wrong.” The 
police would go away. 
 When I went to school, I had obvious signs of the abuse 
that was taking place in my home. Several teachers suspected 
what was going on in my home. Two junior high teachers finally 
contacted the authorities. This time the police listened. At the age 
of fourteen, the department of child and family services finally 
became involved. 
 Judge Valdez was my judge. He didn't like us kids, or 
anyone else, getting abused. He was upset with my mom and 
step-dad for what they did to us. He did not want us to go back 
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home so he kept us in foster care. Judge Valdez would give me 
money for my school grades. 
 All three of us were taken into foster care. I did not have 
any friends, and I felt very alienated. Because I was being abused 
in my first foster home, I was concerned about my brother and 
sister. Were they also being abused? I wanted to protect them. 
 As a result, I took my twelve-year-old brother and my 
six-year-old sister on the run with me. I sold drugs so my brother 
and sister could eat. I did not care about myself. We lived under a 
viaduct for three years before someone turned us in. We all went 
back to foster care. 
 I ended up in fifteen different foster homes. They made 
me feel worthless and not wanted. After many foster homes, I was 
placed in a home where I felt loved. Diane helped me to get back 
into school. She is the person I wanted to be. She has helped me 
become the person I am striving to be today. 
 I aged out of foster care at the age of twenty. I had to move 
back with my mother and step-dad because I had nowhere else to 
go. 
 My step-dad repeated the sexual abuse again. I got 
pregnant at the age of twenty-two. My step-dad is the father of 
my child. I made the very difficult decision to give up my child. 
I made the decision because I didn't want him to be raised in the 
environment I was raised in. 
 After the adoption, I still didn't have anywhere to go so 
I returned back home. The same issues reoccurred, so I started 
using methamphetamines again. I ended up overdosing and had 
to be admitted to the hospital. I have realized that this was the 
turning point of my life.
 Today I am clean and becoming a better person in this 
world than the people who were supposed to nurture, love, and 
educate a child to be a wonderful part of our society. I am no 
longer doing anything with my step-dad or mom. I am now going 
to school to better my life.    
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A Feather for Kitty
by Patricia Haak

I have always had a strong feeling, a bond, drawing me to the 
cemetery.  The same feeling, elaborating on Memorial Day, 1979, 
my first year back home.  With the front page of the Jerome 
Newspaper, glaring back at me.—Ferdinand Haak’s headstone.
 So, as I was driving to the Jerome Cemetery, my mind is 
full of Fred Haak’s existence.  This is the place I’ve known him 
from. Though at times, I can see him slightly in my mind, south-
east of Jerome on the farm.
 I feel like pulling up a chair, putting my hand in his, like a 
child would walking with their grandfather, telling him how bad I 
felt he had suffered so much.
 It may sound strange, sometimes it’s just me and him 
walking down a dirt road, barbwire fences, no trash on the road, 
just pure blue sky, the clouds rolling by as we walk past the fields 
of grain, hay, beans and spuds. (Better than going fishing.)
 Just a little girl to the left of her grandfather as we casually 
talk, walking down the road away from everybody, everything. 
We are so relaxed as we are in the late 40’s. I can feel the warmth 
of the day in my body and soul.   No need for a sweater or jacket. 
I am sure he would enjoy me as my admiration and quest for 
knowledge would have been huge.  He always seems to carry me 
in his pocket, ‘so-to-speak’ which I am eternally grateful.
 People come and go but Fred has always been in one place 
waiting for me. So today I am sadly carrying flowers to him once 
again to acquaint us together yet another time.
 As I approach the noticeable, hand-carved, headstone, to 
my delight, I find a lovely, large feather on his grave, for my kitty. 
I firmly knew this was from Fred.  He handed me a feather from 
his place of rest kitty will so enjoy.
 I felt a peace come over me thus making the rest of my 
cemetery flower-giving a sheer delight. 
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Oh what a day this is going to be, There is a blue cow in my soup!, 
How do you think it got there? I do know, but there it is swim-
ming there having a lot fun just so I can not eat my food for today 
I am going to town so I can stop that funny Cow from having so 
much fun swimming in my soup! What do you think? But for 
now I am going to go and hang that Cow so it can not have any 
more fun swimming in my soup.

The Cow in the Soup!
by Carl B. Grey Jr.
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A Poem 
by A.F.

I saw the pupil implode
Presenting tragic beauty through tainted slime
Combined with blood and light.

Only to find that the pain was but subtle sting
In the infinite hole of nothingness.

Seeing forward but looking back
I hear simple happiness eating away at my sullen nature.

As it consumes the final bit, I too am engulfed,
By an intangible hope that shall always remain throughout my 
being.
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Slums of India to the Shores of America
by Audrey Weigel

Dirt floor with corrugated metal for side walls and the rain 
sounding on the metal roof ushered in the event of my birth.  A 
wail could be heard at the time of my birth, all through the village 
at dawn.   A small thing but lively, I was told.     Traditionally, I 
was swaddled close to mother with ample suckling.
 I screamed often in protest.  My older brother, Aadesh, 
knew that he was the favored one and was the pride of the house-
hold.  He tormented me. Then I took to objecting.  I would hide 
under the blanket of his rolled out bed and pop up to scare him.  
This only infuriated Aadesh and he took to hitting me.  Maata, 
mother, would intervene.  
 From a young age, I had household duties. Maata worked 
and therefore it was left to me to keep the household running. 
Baap, my father, said that girls did not go to school.  This gave 
time to play in the fields next to my village.  Rani, her family lived 
near ours, met me there.  We would chase each other around low 
mounds or sit and sing and sing with grass tickling our legs.
 At age thirteen, Rani’s father allowed her to go to an NGO, 
non government organization. These were charities by private 
donors and sometimes government contributed.  Rani arose at 
4:30 AM every morning to dispense with her household duties 
by noon.  She went and came back to the village by tuk-tuk, the 
driver was the escort. Rani was proud to learn to read and write 
Hindi and English.  Hindi traditional dancing was practiced.  
They learned to make items to sell in the market.  Rani took her 3 
year old brother that she cared for to the NGO.
 I did not have much idle time but made the most of it 
when I did.  I was bored with the activities of girls, mending, 
talking and silly chatter.  Climbing trees and exploring the out-
reaches of the village were splendid.  Father disciplined regularly 
on the proper activities to pursue.  At age 12, I took an especially 
large dare and climbed to the roof of a sturdy shack.  Sooner than 
later I found myself on the dirt floor. The elder of the house pro-
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claimed my condition and my father was soon summoned.  My 
father dragged me home and beat me soundly.  I lay curled up in 
the corner of my shack, sobbing.  I felt that I was despicably rot-
ten and the cause of all trouble. I hit my fist against the dirt floor.  
I screamed inside of myself.  It stung inside, I hate him. Time 
alone and adventures away from others became my way.
  A graduate of the NGO and a male representative came 
to visit my father one day at our household.  Father straightened 
his shoulders at their appearance.  The male representative spoke.  
I sat quietly in the next room.  He mentioned that the girls age 
13–18 spent two years at the school from noon to 4pm each 
day.  He stressed to my father that sewing skills to make market-
able items was taught, with part of the sale being given to father.  
Being uneducated, Baap worried daily to provide for our house-
hold. The male representative asked father if he would consent 
if I completed my household duties and brought more income 
for the family.  Father grumbled that this is highly unthought of 
for a young girl.  He hesitated in his reply.  He then consented.  
Emotions welled up in me.  A tuk-tuk would be by to pick me up, 
along with Rani, the next day.
 There were 10 girls at the NGO.  The bright outgoing 
younger girl, age 14, could dance eloquently with her twists of 
hands and ankles in grace and synchrony.  Her father had killed 
her mother when young and she now lived with her grand-
mother.  An NGO graduate had two girls and was supporting 
herself by working at the NGO.  Her husband wanted a boy and 
he attempted to do away with her. She fled on foot with her two 
young daughters and found shelter in a facility for the mentally 
impaired.  Hearing of the NGO, she proceeded to it.  I was sad 
to hear these stories. I knew that having more than two children 
brought monetary hardship and that boys are more prized than 
girls. 
 The girls ranged from bright to gloomy.  I found myself 
smiling and laughing, as never before.  I was recognized for my 
diligence in application of my studies. Other girls’ strong suits 
were their embroidery or dance skills.  The foreign volunteers 
were different of mannerism but always revered our artistry, grace 
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and religion. One famous NYC designer brought her skills.  An 
American brought us sacks of material, ribbon and sequins, a 
sparking assortment.  
 Years went by and we increased in stature and confidence.  
We were each given a treadle sewing machine when we gradu-
ated.  This would increase income for our families.  I had the for-
tune to be chosen to go on to further education through a donor.
 Rani’s Uncle, a successful merchant, invited us to go to the 
US with him.  My father was very skeptical but was assured that 
Uncle Anand would properly escort us.  The auspiciousness of 
this invitation caught me.  My father agreed and I could tell that 
he was proud of my new skills.  Rani and I talked while arm in 
arm strolling about.
 Landing in NYC airport we caught a bite to eat.  Every 
race and type of dress was represented.  I beheld a swirl of flash-
ing people and sounds.  In my village all proceeded slowly.  I 
found myself shying away from the pace. We stayed at a modern 
hotel that night.
 On this visit, Uncle Anand wanted to go river rafting and 
then to the Grand Canyon.  We traveled on flat land that broke in 
to tall red cliffs jutting out and towering high above us. We met at 
the river raft tour company at noon.  Uncle Anand asked us what 
level of difficulty we wished for.  I pushed for the most active.  
Uncle Anand was hesitant but proceeded with the arrangements.  
At the gift shop, I chose a pair of light framed sunglasses and Rani 
took a pair of very light weight sandals.  The items on display 
were of a neutral color and light weight mostly.
 We took the company bus and passed the sign ‘Colorado 
River’.  A narrow road paved with red rock straight up on one 
side to some unknown height.  On the left was the river traveling 
smoothly and greenish-brown with sparkles of blue.  Some sparse 
vegetation and a marvelous bird called a blue heron stood majes-
tically at shore.  At the arrival site, we packed our needs for the 
day in the raft.  Our guide came up and jerked on our life jacket 
straps to tighten. We clumsily scampered up on to the blown up 
raft, being almost our height.  Our guide sat at mid raft with huge 
oars that extended on either side.  We positioned ourselves with 



sin
e c

er
a:

 Th
e O

th
er

 S
id

e o
f t

he
 W

in
do

w
 9

8

Uncle in front and Rani and I nestled in the rear.
 Going down was a smooth pleasure.  All remained quiet 
and a slight breeze with the air gently moving about our faces. 
Rani and I conversed of the feel of the rubber raft being odd but 
reassuring.  Then the waves started to increase in size, growing in 
height at each new rounding of the bend.  I found this to be thrill-
ing.  We rode the swelling of the waves, ups and downs and then 
at the peak a question.  Will we topple or come through this one?  
Our guide was intent on when to glide or when to apply his oars.  
Will we make it?  With the peak of the wave, that question caught 
my throat. My emotions were taken away and I went with the 
swells and surges to my utter delight.  
 As we approached a rough patch, our raft seemed to be 
sucked in to the lower part of the wave before riding the top.  It 
seemed that it would swallow us up. Uncle yelled to hold on.  We 
came up to the top and seemed air born at 3 feet above the wa-
ter.  I stood up in rhythm with the boat rising and lost all sense 
of timing.  I yelled, “Take me away!” to myself.  I ate air and then 
water. 
 We were capsized in fast spinning water.  I was sucked 
under struggling.  No time to think, what to do now?  Churning 
water and I am underwater and naturally start to fight it.  Best 
route, best route?!  I remembered to relax, see where it would take 
me and try and slowly work to shore, as we had been advised.  
Hitting one rock after another I felt a snap in my lower area. I let 
the current buffet me and slowly swam to shore.  I washed up on 
some rocks that were very slippery while searing pain shot down 
my leg.  I look down to see a couple of white stick-like protru-
sions.  My bone!  Unable to stand, I crawl to a sandy spot.  Un-
expected pain and retching take me over.  A moment’s respite, I 
felt a gash on my forehead.  I could see that I would further injure 
myself if I attempted to seek out the others.  My thoughts were 
cloudy but very concerned for them.  I went in and out of aware-
ness of my surroundings.  I cannot sustain even raising myself.  It 
is of no use. I call out but no response.  I resign myself to injury 
and immobility.  
 Malevolent, that is what I am.  Remembering that I had 
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“I stood up in 
rhythm with the 
boat rising and 

lost all sense 
of timing.”

stood up at the crest of the wave, I 
saw that I am the cause of the boat 
capsizing!  Another burst of pain 
and I cry out.  Aaaaaaaaaaaaaah!  
Aaaaaaaaaaaah!  And I hit my hand 
on the sand, no it was rock and the 
pain went not only through my hand 
but penetrated down my leg. I am of 
no use but cause everyone trouble.  Ma-
levolent!  Passing in and out of consciousness 
I dream a voice that says, who told you ‘malevolent’? Who told 
you that you are malevolent? And it trails off. Blurry vision is 
present upon coming round about.  I lay staring at odd layers of 
sand at shore.  Remembering the voice, I let it weave in and out 
of my mind.  Who told me I was malevolent?  Father!  Wait, no, 
he never voiced it!  Weaving in and out consciousness, I saw that 
I had made it up myself!  Aaaaaaaaaaaaaah!  Coming from this 
malevolent belief I had avoided myself, father and many others.  
It seemed I was really the only person I hurt with this belief, I saw 
in a flash.  Aaaaaaaaaaaaaah!  What was I thinking; no it just hap-
pened with no thought really.
 I must find out the answer. Some pressing question needs 
to be answered, my belief in being malevolent, such a high cost 
it has taken. The heart connection to Baap was never reconciled 
with his rejection of me. I sob knowing how much I want his 
love. I boldly ask, “Baap, when you beat me, did you mean I was 
malevolent?”  Another stab of pain in my leg.  I will not pass out 
again.  I must hear the voice of Baap. “No, Shanti, I feared for 
your acceptance in our community.  It was me trying so hard to 
live by the rules that I was taught.  I was wrong and I am sorry for 
the burden it has caused you.  Will you forgive me?”  I feel a great 
sense of relief and hot tears down my cheeks for a long period. A 
burden lifted from my chest. “So if I am not malevolent then what 
am I?” I ask my Baap what he did see in me. “Shanti, your bold-
ness and daring is just what you are and a gift to me and others”, 
he says.  I feel a light weight inside, even my damaged leg throbs 
less.  “I love you, Shanti, and am proud of you”   I rested in that 
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overwhelming feeling and allowed myself to bask in it.  Relaxing, 
I nodded off into a deep oblivion.  
 When I awoke the air was darkening.  I hear Uncle Anand 
shouting and a raft comes splashing towards me with men on 
board.  I startled. They scampered towards me with a long board. 
They gently strapped me in.  Uncle Anand had cuts but nothing 
to keep him down.  Rani was strapped to the large raft on a board 
with her arms in odd positions.  I lapsed out of consciousness 
again, despite my desire to see Rani.   
 I awoke, in the hospital and saw light streaming nearby.  I 
covered my eyes.  A bandage wrapped around my head and my 
leg in a splint, bandages and some pulleys and a large metal ap-
paratus at the end of the bed.  Beset by pain in that leg and I had 
a terrific headache.  Uncle Anand rested, sleeping in the large 
reclining chair.  Rani had a cast on her arm, both arms! 
 The nurse came in and yelled at me for lying on my cath-
eter and it backing up.  I ignored this but caught myself think-
ing that I was the cause of it and the scolding was unpleasantly 
familiar. That woke Uncle Anand and Rani, we all rejoined to 
uplifted spirits with our safety and reunion.  My eyes drifted and 
then found such joy to look in Rani’s eyes and see our friendship 
strong, in one brief moment.  Uncle brought a sense of relief and 
gratitude.
 I thought of the irritation of the unmannered nurse.  So 
I thought of a plan to disengage that from my further experience 
in similar circumstances, perhaps if I uttered, to myself, the new 
peace that I sat in on shore when I spoke with Baap.  Okay, let’s 
see, what would be the wording?  ‘When you beat me then I know 
that I am bold and give my gift.’ Yes, and then to remember the 
feeling of pride that Baap has in me. I will try this at these mo-
ments.  
 We were released in two weeks time.  All of us anxious to 
return, we felt.
 At the airport, the security guard at the check point was 
gruff.  Feeling the disqualification rising, I mumbled that saying 
to myself, “When you beat me then I know that I am bold and I 
give my gift.” When I would mumble this saying it would calm 
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me, I embraced what I knew was the truth inside me.  I was calm 
in the truth.
 The plane lifted off and I took up two seats with my long 
leg cast and crutches.  I looked out the window.  How utterly non-
sensical  it is to have the fortune to  go to America, have a hor-
rendous accident and yet be so fortunate to have confronted and 
triumphed over some distant parts of me that I had no idea were 
causing me so much grief.  Twists and turns, I am thankful.
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Lines of Living 
by Peggy Kadir

Try this cream 
this salve
this lotion,

Earnestly 
the clerk 
implored me.

Thank you,no, 
I smiled, 
replied.

These are 
character lines 
I told her.

lt took years 
to put
them there.

Soon we parted, 
each one pleased 
with her position.

She with youth 
and
flawless beauty,

I with years of 
living,
loving.
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Oh, I’d not change 
a line,
a wrinkle,

Found 
on this
my aged face,

For a life
so smooth,so bland, 
so unexciting,

That it left 
behind it 
not a trace



sin
e c

er
a:

 Th
e O

th
er

 S
id

e o
f t

he
 W

in
do

w
 1

04

 Memory
by Mary Garrity

In my dream
I watch myself 
watching you.

I remember the smell of the sea salt, 
and my squinting into the 

dazzling crystal air.
A confusing sadness followed, 

but I remained resigned
to be unweeping.

Stark white you stood. 
A second sun to heighten 

Summer's blue.
The scent of roses clouded into fog
while you gathered up the ancient 

promise and drifted back
into the mist.

I waited; I sensed your return.
My disappointment was expected, but 

my faith's reward-- a taste
of forever honey.

I keep my vigil constant. 
And though I bend my head

1n prayer;
My eyes look up. 
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Luck
by Ramona Maassen

Fred and Barney are sitting on a couple of bar stools at the local 
watering hole, The Pickled Onion pub. It had been some time 
since the two buddies have seen each other but as luck would 
have it, they caught up with one another; each coming from a dif-
ferent direction off the commuter rail. They had been employees 
at the same bankrupt company, years ago: yet they were always 
somehow able to meet upon occasion and enjoy a spot of pleasant 
talk and drink and food. 
 “Fred,” Barney says, “It’s been a while.  How’s you and 
your missus been? “Barney is a bulky sort of man. He favors lay-
ers of clothing, resembling more like a tossed roll of laundry as he 
relaxes.  Today he is wearing a somewhat rumpled grey suit with a 
woolen vest, an overcoat of taupe and a long brown scarf.  He has 
a softness to his face that speaks of a kind soul. 
 “Barney my man, I’m having a record year in sales.” says 
Fred, a thin and dapper man. “Marge and I will be able to take 
that trip to Germany and France, she’s always wanted.  The trip-
lets are growing fast, they are eight years of age now, you know.” 
Here his handsome face wrinkles with a slightly sour expres-
sion.  “Marge has them taking music lessons; the violin, horn and 
piano.” He shakes his head slightly.  “Can’t say I mind being out 
on the road with the noise my progenies are creating. How about 
yourself?”
 “Well I can’t say I’m doing too bad myself. Miss Mary 
Flag has consented to be my bride.  She plans to marry me in the 
spring, now that we have sorted out who runs the roost.”  Fred 
smiles in memory and response, having met Mary Flag a few 
times with Barney. Mary has a take charge attitude. He is sure he 
knows  who will be doing the crowing.  Meanwhile Barney con-
tinues. ” The insurance trade has been brisk and mostly profitable. 
Except for one of my client’s series of misfortunes.  The Stand-
leys have always been one of my favorite customers. They are 
very keen on the importance of insurance. Having a small farm 
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is rough business. It’s just that despite 
everything that has happened…” 
 The barkeeper sets a plate of fish 
and chips down in front of each 
man and brings them new drafts of 
beer. “Go on Barney.” Urges Fred, 

picking up a chip.
 “Well… they are happy. Despite 

their terrible troubles, they are happy.”
 “That’s it? They’re happy?”
 “Yes. I’ve known the Standley’s for nearly ten years. Gene 
Standley, the husband and father, worked hard up until five 
years ago; until he had the misfortune to lose his left foot. It was 
an awkward accident. Some sort of mix up. He apparently was 
working at something under the tractor and his wife, Dora drove 
the tractor over his left foot. It could have been worse.” Barney 
crunched down on his fish.
  “I suppose they were happy that Gene was alive.” Re-
marked Fred.
 “Of course.  I am proud that our company paid out 100% 
on his Accidental Death and Dismemberment as quickly as we 
could cut the check. A terrible tragedy, bad luck for the family.  
Yet the day I delivered the check to them, they were all happy as 
larks. Gene had sold nearly all of his livestock and farm equip-
ment and Dora had baked a cake for me, a lovely lemon one. 
Their two children, Tony and Greta, came up to me and gave me 
hugs. Tony had actually whittled a small wooden duck for me.  
We had a nice time.”
 “They sound like a nice family. How old are the children? 
The accident must have been very difficult for them.”
  “Yes, they are very courageous children. Tony is twelve 
and Greta is eleven.”
 “Courageous?” Fred raises a brow.
 “Remember me commenting on their series of misfor-
tunes?  This last year, Dora lost the sight in her right eye. About 
six months later Tony lost his thumb and index finger on his left 
hand and poor Greta’s toes were severed on her left foot, just a 

“Yet the day 
I delivered the 

check to them, they 
were happy 

as larks.”
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week ago.”
 “That’s horrible!  How did these things happen?” 
 “Apparently Dora was taking some of her knitting things 
downstairs and on the last step down slipped and one of the knit-
ting needles impaled her eye.  It makes me shudder just thinking 
about it! When I brought the check for her, she already had made 
several eye patches out of some floral prints. Brave woman!”
 “And the children …?”  Queries Fred with the kind of 
fascination one reserves for deadly snakes and reptiles.
 “Ah, Tony! He was such a promising wood worker! I have 
his wooden duck he made for me on my desk at home. The young 
man accidently cut off his digits working on his father’s scroll saw. 
He started up painting and drawing practically right away. Turns 
out that he is right handed so it isn’t such a handicap.”
 “And the girl, Greta …?” Fred’s voice is strained.
 “Thank goodness she only lost all of her toes on her foot. 
Freakish luck. She was helping her mother in the kitchen, prepar-
ing dinner.  The child was cutting up some partially frozen meat 
with a wicked chopping knife and it slipped from her hands, 
straight across her toes. Got them all. It was unfortunate that she 
was wearing thin slippers and that Gene had just sharpened the 
blade. I feel for them. I am glad Gene went with the Accidental 
Death and Dismemberment policy for his whole family.”
 Fred coughs in agreement, “Barney, I think we need a 
stronger beverage,” and waves for the barkeep.
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My Daily Life in Mon
by Nai Mout Kha 

My name is Nai Mout Kha.  I was born on the 13th of March 
1988.  My father name is Nai Gol and my mother name is Mi 
Aung Mya.  I have a brother and two elder sisters.  We all lived in 
the Mon state of Burma.
 As a student, I got up from my bed at 6 o’clock in the 
morning.  After washing my face , I took a cup of tea and scone 
sometimes. I had fried rice with boiled peas.  After I took a bath, I 
went to school on foot. We all attended the same school.  It is NO. 
1 S.H.S.  The school was not very far from our house.  Our school 
began at 9 o’clock and ended at 3 o’clock.
 I am not very fond of games though I sometimes play 
“football” with my friends.  There was a small vegetable garden 
behind the house.  We had many kind of vegetables such as: brin-
jal, bean, lady’s finger, roselle and chilli.
 I watered the plants in the evening after dinner, I studied 
my lesson for two hours on the weekend.  I often watched T.V. 
and went to bed about 11 o’clock.  



sine cera: Th
e O

ther Side of the W
indow

 109

Sunrise on the City
by Elizabeth Ernstsen

I  look out my window wishing to see the sunrise on the city.  It 
is black outside and at first I can only see the street lights and the 
lights in and on the buildings. I wait patiently enjoying all these 
different colors of lights for I know that a sunrise takes time.
 The first sign of sunrise is when the sky and the earth 
are separated from the vast darkness still there.  It is so faint 
in the beginning.  The lights shine brightly still.  To see the sky 
separated from the ground is intriguing.
 Now I watch minute by minute noticing many changes 
of shades of the darkness still there.  The sun is far from being 
up.  Oh though, to see the changes that come with the light of the 
sunrise upon my city in which I dwell.  Slowly the darkness starts 
to disappear and lighter and lighter can I now see the shapes of 
these magnificent structures.  More lights do come on as this 
city doth wake.  People awakening with the city and yet it is still 
dark enough for them to turn their lights on.  So as it gets a little 
lighter outside, the city awakes by turning on more lights.  Such 
perplexities are amusing with intrigue of this sight.
 Now I can see the formations of the trees that are only 
black for the sun’s rays are not yet enough to bring out their 
colors.  Moment by moment now the lights fade as the city takes 
shapes and forms of all kinds.  Yet there is no color, only blacks, 
grays and whites.  The sky is more gray than blue for colors are 
not yet visible.  But with moments that are quicker than minutes 
now these grays start turning different shades and bringing a 
more brown tone to light upon the earth beneath the sky.
 The sky is more white now not yet blue and different 
colors of the buildings are starting to awake from their sleep.  The 
trees are dark with almost a hint of the darkest green found.  The 
lights are no longer noticeable now for the things outside are 
brighter thus the windows become dark even though there are 
lights on.
 Now comes the blue peeking into the sky.  So many things 
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are becoming alive with colors awakening with the dawn.  My, 
how bright all around the city has become.  The trees are now 
green with brown trunks.  The streets are black and sidewalks 
appear a lighter gray.  There it is!  The little red church house 
alone surrounded by barren parking lots.  It stands brave and 
strong next to the now tall green tree.  On this little red church 
there stands a white cross bringing hope to all that behold it.  
Now dawns a new day with hopes and dreams that awaken this 
sunrise on the city.
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Totally Impressed or Opening a Can of Beer
by Stevan E. Manchego

It was a short drive up Little Cottonwood Canyon the fall colors 
were starting to invade the trees the brush the ground cover, 
the air was warm and still.  We were looking for the right spot, 
the best spot, the most ideal spot to park the car so as to have a 
short walk with the creek close by, ahh we found it!!  There was 
a couple close by but far enough away as not to be a bother and 
so this rock we did find as to sit and enjoy our being together, 
just you and I, ahh the serenity the tranquility the beauty of it 
all!!! 
 We both knew that later you were going to be “fed”, but 
now you needed to be “watered”, I needed to be “watered” so 
when it came to opening the beer and you asked me about the 
opener, all I could do was swallow hard—the look on your face 
was like that of “you brought the beer and you better find a way to 
open it!!!—I tried with my hand knowing it couldn’t be done, but 
maybe, something, nope plan “A” did not work, not smile on your 
face, o’ lordy this is not even good.
 So to the car I go hoping I had an opener or any damn 
thing to open that damn beer bottle with.  Please a light from 
above, no light, no opener, no nothing, dang must have done 
something real bad the last forty-eight hrs. So now back to our 
picnic site, why is this woman looking at the water?  Still not 
a smile, o’ lordy, lordy time for plan B think-man-think, ahh I 
know I’ll try my belt buckle it worked with my western buckle but 
now can I make it work with this once I have on, tried this way 
and that way, nothing.
 So you, Helen, this woman next to me who still has no 
smile, o’ lordy lordy, offers me her belt, please just a little light 
from above, please … Nothing no light, no smile o’ lordy lordy I 
must have done something real, real bad in the last twenty-four 
hrs.  Okay now to place C, damn what is plan C? This happened 
before, what did I do, and it hit me after going sixty years of 
archives I finally found the figgin file buried in the deep recesses 
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of this carbon unit of a mind.
 The only thing that stood between a smile on your face 
and this male body floating down a cold, rocky, fast moving 
watery stream of death is .015 of an inch of cap.  Now, please a 
light, even a dim light, a shadow, anything from above, just a little 
mercy on this soul.  Yes! Yes! I see the light! Yes! Damn!  This 
woman who I love and possess all the beauty in heavens above is 
sitting on the rock of my salvation.  She is puzzled as I approach 
and kneeling before her as if to pray, hells-bells I am praying 
because if what I’m about to do does not work then I’m in the 
position to go to my maker in one or as many pieces as she deems 
fit and some may even be missing when I get to my maker!!!
 Holding the bottle in my left hand and placing the edge 
of the cap on a protruding lip of the rock and with my right 
hand I strike my left with a quick sharp blow and as before A 
MIRACLE!, IT WORKED!  O’ lordy, lordy, thank you, thank you.  
With the cap lying on the ground I cursed it “screw you cap for 
not being a screw cap” and so when I handed you this now elixir 
of life, my life, I saw the “you live” gleam in your eyes and the 
“you live” smile on your face, as yes you’re happy!!!
 As you placed your hand upon my cheek and with a 
soft kiss, a tender kiss, a kiss of milk-n-honey you did say with 
surprised tone “I’m Totally Impressed” and I humbly responded 
“ah shucks twas nutin-honey.” I rise and sit next to thee our hands 
on each other’s knee knowing it matters not on how the opening 
of this ice cold beer came to be it was a day we shared together, is 
a day to remember the “Opening of a Beer” for you and me!!! 

A Happy Helen = A Happy Stevan = A Happy Life!!!

Let us share many more days together, forever my Love, you 
Helen O. Hooper!!!
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The What Not
by Carl B Gray Jr.

One day I had to go and make myself big and scary so everyone 
will leave me alone, But like that is going to happen anytime soon 
but if it does that will be just fine with me, If you know what I 
mean.
 The cats are Green, the cow’s Red, the dogs in the field are 
Black.  And the chickens in the barn are Blue. What a site that is 
to behold all colors of the Rainbow at hand reach out and grab 
holds of one of them, if you can I would like to have one for my-
self if you please.
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Adam’s Rib
by Darren Stevenson

When she's never made love,
and was always taken advantage of.
That leaves you to fill that void.
To handle her accordingly and all
that comes with the job. 
Every open slit of incompletion is there for you to seal up. 
No woman is perfect; man is the completion to her. 
Not a boy. 
A boy cannot work full-time. 
A boy can only work part-time with a permit.
You cannot satisfy a woman part-time nor halfway.
Impossible. It's physics!
The anatomy of a female is amazing, 
So why put forth 50% when she was created 100% by God?
 In his eyes his creations are no mistake. 
He took his time taking your rib, placing it into her.
So treat her like she is a part of you.
Because she is ...
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Pitch Black
by Steve Proskauer

Encased by darkness inside his sealed chamber, Fowler smiled. 
At last, complete absence of light. How long I’ve waited for this 
moment! So many trials and as many failures. Even when I can’t 
discern it with my own eyes, my sensitive photometer can always 
detect a few photons. This time I’m sure I’ve succeeded. I’ve 
lined the chamber with seven layers of black velvet and used the 
thickest of black sealants around the inner hatchway. There’s no 
possible way for a single photon of light to enter.  
 Oh, how I love the depth of this darkness, the black 
abyss of nothingness. Falling, falling into a bottomless pit. Life 
in the light has brought me nothing but grief and pain. When 
Elizabeth died my life disappeared into a black hole. There’s no 
way back for me and no way forward. It was her light and her 
light alone I trusted. Now I am plunged again into my quest for 
the purest darkness. I will make the world invisible. I was blacked 
out—unseen, unheard, unrecognized. Now it’s my turn to darken 
everything, everybody. Take away their existence just as they have 
robbed me of mine. 
 Wait! What’s that I hear? Ping, ping. . .ping, ping, ping . 
. .ping. Photons! How is this possible? No sound before. . . All I 
did was take off my gloves to adjust the photometer and. . . NO! 
Could it be the photons are coming from. . . Nonsense! I stand 
against the light. There’s no way my own hands could be emitting 
those photons. Not my nature to produce light. It is my destiny to 
be a creature of the dark. 
 All right, I’ll slip these gloves on again. 
 Silence. . . Silence. 
 Ping. . . . .Ping. . . . . . . . Ping. 
 Still an occasional photon.  I’ll cover my face, my head – 
even my ears. No light must enter. 
 A very long silence.
 What am I thinking? If I am producing photons—then 
I am blighted, condemned to foul myself and the silky darkness 
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around me with this execrable 
excrement of light. My very body 
betrays me, belies my purest 
purpose. This must not be!
  BUT IT IS SO! bellowed a 
deep voice. EVERY CELL OF MY 

EARTHLY CREATURES SENDS 
FORTH ITS OWN LIGHT, THE 

ESSENCE OF LIFE. 
 YOU ARE NO EXCEPTION, FOWLER, 
FOR ALL YOUR BLUSTERING. GO AHEAD, COVER 
YOURSELF WITH LAYER UPON LAYER OF BLACK. 
NO MATTER. LIGHT POURS FROM YOUR TISSUES IN 
DELICATE RIVERS, PRESSING TO FLOW OUT INTO THE 
UNIVERSE TO CONNECT WITH ALL MY CREATIONS.
 Who are you? How did you gain entry to my chamber of 
sacred darkness? What an outrage! 
 I AM TIRED OF YOUR ARROGANT QUIBBLING 
WITH THE CONDITIONS OF EXISTENCE, FOWLER. YOU 
THINK YOU CAN ESCAPE YOUR LIFE BY BLOCKING OUT 
LIGHT, BUT YOU HAVE FORGOTTEN ABOUT YOUR OWN 
UNQUENCHABLE RADIANCE. YOU ARE STUCK WITH 
THAT NO MATTER WHAT YOU DO.
 Fowler was breathing hard now. He was ready to fight, but 
his groping hands closed only upon empty air. The pings drew 
closer and picked up speed.
 LISTEN TO YOUR PITIFUL PHOTOMETER. DO YOU 
HEAR HOW THE ROOM IS FILLED WITH THE PINGING 
OF YOUR CELLS AS YOU FEED THEM MORE OXYGEN? 
SEEN OR UNSEEN, THEY SEND FORTH THEIR MESSAGE 
OF EXUBERANT LIFE. WAKE UP, FOWLER. YOU ARE ALIVE 
WHETHER YOU LIKE IT OR NOT!
 Fowler screamed and collapsed, writhing on the plush 
floor of his little chamber, riddled by photons inside and out. He 
felt them pricking and stinging their way through his body like 
shotgun pellets.
 No, no more! I can’t bear the torture of being alive a 

“He felt them 
pricking and 

stinging their way 
through 

his body...”
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moment longer. 
 Groping in the dark, Fowler clasped his throat and 
squeezed as hard as he could. Shuddering into the inner darkness 
of insensibility, Fowler was still surrounded and permeated with 
pings.  
 YOU FOOL! YOUR BODY KNOWS BETTER THAN 
YOUR DELUDED MIND.
 A few moments later, Fowler’s limp hands fell away from 
his throat. Gasping for air, he stirred awake with a groan. Back 
again to this accursed life, this tormenting body. 
 TRY AS YOU MAY, YOU CANNOT EXTINGUISH 
YOUR LIGHT. LET ME SHOW YOU.
 Another ping rang out, louder this time as the photometer 
descended toward his head. Fowler felt his feet being wrapped 
in velvet, then his legs, his belly, then his chest. The chamber 
collapsed around him, enfolding his body and tightening its 
python coils. The photometer pinged deafeningly in his ear as he 
struggled against the chamber’s death grip. 
 TOO LATE, FOWLER. YOU HAVE MADE YOUR 
CHOICE, NOW LIVE WITH IT.
 Fowler was too far gone to laugh at the irony. Part of his 
mind surrendered to eternal darkness, but something stronger 
took over. In blind panic, Fowler tore desperately against the 
lethal embrace of his velvet cocoon. With bloodied fingers he 
ripped through layer upon layer of heavy black velvet before 
spots swam before his eyes and he could struggle no more. The 
chamber went on relentlessly twisting, ripping Fowler’s ribs from 
their sockets and crushing his skull. 
 Fowler’s dwindling mind reached out to the world as it 
receded to a diminishing point in the luminous darkness. 
 PING. . . Ping. . . Ping. . . Ping . . . Ping. . . Ping. . . 
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I Wish, a Haiku
by Shirley Fifer

I wish I was rich
I’d buy a big gorgeous house
High on a mountain.

I would decorate
for beauty and comfort.
like in magazines.

I’d have a home
in a canyon, a car and
a loving husband

One who likes travel
And to play games and cuddle
who would tolerate me

I  am fortunate
To live at the Ave Courtyard
Where they have a bus

We drive each canyon
There is something awesome about
Rocky cliffs and  peaks

Small trees up steep slopes
growing up them  like thrown rice
all in perfect shapes

Like peas in a pod
and  there are beautiful slopes with
trees as thick as ants.
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We pass big houses
and little houses.  Are the folks
who live there happy?

and what are they like.
I wish I knew some of them
I like having friends.
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My Learning Story 
by Sherrie Nielsen

I am a better reader and a better writer since I started at Literacy 
Action Center in October 2011. I have always had trouble 
getting words from my mind on paper. For example, I used to 
copy stories I liked and said that I wrote them. Coming here, I 
have learned to write stories from my heart. This makes me feel 
good inside. After reading my story, “Left in the Dark,” at the 
Community Writing Center's April public reading, someone 
surprised me by asking for my autograph. This request gave me a 
sense of accomplishment.
 I always had trouble reading. Some of the words were 
difficult to say. I would skip long words because I couldn’t 
understand them. I used to get the Salt Lake Tribune daily. I loved 
reading the sports and obituary sections, but the stories often 
didn’t make sense (because I skipped most of the words).
 I also had trouble reading letters from Maria Duvall, a 
clairvoyant at the Destiny Research Center, for the past three 
years. When I got frustrated with reading, I would lay down the 
letter and smoke a cigarette while I sipped on a Pepsi. I would 
read her letter for a few minutes, put it down, and then pick it up 
later to try again, until I finally read all of it. Now I feel more at 
ease with reading because my reading has improved. Now I can 
read Maria Duvall’s letters in one sitting and understand what she 
writes to me about my future happiness and luck. This makes me 
feel good inside. I am delighted. I want to continue my education 
at Literacy Action Center so I can maintain all required basic 
reading and language skills, such as grammar, in my life.
 My goal is to find a job in the food industry as a dietary 
aide. I have a lot of experience in the food industry from my 
past jobs in dining rooms, rest homes, and schools. On my first 
job, I learned to read the dots on the special dietary cards for the 
different residents. For example, the red dot stood for “NCS,” 
which means no concentrated sweets, and the yellow dot stood 
for low sodium or no added salt. I learned more with each job, 
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but none of those jobs required me to read. I know that my next 
job as a dietary aide will probably require basic reading skills. 
In addition to gaining more reading skills, I am currently working 
with a job coach to help me better myself in life and find a job. 
Even my job coach has seen changes in me. In fact, she wrote a 
letter last summer describing the changes, such as being able to 
understand the words on job applications and communicating 
better in job interviews. I now notice changes in my reading, too. 
Bigger words, like “communicating,” are easier to pronounce and 
understand.   
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Childhood
by Sokla-Hay

I am talking about my life when I was a child 5 or 6 years old 
I started school.  The first day I have no friend.  My teacher 
told my mom I am crying every day when I go to school.  Two 
months later I have friend to play with and I am happy that 
time.  In my classroom are 20 people I’m scared and I’m shy 
when I’m at school I miss home, miss my mom and dad.  I have 
two friends when I go to school I can play with them and I am 
no more scared and no more cry.  My mom and dad they are 
happy now.  When I was a child 10 years old I have no one to 
say happy birthday to me.  I think I am bad.  Sometimes when 
it was my birthday I got hurt because I made something break 
or did something bad.  I think that my mom hit me or got mad.  
I also remember when I was 15 years old I have to play soccer.  
My group had five girls and 5 boys.  The first year I started in 
the United States I arrived at the airport after I met my family 
then I lived with my family then I went to the store and many 
government offices.  My country is smaller than Salt Lake City 
but have a very big and beautiful lake there have a big water and 
good for playing.  My family goes there anytime to play with 
boat and jetski.  They like to play in the water.  It is good for 
looking at and good for playing.  My family likes it there because 
it makes for fun my family.  We go there when New Year is very 
hot time.  My country has a holiday on New Year.  The people go 
dancing and eat food meet and eat rice.  The people like and love 
to go to many places.  Some people go to temple some people 
go to church and play with the family.  My country has two big 
holidays.  One holiday is in summer time one holiday is winter 
festival during cold time.  Some old women take a flower pot and 
put it in front of door and also candles and fruit to make an altar 
for the ancestors.  We also have more another holiday but not big.  
Some people are working all of holiday is very different for the 
United State Holidays.  
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Wayworn Winnie
by Winifred M. Walker

Well, once again Wayworn Winnie is without a wickiup.  You see, 
week before last when she willingly acquiesced to the whim of 
her well-to-do (and hence spoiled) employer to postpone (for a 
second time) a much-needed day off, she failed to consider the 
wellbeing of her weary body and washed−out emotions.  When 
the unwarranted request was whitewashed with the “be-a-good-
sport” line, Winnie’s weak willpower could not withstand the 
threat of possible wrath.  So after wrestling briefly with instinctive 
wisdom versus a wish to please, the wistful look in the woman’s 
eye won her over.
 However, the following Wednesday (which was a week 
and a half after her previous respite), she woke up and without 
warning began to weep profusely.  While Winnie was wiping 
her eyes, the lady of the house appeared, wringing her hands 
and wondering why all the whimpering and whining.  Winnie 
woefully explained that strained emotions had snapped and her 
well-meaning plan had been shattered.  Nerves had emerged from 
the woodwork and enshrouded her so completely that it would 
be necessary to stage a temporary walkout despite the resulting 
inconvenience. This time Winnie did not waiver, for it was 
apparent that she was a nervous wreck and that worrying about 
the fuhrer’s fury would only make things worse.
 That night when she returned from her day of rest 
and recuperation, the lord and lady asked to have a word with 
her.  She warily accompanied them into the warm and fire lit 
den where they explained their skepticism about her schizoid 
behavior, which they had sanctimoniously scrutinized and 
decided to scourge by handing Winnie her walking papers.  
Hence, another wrinkle and a few more grey hairs have appeared 
while Winnie weighs the expedience of returning to white-collar 
work, which would provide the type of experience that could be 
applied in less affluent locales, should the sap of spring tantalize 
her taste for travel.  For while there are financial advantages to 
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be gained in the maid-of-all-work routine, the confinement can 
e quite wearying.  On the other hand, the office routine can be 
quite searing!  In addition to which, this wayfarer is about to go 
wacky with the stress of wandering.
 So for the time being, what with the wampum being low 
and the frame of mind being lower (although the present setback 
is not looked upon as waterloo), Winnie is simply whittling wood 
and woolgathering in the welcome warmth of Roger’s Retreat 
until such time as a salary can supplement the skinny wad of 
Winnie’s savings.  But I feel sure that present wrongs will soon 
be righted and Fate will whisper where to turn, for as long as I 
keep my wits about me and continue to feel worthwhile in spite of 
discouragement and confusion, I’ll be like the optimist who sang 
“Whenever I feel afraid, I hold my head erect and whistle a happy 
tune so no one will suspect I’m afraid.”
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Untitled
by Echo

The excessive food and expensive decorations
 aren’t all that make up holiday celebrations
Making up with your peeps
Making your own sweets
Creating things to give to others
 Forgiving our creators & our mothers
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My Short History
by Padma Adhikari

My name is Padma Adhikari. I am from Bhutan a Refugee, from 
Nepal. My language Nepali. I was born in Chirang Bhutan on 
April 25, 1945 in the village of Salamie.
 I was married 1955. I have 8 children.
 I was farmer in Bhutan.
 I don’t speak much English.  I left my country when the 
government of Bhutan started a military system in the country.
 There were no civil rights in the county. No freedom of 
speech. No freedom of religion. I fled Bhutan in the middle of the 
night with my 8 kids and finally arrived in the refugee camp in 
Nepal. I spent 17 years in the Refugee camp  until June 18, 2008, 
when there was not any other option to go back to my own coun-
try Bhutan. I tried to go back to my own country several times 
but I was not able I personally love my country but the govern-
ment is not good. There is no democracy in Bhutan. I came to 
America on June 18, 2008 with my wife and 3 sons and 1 daugh-
ter. I flew from Nepal to New Jersey to Dallas to Salt Lake City. 
Now one daughter lives in Bhutan and one daughter in Washing-
ton State and one daughter lives in Virginia. Five of my children 
live in Salt Lake City.
 I like America it is a peaceful country. People are loving 
and caring.
 Here I have freedom of speech.
 Freedom of religion I have been living in Utah for 5 years 
this year I am applying for citizenship. My sons bought a house in 
2010. I like my house and society I am living in. I have worked for 
4 years in Utah. I was working for a senior program for Salt Lake 
County which ended this year in February. I would like to visit 
Bhutan in the future if I get a visa to go there.
 I know that hard work in this country helps to make 
life beautiful. At the end I would like to say to Bhutan see how 
America is making democracy in their country. I like United 
States very much because according to the Census of 2010 the 
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United States is the home of 308,745,538 people of the world’s 
many countries. Bhutan is home to about 700,000 people.  For 
each person living in Bhutan there about 450 people in U.S.  This 
country’s laws are very good. This country has democratic laws. I 
like United States. I am very happy here.
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Love and Hate
by Angelo Gaines

I brag you may hate me
I laugh you may love me
Real of false
Love or hate
I hate throwing up what I just ate
I love ice cream with cake
I don’t believe in fear or fate
I drink juice when I conversate
There are many things I love and many
things I hate, a messed up world is what I hate
but a loving world is what we should populate
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Turn that Frown Upside Down
by Christi’n Dennis

My brother dated a girl from online. They really loved each other 
so they decide to get serious so they then moved in together. They 
got pregnant. My brother and the girl broke up before the baby 
was even born, not because they were having a baby but because 
the girl was abusive. Awhile later they had a baby. I was so happy 
to be aunt; all I wanted to do was spend all my time with my 
niece. I was so sad; I thought I would never see my niece again, 
because they broke up.
 Then the next year, 2010 the girl my (brother’s ex-
girlfriend) took my niece and ran. She hooked up with another 
dude in Richfield. While she was there she abused my niece. My 
niece had 7 broken bones and 1-3 burns on her body. MY niece 
wasn’t even one yet. When I heard this I didn’t know what to 
think then, is my brother going to go get my niece. A month later 
they were in court of who was getting custody of Mackenzie my 
niece. The court/police said it was the worst abuse court case in 
Richfield and one of the worst in Utah. My brother was in the 
court case for two years. Guess who has my niece now, the mom.
 I was so devastated. For a month I would go in my 
bedroom and cry for Mackenzie. Two years later I started seeing 
my niece again. My family is supposed to get Mackenzie every 
other weekend, but we only get to see her like once a month if 
we’re lucky. 
 I am so lucky to have Mackenzie in my life. When I get 
her, I scream and jump up and down I’m so excited. When we 
do get Mackenzie she gives all of us this feeling that no one can 
describe the feeling. She is the most amazing little girl I know. 
When she comes over she is so happy she doesn’t want to go, 
she wants to stay with us forever. Since Mackenzie is only 4 she 
doesn’t understand things. She loves her mom and wants to go 
back to her because she is her mom. The difference between her 
mom’s house and my family’s is, that we will teach her the unique 
things, We don’t yell at her for making a mistake we ask her, when 
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she gets something right we don’t say 
“we don’t care”, We say “good job”. We 

praise her; we treat her like a little 
kid, like her age.
 Being in this situation I had to 
learn how to make the best of things. 
How to make the best of things can 

be very hard, but if you really do want 
to make the best of it you will not care 

how hard it is.
 Some people don’t know how to make the worst 
things to something that’s the best or people can’t handle the 
stress of how to make the best of things.
 All people are different, but the way I learned how to 
make the best of this situation was go to the first step of making a 
decision, do I want this to be something bad or sad to think about 
or good and happy. Think of the positive side, and if there is no 
positive side you just think of the positive thoughts. The positive 
side of Mackenzie getting abused was that at least she’s still alive, 
I also thought of a positive thought of Mackenzie, which was I 
know I’m going to see her again and we’re going to have a blast 
when we do get to see each other. 
 I would like to share to of my favorite quotes with you. 
My 1st one is “Every 60 seconds you spend mad or upset is 60 
seconds of happiness you will never get back.” This quote to me is 
awesome because it’s true. Some people do crazy things because 
they may not know self-control, they may have not wanted to do 
the action they just did but it’s in the past you can’t change it. I 
have this quote on the back of my bedroom door, so every time 
I walk out of my room I can look at it and decide my decision of 
the day, do I want to be mad at my friends for some silly prank 
they did, or do I want to leave it in the past and be happy. Yes 
if I really didn’t like what they did I can just ask them to not to 
it again or I could be mad at them instead of spending that 60 
seconds of happiness, good times. 
 The 2nd quote I want to share with you is “LOVE LIFE 
“MINES Fabulous”!” This Quote I love is because we all do stupid 

“Think of 
the positive 

side.  And if there 
is no positive side...

think of 
the positive 
thoughts.”
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things, but sometimes those stupid things is what lead us to the 
great things in life.
 When you read my paper you might not understand you 
might ask why I wrote this paper. I want people to stop and think 
about their actions before they physical do the action, I want 
people to know how to make the best of things, how to decide 
their decisions like, what they’re going to feel like that day. 
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Thank You for 33 Years
by Patricia Haak

In gathering these quilt squares we have found many interesting 
stories:
 In Russia because they can’t afford, quilts were made only 
in the cities, not for their prettiness but necessary for warmth. 
Made from old coats, and clothes.
 Like a Navajo Indian rug there is one common thread 
running from the very top of this quilt to the very bottom, of 
the warmth you have put in all our hearts when we were in our 
deepest despair.
 There is a crochet square from our newest arrival, to our 
Winnie the Pooh square, to someone said her square would have 
to be lavender as it was her favorite color.
Many have given away their quilt scraps resulting into a favorite 
doily, a new blouse worn only once, didn’t like the neck but loved 
the fabric. All made from favorite clothing, with much love to you 
for getting us to this comfortable place in life.
 What would be the chances out of all of Ruth’s fabric they 
wore at a dance recital at the college? (In the top left corner.)
 There are many of our stories you have heard throughout 
the years. We thank you for your compassion on hearing our cries 
in the darkest of time.
 May you feel the warmth you have given our hearts as you 
pull this comfort around you.
P.S.
 A note of humor. As the blocks were being laid together, 
Gi-gi, Beth’s little puddle dog, began running circles on the fabric 
as we tried to catch her, she found her square and sat.
 There is much more to this quilt, with a flag from 
Australia by Gwen, to all of Mary’s lace, (from Philip’s building) 
tying it all together.
 As the quilt lay on the table it glisten from the early 
morning sunlight magnifying the love of each piece of fabric 
brought from hearts of so many. May you feel the blessings we felt 
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as people were so willing to give their favorite addition. Peggy’s 
T-shirts of red, white, and blue. We love the smock of white and 
the turquoise inset to represent the aids that come to help us with 
our daily chores. Marge and her doily cut in two. The royal blue 
silk from Tibet. The second row of reds from the Russians who 
gave the most in clothes and fabric. Lyn’s safari squares, Beth’s 
Mickey Mouse of flags, Brad’s green and black plaid.
 So much more as the door was opened for looker’s, givers 
and helpers as we worked. To you who deserves a metal.       
                     All Our Love…….   Patsy Haak              
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I am a 28-year-old woman who was born and raised in Salt Lake 
City, Utah. I have a dog named Bobo. He is my mother's playful 
dog. He is a black and white Chihuahua.
 I like swimming after work because it relaxes me after a 
long day at work. Swimming at the West Valley Fitness Center 
gets me out of the house and into the community. 
 I work as a sorter at Deseret Industries. As donations 
come in, I sort through the boxes and put things where they go. 
I work with Debra, Mymy, Adam, Pete, Justin, and Misty. I like 
these people because they are my friends. I love my job because I 
get to know the people.

My Life
by Tina May Pointdexter
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Sunrise on the City
Elizabeth Ernstsen

I  look out my window wishing to see the sunrise on the city.  It 
is black outside and at first I can only see the street lights and the 
lights in and on the buildings. I wait patiently enjoying all these 
different colors of lights for I know that a sunrise takes time.
 The first sign of sunrise is when the sky and the earth 
are separated from the vast darkness still there.  It is so faint 
in the beginning.  The lights shine brightly still.  To see the sky 
separated from the ground is intriguing.
 Now I watch minute by minute noticing many changes 
of shades of the darkness still there.  The sun is far from being 
up.  Oh though, to see the changes that come with the light of the 
sunrise upon my city in which I dwell.  Slowly the darkness starts 
to disappear and lighter and lighter can I now see the shapes of 
these magnificent structures.  More lights do come on as this 
city doth wake.  People awakening with the city and yet it is still 
dark enough for them to turn their lights on.  So as it gets a little 
lighter outside, the city awakes by turning on more lights.  Such 
perplexities are amusing with intrigue of this sight.
 Now I can see the formations of the trees that are only 
black for the sun’s rays are not yet enough to bring out their 
colors.  Moment by moment now the lights fade as the city takes 
shapes and forms of all kinds.  Yet there is no color, only blacks, 
grays and whites.  The sky is more gray than blue for colors are 
not yet visible.  But with moments that are quicker than minutes 
now these grays start turning different shades and bringing a 
more brown tone to light upon the earth beneath the sky.
 The sky is more white now not yet blue and different 
colors of the buildings are starting to awake from their sleep.  The 
trees are dark with almost a hint of the darkest green found.  The 
lights are no longer noticeable now for the things outside are 
brighter thus the windows become dark even though there are 
lights on.
 Now comes the blue peeking into the sky.  So many things 
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are becoming alive with colors awakening with the dawn.  My, 
how bright all around the city has become.  The trees are now 
green with brown trunks.  The streets are black and sidewalks 
appear a lighter gray.  There it is!  The little red church house 
alone surrounded by barren parking lots.  It stands brave and 
strong next to the now tall green tree.  On this little red church 
there stands a white cross bringing hope to all that behold it.  
Now dawns a new day with hopes and dreams that awaken this 
sunrise on the city.
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Raven to the Rescue
by Mona Delavan 

The body of the man was lying on the tiles across the bottom 
of the courtyard gate. It was a gate to keep out snakes.  This 
was ironic because coiled on the man’s chest was a large gray 
rattlesnake.  The girl came up quickly and stopped abruptly.  She 
did not scream but stood looking intently at the body.
 “Bhh ump.  Dnn hemm  (Back up. Don’t scream),” said 
the body.  The girl carefully stepped backward to the edge of the 
tiles.  “Don’t wet your pants,” she said, “It was milked today.”
 “Hmm nn mmunn ( I’m not moving.).” Said the body.  
“Okay, stay there.”  A low whistle crossed the yard.  The body 
remained immobile.  “Uh haa yu.” (I hate you.)  “It’s okay,” she 
said. She felt no temptation to laugh.  She knew the innate bodily 
fear of snakes was too strong, even for her.  A raucous call came 
from behind them.  When it was terribly loud, a small raven 
swooped towards the body and cried out, more shrill.  The snake 
moved with a whisper toward the wall of the courtyard and 
disappeared.  The girl held out her arm for the raven.  She spoke 
into a phone taken from her belt.  That done, she reached her left 
arm towards the body.  The body rose.  Words were spoken.  She 
demurred, did not respond. 
 The body, upright, composed itself. “I lay down in the sun 
and when I woke up that—interesting—snake was on my chest. “
 “I know; he likes a warm spot in the afternoon.  I let him 
roam around to find a spot.  I wasn’t going to scream, although, 
for just a moment, I did think you might be dead.  I hope you 
don’t really hate me, because I brought dinner.”
 “Under consideration.”  The gate closed behind him.  The 
raven reached up to rub his beak on her lips.  “I love you, “she 
said.
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Untitled
by Angelo Gaines

There once was a man who became a superhero.  He had a suit 
that only fit him.  His suit had power and when inside the suit he 
could fly.  Of course he made more than one suit and he lived in a 
house off a mountain and had many cars, go ahead you can say it, 
he was rich.  In fact he was a billionaire; his father once owned an 
engineering and weapons co, but one day his father passed and he 
took over the business.  He used weapons to give his suit power, 
and with the suit he could help the world, go ahead you can say it, 
this is the story of the iron man.
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Last Job
by Doug Woodall

Excerpt from a comedy in one act where Satan quits 
to go to school at Bowdoin College in Brunswick, Maine, 

to study humanities. 

GOD: Time to start. Don’t you think? I think so. Let the record show the 
Father and the Son and the Holy Spirit and Satan are meeting this day at 
this time to talk about all our current tested-like-Job cases. 
(Looks at his tablet computer.) 
Why don’t we start with the first to appear on my screen? Upstairs, it’s 
case number 24-48-96-192-384. Downstairs, it’s the 127,133 Job out of a 
total of 451,618 for the year. From 950 B.C. when we started with Job, this 
is our . . . For heaven’s sake, I can’t bring myself to say that long number. 
We’re certainly into the billions of cases now. 
(Indicating Satan.) 
Satan, please. 

SATAN: (Frantically shuffling through his papers.) 
Give me a minute. I’m trying to find my notes. 

GOD: I don’t want to make you feel inept in anyway; however, it occurs 
to me you really need to get one of these things. 
(Holds up his tablet computer.) 
If not a tablet, then a computer—a laptop, not a desktop. I’m just telling 
you in case you don’t know the difference. 

JESUS: Yeah, man. You gotta get a tablet. Look at that thing. It’s the size 
of a regular magazine, and all your stuff is stored in the cloud. 

SATAN: I’m sorry, but you don’t know what you’re saying to me. 

GOD: Not true. I know. 

SATAN: No, you don’t. I wish to God—

GOD: Yes. 

SATAN: (Looks irritably at God.) I wish to hell I had the time to learn 
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how to use a computer. 

GOD: Please don’t get uptight, again. 

HOLY SPIRIT: Everyone, stop it. Mr. S take some deep breaths, sip some 
tea, 
(Indicating his tea.)
 and put another shot of Jim Beam in there for him. 

Jesus pours out more tea, and God pulls out the bottle of Devil’s Cut.

SATAN: (Waves God away.) 
Thank you. I’m afraid I’m just frazzled. Tired to the bone. 

HOLY SPIRIT: Of course you are. 

JESUS: (Stands at the microphone and imitates a Beatnik poet.) 
Fleeting soul, hurried soul, dismal soul. 
Broken and distraught, topples from pinnacle. 
Descending passed steel and stones; 
falling beside columns and beams; 
dropping in view of framed prisms. 
Sunset caught and held therein; 
ever still and present. 
Staring eyes within, transfixed! 
All without thought or expression. 
Even when flesh and bone strike earth; 
and dogs race forth to feed; 
and flesh-eating fowls circle and wait. 
This is when the soul knows; 
all is meaningless. 
Then The Man comes. 
(Sits down.) 

GOD: (Reverently.) 
Yes. 

HOLY SPIRIT: For God’s sake—

GOD: What? 

HOLY SPIRIT: (Disgusted.) Please! Not now. You’re just making the 
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situation worse. 

GOD: I know. 

HOLY SPIRIT: Mr. S don’t pay any attention to them. They’ll go on for 
hours like that. You just take your time and find your notes. We can wait. 
Heaven knows we have all the time in the universe. 

SATAN: (Pulls a page out of his sheaf of papers and waves it.) 
I have them. Just give me a second or two to refresh my memory. 
(Reviews his notes. Uses his quill and ink to add a few notations.) 
Right. Let the record show, this is the case of Autumn Kathleen Wolka 
Colón. Autumn is thirty-three; she’s a single mother and has two boys 
ages eight and six and one girl age eighteen months; she normally works 
as a receptionist and lives in Humboldt Park, Chicago; and we gave her 
ovarian cancer. 

GOD: We gave her . . . ? 

SATAN: OK, I gave her ovarian cancer, but we all discussed it. 

HOLY SPIRIT: Yes, we did. 

GOD: I just want to keep the record straight. 

JESUS: We’ve got it straight man—we’ve got it straight. 

GOD: Her husband’s back in Puerto Rico. Why is that? I know we talked 
about killing him off. 

SATAN: Right, we talked about it, but we haven’t killed off a spouse for 
close to 1,600 years. 

GOD: I’ve been thinking about that and wonder if we should start doing 
it again. 

HOLY SPIRIT: We didn’t knock off Job’s wife, remember? 

GOD: That’s true, but then we didn’t make that our modus operandi. 
What about killing off one of her children? 

SATAN: Don’t you think ovarian cancer is enough? For God’s sake—
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GOD: What? 

SATAN: (Annoyed and angered.) 
Dammit to hell! 
(Fighting to calm himself.) 
Look, we don’t need to knock her husband off. I got him to leave her 
and go back to Puerto Rico. Then I don’t want to kill one of her children. 
Ovarian cancer is enough. She’s a single mother with three children and 
ovarian cancer. Not only that, she lost her health insurance when Benicio 
left her. 

HOLY SPIRIT: That does seem like a lot. 

JESUS: (Stands at the microphone and imitates a Beatnik poet.) 
Disease, pain, and sorrow fill the land. 
Progenitors of first man and first woman stand on rooftops. 
In heartfelt unison, they cry out, “Here is our—“ 

GOD: Son . . . Holy was right when she scolded us a few minutes ago. We 
need to table your poetry until we’re all finished here. 

JESUS: OK, but you should know my poem is called “A Lot” and the last 
line is, “Then The Man comes.” 
(Sits down.) 

GOD: 
(Reverently.) 
Yes. 
(In his normal voice.) 
I’m not sure we can say killing off one kid is a lot. Let’s use Job for our 
standard. Frist, you had Sabeans take his oxen and asses and kill his 
servants; then you had fire rain down from the sky to burn up all his 
sheep and kill some more of his servants; then you had Chaldeans 
steal all his camels; and then you had a strong wind hit the house of his 
oldest son. All Job’s children were inside, and, when the house collapsed, 
everyone was killed. 

SATAN: Yes, that’s all true. 

GOD: I know it is. So, why don’t you kill off one of Autumn’s children? 

SATAN: Because you restored Job’s children. 
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GOD: I know what you’re going to say, but go ahead. 

SATAN: You haven’t restored anyone’s family for about 2,500 years. 

GOD: So, you think that’s wrong. 

SATAN: I’m not saying anything; however . . . 

HOLY SPIRIT: Come on! We all understand Mr. S, don’t we? He can’t 
bring himself to kill our tested-like-Job’s children anymore. 

SATAN: When I’m dealing with people like Autumn, I can’t even bring 
myself to make their cars stop running. 

GOD: You’re getting a little soft, don’t you think? 

SATAN: Ovarian cancer and Benicio running off and no health insurance 
is all I can do. 

GOD: Why? 

SATAN: I don’t know. Maybe I’m getting too old. Dammit! I’m tired. I am 
tired to the bone. 

GOD: (To Holy Spirit.) 
Autumn hasn’t cursed me, yet, has she? 

HOLY SPIRIT: No. 

GOD: (To Satan.) 
I need to see if she’ll curse me. How can I tell if she’s not tested properly? 

HOLY SPIRIT: Well, we already—

GOD: (To Holy Spirit.) 
Quiet. 
(To Satan.) 
I want her tested more like Job. Kill off one of her children and make her 
car stop running. 

SATAN: Are you giving me an order? 
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GOD: Call it what you want. I’m telling you to kill off one of her children 
and make her car breakdown. 

SATAN: I won’t. 

GOD: What do you mean you won’t? 

SATAN: You’re not my boss. 

GOD: Ohhh! . . . you’re pushing me. 

SATAN: It’s not in my contract. 

GOD: Yes, it is. 

SATAN: No, it’s not. 

GOD: (To Holy Spirit.) 
Where’s his contract? 

HOLY SPIRIT: I just put it on your tablet. 

GOD: Don’t make me read it. Tell me, am I his boss or not? 

HOLY SPIRIT: You’ve never been his boss. You and Satan have always 
been separate and autonomous entities. 

GOD: Opposed to each other? 

HOLY SPIRIT: Yes, exactly. 

GOD: And that’s the way it’s been ever since he rebelled and took one-
third of the host of heaven? 

HOLY SPIRIT: That’s the way it’s been since the two of you split. 
GOD: Why didn’t we make me his boss? 

HOLY SPIRIT: Because we assumed you’d always be opposed to each 
other. 

GOD: (To Satan.) 
I should have put it in your contract. 
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SATAN: Well, you didn’t. 

GOD: (To Holy Spirit.) 
OK, I have some memory of that. So, 
what can we do? How can we make 
him do what I want. 

HOLY SPIRIT: We can’t. 

GOD: Dammit to hell, how is that? 

SATAN: Don’t talk to me like that. 

GOD: Sorry. 

SATAN: I told you you can’t tell me what to do. 

GOD: Well, OK, but we’ve never had a problem like this before. What’s 
one child and a broken down car? I need to know if Autumn will curse 
me. 

SATAN: But, you already—

GOD: Stop. 

SATAN: No, I won’t. You already—

GOD: Tra la la la la—

SATAN: (Raising his voice.) 
You already know. 

HOLY SPIRIT: (To Satan.) 
I tried to tell him. 
SATAN: I know you did. 

GOD: Whether or not I know what people will do before they do it is 
irrelevant. I want to see it happen. 

SATAN: I don’t. In fact, I never want to see it happen or not happen again 
as long as I live. I’m done. I am so done. Listen, I’m not going to finish 
Autumn Kathleen Wolka Colón, and I’m not going to do another Job. 

“...but we haven’t 
killed off a spouse 

for close to
 1600 years.”
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GOD: Come on . . . you can’t mean that. 

SATAN: No, I’m serious. 

HOLY SPIRIT: He is. 

GOD: (To Holy Spirit.) 
I can see that. 
(To Satan.) 
But look, we’ve been doing this since 950 B.C. We’ve had some good 
times. Haven’t we? 

SATAN: Maybe the first 10,000 times, but I can’t say I’ve enjoyed it since 
775 B.C. 

GOD: OK, but it’s something we have to do. 

SATAN: Why? 

GOD: Well, to see who really believes in me. 

SATAN: That’s your problem. 

GOD: No, it’s not. It’s a problem that belongs to both of us. 

SATAN: Not anymore. I’m telling you, I will not finish Autumn and I 
will not do another Job. In fact, Autumn’s cured. As of this instant, she’s 
completely and entirely healthy. It’s a miracle, isn’t it? 

GOD: You can’t do that. 

SATAN: I just did. 

HOLY SPIRIT: He did. 

GOD: What about our other 451,617 cases? 

SATAN: All cured. 

HOLY SPIRIT: He’s right. Everyone’s cured. 

JESUS: Cool! 
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GOD: My dear, dear friend, what’s going on with you? 

SATAN: I told you: I’m tired. 

GOD: Ahh, you just need a vacation. Don’t you? 

SATAN: I just need to quit. 

God and Holy Spirit at same time. 

GOD: Nooo!      

HOLY SPIRIT: No, no, no. 

JESUS: (To God and Holy Spirit.) 
Why not? 

GOD: (To Jesus.) 
Shh! 

SATAN: I need to quit. You want to know one thing that’s been bugging 
me lately? Really bugging me? 

GOD: God help us all. 

JESUS: What is it? 

SATAN: There’s no poetry anymore. 

JESUS: What do you mean? 

SATAN: You know the poetry we had with Job. Remember the sheer 
beauty of it. When Job cursed the day he was born he said, 

“Let the day perish wherein I was born, and the night in which it was 
said, ‘There is a man child conceived.’ 

“Let the day be darkness; let not God regard it from above, neither let the 
light shine upon it.” 

JESUS: Ohh! Yeah! 
(Stands at the microphone and speaks solemnly.) 
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“Let the stars of twilight therefore be dark; let it look for light, but have 
none; neither let it see the dawning of the day: 

“Because it shut not the doors of my mother’s womb, nor hid sorrow 
from mine eyes. 

“Why died I not from the womb? why did I not give up the ghost when I 
came out of the belly?” 

SATAN: Those words—the absolute beauty of them—hit me right here. 
(Indicates his heart.) 

JESUS: 
Me, too! 

SATAN: 
Think about this Eliphaz and Bildad and Zophar were just as poetic. Even 
that boy what’s-his-name . . . Ahh, Elihu, could pull it off. 

HOLY SPIRIT: What a cute kid. Remember he had the most endearing 
way of blushing. All the girls loved him, and some of their mothers, too. 

JESUS: Some of the boys loved him, and some of the fathers, too. 

SATAN: Do you know what you can do? You can pick up the Book of 
Job and open it to any chapter and find language that touches your soul 
and your heart. I can’t think of one bad part. All of it is wonderful and 
glorious. Give me a Bible and I’ll show you. 

Jesus and Holy Spirit search for a Bible. They have difficulty finding one. 
Jesus finally locates a King James Version under a chair. He picks up the 
book, stands, blows off the dust, and hands it to Satan. Satan finds the 
Book of Job, closes his eyes, and opens the book at a random place. 

SATAN: (Continues.) 
Let’s see, I’m in the middle of Chapter twenty-one. I think Eliphaz is 
speaking. 

“Is not thy wickedness great? and thy iniquities infinite? 

“For thou has taken a pledge from thy brother for nought, and stripped 
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the naked of their clothing.” 
JESUS: (Stands at the microphone and locks eyes with Satan.) 
“Thou has not given water to the weary to drink, and thou has 
withholden bread from the hungry. 

“Thou has sent widows away empty, and the arms of the fatherless have 
been broken.” 

SATAN: (With increased intensity.) 
“Therefore snares are round about thee, and sudden fear troubleth thee: 

“Or darkness, that thou canst not see; and abundance of waters cover 
thee.” 

JESUS: (Matching Satan’s intensity.) 
“Is not God in the height of heaven? and behold the height of the stars, 
how high they are!” 

SATAN: Do you know what I get from people, now? Autumn’s oncologist 
told her, 
(In a deep, gruff voice.) 
“It’s ovarian cancer. This is going to be a long and difficult road for you.” 
(In his own voice.) 
Then her mother said, 
(In a nasal, high-pitched voice.) 
“You got cancer because of that uncircumcised Puerto Rican you’ve been 
shacking up with. Men like him have such filth under their foreskins, you 
were bound to get some type of sexually-transmitted disease even if you’d 
lived like monks and nuns.” 

JESUS: (Heartbroken.) 
It’s all gone, isn’t it? 

SATAN: 
Flushed down the toilet, I’m afraid. 

JESUS: You said it bro. 
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Don’t Cry
by William J. Pappas 

Don’t Cry—
Let the bell ring twelve
Let the drums roll

Fire the rifle twenty-one times
Don’t cry—
I have lived-now
I must die

I’m sorry please forgive 
As I do
God—accept your child
He now sleeps on earth
And plays in heaven
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Women Warriors Ride Again
by Ramona Maassen

Last Thursday I caught pneumonia and ran a 105 degree fever. 
I also went into respiratory failure and cardiac arrest. I suffered 
from seizures in which I bit my tongue and was intubated. It was 
my son, Jason, who makes his dad, Bob, wake up and makes him 
make the 911 call. Luckily for me I didn’t remember a thing about 
the ambulance. Four days later I wake up.  I didn’t even know I 
had pneumonia. All my friends did though.
I filled up four pages in Facebook. Friends that have not met 
friends before became fast friends. Everyone I spoke to spoke 
to another of my friends. For my family it was impressive. 
They knew that I went out every Thursday to meet with these 
women veterans but they had no idea how much they truly 
cared. Thirteen showed up at my home and at the Pioneer Valley 
Hospital waiting room. 
 When we started the Women Warriors many years ago, 
it was supposed to be a support group for women veterans with 
PTSD (Post Traumatic Stress Disorder).  I am so grateful I am a 
member of the group. I woke up twice with women‘s heads on my 
lap. One was Ana, the other was Debbie. They were crying and 
I was amazed. Up until that point I really had no idea how sick 
I had been. Meanwhile Anita and Jocelyn  and Minnie started a 
prayer circle in the waiting room.
 The first words I write while I am still in there are: I want 
to see my lawyers. I feel like the nursing staff had been holding 
me against my will. They kept trying to take my blood and giving 
me doses of heparin to thin my blood. I was beginning to feel 
like a snake with the amount of heparin in my system. I tried to 
explain to them I used to donate blood and plasma but that I had 
not been able to do so since I took up swimming and my veins 
collapsed. Their solution was to take it from my neck.
  My sister, Helen, whom I had raised since she was a 
little girl, came to visit and ran the house while I was at the ICU 
(Intensive Care Unit). She did a most excellent job. While my 
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Jason and Bob love her to bits, they were happy to see her go 
home. Bossiness runs on this women’s side of the family.
  Chris B. and her husband, Brian, came to see me and 
offered their help, love and assistance. Rosemary H. was always 
there and as friends we are probably the tightest. And my heroine, 
Happy B., showed up with a sling shot. It was then I knew I would 
be all right.  She was one of the people that survived the bombing 
in Afghanistan and she didn’t just save her life. She saved the lives 
of two other veterans. The slingshot was an inside joke which 
we will put to good use this spring’s camping trip. She had heard 
from the other girls, I was sick. And although she had been 
undergoing physical therapy on her jaw and shoulder, she drove 
in from Albuquerque, New Mexico just to see me. The Women 
Warriors Ride Again.
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Perfect
by Joe Bradshaw

I have to take the time to ask a question of my heart and as I ask the 
question I know the answer. Many people especially it seems younger 
people have adopted this philosophy of you are a perfect you. Or the 
you are perfect the way you are. 
 My stepson called about a family issue to comfort me and 
stroke me because he sensed I was beating myself up over recent 
events in my life. He expressed all the good that he had witnessed 
lived and learned in my presence. I agree with much of what he had to 
say. I did however express that there was room for improvement and I 
recognized a character flaw or two that I passed on to my children and 
I need to do the soul work to fix them. 
 The exploration of ones depths to find and repair a flaw is not 
the same thing as a pity party or a self-defeating ego trip. It is having 
the courage to find the truth in your heart recognizing that truth 
and working on converting the truth into positive change within. 
The attitude and purpose set the loving tone taking the negative and 
finding the source then loving it and thanking it. 
 I have been battling my ego with love and trying to win a 
war in which I may be wrong. I have been reading and researching 
learning from the masters. Dr. Martin Luther King Jr. has opened my 
eyes in a new way asking me to find my truth. His thoughts on ego 
and soul were that we needed to find balance. A different approach 
may be required and in my heart the thought has weight. Ego free 
would mean that you in some ways may be a sitting duck, or would it?
 I would like to thank you for your allowing me to share my 
thoughts and feelings with you. I hope some at least got a smile and 
perhaps a challenge question. Are you a perfect you? I believe that 
sugar coating is harmful to both our soul and ego. The truth is far 
more rewarding and educational providing knowledge leading to 
wisdom. I for one know that I appreciate the opportunity to learn and 
make change positive. Work on the problem and fix it rather than 
sweep it under the rug till the rug is as tall as you.  
 Thank you, I hope we can all share a smile share some love 
and make our world a better place for all that share it. Please be the 
change positive! 
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Single American Daughter
by Melissa Rasmussen

My name is not mine
It belongs to my father
Seems he owns me simply because I’m his daughter
But his name is not mine
It is my father’s
Not my Mother’s
But his and his and his and his and his
And if someday I wed
I’d be asked keep his or take his instead
Not mine 
Or hers
Never hers
And if I broke the norm to take my mother’s
Love him though I did
It was his
Her father’s 
Not hers or hers or hers or hers or hers
How many generations must be 
Before a name is washed clear of the he?
Did Eve have a name that was ever her own?  
Johnson
Thompson
Gustafson
Jones?  
Was there ever a woman or man named Evedaughter?
Was there ever a woman not named for a father?
I am uncomfortable in this skin
It is mine 
But bears the name of him
And him and him and him and him
It does not belong here
But no other does either
It seems I belong fully to neither 
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Myself 
Or him
I know not MY name 
So can’t speak the word that would free me
And even though we share a gender
I bear no name that reflects my mother
Or maybe…if honest…I do
I do bear something other 
Like she
I bear his disdain
His hurt
Anger
Pain
She smiles, but he’s broken
He damns himself 
As well as this frame
Perhaps that’s why women don’t bear their own name
It seems we’re expected
To bear instead 
Shame
A bruise on our body
A tear in our soul
And pass on that name
And never feel whole
Or one with ourselves
One with Earth Mother
Always bearing the name of the other
Mankind.

We are woman born of woman
Yet marked by man
Claiming us
Making us less
Never equal
Never at rest
I think it’s time we stopped playing the game
I think it past time 
We should bear our own name.
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Scared to Death
by Ileen Miller

My husband and I separated in 2001 for ten years because of 
some personal difficulties.  Because my husband and I used to do 
everything together, I had to learn to do many things on my own.
 I was scared to death at first, as I had never lived alone 
before.  I went from living with my parents to being with my 
husband and having a family to care for.  As some people would 
say my husband and I were glued at the hip.  I had never shopped 
for food or clothes by myself for fear I would buy something 
wrong or things we really did not need.  After my husband and I 
had separated, I asked our daughter, her daughter, or her son to 
go with me.  Sometimes our granddaughter and grandson would 
come and spend the weekend with me so I would not be alone.
 If it had not been for our youngest daughter, and her 
family, I don’t think I would have made it at first.  They were 
always there for me when I needed them.  Her son always fixed 
my car for me.  My son-in-law helped me with my house.  He put 
in a brand new furnace and installed central air conditioning.  He 
helped me move my possessions several times, between different 
apartments, then into the home I bought with the inheritance I 
received form my mother’s estate and finally into storage sheds 
and motel rooms.
 In the time that I lived alone, I made a lot of friends at 
work, became more outgoing, and had no health issues.  I was 
successfully employed, working lots of overtime, until 2005 when 
Kimberly Clark bought out Ballard Medical and then moved the 
company to Mexico in 2009, leaving me jobless.  Since then, I 
have had a hard time finding and keeping a job, partly because 
the economy had gone down real bad, and partly because of 
health issues. I found a job through a temporary service called 
Aerotek, but their work slowed down and they let all temp people 
go.  Then I got a job as a security guard. I worked there for about 
a year until I couldn’t work 24/7 anymore.  Next I got really good 
job doing assembly work.  I honestly like the job, until one day 
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my right foot started aching.  After three weeks of pain, I decided 
to see the doctor.  I had broken my fourth metatarsal bone in 
my right foot just by walking.  I have what is called Osteopenia 
or very weak bones.  I am currently on medication for this 
condition.  I had to go on Social Security just to survive and try to 
keep my home.
 My daughter, and her husband, gave me a dog as a 
housewarming gift to keep me company in my new home.  Her 
name is Louise, but we call her Wheezer.  She was a three-year 
old American Bulldog who had been beaten, abused, and lost 
fifteen puppies because of the previous owner’s cruelty.  Wheezer 
is a really good dog, and everyone loves her.  Wheezer doesn’t 
like water or loud noises.  She likes being near me all the time.  
Wheezer sits in one of my big chairs by me when we watch TV.
 Wheezer has taught me how to laugh, play and relax.  
Watching her run in the snow and bark at the snowflakes is 
funny.  I like running around with her.  When I watch her play 
with her friend Zohee, my daughter’s dog, I have to laugh at 
them.  Wheezer and Zohee are best friends.  Whenever I am sick, 
Wheezer will come and lie beside me and give me her love.  This 
helps me relax and feel better.
 Since living alone, I have learned that I am able to do 
many things for myself that I have never thought I could.  For 
example, take care of a pet, license and register my car, pay my 
bills on the computer, and shop for food and clothes.  I also 
learned, even though I was scared, how to drive on slippery 
roads.  And most importantly, I learned how to buy a car and a 
house by myself and take care of them.  Now I understand that 
being alone isn’t the end of the world; even though it’s much 
better with someone.  
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Burned House
by Paul Rosser

One night in 1969 or 1970 my dad stuck a candle in the window 
sill for my dog to see at night.  The dog went outside a lot and 
slept outside with my brother, Dave, a couple of friends and me a 
lot.  I was living with my dad at our home at 335 Read Ave.
 That night my dad went to a Christmas party, and my 
friend Sky and I went to play with our remote control cars at 
Intermountain R.C. Raceway in Magna.
 When we got done we went to Skip’s house and my 
brother Dave called me and said, “Don’t come home.”
 I asked “Why?”
 “Dad burned down the house.”
 I told Dave, “I told him not to stick the candle in the 
window, but he did anyway.”
 My family found out because Dave went to visit our dad.  
He wasn’t home, but the Fire Department was there and the fire 
was out.  He called my sister Carol, and me.  My dad found out 
when he got home.  
 When I got home the fire was out and I went through 
the house.  I had a metal dresser with all my clothes in it.  My 
dresser wasn’t burned.  The fire burned all of my Dale Earnhardt 
souvenirs, flags and everything else inside the house.  I was sad all 
my stuff was gone because I spent a lot of money on my things.  I 
was mad at my dad because everything was gone.
 After the fire my dad found an apartment down the street 
to live.  They tore down the house, rebuilt it and sold it.
 I moved in with my friend Skip and never lived with my 
dad again.  A year after the fire my sister Carol and Dave moved 
dad to an old-aged home in South Salt Lake.
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Sex Education, What Is it?
by Savanah Bilanzich

Limited access to sex education and contraception can have 
a devastating effect on women as individuals in our society.  
Without proper education and access to contraception many 
girls become pregnant at early ages, limiting their ability to get 
education and attain good jobs and powerful position in society.  
As a whole, this results in women not getting equal and adequate 
representation in the workplace, and also in government.  I would 
like to share with you my personal struggle to get sex education 
and contraception.  You will see that I had to really work hard, at 
a maturity level well beyond where I should have been, to keep 
myself safe and pregnancy free.  All the while, watching friends 
my same age struggle in life because they didn’t have access to 
contraception.
 “As a young woman I became sexually active at an early 
age.  At that time, school classes had barely skimmed the surface 
of what I really needed to know about sex, pregnancy, and STDs.  
That left me with what little information my parents had felt they 
needed to share with me by age 13 (which wasn’t much).  My dad 
had made it clear that getting pregnant was the WORST thing 
I could possibly do, but that was it.  No explanation on how to 
“not get pregnant” was ever given.  My mom had said to “always 
use condoms” and that she’d leave some in her dresser drawer if 
I ever needed them.  I looked; there weren’t any when I needed 
them.  And that was seriously it, all the education and wisdom 
my parents ever shared with me on the topic.  
 By some miracle, I had heard about a place called Planned 
Parenthood while at a concert.  I had seen a booth and even been 
given literature about how they give out free birth control and 
condoms.  Without that booth that day, I may have never known.  
My life may have been completely different.  I would most likely 
have had at least one child by the time I turned 16.  
So at age 13, scared but determined, I knew I had to go to 
Planned Parenthood and get condoms and birth control to keep 
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myself safe.  I lied to my parents and hopped a bus to West Valley, 
many miles away from my house, to the only Planned Parenthood 
at the time.  I was SO scared of what they’d say to me or if they’d 
even let me get what I needed.  What a long trip for myself and 
2 friends to make by ourselves at age 13!  But I knew getting 
pregnant would ruin my chances of going to college and being 
successful.  
 The ladies at Planned Parenthood were nice; they taught 
me about STDs and birth control, and they gave my friends and 
I free condoms and pills!  But, they also informed me 
that in Utah it was illegal to have sex before 
the age of 15 and they would have to 
report our visit to the police.  I 
didn’t realize this was a big deal 
until a few days later, when 
police came to my school and 
questioned my friends and me.  
They asked all kinds of questions 
about sex, STDs and the sexual 
partners I’d had (very embarrassing 
at 13, when not even my parents would ask 
such things).  All I was trying to do was stay safe, and I felt like a 
criminal.  It was hard to understand.
 This didn’t discourage me though; it just taught me to lie.  
The next time I visited Planned Parenthood I used a fake name 
and fake age.  This worked for me for several years.  Every few 
months, I’d hop a bus to West Valley in secret to get my pills and 
condoms.  It was hard and scary, but I knew it was important 
to keep myself from getting pregnant.  I felt that my future 
depended on it.  I knew that having a baby or getting a disease 
would hurt my chances of being successful. I was smart, a good 
student, had great goals and ambitions, and usually made great 
decisions.  The one area I had to hide and feel like a criminal was 
being sexually active.  I was responsible enough to jump through 
all these hoops to get contraception, but yet still not able to be 
honest about myself. 
 As time went by, especially once I got a car, it got easier 

“Leaving 
education up to 
parents sounds 

great, but parents 
are human!”
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to make the trip.  The two friends who had originally gone to 
Planned Parenthood with me did not continue to go.  Both were 
pregnant by 18, neither graduated high school.  I’m still friends 
with both.  I see them struggle to get good paying jobs and 
provide for their children.  They often get assistance from the 
state for financial needs.  I wonder how different their lives could 
have been if they’d had easier access to contraception and sexual 
education.”
 Leaving education up to parents sounds great, but parents 
are human!  Some are too busy, some are too embarrassed, and 
some are just in denial about the importance of sexual education 
for their children.  Some parents teach abstinence only.  What 
then?  The children can’t get information from school or home.  
Should our youth just be left to figure it out alone?  That’s how 
myths like “you can’t get pregnant your first time” and “you 
can’t get pregnant while on your period” get started.  There are 
many pregnancies resulting from myths like these.  Are we really 
protecting our youth?  I feel we are doing a great disservice 
to them.  I say, educate them!  They will still be able to make 
their own choices about whether or not to have sex; just more 
responsible and educated choices.  Some youth are going to have 
sex, it’s a fact.  So why not give them tools to keep themselves and 
their futures safe.
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I’m Mrs. Putthima Slaughter, I came from Thailand.  This is the 
first time I have been out of Thailand.  I came to Salt Lake City, 
Utah on January 5, 2013.  I was excited about snow and tempera-
ture O° F, I like this city because compared to Chonburi, there is 
comfort, little traffic.  Also they respect the law and there are few 
accidents.  One other thing I like about this city is that it is clean.  
I am learning new experience well because different Thailand ex-
perience food, temperature, new friends, accent, culture and life 
of USA.  I can’t leave the house and go anywhere without my hus-
band because I do not have a Utah driver’s license.  I will have one 
soon.  When I arrived, I felt very good because everyone treated 
me very well and respect, also when at the bank I like that no one 
gets in front of me everyone waits their turn.  When I have green 
card I want apply a job and work
 When I was in Thailand I drove everywhere.  I have four 
sibling one sister and three brothers.  I’m third.  I was younger 
and wanted to work in a company because I like this kind of job 
and big income, need to give money to my parents.  Therefore, I 
was studied for a certificate of Accounting Diploma of Secretarial 
and Bachelor Degree of Marketing at Rajamangala University of 
Technology Towan-Ok.  This is the university of my dreams, very 
difficult examination.  I did well at the university after graduat-
ing my priority was to get a good paying job.  So I got good job 
procurement at USUI International Corporation (Thailand) Ltd.  
I enjoyed this job for ten years and nine months although I try to 
hard work and to be honest. 

Small Guy, Big Heart
by Putthima Slaughter
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The Power of a Movie
by Judy Johnson

Every year, during the summer months, my sisters and I would 
spend a week with Elly, our grandmother.  I’m 14 years old when 
I ask my parents if I can spend a week with Elly.  Anytime I can 
spend with my grandmother is special because we hardly ever 
have one-on-one time together.  My parents tell me I can spend a 
week in August with her.   This is the first time I’ll be alone with 
my 61-year-old grandmother.  All week I have been exited to go 
and keep asking Dad if it’s time to leave yet.  Finally, it’s time to 
go.  We arrive at Elly’s house and Dad walks me to the front door.  
I ring the doorbell.  I hear footsteps coming towards the door.  
Elly opens the door and wraps me in her gentle, motherly arms.  I 
like big hugs!  She wears a dress with her apron on because she’s 
been washing the breakfast dishes.  I look at the black, lace-up 
shoes on her feet, with a ¾ inch heel, and I wonder if this is how 
my grandmother dresses every day.  
 On my third day staying with Elly, I finish helping her 
with the housework.  I dust the furniture in the living room 
while Elly dusts her bedroom. Next, I dust Farfar’s (Swedish word 
for grandfather) bedroom.  We clean the bathroom together.  I 
clean the tub and she cleans the toilet.  When we finish with the 
housework she asks, “Would you like to go see a movie?”  I’m 
surprised because Elly and Farfar didn’t go to many movies 
because they’re so poor.  I tell her, “Yes, I would like to go.”  
 I remember one time Dad took us to the movies and 
asked Elly if she would like to go with us to see the movie, South 
Pacific, a musical playing at the Villa Theatre.  On a cold, windy, 
slushy Saturday afternoon, we picked her up in our 1950 black 
Buick and drove to the Villa Theatre.  We arrived at the theatre 
one half hour before the movie started and took our time finding 
the best seats.  We settled into them just as the movie was about 
to begin.  Before the movie started, we watched a short feature 
film that took the audience on a realistic roller coaster ride.  A 
camera was attached to the front of the first car.  As the roller 
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coaster climbed slowly up the steep hill, I got anxious because I 
knew what would come next.  All of a sudden the camera shifted 
and it was like the audience sat in the front car.  After the car 
topped the hill, it picked up speed on the decent.  Just when I 
thought it was safe to relax, the car made a fast sharp turn gaining 
speed going up and down and around the curves of the track.  
The audience and I screamed because it felt like we were on the 
ride.  Down we went and around and up and down for about two 
minutes.  During the ride, Elly kept saying, “Nay, nay” which is 
the Swedish word for no.  She always used this expression when 
she didn’t like something or was telling someone no.  As we drove 
Elly back home, we talked about the movie and laughed about 
the roller coaster ride.  She said, “Nay, nay,” and we burst into 
laughter.  
 Elly looks in the newspaper to see what movies are playing 
and asks, “Would you like to see Flaming Star?”  Enthusiastically, 
I reply, “Yes, I would like to see that movie.”  The  movie stars 
Elvis Presley - the King of Rock and Roll!  I remember the first 
time I saw Elvis on The Ed Sullivan Show, on September 9, 1956, 
how crazy I was over his music and his good looks.  My parents, 
as well as others from their generation, didn’t like his music or 
the way he rotates his pelvis.  They didn’t like the songs or how 
loud the music can get.  They say the music doesn’t make sense 
and they think that when Elvis rotates his pelvis it’s too suggestive 
for teenagers.  The media and others call him, “Elvis the Pelvis.”  
The music of my parents’ and grandparents’ generations is opera, 
classical music, and music from the Big Band era.  They think 
rock and roll is of the devil.  I know that Elly won’t like the music 
either, but she’s the one who suggested it.  I didn’t tell her about 
Elvis or who he is because I thought that maybe she wouldn’t like 
the music of my era.   
 That afternoon, we walk down Sunset Avenue, Elly’s 
street, to catch the bus at State Street which will take us uptown to 
Capitol Theatre, a place neither of us has been to.  Riding in the 
bus is very hot.  The heat and I aren’t compatible.  There isn’t air 
conditioning in the buses, cars, stores or in our homes.  At least 
all the windows on the bus are open, allowing the air through so 
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“We step inside to 
lush, thick carpets 

colored in a sea 
of burgundy and 

cream swirls.”

I don’t get overheated!  I’m so excited 
to go to the movies with Elly.  This 
is a treat for me because it’s the first 
time we’re doing something different 
together without my sisters.  
 We walk from the bus stop on 
200 South and Main Street down to 
Capitol Theatre.  I stand in front of the 
building admiring the architecture.  It’s a 
grand theatre like other ones at the beginning 
of the 20th century.  The theatre opened in 1913 as The Orpheum.  
Vaudeville was the big rage.  The acts consisted of comedians, 
singers, plate-spinners, ventriloquists, dancers, musicians, and 
anyone who could keep an audience’s attention.  In 1927, the 
ownership changed hands and was renamed Capitol Theatre.  
Two years later, it was remodeled to show motion pictures. 
  We step inside to lush, thick carpets colored in a sea of 
burgundy and cream swirls, marble columns, and sparkling 
chandeliers that line the hallway walls.  The entry hall is very wide 
and long.  I look up at the ceiling and see ornate crown molding 
done in gold tones.  Carpeted stairs, with gold banisters, lead 
up to the beautiful loge and balcony.  The ornate architecture 
throughout the building is so beautiful, I wonder if it’s patterned 
after theaters in New York or Europe.  As we make our way to 
our seats, we pass the concession area.  The smell of fresh, hot 
popcorn fills my nostrils.  How I wish we could get some!  I 
wouldn’t think of asking Elly if we could get popcorn and a drink 
because I know she doesn’t have a lot of money. It doesn’t matter 
if I don’t get popcorn, I’m just happy being with Elly.  We sit on 
the back row of the main floor and settle into the plush, red velvet 
seats trimmed in dark wood.  Heavy burgundy colored drapes 
with gold fringe and tassels cover the screen.  The lights dim and 
the heavy curtains rise.  
 Credits come on the screen.  I’m so excited to see Elvis, 
but I worry about what Elly’s reaction will be to his singing.  
Because my grandparents don’t have a television set at home, 
she has never seen or heard his music.  They only listen to their 
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music of the 20s, 30s, and 40s on their radio.  The movie begins 
with a News Around the World segment followed by a couple 
of cartoons.  Suddenly, Elvis appears on the screen and the girls 
in the audience sigh.  He takes my breath away because he is so 
handsome.  The movie is about Pacer Burton (played by Elvis), 
the son of a Kiowa mother and a Texas rancher father, and his 
half-brother, Clint, who is white.  There is friction between the 
Kiowa and the white settlers.  Both parents are killed when the 
Kiowa begin raiding the homesteads.  There is friction between 
the brothers as Clint sides with the settlers and Pacer finds 
himself stuck between two worlds, but sides with the Kiowa.  
 This movie is considered one of the best, if not the best 
film Elvis acted in.  Elvis only sings two songs in this movie 
which surprises me as he usually sings about eight or more songs 
in his other movies.  The songs are Flaming Star and A Cane and 
A High-Starched Collar.  I hope Elly likes the songs because his 
music is such a radical change from what she and Farfar and my 
parents listen to on the radio.  I’m so glad Elvis didn’t have the 
‘hip’ action going on when he sang, even though I like it.  I know  
Elly wouldn’t like the “gyrating,” as Dad calls it.
 When the movie is over, we walk in silence to the exit.  
What is Elly going to say?  Did she like the movie or would she 
say, “Nay, nay?”
 We step outside into the heat.  While waiting for the bus, 
Elly surprises me by saying, “That was a good movie.  I liked it.” 
 I ask her, “What did you think about the songs?”  
 She replies, “The songs were okay.”
 Boy, am I surprised!   
 We get on the bus and find seats by the open windows.  
All I feel is the heat!  Perspiration rolls down the middle of my 
back and down my face.  As we pull away from the theatre, I 
feel there is still hope that my parents’ and my grandparents’ 
generations will see some good in rock and roll music.
 We ride back to the bus stop near Elly’s street sitting in 
silence.  We get off the bus and she asks me, “Would you like an 
ice cream cone?”  
 I sure need one so I tell her, “Yes, I would like one.”  
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 She buys our cones, which costs 5 cents each, at the Frost 
Top by the bus stop, and we walk up her street toward her home.  
Elly doesn’t walk fast like I do, so I slow down so she doesn’t feel 
like she has to hurry.  It’s 4:30 p.m. and hotter now.  We lick the 
vanilla ice cream as fast as we can so it doesn’t melt all over us.  
As we walk, I wonder if she’ll like more songs from my generation 
as time goes by.  
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About Me
by Kae Kae Kai

I have to take the time to ask a question of my heart and as I ask the 
question I know the answer. Many people especially it seems younger 
people have adopted this philosophy of you are a perfect you. Or the 
you are perfect the way you are. 
 My stepson called about a family issue to comfort me and 
stroke me because he sensed I was beating myself up over recent 
events in my life. He expressed all the good that he had witnessed 
lived and learned in my presence. I agree with much of what he had to 
say. I did however express that there was room for improvement and I 
recognized a character flaw or two that I passed on to my children and 
I need to do the soul work to fix them. 
 The exploration of ones depths to find and repair a flaw is not 
the same thing as a pity party or a self-defeating ego trip. It is having 
the courage to find the truth in your heart recognizing that truth 
and working on converting the truth into positive change within. 
The attitude and purpose set the loving tone taking the negative and 
finding the source then loving it and thanking it. 
 I have been battling my ego with love and trying to win a 
war in which I may be wrong. I have been reading and researching 
learning from the masters. Dr. Martin Luther King Jr. has opened my 
eyes in a new way asking me to find my truth. His thoughts on ego 
and soul were that we needed to find balance. A different approach 
may be required and in my heart the thought has weight. Ego free 
would mean that you in some ways may be a sitting duck, or would it?
 I would like to thank you for your allowing me to share my 
thoughts and feelings with you. I hope some at least got a smile and 
perhaps a challenge question. Are you a perfect you? I believe that 
sugar coating is harmful to both our soul and ego. The truth is far 
more rewarding and educational providing knowledge leading to 
wisdom. I for one know that I appreciate the opportunity to learn and 
make change positive. Work on the problem and fix it rather than 
sweep it under the rug till the rug is as tall as you.  
 Thank you, I hope we can all share a smile share some love 
and make our world a better place for all that share it. Please be the 
change positive! 
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 I’m Kae Kae. I lived in Myanmar for my first 16 years. I went to 
school through the sixth grade. The languages I speak are Poha, 
Karen, Poekaren, and Burmese. School was not free in Myanmar, and 
my family needed me to work. I moved to a refugee camp in Thailand 
in 1989. I met my husband and married him in 1990 while living in 
the camp. Although there were schools in the camp, as a mother I had 
to stay home with our children. In 2007, I came to the United States to 
live in Utah. I like this country!
 At the time I came to Utah, I didn’t know English. I took Eng-
lish as a Second Language classes at Salt Lake Community College. I 
passed the level two class but wasn’t able to pass the level three class.
 I’m now going to the Literacy Action Center where they teach 
reading, writing, and math. I like to learn reading because I want to 
speak with friends, find a better paying job, and help friends who try 
to learn English as much as I do. Writing will also help me in the ways 
that reading will. Right now I look at the newspaper, but I don’t know 
all the words. I have four daughters, and they help me with words I 
don’t understand.
 Once I have completed the programs available at the Literacy 
Action Center, I want to take classes to help me pass the General 
Education Development (GED) test. I want to help people who don’t 
know English. I want to work in an office. I also want a college degree. 
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group. 

Joe Bradshaw - just me. 
 
Dr. Victoria Burgess - holds a BA in Political Science, a MA 
in Psychology and a PHD from Northwestern University in 
Psychology.  She is the mother of five highly functioning children, 
an author of nine books and a veteran of Desert Storm. 

Fran Crookston - I have mentored the first and third Thursday 
evening writing group at the Literacy Action Center since 
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Mona Delevan - enjoys writing in different genres.  She attends 
the Silver Pen group.
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Elizabeth Ernstsen-I live in a nice apartment with my friend, 
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Angelo Gaines - is from Milwaukee WI.  I have three sisters and 
a couple of nieces and nephews.  I have a vision to change the 
world through becoming a preacher.  God bless America.

Mary Garrity-I write when I bump into life.  My poems bounce 
around me -sometimes one of them is pleasant to someone else - 
or not, whatever.
 
Carl B. Gray Jr. - participates in the Word Workers at St. Mark's 
Tower. 
 
Patricia Ann Haak - My cup is full and runneth over brimming 
with stories the Word Workers bring forth on my tongue.  
 
Sokla-Hay - I'm from Cambodia.  I'm 33 years old. I have lived in 
the United States for six years. 

Judith Ann Johnson - I am a first time writer. I want to write 
my personal history and family history for my children and 
grandchildren. 

Trenton McKay Judson - is a fiction writer, essayist, playwright 
and poet. 
 
Peggy Kadir - A painter and illustrator, Peggy also finds pleasure 
in writing. 
 
Kae Kae Kai - I'm married with four children.  I like to work.  I 
want to work as a translator and help people.  I want a better job 
and a GED Diploma. 

Nai Mout Kha - is a writer in the Refugee Services at Asian 
Asosciation group
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Ked Kirkham - I am a Utah native though only for about half 
my life to this point.  Encouraged to try poetry in Jr. High school 
I have tried to express myself in this medium ever since.  I enjoy 
reading and so have been introduced to a wide range of genre and 
styles. I regularly attend the Gay Writes group.  
 
Two Lenz - is a published, award winning author and scholar. 
Julie Liljenquist - I am a twin.  I love writing.  I'm looking 
forward to finishing my next piece.  I want to become a well-
known author. 

Joseph Lindberg - I work with Palinca.  It is very fun.  I love 
philosophy, literature and languages.  I love spending time with 
my family and finding new insights.

Diane Lockard - I am the comentor for the Silver Pen writing 
group; it has been exciting to see the increase in members. 

Ramona Maassen - came back from the dead just to write! 
 
Stevan E. Manchego - Retired combat veteran volunteering 
at the V.A. in mental health with the recreation therapy 
department. 
 
Betsy Maxwell - I am a very creative person and love helping 
others.  I love making new friends.  I love learning new things.  I 
like getting help. 

Jenny McCoy - Born and raised in So. Calif, mother of 5 
girls, started drawing at 5 years old. Loved to write children’s 
stories. 
 
Ileen Miller - I am a wife, mother, grandmother, and soon to be 
a great grandmother.  I am also a student, volunteer, and tutor at 
the Literacy Action Center. 
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Mohammad Mirrafi - I am from Iran.  I am 67 years old. I have 
lived in the U.S. for about 3 years in Iran my job was a Carpenter, 
I am married, I have 3 children. 

Awes Muhina-I am a father of six children.  I am taking care of 
my family.  I like reading and writing.  I’m working now so my 
life is good.  

Sherrie Nielsen - Making people happy makes me happy.  I am 
happy to be alive in the world today. 

William J. Pappas - Master Sergeant 

Tina May Pointdexter - The Salt Lake Community College and 
Literacy Action writing group helps me with my story of my life.  
I like how everyone helps me with my story. 

Steve Proskauer - Steve’s having fun writing visionary novels. 
He’s a lifelong story-teller who won the 2011 Ultra Iron Pen 
Competition and has published two non-fiction books about his 
forty years as an integrative psychiatrist. 
 
Melissa Rasmussen - Melissa hails from the MRC writing group. 
She has been volunteering at the SLCC CWC since 2007.  
 
Jeromy Robison - I have a bachelor's degree in Psychology.  I 
spent years mentoring youth in 4-H.  Writing is my passion as 
well as composing music. 
 
Paul Rosser - I like football , basketball, NASCAR and fishing.  
I also like to watch TV and movies, go out with my friends and 
ride my bicycle. 
 
Bonnie Runyon - I love to read books, magazines, and love 
stories.  I like to spend time with my family and friends, 
especially playing football, swimming , and watching American 
Idol.
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Putthima Slaughter - I'm from Thailand.  I like this city because 
there is comfort, clean and polite people.  I hope to find a good 
job.

Debbie Stroppel - My inspiration for writing comes completely 
from being surrounded by a natural environment.  With 
immersion in nature true vision is created.  

Winifred M. Walker - I started writing poetry when I was 16 
and to date have written more than 100 many of them about my 
divorce and the pain of giving up custody of my children. 
 
Audrey Weigel - Raised in NY and California.  Hippie, RN, nine 
children, four marriages, seeker of awareness, attended healing 
schools, bred dogs, painter, writer, traveler, family participant, 
adventurer. 

Doug Woodall - Mentors the Gay Writes Writing Group 
and has a Master's of Professional Communication from 
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