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Letter from The Editor 

Issue 33 marks the end of  yet another school year at the University of  New Mexico and my tenure as Edi-
tor-in-Chief  of  Blue Mesa Review. Like most literary magazines affiliated with a university, our staff  rotates as 
students graduate. It’s a bit surreal to know that in a few days my work for this magazine will be complete. Working 
for BMR over the last three years is one of  my favorite things I’ve ever done. Running a magazine is never easy 
work, but it is deeply rewarding. I’ve been involved in every part of  the process from poring through submissions as 
a graduate reader to actually getting to select work to publish as Fiction Editor for the 2014-2015 school year. This 
year it’s been a pleasure to be at the helm of  the ship making sure things run smoothly, picking art for the issue, 
and corresponding with writers. Whether you’re a submitter or a dedicated reader of  this magazine, thank you for 
including Blue Mesa Review in your life. You’re part of  what made my experience so lovely these last few years. I 
hope you enjoy what we’ve selected for the newest issue.

Take a moment to brew a cup of  coffee or tea, sit down at your desk or pull your laptop onto the couch with you, 
and hunker in with Issue 33. Stop and read the experimental short story, “Twitch.”  Fiction Editor Jason Thayer 
admires this story because “it challenges our notions of  what we call fiction and what format the genre can take. It’s 
forward thinking in both its content—a sort of  literary realism for the digital age—and in its form.” Be sure to read 
“Dark Horse.” Poetry Editor Aaron Reeder found “Dark Horse” to be “incredibly focused. The surprising images 
work well with the fragmented form. What the poem is able to include in its emotional range from start to finish is 
vast.”

Read the essay “Fear Circuitry,” which Nonfiction Editor Cat Hubka describes as effective because it uses “the form 
to bring the reader into the narrator’s experiences of  how she’s coping with PTSD. Her prose is clear, her descrip-
tions are vivid, and the narrator offers no long term answer to her dilemma. The result is an authentic emotional 
experience for the reader.” In nonfiction we also have the winner of  the 2015 Louisville Literary Arts Contest that 
BMR had the pleasure of  judging. Though Christiana Louisa Langenberg’s piece is short, it leaves the reader with 
much to think about in regards to possibility and truth.

I can’t tell you how excited I am that we were able to interview Erika L. Sanchez for this issue! Erika attended the 
MFA program at UNM before I was a student here, but I actually first learned of  her work on Twitter. I find Erika’s 
prose and poetry inspiring, as she tackles difficult issues with honesty and grit. I also love how outspoken she is 
about feminism and issues impacting the Latinx community. She has two books coming out next year: one with 
Knopf  and one with Graywolf. If  you don’t know of  this writer, start reading her work now. I particularly love this 
poem: “Six Months after Contemplating Suicide” up at Poetry Magazine.

Dedicate an early morning or an afternoon to read all of  the excellent writing in Issue 33. You won’t regret it.    

— Brenna Gomez
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Not the one from the sierra in Northern Mexico.
Not the one who said kuira before hola before hello.
Not him, though.

What’s he to do, working in a mine,
a teen deep in the earth where
I love you cannot breathe?

Or when Indio blooms into grapes
and triple-digit heat, and he’s up before dawn
and done after I love you has gone to sleep?

I love you isn’t at his wedding, so what’s he
to know about love or you? Or when
I crawl all over the floor, grasping

at the world with confidence like the morning
sun? Spitting and crying, I see
dad and tug on his dirty pant leg and beg

to be lifted. He picks love up, and I
love you climbs from his arms over his heart
to his shoulders. I love you sits, rests my

cheek against dad’s cheek and listens.

“Every Father Says I Love You”
 By: Oscar Mancinas
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Not the one from the sierra in Northern Mexico.
Not the one who said kuira before hola before hello.
Not him, though.
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a teen deep in the earth where
I love you cannot breathe?

Or when Indio blooms into grapes
and triple-digit heat, and he’s up before dawn
and done after I love you has gone to sleep?

I love you isn’t at his wedding, so what’s he
to know about love or you? Or when
I crawl all over the floor, grasping

at the world with confidence like the morning
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to be lifted. He picks love up, and I
love you climbs from his arms over his heart
to his shoulders. I love you sits, rests my

cheek against dad’s cheek and listens.

      Marine  
   By: Paul Bilger
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They didn’t expect me to carry you back to this room.  Here, 
all the dishes are locked away. What I meant was, I didn’t say a 
thing about the other wife when they asked, I just tore out the 
bad tooth 
 
 
 
Husband, I know my dress isn’t the first to catch fire.  You 
see, even the buttons down the back of my neck were a 
declaration:   
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

First harbor, last ship,   
 
Your voice still clings like 
rusted nail.  I’ve wanted to 
tell you this, so sit down and 
let me finish.   
 
 

Every night, the film just keeps playing, and 
when the hall darkens, I hear you whispering to 
her in the projection booth  
 
 
 

Between frames, that shuddering in the stable.  But the rider 
has long since left the track. 
 

   You can see a small break in the widening dusk— 
 
 
 
 
 

(It is far from any of the houses 
we would know.)  

“Dark Horse”
 By: Kristina Marie Darling
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“Dark Horse”
 By: Kristina Marie Darling

Pyramid Lake, Spring 2016 #2 

 By Lawrence Eby
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An Interview with 
 Erika L. Sanchez

Erika L. Sánchez’s YA novel, previously titled Brown 
Girl Problems, will be published by Knopf  Books for 
Young Readers in fall 2017. Her debut poetry collection, 
Lessons on Expulsion, is forthcoming from Graywolf  in 
July 2017. She is a poet, novelist, essayist, and a gradu-
ate of  the University of  New Mexico with an MFA in 
Creative Writing. She has received many awards includ-
ing a Fulbright Scholarship, a CantoMundo Fellowship, 
and a Bread Loaf  Scholarship. Erika grew up in the 
Mexican working class town of  Cicero, Illinois, which 
borders Chicago’s southwest side. As a daughter of  
undocumented Mexican immigrants, Erika has always 
been determined to defy borders of  any kind. And, not 
surprisingly, her clothes perpetually smelled of  fried 
tortillas when she was a child.

Blue Mesa Review: You have a poetry book and a 
young adult novel coming out. On social media you’ve 
also mentioned that you are writing a book of  essays. 
How do you juggle the genres?

Erika L. Sanchez: I’m not very organized, to be hon-
est. I just work on whatever I become obsessed with. 
I love writing and revolve my life around it. I find the 
genres liberating in completely different ways.

BMR: In your bio, is says you didn’t like Albuquerque. 
Is that tongue in cheek? In retrospect, do you feel the 
same way?
ES: I am half-kidding. I didn’t love it at the time because 
I was young and had moved there after spending a wild 
year in Madrid, Spain. I’m a city girl, so Albuquerque 
was hard to adjust to, but now that I’m older I look back 
on that time somewhat fondly. I do miss the mountains 
and the smell of  green chile.

BMR: How do you structure your writing day?
ES: I don’t. Haha. I’m all over the place. One minute 
I’m working on a poem and the next I’m listening to 
Philip Glass, and then I get distracted by a particularly 
ragged pigeon. Later on that day I might work on an 
essay about my first period. I’m very unpredictable.

BMR: You’ve been very vocal about the role of  Bud-
dhism in your life. How has it impacted your writing?
ES: Buddhism has transformed me in such profound 
ways that it’s hard to articulate. I started practicing about 
a year ago, and ever since then, I’ve developed a much 
deeper appreciation for my life. I think that it has made 
me more acutely aware of  my fortune and everyday beau-
ty I encounter. It has also given me a sense of  peace and 
confidence that I’ve never had before, which makes me 
much more productive. The concept of  turning poison 
into medicine has particularly resonated with me, so I try 
to use my suffering to make art.

BMR: Feminism clearly impacts your nonfiction–you’ve 
written extensively about ethnicity, poverty, reproductive 
rights, etc. Many vocal feminists are often harassed or 
attacked on social media. Have you gotten that kind of  
pushback? 
ES: I’ve received plenty of  hateful messages, which is al-
ways scary. It’s unfortunate that women are often targeted 
and it’s considered an occupational hazard. I just delete 
and block whoever makes me uncomfortable. There’s not 
much else I can do.

BMR: When you write poems, do you have an ideal read-
er in mind?
ES: Never. As soon as the reader enters my mind, the 
poem is ruined.

BMR: Are your poems finished or abandoned? Are you a 
big reviser, what is your process?
ES: Some feel finished and others abandoned. I revise 
obsessively, but there comes a time that you need to let 
the poem go before you strip it of  its spirit and ruin it. 
Some poems continue to bother me well past their publi-
cation, but I try to be ok with that.

BMR: How does being bilingual influence your writing?
ES: Mexican Spanish is so lively, beautiful, and often hi-
larious. I’m so glad that I’m fortunate to speak it. I think 
and feel in Spanish, so it always manifests itself  in my 
work.
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An Interview with 
 Erika L. Sanchez

BMR: When did you start writing? What the first thing you ever wrote? Was there a moment when you decided to 
be a writer?
ES: I started writing when I was 12-years-old after reading Edgar Allan Poe. I fucking loved that guy. “The Raven” 
blew my little world apart. My first poem had an image of  the moon as “a nightlight to the earth below.” My teacher 
loved it and that made me think that maybe I had some talent. That image though! I certainly wasn’t sharp enough 
at the time to see the irony in using a man-made object to describe the natural world.

BMR: What are your favorite books in the last six months?
ES: Second Empire by Richie Hoffman; Paradise by Toni Morrison; The Buddha in Your Mirror written by Woody 
Hochswender, Greg Martin, and Ted Morino; Thief  of  the Interior by Phillip B. Williams; Chord by Rick Barot; and 
Vagina by Naomi Wolf.

BMR: What have been your highlights and lowlights as a writer? What advice can you give to female writers of  
color struggling with the lack of  diversity in publishing?
ES: Man, I’ve had so many lowlights. Some people seem to think I have it made as a writer, but I struggled for a 
long time. I’ve had some terrible jobs to pay the bills. Corporate America makes my soul barf. Making a living doing 
something you love, particularly something as impractical as writing, is tough. Even in my darkest moments, when 
I felt that what I was doing was pointless, I kept going because there is nothing I love more than writing. I honestly 
don’t know what or who I would be without it, so in a way it wasn’t even a choice. My advice is to keep going, even 
when you feel defeated. I’m 31 and both of  my books were just now accepted for publication because I’m a stub-
born bastard and always aimed high. Don’t settle for less than what you think you’re worth. It’s frustrating, but if  
you work hard enough for a long time, people will notice. The world often expects women of  color to fail or give 
up. Don’t. We deserve to be recognized by prestigious institutions, but unfortunately, we have to work harder than 
others.

BMR: Any regrets or plans you want to share?
ES: I regret the last cocktail I drank last night. I will complete my book of  essays this year. I also expect that my 
novel will become a movie because I’m delusional.Troubling The Surface 

 
By Paul Bilger
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“Vocabulary Lesson” 
 By: Deborah A. Lott

The housekeeper changes the flower water. 
Las Flores están muertas, she says. 
I repeat: Las Flores están muertas. 
Muertas sounds closer to alive than dead. 
Dead with its had single syllable. 
Dead is dirty gray animals smashed in the street. 
Dead is my grandmother lying in her coffin, 
flesh powdered, waxen 
lips turned up in an absent smile. 
Dead reeks of  the first time
I pressed the tip of  my tongue hard against my soft palate, 
gone, lost, never-coming-back, never. 

And then there is the German tod
even worse than dead. 
No glimmer of  an afterlife in tod. 
Bodies piled on top of  bodies, 
a man’s genitals flopping comically
as his body is tossed from a wheelbarrow into a mass grave. 
Don’t let me be tod, I say. 
Too many of  my relatives were tod. 

I am trying to get used to the idea of  muerte. 
I rehearse the announcement. Future tense: 
you and you and you and I will be muertos. 

The housekeeper removes the flowers from the vase, 
the sour stench of  their decay travels across my kitchen 
from the cul-de-sac beyond language. 
I retch. A feral animal retch. 
The housekeeper strangles the already limp flowers in her hand. 
Muertas? She says. A question. 
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“Vocabulary Lesson” 
 By: Deborah A. Lott

Hum Horizon 

 By: Paul Bilger



14

“I want to take different/sounds in-
side me, in shape/and color I could 
never believe in/out in the open, 
elsewhere”
 By: Zach Mueller 

I’m trying too hard to be quiet & lonely,  
sincerely astonished by the economy  

of the animal families inside me. Divulging 
 
the secret of beginning somehow in a circular 

logic. Endless implicated in each sky  
as though it were undone over & over again. 
 
I found my voice in a flowerbed by way  

of its own dead flowers—eternal 
& dirty, like us. Heaven replacing moments 
 
where I would normally take a breath  

with an understanding that I, too, am not  
endless. I’m quietly trying to untie myself  
 
alone in the woods from being alone 

forever. Like everything, I know memory  
alone begs for a life of moments I can’t  
 
explain. Someday, trees I haven’t seen  

will come to terms with me. When & where 
like ice water glowing deep down  
 
from some fish lingering so long 

& imperfect it carries a candle in it’s belly. 
Invisibly, walking by water without intention,  
 
the wet skin of things gone-by mapped 

over mine in a newborn ocean. Light 
of something I have not been. 
 



15

Joshua Tree National Park, 
Spring 2016 #1 
 
 By Lawrence Eby
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Sacrifice 38 #23 
 
 By: Kobina Wright
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“I Bought Her A Bird”
 
 By: Michael Credico 

 I bought her a bird for us. A life we could both 
touch.

 She leans over the birdcage. “I need a drink,” she 
says.

“I thought we’d spend the evening taking some getting 
used to it,” I say.

“I was thinking West Side.”

“We’re going to cross that bridge now?”

“I am,” she says and she’s gone.

It’s me and the bird. “Bird,” I begin, but that’s all I’ve 
got. It hops from hanging block of  wood to hanging 
block of  wood, pecking at its reflection in the miniature 
mirror. How cruel the wilds must be! I try imagining 
life with no mirrors. Life with other birds and things 
much bigger than other birds, predators, winter and the 
exposure to elements, needing to flee come change of  
season. I’m re-reminded of  the miracle that is indoor 
living in suburban Northeast Ohio. “Bird,” I say. “You 
won’t need no other place no more.”

The bird peeps. My wife has no idea what she’s missing. 
I pet its feathers. It pecks at my fingers. “But I’m no 
worm,” I say.

I watch the bird sleep. Past midnight I start thinking 
how long does drinks take?

It’s sunup when she kisses me. “West side?” I say

“It wasn’t what I expected, so I kept going.”

“Your friends?”

“They seemed content where they were.”

“Where were you?”

“Two counties into Indiana. I realized I was over-
dressed.”

The bird wakes up and sings its morning song.

“You look tired,” she says.

“It was a wild night,” I say. “And look! Our bird can 
sing.”

I follow her into the bedroom. “Aren’t you tired?” I say.

She’s packing her sweats into a suitcase. “I came for a 
change of  clothes.”

“Our bird is a fledgling.”

“I think I’m on to something.”

“Leaving?”

“For today.”

“Indiana?”

“At least.”

It’s two days later when she bursts through the door. 
“Come help me,” she says. There are hundreds of  ears 
of  corn on our porch. “Best I ever seen,” she says. 
“Needs shucked, is all.”

We pile them in the living room. I peel back a husk and 
drop the finest yellow kernel in the birdcage. The birds 
spits it out. I try one myself. “Indiana’s sweet,” I say.

“No. It’s Illinois.”
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“Chicago?”

“Hoopeston.”

“What happened to Indiana?”

“The Pizza King.”

“The Pizza King?”

“I needed a meal. The Pizza King said there’s no meal 
like Illini meal. He showed me his map.”         She locks 
herself  in the bedroom. I knock. “I’m changing,” she 
says. She reappears in a sundress. She touches the bird-
cage. “It’s getting old,” she says. “Isn’t it?”

“It’s been three days,” I say.

She’s running out the house. “I keep thinking like a 
mayfly.”

“But your suitcase,” I say.
“It’s a hundred degrees in Missouruh,” she says. “This is 
all I need.”

“Missouri?”

“Missouruh. You have to say it right or else you won’t 
belong.”

I’m thinking misery as the bird sings mourning. I lift it 
out the birdcage. “I miss her too,” I say. It pecks at me 
and I drop it. It thuds the floor hard. “You can’t fly?” 
I say. I pick it up and drop it again. Another thud. No 
singing. “There’s a lot I’m sorry about,” I say, setting it 
back in the birdcage.

“Surprise!” she screams. She’s covered in snow.

“How long’s it been?” I say.

She takes my fingers in her cold hands. Sets a stone in 
my palm. “It’s gold,” she says.

“Real?” I say.

“Portions out west are huge. This place has held back 
our entire life.”

It’s me and the stone and the bird still as a stone. I fall 
asleep with them both in my hands.

I wake up in a sea of  casino chips. I can’t swim. I reach 
for something. I find a note. I float in the sea of  casino 
chips using the note as a buoy. The note says: LUCKY! 
and always I’ve thought I was. For my home and for 
finding a woman like her.

But now I can’t find her. So how lucky am I now?

I dig through the sea of  casino chips and find the bird. 
Its body’s decayed enough that I can find its wishbone 
easy.

I wish.

She puts her hands on my shoulders.

“Is it over?” I say. I turn and I face her and she’s so 
much harder to recognize. Her hair’s dyed blonde. A 
mole’s drawn above the left corner of  her lips. She’s 
wearing a gown full of  stars.

“I’m leaving,” she says.
“For how long?”

“Can’t say.”

There’s a knock at the door. In walks the Pizza King. 
He’s big and broad-shouldered and gold-crowned and 
dressed in a crisp, pressed, blue pinstriped white suite. 
He hands me a hanky worth more than I am. “For when 
you start crying,” the Pizza King says. He wraps his big 
arms around her.

“I might have a future in pictures,” she says. “I might 
have a future.”

“Have you ever seen anything more beautiful in your 
life?” the Pizza King says.

And then, they’re both gone.

And me? I haven’t.
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Sacrifice 38 #20 
 By Kobina Wright
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“Twitch” By: Chris Koslowski
 

Twitch 
 
 
…login at: 10:48:15 EST… 
RCT Sandbox Fun 
RavenMaven playing Roller Coaster Tycoon 

 
<3 RavenMaven is AFK <3 
<3 Message feed loading <3 

 
RavenMaven’s Message Feed 
(Click to load more comments) 

 
<3 You have entered the stream! Welcome! <3 

 
{!]Rollergator: where u from slicedbread? 
 
HeyItsJimmy: How longs she gonna be gone? 
 
(BOT)CrowBot: My jellies make you jelly? Order yours now! jumpingjellies.com – Enter promo 
code “RAVENMAVEN” for 15% off! <3 
 
SlicedBread47: Near Cleveland. #ClevelandRocks! 
 
(MOD)[!]AnyGivenSundae: Most of her outages don’t last longer than five minutes. 
 
[!]Rollergator: thats reallly close to Port Adventure!!! 
 
[!]LostKause15: isnt cleaveland the place where the river caught fire lol 
 
SlicedBread47: I’ve got a season pass Gator! :D #CoasterNerd 
 
[!]Rollergator: cool!! have you seen Raven?? she works there u kno!!! 
 

<Restroom 1 has entered the stream> 
 
Airtime_Woo: Really? Might have to make a trip. Bet she’s even better in person. 
 
(MOD)[!]AnyGivenSundae: Unless you’ve been trespassing in park offices, you probably 
haven’t seen her.  
 
[!]OffDaRailz: Welcome, SlicedBread. I hope you didn’t come here for Roller Coaster Tycoon 
discussion. This stream has been losing focus lately. 
 
[!]HandsUP: Hahaha C’mon Railz. We all know why we’re here. ;) 
 
SlicedBread47: Thanks, OffDaRailz, but I like it so far. 
 
[!]LostKause15: LOL. Srsly tho...how many females are even watching this stream? 
 
(MOD)[!]AnyGivenSundae: Don’t mind Railz, SlicedBread. He forgets that Rav wants us to 
have fun and be social. 
 
HeyItsJimmy: Im a girl lol 
 
[!]Rollergator: LOLOLOL JIMMY?!  
 

 
<3 Live video loading <3 

 

RCT Sandbox Fun 
LIVE! RavenMaven playing Roller Coaster Tycoon 

RavenMaven’s Message Feed 
(Click to load more comments) 
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…Are we back? Can you see me okay? I’m sorry, you guys. Uptime here 
is so much worse than home. I can barely stream half the time. I’m glad 
RCT is such an old game because between the internet and this clunker, 
I can barely run the cam and capture.  

Oh, good. We’re back up. Awesome. Really sorry. Dropping out 
like that s-u-c-k sucks. Ah, oh my gosh. I’m such a mess. Look at my 
eyes. Jesus. I’m like the Crypt Keeper. Oh well. Hi, everyone. Looks like 
you got along just fine while I was gone. No, Jimmy, the lag’s on me for 
sure. I’d upgrade the heck out of this place if they wouldn’t fire me. 
Game streaming isn’t exactly in my job description…yet. Gotta get paid. 
Know what I’m saying? The Flock is growing, and I love you guys, but 
those of you that have tried this know it’s really, really tough to make a 
living from it, and even tougher if you plan on saving, which a girl’s 
gotta do, right? 

Okay. Roller Coaster Tycoon and…load. I reset everything. 
Seems to be running okay. Yeah, it might be a little strange to hear, but 
for those of you that are new I’m coming to you live from work. I 
figured no one’s ever here, and there’s literally nothing to do at this job, 
so why not? Plus, you guys asked, and what the Flock wants, it gets. At 
the beginning of summer I was logging off at 4am and still got so many 
requests to keep going. I’d be like, “Hello, guys? The sun’s gonna rise 
soon! What are we doing up this late?” This makes much more sense. 
I’m not a zombie anymore. I finally have a sleep schedule. 
 That’s right, SlicedBread. Great user name by the way. My office 
is on wheels. Four laminate walls of sadness. Picture those trailers you 
see at construction sites. Only the best for the Port Adventure sweeps 
manager. Hey, you guys want a quick tour? Just until the game loads? I 
can swivel my cam around. It’s cheap but good enough to let you check 
out the digs. 
 So keep in mind this is a boss’s office, and you’ll think twice 
about wanting to work at an amusement park. Just cause you ride them, 
and love them, and play a game where all you do is construct them 
doesn’t mean you’ll have fun being near them. Trust me. It’s Sing Sing in 
here. Great view, but it’ll cost you. I seriously can’t wait to rage-quit this 
hellhole and get back in school. You guys have seriously been my life 
preserver during all of this. 
 Let’s unhook the playercam. Enlarge the window. There we go. 
Here’s the office. Note the absence of life. Don’t ask me how I got the 
place to myself. Maybe it’s got black mold. Wouldn’t surprise me. I 
know a guy in ride-ops who says they’re packed in the main building like 
sardines until it’s renovated, but you guys are my only human contact 
for most of the day. Anyway, here’s my battle station, if you can call it 
that, and there’s the whiteboard I stand beside when I brief the sweeps 
every morning. Nothing like trying to motivate a bunch of hormonal 
teenagers to pick up garbage. I could tell you stories, and I haven’t even 
seen the security tapes. Ooh! Look here. It’s my very own water cooler. 
I named him Bubbles. I draw his face with a dry-erase marker. Angry 
eyebrows today. And see this chair? That’s the chair where my toking-
on-the-job former employee was sitting when I fired his ass. He said a 
skunk was on the loose in Frontier Town. Can you believe that?   

[!]LostKause15: LOL. Maybe he 
is…hard to tell on here. ;) 
 
[!]OffDaRailz: Sometimes you 
kiddies disgust me. 
 
HeyItsJimmy: Awesome. thought 
my connection was janky 
 
<SonyaBladesBra has entered 

the stream> 
 
Airtime_Woo: Hi, Raven. So 
great to see you. 
 
[!]RollerGator: yay! we hear 
you raven!! 
 
(MOD)[!]AnyGivenSundae: It’s 
terrible they have you in 
that trailer. 
 
SlicedBread47: Raven’s in a 
trailer?! #WTF 
#JustRedneckThings 
 
(BOT)CrowBot: <3 Welcome to 
my stream! Follows and subs 
greatly appreciated! All 
stream $$ is set aside for my 
Back-To-School Fund. Check 
out our member perks and help 
my dream come true! <3 
 
(MOD)[!]AnyGivenSundae: Semi-
permanent office during 
renovations…not so semi, eh 
Rav? 
 
[!]LostKause15: You should 
spin off this stream and call 
it TrailerCam lolz 
 
HeyItsJimmy: Im the greatest 
thing since sliced bread :P 
 
SlicedBread47: #YouWish ;) 
 
[!]RollerGator: YES!!! tour 
pls!! so curious!!! 
 
Airtime_Woo: Raven ur hella 
pretty. like the prettiest of 
all time 
   
(BOT)CrowBot: <3 Thanks for 
the kind words, but I’m just 
here to play and have fun. <3 
 
[!]RollerGator: ur office 
looks like my stepdad’s apt 
 
SlicedBread47: Aren’t you 
afraid of giving so much irl 
info? #stalkers 
 
(MOD)[!]AnyGivenSundae: I 
think Rav’s smart enough to 
know what’s safe to share. 
 
[!]LostKause15: OMG! custom 
bubbles emojis PLS 
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And finally, there’s the utility closet where I hide LaMarcus. No 
visits from the lil’ pooch today sadly. Important announcement on that 
later, but I don’t want to blabber on too much. Looks like we’re booted 
and ready to go.  

Ah, oh my gosh. What should we do? Play a mission? Continue 
sandboxing? There’s about an hour before lunch. There should be 
enough time to test out a new design. I’ll load this park you guys helped 
me with, which I have to say is one of the best parks I’ve made, and like 
a billion times better than this crap shack. I mean, I get this is a game, 
but the basics always apply. Keep your rides open, your food edible, and 
your guests happy. For Port Adventure, lemme think. That’s one, two, 
and yep, three strikes. The only good thing about this place is how clean 
it is. You could drop to your knees and eat off our midway. And you 
know who to thank for that. 

Scrolling over next to the food court we have an empty plot of 
land in a high traffic area. Perfect grounds laying some new track. 
Remember we’re in sandbox mode, so we’re just trying stuff out. If it 
works here, we can import it into career campaign. Aw, look at all the 
smiley guests. Aren’t they adorable? I’m thinking we build dueling steel 
coasters, a bit of a challenge. I’ll put the stations next to each other 
about fifteen blocks from the main path. 

Don’t mind Sundae, SlicedBread. He’s just looking out for us. 
Everyone’s my friend here until they prove they aren’t, so I don’t mind 
talking about myself. And let’s be real, I’m already putting myself out 
there. If some asshole wants to screw with me, well, my hope is our 
community is a lot better than that. Ah, oh my gosh. Let’s keep this 
light, eh Raven? 

We’ll just draw in some parallel lift hills, and now the fun begins. 
Let’s take them      in opposite directions          open the         editor.  

We’ll take it                      two hundred feet                            
zone for                heights. Now,                                           I’ve got to 
change up my mindset a little.                  it’s more            to see two 
complimentary                          You just need to develop         for it. I 
actually love it when      final product isn’t what I first expected. 

Whoops! That’s my phone, guys. My real phone. I’ll have to go 
AFK for a—bah. You know what? Eff it. Might be cool to hear the 
Maven in action. What do you think? This’ll be fun. 

Hello?  
Uh-huh. 
Where is it? 
Well, you’ve got your sawdust, right? 
Ha! No, honey. They don’t give us the budget for something like 

that. 
Just follow procedure. You’ll be fine.  
Really? Is it quivering? 
Is it alive? Is it going to attack you? Are you in a sci-fi film? 
Good. Then use your sawdust, mop it up, and no harm will 

come.  
That’s the job. Take it or leave it. 
Very good. Bye now. 

SlicedBread47: I think she’s 
smart enough to speak for 
herself, Sundae. #WhiteKnight 
 
(BOT)CrowBot: <3 Updates? 
Stream schedule? Just want to 
be social? Check me out 
@RavenMaven I’m friendly if 
you are! <3 
 
[!]RollerGator: oh no! wheres 
lamarcus??? luv dat cute 
pup!! 
 
(MOD)[!]AnyGivenSundae: Of 
course she can speak for 
herself. Just trying to keep 
the peace, okay? 
 
Airtime_Woo: What a great 
smile! b still my heart 
 
HeyItsJimmy: Your the only 
one left playing this game. I 
miss it so much! 
 

<IngloriousHashtags has 
entered the stream> 

 
[!]OffDaRailz: You have an 
inverted looping too close to 
that site. Def not optimal 
ride placement IMHO 
 
[!]RollerGator: nice stick up 
ur butt railz. this is a 
game, riiiite??!?! 
 
SlicedBread47: np, Rav  ;) 
 
[!]OffDaRailz: Raven can do 
whatev but this isnt real 
gaming. Needs to be said. 
 
[!]LostKause15: More like 
OnDaRailz…as in sitting on 
one. Lol jk jk I keed Railz… 
you kno we <3 u 
 
[!]HandsUP: BLAH. Stupid lag. 
 
HeyItsJimmy: CURSE THIS 
TRAILER! 
 
<WhiteLighter420 has entered 

the stream> 
 
[!]RollerGator: YES! YES! DO 
IT ZOMG 
 
SlicedBread47: Hey, Sundae. 
whats your favorite ice cream 
flavor? #chocolate? 
 
[!]OffDaRailz: lol Whatevs.  
 
[!]HandsUP: Hahaha! Wow! And 
to think I almost didn’t log 
on today. 
 
(MOD)[!]AnyGivenSundae: Let’s 
try to keep the convo to Rav 
and the game, Bread. 



 

Wow. This is my life, people. That was New Girl, the smoker’s 
replacement. She asked if we had a power washer. Oh my gosh, to be 
young again and weary of sketchy fluids. The shit I’ve seen. It stays with 
you. At least we’ve learned some lessons. One—always carry your 
sawdust. You just never know. Two—it’s minimum wage for a reason. I 
don’t have a clue what some of these kids think an honest day’s work is. 
Three—the worst scoop is Tilt-a-Whirl puke. We’re talking goop that 
you wouldn’t believe came out of a person. Toxic sludge. If New Girl 
doesn’t quit today, she’ll be good for the rest of summer.  

Great. Looks like many of you enjoyed that. We have fun here. 
Sorry I’m being silly today, Railz. On Friday night I’m attempting 
Mothball Mountain no marketing, coasters only. Serious strategy porn 
for you hardcore tycoons out there. 

I’ve gotta be careful with the next pieces. It would be easy to 
phone it in and fall back on a standard build sequence, but there’s no art 
to that, am I right? We could half-ass it, but that’s just boring. We 
design to a higher standard here. It’s what makes us the best coaster 
stream on Twitch.tv.  

Let’s see. Well, I guess it’s RCT, WhiteLighter. Not sure what’s 
confusing about that. Chin up, Gator. You remember how bad I was at 
this game when I started streaming, and I’d been playing it long before 
that. If you want to send me the game file of your latest attempt I can 
review it and offer some tips. 

I think that’s actually a downside to communities like this. You 
like a game then you find groups of lovable crazies like the Flock who 
might be better than you and then there’s all this pressure to get better 
yourself and to not be a noob or whatever, and it’s really easy to forget 
what made you play the game in the first place. I guess that’s why I like 
to play in sandbox mode sometimes. It’s fun being creative and messing 
around.  

I need to remember all that when I go back to school. I’ve had 
nightmares about being recognized in class. Delusional, I know. I’m not 
a freaking movie star. But engineering is hard, and I don’t want to give 
people the idea that I’m dumb or that I don’t take it seriously just 
because I spend a lot of time with this game. And I know if I get caught 
up with proving my worth and all that I’m going to burn out, and I can’t 
burn out on this, you know? I’ll end up right back here. The vomit 
queen. Trailer trash. 

Oh my gosh. I’m sorry, you guys. It gets lonely in here. I really 
think they forget it’s not healthy to keep someone cooped up all day like 
this. You all are seriously saving my life right now. You remind me 
there’s an actual world out there beyond the carousels and cotton candy.  

Haha. Yikes. No one’s a Nazi, SlicedBread, but yeah, Sundae, 
that guy probably deserved the boot. I don’t like to engage with users 
who don’t care about the game. But, still, I think a warning next time 
would be more fair. Sometimes people are new and don’t understand 
how that kind of talk doesn’t contribute. Who knows? Maybe he was 
having connection problems and didn’t know if I could see the 
messages. I’ve seen some streams run by girls who will cast a demo and 
flirt the whole time. And they take requests much too far, technically 

 
[!]LostKause15: THE BARF IS 
ALIVE. WE’RE ALL F***ED. 
 
[!]RollerGator: lolololololol 
 
[!]HandsUP: XD 
 
Airtime_Woo: u know Raven u 
look just like Mila kunis? 
 
(BOT)CrowBot: <3 No fooling? 
No one has ever told me that 
before! Thanks for your 
original comment! ;) (47) <3 
 
WhiteLighter420: What the 
f*** is this? 
 
SlicedBread47: Just tryin to 
get to know yall better 
#whysoserious? 
 
[!]RollerGator: i cant beat 
mothball. so hard  " 
 
Airtime_Woo: Raven, srsly, 
you are mega hot 
 
(BOT)CrowBot: <3 Thanks for 
the kind words, but I’m just 
here to play and have fun. <3 
 
[!]LostKause15: lol thirsty 
much, bro? 
 
[!]RollerGator: thanks 
raven!!! u da best!!!!!! 
 
(MOD)[!]AnyGivenSundae: 
That’s enough of that. 
 
<Airtime_Woo has been banned> 
 
HeyItsJimmy: o snap! 
 
[!]LostKause15: dat ban 
hammer!!! 
 
[!]HandsUP: He was being kind 
of annoying.  
 
SlicedBread47: No warning 
tho? thats pretty s***ty 
#PowerTrip 
 
(MOD)[!]AnyGivenSundae: Zero 
tolerance on comment spam & 
abuse like that. Rule #1. 
 
SlicedBread47: Wow. since 
when are compliments abuse? 
#NaziMod 
 
(MOD)[!]AnyGivenSundae: If 
you can’t see how excessive 
complimenting is a problem 
you need to go outside and 
talk to any woman. 
 
HeyItsJimmy: wow DRAMA!!! 
 
[!]LostKause15: 



 

within the rules but, c’mon. I mean, I get it, but at best it’s nudity-free 
porn, and there are better sites for that, with like actual naked tits and 
whatever. 

It’s going to take me a while to shape up these coasters. So I 
guess now’s as good a time as any. Some of you probably noticed that 
LaMarcus isn’t here today. Well, he’s not at home either. Little guy hates 
to be alone. That’s why I started bringing him in. He’s so much happier 
if he knows I’m in the next room. And once everyone clears out, I let 
him sit right by my side while I chat with you guys. He’s my little 
gaming buddy, and I love him to death. 

Truth is, LaMarcus is at the vet. They think he has stomach 
cancer, and they’ve let me keep him there so they can run some tests. I 
heard the news last night, and I couldn’t believe it. Up until a few days 
ago he was his chipper, slobbering self. Now, he whimpers constantly 
and won’t eat. It’s terrible, and honestly, I thought twice about coming 
in today, and I almost didn’t stream. I didn’t think I could make it 
through without blubbering like a crazy person—which I’m starting to 
do.  

I’m sorry. 
It feels so good to tell you guys about this. I’ve been really 

scared for him. If he has it, I can’t afford the treatment, and I don’t 
know if it even makes sense to treat it. He’s going to be in pain and he’s 
not going to know why. 

Anyway, say a prayer for him. Thanks so much for letting me get 
this off my chest. I’m trying my best to put on a smile and look on the 
bright side. He might pull through, and, well, yeah. 

So our coasters are about complete here and— 

***AnyGivenSundae has donated $25!*** 
Oh my gosh! Thank you so much, Sundae, for your generous 

donation. For the baby birds out there, Sundae is the best mod a girl 
could ask for. He’s been with me since the beginning, my very first week 
streaming. I was such a noob then, but he coached me through and 
introduced me to Twitch without asking for anything in return. We’ve 
become great friends this past year, and without him I— 

***SlicedBread47 has subscribed!*** 

***SlicedBread47 has donated $50!*** 
Wow. Thank you thank you SlicedBread. And welcome. I can 

tell you’re going to be a great member of the Flock. I’m stunned by this 
generosity. If you have any questions about your members perks, PM 
me right away. In your case, I think we can also skip the usual waiting 
period and send you the server info for our group builds. You’ve more 
than proven your trustworthiness. Can we expedite this, Sundae? You 
guys know that this is above and beyond what I deserve. You are 
seriously too kind. 

***RollerGator has donated $1000!*** 
What? I can’t believe—Gator? This can’t be real. Did the 

transaction page glitch on you? Sometimes the lag can replicate digits. 
We can refund all of that very easily. 

getyourpopcornready.jpeg 
 
(BOT)CrowBot: <3 You like 
jellybeans? I do! Everyone 
does! jumpingjellies.com – 
Enter promo code “RAVENMAVEN” 
for 15% off! <3 
 
[!]Skyhawk007: My jellies 
came in the mail. 
SCRUMPTIOUS! 
 
[!]RollerGator: i hate being 
alone too. Lamarcus and me 
should hang out together 
 
[!]HandsUP: This may be a bad 
time, but your outfit IS on 
point today. You have a great 
eye for fashion! 
 
[!]RollerGator: omg no! """ 
 
(MOD)[!]AnyGivenSundae: 
That’s terrible news. I’m so 
sorry.  
 
[!]LostKause15: Nothing funny 
about this. Sorry Raven. " 
 
[!]HandsUP: I’m tearing up 
too. LaMarcus is a good dog. 
 
WhiteLighter420: Are you 
f***ing kidding me?! 
 
HeyItsJimmy: I didnt know him 
that well but I hope LaMarcus 
fights through it. 
 
[!]RollerGator: you have to 
treat ur dog PLS 
RAVEN!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!! 
 
(MOD)[!]AnyGivenSundae: No 
problem, Rav. It’s the least 
I can do. 
 
[!]LostKause15: Wish I wasnt 
behind on rent " 
 
(BOT)CrowBot: <3 Welcome to 
my stream! Follows and subs 
greatly appreciated! All 
stream $$ is set aside for my 
Back-To-School Fund. Check 
out our member perks and help 
my dream come true! <3 
 
[!]SlicedBread47: Glad 2 b 
part of the flock! You 
deserve all of it rav 
#muchlove 
 
(MOD)[!]AnyGivenSundae: I’m 
not sure if it’s fair to the 
other members if we make 
exceptions to our server 
access rules… 
 
HeyItsJimmy: Holy s***! 
 
[!]RollerGator: not a 
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Then, gosh, if this is true, I don’t even know what to say. That is 
the largest donation I’ve ever received. How do I even feel about this? 
I’m freaking out right now. That’s so much money. I— 

Christ! Hang on a second, guys. New Girl is at my door. I’m 
really sorry… 

 
<3 RavenMaven is AFK <3 
<3 Live feed minimizing <3 

 

mistake! use it for lamarcus 
PLS PLS PLS 
 
[!]RollerGator: I hav $$ just 
take it PLS 
 
<KobeBry24 has left the 
stream> 
 
WhiteLighter420: THIS NEEDS 
TO F***ING STOP NOW! 
 
[!]LostKause15: Whats ur 
problem man? quit spamming. 
 

RavenMaven’s Message Feed 
(Click to load more comments) 

 
<PsyOps94 has left the stream> 

 
(MOD)[!]AnyGivenSundae: I’m on it. 
 
WhiteLighter420: THIS B**** IS A FRAUD. SHE’S STEALING YOUR F***IN MONEY! 

 
<WhiteLighter420 has been banned> 

 
[!]SlicedBread47: We’re not gonna hear that guy out? #suspicious 
 
[!]LostKause15: Who did you rob to get that kind of $$$ gator??? 
 
(MOD)[!]AnyGivenSundae: I don’t have the time or the patience for terrorists like that. 
 
[!]Skyhawk007: The strawberry jellies are like better than actual strawberries. SO GOOD.  
 
[!]SlicedBread47: TERRORISTS!? #WHAT? 
 
[!]RollerGator: doesnt matter i just do 
 
[!]LostKause15: I think mommys purse is a little lighter than 10 minutes ago. 
 
(MOD)[!]AnyGivenSundae: Do you have a better word for someone who comes here in and 
explicitly attempts to destroy the community? 
 
[!]SlicedBread47: Uh… A**hole? Jerk? S***brain? Doosh? Motherf***er? Idiot? Scoundrel? T-
R-O-L-L????? What planet are you from dude?  
 
WhiteLighter421: I HAVE PROOF. DON’T BAN ME. 
 
[!]LostKause15: F***ing A. Can you block his ip sundae?  
 
[!]SlicedBread47: wait wait wait wait 
 
[!]SlicedBread47: We just gave Raven a ton of money. #LetHimSpeak 
 
[!]OffDaRailz: This is ridiculous. Peace out, casuals. 
 

<[!]OffDaRailz has left the stream> 
 
[!]LostKause15: You mean Gator gave her a ton of money…or…technically his mom did 
 
[!]RollerGator: its my money! i was saving ittttttt 
 
WhiteLighter421: Mutt doesnt have cancer. Got found out and sent home because u cant have 
a f***in dog at work. I REPORTED IT. 
 
HeyItsJimmy: Is it this crazy all of the time? 
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[!]HandsUP: Best channel ever! :P 
 
WhiteLighter421: Then she fired me three days later! I WONDER WHY?! Your all being played. 
Your all f***in retarded to give money without knowing where its going!!! 
 
HeyItsJimmy: OH MAN. Is this the weed guy? 
 
(MOD)[!]AnyGivenSundae: So where’s the proof? How do we know you’re not looking to stir up 
trouble? PM me a paystub from Port Adventure. 
 
(BOT)CrowBot: <3 Updates? Stream schedule? Just want to be social? Check me out 
@RavenMaven I’m friendly if you are! <3 
 
WhiteLighter421: Who the f*** are you? Im not sending nothing. Youll steal my bank acct. 
 
[!]LostKause15: You can black out all the sensitive stuff dude 
 
(MOD)[!]AnyGivenSundae: That’s what I thought. 
 

<WhiteLighter421 has been banned> 
 

[!]LostKause15: BOOM. Thats three in what? 10 mins? NEW RECORD!!!!! 
 
[!]SlicedBread47: WHY?1!! WHY??!! IS HIS STORY THAT UNBELEIEVAE?!1!!!! #GAKUYGKSYGD&!! 

RCT Sandbox Fun 
LIVE! RavenMaven playing Roller Coaster Tycoon 

RavenMaven’s Message Feed 
(Click to load more comments) 

…Sorry, guys. I’m back. And guess who just quit? Honestly I’m about 
two seconds from losing my marbles. All the work it takes to push 
someone through HR. You’d think this is the FBI or something. Let me 
take a breath. My gosh. I’m sweating buckets now. Attractive. Great. 
Ok. Sundae, SlicedBread, and Gator, oh Gator, I cut your praises short. 
You guys are everything to me, and I can’t thank you enough.  

Yes. He’s really sick, SlicedBread. Why would you think— 
Oh. 
Oh, son of a bitch.  
Guys. Guys. Look at me. Look at me. Get this game window 

out of here. Look at me in the fucking eyes. 
This isn’t the first time some asshole has come in here and cried 

foul. Those of you that have been with me know I would never, ever lie 
to you. My dog is very sick, and I’m goddamn sad about it. I’m alone in 
this can for nine hours a day, and YOU are the only people I can tell.  

Every donation I’ve ever gotten has been UN-SO-LI-CI-TED. I 
ask for subs, I ask for views, but you guys donate, and I’m forever 
grateful, but that’s YOUR choice. I have no idea who that was, and even 
if he was my employee, who are you going to believe? Some random in 
the chat hiding behind a fake name or me? Me, who puts her face on 
here every day in front of people like that. 

 If you think this is a scam, if you think I’m that evil and 
manipulative, then you can leave. 

And no. There’s no proof. I’m sick of having to prove myself. 
I’ve done nothing wrong. If you want me to bring in a vet bill or 
something, I don’t want you here. Get out. 

Is that solved? Are we good? Look, this really is my happy place. 
I love you all, and I don’t want to be pissed. So let’s, like, play the game, 
eh? That’s what this is, right? Fun and games. 

[!]SlicedBread47: RAVEN. Is 
Lamarcus really sick? 
#PleaseExplain 
 
[!]LostKause15: You need to 
read the chat…NOW 
 
Restroom1: Im just a lurker 
but you all should be ashamed 
for taking that asshole 
seriously.  
 
(MOD)[!]AnyGivenSundae: I 
concur. How many male casters 
would get harassed like this? 
Disgusting. 
 
[!]SlicedBread47: You asked 
him for proof why cant i ask 
her #DoubleStandards 
 
(MOD)[!]AnyGivenSundae: If 
Rav stopped to address every 
distraction, she’d never play 
the game. #GetItNumbSkull? 
 
[!]SlicedBread47: So why isnt 
it YOUR job, Sundae. Aint 
that what mods do? Or is your 
head too far up Ravens ass to 
see anything? 
 
<Imprgntr7 has entered the 

stream> 
 
(MOD)[!]AnyGivenSundae: You 
heard her. If this place is 
unpleasant for you. We 
suggest you leave. 
 
[!]SlicedBread47: ya ok 
#PussyWhipped 
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Oh my gosh. I don’t know, guys. My heart’s not in this build 
anymore. What if, yeah, what if we let off some steam, get a little crazy? 
Let’s leave what we have strategically unfinished. Then I can open the 
terrain editor and dig down. Down down down. Right next to our 
coaster. As deep as it will let me. A hundred foot pit right beside a 
bustling midway. You see where this is going? Aw. Look at the guests, 
my darling lemmings. Taking photos of the new ride. They’re so excited. 
Just a few modifications and boom. All that’s left to do is toss in some 
queues and start an aggressive marketing campaign. What should we call 
our coasters? I’m a fan of transparency. How about Certain Death and 
Certain Death 2. You’d think those names and the missing track would 
keep riders away. But no! They can’t wait to line up. They’re sprinting to 
the entrance.  

We need some music for this. What do you think? Dark? 
Somber? Ooh. You know what would be really twisted? Some Tiny 
Tim. You guys know Tiny Tim? Let’s load that in.  

Thanks, Sundae. Obvious troll. SlicedBread, maybe you need to 
chill for a bit. PM me if you want. Now that you’re subbed we can talk 
in private if you’re concerned. Maybe I’ll send you those vet bills. Maybe 
I’ll take a picture of my dog’s corpse. Would that satisfy you?  

All right. Green light. Our death machine is open for business. 
I’ll configure loading so the trains won’t depart until full. And also 
synchronize station departure. Let’s toss in some skeleton theming for 
good measure. Perfect. Cue the tulip song. Gosh, I love it. 

It’s fine, Gator. They’re just NPCs. Though honestly I wouldn’t 
mind if a real coaster derailed and took care of a few of my sweeps. 
Though then I would have to interview even more. We should use this 
time to thank New Girl for making me understaffed, again. Watch. With 
my luck she logs on tomorrow and accuses me of being a man. 

Super. The trains are departing. T-minus sixty seconds until total 
carnage. Some say the ragdoll physics in newer versions of RCT make 
this kind of thing more fun, but I love the isometric view and the little 
cartoon explosions. It’s like slaughtering Duplo people. You guys 
remember Duplo? 

And there they go! Down the first drop! This is going    be great. 
If my           is right, the trains should collide mid-air and plunge                

grave! Is it kind of sick that           this?      it. I             to blow 
off some      . Rough,          .     know? Okay. Almost      !       yourselves.              

it       
 

<3RavenMaven has disconnected<3 
<3 Live feed minimizing <3 

 

 
[!]RollerGator: i always 
believe you raven!! 
 
[!]HandsUP: Come for the 
coasters. Stay for the 
conspiracy. 

 
Imprgntr7: hey cunt need 
someone 2 suck on those big 
tits? 
 
(MOD)[!]AnyGivenSundae: What 
insightful commentary. We 
should hear this guy out too, 
shouldn’t we, Bread? 
 
<Imprgntr7 has been banned> 
 
[!]LostKause15: #4!! 
 
[!]RollerGator: raven why r u 
opening that ride without 
finishing it? 
 

<SlicedBread47 has been 
suspended by admin> 

 
(MOD)[!]AnyGivenSundae: Good 
call. He needed a time out. 
 
[!]RollerGator: whats 
happening?! those peeps will 
die!! 
 
HeyItsJimmy: A shadowban? 
Didnt he just donate $50? 
 
[!]LostKause15: That song is 
CREEPY!!! 
 
(BOT)CrowBot: <3 You like 
jellybeans? I do! Everyone 
does! jumpingjellies.com – 
Enter promo code “RAVENMAVEN” 
for 15% off! <3 
 
[!]RollerGator: why would you 
do this??? STOP 
 
[!]LostKause15: Crap. Lag 
again? 
 
(MOD)[!]AnyGivenSundae: She 
needs to quit that job. 
 
[!]HandsUP: This is some 
fishy shit! 
 
<[!]Skyhawk007 has left the 

stream> 
 
HeyItsJimmy: I’ve never seen 
a new subscriber dropped so 
fast. 
 

RavenMaven’s Message Feed 
(Click to load more comments) 

 
[!]RollerGator: THIS IS SUPOSED TO BE FUNNNN!!!! 
 

<[!]RollerGator has left the stream> 
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(MOD)[!]AnyGivenSundae: He wasn’t dropped. He was suspended, and anyone giving us shit for 
that needs to reassess their participation in this community. 
 
[!]LostKause15: Don’t think she’s coming back this time. Lag 2, Raven 0. It’s been real, 
freaks. 
 

<[!]LostKause15 has left the stream> 
 

(MOD)[!]AnyGivenSundae: Rav messaged me. She’s done for the morning. Might return after 
work. Congratulations everyone for making her day infinitely more stressful.  

 
<Restroom1 has left the stream> 

 
<SonyaBladesBra has left the stream> 

 
[!]HandsUP: Why the hell are you so defensive, Sundae?  

 
<CoolMoo47 has left the stream> 

 
HeyItsJimmy: Im with Hands. My scammy sense is tingling.  
 

<NRA4LYFE has left the stream> 
 

<RatchetSlayer911 has left the stream> 
 

<IngloriousHashtags has left the stream> 
 
(MOD)[!]AnyGivenSundae: Take off your tinfoil hats. Slander has no place on this channel. 
 

<CallOfDutyKid13 has left the stream> 
 

[!]HandsUP: Jesus man. Even if Raven was a thief…I’d hate you more. 
 
(MOD)[!]AnyGivenSundae: Hands, I frankly don’t care what you think. Enjoy your afternoon. 
I’m taking the chat offline. 

 
<FloridaMan2000 has left the stream> 

 
HeyItsJimmy: Wow are there always this many lurkers? 
 

<3 Stream session has ended <3 
<3 Check my stream schedule at RavenMavenGamer.com <3 
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“This is How it Could 
Have Gone Instead of How it Went”
 By: Christiana Louisa Langenberg

PREFACE TO “This is How it Could Have Gone In-
stead of  How it Went”

It’s not often that two literary entities have the opportu-
nity to work together, so when approached last summer 
by Louisville Literary Arts to jury submissions to their 
annual prose contest–held in conjunction with their 
annual Writer’s Block Festival–and publish the winner, 
we jumped at the opportunity for creative collaboration. 
The piece we chose was Christiana Louisa Langenberg’s 
essay, “This Is How It Could Have Gone Instead of  
How It Went.” Nonfiction Editor, Cat Hubka, has this 
to say about our choice:

What happens when an essay explores the narrator’s 
hypothetical imaginings? How does the writer negotiate 
an experience that she wishes had gone differently than 
it actually did? Disappointment is digesting an unpalat-
able truth, bedding down with grief, yet still hoping for a 
different outcome than what one ultimately has.

In her essay, “This is How it Could Have Gone Instead 
of  How it Went,” writer Christiana Louisa Langen-
berg challenges us to think of  creative nonfiction as 
imagining, the blurry territory where memoir, personal 
essay, and fiction intersect. Langenberg’s word choice 
expresses possibility provoking the reader to leap with 
the narrator from reflection to imagination toward an 
emotional truth.

Sincerely,

Blue Mesa Review Editors

 

 

 

 I would have ordered the baby beet and hazel-
nut salad, despite your statement that you didn’t want to 
watch me eat something that reminded you of  the vital 
organs of  small, undomesticated animals. Your descrip-
tion alone of  a wild rabbit’s heart pulsing in your hand 
made it an impossible choice.

I could have ordered the frisee, too, or maybe the wilted 
spinach, given the state of  the evening. Perhaps then 
your fingertips would not have galloped in place beside 
your empty plate, and you wouldn’t have said “You’re 
taking too long,” when I already knew that wasn’t true. 
We had all the time in the world.

I could have looked at your face instead of  my plate and 
my ability to hold eye contact would have disarmed you. 
In fact, right then, rather than years later, I could have 
made the conscious choice to call your bluff  simply by 
returning your stare. Or, after your third drink, when I 
could already see where all of  this was going, where it 
had gone before, I could have suggested we leave. After 
months of  practice, I’d learned exactly how much time 
would pass between your very very, last drink and your 
first, placid snore.

Had I asked for the osso bucco – 45 minutes of  pa-
tience, the menu noted – we could have ended up being 
some of  the last people in the place, watching the server 
with the fishtail braid set all the bottles of  condiments 
in a row, from most full to least, and then take that least 
and funnel it into the next, until she’d combined all of  
them into nine bottles, down from 12, the exact number 
of  tables and months we’d known each other. Comfort-
able silence could have prevailed as we watched her tip 
and pour without spilling a single drop.

You may not have ordered your fourth glass of  wine.

The walk back to the hotel – a mere three blocks – could 
have been easy. Cinnamon, cloves maybe, interrupted 
the air as we passed the indie coffee shop. Inhale. Slow 

30



down. And you would not have tripped over the curb 
and skinned both knees, bent on getting back to the 
bottle in the room.

I could have slowed my gait. You might have matched 
mine. I could have stopped reading the faces of  all the 
people who gave you a wide berth and looked at me to 
see if  I knew.  “Like a drunk 12 year old,” you said as 
you sat on the sidewalk. I could have realized that must 
have been more true than funny. But you started laugh-
ing, or maybe it was crying, and I rebalanced the boxes 
of  leftovers before I dropped everything, and something 
about the sound coming out of  your mouth – not music, 
not alarm, but a kind of  sweet contagion – spread in the 
space between us. Again.

A runner in reflective gear slowed to ask if  we were 
okay. You said, “No, we got this.”

And we could have kept walking, past the hotel, and we 
could have skipped the comedy show, and you would 
have sobered up instead of  falling asleep. Then I’d have 
decided to drive us to the movies because we didn’t want 
the night to end on this unusually positive note.

And you’d have eaten all the popcorn before Please be 
courteous…silence your cellphones appeared on the 
screen, and I’d have decided not to hassle you about it, 
because at that point I knew our peace was fragile.

And then a shaft of  light. Some kind of  smoke. Some-
one confused, I’d think, coming in after the opening 
scene. So much they’d already missed. Then all the pop-
ping noises, just like what they say, like firecrackers, and 
the woman in the row in front of  us would shudder, or 
twitch, or sigh, or everything all at once, and then slump 
to her right.

We’d have five, maybe eight, seconds.

You’d turn to look at me, to see if  maybe I knew what 
was happening.  And I would.  Because how many times 
had I imagined something like this? Us, everything, real-
ly, almost over?

The second of  the next six bullets could have severed 
your carotid artery, and it would be too late to say any-
thing before the third hit my jaw.  Maybe, but probably 
not, even in the haze, the dark, the screaming, we’d have 
had the good sense to look at each other instead of  try-

ing to think this thing through.  And if  all of  this would 
have happened, we’d have had just enough time to say 
thank you, goodbye, I’m sorry it didn’t work out.
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“Texture of Silence”
 By: Pamela Schmid

you will go(kiss me

down into your memory and
a memory and memory

i)kiss me,(will go)

—e.e. cummings

~~~

Headaches. Pain. And what had we done for her? Not a 
thing. No letter, no phone call, certainly no visit. Inside 
the cramped chapel, my sister and I teetered in our pat-
ent-leather pumps and took in our best friend’s lifeless 
body. We stood under hot fluorescent lights, burning 
with shame.

Decades later, I can’t wipe the image from my mind:

A mannequin of  skin and bones. A light blue dress—
she never wore dresses—and untamable hair primped 
into shiny straightness. The face betrays her most of  all. 
It resembles that of  a porcelain doll, white and ghastly, 
with disks of  rouge swirled over both cheeks. The rouge 
can’t hide the tautness of  her skin, the sharp bones of  
her face. And her eyes—heavy, algae-lidded.

Seeing Pam’s face made me understand how awful things 
had been for her over the previous months—months 
when I’d been partying with friends, pining over the 
class valedictorian, signing yearbooks and pondering 
the mysteries of  life after high school. All those months 
Patti and I had barely given our best friend a second 
thought. We didn’t have all the information, but we 
knew enough. The headaches, the pain. We should have 
been there for her. We should have realized how bad 
things had gotten.

~~~

She was dark, athletic and lithe like a Slinky, with dark 

Egyptian eyes and gravity-defying hair. A year older than 
me and three full years older than Patti, she lived in the 
house behind ours. My sister and I split her down the 
middle from early on, to ease sisterly squabbling, and the 
system worked well for years. My Pam days were Mon-
day, Wednesday and Friday; Patti got her Tuesdays and 
Thursdays. Often, Pam and I headed to the courts at 
the local elementary school, playing SPUD and Around 
the World, the rusty rim clanging like a shipyard bell. 
Sometimes we dug out our softball mitts and lobbed 
lazy rainbows over the stubbled grass. Once, Pam 
chipped my right front tooth when her plastic Wiffle 
ball bat slammed into my mouth. On winter days, we 
stayed inside and sang along to our 45s of  the Archies 
and Elton John. We remembered when rock was young. 
We clutched our air microphones bobbing to the beat, 
crazed monks adhering to sacrament.

~~~

We mourned alone, Patti and I.  We told no one that 
our best friend had died. It shocked us how easy it was 
to pretend she had never existed. The way we’d aban-
doned her, our unworthiness as friends, her cheekbones 
protruding like clip-point blades—all wiped clean. We 
fooled the world. We fooled ourselves. We never spoke 
of  her, even between ourselves. We swathed ourselves in 
the fine linen strips of  our silence until it hardened like 
resin.

~~~

A memory plucked: plunging forward, alone-but-not, 
through the dank concrete tunnel of  my youth. A con-
duit for Pimmit Run creek, it opens black and beckon-
ing one block from home, just down the hill from the 
elementary school.  It snakes underground, beneath the 
neighborhood, before spilling out two blocks onto West-
moreland Drive.

We come here when the mood strikes us—not often, 
but often enough—and typically in twos. But one rare 
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day, all three of  us make the trip. We segregate ourselves 
by 25 feet or so, tumbling into the maw like parachutists.  
First Pam, the fearless one, squinting into the tunnel’s 
mouth and gone. She doesn’t even hesitate. Slick-
palmed, I slowly count to sixty, and now it’s my turn. I 
freeze for ten more seconds, imagining the bugs and rats 
and snakes, before slipping inside. I suck in my breath. 
My footfalls bounce off  the sloping walls, and my body 
tingles with dread over this encasement, this slow slip-
slide from yellow to black, this untethered descent into 
shadow.

Darkness licks my skin.  I would imagine death feels this 
way.

~~~

Pam bruised easily, on account of  her chronically low 
white blood count. Her arms and legs also sported 
snow-white blotches, caused by a skin disease called 
“vitiligo.” Patti and I barely noticed the blotches, but 
they mortified Pam, and her sensitivity to sun forced her 
to cover up on even the sultriest Virginia days. Once, she 
became so badly sunburned that huge blisters ballooned 
on her thighs and calves, keeping her prone for days.

~~~

Just before entering seventh grade, Pam moved across 
the country, to Los Altos, California. She had a tree-
house and pool out back, and she hated it there. We nev-
er saw her California home, but when her family moved 
to New Jersey a couple years later, we spent a week of  
each summer there. She also joined us on family vaca-
tions.  One year on Nantucket island, we all bought red, 
long-sleeved T-shirts. We caught waves on our Boogie 
boards and, taking a cue from the movie Ten, we cruised 
the beach and rated the bodies of  shirtless teen-age 
boys. One day, we decided to walk the two miles to the 
beach from our rental house, and hollered out songs 
from America and Simon and Garfunkel—Horse with 
No Name, Mrs. Robinson.  Imagine two miles of  wind-
swept trees, silky beach grass, goldenrod. Imagine three 
sets of  red-sleeved arms beseeching tender blue sky. 
Imagine the freedom.

~~~

We never mentioned Pam’s name, and while our parents 
must have noticed, they never intervened. They never 

told us it wasn’t our fault. I suppose they felt powerless 
in the face of  our grief  and lacked the words to lead us 
through. But in the vacuum, our mouths stayed shut. We 
tried to shed the guilt from our hearts, tried so hard to 
forget. In doing so, we blotted out a friend who’d been 
like a sister to us.

We were in silent cahoots, Patti and I. Every so often, 
one of  us would slip and utter her name in conversation, 
and the other would respond with a sharp intake of  
breath, a cross between a gasp and a sniff.

You’re not supposed to talk about her. Remember?

~~~

For college, Pam settled on Virginia Tech, a five-hour 
drive south from our home in the suburbs. Pam’s moth-
er had given up trying to domesticate her by then, and in 
short order she joined the women’s rugby team. Consid-
ering her vitiligo and bruising, it seemed daring—crazy, 
even—but really, it was completely in character.

We began to hear about Pam’s headaches early in my 
senior year. She mentioned them once in a letter to me, 
written on stationery fringed with tiny cartoonish birds. 
The birds flitted and tumbled, and Pam wrote of  her 
headaches in passing—a minor irritation. One day, Patti 
and I learned that she’d have to leave school for a while. 
Her mother drove everywhere in search of  a doctor who 
could explain Pam’s headaches, but it soon became clear 
that such a doctor did not exist. The headaches wors-
ened, costing her sleep, shedding pounds from her body. 
I heard all of  this second-hand, through my mother, and 
because it took place so far away, the information float-
ed inside my head like dust, never quite settling.

~~~

Today, I wonder: Was our silence linked somehow to 
the way each of  us hoarded our friendships with Pam, 
like the rubber animals we collected in clear plastic 
cases? All those embedded rituals Pam and I shared: 
blood sisters (that rusty sour iron taste); our hippie club 
(oversized T-shirts with hand-written peace signs, our 
fingers forming a perpetual “V”); sock dolls we made 
and personified far past the age when we should have 
outgrown such things. We married our favorite stuffed 
animals: Blue Bear (mine, ratty and tattered) and Snakey 
(hers, made from a circular loom and stuffed with 
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Kleenex), complete with a marriage certificate penned 
in pink and green. We gave each other Deejay handles; 
I was Pammy Batty; she went by Pammy Whoopee. My 
sister, no doubt, had forged her own rituals with Pam. In 
her diary, Patti once mentioned a secret language they’d 
invented, which must have died once Pam moved out 
West.  For years, we were two and two but rarely three, 
pairs of  electrons forming ever-shifting covalent bonds, 
repulsing outsiders.

~~~

The tunnel unwinds before me, endless. At its very dark-
est, it feels like a rolling, airless sarcophagus. Below me, 
the creek trickles. Above me, on Macon Street, comes 
the whoosh of  an oncoming car. I hear the faint smack 
of  Pam’s footsteps ahead of  me, and even more faint-
ly, those of  Patti tapping behind.  I envision bugs and 
snakes, hear a symphony of  gnashing teeth. Blood thuds 
in my temples.  If  I keep moving, pay no attention to 
the echoes or blackness, I can make it through.

~~~

Patti and I didn’t understand how bad things had gotten 
until mid-May, when our mother informed us that Pam 
was now in the hospital.  A few days later, she fell into 
a coma.  We planned to visit her by then, but by then it 
was already too late. Four days later, I walked into the 
house after my final day of  classes and there was my 
mother, crouched at the top of  the stairs. Her eyes were 
red and she had a foggy look, as if  she had just woken 
from a nap that she hadn’t planned on taking.  I remem-
ber the way my hand rested on the white banister, nails 
bitten to the quick.  I knew. I knew.

~~~

The silence, born of  shame, took on a life of  its own. 
It sharpened over time, became knives in our throats, 
a sickness we couldn’t shake.  It parched our lips. The 
longer it wore on, the more disgraced we felt by it. By 
now, Patti and I had no choice but to keep it up. In the 
tinder-dry air, our silence chipped away at the deepest 
parts of  us, and still, we could not say the words that 
would free us.

~~~

Patti and I had shared our friend, but our friendships 

each had their own contours.  Pam and I were closer 
in age, of  course. Our names bonded us, too; not only 
were we both Pam, but her middle name was Elizabeth 
and mine was Beth.  Pam had three years on Patti—
an eternity when you’re young. Still, who am I to say 
whether that gap diminished their friendship in any way?  
We were all three Leos, our birthdays falling between 
July 22nd and 31st. The last week of  July used to feel 
like one long celebration. Now it stretches before me, 
endless and dark.

~~~

A dozen years passed before Patti and I broke our 
silence. We had just run a road race together—it would 
be our last, though we didn’t know it then—and as we 
walked over Key Bridge to the Virginia side of  the Po-
tomac, back to our car, Pam’s name crashed our conver-
sation. The air smelled fishy and rank.  I don’t remem-
ber who said it first.  But as soon as it was out, I could 
breathe again, great, rich gulps of  air that billowed inside 
my lungs and heaved out again. 

Pam Pope.

Pam Pope.

Pam Pope.

The river winked sunlight. A motorboat buzzed by. The 
name floated high above us, weightless like a paper bird.  
It became part of  the air. We asked ourselves that day: 
Why? Why were we silent? Was it ignorance and imma-
turity piled atop guilt? How could we not recognize that 
it was eating us alive?

But we left those questions hanging. After all those 
years, we still could not make sense of  why her name, 
her very existence, had stuck in our throats.

~~~

I look back as if  through blackened glass, squinting.  
Even now, I grope for the answer, the root of  it all. 
Does silence beget silence? Does it contract over time? 
I would bounce these questions off  Patti, but here’s the 
thing: Now she is gone, too. Who could have guessed 
that we’d have no more chances to talk about Pam, 
about anyone? That we’d go from three to one? That I 
would be the only one left?
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~~~

Thomas Carlyle wrote: Silence is deep as Eternity; 
speech shallow as time.  But silence, I have discovered, 
has density, texture and shape. Recently, I ran past the 
St. Paul Cathedral at high noon, the tall buildings of  
downtown rising like clouds. As I turned the corner 
toward home, I heard a bell strike, then another. There 
were twelve in all, spaced two seconds apart.  A minute 
passed, maybe more, before a different bell sounded. 
This one pealed at a higher register, and the tones came 
rapid-fire: one-two-three. Between each set came a 
ten-second pause—long enough for the sound to dis-
sipate but not so long that it disappeared completely. It 
hung in the sky, as airy as sponge cake: an echo, a flutter, 
memory.

~~~

The marriage certificate and sock dolls and letters went 
into a box under my bed, but they didn’t go away, not 
really. We couldn’t help remembering, and each memory 
laced the air like mist, like the sweet aftershock of  a kiss.

Ever stare at a tree in the wintertime—long enough for 
your memory to fill in what’s no longer there? Instead 
of  browns and grays you see a shimmer of  green, a 
long-buried image bursting forth. The leaves unfurl 
before you, there-but-not. You blink and shiver.  You try 
to look away, but you can’t.

~~~

True silence is the rest of  the mind, and is to the spirit 
what sleep is to the body, nourishment and refreshment.  
So wrote William Penn. But William, our silence was 
never true. It felt neither restful nor nourishing. Consid-
er how it began: by negating, annulling, denying. Consid-
er the impetus: shame. Consider the effect: Our silence 
dishonored our friend far more than anything we might 
have done, or not done, in the final months of  her life. 
By wiping her name from our mouths and memories, we 
committed the worst sin of  friendship imaginable. Our 
silence, William, was no great virtue. It was anguished 
and cruel.

~~~

Better to think of  the words of  Jean Baptiste Racine: 

La douleur qui se tait n’en est que plus funeste. Silent 
anguish is the more dangerous. Grief  eats away like acid. 
It seeks an outlet, a place to spill itself. When the mouth 
stays shut, the natural outlet is blocked. Grief  pools and 
floods. It closes the throat, burns the tongue. We forget 
how to form words at all.

~~~

The afternoon the cathedral bells rang, I continued 
north toward my house. From a block away on Avon 
Street, I heard a wild keening. At first, I imagined a dog, 
but as I approached, a girl no older than four stood be-
fore me. She wore a flowered sweatshirt and pink stretch 
pants. She stood in her back yard, propped against a 
weathered wooden fence as two women—one presum-
ably her mother—carried cardboard boxes to a car. The 
little girl howled; the women were stone-faced. The girl’s 
face was pink and crumpled, and her keening sounded 
like the wails of  veiled women I’d been hearing on tele-
vision—women cradling lifeless bodies, loved ones killed 
by shelling, or car bomb, or something equally senseless. 
Those women shrieked and bayed like injured hounds, 
unleashing grief  so raw that it pricked me halfway across 
the world. They didn’t hold back, and the little girl in 
pink stretch pants hadn’t learned to hold back, either, 
not yet.  The scope of  her tragedy did not compare 
to whatever those veiled women had lost—maybe her 
favorite doll had been packed into one of  those boxes—
but to her, the pain must have felt just as real. Her first 
instinct was release, to give it up to the air.

~~~

The past rises up like a phantom. Shared memories are 
only mine now. I can’t handle that responsibility, can’t 
distinguish any more between what happened and my 
insufficient memory of  what happened, revisited and 
reconstructed over decades. The walk over the river. My 
mother’s tear-streaked face at the top of  the stairs. (She 
remembers nothing of  that scene.)  It’s almost as if  the 
silence itself  has eaten away at my recollections, oxidiz-
ing them more rapidly than time alone. Locked in the 
dark for so many years, memories molder. Now, my mo-
ments with Pam return indistinct—dreamlike splicings 
that may or may not have happened the way I recall.

But even the faultiest memories carry a germ of  truth. 
Maybe they can even set us free.
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~~~

I return to the bridge, to graceful arches and sunlight on 
the Potomac. To the words I wish we’d said.

            We were young, I tell her. We couldn’t handle 
what happened. We didn’t deal because we didn’t know 
how.    

Sure, she says. But the less we talked about her, the less 
real she felt—the less real I felt. Even that first day, the 
day Pam died, you stayed in your room. You never came 
down. The worst day of  our lives, and we never talked 
about it.

And then I remember: throwing myself  on the 
four-poster bed, dry-eyed.  I couldn’t cry at first, I tell 
her. When I heard you sobbing downstairs, I was finally 
able to cry.

But you never came down, she insists, and even now, 
in this conversation that exists only in my head, I don’t 
know what to say. I didn’t go down. I cried alone. I 
couldn’t face her tears.

We walk on in silence, under gray, jagged clouds. 
            We could have helped each other, Patti says at 
last. We didn’t hurt Pam, not really. She would have un-
derstood. The only people we hurt were ourselves.

~~~

It is never too late to exhume a past that might have 
been. It is never too late to remember.

~~~

The tunnel unfurls before me and I plunge ahead in 
the darkness, in this limbo of  my own making. I mouth 
supplication, would give anything to see unobstructed 
sky again. And then I detect the slightest shift, barely a 
glimmer.  Far in the distance, the black bleeds away like 
the horizon in the moments before sunrise.

A memory unearthed. An ache slowly lifting.

Breath releases from my ribcage. My fingers tingle with 
blood. I rush headlong toward the tunnel’s open mouth.

~~~

It begins with a ringing doorbell. I open the front door 
and she stands before me, her mother at her side.  I have 
no explanation for her appearance, besides the possibili-
ty that she is on her way to Virginia Tech to start college.  
I remember my shock, as if  I’m seeing a ghost.  She 
doesn’t belong here. Why didn’t she call first, give us ad-
vance notice?  I’m at a loss for words, don’t know what 
script I should follow. I don’t even think to ask them 
in. Instead, I stand there smiling, dumb and discomfit-
ed, until Pam’s mother says something about getting to 
Blacksburg before nightfall. And then, before turning to 
leave, Pam leans over and kisses my cheek. She has never 
before kissed me, and it feels soft and sweet.  My final 
memory of  her ends there, with a kiss that leaves me 
stunned, that throws light on shadow that feels, some-
how, like goodbye and hello, forgiveness and release, and 
everything in between.
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All As Motion
  
 By Paul Bilger
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“Fear Circuitry”
 By Deb Werrlein

39

The dizzying sun sucks moisture out of  me in great 
rivulets of  sweat that pool between my breasts and soak 
my back as I hunch over my handlebars and pedal my 
bike up the hill. I can feel my blood pulsing in my face; it 
contrasts the sudden cold clunking of  my heart.

I don’t usually ride alone.

With my eyes trained on the orange line that marks the 
edge of  the road, I will myself  not to look at the old 
farmhouse that stands, resolute, on the bend at the top 
of  the hill. The grade steepens and my speed drops 
from 15 mph to 9mph. This is too slow, but I have to 
get up this hill and past that farmhouse. There’s no other 
way back to my car.

Against my will, my eyes flicker back to the white 
two-story structure undulating in the August heat. The 
front yard, unkempt and indifferent, slopes down to the 
baking road.

No fence.

My tires whisper shish-shosh as I push them ever closer 
up the hill while cicadas whir a maddening refrain. I 
see an old red tricycle rusting in tall grass. My eyes find 
the walk and follow it up to the dilapidated porch. A 
green couch hunkers, piled with white plastic buckets. 
A crooked chair rests next to a warped but still upright 
piano. A snow shovel leans against a railing hung with a 
dirty red towel. I don’t see what I’m looking for, which 
makes the anticipation worse.

The only movement, a rainbow-colored pinwheel twist-
ing in the yard.

My friends have played body guard for me ever since 
the dog attack several years ago. But I know I can’t rely 
on them forever. I have to do this if  I want to beat back 
the fear and regain my ability to roam freely through an 
unfamiliar pastoral landscape like this one.

 

~~~

Three years prior, I tutored a young student in her 
basement twice a week. At the end of  each lesson, she 
would race up the stairs before me and put her be-
loved German shepherd in his crate. He and I had met 
several times before without incident, but he could be 
unpredictable, so the family’s dog trainer recommended 
caution.

On this day, my student hung behind with her toys, so I 
lugged my heavy tutoring bag up the steps without her. 
Dog tags jangled as I approached the door at the top of  
the stairs, but I didn’t worry. I had overcome my fear of  
shepherds. That was history.

When I opened the door to the foyer and emerged from 
the basement, I noticed the dog standing ten feet away, 
waiting for me next to the front door. I told myself  
everything was fine but as the latch clicked on the base-
ment door behind me, his body language said differently.

Tail like a spike. Eyes fixed and black. One hundred 
pounds of  shepherd squared and frozen. Ears. Cocked 
into great triangles of  adrenaline and trained on me like 
sonar.

I knew not to move, so I stared at the ceiling and held 
my breath. Where was the mom?

You’d think the scary part of  an animal attack would 
be the violence, but it’s not. It’s the moment before. In 
the stillness, fear and aggression charge the air, railing 
against one another with the high-pitched chafing of  
sharpening knives. This is the moment in a horror movie 
when the girl notices the killer staring at her through the 
window. It’s so much more terrifying than the moment 
when he grabs her.

Unable to contain my breathing any longer, I took quick 
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shallow puffs. I hoped the dog couldn’t see my rising 
chest or hear the great whooshing of  my blood through 
my body, but it didn’t really matter, the smell of  fear 
came off  me like a siren.

The dog stood to my right, so I trained my peripheral 
vision on the black muzzle he pointed at my side, waist 
high. When the air conditioner came on with a rumble, 
I saw the sudden burst of  air from the floor vent shift 
the hair on the dog’s neck, just below the rigid triangle 
of  his ear. Neither that ear, nor the rest of  him flinched. 
I could hear the mom around the corner typing on her 
computer. Clickety, click, click. The awful sound of  
oblivion.

If  I could just get her to wheel around in her office 
chair, she’d see the stance of  her dog and I’d be saved.

I decided to venture a word. “Meg?”

I said it with the voice of  a child, and the dog exploded 
on cue. Later, the family’s dog trainer would say it’s rare 
for a dog to interpret voice as movement. But rare isn’t 
the same thing as never.

The snarling of  an attacking dog is a hysterical and 
violent sound that has terrorized me since childhood. 
As one hundred pounds of  screaming teeth, muscle and 
fur catapulted into action, I stood frozen, staring at the 
ceiling and praying for a false charge.

I’ve heard shark attack victims say they felt pressure 
instead of  pain in the moment of  contact. But maybe 
that’s the shock of  amputation. When the dog’s jaw 
closed on a chunk of  my upper right thigh, molten 
pain shot to my core. It pushed a guttural groan out of  
me—a sound I’d never made before.

There was an instant of  whiteness before I realized I 
had to fight back. I didn’t have time to look at my leg 
or feel for the damage because the dog lunged again. I 
turned to face him and screamed, “Fuck!” as I blocked 
him with the heavy canvas L.L. Bean bag I used to carry 
my tutoring supplies.

As I fought for my life, I heard the mom yelling from 
around the corner. My bag, usually too heavy for me to 
swing with one hand, zigzagged wildly as I blocked my 
groin and chest from the dog’s lunges. With my oth-
er hand, I fumbled behind me for the basement door. 

Somehow, I opened it enough to squeeze my body 
through while still shrieking obscenities and battling the 
dog with my bag.

Once on the top step to the basement, I pulled the 
door closed with my left hand while trying to pull my 
bag through it with my right hand. In the second when 
the bag held the door open, I looked through the gap 
into the dog’s maw, his jaw working, his exposed gums 
and teeth gnashing wildly under drawn lips, his toe nails 
racing at the wood frame next to my head. Our two 
crazed and contorted faces were so close I felt his hot 
breath hit my cheek. Then the bag popped free, its heavy 
canvas scraping against the jam. When I pulled the door 
closed, I held fast to the knob to prevent myself  from 
falling backwards down the basement stairs. Below me, 
my student crouched, screeching into the palms of  her 
hands while her mother yelled CRATE! CRATE! on the 
other side of  the door. I sunk onto the top step, one 
hand still on the knob, the other still gripping my bag. 
The tough old thing had been my grandmother’s beach 
bag decades before. As I looked at her name, still visible 
in faded iron-on letters, I whimpered to myself, “holy 
mother fucking shit.”

Thank God for L. L. Bean.

 ~~~

On my bike, I tell myself  not to look at the house as the 
grade steepens further, dragging me down to a vulner-
able 7mph and forcing me to downshift to relieve my 
burning legs. I think of  my childhood family dog. When 
I was a kid, she used to close her eyes as she inched her 
way into the living room where she didn’t belong. I sup-
pose she thought if  she couldn’t see us, we couldn’t see 
her. We used to laugh at her, but now, approaching this 
farmhouse with my eyes glued to the steaming asphalt, I 
get it.

I had planned to downshift to the cyclist’s shameful 
“granny gear” but instead I pedal harder to maintain 
my pace. My breath comes heavy and fast. The house 
looms. As I approach, I can’t help but look. I let my eyes 
dart about the yard, searching. The porch. The shed. 
The broken swing set. All melting under the August 
sun. What would I do if  I saw triangles? I imagine them 
rising up out of  the grass by the front stoop and feel 
a dull ache blossom on my right thigh. It’s been three 
years since the scars healed, but the nerves in my leg still 
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remember.

 ~~~

My student’s dog punctured my outer thigh in three 
places—one top incisor cut deep into my flesh while his 
two bottom teeth made smaller punctures below. The 
constellation of  the three scars surrounds an area that 
still bulges in the middle. My thick denim shorts held my 
skin intact so the external damage was unimpressive, but 
the power of  the bite crushed the underlying flesh with 
such force it tore an internal chunk from its moorings. 
The wound bled under the skin until it formed a pur-
ple hematoma the size of  a grapefruit on my leg. Over 
the coming weeks, the bruise seeped down my thigh, 
reaching its dark fingers into the flesh behind my knee. 
It poked out of  my longest pair of  shorts, prompting 
strangers to ask what had happened.

Later, when I told the dog trainer how lucky I felt that 
the dog hadn’t torn up my right arm, she shook her head 
and said, “He knew exactly what he was doing. He was 
going for an artery.”

I had nightmares after the attack. Sometimes I woke 
with a start in a cold sweat. Other times I woke up 
crying. In the dreams, I stood in the aisle of  an airplane. 
At the other end of  the aisle stood a German shepherd, 
tail like a spike. Ears erect triangles. The dreams were 
prompted by the attack at my student’s house, but this 
image had a different origin. One that long preceded my 
student and her dog.

~~~

As I pedal, I look at the white slat fence that has come 
into view on the side yard of  the farmhouse and note 
the two-track dirt road that leads away from it to the 
field beyond. I grew up among country houses like 
this one. I have the type on file, catalogued, tight. In a 
scene like this the copper pathway of  fear first laid itself  
across the synapses of  my brain. A hotline from trian-
gles to panic I thought I’d overcome. Until my student’s 
dog lit it up again.

I’ve heard post-traumatic stress speaks in pictures. My 
dreams know this language. They use it to parade vari-
ations on a theme before my mind’s eye without distin-
guishing between what was then and what is now.

When my bike nears the place where the front walk 
meets the road, I take a calming breath, but it doesn’t 
help. This is the real danger zone: the house’s point of  
entry. This is the place that needs defending.

The fear circuitry in my head kicks into high gear. 
The process begins with the amygdala, a small almond 
shaped region of  the brain that alerts the rest of  the 
brain and then the body to danger. Mine knows what 
to do. It pulls the alarm with no regard for whether the 
threat to me is real. As epinephrine floods my system, a 
different kind of  sweat erupts on my scalp. It’s cold and 
tingly and feels almost like relief. It runs down my nape 
in a rush then is gone. Bright beads of  it form and roll 
off  the backs of  my hands. A chill shudders through me 
and my heart flips. I exhale in what’s almost a sob, but I 
calm it before it can come out that way. Like catching a 
cat before it runs out the door.

~~~

When I was nine I took horseback riding lessons on a 
small unpretentious farm. We learned Western saddle, 
took trail rides, and rode bare back. I used to dream 
about the white fence that enclosed the riding ring, the 
lush green grass around it, the warm smell of  hay and 
horse dung, and the feel of  the horse underneath me. 
When I went there for lessons each Saturday, I’d scrape 
my boots in the gravelly dirt and feel like I was home.

Then one day after lessons, I fell behind the group as 
we walked our horses from the ring to the grooming 
area. To rejoin my classmates, I needed to lead my horse 
through a six-foot wide space between the corner of  
the barn and the corner of  a small building we used 
as a tack room. But as I approached this space, a Ger-
man shepherd who belonged to one of  the farmhands 
stepped into it and blocked my path. I was still 20 feet 
away, so I kept walking, talking to my horse and lament-
ing the end of  the lesson, but then something about the 
dog’s body told me to stop. His tail, his ears, his every-
thing, taut like a bow.

I’d been coming to this farm for almost two years and 
this dog had never bothered me. But I’d also never 
interacted with him. If  I knew his name I don’t remem-
ber it. Logic told me he posed no threat, but for the 
first time in my life I felt the air around me charge with 
that self-fulfilling amalgamation of  fear and aggression. 
My instincts told me to walk away. I knew I could get 
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to the grooming area through the barn, so I turned 
my horse and led him around to a pair of  wide double 
doors and stepped into the cool darkness. A long line of  
stalls stretched out before me to the bright sunny exit at 
the far end of  the building. My teacher and classmates 
would be brushing down their horses just outside that 
door.

But seconds after I entered the barn, the shepherd 
appeared at the other end. He blocked my exit to the 
grooming area with the same erect posture he’d taken 
before, now a silhouette surrounded by white sunlight 
at the end of  the corridor. I stared down the dim line 
of  stalls that separated us, my body turning cold at the 
sight of  his unmoving shadow. The smell of  horse and 
sweat and straw turned sour in the back of  my throat. A 
fly landed on my forehead, but I didn’t move to swat it 
away.

Not knowing what else to do, I turned my horse again 
and walked out of  the barn the way I’d come in. When I 
rounded the corner outside the building, I didn’t need to 
look at the entrance to the grooming area to know the 
dog would be waiting there. When we squared off  again, 
my heart pounding, I tightened my child’s grip on the 
worn leather reins and pressed my small body into the 
flank of  the horse that towered over me. I couldn’t see a 
way out of  my situation, so I reminded myself  again that 
this dog had never bothered me before. I had no reason 
to fear him. And besides, I wasn’t afraid of  dogs. That 
was my sister’s thing.

So I took a step forward.

When I did, he erupted into action, growling and bark-
ing as he charged. To protect myself, I pulled my horse 
in front of  me, curling his neck around me and cowering 
under his shoulder. Somehow, the dog flew by us in the 
air, a tangle of  snarls and teeth and fur. After he passed, 
I ran through the entryway to the grooming area with 
my horse. I don’t know why the dog didn’t follow. In my 
memory, he just disappeared. For the next ten minutes, 
I brushed my horse in silence, my hands trembling, my 
body thumping.

I was too embarrassed to tell anyone about the incident 
at first. People who live and work on farms are not sup-
posed to be afraid of  animals, and I wanted to be like 
them. But then the dog barked and growled at me again 
the next week—this time in front of  everyone. When 

the owner grabbed his collar and forced me to pet his 
head to prove we were friends, the dog responded with 
a mean and low rumble that vibrated through the tips of  
my fingers.

My mother had to ask the farm owner to tie him up 
when I arrived for my lessons after that. They did it to 
keep me safe, but I saw the instructors exchange disap-
proving glances as the dog’s owner snapped the chain 
onto his collar each Saturday. The dog hadn’t bitten me, 
but this was worse. He’d stalked me, humiliated me, and 
made me an outsider in this place I had loved.

~~~
 
On my bike, I put a boot heel on the image of  a Ger-
man shepherd silhouetted at the end of  a barn—at the 
top of  the basement stairs—at the end of  the aisle on 
an airplane. But when I do, a new image appears in my 
mind. I imagine a shepherd standing at the end of  a long 
walkway in front of  a broken down porch.

If  he would just come I could fight. I see myself  push-
ing my fingers into the softness of  his eyes or perform-
ing Herculean feats where I crush his skull with a rock, 
strangle him, or grab him by his scruff  and fling him in 
a great arc over my head. My nightmares are about wait-
ing, but my fantasies are about fighting.

When my bike finally labors past the entrance to the 
front walk, nothing happens. I pedal past the front yard, 
then the side yard with its white fence without incident. 
There are no triangles here. When I crest the hill, I shift 
up and stand in my pedals to regain momentum. Still 
standing, I fly down the other side of  the hill and let 
the house fall out behind me, my cold sweat drying as I 
lift my chin, inhale deeply, then exhale into the wind. I 
wait until I hit 20 mph then I crouch into my saddle to 
maximize my speed.

When I round a corner at the bottom of  the hill, I gear 
myself  up for another climb, searching for the next 
house in the distance.
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