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When | fully absorb che psychic’s words, T become worried. as | picrure
Brandy relay to Emima information from the other side. Slandermus
infermarion, Warch aur thar bisch doesn'e nan vou over, she's a terrible
driver, Tips on how to manipulave me inw giving copious amounts of
dog biscyirs, Be really good srownd Chrisomas, ifsa great time for
Ercats

I wonder whete Bramdy reides. | assume she is in heaven - d:-spl[-:h:r
mischievones behaviour she was  loyal, loving companion. Perhaps
Brandy resides in a parallel aniverse - a squirned hell, dog heaven.

Afrer the pﬁ_!-'u'hil.' cupetence, | rn5=r|:| Ermma i a different manner
Sometimes she rests her head on bt paws as she looks off inio space.
Het eyes glaze aver. She appears hvpnotized by a sty dog biseuit. 1
heave seen this expression on her face before; however, | have never
thoughr anything of it unsl the paychic visic My feer move up to
Emma. Her epes are glassy. ver intene. “Hey Emma.” [ sy, "How's my
liede doggy doing?” A loak of annayance is seen in her eyes as her
gums grip back, exposing her teeth in an expression which indicares
irvitation. | touch her head and stoke her ears. Finalky, she smiles 2
slight smile, as her one and & half inch call wags back and forth, slowhy.

Stolen ldentity
By Sarah Alban

Fm mot lstening ve Dean Joies ik aboan tattos aover-ups. That's
becaime someone is behind him, wislding 3 needle

"BEITELLTTL

Dreanowns 2 cateoo pador, somesfhing [ haven' visited since peming an
I B-vear-old's firsr echellious ink. The smisous vibrarion coaming from
hehind him is crushing the silenoe In the room and paralyzing me with

a familiar soand rack:

"BELFLEITELEE. (Panse) "BEAFFFTIFTEE " (Pause )
"BEERER IR

The needls o angporis me back Bve vears, o a black denria’s chair in
the Chicagn sulsurbs, whese & tatvoo artist peeled a purple szencil off
the back of my neck, jus below my hairline, As 1 gaped Inmo double-
mirors at che ﬁmﬁnﬁiﬂ, 1 warched afl m}'i-nhuppmﬂmil;iﬁ APOF-
iz | asked him o move e stencil lvwacr, where na one could s= i
before sinking the needle inte me. He cheaned me off and kwered the
eraitsfer below my collar, chaugh | sught ro have recognized the
implication of that decision then: Dhan't JEE & ERLton et

But if I'd been thar wise, [ wosldn't have this sty

Asking to lower the tareon likely explains the shoddy workmanship |
received. Artists want to showcase thelr work, after all. And | bove my
shoddily inked tacoon; 3 mounsd black Sagiccarius arching an armow
toward my left shoulder while a vellow sear glimmers above s
right-hand sheulder. The design openced hself to endless interpretas
ticwns, s [ could tell people the Sagimarius meane "Protection,” or
“Sarength,” or "Fighting evil.” or "Hunting for wisdom,” or any other
Improvisetion on the archer theme that jumped from my mind o my
lips, [ ypically ended with, "It's who [ became when | ormed 18"

Thiat was a total lie. | didn’t believe in :.'n'nﬂug'_u. I"d never pead a

hﬂmm:rp: thar wasn't forced on me. That S.tgiua.'riu: lrved in :|1n|:|1'|r.|g_-
ness. I exisced bess than nhhilism does.
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It sar om my neck o stare conversations, wnd even that was pushing s
purpose. I'd only wanred ink, And thas ruse about identifring whe |
wis? That stopped working in January 2001 anway.

Hold the flowess,

Januzry 2011 browghe news of 2 possibly reorganized zodiac, and for g
while sociad-redia anc tattoo sies suggested astrological tacioos had
been suripped of thelr menings. A newspaper | had never heard of, s
Minnesota Star Tribune, began populasing the Invemet with 2 repon
that the Western zodiac opcle was keeping alive skics kg dead. The
aars had for millenni (and longer} been realigning inte modem
seasonal schedules, the anide said, In the @ttooed communiog these
of us who had inked one of the 12 spmbols oneo our bodies blinked
the articles E‘w'i'n_;nn oarr sereens A lar,

The optinnises asked, "Whar's my new ;iEn?'
The pessimist asked, "Wha am [ now?”

The realists inhaled. They swallowed. They exhaled, They "Hum™ed
ayulecly, Finally they said, "It that
someshing?” and walked away from their compnsters,

[ belonged o the third group, though [ faced a particubar challesgs
“What do I dowhen 1 tattoo that meant nodhing ro me suddenly
meant nething o anyoae else, eidher?”

By stripplag my meningless mooo of meaning, | danesay someone s
given it msaning,

A dermarelogist cin remove a witeo by bursting s pigmentation e
particles with a high-tech bscr. After a fow sessions, the atton
dissipares. Some "afrer” shots look so clean thar drawing a freckle on
the unblemished skin is necessary o ressore: jts humanicy,

Bue char doesn't always work. Sometimes, though rrdy, the skin mels
and pinches into red-blemished valleys thar resemble meleed cheese.
This |Iﬂh|]]:r Ever h;i:pﬂu.. bt the ir.nn.gu af whar skin loals like whes
it does leech ontoe the brain ance they' e boen Googled

Back v Dean's bumiey parlar, *l hope chas persan,” 1 thaugha, “really
Wit that oo,

My first eareon had subfered a clumsy unveiling five vears ago. ['d Fehed
For explanations to the Arst question, “Why?" Bur a ramion was so rane

among my age group that most my friends responded o my surrering
b ignoring it and speeding vo ask, "Did it hues”

Mo, I siid, this withowt stuntering, | didn't weep, wince, or whine
gering it

Some say getting a tarvos feeds like being pinched. They leave our rhae
it feels ke being pinched ... and pinched and pinched and pinched
People who've gotwen tatioo removals say that procedure feels like
being slapped. | don't know whar they're leaving out, but T suspect
-'I:Hei:rhﬁ, u|=|_:||:ux1 and 5|a.|:-|'r|:|:| andd shppad and dappﬂr rouches on whas
they mean, Knowing what "pinch” meuns would deter me from
grming the "daps” even IF the laser-removal price rag hadn'e Brse.

Dhean's videe p:.lllzd me back.

"Whar are you thinking of covering ir up with?®* he ashs.



Don Quisace,” | sy,

Bur he's spindly.

Dlean Jooks unhopeful and says, "Usially when we do a cover-Lp, we
do something more—ouganic.”

"Flowers®™ [ saw.
"Yeah."

Floveers. The warer ol artwork. Subiecrs so elustering canvases they
hardly draw conemplation, So lush, lavish, and lively they pur the
brain to decp. Flowers, Clichéd to the extent there's Brrle o 2k about
them you wouldn't already know, Well, My body has enoigh warer,

“Thanks, Diean,” Fsay, "Il be in towch."”
Light my fre,

I've lefe Diean for another oo rdse. | oouldn't stomach explaining
why reducing my tatean 10 Aowers nauseared me, so 1 Bed. I the new
tarioa pader. Dean's voice suck in my head ke an old Jover's, When

| open my eyes, needles have appeared in front of me, [ could still hear
the bursing of Dian's paror

The tartoo artict eansherred o purple srengil onto my back below my
~agirarius, and | did she deuble-mirror trick. This stencil oiitlined a
hand, lwdding a match o the Sagirrarius’ Feer. The masch wasn't .

“Thar'll come later,” this guy ssys. He laaks tristwarthy, Like some-
onc's beasen him around the country 3 few times, sa he kmrws w1
dupe peogle. And my alternatives, gerring laser-sdapped or covered in
Hervwers, irighten me. At leass 1'd already survived the pinches ance,

In an howe, he'd lir the Sagitarius on fire. Nexr rime an sstrologist trics
ta tell me my carron means noching, Ull polat e the flame. Tell him 1
alreaddy solved char dilemima, bur thanks kindly for the update. Sure, T
claimed a forcign symbol as my own, I injecred one seraight nto my
blotd stream without really understanding ies meaning or histary, |
didn's realive acher people had a say in its interpretation, Bur | never
lex rhat sop me from recksiming it once that challenge had been ser,
Jarrons last forever, yes, but their permanence i only surface-level. The
bioad beneash them tuns fasr, They change as much as the wearer,

Red Clouds of CIiff Island by Dermy B, Marshall

Dhon Quinate is a ficvional chasscter known far his idealistic ambithomns.
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First Generation
By Srephen Borrp

We are the children of sviles

rised in the land of ouer fachers’ dreams

but calling heme the land of theie susager.,

W sing their songs bur with our accents,

we play our music bus with cheir style,

Within our homes they have recrested

the Land they left, froeen as it was bur never wil
And ouitsisde our door 2 strange new world sl

They pushed us ooward,

the ald shepherd skills so long imbibed

noew wsed 1o guide their sans 1o a bercer life.
The greenhoms call us narrowhacks,

v wealks to struggle and serive as they had o do
made weak by the sacribce they mads

in order ro allow us ro be weak.

Bur they marvel at whi we have become

while lamenting chat we are slipping from their

And yet the starched white collar chafes

in wiys they cannot understand.

The concrete, glss, and steel

fotm a cage they cannor see.

Chuking and confined we seck o hreak free,
v breathe free the erisp sir

tor wander the far green hills,

the ones they sold o provide a bewer life

for we then unborn.

C
By Stephen Barry

Airing by her hospital bedside

the old man leoked upon his lover's facs,

seeing not the wisps of white hair or the sunken §
instead he vicwed the girl be mer vears before
singing on her front parch as he would walk the ¢
Using the secree shorthand chey developed years b
when we nervous and unsure ro say whar they el
He kissed her forehead and whispered “C

The one lotser they had wsed 10 mean so musch.
CAring, Comern, Commitment

Looking up, she saw nor the weathered fearirss
buc the boy who was sa shy and afraid so TNy pe
kicking stomes and booking down,

while his dog napped st their feer,

With Rding hreathe she murmared (",

w3 — powerful, mysteriows, unchareed and unkno
"L he responded, 5
the eternal ves, the positive, the afismative of Life.
Wirh a final smile she gasped “C7,
lowe continues, love is consram.



