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THE FRUITS OF
OBSESSION Diayn Day

“She worked. I paced.
She tapped her
keyboard. I tapped on
a tabletop.”

H is voice was strong and
bold and rang with life.
He strummed his guitar

and sang in the crisp accents and soft
vowels of Mexico, and the sound was
like a tropical sunset in copper and
gold. Then—suddenly—he was
gone. The spell was broken. The
movie was over. I knew I’d never see
him again.

But he came back! Two weeks later!
The year: 1945. He was younger than
I remembered, lusty and forceful, cute
even in shades of black and white and
arrogant in the way of handsome
young men. He was the eternal loner,
the unconquerable, dominant cow-
boy with a dare in his manner that
challenged a woman to tame him and
promised she’d fail, no matter how
desperately she tried.

I wasn’t fooled, not a bit. I was the
one he was waiting for. I knew it in-
stantly, the first time I looked into his
eyes, so compelling and defiant, so
longing just for me. But when would
he sing? When? I waited…and
waited…and just before my patience
went snap he swung the guitar
against him (ah, lucky guitar) and
strummed a chord. I slid along the
carpet, silent so I wouldn’t interrupt
him, closer and closer, my eyes never
leaving his. I stopped three inches

from the TV. He was a little blurry but
he was mine. An earthquake wouldn’t
have budged me from that spot. A vol-
cano directly under me wouldn’t have
budged me.

Songs floated across the decades,
caressing like silk against my cheek,
warm like ermine, as spirited as a
young colt, soft as a scented breeze.
Okay…you know how it goes. I was in
love. Head over heels. Joy and energy
burst from his voice like summer sun
through threatening clouds, like cas-
cades of brilliant, golden June light. I
grabbed my recorder just in time—and
then he was gone.

I played that recording for days, two
little songs, over and over, snippets that
gripped me until it became important,
urgent, to know this man. What was
he? Where was he? I had to find him
and tell him of the enchantment in his
voice. I had to tell him that never had
there been a voice so beautiful in the
entire annals of voicedom. Never had

dark eyes been so compelling, so long-
ing just for me…

I guessed he’d be in his seventies by
now, retired in Mexico. An abuelito,
mobbed by adoring grandchildren
and living graciously in a sprawling,
colorful hacienda hung with piñatas
and surrounded by horse corrals.
Maybe he still sang. I would write to
him, one whole page in leftover high
school Spanish and he would under-
stand. He would understand that I
loved him.

The city library was open. I sprinted
to the desk and gave the clerk his name
and nationality. Anything, I begged,
anything you can find. She worked. I
paced. She tapped her keyboard. I
tapped on a tabletop. She finished—
finally—and handed me a single piece
of paper. I grabbed it. Photo? Review?
Address? No. NO! The clerk saw my
face. “I’m sorry, honey, that’s all I
found.” I scoured it for a loophole. It
wasn’t him. It couldn’t be. I just found
him! It couldn’t be true! But it was. He
died in the fifties. I never had a chance.

I should have stopped, gone shop-
ping, gone anywhere. But I didn’t. I
had to know. I had to bring him back
to life. I raided shelves for more infor-
mation—magazines, books, anything
that would talk to me. Six movie re-
views from the thirties told me he was

First Place, Creative Non-Fiction
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no Oliver. Another obituary: cirrhosis
of the liver. Damn! The idiot drowned
himself in alcohol. Shot his voice to
hell with a shot glass. I was furious.
How dare he throw himself away like
an empty pint flask before I ever knew
he existed? I swore at him, big, hard
words. Then I took a deep breath.
Okay. He’s gone. No hacienda, no
piñatas, no letters in leftover Spanish.
You can’t bring him back. Mellow out.

But I couldn’t mellow out. I
couldn’t! The less info I had, the more
I had to have. Movies, songs, wives,
girlfriends (probably dozens), favor-
ite cerveza, mother’s maiden name—I
didn’t care. I had to know anything,
everything.

Hah! Finally an obit with chops: he
married a spitfire movie queen in the
last year of his life. He died in L.A.

and the president of Mexico sent a
plane to bring him home (my guy had
clout), but the movie queen wasn’t
impressed. Emotionally, grandly, she
dismissed the president’s plane (ex-
treme clout), chartered an airliner and
flew her husband back to Mexico to a
huge outpouring of public sorrow.
And the spitfire? Devastated,
propped up at the funeral by two men,
limp, a rag doll, grief-stricken. Of
course she was. Who could doubt it?
Clout or not, she was still a woman. I
understood perfectly.

Smugness cheered me up a little. I
knew he was magic, now I knew he’d
been a star. He was coming alive—I
was personally resurrecting him—
but I needed more than death notices.

By John V.  Aragon
Marigold
Watercolor

Continued on Page 6
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“He loved her. He
believed in her. He
lavished everything on
her.”

I searched university archives for old
Mexican newspapers. Nothing. I de-
voured the New York Times newspa-
per index. Two entries, more obits. The
man lived and died in obits. It wasn’t
enough. I needed more. I called book-
stores that never heard of him. I
searched encyclopedias. Nothing. Eu-
ropean encyclopedias. Nothing.
Magazine indexes. NOTHING! Obits-
obits-obits. I was going nuts.

I left the university, ran back to the
city library. Something-anything-
something-anything. I muttered.
People stared. I prowled the shelves
where Spanish-language biographies
lived, one end to the other, ink-black-
ened fingers smearing index pages,
searching for any reference. Then I
started over. People made room for me.
I looked dangerous, wild-eyed, over-
the-top. I showed my teeth. OUTTA
MY WAY! THIS SHELF BELONGS
TO ME. Grrr.

I ran back to the card index. Must
have missed something…must have
missed something. Cards buckled un-
der my fingers. Then I saw…could it
be…? Yes! His name. His name! His
name! Right in front of me! On a card!
In a title! In a book! Was the book
there? I galloped back to the shelves.
Ripped out a volume. Threw it aside.
Ripped out another one. Where is it??
Suddenly…quietly…there it was.
Light brown, slender, ordinary. Right
number, right title, right name. I stood
like a stone. I couldn’t believe it. But
there he was. I found him. I FOUND
HIM! I pulled him off the shelf and
hugged him. He was in Spanish, but
he was a little book and I had a big
dictionary. I could do this. I carried
him to the desk and checked him out.
The clerk smiled at me. She knew
amour when she saw it. He rested on
my lap all the way home. Carefully,
so I wouldn’t drop him, I carried him
inside to where I lived. This is where I
live, I said. Bienvenido.

I placed him gently on a soft pillow.
I’ll be right back, I cooed. I’ll just get
my dictionary and slip into something
comfortable. I had him. He was mine!
Al fin, tue eres mio.

This was fun. I learned he had il-
lustrious forebears: war heroes, mili-
tary generals, and his father’d been a
professor. (I hoped he wasn’t too up-
per class for me.) He studied opera
when he was young (too snooty, but I
forgave him.) He ditched opera
(yippee) for a career as a pop singer.
He was a chica magnet (no surprise
there). He made a bunch of movies
where he wore tight charro (cowboy)
suits and always got the girl even
though he never really wanted her. He
was cute and smart. He headed the
labor union he belonged to and started
another one right from scratch. He
even had a social conscience—he
founded a home for the aged! (I felt
humble.)

I also felt impressed with me. I took
a dim figure from the past, gave him
life, made him real, made him mine
por siempre…

A year after he married a pretty little
actress who had his daughter, he fell
hard for a sexy, wicked woman. He
left his wife and moved in with the
GREAT INGRATE. He stayed with
this maldita mujer for ten years. People
didn’t like her. People didn’t trust her.
They whispered about her. He
wouldn’t listen. He loved her. He be-
lieved in her. He lavished everything
on her. She starred in his movies,
shared his fame, shared his money.
One day he came home early from a
business trip. On purpose. She wasn’t
expecting him. He wanted to surprise
her and stop the rumors—but he

found her in the arms of another man,
his friend. (The conniving, evil [bleep]
cheated on him! In his own house!) I de-
cided to go to Mexico, find the nurs-
ing home she was in and shut off her
oxygen.

It was a hard blow. He sank into a
depression, dove into his work (it’s a
guy thing), didn’t sleep, didn’t eat,
smoked too much (any smoking is too
much). But he didn’t drink. He got
sick but not from a shot glass. La Ingrata
couldn’t turn him into a drunk.

After he lost his cheating lover he
recorded torch songs so sad and per-
sonal I understood instantly what he
was saying. The poor dope wanted
her back.

Eventually, his life improved. He
found the tempestuous movie queen
who’d adored him for years, married
her, made a couple of movies with her
(they had great chemistry), made his
last movie with her. The charro and
the spitfire were happy for a year.

Warning: If you translate, drink cof-
fee. Stay awake. Stay alert. When
things go bad, shut the book. It’s the
slo-o-owness of wading through sen-
tences that’ll get you, the need to pull
out each word, to plod back and forth
in the dictionary, find the translation,
write down the meaning. It’s repeti-
tive, hypnotic. Each word leads relent-
lessly to the next. Suddenly an inno-
cent-looking word SLAPS you awake
with a meaning that shocks you. The
entire meaning of a sentence hangs on
that one word—and you’re trapped.

He was dying. I stood by his hospi-
tal bed and watched him die, inches
away from him, helpless. The slow
motion, sinking-through-quicksand
inevitability, the heavy certainty of
where it would lead—and I couldn’t
shut the damned book. I couldn’t stop. I
knew what was coming and I couldn’t
hurry. I…could…not…hurry. I sat in
a comfortable chair with pillows all
around me and sucked up his real-
life pain and sickness and the last
minutes of his life like a vampire. Ev-

Continued from Page 5
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ery second with every word, I watched
him die—trapped.

I remembered hearing a strong voice
create bold images of golden sunsets.
Now, overlaid, was an image of that
voice stopped forever as blood gushed
from his ruptured esophagus. Once, I
sighed over dark, arrogant, defiant
eyes. Now, superimposed, was the
vision of his eyes at the end, leaking
the fluids that overflowed his ruined
body. A handsome, compelling man
once filled my imagination and now,
with the turn of a single page, a pho-
tograph of the bloated, coffined real-
ity. I chose to forget the first movie I
saw him in. It was his last. He died a

few months after he finished it.
It was over. I sat back, numb. What

happened? Was I possessed? Was I
haunted? How did I get involved with
this dead guy in the first place and
why didn’t I stop when I had the
chance? This is what I know: A
stranger from the past moved into my
imagination, and the perseverance
that brought him back to life and made
him real became demanding and com-
pulsive and assaulted me with an ug-
liness I wouldn’t forget. That’s all I
know, except for one other thing. The
fruits of my obsessions had always
been free—and this time I paid.

By Kimberly M. Middaugh
Oxygen
Silver Gelatin Print
First Place, Photography
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By Carol Smith
Time Stands Still
Pen & Ink/Colored Pencil

WWWWWINTERINTERINTERINTERINTER
BBBBBEACHEACHEACHEACHEACH     ATATATATAT
SSSSSUNSETUNSETUNSETUNSETUNSET
By Mellisa D. Sawyer
Third Place, Poetry

Shallow silver peaked with foam,

Crested cliffs that crumble low,

Earthen pine meets salty brine,

and frigid air does blow.

Masters of the sand domains,

Fortify with sticks and shells,

Yells of delight fade with the light,

drowned in the roar of the swells.

The breath comes up against the land,

The sun dips low to bend,

The sigh pulls from the lips to die,

lifted away with the wind.
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Survivor Pot
Second Place, Ceramics
(On left)

By Don Fethkenher

Timeless
Third Place, Ceramics

(On right)

By Arti Goulatia

Vase with Lid and Handles
First Place, Ceramics

By Don Fethkenher
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HENRY
By Audrey S. Paterno

Awarm glow blooms in Jane’s cheeks as she
steps out of the comfortable classroom and into
the evening chill. She hugs her notebooks and

folders against her chest, her journal closest to her heart
for safekeeping, and begins to walk the mile home. The
sun is setting and as night takes over chills run through
Jane making her muscles spasm with pain. She’s quite
used to it by now.

She makes her way to the main street that leads to her
apartment complex, searching for the girl who sits three
rows away from her in philosophy class. Usually the girl
is reading on a bench next to the student lounge.  Today
she’s nowhere to be seen.  It’s probably too cold even for
her.

Jane walks past the student union, pausing to look at
the small coffee table near the atrium window where she
would sit across from Henry, comfortably eased back in
the beat up old couches that surrounded the well-stained
table. She rarely got to spend such concentrated time with
him, their friendship always being somewhat awkward,
but when there was a chance to sit in his company and
write side by side with him, she leapt for it. It had been too
long since their last rendezvous.

She reaches the street stopping to wait for the crossing
sign. After an impatient beat, she turns and continues to
walk the broken sidewalk on the college side of the street.
The diner is only a few blocks down on this side of the
street and she’s been debating whether or not to check for
Henry. Most likely he’s sitting in the corner booth with his
usual social discomfort, smoking cigarettes and drinking
coffee. Black coffee, he always drinks it black. She noticed
it the first time they had coffee together at the coffee shop
near his apartment. She had bought his second cup and
when she brought it to him with sugar packets and creamer

he thanked her and then neatly and nonchalantly stacked
them together in the center of the table. That day she had
begun to study his movements, his meticulous little hab-
its, until the smallest moments they shared seeped into
her dreams.

A truck driving by honks at her, bringing her eyes back
into focus on a backlit sign. She’s almost to the parking lot
of the diner. Scanning the rows of cars and trucks and
vans, she finds his beat-up, blue, Toyota truck and smiles.
The parking decals on the windshield give him away. Her
face pales and as the smile fades a lump grows in the
depth of her throat. Henry has been anti-social for a rea-
son.

He’s fallen into a low that she’s never known anyone
other than herself to have. When they do find time to talk,
he talks of death and the ever-haunting contemplation of
suicide. His eyes have begun to drag with lack of sleep
and he’s lost weight for lack of eating. But the worst of it is
the pacing, back and forth, back and forth, all the while
checking his pulse. The carpet in the living room of his
apartment has begun to wear thin.

A few weeks ago Jane sat on his couch watching him.
He mumbled about his heart, its quick, irregular beats,
that seemed to assure him that death was coming for him.
He rationalized suicide with wanting to skip all the sus-
pense of waiting for his body to give out. It took every drop
of control she had to keep her distance and simply watch.

He should be calmer in the diner. Jane crosses the park-
ing lot and stops at the entrance. She hasn’t seen Henry
since that day in his apartment. She needs to see him,
make sure he’s okay. She tries to smooth out her hair but
the breeze is working against her. Inside, the warmth per-
meates her skin.

He’s sitting in the corner booth as usual.

Honorable Mention, Fiction



2005 TRAVELER               11

7 Cycles
Conte, Charcoal, and Pastel

By Raquel Royong

He stares into a world no one else sees and lets his coffee
cool. Jane shivers slightly and pulls the sleeves of her over-
sized hoodie down over her hands. Jaw locked into a
crooked, forced smile,  she approaches his table and stands
at the end of it, pulled far enough back that a server passes
in front of her.

“Hi.” She squeaks a little as the word disappears into
the chaos of the late night diner. Only his eyes turn to hers
and a sad smile creeps into his cheeks. For a moment noth-
ing happens.  They stare at each other, uninterrupted by
the life that continues outside them. She motions to the
bench seat on the opposite side of him, and with his nod,
sits down with a bounce.

“How are you?” Her smile fades and the corners of her
eyes age. She knows the answer to her own question.

“Alive.”  The pencil in his hand shakes, his other hand
raises to his neck, fingers searching for a pulse. She slumps
forward, hanging her head over the table, closer to him,
her arms and hands cached beneath the orange laminated
wood, perspiring silently out of sight.

“Still checking your pulse.” She doesn’t know what else
to say. She empathizes, but she can’t tell him that, she’s
tried before and it always makes him even more anxious.

“What are you up to these days?” His arms relax on the

table, but he sits with his spine twisted into an idea of the
double helix. Her eyes twitch across his face.  She wants to
confide in him, tell him about her fight with Charlie. Her
lips are wet but she licks them and chews on the corner of
her bottom lip.

“Nothing really. School, work, writing, the usual. I’m
working on a screenplay. There is a character I think you’d
like. He’s mostly you. Or at least how I see you. I named
him Patrick.” She relaxes against the seat cushion and
begins to play with her hands, studying their lines. She
spoke too quickly.

“Really,” he mocks her. “I’d like to read it sometime. Are
you almost done?”

“No, I’m just working on the scene synopses right now,
but when I’m done with them I’ll let you read it, if you
want.” She wants to make it perfect first. He has never
seen her as a worthy writer and more than anything she
wants his respect.

“I’d like that.” Again, the smile, but this time it doesn’t
fade.

“Have you been writing?” She looks over her hands
and into him, her shoulders slumping just a little bit lower
as his eyes touch hers. When he looks away she keeps
watching him, her body swaying like a young tree in a
light breeze. He’s not smiling anymore.

“Some.” He goes back to his journal, reads a few lines,
fixes something, and reads it again. The breeze between
them changes and she can feel his attention wane.

“Can I read something?” She holds her breath, but
doesn’t notice. He flips through the pages stopping to read
as he goes, distracted by the arrangement of words he has
scrawled out. She waits, beaming with a hidden smile.

“There really isn’t anything new.”
“So let me read something old. I haven’t read them all.”

Continued on Page 12
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Untitled
Silver Gelatin Print

Honorable Mention, Photography

By Jenna Moody

“She can feel his eyes on her,
following her as she picks herself
up and gathers herself together to
leave.”

She put her hand out, waiting for the book, but he pulls it
toward him shaking his head. A sigh escapes as she ex-
hales.

He lays the book flat and begins to write something on a
new page. She watches him, then opens her own notebook
and finds a blank page. She begins to write, “My dearest
Henry,” and thinks better of it, crossing it out, then black-
ing it out completely into a two dimensional box of ink.
She looks up at him writing, oblivious to her presence.
Writing him letters has only ever caused
trouble.

She chews on her pen cap, bewitched by his
concentration. He stops for a moment and
checks his pulse, then sips his coffee, all the
while reading what he’s just written, and then
continues with his flow. Her eyes follow his
hand as it shakes across the page. She memo-
rizes the flaws in his fingers, the small patches
of dark hair between his joints and his knuck-
les. Her clear blue gaze focuses on each of his
dark brown eyes one at a time, going back and
forth over his face until she knows she could
see him in the dark.

“What are you thinking?” His voice makes
her sit up straight and she refocuses on his
eyes that are now looking back into her. He
noticed her zoning again.

“I should probably go. I have laundry to do.”
Her eyes are glistening and getting heavier as
she speaks. “I’ll call you tomorrow.”

“All right.” He looks concerned. “Are you
going to be okay?” She wants to stay, to an-
swer him honestly, but she knows he’s just be-
ing nice, that everyone knows those words in
moments like this.

“I’ll be fine.” She smiles, trying to laugh, but a halfhearted
noise drops out instead and she loses to a frown. “I’ll talk
to you later.”

“Okay. Bye…” She can feel his eyes on her, following
her as she picks herself up and gathers herself together to
leave.

“Bye.” A half covered hand hidden in a black sleeve
gives a quick little wave, her eyes meeting his before turn-
ing around. Time skips a beat; she turns back around and
kisses his cheek lightly breathing in his scent.

She doesn’t look at him before she turns around and
heads for the exit.

As she pushes through the swinging door her eyes blur
and overflow, softly staining her confidence, making the
lump in her throat throb, her lungs still recovering from
the strength of his grip. Her sleeve smears the ache and a
deep breath reassures her that her pulse is still there. As
she walks past a window that displays him like a paint-
ing, he looks up to see her. She smiles and keeps walking.

Continued from Page 11
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We push past the crowd of smiling faces
Commandeer the swings
Once we are on we can
Fly
We go higher, pump harder with
Legs
Sculpted by years of walking to mediocre jobs
Running
From school, running from home
Chains
Pinch our hips that bore children, or tried but
Couldn’t
Holding on, squeezing with
Hands
That have been soft, have been calloused, have been
Held
Toes towards the sky now, our
Feet
Have felt hot saliva, been scorched on asphalt, blessed on foreign
Dirt
Carried us back together to
Childhood
On this overgrown sawhorse of swings
That slows
As leaden feet
Reach
For stable ground

Jasmine Rae Hobin
      First Place, Poetry




