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THE RAT
By Pete Herbert
Sam leaned against an old splintered piling on the edge of the loading dock and tracked the ferry coming in
from across the harbor.
The Manhattan skyline was pulling the sun closer and closer to its horizon, as the colossal buildings cast long shadows
that grasped for the little harbor of Red Hook. The ferry was just breaking free from the shadows and preparing to
dock in front of Sam. It bobbed and weaved over small white caps, and Sam wasn't sure, but he thought he saw a
deck hand vomit over the starboard side.
Sam continued to lean against the piling and watched the ferry release its prisoners from the wide, rounded

bow. The first group off was a bunch of young punks, blathering about God knows what. They passed Sam at a safe
distance and scattered into the streets of Red Hook, like cockroaches after the kitchen light has been turned on.
Next were a couple of business men, typical Red Hook businessmen, they had cheap knock off suits and wellpolished shoes.
The type of men who handed they're wives the latest magazines and said "Here honey, try and cut my hair like this."
It was sad, really, to see so many people try and dress up to be something they're not. They were trying to fool the
entire island of Manhattan, but Manhattan can't be fooled. It knows where that suit came from, it knows that if that
polish wore down you would see the cheap shoes beneath it, and it certainly knows where that ferry goes every
evening.

They folded their unread Wall Street Journals in unison, tucked them beneath their arms, picked up their cheap
suitcases, and walked onto the dock with a facade of confidence and success, which poorly disguised the stench of
defeat that followed them from the city. They crossed the street and headed directly into the bar.
The last two off the ferry were two ladies that looked like they were straight out of a Nathaniel Hawthorne
book. The first was a fat little lady with dark brown hair, puffy cheeks, and a sour expression on her face, like she had
just smelled a fart.
Behind her, a tall string bean with dry, frizzy, colorless hair rose from the fat one's shadow. In fact all the color in her
body was gone, except for her bulbous red nose. As they passed, the fat lady was fishing for Sam's attention, and
despite his best efforts of interacting with the piling, she approached him.

"Hello, Sir." She said with a forced smile. "Have you accepted the Lord Jesus Christ as your savior?"
Sam looked down at the lady's bag to find bibles and Christian propaganda.
"Why yes I have. Thanks for asking." Sam fixed his gaze back over the harbor in an attempt to cut all ties right
then and there.
"Well we would like to cordially invite you and your family to the First Apostolic Soul Saving Church of Red
Hook this Wednesday for supper and a brief mass."
The fat one was relentless as her skinny counterpart dwelled in the comfort of her enormous shadow.
"Oh yeah? That’s awful sweet of you there, but you see there's one problem with that." Sam said in the
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manner of a train pulling away from the station.

a large grin as he passed by. As the figure approached

"Oh, my." said Fatty. "Well I'm sure its nothing

Sam, a grin revealed huge white teeth shining from the

the good Lord can't fix." Fatty let a challenging grimace black man's face, with the tip of his nose the only other
slide out of her stoic visage. As if she were saying to

feature not concealed by his tweed ivy cap.

Sam "I got you now, smart ass!"

"Evening Sam," The tall black man said with

"Well, jeez lady that would be nice, but the

hand extended.

problem is… about ten years ago, ya see, I married the

"Genie, how the hell are you?" Sam replied while

God Damn Devil. Don't ask me how it happened, it just

accepting his part in the handshake.

did. So you see, we got to fornicating and well she

"What did you tell those ladies, man?"

spawned a child, if you can call it that. So for the sake of

"Nothing that they didn't deserve, nosy…"

the family, and the… what was it the Apostle's what?"

"Yeah, alright. You get the party started without

Sam asked.

me or what?"

"The the Apostolic… The First Apostolic Soul

"Not a single drink yet, Genie. Let's get on the

Saving Church of Red Hook." Said the string bean in a

boat. Agatha and her date caught the last one over."

voice of pure shock and fear.

"Alright man. Just promise me you'll keep your

"Holy Shit! You can talk! I thought you were

cool, right?"

Fatty's dumb sister or something. Anyway, I can't go to

"Sure."

the Apathetic Soul Saver's party because I feel like my

Sam and Eugene got onto the almost empty ferry

family's ideology may clash somewhat with your own."

and took a seat in the passenger’s cabin. Eugene rolled a

Sam's lips stretched so wide across his face, he almost

cigarette and lit it. He offered Sam a drag, but realized

swallowed his ears. "But I'd love to buy you gals a beer, that Sam was off in his own world. He spun around in
whadya say?" With that he gestured them to the bar

his seat and watched the skyline in the fading afternoon

across the street.

light.

Fatty began retreating, dragging String Bean by

Sam was a man consumed by the chase. The

the hand like a child.

idea of his wife with another man burned him up inside.

"You evil man!" She hollered back in dismay.

Not because he was a scorned lover, there hadn't been

"Your judgement will be laid down in hell!"

love in their marriage in years.

"Whadya mean will be? I'm already here!"

Sam and Agatha met in high school, when Sam was a

Sam leaned back against the piling and watched

football hero in Red Hook. Agatha was tall and

the descending rays of light that found their way through somewhat attractive, she came from a well to do family
the maze of the Manhattan skyline and shone like a

and had a reputation of being easy. Things got serious

prison break out over the harbor.

between them quickly, as all things do for high school

He saw a tall figure dressed in suspenders, a tie, and

kids, then came the news, Agatha was pregnant.

matching vest, expensive slacks, and brand new Oxford

Sam dropped out of school and got a job at the

shoes coming up the street. The figure tipped his hat to

loading docks in Red Hook. Agatha was promptly

Fatty and String Bean and casually spoke "Ladies," with disowned by her scandalized parents. They found an
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apartment above a fish monger for the three of them to

As the ferry rounded the point, Coney Island came into

live in.

view. These late Spring days were such a tease to the

It wasn't long before Agatha realized that Sam had met his island. You never knew how crowded it would be. Not
full potential in high school. It wasn't long before the

like the dead of Summer, when, rest assured, you could

word around the loading docks that more than a few

count on the biggest crowd you've ever seen in your life.

workers had "known" Agatha, reached Sam.

People fighting for a place to stand in the breakers on the

So this was his life. A faded beauty, bitter from her fall

beach, lines of fat sweaty people from all walks of life

from grace, pointing the finger at a cuckold of a man, who waiting for the rides.
felt trapped by obligations to a child he was fairly certain

A terror for those poor tourists of privilege, who were

wasn't his. The standard family interactions were not sit

reduced to share the fate of the low class filth from the

down dinners or week end outings into the city, but

Bronx, Queens, and Red Hook.

handing over his paycheck and fending for himself with

But this evening was tame. Plenty of people out on

whatever money he could hide from them.

the boardwalk and in the parks, yes, but not impossible to

Their child, Wesley, was 7 years old and had a great

track down his wife and this thug.

distaste for his father, thanks to his mother. He was

In fact, the crowd was perfect. A perfect amount of

spoiled rotten by his mother, who was using him to pry

people to witness him finally grab the upper hand in his

the door back open into her parents’ house on the upper

marriage, to testify throughout New York that this man

East Side.

ousted his cheating wife on this day.

Life had been cold, demanding, and loveless for

This day when he would finally find freedom. He had

Sam and his family, but there had always been an

waited for years for a moment like this. A chance at a

unspoken pact between he and his wife.

clean break, a new life, guilt free, more than guilt free. He

Until today.

would be vindicated in his new venture.

Today, Agatha had gone out parading some soldier around He could travel freely, move where he pleased and never
town. He had heard at work from his foreman of all

have to see her or that child again. This was the eve of his

people.

independence.
"Agatha has some jughead of a GI escorting her

With daylight fading, Sam and Eugene scoured the

around town. Says they're going to Coney Island tonight.

boardwalk searching for Agatha and her soldier boy. They

Gonna ride the rides at Luna, under the big lights, and

passed back and forth in front of theater marquees,

"promenade,” the foreman used air quotes and rolled his

advertising new reels from the war as well as older reels

eyes, “down the boardwalk."

of the devastation at Pearl Harbor.

That was all he said to Sam, but he slapped him on the

Only a handful of theaters were showing anything but

shoulder and gave him a look that conveyed "you poor

wartime propaganda, making it easy for Sam to rule out

bastard."

theaters as Agatha and her boyfriend's love nest. Agatha

That's when Sam found Genie, Eugene to those that didn't hated violence.
know him, and asked him to go with him to the Island that

Sam led the fox hunt into Steeplechase, Agatha's

night.

favorite of the Coney Island parks. They pushed through
the Pavilion of Fun, the Heyday, and the Tunnel of Love
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in search of her with no luck. Navigating down the

About halfway through the crowd, Sam looked back and

main drag, Sam and Eugene were bombarded by

saw the back of Agatha's head walking towards the door

Spielers.

they had just entered through. She was accompanied by
an impossibly square man, wide shoulders, a head like a

"COME INSIDE, FOLKS! MEET LAURELLO,

packing box, and a short, stout frame.

THE ONLY MAN WITH A REVOLVING HEAD!"

Sam grabbed Eugene by the arm and started

"RED HOTS! GET YOUR RED HOTS!"

running after them. Stumbling through dancing couples,

"COME SEE THE WONDER OF PROFESSOR
BERNARD, MAGICIAN EXTRAORDINARY! HE WILL
FOOL YOU!"

Sam watched the two disappear through the exit. They
fought their way through the dance floor and popped out
into the last gasp of daylight. It was impossible to see
anyone, they had lost them.

After checking the Flying Gondola, they

By eight pm, Coney Island was beginning its transition

resolved to ride the Ferris Wheel and get a bird's eye

from "an unparalleled world of wonder and sensation for

view.

children and adults alike," into a world of sensations

It was an awkward ride, as Sam and Eugene were the

reserved strictly for the latter. As the sun sank behind

only two on the wheel who weren't "necking." After a

the boardwalk facades. The lights of Luna were starting

few rotations, Sam gave up. He looked over to Eugene

to hum and illuminate.

and realized he was asleep.

A ritual that had sparked in Eugene and Sam a

"Genie, what the hell, man!"

Pavlovian urge to consume, not merely hot dogs and

What… what's happening? You see her?"

beer, although there was plenty of that, but any other

"No man, but maybe you could've if you tried?"

temptation out for display in the shadows that the bright

"Sorry. Late night last night. Gonna be another

lights created.

one tonight, right?"

Eugene, especially, had no limit to his hunger for

"Sure. Just keep your eye on the prize."

women, alcohol, dancing, marijuana, fornication, heroin,

When they got off the Ferris Wheel, they walked over to and occasionally things a bit more devious. Sam could
the Ballroom. A massive building with an enormous

see in his eyes that tonight would be a night for the

dance floor, the Ballroom could accommodate up to

latter.

3500 people. Inside, music was playing, and couples

Eugene walked through the gates of Luna like a football

were twirling around on the floor. It was a waltz, or

player taking the field. He was amped up and he wanted

maybe a march, Sam never really knew the difference. It Sam to be amped up with him.
"Sammy boy, here man take this. You're

was music with a protocol, not to express yourself, but
to follow the steps.

dragging ass, you need to be up here with me." said

The place was half empty, but that was still an

Eugene, leveling off his hand above his brown ivy cap.
"Sorry Genie, I don't mess with that inhaler shit.

overwhelming amount of people. Eugene nodded

Fucks your lungs up."

towards the exit on the opposite side of the dance floor,

"Oh kiss my ass, man. You've been smoking my

and they made their way towards it. Sam studied the

reefer all night? Blowing smoke like a God damn

people on the floor like trees in a forest.
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chimney, but some medicine? Thats whats gonna fuck

up on the beach with more than a few bruises.

up your lungs?"

Sam ordered two beers and joined Eugene by the

"Maybe, I don't know. It'll fuck up something,

back wall across from the band. Eugene called this

though. And I don't need it right now. Lets go to The

posting up, but Sam called it birddogging for chicks.

Rat and drink some beers."

Either way they were looking for the same thing.

"Alright, man, suit yourself, you tired ass fool."

As the band changed pace and played a Louis Armstrong

With that Eugene cracked a smile and let it go.

number, Sam noticed a table of Mexicans in the middle

They walked on to The Rat, the bar where Eugene

of the bar. They were stealing glances of him and

worked the door most nights. He got discounts on his

Eugene and huddling over their table to converse.

nights off and usually split the difference with Sam.

There were four of them. Three of them were dressed in

The Rat got its name from the old underground bars of

grey pants and jackets that seemed to barely fit their

Germany, called Rathskellers. These particular bars in

overweight bodies. They were gathered on the same side

Germany were hundred year old beer halls, with

of the table, keeping a clandestine eye on Eugene and

beautifully decorated cathedral ceilings and grand

Sam. The Fourth sat with his back to them. He wore a

banners displayed on the wall.

fine white suit, dressed to the nines, with a new haircut

The Rat was a whole in the wall underneath the

and grease in his hair. He was young and slender, like a

Boardwalk where a man could get a beer for 10 cents,

snake.

then come back in the morning for a 5 cent cup of

The snake reached across the table to put out his

coffee. There was nothing but graffiti on the cement

cigarette, exposing a very expensive looking gold watch.

walls, and the ceilings spilled sand from the boardwalk

Then he leaned back in his chair and began laughing at

above every time a large crowd passed over.

something in their conversation.

Eugene cleared the way for Sam and himself in a style

Sam eased back further into the wall and continued

that only Lucky Luciano would have the balls to pull off. scanning the room, he could feel Eugene doing the same.
He shook hands with the other door man, another black

After a few minutes, the snake wrenched his skinny

man named Raymond, or Byron maybe, Sam could

torso around and delivered an intense and deliberate

never remember. They walked into the bar.

stare at the two against the wall.

On the stage to the right, there was a six piece swing

"Genie?"

band, belting out their best Goodman impressions.

"Yeah Sam, lets walk on over to the kitchen and

Scantily clad women danced in strategic areas around

get some grub."

the club and two or three walked around selling

With that, Sam peeled himself off the wall and followed

cigarettes. This was Eugene's world, down here, he was

Eugene to the food counter. They took the last two bar

in charge.

stools at the counter. Their backs were to the Mexicans

Not even the white folks would look him in the eye,

while they ordered a hot dog each, along with two more

while inside the Rat.

beers,

The few unfortunate sailors that stumbled across this

"So what d'ya think, man?" Sam asked as he

place and did try and disrespect Eugene, usually woke

shoved the Red Hot in his face.
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"Not too worried about 'em. Three fat boys

least had them in his peripheral. Eugene opened his

and a toothpick with expensive taste."

mouth to speak, but the old bandleader cut him off.

The band switched in to "Cottontail" by Duke

"Genie, I see what’s going on here."

Ellington. The bar went wild. Every girl had at least

Again, Eugene tried to speak, but was silenced by a

two men, dancing around her, fighting for her

single finger.

attention, and awkwardly trying to "look cool."

"Now these Mexican boys over here are trying

Sand poured through the cracks of the ceiling, as the

to have a good time, just like the rest of us."

dance floor boards began acting like trampolines. As

He looked at the bartender and nodded. The bartender

the crowd jumped and landed off tempo, some were

put down the drink he was making and started

flung into a jump of their own by the other end of the making another. Within a minute it was delivered to

floor board. The sensation mixed in with the

the band leader, he nodded his appreciation along

overwhelming tempo of the music and created a

with a slight sweeping motion with his left arm. His

feeling of pure euphoria in the room.

drink delivered, he turned back to Eugene, and with

Women were laughing hysterically, spilling their

an air of indifference said,

Pink Ladies all over the dance floor. Men began

"But they probably should know better to try

cackling like buffoons as they slipped on the spillage

and have it in my bar."

and landed, legs out on the floor. The trumpets and

"Johnny, I don't mean to cause you any

bassoon were yelling back and forth to one another,

inconvenience. I just…" Eugene was cut short again.

while the drums banged for more.

"Now, Genie. There's no inconvenience. Just

Perched on his stool, Eugene caught the eye of the

make sure you do the right thing when you're in the

doorman Raymond/Byron. He directed his eye to the

Rat."

table of Mexicans and then adjusted his hat while

"Yes, Sir. I mean you got it Johnny, Th...

shifting his weight on the stool. Raymond/Byron just thank you."
quickly popped his chin out and went back to

Sam wasn't used to seeing Eugene this way. His

surveying the floor. Sam saw this exchange and it put confidence, his swagger, they were replaced with a
his mind at ease. Now there was some sort of security need for approval and a stutter.
for them, just in case.

Johnny got up from his seat with a smile and took a

The band finished up and decided to break on a high

table in the corner that was elevated from the rest of

note. The crowd pleaded for more, but the bandleader the room. It was his throne, of sorts.
was already off stage and en route to the bar, as he

The bartender came back over to Sam and Eugene

walked by the food counter he tapped Eugene on the

and handed them each a Gimlet.

knee and gestured for him to follow. Sam and Eugene

"From Johnny" He said.

jumped to their feet and followed in his wake,

Neither of them were cocktail kind of guys, but they

through the parting crowd.

knew they better drink up. After finishing the first,

The three of them sat down at the corner of the bar,

another came, then another, and another. All the

their backs to the Mexicans, but the bandleader at

while, the Mexicans were behind them. Neither of
9

them had any idea if they were watching or if they were darkness below the boardwalk and went straight for the
even there anymore.

shadows.

By the fifth drink, Sam started slowing his pace down,

As they came across the next set of pilings, they heard

dramatically. He was barely taking sips and trying to

the Mexicans make rude suggestions in Spanish as they

use his glass to catch a reflection of the Mexicans. He

rushed outside the club after Genie and Sam.

thought he could see the Snake, but it was hard to say.

In the darkness, Sam broke his beer bottle and was

He was too drunk to see clearly and too drunk to admit

holding on to only the neck. The noise gave their

that he was too drunk.

location away and the Mexicans began walking after

Eugene tapped him on the shoulder and gestured his

them at a hurried pace.

head towards Johnny's table. Johnny was gone. Eugene Sam and Eugene stayed cool, for the moment. They
and Sam put down their drinks, ordered two beers, and

passed another set of pilings and made their way up

walked to their original post, on the wall.

closer to the barrier wall, farther away from the light.

Sam leaned back, but the wall was farther than he first

One of the fat Mexicans was trying to light matches to

thought. He tried to catch himself just before his

see, but it was too windy. The sparks were getting

shoulder jolted a slug of beer on to the floor. He looked closer with each attempt.
up and saw that the Mexicans were laughing at him. He Sam and Eugene passed one more set of pilings and
pretended not to notice.

then turned to face their pursuers, walking slowly

Eugene pretended not to notice any of them.

backwards until their backs bumped up against the next

They heard a roar of laughter come from the table. The set of pilings.
fattest of the three was on his feet and doing his best

There was nothing between them now, they could make

impression of Sam. He was drunk, too, which made the

out the shapes and shadows well enough to tell which

impression all the more convincing. Sam looked at him

one was which.

long enough for the fat man to smile and wink at him.

The Snake walked ahead of the three fat ones.

Sam turned to Eugene,

"I think you left your beer, man." He said with a

"It's time to leave."

slithering tone.

"Yep. Follow me."

"Fuck you!" Eugene retorted without hesitation.

They skirted the edge of the tables towards the door in

His three fat companions now moved forward to line up

single file. Sam's heart raced as they neared the table of

with the Snake.

Mexicans who grew silent as Eugene came upon them.

"I'll fucking kill you, boy." said the Snake in a

He walked by with his eyes straight ahead, but then at

calm, matter of fact manner.

the last second, He slammed his beer on their table and

The Snake was in full view now, a slant in the boards

left it as trash. Sam could hear their protests as he

above, shed light right across his face. He had a wide

walked by.

grin, with nice teeth and nice skin. His hair was shining

They made it to the entrance, but could hear the

and he had an ornate golden cross around his neck. He

commotion of large drunk men gathering their things.

was palming a knife, down by his side.

Sam said goodnight to Byron, who told Sam his name

"Did you just call my man boy?"

was Raymond, not Byron. They walked out into the

The voice came from behind Sam and Eugene.
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"Boy? I'll teach you to call a grown man
boy!"
Johnny, the bandleader, and five others stepped out
from behind the pilings and lined up next to Sam
and Eugene.
The Mexicans started backing up, but eight more
men came out from the pilings behind them. The
last thing anyone heard before the carnage was Sam
yelling that the Snake had a knife.
Sam came to with his face in the sand. There were
sharp pains all over his hands and arms. He picked
himself up and started stumbling towards the lights
from the boardwalk. As he faltered through the
darkness he noticed bodies scattered around him,
but not nearly enough to account for the entire
brawl.
As he emerged from under the boardwalk, he heard
the gasp of a sizable crowd. He looked down at his
hands in the lamp light and saw blood dripping off.
He jerked his head up to see a large crowd on the
boardwalk, a woman shrieked in terror. And just as
he started running, and the sounds of sirens went
off, he realized it was Agatha's shriek.

To be continued...
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MALLORY STEELE FREELANCE ARTIST
By Candace Hardin
Q : Tell me something about yourself.
A: I grew up in West Palm Beach FL and went to an art middle and high school. I have always been drawn
to art early on in my life, so attending these schools at an early age had me refining my technique well before
the average artist.
In those magnet schools each year the students would have to protest to the school district to not shut the public school down. The high school each year has been ranked one of the top ten schools in the US.
Students who have graduated from my class have worked for Micheal Jackson, Beyonce, and well known politicos, have created their own business, an actor on modern family. The list goes on.
I left Florida to attend the Maryland Institute College of Art in Baltimore.
There I studied textiles and printmaking. I was taking that time to learn everything I could to build a better
me, a better artist. In my first year I was in a group show in Baltimore. By my junior year I was helping to curate a show with my professor and fellow class mates at the Smithsonian Textile Museum. In my senior year I
was starting my own handmade toy company that lasted for two years. I have worked as a wedding photographer, book curator, and exhibits artist since graduating.
Q: How long have you been interested in art?
A: My family jokes that I was an artist since the moment of birth. I used to wake up from my midday naps
and would start creating with whatever medium was close by. Being under a year old that medium was often
poop found in my diaper. I can happily say that I've moved on to better mediums. I guess having a family of
artists will do that to a kid. My Grandfather on my mom's side was a photographer for the newspaper. My
Grandmother on my Dad's side was a painter. My Mom is an artist, my Brother is an amazing writer and my
Sister is a stage manager. We all have some creativity flowing throw our veins.

Q: For whom have you done artistic works?
A: Some highlights of my career have been working for a New Zealand company called Climb Zone where
we made 3D mural art. You would climb a pirate ship, or Jack's bean stalk, or dinosaur remains. I painted all
of the walls with a team of artists and I even had the pleasure of designing a few walls.
Through that company I was able to paint rock climbing murals for a Starbucks in Seattle and an outdoor adventure company in British Columbia. It was with this company that I found the confidence to become a freelance artist and to leave the secure paycheck provided weekly by a company.
A job I did as a freelance artist was for Amaryllis Inc. I helped build the podium that Hillary Clinton stood at
and announced that she would be running for president.
One of the longest freelance projects I had the pleasure to work on was with the National Aquarium in Baltimore.
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I helped recreate a tree that they had in their rainforest. We took cork bark and made molds out of
them and made sheets of bark that later we attached
to a substructure. It was such an amazing experience to make a structure that would be used by the
animals in the exhibit. To be so close to nature
while creating artwork really put my life at easy. I
fed sloths while on break and ate lunch with the
dolphins. Not many people can say they do that
while working. This helped fuel the kind of freelance artist I wanted to be. One that was truly free
and to not be bound by studio walls.

Q: What are your long term goals as an artist?
This year I look forward to travel the US by a converted van and paint different landscapes that inspire me. I hope to find galleries that will house this
collection. I hope to be a freelance artist long in to
my life. I also hope to have my art loved by someone in all the continents of the world.

Q: How does the reality of life affect you as an
artist? i.e. dealing with work, family and severe
lack of a wealthy patron of the arts to allow you
to create full time?
A: When things ar e r eally difficult in life I tend
to walk away from my practice. It takes just a little
Q: What types of artistic mediums do you pre- bit of time for me to be reminded that art does heal
fer?
my soul and I get back to it.
A: I always say it depends on the time of year
I do worry all the time that tomorrow might be the
and which year you find me. I'm always switching day that I have to hang up my brush and get a “real
mediums to keep up with what my client wants and job.” Luckily, that day has not knocked on my door
what keeps me happy.
yet. It has come close many of times, but being an
Currently, I have found happiness in portrait art
artist means you have to be flexible to everything
with oil paint. Oil paint yields vibrant colors and
that comes your way. Art is constantly teaching me
texture that you can't get from any other medium.
new things and finding new ways to be flexible is
one of them.
Q: What are the inspirations for your creations?
Q: What would you like to see in the future in
A: I just swoon over anything whimsical or ba- terms of support for the arts by the state of
roque. I feel the Art Nouveau period was robbed
Georgia?
too soon by the WWI. Art has not had that kind of A: I am a big believer that a community thr ives
artistic flair, detail and care in craftsmanship since. when the states supports artists.
The Baroque period draws your eye in with such
Historically, when the arts are not funded you have
dramatic colors and light and keeps you with the
a collapse in the economy. Keep art (all forms of
stories that are told in each painting. Being surart: dance, theater, music, communication, visual)
rounded by nature without a sight of civilianization in your school systems. Hire artists for public computs my mind to rest and I can create freely. I have missions. Buy something handmade and not mass
always been inspired by the sunset and sunrise. It's produced. Support the arts and you will have a supa reminder that each day is a new beginning and to ported economy.
put your troubles in the past. I tried harnessing this Q : Where do you see yourself in 5 years as an
belief fully by studying the sun as it sets and rises
artist?
on the water. I would paint each day at least one
A: I hope to be creating art in a treehouse in some
quiet woods. Maybe creating for a solo show or
sunset for about a month and I learned so much
for a patron. I hope to be a better artist than I
about paint, landscapes and myself during that time.
am today.
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Artist Mallory Steele
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ISABELLE
By Andres Boesch
God’s Will

Swollen dark clouds unleashed a storm, a torrent of rain. Padraig sat deep in thought, at the massive
table, not far from the tremendous hearth, radiating enough heat to chase the chill.

The ten warriors, of which two he liked to call his friends, had joined him earlier for food and drink.
Now, the hall’s emptiness weighed heavily on him. He eyed the cup of wine, next to the half-full carafe made
of fine Murano glass. His mother had acquired the glass set many years ago, during a journey of leisure through
Italy. It was a miracle the carafe had survived, all the matching glasses had since met with accidental demise.
Replacement was in order, but no one, except Lady Derinn, cared enough.
His mind drifted to Isabelle, wondering how his life would be if she was still at his side. In melancholy
times like these, he cursed the fate enforced on him. Derinn was cold at heart, impatient and demanding. He
held little love for her. Perhaps she might change; once the child is born, he consoled himself. He reached for
the cup, when his father Riain entered the room, through one of the three doors.
“My son,” he began overly loud, and rare lucidity, “it pains me to see you in gloom, the hour is late your
wife surely awaits.” His face emphasized pleasure and he gave the suggestion a hearty laugh.
Padraig did not reply, and took another swallow. He cherished this particular vintage, an acquisition
imported from France. Riain took a seat across from his saddened son with a heavy sigh, and poured himself a
cup. Outside, the wind whistled along the tower and the driving rain was worrisome. Lightening erupted
simultaneously with a thunderclap with deafening force. Padraig flinched and his father grumbled under his
breath.
Neither father, nor son, spoke and Riain poured himself a second cup. His jovial mood had seemingly
evaporated. Everyone had grown accustomed to his drinking, his extreme mood swings were well known. The
lord of castle Macannah was in dire need of a muse. Padraig and Rowan had long ago resigned persuading him
to find happiness in bedding another woman.
Padraig only had vague recollections of his Mother Róisín, and her likeness had dimmed in his
memories as the years went by. Her life had ended with an accident. Early in pregnancy, she tripped during the
fury of a thunderstorm, not unlike the one raging now. She fell down the stone steps leading to several of the
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guest chambers. Her head injury was too great, and she died two days later.

The tragic event transpired when Padraig was six years of age and Rowan three. It was whispered among
the servants, that Róisín had taken a secret lover; the father of the child that grew inside her. When Riain had
become aware of the gossip, he angrily refused to take it serious and insisted in her purity. Only one fool dared
to openly put forth the slander of his wife’s infidelity. The Lord’s wrath was harsh, and the offender was
shortened a head, by Riain himself. Over the years, Riain had taken few lovers, and he mourned Róisín’s death
obsessively, drowning his sorrow in ale and wine.
After his father poured his fifth cup, Padraig had a mind cheering him, but in his current state of mind did
not make him the most qualified.

Niall, the family’s most trusted servant entered, and with a haphazard bow announced an unexpected
visitor. Niall was not the most refined, though fiercely loyal, and had been in the Macannah’s employ since
before Padraig was born.
“A visitor this late — in this storm?” Padraig frowned; already the name of the caller had escaped him;
he too was getting light in the head. Before Niall had a chance to repeat, Padraig recognized the face emerging
from behind the servant. He gestured Niall to leave. With palms firmly planted on the large tabletop, Padraig
pushed himself onto his feet wishing Niall had better sense than accepting visitors at this late hour, even this one,
a man of the cloth.

“What brings you here, this late at night Father Locran? The weather is a hazard,” he said not without an
after taste of insinuating annoyance. Locran had not paid a visit in several months, and this unusual visit had to
spell trouble.
“The hour and the weather caught me unaware, I confess. It’s a most pressing matter my son,” Locran
began unapologetic. His white hair, as his robe was wet, and he stepped near the hearth.
Niall reappeared with a pewter decanter filled with wine, and an extra cup. Most of the time, he
anticipated correctly and did not need reminding of what had to be done. It was a quality, Padraig appreciated.

He sent him off with a smile, pouring both cups himself, then gestured Locran to be seated in one of the
two grand wing chairs near the hearth. In passing, the priest glanced from Riain back to Padraig with a
sympathetic expression. Evidentially everyone knew of his father’s pathetic state of mind.
“What’s the reason for your call, father Locran?”
“I will be brief,” the priest said earnestly, and took a taste of the wine. “Ah, I do enjoy your fancy
vintage,” he added with a sigh, and went for another sip. Padraig raised his cup. “To Bacchus, may the wine
never cease to flow.”
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Locran grimaced at the statement, and his

enough. Nevertheless, he had seen it coming; the

friendly demeanor turned stern. “Paganism is the

news of the burnings had reached his ears.

reason for this visit.”

“You’ve

“Forgive me father, I spoke without thought

his

brows

of leisure at the stone circle, worshiping pagan gods.”

the arm of his chair. “The Pope has demanded that

There was no denying; he knew of it.

pagan believes and witchcraft be quelled in Ireland

Locran looked at him sharply. “It has been

— it has to be done with force.”

brought to my attention your brother Rowan joined

This was nothing new; the church had tried to
witchcraft

ever

since

Isabelle

“The entire county knows she spends her time

stayed

furrowed. He leaned forward, placing an elbow on

eradicate

wench

Padraig went pale, and he scarcely nodded.

Trinity.”
but

the

savoring another sip.

Roman gods — any gods, other than the Holy

nodded,

of

O’Connor I presume.” Locran said almost casually,

and in jest. Surely, you know — I don’t revere

Locran

heard

anyone

that wretched girl on several occasions. It has been

could

witnessed, they have engaged in heretics. One being

remember.

premarital desires of the flesh.”

“What would you have the Macannah’s do?”

“That is a lie,” Padraig countered, shouting.

Padraig inquired uncomfortably.

Riain snapped awake with a grunt, but his vacant

eyes held no curiosity and he fell back asleep.

“The Pope himself has come to the end of patience,
and so has the church in Ireland. There have been

“Truth be told,” Padraig went on more

burnings at the stake, throughout the land. It’s a

collected, “I sent my brother to investigate if the

righteous deed, an example to intimidate the heretic.”

rumor is true. Locran, the meeting between Rowan

“You’re

saying…”

Padraig

paused

and Isabelle was chaste. He swore to me, by the holy

not

trinity, that Isabelle is not a witch. She merely enjoys

wanting to voice the horrific suggestion Locran

her solitude the grove provides. It helps her cope with

implied.

the death of her brothers.”

“Indeed, we must do the same in our county. I’ve

“The witness description says otherwise,”

spoken with the minister, Brian Delaney, the next

Locran replied icily.

county over. He and the O’Shea’s agree in this
measure, however severe.”

“Everyone knows the Crone was mad.”

“You have someone in mind to use for this —

“Oh, but I have sent out my own spy. His

um, intimidation?” Padraig said with slight irritation,

account of the ungodly worship is near identical with

not liking the prospect of a witch-hunt in the least.

the widow’s account. What differed, was Rowan’s

Paganism and Christianity coexisted harmoniously

presence and their sinful fornication.”
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Padraig began to pace, furious at Locran’s last

statement. He shot his father a glance. He looked old
and frail suddenly, still slumped over and oblivious to
this horrid talk.
“I’m deeply troubled by this,” Locran went on
assuming a sympathetic voice. “Padraig, I’m certain
we can save the soul of Rowan. Witchery is to blame
— he was charmed to commit heresy. Surely, she
beguiled your brother with the devil’s spell.”

heard Isabelle talk of pagan gods. Yet, Locran’s words
caused him to waver, and he intended to confront
Rowan on the matter. Like himself, Rowan was raised
a Catholic, and paganism, had no part of the
MaCannah’s; at least not in his lifetime.
expect

that

I

apprehend

“Forgive my rudeness Goban, I wished you
had more time with your daughter.”
“With welling eyes, Isabelle bid her father
goodbye. The old man hurriedly stumbled down the
many steps.
Isabelle changed into the warm clothes Rowan
had brought, garments that once belonged to his

Padraig did not want to believe. He had never

“You

Isabelle hugged her father once more.

mother —a finely wool-knit dress that reached just
below her knees. The green long-sleeved top appeared
near black in the dim light, but she took note of the
fine embroidery. The wide cloak reached down to her
ankles, just like nobility wore. Hastily, she fastened
the cloak’s silver brooch just above her breasts. She
slipped into the linen hose and lastly, a pair superbly

Isabelle

O’Connor?” Padraig said, with his emotions barely in

check.

crafted boots.
She hated to dress in clean clothes, as filthy as

she was, but it couldn’t be helped. Anxiously they
“It is God’s will, but if it makes you feel

waited a few more minutes to give her father enough

better, give it another fortnight. Send your own spy to
that forsaken stone circle, to ascertain the accusations

time to depart the castle.
Then, moment had come. Rowan’s meaningful
look was easy to interpret. With his support, the two

without a doubt.”

descended as fast as her weakened condition allowed.
Rowan pushed the door far enough to scrutinize the

Flight

situation. All seemed calm. Quietly, they stepped into
A familiar voice called her name. Rowan

briskly walked into the cell, and sheathed his dagger,
after he recognized Goban. Riwan was dressed in
black trousers, a black tunic and hooded cloak. His
chest and shoulders were armored with boiled leather.
“Hurry my love, there’s no time.”

the night. He regarded Brady, still snoring loudly on
the stone bench attached to the tower wall.
Earlier that evening, Bryan, a cousin on
Rowan’s mother’s side, had left a crate of several
flagons filled with strong rye, in front of Brady’s
quarters. He had placed them in disarray, as though
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they had fallen off a cart. Knowing the guard’s

“Isabelle!” he yelled. She snapped out of her

reputation it was certain, he would get drunk the minute

daze and turned. Two steps into her run, the warrior got

he claimed the rye for himself.

a hold of her flowing hair, and with a painful yank

Brady suddenly stirred. Rowan slowed to a stop.
The guard stared glassy eyed from Isabelle to Rowan.
With unexpected lucidity, he dropped the flagon, and
simultaneously pulled a dagger from his belt. As
though he had forgotten his insured leg, he managed to

brought her to a halt. Still, she managed to face him.
His was face filled with cruelty, and a grin of victory.
He gazed at her in apparent fascination, as though he
had never laid eyes on a woman so fair, as though she
was his prize.

push himself off the bench. Rowan had anticipated, and
flung his knife at the man.

Isabelle heard a yell, the sound of many running
feet, hurrying to drag her back into hell.

The blade would have hit the guard’s chest, but
still intoxicated, Brady stumbled over his own feet, and

Isabelle cursed and kicked in desperation, but
the brute only laughed, and put his blade to her throat.

the knife penetrated his shoulder instead. He grunted,
fell on his back and cried for help at the top of his
lungs.

A whooshing sound shot past her ear, and the
assailant’s face turned abruptly to astonishment. The
iron grip on her arm went limb and the dagger fell. The

Rowan’s fist silenced him swiftly. He retrieved

crossbow bolt stuck grotesquely between his eyes.

his weapon and ran to Isabelle grabbing her hand.

Blood streamed down his rough features as he

Unhindered they reached the inner south gate. A single

collapsed without a sound. Isabelle raced through the

wall torch illuminated the immediate surroundings. The

gate. Rowan had already reloaded, and he fell another

gate was deserted, and the door ajar, just as Bryan had

of the onrushing warriors. Immediately they dispersed.

assured it would be.

Rowan helped her climb onto the saddle with her

Rowan let go of Isabelle’s hand to widen the
gap. He waved her on with his eyes on the mounts at

adrenalin pumping wildly, the horses neighed and
pranced nervously.

the outer gate and hurried on.
Running footfall made Isabelle whirl on her
heels. She saw no one. Two anxious heartbeats later, a

warrior wielding his sword emerged from the dark.

Moments later she dug her heels into the steed’s
side, and the two rode off in instant canter, vanishing
into the night. The moon hung low above the sea,
covered by a thin ghostly stretch of cloud.

Time slowed, it was horrifyingly surreal. Transfixed,
she stared as the warrior drew closer.
Frantically, Rowan untied the crossbow from
the saddle, and engaged tension to the bowstring as he
hurried back through the bailey.

They rode in furious desperation. Rowan kept
them southbound, down Crags Road along the edge of
Ireland. Often, and anxious, both glanced back, but no
one seemed in pursuit. Finally, on Rowan’s prompt,
they slowed the pace. The horses breathed heavily. The
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full moon shimmered his magic on the distant waves.

Despite her fear, she drank the beauty of the night. Life
would go on beyond the morrow; it was not her fate to
burn.

shot through Isabelle’s shoulder and she made a face.
“Your shoulder took the brunt.”
“So it seems,” she agreed with the obvious.

Rowan guided her off the road into the

“How’s the horse?”

meadows filled with wildflowers, and the grasshoppers’

Rowan forced the mare to get up, and walked her a few

last concert of the season followed them. Her mind

steps, under neighing protest; the limb was quickly

replayed the chaos at the gate. Rowan’s arrow might

evident.

have easily gone astray, one erratic move, and the bolt
might have found her head instead.

“The leg isn’t broken,” Rowan stated, “but

riding her is out of the question.”

When they reached a flat expanse, the moon still
shone brightly. It was cause for concern; the cloak of
night did not shroud them effectively, and they spurred
on their mounts into full gallop. The winds picked up,
unpleasantly chilly, but after the stench and despair of
her prison, it felt invigoratingly wonderful.

They could not leave the horse behind, there
was a good chance it was found and thus endangered
their escape. Isabelle attempted to tear a strip off her
skirt, but her bruised shoulder wouldn’t permit it, so she
had Rowan do it. Under her supervision, he tightly
bandaged the horse’s injured joint. She praised him for

The fall came swift; Isabelle’s mount lost
footing by stepping into a hole. Animal and rider
crashed to the ground leaving Isabelle in a daze,
sprawled within the tall grass and hawthorn bushes.

his handiwork. Isabelle knew a thing or two about
horses, her father had taught her well.
The limping horse was tied to the healthy one,
and Rowan helped Isabelle into the saddle of his steed.

Rowan, ahead of her, seemed not to have

Then, he pulled the reins, and they were once again on

noticed. She struggled onto her feet and yelled for him

the move. Isabelle’s horse complained, not wanting to

to stop. Anxious heartbeats later she thought he had

move at all. Rowan made sure the reigns wouldn’t

come to a stop. Her horse was dark and would blend

slack, so the animal didn’t get the idea to lie down, and

into the night. Now she was thankful for the bright

with continued objections, it limbed along.

moon.

It was close to midnight when they reached the
Rowan rode up, and flew out off the saddle.

abandoned barn. Despite the years of neglect, it was in
relative good shape; it had miraculously survived the

“Are you hurt?”

fire that destroyed the main house. Rowan unsaddled

“No broken bones I think, but my right shoulder
hurts.”

the horses, and led them into a corner area that might
have held pigs. The roof had partly collapsed and

Swaying, she held onto his hands. A sharp pain
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permitted the feeble moonlight to penetrate the dark.

Next, he tested the ladder and hayloft for

urgency.

sturdiness, and that’s where they decided to spend the

night. There wasn’t one stalk of straw or hay left;
long since eaten by mice and it was going to be a hard
surface to sleep on. After he aided Isabelle up the
steps, he went to get the two bags he had brought
along. He rummaged in one, then the other and fished
out an object.
“What is it?”
“A candle.”

Her shoulder still hurt, if not more than before
she fell asleep, but she did not comment on it. They
allowed time for breaking fast, consisting of bread, a
hard-boiled egg, cured ham, and watered down
honeyed wine. In between bites, they discussed their
predicament in more detail.
“Perhaps,” Rowan began after he washed
down a bite of bread and ham, “we ought to stay put,
and venture to the sacred stones after sunset.”

“I don’t know — is it wise?”
“You’re right, there’s a chance a search party

Isabelle disagreed. She felt trapped in this
barn; besides, there was another stop she had in mind.

had been organized, although I suspect a messenger

“I must see my parents,” she blurted. “I fear

or a bird had been sent to the O’Shea Manor, and the

suspicion has been cast on pap, surely, it’s known

hunt won’t begin until morn.”

he’s paid me a visit.”

“We ought keep moving then.”
“We need the rest, especially you my love.”
Rowan produced the food and drink he had
the foresight to bring along. It was the same delicious
fare; he had surprised her with in the tower. She ate
greedily, but held herself in restraint. Rowan barely

“It’s too dangerous, Isabelle. Your house will
be the first place they look for us.”
“That might be so, but I feel Padraig is not eager to
pursue his brother, or me, for that matter. I think he
will take his time, and this gives us sufficient time to
check on my mum and pap.”

nibbled on the food and explained he had filled his
belly before the great escape.
The nestled into their cloaks and blankets,

He did not reply right away, mulling on
Isabelle’s reasoning. “I don’t know,” he finally said,
“it’s speculation — it’s a risk.”

cuddling close for warmth and intimate comfort.

“So, it’s settled then?” She said with her lips
curled in a smile.
Rowan shook his head muttering agreement.

Predawn arrived five short hours later. Rowan
was first to stir. He roused Isabelle with a gentle kiss

Isabelle’s horse was limping for the worse, and it had

and a tug on the arm.

to be left behind. Neither had the heart to leave the

“Time to rise my love,” he whispered with

animal locked up. They decided to leave one of the
wide barn doors open so it would not starve to death.
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Both got onto Rowan’s horse and headed for the

O’Connor home.

More adventures to come in the next
issue!

PHOTO BY ALANA JOLEE BECERRA
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ALEKSANDR PUSHKIN
By all accounts the greatest Russian poet during the Romance period
and is the father of Modern Russian literature.
He was born on June 6, 1799 and died on February 10, 1837 from
wounds sustained during a duel.
He was born to noble parents but became involved in a liberal
underground revolutionary group. This association caused him to be
exiled to Caucasus. He spent his time there writing poetry and prose
until the Tsar pardoned him in 1826. He was allowed to return home
after 6 years of exile.
https://www.poetryloverspage.com/poets/pushkin/pushkin_ind.html

THE DREAM
Not long ago, in a charming dream,
I saw myself—- a king with a crown’s treasure;
I was in love with you, it seemed,
And heart was beating with a pleasure.
I sang my passion’s song by your enchanting knees.
Why dreams, you didn’t prolong my happiness forever?

But Gods deprived me not of whole, their favor:
I only lost the kingdom of my dreams.
(By Aleksandr Pushlkin—translated by Yevgeny Bonver)
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THE ENCOUNTER
By Candace Hardin
We join Dorothy and Jeremy mid kiss as they return from their date.
“I’ll be right there to help you out.” He said.
He came around to my side, and opened the door. I scooted over and swung my legs around so that my body
was facing him. He reached up to grasp me firmly about the waist, lifting me. I slid down his body into his arms. He
pulled me close and his lips touched mine, gently at first, then more demanding. I felt myself tremble with the
passion he evoked in me, and I clung to him. The wind whipped around us as he slid his hand down my back and
tightened his grip, molding me to him.
For a moment, I felt as if I was standing aside from myself. The mist came again as it had in mirror,
surrounding us. I caught a glimpse of us from an earlier time on a windswept cliff. We stood in front of a shadowed
stone castle. Jeremy, in full battle armor, was mounted on a huge steed. I stretched up to kiss him as he bent down to
me. The vision was so real that I started in alarm, a small cry escaping my lips. Jeremy stiffened and looked dazed.
“Did you… never mind.”
“Did I what?”
“No, it’s just that I thought I saw……something.”
I began cautiously, I didn’t want him to think me crazy, but had he seen it too?
“There was a cliff and a horse; I felt the cold wind as we kissed.”
He nodded and swallowed hard. So he had seen it too. He was very white in the face. We turned and moved
toward my doorstep.
My knees were shaky. I could hardly function.
“Where are your keys?”
I fumbled at my bag. With one arm around me, he took the bag from my slack hand. He pulled out the key
and opened the door. He closed the door behind us. He sat down in my big chair and pulled me onto his lap, holding
me tight, rocking me like a child.
“Are we going to talk about it, or pretend it didn’t happen? This is not the first time.”
“You mean in the mirror at the shop?”
“I thought it was just me, being ridiculous, loving the nostalgia of my profession too well”
“No, I saw the past and recognized you, just for a moment.”
We digested our revelation for a moment, each unsure as to how to proceed.
Seemed to me that the more intense the emotion between us, the more intense the visions of the past.
He leaned me back and kissed me tenderly. The feelings of times past were a like a blanket. They wrapped
around us, cloaking us in a haze of passion and remembrance. I couldn’t tell when we began or where we were in
time. I felt such passion manifested in my body. He had so much emotion in every caress.
We traveled so close to the point of surrender, but he did not push it to the ultimate conclusion. He sheltered
24

and rocked me in his arms until the strands of morning
Every time it rang, bitter disappointment filled
broke the horizon. Reluctantly, he rose to take his leave. me as the voice on the other end was not his
We could barely let go of each other. Our last kiss
I helped Liv, feeling bereft, but somehow still
seemed to pull my soul from my body, leaving an empty
hopeful.
space within.
After a long day, she finally dropped me off at
“Sleep, little one, I must go. I don’t want anyone
my
house.
to see the truck here all night. This is a small town after
all, and you have to live in it.” I nodded and watched
About 8 o’clock I settled into my bed with a
him drive away. I went to my bed to sleep, even as I
book
to
wait for his call. I had no doubt it would be
ached in my heart for his presence.
coming any minute. By midnight, I put the book away. I
knew the call would not come in tonight.
Later, I woke up, feeling like I was missing
something.
He had said that he would call. Holding onto his
word,
I
rolled over and went to sleep.
“Now what?” I wailed to the four walls of my
room. “He’s gone back to Knoxville, and I’m here. What
The next morning found me grumpy and out of
now?”
sorts.
I had the paper where he had written his address
I couldn’t believe he hadn’t called me. Hadn’t
and phone numbers on the table in the living room.
our night been something special? Would he just drop
me like nothing ever happened between us?
I had given him mine as well.
How could we have shared such feeling, the
Regardless, I was due to have breakfast with Liv,
depth
of
emotions and the weight of past and passion as
and help her with the inventory. We never had finished
we
did?
Was
he just going to walk away from me
that yesterday. Seems like after Jeremy kissed me twice
without
a
word?
in the storeroom, I had no will to do anything but barely
mess around with the work.
The phone rang, and I sprang for it with the
speed
and
grace of a jaguar. Disappointment filled me
I got ready quickly and was outside the door
when Liv pulled into the driveway and honked. I ran to again.
the car, slid in beside her and gave her a smile.
It was my mechanic about my car, it ready for
“Good morning, sunshine.”
pickup.
“Good morning to you too. What happened to
your face? It is all red.”

Jeremy did not call that day, or any day

I popped open the mirror to check my face. I had
put some cream on, but the beard burn was still evident.
“So, did you have fun?” Liv asked as she put the
car into drive and pulled out of my driveway.

Needless to say, life went on.
School started the following week. I began my

“Oh, it was nice.”

lectures and settled into my routine.

“How nice? I want details. What happened with
this man you insisted on seeing out of the blue?”

I worked. I returned home. I watched my phone.
Each day I faced frustration.

I recounted my evening to her, leaving out the
supernatural events. Liv would scoff and tell me I had
imagined it all, but I knew better. Something unusual
had happened between us. We had both experienced it.
call.

thereafter.

Daily, I picked up his card and the phone. Daily,
I put it down. The lessons Mother had instilled in me
about waiting for the man to call was too strongly

All day I checked my cell, waiting for him to

ingrained. So, I continued to chase questions around in
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my head and suffer.

feelings are doing to your relationship with Jack, but it

cannot be helpful”

One Friday evening in October, I met Liv at the
store. I was poking around the shop, waiting for her to

“I don’t know about Jack. Mother thinks he is a

finish up. We were going to grab a bite to eat and go to

great catch because he is a resident surgeon, but I am

a movie. Girls night, Liv told me, as she looked at me

not sure.” I thought about calling, but just couldn’t.

in some compassion. I had shown little interest, but she

You know how Mother always harped on how girls

insisted.

don’t call boys.”

My gaze caught the feathered hat that I had

“Leave all that with Jack aside, you need to

tried the day that I met Jeremy. I picked it up, fingering

resolve this with Jeremy. Maybe it would just be better

the softness of the plumes wistfully.

to face him.”

Liv walked up behind me, “Dot, why don’t you

She was right. I did need an explanation or

just drive up to Knoxville?”

closure.

I turned away in surprise. I had thought I had

Early the next morning, I put an overnight bag

hidden my feelings well.

into my car and drove to Knoxville. I hoped he was in
town.

I had never said anything to her about my
disappointment in Jeremy. I thought I was pulling it off

TO BE CONTINUED!

coolly. If Liv could see through me, who else could tell
that something was wrong?
Did Jack know? Did he care? It was not like he
had said anything. As out of touch as he was with me
and my emotions, who could tell?
“What are you talking about? Why would I to
want drive up there?”
“You know what I am talking about.”
“How did you know?”
“How could I not know? You’ve been moping
around here for the last six weeks. I’ve never seen you
this way. Whatever happened between you two, it must
have been something special. If not, you need to know,
so you can move on. I don’t know what your current
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The Best Years of my Life by Candace Hardin
I suppose everyone has a most special part of their life that they recall as the best of times.
If I had just one chance to return to any space of time, I would go back to 1977 and 1978.
I would relish the velvet dark of my childhood bedroom. I would drink in the silence of the eternal Appalachian
Mountains; hear the steady whirl of the fan I still insist on running all night.
I would fully appreciate it, and not take it for granted.
Unbeknown to me, these would be my last years that I was left to enjoy its comfort.
I would savor the simple fun and innocent relationships I had.
If I could, just for a moment, find myself dancing at the local disco, (where my Mom would sneak me in,) or to hear the
calls for square dancing at the Barn Dance on a Saturday night.
The all-important kisses, hand holding and dancing that I shared with my then boyfriend L.J. - the sweetest heart I have
ever known. (Who now, after 36 years of being lost to me, is finally my husband, a blessing from God.)
Swimming in our pool with friends, my Dad cooking burgers in that big orange grill, the rock and roll and country music
played on the all important radio.
The radio that I played all night long, getting a station out of Chicago that had the hippest rock music and the coolest
D.J.”S.
Even that which I abhorred, school, would be something to revere. I would go down the hall and give heartfelt thanks to
that grand lady of the South, Mrs. Ross. Her “see me” red notices on my English papers have made me the writer I am
today. She never accepted second best from me and would not let me give up on myself either. Her teaching challenged
us all to be more than we ever thought we could be. There are none like her to be found today. I would tell my history and
Latin teacher, Mr. Olsen that I now open my mouth and hear his words come out verbatim when asked a question about
either one. I have never forgotten him.
Every picnic or hike on the Blue Ridge Parkway, would be a moment to be cherished and immortalized in song or story.
It is a place that has escaped the advance of civilization and maintains its own magic.
I did not realize how fleeting those moments were.
That is not to say that my life has been devoid of joy and precious moments, but nothing compares to expectation and
excitement I had for life in those years.

My childhood home is long sold and gone. I can never go home again.
Neither can I return to the best years of my life. No one has this luxury as time is never our friend.
The tragedy was my naïve belief that life would just get better and better as I grew up.
The irony is I could hardly wait to grow up and be an adult, because it had to be cool.

As the years grind against me, wearing me down like water on stone, I miss it so.

27

AMACHI
By Jamal Hankins
When we last left Amachi, she was about to wake up from a training session with her elders:
Amachi opened her eyes to a star speckled sky, the moon, full and pale, hung in its place silently. She quickly
pushed her cover away and sat up in the darkness of night. The fire she built earlier that evening for her campsite
was but a pile of smoldering embers now and the moonlight did little to illuminate her surroundings. Its soft light
only allowed her make out the basic shapes of the trees and bushes around her.

The night air griped her with an icy touch and she allowed herself the slightest of shivers before sealing
her composure and casting the cold from her mind. It could ignored much like pain could be.
She searched the darkness with her eyes and listened to the creatures within. Frogs croaked in unison with
chirping insects filling the air with a mess of sound, in the distance an owl called rhythmically and something
moved through the tree branches above her head. A breeze rustled the foliage and brought a foul odor with it. She
wrinkled her nose sniffed at the growing stench.
In the back of her mind she could feel the spirits of her guardians, they were always there watching and

listening and feeling through her eyes, ears, and flesh. Outside of the Clearing, she could not communicate with
them directly but she could always feel them inside of her.
Reaching out beside her, she felt her backpack still in its place and just below it, laid her axe. A piercing
howl ripped through the darkness and her hand shot to hilt of one of the hunting knives at her hip. She froze,
ready to strike, only her eyes moved searching the darkness as the howl faded and echoed through the woods. She
tried to fix her ears to the sound but could not make out what direction it was coming from.
Another howl tore through the woods, but this time it was closer and before it could fade a second howl
joined filling the air, then a third, and fourth getting louder and ever closer. It was a wolf pack on the hunt she
knew, and from the sound of them, they were nearly upon her. Once again, she searched the darkness but saw
nothing in the moonlight.
There was a rustling in the bushes and fallen leaves behind her and she slowly turned. She could hear, was
it, panting? Crouched, she spun towards the rustling noise coming towards her. Squinting, she tried to use as
much of the dim moonlight as possible to see and through the trees, she saw a mass of shapes huddled together.
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They trotted towards her and suddenly they all

her right hunting knife and sliced open its exposed

stopped.

belly; it fell to the ground squirming. Pain shot

Five sets of silvery eyes, reflecting in the

through her left forearm as a second wolf dug its

moonlight, appeared within the shapes and glared

teeth into her flesh and a third wolf came snapping at

unblinking. As they panted, that foul odor, their

her right. With a wild spin, she swung the second

breath, filled her nose. Locking eyes with the

wolf around and batted the third wolf away with its

wolves, she slowly stood, secured her footing and

body. Completing her spin, she slammed the second

drew her second hunting knife from its sheath at her

wolf to the ground and sank her right blade into its

hip. The serrated blade glinted in the moonlight.

belly and tore it open with a powerful twist and

The panting turned to low growls and

yank.

Amachi saw a flash of sharp teeth as the five shapes

Teeth tore into her right ankle as a forth wolf

stalked towards her slowly spreading out as they got pulled her leg out from under her and she fell
closer. Slowly she stepped backwards as to not be

backwards hitting the ground hard. The wolf pulled

flanked by the beasts and she could better make out

and tugged at her leg dragging her across the ground

their shapes as they came. The moonlight gave hint

and a fifth wolf went for her throat but she blocked

to their mangy gray fur.

quickly, letting its fangs sink into her upper left arm.

Running would do nothing but bring death,

It was better there than its intended place she

she knew, out running them was not an option. One

thought, but now she was being pulled in two

beast stood before her, its teeth glinting in the

directions. Gritting her teeth, she swung wildly with

moonlight. The other four were coming up along her her right blade digging into the throat of the wolf on
sides in a semi-circle. They began growling and

her left arm and once it fell to the ground gurgling,

snapping at her but she was not going to be prodded

she planted her left blade into the dirt, anchoring

into running, she knew better.

herself against the wolf pulling on her ankle. She sat

Setting her feet she brought up her hunting

up and pulled her right leg and the wolf that tugged

knives ready to strike. She held the left blade over-

on it towards her and stabbed down at the beast

handed, the right was held under-handed.

gouging out one of its eyes. Instantly the beast

The first wolf lunged at her and she

released her with a yelp.

sidestepped swiftly to the left with a quick swipe of
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She sat there for barely a second and growling came from behind her but before she could turn around
the third wolf, that she batted away earlier, bit down on her right shoulder. Pulling her left blade from the
ground, she flipped it over-handed in her grasp and sank it, down to the hilt, into the wolf’s skull. With a yank,
she pulled the blade out and the power drained from the beasts bite as it fell to the ground limp.
She scrambled into a crouch and met the silvery gaze of the fourth wolf and its single eye reflected
oddly in the moonlight. It warned her with a low growl then glanced over to one of its downed pack members.
It looked in another direction and Amachi followed it gaze over to another pack member who lay motionless.
She met the creature’s eye again and it began to back away from her slowly, cautiously.
Never taking her eyes off the wolf, she stood up, spikes of pain burned down her left arm, right
shoulder, and ankle. The warmth of blood trickled from her wounds. The wolf glanced behind itself and back
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See the artist,
Mallory Steele at
work—Left
Below we have
two examples of
landscapes and
dogs.
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