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competing in one several states away.
We were both intellectually drained
the next night, and we had both
decided to relax with a little alechol.
Our snapchats grew increasingly
promiscuous. Finally, he
sent another totally black
screern. This time with
the message, “We should
kiss and talk politics,”
written on it. I stared at my phone for
a second. Even in my inebriated state,
I recognized the oddity. I digested the
information. Another message came
through shortly. Another black screen.
The message this time, “I apologize for
my forwardness.” [ was intrigued. Boys
seldom asked only for kisses. They
never included a genuine desire for
conversation when they asked for such
things.

“Ckay. Let's.” He didn’t open that one
for a while. I soon forgot about it and
went back to my friends. We didn’t
speak as much the next day. He was
focused on debate. I was exhausted
and hungover. Later in the afternoon,
he sent me another snapchat with no
words. It wasn't a black

“Boys seldom
asked only for
kisses.”

week. He would send me wordless
snapchats, and, despite my irritation

at not knowing his motives, [ would
respond. We talked about music, debate,
people we both knew from high school.
He told me that we would
both be judging at the same
high school tournament
one weekend. [ asked him
to help me learn the type of
debate he did in college. He smiled.

We didn'’t see each other at that
tournament, though. We were in
different buildings all weekend.
However, [ did get a chanee to talk
with his old high school partner. She
had always been friendly, and we spent
a few minutes catching up. I finally
approached the topic of Thomas. “I've
been talking to him a little lately,” I told
her.

“Oh?” She raised an eyebrow at me
and giggled. Michelle had always been
sweet. [t was part of the reason she and
Thomas had been successful as a team.
He was aggressive and cunning in his
argumentation; she was sweet and
agreeable, while still proving her point.

They balanced each

screen this time, though. “We SnaPChatted other out.

It was a blurry picture of again that night.”

him not locking at the
camera. I didn’t respond. He did this
one or two more times. That evening,
finally responded with a confused face.
We exchanged pictures of ourselves
without words for twenty minutes. [
didn’t understand. “What are you up
to?” I finally asked.

“Debate,” he responded. The
conversation flowed naturally from
there. That’s how it went for the next

“Sometimes he just
sends me random
pictures with no words,” I told her. “Do
you know what that’s about?”

“He’s done that to me a couple times,”
she said. “He gets lonely, and he doesn’t
really know how to tell people that. He
just wants people to talk to.” It made
sense. Thomas had always been odd. “I
mean, he has social problems.”

“Clearly,” I laughed.

“No, he actually does,” she told me. My

iz






“I would read my
messages sent with
desperation to know what
he thought of me while I
unscrewed my bottle of
antidepressants.”

I don’t respond, it’s probably because
you'’re too vague in what like means.”
“Okay, but you're confusing. When
we just talk, I really enjoy it, but I don’t
have any idea what you think of me.”
He didn’t respond to that one. If T had to
pick a tipping point in my relationship
with Thomas, it would be this night.
We had a few similar conversations
throughout the week. I would review
the previous night’s text messages as I
took my medicine each morning. It was
a routine akin to holding a cigarette
between your teeth while applying
a nicotine patch. I would read my
messages sent with desperation to
know what he thought of me while I

unscrewed my bottle of antidepressants.

I would question his motives for talking
to me in the first place as I swallowed
an anxiety pill. Boys had always taken
advantage of me. I was used to that.
Growing up in a household where
my father controlled my every move
had made me vulnerable to abusive
partners. Abusive partners had taught
me that [ was only good for one thing.
Lately, I've realized that I have often
tried to use that one thing to trick boys
into actually caring for me. Thomas
didn’t pick up on that message, though.
As time went on, it became
abundantly clear that we could never
have a real relationship. He was often
apathetic and outwardly cold. I was

needy. His discomfort with my craving
for affection overpowered his own
longing for companionship, and our
conversations grew shorter and became
less and less frequent. Our original
routine of him sending me a blank
message was reversed. I message

him first now. My snapchats and

text messages are often opened and
unanswered. I'll never know what he
was thinking the night he gave me his
phone number. I'll never know why he
swiped right. I just know that I'm still
here, dying to matter to someone, and
I'll have to get my hx elsewhere.
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Disaster Insurance
Brett Shelton

t's nights like these that worry

I me, the nights when I'm so close

to finishing up my paperwork.
Once I sign the last of these forms I
will be all caught up. I will be able to
relax for a day or two before it piles on
again, but I just feel that as soon as I
set my pen down I'll have to listen to
that god forsaken
noise again. |
sign my name
on the last sheet.
Robert Parks. I
immediately
stare in the
direction of my
cellphone, glaring
at the screen in anticipation. Nothing.
Only the reflection of the ceiling fan
struggling to complete each rotation.
Ten seconds pass and still nothing. I
sharply exhale as [ head towards my
bed. I fall face first on top of the covers
in a slump, my feet hanging off the end.
The room is nearly silent except for the
sluggish hum of the fan.

[t was no more than one minute
before a distant thundering sound ever
so slightly shook the bedframe. I lie to
myself and pretend I didn’t feel it. The
far off rumbling sound gently rattles my
room again. The pens and pencils on
my desk roll and a small framed picture
of a woman and young girl falls onto its
side. “No, no, no, no, no, no..” I whisper

“The night secretary
on the other end
knows I won’t answer
it. They just call as a
formality at this point.
I know the drill.”

into the covers. I brace myself waiting
for that infernal sound to pierce my

ear drums. A dingy glow illuminates
the room as I am forced to experience
that dreaded noise. The melody to ‘La
Cucaracha’ begins playing from the
speakers of my cellphone. I don’t even
bother getting up to answer it, I just

lie there as the notes
march into my ear canal
and barge into my skull.
The night secretary on
the other end knows I
won’t answer it. They
just call as a formality
at this point. I know the

drill. The tune comes
to a halt and the drone of the fan takes
over again. The song is still ringing in
my ears and so I clench my eyes tighter
in a desperate attempt to try and make
it go away. “I should take a sick day,” I
mumble as my consciousness fades
into a restless sleep.

The sky has been painted a rich
burgundy glow as the sun peaks
over the horizon, its light level with
my sightline. I put on some chintzy
sunglasses while [ step out of my
car. Fresh concrete dust blows up
from the ground and on to my pant
legs when I shut the door to my 2001
Mercury. Some policemen stand in a



hodgepodge while a few firefighters
meander around in front of the mass of
rubble and twisted steel. Large gashes
mark the side of the row of buildings.
Sparking, bent lamp posts line the
streets as pedestrians stroll past on
the one clear side walk. They don’t
even offer a glance over at what had
transpired the previous night. Next

to one of the officers stands a woman
with a light brown
hair situated in a
ponytail with bangs.
‘It's Formal Yet
Trendy’ I imagine
the magazine she
knows she’s too old
to read says. She
turns towards me
when she hears my
footsteps crunch
the broken glass
behind her. She is
wearing a grey suit almost identical to
mine aside from her personal addition
of a non-regulatory baby blue tie. She’s
holding two hardhats in her hands.

“I know I'm late. I stopped for coffee.” I
might as well say it before she berates
me herself.

“That’s fine,” she says.

My answer seemed to satisfy her.

“Four city blocks were destroyed by
a giant lizard fighting a moth and you
had time to get coffee.”

I guess not. “It’s not like we're rescue
workers, Graves.”

I turn to the officer next to her. His
attention’s on the rubble. “You.”

“Hm?”

“What can you tell me about the
incident?”

“The sun has risen
some since I arrived
and now everything is
coated in an amber glow.
There’s not a single
flashing red and blue
light anymore. It seems
the police had left after
taping off the street.”

“It seems those two kept their fighting
confined to just this road. The damage
is certainly not the worst we've seen
this year. This office complex got the
worst of it though; let’s hope no one
felt like getting a little Xeroxing done
at two in the morning,” he says proudly,
fond of his joke. He looks at me, then
looks at her. Graves and I both stare at
him with the same expression.

“Jeez, you
Insurance guys
don’t know how
to take a joke do

ou?”

“Well, let’s start
surveying the
area,” she says
with a sigh. She
turns to me and
hands me the
helmet. We start
heading towards
the rubble.

“You take the lobby, I'll take the next
floor. I think I can climb up from that
spot over there,” [ say to her, pointing.
She steps in front of me and gives me
the look. I've only worked with her for
two cases and [ already hate that look.
With hardened eyes like those I'd swear
she served two tours in Vietnam or
something. “Fine, I'll help you with the
lobby.”

“The safety videos explicitly said not
to split up when going into collapsed
buildings.”

“I said I'd come with you. I just
thought it would go faster if we..”

“You might gash your leg on some
steel or get struck by falling debris.
And if you’re partner isn’t with you...“
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stairwell won't be blocked and we won't
have to use firetruck ladders to get to
the upper floors”

When we reach the peak of the tallest
heap of cement, [ brush the glass from
a relatively flat area with my foot. I get
down on a knee and lock my gloved
fingers together for her to put her foot
in.

“I'll boost you up.” [ help her clear the
five-foot distance between the heap and
the second story floor. Graves might be
almost as tall as me, but she’s definitely
not as heavy. She helps pull me up
the best she can, and after a bit of a
struggle I'm up there with her.

I realize something and let out a
breathy chuckle. “It locks like I've
switched roles.”

Graves raises an eyebrow. “Switched?”

[ realize this was the most emotion I
had let on in our time working together.
I quickly straighten out my face before I
speak again. “My last partner was in his
mid-sixties, but he was built like an ox.
Usually [ was the one getting boosted
up.”

She lets out a yawn while she says,

“Oh, that’s funny.”

We head further into the building.

We walk past swivel chairs, pens, and
waves of paper that are strewn about.
Cubicle decorations, like family photos
and fuzzy dice, haphazardly litter the
ground. Taking a careful look around
it seems this floor is, or was rather,

a regional office for a chain of toy
stores. Some broken display cases rest
along the main hallway with some the
business's latest products scattered

in the dust. A certain scaly figurine
catches my eye and it seemns Graves

must have noticed it as soon as I did.
She picks it up and shakes off the dirt.

“What the hell? They turned it into a
plaything?” she says, not even trying to
hide the disgust in her voice.

“Ill bet it’s good business. Kids love
re-enacting wanton destruction.”

Graves reaches down and picks up
another plastic toy with three heads
and some wings. “These things kill
people, Parks. It’s not fun, it’s terrible.”

“I guess they got what was coming to
them, then,” I say, casually kicking one
of the figurines a few feet down the hall.
She’s right, though. It is screwed up but
I can’t really blame them for doing it.

If trying profit off something like this
didn’t work they wouldn't do it. Graves
drops the two in her hands on the floor
and we venture further into the office.

I'm about to pull out my notepad
when Graves quickly sticks her arm out
in front of me, accidently slamming it
into my chest. I let out an “oof” before
she whispers, “Did you hear that?”

“No-"

“SHH!” We stand in silence for a few
moments. There’s nothing but the soft
wisp of the cool draft. I'm about to give
up on listening before [ hear a faint
voice come from across the room.

“Mommy.”

Graves takes off towards the noise
before [ have a chance to ask why a kid
would have been here in the first place.

“Mommy.” The muffied voice chokes
out again. It sounds like a little girl. I
briskly walk over to where Graves is
desperately pushing at a heap of ceiling
tile and cireuitry. “Mommy.” We can
hear the voice but we can't see girl
herself.












yet they always seem to remind me how
the business works. I quickly glance
at Graves and stuff the torn notebook
piece back into my suit pocket. “Since
the landlord already filed the claim we
just need to do a quick inspection to
see if they’re asking for too much.”
Graves reaches over and takes the
data sheet from my hand and starts
scanning it over.

“There’s something in here I don’t
quite get.” She begins to read a specific
portion of the document out loud. “In
addition to making repairs to damaged
property the owner of the complex is
responsible for the
medical coverage
of any occupants
harmed in the
unforeseen event of
collateral damage.”

She hands the sheet back to me and
I refold it into a neat square before
placing back in my suit pocket with the
scrap note. “So the family won’t have to
pay out of their own pocket?”

“Not if they live somewhere that
handles collateral damage for them.
Not everyone is so lucky to live in a
place like that”

“Yeah, lucky.”

We arrive at apartment 4C and
Graves and I accidently synchronize
our knocks on the door. No response.

I knock again. After a beat the door
opens up a crack and the tarnished
steel chain stops the door from opening
up any further.

“Who are you?” says a monotonous
voice.

“We’re with Collateral Damage

“Get out. Get the
hell out of here! Get
the hell out of here!” lookat his hand.

Insurance. Are you Mr. Moore?”

“Yes.” He unhooks the door and lets us
in.

“First and foremost, I'm sorry about
what has happened, Mr. Moore.”

Graves chimes in, “I'm sorry as well,
Mr. Moore. Is there anything we can do
for you?”

Mr. Moore wobbles and limps across
the room and dejectedly sits down
onto a mattress. There’s nothing in
the room except for three mattresses
and the regular utilities like a stove
and refrigerator. He tries covering his
thumb which is twisted back beyond
what’s normal. It’s practically mangled.

“T understand that
you and your wife are
unharmed.” I take another

“Yes.”

“At the present moment is she perhaps
at the hospital?

“Yes, she’s visiting with my boy,” he
chokes out.

“Now your landlord has filed a claim
for $80,000 for the medical costs of your
son’s surgery, in addition to the cost of
any lost property,” I explain. I continue,

“Have you been in contact with the

hospital about how much the procedure
would cost?”

“They said it would cost $28,000
to perform the amputation. Around
another $25,000 for the prosthetics
and $10,000 for therapy.” Mr. Moore
still will not make eye contact with us.
Graves has not said anything. I glance
over at her. She has the same look
plastered on her face she had when she
heard the doll cry out. Damnit. I wish I
could be like you.
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The Prisoner
Micah Anderson

he sound of static coming from
T the television drowned out all

the other noises. The blizzard
on the screen illuminated the small
coffee table on which a dozen beer
bottles were strewn about. One of the
bottles was half empty, and the amber
liquid began to pour out onto the glass
tabletop. It found its way to the edge
and fell over.

That's where Warren found him. He
was slumped over on the couch, a beer
bottle tipped over in his lap. Warren
sighed as he gently shook his father.
He groaned in his sleep but didn’t
wake. Warren grumbled to himself as
he shook harder. He was getting tired
of this. It had been going on for the last
hfteen years.

“Dad . ..wake up.” Warren picked
up the remote from a puddle on the
coffee table. He shook the beer off
and turned off the TV. He dropped the
remote and kicked his father lightly.

It was of no use. Warren shook him
again anyway. He mumbled, and then
turned over.

“Come on, Dad ... this is what? The
third night in a row?”

Warren’s father stirred and groggily
opened his eyes. He stared at his son
through slits. His voice sounded hoarse
and drool collected on his chin as he
spoke. “What’d you turn the TV off for?”

“It’s late; or rather early. You've been

drinking again.”

Warren'’s father picked up the
bottle from his lap and turned it upside
down. A few drops fell out. “It’s the only
comfort I can get knowing that I have a
screw-up for a son.”

“You need to start taking better care
of yourself.”

Warren'’s father tried to get to
his feet but fell back onto the couch.
Warren tried to help him, but his
hand got batted away. His father
finally managed to get to his feet. He
swayed back and forth, showing his
drunkenness.

“You need help, Dad.” The rough,
once-hard working hand made contact
with Warren’s face and sent him
backward. The force of the slap broke
the skin on his cheek.

“Stay down there until you know
your place,” his father said. “That’s
where you belong.”

Warren’s father tossed the beer
bottle and it shattered upon impact
with the floor. “Twenty-fve years old
and you still can’t learn.”

Warren sighed and picked himself
up off the floor. “I'm sorry. I love you,
Dad.”

Warren’s father grunted, “I know,
son, I know.”

“Warren, are you even listening to
me?”
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The inmate stared directly into
Warren’s eyes. It felt as if he was
looking into his soul and in that
moment Warren felt exposed, naked.
Those prying eyes
were tearing away his
outer shell and finding
the defenseless meat
underneath.

The inmate’s

criminal. He was a
tall man, over six feet,
nearer to six and a half. He was fit and

ripped. His muscles seemed to have
muscles. The largest clothing they

had looked way too small for him. The
clothes stretched across his tight chest
and helped to show off his muscle. His
veins were visible all over his body and
throbbed as his blood took the express
train from his heart to the rest of his
body. Tattoos covered his body, most of
them obscene. A large scar ran across
his face and over one eye. It was the one
dead eye that made Warren shudder
and turn away. This inmate was the
spitting image of a prisoner. He was the
posterchild of the inmates. The devil
himself would have been scared to be
near him.

Warren nudged the inmate firmly.

“Get moving.”

A few hours later after the new
inmate had been settled in, Warren
found himself in the cafeteria. He was
standing at the back of the room, his
back against the wall. He glanced at
the entrance as the new inmate entered
with another inmate. Warren moved
from his position at the back and made

“Tattoos
covered his body,
most of them
obscene. A large
scar ran across
appearance screamed his face and over

one eye.”

his way toward the two inmates.

The other inmate was a heavy man,
much too fat to even think of making
an escape. Warren was positive that
he would get winded just
looking at a pair of running
shoes.

They talked in hushed
tones as they got their food
and Warren was barely able
to make out what they were
saying.

“So, Si, what do you think

of the place?”

The inmate’s voice wasn't what
Warren was expecting. From his size,
Warren had guessed that he would have
a deep and heavy voice to accompany
his weight. But it was in fact the exact
opposite. His voice was too high fora
man his size, even if he had been the
proper weight.

“The last place was nicer.” The new
inmate, Silas, replied.

Warren kept his distance, but made
sure he was close enough to hear the
conversation. Si and his friend found a
place to sit. The friend motioned to an
inmate sitting all by himself. “You know
who that is?”

Sinodded. “I heard talk. Rapist?”

The friend nodded. “Specializing in
children.”

Si spoke with his mouth full of food.

“Someone ought to teach him a lesson.”

“T've got just the thing for the job.”

Warren had heard enough and
made his way to the back of the room.
He would make sure to keep an eye
on those two. Nobody was going to
misbehave in his prison.
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“Nobody misbehaves in my house!”

Warren'’s father was beyond upset.
Anger crept into his face, turning it
a deep red. Warren cowered by his
mother’s feet.

Warren’s father slapped at his ears.
Warren’s head knocked against his
mother’s knee. “Dear .. .” she said.

“What?” Warren’s father snapped.

“Can’t you do that in another room?
Take him out of here.”

“Why don't you leave the room if
you're so uncomfortable?”

“You’re frightening Livy.”

“I don’t give a damn.”

Warren’s mother gave his father a
look and walked out of the room with
Liv holding on to her shoulder. Warren
watched his mother leave and realized
he was now alone with his father.

Warren took his break about an hour
after Si and his fat friend had eaten.

He put his lunch bag onto the table
and checked his phone. He noticed a
text from his sister. Cathy wants 2 stay
over 2nite.

Warren replied with his approval and
took a bite from his apple. He quickly
spat it out as if the apple had gone bad.
Warren looked at the
shiny red apple and
tossed it into the trash.
But it wasn’t the apple
that had left a bad taste
in his mouth.

Warren finished his
the paper bag.

The paper bag sat on the countertop.
Warren reached up for it, but his father

swatted his hand away. “You'll get your
food when your grades improve.”

Warren rubbed his hand tenderly
as his father continued, “I won’t have
a failure for a son. Maybe hunger will
help you concentrate and you'll realize
what’s important around here.”

Warren hung his head sadly. “I'm
sorry. I'll do better”

“Yes. You will”

“But why does Liv get to eat...”

“What did I just say?” Warren’s
father’s voice thundered and Warren
flinched as if a storm had appeared
suddenly out of nowhere and a bolt of
lightning had just missed singeing him.

“Your mother is responsible for
Liv. And besides, she actually deserves
to eat. Now get your ass out of here
or you'll miss the bus. And [ won't be
driving you if you do.”

Warren turned his face away from
his father to hide his tears. His stomach
growled and he slowly walked away.

“Get!” his father yelled, and Warren
scurried off.

Warren’s father reached into the
bag and took out an apple. He took a

bite out of it and the juice ran down his
beard.

“Warren broke
through the crowd
and saw the scene
set in front of him.
The inmate turned
and the shank was
lunch and crumpled up plunged re eatedly
into his body.”

It was sunny
outside and was still
warm enough to be
considered nice. Warren
surveyed the sea of
orange as he made
his way around the
perimeter. He searched
the crowd, trying to find
where Si and the fat inmate had gotten
to.
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Warren hnally spotted him. He was
moving fast, shoving prisoners aside as
he made his way toward an inmate all
by himself; the same inmate from the
cafeteria.

“Shit!” Warren spoke into the radio
on his shoulder and raced after Si. “We
may have a situation in the courtyard.”

Warren made his way through the
mass of bodies. “Get out of the way!”

“Hey! Asshole!”

That was Si’s voice. Warren broke
through the crowd and saw the scene
set in front of him. The inmate turned
and the shank was plunged repeatedly

into his body.

Warren reached Si and kicked him
behind the kneecap. Sifell and Warren
kicked him in the ribs. “You piece of
shit!” Warren continued to kick him
until Gerald arrived and pulled him
back.

Warren faced away and tried to
regain his composure. “Take him to
solitary.”

It was dark and it was damp. Warren
hated every inch of that room. The
worst part was the
isolation, He didn’t
like being alone much,
especially in the dark.
The basement was the
creepiest place in the
house.

Warren hated it when
his father got angry.

If he wasn’t getting
heaten, then he was
getting locked down here with the rats.

Warren tried his hardest to see in

“I can’t take care
of them both.
Besides, Warren
is broken. I don’t
want anything to
do with him. Every
day I can see him
turning into you.”

the dark, he wanted to make sure there
were no monsters hiding down here,
even though none compared with the
one that was upstairs. What Warren
needed was a flashlight. He was sure
there was one down here somewhere,

He felt on the shelves, careful not to
break anything on them. He grasped
what he was sure was a flashlight and
turned it on. The soft vellow glow was
like heaven. In that moment, Warren
felt like he had won the lottery. The
light was his salvation.

Warren turned and the light shined
on his father, who had somehow gotten
in the basernent without a sound.

His father shook his finger at him.

“No flashlights. You have to stay down
here, alone in the dark.”

Warren's father took the light from
him and pushed him to the ground.

“You'll thank me for all this someday.”
Warren’s father laughed as he took
Warren's one solace upstairs and locked
the door.

Warren was beat. He opened the
door to his house and flipped on
the light. He expected to see Cathy
standing there, waiting
for him. But then he
remembered that she
was staying over at Livs.
Warren made his way
into the kitchen and
took a beer from the
fridge. He opened it and
took a long drink.
Warren rubbed his
eyes with one hand
and yawned. He went upstairs and
plopped down onto his bed. He took
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another swig of his beer and set it down
on the nightstand. He let out a sigh
and opened his eyes. He stared into
darkness.

Warren reached out and put his
hand on Marcy’s side of the bed. The
covers felt cold to his touch and Warren
wished that she didn’t have to be out
of town. Warren picked up her pillow
and put it against his face. He inhaled
deeply, taking in her scent.

Warren cried himself to sleep.

Warren was woken from his slumber
by the sound of his phone ringing.

“Hello?”

“Warren, I was wondering if you could
get out of work today.” Liv always knew
just how to annoy Warren.

“Probably not. Why?”

Liv sighed on the other end. “They
need me at work today. It’s an
emergency.” There was a pause. “I
guess I'll ask Mom.”

“I'll see what I can do. I might be able
to find a replacement.”

“God, Warren. What’s wrong with
Mom watching Cathy? She loves her”

“I'm not having this conversation
again.”

“At least she cares. That’s more than
can be said about Dad.”

Warren clenched the phone tight in
his hand. “How dare you?”

“He was a horrible person, Warren.”

“You wouldn’t know! You and Mom
ran off and left me to deal with him.
And he did the best he could to raise
me into the man [ am today.”

“I was just a baby when Mom left
Dad. She thought it better that [ was
with her”

“But she abandoned me! Who really
abused me the most?”

“Look Warren, I don't have the
time. I'm dropping Cathy off at Mom’s.
Okay?”

Warren hung up. He picked up
the half empty beer bottle from the
nightstand and tossed it against the
wall. The amber liquid slowly rolled
down the wall.

A single tear slowly rolled down
Warren’s face as he secretly watched
his parents argue. His mother was
putting on her coat and Liv looked like
a marshmallow in hers.

“Fine, leave. I don’t give a shit.”
Warren could hear the sadness seeping
through his father’s anger.

“I know, that’s why I'm leaving. You
never give a shit.”

“Why don’t you take Warren with
you too? Rid me of both burdens.”

“I can't take care of them both.
Besides, Warren is broken. I don’t want
anything to do with him. Every day I
can see him turning into you.”

Warren’s mother turned to go.

“Did it ever occur to you that [ treat
him the way I do so he doesn’t turn into
me? Who could ever love someone like
me?”

“Who indeed?”

Warren'’s mother left the house for
the last time. She slammed the door
and Warren’s father broke into tears.

A month had passed since Si had
killed the other inmate. He was released
back into Gen Pop and that’s where




Warren found him. “You've got a visitor.”

Warren led Si into the visitation
room. There were a couple other
prisoners meeting with their loved
ones and the fat inmate that Si had
befriended was one of them

Si walked over to an empty stall and
picked up the phone. A woman held
the phone on the other side of the glass.
“There’s sormeone who wants to talk to
you.”

The woman set the phone down and
a little girl picked it up. “Hi, Daddy!”

“Hey, baby girl.” Si smiled at his
daughter through the glass.

“I miss you, Daddy. When are you
coming home?”

Si's lip trembled and he struggled to
hold back a tear.

Warren could see the whole thing
from where he was standing and he felt
a tear of his own roll down his cheek.
Warren wiped it away and locked
around to see if anyone else had seen
him.

The sound of angry shouts brought
Warren's attention back to the inmates.
The fat inmate was yelling at the
woman he was talking to. “Why do you
keep coming back here? I don't care
about you! I don't care about our son!”

“But he misses you,” the woman
said.

“I don’t miss him! That retarded
bastard drove me insane. I'll beat him
harder the next time I see him!”

The woman began to cry.

“Hey!”

The fat inmate turned to see Si
coming towards him. “Stay out of this,
Si, it don’t concern you.”

Si grabbed the fat inmate by the

head and slammed him against the
table, Warren acted faster this time. He
was on Si before he could make another
move.

“You don't deserve that boy!” Si said.

Warren shoved Si against the wall.

“I would never yell at a child, let
alone hurt one.” Si struggled as two
more guards came to Warren’s aid.

“I may be a criminal, but I'm not a
bad man!”

Si continued to yell as the two
guards led him out of the room.

Warren glanced out through the
glass and saw Si’s wife, clinging to her
child. She comforted her as the little
girl cried. She reminded Warren of
Cathy and he thought of the last time
he had embraced his daughter. The
thought made him weep.

Warren wept with what he knew was
his last embrace. His father lay in a
hospital bed, dying. Warren knew that
the outcome was inevitakle, but now
that the time had come Warren wasn't
sure he could handle it.

“I don’t want you to leave. I need
you, Dad”

Warren'’s father coughed. The cough
was a deep hard cough from the chest.
A little blood came out into his hand.
His voice was weak and barely audible.
“Warren.”

“I'm here, Dad”

“Warren, I just want you to know..”
he coughed again and Warren wasn't
sure that he would be able to finish.
“I'm not a bad man. [ just wanted to let
you know that. I'm not a bad man.”

Warren tock hold of his father’s
hand. It was cold and weak, his father
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was barely able to hold on. Tears welled
up in Warren’s eyes.

As his father passed, Warren spoke
to him for the last time. “I know, Dad, I
know.”
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A Year
Micah Anderson

The year begins anew.

Winter turns to spring; to summer; to fall;

and then back into winter, giving the year a
repeating timeline.

The year begins in darkness;

empty until snow covers the earth and erases

the color;

like an artist erasing his masterpiece, only to start
again with marks so light.

The snow falls lightly

during the first months of the year. Brand new
flakes, in all shapes and sizes. They're without color
and softly they are falling.

The cold wind bites, leaving the

skin a dark

shade of blue, like when an animal bites the hand,
leaving bruise lines.

Spring breaks through winter’s hold. And lining
the pathways are trees in bloom. They soak up

the sunlight

and bud turns to leaf, until darkening

shadows are cast below. Spring renews;

not just foliage, but the soul as well. Life lives again
and the downfall

of death is imminent. The snow melts away and
flowers bloom in many varieties of colors.

Bodies drown in sweat while the red and

yellow colored

rays of sunlight pour out their wrath. Lines of busy
bees get to work. Gushing waterfalls

release their melted snow like an open wound.
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