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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 and changed, but the mission remains the same.

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



The Salt Lake City Main Library Group

The Community Writing Center Group

The Environmental Writing Group
(at the Main Library)

The GLBTQ Group

The King’s English Group

The Literacy Action Center Groups

The Sam Weller’s Group
(now meeting at the Main Library)

The St. Mark’s Tower Group

The Veterans’ Affairs Group

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

sine cera:
What I Think People Think About
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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

This year a star 40 times bigger than our sun appeared in the 
night sky. Billions of years ago, the star exploded in a gamma 
ray burst powerful enough to vaporize any planet nearby. 
Only now is its light reaching us—the most distant object 
visible to the naked eye. And, as our eyes are able to see across 
the universe, creations built by our hands stretch across the 
solar system: the MESSENGER space probe reached Mercury, 
the Phoenix spacecraft landed on Mars, and the first privately 
developed space vehicle went into Earth orbit.

Over the past year we’ve heard messages of hope and 
change, and we’ve experienced building feelings of dread 
and frustration. The unknown effects of the Large Hadron 
Collider created a sense of unease, but tests ultimately 
failed to work. Benazir Bhutto was assassinated in Pakistan. 
Hurricanes Gustav, Hanna and Ike threatened coastlines, and 
a series of tornadoes struck the Southern United States as 
primary elections began. The wars in Iraq and Afghanistan 
continue. And the U.S. has plunged into recession, beginning 
a world economic crisis where Americans worry about stock 
and gas prices, while cost and unavailability of food are 
triggering riots and unrest in many third world nations.



Even so, we are unwilling to accept the dark clouds 
hovering over us—and we shouldn’t. The world’s largest high-
energy particle accelerator is being repaired and promises to 
answer questions about the birth of our universe. The first 
operations using bionic eyes took place in London. The Kivu 
war ended in the Congo. Bhutan held its first ever general 
elections. Bill Gates left his day-to-day position at Microsoft 
to focus on philanthropic efforts. We’ve seen and participated 
in protests for equal rights, marching through the streets of 
Salt Lake City. And we’ve elected the first African-American 
President of the United States, based on his economic 
platform, and his promise to refocus our efforts in Iraq 
and Afghanistan. We’re living in a paradoxical world—one 
frustrated by the past and present, but tenaciously hopeful for 
the future.

This edition of sine cera is marked by that paradox. 
The DiverseCity Writing Series anthology has always been 
a collection of writing from people living in the Salt Lake 
community, but now these people are speaking their minds 
in an attempt to change their world. Frustrations are being 
aired, sometimes with angry words and strong language. 
And dreams are beginning to surface through the clouds of 
memory and imagination. A dialogue has started, with no 
end in sight.

Included are stories of reflection and regret, fear and 
hostility, aliens and the alienated, desire and disenchantment. 
You’ll find tales of heartache, manipulation and loneliness, 
but you’ll also find fond memories, achievements and magic. 
I invite you to join this community, and welcome you to share 
the thoughts in this collection:

sine cera: What I Think People Think About.
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What I Think People Think About

by Paul Kartchner

What goes through their minds? What are they thinking about? 
You can only imagine and wonder what goes through their minds. 
In my opinion, I think when kids get into trouble with their 
parents, they get mad and think to themselves that their parents are 
mean. When they are playing with their friends, I think they are 
thinking about having lots of fun.

Now with grown ups, I think they think about how their day is 
going to go when they get to work. Throughout the day, I think they 
are also thinking about their kids and how they’re doing at school. 
Also, they’re thinking if their wives are having a good day at work, 
and wondering if their wives are thinking about them, too.

So that is my opinion on what I think people think about.
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A Time In History

by Joyce Lutrell

If you are very still you can hear
The thunder of the past,
That for so long has been silenced
By the last shot fired.
A time in history that never again will be 
A time when people were free
To hunt, roam, move over the land
That belonged to them
A time when each tribe was a nation
Unto itself.
They had a tribal government
which ruled over each tribe.
They lived by a law that was good for them.
Each young man had to prove himself a man,
And not considered a man
Until he performed a performance of excellence.
If you are very still,
You can hear the sound of their love,
Of the lamenting for their dead,
The sound of their warring.
The sound of a newborn child.
The cry in the wilderness.
If you are very still,
You can hear the thunder of the buffalo.
From Ociola, Vitorio Mangus to Geronimo.
Sitting Bull, and White Buffalo.
Names that sound strange to the white man
But names that are burned in the pages of History.
The white man has no conscience I am sure
No remorse for the slaughter that has been done
For taking land that did not belong to him,
For degrading beautiful people.
A people that were planted on Reservations.
Land that was given to them by the so called 
Generosity of the White Government.
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Land that white eyes had no use for.
Land of rocks and boulders.
Land the white man couldn’t use.
Shame on the white man for his disregard,
For his selfish greed, For anything he could not cope with
For his love of self alone.
For not having compassion for a brother.
Listen, do you hear what I hear?
I hear the wailing of a woman crying,
Crying for a dead husband and worriers.
I hear the prayer of medicine man
I hear the thunder of the buffalo.
The laughter of the children at play.
Listen, I hear the silence of the hunter.
The love of a people with dignity, and deep seeded roots.
I feel the shame that God Almighty feels in His heart.
I feel the loss of something good.
A lost culture the white man could have learned much from,
How to love the land, the wind and the rain.
Everything had a meaning to the Indian,
From the drawings on his teepee and Wikkiup
To the names given their newborn child,
Running Deer, Shinning Star and yes even Clay Pot.
Do you ever look at the mountains or the meadows
Letting your mind ponder over the way it was
Here on this land when it was young,
And in your mind see the painted pony running free.
To see an Indian village, fired lit for warmth,
For cooking, and watch the smoke swirl in the air.
See a young red skinned buck
With shining black hair, riding the wind.
I see the land as if I were one with mother nature herself.
I see a papoose on the back of a squaw,
Little head bobbing in sleep,
I feel a sharp tug at my heart,
And my soul cries from what was and never shall be again.
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Ancestral Rock

by Chanel Earl

Xochitl traveled light. She carried a backpack filled with water and 
a jar of peanut butter. She tied her sandals to her pack and pulled 
her black hair into a pony tail behind her. The sun warmed her dark 
skin. Her pace was quick.

Xochitl always hiked alone. That way she could move her dusty 
feet through the sand and dance the samba as she traversed the 
narrow canyon, without receiving any sideways glances. She could 
eat peanut butter right out of the jar. She could sing as loudly as she 

wanted to.
Xochitl always sang when she 
hiked. She harmonized with her 

own echo and listened to her 
tune bounce of the red walls 

that surrounded her. She 
screeched and screamed, 
and sometimes filled the 
air with only the sounds of 
her feet as they slid through 

the sand, tapped the hot 
slickrock or splashed in the 

small stream weaving its way 
through the canyon.

Today as she listened to her voice 
return, she thought she heard another echo, a call from the end of 
the canyon, like a man singing with her.

Xochitl continued to hike. She didn’t stop with the sun, and 
as the moon rose she felt her way through the blackest canyon 
shadows, hugging the rough cliffside. She then moved to the 
ground and crawled to the edge of the wash on all fours, gathering 
sticks and branches for her firewood.

The alcove made a comfortable campsite. Xochitl’s fire glowed 
as she feasted on peanut butter and solitude. The red canyon walls 
reflected the dancing fire and moonlight.

Then Xochitl heard a sound, a soft chipping and scratching. 
She followed the noise with her eyes until she saw its source: a 

...she thought she 
heard another echo, 
a call from the end 

of the canyon...
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petroglyph which began to appear before her. The dark round spiral 
was being carved into the rock face without hands. It expanded, 
snaking around its center. Xochitl placed her hand on the rock face 
and felt the shape take form.

She broke herself away from the canyon wall. Hola, she yelled 
through the canyon, ¿Quién eres?

Her voice returned, but as it reached her she could hear 
another. An ancient and foreign greeting reverberated through the 
canyon.

Xochitl did not understand the voice, but she yelled again. She 
sang again, and as she sang the two voices combined. They called 
out to each other through the ages.

Xochitl dug her fingernail into the sandstone canvas and began 
to scratch out an image of herself. She picked up a rock and chipped 
away at the soft sandstone. As her portrait took shape, the dark red 
spiral stopped its circular progression. A new figure emerged: the 
figure of a hunter next to that of Xochitl.

She continued to carve figures into the cliff face. Each new 
image was answered with another from the past. His sun sat next 
to her moon. His sandal, her bare foot, his arrow, her backpack, the 
outline of two pairs of hands. The cliffside was a museum of red 
and orange, illuminated by firelight.

As the sun began to rise, Xochitl tired. And when, after she 
completed her final figure, she called out adios, her echo returned 
alone.
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Our Troubled Evolution

by John Hicks

I guess some experience the supernatural as something pleasing 
and ordered with Enlightenment or Jesus at the center. In 
non-conclusive ways perhaps I have experienced it that way. 
Conclusively I’ve experienced clairvoyance in a negative way twice. 
I am only reporting these two incidences which I cannot codify as 
religious. 

Once a neighbor two doors down was yelling vulgarities out 
the window. Without saying a word I had this silent thought about 

him, What a satanic wretch. Then I 
immediately heard him yell, “He 

thinks I’m a satanic wretch.” 
A year and a half later 

in a more peaceful setting I 
was sitting on my patio in 
a large apartment complex 
and neighbors were saying 
things that nearly brought 

a conviction in clairvoyance 
but nothing was conclusive, 

not until I thought that I 
should show my friends that 

I’m not undisciplined by learning to 
play the oboe well. I mused that this would be a sort of vengeance 
for them ever doubting me. Then a woman across the complex 
said, “His idea of vengeance is through becoming a virtuoso oboe 
player.”

These were the only experiences that stand out in a fog of 
thousands of strange occurrences. I know at least these two 
incidences happened and that they weren’t delusional. I draw no 
belief system from these facts but report them for whatever they are 
worth. I may be daft but I’m not deaf. 

...in a fog of 
thousands of

strange
occurrences.
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Communicating with an Alien

by John Boles

Early one morning last December, wrapped up against the weather, 
I hiked down the trail from the cliffs overlooking the ocean by 
Gleneden Beach. I took a deep breath taking in the salty air. When 
I got down on the beach and headed north, there it was, right in 
front of me. A creature. It was like a surrealistic painting and was 
half inside a hollowed gnarly wooden stump. Its head had a risen-
from-the-dead look. A pulsating orange, red and white material or 
skin covered the rest of it. Don Ed Hardy’s “Teachers Pet” sprang 
to mind. Suffice it to say the creature wasn’t of this world. I stood 
facing it for a bit. The only sounds were the whistle of the wind 
around my jacket and the rain splattering on my hood.

I grimaced a little, waved my hand, and said, “Hi.” Ocean water 
rolled up and down the beach off to my left like the ticking of a 
clock. I looked around and slowly picked up a piece of driftwood. 
I paused, drew a line in the sand, then two more, three and finally 
four (like this: | || ||| ||||). I laid the driftwood down and backed up. 
The alien enveloped the driftwood and scratched five lines, then 
six, seven and eight. Just as I had done, the creature laid the wood 
down and moved back. I said with my best friendly smile, “That’s 
progress.”

I looked behind the creature into the gray stormy sky of the 
morning: just sea, sand and driftwood going north without end. I 
squinted for a moment or two and came up with my next move. I 
smoothed out the sand and made two lines, then three, five, seven 
and eleven before putting the wood down and backing up. The 
creature came forward, erased my lines and moved away. I said, 
“Hey, wait a minute, don’t you understand?” It kept going away 
up the beach, getting smaller and smaller in the distance until it 
disappeared in the mist.

The water was beginning to lap at my feet as I turned and 
started walking down the beach. To say the least, it was unreal, that 
feeling I had.



si
ne

 c
er

a:
 W

ha
t I

 T
hi

nk
Pe

op
le

 T
hi

nk
 A

bo
ut

 
24

Looking Forward

by John Boles

It’s silliness to celebrate traveling around the sun one more time. I 
relish each occasion in spite of knowing I have nothing to do with 
it, not in the beginning nor even now, I suspect. Luck or destiny is 
keeping me on the ride, seventy times so far.

Retired and trying not to think about the economy, at least not 
every day. I like to think that I am wiser than the young ones, who 
seem to be almost everyone these days. Thank goodness.

Sunrises and sunsets are more beautiful and the autumns are 
more gorgeous than they ever were. How could’ve I ignored them? 
I look forward to the breath of Ullr. Dainty folks are ducking south 
for everlasting warmth.

Time moves at a pace never experienced. Tomorrow is seconds 
away. I spend it all the same. I never can save some for a rainy day.

In the end, my grandpa struggles for every breath. He works 
with coal and refrigerant. Dad too. For me they are the salt of the 
earth. My son and his sons are my joy.

This autumn, I hike high ridges where time meets beauty in a 
union that lasts forever. Soon the snow flies to greet me.
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The Ticking of Time

by Deborah Young

The clock ticks. Time passes quickly. Each day goes fast. The clock 
does not stop ticking. Days go by. I do things. I get things done. 
While I get things done, not all things are done. Many things are 
still not done.

I hunt. I hunt for time. I hunt for time to work. I hunt for time 
to spend at home. I hunt for time to spend with my family. I hunt 
for time to do other things. I hunt for time to do the things I need 
to do. I hunt for time to do the things I want to do. I hunt for time 
to do things that don’t need to be done.

Do I have time? Do I have time to work? Do I have time to do 
things? Will the ticking stop? Will the days stop? 

The clock ticks. The ticking clock says, “Do not stop.” The 
ticking clock says, “Go. Go. Go.” Life goes quickly. I like quick days. 
I like my work. I like the things I do. I like life. I am happy.

I hunt. I hunt for the ticking clock. If the clock does not stop 
ticking, I cannot stop. Something is driving me. I work. I work by 
doing something. I keep doing something. Doing something drives 
me. Seeing things done drives me, too. 

Can I do it? Can I go, go, go? If I drop something, will time 
stop? I hunt for another path. I hunt for time. Will I get time? Will I 
find time?

The clock ticks. The clock’s tempo is even and steady. Tick, 
tock. Tick, tock. Tick, tock. Yet, the speed has increased. Things are 
going faster. Not just time, but many other things are going by too 
quickly. I miss deadlines. I miss home. I miss family.

I hunt. I hunt for calm. I hunt for solace. I hunt for things that 
tell me that I am keeping up, keeping all the things going. I hunt for 
signs that all is well. I hunt for time out. 

Have my lists grown? Have I slowed? How am I going to find 
more time? Can I slow time? Can I take back time for me? Will 
time run out for me before I’m done?
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My Fishing Trip

by Albert E. Smith

I like to go fishing. One day I went to Decker Lake in West Valley 
City. I hooked two catfish, one trout, and one fish with very sharp 
teeth. 

I took the fish with sharp teeth to the bait shop. The bait shop 
owner, an older gentleman who had fished in the Amazon, told me 
that it was an Amazon Piranha. He was very shocked because it was 
a warm water fish that more than likely shouldn’t survive in Utah’s 
cold water. I couldn’t believe it either, so my wife took pictures of 
me with the fish in front of the bait shop to capture the piranha’s 
nine-inch flat gold-striped body and reddish-orange gills. 

I took the fish to the Fox 13 TV station. They put me and my 
fish on the 5 o’clock news and made it look like a movie.

It was a good catch. That piranha gave me five minutes of fame. 
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The “X”

by Hal Davis

The basement lab was dreary and dank compared to the almost 
pure white exterior of the Jones Physical Science building on 
the campus of BMEU. Bowman Xavier University affectionately 
nicknamed the “X” by the students there. Most of the buildings 
were made of brick with large expanses of white plaster or light 
shades of granite and marble. The campus shone in the sun, as 
it was situated on the foothills high above the valley below. The 
buildings could be seen for miles on a sunny spring day, standing 
out against the new verdant foliage of the mountains behind.

Because of the spectacle provided 
by the rest of the campus Dr. 
Frank Noonan Young always 
noticed the stark contrast 
provided by his dingy labs. 
They were cloistered in the 
basement for secrecy. The 
projects Dr. Young worked 
on required absolute 
silence be maintained. 
He and his superiors both 
knew the outside world would 
never sanction or understand the 
research he conducted. Heck, most of 
the “regular” students on campus probably wouldn’t approve either. 
But Frank N. Young knew the cosmic importance his work held. 
The successful outcome of his experiments would be the salvation 
of the world. It would mean eternal peace for all mankind.

Upon entering the lab he greeted Iosepha, his Samoan grad 
student, and they got down to work.

The location of the campus was perfect for their purposes. Isolated 
out in the western mountains, the campus was secluded enough to 
avoid scrutiny by those so-called scientists of the snooty East Coast 
colleges. Here he was free to do as he needed. Even the local culture 
here was such that the townspeople dared never question any activity 
on campus. They were told, and believed, that everything done there 
was for the better good, no matter what they heard.

It would mean 
eternal peace for 

all mankind.
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These factors coupled with the frequent severe thunderstorms 
provided the ideal setting for their work. The power generated by 
the storms was absolutely necessary until the new power projects 
were completed in the valleys to the southwest. The locals had been 
told the plants were being built to provide power to the growing 
population and light industry. But Young knew that 98% of that 
power was for his purposes and his alone. The public would never see 
but a sliver of the power produced.

Young knew from the local weather reports that there was 
a strong possibility of thunderstorms that evening, so they must 
prepare quickly. He and Iosepha worked to prepare the lifeless body 
on the gurney. They had a large number of artificial brains prepared 
for this task. The brains were not as fragile as those provided humans 
by nature and could be programmed to suit the needs of their 

creators. Language, philosophy and 
temperament could be determined 

at will.
This body of a formerly 

healthy football player was 
but the next attempt to 
remove the element of 
chance from re-creation. 
The large sports program 

and the grueling workouts 
given the athletes by coaches 

kept Young and Iosepha well 
supplied with subjects. Re-

animation, the dream of science 
for hundreds of years was fast becoming a 

reality. 
Young and his assistant worked quickly and surely making the 

attachments from the new artificial brain to the nerves and blood 
vessels of the inert form. They completed the tasks and turned to 
prepare the electrodes and wait.

“Are we ready now, sir?” said Iosepha with an almost child like 
glee?

“Yes we are, Iosepha. The storm will soon be here and I believe 
this time we will succeed.”

“Oh, Good, Sir,” chimed Iosepha.
“I must go check the rods.” Young said and started the long climb 

up the basement stairs and the four floors to the roof. He arrived a 

They had a large 
number of artificial 
brains prepared 

for the task.
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little winded but in good time at the top of the building. He checked 
and double checked the lightning rods there, and satisfied all was in 
place he looked at the sky surrounding him. Through the deepening 
gloom he could see the sun dipping low on the horizon, beneath the 
growing thunderheads on the lake below. The time was almost here.

Young hurried back to his lab and together he and Iosepha 
prepared for the first strike of electricity. They checked the electrodes 
again, just as the first strike of the storm started to charge the giant 
capacitors. They watched as the needles on the gauges became alive 
and then climbed to indicate the growing charge in the capacitor 
banks. Strike after strike of lightning brought them to maximum 
charge just at the height of the storm. Young threw the bank of 
switches on the wall.

The electricity flashed brightly as the connections were made. 
Young saw the body twitch and begin to stir. Young laughed and 
cried at the same time then rushed to check on his work. Iosepha 
opened the switch bank and joined his mentor by the gurney. Young 
listened with his stethoscope for the heartbeat he knew was there.

“Bump… th-bump” the reanimated heart started slowly and 
continued to grow stronger and faster. “Th-bump, th-bump, th-
bump,” The sound then the strength increased and Young knew he 
had achieved his success. His superiors would laud him with praise 
and adulation. He had done it!

He had reanimated dead tissue with an implanted programmable 
brain. The next few weeks were spent in programming the new man. 
Young named him Adam after the first Biblical man. Adam soon 
learned to walk and talk. They even programmed him to speak an 
obscure Mongolian dialect and he became wildly proficient. The 
project was an overwhelming success. They had him questioned by 
the greatest minds of faith and religion at the “X” and not once did he 
answer incorrectly and even better he never ventured an opinion or 
thought not his own. The superiors were well pleased.

Three months later the massive power project came on line and 
the wires hummed from the obscure valley to the “X” campus. Young 
and his new crop of grad students had all they could handle. They 
reanimated bodies by the hundreds and in another month the first 
500 were ready for the world. Outwardly they looked and acted like 
“normal” humans, but beneath they were all the same right down to 
the way they thought. They were perfect soldiers.

Young beamed as he opened the doors of the new labs they 
called RTC, secretly the Reanimation Training Center. The 500 had 
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been programmed to perfection in a score of different languages 
but only one philosophy. Young watched as they marched out, 
plane tickets in hand. Each dressed like the others in a dark blue 
suit, white button down shirt, muted tie and sturdy dress shoes and 
a black nametag. Each pulling an identical suitcase on wheels to the 
yellow buses borrowed from the local school districts.

Young saw the mountain sun glint off the black plastic 
nametags. He beamed, but to an outsider there was something eerie 
and strange to this scene.

Each individual in this army had a different last name, but each 
had the same first name emblazoned on their plastic tags.

“ELDER”
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Salt Lake City Blues

by Gregor Gable

Having a blue card in a Sea of Red
Remembering when Red, was,
Commies, Nikita Khrushchev pounding a shoe
peasants, tractor factories, state run government
KGB, fear and dissent was not vogue
Today it’s a Red state, controlled by the Mormons
A Larger Cult than I’ve ever seen, 

history ancestor’s records and more
Brain wash, The cycle is stuck on High
Holding a blue card in a Sea of Red
How’s vote gonna matter, when the machine’s reprogrammed
But fight to and, Die if I must
I’m American, this I can trust 
self expression is all I got
with a Blue card in a Sea of Red
Scare me, terrorize me, my own police,
Why go to the old of Russia, when here that it stays
I carrying my Blue card, waiting to be disfranchised, 

but I will not leave
I got the Salt Lake City Blue’s in sea of Red
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Acceptance

by Winnie Mae Walker

Acceptance of people with differing views
is a goal we should strive for,
without a doubt.
But too often some people become quite confused
by the various leaders 
who stand up and shout

“The way to the Lord is quite narrow and straight,
so unless you conform to the laws
as they stand,
you will not be allowed to enter the gate,
nor sing in the choir
or play in the band!”

Some people conform, while others rebel.
Still others use reason
to decide what is true.
For it makes no real sense
to be threatened with Hell
for simply believing in what’s right for YOU!

So let’s all fight for justice, compassion and love
by helping to free those
in narrow-minded prisons.
And perhaps when we go to our mansions above,
we will see things more clearly,
with insight and wisdom.
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Natalie

by Dave Bastian

Natalie lay awake, staring at the ceiling while Collins slept beside her. 
He breathed in and out, snoring in soft exhalations that, for the first 
few days, Natalie had found cute. Every once in a while, he mumbled 
something in his sleep, maybe about his ex-girlfriend, maybe about 
his fucking guitar. Natalie had no idea.

One week ago, Collins was a fantasy, a dream when she was bored 
or lonely. She dreamt of Collins wrapping his arms around her, kissing 
every inch of her body. Sometimes, she was convinced that this dream 
would soon be a reality, that Collins would leave the shambles of a 
relationship that had run its course, and return to her arms.

Other times she resented that even after a few nights together, 
even after a frantic night of drunken sex and then a few weeks of 
sneaking off to her place, he still stayed with a woman he no longer 
loved. She imagined Collins in Fiona’s arms, kissing her body and 
stroking her hair. At those times her thoughts turned to anger, then to 
hurt, then back to anger again. 

Collins remained a dream until he wasn’t. On a snowy night, 
while the white piled up outside her window and buried her little VW 
diesel, Collins knocked on her door. Fiona had kicked him out of 
their place, the place that he helped pay for—his home—so he came 
to hers. Her smile was wide and they showered each other with kisses, 
stripping off clothing in a manic dance, then jumping into her bed 
where they remained for a whole day. It was magic, it was wonderful, 
it was bliss.

And then reality rushed back in.
There was work to be done, there was sleep that needed to be had, 

there were friends to see and places to visit.
Natalie had lived alone for a few years, and then all at once a hairy 

ski patroller was sharing her bed, her closet space, her bathroom sink 
in the morning. Collins had only brought a few things with him, some 
shoes, some shirts and pants, and his guitar in a beat up tweed case. 
Still, those items lay in the corner in a disheveled pile that Natalie 
began to refer to as “Mount Collins.” 

Natalie rolled onto her back and looked up at the water stain 
on the ceiling. She tried to see an image in the brown mark on the 
stark white, as if it were some Rorschach test that could explain her 
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feelings to her but all she saw was a water stain. She had fixed the 
roof herself, buying the tools from a hardware store in the Springs 
and climbing onto the roof with the ladder her absentee landlord 
kept in the shed. This was something Natalie was proud of, that she 
had been able to tackle a problem herself without any help from her 
ex-husband. 

The day she fixed the roof she had climbed down, looked up at 
what she had done, and felt a level of pride that was unmatched in 
her life. Not her marriage, not getting her Master’s, not leaving her 
husband, none of those things matched fixing that fucking roof, she 
thought, as she lay in bed and looked at the last sign that there had 
ever been a leak. She had left the stain as a testament to her new 
skill, a skill she wondered if Collins would even appreciate or need.

Collins rolled over and placed his arms around her, pulling 
her into his embrace without even waking, his arms surrounding 
her in a tight grip. Had she pried him from Fiona’s arms? Was she 
responsible for him getting kicked out of his place? Of course she 
was, she thought. She had trekked across the snow and knocked on 
his door that night, she had kissed him while he played his guitar, 
she had pulled bottle after bottle from the fridge, getting them both 
good and drunk. But he had pulled her into bed, he had kept her 
there all night while they fucked in a mad and wonderful frenzy as 
if it were their last day on the planet and they were going out with a 
bang.

There was no one to blame for why Collins now laid beside her, 
his crap in a small pile on her floor, his arms trapping her in bed 
while she couldn’t sleep. And did she even mean blame? Wasn’t she 
happy that Collins was beside her? Wasn’t she happy that the man 
she had dreamed about, the first man she had been with since her 
husband, was hers? Hers to kiss, hers to hug, hers to hurt.

Actually, Natalie thought, the water stain did have a shape to 
it, it looked like Maine. Maybe she should move to Maine, maybe 
a small town on the coast where she could wrap herself in bad 
weather, marry a fisherman and worry about him when the storms 
blew in. She wondered if she would worry about Collins when the 
avalanche danger was high and he was out throwing bombs and 
avoiding the massive walls of ice that could snap trees like they 
were twigs.

Collins began to mumble again and Natalie gently lifted his 
arm from her and placed it at his side. In the morning they would 
have to talk. Natalie wondered what she would say.
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Ride, Ride, Ride

by Elvin Gage

When I was a young man falling in love, I didn’t know what I was 
doing. I knew all the girls, but I didn’t care. I just went to work.

Eventually, I met a girl, fell in love, and got married. We were 
married for five years before she died. We had two children. My 
daughter was three and my son was ten days old when she died. 
My heart was broken, I never wanted to love again, but I moved on 
because I had two children to raise.

I was still working and riding in the rodeo to pay my bills. I 
finally met a woman in the rodeo. She was 
a trick rider, someone who did 
stunts on horses, like ride at 
full gallop while she’d slide to 
the right under the horse’s 
belly then slide back on to 
the saddle or jump over a 
Cadillac while straddling 
two horses. We had a lot of 
good times together.

When she decided to 
end our relationship, I went 
to the bar where she worked. 
I walked in the bar and she was 
singing, and when she saw me she 
stopped. She told her band to play another song and that song said, 
“If you don’t want me, baby, if you’re not satisfied, all you have to 
do is get on your horse and ride, ride, ride.” So I turned around and 
left.

After I found out that life was not sugar and spice and 
everything nice (I’m talking about the girls), I started to chase 
girlies again.

She was a trick 
rider, someone 

who did stunts on 
horses...
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Dream Girls

by Richard G. Scharine

I dream about Lynne in the early morning hours of New Year’s 
Day. She looks something like she did a year ago, and something 
like she did when we were first married—a sort of Tralfamadorian 
construct. For the first time in a dream, I know she is dead. She 
wants reassurance: “I want to be young,” she says. “Do you think I’m 
young?” I go to her, but she doesn’t disappear as she has before. I lay 
my head in her lap, and when I awake, I am crying.
 

* * *

Lynne and I are walking from our apartment to the University where 
we were students. It is a one of those hazy Midwestern days which 
manage to both hot and oppressively humid. I can feel sweat gathering 
in my armpits and at my waistband. She walks silently beside me. 
We’re lost and what was a grassy field between us and the campus 
has become one of those faceless small town American main streets, 
dotted with closed businesses, faux counter-culture shops, and empty 
lots where grass fights its way through cement. We walk for what 
seems like hours, and I become more and more resentful of her 
awareness that I’ve taken the wrong turn. Her right hand is in my left, 
and I look down to see that I have a hammer in my right hand. The 
street is empty. I turn suddenly and drive the hammer down on her 
head, only to realize it is the eraser end of a No. 2 pencil. She takes no 
notice and we continue walking. After a while she speaks: “I’m sorry I 
haven’t been a very good conversationalist. I have such a headache.

* * *

I awake in the middle of the night lying on my back. Lynne sits 
straddling me, leaning over me, with her long hair hanging on either 
side of my face. “I will be with you always,” she says. 

* * *
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Lynne—looking as she did before she cut her hair—and I are 
moving into a different house. She tells me it is exactly like one 
in which we’d lived before. When we get there, it is located at the 
end of a rutted car path, just inside a field in a landscape as flat as 
Iowa. It is early Spring, which comes later in the Midwest than it 
does here. The floor space of the house is very small, and, most 
amazing, marked only by a stone foundation. There is no ceiling, 
no walls, no floors—just dirt inside the foundation. “I can’t believe 
we lived a year in a house like this,” I say. She snorts: “A year! It was 
three years.” I am excited: “Does it have a sunken living room?” 
She says the living room has barely enough space to fit our table 
in it. I have my arm around her, squeezing her tighter and tighter, 
but something doesn’t make sense. You can’t live in such a house, 
and what’s more, the person I am to share it with is dead. I awaken, 
choking with claustrophobia, and I have 
to get up and walk around my 
home until dawn.

* * *

Lynne and I are visiting 
relatives in a strange city. 
The room in which we stay 
is oddly shaped, very much 
like a stage, but the setting 
is a high tower with glass 
walls. She is beautiful, sometimes 
appearing 25 and other times 40. 
We are to leave this day, and as we are getting up, she looks at me 
in a way that indicates she wants me to stay in bed with her. The 
problem is that with glass walls we are exposed on virtually all 
sides. I try closing off the bed with stage flats, but every time I move 
one in place we are visible from another angle. We laugh because of 
the absurdity of the situation. “If we don’t find a way to pull this one 
off, I might never have sex again,” I say.

* * *

Lynne and I are walking along a road on the edge of the Baltic. 
Directly above us on the land side is a cliff, on which is perched a 

...with glass walls 
we are exposed on 
virtually all sides.
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house surrounded by pines swathed in parasitic mistletoe. I think 
I see someone I know and climb up the cliff. There is no one there, 
and when I look down toward the sea, I feel dizzy. Behind the 
house I find a road parallel to the cliff side. I walk along that road, 
looking between the trees for a path back down to the shore, and 
feeling increasing anxious over how angry Lynne will be because I 
abandoned her. Eventually I forget what direction the Baltic is.

* * *

It is a cold night, but in bed as I press up to the middle of Lynne’s 
back, the heat coming off it makes it hard for me to breathe. I turn 
over on my right side, and am shocked by a naked Tanya Varenka 
climbing in on the other side of the bed.

* * *

I stagger out of my bed, but when I go out the front door I’m in the 
yard of the farmhouse in which I was born. A woman is lying in the 
grass. She appears to be Russian or Eastern European. My father, 
one of my uncles, and a hired man stand around her. In the field 
across the road to the north are hundreds of cars, and to the east of 
them is a large tent, possibly used for Revivals or ethnic dancing. By 
the time I reach the woman, the men have disappeared, and I can 
barely stay on my feet because I am drifting back to sleep. Another 
man is coming from the field, presumably to fetch her. I feel I ought 
to ask her how she is, or if she is engaged in art or religion, but I 
am so sleepy. When I look up again, I’m in a guest room bed in my 
sister Marti’s house. Lynne enters naked from the bathroom, still 
wet from having just taken a shower. I rise aroused, take her in my 
arms and urge her back to bed. She protests. Over her shoulder I 
can see the side of my uncle’s house though the window behind her. 
A shiny 1947 Chevrolet is parked in the driveway, and a red-haired 
woman is entering the door. I can’t see her face. It occurs to me that 
you can’t see the past through a window, and that Lynne is dead.

* * *

Lynne and I are rehearsing a play. She’s not well, looking for the 
first time in one of my dreams as she did shortly before she died. 
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She leaves rehearsal early, and Tanya Varenka, who is directing, 
takes over the role. When I leave, I have to give my father (who 
died 30 years ago) a lift home to the family farm, from which my 
parents moved 40 years ago. The farm is at the top of a hill which 
was leveled off when the road was paved in the 50s, but which 
is now much steeper than it was before. My father decides to get 
out at the bottom of the hill. I start up the hill, but have to go very 
slowly because several people walking ahead of me won’t get out 
of the road. Just as I almost reach the top, the engine kills and I 
begin coasting backward. The car is not in gear and I can’t find the 
brake. It hurtles backward at tremendous speed, and although I 
don’t crash, I wind up at at a house far down the road that my son 
Karl shares with his friends. My father (who died a year and a half 
before he was born) has gone to visit him. I enter the kitchen and 
hear voices in the living room. On the counter is a sand sculpture 
of an Aztec pyramid, which I recognize immediately as a marriage 
symbol. I go over to pick it up, but it begins to fall apart in my 
hands. I’d like to repair it or protect it, but I don’t know how or who 
to ask for help. Neither Lynne nor my father reappear, and I never 
see Karl. 

* * *

It is a late winter afternoon on a sidewalk below the Student Union. 
The sun is low in the sky, and the red of the horizon accentuates 
the rawness of the wind. Tanya Varenka is with me, and our mutual 
passion is so obvious that onlookers must be aware of it. “Where 
can we go?” she asks. “My office. No one will interrupt us there.” 
We’re heading down the hill when I remember I have to stop by 
the bookstore, and send her on ahead. Inside the bookstore I go 
to knock the snow off my shoes and realize that my feet are bare. I 
walk back toward the Union, but can’t find my shoes. For hours I 
wander about the campus without any luck and become hopelessly 
lost. When I accidentally stumble across the Departmental 
building, it is dark and my office is locked. I stand outside, a puddle 
of water forming around my bare feet.

* * *
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I’m driving an 18-wheel tractor-trailer in my sleep. The road is 
narrow and mountainous, and a driving snow storm makes for zero 
visibility. But that doesn’t matter. As I’m asleep, my eyes are closed, 
and as my feet are wound in sheets, I cannot effectively work the 
pedals. Tanya Varenka is in the cab with me. I can hear the fear 
in her voice: “Where are we going?” “I don’t know,” I tell her, and 
through the sheet, my foot finds the accelerator and pushes it to the 
floor. 

* * *

Tanya Varenka and I are lying on our backs in a bed which sits on 
an open hillside above “This is the Place” park. It is the “Night of 
the Shooting Stars” and the Perseus Meteor Shower slices through 

the sky above us. I feel a chill and 
begin to shiver. T.V. stares up 

at the void. “The story of 
Perseus and Medusa is a male 

castration myth,” she says.

* * *

I am trying to commit 
some sort of sex crime 

with two women—more like 
bondage, trying to keep both 

of them from leaving. But I can’t 
watch both of them at once, and though 

I don’t want anyone to know what I’m doing, people keep coming 
in. I suddenly realize I’d have to kill even to keep what is happening 
momentarily secret, and I let both of them go and tell everyone to 
call the police. No one does.

* * *

My son Karl is ten years old. We are sleeping in a scout tent at one 
of the camping grounds up Little Cottonwood Canyon. Something 
wakes me and I climb out of the tent and walk toward a faint glow 
I can see in a ravine lower in the valley. As I grow closer I can hear 
a low conversational murmur with a jazz piano in the background. 

I feel exposed, 
but stand quietly 

and wait.



si
ne

 c
er

a:
 W

ha
t I

 T
hi

nk
Pe

op
le

 T
hi

nk
 A

bo
ut

 
41

Before me is an outdoor restaurant patio, whose only visible 
customers are two women sitting facing one another in profile to 
me. The piano is apparently inside. Above the restaurant is a full 
moon, but the women are sitting far enough from the patio light 
that their faces are in shadow. They look familiar, yet I can’t identify 
them—even when I come quite near. They are preoccupied with 
one another and pay no attention to me—though I am the subject 
of their conversation. I feel exposed, but stand quietly and wait.

* * *

It is a cold night, but in bed as I press up to the middle of Lynne’s 
back, I feel colder still. I turn over on to my right side, and am 
shocked to see Tanya Varenka, standing beside the bed in the fur 
coat she was wearing when I first met her. She sits on the edge 
of the bed and looks down at me. “I’m going to tell you why I’m 
leaving you,” she says.
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One Of My Lovers
(An Open-Form Poem)

by Cyndi Lloyd

Chocolate chip cookie, how you make love to my taste buds. 
Your crunchy edge and soft hub,
Indeed tantalize my tongue.

Your milky, chocolaty morsels melt in my mouth.
I feel your creamy smoothness, without doubt
along my teeth and gums.

You entice me with your sweet, delicious smell—
I salivate like Pavlov’s dogs in a kennel,
totally seduced in intoxication.

From the first moment I tasted you as a child,
my desire for you remains untamed and wild.
Alas, ours has become a tottery affair.

You bewitch my endorphins,
always keeping me smitten
in transcendent pleasure.

You’re a calorie-rich, fatty confectionery,
adding weight I no longer desire to carry.
I must take caution of my blood sugar level. 

Indeed, ours has been a long love affair,
but the doctor says for my own welfare—
despite my love of you—
I must tell you adieu.
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Sunday Dinner

by Larry Chaston
   

When I was a teenager my father was working as well as going 
to school, so time and money was tight. To help cut expenses, Mom 
fixed meals at home, continually telling us, “Everything I cook is to 
be eaten; nothing is to go to waste.” I don’t remember ever going to 
a restaurant until I began dating in high school.

After church on Sundays Mom always fried a chicken, the 
whole chicken including the giblets. It was pretty standard which 
piece we each got. I was the oldest boy, got a half of breast. Mom 
got half a breast. John, the youngest boy, got a wing or a thigh. Dad 
was never fussy and had a leg and 
back. My baby sister, Carolyn, got 
a wing.

One Sunday when 
Carolyn was about 4 years 
old, she decided to ask for 
my chicken leg. Mom gave 
it to her, so I got stuck with 
just a thigh. The following 
Sunday Carolyn asked for 
half of the breast. Keith was 
very unhappy getting stuck 
with a wing. This went on for 
about four weeks and we were losing 
out on the big pieces of chicken. We were growing boys. We knew 
this had to stop! I came up with a plan and told Keith to follow my 
lead.

At dinner the next Sunday Carolyn asked for my chicken leg. I 
said “Okay, as long as I can have the neck.”

Keith responded “No, I want the neck.”
I replied “No I asked first and besides, it is the most tender 

piece.” 
We did this back and forth while our parents looked at us as if 

we were crazy. Finally Carolyn said “I want the neck.” I replied.
“Okay, but I get it next week.” My parents did not say anything, 

but gave me the leg and thigh, Keith his half of breast, and Carolyn 

“Okay, as long 
as I can have the 

neck.”
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got the neck. Carolyn was so happy to get it, even if it was hard 
to get the meat out from between the bones, but she bragged how 
tender and good it was.

This continued for several weeks. Carolyn always won the neck 
and the rest of us had to eat the legs, thighs and breast. John was 
smart enough not to get into the battle, and Mom and Dad just 
smiled.

My sister is now in her 40s with three grown children and one 
granddaughter. If they serve chicken necks in a restaurant she will 
ask for them, but for some reason it always reminds her of her older 
brothers, especially me.

The part I always remember, though, is that Mom and Dad 
always gave Carolyn the neck, and Mom said “Everything I cook is 
to be eaten; nothing is to go to waste.”
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My Sister

by Larry Chaston

“Honey I know you have the midterms Friday, but I really want to 
attend the women’s social at the church. Would you watch the kids 
while you are studying?” Judy asked.

“Sure love, I can handle it,” I responded. With the ego of a 
former marine, having survived combat in Vietnam, this would be 
a piece of cake.

Besides, it is 1972 and I am 22 years old, finally legally an adult. 
I can do anything.

Putting Rebecca our 9-month-old daughter to bed was easy 
she was always happy and quiet after 
she was fed. James our 3-year-
old son was sitting next to me 
slamming his teddy bear 
against the wall trying to 
pull its head off to see what 
was inside of it. Ever since 
he had gotten his glasses 
the previous month he 
investigated anything and 
everything. Finally sitting 
down, I continued studying for 
my theoretical statistics midterm. 
It was my senior year and I had to 
graduate and get a good job.

James was doing well. He had pulled an eye button off and was 
fascinated by the threads sticking out of the bear’s head.

Becky began crying. This was critical. I needed help and knew 
whom to get. Calling my sister Carolyn, I told her I needed help 
and could she come over immediately. She jumped on her bicycle 
and rode the one mile over to my trailer. She arrived in less than ten 
minutes. The door was already open Carolyn entered looked at me 
and asked, “What is the emergency?” Pointing to Rebecca on the 
table, making Carolyn smile. My twelve-year-old sister had saved 
me again. She changed Rebecca’s diaper and watched the kids until 
Judy got home.

My 
twelve-year-old 

sister had saved me 
again.
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My Exciting Trip To Texas

by Julie A. Liljenquist

My sister (Teresa), her husband, and I had plans to fly to Texas on 
March 19, 2008 to visit Teresa’s daughter. Teresa’s grandson was 
being baptized. But, the day before we were going to leave, my dad, 
Jerry Cox, died. I had been watching him die of emphysema for 
over 10 years, but the last time I saw him was when he was dead in 
his hospital bed. Since we already had our plane tickets, we went to 
Texas. We were going to return to Salt Lake City for the funeral on 
March 24th.

The day after we got to Texas, I got sick. I had to go to the 
hospital and have an emergency operation. I would have died three 
days after my dad had I not had the operation. I was not able to go 
home with Teresa for the funeral since I was in the hospital.

I was sad that I had to miss my dad’s funeral. Some of my stay 
was fun, though, because I saw my niece and her family. I got to see 
her brother, Alan, who also came to see the baptism. Alan’s wife was 
pregnant with a girl, and she and Alan told me that they were going 
to give their daughter my middle name (Ann). I was very proud of 
that. They sent me pictures of her after she was born.
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My Brother’s Nice Dogs

by Kate Cushing

My brother and his wife have two yellow Labradors: Bailee and 
Zeke. 

Their oldest dog, Bailee, likes to lie on people’s feet once they 
sit down. She is like a heater; she warms up their feet. She lets them 
pet her. She is a nice dog.

Bailee had yellow and black puppies a long time ago. From that 
litter, my brother’s wife gave one of the puppies to her half-brother, 
Paul. His puppy’s name was Scarlet. Scarlet liked to play Frisbee. 
Paul threw the Frisbee to her and Scarlet would jump up to catch 
it. Before Scarlet passed away, she had yellow puppies. My brother 
took one of the puppies and named him Zeke. 

Zeke is a big dog now. His height comes almost to my mid-
thigh. Whenever my dad and I go to my brother’s house, Zeke 
always jumps up on us. He also brings us his toy red soccer ball. 
He drops it by our feet for us to kick so he can run and catch it. We 
think he is excited to see us. 

Whenever we play with Zeke, Bailee wants to play, too. Bailee 
jumps on Zeke’s back when Zeke runs for the ball. Bailee barks but 
does not run after the ball, because Bailee is older and can’t run as 
fast.
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Watershed

by Randy Eggert

The winter of 1980 was a watershed for the Dik Creek schoolhouse, 
because that was when they finally finished plumbing the building 
and we no longer had to trek through the snow to the edge of 
the schoolyard where the outhouses were. The schoolyard was 
bordered by big cottonwoods and thorny bushes whose berries 
were too bitter and sour for anybody to care to learn their name. 
The outhouses were partially hidden by the trees and bushes. They 
were old weathered buildings with grey wood that had once been 

painted yellow; on the doors were quarter 
moon slits and signs indicating 

which was for boys and which for 
girls. Because a few of us kept 

using them during recess and 
the handyman was tired of 
pouring lime down the pits, 
he nailed the doors shut 
that spring. He told us he 
was going to demolish the 

buildings and fill in the pits, 
but he never got around to 

it. We, the school’s boys, were 
glad because they were part of our 

favorite recess game.
My cousin Miles was always lookout for the game on account 

of stage-fright kept him from participating. His job was to make 
sure none of the girls or the teacher came around while the rest 
of us formed a line behind the girl’s outhouse. Each boy, as his 
turn came, pulled out his penis and pissed as high as he could on 
the wooden wall in front of him. You might think tall boys would 
have an advantage in a game like this, and I suppose there was 
some slight advantage there, but probably negligible. As short as 
I was, I was the second best pisser in the school; I have always 
had a remarkably strong pubococcygeus muscle. I began my piss, 
clenched the muscle until the stream stopped, waited just long 
enough for the pressure to build up, and then released the muscle 

...Miles was
always lookout for 

the game on
account of 
stagefright



si
ne

 c
er

a:
 W

ha
t I

 T
hi

nk
Pe

op
le

 T
hi

nk
 A

bo
ut

 
49

only slightly, keeping the opening small, and the piss shot out and 
up, outdistancing the mark the other kids had made by a good foot 
or more.

My mark usually held for the duration of the contest, until my 
brother Paul’s turn came. Paul always got in line last. He took his 
time unzipping his fly, even if Miles was giving the knife-across-
the-throat sign to say the teacher was coming. Paul pulled out his 
penis, which was as long and thin and fair as he was; held it upright, 
head toward the sky; blew on it; and then pissed for five seconds, 
during which time he pushed the stream ever higher until it just 
surpassed mine. Then the stream stopped. He shook off his penis, 
put it away, and disappeared behind the trees before the teacher 
could reach us, reappearing moments later in the schoolyard while 
the teacher scolded the rest of us. The teacher had it in her mind 
that because Paul dressed properly and never cussed, he wouldn’t 
have participated in the pissing contest.

“Mrs. Linas,” he said to her, “they weren’t urinating on the wall 
again, were they?”

“Just go back to playing, Paul. I’ll take care of this.”
“You boys are disgusting,” Paul told us.



si
ne

 c
er

a:
 W

ha
t I

 T
hi

nk
Pe

op
le

 T
hi

nk
 A

bo
ut

 
50

The Old Apple Tree

by Becky Wilson

One of my favorite memories as a kid growing up is climbing trees 
with my brothers and sisters. In the various places that we lived, 
we had many opportunities to climb all kinds of trees; fruit, shade, 
cottonwood, and many others.

My first climbing experience was when I was five years old 
when we lived in Las Vegas. My older brother and sister could 
climb the tree in the front yard, and my younger brother was 
learning to climb it too, so I knew I had to keep up with my 

brothers and sister, and climb the tree. One 
day, I finally got up to the lowest 

limb, then looked down, got 
scared, and started to cry. My 

mom helped me get out of 
the tree. That first climbing 
experience didn’t stop me 
from climbing; I practiced 
over and over again till I 
could climb up and down 

the tree.
We moved to Midvale, 

Utah the next year, and by 
that time I was a much more 

experienced climber. The yard we lived 
in had all sorts of trees for us to climb; pear, apple, apricot, plum, 
cherry, and shade trees. My brothers and sisters and I spent many 
days and years climbing the trees together. 

My favorite tree was an old apple tree that was in the front yard 
of the house that all of us finished growing up in when we moved to 
Sandy. During our baseball games, it was first base of the front yard 
baseball field. A peach tree was second base, a cluster of plum trees 
was third, and home plate was in front of a pear tree. But, any other 
time, that old apple tree was my haven to escape from my noisy 
nine brothers and sisters and just sit and watch life. From the tree, 
I would watch the horses, sheep, and cows in the fields, observe the 
chickens in the yard, and wave to conductors when trains would 
roll down the railroad tracks.

...it was first base 
of the front yard 
baseball field.
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Next to the old apple tree, I enjoyed sitting and reading under 
the shade of our big cottonwood trees. I’d also sit under the trees 
and just think as I watched them bend and flow with the breezes 
of the wind. Their soft and gentle brushings with the leaves created 
music to calm and relax me. The cottonwoods were so big that no 
one that I know of ever climbed them (although not from lack of 
trying).

Just like people and life, things get old; the old apple tree died 
a few decades ago, many of the cottonwoods are gone as well. The 
old Sandy house is torn down, soon to be turned into new homes 
for strangers who never knew the old apple tree or me. But my 
memories of being a kid, climbing the old apple tree, and sitting 
under the cottonwoods still linger within me. When I get nostalgic 
for cottonwoods, I go to Liberty or Sugar House Park to sit under 
them and relax. But there will never be another old apple tree to 
climb and sit in to watch the world go by.
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Cherry Stones

by Mimi Broadhead

I try not to fixate on it. I try to hide it in the immense labyrinth 
of fragmented memories, the bits and pieces, the scrapple, things 
that have no meaning in the mystery of what you have become, of 
how you operate. They just exist, like fractured dead leaves, just 
taking up space and making things messy. Occasionally you will 
find something of merit, like a flash of silver in the dirt, in the dead, 
if you can reach through the decay and brush it off, it could be the 
key, some sort of clandestine jewel that can answer so much. That’s 
how I feel about it, a brisk day, a moment in late August, when I 
was barely five years old. I was walking home from the park, upset 
and alone, although I can’t quite remember what I was so upset 
about.

There was a house at the end of my street that was frightening 
and unkempt. It was old, blue paint cracked and peeled off in 
layers, falling to the ground in small crisp sheets in the tall grass 
and weeds. The front yard was an unexplored jungle of tangle and 
brush. You could hide in there and stay lost for hours; sometimes 
we did, as we hunted for grasshoppers and the elusive praying 
mantis. The whole yard smelled musky sweet, the stench of decay, 
and the permeating odor of weeds. I slowly walked past the home, 
mesmerized by it, entranced by it. My tiny feet fell hard on overripe 
cherries that fell from the looming tree above me. I looked up, a 
vast canopy of green spread over my head. Cherries dotted it, like 
rubies, like stars. I wanted to taste one. I looked for a branch that 
was low enough to take one off of the tree. There was one branch 
that was hanging low. It fell far into the yard, by the dilapidated 
front porch. 

I slowly and deliberately crept into the yard, toward the branch 
that contained my prize. My heart was racing so hard, I could 
almost hear it. Nobody knew much about the family who inhabited 
the home. We knew it was a couple. I couldn’t tell you how old, 
as when you’re this age, everyone over ten seemed like a giant. 
We knew they had a son, a child our age. He never came outside; 
sometimes we would see him peering out the window as we played. 
He attended our school, one grade above my sister. He always kept 
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to himself. Of course the rumors flew about this situation. It was never 
anything that I understood, stories of drugs, abuse, the kinds of evils 
I had never been exposed to, the kind of vocabulary that I had never 
heard.

I approached the branch. It was still too high. In order to take 
anything off of it, I would have to walk up to the top stair of the porch 
steps. As my feet hit each stair, they protested with a loud creek. 
When I reached the top, I stretched my hand out to grab the cherries. 
They were still slightly out of my reach. I fixated so intently on the 
task at hand that I didn’t notice when the door swung open, when 
the bedraggled little boy stepped out on to the porch. When he hit 
a particular spot on the porch that let out a loud protesting groan, I 
turned. My heart raced. I didn’t know what to say. He was much taller 
than me, and rail thin. His eyes were sunken back into deep sockets 
in his head. Although he was dirty, I paid 
no mind, as every child tends to be 
dirty in the throes of summer.

“What are you doing?” 
The boy said harshly.

“I just wanted to get 
some cherries.” I said.

“You can’t eat those.” He 
said. I turned to go. “Hey 
kid, come here.” He ordered. 
I had no choice but to do 
what he said. He was much 
larger than I. I stood in front of 
him. He reached up and effortlessly 
pulled about four cherries off the tree. “Hold 
out your hand.” He said. I obeyed. The boy cracked open a cherry. The 
red juice dripped into my hand, trailed down my arm. He removed 
the stone from the center and placed the cherry in my hand. Writhing 
in the center was a small green worm. I instinctually dropped it to the 
ground. He proceeded to rip open the next cherry, it was the same, a 
small green worm wiggled through the center. “They’re all like that.” 
He said, “I used to sit up there for hours and try and find one good 
one. I’ve never been able to.” He stepped closer to me. “You can come 
inside if you want. There are cherries in the sink, good ones.” I felt 
nervous and must have looked it as well. “Don’t worry,” the boy said, 
“My parents aren’t home.” I didn’t feel right about it. I shook my head 
and left.

“You can’t eat 
those.”



si
ne

 c
er

a:
 W

ha
t I

 T
hi

nk
Pe

op
le

 T
hi

nk
 A

bo
ut

 
54

The summer continued as usual, drawing to a close. About a 
week later we were all in awe as we saw about six rescue vehicles 
outside the home, the one with the mysterious jungle yard. All of 
the children ran to see what was happening. My mother ran over. 
She pulled both my sister and I inside. She wouldn’t speak about 
what had happened, she only responded with anger. It was soon 
forgotten. Soon the moving trucks came, then the yard was cleaned 
up, the home received a fresh coat of paint, it took away everything 
distinct about it, it made it like a normal house. Finally they 
chopped the tree down, the sad infected cherry tree, brimming with 
cherries that nobody could eat. Things went on as they always had. 

It wasn’t until I was a few years older that I saw the home 
again, the way it had looked before. I was not watching the news 
insomuch as looking through it as I did other things. When I saw 
the home I stopped, I focused in on what they were saying, stock 
footage of police officers dragging out a man in handcuffs. They 
spoke of how he had died in jail, a victim of a lashing by another 
inmate. Then his picture flashed across the screen, the boy who 
had shown me the cherries, how they were rotten inside, inedible. I 
listened to how he had died, how his own father had killed him in a 
drug induced fit of rage.
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Butterfly Messengers

by Tiffany Carver

When I was ten years old, I started liking butterflies because my 
class had their pictures taken with real butterflies. I have a picture 
of me with the butterfly on my hand. It was a Monarch butterfly. It 
felt like a friend to me.

I wrote a poem about butterfly kisses, for my dad’s graveside 
service. After I left my dad’s grave, several people saw a butterfly 
land on the flowers on my dad’s casket. It was a Monarch. I wish 
I could have seen it. It would fly up, circle, and come back to the 
casket. I think it was my dad’s spirit saying, “I’m free!”
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Reading and Writing

by Paul L. Rosser

I could not read or write ‘til I got a tutor. I work with my tutor three 
times a week plus I go to a Salt Lake Community College writing 
class.

I can now write. I wrote a story, and I read it in front of a lot of 
people. I wrote a speech and gave the speech at the library.

I have read sixteen books since March. The most interesting 
books were about Bruce Lee, Pearl Harbor, and airplanes of World 
War II. 

In the summer, I went to a lot of fairs to read signs. My favorite 
fair was the Utah State Fair. It was fun to read signs, see the 
animals, and see a race car.

I wrote a letter to my landlord about my rent. I wrote two thank 
you notes. It was exciting because I’ve never done that before.

I’m kind of getting good at math, but I’ve got to learn more. I 
am learning take away and addition. I just finished a math book 
and a math packet. 

I want to learn how to fill out orders and read menus, 
newspapers, and the Bible. I’m going to keep coming to classes ‘til 
I’m 100 years old. 
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The Magic Flute

by Joyce Lutrell

Many years ago, in a land of mystic charm, lived a tiny elf by 
the name of Lordom. Not many of the town people ever did see 
Lordom, but he was there. Always full of mischief.

Now the townspeople were the sweetest lot of dwarfs in the 
country side. They worked hard in their fields to see that the crops 
would be ready for harvest when the time came. Their little women 
made ready for the gathering of the wool to make the clothing for 
themselves and the children. The village was just a beautiful place 
to live and everyone was so happy there. Morlee was the town 
mayor. His wife Tessy was the head of the local ladies club. Morlee 
and Tessy had two little children, Boli and Mina. Mina was tiny but 
had a habit of disappearing and Tessy knew where to find her. Mina 
liked to go to the meadow and play with the tiny elf mice. Seewee 
was the leader of the elf mice and he liked Mina because Mina 
always brought Seewee something good to eat. There, Lordom was 
lurking around to see what was going on. Such a little mischief was 
he.

The day was just right and Morlee had business to take care of. 
Tessy doing the wash and cleaning, Boli and Mina were playing out 
in the sunshine. Boli asked Papa, “Can I go to work with you today 
Papa?” Papa was so proud of his little boy, how could he say no? 

Papa said, “Boli, you can come with me to work and you can 
help me with some important things I have to do. Would you like 
that?”

Boli was so excited, he yelled, “Goodbye Mama, I’m going to 
help Papa today with some very important things, bye!” Mama 
kissed her little boy and sent him on his way.

Mina was in the front yard playing in the flower bed, and there 
was Seewee. Seewee asked Mina to come to the meadow and play. 
Mina said, “Not today Seewee, Mama needs me here today because 
Boli went with Papa to work and Mama would be all alone, but I 
will come tomorrow. Will that be all right with you?”

Seewee answered, “That will be just fine and we can have things 
fun to do. Will you bring some goodies to munch on?”

Mina answered, “Yes because Mama’s making her special rolls 
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today and I know how much you like them.” You could almost see 
Seewee’s mouth water. Seewee said goodbye to Mina and went on 
his way back home to the meadow.

Lordom was hiding in the bushes and heard everything. What 
could he be thinking about now, what kind of mischief could he be 
up to?

Mina heard the pony cart and knew that Papa was home, and 
Papa always had time for her in the evening. That was Mina’s time 
with Papa. He would tell her stories and play on the floor together. 
This night papa told the story of “The Magic Flute and the Fairy 
Elves.” Papa told the children to settle down that he would tell them 
the greatest story they ever heard. Mama said she made a treat 
that would make them happy. This is the story that Papa told the 
children.

* * *

So many eons ago in the land 
of the Sudalie deep in the 
Shire, lived the Fairy Elves. 
Zirro was the king of the 
elves. He was kind and very 
generous. All of the life he 

would live he wanted so 
much to be a good king and 

see to it that Elves were always 
happy and wanted for nothing. 

The Elves loved Zirro and would do 
anything for him. Zirro was a very young Elf.

* * *

Papa stopped to tell the children that Elves lived to be three and 
four hundred eons old. “Now that’s very old. We Dwarfs only live to 
be nearly one or two eons old, so you see, that is why we work hard, 
play hard, and try to live happy all the time.” Then Papa went on 
with his story. “Zirro was only eighty three eons old so he was still 
a boy...”

* * *

“So many eons 
ago in the land of 

the Sudalie deep...”
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He met a very lovely girl Elf. Her name was Pirrona. Zirro and 
Pirrona became very good friends and were always together. They 
played as we do and told stories too, and she was always by his side.

In the land of Sudalie was a forbidden area that the Fairies were 
not to go near. It had magical powers that caused the Fairies to 
wither and grow old way before their time. There was also another 
Fairy that was full of mischief and his name was Lordom the master 
wizard of Sudalie. The magical powers of Sudalie worded a different 
magic on Lordom. He would live many, many eons and become a 
little imp, always causing trouble.

One bright sunny day, Zirro and Pirrona were walking in the 
woods and sharing their thoughts, Pirrona asked Zirro to show her 
the land that was forbidden. Zirro told the story and why it was 
forbidden. Pirrona asked him to show her where it was and how 
to get there. Zirro didn’t want to tell her, but she promised that she 
wouldn’t go there, she only wanted to know where it was. Zirro 
took her to the edge of the woods and told her it was just beyond 
the meadow, but never was she to go there. Pirrona again promised.

Weeks passed and all was well. One day Zirro asked Pirrona if 
she would walk in the woods with him, Pirrona thought that would 
be lovely, they walked and they talked and ran through the woods 
and they were having such a good time, but then Pirrona stopped 
and she said to Zirro, “Did you hear that?”

Zirro turned to her saying, “I heard nothing!”
“Listen,” said she. “There it is again.”
Zirro listened and still he heard nothing. Pirrona started to 

walk toward the sound, but it led her to the meadow.
“Come with me, let’s go back to the Shire.” Pirrona didn’t want 

to, but finally she realized that Zirro was right. Zirro took her by 
the hand and led her back.

On the way back to the Shire, Pirrona could still hear the sound 
that was haunting her, she could not forget it. When she retired 
for the night, Pirrona could not get the sound out of her head. 
She thought about it, but finally she fell to sleep. The next day was 
rather misty but still a pretty day.

Pirrona and her very good friend Elfina walked through 
the Shire, sharing secrets one with another. Pirrona told Elfina 
how much she liked Zirro, and they talked of many things. She 
told Elfina of the walks they took and the stories they shared. 
Pirrona told Elfina of the strange sound that she had heard and 
how haunting the sound was. Pirrona told Elfina that she felt 
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like running across the meadow and how Zirro stopped her, and 
brought her home to the Shire. Then she told Elfina that she would 
like to go back there someday and hear that haunting sound again, 
for it was so beautiful.

Many Elfin weeks passed and spring was in the air again. 
Zirro loved Pirrona very much now and Pirrona loved him also. 
There were many festivities planned. Parties everywhere Zirro and 
Pirrona were going to have an Elfin wedding. Bright lights were 
shining all over the Shire. Even the Elf Mice were invited. There 
were special meats and food cooked to celebrate. Cakes, cookies 
and Elfin Ice cream, and the decorations were just wonderful. 
Everything in the Shire just sparkled, so did Pirrona, this was the 
happiest day of her life. Zirro was beaming as he looked on his 
beautiful Elfin Queen.

Zirro ruled the land well. Soon there were twin Elfin babies 
born in the Shire. Two tiny Elves, Minet and Mordem.

Zirro and Pirrona were so proud of their tiny twins. One day 
many weeks later, Pirrona and Elfina walked to the woods, they 
were talking and laughing, Pirrona stopped and said “Elfina, do you 
hear that?” Elfina listened but said she heard nothing, Pirrona said, 
“You must hear it, listen.”

Elfina listened, but said “Pirrona, I hear nothing.”
Pirrona ran and found herself in the meadow, Elfina called to 

her saying “Come back, you must come back.” Pirrona disappeared 
in the thicket across the meadow, there was nothing Elfina could 
do. Frightened half to death, Elfina took up the babies and ran for 
home to tell Zirro what had happened.

Lordom lived in the forbidden area of Sudalie, and the little 
imp was up to no good once again. It was he that made the sound 
that Pirrona heard. Lordom could lure one or many with the sound 
he made. Elfina made her way back to the Elfin Castle where Zirro 
waited for Pirrona to return. Elfina came running to him crying so, 
that Zirro could not understand her. Zirro called for Rainus, the 
twins’ Nanny to come take the babies and care for them telling her 
the story that Elfina told him.

Rainus told him the Story of Lordom and what a mischievous 
rascal he was but why did he pick on Pirrona, what did he want 
with her? She couldn’t stay there, she would wither and grow old 
very fast. The babies were for their mommy. Zirro would just die 
without his Pirrona. He had to do something and he had to do it 
fast, but what could he do? Now Rainus took Mordem and Minet 
crying to their room. What to do?
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* * *

At this time Morlee stopped telling the story and asked Tessy if it 
was time for munchies yet. Tessy grimed because she knew that 
Morlee was at the most exciting part of them story. The children 
looked at their papa and both of the just yelled, “Papa! Not now.”

Morlee looked at them and said “Don’t you want some of 
mom’s munchies?”

“But Papa we always have munchies’ after the story, you know 
that.”

Morlee laughed and said “Well, all right, where was I, let me 
see. I believe the babies were crying, ah! Yes.”

* * *

Zirro was in a dither. He had to 
get his Pirrona back before it 
was too late. Zirro was so 
upset he couldn’t think. So 
he called for the wizard of 
the Elves to come as soon 
as possible. Utameus the 
wizard came at the wish 
of the King, Zirro told 
Utameus the story that Elfina 
had told and Utameus listened 
very closely to what Zirro had to 
tell him. Zirro asked the wizard if he 
knew what to do. Utameus thought and thought, all of a sudden he 
said, “My King I think I know just what to do. Let us sit here and I 
will tell you of my plan.”

Many eons ago a former Queen of the Elves was given a Magic 
flute and was told that it could only be used for good, but if it were 
used for evil the magic spell would be taken from it for six hundred 
eons. Zirro asked how long it had been and would the evil spell be 
taken from the magic flute now? Could it be used for good again 
now? The wizard told Zirro he wasn’t sure how long it had been, 
but he would look into the old records and find out. Zirro asked if 
it would take long, for they didn’t have much time. Utameus told 
Zirro that if the flute had its good magic powers back it would even 

...a former Queen
of the Elves was 

given a Magic flute
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cure all the little elves that were so mischievous, they would be 
good elves again.

Now nobody thought of the Lordom as being the impish elf, or 
that he was causing all the trouble. Zirro asked Utameus to hurry 
and go through the records as soon as he could. Utameus left a very 
worried Zirro, for he had much work to do and very little time to 
do it in.

Zirro now went to the babies and told them their mommy 
would soon be home, and everyone would be so happy again, and 
all the sadness would go away. They would even have a great party 
for all the Shire when mommy comes home. The babies laughed 
and giggled so it even made Zirro smile for the first time since 
Pirrona disappeared. Now once again, why did Lordom want 
Pirrona? That was on many minds in the Shire. Well it seems that 

Lordom was put under a spell by the evil 
Queen because Lordom was a very 

handsome young elf and she 
needed a King. Lordom didn’t 

like the ugly old Queen and 
so she banished him to 
the forbidden area. Now 
Lordom wanted Pirrona 
because of her sweetness 

and he beauty. Could 
Utameus find the records 

and figure out the years in 
time? It was going to be a race. 

Now, where is the flute? Do you 
know?

The next day Utameus came running. “My King, my King, I 
have it, I found the answer. I also found the flute. The records say 
the flute is over six hundred eons and that we have to go to the edge 
of the great woods and play the flute, I even found the music that 
we must play. My King, do you play the flute?”

Zirro answered him saying, “No I don’t,” the wizard said 
“Neither do I.”

Zirro said, “Pirrona plays the flute, but now what are we to do?”
About the time the nanny came from the children’s room 

saying, “Zirro, my King I play the flute, may I help?”
“Yes by all means, yes. You will be well rewarded.”
The nanny took the music and played a very haunting melody. 

...I play the flute, 
may I help?
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They hurried to the great woods and stood at the edge as Rainus 
played the beautiful, but haunting tune. Was it to late, would 
Pirrona ever be seen again, would Zirro ever have his Pirrona home 
again? Rainus played and played. Then someone said, “What is that, 
do you see what I see. I think I see....

“Yes it’s Pirrona, she is coming across the meadow.” Oh! How 
everyone cheered and clapped to see Pirrona, Zirro ran to meet her. 
He was so happy to have his Pirrona back. Everyone went back to 
the Shire, there was a big celebration with dancing and lots of good 
things to eat, music and all were so happy. Pirrona was home. And 
the babies had their mommy once again.

Now you ask what happened to Lordom? Well the Shire let him 
come back and live out his days being a good elf and too was happy 
once again.

Zirro asked the wizard if he could have the magic flute. The 
wizard gladly gave it to the King. Zirro had the flute dipped in gold 
and placed under glass for all to see. It remains there today in the 
old castle in the Shire. What a wonderful story.

* * *

Morlee asked the children if they liked that story, when Morlee 
looked at Boli, Morlee said mama Boli is asleep. Morlee looked at 
Mina and her little cheeks were damp with tears, Mina told Papa 
that was the most beautiful story he ever told. Boli woke up and 
asked if they could have their treat now. Mama fixed everyone a 
treat and then it was time for bed, the children said their prayers 
and good nights, and as Mama and Papa were leaving the room, 
Boli sat up in bed and said, “But Papa, what happened to Lordom.”

 Papa gave a big sigh and said, “Good night Boli.”
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The Dead, and the Blind

by Misty Evans

I couldn’t have been happier to have chosen the mortuary. The 
random phone book game rarely failed Danielle, my best friend, 
or I in the past. I knew it was going to be better than the lumber 
yard, the toilet bowl showroom, or the plastic surgery office that 
specialized in tightening and improving the aesthetic appearance of 
supposedly sub par vaginas. 

I closed my eyes, opened the phone book and jabbed my un-
kept, paint chipped finger down into a random mound of pages. 

We hadn’t done it for a long while, but 
I imagined it would play out the 

same as it used to, selecting a 
place and spending the rest of 

the day hanging out, lying 
about why we were there 
answering questions about 
our supposed interest 
in whatever endeavor. 
Why were we hanging 

around the large mammal 
artificial insemination clinic? 

Because we wanted to make a 
living raping cows, horses, hippos, 

etc! Why were we mulling around the 
Buddhist temple? We wanted to become monks! Would that require 
a sex change? Why are monk’s always men? Why do they shave 
their heads? Why was Buddha fat, as a deity didn’t he know obesity 
causes health problems? Today held the possibility for endless fun, 
if I could stop thinking about the shitty news I’d just received. 

I was scared, why shouldn’t I be scared? My life was a bloody 
fucking mess! I held my breath as my therapist instructed to slow 
my breathing, which would apparently force my heart to slow down 
and relieve me of the pressing anxiety, my “little heart attacks.” 
Breathe in, breathe out. I was internally screaming to stop freaking 
out and go have fun. “Danielle!” I smiled to her, “looks like we are 
going here”; I tilted the book in her direction. 

Why were 
we hanging 

around a large 
mammal artificial 

insemination
clinic?
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I held my finger in place just in case she didn’t believe that’s 
where it landed. 

“The Mortuary for what?” she asked, with her signature look 
spreading across her face, head cocked, eyebrows furrowed, slight 
grin. It was both flirty, and devilish. It’s the way I always picture her 
in my head. 

Shrugging, “I don’t know. We can make something up on the 
way.” 

“Okay,” she nodded, “that works.” 
“Indeed. Let’s go.” 
I hopped up from the coffee table I had been sitting on, and 

stood looming over her waiting impatiently. She stretched like a cat 
and took in a deep breath before pulling herself up from the chair 
she’d been lounging across. 

I ripped out the page with the mortuary ad, stuffing it in my 
back pocket and we headed for the door. Both of us stopped in 
front the mirror next to the front door like ferrets that had just 
seen something shiny for the first time. We were best friends, closer 
than sisters, but in the mirror we didn’t appear to have much in 
common. She was distinctively Asian, five solid inches shorter than 
me, a little brown skinned, petite beauty. Pin straight hair, and black 
square glasses. She always dressed conservatively in a black button 
down and fitted jeans. I was the opposite, tall-ish, with light olive 
skin, long tousled messy hair, and annoying hour-glass-ish shape 
that I inherited from my Persian grandmother. I started to pull my 
hair up, yet another thing I need to work on in my life. Danielle 
rolled her eyes, grabbed my arm and pulled me away from the 
mirror “leave it” she said, and shoved me out the door. I was going 
to miss her bossy demeanor, but then again with my life in total 
shambles I wouldn’t have time to. I slammed my car door shut and 
took another deep breathe before shoving my key into the ignition, 
racking its mechanical cervix hard enough to create a thunderous 
protest from the engine as it roared to life. 

The drive was short so we had to figure out our plan of action 
quickly. 

 “So, what are we going to tell them?” she asked
“I don’t know? That we are college students researching the 

economic viability of cremation vs. burial?” I said as though I’d 
never rehearsed it, but the idea had been in creation since we left. 

She laughed, “Nice, I like it!” 
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“I knew you would,” I sighed. 
“You okay?” she asked with genuine concern. I didn’t feel like 

talking about it, I felt like dying. 
“Yeah, of course… I’m excited for this.” I smiled to her. 
“Yeah… and I want to see them cremate a body,” she said with 

that face again. 
I wrinkled my nose, “Who doesn’t?” I said with obvious 

sarcasm. We turned the corner and found the address. “Looks like 
we’re here,” I mumbled. 

We parked in front of a large white building. It was windowless, 
and the grass surrounding the place was dead and yellow. Danielle 
and I wrinkled our noses to each other. The sun that beat down on 
the white brick was inappropriate. This wasn’t a place for sunshine, 
there should have been a looming tornado, or hail raining down. 
I peered apprehensively out of the rolled up window, “This place 
looks like a fucking asylum.”

Danielle was wide eyed and child-like, “Creepy! People throw 
dead parties here?” 

“Huh? Dead parties? What the fuck is that? Is that what you 
call a viewing?”

“I don’t know. A f-u-n-e-r-a-l,” she said in her lazy voice.
“Psh. Insensitive!” I scoffed, while smiling, “Let’s go see if the 

inside is creepy.” 
We stepped out and I half expected to smell death but there was 

nothing out of the ordinary, no rotting flesh, no formaldehyde, no 
indication that anyone had died around here, ever. Humpf. 

I turned towards Danielle, rolling my eyes up into my head 
trying to appear dead, “They want you to think it’s an asylum to 
throw people off during the zombie wars.”

“What!?” Danielle looked at me furrowing her brows, hands on 
hips, “what are you talking about!” she demanded. 

“You look really Asian when you do that. It makes me want to 
hire you as a house maid or something.” 

“Yeah? Why would I clean your house? We both know it would 
be destroyed when you finally crashed a plane into it… terrorist.” 

I scowled at her yet again, and started forward. 
We walked up a winding sidewalk to the eyesore in front of us. 

Fumes rising from the suddenly visible, massive piles of dog shit all 
over the dead grass had started tickling my gag reflex. I grabbed her 
arm and made her pick up the pace to get inside. 
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As we came upon two huge glass entrance doors a giant man in 
a paper-bag colored thrift store suit swung open the door closest to 
Danielle almost hitting her shoulder. 

“Whoa Lurch!” She snapped hopping backwards out of the way. 
I shot her a serious glance that translated, “Be nice I want to see this!” 
She huffed, which meant that she agreed, but was unhappy about it. 
“Lurch” held the door open for us as we walked in. He followed behind 
us closely gesturing towards a hall marked with a sign that read, “Ted” 
something or other. 

“Who’s Ted?” I asked Danielle as if she would magically know. 
She shrugged and rolled her eyes. Weeps and hollers were coming 
from Ted’s direction. Low mumbles, and nose blowing could be heard 
behind the soggy sobs. I imagined fat women. Loud sobbing reminded 
me of a fat woman with a tight perm. These big, female-like Richard 
Simmons’ wore purple animal print 
t-shirts in my mind. 

“Whales?” Danielle asked 
clearly deciphering my 
troubled expression. 

The whales in that room 
were crying hard enough 
to un-beach themselves, 
I didn’t want to be near 
them when the tide rolled 
out, and I certainly had no 
intentions of putting myself in 
the same room to join them in 
their mourning for their beloved Ted. 
I turned my attentions back to Lurch. 

 “We’re not here for the funeral, I’m afraid,” I told the man while 
consciously improving my posture, trying my hardest to appear like I 
knew what I was doing. 

“Oh I’m sorry,” replied the gentleman, in the moth buffet jacket, 
“what can I assist you with then? There are no other… events for 
today.” Events? He said it like it was a theme party. Funerals are theme 
parties, and the theme is death. It was a nice euphemism, like calling 
a cow “beef” and pig “pork,” the words that make a corpse easier to 
swallow. 

He waited for our reply trying to look patient while he glanced 
at the clock behind us. I cleared my throat, and began lying. 

“We’re both economic majors up at the university.” I was so 

“We’re not here 
for the funeral, I’m 

afraid.”
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good at this, “and we’re doing a research project for our internship 
on the cost of death. We’d like to know everything about cremation 
and burial. Cost, procedure, we need to know it all.” 

The only movement for a solid minute or so was in his fingers. 
He stood there expressionless, and almost motionless, rubbing the 
fabric of his jacket between his thumb, pointer, and middle finger. 
The fabric on this suit on his right side was worn almost all the way 
through. We stood there watching him, waiting for him to come 
back to life. Finally he began shaking his head enthusiastically, like 
a jack in the box that could not stop wavering, and then yelled 

“Fantastic!” The sudden action startled us. I was thinking, this 
guy is really happy considering his line of work. I liked that in a 
man. When life hands you lemons, be creepy, and work with people 
incapable of judging you. 

His head stopped moving and he gestured to the clock, “How 
long do you have?” 

“How long? The rest of our lives,” I replied and he laughed. I 
could tell he would appreciate all of the really lame jokes I would 
dish out for the remainder of the time spent with him, “but really 
we have a few hours.” I corrected myself. 

Danielle stood silently her eyes darting all over the place taking 
everything in. I watched her, and watched Lurch. 

“Ok, well follow me ladies,” and he turned walking very quickly 
down a casino style carpeted hallway that led away from “Ted.” I 
glanced at Danielle who had the biggest goddamn smile pasted on 
her face. 

“Come on,” I said, and we ran to catch up with our guide. 
At the end of the hallway we stopped at a locked door. Lurch 

fumbled with his keys with one hand, while molesting his suit 
jacket with the other. The lock clicked and the door slowly fell 
open. He gestured us inside and we apprehensively stepped into a 
small white room. The walls of the room were mostly empty except 
for one which was lined with shelves of decorative urns that had 
been carefully placed dressing that particular wall in ominous 
extravagance. In death, you can BE that expensive vase you could 
never afford in life. There appeared to be a large fireplace in the 
center of the room. Lurch stepped forward and stood in front of the 
fireplace thing. 

“First things first,” he began, directing our attention to what 
looked like a fireplace that took up more than half of the room. The 
walls of the fireplace were made of glass on all sides, so you could 
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look right in to watch what was going on inside.
“This is our cremation facility,” he began, “cremation is usually 

about five-thousand dollars cheaper than burial, so while some 
people don’t like the idea of burning their loved ones, they choose 
this option anyways because of the price.” 

“Hmm,” I muttered, watching the glass incinerator. 
“Why is it cheaper?” Danielle asked fully enamored by the 

machine. She was tiny in comparison, staring up at it with her 
mouth agape. 

“Well,” he began, “essentially when you buy a burial plot and 
do it the traditional way you are paying for embalming, a viewing, 
and a plot, which is pretty much like purchasing a piece of land 
for life. When you cremate you cut all of that out; the body comes 
here from the coroner office and we put it in through here,” and 
he gestured to a metal slab with wheels that was clearly used for 
loading a person’s body into the thing. I couldn’t stop thinking that 
people piss and shit themselves when they die, and that slab had 
touched like a million dead people covered in filth. I wanted to ask 
if they washed the bodies or the thing ever, but decided against it 
worried he would think I was being rude. Lurch crossed in front of 
us to point to a sliding door on the fireplace. 

He continued our lesson, “The body is put in a cheap wooden 
casket and then put in here. It fires up to about 5,000 degrees and 
then this button,” he motioned over a green button behind him 
on the wall, “loads the body in and activates the machine. It’s very 
animated.” 

“And it just burns everything leaving ash?” I asked. 
“Well, usually there is some bone left, but we break it up to fit it 

into the urn.” 
“Argh,” I made a face to Danielle who had hers all scrunched up 

too. 
“Who pays for it?” I asked
 “Well the family does.”
And suddenly I felt a little weird. Families would have to deal 

with all of that when they’d just lost someone? Hardly seems fair, 
and what do poor people do? 

“That’s sad,” was all I could say. The thought stayed in my head 
the rest of the day. 

He proceeded to show us around the grounds, the vaults, the 
burial plots. All which were really cool, some that were creepier than 
others, and all the while I kept thinking about how fucking ridiculous 
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our system is. We die, and we have to pay some jackass to light our 
bodies on fire? My troubles, while a big deal to me were starting to 
seem dim in comparison. I mean, I had just been laid off. I was going 
to be broke, and it was going to affect my resume, my school schedule 
and essentially every area of my life. I’d worked incredibly hard to get 
into the company, I didn’t have anything else going for me right now 
and I felt as though I was completely failing at life. What is life about if 
not success and money? Sigh. I looked at Danielle and watched Lurch 
talk. She was leaving soon back to Seattle, and while it had been two 
years since she moved I could never really stomach it. I looked at my 
watch and felt the tiny heart attacks return. 

It was late. We were standing in a cluster of child graves when I 
realized the sun was setting and we’d been at the mortuary for almost 
three hours. Danielle had to catch her flight in less than two hours, 
and I didn’t want to be standing there with Lurch in the dark listening 
to the rustling of his fingers all over his jacket. I mouthed “let’s go” to 
Danielle who eagerly nodded. I turned back towards Lurch who had 
stopped speaking and was staring down at a headstone doing that 
weird silent, motionless thing again, except of course for the nervous 
fingers. I walked over to him to tell him goodbye. 

“Thank you so much!” I beamed, snapping him awake. I 
reached out and shook his cold, rough hand enthusiastically. I was 
internalizing the grimace for the moment, which I would release in 
the car with an ounce of hand sanitizer. I liked Lurch, but the guy 
freaked me out. He seemed sad to see us go, and I attributed it to 
the fact that he probably doesn’t converse with people capable of 
conversing back very often. When we reached the car I was surprised 
that I didn’t remember the walk back. I’d been lost in thought the 
entire time. 

Danielle and I smiled to each over the hood of the car before 
hopping in. 

“I can’t believe it costs that much to die!” She said as she fumbled 
with her seat belt. She’d clearly been as uneasy about everything as I 
was, “blah never mind” she shook her head as she decided against the 
seatbelt tossing it to the side. 

“Yeah I know it’s expensive, really sad… I’m hungry. Are you 
hungry?” 

“Yep,” she nodded. 
“Okay, well grab something before the airport.” 
She nodded yes and checked behind us. 
“Are we clear?” I asked. She nodded again and I pushed on the 
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gas. 
Driving away I was fully impressed with our innovative way to 

spend a weekend afternoon. Times like this made me realize how 
much I really did miss her, how happy she made me. Reflecting 
on the experience I wondered if maybe I should give up on my 
corporate aspirations to work at the mortuary. I could develop a 
cool tick like Lurch; maybe incessantly lick my lips or something. 
It can’t be all that bad, and it’s a guaranteed business, I mean, 
people always die. They have to; it’s the only certainty in life. 
Then, out of nowhere we hit a blockade of cars. I slammed on my 
breaks throwing Danielle forward into the dashboard. My seatbelt 
restrained me, but she wasn’t wearing one. I unclipped mine and 
grabbed her. 

“WHAT THE FUCK!? ARE YOU OKAY?” She was slumped 
onto the dashboard, unmoving, clearly unconscious. Oh no. OH 
NO! 

“Danielle!” I shook her. I remembered that you are not 
supposed to do that in case there are spinal injuries, but I figured I’d 
already shaken her so the damage was done. She wasn’t responding. 
Nothing. My heart stopped beating. 

“DANIELLE!” I yelled again. This time she moaned and slowly 
sat up, groaning, wavering and holding her forehead. 

“Wwwhat the fuuuuck?!” she mumbled. 
“I don’t know. Jesus, are you okay? You need to go to the 

hospital.” 
“No I’m fine, just my head hurts a little. It’s not the first time, 

I’ll live.” 
My heart started beating normally again. 
“What happened? Did we hit someone?” She asked rubbing her 

forehead. 
“No. Put your fucking seatbelt on! I don’t know what 

happened... roll down your window for some air.” 
The cars around me didn’t seem to notice what had just 

happened. There was room in front of me and I let my car roll 
forward. 

As we moved a little I looked around. There was no accident 
in sight, nothing to cause that kind of congestion. Then came a 
piercing scream from the passenger side of my car.

“OH MY GOD HE’S GONNA DIE!” 
I whirled towards Danielle to see her fumbling for her seatbelt 

looking out towards the road. In the middle of the street there was 
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a man, with a white cane. A blind man was wandering aimlessly 
in front of cars completely oblivious to his predicament. The cars 
inched behind him, but nobody honked, yelled, or made any 
attempt to help him. The drivers had mild concern on their faces, 
but Danielle seemed to be the only person genuinely freaked out. 

The blind man had heard her scream and whirled around 
quickly towards the sound of her voice stopping terrified in his 
tracks. 

“Me?!” he yelled. 
“Oh my god, oh my god, STAY THERE!” she yelled at him. 
He began backing up until he hit a curb with his foot and 

stepped up on it. 
“I’m ok now I think,” he yelled back. 
“Jesus Christ!” I yelled to Danielle who looked worried and was 

frustrated should couldn’t get out of her 
seat fast enough. She was knocked 

out minutes prior and her 
fingers weren’t cooperating 

as she wanted. I reached 
over and unclipped her 
and she bolted out of the 
car towards the man. I 
saw their mouths moving, 

and watched her turn him 
to the right direction. She 

was wildly gesturing towards 
traffic, and the cars surrounding 

me were all watching her intensely, 
smiling to her. It was as if they were proud 

that she had the courage to approach a stranger when they didn’t. 
She grabbed his hand and shook it and walked back to the car. 

She hopped into the seat laughing and shaking her head, 
“That poor blind guy almost got ran over, and what’s the 

fucking deal with all of these assholes that just watched him?” 
“I don’t know.” I sighed, “We have to go to the airport or you’ll 

miss the plane”
She nodded without saying anything. 
We were silent for the entire drive. When we arrived at the 

passenger drop off she got out of the car without a word, focusing 
on the task at hand, ignoring the fact that both of us were about to 
be without our “other half ” once again. The trunk slammed, and I 

...she bolted 
out of the car 

towards the man.
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winced knowing this was it. Sigh. I opened the car door, hesitating 
before hopping out. She was standing on the curb smiling ear to 
ear as she often did when she knew something was going to be 
awkward. I drug my feet up to her, picked her up and hugged her. 

I dropped her, “Awkward, I can feel your boobs.” She scoffed 
and rolled her eyes. I leaned down and kissed her cheek. 

“I love you,” she said. 
“I love you too, call when you get home?” She nodded. 
“Your luggage is bigger than you.”
She shrugged, turned, stalled, and walked towards the entrance. 

I crawled back into my car defeated. I hated this; I hated it more 
than anything. Our friendship was one of the few things that made 
me happy anymore. With my career and possible academic career 
in a state of shit, my friends, family, and experiences were all I had, 
and why was that so bad? As I pull off of the curb I took a deep 
breathe. 

I drove away waiting for the tears to fall as they always did 
when I left her. In a world of the blind, the dead, the over-worked, 
the pretentious, the unhappy, we were truly alive though sometimes 
it didn’t feel that way. We saw the humor in the misery of existence, 
and we laughed and wept at the absurdity of it all. Life felt, for once, 
as it truly was instead of how it was “supposed to be.” Things, are 
never as they are supposed to be and it’s that disappointment that 
takes the life out of living. 
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Wayworn Winnie

by Winnie Mae 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 
requires 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 without warning and 
began weeping profusely. 
While Winnie was wiping 
her eyes, the lady of the 

house appeared, 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 waver, for it was apparent that she was a nervous 
wreck and that worrying about the führer’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 firelit 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 

...the wistful look 
in the woman’s eye 

won her over
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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 be gained in the maid-of-all-work 
routine, the confinement can be 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 
frame of mind being lower (although the present setback is not 
looked upon as a 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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Stashing My Stuff

by Winnie Mae Walker

I got the 15 boxes that were sent by UPS.
I even have a table and two chairs,
a bed, a sofa, coffee table, rocker and two lamps,
but what I need is still up in the air.

A chest of drawers, perhaps a desk, would go a long, long way,
and yet it wouldn’t really be enough,
because I still have boxes all lined up around the room.
I simply need a place to stash my “stuff ”!

Old photographs and yearbooks, plus my genealogy,
some Christmas cards and poems by the score
are just a sample of the things I have no place to put.
I’ve scads of things I don’t know where to store!

Perhaps a bureau or a chest—no, no, they’d be too deep.
I’d never find the items buried there!
Those plastic boxes that they sell for organizing junk?
Think fast before I begin to tear my hair!

Or shall I just resign myself, as I have done before
To letting things accumulate some dust
Within the closet on a shelf in some old cardboard box?
It certainly would save a lot of fuss.
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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

I was two grades behind for my reading level in 
elementary school. The school’s solution was to hold me back 
a grade, but my mother would have nothing of it. Instead, 
we read a book every day for an entire summer. I struggled, 
but by the end I was an avid reader and starting to write my 
own stories. At first, the adults in my life encouraged me to 
write. Unlike reading and arithmetic, however, it was never 
considered something that would dramatically improve my 
future.

Sir Ken Robinson discussed this kind of situation in 
his 2006 TED Talk on education. He noted that you “were 
probably steered benignly away from things at school when 
you were a kid—things you liked—on the grounds that you 
would never get a job doing that […] Don’t do music, you’re 
not going to be a musician; don’t do art, you’re not going to be 
an artist.” In my case, don’t do writing, you’re not going to be 
a writer.

In a country suffering from economic turmoil, it requires 
minimal effort to dismiss creativity and imagination as 
simple luxuries. In a capitalistic society, it’s easy to ignore 
community. It’s easy to suggest learning can only happen in 
a structured, classroom environment, taught by professed 
experts. And it’s simple to claim individuals are only “writers” 
if their writing is developed for a paid publication. Those that 
make such claims, however, are profoundly mistaken.



Writing, for whatever reason, is a sustaining force in the 
community. Since joining the CWC, I’ve learned more about 
myself and the people around me than any classroom could 
provide. I’ve seen writers put pen to paper not simply for 
publication, but to share their visions, record their memories, 
expand their ideas, speak their minds and attempt to change 
the world. I have witnessed communities brought together by 
words, and it has changed my life for the better.

This edition of sine cera is a demonstration of just 
how powerful words can be. Included are memories of joy 
and sorrow, life and death, facing fears and learning from 
mistakes. You’ll read conversations about individuals and 
the world around you, experience moments of boundaries 
being challenged and hardships overcome. Most importantly, 
you’ll have the chance to join this community—as once again 
I invite you to share your thoughts, voice and experiences in 
future collections of:

sine cera: a DiverseCity Writing Series anthology

Jeremy E. Remy
DiverseCity Writing Series Coordinator

May 2009
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Cities

by C. Chambers

We stack ourselves in tidy rows
Put our selves away for the night 
As a courtesy to the powers that be.

The variance of our being, now
The timber of our thoughts
Ordered and known
Classified, and accounted for

Piled high in the darkness

Directions

by C. Chambers

One must be careful
When dragging a chandelier through city streets at night
Who one asks directions of...
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The Purpose of Things

by Alia Rose Thiel

Clouds have blockaded light from the sun.
The violent chill makes me doubt.
Days like these,
when no person

place
purpose
seems worthy of this existence.

A petty reflection of
a pretty face.
Crumpled worry lines,
dead cells from my mind,
flow down this neck,
tickle this back.
The weight of lifetimes weigh heavy 
on nineteen-year-old feet.

No matter,
these pale legs keep walking,
these freckled arms keep reaching,
wide pupils keep seeing,
lungs keep breathing,
heart still beating.
This forms a series of empty adjectives and verbs.
I don’t care much for mine,
nor yours.

The mind continues to ponder
our extent of suffering,
unsatisfied desires,
dreams unfulfilled,
habits that are slow to kill,
fears that strangle the ability to speak.
Where is the truth?
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A middle path can be so grueling,
between survival and spirit,
constant sting of growing pains,
make room for the friends and lovers, and
find a place for the individual,
in the family of things.

My father told me,
you are what you do.
My mother says,
you are what you feel.
Ashley suggested,
you are what you eat.

Perhaps the best judge of character
is not measured on a scale of 9-5 Monday through Friday,
or the random waves of emotions we ride every moment,
or the state of our gastrointestinal tract.

It is our response to
these moments,
when clouds blockade all light
from the sun,
The violent chills of doubt,
make us question the purpose of things.
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Hot Air

by James Mone

I heard about storms throughout my rearing. Two generations 
provided me with tales of the awe and destruction that nature could 
produce. The two family members who could tell some of the best 
yarns were my father and his. My grandfather would tell his stories 
of life on the farm. My dad was a pilot and I got decades of an 
aviator’s dealings with the skies. Not only were the spins exciting, 
but they were packed with useful tidbits of information. The best 
always involved thunderstorms. Stories of bright flashes and roars 
from the heavens.

Grandpa would talk about dumb cows hiding under trees 
during lightning strikes. They would pay the price of being next 
to the tallest thing in an open field. I often wondered why gramps 
tilled the soil, alone in an open tractor, in the middle of a barren 
plot, during dry lightning strikes. He claimed it was his dedication 
to the crops yet to be reaped. He would talk about a strike being 
made up of many strikes. Then he would mention the sound 
accompanying the bolts. He said that if one counted after the 
coruscate, you could approximate the distance you were from it. 
Also, he would say that it would be wise to be the shortest in a 
group of people if doing so.

My dad would tell me about cloud to ground, ground to cloud, 
cloud to cloud, all types of streaks from above, or wherever. “The 
air around these bursts could be as hot as the sun,” he’d say. They 
carried quite a shock too. He told me the amount of volts lightning 
could generate and that its strength depended on its length. I don’t 
remember exactly, but they could kill cows. He would describe 
the shape and color of the clouds. There would be wind and a 
strange scent after lightning showed its fury, even if it didn’t cause 
a fire. As a pilot, he told me that he feared a “bolt from the blue.” 
The sky could be clear and then the bang: massive currents raced 
through the heavens. This was the most powerful of Thor’s arrows. 
I remembered Dad’s accounts quite well on a day like this one. The 
anvils were heavy in the sky and a hammer was poised. The sky was 
a ballet of gathering clouds. Puffy whites coalescing and darkening. 
It reminded me of the first time I was struck from overhead.
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Clothesline

by Richard G. Scharine

“I should have known I’d find you out here.” 
Rik didn’t have to turn to identify the voice. It was a crisp and 

bright late October Sunday—pleasant enough in the sun and out of 
the wind, but with a morning chill forecasting the death of Indian 
summer. At this time of year when he was a boy the corn shocks 
would already be standing in the fields and the garden stripped 
down to a few huge pumpkins. He could smell the changing of the 
seasons as he hung the laundry on lines which stretched from the 

grape arbor halfway past the garage.
“The sheets rippling in the 

breeze look like strolling nuns. 
You should take one of your 

famous photographs. Do you 
still have a camera?”

“No,” Rik answered. 
“I stopped taking pictures 
when there were no people 
to be in them. I like the 

photos in my albums to be 
able to talk to one another.” 

She would be standing in the 
driveway, where they had talked 

so many times before. Funny he hadn’t 
heard the car. She would be dressed for autumn, with an orange 
sweater and a plaid skirt setting off her red hair. Her sense of style 
was impeccable. The only item that hadn’t fit the ensemble was him.

“Poor you!” Her tone mocked him gently. “You still air the 
bedding every week? I’d imagined you’d given it up by now. Or 
perhaps you still have the same reason?”

“The truth is I’m just a creature of habit. Once an idea gets in 
my head, I never let go of it.” Rik studied the tattered edges of the 
bedspread he was hanging. It should be replaced. But then no one 
but him ever saw it. 

“I appreciated your thoughtfulness, you know. Because of my 
allergies.” She went on when he didn’t respond. “How is Boots?”

“The truth is
I’m just a creature

of habit...” 
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Boots had been Lynne’s last cat. Emaciated and bedraggled, but 
purring, she had rubbed against Lynne one April as she planted 
beans in the garden on the other side of the clotheslines. The wavy 
rows maturing later that year were a sign of their courtship. In the 
house that afternoon Lynne had confronted him with a question 
that was also a conclusion: “When a cat kisses you in a bean patch, 
you have to keep it. Right?”

After Lynne’s head no longer occupied the pillow opposite 
him, Boots had taken her place. She was buried in the no longer 
cultivated garden. Rik still made up the bed with two pillows. 
Another habit. “Long gone, I’m afraid, to a Better Place, with 
carpets of catnip and scratching posts that are legs to the throne of 
a god who never sniffles.” 

The laugh from the driveway was silvery. High strung and 
spontaneous, perfectly pitched to her dancer’s body. “I appreciated 
that too. You always made me smile. I miss that.”

“Humor equals pain, plus distance, the philosopher says. 
Someday I’ll be far enough away to get the joke.” Rik stepped over a 
broken sprinkler head. That would have to be fixed before the first 
freeze. A leak beneath the winter surface could be fatal to the whole 
system.

“Don’t be bitter.” Her voice was gently reproving. “You must 
have known it could never work out. We found one another too 
late.”

Rik stooped to pick up a fallen clothespin, and contemplated 
the gnarled fist that held it. When had his hands become his 
father’s, he wondered? “If you will recall,” he countered, “we were 
never free at the same time—though we might have been.”

Her attention had shifted to the far end of the lawn. “What 
happened to the other pine tree?” They had been gifts from her 
own backyard—seedlings that had arrived in two huge cardboard 
pots.

“I had to cut one down. They were too close. Their root systems 
were twisted together. Allowed to grow, they would gradually have 
killed one another.”

“You did the right thing. I would have hated to see them still 
standing there, both dead. This way I can look at the healthy tree 
and remember when they were young. What is the lighter green 
plant interlaced through the branches?”

Rik shivered. A harsh wind was blowing rain clouds in from the 
north. Perhaps this had been the wrong day to air laundry. “There’s 
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a grape vine on the fence which divides the lots. Early on it began 
using the tree as a trellis, and now they can’t be separated.”

She laughed again. “How Dionysian! Vine leaves in the hair of 
a tree that’s always green! You must have to be pretty dedicated to 
fight all that prickliness for the grapes.”

“That would be pointless. The vine expends all its energy 
in growth. It climbs and winds itself around the tree, but never 
produces grapes. It’s barren.”

“It’s like the mistletoe we saw in the Polish Bialowieza Forest, 
engulfing the birch trees. Beautiful, symbolic, but ultimately 
parasitic.” Her voice was sober now. “Which one is you, and which 
one is me?”

Rik fumbled with the clothespins. Was he always this clumsy? 
The baskets were nearly empty now, and he was determined to 
finish his task. “Why did you leave me?”

“Me?” The voice is part surprise, part mocking. “I never left 
you. Who do you think is talking to you now? I tried to leave you 
many times long ago, but every time I wanted to move on, you 
stood in my path. I was alone, but you would rather I were lonely 
than be free. You wanted me, but you would never tell me. Now you 
have your wish. I will always be with you.”

On the lines on either side of Rik the past hung dark and 
stained. Had he forgotten to put detergent in the machine, or were 
some old things simply not washable? He couldn’t understand 
why her reassuring promise of closeness seemed simultaneously 
menacing and further away. He stumbled down the row, searching 
for a gap through which he might answer. “You know why I could 
never speak.”

“Yes. You called it ‘fidelity’.” The laugh was harsher now. “But 
who were you being faithful too? Not to Lynne certainly. Not to me. 
You once accused me of being afraid of change, but it was you. Your 
idea of change was you having it both ways. You were faithful all 
right—to your own weaknesses!” 

Rik grasped a line to steady himself as he struggled to find 
a metaphor. “That wasn’t it. It was like ... Sergeant Pepper. Paul 
McCartney wanted to continue making music; he just didn’t want 
to be trapped into making “Beatles music” forever. In order to keep 
loving, I had to find another way to love!”

“Then why, after Lynne was gone, did you make me move into 
her house?” The voice was more shrill now, beating against his 
temples. “Did you think you could make other people replaceable 
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parts of your life? Do you know what it was like, constantly 
surrounded by your relationship to her? Her furniture? Her 
friends? Her memories? You wanted me, but you wanted me to be 
her too. You were still the center of your own universe, and I was 
still to be your satellite—but in her orbit! I’m not a fool. You don’t 
change. Once I became her, who would have become me?”

His head throbbing, Rik kicked a discarded basket into the 
garden. Around him a phalanx of sheets jerked in the breeze like 
a hangman’s fantasy. A gap opened ahead of him and he lurched 
toward it. He reached the end of the line, and in a final wrenching 
movement, turned himself to confront her. “What do you want? 
Why can’t you leave me alone?” 

The driveway was empty.

* * *

All along the street the 
neighbors met in groups 
of two or three that week. 
It wasn’t that anyone 
had reported the old 
man missing. He didn’t 
mix with people much. 
Someone glancing into 
the backyard had noticed 
that, despite the weeks of rain, 
there was still laundry on the 
clothesline, and other pieces on the 
ground and blown up against the fence. Underneath a ragged quilt 
they found the body and called 911. Apparently he tripped over a 
sprinkler head and broke it. Face down in a spongy pool for god 
knows how long. It wasn’t a pretty sight. Still, it could have been 
anything. When they’re that age, it doesn’t take much. It was funny 
to think how many kids in their witches and wizards costumes 
must have come to the closed front door on Halloween, not 
knowing the truly gruesome contents of the back yard.

And so the talk went that week, and occasionally the next, 
and was forgotten—to be reborn now and then, with the proper 
embellishments, beside boy scout campfires and in admonishments 
to children to stay in their own yards. The next summer a new 
couple moved in, with young children and a new Maytag washer-

It wasn’t that
anyone had 

reported the old 
man missing.
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dryer. The clotheslines were taken down, and what had once 
probably been a garden was re-sodded. An expensive swing set 
took their place, and the yard rang with the laughter and shouts of 
those who had never heard the story of its previous owner. 

Though nothing can bring back the hour
Of splendor in the grass, of glory in the flower;

We will grieve not, rather find
Strength in what remains behind; 

In the primal sympathy 
Which having been must ever be.

—William Wordsworth, Intimations of Immortality
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Bad Words

by Randy Eggert

Walker Wilson’s mom peeled an orange and gave Walker and me 
four wedges, two for me and two for Walker. She said to go outside 
and play.

Walker has a good way to eat oranges. He puts a whole wedge 
in his mouth, bites into it, and sucks all the juice out. The bad thing 
is you have to spit out the part of the orange that doesn’t have any 
juice in it because that part is yuck. Mom told me I shouldn’t waste 
food and the part of the orange that doesn’t have juice in it is food 
even if it is yuck. So I chew my orange wedges like a normal person.

Once in school Tim Mahoney had orange slices in his lunch, 
only they still had the peel on them, and Tim bit on the orange 
part so the peel covered his teeth, and he wrapped his lips around 
the peel, and he said, “Ooh ooh, aah aah,” like a chimpanzee. A 
chimpanzee and a monkey are different. Monkeys have tails.

“You want to go to the field?” Walker asked. We climbed over 
his back fence into the field.

Walker Wilson isn’t my best friend. He just lives close enough 
that Mom lets me ride my bike there by myself after I get home 
from school. It’s only five houses away. 

Tim Mahoney is my best friend, only he doesn’t know it. Tim 
lives on a ranch, too far to bike to. The ranch is so far that the 
school bus doesn’t go there. Tim’s mom drives him to school in a 
pickup truck. Someday Tim will invite me to see his ranch and his 
mom will drive us both in the pickup truck. The pickup truck has a 
gun rack in the back window. All pickup trucks have a gun rack in 
the back window. You only put guns on the gun rack when you’re 
going hunting. The guns are for shooting game, not people. Game 
means deer and elk. And moose sometimes. Cattle are not game.

There are twenty-three cattle in the field behind Walker 
Wilson’s house. They stay away from us because Dad says they’re 
more scared of us than we are of them. I’m not scared of cattle. Tim 
Mahoney said twenty-three isn’t enough for a ranch. His ranch 
has three hundred and forty head. Head is another word for cattle. 
Cattle is the plural of cow.

Walker and I crossed the field until we were at the irrigation 
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ditch. It was September, so the water wasn’t high. I can jump the 
ditch in September. I jumped seven feet in the running long jump 
at P. E. In spring the ditch is fuller on account of the snow, which is 
really water, even though it doesn’t look like water. My sister Jenny 
has a joke. She asks grownups, “When snow melts, where does all 
the white go?” Jenny is six years older than me, which means she 
is thirteen, and grown-ups laugh when she says her joke because 
they know it’s a joke, except once she said it to Uncle Glenn and he 
said the white goes to North Dakota. That was a joke, too. I know 
the white doesn’t go to North Dakota, but I really do want to know 
where the white goes. I don’t know why Jenny’s joke is funny. 

Walker spit what was left of his orange in the irrigation ditch. 
We watched it float.

“I know a bad word,” Walker said.
“Which one?”

“Damn,” he said.
“I know that one, too.” 

Damn, and Hell, and 
God, and Jesus are bad 
because they are church 
words, except they aren’t 
bad in church. Except 
damn. Damn is a church 

word and it is always bad. 
Even though my family 

hardly ever goes to church, 
we still believe in God. There’s 

a church behind our house, but we 
don’t go to that one. God gets mad when 

you say church words outside of church. God is like a really big 
dad, and we are his children. Only you can’t see God. But he is 
everywhere. God backwards spells dog.

“Damn spelled backwards is mad,” I said.
“Nuh uh.”
“Yeah huh.”
“Nope. Because damn has an n in it.”
“Does not.”
“Does too,” Walker said.
I didn’t say “does not” again because he was probably right. 

Walker Wilson gets all 100s on his spelling tests. 
“I know a bad word,” I said. “Crap.”

“Damn spelled 
backwards

is mad,” I said.
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“That isn’t either a bad word,” Walker said. “I heard a teacher 
say it once.”

“Which one?”
“Mrs. May. She didn’t know I could hear her.”
“My sister Jenny knows lots of bad words. She’s a teenager.” Dad 

says she’s not a teenager yet, you’re only a teenager when you’re 
fourteen, not thirteen. But Jenny says he is wrong, she is a teenager 
because thirteen is a number with teen in it. She said he was wrong 
to his face. When you’re thirteen it’s okay to tell grownups they’re 
wrong.

“Which ones does she know?”
“She knows a bad word for penis.” I looked at my crotch when I 

said it. I couldn’t help it.
“Is it wiener?”
“No,” I said. “Wiener isn’t bad. You can say wiener because it’s 

also a word for hotdog.”
“What’s the word then?”
“Dick.”
“My cousin’s name is Dick.”
I laughed. “Your cousin’s name means penis.”
Walker laughed, too.
 Once during lunch Tim Mahoney took a banana and 

unzipped his pants and stuck the banana in the fly. You couldn’t 
see he was doing it because we were sitting at a table. He told Laura 
Taylor to look under the table, and I looked too to see what she was 
supposed to see. She laughed. I didn’t laugh because Tim hadn’t 
told me to look and I was pretending to pick something up off the 
floor. Somebody had dropped a Frito on the floor. I ate the Frito.

“Fart!” Walker said loudly.
I laughed. We threw stones in the irrigation ditch and said 

“fart” when the stones made bubbles when they hit the water. “Fart! 
Fart! Fart!”

Then I said, “You’re not supposed to say fart, but it’s not really a 
bad word.”

“Because it’s in the dictionary, right?” Walker said.
“Right.” 
In the dictionary under fart, it says, “A small explosion between 

the legs.”
“What other words does Jenny know?” Walker asked.
“She knows really bad words.”
“Like shit?”
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“Worse.”
There is an old car in the field. Some big kids broke the 

windows on the car. It is really old. There is no engine in the car 
because it was made before cars had engines.

It was Walker’s turn to drive. He made driving noises and 
pretended to turn the steering wheel. I sat in the other seat. I told 
him to go faster, we were losing them. We were chasing bad guys. 
I shot out their tires with my gun. Only Walker said I didn’t really, 
that I missed. I was mad at Walker for saying that, so I didn’t want 
to play anymore. 

My gun wasn’t really a gun. Not even a play gun. Mom and Dad 
don’t let me have guns. My gun was a stick that was shaped like a 
gun. I bet Tim Mahoney’s parents let him play with guns. Maybe he 
hunts game.

The field was full of cow pies. Most 
of them were dry. Some were wet.

“How did the North 
Dakotan die eating a pie?” I 

asked.
“How?” Walker said.
“The cow sat down.”
“Yuck,” Walker said. 

Only he was laughing. 
“Look,” he said. It was a 

great big cow pie. Fresh 
almost. A dry crust on top, but 

you could see the wet green stuff 
underneath. “Crap!” he said.

“Shit!” I said.
“I’ll give you ten dollars if you eat it,” he said.
“How much will you give me to step in it?” I asked. Tim 

Mahoney probably steps in cow pies all the time. You can’t help it 
when you have three hundred and forty head.

“Two,” Walker said.
“Say it.”
“I’ll give you two dollars if you step in this cow pie.”
I did it. I wanted the two dollars. I rolled up my pant leg first. 

The crust on top broke and my tennis shoe went into the muck 
underneath.

“You have to step all the way,” Walker said.
I did. My foot was covered in green cow slime. All the way to 

“I’ll give you
ten dollars

if you eat it,”
he said.
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the sock. It was cold, but not too cold. I stepped out of it and wiped 
my foot in the grass.

“You owe me two dollars,” I said.
“Do not.”
“Do too.”
“I had my fingers crossed.”
I promised myself I would never play with Walker Wilson 

again.
We walked back to the irrigation ditch, and I put my whole foot 

in the water. Up to where my sock ended. It was cold. Really cold. 
“Damn,” I said.

* * *

Tim Mahoney was playing four-square. He can play four-square 
all recess. He is that good. You can only play so long as you keep 
winning. When you lose you have to let somebody else play, and 
you have to go to the back of the line. Tim Mahoney never has to 
go to the back of the line. I hate four-square.

Walker Wilson was playing on the monkey bars. Walker doesn’t 
have any friends in school because he isn’t cool. I’m not cool either, 
but I’m cooler than Walker. Sometimes I play tag with some boys. 
Sometimes we let girls play, too.

This day, though, I went to the monkey bars because I wanted 
to tell Walker something. “Jenny told me another word,” I said.

He waited.
“Fuck,” I said.
He frowned. “That’s a bad word,” he said.
“I know.”
“You just said it,” he said.
“So?”
“God heard you.”
“I’ll say it again.”
“Don’t.”
I still had my paper bag from lunch. I took it out of my coat 

pocket. “Look,” I said. I put the bag around my mouth and said the 
word into it. “See?” I said. “It’s okay like this.” God wouldn’t hear 
when I said it this way because then it would just keep in the bag 
and not float up to heaven where God lives. “Now you do it,” I said 
and held the bag out to Walker.

“No.”
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“You’re a weenie-wimp.”
I folded up the bag carefully and put it back in my coat pocket. 

It made me happy I had the word in my pocket. It made me cool. I 
wasn’t a weenie-wimp. I could say fuck. I’d say it without the paper 
bag. I wasn’t scared of God. I knew Tim Mahoney would say it. He 
wasn’t a weenie-wimp, either. He probably said it all the time. 

When recess ended and it was time to line up to go inside, I 
made sure I lined up behind Tim. 

“Tim,” I whispered. “Tim.”
“What?” He sounded annoyed.
“I have to tell you something,” I whispered.
“What?”
“In your ear.”
He moved his head close to my mouth.
“Fuck,” I said.
Tim Mahoney turned around and kneed me in the nuts.
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Boys’ Basketball Championship

by Paul Rosser

The West High School Boy’s basketball team was 20 and 4 in the 
regular season in 2009. We were good enough to get in the 4A 
region playoffs.

When it was time for the playoffs, Bob Lyman, the coach, 
talked to the basketball team. He said, “Now this is for real. When 
we go into the playoffs, don’t go in to beat yourself. Go to beat the 
team you’re playing.”

Our first round was with Skyview. We beat them by ten 
points. It was 55 to 45. We went to the second round, and we beat 
Springville. We went to the third round. We beat Olympus. They 
were crying because West beat them.

Then we played Provo for the State Championship. We beat 
them by twelve points—56 to 44! When we beat Provo, they were 
41 and 0. We celebrated! We got a nice trophy. I held the State 
Championship trophy. It was fun and exciting. It was the first time 
we won the championship since 1975.
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My Brother’s Dog

by Ervan Peterson

My brother saw this dog, a terrier mix with black fur on her back 
and a white chest, in our neighbor’s yard in the summer of 1991. 
My brother went over and asked our neighbor if the dog was for 
sale. 

The neighbor said, “Yes.” 
My brother asked our parents if he could have the dog. 
My mom said, “You need to ask your brother and your sister. If 

they say okay, it’s fine.” 
My sister and I told my brother it was 

okay, but he was responsible for 
taking care of the dog. 

The dog’s name was 
Pepper. The dog didn’t like 
my dad. She always growled 
at him and never went near 
him. 

The years went on. My 
brother went on an LDS 

mission. When he came 
home, his dog was happy to 

see him. She jumped for joy. My 
brother spent time with her. Two 

years later, he got married and had a kid 
of his own. After one year of marriage, my brother and his wife got 
another dog. For about a year, they had two dogs. Then in 2006, 
Pepper died.

My brother saw
this dog, a terrier 
mix with black fur 

on her back...
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A Dog’s Life

by John Boles

Daffodils bloomed and the tricolor puppy took to training like a 
coyote howling at the moon. Broad jumps, weave poles, dumbbells, 
herding—he could do it. Ribbons and trophies lined the walls. 
He sat by the couch, his tan and white chest out, his head level, 
pointed straight ahead, waiting for a rub. My reward was a lick on 
the forehead. He gave me his regal best look as he pranced while 
heeling.

Black-Eyed Susan blossoms abounded about the fields. Work 
was his calling. He thrived on herding 
contrarian sheep. Not one missed 
the piercing Border Collie eye. 
His passion was passed to 
progeny. In moments of my 
despair with a broken arm 
he laid his head in my lap 
with upturned eyes, and 
the pain quickly ebbed.

Too soon his pace 
slowed like a stream 
weaving through the 
musty, leaf strewn banks of 
fall. He climbed the stairs with 
concentration. When I called he kept on 
going. A lump appeared in the chest. Shaved and stitched by the 
sofa, he posed for a scratch. Turning his head, eyes like black pearls, 
he thumped his tail and gave me a lick. Softly, winter blanketed the 
mountains early that year.

...he laid his
head in my lap

with upturned eyes, 
and the pain

quickly ebbed.
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Black Dogs

by Winnie Mae Walker

There are no black dogs—not if you look closely!
For lurking around the eyes or maybe near the tail,

you’ll see a grey hair or two.
Do doggies worry? Who knows?

My Cat, Bitsy

by Albert E. Smith

It took two cats to replace the big hole in our hearts after our 
20-year-old cat, Bitsy, died. He was our special only child. This is 
his story along with a few words about our two new cats.

Bitsy’s mother was stolen when he was just a kitten. He was 
the only one that survived out of the four kittens in the litter. My 
wife and I hand-raised him. My wife fed him from a Q-tip dipped 
in milk and fed him milk from a tiny baby bottle. She did this for 
about a week. She kept him warm by placing him in a small box 
with a heating pad set on low. He always slept under our blankets 
with us. 

My wife called me at noon on March 25, 2008, while I was at 
work, and she told me that Bitsy had died around 10 AM. I felt 
bad about it, but I had to get back to work. I buried him that night 
when I got home from work.

A month later we got two new cats, Tiger and Bitsy (we use the 
same names whenever we get new cats). The hole in our hearts is 
gone. We love these cats, they are like our kids. 
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Pick a Color, Any Color

by Ramona Maassen

Walking down the corridors of the Veteran’s Regional Medical 
Center, I thought about which color I should choose for a writing 
subject. Red, blue, green and yet the one color that catches my eyes 
and teases my mind is the color white. Does it count as a color? It 
seems to be the background or base for so many other colors, rather 
than standing on its own. However, everywhere I look, I notice the 
white. There is white on shirts, on walls, in combination with other 
colors, bordering colors, colors fading to white and all the shades 
of white. Or is it white that separates into 
colors?

When does white quit being 
white?

Once I worked as a 
sales clerk for JC Penney’s 
window treatments 
department. A lady 
customer came in and 
hounded me so badly that 
it very nearly made me nuts. 
She wanted to order some 
custom pleated shades for her 
home. She could not make up her 
mind. For nearly three weeks, she would 
come in every other day to discuss the merits of different shades 
of white. Sometimes she would have a hand full of sample cards all 
with the color of white.

At first I was baffled by what I could not see. However, I quickly 
learned white came in tones such as bone, ivory, eggshell, off-white, 
linen, antique, cream, parchment, beige, sand, vanilla, and winter, 
to name a few. She and I would compare various shades of white 
for hours. Is ice white a better choice than seashell white for the 
bathroom? Would brilliant white be too cold or stark for the guest 
bedroom? Should she throw all caution to the winds and just go 
with the foam white for the den?

After the second week, I must admit I was a broken husk of 

When does white 
quit being white?
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my former self. Delirious with snow blindness, I began eagerly 
searching out extreme varieties of white for her perusal. What 
about hospital white or almond white? Have you seen the coconut 
white or rice white? Even the heavens above provided inspiration, 
starlight and stellar, moon or lunar, thundercloud, cumulus, and 
cirrus. I whirled in the whiteness of it all. Ever more determined 
to clinch the sale, I trotted out a veritable cornucopia of white 
shades each time I saw her. Each more exotic: dune, honey, celadon, 
aqua, frost, sugar, milk, silver, crystal, quartz, baby powder, white 
lightening, white rose, dove white and Asian lily. When she finally 
made her decision, her choice was less than anti-climactic. She 
went with the magnolia.

For me, as I walk down the halls, white is in any color. Just pick 
one.
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Dear Rachel Ann

by Julie A. Liljenquist

Dear Rachel Ann,

By the time your grandparents and I got from West Valley to the 
American Fork Hospital to see your great grandfather, he had died. 
So we waited for the people from the mortuary to pick up his body, 
then we spent the night at a hotel. 

Your great grandpa’s dying wish was for your grandparents and 
me to still go to Texas and enjoy our vacation. So the next day, we 
got our scheduled flight from Salt Lake 
City to Lubbock, Texas, where your 
Aunt Melissa lives. She came to 
the airport in her car, and we 
followed her in our rented 
handicapped-accessible van 
to her house so we would 
not get lost. 

Boy, was I surprised 
at how quickly plans can 
change! So many bad and 
good things were happening 
at the same time! I ended up in 
the hospital in Lubbock, because 
part of my intestines collapsed, and I 
had to have an emergency operation. As such, I missed your great 
grandfather’s funeral. Even though I was in the same town as your 
cousin Miles, I also missed his baptism.

But I got to help name you, when you were still in your 
mother’s tummy and I was in the hospital in Lubbock. Your parents 
chose your first name. I got to choose your middle name! I was so 
honored! That was the most special thing ever because my dad had 
died and I was in the hospital so far away from your Uncle Terrell 
and your great grandmother, who were in Utah! Ann is the name 
your great grandfather gave me. It is very special to me.

Rachel Ann, one good thing that happened six months 
later was that you were born. I felt like your being born gave me 

So many bad
and good things 

were happening at 
the same time!
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something to hold on to. 

I can tell you some wonderful stories about your great 
grandfather and great grandmother. Rachel, I would like to tell you 
the same story about how your great grandparents met as I was 
told. They met on a blind date. I was told that my mother was to go 
with Ray Crandall, one of my dad’s friends. My dad was to go with 
another woman. The two men picked up my mother first. Ray was 
driving, and my dad was in the backseat. When my mother got to 
the car, she started to climb into the front seat but my dad got out 
of the backseat and asked her to get into the backseat with him. 
Then he asked her if she would date him instead of Ray. I’m glad 
that your great grandmother and great grandfather decided to go 
out with each other. It grew into a love that will never end. You can 
grow from hearing this story I just told you.

I love you in the same way, except it’s different because you’re 
my great niece. There is no way I would ever stop loving you. 
There is no mistake you could make that would stop our love from 
growing. You will understand all this when you get older. There will 
be many more stories to come. 

I love you very much.

Love, 

Your Great Aunt Julie Liljenquist
April 28, 2009
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Dad was a Cowboy

by Kyle J. Luke

Dad was a cowboy. He dressed like a cowboy. He was from a 
ranch, and wore his own cowboy hat. He was a rough and tumble 
cowhand who lived on a beautiful ranch in Southern Utah. He had 
his own horse, named Paint, and when he was growing up he rode 
all over the desert chasing wild mustangs with his cowboy buddies.

With a tip of his cowboy hat, and a click of his spurs, he could 
take you anywhere when he talked about his journeys. He, Paint, 
and his good dog were either driving cattle, or fighting deadly 
rattlesnakes. His swarthy skin let you know that he had spent 
countless hours in the sun. His features did not betray his slim 
looks of yesteryears.

He met his sweetheart after World War Two, and began a 
romance that lasted through the years. Mom always wanted Dad 
to build a nice, warm home, so they could get out of the old, cold 
trailer they were stuck in. He finally accomplished the arduous task 
when he was seventy years old. Dad never complained, no matter 
how hard the work was. Building the house was one of the hardest 
things he ever accomplished.

With the help of a contractor, the basement walls were built in 
two seasons. Of course, all of the children helped. It was not a brick 
home. Mom had it built just like she wanted it to be. When the 
home was finally finished, Dad went back to ranching.

For a battle-hardened cowboy, Dad knew how to laugh heartily, 
and sing cowboy songs on the guitar. His sculpted chin with his far-
sighted eagle eyes let you know that you were with a real veteran. 
He would sit down and tell you what the good old days were like, 
and how a determined young man could make it ranching.

Yes, my Dad was a cowboy. He was a truly great man who, 
in his own colorful way, helped form the beautiful West. When 
he finally died at age eighty-two, I felt that he climbed onto his 
horse Paint, and rode up to heaven to drive those cattle in the blue 
horizon.
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On Cedar Mountain

by Kyle J. Luke

“Today is Monday, tomorrow is Tuesday, and the next day is 
Wednesday. Half the week is gone and we haven’t done a thing 
yet.” Dad was a teacher and in the summer when he did not teach 
he would wake us up every Monday morning at five o’clock in the 
morning with this sentence.

We were working up on Cedar mountain in southern Utah 
building Dad’s dream, a boys’ ranch. Every morning we would go 
out and strip and haul Quaken Aspens for the walls of the main 

building, and we would truck volcanic rock 
to build the foundation, to set the 

roughly hewn timbers upon.
One morning we all 

climbed into the back of our 
World War II dump truck to 
go and haul another load of 
lava rock. Gaylan and Dad 
rode up front, with Dad 
driving and Gaylan riding 

shotgun. Dad gunned the 
old diesel truck up to thirty 

miles an hour, and off we went 
bouncing down the road. The first 

hill we came to seemed a little steep and 
I commented to my brother Desmond that it was a steep incline. 
Then as the back of the dump truck started getting steeper the truth 
hit like an avalanche. Dad had left the hydraulic lift on.

We began to scream and cry desperately to get him to stop, but 
he never heard us. He and Gaylan could not hear a thing over the 
roar of the diesel engine. I hung on to the told of dump truck until 
I realized that it was only going to get harder and harder the higher 
the dump raised. I carefully turned around and slid down to the tail 
gate. Thankfully it was up. Once I had slid down, I carefully moved 
the ax, shovel, and rake, and placed them in the corner away from 
where the rest of my brothers and sisters slid to. I sat in the back on 
the left of the tailgate as the slope became higher and steeper.

“...sometimes you 
can’t win

for losing.”
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Ilene, my sister, was the first to let go of the top of the dump 
truck. Screaming at the top of her lungs, she came spinning like 
a top down to the tailgate. I carefully pushed with my feet so she 
didn’t hit her head. She chewed me out for kicking her. I thought, 
“No matter what you do, sometimes you can’t win for losing.”

My sister Sheree was left with my brother Desmond, hanging 
on for dear life at the top of the dump bed. As the bed rose higher, 
she climbed on top of Desmond and began to strangle him. With 
all of his strength, he ripped her off his back and threw her to 
the bottom of the truck. As she came down she grabbed hold of 
Desmond’s feet and climbed him like a monkey right up his legs 
and back and started choking him again. He started to turn red as 
he struggled to stay up there. Finally, gasping oxygen, he let go, and 
slipped to the bottom of the truck.

Dad finally stopped at a spring to get water for the radiator. As 
he got out, he noticed the raised bed and said loudly.

“Oh hell, we have lost the kids.”
Looking over the top of the tailgate, he saw us. If looks could 

have killed! We just sat there, and said nothing.
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Hair

by Michael Scott

My teenage years were in the late sixties, and early seventies. This 
was a very turbulent time for our country, and for me. My father 
was a career Navy man. He joined the Navy as a young man right 
out of high school, during the Korean War, and was a veteran of 
the Vietnam War. He proudly served his country for over twenty 
years. Though he started out as an enlisted man, by the time I was 
about eight or nine, he had received his commission and became an 
officer.

At about age fifteen, I discovered rock 
and roll. My thoughts went from 

baseball and basketball to loud 
rock music. I loved the Beatles, 

the Rolling Stones, CCR, 
the Who, the Guess Who, 
Jimi Hendrix, and Cream. 
I loved the lyrics; they sang 
about love, peace, sharing 
the land, things that I 

believed in, and occasionally 
about he benefits of certain 

drugs. But another reason I 
loved the music was because my 

parents hated it. I can still hear them 
yelling, “Turn that down!” “You call that music?”

One thing that all of my rock and roll heroes had in common 
was their hair. They all had long hair. My friends at school were 
now growing their hair long. So I wanted long hair. My dad made 
sure that I understood that as the son of a Naval officer, I was not 
going to have long hair. In fact, haircuts at the Naval Base were only 
a quarter. My dad would give me a quarter almost every week, and 
send me off to get my haircut.

The barbers on the base knew only one style of haircut, Naval 
regulation. Whitewalls on the sides, and just barely long enough 
on top to comb. I would say, “I’m letting my hair grow out a little; 
just give it a little trim.” They would laugh, and I would come out 

...another reason
I loved the music 
was because my 
parents hated it
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with whitewalls on the sides, and just barely long enough on top 
to comb. I would argue with and yell at my dad about my hair. The 
Navy may have made him an officer and a gentleman, but he could 
still cuss like a sailor. I would go back to my weekly haircuts.

Finally, I graduated from high school, and went off to college. 
This meant freedom! I could now grow my hair how I wanted, and 
my dad gave in and did not say much. In fact, he even stood up 
for me when I was called a dirty hippie in a small Missouri farm 
town. My hair is very curly and I had to experiment a little as I let 
it grow out. I tried to comb it down, but it was very unruly going 
every which way. Then I saw the white guys in the Jimi Hendrix 
Experience. They had big white guy afros. So, that’s what I did. I 
thought I was really groovy and far out with my big afro, and Fu 
Manchu mustache.

Now, many years later, my kids will occasionally look at my 
old college year book and laugh at how I looked. I also laugh at the 
good old days.

I still like to listen to my old rock and roll music. I still like the 
Beatles, the Rolling Stones, Jimi Hendrix, CCR, the Who, Guess 
Who, and Cream. They still sound great. Unfortunately, John and 
George are gone now, along with Jimi Hendrix and Jim Morrison. 
I look and I see that now Paul, Ringo, sweet baby James (James 
Taylor), and even my boyhood idol, Eric Clapton, all have short 
hair.

I think I’ll go get a haircut. Whitewalls on the sides, and just 
barely long enough on top to comb.
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Just Like That

by Warren D. Price

While I was learning to drive it seemed that every time we got into 
the car my mother had some tidbit of driving wisdom to share with 
me. You know: “hands at 10 and 2,” “Always check your mirrors,” 
and “Check your blind spot.” She seemed have a never-ending 
supply of these one-line driving instructions.

One day we were driving down a deserted back road. I was 
sitting in the passenger seat staring out the window, lost in my own 
teenage world of thought, when out of nowhere Mom said to me: 
“Warren, if an animal ever runs out in front of your car… just hit it! 
If you try to swerve to miss it, you might roll your car, or cause an 
accident. Remember, just hit it!”

Again, we were on a deserted road. There was nothing around. 
It’s not like we were driving through a herd of sheep or cows. There 
was nothing around. So, I shrugged it off and said something to the 
effect of: “Yeah, okay, Mom.” Then I turned my head to go back to 
my daydreaming out the window.

Suddenly, out of nowhere, this cat ran out in front of our car. To 
her credit my mom didn’t even flinch! She ran right over it. It was 
one of those “Moments in Time,” when everything seems to happen 
in slow motion.

I heard the poor thing hit the front bumper and tumble 
between the bottom of our car and the road. My head followed the 
sound of the “thumpity-thump” as it moved from below the engine 
to where we were sitting, under the backseat, then to the trunk, 
when we were completely over it, the cat shot straight into the air. 
It hung in midair for a second, then as it fell to the ground time 
seemed to shift back to normal speed.

The cat landed on its feet, stood there for a second, shook itself 
off, and then darted off the road.

I was speechless! I just stared at my mother, with my mouth 
gaping open in total amazement.

And she said:
“See… just like that.”
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Too Many Wrong Mistakes

by E.B. Homer

I’m feeling a lot like Yogi Berra after the New York Yankees lost 
the 1960 Worlds Series to the Pittsburgh Pirates. When asked why 
they lost Yogi said, “We made too many wrong mistakes.” I have a 
broken leg, a broken wrist, and torn ligaments in my right ankle 
that required surgery. I’ll be laid up for two months or more, and 
I might need another operation. Did I make any wrong mistakes? 
I’ll have to rethink the entire accident, and some comments and 
questions from friends before laying blame on anything. 

It makes me feel like the guy that fell out the fourth story 
window. He was lying on the sidewalk and a passerby asked him 
“What happened?”

“I don’t know,” the guy on the sidewalk, said. “I just got here.” I 
probably would have answered the same way immediately after the 
accident, but trying to put things together afterwards leads me to 
believe a lot of things were wrong and I too, made too many wrong 
mistakes. 

First off I had to decide from what perspective to analyze the 
crash. Go back far enough and I could blame the whole thing on 
not having enough dirt riding experience. If I’d started on small 
dirt bikes instead of the overgrown Harley Davidson Grime-
Glides I used to ride, I might have discovered how much fun it is 
to explore the West Desert on a good lightweight machine. Maybe 
that was it—lack of dirt. Then again, I’ve ridden lots of dirt roads 
on highway bikes including the Al-Can before it was paved, and I 
haven’t had any problems. That being said, it was a wrong mistake 
to ride as hard as I did into a series of turns, with so little off-road 
experience. It was the last turn that got me.

One friend said something about combination tires. He thinks 
a knobby might have saved me. There might be something to that. 
It was right at the crucial moment between wondering if I can pull 
it off, and knowing I wasn’t going to make it when I felt the rear tire 
lose grip and start moving sideways. Whether the tire was a wrong 
mistake or my reaction was wrong after the tire broke loose I don’t 
know. Given the road and riding conditions the combination tire 
didn’t help, but I can’t pinpoint-blame the tire. 
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My motorcycle “Killer” is to blame for everything according 

to my friend Tom. It has the wrong suspension, the wrong brakes, 
wrong handling, wrong reliability, and it is top heavy. There might 
be something to the suspension thing because it does have a 
tendency to dive during hard braking. But I love Killer. Most people 
agree that the Kawasaki KLR is a very acceptable substitute for a 
motorcycle. Suspension after the panic point might have been a 
factor. And now that I think about it, top heavy could help bring 
it down once it starts going that way. Maybe I’ll beef up the front 
suspension. 

At the exact point of reality, when I knew I was going down, I 
thought the crash was going well as far as crashes go. I was low-
siding, which is a desirable place to be if you’re parting company 
with a moving motorcycle. The motorcycle will slide away from you 
and the crash is over for the rider, before the bike finishes the event. 
Something went wrong and the bike rotated 180 degrees before I 
could let go. Talk about being in the wrong place at the wrong time. 
I had a hollow feeling in the bottom of my gut, when I realized the 
bike was pushing me in front of it and my leg was pinned under the 
saddlebag. I felt the weight of Killer grinding me into the ground 
and heard the gravel chewing through my jeans. Rethinking the 
part of the crash that spun me, I don’t know if a footpeg caught the 
ground, or if I put my foot down when I went into panic mode. The 
nature of my injuries leads me to believe I made a wrong mistake 
and put my foot down. 

The wrong clothing? The day before my crash I’d wallowed in a 
mud puddle on another ride when I pushed the combination tires 
into a mud hole I knew they couldn’t handle. I went swimming 
with my bike, and made a mess of my riding gear. I wasn’t planning 
to ride the day of the accident, but an impromptu ride sprouted 
from a coffee club social and I was off to the West Desert with a 
few friends. My armored riding pants were home in the wash. It’s a 
wrong mistake to ride without pants. 

Back to Yogi Berra, “It ain’t over till it’s over.” When the plastic, 
rubber, metal, and flesh mass quit sliding, and with dust still 
hanging over the pile, the last thing I wanted to do was smell flesh 
roasting under a hot motor or muffler. A few backstroke kicks and I 
pushed away from the pile and enjoyed a few seconds of relief when 
I realized it was over. My brain was trying to sort things out. Why 
was I riding sweep? Wrong place again. Usually the most reliable 
rider is in the back to pick up any debris in the ride’s wake. I wasn’t 
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supposed to be the debris and I figured I’d never live it down if I 
didn’t get myself moving before my friends came back. Sweep is my 
standard position and I’m usually 15 minutes behind everyone at 
any resting place. I figured the guys on the other end would give me 
an extra 10 before worrying. I usually move at a leisure pace and 
hang way back to avoid the dust from the other riders. When the 
dust settled, I realized I was alone and would be for a while. There 
wasn’t anyone behind me.

When I stood up, I felt the leg bone slip back in place and 
realized it was broken. My right knee was already the size of a 
football, and I picked a few dime-sized pieces of gravel from the 
exposed bleeding flesh. The ligaments in my right ankle may have 
lost their grip on the bone but their teeth were trying to reattach. 
My left wrist hurt like hell. I knew the problem in my wrist; I’d 
broken the same bone years before. 
After taking the helmet off with 
only one hand, I made a total 
body survey and I turned my 
attention to the wounded 
bike. Killer was lying on 
its right side with its front 
tire turned sharply into 
the dirt. I could see and 
smell a small stream of fuel 
leaking from the tank as the 
last of the dust settled. I had 
to get the bike back up and knew 
lifting a 425-pound motorcycle, by 
myself with a broken leg wouldn’t be easy. 

Looking around the area for any telltale sign of dust that could 
be help on the way. I noticed the gouge in the road. I could see the 
swirl where Killer and I rotated, right behind an impact point on 
the bank where the first skid marks stopped. That was where my 
wrist smashed into the handlebar. After the swirl, the dragline was 
20 feet in length. Seemed like it was longer when I was sliding. 
I didn’t see any help coming my direction, and I turned back to 
Killer.

It took several minutes and three 100% lifts to get it up to 
where it would balance. At that point I found myself in an awkward 
position. A mirror or brake lever managed to grab my jacket on the 
shoulder and I couldn’t extend myself to balance the bike. Laying 

...lifting a 
425-pound 

motorcycle, by 
myself with a 
broken leg...
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it back down wasn’t an option as far as I was concerned, and I’d 
forgotten to put the kickstand down so I couldn’t just continue 
past vertical to rest the bike on the side stand. It took a while but 
I managed to lower the kickstand with my broken wrist so I could 
get the handlebars off my back. 

I could have waited there for rescue, I had a 6-pack on ice in 
the saddlebag, but drinking beer and icing the foot would have 
made for a long wait for an ambulance ride. I knew if I took my 
boot off, my foot would swell and I might not be able to get the 
boot back on. The best option was to ride out and see my doctor in 
the morning. I already had a scheduled appointment for 9:30 the 
next day. A night’s sleep couldn’t affect the outcome. 

I’d almost caught the group when I saw Renn, our lead rider, 
coming back to check on me. He had no idea why I was so late and 

signaled me to go on while he turned 
around. Camden and John were 

relieved to see me ride in but 
didn’t realize how severe 

my injuries were. On the 
outside I had torn jeans 
and a swollen knee. As 
long as I could still ride I 
didn’t want a debate as to 

what to do so I didn’t say 
anything about my leg or 

wrist. I found out later my 
boot was the only thing holding 

my foot on. Refusing to sit down for 
fear of getting stiff, I opened the saddlebag 

and gave everyone a cold beer. We decided to head home, and after 
throwing down a quick one I told the group I was going home in 
low gear while I could still ride. I knew they would catch me on the 
highway. 

On highway 36, I kept the speed down to 50 knowing I’d see 
them in my mirrors in short order and was surprised when they 
didn’t catch me by the time I got to the junction of 36 and 73. I 
stopped and waited. After 15 nervous minutes I went back looking 
for them. A few miles later they passed me going the other way. I 
u-turned and dropped into my usual place at the back of the pack. 
I love riding sweep but will probably get fired from my position 
when this is all over. It was a good thing I found myself in the back. 

As long as
I could still ride...
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Camden’s X-Challenge broke down 1-mile south of Tooele. We put 
a new game plan together and I continued home. Renn, Camden 
and John got the X-Challenge to town, John headed for Park City, 
Cam and Renn doubled up and rode to my house to get my car 
and trailer to retrieve the bike. As Renn and Camden were leaving, 
Renn asked “How can I get your car back to you?” 

“That the easy part,” I said, “you’re going to take me to the 
doctor in the morning.” I said “Good night”, and hobbled into the 
house, knowing he would be there on time.

“What happened?” is the question everyone asks when they 
talk to me about the crash. Bottom line, a lot of things... I made 
too many wrong mistakes. The biggest one was going too hot into 
a series of turns on a dirt road for all things considered. I have no 
idea why I was riding that way, because it’s out of character. I guess 
I was feeling spunky or something. So in the end, I’d like to borrow 
from Yogi one more time. “The future isn’t what is use to be.” I had 
a lot of rides planned for this summer. There is nobody to blame 
but myself. Ride safe everyone. 
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Lesson Learned

by Warren D. Price

The summer before I turned 13 my family went to the cabin my 
grandparents built just outside of Sun Valley, Idaho for a family 
reunion. Pa Gene and Grandma Price had built it in the 1950s and 
dubbed the cabin “Dunslavin” in honor of their retirement. Nearly 
a hundred relatives gathered in the Snake River Valley. There was 
no space that would accommodate such a group for the three day 
event, so families found camping sites up and down the banks of 
the Snake River and gathered at the cabin for day time festivities.

We hiked in the beautiful Sawtooth Mountains, visited ghost 
towns, and fished various lakes and rivers. We also got acquainted 
with aunts and uncles and cousins we’d never met before and 
some we haven’t seen since. The days were action packed and the 
evenings were spent around campfires sharing songs and stories 
and smores.

One such evening, our family was gathered with Aunt Jo and 
Uncle Cotton enjoying the dancing flames of a roaring campfire. 
There were smores all around as we pieced them together with 
nothing but the light of the fire. I was on my fourth or fifth when 
I found a large chunk of chocolate on the picnic table. I looked 
around to make sure no one was watching, and then I quickly 
popped it into my mouth and began to chew.

The inside of my mouth was immediately coated with soot as 
the piece of burnt wood exploded. I gagged and coughed and spat 
out the remains of the cinder and shouted “Water! I need water!” 
Pandemonium broke out around the fire as adults ran to find water 
and I continued spitting out pieces of wood and ash.

Finally Aunt Jo lighted a lantern to reveal my face smeared 
with a black goatee from a mixture of slobber and soot. I took the 
water gratefully and gargled and rinsed the gunk from my mouth. 
Everyone else laughed so hard they cried when my dad said, “Well 
son, I told you not to make an ash of yourself!”
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Cooking Disaster 101

by Rose A. Petersen

At eight years of age, I received a shiny new EASY BAKE oven as 
a Christmas present. This was a fun way of turning out lil cakes, 
cookies, and brownies to delight my family. Sometimes they even 
pretended to eat them. Because of this, I thought that I was a good 
cook. But I wasn’t.

The green divinity candy that we produced in Home 
Economics just flew across the room. With me right behind that 
battered bowl. My pancakes burnt, my scrambled eggs stuck. No 
one came back for seconds, not even the 
teacher.

I can still recall the look 
of horror on Dad’s face 
one evening. I had set 
out to prepare a batch of 
minestrone soup for my 
French class. My first 
shopping trip, and I was 
proud. I thought that 
dinner for eight would 
require eight packages of 
pasta. One for each person. That 
makes sense, right? Mom had left 
us by then, and no one had bothered to 
teach me the pasta will double in volume as it cooks. We soon had 
dinner for about eighty persons.

As a hungry college coed, I began to turn out scrumptious 
meals of beans and weenies, or mac and cheese, even tuna with 
green beans. These were served with scorched rolls and weak 
lemonade. My boyfriends pretended to be pleased, but they soon 
learned to take me OUT for pizza. And they married someone else.

Then it was on to life in the big city, where my roommates 
couldn’t cook either. So we lived on soup and sandwiches, apples, 
and V-8 juice. But when my first paycheck arrived, I went out to 
purchase a set of shiny new silver pans. They were de-luxe, and 
even included some recipes. To surprise my room mates, I left a 

Which, of course, 
just led to more 

cooking disasters.
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pan of chili simmering on the stove. Then I went over to the church 
awhile. Shortly our Sabbath peace was destroyed by the sound of 
screaming sirens. Oops.

After that I stayed up late nights reading “The JOY of Cooking”. 
But it was all GREEK to me. Half of the ingredients were unfamiliar 
to me, I didn’t even know what they were. So I was forced to 
improvise in various creative ways. Which, of course, just led to 
more cooking disasters.

Meanwhile my older sisters had magically transformed into 
marvelous homemakers. They started to give me cook books 
as presents. Holiday dinners at their homes were always a treat. 
They would pack up some delicious lefter-overs for me to sample 
at home. Then it was back to my shack for cold pot-pies and TV 
dinners.

My patient husband would take out the baby for awhile, while 
I slaved over a hot stove. They would return refreshed, to find me 
in tears…. Only after the divorce did I discover that HE could 
cook. That really made me MAD. Then my young son bribed his 
pre-school teacher with a small hand-printed note politely asking 
her NOT to have his mommy bring over any home-backed treats. 
OUCH.

But Time heals all wounds. These days my son is a teen, with 
his own set of cooking disasters. Like the time he tried to cook a 
turkey in the oven, frozen with the wrapping still on it!! Of course 
I consoled him, then I laughed till I cried-YUCK. Justice in the 
Universe.

Now I’m back to living on my own. I rise with the sun and 
watch the TV news. It is followed by one of those great new 
cooking shows. Inspired, I dutifully watch the whole thing and jot 
down the directions. Who knows—I just may try it on a manic 
spree sometime in the dark of the night. Oh hell, I still can’t cook. 
These days I just admit it.
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Cornbread and Beans

by Hal Davis

Foreword: This is a fictionalized account of a story related to me 
many times by my father. He always emphasized the value of the 
simple over the expensive and fancy. He is gone now, but the values he 
gave me live on.

Harold sits anxiously on the slowing train. It has been a long ride 
from San Diego, California. It’s his first leave from the Navy and 
he’s excited to again see his family.

“Alamosa, Alamosa Colorado,” intones the conductor on the 
Denver Rio Grande passenger car. The excited sailor looks out the 
window while the train pulls into the station of the small town. On 
the platform he sees his mother, younger brother and two sisters. 
They spot him and begin waving joyously. He is the oldest, first to 
leave home and the first to return.

Hopping off the train before it comes to a full stop, the sailor, 
bag in hand, grabs his mother and exuberantly swings her around.

“Harold Lee, Harold Lee,” his brother and sisters loudly chant, 
trying to get in on the celebration.

“It’s good to have you home, son,” his mother says.
Harold’s siblings chatter with excitement. He hugs his sisters 

and ruffles his brother’s hair.
“It’s good to be home,” he says quietly.
They gather themselves and head for the beat up old car parked 

in the front of the station. It is clean and neat but the faded paint 
and worn upholstery evidence the many years since it was new.

“Your dad’s at work up in Salida,” Mom says as she starts the 
car.

“I figured he’d be out of town. It’s a weekday,” Harold replies.
“We’ll have a special supper when we get home. What would 

you like son? I’ll fix anything you’d like. Steak, beef roast, pork 
chops, fried chicken, anything.”

He remembers the simple meals of his youth, during the Great 
Depression. A fond memory comes to him. He smiles.

“Mom, I just want some of your good old cornbread and 
beans.”
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Gaudi

by C. Chambers

I’ve taken a room 
within Gaudi’s sloppy cakes
a refuge in those slumping bee-hive chimney shapes
w/ shakes like scales
and mis-matched buttons studding eaves,
piles of living scrod
w/ frilly balconies like gills
above adobe bones
w/ mounting spires like tallow wicks
rare beads in storms of cornbread dough
and melting peacocks splashing bricks

Coffee Time Rag

by C. Chambers

The Devil’s own bean brings
jagged days with peaks and pits
and strings of starts
of starts and starts (so many starts) like spitting sparks
like spitting bright-eyed chatter 
in the hopper of a grinder scamper
little oily scarabs hop and teem and grind—
are ground to pungent soil to steep
to steam or boil, to perk and coat my mind.
Tampering with the speed of me
and slowing things unbearably
o u t s i d e o f m e.

Picked pert berry (in “show me” red)
underneath this carapace, bituminous when shed, and roast
then brewed or chewed to bitter black—
in loamy grounds by flavored pounds in tins
or little sacks.
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The Funny Dinner

by Kate Cushing

Have you ever been to a dinner where you had to bring an extra 
shoe? Well, I have and here’s what happened.

This was a church dinner party for singles. There wasn’t 
assigned seating, but each person had to bring one shoe and put 
them in two piles. One pile for the women’s shoes and one for the 
men’s. Who I ate dinner with depended on who picked my shoe 
from the women’s pile. And who I had dessert with depended on 
the shoe I picked from the men’s pile. 

All the other women went and bought dinner instead of 
making it. They brought food from Café Rio and other restaurants. 
There was even a box of pizza. But I made a dinner.

A girl helped me warm up my dinner in the oven in the 
church’s kitchen. And the guy I had dinner with carried the dinner 
out to the table for me. It was really nice of him to do that because 
it was heavy. He ate dinner with me. I had cooked chicken, basted 
in butter, and topped it with crushed crackers. I also made steamed 
brown rice and asparagus. He had eaten before the party, but he 
still ate the dinner I made. He told me the dinner I made was good. 
All the other guys were looking at the dinner I made. I wondered if 
they wanted to eat the food I brought.

While we ate, we talked about our missions. He served in North 
Carolina while I served in San Diego. We finished our missions at 
the same time, this was before the Special Olympics started. We 
also had worked in the same church office building, but we had 
never met until this dinner. It was fun talking to him.

The man’s shoe I picked to eat dessert with belonged to 
someone I had seen on the bus. He brought two small pies for 
dessert, one apple and the other cherry. We just ate the apple. He 
was in a wheelchair. He showed me his book that he had written. I 
told him about the stories I’ve written and about the Community 
Writing Center class that I take. 

The dinner lasted two hours. I had fun that night and it makes 
me want to go on more dates. If you haven’t been on a group date 
like this, you should try it because it’s really fun.



si
ne

 c
er

a:
 W

ha
t I

 T
hi

nk
Pe

op
le

 T
hi

nk
 A

bo
ut

 
12

2

Teapot

by Winnie Mae Walker

Back in the days before television, ladies used to traipse to 
one another’s houses to have tea with honey and lemon. The 
untarnished silver teapot would be placed on a trivet and tasty 
treats like tortes or tartlets would be served on a tablecloth of linen 
trimmed with tatting. The togetherness was unifying, but the actual 
topics talked about were whether Mrs. Jones’ trip to Trinidad was 
what had transformed her tubby thighs into tones of tan tissue. 
Or the table talk might center around the fact that the taciturn 
taxidermist was keeping people on tenderhooks wondering if 
his therapist was actually a tempting trophy that he was keeping 
under his toupee. One theory formed in the think-tank was the 
unthinkable notion that perhaps he, his wife, and the therapist were 
actually a tidy threesome! Or perhaps the fact that the wife had 
recently had a tummy tuck indicated that she was trying to tactfully 
tear him away from his talkative visits to that transparent trap-
setter.

Before too much time had passed, invariably one of the ladies 
would have to tiptoe down the hall to take a tinkle, when in reality, 
her main goal was just to see if the tightwad hostess was using 
quilted tissue. If it transpired that she was, then she would be 
touted as a trend-setter. If not, the tut-tuts would be passed along to 
other townsfolk.

In a way, the ladies’ goals were not much different from the 
tavern-going men who wanted to talk about the unthinkable while 
testifying theatrically that they had been teasing tainted ladies 
after offering the hot toddies. Amid the tobacco smoke and the 
transfixed stares of their peers, they would proclaim in triumph 
how their trustworthy exteriors had enthralled the ladies of the 
evening into tolerating the tumultuous top-dog approach after it 
transpired that their trepidations had been well founded. Then 
they would taunt the men and threaten to tell the truth to the 
tradesman’s wife, while he would tremble over the thought of the 
trouble that would be coming tomorrow when the tall tale reached 
the ears of his tea-going wife. She would truly be teeming with 
tempter and would accuse him of total depravity!
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My Vacation

by Von Jones

The candle flickered. The rugged village winked a sleepy eye.
I’d chosen an old, decaying hotel, located near the famous 

Black Church Castle, a fortress where 10,000 religious zealots 
were brutally slaughtered during the Reformation in Middle Ages. 
“What the hell?” I thought. “Since I am vacationing in Transylvania, 
I might as well see it.”

Earlier that day, the rickety tour bus left me five-miles away 
from the forest village where the famous land mark was located. 
Despite my ill health, I walked along 
the dusty, craggy mountain road, 
carrying a single satchel. The 
setting sun’s orange and yellow 
footprints were fading in the 
purple evening sky when 
I arrived in the ancient 
settlement. Sightseer’s 
brochures touted the 
village’s medieval buildings, 
gilded roofs and stone 
towers as being unspoiled 
and unchanged since the 12th 
century, when it became the 
birthplace of Count Vlad Tepes, better 
known as Count Dracula.

To call the village “rustic” would be a severe understatement. 
Modern plumbing was not an accommodation. Odor-saturated 
outhouses served tourists and villagers alike. Electricity was 
provided by a single generator which was used to illuminate the 
brown and red spires of the famous Black Church Castle.

The three-story hotel’s first floor was reserved as a restaurant. 
I wasn’t hungry. Exhausted from the long walk, my chest heaved, 
my temples throbbed. I could not speak Romanian, but thankfully 
most villagers, used to dealing with tourists, spoke enough English 
to understand simple questions and basic requests. I asked to be 
taken to my lodgings. 

To call the village 
“rustic” would 
be a severe 

understatement.
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Darkness fell and I decided to leave my second-floor bedroom 

window open. Crisp autumn air chilled the smoky night. Lace 
curtains waved like thin, emaciated flags in the biting breeze. 
Opiated by the nippy night and weary from my journey, I snuggled 
beneath heavy blankets. I was tired, yet exhilarated. The thought 
of spending a month vacationing in the bucolic Romanian hills 
triggered dormant desires of medieval adventure.

Two weeks ago, I was hunkered in my cluttered publisher’s 
office, buried beneath a landslide of half-read manuscripts, query 
letters, proposals, and heaps of debris sent to me by wannabes and 
half-baked intellectuals, crazy with thoughts of their own literary 
greatness.

 When I suffered a mild myocardial infarction, my doctor said 
I needed a rest, preferably in a fresh-air, mountain region where I 
could walk and regain my strength.

“The kingdom of Dacia” the brochure read.
“Who goes to Romania for vacation?” I asked. 
“More people than you might think,” the travel agent said. “It’s 

a popular tourist destination.”
Who hasn’t heard the haunted legends of Romania, particularly 

Transylvania? Of course I knew the stories. Dracula meets the Wolf 
Man and vampires and all that. I’d always thought it was no more 
than mere myth, foolish fodder for fomenting horror fanatics. 
As a writer, editor and publisher, I’d come across many sick and 
ailing manuscripts telling of Carpathian lust for death and lurid 
bloodletting. And, I’d made a pretty penny pandering to the poop-
heads who purchase such pulp. 

The old, ochre-colored hotel leaned precariously, as if 
threatening to slide down the hill upon which it was perched. Even 
the bed slanted. But I barely noticed. The goose-down mattress 
made a deep enough depression so that I was firmly ensconced into 
the bedding.

I dreamed I was as a child sitting on the back porch of my 
grand parents’ home. The sun, warm and sweet as grapes, rushed 
into my slumber. I reached for something, or someone. Suddenly, I 
was submerged in cold, greenish brine, thrashing, drowning. 

I dreamed I was at war. People ran, shouting. A sea of red, a 
river of crimson, deep, deep, deeper flowed. Salty, coppery, thick, 
sticky blood oozed. I fought back. I gave in. Horror delivered its 
strange, peaceful poetry and persuaded my soul to flee, until I was 
at peace. I prayed, and pray still, for that peaceful feeling to return.
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“Everything will be alright,” someone assured me. 
When I awoke, I was famished. My neck was stiff. The open 

window let in the dim light of the gray dawn. A warm, tasty-
smelling aroma called to me from the restaurant below.

Half-dressed, I fled down the stony stairs and came to a panting 
halt at one of the dinning tables.

“Velcome!” The waiter was as old as time.
“I am starving. What smells so good?” 
“Ve only have vun item on the menu, sir. It is the only thing ve 

serve.”
“Well, it smells delicious,” I said. “Bring me the biggest portion 

you have.”
 It wasn’t long before the waiter brought me the biggest, reddest 

glass of juice I ever saw. I swallowed the scrumptious liquid in 
gulps.

“More!” I demanded. “Is that tomato juice?”
The waiter smiled and said: “Not quite, sir. But it is fresh. Unt 

ve have more tourists coming today.”
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The Flat

by Hal Davis

Chief Inspector Dregs has never gotten used to these crimes. A 
woman and four children litter the flat in Birmingham, England. 
Blood is mixed with general refuse.

The perpetrator arrived at the North Birmingham police station 
still dripping blood. Except for Sgt. O’Malley, they wouldn’t have 
found the crime. He recognized Price and guided them to his flat.

Price sits in the holding cell and rails incoherent words and 
phrases. Then, “Evil, evil,” as he cries softly into his cupped hands.

Before Dregs lay a mother, wife and family. Half the woman’s 
face is gone in a pulp of flesh. The blood soaks her housedress and 
spatters the walls around.

“What would drive a man to this?” muses the Inspector, 
to himself. “Was Price despairing over his poverty or his egg 
overcooked at breakfast, maybe just the ravings of his own mind?”

Dregs looks for a weapon in the flat. He finds none and asks the 
Bobby there if he has seen anything.

“No, Gove‘nor,” he says. “Do ya’ suppose he did this with his 
bare hands?”

“I’ve seen stranger.” replies the Inspector.
Price either killed his family with his bare hands or disposed 

of any bludgeon before he appeared at the station. There were no 
weapons in his possession. God! This was 1914 England. Brutal 
crimes were not supposed to happen in the 20th century. Yet here it 
was.

Inspector Dregs steps past the police photographer and exits 
the flat. He greets the coroner.

“They’re all yours as soon as the photog’ finishes,” he said.
The freshness of the scene still nags at Dregs, as he walks the six 

blocks back to headquarters. Obviously, Price is mad and had done 
this. Madness was a reason of its own.

Whilst Chief Inspector Dregs walks down the street, the 
demons at the Price flat chuckle.



si
ne

 c
er

a:
 W

ha
t I

 T
hi

nk
Pe

op
le

 T
hi

nk
 A

bo
ut

 
12

7

Letter from CM Longwood

by James H. Rosinus

My Dearest Emmaline,

These poor lines cannot adequately express the Sorrow that fills my 
bosom on the occasion that I am required to impart to you—at the 
very moment of our greatest Joy—the news that we must part, until 
when no one can foretell. My regiment has been called away. My 
Orders arrived this very afternoon, mere hours before you shared 
with me the secret that would bind us for Eternity.

Let me assure you that the emotions 
within me that you descried on 
my visage upon receiving 
your revelation were not, as 
erroneously assumed, any 
semblance of “horror,” but 
rather the commingling of 
the tenderness of affection 
in which I hold you—and 
never more so than in that 
newly revealed condition 
which is a Testament to your 
Womanhood—and the certain 
Knowledge that I must away this 
very morning. Nothing less than my 
duty to King and Country could thus sunder me from you.

Likewise, my lack of appetite at dinner this evening, which was 
remarked upon by all, derived from my confusion of mind when 
considering how and when to “break the news”—O, the grievous 
News,—to you. I confess to a failure of that courage which becomes 
a Gentleman and that kept me silent at the table.

No doubt your Father, whom I hold in the utmost Respect, due 
to his abiding Patriotism, will desire upon learning this news, to 
“see me off.” Please express to him my deepest regrets that Matters 
of State forbid me from revealing the name of my regiment, the 
ship upon which we shall sail, or its port of departure. I regret that 
he will find it fruitless to follow me and beg that you do your best to 

...how and when 
to “break the 
news”—O, the 

grievous News...
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dissuade him from the Endeavour.

Please also give my Regards to your dear Mother for the 
hospitality accorded me these many months while I have resided 
with your family attending upon the legal niceties that have 
prevented my coming into my Inheritance.

With all true Affection I remain,
Your loving fiancé,

Charles Merriman Longwood



si
ne

 c
er

a:
 W

ha
t I

 T
hi

nk
Pe

op
le

 T
hi

nk
 A

bo
ut

 
12

9

Pretensions of Wealth

by Rose A. Petersen

I have always been POOR; that is a documented fact, judging by 
the many mounds of checks from welfare, disability, social security 
etc. You would think that I owe the US government a living. It 
seems that FDR was speaking of ME, personally as he stated “some 
of our citizens will need a helping hand Up …” Maybe the signers 
of the Declaration of Independence were thinking of Me, as they 
handed over “our lives, our fortunes, and our sacred honor.” And 
wouldn’t you know it, one of them (Patrick Henry) turns out to be 
my relative!

I’ve heard that All Wealth Is Relative; I know this to be true 
because of the simple fact, that All My Wealth Comes from My 
Relatives!!! Having been born into a solid middle class family has 
proven to be a boon to my very own Welfare State. For within my 
sister’s many mansions, I must be sedate, dignified, and responsible. 
But on the street, I can slouch about in cool sun glasses and a 
trench coat… The Carefree Actor’s Life for ME.

Somewhere along the way, you just learn to play the pi-ano, or 
play the System. You can’t appear to be Desperate, even if you are. 
Like Scarlett O Hara putting on dem long green gloves sometimes 
you have to pretend; after all, a girl’s gotta eat. But whether I open 
up another CARE Box from my family, or stand in one of those 
long, long lines for a turkey dinner downtown…. Its all the same to 
me.

Seems like I should be further along by now, or at least able 
to afford a pair of shoes. But being labeled “disabled” also has its 
advantages. Like having an apartment, for instance. And sometimes 
getting exactly what I need. I can play the Lady on the Train, or the 
Tramp on the Trax, Or I can join the disadvantaged at the Soup 
Kitchen. Well, gotta run along now, and by the way, can anybody 
spare a dime? Or a few coins for the laundry? I’m sure that check 
must be in the mail, somewhere.
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I Am the Caregiver,
the Mother and the Rock

by Ramona Maassen

I am the caregiver, the mother and the rock.
It is my family
That gives me the strength you see
That helps me to be me

So if you need someone
A hug or anchor in a storm
Call on me, I am here

I am the caregiver, the mother and the rock.
It is my family
That gives me love to spread about
Seeds of hope when times are rough

So if you need a friend
Someone who cares
Call on me, I am here

I am the caregiver, the mother and the rock
It is my family
That gives me these arms to hold
And a heart to help you fly

So if you want to learn
To spread your wings
Call on me, I am here
Call on me, I am here—
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A Great American

by Elvin Gage

Prices were much lower in 1915. The postage stamp was two cents. 
A one pound loaf of bread was seven cents. One quart of milk 
was nine cents. The U.S. gas was twenty-five cents per gallon. The 
average house price was $4,289. 

1915 also marked the beginning of many things. The German 
navy attacked a U.S. freighter containing wheat for Britain. Forty 
thousand people protested the closing of saloons on Sundays in 
Chicago. Henry Ford produced his one-millionth car. Ralph De 
Palma won the fifth annual Indianapolis 
500 at eighty-nine miles per hour 
in a Mercedes. Boston beat 
Philadelphia in the World 
Series in five games. 

At least three great 
Americans were born in 
1915: Nat King Cole, a 
singer, Orson Welles, a 
film director, and my mom, 
Neola Wilkerson. My mom 
was the first white woman 
born on the Indian reservation 
in Neola, Utah. The doctor named 
her Neola, after the town. My mom was 
born there because my grandpa and great uncle had a sheep ranch 
nearby. My mom grew up on this sheep ranch.

Years later, the family moved to Price, Utah. My mom met and 
married my dad in Price. They had six brats, three boys and three 
girls. I am the youngest boy.

My dad died in a hospital in Salt Lake City of complications 
from a coalmine cave in in Price, Utah. He had a broken back. I was 
ten or eleven when he died. 

The house we lived in was built by my dad and Marion Bliss, 
who later became the sheriff of Price, Utah, and was accidentally 
killed by his own deputy. The basement was dug out by my dad and 
a team of horses. The house was not completely finished when my 

At least three
great Americans 

were born
in 1915...
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dad died. For instance, the bathroom was not done, and we had to 
use an outhouse. In the winter, that’s not fun. I had to get the coal 
from the coal shed and split and stack wood. 

As I grew up without my dad, my mom taught me how to shoot 
accurately, hunt deer, elk, antelope, and moose, and she taught me 
to fish. She was such a good hunter that she could knock the eyes 
out of a jackrabbit. We never hunted for sport, it was all for meat. 

We also bow hunted, but we weren’t very good at that. One 
time, we were walking down a road, with a deer walking across the 
path in front of us. We took our time but she ended up shooting 
over the deer and I shot under the deer. We still laugh about this.

After I grew up, my mom remarried and moved to California. 
Eventually, she and a group of friends would go to Alaska salmon 
fishing once a year. They had commercial fishing licenses and a 
boat there. They used to bring in the salmon, then they’d can it, 
smoke it, or freeze it. When they had extra salmon, they would sell 
fresh salmon on the street. They’d make pretty good money doing 
this. 

My mom will be ninety-four on July 20th, 2009. Without my 
mom’s birth in 1915, I wouldn’t be who I am today. 1915 was a 
really good year, for me!
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The Thief on the Cross

by Dan Christensen

Foreword: Earlier this month, I participated in a depiction of 
the crucifixion for a film by Crown Financial Ministries (http://
chuckbentley.typepad.com/shortfilms/). I was one of the thieves 
suspended on crosses flanking the actor who portrayed Jesus. There 
was considerable discomfort during the hour it took to get the shots 
but there was something very beautiful about observing the scene 
high above the crowd, facing west as the sun sank on the high desert 
horizon. In attempting to express some of what I have learned from 
this experience, I wrote the following:.

I stole a heart and broke it,
took time that wasn’t mine,

pocketed memories when other people
got distracted,

claimed happiness I did not buy.

I am a thief.
I know it. So does he who hangs beside me.

Even under pain of torture
unable to resist this nature,

I enlist my fellow felon in one last larceny:
The Perfect Crime.

He agrees.

And so we die common thieves
who steal my place in paradise.
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The Walk

by C. Chambers

Poets, noticing, are slowed by words
stunned by their gilt and heft

are slowed, and trail behind;
arranging pebbles the rest of us just walk upon 
arranging words that most of us just talk upon.

Poems

by C. Chambers

Poems—
as necessary as
tablature for hiccups,
as whimsical as death,
as ironic as the obvious
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The Old Beauties

by Cyndi Lloyd

Hard spines creak
like the crushing of bone

The sheaves yellow
and ink fades
Yet words and olfaction 
incite the turn of each page

Slim, thick, and in between
new, used, and borrowed
adorn the life lines with
knowledge and adventure

In its elderly, once modern technology
the Old Beauties dwindle
replaced by the youthful Kindle—

wireless, light, thin—
Yet, still held in the hand
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Plastic

by Joyce E. Luttrell

What the hell is plastic??? I wonder if anyone really knows what it 
is. I do know that it is a mess to the universe, and that we as human 
beings are stuck with it whether we like it or not.

Plastic baby bottles, plastic dishes, cups, they were even 
thinking of making plastic pantyhose so you could lose weight 
in your thighs and buttocks, only something went wrong and she 
peed her pants when she sneezed, it all ran down her legs, caused a 
magnification of her ankles and she thought she had Elephantiasis.

Your toothbrushes are also plastic. I’m waiting for the day when 
they make clear, plastic swimsuits. That will be the day when sharks 
no longer bite people—it’s hell when you see what you are really 
getting.

I do believe, though, that the biggest surprise of all is that they 
don’t make plastic contraceptives; but come to think about it, isn’t 
that what the Trojan Horse is??? Oh well!

 Plastic teething rings, binkys, etc. Even plastic diapers, plastic 
coffee cups. They say that’s progress. Well, I am convinced that all 
of our plastic crap is undissolveable. There is so much plastic being 
used, that I have come to two conclusions: 1. That we as humans are 
having a problem getting rid of plastic. 2. All politicians are plastic, 
and that is why we can’t figure out how to get rid of them. 
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Charlie’s Bash

by Dave Bastian

Andy Ellis drove down the hill from Powder Ridge to Coyote 
Springs to attend the annual Charlie Vincent Memorial Summer 
Solstice Bash. Andy wasn’t alone in his pilgrimage. Half of Powder 
Ridge and damn near all of Coyote Springs were at the Bash. 
They stood around the small bronze statue, cast in the likeness of 
Charlie, and ate roasted pig and drained keg after keg of free beer. It 
was Andy’s first bash, he had arrived in the Rat River the past week, 
but there were a few present that had never missed a one. It was a 
grand party. It was always a grand party.

As Andy tipped back the last 
few sips of his first of many 
beers, he looked towards the 
three-foot statue, standing 
on a waist high base 
of granite. The statue 
sparkled, as it did every 
year for the party, and a 
little ray of sunlight danced 
on Charlie’s face, making it 
look to Andy like Charlie was 
winking at him.

“Who was Charlie Vincent,” 
Andy asked himself and anyone within 
earshot. As soon as the words escaped his lips a hush fell. For a 
fraction of a second, no one spoke. Then the silence was broken. 

“He was an asshole,” said a gravelly voice and in unison, glasses 
were raised and most everyone cried out, “Hear, hear!” The voice 
belonged to Crazy Bill and everyone in the town park, drinking a 
beer near the statue of Charlie Vincent, turned to Bill with a smile.

“Charlie Vincent was an asshole, but he was also my friend,” 
Bill said, a little more somber this time. 

“And,” Bill said, his finger pointed in the air, “he was a rich 
asshole.” Then Bill went on to describe how Charlie had inherited 
his money from his family, owners of the Vincent Cosmetic 
Company. This was the way that Crazy Bill always began his eulogy, 

“Who was Charlie 
Vincent?”
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by describing the way Charlie had come into his money and the 
way he had arrived in the Rat River Valley. This speech was so 
familiar that most everyone there could recite it verbatim. 

“Yes,” Bill continued, “Charlie inherited his money from the 
family business. Not that there is anything wrong in inheriting 
your money. Not that there is anything wrong with the Vincent 
Cosmetic Company. Inheriting a fortune only means you didn’t do 
a damn thing to earn it and the Vincent Cosmetic Company’s only 
crimes are that they sell sex to children, package toxic chemicals in 
their products, and continue to test their wares on cute little bunny 
rabbits. But none of that concerned Charlie. He had never worked 
for the Vincent Cosmetics Company and couldn’t care less as long 
as the funds kept being deposited into his bank account.”

Crazy Bill’s account of the manner in which Charlie Vincent 
arrived in the valley was more or less true, at least as far as Bill 
knew. Charlie moved to Powder Ridge while there was still one 
hotel, one bar, and no houses up on Hope Hill. Back then, when a 
person moved anywhere in the Rat River Valley, they moved into 
old mining cabins near the Ridge, brick and mortar homes down in 
the Springs, or just camped out in the National Forest surrounding 
town. Not Charlie, though. He built the first monstrosity of a home 
on Hope hill, and set the course for all the other monstrosities that 
eventually followed; the huge log cabin mansions that have looked 
down on the ski area ever since.

As soon as the enormous logs arrived for Charlie’s house, and 
the beast began to take shape, Charlie was a hated man. “Goddamn 
that arrogant son of a bitch”, people would say as they droved by 
Hope Hill, holding a hand out the window, a single finger raised 
towards the house. Had they known Charlie’s name, they would 
have invoked it even then. As the logs were put into place, the 
massive windows were installed, and the roof was finished, it 
became clear just what Charlie had done. He had placed his little 
Lincoln Log palace right on the crest of the hill and eradicated the 
best view of the knobs that most everyone had. Charlie had really 
fucked things up.

Of course Charlie didn’t see it that way. He loved his new home. 
The first time he walked into the Lazy Squirrel and heard someone 
complaining about that beast of a house, Charlie pitched such a fit 
that he ended up getting tossed out the door in the snow. One week 
later, he wandered into the Coyote Café for breakfast, and found a 
flyer complaining about the zoning regulations that allowed such a 
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desecration of Hope Hill and Charlie went ballistic. He ranted and 
raged, spittle flying from his mouth, his eyes blazing with anger. It 
took an hour to calm him down and he was informed that he was 
no longer welcome in the Coyote Café.

That incident repeated itself in most every social venue in the 
Rat River Valley until there were few places Charlie was allowed. 
He was kicked out of the Miner’s Tavern for gut punching a 
tourist who said the house was hideous, he got a restraining order 
placed on him and wasn’t allowed anywhere near Wendy Aster 
after he thumped her on the forehead when she called his home a 
Goddamned travesty, and he was not allowed to ever enter the Elk’s 
club after he had stood on a table during a benefit dinner and told 
everyone there that they wouldn’t know aesthetics and beauty if it 
reached up and bit them on the ass.

None of this made Charlie a very well liked guy.
The bitch of it, at least for Charlie, was that no one really knew 

him. Were they to get to know him on a more personal level, they 
would have discovered that Charlie was rude to his waitresses, 
mean to bartenders, curt with lifties, and insulting to even his 
friends because Charlie was indeed an asshole, and had little in the 
way of redeeming personality traits. But he never got a chance to 
treat anyone in the valley the way he usually treated everyone, his 
house got in the way.

Charlie’s poor standing in the community put a large dent in 
his social life. Rather than spending most of his time skiing and 
hanging out in town, Charlie sat in his monster home and fumed. 
He imagined scenarios in which the town was forced to come up 
Hope Hill to his home. He envisioned a line of people, walking up 
Hope Hill to shake his hand and tell him they were sorry for the 
disrespect they had paid his house.

But no one in town was going to ever walk up to Charlie’s 
house for a visit unless they were coming to burn the place down. 
That is, until Crazy Bill came up just to say hello.

Crazy Bill drove by Charlie’s house every morning on his way 
to the lifts, the beastly place dominating Hope Hill. When the 
lifts closed, Bill walked through the snow to the Lazy Squirrel and 
stayed until the bar closed, then Bill passed Charlie’s house once 
again n his journey home.

Early in the spring, after a fantastic day of skiing and an even 
more fantastic night of drinking, Crazy Bill pulled his rusted 
Subaru off the main road and up Hope Hill. Charlie saw the 
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headlights coming up the road and dialed the first six numbers of 
the Sheriff, his finger poised on the last digit as he answered the 
door. There Bill stood, in his tie dyed t-shirt and matching pants, 
flip flops on his feet, and his big, stupid smile fixed on his face.

“Hi,” Bill said.
That was the moment Charlie became Bill’s friend. It took 

Charlie a lot longer to consider Bill the same. But Charlie was 
lonely enough that he didn’t kick Bill out that first night, or the 
subsequent evenings that Bill stopped by and hung out. Slow and 
sure, Charlie came to accept Bill’s intrusions and his friendship.

Sometimes, when Bill was sitting at the Lazy Squirrel, knocking 
back shots and lying about the turns he had made, someone would 
stop him and ask, “Why do you hang out with that asshole?” Most 
every night, he would make a stop at Charlie’s on his way down 

canyon and the two would play a game 
of chess, watch a movie in the 

downstairs theatre, soak in the 
hot tub, or shoot some pool in 

the den. 
When asked this 

question, Bill would pause 
and consider it a moment. 
It wasn’t the money. 

Charlie never gave Bill a 
dime, just a beer or two. It 

wasn’t the company. Charlie 
would mostly complain about 

how everyone hated him and plot 
revenge on the whole lot. It wasn’t even the 

hot tub, pool games, or chess. Bill could poach a hot tub anywhere, 
play free pool at the Miner’s Tavern, and find a chess game with the 
old guys down at the Elk’s club. 

No, Bill hung out with Charlie because he believed that no one, 
not even the worst jerk in the biggest house with the largest chip on 
his shoulder should be friendless in the Rat River Valley. 

So Bill was Charlie’s friend.
And actually, Bill enjoyed his time with Charlie. Sure, Charlie 

told Bill he was fat, smelled funny, was a terrible skier, and had a 
rusty piece of shit for a car, but everyone said that. At least Charlie 
said those things to Bill’s face. And so long as Bill never said 
anything to Charlie about that house, damn near everything else 

It wasn’t the
money. Charlie 

never gave Bill a 
dime, just a
beer or two.
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was fair game. So Bill told Charlie he was a spoiled brat, out of 
touch with reality, and a shitty skier, and Charlie agreed.

Charlie skied at Powder Ridge so long as he was with Bill. And 
they made quite a pair. Bill in his tie-dyed pants, shirtless even in 
a snowstorm, looking like a bear as he made long, arching turns 
down the runs. Charlie in his burgundy one-piece ski suit, goggles 
with little fans inside, and new skis every few months, trying his 
best to look cool and failing with spectacular results. But somehow, 
hanging out with Bill made Charlie invisible and he was able to 
have a sliver of a social existence in the valley.

After they had been friends for a month, Crazy Bill decided it 
was time that the whole valley got to know Charlie the way he did. 
It was Bill that first gave Charlie the idea of a party. “Look,” Bill 
said as the two sat across a chessboard from each other, glasses of 
scotch in front of them, “you are an asshole but at least let the town 
discover that for themselves instead of hating you for your house.”

Charlie thought about this idea all night, and by morning he 
was already making the plans. Charlie decided a party would be 
the perfect revenge for all the mean things everyone had said about 
his place, all the times they had driven by and flipped his house the 
bird, and all the trouble he had been in trying to defend it.

In Crazy Bill’s mind, Charlie was going to get a chance to show 
his true colors, to let the town get to know him a bit instead of 
fighting after just a few words had been exchanged. He was looking 
forward to helping the town understand that while Charlie was an 
asshole, he wasn’t such a bad person to pass the time with.

In Charlie’s mind, the party was the perfect revenge on the 
entire valley. He would get most every one of the jerks that had 
nothing good to say about his house up there to drink his beer, eat 
his food, and thank him as they looked him in the eye and shook 
his hand. It would be great.

As the snow melted and the mountains turned green, Charlie 
perfected his party plans. He ordered a mass of kegs from the Rat 
River Brewery and scheduled their delivery, he got some strong 
backs from down canyon to dig a pit for a fire, he hired a catering 
company from Junction to roast a pig, and he paid a few bucks to 
a local band of ski bums to haul the big bass and the rest of their 
instruments up the hill to play some tunes.

Would anyone come? Charlie had no idea but Crazy Bill wasn’t 
taking any chances. He was out mingling with everyone as often 
as possible, pitching Charlie’s Bash to everyone he knew. And Bill 



si
ne

 c
er

a:
 W

ha
t I

 T
hi

nk
Pe

op
le

 T
hi

nk
 A

bo
ut

 
14

2
knew everyone. 

For some folks the party was a no brainer. There is a power in 
free beer. Even if it is crappy beer, (and Charlie would never give 
away anything crappy,) free beer brings the masses from every little 
nook and cranny in the valley. Those folks would make the trek up 
Hope Hill with glee. Hell they’d shake hands with the devil himself 
for a chance to drink some beer, eat some tasty pig meat, and hang 
with their closest friends, all on somebody else’s dime. Crazy Bill 
didn’t even bother with those folks, simply handed them a flyer and 
knew they would be there.

But there were some key individuals that Charlie would need 
to have there if this party had any chance of carrying some social 
cache. These were Charlie’s most vocal critics and Crazy Bill wooed 
them the most. 

With the zeal of a campaign manager for a big city politician, 
Crazy Bill sold Charlie’s Bash. Knocking on doors, stopping people 
in the street, and campaigning from his barstool at the Lazy 
Squirrel, Bill worked to make the bash a success.

He knocked on the door of Vic Powers and Vic let him in. 
Vic was certain that he hated Charlie Vincent more than 

anyone in the valley. Charlie’s house cast such a shadow on Vic’s 
cabin when the sun rose that Vic was convinced he needed a lot 
more wood just to warm his place up. Vic had a bad back and 
nothing in the world but that cabin and the cast iron stove that 
heated it. Even cutting a fourth of a cord more wood was difficult 
for Vic and he would curse that God Damn House with every fall 
of the axe and jolt of pain in his body. Whack! went his axe and 
he would let out a stream of obscenities, pause, and look towards 
Charlie’s place with a loathing unmatched, he was sure, by anyone.

But Crazy Bill wanted Vic at that party.
He begged, he pleaded, and the best he got was an “I’ll think 

about it,” before Vic shuttled him out the door.
Bill knocked on Wendy Aster’s house and Wendy let him in.
Wendy was certain that she hated Charlie’s house more than 

even Vic. The Lincoln Log palace blocked the view for Wendy, who 
used to sit on her porch in the evening and gaze at the alpenglow 
on the high granite peaks with a glass of wine in one hand and 
her cherrywood pipe in the other. Once Charlie sullied the valley 
with his insult of a home, all she could see was that horrid beast, its 
massive log walls, its windows that glared, its dark green roof. “Oh 
that roof ”, Wendy would wail in the café in the morning. “It’s the 
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wrong color of green in the summer and it sticks out like a pimple 
on the Mona Lisa in the winter.”

But Crazy Bill wanted Wendy at that party.
He begged, he pleaded, and the best he got was a “No way in 

hell,” before Wendy chased him from her porch.
The day of Charlie’s Bash arrived. Charlie spent most of it 

getting things going: ordering the cook to begin the pig, directing 
his crew to light the bonfire, and shuffling the band to the deck off 
the back of the house where he had them turn it up as loud as it 
would go, hoping their raucous noise would filter down into the 
valley and bring everyone up.

And little by little, up the hill they came. Half the valley trudged 
up to that house they hated, filled their glasses with the amber hued 
beverage, and drained tap after tap. Charlie parked himself in a 
chair on the porch and smiled from one 
side of his face to the other as a line 
of partiers passed by, pumped 
his hand, and thanked him 
for his hospitality. Some did 
so through teeth clenched 
tight, some did so with 
plastered grins that pained 
them, and some clearly 
didn’t even care where they 
were or who the hell Charlie 
was, they were happy with 
their bellies full and their brains 
buzzed.

The noise flowed down into the valley 
like a mist where Vic heard it from his rocking chair. He ignored it 
for an hour, but soon his curiosity got the better of him. He walked 
outside and looked up the hill towards the house he so hated. 
“Goddamn if I’m going to go up there,” he said to himself and then 
Wendy walked by. Vic watched her head up the hill and called after 
her. “Goddamn if I’m going to let that asshole give away free beer to 
everyone but me,” she said, and Vic agreed so up the hill they both 
went.

The party raged until the sun rose over the Rat River Valley. 
By the time the revelers sobered up, it was almost evening again. 
Charlie sat at his house and looked down on the town, feeling 
smug, feeling happy.

“Goddamn if
I’m going to go

up there...”
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Folks went back to their homes and felt great about the 

evening, but they still hated Charlie and his Goddamned house. 
Charlie went back to being his usual asshole self and deemed the 
evening a huge success, deciding to make it an annual event. As the 
year progressed, and he once again saw people flip obscene gestures 
towards his house or heard people complaining about him from 
two ski lift chairs in front of him, he looked forward to the next 
party and his chance to once again assemble everyone at his home 
to partake of his goods. He figured he would just keep on holding 
that party forever.

The next winter Charlie ditched Crazy Bill for a few days, and 
was spending his time with this sexy blonde thing he had flown 
up from LA to his house for Christmas. The two of them were 
going skiing. Charlie had been having a great time teaching her 
to ski and admiring her lithe, alluring body, tucked so perfectly 
into a tight ski jumper. Her pronounced curves and ample breasts 
beneath that black and white jumper inspired him, and he got the 
wild idea that he should ski Ander’s Chute and impress that black 
and white jumper right off her. He took her up lift seven, convinced 
her to traverse the ridge with him, and then she watched as Charlie 
hucked himself into the chute.

He made four or five good turns before he caught an edge and 
tumbled down the mountain like he was a toy, head hitting, feet 
hitting, head hitting, feet hitting. When his body came to a stop, 
his sexy little thing took off her skis, stuck them into the snow, 
and walked slow and scared over the knife edge ridge back to the 
lift where she convinced the liftie to let her download and then 
endured a number of rides back to the airport and the sanity of her 
life in L.A. She never even learned that Charlie hadn’t survived the 
fall.

Charlie was dead and Crazy Bill was devastated. The house 
on Hope Hill was sold to someone with even more money than 
Charlie, a corporate CEO with a philanthropist wife and two 
cherubic kids. Bill drove up a few times to introduce himself but 
they were never there. They only visited the house for two weeks in 
February.

One thing about Charlie, he hated to plan. Hated it with a 
passion. Hated it so much that he overplanned everything, starting 
the ball rolling so far in advance that certain aspects of his life could 
be put on autopilot and be more or less forgotten. When the party 
had turned into such a huge success, Charlie had signed a contract 
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with the caterers, the brewery, and the music, arranging for all the 
party necessities to continue annually. Charlie took a good chunk 
of change and placed it in a trust at the Valley Bank, allowing the 
interest to pay for the party until the sun ceased to set. He hated to 
be bothered with such things and he had the money so he figured 
what the hell. 

Spring came, the snow melted, and June arrived. The kegs came 
on the exact day they were supposed to, the pig arrived and was set 
up—the band of ski bums figured what the hell. They trudged up 
Hope Hill, set up their gear, and began to bang away.

Crazy Bill was the first to hear the noise and he once again 
drove up the hill like old times, got himself a glass, and smiled at 
the ghost of his old friend. One by one the rest of the town hiked up 
the hill and the party began anew. It raged until the next day, just as 
it had the year before. The mess was cleaned up and come February, 
the CEO returned with his philanthropist wife and two cherubic 
kids, none the wiser.

Charlie’s Solstice party was the hit of the summer, rivaling the 
Ullr Bash as favorite party of the year. The folks who delivered the 
kegs, the cooks hired to prepare the pig, the clean up crews; they 
all had their money so they did what they were supposed to. Year 
after year Charlie’s party continued. The absence of Charlie was a 
trivial matter to most everyone but Bill, since most everyone hated 
the guy anyway. By their estimation, Charlie’s death only made his 
party better since they no longer had to thank him to his face.

For five years this whole thing continued, many of those in 
attendance never having met Charlie. The CEO and his family 
never ventured to their house in the summer; they had a place in 
France that they spent the warmer season in. The clean-up crew 
was so through that there was never a speck of evidence and even if 
there were, the snow would cover it by the time they returned.

Really, there was no reason Charlie’s Party couldn’t have 
continued forever. The only crime being committed was 
trespassing. No one ever ventured into the house, no one ever broke 
a window, no one ever even peed on the flowers. Charlie’s Bash 
was running on such a flawless autopilot that it could have gone on 
until the sun ceased to set—but of course it didn’t. 

One winter, during their two-week visit, the CEO slipped on 
some ice in his driveway, turning an ankle and ending his skiing 
for that trip. While his philanthropist wife and their two cherubic 
children rode the lifts and carved the groomers, he drove down 
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canyon to Coyote Springs with his laptop to do some work.

He wandered around town, dipping in and out of t-shirt shops 
and boutique stores, and then he found the Coyote Café and its 
owner, Cynthia Veech.

Cynthia had moved to Coyote Springs thirty years ago, when 
the funky town she had been living in turned all fur and diamonds 
and her property taxes shot up like they were on that same white 
powder that many of the new folks in town were snorting. One 
morning she woke up and realized she just didn’t understand her 
town any longer.

She sold her little one bedroom cottage for a pile of money, 
drove three hours over the pass to the Rat River Valley, and bought 
a little building in town to start the Spring’s first coffee shop. She 
roasted her own, served it up with love, and was a pretty good hit 

with local and outsider alike.
Cynthia was chatty the way 

any good barista should be. 
She knew her customers by 

name, knew every face in 
town, and liked damn near 
all of them. She had never 
seen the investment banker 
before.

“Hello”, she said when 
he walked through her door 

on a bluebird day when the 
place was next to empty. Cynthia 

launched into a few prying but polite 
questions about just who he was and where 

he came from. She had a relaxed manner and was attractive so it 
was easy to talk to her, even for someone who valued his private 
space the way that CEO did.

“Ah, you own Charlie’s place. So kind of you to keep the party 
going,” Cynthia said.

There are some who are still mad at Cynthia for that comment.
For two weeks it looked like Charlie’s party was done for. For 

two weeks it looked like the entire town was facing trespassing 
charges. Then the CEO, his philanthropist wife, and their two 
cherubic children went to France, got their pink feet in the sand, 
and forgot all about it. They hired a caretaker to live at the house 
and ensure that no party would ever happen there again.

There are 
some who are still 
mad at Cynthia for 

that comment.
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But there was still Charlie’s money and the contract with the 
caterers, brewery, and the band to consider. When a lawyer for the 
Vincent Cosmetics Company came to town and darkened the door 
of the Valley Bank and Trust, the bank manager called the mayor. 

The Mayor was a big fan of the party. So was the bank manager. 
For two hours they talked with the lawyer from behind closed 
doors. The word spread through town of what was taking place and 
soon, almost everyone in the Rat River Valley needed to make a 
deposit or a withdrawal and cupped an ear to the door to try and 
learn of the fate of their beloved event.

When the three emerged from the office they were smiling. 
Becky Shorts was behind the teller stand and she called Ryan Ricks 
who phoned Cynthia Veech who e-mailed Shiftless who dialed 
Slider who told Crazy Bill. The party was still alive.

It was moved from the house 
on Hope Hill to the town park, 
dubbed the Charlie Vincent 
Memorial Summer Solstice 
Bash, and the fun raged on.

It was the statue that 
sealed the deal. Charlie 
Vincent had been the black 
sheep in the family, the 
only child to never wear 
the label of employee for the 
Vincent Cosmetics Company. 
His legacy concerned his mother, 
who had three other children with 
scholarships, not for profits, and charitable 
trusts in their name. This party, as vulgar and tasteless as she may 
have found it, would have to do for Charlie’s legacy.

Alan the artist cast the statue and the town footed the bill. 
Charlie Vincent was immortalized in bronze, standing three 
feet tall on a two-foot base of granite with a pair of skis over his 
shoulder, looking towards Hope Hill. Charlie’s mother attended the 
unveiling, which took place the day before the party. She was gone 
minutes after the statue was uncovered and she never set foot in the 
Rat River Valley again. But she was at least comforted in the fact 
that some piece of Charlie was cast in bronze and destined to live 
forever.

Over the next few years Hope Hill filled with trophy homes and 

...Charlie Vincent 
Memorial Summer 

Solstice Bash...
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monstrous vacation properties, many of which made Charlie’s look 
downright humble. Trust funders and spoiled rich kids discovered 
the Rat River Valley and made Charlie’s antics seem cute and 
quaint. Most of Charlie Vincent’s less savory aspects were relegated 
to the dust heap of memory. Only Crazy Bill remembered Charlie 
as Charlie actually was and did his best to keep that memory alive 
via his annual eulogy.

Bill finished the tale of Charlie Vincent, raised his glass towards 
the statue, and tipped the last of his beer back into his throat. 

“So was this guy really an asshole,” Andy asked Bill when the 
conversation and banter returned. 

“Well,” Bill said, “anyone who would provide a whole town with 
free beer couldn’t be all bad, could he?”
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Fear

by Ramona Maassen

Many fears have ruled my life. I am afraid of abandonment. I fear 
being mocked and laughed at by people. The fear of suffocating, 
struggling to suck in air, crushing weight on my chest, clawing for 
breath is a constant threat in my life because of my sleep apnea.

I am so afraid of drowning that I have taught myself to swim. 
It took four years for me to accomplish this, but my determination 
and self-discipline overcame my aversion to the water. However, 
each time I enter the water, I must face that fear of drowning.

I am terrified of elevators. Because of my fear, I ride them all 
the time. There is the deep fear in my heart that the elevator will 
be stuck, trapping me in a small, unbreathable space, or that it will 
plunge, carrying me down to my death.

My biggest fear is that fear will stop me from living. Each fight 
that I have with fear that I win makes me stronger, but the list of 
things that I fear seems to never end.
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The Dying Man

by Von Jones

Richard A. McBurger’s doctor told him he had only six weeks to 
live.

“Where did this come from?” McBurger asked. “I feel fine. You 
never mentioned before that I was terminally ill.”

“Medicine is a mystery, Richard,” the doctor began. “Diseases 
and medical disorders sometimes just appear out of nowhere. Your 
specific disorder doesn’t present recognizable signs until it’s in an 
advanced stage.

“You’ve contracted something called 
“sick building disease,” the doctor 

told him. It results from being 
in new, modern buildings. 

It’s kind of like legionnaire’s 
disease that came out of the 
1980s. There’s no cure or 
treatment for ‘sick building 
disease.’”

“I’m an accountant 
at the pencil factory,” 

McBurger said. “Last year we 
opened a new office building 

and I’ve been working there. Could 
it be that I contracted this thing from 

there?”
The doctor shrugged and said: “Make sure you see my assistant 

and pay your bill.”
McBurger left the physician’s office in a swirl of disbelief. He 

was 42 years old, never been married, no children and now he was 
facing a death sentence. Suddenly it hit him. It was time to party.

He had several different credit cards, all of them paid up and 
current—worth a total of $60,000. 

The only hitch was that he owed Guido, the local bookie, nearly 
$50,000, losses he racked up betting on nags. Guido already gave 
him a week to come up with the money, or else! He’d planned to 
use his cards for cash withdrawals, and to pay-off Guido, who had a 

...he had only six 
weeks to live.
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reputation of snuffing out folks who owed him money. The problem 
with that was with his small accountant’s salary he’d be sixty-five 
before he paid off the credit card debts, with nothing saved for 
retirement, but at least he would be alive.

He made his decision. He had six weeks to live. To hell with 
Guido, he was going to have the party of a gambler’s lifetime.

The first thing he bought was an $800 suit in which to be 
buried. He spent $1,200 for a gold watch and $700 for a diamond 
stick-pin for his $100 neck tie. He went to a funeral home and 
picked out a top-of-the-line casket worth $12,000; the price tag 
included flowers, music, the works. With rest of the money, he went 
to Las Vegas, and happily gambled around the clock for six weeks. 
He came home broke.

He was sitting in the dark, waiting for death to strike, when the 
telephone rang.

“Hello is this Richard A. McBurger?” 
“Yes.”
“This is your doctor. There’s been a terrible mistake. My 

diagnosis for you was incorrect. The nurse gave me the wrong file. 
I was reading from Richard H. McBurger’s file. From what I see of 
your file, you’ll probably live to be well over 80 years old. I’m so 
sorry. These things happen...”

At that moment, Guido and his thugs burst through McBurger’s 
apartment door.

His last thoughts were: “At least I’ll have a great funeral.”
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Falling Into Love, Right On Your Back

by Maria Spradling

Here goes the drop
The free fall from infatuation to real love and by real love I 

mean emotional abuse.
With comfortability comes unrestraint. 
It’s like lacing ice cream with fat jokes.
It’s like being physically attached to an ottoman with a built-in 

remote control with only one programmed channel and on that 
channel is God and come to find out the only true sin is sloth and 
failing to reach your own potential.

Some people in relationships desire change.
I think if a person is married for over twenty-five years they 

deserve a teaching degree.
My mom was married twenty-five years exactly before her 

divorce. I remember her advice to me was to never stray too far 
from the feelings that first brought you together. The next memory 
I have of her is breaking into my dad’s business and stealing his 
hard drive. 

I think if a person is married for over twenty-six years they 
deserve a teaching degree. 

I’m a romantic. I like making Z’s in bed with a lover. You 
know, that formation you do with your bodies that makes you 
appear to be on a kids’ show representing the final letters of the 
alphabet. Except usually I’m naked, so that wouldn’t necessarily 
be appropriate for a kids’ show. Or accurate. I find the final letter 
usually contains a C followed by U and later “in hell bitch.”

Personally, I like to wrap myself up like a present and give 
myself completely to the person I’m with and hope I don’t tie the 
bow so tight around my legs that I fall backwards on the doorstep 
and break my tailbone on the lost ambition they carelessly left 
rusting on the descending staircase. 
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I Will Think of You

by Alia Rose Thiel

Every where I go,
there I am.

I still rise with the sun,
and beam with the moon.
I still move to the music.
Breath falls in sync with you.

The towering mountain of
these few years
stabilize every step,
reach from my core,
ground my feet.

This family,
your faces,
lights of Grace
guide my way.
Memories will haunt my dreams
with nostalgic smiles and tears.
Namaste.

Each one precious.
Special shells on the seashore.
These are our golden years.

Our marks on the planet as significant
as a child’s fingerpaint.
Your presence in my life
as ancient as the pyramids
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Butterflies,
I can’t find nothing bad bout you.
We are sista’ friends,
in the driver’s seat of our own fast car.
The freedom of nothing left to lose

I found my Zion,
my redemption,
in the warm embrace of this house.
You help me remember that the tinman
always had what he thought he lacked.

Under the beam of the moon goddess,
shinning through your faces,
with a simple breath of Hallelujah.

Your strength, my weakness.
I have knowledge of
what you have forgotten.
We get to paint this world
as abstract as we like.

Now I stand for the first time,
with feeling in my soles
of these feet.
Both hands held 
with a circle of loved ones
wrapped around the planet

No matter where we go
there we are.
The same beings beneath aging skin.
We will always rise with the same sun,
and beam at our mother moon.
Move to the music.
Breathe in sync.
I will think of you.
Namaste.
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What I Like To Do

by Becky Wilson

I like to hike along the Red Butte trails,
To gaze over the valley and watch my world crawl past.

I like to take long walks in quiet towns,
To slow my life down and dream of days gone by.

I like to sit in parks to feed ducks and geese,
To watch nature’s fleeting moments whiz quickly through.

I like to fish on peaceful lakes and streams,
To soak in the rays of the bright hot summer’s sun.

I like to camp in high mountain ranges, 
To fill my soul with fragrant alpine breezes.

I like to read newspapers, magazines, and books,
To learn about my amazing world each day.

I like to listen to beautifully written music,
To let my spirit sway to heavenly tempos.

I like to see plays and watch musicals,
To open up thoughts of my delightful world.

I like to explore the treasures of museums,
To grasp for answers from the ancient past.

I like to sit on benches and watch busy city people,
To wonder where hectic faces yearn to go.

I can’t do everything each day,
But… …

I can think, and I can read, and I can walk, and I can talk,
I can smile, and I can learn, and I can serve, and I can explore,

And I can pray… …
To thank God for each passing day,
To thank Him as I ponder and pray.
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What I Learned This Year

by Annette Weed

Summer, with its warm sweet air, its riot of green
and purple, its long days, soon enough gives way
to winter and then there are only the red berries so bright
on bleak bushes, little birds, swooping and pecking.

And in winter, trees can be foolish like the
magnolia on Wander Lane, sending forth
gray fuzzy buds one warm week
in December. Doesn’t she know what it’s time for?
Everything ends.

Children really do leave you, like water running
through cupped palms. Afternoon, silence—welcome
or not—comes in the pine windows along with the sunlight
dazzling off the snow. It can feel loud. The love of a kind man,
received over many years, cushions it all.
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the color green.

Randy Eggert has never competed in a pissing contest, but he really 
likes the word pubococcygeus.
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Misty Evans says, “I’m just a girl who likes to write.” She has a B.S. 
in Literature, reads a lot, and dances to Metallica in her underwear 
from time to time.

Gregor Gable is a social justice indigenous rights activist, and the 
first person arrested at Yucca Mountain (a proposed high level nuclear 
waste dump). He worked with Corbin Harney, the Western Shoshone 
spiritual leader, for over 22 years. Corbin passed over in July of 2007.

Elvin Gage was born in 1940. He’s hunted, fished, rodeo-ed, gold 
mined, and coal mined. He was literally illiterate. Now that he’s 
learned to read and write, he’s written about his mother.

John Hicks is 38, and lives in Murray.

E.B. Homer works part time at the BMW Motorcycle Shop, and 
writes short articles for The Beehive Beemers Newsletter. His writing 
is about motorcycles and travel.

Von Jones is a DiverseCity Writing Series mentor for the Veterans’ 
Affairs Group. He was forefront in the creation of this writing group, 
and is excited to assist in giving voice to veterans in Utah.

Paul Kartchner is a writer in the DiverseCity Writing Series. His 
work, What I Think People Think About, ispired the title of this volume 
of sine cera, and is included in the first half of the book.

Julie A. Liljenquist likes little children. She likes seeing them, 
hugging them, loving them, and giving them gifts. She loves all of her 
great nieces and nephews.

Cyndi Lloyd is a DiverseCity Writing Series mentor for the Literacy 
Action Center. She is pursuing a degree in English at SLCC, and is a 
dog lover besides a book lover.

Kyle J. Luke was raised on a ranch in southern Utah. He attended 
Utah State University, where he received his BS.

Joyce Lutrell is 80 years old. She has been blessed with a talent for 
oil painting, writing and cooking. She was born in San Francisco in 
1928. She studies cosmetology, and was a hairdresser for many years.



si
ne

 c
er

a:
 W

ha
t I

 T
hi

nk
Pe

op
le

 T
hi

nk
 A

bo
ut

 
16

0
Ramona Maassen is a Jill-of-Many-Trades. She loves to read, 
garden, woodwork and craft.

James Mone is a writer in the DiverseCity Writing Series. His 
work, Hot Air, is included in this volume of sine cera.

Rose A. Petersen is a disabled creative writer in Salt Lake City. 
Now teaching Empower Groups for veterans, she also works with 
NAMI Therapy Groups.

Ervan Peterson likes to play sports. He likes to learn. He likes to 
write about his past.

Warren D. Price is an Iraq War veteran, married with 4 children. He 
lives in Saratoga Springs, Utha. He’s been telling stories his whole life, 
but only started writing 3 years ago.

James H. Rosinus is a mentor for the DiverseCity Writing Series. 
His work, Letter from CM Longwood, is included in this volume of sine 
cera.

Paul L. Rosser likes to watch NASCAR. That’s his favorite sport. 
He likes high school and college football and basketball. Paul is glad 
that he is back to learning again.

Richard G. Scharine is a professor emeritus in theatre and ethnic 
studies at the University of Utah.

Michael Scott is a recreation therapist at the VA Medical Center. He 
has 5 grown children and 3 grandchildren.

Albert E. Smith likes wildlife, likes fishing, and likes life. He likes 
to write stories, and he likes to read them. Most of all he likes himself 
and his wife.

Maria Spradling is a writer in the DiverseCity Writing Series. Her 
work, Falling Into Love, Right On Your Back, is included in this volume 
of sine cera.

Alia Rose Thiel was born in Oakland, California, and raised by 
loved ones in Salt Lake City. Her submission to sine cera is a part of 
her farewells to the city she loves before moving back to the Bay Area, 
California.
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Winnie Mae Walker spent her childhood in Missouri, her teen years 
in New Mexico where she attended Eastern New Mexico University 
for two years, followed by a 13-year marriage here in Utah.

Annette Weed is a writer in the DiverseCity Writing Series. Her 
work, What I Learned This Year, is included in this volume of sine cera.

Becky Wilson is a volunteer tutor with the Literacy Action Center. 
She enjoys sharing her talent to help others learn to read and write, 
and learning from each person she tutors.

Deborah Young has lots of ideas for interesting pieces. Now she 
needs to eke out time to anchor her words on paper. She likes writing 
about other people, not herself. She enjoys painting pictures through 
words.
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Join us for readings from:

sine cera
a DiverseCity Writing Series anthology 

What I Think 
People Think About

Wednesday, June 10, 2009
from 7 to 8:30 PM

in Salt Lake City’s Main Library

with writing and readings from:

listen to the KCPW podcast online at: 

www.slcc.edu/cwc


