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When the Hourglass Shatters

The road seemed to go on forever. It felt like we would never get 
to the top in time, but if we walked up it any faster we would have 
been running. When Antonio told us about the yellow sign and the 
stone stairway to our left, he forgot to mention all the other yellow 
signs and stone stairways we would pass, directing us in Italian—a 
language neither of us knew—to everywhere in Assisi but where we 
needed to go. Jenny and I passed a stairway more deteriorated than 
the rest and saw a nearly hidden marker pointing upwards. Fortezza. 
We figured that had to be the way there. The farther we climbed up 
the stone stairs the more uneven and mossy they got, grass sprouting 
out from cracks that must have been hundreds of years old. We were 
still rushing to get to the top, to attain our goal, but had to slow down 
slightly so as not to trip or slip or take a devastatingly wrong step. 
Walking back down to the bus with a twisted ankle, without ever 
reaching the castle, did not fit into our agenda.

Hundreds of torturous stairs later, we reached an almost paved 
dirt path leading farther up still. We picked up our pace again, barely 
looking at what might have been a garden, beautiful land obviously kept 
by someone with paths canopied by trees and flowers growing in the 
seemingly wild manner that is attained only by careful maintenance. 
Passing the gate to the garden and continuing upwards on the half-
dirt, half-paved path, we reached a point where we could see the sky. 
The ground got brighter and we could see the light tan of the stone 
that builds the castle standing strong in front of us. The margins of 
time were slowly slipping back.

Jenny and I finally slowed our pace with the green summit of 
the mountain in sight. We made it to the top, to our goal. The path 
dwindled to be even thinner, completely earthen, with many small 
rocks and bits of gravel. We stepped off the bare, grainy dirt trail onto 
the grass where small wildflowers spotted the green, forming their 
own pattern outside the one laid out by man. The wind whispered 
in my ear, murmuring, Let down your hair, Alli. Take off your shoes. 
Modernity does not exist in this place.

Everywhere there are places like this, places where time does not 
exist the way it does elsewhere. These are the places that cradle the 
soul and wash it of the impurities and the constraints of our lives. 
These are the places that heal, that find us when we are bent to the 
point of breaking, when we need them most before we fall into the 
irreversible rut of self-damage, whatever the means, whatever the 
cause, whatever the intensity. These are the places in which we find 
ourselves. I stood barefoot in the Italian mountain grass, arms out 
wide, sun warm on my skin, wind blowing my hair all around my face 
and behind my back. I could have been anyone from any period of 
time. I was everyone from all reaches of time. I was no one but the 
grass and the flowers and the stone and the rock. The air was clean 
and so was I.
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Binary to a Girl I Knew	 Patrick Willwerth

Past midnight
analogue voices still resonate
While the only way to reach you
is digital transmission
0’s and 1’s
ain’t that a bitch...
Baby,
I’d gladly become a zero,
fly over 
radio signals
tower to tower
crash through your window
collapse on your floor
but what I’d say
wouldn’t amount to more
than 0’s and 1’s




