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Faded Into Blue

Patrick M Heffernan

At least once a week, but no more than once a day, a 
twin turbo-prop rode up the neck’s gravel road—the one 
that split the Adam’s apple dunes in two—and socked 
the head right in the jaw, splitting its lip clean open. To 
the east, caught extending into the bay, almost to the 



4 | Honors Journal 2021

“I can let you see.”
I held his sickle smile down, tremors on the edge 

of my lips. “Mind over matter.” The bolt slid heavy: 
closed.

“Right now,” he took another step forward, “you 
see regret.”

“Yes,” I nodded. “In coming here, I think.”
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way. The smell hammered into the nostrils much like 
WKH�ZLQG�LQYDGHG�WKH�KROHV��UHVXOWLQJ�LQ�D�VQRW�ÀOOHG�
H[SORVLRQ��7KH�PDJJRWV�ZULJJOHG�LQ�WKH�URWWLQJ�ÁHVK��
and the dipterans swarmed in clouds above, clogging 
the mind.

Life beyond death, a comfort and a curse.
´0D\�,�DVN�\RX�RQH�TXHVWLRQ"µ�KH�VDLG�ZLWK�D�ÁLFNHU�

of his tongue.
“You will anyway.” I hopped over a waterlogged 

moss bed.
´:K\�GR�\RX�QR�ORQJHU�ÀQG�WKLV�QHFHVVDU\"µ
 I hesitated, letting the distance stretch between us. 

“It’s time I be myself.”
“This is yourself.”
“I’ve moved on.”
He laughed. “Yet you come back.”
The sun came back, if not for a moment, breaking 

through the cumulonimbus blanket that suffocated the 
land, that swallowed every last plane taking off towards 
the sky, towards the south, towards the crowds. A ray 
or two peeked through, seeking home, a permanent 
GZHOOLQJ�SODFH��7KHQ�WKH�KROHV�ÀOOHG�LQ��WKH�UD\V�
dimmed, and the moment was over.

“I can’t help myself,” I said. “I’m on your reel. 
7KDW·V�ZK\�,�EURXJKW�D�VROXWLRQ�µ�,�VKLIWHG�P\�ULÁH�

“Will that bring you satisfaction?” he asked.
“At least a little. You’ll probably live on, but at least 

I can say I tried.”
“True. It is always worthwhile to try.” He stopped 

in front of a door—three-feet by six-eight, four indented 
patterns lacquered maroon, and a little scratched hook, 
begging for holiday—embedded into a dune. A brass 
knocker hung near the knob. A bit low for most people, 
but just right for me.

I reached to enter, but he grabbed hold of my wrist, 
jagged nails digging into my skin.

“One moment, my dear,” he stepped beside the 
GRRUZD\�DQG�\DQNHG�RXW�D�ÀVWIXO�RI�URRWV�IURP�WKH�GXQH��
The sand collapsed, and, in its place, a four-paned 
window appeared, once edged with white, but now 

crusted yellow. The curtains draped to block out the 
VXQ��EXW�WKURXJK�WKH�FUDFN��WKHUH�ZDV�D�ÁLFNHU�RI�OLJKW��
Someone was home.

“Will I just watch?” I asked.
“You will see,” he commanded before knocking 

three times at the door.
From my sunken perch between the couch 

cushions, I heard the three knocks, the starting gun. I 
dropped the tea bag into the boiling water and sat back.

Twenty years spent between the walls, navigating 
the spackle and eschewing the mold. Once a week, once 
a day, once an hour, turning to go, but going nowhere. 
Twenty years spent running twenty feet just to arrive 
at the same house, and then another twenty feet just to 
arrive once again. An endless feedback loop stuck in 
descending cyclical time. Anywhere’s a better place to 
be.

When I was young, when I still uncovered the 
stones in the yard, poked at ant colonies, and marveled 
at tubular arachnid silk, I tried to escape with a stuffed 
PLOLWDU\�VDFN�SDFN�RYHU�P\�VKRXOGHUV��,W�ZDV�ÀOOHG�ZLWK�
three pairs of socks, four shirts, zip off pants, extra 
Benadryl, eight expired cans, one half-eaten bag of 
chips, a journal with no pen, dog tags, coyote tags, a 
tarp, some wood glue, three and a half pocket knives, 
a double-a radio, and surplus triple-a’s just in case. 
Yukon, ho! The edge of town, ho!

,�EHJJHG�IRU�FURS�FLUFOHV�LQ�WKH�ÀHOGV�EH\RQG��,�
begged for targets. I took aim. Fire.

Twenty feet, and another twenty feet, and another 
twenty feet.

Dichotomy paradox. I never arrived.
But one time I had left. At least, I think I did. That’s 

what he told me. That’s what he showed me. I had 
punched the head in the chin, socked some whiskers 
clean off, and made it my own. I had embedded myself 
in the folklore and lost my chains. I had moved on.

And then I had moved back.
Three knocks echoed from the maroon door once 

again. The tea was steeped, but now it was cool to the 
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darkness. I needed to be, not just to see. I needed to 
ÀUH��7KH�SDFN�ZDV�VWLOO�LQ�WKH�EDVHPHQW��WKH�FORWKHV�
were clean, the cans were still past due. I could still run.

“One more time?” I said.
“One more time.”
I nodded and scratched the blade off his epidermis.
His hand slithered around and caught hold of my 

wrist, jagged nails digging deep into my skin. A tug, a 
yank, a direction. He pulled me over to the four-paned 
window and stood me up straight.

“See,” he commanded.
I saw myself through the window. My mug was 

empty. No more tea, no more melted ice. A blank slate. 
There I was, rain-jacket shrugged around my shoulders, 
damp jeans clung to my legs, and wellies up my calves; 
DQG�WKHUH�,�ZDV��ÁDQQHO�GUDSHG�DFURVV�P\�EDFN��MHDQV�
held up by a frayed rope belt, and eight-year-old socks 
threaded around my toes.

“What is this?” I said.
“Identity,” the man said before shrinking away into 

the corner.
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The Ties that Bind

Anna Ross

Content Warning: rape and self-harm

You stand in front of the bathroom mirror with your 
sister Abigail, whose eyes no longer hold oceans, but 
Sunday coffee—just like yours—and as you both run a 
brush through your hair, Abigail’s grows two inches 
which was the same length as yours when you were 
sixteen; it was the perfect length for that senior boy 
from Spanish class to grab as he kissed your neck and 
forced you into a dark room at a party where you did 
not know the host–—but hey, everyone was going to be 
there—and as you both cake on foundation, Abigail’s 
features begin to look more like your own, and then 
she covers the hickey on the side of her neck; you 
did the same when you hooked-up with any guy who 
showed you interest because all you wanted was to feel 
in control of your own body, but that sense of security 
never came; as Abigail runs a curling iron through her 
hair, scars form down her wrists on the same spots you 
XVHG�WR�GUDJ�UD]RUV�DQG�ÁDPHV�EHFDXVH�HDFK�WLPH�\RX�
closed your eyes you thought about how he forced you 
into a cold room, the sound of a locking door, and the 
feeling of his breath on your neck as he forced himself 
on you while you cried; your sister blends concealer 
under her eyes, but the dark circles deepen with each 
brush stroke because—just like you—she tries to hide 
the nights where she cannot close her eyes without 
feeling the weight of an unwelcome intruder on top of 
her, but she cannot tell anyone because no one believes 
the girl in these scenarios, so you both run peach lip 
balm over your mouths that kissed the ends of red 
solo cups and cigarettes every weekend because you 

wanted to feel better for a night; you wanted to forget; 
$ELJDLO�ÁDVKHV�\RX�D�VPLOH�ZLWK�JORVVHG�RYHU�OLSV��EXW�
\RX�FDQQRW�WHOO�ZKLFK�UHÁHFWLRQ�LV�\RXUV��DQG�\RXU�OLWWOH�
sister’s legs grow another inch and her eyes become 
empty, so you begin to worry that the oceans will not 
return, her hair will remain long, and her scars will not 
fade because you know all too well the weight of silence; 
then mom calls out, “Elena, are you ready?”

Before you can respond, Abigail yells, “Yes, 
coming,” and runs down the stairs, leaving you face-to-
IDFH�ZLWK�KHU�UHÁHFWLRQ��
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“I’ll have the same,” George responds. With some 
IRUFH�WKH�ÁLJKW�DWWHQGDQWV�PRYH�WKH�FDUW�WR�WKH�QH[W�SRG�
of seats, only disturbing a few sleeping passengers on 
the way. 

“Cheers.” George and I clink our plastic cups and 
take a sip. “You said that you lost this girl of yours, but 
if you love her like you say you do, maybe you haven’t 
really lost her.”

“Believe me, I am too late.”
´,W·V�QHYHU�WRR�ODWH�WR�VWDUW�ÀJKWLQJ�µ
“Thanks, George,” I solemnly reply. Being careful 

not to spill, I take a sip of my drink and place it on 
the plastic tray in front of me. Silently, I watch as the 
bubbles stuck to the side of the clear plastic make their 
way through the golden liquid and surface for air. 

~~~

It was a Friday night, February twenty-eighth to be 
exact, when I opened the letter. I mean, I had gotten the 
email the day before letting me know that I had been 
accepted, but this was different. In my hand, I held my 
ticket out of Carroll, Iowa.

“Dear Carter Lakin,
Congratulations! It is with great pleasure that I 

offer you admission to the Penn State University class 
of 2019.” I sped through the letter searching for any 
LQGLFDWLRQ�RI��ÀQDQFLDO�DLG��DQG�WKHUH�LW�ZDV��´<RX�
TXDOLÀHG�IRU�RXU�'LVFRYHU�3HQQ�6WDWH�ÀQDQFLDO�DZDUG�RI�
$28,000 over four years. There will be a—” 

Alyssa threw her arms around my neck and kissed 
my cheek. Both of my parents joined in the hug and 
then my dad popped a bottle of champagne. Alyssa 
poured us each a glass and got herself a cup of water. 
We raised our glasses of bubbling golden liquid to the 
VN\�LQ�FHOHEUDWLRQ�RI�WKH�SDVW�IRXU�\HDUV�ÀQDOO\�SD\LQJ�
off in the best way possible. Penn State had been my 
dream since freshman year of high school, and at that 
moment, it became a reality.  

As the celebration died down, my parents turned in 

for the night, and Alyssa and I walked back to my room. 
The excitement started to wear off because we both 
realized that this letter meant we had a big conversation 
in front of us. 

After I closed the door, Alyssa wrapped her arms 
around my neck, looked in my eyes, and said, “I know 
we need to talk about this, but before we do, I need to 
tell you that I am so incredibly proud of you.”

We sat on my bed that night and talked through 
all the possibilities. She told me that I had worked too 
hard at this opportunity to pass it up now. I suggested 
that Alyssa could apply to Penn State next year when 
the time came around, and then it would only be a year 
of long-distance, but she told me that she needed to 
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all the time, and it wasn’t fair with me being gone so 
much. So, I went back to school and became a history 
teacher. Taught history at a school outside of Des 
0RLQHV�IRU�WKLUW\�ÀYH�\HDUV�µ

 “How did you do it? How did you make your 
marriage work when you were gone so much?”

“Well, we always had a plan to end the distance. I 
ZRXOG�VHUYH�IRU�WZHQW\�ÀYH�\HDUV�DQG�DW�WKDW�SRLQW�ZH�
would have saved enough money to settle somewhere. 
When my second child was born, I decided that it was 
time to leave earlier than I thought. My family became 
more important. I loved my wife and children, and I 
fought for them every day, and that was enough.” 

,�ORYHG�$O\VVD��EXW�,�GLG�QRW�ÀJKW�IRU�KHU��,�ZDONHG�
away.

~~~

My eyes burned from the tears as I dug my head into 
her shirt. I could feel her heart beating fast and her 
breath shortening. She was crying too, but I could not 
bring myself to look in her eyes. In that moment, I was 
breaking her heart as well as my own because it was the 
HDV\�ZD\�RXW�IRU�XV��1R�ÁLJKWV�EDFN�DQG�IRUWK��QR�WU\LQJ�
WR�ÀQG�WLPH�WR�WDON��QR�FRQVWDQWO\�ZRUU\LQJ�DERXW�WKH�
other. My chest felt like it was closing in on itself and 
my throat tightened so I could not get a word out of it.

Eventually, I lifted my head from the tear stain I 
formed on her shirt, and we sat across from one another 
LQ�WKH�VDPH�VSRW�VKH�WRRN�PH�WR�RQ�RXU�ÀUVW�GDWH��+HU�
hands were warm as they cupped my cheeks. Gently 
she wiped the tears streaming down my cheeks and she 
kissed me for the last time.

I couldn’t stand to see her like this, so I told her, “If 
I stay here any longer, I am just going to keep crying, so 
I think I need to go now.”

She looked at me with a red face and her golden, 
puffy eyes and said, “I understand. You are going to do 
such amazing things, and I am so proud of you. God, I 
love you so much.”

“I love you too,” I said as I hugged her one last 
time.

When I got home that night my mom held me in her 
arms, and I cried until there were no tears left. My heart 
ached inside my chest, and there was nothing I could do 
to make the pain go away. The next morning, I got in 
the car and headed east. 

~~~

“George, do you regret it, being with the same woman 
since high school? I mean, do you ever feel like you 
missed out on anything?”

George chuckles and responds to me, “Not one 
thing. My wife was and still is, the best thing to ever 
happen to me. I wouldn’t trade one minute of the time 
we had together for the world.”

“Yeah, that’s what I thought,” I say, knowing that 
all I want is another minute with Alyssa. “Thanks.”

My stomach drops as the plane gets closer and 
closer to the ground. When I step off this plane I can’t 
run anymore. The wheels make contact with the ground 
beneath us and the plane rattles as it speeds forward. I 
SODQW�P\�IHHW�RQ�WKH�ÁRRU�OLNH�LW�ZLOO�PDNH�D�GLIIHUHQFH��
This piece of metal is rolling at full speed and if it 
doesn’t stop, well then it doesn’t stop. Maybe then I 
will know what it felt like when her car hit the barrier on 
the side of the highway. Maybe then I will understand 
ZKDW�VKH�IHOW�EHIRUH�WKH�FDU�ÁLSSHG�WZLFH��ODQGLQJ�
upside down in the middle of the road. By the time the 
ambulance showed up, it was too late. They said she 
died on impact. 

~~~

It was 1:30 am when I got the call. I was celebrating with 
WKH�VZLP�WHDP�DIWHU�ZH�ZRQ�RXU�ÀUVW�PHHW�RI�WKH�VHDVRQ�
the previous weekend. A few drinks in and I was not 
thinking straight. Never would I have said those things 
to her sober, or at least that is what I told myself. For 
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His sculpting seemed to be abandoned as a thing of the 
past, as he had emerged from his isolation with nothing 
to show for it. If one would catch him walking about 
in town or marketplace and inquire about his work, he 
would stare back with haunted, glassy eyes and mutter 
something about having more important matters to 
pursue.  

No one quite knew where the woman had come 
from. The way the innkeeper told it, she had knocked 
upon the inn’s door late one night (the night before 
Ludivicci returned to society) and requested residence. 
Said her name was Giana Aldi. She had paid him 
KDQGVRPHO\�IRU�URRP�DQG�ERDUG�IURP�D�ÀQH�OHDWKHU�FRLQ�
purse that hung from her waist. She was a painter, this 
woman, who wished to work undisturbed within the 
rooms. Why is it that this town is the place of so many 
fussy artists? The innkeeper bemoaned to his wife and 
daughters as they, dazed and recently roused from 
sleep, stumbled to prepare a room. 

Soon enough, the town forgot their fascination with 
Ludivicci in favor of the mysterious Giana Aldi. It was as 
LI�VKH�KDG�EHHQ�FDUYHG�IURP�PDUEOH��DV�VXFK�ÁDZOHVVQHVV�
VHHPHG�XQQDWXUDO��6PRRWK�GDUN�ORFNV�ÁRZHG�GRZQ�KHU�
back to her waist and large black eyes were framed by 
heavy lashes. They seemed to see into one’s heart, and 
one couldn’t help but feel naked and exposed under her 
gaze.

 She was stern and dedicated to her art with a 


