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INTRODUCTION

 We often describe our lives in seasonal 
terms: we’re in a “spring” mood, or we may be 
“winter” Christians. Whether we admit it or not, the 
natural world has power over us, and we are part of 
the living and dying of the world. We also frame it in 
human terms. We read rich symbolism into the de-
light of April wildflowers and the cold, dismal rain 
of a West Texas December. As Joan Didion says, “We 
tell ourselves stories in order to live.”
 In categorizing the art of Abilene Chris-
tian University, we have attempted to draw out the 
rhythm of the seasons. We begin not only with the 
start of the academic year, but with a progression 
that begins with dying and ends in resurrection. 
Fall is a time of great color and beauty but also of 
sadness, melancholy, and nostalgia; it stirs in us the 
joy of harvest but also the pain of something ending. 
Our selections match this beauty and hint at the 
edge of winter.
 Winter is cold, short, and sparse, and so our 
winter works are evocative of pain but also of sim-
plicity and thoughtfulness. In the spring, our art 
comes back to life: the world is new, fresh, thriving, 
even though it never quite loses the bite of winter. In 
the summer, everything comes to fruition: our selec-
tions here are airy, free, and passionate, while also 
suggesting the harsh, dry potential of West Texas.
 This volume is our effort to read this sea-
sonal symbolism backwards, to characterize our 
attempts to make sense of the world by the rhythms 
that we all go through. Fall dies into winter, winter is 
reborn into spring, and spring emerges full-grown 
into summer. So do we. Our lives ebb and flow, and 
we find meaning in the hard and beautiful moments 
along the way.
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Waylessness
Emily Waller

Manna

Nathan Jowers

I had no one to teach me the name of flowers.
Cyphers of birdsong descend thick and sickly 

around my head, opaque as syrup. Tell me, Mary,
who’s a Red-bird? Can the Grackle sing?

Adam in the alien cornucopia executed
a ministry to name the trees. His tongue 

baptized his eyes, gave distinction to a thousand saps.
To me trees are soundless, plumb lines frayed 

against the mad arc of a tilted sky. Maybe
white trunks are ghosts of pure brightness;

lightning casting shadow so fractured and abrupt
the name of static is struck on every veiny leaf.   
 
From earth the flowers fissure like radial LEDs,
they broadcast a color without substance, DNA, 

family or formal name. My whole world
is daily a green and rotting “manna” fallen

from a wordless dark. It presses on me
with a fury of unknowns. Inscrutables.
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Thunder Echoes Away

Magda Rodríguez

 The newspaper arrived in the morning just like 
every other day, except this day wasn’t as bright for this 
northern corner of México. Eliza still wasn’t used to 
picking up the newspaper. She had refused at first and 
made sure to tell Octavio that she would buy him a dog to 
do it instead, but she gave in, since the newspaper wasn’t 
the point. The psychiatrist said it would be good for her 
to have a responsibility in the morning to get her out of 
bed, but she hadn’t felt the impact of picking up a bundled 
piece of paper and doubted this chore was actually going 
to help her. It just gave her more time to think. 
 She lingered a bit by the door frame and took in the 
darkening sky to the west of her view. The billowing clouds 
were slowly eating away at the brightening morning sky. The 
sheets of distant rain brought shades of gray down to the 
houses of the far-off neighborhoods. Eliza looked down at her 
wristwatch, but it was facing the wrong way. She would have 
gotten it resized, but Octavio kept hoping she would regain 
some weight. She noticed how pronounced her wrist bone had 
become; perhaps it wouldn’t be such a bad thing to regain a bit 
of weight. She heard thunder. It was about an hour away. 
 She felt tears forming, but she didn’t let herself cry, 
at least not now. She turned back into the house. Octavio 
hadn’t turned on any of the lights, as he still worried too 
much about bills, out of habit rather than circumstance. 
The smell of coffee told her that he was in the kitchen. 
 She grabbed the paper. Lightning jumped from 
cloud to cloud; inching closer toward her and her home. Oc-
tavio was right about not being able to continue the demo-
lition of the building today as planned, so there went Octa-
vio’s plan to take her out of the house today, since it was the 
two-year anniversary of Nicolas’ death. October the 17th, no 
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matter the weather, was always just a bit grayer. She closed 
the door and headed to the back of the house.
 She found Octavio counting the tortillas to start 
warming them up. He flipped a tortilla onto the griddle. 
“Do we want three today?”
 She hadn’t eaten that many in one sitting for two 
years. “Sure. Just heat one less for yourself, just in case I 
can’t finish all three.”
 Octavio didn’t put any tortillas back. He must have 
known her answer. She held the rolled newspaper up to him.
 “Anything interesting today?” He pinched a corner 
of the tortilla and missed it by a little. He burnt a tip of his 
finger. He shook it and immediately placed it in his mouth.
 “I haven’t opened it yet.” She moved him over and 
took over heating up the rest that he had taken out. He 
wasn’t used to helping her in the kitchen, although he had 
always wanted to flip tortillas without the spatula. 
 She watched him retrieve the eggs and ham from 
the fridge. She wouldn’t have to help him there. He could 
always make eggs well and probably better than she could. 
When he used to make omelets, he would impress the kids 
by flipping it over the pan dramatically. It had always made 
Nicolas laugh when Octavio dramatically opened his eyes 
and mouth right before he flipped it to increase the ten-
sion of where the egg would fall. They had imagined that 
Nicolas would grow out of it after his toddler years, but Oc-
tavio could get a grin from him even right before he left for 
college. Michael and Oliva, on the other hand, would never 
laugh at that. They were more like her in that respect. 
 She finished the last tortilla and placed it in the 
tortillera along with the others to keep warm. With the 
tortillera in hand, she opened the fridge, grabbed the 
salsa, and placed both on the table. The sizzling of the ham 
in the butter was starting to make her hungry. From the 
smell, she could tell that Octavio was getting the eggs a 
bit too well-done for her taste. The smell of food was the 
only way to make her hungry now, which was why Octavio 
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made sure to take a more active role in the kitchen. When 
she did take the antidepressants, they had helped to some 
degree with her symptoms, but they always made her feel 
the room around her wasn’t tied to gravity. 
 As she passed Octavio, she kissed him on the 
cheek. Even after their thirty years together, she still en-
joyed seeing the little smile that he got when she did that. 
His grin would always start on the whichever side she gave 
him the kiss. She wiped off the lingering lipstick from his 
cheek with a smile. The one-week beard prickled against 
her fingers, but she was still supportive of the new look.
 She opened the refrigerator and grabbed the milk. 
“I think I’m going to have the students practice buying gro-
cery items in English today. They were doing so well yester-
day with the vocabulary I gave them that I think they are 
ready to practice a more real-world situation. So if you can’t 
find the bread and cereal later, I’ll have it in class.”
 He slid an egg on a plate. “Getting to relive the 
times Oliva made you play kitchen with her?”
 She winked as she passed him. “Maybe, but that 
play kitchen has come in handy. The students’ children 
use it to play while we are in class, and it helps the adults 
have a run-through before they have to interact in those 
circumstances. Plus, what adult wants to sit for two hours 
just saying words to each other?”
 He set the plates down on the table. “You got a point 
there. So what will you be doing in class today?”
 “I’ll have them go over the food vocabulary and add 
money, so they will have to remember the numbers we 
went over a few weeks ago. I stayed late in the classroom 
yesterday, because I was attaching the tags to the food 
items.” She poured some milk into her coffee. 
 He picked up a tortilla. “So that’s where that packet 
of tags from the store went. Earlier this morning Nancy 
couldn’t figure out where they had gone.”
 She put down her mug and shook her head. “I did 
leave word with your secretary that I was taking a packet.”
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 “She must’ve forgotten to pass the message to Nan-
cy. Her daughter is having her baby shower today, and it 
was supposed to be outside.” He tore off a piece of tortilla 
and filled it with eggs. “She was panicking all day yester-
day. It was obvious that it’s her first grandchild. I’ll make 
sure to let Nancy know.”
 “A grandchild? Isn’t she younger than us?”
 “There might be more than one reason that she’s 
nervous about this situation.”
 The rest of breakfast was quiet, as there really wasn’t 
much to say. It wasn’t an uncomfortable silence, even though 
her mind had wandered to how long they would have to wait 
for grandchildren. The silence was a sense of comfort that 
they had with each other and took over the room. This hadn’t 
always been the case—breakfasts had been loud when the 
kids were still living with them. Eliza didn’t mind being alone 
with him, but she did mind having an empty nest. It didn’t 
help her to look at the three empty chairs.
 “You are thinking about them, aren’t you?” Octavio 
picked up the plates. 
 Eliza looked at the empty chairs around her. “Yes. I 
just wasn’t done being a full-time mom.”
 Octavio waited until he left her physical proximity. 
“You do boss me around enough to make up for it.”
 Eliza noticed him turn around, waiting for her re-
sponse, but instead she ignored him, unwrapped the news-
paper, and put the last section on his side. He always liked 
reading the comics first, since it would allow him to read the 
news in a better state of mind. She, on the other hand, liked 
reading them last to leave her in a better state of mind. 
 She noticed that the header of a story included their 
last name and quickly turned over to the page with the article.
 She felt herself whisper “Octavio,” although she 
wasn’t sure if it was loud enough to be heard.
 He turned off the faucet and came to her. “Amor, 
what’s happened?” He had his hands up like a doctor pre-
pared for surgery.
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 “They are saying we stole the building we got Nico-
las to build his law practice.”
 He bent down next to her and put a hand on her 
knee. “What?” He let out a small chuckle. “How can you 
steal a building?”
 The hot water from his hand soaked her skirt. She 
looked up at him. “That we forced them to take less than 
the building was worth.” She didn’t wait for him to re-
spond. “The guy we bought it from...Mr. Reyes?” Octavio 
nodded. “Yes, him...he’s claiming that we scammed him.”
 He stood up. “How much money did we scam him 
out of?”
 “A hundred thousand or something, but what 
does it matter?” Her vision was beginning to blur as she 
touched her son’s name in print. “They included his name, 
Octavio, since we  bought it in his name. ” 
 Octavio moved next to her and looked at the paper. 
“Couldn’t have he refused to sell us the building three years 
ago then? You know, not taken the offer we gave him?”
 She felt tears escape and run down her cheeks. 
“They’re saying that he didn’t know the value of the land 
and now he investigated and wants us to pay him what we 
owe him.” She looked up at her Octavio. He had started to 
gray around his ears, and it had gotten worse in the past 
year. They had agreed it was stress. This was the last thing 
their family needed.
 But after all they had been through these past cou-
ple of years, she couldn’t believe that El Sol would have the 
audacity to spread slander. Nicolas had been dead for two 
years, and they decided to publish it today of all days. On 
the day when they were all in the hospital room with him 
and his doctors. On the day when he had looked the least 
like himself and the most childlike he had ever been. On 
the day when he had taken his last breath. 
 Anger warmed her cheeks. Octavio still hadn’t 
commented. “What are we going to do?”
 He just let out a small laugh and stood up. “Nothing.”



11AUTUMN

 Eliza put the paper down, almost knocking over 
her mug. She felt bubbling anger flood her. “What do you 
mean, nothing?”
 He made his way back to the sink. “There is noth-
ing to do about it. We made an offer, and he took it. Even if 
we had forced him, it is a done deal. We won’t have to give 
him any more money. Besides, the paper doesn’t have the 
best credibility. I don’t know why we keep ordering it. If 
Mr. Reyes wants his fifteen minutes of fame, who are we to 
keep him from that?”
 She looked down at the newspaper. Eliza felt 
hollow. All she could see in her blurry vision was Nicolas’ 
name. “But what of our name?” 
 “Nothing will happen to our name, amor. And any-
ways, our name was nothing before. Why should it continue 
to be?” He rinsed the plates and put them on the dish rack.
 She stared at the paper. “Because it’s ours. You’ve 
worked so hard to get us to where we are now.” She turned 
to him. “How many things weren’t we able to give Nicolas 
when he was a baby?”
 He turned and crossed his arms. “What does that have 
to do with anything, Eliza? Why do you have to bring that up?” 
 Eliza tried to hold back the tears. She couldn’t un-
derstand why he couldn’t see how Nicolas was as tied to their 
social rise as they were. “Because the name is all we have left.”
 “Eliza.” He walked to her and hugged her. “We have 
so much more than the name.” He held her tighter. “We 
still have all of the memories.”
 “But the name is all I have left to protect.” He moved 
her hair back behind her ears. As Eliza ran her fingers over 
Nicolas’ name on the paper, she remembered the first time 
he had come home from school by himself. His uniform 
pants on his right knee had been ripped and soiled with dirt 
and blood. Even though it was due to him playing a bit of 
rough soccer on his way home with the kids down the street, 
Eliza went and picked him up every day until Michael was in 
a different school. That had been a hard day, but he promised 
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her that, for Michael’s sake, he would get home without a 
scratch. He didn’t always keep that promise, but he tried.
 He took a deep breath. “What do you want to do?”
 “We should tell Michael and Olivia. I don’t want 
them to be taken off guard if it reaches other students.” 
She would make sure they had the warning that she had 
always wanted, rather than learning Nicolas had a few 
months left to live. Michael and Olivia had been on their 
way back home to help with the surprise of the building, 
but when they arrived, Eliza had to ask them to get Nico-
las’ unpacked suitcase from the house and bring it to the 
hospital. “From there, I don’t know.” 
 They called their kids at their house. It took a while 
to get a hold of them, since they hadn’t been home due to 
classes. All three of their kids had gone to UNAM, so they 
had bought a house for them in Monterrey when Michael 
decided he would join Nicolas. Eliza and Octavio knew 
Oliva would end up following her brothers, since she relied 
on them to have a social life. They saw the house as an 
investment, which gave them the excuse to visit their kids 
whenever Eliza felt it had been too long. 
 Luckily, the kids hadn’t heard the news before they 
had reached them. They didn’t seem to take it as hard as 
Eliza, but that wasn’t a surprise. 
 Eliza brushed it off. “I think we should release a 
public statement to deny the claims.”
 “I don’t think we should do that. I agree with Dad, 
because no one in their right…”
 There was a loud sound of the phone falling, and 
Michael complaining. 
 Olivia spoke louder than Michael. “Mom, what 
paper would publish our statement with the pure intent 
of helping us put the accusations to bed? If any published 
our statement, it would turn into a bigger thing, as the new 
newspaper would undermine what El Sol published. Then 
our name would probably be  in the news yet again.” 
 Eliza had to agree as Olivia continued. It was de-
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cided that they would only comment on how the price had 
been negotiated by both parties. Although Eliza was still 
not convinced, what Olivia had argued helped her agree 
that this approach was better. Even though Eliza wasn’t 
happy that they weren’t attempting to clear the name as 
a whole, she realized that it was best that they were deal-
ing with the issue as a family. It reassured her that, even 
with all that had happened to them, they could still come 
together and depend upon each other. The family needed 
to remain as strong and close as they were now.
 Octavio stayed with her until she had to leave for 
the class. She tried to get him to go to the office, but he said 
that he told the office to contact him if anything came up. 
They spent the afternoon answering phone calls asking if 
they had seen the paper, but after a while Eliza let Octavio 
handle it. She began to reread the first book Octavio had 
bought her, as she did frequently out of nostalgia. Later, 
they had a small lunch. 
 When they were done with lunch, she had to leave 
to set up the classroom. Due to the storm, she only brought 
a few things from the house that she didn’t have in the toy 
kitchen that had been part of the students’ vocabulary list. 
She organized them at the back of the room. 
 She noticed that there were only ten minutes before 
class was going to start, yet there were only three students 
in the classroom. The students were talking amongst them-
selves, but she couldn’t get herself to talk to them. When 
there were just two minutes before class started, she finally 
went out to the front doors of the school to see if any others 
were coming in. She found two in the hallway, three com-
ing in, and two parking. She waited a bit by the doors and 
watched the rain come down. The rain was pouring so hard 
that it seemed to bounce off the sidewalk and return.
 Her quiet student Sara came up to Eliza and practiced 
her English. “Teacher, the traffic is bad. The rest will be late.”
 Eliza felt that she could take slow breaths again. 
She slowed her pace as she walked back with Sara and 
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asked her about her little girl.
 Sara was quiet for a bit. “She got sick yesterday, so 
she could not come and play with the kitchen.”
 Eliza thought of little Emmy sick without her moth-
er. “Well, you certainly could have missed.”
 Sara smiled. “My husband said he would take care 
of her, so I’m here.”
 They walked into the classroom, and Eliza had the 
students start on the warm up exercise where they asked 
each other about their background with food. Halfway 
through the exercise, the rest of the students walked in and 
explained how there had been a car accident down the street. 
Eliza was relieved; even with the rain, only one was absent. 
 Although she had expected it, her students never 
brought the newspaper article up to her. She noticed that 
they made unintentional eye contact more often than nor-
mal, but at least they were all still coming to the class. The 
new students probably were going to continue to come, as 
they were depending upon these classes to help get jobs 
across the border that didn’t involve cleaning, yard work, 
or any hard labor. The students that had been coming for a 
while had been attending when Nicolas had gotten sick. They 
had continued to come even after she had to cancel class for 
a month after he passed away. She hadn’t expected them to 
come back, but the ones that were parents themselves came 
back and brought others with them. So Eliza didn’t know why 
she had been so worried about today’s class.
 She transitioned the class into the role-playing activi-
ty. During this, Eliza could distinguish between which parents 
played with their kids and which didn’t. She noticed how two 
little girls had a restaurant name, My Place, that they seemed 
to use regularly. She remembered how Olivia had complained 
for a while about not having a sister since her brothers didn’t 
want to play these kinds of things with her. Maybe they would 
have named things like that, but then Eliza probably wouldn’t 
have played with her as much. Eliza had wanted a fourth 
child. This possible child would have meant less time with the 
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three kids that she did have. To have loud dinners filled with 
laughter again with all three of them in their corresponding 
chairs. To have all three come and surprise them every once 
in a while, because Nicolas knew she needed that. To not feel 
that what made them a family was missing when they were all 
together. Even though she tried to give all that was possible, 
she wasn’t able to get her only wish.
 The little girls looked up at her and called her over. 
As Eliza approached them, she heard one whisper, “No 
menciones el periódico.”
 They handed Eliza a cup and asked her if she 
wanted agua fresca or a soda. She asked them for an agua 
fresca, and she told them their agua fresca was the most 
refreshing water that she had ever had.
 After the students had shopped according to their 
allotted budget, she ended the class by having them trans-
late in pairs a recipe for buttered toasted ramen with 
bacon and eggs. The students typically enjoyed this a lot, 
since she made sure to include the strangest recipes she 
could find using the most common ingredients. 
 As the students were leaving, some came over to 
thank her for her work and hugged her. These hugs had nev-
er meant so much to her, as each one reassured her that she 
hadn’t lost them. She packed up and took her boxes to the 
car. The rain had slowed, so she took the liberty of taking 
two trips. She wasn’t in a hurry to get home. She decided to 
go back home the long way, as it would allow her to avoid the 
busier roads that were more likely to have a wreck. Even 
with this, she arrived home thirty minutes before Octavio. 
She changed into some more comfortable clothes and made 
pancakes for dinner. She had put the pancakes and the 
syrup on the table when she heard the garage door open. He 
came in, water dripping slowly off his hair and coat.
 “Octavio, what happened?”
 He removed his shoes and socks while leaning on 
the door frame. “I left the umbrella in the car when I got 
to work because it was drizzling. It didn’t occur to me how 



16 THE SHINNERY REVIEW 2019

far I ended up parking since I let Nancy park in my spot 
near the door—she has the flu.”
 Eliza kissed him. “I’ll make you a hot chocolate and 
make sure you don’t drip too much on my clean floors.”
 She smiled as she watched him tiptoe out of the 
kitchen. She got out the Abuelita hot chocolate to make on 
the stove top. By the time she was setting the hot chocolate 
on the table, he had come back, showered and in his paja-
mas and robe. That robe had been one of the best last-min-
ute presents she had ever gotten him. He wore it now ten 
years after she found it on sale. 
 He put her slippers down next to her and sat. 
 She picked up the mug and let the warmness envel-
op her. “How was work?”
 “It was empty, since the rain got so bad.” He poured 
syrup over his buttered pancakes. “No one thinks of getting 
hardware  during a storm unless there’s a leak somewhere.”
 Eliza nodded. “I only had one person absent today. 
It was Belinda, so I’m not too worried about her falling be-
hind. Overall, the class went well. No one seemed to strug-
gle. The kids that were there had even picked up a bit when 
they weren’t playing at the kitchen.”
 She wanted to tell him that she had been pleasantly 
surprised by how well they had treated her by not asking 
questions, and how kind the little girls had been, but she 
just decided to enjoy his company as they ate their dinner. 
They didn’t take too long to finish. After they had picked 
everything up, Eliza washed the dishes, and Octavio 
cleaned up his trail of water.
 Then Octavio and Eliza sat out on the porch. It was 
not very big, but the black metal railing of the porch made 
the space feel larger. It was a tradition that after a long day 
they went out to watch the neighborhood slow down around 
them. It had started because of the boys. She would stand on 
the porch and watch them play soccer on the street with the 
neighbors until it would get dark enough for her to be able to 
convince them to come in. Olivia brought out Octavio, since 
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she wanted the boys to play with her, and they were more 
likely to listen to him than her. As Olivia got older, though, 
he would just join Eliza outside. Thus, Octavio got them a 
small table and three chairs for them. It became useful when 
the kids got old enough to date and promised to come home 
before a certain hour, but more often than not, they would 
simply use the setup to watch the sky change as the sun went 
down. Even though the sky would often change from the 
cerulean tones and develop streaks of lavender and rose, 
Eliza’s favorite evenings were when it rained.
 The air was crisp. Eliza disliked the outdoors un-
less it was raining, because the smell of rain always helped 
her relax. She took off the slippers to enjoy the cool of the 
concrete porch and slowed down her breathing. A small 
pool of the rainwater formed at the base of the steps and 
was filled with dancing leaves as the rain drops gave them 
a choreography, swirling away from each drop. 
 The sky lit up and revealed the streams that were 
flowing through the streets. The thunder came and rumbled 
away in echoes. The rain began to pour with a greater inten-
sity. The stream began to extend out further onto the steps. 
 She noticed that the sound of the stream had changed. 
It no longer sounded like the small fountains Nicolas’s doctor’s 
office had. “Doesn’t the water sound like popcorn?”
 Octavio stared at the stream. The pressure from 
the water shot an acorn up to their feet. “I think it sounds a 
little more like the ham I was cooking this morning, or the 
fried steak that I love so much.” He bent down and brought 
the acorn up. “Especially since there are projectiles.”
 Eliza made a note to move the meat from the freez-
er into the refrigerator tonight. “I do always end up splat-
tered with oil and end up with a burn or two on my hand 
and have to wash whatever I’m wearing.”
 Octavio laughed. “Remember how I ruined my 
favorite button-up because I wanted to surprise you by 
cooking the fried steak?”
 Eliza turned to Octavio and smiled at him as she 
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felt a rush of happiness sweep over her. “You almost 
cried.”
 Octavio straightened up. “In my defense, I had 
loved that shirt for almost seven years. The kids got it out 
of their own money for Christmas that year, because they 
thought it was wrong to get us something with money we 
gave them to buy presents. Do you remember that?”
 Eliza chuckled. “Oh, I can’t forget. They did so 
much better picking your present. I still haven’t gotten a 
single recipe from the Italian recipe book they got me to 
turn out well.” She noticed that Octavio had that look on 
his face. “And don’t say it’s because I’m a horrible cook or I 
won’t make fried steak tomorrow.”
 Octavio winked at her. “You know I would never 
accuse you of that.” He tapped his stomach. “I’m not over-
weight because I hate your cooking. That’s for sure.”
 She moved her feet further up and let the cold rain 
fall on them. They reminded her of teardrops. She had 
gotten better at hiding when she cried, but Octavio always 
had a way of knowing. “Are we going to be okay?”
 Octavio reached and grabbed her hand. He slowly 
rubbed his thumb across the back of it. They stayed out 
watching the rain until it was dark out.  
 There was nothing more to say. Eliza and Octavio 
allowed themselves to find comfort in their silence. The 
only sounds for the rest of the night were that of the falling 
rain and thunder echoing away.
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Dustbowl

Nathan Jowers

The desert loam grown to dust yet beats
with pulsing settlements. But Spirit broods,
see dirt incessant, howling low like mist
on graying lands. As over water, wind
sweeps brightness back to ruddy veil. Then cloud
is born as darkened simmer, soil and light.

The hard of windstorm—breath of dirt—it billows 
and beats grained rock through crooks of doors, 
through wood and windows wracked with sediment.
It shears supports, lifts the fence which shocked 
and shattered rips, upturns the powdered firmament.

Rewind, O house, to breathless water watched 
by silent dove, with timbers shook, undone
to splinters, orbiting waves of sand and oak.
Revoke the builders’ careful works. To dust 
and dirt return, you dusted deeps of earth.
 
The Genesis reversed—a world unwound—
Grandfather un-struck by dust-full lungs.
A resting god in wordless bed, deloused.
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Grow to Love

Reagan Pace

The scent from the kitchen
draws me in after I wake

The flavor I once spat out as a child
I have matured to savor

Columbian, strong, dark
almond milk splash, two sugars

occasionally substituted for homemade
sticky sweet caramel syrup spooned in globs 

Ritual sends me stumbling 
into the day with wide eyes and a quickened pace

Ground, pressed, dripped, poured
Sipped, gulped, stirred, brewed 

Money sapped from an addiction to the empire
made entirely out of beans
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Your Name

Macy Goodenough

It used to feel like honey on my lips
to say your name.

It tasted like something I would want to order again.
And again. And then again, for the rest of my life.

When I would hear it, warmth like sunshine spread from   
 my innermost being,
through my limbs, to my fingertips.

I had the center of the galaxy inside of me, warming me, radiating   
 from within me.
Breathing life into my surroundings. 

I lived off of the promise that your name would be mine one day.

It was my safe haven that I confided in and found refuge.
Your name, to me, was home.

Now it is the background cries of my nightmares.
It is a ceaseless 
  persistent 
  relentless
reminder that the perfect glass plans we created together have 
since shattered.

It no longer comforts me. 
It is no longer the light in my darkness.
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Your name, to me, is: 
a broken promise,
empty words,
time wasted.

Your name is all I ever hear anymore—
It is an absence of you. 
But more importantly, it is an absence of me.
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Mulberry

Joshua Sidic

When the old mulberry out back
lost one of his arms during the storm,
I thought he might cry, but he didn’t

a dog, with an American flag 
kerchief around his neck,
pays his respects at the fallen limb
his name is Hendricks

the wasps do not care
they set up shop
where his arm used to be,

its rained for the last three days,
but now the searing sun
is back in the weightless sky,
pushing down the heavy, balmy air

and the old mulberry cries,
weeping sap
because of something called 
wet wood disease

our landlord says 
he’s tired of the tree shedding
limbs after every storm 
and he’s going to cut it down

we agree in a series
of absent-minded nods
while Hendricks
barks his disapproval
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Emily Waller
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Highway 5, Headed East

Tessa Kennedy

I am coming home at rush hour,
cars clogged like a clot in an artery, 
a freeway oozing with Toyotas and Subarus 

And I feel—
unsettled? maybe
the hour,
both rushed and golden,
takes my hand and pulls my shadow into it as the minutes 
drip
drip, drip, drip away,
warm blankets of auburn light wrap themselves around 
my carseats like a cloak

I am frozen at the wheel,
a chrysalis settling into orange-tainted resin 
never to crack out of the caramelized casing,
but just to be there—
a dot on the map,
ink on the page,
loop in the knot

This was where you kissed me 
for the first time,
Highway 5 headed East,
one sturdy hand on the wheel,
one on my knee,
a silver Mazda behind us and a cityscape before us

The sky was turning over in itself,
blue hues swallowed by oranges and browns—
we didn’t come home for days
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My turn signal flashes and clicks as I exit
headed, 
again,
toward my white, gated house,
where my kids are waiting for money,
and my husband is waiting for meat
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Autobiography

Reagan Pace

I am beginning to smell 
like the inside of a library
or a used bookstore.

I go through my life
being written in 
and dog-eared
and passed around 
like a beloved classic
that never finds 
a permanent shelf. 

There are creases in my spine
from unexpected pauses 
and constant references back 
to the important plot points.

The pages of me
crinkle and turn
with each chapter.
They are already 
yellowing with love.
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la luna

Daniel Garcia
 

her pants sag 
as she walks. 
the thud of her 
shoes echoes 
back and forth 
against the walls 
of grandma’s hallway. 

it’s just a phase 
they all say, 
grandma, mama, auntie. 
she will grow 
out of it 
like a tree. 
they hear that 
she is dating 
the girl she 
brings to dinner. 
she just wants 
attention they say, 
grandpa, papa, uncle. 

she has your attention. 
why would she 
still be searching for it? 
what would you do 
if you knew 
I’ve kissed 
another man? 

it’s just a phase, they say 
but don’t believe them, 
 prima. 
phases exist all around us, 
think of the moon. 

the moon goes through 
 phases 
and remains la luna, pero 
no somos la luna. 
I can assure you, 
you are not the moon. 
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Grandfather Clock

Tessa Kennedy

Our constant tick tick sound
resonating throughout the spaces we cherish,
the fort in the backyard by the oak tree with our names 
carved carefully in its side
in the slats of wood where you can hear his hands move,
sawing, drilling, cutting, crafting,
tick tick tick

play for me, once again,
hands on his six string,
moving to a rhythm that arthritis stole,
that I never saw,
but my own father remembers so well
and I can hear it
five of them in the den on a Saturday evening in November
it’s Elvis, it’s Chet Atkins, it’s Jerry Lee Lewis
it’s his lucky marbled pick, tucked between the string’s 
brass casing
tick tick tick

It’s talking about politics at supper
6 p.m. exactly,
all hands reaching for the spinach casserole

He sits, a silent servant
head of the table but not the conversation,
Seer, observer,
the wrinkles surrounding his soft smile and hands
are emblems for the passage of time
his heroism and hard decisions hidden in the creases
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It’s his prized, baby blue Mustang,
his most valuable possession
crushed and shattered against the grate of the curb and
my uncle, sixteen years old then

leaning on the remnants of the hood
mortified at the thought of his father’s face 
but
there was no yelling, no anger, no raising of the voice

Only a father
who rushed to the roadside and held his crying son
tick tick tick
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5.18.18

J. Tobias Buller

i.

The Glock she held out to me was slim,
the grip snug-looking, like the handle 
of the knife I used to chop onions. I liked
the curve of it, the refined design,
the beautiful utility. But the thought 
of holding it, the cold weight
pressing into my clammy palms,
was like the world on my back.

ii.

I remembered my dad’s hunting rifle,
the one he used to shoot skunks,
and I liked that one too. The polished
wood of the stock, the rural look of it,
the way it collected dust in the attic.
But I never touched it. My memories 
of that old house are all wheat and dirt
and the still silence, louder than a gunshot.

iii.

Once I watched a movie with my grandpa,
a Christian film, the type my grandma likes,
and the end took a turn. A cop and a dealer
started shooting, children were screaming,
and my grandpa left. He never told me
why he was a conscientious objector, but I knew
he’d rather hold an IV than a gun. I saw it
in the lines on his face as he turned away.
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iv.

I learned not too long ago that in Genesis
the first use of the word “sin” is in chapter 4.
After the first fall, after the bitter fruit,
Cain’s seeds of resentment bear a new apple:
violence. When he harvested the fruit of his labor,
did he use a tool? Did his plowshare or scythe
become a sword in his hands? Reading it again,
I wonder: what truly was the original sin?

v.

My ancestors fled Russia to avoid conscription.
Whole towns deserted the land they had farmed
for centuries, crowding on ships, crossing the sea.
Some died on the way, holding out hope
for a land where they could believe in peace.
Today, I remember the children who were shot.
I still hope for peace, but my heart is seasick,
and I am no longer sure I can see the horizon.

vi.

I realized that she was still holding out the gun,
the smooth Glock she’d received as a gift.
I can remember the moment of hesitation,
the visceral revulsion, the fear of offense.
I didn’t move. She faltered and drew it back.
Do I have room for concessions? I feel
still, always, the weight: of fear, of faith,
of crying children and Abel’s blood.
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Poison

Aaron Jones

Passion turned foul.
Openness, a hazard.
Insufficient, insurmountable.
Spirit broken to oblivion.
One flesh, torn,
Never to be one again. 

What has love become?

32AUTUMN
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On a Rainy British Stroll
Magda Rodríguez

33 THE SHINNERY REVIEW 2019

On a Rainy British Stroll
Magda Rodríguez

34AUTUMN

Empathy
Melissa Huffines



37AUTUMN33 THE SHINNERY REVIEW 2019

On a Rainy British Stroll
Magda Rodríguez

Empathy
Melissa Huffines

34AUTUMN

Empathy
Melissa Huffines



38 THE SHINNERY REVIEW 2019



39

WINTER



40 THE SHINNERY REVIEW 2019

How We Killed Our Mother

Carson Ross

Greetings, people of the rugged land
I am a businessman from the city in haze
We have much in common you know
I too am a hardy worker

I ask a favor of you
Replace your straw for steel
Exchange your flint for gold
Embrace the dragon of smoke

Nature is your mother
However, I ask you to kill her
Murder her in front of your father
Trust in me, matricide will benefit you

38

Nature - A Fragile Gift to Humanity
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Nutrients of Decay

Jackson Martin

Stage one:

The rhythmic cycle of systole then diastole quits
 hammering within my chest
and thickening fluids slow their ooze to 
  stewing pools.
Blue and violet streaks shade my sallow skin
 like a child paints watercolor,
and my bruised feet feel the stiffening paralysis
 of rigor mortis.
Vermin nudge my corpse and live oaks anticipate
 a meal coming their way.

Stage two:

Microbe’s growth explodes and my stomach
 begins to distend
as carbon dioxide and methane inflate my belly
 like a pale, marbled balloon. 
Putrefaction invites the blowflies to nest 
 and multiply unhindered
from predators and competition, blessed
 by my eternal rest.
Odors lazily float, and hair loosens as insects ingest
 browning pieces of flesh.

Stage three:

Maggots, like tiny slivers of wriggling rice, 
 flourish as fauna
propagate the decomposition of muscle, and fluid
 is purged, percolating
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onto the surrounding soil creating a moat
  around my castled cadaver.
Masses of tissue putresce, fueling larvae
 as my sinew feeds life
 and resources that once fueled this body now enrich
 the surrounding soil.

Stage four:

I have little gristle left to offer this dirt thirsting
 for my nutrients,
and soluble minerals encircling my cadaver island
 must drown vegetation
before the soil can absorb this fertilizing gift.
 The earth smiles,
inhaling carbon, calcium, magnesium, phosphorous
 potassium, and nitrogen
and the humus brims with germinating buds drinking
 vitaminic compounds.

Stage five:

What does my skeleton have to reimburse
 this holy ground—
the ground where these bleached feet once
 strode with ease,
the ground whose shoulders I stood upon and leaped
 into the trees,
the ground which cradled my infant bones at birth
 and again, at my end,
the ground who loaned me dust for my life. I return
 what I have borrowed.
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Unfulfilled

Macy Goodenough

Trust is an unusual word, a rare one.
To truly trust is to truly open your life, mind, body, soul, 
 spirit up to someone
in hopes that they treat every aspect of you with care and 
 tread lightly.

I don’t believe I quite understand the meaning of trust.
Of course, I’ve never had much luck with it.

Trust, to me, is a foreign concept. It is something like a 
 myth or a fairytale.
A nice idea adults share with children in attempts to fill 
 their minds with some form of hope.

I was given narratives my whole life about trust. 
This is why, they reasoned, no matter what they did or 
 failed to do, I shouldn’t give up on them.
I must be forgiving. I must understand. I must shut up. 
 Because of Trust. 

I have no concept of that word now. 
I understand it as a weapon, a tool through which to 
 achieve any means or ends as long as the other 
 party involved sees you as being cloaked or 
 covered by that single piece of language.

In the beginning, I trusted you with my time, my hopes, 
 my dreams.
The conversations turned to secrets and I trusted you with 
 my deepest thoughts.
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Then my secrets turned into raw, unfiltered desires and I 
 gave you everything.
I gave you my past, my present, my body, my memories.

Every single part of me was now yours and it still didn’t 
 seem to fulfill your needs.
What more could you ask of a nineteen-year-old girl who 
 was still figuring out the pieces of herself that she 
 was blindly and obediently giving over to you?

Trust is the reason for darkness, for my unlit night skies.
Trust is the reason for my lack of interest in people, in my   
 surroundings,
along with this unshakable feeling of being completely and 
utterly alone.
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Just Don’t Look
McKenna Judd
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obediently giving over to you?

Trust is the reason for darkness, for my unlit night skies.
Trust is the reason for my lack of interest in people, in my   
 surroundings,
along with this unshakable feeling of being completely and utterly alone.
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What Hideous Things We Pen to Life

Nathan Jowers

Oh, to be in love and read 
of dead lovers; it is hapless
laughter to a poet whose affair
with words anticipates
the fruitful numbness.
Like a good cheddar, old
and necessarily moldy, 
both sharp and dull
are the accruings of grief.
In secret we salivate 
for it, the crushing 
sorrow, the macerate
strophes we could ooze
from compressing skulls;
the one last, self-exultant
tear. Ah, inspired poetry!
a post-mortem brainchild;
so limpid, drenched, 
and moving.
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obediently giving over to you?

Trust is the reason for darkness, for my unlit night skies.
Trust is the reason for my lack of interest in people, in my   
 surroundings,
along with this unshakable feeling of being completely and utterly alone.
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Winter on Nakamun Lake

Joshua Sidic

Well trodden path
bearing signs of 
sojourns taken
from icy banks 
of the frozen lake leads
to the exhausted gate
resting on rusting hinges,
pointing the way
to a Prussian blue house
with proud white shutters framing
windows casting back the light
of a sun splaying orange onto
the slate, barren sky
as it dips beneath the horizon
dead leaves lifted by frigid, cutting 
breeze makes trees shiver,
shaken by the same wind,
laden limbs threatening 
to release their burden,
knocking on window pane,
asking to be let in,
pleas falling on deaf ears.
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Temple

J. Tobias Buller

My house breeds dust on every surface
finer than mustard seeds,
and the curtains of knowledge 
that I hang every day
have never torn in two.

My table, stained 
in at least four different
theories of atonement,
has no place for the Lord’s Supper,
and so I hunger and I thirst
as I draw out meaning
from every word I read
without keeping any of it.

In all my speech I have said nothing,
in all my creation I have never found
my Sabbath rest. 
I have turned manna into a monster,
a gargoyle gaping at my folly,
and from alpha to omega 
my letters never found a liturgy
worth praying simply.

Jesus said, “I thirst,” and died,
and perhaps I will not find
a better death than that.
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People Don’t Stare

Aleksa Vasquez

People don’t stare out of windows anymore.
They find a world more intriguing
on a rectangle in their hands, their laps.

I used to see a universe out that window,
of rippling feathers and shimmering heads,
of loudly-colored blossoms and iridescence,
of scaly, muscled creatures
that would gallop on all fours 
alongside my mother’s black Yukon,
leaping over street signs and mesquite trees,
swinging on the telephone lines,
an entire ecosystem guided 
by the trace of my tiny finger,
leaving a thin trail of steam 
against the cold glass.
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Hypocrite

A slam poem by Darius Davis
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A slam poem by Darius Davis

Windowed Sanctuary

Samantha Michaels

I sit in a window-covered building that has sung since 
 birth. 
A half-eaten muffin and a nearly empty wallet sit by my 
 side
and I’m ready to go back to class. 
I keep sitting—realizing I have not heard silence in weeks. 

With eyes that beg for rest, 
I look between the overcasted couches and potted trees. 
The muffin and the wallet feel like an anchor, 
the soles of my shoes resist. 
I remember the washing machine in Leipzig.
The one that I slept next to during the only thunderstorm 
 we had.
The sight of Christmas from underneath the branches.
The tree I slept under while Johnny Cash sang to me.
The pictures that I could not look away from
until I harnessed wind in your lungs.

No catching a glimpse in the cage, 
no straightened spine, 
no teeth-baring smile. 
This is recurring. 
None such as the muffin and the washing machine or rain
 bow lights. 

The cloud blanket shrinks in to fit my shoulders perfectly, 
and my toes wiggle as if preparing to flinch my neck into 
 alignment. 
I prepare to have the band-aid ripped from me
and the little eyebrow hairs stolen. 
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“Why do you feel so far from me?
What do you see in me? 

Are you sitting next to me, tarred to the floor? 
Where could you possibly have gone from me?”

I felt absence, I felt no artistic bees. 
I felt melted from the inside out. 
Where is my piano that sounds like glitter? 
What happened to the chorus that followed me into my 
 sleep?
Where is the God I love? 

And I with mournful tread, will my boots to work 
and I to sing again. 
Back to the patriarch with cheer in his eyes.
Back to hearing the sharp tongue. 
Into the sinking classroom. 
Out of the windowed sanctuary. 
I enter into the place that shows me a disciplinary God.
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Wooded Abyss

Tessa Kennedy

Dawn breaks on the horizon,
rays peeking over the snow crusted hilltops

A deer is prancing toward the wooded abyss,
hooves leaving a trail of pinpricks in the pale sheet

Its head jolts back toward the open field
beady yellow eyes expanding forward to meet what it 
thought

was the cacophonous screech of a threat,
the crack of a whip, bang of a gun, howl of a wolf

But—

There is nothing there,
no shivering victor

just smooth, curved antlers at the edge of the wood,
a young deer, halted in vacant white space
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To My Newborn

Nathan Jowers

 Every three hours your cries break the silence of 
night and summon from a distance our breasts to brood 
over you. A few days ago you knew a bodily intimacy re-
membered by no one at all. The vibrations of your blood 
flooded out of you to the filling of your mother’s body, who 
in turn poured into you. I knew this only from a distance, 
standing behind the shield of air that accepts no harmo-
nies. Now you know the nakedness of space. Your heart 
thumps like fists streaming against the once-silence of 
your ears. Is it the stimulus or loneliness that gets you—
the raging noise you have yet to tune out, or the tune of a 
partner-heart lost to you? What is most comforting when 
I hold you to my chest, that your reverberations are once 
more dampened in the mass of another body, or that they 
vibrate not alone? 
 Marian piety remembers uniquely those nine 
months God’s body was cradled in another. How greatly 
she struggled to cradle it at last, his outsized limbs spilling 
off her lap and the sacrificial blood on her legs. Once more 
the tears of her agony. Once more the precipice of a new 
beginning. Once more a crowning of thorns. What then 
was it that was most devastating, the isolation of a moth-
er’s heart beating without her son, or that her own blood 
roared unfathomably within her, pouring with you to the 
broken of the earth? Those rivulets which formed from 
her own supply; the gift that cleansed us first coursed um-
bilically in a woman’s body. 
 I am reminded now of Joseph in those final hours, 
the righteous man who was the father of a son not-of-men. 
Were the fathoms of air as vast at that Eucharist as at the 
annunciation, when a Word was judged more worthy to 
vibrate in his wife-to-be? How great was the bodily isola-
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tion of a carpenter in Sepphoris? Did you partake of the 
blood of your God and of your wife and of your son at last? 
Did you too clutch at his smeared body with your calloused 
hands and burden your chest to lift him into the life your 
heart could not beat into the world? You carpenter of 
stone—could you have shaped away the tomb-rock and 
become yourself a bearer of his life, father of God?
 They say that once the Word had dwelled in her 
she knew no other. What greater birth but the body of 
Christ? Give thanks for the celibate priests; they have 
known no temple but the Church which gives births to us 
Christians—little Christs—who at last birth the body in its 
broken moment; clutch the bread in hand. Give thanks for 
this fittingness, for the final Eucharist, for the chaste and 
pregnant Word and sacraments. Little one, a sword will 
pierce your heart also—the caesarean that delivers the 
God of our Father.
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Closed Doors, Unbreathable Air

Aleksa Vasquez

“be softer with you. 
you are a breathing thing.”
—Nayyirah Waheed

 It was late in the evening when we finally got to visit 
her. After passing floors and floors of bustling waiting rooms—
men talking quietly on the phone, restless women rocking 
their frustrated babies, and children on their bellies sprawling 
on the carpet and widening their spread of coloring books 
and plastic yellow toy trucks—the top floor of the hospital felt 
desolate. The linoleum floors echoed a hushed and disturbing 
nervousness. Nurses darted from room to curtained room 
with quiet, stage-like steps. Even the fluorescent light seemed 
acutely aware of its inappropriate brightness and would flick-
er at times, expressing its uncomfortable fretfulness.
 There were two closed doors that separated her 
room from the main hall. The first led to a dark and highly 
ventilated room about the size of a hotel bathroom, with 
hooks for protective jackets and a box of papery strap-on 
breathing masks near a sink. Each of us were instructed 
by a nurse with a glistening forehead to wash our hands 
and put on a mask before entering the next room. Dad 
helped strap Kaden’s mask over his little head before put-
ting on his own, then entered the room first. 
 There was Mom, wilted under thin white linens. 
Her eyes drooped, and her hair splayed out from her head 
in strands. A trail of discarded magazines led to her bed-
side. A half-eaten chicken salad sandwich sat stiffly in its 
clear plastic to-go box. There was the sound of the radia-
tor, the moving cars outside her narrow window, and the 
weighted second-hand that punched slowly on the mount-
ed clock that faced her. 
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 I used to try to imagine Mom as a teenager: permed 
dirty-blond hair, smooth skin, pageant-winning smile. I 
liked to picture her stepping straight out of one of those 
80’s high school sitcoms, the preppy best friend who made 
dares and chewed bubble gum and carried her notebooks 
clutched closely to her chest.
 She had a wonderful laugh. It was one of those that 
you could watch as it swelled: her jade eyes grew wide, her lips 
shaped a dimple-framed smile, and breathlessly she tossed 
her head back to let out two quick melodic syllables, with the 
second always an octave higher than the one before it. Addi, 
Kaden, and I had mastered its tonality and would compete as 
to who had the best impression. I would have friends come 
over to visit, and when they heard it for the first time they 
would lean into my ear and say, “Oh, Leksi! Your mom’s laugh!” 
 The summer before my eighth grade year, some-
thing happened to Mom’s laugh. Instead of having its usual 
sparkling finish—teeth flashing, hands clasping together, 
causing every guest on the patio to join in her joy as they 
swirled their chardonnays—it would abruptly end with 
sharp, wet cough into her elbow. 
 “Wow,” she would say as she recovered, clearing 
her throat and wiping her eye, “I feel like I’ve had this 
cold forever!” 
 It was amusing to everyone in the beginning (“Geez, 
Mom,” with stifled giggles, “Need some water or something?”), 
but the languid length and thick air of the long summer days 
did not rid my mother of the cough. It punctured the layers of 
resounding guffaws and tinkling of champagne flutes, yet all 
that heard it remained unconcerned and inquisitive at best, 
except for Dad, who began responding by placing his hand on 
her back and lowering his dark eyebrows.
 To this day, I am uncertain of the validity of the 
story that I have gathered. Its elements are composed of 
my mother’s worried conversations over the phone, my fa-
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ther’s reassurance to her during long car drives when they 
thought the three of their children had fallen asleep, and 
her confessions that later resurfaced periodically at the 
dinner table. Sometime later, from the driver’s seat during 
a drive out of Dallas, she explained to me that it was Dad 
that told her to go to the doctor. Dad was in the middle of 
a serious case in the O.R. and noticed the patient’s age and 
symptoms. Late thirties. Female. Chronic cough.
 “Jessica. You need to go in,” he texted her. “I’m wor-
ried.”
 “Oh, please, Steven! I’m going to walk out of there 
with a prescription for DayQuil.”
 She didn’t walk out of there with a prescription for 
DayQuil. In fact, he ordered a chest X-ray.

**

 Mom didn’t keep a lot of secrets. She loved to spill 
them. She’d spend hours on the phone, pacing in the kitchen 
as she gossiped. She was charismatic, too; she could smalltalk 
a waiter into a free dessert and could say exactly what needed 
to be said when it should have been said. (The day I learned 
that my sixth-grade crush got an actual girlfriend—who wasn’t 
me—I plopped my twelve-year-old body on her bedroom 
carpet and melted into pitiful blubbering. She kneeled next 
to me, picked up my chin, and said, “Y’know, Leksi, my sixth-
grade crush is obese now. He’s bald, too.” I giggled sheepishly 
through my sobs, and she handed me a tissue). 
 It was when I noticed my mother stop talking that I 
began to listen closer. I was young, but I had grown familiar 
enough with Mom’s usual habits to grow suspicious that 
something was not right. For one, she didn’t laugh as much, 
and when she did she began stifling it, choking it down as she 
picked up her water glass and sipped to distract her mouth. 
She became suddenly and quietly sentimental, sharing 
stories of her childhood in a poor family and telling me she 
loved me, she loved me, she loved me through her tears 
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while we sat in her parked Yukon. When we went snow skiing 
in New Mexico that January, she didn’t stay in the cabin to 
protect her arthritic knees like she always had before. She 
suited up, held my father’s gloved hand, and kicked the toes 
of her boots into the skis. Her coughs sent the snowflakes 
into whirling flurries about her face. 
 The X-ray had come back. Pearly masses dotted the 
lining of my mother’s lungs. “Cancer,” said the first doctor. 
Six months to live. Mom was dying.

**

 My knees were pressed up to her bedside, jeans 
rubbing on her white linens. She had her left hand in my hair 
and was smoothing it in long strokes. Her lower lashes curled 
over her mask  like delicate little hooks. I watched her irises 
flicker up and down, as she took me all in, memorizing how 
I had changed in the past twenty-four hours since our last 
thirty-minute allowance to visit her. Kaden was crawling into 
her lap, grinning, lifting his baby-soft chin to her own, asking 
if she had any games for him to play. Addi was on the other 
side of her bed, flipping through the scattered magazines (“I 
could probably recite those things word-for-word for you, 
now,” said Mom). Dad was next to Addi, sharing about our 
day at home. He concluded each story by biting his lip and 
closing his eyelids, glancing at the glowing television.
 “Five-minute warning.”
 The nurse was back with a fresh mask and pair of 
latex gloves, replenishing Mom’s fluids and checking her 
vitals. I rolled my chair back so that she could wrap the 
sphygmomanometer around her left arm. When she fin-
ished her task, she hurriedly gathered her equipment and 
exited both doors before the first one shut. “Five-minute 
warning” were her only words.
 Mom blinked in her direction. “The staff have been 
horrible,” she said. She told us the Doctor On Staff had 
called her a danger to society. She squeezed her eyes shut 
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and shook her head as if she was trying to rid it of some-
thing within it. “I feel like a leper.”

**
 
 The second doctor said that the first doctor was 
wrong. Those masses were not cancerous; they were bac-
terial. Lumpy granules of angry pill-shaped beings, flaring, 
quivering in a vengeance, surviving by killing my mother’s 
respiratory flesh. 
 Mom could return to waking up each morning 
without feeling the immediacy of counting her remaining 
sunrises, because, no, she did not have cancer. Cancer is not 
contagious, but what she truly had, however, was incredibly 
so. This was not a don’t-drink-after-her contagious but in-
stead an unmerciful don’t-breathe-next-to-her contagious. 
 We had a few hours to let that news feel wholly 
wonderful, then Mom was instructed to pack enough toi-
letries for a six-week stay in the isolation room on the top 
floor of the hospital.
The medical staff from every corner of town began to 
whisper things.
 “It’s a wonder—
 “The chances that you—
 “When the CDC finds out—
 “—someone like you, Jessica—”
 “People like you don’t get sick like this.”

**

 “Listen to me, Leksi.” This was my pediatric ap-
pointment. Dad had taken me to get a prescriptions for an-
tibiotics. He had already taken Addi and Kaden when I was 
at track practice.  The pediatrician had heard about Mom. 
He was leaning forward in his rolling stool and rubbing 
together his worn thumbs. 
 “You cannot talk about this,” he warned. “You 
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cannot talk about this at school. You cannot talk about this 
at church. You cannot talk about this to your friends.” He 
paused, softening his expression behind his wiry glasses. 
“Your mom is very sick, and what she is sick with could 
scare a lot of people. It could make people scared of her; it 
could make people scared of your family.”

**

 In eighth-grade-level English, our teacher boasted 
about Anne Frank and her living conditions, rolling out a rect-
angular perimeter of blue painter’s tape on the tile floor that 
replicated the dimensions of her secret annex in Amsterdam. 
 “Not a single one of you in this room could imagine 
living in a space this small, with twelve other people, for 
that long.”
 The two front legs of my desk touched the edge of 
Anne’s bedroom. I wondered if it would be worse or better 
to live in that size of a space for that long, alone. 
 In Bible class, every morning before we started, we 
read one chapter of Proverbs. Then time was allotted for 
us to share around the room our prayer requests. After 
one week of my Mom being in hospital isolation, the pretty 
blonde Pentecostal girl arrived to Bible class without her 
usual spacey giggle and flirtatious ambiance. She moped 
and clicked the end of her pen against the table. When 
prayer requests were taken, she raised a dainty hand and 
announced that the reason she was so distraught was that 
her mom was passing a kidney stone. 

**

 The six weeks passed, and Mom returned to the 
house under two conditions: she couldn’t leave the house for 
another six weeks, and she had to wear the breathing mask 
until further notified. Dad picked her up from the hospital 
and helped her out of the car. It was cloudy that morning. She 
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made a comment about how soft the breeze felt and held out 
her hands to let it flow in between her fingers. I thought of 
those space exploration documentaries, when the astronaut 
is carried out of the shuttle because her muscles are too weak 
to support walking, their faces glowing from the crowds that 
have gathered to greet them. Addi, Kaden, and I stood on the 
front porch, watching Dad’s hand hold Mom’s to guide her up 
the porch steps. Home. Her tangled hair whipped in the wind 
and made a shallow patting noise as it hit against her mask.
 Dad would sneak her outside at least once a day. A 
walk around Sikes pond, an evening at the tennis court, 
an early Saturday morning trip to the grocery store. She 
especially loved it when he would take her golfing. We didn’t 
eat out, but Addi and I began to learn a few recipes and 
started making spaghetti and pan-cooked chicken when 
Dad was working O.B. and couldn’t cook. We all became ex-
ceptionally good at playing Scrabble. She was doing better. 
She laughed again, lifting the weight out of the living room 
as she leaned back in the love seat and laughed, until she 
choked on her own body, coughing, getting up and leaving 
the house to cough. Eventually, Mom went to church with us 
again. She should have worn her mask there, but she didn’t.
 “Jessica! I feel like it’s been forever!”
 “Where have you been?”
 “Did you hear about Chris? He slipped in the show-
er last night and broke his elbow. Poor guy had to go into 
the emergency room. Can you believe that, Jess? What a 
way to spend your Saturday night!”

**

 Dad, my siblings, and I had to be tested for the 
bacteria at the Department of Health. I hated needles, but 
Addi hated them to the point of wailing and thrashing. 
So, I would perform my big-sister role and pretend such 
terrifying weapons were “no big deal” in effort to help. I 
crawled into the massive beige leather chair and held my 



71SPRING

breath as the nurse counted one, two, three, and filled her 
syringe with the dark berry-red of my own blood. I drifted 
into a vagal response (which did not help Addi’s anxiety) 
and was handed a coke to fix it. When it was Kaden’s turn, 
he started giggling out of nervousness. Dad had to pick 
Addi up from a fitful cry on the floor and hold her in the 
chair as the nurse did her job, despite Addi’s attempt at 
flailing her arms.
 When the tests came back two days later, everyone 
came back positive except for me (“There’s no way that’s 
possible. She needs to be on antibiotics, too,” said the sec-
ond doctor). The bacteria were there, living within us, but 
it was not angry and did not plan on being so; it preferred 
to peacefully nestle itself in our tissue than cause any flar-
ing conflict like it had to Mom. 
 Every morning for a full year, four pairs of white 
pills were left on the kitchen counter for us to take: one to 
kill what was in us, one to prevent the first from killing too 
much. If lunchtime ever rolled around and there was a pair 
of pills still resting on the counter, Mom would get terri-
bly upset with all of us. Whoever it was that missed their 
routine had a lot of centralized anger to expect, as if Mom 
finally had a grasp on some cause and effect to her situa-
tion. It made it hard to fess up (“Do you want to get sick like 
me?!” “No, Momma.” “Then take your medicine! If you don’t 
take your medicine, you will get sick, do you hear me?!”).
 Aunt Diana and Uncle Cory had to be tested by the 
Department of Health, too. Their tests came back positive. 
Mom found this out over the phone.
 It was after dinner. Addi and Kaden had left the 
kitchen to shower, and Dad was still at the table, reading 
something. I had walked to the back of the house to print 
out my report on Anne Frank when I heard a muffled out-
cry. I could not make out what she was yelling or who she 
was yelling at, but her ragged sobs caused me to pause by 
the printer and look to the guest bedroom where her voice 
was coming from. 
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 That door was not normally closed.

**

 There were two closed doors that separated her 
weeping body from where I stood that evening. There were 
no sounds, except for the running water of Addi’s shower 
across the house and Mom’s anguish. There was an air of 
finality in her voice, as if she was letting someone know 
once-and-for-all what wrong they had done to her, what 
pain they had bestowed. I stood by the printer. No one was 
hearing her except me.
 I tiptoed my socked feet across the wood floor 
and opened the first door. The bedroom light was on, the 
ceiling fan  whirring rapidly. Mom’s wailing was piercing 
through the wood of the bathroom door. Something inside 
of her was bursting through her ribcage and ricocheting 
against the walls as it tried to escape. 
 “Why, God? Oh, why, God! Why?”
 I tiptoed again, towards the second door, the balls of 
my feet crunching softly against the bedroom carpet. I man-
aged my quickening heart rate by taking deeper breaths.
 “This shouldn’t be happening to me. Don’t let this 
happen to them too! Why?”
  I made it to the door without her hearing me. I 
slowly lifted my right hand, and rested it on the brass 
doorknob. My nose touched the painted wood.
 “Momma. Let me in.”
 Silence. She sniffled. I heard her weight shift on 
the tile.
 “Leksi, don’t come in here.”
 I took a breath. “Momma. Let me in.”
 “No.”
 “I’m coming in.”
 She hadn’t locked the door. I opened it, and there 
she was, knees tucked into her chest, her back to the 
doorway. She looked up at me. Her eyes were big and wet. 
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Mascara had painted black watery rivers down her face. 
She looked like a child. 
 I had not realized until then that I, too, had been 
gathering a dewy wetness along my lower lash line. I 
dropped to the floor beside her and wrapped my arms 
around the curve of her waist. The tile was cold under my 
shins. I rested my cheek on her spine. 
 “Mom?”
 She sniffled again. She responded with a broken 
throat.“Yes, baby?”  
 I could feel her rocking, trying and failing to calm 
herself down. Never in my life was I ever as good at words 
as she was, and so I crossed my fingers, squeezed my eyes 
shut. As I was holding my mother, I asked the God to pro-
vide me with the right words to say. I only knew one Bible 
verse by memory. 
 “God says that he has a plan for you.” I paused, un-
certain. But I had already begun, so I kept going. “Plans to 
give you a hope and a future. I guess the hard part is that 
we just can’t see what it is right now.”
 Mom turned around. She picked me up from under 
my arms and brought me close into her lap. I took a strand 
of Mom’s hair and rubbed it in between my fingers. I had 
left both doors open. The sun was staining the walls a 
shimmery yellow. 
 We remained there on the tile floor until it set.
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The Eyes of Christ

Nathan Jowers

Those black pits of agony and pure act
were rung in halos of a single color.
Some elect spectrum from the family of lights
rested in God’s hollows, goads of sunlight
spiked in darkness. How the hills of Judea
opalesced in those stereoscopes stitched
from the eternal will of God. Jerusalem,
your historic and winnowed surfaces,
gilded seat of David and the Jebusite dead,
how slowly did the twin seas of Galilee sow
his tears along your slopes? Peace, weeping Peter,
Rock-bottom of the Church; who has walked
across his slick waters and not stumbled?
Still we see ourselves in them, rarely the sight
pointing back. Once we could lace that coarse
hair through our tiny fingers and force him
just inches from our face. I wonder,
was he ever the first man to avert his gaze?
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Fresh Start

Reagan Pace

Thank God for bread 
that grows mold.
The half-eaten loaf sits there 
on the countertop
bathing in the warm light 
from the windows
gradually growing spots 
of greens and blues.
It reminds me 
that it’s okay 
to toss it out 
and start baking 
all over again. 



77SPRING

Meeting Place

Tessa Kennedy

At the canyon’s edge
crimson dirt from eroded rocks
touches the scabs on my bare feet
as my heels dig into the ground—
hard, and with vexation.

I settle into the familiar endlessness,
this space is not new to me—
I know the creases in the boulders by heart.
I could close my eyes,
hold pen and paper,
and sketch the grooves perfectly.

I know the direction each stream bends,
the creatures who nestle in the caverns,
the pitch of the wind’s whistle at night.

Today—
I let that wind play with my hair,
caress my face,
and roll gently up and down my back

I raise my hands
and let the warmth of the sun
penetrate my palms with vigor

I open my mouth
and let the bitter air
race through the gaps in my teeth,
fondle my damp tongue,
and recognize me
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And the canyons echo:
my child, my child, my child
with a voice not heard in years
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sopa 

Daniel Garcia

steam rises and
tickles my upper lip 

as the smell of 
pork, hominy, lime 

flood my nostrils. 
when I exhale, 

I ready my napkin 
to combat mocos 

from falling to my 
spoon again. 



80 THE SHINNERY REVIEW 2019

Monty Python Cinemap
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March

J. Tobias Buller

The budding of spring on frail twigs
looks more like the clinging
of tiny leaves at the end of autumn,
dying in the light of a cold sunset.

Beyond the shivering branches,
the clouds are a brooding lavender
and the church tower rising before me,
lurid in the last light, looks westward,

as if seeing a far-off flame,
as if the skies are smoking and burning,
and it is straining to see the world 
one last time before the darkness.

The crimson bloom of stone haunts me,
and I feel as if something is ending,
as if I am on the edge 
of remembering, the memory 

slipping away with the sun.
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Moonlight and Stingrays

Jacob Corona

Remember a haloed Marina moon
salty fog from Corpus Christi Bay muddled the stars, grey
as high tides washing away bonfire ashes
and dead jellyfish from the oyster shell beach.
A perfect place to wait for sunrise.
Barefoot on the sargassum and sand
we used to climb the mesquites nearby,
our palms scarred from the thorns.
Rays in the shallows began their hunt.
Silver skin, smooth and washed blue
by moonlight, slipping in and out of sight
like remembering a dream. So unnatural,
to go there under aubergine midnight sky
as spring fog drifts in, without you there.
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Best Work

Ethan Lewis

Amaranth is the thought of lips tilled and ready to flourish,
waiting patiently for rain, yet they through desiccation 
 remain
untouched by the sun’s sultry light.

And praise be to the bruise-colored creek that valiantly 
 falls second-place 
to stirring, whiskey-watered eyes, intoxicating by sight.

Be it that same sun that resplendent hair pities as it shines 
 and bends 
through a bower to the hilltop shoulder below.

Mother Nature, worry not of replication of such creation 
with high bones that crest in clearsky, honey skin.
Your best work indeed has been done.
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Self Portrait - Radiance
Lana Dimassi
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Grace Returns

Samantha Michaels

Covered in paint past midnight. 
Alone all morning and all afternoon. 
With a pencil I drew the figure of a woman. 
Curly-hipped, wavy-wide, and shapely like creation. 

On occasion I pass the time by counting the men I’ve 
 kissed. 
The checklist is long and spitting-distance from 
 interesting; 
the starting center, 
the music prince, 
the one at the party, 
the smoker, 
the alternative I was supposed to marry, 
the frat boy, 
the punk rocker, 
the biblical scholar. 

In the moments I spent with them, 
my brow was furrowed with cinematic seriousness. 
Short-lived but movie-style, I played the part of some 
 damsel. 
Pillow surrounding my neck. Drunken. Still as a statue. 
 One with anger. 

How I laugh at the girl from years ago! 
And the same grown-up girl from last week! 
Little did I know that the curly-hipped, wavy-wide, shapely 
 like creation woman 
would change her mind so quickly. 
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These boys must have no idea who they came across. 
I am the kind of woman to sit over her painting 
with knees wide open past curfew. 
With a pencil in her blue hair and honey dripping from her
 lips. 
They must be blind to the ways of a woman 
who drinks her wine slowly 
and deaf to the sound of a woman who sings with the 
 congregation. 
They must not know where I spill my oil.

Holy as I may be, I have winked at the bartender in 
 Amsterdam. 
I have bummed a cigarette from a German. 
I have kissed with no intention of love. 
I have known full well the damage I can do and I do it 
 anyway. 
I have labored to collect my broken heart after a man did 
 the same to me. 

Bare-faced and braless, my neck crinkles back into 
 position. 
My shoulders stack up again. 
Grace returns to the swagger of my hips as if to spell 
“you couldn’t imagine” to the men with stray eyes. 
And all I have to say isn’t a word at all. 
It’s a warning sign.
It’s fearlessness that can’t be bought with a beautiful face 
 and a gold ring. 
A warning sign that glitters best in the light of the 
 morning.
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Teeth

Ethan Lewis

How wonderfully unknown teeth smile upon 
 serendipitous meetings, 
where in crowds of hundreds a miniscule set hold my eyes 
 as photo-bleach
and occupy each of my senses.

Inarticulate retellings drink the fear and hope of my heart 
 hours later.
The upside-down moon that existed in that first glance
now slips softly into memory.
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Side by Side
Emily Parisi
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Side by Side
Emily Parisi

Love, or What Is Left of It

Macy Goodenough

 I’ve been in love. Once. I was nineteen and care-
free. My hair was long, my laugh was bold, and I wasn’t 
yet familiar with the sound of my heart breaking. Like in 
the unrealistic Hollywood movies, I loved him from the 
moment we met. His eyes were kind and told me stories 
of love and happiness and the aspects of this life that 
I yearned to be a part of. His laugh was infectious, his 
words were like honey, and I wanted to know everything 
about him. I wanted to know his favorite movies, his 
plans for the future, his family dog’s name. Being an in-
trovert, he wasn’t known for sharing too much of himself 
to the outside world, and I certainly am not the type of 
person introverts are typically comfortable to be around. 
I am loud, persistent, and have the tendency to break 
down walls that people have built up for a reason. How-
ever, I drew him in, and the walls he had built suddenly 
seemed less permanent. While it was a risk, I was one he 
was willing to take, and he invited me in anyways. 
 Just like that, I was falling in love with this smil-
ing young man who was all wrong for me. But I soon 
found out he was everything I had been looking for. He 
completed everything I thought I had been missing, or 
at least that was the assumption I was under. This love 
was one that is incapable of getting lost amidst the list of 
boys from my youth. I try to forget parts, omit parts, but 
there is no escaping it. This love consumed me. It became 
a part of who I was—he became a part of who I was. For a 
time, I wasn’t me without him. There was no separating 
us. We were a science experiment from middle school 
where the parts from the beginning could not be deter-
mined after mixing. He was the solvent and I was the sol-
ute. My days started with him and ended with him—the 
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middle parts consisted of me counting down the seconds 
until I could see him again. 
 There was never a distinguishable moment where 
our relationship began to shift. But, after a time, the 
world we created together altered slightly, just enough 
so that we both felt it. Our world titled off of its axis and 
our days were not always sunny anymore. Instead, they 
turned into deep purple clouds where secrets hid in dark 
corners. Instead of walking as one, I walked ahead with 
part of me dragging behind. I discovered that the perfect 
world we had created was made of glass and threatened 
to shatter at any moment. One false step, one regrettably 
uttered word, and that would be the end for us. 
 Needless to say, the end eventually came. It was 
the darkest I had ever seen the world. The trees were life-
less and barren. The sun was concealed by clouds, whis-
pered into existence by the devil himself. I spent months 
searching for any form of solitude or saving grace. I cut 
my fingers trying to assemble the sharp, jagged shards 
of my heart back into a shape that resembled any form 
of wholeness. Grief is best known for making his appear-
ance in the lives of those whose loved ones have recently 
passed away; he hovers over them like a rain cloud or 
annoying relative at a holiday function. Thankfully, there 
are books and pamphlets discussing how to get rid of 
it, and how eventually you will overcome this grief and 
continue on with your life. But what about the grief that 
comes with knowing the fact that the person you trust-
ed most in the world chose to leave your life voluntarily, 
and is, in fact, doing better without you? Where are the 
pamphlets with the step-by-step instructions of how to 
continue living when you feel as if there is only half of 
you left? He didn’t love me—he loved the way I made him 
feel about himself when he was with me. In the end, he 
decided I wasn’t the one he wanted to share his secrets 
with. I was a phase, a splash of color on his otherwise 
neutral-colored canvas. After everything, he decided I 
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wasn’t worthy to penetrate the walls he had so painstak-
ingly crafted. Because of it, I am now afraid of the dark 
and the thoughts lurking in the shadows. I am scared to 
go to sleep at night because I know I will see him there. 
He appears in my dreams, unwanted and unasked for. 
After all of this time, the pain is still raw, the hurt is still 
hurting. Seeing his face, even in my dreams, is enough to 
take the breath out of me.
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Blossom ‘Brella
Emily Waller

Flash Flood

Reagan Pace

the day I finally stand up to you 

lightning will strike behind my eyes 
you’ll see the flash before you hear the boom

my jaw will clench with air pressure tension 
cold front moving in
I must brace myself
because winter tells convincing lies

thunder will rumble in my bones
not the way Florida summer sounds in the afternoon
warm, revitalizing—a reminder
but the way freight train clouds of Texas sound in the 
 spring 
loud, ominous—a warning

we’ve smelled the rain coming for years 
now the sky is pitch black
and the raindrops are fat
and the water is rising

I hope you can swim
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9.

Marissa Horne

Put me under a full moon,
with salty wind pulling
at my hair and clothes…
and put my toes in the salt
soft waves.
Put me in that shy water,
murmuring the night away…
In this place I become the
poet
dreamer
singer
lover
and giver
I was as a child. 
Put me there. I want you to meet her.
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June 19th, with a Croissant Outside of a 
German Backerei 

Samantha Michaels

 On the way to Waco for a concert, Rachel asked 
me what I think God looks like.  I couldn’t believe I hadn’t 
already picked out an answer for this. I love this question. 
My response came easy, and I felt that feeling that books 
describe when a character’s face lights up. This is my an-
swer, just marinated.
 I think people resent the old bearded-man look of 
God. I don’t hate it; it’s familiar to me. I’m not sure how 
I got to thinking of that, since no one really imposed it 
on me. This God reminds me of being a child in my old 
Church of Christ, singing hymns with an ancient congre-
gation before I went to Bible Hour, before I got wrapped up 
in body-image issues and wanting to make it into the inner 
circle of cool church kids. I am pleased to report that I nev-
er met the qualifications.
 Anyway, I think the white beard looks like wisdom. 
It reminds me that He’s seen it all before. I think God man-
ages His beard well but doesn’t use all that fancy pomade 
and oil. As far as eyes go, I bet He has really bright and 
tired eyes. I bet He’s tall and has a bit of a gut on Him, since 
He’s the bread of life, of course. As far as skin goes, He 
can be whatever He wants. Red, yellow, black or white or 
brown. I don’t care. But He definitely has sun damage from 
all the times He’s gone to the Grand Canyon. 
 The real word picture begins when I think of what 
He does every day. I think God works on cars and motor-
cycles for a living and has made a good and respectable 
name for Himself. Everyone in town goes to see Him and 
He stays late most days. He has a regular bar that He goes 
to where He knows which bartenders work which days 
and talks their ears off and they all love Him. God gives the 
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best restaurant recommendations to people just stopping 
in for a drink. He smokes good cigars and orders old fash-
ioneds, because I want Him and my brother to have some-
thing in common. That’s my favorite part.
 The word picture gets better when I think about 
our time together. He picks me flowers from the side of 
the road with the roots still attached. He always has a 
bottle of red wine to try with me. His kitchen has funny 
needle-points with swear words on them because He’s not 
afraid of bad words. I want Him to paint a lot and be ter-
rible at it, just like Grandeer. He’s a tenor even though ev-
eryone thinks He looks like a bass, just like Dad. He wears 
bow ties to Sunday lunch with me. His favorite singer is 
Bruce Springsteen and knows every song.He doesn’t have 
a dishwasher and hangs His clothes to dry. I also think 
He wears big turquoise rings, ones that He didn’t buy but 
were made for Him. He knows every species of tree in the 
surrounding area and I always have to remind Him to stop 
biting His fingernails. He has a little dog like Grampy.
 I think He plays in a band on the weekends like 
Grampa and makes sure I’m there when He has a new song 
to debut. He calls me up to sit on the barstool next to Him 
because they’re all for me. He wears cargo shorts because 
they’re functional and He doesn’t care that they’re out of 
style. I think this because I don’t think God changes ac-
cording to how a church sings or decorates their stage. He 
can get the job done without a light show or “Oceans.” He’s 
really good with kids and gives them lollipops, especially 
when He knows their parents don’t let them eat sugar. He 
eats grapes for breakfast like Uncle David did.
 Just like in real life, I don’t always like Him. He 
doesn’t give me what I want but gives me what I need and 
lets me do my thing after that. He doesn’t shrink back 
when I get mad at Him; He can put up a fight. He doesn’t 
let me turn into a limp rag doll when he has to shake me 
awake. I think He loves me like the burning bush scene in 
the Prince of Egypt movie. I think He loves me in the same 
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way rock concerts feel  and how dancing looks. I think He 
loves me by making the first day of autumn so recogniz-
able and sending me poems that I have to read a thousand 
times before I finally get it. I think He loves me the most 
when I sing even louder during worship after my voice 
cracks because music written for Him will always make 
me cry. I think He has a pronounced nose like Papa does. 
 I think perfection is intimidating. I think if people 
gave Him more characteristics that make us laugh and 
think of being young, He’s a little easier to talk to. God 
is most free when we don’t associate Him with blinding 
purity. I don’t think the thing He wants to talk about most 
is how powerful and mighty He is. We all know it, and He 
doesn’t like to brag about it. I think He wants to sweep 
us off our feet and catch us off guard so we can be at rest 
when we approach each other. 
 I think we have a relatable God. One who is the 
loudest parent at our school plays and soccer games. One 
who knows what it’s like to be crushed by disappoint-
ment, but gets back up to love whoever it was who did the 
hurting. I think the heavens roar because they can’t stop 
celebrating after they finally saw His face and felt His hug. 
I think God laughs when we laugh and hurts when we hurt. 
I think His least favorite phrase is “I told you so.” I think 
He’s fully equipped to stand there while we yell at Him for 
childish things. I don’t think He swats it out of His face or 
thinks it’s silly that we get so confused and flustered by 
the pain we experience here. I think He gets how hard it is 
for me to apply for grad school and forget about breakups 
and feel cabin fever because I’m really really afraid of days 
spent inside that I’ll regret when I’m dead. He knows how 
hard it hit me when my cousin said the worst thing I’ve 
ever heard anyone say and He knows why I need to go to 
concerts all the time. He knows that I feel unspectacular 
because of school and how I haven’t dated anyone in three 
years and how being home sometimes makes me even 
more anxious than the drive there.
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 But He takes it all into His big hands with big tur-
quoise rings and says, “Honey, talk to me about it. I have 
wine and pasta in the kitchen. Come eat with me, I miss 
you.”
 I think He knows how much I love being loud with 
my friends and being alone just the same. He knows why 
I love flowers so much and that it wouldn’t change if I 
were born to be an ’80’s child. He knows why I love Faith-
fully and Purple Rain. He knows how glad I am to wake 
up late on Saturdays and sit around the house. I think He 
was sitting next to me when I was drawing my black tulip 
tattoo because I was so glad to be alone with my martinis, 
and He’d never miss that. I think He gave me the courage 
to come to ACU even though I didn’t meet the rich and 
beautiful standard. But it has been my greatest and most 
beloved gift, because it is the place where I finally fell on 
my knees in humility of His love. Not in chapel or during 
devotional, but in my dorm room. Alone. Shattered. When 
I couldn’t breathe. 
 And He takes it all into his big hands with big tur-
quoise rings and says, “Honey, talk to me about it! I have 
wine and pasta in the kitchen. Come eat with me, I miss 
you.”
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Eye Contact

Erin Miller

Eye contact keeps getting me into trouble. 
I keep thinking that as long as I’m not moving my head, no 
one will notice 
the movement of my eyes. 
Yet my eyes seem to sweep the room clean, leaving no one 
out of the know.
My eyes are invaders to others’ souls. 
I’m just a curious soul, myself. 
It’s unfortunate, this habit I’ve developed. 
It’s just sometimes, with certain people
  I can’t look away. 
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Bjorn and Bjorn Henri

Hannah Johnson

 My two older sisters—Jess and Kristin—and I plan a 
trip together every year. This year, I had convinced them to 
drop me off in Iceland before I started my summer intern-
ship in Newcastle. Halfway between my permanent and tem-
porary home, we were driving around the perimeter of the 
country on the only true highway on the entire island. Three 
days into the trip, enjoying campfire-charred grilled sand-
wiches, we were situated on a cliff overlooking the eastern 
coast. The air around us vibrated with an energy of mysticism 
and wonder, it was easy to imagine that when we had boarded 
our plane in the U.S., we were transported to a different world 
entirely. The ocean and the sky matched each other in hue, so 
the horizon was barely distinguishable. The blue-grey wall set 
before us was brought even closer as a fog rolled in, creating a 
barrier of mist that dewed on the grass and light-violet flow-
ers that surrounded our gravel offroad. Jess’s auburn brown  
hair curled in the moisture, and my hands had pruned in the 
light precipitation. The mist turned to a light downfall, so we 
put out the fire, packed up our cookware, and loaded up our 
rented Dacia, whose coat of dirt collected from the previous 
day had begun to drip mud onto the gravel. 
 Kristin started the car as Jess and I buckled up, 
and as we started out to continue our day’s adventure, the 
sound of contorted plastic and scraping metal was made 
while the front of our car was lifted ever so slightly. Kris-
tin pushed the gas harder to see if the car would move 
forward in any way, but the engine only revved at a loud-
er noise to indicate its frustration with K’s futile efforts. 
Knowing—but not accepting—our imminent delay, we 
all stepped out of the car, boots crunching on the rocks, 
and each lowered ourselves to inspect the damage. Rest-
ing right underneath the axle of our car, a rock no bigger 
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than my backpack suspended our car just high enough to 
prevent the tires from getting traction with the ground. 
We surveyed the desolate, shrub and rock-covered cliffs 
around us to see if a single person shared the area we 
had intentionally chosen for privacy and quiet. As we had 
wished for earlier and resented now, we saw no indica-
tion that anyone was in proximity to us. Icelandic folklore 
speaks of fog as a protective force, but in this instance, it 
shrouded any prospective source of solace. Knowing that 
our ability to continue our journey was contingent on our 
own ability to free our car, we scoured the surrounding 
area for rocks and logs large enough to place under the 
tires of the car to get it off the rock. Our efforts were fruit-
less, however. We were stranded, isolated from the outside 
world behind the veil of fog. 
 Just as soon as we were ready to give up and call for 
help, the fog rolled back to reveal, not a couple hundred 
yards down the coastline, a faded yellow bulldozer and 
white pickup truck. A sight not uncommon in my Midwest-
ern working-class hometown, I was ecstatic to have my 
eyes fall upon a hopeful promise of rescue. Kristin and I 
briskly walked toward the vehicles, eager and anxious to 
find workers occupying the site. The moss below our feet 
conformed to the pressure of our footsteps, which trod 
along the spongy with a sense of impatience. When we 
finally reached the site where the truck and bulldozer sat, 
we looked down a deep and freshly dug ditch revealing 
shiny, sharp rocks that stuck out from the earth. Amongst 
the rocks, in the bottom of the ditch, were two men.  
 They seemed minuscule amongst the boulders, 
but their white shirts stood in dark contrast to the char-
coal-colored rocks. We called out to them, our voices 
fading as the sound fought through mist. The two men 
turned to find the source of our voices, and they mirrored 
our waves in recognition. As if involving themselves in our 
extraordinary narrative, their emergence from the rocks 
echoed tales of mythic creatures known for abiding in 
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natural landforms. They spoke in Icelandic to one another 
while making their way up the rocks, which I otherwise 
would have found charming, but now proposed a potential 
hindrance to our being able to explain our situation to 
them. Once on the same mossy ground as Kristin and I, the 
blue-eyed, grizzly-bearded men both took off their knit 
caps and we shook their calloused, gritty hands, introduc-
ing ourselves. They introduced themselves, the wrinkles 
around their eyes being made more prominent through 
their smiles. 
 Their names were Bjorn and Bjorn Henri. Under-
neath their work coats, they both wore cable knit turtle-
necks onto which were stitched intricate Lusekofte pat-
terns, weaving diamonds that danced through the fabric. 
Their blonde beards had collected what appeared to be 
either dew or sweat, which sparkled in the same way as 
their icy blue eyes. While the four of us walked back to the 
car, they told us about their lives in Iceland through thick 
accents, which rounded and elongated every vowel and 
softened every consonant. They told us about their family, 
laughing together at inside jokes I wished I had been a part 
of. When we arrived back at the car, they introduced them-
selves to Jess, rolled up their sleeves, and got to working 
our car. Within fifteen minutes, using surrounding rocks 
and their own strength, they freed the car. They shook our 
hands, wished us good travels, and walked back to their 
truck, disappearing behind the protective mist that had 
once again surrounded my sisters and I.  
 A majority of Icelanders believe in elves, and I can’t 
blame them. There’s an undeniable magic in the timely 
kindness of bearded, mist-covered strangers named Bjorn 
and Bjorn Henri.
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sonrisas

Daniel Garcia

in the summer we eat 
watermelons and drink fruit sodas. 

the girl’s face cracks when she smiles, 
and her freckles darken under the sun. 

her eyes bleed hazel, and they 
vanish when she laughs. 

cherry-red lips, sticky 
fingers, a bucket of balloons. 

the water strikes my back, 
the cold paralyzes me, 

you laugh as I fall on pavement, I 
wish your eyes could see me smile. 
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la popular bakery 

Daniel Garcia

for you, an orange muffin. 
for me, a churro. 

we enjoyed the sugar crystals
that congealed on the crusts of our pastries, 
and dusted our lips. 
what didn’t make it into our mouths 
eventually fell to the yellow-tiled floor 
spotted with mud and coffee stains. 

for you, strawberry milk. 
for me, chocolate. 

we cracked the seals of our bottles of milk, 
sipped and swallowed, 
our mouths thanking us for the gift 
after having been dried out by sugar and flour. 
the corners of your mouth were always dyed pink. 
the color would fade as the milk crusted. 

these memories remain so vivid no matter how hard 
I try to forget them. 

today when I go into la popular bakery on culebra road 
the wrinkled woman running the counter still asks me 
with a smile, 
an orange muffin and a churro, mijo? 
I smile back, 
just coffee please. 
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Between Lives

Hannah Bowling

 It was the middle of August, and Myers was between 
lives. The only thing different about this time from the 
other times was that this time he was sober. He’d just spent 
twenty-eight days at a drying-out facility. But during the pe-
riod his wife took it into her head to go down the road with 
another drunk, a friend of theirs. The man had recently 
come into some money and had been thinking about buying 
into a bar and restaurant in the eastern part of the state. 
Myers didn’t mind, though. This wasn’t the first time Lola 
had left town with another drunk. But sooner or later, she 
always came back, just like he would always go back. 
 The fan spun lazily above him. The room was 
hot, and the sun fell in heavy rays on him. The mattress 
creaked as he shifted his weight, sitting up. The window 
faced west, to the bay, or what little one could see of it be-
tween all the crumbling skyrises and neon lights. Without 
looking, he patted the mattress until he felt his wallet. He 
drew from it six dollars. 
 He stared at it silently before placing the money 
back into his wallet. 
 He slipped on his shoes and crossed the floor, not that 
there was much of it. It seemed so much greater now that 
the couch and the recliner were gone. He opened the fridge. 
Fluorescent light beamed back. He winced and shut it. 
 He turned back to the window, leaning against 
the fridge. The sun was in his eyes now, and he covered it 
with his hand. 
 Six bucks was all he had left from selling the couch 
and the recliner. He had expected the money to last until Lola 
got back. But he had also expected Lola to be back by now. 
 He shut his eyes briefly. Maybe a drink would be 
nice after all.
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Boxed In

Tessa Kennedy

May 25, 1977—
I see them,
a line of them,
like specks on a pointillist painting
trickling from the cinema doors and into the road,
waiting for the premiere of Star Wars

in pajamas, in sweaters, 
in slippers, in jogger shorts
9 p.m. to 12 a.m.
pale blue light like a filter over the evening
two sixteen-year-olds are sharing a bag of Fritos
and a grape Slurpee—one cup, two straws
a mother wraps her toddler in a blanket
and brings him closer to her chest
a thin, lanky man wraps his arms around his wife
to combat the cold
the neon light from the marquee
bounces off of their skin

whispers float down the streets
and bounce off the sidewalks
no one can see the backs of the necks before them
because they are facing one another,
conversing—
about the weather, the water, the waiting, the world

today, it’s you and me,
alone,
swallowed by darkness and couch cushions,
earbuds in,
the red Netflix logo reflecting
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off the face of the stainless steel fridge
the cat purrs from its crate 
and pierces the silence
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Hannah Johnson
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The Light 

Angela Jirik

How I remember the ease of the swaying floating,
the stillness, both in the water and in my soul
I look in front of me as I wander 
between the unthinking beyond and this incessant 
 eternity,
and I can hear in the rhythmic flapping of the waters above
the sound of peace and timelessness
There it beams, its warm rays permeating the blue
like a round, lit window of a large passenger vessel
It radiates unapologetically into the night
and casts shadow on all that tries to dim it
I approach it in its smoldering power 
my pale skin glows golden in its presence
my earthy brown hair gleams a fiery copper
as I lean in and let its dull hum whisper
its abundance of secrets
while it’s just us two 
in this intimate moment set aside for us

It tells me of my veiled identity
of the dream I thought was a fantasy
and of the reality that is really a dream
I float forever to gaze at my hands dancing in the light
And with the light’s memory inscribed in my mind,
inviting me to visit again,
I swim through the haze back to the mundane above
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After the Fire
Hannah Johnson



118 THE SHINNERY REVIEW 2019

The Bread Baker

Aleksa Vasquez

God is a woman with creases
lining her eyes deep as canyons
from smiling. She wears a loosened
braid that cascades towards
browned hands coated in flour.

She tenses her muscular back
as she molds the dough with straight arms
and palms forward, pearls of hot sweat
dotting her tanned neck.

Endlessly, she kneads her dough
into soft lumps, bakes bread
with delicate insides and crackling crusts,
gingerly removes her pans from the flame,

and gently rests them on the countertop,
remaining in the kitchen even as they cooled.
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Blood

Logan Murphy

Sangre de Cristos, that’s what they call them, 
the mountains across the valley, and now I know why.

It was morning, hummingbirds buzzing over breakfast, 
the cabin still quiet, not yet bursting with love and 
 laughter,

and the sun had yet to rise to mark the arrival of day. I sat
there, patiently, in the early summer breeze, 

just waiting. I knew it had to be soon, but when?
then, a crack of light grazed the tip of the tallest mountain,

causing Crestone Peak to glow red.
Then, the glow grows, and grows and grows, and all of a 
 sudden, 

the mountains are red from timber to peak. As if the 
 mountains sat 
beneath Christ on the cross as his blood drips down to 
 forever 

stain the ground upon which he died. The moment lasts 
 just a minute, 
but the memory lasts the lifetime granted by blood. 
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A Sunset in June and What It Did to Me

Aleksa Vasquez

The sunlight of dusk
gathered in pearly droplets
on the curving tips of leaves,
dripped down into puddles on the asphalt,
and found solace in swirling
with the yellow glow of the streetlamp.

Blush, violet, gold.

I was so overwhelmed by it all
that I swung open my door
and let its frame catch in the wind, 

the hinges creaking as I stumbled
faint across the front lawn, 

collapsed in the grass,
and submitted to lying there on my stomach
(I thanked the ground for its desire to pull me closer),

stretched my thin arm across the sidewalk,
bony finger over the curb,
to only dip a fingertip
into the sea
of wondrous evening light.
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Sunset from the Eiffel Tower
Macy Goodenough
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