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Introduction






 Relationships
are the core of what inspires us to change and grow as human beings.
Through relationships, we are capable of learning from ourselves just
how strong we can really be and just how much we can love others. If
you ever loved someone, or been in love, you know the heart can bear
so much. 


	Relationships And
Other Stuff is more than just a book about relationships. It is about
stories and poems, disappointments and the possibilities shared
through love. When one opens oneself and share with someone the most
intimate part of one’s inner being, risks are inevitable, but
sometimes we can get it right.

	Relationships And
Other Stuff has been a labor of love and relationship among the
editors, publisher and contributors to make something very important.
It was very important to us during this process to create a positive
book that told the true stories of the good, the bad and the ugly
parts of relationships. The stories featured are varied experiences
that are at times very humorous, very sad, and very romantic.  And
some that give you hope that maybe love is just around the corner. 
We hope that you are inspired by this book and are perhaps inspired
to enjoy the pleasures of story telling as it relates to couples in
love, and the obstacles faced in the process. 


	Relationships and
Other Stuff will live on in future editions focusing more on
different types of romantic and non-romantic relationships stories
and poems and all variations of family
relationships and life’s social issues that relate to relationships
that affect us as human beings.
If you are interested in learning more, want to become
apart of a future edition, or have comments about the stories
featured please email Contact@emergingedgepublishing.com
 for more information. 


 Love is a
battlefield, and your heart is yours to give…
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Part One

Love Uplifts

And Dreams

Love
Is In The Air

By
Elizabeth Casto


        I have
been to the beach numerous times in my life, and I have found great
joy in lounging around on the sand and frolicking in the water. 
What more could a person ask for?  Life is best when it is
simple.  This particular summer I went to Virginia Beach with my
boyfriend, Ande.  He has an adventurous streak that would make
Robinson Crusoe jealous.  The first day at the beach was
peaceful and relaxing and the second day I was looking forward to
more of the same, but this was not the case.  I could sense that
Ande was getting the itch for a spike in adrenaline.  


    
After a few hours of swimming, Ande looked to the sky and started
watching the parasailers.  I knew the wheels were turning in his
mind.  Then he opened his mouth to speak, and I interrupted him.


  
 "Oh no," I said," Don't you dare get any ideas!
You know I'm terrified of heights." 



  
 "Yea, but I think you need to live a little." He
replied.


  
 "Well I'll live a little longer with my two feet planted
firmly on the ground."


     I sat on my
beach towel and looked at the parasailers.  They seemed so
graceful in the sky. I ignored Ande's puppy dog eyes as long as
I could, but he kept silently pleading with me.  Eventually, he
won and I found myself outside of the visitors’ kiosk buying
tickets to go 800ft up in the air.  Short little me, the
4'11'' girl who purposely grew-up short just so she would not have to
deal with heights; now I was going to become a human kite dangling
over the Atlantic Ocean.  


    We
made our way to the dock to board our motorboat.  The crew was
rather friendly, and instructed us on basic safety and gave us our
life vests, just in case.  Next, the crew began to instruct us
on how parasailing works.  I understood his instructions as: a
giant pillow case will fill with air, we sit on a small swing under
the pillow case and a flimsy little string is uncoiled as we go
higher and higher into the air, and that little string controls
whether we live or die.  After the instructions were over,
the boat started and we raced out of the small harbor and become a
stationary vessel far away from the shore.  The guide then
asked, "Who is first?" and like a rocket Ande's hand shot
up. His face was filled with light.  Excitement had over taken
him and trepidation had over taken me.  The guide motioned us
forward, and as I stood up I could feel my knees growing weak. 
Sensing my worry the guide tried to comfort me. 



  
 "Don't worry, the worst thing that could happen is the
boat breaks down," With an added smile he said, “Plus we
haven't killed anyone yet!"


  
 Ande chuckled and said to the guide, “She’s afraid of
heights."

Love Uplifts And
Dreams


     Ande and I
were harnessed and ready to go.  Then the boat started and took
off.  The sail caught wind and filled with air and it gave a
sharp tug as we were lifted along with it. I could not help but let
out a squeaky little yelp.  I was terrified of how fast the
ground was leaving us and I began to have tremors of complete
terror.  When we reached our allotted 800 ft, I had only
slightly calmed down.  I was gripping the side of the swing with
white knuckles.  Not being able to do anything else, I took a
look around.  The view that high up was amazing.  The
people on the beach looked like ants, and you could see deep into the
water.  It was completely silent, and even though the rope
attached to our swing was like an umbilical cord attaching us to the
boat, there was a sense of solitude.  Conversations held up here
were sacred and no one else would ever know what was said.  I
continued gazing at the scenery, letting go of my fears.  A
sense of awe had overcome me instead.  I realized how small I
truly was, and how insignificant.  I felt like I was a grain of
sand.  I realized that there was a bigger thing out there that
was vast like the ocean.  

    I
turned my head to Ande and said, "You know, I love you."


  
 "You're sweet, and I love you too," he replied,
"Doesn't it feel good to live?"


  
 "Yea" was all I could say before we were reeled back
onto the boat. 


     Parasailing
wasn't the end of the world, and it made me realize it was only the
beginning.











Crash
Dummy

By
Elizabeth McNamara


       My
ex-boyfriend was an aerophile. His idea of a great date was driving
to a scenic overlook near an airfield. No, we didn't do what other
couples "do" at scenic overlooks. We actually watched the
airplanes take off or touch down, depending on the winds. (He
preferred the landings.) Sometimes, he would even bring a
high-frequency scanner to listen to the pilots communicate with the
air traffic control tower.

 Ladies, I know what
you're thinking: Why on earth would I stick with a guy who
skipped the roses and went – wham! bam! – straight to the landing
strip? 

	Truthfully, it was kind of cute. He would get so
excited. Like a kid-at-Christmas so excited. And, maybe it was his
excitement, maybe it was the excuse to be outside on a sunny day,
maybe it was just being with him; but, I sincerely began to enjoy
it.

     We were dating long distance -- I, in New York, he,
in D.C.; and, when I would visit he would teach me the airport's
flight schedules and when to look for the "heavies." Before
long I could tell you when Lufthansa and Air France (his favorites)
landed; and I could tell you when the Aer Lingus flight (my favorite)
took off. Before long, I began pointing out flight patterns to my
friends back in New York. I even got good at figuring out the age of
a commercial jet based on the sound of the engine. 

	    Two
years ago, he enrolled in flying lessons to pursue his private
pilot's license. It took me nearly a year to get used to the idea of
him flying. Him in the plane. Him with the headset on. Him holding
the yoke. (His mother referred to his flying as "the thing that
we do not speak of.") 

	  Before long it was evident he
wanted me to be a part of his flying experience. "When I have my
license," he would say, "I want to fly up to meet you
outside of the city – just you and me – and I'll treat you to
brunch." I would just smile. 

     Then, in December
2007, on a visit to the District, I decided to be a good, supportive
girlfriend. I decided to take the first step towards getting over my
fear of flying with him. I decided to watch one of his flying
practices at Gaithersburg Airport in Maryland. 

 It was a
sunny morning, not a cloud in the sky. Other than a slight
crosswind, the day was perfect for flying. I found a window in the
airport diner (a lot of these little airfields have diners), sat down
and ordered a coffee with milk. For an hour and a half I watched my
boyfriend practice his "touch and goes" – when the pilot
takes off, flies in a large circle around the airfield, touches down,
and then immediately takes off again.

	  There he was! Up in
the air! Flying! It was so cool, so hot. So, masculine MacGyver. So,
Tom Cruise and Kelly McGillis á la Top Gun. ("Take me to
bed or lose me forever!") The best part of all is that I wasn't
the least bit 


fearful watching
him. 

	Eventually he finished his solo flight practice and
joined me in the diner to fill out his flight log. My thoughts
brimmed with dreams of spur-of-the-moment trips, of afternoon mojitos
on a Caribbean beach. 

    At that moment, an airplane
crashed. 

	  I saw it take off. It was a two-seater, white
Cessna with a sky blue tail. It came down the runway, increasing
speed. It lifted. It gained altitude, flew above the plot of trees
lining the runway. Then, all in one, sharp motion, the plane took a
hard left turn and plummeted down, down nose first into the forest.


 "I think that plane just crashed," I said. 

	 
	"What?" my boyfriend asked, panic in his voice and rising
from his seat towards the window. 

    "That plane just
crashed," I said, still calm-voiced, still unsure of what I had
just seen. Obviously it had crashed, but the scene was surreal, like
part of some fantasy, like watching a movie. Everyone in the diner
rushed to get up. They ran to the window. Smoke rose from the crash
site in the distant trees. We all ran outside, towards the runway,
towards the trees. 

 The plane was totaled. Its nose
was rammed into the trees; its wings were bent straight back, barely
hanging on. When we arrived the two passengers had already exited.
They had to jump several feet from the aircraft to reach safety.


	There were two passengers. The man had a bloody face from
hitting the windshield. The woman, who was clearly more shaken by the
event but looked like she didn't have a scratch on her, was rubbing
her knee.  Lucky, very lucky.

	Nearly one year after the
crash my boyfriend sat for the written exam and officially became a
private pilot. A month after that, we broke up. By that time I
already made plans to move to D.C., which was my hometown as well.
It's a move I made despite the Love Uplifts And Dreams

split, and a move I
made by car. And I've never felt more grounded.











Endless

By Kevin Lee
Lewis






Time spent and time
that is shared

The kind of love
that cannot be compared

Coming from deep
down in the heart

Intertwining
together never to be apart

Flowing freely
entrancing all that see

The kind of love
that captures you never to be free

Better to spend time
in the presence always

Losing track of
time, the passing by of days

Joy increasing to
levels with no limit in sight

Smiles so good that
room shines bright

Not a care in the
world, not even a concern

Just wanting to keep
this feeling, you do yearn

Living and waiting
for the next time the love is near

Enveloping you,
completely safe, having no fear

Remembering when you
were different, times of the past

Now you’re a
changed person from the first to the last

Hard to make words,
when trying to describe this love

The highest kind
there is none that is above

Doing what it takes
to make sure that it is pure

Sometimes thinking
it easier to give up, but you choose to endure

Knowing it is worth
more than gold and silver

Ever flowing just
like a continuous river

Knowing that when
you have the love, your life is complete

Following your
heart, to where the connection does meet

Wanting to know
more, learning about it intimately

Guiding you to the
next place for you to see

Taking your heart to
places unexplored

Knowing that you are
special and adored

Feeling the love
come down and pour over you

Walking in the
beneficial relationship of two

Truly no way to
describe something that is priceless

No way to stop
seeking a love that is endless











Hurricanes
Reflect the Moon

By Benjamin
Nardolilli

(For LP)

Streetlights, each
to each

near when speech is
spoken

to colors in the
sky,

 

It's our hands, and
pull them closer,

warmth in our rooms

that echoes
disconnecting minds

 

There is only cool
under my foot,

to cushion our steps

and gain balanced
beauty.

 

We remembered days,

a golden chain,
which came

when the sun stepped
in,

 

A common thread
rustling leaves

beside the days that
came

over with wind and a
circle,

 

From wanting the
same sound of the sky,

self-portraits
illuminating

the verisimilitude
outside our walls.





















My Liverpool Bird

By
Lawrence E. Mintz






One day
  A
lovely little bird from Liverpool
         Flew
through my window
               And
landed in my life
             
    She was as sweet as honey
       
               Cute as a
kitten
                 
        And sang for me
       
                   
A most beautiful love song
           
                  But I
couldn’t hear it
             
                   The
drums of my past were banging too loudly
       
                   
         So I put her in a cage and
   
                   
                 blew
smoke in her direction.
















she finally
 
                   
                   
                   
         started to choke
     
                   
                   
                   
                   
          and couldn’t sing anymore
   
                   
                   
                   
                   
           I was blinded by
myself
                 
                   
                   
                   
              didn’t see the
damage
                 
                   
                   
                   
           I had caused until it
was
                 
                   
                   
                   
        too late. She tried hard to
   
                   
                   
                   
                   unlock
my heart but it was so
             
                   
                   
                   
       jammed shut she couldn’t budge it
 
                   
                   
                   
                 finally
she got her voice back
             
                   
                   
                   
  and began her beautiful song
         
                   
                   
                     she
flew into  the night
           
                   
                   
              once she
found
                 
                   
                   
      the love she needed
       
                   
                   
        she sang 


                    
                    all the time.











 it’s sad
 
 I never heard her beautiful song
     until
she was flying out my window
         I
now have it taped
            in my
heart
               every
time
                 I
hear it
                 
  I cry
















Part Two






Love So

Unpredictability

Chaotic











HELL
FOUND ME

By
Michael J Kahmann






Hell found me. 
Naked and running from trailer to trailer until an old woman was kind
enough to lend me a towel her dog had been sleeping on.  She was also
kind enough to call the police.






	That part turned
out all right though because I wouldn’t have gone back for my truck
without them.

	Now before you jump
to any conclusions, I don’t live in a trailer park.  I don’t even
know anyone who does.  As for that plump brunette in that tight black
cocktail dress, well… I didn’t really know her.  Not that I’m
blaming her.  She didn’t expect her husband and her brother to
return from their fishing trip that early in the day.  All I know for
sure is that I now have a sense of what it is like to die and wake up
in hell.  Mind you, at this point I deserved it.  Justice is not the
issue. 


	I woke to the sound
of a door banging open and a light so bright I thought it would melt
the room.  I tried to focus in on the screeching half-nude woman
clutching handfuls of my raw flesh and shoving me toward the door. 
Even then I might not have moved, due to acute alcohol consumption of
the previous night, except the phrase she was screeching over and
over finally penetrated my sodden brain:  “My husband is home!” 


	Now this is a
gender thing.  Ever since the man crawled out of the primordial slime
and began to walk upright there are those expressions, in what ever
language he develops, that are guaranteed to liberate whatever
adrenalin is in his system.  “My husband is home!”  tops the
list.  Mature women have been known, for the amusement of their
friends, to holler this at their own napping husbands, and they will
run out of their own houses and climb into their cars before
realizing where they are. 


	I stumbled out the
door and would have maintained my balance had the last step not been
missing.  My roll in the gravel was cut short by another of those
motivational expressions, uttered in a guttural grunting tone, “Hey!
 Who the hell is that!”  I was up on my feet and running faster
than an NFL defensive end with an opening to the quarterback.  I had
no real sense of where I was so I ran from trailer to trailer scaring
whoever I encountered until the aforementioned old lady let me retain
an old towel I grabbed from her small porch.  The previous owner of
the towel, a rather large German Shepard, might have recaptured the
towel except it sensed my desperation and I sensed its age. 


	At any rate, I
returned with the police to that trailer and got my wallet and keys
(pitched out of a sliding window) but as for my clothes, they would
not return them.  I demanded that the police go in and get them but
they laughed and assured me that next to drunken spousal abuse
confrontation with the authorities was their favorite pastime, and
unless I agreed to go in and murder someone, they were not going to
go into that trailer and get my clothes.  It would seem that out on
the street half naked men reeking of alcohol and old dog have few
rights. 


	That left one more
level of hell to descend to;  home to tell the wife.  Now my wife is
a good woman, better than I deserve, and an understanding woman, but
showing up without my clothes, wrapped in a threadbare towel that
smells like a dog – this was going to be a stretch.  The fight we
had last night over what we were going to do for our sixth
anniversary seemed a light year away,   and no doubt paled in
comparison to not coming home at all.  In all the six years we have
been married I had not once reverted back to my red-neck ways and
this would be the theme I intended to cling to. 


	Cautiously I opened
the door to our apartment, hoping against all odds that she had gone
out for a while, but the soft sound of the TV told me she was here. 


	“Ah, there you
are.  I didn't know if I would see you today or not; now that you are
a celebrity.”

	“A celebrity?” 
I mumbled, trying to make sense of that.

	“You made the
morning news.  It's nice to know that naked unfaithful husbands
cavorting wildly through a trailer park is still news.  I was fearful
that maybe it had become so commonplace that no one would care – or
call the police.”

	“It was the old
lady that called the police.  She gave me the towel”  I stood there
pointing at the towel like she wouldn't know which one if I didn't
make it clear.  “Her dog was using it.”

	“Thank goodness. 
I was hoping that smell wasn't all you.” 


	“And I wasn't
unfaithful!”  I said, trying to remember to stick to my main theme.

	“If it looks like
a duck, and it quacks like a duck...  Or maybe a Pig would be a
better.”






	“Let's not
fight.”  I offered somewhat lamely, “I've had a rough night.” 
The words were still fluttering out of my mouth and I couldn't get
them back.

	“You've had a
rough night!” she screamed.  “I'll tell you about a rough night! 
You stomp out of here in the middle of a discussion we're having and
I don't see you or hear from you...  You've never done that before...
 And I spend the whole night worrying and crying.   I'm sick and
exhausted and when I wake up you're still not home...  I'm ready to
call the police, the hospitals and all that when the phone rings and
my mother, who never liked you that much anyway, joyfully tells me
that you have made the news.  How am I ever going to face my family
again?”

	Now as much as I
would relish never facing her family again I had to let that one go
and stick to my main theme.  “I am so sorry,” I said.  “I got
upset and did a stupid thing and I am so sorry.  But you have to know
that I wasn't unfaithful.”

	“You were running
around naked in a trailer park!  Doesn't unfaithful fit in there
somewhere?”

	“I gave her a
ride home.  But we were so drunk I realized I had better not drive
anymore and she offered her extra bedroom for me to sleep it off. 
She insisted on one more drink but the only thing she had was a half
of a bottle of some kind of red wine from the fridge.  Well I spilled
it, or she spilled it – I don't remember exactly – and it stained
everything I had on.  “Club Soda'  she kept saying over and over
until I gave her my clothes.” 


	“I'll remember
that.  Next time I meet an attractive man I'll just say 'Club Soda'
over and over until he gives me his clothes.” 


	“You'll have to
get him blind drunk first,”  I shot back, “and once you do that
you won't need the Club Soda.”






	“Even if I chose
to believe you, and I'm not saying I do, how did you end up running
around naked for all the world to see?  Or at least for a channel
five news crew to film?” 


	“To film!  To
film?”  I blurted out.  “I didn't see any news people.”

	“Well they sure
saw you.  Kind of like the Sasquatch everyone is always trying to get
a picture of.  Of course the pasty white truckers belly doesn't fit
the profile, but all in all I'd say they captured your essence.  You
did have the towel by the time they got there.” 


	“I didn't know - 
this is terrible.  What are we going to do?” 


	“We?  I'm going
to avoid anyone we know and laugh with anyone we don't.”

	It isn't that
funny.  Maybe they won't know who I am.” 


	To be honest I
expected crying and screaming but now she was seeing a humor in the
situation that surprised and hurt me.  I couldn't appreciate how
ridiculous I had to look standing there in a dirty hooded jacket
scrounged from my truck and my bottom wrapped in a stinking
threadbare towel  “It's nothing to laugh about,” I spat, raising
both hands in the air for emphasis.  Too late I realized what a
mistake that was as the towel slid to the floor.  She was now
laughing out loud.

	“Guess you can't
help yourself, Big Guy!”  She spurted out as she reached for her
purse.

	I was trying to
keep an eye on her and grab the towel at the same time when I
realized what she was doing.  She took her phone out and pointed it
at me.  All I could do was turn and run toward the bathroom. 


	Her laughter told
me that she believed me about not being unfaithful.  My descent into
hell was over -  except for a picture of my retreat – which lurks
somewhere on the net.  But I won't say where.
















Wake Up

By David Mark
Dannov

My last
girlfriend tried,
but she couldn’t do it,
she couldn’t wake
me up.

After 7 years, she came very close,
closer than any
woman had ever come.

“Look around, look at all the open
space,” 
she said to me one day, driving me in her car through
the San Diego hills, as that’s where she had moved to after landing
a solid job
with Hewlett Packard, making a hundred grand
a
year; she lived in a rickety house 
facing a lake, a house we’d
found together. 

Thinking she was subconsciously trying to
lure me further into the relationship, wanting me to move 
in with
her, which, in truth, was what she 
was doing, I looked
around
with a kind of blind rage, even though I felt
very
relaxed, content,
enjoying all that green and all those rolling
hills.
“Uh huh,” I huffed, not responding or looking 
at
her.

**

She tried another time.

On a weekend
afternoon in San Diego, standing on a hill after hiking up a trail,
staring at a state park filled with trees and the smell of dry leaves
and memories of childhood Safari fantasies, I closed my eyes and
breathed in the cool breeze.
Standing next to me, Diane, my
girlfriend, stared at me and said with a concerned smile. 
“Why
do you still live in Long Beach, in that horrible studio, Marcus?
You’ve been there so long. You hate it there. Look at you. You come
alive in nature.”

I opened my eyes with green passion
and
smiled at her.

Then, once again thinking she was using some
kind of reverse psychology on me,
knowing she wanted me to move
out of my studio and move in with her and have a family, 2 kids, the
whole shebang,
I just nodded and kept quiet.

Then I turned
and headed down the trail
as she followed with concerned
eyes.

These memories haunt me.
Okay, maybe my ex was, in
her own 
womanly way, trying to reel me in 


the way a
fisherman
knows he has a good catch
flailing on his hook,
choosing me
to be the father of her children, even though
she
had doubts of her own, doubts whether I was a responsible enough man
to handle that kind 
of lifelong responsibility. But because I had
lived 
in that studio for so long,
doing my damndest to prove
to myself
that I was a bad ass writer, that I was a man,
I’d
convinced myself 
that living with a woman was a cowardly
thing,
that deciding to have a family was the death
of my
journey as an artist,
and I wanted nothing to do with it,
even
though this woman loved me
and didn’t care that I had serious
demons,
that I’d worn a dress to a Halloween parade
in
Hollywood, high heels, wig and all, 
and had given her that
dress
as a gift a week later. 

She loved me the way a man
loves his hound,
shortcomings and all.

She cooked amazing
dishes, roast chicken,
trip tip in the oven, mashed potatoes,

sautéed garlic and string beans, 
and lived where I
wanted to live,
in a natural setting,
away from the prison
walls
of city life; she had a big dog too,
something I’d
always wanted since I was a kid,
and supported my writing
and
my art and my clay heads
and my music, thrilled with the idea
that
I was a creative human being;
and yet I still couldn’t snap out
of it
when she tried to open my mind
and let me know that she
was offering me happiness, a way out of the misery
and the poverty
and the overall madness
that swirled in my world, all on the
raunchy,
piss-smelling corner of 4th and Cherry. 
In the end,
through my own self sabotage,
that girl left me; and I went
through an entire year of suicidal madness. 
I’m better now,
with a younger woman, 
a modern dancer who has a buffalo charge

of passion. And as I sit here in front of the computer screen,
writing this poem, waiting to drive 
to the airport and pick this
woman up after her being gone for a month in Scotland 
with her
dancing company, in retrospect, 
I can’t help but wonder if I
WAS ready to have 
a family—when I was with the ex, I mean.

Whether it was the right decision or not to avoid that final
commitment, at the time, I felt, 
through a primitive fear, that I
needed more years to write after swimming so far out to sea 


when it
came to writing, that I couldn’t spend the rest of 


my adult
life taking care of children 
and driving them to preschool and
soccer games 
and giving in to the whole family affair, at least
not yet. 
But I’ll never forget. I’ll never forget that life
with the ex, our life together. 
I’ll never forget what she
offered me. 
Being with her in those hills felt as if a nun
had
taken me in, a disturbed and wild animal,
and had brought me back
to life: 
sleeping late on weekends 
while the lake shimmied
with morning glass pings, 
the stars visible at night, fire
crackling in the fireplace, 


frogs
ribbeting, coyotes cackling, blue grass or Radio Head 


or some
other electronic-smooth-groove playing from the stereo, 
the dog
running around the living room and wanting to wrestle 


whenever
I’d arrive and walk through the front door— 
the ex smiling
and clapping her hands as she saw me 


with my
back pack slumped
over my shoulder, jumping up and down 
like a
little girl just given a Christmas gift; 


what a
warm and comforting and magical time. 

If you ever read this,
Diane, 
wherever you are now, I want you to know:
I’d never
been so happy 
in all my life. 
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