






















































































It hurts. It hurts to see him hit Mama and it hurts 
when he hits me. Mama is crying and she is screaming. 
She says my name, Emilia, and she says, don't hurt her, and 
she cries. 

I am waking to the kicking of a person from the 
house. Move, bastard, he says, we don't want you here. 
Move, bastard, you shouldn't stay here, he says every 
morning and every evening I am back behind the shed. 
There are nice things in the shed, I am sure, but the peo­
ple in the house keep a big metal bolt on the door, so I 
can't get in. 

Flash! I am a fish and unprepared. My fins grab the 
feet of the kicker; they grab the big metal bolt. I flop, 
searching for water, I gasp, until Flash! I am Ramon, and 
the person from the house kicks me again and I run. 

There is someone outside our house. A boy. A prince! 
Because at last, my prince has come. He is running away 
from me though, running towards the shore, away from 
his princess, Marisol. 

I love him, this prince, because he will take me away 
from scratchy wool blankets. He will take me to his 
palace and we will live happily ever after. 

But now he is running away. 
Papa is gone now, and I am back beneath my table, 

watching Mama's feet. Mama is crying and I am crying. 
Mama isn't looking good. She looks sad and sick. I want 
Mama to be better. I want her to stop crying, I want to 
hear her say, Emilia, everything will be all right. 

But Mama is crying and I am crying and nothing is all 
right. 

I am near the sea when Flash! I am a fish and a flop 
towards the shore, gasping. I am wet up to my fins when 
Flash! I am Ramon, panting on the rocks and scared. 

Flash! I do not like the water because I am a bug and 
I fly and skip awkwardly away from the huge expanse of 
ocean, relieved when Flash! I am Ramon, lying prone on 
uneven ground, wishing to what god there may be, wish-
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ing to someone that I were a person in the house. 
The people in the house make me leave; they call me 

bastard. Some do not look at me, and the ones who do 
kick me, because I am a bastard. 

My prince, even though he is clumsy, has come back 
for me. He is running and tripping and falling back 
towards our house. My prince, my beautiful prince, me 
knight-in-shining-armor; he is falling and he lies in the dirt 
near our house. He is not dead, I say, I hope. My love can­
not be dead. He will come for me and take me away to 
his palace. 

I am sitting at the window, wishing and pretending it 
is paned with colored glass and swathed with velvet and 
intricate brocade. It is a hole in a dirty wall and all I can 
see through it is fields of coffee and the ugly orange 
Colombian sun. 

Mama is not looking well. I hear her breathing from 
on top of her mattress, and her breaths are not smooth. 
She makes sad sick noises when it is dark outside. When 
it is light she cries, and she never moves. 

I stay underneath my table. Where else would I be? 
Flash! it is dark but I am a fish, a fish out of water 

moving desperately towards the ocean. I am dry. I need 
to be wet. I am in up to my fins, I dive in furiously, I take 
a breath, and Flash! and I am Ramon, but too late, for I am 
too deep and it is too dark. I am Ramon who should be 
dry but is wet and sinking too fast. It is dark. It should be 
light. It is light in the house, but I cannot see the house. 
I cannot see anything. It is too dark. 

I cannot gasp. I cannot breathe. When I try, I sink. 
I close my eyes, and I sink. I close my eyes and I sink. 

I am told I shouldn't spend my time at the window. 
Marisol, Papa and Mama say, you shouldn't spend your 
time staring out the window. There are better things you 
could be doing, they say. But I have been at the window 
since my prince disappeared. My prince, my knight-in­
shining-armor, isn't here. He hasn't been here since I saw 
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him fall and then get up again, once more towards the 
sea. He must return, to rescue me. 

Mama is sleeping. She sleeps, mostly. So I will sleep 
too. When I sleep I do not care; I cannot know. I will not 
know if Papa is hitting me or if Mama is crying. I sleep 
and all I feel is my dreams. I dream of a boy in a brightly 
lit house happy with his princess. Goodnight, Emilia, my 
doll tells me, and I sleep. 

I left today, after I made supper and then cleaned it 
up. I went to the sea, where my prince would be waiting. 
And I found him, on the shore. He lay there deep in 
thought while I waited for him to rescue me. 

I'm back at the window, because he didn't rescue me, 
didn't turn around, but I know he will come soon, to res­
cue his princess, Mariso!! 

My dreams are all that I need. I am comfortable 
beneath my table with my dreams of the boy and his 
princess as my pillow. Mama may be crying and Papa may 
come back, but in my dreams the boy and his princess 
live happily forever, and I am happy too. 

My knight-in-shining-armor, my prince, my love, the 
boy who slept beside our shed, is dead. I knew it when I 
saw him again on the shore, lost in thought. I sit at the 
window, and though Mama and Papa call for me, I look 
through the window and imagine how it would have 
been to live in my prince's castle, a king and his happy 
queen and the baby princess. Ramon, Marisol, and Emilia. 
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White Envelope 

The summer sky outside my window is the soft blue 
of a baby blanket, woven with milky threads of clouds. 
I can hear my mother singing downstairs, her alto mixing 
with the metallic clank of dishes. She's making home­
made pancakes with boysenberry syrup for breakfast. 
I trudge downstairs and into the kitchen to set the table. 
Three knives, three forks, three glasses, three big white 
plates with blue rims, three napkins. My fmgers protest 
when I leave the fourth setting in its resting place: the 
middle oak cabinet above the stove. 

May I be excused? Pm not hungry ... 

Here I am in my bedroom again, stomach empty and 
eyes still lined with sleep. I sit down, legs crossed Indian­
style, on my bed. Some nameless force draws me here, 
imprisons me in this room. 

Maybe today PIl open the white envelope. 

It's the first Sunday in July, early morning and already 
the shimmers of heat rise from off our black tile roof. The 
day is trapped in the motionless intensity of a Van Gogh 
painting, a vibrant stillness that belies its silent screaming 
energy. Golden light invades my room and bathes the 
walls and carpet in its glow. I want to refuse the warmth 
and the radiance of this glossy, catalogue-page perfect 
summer day. 

God, can't you see Pm already burning? 

I stand up. I feel like a human cigarette, and my vanity 
mirror reinforces this characterization. Before me is the 
reflection of a tall, thin shape. Pale dry skin like paper 
wrapped around. Smoldering red-rimmed eyes framed by 
the hazy smoke of tobacco-brown hair. 

Not what my parents see when they look at me, of 
course. Or my friends. They tell me I'm beautiful: creamy 
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complexion, curly chestnut hair, eyes like that summer 
sky. Is the ravage of this carcinogenic guilt invisible? 
Maybe my stealthy pain conceals itself somewhere deep 
inside my body, growing and growing and filling me up, 
quieting the gurgle of my vacant stomach as it metasta­
sizes into a tumor that conquers even my hunger, destroy­
ing me from within. 

Somehow, it seems the sunlight eludes me now, per­
haps gravitating toward my desk, where the white enve­
lope lies. 

The imperfect glass of the window casts light like the 
feathered gold of an angel's wing on the white envelope. 
I'm drawn from the mirror to my desk, where the full heat 
of the sunlight wraps itself about me like an overprotec­
tive mother. I arrange my gangly limbs in the stiff wood­
en lap of myoid chair. My fingers are aching to open the 
envelope, but so far I am too afraid to loosen the flap and 
view the contents, for to do so is to confront the darkness 
of my past. 

Will you forgive my weakness? 

It's been eleven days since Laura's mother laid the 
envelope upon my desk. "This was in Laura's room. She 
would have given it to you, but ... " she said, her gentle 
voice trailing off and crinkles round her mouth battling to 
turn up into a sad smile. She didn't need to finish, of 
course, because I knew then that Laura would not be 
returning from the hospital. Laura, my best friend. 

My best friend is dead. She won't spend the night 
beside me on this floor again. No more giggling in sleep­
ing bags and waking up to sunshine and pancakes. No 
need to set an extra place at the table. No more dreams 
of college and art school. No more laughing together. No 
more crying together. No growing up. Not together. My 
eyes sting with tears as the memories of a lifetime pulse 
through my veins. Such a short lifetime on this little blue­
green planet. 
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And all the blame is mine. 

As I sit here, wondering what Laura must have 
scrawled in this last epistle, I try to imagine her in heav­
en. Please, please let there be chocolate cake and cookies 
and french fries. And all the other morsels we denied our­
selves in this terrible crusade to be impossibly thin like 
the women in the magazines we pored over on the floor 
of this room. My room. I taught her everything I know 
about anorexia, about the hunger for an image that can 
never be attained. And my student eclipsed her teacher. 

Laura made the image a reality, five feet six and ninety 
pounds. And she kept losing weight, until eleven days 
ago. Until the heart attack, when her soul slipped from 
her slip of a body. 

I reach out for the envelope, resolving to open it at 
last. Only my name, printed in loopy, cursive, mars its 
white innocence. The black letters are like the stains of 
gUilt on my wicked heart. With trembling hands, I rip 
apart this last vestige of my best friend, 

Inside is a birthday card, pink butterflies and glitter. 
"Happy Birthday! You've taught me the true 

meaning of friendship! Love Laura!" 
A shudder of revulsion seizes me. I rise and drop the 

card and the white envelope into my wastepaper basket. 
I don't know whether it's the heat of the noon sun, or my 
touch, that ignites the paper. It burns to ash, like that of a 
cigarette. 

God, can't you see I burned up already? 

Lara Rogers, 1st Place, 
11 th Grade, Charles Wright 
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Within the Oaken Grove 

Earlier today I was at the park treating myself to a 
small picnic of coffee and a ham sandwich. The sun was 
especially bright, and although I do so enjoy the sun, I 
was dwelling in the shady relief that some tall oaks 
offered. I sipped my iced coffee and ate from my sand­
wich, letting my thoughts wander. 

Then - quite suddenly - I became aware of a whisper­
ing from behind the trees under which I sat. 

"What will we tell Mother?" said the fust voice I heard. 
It sounded like that of a small child, but I couldn't tell if it 
was male or female. 

"We shan't tell mother!" replied another with a similar 
androgyny. This voice spoke much more hurriedly than 
the fust. It was also a little deeper, but sounded more 
feminine somehow. "She's blind as a bat; she'll never 
know." 

"I suppose," said the fust, slowly, innocently. 
"Quickly!" said the second. "Make the hole a bit deep­

er and let's toss him in." I heard some clinky noises (two 
shovels, I presumed) and heavy breathing from both par­
ties. NumberTwo spoke again after some time: "Oh, poor 
Father! I knew we shouldn't have gotten into the 
absinthe." 

"You know what Mother always called it, didn't you? 
The Green Insanity. When you drink something with a 
horrid name like that no one can only expect you to 
do something mad." 

"Do shut up,p/ease. Let's hoist him in or we'll be late 
for tea with Mum." Heavy breathing, again, and some 
groans. 

A multitude of macabre thoughts came to mind, each 
one more so than the preceding. I sat there, frozen, pon­
dering the scenarios that might have caused the death of 
these children's father. 

"Now that he's in the ground." Began NumberTwo 
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once again, "shouldn't we say a few words?" Number One 
gave a silent agreement, and Two continued. "Good, you 
always were better at that sort of thing, so I nominate you 
for the task." 

"Why should I" asked Number One solemnly. 
"Because I am older and more important. Plus you're 

the one who pulled the trigger." 
Number One sighed at this, "But you're the one who 

told me to get into . .. " Another sigh. "Oh, alright." 
With a bit of preparation, Number One began his 

elegy. 
"Father was a good man. He will be missed." 
"You know," interjected the older sibling, "I think that 

perhaps I should have done that myself." 
Number One sighed once more. "You know, Mother 

really will start to worry. I think we should be off." 
"As do I." 
I heard a scampering of feet, and then silence. 

Breaking my daze I ran back to where the voices had 
come from, the grove of oaks offering privacy for their 
horrible deeds. Obviously my curiosity was piqued -
these children had killed their father! A little ways into 
the grove I reached a large plot of disturbed earth. 

I admit now, quite freely, that I most assuredly did not 
make the correct choice in the succeeding events. 

I quickly brushed away the earth with my hand. 
What I found surprised me almost as much, as I expected 
to fmd a fresh corpse in the shallow grave. The ftrst thing 
I noticed was that the soil was much more compact the 
farther down I got, even though it may have been only 
inches into the earth. I picked at this hard earth relent­
lessly until my nails were bloody and covered with dirt, 
only then realizing that what I was picking at was actually 
solid wood. 

I reached around the wood, discovering contours, try­
ing to figure the scope of the object. After time I realized 
that what lay before me was an ornate coffm. 
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I stared a moment, aghast, thinking of the trouble 
those children had gone through to procure such an item. 
Or, I thOUght again, maybe they weren't even children at 
all. 

I opened the coffin and a murky darkness leered out 
at me. The depth of the coffin eluded me. It seemed to 
sink down forever, luring me in with the smell of death. 
There was no corpse to be seen. 

As I kneeled there, peering into the fathoms of the cof­
fin, I heard a snap behind me. I turned sharply, but as I 
did I felt a sudden, white-hot pain in my head. Twisted, 
childish laughter surrounded me, drowning me, pushing 
me into the grave. I screamed and fell in. The lid closed 
behind me, and I fell. The darkness enveloped me, as did 
the sickening laughter. 

The horrible, twisted giggles intensified. I clawed at 
my face and the sides of the coffin, trying to get out, but 
to no avail. I reached up, grasping for the lid of the coffm, 
but my hand found nothing. With an undramatic thud I 
reached the bottom of the narrow chamber. The laughter 
silenced. The pain ceased. I heard one word that seemed 
to echo to infmity: "Father ... " 
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KNOTS 

Pa ate the whole carp that night. Mother was talking 
about the trip to Niagara: the water, the lodge. She was 
saying something about her hair being longer, his hands 
softer. The way it had all changed and how she couldn't 
get back there. Pa scooped fish onto his fork. He shov­
eled it into his mouth and looked out the window. "Good 
fish," he said. Then he pushed back from the table and left 
the room. 

The pocket knife is his. So is the whetstone. He sand­
ed this block. It has been three years since I put it in the 
bottom of my drawer, I judged my need for a trip to the 
Laundromat with it. When I grabbed it instead of socks, I 
knew it was time. I took it out last week; it has been sit­
ting on the armrest of this chair since then, untouched. 

I was at the window before him. I saw the first cloud 
of exhaust. He was behind me to see the brake lights 
burn red for a moment, then blacken like the rest of the 
car. He coughed and lit a cigarette~ When I think about 
changing that night, the car still pulls away. He doesn't. 

I was whittling around a knot when he came up. 
"You're gonna have to stop workin' the knots all the time." 
He grabbed the piece of basswood from my hands. "Carve 
the picture you got in your mind." He looked down at the 
block, set it on the table, and said, "I need a smoke." He 
walked out. I never understood how to see the end 
before starting, how he could carve the border of some­
thing not there. I never understood, so I stopped trying. 
We didn't talk about it again. I doubt he noticed. 

He used to sit in this rocking chair. I would creep to 
the end of the hall and watch his back. The slow creak of 
wood coming together with other wood sounded like a 
tree branch snapping. When his rocking stopped, he 
stared through the window, through birch and redbud 
and maple. When his rocking stopped, the silence 
entered so full I had to hold my breath. It was thick in 
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those days. I used it like a cradle: rocking to sleep in its 
echo. Nights when the wind flung branches against my 
window, I lingered on my haunches just outside the light 
from the room. 

I am going to carve this block. Not whittle, carve: lock 
it in a vice and screw bits into the drill and grind through 
the wood. That's what I want: the feel of woodgrain 
bursting. And the slow push all the way through. I'm 
going to carve straight to the center of the knots. The 
smell of sawdust will tell me when I'm done. 
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