
Commencement to Comfort 
By Ivan Skrblinski 
Imagining kept his eyes shut and fluttering. He lay still and content. But, seconds later, the glowing television 
disturbed his relaxation, ending his slumber. Yonder and far beyond, the sound of congas began creeping into 
his sleeping ears as the smooth thumping thuds began synchronizing with the television’s dancing lights. When 
the conga hit its last beat, the commercial was over. 
He was approaching reality—becoming aware. He was smiling. 
However, the lacuna between dreaming and the truth that he was coming back to this place instantly produced 
a state of confusion. His inspiration and mindset got muddled when he realized he was not alone but in the 
company of someone it was hard for him to like. He couldn’t concentrate on happiness because of the 
manufactured strife generated by them  between him and everyone else. This was the way it was going to be 
forever. 
He was fully awake. 
He sat cross-legged on his upper bunk. His bed was always made. Below him, he knew his bunkie still slept, 
so he quietly slumped forward as his gaze shifted to his cell door. He knew how many bars were on it, 
something he checked repetitively in the course of a lockdown. Waking up caged erased his memories of 
solace and tenderness, and at the same time, the sun’s rising just out of his presence created misery. 
The smallness of his prison cell squeezed and compressed him as he nearly bumped his head on a footlocker 
bolted to the wall, just to his right. In spite of it all he sought comfort: Folger’s coffee and Nestle’s chocolate 
mixed in his little brown cup. That appealed to his good senses. That sweet mocha taste was the kind of 
morning gratification missed, but never forgotten. 
He removed a bottle of water that he put in the same place every night on the right side of his locker and sat it 
down beside his leg. His body turned slightly left as he twisted its top open and poured a measured serving 
into a Brushy Creek hot-pot that was always placed at the foot of his bunk. He carefully re-capped the bottle 
and set it back in place. Then, he plugged in the hot-pot, turned it on high and waited patiently for it to steam. 
The television distracted him with a senseless killing, so he changed the channel to watch the funnies, only to 
see the Roadrunner deceive Wiley Coyote into blowing himself up. He sensed the infringement deeply while 
thinking about compassion and how his mother always told him about sitting too close to the TV. 
“Boy, move back from that TV! It’ll make you go blind.” 
He reached back into his locker and got a packet of Nestle’s chocolate, tore it open and poured it in the empty 
cup. The crumpled packet rested beside him. Twisting steam was quietly treasured as water drops formed on 
the cell’s ceiling. He reached in his locker again and took out a jar of Folger’s coffee and opened it. He could 
smell its purpose. He dumped a heaping scoop into the cup and then attentively poured in scorching water. 
The brew foamed. The mocha aroma induced a downright synergy between his clumsy soul and his dingy and 
darkened cell. As his plastic spoon vigorously stirred the mixture far more than necessary, that clanking sound 
sang, “I’m ready to start doing time again.” 
 


