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Dear Reader, 

In a year of uncertainty, we are attempting to rekindle some sense 
of normalcy through the tangible presence of a book. We are happy 
to revive Rare Patterns after its brief absence. Art, poetry, and 
words-- the creative works of your peers are included here. From 
addressing injustices to celebrating connections, the collection 
strives to evoke a sense of comfort and community in a time of 
isolation. In the tradition of Rare Patterns, we hope the beauty of 
art in companionship with writing stirs emotion and inspires 
self-discovery. Although the creative process is often a solitary 
endeavor, the artist imagines an audience. We thank you for 
assuming that role.

Congratulations to all who contributed, especially our talented 
seniors!

Sincerely,

The Rare Patterns Team

Camille Colpoys ‘23

Emma DeRose ‘22

Elizabeth Dodman ‘22

Genevieve Downing ‘22

Madeleine Kania ‘22

Audrey Lorence ‘22

Ava Steiner ‘22

Ainsley Walter ‘22

Lauren Wells ‘22

Christina Zarafonitis ‘22

Editor’s note
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The River Runs

Emma DeRose ‘22

when i walk into a room
i am like water
undefined by race or skin tone
an anomaly
traversing through each barrier
like a wandering spirit
this restless soul worn on the sleeve of my shirt
a wound-me sign for all to see
take me in take me in take me as i am
or my standard
my emblem of strength 
fight fight fight
yes, and like the spirits my people once believed in
land worn hands piercing the heavens in joyful song
k’ay k’ay k’ay k’ay 
shout shout shout shout 
i too shall crawl from the shelter of the ground
wings spread towards the sky
feet skimming red soil 
and i know that the barren earth shall sing again 
free free free free
revived through ceremonial dances
now thundering in my chest
braids undone
its fruits an endless harvest
of hands joining hands upon hands
linked throughout the generations
tumbling, spilling into the laps of passerby
sunsets running through their veins
and like water
i pave my own way
with every beat/step/pull
of my fragile heart
till i crest each summit
till i plummet through every valley
no visible tribe to raise my bruised body
towards salvation 
and into the arms of nature

so i call on my invisible friend
my pride
my thunder
the bassline to my unstable song
echoing through the marrow of the trees
into the loam and decay 
resurrect this little life this little life of mine
save the creature save the woman take my heart
and like the eagle’s cry
i rise
i rise 
i rise

A Letter to Sensitive Girls

Emma DeRose ‘22

little girl, little girl
more spirit than body
forever at the mercy of forces greater than yourself
don’t you know that bad things happen to those who keep good things 
inside?

i know you 
from the way you trail the halls
limbs leaden
face plain and mild
you don’t cause a stir
you are fury itself
once risen from the ashes of your mother’s womb
naked entirely
until you learned to find solace in the shelter
of modest clothes
and simple habits
you cannot reclaim your past
instead you bury it

you open your heart to others
only to feel the raging clout of scorn and derision
tolling within your consciousness
seeping into your marrow with all the cunning of a snake
letting it bite you
constricting every airway 
every thought
everything 
every thing



you seek healing
you seek kindness
until you found you’ve created a monster 
from the heat of your anger
from the piercing fragments of every little lash and blow

you didn’t want to let life pass you by
you wanted to be it
you felt a calling deep inside
and you followed its trail
gilded and gleaming
filled with hummingbirds and blood
and you found yourself in a deep dark wood
that others claim you germinated
from the chaos of your mind
a mind you can never escape
a place you didn’t choose

so from the top of your lungs
you shout and you shout and you shout
because that is all you know how to do
because you believe that you can turn a stone into bread
bread crumbling from the cries of others like you
in eternal thanksgiving
giving giving giving back
forever amen

and oh how you raise them from the dead
oh how they join you in song
there’s such a symphony
and you feel every breath
and every string binding your very being
and every wave of sound roiling like a cataclysmic 
roar
and you know this is power 
this is the power of feeling
this is the power of overthinking
this is the power of knowing you are weak
but with a single shout
you can raise an army

Motherhood

Genevieve Downing ‘22

How can I know?
The hands that raised me
The arms that held me
The eyes that watched me
Each embrace a sweet smell of your newest perfume
Wrapped me in a tight hug
Will I be the same?
How can one be so willing 
To love so unconditionally
Without demand for reciprocation
An inch given for the yard
A tear wiped from the smiling cheek
I suppose love is an impossible calculation
Each scream, slam, whisper
A sign of true affection
Masked in misunderstanding
Love born within cannot exist outside of the maternal gaze
For you loved me before our first meeting
Before I knew myself
You knew me
As I suppose I will know
I will have to wait
Until I step into your terrifying shoes



Creative Nonfiction

Creative Nonfiction
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those of alien spaceships or the songs of merpeople. Secondly, I would 
recommend introspection to have full control over your inner self. You 
can accomplish this near state of Nirvana through speaking backwards, 
upside-down meditation, and dancing in the moonlight of a summer 
solstice. One must note these methods are as rational as the implication 
that it is a woman’s fault for what a person chooses to do to her without 
her consent. 

Another aspect of sexual harassment is its prevention. In this 
day and age, women have shifted towards promiscuous preferences 
such as the abominable miniskirt. Skeptics believe the sheer impudence 
of sexual harassment must arise from lascivious clothing, with 55 
percent of men in a survey of 1,104 adults for The Independent 
believing a woman is more likely to be harassed or assaulted when 
wearing revealing clothing. Thus, Plan International’s 2018 survey 
results are baffling when stating that 35% of females who experienced 
unwanted sexual harassment were in their school uniform. Some 
ponder what society should turn to if women cannot prevent 
harassment through their choice in attire. Perhaps teaching our sons to 
respect women? That is an ambitious claim, as I know that the principle 
of respect is a bewildering concept for some, much like learning to 
walk or becoming potty trained. 

Sexual harassment proves to be a grave issue in society, whether 
its cause be female mind control or--the much more illogical 
argument--mere disrespect. Looking beyond the dispute of its cause, 
the male species must combat it through metallic haberdashery or the 
fundamental precept of respecting others. Numbers and statistics are 
too high, and will continue to be until we as a society make a conscious 
effort to cease the objectification of our young girls and women. Thus, 
we must don our colander hats-- or merely teach our children to behave 
with human decency.  

On Female Manipulation
Camille Colpoys ‘23

If there is one thing women can agree on, it is that Reese 
Witherspoon’s performance in Legally Blonde is the height of 
cinematic perfection, or that they have all at some point received 
unwelcome sexual attention. Whether it be whistles walking down the 
street or comments shouted out of moving vehicles, a majority of 
women experience sexual harassment or assault. According to a 2019 
University of Chicago survey of 1,182 women, 81 percent reported 
experiencing a form of sexual harassment or assault. This includes, but 
is not limited to, verbal and cyber harassment, non-consensual 
touching, and being followed. 

Despite this statistic, understanding the agitation women 
experience from sexual harassment can be a difficult concept to grasp. 
Some find it hard to believe that being jeered at or followed for several 
blocks would unnerve someone. After all, boys are just “being boys” or 
“nice guys.” Some claim this behavior is merely a compliment-- 
because flattery always takes form in the encroachment of privacy and 
respect, or the abolition of basic human decency.

Beyond blatant discourtesy, there is a glaringly overlooked 
cause for catcalling--mind control. While not proven, it is an extremely 
logical explanation for the mistreatment of women, unlike their being 
sexualized in the media or deemed inferior to men over the course of 
history in its entirety. Therefore, men must take protective measures to 
evade female mind control, which they undoubtedly employ to receive 
psychological torment from males to use as leverage in society. I highly 
recommend several methods for dodging these supernatural atrocities. 
Firstly, one could construct a protective head covering from a metal 
colander, TV antennas, and aluminum foil. This would counter the 
mind-controlling energy waves emanating from women, similar to 



Craving Kleos: Odysseus and his Flaws

Audrey Lorence ‘22

Readers expect and want a protagonist to be “the good guy.” In 

Homer’s epic, The Odyssey, the protagonist, Odysseus, endures a 

tortuous and lengthy journey home from the Trojan War before his long 

awaited reunion with his wife and son. Throughout The Odyssey,  

Homer depicts Odysseus as the hero and the group of suitors as the 

antagonists, despite their predominantly shared negative characteristics 

of hubris, a desire for kleos, and misogynistic values. Similar to the 

suitors, Odysseus displays his arrogance and audacity through his 

confrontation with Polyphemus. Consequently, he longs for kleos, 

which results in his harmful decisions. Lastly, like the suitors, 

Odysseus exhibits his misogyny in his disrespect towards his wife, 

Penelope.

 Odysseus mirrors the hubris the suitors exemplify through his 

disrespect of the god Poseidon and his son. The suitors display hubris 

predominantly through the actions of the head suitor, Antinous, who 

speaks and acts on behalf of all the suitors. Once Odysseus finally 

returns home, he disguises himself in order to hide his true identity 

from the suitors. While in disguise, Antinous, believing him to be a 

poor beggar, starts beating Odysseus, despite the other suitors’ 

warnings that he “ought not to have hit a poor old beggar! If he turns 

out to be a god from heaven it will end badly!... Antinous ignored the 

suitors’ words.” Antinous rejects the possibility that the beggar may be 

a god, displaying hubris and disregard for the wrath of the gods. 

Likewise, Odysseus mirrors this disrespect for the gods when he 

offends Poseidon and his son, the cyclops, Polyphemus. During his 

journey home, Instead of sailing away as quickly as possible to escape 

the cyclops, Odysseus shouts audaciously that he wishes to “steal 

[Polyphemus’s] life from [him], and send [him] down to Hades’ house 

below, as sure as nobody will ever heal [him], even the god of 

earthquakes.” By asserting that the god of earthquakes, Poseidon, does 

not have the power to save his son from the underworld, Odysseus 

challenges Poseidon’s power. Odysseus’s hubris towards the god 

Poseidon and his son reflects that of the brassy suitors.  

Moreover, both Odysseus’ and the suitors’ attempts to gain 

kleos cause them to make  impulsive and harmful decisions ultimately 

resulting in their downfalls. Homer portrays the suitors’ longing for 

kleos through their devious attempts to woo Penelope, when in fact 

they “did not even really want [Odysseus’s] wife, but had another plan, 

which Zeus has foiled: to lie in ambush for [Odysseus’s] son, and kill 

him, then seize the throne and rule in Ithaca.” Homer uses language 

such as “ambush” and “seize” to indicate that the power hungry suitors 

are so evil and so desperate for kleos that they are willing to murder 

Telemachus to gain royal status, power, and fame. However, their 

devious plans result in their mass slaughter. Similarly, Odysseus 

ignores his men’s pleas to stop boasting about his defeat of 

Polyphemus, and instead he continues his jeers, telling him that “if any 

mortal asks you how your eye was mutilated and made blind, say that 

Odysseus, the city-sacker, Laertes’ son, who lived in Ithaca, destroyed 

your sight.” Homer uses the stock epithets, “the city-sacker, Laertes’ 

son, who lived in Ithaca,” to illustrate that Odysseus wishes people to



know exactly who he is and what he has done.  In efforts to make his 
name known and gain fame and adoration for his triumphs,  Odysseus 
wants the story of him defeating the dangerous and vicious cyclops to 
be publicly known in order to receive recognition for his cunning and 
strength. However, his plan backfires and his craving for kleos results 
in Polyphemus cursing his journey home. Odysseus’s attempts for kleos 
parallel those of the suitors, once again linking them through their 
similar traits.

Furthermore, Odysseus’s misogynistic values and his blatant 
disrespect towards his wife, Penelope, parallel the sexist values of the 
suitors. Uninterested in Penelope’s wishes, the suitors continuously 
pressure her to marry one of them against her will. This unrelenting 
stress causes her so much grief that she cries out to the goddess 
Artemis, begging her to “shoot an arrow in [her] heart and kill [her] 
now.” Additionally, the suitors do not give Penelope a choice in 
marrying them, and she acknowledges that the suitors’ “motives are no 
secret. [They] want to marry [her]. [She is] the prize.”  The intensity of 
their haranguing causes her to beg the gods to end her life. 
Appropriately, Penelope calls upon the goddess Artemis, instead of a 
male god, because the men surrounding her cause her constant misery, 
resulting in her preference of female sanctuary. Additionally, while the 
suitors pressure Penelope to choose one of them as a husband, they 
have numerous affairs with Penelope’s slave girls. The hypocrisy and 
irony presented here depicts the suitors’ misogyny. As the suitors and 
“the girls who [the suitors] had been sleeping with” heedlessly betray 
Penelope, they still pressure her to choose a husband. Homer depicts 
the depth of insincerity among the suitors and their level of disloyalty 
towards Penelope. Additionally, Odysseus parallels their misogynistic 
values through his own unfaithful and hypocritical behavior towards 

Penelope. Odysseus hopes that “when [he returns] home... [he] finds 

[his] wife still faultless.” Despite Odysseus’s expectations for 

Penelope to remain loyal during his twenty year absence where she 

presumes him dead, he is repeatedly unfaithful to her with the goddess 

Calypso, taking her “inside the hollow cave and [taking] the pleasure 

of their love, held close together.” This addresses Odysseus’s 

misogyny because he expects Penelope to stay loyal to him even 

though he is unfaithful. The misogynistic attitudes both Odysseus and 

the suitors portray proves their similar sexist beliefs.

 Although Homer depicts Odysseus and the suitors as opposing 

forces, they are actually more mirrors than foils, sharing the same 

vices. Mortal men, including Odysseus and the suitors, are 

characterized as exhibiting hubris, longing for Kleos, and displaying 

misogyny. Wanting a hero, the reader generally roots for Odysseus, 

anticipating his reunion with his family and celebrating the slaughter 

of the suitors. But in reality, the “good guy” and the “bad guy” share 

the same traits; the only difference is that one experiences a journey, 

and the others do not. 



What She Carried 
Anonymous

She carried the necessities: the things she needed for school. 

She carried organization. She carried her binders - color coded and 

labeled. She carried her frustrating chromebook, its glitchiness always 

wasting her time. She carried her agenda, constantly updating and 

editing it. No matter how far ahead the assignment, she put it in her 

agenda the day assigned. She carried her pencil case -- sleek, and black, 

and stylish -- and she carried it in a matching bag. She carried her 

textbooks, although they did not compare to the weight of her parents’ 

expectations that she trudged along with her.

 She also carried her luxuries: the personal things. She carried 

chapstick -- at least three tubes at all times -- nestled together in the 

side pocket of her bag, easily accessible for her to grab one and quickly 

soothe her chapped lips. She carried tissues for stressful days, and also 

to tame her inexhaustible allergies. She carried her phone, checking it 

constantly to see if her grades had changed. She carried a letter her best 

friend had written, and she read it to herself when she was upset. That 

letter -- creased, and faded, and loved -- reminded her she was 

appreciated. She never would have guessed that something small 

enough to squeeze into the side pocket of her backpack could be so 

touching. She carried the insecurities of a teenage girl - the desperation 

to rescue her failing friendships. She carried a snack, usually something 

healthy: a granola bar, or fruit, and she carried a tide stick to clean up 

the mess the snack had made. She also carried loose change in case she 

forgot to bring a snack, the coins clinked together as she stood beside 

the vending machine, digging through the side pockets of her bag. She 

carried a book, just for pleasure, its pages dog-eared and its inspiring 

quotes highlighted. She carried her longing for the weekend.

Ultimately, she carried herself. For the most part she carried 

herself with ambition. Now and then, however, there were times of 

desperation, when she was exhausted and sad and defeated. She 

overcame each sudden burst of weakness and persevered. She carried 

the determination to make her parents proud: challenging the most 

difficult classes, playing sports every season, and joining every club. 

She carried her SAT prep book. She carried the facade of brushed hair 

and ironed clothes. Deep down, she carried stress and sleep 

deprivation. She carried her goals: her longing for success. She carried 

her future, her ambitious dreams. 



Our Cherished Sun 

Genevieve Downing ‘22

 I, like most other people, find immense peace in the rising and 

falling of the sun. The shift from light to dark, or vice versa, fills my 

body with feelings of contentment. A new beginning, a new perspective 

of our oh-so-familiar world; a small experience of predictable euphoria. 

So often I ask myself, “what is so intoxicating about a sunset, why is it 

that humans are so naturally infatuated by them?” People are 

undeniably attracted to consistency, to having that one captivating 

beauty that can be counted on. This change, the movement of the sun, 

is truly the only change that we as humans know to be definite. Each 

night the sun will set, and each morning it will rise again, painting the 

sky with its vibrant paintbrush, splattering oranges and pinks across the 

sky’s blank canvas. A peaceful predictability. We bathe in the beauty of 

the things we know to be definite, for it is the things that we cannot be 

sure of that terrify us. We do not know if our plane will crash, we do 

not know if our relationship will fail, we do not know if there will be 

sharks where we swim, we do not know if quitting a job is right for us, 

we do not know if that spider is poisonous, we do not know if a friend 

will share our cherished secret. Unpredictability, while at some points 

exhilarating, is not always amiable, and many times we find ourselves 

following the easier or safer path to hide from that ever-present threat 

of uncertainty. We revere the rising and falling of the sun, watching it 

with wide eyes. Our one true promise from the earth: each morning and 

night the atmosphere 

promises us that it will be once again lit up with those beautiful and 

familiar colors. Nature would not break its promise, nature is not 

human, nature does not jest or deceit, and for that we adore it.
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The Journal
Elizabeth Dodman ‘22

Lisa followed her mother into Jim’s Auto Repair, her father’s 
worn leather journal in one hand and her other hand shoved into the 
pocket of her white, puffy sleeved dress. Her mother pulled open the 
glass door of the auto shop and the rancid stench of gasoline and oil 
smacked Lisa in the face. Nevertheless, she followed after her mom 
who gestured for her to sit on the wooden bench. One would think 
Lisa’s mother wouldn’t feel the need to drag a high school senior 
everywhere with her, but there they were. Her mother approached the 
auto desk, eager to pick up her car after a week of waiting. 

Lisa sat down on the bench about a foot away from a boy who 
looked around her age sitting at the other end. She glanced around. The 
boy and the sales clerk were the only people in the little shop besides 
her and her mother. The walls of the square room were painted a musty 
grey. To her left, baskets sat against the side wall filled with auto parts 
available for purchase. To her right stood another glass door leading to 
the repair garage. The back wall behind the little desk held yet another 
glass door marked ‘Employees Only.’ 

Turning her attention away from the shop, Lisa flipped open her 
father’s journal to the page marked by the frayed bookmark. Her 
father’s words echoed in her head as she devoured the text, searching 
for the thousandth time for clues.
Lisa flipped through the pages, and after becoming so enthralled by 
what she read, her mother’s voice startled her. 

“Lisa?”
Lisa jumped. The journal clattered on the floor. “Yes?”
“I’m heading into the garage to check the car,” her mother 

replied.
“Oh, yeah, sure.”
Lisa watched as her mother followed the sales clerk out the 

glass door and into the garage. She quickly turned her attention to the 
floor, searching for her journal.

“‘To be kind is to be human and to be human is to be kind,’” 
said a voice to her left. 

Lisa straightened, eyes glued on the boy next to her. He was 
flipping through the pages of her father’s notebook. 

“Excuse me!” she exclaimed, panic rising. “That’s mine!” She 
reached out to snatch the journal.

The boy avoided her grasp and gently closed the cover, handing 
the book back to her. “Sorry, you were just staring at it so intensely. I 
was curious to see what was so interesting.”

Lisa grabbed the book out of his hands, and with it back in her 
possession, her heart rate returned to normal as she leaned against the 
back of the bench. 

“Well,” she sighed, “I find it interesting, but you probably 
wouldn’t.”

The boy shot her an inquisitive look. “Try me.”
Lisa shrugged. “It’s my father’s journal. Just 

stories about his life. I like reading it because… It just reminds me of 
him.”

Taking the hint, a sorry look crossed his face. “Oh..um...sorry.”
Lisa smiled sadly at the ground, placing the journal on the 

bench next to her. She looked back up again at the boy who still stared 
at her with pity. She took in his appearance.

His brown hair was cut short, with the 
exception of the top that grew a little longer, matching the color of his 
chocolate eyes. He was cleanly shaven; from the looks of his clean face 
and hair, it didn’t seem like he should be wearing the wrinkled, dirty 
mechanic uniform that sagged over his slim figure. He was handsome, 
she noticed too.

Lisa’s eyes landed on the little scar above his right eyebrow. 
Barely noticeable, but to someone paying attention, it was there. 

“What happened here?” she asked, pointing to where the scar 
would be on her own forehead, happy to divert the attention from her 
dad.

The boy flinched but then sat straight again, squaring his 
shoulders, though Lisa sensed his discomfort. “A ah… baseball 
incident.”

“You play?”
“Yeah, for my school. I go to Augsburry Prep.”
“Really?” Lisa asked, eyebrows shooting up. “So what’s an 

Augsburry Prep student doing at a dirty car garage?”
The boy shrugged. “My mom works from home so I can’t really 

work with her. I work here instead, and… I like engineering.”
“What does your mom do?”
“She’s an author.”
Lisa’s eyes widened. “Really? What has she 

written?”
The boy shook his head. “You probably wouldn’t know any of 



the books.”
A playful smile tugged at Lisa’s lips. “I read a lot. Come on, 

who is she?” She scooted closer and nudged him encouragingly.
“Patty Neal.”
“Patty Neal? The Patty Neal? Only one of the most renowned 

authors ever?”
“I guess you could say that.”
“Oh my gosh!” Lisa gushed. “I love her mystery books! They’re 

so great! I’ve read all of them!”
“I’ll be happy to let her know.” 
Lisa was still beaming as the boy said, “Enough about me. How 

about you?”
“What about me?”
“School, hobbies, any siblings…?”
“Oh,” Lisa replied, “I’m a senior at Augsburry Academy, I 

have two sisters, Martha and Jan, who crashed my stepfather’s car, 
which is why we’re here.” A sour taste filled her mouth at the mention 
of her stepdad.

“New driver?”
“Yeah.” 
“So is reading that journal your only hobby?” The boy teased. 
“Well I…” Lisa’s voice trailed off, wondering what to say next. 

She glanced around nervously, but she and the boy were the only ones 
in the little auto shop. “I don’t really tell people this, but I like to do 
detective work of sorts, and solve little mysteries around town. 
Remember the Bob Lewis case when someone anonymously turned in 
evidence that enabled the authorities to arrest him?”

The boy’s jaw dropped. “That was you? That’s one of the most 
renowned cases to ever be solved in this town!”

Lisa nodded, biting her lip. She had never told anyone she was 
the anonymous tipper except for her best (and only) friend Christine. 
So why was she telling him? 

Lisa stared back at her father’s journal and mindlessly flipped 
through the pages. 

She saw the boy squint in her peripheral vision. His voice broke 
the moment of silence. 

“I’m guessing there’s another reason you read that journal over 
and over, isn’t there? You’re looking for something.”

Turning back to him, Lisa shut the book and leaned her 
forearms against it on her lap. “Perceptive.”

The boy clicked his tongue.
“Well, the thing is, my father... He”-she choked- “He was 

murdered.”
Sympathy flashed in the boy’s eyes as Lisa drew a shaky breath. 

“We don’t know who did it, or why. The authorities… they were on the 
case for a long time but when none of the evidence led anywhere, they 
eventually dropped it. I keep telling myself there has to be something in 
this journal that can tell me who did it or why anyone would have a 
reason to harm him. My father was the most genuine, kind person I 
knew. That quote you read? It defines who he was.” 

“‘To be kind is to be human and to be human is to be kind.’”
Lisa nodded. “I haven’t found anything yet, though. I just don’t 

know where else to look. I don’t understand how anyone could hurt 
him. My dad was just...he was special, you know? He helped me 
through so much for the ten years he was in my life and I guess I feel 
like I owe it to him to get justice.”

The boy nodded in understanding. “My dad left my mom and 
me three years ago.”

Lisa raised an eyebrow. Something in his tone told her he 
wasn’t overly disappointed about that. But she said anyway, “I’m 
sorry.”

“It’s ok. It was more like my mom and I kicked him out,” the 
boy replied, and though he appeared indifferent, Lisa could suddenly 
see the sadness in his eyes. His hand drifted to the scar on his forehead, 
and he brushed his fingers there for a second before scratching his 
head. 
The attempt of discreteness didn’t get past her, though, and Lisa’s 
breath caught. “Oh...” she realized, “that scar wasn’t from baseball, 



was it.” Not a question.
The boy dropped his hand, not meeting her eyes. “No, it 

wasn’t.” 
A sense of understanding passed between them as silence 

emerged, save for the clanking of machinery from the garage. An 
understanding not only about the boy’s seemingly violent father, but 
about the longing for the people they lost. 

Something clicked into place in Lisa’s head. 
So that was why she felt comfortable talking to him. He was 

someone other than her family members, other than Christine. 
Someone who didn’t seem to consider her a goody two-shoes. Someone 
she could relate to. The boy turned to her a few seconds later, nudging 
her shoulder. “You’re really good at this detective work.” 

Lisa grinned and opened her mouth to reply when her mother’s 
voice cut through the room. “Lisa? I’m pulling the car around! Meet 
me out front!” The glass door to the garage swung shut as quickly as it 
had opened. 

“Well,” Lisa sighed, standing up and tucking the journal under 
her arm, “it was really nice to meet you.”

The boy smiled up at her. “Hopefully I’ll see you around!”
Lisa smiled in return. “Hopefully!”
She grabbed the door handle, prepared to walk out, but then 

turned back, realizing she never told the boy her name. “I’m Lisa, by 
the way.” 

She held out her hand and the boy shook it willingly. “George.”
“See you around, George.”
Lisa smiled at him one last time and walked out into the breezy 

spring air, thinking about the stranger she would now call her friend 
and the battered, leather journal grasped tightly in her hand.  
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Earth’s Fading Youth
Laulie Barker ‘23

Once upon a time there was a wonderful, fresh and wild girl. 
She had the greenest of hair, richest of skin and was hydrated through 
and through. But no matter what she always kept a special sparkle in 
her eyes; it is like they held the light of her large future. Although, I 
cannot believe how quickly she lost her youth. It’s as if some part of 
her lost their purpose. Looking as her health has dwindled lately I 
might outlive that once joyous girl. I mean look how old Methuselah is 
from our galaxy! She is not nearly half as old! 

As I cut my peanut butter and jelly sandwich Cerberus went 
racing across my black matte marble foyer floor to the wide steel door 
to the knock that now filled the large room. 

Oh I forgot that I was to have Earth as company right now! 
Well at least I cut my sandwich in half! I warned Cerberus to be a good 
dog as I slid open the door to welcome her! 

She stood in a loose, dark green sundress, which seemed to be 
swallowing her and brought out her dry, green thinning and browning 
hair. As I met her eyes I grinned at the smirk she held. I followed her 
stare and my shirt. My shirt is from the time she invited me to her 
concert at the Olympic Cafe. Just because I am supposed to be the dark 
and mysterious guy, does not mean I cannot have a soft spot for 
classical music. 

She was only around 250 million years old then; her voice filled 
my soul and vibrated my bones. I remember becoming so lost in her 
dynamic and endless voice when all went still, and she opened her 
eyes. Her eyes directly met mine from across the large cafe. I felt so 
shaken because she definitely, not in a 100 billion years, would have 
thought I would be there until she broke out into the brightest smile I 
had ever seen. As the massive cafe, filled with what seemed to be every 
being of the Milky Way, applauded and whistled their gratitude to her, I 
moved back through the servants exit so that nobody else could see or 
ridicule me. I forgot I was wearing that shirt, which is probably my 
favorite, from her performance at the cafe. 

That same voice from that night brought me back to the present 
to say, “Well I am glad to see you did not forget about our lunch!” 

I responded as any gentleman would, “I would never forget 
about our lunch! Which is exactly why I cut this sandwich in half!” 

I could see that she knew I forgot about our lunch in her 
answering wink.

 “Are you okay with eating on the couch?” I asked.
 Her nod was all I needed to see before taking her surprisingly 

heavy backpack from her shoulders as she strode into the living room 
and I hung her backpack on the dark and sturdy wooden coat rack. By 
the time I stepped onto my heavenly soft black rug she was planted on 
my heated loveseat with Cerberus sprawled across her and licking her 
wrinkly skin. 

“How do you always get my dog to throw away every bit of 
training ever taught to him?” I demanded while letting out a low 
chuckle. 

She responded in an innocently high tone, “How am I supposed 
to stop the most evil pet from giving me cuddles and kisses?” 

“Okay, then I guess I will enjoy eating all the lunch,” I 
responded. 

Her gentle nudge had Cerberus rolling off her lap so she could 
take her half of the sandwich. 

I inquired, “How are you feeling?” 
Her eyes darkened through whatever recent experiences her 

illness had brought. 
“The doctor's recommendations are helping a little, but 

whatever species of living organisms on my body do not seem to have 
wanted to help with my healing. They said that their overcutting of my 
hair has led to it thinning. Luckily, it seems that my body's organisms 
have started finding new ways to make up for part of the loss by 
growing it in new ways. Although, not all ways of growing more 
nutrition are good for my health because of the pollution that 
contaminates the environment to raise livestock and growing food. An 
example of a pollution from growing plants is the type of fertilizers that 
are nitrogen based.  I guess combing my hair too much can lead to the 
shrinking of the food web in marine life that leads to a decrease in all 
other living organisms. I know I smell great right now, but when I am 
not wearing perfume I give off this terrible smell that the organisms 
emit from the gas that their motor vehicles run on. From what the 
doctors tell me, electrical vehicles can be made to decrease this gas 
called carbon dioxide. These habits of the organisms hurt their own 
kind just as much as it hurts me because of climate change, soil 
erosion, poor air quality, water that is undrinkable and a decrease in 
food and jobs.” 

My heart breaks for what this kind girl is going through. I just 
hope that her body’s organisms can stop working against her before the 
light in her eyes is lost forever. 



I quietly inquired, “Why do the organisms living on your body 
not live in a way that is good for you and them?” 

“They are largely influenced by money, time and material goods 
that are not needed. These battles between them make them lose sight 
over the real importance of having a healthy environment. But, they 
forget that without naturally grown foods and plants they will starve or 
suffocate from lack of oxygen. And without one species, another one 
will die out, so there will be a lack of food for their rapidly growing 
population. Without these needs met, they would not exist or be able to 
live for unneeded material goods.”

 I can tell from the smile she quickly masked over her face that 
she saw the deep sorrow I felt for her. For all the rumors others make of 
me, none of them ever mention how my dark grey eyes are annoyingly 
readable. Of course, nobody usually takes the time to understand them, 
but Earth always cared about how I felt and tried to make me feel 
better, as she did with every other being known. 

So, I finally found my voice to tell her, “I am deeply sorry 
Earth. I hope you and your organisms can find a way to live in harmony 
again.” 

And just as quickly as her eyes darkened they were now filled 
with that unimaginably bright light fueled by the possibility of a long, 
healthy future as she voiced with a bright tone, “All they have to decide 
is that they are ready for change in the best of ways and I am always 
there to help.” 

Seeing that I want to keep that light kindled I asked her a favor 
that I knew she would never turn down, “Now that we finished our 
lunch would you like to accompany me to my super swings?” 

While my hand reached out to her, that grin returned and as she 
snatched my hand in her small, warm hand and sang out, “Oh Pluto! 
You know me too well!” And with her excitement we raced off to a 
good time.

Top Artwork by Olivia Lipka ‘22
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The Meeting                                                                                                      
Emma DeRose ‘22

I had traveled to France to escape myself.  Though I doubt that is 
humanly possible.  The self follows one everywhere.  But weeks and 
weeks spent in front of a typewriter had expended my sanity.  And 
though I was often considered level-headed by my colleagues, they 
were oblivious to the other half of my nature.  The one that desires 
change.  The one that rages against everything, until she finds herself 
enshrined in a cloak of her own ire.  I am always the first to throw the 
book across the room and witness the wall shatter inward, a sinkhole 
oculus.  I would even be so bold as to declare my pleasure in it, were it 
not for the confines of my body.  But that is a story for another time.  

The ride itself was, for the most part, uneventful.  I lived in 
Lisbon at the time, and the majority of the sights surrounding it 
consisted of forested caminos, picturesque mountain peaks, and, of 
course, the sea.  I remember how majestic I once found it.  How astir 
the city was! Nighttime.  Buskers lining the mouths of alleyways.  A 
couple dances underneath the awning of a restaurant.  Peasant girls 
sell flowers on the sidewalk. This is our time, they chant through every 
flourish of their brown limbs.  Yes. Yes. Yes.  Is all I can say…   How 
hospitable the people! Allemande.  She loved me so.  The smell of her 
cooking.  The warmth of her family.  When did she last turn her face 
towards me? 

 Like any good thing, it vanished quickly.  The streets, worn 
from my aimless rambling, lost their shine.  The people, with whom I 
was unfamiliar to begin, distanced themselves from me, or so it 
seemed.  And the sea.  The sea, ever-shifting, foaming at the mouth, 
appeared a foreign dream.  It will therefore come as no surprise to you 
that my only companion was the strip of sky stretched taut across my 
apartment skylight.  

So here I was in Paris, the heart of artistic culture, the ame de 
France, at a bar, alone, fingering a wine glass, my fountain of 
inspiration no less revived than in Portugal.  I could not say the same 

for the patrons scattered about the room, little pools of light hovering 
over their tables.  They all looked as if they were touched by Midas, 
glowing and bathed in mirth.  In the far reaches to the right, a man sat 
in a circular booth with two women wrapped in silk cocktail dresses, 
their eyes dark and heavy-lidded.  It was evident that he was discussing 
something crude, judging from the way their shoulder-blades glided 
under their skin.  I averted my eyes, searching for something more 
intriguing.  To my chagrin, the rest of the clientele consisted of hushed 
couples and somewhat primal business gatherings.

“Is he here?”I overheard a svelte woman inquire at a nearby 
table.

“Who?”  her partner asked, eyes straying towards a blonde with 
a beauty mark adorning her cheekbone.

“Picasso.”
“How the hell should I know?” he groused as he fiddled with 

the table knife.
The woman, a flicker of irritation contorting her mouth, said 

nothing, staring at her hands in her lap.  
Picasso…
I did not know much about Picasso until I came here.  From 

what my host told me, he was a regular at the bar.   Some claimed he 
was a genius.  A master of the unseen.  A renegade.  But I had never 
seen his works, of which I was told were either hideous refuse or 
extraordinary masterpieces.  

Oftentimes, in sly tones or contemptuous sighs, those I knew 
said he had a way with women.  An endless string of mistresses, or 
“muses” he calls them! A luminary, far ahead of his time. Where did he 
come from, this man?  A difficult man.  Only cares about his art… I did 
not know what to believe.

A hush fell over the room, followed by loud greetings and the 
diners resuming their discourse.  I was too absorbed in my own 
thoughts to witness the cause of the disturbance.  The bartender 
whisked my drink away, not a single stain of spirit left, and I lit a 
cigarette, blowing haloes of smoke into the air.  
“... I’ll sit at the bar today, Gabriel.  Merci beaucoup.” came a man’s 
voice, his sonorous accent twining around the wood’s acoustics.

I turned around to face the voice’s source.  Through the haze, I 
saw a man of medium build, well-tanned, with inquisitive eyes, a mop 
of silver hair grazing his ears.  He ordered coffee, dark.  I flicked my 
gaze towards the wall of liquors, not wanting to stare.  

 



The cup clinked against the table.
“I have never seen you around here before,” he said.
I continued idly blowing smoke into the air, refusing to face 

him.
“I was born in a vacuum, that’s why.”
He laughed.  It was not boisterous, but subtle.  I tensed my 

fingers around my purse, fists paling.
“Ah! An anomaly.  Most women come from their mothers’ 

wombs.”
My eyes finally met his.  
“And where do you come from?” I asked, raising an eyebrow.
“De Espana. Though the rest came from scratch.”
He sipped his coffee for a second, surveying the room from the 

corner of his eye.  The people’s awareness of him, though faintly 
concealed, acquired an oppressive bearing, until it dissipated into the 
cares of worldly gossip.

“Cigarette.” I offered. 
He surfaced from his reverie and accepted.  And I watched the 

flame dance between his palms as it sparked and peeled away at the 
joint’s layers, his eyes intent on the light.  Then he reclined in his chair 
for a moment, observing me with an intensity I had never experienced 
before.  

“You are an artist, no?” he asked.
“That,” I drawled, the heaviness of this place descending upon 

me, “depends on what you consider an artist.”
His eyes acquired a dangerous fire.
“What is an artist? Yes-- yes-- I have been asked that question 

many times.”
“What is the answer?”
He leaned in closer to me, his voice barely a whisper, yet as 

incisive as any knife.
“An artist breaks barriers.  Obliterates them completely.  

Dances on the border between what is and what isn’t.  Her art is her 
life, lover, and soul in one.  She can never be separated from it…”

I bit my lip, legs trembling.  Heat pulsing at the corners of my 
temples.

“Well?” he demanded.
I found the strength to respond…
“I am an artist of words.”
“Ah, a writer.  What do you write? --- Romance?”

“Not all women write romance.”
“I see.  I see.”
I took a drag from my cigarette.
“I don’t quite know what it is that I write.  But I prefer disorder.  

No rules.  Especially when it comes to the written word.  I don’t 
believe in simple truths either.”

“Neither do I.”
His gaze softened, though not entirely.  Sharp edges of zeal 

lined the corners of his eyes.
“Are you with anyone?”  he asked, so straightforward, so 

earnest.  It was not like most men I encountered who possessed some 
ulterior motive, or delivered in a conniving manner.  But why did he 
care?  Marie-Therese… The surrealist… He’s still married to that 
ballet dancer.  I think she’s Russian…

“What is this? Customs?”
He laughed again.  His eyes crinkled at the corners, crow’s feet 

deepening into chasms that flowed into rivers.  A living piece of art.  
Not a face of stone but that of a shred of sun-baked clay moulded by 
human hands, subject to the maker’s whim.

“If it was, I would have asked about your place of residence.”
“Portugal.  But I was born in America.”
I will never forget the shock on his face.  It was almost 

endearing.
“You?  An American?”
“Is that so hard to believe?”
“You don’t resemble most Americans.”
“My mother was Spanish.”
“Ah. There we go,” he exclaimed, raising his finger for 

emphasis.
“...It’s certainly another world.”
“Yes. And yet you dared to explore the past.”
I watched the smoke slither towards the rafters.
“Perhaps I did.”
He rubbed his hands together, as if we were in Siberia, placing 

his cup onto the counter.
“My mother,” he reminisced, “used to speak of going to 

America.  She thought that we would have, as artists, greater 
opportunities.  But my father objected.  He said-- now, you see, he 
would become so impassioned-- ‘Maria, none of my sons are going to 
that sawmill! There is a place where the dreamer goes to die!’  And that 
was the end of it.”



“My mother used to feel the same as your father.  She was 
always trying to convince him to move back to Europe.  Since she 
couldn’t have her way with him, she got her revenge through me.”

Some elegantly clad women veered closer to the bar, their 
eyes lingering on him in that way of hungry, coquettish 
streetwalkers.  He paid them no heed, but continued sipping his 
coffee. 

Most imagine artists as madmen, with wild hair, no sense 
of style, and antisocial behaviors.  But, as I studied his dress, I 
found it so simple.  His suit was impeccable, yet unassuming; his 
hair neatly combed, yet not overdone.  Yes, and he smelled faintly 
of cigarettes, sun, and of that indefinable scent of acrylics mixed 
with murky water. 

“You are an unusual young woman.”
“So I’ve been told.”
He cupped my face, deftly turning it this way and that, like 

one inspecting a gem. His thumb, coarse in texture, traced my 
cheekbone.  Do not flinch.  Do not smile.  Do not act.  Some 
stared. Most, in this world of anything goes, ignored us.   

“Hmm,” he whispered, “I suspect there’s more to you than 
meets the eye.  They always underestimate you, don’t they?”

He had no inkling as to his correctness in that statement.
“I would like to paint you.”  he exhaled.
The request was so matter-of-fact I almost thought he was 

joking.  But I figured it was wiser to conceal my disbelief than to 
react.  Why me?  Don’t you see my odd nose?  My narrow eyes? I 
have no curves. The artist can be mistaken.  The artist sees what 
no one else sees.  Is this what happens?  Is this where everything 
begins, or ends? I’m no muse.  I’m no angel.   I had to conjure a 
response…

“Fine.”
“Si--”
“On one condition.”
He was clearly bemused by my interjection, as one who 

witnesses a rock sprout two legs.  At this point, my sense of 
self-possession had disintegrated like paper before a candle.

“Yes?”

“You will show it to no one.”
“... Very well.”
He extinguished his cigarette, and pushed aside his coffee, 

rising from his seat.  
“My studio.  Tomorrow at 6.”
He thanked the bartender and strode away from the bar, 

ignoring those who tried to reach out to him.  He never looked back.

Artwork by Emily Peca ‘21



The Dream
Emma DeRose ‘22

Last night, I had a conversation with Vladimir Nabokov.  I was in 
my thirties, widowed, and completely aimless. I did not recognize 
this new me, this other self.  I did not even know where I was.  
I stood in a whitewashed corridor paved with blue tile,  near a young 
mother and her little girl.  I was waiting for something or someone.  
My eyes scanned the sparse trail of people lengthening on either side 
of me.  Yes, I stood in the center, hair coiffed, pocketbook clenched 
between my fingers, alone.  And then I stopped.  Wandering among 
the flow of human traffic was a man in his sixties, weathered and 
keen.  His eyes locked with mine, and he came toward me.  I did not 
recognize him at first, until he asked for directions to the nearest 
cafe.  
Think of a musicman straining his fingers over the piano.  Imagine 
the twitch springing to life between every rivet and groove, each 
limb astir in anticipation. Then he strikes that first chord. A sonata 
set in motion.  The moment the man spoke, releasing a sound at once 
guttural and refined, I knew his name.  And I knew I would never 
forget it.  
We strolled out of the place, which I came to realize was a train 
station, all brass work and gilding, and headed out into the snowy 
atmosphere, plumes of steam rising into the air.  I had never before 
seen such a brilliant sunrise, nor such tempestuous clouds. Madness 
and precision.  Beauty unbinding her tresses and shaking them loose. 
I believe I saw a spirit preside over the sun’s peak.  Or perhaps it 
was a glare. I’ll never know.  I’ll never go back.
We reached the cafe.  He did not so much as glance my way.  He 
seemed irked about something, though he didn’t give any indication 
that he was.  But the moment we strode into the place, 

he transformed.  He was all ease and affability, with a jagged scar of 
wit and sobriety lanced through his side.  I did not know what to 
make of this man, or his evolving profile.  I paint pictures of the 
people I meet.  The moment they blossom, I capture it.  The moment 
they shrivel, I seize that time with renewed ardor, because death is 
just as glorious as life in its prime.  I could already witness a 
sternness melting across my canvas like black paint on water.  But 
something was disrupting the flow.  Something was missing.
Inside the lounge, he pulled out a cigarette and studied me from his 
chair of crushed velvet.  I perched on a stool near his feet, staring at 
my fingers. It was just the two of us, waiting.
“Why do you stare at your hands?”
I started, unsure of what to reply to such an unusual question.
“I beg your pardon--”
“There’s nothing more one can study of hands.  I’ve done myself, 
and I’ve studied that of others.  You have nails, good.  You possess 
the pillars on which they sit, commendable.  Veins supply their 
strength, whose strength, blood, flows to your brain, which is one of 
the few reasons you’re sitting before me now, intact. There, I have 
completed the study for you.”
“I--”
“Don’t speak, girl.  Unless you plan to say something of use. Some 
things cannot be captured in words.”
I would not let this man get away.  I strove to hold him fast.
“But I believe words engender creativity. We are limited, and 
therefore forced to innovate, adapt.  Don’t you believe that--”
“Bah! I’ve played with words my whole life.  Each sentence twisted 
on itself, and then righted itself once again.  It was a convergence 
upon cosmic power.  Words, you understand, grant us our own sort 
of omnipotence.  We can never become gods, but we can become 
craftsmen, masters of a written reality. An 



imitation of our world as we see fit. I used to believe I was 
doing it just to confuse others and impress women, a 
display of feathers, if you will.  Women love men who can 
create illusions from thin air.  Then I did it for my own 
amusement, for the praise of critics, for the glory of literary 
acclaim.  It did not embolden me in the least… I withdrew.  
What I created had set out to destroy me… I-- You do not 
need to hear this.”
He turned around, thought clouding his features, and 
glanced outside the window.  One hand lay resting on the 
armchair.  I grasped it. I held it tight.  He looked at me with 
a face half-bared.  He possessed a brow of quiet 
understanding and resignation. Experience had coarsened 
his bones to the texture of a mountain’s rock-strewn base.  
His hands, those writer’s hands, were smudged with ink 
stains and calluses.  I loved those hands.  I couldn’t explain 
why, but I did. And he gripped my hand with equal force, 
with equal ardor. From there, we conversed.  We laughed.  
We argued.  We embraced.
Later that night, at my home, sheltered beneath wreaths of 
pine trees, he handed me a book he had written.  I read 
through its pages, his hand tracing my spine, enraptured by 
its contents.  It was an unusual little piece, bound in blue 
and filled with brief paragraphs describing interlacing 
points in time:

II.        Archipelago  II.

When             you reach  the 
center 

Find my body
close    

Time: Chains  higher
than mountains

Take  breath Speak darkness        

Memory seems so 
distant

Nature no more 
beautiful than 

The sound of your  
heart

Though I do not remember the entirety of what it said, I thought it 
was the finest thing he had created in a long while.  He kissed my 
neck and told me to read the dedication,

“For Vera, my love, when you join me in the next life.”

I had found what I was waiting for at last. 



Untitled
Madeleine Kania ‘22

“They called it Treblinka II.” Ruth muttered. “They had turned 
a small labor camp into a death camp.” her frail voice muttered, placing 
the tea kettle on the burner.

“What happened the day you were taken?” asked a young 
woman, her hair dark and curly, eyes big and brown.

 “You know, Maria,” Ruth sighed, “That day has been seared 
into my brian. Me, my mother, my father and brother lived on 
Nowolipki street in the Warsaw Ghetto, this was in 1942. It was a 
brilliantly sunny day, I was playing checkers while my mother brewed 
tea until I began hearing the screams of men from outside the house. 
They were large, angry men with big pointy teeth and shiny black boots 
carrying large wooden batons. They told us to pack one bag of items 
and soon we were on the train. 

Ruth led her into her living room, the curtains drawn, the 
furniture beige and stained.

“Where was the train headed?” Maria asked quizzically, 
pressing play on her recorder. 

“Well, at the time we didn’t know. I felt like a sardine being 
packed into that tiny little boxcar. All I knew was that we were the fish 
and they were the sharks,” her face grimaced with pain. “And not only 
was the boxcar small, it had no windows or bathrooms. The only toilet 
was a small bucket placed in the corner and I had to stand near it. The 
excrement, and it's overwhelming smell, sloshed around and eventually 
spilled out all over the floor.”  Maria winced, her nose scrunching up as 
she thought of it. Ruth sighed and fixed her skirt,  “People were starting 
to go mad and we hadn’t even seen the worst of it.” 

“Can you tell me about Treblinka?” 
Ruth sighed once more, massaging her tattooed wrist. 

“Treblinka was simply a death camp. Once I got off the train with my 
family, I tried sticking near my father. He was a big man, and I was ten 
at the time so I truly believed he could protect me from anything. But, 

an S.S guard struck him with the end of his gun and we were ripped 
apart. I never said ‘goodbye’ or ‘I love you.’ Just all of a sudden my 
protector, the man I thought would be by my side, was gone. That was 
the last time I saw him; he was forced into the gas chambers where he 
and thirty or so men died together. “Why weren’t you sent to the gas 
chambers?” 

“Well, Maria..” Ruth began, “I was a big girl at ten. I was strong 
and I was young so I was good for labor. An officer pulled me out of 
line and 
showed me to the barracks. My mother and brother did not follow. I 
saw them as smoke, rising into the air to join my father. Maria,” Ruth 
began,  “the barracks were a cold place. There was a constant stench of 
death that lurked in every corner. It was inescapable.”

“Well how did you escape Treblinka?” Maria asked, her 
curiosity growing. 

“Well,” Ruth started tearfully, “ Me and Rebecca, a friend I had 
made in the camp, took deceased bodies from the dirt ditches they were 
thrown and stacked them together. Rebecca provided the distraction. 
She told me to run as far as I could while she screamed . All the guards 
came running with their heavy black boots as I stepped onto each body 
like a stair and hurdled my way over the fence. Then in the distance,” 
Ruth sobbed, “I heard a gunshot. I told myself to not look back but I 
had to.” Suddenly, Ruth paused. The tears, hot and seering spilled from 
her eyes. “There was Rebecca, laying on the ground. She was dead. 
From that moment on I’ve never looked back. 

Suddenly a loud hissing sound came from the kitchen, Ruth 
gave a short jump.

“Is that enough information for your project?” Ruth asked, 
wiping her tears away with a handkerchief.

“Yes, thank you grandma.” Maria smiled. 
“Well let’s get some tea then.” Ruth gave a grin, tears pouring, 

as she led Maria into the kitchen. 



Left Artwork by Annelise Wall ‘21
Right Artwork by Erica Guy ‘21

Drama



I Promise
Emma DeRose ‘22

INT. 279 HAWTHORNE ROAD, IOWA-- MIDDAY
A young woman, TALLULAH (23), bends over a sink, washing dishes.  Her kinky 
hair is pulled into a topknot.  She stares out the window, watching the sunlight wane.  
Content until… 

CUT TO:
MONTAGE: SUPERIMPOSE: La Vie En Rose

EXT. BROADWAY STREET-- 2 YEARS AGO
Broadway Street bustles with nightlife, slow and subtle.  Some busker mariachis 
assemble at a corner.  Tallulah tips one of them.  She and her partner, MARTINEZ, sit 
at a bench under a tree at the university, arguing in the best possible way.  Cars streak 
back and forth in blurs of red and gold as they observe the flow of traffic in the 
distance.  Their hands touch.  And then they stroll along the sidewalk.  She breaks into 
spontaneous dance, nearly twirling into the street.  He catches her. Laughter.  It’s 
perfectly awkward.  Perfectly quirky.

EXT. 845 VIA DEL ORO-- 1 A.M.
Martinez and Tallulah glide along a pristine sidewalk, the warm breeze curling around 
them, until they stop at an adobe-style townhome with a wrought-iron gate concealing 
some stairs.  They kiss.  No hesitation.  He opens the gate.  She opens her heart.  
Music distorts… 

END MONTAGE.
CUT TO:

NT. 279 HAWTHORNE ROAD-- SAME MOMENT
A tear runs down Tallulah’s cheek and plops into the sink, down the drain.  The 
memory is too much.  She turns off the sink, abandons the dishes, and grabs her keys. 

CUT 
TO:     
EXT. 279 HAWTHORNE ROAD-- MOMENTS LATER
A Chevy Malibu lines the driveway, facing away from a neighborhood that has seen 
better days, but miraculously keeps afloat.  Dandelions poke through the sidewalk 
cracks.  A large woman sits on her porch opposite her house, eyes glazed and 
disoriented.  Tallulah climbs into the car and starts the ignition…

CUT TO: 

.
       

INT. CHEVY MALIBU, CORPUS CHRISTI--  1 YEAR AGO
It’s raining.  Hard.  The car overlooks a turbulent sea.  Tallulah stares out the window, 
enjoying the view.  Her phone rings.  Tallulah rolls her eyes, and picks it up.

TALLULAH
Hello?

MARTINEZ (V.O.)
Hi.

TALLULAH
Hi, stranger.  Isn’t it three in the morning over there?

MARTINEZ (V.O.)
Guess Tolstoy had insomnia.

TALLULAH
Ha! Maybe.  How’s Moscow?

A gust of wind rocks the car.

MARTINEZ  (V.O.)
It’s… interesting.

TALLULAH
Really?

MARTINEZ (V.O.)
The culture here is exceptional.  But security’s a nightmare.  

TALLULAH
I’m sure.

MARTINEZ (V.O.)
… You should be here.  

TALLULAH 
I know.



MARTINEZ (V.O.)
But you have work to do.

TALLULAH
And you have students to supervise.  I don’t know if they’d approve of the teacher’s 
girlfriend.

MARTINEZ (V.O.)
Eh.  I’d just tell them to piss off.  It’s a free world. And we’re all adults.

TALLULAH
(laughs)

It definitely is.

Tallulah opens the window.  Lets the rain spatter her face.  The sea spray tickles her 
nose.

TALLULAH (CONT’D)
I miss you.

MARTINEZ (V.O.)
I know you do.

TALLULAH
Come home soon.

MARTINEZ (V.O.)
I promise.

The rain comes in droves now.

MARTINEZ (CONT’D/V.O.)
(a noise in the background)

I’ve got to go.  I love you.

TALLULAH 
(regretful)

Love you too.

Static. Tallulah hangs up.  Stares out at the sea.

CUT TO:

INT. LA MADELEINE CAFE, SAN ANTONIO, TEXAS--  1 WEEK LATER
It’s late evening.  Most of the patrons isolate themselves in various nooks of the room.  
Tallulah sits by the window.  She types on her computer to no avail, and pounds the 
keyboard in frustration.  The screenplay on her desktop is entitled: Waiting.  Her 
phone vibrates. An unknown caller. She goes outside to answer.  

TALLULAH
Hello?

JAVIER (V.O.)
Is this Tallulah Benitez?

TALLULAH
(growing concerned)
Yes.  Who is this?

We don’t hear the rest of the conversation. Everything sounds as if submerged.

The phone drops from Tallulah’s hands, the interface shattering into a million pieces.

Tallulah stands in the street.  Frozen.  She breaks down.  Sobs wrench her throat.  
There’s nothing she can do.  Atmosphere distorts.

INT. CHEVY MALIBU, SOMEWHERE IN IOWA-- PRESENT DAY
Tallulah fiddles with the radio.  Reggaeton… no, some other time. Christian… not 
what she needs right now.  Country… hell no. And then-- La Vie en Rose seeps from 
the speakers.  She closes her eyes.  Breathes deeply.  Passes farms and ramshackle 
homes on a country road.  Life swimming by.  Some kids frolic on the asphalt.  A 
couple wanders in the fields.  Plains morph into mountains and creeks flow into 
rivers.  She enjoys the ride, but savors the song. Lets it pour into her grieving heart.  
It’s a song of renewal.  The sun sinks beneath the earth as she comes to a crossroads 
lined with deciduous trees.  And she sees Martinez lingering at the turning point, 
grinning at her like he did when they danced….

FADE TO BLACK.


