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a pariicular theme for an issue. The
d the Lighter strives fo include all
glermined concept. But | find that
the seleclion commitiees fend,

fween the famiiar and the unknowable. The
pes of lopics; from Ihe fantasiic fo the physical, the
el from crippling mental iiness and wild acts of

The dcsgn for this semesler's journal affempis fo illustrate this paradox.
swirling, slarry faces of the galaxy overlap with the famiiar textures of Earth's

g merging the speclacular with the sublle and drawing our eyes fowards the
igruencies belueen the things we know best and the things we can never hope
inderstand.

fis our world changes around us in great, shuddering shifls, wie change
as well Society grows, develops and moves, both on campus and off. We as
siudents find ourselves different people Wwith each new year, discovering facels of
ourselves previousy hidden and capacifies within ourselves previously untested. Our
arl reflects our journey, our struggle fo undersiand.

So look carefully. Read closely. keep your mind open fo both depth and
breadih of meaning. This journal holds a universe; from the delicate veins of the famil-
iar fo the gaping chasms of the unknown.

The Lighter wiould like to thank Alison Schuette for her palience and sup-
port as he facully advisor 1o the Lighter, and to Kate Braun for her fireless enthusiasm
and incredible dedication as assisiant editor. To the studenis who served on selecion
commifiees; you are wise, thoughtful, and attentive, and your wiork has shaped a
phenomenal issue. To the students who submitied their work; you are crediive, falent-
ed, and brave, and we are so Iuckgtohavebeenasiepnw
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On Living with Depression for Eight Years
Inspired by Patrick Roche’s Couples Therapy

Stacy IMcKeigue

He is he body pressed against me

in bed, sficky with night and desire—

| don't get much sleep when he slays over
because he aluiays wanis fo fuck

with my mind. He calls

fror shoeboxes

closet of my brain:

His is the hand enfwined in my hair,
fugging My head back dowun

1o the pilow in the mormning.

Slay here, he coos

What is he point of getiing up?

He egoys sneaking up behind me,
wrapping his arms around

my middle uhen fm slaring

in the mirror.

He whispers: Baby,

look hous much of you there is

o love.

He is the jedlous fype, frouuning

silenty in he corner as | run scales,
caressing ihe keyboard spine of another
man

in he darkness of my closed eyes,
whose sighs of ecslasy drown

his low, gravely song

He can ge!...unpleasant wihen we figh,
reaching for the figer-siripe scissors
hidden in the desk. But really,

I tnows | provoke him, alwuays making
mislakes

and saying stupid things.

He is only inying fo correct me,

make me beter.

And he buys me the most uonder-
ful gffts,

like this gorgeous strand of pearls
fo wear in my mouth. When
people ask

hows we'e doing, | flash the_jeuuels
and fell them that | have never
been happier.

He's bad for you, says everyone
who doesn't undersiand just houu
aive

| am with him. They see the world
in ony seven colors; | see itin a
milion

shadows of grey, each shade
darker and more unique than the
last.

He is the cherry sauce

on an oherwise vanila e,
dribbiing dowun my thin
wirisls, my soft serve hips.

He is my Muse, breathing life
inlo My arl, gving Me reason
lo rhyme.

He says | am nolhing
without him.




Woodlawn Park
Sarah Geekie

When the new wioodchips came, uue ran across
fo our park. We grabbed
ihe purple dinosaur and hung on iis neck.

The purple dinosaur baked in the sun
while we hid behind mounds in the sandbox.
The grouunups slayed on ine gravel.

When the ground foze and furned whie,
we slid douun icy slides info drifis of
snow. Ue dared each other to slep

on the pond. We never fouched it.
We folowsed the dog's paw prinis all the wiay
1o ihe swings. We wondered where he had gone.

When Ihe news woodchips came again, ony |
came running. | slopped when | saw the new
paint covering decades of defacement

and the slake wihere the purple dinosaur had been.
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Lost in Transit
Cheyenne Minix

A lefter wiritien,

Signed with the adoration of fwio souls
Bound in spir,

Sent out info the worid

A promise made.

A promise of fulness,

Of siruggle and learing and joy,
Of loneliness abolished,

Of memories galore.

The exciement suuells, expeciant.

Excieed for new lie,

For high-piched cackles,

For the smooihness of baby powder,
For squishy skin strefched over finy bones.
Waiing patienty, waiing for monihs.

Waiing far too long,

Anxiousy searching the mai,

Praying for a sign of the lefler's exislence.
The day has come and gone.

The letier is lost



English Major
Sarah Geekie

They say ‘Fake It Til You Make If

So if | fak Emerson over elcairs
And Dickinson over decaf

Will | reach enlighienment?

Or wiil | be dead before | even hit the
books?
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Apathy
Micah Spruth-Janssen

Anoher school another shooling
Anoher day, another death

The lives we lead cut short by
The hatred of a human

Hows is God's goodness here?
Howu is love siil living in us?

We say we're sorry

We chant for change

The day is done

The lights are lows

How easy fo erase

How faces never faced

Can arise

Can ignore

Another school another shooling



Chillicothe, Ohio

River Wilding

| want fo rernember

The Women, who, as gis,
Danced o Ray of Light'
Barefooted, bareheaded,
Laughing full and stong,
Nothing going wrong.

Who played in creeks

And culverts in the

Hanging heat of summer.

| wiant to remember

The Women who had
Babies and lovers,

liness and addiction-

A specirum of possessions
In addiion fo their losses,
Who hit walls unaniicipated,
And took their own fools

To those wials.

On fo be faken away

To some Dark, Quiet Place
Where their babies wiere not,
Where there were ony wials.
(No angels came)

Ony fo be sent floaling. .
Roaing downsiream,

Info the arms of police,

Of their families in mourning,

This is my memory:
Women, six of them.
Two missing, four found (not iving)-
One of whom wias ealing for fwo.



Whispers

Kendall Kartaly




Storyboard

Regan Weber




Remnants (1and 2)
River Widing
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A Splash

Regan Ueber
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Untitled

licholas Knox
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The Sun and the Moon

Britany Talley






Untiled (2)

[icholas knox



The Dream

Nathan Biancard
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The Things We Leave Behind

Blake Larson



Lens

Bnitany Barrett
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Atop the Smokies

(Nora Villegas-Pineda



Landscape

Blake Larson
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Inner Beauty

Nathan Biancardi



Untitled (3)

icholas Knox
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Birk

Samantha Holland



Trees

Samantha Holland
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Library Senses
Marci Stavig

There once wos a girl uho dle words, She wuent around in e browsing the books of
public ibraries while sipping on the cream of her coffee. Somelimes wiords were delicious. Uords
like florboyant, fortuitous’, ‘ubiquious’. Some were harder fo swuallow, ones that sounded rough and
scraichy like ‘tetfle’ ‘sarcophagus’ and Yhistle'. Others siil, uere wuords spoken harsh and loud, soaking
in hateful infent. She didn' lie those because they left a foul faste on her tongue. They uuere hot and
inflated, ke a bad baich of curry, and their faste uould linger the rest of the day.

She could rermember fairy wJell the wuords she ate and hows each of hem fingled or sftung
her lasle buds. Early on, she realized that her appefie uuas not like other lifle children. In elementary
school, she wiould fear off he pages of her books and crumple them info her small fisis. Then she'd
proceed io stuff them info her pink-ipped mouth wih the enthusiasm of any young child daring fo
do the impossible. Her parents scolded her, and the olher kids siopped gobbling Emer’s glue fo slare
with heir big curious eyes. She stared back and suuallowed the paper douun. The vasiness befueen
Ihem wias a pathless, langled forest of horny vines. She simply couldn' get through unless she cast
herseff inlo something clearer for them.

I uuasnt the same nowu. She did her eaiing discreelly, not because she wias ashamed but
because she didn't want others fo feel uncomiforiable. What she couldn't do wias stop. There wias
something irresisible about the sound of words, hows they ftumbled dowun fongues, how they were
shaped and discerned on a page. Handuuritlen noles were by far the fosiiest. She would quiely fake
bis arid pieces out of hose. Slowly, she'd savor doodled hearts and smiley faces that fasted of rich
chocoldte.

The wiord-ealing girl smiled fo herself, brouun eyes shining as they browsed the sheff of her
college library. Her finger ran across the dusty spines as she felt her uuay fo the best area: fantasy. Wih
louser ip rapped beneath top teeth, she thumbed through the books siting at her eye level. She wuasni
allthat short but she wiasnt all that fall eiher. Offenimes, she'd challenge herself on fipioes but today
was a day for slaying salely on the ground. Her moccasin siyled shoes were brouun suede and the
rust-colored beads at the end of he laces soffly clicked against each oher.

She sat down, resfing her back against the book case, and dffer finishing snacking on words
wiih her eyes (ifd be bad 1o eat library books since they werent hers), she slood again fo push the
book back into place. But lo and behold, there wuas another pair of eyes peering through the narmouu
9ap beluween hardcovers. Their color wias d cloudy blue uihose miky pools reminded her of mist in
Ihe moming, A bit slarfled, the wuord-ealing girl held her breath wiihin that cool fog.

*fire you looking at the fanlasy seclion?” e blue eyed girl whispered through the five-inch
windouu. Her voice uias small but exciied.

“reah. Do you like it?”

'l can' read these; the siranger replied.

*'you can' read, wihy are you here?” As she asked, it finaly dawned on the word-eaiing girl
that iis person wJas biind.

*fm here because..” the sranger's words irailed off and frickled info the giris paried mouth.
They had fasted of honeysucke. She wiated quiety, hungriy, for more. My older broher akes me
here every weekend. | don' aclualy go fo school here. | cant”

“Thafs ioo bad” She fet he need fo lowser her eyes. Uhafs your name?”

*Hana!

The flouser-scenled name brought a smilke fo the word-ealing gir's face. It was oo bad that

Ihe sanger couldnt see it




*And you are?

The word-eaiing grl feff unusually embarrassed about her owun name and she menialy
flew through all fhe names she could think of o replace: her ouun. She wanted fo create an exciing
new seff wih a brand news character name. Something simple but something bright Maybe some-
thing curious. She thought of the green grass waving outside the windouwus, and how iis blades rustied
against each other in song.

She thought of ihe paradox of infroverted feamuuork, of quiet voices, and sulected harmony.
The noles WJere whispering in souhern prairies. fm..Abilene.. The fwo of them let the name st in he
air for a bit They lislened as liies bowed fo kiss one anoher under saiing clouds. Yd shake your hand
but | do believe ihere is a book case in befuueen us; she added sheepishly and wiped her hands on
Ine hips of her nay skirt.

*No worries; Hana shrugged and wiaked around the obstacle as i she knew exacly where
everyhing was. Abilene didn' doubl that she did. Perhaps f was weird fo be fiendy wih a stranger
but Abilene tended Io like people, especially those uuhose voices resounded inside her and produced
goosebumps on the surface of her stin. This one, her heart flutered, this one is like me.

Hana wialked info the same isle and slopped a foot before Abilene. For a moment, she dian't
say anyhing. It were as if she were checking lo make sure Ablene wias where she should be. Again,
fhe waves of grass parted a pathuiay befuween them, one lined wiih violet whispers and sky-scraping
sunfioulers. Somehow silenty confrming wuhere Abilene slood, Hana regained herself. *Sorry. Nice fo
meet you”

They were shorly struck with a case of siif fidgels and nervous paims.

“You foo,” Abilene replied and tangled her restiess fingers together. “Youve memorized the
library? She inquired, remennbering Hana had menfioned faniasy, uhich wios of course a correct
guess.

*fd say so,” Hana nodded haf Io herself.

f I might ask.” Abilene slarled cauliousyy, even dipping her head foruard as all people asking
permission praciice. ‘Were you bom blind? Or did something happen?

Hana sat on the question as if she were working the cogs and screwus of a heart. There
were a couple fimes where she drews breath, ready fo speak, ony o let that breath go with the spring
breeze.

*You don't have fo ansuuer. | wias just curious,” Abilene said apologeticaly.

Yfve always been like this” uuas all Hana aloused herseff 1o say. Abilene wanted fo press
further, o taste more, fo knous more. She uuas a gil who wanted fo ry everyhing. Her parents had
offen called her naughty, but they weren here o restrain her siarving mind

Y see;” Abilene forced on a smile for hersef. ‘Do you have a favorile slory? she offered a
change in subject, lo which Hana welcomed gratefuly.

“Well the blind girl fightened the bowu on her blouse wiih a spice of pride. Abilene fell he
hinis of cinnamon sprinkle on her fongue from Ihat single word. *The books | knows are only in brail or
Ihe ones my brolher has read fo me. You know, fm blind but | can wurie”

*What?” The repy mighfve come out a liie 0o rudeyy but Hana didntt seem fo fake any
nolice of is harsh disbelief.

"l show you,” Hana wiaved her palim and led Abilene fo a fable. Abilene was worried the
girl might run inlo something but Hana found the chair wih ease and pulled it ou, offering Abilene a
seat Abilene ook nole of the girfs small wrisis and e unexpecied sheen of her ounded nais. A small
calous obstrucied her right pinky, an ant hill in a backyard garden

*Do you have paper and pencil? Sorry, | didn' bring mine foday,” Hana asked. She tucked
her skit beneath her and sat dowun.

“Yeah, sure;” Abilene fumbled with the contenis her book bag, wihich she'd set beside her.
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She brought out a halfiled nolebook and her favorile panda-patierned, mechanical pencil. She then
fipped fo a blank page. Hana ook it wih a bow of thanks and Abilene wiaiched her inlensely. How
could a blind person wirile anyhing? Guess work? How did they knowu wihat leflers looked like? Uere
there classes for that?

*What should | wurie?

As if Abilene knewl I was most fun fo see what the auihor or ariist could cogure out of
nothing. “Ainyhing you wani” she urged. Pulse quickened and eyes started drying because she had
ceased lo bink Maybe she had forgotten howu in her excitement.

*Thafs so vague;” Hana grinned. She flamboyaniy fipped her hair out of her face, not hat it~
maiered. She prelended fo roll up her sleeves, for she had on short sleeves so there was nothing fo
roll. UWas fhis some sort of procedure? Abilene leaned further and her neckiace ciinked on the fablefop.

"Wl start with a penguin. | ke penguins,” Hana instructed as if gving a utorial. She put pencil
fo page and began wiriing in nedi, iidlicized letiers. Uas this some sort of joke? Abilene glanced at
Hana's supposedy sighlless eyes. Mo, no one could fake it this well, could hey?

The lines she made were small and angled. Her capialized letiers wuere signiicant larger
than the ohers. Even he loops of her g, p, g d, and | had a quirky yet afiracive personaliy. Hana
wasted no energy in he wiay that she wrole. Her fingers held the pencil ighly and she didn't press the
graphie very hard info ihe paper. Her sentences perfecty rode dlop e blue lines. They bounced and
spread like ripples in their pond. Her words and wiriing were a smooth, round pebble. Perfect skipping
condiion.

Abilene had heard that blind people could type in brail and of course, read it They knew lan-
guage the same as olhers, if not better. They couldnt see words but they could feel them at the fips of
heir frained fingers. Each series of dois wuas undersiandable fo them. Abilene wias sure tat if she ale a
page of brai, she could undersiand foo. Her gaze followsed each stuish and curve of Hana's wiriing in
wonder. She especialy lked Hana's simple but pretiy-ooking word choices: shuffle, feet, bright, feather,
slope.

"How do you knows wuhat ihe letters look fike and how fo wurite them so well on the page?
Your handwuriing is better than mine too,” Abilene wuanted fo fire quesiion afler quesiion but she re-
sfrained herself with great willpowser. ''s very curious”

Hana released ihe pencil and pushed the: paper back o Abilene. ' don' know. Not reall sure,
but uihenever |y wiriing or drawing, somelimes even paining, | feel like | can see”

"But you can't aclualy see? I was a question of clarfication. She scruiinized the brief para-
graph. A
"No, | canft ‘aciualy see. Ifs hard fo explain. | don't have 1o see 1o wirile or paint or windlever.
Ljust have o feel. Feel myseli, feel ohers. | have no idea what you look ke but | can feel you foo. Your
voice, breathing, hearbbeat, all of it | believe | can undersiand. Pariialy, I | can feel something, then of
course | can put it down on page.”

'Of course. ..Ulel, thaf's amazingt” Abilene praised and looked around hasily. Not many
sludenis were here around noon fime. ' guess if if's you, ifs okay, she siarled wiarly. She did a double
lale of the room o confm that no one was observing them. She didn wan to Make them feel
unpleasant. 1 have a bit of a bad habit Ahough | dont hink ifs so bad. Do you mind if | use your paper
for mysei?”

"By all means” I was now Hand's furn o cock her head. Abilene ook he cormer of the
page befween her poinfer and thumb. Wih a soft rip, she tore it off and, glancing sef-consciousy at
her news acquaintance, placed it on her fongue.

“What are you doing? Hana asked. She didnt say itin an accusing manner but Las mereyy
curious.

For a second, Abilene thought it wias prefty sef-evident ihat she wias ealing paper, but hen




she rermembered the obvious handicap of her news acquainiance. Ym edling some of your paper”

“What?

“reah” Abllene wuas briefly cauious of the unseeing eyes, but she shrugged off he useless
worry before shoving a bigger morsel info her mouth. The words were rich, ke honey, And was that
a hint of butlerscoich? She felt he litfe swirls and dashes of handuuriing slip smoohly dowun her throat
when she swallowed.

"l eat wuords. Spoken or wuritien. And | remember very wuell ihe words | eat. Yours fasle
suJeel” Abilene atlemnpled explaining how her sirange habil worked. This musfve been how the biind
gri fet, Irying fo convey senses, feelings, and all those unconventional snippels of lie. *Jeez | can't siop
smiing” she cupped the warm sides of her face. *To think ihat there's someone as stange as me.
Wel, strange in a good wiay”

A rosy flush overcame Hand's cheeks. *Yeah, f'm glad fm meeling you. Strange is definiiely
good,” she said. ' can wirite more for you, if youd like. | uuant fo wirie more. There arent many people
wiho knowingy read my wuriing. Mosly ifs my broher. Ahough, | anonymousy send hings o journals
somefimes.”

*Do you wiant fo be a professional wurier?”

‘Maybe, maybe not. fm not sure yet,” Hana ansuuered fruihfully. ‘But | definiely can't go on
wihout it”

*Have you ever had 107" Abllene inquired. Unlike her pouers, perhaps Hana's were under
confrol, as long as one fook auay the materials.

'l know that my leachers and oher students didn' really undersiand. My famiy neither.
When | could express feelings through the arts, | mean. They kind of bugged me about i, saying | was
faking my blindness.”

*An. Well | dont find itjarring or fake;” Abilene assured her. 'In fact, this is easly he most genu-
ine thing fve ever fasled”

"Realy? fm glad. Here, 11l uurile something else and you can fell me how i fastes. | want you
o feel me like | can feel you!”

*That's perfect Abilene exclaimed qnd leapt out of her char. *Yes. You come here once a
week, right?”

*Yeah,” Hana answered promply.

*Perfect; Abilene kneft down by Hana's legs.

Hana's free, left hand consciousy reached out across their path and Abilene’s rose 1o meet
i. The lwo girls’ shadows melded. While dandelions grazed bluebell siaks, and gave their lightuueight
seeds fo the sun. Words srearned onlo Hana's page, a peaceful bubbling in their pond. Their hands
grasped each ofher fighler and the wind changed directions as they fet the beating of each other's
exislence tum wiih the earih. Something was unraveling before Abilene and she didn' want fo miss a
single strip.
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In Memory
Madeline Bartsch

The last fime | sauu you in person wias July. Earlier that night, uue went out fo smoke a cigaretle
logether and got lost in @ drivewuay, wiaiching chidren play across the sireet | remember your hand
reaching for mine and you laughed as e walked back to the porch wihere our bodies were waiing.
We'e siting on a hin bluish carpet, and you're squining at @ pouuerpoint wiih a look of
incredulty (your conlacls were bolhering you, So you look hem ou).
*Wai.s that a caf?”
*Wha.How is that a ca?”
It was definilely a cat.
Earlier in July, e sat around the lable, all smiles and laughier fil our cheeks were fight. *Like famiy,
youd say later. We're like a weird lifle farmiy.
| remember more of your reactions than your words fom the early days. The wiay your
eyes would widen
uhen you would realize you said something off-color. The dark circles under your eyes,
but how brighty
Ihey would shine when you smied. The way you laughed wiih your wihole body,
unreserved. Such joy.
That night, uue left a oom filed wiih swirling colors and vibrancy and music and slepped out inlo the
cool summer night, sober enough fo lak but not quile enough to drive. The air had an almost autum-
nal undercurrent fo i, but sil carried summer suseeiness in s laste. We faked about the flavor of the air.
The sensaiion of driving at night.
You saw me in the halluay that day wih my boyfriend in my face, yeling. We shared a
look of
recogniion, soul fo soul. You knew fo not push. But you wiaiched me closey that day. Kind
words. Sofler smiles, almost a quesion. You remembered that day, nearly four years Ialer.
Thought you wouldve forgotten. But ihen again, if was you.
el lie we were realy on the some wiavelengh fonight. Do you know wihat | mean? Like you and |
Were just lolally on the same page”
Late Seplember. Middle of the affernoon. fm befween classes rushing around lie usudl,
but your face
POps up on my Facebook A message.
*hey i had a dream hat u wsere in last night hat u were sad and fd jus! thought id lef u
knows that yr loved & Ihe besf’
In Juy, you lakked about hows much you loved us. Loved our nights fogether, the ease in which we
fellinto farniliarily with one another..you worried for us. Aluuays concermned for us. Ue spent hours
wandering guided by sreelamps and a leeling of fogethemess in our separdle versions of lost. Kin-
dredness. For hose hours, neiher of our spirils were alone.
I wish | had siayed later. | wish | had siayed up al night al that Denny's with you and drank
coflee and kep! laking and asked you al of the questions that burned in me that | was oo
scared fo ask | wish | hadn left you alone.
We waked back fowards our cars, preparing fo part ways.
‘somelimes i feel ke im flogiing but for the most part i feel like im geling closer the person i
wanna b.
<
Above the fenceine, an impassive night sty wias inkermupled by a summer siorm. It encompassed the




center of our vision, perfecty contained, roling and shifing, surounded by a canvas filed wih stars. We
sat for wha feels ke hours now but was minutes ihen, walching the clouds shudder and the lighining
flash green and purple and wihite
“There’s something profound about this” one of us said. Blatant and cliché but dlso..so right. Sublimity
framed by the beauty of summer siars, out of reach but never out of sight. Ue waiched the light in
slence uniil the clouds blurred and broke, and parted ways.

© <3
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A Siren and a Sailor
Marci Stavig

Grisha never meant fo get lost I just sort-of happened. Mist blankeled the ocean and filed his body wih
haze. Everyhhing felt heavier. Sloshing movemenis lugged beneath his old uiooden ship. Well, perhaps @ more
accurdle wiord would be “boar. He never heard he wiord himself but he read enough picture books fo knowu that
ships were bigger, more mgiesic.

Boais were chid's play. They didn mate ships lie ihey used to. Nowadays, hey were made fom
fins and plasics and such. He knew his litfe Icarus had a small bows and a smaller cabin. Her iwo riangular sais
were decordled wih paiches. Her rudder wias wiearing ausay and her propelier fumed brown-gold wih rust.

Navy wiaers sired slowly, gathering and brooding. The fog hadnt lifled so he ficked on he lanlem
hed insialled last year, and grabbed a sanduich from his knapsack This boal wias Old Pap's git 1o him. lcarus
would sail unil her days wJere over, however long that would fale. Grisha just reached his thirfieih year, and she
hit sixiy-five back in April. Icarus wias holding herself logether by thisfles of nails and screwss. Some old, some newu.
He may or may not have used duct fape in places f0o. Her botiom wias the polisned green sheen of perrrionenl
aigae siains. She dian't float on lop of the wudler as much as chug through it

Grisha look out his compass and read the NE under lampiight. More offen than nol, it was frusiaing
learning houwu fo sail when no one could have vocaly insiructed him. No hearing. No higher educdion. No respect-
able career. Old Pap had been upset at firs, but only because he hadn't knouun houu fo go about communicaiing
wih a dedf person. At least he'd been bom hearing, and learmed some phonelics belore ilness fook it away. His
hearing aid also helped when he wuas expanding his vocabulary in elemeniary school Those wiho were born
deaf or became deaf before leaming language, had far more difficully communicaing.

f Once in a wihie, Grisha could imagine caiching an echo of something. Of wihal, he had no idea. It
woas a low, dull remor that he couldnt even compare fo anyihing, an unknown rumbling in the back of his head.
He pushed it around in rhyhm wiih the waves bumping agains! icarus’ hul.

The wiaich on his left wrist read 4:50pm. lcarus leff the dock af 930am that morning. Grisha had h-
lended fo relumn earfier. Saiing oo far Morth was a bad habit he needed fo break If he didn't get back on irack soon,
he‘d be sluck for the night. Athough that wiasn't a horrible scenario. Old Pap once look him out fowards he rocky
islands off the east coast and theyd spent the night drfling on he evening fides.

“The siars are beauiiul, aint they, Grisha'?” Old Pap piped up and pointed fo he night sky wih rembling
finger. There was an array of whie siars, binking dowun af the fwo small creatures on the earth. Small and stupid
and siing their sily butts douun in @ vast meadouw of black widler.

Beau-ul. Grisha recognized he three disinct movements of mouih and fongue. It only ook him a fews
exira seconds 1o repy. “Naiisu’ His slurred, wonderhg voice spoke carefully.

“Waich out for ‘em siens hough, yknou.? No one believes in them. Hel, | don' eiiher. Though | wouldnt
mind if one sang lo me nows and look me 1o sea. Thaf's where | belong, anyuuho. What man doesn want fo be
lead fo his deah by a beauiiul woman? Old Pap's smile widened belore becoming a resigned sigh.

Grisha waiched him chucke, waiched the loose shaking of shoulders and he driling of air fom fired
lungs. There was no laughler around him, no company but the moan of uaves he couldn't quile console. He took
lo ihe wheel and moved Icarus back fo the South from wihich Ihey came. Like any smart person, he hadn' kept
rack of lcarus's route all day. He jus! got st in his houghs, s all. One wouldn' think hat a deal person could have
Ihoughts, seeing ihat they do not form an inner voice, Ihough fnis depended on how far along their language stils
developed before hearing wias lost Regardiess, by no means could they not experience emolions or reflect on
them. Maybe not conlemplale in words, but in, well...more feelings.

Off by the port side, he: deal sailor Ihought he saw something splash. He squinled his green eyes and
focused on that dision something It uas approaching Ihrough ihe fog as he conlinued uualching. When if suuam
close enough for him o see clearly, he gasped. Jesus Chris, i wias a manl How there could possby be a hu-




man out this far fom land’? Maybe he had been shipuurecked. Grisha prepared fo feich the singee lie preserver he
had, unil he saw the fiash of a fail.

The man with a fish tai, Nesior he wias called, had separaled fom his school Loud ones, hey were.
But here wias ffresh prey, and even in unexpeced ferriory, There wuasn't a coast nearby and he'd ony been out for
uieisureuswim.ﬂwoﬁﬁg.mdiLuosLuonh0shotsoheopenedHsmwhvoemitonunhoysound.Bgunmgl
hardy mean tat he was a bad singer.

Quile he opposie. He had a beauiiul, unearhy voice ihal reminded men of heir loving wives and he
smel of @ home cooked meal. It gave them a somber aching in heir ches's. He wiaiched them jump off ihe boat
as il hey were going fo fall on golden pasiures. Women wiere ofien he hunlers since sailors lended o be male. I
made coaxing hem overboard easier. Though Nestorfs mascuiine appearance hardy made any diference. His
voice look hem fo a place of comfort. To close heir ears o a siren's singing uould be closing yoursel off fom a
sense of happiness. But ihaf's all it wos. A sense.

Neslori didn' have fo sing words fom any human language. I was a pouder his species had, @
pouer Ihey used o prey upon the weak and dumb, like his young fellows here. The siren suuam up fo the hull
and decided o present his fish fail in full ight, as it so deserved. His biue scales wuere dullin he grey aimosphere.

He ficked his fins in a brash, playful matter. I was firing wih body and voice. His eyes, wide and blue like his fai,
reflected the light of ihe boat lamp. This was e song of he siren: a song of melanchoy.

Grisha realized that the creature Luas irying fo drown him, per the warnings of all sea legends, and yet
he began laughing. What good wias a sien if he prey couldn® hear s song? Grisha laughed as ironicaly and
emplgosodedmonoould.IIuJossordr&d’\inglho'herewossomeoneodhereubodidn?pilgordsgusthim
but went above and beyond o kil him. He: was honored and impressed, even fouched. He perceived a sort of
message in his bones, ihe weling up of rampled infentions, or maybe the hope for undersianding amongs! felouu
man. Or it couldve all been in his mind. He wouldn' know better, anywoys

Neslori heard ihe weird throaly sounds coming flom the saior, and shut his mouh. Hss eyes searched
ihe boat No harpoon or gun on deck Ony humble fishing supplies. Nohing special. ‘Are you incapable of hearing?
Nesiori spoke in hurnan fongue, seeing f he prey would respond or not

The onl response Was a blank siare. Grisha couldn’ help but admire the creation of this myhical being.
Ais unnalural as fish people should have been, he place wihere flesh became scales looked incrediby right So
much so fhal one would wonder why oher humans didnt grous fins foo. What @ sad ffe it would be fo lose one's
legs. But fo gain all of the seas? Old Pap would have fhrouun his legs o god and screamed, “Take ‘eml”

*Ai...cann....heyartr, Grisha said when Nesiori was cleary irying 1o speak fo him. Phrases like *fre you
deaf? and *Can you hear?” wiere oflen asked, so he wios forniliar with he inquiry.

“Then wihat should | do now?” Neslori muttered fo himsell

Grisha grabbed a fish flom his icebox, a sizable fout he'd caught earfier, and wiaved it ot Nestori. ‘Eodu?”
Did he et fsh? Or wias ihat cannibalism’?

Neslori smiled and planled his ine hands on lcarus's rais fo it himself up. Icarus rocked under the
neucomer and Grisha fook Nestorfs forearms, ciumsiy puling him onlo he deck

“Where do you come fom? This s far for you, yes?’ e siren wiped back his hair as i raking hrough
seaweed. He harkull ook ine fsh hat was ofered even hough he would ony pick at it I didn' look very appeliz-
ng

¥ Grisha gestured for a pause fo wuhdlever he siren wics saying, hen grabbed a nolebook and pencil

“Heeurr! he slurred and wole somehing on @ random page.

Neslori widiched Whie plucking out he glassy eyebalss of his fish and fossing hem inlo his mouh. They
had a fasle of their oun. Grisha finished and tumed he bOck S0 Nesori coud read

My name is Grisha. Wnat is yours? Grisha wiosnt sure ial the sren could read or wurile eiher, so he
iuidded his humbs idy and sat on his sriped lown char.

Shouid Nestori realy be ploying this game? The siren set ihe fish aside and look up the pen and paper.
He didnt knows how fo read or wrile very wel, didnt need fo, but hed dways had on inlerest in human lieralure.
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learus coniinued lurching south, making small dips and suuays like a nervous man who ped'orms
for the first firrie. Fog sill ly thick enough tat they couldnt see far ahead, but it uuasn’t unsetting for eiher of them.
Heavy, yes, but comioriing. Grisha knew that he: worid out here was as silent as his ouun. The biiss of the un-
knouun wias as lempling as a sunsel. He wanled fo go down wih i, fo be swalowed by it

" am MNeslori’ ihe siren spoke slowy. He exaggeraled his mouth and longue, and gave ihe nolebook
back fo its owner.

Girisha didnt quie inwardy recredte he sounds of uuords, how they wuere pronounced, but he had
enough an idea. He lip read, and worked hard fo spit the clump inlo tree groups like his mother iaught him. Nes. To.
Ri. f was a nice name, much pretiier looking than his own. MNaisu da meed yo,” Grisha held out his hand for the
Iradiiional greefing and Nestori fook it wiihout hesiiation.

"Nice o meet you f0o; e sien smiled and looked af the human eye 1o eye. There was no misiaking
Ine eyes of a saior. He'd seen hem alt: alive, dull, and dead. Grisha's were some place in betuueen, some place
he couidn' pinpoint. They wJere a plain, uninteresing green wiiih flecks of browun and gray. The iris held a hint of
gold. A Yes, where he humaniy loy :

Likewlise, Grisha studied Nestor's face. Slack jauy, long nose, small ears, and eyes fhat siired a wihirk-
pool of blue and grey. Wnen their gazes lowered, Grisha fook o keeping his mouh shut and wuriing in his nolebook
He fettlie he wouldve liked those old sea chanlies and poems if he could hear them in spoken word. Old Pap
always sang hem wihen hey wiere saiing Grisha could fell because even though his grandiather wiasnt always
smiling, ihe spirit wiihin ihe song made Grisha's bones fainly remble.

Nestori patienty wiaiched Grisha wurite wiih script neary as bad as his ouun. The sailor fipped he
nolebook around. They were lucky the man had a reliable light because no moonlight was passing ihough he
fhickness of he fog. Quiet and slow, Icarus churned trough smooh widlers back home. You are a sien? Would
you please sing a song for me? See if | jump info the ocean wih you.

*Hat" Nestori guffouued. Whafs the point uuhen you cant even hear i?” He slapped the air wih his failfins.
‘Why should I?*

Girisha folded his hands on his lap and waied.

The siren, fired but easil flatiered by eamesiness, gave in with a sigh. *Right then, sirange fellow’” He fook
Grishas hands in his own wiih @ humorous shake. There he held onlo them. Lighl, smooh, and strangely hones!
Such were he hands of a young boy, and not an adutt man. Yl sing an especialy sad one, just for you. Lefs hope
we don' get you drowned before we leave the fog”

The saior nodded dafly and sat with a relieved smile on his face as e sien blessed Ihe wrreiched air
wiih words he could never hear, yet could fuly undersiand.




The Witch Above HIM

Alyssa Boneck

My eyes slid sowly closed. The blue light sill seeped through my eyelids, bul Ihe buzzing of he screen
wias enough fo lul me fo sleep. My head fell againsl My chest and my fngers pressed heaviy on e keys. fm
going fo have a lo! of back spacing fo do, | hought fainly before succumbing fo fog that wias fiing my brain.

My head shot up. My arm refracled so quicky o my ches! if colided wiih the flat Dr. Pepper on Ihe desk,
splashing the culprit of my rude awalening in the liquid. She arched her back, fur brisfing, and hissed af me before

_jumping from the desk. The fip of her lai fuiched sharpy as she saunlered flom he room.

“Litle fucker; | said, examining my clow marked arm. Five deep lines, slowly oozing blood. | breahed
out hrough my feeh. This is going o scar. | rolled back in my chair, pressing off fom he wall under the desk |
slopped just beside he door and siood wih a groan. | lled my head fom side 1o side as | waked down the hall
fo the bathroom.

I fipped the light swilch on and caught sight of mysell in the mirror. Dark bags under he eyes. Pale. My
cheek bones siood out ke sore humbs. Gaunt, | hought, siaring back at myse. | think ihis is uuhat gount looks like.

| opened the mirror and pulled out the aniisepic cream and bandages. Afler rinsing off the uound, |
siahered on the anliseplic and wrapped it | closed the mirror wihout looking in it and wen! out o ihe kichen o feed
Herbert. She was named dffer my greal grandiaher. He made me promise fo carry on his name. My faher was
 Herbert, he'd say, and his faher wios a Herbert. You should have been a Herberi, bul my daughler had fo have a
Logan. He'd scraich he side of his nose, shaking his head. Logan, he'd mumble, ihen look back down af me and
sigh. You've gotia coniinue he line. He'd prod my chest with a swollen finger. Carry on he ine.

| grabbed a can of cat food flom e cabinet and peeled if open. | held if upside down, wiaiing for
it1o side out wih iis signalure squeich. The scent cogjured st Herbert Her nose peeled out fom the hall siowy
folowed by the res! of her. She jumped up onlo he counler and wuailed for he food fo hit he dish, her lail swishing
languidy from side fo side, sweeping all my mail fo he floor.

Finally, he food dropped. Herber pounced on i, and | fossed he can and refrieved he mai fom he
ground. Coupons. Bils. Bils. Junk | set hem back onlo ihe counler as | siled hrough hem. Afler anotner layer of ads
for siores | hadnt gone fo in years, | was left holding @ thick envelope. Light, hough, | hough, fossing it in he ar ond
caiching it I was addressed lo me in pen, so fom an aclual human being, perhaps. | gabbed a knife and siced
the envelope open. | hadnit received personal mall in years.

Peeling inside, | found a sprig of some iype of plant. | hesiated in picking i up. Who would send me @
dried out plant? Wiches. | ipped the envelope over, leting the plant fall onlo the counler. Herbert came over and
pawed al i, hen sniffed her pauu and promply tumed her but 1o he plant

'So ifs not cainip” | pulled out he card that wias sill snug in Ihe envelope. The wuriing on it wos ofhe
fancy sort. *Caligraphy | said fo mysel quiety. | scanned the one sentence ot graced the card and then set it
down next o te sprig, perplexed.

| couldn? have a sialker. They couldntt see hrough he boarded up windouus, and no one could have
come in fo plani cameras while | was gone because | havent left my house in over a year.

Witches. The word echoed in my head.

*Herbert, hal do you think?” The cal ganced ot me fom wihere she sal, pawing o her cal fiter. ‘This
is uller shit” | agreed, looking ol the card again. This is for your wounds, i fead. What do you know aboul my
wounds? | thought, ficking the card across ihe counter.

Thoughts of Amy fiashed through My mind. | shook my head. No. I wonf hink about it | dopped My
head inlo my hands. But, not waniing fo hink about i just made fhe memories flood faster. A Freak Accident, he
newspaper fead. Firs! page. She deserved frst page. A freck accident, he words kep! spinning around My brain
lo. I wos freaks who slared he accident. Darnn wiiches. | grabbed st fulls of hair. My ches! was begnning o
ache. | bent down o one knee, eyes closed, irying o focus on my breaihing
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| have fo make My rounds. (

| rose quicky and grabbed a piece of beefjerky fom the candy dish in the cenler of the counler and
then slowuly went fom kichen o iving room o bahroom and bedroom, checking all windows and veris, They
had fo be secure. The windows wsere locked behind heir uiooden boards, he ventis lined wih poisons. The door
always look ihe longest fo assure myself hat it Lwas secure, because once every lwo weeks it had fo be opened
for my food fo be delivered and the mail siot eft open, apparenty o receive stange leflers wih cryplic messages.

But everyhing wias secure. Nohing out of place. | left he sprig and card on the counler and refreled
back inlo my room. | dropped inlo my desk chair and pulled myself snuggy fo the compuer. | woke up the:screen
lo find fines and lines of gibberish. | held dowun the backspace bution as | read over e secion that wias the actual
reviews: The shoes were as markeled. A deep browun, and comiorable. | wias surprised at hows wel crafied they
were. You could fell they wuere made by an experienced hand.

The bulshit uent on and on. | clicked submit. | only had one more leff fo meet My weeky quola. | wos
eagery awaiing payday Friday, as af the beginning of he week | had thought f'd seen a cockroach speed across
the kichen floor and had a massive panic atiack Who knows if hat was someone’s familiar?-| had fo get a wihole
new level of poison and then because | couldn’t slop wiormying about cracks in ihe windowss, | had fo purchase al
the wood fo secure hem. Obviously just locking them wiasn’ doing the job.

When it comes o the outside wiorid, nolhing beals precaution, nol even price. Bul, now | was running
lous on food. Al hat wuas left was the beefjerky, Herberfs food, and a few botles of waer. | couldnt possiby drink
from the fop. Pixies had infiiraled the widler sysiems before. All faucels were stuffed wih cotion balks 1o keep out any
inlesiaions and the follet had a lock on it for wuhen it uasn being used. | éven bathed in wialer fom those Massive

Jugs.

I pulled out he next ilem | had o reviewu. A forearm sized box | sliced the lape and fified the fiaps. The
flem inside caused me 1o fouun. | sef he box on he desk If reviews i, | get paid, | reasoned fo mysel But f you
fouch i, you could be cursed, my brain whispered back

I shook my mouse, wiaking up the compuler screen and found the ilem's page. 1 speciicaly said no
mugical flerns; | grumbled as | read over Ine descripiion. It was for basic ilusionary magic. Supposedy, able o be
used by any level of magic leamer. At he botlom of the descriplion in all caps it read WARNG: THIS IMEM IS PRONE
TO SHORTAGES WHCH MAY CAUSE UNPROVOKED IMAGES. Uel, isn't hat just greal | checked the refum address of
Ihe package. I matched the manulaciurer's name lisied for e fem.

I need ihe money | said, picking up the wand fom is cofin-ike bedding. There was a small piece of
Paper filed Insructions beneath it | read over he lile paper. Seerns simple enough. | held the wand lighty, but frmly,
Mow, focus on an image: and, *Swish and fick” | said quiely, my mind seeing a cilyscape.

Suddeny, fhe wihole wal in font of me: had ransformed inio he views fom the 1op of a skyscraper. | el
Ihe emply space befueen me and the ground. The finy specs that were people made me think of ans. My chest
constricled, my heart pounding. Things became hazy and | el a sharp pain pulsing through my ches!. | scrambled
back rising dizzly fom my char. s not real” | mumbled, squeezing My eyes shu. | dopped my head inio my
hands, and ried fo focus on my breathing. s not real” :

My heart was sl hammering in my ches! when | looked back up. The image was gone. ‘Basic
magic my ass; | said, siing down and puling myself back o the compuler. | dropped the wuand back inlo s box
along with Ine insirucions and resied my head on he desk.

The rest of he evening random paris of he apariment changed. | went lo go lo the bathroom ony to
open the door fo ind an endless chasm wihere the foor should have been. My kichen tumed info a fiery hell-
scape for over an hour.

Finaly, |just got exhausled wiih  and went fo bed. Unii my slomach woke me up by curing isef inlo a
finy bal of pain. | puled myseif oul of bed and manewvered my way down the hal, my eyes sil crusied shut

Iipped e kichen ight on ond insionly regretied i. Groaning, | searched the: couner for he jerky but my
€eye was caughl by something eise instead. | picked up the browunie and fook a big bite, letiing the rest fall back onlo
Ihé counter, ihen fumed back o the bedroom. | flopped on the bed, my last hought being houu dry that browunie



had been.
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help he winouss having o be boarded up.

Why wiasn' | reaching the light swilch?

Iooked back at the lomp and my mouh fell open. My hand wias covered in fur. My hand wasn! even
ahand | had a paw. | ried fo wiggle my non-exisient fingers, but nails flews out fom the paw instead. | jumped up,
landing on al fours.

| opened my mouth fo swear and a loud mMeow came out. | sprung out of bed and raced down he
hal, ihe cick of my naiks ringing agains! the wood floor. | burs! inlo the: bahroom and leap! fom he lole! id o he
sink counter. | uent on 1o legs, My front paws resing against the mirror, and siared inlo the face of a cat.

' was a short hai. Chocolate browun. The fur shiny and soft looking. The ears wsere pressed frmyy back
Theegmlooledpmbbdioaﬁsmowdpamyammedhgsllmogwtedmbheboﬁngbmm
me.

Y Herbert” | ried o say, but a loud youul escaped insead. My pau sprung o cover my mouth. |
gave one las! glance fo ihe face in the mirror, ihen dropped fo al fours and leapt o the floor. | wandered dowun the
hat o the kichen, my tai dragging on he floor behind me. | had o get rid of hat wand, but that was a problem for
later.

On the fioor of the kichen, which currenty looked lke a domp, moss infesled sione dungeon, My body
laid in the fetal postion. | crept up lo it and lighlly pressed a pauu agains! s cheek. The eyes sprang open and |
Jumped back The eyes foloued me;, then looked douun, seemingly ransfixed by is hand. The fingers wiggled,
then it — | - promply began fo lick hem.

My jow fell open. fm a cat. fm my cat. This had fo be an ilusion. | began pacing aound the dungeon,
and slommed inlo the non-visible counter. | fell back onlo my butt, dazed. Then backed up, said a sient prayer and
leapt up onlo the invisible couter.

Ilanded on solid air and breathed out heavily, accidentaly hissing. | shut my mouth fighty and scanned
the room fom my new height. | saus an image that caused shock to shoot through me. The front door wias open.
Hows long had it been open? Hous long had | been asleep, unsecured in My own bed? Bu, the familiar panic
dianf follow the realizaion. My heart beat sleadily, My breathing stayed normal, and | found another feeling come
over me.

Curiosiy.

| edged foruuard unii | found where the counter ended and dropped fo the foor. | maneuvered around
the iving room couch and coffee fable, uuhich loomed above me lie gionf's future, and stopped in front of he open
door. | sat

I sat and wiaiched. Nothing moved out there. The lights hummed steadlly, casting @ harsh glows through-
out the halway. The floor had scuffs. There wuas even a smudge of dried mud right outside the door across fom
mine. My nose fuiched, my lail suuep! across the floor. Back and forh. Back and forth...

It couldn’ hurt, | hought fo myself.

| crept forward, peeking my head out inio the hall. No one. | darted foruard, slopping Wih My Pauus just
before the mud. | sniffed it My nose exploded wih a milion different sensalions. This is what he world smels iike?

Movement o my left caught my atfention. | pounced before | could think | uas dazed by My oun
sudden movement, but belous my front paus | fett something wigging. | fled one pau slowy, peeting beneah i
Cockoach!

| smashed my paw back dowun, hen lifled both my pauus, forming a barrier so he bug coud ony
scurry closer fo me. It sprung fo affention, Irying 1o race past me;, but | pounced on it again. This ime | gave he bug
a head siar, finging i across e floor before chasing afer it

It was headed straight for @ ven, but | fieus hrough the air landing in font of it and prompy icked i ino
my mouth. The crunch it made betuseen my feeth was salisiying and | coniinued down he hall my heatd and
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fail held high. | came 1o the slairs and jumped douun the sieps one by one, bringing myse o the lobby. The doors
were propped open and the breeze that fooded the buiding wias enlicing.

I scurried out the door and inlo the suniight. Feet came down all around me. | darled around hem and
crossed he streel fo uuhere the scent of meat was srong. |jumped up onlo the: windouusil. It uuas the buicher's
shop. Cases and cases of red meat faunied me from behind the windouw. | jumped fo the sidewualk and sat”
myself douun next fo the door, waiing for someone fo enler.

| diant have fo uuait long. Afler a fewus Moments, a man came brisky 1o the door. He glanced down
af me belore grasping the door handle. As he opened i, | uuent fo dart befuueen his legs, but his foot caught me
inslead and shoved me back. | batied at his anke, but it quicky disappeared inio the shop wiih the door closed shut
behind him. | glared at the door, ihe fip of my fail ficking fom side 1o side, hen turned fom it and conlinued down
the sidewalk.

| crossed the sfreet lo avoid @ magic shop. | crossed it again as a siore seling herbs came info view,
and then again farher dowun the road when | caught sight of a fortune fellers sign. But, soon | wias disiacled as lite
kids bent fo pet me. A chunk of a sandwich was lossed fo me as | paused beside a cafe fo wuaich a feather float
fhrough he air jus! out of my reach. | pulled the meal fom the bread and meowed my hanks before moving on.

| found myseif in Midway Park | hadnt been there in so long. The rees seemed bigger; hows much
could hey have gown in a year and a half? And ien | remembered | was a cat Bveryiing was bigger. | spent
the rest of the affernoon chasing the geese around the pond. Their ferror amused me.

When | realized the sun wuas beginning o set, | quicky climbed a free. Afler shooing a nest of pixies off
my branch | seffing info the bark The views was amazing. Pinks and purples spread across ihe sky, the colors vivid,
reminding me of a siained glass windouu. Amy used io love tis. Soon the skg foded lo black and wiih the sun
gone, | igured | should go home.

There were much less people out now. The fews uuho wuere didnt pay me any mind. | sauniered
down the sireel, a cat grin spread across my face. A block from home, | felt my fur bristle. What wias that scent? My
heart began o pump and My eyes darled around uniil | caught he gleam of eyes wiaiching me from the alley
across he streel.

The eyes lunged foruiard, a giganic crealure coming inlo the moonlight. is feeth showun, gislening with
saliva. s clauus dug info the ground wih each quickening step fouuards me. Inslead of running, though, my nais
sprung ou and | hreus myself at the animal. My clows raked against iis face before digging in. | held on fighty as
ihe dog thrashed, but | soon found myself saiing through the air.

| landed on my feet and took off running. Everything wuos a blur around me as | raced back home. The
landlord wias just closing the doors fo he aparimenis uuhen | daried past her legs and up the sfairs.

Belore | got fo my home, though, | caught an odd scent in the air. | slowsed, rying fo place it but nothing
came fo mind. | followsed the smell o the floor above mine, halfuuay down the hall to oom 307. | wias direcly
above my apariment.

It was when | got fo the door thatthe smell came back fo me. | had smet it that day. It uucs a siange
concoction of herbs and magic. Something | hadn't even reaiized | had smelt when she wuas los!, but now |
recognized i. It was the smell of a wiich. The smell of he frecks wiho ook my fiancée away from. The freaks wiho
made i so | couldn't even wiok oulside anymore. A freck accident? That can happen anyiime!

| was slaring ot the door, my fur brisled, my eyes filed wih rage as if was suuung open. A uoman
smied down at me. ‘Come in;” she said.

Wichl | meowed. The only reason my nails weren't embedded in her face wias because memories
of Amy kep! me ffozen. They flashed in front of me. We were going fo gel ice cream. Ice cream! My fail fuiched.
And wihat she got inslead wias tumed inlo a fog.

A lifle spill. An acciden, hey all assured me, but it couldn’t be reversed. She had been fouched mya
pure wiiches brew. The bes! hey could do was erase her human memories, so she wasn' lormented by them.
Don't you wiant her 1o five out he res of her days as a happy frog? They all crooned. Yes. Yes, of course, | had
responded.



The wich in front of me spole, puling me fom my france, *So | am. | warmed some milk for you”

My ears perted up. She couidnt be hat bad if she was offering milk, | reasoned. Or, ifs @ rop, my mind
snapped back | sat confused as fo wihat o do. Wiches werent fo be irusled.

*f you don come in, youll never get fo be human again; she added.

My fai fioze. She slepped fo ihe side, gesiuring me 1o enter. | slood and slowly wiaked past her info the
apariment. Everyhing looked normal. Thatis, uniil | caught sight of a large glass ferrarium fled wilh cockoaches. My
back arched, a hiss escaping my throat She bent down next fo me.

“ves, Ive been spying on you,” she said, sioking the fur from my head and dowun my back “ou'e an
ineresing case. | wanled o help” Before | could reaiize wihat wias happening, | was cluiched o her chest and
fising from the floor. | sruggled against her and she dropped me onlo ihe counler wihere a bowl of mik sat.

I sniffed i, ihen fook a lick A deep rumble emandated from my ches!. | lapped up the rest of the mik as
she pet me and spoke. *You fried very hard fo keep me out, but fm clever wiih a pouer ool and you never check
you celing” She laughed. f uias a pretly laugh. “You receiving the wuand wias just luck on my par. | hought | was
going fo have o get Herbert fo eat he herb, but you swallowed hat thing whole.” She rufled my ears.

The mik was gone, and | furned 1o look up af her.

Thave a charm that alows me fo see through such basic ilusionary magic. Uhat did it look lie fo you
fhat you dte it in such a hurry?”

Meow

She gigged. *The celesial beings mus! have wanled my plan fo work then” She patied my head. A
brownie. | could go for a brownie”

I nipped at her hand. | want my body back, | fried fo speak | need fo be able fo get my body back Or,
maybe it would be bes! if | jus! forgot everything, the idea snaked into my mind

She nodded. *The magic will uear off by midnight. This wos a simple body swiching spel, not a
franslormation one. You wil be ok, but | wuant you fo remember fonight, houu wonderful ouiside can be. | have
some herbs that can help wih your anxiety. And | hope you remember me:” She played wih my fail. ‘Maybe we
could have dinner somefime.”

I siared up at her, unblinking. Seriousyy?

*Of course | am” She pulled me info her lap. | couldnt help it as | slarled fo purr as she conlinued fo pet
me. “Youll have o clean up a bit first. Herbert did Iry 1o use the litler box while you uere gone:”
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Sco Calms visted Valparaiso Univer-
on of poetry, ‘The Slow Pignm.” in
brettist, memoinst, translator, and
sh at the University of Missouri He
antly intuitive in his undertanding
s an inierview with Caims, conducted by

Y dfier his reading.
-

taking aDOkDA Gam® poeiry? What led you here?
& Cairns
wanied 1 Dbl cid grouu up wih poetry. My father was a high
d besid liEr@le courses he also faught creaiive wriing courses
e wa JUSEON Oy guy. He dabbled in poetry himself, he some-
h evel p loved Robert Fros!, so he would recite Robert Frost
e ihing back then called *Poels in the Schools,” and
sen Sidle and Oregon siate fo use each olhers poets 1o
oS @'poet Nar SIS iford who was a frequent visior fo my fainer’s
during mwumor and's Ruears he visied maybe four imes— he
€S and then my father CIOEI&SIiag hinn home for dinner before he had o
DPOMIGNd. So on several occasions | had the benelit of having this really interesting,
dinher lable. And fhen my dad wiould offen make him read poems fo us....Siafford
on tese finy pieces of paper that he kept bundied up in a wiad in his back

Al an
You siart publishing?
SC
ege. | hink when | uias a sophomore | just slarled publishing poems in litfle
go! 1o grad school | began fo submit things more widey. But | used fo get lols of
Jedlion letiers up on my wiall as a badge of honor, as a reminder fo
ball full of them. | think ignorance is uuhat kept me going— | knetu:
p sending Iings in, regardiess of whether or not hey were: SN
0 | got my ego out of it pretfy early because of 3
S about fhe fexi, about ihe word. Aind | bought inio
st about a personal expression of feelings— ifs
oonhaveonemokmoleva’ﬂlrsteod

bsessive, so...back when | got slaried, here

ere are a ot more. But | think what inspires me

e idea that if you press language it will reveal
.1 have a habit of being in diclogue with the
1o the book I'm reading, so that at the first inking of
gdown that response. And eventualy | set the book
Ihat inio something shapel.



AR
What kinds of things do youlike fo read?

SC
| read poetry, mosly. | somefimes read novels. | have a lof of fiends wiho wirile, so | iry fo keep uwp with
their work And then there are fexis that | re-read a ok, that | furn 1o for generunn
fexts. But in the past 20 years Ive been reading a lot in wihatuie*ea
ihe Sainis— theological wiorks, but not so much iheological
‘heologians” but fom primary sources fiom the early centuries:

Why is that interesting o you?

Becouse | wreslle with my own loilh Hnd |find lho1 a wcg [} wﬁhm | look'ol people

have seen Hngs inat | haven' seen, lhd
of Syria. | read his work every day.

and pile it up, and then

fo do wih being out of id
slaring blanky out @ windouihey're more liey o e;
and are reading a book, ihere's ehing here. You.0a
you'e siting down fo wirile by ind fh
wrrile. And the slakes aren' very high yel
will make you think of something else, and
somelhing o work on. So thafs uihy |
much on their own mognnottons o

 Whats your fovorie part abolil
a leacher? What moment is

Probaby reodn? I guess,fma
But increasingy | ihink | have r

What kind of advice d

Get a good job coa
sous chef, working



2 Wihat poels know, wihat most wiriters know, is ihat uuhen you're wuriing a lext, you'e
all about stuff, he siuff of language. So he more experience you have working
king absiracly, ihe better off youll be as a poet So mincing a bunch of onions,

g @ soup, building a sauce, ihe delall and conceniration involved— these are all ransferable to
he mdung of atext

AR
1o oool(?

X ould | aly fre people in he middle of a dinner service. So on one
- evening d f reem and pulled me off the floor and gave me some stuff fo
ed Pndhd hqapened and ogc,iq,unﬂ eveniugly uihen | would come info wiork and suit up
fom me and give me an apron inslead and make me
-work and houd fo season, and al he basic siuff And then when |

and ihen as a graduadie sfudenis | moved up o
10:spend that much money on groceries.



magazines stems back o re
piece is for Sierra, her old co-
ing Slera’s essence and how much she is rmissed

Nathan Biancardi- | was bom (o artist parenis and have be d
ncature art of people, and | love the conce
D lly blend different styles in ara
lnes are my favonie part
sion

RAlyssa Boneck- Alyssa is g jurior creative

when I 0 i many rkmal

the cum ime will ever come. It may be Luonh whie o add that *The tich
wiritte!

ic minor. When
ks, using othe
Samantha Holland H; Im 1 and / try to avoid my lities as long as humanly possible by laking
cool pictures in

Kendall Kartaly- (Tly name is Kendal, | read many box nink (0o M fee, and have great stones o
tell one day.

Nicholas Knox- | am a phol wihose pnirt ) -k olography. | hope my
wiork brings a certain level of app

Blake Larson- Blake is a digial art mgior a es digic g (hat are in the
moment not posed or setup.

Siacy mcKelgue- Stacy is a senior digial media vﬂg/or{um a creative pes (0 publish
~her .chon of love poerns, leniatively tiled ‘Sincerely, Sbyrs
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