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F ll"' .. t Place Joel Salcido 

A RevolutioJJ Of OaJJciJJS 
o u n eed to ge t up mij o ," Kika r ep ea ted 

fo r th e fo urth t im e th at m o rning . 

J ose ph la id face d own o n hi s bed a ll 

summ er , n o t q uite Cl"y ing - h e was 

too pro ud fo r t h at d ee p a di spl ay of 

em ot io n - b u t stu ck in th e d es pa ir 

b e twee n unco n t ro ll ab le tea r s an d nihil -

isti c numbn ess . 

"And ale, J oseph. A co m e r ch am aco," Kika, hi s 

g•·andm o th er , in stru cted , ya nkin g o ff th e ta tte t·ed 

za rap e that J ose ph h ad h aph aza rdl y thumbtacked 

ove r th e blinds so the sunlight would leave him 

to u ffe t·. Sh e stood in h e r p aj am as a rm s uossed 

th e sun bl eeding through th e blinds b ehind h e r , 

eye ing J oseph with a ste rn co mpass io n. The lig ht 

c t·eated a m atri x o f lin es a ro und h e r like a d eco n 

stt·u cted hal o . Th e ex press ion o n h e r sh adowed 

face was th e sa m e m as k she wore eve r y tim e th ey 

did thi s d a n ce . 

'"Abue la I told you g ive m e some time , and I' ll be 

ok. [p romise," rep ea ted J ose ph , fo t· wh at see m ed 

like th e hundt·edth tim e . Eve r y d ay. sh e wo uld 

go thro ugh th e sa m e m o tions o f o p ening hi s 

curta in s and imparting reass ut· ing wo rd s, h o ping 

to j os tl e him o ut o f hi s funk . It m ay h ave b ee n 

th e way th e light sh o n e b ehind h e r, th e p os itio n 

of th e sun a t t h at p a r t icul a r m o m ent , o r p e rh a ps 
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sh e h ad g rown wea ry o f th e bt·ea kfas t g row ing 

co ld , but so m ething gave h e r th e stre n gth to stop 

coddling him. 

" o m o re cab t·6 n , leva ntate , ba ii a te y ca mbi 

a te ! And sh ave, p a reces un pin ch e oso !"sh e sa id, 

throwing a towe l , socks, und e rwea r a nd a t•azo r 

as sh e sa id each wo t·d.Jose ph co uld n o t h o ld back 

hi s smile wh en sh e said oso th e n am e sh e use d to 

ca ll his g randfath e r , wh o didn't rese mbl e a b ea r 

at a ll. Hi s g randfath er. J es u s . was s ix fee t ta ll and 

17 0 pounds, a wi.ry, leat h e r -skinn ed , m a n with 

sp a rse ha it· a nd hum o ro u s eyes . Eve ry winte r h e 

wo uld gr ow a b ea rd to kee p hi s face warm , o r a t 

leas t th a t 's wh a t h e sa id. Joseph rem embe t·ed hi s 

g randm o th e r playfull y swatting J es u s' face away 

wh e n h e wo uld ge t dt·unk o ff tep ach e k iss ing h e r 

with hi s scragg il y fac ia l h a ir t·eeking o f liqu o r . 

H ow sh e wo uld wake him up wh e n h e passed out 

o n th e p o rch b y pulling th e g rey hairs o ut o f hi s 

m o ustach e, laughing wh en h e woke up fe igning 

fury. H ow last winte r b e fo r e h e di ed sh e wo uld 

co mb hi s bea rd as h e slept in hi s nat·coti c co m a 

be fo re hi s live r lln a ll y gave o ut. 

J ose ph re m e mbe red hi s g ra ndfath e t". h elpl ess a nd 

e m acia ted. His skin , bl o tch y Fro m cir r h os is, was 

clt·y and c racked. Hi s b ea t·cl wild a nd co mpl e te ly 

g rayed. Hi s ch apped lip we t·e un abl e to sp ea k as 

he lay. wa iting to di e . Hi s bt·ight eyes dimm ed not 
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j u st fm m p a in b ut see ing th e hurt hi s fa mil y h ad 

to e nclu•·e for his •·eckl ess living. H ow hi s suffe r 

ing was n 't hi s alo n e but so m ething pa •·ce lecl to 

eve •·yo n e h e loved . 

J ose ph th o ught a nd wa tch ed hi s g randmoth e r 

standin g stro n g, tea 1·s p oo lin g in h e •· eyes, as 

if sh e too we re en vis io ning J es u s lying in hi s 

b ed wa it ing to di e. Then th ey b o th th o ught of 

Carm e n , J oseph 's m oth e r , and prefe rred to sto p 

thinking at a ll. 

J ose ph r o ll ed ove r. his con scio u sn ess tee te ring 

towa rd the g r av ity of slee p. H e blinked b ack into 

lu cidity and ye lled as hi s g ra ndmot h e r shut th e 

do o r b ehind h e r, "Ay voy." 

Te n minutes late r J oseph ca m e clown th e stairs, 

still un shave n wea 1·ing th e za rap e h e h ad b ee n 

us in g as curta in a nd a p a ir o f m occas ins h e 

purch ased o n th e Indi an rese r va ti o n las t winte1·. 

Kika saw his r efl ec ti o n in th e glass o f the coffee 

pot and chu ckl ed to h er self . H e always used to 

dress ridiculously. ln th e ead y nin e ti es h e wo uld 

wear cowb oy boots, sh o rts a nd a re el Mi ch ael 

J ackso n j acket with a d oze n zippe •·s eve r y cl ay 

to schoo l. Hi s m o th e r e n co uraged hi s stran ge 

e n se mbl es d espite j es u s' reproachin g . She wo uld 

ex pl a in to h e •· fath e r th at sh e was fosteri ng his 

a rti sti c sid e and argue ab o ut h ow h e r upbring ing 

h ad stifled h e r s . 

J es us was n' t ra ised compass iona te an d a lways had 

d i fficu lty dea ling with hi s d aughter 's e m otions . 

Fo r him a good life invo lved h av ing childre n , 

foo d o n t h e tab le and m ost o f all la ugh ter. Whil e 

Ca rme n and h e •· fath e •· sh ared a sense of hu mo r , 

h e h ad n o p at ie n ce wh e n sh e cl ec icl e cl sh e wa n te d 

to b e a photogr apher. Kika always reg re tte d n o t 

standing up for Ca rm e n , n ot a ll ow ing h e r to 

beco m e th e wo m a n sh e was m ea n t to be. By th e 

tim e sh e rea li zed th at. it was too late. 

"Qui e res cafe?" Kika as ked with h e r b ack to 

Joseph so h e wo uldn 't n o ti ce th e tea r s th at ach ed 

to fa ll. 

"Yes p lease ." J oseph cl ec icl e cl tha t his Gra nd 

m oth e r didn't d eser ve an y m o r e suffe ring, a nd 

hi s d epress io n was ca u sin g h e r p a in . If sh e co uld 

d eal with the loss o f h e r d aughte r a nd n ow h er 

hu sb a nd th e n h e n eed ed to m a n up a nd b e 

stro ng. H e sta red into th e co ffee cup as th e milk 

d a n ced into a whidpoo l. "I th ink I' m go ing to go 

see Ca d o to d ay a nd ask for m y job bac k, o r loo k 

fo r so m ethin g e lse . I' ll sh ave and ch ange b e fo re 

l go. " 

"Esp e rate," Kika sa id as sh e pl aced h e r ha nd s 

o n hi s a rm . " D o n 't ch a nge. m ej o r m a i'\ a n a." Sh e 

h ad a key in h e •· h a nd th at she r e m oved fro m th e 

cupboa rd wh en sh e gra bbed th e coffee mugs . 

'' Your abu elo left yo u this . It 's fo 1· a safe ty d ep os it 

b ox at the credit uni o n. Co see wh at h e left fo r 

yo u , a nd take ca re o f th ose oth e r things to m o r 

row." Sh e h a rd e n ed h e r face, but th e wrinkl es in 
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h e r eyes couldn't hid e the kindn ess. There was 

so m ething else buri ed beyo nd the pain and age, a 

swee t knowledge thatjoseph was ba re ly noti cing. 

" Wh at 's in t h e r e?" Joseph sa id hoping to uncove r 

th e knowing in h e t· eyes . "It 's n o t like abuelo h ad 

an ything. All hi s va lu abl es a t·e in th e sh ed ." H e 

smil ed at h e r , a nd sh e laugh ed . J es us wou ld 've 

beco m e a hoard er had Kika a ll owed it , but 

in stead , sh e restri cted hi s treasure hunts to one 

wee kend a month. All his discovet·ies a nd sp ec

ulations and hopes wet·e pa cked into a sh ed h e 

built in the backya rd. "M ayb e h e fo und so m e

thing wo r t h m o n ey an d n eve r to ld yo u ." 

''Th ere are many things more pt·ec io us than 

money, mijo , and a lot yo u didn 't know about 

your abuelo." H e r eyes g lea m ed aga in. 

"Ok , o k. L P t m e pur o n a shirt." 

"No . Go now andale !" Kiki gave him a little 

shove . 

"Abu ela. wa it. I loo k ridi cu lo u s ... h e sa id , n ot ic

ing hi s absurd outfit in the minor be hind th e 

kitch e n tab le. 

"P lease . Go now." 

H e felt an intuition th at h e h ad b ee n numb to for 

the last Few months. In stead of letting hi s bt·a in 

ex pl a in it away, h e foll owed hi s in stin ct. "Ok I ' m 

go ing. 

I O 

H e ki ssed hi s g randm oth e r , g rabbed hi s 

sungl asses from the co unte r a nd wa lked out the 

d oo t· into the steadily war ming autumn after 

no o n. H e h adn't b ee n outs id e for a few weeks , 

and the slight breeze was soothing , like an invis

ible a t·m around th e sh ou ld e r. Yet as good as the 

wind and sunlight fe lt , in sid e , h e was confl icted. 

J oseph wasn't sure h e wanted to know wh at was in 

the box . What did sh e m ea n wh en sh e sa id th e re 

was a lot h e didn 't know about hi s g randfathe r ? 

J es u s was a fait· m an , a nd hilarious, but h e had 

a dark s id e. Jo seph co uldn't he lp but feel that 

whatever h e had gone to so mu ch effort to hid e 

was part o f tha t secr et life . Jose ph didn't want 

the r esponsibility of knowin g that , or worse; of 

h av ing to tell hi s g randmother about it. 

Th e sp ecul ation s we re rolling around in hi s h ea d 

whil e h e wa lked past th e lofts and storefronts that 

lin ed th e downtown stre ets leading to th e cred it 

union . A small brownstone coffee shop adja 

cent to the cr edit union had it s door open , and 

th e d ee p , eye-op e ning aroma of roasted coffee 

lingered on the s id ewalk wh e re J oseph passed. 

Th e fragrance sto pped him fo r a mom e nt , and 

a loud voice sp ill ed o ut of th e dark spa ce in sid e. 

" Make art that m atte r s! That d em ands to b e mad e! 

That breed s from n ecess ity' Art that's both didac 

ti c an d sexy !" A tall skinny guy with glasses and a 

huge h ead o f hair was ye ll ing into a microphon e 

on a tin y stage in s id e th e e mpty sh op. "The bes t 

art is a rt that asks wh o we a re , th at guid es to the 

g lo ri ous di scove ry of ourse lves and o ur di vinit y! " 



Behin d th e co un te r a n att ract ive woma n with 

purple h a ir was lea ning o n t h e co unte r towa rd s 

th e speake r, smiling and sta1·i ng a tten ti vely. 

M ea n whil e , t h e m an co ntinu ed with in creas ing 

p ass ion. J oseph wa lked in , partially to put off 

what h e h ad to d o, p a rti ally b eca use of a visce ra l 

in t rigu e. " Make yo ur ar t reflect ive, a mirro r of 

the world yo u see . Ask yo urself if yo ur a rt d oes n 't 

just say so m ething but if it sp ea ks !" H e sa t at a 

sm all tabl e n ea rest th e exit a nd le t th e p oet 

continue as the wo m a n fl·o m b ehind th e co unte r 

approach ed with a m e nu a nd g lass o f wate1·. 

"Hi! H ow's it? " Th e wo m an asked setting d own 

the gl ass of wate r a nd n oticing J oseph 's focu s on 

the words spilling h o m the tiny stage. 

" Le t yo ur a rt brea th e into th e so u ls o f th e eyes 

and dan ce with th e spi1·its o f it s o b se rve rs like 

qu antum p arti cles ! Le t your co lo rs b eco m e 

sounds vib1·at ing th e ve r y b e in g of th e audi en ce ! 

Le t your p en s soa k up exp eri en ces and drip 

with em o tio n s! L et th em m ove and gr oove with 

intuiti o n a nd d an ce in yo ur h and s, b eca u se wh o 

knows wh at cos mi c vibra ti o n s a re m o tiva ting o u r 

move m e n ts?" Th e p oe t co ntinu ed hi s e n e1·gy 

building. 

''I'm o k. Wh o's h e?" J oseph was am azed at th e 

vigo r o f th e p erfo rman ce s ince until h e stepped 

in , th e m a n o n stage was p o uring his h ea r t o u t to 

the empty chairs and ni ce ly fo ld ed n apkin s . 

" H e's my hu sba n d , Paolo . I' m J oel le an d th is 

is o ur new sh op ." S h e mo tioned with h er h and 

across th e e m p ty roo m. "T h an k yo u so mu ch fo 1· 

co min g in. Wo ul d yo u like so m e coffee?" 

" No th a nks. Wh o's h e p e rfo rming fo ,·?" 

"Yo u r n ext pi ece co uld b e proph ecy! G ive yo ur 

brush es m elo dies and m anifes t t h e b eauti ful 

singing vo ice o f its textures . Give you1· strokes 

warmth and d e pth . Mix yo ur colo r with spit a nd 

sweat blood and love , m assagin g th e intell ec t , 

a i'Ou sing th e sprit so ever y laye r o f p a in t bl ee d s 

yo u1· b e li efs and id eo logy !" Pao lo sp at ecstati ca ll y. 

hi s h ands waving to g ive th e wo rd s punch. J o ell e 

wa ited a m o m ent b efo re explaining. 

"Fo r m e of co urse !" She sa id laughing ex uber 

a ntl y. "We ll onl y wh e n h e 's rea ding th e 1·ea lly good 

stuff. H e wo uld pro bab ly say h e was ministe ring 

th e wind , o r clamoring to th e sun but J'eall y," sh e 

whi sp e red th e las t par t , " h e's up th e re fo r you ." 

Sh e was lo oking at him d eep ly and unwaveringl y, 

which made J oseph un comfortabl e . Wh e n h e h ad 

the co urage to look away Paolo the p oet was look

in g at him th e sa m e way. 

" Make yo ur a rt p e rso n a l! We wa nt to kn ow who 

you a re . Wl1a t m akes yo ur cry and laugh . Wl1 at 

t urn s yo u on and makes yo u an gr y, b ecau se we 

a ll relate to yo ur hum a nity, but we ' r e inte r 

es ted in yo u1· individu ality." Th e wo rds we re 

r au co u s but winding d own like th e cresce nd o o f 

a symph o n y, th e p oe t 's vo ice slowing and qui e t -
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ing as h e ro und ed o ut to the e nd. " We n eed ch a l

le nges ! Co nfro nta ti o n s with the bea u t iful and 

ug ly because life is both those things an d so mu ch 

m o re s imultan eo usly and infinite ly ch a ng ing. 

De m o n st1·ate thi s co n sta nt evo luti o n in a ll yo ur 

creative e nd eavo rs!" Pao lo co nclud ed breathing 

h eav il y and sweat ing profu se ly. Hi s w ife clapped 

lo udl y, g1·abbing J osep h by the sh o uld e r . 

"That was great right? Goo d j o b , babe. You 

m an aged to rope o n e in ." She sa id h o lding up 

Joseph 's hand. H e was shaken by her fri e ndliness 

but m o 1·e sh ocked by the words sw imming in hi s 

co n scio u sn ess. 

" H ey man , thanks fo r co ming in ," th e poet sa id . 

approaching with hi s h a nd extend ed . 

"Tha t was aweso m e m an . I' ve n eve r rea ll y h ea rd 

a n ything like that. " J ose ph sh oo k Pao lo's hand. 

"Well , l h ope n ot. I just wrote it tod ay. Did you 

ge t an ything out o f it?" Pao lo asked h o p efull y. H e 

pull ed o ut t h e chai 1· fac ing Jose ph and sa t down , 

p ee1· ing into him. 

J ose ph h ad b ee n co nfu sed when h e wa lked in , 

and now, h e was m o re p e1·pl exe d th a n eve r. " It 

was ,·ea ll y. we ll. good, but l' m n o t sure wh a t l 

co uld ge t o ut o f it. What d o yo u m ea n ?" 

" l m ea n you ' 1·e an a rti st , so what did yo u think of 

m y m anifesto?" 
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J oseph too k a lo ng drink From hi s g lass of wate r. 

''I'm n o t a n a rti st. H o n es tl y. I d o n ' t kn ow shit 

ab o ut p oel!·y o r a nything like th at. l was just o n m y 

way to th e ba nk n ex t doo r a nd by co in c id e n ce ... " 

"You're n o t a n a rti st?" J oe ll e as ked rh eto ri ca ll y. 

She looked at h e r husband and they both loo ked 

J oseph up and down. "Well , yo u sure look like 

o n e.'' She smil ed en co uragingly. 

"Of co u1·se h e's a n a rti st! That 's the entire point!" 

Pao lo stood up pl aced hi s h and s o n th e tabl e and 

lea n ed towardsJoseph. "Th ere is n o coin cid e n ce, 

a nd there is n o pe rso n b e reft of arti stry. Pe rhaps 

yo u1·s is just locked away so m ewh ere, a nd yo u 've 

ye t to find th e keys. " With th a t , h e wa lked to th e 

b ack of th e shop wh e re th e kitch e n was, slightl y 

pe rturbed . 

"Sony abo ut th at. As yo u ca n see h e's very 

pa ss ionate . So wh at kind of a1·t do yo u do?" 

"No wo rries . Wh e n l was a kid I used to draw a 

lo t , 1 was pretty good too but wh e n m y m o m .. . I 

d o n't draw a n ym o re. So m etim es th o ugh, l n o ti ce 

things . shap es a nd m ove m e nt. and! think abo ut 

h ow I co uld ... An yway. th a nks fo r th e wa te1· a nd 

th e wo rd s but I 1·ea ll y h ave to go ." H e didn 't want 

to ta lk abo ut wh e n his m o m di ed. It was sudd e n , 

vio len t and tragic, and h e prefe1-red to kee p it 

buri ed d ee p. 

" ! d o n 't know yo u , obv io u sly, but m aybe yo u 

sh o uld start aga in ," J oel le sa id softly. H e smil ed 



and thanked h e r aga in. H e wa lked out of the shop 

and int o the cred it union n ex t door. 

T e n minutes late r J osep h sat in a private room 

with th e overs ized m eta l box, twirli ng its keys in 

hi s fingers. "What might be in there? " was also 

twirling aro und in hi s head. but the word s h e 

just h ea rd m ade it cleat· that no matter what was 

in there , it was hi s r es po n sibili ty. There was n o 

avoiding it eve n if that fe lt like the best o ption. 

Joseph opened th e b ox an d pulled out a thick 

manil a fo lder. f n sid e were dozens of ph oto

grap h s of peop le h e knew. Bl ack and white scen es 

of his great un cles and aunts, g roup ph otos of hi s 

co u sins, portraits of people in hi s fami ly, t h e n 

desert skyline sh ots and stran g·e a ng led city views; 

all origina l prints and n egat ives of professiona l 

quality. Th e n dozens of pi ct ures ofhimselflaugh 

ing , pl ay ing and wearing his favo t· ite red jacket 

and cowboy boots. Th e last la rge pi ct ure of the 

set was of hi s m oth e r ta king a pi ct ut·e of h e t·self 

in a mirror, th e la rge ca m e ra obscuring a ll of her 

face except for her eyes . H e h e ld it in hi s h and s 

for a long m omen t , and the tea r s h e h ad bee n 

holding for what felt like a lifetime burst d own 

onto hi s b eard like d ew. Wh en h e wip ed hi s eyes 

o n hi s arm . h e noticed a sm all . ye ll owed picture 

ta p ed to the back of hi s m oth e r 's self- portrait. 1t 
was a thick b ea rd ed J esus in hi s twen t ies smiling 

and pl aying an acco rdi on as Kika h e ld up her 

skirt, loo kin g over h er sh o ulder mid - twirl. Th en 

h e found dozen s of hi s drawings, o n es th at h e 

h ad buried a m o n g hi s grandfath e r 's junk in the 

sh ed. J oseph sm il ed and ro ll ed away a tear that 

la nd ed on someth ing la rge, wrapped in n ewspa

pet·. H e tore at the p aper and revea led the accor 

dion From the pi ct ure, wrapped in his Michael 

J ackson jacket. 

Fifteen minu tes later, J oseph stood o uts id e of the 

front of hi s h o u se. Everyth in g that h appe n ed in 

the two h o urs h e was go n e fe lt surrea l. H e open ed 

the door to music p layi n g. It was a so le mn ba ll ad 

b y Los Cad etes d e Lina t·es, a nd the acco rdi o n on 

th e so n g wa il ed through th e empty h o u se. J osep h 

wa lked in to the kitchen finding his grandm oth er 

s ittin g at the ki tch e n table b awling , staring at the 

ste reo . The so ng e nd ed a nd bega n again with the 

subdu ed soliloqu y of th e s inge r no sta lg ic abo ut 

los t love . J oseph p laced th e folder and th e jacket 

wr apped acco rdi on o n the tab le and stood wo rd 

less ly, un sure what to d o. H e 'd n eve t· see n hi s 

g randm oth er cry like this eve n at the fun er a ls. 

She a lways h e ld h e r emo tions back; qui et , proud 

a nd dignified. H e o p en ed th e fold er and looked 

at th e p icture o f hi s m oth e r , th e n the pi ct ure of 

hi s gra ndp arents , a nd knew. 

J oseph did hi s best to imitate hi s gra ndfath e r 's 

ch a racterist ic h alf smile , bowed and h e ld o ut hi s 

h an d chi va lro usly. " Bail am os?" H e asked. Kika 

loo ked up and remembered the day Jesu s asked 

h e r to be hi s wife. H e pl ayed h er a so ng o n th e 

acco rdi on whil e hi s brother too k pictures a nd 

like th at day, sh e reached o u t and d a n ced. 
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Second Place 

o m ething annoy ingly t•·ivia l d e layed 

th e fami ly as th ey left the hou se and by 

the tim e they a nived at The Libra r yTM 

th ey h ad mi ssed the ir Pat•·o n Profil e 

I nte •·vi ew appointment. To add to th e 

e mba nassm ent , the a lread y dist r aught 

m o ther presented the wrong d evice to 

The Libra r yTM recepti o ni st. H e roll ed 

hi s eyes and with o bvio u s lo ng-s uffe ,·ing 

ex pla ined that it was impossible to say if th e fami 

ly's app o intm ent co uld b e resch edul ed. Perhaps 

if anothe1· inte r viewee we•·e unfo,·tunate enough 

to a lso be la te fo r hi s or h e r appointment Th e 

Lib•·a ryTM recepti o ni st might be able to fit th e 

family back into th e inte rview schedule befo re th e 

e nd of the d ay. In th e m ea ntim e th e famil y wou ld 

h ave to go to th e g ift shop, purchase th e corr ec t 

device and wait in the cafe, g ift sh o p or mu se um 

until summ o n ed. 

Dian e glanced away From th e orientation p•·ese n 

tation sh e was watching. She fe lt n o sy mpathy as 

sh e watch ed the mortifi ed fami ly slink throu gh 

th e wa iting a •·ea , h ead s clown , avo iding eye 

co ntact with th e o th e r inte •·viewees . The famil y 

o bvio u sly didn't r eali ze it was a privilege to h ave 

a corporati o n of th e ca li ber of Rea d Corp TM open 

a Th e Libra r yTM fTanch ise in su ch a sm all tow n. 

The oth e ,·s in th e roo m n o dded ap prov in gly at 

the justn ess o f the famil y's r e primand. All o f 
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them secretly fe l t a se n se o f •·eli ef t h at a potential 

co mpetito r h ad been s id e lin ed. 

T h e Li b 1·a ryTM receptio nist's und e rstanding of 

the importance o f pun ctuality impressed Di an e . 

She h e rself h ad ar ri ved fo •· h e r interv iew a n 

h o ur ea rli e1· th an n ecessa ry. On the dri ve to T h e 

Li b ra ryTM , sh e puzz led ove r the fact that a n o ld 

aba nd o n ed gove•·nment building was ch o en as 

the s ite fo •· a cutt in g edge Franch ise . The co rpo 

•·ate d es ign team found "th e b o n es" of th e stru c

ture inte res ting and its charac te r and ambience 

we re used to adva ntage in p ackaging the F.·a n ch is e. 

Fro m The Li b ra ryH1 parking lot Di a n e ca ught 

s ight of th e activi sts. Every cl ay s in ce th e start 

o f •·enovat ions a small g ro up of anti- Read

Co rp H I pro tes te r s d e mon st•·ate cl in front of Th e 

ib•·a •·yTM It loo ked like a b igger group th a n 

usual. She glimpsed a n ews ca m er a and wo ncle•·ed 

if the re h ad b ee n a t ip off abo ut so mething n ews 

wo rth y h appe ning. One of the pro tes te r s thought 

h e recogni zed Di an e and tri ed to talk to h e r but 

sh e hunie cl up the ste p s. As sh e ente red the 

building sh e admired th e c raftsm an ship requi1·ecl 

to tastefully integra te three co •·p o rate logos in to 

the o •· iginal gr anite re li ef ca r ved over th e m a in 

e ntra n ce. 
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Th e Rea d Co rpn 1 d ev ice sh e h ad been in st ru cted 

to purch ase and bring with h e r to th e inter

vi ew was act ivated as sh e passed through Th e 

Libr·a t·y·snl famous cybe r -sec urity in sta ll at io n. 

Sin ce li cens ing ag ree m ents cost a sm all fortun e, 

all Th e Libra ryTM franchises were cyber- for 

tresses th at pt·otec ted the in ves tm e nts of 

BigM edi aTM , R ead Co rp'sH1 parent co mpan y. As 

h e r d evice syn ced with The LibraryTM int e rface 

D ia n e b as ked in the knowl edge th at thi s was the 

b eginning of unlimited access to the dist in ctive 

techn o logy and info rm at ion o nl y Big Medi aH1 

provid ed. 

The Libt·a ry n t recept ioni st co m m e nd ed Di an e 

fot· b e ing ea d y and t·eward ed h e r with th e n ews 

that sh e had pl enty of time to view The Libra r y TM 

orie n tation prese ntation o n h er R ea d Co rpn 1 

d evice as well as take th e short self-guided 

tout· b efo re h er Patro n Profile Int e rvi ew. H e 

so le mnl y to ld h e r that Th e Libt·a ry1 M Director 

h erse lf would co nduct th e in terview. Di an e 

murmured an appropriately grateful response. 

T h e Libra ryn1 r eceptionist upload ed th e orie n 

tation to Di an e 's d evice and admonish ed h e r with 

a ste t·n remind e r not to miss her appointm e nt 

tim e . 

Th e orientation was upbeat and in spiring . 

Ther e we t·e num ero u s ass uran ces of how fortu 

n a te the appli ca nt was to h ave m ad e it this far in 

th e Patron Selection Pmcess . Those ultimate ly 

chosen as patro n s wo uld b e the wor ld 's m edi a 

e lit e, secure in th e kn owledge that eve rything h e 

o r sh e li ste n ed to. rea d a nd viewed was perfectl y 

syn ced with hi s or h e r Patron Pmfll e. Di ane 's 

mind drifted to the pt·o testers in f r o n t of th e 

building . Sh e didn't understand th eir g ri eva n ces. 

They cla im ed to be alarm ed at th e unorth odox 

d ea l Big Medi aTM h ad made with federal , state 

and lo ca l governments and that a ll thi s wo uld 

so m eh ow limit consumer ch o ices. If government 

regu latot·s didn 't h ave a prob le m with the p owet· 

the co n so rtium h ad ove r mo st fo rm s of info r 

m at io n and e ntertainme nt th e n Di an e certa inl y 

didn 't. 

After th e orientation sh e started the se lf-guid ed 

to ur. Th e first sto p was the cafe , as charm 

ing and inviting as the presentation promised. 

Surprisingly ther e were n ot m an y patrons u sing 

the fac ilit y, eve n though there we re pl e nty of 

co mfo rtabl e pla ces to linger and the cove r ch uge 

was reaso n abl e . 

The gift shop so ld th e usual assortment of 

t -shirts, key ch ain s, poster s and o ther m emora

bilia featuring Th e Li b ra ry™ logo. The va ri ety 

o f techno logica l gadgetry on di splay was ex traor 

din a ry. Dian e studi ed th e prices inte ntl y, s in ce 

fin anc ia l e li g ibility was t h e first hurdl e for p o ten 

tia l p at ro n s. 

The clerk was n 't busy, so h e obi ig ingly ex plain ed 

that th e gift sh o p was the o nl y pl ace in town 

auth o t· ized to se ll Rea d Co t·pn 1 proprieta r y h a rd 

wa re, techno logy and accesso t·ies, twice monthly 

upd ate bundles and th e latest cyber-en cryp tion 
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an ti - h acking upd ates . H e proud ly to ld h e r that 

techno logy advance d so rapidl y a nd in su ch un ex

p ected ways t h at Rea d Co rpn 1 hardware quickl y 

b ecame obso le te. t·equiring patro n s to purchase 

n ew devices o n a regu!at· basis. H e wa rn ed th at 

p ote nti al p at ro n s were ca refull y sc ree n ed o n the 

basis of whether or n ot they we re in a pos iti o n to 

keep up wi th th e fmancia l d emands of being The 

Libra rynt patrons. H e ass ured h e r that if n eed ed 

a loa n co uld be at-ra nged tht·ough Read Corp 'sH1 

Consum e r Financing Departme nt . 

Di a n e was curi o us about th e mu se um. Dut· ing 

th e ren ovat io n of th e o ld building th e co n stru c

ti o n ct·ew di scovered a s izeabl e. intact , o ld - tyle 

libra ry reading room. In an un ch a racte ri stic bow 

to nosta lg ia, Rea d Co rpH 1 d ec id ed to reta in the 

room as an inte ract ive mu seum , a qu a int look 

at h ow p eo pl e accessed info rm at io n and e nt e r 

tainment before th e adve nt of BigMediant Th e 

mu se um gave the franch ise the to u ch of local 

fl avo t· t h e co t·porat ion included in each of its 

loca tion s . An un ex p ected d eve lopment a rose 

wh e n a numbe t· of t·es id e nts vo luntee red to b e 

museum guid es . As a m agnanim o u s ges ture of 

good will , th e vo luntee t· were a ll owed to m a n age 

the mu se um . 

Th e large number o f visitors in th e mu se um 

surprised Di an e . Fri e ndly docents welcomed 

people of a ll ages, so m e o f whom we re n ot eve n 

Th e Libra r y™ patrons. Voluntee rs directed 

visito rs to va rious in te ract ive demonstrations , 

h e lped them try a vat· ie ty of ant iqu es including 
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C O's, DVD's. eBooks, laptops. and tablets, and 

eve n a n swe t·ed qu es ti ons that h ad n othin g to do 

with Read Co rp "sTM product . Small g ro ups o f 

peo ple discussed th e co nte nt of the m edi a th ey 

h ad rece ntl y used, whil e o the rs talked ab o ut 

th e ir co mm o n inte res ts . Some vis it o r s, bli ss

full y un awa re of a n yo n e e lse. p e ru sed sh e lves 

of cloth an d paper books , m ade a se lection and 

curled up in co mfo rtabl e ch a irs to read. Severa l 

volun teers. seated on la rge cushi o n s on th e fl oo r, 

patiently sc ro ll ed thro ugh tablets with atte n tive 

preschoo lers. 

Di a n e n o ti ced that th e r ece ntl y disgraced fa mil y 

h ad take n refuge in th e muse um and o bse rved 

th e fami ly as t h ey viewed utwo rk from a loca l 

comp et iti o n . She laughed o ut loud wh e n sh e 

ove t·h eard a doce nt expl a in to a visitor that in 

th e past a n yo n e co uld borrow whatever h e o t· sh e 

wanted from th e rea din g room. free of ch arge . 

She watched a g ro up o f teens ftlmin g a tra il e r fot· 

an obscure e Boo k that Big Medi aTM h ad n o t both 

e red to in clu de in Th e Libruyn1 holdin gs. Th e 

auth ot· who wrote it h ad not received any celeb

rity en d o t·se m ents or m ovie offe rs. 

Di an e r eturned to the r ece pti o n a rea just as 

her n ame was ca ll ed. The Libt·a ryTM Directo r, 

projecting the co nfid e n ce befttting so m eo n e of 

h er sta tu s, led Di an e to th e inte rview roo m . Both 

wo m e n wet·e awa t·e of the g reat respo n sibility the 

interviewe r h ad in se lect ing th ose wh o wou ld 

become The Li b ra ry's H I contracted patro n s. 



The Lib ra ryTM Director immediately info rm ed 

Di an e th at her n ewly purchased Rea d Co rpTM 

d evice wa embarrassingly basic and a lt·eady out 

of date. Altho ugh it was top of the li ne when it 

was purchased two days ago , s ign ifi cant soft

ware upgr ades would n eed to be in sta ll ed . Th e 

Library™ Direc to t· ass ured Dian e t hat the 

cl au se about agreeme nt to co ntinu o u s upgt·ades 

would be e nforced. To strea m media at maxi

mum leve ls a membet·ship upgrad e was requit·ed . 

She was wa rn ed that sh aring o r even di sc uss ing 

ReadCorp™ m edi a with oth ers was prohibited 

under its li ce n sing agreements . The Libra ry™ 

Di rector was polite but firm wh en sh e exp lained 

that Dian e 's req u es t to opt o u t of the pre-pro

gramed media access sch ed ul e was impossib le. 

Sh e p atie ntly stated th at patron ge n erated m edi a 

select io n was a n infe t·io t· syste m co mpared to 

automatic queuing, whi ch ensured that patrons 

on ly rece ived m ed ia based on his o r h er Patro n 

Profi le which also a ll owed for better li ce n s ing 

agreement m anagem e nt. 

During the appoin tm ent Di a n e u sed every 

p ers u as ive technique sh e co uld think of to rene

gotiate vario u s aspects of h e r co n t t·act , but The 

Library™ Directo r remained unm oved . Wh e n 

The Libra ryTM receptionist e ntered to wit n ess 

the contt·act sign ing Di an e stood up. T h e tour 

and inte t·view revea led al l th e info t·mation sh e 

n eed ed. 

Diane reached into h e t· h andbag, retrieved her 

BigMedia TM co rp orate ID badge and gave it to Th e 

Li b ra ryH1 receptionist to scan. Th e Libra ryTM 

Director and Th e Library H I receptionist gasped. 

Di an e was a Big Medi aTM Franchise Compli ance 

Inspector. 

"Don't worr y, " Di a n e sa id kindly. "My report wi ll 

sh ow that yo ur Franchise eas il y passed its fi r st 

BigMedi a TM Unannou n eed In spection. with high 

ratings in eve t·y area ." 

Di a n e sh oo k h an d s with b oth of them. an d turned 

to wa lk o ut of th e roo m . She h es itated , thought a 

moment , turned back and spoke to t h em in a low, 

confidentia l tone. 

" I will make o n e sugges ti on a nd it will be off the 

recot·d. In ot·der to e n sure the lo ng- term viabi lity 

of you r Franchise, if it was m e , r wo uld close that 

museum immed iate ly." 



Third Place 

was wo rking late at t he stat io n. Not 

unlike a n y o th e r night , it was d ead

d ead , s il e nt , a nd d a rk . The gas sta ti o n 

itse lf was n 't d a t·k , but a n ythin g its 

bright lights were n 't to u ching was ve il ed 

in shad ow. I didn't min d it th o ugh . l 

e nj oy th e so li tud e . I'd gl'Own used to the 

atmosph e t·e afte r a co uple years work

ing h e t·e, a lm ost fond o f it. Sure, 1 got 

the occas iona l nut job , but, fot· th e m ost part , I 

was alo n e; the t·e wasn 't anyone a t·ound to m ock 

m e . I was sitting o uts id e e njoyi ng a Pall Mall, 

legs pt·opped up agai n st th e tt·ash ca n , wh e n thi s 

guy wa lked o ut from behind m y rg 56 VW Bug. 

Li te t·a lly, thi s guy just p o pped out of th e shad 

ows, damn n ea r gave m e a h ea l't attack. H e was an 

o lder dude. No t o ld , but n o t yo ung. Late forti es 

mayb e, or early fifties. Hi s flop s we t·e an absolu te 

m ess; it looked like t h ey were trying to get away 

fl'Om him . Hi s p ants we re s imil a rly ruin ed , and 

th e shirt h e wot·e was three s izes too big and in 

ta tters . H e was thin, whi ch m ade hi s t h ick, g t·ay 

beard look oddl y o ut of place . But it was hi s eyes 

that rea ll y gave m e p ause. T h er e was a glea m to 

th e m , a hint of so m ething; I sh o uld h ave thought 

more o f it. 

I' ll adm it . 1 was a li ttl e upset at hi s arriva l. Mainly 

b eca use 1 h ad to cut m y c iga rette sh ort for so m e 

bum o n th e treet that isn 't going to bu y anything 
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from m e. H e would just take wh at h e wanted and 

walk out. It 's happe n ed a milli o n tim es b efo re. 

My ire was slightly b a la n ced by the fact that this 

guy, at leas t , co uldn 't judge m e. H e was a bum 

in a t·ich town. That 's even worse than a fai l

ure wo rkin g as a co nve ni e n ce sto re c le rk . Th e 

wea lthy p eople h ere view m e as a loser. a poor 

perso n. Thi s guy, th ey a ll view him as a viru s. a 

plagu e on th e world , making no co ntribution to 

soc iety. You see, we ' re in the sa m e boat , on ly h e's 

the captain. The captain of a s inking ship. I won' t 

be surpri sed if I n eve r see him again. 

I put m y c igarette in th e as h tray and d ec id ed I'd 

be nice to this poor guy, so 1 forced a smil e an d 

g reeted him . "H ell o," I said. lt was n 't a ll that 

we ird . I mean , it so und s awkwa rd whe n I say it 

n ow, but it 's m y job to greet p eopl e . It ca m e o ut 

just flne then. 

H e mu st not h ave se nsed the sincerity in my voice 

b eca u se a ll h e did was loo k at m e. H e m ade eye 

co n tact and sm il ed. It wasn't genuine thoug h . lt 

was mo cking. It was a smile that sa id I ' m better 

th an yo u. That was th e first jab. I did n't get it 

right away. but that was th e first jab , yea h . I st ill 

can't fuckin be li eve it. A bum judged me. T h e 

lowest person o n the ch ain of society d eemed 

himself better than m e; too good even to re turn 

a simp le h ell o. Wow. But like [ sa id I- T didn 't ge t 
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it •·igh t wh en h e did it. I knew it was weird. but I 

didn ' t unde•·stand what he was doing. 

I stood and h eld the d oor open tor him as h e 

got closer, but my face mu st h ave g ive n away m y 

co ntu sio n. 1 say that b eca use h e lost hi s s impe r as 

h e wa lked in s id e . 

H e tumed a round almost in sta ntl y. ''Oh . so n y 

bud. I was just admiring yo ur spirit. ' ' h e sa id. 

"H ell o." 

That 's wh en [ ca ught o n , wh en [knew what h e was 

d o ing . I h ate that word. bud . That 's som ething 

yo u ca ll so m eone wh o 's beneath yo u , so m eo n e 

young and in ex p e •·ien ced . H e thinks h e 's a ll high 

a nd mighty, this bum , but h e h as n o id ea who 1 

a m. Oh, and admiring m y sp irit ? What the fuck 

d oes that eve n m ea n ? That statem ent co nfirm ed 

hi s c •·azy. H e might h ave b ee n judging m e, n o h e 

was judging m e, but at leas t h e was c razy. 

lt was n 't until 1 was b ehind the co unte r that I 
noticed hi s ste n ch. I co uldn 't sm e ll him in th e 

o pen a ir , but in s id e hi s st ink filled the •·oom. 

The m an sm ell ed like a rotten , age - o ld sock th at 

h ad climb ed out o f a dumpste r and b ath ed in 

stale liquor. I had to sto p m yse lf from cring ing. 

I wan ted nothing more than to be so rud e to thi s 

m a n th at 1 m ade him leave , but I n eeded to keep 

this j o b . !looked at him . " Let m e know if there 's 

a nything 1 ca n h e lp yo u with ." 

The m an just smi led. again. He was rea ll y m essin' 

with m e . 

As suspected. h e roa m ed th e store to r on ly a few 

moments b efo 1·e com in g up to th e counte r wh e re 

things a re easy to stea l. 

H e looked at my n ametag. "G ayle, th a t 's a n inte r 

est in g n a m e, so n. " 

There h e we nt again, but two can play this game. 

"Thanks o ld man. What 's yo u•·s?" 

The guy ex h a led d eep ly. [ mu st have gotte n to 

him with t h e o ld m a n lin e. 

H e gazed at th e gmund. " Dean. " 

"Wh at 's wrong with D ean ? At leas t yo ur n ame 

doesn't m ake yo u so und I ike a woma n. " 

D ean didn ' t answe1·. H e just shuffl ed backward 

a nd fo,·ward , as it h e was st ruggling with some

thing. When h e was n 't shuffling , h e rocked. 

Thi s went o n for at leas t five minutes . I gazed 

e lsewh e •·e o ut of discomfort a nd feigned ap ath y. 

and bus ied m yse lf with m enial tasks like c lea n 

in g the co unte •·-at leas t that gave m e an excu se to 

spray Lyso l. I was watching him the e ntire time, 

though. It was a ll an act. 
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Dean was quite the actor. I couldn't te ll from th e 

tapes-yes 1 ch ecked them-but h e h ad to be steal

ing during this awkwa 1·d d ance. 1 don't know why 

e lse h e 'd h ave done it. 

" Pl ease excu se m e, G ayle . [ don 't m ean to b e 

rud e . Dea n is m y rea l n am e . 1 had forgotte n it, 

left it behind lo ng ago . It •·e mind s m e o f th e 

p e r o n I o n ce was, and that sca res m e. I d o n 't 

kn ow wh at mad e m e te ll it to you. Yo u mu st b e 

so m ethin ' sp ec ial!" H e grinned at me as h e said 

that last lin e . 

I co uldn't b e lieve this gu y. Nobody is t h at h appy, 

leas t of all a bum. So naturall y, wh en h e ca ll ed 

me sp ec ia l , 1 kn ew it was just anoth er j ab at m e . 

I' ve bee n judged m y e ntire li fe, but n eve!' like thi s 

b efo re , o n su ch a subt le leve l. D ean was an artist. 

I'm n o t so fo o li sh m yse lf, though. Determin ed 

to get to the bottom of this. 1 kept the co n ver

sat ion going . "D o yo u mind if I ask about yo u•· 

story, Dea n ? 1 d o n ' t think the youth of our soc i

ety valu es the wisdom of eld er s as much as we 

sh o uld ." 

A look of h o rror in stan tl y appeared on D ea n 's 

face. I was so d amn proud of m yse lf. Th e re was 

no way h e'd ge t o ut of thi s. It 's rud e to as k so m e

o n e ab o ut something like th at, and h e h adn 't 

co m e prepa•·ed with a sto ry for m e; the loo k o n 

hi s face cenai nl y sh owed h e h adn 't expected it. 

Somehow, the cleve •· o ld bum wo •·m ed hi s way 

through eve n that. 
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"Yo u kn ow it 's n o t p o lite to as k so m eo n e abo ut 

th e i•· p as t-" Dean sa id . 

"I t 's not polite to judge with out knowing e ither." 

Dea n suatch ed hi s beard. " I suppose you h ave a 

po int. Wh e re d o I sta rt ?" H e tapped hi s finger s 

o n th e co unter. "Th at's th e m os t diffi cult thing 

abo ut sto ryte lling. findin g a sta rting p o int. " 

H e was just buying t im e , coming up with so m e 

sob story to tell me . 

''I'll start at the end ," D ea n fina ll y sa id. "That's 

wh e re th e lesso n was lea rn ed ." 

I nodd ed for him to go o n . 

H e did indeed star t at t h e e nd. H e to ld m e about 

the •·iches h e acq uired thmugh va •·io u s bus i 

n esses. Busin esses h e built from the g ro und up , 

and then sold. Al l thi s h e apparently did b efore 

h e was thirty yea J'S o ld. Hi s wo•·k took up all of 

hi s t im e, and h e n eve •· got to see hi s fa mil y. H e 

h ad two d au ghte J'S, A nn a a nd J as min e , a nd a 

wife n am ed J oy. Up until t hi s point , it see m ed 

as though D ean was refl ec tin g on th ese m e m o

r ies fondl y, but wh en h e sta rted talking abo ut 

hi s fa mil y, that joyful visage disappeared. Hi s 

eyes puffed up , and the bags under n eath became 

prominent, pull ed down by hi s f rown . H e to ld 

me that hi s younger daughter, Anna, h ad died. 

Hi s body tensed a nd hi s teeth clenched wh en 

h e ta lked abo ut h e1·. Sitt ing with Anna during 



her final hours was the on ly memory Dean had 

of hi s d aughter. just befo,·e sh e passed , sh e h ad 

to ld him that he sh o uldn't wo rk so much . By this 

point in hi s sto ry. Dea n was near hyste1· ica l. H e 

h ad to stop to ca lm hi s breathing. Despi te wh a t 

I kn ew of thi s man, I was getting ca ught up in 

hi s ta le . It ce rtainly was to uchin g . Wh e n h e 

rega ined his co mpos ure h e co ntinu ed to te ll m e 

th at h e fo ll owed his d aughte1·'s advice and quit hi s 

j ob. H e was d ete rmin ed to mend hi s maJTiage. 

l1·oni call y, wh e n h e went h ome to te ll his wife, 

she divorced him. 

In a n exp los ive argum e nt , sh e li sted his cou ntl ess 

fa ults: hi s o bsess ion with wo rk and m o n ey, his 

lac k of love for hi s famil y, hi s inability to ca re for 

an ything o r an yo ne oth e r tha n him se lf. 

"Th e las t thing she said hurl th e m os t : th e o nl y 

reaso n I' m still with yo u is b eca use you provid e 

fo r o ur fa mil y. A nd n ow yo u ca n 't eve n d o th at. " 

The weirdest thing abo ut it was that h e wasn't 

a ng r y with h e r. She was a com pl e te bitch , but h e 

m ade excuses for h e r . H e sa id that h e co uldn 't 

blame her for h e r disgust of him b eca use h e 

n eve r sp e n t tim e with h e r , a nd that she spo ke the 

t ruth . It was s impl y th e pain b ott led up for so 

long co ming o u t , pain h e h ad infli cted . Anyway. 

h e gave eve rything to hi s family wi llingly. H e just 

let go and decided that h e 'd li ve Free. H e gave hi s 

fami ly eve r ything he h ad because h e really did 

love them. 

H e actua ll y chose to be a bum, fo1· them. The 

emot ion with whi ch h e told his story, th e way 

h e c1·ied , the p a in in his eyes, and the way h e 

humbled him self all blinded me. 

D ean too k a d eep breath a nd pursed hi s lips 

togeth e r afte1· h e fini sh ed. My ow n eyes were 

watering at the e nd of hi s sto ry. [wan ted to hug 

the m an . There h ad to be truth to what h e was 

telling m e . obody can te ll a sto ry with th at mu ch 

pass io n and be lying . I fe lt like a com pl ete ass 

judging this guy without even knowing him . " I ' m 

so sorry, " I said. 

" Do n 't b e. I ' m th a nkful fo 1· th e ex p e1·ie n ce. It 's 

h e lped m e g row as an individu al. A nd I' m th a nk 

ful fo r th e tim e I did ge t to sp e nd with m y famil y. 

lfth e1·e's o n e thing I ca n leave yo u with to night . 

it 's th a t you sh o uld a lways b e th ankful. Tha n kful 

fo r wh a t yo u h ave, and what you d o n ' t. Li fe is 

good. Focu s o n th at , a nd yo u ' ll b e a lr ight. '' 

H e was right , wasn 't h e? The re was so mu ch 

wisdom in the thin gs h e was te lling m e . I stoo d 

in awe and fe lt as though I h ad m et som e an ge l, a 

divine so ul in the form of a homeless man. It was 

alm ost too diffi cult to b elieve. Then h e gave m e 

th e ultim ate bl ow. Thi s wasn 't just o n e of th ose 

jabs I was ta lkin g abo ut ea di e J'. This was a bl ow 

to the ch est so vic io u s, so vio le nt , I felt it with out 

him even hi tting m e . 

"I h ave little. In fac t , I have a lm os t n o thing. It's 

r a r e th at so m eo n e o p e n s th ei1· h ea rt a nd li ste n 
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to m y sto t·y. It 's rare that so m eo n e eve n lo oks at 

m e, le t a lo n e takes th e tim e to ge t to kn ow m e. 

o r as k m y n a m e . You have g ive n m e th e g rea t 

es t g ift thi s ni ght. Yo u h ave g ive n m e yo Ul· tim e . 

An o ld co upl e gave m e thi s a few cl ays ago . I was 

go ing to use it fo t· foo d a nd wate1·. but I' m fo rtu 

n ate e n o ugh that th e ea rth is full o f such thin gs . 

I'm n o t fa mili a t· with th e ea min gs o f a gas sta ti o n 

cl e rk , but I' m sure it 's n o t wh at you d ese rve .'' 

D ea n pull ed a wa ll e t o ut o f hi s b ack p ocke t. 

H e r each ed in and pull ed o ut a hundred d o ll a r 

bill. H e put it o n th e co unte •· and walked to th e 

e nt•·a n ce . A t th e d oo r h e turn ed a ro und and sa id , 

" Do n 't take life too se rio us ly. bud ." The n h e was 

gon e . 

I stood in complete shock and didn 't say a wo rd. 

l just sta red a t the bill in fr o nt of m e , thinkin g . 

What kind of p e r son would gi ve a hom eless man 

o n e hundred d ollars? No t th e ri ch fo lk in thi s 

town. Th ey spite m e , and I' m not even hom e 

less . It st a rted to m ake se n se to m e th e n. This was 

th e fin a le to hi s joke . H e had come in h e r e and 

und e rmin ed m e . H e got m e to b e li eve hi s sto •·y. 

H e drew e moti o n out of m e , and th en h e c ru sh ed 

it , leavin g m e d evoid o f a n y th e reafte r. This was 

an evil man , c ru el. All th e subtl e hints at his tru e 

plan, and l still fe ll fo r his sto r y. I co uldn't b e li eve 

it. I pi cked th e hundred dollar bill up off of th e 

co unte r. I h e ld it in fr ont of m e , and l ripped 

th e fucking thing in h alf. l didn't wa nt that filthy 

m o n ey. 
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Wh e n l h ad go tte n o ve r th e sh ock o f it a ll , l too k 

a p ack o f Pall M all's o ff th e sh elf and walked 

outs id e . I lit th e sm o ke and sta red up a t th e o n e 

sta r in th e sky. After a littl e whil e loo king a t it , 

eve n that fad ed to d arkn ess . 

Symboli c, l tho ught. 



Roderick Mciver 

Fiction 

Honorable Mention 

les pReludes 
Les preludes is the third of Franz Lisz:t's thirteen 

9 mphonic poems. It was fi rst peiformed in 1856 

and directed~ Liszt himself 

hi s story is t ru e. In U tah th e re is a 

ri ve r n am ed the Yamp a. Its so urce is in 

t h e snow-covered slo p es o f the R ocky 

Mountains of wes te m Co lo rado. Each 

yea r , during th e spring run o ff a nd until 

th e e nd of June gr o ups of touri sts climb aboard 

rafts to e nj oy a fi ve d ay trip fl oa ting d own th e 

eve r -ch an ging ca n yo n s of this wo nd e rful rive r . 

Fo t· th e m ost p art th e flow is calm a nd p eace 

ful , but occasio n a lly t·apids of va rying swiftness 

and ch all e n ge appear to le nd ex hil uati o n and 

exc ite m ent. But as qui ckly as n ature 's exube ran ce 

co m es i t also vani sh es and sere ni ty and h a t·m o n y 

are res tored. 

Only a few o f th e twe n ty- fo ur p eopl e o n thi s trip 

h ave eve r m et befot·e. M an y a re co uples, som e are 

fri end s , and so m e a re p a re nts t ravelin g with th eir 

children. A staff o f six t'ows th e boats , se ts up a 

kitch en , prep ar es the m eal s and atte nds to th e 

bas ic n ee d s and o rga niza tio n of th e passen ge rs. 

Afte r dinn e r , fo lding ch airs a t·e an an ged in a 

circul a r fashio n o n th e beach. J o kes and stori es 

a re told ; area history is r e lated and re living th e 

d ay 's ex p e ri en ces o ffers a time to re lax and enj oy 



a bevet·age of yo u,. ch oice. 

On the third eve ning of this trip , a m odest and 

retiring ge ntl e m an wa lked to the cente r of his 

audience and spo ke . 

''This is a place o f as to unding bea uty. a n 

eve r -ch a ng ing bea u ty th at o nl y n a ture co uld 

pro vid e. If you will b ear with m e I wo uld like 

eac h o f yo u to h e lp m e suppl em e nt th a t bea uty 

with a ta lent th a t yo u a re unawa re that you h ave ." 

Surprised looks and glan ces r aced a r o und the 

circle of ch airs . Some who wer e paying li ttle 

a ttent io n when the speaker b ega n qui e ted their 

co nve rsat ion and moti o n ed ot h e t·s to do the 

sa m e. 

" Each o f us has a vo ice : a vo ice of great fl exibil 

ity and a vo ice ca p abl e o f m aking the sound of 

a nim als, t he sound of m a n - mad e things a nd th e 

o und of song . You h ave a vo ice th a t ca n express 

g reat feeling: love , ange t·, ge ntl e n ess, d amn a

ti o n . exhila rati o n a nd eve n d eath. Your voi ce 

ca n bring unsp eakabl e so n ·ow and unbound ed 

h appi n es beyo nd d esc riptio n. 

"To night 1 am going to as k yo u to o p e n your 

minds so m y mu sical in stru ction s ca n inspire 

yo u. ln turn , th e so und of a mu sical in strum e nt 

will b e yo ur vo ice. And all o f your vo ices will 

b eco m e a symph o n y. 
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" 1 ca n te ll wh o is m ost rece p t ive to thi s unu sual 

id ea , so if 1 m ay I will use h e t· as a n exa mpl e. 

G lo t·ia , wo uld yo u mind sta ndin g fo r a m o m e nt ?" 

All eyes we t·e o n Gloria. Our sp eaker retr ieved a 

b ato n from bes id e his ch air and b egan to wave it 

ge ntl y in the a ir _ and at that m o m e nt G lor ia 

lifted h e r h ead and ope n ed h e t· mouth a nd from 

it came the first few b ars ofTch aikovsky's magnif

icent vio li n concerto. Not a perso n spoke , n o 

one stirred; it was the m ost astonishing moment 

an yo n e h ad eve t· see n o r h ea rd . It was as th o ugh 

there was a full s ized violin in s id e of G lor ia 's 

mouth: o nly there was n 't. Seconds late r the baton 

ge ntly descended and the mu sic from G lor ia's 

m o uth ceased. Instan tl y there was there was a 

hub -bu b of questions. 

"How did yo u d o that?" so m eo n e as ked . 

" ] did not d o an ything. Glo ria did it. I simply 

co nce ntrated o n th e thought o f wh a t I wa nted 

Gl o t·ia to d o . It is n o t a sp ec ia l g ift , it is simpl y 

a skill that yo u all h ave , but probabl y h ave n eve r 

u sed ." 

By n ow there we re m ore th an twenty-four sepa

rate conver satio n s going abo ut wh at each person 

h ad seen and h ea t·d. A co upl e of gen tl emen were 

co nvin ced a n iPo d and sp eake rs we re hidden in 

n earby tt·ees or in so m eo n e's te nt. Others were 

not so co n cemed abou t why o r how; they just 

loved the mu sic. G loria told eve ryone sh e knew 

th e so und was com ing from her mouth; there was 



no pain or tiredness afterwards. She said it left 

h et· with a feeling of seren i ty; a ve ry nice fee ling. 

"S h a ll we m ove o n th e n ')" 

Our cond uctor_ what e lse were we to ca ll him 

_ p at ie ntl y stood with hi s h a nd s nossed in front 

o f him se lf a nd h eld the b ato n in hi s right h a nd. 

S lowly h e got ever yo n e's attention. H e raised hi s 

anns , the baton read y and on the down stroke the 

m o uth s of the gro up became a symph o n y orch es

tt·a. The str ings were plu cked and then plu cked 

aga in for th e o min o us introduction a nd m ot if. 

The music swells a nd then repeats the m otif. 

stro nger a nd stro nger a nd st t·o nge r st ill until it 

reach es its cascading ct·escend o. Not a pe rso n 

pt·esent did not e n vision the bea uty and power 

of th e t· ive r in sp ring flood , crashing, tumbling, 

r oa ring d own the can yo n as if push ed by Li sz t 's 

g rea t sympho nic poem. fu with th e ri ve t·, the 

tumult ge ntl y subsides to d esc ribe the p eace and 

tranquility that fo ll ows eac h t·ap id . 

Th e orch estra of vo ices was co ming together ; its 

p layers were finding their ab ility to so und as a 

trumpet , an oboe , ot· wh atever in strum e nt was 

r equit·ed to pe t·form Les prelud es. The pl ayers 

p a id li ttle attention to each o th e r ; their co n ce n

t ratio n was e ntire ly directed towa t·d the cond u c

to t·. Theit· bodies swayed in tim e with the meter 

of the pre lude; th e ir h a n ds flexed as though 

press ing o n th e fingerboard and arms moved as 

bowing the vio lin . 

Timpani so unds wet·e accompa ni ed by at·m 

movement; imaginary tt·o mbon e slid es moved in 

concert with the sco re . 

The tempo accele rates , builds and becomes a 

whirlpool as the con du ctor coaxes a d e t·v ish 

fre n zy of so und to match the river as it encou n 

ters yet anoth et· t·ap id with foam crested waves, 

plunging h o les and passages weaving through 

rocky m o n o lith s. As sudd e nl y as it has at-rived, 

it di ssipates and the rive r pe rform s its seduct ive 

love rs wa ltz. A h a t·p acce ntu ates the tende t·n ess 

of the ri ver and its flirta ti o n with the la nd 

scape; distant h o t·n s ca ll the soar ing eagles and 

annou n ce n ature's tranquility. C hi ckadees, blue

bit·ds a nd m agp ies perform their dance of mu si

ca l h appiness whi le lizard s and geckos skitt e r 

over white sa nd and th rough the dried leaves of 

autumn s past. 

The in tmd u ctory m ot if return s as Les pt·eludes 

dl'i ves towud its mu sica l summit. H o rn s call the 

totality of n ature; its rivers. its mountains , its 

canyo n wall s, its life; all things under its skies. 

Out· co nductor brings his orchestra to a trium

phant conclu s io n ; th e union of m an 's voices and 

wildet·n ess. 

Not surprisi n g ly, the orch estra is momentarily 

stunned by the performance they h ave achieved. 

Facing them, the co nductor bows in recognition 

of wh at th e o t·ch estra h as accomp li shed . In kind . 

the o rch estra ri ses and enthu siast icall y app laud s 

the conductor. It is a long a nd we ll - deserve d 
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ovati o n. Thi s is n o lo n ge r a gmup of p eo pl e tha t 

h as n o thing in co mmon. C am a t·ad e t·ie ex ists with 

stt·a nger s co ngratul ating each o th e r ; asto und ed 

with wh a t th ey have don e, a nd wha t each p e rson 

n ext to th e m has d o n e . As individu als sh a re the it· 

fee lings and th e a ut·a o f acco mpli shm e nt , a ca n of 

b ee t· is re tri eved and win e g lasses r efill ed. No on e 

n o ti ces th e co ndu cto r step b ack into th e eve nin g 

sh adows a nd walk towa rd s hi te nt s ite . 

In d awn's light , p a rti c ipants e m e rge Fmm th e ir 

tents and h ea d to th e kitch e n fo r th at esse nti a l 

cup o f coffee . 

"Wow, that we something ve t·y spec ial , was n 't it?" 

Jim asked . 

"Beyond sp eci a l; way b eyond. Wh o will eve r 

b e li eve it ? " 

" Is o ur co ndu cto r up ye t?" 

"1 haven 't see n him." 

"His tent s ite was n ext to mine ." sa id th e C rew 

C hi e f. "But yo u kn ow wh a t 's strange . Hi s te nt is 

cl own a nd a ll his gea r is gon e ." 

"M aybe h e was up early, " I suggested. 

" Musta b ee n. I was t h e first or seco nd o n e up 

a nd I walked th e wh o le beach and camp. H e's not 

h e re." 

" Well , h e mu st b e so m ewh e re." 

" We' ll see iftum s up in th e n ext co upl e o f h o urs ." 

We n eve r did loca te th e co ndu cto r. We n ot ifi ed 

th e Park Se t·vice a nd th e Sh e rriff 's Office , but h e 

was n eve t· found. Th e p o li ce in Oregon we nt to 

th e h o m e address h e'd gi ve n on hi s tt·ip info t·m a

ti o n: it was a vaca nt lot. 

A t th e b eginning o f thi s sto t·y I sa id it was tru e . 

It was tru e fo r m e . And so m e of th e o ther peopl e 

o n th e trip to ld m e th ey b eli eve it was tru e . l'm 

go ing down th e Ya mpa aga in n ext year in hop es 

th e conductor will show up again. You d o n ' t ge t 

m a n y ch a n ces fot· a trip like th at. 
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Nou-ficciou 



f· irst Placf' Maneesha Lele 

postcaRds fROm Baujul 
am walki ng back from the store with m y 

motheL On these jaunts I am her li ttle 

h e lper and l take my j ob ser iou sly. The 

few groceries I carry back persuade m e 

that sh e couldn't do the heavy lifting 

with o ut me. 

As a lways, o n m arket days , the streets 

are agog and as a lways , r feel p lunged 

into a strange , mixed - up garden. Low clo ud s 

puff hot breaths onto the river which roll s an d 

s ighs as ferries gli de into view spawn ing fresh 

loads of beasts, baskets and brotherhood into 

the melee. Eager taxis in ch thei 1· way through the 

jumbled morass of life , their determined h o nk

ing defying defeat. The occasional donkey gets a 

stick on a bony back. 

Peop le idl e , mingle, mi x, smil e, converse, cajole, 

cuess, laugh , d ebate , shrug , d 1·ink black tea , 

devour spicy rice and beans from leaf plates , 

pick their teeth , glance , eye , assess , nod, shuf

fle, la ugh , h aggle, gest icu late , smooth their h air, 

adjust their caps, swat away flies , wipe sweat off 

faces with so il ed shirt cuffs , fan their faces with 

tiny g rass b roo m s, toss their earrings and flin. 

Ch ild1·en play in the dirt or ch ase each oth er, 

giggling and shrieking the ir way through peop le 

gaps. [have lo ng s in ce sto pped p1·ete nding th at 
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th ey wi ll invite m e into th e ir snappy gam e o f tag . 

C ho co late co lored babies , bright-eyed and wild 

h ai red , cling to their mothers' ample backs , snot 

running down their noses , their h eads pulled 

back tight at imposs ib le angles against stretch y, 

vividl y patterned fabr ic. Neve rth e less , t h ey look 

ado 1·ab le, th e ir eyes o ld e r th an th e hil ls and at 

p eace with th eir wo r ld . 

Everywhere. hand carts sag and groan beneath 

h eaps and pi les. Vendors in colorful flo w

ing 1·obes and matching h ead sca!'ves ,·oil their 

h a nd ca rts a long, s inging out their wa res . Oth ers 

glea m thei1· sta lls with flouri sh. Ivory bracelets , 

kola nuts, juju beads and oth er magic char m s 

nestle in woven cane baskets, bits of dried baobab 

a nd mi lky homemade breadfruit ices in small 

rectangul a r pl ast ic bags d1·ip all over slip - o n 

san dal s whose sta rk rubb ery smell vies with the 

1·ed peppers in th e h eat. Drying fruit strung out 

on ropes h an gs from hoo ks and sways back and 

forth in the h ot, moist a ir coming up from the 

river. Raw fish , cut wide open in fata l grimace 

1·ubs b loody shou lders with fresh flowers. Their 

mixed sce nt n eve r fa il s to m ake me gag . 

But to d ay I am o b livio u s to all th is cha os . My 

h a nds clutch a giant bright blue card on whi ch 

an obese puppy with curly lash es and crinkly eyes 

lo ll s in the grass in a smiling upside down r a in -

Non-Fiction 



b ow of push - u p fl owe rs. The t·e is n ot a s in g·le 

cl o ud. 

It is a r a re acqui esce n ce Ft·o m m y m oth e r to an 

in s iste n t r equ est. On e sh e d o ubtl ess find s odd 

and Ft·ivolo us . Sh e smil es and sh akes h e r h ea d , 

occas io n ally breaking into a n indulge nt la ugh 

d es pit e h e rsel r wh en sh e sees m e skipping a lo n g 

th e stree t , sca nning th e sn ow white in s id es o f t h e 

ca rd. For o n ce this does n o t d ampe n m y spirits . 

My m o th e r is th e prove rbi al os tt· ich in th e sa nd. 

M ayb e sh e d oes n ' t kn o w th at th e ba t·e n ess in s id e 

m akes th e b o ld pt·ono un ce m e nt o n th e fro nt o f 

th e ca rd th at mu ch m o re pl eas urabl e. 

I r ea d and re- rea d it : "Hap/!Y Birthdllj to A<£v Wonderful 

Daughter ... It is glossy mu sic to m y disb eli eving 

eyes; m o re precio u s th an sh e will eve r kn ow. 

I am te n yea rs o ld and m y m o th e r lo ves m e . 



Second Place Dan Ramirez 

Visit co che 6occoR 
h e wo m en loo k h arri ed , pinch ed. The 

m en , r agged , wrinkl ed , abused b y yea 1·s 

of obligat io n s . Seeking a n e mpty sea t , 

I threa d m y way a1·o und sets o f whi te 

athl eti c sh oes. On e of the m e n , spl otch y 

face d fro m a previo u s vis it, is co nfu sed 

b y the m agazine selec tio n spread ac r oss 

th e wa it ing roo m tabl e . D em e ntia. His 

wife spea ks lo udly, as if volum e wo uld 

p en et ra te hi s m en ta l fog . "We' re h e re for a 

ch eckup , d ear . Th e do cto 1· took a m ole o ff your 

face l as t week ." 

"I th o ugh t we wer e go ing to lunch with Bo b and 

Judy, " h e co mpl a in s. ''I'm hung ry. " H e m oves 

towa rd th e o ffi ce d oo r. S h e g rab s an arm and 

steer s him b ack into th e wa it ing r oo m toward 

an empty ch a ir. They j os tle a m an in a wh ee l

ch a il-. Sh e n o d s a tight smile and an ap o logy. H er 

vo ice dro ps to a hi ss . " Lun ch is afte r yo u see th e 

d octo r , Roge1·. S it ." Roger sits. So d o I. Fo r the 

fir st tim e s in ce l was 6 wee ks o ld , I h ave m o re 

d octor appo intme nts in a m o n th th an busin ess 

app o intm e nts . 

All of u s are h e re to see th e d e rm ato logist. The 

m en wea r doc to r reco mmen ded h ats , cover 

ing thinning g ray h air o r a b a ld p ate. M ost are 

d eco rated with sm all b an d ages pe rch ed o n n oses, 

fo 1·e h ea d s , ch ee ks, a rm s, t h e res ul ts o f rece nt 
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surger y. 1 h ave a les io n o n m y te mpl e. Ca n ce r. 

aga in . Pi ece by littl e pi ece, l'm b e ing cut away. 

On e d ay n othing o f m e will be le ft to pay m y bill. 

" Mr. M end ez ." T h e d octo r 's yo ung ass istant 

calls m e fro m th e o ffi ce doo r way. "Mr. Rich a rd 

Men dez. " I get up and m ove toward th e d oor, Sh e 

smiles and po in ts m e d own th e h a ll way. "So h ow 

a re we to d ay," sh e as ks in a lo ud vo ice, leadin g m e 

to th e exa m r oo m . 

'"We' a ren 't d eaf , a r e we? " I repl y. H e r blue eyes 

go wid e and h e r h and cove rs h e r m outh . "No," 

sh e sta mm ers, cl osing th e d oo r to th e exa m 

roo m . "Was I yelling?" 

'lYes .ll 

''I'm so so rry, Mr. M e nd ez . It 's just. . . . " sh e t ra ils 

off, gla n cing in th e di rec ti o n of th e wa iting 

r oom. 1 give h e r a kn owing look . U h huh. The 

o ld p eopl e . 

The D octo r co m es in . H e 's yo u ng, with clea r , 

eve n to n ed skin . Wh y is it th at m y o rth o p edi t 

h as n eve r bro ke n a b o n e , m y o pto m etrist d oes n 't 

wear glasses and m y ca rdi o logist is b uilt like a 

g1·ey h o u n d ? A nd m y d e rm ato logist h as n o visibl e 

sca rs . 

Non-Fiction 



H e sta r ts m y full bo d y ch eck. H e 's mutt er ing: I 

ca n 't und e rsta nd him . "Could yo u rep eat yo ur 

se lf, D octo r ? I didn 't h ea r yo u ." 

" It 's o kay, Mr. Mend ez . I was sp ea king to m y ass is

ta nt." I glan ce at th e yo un g ass istant and see h e r 

ca refull y n o ta tin g m y ch a rt, trying to suppt·ess a 

g rin. 

The Docto t· pt·e p a res th e burne r to ca ute ri ze. 

vaporize m y ca n ce r. I h eat· a s izz le. l sm ell burn 

ing fl esh . l sta rt c rying. I as k th e Do cto r to sto p 

fo r a m o m e nt. 

Our h eli co pte r s co m e in fas t . r ea dy to load a nd 

evacua te . Th e gauges o n m y in strum e nt p a n e l 

te ll m e th e stot·y of a r attling. tired m achin e , 

b egging fo r shutd own a nd se rvice . We' re fl ying 

way ove rtim e. 

We land in light ra in , st a r t to lo ad the wo und ed 

when the jungle lin e expl o d es. Enemy gunfire . 

Th e h e li copte r shudd er s o n ce , twice, absorbing 

two RPC ro und s . The e n gin e whin e chan ges to 

a screech. Watching th e windshie ld cr aze a nd 

cr ack, stitch ed with AK4 7 hits , l unclip m y safe ty 

h a rness, se t th e fire suppress io n sys te m , g rab m y 

shotgun and roll out m y d oo t', colliding with m y 

crew chi ef. Bull e ts zip ar o und u s . We st umbl e 

fo r th e tree lin e, u sing th e burning h e li co pte t·s 

as cove r. Pa int bubbles . Raindro p s sizz le, stea m 

ris es from th e h o t m e ta l. I sm ell m y copilo t a nd 

d oo r gunn e r coo king. 

.. I ' m so n y. l t 's t h e sm e ll. It rem ind s m e o f th e 

wa r ." 

"H ave yo u ta lked to an yo n e ab o ut it ? " th e d octo r 

asks, g iving m e his bes t th e t·ap e uti c loo k. 

"Wh o?" I t·e ply. "Th ey' re a ll d ead. " 

H a ndin g m e a t iss u e the yo ung ass istant as ks , 

"So yo u we t·e in Wo l'ld Wa r ll ? " The D octo r 

compl e tes th e ope t·ation . The sm ell lin ge rs. 

1 ca tch m y t·efl ect io n in a mino t· as I leave th e 

exa m room. A full h ead of white hair. Gravity 

is winning . S agging eye lid s . And an industt· ia l 

s ized , fl esh colored bandage on m y te mpl e . All I 

n eed is th e h a t. 
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Third Place 

h ave n eve t· see n co ld bl ood. 

A h o t summ e r day, pl aying fl ag foo t 

b all. My first nose bleed. Accidental. 

So bri ght , so wa t·m , spilling out o f m y 

n ose. tra iling ac ross m y lip . Red d o ts 

d l"ip , dt·ip ping upo n m y wh ite t - shirt, 

spreading into irregul a r sh ap es. pull ed 

by gr av ity and th e co tto n weave . Some 

drips reaching the g t·ass o n th e fi eld a nd d u k r ed 

fl ower s bl ossom . 

T as ting thick and co ppe ry. dra ining d ow n m y 

tht·oa t. A uniqu e tas te, like Oreos . lo b ste r , 

pea nut butte r. Fo r m e, it's h ow red tas tes. 

One o f th e las t h o t d ays of ea rl y fa ll . ly first nose 

b leed at sc h oo l. Deliberate. I see th e fi st co ming . 

A sm all crunch . press ure into m y eyes, ac ross 

th e fr o nt o f m y face, th en th a t r ed tas te again. I 

b en t ove r in time fo r th e n ext bl ow to b o un ce o ff 

m y h ead , bt·eaking hi s h and . I h ea r him sc rea m 

as l watch fa t t·ed dro ps of m y bl oo d b o mbardi e r 

towa rd his ni ce shin y sh oes . Splat , spl a t, spl a t 

o nt o hi s sh oes a nd th e bl ack asph alt. "B,·ea k it 

up !'' Th e vice prin cip al ye lls . 

By thirteen I had determined that face and head 

blood were different from limb blood. 
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Dan Ramirez 

Blood 
M o re t·ed , m o re in siste nt , m o re d ete rmin ed to 

escap e . Limb blood was re lu cta nt , ooz ing . 

La te Spring . A n ea l'l y ga m e in th e seaso n . Pl ay ing 

third base, a fas t high h o ppe r co ming up th e line, 

a runn e r co ming fi·o m seco nd , prep a t·ing to s lid e . 

The b a ll ta kes a b ad b o un ce a nd . ins tea d of n est

ling int o m y g love , it b o un ces off m y chin , d r iving 

m y teeth into m y to n g·u e a nd snapping m y h ead 

b ack. I'm bleeding and woozy as the runner slid es 

int o m e, cleats first, knocking me of{ th e bag and 

into the third base box. I li e in th e coach ' b o x, 

las ting r ed. m y calf thro bbing, bl eeding, co lo r 

in g m y g t·ay uniform and white socks we t pink 

a nd c reating clark red mud clo d s . "Sa fe !' I h ear 

th e umpire . "Pl ay to h o m e,'' I mumbl e . 1 s it o ut 

th e r est o f th e gam e, trying to ga th e r m y wits and 

su cking o n a n ora n ge p o ps icle . 

A hot Ft·iday night. Torso blood. Lit by stree t 

lights, l see th e swea t sta in ed, d a rk unifo rm , th e 

shin y b adge o n hi s ch es t , cap s ligh tly as kew. Hi s 

face is a ng r y. H e's po inting at m e. I h ea r a p o p . 

fee l a h a rd push . like so m eone bumped m e whil e 

running pas t , and th e n a brigh t , h o t ting le . I 

to uch m y ch es t , fee l t h e h o le . sm o king, s inged , 

until th e wa rm bl ood esca pes , sm oth e ring m y 

h and. lt fl o ws like a n o t quite clogged ki tch e n 

s ink , slow bu t stead y. ''S to p! H e 's just a kid !'' 1 

h ea r b e fo re I fa in t . 

Non-Fiction 



Standing in juven il e court with m y a rm in a 

sling, ch uged with ·' assau lt '' . I'm re mand ed to 

a com muni ty se r vice program instead of CYA 

ca mp . Unhappy with the comm uni ty service 

program, I stop participating. and en d up in 

yo uth autho rity ca mp , where fight s are entertain

m e nt. G ladi ato r night fo r th e co un e lo rs . Mo re 

blood. A ngr y bloo d . frustra ted blood but it s till 

t as ted r ed . The CYA lend s u s out as summ er 

wo1·k Cl'ews fo r th e Ca lifornia Forestry Service. 

Accid e nta l bl ood sp rinkl ed abo ut Pl acer ita 

Ca n yo n State Pa1·k. 

Co mbat bloo d . On twenty fo ur h o ur R&R, 

a wa lk through town loo king fo1· beer, babes , 

and clea n laundry. As we make o ur way down a 

narrow street to a favo1·ite bu, a gTenade r o ll s o u t 

fro m betwee n buildings, m eta lli c cli ck ti cks as it 

boun ces a long the rough street. I h ea r an abrupt 

ex plosion p ro p e ll ing bits of d eath . A sh a rp wasp 

sting just ab ove m y b oot top. Chaos . Screaming. 

I wa tch R ay co ll ap se o nt o hi s b ac k. a rte ri a l blood 

pump , pumping in te mpo to hi s hea rt fro m a 

h o le in hi s n ec k. As I st rip off m y unifo rm blouse 

to c1·ea te a wo und compress, I watch hi s cl ark 

skin tum g ray. Th e MPs co m e pounding up the 

n a l'l'ow street , ye lling a nd waving weapons. 

I press h ard on Ray's n ec k, t1·ying to stop th e 

pul s ing, wa rm fl ow of b lood en gu lfing my h and. 

Arte ri a l blood . d e5 per ate to ba th e Ray's bra in in 

oxyge n and nutri ents . In stead , it turn s m y shi1·t 

from khaki to wet sep ia . Ray looks at m e, coughs 

a few tim es, bl oo d in hi s throat. " H ow d oe it 

taste?" I as k Ray as hi s eyes close . Hi s pul se thins. 

My hand s and shi1·t a1·e stick/' wa1·m. A co1·psma n 

th1·ows hi s t ra uma bag down n ex t to Ray's h ead 

and push es m e as id e. "G ive m e room to wo rk . 

Mi ste r.'' 

Bl oo d typ e. innoce nt . c it y style. 1 stood in the 

window of m y apartm e nt on Bush St. in San 

F1·a n c isco . s ipping J o hnni e Bl ack and watc hing 

the traffi c go b y. The accid e nt h ap pened so fast 

that the t1·u ck hit th e ca r a nd was go n e before 

th e c run ching so unds of destroyed bod y pane ls. 

sc1·eech i n g tires and sh atte red glass reach m e. I 
dialed 911 , reported th e acc id e nt . g1·abbed a pa ir 

of fl ashlights and ran o ut t h e front d oo1·, down 

th e steep fli gh t of sta irs a nd into th e st r eet. 

The sp eed ing truck h ad spu n th e Toyota ac ross 

fou1· traffic lanes and into th e cu1·b where it sa t , 

lea kin g gaso lin e a nd steaming coo lant. I pro pped 

a fl as hligh t o n the street and se t it to fl as hing 

m ode as a wa rning to o ncoming traffic. I heu 

h eat ti ck , t icking. 

A young female drive r was the o nl y person in the 

ca 1·. Strapped in by the seatbelt , sh e was m otio n 

less, h e r h ead s itting o n h e r sh o uld e rs a t an odd 

a ng le. Bl ood casca d ed fro m a long. d ee p cut o n 

h e r fo reh ea d , cove ring h e r face. a r ed m a; k. 

She wore a tank top. I cou ld see a long hema toma, 

a brui se, a lrea dy forming wh e1·e th e sea t be lt h ad 

vio lently co nta ined h e r m o ti on. He1· purse a nd 

its co nt ents a re sca tte1·ed abo ut the passenger side 
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foo t well. The collis io n was so bruta l , th e fo rce 

h ad sn apped th e sh o u ld e r strap s o f h e r bl ac k bra . 

I ca refull y lea n ed in to th e window a nd t ri ed to 

find h er pulse . othing. I ta lk to h e r . " Wh at is 

yo ut· n a m e?" " Ca n you h ea r m e? " No resp o n se . 

"Yo u 've b ee n in a ca r acc id e nt. E m e rgen cy 

se r vices a t·e o n th e it· way. " I sm e ll h e r b lood . 

" Do n ' t le t all th e b lood frea k yo u o ut. H ead 

wou n d s always bl eed a lot. " 

I t h o ugh t I co uld h ear h e r wh eez ing breath ove r 

th e st ree t n o ise. to pped by th e o n co ming b la re o f 

th e e m erge n cy services ve hicl es . 

Th e first ESV to a rri ve ct·u sh es m y fl as hing fla sh 

light. Th ey cas u a ll y e m e t·ge fro m th e ir vehicles, 

la rge co nfid en t m e n , m oving to th e it· pt·e-as

sign ed duti es o f c t·owd a nd t t·affi c co ntro l , eval 

ua ting and stabiliz ing th e injut·ies of th e wo m a n. 

d ete nnining h ow to ex tract h e r fro m th e Cl'u sh ed 

Toyota. T h ey tell m e to step b ack so th ey ca n d o 

th e it· wo rk. I offe r th at I saw th e hit a nd run acc i 

d e n t occ ur. I' m direc ted to a p o li ce o ffi cer wh o 

takes my n am e , address a n d ph o n e numbe r and 

as ks m e to r eturn h o m e . 

Quickly, the Toyota is e ngulfed by t h e g ro up o f 

m en , fl as hin g lights a nd sq u awking r adi os t t·ack

ing th e co ntinui ng t rage di es o f th e n ight. Th ey 

b race h er n eck, b ack and legs the n split th e ca t· 

o pe n , r e m ovi n g th e t·oo f so th ey ca n lift h e r o ut 

th e top . 

I watch fr o m m y wind o w, sipping an oth e t· 

J o hnni e Black, h o pin g th e bl oo d on h er face 

did n ' t frigh te n h e t· too mu ch . 

H ospit al bl ood . Ever ywh e re. In th e E R, a ll 

m ann er of bl oo d y cuts a nd b loo d soaked dress 

ings . Or, pre H IV , wh e n yo u a rr ive h o m e, b loo d 

sta in ed sh oes, unifo rm s or d ri ed bl ood sp latte r 

ac ross th e face of yo u r wrist watc h . 

T o d ay 1 ca rry clea n , st e ril e b lood to an acc id ent 

victim in !CU. T wo bags o f A pos iti ve r ed blood 

cells . 

Th e nurse a n a nges th e b ag, co nn ects th e IV tube. 

The tube co re turns br igh t red , like ro p e ca ndy 

with a su rpri se ce nte r , as b loo d fl ows fr o m th e 

b ag to the bo d y. So clea n a nd h yg ie nic. n o drip s. 

n ot even bl oody. It pro babl y d oes n 't taste red . 

I j o in so m e of the ER cr ew fo r lun ch in t h e b t·eak 

roo m. A h ockey ga m e is o n th e TV. The p lay is 

fas t , g r ace fu l , t h e co ll is io n s abrupt and fi e rce . 

On e p laye t· r i e fro m th e ice. b leeding . The 

b lood dt·i p s to th e ice . l t d oes n 't sp latte r , fl ow. 

In stantly ch ill ed by th e p lay in g surface, it looks 

l ike a spi ll ed S lu rpee , b lo bs of stat ic b lood sp o t 

t ing th e ice . I wo nd e r, whe n b lood is co ld a nd 

freez ing, d oes it still tas te r ed ? 

I've n eve r see n b lood cold . 



John Cruz 

Non-Fiction 

Honorable Mention 

ffiyWalR 
y all acco un ts. l h ad a typ ical chil d h ood. 

My D ad worked. My Mo m m a n aged th e 

h o use and kid s . I was th e yo unges t o f 

fi ve child ren . Whil e m y famil y was th e 

typi ca l nucl ear Famil y of th e tim e, J was 

n o t th e typi ca l child . 1 was b o •·n with 

ce rebral p a lsy. 

My p a rents did n o t find out un til th ey 

sta1·ted to n o ti ce that I did n o t move l ike o th e r 

b abi es o f t h e sam e age . My p a re nts h ad to fin d 

o ut wh y th a t was . Fo rtun ately fo 1· m e, m y fathe •· 

se rved in and •·etired fro m th e U nited States Ai r 

Fo r ce . S o , as his d e pe nd e nt , I was entitl ed to t h e 

b es t m edi cal ca 1·e th e military cou ld provid e . I got 

just th a t - the b es t ca re ava il abl e . Un fo rtun ate ly, 

ce rebral p al sy ca nn o t b e cured . Cerebra l p alsy 

ca n o nl y b e managed . In m y case , ce rebral p a lsy 

prese nts as h ypertonast ic sp as ti c dipl egia ( HSD ) 

in m y legs . I d o h ave so m e fin e motor skill loss in 

o n e o f m y arm s but th a t is minute in co mpa l'i so n 

to the HSD affect ing m y legs. Mu scles co n t ract 

o r re lax . HSD m ea n s t h at m y legs n ever fu ll y o r 

trul y r elax. Fro m the ga te, eve r y d octo •· to ld m y 

p a re nts I wo uld n eve r b e abl e to walk o n m y ow n 

p owe r. l wo nd e •· wh a t th ose d oc to rs wo uld say if 

th ey co uld sec m e n ow. 

I h ad maj o r surge r y by t h e tim e l was three . I 

•·e m e mbe r m y pa re nts coming to vis it m e in 
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th e h os pita l. I fe lt so re li eved to see them. "We 

bro ugh t yo u a toy and yo ur favo rit e chips." m y 

Mo m sa id as sh e sa t in th e ch a it· bes id e m y bed . 

My Dad stoo d b ehind h e r ; his co un te n a n ce was 

loving ly p en s ive. I a te so m e chips and o p e n ed 

th e toy to pl ay with it. T h ey stayed fo r so m e tim e . 

Wh e n th ey le ft . l watch ed th e m wa lk d ow n th e 

h a ll way as fa r as I co uld see. I wa nted to go with 

th em. 

Mo t·e surge t· ies fo ll owed. By th e tim e I was ten , 

I h ad fo ur surgeries a n d th ree se ts o f sca r s . 

Two surge t·ies invo lve d th e sa m e mu scle g t·oup . 

The re pea ted surge ry was n eed ed to le ng th e n 

m y mu sc les to acco mm o d a te growth. Afte t· a ll , 

I was a g rowing child. With th at in mind. m y 

p a re nts tired of watching nurses wh eel m e away 

o n a gurney. They did n o t wa n t m e to g row up 

in a h ospita l recove r y ward. Com e wh at m ay. m y 

fa th er would n o t le t a n o th e r surgeo n pt·acti cf' hi s 

trade o n m e. 

S h o rtl y afte r th e cas ts were re m oved , and I h ad 

recove red e n o ugh fr o m thi s las t surge r·y, m y 

p a re nts d ec id ed to m ove to Ari zo n a. Wh e n m y 

p a re n ts m ad e thi s d ec is io n. my s iblin gs had 

a lrea dy flni sh ed high sch oo l. I h ad n o ch o ice but 

to m ove with m y p a t·e nts. I was o nl y te n - wh e r·e 

go m y p a ren ts . go I. In A rizona . li fe co ntinu ed 

mu ch as it h ad in Ca lifo rni a. My o ld fri e nd ph ys

ica l th e r·a py awa ited m y a n ·iva l. 

"Ca n yo u sw im ?" asked m y n ew th e rapist. 

"Yes!·· esca ped m y m o u th a lm ost befo re sh e co uld 

flni sh th e se nte n ce. O ff sh e we nt to ge t m e so m e 

swimming trunks. My m oth e r , wise b eyo nd m y 

und e rsta ndi ng . r ep eated th e qu es ti o n. "Are you 

sure yo u ca n swim?" 

I we nt to ch an ge into th e trunks and ca m e b ack 

read y to swim. My m o th e r wa tch ed as I go t t'ead y 

to break fo r th e p oo l like Mark Spitz, or r ath e r 

Mi ch ae l Ph elps. M o m slowed m e m o m e nta rily 

by whi sp er ing o u t "j o hn -J o hn. " j o hn -J o hn is n o t 

m y n am e. J o hn -.J o hn is a wa rning. Th e wa t·ning 

we n t unh eed ed. 

Aga in. th e th e rapist as ked . "Ca n yo u swim ?" 

Und a unted, I sa id , '' Yes !" and ran toward s th e 

p oo l as fas t as l co uld . ! j umped as fa r as I co uld. 

I pro mptl y sa nk like a rock wh e n I hit th e wa te r. 

The th e rapi st h ad to fl sh m e o ut. Thro ugh th e 

co ughing. I h ea rd h e t· ask a n ew qu es tio n . "Ar e 

yo u o kay?" She loo ked surpri sed . My Mo m 

loo ked o n with "I toldyou so ," wr itte n all ove r h e r 

wo rl'i ed face . No th e rapi st eve r aga in o ff'e r·ed m e 

th e o pti o n o f a p oo l ;e;s io n . And so. life we nt 

o n. Eve ntu a ll y, m y p a re nts d ecid ed to m ove b ack 

to Ca lifo rni a. Wh e re go m y pa re nts, go l . 

Wh en I left Ca lifo rni a, l was pa rt o f the class. and 

h ad th e sa m e g t"Oup of f.·ie nd s s i n ee kind e rga rte n . 

I re turn ed just in tim e fo r middl e sch oo l. R ath e r 

th an t·eturning to b e pa rt o f th e sa m e g ro up that 

I h ad left. l ca m e b ack as just a n o th e r n ew kid 

in sch oo l. T h e fri e n ds l knew s in ce kind e rga rt en 



re m e m bered m e; b u t. th ey h ad m oved o n to n ew 

inte1·ests. Everybody played an after schoo l ~pol'l. 

Everybody was go in g to the mall to h angout. 

Everybody was going to the next schoo l dance on 

Friday. I had to go to therapy. 1 played "adaptive'' 

sports in "adapti,e" physical education. I was 

going to th e1·apy. not a sc h oo l dance. Despite n ot 

b e ing pnt o f an y es tabli sh ed g ro up o f fl·ie nd s, l 

m ad e it th1·o ugh middl e sc ho ol a nd eve n m ad e 

n ew frie nd s . All th e whil e , I was doing exactl y 

wh at d octo rs sa id I wo uld n o t b e abl e to d o. I was 

walking o n m y own. 

I esca p ed th e frying p an o f middl e sch oo l to face 

th e fires of high schoo l. As a fres hman , I wanted 

wh at eve1·y high sch oo l kid wa nts . I wa nted to 

drive . Sadl y, th e minimum driving age we nt 

up som e tim e du1·ing m.y e ighth grad e . G o ing 

fo ,·ward , kid s h ad to wa it until th ey we re s ixtee n 

to dri ve. B e fore th e n, kid s could drive when th ey 

we1·e fo urtee n . C'est Ia vie. l d eve lo p ed m y own 

inte res ts . Rap mu sic and break d an cing were 

ga ining in p o pul arity at th e time . l still cou ld not 

dance; but. I was good with word . I penned my 

fi1·st verse when I was a freshman . I wrote well 

e n o ugh to m ake a n ew se t o f f ri e nd s . At t h e tim e, 

m os t of m y fri e nd s we re lea rning to gr affiti. I 

lea 1·n ed h ow to write m y lyri cs in g raffiti a nd too k 

a nickn a m e th at so m e still use to d ay. I g radu a ted 

fTo m high schoo l in 19 88. I went to m y g i·adua 

ti o n r eh ea rsa l ; and , l wa lked o n stage to accept 

m y high school dipl o m a . T h a t sa m e d ay, I we nt 

o n th e class trip to Di sn eyland fo 1· Grad ight. 

1 h ave n eve r let m y d isa bili ty sto p m e fro m trying 

to d o an ythin g. Co n sec1uentl y. I h ave take n o n 

ch all e n ges th a t o th e rs find surpri s ing . All m y 

life , ce re b1·al p alsy h as fo rced rest rict io n s o n m y 

ch o ices . M y o nl y reco urse is to take these res tri c

t io n s in st l'i d e. I h ave h ad to lea rn to sta nd up fo r 

m yself and n o t le t peo pl e di sco unt m e beca u se l 

h ave ce rebral p a lsy. Life passes ove r th ose who 

do n o t sta nd up . T o d ay, I am marri ed a nd h ave 

fi ve childre n. Eve rything tha t 1 am is beca u se m y 

pare nts tau ght m e to b e a good m an. Eve rything 

tha t I ha ve is b eca use m y wife ta ught m e to h ow 

to sta nd up fo r m yse lf. I love m y famil y. 1 h ave 

not topped wa lking since I learned how. Try to 

sto p m e . 
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Fi r"t PlaC(_ Gine Flury 

At Niue. Ou Niue 
h e gr ips h e r fathe r 's hand with a ll h e r 

might , 

afraid , but sa fe, in hi s strong clasp: 

a child o f nin e abo u t to see th e s ight 

o f so m ething h e wasn't su1·e sh e 'd 

g rasp. 

A Penn sylvania summ er d ay, a sky of 

c lo udless blu e. 

th ey e nte r a place sh e's n eve r bee n , 

with bl each e ,·s, dugouts and ground c rew; 

h e's pl eased to see she starts to grin. 

Into th e ir sea ts th ey se ttl e, hot dogs in hand; 

the A ll e ntown nin e took th e lu sh g1·een fl e ld ; 

and fair o r fou l, d ep e nding wh ere th ey land. 

h e pat ientl y ex pl a in s what an ump 's ca ll wi ll 

yie ld. 

N in e yo ung m e n pl ay S ing le A b a ll. 

looking fo r th e pe rfect pitch - a h ome1· to 

d e li ve1·! -

hoping maj o r leagu e sco uts wi ll g ive them a ca ll ; 

and a li tt le g irl addict ed , n ow a fan foreve r . 

Did the Red Sox win ? Who ca res OJ' r e m e mbe rs, 

both stadium a nd fath e r lo ng gon e; 

but memories re m ain , like lingering emb e rs. 

of a day lo n g ago, so bea utifully d1·awn. 

42 Poetry 



Gine Flury 

Poetry 

Second Place 

ffietaphOR fOR life 
at RocRefelleR CeiJteR 

ro m eth e us b lazes. shining sy m bolic of 

hi s ft e t·y rul e , 

th e tree with a milli o n co lo red ligh ts 

loo m s for all to adore . 

Thet·e were n 't a million lights , of 

co urse .. . 

But I didn't know that then. 

The skat ing t·ink, perfect as it ca n be, 

ice hard as di amond s 

sp arkl ing in the sun , waits for a thousand skates 

to scar it to t h e co re. 

The re wet·en't a thou sa nd skates, of cou t·se .. . 

But l didn 't know that then. 

Th e day is clea r and cold to the bones, th e sky 

blue as m y fathet·'s eyes; 

hundreds of skate t·s , m e in n ew skati ng skit·t , 

ready to take th e ice. 

There weren 't a hundred skate t·s, of course . 

But I didn't know that then. 

Bund led up skate t·s e nte r t h e rink , fa ll in sy n c 

a nd ta ke off in o n e direction 

except m e , of co ut·se , who thought the oth e t· way 

sure ly wou ld suffice. 

Thet·e t·ea ll y wasn 't just o n e route, of co urse. 

But I didn't know that then. 

43 



II 

1: 

A fl a mb oyant yo ung m an , glid es with gu sto, 

leap s into th e a ir, spins with style , 

sees m e in his pa th and c ras h es , fa ll in g to his 

kn ee . 

Thi s was n 't a pl ace fo r sh owboating, o f co urse .. 

But I didn't know that then. 

At th e sid e of th e rink , sn ow wh ite h a ndke rchief 

in hand to wipe away th e tea rs , 

m y fath e r asks wh at's wro n g and l sp ea k o f th e 

ska te t· wh o bl am ed his fall o n m e. 

Th is wasn't a tim e fo t· se lf - pity, o f co urse ... 

But 1 didn't know that then. 

Sobbing, I te ll o f this man wh o cursed tha t 1 

"we nt th e wrong way," ruining h is jump . 

"Yo u didn 't ," m y father qui etl y reass ures, "you 

simp ly ch ose a diffe re nt way. " 

T his was n 't a m o m ent fo r codd ling, of course 

But I didn 't know that then. 

A m etaph o r fo r life, a m antra unbro ke n , I 

r efl ect o n those wo rds so simpl y sp o ke n , 

m y fath e r 's wo rd s at Ro ckefell er Cente r o n a 

co ld D ece mber day. 

Tha t was a m o m e nt o f g rea t wisd o m sh a red, o f 

co u rse .. . 

But I didn 't know that then. 
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Chris Wilembrecht Third Place 

ReadiJJS ill Noisy Rooins 

Poetry 

ead i n g is always b est 

In n o isy roo m s 

Fill ed to th e brim 

With bea utiful wo m e n 

The lighting 

It's a lways good h ere 

Th e mu sic , well 

No t so mu ch 

But it sure is fun to 

Turn on th e p itch 

And play pt·ete nd 

We 're fa m o us a nd ri ch 

I'm a p oo t· a l'ti st 

I see beauti ful things 

Th ey like the wo rd Arti st 

But n o t th e struggle it b r in gs 

Is th e re a co nclu s io n ? 

H ow ab o ut t hi s 

Life is just un co mfo r tabl e 

Until it isn't , t h en it is 

Loo k at th e m . 
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T h ey' r e all so high 

O n amm o ni a and 

M eth ane and 

M onox id e 

Th ey' r e all so drunk 

On knowled ge and 

U nd ers tanding and 

Milli o n a ire sp unk 

[ am forced 

To r ely o n th em 

Yo ung p eo ple 

Yo unge r th a n m e 

Old p eopl e 

Growing yo unger th an m e 

New p eo ple 

Pres uming th em selves God 

A buse t·s. co n f use rs 

C rea to r s of ft·a ud 

Rightf ully so 

Rightfully so 

Pe rhap s it 's d eser ved 

If n o n e of us kn ow 

I too k a seat across th e roo m 

Ther e was a m a n bes id e m e 

Wh o a lso h ad a book 

And a slo u ch 

An d a smile 

'' I r I co uld sh a re one gTea t thing," 

H e sa id , 

" Pa y yo ur du es . 

M entally o r phys ica ll y. 

Whi cheve r o n e yo u a re 

m o t willing to sac rifi ce ." 

1 t h e n focu sed m y eyes 

T o this b ook h e h e ld cl en ch ed 

lt was u psid e d own 

Yet h e stared with content. 



Brian McClay 

Poetry 

Honorable Mention 

AfRaid t o fail 
o u a re th e sh adow th at h as sat o n m y 

sh o uld e t· 

s in ce t h e beginning. 

Yo u are th e ft ckl e co mp ass 

th at h as guid ed and mi sg·uid ed m e 

o n th e selftsh q u es t 

fo r m o t·e kn owledge, m o n ey. a nd 

resp ect. 

Mo ti vated by th e fear o f in ad equ acy, 

but n eve r in spit·ed by th e thri ll of achi eve m e nt . 

yo u a re th e p e r siste nt ring in g in m y ea r s. 

a remind er th a t m y fea ts are n eve r e n o ugh. 

Al l th e acco lad es in th e wodd 

co u ld n eve r fi ll the vo id t h at c reated yo u . 

Is it nature o r nurture? 

It m at te rs n o t. 

I wea r th ese sign s of stress the sa m e e ith e r way. 

Da rk c ircles and g ro und tee th te ll the sto r y 

o f m y C t·eek tragedy, 

a j o um ey with n o d es tin ati o n . 

No t b eca use I'm blind to th e absurdity o r re pe

ti t io n , 

but b eca use th e qu es t itse lf is e n o ugh to ft ll m y 

h ea rt. 

It is m y bo uld e t· to bea r . 

A nd. like S isyphu . I mu st pe r s ist. 
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Visual ARCS 



I' 
hrst Place Aaron Murillo 

Goldeu TauseRiues 

50 Painting 



Claudia P. Martinez Second Place 

IlusioJJ 

Painting 5I 



Third Place Mary LouJohnson 

Tom's DReam 

52 Painting 



Honorable Mention 

I . 

Brittany Rislund 

Untitled 

Lonna Cuti en ez 

''Moonlit Lilies'' 

Painting 

Accepted 

Sylvia Husted 

.. Urban Jungle" 

C laud ia P. M artinez 

"Kaleidoscope" 

53 



F1 rst P!clCe Elena Dolphin 

ARe You ffiy Teddy? 

I 

I 
i 

54 Drawing 



Alexa Clinite Second Place 

Wolf's Gaze 

D rawing 55 



Third Place Celia Corrales Martinez 

fat so 

, I 

Drawing 



Honorable Mention 

Ki e1·s ten Baue r 

''Moonlit Pearl" 

J ose Arias 

··cV- 6'' 

J ose Arias 

"WW" 

D rawing 

Accepted 

. / . / 

J ohn V. Arag·on 

"Model #3·· 

C h er isse Garc ia 

"Locomotion~~ 

-~ - .. 
.. v ... ' ':' 
,., ... , ,,:~ 

,~' 

57 



I ' 

I I 

, I 

ingr.di entS 
1 1/3 cupr a \....~ tter 

4 1/4 cups all~rpo ~1/•(\l(.JR 
1/2 cupC~~~~ tr.:.l/!c;;rtJa.. 1 
brown suga\ }\ 'Ut ( .,t. ~{:~ 

G(oul'dcinnamon s ~~\, 
&1 large egg~eai~n 

Rick Odell 

peach pie 

Graphic Design 



Rick Odell Second Place 

BadlucR 

Graphic Design 59 



1
1 I 

Third Place Miguel Moreno Jr. 

The .AveiJSeRs 

rAfE/16ER5 

6o Graphic Design 



MeganJacobson Accepted 

VaiJAReiJ pee bospical 

VanAken 
~Pe ospitalTM 

Graphic Design 61 



I 

I 
I 

I 
I 

. I 

'I I 

I I Fi r·st Place 

C.]. Edwards 

X ffiaRks t'he Spoc 

Photography 



Taylor Sinclair Second Place 

IllumiiJated 

Photography 



Third Place Amber Day 

Photography 



Honorable Mention 

A rn o n Li vings to n e 

'·Untitled 2 ·· 

Photography 

Mike Moo re 

.. Untit led 2 .. 



I I 

, I 

Accepted 

Christina Rom ano 

"Fire Gods'· 

Dakota Ostl e r 

"Renewa l"' 

66 

C IHi stina Romano 

"004 Dirifinger" 

T e rrence Pi e r ce 

'·Fallingfor Fall"' 

Photography 



Megan Jacobson F- i rq Place 

Tap 6aucius 

Static Computer Art 



r 1 

I 

Second Place Samantha Maughan 

GRoUiiiJS paiiJs 

68 Static Computer Art 



Megan j acobso n 

.. Life as a Werewolf" 

Static Computer Art 

Miguel Moreno 

''Pin-Up" 

Accepted 6g 



r ir"t Pldce Melissa Palacios 

I 

I I 

I 
. I 
I 

I 

70 Jewelry 



Sandi Whyman Second Place 

Chameleou 

J ewelry 



Third Place Patricia Keanini 

layeRed Syphoiny 

72 Jewelry 



Megan Jacobson F 1 r-..t P!ace 

ThROUSh Souud & ffiot:iou 

Time-Based Media 73 



Second Place Corey Saunders 

N ORCheRIJ ExpRess 

74 Time-Based Media 



Sandi Whyman F:r...rPlace 

The family TRee 

Sculpture 75 



' I 
Second Place Arnon Livingstone 

ElmiRa 

Sculpture 



r Third Place 
Nannette White 

RiveR Of LiFe 

77 
Sculpture 



h r-.t Plate Suzy Turner 

family Totem pole 

, I 

Ceramics 



Nannette White Second Place 

paisleys 

Ceramics 79 



Third Place April Watt 

GRoovy SquaRes poe 

8o Ceramics 



Rumi Poling Honorable Mention 

SuiDineR GaRdeJJ 

Ceramics 8r 



F11 ..,t Place Mary Worel 

AUCUllliJ 

Glass 



Patricia Keanini Second Place 

RUffled COIJfetti 

G lass 



\ 

\ 
\ 

84 

Third Place 

Gl ass 



Traveler Staff 

Project Manager & Designer Ki e rste n Bau er 

Designer M. Alec Lomas 

Illustrator Ri ck Odell 

Illustrator K ati e Be1·n ard 

Illustrator Amy Wahl 

IllustratOI' K e n zie Guenero 

Illustrator Migu el M o ren o 

11/ustratOI' Nathan iel Weinste in 

Student Jurors 

Grace L. Si lvas 

Che ,·yl Vaughn 

Chuck Wan 

Student Literary Staff 

Faculty Advisors 

Al ex En co mie nd a 

E1·ika H ayes 

Ange lia Hill 

Anthony Ma1·c iano 

D o n Mci ve r 

Lilli Mohl er 

Ashl ey Pe rry 

C h a rl es Threat 

Graphic Design Miche ll e Blo mb e1·g 

Visual Arts Content Sharon fo,·smo 

Visual Arts Co ntent Dea n Terasaki 

Literary Arts Co ntent J o hn Vento la 

CRedits 



Community Judge 

Marlys Kubice k 

Community Reader 

Moll y Vill e mez 

Faculty Literary Judges 

Special Thanks 

Dea n of lnst ruclionr 

Ph otographer 

Secretary to the Dean of instruction 

Art Department Secretary 

Art Department Chair 

English Department Chair 

Eng. Dept. Webmaster 

Tra veler Procedural Advisor 

Web Applications Specialist 

J eff Bake r 

Re nee Bars tack 

Laut·e n Brande nburg 

J aym e Coo k 

G in a Desa i 

Tt·evo r Duston 

Rox anna Dewey 

Scott Schulz 

Rya n Ke nn ed y 

Dawna Kre min 

S h erri McCl endon 

R.J. Merrill 

Mary J ane Onnen 

Ma rl a DeSo to 

Dawn Meyer 

Bobby Sample 

a nd 

CCC Creative Wl'iting Faculty 

J enna Duncan 

Kimbe rly Mathes 

Virgi l Mathes 

Rashmi Menon 

Phi IIi p Roderick 

Mark Viques n ey 

Lori Wa lk 
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