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the Lord’s whisper 
 

 
 

Courtney Strahan 
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All the While 
 

There’s something about the light: 
Leaves shimmer, ornaments glisten 
There’s a cleansing up here. 
 
Packed in suitcases, carried in tandem 
Ghosts trail wailing their sorrow 
Haunting with vengeance. 
 
Fire calms them 
Into discussion 
Twirling crystals hypnotize. 
 
Anguish dissolves us; 
We drip into Earth and 
Meet in deep places. 
 
Caverns of darkness echo 
Low tones.  Our flow 
Leads us on. 
 
We wash roots of trees 
And conspire with 
Depths 
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Until an emerald portal transfixes us 
Seduces us to the surface 
Where we pour into the light. 
 
Shafts of sun 
Mark the grassy floor 
Light paths of possibility. 
 
All the while bombs explode in London 
Rip bodies and metal 
Ignite volatile humankind. 

 

pl 
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untitled 

 

     Occasionally there are nights when the gunfire is silenced.  The fierce glare of 

explosions is snuffed out and the land returns to stillness under clear midnight 

sky.  On these nights our senses are given back to former lives far from war.  In 

returning we find reason to go on, and with reason we comprehend death, each 

in our own way.  There are men who laugh in the face of it, cursing, smoking and 

playing cards in the moonlight.  Others sit in quiet conversation, talking about 

the wife and baby back home.  Then there are men like me who can never find 

enough curses or conversations to ever express the impact of war on our lives.  

We are the ones you will find alone, seeking no company but that of a faded 

letter or photograph.  Our conversations are the silent ones, directed to the 

heavens. 

     War has become my life, but nothing in this war makes sense anymore.  I still 

see their faces--the ones I’ve killed.  I see them before the bullet ends their life 

and I am spared once more.  I surrender to uncertainty, to filth and fear.  I 

remember bodies lying twisted and damaged until all that was human was taken.  

These things I cannot forget.  I don’t want to forget.  Somehow, this intimacy 

with death, the warm blood on hands and cold finger on trigger, keeps me going  
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in this unnatural world where death serves one purpose—to remind me that I am 

alive.    

     I return to my cot.  Take out my flashlight.  Illuminating her face, I find calm.  

The picture is worn and tatter-edged, yet new to me always.  Her head is turned 

slightly, eyes half-closed in laughter.  Right before taking the picture I told her 

she was beautiful. 

     Two years have passed now.  I have forgotten the feel of a hot bath, the 

flavor of a burger and fries from Sonny’s Diner, forgotten the look of a lace 

tablecloth beneath Sunday dinner china.  Forgotten freedom of picnics and 

Saturday night dances.  I’ve forgotten the fragrance of her perfume.   

     Even her voice has faded.  But I have not forgotten the unexplainable 

between us—moments when there were no words.  I hold fiercely to these 

memories, defending them against every enemy that threatens to take them away.  

But I fear I am losing this battle.  I fear I will not survive. 

     They say when you lose a limb, phantom pains can make you believe the arm 

or leg is still there.  Perhaps that is what she is now—a phantom pain.  Tonight I 

surrender to the pain, allowing myself to believe.  She waits.  And I will return.   

 

Nicole Hornbaker 
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Obsession 

 

 

 

C. Ann Brown 
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shiraz 

 

her moons, full,  
behind glass of  
cutting fragility 
one blink will 
shatter 
shards will 
slip, fall at 
funeral pace 
 
my brevity  
befriends silence 
my moons offer  
lips a break 
but allow  
brisk whisper 
of shiraz  
before relieving 
 
she does not  
bleed tonight 
she does not 
cut me 
but leaves  
clean scars  
 

michelle louise  
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Highway Man 
 
He was an old man 
Scruffy face 
And empty eyes 
Sitting on a suitcase 
Duffle bag nearby 
 
Watching us 
 (Watching me) 
 
Watch him 
And wonder:  
Where was he going 
 
On 696 
While the rest of us 
Head to Ann Arbor 
With all the road blocks?  
 
Me having read Kerouac 
All summer, bored 
With the road I’m taking 
Wishing 
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We could trade places, 
He following his own 
Blue highway 
Into the sun 
Me going nowhere fast 
On the dusty road. 
 

Heather Bordon 
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Study of Layers 

 

 

 

C. Ann Brown 
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Lessons 
  

The Little Cinder Girl 
sits by the fire... 
  
Dress in tatters 
remains of the day. 
  
Head on her knee 

she gathers torn cloth 

...shredded dreams. 
  
Weaving them  
into something new, 
she lifts her head... 
  
Rising naked 

she picks up the world 

places it firmly on her shoulders... 
  
A wiser face 

affirms her kenning... 
  
Atlas was a woman. 

  

jlh 
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From Atlas to Eve 
  

Mistress of Fire 

Sits amidst ashes 
  
Embers in tatters 
Remnants of life 
  
Smoke ever rising 

She gathers new branches 
Cinders new leaves 
  
Sparking openly 

She spreads her arms wide 

Bringing death to her bosom and giving it life. 
  
The warmth of my face 

Brings her understanding 
  
I gave my rib to fire- this eve. 

  

Fred VanAtta 
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Lessons, part 2 

 
This was the day  
Cinderella separated her shoulder  
lifting the cauldron high  
as if a black sun were rising  
              anti-fireworks popped  
                                    her eyes fizzed  
her world went to ashes around her.  

 

The lame arm  
couldn't even reach for the tatters  
to make a sling  
to wind a cocoon  
to mummify  
nullify  
        why  
              oh  
                 why  
did Atlas return to tatters this eve?  

 

jh 
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Mere Proximity 

 

I. 
 

I fell  
in love with literature  
the day I met Gilgamesh.  
created in the image of God, 
more than 2000 years  
before the first glimpse of a deity  
since Adam met Eve 

was to be seen in the birth of Christ.  

 

an hour and fifteen short minutes,  
twice a week,  
was all the time in the world to me,  
more than 2000 years later. 

 

II. 
 

time and history are no barriers,  
nor race --  
Indian, American, Chinese--  
you are beautiful. 
your southern start, 
negative space, 
and oven bird call: 
let that be enough. 
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III. 
 

blue birds fly 

and the dream  
that you dared 

to dream 

never did come true 

 

C. Ann Brown 
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voices 

 

 

 

Courtney Strahan 
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the ask 
 

Donde hay fe hay amor 
sing as she might 

head upturned in vocal petition 
 

Donde hay amor, hay paz 
entreaty in tone 

sound to substance 
 

Donde hay paz, esta Dios 
esperanza closes her eyes 

weaves her question in song 
 

Y donde esta Dios 
her notes fall to the ground 

leaden tears. 
 

No falta, nada. 

 

 

jlh 
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Killing Time 
 

 

I don’t see our neighbor at first, not even his truck, as I pull into the drive of our 

cabin.  But when I raise the blinds and open an east window, I see him across the 

boundary of our meeting properties. 

 

He sits on an overturned bucket before a fire ringed with stones and whittles 

rhythmically on a stick of pine.  He examines his knife, testing the blade with a 

touch of his thumb.  Then his gaze floats into the blue center of the flames.  He 

leans forward and rests his forearms on his knees.  His hands relax at the wrists. 

 

Maybe he climbs the column of smoke bound for the ethereal landscape where 

his concerns evaporate and condensed hopes replenish his soul.  –Or maybe he 

sits and whittles and stares into the fire, and empty space is behind that posture, 

killing time. 

 

pl 
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Electra 
 

Freud watches her from a window 
outside of a small white house 
close enough to the tracks 
she can hear the train on 
Saturday mornings. 
 
She wakes up sticky, hung-over 
fumbles for an early cigarette. 
Smiles into the stale bedroom. 
 
Freud watches from 
the wooden, unscreened window 
outside of a house 
where the rent is cheap 
and the yard is full of strong weeds. 
 
She wakes up eager, artistic 
tugs at a shirt that stayed on 
all night. Her love cannot 
look at her skin. 
 
She is ruined and hungry 
and Freud smiles 
at how clear it all is. 

 

Susan Motschenbacher 
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Oregon Coast 

 

 

 

Klint Pleasant 



 

Blackberry Winter 

21 
 

North Country in March 
 

Snow slabs retreat from rooftops 
   Teardrop pools along the path 
wait to be absorbed. 
 
Sounds of wet permeate 
   the forested air 
Wet melts the landscape. 
 
Thunder disturbs 
   earth’s cold dream 
She wakes. 
 
Liquid, she stirs 
   and strips her body, discarding winter 
like an exhibitionist. 

 

pl 
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The Beach 
 

The waves crashing on the shore the deep    
blue water is like an exotic dream.   
The sand feels spongy between your toes as    
you walk along the beach letting your imagination soar.   
The air tastes of salt as you inhale deeply.  
You close your eyes and dream of this place    
you visited as a child   
on those long hot summer days. 

 

Autumn Lee Watt 
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The Volcano 
 

I soar on bird’s wings into 
   the majestic earthform 
extinct volcano eroded 
   by cold cosmos 
exposed sides 
   black with vegetation. 
 
I skim interior walls toward 
   the waterfall’s rush which  
crashes unimpeded onto 
   glossy rocks below and 
like a silver ribbon 
   drapes across the inner floor. 
 
I track the crystalline flow 
   out to the waiting sea 
and hear ancient echoes grumbling 
   seething magma 
recalling Pele’s former might 
   and dreaming her return. 
 

pl
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The Wave 
 

The wave has no shape 
   other than its motion 
 
which gathers momentum 
   and carries me 
   on its frothy crest 
 
until I am plunged 
   into the deep and 
   tumbled along the rocky floor 
 
where my edges are 
   smoothed and I rise again 
   with knowledge that 
 
I have no shape 
   other than my motion. 
 

pl 



 

Blackberry Winter 

25 
 

The Surfer 
 

The distant figure paddles 
   on his rainbow board 
out into the vast blue 
   where he lies on the sea 
and studies her movement. 
 
Seduced by the swell of her power 
   he rises with her 
and stands upon his fragile craft. 
 
With outstretched arms 
   and tender balance 
he traces her heights 
   maps her undulations 
and rides and rides. 

 

pl 
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Lego Love 

 

 

 

Kirsten Mitson 



 

Blackberry Winter 

27 
 

A Letter To My Daughter On her First Birthday  
 
Jan. 1, 2006 

 

Ecclesiastes 3:1-8 

To every thing there is a season, and a t ime  to every purpose under the heaven: 

A t ime to be born, and a t ime to die; a t ime to plant, and a t ime  to pluck up that 

which is planted; 

A t ime to kill, and a t ime to heal; a time  to break down, and a t ime to build up; 

A t ime to weep, and a time  to laugh; a t ime  to mourn, and a time  to dance; 

A t ime to cast away stones, and a time to gather stones together; a time  to 

embrace, and a time  to refrain from embracing; 

A t ime to get, and a t ime to lose; a time  to keep, and a t ime to cast away; 

A t ime to rend, and a t ime to sew; a t ime  to keep silence, and a t ime to speak; 

A t ime to love, and a t ime  to hate; a t ime  of war, and a t ime of peace. 

 

 



 

Blackberry Winter 

28 
 

My Sweet Daughter: 

 

These verses have taken on new meaning since your arrival. 2005 started out as 

the happiest t ime  your mother and I have ever experienced. You literally ushered 

in the 2005 year. What a joy to watch your birth. Daddy has had many exciting 

experiences but all pale in comparison to your birth. In an instant you became 

unconditionally loved. As soon as you came out of mommy, I asked the nurse, 

“Can I touch her?” Holding you and touching you has been my favorite past ime 

since.  

 

Although 2005 started out with such joy, it has also brought great sorrow and 

sadness. My wife and your mother came within inches of dying. Someday, when 

you are old enough I will tell you the whole story. But for now this is what I 

want to say. In your lifet ime  you will experience both great joy and great sorrow. 

I suspect there will be t imes  when life makes sense and everything seems to run 

smoothly. However, daddy also realizes there will be t imes of hurt, depression, 

questioning, doubt, sadness, anger and utter confusion.  
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Abbey, I pray everyday that you will hold on to God’s word as your guide and 

reference point. Take solace in the fact that we are told there will be a “t ime and 

season for everything.” And please, Abbey, I pray, never let you immediate 

circumstances dictate your faith and trust in almighty God. 

 

Your first birthday gift from daddy is a clock. You will receive many more from 

me in your lifet ime . I pray you will let this gift (and all future gifts) represent the 

t ime  and seasons of your life. Again, some clocks or watches you receive will 

come with great joy as we experience t imes of celebration. And on other 

occasions these t ime pieces will represent much sorrow and sadness. But they 

will always represent that God is in control and one day will bring all t ime  under 

his reign. 

 

Abbey, I pray you will never put your faith and trust into things that have no 

power to index your reliance upon God. Instead, stay close to his word, rest in 

his grace and know that in t ime , God will be who God will be.  
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You are my greatest joy. 

 

Happy 1st Birthday.  

 

Love,  

Dad 

 

Klint Pleasant 
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untitled 

 

 

 

jh 
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Genetics 
 

I was twenty-one and had never heard my parents fight 
 
When I was a child, my father came home usually only on weekends 
When we first moved three states away and she hated it, I never heard a fight 
Even when my brother stayed out all night after prom, and then me, 
 There was a disagreement, a discussion, but never a fight 
 
I sat and watched the 50 inch TV in the next room 
 The landscaper’s bulbs had not yet flowered 
They squabbled about the way the door opened on the new addition 
 Above the hot tub, next to the pool 
My dad made a cutting sarcastic remark the way I do 
 When I want to make a point 
 
Though I was twenty-one and had not yet heard my parents fight. 

 

Zak Lynn 
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shadow envy. 
 

the night of death had come,  
but he walks with me, softly. 
i can't tell if he is angry with me 

for all the times i've changed my mind 

for all the love i'm giving away. 
i plan, in my head, to come back to life for him 

on autumn nights when the shadows appear. 
but i wonder if he'll ever see the fall. 
 
i send myself a few years forward, tentatively, 
but all is in, not unfriendly, darkness. 
 
we walk past the old haunted house, 
where all the boys i have loved live, translucent. 
i begin to laugh, and i don't know why. 
there is his extempore smile now, tickling me with a 
peacock feather. playing on the bench checkerboard 
with maple leaves. photographing the gate and pegasus statue. 
lying in the gazebo with our heads on each others' shoulders.  
shy and unsure of what to say. playing hideanddon'tspeak 
in the inky dark corners. trying to guess what all those 
fancy people are doing drinking wine in our private paradise 
[shared by so many ghosts]  
and slinking away in [suddenly] ratty jeans. 
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the night of death had come,  
but he walks with me, softly. 
he stoops to pick up a bracelet; 
it reminds me of a giant ring. 
he puts it in my hand 
and i can't tell if he is angry with me. 

 

amanda m.j. holt 
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untitled 
 

I dye my hair for you.  Apply the shade of poppies bending toward you as we 

pull each strand through hardened fingers.  I give the darkening fire to water and 

let the only pure thing we have made impure wash the flames away... giving 

myself to what will remain.  I stand in streams of pure made impure and smile as 

Clairol Scarlet Shimmer trickles in veins over my breasts and the fire you finally 

gave them is mine for a moment.  I dye my hair for you... Streaks of purple they 

so carelessly blend onto your lips, not knowing that you have to touch purple 

lightly, as you always did... burying it under shades of black so as not to expose 

the essence of the woman, yet knowing she would be stolen again and again.  I 

wash the purple from your lips, tiny rivers of near-color now resting safely in the 

sewer drains of what you always threw away.  I bleach my hair for you.  Blend 

the powder that haunted you and the developer of your mind and paint lines of 

white onto the mirrors of my eyes... letting the fire be stolen some of the time.  

 

Susan Motschenbacher 
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Chapel 

 

 

 

C. Ann Brown 
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My Word 
 

Genesis 
 
Genesis 5:24 “He (Enoch) enjoyed a close relationship with God throughout his life.  Then 
suddenly, he disappeared because God took him.” 
 
The Jungle 
For Adam Langford 
 
They said he might have jumped. 
 Knowing a lot of people 
He was the type to do that sort of thing. 
 You run the risk of losing them 
Jump if it’s going to be bad. 
 It’s a good risk to take 
he’d have jumped. 
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Psalms 
 
Psalm 118:26 “Blessed is he who comes in the name of the LORD.  From the house of the 
LORD we bless you.” 
 
Psalmody 
 
1 My soul rests 
 for he has heard my call. 
 His word calms my fears 
2 I am not afraid. 
 He is like rain that falls 
3 on a desert place, 
 where I am dry bones walking. 
4 His word vows to me: 
 Wait and grow 
 be watered. 
5 He will be my gardener. 
 He will pluck the weeds 
 that choke me. 
6 He will tend to my soil. 
7 His word is like snow, 
8 covering my sins in purity. 
 He will make me new. 
9 By death I am reborn 
 in the right season. 
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10 Let those who are faint 
 call upon the Lord, 
 cry out to our God: 
11 Surely the Lord will save us. 
 
Esther 
 
Esther 2:10 – “Mordecai had warned Esther (who was also called Hadassah) not to tell 
anyone she was a Jew, and she obeyed him.” 
 
Hidden 
 
I’m stuck. 
If I tell him my past 
he might ruin our future. 
He is my king and I hide from him. 
 
I am hybrid 
A fallen Evening Star 
and still a rooted myrtle 
pallid in the sun. 
 
Experience, I called it, practice 
and felt the shame that comes 
from a night spent alone. 
Now I see who suffers. 

 

C. Ann Brown 
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Thornless Christ 

 

 

 

C. Ann Brown 
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The Cynic 
 

I stand at the window of the Chicago’s Baha’i house of Faith 
A hearse drives by with its lights on in a profession of faith 
I am a white silhouette on a flashing purple wall 
Above my head in a sickly strobing brown is a statement of faith 
“All prophets of God proclaim the same faith” 
I stare back at the procession and wait 
Whose heaven are you off to? 

 

Zak Lynn 
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If I Could Choose (an apology) 
 

I am like pharaoh. 
The Lord has hardened my heart against you, 
     and I cannot let you go. 
My blood is like water, contaminated and unclean. 
My conscience is like frogs in your bed, 
     and gnats and flies on your dead animals. 
My thoughts are like boils, eating away the flesh. 
My soul is a locust, consuming its path. 
The darkness surrounds, and I weep for my unborn son. 
But the Lord has hardened my heart against you 
     and I cannot let you go. 
You will walk on dry ground, and a great sea will separate us 
The Lord will soften my heart to you, 
     and my resolve will die 
     and you will be free. 
The Lord is my shepherd; I shall not want. 
 
Psalm 23 
 
The Lord will 
Harden my heart 
To you 
Because I asked 
In his name 
To forget 
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The Lord is 
My shepherd; 
I  
Shall  
Not  
Want. 

 

C. Ann Brown 
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Zen 

 

 

 

Kirsten Mitson 
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I did not chance a stir 
 

If I had  
lifted your bowed head 
and found sincerity 
could I have  
suspended you 
as sand in shaken water 
or like salt 
were you meant, 
with time and motion, 
to dissolve  
and wash away? 
 
I did not chance a stir 

 

Susan Motschenbacher 
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"Ten Miles Outside of Perfect" 
 

Ten miles outside of perfect we broke down. 
Maybe perfect never existed, 
but we will create it in our minds and make it even more perfect 
and keep walking. 
We will stumble and fall 
and imagine that we got up again. 
Each paradise after this will be filled with better promises  
than yesterday. 
Yesterday broke your heart. 
Today will be the last day we will walk. 
We will someday learn that there is no perfect place. 
We will somehow discover that we can not live together, 
that "till death do us part" must hold some magic  
because we never thought to say it and it seems so hard to say it now. 
You will pull the pieces of your heart from this wreckage. 
You will fashion it into something recognizable 
and slip it over your temples like glasses. 
You will open your eyes to find me gone. 
I will pass you on the last step backwards and chase you to that perfect place. 
10 miles outside of perfect, 
we will break down. 

 

Kate Caretto 
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synthesis 
 

     i want to wear powdered jasmine. and not apologize. i want to blend into a 

woman, looking for my self and my unself and find my hair. her skin my own. i 

want to wear all of my most comfortable clothes, consciously and uncaring, as 

orange touches brown touches pink touches green. i want to piece together my 

stomach, seamless on a flat plane. to stare at the picture for hours, to secretly 

believe in besting god. i want to write words all over my body and stand on your 

rug. courageous to present all of me to all you think you are. i want my thesis. my 

antithesis. i want my equilibrium, my head my own. i want to know that i can 

want to be near you, though your proximity is not mine to desire. i want to wear 

my hair in nonsense so that you may see my soul. i want to paint in fine silk ink 

on the palms of your hands and leave you to dry. i want to dig around in my skin 

until i sense where it is i hid last time. i want to take it all back... the hours, the 

rewording, the stars never etched, my smile. i want to hear your inflection this 

time. 

  

Susan Motschenbacher 
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she sits and contemplates 

 

 

 

Kirsten Mitson 
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Fishing 
 

Charon passed by in his boat 
noting the man holding the pole... 
  
"Boy...don't you know? No fishin' here. Gone." 
  
Beginning to protest, arm in mid-gesture 
     I was told this was the place... 
  
"Look deeper boy.  What do you see?" 
  
a glance 
     a stare 
          peering intensely 
he saw a face... 
  
reaching down he touched 
     his cheek 
wiped his own tear 
     told himself the truth. 
  
reaching through the skin of self 
     he found a pebble 
hiding beneath his eye 
     at least it was something. 
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"Boy..." 
  
He looked up... 
     Charon floated away 
tossing poppies in his wake. 

  

jlh 
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Marisol 
 
She stands 
On the porch at dusk 
Wind in her hair 
Facing the horizon 
Eyes full of stars  
Light chasing darkness 
Even as night 
Replaces day 
Her silent form 
Back straight, strong 
 
She sits 
In the tin bathtub 
She shares with her sisters 
Bubbles slowly drifting 
Under a warm sky 
Facing the street 
Full of trash 
Water running off 
Eyes soapy, full of stars 
Light chasing darkness 
Even as scrubbed feet 
Touch mud 
Her silent form clean 
Back straight, strong 
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She stands 
Facing the door 
On the first day of school 
Other children lost 
In words 
She barely knows 
Eyes dart back 
From the dark hallways 
To the sun outside 
Eyes full of stars,  
Light chasing darkness 
Even as the tears fall 
Arms wrapped around  
Her silent form 
Back straight, strong 
 
On the porch at dusk 
Wind in her hair 
Facing the horizon 
Eyes full of stars,  
Light chasing darkness 
Even as night 
Replaces day 
Her silent form 
Back straight, strong 
 
She stands. 

Heather Bordon 
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her disappearing theme 

 

 

 

m eulon 
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It was like waking up in a fist-fight. 
  
     For an entire semester. 

     I had been required to take a figure illustration class. I like the figure so I wasn’t so 

troubled at the first thought, and upon arrival to the class I found many renderings of 

people with clothes on. 

     “Clothes,” I thought, “They don’t look so bad.” Within the next twenty minutes of 

this conclusion I was brought to reality. We were going to be drawing nudes. Nakeds. 

Nude people, Nudists, people with nothing, nothing to hide. They let you see their 

whole hand. They show you everything in their arsenal before they know your name. 

Every Monday and Wednesday from 8 until the teacher let or made us stop we were to 

draw nudes. She gave us the lowdown on how to act in a room with a naked person, and 

we all took to it rather quickly. 

     The next class meeting was when we were to put these mores in to practice, I came 

in to the classroom a bit early to find a student conversing with a very cold woman. I say 

cold because she was next to him wrapped in a large blanket. Little more than 5 feet tall, 

with blonde hair, I would find out her name is Diane and that under that blanket, was all 

of her. All of her.  

     We found out quickly that in this class, no one knew the other. And because of the 

subject matter, happy get to know you conversations were not really welcome. Only two 

girls actually talked in between the long laborious poses. They sat across the stage from  
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one another and so talked in a manner that no one in the class didn’t know who was 

cheating on whom, or who was depressed or drunk last weekend. I guess that the idea of 

a naked stranger mere feet from  

your desk is rather freeing if you are comfortable at all. If someone can be paid to bare it 

all in your presence, I suppose that in the slight comfort of friends, personal revelation 

seems like nothing with a roomful of strangers.  

     They’d go on and on about high school and hardcore bands and once touched on the 

subject of swimming in gym class and hating it. That was when during a break, Diane 

leaned forward and almost whispered from behind her grey blanket,  

     “I was a life guard once,” The two girls paused for a second and both turned to her. 

     “Mmhmm,” said one, they both turned away and continued their conversation at half 

volume.  

     We had been instructed not to talk to the models.  

 

Zak Lynn 
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Just in Case 

 

“Nobody needs firefighters anymore,” said Red, the oldest member among them.  
He said this at least once an hour, like clockwork.  But if he noticed one of the 
younger ones glance at the bell, he repeated himself.  His words were worse than 
an alarm sounding, especially in these uncertain days when citizens were 
reconsidering firefighter job security. 

 

The firefighters sat in the truck and walked the floors of the firehouse, polishing 
equipment and dusting cobwebs, as their ancestors had done for centuries.  Once 
upon a time, the large red bell rang, and the truck actually roared to life, the dead 
lights blazed, and the firefighters flew out of the station like bees out of a hive.  
Now they stared at the bell every once in a while, half-expecting the sound to 
give them one of those fabled heart attacks people used to get when loud noises 
went off.  They determined that it would not take them by surprise.  Though it 
would be surprise enough if it ever rang. 

 

“They keep us just in case.  Like an early 1900s vaccination.  Who knows?  They 
might need us someday.” 

 

That was Jack, built like a box, and beginning to move like one, only more 
gracefully.  He took it upon himself to uncoil and recoil the hoses every shift, 
checking for invisible holes. 

 

“What if they don’t remember how to call us?  I mean, if there was a fire or 
something?” 
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The youngest member of the firefighters was Dan, a college graduate who spent 
too much time on science fiction rather than thermodynamics.  He paused, 
contemplating the words that had just exited his mouth, while trying on a 
different helmet. 

 

“Think of us as museum curators,” Red sniffed.  “That fireman headgear belongs 
in a glass case with the birth and death dates of the city fires inscribed in a brass 
plaque beneath.  You belong in a museum, Danny boy, and you barely broke two 
decades.” 

 

“What does fire look like?” Dan frowned.  “What if I saw it and didn’t know 
what it was to put it out?” 

 

“Just look at the sky once in a while, Danny boy, and you’ll see some fire.”  

 

“The sun, Red means,” Jack explained. 

 

“Then we don’t have too much to worry about, it being so far away.”  Dan 
turned back to the mirror. 

 

“You have to appreciate today’s educational system,” Red marveled, polishing a 
certain spot on the left headlight.  “Kids these days are fortunate to be so 
ignorant.” 

 

“You know how to put out a fire, Red?”  The voice came from under the truck 
where Phil changed tinkered with the underbelly of the silent dinosaur. 
“Sure.  I read all the latest books, written five centuries ago.  If there were a fire,  
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I would have a good enough idea.  Leave it to me.” 

 

Silence burned the air again as the four men fiddled with their familiar, pointless 
tasks.  The men almost looked forward to the monotony being broken on the 
hour by the cold splash of Red’s words:  “Nobody needs firefighters anymore.” 

 

Except that, this time, something more substantial broke the silence. 

 

The four men stared at the bell in disbelief, their hearts where their lungs were 
supposed to be, their lungs where their legs were supposed to be.  The bell was 
even more terrible and piercing than they had imagined, and Dan found himself 
wishing he could have misplaced his ears instead of his voice. 

 

The four men, with practiced movements, leapt on and in the large, red machine, 
which, to their surprise, came to life.  The dead, polished headlight blazed 
fiercely, a new voice screamed from the siren, and the old fire truck flew out of 
the station, straight into an equally ancient oil tanker. 

 

The explosion was unlike anything seen in the town for hundreds of years.  
Unfortunately, there was no one else to help.  

 

Meanwhile, in an abandoned elementary school across town, a little boy found a 
red box on the wall marked “pull in case.”  The rest of the words were illegible.  
So the little boy pulled the lever, and pulled the lever, and pulled the lever, just in 
case. 
 

amanda m.j. holt 
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