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From the EdiioR:

A sincere thanks to all of the talented authors and artists (hat sub

mitted to the magazine this fall. TIk^ j)ast few montlis have been a

crazed daze, gelling this fine magazine into your hot litlle hands.
There have been inanv that helj)ed us along the way, and it’s only fair

that these great ])eo])le are mentioned hv name: Dorothy Wearne,
for her golden advice and invaluable knowledge of everything;
Eugene Johnson, for his incredible attention to detail and uncan

ny photography skills; Jose Chaves, for his excellence and literary
pr owess, Gary Anderson, Ram Rattan, Trish Hamer, and
Sliirley Nagy, of the L(X Printing and Graphics staff for their col

lective sunny smiles and can-do attitude; Tina Lymath and Barh
Delansky, the Ivory Tower goddesses of Students First!; the great
and friendly staff over at Chase Embroidery and Digitizing for
their work on the elusive Denali pat(“h; former Denalians Brian
Simard and Anne Starke for not only opening the door, but let

ting me inside; Enuly Bean for her tireless punctuality, dedication,
uncompromising confidence and loyalty; and of course, Dan Ball,
Jr. for his contribution to the website’s well-being and physical

health. A heartfelt thanks also goes out to you: The readers, the stu

dents, (he peof)l(\ There are countless others out there that have con-
ti ibuted in some way or another to the magazine, and to you, the ones

1 haven't mentioned. I’m having a party this weekend at my place.
\ou’re all invited.

—Jayce Barnhart!

p.s.-B.y.O.H.
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Eqqs/WoMAN
A(\c1rea DervIn

"Art. lor so long in my lit«“. ha.>' Ih-cii tin* curt* lor liopc. god, roinco and Juliet, food, ami liumaiii-

tv when it isti't. Art then becomt^s a way of breatbing. and relaxing tlic outer to the inner,

tin* inner to the outer, until as in yoga, tlie l)reath i.s breathing me. *

digital [ihotograpliv
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Sean EaIy

Voiir srciil is still urouiul

niliiijf ii|) my cni|jtY house.

Ami I try not to breathe—
Hut il‘s no use.

When 1 breatlie.

I l)reathe deepiv

ainl jfltosls aj)j)i*ar.
Some are of wliat used to be.

Some ol what sluuild have been.

Am! soiiH“. (hose are the most,

are of what I wanted to be.

I still want,

like tile roses want water,

hike tlu'V nee<l the siinliglil—

I ncM'd you.

If pain is the earth

in which I have been planted,

tlu-n I f£row in the emotion,

with your narm- as the see<l.

and your presence as tlie water

tliat provides the nourishment.
I l)(‘ar no Iruit

because a dead thing cannot produce.

Hut what I have is only what I am chasing:

Memorie.s, of you and me.

of things that held us together
over so manv years.

If 1 show«‘d you my heart,

if I gave YOU the truth,
wouhl von <mt this vine down?

Vlould you bury me in (he very ground that I grow?
W hatcver it is that I have.

I have it because of you.

And even il it's empty, I keep it—
because I love vou.

I'jII



RAyMONa's Carc
HowarcI Edert

" riiiinks In liiis "rrat coiinlrv for forcinj; me to \vorsliip the dollar liilll (/<mI hless \im*riea!

RavmomI s lirsl day ol class was not going to

be an easy one. We all knew llii.s long iti

ad%ance. "Ravnioml is not going to have a 2<iod
first (lav in Mrs. Mersh's class!" we'd tease ea<'h

other, singifig oji the plavgrounds of onr youth.
When Raymond lirst (Mitered Mr.«. Mersli's

he was tardv hy most .standards. But since

lie was mentallv retarded, he was allowed an

<‘xtra two minutes leeway time, in case he lost

his way and <Mided ii|) in a locker. (Don't laugh—
it s happened twice liefore.)

We were all seated in Mrs. Mersli'.s class that

afternoon, expecting Raymond's arrival, and
there he was. standing at the room's threshold,

holding a small scrap of paper and snilfing the
air. smelling the .«cientilic smells coming from

long since laded lali«»ratorv experiments.
Mrs. Mersh was wearing her usual oiitlit:

Pants and a tee-shirt. Today, the pants were a

fad(Ml denim pink, and the tee-shirt was colored

yellow with hrighi red lettering across the chest:
“MATil...” And tluMi written underneath in small

er letters: '\..IK;t Itl' IT oi t!“ She stopjied taking
roll wluMi Raymond slep|)cd in. lilazed from his
dream and ready to iin locus and relent.

”W ho's this?" Mrs. Mersh looked up from

her rollhook and addressed Raymond, lie
looked faintly at Ihm' and sniiled. The color went

out of his thought for a hwv seconds, and he
recovered well.

■■Ravinond." he answered dully. "My name is

Raymond.' llis last sentiMK'e had the undercur

rent ol speech th<Ma|)y written all over it.

Some of us laughed. W hat Raymond said was

funny to ns, until w'c realized why it was so

snppos(“ that you'd he thinking that ail classes
have to have a retarded kid. right? WtdI. right.
Our class did. hack in the sixth grade...

● ● ●

Of all the teachers at our school. Mi>. Mersh

had to he the ahs<dute wraiu'sl. Sht* knew that it

was 'instinct' that drove the first human pair
towards lornicalion. She also kn<“W the name of

.lupiler's largest moon. Mrs. Mersh didn t ha\e
loo much palitMice with many of the kids in Ium'
science classes. That's why we figured she'd have
a hard lime with Raymond. Raymond was our

class ■‘retarded kid." He had soggy, moppv hair
and sad. sad eves, d'here may have been some

inkling of cognition or happiness somewhere
there within him. hut it coidd never he smell out.

I km'w Mrs. .Mersh was going to have a hard
time with Raymond. In fact, everyone else knew

the same thing. Mrs. Mersh was a crotchety

young woman, droopy in the middle and Hat on

the top. ''Her face was like a hull, most of her
slud«Mils would iiKMition off the record. She

ofliMi scolded Ihm'younger studtMils, hcliltling
them with acts of verbal warfare while hrandish-

ing an o|)cn stapler.

Mrs. Mersh had posted a vellow rectangidar
sign running at'ross the top ol the Ironl chalklM(ard
that read: IMI.I IU: Is NOT \N ol’I'loN. I II Wi: \ l.ow

ToiTilwci: I'oli sTi i‘mm.

rids hrighi indicator of subtle classroom

pressure was (lis|)layed evenly to lh(“ silling stu
dents during her science classes. PersonalK. I

thought the sign looked out of place. The hi

word “STI Tllirn” did notldng good lor my sub
conscious, lliat mucli T knew.

cla:
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funny. TIumi we stopped laufillin".
"^ou n* the retardy" Afrs. Mersh asked from

ac ross the room. Her keen sehoolleachin^ eves

were darts. |ea|)ing at Raymond with pn-ferred
aeeuraev.

\ lew of us jumped a little—actnallvy/</n/;c'd—
wlx'ti w»- heard Mrs. Mersh eall Hayinoiid a

'retard. I mean, sure. Raymond tni';lil ha\e real

ly a rc'lard. hut to hear an adull. an adnil

l('tich(’r. eall somcmne a retard—to their /dee—was

just plain wron". W rong enough to make half
the class jump out of their daydream boners ami
listic'ss lo\e lutles. A tew of Us snickered. Some

laughc-d mil loud. A couple pointed. Main
gasped, and several swooned,

"^es." Raymond answered. He knew soine-
whcwe d«x-p down that he was called "Raymond”
and lliat "Raymond” was a "retard." which was

another way of saying: “Unable to do what
everyone else is doing.’' There werc“ oid\ ihrc-e

pieces to thi.s complex mental puzzle, and
Raymond had fit these together at an early

n^larded age*. To Raymond, hearing the word
"retard" come from this new teacher was no dif

ferent than hearing it in the school's hallwavs.
at home-, or at the grocery store.

"Siddown! Mrs. Mersh sna|i|ied. harking
orders like a saber-toothed dog. She pointed
sharply down at an empty desk near the front of
the classroom. A lew ot us could hi'ar Ix-r hand

cut the air as she snapped it about.
Raymond started walking away from the

doorway, into the classroom. His pants were dry
and wrinkled, and hi* wore a l)lue ".Memlx-rs

Only’’ jacket. He Inul no bcxiks or snp|»!i(‘s with
him. only a small folded piece of paper in his
left haml. To mi*, it looked like Raymond was

holding a schedule or a hall pass. Tlierc were
oidy a l»*w of us seali'd towards the hack of (he

room that could see Raymond's folded pii'ci* of
paper. My p<*rsonal guess was that it was smix*
kind of greeting card.

Raymoml's walk across the classroom was

more like a dead shiilfle, heiglileix'd to a lurchy

steji method. A little drag lx*re. a little* shuffle

there. Mr.s. Mersh continued jxiinfing at the
empty desk, \vaiting impatiently for the new kid
to reach his seat. This ix*w retarded kid

Raymond would lx* her ix*\t star attraction. I

could tell that she planned on teaching the men
tal retardation right out of his head. She had

dreams of curing his mental retardation with

id(*as of flash cards ami scathing I’riday rej)orts
tor the parents.

Raymond slo|)ped before* reaching his desk,

now in front of the class ami lac'ing Mrs. Mersh.
All of us were leaning forward, wondering who
would speak first. Would Mrs. Mersh yell at
Raymondy I think that's what most of us wanted

to hear. We all secn-tly ho|)c*d that Raymond

wouldn't start trying to (lc*fend himself %erbally.
It would make mattc*rs much worse, we all knew.

“Well?” Mr.s. Mersh glared at tlx* sullen face

of her newest stud<*nl. 11 is face was pasty and
rouixl. with a misplac(*d dimple ah)ng his jaw'-

line. His nose was upturned and constantly
sniffing, while his dull, flavorless eyes continued

to search for new things to conceive.

A couple of us winced inwardly when

Raymond handed his folded paper to Mrs. Mersh.
\ow she woidd have some sort of ammunition

to further use against him. If tlx* ixite happened
to excuse Raymotxl's tardiness. Mrs. Mersh

would no doubt find a tasteless and scientific

way of working the words ami r<*latcd theme of

"lardy" into whatever zinger she happened to
pitch at him.

.Mrs. .Mersh took the card from Raymond,

and upon opening it. her {expression changed.
We were all dying to know what the note said.

W'e coidd tell by the wav she handled the j)aper
that whatever news on it was Wg news. .Mrs.
.Mersh read and rer<*ad (he greeting card. Read
it a thousand times. Stu<li<*d it. and formed an

opinion. It took lx“r onK a nx)men(. hut she

revised and ronijiosed lx*rself.

"The card says: "tot 'iti: she

said, holding the card open for the class to see.

i.iii



HElpiNq Hanqs
ViCIA NeIson

I lirsl iM'fian likiiijf plio(i)<fra|iliy as a ciiikl, because ol my lalli(“r.

l)lack and white. 35min Nikon

I )< ii.iliH
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I NodcjEC

Waters Meet

sniH(“(i my bare loot on the coticrele stoop,
criii'iin'i at «-arh hooin of Moin‘s angry lieels
against llnr hnolciim anil llie occasional

shriek ol metal on nu'tal as slie kickeii pots and

pans out ol lier way. Dail s voice was barely
audiblt^; Mom was screaming. "I'm IwngrY!" she
yelled in her ex-luisbamrs face, not realiv seeing
liim tliere.

"Do yon want me to make you something?"
Ik- aski-d hi-r softlv as slie stomped into her bed-
rootii."l)o you want me to make you something?"

"(iet out ol mv house!' slie screamed as slie

came stomping in wearing just her beach cover-
up; it didn't cover up much. "Your responsibility
emls at my front door!" slie bellowed, pointing a
waverinji liimcr at the back door.

I le looked at her calmly and asked. "\on

sure?" She pushed him towards and tlien into
the door hefori- he could open it.

"Cor

d'he sun was setting compassionately on this
scalding .Inly day; it knew that I could not take
both th<- heat of its rays and Mom's scalding
words. I sat still, wondering if I sat there long

enough, still enough, whether I would still be
then-. 1 stood up suddenly as I heard her yelling
again: I couldn’t tell what she was saving. I didn't
really want to. 1 walclied the empty living room,
clenching and releasing my fingers anxiously,
wondering what they were doing that could he
so (|ui('t.

Dad appeared in the kitchen with tlie phone
in his hand, .just as he started dialing, Mom

came running at him from the back of the
house and threw her entire belligerent body
M’eight against him.

"Marv!" He cursed, stepping back to regain
his balance. He tried to hold onto her shoulders

but she just wailed her arms at him. punching

him over and over and over. He let g<» ol her
and stared into her wild, drunk (-y<-s, completi-ly
unahle to find the woman he ha<l married, tlu;

mother ol liis children, liis Iriend.

"Out. OI T. Of'77" She screamed at him. and

he nodded, taking the phone and walking
towards the- front door.

I stareil straight ahead as I li.stened to mv
dad's footsteps come nearer. He stopp«-d liefore

pushing the tattered screen door op<-n. noticing
that I was leaned u|) against it. 1 stood up to let
him out, moving to the cool grass of the front
lawn. I stared at the green hlades [loking
through the spaces between my toes as I took
small steps in a little circle, listening to the cries
ol the metal door hinges as Dad came outside
and started dialing the phone.

“I l(!y.” he said, seeing my long, tense figure
tip-toeing in the grass. He stopped dialing.

"What’s up?" I asked him, staring into sweet,
vacant eyes. He shook his head and leaned down
to hug me.

"It's okay. Kid." he saiil matter-<d'-factiy
Ix-fore risin<r to leave.

"Yoirre leaving?" I asked, all at once l<-tting
the meaning of the conversation I had just
heard from inside the house hit me. He nodded.

"It's her house. he conceded.

She's drunk!" I countered, furious. Ih-

looked at me and sighed mutely, walking <wer to
his ear. I le started the engine just as 1 slammed
the door behind me and stomped through our
living loom.

"Mom!” I barked irritably. p<-eking my head
around the corner into her bedroom, but sIk-

wasn’t in there. Then I noticed tin- blooil spilh-d
on tin- bathroom sink, the toilet, ami tin- floor

ol th(‘ hallway leading into my h<-<lroom.
Shil. 1 thought. I knew she was okay: 1 was



used lo (he eiiUinj;. It was still j;ross. thoujjli.
and it still freaked me out to see all that life all

over the floor. 1 never reallv could "rasp whv
she did it.

1 stepped over some clothes on inv floor and
enten'd the room. Sliil. I whispered ajraiii.

1 took three hi" steps an<l scooped up inv lit
tle si.ster. who had scjuished herself into the cor
ner of my ImmI. stariti" at Mom in horror as she
lay on the floor beneath the window, sohhin".

Ahhy wrap|)ed her arms around my neck and
clainpi'd her liny, strong legs around my waist as
1 carried her into llie livin" room and set her on

the couch. I hriished a piece of sweaty hair out
of her fact* ami kissed lier forehead.

"Where's Dad?" she asked me.

1 sliook mv liead. "Hohin's coming." I told
her. "Slie'll he here in a few minutes." -Vhhy

m)dd<‘<l. curiing into a tired little ball and ch).*-
ing her eyes against inv warm, exhausted face. 1
kissed lier nose and got u|) to stand outside and
wait for Hobin.

Robin was a friend of the family whose
father was an alcoholic. Robin often acted as

our saving grace. .A thin, motherly woman with
l)i-oa<l hi|»s and fine blond hair, she was also the
])ersonification of kindness and strength. I

sighed at tlie sight of her car. knowing her pres
ence wouhl liring at least the illusion of sanilv
hack into niir house.

"Dad left.” I told Robin matter-of-factlv. '.^he

had come slraiglit from work, still wearing
khakis and a delicate silk sweater. She nodded

at my coinim'iit.

" riial makes sense." she concurre{l. and 1

felt my eyes turn stoney.

"It does not! How could lie jxist leave like
that? She's drunk! W lio's supposed to take care
ol her?’ I deiminded, hut Robin just shook lic'r
head.

ihmi mon- messes to dean up. After a few long
minutes of silence. lhou"h- I >liH didn t hear

anything <ither than mv sister's sleepy hreallis in
the dark liviii" room.

I turned and looked into the house. I'lu’

kitchen light was reflected on tliree lunpty pot>
on the lloor. the tools ol Mom's noisv wrath ear

lier that afternoon. Abbv lie passed out in the
<lark living room, the last of the sunsel's \ iolel
"oodniglit glowing on the wall. 1 opcneil the
screen iloor and went hack inside; to sit with mv

sister and wail for whatever was to come. I knew

lhi‘S(“ nights too well lo think tlie worst was over,
ami I was right.

Mom came shuffling in just as I sat down,

her l)lood-<“neriisted bathrobe lianging optm to
h“l her liruised. somnolent liodv feel tin* hint of a

breeze that was sneaking througii the stiff curtains.
I stared at her blankiv. unable and unwilling

to h-<*l anvthing. She plopped down at m\ f<-<*t
and hugged mv bare legs. 1 felt like pulling awav
but ditln'l. knowin" that this touch miglil mean
(In* difference lietween whether sin* gets drunk

(omormw or not. I knew' that ke«*ping ln*r calm
now might nn;an the difference i)etw<*en having
Mom at hom<* lor the rest ol the month, oi' only
getting to visit her from 5:.S0 lo 7:30 on Mondays,
Wednesdays, atid Fridays at the Milwank<*(;
County I’svchiatric Hospital downtown with its
plastic orange seals and cranh(*rrv juice in littb*
tin-loil covered plastic cups.

Mom star(r*d crying and ajtcdogi/.ing. rocking
hack ami lorlh. still hanging onto mv legs. That
was the only time all night that I couldn't ke(*[>
mvself from crying. I sat down on the floor with
her and li«*ld her face and cried, tolil lier it was

okav am! that I didn't blame her, that she was

going It) l)e all right. I looketl her in tin* t*y**s ami
loltl her she needed to slo|i drinking; slie nod-
i!(;<l and cried harder.

‘■|'!rin. " she sohh<;<l, mixing lier salty tears
with tin* dried blood on the back ol her arm as

sin* tried lo wipe her eyes dry. "Would you
understand if I killed mvself."'"

I wiped beneath her eyes with the pads of my
lhnml)s. kissed each of her soaking cheeks, and
nodded.

“Not you.'’ slie said firmly as she met my
tired, stoic eyes. "W here is she?” Robin asked,

pulling tin* door open. I stayetl on the porch,
pointing to my room.

I breathed in the sunset, knowing I coiddn'l
stand here lor long. Soon there would be mon*
accusing, stomach-turning howls from mv mother.

I illl '.IIH.I



HikE In Burnt Forest

3anIe[ Hanson

■■ riio mu‘oin|>roniisin£r exploration of the imagination and rr<-ating is a necessarv component to
Ihoiij: a virliious human beiii}^."

hrown »?ver)\vh«^re

ash and dead seatlen’d pine needles

coaled lern lull with single

new green l)lade eelehraling the sun

occasional oasis patch somehow
untouclu'd. gleaming in light

neon red jilastic tape warns of

"killer tree’*—massive old growth

leaning like an alcoholic on its
arboreal brother—near the end—

a stance thal j)ronounces immineni fall

abandoned junk sj)ider web

torn and Indding seeds and needles

anotluT [>ol«“ntially murderous fir

—defying gravity— somehow
stands on a charred foundation

refusing the condition

i-‘ Di'M.iII



Back Home AqAiN
^EDECCA S. Hi

"I pickrd ii|i a |>ainll)ru.sh and began lo waler<(»lor liv*- yc'ar.s ago. I enjoy tlie freedom of
expression as well as tlie portabilit)’ of this art form.’"

wateiTolor

i.i



ViviAN

^EbECCA S. Hii

watcrcolor
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FIreDance

REbECCA S. Hi

walcrcoior

I'dl iniK!



Ice is NicE

DEbbiE BIutIh

"I'm t\v(“nl)-s(‘v<‘n old newlywed with a four year old son. I ve just be{{un inv college
education and I love it. I'm an aspiring novelist and am passionate about writing.”

tlieir minds, today s assignment was to create

a poem based on one line: lee is Nice. seed
of thousht had been entrusted to me, a se^ul

that I was expected to coax into flowerlmod

with the liglit of my mind: to bring to blossom

a poem in a mere five minutes.

Mrs. Romesburg strode to the Ironl of the

room. The early afternoon sutdight glinted off

her glasses, giving her a merry twinkle as she

grinned.

"So wlio wants to share with us?” (dearly

she thought the line a challengt% and ndished
the chance to hear us recite our creations. I

wanted to volunteer, 1 did, hut 1 hesitated.

While I waited, another student was chosen,

riie litlie and lovely girl stotxl gracefullv. d'hi'

liquid gold sun shone on her luminous, honey-

blond hair, and she coyly lowered dark laslu’s

over her sapphire eyes. This girl, otherwise

known as "the academic goddess'’ coughed del
icately and then said:

"Ice is nice...Ice is nice for lemonade in the*

looked u|) at the dusty green board, at the

words inscribed there in pale yellow. I bit

mv lower lip. and tajiped my pen nervously.

.Again 1 read over th<‘ hastily scrawled words

l)cfore me. Mv pen pressed deep into the

|)aper. with heavy black porcupines obliterat

ing the flat, ugly or missptdled words. It was

good—I was almost ci'rtain it was goofl—but it
was diflerent, too. Would it earn me a smile ol

appreciation, or oidy tlie truly excruciating

silence that only a room lull ol adolescents

could make? At that point. I didn't—couldn't
know.

I w'as, I felt, a rather av<‘rage high school

senior. Average that is. if every student

dro|)ped out of school after receiving their

first 4.0 (M*A after the first term of their jun

ior year because they felt lik<‘ a failure. "Over-

achiever" might have l)cen a more fitting

description of me bar k then. In srdiool. as in

other parts of my life. 1 pushed to achieve in

order to coiupruisate lor a lack that I j)erccivt*d

in myself. I'd wr>rked hard and made it hack to

school, determined t<j graduatr*.

Once more I looked up at that familiar

board, like so many others, aware rrf (he faint

scent of chalk from my front row seat. Mv

teacher had given the class what slm called an

"Energizer” assignment: a five mitiiite exr-rcise

at the start ol tlie class to encourage ht“r erst

while slothfid English students to "ciiergi/.e"

shade...'

Another reading Irom a sweet, mousy

haired girl immediately followed this por-m.

Hers sounded startlingly like the first,
from the back of the room. (ira<iy

Rolileski. tlie class clown, nonclialantly raised

his hand. Mrs. Romesburg beamed. <d)viousiv
anxious to hear what the near infamous

R(d)lcski had to say on the subject. (»rady

iK'll.lli\(<



flashed a ndaxccl and rocky smirk from where

he was slouched down low. Iiis feet wav out in

front of iiim. the ullimate in laidhack cool a.s

he spoke: ‘‘h-e is nice for chilling cold beer, for

throwinj: at friends and for puttinjr down tlie
front of girls' shirts." 'I’here was laughter all

around, myself inehnled. and vet I felt embold

ened by what 1 considered mv classmates'

sophomoric take on the subject. I rai.sed mv

hand high.

■'Debbie?'’ My teacher prompted and I

stood up slowly, a rosy color rising in mv

cheeks (h'spit<- my best «dforts to deny it. I

couldn't 1m“I|) thinking in near panic ‘'/(c is

ni<v all ri^lil. unless of raurse it's paper thin iee

sirelclied onr a frigid, inilerv <diyss and van

happen lo he standing on it!" I calmed mv

tlioughts. cjt“ar<’<l mv throat, and |)icked up the

innocnou.s-looking [)iecc of notehook paper. I

took a deep breath and began:

■'This just sort of...

searcfiing for the right w<ird before going on.
"...comes out of von—<loesn’t it?’’ She said this

somewhat acciisinglv. and I was at first taken

aback before- she said it again. "Just comes
riirht out of von!’'

and she paused, as if

It was then that 1 recognized it. Tlie feeling

emanating from h<*r was jealousv! i.Not ran

corous. but ailmiring and surprised and slvlv

amused, riie woman was amazed bv mv poem

and was letting the wlioh- room know it. I was

stunned spcechh'ss. How does one respond lo a
comment like that?

I think in th(“ end I stammered out. "Yeah.

\lv clu'eks wi're now a crim-u!i. v<“ah, I guess,

son-cherry color for an entindv differmit rea

son. Mr.'. Homesburg had [iraised ni\ work

before—praise I a[ipre<'ialc<l—hut somehow

assiimeil was that generic kind ol praise that

teachers porliomal out to most of their stn-

dmits. J’liis time was dillcrent. though. J'liis

time I felt certain that it was .sincere praise and

just for me. and it left me delightfulK dazeti.

I m sure Mrs. Homesburg wasn't aware ol it
then. Init that kind ol unabashed admiration

of mv skill, that kind of immediate and gen

uine valiilation of m\ talent was a spark that

lit a fire ol passion within m<‘. It wasn't just

anvbodv praising me—It was my teacher! Mv

English tcachi'r thought I wus \vr\ good. I’ll

lorevcr Ix' indebted to Mrs. Homesburg for

that, for loving l''mglish and writing and U-ttin

me know sIh* thought I did it well. \\ bo knows,

someday I just might lx* a Ncic )ork I'iines

Hesi Selling Uilhor. and I. ot course, will need

lo <l<‘dicat<' mv lirst liook to mv senior English

teacher Mrs. Judy Homesburg.

Ice is nice in drinks lor toasting Mrs.

Homesburg.
Iee is nice, indeed.

bx- i,' nice for packaging a l(●arful In-art.

One from w hich happ\ moments lice.

●\ thou.'iind shatti nxl dn-anis an’ part.

I ortn'ss defense r»’|K‘ls all warmth Irom me.

Dark’s the mark nx-n through tlie traiisiiKX’iK e.
Ilii’re all lime is Irozeii stand still.

I.ov(’s a horrid, painful. |>»‘nance.
All's swwi. swift hunli’d liir the kill.

I'hcre was a full heartbeat's hesitation, and

then anollu’r. Onl\ absolute silence greeted
me. I swidlowcd. and sunk back into mv chair,

mv cheeks llaming anew. Mrs. Homesburg

approached my desk an<l leaiu’d down. Her

glassi’s wxT<’ no long<T Hashing merrilv.

Instead, thev seemed to b<‘ gauging me. She
rested both haniis on tin- sides of inv desk,

bringing her lace within im hc's of m> own. Alx

heart nearh stojijieil. Was it realiv that bad?
Then she told me slow H :

if

T
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VIOVEC

DebbiE BIuth

Tliere’s somrlliinji alinosl mafiical

about thf si^lit of llu- wind throujih tlio ‘irasj'CS.

It almost |KTf(M'tly mimics
tlie look of waves on llu‘ oc«'an.

When tlic stalks prc'ss <-|os«“ and How against each other
It resembles soiii«‘ sctrl ot InuK’tir’, tribal dance.

Other times it's as if tb«‘ motion itsell

Denotes an <mormoiis, s«‘nticnt thing.

Other limes yi‘t it's lilo* the ripple of raised fh^sh I get—
When I ri>fhtened

Or

Aroiised.

Th«“ fon-(‘ <d the wind on the Held could be compared to

The swirl of par k(“d New York Citv street crowds

pushing to move and ever make their way to and from.

Or even like tiu' unseen, enigmatic el(“ctrons.

ex<dtedlv bouncing off each other in an amazing displav

<d the most basic primal energ^.

It is mesmerizing to behold.
It is the beauty

ami the

Power

of

Nature.

I )<'iiali1!i



UNTiTlEcI I

ArIeI ScIhuIze

l)la('k ami while. 35nini
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UNTinEcl II

ArIeI ScIhuIze

black and while. 3otiitn
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aividEd

pREcJcly PoRTiib

Tliroii<f|i ill*' t'Y<‘s <»f llu‘ unknown

Sl«‘j)[)iii<: oiil ol ilie sand box

grabbing my niotlu'r’s liatnl

walking lo t)iir casa

stopping for our

buying spices and l)oans

feel resistance for language
Is not understood

(irude, um(lhi<ud nunarks are made

Only utubu’stood from the ears of (d nino

f irst recolleelioti of a memory

Coniusion sets in as (be roots grow de<“|)er
into tbe s<dl

My ears only lu’ar their longues deraj^atory

cena

lull i2u(iy i;i



Sacj Story
<Ris BIutIh

Hunter S. I'liompson once said that writing is like sex; it's only fun for amateurs.

There’s a gene in

certain ])eople tliat actually

turns sugar to ah'ohoi
in the hloodstnnun.

1 wi.sh I’d known,

hut I'll never lorget

the sight as I pulled up
to the house.

The fire truck and the sirens

and the neighbors milling around.

I made my 'vav through the crowd
and there he was

at the end of the driveway,

iny son, still tangled

in the wreck ot his Big \\ heel.

His hlood/jtiicehox lcv«‘l was 0.2.3.

Dciuli



This WorW of Ours

KevIn PApAqfNi

"I can’t play music w‘11, so I draw ami write. I'm still no good at eitiu'r. l)iil I'm p(U-sislent.
Tliat's gotta count for sometliing.'*

Just M'hen you think your world is slahh'. it gets shaken

Every time you go t<i give sometliing hack yon get taken

Shortly after you find happiness it's followed by depression
instead of getting laid you're full of sexual repression

\Mien you finally get what vou always wanted, it's gone
And just when you thought y<ui were right you find out you'r*' wrong
This world of ours will break you if you let it
This world o( ours will break vou if you regret it

Just when you stand u|i someone pushes vou back down
Every time vou're free your friends are out of towm

Shortiv after you understand it. it gets confusing

Instead of being offended everyone else finds it amusing
\^'hen it finallv looks like you want it. the lease runs up

And just when you go tt> take a sip someone knocks o\«“r your cu|i

This world of ours will break vou if vou let it

This world of ours will break vou if you regret it

Just when you think you're clean the urge comes calling
Every time vou think you're standing you end up falling
Shortiv after you buy it. it bt'conies obs<d<‘te

Instead of hitting 'print' you accidentally hit ’delete'
hen you finally find the right words to say. they get lost

And just when you save up enough mouey for what vou want, tliey jack iiji the cost
This world of ours will break you if you let it

This world of ours will break you if you regret it

Just when I thought I had it all figured out. it disap|)ear<‘<l
Every time I think I fit in. everyone talks about how’ I'm weird

Shortly after I thought I fooled everyone ! almost di«-«l

Instead of relating to people like I thought. I find out they think I'm j)erma-fried
W hen I finally get vou t<» smile, it's followed hv a frown

And just when I make a new friend I find out tliev're moving out of town
This world iif ours will break you if vou let it

The onlv reason I've survived this lonir is because I don't nijrret it

l\ill



Cod Loves Ugly
<EViN R. PApAqNi

black ink pen

:^l Di'iiiill



UNTillEC

l<ERRi SulliVAN

‘‘I spin records (d»rep house imisic). I love to write l)e<-aiise I enter a world
tlial cannot be found in evervdav life.”

My eyes are only golilen because tliev lia\e seen you

My skin is only moist because its absorbed by your dew

My dreams are only l)iissfiil because you consume my mind

My heart is oidy this rhytlimic because you have set its lime

My spirit is only so lively because you've inspired its soaring

My lips arc only so loud because its you they are adoring

'I'he night is only so silent because you sleep with such ease
...while it breathes

Fall is only so vibrant because von color its leaves

The sun is only so bright because you arc there to illuminate through

Heaven only has angels because of attempts to re<Teat<- you

am only a vagabond because you aren't here to feel

1 only perceive nothing else because vou are all tlial is real

My steps of perfection...embrace you with their vision

I
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A FaiI Crocus

DanIeI C. Cameron

‘it is simply neoessarv f«tr iis to drim in closer and take a good look.”

digital [)hotogra|)hv
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Lii JoHNy
DainiIeI C. Cameron

The idea is a madman president.

Who wauls lo go lo war

lo del(md his lamily's name.

Fiiiuls ar<! lak(“n from llie people

And food is l)(“coming scarce

No more money for the poor.

\ resistaiK’e is rising
Those wlio wisli U) he truly free

(»row your own

Smoke your own herb.

Peopl<- an- taking llie streets.

I’inally. nations march togetlier.
Millions take the streets.

The Marclies are met with resistance.

Tanks, "as, armor and "uns.

Words excdianged,

Police and peopl<^

On the front line

A brown girl with peace in her eye
Reaidies out and hands Lil* Johny a white and a red rose.

I.il Johny all iron clad.

I.oiiks to one side

Tlien hangs his head down low.

Vni can just see him bend.

I.il johny just crossed the line.

r..ll >>“



The Vortex anq SpiRAl LiqHT
DanIeI C. Cameron

sj.

e
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VlAqic
DanIeI C. Cameron ancJ KrIs Dicus

(lifiitiil photography
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Vly Father's FIancjs
Cody YARbRouqln

■■’I'hanks to Sandv Jcn.'cn and her 24'2 Inlio to |- iction \\ rilin>i rlass.

was tliree years old. I reiiieml)er it vacuelv. I

looke<l down and there wa.s a eake there,

with .Mi<-koy Mouse on it. I don 1 know

whc^re I was, or reineinlxT how the eake got

there. I am tol<l by my mother tlial 1 was

three. 1 don t remember being three. 1 just
remember tiie cake.

We returned to Oregon in time for my third
l)irlhday. We left mv father in lexas. i le wouldn't

sto|i drinking. My mother linally liad enough

of Ids violent moods and his pldlamlering and

mostly, Ids drinking. 1 di<ln't know this. I don't
know what I knew th«-n fmni where 1 stand

now. but I know that aiti'rwards, mv father was

gone out of mv life, and I know that it must
have had some effect. 1 hear that he was

always gone. I don't know. 1 was three.
I know that 1 miss my lather now. lie's

been dead for two years. 1 h* died in front ot

me as 1 held his hand. 1 wasn’t with my father
often in hi.s life, for reasons ol his. later for

reasons (d my own. But 1 was there when he
<lied.

whi'ther 1 saw it or didn't set' it.

It was midnight wlum 1 got to the hospital.

'I'hey <auitacted my motln^r. who (railed and

urged me to go. I've (dten s(*en mv lather in

ho>pitals. Me was an alcoholic, and lived the

soli ol life that often results in hospitalization.
I held his hand, hut there was nothiiui

there, nobodv on the otlu'r end of the line. He

was breathing, sliallow and weak. He would die

soon. u«.s dying, slowly, by a thousand tiny

hnraths. It would not be long.

\\ hat do you say to a dying man who can't
hear you''.' I would have liked to tell him how

much I liked him. how much I had always

wished he were around. I would have giiilt-

Irijijied him. mavbe. 1 would have tried to tell
him that I loved him without inakiii!; it sounil

trite, tried to be convincing and a(rcurate,

would have acted, maybe. I[<! might have acted
too. I wish I had been there when he was still

awake.

Now he breathed shallowly, without

strength. So unlike the man in life!
I told him I would visit him in the rest

home, but I didn't. \V«r could nevirr talk. It was

always too intense and unreal, or too passive

and un-(“ngaged, watching wirsterns in the

alternoon. I mrver felt as though he knew who

I wa?>. I never fidt as though he were looking at

me. It felt as though he were looking at him-

lle didn t know 1 was there. The hospital

didn't call me, hv his recjuest. until he was
unconscious. I liable to realizes his surround

ings, they thought his wishes didn't matter any
more, and did me the dubious lavor (d allow

ing me to see mv father dii\ I'hev meant well,

and th(“y were probably right. It'd hurt

.10



vSt‘lf as a boy. I didn’l know him. bill I lovrd

liini lik(“ li«‘ wdiild no) iia\c btdieved.

laiill. lhat he slionld bavo kept his end of the

bargain, tliat lie should liave been tliere for me.

In tbat hospital, he died wilii mv hopes that

h<‘ would make it up to me. be there for me.

Here I was in the middle ol the night talkin

to a dead man. asking him why. and telling

him that I was sorry, telling him that Iw

slioiiid be sorry, wanting him to know I wished

him well, that I was m-vi'r trying to take any

thing away from liim. 1 wanted to give to him.

always. In the middle of the night, holding his
cold, dead hands, I wanted him to feel okay. I

fell sorry lor him, lorgol all the tear ot him

when he wa.s drunk and angry. I wanted him

to find till' peai'e that had eluded him. If he

eould have felt peace, we might liave been alile
to find tirm- for each otlnw. If he had felt

peaee. maybe In* could havi* taught it to me.

I took the rings Irom his fingers there in

the ho>pital room, d’hey were his. and maybe I
shoubi ha\e lelt them with him. but I felt enti-

thnl. and I took them. I gave one to mv broth
er <d anoth(“r mother tliat I barelv know. I

kept the oni‘ that suited mo.

We burii'd Dennis Yarbrough among his

friends in a liillside cemetery, among scrub

pines and underlirush, in red clay like the

ground on whiidi he built his log cabin. We

lowereil his caskid into the ground ourselves,

and I jumped down into the grave to retrieve

the (lowers w<‘ forgot.
We threw dirt on the box. Soon it was cov

ered. and then the hole was filled. \^e laid that

spray ot flowers across lln^ grave, we talked
about him for a while, and then we walked

a\va\'.

In the hospital I lieid his hand. His hand

was shriinkmi up. not powerful as it had been
when 1 was a little l)ov and loved and feared

him with all mv lieart. He was wearing a pair

ot rings, oversi/.ml and overwroiigiit. rings for

fighting. His fingcTs resteil inside the rings.

'I'he rings sat loosely on the old fingers inside.

His hands wer«‘ yellow against tlie steel rings.

I talked to him. "fold him I w'as sorry I had
not come to s<^e him in the rest home. I did

end up going a few limes, hut w'hal do you say

to man you don't know? I was no good at

being llicri' for him. like he had been no good

at being (here lor me. I jiromised to come
ba<-k to see him (he next week. I nevi'r saw

liim again that he knew of.
His hands were cold and dead. No warmth

in tliem. no lieal. no life. 1'hese hands felled

giants in the lbr<-s( Iw day. and in the bars by

night, had drawn cartoons, had built engines
and houses, 'i’lu'se hands had been his life, a

man of i reation and destruction. Tliough he
still hreatlK'd. there was no life in liim, and I

knew (hat it w'ould he soon that he was gone
from nu‘ I inallv.

I was afraid to he sad when I realized that

he was going so soon. When you ha%e never

known your father, how do you mourn his

passing?
As it (ramt‘ closer. I cried hot streams. I

talked to him. comforted him. told him it was

all right, that I didn't lilame him. None of it
was true. I did blame him. in a way that 1

don t now. But I told Ids ragged form that I

was okay, that I was sorry I liadn’t kept my
word, lhat I wished I had been (here for him.

Really. I was telling him lhat it wasn't my

1 think of mv father more often now. 1

think I know him lietter now. than I did while

he was ali\<r.

t'iiii 2<)u;5 :il



CEREbRAl Pa[sE% SEif-PORTRAir
Hoiiis SIhostrom

ji was l)t)rii in Aslilaml. Oregon in ihe late .■seventies.
Ili-^ |)riinary inlen;sls lie in computers and engiiKM'ring."

\va\ <Ta\(iii on brown |)aj)er bag

Dril.lll



OiiviA CheyENNE
SancIheen CdliNs

■■\\ l^cn |)t‘rniitl(“(l. ev(‘r^om>'s ( «ni(‘r;i s(“(*ms so focused on us dancers

in onr regalia during pow-wows. I ieil lorinnale to capture such an elusive expression
on the face oi mv heautiful niece."

(‘olor, '.iSmiii Olvnipiis (>\l-2
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The VilUqE IdioT
Hac< Menho

■"I jipend a lot of time in mv head.' (Samuel I,, jaekson) I'm new to the an*a.
spend a lot of time readinj; and wrilin*:, and I m <'onliniiinfi at ham* hir a transfer degree.'

I o begin with, we shall lake an average
sized village from tin- Kiinipean Middle

Ages (approximatelv one hiindir<l resi

dents). I’he greater majorilv of these [x-ople

are entailed in agrarian tabor—thc'V an“ p«-as-

ants tending to the land. Tliere mav also 1k“ a

lilaeksinith. an innkeeper, a eonstahle or other

representativ<‘ from the loeal noble, and of

course, a parisli priest. For th*‘ most part,

everybody has a designatcMl [ilaee in the hierar-
chv and thcv adhen“ to it their <-ntir«- lives, as

the people of tliis liamlet ha\e don«“ lor gener
ations.

At some point in time, there is born among

the villagers an individual that do<!sn't (|uit«“

fit into this imdd. lie (or .she) isn't (piite con

tent to sKm'p in cottages the villagers share

with tln’ir livestock, as is the practice t)f the

day. They instead s«-ek residence in the woods,

or under bri<lges. or in cav(“s. Not (piitc* suited

for the immial labor d<‘manded ol lh«! |X‘as-
antry. this individual lias demonstrat<‘d

through some means or other that they may

hold the potential to hecoiru’ an a|)pn-ntir c‘ lor

a craft; thev mav. howev<‘r. nTusi'; this appnm-

ticeship lor reasons unclear to the community.

This person is <lesignated as th<‘ \illage hliot.
They become the town drunkard, a witi h. a

vagabond, or (if thev are liu kv). ihev mav gain

an internshi}) at the local k<‘cp as a (iourl

Jester. The \illag<* Idiot's vi<‘w o) the worhl is

askew, and does not take the present situation
of th«‘ human condition at face value, as most

others d<i. The vacanev of their staring eyes

suggests not idioev. hut rather that they live in

an uneoncerned universe, quiet, simple and
\astlv distant from our own. Thev see some

thing else in the world.

riu‘ village grows into a township of a thou

sand people as it progresses into the

Renaissance. Now among the population are
merchants, soldiers, more artisans, and more

aihninistrators. If we remain with the original

ratio ol one hliot for everv hundred villagers,

this wouhl mean that there are now ten Village

Idiots, rin^se are the gjqisies, highwaymen, and

hards. The town grows again into an industrial

city ol l»‘n thousand; we now' have one hun

dred Village Idiots to complement the factory

laborers, shopkeepers, etiucaled professionals,

ct cetera. The Village Idiots are the luddites,

philiisophers, and adventurers not <-ntirely con

tent with tin; struclnrc of European society;
thi’V become <lissi<lents. revolutionaries,

Anu'iictins.

Let’s tak«“ into account that we presently

have over six billion people on our planet. If

the ratio of one Village Idiot for every hundred

villagers remains mor<‘ or less stable, this

would m«’an ive |iresentlv have over sixty//n7//o/i

\ il!ag<‘ Idiots c'xisting among us to«lay.
Something to think about...

I )rll.lli!l



If You GivE A JuNkiE a CiqAREHE...
HacI< MentIho

II voii siive a junkie a cifiaretli’.
He’s <roin<: to want a

If you give him a light

He's going to say. “Hey. liit this sfiit uitli me!”

If you smoke anviliing oi liis. it's laced with heroin

He's going to say, "Yo, list’s gel some more of this shit!”

II you ol)tain more drugs, they are all essentially heroin

He’s going to want your every availal)le resource at his disposal to score more

II you follow his lead, you’ll heeome a junkie, loo

He’s going to want to go to rehab, and lie doesn't want to go alone

If you end up in rehab together, you’ll be more eomjiliant than he is

lies going to slruggh^. and lie'll ask you to lie his sponsor

If you ai'i’ept sponsorship ol your junkie
I le s ifoinii to ask vou for a eiirarelle...

:r>l ull



Denali inaga/.im- ul-.shes (o make an apology’ to Bredan Marsh, author of "Shared Space." a

short story presented in last spring's issue of Denali.* Tiicre were clianges made to her work

before tlie piece liad been presetUed to the editorial board last spring. We at Denali would like to
thank Ms. Marsli for her submission and would also like to issue a formal apolog)’ for tlie errors

we made in editing lu-r piece last spring.

*The one with the cowhov on the front

All works copyright© 2003 D(“nali.

All rights res<‘rved. No part of (his [uiblicalion may he printed in whole or in part {except for

the purpose of revicnv, naturally) without the written consent of the author/artist. Views tha( are

expressed in this student publication are not necessarily those of the magazine or college.
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