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Forces spreads its covers this issue to include an original music CD produced,
mixed, and “dropped” with the assistance of Barbara McMillen. Also, take
note in this edition of the stellar, very original art work of Ellis Rivera, several
exceptional pottery pieces, a glance into deaf culture, and a poem that poses
the question,“What would I know if I didn’t have the theme to Green Acres
memorized?” As always I extend a gracious hand to Dr. Cary A. Israel and the
Collin College Board of Trustees for continuing to support one of the longest
continuously running literary journals in Texas. Read, listen, savor.

R. Scott Yarbrough
Editor of Forces Literary Magazine

FORCES
is an annual student publication
sponsored by the
Communication and Humanities and Fine Art Divisions of Collin College.

Front Cover Selection: ESTRELLA }‘;y‘. Ellis Rivera
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What would | know
if 1 didn’t have the theme to Green Acres memorized?

Philip Fullman

It’s not like I set out to memorize it like
definitions for a biology exam

But somehow

through repeated childhood viewing it
became seared into my memory

In an instant I recall Eva Gabor’s character Lisa
get’s allergic smelling hay

I can even tell you that Pat Butram who

played good natured flim-flam man Mr. Haney
was also the voice of the Sheriff of Nottingham

in Disney’s 1973 version of Robin Hood

I don’t know how I know this yet
somehow I do

You can’t tell me that the portion of my
gray matter that stores this information
couldn’t have been put to better use
What does your appendix do and why
do we have one if it can be removed?
What is that divot under the nose called
or a thousand other questions my kid will
ask me that I have to answer with

I don’t know or

Google it because

the day we studied that in school Lori Vaughn wore

this really tight blouse and

one of the buttons came undone so

I spent the entire class staring at the right
cup of what had to be at least a D cup bra
But the truth is

even if I hadn’t spent my class time going
back and forth between leering and
fantasizing I still wouldn’t be able to tell

-

you who the thirteenth president of
the United States was without looking
it up - Millard Fillmore - or if Jesus just
left Chicago bound for New Orleans
and a plane leaves Los Angeles
traveling 600 MPH how many more
apples Sally has than Jack when she

is twice his age because the space
reserved for that knowledge is

taken up with Martin Milner

and Kent McCord playing Officers
Reed and Malloy on Adam 12 which
was produced by Jack Webb who

was Sergeant Joe Friday on Dragnet

If my brain was a handicap parking space
it would be occupied by a 1977 Trans Am
like the one in Smokey and the Bandit
with the engine running and a bunch

of kids waiting in the car listening

to the radio while their friend runs

inside to grab some beer and

if “Alright Now” by Free came

on the radio I could tell them

that Paul Rodgers was the lead

singer of the band until 1973 when

he left to form Bad Company which

he left in 1983 when he teamed up with
ex Led Zeppelin guitarist Jimmy Page

in the group The Firm and is now
touring with the two remaining

original members of Queen
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A Ghost Perspective

Stacie Hoffman

I gazed at the family
That took up residence
In what was once mine

Many harvest moons ago

None knew I linger in the air

That supplies them with the flower of life
And I the weed that will never leave

No matter how much you pull

My spirit stays rooted here where I have
Spent my life with my lilac love

With the last gift he ever gave

Strung around my neck

The gold tint peeling through

Years of imprinted rust

I linger in the wind the fans emit
Staring down with pansy eyes
As I strung my mist of an arm
Down there arm in daisy comfort
‘When the screech of tears

shutters through the house
I watch the sprouts of ghost bumps
Rise to life on their skin

When I offer them my assistance

I look at them with iris light

As one lone bud sways to my existence
And lock eyes with me

I couldn’t help but murmur,

“Wake up” as I dissolve into the wall

With the roots of my soul starting to loosen

I gaze at the buds
That took up residence

In what was once mine

ENTRY #4 Kendall Marie Rogers With no intention of passing on
Not when someone

Took notice of a weed



Ascension

Christopher Asuncion

I believe in you
You believe in me
In each other, we believe
It takes two to stand
Two to tango

When failure lures upon me, your arms are open to break the fall

United, we are envisioned as gods
Divided, I am merely a mortal incapable of productivity
Victimized, a subject under the influence of the grotesque
Oh how fiery jealousy, spite, and bitter envy dare to intrude the doorsteps of our home

Not only will men seek the destruction of our home

But the fires from Gehenna would take delight in the collapse of our roof
Confusion, frustration, and even anger will seep through the cracks of our walls
Attempting to overwhelm the walls and result in destruction
But I say to thee, we shall not fear, for the day the floor under our feet begins to crumble,

The affinity between us will ever be so infinite and unbreakable than its previous states

No man, no flame can separate me from you
No my friend, failure is merely an option that I do not bring to this relationship
The day of division is simply a hallucination; an abominable sight that my eyes avert
Charisma, leadership, effectiveness, and timing are the gifts you offer
I say, in you I believe; for it is only you who can transcend me

from this anthropomorphic form

As the dawn of my era comes to an end, to the Earth, I bid thee, farewell
The gates of your holy city are forever open,
And I begin my ascension into your arms

As your hands grasp my soul gently, taking me from the world
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White-Lily Silk A Mind Away

Melissa Dang Hugh Bramlett
Here spawns the truth, I am riddled with guilt, I went to the back
Loosing and oozing blood stained with black ink, yard of my mind.
Ruin the smoothness of white-lily silk. As I gazed through

the chain link trellis,

Phoebe’s ivory smile—downward it tilts I noticed proud trees

Strained and panged with rejection’s cold favor standing like eleven,

Here spawns the truth, I am riddled with guilt. reaching maturity.

Selfish things I have done, words I have spilt. In the soft light,

Taunting and haunting what I cannot undo I et someone

I thought I knew.

The memory had grown

Ruin the smoothness of white-lily silk.

Tampered with how love’s been rendered and built,
lovely, just as lilies

Torn and scorned every last visage of faith—

are sweeter abloom
Here spawns the truth, I am riddled with guilt.

than slender, green pods.

Sewn together, my maimed memoir quilt
Charred and scarred from flames I daringly tried

Ruin the smoothness of white-lily silk.

If grace exists I beg it not to wilt.
Wasting and incasing all of my crimes,
Here spawns the truth, I am riddled with guilt.

Ruin the smoothness of white-lily silk.

FACING MY CROSSROADS
Eunice Bridges
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Medea

Bonnie Frazier

If you could see

The light in their eyes

Their beauty, overwhelming

Eyes brilliant, gorgeous golden curls
The smell of them intoxicating
Their affection for me bottomless
My children

Iswell, I ache

I see their father in their faces

In the turn of their smiles, I see his

With their colors of blue and gold, he appears
Even their words are fashioned from him
Impossible to escape him in them

The man who betrayed me

I, humiliated

Promised to be a second class mistress

A stupid whore, forgotten

My children, now bastardized
‘Where shall I take them?

And with what provisions?

Treasure

Bonnie Frazier

And if they remain, with her, his new prize?

A woman never wants another woman’s children

And I, unable to bear the thought of her near them

Naive, vacant, she a mere receptacle for him

Likewise, a man never wants children that are not his own
Who will take what is spoiled?

No man will take me with my sons

Incapable of fleeing with them

Unbearable to leave my sons with vipers

I must ruin my progeny

Slaughter them

I will relieve their burden, their pathetic existence

Heirs to nothing

A prelude to their demise:

First the death of his new bride, then her father
Poisoned by my wedding gift

My precious children I will take myself

with no sorcery

Only a knife to slit their throats

Holding them as they perish

My husband will be left with nothing, broken
And I will flee to higher ground

far from the first pillage

you unaware, my history of plundering the

rummaged through a dresser drawer of yours tonight  sparkling menagerie of mom’s jewels

the one with watches, knives, odds and ends
a treasure chest
ransacked it the way one’s child always does

eyes wide, cooing over my spoils

carefully, each piece returned to the same locatior
concealing where I had been
the only pirate to return her prizes, the most

tangible representations since her death

picked a knife and wore it proudly all over the farm unable to grow up together

stomped in my boots to the barn, my knife and I

whittled sticks, warded off imaginary predators,

carved my name in the dirt

denied the pleasure of rifling through your stuff
a relished compulsion for every child
suspecting what I will need to hold onto you,

which treasures shall I take?



Dylan Thomas’ Wartime Plea

Diana Alatalo

World War II (WWII) darkened the entire

globe. Peace and freedom trembled at the prospect of world

domination by the Axis nations. This situation did not escape the notice
of the Welsh poet Dylan Thomas. Sometime between 1945, when he learned that
his own father was dying (Napierkowski, et al. 49, Tindall 204), and 1950 (Maud,
“Chronology” 296), Dylan composed the poem “Do Not Go Gentle Into That Good
Night.” Alihough‘ critics credit Thomas’s father’s own mortality for the inspiration for
the poem, “Do Not Go Gentle Into That Good Night” chronicles the fight for freedom
and peace during WWII and pleas with the world to never surrender freedom.

Thomas published “Do Not Go Gentle Into That Good Night” in 1952. Thomas
explained in a letter to a friend, that the delay in publication was due to Thomas’ desire
that his dying father not see the poem (Napierkowski, et al. 49). The last stanza of the
poem appears to be addressed to the poet’s father. The poem also echoes aspects of
the unfinished poem “Elegy” that critics claim Thomas wrote in memory of his father
(Napierkowski, et al. 57, Tindall 206). The foregoing facts lead many critics to exaniine
“Do Not Go Gentle Into That Good Night” in respect to the poet’s father’s terminal
illness. For example, Tindall claims the grave men in the fifth stanza represent poets
and the “’blind eyes’ lead Thomas back to his father; for, although no poet, he too was
blind in his last years” (205-6). Kidder believes the poem to be an attempt by Thomas
to understand death and the lack of religious imagery results from his father’s agnostic
views (Napierkowski, et al. 56). Hochman asserts that the poem’s mention of “father”
in the final stanza enables readers to realize “that the specific addressee is Thomas’s
sick father” (Napierkowski, et al. 56). The critics fail to explain Thomas’s word
choice within “Do Not Go Gentle Into That Good Night” that proves to be essential in
understanding the poem’s underlying message.

Julian Symons classifies Thomas’s poetry as obscure because Thomas
“endeavor([s] to conceal what is in fact very simple matter, though its writer [Thomas]
may intend it to be very profound matter” (66). The word death occurs once in the

poem, yet the aforementioned critics continue to reference the poem to physical
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death, especially the death of the poet’s father. The obscurity of the poem lends itself
to this assumption. This assumption clouds other factors that may have influenced
Thomas’s writings, namely, world events. The central event of that time was WWII,
which inspired a plethora of war poems.

Thomas is credited with publishing only a “few war poems” (Magill 2882).
“Do Not Go Gentle Into That Good Night” is not classified as a war poem. However,
WWII greatly influenced Thomas’s life and art. WWII's arrival “fostered an apocalyptic
spirit among poets” (Kershner 118). The war’s effect manifests itself in many of the
poet’s broadcasts during and after the war. For example,
in the January 1946 broadcast on Welsh poetry, Thomas
notes how Alun Lewis, a fellow poet, died while serving
in India during the war. Thomas comments on how
Lewis acknowledged that “in war, poetry is in the pity...
and, like Owen, he could never place himself above
pity but must give it tongue” (Maud, On the Air 40).
Thomas writes of the bombings of London in his play
“The Londoner” recorded in July 1946 (82). In “Return
Journey,” he precisely reports “about the bomb damage
from the air raids of February 1941” that occurred in his
childhood town of Swansea (177). Thomas felt strongly
about the war and circulated an anti-war petition in 1940
(Kershner 243). Considering the timeframe during which
Thomas wrote “Do Not Go Gentle Into That Good Night,”
evidence suggests that the poem primarily references
events specific to WWIIL, and that Thomas, by the end of
the war, recognized the war’s necessity and encouraged
the world to fight for freedom and peace.

The first line of the poem addresses an
individual characterized as “gentle.” The archaic word
“gentle” indicates a person of an upper, or superior,
class. The Axis nations committed great atrocities against weaker national groups,
demonstrating that they embodied a debased, barbaric disposition. Conversely, the
Allies liberated those oppressed like knights in shining armor. Thomas commands
“gentle” not to enter “that good night.” Thomas juxtaposes “good” and “night,”
indicating a paradox (Napierkowski, et al. 51). The oppressive governments of the
Axis powers, as previously mentioned, exercised their power with evil intentions.
Their rule brought darkness upon their subjects, essentially night. Hence, “good
night” contradicts itself, proving false. Clearly, from the first line, Thomas addresses

the political issues during WWIL.



The second line commences with advice for “old age.” Considering the word
“age” refers to a generation, “old age” indicates the older generation alive during WWII.
That generation experienced World War I (WW1), the Roaring Twenties, and the Great
Depression. Thomas advises these elderly ones to continue to care, to “rave and burn,”
concerning the principles of the war, even though they are “at close of day” and may not
live to experience suffering if the Axis powers triumphed. The exhortation continues
in line three when Thomas reiterates the need for “old age” to “rage” or fight against
the “dying of the light.” The use of the rhyming pair of “night” and “light” emphasizes
their dichotomy. If “night” refers to the dark rule by the oppressive governments of
the Axis powers, then “light” indicates the divergent liberating rule offered by the
Allies, which provides considerable freedom in comparison to the “night.”

The second stanza focuses on “wise men.” In June 1946 during a broadcast
on the poetry of Wilfred Owen, Thomas stated that a “wise man...achieve[s], for
himself, a true way of believing” (Maud, On the Air 101). This definition was not
all inclusive because Thomas indicated that Owen was a “wise man” for a different
reason, which he never defined (101). However, that definition aids in identifying the
“wise men” in “Do Not Go Gentle Into That Good Night.” Thomas mentions Einstein
in at least two of his broadcasts, “Margate-Past and Present” and “Return Journey”
(105, 183). Albert Einstein epitomizes the “wise men.” Einstein publicly encouraged
pacifism until the Nazi party came to power, prompting him “to urge the world to
meet force with force” (Schwarz SM38). Einstein contributed to the war effort, most
notably by aiding in the creation of the atom bomb that ended the war with Japan.
The poem states that “wise men...know dark is right.” Since Thomas uses the word
“dark” instead of “night,” he desires to convey a different connotation. In reference
to Einstein, that “wise” man recognized before his “end” or death that war and the
atom bomb, both “dark” in the sense of destructiveness, had an appropriate use in
the world (“Einstein Urges World” 17). Similar to the rhyming pair in the first stanza,
the second stanza contains the rhyming pair “right” and “night.” This pair forms
a paradox comparable to the paradoxical “good night” with the same intent. The
remainder of the stanza supports this conclusion. The reason the “wise men... know
dark is right” stems from the fact that “their words had forked no lightning.” Referring
to Einstein, as a pacifist, his words promoted abstaining from war for any reason. Yet,
his “words” did not cause the nations to locate a means to peacefully halt Nazi terror.
He was unable to divide or “fork” the powerful nations or “lightning” into another
course of action. Thus, the stanza concludes with the “wise men,” like “gentle,”
resisting the paradoxical “good night.”

The third stanza introduces “good” or moral “men” (Napierkowski, et al. 52).
During WWII, Mohandas Gandhi, a highly-principled civil rights leader, continued his

fight for India’s independence from Great Britain. Like Gandhi, Thomas possessed
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no great love towards Great Britain (Van Wert 277), and Great Britain considered
Gandhi’s campaign a threat during the war (“Gandhi and India” 18). Gandhi’s final
attempt or “last wave” consisted of a fast while imprisoned, which contributed to his
failing health. The war overshadowed the Indian Nationalist Movement, thus, Gandhi’s
fast failed (Matthews 10). Gandhi, capable of only “frail deeds” due to deteriorating
health, mourned or “cr[ied]” concerning the failed fast. If Gandhi’s fast had occurred
outside the confines of WWII, then his “bright” or luminous “deeds” or actions would
have enabled the Indian Nationalist Movement to celebrate or “dance” in Bombay, the
“green bay” and seat of the movement (“Gandhi’s Release” 31). Unlike the previous
two stanzas, the rhyming pair of “bright” and “light” in this stanza emphasizes their
complimentary nature. The people of India desired the “light” of freedom and
attempted to publicize their “bright...deeds” in regards to gaining that “light.” Bombay
derived its name from the Portuguese words Bom Bahia meaning “good bay” (“Mumbai:
An Introduction”). The color “green” appears to have “normal adjectival associations
with items of landscape (Havard 814). This association of “green” with an ocean bay
resembles how Thomas described the bay of New Quay as “green as grass” in a 1944
broadcast (Maud, On the Air 10). The stanza climaxes with the exhortation by Thomas
for Gandhi to continue to fight and “rage against the dying of the light.”

The “wild men” in the fourth stanza represent the soldiers fighting for the
Allies. In particular, the “men who caught and sang the sun in flight” refer to the
soldiers who delivered the atom bombs over the cities of Hiroshima and Nagasaki
located in the Land of the Rising Sun, Japan. The atomic age affected Thomas, who
mentioned it in his broadcast about Wilfred Owen (95). Those soldiers, or “wild men,”
aided in capturing the “sun” or Japan’s surrender and initially “sang” or rejoiced in the
success of their missions. The full consequences of their mission the men “learn[ed],
too late” and “grieved it [the atom bomb] on its way” to the cities. The rhyming pair
“flight” and “night” highlight the disparity between the Allies and Axis powers. Thomas
ironically classifies “wild men” with “gentle” in the final line of the stanza, indicating
both parties need to resist entering “that good night.”

Thomas further develops the previous line of thought when he introduces
the “grave men, near death,” at the start of the fifth stanza. These men represent the
individuals housed in the Nazi concentration camps and later liberated by Allies’ forces,
including the British. Their situation remained “grave,” and their lives hovered “near
death.” The juxtaposing of “blinding” and “sight” introduces another paradox. As in
the phrase “good night,” “blinding sight” contradicts itself, proving to be a lie. Rather,
these individuals “see” or understand their situation with “sight” or perception that
is “blinding” or hidden from the rest of the world. The rhyming of “sight” with “light”
underscores the importance of the “light” to these “grave men, near death.” If the “light”
dies, they die. Their circumstances “blind[s]” their “eyes” or sight from hope. However,

if they possess hope, then their “blind eyes could blaze” or proclaim their “light” or
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freedom as vividly as their literal liberators flying in the British fighter jets known as
“meteors” (Vosser E4). Proof that their liberation nears, the “grave men...could...be
gay.” In the final line of the stanza, Thomas pleas with these “grave men” and urges
them to continue their fight “against the dying of the light.”

The final stanza addresses the reader’s “father,” or nation. Thomas believed
“good poems...are ageless” (Maud, On the Air 99). A person may not be acquainted
with his or her biological father, but everyone possesses a nation they look to as
their fatherland. Thomas’ reference ensures “Do Not Go Gentle Into That Good
Night” retains a timeless quality. In direct reference to WWII, Thomas notes that
his “father,” Great Britain, looms “on the sad height.” Throughout the war, Great
Britain suffered terrible losses. While she retained her “height” or stature as a world
power, her physical and economical condition appeared “sad” or deplorable. The
rhyming of “height” with “night” serves to emphasize how close the Axis powers
came to usurping Great Britain’s position as a world power. The subsequent line
begins with the direct address “curse,” as indicated by the punctuation. In this
stanza, “curse” identifies with the previous direct address “father.” Thomas utilizes
the derogatory term “curse” to express his anger at his “father,” Great Britain, who
“offered scant praise for his poetry” (Van Wert 277). Additionally, when the war
began, Thomas “determined not to be involved in it,” yet poverty required him to
write “scenarios for war documentaries” (Magill 2882). Addressing Great Britain as
a “curse” verifies Thomas’s resentment toward her and the war. Thomas proceeds
torequestanimmediate, “now,” “bless[ing]” from “curse.” Thejuxtaposingof “curse”
and “bless” indicates a dichotomy. This dichotomy illuminates the dramatic irony
Thomas presents because only the reader is able to discern the aggrieved, but
dependent, relationship between sovereign and subject. Thomas recognizes that
despite his objection to war, like Einstein and Gandhi, he desires to live in a land
fighting for the light. He, thus, beseeches Great Britain to utilize her “fierce tears”
or violent destruction to benefit him.

The concluding two lines reiterate the opening plea. Thomas identifies
“gentle” with “father” and “curse,” indicating their superior class despite their
imperfections. The final line repeats the plea “rage, rage” for the fourth time. The
repetition of the word “rage” indicates the poet’s desire to emphasize the importance
of this fight. The poem concludes with the word “light,” leaving the reader with the
positive images of liberation and freedom worth fighting for.

The events of WWII clearly influenced the composition of “Do Not Go
Gentle Into That Good Night.” The poem illuminates the war’s effect on the author
and the world. Thomas, thus, completes the themes of liberation and freedom
that weave throughout the poem as it applies to the different populations and

reinforces the need to “rage” or fight against the extinguishing of the “light.”
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The Red Spider Lily

Beth Turner Ayers

Once a year, every year,

I watched for it,

Never quite sure of the

Exact location until

Tiny, pointed, green spears
Tore through dry, brown grass.
The spot was revealed and

I reveled in the knowledge.

The memory waited,

Wanting clarity

And confirmation that

Wisps of bright red satin
Bloomed into organized chaos,
Changing past into present
With expectations for future

That must also depart into past.

Many years now
Have relied on mere memory.
No empty patch of winter grass

Calls for observation but

Nostalgia nudges bits of brown earth

Erupting with Spring and
Once a year, every year,

The Red Spider Lily still blooms.
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Redline Heading North

Karis Strannemar

Superficial whispers
sounding at the back of the train
“She has nice teeth”

As if the woman was a horse

Future Frat boys plan their lives around the

Court of white bright smiles
posing half said truth

always starting with

the obsequious

interjection of

“Cool”

And sleeping long

With the movement of the train
Rocking in its womb

The brethren

of regular people sigh

their tired sighs

without bright teeth or

Saying “cool”

We sit in the same air

But the imaginary place

Makes the car seem separate in
Each world

And enters the Hindu Goddess

Nirvana dressed in crimson

Flowing scarves with long dark hair

Her bridegroom Neru following
They sit clustered amid us
Smelling of mystery and curry
And silencing the peanut gallery

In us all.



I AM DEAF 001 Faizah Shah

Busy Bees

Beth Turner Ayers

Words leave her mouth
Like bumble bees
Buzzing, swarming,
But not stinging.

Busy chaos comes
With each breath

As I try to focus,

To stay on track.

But the track splits,

Diverges, divides,
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Then doubles back
To repetition.

So I'nod, and utter
“Oh”, “Um”

And even “Oh my!”
While I plot

My escape.
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The Siren’s Song
Amy Holt

What am I to do with all these men cooing?
And those bird-things cackling like a bunch of geese?
I heard them an hour ago; “singing” or “serenading” as the men called it.

Serenade? The so-called “song” doesn’t even have a disco beat.

It all started when Sammy, young know-it-all,

Tried to take the wheel from my hands.

Steering the ship toward the beached skull in the Siren’s red waters,
Open eyes beaming and contorted,

That’s how they get when a red-lipped woman glances their way.

I was busy; a poised captain looking over the trimmed and lean muscles

Of the cleaning men. (I wondered if I worked them too hard, they
: Didn’t have an inch of fat on them. But then again,
HEART OF THE MATTER Eunice Bridges I thought, maybe the workload is just fine.)

A few girls think they’re really funny.

These men are mine. It was I who chose them out of a group of hundreds:
Strong, bold, skintightjeanned and able. Not the feeble.

That kind wasn’t to be my crew.

My heaven has now become my hell.

Crazed men, fighting me! Of all men, their leader and closest comrade;
It was I, who made their uniforms out of only spandex and polyblend,
Half shirts tied at the ribcage to keep them cool, and shorts mid-thigh
And tight, so as to not tear on the rough edges of the ship’s corners.
All thought out carefully, only for their comfort and nothing else.

Now I sit here alone wondering about my men and those nasty clucking hens.
All went overboard; some are downing in the murky water,

And others chasing the rabbit down her sloppy hole. Well,

I hope they’re happy; leaving comfort and good cheer

For those bleeding, blabbing bitches.

With my sea men all gone, what am I to do but rise to the occasion?
I take of my captain’s hat, kiss away my pride and sanity,

And jump in to see who I can save.



Eden’s Burden

Casey L. Jones

From the corner of a busy restaurant patio

we watch children play in puddles of fresh rain, and from

beneath your dark glasses, a tear falls. 1t trickles down the side of
your face, collecting along your delicate jaw line. It dangles there, sparkling in the
light, signaling to me with flashing colors. Reaching across the table, I brush aside a
loose strand of your hair and wipe the tear from your cheek. Your eyes are fixed on
a little girl with pigtails.

She waves, but you turn away. Your eyes sink mournfully to your side where
a bird hops about the patio floor in search of crumbs.

“I'm sorry,” you say shaking your head.

“Leah, it’s ok. I understand, but at some point we have to learn to move on
and find happiness with what we have. Don’t you agree?”

“John, you don’t understand.”

“Then, help me to, Leah. Please...what am I not understanding?”

Wrinkles bunch along your brow and your chin begins to quiver. Beside us,
a waiter lays out some menus and seats a young couple. You pull the napkin from
beneath your glass and slide stealthily to the back of the bistro while concealing
your eyes from the chattering tables around you. I run my hands through my hair,
puzzled and flustered, staring at the patterns along my empty plate.

Across the promenade, a group of musicians gather on stools amidst open
black cases, while tourists and shoppers set down their bags and take seats along the
edge of a fountain. The crowd grows silent as the strings begin to play.

I pay the bill and wander out through the patio gate, occasionally glancing
back to the restaurant for Leah while T ponder over the doleful cries of two violins

Patience, I tell myself. Just give her time.

We met at a wedding in Santa Barbara, three years ago this June. You were
laughing with a friend when our eyes first met. I asked you to dance, and by the end
of the night I knew my days as a bachelor were over. We were inseparable that first

summer, and by fall we were married.
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We bought a condo, just down from the Santa Monica pier, and spent many
late nights talking on our balcony and gazing out onto the sleepy ocean. The lights of
distant ships sailed across the black horizon as we charted the course for our new life
together. We both wanted children, and given our age, we decided it best not to wait.

pring came and went, and our dreamy conversations about parenthood

S grew increasingly tense, as if Aphrodite were eavesdropping from inside
our sliding glass door, ready to curse our fertility for presuming too much. We tried
everything in the course of that next year, but to no success. You were heartbroken
and shunned my attempts to comfort you.
You grew distant and depressed, and slowly
retreated into your own silent world. Left in
my solitude, I struggled to read between the
emotional lines. Perhaps we would never have
children of our own, but after all, wasn’t it out
of our hands? And why would you pull away
from me at a time like this?

One morning, you were sulking over
a cup of coffee. “I can’t teach anymore,” you
said desperately. “It’s too painful to bear.”Your
eyes were swollen and red. I pulled up a stool
next to you and you melted into my arms. Our
sadness slowly turned into passion and we
made love like newlyweds.

I thought the gloom was beginning

to lift, but my hopes vanished quickly. Our

—— . evening walks along the beach became
SEEN1 Abigial Long
sufferable chores; every child we passed
seemed to rip the scab off a wound that
refused to heal.
verhead, the sky rolls in a smoky haze, and I watch the cloudy figures

Otakc shape as the orchestra plays. I'm startled by the touch of your
lips against neck. They tickle along my collar and I turn around to meet them. Your
tender kisses give me hope and I savor the moment with my arm around you, as the
two violins softly bring the song to an end.

“I’'m sorry, John.”

“It’s all right,” I say, trying to sound as comforting as possible. “Do you want
to walk around, catch a little fresh air?”

You nod and look at me as if wanting to explain, but before you can speak

the orchestra begins to play, and you settle for a peck on my cheek.
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We stroll down the promenade with our fingers intertwined, wandering
beneath the towering rows of palms and eucalyptus. The smell of jasmine drifts
through the air, while people linger from one store to the next. A mime clad in solid
white, approaches us with an embellished sad frown. He pulls a rose from behind his
back and you blush. Your beauty is captivating. Even the mime can’t help but smile.

We turn down a quiet side street towards the beach, trying to escape the
crowds, when a lavishly decorated store front grabs our attention. Framed with
pink clusters of draping bougainvillea is a small sign reading: “Friends from Eden,”
and painted below is a mural depicting Adam and Eve, nestled beneath a tree and
surrounded by a host of exotic animals. We hear a dog yelp from within, and you
tug at my hand, pulling me towards the store.

The doors part for us as we approach, luring us in. Mist rolls out at our
feet and the pavement gives way to finely crushed earth. My eyes strain to adjust
to the dim lights as I take in the scene.

ree branches stretch above our heads, forming a canopy of leaves and

T limbs and the walls are lost behind bushes and vines. A magical forest
spreads before our eyes, and the soft chirps of birds filter down to us from hidden
nests above. Beads glisten down my arm as the humid air condenses and cools
against my skin. We hear another yelp and follow it further down a winding dirt
path. The bushes rustle with life, and butterflies flutter through the air. Approaching
a tall hedge, the path takes a turn and opens to reveal a softly lit meadow, with a tree
standing in its midst. Its foliage is speckled with colorful fruit, and beneath it a little
red fox stares inquisitively back at us. He looks up at the tree and yelps, the same
cry that drew us within, and then scurries away into the tall grass. We walk towards
the tree, and gaze at its mystical limbs. Golden pears and ruby red apples dangle
like ornaments before our eyes. You look back at me and then reach up towards the
tree, pulling down one of the jewels for closer inspection.

The tree rustles and a sudden shriek startles us from above. We freeze,
expecting the wrath of some god-like caretaker, when a high raspy voice crackles
and begins to sing.

“Braak...One is the loneliest number that you’ll ever do, Braak.”

Perched on an open branch is a tall, colo<ns1:XMLFault xmlns:ns1="http://cxf.apache.org/bindings/xformat"><ns1:faultstring xmlns:ns1="http://cxf.apache.org/bindings/xformat">java.lang.OutOfMemoryError: Java heap space</ns1:faultstring></ns1:XMLFault>