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Editor’s Note
This issue is all about genre-bending, works 

that blur the line and defy categorization. At 
least three works we had to put at the top of 
the table of contents without a category.

Our fall issue is lovingly dedicated to the 
late Richard Colosimo, Scottsdale resident, 
World War II veteran and writer. Richard 
sent us his nonfi ction essay from hospice. It’s a letter to us all, 
a warning to future generations: Never forget.

I would also like to express my enduring gratitude to Alberto 
Rios and Jeannine Savard – poets, mentors and friends – thank 
you for the empowerment.

As always, folks, please keep submitting!

Rebecca Dyer

Editorial Staff
Editor in chief: Rebecca Dyer
Publisher: Elena Thornton
Production Editor: Richard H. Dyer Jr.
Artwork for front, back covers: Marjory Boyer
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The Touch
By Luis Carlos Lopez
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Luis Carlos Lopez was born in Nicaragua and 
raised in San Fernando, California. In high 
school he was very involved in drama and the 
performing arts, writing, reading, etc. Luis says 
he is in love with ways people tell stories no 
matter what medium is used. After graduating 
from high school, Luis spent a year at Glendale 
Community College. He then transferred to 
the University of Southern California. A year 
later, he transferred once more to Arizona State 
University to work on a journalism degree. 
In December of 2009, he will graduate with a 
double major — print journalism and English 
literature. Contact him at lclopez4@asu.edu.
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I want to write one day and this might be a page in one of 
my books.

I’ve been trying to write, but I can’t seem to fi ll the 
page up with meaningful words, you know the words that have 
a therapeutic effect, the ones that take your darkest secrets and 
twist fi ction with reality.

 I’ve been trying to read, I have two books pending, but the 
words jump from one page to the next. The meaning gets lost. 
Maybe because I just can’t concentrate. Or maybe I lost all my 
values.

I paid for a woman’s affection. Not out of loneliness or 
desperation. It was just curiosity. Would Hemingway have been 
a great writer if he had led a life of piety? Would my words have 
meaning if I didn’t make mistakes and get lost in the pressures of 
the world? The good, the bad, a writer writes what he knows. I 
wanted to know life.

I sat there inside the nightclub. Just watching the dancers 
would have been worth the night’s entertainment. But my lust for 
a nightlife exploration did not end there. No, it ended in the back 
room with a stripper.  Drunk, tired, and with an eye for adventure 
I let myself be bought. My values, my plans, my Religion, my 
spirituality all shattered over $120.

“I’m not very experienced with this,” I said. “It’s my fi rst time 
here.”

“I’m not going to tell you how to treat a woman,” she said. 
“But just relax, I’ll take care of you.”

This woman whose name left me as soon as I told her mine, 
let me into her world. A world fi lled with curves. A body that 
despite being visited many times was still a body without 
blemishes. At fi rst I was indifferent. After all, this is what she 
does for a living. Her name fake, her feelings irrelevant, but 
she was perfect. That night I touched with a Goddess.

Where had her life gone wrong? What made her decide to 
throw away her life for this? Who was the man who broke her 
heart? What were the circumstances that led her to this?

I can’t stress about this anymore than what I am now. I’ve 
fallen to the pit of the crude and the crass. That night, I met 
a random person. A person who had made her choices but 
someone who was still no doubt governed by emotion.

Don’t tell me you are indifferent to human contact.
Sex, sexuality and sensitivity, don’t tell me these things 

don’t matter. Marriage might be one thing. But the human 
touch is far more powerful. If words can scorn a person, how 
much more can a human touch affect us?

I don’t think any man – experienced or not – can ever suck 
in bed. The key is to explore every inch of her. Let her guide 
you on a journey, every soft touch, every nibble, every kiss 
opens one door to the next. Every touch means something.

 Appreciate her and forget about everything else. Her body 
is an amazing sanctuary. 

No one should ever buy human touch. It’s too beautiful a 
thing to take lightly.  
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Keely Ernst is a 
Creative Writing 
student at Pima 
Community College.
She lives in Tucson 
with her Husband. 
She writes. She 
loves. She
sleeps. One day she 
will have an MFA and 
a gaggle of children. 
She can
be reached at 
kaernst@me.com

Little Girl Waiting
By Keely Ernst

© 2009
I waited. The red lights danced before my eyes. I squinted; peering
out over the street lights, the yellows reds and blues of the sirens
created odd patterns on the ceiling. This bed was strange to me. I
waited. The sheets smelled of someone else’s fl oral detergent, the
pattern in the wood work was unfamiliar. I traced it with my eyes.
I counted the rafters in the ceiling, this was not my room. I waited.
I watched as the blue yellow and red kaleidoscope drove away. There
was an odd silence and a strange stillness in the room. This was not
my room. I waited. I waited for sleep to come. I waited for the owners
of this room to check on me. I waited for the faces enshrouded in
darkness, standing on the sidewalks, to return to their homes to
return to their families, to return to their lives. I waited to cry
and I waited to know. I waited to see him come home with mom, I waited.

I played games in the room; I sang to myself I counted the rafters
again, twice three times. I twirled a piece of my long silk hair
between my fi ngers. I looked out the window to watch the scene
change, it was different now. The neighbors went back inside their
homes and the calm autumn evening returned. I waited. I watched as the
moon shone over head, clouds fl oated by, our star was shining
brightly. I waited.

Unfamiliar cars drove up. The neighbors retrieved me from the room
that was not mine and I was returned to my house. All was just as it
should have been, dim yellow lights fi ltered in through the hall as I
sat quietly on the couch. I waited.

My mother came in, red swollen cheeks, drenched clothing, she hadn’t
changed. I waited. Too scared to ask, I waited. A man, not my dad came
into the room, I recognized him from church. I stirred in my seat, my
palms began to sweat, my lip quivered. The room began to spin and my
heart split into four tiny pieces, he was not my dad. I knew but
still, I waited.

My vision blurred my cheeks and eyes fl ushed and deep hot
red streamed down my cheeks, my stomach rose into my throat, I
swallowed my tongue. My ears rang with the sound of quiet empty and
cold voices, I shivered; I didn’t want to wait anymore.

Not my dad’s words fell upon me like rocks cascading down a mountain
after a storm had brought to much water, too much rain, too much. My
mother added to his heavy words. Dad would not come back they said,
dead in the car with kaleidoscope lights they said our family was
different now they said, God still loved me they said. Dad was with
God. They said.

My heart bled through my eyes and I dissolved, into a deep rhythmic
sobbing. I thrashed and kicked the couch. I am waiting! He will come
back tomorrow, he promised to take me on a bike ride, he is teaching
me to learn how to ride without training wheels, he will come back. He
promised. I will wait.

I am still waiting
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Andrea Ervin is a journalism student at Arizona 
State University.  She grew up in Snohomish, 
Wash. but moved to Arizona in 1998 and 
currently resides in Chandler.  She loves 
reading, traveling and camping and dreams of 
someday becoming a travel writer. Contact her 
at alervin@asu.edu.   

April’s Fools
By Andrea Ervin

© 2009

“Now, if I say they’re surrounding us, you guys need to get up 
the nearest tree as fast as you can.” 

My wide-eyed “city” cousins, Aimee and Jarrod, slowly 
nodded their heads in understanding.  They believed me about the 
wild pack of coyotes that supposedly roamed the forest.

I was forging a crude trail through fi ve acres of thick 
Northwestern woods behind my parents’ house using a makeshift 
walking stick.  Behind me trailed my best friend, Cousin Chris.  
His mother and my mother were sisters and as close as two sisters 
could be.  Behind him trudged the “city” cousins.  My little brother, 
Chucky, brought up the rear.  

It was my 11th April Fool’s Day, and Chris and I, full of preteen 
mischief, wanted to “get them good.”  Aimee and Jarrod were 
visiting from the illustrious city of Everett, Wash., where they had 
door-to-door houses and asphalt, not towering evergreens and 
mucky swamps.

Just 10 minutes earlier we’d been hanging out in the living room 
of my parents’ house.  Chris and I sat cross-legged on the red shag 
carpet while my darkly suited uncles and grandpa comforted their 
wives and children with handkerchiefs and back rubs.  Family 
friends milled around the black, overly waxed dining room table 
which was piled with plates of ambrosia salad, Jell-O molds, 
lasagna and baked chicken, but nobody was eating.  

All of the whispers and sad little smiles made me feel like 
my hamster, Wigglin, trapped in his clear plastic exercise ball.  I 
understood why, after realizing he wasn’t actually free, he would 
curl up and sleep.  I felt that ball in my stomach and couldn’t stand 
it.

So, needing escape from the boredom and somber atmosphere, 
Chris and I came up with a fun plan.  We grabbed Aimee and 
Jarrod, slipped into our jackets and left the house with little Chucky 
in tow.

Fist stop:  the old white pig shed, which housed my extensive 
rock collection and sharpened walking sticks.  I gave Chris a stick 
but kept the bigger one for myself.  “This is my coyote killing stick.  
You can see where there’s blood on the tip.”  (There actually wasn’t 
any blood.  As if they knew better!)

“Let’s go.”  My feet sunk into the soft ground as I led them into 
the familiar woods.  

“If we say ‘Run,’ you need to turn around and run back to the 
house as fast as you can.”  

They nodded.  
Aimee and Jarrod went to a small private school at their 

community Baptist church.  Without much exposure to anything 
other than church and home, they were a bit slow on the uptake.  

I moved a wet branch out of the way and held it for Chris.  He 

ducked under and let it swing back to smack Aimee in the face, 
leaving pine needles in her hair.  

“Shhhhhh,” I warned.
“What is it?” she whispered.
“Chris, do you hear that?”
“Yeah, it’s them!”  
We didn’t hear anything, but what did they know?
“Quick, up a tree!”   
I didn’t have to tell them twice.  Chris grinned and nudged me 

as the two of them struggled up the nearest tree.
“Stay there ‘til we get back!” I ordered. 
We ran off into the forest, yelling and howling.  I attacked a 

blackberry bush with my stick, Chris growled and yipped like a 
coyote and Chucky quietly watched with an expectant grin on his 
chubby face.  

We circled back to the tree while smacking branches with our 
sticks and yelling “Go away” and “Take that!”

Aimee whimpered.  Jarrod hugged a branch in fear.
After our amusement subsided, we decided to retrieve the 

terrifi ed relatives.  Aimee almost fell to the ground as her 
sneakers slipped on the wet, mossy wood.  “Can we go back?” 
she asked.

She was so prissy in her spotlessly crisp blouse, fi tted jeans, 
brown curls and lip gloss.  My own faded denim pants were 
bunched at the top by a brown belt, and my mud-caked rubber 
boots emitted the faint earthy odor of the horse pasture.

“What?  Are you scared?”
Jarrod looked sideways at Chris and shrugged.  Aimee nodded.
Instead of walking straight back the way we came, I led them 

toward the swampy horse trail. Aimee and Jarrod picked their 
way through the muck, trying not to dirty their little sneakers.  
We had to get them one last time.  

“THEY’RE COMING!”  I shouted. “RUN!”
We watched as the city kids forgot the mud, forgot their white 

sneakers and bounded down the trail.  There were high-fi ves all 
around and uncontrollable laughter the rest of the walk home.

Back at the house, cars still lined the driveway.  On the carport 
lay two pairs of clean, white children’s sneakers.  My cousins 
must have run home so fast they didn’t even dirty their shoes.  

Laughing hysterically, we went inside, eager to share the story 
with everyone.  Aunts, uncles, cousins, grandparents, family 
friends and my dad stood around exactly the way we’d left them.  

It had been two days since my mother’s heart failed in her 
sleep, and she hadn’t been buried yet.  

My dad was still working a graveyard shift the morning my 
big sister found her and woke me up to help.  I saw her stiff 
lifeless body curled up in her bed.  I called 911.  We tried to 
revive her. 

Her death had not yet become real.
As I looked at my dad’s raw, swollen face and watery eyes, 

I realized that nobody was laughing.  For the fi rst time I was 
overcome with anger, then guilt, then grief.  

The adults had forgotten it was April Fool’s Day, and at that 
moment, so did I.
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Allison Gatlin is currently a senior at Arizona State 
University, majoring in Journalism and Spanish. 
She is a Phoenix native and aspires to write for a 
major news publication after she graduates in May. 
She works part-time for ASU’s student newspaper 
The State Press and coaches gymnastics at a pri-
vate gym. Contact her at ajgatlin@asu.edu.

Playing His Twisted Game
By Allison Gatlin

© 2009

“You’ll always be mine,” he whispered in my ear as 
leaned in to kiss me. A kiss that at the time felt so 
precious and full of promise, I now remember with 

bitterness and fear.
Three years later, I still search the shadows before entering or 

leaving my car. Every white Nissan Sentra could be his. Every 
store I enter could reveal him hidden and waiting. I jump at 
shadows. Small noises attack my nerves. At times, I still feel his 
gaze on my back, cold and sneering. 

For the past three years, every day of my life has been 
consumed with the fear that today would be the day he fi nds me.

* * *
It all started innocently enough, as fi rst loves do. Joe* was 

wonderful and charming, and I tripped into love with all the 
gracefulness of a newly hatched goose. His eyes — the color of 
maple syrup — hypnotized me.

Joe showered me with gifts. Teddy bears. Candy. Flowers. 
Dinner and movies, my fi rst kiss. All my friends fell in and out 
of love so easily, but I thought I’d never stop loving him.

We fought, oh boy, did we fi ght. It was simple enough at 
times. I interrupted him. I called him on a night when his parents 
were fi ghting. I spoke to the wrong guy at work and gave him 
the impression I was fl irting. I spent too much time with my guy 
friends. Without meaning to, I somehow always made him angry. 

But he forgave me, and I was grateful.
When he yelled, I simply shut down. I’d listen with open ears 

but a closed heart. I grew more timid as time went on, afraid to 
call him at night for fear this would be one of his “bad nights.”

No one knew. We looked and acted like the perfect couple. No 
one knew the secret dread that had begun to well up inside me.

He broke up with me several times. There never really seemed 
to be a reason. Maybe it was out of boredom, maybe out of spite. 
A week of tears and heartache later, he’d call me or fi nd me at 
work, begging me back to him.

The third time he broke up with me was the last time. I was 
ready to be free of the torture that accompanied loving him.

For the fi rst few weeks following our breakup, he was 
relentless. Cards, candy, phone calls. It was all harmless — until 

he started showing up everywhere.
* * *

The Saturn we were leaning against should have been 
replaced years ago. Cracked paint, immovable windows and 
a front bumper held together with a substance unknown to 
science. But in the hot Arizona air, dimly lit by the lights of 
a dog park, our new love was fl ourishing. Sweat coated my 
forehead as I looked into a pair of the most stunning blue eyes 
I’d ever seen. This new boy, Cameron, was Joe’s opposite, full 
of more life and love than I could have imagined. 

But on that sticky June night our new relationship was hit 
with Joe’s fury. It had been three months since Joe and I broke 
up, and I hadn’t yet changed my phone number.

After 12 missed phone calls and 12 renditions of my 
favorite ringtone, I fi nally answered the phone. To this day, I’ll 
never hear “Sugar We’re Going Down” without chills running 
from my neck down to the stretches of my toes.

It was Joe, of course. He wanted to know where I was, of 
course. He knew I was dating someone new and was rotten 
enough to make sure I wouldn’t forget him.

“What do you want?” I asked wearily.
“Where are you?”
“Heading home. Why? Where are you?”
“Driving home from work too. Why didn’t you answer my 

calls?”
“I’m busy.”
“Yeah, I’ll bet.”
As I explained that I’d have to call him back, barking 

from the nearby dog park sounded in my free ear … and then 
echoed in the phone.

“Joe …” I said slowly. “Where are you really?”
“On my way home, I told you,” he said as the dog 

continued to yowl.
I dropped my phone. Tears welled up in my eyes as I leaned 

heavily against the Saturn.
A lone fi gure emerged from behind a pulverized white 

minivan.
Deadpan, he asked, “Busy, huh?”
For 45 minutes Joe had been watching us from behind the 

hubcap of a ’96 Dodge Caravan.
 * * *
The Build-a-Bear I’d given Joe for his birthday appeared in 

my locker at work one day, beheaded. Tufts of stuffi ng drifted 
inside my locker. The heart I’d placed inside the teddy bear 

Continued on page 7
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Continued from page 6

before stuffi ng it lay exposed through the hole in its neck. 
By the time I returned with a supervisor, the bear had 

disappeared. 
* * *

The day before I left home for college, Joe found me again. 
My heart hammered as I spotted him across the library parking 
lot.

He pushed me into the asphalt. My head smacked on the 
cool concrete of the sidewalk. Stars danced in my eyes. My 
favorite San Diego shirt snagged on the ground as he tried to 
tear it from my body. He pressed against me, pushing the air 
from my lungs and struggling to pull my legs apart. 

“Is this how he kissed you?” he asked before pecking my 
mouth. His lips were cracked and tasted like beer — a taste I 
still can’t stomach.

“Or is this how he kissed you?” he screeched before forcing 
his tongue into my closed mouth, thick with the taste of 
cigarettes and liquor.

Raw fear clawed at the edges of my mind, pleading for 
some sort of action. I was frozen. The cold earth threatened to 
swallow me whole if he pushed against me any harder. 

My breath came in short gasps as I began to struggle. A swift 
kick to his groin sent him squealing with pain.

I scrambled clumsily to my feet and ran to my car, praying I 
wouldn’t hear his designer tennis shoes sprinting after me.

* * *
I’ve moved more times than I care to count. I changed my 

phone number after Joe gave it to his friends so they could call 
me with their insults. I cut my long hair — my one vanity — to 
a short bob, quit two jobs I loved and severed connections with 
almost everyone from my old life. At 18, I planned for a future 
in which I knew I’d always be running.

Although my life has shrunk to the places where I think he 
won’t go, I wait for the day he’ll fi nd me. I check the shadows 
before venturing into them. Buses drive me to hysterics 
because I never know who’s going to be riding them. I open 
my car door only after inspecting the back seat from the 
outside. I carry pepper spray. I own a Taser.

The loss of innocence — some think it happens when a child 
stops believing in Santa Claus; others say it happens the fi rst 
time a person has sex or witnesses an atrocity. In my case, it 
all started with a soft kiss that opened the door to promises of 
revenge.

It’s his twisted game of hide-and-seek, and I pray every day 
that eventually I’ll win.

A day of
free family fun!
‘A Day of Culture’ Dec. 12

The Arizona Consortium for 
the Arts proudly presents A 

Day of Culture for the holiday 
season, including:

•A free event for
the whole family

•Performances by local groups
•Readings from the fall 
2009 issue of The Blue 

Guitar magazine, including 
a dedication of the issue to 
the late Richard Colosimo, 

Scottsdale resident and World 
War II veteran

•Raffl es and auction
Starting at noon Saturday, Dec. 12 at Peoria 

Home & Garden Expo Center, 8606 W. Ludlow 
Drive, Suite E, Peoria. (The Peoria Expo is off 

the Loop 101 at Thunderbird Road, just behind 
Dillon’s Restaurant.)

For more information about this event or how 
you can help the nonprofi t Arizona Consortium 
for the Arts with startup costs or how you can 
become a member of the consortium, visit the 

consortium’s Web site at: www.artizona.org
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Desert Transits
By Jeannine Savard

we’re standing not two miles
from the runways, not more 

than a few yards from the amber bottles’ 
wall of art, a foot

from where I stood alone
behind the century’s river- 

rock bottom, 
not a boat’s landing or inland marsh,

the heron picking its way
through reeds, one leg after another,

slender stick out of the fi ddlesticks 
away from the siege

wades in the neck curls of clouds
and freeway whoosh.

we meet half-way in a saddle of pebbles, 
runnels between boulders 

rounded-up like lumps in the throat,
two Adam’s Apples bobbing, or

a single sculpted woman in long repose
under a thin breeze 

nearly cut by Atropos, 
Mimosa pollen fl ying back up

her arms and legs, regenerative 
braking: schooo through our city’s streets,

our accelerated silver
and green Light Rail.

© 2009

Jeannine Savard 
is an Associate 
Professor of 
English at Arizona 
State University 
and teaches poetry 
workshops at both 
the graduate and 
undergraduate 
levels. Her 
new volume of 
poems, entitled 
“Accounted For,” 
will be published 
by Red Hen Press 
in April 2010. 
Contact Jeannine 
at jsavard@asu.
edu.
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In a New York Heartbeat
By Charlsy Panzino

© 2009

It’s a warm, sticky July afternoon, and my mom and I are taking the train into New York City. 
I’ve lived in the Arizona desert for all 10 years of my life, and even though my mom was 
born and raised on Long Island, I’ve never set foot in the city. My nose is pressed against the 

window so I won’t miss a single house or tree that fl ies by. 
As we approach each stop, I listen eagerly to the foreign-sounding names.
“Freeport.”
“Merrick.” 
“Baldwin.”
 I laugh when I hear the next stop is Jamaica, and I pretend we’re making a stop in the Caribbean. 
Then, all of a sudden, the train plunges into darkness as we dive under the East River, with only 

the tunnel’s concrete walls protecting us from the tons of water outside.
Excitement courses through my veins as we slide into Penn Station. The train doors swish open, 

and my mom takes my hand as we plunge into a sea of people. A shy 10-year-old, I let her guide 
me through the cavernous station. Business people and tourists swirl around us, and small groups of 
families and friends check maps and train schedules.

But I’m not scared. In fact, I can’t get enough of everything around me.  My heartbeat quickens as 
we approach the exit. I’m practically running now as I spot the doors at the end of the cavern. 

Outside, my normally wide eyes get even bigger as I take in the scene before me. The sea of 
people inside Penn Station is nothing compared with the tsunami of people sweeping down the 
sidewalks and crossing the streets. New York throbs with the chaotic melody of jackhammers and 
cab horns.

The scent of hot dogs and pretzels fl oats from the food stands and mixes with the acrid stench of 
sewers as I tilt my head back and run my eyes along the tops of skyscrapers that would dwarf every 
building in Arizona. The air is humid, and I ache to see the Hudson River. I know it’s out there 
somewhere, beyond the buildings. 

I love my hometown of Scottsdale, but I realize that I need to be a part of this electrifying city. I 
want to meet all of the people hurrying down the sidewalks and explore every building and street. I’d 
never be lonely or bored here. It’s as if someone took all of my enthusiasm and energy and crafted it 
into a city. 

My mom tells me that most people are scared and overwhelmed the fi rst time they visit New York 
City. But not me. This is what a real city should look like, feel like. On this mundane July afternoon, 
I’ve found something I didn’t even know was missing. 

Charlsy Panzino is currently a print journalism 
senior at Arizona State University. Her articles 
have been published in ASU’s State Press 
newspaper and magazine, 944 Magazine and 
several trade publications, including Modern 
Car Care Magazine and Professional Door 
Dealer Magazine. The Associated Press and 
USA Today have also picked up Charlsy’s 
stories. Combining her passion for writing and 
traveling, her goal is to become a travel writer. 
Contact Charlsy at nyeratheart516@yahoo.
com.
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The Wake
By Amanda Soto

© 2009

His name is Marty. Actually, his real name is Matt, but 
in the years from teenager to 21, I’ve always known 
him by this nickname, bestowed on him by our mutual 

friends. We never spoke more than a couple of words to each 
other, but he was in my life for reasons I did not know nor could 
I explain yet. 

I was anticipating how great this summer would be before the 
fl owers bloomed in spring. My guy friends had decided to rent 
a house by the Jersey shore. Theirs seemed to be built with a 
revolving door. No matter what day it was, familiar faces were 
always there.

Marty lived in the small blue room on the fi rst fl oor. That’s 
where he was when I saw his keys on the kitchen table. What 
appeared to be an ordinary set of keys—house key, car key and 
keychain—ended up unlocking doors I’d shut years ago.

“Keep kids alive drive 25” was the slogan on the keychain.
“Marty, what does ‘Keep kids alive drive 25’ mean?” I yelled.
As he walked into the kitchen I could see grief had been hiding 

behind his bright blue eyes until that moment.
“It’s for my cousin’s charity,” he said. “A car hit him. He 

died.” 
My eyes swelled, but I didn’t shed a single tear. A technique I 

had mastered over the years. 
As my hands and toes went numb, I had the urge to stick them 

in cold, wet sand. Watching the waves crash on the shore has 
always put me at ease. In a world full of chaos, one thing that’s 
out of your control yet always stays the same is waves crashing.

Curl, smash ... Curl, smash ... Curl, smash ...
It was easy to yearn for the ocean when the humidity made 

the air thick enough to bring the salty aroma swirling into the 
kitchen. All that stood between it and me was a two-block walk 
from Marty’s front porch. 

So walk we did. 
We stood at the curb in front of the beach house. The other 

side of the street seemed so far away. My heart started to race. 
My sweaty palm reached for his hand. As we crossed the two-
way street, I squeezed. 

“One more crossing to go,” I said to myself.

Moments like this were nothing new to me. 
* * *

It gets dark early in summers by the shore, and this night was 
no exception. Emotionally drained, I sat on the boardwalk bench 
to catch my breath. The only thing in the black sky was the moon 
— my own personal light bulb illuminating the ocean as far as 
the eye could see. For a second it felt as if the world stopped 
spinning and we were the only two who were left. 

“My friend was hit by a car too,” I said out loud. The words 
Houdini-ed, escaping when I never thought it was possible. They 
caught me off-guard. When they hit Marty’s ears, they seemed to 
comfort him, like a hermit crab fi nding a home in a new shell. 

“I remember what I was wearing when we got the call,” he 
said. “A Rutgers hoodie. I remember because it was so cold 
outside and I didn’t have a jacket on because I got in the car so 
fast to go to the hospital.”

His words sounded like lyrics to a song I had never wanted to 
sing.

“I remember what I was wearing when I got the call too,” I 
said. “Blue running shorts with an orange stripe. I remember 
because I matched the comforter on my bed.”

All the details poured out, piggybacking on each other’s 
snippets of recollection. 

His cousin’s name was Graeme. My friend’s name was Carlee. 
Cars hit them both. 
They both died.
We both thought we would die too when we had crossed two 

streets back. I realized I wasn’t the only one who had mini-
anxiety attacks every time I crossed the street.

“I’ve never talked about this with anyone,” he said with a sigh 
of relief.

“Me either,” I confessed. “Three years. It took me three years 
to speak without crying.”

When we got back to the house, I realized that when we had 
left, we were practically strangers. Now, I was the ocean and he 
was the moon, shining light on what was the darkest of hours. 
You never really know someone until you hear his or her story. 
Beginning to end. 

“Matt, this changes everything,” I told him.
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and hopes to move to a busy city that inspires 
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at asoto88@gmail.com.


