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The Wayward Soul 

When I younger, my soul was something I took for granted. I would think 
nothing of sharing it with the magpies and the squirrels, with the stray 
dogs that came to beg scraps of food at our porch door. I would scatter it 
on the wind, and spread it like ashes on the surface of the lake. I would 
toss it like a bright, sturdy-seamed softball high in the air, while the sun 
marinated my childhood afternoon picnics in sweet orange barbecue-sauce 
light. I wouldn’t hesitate to send my laughter alone into the woods. Or I 
would throw it down abandoned wells, where the moon floated on the 
surface of still black waters. Always, I knew it would find its way back to 
me, would come bounding back to me across wide-open fields with the 
loose-hipped gait, the matted fur, the infallible nose of a true and loyal 
hound dog.  

When I was younger, and so much more trusting than I am today, I would 
lend my soul to any old passerby. I would leave it in taxicabs and city 
buses. I would hang it around the neck of scarecrows at country 

crossroads. I would seal it in an envelope and send it off to unknown places, with no return address. My soul 
was an article of faith, and I never doubted its safe return. 

When I got older, I became more suspicious. I began to understand the sly covetousness of the people who 
pretended to be my friends. I would catch their sidelong, conspiratorial glances out of the corner of my eye. 
I began to understand the value of the thing I had for so long been careless of. I began to be more 
protective of my soul.  

At night, I would make sure it was safely indoors. I began to keep it hidden when strangers were around. I 
hid it underneath flowerpots, like a spare door key. I hid it behind photographs of myself, smiling into the 
camera. I had a secret pocket sewn into the lining of my coat, and so I kept it close to my beating heart, 
precious as a rare watch, on the end of a golden chain.     

Whenever I was forgetful or unaware, though, it would take the opportunity to slip away from me. It would 
sneak out the back door when I was daydreaming or napping on the couch. It would slip out through any 
open transom or window.  

Lately, it has taken to being gone for days on end. I spend my time wandering lost and afraid down empty, 
evil streets. I leave “lost soul” posters nailed to twisted trees in bad parts of town. I fall asleep in my 
clothes, with my windows open, waiting for it to find its way back home.   

 

  

 

 

 

 

 



   
MUSIC TO EAT LUNCH TO Mandy Gardner 

Nine Black Alps – Everything Is 

Release date: June 13, 2005 

Label: Island Records 

Tracks: 12 

Rating: 8 

Looks like this album has been sitting on the floor of the office collecting 
dust for a while, so the time is ripe for a review considering that it’s 
already been followed up! Not having heard any subsequent releases, 
I’ve entered blindly into this record, and that’s the way I like it. Nine 
Black Alps is touted as a grunge, punk, or indie band and I’m inclined to 
lean more toward the last incarnation but to add a shadowed edge; it’s 

got a very similar heart to The Strays but with a softer resolution and a somewhat more satisfying feel that 
is reminiscent of Nirvana.   

This band named itself after a line in Sylvia Plath’s poem “The Couriers”: “Frost on a leaf, the immaculate 
cauldron, talking and crackling, all to itself on the top of each of nine black Alps.” Given the name, one 
naturally assumes a melancholic and darkened vein to the band’s songs, and while this is a safe assumption 
for many of the tracks on Everything Is, there is also a very upbeat and purely English cadence to the 
record.   

The band comes from Manchester in the northern region of England, and you can hear the nationality 
pouring out immediately in the same way you can with Oasis or Coldplay; English bands are usually 
unmistakable to our ears and I think it’s the well-placed juxtaposition between the Manchester natives and 
the American poetry of their name that explains the worldly atmosphere of Everything Is. The actual talent 
of the musicians is showcased to perfection with the electric and acoustic guitar riffs and the lowered and 
early McCartney-esque vocals alongside purely rock tracks; the versatility of all the band members is 
highlighted in “Behind Your Eyes,” a soft song altogether suggestive of the Beatles and Simon and Garfunkel.  
The song and its close sibling “Intermission” sit in well between the rest of the songs on the album, which 
are mostly of a very English rock sound. 

It’s a great record, on the whole. If you are into that English sound in the vocals and the guitar, indie rock in 
any of its forms, or are just into something a bit different from your usual records then I highly recommend 
Nine Black Alps—at least this record, that is! As for myself, I’m putting the next release on my long and 
ever-growing list of CDs to buy. Do the same! 
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