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vELCRO SHOES

ZACHARY E]?
Fl%ﬁ
(44 hy is your brother not right in the head? Or%gk@

Was it something that your father did,
Or something thag, you said?”

It surely wasn’t the mother,

It couldn’t have been the mother,

She was dead when he was new

And never got to velero on his shoes.

She died moments after
Her husband, her babieg father, your father —

My father — pulled that living wailing thing out of her.

I wasn’t watching.
I didn’t want to,

I heard her labored breath, heard the desperation
Rushing from her aging lungs.

There wag g moment of unexpected silence, between

Her breathing ending and brand new breathing beginm'ng,

Small young lungs filling the aip with wines an wails.

00

1t wasn’t good enough.

d hite.
1 turned aroun splayed across the empty W
OWIL

i ilver cr .
Her hair, a silv - of the fial push:

i T
Her face frozen in the effo

Everything she had.

ad to win. She did.

Knowing she hi W
times even when you Wi
i s shoes.

She never got to velcro on hi

FFLER
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THE SCLURINT INQUIRY

eath has an odor all its own; one eyery 2111\17(1)1;? :;(;amg
instinctively, but usually does its w o
oy rticular, humans excel at masking
derésar.:s;nrll):x’editary’ sense-knowledge W;t\}rrll ;:f:tha‘t
o ’ as, “
e s sookel e a6 i by doind 50, the
S?nel}? gr,e all mortals is pushed even dee;:er into .
N s of the mind than normal — a, what y "
o ’Pecesse can’t hurt you,” type of thing. In esserih,
o 1?11:;"7 himself an excuse to be shocked by death,
iligeil:han to be forced to dwell upon 1t;a ;3 ...
ledge it; to stand by powerlessly .
'atcskinrzvfitability. The sudden and unexpeio:d iy
: i e long awai
o~ fea‘i}i‘? dui?ifti;;a,‘ri t(311(1)11’1: try to foolgrrgszllf .
B ’ i 1, and judgin,
e o sdeea;:sazggilfgi:lt’hat anticipation was
. Inyorfe of God’s creatures close by. A
Overltf (z/I\;a,s darker than the inside of a sa,bleb Eeoa,too
and miserable, .
e s _ andciféeibt?:ltliiz ?:;n é)ays without let-up or
oo hae nearly biblical in its fury and .
o, th there still didn’t seem to be any s1g1t1
endur'anc'e’ t:ile foreseeable future. My feet were w:ive s
o v tv hair, highlighted in white more an
- my' iy :ch pa,’ssing year, was plastered to my
m(?re Wltrkll'e headlong into my mid-fifties, the -
Skl'n- o 1I(1igfolds grooved into my face and too-wi
Wmm?:i ?illlie miniature creek beds with the ;Eaxl’: o
nose ' : e
een shedding for nigh on
o ;f’i deing anything to my 1ool'<s. .
R for all my beauty-challenged visage an
e d age, there was one who stilll called me
P irl” i the guy who was, at this very ) .
A 1king beside me. His name was l?adx"a,lg.
n?ontf::t? ,t;ljf' weighing in at 25 stone and b'lll’lltlk like a
zlo}t(:—bellied stove, he and I mi.iebcizgeYaa: le):;e 5
heigl}tl-V’ mturtl,daid; ZSZ;I;‘;:,G red haired, Illino?s bgrr;
o decen’ca.n shaped like a tornado. Don’t thin
Chmese-AmeIt;lthat that doesn’t gain attention. Yet f:;
o mo'menences we were identical in that, benea
o 01.11’ dlf;efrilishls; curved brows, peered. ch0091ate
D et that glow tawny in just the right hgh;r;;L .
broilv;pzslfe only attractive exterior feature of W
Ie)ietlr,ler of us could boast.
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Without hesitation, I headed toward the smell and

I could tell by the almost imperceptible hitch in
Padraig’s breathing that he had caught wind of it,

as well. He was blind ag a bat — always had been
without his glasses — but his senses of smell and
hearing were developed to a frightening degree. Oddly
enough, his DPeripheral vision was also phenomenal.

It was freakish how he could stare right at something
a foot in front of him and not see it (even with cor-
rective lenses), but was able to catch the slightest,
movement of an object ridiculous distances off to
either side of him. Not that any of that
Now — it was too dark to see anywhere but inward.

This veering suddenly off into a new direction
was an old story. Padraig knew of my penchant for
trouble - for, Quite literally, sticking my nose where
it didn’t belong - but rarely complained when
I dragged him into one of my adventures. With
varying degrees of success, he’d do his utmost to rein
me in a bit if things got a little too out of hand, but,
for the most part, he understood and Played along.

A millisecond before the white beam splashed
onto the soon to be Atlantean, vert sward, I heard
the snick of a flashlight’s on button. Sweeping the
torch side to side, Padraig and I continued forward,
simultaneously exited and apprehensive at whag our
investigation would turn up. A few ste
come upon it.

“Jeez. Oh, man!

was helpful

Ds later, we

That’s not good.”

Did I happen to mention before now that Padraig

has a most, eloquent way of expressing himsgelf? Yep,

he does, alright, though it tends to g0 out the window
whenever he’s embarrassed or startled. Off hand, r'd
have to say that this less than profound utterance
Was a reaction to the latter, Not that I could fault him.

Truth be told, I'd never seen such a mess. The
main torso looked more or less intact, with the odd
limb here and an unidentifiable piece of skin there.
Average male, maybe a, little Paunchy, with

brownish-black streaked gray hair. He’d been healthy

in life and wags obviously old enough to have g, family,
but was still far too yo

ung to leave them mourning.
Curiously, there was very little blood, which told me
that the butchery had taken place after death.

One other thing; the decaying collection of flesh
spread out before us wag no stranger to either
myself or to Padraig. Though not, friends, or even
being on what you would call regular speaking terms,
we had been casually acquainted with the deceased —
and now he was lying deader than the proverbia]
doornail on our front lawn. As I moved closer, I shot
a quick glance at Padraig just in time to catch him
looking back at me in disapproval.



“What do you think you're doing?” he said, in
that I—don’t-approve—of-whatever—it—is-you’re-thinking—
of-doing voice.

What was I supposed to say? He knew me well
enough not to even ask such a stupid question,
really. I had to find out what was going on here,
and that was exactly what I intended to do. So,
giving Padraig my best I-think—you’re-grea,t—so—please—
don’t-spoil-my-fun look, he relented, as usual, and

gave in to me and to his own natural curiosity.

Men! They're soO easy — especially this one.

T'd first met Padraig way back in September of
2000. He’d turned 40 that very day, but didn’t look a
day over 18, blast him. The Mac an t-Saoir blood that
flowed through his veins geemed impervious to aging,
proving that the MacLeod’s weren’t the only lords of
longevity from the Highlands. “My name is Padraig,
and I am a Mac an t-Saoir,” he was wont to say,
as if that explained everything — be it his youthful
appearance or his love of the cold or anything else —

and, as far as he was concerned, I guess it did.

Like Padraig, I'm also descended from an

ancient clan, but where his was renowned for their

shipbuilding, white cows, and poetry (as well as

causing the occasional, albeit necessary incidences
purely,

of appalling havoc), mine was anciently,
founded in protection and battle. The joy of the fight

and carnage sings within me, my royal blood searing
lence. Fortunately,

with delight at the thought of vio
or unfortunately, depending upon how you look at it,
Padraig has managed to mellow me out somewhat
over the hundred months or so we've known one
another. However, he hasn’t been able to tame me
completely and knows he never will. Happily, in
stark contrast to most men, he doesn’t view this as
a problem. Having spent his own formative years
growing up wild and reckless, he doesn’t begrudge
that feral streak in others; rather, he sees it as a
means of identification — a way of fitting in with
those similar to himself.

For all of that, he is still just a man and
subject to certain laws of nature: the wiles of
women, the antics of cute animals, and to his own

s. If 'm careful and subtly take

inquisitivenes
three of these

advantage of at least two out of
weaknesses, er, 1 meant to say, endearing qualities,
T'm pretty much able to bend him to my will at will.
And here’s where Padraig’s entirely warped sense of
humor comes in handy, because he’s aware of the
fact that he’s being manipulated, yet finds it funny
he’s so easily played. Actually, the more outlandish
and bizarre the situation and outcome,
his appreciation of it.

Sighing, as if with long suffering, Padraig lets
“Okay, let’s make it quick and don’t make a
d wet out here to be
and you know we have

the greater

go with,
mess. It’s way too dark an
clowning around for too long,
to get on the phone about this.”

Yes, the phone call. Ten minutes after that call
the scene will be trampled underfoot and we’ll be out
of the loop. As Padraig fumbles with his cell phone,
which he loathes almost as much as algebra,
mincemeat pie, and hot, humid heat, I sniff around

to see what I can see.

As T i
Padraig,snéosrtl;:’ldylng the area, I hear portions of
ot 25 00 t;he1=§'1a,tlon. Evidently, the person on th
e line doesn’t sh. 2 i .

rpon ot the are Padraig’s
oren ge ;I;(s), ePilght here, on my front lav%n!’?i‘I;fles ?:f
o .p rly sympathetic respong °

€S me g little more time ® oot T

“Well, ’ i
smelling it!J”Iou e not standing here looking at it and
Oh N o
opdinar’»jf;yf (l;a,qtralg 1s getting all wound up.
oA tic,ki .51 back and enjoy the show but th
Soston deter;g, I gotta, get a move on. So, ;/\rith °
e infoPmatil(rjlatlon, I circle the area and gather
B iy helpfulln I gan from the waterlogged ground
I prone gl C;iy shines the mini-flashlight around a,'
- Copeniting s y,t the beam wavering a little or g lo:
o oporioneis nt he frgstration level he happens to
SRS f" any given moment during hi
versation. b
An “Oy!” explodes from Pj i
A - adraig’s thr
telgl byutshlz félaps down the lid of his cell, ijdaische
or SR | ne that it isn’t a good oy. For the saaiin
word i,s uiiézsz I sI\10u1d explain here that the -
ot y Padraig to €xpress most of his
o hapr.)y 1'Il)endmg upon his mood, Oy can mean
dopronee) ,e X;}J:Egire,dfuil, surprised, in pain,
as hSWmESt definitely ,is ?1%1;?011??;:{:;? presaed, or
e irl” ; .
says that’—pf:\t;tizeiitigz _piIclI;?aHy  doad oo e
ooyt : £ ng up dead squi
o pmot;zirsg Zx;einng 1sg’t high on anybofily’lg Plii
toorit m.o ' he”ea,rhest, it’ll be dealt with lat
As far asrﬁillllg(;o e
oan ar as 'ncerned, Animal Con
e s’ fff:ezzn; carolinensis there indefimtzzsc;l E}?élu h
hapon Ny more time to figure out Wh7at’s ¢
unquestioﬁabls pretty obvious that the tree g
oy o oouonat y the meat I most love to chas
ol undemarrpck, probably struck a mortal
than a panca,ll;lage OI" el
ke 1t ek elai;lt in the .roa,d. Living long enough to
he cotld get po o) 7, Monsieur Sciurini expired befor
g, e 1s red cedar haven. As far as I ca °
e C;Pe o tha, day later, two at most, a la,anov;1
Goos oo U de1 I’GSF. The man that cuts our lawn .
machine and dogb:\l?azrslla ? e'hemOth e e
dimizutive corpus in thz h?lglsdgf’z,sssee he relatively
) .
e pa,ma; egli);az slpwly py, its wipers slashing at
ety fI,omwmdsh_leld. The interior lighting
Shintng e iro the dashboard, and the streetlight
faog I thej; lcl)verhea,d,. illuminates the driver’s
he gapes at me astoi? tfgnsl;};\irar IVOVZk e e iy as
oy s o s , “What is that?” i
Show_stanlzleg?a:E'd extending my rear legs in izk*:)lélsi
e, g 10.11,’ I stare back with confidence and
Aty : .I’é.i,lg S example, I think to m: 8
me is Ruitian, and I am g Shar-Pei.” veelt

quirrel,
€, was hit
st blow by
d’ve been crushed flatter

PATRICK R. MA
TR PG
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blackeneq sky.

Wintep has itg time ti]] the sun bears the world into spring,

SARA R

always folloWing its path.
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Ceramic

arp x 7w X 770
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IN THE CLosET

NATALIE CALHOUN

oil on Canvas
18”h x 24”w x .5"d
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WPty CUP of
HALF»'E‘%PJJD_MOUW}( SOUP

an you say a whole lot
in just a few words
or use the whole lot
for all that they’re worth?

Cagey smile? Or do you cage your smile ug‘?e9

Happy as a clam? Or are you a Sourpuss. 1.1 i
Not some kind of a brand of brace-face wielding blue,s 0
like the kind of a man with a case of the wanton 7

Suppressing expressing
what’s bothering you?
Suggesting, just guessing
what, of other things, to do?

What’s bothering me today

i too:
may be bothering you, . )
maiy multimillion dollar high-class butt-rape campaigns

mangy shoes a sorry cast of duct-tape and shoe-g00.
my

How about the probability of political gains
for farmer’s commodities like gra.ins‘:?
Hunger and poverty inevitably ren:.la,m -
not oddities but more of a main thing.

Don’t you all know —

doesn’t it make you mad —
we don’t always grow

food on food-producing land?

Biologically feeding the mean Machine. . -
Unwittingly harming; testing and assessing ethanol.

By not logically even achieving green su.preme, . "
while relentlessly starving the less acquired, requires gall.

MICHAEL HOLLAND

Land capable of producing demand.

Man capable of reducing the land.

Mono-crop chop-block horrors boarder

presidential cock-blocks from future reformers and restorers.

Environmenta,l]y advance —
entirely mentally, per chance.
Take a second glance

to understand this delicate dance.

Or how about trickle down economy?

Will wealth begin to rain?

T've more faith in the fickle side of astrology

than administrationg that remain Playing more of the same old game.

We do what we know: we reap what we sow —

irrigate, try to be meager, and wait for more Pleasing gains.
We need a keen arrow like a shot from g bow;
it irritates waiting for a, leader to try to ease our pains.

“No, good point, but I don’t feel that way; I've lost hope.

To me, it’s a moot point, but thanks for b

Tinging it up. What’s that you wrote?

I'll just keep thinking things I may say — while failing to vote,
and I'll keep drinking things from my half-empty cup — I'll continue to mope.”

Fill up another half-empty cup of loud-mouth soup,
you foot-in-mouth finger pointer.

Unless, of course, you have some sort of inexplicable use
for placebo ointment reporters.

Ineffective and affectionless
without even attempting this?

You’d better find an alibi —

you’d better find an accomplice;

we’ll live in a, living hell, says I, if apathy remaing commonplace.

P13
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s a little girl in Japan, “I Wﬂ;.cﬁ it
I” was my preferred phras ,n -
ﬁzfl;ed perfectly, especriln,rlllgsv;ﬂzdn’t
i
paretfl t';(S) t?ﬁ/v:,lse ;fdei;-time favorite,
nt to. | |
Z\;aleast until that Iﬁ):;tﬁ;ii; ;1;317 »
Until then, I some e ing
alwaysl—li)iv};ecx)fx;r?? tﬁi 1?Ecident taught
18262 lesson in a very harn a,nct
. ddening way that there 1s no
z?vvays a second cha,ncn. .
It was eight o’clock in e
ing in 1994. I was 12 ye
InOPI'lmghe final grade of elementary
01(111,01;11 tUnder the spotless blue iky,
ftc was an ordinary mormngab :Eia,lt
started just fine. T?lz Oglr;;slrﬂdmg W
Surrozgi/iv?tght:episrik carpet of fallen
Z;:iiy blossoms. Students vg:ﬁ;
king into the school,. me .
. ing greetings with their
ei:sta;llies. Among dozens of iellow
:tudents, I found nga?eexg :sic)d, y
neiil:: Ig;:zigolji: of his father’s
‘]slile sedan by the school g?:z .
I greeted him, and he gree

back with a big smile.

Pl4

“I love you, son!” Hig father
shouted g, him when We almost,
reached the door. As Soon as he
heard that, hig face blusheq. I knew
€xactly how he felt at that Imoment.
It is not customary to say, “I love
you” in Japan. To David, g sensitive
12 year-olq boy, hea,ring “I love you”
in front of g dozen of hig classmateg

was too embarrassing, €ven when
everyone knew that he wag
ha,lf-AInem'can and his fathep was
American. Without g, word, he turneq
away from hig father, blushing.
“Why do You not say anything
back?” 1 asked him gg I trotteq
after him.
“It’s too embarrassing to say
I love you in front of €Veryone.” He
shyly résponded. “I don’t want them

He made hig boint

; do-it-later Sseemed
to work berfectly.

It was shortly aftep the lunch
break when & secretary from the
Principal’s office dashed into our
classroom and interrupted our fifth
beriod clags. She looked Very anxioug
and whispered to our teacher. Then
she called out David’s Name and
éscorted him oyt of the room. Even
though I wag & child, I coulg sense
Something wag wrong; g, bremonition

of bad newg tightened my stomach.
Ten minutes later, he came back
Crying. Without, a word, he Started to
Dack up hig belongings. A dark ang
disconsolate Silence Wrapped the



«] Joved him. I lJoved him Very
much,” he mournfully said. «I thought
1 could always tell him that I love
him. Dad died because of me, because
1 was bad.” His words speared my

entire room.
tearfully s - "My dad died,” he heart. I knew it wasn’t his fault.
his mouth (ilueezed the words out of According to his mother, his father
1 reply to died neart attack. The attack
questions. T my meddling ied from a heart attack. 1€ attac
news I coul; was the worst possible itself wasn’t fatal; however, nobody
i ever imagin was around when it occurred o their
‘I:IIS words from e a’I’lierg:; €. Suddenly, bacteyard while b . "
I can always tell h hat morning ackyard while ne was mowing on nis
» im th .’ n ted week: ff.
later,” flooded back into A %ni:ftelfn;el eeitiajcrﬂfa few hours
like a broken record over again Ii ;regarr;eor;ef ina ydoin 1mt.) X
A couple . ou ard for words to say, bu
funeral, I Vis(,) 11; evenings after the aphotic emptiness gurrounded me,
in his p lted him. He was sitti and I could find no words. 1 knew for
and O0m alone. His face e sure that his father knew very well
nd his eyes was pale
In the dark PWere red and swollen , that David loved and respected him in
he told me thOZrE With no lights on spite of his actions that morning.
. a’ e thOu ’ . )
thing as I did when h ght the same However, 1 didn’t say that. NO WO-I’dS
news. He said h € received the seemed good enough to comfort his
€ very m
not responding to hisyf atrlllch’ regretted sha;terled heart. . .
you,” and also ignoring h.epfs “I love N welve yea;s o_ w{\{a,s tsh 1 } e ige
words and turni is father’s of innocence. Ironically, the ime to
T .
ning his back on him learn the realities of life came earlier

that morning.
than expected. The passing of David’s

father’s was devastating to him, and
for me, too. Over the next couple of
years, 1 saw him struggling to
overcome the emotional trauma,
which wasn’t easy. However, I believe
that David’s father left us one final
gift within this adversity that we
would never forget — you won't
HIROSE always have a second chance. We
must treasure each opportunity to

FIRE'E SII)&I%GE share love and joy.
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gARA THOMPSON
e R DK o

Silver & Glass

1.5”h x 1w x .B”d

P17



CATHY HACKLER
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pAUL BRONE

Soft Pastels

15”h x R0"W
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MONSTER
BY THE seA

ANDY HONGISTO

Two BRANR I Ay

D.igfital Print

7”h x 9.8"W

P20



JOSH QUICK

Spray Paint, Acrylic,
Nails, Particle Board

o4™n x 40.78"W X .B7d
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SARA THOMPSON

Silver & Copper
1”h x 1"wx 17d

LINDA MEKSHES

Carved Corian

1.5’h x 1.5”w x .57g
P22
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THREE?EE@BB@% 1

Cast Silver

17h ings
X .875"wW x .37574

Pendant
1’h x 1.875”wW X .18757d
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wHo AM 17

;I ;l * ’
g

g

t a wake;

meet &

d when wine glasses
soun

g

. ildren,

ng chil

s of playl

falls upon the tongue

hat ta

snow b

I am the g fire.
flaming gm blue.

. v put: the base of & meets the sk I

0 N here the ocealt

. fouIld w

1 will be

)

I he words that I believe in more than any other

Are written on my chest; g, dramatic effect:
The blank ink against the pale house of my heart.
I know the thought may shock you, when yoy think of who I am;

For a while I wag unsure if T Wanted the reminder,
Now I know it doesn

’t matter, I wil always fee] this:

Connected to these concepts
But like a kite more than an anchor
Firmly get as aged concrete with thege ideals.
Rather, T am the one below;, Subservient, to the kite that 8lides
On gentle breezeg made by loveprg’ sighs.

I strive fop such lofty Perfection

But know my place:

NATHANIEL .

Writing Love all of the time

On my gkin and in my mind.

P28



THE CURSE of INFINTTY

J _’verything around me was darkness. I couldn’t
;emember how I had got there, or how long I had
een‘ there. I'm probably dreaming, 1 thought.
,You re awfully rational for being in a dream
aren’t you?” came a voice behind me. ,
. kTurI.ung, I saw an angel floating toward me, tall
¢ ar ha,u:ed, and with magnificently spreading Wings:
Oh. . . I'm dead, aren’t I?” I asked. .
Yes,” he confirmed. “Provided you’re
Samantha, Lasett.”
i nodded. “I'm not as broken up as I ought to be.”
M?St people aren’t, once they’re sure there’s
something afterwards. Now, if you’d be so kind as
to follow me into the light?” he asked stepping
aside and gesturing toward 7
S a near-blindi i
of white light. iR cirete
“You actually have that?”

4 ?” I asked, ¢ i S
bit clichéd, isn’t it?” ERE N
“You have only yourself to blame. At least on
some level you believed it, so it exists. On, I suppose
I s'hould introduce myself. I'm Kael, an angel of the

third sphere. I'm here to show you around and

answer any questions you ma,
Yy have. A h
bellhop, if you will.” ey

As we came to the end of the tunnel, I froze at
the sight awaiting us. Ornate, opalescent gates, miles

high, stood rather improbably atop fluffy white
clouds. Whatever lay past the gates was totally
obscured by the light beyond the tunnel, now SO

“Does that mean there’s something past Heaven,
too?” I asked, seeing how far I could push this.

«Txcellent. . . That’s right. Heaven isn’t the
end-all be-all that you Christians think. For that
matter, neither is Jannah for Muslims, Aaru for
ancient Egyptians, or anything else in which you
humans have believed. They’re all just there to
placate the egos of the dead. No one wants to die
and find out that they’ve believed in the wrong
thing all their lives, especially if they died for that
belief. So, all of the various afterlives exist, each
person going to the one they believe in. It’s the same
with God; you view Her as you wish. For instance,
I see Her as a sixteen-armed woman with the head
of a newt. Gender and form would be completely

different for you.”
“What happens to atheists? Do they just g0

to oblivion?”

“Ah, that’s a special case,” Kael answered, and
as he did, his voice took on a quality of regret, of
disagreement with this divine policy. “Atheists
usually expect oblivion after death, but God is
omnibenevolent, so She doesn’t want anyone to just
fade away. They get the next best thing: they float
alone in darkness for eternity.”

“That’s awfull”
“Which is why they are allowed to leave and

join the other afterlives any time. It usually doesn’t
take long.

“Th i ki
eists don’t spend much longer in theip

bright it hurt.
“So, I've made it?” I asked. “I'm going

to Heaven?”
«pgrhaps. Not without a trip to Purgatory first,
though. Don’t worry, it’s usually not for any longer

than you were alive.”
«What?” I exclaimed, “I don’t want to go

to purgatory!”
“Tough. That’s how your religion works.”
“\Wait a second,” I said, thinking furiously. “You
just said that the tunnel of light existed because
I believed it did, correct?”
“That’s right,” Kael nodded, a grin beginning to
spread across his face.
«Well then. . . does purgatory exist because
I thought it did? Because you’'ve got your facts
wrong. I may have been Catholic, but I never really
pelieved in purgatory. Or Hell,” I added quickly.
«yell done!” exclaimed Kael. “Nice use of
loopholes. If that’s the case, then you can skip
Purgatory and g0 straight into Heaven.”
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S D . y
’ g
re ecti ve af teI ].1 ves eltllel A.f teI th.e et bOI ed of

“And what’s thato”

“This,”_
il the .c}ou.dscape around us dissolved and
e ed di. -« it’s impossible to describe. Everyg
N ed, every structure and landscape vone
surrounded us, g]
walking gt , all, somehow, within easy
“THOW. - .7 I trailed off.
0 incorporate everythi
‘ in,
accessible, the afterlife occupi
than the usual four. Space an
necessary here for convenien;
he concluded, grinning

I experi
offon eVpeerlenc:(?d. everything the afterlife had to
all th’e ry activity, event, and sensation. I w
inc various afterlives, living in numep . et to
arnations of Heay . ous
; en, visiting Nj i )
E] g Niflheim
YSIUM, and thousands more. I wa, , Kibalba,
reincarnated several . S even

g while still being easily
es different dimensiong

d time fracture as

ce’s sake. Go have fun,”

times. I met, éveryone who had



ever lived, each : .
However, like alloiatii?;sbe:;zizgfl tke family.
they start ’ eéw million years
Eventzglf;, glez,s(i{r;;n goze; M .
and explore Creation. He agPeOI(’ipermSmH to go back
and watched my life from t ed, and [ went down
I watched first hand the livhe outside. After that,
in the afterlife, friends, fa’lnei?yOfcs;ePfone I had met
me in life, until I knew them ail oy Ilzeetet strangers to
I explored the universe, every ol :Pt.
everIy star in every galaxy. et around
cou .
— nted every subatomic Particle, just because
At odds for g, i .
myself occupied, ID‘ZZ ?Iirlfleillste with which to keep
if I could try my hand at cre:ti?gazz? and asked God
again, He g, verses. Once
attempt to ag;:’fZii,I;iIsl iiz;?e condition that I not
galaxies and more, seei lons. I created a billion
assorted ] ng them all through to their
ends, trying out every idea I had
Now thoroughly bored out of m Kk .
back to the afterlife to see what 1 Ve .ull, it
interest,. Finding Kael on m . else might catch my
bored. What else is there t, Y return, I said, “I'm
“Would you like t 0 do here?”
“Already done tha(,)t.b ?’jegp(fs ess?”
I've been one so long,” I sighed. out of new ideas,

“That’s just creator’s block. Why don’t you take
a stroll around Creation for inspiration?“

«] have—eight times.”

«Is that all? I've just come back from my two
thousand and some tour.”

«Doesn’t that get a little dull?”

“Yeah, but after Earth’s largest ball of twine,
anything is interesting. Let me think. . . you could go
into a state of heavenly bliss.”

«That sounds pretty good. What is it, exactly

“All your wants are eliminated. You're never
hungry, thirsty, bored, anything. Basically, you sit
around for the rest of time and smile.”

“That’s. . . almost grotesque! You just lie around
like a vegetable, forever?”

“A happy vegetable,” Kael corrected.

“No thanks. It sounds awful; it sounds like that
would kill anyone’s individuality. You’d just be a
corpse filled with endorphins, no personality, no soul,
nothing. I'd rather be bored for the rest of my

existence than have that done to my mind.”

«T feel exactly the same,” said Kael, suddenly
gerious. “But you’'ve only just run out of things to do.
T've been like this for millennia. Hell can never make
people as miserable as Heaven can. But we’re never
allowed to stop, to die again, to make it all end.
Neither of us has used up a single percent of our
immortal lives. Compared to a mortal’s life, we've
just been born; the doctor hasn’t even slapped our
respective behinds yet. And we will never get any
closer to death. We'll just go on, forever.”

7

Paling at the prospect of eternal boredom,
1 asked, “But can’t God give us something else to do
«Iike what? You've seen everything She’s
created. Do you have any New ideas?”
«ell. . . no. But couldn’t He let us die agal
«I’s like what I told you about atheists; God
loves us too much to uncreate us. She thinks She
knows what’s best for us, even if we’re miserable.

She’s like a parent who doesn’t want us to get hurt

running with scissors.
«But there’s still a chance we won't need b
forever. We aren’t the only ones who feel this way.
Many others feel the same. If God won't let us go,
we’ll force Her to0.”
«“you're not talking diplomatic force, are you: ?
«We've all asked, and been turned away. Our last

(>3

nQ ”

0 exist

option is to form an army.”

«But. . . how would you kill God?”
“We probably couldn’t, She’s like us. But She
can’t defeat us without Kkilling us, so we've nothing to
lose. If we can conquer the afterlife and imprison
God, maybe we’ll find a way to kill ourselves. If

nothing else, we can complicate things for Her.

“So. . . i
cversiis t;a,re you with us? Are you willing to risk
ren g' 0 defeat God, or do you want to live i
nd-numbing monotony for eternity?” .
nOthI. thought. about it. I couldn’t say no. I had
Ing to gain and everything to lose, which
exactly what I wanted. I agreed ’ e
" .
v ;r;nt;ua,lly, the call went out. The Dead flooded in
massed? tar-flung reaches of assorted universes and
-~ ;E 0 an army of boredom, angels and demons
1es, and stormed th i
¢ i e afterlife, only to find
“I’m S ” 3
the ot :Pff’w a‘H(z l;egan, his voice echoing across
. nted to keep you i i
o . 1n existence fi
o geas I pc.>ss1bly could, but I see that there oa,n(?s as
° pt ace with all of you so discontent. I will allo )
y qu leave, to go into oblivion.” "
watched as myriad d
ead were uncr
one. eated,
yoz At last God came to me, “I'm so sorry I’veOne cli)y
: m
v erIlc'iure t.hls so long. I was wrong to make youa °
emf;,a Just didn’t want you to leave,” He said, and
pOSSiblcei me. “I love you. More than you couid
- lfy I'IOW. As He spoke the last word, I felt
yself fading from existence ,
“Thank yo ? :
you. . .” I murmured, and vanished forever.

EE%%%Y&%
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'I ou are always there, up in the sKy, peaming upon the world
Even when I feel the world is shutting down on me
You still keep blazing my way ahead

So that I can find a way home

L] v
Please don’t {luminate my tears . i OR
Just for tonight
Give me darkness in the sky 0 ‘
4

Allow me 1o shine

-Afterthought is his
By the next time you are here

1 will be all right Best work
Because you have taught me
When life is lowest Conjuring it up after a full week’s
It’s only moving up

Just like you always wWax after waning Dreaming, but please make note he wasn’t

You always look combplete Forgetful.

Even when you are waning

Your brightness in darkness of night I{EI‘S

Gives my weary goul the power to live P Ql l IST
Please don’t see through my glass heart

Just for now

Cover my tears and emptiness with your glare

Allow me to hide L U CY

When you see me again
1 promise 1 will be smiling
lnko tree br.

anc
Because you have taught me hes

create n .

Life is not a fixed story egative spaces shaped
1 can start over like diamonds thag bring out

Just like you always start from the new MOooNn

YUKA HIROSE ——
P28 PATLMQUIST
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ZANETA TAYLOR

Ceramic

17"h x 12”w x 87d
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R6”h x 327w

TWO-DIARSTHATE, Any

Spray Paint, Prismacolor Pencils

SHouL.D BE DOING
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ANDY HON GISTO

Acrylic On Canvas

a2"n x 17"w x .87d
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BURNED_oUT

arted to rain outside. The light coming in from

I{e walked into the kitchen as it st

the small crack between floor and door caught his €y&; hi

s kid gister’s roOIM. She

sometimes left it open, bub 1 made sure it was always closed. 1 didn’t want to infect it. 16

always smells like lilacs, the push with its purple puds all over her window. Clean and

pretty, the way ib ghould look for a perfect little girl.
He quickly closed the door and walked to his room. He always leaves his door
closed. It’s damp and dark. Dirty and clean clothes are strewn about in heaps on the floor
and anywhere else. He 100ked at the thick canvass he had painted plack last year hung
over the window letting Do light in. There was Oné rip in it, and in the morning, the sun
gomehow at some point shown through thab hole right on his face and woke him up. He'd

ay that warm sun. It made him feel dirty.

actually get angry at it. Turn aw
ped in his room and closed the

He took his pack out and lit another cigarette, step
door. The only light was the red ash from the top of his smoke. The clouds and rain kept

d. He liked it that way-

ni

that sun from ghining in like it always di

LORRAINE MICHIELS
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CARPE DIEM

i ? There have
0 U i dv in Ireland? b
S o o not to go since it is

i e
i pejople V\cilh:hzdsval,:s ;:urses are provided ab
e en. Yet, there also have been peop.leed .
KiShV\Ta‘um?e'ed to me life can only be truly hvs .
T e is or her heart. My heart yearn i
e o e The 1600s songwriter Rober
= “Gather ye rosebuds while ye

a-flying: / And this same

experience Ir
Herrick once wro’.ce, .
may, / Old Time 18 sill

/ To-morrow will be

i -day,
flower that smiles to-day s oy

dying.” We should all take hlnrll’lgl O s whilo
. o
ing our goals and o
Conquemllghave carried the dream of traveling

i efore, 1 have been

o P

Ireland for a long mmfl,a:?ehope o e
i bout W

able to think a

e e, and how 1 should

erience ther
e ror ¢ s academic challenge.

prepare for thi
As a student majoring in Anthropology, I study

how people live and once lived in the world. I will
not only observe, but I will also become a part of
the Irish life. First, I will find out the general
information like how subjects are taught, how
students and instructors act, what people of all ages
do in their off-time, and how and where people eat.
Then, I will talk to people to discover what the
general interests are as well as their beliefs. I will
discover how the Irish beople work on issues like
the environment and what they do to keep the
second lowest crime rate in Burope. Finally, I hope
to become a, better student overall. Since most of
the European academic learning process is forming
essays, I will improve on my writing skills. I will
also become a rounded student from integrating
new study skills and traditions that I learn from
my instructors as well as Iy peers in Ireland.
When I return to Kishwaukee College, I plan to
share what Ireland hag taught me to clubs,
instructors, friends, and family so that they can
take these ideas and assimilate them into their
lives for teaching, studying, and living.

Even though I enjoy learning about all different
cultures, I cannot help but be carried away with my
own. I have always taken an interest in my own
heritage, and g bart of my background is Irish;
going to Ireland would be like a pilgrimage for me.
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Like any Dpilgrim, T wish to éxperience the growing
atmosphere of my forefathers. I want to be where
they lived their lives: T want to smell the burning
beat, see the emerald hills, taste the food grown
from Irish s0il, hear the nusic playing on the
streets and in the Dubs, and I want to be able to
feel the love of the country from her Deople’s pride
and kindness. I wish to experience a world where
time has g different value. People of Ireland seem
to take time fop éach other; they do not care where
they need to be next, but where they are at thag
, I hope to
gain friends with similar interestg like horseback
riding, hiking, or playing music. I plan to take all
the traditiong and customs I learn from my
instructors, friends, and the general bublic in
Ireland and make them g part of my life. Then
I will pass the traditions and customs down to my
future children. By going to Ireland and being g
bart of the Carlow community, I will bettep
understand my ancestors, which in turn win help
me better understand myself. I will gain g, new
confidence in me that will help me become g
stronger leader in the career world. Since my focug
with Anthropology is linguistics I Plan to improve
from the Irish-English to Irish Gaelic. I want to
honor my ancestors by keeping the Gaelic language
alive. Plus, it ig g great way to understand the
minority in Ireland.
How else do I plan to prepare for this ohaneng; "
: in Ireland? First, I am going to s
to live and study in Second
. in order to pay back loans. ’
saving money 1n 01; belongings I want to bring with
I will begin a hst. o to continue reading about Ireland.
me. I am also going to continue ish laws and
I will read books of non-fiction like I'ms ; i
. . d books of fiction like Irish
history, and I will rea Swift. Currently,
folklore and Gulliver’s Travels by ) ) rning Irish
I am reading novels by James Joyoe, - lace in
music, and watching movies I1;hafu Slther take p
e about the Irish past.
Il’elaslti i:h?fram I going study abroad in 1pe1§.nd?
I want to learn new ways of thinking and view
different angles of life; I want to walk where mys
ancestors walked; I want to discove; errllcalLt IJ;I:; to
ver left and what Gulliver found,
i:y:‘;: io share the moments I had Wito my fellc;vg
Kishwaukee scholars, so that we may find ways
' hool and or community. It is time
improve our sc : rosebuds;
for me to seize the day by gathering m Y days
then I can safely say I will smile during my day

THIED.RLACE

of reminiscence.
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JeLGHBORS

I bor
our name is ignorance, yes? You were

Q
who did not scream and an arrogant father:

You wouldn’t pemember that. Bub 1, 1T was there

.1 witnessed your mother

ind and body numbed

Who did not screa, her ml

ity. 1 saWw your father

To & point of dangerous passiv

his arms crossed. His eyes

gtanding, arrogant,

pepicted everything you would one day pecome.

g
g

as I sat in m
Y tree. You came right up and
said

I'm going to marry you” t0 me,

An
d far far more stupid men

1 looked down at you and said quite plainly,

«] will never marry you.”

Your name is ignorance, no? Born of a mother
Who did not scream, and an arrogant father?
1 could never marry you. 1 was there

The day you were born after all,

And I saw everything you would become

In a pair of dark arrogant eyes.
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THE CLOCK SHoP

At 3:00 A.M. on Sunday morning, Officers Stark
and Johnson of the Community Welfare Division of

the St. Louis Police Department pull up to the front

of the church. They had gotten a call from one
Janice Foster in the apartment across the street,
reporting that loud bangs and crashes had been
heard during the last hour. The neighbor seemed
genuinely concerned about what wag going on
inside. The officers quickly take a first impression
of the neighborhood. They see a quiet little
subdivision that seems to have grown around some
older houses and buildings. From what they can
see, they deduct that the neighborhood is very
peaceful, quiet, and serene. Their training,
however, has taught them one major thing:
crimes and misdemeanors happen anywhere and
everywhere. So they listen in silence for noises, or
any clues to why there would be such a disturbance
of the peace. While they observe quietly, a deputy
pulls up in another squad car and calls the officers
to attention to give them their briefing.

"Officer Johnson, Officer Stark, " he begins,
"we just got a call from downtown. They 1pu'1;e;as
the records on this church, and apparently 1 o
renovated into a living space years ago, a(,ifterned
city diocese termed it desecrated aL.nd COn e-n:a e .
The records say Kyle Von Stepell is tpe curr -
owner, and that he runs a clock I’e?alr shop r.X
inside. He turns 32 in January, is. just .unde; s; -
feet tall, and he has long black hair. His f.a,t tehat
an immigrant from Germany, fr01?1 a family =
has made fine clocks for years. His mother z\ra
native of Mexico, who traveled ove? the borkertorm
whenever possible. They both died in ’a frea fsP ’
a few years ago, so he has been on his ox/\rnloca1S
while. He runs a little shop in ther.e for the ho "
who need clocks and watches repan’ed,, and he o
gets a tax deduction for taking people’s u?wa,n
antiques and storing them in the church. o is
Just as the deputy runs out of breath, ? .
a loud crash from inside the building.. The offlce:;l -
rush up to the door, unbuttoning theni gunsfatsh :
approach cautiously. Leaning on the mde; othe
door, Officer Stark slowly reaches tow%r s
handle and pushes the door inward. With anb .
ominous screech, the door swings open ancth ang
against the wall behind it. Peering around nz vew
doorjamb, the officers sidle into the room &
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T some
an empty church sanctuary, barren except fo

icer
dimly burning candles around the altar. Ofgl(szethe
11 towar
ftly along the wa
Johnson creeps SO . . o
back rooms, staying as quiet as possible. Ahsof
pushes the door in, he recoils as the stenc .
i hing an
i 1fs his senses. Coug
purning sulfur engu : : -
reeling, he backpedals straight into Stark, w
catches him and holds him steady. ”
"You do not want to go in there, mal,{n, e 1o
s Ii
"God in heaven, that ree
Johnson says, "Go : ey
other." Stark maneuvers Johnson against t;lrrlle -
) . . W
i hile covering his mou
nd steps past him w ' i
?he top of his uniform. Calmly surveying thte.sc;a. i
is i but it is 1l
i body is in the room, :
he notices that no . : e
with random clocks and antique items. Ther o
i to pene
in the air that seems '
cloud of smoke in ; 7 ®
through his skin though he knows it can’t possl OZS
’ . . P
be able to. He notices a stained glass window ac iy
the room, so he walks over and opens it. The sm

. . ieht.
geems to pour out into the still air of the nigh

Stark calls Johnson into the room and they
search the room together. As they look around,
they notice a, large clock has the face pulled out
and thrown on the floor. The officers look around
wonderingly at the random Junk that has been piled
up on the various tables and floors, picking some
pieces up and toying with them. Suddenly, Johnson
spies the source of the acrid smoke: a large green
candle with diagonal stripes of gleaming black
spiraling around to the base. He blows out the
candle and the room goes completely black. There
is a loud crash and Johnson snaps his flashlight out
of his belt, shining over towards where Stark had
been standing a moment ago. He doesn’t see Stark

anywhere and he wanders over to where the large
clock face has been replaced in the base. Next to
the clock, Johnson sees a black object on the floor
and, picking it up with trembling fingers, he
realizes that it is Stark’s gun.

Behind him, there is a flicker as the green
candle relights itself. As he spins with his gun at
the ready, Johnson notices that the dancing flame
atop the wick has changed to a deep blood red.
Looking up and to all sides, he can’t see any sign of
anybody anywhere in the room. His police-trained
mind can’t comprehend what is going on or why the
candle is acting like it is. Suddenly, there is a creak



on is
to the side, and the door Opens. Just as J?;isof e
, i he si
hecks himself at t
about to shoot, he ¢ o
deputy come to see if they need any help. Sdee ufy
Johnson obviously in a state of shock, th.e e;;he
grabs him by the arm and pulls him out 1nt;§)t
. . P
moves into the brighte
sanctuary. As Johnson ot
oom, he starts to babble and tell the deputy W .
? oi’ng on. With a sneer of indulgence and dlsf;ll s
s . : : ‘
:‘,heg deputy makes the officer sit down agalnsti{ .
heck ou
d the back room to ¢
wall and walks towar “ vy
the scene. As the deputy walks back, there 1s ¥
another crash from the back room. . Y
The deputy calmly walks through .
calls back to the obviously frightened oiflc'er;t .
i . I’s jui
2 i be afraid of here
"There’s nothing to ot
loose clock face that fell onto the floor. Wo ,on »
candle smells horrible!" As the deputy turlxllsson
hal
flaghlight and leans toward the candle,tJ o)
regains his senses long enough to shoAu . Jou
i tupid idiot. Are
"Don’t do that, you s .
ings shut as the deputy D
insane?" The door swing ’ .
o the flame, ignorant of Johnson’s pleas. There 1.S
o : instead there 1
ind the door, but ins
no crash from behin e
ficer slowly gets up
loud bang. The of: . ' he
: ward the back room, convincing himself thal,lt t
y i ere
deputy is just an idiot and is probably back t -
having a good laugh with Officer Stark. He I);lsht
the door open just in time to see the cand1§ 1gup
ingin, .
itgelf again, another deep red flame spm'nf:t gW >
He almost trips over the deputy’s flashlig th,e -
rolls away towards the clock. The face of o
ig still on the floor, but Johnson notices that
window is no longer open. The.n,. he h it
of barely audible footsteps. Shining his o
towards their source, he tensely Wa.tc;les a
i e
trapdoor begins to open in the ﬂocg);. e o
ir i first thing throu ,
pblack hair is the e
the frightened black eyes of a young man loo

at the officer.

"Come up here slowly with your hands over
your head," Johnson barks, "and I’ll do my best

not to shoot you." The man, who Johnson has now

decided is Kyle Von Stepell, comes the rest of the

way up hesitantly. Then his eyes dart to the center

of the room.

"Who lit that candle?" he agks. "Why would
the police come break into my house, point a gun

in my face, and top it all off by lighting my candle?

Is it a crime to own a candle nowadays? Or do
I just get some special treatment?"

Officer Johnson blinks, lowers his gun, and
replies, "You mean you didn’t light the candle?
Where did you just come from?"

ears the sound

ad of long

"I was in my workshop downstairs, fixing
a clock for Mrs. Foster down the street, "
Von Stepell replies, "and you still haven’t answered
my question. Why are you in my house?" The
officer begins to explain how they had responded
to the call about screams and crashes from the
church. Von Stepell begins to cough from the
harshness of the smoke, but keeps listening to
Johnson’s story. As he reaches the part about
Stark and the deputy disappearing, however,
Von Stepell leans over quickly and blows out the
candle to get rid of the smoke. There is a loud
thud, a crash, and then silence.

About noon on Sunday, the police arrive in
force to look for their comrades, who have not
responded to their radio or returned to the station.
As they open the church doors, they see a, grisly
scene. On each wall, there is a corpse hanging
flaccidly in the fashion of Jesus on the crucifix.
Each man has bled out completely, trails of blood
leading towards the center of the room. The police
recognize three of the bodies as those of Stark,

dJohnson, and the deputy. The fourth body hangs
limply above the altar, its long black hair covering
its face. Visible now in the daylight , a giant clock
lies imbedded in the center of the sanctuary floor.
The hands and numbers are made out of crystal,
and the crystal is filled with the dark red of blood.
As the officers watch, the second hand begins to
tick, but it is apparent that it is the only hand not
completely filled. As the liquid sloshes around, it
causes the hand to stop. Two of the officers step
around to the back room to try to determine whag
horrible occurrence has happened overnight.
The rest of the officers hear one of the pair
exclaim, "Wow, this candle smells horrible! "
A loud crash echoes from the back room almost
immediately, and the second hand on the floor
clock begins to move once more.

S%(‘)L'I];:TETW OOD
SHERP FEAfS
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Only two short months ago, all wag quiet and
serene in my home. My daughter and I would

share an afternoon DPlaying " Sorry" or have quiet

time watching a movie, We managed homework
and meals with eage, Our routine wag set as we
settled into another school year. Then I received a
phone call thag there were two boys in need of a
home, and would I take them since I wag on the
list to be g foster parent. 1 signed up for this, so
I said yes angd started my Journey or being 3
mom to multiple children. Mornings are rushed
and meals have become more involved. There ig
more laundry and dishes, but the games are more
fun and there is more laughter. 1 delegate more
chores and everyone pitches in. Being a parent to
more than one child has its challenges ang
rewards, and going from having one chilg to
having three overnight is g, life-changing event,.
There is always a race to see who can get to
the van the fastest, who can ask for secondg
before anyone else, and who can play with which
toys. I have never had to negotiate play time
before. My almost nine-year-old daughter hag
always been able to follow directions, has been
independent, and for the most part can occupy
herself. My foster boys, ages nine and six, are
a different story. They are constantly fighting
and questioning my authority, which stems
from coming from g house with no rules. There

is a never ending stream of questions of why
and how come,.
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Sometimes I am told that I am not benziat
fair. I have explained to each of the boys -
privileges come with responsibility. If thezr -
not being responsible then they do net ge O
privilege. I have never had to explain tha

id out my
daughter before because I have always lai

in general,
expectations very clearly and she has, 1 g

followed my lead. My oldest boy has asked

h she
eral times why my daughter, even thoug
sev

later.
is three months younger, gets to stay up

that
I have had to explain that she has earned

right by . . o
and function in the morning without m. o
and he still has trouble getting up €

s to bed early. I think I have found

proving to me that she is able to get up

prompting,

when he goe v
of the secrets to success when parenting
one

i r the
than one child and that is peer pressure o
oes outside to
ing left out. When one g t

threat of being .

play, they all want to go outside and play. I can

9
s motivation to get the others to

use that a | .
. an join the one outside. I also find

comply so they ¢ ° oo
when one is already sleeping, it is easier g

dramatic
the rest of them to sleep. I have seen a

daughter in this respect. She

i vement in my | -
. in the past with whining

has had some difficulty -
nd when I think back over the last few R
a;

der if the peer pressure

manner. I won |
v making her think twice

of others in the house is

I have also found that the same correction
does not work for all children. I'm sure those of
you out there with more than one child are
laughing at my revelation, but it took trying for
several weeks before I found what worked for
each child. With my own child spanking has been
the discipline of choice and it has worked well.



FOSTER CHILDREN

There are restrictions with foster children,
however, go 1 set out to find what worked begt,
The first time the boys got into a fight I put them
each into a cornep, That seemed to work but did
not have any lasting effectg. The next time, I had
them write sentences, such ag
with my brotherp, "

"I will not fight
The littlest boy sat down and
wrote them without éven thinking about it and ten
minutes later asked if he could g0 out to play.

The nine-year~old, however, gat at the table and
whined for an houp and a half about how hard it
was. All I have to do now is threaten sentences to
the older one and he straighteng up. I have found

With the six-year-old that naps and earlier bed
times work begt for him.

uiet
daughter and I have always shared q )
- i 11 behave
i very still, we
i ether. She is a
o alone. The first week I had all
total chaos. My so-called quiet
mething I had not seen before

o wrestling and screaming ab

child when she is
three children was
child turned into so
and jumped right int

g' .

ntrol three kids before and
ne. another one snuck off

11y losing
i 1se. Was I tota

ing something e

and was doing

i he past? It
s my quiet time a thing of the D t
. e up with a solution, bu

" from the

I had never had to co
while I was correcting o

took a couple days to com

i "quiet time
instituted "quie
I found one. I ins e,

until sev
e with nap time on the
i i urdays
well. The quiet time on Sat
weekends as e
and tease each
cked chairs in

der of quiet

and eight am on weekends,

only lasted a week. The second
decided they wanted to wrestle
other so I gave them straight-ba |
the kitchen to sit on for the rema,meek .
time. I have had to do this every w

i On.
I hope they get the picture real SO

My daughter’s love language has always
been physical touch. She Just loves to sit,
On my lap, give me hugs or hold my
hand. It took me quite a few years to learn thig
and apply myself concerning her eécognition and
€xpression of love. With the addition of two
children it hag become confusing as to who needs
what when. Sometimes I fee] like I need to be
three different people Speaking three different
languages. 1 try to get each child alone at some
boint during the day and just spend a few minuteg
with each of them, and let each know they are
special and unique. I have never had to worry
about switching gears when it came to
communication, but that is something I have to
remind myself daily, that I can
the same.

’t tPeat them all

1IZABETH
B 1l'i"}‘lil\lKB01\1:15.'3
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