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     Save The Crumbs is an independent ‘zine written, designed, 
assembled and distributed by a handful of people in Mankato. We 

started this publication because we felt the spirit of “do it yourself” was 
lacking in Mankato and the surrounding areas.

     Save The Crumbs is a collection of writings, musings, opinions, 
reviews, observations, artwork, and basically anything we want to print. 

Save The Crumbs is the true spirit of D.I.Y.
     No corporate advertisements. No corporate pressure. No creativity-

stifling forces. No “The Man”.
     So, grab a copy of this thing and show it to your friends. Lend it to 
people. Make copies of it at your place of employment. Get the word 

out. Be inspired. Make your own ‘zine!
     If you have any questions, comments, advice, or want to submit 

something… send e-mail to savethecrumbs@gmail.com.
     If you can’t secure your own copy of this issue, go to 

www.savethecrumbs.com for online versions of every issue. 
Also, don’t forget to join our Facebook page.
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     I’ve got it all wrong.  Moving away 
from the Midwest has changed me.
If not for a post on a social networking 
site, I may still be lost and my focus over 
the holidays—I mean Christmas—would 
have been wasted on reconnecting with 
family and friends.  
     Thankfully, I was able to spend the 
holidays—I mean Christmas—as I should, 
bitching about minorities and their traditions edging in on my Holy day of gifts and 
candy and, if we sit in the balcony and leave after communion, an hour of church.
     My scrooge like conversion begins with a posting and related thread pertaining to 
an elementary school holiday—I mean Christmas—party in Albert Lea, Minnesota.  
The parent of one of the kids, a former high school classmate of mine, proclaimed that 
she was attending a Christmas party, going on to write, “Yes you heard me right, a 
Christmas party.  No more of this Holiday party crap.”  
     A couple of other parent/former classmates of mine chimed in, echoing the former 
parent’s righteous indignation like bells heralding the birth of yet another (Christian) 
angel, ranting about the public school’s attempts to steal Christmas, much like an 
institutionalized Grinch, and replace it with holiday parties that acknowledge many 
different traditions.  (Christian) God forbid.
     Months of big city hubbub, encountering people from almost every inch of the 
globe practicing just about every tradition known to existence, distracted me from the 
fact that there’s barely any diversity in small-town Minnesota, and what little there 
is quickly becomes marginalized or assimilated by entrenched locals. I forgot that in 
small-town Minnesota you could write ethnocentric posts on the Internet without fear 
of debate or dialog or reprisals, because there is no one in small-town Minnesota to 
call you out, barring a handful of wacky bleeding heart progressives, but they don’t 
matter.  We’ve got numbers.  (Come to our Tea Parties if you don’t believe us.)   In 
small-town Minnesota you can have a Christmas party for your entire school, because, 
apparently, you are not part of the world at large and have no interest in becoming one.
     Diversity creates conflict.  This is true.  As someone who experiences it on a daily 
basis I realize this, but diversity also creates awareness, acceptance, and can lead to 
peace.  But I almost forgot, Christmas isn’t about peace and reaching out to those less 
fortunate or different than ourselves, it’s about digging a moat around our Christmas 
trees, falling in line with the neighbors, and fighting off the heathen hordes and their 
backwards traditions, ignoring the fact that Christmas itself displaced a longstanding 
tradition practiced by many called the Winter Solstice.    
     Thank you, former ALHS alum, for showing me the true meaning of the holidays—
Christmas.  (Christian) God bless us everyone (Christians).

Once again, Thoroughly Surly is here to answer all your 
questions and make sense of the mysteries of the universe.  

This month…  Christmas



“Eyes Of Far Away” by Terrie Iverson



From The Desk of Juston Cline...

     I started the evening 
in a rather peaceful, light-
hearted mood, looking 
for some relaxation and 
fulfillment. It was January 
1st. The day was sunny and 
bright, with promises of 
beautiful adventures and new 
experiences. All the bullshit 
that comes along with New 
Year’s Day. I was feeling 
pretty good, surprisingly. 
The last year has been filled 
with what felt like endless 
turns down dark alleyways, filled with evil sorts lurking in wait for your arrival to 
take advantage. But today, I was riding the tide. I was joining the masses and their 
ritualistic promises of self-preservation. Onward to my path of peaceful cleansing…
     I started to pour my bath. I lit my new candle and closed the bathroom door on my 
way out as to trap in all the heat. The sound of the water filling the tub inspired me to 
fill a glass with ice, accompanied by gin with a splash of tonic, and grab my shortwave 
radio inherited by my long-past grandmother. I remember as a child tuning in stations 
from around the world, listening to Bruno Brookes broadcast on the BBC. I decided 
to try to conjure up some old memories and plug in the shortwave in the bathroom. To 
my dismay the shortwave of the ‘70s didn’t much feel like picking anything up from 
my bathroom counter, other than Top 40 country, which I have no emotional ties to. 
On a whim, I think of my new fangled cell phone/GPS/camera/Weather Channel/TV/
Google machine/mp3 player which I happen to have some music on. So off I go, my 
tub is piping hot and waiting my arrival. My gin is cold and going down smooth. I 
set off the latest creation from the Flaming Lips called Embryonic and start to dip my 
limbs into the scalding water. It’s a beautiful experience of pain and soothing slumber 
once you settle in water that hot. I keep it so hot that it’s almost unbearable to move. 
Within minutes my gin is gone and the album has me on an adventure. The adventure 
started grand, but quickly churned up memories of things better left untold. It is true, 
like most, there are skeletons in the closet. I could feel the anchor. I tried to pull out, 
but unfortunately the weight of it all was too much. I decided to ride it out…  
     My lovely evening went down another path unseen by my naked eye. After an 
immeasurable amount of time, I awoke in an empty, cold, dark tub with nothing more 
than my tears to keep me afloat. I must have moved the small rubber cover over the 
drain without knowing. Lying in the empty cold tub only one thought came to mind. Is 
this what heroin addicts end up like? I pick up the pieces and gather my wits. A quick 
dry and I head to the laptop to start writing. I must turn this into something positive. 
Whether this is positive or not is undecided. What I can say is what I always do. Love 
your life, even the shitty parts. It’s funny how happy you usually feel after a good cry.



The Man on the Street
by Joe Eggen
     So the other week I went to the local street (advertising) parade, 
which had the best floats done by some local companies like Best Buy 
and Target. I was shocked at the end when we didn’t get to see the best 
float of the parade done by Wal-Mart…  Oh wait; there was no float, 
just some people walking on the road. About three quarters of the way 
through there was a part where the local LEEP (Leisure Education for 
Exceptional People) came through and made a good high-energy boost 
from the advertisers in front of them. They had people on a truck and 
riding a ‘float’ of sorts behind the truck and had people running around 
and dancing on the street behind the ride.
     Now I took notice of this section of the parade most because I have 
a handicapped child, so I was interested in what this group was about 
because I’ve been around this area and never heard of LEEP before. I 
looked at all the people on the ride and saw nothing but smiling faces 
and people having fun. Then came the “street walkers” part of the group. 
There was one man in particular who was dancing around to his own 
rhythm and I could see others around the street were secretly laughing at 
him.
     This actually made me really feel kind of sad for those people 
laughing at him because those are the people who will actually feel 
things in their life. By this I mean that the man dancing, he knows 
happiness, and since I have a handicapped child I know my son is almost 
always happy. He’s never really ashamed of the things he does, he won’t 
understand why people point and stare at him. My son, just like this man, 
can dance in the middle of the street to the beat of his own drum and not 
give one damn what anyone else thinks of him and if anything is freedom 
I say that is freedom. That is a freedom these other people pointing, 
laughing, and staring won’t ever have in life because I don’t think they 
are the ones that really understand. They won’t ever be able to have the 
freedom that these LEEP people do, and for that, these people have my 
pity.
     I just want people to actually think about what they are doing. I want 
people to understand more and not just point and stare and laugh because 
when you get down to it, and overall, they may be handicapped, but who 
probably has the better and happier life?



Priority Number One
by Zachary Zoet

     With so many activities 
to keep a person busy in 
contemporary times, losing a 
job and staying unemployed 
might challenge most people.  
Instead of keeping methods 
to maintain idleness to 
oneself, share them.  Men 
and women of all ages must 
suppress their telos (their 
purpose in life), and remain 
unemployed from the field of 
their pleasure at all costs.  A 
new telos indoctrinated into 
the American public will loosen the drive to succeed from their grip.  
     A telos of an apathetic, purposeless, zombie-like existence will 
make angels of lazy, dirty, uneducated heathen.   In this bliss-like 
state, men and women will raise children of their own stock or the 
stock of others.  Scientifically reproduced in a womb of a laboratory, 
the children will merely develop few of the original five senses 
cherished by countless generations of human families before them.  
Identifiable officers will bestow these kids to couples joined together 
by a Marriage Matrix.  The strange will live among strangers who 
are strangers married to each other.  Will love exist after generations 
of these zombie kids are pulled from the genome?  One hopes not.
     First, in the opening stages of the human  telos decomposition, 
adults must behave in accordance with certain activities which 
were deemed appropriate by the Holy See, like during the Middle 
Ages when the world burned.  These activities include gestures 
discouraging intent.  These gestures generally appear anti-social:  
Not shaking hands, use of psycho energy, sexual abuse of men 
during teen years, segregation of gender and physical violence.  
Emotional mistreatment will work when the abuse happens early 



on or after a point when the recipients may no longer describe what 
happens to them.  Men and women who are forced to mistrust one 
another will not continue to procreate.  This will make exactly the 
right time to begin genome manipulation in human reproduction.  
Men and women will begin to recognize small versions of 
themselves (children) in places outside of the home, but they will 
find themselves powerless to explain what they see.  The New Telos 
will begin to take hold.
     Next, after basic discouragement, any thirst for social interaction 
must satisfy those who use the Internet on small computer screens.  
The ones who use it may only make acquaintances with images 
of people in unknown, unverified places.  Being under the visual 
control of the Internet will ease and relieve more strongly-willed 
folks from their critical thinking skills.  They will begin to stare at 
each other during the meat meal which will be held six times a day, 
at home and in industry.  Families will stare into the eyes of one 
another while they dine.  The meat will be held in the hand.  Because 
the steak will come from the county laboratory instead of the federal 
slaughterhouse, good hygiene will no longer necessitate cooking it.   
     Dry goods and perishable items must remain locked away in 
storage.  Those who require tasties will show identification for 
access to tasty treats.
     Ethically, these ideas are not far off.  Clearly the most good 
will benefit the greatest number of people when these ideas are 
instituted, or put in place.  The New Utilitarianism will acquiesce 
future generations of “humans” by easing them, forcefully, into a 
zombie-like state which they will maintain themselves.  The children 
of the age of New Telos will slip away from vice and malice like an 
avalanche on a mountain side.  Of course, the generations between 
may feel the pinch, but one may put down resistance if necessary.  
In the New Utilitarianism, the New Telos will hit America:  Priority 
number one.  Obviously accomplishing these objectives appear 
merely a matter of time; the seeds have been planted, beginning with 
the Biological Revolution of the 1970s.  Unemployment can turn 
people to a cultureless blob, impossible for simple humans to fight in 
any way.



Stable Drama
by Sarah Turbes
    When I was little, my grandma gave me a nativity set. It was a Sears model 
with a decoupage backdrop of the desert glued to the interior back wall of the 
stable of wise men on camels and a bright star guiding their way. Everything 
was illuminated by a night light looking bulb and on the side was a wind up 
music box that played Silent Night. There was a nail near the moss covered 
roof for the angel and her cardboard star. We had the whole gang: Mary and 
Joseph, the three ethnic looking wise men, the shepherd who held a sheep, 
two little sheep, a donkey, and a bull. Then there was the little baby Jesus in 
his manger. Jesus was quite large. Come to think of it, he was bigger than the 
lambs. 
     My favorite part of Christmas preparation was unwrapping each figure 
from the rough tissue paper they had originally been wrapped in. I proceeded 
to put them in their proper places, as pictured on the top of the box. It was 
kind of like a month long church Christmas pageant and I was the perfectionist 
stage mother telling everyone where to stand. The first couple of days I would 
“look and not touch”, just gazing at my nativity scene. I wound the music box 
and was patient enough to listen to every tin-sounding note. This brought me 
more joy than any other decorating. We never put Christmas lights outside and 
we never got a tree. Ever since I could remember, we had always had a potted 
pine with long soft and spindly branches. Because heavy ornaments would 
slide off and fragile ornaments would be broken by the cats, we always put 
on the same wooden cut-out Christmas shapes and symbols that my mom had 
purchased and painted in college. Along the way, I had embellished some of 
them with crayon.
     As Christmas approached and I became tired of re-opening my advent 
calendar windows and I was asked to stop shaking presents and “accidentally” 
ripping small segments of wrapped presents, I focused my attention back on 
the nativity set. I continued to wind up the music box, but this time I would 
force it to go faster and I would sing along to a sped up “Silent Night” like 
some maniacal child of the woods. I also started to move all the figurines 
around and created a dramatic scenario.
     It started out with Mary, Joseph, the wise men, shepherd, and the angel 
going out for a walk. The livestock was in charge of babysitting Jesus. When I 
decided that livestock probably couldn’t do much for a baby, I would leave the 
angel or the shepherd behind. The shepherd wasn’t my favorite so he didn’t 
get the opportunity to look after the baby all that often. The angel, on her nail, 
couldn’t do much, but I created a “fed up and jealous angel”. See, the thing is 
that the angel loved Joseph and she was jealous of Mary. Sometimes the wise 



men loved Mary, other times they weren’t part of the play. When Mary and 
the gang went for walks I bundled them up in my arms and took them into the 
other room. My mom had some sculptures that I friend of hers had made in 
college. They are representative of the North Dakota plains and the nuclear 
missile silos. (A very ‘70s thing, I imagine). The sculptures were perfect 
for the walks because they had little dips and peaks. I, of course, was not 
supposed to touch the sculptures, but got past my mom a couple of times.
     Back at the inn, the angel, jealous as she was, would put Jesus on the roof 
(courtesy of me). Because I had added pillow stuffing for snow, he would be 
hidden under a fluffy pile of acrylic-poly blend sheeting. Mary and friends 
would come back and be terribly upset because Jesus was gone. They would 
sit in the stable and pace back and forth. Sometimes they blamed the livestock, 
other times they blamed the shepherd. The angel, of course, was an angel. She 
was not a suspect. In fact, she often blamed the wise men. Eventually, Jesus 
could be heard crying (voice provided by me) and the angel would confess 
everything. This was my Christmas drama. Every year for a couple of years.
     As the years passed by, the figurines broke down a bit. One wise man lost 
a foot. One lost a nose and looked frightening like an old time syphilis case. 
The cardboard star eventually ripped and the moss became unglued. We either 
lost or completely broke the shepherd. When my mom was trying to sell our 
house someone told her that St. Joseph was the patron saint of real estate. She 
thought it wouldn’t hurt to try so she buried him in the boulevard. He’s still 
there even though we’ve been gone for over 15 years. My mom recently gave 
me the nativity set to keep at my house. I set it up last year and it still smells 
the same. I still think that Mary is beautiful and that Jesus has too rosy of 
cheeks. The wise man without broken parts is the stand in for Joseph. The light 
bulb was replaced several years ago by a blue light bulb, which I like because 
it makes it look more like night. I have looked online in hopes of finding exact 
replicas of the 
figurines that 
I’m missing 
and have often 
considered 
getting a newer 
nativity set, 
but I can’t and 
won’t part with 
it. I think it’s 
perfect as is, 
dysfunctional 
memories and 
all.



Glen Ullin 
by Harris Burkhalter

     Thirty-five years ago, my parents ran out of gas in Glen Ullin. They were 
on their way from their home in Minneapolis to Seattle, the long haul between 
the Upper Midwest and the Pacific Northwest through the great expanse of 
open land between them. It was the middle of the night, as they were intent 
on being at their destination in time for dinner with relatives the next day and 
so were burning the midnight oil through the wheat fields of North Dakota. 
Unfortunately, the old van they were driving was too and gave up the ghost 
before they could pull off the road to one of the infrequent gas stations along 
that stretch of highway. The nearest town was some place called Glen Ullin, 
population eight hundred. This was ten years or so before I was born. 
     A few years ago I also made the long car trip out to Washington State with 
a few friends. We began in the late evening, driving west out of Minnesota, 
and entering the seemingly endless tracts of landscape between the Twin Cities 
and the next major population, Spokane. We had thousands of miles to go, and 
were trying to make it without stopping to sleep, to save a bit of money. We 
began boisterously, playing the “ABC” game through the familiar roadsides 
south of St. Cloud and arguing over what music to listen to. We thoroughly 
enjoyed the freedom of the road and excited for the prospects ahead. When 
the sun dipped under the flat expanse of prairie as we zipped through Fargo 
each of us soon began to give into the silence of introspection. That, or simply 
sleep.
     The inner historian in me (four years of research on a history degree 
making its mark) pondered the significance of this route in my mind. I didn’t 
talk about it, knowing that few of my friends shared my interests in the history 
of roads and also that talking would seem out of place in this mood, a mood 
that appeared to have taken everyone in the car. There is a certain feeling, 
a clarity of thought that is particularly evident at the beginning and end of 
trips. Reflections upon what you have seen or are about to see and the new 
things that await you at your destination as well as your starting point lead to a 
variety of feelings. We were following the same trek as the trains that James J. 
Hill stamped down on the landscape in the late nineteenth century, its revenue 
building him the biggest house in Minnesota and inspiring F. Scott Fitzgerald’s 
desire for wealth, driving him to be the most famous writer ever to come out 
of St. Paul. The old “Empire Builder” line, now part of Amtrak still makes the 
trip but most now rely upon the individuality of the highway to the community 
of the train. The means of transportation have a great effect upon the evolution 
of a region; is it an accident the Hill based his empire between the two coasts 
that define culture in this country? New York on one end, Seattle on the other, 



the Twin Cities providing that middle connection, last city of the East Coast, 
first city of the West Coast, and all that. I felt as if I was completing one half of 
a circuit, the energy of travel filling me with contemplation. 
     I tend to measure my life in terms of travel, organizing the major periods, 
events and memories around the trips I have taken through the years. Post-
Washington, DC for instance, I would be starting my senior year in high 
school. I finished graduate school just before my Europe trip, and was ready 
for a celebratory vacation. My mother and father had instilled in me a great 
love for travel, and we went on a long road trip every other summer vacation 
or so, which provided me a framework of exploration to punctuate my daily 
routine. Travel is distinct from everyday life, making each separate experience 
a bordering zone between two portions of memory, before and after. That first 
night, as we barreled down the highway towards Seattle, I began drifting into 
drowsiness and I had no way of anticipating that this would be among the 
most transformative journeys I would take.  
     My parents had only been married for a few months when they took to 
the road for Seattle. They were still getting used to living together and doing 
everything as a couple. This would be their first long vacation together, and 
they were visiting one of my mother’s eccentric great aunts in her house on 
Puget Sound filled with books and bottles of home preserved salmon. My 
mother and father still look back upon this trip to this day, repeating the stories 
of getting lost at the creepy Craters of the Moon National Park late one night 
or visiting Pike’s Place Market after closing time. It was apparent that they 
regarded this time in the early period of their marriage with a lot of affection. 
It was only natural that I would want to follow their example, follow the path 
that they had left. This was among the first road trips I would take without 
their guidance, free from parental influence. It would be trip into my own 
future.
     I had just finished four years of college, studying history in that vague, 
theoretical sense to which practitioners of the liberal arts occasionally 
succumb. Now it all seemed so abstract. I had no idea where I would go in 
the next year, what I would be doing, who I would be. Absent-mindedly I 
went about the days before leaving planning for my Seattle trip, while I night 
I worried about what I would do after. The only thing I really knew then is 
that I was in a car with my friends, traveling across the country to a certain 
destination. I knew what my plans were for the next week or so, and the drive 
through the darkened world was the first step to get there. Unlike my post 
college life, my trip was planned out and concrete, and I knew where I was 
going. At least, that was what I thought at the beginning of the journey. Events 
would prove to be a little different, though, for both the trip and my thoughts 
for the future. 
     There is something retrospective about driving along a highway late at 
night, well, for the passengers at least. Drifting between sleeping and waking, 



Glen Ullin Cont’d...

landscapes barely visible in the darkness, it can feel downright ethereal. There 
are no streetlamps along the highways, only the occasional headlights of 
fellow travelers or the occasional farmhouse or convenience store. Where are 
you? You often don’t know, you may feel adrift in a sea of darkness. All you 
know is that you are going somewhere. In this way, it was not unlike how I felt 
about my life at that time. I guess that everyone in the car that night fell victim 
to the same quiet, pleasant dreaminess, including the driver. Suddenly, she 
discovered that the old Honda was running on fumes; she fumed herself when 
she realized that she had let the gas go perilously low; we were in the middle of 
nowhere, not yet past the border into Montana. Pulling off the highway, we took 
the exit to the nearest town hoping to find a gas station before the engine petered 
out. Some place called Glen Ullin was the closest town and we made for it.
     In the dead of night, Glen Ullin was nearly as dead. The only life appeared 
to surround a tiny bar in one of the old, low slung buildings along the main 
drag. The first gas station was so old the pumps were not equipped with credit 
card slots, and it was closed to boot. We couldn’t stop there. Soon, jokes that 
we would be spending the night on the side of the road waiting for the police to 
check us out so that we could request gas from the gas station became a genuine 
fear of an uncomfortable night of delay.  Fortunately, we found a new, modern 
gas station on the other side of the highway, just as the car was beginning to 
slow down. It was closed at this hour too, but its pumps could dispense gas with 
the swipe of a card, even at three a.m. Gassing up, we left Glen Ullin relieved 
and ready to continue along the road to Seattle.
     As we started up again, the discordant tones of a Sonic Youth cassette 
providing ambiance for the early morning darkness of the prairie, my thoughts 
again turned to life. We had avoided having our trip interrupted unexpectedly. 
How quickly things can creep up on you, I mused.  Like the vacations in which 
I planned all the intricate addresses, attractions, hours of operation, admission 
fees, and restaurants to make the best of the trip, if I wanted to do something I 
should do it. I’ve always been indecisive, except about my interest in traveling. 
There, in the middle of the night, in the middle of nowhere, I decided to start 
living my life. I returned with a new vigor that helped me begin my journey to 
my own dreams, albeit one which has not ended.
     It was a great trip, and a great prelude for the most interesting portions of 
my life. While I still often wonder where I am going, I only have to think back 
on that night, the half visible landscape rushing by the car windows. We didn’t 
find out about my parents stop in Glen Ullin till we got back. I thought it oddly 
significant that we both were waylaid in this tiny town at two very different, but 
each very significant times in our lives. Mere coincidence? I am sure, but still, 
humans are hardwired to see patterns in random chance, and I have to wonder 
what this pattern means?  



Newspaper Hero
by B.W. Isles

Headlines scream what a hero you are.  I don‛t see it.
You did not “save” me.  That cloudy grey suit I was wearing was meant

to be the one I‛d die in.  Until you brought me down.

I‛d be ash by now if not for you – Fogged over by the 
mourning of a family that loved me.  The feather in your cap should be

shoved up your ass.  Now I‛m dying here in my smoky prison.

Heroes don‛t stop men with grey hair and a cane from jumping.  
They accept it.  This goddamn world doesn‛t need misguided heroes.  It 

needs bridges, liquor and a concrete trampoline.

I read that your family is so proud of you.  They should be – 
it isn‛t often that people accidentally ruin lives by saving them.  You‛re not 

my friend.  You are my antagonist, my villain, my antichrist.

So, now I sit here while the cancer takes my lungs wondering if I
should get my headstone ready.  All eyes on me now – no privacy.  I‛m less 

than mice, dirt and weathered wood.  I was saved, but I want death.



Father Told Me
by Jennifer Miller

You don’t just smile at everybody my father told me
as we were standing under a tree in the middle of the city.

You need to be careful, he said, flushing dark red
And I couldn’t have disagreed cuz I didn’t understand at eleven.

He took me by the hand and led me away.
So I went, sent the man I smiled at a look of confusion,

coming to no conclusion under this stranger’s gaze.
It is unfortunate when we become a display and when

the whole world seems to rest on your breasts.  
At some point though, a girl learns to be careful.

An awful tradition of survival started a long time ago.
So fast forward a year, I steer my broken bike home on its flat tire, 

all the while looking down at my tits, which I no longer feared,
more like souvenirs of puberty.  

Privately I was a pioneer of my body, discovering new nations every day.  
Publically there was a shoddy attempt at ignoring the big 

pink flags popping out…all over.
My body was stopping for no one and

I had begun to think of it as a separate entity from my mind.
Without a feeling of identity, I was disinclined to connect body to my brain,

feigning disinterest in its burlesque showing, 
knowing the relationship worsened by the day, 

prompting me, sometimes, to refer to my physical self in the third person. 
So she steered her broken bike home, much like one would with a flat,
And wasn’t really aware of where she was at.  Because she was twelve.  

See coming up on her right was a family in front of their broken down home
planted in a broken down yard filled with chrome and she barely registered,

attention adhered to her thoughts and dropped the image of father, mother and son
as just one image, unaware of the scrimmage she walked into, 

the stare of the father, glare of the mother, an air of disgust from the son of a—
which is to say, she wasn’t even there physically, a naïve Eve 

who didn’t know she was far too allegorically bare to be there.
See he says to her, yessir, sure wouldn’t mind a ride on that bike with you.

She didn’t like the attention.  Still, had no comprehension of the undercurrent,
had never delved into where he was at.  

Because she was twelve.
So the child….smiled.  
And the mother said.

Eyes dead cold.
Oh yeah, she wants it.

The three of them laughing still haunts me
today, because as I hurried away, I was suddenly aware

I was naked.



AM Radio Saved My Mind
And Over $500

Oct/Nov 2009.  I’m turning the dial on an old friend, a 29-year-old 
radio, searching for the World Serious.   WHB out of Kansas City has faded to 
scratchy static while another station from somewhere slips through the ether 
and bleeds into WHB’s frequency at 810 AM.  Two for one ain’t cutting it when 
I’m trying to imagine myself sitting a few rows up from the Yankess’ dugout.  I 
can no longer distinguish play-by-play announcer, Jon Miller’s voice from some 
talk-radio pissant’s rant.  I turn the dial farther right, remembering a station out 
of Toronto, somewhere around 1100 that’s been airing the series.  

It’s not so much the Yankees-Phillies match up - what’s it called? the 
turnpike series? - as it is simply baseball.  Baseball on the radio.  Baseball in 
sound only.  Baseball’s slowed-down filling my down time.  Baseball transfig-
ured into a theatre inside my head where I pull aside a curtain to discover a 
set of memories.  I pull out the images of my experience.  

I smell popcorn and hot dogs and spilled beer and cigar smoke.  I hear 
trash talk from the foul mouths of buzzed-up twenty-somethings.  I see green 
grass and bright lights, white stripes and massive ads, tank tops and cleavage.  
And yeah, I know what Ryan Howard’s schnoz looks like.

Toronto fades in and out and frustrated I toss aside the book I’m trying 
to read and twist the dial again, this time left, to to the hinterlands of AM radio, 
the 600s and, if necessary, to the 500s.  Oh, the desperation.  I start thinking 
about cable TV.  

I’m listening not watching because I dumped my cable about eight 
months earlier.  Feels good.  At least pretty OK.  I read more, sleep better, find 
new ways and means of laziness to fill the void.  I save a few bucks and avoid 
the blitz of buy, buy, buy.  But the World Serious plays on without me and the 
constant search for a clean radio signal is disconcerting.  I can’t even depend 
on good ol’ American AM radio.  It’s one thing not to blog, twitter or spend half 
of each day on Facebook, but desperately seeking the big game and finding 
little more that static is depressing.  I’m feel like I’ve been left behind.    

Or maybe I’ve taken an important step toward enlightenment.  Right.  
I’ll going to sign up for cable again when the Winter Olympics come 

around.  That, I want to see.  
Maybe I’ll write about some of the events...a rematch of Finland and 

Sweden in Men’s hockey?  Lindsay Vonn racing down a cliff on skiis...Shawn 
White using a snowboard in lieu of wings...or maybe I’ll skip TV altogether.  
Open a theatre.

John Maiers



Photos: 
Above: “Lending A Hand” by Amy Mars 

Below: “Excuse Me, Princess” by Dustin Wilmes



Photos: 
Above: “All That Glitters” by Jenna Hiniker 

Below: “Bright Idea In A Boring Place” by Brian McEvoy
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