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By the time he is done shooting the next morning, his face is 
numb and his camera wet from the melted snow.  Though de-
cidedly a product of his time (and honestly preferring the con-
venience of digital photography), there is something intensely 
bittersweet about listening to the camera rewind after the last 
exposure, followed by the clicking noise and dead silence.  He 
promptly boxes up the two rolls of fi lm and ships them overnight 
to Kansas where they will be among the last to be processed 
before the K-14 machines are turned off for good.  The pictures 
he took are by no means the most interesting, and he’s sure that 
some won’t even turn out, but none of this matters.  He’s going 
to keep them as a reminder—in typical melodramatic fashion— 
that procrastination can have life or death consequences. DANIELLE LENSEN

Every Christmas
Grandma and Grandpa’s house is so small that you almost need 

to swim through people at the Christmas gatherings in order 
to get a taste of Grandma’s noodle salad, but you’ll always make 
it even though it is a hard swim upstream doing the butterfl y 
stroke not by choice but by means of sheer survival, which is 
nearly impossible if you constantly have to come up for a breath 
to tell every uncle “Hello” and every aunt “How have you been,” 
but I also know from experience that if you don’t do the breast 
stroke through the kitchen and down the carpeted steps to the 
basement, you won’t be able to see your twenty-one cousins, 
who, of course, you need to see because of the individual bond 
you have with each of them, which can’t go unnoticed through 
the entire night; this night which I tend to forget that Grandma 
and Grandpa are hosting, and so I do the backstroke up the car-
peted stairs and around the corner through the kitchen where I 
have to interrupt my stroke to take a breather and discuss “my 
plans after college” with an uncle from out of town, who al-
ways asks this question which I skillfully whipped up an answer 
to the night before while I lay in bed, but my stomach rudely 
interrupts this thought as it grumbles and tells me “I need more 
noodle salad,” so I swim the freestyle over to the counter and 
satisfy my stomach before I realize I need to fi nd Grandma, 
Grandma who made this salad and made my stomach happy, 
so I do a fl ip turn off the kitchen stove and execute the butter-
fl y stroke through my aunts’ Nerts game and fi nd myself in the 
sunroom where I see Grandma sitting in her green chair; the 
chair where she crochets doilies and bites her fi ngernails, which 
at this point look just like mine considering the fi ght I had for 
the opportunity to sit on the fl oor next to her chair; the chair on 
which I now rest my head against its green arm and say, “Thanks 
for the noodle salad, Grandma.”


