

















AZURE TOKEN

acrylic, oil, glue, and epoxy resin on panel
JOSHUA PETTY

TIME TURNER

photography
HALEY IMHOFF

REAL TALK

poetry
SAVANNA ERATH

an empty page is like an empty heart:

you can fill it with all kinds of

words and wisdom and art.

but, at the end of the day,

it won’t really matter.

because pages burn and hearts

get broken

and nothing ever looks as good written down
as when it is spoken.































FLOOD OF LIGHT

infrared photography
CHRISTOPHER HAMRICK

OUTLAW TO GRANDPA

poetry
HEATHER HICKOX

Bakersfield bandit,

desperado

with a black cigar

firmly clenched between chattering teeth.
They slap on the cold, steel bracelets.
Folsom Prison

blues—

a thin cotton twill

that fights against the chill of the wind
that cuts and seeps and creeps

through the frozen granite walls of the Greystone
Chapel.

No solace for an outlaw—

A banked memory of that bank felony
haunts you, you can’t escape.

Behind these walls, these bars.
Clenched jaw, balled fist

your palm remembers the weight,

the grip of the Saturday night special
but longs for the special Saturday night
gripping the neck of your old Gibson,
and two fingers of Jack.

With a voice heard through prison walls
and words that echo

across that yard

and those miles

you found the Cash that you were looking for,
in a hidden corner where no one dares look.
But, fortune favors the bold—

you were told.

Finally, freedom found you

in the midst of wailing chaos.

So you shed the blues

and made your way

toward happiness.

The warm Tennessee sun hits your face

as you slide from behind the wheel of that Chevy
and into the booth of our favorite diner.
Pecan pie and lyrics scribbled on a napkin.
From outlaw to Grandpa,

from gun to guitar,

no trace left of the Bakersfield bandit

but a twinkle in your eye

as the ding! of the diner cash drawer echoes
through the quiet space.

Your easy smile spreads.

Another piece, baby?
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masks and Caliban—the terrifyingly primitive ogre-
like island native—had a papier-maché body that
could literally break apart, fly across the stage, and
rearrange itself. Despite the simple, unadorned set
and rather amateur feel of the production, I was
nonetheless captivated by the use of the colorful,
nontraditional costumes as well as the addition

of music and dance into the play. Though the
script was taken directly from Shakespeare, the
performance itself was folksy and unconventional.
Had the actors not boasted strong Estuary English
accents, the production could have passed for
something you might see at a folk festival in the
Appalachians.

It wasn’t until my trip to Stratford-Upon-Avon that
I experienced a more traditional Shakespearean
production. After a day of exploring the little

town known as the birthplace of the most well
known poet and playwright in history, we stopped
by the Royal Shakespeare Company to watch

a performance of Henry IV: Part One. The role of
Falstaff in the play was to be acted by Sir Antony

Getting ready to take the train to Hogwarts at the Harry

Potter tribute inside King's Cross Station!

A view of the houses of parliament and Elizabeth Tower,

which houses the famous Big Ben bell.

Sher, one of the most well known Shakespearean
actors in England. For the third time, my
expectations were exceeded, and I found myself
utterly mesmerized by the performance. Sher’s
ridiculous, drunken Falstaff perfectly paralleled
Alex Hassell’s boyishly charming Prince Hal.

The final week of my study abroad program,

I was finally able to see a show performed at
Shakespeare’s Globe. On our last Tuesday, with
Groundling tickets in hand, we queued for over an
hour to ensure that we could get the best standing
spots in the “yard” for Antony and Cleopatra. The
yard at the Globe is the dirt floor between the
stage and the seats where spectators can stand
for a discounted price. This discounted ticket
comes with a price of its own, though, which is
standing for an entire three-hour performance.
Once the play began, however, the whole of Antony
and Cleopatra seemed to take no more than a half
hour to me. Every movement, every line, every
scene change was delivered so fluidly that there
was never a pause to analyze what just happened.

Enjoying high tea with friends at our residence in

Hampstead.

Standing in the yard also offered the best view

of the performance. Consequently, anyone lucky
enough to be standing as close to the stage as we
were would also have had the best view of the
soothsayer dissecting a goat to prophesize over its
entrails and of Antony’s near lifeless body being
dragged into Cleopatra’s tower as blood flows freely
from his mouth.

Perhaps I was just fortunate, but my study

abroad in London was one of the most thrilling
experiences of my life. I had the opportunity to take
some incredible classes, study the world’s most
famous playwright in the same city where he lived
and worked, and made lifelong friendships along
the way. As Celia explains in Shakespeare’s As You
Like It, “I like this place and willingly could waste
my time in it!” Don’t worry, London, I'll be back to
waste my time wandering along your cobblestone
streets and history-laden back alleys before you can
say cheerio, mate! ®
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YOGA POSES

prose
CONNAR JOHNSON

The class moved from the doorway to the first piece
of art. They bumped into each other and fumbled
very slowly with their hands over their eyes. Their
elbows stuck out and hit each other like turnstiles.

“Okay, stop.” said Dr. Dan.

Most of the class stopped, but Arnold in the back
of the huddle ran into Mattie, who stumbled into
Jeremy, who didn’t move. He was basically a wall
shaped like a human.

“Now turn towards my voice.” The professor was
standing in front of the first piece of art and
couldn’t help but smile at the flock of elbows
making contact as they rotated. He covered his
face with his clipboard. The logo for Colorado Adult
Learning Center for the Differently-Abled lined up
with where his mouth had been. When they had
finished rotating, all that could be heard was the
ticking of the clock above the door.

“Will we have time to take notes?” came a voice
from the group.

“No, Trish. Just observe.” Dr. Dan stepped to the
side. “On the count of three, you’ll drop your hands
and open your eyes. Take in as much as you can,
remember as much as you can, and feel from it as
fast as you can. You'll have thirty seconds. One.”

Tommy shifted on his feet.
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“Two.”
Dakota twitched her arm.
“Three.”

The arms fell. Dr. Dan saw Josh’s eyes dart to the
top left. Carolina’s went to the bottom right. Joanna
was tapping her thumbs to her fingers at precisely
one hundred and twenty beats per minute, two
taps for each tick of the clock. Thomas looked
straight to the top then leaned forward and looked
at Eliza pointing with her pencil exactly where her
eyes were moving. Marqueesha stared straight at
the center of the painting. Annie was pulling gum
out of her pocket.

“Okay, that’s time,” said Dr. Dan. “Put your hands
back over your eyes and turn around.”

They seemed to turn around much more smoothly
this time. The professor moved around to stand in
front of the class now facing the doorway rather
than the painting. “Jeremy, say something about the
painting.”

Jeremy dropped his hands and his jaw
simultaneously.

“Yes, everyone drop your hands and open your eyes.

Just don’t turn around.” He took a step towards the
class. “Jeremy?”

Jeremy’s eyes widened and darted downwards. “I-I-
I-It was really colorful?”

“Was it?”

The human wall nodded.

“Good. Good. Who can tell me what colors were
used?” The professor wrote something on his
clipboard.

Three hands shot up.

“Arnie, [ saw your hand first.” Trish looked offended
by the statement.

“It’s Arnold, sir.”

“I'm sorry, Arnie. Go on.”

Arnold now looked offended. “Well, there was a lot
of blue and purple.” Dr. Dan jotted something onto

the clipboard again.

“Did anyone see any other colors?” he asked
without looking up.

More hands were in the air.
“Marqueesha.” The hands dropped.

“Green.”



“All right,” he said while writing. “Any more? Did
anyone see orange?”

There were murmurs of agreement and nodding
heads. The professor noted it.

“What about yellow?”

Fewer heads nodded this time. He noted it.
“Anyone see red?”

Two heads tentatively nodded. Noted.

Tommy spoke up. “There were other colors, but
most of the painting is cool colors like blue and

purple.”

“Good, Thomas. Good,” the professor said writing it
down.

“I'm Tommy. Thomas is over there.” He pointed to
Thomas, who was looking at the ceiling. Dr. Dan

erased and rewrote something.

“I'm sorry.” He looked up. “Now, Annie, what was
happening in the painting?”

Annie popped a bubble with her gum. “Was the girl
about to blow the guy or something like that?”

A few snickers broke out in the class. The professor
didn’t seem to notice while he was writing.

“Did anyone else see that?”
No one responded.
“Did anyone think something else was happening?”

There was a beat of silence before Trish raised her
hand.

“Okay, Trish. What do you think is happening?”

“Well, I was just going to say it looked to me like
the naked woman was bowing to the naked man
who was bowing to the weird blotch of color or
maybe the woman. It was a weird pose.” Dr. Dan
was writing quite a bit now.

“Can the rest of you agree with that?” Again the
class nodded. Annie popped another bubble.

“Who can tell me the name of the painting?”

No one said anything. Dr. Dan looked up from his
clipboard.

“No one looked at the title?”

There was complete silence. The professor saw
Trish looking down, Jeremy scratching his head,
Eliza playing with a button on her blouse, and
Thomas craning his neck to see what was so
interesting about Eliza’s blouse.

“No one looked at the title card beside the
painting?” The class shook their heads and Dr. Dan
wrote something on the clipboard.

NOSTALGIA

watercolor

MAGGIE MCPHEETERS
“What can you tell me about the technique of

the painting . ..” A few hands went halfway up.
“Mattie?” The professor didn’t even look up when
he called her name.

Mattie played with her hair as she spoke, “It looked
like he wasn’t really using a brush for color.”

“Interesting,” Dr. Dan said looking up at Mattie
while jotting more notes. “What do you think the
artist used?”

“A razor blade.” CONT.
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CONT. The class all looked at Mattie. Dr. Dan
stopped writing and raised an eyebrow and a
corner of his mouth before writing a short note.

“I only say that because the colors are in thick
blocks that are really smooth.”

“Do you think that the artist used something else
for the lines and figures?”

The class went back to looking around as they

had been. “He probably used a brush or marker

or something and put the colors over the drawing
with the razorblade.” She dropped her braid on her
shoulder. “That’s why the colors don’t really stay in
the lines.”

“Very good. Very . ..” Dr. Dan looked down as he
wrote more notes then looked back up, “Good. Does
anyone else have anything to say about the artist’s
technique?”

The class looked around at each other and
confirmed no one had anything else to say.

“Okay, now for the big question,” the professor said
dropping his clipboard to his side and sliding his
pencil behind his ear, “How did the painting make
you feel?”

A janitor opened the back door, breaking the
silence. He slipped back out with his trash cart once
he realized a class was in the room.

“Come on, guys. We're doing this from memory,

and it’s completely subjective. There are no wrong
answers.”
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The class stood in silence again.

“Okay, I'll choose. Carolina, what did you feel when
you were looking at the painting?”

Carolina dropped her hand with the nails she was
chewing to her side. “Well,” she looked around at
her classmates staring at her, “it made me feel like I
was in a dark place, but I can see the bright exit.”

“Okay, okay. Now we’re talking.” The corners of
the professor’s mouth curled up. “Who can build
on Carolina’s feelings? Did anyone feel something
similar?” A few hands were finding their way up.

“Dakota, another state, what did you feel?”

Dakota started popping her knuckles at her waist
as she answered. “Well, I get what Caroline was
saying.”

“Carolina,” she corrected.
“Sorry, Carolina was saying,” She cleared her throat.

“But it didn’t look like the figures were trying to
reach the orange spot like it’s an exit. They seemed
indifferent to whatever that spot was or content
with the darkness.”

Josh raised his hand higher as Dakota stopped
talking.

“Okay, that’s good. Josh, do you have something to
add?”

Josh put his arm down and started to turn around
to look at the painting but caught himself. “Oh,
sorry. Yes.” He twitched as he spoke with a nervous
voice. “I think I remember the figures wearing
masks.”

“Were they wearing masks?” Dr. Dan touched his
pencil to his temple, raised an eyebrow, and tilted
his head.

“Well . ..” Josh caught himself from turning
around again. “Maybe the colors made it look like
masks.” He looked down at his hands. “Anyway, it
seemed like, I don’t know. It reminded me of that
idea where you only show your true self when
you’re anonymous. It’s like if your name or your
face isn’t on something, you are free to be naked
and vulnerable.” He looked up to indicate he had
finished his thought.

“Wow, Josh.” The professor tried to meet Josh’s eyes.

“You make a really good point.” He shifted his gaze
to the class as a whole. “Does it matter if they are
actually wearing masks or not?”

€6 IT MADE ME FEEL LIKE | WAS
IN A DARK PLACE, BUT | CAN
SEE THE BRIGHT EXIT. 39

The class stared back blankly.

“No, what matters is that the artist made Josh
here feel something.” Josh bowed his head and
flushed red in his cheeks. “He found something
that the painting has to say to him. Carolina found
a message of hope. Eliza found contentment in the
darkness.”

“That was Dakota,” Thomas said. Eliza looked at
Thomas, surprised that he had been standing so
close to her. She crossed her arms over her chest.
“Right, Dakota.” Dr. Dan scratched his forehead.









GATHERING DUST

prose
REBECCA SMITH

Click. The doorknob turns awkwardly in my hand,
squealing with anger at my improper installation.
I'll fix it one day, promise. It laughs at a mantra
whispered for over a year. I walk into the dark
room, momentarily touching cool bronze with the
backs of my fingers. The ashes within burn my
hand.

Fumbling blindly in the pitch-blackness, I grip a
cord and pull it taut. Light flickers into life. I gaze
back at the light switches across the room. I'll fix
this wiring problem eventually. Promise. The fan
shudders as the cord snaps back into place.

I gaze around the room, trying to recall what is
necessary for summer break. A photo stares back
at me from a frame perched against cold bronze.
look away instantly. A stone forms in my stomach,
heavy as a metal jar.

I always seem to leave a mess on my queen-sized
bed. Only half of it is accessible at a time. I grab

at the books covering my side, pushing them onto
an already-overflowing bookcase. Did I read any of
these novels last time? [ meant to, promise. They
are all precious to me, even as their covers lay
untouched.

Various statues stare blindly as I toss too-small
clothes onto a chair. A shopping trip is in order,
eventually. Maybe. Probably ... not.

Empty hangers creak in the closet as a pile of
clothes forms around the chair. I'll do better
next time, promise. The pewter dragons huff
at my words, while carved wolves whine in
disappointment.

A misplaced toss almost snaps -
the figure of a coiled rattlesnake. A
rocking horse nickers in amusement.

My side is clear for the moment.
Stuffed animals press against the
wall, their paws blanketing the other
half of the bed. I smile at them. They
gaze blankly back. Upon my pillow
sits a proud dragon. His crimson
scales are mottled gray. Age has worn
his golden belly to a dull brown.

He glares at me, demanding an
explanation for my long absence. You
know I have school. College waits for
no one.

I snicker as I gently lift him. You're
gathering dust, friend. We need to get
you out more.

You're the one gathering dust, he snaps. Wings
spread as he belches smoke. Heat sears my hands.
His golden eyes flash as he roars. Such a foolish girl,
ignoring the present and denying the past. Fangs
gnash as he squirms. The world is moving along
and you are stuck in this tiny room. You are the one
who is turning gray.

I tremble and sit back on my bed. Tears itch at the
corners of my eyes. The pungent aroma of stale air
wafts up from the mattress. The dust coating the
shelves, the statues, the bed, the urn, weighs heavy
on my shoulders. I can feel it staining my hair,
leaving a grimy trail on my skin. A sob wells up in
my chest. I stamp it down, scorch it with flames,
and swallow the pain.

THE CALL OF ADDICTION

blender and photoshop
JESSE HUMPHRIES
I want to go home.

You are home, he says. For once, his trademark
smirk is gone.

You are home. ®
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TRICK OR TREAT

prose
EMILY ANDERSON

We met at my house, like we do every year. Right
after school, we ran with our pillowcases full of
every type cloth you can think of. I, the leader of
our little crew, had taken the honor of mapping out
the neighborhood for our adventure that night. It
had taken some time, about two weeks of planning
and maybe a few not-so-sore sore throats (those
were scouting days). I was prepared. “Okay, we

are starting here tonight.” Both Maya and Mandi
agreed. They always agreed. Sometimes I wished
they would get the nerve to challenge me, to make
me work to keep the position. But I knew that
would never happen. They never wanted to be
noticed. They hid behind the fear of being judged
and made fun of. I didn’t care. I liked the attention.
I wanted to be seen.

“We should start getting ready. Don’t you think?”

It wasn’t really a question [ needed to ask, but
someone had to ask it. It was the confirmation we
were all waiting for. Time to get serious. I ran to

my room and pulled out the white plastic bag. I

ran my fingers over the Walmart quality velvet and
played with the fringes pulling away from the shirt.
I sprinted across the house, while Maya and Mandi
sat on the couch, waiting for my next direction. I
went to get the makeup, the most important part of
a costume. Back in the living room, I screamed for
Mandi and Maya to come see the completed work
of art. It was perfect. Not too scary, not too sweet.
Just right. I mean, who wouldn’t want to give candy
to an electrocuted girl?
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It took about two hours (perfectly on schedule). It
wasn’t dark just yet, but it was getting there. You
know when it’s a little bit foggy and you turn the
lights on in your car to be safe? The little kids, still
not old enough to go out on their own, were finally
going home to sleep while their parents ate candy
and waited for the real trick-or-treaters. The kids
who know what they are doing. That was us. But
we weren’t the average trick-or-treaters. We had a
strategy: where to get the best candy, who hands
out more at the end of the night, who just wanted
to scare a few innocent kids. It was a game, and we
were going to win.

Slowly, we inched towards the door. I was in the
front, followed by my two companions. They

were too afraid to take the lead. Whenever they
somehow ended up a footstep in front of me, there
was an automatic head whip in unison. “Is this
the right way, Emily?” It never failed. Sometimes

I would purposely lag behind to see how long it
would take for them to realize I was no longer
guiding them. The longest count was to five.

Sometimes, I wished they didn’t notice I was gone,
that I could hide in the background like everyone
else. It must be nice for them, not having to make
any decisions, not having to worry about other
people. For once, maybe I didn’t want to be in
control of everything; maybe I didn’t want to be the
first one noticed. People told me not to take that for
granted, that not everyone got to be seen like I did. I
didn’t believe them until that night.

“Have fun!” My mom called as we rushed out of the
house along with the rest of the neighborhood kids.
I always laughed at the others. So simple, never
taking what they were getting into seriously. They
didn’t know the third house on Weatherford only
served pretzels or that the house right next to the
cemetery handed out king-sized chocolate bars.

They just randomly selected houses to annoy with
their constant knocking. Average kids, blending
into the stereotypical image of Halloween. I liked
to watch them. Critique their choices. But never for
too long—we had business to take care of.

“Here.” Being in charge, [ went to the door first.

A perk of leadership: being the first one noticed,
the one that is remembered, seen. Knock, knock,
knock. Three times is all you need. Enough to let
the owners know this was no trick but few enough
to know you were on a mission and were there for
only treats, no chitchat. Within thirty minutes we
had hit fifteen houses, my plan was perfect. Our
candy bags were filled up. I had planned for only
two drop-offs, to empty our bags and have a snack,
but we were ahead of schedule, so I decided it was
okay to relax and stop by the house for a bit. We ate
some candy and joked about the ignorant children
outside. After about ten minutes, I decided it was
time to get back to business. “Let’s go.” Immediately
Maya and Mandi stood up (of course).

€& SOMETIMES, | WISHED
THEY DIDN’T NOTICE I WAS
GONE, THAT | COULD HIDE
IN THE BACKGROUND LIKE
EVERYONE ELSE. 3

Within no time, we had visited another ten houses.
It was complete bliss. By following my perfect
blueprint, we were beating all of the other kids to
the good houses. I was on top of the world and my
two admirers were following close behind. Nothing
could have gone wrong. Or so I thought.



That’s when I saw him: the ghost. Now, we knew he
wasn'’t a real ghost (those don’t exist), but he came
and went with the silence of one. No one our age
had ever encountered him—we had just heard the
stories. Every Halloween, a boy, dressed in all black,
would “haunt” our neighborhood. He would chase
down kids and steal their candy, but he would do
so in a way that you never saw coming. One second
you would be scouting out your prey and the next
you would be on the ground, your night’s winnings
gone. He was infamous. Maya and Mandi never
believed he actually existed. They were too afraid to
even imagine the possibility. I, on the other hand,
didn’t just believe in him—I hoped he was real. He
was my idol. Not the stealing candy part, but his
ability to plan out his night with such perfection
and never get caught amazed me. He knew your
every step, always able to adapt to any mishap. We
heard of kids trying to trick him, trying to see if
they could show him up. They thought they were
so clever. Those were the ones that lost their candy
every year. The ones whose nights he would go out
of his way to ruin.

There he was, slowly creeping up to his victim, a
fairy princess. I stopped and watched in awe. He
was a genius. Then out of nowhere, he looked up, as
if he knew he was being watched. I couldn’t move.

I needed to look away, pretend I didn’t see him

(I didn’t want my candy stolen), but I was stuck.

His head turned, and he was looking directly at me.
Our eyes locked, and in that moment I knew he was
scared. He had never been caught before, and there
I was, studying his movements. It wasn’t until the
little girl started crying that I was released from

my trance (Maya and Mandi were still a few yards
behind me). I watched as he snuck away through
the woods. Suddenly, I no longer wanted to trick-
or-treat. I wanted to follow him, to know him, to
memorize his every move. I glanced back at Maya
and Mandi. They would be okay without me. Next

thing you know, I was chasing after the ghost.

I had a late reaction. I hesitated too long. By the
time I got to the edge of the woods, he was gone. I
could hear my friends calling for me, but they were
no longer my top priority. They needed to learn
how to fend for themselves anyway. Luckily, it had
rained earlier in the day, so there were footprints.
As I started to follow the trail he so generously left
for me, I began to wonder where he was leading
me. Did he have a secret hideout? Was he playing
a game with me? Did he even know I was there? I
didn’t care. I had to know. I needed to know how he
did it. How he calculated every child’s movement
and remained invisible, I needed to learn his ways.

LATHER

photography
CHANELLE DESPINS

I walked through the woods, careful to watch for
any changes in the path. Nothing.

He just kept going forward. On and on. And
seemingly at the same speed the whole time. The
footprints were the same distance apart, about
two of my steps. There was no way I would be able
to catch up. It was getting really late too; [ had
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AEGRUS

poetry
ANNA HOUSER

Eyelids hang as heavy

as the copper kettle that’s been sitting on your
front porch

for the last nine years, weeds clambering over the
rim in lazy ferociousness.

Cheeks feel like your daddy’s deck the summer
before he made us varnish it: sturdy,

but with sharp edges that do their best

to leave a scar.

Tongue is a dry rope that’s spent an eon hanging
useless at the ocean'’s side,

salty

and flaking

and sedentary.

Fingers twitch and pull and jitter back and forth
in constant fearful indecision like your mother
every year

before she cuts her birthday cake,

eyeing every person in the room

before she tries to

make the sizes fit.

Smell of old clothes slides from the top shelf

of grandma’s closet, down the stairs and past the
living room

before reaching the faded magnets and crocheted
and useless doilies

on the fridge. She’s kept them there since 1971 to
remind herself that

no, some things

don’t,

and won'’t,

and can’t

fall apart without at least
a little effort.

Mirror tells me these unkind new things
about this flesh. Fear shakes me.

Hands pull at the unfamiliar texture of aging skin.

Mind reports the change but denies Emotion the
chance to grieve.

Prediction army-crawls to join the others,
and unflinchingly warns me that it’s just the
beginning

LOST PROPHETS

oil on canvas
TRAVIS WASHINGTON

unless I can get these mottled hands to bend
the chilly metal bars of past and present,
and wrench them sharply towards a twisted
but less fragile future.

The truth in solipsism is stocked
on the 4th shelf to the right

in Dave’s Hardware Shop,

next to the welding tools,

and is still waiting to be purchased
by a younger hand

than mine.
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You report for duty tomorrow morning, and I'll be
damned if my taxi is out there on those streets
with even one speck of dirt on it. So get to it.”
And though the words sounded rough and sharp
around the edges, he was smiling with his lips
curled back into a grin that was uniquely his own.
And that was it. My fate? Sealed.

A taxi life for me.

Back then, I might have been a little resentful. I
had believed it was my father, not fate, which had
pushed me to my career. Like it was the weight of
his expectations that had kept me from succeeding
in college.

I was also nervous.

I knew how to drive a taxi, of course. I knew what
to say and how to act. When to talk and when to
keep my mouth shut. Those were valuable skills
passed down to all of the men of my family, even if
they didn’t enter the business. My father said it was
“just in case,” but I knew. I knew that, eventually,
one way or another, we all made our way back to
the yellow cab. We all took up the mantle.

Although I knew how to conduct myself in theory,
applying it in real time was still a bit of a stretch. I
was an awkward youth. I wasn’t good at talking to
people, especially strangers, and I'd often say either
too much or nothing at all, making conversations
stilted and one-sided.

So when I pulled up to the curb on that first day,
after being hailed by a young woman in her early
twenties, probably very close to my own age, I was
terrified. I put the car in park and waited with bated
breath as she opened the door and slid inside. For

a few moments, silence stagnated the air and I
forgot all etiquette. She cleared her throat, and I

was grateful for it, twisting around to look at her
through the smeared glass separating us.

I smiled.
She smiled.

“Where to, ma’am?” I asked, my voice sounding
more like a boy’s than a man’s. She was
devastatingly beautiful. She had long black hair
that curled around her face like a velvet curtain
and big bright eyes that shone with intelligence.
Her nose was rather long and sharp, hooking
slightly inward at the end. On anyone else, I'm
sure it would have looked quite severe. As it was, it
suited her. Made her eyes look all the more bright.
Her smile that much more compelling.

Her eyes crinkled in amusement, and she answered
in a confident, open tone:

“The corner of Jefferson and Whitewood.”

Back then, I didn’t know the city the way I do now.
I had to consult the small, fold-out travel map

in my glove compartment for several minutes
before I was ready to depart. All that time, she sat
in the backseat, staring out the window in silent
contemplation, a small smile on her face.

Once we were on the road, I felt myself begin to
clam up again. I wanted to speak with this woman
but I had no idea what to say. What to ask.

What to think.

Before my insecurities could run away with me
completely, [ was rescued by her charitable grin.
She caught my eye in the rearview mirror, and I
smiled sheepishly, tilting my head. She nodded
back, like we shared a secret, and then she
asked me:

“New to the business?”

“Ah, yes.” I felt a flush creep up the back of my neck.
“Can you believe it? A cabbie, consulting a map.”

She smiled again, and I felt it like a blow to the
stomach. She really was gorgeous.

“That’s not so bad. Though, I could have given you
directions if you'd only asked.” Though the words
had the potential to be quite cruel, the way she said
them with such sympathy and enthusiasm put me
strangely at ease.

“T'll remember that. For next time.”

That seemed to satisfy her. When I looked into

the rearview mirror once more, she had settled
back comfortably in her seat, staring again out the
window, that grin still flirting with her lips, turning
them up at the corners.

The rest of the ride was completed in
companionable silence, and when I pulled up to her
stop at last, she unbuckled her seat belt and leaned
forward. She slipped a piece of paper, along with
her payment, between the glass. In explanation, all
she said was:

“For next time.”

I waited until she had exited the vehicle before
opening the slip of paper, my hands slightly
unsteady. Inside, a name and a telephone number

were penned in neat, blocky lettering.

On my first run, I met my wife. ®
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TENNESSEE SUN

poetry
RANDY SLOAN

Warbling birds on branches precede billows,
Wisps of gray on the eastern horizon

Fill the firmament. Announce your advent

Till you drape across the Earth’s curvature.
Spray the green with your blazing, orange blood.
Trickle through these wooded stained glass win-
dows

Like one hundred candles trembling in the leaves.
Scatter shades on skyscrapers with your gaze,
Warm the worn vinyl brick siding with your haze,
Let babbling streams slip through your lustrous
hands,

Dye the heavens with creamsicle orange

And the yellow from a lemonade stand.

Die to the opulent, neon lit night

For now, you lie temporarily slain

Clutching and clawing at the horizon,
Surmounting insurrection, you shall rise

And relish in the dawn of your victory,

Justly claiming your ethereal seat.

But for now, burn brightly, Tennessee sun,
Follow the path of your predestined trail.

Across her face let your fingertips run,

Gently lift up her ethereal veil.

Carry away the pristine, morning dew,
[Nluminate the softly bristling trees,

Make Moses’s burning bush burn anew,
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Consume, yet preserve, these whispering leaves.

Warm tinges of peach and apricot hues
All sprawl across the hilly horizon
Soften, scatter, and dissolve into blue.

Perhaps, a storm may invade your twilight,

Heat lightning, like paparazzi in the sky,
Silently flashes whites, purples, and grays.

GRAND CANYON

photography
MIKA MOLLENKOPF

An unrestrained power made reticent
Briefly forges day from the charcoal night.
We will revere with limited senses,

Glaring from the outskirts of paradise,
Fingers entwined around chain link fences.
We, the characters of tales not yet told,
Gaze at a transient city of gold.



ERASER SHAVINGS

poetry
TATIANA SILVAS

Scribbled pen marks
out what was written in error,
Messy hair shoved from bright eyes and

Metal chairs
Scrape
tile floor where tennis balls are missing.

Hearts rashly beat with the newness of youth.

Converse and Jansport label them as whole while
Laughter
links them.

Hand sanitizer and sweat
Linger
in hormonal hallways.

Wrinkles in shirts are lacking at eyes,
Aches soak in hearts, not bones,

Moments are made up of eraser shavings,
rash heart beats,
and hand sanitizer.

Mistakes made under shelter of eraser shavings,
hand sanitizer, and tennis balls
slow
hearts rashly beating
into
cautious beats.

No more do eraser shavings mark hearts rashly beating.

No more do tennis balls guard from harsh tile.
Hearts are without hand sanitizer,
Growing coldly cautious.

UNTITLED

mixed media
ERIN ALIQUO
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