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"Holistic Website Creations"

SCA-WING DCSIGNS

Providing internet solutions for small businesses, artists and non-profits
in western Washington and beyond. Including:

Website Design
Graphic Design Photo Editing

Logo Creation "Green" Hosting

Package Installation E . Software Training
Digital Photography % Name Registration

Content Management Content Writing/Editing

WWW.SEAWINGDESIGNS.COM

To set an appointment for a free consultation,
call Jason Earrame at (360) 273-0687
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Publisher

Each time we gather stories for a new edition of Multiple Lazy Voices, a
MULAVO Press

theme surfaces. It is a strange phenomenon because each of us has a
different voice and a different background, and different challenges in our

daily lives. Whether fanciful fiction or completely factual, a tiny thread Senior Editors

emerges that connects each story. In this issue of MLV that thread is Julie Jansen

escapism. Lauri Martin
Editors

Concerns of economic crisis, how to choose the right preschool for little
Johnny, dead end jobs and whether weOBFt'?Aa”dﬁrﬁo(}e them tomorr c
warming, no retirement in sight, nonsensical wars, and what to make for ﬁn':/lanﬂ? opez

. . . . .M. Thompson
dinner Thursday weigh on our minds and cause many sleepless nights. In
a world where everything around us seems to be collapsing, we all want Editors At-Large
to find peace somewhere, be it on a beach, in the dirt of a garden, in the Tamara Keeton
dropletsofdew on a spi der 0sanalieks heritefereamwa y| | lyfofind Klly J
cone, or watching dogs race through a park on Sunday morning. To free
our minds from everyday concerns is a much sought after pleasure. And

there is a way to cope, to raise ourselves above it all, even if just for a few Desktop Publishing

minutes. Read. Lauri Martin

For those of us at MLV, the act of writing is a way to discover new worlds, Art

new ideas, and make new friends. For our readers, entering that world for ?ﬁFh ﬁ\nderson
ulie Jansen

the length of a story offers escape. Escape can broaden our horizons or
simply offer a release from current circumstances. The characters inside
these pages are somehow looking for a way out too. Come read along;
laugh, take a new look at a familiar landscape, a reprieve from daily life,
and enjoy.

A.M. Thompson

Photography

Julie Jansen

Wedd | owe ytoaurknmochoughts on what youpv&OMERAITd here and wher
stories may have led you. www.multiplelazyvoices.com email: Beth Anderson © 2008
multiplelazyvoices@yahoo.com.

Web Master

Thank you from all of us at Multiple Lazy Voices. Lauri Martin
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By Lauri Martin

Al fonse didndt know why he did i / L purse just sat
the hall table, its clasp undone, inviting him. At first he

leaned over it and peeked inside. A purse could hold such
mysteries. Why would a woman protect her handbag like a 4
Pit Bull guarding its favorite & . . didnodét cont ¢
secret or forbidden? it o)

Back when he had been a little boy, his grandmother used to
let him rifle through her purse during church, just to keep him
quiet. Now he was a grown man, shut out of the world of
womends purses.

2008 Julie Jansen

His grandmother never kept anything illicit in her purse. It

held ordinary items like packets of tissues, some tic tacs, and two sets of keys attached to rings
that snapped to the inside of one pocket. So many pockets, all of them filled to overflowing with
mundane, but often useful implements of everyday life: nail clippers, matches, paperclips, a tiny
pen and notepad, the garage door opener, a mini flashlight.

When packing a purse, Alf wondered,di d women stop to think, iNow, i foo
station, what c¢ ouOrdoulitleabre like theavaywis fatheo patkéd dhe car

so long ago when they went on their once yearly camping trips? He scoured the garage and

every shelf and closet in the house, hunting for obscure items that might come in handy on their

two-day foray away from electricity and indoor pl umbi ng
that, and so on, until the trailer looked like it belonged to the forlorn Joad family leaving

Oklahoma.

But the purse in front of him seemed different from

gaping and unprotected before him. It seemed empty. Alf looked over its rim into the dark, satin-
lined interior and saw nothing. Not a handkerchief, no keys, no billfold, nor even a coin purse. It
was big enough to hold a small frozen turkey, yet had nothing inside. Now Alf was not only
curious about the purse, but also of the woman who left it there on the hall table. What kind of
woman carried an empty purse?

Allwomen carried pursesd t he bi gger the purse, the fuller the wom
A woman with six kids obviously had to carry a bigger purse than the woman with none. But the

woman with none might have an important job, so instead of a purse, she carried a briefcase or

even a cardboard box, filled to overflowing with the stuff of her employment.

That must be it, Alf reasoned, this woman has some other thing to carry all her provisions, and
she took that with her, leaving this useless purse behind.

Just as he was about to turn and walk to the kitchen where he had been headed to get a snack,
the sunlight shifted in the hall and illuminated a zipper in the lining. He looked all around and
listened for any hint of approaching footsteps. Assured nobody could come upon him and catch
him in the act, he slipped his hand inside the mouth of the bag.
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His thumb and index finger squeezed the tiny zipper and pulled. At first the zipper stuck. He
tugged a little harder, intensely aware of the noise the teeth made as they slowly parted.

The opening revealed a snug pocket just wide enough for his hand. Alf stood next to the table
with the purse perched on top, trying not to look guilty of snooping. He was working up the nerve
to wedge his meaty hand into the tiny pocket.

What 6s t her e heoceasoeed. b f 6 ai dnbNo?bao doyubrss ewat chi ng. ltds no
something could be in there that would bite off my fingers.

Or could there? Suchwasthe mystery of womenébés purses. Not hing in
the things his wife kept in the hall cupboard or beneath the bathroom sink. A tampon, some

Motrin maybe. Things that hinted at the lives of women, but which men, if they were careful, could

avoid contact with entirely.

Alf would not let fear of female hygienic paraphernalia stop him. He shoved his fingers into the
pocket. The lining ripped. Because he used so much force, his hand continued to plummet into
the depths of the purse. He was in to his elbow and still the hand went down, down farther than it
would seem possible.

He hunched over till his armpit met the pocket, but still no bottom. If Alf had stopped to think it
over, he would have realized that the table stood waist high. Bent over it, his arm extended well
below the surface. If he had realized the impossibility of the situation while he was still in only to
his shoulder, Alf might have had a chance. But no, his mind was too bound up with determination
to bother over physics.

Who could say why, because really he couldnét see any
entire left arm, but Alf stuck his head right in the purse. That was it. Gravity took over. Gravity and
some other force much like a vacuum only more powerful.

Ethel heard a crash, and came running in from the porch where she had been having tea with
their new neighbor, Clarissa. Clarissa was right on her heels as Ethel halted at the hall table.

AHow strange, 0 said Ethel

The table rocked back and forth as if someone rather large had just brushed past it. But it did not
fall over.

AAl f?20 Ethel called. AAre you al/l right?0 She peered
him. She turned back to the hall, and saw Clarissa with her hand on the table as if to steady it.

AYour purse, it |l ooks inside out, o said Ethel

AOh, 06 Clarissa hesitated. dlitt.mwSot woea nt e wWay ktsh es hs wnr
added, then snatched up the bag like women do when they see someone else eyeing it, and

hedged t oward the front door. AThanks so much for the
Before Ethel could think of a reply, Clarissa and her purse were out the door and across the

street.

On her short trot home, Clarissa could hear Ethel <cal
purse wiggled a bit, but she held it steady. This had been an easy catch. ¢

4 . multiple lazy voices - multiplelazyvoices.com



Tina Jezorski: Icelandic Jeweler

By Julie Jansen

To carry home a work of art by Tina Jezorski is to
truly take home a piece of Il celand. Jezorskib6s |l ove
for the rugged Icelandic landscape is apparent in
her jewelry. Gold and silver combined with jasper
and opal represent fire and ice. Glacial pebbles
intertwined with hammered loops of silver bring to
mind cold Atlantic waves crashing against basalt
cliffs. Red jasper encircled with a halo of pearls
could represent a sea creature, a patch of snow
melting away to reveal volcanic rock, or the frost-
coated foliage of a delicate plant. Her designs are
beautiful and cutting edge.

On a cold windy day in April, | approached the

maroon corrugated iron walls of a modest house

on Laugavegur, the main shopping street of

Reykjavik. As | stepped in off the street | was immediately struck by a sense of welcome. The
shop was colorful and inviting. There was no sense of pretentiousness despite the fact that
Jezorski designs are highly sought after by prestigious international clientele.

A slight young woman with cropped hair and ice blue eyes looked at me from behind the counter.

Tina Jezorskiobés serious expr e8afdredomgassecondfader oke i nt o a
appear ed, ‘yeéanodd&m, plying dmongst the display cases filled with necklaces,
rings, earrings, and sculpture. As we talked about he

no surprise to learn that the Jezorski jewelry business is a family affair. Tina and her father,
Gudbrandur Jezorski, collaborate on their designs.
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