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I woke up from a nap I had fallen into while putting my two and half  
year old daughter to sleep. What woke me was her fidgeting; I had been 
intensely involved in a dream I was having where I was picking berries 
of  some kind in a heavily wooded area. I knew from the dream alone 
I had been sleeping hard, but this came as no surprise as I have felt 
incredibly and undoubtedly emotionally drained. 

Most of  my young adult life I have suffered from depression. In the be-
ginning it was more or less being sixteen and having my first boyfriend 
break up with me because I kissed another guy. I had grown depen-
dent on him as my own relationship with my mother was consistently 
strained with her stress of  raising two teenage daughters on her own, 
and my stress of  having fully hit puberty.

I was mouthy and full of  angst. My problems with the system ranged 
from the principal of  my school to the government sending a young 
military to fight a war I didn’t believe in. I had proclaimed myself  as 
a communist when I was thirteen, but by the time I was sixteen I was 
something of  a Democrat. I didn’t agree with anything that anyone had 
to say unless they were like me; young, angry, spirited, and desperate to 
be living outside of  the authoritative figures that happened to be our 
parents. My friends and I considered ourselves more intelligent than the 
rest, already wanting to fight the system because we knew that once we 
left our parents control there would be other authorities to worry about 
such as the government, college, our rent, our jobs, our spouses. 

Our reaction to this epitome was telling all of  our elders to respectively 
get fucked; we were going to live life our way, and so we did.

Untitled
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This was sort of  how my first boyfriend and I met, and also how we sort 
of  split, and around the time of  the break-up I completely collapsed 
into self-pity, bad moods, and reading books that could relate. Prozac 
Nation was one of  these books, and despite the author’s terrible circum-
stance there was something comforting about someone feeling all of  
the same emotions as me, and acting out in a more aggressive way. She 
made medication seem like a pro instead of  a con, and as my real de-
pression crept in my mother agreed that perhaps I should see someone.

Looking back on it, it seems like an ironic joke to have started my 
journey within the mental health system as something I wanted to take. 
Perhaps the real problem was that my family really did have a history 
of  debilitating depression, addiction, and anger management problems. 
Perhaps it was the fact that soon enough I began to self-medicate with 
pot, alcohol, Ecstasy, Adderall, and the list goes on and on. The entire 
time I wrote with unbridled passion, using written word as my own 
truly healthy escape.

Besides drugs I began to take to lovers; in the beginning I wouldn’t have 
called the men I slept with any sort of  name with affection, but as time 
went on I found boys who were becoming men and wanting the com-
pany of  a pretty girl with a witty tongue. We wanted the same things, 
a person to hold us at night, someone to tell us everything would be 
okay, someone to be intimate with in the closest possible way we could 
manage. 

My lovers became the source of  inspiration just as drugs had once been. 
Before it was the drugs, my inspiration was focused on my family, the 
way I grew up, the fact that my mother had left my dad in a fervent 
attempt to abandon the abuse he threw at her every time he swung 
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his fist. My writing became a source of  therapy, a place to write my 
thoughts, a place to wane off  the terrible feelings, or in the very least 
a place to put them. Medicating in this way at least seemed useful, 
and instead of  simply keeping my writing on a laptop, I began to take 
advantage of  the growing use of  blogs. 

The common theme was not a happy one; my writing remained what it 
always had been, my stash of  secrets, my admittance to my own flaws, 
my own mistakes, my own depression.  Regardless I began to have a 
following, and the people who took notice of  my blog kept me writing, 
and helped to keep me going when some moments became too heavy to 
stand alone. Yet my anecdotes, my poetry, it didn’t really get to a place 
beyond my sadness. 

A friend of  mine was sent a poem I had written for this same collection. 
For me it was the usual; the brokenness of  an unhealthy relationship, 
probably stemming from an unhealthy upbringing. After reading my 
poem he told he likes the way that I write, but wonders if  the words 
would flow as easily if  I wasn’t writing about the way I had been hurt, 
or how someone else had been hurt by me.

To be honest, I do not doubt my ability to write of  happy things, but it 
is hardly what I desire to write about.

I suppose I do not write about happiness because it is mine in a way 
that I am not willing to share with other people. I could tell you right 
now that the most pleasant part of  my day has been waking up from my 
earlier nap to curl over my daughter and ask her if  she wanted to get up 
for lunch. She sank back into my arms, finding an obvious comfort in 
my presence and shook her head “no”. She is my life and my reason for 
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being, and I could shout this from the rooftops, but I find no real reason 
to prove this point to anyone but myself.

So maybe that is why I write. I write to prove my point; I am human, 
and I make mistakes. Depression is my cross to bear. I have sometimes 
incredibly severe and debilitating anxiety issues, and my only way of  
working through this is by reaching out to cyber space for the answer 
from anyone that I am not alone, and as an aspiring writer my blogs 
have given me this; without it I am not sure where I would be. 

Depression doesn’t linger forever, nor does anxiety, nor does happiness. 
The difference with the negative feelings, I suppose, is that they are 
not feelings we want to have and so we desperately try to find a way to 
avoid them. I recognize that this is neither healthy nor safe and for now 
I feel secure still stashing away my secrets, my struggles, and my life in 
the form of  written word. I feel content expressing pain while savoring 
positivity, I hold no qualms with being selfish in my own happy mo-
ments while trying to extinguish the rest, and I thank God that writing 
has given me the ability to express this with enough clarity to find other 
people fighting within the same struggle. This is as happy as my writing 
can get, and there is something truly involved with my own sense of  
happiness at that.

I sincerely hope the following pieces find the right people at the right 
time.

Savannah Victoria Argounova



6

Aching Love
This ache in my heart
burns deep through my soul
the touch of  our love
makes all of  me whole
 
This aches not a pain
no hurt to undo 
its overwhelmed passion
of  my feelings for you
 
A burning sensation
beating straight through my heart
I feel when your with me
and when were apart
 
Every beat, every pulse
every kiss, every touch
there’s so many reasons
I love you so much
 
My knees start to tremble
then moves to my thighs
your body so close
I look in your eyes
 
I feel you inside me 
our souls mesh as one
making love through the night
until the rise of  the sun

And then for a second
the aching subsides
I know for you too
by the look in your eyes
 
A kiss on the lips
a kiss on the cheek
the warmth of  your body
puts me fast asleep
 
I love the way we ache love....

Kristen Andrews
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It’s getting late, and my vision shakes
Lids drop so heavily, lashes hit skin,
I see the light fade, dreams try to set in
But they only spring back, 
and this mood I’m in
Is no mood for sleep -
It was never mine to keep -
These words need writing,
Any way.
They need so much deciding,
So I’ll stay
Awake
And watch
The sky get dimmer then brighter
And the stars grow sharper
And larger
Before spinning back down;
I know they crave sound
As they lean nearer and nearer to Earth.

Astronomy

Laura TaylorKristen Andrews
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at a party to celebrate our father
o n e  y e a r  a f t e r  h i s  d e a t h

Ronnie Ferguson

have you forgotten
how to love yourself  
in an ice cream caboose?

should i rake together some leaves
so we can jump off  mom’s roof
for a laugh?

we could find treasures 
in our old sandbox.  
let’s explore with these tiny,
plastic shovels.  they are small
like our father’s hands.

i never told you 
i once cooked that insane, smiling doll of  yours
in the microwave and buried it here somewhere.  
it was your favorite and i’m sorry.

if  i remember you had it coming
after that blindfold game
with the bow and arrow.  

listen sister, i’ve been watching you 
carry your sadness across the backyard 
and wondering
what trouble we could make
with a bag of  water balloons.
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Ronnie Ferguson

You are every shadow
on a sunny day

You are frigid air
from an Autumn night
in which the stars
appear so sharply

You are the dream
I wake from 
before it concludes

     A beautiful dream

I was fog
on yr. mirror
after a long shower

I was snow
tucked away in
the tread of  yr. boot

I was rain on yr.
bedroom window

       That’s what I was

I am a flickering candle
illuminating beauty
in the desolation of  night

I am the melancholy
in pursuing
beauty over happiness

in eternity
over evanescence

I am the child of  Darkness and Moonlight

My father was Darkness
My mother was moonlight

Anthony Melville
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feet on the dashboard 
and rolling tobacco in hand
we were the essence of  modern
day rebellion, 
the epitome of  troubled youth, 
the recreation of  what our
parents must have been. 

it was as simple as asking 
you for that cigarette, 
knowing i am not over it. 
not over you. not over us.

dice

Savannah Victoria Argounova

How it Really Happened
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Savannah Victoria Argounova

How it Really Happened
December 12th,  2012. This was the date of  the end of  the World. 
The end wasn’t as everyone had expected it to be. There was no 
hail, or brimstone; no fire from the sky. There was no drastic rushing 
flood or devastating earthquakes, not even great wild fires. 
No, it happened because of  the People. Not because of  some 
nuclear holocaust, or Great War. It was not the end result of  any 
single individual’s actions.
As most people tucked into bed on Tuesday the 11th of  December, 
nothing was unusual or out of  place. Despite the usual sense of  
discontent that had been woven into the fabric of   society, nobody 
expected anything out of  the ordinary to happen. Most figured 
whatever problem there was would just have to wait one more day.
But the unrest had waited long enough….
During the night homegrown bands of  guerillas with no central 
affiliation took out integral pieces of  infrastructure across the globe. 
Electro Magnetic Pulse Devices rendered electrical grids and pro-
duction systems inoperable while avoiding any loss of  life. Precisely 
targeted missions against oil production and transportation slowed 
the flow of  black blood to a trickle. Hackers who had waged a quiet 
war disrupting shipping and censorship revamped and redoubled 
their maneuvers concentrating against “Defense Departments” and 
other corporate and government institutions from off  grid secured 
locations. 
Through the evening there were countless other acts of  bravery 
from those who could no longer sit back and watch the death culture 
kill and enslave all life on this planet.
Unbeknownst to these people and not directly connected to their 
actions the economies of  several countries crashed, and the already 
depleting economy of  the United States began to fall with all the 
others.
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As people began to realize what was happening they rushed to the 
banks to withdraw their funds. They hurried to pull their stocks 
from companies, but the banks quickly closed and the stock market 
was already at zero.
Many people lacked material cash. Not that this mattered; their 
cash, check, and credit were more meaningless now than it had ever 
been before. This was The Crash and resources would soon take 
dominance over money already backed by nothing.
Panic began to instill in some people, and they began to worry about 
the basics, like food and water. The looting began as people wor-
ried about their immediate survival. What started as looting quickly 
became riots. Their frustration was more than they could bear. They 
wanted answers.
For others who had already begun stepping away from the dominant 
culture to a more connected way of  life it changed a pastime and 
interest into a way of  life. Without distractions like money, rent, and 
mass media they were free to devote themselves entirely to living 
with and directly from the land. Without temptations like going to 
the store, or the ease of  electrical appliances removed they were free 
to build real community. Bands of  people were now using their gifts 
and skills to take care of  one another, sharing knowledge freely, and 
openly discussing and debating through consensus, deciding what 
was best for the group.
Not that it was easy, in fact it was very hard at the beginning, but 
as they remembered how to work together with each other and the 
world around them they knew this was how they were intended to 
live. They covertly offered safe harbor to those carrying out direct 
action against the crippled system that had once directed their lives. 
Eventually they began outreach and training to refugees from the 
cities showing them the beauty and freedom of  an integrated and 
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nature based way of  life.
Aware of  the environmental and spiritual catastrophes the old way 
of  living had created, the folks who emerged after the collapse be-
gan to realize that they didn’t want the old world back. It had burnt 
to ashes for a reason. Just as in the aftermath of  a wildfire, beautiful 
flowers began sprout in the ashes of  the old world turned new.
Turning to this simpler life support patterns of  indigenous people, a 
new future began to emerge where the children of  the collapse and 
their children’s children evolved into a new kind of  native people.
Once more the search began for the appropriate ways to “walk in a 
sacred manner.” The traditional tribal life patterns that had suc-
cessfully maintained ecological and spiritual balance became their 
guides.
The tribal culture of  the future would not be a simple return to 
archaic practices, but would be an evolutionary synthesis of  old 
and new. A people grounded in traditional life-patterns who grace-
fully incorporate the useful scientific knowledge and global spiritual 
understandings of  their time.
This is how the end of  the world happened. 

Pink. O Anom.
Reviewed and Edited by Victor C. Morse
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The mechanical sigh
of  cars cuts
through my late night--
or is it morning?

Smoking tobacco
& sharing ambrosia
w/ a ceramic tiger
who claims he’s a god.

However,
I know better. 
We watch the
street lamps play tricks.

Light & Dark
dance on the clouds
& the sun is clutched
between my knuckles,

Anthony Melville
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I see these trees
and the flicker by.
I close my eyes.
 
I’m singing
I’m praying for you.
I close my eyes.
 
Lavender eyes and black skies,
They have both cried for you.
Everyone in dark ties, 
I have to close my eyes.

In my eyes

Kaiti Mcdonough
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six mornings a week for minimum wage 
the woman with three fingers 
serves the greasy eggs and bacon, 
biscuits, coffee and cream 

to all the tough faces: the old 
hairy-moles, the saggy
scalps, the hard of  hearing,
the harder to please, this ornery

hive of  damn-near-dead complainers.  
and still it’s a mystery she is usually smiling. 
and still—god has blessed her—
she paints her nails pink.  

Ronnie Fergasun

joy to the world
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Ronnie Fergasun

We conspire on a lake shore.
 “Let’s make an ocean.”
Bottles of  wine
   Fantastic disregard.
Radiant sunlight weaves
   a crystalline blanket
over the sand.
Someone has a gun;
everyone laughs.
The stereo plays
static; everyone dances.
Time is irrelevant
for we are deep in 
the Wilderness;
far from any
clocks or cemetaries.
We dance with our
shadows--prominent
against the hot, white 
sand.
We drink to
every bird that
flies by.
When we get tired we
sleep on the ground
as the clouds portray
stories to us.
Eternally, moments happen;
just as wave after wave
rolls onto the shore.

Anthony Melville

We go into the forest
for food.
Anything we desire
is foraged and hunted
and we feast heartily.
Later, we’ll build a
fire.
When the moon rears
its pale face to
frown over the night
and the darkness
bears in, we will
gather around the 
only light for
miles and miles.
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Savannah Victoria Argounova

My cat and i 
were currently 
at a reasonably priced hotel
where 
the opening and shutting of  
doors
sounded too much like
the opening and shutting of
doors 
in jail.

so in essence we must have been prisoners,
with a smoking room and hbo.

That’s what leaving my marriage felt like

Key Card Lake Woebegone
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Savannah Victoria Argounova

The sky won’t make up its mind
whether to snow or to shine
and it’s windy, too windy for hats
but too cold for our delicate ears.
The heat in my car doesn’t usually work.
It takes forty miles to kick on
and even then, it sputters and shouts,
grinding uncomfortably in the chill.
 
Yet, the grass is getting green
and the white dusting makes it greener
and the fog that can only come
from early-morning-melting snow
lends its touch to the beauty
of  the road.
 
And the cars will slow,
their drivers squinting
for you can see more at 25 than 55.
And the rising sun cuts through in beams and patches,
making my odd hours worth keeping,
inspiring a wish for a longer commute,
and that there were no destination.
That there would be no workplace waiting
to warm me and reintroduce me
to humanity and electricity;
the contrived light of  the indoors.

Lake Woebegone

Laura Taylor
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When the sun rises
I will turn into
a beast

& I will
rip you apart

just to play
in yr. blood

because
it’s not enough
just to hold 
you against me

because 
yr. afraid

& I want
to show you
what you
can be afraid of

Anthony Melville

You can hide, 
but I have been
in the dark

& I won’t
need to see
to find you

& warm--
lay w/ me
for it is
not yet dawn

I will drag
the needle
across yr. flesh

you will scream
while you smile

& moan
like a lizard

& bleed

like an animal
& I will 
lick your wounds
just for the taste

& you will 
remember

what it was
like before
yr. god
showed his face

but for now
be still
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We are not too young to say forever.
I will never leave you.
 
Go with me through the future.
Until we fall asleep,
walk with me in peace.
 
I can’t let go now, It’s you and me.
Prosperity and positvity stay with me.
 
The only one I’ve kept aside, inside and never wrong.
Only one that stands out strong.
Through changing days and growing love,
I still have only one.

Kaiti Mcdonough

Love is alive
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no mourning till morning
reagan’s mother flipped over
crist bridge in her lover’s pickup.
it’s been three weeks. 

we all agree tonight is a night to forget 
and get so drunk we forgive our parents
for every lonely corner,
every quick and undeserved kick.

we’ve mourned as the trinity.
the same shape tears.  
together when alone.

it’s only eight, but the sky 
dark as last night
at eleven.  the moon behind clouds, 
behind clouds.  luke is hungry,
but nobody brought money 
for food.  only booze.

inside the restaurant, a boy
taunts a pretend audience
as he wrestles a vacuum cleaner.  
reagan is wrapped on the sidewalk 
in a memory of  our first time.  
she told me.
back then, she told me
i wasn’t very good.
i wasn’t.
a patient woman can teach a man
more about love 
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we’re waiting for the bars to fill.
no one can know us there, within the music,
within the enduring crowd.
just maybe we’ll crawl out together.  if
we find our homes…we find our homes.
the grass behind the tennis courts
should be dry and soft.

it can be some peace to have and to hold friends
from a distance, when right words 
are as unknown as how we’ll die.  
so many unknowns.  
the number of  mice in rooker’s field.
the number of  skeletons in my grandma’s closet.

luke steps out from behind the dumpster
with a dead cat on a stick.  he laughs 
at the clump of  hair and bones
and begins marching around the parking lot,
waving the poor thing like a tattered battle flag.
reagan watches and says nothing.

across the street, a blind man and his dog 
wait for their ride.  he smokes. 
on a dare from myself, i walk up
and light a cigarette
off  of  his.
we do not share a glance.
reagan watches and says nothing.

Ronnie Ferguson
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I see you over there, under the dim light,
The room crowded with conversation and thick with delight,
You look at me... Just a glance, for a moment we met,
Never have my eyes been so blissfully content,
Reddened cheeks, curly hair, you gave me a smile,
Now this is just where I want to be for a while,
In fact I could stand here forever you see,
There is just no other place that I’d rather be,
Because nothing feels better then when you’re looking at me.

My Reflection In Your Eyes

Kristen Andrews
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No longer!
Banish the helpless
cries of  the fawn;
calling out for

his mother.
Let him run on legs 
no longer unsteady
and feeble--fresh from birth.

No longer!
Set out on the world
in vicious solidarity--
alone and disparate

Severed from the
cumbersome guidance
of  your naive youth,
Bare your fiery soul!

No longer!
Confront these harmless
creatures disguised as Demons.
Under their shrouds

they are meek angels.
Lo! The revelations
dissemble the ignorance
you had been taught.

Kristen Andrews
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No longer!
We have come upon
the noon hour
of  this eternal day.

That crucial point
where passions
are infused with
the roots of  wisdom.

Under the full gaze
of  the sun I slaughter
the trappings of  my past
and mourn their misguided

intent. Upon that
sacrificial altar
I lay my blindfold
and inscribe Truth!

No longer!
I now see clearly--
unobscured by the
haze of  dawn.

On the rocks



27
Anthony Melville

when i was still something of  a young girl
the men i know now
were still just boys then,
and those boys
raised me on whiskey and water.
certainly a bit more difficult to take down than vodka and tonic,
or vodka in general,
but these boys
with their pick-up
trucks
long-ish hair,
marbolo reds
stuck in the front pocket 
of  their jeans
mismatching appropriately with
a regular t shirt
from some bar
or some band,
well these boys,
with their whiskey,
tattoo’s,
and crooked smile charm,
they meant it to be that way.

On the rocks

Savannah Victoria Argounova
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Savannah Victoria Argounova

before you
there was the drugs,
and before that
there was another you.
 
love has always seemed like
an almost unlucky indulgence
something that happens to 
even
the best of  us
whether we like it or not.
 
certainly I liked you
and how you reminded me
of  every other asshole
that said I had a pretty smile
and a witty tongue
you told me I seemed differ-
ent,
and that’s what you liked
about me.
 
well,
what you found different
you wanted to change
and that smile of  mine faded
as I realized to be your girl
I had to keep my mouth shut.

it should come as no surprise
that when we said our goodbyes
I cried for days,
sobbed like a baby
because I thought I deserved to be 
treated
like shit.
 
with you, happiness wasn’t an option
but being comfortable was
and how could I feel comfortable
if  I wasn’t being abusive or abused?
 
you still haven’t answered that.
and I don’t fucking want to.

Rinse/cycle/repeat
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Savannah Victoria Argounova

Madness incognito.
Laughter
                behind a sentence,
Smiles
                over coffee.
Smoke another cigarette.
Smoke another cigarette.
Send another text.
Smoke another cigarette.
A clear head
              vs.
              A fantastic mind
She’ll taste chemicals
in yr. mouth and 
smell vapors
on yr. soul.
Rampant Eros treads
a path of  beautiful
destruction;
passion out of  chaos.
Platonic disturbances
invading her dreams,
diverting time,
and dividing her heart.
Post-modern love is
asphyxiated by our blood.
Imprisoned in an ovary
and enslaved by semen,
we suckle for golden coins
to trade for a room 
and a loaf  of  bread.
She believes in this--
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I believe in nothing.
I would rather steal
coins for wine and 
bask in the bitter
sorrow that she only
barely manages to mask.
It is a condition of
existence to be full
of  sorrow--to love the
sorrow is true beauty,
but this love is
something dirty and raw.
She never goes away.
Looking at her 
I see a mystery--
clean and vague.
It makes me want to
destroy to see what
is created from the debris.
I want to taste her,
share warmth between
our skin.
I want to feel the vicious,
primitive bite that
has been forever
concealed behind a 
pleasant smile.
First I must find her,
for she is hiding in a forest
in which I am alredy lost.

Sleep Debt
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Passive sleep, aggressive dreams,
Angered by our effort to control.
Severe in its punishment;
We toss and we turn.
We howl and we weep and we haul.
 
Late nights and early days,
Bodies fatigued by foolish ways.
We reason with our coffee,
Smile at the ones who understand,
Avoid looking at the ones who don’t.
 
And the buzz of  the fly is getting louder
Although it’s past the glass
And the lights sound harsh in these buildings
And the curtains here are drawn.
 
Is it any wonder we suck down the sunlight
Once we’ve gotten free?
Remain out of  doors well past dusk,
Letting saliva grow acidic;
Opting for movement over supper.
 
So we’re left with debt that won’t be filled,
Muscles tremor and ache --
Tension-filled, no time to regenerate --
And our blood runs so high,
Missing the pressure of  the sky.

Sleep Debt

Laura Taylor
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Dark alleys, narrow stairs
loss of  self  respect, zero cares
The sky is tinted with red and grey
And though its never-ending it all seems frayed
Windows liter the buildings
but no one wants a glimpse
Ignorance is bliss
truth hurts more then his fist
the city cries cold mist
And the curious souls that wander the streets
try in vain to keep up with its beat
A maze,a web, a haze, a blur
Its home

Dominique Linden
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Dominique Linden

the last summer i was a boy 
i lit a pile of  dried leaves in the woods 
between my house and clark road.  

i’d heard
if  i tossed a lighter 
in a fire

there’d be an explosion boom…
enough to start an earthquake

wide enough to fit 
my neighborhood, a semi-truck, 
and five circus elephants.

so i did just that 
and plugged my ears and ducked 
behind a bush.

first day back at school, 
with scratches on my cheeks and a bandage 
around one knee,  

i swore to god to my friends 
there was a damn storm of  smoke 
before i ran. 

there really was,

when i was a fire
even after my dad walked
a rusted wheelbarrow full of  sand
from my sandbox

into the woods
and smothered the flames.

Ronnie Fergasun
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An excerpt from A Midwest Fairytale: The Afterschool Special Continued

“Let’s get a puppy. You deserve a puppy.”

I read over the words of  the email my husband had sent earlier in 
the day. It was one of  sixty four. Closing out of  the window I moved 
into the next email waiting.

“I hope you kill yourself.

-Ben”

I exhaled immediately and felt the tears stinging at the back of  my 
eyes. This was my fault and I knew it. I had cheated, not once but 
twice. Not with men meaningless to me, but the lovers I regretted 
leaving after saying “I do” to a magistrate we’d met only minutes 
before. (The same magistrate later told me that in his line of  work, 
by five o clock he knew neither the difference between filling out a 
boating license and a marriage license.)

I had committed the ultimate betrayal, though I couldn’t help but 
think that this was no more than the icing on the cake. Ben and I 
had been violent with one another, not just with our hands, but with 
our words, our minds, our actions. I had started most of  our fights, 
and I almost never allowed him to finish them.

So now as I read email after email I couldn’t help but internally roll 
my eyes at the seemingly last bit of  drama, and now Lucas was call-
ing and I was answering and I was letting him into the guest room 
of  the apartment I was staying in, this same apartment I had rented 

I do, I do, I don’t
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a room from a little over a year before. My vacation to my home-
town had quickly and with little regret turned into an affair with one 
of  my favorite lovers I had all but let go of. 

Lucas sat on the futon pulled out into my temporary bed, holding a 
joint he had rolled between his fingers. Neither of  us said aloud that 
this bed hadn’t been slept in for days because his bed had taken its 
place, but then again… neither of  us needed to. 

Instead Lucas held out a joint he had just rolled, and I set the laptop 
back in its designated place on the floor. I looked to him and said, 
with tears and all, “He told me I should kill myself.”

Lucas’s eyes flickered instantly, picking up the mixed emotions I was 
obviously trying to present. He widened his legs apart on the futon 
and said, “Come here.”

I refused to move because I assumed he didn’t understand the sever-
ity. How could he not? Hadn’t he been in this seat five years before? 
Ben’s seat, I mean, because Lucas himself  had been cheated on by 
a woman he had chosen to devote himself  to at the early age of  
twenty one. I was twenty one now and probably as confused and rid-
dled with questions as his ex-wife. The ultimate difference was that 
Lucas’s empathy didn’t extend to the man whose wife was having 
the affair. Lucas’s empathy, if  and when it has existed, only rested 
with me. I have always mostly taken much comfort, even pleasure, 
with that noted fact.

“Come here,” Lucas said again, this time holding his arms out. His 
eyes spoke to me then, and they did not whisper. I knew his demand 
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was just that: a demand. I could resist again and Lucas could lose 
his patience and close those legs, or I could move forward and allow 
myself  to collapse against his shoulder. Only seconds later I chose 
the latter and as I sank into Lucas I felt his arms fold over me. He 
didn’t let go, and I didn’t want him to.

Decisively I pulled away from him. Lucas looked to me to see if  the 
hug had been effective. I smiled weakly, the tears had retreated, the 
hug was successful.

Lucas looked down suddenly and exclaimed, “Where’s my joint?” A 
bubble of  laughter moved upward through my throat, and the laugh 
that followed was rich and throaty; it was honest. I sat back onto my 
butt and looked to the floor. It wasn’t until months later that I could 
even begin to ask the question: How did it end up like this?

Of  course, I knew. Circumstances had made everything much too 
convenient. The hostel the summer before had started to bore me. 
Only months before I had taken the job as a live-in assistant man-
ager. Already I was finding the stories of  the guests to be the same. 
The three boys I also worked and lived with were growing just as ag-
gravated with the guests; if  only these people in search of  themselves 
and acceptance had understood that we often enough drowned out 
their predicaments, their wants, their lives, and their futures for 
the Lost episode that was about to air. I am sure if  they knew they 
would have still kept talking, but the confidence would not have lin-
gered, the energy would not have felt as electric, as happy, as free.

But for us, it was one person after another. This was our home, after 
all, and it was constantly invaded by strangers who not only took 
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over our living room but also wanted to talk. We eventually classi-
fied our guests into some category or the other. A guest could be a 
snobbish European who hated America, though when questioned 
had legitimate reasons to be backpacking across the United States. A 
guest could also be a person looking for adventure, and upon chance 
Asheville was mentioned, and upon chance you took up the idea. A 
guest could also be an alcoholic whose wife had left him, or sim-
ply someone with a class trip. The guests would always have some 
artistic ability, whether that was writing, singing, guitar, or building 
a fire. And as a hostel worker this was always interesting, but only so 
for the first few months.

So I was restless and lonely, the summer had been kind enough, but 
only because the spring had thrown me so many unwanted surprises.

After twenty or so years my dad had found me. Well actually my 
dad’s wife had found me earlier that May, in big thank you to the so-
cial networking site MySpace. She had sent me an email, and in that 
email there was the social security number of  both my mother, and 
me. She explained who she was only after a very short and abrupt 
email I had written in response. She also explained that the move I 
had made in March had drawn me to be living only fifteen minutes 
away from my father’s brother and their mother.

I didn’t remember my father, nor was I seeking him out. My mother 
had left him when I was two and my curiosity of  who he was had 
died many years before, in great part from watching the struggle my 
mother fought  in trying to raise two girls on her own with little sup-
port and nearly no break.
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My father had been abusive to my mother and I knew this too. By 
twenty years old I also understood that technology had so improved 
that any excuse for being absent for so many years was nothing more 
than that.
Whether I was seeking him or not he had found me. Whether this 
was through his wife or not did not matter. The snake had been 
unleashed, and the venom was beyond poisonous.

Catlike, I allowed my curiosity to lead me and it led me on a trip 
to Connecticut where I had three brothers, another sister, two step 
brothers, and an array of  aunts and uncles who proclaimed that I 
was a miracle, that THIS was a miracle. I stayed in Connecticut for 
ten days. I left in a fit of  rage and promised to never go back again, 
and though the relationship with my dad improved over time before 
getting worse again, I kept to that promise.

Now it was July and the weather was hot, the mood heavy, the co-
caine prevalent. A guest, perhaps my favorite guest, had moved into 
the area and he had suggested hanging out. His name was Ben and 
he was undoubtedly brilliant and aware of  it. He had a way with 
words and putting them on paper that was undeniable, and he was 
already receiving recognition from local publications. The first night 
we had coffee he asked me if  I was manipulative. He had inter-
rupted me, and I stopped what I had been saying. I cocked my head 
to the side and realized he was able to read me and the fact that I 
had been reading him. I answered him in the only real way I knew 
how. I said yes.

We became close. We had both been abused by our parents. We 
were both living to tell about it. We were excited about the possi-
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bilities of  life, yet fearful of  the anxieties that loomed in the back-
ground, like a gray cloud threatening to ruin a perfectly sunny day.

When we began sleeping together I considered never speaking to 
him again. Ben and I had been on our way to friendship, and that 
friendship was heavily interrupted by sex. I knew I wasn’t going to 
be able to simply keep him as a lover, and I knew that in some way I 
wouldn’t want to.

Well, we continued to speak, we continued to have sex. The sex was 
ladled heavy with emotion, and the first time he told me he loved 
me we were sitting next to a tree stump in the backyard of  the house 
where he rented a room. I should have noted that in the moment he 
was confessing forever we were sitting next to something dead, but 
instead I let him hug me. I wouldn’t release the breath I was holding 
because I didn’t want to lie, and I knew I wasn’t ready to say it back. 
Eventually I did, it didn’t take long, and I tried to believe it through 
everything that followed.

Sometimes I wonder what would have changed if  I had simply said 
I didn’t feel the same way. I wonder if  he would have come to his 
senses, if  this would have changed the course of  our path. I wonder 
if  I would have continued work at the hostel, I wonder if  we would 
have stayed in Asheville.

After that Ben and I were inseparable except in the moments where 
I had to work. It was becoming a bit suffocating, but I didn’t recog-
nize needing air.

I remember one night Ben and I decided that I would try heroin. He 
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had been somewhat of  a user when he was living in New York and I 
had always been slightly turned on by the idea of  heroin chic. How 
silly and stupid I was. We drove around that night looking to score; 
we didn’t find any smack, but we did find a house that had caught 
on fire and was still burning to the ground. Ben and I climbed out of  
his VW and stood along with neighbors who lived on the street. The 
firefighters were just finishing their part of  the job, and I remember 
Ben and I crawling around the area long enough to watch the flames 
become embers still burning bright.

This was not an emblem of  our love; this was a symbol of  our 
destruction. In the next few months we would eventually suck the 
energy from one another with every senseless, malicious fight. It was 
just a few weeks after the fire that Ben and I eloped to a downtown 
courthouse, and just after that took his VW on the back of  a U-Haul 
to his parents vacation home on the west side of  Florida. Had Ben 
and I waited to get married we would have discovered that not only 
did we not love one another, we in fact couldn’t stand the other.

Ben thought I had no empathy for mankind and I despised Ben for 
defending people and everything that they stood for, and as a result 
destroyed. I thought Ben was pretentious, and though I loved spend-
ing the seemingly endless supply of  money we had access to I hated 
the fact that Ben had no concept of  being poor and what it was like 
to truly struggle. For every expensive purchase I couldn’t help but re-
member my mother’s heart breaking at the times where we couldn’t 
afford the rent, her car payment, or the class trip I wanted to take 
in school. We always eventually got a long fine, but it wasn’t without 
the heavy heart that comes along with being broke. Ben didn’t be-
lieve happiness came from money, and he would know, but I didn’t 
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necessarily fully agree. Regardless I felt spoiled and lazy, how could 
I not? Now it was months after we left Asheville for Florida and our 
house was magnificent. We had a screened in pool, a hot tub. We 
had three bedrooms, two and a half  baths, one of  those tubs was a 
Jacuzzi and it was separate from the two headed shower a few feet 
away. This particular bathroom contained an office in the back; Ben 
said it was so that when his mother had wanted to soak her feet on 
vacation his dad could be present while completing his work.

Our living room was huge, and depression is relatively comfortable 
when you are not moving off  of  a leather coach happily located 
in front of  a fifty inch plasma screen TV. We even had an elevator, 
though Ben convinced me that this was because the person living 
there before had been paraplegic.

What the fuck more could I have asked for?

I suppose it was through living in Florida, and being with Ben, that 
I realized Ben was right; money could buy just about anything, but 
certainly not my love. Certainly it could not buy that. And that was 
exactly what led me to that guest bedroom in my home town sitting 
across from Lucas.

“I swear I put it somewhere,” Lucas said. He was pulling the futon 
away from where it had been standing. “It was right here!” His 
search went on for a few more minutes before finding the joint he 
was looking for. 

“Ready to go?” he asked. He was smiling widely at this point. Che-
sire cat smile with an even bigger appetite, and now I was smiling 
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widely too.

“Yeah, I am ready.” My voice was a purposeful half  whisper. Lucas 
knew it, and he offered his hand to help me from the floor I had 
been sitting on. I accepted and pulled myself  to standing, using his 
assistance. We were facing one another now, and he kissed me, and 
I let him. I would be lying to say that I didn’t like it, because of  
course I did. I liked him kissing me, and I liked my Xanax prescrip-
tion, I liked the alcohol we would inevitably drink, and I liked that 
with Lucas, always with Lucas, I was comfortable and free.

I’m ready, I thought. I am ready.

…And I was ready. I was ready for just about everything, except the 
fact that in just a few days I was going to leave this and return to 
Ben and upstate New York and our townhouse with our two cats. I 
would inevitably have to walk back into that townhouse on Park Ave 
with three and a half  bathrooms, our three bedrooms, full basement, 
and our living room with fold out chairs. We had yet to buy any 
furniture though we had been living there for months, and our home 
still felt as barren as our marriage. 

Yes, I will tell you I was ready for just about anything except for an 
excruciating goodbye and returning to all of  that.

Savannah Victoria Argounova
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Savannah Victoria Argounova
T h a n k  y o u . 
We’re all in this together.


