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Statement of Purpose 

The purpose of this portfolio is to display some of the work that I have done during my time 

spent in the Professional Writing Program at Kutztown University of Pennsylvania. I am also 

happy to share my love of writing through these works. After all, writing is an art form that is 

important in our daily communication with other human beings.  And I want to show how 

important it is that writing, coupled with imagination and creativity, is a form of communication 

that can reach readers in an incredible way.  Words can create worlds by helping us tap deep into 

our minds.  Words are a creations that every writer must care for.  And I am happy to share my 

creations with you, the reader.     
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Internship Projects 

 

I met with Kyle Schiffert and Ryan Fox, my internship supervisors, to discuss our plan of action 

for their fundraiser, Cans For Camera.  We wanted to collect aluminum cans in order to raise 

some money to help buy new equipment.  They decided that they wanted me to create a flyer that 

could be handed out at an upcoming block party in Topton, PA.  I realized that I would need to 

put enough information on the flyer so that people at the event, if they wanted to donate cans, 

would be able to find their way to the tent we would have set up.  I wanted to create an eye 

catching image that would mesh the main ideas of the fundraiser.  What I did was photoshop the 

top of an aluminum can to an old fashioned looking camera.  As a plus, the can had coins coming 

out of the top of it.  I then added information about the fundraiser and what people could do to 

help.  I was happy with the way it turned out.        
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This is press release that I created to get the word out about Cans For Camera.  I realized that the best 

hook for the news release was to show that TTBOP is helping the environment in order to keep 

independent film making alive.  I could say that the target audience was definitely people who care about 

independent film and the use of DIY methods to accomplish goals.  The article would also attract outside 

people because most people do care about the environment to an extent, and they would be able to enjoy a 

story that is showcasing how Time to Back Out Productions is working to improve the environment while 

making art at the same time.  And I also took the opportunity to promote TTBOP’s feature film that my 

internship supervisor had been working on. 
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FOR IMMEDIATE RELEASE 

 

Ryan Kramer 

Cell: 610-844-6764 

rkramer@ttbop.com 

 

Directors Go Green for Film 

 

Topton, Pa., June 20 – Time to Back Out Productions (TTBOP), an independent film production 

company, is conducting it’s Cans for Camera Fundraiser to help the environment and bolster 

independent film production in the Lehigh Valley.   

 

By collecting aluminum cans, TTBOP directors Kyle Schiffert and Ryan Fox see the fundraiser 

as an affordable way to make films. “It’s a way for people to contribute without physically 

giving us money,” said Schiffert, co-director of TTBOP, “You’re essentially turning trash into 

art.” So far, the directors have collected 3,000 of their 30,000 can goal.         

 

Time to Back Out Productions is based in the Lehigh Valley and is committed to creating 

quality, original films and media. TTBOP is currently finishing their first feature film, 

“Desolation,” and are at work on their next indie project. 

 

For more information please contact Ryan Kramer at rkramer@ttbop.com or 610-844-6764. 
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My bosses had gotten in touch with Tinker Film, another independent film company in the 

Lehigh Valley, in the hopes of collaborating with them on a future project.  In order to convince 

them to work with us, we offered to help get them with promoting themselves, as they were 

having trouble utilizing social media.  I sat down with Suzanne Doran, the co-owner of Tinker 

Films, and interviewed her about her career as a film maker and how they came to make their 

first feature film.  Doran has a very outgoing and interesting personality, so I wanted to make 

sure that I captured that in the interview.  My goal was to help readers to get to know her, even 

though they may never meet her (which I would say is the goal of any interviewer).  The target 

audience for this piece would be people who are interested in learning about film making and 

what it is like to be filmmaker in today’s world.   
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Director Suzanne Doran Talks 
about Her Life as an Indie Film 
Maker and How to Succeed in the 
Film Industry 

 

So how did you get into filmmaking? 

But why movies? 

Was it hard to break into the movie scene? 

How do you guys usually write a 
script? 

How was it making “Just Like We Used 
To Do”? Do you have any tips that you 
can share from your experiences?  
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What was the most difficult thing you had to overcome while filming? 

I saw that you guys used Kickstarter to help raise money for your 
movie.  What forms of social media helped in promoting Tinker Films? 

What tips can you give other filmmakers? 



12 
 

Professional Writing Projects 

While in Advanced Desktop Publishing, we were asked to create a course poster to advertise for 

a Professional Writing class that Kutztown University of Pennsylvania offers.  I decided to create 

a poster for Desktop Publishing, itself.  I wanted to make sure that I would really grab the 

reader’s attention with this poster.  After all, the end goal of the poster is to hopefully get the 

reader to take the course in the future.  So I made sure to have the full course title and 

information so readers could search for it the KU database.  However, I decided to take a 

minimalistic approach to the amount of information shown.  I often like the idea of a swift line or 

powerful image that will stand on its own to hit the reader.  I decided to show how often Desktop 

Publishing is mix of both business and art, so I created the image of a man in a suit with colored 

pencils for a head.  And above the image, I wrote the single line: Put Some Art Into Business.”  I 

really like this because I felt it tied everything together to make a powerful advertisement piece.      
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The poem, “Ode to Fasnacht,” came about when I was walking around my school’s art gallery as 

an assignment for a creative writing class.  After staring at a few things, I started randomly 

thinking about Fasnachts.  I decided to take the idea and run with it to create a poem on the 

subject as a way to connect with my Pennsylvania Dutch heritage.  While writing, I wanted to 

incorporate the Pennsylvania Dutch propensity for humor through story telling.  I decided to turn 

the Fasnacht into a kind of Holy subject on a pilgrimage through the human body.  The poem has 

been one of my favorite pieces ever since.  
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Ode to Fasnacht 

Oh, gift given before  

Sacrifice is lent. 

Reck this dough 

For coffer mouths. 

Thy white freckled hide  

Graces the vessel stomach. 

May thee in thy passing  

Bless: 

The sibling intestines  

And esophagus. 

Then communion with  

A duressed sandwich hold, 

And tarry thy tale. 

On now, digestive pilgrim 

Go; 

Salvation lies not above  

But below. 
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While in another creative writing class, I had been sitting on the idea of a story about a man who is almost 

imprisoned in a small town by an unforgivable act he has committed.  Eventually, I sat down and finally 

wrote the story, and after having the story work shopped and revised, I finally brought it into existence.  

There was something about the story that made me feel like I had made an important metamorphosis as a 

writer.  I felt like I had finally been able to touch on a serious subject and share it with readers.  Plus, the 

helpful critiques from my peers helped me to learn not to go overboard with similes in my writing.  They 

can lose their effect if there are just too many of them.  This piece really helped me to develop as a 

creative writer.       
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Coal Country 

 The walk down from the hills gave him time to think, and thinking helped keep the nip of the 

wind from getting at him.  That is what Patrick Duff needed right now before he could get his lips on a 

bottle. 

 He liked the woods; it annoyed him the least.  It never questioned what he was doing, where he 

was going or when he was coming back.  His foot tasted each divot on the stone trail and felt each stick 

and clump of dirt the Appalachian hills had to offer. 

 Patrick’s appearance was like jerky.  Dirt settled in the wrinkles of his cheeks, and his skin 

looked a tanned hide.  He worked his jaw, almost cracking the dry skin.   

A tangle of hairs hung down around his shoulders and about his face.  They  moved in between 

his lips with each breath he drew.  He worked his fingers into his whiskers and scraped a shower of flakes 

from the dark weavings.  He stumbled.  Patrick covered his eyes at where the sun looked down through 

the treetops.  It wasn’t a long walk to Zimmersville, but he still hated it. 

 

 Main Street purred as cars went their way in and out of town.  Patrick watched them from a line 

of bushes behind a sidewalk.  Each passing vehicle brought a quick glimpse of people moving to 

unknown destinations.  A light breeze ran around the lines of houses on each side of the road. 

 An elderly couple walked down the sidewalk with arms locked.  Happiness had wedged itself into 

their smiling faces.  They got closer, and when they saw Patrick, their smiles sunk into the back of their 

mouths.  Patrick bared his teeth, and the couple moved as fast as their old legs would carry them. 

 Patrick finally got tired of watching and pulled his body through the bushes.  Freidman’s 

Convenience Store sat like a white brick on the other side of Main Street; an ice and soda machine 
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hummed in succession before the store’s glass windows.  There were stacks of milk crates on the porch 

and a pile of kids on top of them; they talked, laughed and crossed their arms.  Some jumped in monkey 

excitement. 

 Patrick left a shower of pine needles as he crossed the street.  He put one dry skinned boot on the 

porch, and the chattering ceased.  One boy bolted around the back alley.  Others took cover behind the 

body nearest them and peered over shoulders or out from armpits. 

 Two older boys pulled their faces away from the store’s front window.  Red crept up into the face 

of one, and his eyes started darting from Patrick toward the pack of kids.  He waited for the other children 

to bolt, but the other boy walked straight up to Patrick. 

 He was around 13-years-old, and he pricked up a smile full of crooked teeth and said, “Hey, 

bastard.”  The boy lifted his head at the privilege of the adult word.  “You stay away from us now, 

bastard.” 

 The words were pins in Patrick’s ears.  He tried to breath; he set his teeth deep in his lip.  So he 

had to take it from children now?  He could handle his neighbors.  At least they had the courtesy to have 

false courtesy.  They would nod and give iron hellos out of some kind of obligation for the past.  But, kids 

were something else – a raw muscle of judgment. 

     The other children began to wiggle smirks from their faces and even manage tiny laughs.  

Their eyes began to glow with their leader.  Patrick could feel them biting at him.  He tried to move; he 

had to get inside. 

 “See, he can’t do nothing,” the 13-year-old said.  “If he does, they’ll take him away again.”  He 

gathered up a loose chunk of concrete and threw it at Patrick.  “I said get lost, you dirty wife killin’ 

bastard!” 
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 The concrete hit Patrick in the middle of his back.  He fell forward and had to steady himself on 

the frame of the front door; that brought the laughs.  The other children began to yell, “Bastard.  Wife 

killin’, baby eatin’ bastard!”  The 13-year-old was laughing with them, his tongue slicing in between his 

teeth. 

 The boy didn’t have time to run when Patrick’s hand shot out at him, closing around his t-shirt.  

The boy’s eyes dropped in their sockets as Patrick pulled him over to within an inch of his face.  “Listen 

to me, you little shit,” he said.  “I’m a killer.  I’m a monster.  I’m the devil him goddamn self.  And I eat 

children.  Don’t you forget that.”  He swiveled his head like a great, hairy bird and hissed at the children. 

 They ran down the road from him, tripping over each other.  And when he let the boy go, he 

could just make out the sound of piss hitting the pavement.  Patrick could feel a laugh poking at his 

stomach. 

 

 The inside of Freidman’s had the sticky smell of cigarettes.  A TV sat on top of the freezers that 

ran along the sidewall; the news was on, but the voices of the anchors were drowned out by the hum.  The 

aisle shelves were loaded with snack cakes, jars of peanut butter and cans of tuna fish. 

 Patrick leaned and cracked his back, letting out a satisfied grunt.  He looked around; he could 

hear Mr. Freidman in the back store kitchen making burgers and subs.  The fryer sounded like rainfall. 

 The tile floor looked like bright slices of cheese with black specks.  As he walked toward the 

counter, Patrick plucked at the edges of the magazines on the racks, letting his fingers leap to and dance 

along the old grooves in the counter top.  Each scratch mark held the memories of a fingernail that had 

been there before. 

 Patrick stared at the big prices on the Marlboro cartons, the lonely rolls of mints, a green poster 

that pleaded for him to buy a lottery ticket.  There was picture of a man and woman lying on a beach of 
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fluffed sand.  They were facing the ocean, but they seemed to be looking back at him through the poster.  

The sun dipped in a dark ball to kiss the sea behind them.  “Spare some change to make the change,” it 

said.  “Play the Pennsylvania Lottery Today.” 

 A small rustling made him look down.  If it hadn’t been for that, he would have missed a pair of 

blue eyes staring up at him. 

 There was a girl with her arm half way in the counter’s glass candy case.  Her hair looked like 

dirty straw, and her shirt and jeans were covered in bright dust from her crawl across the floor.  Her body 

swayed a little.  Patrick’s dark eyes buried her. 

 “What are you doing here!?”  Mr. Freidman was in the doorway to the backroom.  A florescent 

light bulb illuminated his bald head.  He started marching.  “You were supposed to come after dark and 

not through the front door.”  He hadn’t seen the girl. 

 “Came about my job,” Patrick said, and he moved down the front isle. 

 “Not again.  The position’s filled.” 

 “Not the way I saw it.” 

 “It’s filled.” 

 “You’re a damn liar, Willus.” 

 “It’s Freidman.  And you need to leave.” 

 Patrick crossed over the swing gate leading behind the counter and stuck his face in the old 

man’s.  The spider veins in Mr. Freidman’s nose writhed as he flared his nostrils.  “Please, you know they 

don’t want you up at the mine anymore.” 

 “I walked in here with ‘em.” 
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 “Patrick.” 

 “Signed up with ‘em.” 

 “Patrick.”  Mr. Freidman looked at him with the side of his face. 

 “Went down in the Earth with ‘em.  Ate dirt with ‘em!  Come on, Willus, you’ve got your bent 

fingers in everything in this town.  Does twelve years mean nothing?” 

 “Not after what you did.  You’ve got too much on you.  Causing a cave in is one thing; even then 

I could’ve done something.  But when you got into it with Jane –”  

Willus tried to pass.  Patrick blocked his way with an arm and shoulder.  “Don’t. It was an 

accident.” 

“Which one?” 

“Fuck you, Willus.  At least give me a bottle.” 

 “How about you pay me for the last one?”  Freidman raised his head. 

 Patrick made his jaw crooked and looked up at a slow ceiling fan above them. “Give me a bottle, 

Willus.  Put it on credit, or whatever it is you do nowadays.  Do it for whatever friendship we have left.” 

 “Can’t do that,” said Willus, a weight suddenly in his voice. 

 “You will, or I swear to God –” Patrick stopped when heard sneakers against the tile behind him. 

 “What?” Freidman said.  He darted beneath Patrick’s arm.  “Hey!” 

 The girl had come out from behind the counter and was running for the store’s front exit; 

chocolate was spilling over her arms. 
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 Freidman tore at the cigarette racks.  His shoes scuffed against the floor.  He put one leg over the 

gate, but Patrick snatched him backward. 

 “Let go!  Let go!” Freidman’s arms flapped like whips.  “No one steals from my store!” 

 “I don’t care.  I want my bottle.” 

  The door dinged, and the girl vanished. 

 Freidman wheeled around. “How dare you.  You have no right to keep me from protecting my 

livelihood!” 

 “You always could find your spine when money was involved.”  Patrick tapped the old man’s 

shoulder.  “Now, this is the last time I’m going to ask.  Give me, -- your most gracious, repeat customer -- 

a bottle, or you’re gonna be dealing with a lot more than a few missing candy bars.” 

 Freidman was silent.  His whole body stuttered.  He moved past Patrick and into the backroom.  

Not long after, a black bottle came flying towards Patrick’s head.  Patrick caught it with a big hand and 

cradled it in his arm.  “Thank you kindly, Willus” 

 “This is the last one.  If I see you in here again, I’ll make sure you go back to jail.” 

 “Gonna take the steadfast route?  Well, good luck with that, Willus.  See you again tomorrow.”  

And Patrick walked out. 

 

 Patrick flung himself down on top of the milk crates and started drinking; he looked like a brown 

stain against the convenience store wall.  He worked his lips around the bottle’s glass opening and let the 

liquor sit squat on his tongue.  The alcohol pressed against his mind.  Willus might be a greedy rat, but he 

still knew how to find a good drink. 
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 It was noontime, and people began passing in and out of Freidman’s.  Their hands filled with 

bread, milk, and eggs as they left.  Patrick saw them, but their eyes played to a blind, distant thought.  

They moved like they were on a track.  Patrick stopped drinking long enough to give them the occasional 

sneer or jest.  But the train of people moved on.  The sidewalk and street quieted again.  And Patrick 

settled for his own thoughts and a blanket of sun. 

 “Crazy Jane, Crazy Jane, where are you my Crazy Jane?” he sang to himself.  “Have the birds 

stopped singin’ now that you’ve gone away?  Oh, my Crazy Jane.”  Patrick’s voice sank.  He heard dogs 

barking behind the houses.  Another lone car went by.  He pinched his lips together.   

Patrick shut his eyes to feel the summer, to see fireflies flashing.  A train was howling in the 

mountains of Appalachia.  The white fence around the house stretched far, with cracks running down the 

posts like veins.  He saw the wood stove and warm light of the doorway.  The coal on his boots mixed 

with the dust of the house.  And he heard a voice come bouncing down the stairs, off the china cabinet, 

and over the floor – her voice. 

“What’s your name?” 

Patrick opened his eyes.  The sound touched his ears like a mitten.  He rubbed his stiff neck and 

looked around. 

The girl was half hidden by the wall, but the dirty straw hair hung down off the side of her head 

like wisps of tree moss. 

“You must be crazy or stupid to hang around here after pulling one over on old Willus 

Freidman,” said Patrick. 

The girl didn’t say anything. 
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“Huh, you probably are stupid,” said Patrick.  “But that probably means I’m stupid for helping 

you get away with it.” He raised the bottle up to the sun. 

“What’s your name?” 

“You know who I am.” 

“No.” 

“Unless your parents buried you in a hole, you know who I am.” 

“No.” 

“I’m the big scary, man who eats children.”  Patrick stuck his tongue out at her and hissed. 

The girl chewed the inside of her cheek and looked at him.  “Why does your breath smell so 

bad?” 

“Don’t talk to your elders that way!” 

“I thought you said you were the bad man?” 

“Well, yeah I did.” 

“Is that your name?” 

“No, it’s Patrick.” 

“Why Patrick?” 

“Cause that’s what they decided to name me.” 

“They who?” 

“Good God, you’re killin’ my buzz.  Go away.” 
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“My name’s Sarah.” 

“I don’t care.”  Patrick got up and started walking down the sidewalk.  Sarah’s small sneakers 

clapped after him. 

“Why don’t you care?” 

“There’s no law sayin’ that I should.”  He caught faces peering out of doorways. 

“That’s not good.  Pastor Fogel says everyone should care about something.” 

“Well, Pastor Fogel and I don’t see things the same way.” 

Telephone lines looped down the street, over the train tracks and into the golden sea of farmland 

beyond.  The land and the sky closed like a mouth on the horizon.  And over the roofs of houses, Patrick 

could see a church steeple stretching far into the sky.  Patrick looked at the town, the blue sky and a river 

of clouds flowing above it.  He hadn’t walked this far into town in a while.  The buildings were still 

scabbed and scratched.  Not much had change. 

“But why?”  Sarah was pulling at Patrick’s limp arm. 

“Because –” He turned, “sometimes people don’t know what that somethin’ is, and they shove 

whatever they can find in its place.  They get so caught by it that they miss what they were really lookin’ 

for.” 

“What are you looking for?” she said, bringing her eyebrows down around her eyes. 

“You know, you’re the first person to ever ask me a question like that.”  Patrick knelt down and 

let out a small belch from the alcohol.  The girl was the size of a doll compared to him.  “A reason to keep 

movin’ my feet on this earth, I guess.  Still don’t know if I’ll find it, but if I do, I hope I don’t miss it.” 

“Looks hard for anything to miss you.” 
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Patrick grinned and started laughing.  “I believe you.  You’re ok, Sarah.  You’re ok.  I – ” 

“Get away from her!”  The woman’s voice was so hard that it could have knocked Patrick over.  

She came running down the sidewalk with brittle brown hair waving in the wind.  “Sarah, stay away from 

that man!” 

“Mom,” Sarah said. 

Patrick stood up and rolled his eyes and head in unison.  “Well, Mrs. Rosenthorpe, I didn’t know 

that this was your kid.” 

“Don’t you dare touch my daughter.  Sarah, come here.  You were supposed to be at the store 

with Danny and the other children.  God, I told that boy to make sure you didn’t wander off.  Thirteen and 

I still can’t trust him.  He should be teaching you right from wrong.” 

“Oh, I’m sure that Danny is a perfect boy,” said Patrick. 

“Don’t you even speak about my children, you bas-”  Mrs. Rosenthorpe caught herself before she 

let the word go. 

“Careful, you’re not being Christian right now.” 

“Don’t you talk to me about what it is to be a Christian, Mr. Duff,” she said. “Sarah, this man is a 

stranger, and you don’t talk to strangers.” 

Sarah lowered her head and let her hair fall down the front of her shirt.  She held her hands 

behind her back.  “He helped me.  Danny was gone, and I was scared.  He said that he didn’t care, so I 

asked him why, and he said that he didn’t have to, and I told him about what Pastor Fogel said in church.” 

Mrs. Rosenthorpe reached out and put her hands on Sarah’s shoulders.  “What Pastor Fogel says 

doesn’t matter for him.  He’s not welcome in the congregation and the house of the holy.” 
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Patrick laughed again.  “I didn’t know that I had to be in a building to be holy.  Will dressing in 

my Sunday best and acting proper help the lord enter me too?  I’d be careful, Mrs. Rosenthorpe.  I doubt 

the Holy Spirit is gonna wanna enter you in the state you’re in right now.” 

“You have a filthy mouth, Mr. Duff, and an even filthier mind.  I never knew what Jane saw in 

you.  She was too good a woman.  And I don’t know why they let you out of that prison, but no one in 

this town will ever forget what you did to her.” 

“Glad to know I’m adored, you bitch.” 

Mrs. Rosenthorpe’s mouth dropped open.  She pressed her hands around Sarah’s ears in a late 

defense against profanity.  At this point, the doors to line of houses stood open and bodies had gathered 

on the front lawns around them.  A heavy silence drifted around the faces of the townsfolk. 

Patrick took one last drink and tossed the bottle of liquor into the air.  The people watched, a 

single mass of eyes, as it ascended and then fell to a loud smash on the street.  He turned and worked his 

way through the crowd.  His head was pounding, and the best cure was to head for the hills. 

“Stay away from my children, or I’ll see you go to a hole that you won’t be able to climb out of,” 

Mrs. Rosenthorpe said. 

 

The mountain stretched up onward with each step that Patrick took.  Every now and again an 

insect would smack against his face and drift off singing into the coming night.  Off into the distance, the 

far away lights of cities mirrored the stars in the sky.  Black slunk over the hills, through the trees and 

around the rocks. 

Patrick could see the day in his mind.  Warm grass wiggled like fingers.  The world, a white 

sheet, pulled over his eyes.  A red house stood up before him, and a little black crow bobbed its head in 



28 
 

the yard.  The flower bushes were hugging each other below the windowsills.  And the chimney exhaled a 

slow, steady smoke.  There’d be a hot meal waiting for him through the front door.  But he was tired.  The 

stone path gave itself over to his crooked footsteps, and the door cried when he opened it.  The pink slip 

of paper still clung to the grime and sweat on his hand.                                           

 He was far up now.  He’d reached the coal country, where the loudest things were insects and 

silent thoughts.  The trees opened up around a line of train track that stretched out like a tongue from a 

tunnel mouth.  Here the fat trains would come down from the mountains; he used to catch and ride them 

up to the work site.  And farther up the tracks in deep pockets and curves, the miners starting the evening 

shift would be piling into the cage elevators to head down into the dark.  Patrick crossed the tracks and 

made his way up a short embankment next to the tunnel.  There was an over hang that jutted out to form a 

shelter.  Patrick laid his head to the ground, closed his eyes and listened for ghosts. 

Jane’s face was there.  The red hair that fell in just the right places, but frizzed in little curls.  It 

had gotten to the point that he told her she could pass for a mop head.  She would smack him softly and 

rub the top of her head in his face.  He remembered how it would make him sneeze, but he’d burrow his 

face deeper.  He wasn’t gentle; his calloused hands could cut when he snared her arms.  But she hung 

against him, a piece of white iron.  Jane never let go. 

Patrick felt warmth cut across his cheek and fall, a silent plop, on the stones beneath his head.  He 

took his shoulders in his arms. 

He’d always hidden a bottle in his lunch pail at work, never thinking to bring it home with him; it 

helped sooth his trips down into the mountain chest, to caverns stretching on into the black.  Twelve years 

saw so many friends enter the mine to never return again; it had been so long now that they seemed more 

like strangers than friends.  But the bottle was one that held him close and let him know he would see 

daylight again.   
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He was drunk when they were trying to tap a new vein of coal and he knocked a support loose 

with a pickaxe.  The cavern tried to come down on them, swallowing up conveyers and lengths of track.  

The collapse was so bad that it almost knocked a dragline over on the surface, and Patrick had wretched 

on the foreman when he stumbled out of the shaft.  He hadn’t been out of the ground but five minutes 

when they took his job and drug him back to town by his legs. 

    Patrick remembered standing in the doorway.  Jane had looked at him like he stood behind 

glass.  Her iron will against his blackened body.  Jane grabbed and slapped.  The red hair waved, and her 

lips screamed at him.  He tried to mount the stairs.  So tired, he remembered.  She was behind him and on 

him.  Patrick never spoke; he never wanted to speak.  His back was ripe and bruised; he had just wanted 

to get away.  Jane’s voice tore at him, picked at him.  He was at the top of the stairs.  His anger finally 

broke from him, and his fist flew back.  A wedding ring bit into her cheek.  And Jane was gone. 

Patrick opened his eyes and breathed to the woods.  But he could still see Jane lying at the bottom 

of the stairs, her head laid open like an egg, the red hair grown darker.  She was still. 

Patrick held his hand in front of his face and turned it over again and again.  He could see the 

handcuffs there again.  He could see it signing his house away and signing his confession.  He could feel 

cold bars again, and the scrape of granite block.  The hand moved plump and alive.  It waved at Patrick, 

and he smashed his hand into ground again and again until he began shivering. 

“Why are you crying?”  

The voice came in such a small rustle that it made Patrick jolt upright.  He looked down the bank 

and found a pair of small blue eyes staring at him.  Even in the dying light, their owner had found her way 

up through the hills to find him.  “Sarah,” he said.  “Go home.” 

“Why?” 

“Because your mother will lynch me, that’s why.” 
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“But I want to help you find the thing your looking for,” Sarah said, peering into the train tunnel.  

“Is it in here?  Do you live here?” 

“Yes.” 

“It looks scary.” 

“It is,” Patrick said.  He stood up.  He made his way down the embankment and motioned for 

Sarah to follow him.  “Come on, I’m taking you home.” 

Sarah nodded and started to follow slowly, still fixated on the tunnel.   

Patrick started walking down the hill; it was a bit easier than the ascent had been.  But he had 

only traveled about thirty feet when he froze at the sound of dogs, shouts and sirens leaping up from the 

bottom of the hill and in town.  He stood and listened.  They weren’t frantic or fearful cries for the lost, 

but howls of hunger for an accused.  Mrs. Rosenthorpe hadn’t wasted anytime in jumping to conclusions. 

A loud noise came over the hills that suddenly drowned out the sounds below, a sound that hit 

like an invisible fist.  A train was awake and moving down the line.  He murmured something behind 

him, but when he looked back for Sarah, he was greeted by the empty night. 

Patrick moved back up the mountain side.  Tree limbs smacked against his face as he stumbled to 

get back to the tunnel.  The train’s voice galloped over the mountains again.  Patrick tightened his jaw and 

then cried out Sarah’s name. 

He flew through the trees in a great, dirty streak.  She was standing on the tracks.  Her face was 

lost in the massive mouth of the tunnel.  A rumbling came through the dark; Patrick could feel it, and he 

heard the track rattling.  He called again.  Sarah didn’t move; she stood there and shook.  He screamed 

and waved his arms.  A bright eye opened in the darkness.  Sarah lowered her mouth and widened her 

eyes.  A roar followed in a wave as the bright eye grew bigger and bigger. 
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Patrick ran.  The world shook.  God, please let me make it, please, he thought.  He reached out his 

hands and leapt. 

 

The funeral was swift, a few bible verses said.  Those who walked by the plywood casket lowered 

their heads in confirmation.  Crows sat in the trees and held their tongues.  Gatherers stayed until the 

winch ceased lowering the box. 

“Thank God for the train,” said Mrs. Rosenthorpe. “Otherwise, who knows what would have 

happened if he had gotten his hands on her.”  A few nods and grumbles followed.  They stood a few more 

moments and then went over to Freidman’s for lunch. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 


