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Editor’s Note 
 
Dear All, 
 

It is with great pleasure that I present to you the inaugural issue of Seshat! I began 
this literary journal with many hopes and, also, many fears. I didn’t know how many writers 
would submit, if any. However, the response was incredible. I was amazed at how many 
writers, both emerging and established, submitted as soon as the call for submissions was 
put up. I’m proud to be representing a wide variety of writers from a variety of backgrounds, 
whether homeschooled, previously homeschooled, a homeschool parent or grandparent, or 
those who were never homeschooled. All of the pieces submitted astonished me, and I am 
proud to be presenting this collection of marvelous pieces for all of you to read and enjoy. 

In here you will find fascinating writers from different backgrounds. We are listing 
them here alphabetically. Our poets: Yuan Changming, Mekani G. Collins, Maria DePaul, 
Martina Essert, Mallory Hobson, Jade Homa, Bruce McRae, Jessica Mehta, Jamie Merrigan, 
Tamu Musumunu, Gerard Sarnat, Ayşe Tekşen, and Amanda Tumminaro. Our fiction 
writers: Trevor Abbud, Selah McDonald, Samuel Johnson, Kiamuya Musumunu, and 
Anastasia Tie. Our non-fiction writers: Hailey Hudson and Luisa Reyes. I thank all of you 
for finding the courage to trust us with your submissions and seek publication through us. 
Your submissions meant the world to us, and we are pleased to have included them in this 
first issue. This issue would not be here without you. 

I would also like to send out an additional thanks to Cristina Marie Pagan—a fellow 
homeschooler who, upon my request, submitted the cover art for this journal. Thank you for 
sharing your artwork for this journal, and for opening the gateway so that we may accept art 
pieces and photography in our future issues. 

And now, without further ado, I present to you Seshat. 
 
Kind Regards, 
Maribel C. Pagan 
Founder and Editor-in-Chief  
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Mallory Hobson 
 

City Dweller 
There’s skyscrapers in your eyes and 
Pollution in your lungs; you exhale 

Smoke in blue and grey. A thousand 
Lights, electric bulbs so far away, are 

Wreathed around your head. You 
Speak in modern words and ancient 

Tongues and sing of concrete ground, 
Construction sites within your ribs 

Echoing empty heart and steel. 
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Mallory Hobson 
 

Home 
Your brother’s notebooks,  
Full of penciled art, your 

Aunt’s purse resting on the counter, 
Photos of your parents, 

Beaming, 
Tucked into your mirror frame. 
The coffee pot besides the sink, 

The stair rail worn from countless hands, 
Painted walls and messy beds – 

Lived in, died in, lived again. 
 

If someone asked 
What made your house a home, 
What gave it life, security, a soul, 

You might have laughed and 
Motioned to 

Your brother’s art, 
Aunt’s handbag, 

Parents’ photographs, 
Worn stair rail, coffee pot – 

Bits of lives and proof of living. 
 

Until that day you realized 
They weren’t coming back, and 

All these objects formed no 
More a home than did the 
Floor beneath your feet. 

The day that tiny flame was struck 
To life between your shaking 

Fingers, the day you knew 
This home died with 
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Your brother, 
Your aunt, 

Your parents, 
And now this place, no longer 

Home, will die as well, 
Match falling to consume this 

Shell of memories, 
Of coffee pots and stair rails and 

Of echoes – 
Nothing more. 
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Mallory Hobson 
 

Past 
We could spend all day 

With what-if games. 
What if we had never met, 

What if I had never changed, 
What if we were never 

Even really meant to be? 
 

We could spend all day 
With our eyes behind us. 

Back to 1994, 
Back to when we weren't together, 

Back to when we thought that 
We were never meant to be. 

 
But in the end, what's done 

Is done, and we did meet, and 
I did change, and 

'94 has come and gone, 
And somehow,  

We were meant to be. 
 

So if the past’s a place 
Without both you and me, 

together, meant to be, 
Then I don't want to live there 
Anymore. No more what-ifs. 
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Trevor Abbud 
 

My Best Friend’s Blue 
Rubber Ball 

A human’s heart will beat an average of three billion times in one lifetime. I often 
marveled at what happens the instant that heart beats its last rap. Where do we go? Was it 
the same for every person? Was there an afterlife? God? Did we come back to this life, 
recycled into some other form of life? Was life an endless line or a giant wheel? When I lost 
my best friend these were the questions that gorged my heart. 

I pictured myself as the sun, living high above the kingdom of white, puffy clouds, 
rising and setting, caught within the perfect order of life. I was at the point in my life where 
my days had become a pattern. It was a good pattern, with changes coming few and far 
between, but when they did come they were good changes.  

And then one day I was fooled. Every moment that passes, every single speck of 
time has potential. Whether time’s ability will be used for normalcy, fortune or disaster is up 
to fate, I suppose. It was on a clear, blue spring day—what appeared to be a normal day like 
any other—when a moment of disaster, turned into a lifetime of sorrow. It was on that 
spring day that my best friend found out he would not be around much longer.  

The doctors gave him six months. I was not fine with him leaving, but there might 
be a way I could accept it. If I knew he was happy, then maybe. So I began to pray. 
 During this time I often wondered when the disease actually snuck into his body. 
When did that moment first pass? One second he was fine, a young strong heart beating 
away like a rock and roll concert, and then he became sick. Is that how it works? You drive 
along the road of life, it’s smooth, level pavement. You travel mile after mile, the windows 
down and life’s warm breeze kissing your face. Then, as sudden as death itself, a road bump 
emerges. Your entire life has changed forever. Your life swerves off the road and you find 
yourself buried in a ditch. You know that nothing will ever be the same. Well, that’s how it 
was for my best friend and me.  
 I made sure to visit my best friend every day while he was in the hospital. And 
whether in the hospital or home I feel asleep by his side every night. I can’t explain the terror 
that was inside him during his final days. He was so scared. But looking back on it now I 
think his fear forced me to be strong. It wasn’t always easy to see him and not cry. It was 



	 10	

difficult to stay positive around him even though I knew things weren’t getting any better. 
But I needed to be a pillar of strength for his little crumbling body. I forced a smile on my 
face and saved my crying for when I watched him sleep.   

I would close my eyes and bow my head in prayer each night, not sure whom I was 
praying to or exactly what I was praying for. Peace, I guess, for both of us. After a while he 
held my hand during my nightly petition.  

I remember not too long before he left, he said something to me after our pray time 
that speared my heart with a double-edged dagger of anguish and steadfast.  
 “It all be good Daddy. I be safe.” He said with a glowing tint of conviction on his 
paper thin and white face. It wasn’t these cliché words that sprung a seed of hope inside my 
soul; it was the cord of his voice, the keen sense of belief sparkling from his eyes. He didn’t 
just believe, he knew.  
 But when your best friend in the world loses his golden brown curls, bedridden and 
frail, and the youth in his bones siphoned out by the disease, it is easy to lose hope. 
 It was on one Friday afternoon I was lucky to get out of work early. A couple weeks 
earlier, the monstrous disease inside my best friend had sunk its teeth deeper into him. He 
was in the middle of intense treatment. So I took this opportunity to perhaps put a smile on 
his face. I arrived at the hospital shortly after noon.  

I was a familiar face around the clinic. On every floor of the building, the elevator or 
stairs bring you to a small hallway where you have to walk through a secured doorway to 
enter that level. You have to press a button attached to the wall to buzz the security guard 
and he will let you in. On that particular day, the security guard on duty was a gentleman 
named Arthur Reynolds. Over the last half a dozen months I’ve spent in and out of this 
facility I had become almost like friends with Arthur. Everything about him, from his stance 
to his cadence to his features, gave off an aroma of optimism. His chocolate hue and his 
high cheekbones gave him the features of a man who was keen to the verge of laughter. The 
luminous ceiling fixtures caused his gray speckled scalp to look like a salted caramel nut 
candy. His light brown eyes were soft and warm, and sensitive. 
 “What up Arty, how we doing today?” I asked.  
 “Livin’ the dream my man!” He exclaimed in a squeaky, high-pitch cry and offered 
me a fist of big brown knuckles. “How’s Junior?” 
 I sighed and clenched my teeth. “Fighting,” I answered in a quivering voice that I 
hoped was camouflaged by my faux confidence. 
 “Like a little Sugar Ray!” He cheered. “That little fighter has got heart Tom. Better 
yet, he’s got soooul.” He strung out the last word as if he was singing a hymn. “Go head on 
in. Been quiet for most of the day. Some kind’a hurly-burly ‘fore. But it all just mellowed out. 
Be honest wit you I was having me’self a nap.” 
 “Thank you, Art.” I said and headed for my best friend’s room. I felt the edges of 
my brow pulled down with confusion as I walked away from the guard. hurly-burly…  
 “Can we help you, sir?” an unfamiliar voice spoke from behind the long horseshoe 
desk.  
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I didn’t know either of the two nurses seated behind the receptions desk. “I’m just 
here for,” I raised my right wrist to show them my wristband from the front desk and they 
offered me a phony smile and a rough draft of a head nod and then went back to watching 
some video on of their phones. Looking ahead from the nurses’ station there was a hallway 
leading left and one leading right. Each of these hallways was shaped like an upside down L. 
I turned left towards room number 444. My best friend’s room was the last room on the 
corner before the short arm of the L cut right.  
  This was where I had to begin to pray. His chubby baby cheeks he once had were 
now sunken, and stretched like a rough pelt spread on a tanning rack, the flesh on his arms 
and around his neck choked his bones. He looked like an old man, but my best friend never 
got to live his life.  

After my wife died during childbirth, I was the last person he had. I knew from the 
moment he was born that I wanted to be more than just his father. I wanted to be his best 
friend. My son, Thomas had so much of his mother in his eyes. Those ice blue eyes that 
seemed to be able to penetrate your soul. Having to see my little baby boy slowly wither 
away to nothing was unbearable. I’m not sure which was worse, the quick cutthroat death of 
my wife that happened in one small heartbeat, or the slow, torturing death of my five-year-
old son.  

Help, I prayed in my heart.  
Help! I screamed in my heart.  
When I was about six doors away from his room, I saw the dark crack under the 

door brighten. I quickened my step, anxious to see him when he had some strength, strength 
enough to at least switch on his room’s light from the remote. I took a deep breath before 
turning the knob. 

It didn’t happen fast. It was the way things seemed to move in a dream. One small 
thing took place in what seemed like forever to occur. 

My first emotion was fear. I was scared of what I saw. “Get back in bed, Tommy! 
What are you doing up?”  

“Playing Pop. Catch!” He bounced a blue rubber ball to me.  
“Thomas, where’d you get this from?” I asked. My mind’s processing was one step 

behind each action and move.  
“A lady. Hey, throw Dad,” he said and held up his hands. I threw the ball back 

underarm. It was the first time I played catch with my son in almost a year. 
“What are you doing out of bed? Wait, what lady.” 
“Playing,” 
“A nurse?” 
“Noooo,” he said shaking with a smile that was on the verge of giggling. 
I wanted to laugh with him. I wanted to cry too. I said, “You should be in bed. What 

happened to your IV? How—” 
“I better Daddy.” He ran his left hand, the one that wasn’t holding his blue rubber 

ball, through a full, curly head of almond hued hair. “My ‘air is back.” 
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Hot, stinging tears of fright and joy pierced the corner of my eyes. My jaw unhinged. 
I could only imagine what insane view my face contorted into. Seeing it, my best friend 
consoled me. It was as if our roles had reversed. I was looking up to him. And that made 
sense. 

How had I not noticed his hair? 
“No cry-cry Pop, no cry-cry. I feel no boo-boos. The big clouds make the pain go all 

bye-bye now,” he said and began attempting to bounce the ball to himself on the hard floor. 
His face shone with joy.  

Drops of fire ran down my cheeks; I saw through prisms of tears. I lost my voice 
and could not make out any words but only moan in astonishment. My legs failed and I 
dropped to my knees. My heart was racing so fast that it didn’t seem to be beating at all but 
rather it was one constant surge, like a waterfall compared the break of an incoming tide.  

I reached out my shaking arms towards my son. In this small moment, I thought 
about other small ticks of memories. Pushing my son on the swings. Teaching him how to 
ride a bike—something we never got to finish. Jumping on the trampoline. Jump Pop! Jump! 
All the kites we flew—or attempted to fly—at the beach. Taking naps on the couch. His 
glowing face on Christmas morning. His first day at school.  

And then I thought about his precious little smile that had dwindled since he got sick 
and never seeing his face wear a smile again, never seeing his face again. 

“Can I have a hug?” I pleaded.    
My best friend reacted immediately. It was as if he had been waiting this whole time 

for me to do this. He tossed the blue rubber ball to the side and leaped into the embrace of 
his father’s arms. I held him. Flesh and soul. Heart and mind. In my arms. I would never let 
go. I hugged my best friend. I took in my son’s love and for the first time sense her death, I 
felt my wife by my side again.  

“It’s gone, Daddy. The pain is far-far ‘way!” He urged. His little boy’s voice was so 
sincere it made my heart ache and strengthen in a bittersweet jibe.   

“I love you, Thomas. I don’t want you to go away. You’ll always be my best friend 
forever, little guy.” I said with a cracking voice that was on the edge of crying and laughter. 

“I’ll see you soon P—” 
“Sir? Mr. Shaw? Who let you get in here?”  
I spun my head around towards the nurse’s tight, small voice.  
“You shouldn’t be in here,” she said tonelessly. It was one of the nurses on duty. 
I twisted my head—“I love you Pop.”—back around to my son. He was gone but I 

could still feel the weight of his soul in the protection of my arms. Time slowed down, 
maybe it even stopped. If I wasn’t so confused I might not have been able to speak. After an 
unknown space of time, I said, “Arty let me in.”  

“Who?” She grunted.  
She cracked the door open wider, enough to let herself in. I’m not sure I had ever 

seen her before. She walked over to me. I kept snapping my head in small jerks, looking 
back and forth from the nurse to my best friend that wasn’t there. 
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Somewhere common sense found its way through my puzzled mind. “I mean 
Arthur. Arthur Reynolds… the guard on this floor. And the two nurses at the front desk, I 
showed them my wristband.” My voice sounded dull and far away.    
 “Those two airheads don’t know a damn thing.” She paused and stared at me as if I 
was a lost puppy. “You need to come with me. You are Thomas Shaw Senior?” She asked 
and extended a hand down to me as I nodded. “Let’s go see the doctor. We need to talk to 
you. It’s about your son.” 
 And then I knew. The weight captured in my arms was gone. He was gone. My pain 
was beyond any more tears. I hesitated for a brief moment before I slowly let her help me 
up. The nurse was escorting me out of the room when a thought spiked my mind. I glanced 
back and prayed to God I would see it.  
 “Mr. Shaw, please,”  
 I didn’t. It was gone too… 

No!  
I broke free from her grip and ran to the bed.  
Nothing.  
I looked underneath. On the floor sat my best friend’s blue rubber ball.  

 I believe there is a place high in the sky. A place where you can walk on the clouds 
and the sun will never set. This place knows no pain. And this place dwells in one eternal 
moment of happiness. I hold my best friend’s blue rubber ball in my hand, I squeeze it, and 
it’s real. I can’t wait to return it to my son one day and have a catch. I’ll have to thank the 
beautiful lady for giving it to him. I’m pretty sure I’ve met her before too.  

I believe.    
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Tamu Musumunu 
 

Seeds of Life 
Editor ’s  Note :  Trigger  warning for  some graphic  imagery .  
 
Hurt devours your heart 
Leaving only remnants 
Of what was once bliss and joy. 
 
The thought of your son 
Swimming in his own blood 
And no longer a reflection 
Of his own vitality 
Makes you snap back into reality. 
 
You think about how your baby 
Will not wake up tomorrow, 
So you sit and nearly drown 
In your own sorrow. 
 
You think of your beloved 
Whose life was stolen and abused 
Simply because of his melanin, 
His silky ebony skin. 
 
May your tears of despair  
Water the seed of faith,  
 
May your pain vanish 
Within the shadow of your soul, 
 
May the little hope that you have 
Fly free from your constant suffering. 
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May you, O Sacred Mother,  
Find strength and courage through  
The mysterious pathways of life 
And fight for justice for your son.   
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Ayşe Tekşen 
 

Millions of Light Years 
Away 

I watch him from afar, 
millions of light years away. 
He creates a world 
with his magical fingers  
and from time to time 
finds a place for me  
in that world he creates.  
I see him scribbling 
about me on his notepad. 
He knows, feels that I really exist.  
But in the end, 
what does change?  
We have been apart forever. 
He belongs here with me, here,  
a planet he sees 
only through a telescope.  
I—an extraterrestrial creature— 
look amazed at the world  
he creates and 
beg him to find 
a way to erase  
these millions of light  
years between us. 
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Jamie Merrigan 
 
Waiting through Windows 

Up in the window frames 
Find memory caught like cobwebs 
Old reflections that show such living 
Playing out pain and joy and fear 
As the watchers wait 
For the storm cluttered skies to clear 
For their lover to come home 
For the day to end 
Find life thick, heavy in the divots and edges 
Find the old ache of waiting.  
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Mekani G. Collins 
 
Homeschool: Hot Cocoa on 

a Snowy Morning 
Evaporating from the ceramic-smooth mug 
is the scent of powdered cocoa beans. 
Snowflakes fall down to the earth  
like water that squirrels drink. 
 
Evaporating from the ceramic-smooth mug, 
it floats  a chocolaty  aroma  through the air. 
Like water that squirrels drink, 
snowflakes float on the needles of the pine. 
 
The squirrels are working to get their drink 
as I work for knowledge, instead of grades. 
Watching little feet track to their stored  
abundance, what’s in store for me? 
 
Sipping of the cocoa enables me to think of 
how much has been invested in me. 
There are many advantages to a school  
without walls, which empowers me.  
 
Homeschooling mixed and stirred me, 
like cocoa, when  it seemed difficult. 
Stirred to be smart, motivated, and engaged  
sticks to me like the snowflakes on the pine. 
 
Someone enters and releases the aroma, 
It’s my mother with delight. 
She hones my academic talent,  
cheering me upward and onward. 
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Ready to learn, I see no snowfall 
and the squirrels have departed. 
I begin my school work at home 
on this snowy morning. 
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Anastasia Tie 
 

Zero to Hero 
“It’s time.” The words echoed in her ears, reverberating off the dark walls. She 

turned to face the speaker, though it was difficult to even make out a face. “Time for what?” 
A bright light shone on her, spotlighting her, and she winced in the sudden brilliance. She 
had no escape.  

“To attack, of course, my dear,” came the chilling response, slithering and cold. 
Mireille Jackson shuddered inwardly but told herself to remain calm. It was her fifteenth 
birthday, not that anyone else really cared. She was small for her age, yet she held herself tall 
and proudly. Jade eyes swirled beneath a mysterious fringe of long, raven-black hair. 
Tonight, she was dressed in her most comfortable outfit: jeans, a black t-shirt, a black jacket, 
and a snow-white beanie she had snatched from a woman’s purse a long time ago. That 
woman had not been too happy about it but she had enough money to buy a new one. 
Mireille, however, was living off of whatever she could find. Whatever she could steal for 
herself. No, the girl had not always been like this. In fact, she had had quite an average life 
before… well, before her father had been killed. Her mother hadn’t been around for very 
long. Mireille’s father had explained that Mrs. Jackson had been in an accident, but which 
kind, he never had been too eager to say. So, Mireille had been left to scramble together 
those faded memories of their drastically short relationship. To be honest, all she could 
vividly remember was what her mother looked like, and from a very young age, she had used 
her imagination to build upon that. So, from the age of six, Mireille had been motherless. 
And then at thirteen, she was orphaned. Her father died in a fire that had been anonymously 
set and, according to the police, there had not been any witnesses or clues to point to any 
specific criminal. Mireille had not been surprised when the police decided to drop the case 
and label it as “an accident.”  
 From then on, Mireille had decided to find her parents’ killer. Because that was what 
she had concluded, that there was no way both her parents were killed without any 
explanation or even witnesses, that it must have had been one man, or woman, who had 
dealt with both of them. At first, that thought had chilled her to the soul. She had only 
desired revenge as the few months following her father’s death swept by in a blur.  

Standing in the dark room, Mireille remembered the people who had come to visit 
her. She remembered that not a single relative had come to visit, remembered a few people 
reminding her that no blood relatives had kept in contact with her parents, so no one knew 
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where they resided, if Mireille still had any. Her dad’s co-workers, her neighbors, the police, 
detectives, social workers, therapists… all had come to give their condolences and all had 
tried to drag her out of her pit of grief. All had failed. It was like her heart had frozen over 
from grief and lust for revenge. She wanted to find the murderer so badly but she hadn’t 
known where to start. She was a raging fire with nowhere to go and nothing to burn. 

Until the Voice found her. 
In the dark of a night, Mireille had awoke in a sweat and heard someone whispering 

her name. She doubted her own sanity for a while because no one in the orphanage cared 
what her name was. So there she lay in one of the beds of the dorm, listening intently to the 
whispering. “Mireille. Mireille Jackson…” It was absolutely disturbing, but so intriguing at the 
same time. She felt a gentle pull toward the Voice. After what seemed like hours, she finally 
decided to get up and tread carefully toward the door. Opened it. CCrreeeakk… Mireille 
winced, silently hoping that no one had noticed. Not another noise sounded, the other girls 
were sleeping deeply. So with a long inhale, Mireille stepped out the door.  

It had taken a while to find the source of the Voice. She had woven around the 
orphanage, through the dorms, the kitchen, the recreation room… until it had led her 
outside, into the front yard. Even then, the man standing in the freezing dark outside had 
not had the deep, honey-like Voice she had heard. But he had directed her to a safehouse 
where she would be taught to survive and to defend herself. Why? She had no idea. The man 
had told her that she had had potential. Not only that. He had told her that the Voice knew 
things that not even the most powerful man in the world knew. He would know what 
Mireille was meant to do with her life. Was she to seek revenge or let it all go? Or was she to 
search for living relatives? The man had assured her that the Voice would know. And so she 
had packed up her life in a dirty old orphanage and headed down that road, to the safehouse, 
expecting great things to be in store. 
 And she hadn’t been disappointed. Now, that was all in the past. Now, she was a 
queen in the world of crime. She had status. She was important. Having been officially 
recruited by the Voice, Mireille had climbed the ranks in its little organization. She had done 
everything it asked for, carried out every bloody operation, without asking questions, and 
now, she was the Voice’s unofficial second-in-command. Out in the world, she was only 
known as White Ink, because of the way she dressed and the way she worked. If you were 
her target, all you saw was a ninja with a white beanie and the flash of a dagger. When she 
was finished, all that was left of you was a dark crimson puddle, like an ink stain. White Ink. 
 “Mireille, my dear.” The Voice sliced through her thoughts and she blinked out of 
her contemplations. “Yes sir?” she replied firmly. That was what she called the Voice to its 
face. It had always sounded this cunning and deep, full of secrets and treasures. It had always 
sounded male, even though Mireille had never seen the owner of the Voice. 
“You are aware that you made the headlines today? In bold: ‘White Ink Blots Out Another 
Officer’. How exciting, you’re a celebrity, my dear!” So she was. So, why didn’t she feel extra 
important tonight?   
 “You don’t seem to be prepared for your job, my dear.” The Voice was usually void 
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of emotion but Mireille sensed disappointment tonight. She couldn’t afford for him to doubt 
her now, not when she was so close. So close to finding the one who had murdered her 
parents. She had been promised herself that she would find out on her fifteenth birthday. 
Well, that was today. It had been a little less than two years since the fire, a little more than a 
year since her escape from the orphanage. And the Voice had set her right to work. 

“Of course I’m ready,” Mireille replied as swiftly as she could. Sometimes, she 
wondered if the Voice could read minds. “Will it be the usual?” she asked coldly.  

The Voice was quiet for a while and Mireille thought it hadn’t heard.  
“No,” it suddenly answered. “No, I think tonight might be just a tad different.” Was 

that a slight smile she heard?  
“No,” the Voice continued, “I believe you’re ready. It is your fifteenth birthday, isn’t 

it?” Mireille felt her heart jump for joy, just a little. When was the last time someone had 
even mentioned her birthday? But she cleared her throat. “Yes sir, it is,” was all she said. 

“Fabulous. You’ve made me proud so far. The people even fear you well, White Ink. 
I want you to remember all you’ve learned from me. I want you to use all you know for this 
mission. Here is the file…” A manila folder, marked ‘CONFIDENTIAL’ slid into the light 
and Mireille picked it up gingerly from the cold floor. She opened it and scanned the papers, 
the reports, and the profile. It seemed to be the usual, but she knew there was more. The 
Voice hadn’t lied before.  

“Another criminal?” she asked. If this was her first mission, she would have shrieked 
in fear. But now, her voice had gone almost robotic, without feeling, though something 
ancient and human in her still tugged at her heart. This was so wrong. 

“Yes. Is there a problem?” The Voice paused. “You do understand that after this 
operation, you will at last discover who killed your parents, and you will at last extract the 
revenge you have so desired for so long?” 

Mireille licked her dry lips and gulped down the fear that was threatening to swallow 
her whole. Why did the Voice always have to mention revenge for her parents? Sure, that 
was all she had ever wanted to do, but that had also proved to be a weakness at times. When 
her parents were mentioned, she had to think back on what her mother and father would say 
about the life she led now. She had tried to convince herself that they would be proud of 
her, but deep down, she knew they would be ashamed. What was she to do? What could she 
do? She had learned, for sure, that the Voice was dangerous in its own way. Extremely 
dangerous. She couldn’t back out now.  

“I understand… sir,” she said quietly and shut the folder firmly. She wanted to find 
her parents’ murderer, didn’t she?  

“Brilliant,” the Voice exhaled. “Brace yourself, Mireille, my dear. Are you certain? 
That you are, indeed, ready?” There was no choice in the question, Mireille knew, but she 
gave the Voice the luxury of thinking that she had one. She removed her white beanie from 
her head; the only pure thing she wore.  
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A dagger slid into view from the darkness. It had a familiar, smooth obsidian blade 
and an ink-black hilt. Her hands had begun to sweat so much that the folder slipped from 
her fingers and drifted to the floor. It lay there, forlorn.  

“My dagger,” she whispered huskily and knelt to pick it up. She cradled it in her 
hand. “I thought I lost it… last time.” Her voice caught in her throat as she stood back up. 
The Voice was silent. Mireille glanced at her black blade and then at her white beanie. She 
had led at least a year of crime but she couldn’t lie that here, in the grasp of the Voice, she 
felt safe. Dangerously trapped, maybe, but safe. So why doubt herself now? Yes, she had 
taken lives. At the start, the Voice had assured her that they had been criminals and their 
files stood as proof.  After the first few missions, Mireille had wondered why the Voice 
wanted certain criminals dead. It had said that it fought for justice, but was murdering really 
justice? Uncertain thoughts had flooded her mind. The Voice had assured her that she was 
doing the right thing. That those criminals deserved death after what they had done. But 
what had they done to deserve death? Had they murdered? Because if so, then she deserved 
death. Mireille had been so excited in the beginning that the Voice’s ideas had sucked her in 
deep. Too deep. And it was too late now. Even though she knew now that what she was 
doing was pure evil, she wouldn’t be able to escape its dark fingers with her life. Wasn’t that 
all that really mattered? Self-preservation. Yes, she thought stubbornly, yes, that’s all that really 
matters. She looked down at the hard blade and the soft beanie once again. Yes, she could do 
it. She was White Ink, after all. People outright feared her. And they should, she thought 
grimly. 

“So – my dear – what will it be?” the Voice finally asked, and the emotions expressed 
before had vanished. 

Mireille exhaled and lifted her face. “I’ve got this, sir.” She put the beanie back on 
her head and swung the dagger expertly. “You can count on me.” 
Pause. “I know I can. Now go. And don’t come back until it’s done.” 
 Mireille strode along the dark sidewalk of the neighborhood, carrying her dagger 
under her jacket. The only light came from the lonely, flickering streetlight in front of the 
house at the corner. Night had fallen a few hours ago and Mireille’s inward clock told her 
that it was nearing midnight. The perfect time to strike, she thought, and then grimaced. Why 
was she thinking this way? Deep down, she didn’t like using her dagger to take lives, but it 
had to be done. For my own life, she told herself sternly.  
 In the dimness, she slowed to a walk and thought about her target. From the very 
first mission, Mireille had memorized every part of each ‘CONFIDENTIAL’ folder and this 
time had been no different. Her target was called Jacob Williams. He lived alone and had 
committed many offenses, though none were specifically mentioned. He was thirty-nine 
years old and had reported connections to the illegal groups (though none were specifically 
mentioned either). The rest of the information had been only pictures taken of him. Jacob at 
the café, Jacob at the bank, Jacob in the park, all very blurry and hardly described the target, 
physically, very well...  
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 The man lived by himself in house number twenty-seven of Campbourne Lane.  
Which is right here. Mireille jerked to a stop and, glancing to her left, she could just make out a 
white, two-storey house with a nicely-kept front lawn. Was that a garden dwarf in the front? 
And a flamingo? What kind of criminal had such garden accessories? One with a clever cover, 
she heard herself think. Her dagger suddenly felt very heavy in her hand. What if she was 
only trying to convince herself that this man was evil, when maybe, he wasn’t?  
 She groaned inwardly. All this work she had put in leading up to this moment, just to 
fail on game day? Mireille gripped the hilt of her dagger and shook her head. No, she was 
going to succeed. She had to. For the Voice, for her parents, for herself.  
 The streetlight suddenly flickered weakly and went out, dunking the entire 
neighborhood in darkness. The moon crept silently behind the clouds and even the stars had 
hidden, like a bad omen. Well, she was pretty sure she wasn’t superstitious.  
 “I’ve stood here too long,” Mireille realized aloud and turned her eyes to the door of 
the house. It was time. 
 The walk across the lawn took only seconds as years of thoughts crowded her mind. 
Doubts, doubts, doubts.  
 “Keep your head in the game,” she hissed to herself. As her eyes adjusted to the 
darkness, Mireille passed the pink flamingo and the bearded dwarf. She mounted three steps, 
onto the front porch, and stared at the door. There was a welcome mat there. Why? A 
criminal would welcome people into their home? Another element of his cover. She hefted the 
hilt of the dagger in her hand, at the ready, and retrieved a lock-pick from her pocket. With 
one hand, she inserted the pick and jiggled it around, while with the other, her dagger swung 
dangerously. Click. Mireille grinned, slid the pick back in her pocket, and twisted the door 
knob.  
 The door swung open without a squeak. On her first few missions, Mireille had been 
hesitant about using the front door to break and enter, but the Voice had convinced her that 
this was the easiest route and most people would expect her to enter from windows. So far, 
it had been proven to be true. She shut the door gently and locked it. If her target managed 
to get to the door, at least this might slow him down. The house was dark. It was quiet.  
 Mireille found herself in a long, empty, carpeted hallway, with the only exit - besides 
the front door - being an opening to another room at the other end. It was so quiet, she 
thought she would break the silence if she even breathed. So the girl held her breath and 
tiptoed through, a black ninja with white headwear. Everything seemed to be going smoothly 
and she was beginning to feel confident about succeeding. Mireille fantasized about what the 
Voice would say when she did succeed. Would it be surprised? Would it be proud? No. She 
shook herself out of her dreams and told herself to focus. There was no time to wander off 
the road. 
 At last, breath held all the way, Mireille made it to the end of the hallway. She 
noticed that the next room had a marble floor. She exhaled lightly. “Okay, okay, you got 
this,” she whispered. One black sneaker onto the next surface – 
 All of a sudden, the light snapped on, and Mireille immediately drew her foot back 
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into the hallway. From somewhere on her left, possibly the stairs, came a whistling tune. 
Footsteps coming closer. Mireille groaned inwardly. This was going to make her job so much 
harder. She tried to melt into the shadows as she also did her best to make light of her 
surroundings. The next room was obviously the kitchen. A very large kitchen, too. 
Everything she saw was white. A white stovetop, a white countertop, a white table, a white 
floor, white walls, a white ceiling, a white chandelier. For a moment, she thought she had 
gone blind. For a moment. 

Her target came into view. Jacob Williams was not in pajamas or a bathrobe, as 
Mireille had been expecting. He was in work clothes, with his sleeves rolled up. She could 
only make out the back of his head, a head of wavy, black hair. The man sauntered to the 
refrigerator, still whistling, opened it, and fished out a juice carton before shutting it. When 
he turned around, Mireille caught a glimpse of his face. She gasped aloud and pushed herself, 
as far as she could, back into the wall. There was silence on the other side. 

Mireille, however, seemed to have forgotten how to breathe. A hundred thoughts 
whirled in her brain. There’s no way, absolutely no way! It’s impossible! That man…he looks exactly 
like… 

“You can come out now.” 
Mireille shut her eyes, disbelieving. How did he know? She had been discovered! 

What was she to do? 
“If you’re not coming out, then I’m going over there.” His voice was calm, too calm, 

as if he had expected something like this to happen. Someone like Mireille to arrive with the 
mission of his extermination. 

Don’t give yourself up, she thought, even as her body dragged her out into the light. 
And she found herself staring. The man stood there and gawked back, his jaw 

slightly open. His hand lost his grip on the juice carton which promptly gave in to gravity 
and exploded on the floor. As the orange puddle spread on the white floor, silence pounded 
in Mireille’s ears. She had never felt so helpless. So vulnerable. It was horrible. 

She was looking into a pair of familiar, jade eyes. So much like her own. So much like 
her mother’s. “You…” Mireille struggled to find her voice. “Y-You look like… like…” She 
couldn’t bring herself to say it; her lips wouldn’t form the words.  

The man shut his mouth slowly and swallowed loudly. “Like… my sister?” he finally 
asked quietly. 

“Are you…” Mireille’s eyes widened. “You’re my uncle,” she realized aloud.  
He inclined his head. “Jake Williams, nice to meet you. You must be my niece.” His 

eyes flashed as he threw a cursory glance at the blade still in Mireille’s hand. “And you’re my 
assassin, eh?” he sighed, almost tiredly. 

She looked down at her hand in shock, almost forgotten that she had come on a 
mission. To kill. To get rid of this man… her uncle. All of a sudden, she knew where the 
Voice had wanted her to be all along. She had only been a pawn. This was a test, a huge 
exam. Would she kill her uncle – maybe her only living relative – to find who had killed her 
own parents? Which was more important? Mireille had lived so long, revenge always tugging 
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at the back of her mind, clouding and dementing her thoughts. And the Voice had 
encouraged that, so much so, that it expected her not to stumble even here, on the night she 
would finally get what she had always wanted. Revenge. That was it, wasn’t it? 

Doubt overwhelmed her and she felt her knees begin to buckle. Then she 
remembered her target was standing right before her, almost welcoming his own death. 
She cleared her throat and lifted her head to glare at him. “That’s right. I’m known as White 
Ink. I’m here to kill you.” 

The man, her uncle, nodded slowly. “Right.” Suddenly, he shook his head and 
chuckled softly. Mireille raised her eyebrows. Had he gone insane? “What’s so funny?” she 
just had to ask.  

“No, no, it’s not funny as much. More like depressingly ironic. He found you, right? 
The Voice?” he questioned straightforwardly.  

Mireille looked taken aback. “Um, yes. Yes, it did.” 
Her uncle laughed again, more confidently. “No, no, don’t worry. It’s definitely a 

man.” 
 “You know him?” 

“I knew him. His name was Maximillian Jefferson,” the man began slowly. “He was 
one of my best friends. But he had always been on the wrong road, born into a criminal 
family. I tried to help him as best I could but he went too far, too soon. Max started to 
despise me for always telling him off to the police. He went to jail five times while he was 
still with me. I never knew that he hated me for it; I thought I was doing the right thing.”  

He scratched the back of his head, seeming sadly embarrassed. “If it hadn’t been for 
me always getting him in jail… his father wouldn’t have taken him away. His father - the 
main influence in Max’s life. They called him the Blood King. I don’t want to explain why. 
Soon after high school, Max disappeared off the map, joined his father’s work, probably. I 
failed. I thought I’d never see him again.” 

His jade eyes flashed dangerously. “And then I heard these rumors that the Blood 
King had been captured and given a life sentence. These rumors that some mysterious Voice 
was hiring new recruits, new criminals.” 

Mireille shook her head, incredulous. “No. How did you know it was him? That it 
was really your friend? Or that the rumors you heard were even true?” 

Uncle Jake heaved a great sigh. He took a remote from his pocket and clicked a 
button. Mireille immediately jumped into a defensive stance but he only shook his head. 
“Don’t worry. Relax. I’m just turning on the cleaner.” Indeed, a great noise abruptly 
exploded in the room, seeming to come from the floor. Mireille watched as the juice puddle 
altogether disappeared, not an orange spot left on the white floor. As quickly as it had 
begun, the vacuum turned off with a sigh. The man put the tiny remote back in his pocket 
and shrugged.  

“I never did like stains.”  
He gestured to his left. “You wanna sit in the living room?” 
Mireille’s eyes narrowed suspiciously. “No thanks. I’m good here.” 
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Uncle Jake grinned, but his eyes glinted with years of sadness. “Just like your 
mother.” 

She scowled. “You still haven’t answered my question. How did you know that your 
friend was the Voice?” 

The man’s grin was wiped clean off his face. “Is it enough to say that the Voice 
spoke to me too? It called me too. Not long after my sister – your mother – was killed.” 
“In an accident,” Mireille put in. 

He cocked an eyebrow. “Or so they say.” Pause. “You and I both know it was 
someone else. And because of all the terrible times I put him through, I have reason to 
believe that the Voice is Maximillian Jefferson.” 

She could hear the sense in his argument but her mind still didn’t want to believe it. 
“Why would your friend target my parents?” 

Uncle Jake raised an index finger. “Ah. That’s where things get interesting. You sure 
you don’t wanna have a seat?” 

When Mireille only crossed her arms, he nodded. “Okay then. You see, besides your 
father, my sister had no one. Our parents had died, we had no cousins or aunts or uncles we 
knew of. It had always been me, her, and your father. So… Max must have discovered that I 
was only so close to two people in the world. It was almost too easy. To make me feel as he 
did, he would tear them away from me, in revenge for the jail-times I had given him. Then 
he found out that my sister had had a baby. Max must have been so proud of himself. My 
theory is that he thought if he took my niece from me - the sweet, innocent child - and train 
her up as one of his own, it would give me the most pain. It’s worse than death, I can tell 
you that. Watching your own blood grow up under a criminal boss, without even knowing 
that her uncle was still alive.” 

Mireille’s brows furrowed. “You were watching me? And why is it that I never knew 
you to be alive? How come everyone said I had no more relatives?” 

Uncle Jake sighed again. “It pains me to say this, but after your father died - my only 
other friend in this cruel world - I dropped off the map as Max had done, even faking my 
own death. I thought it would be best to find and capture Max on my own, without the 
police always watching me like hawks. Now I see that Max is finally tired of me.” His eyes 
turned sad as he looked at Mireille. “And now I see there is worse than watching your own 
blood kill others. It’s having your own blood kill you.” 
 Mireille’s breath caught in her throat and she knew she was torn again. Now she 
knew the identity of the Voice. For some reason, she felt comfort in knowing that he was 
human and that he probably didn’t know as much as he said he did. But that didn’t shy away 
from the fact that he still had the power to take her life if she didn’t take this man’s. Her 
uncle’s. Now, what was more important? Who did she care about more? Herself? Or her 
uncle? 
 The man watched her as she struggled with her thoughts. He shook his head. “I’m 
sorry I have to put you through all this. And I don’t even know your name.” 
 She glanced at him. He didn’t. “It’s Mireille Jackson,” she answered promptly. 
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 He smiled sadly. “Mireille. French for ‘miracle’. That seems about right.” He paused, 
as if wondering what to say next. “Mireille,” he said, slowly and carefully, “I know now… 
that I made a bad decision from the very beginning. Maybe I shouldn’t have left you alone. 
And I’m sorry for that. You have no idea how long I’ve had to live with it. Watching you do 
things so wrong, and not being able to help you out. Max… I never should have befriended 
him, I never should have tried to help him out, I never should have turned him in. If it 
hadn’t been for me… your parents would still be alive.” 
 With a jolt, Mireille realized that it was true. If it hadn’t been for her uncle always 
interfering, there never would have been the Voice, and her parents would never have died! 
Now, if she did what the Voice had told her to do, she would earn his complete trust. She 
would have an even higher status in the criminal world, she would be all important to the 
world, if, in the Voice’s case, it was to sustain and preserve her, or, in the governments’ case, 
to capture and stop. Something tugged at the back of her mind. But then…what kind of a 
life was that? Always running, always doubting her decisions. She would have to become a 
robot, completely synthetic, without a soul, without a heart. She could do what the Voice 
wanted her to do, without a blink. She could become so successful in her life that people 
from all over would just tremble at the sound of her name. Yet… 
 “No.”  
 Uncle Jake looked at her, confused. “No?”  
 Mireille met his gaze. “You were trying to do the right thing. You’ve always been 
trying to do the right thing. From the very beginning, with Max, with my mom, my dad, with 
me… you’ve only been trying to protect everyone else.” She took a deep breath, her decision 
finally made. “And… maybe that’s what I should start to do. There are more important 
people than me.”  
 With that said, the girl in the assassin uniform stretched out her hand and dropped 
her dagger. It clattered loudly to the floor. Uncle Jake gaped at her, his eyes wide. “But 
you…” 
 Mireille only shook her head. “I know. They’ll be here for me.” 
 As if on cue, her back suddenly arched and she grunted in utter pain. Her uncle took 
a few steps back, but not before catching a glimpse of a dagger lodged in her back. “No! 
Mireille!” he yelled and raced to catch his niece before she fell. 
 He took her quickly in his arms but the girl’s life was fading before his very eyes; it 
was too late to do anything to help her. He was afraid that if he even moved the dagger, it 
would be too much for his niece. He could feel tears welling up in his eyes. “No, no, no, 
no!” he muttered, brushing her hair from her eyes. “You only just got here!” But Mireille 
only smiled sadly, her face etched with pain. 
 “Hey, Uncle Jake,” she managed to whisper, managed to smile sadly. “Don’t cry. 
Don’t worry. I think you’re on the right track. Thanks for believing in me… I’m sorry for all 
this, for doing so many bad things and for never admitting I was wrong about everything. 
Revenge isn’t the answer. I think forgiveness is. If my parents hadn’t died… I don’t think I 
would ever have met you. But I never should’ve gotten myself in this kind of trouble in the 
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first place. White Ink…” She scoffed and then grimaced at the effort. “I can never tell you 
how sorry I am, but maybe… maybe I finally did something right today. For so long, I 
thought I was important. The Voice was… proud of me. The people were scared of me. I 
made...” she coughed and winced, “…headlines. All for nothing. I felt like a zero. Until I 
found you. Keep fighting for good, okay? And…Uncle Jake?” 
 A tear trickled down the man’s cheek. “Yes, girl?” 
 “I love you.” The girl gave a last shudder of breath and her body went still, her eyes 
sightless. Finally, at peace. No more decisions to make, no more obstacles to overcome. 
Mireille Jackson was dead. 
 Now weeping softly, the man buried his head in the girl’s white beanie and kissed it 
tenderly. He lay her down, gently, on her side, against the kitchen counter, before standing 
shakily back to his feet. The dagger glared painfully at him, still positioned in the girl’s still 
body. 
 “Well, well, well.” A new voice, slithering and cold, crept into the scene. “If it isn’t 
Jacob Williams, my old… friend.” 
 Uncle Jake raised his red-rimmed eyes to glare at Maximillian Jefferson, standing 
where his beloved niece had been seconds before. Mireille’s last words echoed in his ears, 
reverberating off the white walls. “Max,” he said shortly. 
 “I see you’ve been crying.” The man looked as sinister as he sounded. He wore a 
black fedora, with a black trench-coat and black trousers. A crimson stain marked his black 
trench-coat and Jake shuddered inwardly at it. The man was deathly pale and bony. The 
perfect picture of evil. 
 Jake didn’t bother to reply. 
 Max grinned, revealing two rows of sharp, pearly-white teeth. “So sorry about your 
dear niece,” he hissed sarcastically. 
 The other man hardened his gaze. “I don’t think you came to pay your respects, 
Max.” 
 “No, no, you’re right…” Max – the Voice – stepped onto the white marble and 
glided towards Jake until they stood almost nose to nose. “I came to finish the job,” he spat. 
“You killed my father.” 
 Jake’s face was expressionless. “And I’m sorry about that, Max. You’ve always been 
my friend. Please don’t do this. You don’t have to do this.” 
 Max smiled again, and it was full of ugly malice. From nowhere, he raised another 
dagger that glinted darkly in the white room. Jake recognized it as the very blade Mireille had 
held. 
 “You know I can’t resist,” Max snarled.  
 Jake took a deep intake of breath. “Mireille’s last wish was that I keep fighting for 
good. So that’s what I’m going to do.” He stuck his hands in his pockets and stood there. 
 The Voice seemed perplexed and his grip on his hilt relaxed for just a second. Before 
he regained control and sneered. “No weapons, I see. Even though there is dagger right 
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there… in your niece. Then again, Jacob, you never have been one to use a weapon very 
professionally. Well, that makes it much, much easier to -” 

“Goodbye, old friend,” Jake cut in. There was a click and then the floor beneath Max 
yawned wide open. A great vacuum turned on and the villain was sucked into the 
underground, an earthy prison, never to be seen again. “NNNOOOOOOO!!” The scream 
faded as the vacuum hissed off and the ground closed back up. 
 Jake fished his trusty remote out of his pocket and glanced down at Mireille, who 
was gone forever. She had sacrificed her life for his and he would always remember her, 
always cherish her in his heart. She was, simply, a feared villain turned loved hero. Zero to 
hero. He faced the spot the murderer had stood. So he would continue his work, as she 
would have asked for. He would do his best to keep fighting for good. 
 Jacob Williams smiled grimly and released a tremulous sigh through his nose. 
“I never did like stains.”   
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Yuan Changming  

 
Wolfhaired Brushpen 

This is a traditional Chinese pen, an artifact 
Combining a wolf’s wildness with a baby’s 
Innocence. It is soft but strong enough to  
Write dark history in rice fields, or draw 
Black pictures on ricepaper. All in black 
And white. Unlike the feather from a swan 
That can fly up from an alphabetic epic 
 
Yes, it is a colorless feeling the writer 
Or the painter gets, from his inky strokes. 
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Yuan Changming  

 
White Horizon 

At the same height of  
 Every rocky mountain 
            Above all seasonal change 
The snowline is wildly drawn 

 
As if cut open to bite a whole patch  

Of sky from heaven 
With rows of rows of  

Whale-like teeth 
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Martina Essert 
 

untitled 
like jupiter, you are too affected.  
too many moons pull you  
this way and that.  
 
allow only one thing  
to shift the way that waves  
break on the coastline of your heart.  
 
find a moon who will dance with you  
until the bars all close and the universe implodes.  
find one moon and let it change you.  
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Martina Essert 
 

that of which you have 
become 

who were you before  
you looked into the dark jungle  
and feared finding a hidden  
piece of yourself?  
 
do you remember the child  
who heard monsters roaming in the nightmare hour,  
the child who grew up and danced  
alongside the creatures of the night?  
 
who were you before  
the rising of the sun  
heralded the absconding  
of a sliver of shadowy safety?  
 
do you remember the child  
who danced through the palm fronds  
giggling, glistening eyes glinting through cracks, 
the child who grew up and now hides behind them?  
 
if these memories ring like bells of truth,  
this was written for you... 
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Bruce McRae 
 

Vox Angelica 
Write about light rushing into the Earth’s arms. 
Talk about the great need for silence and gags. 
Calmly execute life’s sentences. 
 
You see, it’s a very short story, this world, 
a number of things going unsaid or hinted at – 
in the way wind proscribes trees and brushfires 
and the supposed humming of angels. 
 
It’s another tale told round the woodstove. 
The legendary making of monkeys into men. 
A running commentary on my psychic wellbeing 
and rogue state of my emotions, 
the s-word placed back in its sheath. 
It’s similar to whispering loudly 
or starting an argument in an empty church. 
A whole other book written in the margins. 
 
But you enjoy long walks and conversation. 
We saw you chatting with your reflection, 
addressing the Vox Angelica herself. 
You were debating motion, a movement passing 
through one of your rarely remembered dreams. 
You were said to be shouting 
over the roaring of motors and moments. 
 
A hand cupped to your ear, 
you were carefully untying a tongue.  
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Kiamuya Musumunu 
 

The Love of His Life 
As I watched her run across the lawn until dawn, I thought of the sweet sound of 

her yawn, how it had inspired my heart and brain to want to be loved by a girl who is insane. 
But the truth is, how do I tell if she likes or hates me? 

She smiled around the classroom, ready to start our kindergarten class project with 
black-eyed peas and rice. To be nice, she was the rice, and I was the black-eyed peas. She 
was my everything, and I was her `I don’t know.’ I was sure of it, though: It was true love.  

I decided that I was going to give her the box of expensive chocolates my parents 
had bought. So, I went into school looking for her beautiful brown eyes. But she never 
came, so I waited until the next day. She was not there. So, I waited day after day, until I 
decided that love was just a game that was supposed to be played. 
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Hailey Hudson 
 

Chocolate Cake 
 When I was in middle school, my family went to my grandparents’ house for lunch 
one day and my grandmother served chocolate cake. This wasn’t unusual; we ate with my 
grandparents often, and this particular cake recipe had long been a family favorite. But one 
thing stood out that afternoon: the cake was supposed to have marshmallows in the icing, 
and that day, it didn’t. My grandmother had forgotten to put them in. I can’t remember if we 
said something, or if she mentioned it and laughed at herself, or if all of us quietly ate our 
plain chocolate cake and silently wondered what was wrong. I wish I could remember. It was 
certain, however, that something was wrong. Soon after that, my grandmother was 
diagnosed with Alzheimer’s. 
 Before my grandmother was diagnosed, I had only a vague understanding of what 
Alzheimer’s was. But it quickly became apparent that Alzheimer’s was going to change and 
impact my life in many ways. The day I fully realized this was a day when my grandparents, 
my mother, and my brother and I were sitting around my grandparents’ dining room table 
playing Uno. This was our favorite card game; growing up, I would go and stay with my 
grandparents for a week in the summer, and the three of us would play Uno late into the 
evening. At last, we would have to set the cards facedown on the pale blue tablecloth and go 
to bed. The next morning, we’d pick up the cards and start where we left off. This day, 
though, was different. This day was one of the last days we ever played Uno. We had to 
explain to my grandmother again and again how to play—if the card is a red seven, you can 
either play any red card or any color seven, and so on. At last, frustrated, she exclaimed, 
“This is so stupid!” I remember with perfect clarity, so much so that it might have been a 
snapshot saved in a photo album, looking across that same blue tablecloth at my mother and 
seeing tears in her eyes. That was when I knew things were going to change. I was going to 
learn all too well what Alzheimer’s disease really was. 
  My grandmother went downhill quickly. First she simply forgot an ingredient in a 
recipe, and she couldn’t follow the instructions to a card game. Then she couldn’t drive. 
Next, she forgot how to take a pill. These days, my grandfather has a nurse come seven days 
a week to help him care for my grandmother. My grandmother now cannot stand up and 
walk without help; she spends much of her time sleeping; and some days, she cannot talk. 
We were sitting around the table one evening last summer and she was trying to say 
something, but it just wouldn’t come out. Finally she exclaimed, with a rueful little laugh that 
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reminded me of the way she was many years ago before Alzheimer’s came into the picture, 
“I can’t get out what I want to say. I don’t like it.” My grandfather laughed too and said, “Me 
either. But that’s just how it is.” Listening to their interactions, I have learned that even 
horrible diseases like this can bring families closer together, and that sometimes humor is the 
best and only defense.  
 I am realizing that my grandfather is one of the strongest and best men I have ever 
met. He cheerfully takes care of my grandmother day in and day out, he still cooks us 
delicious five-course meals when we come to visit, and his eyes still twinkle kindly when he 
tells us grandkids a funny story or when he listens to one of ours. He teaches Sunday school 
and volunteers at the nature center up the street and is in a bowling league every Monday. 
He does it all, and he does all of it well. I am realizing, too, that my mother is one of the 
strongest and best women I have ever met. My mother is kind and caring and strong and 
joyful. I dread the possibility of one day watching her go through Alzheimer’s, but if it 
happens, I have the best example to learn from. 
 I have also learned that when it seems everything is gone—memories, personality, 
and abilities—some things remain. My family was at the mall with my grandparents a few 
years ago. It was a sticky summer day in the South, and we were getting into the car to leave. 
My mother held the passenger door open as my grandfather and grandmother made their 
slow way around the car. When they at last reached the passenger door, my grandmother 
exclaimed, “You’re so sweet to stand out here in the heat and hold the—hold the—hold the 
thing for me.” She couldn’t come up with the word “door” at the moment, and I’m not 
completely sure she recognized my mother as her daughter; but she was still polite and sweet 
and kind.  
 I have had multiple opportunities to observe the community react to my 
grandmother. Sometimes the community isn’t great. Sometimes, when we are out in public, 
they stare a little too long and ask a few too many questions. But more often, they rally and 
help and love. The nurses who come seven days a week help dress my grandmother and feed 
her and clean the house. When she finishes breakfast, the nurses say, “Let’s go find your 
husband, ma’am.” My grandmother answers thoughtfully, “Why, I don’t believe I’m 
married.” The wedding ring on her left hand catches the light and flashes as she brings her 
hand up to her cheek, bewildered. Some of the nurses will simply nod and smile; some of 
them will say, “Of course you are, ma’am. Look, here comes your husband now.” I watch 
and I wonder what it must be like for them to work with Alzheimer’s patients day in and day 
out. I realize that it takes a very special kind of patience and love. Sometimes the community 
isn’t great. But more often, it is wonderful. 
 Through my grandmother’s struggle with Alzheimer’s, I have discovered one very 
important thing: I don’t care if the chocolate cake has marshmallows. I don’t care if we no 
longer play Uno. I don’t care if she can’t remember the word for “door” and I don’t care if 
she can’t drive and I don’t care if she sleeps for the better part of the day. All I know and all 
I care about is that my grandmother is here, and she still tells me that she loves me even if 
she’s not sure who I am, and I tell her that I love her. I tell her that I love her because I 



	 39	

know exactly who she is. She is a beloved grandmother and wife and mother. She is a former 
librarian. She is brave and strong and smart. She is funny and kind and is a woman of strong, 
deep faith. She has left a beautiful legacy, and she’s still leaving it, even through this horrible 
disease. She is one of the most amazing ladies I’ve ever had the pleasure of meeting. No, I 
don’t care if the chocolate cake has marshmallows. I just care that she’s here.  
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Amanda 
Tumminaro 
 

Photo Finish 
I brought my dreams to the cash register, 
but they could not be redeemed – 
the box was bankrupt 
and Satan had beaten the poor to the kill. 

I desperately wanted cloud nine not to drop, 
but gravity was taking its toll. 
I never expected it to be a piece of cake, 
but a flavored mint would’ve softened me up. 

So, it seems I had been strung along, 
those wishes that seemed to hang on clotheslines. 
It was a photo finish, an almost, 
now a plate shattered like a drunken face. 
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Jade Homa 
 

swan dive 
now she’s f r e e  
and I’m just free falling 
 
remember when you used to 
be the one to catch me? 
and now I’m just the girl who will 
break her neck on the window 
 
let us take note of how  
terribly different things  
can become 
in just four months 
 
so maybe you’re the bird,  
or maybe it’s me  
either way, the wings  
are clipped 
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Jade Homa 
 

balancing act 
It’s just that I take five minute showers  
and yours last an hour.  
I guess what I’m saying is  
we would even out the water bill. 
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Maria DePaul 
 

Unscary Poltergeist 
My house has a ghost that I can see in the 
Middle of the night from the corner of my eye. 
  
My son and I have heard her in the creek 
Of door hinges after turning off the lights. 
  
“Did you hear that?” he asked. I said “No,” when I heard 
The noise because I was too stunned to say “yes.” 
  
She must be screaming in the darkness on   
A frequency that I cannot hear in the daytime. 
  
She leaves ladybugs on curtains, but they can’t 
Survive in the house because they have nothing to eat. 
  
I take the ladybugs out into the yard where they can 
Help in the garden and get some aphids to feast on. 
  
Ladybugs can’t feed their babies inside, so rescue is 
Crucial for them to lay her eggs where they can survive. 
  
How can a ghost seem scary when she leaves me 
Symbols of motherhood that benefit my garden? 
  
Maybe this ghost does not know how to be 
Malevolent because she was once a mother too.  
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Luisa Reyes 
 

Truly Snow White 
The bright Texas sun was shining high in the summer sky but beginning to recede 

ever so slightly as the day was waning.  When I found myself resting my feet for a moment 
after a full day of doing historical impersonations by sitting on the dusty wooden planks 
outside of the historic dance hall at the historical farms at which I frequently volunteered.  A 
bit exhausted after the full day, I was lost in contemplative thought when the director of the 
historical impersonators asked me to portray Snow White for the upcoming Grimm’s Fairy 
Tales themed Halloween event they were hosting.  I was honored that he was giving me such 
a prominent part, but at the same time I found myself quite taken aback and nearly 
speechless for the singing princess of Walt Disney fame had popped up as a reference 
frequently throughout my life.  And the fact that he was asking me to portray her, really 
made me feel the impact of all of those references to Snow White I had received throughout 
the years.   

 Having inherited my mother’s fair skin coupled with my father’s dark hair and eyes, 
even when I was a little girl, my teachers at the German school I attended in Mexico City 
would call me “Schneewittchen,”  meaning Snow White in the original German.  Because of 
this nickname, my mother took my brother and me to the children’s movie theater that was 
decorated like a Disney castle to see the classic motion picture, resulting in me being 
positively terrified.  For from the very beginning of the film, the deep voice of the mirror 
sent chills down my spine.  Not to mention when the evil stepmother transformed into a 
scary looking witch. The fear I so clearly felt as a little girl while watching the movie, made 
my mother realize for the first time that little children actually take fairy tales very seriously.   
 Yet, in spite of my girlhood fear of the film, even in graduate school without my ever 
mentioning my childhood nickname, my classmates began referring to me as Snow White or 
simply “Snow” for short.  Still recalling my early childhood fear of the movie, I really didn’t 
know what to make of it all.  But I was struck by how similar her movements were to mine 
in the few snippets of the Disney movie that I saw while shopping in Wal-Mart one day.  I 
later found out the model the illustrators used for the beloved princess was a dancer and I 
had been a ballerina all the way through college.   
 And now that I found myself preparing for the role of the sweet and shy princess, I 
started preparing for my upcoming impersonation by learning the cheerful “With A Smile 
And A Song” melody she sings when she first wakes up after getting lost in the forest.  As a 
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trained Soprano, I took a natural liking to the piece and my mother even bought me a copy 
of the book to help me study all about the orphaned princess.  It had been years since I had 
read a children’s fable, but as I began reading the fairy tale and everything else I could find 
out about fairy tales I was struck by how realistic so many of the elements in the imaginative 
stories really are.   
 For by then, my father had remarried for the third time and definitely favored his 
younger daughter.  While friendly at first, once we both came of age, his third wife made 
sure her daughter remained the favored one in my father’s eyes.  And hints of the Cinderella 
fairy tale started feeling very familiar to me.  Then, as I began pouring more over the Snow 
White fairytale, the poisoned apple element began feeling familiar to me as well. Since I am 
the queen of food allergies with an especially severe one to gluten.  And at times, I have been 
struck by headaches and a very faint feeling upon accidentally indulging in the incorrect 
foods.  But, one of the most familiar points of all when I was earnestly studying the Snow 
White fairytale, came when I read the “mirror, mirror on the wall” element.  And I found 
myself laughing.  Yes, laughing and smiling inwardly.  For while visiting my colorful aunt in 
the beautiful Spanish colonial city of Morelia, Mexico one time, I got to witness her 
legendary morning routine.  She gets up, looks at herself in the mirror, fervently pats herself 
on both of her cheeks and exclaims about how “difficult it is to be a Reyes woman and so 
pretty every day.”   

I was now faced with the reality that this fairy tale might be more than over 
imaginative fanciful rubbish.   So, I ordered my plus-sized blue and gold princess costume 
and even a little blue bird doll to complete my impersonation.  I tried to watch the Disney 
film in its entirety, but much like when I was little, I had to fast forward through the 
terrifying and spooky scenes.   
 On the very first evening of our Halloween event, I was placed in the front close to 
the entrance where long before the doors were scheduled to open, people began forming 
long lines to get in.  The lines eventually became longer than anybody at the farms could 
recall.  And I began happily singing to my little blue bird.  While I tried to focus on my 
singing and remain in character, I couldn’t help but be completely charmed upon seeing the 
eyes of the little kids widen and fill with wonder as they passed by me to head towards the 
haunted trails.  At one point, I was surrounded by so many young girls that the director said 
I looked like a queen holding court.  And many of these wide-eyed youngsters even asked 
me if they could pet my little blue bird, a request which took me by surprise since my little 
stuffed animal was far from real.  However, I decided there was no harm done by it, so I 
gladly gave them all the go ahead.   
 I tried to stay true to my part when the little boys and girls would approach me with 
much concern and forewarn me not to eat any of the apples the wicked stepmother was 
preparing for me.  Little knowing the person impersonating the evil stepmother was my own 
real-life mother who had never portrayed a character of such nature before.  “Oh, but apples 
are supposed to be good for you,” I would respond in my most highly pitched princess-like 
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speaking voice.  “An apple a day keeps the doctor away.”  And the poor little kids all looked 
so worried for me, that I couldn’t help but find it endearing. 

Then, one group of three older girls who were obviously reaching the age where they 
begin to doubt these fairy tales and other childhood notions, sauntered up to me to talk to 
“Snow White”.  With one of them being a gushing and huge fan of the princess while the 
other two couldn’t pretend to hide their disdain and made it known that they definitely did 
not share their friend’s admiration for the princess. “Do you really like to wash all those 
dishes and do all that cooking?” they asked me with a grimace.  And for the briefest of 
moments, I felt caught.  As neither my mother nor I can bear to spend so much time 
washing the same dishes over and over again and have often commented that we better be 
good, or else we’ll end up being forced to wash dishes in the hereafter.  But I felt that in my 
role as Snow White for the historical farms, I couldn’t let the innocence of youth down.  So 
with a response that I can only figure was sent to me as a miracle from above, I told them 
that “When you sing and dance, it makes everything so much better.”  And I saw the eyes of 
the two doubtful girls light up and widen with the same kind of wonder I had seen in the 
eyes of the little kids earlier.  Leading to their entire demeanor changing from that of a 
burgeoning teenage skeptic to one of hope and joy.  And when they walked passed me to 
enter the gift shop, the one girl who had been a fan of the story the entire time, proudly 
whispered into my ear, “Snow White is the best movie ever.”   

Feeling happy that I was able to restore their hope in fairy tales, throughout the rest 
of the evening, I continued my impersonation and my repeated singing of “With A Smile 
And A Song”.  People enjoyed it so much that they would come up to video me singing and 
take pictures.  With a couple of the prankster adults even trying to tease me and trick me 
into coming out of my role.  However, I was able to leave several of them dumbfounded 
when I could answer them even in German.  And while I’m far from being a princess in real 
life, I found myself quite impressed when one little boy who was rapidly running past me, 
saw me and gasped.  Pausing for a moment from his youthful and energetic running, he 
turned around and looked up at his grandparents.  Exclaiming with much awe in his voice 
“So that story really was true!”  Leading to his grandparents’ faces beaming with delight. 
After all, it just might be that that astute little boy, was actually right.   
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Jessica Mehta 
 

Relativity 
Cages are relative, the animals 
showed me that. Gallops and scurries 
from unclaimed Oregon wild 
out back. Nightly, they came 
for discount cereal, day-old 
pastries, the scraps and crumbs 
of our sorry offering. The skunks 
groomed us to serve their favorites 
earlier in winter, the raccoons  
showed us they didn’t like plates 
or trays, thought they were traps, 
proved they’d never miss a crumble. 
The littlest ones, the babies, 
the kits and fawns and joeys, 
jolted with increasing confidence 
towards the glass doors. Watched us 
with curiosity as they feasted. 
When we’d open the doors, 
foots would stomp and tails went up, 
rushing fast into the darkness 
because we,  
we were escaping. And we bolted  
from our cage with a feral ferocity. 
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Samuel Johnson 
 
1st Maryland: The Old Line 

State at War 
Editor ’s  Note :  Trigger  warning for  v io lent  war scenes .  
 
Colonel Wilbur Charleston- 
 
 It is with sincerest regret that I inform you that you will not be assuming command of the 1st 
Maryland Eastern Shore Infantry, and that it has been passed to Colonel James A. Wallace on account of 
his seniority. However, I understand you are eager to involve yourself in the raising of a regiment consisting of 
Maryland men, so I am authorizing you to take what command staff you need, and with the enclosed sum of 
money, form a Regiment of Maryland militia on foot. I implore you to go about your preparations with all 
due haste, as we have little chance of predicting when the Confederate Army under Lee will make his next 
move. As the situation stands, you will meet up with the Army of the Potomac in June. I wish you good 
fortune in this endeavor, and I pray that your reports will carry good news.  
 
Sincerely, 
General Joseph Hooker 
 
 That was the letter that Wilbur Charleston had read a month ago, while staying in a 
boarding house in Annapolis with his officers. As he sat perusing the message again in his 
tent, with the hum of cicadas droning on from outside, he felt his heart sink to his gut, akin 
to how he felt when he first received the orders. The evening sunlight filtered through the 
cavas of the tent, bathing his cot and homely wooden desk in a pleasant, golden light, but his 
volunteers for the 1st Maryland Foot Militia were awaiting him outside. The tent flap 
opened, and the bushy eyebrows and mustache of Lt. Meyers asserted themselves with a 
salute.  

“The men are assembled and ready for you, sir.” Lt. Meyers was one of three regular 
Army officers that accompanied Charleston to assist in forming and training the regiment. 
His voice bore traces of his family’s past as Irish immigrants. 
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“Thank you Lieutenant, I’ll come shortly.”  Meyers was a good man; reliable and 
steadfast, and always knew when to apply his toughness to get men in order. He was the only 
member of Charleston’s command staff that he had known prior to this assignment.  

He heard a “whack” from outside, and the absconding voice of Meyers. “Stand up 
straight and get those shoulders back, lad!” 

Charleston quickly donned the rest of his uniform, attempting to appear as formal 
and professional as possible: he knew his scrawny form and soft, high voice was not bound 
to make astounding first impressions. Taking a deep breath, he pushed himself through the 
tent flap.  
 Outside, he was beholden to around 400 pairs of eyes, and some makeshift tents and 
piles of gear littering the dusty ground, surrounded by bright, greenish-yellow farmland. 
When his eyes adjusted, he saw Lt. Meyers, crop tucked under his arm, his blue uniform in 
stark contrast with two ragged rows of men, all clad in an assortment of greys, browns, tans, 
and greens.  

“Atten-shun!” The men’s heads shot up in an uneven ripple across the ranks, and 
they stopped fiddling with their newly-issued muskets. The butts of several hundred 
weapons hit the ground next to their owner’s feet in an unsynchronised chorus. Meyers 
narrowed his eyes and grimaced slightly.  

Charleston then addressed the Regiment. “At ease, gen’lmen.” There was a mass 
relaxation of posture and exhale of breath. “I’m Colonel Wilbur Charleston. I’ll be your 
commanding officer. This is Lt. Meyers, whom I believe has already made himself known. 
It’s good to see a healthy turnout of Maryland men today.” 

That was a lie: he was almost a hundred men short of a full-strength regiment.  
“Over the next few months,” he continued, “given hard work and dedication, I’m 

sure we will all come together as a splendid unit in this army. And I do mean to say there will 
be much hard work to be done. But you all are Marylanders, and given the past two years I 
am sure you are no strangers to work. As you all know, our State's position is a… precarious 
one, and things could be better. But, there's only one way to make it right, and that's why 
you all are here. We’ll start with the drills tomorrow; bright and early. For now, you just get 
your tents set up, and get supper. Dismissed.” 

The ranks of men fell apart, as the Regiment pitched their remaining tents, started 
fires, and began cooking. Charleston was sweating a good deal more than what was 
comfortable after addressing his men. Despite this, he called Meyers over to him. 

“Yessir?” 
“I want the first drills to be run early tomorrow morning. We’ve got two months to 

get these men ready to meet up with the Army. I know that’s not  great deal of time, but 
that’s what we’re given. If any regiment can do it, it will be a Maryland one.” 

“I’ll sort ‘em into shape. Is that all sir? 
“Yes, although for this evening, we should keep our eyes open and see what we can 

learn about these fellows.” 



	 50	

 Charleston meandered amongst the tents, fires, and clumps of men towards the 
canteen tent. It was their first night as a unit, and the men weren’t particularly talkative, so 
birds and insects in the fields could be heard over the crackle of fires and the clink of mess 
kits. The canteen was the largest tent in the encampment, and it was where the purser 
managed and distributed the supplies of the Regiment. Charleston knocked on the pole and 
entered. 

“Evenin’ sir.” 
Isaac Matthews, the purser, was a pale, bespectacled man with knotted black hair 

being held down by a ragged top-hat. He was also one of the officers who had come with 
Charleston from Annapolis.  

“Evenin’ Isaac. How’re the uniforms, do you have anything yet?” 
Last week, Charleston had asked Matthews to set about procuring some sort of 

uniform for the Regiment: as a militia unit, the 1st Maryland Foot would not be receiving 
much kit from the Army. Muskets, ammunition, and very basic mess kits were all that had 
been delivered.  Charleston had purchased infantry-style hats for the men out of his own 
pocket, but that was all he could afford with the off-duty pay on which he had been living.  

“All I’ve been able to get are some sheets of blue cotton. I doubt we’ll be able to do 
too much with it though.” 

“Have it cut up into sashes. These men should have some blue on them.” Charleston 
didn’t want men from his home state being too irregular, even if they were just a militia 
Regiment. 

“Yes sir, I’ll have some men get on it.” 
“Thank you Matthews, that will be all.”  
Charleston had heard plenty of horror stories of officers in the Army doing battle 

with uncooperative or greedy pursers, and he thanked God that Matthews was not one of 
these culprits as he returned to his tent. As the sun sunk below the fields and treelines, the 
spring peepers started up their nightly chorus, and Charleston sunk into his cot, letting sleep 
envelop him. 
 
 The next few weeks were taxing. Every morning, after the reverie, the muster would 
sound, and the men would fall in by company, wearing their blue caps and sashes, and with 
their muskets shouldered. Then the drills would occupy the rest of the day, forming a line 
from a column, column from line, firing by rank, honing skills with the bayonet, and quick-
marching around and around the fields, under the watchful eye of Charleston and the 
bellowing, hoarse voice of Meyers. In the evening, after the day’s process was complete, the 
Regiment would annihilate supper, and then collapse in their tent with a collective sigh of 
relief and exhaustion, to start the cycle anew.  Matters were going awfully well, Charleston 
thought to himself as he paced in front of his tent, enjoying the evening air. The men were 
talking, joking, and laughing more than before; proof that the regiment was coming together, 
at least somewhat. He trained his ears on a company of men sitting around a nearby 
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campfire, singing. He came very close to stumbling and gasping aloud upon hearing the 
lyrics: 
 

The despot's heel is on thy shore, 
Maryland! My Maryland! 
His torch is at thy temple door, 
Maryland! My Maryland! 
Avenge the patriotic gore 
That flecked the streets of Baltimore 
And be the battle queen of yore, 
Maryland! My Maryland! 

 
 Dumbfounded at hearing a Rebel song in a Union Regiment, his regiment, he got his 
thoughts in order, and began creeping along behind the tents of the camp, towards the 
group of offenders. His gawky frame was not suited to such stealth, however, and he soon 
tripped and stumbled over the wire of a tent-spike. He was able to regain his balance, but in 
so doing revealed himself to a few of the men. He reprimanded himself; that was not a 
graceful entry for an officer to make. Upon seeing him, the men on the outskirts of the fire 
silenced themselves, but others sang on, unawares.  

Charleston swallowed deeply, and then spoke, detesting the timid nature of his voice: 
“You men, hold there and stop what you’re doing!” 

Dead silence. 
Then a voice with a thick accent spoke up. “Yes Colonel, sir? How may I help you?” 

It took a moment for Charleston to discern the speaker amidst the lengthening shadows and 
the glare of the fire. 

“You then, come here.”  
He prayed as much authority into his voice as he could as the man stood up and 

sauntered over. “That's an audacious song to be singin’ in camp like this, not twenty paces 
from Old Glory. What’s your name?” 

“Stuart Shaw, sir. Private.” 
“Now what possessed you to start up that little tune? You can speak freely.” 
Shaw shrugged, and said nonchalantly: “We’re a Marylan’ Regiment, ain’t we, sir?” 
“You certainly know the treasonous message of that song, do you not? And what it 

implies towards the Union?” 
“Well, I… I mean.. Yessir, but some folks here, we’re fightin’ for our State first. 

We’re fightin’ for the war to end. Many of us have friends, and family in grey, and we just 
want to get this deal done. If the Union helps with that, that's fine, but I'm here for Marlyan’ 
first.” A few men around the fire murmured and nodded. 

Charleston pushed down his empathy for his fellow Marylanders, and hardened his 
voice into that of an officer.  “Well, your dedication to our State is inspiring, but you're in 
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the United States Army, and as long as that stands, you are expected- no, required, to comply 
with the regulations. Do I make myself clear, Private?” 

“Y-yessir.” 
Charleston looked over Shaw and the group of men. The entire Regiment was 

ragged, but these fellows exemplified the look. Most had a peculiar look in their eyes: tired, 
maybe, but weary seemed a better word. Charleston, in spite of himself, felt his heart go out 
to the Marylanders, who had no doubt fallen on hard times. They just wanted the war to 
end; so did he. Charleston’s family were merchants and shippers; an industry that flourished 
under the Union: these men were farmers, watermen, hunters, who lived in the backwoods 
of Maryland scraping together a living. Maybe they didn’t owe much to the Union. A small, 
nagging part of his consciousness told Charleston that his sentimentality was getting ahead 
of him, and to get back to forming a body of troops. But moreover, he was well aware of the 
fact that as fellow Marylanders, they would be adverse to any sentiments of pity. Many 
officers would have flogged this group of men from around the campfire, but Charleston 
had to have faith that his statesmen could turn out to be soldiers without resorting to the 
lash. He hoped his stern reprimand, and a word to Lt. Meyers to watch this group would be 
sufficient.  

Charleston retired to his own tent, gnawed on a hunk of salt beef, and picked 
through a wooden bowl of pea soup. There were obviously some obstacles that the 1st Foot 
Militia had to overcome. Having a body of men question the nation for which they fought 
was never opportune in a situation such as this. He hoped to tackle these issues without the 
lash, and that would require improvisation. But at least they were all Maryland men, and 
Charleston knew he would had to capitalize on this fact.  
 

 The yellow-orange and black flag with its diagonal checkers fluttered in the breeze, 
and the bright sun shone through both this banner and the Stars and Stripes that flew beside 
it. It seemed at home, surrounded by golden fields, green lines of trees, and with little rivers 
and the Chesapeake off in the distance. Charleston thought of his lovely little tent-desk, sold 
last week, and now probably lying in a warehouse in town, its loss paying for these new 
“regimental colours”. Meyers, striding over in his usual, purposeful stride, saluted, and stared 
at the flag. 

“Well, I don’t think I would have thought of that. Good idea, setting up the Calvert 
Arms, sir, if I may say so.” 

“Yes, thank you, Lieutenant. We have a little more than a month before we meet up 
with the Army of the Potomac. I’d like to do a review after breakfast. Get the bugles and 
drummers ready.” 

“Yes sir.” 
With the passing of a few minutes, the rolling drum beat commenced, and the bugle 

sounded its reverie. A notable difference was to be observed from the Regiment of over one 
month prior. The men briskly trotted into place, forming even lines across the bare ground, 
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which was trampled lifeless by weeks of drill. Charleston drifted over to the right of the line 
as it was forming, where he knew he would find Shaw’s company.  There they were, slightly 
behind the rest of the Regiment. Charleston strode a few paces closer. Shaw and a few 
others were now aware of their officer’s presence, and briefly glared at their tardy comrades. 
Meyers had accompanied his Colonel to this section of the line, and he wrung his crop in his 
hands. Charleston gave him the slightest gesture to stand down, and the Lt. complied.  
 

The men in Shaw’s company, visibly affected by an officer’s surveillance, began to 
lose order, and what semblance of formation they were gaining was losing its hold. It was in 
this fraction of a moment when Shaw could be seen, hurriedly guiding his men into position, 
giving a younger soldier a sharp nudge into place and a near-silent reprimand, pushing 
another fellow into line to his right, and knocking the boots of a comrade back into line with 
the butt of his musket. Finally, after all the men around him were accounted for, he came to 
attention, and assumed the same posture as the rest of the Regiment. But Meyers could no 
longer restrain his agitation at the delay. His barking voice accompanied a swift stride 
forward as he shot from Charleston’s side: 

“Dammit man, I won’t tolerate tardiness! D’you think this is a Sunday stroll?! The 
rest of the Regiment ought-” 

“That’ll be all Lieutenant!”  
Meyers shot back upright, stared in brief astonishment at the Colonel, then saluted 

briefly, stepping back to Charleston’s side. A few voices among the Regiment murmured, 
and heads were bobbing in conversation. Charleston now realized he had a disciplinary 
conundrum on his hands; he had allowed a breach of order during muster, and the two 
highest-ranking officers had expressed a conflict of opinion in front of the entire body of 
troops. His heart was pounding; he had to rectify the situation. He only had a moment to 
will the command into his voice before shouting: 

“Atten-shun! Quiet, you men, quiet!” The voice seemed to belong to someone else, 
other than soft-spoken Wilbur Charleston. “Lieutenant! Get these men in a column and start 
‘em up on tour.” 

The men formed up into a column, preparing to march at the double-quick around 
the fields, through the trees, and out to the waterfront where massed practice volleys could 
be fired. There was almost total silence, save for the tramp of feet, clinking of canteens, and 
the occasional bustle of muskets being hoisted up to shoulder. The flag-bearers came to take 
the Stars and Stripes and the Calvert Arms to the head of the Regiment. The afternoon was a 
fairly good show, for a militia regiment at least, but Charleston did notice Meyers being 
slightly harsher than normal, and some of the men, especially in Shaw’s company, seemed to 
notice, and this atmosphere was reflected in a bit more stumbles and mishaps than usual. 
This apparent disjointment was, to Charleston’s eyes, what was keeping the Regiment from 
coming full circle. 
 



	 54	

 It was safe to say the tent was emptier now, as Charleston sat on a log, elbows on his 
knees, hands clasped together. A knock made itself known.  “Enter.” 

Lt. Meyers ducked into the tent, then immediately reassumed his rigid parade-
posture, standing before Charleston as if under review.  

“You ordered me here, sir?” 
“Yes, Lieutenant. We’ll be moving out soon, as you know, and I’d like to have your 

assessment on the readiness of the Regiment, please.” 
A dark, bushy eyebrow raised.  “Well sir, I was hoping you would ask me that. I’m 

sure you’re aware of the lot that I have problems with.” 
“Shaw’s company, correct?” 
“Yessir. They sound a lot like Rebs, sir, I can’t say I like it. Takes all I got, to spare 

e’em the crop.”  
Meyers, a second-generation Irish Immigrant, had his entire family in Baltimore, 

working in factories and warehouses. After the disastrous Potato Famine, his family were 
more than eager to put the world of agriculture behind them, and integrate into newer, 
Northern society. As such, they were strongly pro-Union, and this, coupled with Meyer’s 
stern temperament, resulted in very little tolerance for what he saw as Southern-esque 
dissent in the Regiment.  

“I understand you, Lieutenant. But it’s too late to lose a company out of this 
Regiment; we need the men. And something tells me, that Shaw is actually a decent fellow. 
We need to give him the chance. These conflicts are nothing new to Maryland. I want you to 
have patience with this man, as much as you can manage. And keep me informed, if you 
please. And try to take care of yourself, too.” 

“Yes sir, I reckon I will.” 
The Lieutenant saluted, and was gone. 
That was in the classification of a “longer” response from Meyers, and Charleston 

was satisfied. He had faith in Meyers: there was scarcely a better man to get a body of troops 
into shape, and hopefully now he would try to appreciate the nuances of the Nation’s, and 
the State’s, current predicament.  
 

 Charleston unsheathed his sword, which he had donned for the first time since 
saluting his officers while departing Annapolis. It felt like a lifetime ago.  He briefly turned 
about, so to see the First Maryland Foot Militia in column, a mass of browns, greys, tans and 
greens, adorned in their blue caps and sashes, waiting behind the Colour Guard, bearing 
aloft the Calvert Arms and the American Flag. They were departing at last: the column was 
about to march over and out of the trampled ground, the results of their two months of 
living and training.  

Charleston lifted his sword to the sound of Meyers shouting:  “Regiment, forward at 
the full step, march!” 
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The drums began their rolling beat, interspersed with the music of the fife, and the 
sound of four-hundred pairs of boots tramping along. They were heading westward: to Kent 
Island, the Bay-ferry, Annapolis, and beyond. The golden-green fields and trees and streams 
gave way to the little wharves and quays of Kent Island, then they to the easy roll of the 
ferry, across the blue expanse of the Bay, with dozens of white sails dotting the channels. 
Then the deck gave way to the cobbled streets and old houses and stately buildings of 
Annapolis, which yielded to the rolling hills and pastures, and stonewalls of Western 
Maryland.  
 

The drum went onward, and so did the feet: as much as Charleston desired for 
himself to sink into the subconscious state of marching along, he simply could not. Although 
Maryland had been his home for his entire life, he could never grow tired of what he saw as 
its many splendours. The treelines on either side of the beaten dirt road were suddenly 
stopped by a picket fence, and land clearance with a path a little ways down the road leading 
to a stately white farmhouse, on a picturesque knoll of land. Although Charleston noticed 
the lack of slaves or farmhands in the fields, the closed-up barn, and the lack of smoke from 
the chimneys or the kitchen-house, he initially thought nothing of it. That was, until, a 
sizeable row of grey-clad men rose from behind a white fence nearest from the house, and 
began quickly making their way across the fields; crouched low, with muskets in their hands. 
Charleston then saw what appeared to be an officer, on horseback, emerge from behind the 
farmhouse, flashing sabre in hand. His heart almost leapt to his throat: he had been 
ambushed. 
 There was no time to be wasted in calling a formal stop to the Regiment; Charleston 
spun around, and now he didn’t have to muster a yell: one left his mouth out of adrenaline 
and fear. “Regiment, halt, Halt! Right face, form up, rank of three!” 

Meyer’s echoed the order: “Right face, rank of three!” 
 There was a burst of chatter from the column, and some men stepped out of place in 
an attempt to see what was transpiring. The Regiment was falling out of order, and the 
drummer boy was standing, somewhat dazed, without a note coming from his drum. All the 
while their assailants were gaining ground. 

“Order in the ranks!” Charleston yelled. 
The drummer then snapped back to reality, and started tapping out a beat, “Call to 

Battle” that restored some order as the men got a handle on the situation. A line of men 
three deep was formed along the rough picket fence, but it took longer than Charleston 
would have liked, for not a second after this was done, the first shots were fired from the 
Confederate skirmishers in the field--a crack! crack!--and a few feet down the line, there was 
the gut-wrenching sound of a bullet hitting flesh, and the clatter of gear as a man fell to the 
ground. Charleston realized the skirmishers must have a few rifles among them, and that 
those weapons out-ranged the smoothbore muskets that his regiment was issued.  

“Get down men, down!” 
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This order was echoed, and the line of men dropped to their knees, taking advantage 
of what shelter the picket fence and the mounds of earth around it could offer. Charleston 
would have to wait until his enemy closed in before delivering a volley. He crawled up to a 
fence-post obscured by a clump of grass to observe his foe. The rifles were still firing away, 
and the musket-men were in range, and preparing a volley. The rattle of their discharge was 
immediately followed by the crack of musket-balls striking the wood fence, and dull thuds as 
they buried themselves in the ground. Behind him the ranks of men were finishing the 
process of loading their weapons.  Charleston caught sight of the flash of ramrods being 
drawn from their sockets: the enemy was reloading, and he now had a gap. 

“Up!” 
The line stood up once more in a ripple of glinting muskets. 
“Volley fire, by rank! First rank make ready!” 
Muskets were levelled over the fence and across the field. 
“Fire!” 
There was a ripple of smoke and thunder as the first rank fired, and several of the 

Confederates crumpled into the tall grass of the field. Their comrades would issue a reply 
very soon. Charleston had to get off at least one more volley. 

“Second rank, make ready!” 
A heartbeat passed as the first rank dropped to their knees, and the men behind 

them levelled their muskets.  
“Fire-” 
Two tremendous crashes at once, as both sides let loose a volley. The rattle and 

crack of the muskets was interspersed with more sickening thuds, and the occasional wail of 
a wounded man would start up from one side or another. So it continued for two, maybe 
three volleys more; Charleston lost count in the smoke and din. But, he realized, volley-firing 
was not delivering against foes spread out in a field. With the passage of time, the Regiment 
would be whittled to death by the constant skirmishing. 

“Lieutenant Meyers!” 
“Yessir?” The man came trotting up through the smoke. 
“Get the men back down in the road, save for two companies, who I will spread out 

along this fence. You will bring the rest of the men, at the double-quick, down the road and 
around to left, on down the lane to the farmhouse. From there we’ll try to flush them out 
from two sides. Get on, then!” 

“Yes sir, will do!” 
Meyers then turned to the men, hollering orders, and the bulk of the regiment was 

soon jogging off down the road to the farmhouse’s lane. Charleston turned to his two 
remaining companies, and saw Stuart Shaw standing before him, awaiting orders. 
 Charleston had no time to ponder doubts about his men. He set Shaw and each of 
his fellows a few paces apart on the fence, with orders to keep firing. And so sporadic shots 
rang out across the field, each side hunkered low in the grasses, or behind the picket fence, 
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taking potshots. It passed this way for some time until far to his left, along the path to the 
farmhouse, there was a rattle of muskets and a cloud of smoke; and from it emerged the rest 
of the Regiment, pushing hard against the Confederate flank. The enemy skirmishers, now 
caught between the two Union lines, resolved to make a push against Charleston’s fewer 
number of spread-out men to escape the line under Meyers. And so Charleston saw the grey 
coats jog forward again, and fire at very close range, bringing down several of the men 
nearby. It may have been an error to leave himself with so few men; Charleston swore under 
his breath at himself. Nonetheless, he couldn’t let the Rebels get past his line.  

“Keep up the firing men, don’t stop! Keep firing!” 
He could feel the tension in the air gather as the men under his command hastily 

loaded, fired, and reloaded; all the while the enemy was drawing nearer. It was a close-range 
thing now, and Charleston had drawn his revolver and was taking a few shots. He caught a 
glimpse of shining bayonets, seconds before his heart skipped a beat upon hearing the 
infamous “Rebel Yell.” 

They were getting desperate, and were attempting to force Charleston out by the 
bayonet. The private next to him swore, dropped back from the fence, and had begun 
starting off down the road. Charleston had whirled around, and was about to shout, when 
the deserter was tackled by Shaw, and slammed back against the fence, dazed. Shaw looked 
up and met the Colonel’s gaze, and Charleston gave a nod of thanks. The other men, 
compelled by this example, stood to their posts and kept up the firing.  

Moments later, the first Confederates were over the fence, grappling with the men of 
the Maryland Militia. Combat with the bayonet was often especially gruesome, and many 
militia units didn’t have the mindset to endure a prolonged melee. But Charleston only had 
to hold them long enough for Meyers and the rest of the Regiment to come up from behind. 
Charleston was up at the front, firing with his pistol, when to the left of him, he saw one of 
his men was finishing loading his weapon. When the man levelled the musket and pulled the 
trigger, an explosion erupted from the flash-pan, into the man’s face, killing him instantly. 
Charleston, after standing dumbfounded for a fraction of a second, remembered what he 
had heard about cases like this. Some men, especially in this War, simply “lost it,” when the 
men he was facing were other Americans; maybe even friends or relatives. There were 
reports of traumatized men going through the steps of loading a musket two, maybe even 
three times before firing, only to have their overloaded weapon detonate in their hands. 
Charleston was horrified to have it occur to one of the men from his own Regiment. It still 
occupied his mind when he was desperately grappling a bayonet-wielding Confederate with 
his sword, when he saw Shaw, tears streaming down his gaunt face, bury his bayonet into a 
Rebel with “6th Maryland” sewn onto the shoulder of his jacket. It was still in his mind 
when through the smoke, he saw the Calvert Arms and the Stars and Stripes come up from 
behind the enemy, and his own blue-capped and sashed men put the Confederates to rout.  

Charleston had received warning about the skirmishing party by an Army courier 
along the road two days after having repelled it. Apparently the Confederates were rapidly 
mastering guerilla warfare tactics such as these, and it was becoming a hindrance to many 
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Union forces while they were on the march. He had promoted Shaw to First Sergeant for his 
actions at the Farm, and thankfully Meyers seemed to agree that he warranted it as 
well.  Charleston told himself would also mention Meyers’ admirable performance in the 
battle in later reports. Two days later and several miles farther into Northwestern Maryland, 
another courier appeared, telling that battle had been joined, between the Army of the 
Potomac, now under the command of General Meade, and the Confederate Army, under 
General Lee. His regiment was to make all haste Northwards towards the little town of 
Gettysburg, Pennsylvania. Charleston turned to his Regiment, still in marching-column, 
which had already marched across one State, and would now have to go further.  

“Lt. Meyers, we’re turning North. It’s a little ways more to push the men, so we’ll 
have to pace them. It will take about two days, and we’ll have to get the Regiment up early in 
the mornings, and stop late in the evenings. Rest them for a time here, and we’ll get going 
again after twenty or thirty minutes.” 

With a collective groan, the Regiment dispersed onto the side of the road, and began 
eating and drinking voraciously. The usual chatter was absent: word had spread of the hard 
two-days march ahead. After a few blessed minutes of reprieve, the omniscient drum roll 
started up again, and the Regiment shambled back into column, and started off again.  Now, 
Charleston’s fatigue overcame his usual curiosity and perceptiveness. His weariness allowed 
him to slip into the dull, mindless rhythm of marching. They were near the Maryland-
Pennsylvania border, amongst the hills and valleys, and small boroughs. Two long days of 
plodding along the dirt roads, with desperate attempts to snatch sleep before picking up the 
pace again. Onwards and onwards, until, in the evening light, when Charleston reached the 
crest of that last hill, his limbs and joints screaming in protest, he finally saw it: the valley 
filled with two vast expanses of tents, divided by a small town and vast swathes fields and 
terrain that had evidently been recent battlefields.  

The Regiment made its way down into the vale, through the camp of the Army of 
the Potomac. The troops there were tired as well; Charleston was told that he had arrived at 
the close of the battle’s second day; there had been heavy casualties on both sides, and the 
Union lines were on the defensive, curled around defensive terrain in the shape of a fish-
hook. The bulk of the Army was positioned along a ridge, which ran between two knots of 
hills.  But now, in the evening, the fighting had ceased, and the combatants sat around the 
campfire: eating, resting, maintaining their equipment. Charleston’s Regiment was lead to an 
open spot amongst the camps, where the men unceremoniously fell out of ranks, and 
collapsed into the fields, few even bothering to set up their tents. But Charleston could not 
rest. He was summoned to the command tent of General Slocum, who was in command of 
the Northern flank of the Union Army, which was curled around a knoll that was called 
Culp’s Hill.  
 

Henry Slocum was a younger fellow, only slightly older than Charleston himself. He 
had been the youngest man in the nation to attain the rank of Major General, and was a 
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scrawny, but a lively man, well-suited to actively safeguard the flank of the Army of the 
Potomac.  

“Good evening, Colonel. I’m glad you could join us.” 
Charleston saluted. “Thank you sir.” 
“As you have probably perceived by now, we are the flank of the Army, and under 

the watch of a good number of opposing regiments. Tomorrow we will probably have the 
delight of entertaining a good deal of them. I’m sorry to throw you into this mess as soon as 
you’ve arrived, but we will have need of you. What is the state of your Regiment?” 

“The men are tired, sir. We had quite an episode on the way here: Rebel guerillas hit 
us a day outside of Annapolis; as I’ve heard, they’ve become an issue in the Border States. 
Light-to-Moderate casualties, and the men are resting now.” 

“Well Colonel, I commend you for repelling that raid with a militia regiment, in 
marching order, at that. But I can’t spare you tomorrow, so you’ll have to rest up your men 
tonight, and in the morning I’ll put you behind the First Maryland Regulars.”  

Ironic, Charleston thought, that the First Maryland had been the Regiment that he 
had been refused command of not a few months ago. But at least he would be fighting 
alongside fellow Marylanders. 

“Yes sir. I will make sure we’re in place by morning.” 
“Very good, Colonel, best of luck.” 

 
 Back with the Regiment, Charleston now saw that several campfires had been 
pitched, and groups of men were, to his surprise, singing. Shaw had by now introduced more 
tasteful music to his company, which was belting out “Battle Cry of Freedom.” If the joyous 
singing wasn’t enough of a shock on its own, Charleston observed that Meyers was in the 
same knot of men as Shaw, his booming Irish voice contributing to the chorus. This War 
had made men into strange creatures. Charleston shambled to the outskirts of his Regiment’s 
camp, and, not bothering to set up a tent, wrapped himself in in blankets and tent canvas as 
sleep overcame him.  
 
 As a grey, Appalachian sunrise peaked over the surrounding mountains, and the Fife 
and Drum reverie erupted into music, the Regiment was jerked awake, and into line. In spite 
of himself, Charleston found himself in his head reciting a snatch of the lyrics from 
“Maryland my Maryland”: 

I hear the distant thunder hum, 
The Old-line bugle, fife and drum, 
Maryland, my Maryland. 

The lyrics referred to Maryland’s proud infantry tradition: the first professional Line infantry 
in the United States had come from Maryland, and in his consciousness, Charleston had a 
deep desire to do that heritage justice. He was certain at least some of his men did, as well. 
The entire flank of the Union Army was forming up behind the breastworks surrounding 
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Culp’s Hill, and the First Maryland Foot Militia spread themselves along in a thin line behind 
the Maryland and New York Regiments that they had been assigned to support.  
 

Charleston had been adamant on having the Calvert Arms in a place where they 
would be visible to friend and foe, and the splendid banner did not disappoint with its 
checkers fluttering against the dawn. The tranquil morning was then suddenly and violently 
superseded by the fury of an ensuing cannonade. Shot and shell shrieked overhead, sending 
pillars of dirt, smoke, or worse soaring upwards. Charleston knew this barrage would be 
followed up by a massed infantry attack; the great charge that would be the Confederate 
Army’s final bid for victory.  Meyers’ voice rose up amongst the din: 

“Steady men, steady: you’re the Old Line, dammit! Hold fast!” 
This roused a ragged cheer from the Regiment, and also, from the 1st Maryland 

deployed nearby. Somewhere in that line of blue coats was the man that had been chosen to 
lead in Charleston’s stead. But there was no resentment in his heart: this was the field of 
battle, and everyone with a musket pointed at the enemy was a true friend. Charleston’s eyes 
drifted outwards, through the light brush, and across the little rocky creek to the treeline. 
And there they were. Thousands of grey, tan, and brown jackets, and flashing weapons 
emerged from the forest, battle-flags flying. The tension amongst the defenders was 
palpable. The Confederates started out from the trees and across the creek at a slow pace, 
but this was hastened once they reached the nearer bank to the Union line. Their drums 
could now be heard tapping out notes, goading the men onwards.  
 The Rebels were coming at the double-quick now, but their companies were still 
maintained in coherent order. They would be in range shortly: the First Maryland and the 
New York regiments levelled their muskets at the shout of their officers. It was brilliant to 
see well-drilled, professional soldiers deliver a volley. The shots were deafening: multiple 
Regiments, widened out to their full number, discharging at once. The foremost men of the 
Confederate advance fell to the ground like a wave crashing onto the shore, but their 
comrades came onwards despite the hail of lead hurtling towards them. Charleston’s 
Regiment had not fired yet: their task was to support the main line, and move up if the first 
layer of defence wavered. As the Rebel push continued, drums, fifes, guns, and shouts rang 
out in a monstrous cacophony: the din of battle. The attackers were returning fire now, and 
men along the Union line were beginning to drop.  

The “fortifications” had been hastily assembled the day before, and could not be 
counted on to defend against a great volume of shot. Although the Maryland and New York 
men at the front continued pouring fire into the attackers, the advance was gaining ground; 
more and more shots flew into the defenders as the range decreased. As time crept by, the 
Confederates edged closer, despite the losses that were being inflicted upon them. 
Charleston could begin to see their ranks clearly now, with officers running before their 
men, waving their swords and rallying them forwards. It was a remarkable show of courage. 
But with this decrease in range, the Confederates were able to use their numbers to pour 
volleys into the Union defenders: losses were mounting. Far to his left, Charleston noticed a 
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tide of grey crash into the breastworks; bayonets were flashing as they clashed with the 
defenders. He had scarcely returned his attention to the battle in front of him, when the 
Confederate charge had vaulted the defenses, and were fiercely facing down the First 
Maryland. The Rebel battle-flag was accompanied by a red and white flag with “3rd 
Maryland” embroidered on it. The melee was between fellow Marylanders.  

“Colonel Charleston, get your Regiment up there, now! Advance!”   
The call to action had come. The Maryland Militia had to advance into the melee. 

Charleston steeled himself.  “1st Militia, Charge, Bayonets!” 
The bright steel bayonets were levelled by the front rank of the Regiment in a 

brilliant wave of silver, as the men faced the dusty, bloody din ahead of them. 
“Forward, at the double quick!” 
“Forward, double-quick!” Meyers had echoed the order. 
The regiment picked up speed. Charleston heard the voices of Meyers, and Shaw 

goading the men onwards. The drum was beating, the fife squealing. The men were jogging 
now. The Calvert Arms and the Stars and Stripes were waving wildly in the breeze as they 
were borne towards the fray. Charleston waved his sword over his head, yelling to his men: 

“Charge! Charge! Charge!” 
The men surged forward, into the smoke, to the sound of yells and the rattling of 

muskets being fired. Their dull clothing blended in with the smoke, but their blue caps and 
sashes stood out, as the Marylanders flung themselves into the fight. The Regiment that they 
were supporting, the 1st Maryland Eastern Shore Infantry, had suffered at the hands of the 
Confederate 6th Maryland, but the remnants charged into the melee with Charleston’s men. 
It was a spectacle that Charleston would never forget, and hoped to never relive. 
Marylanders on either side were grappling with each other, with bayonets, the butts of 
muskets, and even bare fists, to the tune of almost unearthly shouts and yells. Charleston 
was fighting almost atop the breastworks now: the charge had carried him and his men deep 
into the ranks of the advancing Confederates. Charleston levelled his revolver and fired. A 
Confederate, no, a Marylander, fell cold and dead five feet before him.  

“To the earthworks men, push them back!” 
His men surged forward, retaking the battlement, friend and foe falling to shot and 

bayonet. From there they fired a ragged volley, from which one of the victims was the 
Confederate flag-bearer; the Red and White flag with its gold “6th Maryland” lettering fell 
abruptly to the dirt. A man who appeared to be an officer sprinted over to it, and raised it 
back aloft, and defiantly fired his revolver at Charleston. The shot hit home in his upper 
shoulder, a shot of sharp, horrible pain. The next moment, Shaw and Meyers were at his 
side, for the Confederates were making one last push. Charleston fought the blackness that 
was threatening to engulf his vision, while desperately fighting with his sword along Meyers 
and Shaw. The struggle went on for a period of time that was only remembered by 
Charleston as a length of black, bloody fighting at arm’s length. The din was pierced by the 
shrill notes of retreat being sounded from a Rebel bugle, and the mobs of men finally 
separated. Charleston leaned against the remnants of the Union’s defensive barricade, and 
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looked around him at the exhausted men that remained of his Regiment. A noise rose up 
from them, unlike anything else heard before or afterwards by men that fought that day. It 
was in part a ragged cheer, and another part despairing wail. The Maryland Regiment had 
held the line. 
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Selah McDonald 
 

Breaking Free 
Editor ’s  Note :  Trigger  warning for  br ie f  ment ion o f  physi cal  and verbal  abuse .  

 
She had never gone outside.  
Her skin had never seen the sunlight and her brown eyes were sad, her sorrow so 

deep that it seemed you might drown in it.   
She was raised by a family with no relation to her, little more than a slave from the 

day they had found her. But she was strong. She would endure. 
She didn’t cry when they attacked her verbally, harsh words stinging like saltwater on 

an open wound.  
She didn’t flee when they attacked her physically, heavy blows shaking her thin, 

delicate frame.  
She never let them see that they had gotten to her.  
But she cried afterwards, in the relative peace of her small, hard cot, fled far into the 

deep recesses of her mind. And she promised herself that, one day, she would escape and fly 
far away, where they couldn’t find her. 

And one night, looking up at the sliver of moon that showed through the window of 
her tiny room, she knew that it was time.  

She crept, light and shadowy as a wraith, up the stairs of the basement where she 
slept. She rested her hand lightly on the knob of the closed door, testing it gently. As usual, it 
was locked, but the small piece of wood she had placed by the doorjamb had prevented the 
door closing when it was shut. She pushed the door open, its hinges emitting a high-pitched 
squeal that seemed louder than anything she’d heard before. She froze, waiting for someone 
to come and investigate the noise, until she realized that everyone was still asleep. Then she 
eased the door open a little more, and then another bit, until the crack was just wide enough 
for her to slip through.  

She was thin almost to the point of emaciation, for she was fed only the scraps that 
had been discarded from the table, and of those there were not many. But the food was 
enough to keep the gnawing in her stomach down to an ache, enough to feed the fire 
burning within her, the steely, determined fire that drove her mind on when her limbs gave 
out.  
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She took nothing but the clothes on her back, for she did not want to be indebted to 
the family for anything. She slipped past the room where the man and his wife slept, wincing 
every time the floorboards creaked beneath her feet. Her heart pounded furiously when the 
door to the son’s room opened. He walked out, bleary-eyed from sleep, rubbing his bristly 
chin with one hand as he looked around the hallway.  

She froze against the wall, pulse thumping as his gaze turned in her direction. But the 
glance he threw her way was brief, for he had already started towards the bathroom. Letting 
out a soundless sigh of relief, she continued along the hallway, passing on light toes by the 
closed door of the bathroom, where the light that escaped was cast into sharp relief by the 
thick shadows surrounding it.  

She pressed herself against the lampstand by the front door as the son exited the 
bathroom. Instead of returning to his bedroom, he walked down the hallway, towards the 
kitchen. Silently the girl cursed herself for not shutting the basement door, for the son would 
surely see it if he entered the kitchen. The cry that followed echoed down the hall to the 
girl’s waiting ears, confirming her suspicion.  

She threw herself towards the door, unlocking it as the door to the bedchamber of 
the man and his wife banged open. She heard footsteps rushing towards her as she opened 
the door, but she was already gone, swallowed up by the cool night. Shouts and angry threats 
chased her down the street, but she knew the family would not follow her and risk their 
reputation. They would not send the police after her, for to do that would be to reveal that 
they had been keeping a girl as their slave, and being sent to jail would do much more 
damage to their reputation than a nighttime chase through the city’s streets. 

A couple of streets down she slowed her pace, moving at a fast walk while being 
careful not to attract undue attention to herself. She didn’t know where she was going but 
she didn’t care, as long as the path she took put as much distance between her and that place 
as possible.  

She walked until dawn and, when the sun rose, seated herself against a dirty wall. 
Tired, she closed her eyes, legs sore from the miles she had walked. Slowly, she fell into a 
light sleep. 

A tap on her shoulder awoke her and she found herself looking into the blue eyes of 
a boy who, she guessed, was a couple of years older than her.  

“What do you want?” she asked him warily, muscles tensed in case he proved to be 
unfriendly. But something about him reminded her of a slim shade of nearly-forgotten 
memory, a young boy with a kind, laughing face.  

“I just wanted to let you know that sleeping here might not be the best idea.” He 
gestured around at the other homeless, most of whom were male, running the other hand 
through his shaggy strawberry-blonde hair. “I’m Sean, by the way. What’s your name?” 

“I don’t know,” she said simply. “I was never called anything but ‘girl’ back where I 
came from.” There was no bitterness in her tone, just acceptance of the fact.  

“And where did you come from?” Sean inquired.  
She studied him suspiciously. “You’re a nosy one, aren’t you?”  
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Sean grinned easily. “Always have been. I didn’t mean to pry, though.” His words 
seemed sincere enough, and she was tempted to believe him.  

“It’s fine,” she said tersely. “Thanks for the warning.” 
Sean studied her, blue eyes thoughtful. “I live nearby, if you’d like to get some safe 

rest.”  
“Why should I trust you?” She demanded bluntly.  
“Because I was once in your position, and I know I would have appreciated someone 

offering me a place to stay.” Sean’s reply was just as brusque. 
She stared at him for a long time, dark eyes flitting over every aspect of his features. 

Finally, she asked “Do you live alone?” 
The corners of Sean’s eyes crinkled, as if in approval of her query. “No. I have a 

younger sister, Amara. She’s eight, and sometimes the most annoying thing in the world, but 
the rest of the time she’s pretty adorable.”  

That last comment was what decided her mind, for better or worse. 
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Gerard Sarnat 
 

Fog 
Just zonks before dawn 

now putting down my bong 
 

fawning doe plus tiny tiny fawn 
still in picture window swamp, a faun 

 
whispers what donned, When on lawns 
of fond humans, till baby’s put on brawn 

 
then begins to romp, you stay close to Mom. 

Do not ever listen to their siren songs.	
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