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Editor’s Note:

At the beginning of ninth grade,
my English teacher wanted us to work
on individual creative projects. I
worked on a character portfolio and
wrote poetry to supelement. After we
finished our projects, she, with our
permission, began tacking our creations
onto the classroem bulletin board for
our class and other students on campus
to read. What a difference she made in
that classroem and with her students,
allowing some of us to be validated as
artists and all of us to apereciate the
talent of our classmates. Loeking back,
I recall that it was her first year to
teach and my first real publication,
with critical commentary and specific
words of encouragement telling me to
write more. This past Summer, this
special teacher passed away at thirty-
five after battling cancer. Mrs.
Melissa Meeker'’s annotation on the
right side of one of my first poems
planted a seed in my mind that maybe I
should write more. In my siX years here
at ANC, I have come across many talented
writers and artists. Our students have
long needed a platform to validate and
showcase their work as they stop at ANC
while on their personal and educational
journeys.

Since this is our initial
publication, much thought went into the
name. From the campaign and election
of President Obama to all of the going
green campailgns currently sweeping
through the media, we are indeed
bombarded by the concept of energy.
Locally, we were abruptly reminded
of our dependency on energy this past
January. But when we are talking about
creative energy, the supely is truly
limitless.

As artists, we don’t choese to
create; we have to. And apereciating
the arts allows us to identify or escape
our reality, to confront our beliefs
or challenge our assumptions, and to be
entertained. The arts are necessary to
the sanity of this world. Every piece
of art within these pages is energy,
the energy of our creative drive and
the process therein. They consist of
words and images always transforming,
having the potential to transform you.
Students submitted over 145 pieces of
art for our first issue. The future
success of each publication to come
hinges on support from the student
body. It is my privilege to introduce
to you our first literary publication,
enerqy .

Julie Pierce



Student’s Notes

What is art? This question grows
more subjective as more traditional
barriers are broken. In the days of
classical greats like Shakespeare,
Michelangelo and Beethoven, there
was a distinctive line between art
and attempted art. Today, the relaxed
standards have ushered in a great
variety of both goed and bad works
in every type of art. Some works
tastefully break the monotony while
others encourage the idea of “doing
something different for the sake of
being different.”Needless to say, the
latter has been played out to the point
that it’s a self contradiction.

I have found, in the short time
of my artistic endeavors, expression
is a key element. Some themes, like
love, loss or scandal, are simply part
of human existence and are therefore
continuously reflected in what artists
create. Inmy opinion, great artists go
through great lengths to express their
ideas or feelings in explicit detail.
So, great work is often measured
by the amount of thought involved,
not necessarily the classical skill
involved in creating it. Skill is
the toel to be used, rather than the
finished product.

The desire to create can be
traced back through the ages. I'm truly
convinced without this outlet, man

would be a colder creature. Working
to create something often instills
emotional atfachments to the work such
as pride and confidence. Also, the
uphill battle of honing one’s skills
feeds the seemingly insatiable hunger
for self improvement that some people
face.

The idea that the eyes are
the window to the soul is very much
expressed through visual art. The
artist creates a spectacle that
reflects his or her feelings or thoughts
in a manner that reaches the deepest
parts of certain viewers. Music can be
powerful enough to change a person’s
life. It’'s often the link between alike
thoughts or feelings between otherwise
completely different people. Written
works can greatly affect perspective.
Some works can awaken the reader with
brazen details of reality. Other
writings can alleviate the woes of daily
life through enthralling new worlds.

SO, answering my question, in my
opinion, art is the product of the human
condition. It’s not the only product,
but it could be the greatest. Art often
feeds emotional needs in a way that
nothing else could. It can encourage
both unified and independent thought.
Therefore, it should not be limited by
traditional or popular ideas.

Matt Pinkard
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Captive Thoughts

By Danielle Davis
SO many poetic thoughts fight for my attention.

Fighting for the chance to be released on paper to expose
their purpose for living, in the hopes of you understanding
what it is they want you to see.

There is toe much disturbance.
I cannot even organize what I desperately need to say.

What I need to say must be let go quickly or it will threaten
the very life to whom it belongs.

Giving me visions of cutting and bleeding.

Tempting me to do so, and leading me to believe it would be
ecstasy to watch the bloed from my wrists hit the ground.

Do my misS used thoughts cease to exist?

No, they exist. They lay dormant in a secret passage, only
opening with the desire of being set free from their life of
confinement.

As they are being held captive, new thoughts try to replace
the demented.

Thoughts of loneliness, regret, sorrow, and long lived
expectations.

These are things that overwhelm my nights of silence.

Causing tears to descend from my eyes and brush my cheeks
until reaching the crevice of my lips.

Stopeing to bring a sensation of bitter moisture to my mouth.
Each tear has a purpose... a reason for falling.

Each time, relieving the pain and refreshing the place of
thought.

No more confined thoughts of cutting and bleeding, for
they are no longer dormant, but have been released onto my
wrists.... fulfilling their demise.

And this is what caused the tears to fall in the beginning.

_6_



PG.i
By Matt Pinkard

The first line is always so awkward.

Nothing runs quite like clockwork.

Hoping these fine lines, like cogs, will mesh.
I might aspire for writings with flesh.

The etched straights and woblely curves come from betwixt my
fingers.

They can be traced through my cramped palm, past my croeked
elbow and up my stiff shoulder,

finding roet in the tangled threads of my thoughts.

Tangled as they may be, these deluded lines have but little
trouble slipeing past my cracked lips.

Rather tripeing than slipeing.

More so than not,

I find my tongue in knots.

Knots tied tightly around the bitter toes
of the shameful foet,

my mouth will always know.

It is at this point that my lips are stretched to the max.
The cracks are most cracked.

I feel the gaps burning and my teeth cringing.

My tongue is assaulted with the taste sweat.

I've backed into the dragon’s lair.

I feel it on my neck.

When it’'s not turning my face several hues of red my language
is meek and unheard.

I sit in quiet corners, staring out of windows.

Self contained.

Self absorbed.

The tiny metal ball scratches on the bleached morsel of tree.
My head is bleeding.
My thoughts have no where to hide.



Strength

By Sara Rodgers

I watch him drive down the long, narrow road.
Pulling away frommy life.

I hear my children crying for daddy.

What will I ever say?

How will I answer their questions?

Do I tell them how I feel; they will hate him forever.
Daddy has broken our family circle
He has found someone new to be hapey with.

He has broken my heart and I don’t know where to turn.

Do I tell them how he feels; they will hate me forever.
Mommy wasn’'t goed enough

He’'s still daddy, just not with our family.

He will call and get them on weekends

Mommy didn’t try hard enough.

Do I tell them nothing; they will blame themselves.
Should I keep my feelings locked inside and refuse to answer
Let them always wonder what went wrong.

What they did to make daddy leave.

As I gather my emotions, I pray for answers as I walk in the
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doer.

I simply embrace them with loving arms
I will not let them blame themselves.

I am their mother

I keep them safe

I keep them hapey and protected.

No matter what goes on, I am their rock

And when questions come I will have the right answers.

Girl in the Pink Hat

By Mone Martinez




A Poem For Your Eyes
By B.L. Bushong

The lady’s eyes are colored blue,
And green, and gray, to form a hue
the likes of which I’ve never seen,
Surrounded by the whites which gleam
behind her lenses, in their frames,
Eyes like that have been the claims
of many a woman who would walk by,
And flow the tears of those like I,
Who, loeking into beauty’s poels,
Feel like morons, feel like foels,
For I desp’rately wish to see,
What those eyes observe of me,
When she loeks upon my face,
Does her heart begin to race?
Much like mine when I see her?

The lady'’s eyes are colored blue,

And green, and gray, to form a hue
upon which I could write for years,
Stalning papers with my tears,

A volume, lady, to each eye,

Don’t let them dull as time goes by,

A volume, then, to search your soul,
When I’'ve found something to suit my goal,
I’'1ll take a slow stroll through your mind,
Still searching, searching, ‘til I find,
The formula for eyes like thine,

And read it, learn it, using mine,

To do the thing I want to do,

To find another girl like you,

And spend my time with her.
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Solemn Words for my Soul

By Connie Reege

Comfort me when I'm weary

Softful, socething words for my soul

Exhausted, disgusted, afraid for my soul

The quiet lull of your words whispers gently across my mind
Feeling loved like the warmth on a summer morning

Knowing I’'m loved excites, comforts my soul

Convex Chest Concave
By Matt Pinkard

Be still my blessed heart.

I’'ve found it.

A silhouette,

Matching the inside of my chest.
A fate to intertwine with my own.
How fond of her have I grown.

My marriage to you began in private
By Brandee Roberson

My marriage tO you began in private,
No games to play or smiles to wear,
We said our I do’s in the comfort of
Each other, together alone.

Our love grows its unique way

I'm glad we share this

Special Day.

Happy Anniversary,

_]2_



Self-Portait

By Lauren Grays
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Modular Star Origami
By Josh Godsey
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The Journey to Jonas
By Megan King

In my bedroem lies an
autographed C.D. by one of my
all-time favorite bands, the
Jonas Brothers. Now, I realize
that I am a 20 year old college
student but we all have our guilty
pleasures. On December 1%, 2007,
three of my closest friends and
I embarked on a journey that I’'11l
never forget. We traveled the
three hours from our little town
of Gosnell, Arkansas to our states
capital, Little Rock to see the
boys in a free, acoustic show
they were holding at a Verizon
Wireless store. Like every life
journey, ours was not without its
obstacles.

It all started with one episode
of “Hannah Montana,” which is an
embarrassing thing to admit, but
I plan to be very truthful while
I tell my story. That infamous
episode introduced me to the
fandom and what some may call
my “obsession” with those three
famous brothers. The moment I saw
them on my television I decided
it was my destiny meet them and/
or marry them, more so the latter.
Upon doing a little research, I
learned that they were doing a
free, acoustic show in Little Rock
at the local Verizon store. The
next step was to get my friends to
actually agree to go which proved
to be a lot easier than I thought
it would be.

We left the Friday before the
concert which was on Saturday and
boeked a hotel roem a few blocks
away from where the concert was
being held. I thought it would be
best to get a hotel roem instead of
leaving early on Saturday morning
because I need to the extra time
to become beautiful for my future

_14_

husband(s). When we finally
arrived in Little Rock we checked
in at our hotel and explored the
area a little. We decided to go

to Wal-Mart to stock up on some
supelies (Red Bull, Dr. Pepper,
etc.). Then I was struck by a
thought, that if we were somehow
able to meet them then we would
obviously need something for

them to sign. So we searched all
over the entertalnment section

of that Wal-Mart for 2 copies of
the Jonas Brothers’ latest C.D.
Right as we were giving up hope

of find even one copy, an angel
from Heaven placed not one but

two copies right in front of us.

I toek it as a goed sign. By the
time we finally headed back to our
hotel roem it was around 1 am. TwoO
of my three friends, Kimberly and
Cristina, were asleep before I
even laid my bags down. As I held
a pack of Red Bulls in my hand, I
made a decision that I’'m not so
proud of. First I should explain a
little something about Jonas fans.
They can be summed up in one word:
Crazy. I guess that is slightly
harsh. Determined is a little
better term. Knowing that fact,

I knew if we wanted any chance in
getting a goed seat and a wrist
band for the meet and greet that
followed the concert we have to
get there early. 5 in the morning
early. So I did a little math in
my head and decided that since it
was already 1 am and we were set to
leave the hotel roem at 4, I just
didn’t sleep. Staying up all night
is no fun with oneself so I woke up
my partner in crime, Stephanie.
We knew we would need a little help
with the whole “staying up for 24+
hours” thing so we drunk all of the
Red Bull in the roem. It proved to
not be a goed idea on my part. For
my readers sake I won’'t go into all



the gory details. I will say that
2 Red Bulls consumed in a 5 minute
period does not bode well with my
intestinal track. When we arrived
at the Verizon store it was 5 on
the dot and there were already at
least 20 fans there ranging in
age from 14-20. Sitting in the
freezing cold on that sidewalk
in downtown Little Rock singing
Jonas Brothers songs with people
I'd never met before was one the
most memorable moments of my life.
Finally at around 8 am, with a
numb butt and frozen fingers, the
manager of the event told us all to
line up by the store after giving
us numbers. He told us that the
first 100 in line would get meet
and greet passes. I was the 20™ in
line. At that moment, I felt so
much closer to my goal then I could
have imagined. After we received
our passSes, we were instructed
to head towards the stage. I’'ve
never been much of runner, some may
go so far as to say I'm lazy, but
I ran like I had never ran before.
We were front row and to the
right of the stage. My heart was
pounding out of my chest. That
may have been from all the physical
exertion though.

At first I thought the longest
part of the day was waiting on
the sidewalk like a hobo, but in
actuality the longest part of
the day and my life was waiting in
front of the stage in the freezing
cold parking lot waiting for the
boys to arrive. It seemed like
days had passed when really only
very slow hours. I held on tomy
spot on the rail that was between
me and the stage like a baby holds
onto his favorite blanket. I was
going to let any crazed Jonas fan
take my spot. You could feel the
excitement and anticipation in

the air. Then a little after noen
it hapeened. A big, black SUV
rolled up gangster style. It was
adorned with tented windows and
everything. One by one they each
stepped out. Kevin first, followed
by the youngest brother Nick, and
then Joe, my Joe. When they toek
the stage, the screams of the fans
were deafening. I’'m sure many of
those screams were coming from
me. They played three of their
most famous hits. It’s hard to
pinpoint one certain emotion I was
feeling while they were singing.
It was such a surreal moment for
me. When they concluded their
performance they headed inside to
prepare for the meet and greet.
All of us with those beautiful,
blue passes lined up outside the
store and waited for our turn to go
inside to meet our teen idols.

When I walked in the store and
got my first up close glance at
those three glorious boys I was
sure they could hear my heart
beating. I can’t even put to words
how nervous I was feeling. All
that stoed between me and the boys
of my dreams was a little table
and maybe a few bodyguards but I
try to block that part out. When
it was finally my turn to get my
autograph and introduce myself
the conversation went a little
something like this:

“Hi, I'm Kevin,” the oldest
brother said as he toek my hand,
“Thanks for coming out. What's
your name?”

“Meganlejkaldj.” That was
indeed my answer to his question.
I'm very aware it’s not a name much
less even a word, but I swore to be
honest in my tale. Kevin loeked at
me with confusion and amusement,
smiled and passed my C.D. along to
his brother, Nick, who was next
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for me to meet.

“Hi, I'm Nick.” He said as
he put his signature onmy C.D.
with his silver sharpie. We
didn’t shake hands because he was
preoccupied with the signing part
but I didn’t mind. I was satisfied
with just being that close to
them. Following suit, Nick
then passed my C.D. to my future
husband, Joe Jonas.

“Joe.” He only said his name
but it was enough to secure my
reasons for why we should one day
marry and become the next Duggar
family (the famous family from
the TLC show “17 and Counting.”
Yes, they have 17 children).
After our introductions and the
signing, my friends and I headed
back to the car to head home after
one of the most exciting days of
my entire life. As soen as we
reached my car I could feel my
entire body shutting down. I

did the math and realized I had
been up for 30 straight hours. I
had obviously been running off
adrenaline all day, but I shut
down as soen as it was all over.

My story is one that I tell with
great pride. Some may think my
actions are certifiable, but I
beg to differ. Not only did my
journey lead me to meeting with
one of my most favorite musicians
in the world but it also brought
me closer with my friends,
friends that I am now for ever
indebted to. It was hectic, loud,
stressful, exciting, and every
other adjective in the English
speaking language, but it was
also the most amazing experience
of my entire life. There isn’'t a
thing about that day that I would
change, except for maybe the whole
throwing up thing. Other than that
it was perfect.

_16_



My Broken Reality

By Robert Truelove

Broken fingers.
Crowned jewels.
All because
My love for you.
A broken heart.
Distorted face.
Yet still all fails
To take your place.
My life mauled.

A killer thrill.
Is all I need
For bloed to spill.
The king decrees
“Forgive the debts.”
But his debt
Has caused my death.
Bury my body.
Crumble the bones.
The pain I feel
Only 2 know.
How hot it is
Here in darkness.
Now my life
Seems like a mess.
Come in now.
Clear my roem.
Because I need
This to be your home.
Clean me up.
Wash me out.

I know you love me
Without a doubt.

_]7_



Ode to the Icy Apocalypse

By Matt Pinkard

The clear poel was backed by
soft glowing white. It encircled
a stark black line that lead to
a transparent puff encased by a
faint blue semicircle, matched
with the hot yellow tip. I had
been sitting in the cold leather
chair for some time, allowing
myself to be so entranced with
this primitive marvel, I almost
forgot my disposition of living
with six other people and nine
dogs. I loeked just beyond the
flame at my mother. She sat on the
couch nestled beneath the black
fuzzy Star Wars blanket with three
Chihuahuas in her lap. In one
arm she held a fourth Chihuahua
pregnant with more reason to
develop an allergy to dander. The
other arm was craned holding a
police scanner to her ear.

My father sat in a stretched
relaxation next to my mother.

His dark hands were sitting atop
his head. Fingers interlocking
with their opeosite but equally
hairy. His hair was the typical
side swept mess of black and gray
strands taking roet only God knows
where. His thick eyebrow etched
down to the scarring around his eye
that tells the tale of motorcycle
death peril. His fleshy nose
sloped out subtly and dove back to
his upeer lip with a soft apology.
His mouth wore his endurance like
an encoded badge.

The silence then was broken by
the single vibrating pulse of my
younger brother’s cell phone. He
sat in the darkest corner of the
roem, softly rocking in a rocking
chair. His chin was pinned to his
chest as the abrasive white screen
illuminated his face. His hailr was
a curly mess that rested above soft
features. Eighteen years old, this
boy was mutating. It still seems

so far fetched that he’ll soen be a
man, or that I am a man.

The propane fireplace,
enclosed by red bricks, radiated
more than one kind of comfort.

On one corner of its base was a
friendly Scottish terrier in

much need of a de-rastafying hair
cut. Next to him was a grossly
overweight beagle. She laid on
her near perfectly cylindrical
stomach, cutting down entire
forests as she slept with her
dwarfish front legs tucked beneath
her nose. Finally there was Abwy,
the other Scottish terrier. We've
had her the longest. Having her in
the house reminded me of earlier
times, less complicated times.
What's funny is earlier times
always seem like less complicated
times. My older brother and his
wife sat together in their corner,
whispering quaintly. It must have
been nice for him to get away from
the steel coils in the factory.

A doer clicked at the back of the
hall and soft foetsteps muffled by
thick cotton socks aperoached and
faded into the dining roem to the
left. A riotous roar crossed three
different surfaces before the
black leather office chair parked
next to me. My wife had returned
from retrieving various this-n-
that’s from the back bedroem. She
sat down tossing her thick hair
out of her face. The coel breeze
decadently topeed with her scent
smacked me right between the
eyes. I caught myself staring at
her again like a kid with a crush.
Swoening over her lively blue
eyes. Gasping at her soft pink
lips. Sighing at her freckled
perfection. My hand trembled as
I reached to rub her shoulder.

I was truly convinced I didn't
deserve her when she threw me loek
that begged me to stay with her
forever. I leaned back in my chair

_18_



wondering how the other two dogs no answer. So, the four of us,

were fairing in the colder parts my two brothers, my wife and

of the house. I, donned our ice battling and
Despite the wreckage, I could proceeded into the familiar

not resist reverting back to the unknown. We punched branches like

“snow day” mentality early that loeters shattering store windows.

morning. My wife and I awoke to Elongated icicles were our swords

a pane of the cleanest of whites. and politics didn’t matter. But,

My body nearly trembled with a at sundown I returned to my olden

giddiness that was not becoming ways with the realization that

of me, when the phone of my work those days are over.

place seemed to be cursed with

In the Land of Silicon
By B.L. BushoOng

On the lands of plastic,

In between the rubbker treeg,
In the land of Silicon,

We live our lives at ease,

And though you will get cancer
From the toxins in the breeze,
We love our land of Silicon,
And live our lives of ease,

You'll never see the starlight,

And you'1ll never drink the rain,
The water’s filled with acid

That will tear your throat in twain,

In our little bubkle,

If you’ll harbour our disease,
We’1ll welcome you to Silicon,

To live your life with “ease”,

And we'’'ve flattened God’s creation,
And we'’'ve harvested the treeg,

We valued not sensation,

Only what we thought would please,

But if you can take pity

On the world we built to please,
Then hurry back to Silicon!

And please, bring us the trees.
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No Lights

By Daniel Prince

I’'m going on seven full days with no power,
the silence echoes off the wall perpetually every hour.
Gas-powered water heater, so I've got a warm shower.
But it’s chilly as I lay awake, and hear wind-blowing.
So I've got uneasy thoughts and I’'m restless knowing
that thousands are out there without water that'’'s safe
and the ones that do find it toe cold to bathe.

The cell-phone just died, so no I'm cold AND lonely
and I'm wishing for someone to be here to hold me, and
my lips are chapeed and my skin is dry,
the few spots that are warm come from the tears-I-cry.
But I’1ll give this one more shot, take one last try

and pour myself and all my dreams into the night.

And I can see that I love you even though I got no lights.

And you can see I want you though you got no lights.
And we can feel the power, but still no lights.

And I can hear your lovely voice, I don’'t need no lights.

And I know your eyes sparkle, I don’t need no lights.

And for at least this moment, I don’t want any lights.

Strike at Midnight
By Lance Nettles




Meeting Place
Both works by Hamzah Goedson

|, Too, am a Muslim

I, toe, am a Muslim.
I also worship Allah.
My apeearance and my language are
That of my countrymen.
My name does not imprison me,
When it is read from my passport.

I, toe, have pledged allegiance to the flag
And worn a uniform in defense of it.
They say,

I am un-american.

But, I see aggression through the fog,
Of patriotism.

I have witnessed the coming of an age.
A War with no end and no clear enemy.
Jungle boets from the 60s make a
Reappearance,

In the sandy deserts.
Terrorism.

A word whose sole purpose is to inflict
fear,
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Into the hearts of the feeble.

You believe them when they tell you,
“He hates you for your freedom”.
But I, toe, am a Muslim,

In the land of the free.

Soen,

God willing, I will no longer be
demonized,

I will be forgotten.

I will be folded away with the Japanese
internment camps,

Laid neatly atop a noese still damp from
the innocent’s bloed.

America will find a new war!

A new war with a new enemy more
frightening even, than myself.
Then,

I will blend back in,

Until it is my turn to be hated once
agailn.

But, until that time, I will not sit silent,
I will speak out for the children,
Murdered in their beds after being
covered
With the illusional blanket of democracy.
And, for their Mothers who are raped
And, for their Fathers who are
humiliated and pain stricken.
They are an apeendage of my body,

An extension of my soul.

Should I not grieve when they grieve?
Or cry when they cry?

After all,

I, toe, am a Muslim.
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The Sherrif of Mayberry

By Jarred Martin

Black. That'’'s how these things
always start. The black fades
into gray, the gray into color
as everything slowly swims into
focus. The Blue Woman, my guide,
stands statue-still waiting
for me. She stands in the green
Technicolor grass, the colors
are so bright they hurt my eyes.
The sky is more blue than I could
ever imagine. Everything has this
violent tint that my eyes were
never meant to see. The inside
of my head burns like fire. She
is standing by a crystal-clear
sea. Her colors bleeding into the
background, dissolving into a
bright corona. She holds her mouth
in the palm of her left hand. It's
full of teeth like shiny knifes.
She raises it to her face.

“will you see ?”she asks. I nod.
Her right arm makes a sweeping
gesture toward the sea. The
transparent waters instantly
turn black and begin to boil. I
see infants drowning in an ocean
of rolling, opaque , blackness.
Their screams vibrate in my skull,
like the shrill voices of long
forgotten birds, calling out as
they are sucked down into a pitch-
black abyss. I rush to save them.
Stumbling, tumbling, I flip over
on my back to watch the bright
sun be eclipsed by the ink-black
wings of a creature with the body
of a lion, and head and wings of an
eagle. I watch this dark chimera
dive into the roiling sea emerging
with screaming, flailing,
children in his grasp. Viscous oil
drips from his body as he rises
toward the sun. Motionless, I can
only be a silent observer to this
horror. I feel screams trying to
escape my lips, but I'm screaming
in a vacuum. If only A..... .

RRRRIIIIINNNNGGGGG...... .
RRRRIIIIIIIIINNNNGGG
... RRRRIIIINGGGGGGG... My eyes fly

open like spring loaded traps. I
am hurled back into consciousness
by the sound of bells. A thousand
bells ringing simultaneously,
splitting my head in two. I feel
the split growing with each moment
of awareness. Where am I? I take

a precursory loek around. Dark
roem. I'm lying flat on a naked
mattress. This seems familiar.
Blinding double vision as I loek
up at a television broadcasting
static. BBBBBRRRIIINNGGGGG......
BBBBRRRIIIINNGG.... . the screaming
of the bells propels the chasm
between the two halves of my head
further still. In this moment I
regain complete cognicence. It
must th...BBBBBRRRRRINGGGGGG......

“Hello” I mutter, tonelessly
into the phone receiver.

“Hello, Fife?”

“This is Barney Fife. Go ahead”

“We got a situation”

“Don’t tell me, Otis puked in
the park fountain again. what?

Is he passed out in the middle of
Main?” “I swear to God if he is
I'1l beat his last two gin-soaked
brain cells right out of his
hydrocephalic head.”

“No sir, somthin’ worse than
that, God awful worse.”

My hand grips the receiver
tighter, the ghosts of bells still
haunt my head. Moments of silence
passS. In them I see grief stricken
fathers embracing weeping
mothers: a tiny pine box, the buds
of roses wilting, turning black
and falling from green stems.

“Jane Doe. Between five
and seven years of age. Partial
mutilation. Down by the crick.”

“Gomer, don’t touch anything;
I’'1l1 be down ASAP.” I hang up.

I sit on the edge of the
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bed, head in hands, index fingers
rubeing tight, hard, circles in
my temples. I scan the nightstand:
overturned pill bottle with pills
scattered haphazardly, three-
quarter empty bottle of Jameson,
a loaded .44, and an alarm clock
eternally blinking 12:00. The
giant red numbers sear reverse
images behind my eyes and I can
feel the tissue start to smolder. A
few seconds later and I'm loeking
at the shattered remnants of man’s
attempt to document infinity.
Shards of black plastic litter the
floer. Maybe this act of defiance
has brought the destruction of
time itself. I revel in the image
of a world where light itself
is frozen; my movements cast no
shadow. I alone am left to gaze
upon the paralyzed figures of
humanity; forever frozen in
whatever pain or pleasure or
ennul they experienced at the
moment time dissolved like the
rotted husk of great chess masters
crumbling before the pieces.

* % %

Staring down into the depths of
the toilet bowl. I’'ve just painted
the porcelain and some of the
floer with the pitiful contents of
my stomach. I admire the every-
color dullness of my insides as
I'm gripeed by another wave of
nausea. I taste bitter acid in my
mouth. Shaking, I manage to put my
feet beneath me and stagger back
to the nightstand. I grab the
pill bottle and hold it close to
my eyes. I stare at the label for
several seconds before the tiny
letters come into focus. MAXALT,
(rizatriptan benzoate) I dump
countless little white pills into
my mouth and chase them with the
whisky. I search the darkness for
my uniform. Finding it crumbled
on the floer I put it on facing the

dresser mirror. My reflection is
a grim specter of a man dying of
some unspeakable plague. Frail.
Malnourished. The growth of ten-
day stublkle on my cheeks. My skin
is wax. My face, an ill-fitting
mask with dark, vacant, poels for
eyes. A string of vomit lingers
onmy chin. I can’t remember the
last time I’'ve seen the sun.

My badge is on the dresser next
to a shattered picture frame. I
pick it up . While I gaze at the
picture my fingers sweep over the
spider web of cracked glass. ...
Andy....

Three weeks ago they found
Sheriff Andy Taylor up in Raleigh;
stuffed in a garbage can with
his throat slit. No suspects. No
motives. All the post mortem could
determine was that in addition
to the two ounces of blow he
had on his person; he had four
grams cruising around in his
bloedstream. That’'s a lot even
for Andy. No prints. Not even
partials. Whoever did it must have
been a pro. My mind reels trying
to imagine the stealth required
to catch that man off guard. With
all that ching in his system he
would have been so far in the red
he could hear the whispers of a
cats paws as it stalked silent
insects across the night asphalt.
God knows Andy had enemies. Every
two-bit punk and lowlife Andy
ever toek down vowed revenge in
some way or other. I loved him. I
was his deputy for twenty three
years. After he died the town
made me the new sheriff. I haven’t
been away from my roem at Mayberry
Hotel since the funeral. To say
my heart broke when I heard about
what hapeened to him wouldn't
be enough. The are no words to
describe the longing and hurt,
utter emptiness that I feel. My
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hands are starting to shake.
I can’t loek at this picture
anymore. I have work to do.

I feel an acute aperehension
towards opening the doer. As if
the moment the seal is broken
some unseen force will pull me
into the gaping maw of horrors I
can only begin to imagine. Things
that crack the bones of sanity
to suck the marrow. I don’t know
what s on the other side of this
doer, but I know it’s there. I
can feel it waiting for me. When I
close my eyes I see fire. Smoke.
Skin melting like wax, dripeing
from bone. I can see that it’'s me
burning. I feel warmer already.

Driving the beat up black and
white through town; I can’t help
but feel the landscape has changed
in some unidentifiable way. Like
the terrain has in some way shifted
to accommodate a menacing and
alien atmosphere. The trees and
grass are all dead. The paint on
every building is cracked and
peeling. On the street the lights
that aren’t busted are flickering
like they are in the throes of
death. Lights that want more than
anything to shine but can only
do so in short spastic bursts.
All around me this whole town is
rotting. Maybe it has been here
all along pushing towards the
surface. The only resistance it
met toek the form of Andy Taylor.
Now that he’s gone the veneer
has split and this cancer comes
spilling through the cracks,
washing over the town like water
through a neglected dam. I take
the final turn onto some nameless
dirt road that runs parallel to the
creek. In the distance I can just
make out the silhouette of newly
deputized Gomer Pyle drinking
coffee and poking what I can only
assume is the corpse of a young

girl with a stick.

Gomer is wearing a lemon yellow
tank top, worn denim cutoffs with
long, frayed, threads hanging
down, and cowboy boets. We haven't
gotten him a uniform yet. I park
the car one hundred yards away and
walk towards him.

“Crows been at her” he says
hiding the stick behind his back.
I take my place next to him and
kneel down to examine the body.

Pretty, young girl. Maybe five
or six. Her blonde hair is matted
with mud and thick dried bloed.
Little white flower print sundress
ripeed and torn in various places;
obvious signs of a struggle.

She’'s facedown in the dirt. The
back of her head has been smashed
in with a blunt instrument and

it loeks like her brain has been
crudely removed; likely by hand.
There is a rock next to her covered
in bloed and skull fragments. A
probable murder weapon. Two sets
of foetprints, tiny barefoet ones,
hers and one right print of a shoe,
roughly size thirteen, and one
large, naked, print of the left
foet. The prints twist and turn in
the dirt as if they were dancing.

I loek up at Gomer, “do we have
an I.D. yet?”

“No sir, I couldn’t imagine no
one cruel enough to do something
like this.”

“I mean the girl, Gomer, do we
know who she is?”

Gomer stares at me for a moment
with a confused, dumb, loek on his
face before answering ” oh, Sarah,
on dispatch, called a few minuets
before you got here. She said Don
and Sharon Cullum’s little girl,
Becky Sue, went down to the crick
yvesterday afternocen and never come
home. Do you think this might be
her?”

I scratch my chin and pretend
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to think, “you know, you just
might have something there,
Gomer.” Gomer beams proudly and
I let him congratulate himself
on his police work. “Now, help me
flip her over and lets see what's
behind doer number two."”

When we finally rotate the body
onto her back , the first thing I
notice is that there are several
chunks of flesh missing from
her eyebrows up. I also notice
bruising around her forearms.
Defensive wounds no doubt.

“That’s strange”, I mutter.

“what?"”

“ These abrasions , near the top
of her head. They loek like teeth
marks, like someone tried to chew
clean through her skull.”

“well, what do you think
hapeened, sheriff?”

“what I can guess is: this
little girl was playing down by
the creek, here, and someone comes
up, grabs her, they struggle for a
bit, he pins her down and tries to
bite through her head, he can’t do
it, he lets her go to get something
to hit her with, she runs for a few
yards, he grabs her again over
here, from behind, and proceeds
to smash in her head with this
rock, and absconds with her brains
in tow. Now, you can tell by the
prints that she didn’t initially
try to run away. This tells us that
maybe the assailant was someone
she knew. That sound about right
to you?”

That dumb, puzzled, loek
spreads itself across Gomer'’s
face; for all I know it never left
, "What does absconds mean?”

“Exactly, now we should search
the scene for further evidence.
You start over there by those
trees and I’'1ll meet you halfway.
If you see anything unusual don’t
touch it, just call me.”

I watch deputy Pyle walk off
into the distance. When he gets to
his desired destination he gets
down on all fours an puts his face
to the ground like a bloedhound.

I stare off into the setting
afternoen sun and think about
what Andy would make of all this.
Suddenly the air is sucked from
my lungs. All sound fades from
the world except for the rushing
wind. It is deafening. Every color
converges into one fine point
on the ground. Bright like the
sun. I can see the Blue Woman. Her
hair twists in the wind. She is
standing over the blinding place
on the ground and she beckons me
over. She whispers “The skin of
the eye” as she holds the light out
to me. I understand immediately
and I take the light from her and
put it in my pocket.

* % %

I'm lying on the ground and I
see Gomer standing over me. From
this angle I have an excellent
view up his cutoffs. My head is
throbeing.

“We got to ge