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Editor’s Note
At a Florida Southern College Preview Day in my senior year of high school, I was urged by my  
admissions counselor to take home a copy of that year’s Cantilevers issue. She knew I was planning 
to come in as an English major and thought I would appreciate the magazine. I rifled through it that 
night at home, and when I saw the impressive assortment of student artwork and literature come to 
life on the glossy pages; I knew that I wanted to be a part of the staff. In my first year, I was assigned to 
Cantilevers’ brand new secretary position. My first experience as a staff member of a college journal 
of the arts was fun, educating, and rewarding. 

The managing editor posting was not one I envied as I watched students before me take the lead and 
accomplish many tasks for Cantilevers through the school year. When I ascended to the position of 
managing editor in my junior year, however, my educational experience continued. My first year as 
managing editor was one filled with questions and concerns, but also one filled with excitement and a 
desire to make Cantilevers the best it could be. The job came with its challenges, but as I rose to meet 
them, I found that I enjoyed overcoming these obstacles. Seeing the final copy of the magazine in my 
hands just before the end of the semester was an eye-opening moment for me. Our faculty advisor, 
Dr. Bernheim, told me repeatedly over the next few days that I should be proud of the final product 
because it was “my magazine.” I realized she was right and that I had thoroughly enjoyed seeing the 
journal come together.

Because of my work as managing editor, I’ve decided to pursue studies in publishing and writing, 
and to look for work in the publishing industry after school. In my four years at Florida Southern, 
Cantilevers has provided me with an outlet to express myself, to share my talents, and to discover my 
leadership skills. Though my time with Cantilevers comes to an end, I know I leave the magazine in 
the most capable and dedicated hands.

Perpetua Charles
Managing Editor
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Piñata Grove

Then I would come at once my love with love  
Bringing to wasted areas the sight of butterfly and 
swan and turtle dove
                           Eavan Boland

I should make coffee, make do
with what’s left of the night,

and stop thinking about those baby frogs
popcorning the forest floor 
so that each step we took
started a kind of polka
dance-hall of bodies, frantic 
to the beat of our big human feet 
on the late summer ground.

I confuse that day with pecan picking
and the way you’d javelin 
the broom handle into the charted sky 
until pecan rain surrounded us
and we followed that brindled falling
knowing that later would mean pie.

Tonight there’ll be no relief
map marking every polka-dotted 
trail we ever walked, every storm
we weathered, and what’s left is the nature
channel where even the wolverine’s fierce love
has to hold tenderness, where even the  
weather’s at a loss.

Am I to make of these images some kind of 
design pointed and sharp as the teeth of some 
predator?

Poetry

Ariana-Sophia Kartsonis
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Why take all this terror to make us run 
 back for what we love?

Always, in the Serengeti of a moment: a ga-
zelle, her young,the threat of some wordless 
okay from the grasses sssshhhh
danger that whispery strikes fast 
 as a mama gazelle charges in, 
and the snowglobe of who we were is turned
 upside down, so that even false 
blizzards, even frogs fall up 
in a season that, like the logic of love, defies 
gravity,
sputters out a curtain of moving Braille that if 
we could make it out would say nothing less 
than this:
  I would come at once my love, my love,
wear the cruel lightning of their jaws as a 
necklace.

Aloha Vaudeville Doll

The drive-in’s overrun 
with alien westerns
and hardboiled jail love. 
In this one: someone’s solar beau’s 
soul was left ajar
a mannequin woos
a window-dresser, a surgeon 
fills an open heart
with sun-colored jawbreakers
and olives green
as they are sterling, sterling 
as they are crucial
as the subtitles
saving no one.

But you! there’s nearly 
a bordello in your name.

Radios playing in oblivious jubilee. 
Speak me an omelette 
I’ll sing you a bee. 
Buzz me in to your office
with the codewords: bluish dahlia.
Remember this for crosswords:
Nothing matters but alveolar aerobics. 
Nothing matters but the karate hand,
the brick wall, the fat romance 
on the other side. 
This is always your fortune: 
Why judo the old sad?

Poetry
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Horoscope says: 
People will listen 
when you have more coins 
in your pocket. 
& that yesterday 
you were struggling 
with rules 
say the stars 
but take heart. 
Honey, 
Dear Zodiac-Mama, 
I’ll take all 
the heart I can get.

 
*Pinata Grove first appeared in String Poet. Spring 2012

Forecast 

From here it’s late afternoon 
every day, all the time 
A weatherman holding a polka-dot umbrella 
says 
What we’re seeing here is Hurricane What’s-Her-
Name. 
Or we’re looking at an icestorm the size of Florida. 

Not so, Parasol Boy. 
We’re looking for naked truth 
for some grim reaper or other 
hard-inked on his right forearm. 

We’re looking for a body to body way 
to kill time before it kills us first,
so draw your pistol, Dark Weather Boy
and let’s take this season down
one silk-stocking at a time.
Bare your soul to the priest, 
or the Avon lady truly sorry 
she stopped by at such a bad time.
I want to wear this week like a slutty dress
find some rough hands to rip it clean off
my lackluster Thursday, 
leave in a pile of unraveled lace
and red sateen on the floor of high noon
where it’s too loud for that hour, too spilly, 
too much. I want too much. 
Scads and scads of too much.
I want to find truth written on the hard drive
of trying not to die, trying not to die.

Ariana-Sophia Kartsonis
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A Full Moon, a Blue Moon 
and after Many Years

for My Mother Who Claims to Lack Eloquence

My mother calls out 
from email that spans
not enough of the distance 
from Utah to Alabama

It is a full moon, a blue moon 
and after many years the sky
agrees to this lighting, this moon
pressed into the charred pelt of ether,
disguised as blanket, as lullaby.

Punctured with the sparkle too,
of Seven Sisters shining
a constellation—say the Aztecs
that foretells  doom

“It is a full moon, a blue moon, 
and after many years all of the above falls on 
Halloween.  
Are you in costume?”

I’m wearing a brave face,
and over that a new shade 
of lipstick: Jezebel’s Sangria.

In the most hunted season of recent 
memory, bow and arrow kiss heaven-hide
punctuated by this blue moon
that will rise eerie orange.

and croons a song that all saints 
would die to hear and rocks 
the whole spooky world to sleep.
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Sticking like tacky fingers 

And I wonder if the butterfly
wonders how it all came to be
once the eyes on its wings are staring out
through pressed glass sheets.
Not wound up tight
not awaiting metamorphosis 
but pressed flat behind pressed glass,
remaining exactly the same. 
Exactly the same,
beauty preserved at the cost of wings
that will never follow the earth’s breathing
or feel the wind singing. 
Papery wings turned brittle, turned dry,
sticking like tacky fingers to flat glass
until separation is impossible without
destroying the watchful eyes.  
Eyes that peer out and remember
the earth’s singing, 
the wind’s breathing,
and the beauty of a torn, papery wing. 

I forgot the locker number 

I put my soul in a locker,
but I forgot the locker number.
I checked 681 and found somebody’s right 
hand.
Maybe it was 861. 
I inhaled ashes, so I unzipped my chest 
and put my left lung in a locker,
but it kept breathing without me.
If I press my ear to the metal, I can hear the 
eruption. 
My right ventricle pumped rocks through my 
veins,
so I punished it by putting it in a locker.
Sometimes I remember the locker number,
but I make myself forget.

At the base of a hill somewhere,
there are rows of petal white body parts
perfectly preserved and stacked like hardcover 
books
in lockers for safe-keeping.
I put my soul in a locker.
I can still feel it breathe. 

Kelsey Tressler
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Seven Devils: 
Her name was Al Manama

If only there was a breeze in Bahrain she said, 
Day later her prayers are answered
It’s serene 
Quiet
Peaceful almost
But the undertones are dark
It’s rhythmic
Mesmerizing 
How quickly the clouds move
How silent the world is
Where are the birds?
The lull
The calm
It’s the eye of the hurricane
The quick dark clouds 
The whisper of the wind
It’s the calm before the storm
The worst has yet to come
I’ll be dead before the day is done
Before the first drop of rain hits the thirsty 
cracked soil
Before the dry sand becomes mud
Before I can run
The wind has come

You’re still doing it wrong

I’m leaking
the time it takes
for the calluses on your palms 
to brush over my collarbone—
we’ve lost it all. 

You made us lose it all.
A seven-day creation
and you destroyed it in an hour,
destroyed it in silence,
without even a whimper.  
You’re hollow, soldier.
A tin man executing perfectly steps he doesn’t 
understand:
If you perform a waltz and think it’s a tango,
you’re still doing it wrong.

How many birds, five or six?
And you crushed them all
in your tin palm,
your callused palm,

or they flew away,
and now you use them 
as an excuse to tighten your fist.

Kelsey Tressler Mary Quinn
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I’m all saturated.
I’m all drowning 
in you. And you
in the letter from

          -Help me.

Latch Key Kid

You were found in the space
created by two people
after something horrific was 
said. Tell me; do you picture Jesus
when you pray at night,
or are you just praying
 to ceiling tiles?
I’ve spent a lot of time
drunk in the shower, listening 
to “watch out for this guy”
but you were the only one 
to say “please do.”  
Everything seems timed now by 
quiet singings of happy birthday;
I can’t imagine you felt celebrated.
We kept a box of keys
we found and you began 
passing them out to homeless.
You said we could give them
some place to live, and would 
laugh at the thought of
every man who ever fired you
coming home to a bum sharing
a napkin with his wife, his kids,
watching his television. Family, what 
a strange word to those not introduced 
to it. Here’s your father --
he committed suicide and here’s

A Way to Spend Your Last 
Sixty Dollars

In the town you feel
your death wouldn’t be
as simple as a bullet
and your teeth
wouldn’t look as white
in a metal mirror.

He says come to bed.

In the sheets slept
someone as miserable
as you, but dirtier. No
thank you for hospitality.

I left the water running
and the room damp
in case you got thirsty.

There’s a cup of pens
and you have a hard time
choosing which one
to write with. Help me.

Dust on the ceiling fan
blades. You breathe it
in like dead skin smoke.
You think it helps you
sleep.

I left the water running
and the room damp
in case you got thirsty.

Adara Powell
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Cloudburst

Sprinkle blazing droplets
in just those few hours
before dark, where everything
is precious metal.
The oak’s grey hairs turn
green and drip languid as the sweat
from my own skin.
The rain stops but the sky
never changed and we kept the light
throughout.
Brief as the priest with an aspergillum
it moves on and the air becomes heavy
enough to push us further below
the sea level; lungs fill with water.
Visible breaths climb upwards 
from the pavement, city vapors.
Dragon chasers on fire spiral 
outwards from hiding places,
gathering in flocks to rejoice.
The canopy plays shadow puppets
on us as the sheet canvas
hung on a bedroom wall.

We are
gilded,
so let’s stay.

We watch the sky open
like a new chrysanthemum, 
and then wilt just as fast.
Before we realize, it’s the witching hour,
the mockingbird forgets and sings
anyway.
The horizon sparks like flint,
that visitor from before lingering

your mother; she missed the abortion date 
by one day. Somewhere between a gun shot
and a hospital bed, you found your place
in this world. 

Beyond the Pale of Dream

In a bar, they still speak of the winedark  sea
and the long-shadowing spears, of
Ecclesiastes and Strindberg and argosies –
do you have a lover’s quarrel with God –
trust the message, not the messenger –
the disciples are abandoned to darkness as you
warm your jewels as Madame Bovary, and 
dream of your lover as ashes cold, 
of dead armies by night.

Deadly Beauty

In a distant country, they know your name by
vicious rumors, of poets turned to dolphins
darkly singing to the moon, 
of the Phoenician sailor
and the eternal mariner – you wander in
the morning and evening of every empire, for
love conquers all, both Blake angel and all
prophets of the broken body – with loving 
kindness and mercy, 
slay me with a golden sword in the thorned 
wood.

James Ziegler

Janine Kennedy



Ravenous

The nights are never long enough.
I can’t seem to fill myself with all of you
before morning comes,
always too early.

(When I sleep my body is cold
Where your warmth should be)
Sleep? I don’t need
nor want to sleep.
I have so much to take in
before the damned sun
starts shining on us.

My fingers roam your landscape
feeling the groves, touching all that I can.
My hands taking a road trip to the places few 
people have discovered.

(Do you know that you have the softest skin 
I’ve ever felt?)

But there’s so little time!
The sun!
I can’t stop it.

And here it comes,
Breaking the spell.

And now…
     We
     Us
     This?
Never happened.
We go on our way.
A quick hug that is insufficient.

far off; we hear it growl a warning,
slightly delayed
The birdsongs stop, make way for 
Jiminy to take over the orchestra.

On Riding the Train 
from Davos to Zurich 

This train glides through valleys and between 
mountains; the view opens every
 now and then to show whole valleys 
with their little houses—
  Stop in Schiers—
 And one church in the middle always 
looking over.  Reds and oranges and yellows 
spark up between the evergreens like scattered 
fires.  The sun still creeps, with rivets—
  Leave the station—
and dips behind little hills still not kissed.  
Cows graze in the shade lapping up the last 
bits of dew before the light claims it all.
Clouds still dip low, sliding between peaks like 
great white whales that patrol—
  Stop in Grüsch—
 just for a time before they rise back 
up—
  Leave the station—
for air into the reverse pelagic until cool night 
or nipping dawn calls them back down—
 Dismount for connecting train.

Mackenzie Rideout



because thrown bricks are buildings built be-
hind

the eye of the surrealist. And thoughts, behind
curtained mirrors, are only disguised wishes. 
But my mind is falling. My eyes buried beneath 
down
feathers. My face half-protected by the street-
light’s 
memory. But I’m sick of shadows; dreams
that tear the sun from the clouded sky – 

to put life in forgotten breath. A black sky.
The calculated logic of blinking. Behind
closed eyes, tetrahedral O’s unravel dreams
into squares. There is no space for wishes
when gravitational collapses trip down,
and there, a shattered streetlight.

Your wine glass shattered before it 
fell

Fuck the spaces between the net I held your 
heart in.
No one ever warned me that you could melt.

They’d ask, “So, synthetic love feels the same?”
“To the desperate,” I’d say.
After all, you always waited till dawn to leave 
me broken

Because you saw through me.
Saw through me.

And hearts are everything like bagels.
Because once cut in half, I swear

No goodbye kiss.
The knowledge that I will be empty soon.
As I am always ravenous for you.

For Sleep:  A Partial Sestina

I turned my eyes off, lights down
dim. Moon ballooned in the sky – 
the earth’s only streetlight.
The universe stretches behind
my forehead, memories and wishes.
Sprinkled like the salt of dreams.

Interlacing fabric, the seams of dreams
mingling. Diaphanous sheep count down
around me. Falling like unconscious wishes,
trapped in translucent whispers from the sky,
Silence. Breathe like the lotus flower. Behind
my lips I feel the electric buzz of the street-
light

beating the concrete. I sense the streetlight
burning the ladder that separates dream
from reality. Thoughts slither behind
by nanoseconds. Time splits: slowing down
the distance between stars in the sky.
And here I am, wrapped in the night, wishing

for other eyes. I want to see the wishes
tangled in the web illuminated by the street-
light.
I want to fly across the extending black sky
like sheep falling off a cliff. I want to dream
like a nightingale’s song, breaking the silence 
down,

Laurel Milburn
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La Florida

The abstract splash of sunset marred 
by the oncoming storm, playfully 
murmuring its arrival from the horizon.

Grab your beer and fold-out chair, 
Irene looks like she’ll be quite a show,
flashing her lightning and whistling through 
trees

along the east coast. 
Where there are no beaches, lakes 
abound for tourists 

who have never seen 
so many swans.
Oh, it’s not in the Bible Belt, but 

ma’am, I’d like to talk to you about Jesus.  
Has your soul been saved?
Motor homes belching 

that much more carbon, speeding 
past metal mouse ears, and little girls
living as princesses for a day.

Oh Honey, let’s take a picture here, the flow-
ers 
are still blooming around our winter home.  
The collective population sighs 

as sales of snow globes and tacky mugs
sustain the local economy.  
You live so close 

I only wanted you to spread me – 

If darkness wants light then I never was dark.
Just a shadow pinched between reality and 
love.

About as appropriate as a dead bug on a wind-
shield.
Of course you’ll wipe me away.
And always it won’t rain
to wash away the blood.

I am desperate for your desire.
Fill me like a bar slut’s empty cup on a Satur-
day.
It’s 2am, and I promise you’ll be gone by 8.

And I’ll wake broken. Arms tangled in sheets
that strangle me with your scent
I imagine you’re more than you are.

than you were.

Two Wars

My beautiful people
screaming “war on terrorism”
with sandy feet                    on bloody grounds
and heavy hearts                        for retribution
show this land’s silence              means victory.

 

Danielle Brooks
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from ample haunches and chins?
If she took inventory
of her daily caloric count
would she do mental crunches
to eat Godiva’s
Milk Chocolate & Almond Bar?

If she dieted she’d finally admit – 
to God, to herself, to us – 
the morally reprehensible act
of diluting the public’s gaze.
In God we all trust
to remove this defect of character.

Would she make amends
with you and I?
Would we be responsible 
for keeping her straight and vogue?
Would her penance permit saving
calories for one of Godiva’s
Milk Chocolate & Almond Bars?

I see zealous prayers
from a lachrymal Godiva Girl
perspiring on a stationary bike.
I see a book tour
with publishers ballyhooing the word
of losing weight the Godiva Girl way.

I saw the ideal crusaders snicker
behind cash drawers and magazine stands
as the girl lowered her eyes
and asked if they sell Godiva’s 
Milk Chocolate & Almond Bar.

to the water, why aren’t you out here 
every day?  You’re so lucky 
the weather hasn’t changed yet.  

This isn’t cold, it’s still shorts season.
I love visiting, but
I could never live here
with all those hurricanes.

I stand for the applause, gazing 
across the majestic sea of Q-tips 
and think how empty the concert hall will be 
when the snowbirds take flight.

Prelude to a Girl Eating Godiva’s 
Milk Chocolate & Almond Bar

5. Admitted to God, to ourselves, and to 
another human being the exact nature of our 
wrongs.
6. …entirely ready to have God remove all 
these defects of character.
--- Original Twelve-Step Program by Alcohol-
ics Anonymous 

Her life is ruled by 
sugar crashes and power naps.
She should seek help knowing
the fashioned celebrity
depreciates her worth.

Should we trust God 
to free a girl

Anonymous
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[The sisters brothers mothers fathers sleep 
tight in their 
city bright night sky]

Frosty nights
city bright
flakes flitter

flutter over the clandestine moon

Frosty nights
city bright
flakes flitter
flutter over the clandestine moon

Sleep tight
angel of light
city bright
triumph of street lights vehicle headlights

[Floating dreams carry through the city night 
into the next 
hot sunny day
sun bright]

Vroom vroom
sound the automobiles
to the workplace
pale white cubicle bright

Nothing makes me 
feel more safe
than an insipid
bright city day
               evening bright
                               vibrant city night
                                             sleeping tight

City Night

“Starry Night”
pretty sky
swirling blue
around a golden moon

[The fast food joints eject the artificial light 
up up up into the stratosphere]

Glowing signs
with pretty 
colors mold
the sky in its own city night

What a nice
place to raise
a surrogate
family off city lights

[I love the glowing night sky creating a weary 
yellow
off the city lights
corporate signs]

Gorgeous blue 
disappears from 
Van Gogh’s “Starry
Night” city bright swirling skies

We are all safe
in the city lit
dim skies
without a swirling sky horrific night

Anonymous
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plishments I’ve achieved.

A child slips on the ropes and scrapes his knee. 
I offer to clean
his red wound. I should start making my own 
children.
There is no need for me to be dreary.

As I swab the knee I think about my own dig-
nity.
I never visited a real Irish pub or saw the rows 
of Stonehenge.
I can still take my solace in the modest life ac-
complishments I’ve achieved.

The moist cheeked boy looks up and asks me,
“Mister, why are you so unhappy?” I continue 
wiping his shin.
He mistaken. I see no need for me to be drea-
ry.
I take my solace in the modest life accomplish-
ments I’ve achieved.

  

“Kazuo Ishiguro The Remains of the Day.” 
5:20. World Book Club. BBC World Service. 
November 2004. http://www.bbc.co.uk/
worldservice/specials/133_wbc_archive_
new/page3.shtml

                               no Van Gogh
                 swirling “Starry Night”
neurotic types

Next day
wake up at dawn
by pale city sun

[… yet sometimes I do wish I could briefly see 
that “Starry Night” without a
city bright night]

Dignity 

Most of us do our little jobs, and we try to 
take a sense of meaning and, indeed, dignity in 
how we do these little jobs. – Kazuo Ishiguro 
I look around and see no need for me to be 
dreary
within this park with the runny nose tots on 
the jungle gym.
I take my solace in the modest life accomplish-
ments I’ve achieved.

Dandelions bow with the breath of the breeze
The tykes squeal and dangle by their out-
stretched limbs.
There isn’t a real reason I can name for me to 
be dreary.

It took me six years, but I received my four 
year degree.
I’ve worked in banking and business – ethics 
praised by good women and men.
I take my solace in these modest life accom-

Anonymous
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Art
Whimsical figures clad in jewel toned gowns dance across day and night skies keeping company with an 
array of feathery, furry creatures made weightless by imagination and a paintbrush. 

Using watercolor, pen and ink, acrylic, and gold leaf, artist Laura Beatty has been spilling impressions of an 
Elysium world out onto paper and canvas since she was a child.  After graduating from Ringling School of 
Art in Sarasota, Florida in 1979 she has spent the past 30 years producing and selling her work throughout 
the United States.  Laura currently resides in Winter Haven, Florida.  You are invited to view her work at 
the following website:

www.lauralorrainebeatty.com
863-604-6130

Laura Lorraine

Midnight Meditation
Etching 
3.5 x 3.5
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Sweet Surrender
Watercolor

7.5 x 10

Laura Lorraine
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ArtLaura Lorraine

Be Here Now
Watercolor
7.5 x 10
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The Dawning 
Watercolor

7.5 x 10

Laura Lorraine
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Art
Touched
Oil
3X4 ft

Small 
Bottle
Oil
3X4 ft

Sharla Dyess
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Art

Sharla Dyess

Waiting
Acrylic on watercolor paper
20X10 in

Graveyard
Acrylic on watercolor 
paper
27X18 in
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Outgrowth
Oil
3X4 ft

Almost There
Oil 
3X4 Ft

Art
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Painter
Oil
3X4 ft

House Wife
Oil
4X5 ft
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Shannon Viox

Alyssa ShueY

Party Girl
Oil

3X4 ft

Self Portrait
Acrylic on 

canvas
3X4 ft
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Language
Oil

4X4 ft

Time
Oil

3X4 ft

Art
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Ryan Russell

U
n

n
a
m

ed
In

d
ia In

k
 w

ith
 w

ater
-

c
o

lo
r

s an
d

 im
pa

sto
 

ac
r

ylic
11X

14 in
.

Art
Ser

pen
tin

e
In

d
ia In

k
 w

ith
 w

ater
-

c
o

lo
r

s
11X

15 in
.



31

Jessica DuPreez

Rik
Oil

3.5X4.5 ft

Robbie
Oil
3.5X4.5 ft

Art



Michelle Wagner

Dos
Oil
5X6 ft

Indecesia
Oil
3X4 ft

Art

32



Art

Michelle Wagner

Mitosis
Ink on Paper

3.5X3.5 ft

Uno
Oil

5X6 ft

Art

33



34

Derrick Granson

 Resumes have always depressed me. 
They always made me sad when I was young-
er and I had to write them. They were always 
tinged with the desperation for a job, for the 
need to make things work. Now that I’m older, 
now that I’m the one behind the desk, they still 
depress me beyond words. 
 It’s for a different reason though. Re-
sumes are masks. A well-written resume will 
cover your nervous problems, anxieties, de-
ficiencies, just about any personal defect. The 
interview that follows may reveal everything, 
but if your resume was well-written, and you 
have poise and a decent poker face, then you’ll 
probably be able to keep that mask in place. 
 The mask is how Derrick Granson looks 
like the perfect candidate for the job. He went 
to a good college, was involved in all the right 
clubs, and comes highly recommended. All of 
his references are glowing, and no one seems to 
have a bad word to say about him. I can imagine 
him now; polite, calm, and well-spoken. 
 It says nothing of the fact that he’s a 
drinker, especially when he’s out hunting. It 
doesn’t talk about how he’s impulsive, given to 
putting things in print that shouldn’t even be 
spoken. It doesn’t mention that he loves to race 
on back roads with his friends at high speeds, 
that he poses for pictures in nothing but his 
boxers. 
 Facebook has never been the job hunt-
er’s friend, and it depresses me that every time 
I find a candidate for a job opening I have to do 
this. I never used to have to, back when some 
things could be secret. Nothing escapes Face-

book. Even if Derrick Granson didn’t have a 
Facebook then that would say something about 
him, say that he’s anti-social. 
 I miss the days when I was the one hid-
ing behind the mask. Facebook wasn’t around 
then; the internet wasn’t even around then. I 
could hide the youthful joyrides, the keggers at 
my friend’s house, and I never thought anything 
of it. It never affected my job performance be-
cause, sometimes, those things aren’t indicative 
of a person. Sometimes they’re just events in a 
person’s life, a few youthful mistakes. 
 However, I’ll never get the chance to 
find out if that’s the case with Derrick Gran-
son. It’s too risky. Nothing is youthful partying 
anymore, not when people know about it, and 
now they do. They know everything. I never 
had to unmask anyone before, never had to put 
a roadblock in their way just because if my boss 
found out I’d hired them I’d lose my job. Having 
an employee that takes that chance on someone 
is almost as bad as a risky applicant.
 It’s all I can do to keep from screaming 
while I throw Derrick Granson’s application in 
the garbage. It’s all such a waste. 
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White Lie

 Admiring the ruched pattern of her 
dress in the full-length mirror, Emma noticed 
how the white satin shone from the sunlight 
entering her room. The open window revealed 
a number of clouds racing each other, fueled 
by the spring breeze. Emma crossed the room 
and leaned outside the window, taking a few 
moments to inhale the cool air. Hearing the 
muffled voices of the present crowd came as a 
shock that was strong enough to make her re-
treat back into her sanctuary. Her attention di-
verted back to her reflection. Emma did not fo-
cus on the path she would soon take, but on the 
flawlessness of her attire: her heels, adorned 
with white pearls, accented the jewelry cov-
ering her arms and ears; her train created a 
puddle of white, which trailed after her move-
ments; and her blusher hugged her face, hiding 
pink stained cheeks. Everything was perfect. 
She stopped her gaze from traveling further up 
her face; composure was key. Pacing the room 
back and forth was the only option.
 A hesitant knock came from the door. 
Emma’s heart skipped uncomfortably, but it 
was only her mother who stepped inside. She 
looked around the room, her eyes flickering 
over the note on the bed, before turning her 
complete attention to her daughter.
 “We’ve worked everything out. When 
you’re ready you can come down and the car 
will be waiting for you. Your father and I will 
talk to the guests and then we’ll meet you at 
home,” her mother said resolutely.
 “Alright,” was all she replied, it was all 
she could think to say.

 Her mother left the room, and Emma 
became alone once again. She resumed her pac-
ing, but found it impossible to keep her mind 
clear now that plans were set in motion. Head-
ing towards the bed was doable, but picking up 
the letter took a greater deal of effort. 
 “One last time,” she thought, reading the 
letter addressed to her.
 Emma, 
   I am not attending our ceremony. We 
can’t get married. We both know this isn’t right be-
cause we are not in the right kind of love. We have 
talked about this for years and managed to stay to-
gether, but when this morning came I just couldn’t do 
it. I am so sorry and I wish we could have resolved this 
in a better way. The distrust and bitterness you hold 
over me for days is something I can’t live with for the 
rest of my life. We have both tried to change but it’s 
clear it’s not happening. What is the point of continu-
ing in the future if we can’t even communicate...

 She did not bother reading the rest 
again, partly because she found it pointless to 
re-read his pitiful excuses, mostly because she 
didn’t want to cry again. She inhaled a trem-
bling breath and folded the letter back into its 
previous position. She had to lean back on the 
bed, sitting with such a heavy dress was not an 
option. She thought about her brief moment of 
relief thirty minutes prior when she saw her fi-
ancé arrive from the window of her room. Her 
fiancé’ ran over to the best man who was wait-
ing outside for him. Emma almost forgave the 
two hour delay he had caused; regardless of all 
her worrying, he had arrived. 
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claw and dig for answers from him, just to re-
solve their problems? If expressing communi-
cation is what he wanted, he would get it.

 “I know where I need to go,” she told the 
driver, followed with the directions that would 
lead her to him.
 

 Unfortunately, he came and went quick-
ly. She saw the two men having a brief talk be-
fore an exchange was made and the letter deliv-
ered.
 Sensing her time at the ceremony was 
coming to an end, she allowed herself to go back 
to the mirror and remove her blusher and veil. 
It was worse than she predicted. Her eyes were 
an irritated red and her cheeks were stained 
pink, due to intermittent sobs. Disgusted by 
her reflection, she went about the room and 
picked up her few possessions as the prelimi-
nary step to leave. Packing her veil, phone, lip 
gloss, and other items strewn bout the room, 
all but the letter, she walked to the door and 
exited. 
 The guests’ voices were more audible in 
the hall, which made Emma slow her steps. As 
much distraction as they were providing, it was 
not enough to draw her away from the thoughts 
of the letter.
 “We,” she thought bitterly.  
 The word was plastered all over the let-
ter as if his betrayal was a consented decision. 
She was glad to make it outside without meet-
ing anyone. She hurried into the waiting car.

 “Home please,” she told the driver, but 
then immediately yelled, “No wait!”

 Was home really where she wanted to 
go? No one would be there. The irony of spend-
ing her wedding day in a desolate house would 
be too great a reminder. What she needed was 
to release her sorrow and anger. Lack of com-
munication is what he accused her of on their 
wedding day. Out of all the times she had to 
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Los Angeles for. They ask if I still do that crazy 
bikram yoga they don’t understand, and then 
they ask about Eric. They throw it in like it’s  
casual, but I know it’s what they’ve been build-
ing to the whole time. 
 “Is he treating you right?” my father asks, 
every time. 
 “He treats me fine,” I always answer. 
 Eric never mentions the jutting curve 
of my spine when I stretch or if he does, he’s  
positive about it, like a Hallmark  
congratulations card. I don’t think they have 
ones for this kind of situation, just for births 
and graduations, but I wonder what it would 
say if they did. Congratulations on the front and 
You’ve made it.  You’re beautiful scrawled in cur-
sive on the inside. 
 The back would say But don’t ever think 
it’s permanent. 
 Eric never tells me he’s worried, and I 
don’t know if that makes him a better person 
or a worse one. Maybe it just means he knows 
the right things to say to me.
  I wonder about his ex-girlfriends. I float 
in thoughts of soft flesh flowing out over but-
toned denim jeans, and I feel mean. Then I think 
of tall, slender legs and a long. narrow belly and 
I feel sick. 
 There are people to blame, if I were in 
the business of blaming people. The women 
who stare up at me from rectangle windows on 
coffee tables, or the muscled dancers shaking 
their inner thighs next to famous rappers. But 
I think it’s something personal, something in-
ternal. There’s something animalistic about the 
way I feel when my boyfriend drums his fingers 
over the protruding bones of my upper back, 

Elephant Ankles

“ Beauty is power the same way money is power the 
same way a gun is power.”
- Chuck Palahniuk
 I like the way skin looks stretched flat 
over bones.
 Every day, I step out of the shower and 
look at myself in the cheap rectangle mirror. I 
study the pinching rib shadows along my side, 
follow their spidery lines to the hard vertical 
press of my sternum. 
 I see the flat stomach, but it could be flat-
ter, longer. My hipbones jut out like mountain 
peaks, ready to drop hikers off their cliff sides. 
My legs barely change shape as they slip from 
my calves to my thighs, but they still brush to-
gether at the juncture. Last week, a woman on 
the street called me “Chicken legs” right out in 
the open. I told her it’s better to have chicken 
legs than elephant ankles. She said it doesn’t 
take an elephant any effort to crush a chicken. 
 I roll my shoulders and I see the bones 
working underneath, clicking and locking to-
gether like gears. Water drips from my hair—
full, thick hair, and it’s funny how we want 
volume in one place but hate it in another. The 
water forms little lakes in the hollows of my 
shoulder blades. I want to be small enough to 
swim in them. 
 My parents blame my boyfriend. They 
believe it’s a combination of him and the 
move—they think they never should have let 
me go so far away from home, ripe and naive 
at age 25. When they call, they ask me how 
I’m doing at work, if I’m enjoying the swanky 
marketing firm I uprooted myself all the way to 

Kelsey Tressler
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 And I’m only beautiful as long as I’m 
thin. 
 The precariousness of it creates the gap 
where diseases live. The weight is so easy to 
gain—it just takes a few big dinners or a little 
too much stress—and that’s where anorexia 
and bulimia twist in like worms. Money is a lit-
tle easier to hold onto—money can be locked 
away or buried under an oak in the backyard. 
Weapons are easier still, a cold gun settling into 
the hollow of a hot back. 
 Beauty is ever-shifting, ever-fading and 
impossible to keep. But those girls walking 
down the street, it’s all they have. It’s all I have. 
 You know what’s funny about elephants? 
They’re so strong. Everyone remembers the 
bulk, but no one thinks about the gentle force 
in their great gray bodies. No one remembers 
the elephant’s slow, steady pace and the slope 
of their trunks as they reach, arm-like, for their 
children. 
  Chickens are lined up in a row and 
slaughtered, useful only for the tender white 
meat that fills fast food packages. They could fly 
once, but they’ve been mutilated and mutated, 
and now they’re just bred to die.
 But ask any of those glamorous girls, and 
they’ll tell you: they’d still rather have chicken 
legs than elephant ankles.  

something about the way he lifts me like I’m 
nothing, like I’m less than the whipped cream I 
never let the barista spread over my coffee. 
  I don’t know why feeling like nothing 
makes me feel more like everything.  
 But it’s not just my boyfriend. Watch a 
man walk down the street and see which girl 
turns his head: the normal one, the one with a 
doughy center and creampuff limbs, or the one 
with interchangeable arms and legs whose skin 
sits like plastic wrap over each little bone. The 
former, she’s real, but the thin one, she’s some-
thing much more. She’s glamorous. 
 The magazines decided thin was glamor-
ous because they were looking for something 
new, and because shapes stole the spotlight 
from clothes they wanted to sell. The solution? 
Take away the shape and let the clothes drape 
like heavy cloth over bed canopies. They pack-
aged up their ideals on beauty and sold them to 
us, and we bought them up with the eagerness 
of children on Christmas. Thin, thin, thin—you 
have to be thin. 
 But it’s not about the men or the maga-
zines either, not really. If I’m the girl on the 
street being glanced over by the cliché horny 
construction worker, it’s not the male attention 
that makes satisfaction pop and fizz in my veins. 
It’s my superiority over the girl next to me, the 
girl pulling down her shirt to hide the sliver of 
midriff laid open like sliced flesh. My midriff is 
bare too. I don’t pull my shirt down.
 It’s my superiority over the man doing 
the looking—the knowledge that he can’t have 
me and the power that brings. I only retain that 
power as long as I’m better than them, and I’m 
only better than them as long as I’m beautiful.
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we knew all we had to know of each other and I loved 
him as much as I loved my oldest friend from home. 
He was my greatest ally and, in the end, he was my 
greatest protector.
 On the morning of September 11th, I woke 
up and I did not think that that day was any dif-
ferent from any other. I was not in the States. I was 
not home. The world did not carry the weight of the 
grief of that day, no, that grief is meant for Ameri-
cans alone. It took a couple of hours for me to realize 
the significance of the day and I finally did realize 
the importance of the day the minute my dorm was 
stormed.
 I had gotten used to Tal knocking on my door 
every morning and walking with me to breakfast… 
this did not happen. A strange day, indeed. However, 
I paid no mind to it and just went about my day. I 
went to my first class and I could feel the stares on the 
only American in the class, what I did not sense were 
the glares, the palpaple hatred. Perhaps, looking back 
on it, my professor did sense the atmosphere in the 
classroom for he dismissed us early and took me aside. 
He told me to go to my room straightaway and stay 
there. He advised me to get in contact with the U.S. 
embassy. I thought it was the strangest request that I 
could possibly receive from a professor but I did heed 
his advice, mostly. I went straight to my room and 
stayed there; I simply, conveniently, forgot to call the 
embassy. There was no need. The day was normal, the 
sun was shining, nothing was out of the ordinary. 

 My first recollection was waking up in 
the hospital and seeing the President standing 
in front of me. Did I forget to mention it was 
the American President? Yes, he paid me a per-
sonal visit and had a nice long chat with me. He 
told me I was brave; he told me I had made all 

FDR Was Pretty Great 

I always get asked the same question: what were 
you thinking in that moment, the moment that 
you thought for sure you would die? 
My answer: Nothing.
 When you’re away from your home, your 
country, all you know, things are not quite the same 
and that morning was like every other morning in 
the new place I called my home for the next couple 
of months. I was young, I was free, I was alive. There 
are many things people don’t tell you when you an-
nounce that you want to study abroad, but here are 
the important ones:
 The first: the food will not be the same, so get 
over it.
 The second: the people are not your best 
friends.
 I had always wanted to travel and to see the 
world and I had finally been given that opportunity 
after 2 dedicated years in university. I was going to go  
to Cairo, Egypt. I would spend a semester studying in 
the best university Egypt had to offer and the world 
would be at my fingertips because I was doing what I 
had always dreamed of: I was living. 
 So, I left. I went to Egypt and I was utterly 
alone, but I loved it. I loved having to put myself out 
there and learning the ways of a culture I had never 
quite understood. It was amazing to see the kind of 
person you can become in a short matter of days. I met 
Tal the first night I was there and within one day I 
knew I considered him my best friend and I believed 
he felt the same about me. We were both studying at 
the university (though he never failed to tell me that 
his was clearly the better major: biology majors across 
the globe are not that different after all.) We spent as 
much time together as we could and within two weeks 

Genesis Castellon
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minds behind the curtains, the many and varied 
Wizards of Oz, decided (for me) that my story 
needed to be told because the world wanted to 
hear it. More importantly, the world wanted to 
hear me. I don’t remember exactly what they 
told me to convince me, I simply remember 
this line: “What you can stare down the barrel 
of a gun, but not a camera?” Smart man, that 
man. He used my own overly large ego against 
me and I was in. 
 Roaring. That’s what hundreds of people 
sound like when they are crowded together shouting 
for what they believe is right. Roaring. That’s what I 
remember. When I was first coming round, I could only 
remember the story of Daniel in the Lion’s Den. For 
some reason, I had convinced myself that I had been 
thrown into a den full of lions… I had turned out to 
be right. 
 I opened my eyes and the world was a blur (I 
am blind, after all.) The world, however, was not a 
familiar blur. In my broken vision, there was nothing 
I could make out that I knew or recognized or was 
comfortable with. All I could see was a blur of bodies 
standing around me and all at once one blurred face 
stood out in the crowd. All at once, I wanted nothing 
more than to be Daniel in his den of lions because 
he at least stood a greater chance of convincing his 
predators to leave him be.
 Howard Stern is a jerk, but, oh, can he 
make you laugh. Anderson Cooper is just a lit-
tle too polite, a little too nice, a little too per-
fect. It verged on annoying. Kelly Ripa is too 
much of a mother. The people from The Today 
Show are the stars of their own personal circus. 
Oprah! Well, Oprah’s Oprah, really.
 I, I was just… just trying not to rip ev-
ery single one of their faces off. There is only 

Americans proud. 
I smiled at him and said, “So are you a figment 
of my imagination? Because if you are I’m re-
ally hoping you change into Franklin D. Roos-
evelt, now that was a President.”

He agreed with me: FDR was pretty great.
 BAM! That is the noise a boot makes  when 
it comes into direct contact with a door. CRASH. The 
sound a door makes when it comes into contact with 
the floor. 
A fist slams into a face. A body falls to the floor. A 
sneaker comes into direct contact with a rib. A heel 
attempts to pierce a leg. A boot kicks a nose (three 
guesses as to which of those two powers broke.)
KO! Cheers and applause the opponent has been 
knocked out.
 Who knew that there are people born 
into this world whose one dream in life was 
to become a person that told you what you 
couldn’t say? Talk about freedom of speech, tis 
true, however, that such people do exist and for 
a reason I, to this day do not understand, was 
given one. He’s a nice enough guy, bit old and 
set in his ways and completely unaccustomed 
to the minds of young women, especially young 
women still struggling with PTSD and, let me 
tell you, I was struggling. I lost the ability to 
sleep and with that loss came the loss of hun-
ger. My body seemed to have lost the spirit and 
courage to live on and move on, something the 
world was not allowed to see.
 The media came after me like I was 
their personal Christ. There was no moment in 
which I was left alone long enough to gather 
my thoughts and this was all in the hospital, 
during my “recovery.” Upon my release, the evil 



41 Prose

 Have you ever had a dream? Have you 
ever wanted to be a famous insert appropriate 
word here. I did. I always wanted to sing. I’m 
not really sure if I can or not, but I’ve always 
wanted to sing. The thing is this fact was soon 
learned by everyone and everyone from Adam 
Levine to the CEO of Sony Music wanted to 
meet me.
 Have you ever had an unhealthy obses-
sion about something (and this is pointed to the 
millions of adolescent girls queuing up outside 
of a theater for Twilight of all things…)? Have 
you ever loved something as simple as a book, 
movie? I have. I LOVED the Harry Potter Se-
ries. It was my obsession, my glory, my raison 
d’etre. I shook hands with JK Rowling. I got 
a kiss on the cheek from Daniel Radcliffe and 
Tom Felton. Emma Watson became a friend. 
The world was at my feet. My dreams were re-
alities and all it took were a few well-placed 
words and certain death. Strange, isn’t it?
Oh, and for all of you wondering, Taylor Swift 
is really a lovely person. 
 SLAP. They’ve noticed that I have awoken. 
Suddenly, the roaring becomes distinguishable. The 
roaring becomes words from a language I do not know 
and words from a language all too familiar.
 “Hater,” “Traitor,” “American,” “Useless,”   
“Die,” “Die,” “Die!”
Strange, the things you remember in the worst mo-
ments of your life. I see a red light: “smile, darling, the 
world is watching.”
 My mother saved me. Juliet saved me. 
Marilyn saved me. Kevin saved me. Joseph 
saved me. My people saved me.
 The tour of idiocy ended and I was al-
lowed to go home because that was all I wanted. 

so many times that you can be asked the same 
question and then, for no good reason (or per-
haps they didn’t like my answer,) be driven into 
a corner to talk about your favorite artist or 
clothes or all the other monotonies in life that 
you truly didn’t care about before, so you just 
cannot understand why they have to matter 
now. Oh, but do they matter! 
 Did you know it takes hours (HOURS) 
to get ready for an interview that may take you 
less than 30 minutes? I did not know this, but I 
soon learned it. Did you know that just because 
the world suddenly knows your name you can 
be bombarded with movie and record deals? I 
did not know this. 
 I, most certainly, did not care. 
“People! My People! Our People! Do not let those 
who are wretched in the eyes of Allah say and do that 
which is against Allah. We will not stand for such vile-
ness. We will not stand for such cruelty in the hands 
of people who we have longed believed to be exactly 
what they have proven themselves to be: unworthy. We 
will show them the Power of Allah! We will show them 
the Strength of Allah. We will show them the Wrath of 
Allah. 
 We are united in our anger and shall we 
never be divided! The Americans have shown us 
their true colors. They have proven their igno-
rance and in their ignorance they have insulted 
our HUMANITY! No American shall escape 
our wrath, no American shall forget our ven-
geance!
 Let our vengeance start with this Ameri-
can here: an American who believed herself so 
superior that she dared enter our halls of edu-
cation. She will be the first who will be sacri-
ficed in the name of The Mighty Allah.”
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Nothing.
“Speak!” Slap.
Suddenly, the whole situation is the funniest thing I 
have ever experienced.
“HAHAHAHAHAHAHAHAHAHAHAHAHAHA-
HAHAHAHAHAHAHAHAHAHA…”
SLAP. Oh right. 
Suddenly, I have something to say. 
 “Do you know my name? Do you even care? 
I am 20 years old. I am a proud American. I am not 
your enemy. I am a student. I am quite beautifully 
ordinary, but you seem to have given me significance. 
I will accept this offer.
 I will be your lamb. I will be the great sac-
rifice you think you need. I will be the blood spilled 
with the hope that my drops of blood are the only 
drops that bleed into the sewer. You see, I am nothing 
more than your average American citizen and I ask 
my country to see me as such. I refuse to become the 
rallying cry of people with a love of war. I will not be 
YOUR victim, but a victim of anger that is righteous. 
I do not fear death. 
 I fear you. I fear humans and their need for 
destruction. Do not make me a symbol of violence. Let 
this death end it all. Let my death quench the fire of 
your anger. Let this be enough. I ask that you let me 
be enough…”
BANG. The sound a gun makes when it is shot.
 His hair is still black and shoulder length 
and a lot more glossier and girly-looking than 
mine has ever been. He still has a crooked smile 
that makes you wonder what secret he knows. 
He’s still Tal.
The Man falls. He is bleeding on the ground. I look 
up and Tal’s face is in front of me, close enough for me 
to know that it is no one else. He is here. Silence. He 
is speaking, but all I know is silence. 

I did not want Hollywood. I did not want THE 
world, I wanted MY world. So, I went home.  
  The media followed me, but after 
a while I became yesterday’s news. I became 
what I wanted to be: anonymous (or as anony-
mous as a person can be when they become the 
hero of their town or if their face is the most 
recognizable face in the country.) My friends 
left me alone for the first week (all except Juliet 
and Marilyn, they were both there as I stepped 
off the plane in Orlando. They knew me all too 
well.) My mother let me wallow in self-pity 
for all of one day. The combination of those 
three domineering ladies made sure that I got 
up in the morning, got showered, got dressed, 
got fed. After a week, I had gained back some 
weight. After a week, I had gained back some 
routine. 
 I smiled and laughed (and meant it, not 
faked it) for the first time one month after I 
was home. I also started sobbing in the middle 
of that laugh. Some would call that a break-
through.
 The metal on my temple was cold. I never 
thought that that was what a gun felt like. It was 
strange, unreal, but somehow appropriate. The Man 
continued to rally the crowd shouting things in a 
language I still found hard to understand. I tried to 
look around but suddenly a hand appeared under my 
chin forcing it up to make sure I would only look at 
The Man. 
Suddenly, he stopped. He just stopped talking and 
turned to me. He smiles, a smile so fierce, so angry, 
so mutated that it should not be called a smile. Is 
it strange that his non-smile is the only thing I can 
truly make out?
“Speak your final words.”

Prose
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skirts of the protest the whole time and trying 
to get through. He tells me the low number of 
participants in the protest.  He tells me a cer-
tain young man grabbed a gun from the police 
and ran right on in just as the police were get-
ting a foothold into the protesters. He tells me 
everything that happened was being recorded 
and broadcasted on every media outlet in the 
world. He tells me he saw my speech. 
 I tell him it wasn’t a speech. I tell him I 
don’t remember what I said. 
 He tells me it doesn’t matter. The world 
will always remember. He tells me a young man 
shot The Man and grabbed me and ran with me 
and was able to get me out through the masses 
of confusion. The police had started shooting 
blanks into the crowd and they began to dis-
perse then. 
 He tells me that the young man and I had 
almost made it completely out of the middle of 
the chaos when the young man tripped and we 
were soon lost from sight. 
 The young man is in a coma, he says.
“You have been, too. It has been two weeks since 
you two were pulled from the streets of Egypt 
and flown here to Washington. Young lady, you 
made your country proud and He showed the 
world what it needed to see. An American 
and a Middle Eastern can be so close that one 
would risk it all to save another. You two saved 
the world.”
 A bit silly, really, certainly dramatic, but 
what are you gonna do?
The President of the United Stated says you did 
all of that and you just have to take it…
 “Um, you’re welcome,” I cough. 
He smiles. He continues to talk until he is done 

Why can’t I hear?  Tal is worried, agitated. What’s 
happening? I don’t understand. 
 I’ve been waiting in baggage claim for 
what feels like hours for the only person in the 
world that truly understands. He understands 
because he was there. He understands because 
he’s the reason I can type this today.
 “Look at me! Damn it! This is when you prove 
what you have. This is it. Are you ready? Please, be 
who I think you are.”
 Suddenly, he appears and he gets it. I run 
to him and he grabs me up and for the first time 
since I’ve been home I feel safe. I feel safe be-
cause he’s safe. 
 The fear in his voice is the first thing I un-
derstand. The second, his words. I grab his hand, he 
smiles, and we run. I run through a crowd and I hear 
shots fired, I hear screams, I hear cries, I see chaos. 
 It is not until later that I truly under-
stand everything. I wake up in a hospital with 
tubes and wires and all sorts of bandages and 
Tal is in the bed next to me. He sleeps. A doc-
tor comes in and checks on me. A man in a 
spiffy suit stands outside my door. Several men 
in spiffy suits enter my room and a face I never 
thought I would see up close stands in front of 
me with a smile. 
 The chaos is explained to me. He tells 
me that several of the students in the univer-
sity told The Man that they knew an American 
studying in the university and where I lived and 
that The Man ordered them to take me to the 
middle of the protest. The Man needed to show 
the world the anger felt over the clear disre-
spect of their great prophet and God. He tells 
me the words The Man said. He also tells me 
that the Egyptian police had been on the out-
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I turn away from Sara’I and look out over the 
crowd and cameras. One year ago, the cameras 
were trained on me as well. Today, I don’t have 
anything to say. I can simply sigh.

The End

and he leaves. I turn and there is the Knight 
in Freaking Shining Armor. He is in a bed. He 
looks so pale. He is my best friend.
 It had been 5 months since I had seen Tal 
in that hospital. He woke up 2 months before 
but his memory and physical recovery were 
much more difficult than mine. The doctor dis-
charged him and he hopped on the first plane 
to Orlando. 
 Always trying to make sure I’m safe.  
I only knew Tal for a couple of weeks before 
the Incident. Now, he hasn’t changed. The first 
thing he does after he hugs me is make a joke, 
too inappropriate to relate in this method per-
haps, another time though. 
 Today marks the one year anniversary of 
the protests in Egypt and the Middle East that 
almost started the next Great War… The silly 
things a man with a camera and a brain the size 
of a peanut can cause. 
 I’m in Egypt because it feels right. Tal 
is sitting next to me as the Egyptian president 
gives a speech of togetherness and democracy, a 
speech only a politician can give. Tal smiles and 
makes a face at me. I smile back. He squeezes 
my hand. 
 Sara’I turns to us both. She shakes her 
head at Tal and says, “Such a silly boy, you 
wouldn’t think he was capable of a serious 
thought and then he goes and does something 
quite serious by saving you. It’s the only reason 
I’m still marrying him, you know.”
 I smile back at Sara’I, Tal’s girlfriend of  
more than two years. He asked her to marry 
him when he found her sound asleep beside 
him in his hospital bed when he woke up. They 
are a lovely couple. 
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About Cantilevers Journal of the Arts

Founded in 1990 by Ann Miller Fadley, Cantilevers has been publishing student art 
work for over 10 years. Through Cantilevers students have been able to participate in  
internships, gain leadership skills, and promote their artistic works.Cantilevers Journal 
of the Arts is located at Florida Southern College. Cantilevers is a Non-Profit campus  
organization aimed at publishing student, faculty, and alumni work.The journal of 
the arts is typically run by literary and art majors but is open to all students. Current  
members include Literary, Art, Music, Communication, and History majors. Should 

you like to join Cantilevers Journal of the Arts please email us at 
flsouthern.cantilevers@gmail.com. 
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Like what you see?
Follow us on Facebook at https://www.facebook.com/CantileversFSC

If you would like to contribute work to Cantilevers Volume XI in 2014 please submit. 
Submissions will be taken Summer 2013-Fall 2013. 

Please submit a digital copy to 
flsouthern.cantilevers@gmail.com with an submission form. 

Submission forms can be found electronically via facebook or emailed upon request 
as well as in Christoverson Humanities Offices and the Melvin Art Gallery.

Each year we present awards to 
two aspiring writers & feature the winning artwork on the cover. 

Please keep your eye out for next years Cantilevers events
The Prose & Poetry Melee

The Yule Ball
The Cantilevers Unveiling
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