
  

 



  

 

Calliope 
 

A collection of artwork, poems, stories, 
and reflections by the students of the 

University of Holy Cross  
 

30th Anniversary Edition 
2019-2020 

 
Calliope is the muse  

of heroic and epic poetry.  

 
Cover Art by  
Kristi Groue 
Compassion 

 
 

Cover design by 
Matthew Exnicios 

 
 

The Department of Humanities 
 

University of Holy Cross  
 

Sponsored by The Marianites of Holy Cross 



2 

 

 
 
 
 
 

Calliope Staff 
 

Editoréééééééééé...ééé.Heidie Randle 
Art Advisoréééé.éMrs. Ann® Stackel Laurendine 
Literary Advisor..ééééé..Dr. Claudia Champagne 

 
 

Literary Club Officers 

 

Presidentééééééé..ééééé.Heidie Randle 
Vice-Presidenté...ééé...ééééLindsey DiFebbo 
Secretary/Treasureréééééééé....Jasmine Ezeb  
 
 
 

Literary Club Members 

 

Lindsey DiFebbo 
Jasmine Ezeb 
Payton Haddican 
Erin Krause 
Will Luton 
Janay Major 
Haydee Ortiz 
Heidie Randle 

 
 
 
 
 



3 

 

Table of Contents 
 
A Note from the Cover Artist  4 
 
Letter from the Faculty Advisor 5 
 

 
Creative Writing 
 Authors 
Michael Cooper    7-10 
Jon de Silva    27, 32-39 
Lindsey DiFebbo    27, 32-39 
Jasmine Ezeb    40-42 
Payton Haddican    43-47 
William Luton    48 
Janay Major    50-54 
Haydee Ortiz     55-56 
Carol Wilson    58-59 
 
       

Artwork 
 Artists 
Aubrey W. Burns    6 
Skylar Fontaine    29-31, 56           
DeôIveon Foy    49 
Kristi Groue    cover, 4, 57  
Mariya Jaufre    11, 28, 36 
Sharon Kim    39, 42, 49 
Erin Krause    11 
Maria Perez    28, 47 
Caleb Richard    57 
Alexis Valenti    36 
Caity Whittington   22, 26 
  

Acknowledgments   60  
   
      
  
 
 



4 

 

     Compassion  

A Note from the Cover Artist . . . 
   

 When we think of Mary, we think of devotion, 
compassion, and self-sacrifice. I didn't give her a face 
in my painting because I feel that it invites self-
reflection this way. The absence of an already defined 
expression gives more opportunity for reflection.  Mary 
is a figure that we aspire to become more like (as       
Jesus's mother, she was his  truest follower) and also a 
figure who lives inside of us already. 

Kristi Groue 
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A Letter from the Faculty Literary Advisoréé 
 

 This is a special edition of Calliope for two   
reasons.  First, it marks the 30th anniversary of the 
publication of the very first edition of Calliope in 
1990, which was also the year I began teaching English 
at (as it was known then) Our Lady of Holy Cross  
College as an adjunct.  Dr. Mary Doll was the first   
faculty advisor, and she oversaw the first ten issues.  I 
became the full-time English faculty member in the 
year 2000, when Dr. Doll moved out of town.  So this 
is my twentieth edition!!  Wow!!  The years have     
certainly flown by, with so much literary and artistic 
talent showcased in our annual publication. 
 Second, this is the first time in its thirty years 
that Calliope will not be published initially in print 
form, as the booklet so many of us look forward to  
seeing and reading at the end of each Spring semester.  
Due to the COVID-19 pandemic and the physical shut 
down of the UHC campus, a print edition will not be 
possible until the situation changes.  Even in 2006, the 
year after Katrina, the magazine was printed, just a few 
months later than usual.  I promise it will be printed 
just as soon as it can be.  But, thankfully, we do have 
the means to publish it electronically.  So it is being 
sent out to the UHC family by email, and it will be 
posted on our website and on social media.  As difficult 
as this extraordinary experience of social distancing 
has been, it is made more bearable by our ability to 
stay in touch virtually.  For that I am truly grateful.  
 I am happy and proud to present this yearôs  
magazine in celebration of our studentsô amazing     
creative achievements. 

Enjoy!! 
 Dr. Claudia Champagne 
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Aubrey W. Burns 

Peace 

 

Hope 
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Memorium 
 

       This is a story about a girl who lived until she died. She 
lived in the normal sense of the word, like the way puppies and     
flowers and humans do. She died in a very special way, like the 
way saints and angels and empresses do. Here is her journey.  
      She was born in a chaotic bloody splash much like all of 
us, but for her this splashing was in a living room, under water 
while her mother labored in an inflatable kiddy pool. While she 
was being squeezed through the narrow bones of her motherôs 
pelvis, her father hovered close by. Her brothers played on the 
floor with trucks and ninja turtles next to the tub, wondering if 
they should be afraid of all the commotion or just excited about 
their new baby sister. The midwife oversaw each step of delivery 
wisely and without assistance. The girl came out blue with the 
cord wrapped twice around her neck.  Oxygen rushed into her 
tiny lungs, and life-affirming screams came pouring out as soon 
as the midwife calmly untangled her. Mom cussed loudly and 
then rocked the little girl. Dad was overjoyed and overwhelmed. 
The brothers held her tight against their little naked chests. The 
midwife was exhausted and slipped away quietly once all seemed 
right.  
 Then the family moved to a new town, just weeks after 
the little girl came into the world. The father had seen fit to buy 
them a home, and all settled in with much joy but also some 
struggle and strifeðas accompanies all big moves. The girl grew 
for a bit. Her bald head slowly began showing red curls, and soon 
enough the mother was pregnant with another baby, the final and 
littlest brother of the family. The two youngest grew together, 
inseparable, almost twins. They shared their motherôs milk and 
kept their parents awake for days at a time. The father worked 
hard to support his family, and the mother worked day and night 
to learn the mysteries of this world and the spirit world, while 
still remembering to cook dinner most of the time. As Dad made 
money, Mom crossed the borders of Life and Death. By day she 
kept a house, and by night she tended to the spirits of herself and 
her  family.  Father  dispatched  big trucks  for  a  paycheck,  and  

Michael Cooper 
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Mother listened to the Earth and the Heavens. She taught her 
young ones all she could while learning all there was to know of 
the spirit worlds beyond this one.  
 The children played in the yard that turned with the     
seasons. A great big sycamore tree oversaw their make-believe 
battles and imaginary adventures and all the while observed and 
loved the whole family. The tree dropped her leaves on the house 
in autumn, stood bare and watchful all snowy winter, burst bright 
green in spring, and shaded them with big wide leaves that would 
dapple the hot summer sun. The kids grew and swung from the 
simple swing their father had hung from the tall branches of the 
great big tree. They raked and played in the fallen leaves.  They 
made snowmen under her careful winter gaze. They plucked 
flowers in the spring. In the summer they picked tomatoes and 
broccoli from the motherôs garden, mowed the lawn sometimes, 
and caught fireflies in the warm evenings.  
     All this life and learning progressed, until one peculiar day 
when the little girl was sick and told her mama that she had been 
hurt. She told Mom that the grown-up neighbor had touched her, 
that heôd kissed her like adults do and told her not to tell anyone. 
The mother and father got sad, they got angry, then they got sad 
again. The two of them vowed to do what they could to make 
things right, and the mother remembered her own pain caused by 
grown-up men when she was a little girl. As fast as they could, 
they sold the house with the big tree where the children had 
played imaginary games and had also been hurt beyond sense. 
The mother and father dug deep into their courage and imagined 
a new life, in a new placeðfar from the painful memories of that 
house.  
 And so it was, the family moved again.  They flew across 
the country and found a magical land right by the ocean. This 
place had big trees taller than you can imagine, and wide-open 
pastures, sandy beaches, warm rivers, and lots of healing. The 
children continued to grow in this new special land. They played 
in the forests and the high grasses. The father continued to work, 
and the mother found a whole new way to support her family 
with all the mystical knowledge she had studied. They all moved 
to  a  beautiful  farm  that  supported  the  life and love the family  
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shared, this time under the sentinel eyes of a great cedar tree, 
which guarded them unconditionally.  
  I digress, this story is about the girl. Her life went on. She 
was touched by coastal fogs and heavy rains, by stolen sunlit  
moments and swollen full moons that turned the pastures silver. 
She played with ducks and rode horses, she collected warm eggs 
from her chickens, she petted her cats, she was even once     
playfully attacked by an overzealous lamb (who was laughingly  
forgiven for his roughhousing). Her life was beautiful, and it   
unfolded gracefully despite the pain of the past. The young girl 
grew into a young woman, whose fiery red hair and sharp tongue 
were a lesson to all who knew her. She always loved her mother 
(despite their arguments), she always looked after her father, she 
always teased her brothers and defended them ferociously. There 
was another girl she made her friend, a wild child of the wind 
and saddle, and together they formed a bond as close as sisters 
from separate mothers could. All these people she held in her 
heart, and all these people she prepared in a special way for the 
day that she would die.  
 Finally, we come to the end that would only be a          
beginning. On a certain Saturday, when the sun was in the right 
place and the other stars aligned in perfection, this girl chose to 
leave us. She did so with the unwitting help of her littlest brother, 
her beloved twin, her didi. As the girl stepped up into the car that 
would be her chariot into death, she did so bravely and without 
fear (though in her heart she held a special remorse for the grief 
she was about to cause). As she buckled her seatbelt her grin 
shined across to her brother in the driverôs seat. ñAre you ready?ò 
she asked him. ñThis is going to be a wild ride!ò  
   With those words a journey was set in stone. The two  
siblings drove through the forests, they wound through the     
sunlight filtered by ancient fir trees, they snaked along the twisty 
roads deep in the woods along a path that paralleled the river 
they had swum in each summer. When the time came, she told 
her didi to take his hands off the wheel.  She demanded he      
release his grip on her, knowing that, truly, he was the only one 
who loved her enough to do so. As his hands lifted to shift his 
grip,  the car swerved.  She  reached out and  took  the wheel, she  
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told him how grateful she was and that he would be okay     
someday. When the car twisted and flipped over the railing, she 
was serene. The ceiling connected with her beautiful skull, and all 
the universe spilled out from her fractured body. Stars and      
rainbows and blessings and her own sweet sacred blood poured 
forth, drenching her brother in love, soaking and sanctifying the 
land where she fell. The girl guarded her little twin. And as the 
car stopped rolling (caught in the embrace of a majestic young 
redwood tree), her spirit finally slipped off into heaven. On her 
way out, she paused to bless the land that beheld her passing, 
stopped a moment to kiss her little brother once more, soared up 
and above the clouds to hug her parents, stood in one brotherôs 
kitchen to tell him she was done, and then flew across the ocean 
to tease her oldest brother one last time. Her death happened    
suddenly and gracefully. It was perfect and holy.  
 The girl shed her body like a snake. She fulfilled her final 
wishðto usher in a new type of love for her family and the whole 
wide world. The trees and bushes and grasses, the river and the 
soil drank in her holy blood as sacrament. Her sacrifice washed 
everything clean. The family was left to endure the breaking.  
They cried and moaned and missed the girl every day.  But she 
fulfilled her purpose. She sees her family always from the land of 
spirits, that same land that her wise mother learned to travel to so 
long ago and then passed that knowledge on to her husband and 
children. 

     So her story ended, but then it only truly began. This girl, who 
lived like a human but died like an angel, finally started her real 
lifeða life with wings that fly her around the universe. A life 
with a heart now big enough to encircle the world.  

Michael Cooper 
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Jon de Silva 

The Note 
 

Savannah Vargas stood in the hallway near her class, making 
out with her boyfriend, Justin Dalton. They had been dating for a 
month now. They were students at Whitney High School, she a     
sophomore and he a senior. 

ñI hope Iôm not disturbing you!ò a voice yelled from   behind. 
They jumped. 
It was Mr. Franklin, Savannahôs biology teacher. ñHow many 

times do I have to tell you two? No PDAôs!ò He pointed to his      
classroom. ñNow Savannah, get to class. And you, Justin, shouldnôt 
even be in this hallway.ò 

ñAw, come on, Mr. F.,ò Justin said. ñWeôre not doing anybody 
any harm.ò 

ñYouôll do harm to your discipline record if you donôt go to 
class immediately. Now get a move on.ò 

ñOkay.ò Justin waved to Savannah and blew her a kiss. 
ñSee you at lunch.ò She blew him a kiss. 
The class would be a long fifty minutes. She started to write 

down the class notes from the chalkboard and stopped. Writing those 
notes would take forever. She thought about Justin for a moment and 
continued her task. 

After calling roll, Mr. Franklin discussed anatomy terms and 
the upcoming project of dissecting a frog. Justin told her they tried to 
dissect a pig in Miss Abrahamôs class one year, but it turned out to be 
a big mess. Miss Abraham decided from then on, they would only  
dissect frogs in Biology. 

Savannah couldnôt get into the discussion about anatomy. It 
grossed her out too much. Thinking about Justin was more  interesting. 
According to the wall clock, there were only forty minutes left until 
lunch with her boyfriend. 

Twenty minutes later, she finished writing her notes and got 
out another piece of paper. She drew hearts with arrows through them 
and wrote things like SV+JD 4-ever in them. 

She started to write a list of things to talk to Justin about when 
she heard, ñSavannah? Savannah? Earth to Savannah!ò 

She raised her head. ñWhat?ò 
Mr. Franklin glared at her. ñWhatôs the answer to number 

five?ò 
ñNumber five of what?ò 
ñNumber five of your homework. Stop daydreaming about 

Justin and pay attention.ò 
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The class laughed at her. 
ñDo you have the answer, Savannah? Did you even do your 

homework?ò 
Savannah blushed. ñI did my homework.ò She got it out and 

found the question. ñUh . . . the answer to number five is the spleen.ò 
ñThatôs correct. Please see me after class.ò 
She nodded, and he went on with the next question of the 

homework assignment. 
Mr. Franklin kept an eye on her for the rest of class, ready to 

call on her if she started to daydream again. The bell rang and she went 
to his desk, dreading what he would say. The rest of the students left 
the room and he returned to his desk. 

He sat down. ñWhatôs the matter with you, Savannah? Ever 
since you started dating Justin, your grades have dropped. Do your  
parents know?ò 

ñNo, but you saw I did my homework.ò 
ñYou did, but you need to pay attention in class. I know some 

of this stuff is gross and boring. I was a student once. I remember what 
it was like. But if you want a good grade in Biology, you have to pay 
attention and do your work. You know that.ò 

ñYes, sir. Iôll do better.ò 
ñI know you will. A smart person knows to balance what he 

has to do with what he wants to do. You need to find that balance. It 
will serve you well in the future.ò 

ñYes, Mr. Franklin.ò 
ñOkay. Now go to lunch.ò  
He watched her leave the room. 

                                    ǅ ǅ ǅ 
Savannah got her lunch and sat next to Justin. The salad line 

was usually short on pizza day and she wanted a salad anyway. 
He grimaced at her lunch. ñWhy do you eat that green stuff? 

You need to eat a pizza with extra peppers. Itôll put hair on your 
chest.ò 

She watched him revel in his pizza. He covered it with a thick 
layer of parmesan cheese and pepper flakes. She smirked. ñI donôt 
think youôd like me with hair on my chest.ò 

He thought for a moment. ñTrue. I wouldnôt.ò He took a big 
bite and said with his mouth full, ñYou want some?ò 

ñUh, no. Iôll eat my salad, thank you.ò 
They finished their lunch and had time to talk. She thought 

about what Mr. Franklin said. ñHow are your grades?ò 
ñFive Côs and one D. Miss Hamilton says I have a terminal 

case of senioritis and have gotten lazy. You donôt think sheôs right, do 
you?ò 
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ñMaybe. Do you want to go to college?ò 
ñIôd like to, but my parents are too poor, and my job doesnôt 

pay enough to cover tuition. I donôt know if Iôll even be able to go.ò 
ñIf you get good grades, you can get scholarships along with 

those grants.ò 
ñI donôt know. My grades before this year were pretty good, but 

even if I bring them up, I donôt know if itôs enough.ò 
ñI want to go to college, and I plan on getting good grades, so I 

can get those grants and scholarships.ò 
Justin held Savannahôs hand. ñOne thing I do know is I like 

being with you.ò 
ñI like being with you, too.ò She moved closer to him. ñI know 

your friends are making fun of you for not going all the way with me. I 
appreciate you for not trying. I think we have something special that 
goes above sex.ò 

He nodded. ñI think so, too, Savvy.  Donôt worry about the 
guys. I can deal with them. Besides, theyôre not getting any either, so 
they have no room to talk.ò 

When there was only a couple of minutes left before the bell, 
Savannah asked, ñWhatôs next?ò 

ñMiss Hamiltonôs English class. We had to write a paper       
yesterday about what we would want to say if we met an older version 
of ourselves.ò 

ñOoh, I like that topic. Can you imagine us meeting an older 
version of ourselves? Would we still be together? Would we be       
married?ò 

ñI donôt know about that, but I do know I need to bring my D 
up in that class.ò 

The bell rang to end lunch. Savannah and Justin hugged and 
kissed, then went to the stairwell by the main office. They hugged and 
kissed again. 

ñCan I call you after work?ò Justin asked. 
ñSure.ò Then Savannah went to class. 
The rest of her day dragged on. The bell finally rang to go 

home. Before leaving, she decided to go to her locker to gather the 
books she needed to do her homework. She strolled down the hall 
thinking about Justinôs English topic of meeting an older version of 
himself. Would they still be together, say, twenty years or so from now? 

Savannah opened her locker and got what she needed. As she 
started to close it, a folded piece of paper fell from the locker to the 
ground. There was a handwritten message on the outside. 

Savannah!!  VERY IMPORTANT!!! 
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Her face went white. The writing on the outside of the note 
was hers. She didnôt write a note like that today, nor had she ever   
written a note to herself. She couldnôt wait for Justinôs call that     
evening to talk about the note to herself. 

The last call before the buses left rang out on the intercom. 
There were a few minutes left before the crowd of students cleared and 
she could walk home. She opened the note. 

Savannah,  Go to Dr. Mooreôs old dentist office now.         
Everything depends on it!! 

The note was also in her handwriting, which made her uneasy. 
This made no sense. What was so urgent? Why did she have to go to 
an abandoned office? Dr. Moore had converted a small house into an 
office in 1976 and worked there until his death last year. The place had 
been closed since then. 

Savannah went outside. The buses had already left and few 
students remained on campus. Dr. Mooreôs old office was a few blocks 
away, and it wouldnôt take her long to walk there. She could peek 
through the boarded-up windows before going in. 

She arrived at the old building and looked back at the school. 
The after-school traffic had already died down. Savannah stepped up to 
the door, went to knock, and stopped. What happened to the boards? 
There were curtains on the windows and a light on inside. She tried to 
see through them but could see nothing. 

ñSavvy? What are you doing here?ò She turned to see Justin. 
ñI thought you were at work.ò 
ñNo, they sent me home as soon as I arrived. They cut my 

hours because business is too slow right now. Whatôs going on?ò 
ñI donôt know. I found a note in my locker telling me to come 

here.ò 
ñSo did I.ò  Justin pulled out his note and showed her. 
It was in his handwriting. He appeared to be as uneasy as she 

was. 
Savannah pulled out her note. 
He read it. 
ñTheyôre in our own handwriting,ò she said. ñWhatôs  going 

on? I donôt remember writing a note to myself.ò 
ñNeither do I.ò Justin folded his note and put it in his pocket. 

ñWe wonôt know anything else by standing out here. Letôs go in.ò 
They went to the door. Savannah lifted her hand to knock. But 

before she could, Justin grabbed the doorknob and opened the door. 
They went inside. The room appeared to be a living room or a waiting 
room. Both the front and back doors were visible from where they 
stood. 
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There was a medium-sized table in the middle with four   
cushioned chairs. The walls were painted a dark green, but other than 
the bright blue curtains on the windows, they were empty. 

An older couple sat in the two chairs opposite from them. 
They were shocked at the sight of Justin and Savannah. 

The older woman put her hand to her mouth. ñOh, my God!ò 
The man said nothing. 
ñCan we sit?ò Savannah asked. 
ñSure,ò the man said. 
The man seemed to have the weight of the world on his  

shoulders. He appeared to have the life sucked out of him. The woman 
had a similar expression. Savannah noticed a couple of light bruises on 
the womanôs face and wondered if the man was beating her. The  
womanôs face showed she had nothing to look forward to except  
heartache. 

Both couples stared at each other. 
ñYou look familiar, but I canôt place you,ò Justin said to the 

woman. 
ñYeah,ò Savannah said. ñWe know youôre not our parents. 

Who are you?ò 
ñYou wouldnôt believe us if we told you,ò the man said. 
Savannah decided to break the ice. ñIôm Savannah Vargas, 

and this is my boyfriend, Justin Dalton.ò 
ñWe know,ò the woman said. 
Justin raised an eyebrow. ñHow do you know?ò 
ñBecause Iôm Savannah Vargas, and this is Justin Dalton,ò she 

said. ñAs crazy as it sounds, weôre you, just older.ò 
ñBoy, you two sure got fat,ò Justin said. 
ñJust wait until you hit your forties, honey,ò the older         

Savannah said. ñYouôll change your attitude.ò 
ñDid you think youôd be a hardbody forever?ò the older Justin 

said. 
ñWell . . . yeah,ò Justin said. 
Savannah pulled out her note. ñDid you write this?ò 
The older Savannah pulled a note out of her purse. ñNo. We 

have them, too.ò 
The notes were the same. The older Justin pulled a note out of 

his shirt pocket that was identical to his counterpartôs. 
ñWhatôs going on here?ò the older Justin asked. 
No one had an answer. 
ñDoes anybody know why weôre here?ò  Savannah asked. 
The older Justin said, ñIôm not sure, but I have an idea. Justin, 

do you remember writing a paper about having a  conversation with an 
older version of yourself?ò 
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ñYeah, I just got it back today. Itôs the first A I got in English 
this nine weeks.ò He pulled out his assignment. ñI put it in my pocket 
to show Savvy later.ò 

The older Justin furrowed his eyebrows and then he dug in his 
pants pocket. He pulled out a folded sheet of paper. ñHere it is. By 
some miracle, it came true, because weôre in our forties now talking to 
you.ò 

They compared the papers. Both were identical, grade and all. 
However, the older Justinôs paper had yellowed with age and the ink 
had faded some. 

Justin scratched his head and put his paper back in his pocket. 
ñWhatôs going on here?ò 

ñOne of us must have wished or prayed we could meet the   
older or younger versions of ourselves,ò the older Justin said. 
ñAlthough I donôt remember doing it, I bet itôs me.ò 

ñNo,ò the older Savannah said. ñI think itôs me. I have a lot of 
regrets in life, including what happened to us.ò 

ñWhat happened?ò Savannah asked. 
ñHow long have you two been dating now?ò the older          

Savannah asked. 
ñAbout a month.ò 
ñIt didnôt last,ò the older Justin said. ñWe broke up after dating 

for three months.ò 
ñWhy?ò Savannah asked. 
ñBecause we were two immature teenagers who acted like two 

immature teenagers,ò the older Justin said. 
The younger couple seemed confused but nodded. 
ñSavannah was the best girlfriend I had in high school,ò the 

older Justin said. 
ñEven better than Daphne?ò Justin asked. 
Savannah slapped his arm. 
The older Justin shook his head. ñYes, Justin, even better than 

Daphne. Is your memory that short? Daphne was fun, but she was way 
too high maintenance. Even at my age, I remember that.ò 

ñWhat happened to us?ò Savannah asked. 
The older Justin smiled. ñI knew youôd be the one to ask that 

question. Talk about young and dumb, Miss Hamilton was right. I had a 
terminal case of senioritis.ò He said to Justin, ñI didnôt think you would 
ask the question first.ò 

Justin flipped him off and the older Savannah snickered, 
ñTypical Justin response.ò 

The older Justin started first. ñAfter that English paper, I took 
your  advice,  Savannah.  I  got my  grades up  and graduated.  I went to  
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college on a small academic scholarship and a load of grants. Thatôs 
where I met my future wife, Brenda.ò He smiled. ñShe was from     
England and had the cutest accent. We graduated with majors in      
Secondary Education and became teachers. We were married for   
twenty wonderful years. We had two kids, both now grown.ò 

ñWhat happened?ò Justin asked. ñDid you get divorced?ò 
Tears formed in the older Justinôs eyes. ñNo. She died a few 

years ago.ò 
Savannah saw him having a hard time talking. ñIôm so sorry. 

How did your kids turn out?ò 
ñThey took after their mother and turned out fine. My daughter 

is graduating from college, and my son is in college now. Iôm so proud 
of them.ò 

ñWhen we first came in here, I thought you two were married 
to each other. Youôre both wearing wedding rings.ò 

ñGood eye, kid, but no, weôre not married to each other.ò 
ñActually, this meeting is the first time weôve seen each other 

since high school,ò the older Savannah said. 
ñWhat happened to you?ò Savannah asked. 
ñAfter we broke up, I didnôt date the rest of the school year. In 

fact, I didnôt date anybody until the beginning of football season in my 
junior year, when I started dating Steven Pollard.ò 

ñYou dated the third-string quarterback? Eeww.ò 
ñHe was second-string when we started dating. Midway 

through the season, Bobby Morris got hurt. Steven became the starting 
quarterback and had that position for the rest of high school.ò 

ñHow long did that relationship last?ò 
ñWell into college. He got a football scholarship to Penn State, 

and I went with him.ò 
ñAnd thatôs when he broke up with you.ò 

 The older Savannah shook her head with a slight smile. ñWe 
got married. I graduated with an accounting degree and passed the CPA 
exam. Steven played with the New Orleans Saints for a couple of years 
and then became the head football coach at Bradley High School. I 
worked for a major accounting firm until my children were born.ò 
 ñUgh, I just canôt imagine that:  me and Steven together.ò 
 The older Savannah grinned. ñYou will. He fills out quite   
nicely junior year. Youôll like it. We were married for nineteen years. 
Both of our daughters attend Whitney High now.ò 
 ñI know Steven,ò Justin said. ñDid he die, too?ò 
 ñNo, heôs still around.ò Then the older Savannahôs face turned 
red with anger. ñJust before I turned forty, he divorced me and ran off 
with  a  twenty-two  year  old girl.  After  he  left, I worked  two jobs to  

Jon de Silva 
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make ends meet. It seems no one wanted a forty-something CPA who 
hadnôt worked in years, and I didnôt have the resources to start my own 
business.ò 
 Savannah wrote on her hand with her index finger. ñNote to 
self.  Never date Steven Pollard.ò 
 The older Justin pointed to one of the walls. ñI donôt think itôs 
that easy.ò 
 A sign hung there that read, Once you leave this place, you will 
remember nothing from here. 
 ñThat wasnôt on the wall when we came in,ò Justin said. 
 ñSame here,ò the older Justin said. 
 ñYouôre both still wearing wedding rings,ò Savannah said. 
 ñAfter Brenda died, I kept to myself for a time, mainly doing 
things for my kids,ò the older Justin said. ñI ran into Mona Flowers, and 
we started dating. We seemed to be happy together, so we got married.ò 
 ñMonaôs a nice girl,ò the older Savannah said. ñShe sounds like 
a good choice.ò 
 The older Justin shook his head. ñLittle did I know, itôs all a 
front. Monaôs a jealous, vicious, witch of a woman, who wants total 
control of my life. She wants my total attention, and sheôs trying to 
drive a wedge between my kids and me. I should have never married 
her.ò 
 ñJust divorce her, dude,ò Justin said. 
 ñItôs not that easy,ò the older Justin said. ñSheôs a divorce   
lawyer, and she would nail me to the wall in court. I donôt have the 
emotional strength or finances to go through a nasty divorce.ò 
 ñYouôve been married for just a few years,ò the older Savannah 
said. ñIt couldnôt be that bad.ò 
 ñYes, it could.ò The older Justin put his head in his hands and 
sighed in despair. 
 Justinôs face reddened with anger. ñIôm ashamed. I never 
thought I would end up being a freakinô coward. Come on, man, 
Monaôs all bark and no bite. Donôt you remember that? Huh?           
Remember when she told Miss Hamilton we called her a slut in the 
hallway to try to get us suspended because we wouldnôt go out with 
her? Remember? And what did the disciplinarian do about it? Nothing. 
Sheôs full of crap. Grow a pair! Stand up for yourself. Be the man you 
once were.ò 
 The older Justin kept his head in his hands. 
 Justin shook his head, stood, and sneered. ñI donôt believe this. 
Youôre a real sight. So, hero, are you going to be a man or be the little 
coward sitting with his head in his hands? Should I call Mommy, so 
you can cry on her skirt, you poor little baby?ò 
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 The older Justin shot up and, in a rage, grabbed Justinôs collar. 
He raised his fist to hit his young counterpart and realized what he was 
doing. He stopped just before throwing the punch. 

Justin grinned and celebrated. ñThatôs it! There you are. Thatôs 
the Justin Iôm looking for.ò  

The older Justin let go of him and sat down. Calm appeared to 
wash over him. He raised an eyebrow. ñMommy?ò 

Justin nodded. ñIt fired you up.ò 
ñYouôre still wearing a wedding ring, too, Savannah,ò          

Savannah said. ñWhat about you?ò 
ñMy storyôs similar to Justinôs,ò the older Savannah said. 

ñAfter Steven divorced me, I didnôt date for a while. I ran into Troy 
Benton, and we seemed to hit it off.ò 

ñTroy Benton, the geek?ò Savannah said. ñEeww, you really 
know how to pick ôem.ò 

ñWe both seem to,ò the older Justin said. 
ñHe was always nice to me,ò the older Savannah said. ñHe had 

a good job and a nice house. He said if we married, I didnôt have to 
work two jobs anymore. So we married and soon after, everything 
changed. He became jealous and wanted me to stay home all the time. 
In fact, he made me quit both jobs. Recently, I discovered from helping 
friends and neighbors with their taxes, I could create my own            
accounting business, but he wouldnôt allow me to work at all. To make 
things worse, he forced me to stop helping our friends with their taxes 
and with other accounting opportunities. We argued all the time and he 
threatened to do something bad to me if I tried to leave him.ò 

ñIs that where those bruises came from?ò  Justin asked. 
The older Savannah closed her shirt and covered her left cheek 

with her hand. 
ñThat answers my question. Okay, Iôll ask you the same thing I 

asked him. Why donôt you divorce him? Heôs a wimp. He always has 
been.ò 

ñItôs not just him. He has friends in high places. He threatened 
to take my daughters from me if I tried to leave. He has that kind of 
pull.ò 

ñNow itôs my turn to be ashamed,ò Savannah said. ñWhat    
happened to you? You were a strong, smart young woman who had a 
future in life. What happened? Why did you pick these losers? Have 
you gone that low to believe youôre not good enough for a decent guy? 
Justinôs right. Troyôs a wimp. Challenge him. Call his bluff and heôll 
crumble. Call the police if thatôs what it takes. Thereôs no way a judge 
will give him custody of daughters who are not his. Stand up for     
yourself!ò 
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Savannah expected an angry response, but it didnôt happen.  
She saw the turmoil in her counterpartôs eyes. A few moments later, 
she could see the older Savannah start to think for herself again. 

The older Justin held the older Savannahôs hand and they 
smiled. 

ñYes, thatôs it,ò Savannah said. ñBe strong. Remember what 
Mr. Franklin said. We have to balance what we have to do with what 
we want to do. Do what you have to do. Stand up for yourself and beat 
that wimp Troy!ò 

ñYouôre right. I caved too much.ò Then the determination she 
once knew returned. ñIôd rather fight and lose than just give up.ò 

Savannah smiled with delight. ñThatôs my girl!ò 
The lights in the room flickered and dimmed. 
ñI guess thatôs our cue to go back to our lives.ò The older Justin 

read the sign again and shook his head. ñItôs sad we wonôt remember 
anything after we leave. I hope we learned something important from 
each other to make our lives better.ò 

The rest agreed.  All four got up and moved to their respective 
doors. 

ñIt was good meeting you both,ò Savannah said. ñI hope we 
can do something to help you.ò 

The older Justin smiled. ñItôs good to see all of you again. 
Thank you two for the reminders of who we are.ò 

They turned to open their doors. The older Savannah muttered 
to herself, ñNo . . . No . . . No . . . we can do something. We can do 
something right now.ò 

She ran to Savannah and flung her around, grabbing both of her 
arms. ñYou can still change the course of our lives. When you turn  
forty, find Justin. Find him! Put this in the back of your mind and donôt 
let it go. Donôt you ever let it go! On your fortieth birthday, find Justin. 
Find Justin at all costs! You are the key, Savannah. Everything        
depends on it!ò 

A wide-eyed Savannah nodded. 
The older Justin pulled the older Savannah toward their door. 

ñWe have to go, Savvy. We have to go now, or we may never get 
back.ò 

They watched the younger couple leave the office. They closed 
the door and were gone. 

The older Justin and Savannah hugged each other and walked 
to the door. They were arm in arm, just like in high school. 

ñYou tried,ò he said. ñLetôs pray it works.ò 
She looked around. ñWe wonôt know until we leave this place.ò 
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ñIf it doesnôt work and I never see you again, thank you for 
being one of the best parts of my life, Savvy.ò 

ñThank you for being such a happy part of my life.ò 
They kissed. 
The lights were almost out.  Justin said, ñWeôd better go now.ò 
He opened the door and they went outside. 
   ǅ ǅ ǅ 

Savannah stepped up to the door of Dr. Mooreôs old office and 
raised her hand to knock but stopped. She moved along the porch and 
looked through the slits in the boarded-up windows. There were only 
empty rooms. 

She went back to the door and heard, ñSavvy, what are you 
doing here?ò She turned to see Justin 

ñI thought you were at work,ò Savannah said. 
ñNo, they sent me home as soon as I arrived. They cut my 

hours because business is too slow right now. Whatôs going on?ò 
ñI donôt know. I found a note in my locker telling me to come 

here.ò 
ñSo did I.ò Justin pulled his note out of his pocket and showed 

her. It was in his handwriting. He appeared nervous, too. 
They looked at each other, unsure if they should knock on the 

door. 
Savannah pulled out her note. ñTheyôre in our own            

handwriting. Whatôs going on? I donôt remember writing a note to   
myself.ò 

ñNeither do I.ò He put his note back in his pocket. ñLetôs check 
around one more time. If nobodyôs here, weôll leave.ò 

They peered in all the windows. The office and adjoining 
rooms were empty. They had no reason to stay. Justin turned to leave, 
but Savannah didnôt move. 

ñWhatôs the matter, Savvy?ò 
ñI donôt know. Iôm trying to remember something, and itôs on 

the tip of my tongue. Itôs important, but I canôt remember. Donôt you 
hate when that happens?ò 

ñUh-huh. Youôll remember when youôre not thinking about it.ò 
ñYeah, I probably will. Letôs get out of here.ò 
They turned and left. 
   ǅ ǅ ǅ 

Savannah and Justin strolled out the office door arm in arm. 
She then closed and locked the door. They turned to leave, and he 
stopped. 

ñWhatôs the matter, Justin?ò 
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ñI donôt know. For a moment, I thought I saw two other      
people.ò 

ñI didnôt see anybody inside, but letôs check.ò 
They went in and checked every room. Nobody was there. 

They made sure they locked the back door. 
ñI could have sworn I saw somebody. It must have been my 

imagination.ò Justin noticed the sign on the waiting room wall. ñI see 
you put it up.ò 

ñYeah, itôs a friendly reminder. Once you leave this place, let 
all worries that belong here, stay here. I like it.ò 

ñI like it, too, Savvy. Now your business is officially out of the 
house and in its own office.ò 

ñYes, it is and, as you know, my schedule is already filling up.ò 
Savannah pointed to the clock on the wall. ñOur dinner reservation at 
La Splendor is in twenty minutes. Weôd better get going. We donôt 
want to be late for our second anniversary dinner.ò 

ñNo, we donôt. And donôt worry about the girls. Theyôll be  
fine. If they make a mess, they can clean it.ò 

ñIf they try to throw a party, theyôll have to deal with an angry 
momma, and they donôt want to see me angry.ò 

They laughed. 
ñI think those boys are afraid of you, too.ò Justin hugged     

Savannah. ñI still canôt get over how you found me after all these 
years.ò 

ñI donôt know. For some reason, on my fortieth birthday, when 
I was feeling at my lowest, something inside told me to find you. I canôt 
explain why, but I had to find you.ò 

ñWell, Iôm glad you did. After Brenda died, I never thought Iôd 
be happy again. And now here I am, back together with you and happy 
once again.ò 

They went outside and stood on the porch. 
ñYou know, after Steven divorced me, I felt the same way. Iôm 

glad everything worked out the way it did. Iôm so happy, too.ò 
They kissed. 
They looked at the sign on the door that read, Savannah      

Dalton, CPA. He smiled and patted the sign with pride. 
ñI remember when we first came here, back when we dated the 

first time,ò Justin said. ñIt once belonged to old Dr. Moore before he 
died. Remember those notes we got from ourselves that we had no 
memory of writing?ò 

ñI remember. I brought them just for this occasion.ò She dug in 
her purse and pulled them out. ñIt just had something about us meeting 
here and that everything depended on it.ò 
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They opened the notes. What they read surprised them. 
ñDid you write anything else on your note?ò Justin asked. 
ñNo. I havenôt opened mine since high school.ò 
Someone had written something below each note in Justinôs 

and Savannahôs handwriting. 
THANK YOU!!! 
ñI donôt know how those messages got there.ò 
He shrugged. ñI still have no memory of ever writing that 

note.ò 
Savannah nodded. ñMe neither. I guess it will have to remain a 

mystery.ò 
ñBefore we left here back then, there was something important 

you were trying to remember. Did it ever come to you?ò 
Savannah thought for a moment. ñNo, but I donôt think itôs  

important anymore.ò 
ñOkay, weôd better go then.ò 
They went to the car. Justin opened the passenger door to let 

Savannah in. He got in the driverôs side, closed the door, and started the 
car.  

Just before he put the car into gear, Savannah smiled and held 
his hand. ñHappy Anniversary, Justin. I love you.ò 

Justin raised her hand and kissed it. ñHappy Anniversary,    
Savvy. I love you, too.ò 
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Her Metamorphosis 
 

 There lies an anger in her 
 so deep that it takes everything 
 inside for her not to scream.  
 
 She is a tortured soul.  
 
 Living in a world 
 where she tries to break free, 
 life has her in shackles. 
 The toxic people in it are the chains 
 that bolt her to the floor.  
 
 She cannot run.  
 
 I see her striving for love 
 only to receive indifference in return.  
 She does not realize 
 that the world is unworthy of her strife.  
 
 She is beauty in its purest form.  
 
 Right now, she is ensnared  
 in lifeôs cocoon and cannot escape.  
 What she does not realize  
 is that she is in the process of change.  
 
 She is becoming a butterfly.  
 
 Soon she will understand 
 that she does not need our approval 
 to be herself. She can find happiness 
 without us. When she realizes these things 
 the shackles bolted to the floor 
 will rust and break loose.  
 
 She will spread her gossamer wings and fly away.  
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