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Foreword

Donna M. Allego
Editor

Welcome to the 2016 edition of The Griffin! The entire staff is thankful for
the authors and photographers who offered their work for our perusal, and
we are eager to share them with you.
Henry David Thoreau once remarked that “Heaven is under our feet as
well as over our heads.” As I reflect on these words, I ask what does heaven
look like in the daily world in which we live, and how closely do we hit
the mark at finding this heaven--meaning and happiness--in our lives. By
offering various perspectives about the human condition, the authors and
photographers in this edition encourage us to consider these important
questions and answer them for ourselves. As each day unfolds, it offers us
opportunities for these reflections.
The 2016 edition is dedicated to the entire Griffin staff with whom I was
privileged to work. Kathleen Cronin, William Riccardi, and Patrick White
for their wonderful editing and good company throughout the year. And,
as always, special thanks to Donna Smyrl for bringing the magazine to its
final form.
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The Day Begins:

Inspirational

Buddha on Gampo Abbey
Rebecca Gullan
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Voyage of Discovery
F. V. Hargrove

The Sun of wisdom opens up to you
On the horizon
Your past lies behind you
On a voyage
To better places
Quick!
Hurry!
Down the pages
So I can tell you something
In case you haven’t been told lately…
You are loved
You are important
And you matter
Note to self and all other heavy hearts:
Your anxiety is a dirty liar
Don’t believe it
You can do hard things
That’s why you’re still here
Anxiety lies
Bottom line
Embrace your negative feelings
Tell them to go back to Hell where they came from
You don’t need all the answers
Life is not a Pokémon episode
Don’t gain a “gotta catch ‘em all” attitude
The moments will come to you, as they need to in life
On second thought
Only believe what your heart beats to believe
Don’t listen to my words
I’m on the same voyage
As anyone who discovers these pages
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Wonder

Donna L. Emerson

Wonder is not precisely knowing
What’s before you—what’s inside
While allowing light to burrow
Open crannies—open night
Wonder’s not afraid of shadows
Accepts skirmish, pain and blight
Wonder looks wide-eyed, right at you
Wide awake---ablaze with light
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The Healing Storm
Rosanne Bridi

Zoey sprinted out of her bedroom, down the stairs and through
the front door of her small farm house. She catapulted off the porch skipping the three steps to the ground. Her body was drenched in perspiration,
but she didn't stop running. Afraid to look back she already knew what
was behind her. With unharnessed energy, she continued to run for her life
down the front lawn then out into the street. She watched the sky become
a menacing black shade as if the grim reaper was making a house call. She'd
experienced twisters in the past, but this seemed different. There were no
gale force winds which backed up Mother Nature's turbulent funnels. On
this summer day the air was still, chilled and bitter cold; very unlike the climate she'd grown accustomed to living in Oklahoma most of her life. Zoey
felt death presenting itself, but for some unknown reason her sprint slowed
to a stroll and her fear subsided. She stopped running, did an about turn......
when abruptly there was a piercing siren.
Zoey awoke to the wailing sound of her alarm and was tangled up
in her bed sheets. She let out a surrendering sigh, "Dammit, I'm still alive!"
Falling victim to a bad romance, and now suffering from yet another broken
heart, Zoey felt like throwing in the towel most days. Making it through the
day with a depression she wasn't able to beat was becoming a huge drag; a
ridiculous cycle which seemed to never end.
"Why am I here?" she said in a low voice.
Zoey walked to the kitchen and opened the refrigerator door; a
routine she'd performed every morning for the past two months. Of course
when she opened the door and felt the cool air encase her body, she might
as well been staring into the deepest cavern in the Grand Canyon, because
that's how empty the "fridge" was.
"Oh yea, I still need to go food shopping." She whispered while rolling her eyes.
Skipping breakfast she took her shower and drove to her friend Beverly's ranch in the nearby town of Kildare.
Beverly had been a longtime friend of Zoey's, and even though she
hated to admit it, Zoey leaned on Beverly for a lot. Since Zoey's whirlwind
romance and break up with Jake two months ago, she wasn't sleeping well.
She couldn't be alone for long periods of time so her visits to Beverly's ranch
increased. Getting back to her first love of horse riding became a challenge
for Zoey. Without Jake in the picture, she often felt restless and distracted.
Deep down she'd hoped that visiting Beverly and the ranch would ignite her
desire once again, and on some level it did. She longed to get back to riding.
13

It relaxed her and left her with a feeling of liberation. All her friends told
her to give it time and your heart will heal. Usually positive, Zoey was finding little comfort in their words. She found the sound of loneliness almost
deafening. Days were extremely long, with a
horrible emptiness.
Zoey pulled in the driveway of Beverly's horse farm and saw all the
familiar faces that worked on her ranch, but one face was new. Typically
Zoey saw older weathered faces, with bodies seemingly shrinking every
time she visited. But this one was youthful, probably closer to her age, with
a husky strong mass. This cowboy looked big compared to the Thoroughbred he was unloading from the trailer. This brawny monument stood more
than 6 foot high in what looked like Dingo boots. His Wranglers left little
to the imagination and his khaki twill fit perfectly. After parking her car,
she started closing the distance to the crowd near the stalls. Her scan traveled further up his body as she got closer. She noticed a lightly tanned face,
which brightened his hazel eyes. Topping off the cowboy look, was a straw
Stetson.
Zoey had reached the entrance to the round pen where most of the
ranch hands
gathered and they were bringing the Bay Thoroughbred. She wasn't paying
attention where she was stepped, slid and fell right into a pile of manure.
"Crap!" She shouted as her butt hit the ground hard.
The loud distraction turned everyone's heads and what followed was a roar
not only from the ranch hands but the young cowboy himself. "I give that
maneuver a ten Zoe!" one voice yelled back, while another screamed, "That
certainly is a pile of crap Zoe. How could you miss it?"
Zoey managed to get to her feet, turned to the peanut gallery,
darted a look that would kill and bowed as though she'd given the performance of a lifetime. She quickly turned and walked briskly into her friend's
house. Finding it hard to bare the stench following her, she held her breath
until she got inside her friend's bedroom to change. Lucky for Zoey, Beverly
wore the same size jeans.
Zoey heard the front storm door slam and footsteps on the hardwood floor. Assuming it was her friend Beverly, she yelled, "I'm up in your
room borrowing a clean pair of jeans, I hope you don't mind. Oh and by
the way, who's the new cowboy in the Wranglers and Stetson? I haven't seen
him before, did you hire a new ranch hand? He's younger than most of the
other guys. Does the Bay Thoroughbred belong to him or did you buy a
new horse? He's a beauty. Is he broken?"
All of a sudden Zoey heard the footsteps stop just outside the
opened bedroom door. Before looking up she turned and took a couple
steps towards the door while zipping up her jeans. She bumped into a rock
hard surface and came face to face with a man's chest. Finally looking up,
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she realized the person standing in front of her was not her friend Beverly
but the cowboy himself. Heavens, this guy's a hell of a lot bigger close up,
and solid a s a rock, she thought.
"You sure do ask a lot of questions," he said stating down into her
eyes.
"Don't you knock or are you in the habit of coming into Bev's bedroom?"
The cowboy let out a deep belly laugh, "Honey Beverly's my cousin.
I just wanted to come in and apologize for laughing. I didn't mean to embarrass you."
"Oh?" Zoey said dumbfounded. "Bev never mentioned a cousin
coming by for a visit or working on the ranch for that matter. Zoey glared
back at the cowboy and held her ground. Thanks for the apology, but I'm
used to all those guys poking fun at almost everything I do. It doesn't bother
or embarrass me." She shrugged.
"Okay then. To answer some of your questions, no, I'm not from
around here but I'm moving into the area. And since this was all last minute,
Beverly let me stay here for a while. Until a few days ago, she wasn't even
sure I was coming or not. Yeah, the
Thoroughbred does belong to me. And I agree, he is a beauty. Thanks. I fell
in love with him at first sight.
"What's his name?" Zoey interrupted.
"Storm, and I've just about got him broken. Beverly mentioned you
ride. Once Storm is ready, would you want to ride him?"
"Heck yeah!" Zoey said with such enthusiasm it shocked even her.
"Does Storm have problems with a western saddle on his back? I'm more
comfortable riding western."
"Actually he does. For the most part his problems stem from neglect
and abuse. At least that's my suspicion; I knew his previous owner. Don't
you fret though; I'll make sure he's safe before you ride him. I wouldn't
want to see you get hurt." He said this with sincerity.
Rendered speechless at the tender look on his face, Zoey replied, 		
"Thank you."
"Sure."
"Umm, what's your name?" realizing she hadn't asked.
For the first time since her fall Zoey got a better look at his face up
close. She was stunned at how handsome he was. His complexion glowed
from sun and sweat, his cheeks were pronounced with hints of a shadowed
beard, and he had full lips. His skin showed little to no sign of age. Wow,
that's rare, she pondered. Suddenly, Zoey felt warm. Quickly she realized it
wasn't the temperature outside going up, but instead the temperature inside
the room, radiating from this cowboy's body.
"Wesley. Friends call me Wes."
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"Well, hello Wes. "Friends?" She said with a hypnotized look.
Smiling, "Sure, any friend of Bev's is a friend of mine." Wes affirmed
as he turned and left the room.
A couple days later Wes asked Zoey to help him groom Storm. It
would be good for both of you, she remembered him saying. Zoey knew
how important it was for the rider and horse to bond. She knew caring and
maintaining the health of the horse were key, but talking to him and getting
him used to your voice commands was crucial as well. She had remembered
how peaceful and relaxing it felt to groom these huge animals. She'd joked
in the past that it was like washing and detailing a vintage car. Only difference was this car had four legs, ate and had a mind of its own.
A month had past, so Wes and Zoey had made arrangements to get
Zoey in the saddle for a trial ride on Stann. Wes was aware of the time she'd
been spending with the horse and didn't want to wait any longer. Zoey had
spent three hours every night those previous weeks with Storm: going to the
ranch directly from work, working with him until dark, and often on weekends. Normally she was fearless when it came to riding horses, but today
she was apprehensive. She had remembered Wes' suspicions about Storm
perhaps being abused; she'd noticed some nasty scares during her grooming
sessions. She didn't know what to expect, but she prepared for the worst.
Wes decided to lunge Storm in the round pen prior to the ride. If Storm had
any anxieties, they'd work them out before she got in the saddle.
Zoey planned on putting her favorite red and brown saddle pad on
Storm. It had a Navajo design and looked great with her custom leather
saddle from Mexico. She closed her eyes imagining the color scheme on the
shiny Bay coat. The saddle had been a gift from her parents and every time
she rubbed her fingers over the personal tooling of her name on the side,
her face would light up. She always cherished those memories of childhood
and carefree times vacationing with her family.
Wes helped Zoey mount Storm then walked them both to the outside ring. "So far so good Wes." She said convincingly.
"You'll do just fine, no worries." Wes replied while tugging on the
girth to check if it was loose.
Zoey had been thrown before, so that thought never scared her. She
recounted conversations she had in the past with friends as she sat in the
saddle. They were always so amazed at the way she connected with horses,
and all animals for that matter. She recalled her chat yesterday with Bev.
"Zoe, the relationship between you and a horse is like two kindred spirits
both sharing a powerful energy and sensitivity that runs deep." Bev would
go on to tell her that on some level, she believed that Zoey associated with
Storm so intensely that they each sensed the other's wounded soul. Zoey
couldn't deny how she felt working with Storm, but knew that if brought
together, they'd prove triumphant even with odds stacked against them.
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After entering the round pen, Wes walked Zoey and Storm around
three times. Bev and a small group of ranch hands gathered at the fence.
Zoey bent over touching Wes on the shoulder, "It's okay, I can take it from
here. We're both feeling good today." Wes nodded and freed the lunge rope
from Storm
For the next twenty minutes Zoey warmed Storm up with drills.
Using different sounds she'd practiced, Storm would be able to associate a
specific sound with a walk, trot and canter. He was responding better than
she imagined. She called out to Wes, "Open the pen and let's try him out in
the field, maybe take one of the shorter trails."
"I don't know if that's a good idea Zoey!" Wes yelled back.
She brought Storm to a halt, leaning over she said in a low voice, "Wes, it
will be good for him to be exposed to the sounds around the ranch and get
him used to the open trails. This way he won't get spooked so easily. I'm
confident he'll do okay, besides we have to try at some point, right?"
Hesitantly, he gave in. "I suppose."
Just as Wes opened the pen door a loud boom was heard and startled everyone including Storm, who reared up on his hind legs whimpering
and screeching. His front hooves clawed the air as though he was shadow
boxing with an imaginary, giant heavyweight. Zoey shouted, "Shut the gate!"
Just then she lost her grip on the reins and tumbled backward off the saddle
when Storm's front hooves hit on the ground. As her back hit Storm's hind
quarter, the horse kicked both rear legs out, bucking her off and into the air.
She landed hard on her right side. Zoey saw Wes running to get control of
Storm, but screamed, "Don't Wes, leave him be!"
"What?"
"Leave the pen. It'll be fine! Trust me!"
Zoey saw Bev talking to Wes from the side of the pen. He exited the
pen with only Storm and Zoey alone together.
Storm was snorting heavily, slamming his hoof on the ground,
and had his ears bent back. Zoey rolled to her side and stood up. With
her head hanging low, she approached the center of the pen slowly. Storm
backed up a bit, and then stood his ground continuing his fierce behavior.
She bent down on one knee, extended her arms out in a virtual hug. She
started whispering, "I know boy. It's okay. You're safe. Nobody here means
you harm." She repeated in a low voice, "Shhh, I know. It's okay. Nobody's
going to hurt you." She could see Storm's ears perk up as he thrashed his
head. At this point he had stopped stomping his hoof. Zoey knew Storm
was listening to her voice. His breathing slowed down as he took two small
steps towards her. His aggression subsided as she muttered her chant. Storm
lowered his head as he walked into her extended arms. With her left hand,
she reached to touch his neck, and then started stroking.
Taking hold of the rains, she said, "Good boy Storm. Let's call it a
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day." She steered him out of the pen towards the barn.
Wes walked up beside her shaking his head back and forth. "Jesus
Zoe, do you have a death wish? You could have killed yourself!"
Stopping outside the stall she turned to Wes, "What can I say? I
sensed his fear, but never felt I was in danger. Storm is learning to trust
again. I guess we both are. It will take a little more time, but he's catching
on very quickly. We made progress today. If it wasn't for that truck's backfire, we'd have been fine."
"The way you handled him was...well...unbelievable. I've never seen
anything like that before. You were so calm and composed. Bev told me you
had a gift. I didn't know what she meant, but now I do."
Smiling, she handed the reins to Wes. "Thanks. Do you mind taking
the saddle off Storm? My right arm hurts. I think it may be broken."
Wes shouted to Billy, one of the ranch hands walking into the barn.
"Billy, would you mind taking the saddle off Storm and wiping him down
with a cool chamois? Thanks." Billy grabbed the rains and nodded. Wes
took his cell phone out of his pocket and started dialing. "Bev, I'm taking
our girl to the hospital." As he gazed in Zoey's direction, "There's a good
chance she may have broken her arm. Yes, don't worry, I'll look after her."
As they drove to the hospital there was silence for the first five minutes of the ride. Wes said, "Hey Zoe, have you ever heard of an organization
called Eagala?"
"No." she shook her head.
"They're a non-profit group that use horse therapy to address mental
health and development problems. I've been thinking about getting certified
and brought it up to Bev a few days ago. With your special touch ...well...I
thought you might enjoy being involved in something like that. What do
you think?
"Humm ," she said, gazing out at the landscape from the passenger
window. Then, slowly turning back to Wesley, Zoey grinning ear to ear, "Absolutely!"
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Crashing Waves of Life
Justina Bruno

Sitting on the beach, starring at the Pacific, with a good book in my hand
What better way to start a morning in sunny Southern California
As I sit and ponder life, what it has become and what it has not
You come to mind.
The life we had planned, the goals we had made, are all gone.
But life is like the ocean
full of the unknown of what lies ahead of us.
And when one wave comes to shore and crashes,
a new one is formed.
I’m watching the surfers ride each one in, as they do every day.
I can sit here and let the waves of life crash in front of me,
hoping the next will bring a better unknown
or grab my board
take charge of the waves, and ride them in.
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April

Stephanie Kaplan Cohen

I saw the first dandelion,
poking its brave head
from the smallest place
between two slates.
This pestiferous weed,
yellow globe, each petal
a slender golden tongue
reaching for the sky.
Who dares to say
this dandelion
is not a miracle.
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Last Community College Class
Donna L Emerson

They come to school early.
Cheerful chuckles, morning jokes,
out of cars they drive in the dark from Vallejo,
and Monte Rio, where the River flooded.
Slipping out of county safe houses, the bus
from Cloverdale, or out of cars they live in.
Out of wanting to get ahead,
out of time, no longer content to be behind,
out of start over-and-finish this time,
out of I want to be like you.
Half of my last class stays late.
Questions about the lecture, their futures, musty
pasts, today’s test. Was it good enough?
This class knows how to listen, willing to learn
a different way from before, to stretch from the beginning
and see it through to the end.
They take another assignment and do it.
They all finish first.
My students weave their term stories of disabled people
with their own lives. More than half tell tales of those who win.
The rest are tortured, shot, commit suicide. Culturally normal
for disability in the 17th or 18th centuries.
Tears slip down my cheeks as we reach the last minutes
of the last day, as students stand in line, in a single
file, hold my hands in both of theirs.
They shake my hand the way we practiced in class,
hand me home-made cards or store-bought ones they can’t
afford, will you write me a reference?
a packet of morning glories, a book of poetry,
how will I be able to reach you?
lotions for my winter skin, gift cards for My Teacher.
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Rock, Paper, Scissors
Jessica Van den Ancker

Naomi swiped tearstained cheeks. Pain flared. She dropped her
arms and surveyed the damage. The backs of her pale hands were horizontally lined with the impression of a belt strap, save for small, dimpled tick
marks polka-dotting quarter-inch-sized swaths in the otherwise angry sea of
inflammation. A fresh flow of tears seared its way toward her chin.
Trembling, she unbuttoned the pair of unholy jeans that had incited the incident. She should have known better, but when you got sick
at school, your fashion choices became limited to the lost-and-found box.
And having never worn pants, never mind jeans, she felt as if the denim had
called to her, begging her to trade her puke-stained, ankle-length skirt for
their cottony splendor. Just once she wanted to feel what it was like to be
someone else. A normal girl.
It took less than thirty seconds for Naomi’s father to brandish his
belt. No time for explanations. Rules were rules in this household. She supposed she should’ve continued her day in the ruined skirt, drawing more
unwanted attention her way, branding her that much more of an outcast.
Damned. She felt damned no matter what decisions she made. This
was why, at age eight, her best friend had been a river rock. She had discovered the rock in a shallow creek bed during nature month, a glorious gradeschool tradition whereby the local arboretum became the classroom.
Like the worn pair of jeans from the lost-and-found box, the rock
had called to Naomi. Half of its smooth, rounded surface was dry; the other
half swam beneath the shore of the nearly starved creek. She was amazed
by the stark contrast in appearance from wet to dry, both halves beautiful in
their own right. The rock found its way into her backpack, and soon washable watercolors gave the rock an endless array of countenances and personalities.
Naomi had always had trouble making friends. By fifth grade her
hair, almost to her waist, was habitually coiled into a tight bun piled high
atop her crown. Her plain skirts hung below her knees or even to mid-calf,
precluding jungle gym climbing at recess, and high-collared shirts often prevented deep breathing. She knew she looked different. Schoolmates’ relentless teasing about her buttoned-up garb had proven this fact time and time
again. Kids who didn’t join in on the torment flat out didn’t know what to
say. And when her mom died that same year, her interaction with her classmates ceased altogether. She was utterly un-relatable.
Her father dealt with his grief by engrossing himself in worship. As
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a follower of the United Pentecostal Church International, holiness living
became his passion. His obsession grew over the years, as did the length
Naomi’s skirts, just an inch or so shy of scraping the ground. Her annual
haircut vanished, her chores multiplied to every domestic undertaking in the
household, and she was no longer able to speak without first being spoken
to. And then there was the belt.
Imprisoned. She felt like a slave in her own household. While she
cooked dinner or did laundry, her younger brother learned her father’s
woodworking craft. He got a pat on the head while she got the belt if she so
much as looked at a fashion magazine, which had quickly become a guilty
pleasure at the school library. Almost as guilty as using their mom’s old
Polaroid to take instant photos of, well, anything she found interesting.
Naomi longed for a normal life. To be her own person—to share an
opinion without fear of the belt. But more than anything else, she wanted
to go to college. Despite her father caring more about her household chores
than academics, Naomi was at the top of her class. Her math and science
prowess had earned her an after-school tutoring gig at church, to which her
dad, feeling pressured by their minister, had reluctantly agreed. After four
years she had amassed nearly $14,000, even after the cost of flash bars and
film, and she had managed to use tutoring as a cover to take the SAT.
Now, with graduation less than two weeks away, Naomi chalked her
defiant pants-wearing episode up to hope. Hope that the future would bring
new experiences and possibilities.
***
Graduation day. Naomi, camera, cap, gown, and speech in her backpack, convinced her father to drop her at school four hours early, feigning
valedictorian duties. When her dad’s car cleared the lot, she jogged to the
nearest bus stop and caught a bus to the mall. After the mall, knowing her
father and brother would sneak in the 4 p.m. church service prior to her 6
p.m. ceremony, she took a taxi back to her house. She had the cabbie keep
the motor running and was back at school in time to help stage metal folding chairs for the audience in the middle of the football field.
***
Naomi’s dad and brother slipped into the crowd just before her
speech. Part of her wished they hadn’t made it at all. Another part of her,
the photo-taking, jeans-wearing, magazine-reading part, buzzed with excitement. Her name was introduced as the valedictorian, and her stomach
flip-flopped. She moved onto the stage, up to the podium, and cleared her
throat.
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“We’re all about to enter the next phase in our lives. Some of us will
go to college and some of us won’t. But I do know the future holds something special for all of us. Something that, if we believe in enough, we can
make happen.
“I’m not supposed to do anything with my life. I’m supposed to be
content with domesticity. To be subservient and mostly invisible. But that
isn’t my dream. Nor should it be.
“So I ask all of you—what do you want to achieve? If you look into
your soul, what truly makes you happy? With any luck, you’ll find something. Believe in that something. Believe you can reach for that something
and it will sustain you. And mostly, believe in yourself. Be courageous.
Celebrate your successes and learn from your failures. Work hard and never
lose sight of your dreams, because you can achieve anything.”
The student body stood. Raucous applause, whistles, and hoots
soared through the stale, pre-summer St. Louis air.
Beaming, Naomi glanced at her father. “Mortified” summed up the
expression on his face.
***
Naomi bounced in her seat as the Greyhound rumbled over the
pocked highway. Freedom felt marvelous. She rubbed her head. Her pixie
cut felt bristly against her palm, and she imagined it would take some time
to get used to skinny jeans and scoop-necked shirts.
A part of her wondered what her dad’s reaction to the manila
envelope she had left on the kitchen table would be. It contained a series
of photos: SAT scores, an acceptance letter and scholarship award notification to Yale, and a pair of scissors lying next to a three-and-a-half-foot-long
ponytail, which she had donated to Locks of Love.
A fleeting thought of her mother popped into her head. She stroked
the camera in her lap and was filled with hope.
THE END
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As The Day Unfolds:

Aging/Reality

Not Mama’s Choice
Rebecca L. Monroe

I rolled out of bed, unable to sit up the way I once could. Fortunately my feet hit the floor first. It didn’t always happen that way. Fumbling the alarm off, I pulled my robe about me. I couldn’t be late for work.
The thought of my boss made my stomach roll. She had wanted to
fire me for two years. I was trying hard but she kept changing procedures
and expected me to read her mind about the changes. My own mind had
grown inflexible with age so it was doubly hard. The combination had
tossed doubt into the mix and lately I’d gotten so uncertain even simple
words paused at my fingertips, spelling forgotten. My error rate had skyrocketed. If she’d just leave me be, give me time to absorb things, I could
learn and we’d both be better off.
After my shower I considered the array of drugs in the medicine
cabinet. I had to take the blood pressure medicine, there was no choice
about that. Did I want to try the new arthritis medicine Doctor Shipley
had prescribed or stick with the old stuff? I had to have something for
my hands. They were already aching horribly and I’d only been up half an
hour. I would try the new stuff; the old made me feel woozy. The blue pill
was for thyroid, if I remembered right. Doctor Mardin talked so fast and in
such circles, I was never sure.
A brush against my legs made me look down to see Tiger looking up. He’d finally roused himself from most of the bed and was ready
for breakfast. I went to the kitchen with him following. He was old, his
gray coat pulled tightly over his potbelly, just like me, though he had gone
scrawny hipped in his old age, lucky cat. One of these days he wasn’t going
to wake up. Just like me.
Heart medication; I knew I’d forgotten one. I went back to the
bathroom, leaving Tiger to examine his cat food.
By the time I’d eaten my own breakfast and was out the door, I
knew I was going to be late again.
The two block walk to work seemed like miles. I was one of the few
walking and my coat pressed against me as cars sped by. The small town of
Newaygo, Michigan wasn’t anymore, though the town itself hadn’t acknowledged it yet. The need for, and lack of, crosswalks made it hazardous
to get across streets that hadn’t been updated since the twenties.
By the time I got to work, everyone was already at their desks. My
boss glanced through the door of her office, a scowl on her face. I mentally
told her to shove it. I’d done my best.
“Good morning, Edith.” Barb, my co-worker, said.
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“Good morning.” I put my purse in my drawer and hung my coat
on the coat rack. It fell down the first time and I had to bend over carefully
to retrieve it, my hands about as responsive as chopsticks. I could feel Barb
watching me fumble and forced myself to shut her out and concentrate on
getting the coat hung.
“Did you get that contract finished yesterday? Carla wants to see
it.”
I remembered working on the contract. Had I finished it? “I’ll
have to look.” I was irritated that Barb couldn’t give me a moment to sit
down. I pulled out my chair. In the last year or so it, too, had taken on
a life of its own; threatening to wheel out from under me at the last moment, or swiveling just as I was about to plop my bottom in the seat. After
some careful maneuvering I managed to get everything in the right place. I
turned around to my computer and hit ‘enter’ to bring up the prompt for
my name.
My name. Type it, Edith. Slowly my hands came up, still aching
dully. E. Mackran. I looked at the screen to make sure I’d spelled it right.
It wasn’t that I didn’t know how to spell my own name but sometimes my
fingers hit keys I hadn’t asked them to. It was right. ‘Enter’. Password. Ti-g-a-r. I was supposed to change it every month but I knew better. I would
forget what the new password was unless I wrote it down, which was also
taboo. I could imagine Carla’s delight if she found me unable to even log
onto the computer.
I went into the area where I did all my typing and found the contract complete. With relief, I printed it out.
“It should be ready in a moment.” I said to Barb.
“Good. Carla’s in a tizzy. I told her I thought you had it done,”
This meant Carla would be doubly irritated with my being late.
Well, it couldn’t be helped. I should retire but with my bills and my daughter, Donna’s, needs, I couldn’t afford it. Donna. Unlike other seniors, I at
least heard from Donna, if only to ask for money.
I pulled the next contract from my inbox and balanced it on my typing stand. When I’d first been hired, twenty-seven years ago, a contract had
been two, maybe three pages. Now they were huge: with Clause A to Z and
sometimes Clause A1 through A20 before it ever got to B. The wording
made slush of my mind. By the end of the day it all sounded the same and
I had a hard time figuring out where I was on a page. Sighing, I began to
edit.
“Edith, may I speak with you for a moment?”
I turned in my chair to see Carla at her doorway, sweet smile molded onto her bony face. I had the sudden image of her offering me an evil
potion. She was what slim young women turned into when they got old;
rack thin, face harsh from lines of too much tanning. She always looked a
28

little ill because of her thinness. She dressed well enough but the clothes
now enhanced her lack of content.
Slowly I levered myself out of the chair. Had she deliberately
waited until I’d sat down?
Carla didn’t wait for me but disappeared into her office. I hated
that because it meant I would have to fumble with her visitor chair while
she watched. The only consoling thought I could find was that someday she
would be my age. Someday she would be in my shoes. Of course, I’d be
dead by then so it was an empty satisfaction. There was a long silence while
I got myself lowered into the chair across from Carla. Fortunately, it wasn’t
on wheels.
“You were late again today.”
“Oh. Was I?” I gave her my best wide-eyed old lady look, plumping my loose curls for added effect. Carla had decided long ago I was
stupid or senile. It made life easier and more fun to let her believe it.
“Yes. Fifteen minutes. Yesterday you were half an hour late. I expect my employees to be here on time.”
“I’m sorry. I thought I was. You know, I’ve got that nice clock
Donna gave me for Christmas but it’s a bit slow maybe because it runs on
batteries and I haven’t changed the batteries in a long time because I can’t
quite figure out how to get the back off,” I paused for breath just about the
time I could see her hands twitching with impatience.
“If you don’t start getting here on time, I’m going to have to fire
you.”
One of the advantages of working for the State was getting fired
took major work on the part of the supervisor. Even then it was a long,
drawn out process and I would probably not live long enough for her to
succeed. “I said I was sorry. I’m not late on purpose,”
“I thought you might like to know that Debbie Kawalski, the Personnel Specialist, will be here this afternoon. She’s making herself available
to discuss retirement with anyone who might be interested. My mother
retired a week ago. She loves it. She says she doesn’t know how she ever
found time to work,”
“Really? How nice for her.” I pushed myself out of the chair. “I
would have thought she’d retired years ago.” I tottered out of the office,
wondering if Carla would get my meaning.
I usually didn’t take any breaks except for lunch. The fifteen minutes time limit would be up before I was so there wasn’t any point. At
lunch, Marie, the receptionist who had aged better than I, came to my desk
daily and helped me maneuver the halls to the lunchroom. She wasn’t too
fond of Carla either and Marie remembered what I’d been like before my
body began its demise.
“I heard Carla and you had another little chat this morning.” Marie
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leaned close as we sat side by side at the lunch table. Sitting together, she
and I took up quite a bit of space but it was comfortable. I didn’t have to
worry about silly little things like weight with Marie.
“Yes. She wanted to make sure I knew I’d been late.”
Marie’s round face softened, brown eyes on mine. “Arthritis again?”
“As always.” I wondered what caused the difference. Marie was my
age. We were both overweight and yet she could do hand springs around
me. She had very few aches and pains, her hair more pepper than salt. As
far as I knew she wasn’t even on any medication.
As if reading my mind, Marie sat back. “I still say you ought to
dump all those pills down the toilet.”
“That’s fine except I wouldn’t be able to move, my heart would
stop, my blood pressure would blow through the roof and my, my hair
would fall out!”
Marie laughed. “The hair is a new one. Did Carla make dire
threats?”
“The usual.” I crumpled up the baggie that had held my bologna
sandwich. I wished it had been peanut butter and jelly, my favorite, but like
tennis shoes, they were no longer cheap to buy. Ah the good old days. I
started trying to open the baggie that held my cookie. Marie barely hesitated before plucking it from me. My hands were trembling more than usual
because Carla’s little chat had bothered me. I should be immune to them
by now. “I wish I would live to a hundred and twenty just to see Carla get
old.” I took a bite out of the cookie. It was the sandwich kind, ultra cheap
and tasted it.
Marie snapped the lid back on her Tupperware bowl. It had held
lasagna that smelled delicious. “Well, take satisfaction that you are driving
her nuts by staying.”
I smiled. “That is a point. I should probably head back.”
“Are we still going to the grocery store Saturday?”
“If you don’t mind,”
“No! I enjoy it.”
“You lie, but thanks.”
I was at my desk with five minutes to spare, as usual. Carla never
chose to notice that.
Oh, stop it. Life was too short and I was too old to start the bitter routine. I carefully settled into my chair, forcing my hand around the
mouse that wasn’t meant to accommodate old and bent fingers.
It had been years since I’d checked what my actual retirement would
be. Maybe it was more than what I’d thought. But I knew, in that quiet
part of my mind where truth hid, that I wasn’t Carla’s mother. If I retired, I
wouldn’t be busy. I honestly couldn’t think of enough to do the first week.
Weekends were mini retirement. Saturday was easy. That was when I did
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all of my housework, read a bit, watched some television. By Sunday evening I was bored. No matter how my body hurt, how hard it was to get out
of bed - I needed to know that Monday morning work would be there.
		*			*			*
Another day, and another; each harder than the last. My concentration and ability to remember were about as stable as spring weather; depending on the medication. Cramped fingers made for too many errors yet
Carla blessedly left me alone. Not unusual but not unnoticed either. She
was having a lot of closed-door sessions with the phone; so many that Barb
noticed too.
“I wonder what’s up.” Barb raised a plucked eyebrow. She was
about twenty and felt she had a good handle on what everyone in life
should be doing.
“I’m sure I don’t know,” I kept typing. ‘Clause’ had come out ‘cluase’. I back spaced.
“Maybe she’s having marital problems. It’s not business. I overheard part of it one day and her voice was all wrong.”
Interesting. Not only Barb’s comments about something going on
but that Barb didn’t know Carla wasn’t married. Marie had told me and it
hadn’t surprised either of us. I kept my mouth shut because Barb couldn’t
be trusted. She thought she was Carla’s best buddy and the two of them
assumed that since my body was falling apart and I moved slowly, I was also
hard of hearing. Forget Barb! Another error; I’d nearly skipped a whole
paragraph.
		*			*			*
An hour later, Carla appeared by my desk, making my fingers stumble worse than ever. “I wanted to ask you,” she cast a glance at my terminal
but by the blankness of her gaze I could tell she hadn’t really seen it, “are
you part of any of those Senior Citizen groups? You know, the ones that go
on tours and stuff?”
Was she going to try and organize my social life now? “No,”
“But you go to lunch every week at the center, don’t you?”
“Oh, yes, they have good lunches.” I’d been invited to other functions but I never could get excited about Bingo or listening to old farts
talk about their war years while the elderly women focused on their bowel
movements, or lack thereof.
“Well,” Carla shifted her weight, as if her shoes hurt. “If you think
of it, the next time you go to lunch, could you ask around, see if there’s a
way to sign up or something?”
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Sign up to be a Senior? She made it sound like the Girl Scouts.
“Yes.” I resisted the urge to ask her when she planned her exit.
She’d really done nothing to warrant the insult. Yet. “Any special activity?”
“No.” She pushed herself away from the desk she’d been leaning
against.
I watched her leave. Ah, Mama. Perhaps it wasn’t quite as entertaining as it had been, the old retirement. Had Carla pushed Mama into
retirement the way she was trying to push me?
I resumed typing. I would get the activity schedule for Carla because it had been a while since she’d mentioned my tardiness.
Maybe Mama could buy me some time.
Why, maybe I’d offer to take Mama around a bit, show her the
ropes of being old, and show her how not to be discarded.
My fingers stumbled and my heart swelled with pride. I’d never
seen it that way before.

-30-
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How to Avoid the Grave
Eugenie Juliet Theall

Hook sailcloth between two stars
swollen with dream-seeds and pearl.
Scoop them with both hands,
like you first did in the sandbox,
then later the breasts of the woman
whose voice smoldered, how the catch
in her throat loosened the mortar
to your labyrinth of neatly stacked bricks.
Then remember why you never
hold the razor against the grain,
how you loved her so hard, her hip sockets
ached. Fill your pail to the brim.
Cherish green shoots, the fertile earth,
and seafoam salting the shore.
Let each dendrite rejoice when it slips
through your fingers, echo rain.
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Dreaming Through Life
Melissa Bolger

Every day he wondered what makes life worth while
Dreaming about money and the taste of his style
Rushing through life a kiss to his kids and wife
Beautiful home white picket fence
Late night at work all week
Month
Year
Comes home to his wife, but no children are near
Already grown up, he rushed through life
Chasing the dream as fast as a thought
		One moment he paused
Tick-tock, tick- tock
Looked at a reflection
Weary, wrinkly, pale complexion
Lost in the future,forgot to live in the present.
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Memories

Abandoned Truck
Walter Zdunowski
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Time Warp

Stephanie Kaplan Cohen

I want it to be the time
when I pet my dog;
find Finky, the dead cat,
torturing Tommy, the dead dog.
I want it to be the time
my mother told me about.
the best years of my life,
when I bathed my children,
put them to bed and didn’t worry
about where they were
and pray for their safety.
When my young husband comes home,
triumphant, tired, kisses me,
hungry for dinner, hungry for me.
I want it to be the time
my mother and I
sit in the kitchen
and enjoy a cup of coffee.
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12 to 15 Degrees and Wind Chill Falling
Lyn Lifshin

the weather report upstate.
My house, with its
lights going on and off.
Trillium I planted
the year my grandmother died,
11 years before her daughter.
Ghosts of my mother’s
last bedroom with its
egg crate mattress,
her shape in it still
when she was cool like the space
where somebody made an
angel in snow
that camouflages,
but hold close.
It’s like when the
belly dancer gave me her
lilac skirt,
the one in which she
turned coins into glowing moons
that she wore next to her skin for years,
shimmering,
hypnotic.
A lot of history,
she said.

38

Halloween

Kristoffer Boyd

He grew up in a small town
He remembers all the leaves turning brown
Around this time of year
People in costumes dancing about the streets with cheer
He remembers the crisp smell of the fall air
And the creepy ghouls out to scare
All the children running from house to house
They snatched candy from a woman in a bloody blouse
Just like the leaves, times have changed
He is now handing out candy in exchange
Slowly the dark night is coming to a close
He sits on his porch listening to the shriek of the crows
Another Halloween has come and gone
Tomorrow will bring a new dawn
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The Deserts of New Mexico
J. Richard McLaughlin

I’ve got a toy stuffed cat I keep in the corner,
since you took all the real ones. I’m told
one of them died in the dry deserts of New Mexico.
I have a picture of our old home,
because you took the real one with you,
to the quiet deserts of New Mexico.
I’m left with just a memory of my friend,
since you took the real one, where you live
together in the warm bright deserts of New Mexico.
I don’t have much of anything at all, because
you took everything warm and real, packed it up, brought it
with you, and left me nothing but the cold salt sea.
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Sunset

James Lakin
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Today, Longing for Upstate, Unseasonably Cold
Highs Only in the Mid-Thirties
Lyn Lifshin

I think of a night drive from Austerlitz
an hour north to bring my plants, early September.
The sky is tangerine, guava, and teal.
My own house strangely quiet,
my cat at my mother’s.
When I think of the night when I drove from Austerlitz
to bring in the plants,
my mother young enough to swoop up suitcases and my cat,
I was looking for someone.
“Aren’t you glad you still have me?” my mother purred.
The cat I got after that, now going on 21,
and the ice yesterday, a warning.
I was looking for someone.
Each time I left my mother’s rooms,
drove through Vermont leaves,
there was an ache becoming myself.
When the wind tore through yesterday, on the stairs,
a shape that looked like lint with claws.
Later I tucked the geraniums i n quilts,
like putting a child under flannel or leaves.
That ache, a wind under my hair.
My mother tucked in earth.
The headless fur shape with its pink claws or feet,
on its back, a mystery.
Today in Virginia, cold as New York.
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Family

House with Ball
Millon Huang
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Housekeeping
Anthony Botti

I never saw my mother in a bathing suit
like the other wives on campus, the boarding
school where our fathers taught. The summer of ‘76 stuck
to our tanned skin in the boredom of long,
humid days in PA. The radio reported record heat
waves that year. On Saturdays we were barred
inside until the house was “redd up” a command
in her Pittsburghese to clean up. She knelt
down by our side on hardwood floors, a bucket
of murphy oil soap at her hip.
Row upon row of washed out
photographs of our ancestors
in the hills of San Martino peered
down from the mantel. yet
this was the hour when other faculty kids
at the prep school began to scent
the chlorine in the campus pool.
Other than swimming,
the small coal mining town down the mountain
across the Kiskiminetas river offered little distraction.
Led by her quick hands around the house, we scrubbed
the bathroom tub with Clorox, vacuumed
rugs in every room, wiped clean the bottom
of kitchen drawers. By late August
the noon heat clutched the wilting
wallpaper. I’d grumble,
is Nana coming to stay for the week? In silence
she would just work along side me mopping
the steep stairs, smiling consent. In the bedrooms
my older sisters lip synched
Diana Ross’s No Mountain High Enough
on the hi-fi, squabbled over whether Patty Hearst
was faking Stockholm Syndrome. Downstairs
my brother wisecracked
about the neighbor’s slutty daughter. All this banter
in the house was like music to her. Only
years later did we find out
that she did not know how to swim.
At the time what we could not know
was how her Saturday cleaning ritual held
us in place next to her, wavering
in the heat where no one would sink
to the bottom of the deep end of the pool.
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Can You Keep a Secret?
Debbie Trieu-Mai

The reason why I keep paper towels in my desk drawer
The reason I have a fear of coat hangers
The nights before I sleep I try not to cry
Even though it’s been years the memories come alive
All the feelings I suppress, they always come out at night
Even looking in the mirror I see monster eyes blood shot eyes
To make myself feel better I told myself she would change
I knew that was all lies
I thought the only way this would end was if I died
I was only five
I remember the bleeding, the coat hangers, and the showers
I remember being scared and telling her to stop, she was hurting me, and I
loved her
It was of no use she persisted
You can’t reason with a monster
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Remembering Charlie
Angie Walls

It’s only on very rare days that she remembers my face. “Charlotte,”
my mother calls out to me as soon as I walk in her bedroom. And then it
hits me like a car crash, because she knows me, for the first time in years. I
give in. My knees go weak, and I grab the counter as I’m falling.
“Mom!” The words tumble out of me, and I can’t quite catch my
breath. I clumsily make my way over to her. “What are you doing up?”
Today, she’s impatient, sitting on the edge of her bed as if she’s been waiting
for me for hours. She’s in a faded tangerine dress, applying mauve lipstick. I
can’t believe my eyes.
For months, she’d lain in this grave of a bed, unstirred and unaware
as I brushed her hair and changed the flowers on the windowsill. My sister
Marie was usually at work when I came, so it was just Morn and me, and
the heartbreaking silence between us. She was so unresponsive. Her long
fingers were ice cold, hanging over the edge of the mattress. It scared the
shit out of me, thinking she was dead, having to check her pulse ten times a
day.
The words flowed out of me but dissipated like vapor, as she
couldn’t grasp at a single word of it. Marie said we’re supposed to talk
about old memories. I’ve tried talking about Dad, about the year we took a
road trip together to the Grand Canyon, his favorite place.
I started visiting three times a week since last April, hoping it would
help her to remember me. Then there was today, when that moment finally
came where she recognized the sound of my name as it left her lips, and she
could look into my eyes as if she’d always known me.
“Char-lotte,” she sings out my name, grabbing my hand. “Don’t cry,
baby girl.” The sound in her voice is so strange, each word higher, emphasized with a sweet note.
I’m at a loss for words, never having prepared for this moment.
Since Christmas a few years ago, Alzheimer’s had stolen her mind from her
so much faster than the doctors predicted. In the beginning, it was the little
things: forgetting to take her pills or return our calls. She’d call me up some
nights during the week, not sure what she meant to ask me. On Wednesdays, we usually planned a family dinner, and sometimes she’d forget until
we all showed up at the house. Then one Sunday, she took down all the
family photos hanging in the hallway. it wasn’t until later that we understood that she couldn’t recognize us in them; not even Dad. It aged me to
keep sitting by her side every week, holding her cold hand, realizing she
might not ever know me again.
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I gasp a little in surprise when she cups her right hand around my
cheek, stroking my face softly, like I’m a child. She asks, “Why you crying?”
Her eyes grow wider, curiously looking me over as if I’m hiding something.
The tears are overflowing my eyes, dripping down my cheeks. It’s all a big
blur of colors: the whiteness of the bedsheets, my mother’s favorite colors
of reds and oranges everywhere I can see.
She chuckles a bit, grinning in delight. “Dry your eyes. Go on.” She
watches as I dry my eyes off with a tissue. “Darlin’,”she says, stroking my
hair with tenderness, “Your brother’s coming home.”
And then the truth begins to sink in. In her mind, it must be twentyfour years ago, the day of my brother’s homecoming from the Gulf War. I
was ten years old then, and we were still living in a cramped, two-bedroom
house in Strafford, Missouri. I was too young to understand where the Gulf
was; only that Charlie was coming back after the longest time he’d ever
been away from home. Our neighbors and friends from church were piled
downstairs in the living room, waiting for Charlie to arrive for the party.
I was so angry with him for leaving, and for missing my birthday when he
promised he’d be here.
My lips are glued together, I’m not sure how to react. The rush of
feelings are still clouding my judgment. But playing along seems harmless.
A smile comes to me, and I say, “Yeah, Mom, you’re right.” I pull
out an old photo from the back of my wallet; one I’ve had for years for no
real reason. The corners look torn, the colors faded. in it, my brother Charlie has his most serious face on, the left side of his mouth turned up in a
slight smile. He was dressed in his full Army uniform, black with shiny gold
buttons. The moment he had arrived in the door, he was a stranger to me.
He walked into the doorway, feeling his way around clumsily as if he hadn’t
lived here. The memory of building Legos in the living room, or playing hide-n-seek in Mom’s kitchen pantry and other crannies of the house,
seemed nonexistent. His arms by his side, he walked slowly into the living
room that used to be ours: just him and me without the rest of the world.
It was a place I could be scared. Where I could imagine. I could share my
secrets, knowing he’d been through tougher times and he’d know what to
do. All the time he’d been gone, I was so afraid he’d forget. In a room surrounded by guests, he looked straight at me, wearing that goofy smile, and
he remembered it all. He picked me up with strong arms, holding me in
close as my short legs dangled in midair.
The door opens. It’s Dorothy, saying she’s got Mom’s lunch coming
in a few minutes. Mom beckons her to come closer, with a flash of pride
stuck on her face. “Dani! Come over here.” She thinks Dorothy is our old
neighbor from Strafford. “Get a look at my son, Charles. He was in the
Army, you know.”
Dorothy takes the photo by the top left corner, looking for herself.
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She has a mildmannered smile, as she glances it over with some leisure,
though I had expected her to be a lot more shocked at Mom’s sudden transformation. “That’s a good picture.” She hands the photo back.
“Isn’t he so handsome?” Mom looks it over again. “He’s just so
handsome!”
“Yes, ma’am,” Dorothy agrees. “I’ll be back with your lunch.” She
looks on at us, as if it were just another day.
After Dorothy takes her leave, Mom is still entranced with the photo, running her fingertips over it gently. “He was always sad you didn’t say
good-bye when he left the first time, you know.” I feel the sharp sting, but
just can’t respond. She twirls the ends of my hair slowly around her fingers,
like she used to. “He’d never say it, all these years, just like a boy.” I take in
as deep a breath as I can find. “You should visit him more,” she urges gently.
She pats my hand delicately, knowing just how fragile I can be.
“I know, Momma.” I inch up closer to her on the bed, push myself
into her lap like I’m a child again, and feel a warmth I’d lost over the years.
I’m selfish, secretly grateful Marie isn’t here. The time that has been so
long and dreary, it’s gone from my thoughts, as I take in this treasure. After
Charlie’s homecoming, I was too stubborn to see him off with the rest of
our family. I don’t want to think about why or the fact that it was the last
chance I would’ve ever had to see him. Instead, I try to fill the spaces with
good Charlie stories, ones I’d kept to myself, for my dreams. I was such a
child then when it all happened; it’s still hard to grasp at the details of our
lives then.
I avoid Mom’s question that is playing like a song stuck in her head:
When is Charlie coming to see me? Her memories are starting to mix around
in a bad way, but I can’t let go of her hand yet. I can’t be the one to remind
her that he’s been dead ever since the War.
When I come in the next day, she’s sitting up, waiting for me again.
“When’s he coming home?’’ she asks again, same as before. It still bums the
inside of my heart to hear. I take her by the arm and lead her outside. We
walk down the street, the fall colors are starting to come in, and it’s a beautiful day even if it’s the last time she’ll be out in the natural world.
I work on remembering some funny Charlie stories as we walk
slowly among the tall maple trees. I tell Mom about the time Charlie and I
dressed up together for Halloween, when she was too sick to take me trickor-treating. He used all the aluminum foil from the kitchen, wrapping me
like a mummy, as I tried not to tear through the sheets holding my arms in
place. I was flailing around, whimpering that I couldn’t see, since he forgot
to poke a few holes for my eyes and mouth. We were supposed to be leftovers. We went door-to-door; our neighbors thought I was a cute mummy,
but I proudly corrected them. Mom laughs wholeheartedly. She might have
only seen us for a minute, or maybe not at all, but she can see it now as I
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tell the longer version.
By the time we get back to the house, Dorothy’s just arriving. She
promises Mom, she’ll stop upstairs with her afternoon tea. I guide her up
to her room again; she still hasn’t let go of my hand since this morning. My
palms are sweaty from embracing her, keeping her close, and I’m grateful
for it. It’s easy to tell she’s exhausted from walking outside; it has been such
a long time since she’s gone out.
“Is Charlie coming soon?” she asks me again softly. “I miss him, I
do.”
“Me too, Mom. Don’t worry, I’m sure he’s coming.”
I remove her shoes gracefully, tucking them under her bed. I know I
should leave, so she can sleep, but I’m so afraid of coming back and Charlie
will be dead again, gone from our lives for the second time. Mom won’t be
looking up at the doorway, expecting me, and I will feel more alone than
ever.
“Mom?” I ask as she rests her head back on the pillow. “Do you
want me to leave? I can go, if you want.” She’s already closing her eyes, and
I’m out of her sight now. I hold onto her, with both hands for balance, and I
kiss her forehead with longing.

THE END
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Adventures with a Vanishing Grandma
Michele L. Whitney

Yesterday I saw a scene of love.
I was on my way to work, and when I stepped out of the house, I
looked up and my gaze was met by sprinkling water. Rain. I had to hurry
back in the house to get an umbrella before I missed the bus... The bus
tracker said the next #14 was coming in ten minutes. I ran in the house,
grabbed my umbrella, and ran back out and began my walk toward the bus.
As I sloshed my way through the rain, I saw an older lady standing at the bus stop with three young children: two little girls and one boy.
A grandmother, I thought. Her hair was salt- and-pepper gray, and her
movements were a bit slow as she used one umbrella to shield all the kids
from the rain. The children couldn’t have been more than four or five years
old. The kids talked among each other, but ever so often looked up at their
grandma with love as they struggled to stay dry under the umbrella. As a
bus approached, one of the little girls looked up at her grandma, pointing in
the distance and asked, “Is that our bus?”
The grandma looked down at her granddaughter and replied, “No,
that’s a number fifteen, we are waiting for the number fourteen bus to take
us downtown.”
I smiled to myself. As the number fifteen bus passed splashing water
on the curb, another bus approached in the distance. The little boy, who
must have been the oldest in the group said, “The number fourteen; oh,
there’s a bus; I think this is our bus; it’s coming, yay!” In unison, the
kids said “yay!” while the grandma began to get them ready to get on
the bus.
I chuckled at the kids’ excitement. To me, it was just a bus. To them,
it was an adventure!
It ‘s the little things.
We got on the bus, and the family sat across from me. The kids
looked amazed as the bus began moving and were inspired from the sights
outside the window. The kids were so excited, they couldn’t sit still. Grandma kept telling the kids to sit in their seats and gave them the “look,” which
I’m thinking must have been code for “behave.” The kids reluctantly calmed
down. She then pulled out a bag of animal crackers for a snack when she
realized, she only had one bag of animal crackers, so the kids would have
to share. She began to pass a few crackers down to each of the kids, and
they happily ate their snacks and reached their hands to Grandma for more.
When they were done eating, Grandma took out a tissue and wiped their
little crumb-filled faces.
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The insightful little girl that initially asked about the bus was seated
next to Grandma and snuggled closer to her as the bus started on the expressway to downtown. To her left, the other little girl crossed her legs like
a lady, and the little boy’s eyes were slowly closing. Soon the bus began a
steady pace on the expressway, and all the kids drifted off to sleep. Grandma pulled out a magazine and began reading while she kept a watchful eye
on the kids.
I couldn’t stop watching this family. This grandma was caring for
her grandchildren. I made an assumption: She was most likely their primary
caregiver. I didn’t have any evidence of this assumption, but it was my truth
in the present moment. This scene and the steady pace of the bus caused
my own mind to drift. It drifted to a time nearly fifteen years ago when my
mom and dad, my two nieces, and I stood in front of a family court judge.
***
Tears streamed down my young adult eyes as this gentle but firm judge
looked down at my nieces and said, “You are going to be starting a new life
with your grandpa, your aunt, and your grandma. And they love you.” He
looked at us each respectively as he identified who we were. My nieces, four
and five years old at the time, held each others hands and nodded to the
judge.
We were in this courthouse, standing in front of this judge, because my
mother, or the “grandma” in this case, had initiated the process to adopt her
grandchildren, and this was the day the adoption was finalized. My mom
and dad had taken the girls in through foster care with the ultimate hope
that their mom, my sister would be able to reclaim her life and reclaim the
role of mother to her baby girls. Unfortunately, this never happened.
So because my mom didn’t want to “foster” her own blood, together with
my dad, they made the decision to adopt the girls. This adoption would solidify their place in our lives and become an extension of the life that their
mother never got to live.
But there was a confusion of roles. These girls had been my nieces, and
now they were my sisters. I had authority as an aunt, but as a big sister,
did I still pull rank? So in order to maintain my authoritarian role, I
retained the title of “sister-aunt” with an emphasis on the aunt.
I had a bruised auntie ego. But what about grandma? Grandparents are supposed to provide a different kind of love and nurturing to their grandkids
than parents do. They give gifts, slack on discipline, are always on their
grandkids side, and send the grandkids home at the end of a visit.
But now that her grandchildren had become legally her children, my mother
was responsible for it all. I saw my mom doing for the girls in the same
ways she did for me. Perhaps even more than she did for me. She took them
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back and forth to school, took them shopping for school uniforms, school
supplies, school events, helped them with homework, science projects, and
there were many doctors appointments. There were also many times I saw
her take the girls for adventurous trips downtown...on that same #14 bus.
My mother had to fulfill the role of mom and grandma, and at times it was
like she had a split personality, where the mom persona set out to dominate
the grandma persona, so grandma rarely got a chance to come out. There
were just too many mom responsibilities that had to be taken care of right
away. She had been a mom to my sister, then a mom to me, and now a mom
again to her grandchildren. The role of grandma in her life was not revised,
it completely vanished.
***
My mind jerked out of reminisce mode as the bus exited the expressway and turned onto the wet downtown streets. As the bus began its
stop and go pace again, a couple of the kids began to slowly awake as they
drowsily asked Grandma, “Are we there yet?”
My stop came and, as I got up, I smiled at the grandma and told her
to have a good day.
And as I walked to my job, I said a quiet prayer of
thanks for grandmas.
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For Mom-Mom
Brian Stickle

Cold winter day, a most certain demise,
A ghostly visage is all that remains.
Nothing can possibly dull her pain.
Huddled around, whispering desperate cries,
I’m not allowed to say goodbye.
Unable to bear that shame,
I stand above to block the rain;
Sheltering those who cannot survive.
Rise now, radiant from the ashes.
You stood defiant, never cautious.
Rest easy now, there are no more clashes.
I will remember, this I promise;
All you taught to us, the masses.
Love each other, it is your solace.
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Poem Number 1
Brianna Quartucci

On one of those days,
when the gloomy-grey rumbling clouds roll in,
the raindrops glisten down my cheeks like a river.
The stinging pain is still so fresh,
like an open wound being stung by a bee.
The feeling never gets easier,
but on those sunnier days
I know it is my Dad up there glaring his smile in paradise.
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My Father’s Secret Prayer
Sean Lause

My breaths dreaming like the all of wings,
I come kneeling among my offerings
of marbles and dinosaurs, for his awakening,
when I will learn again
that mountains are mere blankets
and earth a laughter
only the chosen may hear.
He is the darkness and the light,
I the supplicant of Saturdays.
The nuns did their utmost
to beat God from him with rules and rulers.
But each night he recites prayers
in his sleep, in Latin.
Et verbum caro factum est.
Et habitat in nobis.
I hear his love climb the night
to the secret place where his words
meet the dream that made them.
He pulls the blanket nearer
and whole constellations pull away.
But I am blessed with his prayer’s caress.
I kneel outside the door
and repeat the words in whispers,
knowing he will never forsake me
when even the wind-woven
tree branch, pressed to the window,
chants remember.
This vigil is a painful grace.
Yet the pulsing night guides us home.
Dawn, I know, is still far away,
but the words flow through me as light
flows through the careful moon,
to shimmer the stars awake.
I will wait with the patience
of all moons, who alone know
the circle is itself the embrace.
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Lot’s Confession
Anthony Botti

Genesis 19:1-29
In the night air the city square
was falling fire, our eyes stitched
in burning, the last chance
to break out. I had to put
an end to it, my daughters offered
to strangers at the gate
yesterday, the girls
just squinted at me twisting
their braided hair. Up
the mountain, my wife crossed
her hands, tight fisted
against her stomach, wrapping
her sadness in the folds
of her blue dress when she turned back
to head down to the bones
of our baby boy in the backyard.
Longing for the life she left behind
came clawing back to her,
stronger than any punishing
commandment. She stored up
the loss of our child
year after year, tending
to the fevered past.
After his death I tucked myself away
in the shadows of the market
selling fresh figs, nursed
a deaf spot that could not
hear what was unsaid
by her hot kitchen stove.
Over the mountains
my daughters lagged
behind from the beginning, rocks
rough on their feet,
so I clutched their arms
on the steep cliffs. Holding on
would cost another life,
I yanked them forward, vanishing
over the hilltop
away from the smoke
drowning Gomorrah,
relieved how much bigger
the stars became in the black sky.
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Lavender Lilies, Pink and White
Sonja Chism

Why do people you love deliberately hurt you?
Why do they hide behind clouds of deceit?
Your face looks like an angel, but your heart is as black as coal.
Why are people selfish?
Living in a world they’ve created for themselves?
But you’re not in this world alone.
I am here. I am your daughter.
I crave attention, that’s what children do.
My little heart open for love to dive in.
You don’t protect it like fathers should, instead
You mar it, and it cries crimson tears.
Innocence stolen, locked in your dungeon of self-centeredness.
You don’t know me, I am here. I am your daughter.
What is love supposed to look like? Lavender lilies, pink and white?
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Untitled

Arianna Hensinger

First comes the Christmas tree.
First goes your balance.
The tree stands tall, gleaming.
You lie on the ground, moaning.
Then comes Christmas cookies.
The smells of cinnamon and ginger
Fill the kitchen.
Next goes your continence.
The smell of urine
Poisons your room.
Christmas Eve
At a hospital
Ready to grieve.
Beep, beep, beep.
Santa comes
And you go.

59

Home

Joanne Higgins

I’m partially nomadic. I can’t seem to be content in one place. One household. I suppose I should blame how I was raised, but there’s a certain liberty
in waking up in a different room each morning. A certain freedom in fending for myself, and realizing that the world is my backyard. At the close of
the day, when sun dips below the horizon like sand in an hourglass, I realize
no matter where I reside my thoughts always travel back to you and I swear
– I’m home.
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The Goldfish with Long, Black Hair
Peter Obourn

“Hi, pet.”
“Is that you, Daddy?”
“Of course.”
“When are you coming home?”
“Not right away, but I’ll be home. Don’t you worry, sweetheart.”
“When?”
“I can’t say for sure, but…but let’s talk about you. Tell me about
you. What have you been doing?
“Nothing.”
“Anything new? You started school, didn’t you?”
“Yeah, I did.”
“Tell me about kindergarten.”
“It’s okay.”
“Do you like your teacher?”
“She’s okay.”
“What’s her name?”
“Um, I forgot.”
“I see. Well, let’s see. I’m not sure what else to ask you, pet. I think I
have to hang up soon. They only let me talk a few minutes.”
“Daddy?”
“Yes, pet?”
“I have a fish.”
“A fish?”
“Yes, and his name is Ned. I named him.”
“Ned?”
“Yes, he’s in a big round bowl called a fishbowl filled up to about
this high, and he just swims around. And, and we have this little orange
package with a picture of a fish with what looks like dust in it, and we put
in a little dust in the bowl every day and it floats and Ned swims up and
makes his mouth like a little kiss face and somehow the dust just goes into
his mouth, and that’s all he eats, just fish dust.”
“Masie, I really have to go now. There’s a man here who says I have
to hang up.”
“Wait, Daddy, there’s more I have to tell you.”
“Go ahead, sweetheart. I’m listening.”
“And he has a chair to sit in.”
“A chair?”
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“Yes, he has a chair to sit in and he reads the newspaper.”
“The newspaper?”
“Yes. It’s a little newspaper. About this big. It’s fish size and it has
fish news.”
“I see. Just a minute, Masie… It’s my daughter. She’s telling me
about her new goldfish. He reads the newspaper… OK, Masie, the man says
we can talk one more minute. Please make it quick.”
“He’s a very special kind of fish, isn’t he, Daddy?”
“He certainly is special if he can read.”
“No, Daddy, all fish can read. He’s special because he’s gold-colored
and he has long, black hair.”
“Hair? I’ve never heard of a fish that had hair.”
“That’s why he’s unusual.”
“Does he comb it?”
“No, he doesn’t need to. When he’s in his chair, it just hangs down
and when he swims it flows kind of behind him.”
“I see. Well, Masie, I have to hang up now. I’m allowed to call you
once a month and only for a couple minutes. I’ll call you next month.”
“Where are you, Daddy?”
“I have to go now, sweetheart. I love you.”
“I love you too, Daddy. Where are you?”
***
“Hi, Daddy.”
“Hi, sweetheart.”
“Daddy, when are you coming home?”
“So how’s Ned? Tell me what Ned has been up to.”
“Ned?”
“Your goldfish, with the hair.”
“Oh, yeah, Ned. He’s great.”
“That’s all? I mean, what you two been up to? What’s the news in
the fish newspaper?”
“Well, let me think. Oh yes, now I remember. Ned’s team won the
championship and it was in the newspaper—the fish’s paper. Yes it was.”
“What championship?”
“Baseball. Ned hit a home run to win the game.”
“Wow, that’s super. I really can’t imagine fish playing baseball.”
“Well, it goes slower underwater and they don’t really run, you
know. They swim around the bases and…”
“Can you read the fish newspaper?”
“No, because it’s written in fish, but Ned tells me about it.”
“He tells you?”
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“Yes, he does. When he talks, he makes bubbles, and then when the
bubbles come to the top they pop and go blip blop blip—like that—and I
can understand it. Actually, it sounds sort of like gargling and talking at the
same time. I’ve told him all about you, and he can hardly wait to meet you.
He reads the sports news out loud to me, just like you used to do. ‘Listen to
this, Masie,’ he says, and then when he finishes he says, ‘Now, what do you
think about that, Masie girl?’ He sounds just like you did. Remember?”
“I sure do.”
“Where are you, Daddy?”
***
“Hi, sweetheart.”
“Hi, Dad. Mom told me a little bit about where you are, so I won’t
ask you anymore.”
“I see.”
“I know you did something really bad, but not that bad, and you
have to be in this place for a while.”
“That’s right, I do. You know it’s not as awful as I thought it would
be, so you don’t need to worry.”
“Okay, I won’t worry. Dad?”
“Yes?”
“Does this mean you’re not mayor anymore?”
“Yes, I’m afraid it does.”
“That’s too bad. When will you be home?”
“Well, not for a while. Now tell me, what have you have been doing
this month?”
“What’s your room like?”
“Well, it’s, um, basic.”
“Do you have your own room?”
“No, I have a roommate.”
“Is he nice?”
“Well, that’s an interesting question. He’s okay. I don’t think he was
ever mayor of anyplace. I’ve told him all about Ned, and he said you must
be quite a girl. I actually made him laugh. So what’s he been up to lately?”
“Who?”
“Ned, your goldfish.”
“Right. Ned. Well, lots of fish stuff.”
“Still playing baseball?”
“Dad, it’s wintertime. So now what he’s doing is playing basketball.
And he can dunk the ball.”
“He can?”
“Yeah. Get it? A fish can dunk a basketball.”
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“I do. I get it.”
“And he can dribble with both fins.”
“Time’s up, Masie.”
“Talk to you next month, Dad. Be sure to tell your roommate about
the basketball.”
***
“Hi, Dad.”
“How’s my girl?”
“Great, Dad.”
“How’s second grade going?”
“Dad, I’m in third grade now. You know that.”
“I’m sorry, Masie. I’m afraid it all just runs together.”
“I understand, Dad. It’s okay.”
“Thanks, sweetheart. Now tell me about everything.”
“Everything?”
“Well, most importantly, how is Ned?”
“Of course, Ned. Well, let’s see. Um, he’s growing a moustache.”
“Seriously?”
“Yup. Seriously. He is. He’s grown up now. He’s old enough now
for a fish to grow a moustache.”
“I can hardly wait to see it.”
“Well, it’s kind of a small moustache, Dad. It’s hard to see.”
***
“Hello, George.”
“Hi, dear. The parole board met this morning. I was sentenced April
1, three years ago. I walk out of here on the anniversary date. They say I’m
a model prisoner.”
“I’m sure you are. You fool a lot of people.”
“You will take me back, won’t you?”
“Mmm.”
“I promise you, dear, it won’t happen again.”
“Sure. I know one little eight-year-old who will be beside herself
with happiness.”
“Of course. Speaking of Masie, how is Ned?”
“Who?”
“Ned, Masie’s goldfish.”
“Goldfish?”
“The goldfish. The one with long, black hair and a moustache.”
“What? Oh, yes, I do remember a goldfish. It came from the school
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fair. I said it was not a good idea, but Masie was persistent. It was the day
after they had walked you out of the courtroom in handcuffs, so what could
I say? It came home in a plastic bag, and, of course, she overfed it. It lasted
about two weeks. We flushed it down the toilet—dead. She watched it
go, cried for about ten minutes, and then wanted another one. I said we’ll
see, and I never heard a word more about it. What’s this about long, black
hair?”
“Down the toilet. I don’t believe it. She kept it going—every month
for three years. Incredible. What? What’s that noise? You’re crying. There’s
nothing to cry about, dear. I’m coming home.”
“I’m not crying, George. I’m laughing.”
THE END
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Dancing with Daddy
B. P. Greenbaum

I stand barefoot on his toes, the top of my head not reaching his hip, his
black shoes laced and slick, as spit-polished as he wanted our lives, his
hands holding mine so I can fall back and around, my body weightless and
weaving to the sounds of the big band, the trumpets blowing as if ready to
knock down all the walls, someone named Benny Goodman wailing, my
father’s barrel-shaped body hoisting me around the floor to the rhythm
of a waltz that plays only in his head while the jazz rolls through us, the
bass beats my chest, the clarinets lick my ears, and I giggle when he throws
me up to the ceiling and catches me on the way down, the sandpaper skin
scraping my cheeks, the smell of his Old Spice stirred with martini, his
whoop so loud I press my ear to his, I put my arms around his neck and
hold on for dear life, because I know, somewhere in my little frame, that
this will be the only dance we’ll get.
THE END
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Love

The Man’s Foundation
Joanne Higgins

She wasn’t someone who resembled decrepit city houses,
She never needed to be refurnished,
for her foundation was strong.
She was a chameleon,
Capable of adapting to any environment she was forced into,
and I admired the fact she had an intrinsic knack for altruism.
We were polar opposites,
but the way she shined was as if she never knew rain existed.
She stole my heart, yet no officer has arrested her for robbery,
or damage to private property, and I feel violated.
I hear her voice in crisp December winds,
and the smell of pine reminds me of those times,
she’d leave reminders for me to take my medicine.
I always felt like a puzzle missing a piece, but every moment with her I felt
complete.

68

On Finding Someone
Joanne Higgins

Find someone who makes flowers grow in the most barren, ugly, and broken parts of you. The parts that you like to keep in the shadows of the back
of your mind. The parts that you hide away inside your bones. Find someone who supports you - no matter what your dreams may be - and who
believes that you’re capable of reaching the stars. Find someone who will
offer to help you step over eggshells, someone who will gladly walk through
fire with you, and balance you across tightwire. Find someone who makes
you feel elated, even when the sun is disappearing below the horizon, even
when the earth seems to crumble beneath your feet, and when the darkness
appears to be inevitable. Find someone who will open your mind and expand your heart. Find someone who will show you that not everyone gives
up. Find someone worth fighting for, and who finds you worth fighting for
because the best things in life don’t come easy. Find someone who doesn’t
want to fix you, but wants to love you while you fix yourself.
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Love’s Nature
Julianna Ransone

Your lips brush against mine
Soft as rain
Your arms strong and secure
Wrap around me like a winter storm
Your fingers intertwine with mine
Like a never ending vines
My once empty heart
Now with your love is full
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Sex and Counter Espionage, Sinatra Style
Diane DeCillis

We are moon bathing in the sea when Grandma,
dead 20 years, appears out of nowhere. I hide
behind my husband since she was never down
with naked, or sex, or even innuendo, but as always,
she cracks the code with her super wa-wa vision,
her eyes glom on to gleaming droplets trickling
down my back. Oh how easily they spill, telling all,
babbling brook style. So I flee to what looks like
an Ozark ice cave—and there she is again!
When I realize my pretense of studying
the melting point of stalactites affected by hot
heavy breathing, rings false—I snap
a giant icicle from the cave’s ceiling, a reverse
fight fire with fire tactic only to discover the phallic
spears are no match for her icy stares. Even dead,
Grandma who once said she could see me everywhere,
including the bathroom stalls at grade school, has
a way of breaching my resolve with her dragnet dramas.
Luckily, my husband, a self-proclaimed buzz-kill
killer, and Sinatra aficionado, comes blowin’ in
from across the sea. He lingers there to touch
my hair until she disappears. And then we walk
across the sand, my sweetheart and
the summer wind, the warm summer wind.
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I Love Her

Stephen Massimilla

Not really, but like
the uneven journey
of a tear
over the cracked jaw
of a rock,
a god’s limb lying on
a battlefield,
the fingers still twitching
miles from water,
dry white mud glistening
out to the horizon,
attracting millions and millions
of livid, frustrated insects.
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That First Summer
Anthony Botti

After the fresh tide swept away
the broken shells, we soaked
in the constant sun on our brown backs,
living like nomads day to day,
each day through. That
first summer we wanted nothing
more from each other, just this.
The picture. we drew in the hot sand,
signed our names to, had washed
away by noon. You inched closer
to me on the plaid quilt, traded our salt
lips. Afterwards you fell asleep
open-mouthed. By the time
the sun slung low, your long legs
danced in the surf. I stood waist-deep
in the ocean, the waves drowning out
my words to you, an hour before we had to board
the last train home to Boston. That was more
than twenty years ago at Manchester-by-the-Sea.
I had not yet done things that would need forgiving.
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The Look

Catharine Lucas

Intimacy is the undefended holding of the self in the presence of another’s otherness.

But what do I know?
One glance, over sushi and tofu, in the politeness of the final days—
Our eyes lock and hold, the two-sided mirror cracks, falls away.
I mark this: I am being seen at last by my lover, who is leaving me.
Just once, then, at least this once, I think,
meeting the long, level look I have hungered for.
This is not The Gaze—distant from new lovers’ droopy-lidded
stares as flint from foam. For this, I’d do again that painful
score of years. I sit and see you back.
Later, after the lawyers and the money and the deed to the
house, we stand on the curb to send you off in your new red
Subaru. I mention it, call it “That naked look.” You nod.
“I will feel less lonely,” I intone, “remembering that.”
“Actually,” you say, “what I was thinking, in that moment,
was how full of bullshit you were and how you didn’t get me—
or yourself—at all.”
You climb in the car. Pull away. Don’t look back.
And yet, that one clear-eyed look is where I long to rest
my memory of you. I trusted that look and was grateful for it;
wanted such honesty in my own repertoire. Believed for a while
we might have survived had we found it sooner.
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Panhandling

J. Richard McLaughlin

She has a cup and a sign and a sales pitch:
Can you spare a little change, please?
You’re not looking for a relationship, but she is.
Once you’ve read the sign, it’s too late for you.
She’s on one side of it, and you’re on the other, and
it’s as clear and as thick as a bank teller’s window.
She knows what you shop for, although you don’t.
You’re shopping for her, but you didn’t expect to find her here.
She dispenses gratitude, and she hopes you’ll be pleased
to have found some at such a good price.
You’re on the outside of the cup and she’s within,
and there isn’t room enough in there for both of you.
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The Knock

Noelle Schillinger

Oh how do I know?
When you walk by you say nothing
But your eyes gleam something.
I wish your feelings shown
If we’re at a stop or a go.
It’s like a jewel hidden under everything
Digging in the pile trying to find anything.
Until time pasts and you realize it’s a no.
Crash! Bang! Boom! The night sky sounds.
As I stay awake with my head spinning,
Not even a piano symphony can calm me down.
My feelings are like a frozen pond in the summer thinning.
Just as I drift to sleep the door pounds,
There you stand and I don’t know if I should smile or frown.
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I Forgot to Love Him
Emily Eddins

I forgot to love him
As if he were leaving
And the fact is
We will both be leaving one day
One way forever
I already know that
The memory of him
Will slice straight down
The soft center of me
Grief like a blade
Blood snaking
Like lines on a map
Outlining our past
The veins the arteries
That led me to him
The years we traveled together
Neither knowing where we were going
The times we got lost
Made U-turns and detours
So much of it was a detour
And all the while he steered us
I was along for the ride
He was always such good company
The two of us in the front seat
Heading into a sinking sun
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The Unambiguous Language of Parting			
Diane DeCillis

Here the desire for weeping
is the desire to ease the weight of closure,
		
to dissolve the connection
between love and tears,
to shorten the hem
			
of sorrow.
It is the desire to tear missing
asunder from bottom to top,
and vanquish the foolish
armor of tolerance.
It is the need to move away
from denial
and wrest the soapbox
			to say
you are the antithesis of light,
a man who makes Nietzsche
seem hopeful.
And you are the lingering eclipse
in my soul.
		
And your words are a knife
at the throat of a songbird.
So please,
		
don’t text me,
don’t call me,
		
don’t even say my name.
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Painful Forgotten Love
Allonda Goodwin

Ooooh , Ouch the thorns, the prick that hurts
The sharpness, the sting, the sadness, the brisk raw cold
The hard heart is a rock, no tenderness.
The smile that is always upside down
The rough, harsh unforgiving insides
The battles, the fights
Like an open scab, that never heals
The daily, fresh assembly of wounds.
The unbroken pad lock, guarded with thorns
On the gates of the heart that has forgotten what Love is
The bitter, hurtful, sour language
The many happy missions failed
The broken compass to the never traveled road that heals
The journey that is consistently missed
Hurt is without failed is remembered, and our friend Love is quite often
forgotten.
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Names

Lyn Lifshin

Lately I become
whatever you call
me the way some
Indians do.
(I’d been wanting to
trade or sell or bury
a lot of what I am too).
For six days,
I couldn’t say yours
because it was
someone else’s.
When you called me, love,
near the rag shop on Caroline,
I tried to remember
the spell Iroquois
put on names to
make them stay.
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Another Dream About Not Having Children
Diane DeCillis

A scarab crawls down the wall and it’s
luminescent—the color the moon gets
when you can almost touch it. I take
a closer look. Usually I’m wary around
leggy insects but this one wears tiny
red sneakers. When it reaches the floor
I notice its small top hat along with
the little candy cane it lifts up and down
rythmically. It all seems possible
as Fred Astaire dancing on the ceiling
to You’re All the World to Me. I follow
this enigmatic creature, like Alice
chasing the rabbit, on one hand wishing
to catch it, yet not wanting to interrupt
the performance that has now woken
the attention of a deceased lover, one
I couldn’t commit to and still miss.
He too is animated—and like the beatle
has no regard for time. And because
I hesitate—torn between the sight
of a ghost who lives forever inside me,
and the charm of this insect with
an impossibly short life—in what seems
like an instant, they both get away.
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In This Old Notebook
Lyn Lifshin

in the middle of what I
thought were unused pages:
the name of my ex-husband’s daughter:
a beauty, dark with a name
I might have chosen, but startling
on a class list she signed,
a workshop writing about war.
I want to be a poet like you,
she grinned at break,
her father’s worst nightmare.
I think of what I’ve said about him in books,
how he saw me as some mare
who wouldn’t take the bit,
wouldn’t jump.
But that’s a lie.
I was the one lunging
for his ankles,
out the door like a thrown rider in reins,
skin rubbed raw,
deep rose as her name.
In the book,
her name was Rachael.
She didn’t look like him.
She didn’t pay.
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Facing Reality

In The Dark
Bendu Kenneth

The tap, tap, tap, tap
Of rain on the roof top.
The boom, boom, boom, boom
Of thunder of lightening
Play, Like a slow and
steady beat of a drum.
But in the dark, I hear another rhythm.
Pow, pow, pow, pow
Bumm, bumm, bumm, bumm
Bullets and bombs light up the night
Like fireworks on the Fourth of July.
And in the dark, I hear a child’s cry,
Or is it my own.
I do not know, I do not know
All I know is fear.
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Consumption
Emily Eddins

We ignore our collective effect
Like termites plowing through wood
Devouring their houses
Speeding ahead
Not looking past the next meal
The next minute
Millions of indistinguishable teeth
Biting into the same piece of wood
Dropping oceans of shavings
Ravaging always ravaging
Until at the end
They lie belly up
Dead of their own inertia
Eyes open
Searching for leaves
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I Hope I Can Find My Glasses
J. Richard McLaughlin

I hope I can find my glasses. My first
cigarette of the morning cinders a
whisper parenthetically while I wonder the
tables and shelves.
You always knew where things were. I hope
there’s cream in the fridge to modulate the
yawning tannins of my first cup of tea, although
you always preferred coffee.
The rhyme of spoons used to fill the
ellipsis of our mornings, ring stanzas of
bathrobes, although we’d take them
off again and then back to bed, where
a trigonometry of limbs whistled a
sonnet, an algebra of hands, a calculus
of tongues hummed a conspiratorial fugue
over the sheets.
Then to untangle a second time, and sing the
whole thing all over again. Now I get out of bed
just the once and hope I can ever again find
anything where it used to be.
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Think with Your Heart, Let the Mind Take the
Beating Later
Joanne Higgins

They spoke in a candid manner
Regardless, my defenses triggered into effect
Whispers cunningly persuaded my intuition to take a chance
Thought provoking and the migraines enhanced
Is there a fine line between desperate and hopeless romance?
I’m constantly in the midst of contradiction
Or should I be defined as indecisive
I’ll have to learn to think with my heart
Let my mind take the beating later
If loves a labor, how did I become hired for this position?
Or is infatuation just a chore, and I can’t believe I let my guard down
A puddle of emotions splattered upon the filthy floor.
I apologize but you need to open your eyes and see that’s not how you treat a friend
I wish you would’ve been straight forward from the beginning,
Instead of playing along until the end,
But I decided I’m folding
Cause I’m fed up with you messing with my head.
Destiny has attached me to its hip,
And I cannot afford the surgery to stitch it back together if it were to split
Though I try to eluded it because tomorrow is terrifying
If I said I would not miss you, the bets are high that I would be lying
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In This Afterlife
Helen Wicks

They walk, but it’s not quite walking, I’d say
they approach, with eagerness, not exactly
as you remember them, but somehow
better—at ease—having arrived at that essential
comfort they longed for, so unattainable
in life, and now stripped of all
that onrushing, kaleidoscopic existence, they’ve
acquired a simple presence, and as you step
closer, it’s evident they have each become
what you hoped for, as you have surely
turned into someone they envisioned,
your silliness and evasions, your rigidity included,
but as you observe in their faces
an endless calm, where once there was boredom
or rage, adoration or bemusement,
none of this matters, which is in itself a small sorrow’
that their old hunger for you
to say something funny, sit for another hour,
and feed their slavering dogs, that’s all gone now, and there
isn’t a thing you can offer them, and nothing
you can take back with You.
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After the House of Ghosts
Lyn Lifshin

It hurts to come back,
and then,
like stripping a bandage off raw skin,
to leave,
tum around.
It feels as if I’m facing away
from where I’m going,
pieces of the house
stapled into skin and nerves.
The cat seems to feel at home,
jumps to the same chair,
eats as she hasn’t for months
and may not again.
My mother and sister move back
into my dreams while the walnuts
die back a few branches
each time,
more ragged and bare
against this March snow
that shows no signs of letting up.
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You No Longer Bathe
Simon Perchik

You no longer bathe
though a cold rain
flows through one arm
grieves the way each river
carries off its slow descent
with a deadly hold
–around these gravestones
your smelly leather jacket
still arranged so its sleeves
spread-eagle, are packed
with a sky already darkened
by the more and more feathers
that have no heading yet
and your shoulders without hope
weightless over the water.
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This Stone on Your Forehead
Simon Perchik

This stone on your forehead
stays white between these hands
that never let go though you
were not thinking about winter
and distances filled with peaks
that cannot be saved by groans
and thinning trees now that rain
seeps into your ears and shadows
flow past one by one, held down
by a stone that blankets the Earth
–you hear nothing about these kisses
turning into snow and moonlight
as something invisible :plumes
slowly covering you from behind
with emptiness and bare shoulders.
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Short Circuit

Eugenie Juliet Theall

Therapy is for the birds, he mumbled,
scratching his matted nest of hair.
Did he think he’d avoid being labeled
if he didn’t see a professional
who could weed out thistle from burr,
pluck thorns from the briars
overgrown in his mind?
It’s human nature to name. Wasn’t Adam the first?
Calmly, he pointed a finger and proclaimed:
You shall be called turnip. Pointed again:
You shall be Ross’s goose, and you, Mute swan.
You are Psychosis; and you, Reality.
Troubled by the white walls of a doctor’s office,
instead he stood before the electric panel,
ankle-deep in water from the halted sump-pump,
perplexed by the blown fuses, a grid of open mouths:
blue beaks, green beaks, clamoring for the worm,
the writhing sweetmeat. He withdrew his finger,
unlike Eve.
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Painters

Kayla Therrien

Hunched over an old table
His plaid shirt breathes strong,
To many acrylic bottles with a label
No time taken to long,
He holds a partner to stay stable
While he hums a new song,
A final resolving thought decides it’s been too long.
A lace lining off her dress swipes her knees. Her worn shoes scuff hard
floor, as golden brown curls dance in the lamp light. Her dazzling eyes dart,
following one line to the next, creating a masterpiece only God understands.
An old wood stool creeks
As two feet tap hard floor,
Light fingers over a leak
As he travels towards the door,
He hopes she will greet him before the storm.
A golden tendril breaks loose, sliding down from its stoop. Mixing with a
river of red. Her eyes stay fixed on her work, as she tugs it back to its loop.
Oh, car engine who purrs to life
As crunching of gravel churns,
Too quickly he moves towards a future wife
Taking the back routes that burn.
The phone sings in the cradle. Jerking her head to the side, she grips the
brush between her teeth, balancing the portrait on her knee. She frowns as
she reaches for the phone, the screen screaming of “unknown caller.” Her
voice rings out like bells in the church on Sunday mornings.
A headlight shines too blind to see
A body limp over the dash,
Passing by into the nearby tree
Two cars broken and smashed,
A wreck grows, to tragic to see
Red blood pools out of a new gash,
He prays that she will forever keep her laugh.
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She grows pale, dropping the phone with a clatter, not bothering to end the
call. Throwing on her jacket she reaches for her keys, snagging her sleeve on
the wall. She slams the door and slides down the icy walkway. Tugging on
her car door. She stomps, It beeps and opens. Putting it in gear, she almost
hits the mailbox.
Red lights flash hate
As white coats rush to speak,
Only to find its to late
For wires and tubes to treat,
A spidered watch lays abate
The hand sleeps on a three,
White cloth pleads to be drawn
He knows she won’t move on.
She pounds the steering wheel as she drives. Tears sliding down her cheeks.
Pooling on the underside of her chin. She turns down the street. Flashing
lights bounce through the sleet. She wipes her cheeks with her palm. Not
wanting to be alone. Climbing out she stumbles to the cars. Seeing one is
missing a front. And the other is scraped to nothing. A body lies motionless too far away. As she staggers and falls screaming. Sliding on the ground,
wedges glass into her knees. A man in uniform runs over. Asking her if she
is alright. Telling her to leave. No response, worth asking twice. Asking her
who she is, she replies with a bend... “I was his girlfriend.”
A golden girl wrapped in lace
Cries on the hill tonight,
For him who left without at race
To the painter who smiles bright.
A week later tears spill down her black dress. As the last goodbye is spoken,
she kneels at his gravestone. Sobbing, for one last night.
A tom canvas sits still at case
Blue sparrow bent for flight,
A final statement spoken
A question with a potion.
A long car ride carries her to a package that decorates her door. Tearing
the box leaves her worried. A canvas painted by one. Gently lifting it out,
a message written in cursive appears. A proposal smeared in dark ink. Her
smile sings brighter than her sobs.
A grave stone sings a broken tune
Under the old willow tree,
By the sky that hides the moon
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A sign to missed to see,
For a tale told to soon
The city takes a knee,
While new life is gone
The painter moves on.
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Children Playing in a Parking Lot
J. Richard McLaughlin

No soft grass for them, no bushes, only tar.
No leaf blanketed trees to hide behind or
climb during a game of hide and seek.
Only parked cars to run between.
With everything so unyielding,
there’s no expectation of a soft landing if one stumbles.
Do they grow up to be more cautious than
those who play in a grassy yard?
Or do they just end up with a different set of scars
writing a different story on them?
Hide and seek in a parking lot
isn’t as challenging as among trees and bushes.
Yet they still try, running on flat tar,
following yellow paths that aren’t at all forgiving.
I’m worried that
one day an indifferent car
will roll over one of them,
and then he’ll be hidden in the grass for good.
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Art and Science

Abstract

Walter Zudnowski
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The Waiter Show
Lenny Levine

He looked to be in his mid-to-late twenties, tall and tanned, with
an athletic build and thick, blond hair that could survive a wind tunnel. His
smile beamed down at us, and his large, blue eyes twinkled.
“Hi there, folks. How are you this very pleasant evening?”
“Fine, thanks,” I murmured, as Carolyn, across the table, did the
same.
“Well, that’s terrific!” He made it sound like the greatest news he’d
ever heard. “Can I get you folks something to drink before I acquaint you
with our specials?”
I ordered a Chivas on the rocks and Carolyn asked for some ginger
ale.
“Excellent!” he enthused. “Be right back to start you off.” With that,
he turned and was gone.
I glanced over at Carolyn, who was not looking at me. She seemed
preoccupied with making minor adjustments to the positioning of the silverware. There was an awkward moment. Then: “I’m glad you could make it,
Don, I wanted to talk to you.”
She’d said as much to me on the phone last night, but little more.
It had been several weeks since we’d last spoken, since we’d stopped seeing each other after having gone together for almost a year. The break-up
was amicable, as these things go, both of us feeling the relationship wasn’t
cutting it for a variety of reasons. Some were my fault, some hers, but it was
clear that the time had come to move on.
“It’s always good to see you,” I said to her now, and waited.
She still wasn’t looking at me. Her lips were pursed and she’d shifted her attention from the silverware to the rim of her water glass, which she
was circling with her index finger. Another long, awkward moment passed.
“The thing is, Don . . . ”
“Here we are! A Chivas for you, sir . . . ” In one smooth motion, he
glided cocktail napkin and drink from his tray and placed them in front of
me. “And for you, ma’am, a glass of our finest, oak-aged, cold-brewed ale of
ginger.” He flashed her another smile that she answered with a brief, tentative one that flickered across her face and then vanished.
He gazed at us in proprietary satisfaction. “And now, I’ll bet you’re
dying to hear our specials.”
“I think we might need a few minutes . . . ” I began, but Carolyn
said, “No, no, go ahead.”
99

She looked up at him brightly, with earnest attention. This was one
thing I grew to dislike about her, her way of feigning interest. When we
were with my friends, she’d act like she was fascinated by every word they
said, and then tell me later how dull she found them. “You’re so much more
interesting than they are,” she’d say, as if it were something I should be
proud of, rather than an insult to my friends.
I was thinking about that, as the waiter launched into his soliloquy
of culinary creations. Italian and French words flowed from him like the
Tiber and the Seine. Antipasto di mare, blanc de volaille, pollo ripieno alla
Romagnola, every detail of their preparation described with flourishes of
the hands and vocal crescendos. I watched Carolyn’s eyes, as she followed
it. Even though I could never love the person behind those eyes, they were
still beautiful.
He concluded the specials, bowing his head slightly, as if in a curtain
call, and looked at us for approval.
“Great,” I said.
“Fabulous. Do you have any questions?” We had none. “All right
then, I’ll leave you to the menu and to making your selections.” He turned
smartly on his heel and disappeared around a large group of people who
were sitting down at the next table. The place was rapidly filling up.
I looked expectantly at Carolyn, who was once more playing with
the silverware. “I may as well just come right out with it,” she said, “I’m
pregnant.”
“I’m sorry!” It was the waiter again. “Before, when I said ‘antipasto
di mare,’ I’m afraid I was ill-informed. We seem to be out of that, but our
chef has substituted a wonderful crabmeat Remick.”
This, evidently, was a concoction involving crabmeat, bacon, mustard and several other things, described at great length.
Although her news had kicked me in the groin, I wasn’t too surprised. My mind always goes to worst-case scenarios, and the timing and
mysterious nature of her call had sent it directly there. But I’d told myself it
could be a lot of things, even that she wanted us to get back together, which
would have been its own problem. The waiter, with many more apologies,
finally left.
“God!” I blurted out, and then said the worst possible words a man
can utter. “Are you sure it’s mine?”
She gave me the ugliest look I’ve ever seen. “I was completely faithful during our relationship,” she said, in a clipped tone of voice. “And I
haven’t slept with anyone since. So, yes, I’m sure.”
“But we took precautions,” I said lamely.
“Well, you know what they say . . . ” She gave one of her ironic
chuckles, another mannerism that used to get on my nerves. “It’s never onehundred percent. So we must have beaten the odds.”
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I said nothing. I hadn’t yet touched my drink. Now, I noticed it sitting there. I picked it up and drained it, which seemed to give me the courage to speak.
“What do you want to do about it?” I managed.
“Haven’t decided yet?” He was back. I never seemed to notice him
coming. He’d just appear, like a hologram. “I see you’ve finished your Chivas, sir, can I get you another one, or something else?”
“No, I’m okay for now.”
“You sure?” He turned to Carolyn. “How’re you doing on that ginger ale, can I get you a fresh one?”
“No, thanks,” she said softly.
“Take your time, folks, enjoy.” He gave us a wink and melted away
into the growing hubbub. This was a popular East-side eatery, and Carolyn
had been lucky to get a reservation.
“Why don’t we look at the menus and order,” I suggested, figuring
he’d leave us alone if we did. “Maybe we can get rid of this problem.”
“What!?” she exclaimed.
“Huh?” I said, looking up in confusion. Then I realized. “I meant
the waiter interrupting us.”
There was another awkward moment. “Oh,” she said, reddening.
Then she opened her menu and hid behind it.
I looked back at mine, the words swimming before me. Well, that
answered my question, all right. Now what the hell was I going to do?
“So, I guess you want to have it,” I said at last.
She put down her menu. “I know this is a shock to you, Don; it was
a shock to me.” She looked me in the eyes now, for the first time. “I thought
about it a lot before I called you. I’ve always said I was pro choice, and I
still am, but only for other people, not for me. I don’t want to destroy this
baby.”
“But it isn’t a baby,” I objected. “It’s just an aggregate of cells. It’s
got no feelings or . . . ” I let it trail off, because I could tell by her expression it was useless. I was saying nothing she hadn’t heard before, and she
didn’t agree with it. Or if she did, it didn’t matter. “Oh man, this is awful,”
I muttered.
I stared at the menu again, eyes unseeing. What did she expect from
me, a proposal of marriage? I cringed at the thought. Or twenty-one years
of child support? I was barely scraping by as it was on a junior accountexecutive’s salary.
But at least my life was my own. Or so I’d believed an hour ago.
“Okay,” I said cautiously, “you said you’d thought about it before
you called me. So what are you thinking now?”
“Still thinking, folks?”
I realized I had to do something about this guy, or he was going to
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bug us every two minutes until we ordered. “Do you have any shrimp cocktail?” I asked him.
“Do we ever! The best Gulf Coast jumbo . . . ”
“Fine,” I said, “and a sirloin steak, medium rare, with a baked potato and any vegetable you’ve got. And another Chivas.” I thrust the menu
back at him.
“Very good,” he said, taking it from me and smiling as if I’d been
perfectly affable. “And you, ma’am?”
“I guess I’ll have a Caesar salad with chicken.”
“Would that be Cajun style, barbecue, spicy garlic, lemon, or roasted?” Jesus Christ! I thought.
“Um . . . roasted.”
“Superb. I’ll be right back with your Chivas, sir.”
“So?” I said to Carolyn, as soon as he’d gone. “Talk fast, he’ll be
back any second.”
“He’s just the waiter,” she said with a touch of annoyance.
“No he’s not. He’s the goddamn star of this table! The featured act,
the main attraction. With a captive audience!”
“What’s the matter with you?”
“Nothing. Now will you just tell me what the hell it is you’re thinking?”
“Keep your voice down.”
“Sorry,” I said more calmly. “Now, you were saying . . . ”
“I thought about it before I called you, but it wasn’t about keeping
the baby; I always knew I would. It was just whether or not I should tell
you. Finally, I decided it wouldn’t be fair to you if I didn’t.”
“Thanks for being fair,” I said bitterly, thinking how much happier
my life would have been if I’d never known.
“You don’t have to take that attitude,” she said sharply, her mouth
becoming tight and her eyes narrowing. Some men think women are cute
when they get angry. Not me. Carolyn always looked like a rodent at moments like this.
“What’s the difference what attitude I take?” My voice was starting
to rise again. “You seem to have everything figured out already.”
“Not at all!” Now she was getting louder, too. “If we can’t discuss
this like reasonable people . . . ”
“Reasonable? What’s so reasonable about you blind-siding me with .
..”
“Chivas Regal!” he sang out. We both went silent as he placed the
drink in front of me, his smile as radiant as ever. “Another ginger ale for
you, ma’am?”
She smiled back at him, even in the midst of her anger at me. “No,
thank you,” she said.
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“Enjoy. Your shrimp cocktail will be right out, sir. Would you like
the Caesar along with it, ma’am, or do you want to wait for the entree?”
“I’ll have it whenever it’s ready,” she said.
“Marvelous.” He turned away and was gone.
“So what were your plans,” I resumed, “aside from telling me about
it?”
She gave me a long, hostile look. “I can get maternity leave at
work,” she said evenly. “I also might be able to swing working at home for a
while. And my mom will help out.”
Her mom. The whole time we went together I’d never heard her
refer to her parents as anything other than my goddamn mother and my
goddamn father.
“Really?” I said. “I thought you hated her. Didn’t you once tell me
she was the most destructive parent you’d ever seen? That she made your
brother an alcoholic?”
Maybe it was the Chivas working on an empty stomach, but I
couldn’t help myself. I wanted to make her feel ridiculous. “It seems to me,
you haven’t thought this through at all, Carolyn. This could be a huge mist .
. .”
“One Gulf Coast jumbo shrimp cocktail, as promised,” he announced, swooping in on us and deftly depositing it in front of me. “And
the Caesar with chicken. You did want that roasted, didn’t you?” She nodded.
“Whew,” he said, making a pantomime of wiping imaginary sweat
off his brow, “I thought you might have, but at the last minute I couldn’t remember if you’d said barbecue. I was just about to put it in that way, when I
thought, no, it was definitely roasted. And it’s a good thing, because . . . ”
“Excuse me,” I broke in, “but, with all due respect, I’m sure The
Amazing Adventures of Caesar and Chicken is a riveting saga, but we’re sort
of in the middle of something here.”
There was dead silence.
“Certainly, sir,” he said, “I understand. No problem at all.” He nodded deferentially. “Just let me know if you need anything. Bon appetit.” He
nodded to Carolyn as well as he took his leave.
“They ought to do away with waiters altogether,” I said. “There
should be laptops at every table, and we’d just order . . . ”
“That was horrible!” She was looking at me like I’d just taken out a
gun and shot him. “You have absolutely no consideration for other people
at all. That man has a terrible job, but you don’t care about that, do you?
He’s probably some struggling actor, who faces rejection every day and then
comes to work in a place like this, where he has to smile and scrape and
bend over backwards for arrogant jerks like you. This is a major reason,
incidentally, why it never worked out between us. Your monstrous ego, your
103

insufferable self-centeredness.”
I felt myself turning crimson. The tops of my ears were burning. I
looked away from her, down at my shrimp cocktail, the pieces hanging over
the side of the bowl, tails intact, like dead, taloned fingers reaching out of a
crypt. I had to get away from this table or I’d lose it.
“Excuse me,” I said in a tight voice, as I pushed my chair away. “I
need to use the rest room for a minute.”
My mind reeling, I made my way through the restaurant toward the
men’s room sign. It led me down a short hallway to the bathroom, which
was, thank god, unoccupied. Plunging through the door, I headed straight
for the sink and turned on the cold water full blast.
I splashed it onto my face and took several long, deep breaths. All
right, I thought, I’m not going to let her get me. I’ll struggle through this
dinner somehow, and tell her I need time to think. She took her own sweet
time, didn’t she? I could do the same. Nothing had to be decided now. I
took several more deep breaths and began to feel a little better.
As I came out of the men’s room, I saw someone talking on a cell
phone a few feet down the hall. It was the waiter. His back was to me, but I
could hear what he was saying.
“It must be another side effect of the chemo, honey. Is it really bad?”
He turned now so that I saw him in profile, as he leaned heavily
against the wall. His eyes went to the ceiling and his face held utter devastation. The pain I saw etched on that face took my breath away. I knew, with
a stabbing certainty, that the person he was talking to was dying.
He turned again and put his head against the wall, slowly and silently beating his fist on it. “My shift is up in another hour, honey,” he said in
a voice that belied the anguish. “I’ll be right home. I love you.” He slipped
the phone into his pocket and then moved out into the dining area.
I stood there, shaken. Carolyn was right. I had callously disregarded
this person like he was nobody, and who was I? A schmuck who flies into a
snit if his conversation is interrupted.
I had it all backwards. I was letting every petty, stupid little thing in
my life become more important to me than the one most crucial of all. Life
itself. And how fragile it is. The final act for any of us could be as near as
the next routine physical. It’s all we have, and it can be taken away so easily.
I don’t remember crossing the restaurant, only finding myself sitting
across the table from Carolyn, saying I was sorry. Saying I’d been a complete asshole, and I was going to put aside one-hundred dollars a month in
a trust fund for our child. When I earned more, I’d contribute more. I told
her I was there for her, and I’d be as present or as absent as she wanted me
to be. That I was willing to take my share of responsibility for this new life.
Tears in her eyes, she reached across the table and took my hand.
“That’s wonderful, Don.”
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I devoured the shrimp cocktail, and then proceeded to have the
most incredible steak dinner I’d ever eaten. We talked about movies, books,
even sports. We laughed a lot. Every so often, the waiter would appear, as
intrepidly upbeat as ever. Once, he popped in to ask us how we were doing
just as I was getting to the punch line of a joke I was telling. I didn’t mind. I
wondered if I ever would again. I had nothing but admiration for this man,
and the way he was living through his ordeal. We had coffee and dessert
and, at the end of it, I insisted on paying the check, which I did. I left him
an obscenely huge tip.
***
Terry McBride stuck his head into the kitchen to see if that veal
Oscar for table twelve was ready. He saw his friend Bob Flanders, collecting
a chicken piccatta. Bob eyed him with mock disapproval.
“Now, Terrence,” he said, swatting at him playfully with a dish
towel, “have you got no shame at all? I saw you on the phone. You were
trying to get a bigger tip, doing that Girlfriend with Cancer routine again.”
Terry hefted the tray onto his shoulder. “I keep telling you, man, I’m
not a waiter. I’m an actor, a damn good one. And I deserve to get paid for
it.”
THE END
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Mapping the Human Brain
Eugenie Juliet Theall

Inspired by Florence & The Machine’s song “How Big How Blue How Beautiful”

The smoke has lifted; shadow-tendrils
recede.
My breath is black opal cold,
skating
the synaptic map of your temporal lobe,
landscape
no longer a tangle of brambles, but blue-black ice,
laced
with gold threads. How joyful it is to glide with
ease,
to finally arrive in the kingdom engulfed by
midnight.
Trumpets herald my coming; those loyal to you
avert
their eyes from my arched back, hardened
nipples.
You rise when you spy the intimate hollow of my
palms,
know you’re witnessing the prophecy unfold,
surprised
by how familiar your hand fits in mine,
chuckling
as your hippocampus recalls the day every neuron
skyrocketed,
sparking each New Yorker to walk as if in slow
motion
down a sunlit summer street.

106

Quill and Brood

Paula Marafino Bernett

Spied through the pinhole pierced by quill, a laser
scythes through the meadows of my mind, chasing down brood:
		Now thinning and hunching among the stubble,
		
slathering its black cheeks with whiteface and silence.
		Now stringing runway lights around its body,
		
threading prayer-shards and cat eyes on fishing line.

Quill whittles itself to shank.
Lays my creed open from Object to Verb to I.
Required, this ritual of subsuming:
		Quill cedes its lexicon and barb to brood.
Brood dissolves quill in the ink of absolution.
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Thin Space

Carol Smallwood

I’d made it another time up the stairs to the 4th floor of the library.
Besides the advantages of exercise, I couldn’t hear any lost animals in the
company of the M-Z book collection: like what the Celts called, the Thin
Space, that uncertain place where heaven and earth meet. From this height,
the highest outlook in White Rapids, I felt safe.
Perhaps it was how the people in China felt after building the Great
Wall, constructed zigzag so demons couldn’t follow it. Built to keep out
the barbarians to the north in the area called the haunted wilderness, it was
wide enough for eight soldiers to walk side by side but this Star Wars effort
didn’t last because the Manchurians, against whom the wall was to hold
out, ended up ruling until the twentieth century. The bodies of workers
were tossed in the rubble and became part of the wall giving it the name of
the longest cemetery on earth, the most visible structure from space. President Nixon made a famous visit to the Great Wall and the symbol for isolation and suffering became one of national pride--restoration began in 1984.
Another ancient symbol, the Colosseum, is being restored: in the
summer of 2000, Oedipus Rex was performed on a partially finished stage.
It must’ve been something to have 80,000 people waiting to see you get
killed; gladiators, if successful enough, were the football stars of their day.
Stones were carried off to help build St. Peter’s after the Roman
Empire declined—the plunder of Jerusalem in 79 A.D. had helped build
the Colosseum; iron binding the stones was taken so gravity now holds it.
When the underground area was excavated in the nineteenth century, the
plants grown from seeds carried by spectators and animals from various
countries were lost.
Another place of wonder is Machu Picchu, Peru. The stones, some
up to twenty tons, were so exactly cut by hammering with stone, that not
even a knife blade can slip between them. It had more than 670 terraces
providing places to grow crops and collect rain. Living among the clouds
the air was thin. The Temple of the Sun could have been a retreat for South
America’s most powerful Inca rulers, but it was their attraction to gold,
which to them represented the sun, that brought the Spanish. After Manchu Picchu was abandoned in the sixteenth century, it became covered with
overgrowth and wasn’t found till the twentieth.
The Egyptians were never far from the Thin Space; their Book of
the Dead provided spells to live forever. When mummies were dehydrated,
their throats and mouths were cleared so they’d be able to speak the necessary spells. Items were placed in the tombs to take to the unchartered
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territory of the afterlife. Twelve gates were each protected by serpents, each
requiring correct responses, guarded the nether world. The dead went to
the Judgment Hall and if the scales weighed against them depending how
they acted in life, a beast composed of different animals ate them, ending
their chance of immortality—which, for them, was an improved version on
earth.
In Egypt, the Sphinx was a mixture of man and beast and is thought
to represent the thin line between life and death because of its proximity
to the pyramids. The Sphinx has repeatedly almost been covered by sand
and efforts to keep it free are ongoing; a few thin lines of color show it was
once painted.
My thin space is being suspended between the prefeminist and post
feminist modern world. The Writer’s Market groups Women’s Magazines
under such categories as: Beauty, Bridal, Christian, Family. Sports has the
most—from Archery & Bowhunting, to Water Sports. Books for women are
also called Chick Lit, a.k.a., Romance.
Dusk is an anxious time. Our eyes cling to the sun in appreciation
for having it scare away the things in the night, trying to be generous because it is other people on the other side of the earth that will be getting the
sun, yet begrudging them every minute of sleep that have enjoyed.
Last night was one of those nights again when sleep illuded: like a
runner after a race still running aimlessly, I paced the narrow hall in thin
slippers; when I saw hollow-eyed students wearing earphones this afternoon, the nearly half century separating us slipped away.
Reading on the lower levels is just not the same. Perhaps it isn’t
unlike what pioneers thought of reaching California, unless walking up all
those stairs was just a part of a Catholic legacy of suffering; if I settled for
even the 3rd floor it seemed I’d sold myself short, that for the rest of the day,
I’d feel unworthy.
Turning from the window I saw a group of tour students with backpacks resembling underwater divers carrying oxygen. With my earplugs in,
it made them all the more seem like they were underwater aided by the sand
colored carpet with its wave patterns. A boy and girl, making the movements of love in their space as if no one had ever experienced it before,
were caught up with the others in a school of fish and were no more. Only
the round clock above remained.
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Flying From Rochester to San Francisco, I Consider
Leaving this World
Donna L. Emerson

I want out of now. When I worry, when men with ear pieces
enter the bathroom and come out smiling.
Flying west I want to follow the red sun’s light.
Slip down, walk on clouds below.
Not fall through, not wear a coat, stay warm.
I will glide and find Daedalus and not fall into Bruegel’s ocean.
Arrive in Wales to hear a sober Richard Burton recite
Shakespeare and mother’s Welsh milkman sing tenor
along that coast.
Find Echo in her cave and walk her hand-in-hand into the light.
Lean against Narcissus until he falls into his pool.
Rise up again until we can see the path of the Romantic poets
out for a sixty mile walk. Ask Dorothy if her brother William
copied her journals for his poems.
Ask Keats if he would please take this medicine
from the twentieth century before his coughing starts.
Sleep in walking tour huts in the Lake Country
with all my lovers, one at a time, on our best nights,
including the two that should have been, had we been old enough
to sense what we shared.
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Portrait of a Marriage
Holly Corbett

A chilly breeze blew down the street, and John Wright watched as
the well-dressed guests hurried past him and into the upscale Bradford Gallery. Upon viewing the evening dresses and heavy jewelry of the women and
the dark suits and ties of the men, he felt a slight foolishness in his refusal
to don the expected attire, but this feeling dissipated when he opened the
heavy gallery door for his wife, Beatrice, and felt her critical eye run over
him. He realized that if he had still loved her he would feel bad about disappointing her at every turn. But the combination of not caring combined
with the frequency of her criticism served to create a kind of cynical amusement for him. Even though he’d been dragged to this formal event, he felt
he’d won out by refusing to waver to her commands concerning his clothing. She could play dress-up in her best navy pantsuit and favorite tennis
bracelet, but he was going to stick with his plaid, collared shirt and khakis.
Though his wife had insisted on arriving far earlier than what he
had thought necessary, there was already a large crowd assembling. As they
waited in line to pay their door charge, Mr. Wright couldn’t help but think
of the championship game and microwave dinner he was missing out on at
this very moment. He was firm in his habits, and this outing greatly disrupted the usual flow of his evening. Above that, he felt a sort of uselessness
in having watched the entire football season only to be forced to abandon
the game at the very end, when the stakes were highest. In their twenty-plus
years of living in the area, the Wrights had never once attended the gallery’s
annual silent art auction. His wife had been capable of going to a preview of
the auction on her own, so he didn’t see any point in his attendance now.
As they approached the counter, he tried to ignore his wife as she
overcompensated her displeasure with him by putting on a façade of enthusiasm. Still, trickles of her performance found their way to his consciousness
as she began admiring the “gorgeous” pottery sitting on nearby podiums
and the “brilliant” arrangement of lilies displayed on the caterer’s table.
More than anything, she praised a certain “masterfully done” painting that
she had been raving about all week and “had to have.”
A middle-aged woman wearing an elegant, high-necked evening
dress stood behind the front counter assigning bidder numbers and accepting payment. She attentively listened to his wife’s compliments and was
eager to share information with her about the gallery, the artists, and the
charity benefiting from the auction. Mr. Wright, knowing all too well his
wife’s ability to prolong chitchat, finally interrupted, “Let’s go look at that
painting. We’re holding up the line.”
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His wife gave him a brief, but fierce scowl that she seemed to think
no one but him would notice. She quickly regained her outward composure
to turn back to the woman at the counter and say a few cheery, parting
words.
He followed as she eagerly proceeded across the hardwood floors
of the main gallery, the clacking of her heals warning people to make way.
They went towards the back of the gallery and arrived in a quiet room that
the crowd had not yet discovered. Except for a young, attractive couple,
they were alone. After grudgingly forking over fifty dollars just to get in
and enduring a week-long stream of praises for this painting, Mr. Wright’s
expectations were high.
“Here it is,” Mrs. Wright proudly announced in front of a painting
that was half blue, half green with dribbles of various other colors over all
of it.
“Solitude. Oil. By Priscilla Salzburg,” he read the nameplate. “Never
heard of her.”
“Isn’t it stunning,” Mrs. Wright went on, ignoring the remark.
“Look at those colors. And the technique…”
“When did you become an expert on art?” he wanted to ask, but using his better judgment he stayed silent while the overabundance of acclaim
poured out of her. When she acted like this, he knew that there was nothing
he could say to sway her opinion.
As he watched her animated gestures, he couldn’t help but wonder
at what point she had turned into the overly excitable monster that stood
before him now. To him, it was undeniable that years of teaching kindergartners had warped the way she reacted to others, causing her to treat
everything with exaggerated enthusiasm, particularly when they were in
public. He remembered that she had always been a little too optimistic in
her outlook, although not overbearingly so when they first married. He had
suddenly noticed the unnatural perkiness she put on like a mask when they
were attending a social gathering years ago, and on reflection had realized
that even at that point it had been happening for some time, though he
never could pinpoint the beginning of it. Whatever the timeframe or cause,
it exhausted the sixty year old, former businessman just to watch his silverhaired wife bounce around like a teenager in old women’s clothes. She
certainly didn’t have that kind of energy when it was time to make dinner.
He absentmindedly felt his empty left ring finger and wondered how he
had ever thought that retiring at the same time as his wife was a good idea.
They’d talked of doing that very thing ever since they were first married,
but he knew that they should have done a re-evaluation after three decades
of marriage.
Eventually Mrs. Wright excused herself to write a bid. Mr. Wright
knew that he would see very little of her throughout the course of the eve112

ning. She was the type of person who seemed to find a familiar face wherever she went, and she was always happy to talk to whoever would listen.
He welcomed the break. He was more of a wallflower anyway and decided
to take his spot near Ms. Salzburg’s painting.
The crowd slowly found their way to that area, and the young couple who was originally in the room situated themselves only a few feet away
from him. One of the few things Mr. Wright still enjoyed was people watching, and he prided himself on his powers of observation. Frequent glances
in the couple’s direction revealed to him the graceful beauty of the woman.
She wore a black cocktail dress that exposed her toned arms, milky-white
shoulders and a hint of cleavage. She was brunette, slim and silent – everything his wife wasn’t. There was something about the woman’s poise, about
the coolness of her expression that captivated Mr. Wright. A large diamond
ring adorned her left hand, attesting that the tall, handsome man next to
her was her husband. The young man eventually spoke to Mr. Wright.
“Your wife seems to have fallen in love with that,” the man pointed
towards the painting. “I see she’s left you to stand guard.”
“It’s the second most important job, only behind writing out the
check,” Mr. Wright replied. “You’ll soon learn that, if you haven’t already.”
“Oh, I was pretty quick to learn my place,” the young man joked.
“So, what brings the two of you here?” Mr. Wright asked, looking
towards the man’s wife. She was watching the crowd and appeared not to
notice him.
“We know some people that are running the auction,” the young
man replied.
“What do you think about this painting, honestly?” Mr. Wright suddenly inquired.
The young man stammered, “Well, I’m not an artist, but…”
“But you prefer to know what you’re buying a picture of,” Mr.
Wright interjected.
“Abstract art isn’t for everyone,” said the young man.
“A bunch of random colors thrown on canvas,” Mr. Wright finally
voiced the opinion he’d held since he first saw it.
They continued talking about the auction, but it quickly reached
that awkward moment where strangers no longer know what to say to each
other. Though they were silent, the trio spent the rest of the evening next
to each other, quietly listening to the comments made about Mrs. Wright’s
intended purchase. Occasionally someone Mr. Wright knew would pass by
him, but rarely did anyone speak to him, which was what he preferred.
A few minutes before the close of the auction, a short, stout woman
with unnaturally orange hair stopped in front of Mr. Wright.
“You’ve been here all night,” she exclaimed to him, motioning
towards him with her hands, which caused her large, cheap bangles to clink
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together.
Mr. Wright looked down at her and replied that he had.
“I was talking with Beatrice earlier about the painting. I can tell it’s
made quite an impression on her.”
Mr. Wright squinted at the woman, trying to figure out how this
woman in the tacky, shapeless purple dress knew him or his wife. He
grumbled, “Yeah, she really likes it.”
“What about you? You don’t seem as excited about it.”
“Abstract art isn’t for everyone,” he stated.
The woman slowly nodded her head and excused herself.
Almost as soon as it was announced that bidding was closed, Mrs.
Wright came bounding in to her husband, reveling in her victory.
“What’s the damage?” he asked, as he always did of purchases.
“It’s worth $800, but we got a great deal,” she said, obviously
pleased.
He shot her an expression that made it clear that she hadn’t given
enough information. She finally acknowledged that their winning bid was
$500. Grudgingly, he went to pay for the “masterpiece.”
“Bidder nineteen,” he identified himself to the elegant woman who
was still working the counter. His wife didn’t miss the opportunity to boast
of her prize to the woman.
“Did you meet the artist?” the woman asked. “She’s here tonight.
She came into town just to attend this auction.”
“I didn’t know that. I’d love to meet her,” Mrs. Wright said, ecstatic.
“Hey, Mark,” the woman called to a man flipping through papers.
“Can you find Priscilla? They just bought her painting and they’d like to
meet her.”
Mark didn’t hesitate to leave behind the paperwork and immediately went to search for her. However, this left some confusion as to where
the paper with their winning bid was. As they waited for it to be found, Mr.
Wright saw the short, stout woman approaching them.
“Did you get it?” she asked Mrs. Wright.
“I did. I was so nervous at the end, though. I kept watching for
other bids and by some miracle there weren’t any,” Mrs. Wright said rapidly,
as though the adrenaline of bidding was still rushing through her.
“That’s great,” said the stout woman. “Well, I just wanted to say
good night.”
Mr. Wright waited for her leave, then asked, “Was that the artist?”
“No, of course she’s not the artist,” Mrs. Wright laughed.
“Then who was she?”
“Don’t tell me you don’t know Brenda Plowman. She only had
the classroom next to mine for five years,” Mrs. Wright said, her upper lip
slightly lifted to emphasize her astonishment and disgust.
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“I found the paperwork,” said the woman behind the counter.
She began telling Mr. Wright about how he could take count the purchase
towards charitable donations at tax time, a subject that was quite easily the
highlight of his evening.
Moments later he heard Mark introducing his wife to the artist.
He vaguely heard her lavish the artist with praise as he finished writing the
check. Reluctantly he handed it over, then turned around to find his wife
giving her most amiable smile to the young couple he’d stood by all evening.
“Dear, this is Priscilla Salzburg, the artist who did our painting,”
Mrs. Wright introduced her.
“We met your husband earlier,” the young woman said, finally
looking at him, not with anger or contempt, but with the eye of someone
who saw him for what he really was – a miserable, bitter man. He shifted
his weight and looked towards the ground. He’d never felt so on display, so
old.
“We just love your painting,” declared Mrs. Wright.
“I’m so glad. It’s always satisfying when my artwork finds a home
where it evokes strong emotion,” Priscilla said before excusing herself and
her husband.
A chill hit Mr. Wright as Priscilla’s husband opened the door. He
watched the beautiful, young couple walk out, hand in hand, smiling, the
couple he and Beatrice used to be in what seemed like another life. What
did Priscilla know now of solitude, with her youth, her beauty, and her new
diamond ring? He smirked, wondering how long the happiness would last.
How long would it be before they admitted to themselves that the other was
full of shit? How long before they screamed those admissions in exaggerated form to one other? How much longer after that until neither one cared
any more?
“You won Solitude, right?” a teenage boy asked him, handing him
the heavy, abstract painting.
“Yes, I did,” confirmed Mr. Wright. He waited by the door and let
the bursts of cold air run through him as he looked over the monstrosity
he’d bought.
The more he looked at the painting, the more he hated it. The more
he hated the perfect couple and their happiness and his sham of a marriage.
Before he knew it, he was outside, bashing the painting against the curb, unaware of the gasps from bystanders or of the freezing wind fluttering pieces
of canvas torn away from the frame.
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Torch of Electric Light, Library of Congress
Lisbeth Chapin
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The Weird and the Unusual

Garbage

Patrick Garrett York

Monday morning, I took a bag of trash from the kitchen out the
back door and through the gate to throw it away in the street can. I opened
the lid and saw the hindquarters of a dead black cat at the bottom. Its head
and shoulders were wrapped in a Glad bag, but two rigor-mortis- ridden
legs stuck out as if the cat had frozen mid-run. This was troubling because
it wasn’t trash day. I usually kept my street can near my garage, down a
driveway that passed my bedroom window. For someone to have disposed
of this body in my street can, it wouldn’t have been as easy as walking down
Prospect Avenue and picking a burial site at random.
The cat killer would have had to have squeezed past my brother’s car
early in the morning, ducked under the neighbor’s bottlebrush tree, stepped
over the ditch my brother dug to keep the garage from flooding during an
unseasonable hail storm, and lifted the lid with one hand while the other
swung a warm, heavy garbage bag up and over the side.
I asked my brother if he had killed the cat. I had often seen him
standing in his underwear on the porch around midnight, holding a .328
Smith and Wesson Replica BB gun with both hands, cursing the mewling cats
in heat who keep him awake nightly. From my bed, I’d heard him fire the
gun, but I never got up to see if he’d been successful.
“Which cat?” he said. His answer made me suspicious.
“The one in the trash can.”
I took him to see the remains.
“What the hell?” he laughed. “I wish I could take credit. Goddamn
cats.”
He looked for a moment, then lifted the lid on the blue street can to
see if any animals had also been recycled during the night.
A Chobani yogurt box—the kind the checker at Costco packs your
industrial-sized groceries in—had been thrown on top of the many Rolling
Rock bottles my brother and I had put there. My brother loves yogurt, but
he claimed the cardboard box was not his. It must have belonged to the killer. We imagined it had been the cat’s hearse in its funeral precession down
our driveway, cradled in the arms of his murderer. And even killers recycle,
apparently, so he dropped the cat in the can called “rubbish,” but recycled
the cardboard.
My brother and I laughed, then he went back inside, leaving me
staring into the can at the mystery. He’d always been able to let go of things
much better than I had.
I didn’t want to look for entry or exit wounds, I didn’t want to part
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the cat’s fur or press on its skull to see how it had died. I didn’t want to give
it a proper funeral. I wanted to forget about it. I wanted to throw my garbage bag from the kitchen on top of it and let some bulldozer at the county
dump put it in the earth.
I did want to know why someone chose my house to dispose of the
animal. Someone on my block was exhibiting early signs of sociopathy, but
what was worse for me: This person felt entitled to throw shit out in my
street can.
I asked my next-door-neighbor Steve about it. He was related to
more than half of our block, and he knew the details of every story, every
relationship, and every stolen car in our part of the East Side. He knew what
was written on every warrant in a five mile radius and who the searchlight
in each ghetto bird was looking for. Of course he could help me figure out
which entitled son of a bitch chucked the dead cat in with my moldy strawberries.
“I don’t know, man,” he said. He laughed, too, when I told him
about everything. His backyard was on the opposite side of a sagging fence
from my driveway right across from where I kept the street cans. When we
talked, he was in his backyard, drinking a tallboy of Bud Light and rubbing
his shaved head. His bottom lip was pierced with a matte black spike and his
elbow was wrapped in an ink spiderweb.
“You didn’t see anything?” I asked. He was usually up late in his
backyard singing Motown songs and playing cards with his girl and her
cousins, so the killer may have walked right past him.
“No,” he said, his eyes already a little glassy for 11 AM. His fouryear-old daughter ran around his feet, chasing a new pet: a puppy Chihuahua. I looked over the fence and watched her play tug of war with the
shivering little thing. She sang to it: “Oh baby, give me one more chance/
Won’t you please let me back into your heart.” From her bedroom, she’d
probably heard those lyrics a hundred times, playing from the open door of
her daddy’s El Camino on card nights.
“What’s its name?” I said, nodding at the dog.
“Hector,” he said, beaming at his daughter. “She loves that thing.”
#
The next few nights, I listened closely at every bump and every footstep. I
waited for the killer to come back. I didn’t know what to do or say if I saw
him, because I couldn’t reform a killer. I did know whatever I said would
make clear he needed to stay the hell away from my street cans when they
were down my driveway.
On Thursday night, I put the trash and recycling out on the curb for
the truck that came Friday mornings. The cat was still inside, turning sour
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under the week’s trash. Around two, Steve, his girl and her cousins finally
stopped playing cards and laughing. The street went quiet. I fell asleep.
What must have been a few hours later, I woke up to the sounds
of tinkling glass bottles and the dull rolling of hollow, plastic wheels. I had
caught him. Getting out of bed, I looked through my blinds. A young woman, holding a Glad bag stood by while her accomplice, half his body buried
in my blue street can, dug the aluminum out of my recycling. These were
not killers, they were opportunists. They were not burying, they were stealing. But as far as I was concerned, the cans were on the street, not down my
driveway. They were fair game. I went back to sleep.
The sound of the garbage truck’s hydraulics woke me up around
6:30. I heard the truck’s clamper clench around a can, pick it up, and dump
everything into the trash compactor. The cat was gone. I got out of bed and
made my brother and me some coffee, then I pulled the cans in from the
curb and returned them to their spot near the garage.
Steve sat in his backyard on the cement steps leading up to his
kitchen, hunched. He looked hungover, but worse.
“Hey, man. How’s it?” I said.
“Oh, not too good.”
I’d heard him say the same thing, the same hiding-my-disappointment way a few times. Normally it was because his girl had called him
“worthless” and “lazy” or because his El Camino got dented or his termites
were back. He normally told me immediately what made the day not too
good. This time, though, he silently watched his daughter search the backyard like she was hunting for easter eggs.
He rubbed his greasy face with flat palms and smoothed out his
mustache with the side of his index finger. He said, “Last night, I had a few
too many, and I took the dog outside to piss. When it gets scared, it runs at
your feet to hide, you know, and I tripped over the step and fell on him.”
He looked at his daughter again. “I feel like a fucking idiot. I can’t figure out
how to tell her. She’s looking. I had to burry him.” He had to look away.
“Oh baby give me one more chance,” she sang in her tiny voice, the
red needles of the bottle brush tree stuck in her curly, black hair.
#
When I wrote at the desk in my room for the rest of the week , I could hear
Steve’s daughter singing The Jackson 5, innocently plodding around the
lemon trees in her backyard. Every time I saw Steve, he was more depressed.
He told me he was worried his girl was right. Maybe he was worthless. He
was a killer. But I’d seen Steve come back from worse (like the time he totaled the Dodge Neon his wife used to drive the kids to school). It wouldn’t
be long until he was playing cards and singing Motown again, but I didn’t
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know if he would ever tell his daughter the truth.
I thought about the cat killer and the act of the animal’s burial. I had
imagined it had been the work of some prankster or some entitled little shit.
Maybe I had gotten the story wrong. I assumed this killer had murdered an
innocent cat, then disrespected me and my trash can with the corpse, but he
could have been a tired woman coming off a triple shift, eyes blurry, who
couldn’t hit the brakes quick enough and didn’t want to leave the cat in the
street for the neighborhood kids to find. He could have been an offramp
panhandler by the 14th Street exit who lost his friend and wanted to give
him a Christian burial, but didn’t have a shovel to open up the hard ground.
He could have been a desperate father looking for a place to hide a mistake.
I don’t know who killed the cat and then walked it past by bedroom. I don’t
know why he carried it in a cardboard box he chose to then recycle. I don’t
know if it was intended as a threat or if it was an afterthought. But I was
surprised I cared so much about someone else using my trashcan. On a street
where friends play cards by the fire and listen to the car radio until two in
the morning, where children play tug-of-war with puppies who will be dead
tomorrow, where cats romp unbound and fragrant and ready for sex, where
searchlights scour the block for thieves, where people without jobs employ
themselves collecting metal, I sit alone in my room, the blinds drawn, and
waste my time worrying about whose trash is whose.
The next night was quiet again. Except for a few cats crying for sex
on our front lawn. I banged on my window to shoo them away, but it didn’t
work, so I laid back down and tried to fall asleep. Then, through my open
door, I saw my brother flash down the hall in his underwear, thumb on the
hammer of his gun, ready to kill for some rest.

#End#
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In Life and In Death
Dwayne K. Wojtowicz

Sun rays peaked through the venetian blinds in Danny’s bedroom,
playing games with his eyes. He reached down and pulled the comforter
up over his head. “God,” he thought, “it’s Monday morning; I hate my
job.”
Danny’s alarm didn’t go off yet, but the fear of it happening soon
covered his body. He peaked his head out and looked at his alarm clock.
“Shit! 5:14! C’mon,” he said to himself. Time was standing still this morning. It felt like an eternity for that one stupid minute to creep up and get
Danny’s day going.
The alarm clock advanced a solitary minute. 5:15 a.m.
“There it is. Thank you! Thanks for making my day!”
Danny’s tanned arm stuck out from under the comforter and
smacked the snooze button.
“Damn,” cursed Danny. “I... hate ... my ... job.” He looked
around his sparse bedroom. He would have to go and buy some pictures
of art work to hang up in his apartment. He just didn’t have any time,
being new to the area. He decided that this was the last time he was moving for his boss. This was his third time working the Midwest. He was in
Indiana last month, and now, Chicago. “Perfect, what a city to tick my
boss off in.” There were a lot of people who needed his help in this godforsaken place.
Danny looked around his bedroom. “Who in the Hell picks my
apartment for me, someone with a fetish for white? I bet it’s Michael,”
thought Danny. “Hmm, time to get some color into my life.”
Danny placed his size ten feet on the wooden floor.
“Ohh!” he exclaimed. “That’s a cold floor. Make a mental note;
buy area rug for bedroom.”
Danny stood; straightening his six foot, two frame. His thick,
curly black hair hung down his back, just below his shoulders. Danny’s
long arms stretched out over his head, sculpting the toned muscles in his
back.
Giving his mane of hair a good scratching, Danny headed to the
bathroom to empty his bladder. He stood in front of the toilet with his
cock in his hand, looking down, just to make sure that his aim was perfect. “Damn! Looking good there big boy!” He couldn’t complain about
everything now.
After a couple quick shakes, he turned, opened the shower door
and started up the water. He looked at himself in the mirror. “Hmm,” he
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thought, “not too bad for someone who’s about to raise some hell today
with his boss.”
Danny j u m ped into the shower. The water was perfect; not too
hot, not too cold; a perfect blend to start the end of his career. He got
out, dried off and headed to his closet to see what he could wear to aggravate his boss. Danny by-passed all of his suits in search of those torn,
ragged t h r eadbare blue jeans.
“Where did I put those jeans,” Danny said. “I need that tee-shirt
as well.”
Of course, the jeans appeared towards the end of his search. The
tee-shirt in question, the one that read “Death be not Proud,” was right
next to the jeans.
Danny got dressed, grabbed a cup of day-old coffee and a huge
breakfast. Today was going to be his last day on earth, so he might as well
go out with a full stomach.
It was just slightly past nine o’clock, as Danny walked across the
parking lot. He knew it was going to b,e scorcher of a day. It was already
87 degrees outside and the humidity was climbing. He spotted an old lady
trying to get into her car. She was having a hard time getting the key into
the door lock. In his mind, he could hear his boss’ voice telling him that
the elderly lady still had a few years left, but that didn’t deter Danny from
taking her life right now. With a quick wave of his left hand, the key entered the door lock, but only to go too far in and strike the electrical line
to the lock and shock the old lady to death.
“You shouldn’t have done that, Daniel,” came his boss’ voice from
above. “I told you that she had a few years left.”
“Shut the hell up, will you?’’ retorted Danny. “And by the way,
don’t ever call me ‘Daniel’ again. Got it?”
Silence rang through his head. “Good.” Danny finished his slow
trek across the parking lot and out on to the street. He was going to have
fun today.
Danny walked South on Ashland to Chicago Avenue. He was going to pick up the bus going East, get off at Dearborn and walk to State
Street. Danny decided that today was going to be the day that he would
visit Holy Name Cathedral.
As he approached the intersection, he noticed a lemonade stand
that three girls had put up. “How nice,” he thought. “How nice that now
I’m able to start the killing trend.”
“Don’t do it Daniel!” yelled his boss. “Leave the innocent ones
alone. You know the rules.”
“Leave me alone!” Danny yelled back. “And what did I tell you
about calling me Daniel? You gotta listen to me!”
Danny was watching the three young girls. He noticed that they
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weren’t getting any sales. The sun was out and it was hot enough for
someone to buy a glass of lemonade, but there were no takers. “Hmm,”
Danny thought. He gestured his left hand with a quick wave and made
the lemonade boil. His right hand was raised. He started to raise the temperature of the girl with the golden hair in two braids. She reached across
the table and grabbed the lemonade. She poured herself a cup. Danny was
watching with eagerness.
“C’mon,” he said. “Drink from the cup of salvation.”
The girl drank the lemonade down. She stood there for a moment, fell
backwards, striking her head on the sidewalk. Blood started to ooze out
from under her head.
“Two down, a million more to go,” stated Danny. “Stop right
now!” yelled his boss.
“You know what?” queried Danny. “You are starting to become a
pain... in ... the ... ass!”
Just for a quick moment, everything on Earth stood still. There
was no breeze; there was no sound; there was no nothing. Danny looked
around him. All the people were still. Nothing was moving.
“So, I see I got your attention, Father,” Danny retorted. “What are
you going to do now? Why am I down here? Why can’t Michael do his
own dirty work? This isn’t fair to me!”
Danny felt the heat climb. He noticed a black aura starting to
emerge around him. And in a milli-second, the Earth and everything
aboard it came back to life.
The bus appeared at the corner and Danny boarded it. His shirt
was now stuck to his body from the sweat. His abs, pecs and biceps were
accentuated by the shirt. A young girl ogled him. Danny turned around
and smiled, then wagged his tongue at her.
He stuck out his right hand, and started slowing to close it up in a
fist of rage. The driver started to gasp for air; he placed his hand upon his
chest and gripped it tightly. His eyes rolled back into his head; only the
whites shown. After a few seconds, Danny opened his hand and yanked
the driver out of his seat and threw him outside of the bus.
“Attention, all passengers,” announced Danny. “Today’s ride will
have no stops. Welcome to the Express to Hell!”
Danny mounted the driver’s seat and closed the door. The passengers didn’t know what was going to happen; fear crossed their sullen
faces. Danny pressed down on the gas pedal and took off.
He got the bus up to 35, then 40, 45, and 50 miles per hour.
Danny ran through a lot of red lights before the police started to chase
him.
“Damn those cops!” Danny yelled. “I’ll show those bastards a
thing or two!” And with another quick wave of his left hand, the road
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broke open under the squad cars and they fell through the holes, going to
a quick and painless death.
Accidents were caused along the way. Danny felt that those were
just the “bonus’’ that he was looking for. Just like playing a pinball machine at an arcade. Hey, congratulations! You won three bonus balls to
play at the end of the game l
The passengers were screaming; one lady started to pray the Rosary.
“Let’s see if he helps you now,” sneered Danny.
Danny noticed that the ride was going to end soon. As he approached Dearborn, he pulled the bus over and parked it right in front of
a fire hydrant. “Yeah right, give me a ticket.”
Off in the distance, Danny could hear the sound of sirens. They
were coming for him, like he really gave a rat’s ass.
He unloaded himself from the bus. He walked away from the
“Express to Hell.” He could still hear the weeping, screaming and praying of the passengers. He couldn’t take it anymore. He was going to put
them all out of their misery, those damn sinners. Danny turned towards
the bus and glared upon it. He raised both hands up over his head and
clapped them as loud as possible. With that, the bus exploded into flames.
The world was now better off.
Danny turned back East and started to walk to State Street to finish his journey.
“My son, my son,” pronounced the voice of God. “Why have you
caused all of this destruction?”
“Why not,” answered Danny. “I got sick and tired of saving
people; people that were just going to sin again and again. Think about
it. They need to learn their place. And what about Michael? Why am I doing his dirty work?”
“But it is not up to you to decide who should live or die,” came
the reply. “That is up to me and me only. And for Michael, it is not for
you to judge him when he does not judge you.”
“But it is because of you that people sin.’’
“But it is because of me that they are forgiven.”
Danny noticed that he had traveled to the front doors of the
Cathedral during the conversation with his creator. He also noticed that
he was surrounded by police and sheriff officers. Danny could deny any
death earlier in his career, but that was now uncertain. He knew that his
time was up, but he had one last act of treason to show God, the destruction of his church.
Danny spied every one of the law enforcement officers that had
their weapons drawn and aimed on him.
“Stop! Don’t move!” yelled out a voice from a bullhorn. “We have
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you covered!”
“I say to each and every one of you,’’ spoke Danny. His voice was
now deep and strong just as God’s voice was to him. “You are no better
than me. You have all sinned and must pay the consequence.”
Danny turned away from them. His arms outstretched to his
sides; his body now being formed into a cross. After a few seconds,
the ground started to rumble. The mortar between the bricks started
to break away. The sky was starting to cloud over and darken. Danny
knew that the end was near. He had to complete this act of contrition.
Silly people, tricks are for angels, thought Danny. He dropped his
head and looked at the ground. Danny then raised his head toward the
sky. The ground was starting to shake as if an earthquake was occurring.
“Get o ut of the way!” yelled out one of the cops. “The steeple is
falling!”
By the time Danny opened his eyes, it was too late. The single
mounted brass cross came falling off of the steeple and pierced Danny’s
body through his abdomen. The top of the cross penetrated the: ground.
Danny’s life was now over, but he was saved . He could now go back
to Heaven.
In Life· and in Death, we all belong to God . ..
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Rainbow in Abrams, Wisconsin
Suzanne Lakin
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Highway Dark
Taylor García

The night before Oregon State Police Lieutenant Vince Marx’s trainee, Rocio Chavez, was killed, the two of them had been on patrol together
on Crown Point Highway in Multnomah County. It was past 2 a.m., and
they parked the cruiser at the bottom of a hairpin turn outside Latourell to
wait for speeders.
“Sometimes it’s nice to find these quiet spots,” Vince told his young
partner. “You can pass a few hours of the night here and not even know it.”
“It’s kind of creepy,” Rocio had said.
“You can’t be a state trooper and be creeped out by something,
Chavez.” He smiled, tried to tap her on the shoulder. She’d been quiet most
of the night.
“I’m sorry, did I say something?” he said.
“No. It’s just. It’s nothing.” She exhaled, steaming the passenger
window.
“What is it?” he said.
“It’s the anniversary of my cousin Ricky’s death. The one that went
missing in the Cascades last March.”
“It’s terrible,” Vince said. “But it’s a damn good thing they finally
found him, you know. At least it gave your family some closure.”
“Did I ever tell you how we actually found him?” she said.
“Yeah, Search and Rescue. Last summer, right?” Vince said.
“No. I mean how we knew where he was?” she said.
“Tell me.”
The radio hissed and crackled. It had been at least an hour since
they heard a dispatcher. Vince turned the volume down.
“My Aunt Teresa had this New Agey friend who suggested a psychic
named Cora Henry,” Rocio said. “Apparently this lady helped find a lot of
missing people.
“Don’t tell me you fucking called her,” Vince said.
“I didn’t. Ricky’s mom, my Aunt Ruth, did. I thought she wouldn’t,
being so devout. But Ruth was so broken up, she said she’d try anything.”
“So should OSP hire this Cora person? Maybe she can solve some
cases.”
“Shut the fuck up, Vince. Listen. My Aunt Ruth begged me to meet
with the psychic, so I said okay. I called Cora before I went and she asked
me to bring an article of Ricky’s clothing, a picture of him—a real one, not
a digital image—and a map of where we thought he was. I have to tell you,
I almost turned back when I walked up to that lady’s house. I felt like I was
129

going to see a witch or something. It was strange.”
“Was her house made of gingerbread?”
“No, listen. She saw me in and I was expecting dark lights and
a table with a red cloth and a crystal ball, but her place was as plain as
ever. And she wasn’t wearing a scarf or beads or anything. She looked
like somebody’s homely old aunt: white hair pulled back, a long skirt and
long-sleeved shirt—all neutral colors. She brought me to her kitchen table
and we sat down and she seemed to study me for a minute. Then she took
my hands and started praying the Our Father. Now remember, there was
nothing on the walls, no crosses or Jesus art. The place was bare bones. But
before I knew it, I was saying it right along with her. All the time her eyelids
were half closed, but her eyes were rolling around. We finished the prayer
and she asked for the items. She crossed them, like a priest, you know, then
ran her fingers over the map and my cousin’s picture and his shirt. That’s
when I almost ran out of there.”
“You should have,” Vince said.
“Then she put her hand over mine and looked me straight in the
eyes. She kept running her fingers over—”
“You’re kidding me, right?”
“This is serious, Vince. Listen. She stopped and said, ‘I don’t feel
good.’ So then I said, ‘What do you mean you don’t feel good?’ And she
said, ‘I don’t have a good feeling about Ricky.’”
“No shit?” A pair of headlights crested the hill. The driver coasted
by them in the dark, right at the speed limit.
The interior of their cruiser went black again. Rocio put her hand on his
shoulder. His smirk faded and his throat gathered into a swallow.
“That’s when I knew my cousin was dead. Our family was starting
to come to terms. But for me—right then and there—I accepted it.”
“Then what?”
Rocio dropped her hand off his shoulder and it fell close to his leg.
“She pointed to this little spot on the map, east side of Mount Jefferson. She didn’t say anything about it, though. She lifted her finger and
said, ‘Tell your family to let him go to the light.’”
“Sounds like a goddamned TV show to me,” Vince said. “And I
thought psychics weren’t supposed to tell you the bad stuff.”
“I don’t know. But Ricky was right where she pointed.”
Rocio’s eyes welled up. She wiped her cheeks with the back of her
hand. Vince stared ahead through the cruiser windshield and relaxed his
grip on the steering wheel. His hands fell to his lap and he turned to her.
She looked at him, her dark pupils wide and deep.
He moved his right hand down onto hers; his rough palm encased
the soft back of her still damp hand. She leaned in and their lips touched
long enough for Vince to taste the moist salt of her tears. Another car crest130

ed and its high beams flooded the cruiser. They pulled apart and watched
the car pass. They sat for a while in the dark and said nothing.
Just before dawn, he drove her to her cruiser and sent her on her
first solo ride. An hour later, a drunk driver ran her off I-84 East into a tree.
The following week at the cemetery, cold and wet like the day Rocio
died, he hated himself for not telling her the truth. He couldn’t deny there
had been something there, but that was going away, and besides, it was
wrong for a married man to kiss another woman. Certainly a man who had
just found out that he was going to be a father. All of his and Beth’s treatments had paid off. After three years of trying, one had finally taken hold.
***
The wet spring began to dry up, though Rocio lingered. She came
to Vince in whispers on his voicemails, or on the faces of retail clerks—her
unmistakable high cheekbones and dark hair—at Babies”R”US and Target,
and lately, in between the clipped voices of dispatchers calling out to him on
the radio. He swallowed them all down, masked them in the building joy of
his and Beth’s growing family unit.
One May morning before work, he was in the shower when Rocio
said, shut the fuck up, then laughed.
He froze, rubbed the soap off his face. He stuck his head out of the
shower and called back. “Rocio?”
Beth, still at home before going to yoga, walked in the bathroom.
“I’m ready to talk about it if you are.”
He turned off the water, reached for his towel, and stepped out.
“Do you think about her?” Beth said.
“No. I don’t.”
He walked past her to the dresser, toweling off. “Thought I heard
something.”
“You can’t act like this forever. You’ve never talked about it.”
He put on his shorts and undershirt without looking at her.
“You’re not over it,” she said. “You’re not over her.”
“She’s gone. End of story. And what do you mean: ‘over her’?”
“You two spent a lot of time together. Late nights, same car.”
“Are you suggesting we were fucking or something? She was my
goddamned coworker. I trained her.”
“I don’t know.” Beth tucked a lock of her blonde hair behind her
ear. “I don’t know what to think.”
“There was nothing between us. And you can help by not bringing
her up.”
“To the light, right?” Beth said. “Isn’t that what she told you?”
“What the fuck?” Vincent wanted to ram the dresser.
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“You miss her. Just admit it.” She reached for him, her chin quivering. She pulled back and rested her hands on her protruding belly. They
were going to find out later that week what they were having.
Fifteen years as an Oregon State Patrolman teaches you to never
let anything show on your face or your person. It’s always about presence.
Except when you’re not actually inside yourself. Right then, he wasn’t
whole and he knew it, and falling to his knees on the carpet in their bedroom of eight years was all his body could do. He sobbed to the point of
convulsion. His father’s death, the gruesome things he’d seen in the line of
duty, the morning he saw Rocio no longer alive, the few years he and Beth
had tried but hadn’t succeeded—which eventually led him to look at other
women, and the ensuing guilt that had been brewing—gushed out of him.
He grabbed at Beth’s legs and told her everything.
***
Cora Henry’s house in Hillsboro was just how Rocio described it.
He removed his hat; it felt huge at the woman’s doorstep. At the center of
the door, stained glass in the shape of three owls glowed orange and yellow
in the early twilight. He rang the doorbell again. It finally opened. The bottom brushed over a plain linoleum floor.
The old woman blinked rapidly and peeked around Vince. “Is something the matter, officer?”
“No,” he said. “I need your help.”
She offered him a seat at the kitchen table, and stood by wringing
her hands. “It’s $35 for twenty minutes,” she said.
He thought he heard Rocio laugh.
“Pay now?” he said.
Cora nodded.
She took his cash, then his hands. She prayed out loud, eyes closed.
The nerves in Vince’s neck where he carried all his stress twitched. He retracted his hand to rub it out, and Cora gripped his other hand tighter. She
opened her eyes and studied the hand she still held. She turned it over and
examined the side.
“You’ve had two perfect loves in your life,” she said. “One deeper
than the other.”
“How do you know that?” he said.
“These lines right here.” She pointed to two small notches on the
outer edge of his hand by his pinky.
“Who are they?” he said.
“One you’ve met. The other one you still have yet to meet.”
He pulled his hand away, stood, and faced the owls.
“You’re not finished with something. Someone’s waiting for you. Go
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to her,” Cora said.
“What if she’s dead?” he said.
“She’s alive. They’re always alive until you tell them to rest,” she
said.
Vince rubbed his neck. Rocio’s cruiser. It was still in impound.
***
Officer Randall led Vince out to the lot of crumpled car shells and
smashed windows. It was getting dark out. “This is it. Take a look. Door’s
unlocked.”
The morning of the accident, the dark blue paint glistened with
morning dew. Except for the shattered windshield and its twisted front end,
it appeared to be in fine shape. In the dimming light of the impound yard,
the cruiser was now covered in a veil of grime streaked by weeks of steady
rain. The blue and red lights on top had lost their shine.
Vince opened the passenger door and a stale mix of pungent cleaning chemicals hit his nostrils. He pulled himself inside, sat in the passenger
seat, and ran his hands over the cold and brittle leather. He reached up to
the shattered windshield, touched the glass with his fingertips, and pushed
to see if it had any give. He looked left, where Rocio’s body had been,
and went to press the radio console. The panel lit up before he turned the
power on and the whir and crackle of the radio filled the cab. He shut the
door. A voice replaced the vacant hiss.
“Vince. I’ve missed you so much.”
“No. This isn’t happening. You’re dead.”
“Did you want me, Vince? To be your woman?
The radio crackled.
“I thought that night was the beginning,” she said.
That night in the car was a mistake. He should have never crossed
the line. He imagined Beth—so alive—reaching for him all this time.
“Tell me. Tell me now,” Rocio said. The snaps and whir of the radio
drowned out her voice.
He ran his finger over the two notches. One of those had always
been Beth. Always would be.
“I love someone else,” Vince said.
The crackle of the radio faded to a low hissing point until it
stopped. “Goodbye, Vince.”
The console darkened. He rubbed his eyes and swiped his face. He
shook his head. No. There’s no way.
Vince stepped out of the car and shut the door. Under the yellow
lights of the chain-link boneyard, a rush of warm spring air bathed his neck.
Over the tops of other smashed cars, the buzz of electricity wakened him.
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He hit the top of the car with the butt of his fist.
“Goodbye,” he said.
He ran his fingers over the grimy gauze of the crumpled body, leaving four long streaks on the passenger door, and walked ahead.
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Your Eternity
Victor Robert Lee

“So you think you’ve got immortality wired,” said Sasha, always the
skeptic except when she was in bed. “And you don’t even believe in souls.”
“Not that kind,” said Justin. “I’ve got more practical ideas, more
ambitious. I just wish I’d figured it out sooner, how to capture me for eternity before now. I mean, my soul will be missing its first 24 years.”
This wasn’t the first time Justin had sounded grandiose, thought Sasha, and she let it slide. After four tempestuous months together, she grudgingly admitted to herself that one of the attractions of this relationship was
Justin’s techno-mysticism; his detailed plan slightly aroused her.
“The gear’s all there—the temple-mounted Minicams, the micro audio samplers, the giga storage that’ll fit on my thumbnail,” said Justin. “And
of course you can edit the hell out of it over beers, and we’ll even shoot that
too, the editing.”
“We? Who is we?”
“I can’t run the cameras only by myself. I mean, like, my arm’s only
so long. So I gotta have a technician, a handy-grip, otherwise eternity won’t
see me, my face, my expressions, my mannerisms...my soul. Got it, princess?”
She got it, but her mind was spinning forward. Sasha didn’t want to
share him. She had developed a mild jealousy on their second night together, when she’d named him Just-in-Time Justin because of the synchrony of
their lovemaking. “So, maybe you want me to be your handygrip.”
“Whoa. What about when we’re locked in mouth-to-mouth and
going for it? There’s gotta be a third party, otherwise we lose that vignette privée-that tender piece of my propagated soul.” Justin grinned.
“You mean you want someone else to tape us in the sack?” The
thought intrigued her.
“Yep, gotta get it all, minute by minute. That’s the point. For
eternity’s sake. But you and me in bed is such a small part of it. There’s
my thoughts too. I’ll talk about them into the mike as I navigate,” said
Justin.
Sasha raised her brown caterpillar eyebrows. “Navigate what?”
“Navigate life—my life. And then outload it all. It’s gotta be formatted in every digital standard out there. We might even backtrack to analog,
in case extraterrestrials are still fudging with that. It’s gotta be fully dispersible, and the archival’s gotta be durable as gold. Do you know if there’s
anything other than analog and digital? I’ve gotta cover all the bases. It’s
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immortality we’re talking about. You don’t want to mess it up.”
“But you can’t capture all of it,” said Sasha.
“Come on. The technology’s here! I’ll get every second. I’m even
going to record my dreams when I wake up in the morning.”
“And who’s going to bother to look at the minutiae of your life? I
mean, it could be worse than reading an encyclopedia...or a dictionary...or
the yellow pages...or Proust.” Justin liked Sasha’s piercing comments, but he
generally tried to ignore them.
“I’ve gotta find someone to help with the editing too,” he continued. “Then I’ll send it all out—I mean various edited versions of it—on
commercial multi-spectrum transmitters to the far reaches of the universe,
maybe beyond. And once those deep-space radio signals go out, it’s forever,
baby; it just keeps going. Light years and light years of immortality. Do you
know you can rent satellite channel time to far space for a pittance now?”
“For you it’s a pittance, thanks to your parents.”
“But that’s the natural generational result, for the far-minded,” said
Justin. “Take John Adams—he dedicated himself to politics and war so his
sons could learn navigation and commerce so their sons could dibble-dabble
in poetry and music. He left out the next phase—the sons who would transmit their souls to the universe. Daughters too. And about your yellow pages
complaint: hell, way out there they’ll be starved for this kind of stuff. First
contact—they’ll lap it up, like those home confinement shows on TV down
here. But, baby, this is between you and me. If word gets out, there’ll be a
race, and then all the clutter would...”
“Drown out your immortality?” Sasha’s expression seemed slightly
wicked.
“It’s not like that exactly. There’s space for everybody. But first carries a premium. Like Plato—now there’s a guy who knew how to transmit
over time and space. Get the message recorded and get it out. And besides,
some souls are more immortal than others. It’s like those plant species
imported to foreign continents where they have no natural competitors and
take over. That’s why I’ve gotta send it out in as many formats as possibleyou never know the niche in which your soul will best propagate. I want
pollen, spores, seeds of me spread everywhere.”
“Well, Plato, if it doesn’t have any big ideas attached, won’t the
at-home series fizzle out after a while, like all one-shot wonders do?” She
arched her eyebrows. Checkmate.
“I’m ahead of you, my smooch.” Justin winked. “Here’s the fix: The
digital composites of my soul will have subprograms attached, like viruses.
Call them my gifted replicons. You’ve seen those programs that generate
poems or plots with a few keystrokes? The replicons will generate new
permutations based upon my soul data set. As for big new ideas—that’s just
a matter of semi-random associations subjected to selective pressures. The
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viruses will spew their stuff out and some will stick, with my name and personality attached. Haven’t you heard about all the garbage even the greatest
thinkers have pumped out? Dustbin ideas. Only the precious leftovers made
them great minds in retrospect. So yeah, a lot of the ether spume fails, but
the good little leftover soul-frags survive and propagate. Call it soulful universal evolution.” Justin was pleased with his phraseology, and it showed.
“Why not just concentrate on earth, where at least you know you
have listeners? Like in places without media saturation?”
“Oh gawd, Sasha. I could focus on all those humans in no-man’sland with nothing to watch except a satellite feed, and send my soul data
train out to them, which of course I’d have translated into the native
tongue—that’s a super-trivial software deal now: Greek in, Pashto out,
any combination. Yeah, I could do all that. The problem, my little sushi
Sasha, is that the earth is not the future. The future is out there! In Sagittarius or Scorpio or Orion or...you pick your favorite patch of sky. My
soul is for them! I live for them, out there!”
“I suppose having children doesn’t get you your immortality?
Earth children?” Sasha was on firm, unbiased ground here, since she’d
said innumerable times that she had no interest in having any kids herself.
“Children, nah. Not that kind of seed. I’m not a control freak.
Children fly away and they should. Even the genetics argument is a
waste—after two generations, the DNA mixing dilutes me to nothing.
I know where you’re headed, Sasha.” Justin rocked on the rear legs of
his chair, catching himself as he almost tumbled backwards. “Of course
I’ve thought about clones. And I’m sure you’ve seen those stories about
identical twins separated at birth who are shocked when they reunite at
age fifty, and they have the same beer bellies, and are both firemen. The
press selects for those examples; the fact is, even with the same DNA,
my clones would grow up different from me. For all I know, my clones
would become con artists or chemical engineers, and where would that
leave my soul? Clones are too dicey. I’d rather bet on several eager viruses that have my data strapped on like jetpacks, ready to permutate my
posterity.”
Sasha wouldn’t acknowledge to herself that she was, in fact,
attracted to his pomposity. But immortality...that she could admit was alluring, though she had her doubts about intelligent beings way out there.
“And what happens to the other...factors...in what gets transmitted?” she asked.
“You mean the people I meet? You mean you? Yeah, you mean you.”
Justin started to roll his eyes.
“For example,” said Sasha.
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“Look, you’re part of me. You’re in there—in my soul for the ether.
And gawd, we spend a lot of time together.”
“And all that editing you talked about?” Sasha tried to keep her
voice detached and clinical, but it was beginning to buckle.
“There’ll be zillions of bytes of you in there. The universe will know
me and so it will know you. You’re in there. You will be in there.”
“And the replicons? Will they take me along...”
“For the ride? Wow! I hadn’t thought about that. Huh. Hmm.”
There was a long silence between them. Justin looked up toward the
ceiling. Sasha examined his face.
“I guess it’s like a will,” he said. “You can change it up to the end.”
“You mean you’re going to start transmitting only at the end,
when you’re dying?”
“Sasha, you’re ahead of me here, you wizard. I’m not a control
freak, you know. But I guess, hmm...I guess I’d want revision rights up to
the end.”
“And so we...you...you lose all that lead time the longer you live.
Time for the clutter to spread across the universe, time for someone else
to be first. You’re young. That’s a lot of lead time to give up,” said Sasha.
“Um, yeah, the lead time. Tick tock. I’d better gear up quick and
start beaming. You never know when a bus will flatten me or some jerk
will beat me to the punch. So I...I suppose your soul is along for the ride,
too.” He kissed her, Sasha kissed him back, and the two grappled their
way to the couch where they joined themselves amid tender thoughts a
thousand years in the future, when they would long be dead, maybe.
***
In the morning Justin groaned and pulled a pillow over his face to
block out the light. He had a hard-on and groped his hand across the bed.
The other side was empty.
“Sasha. Sasha! Are you in the toilet?”
There was no answer. He lugged himself out of bed and walked to
the living room, his organ pointing the way. He barely saw her silhouette
against the glaring sunshine streaming through the unwashed windows.
“What are you doing?” Justin wanted to sound imperious, but it came out
as a whimpering complaint. He rubbed the night’s mucous from his eyes
and blinked.
Sasha was seated at the foldout table, wearing a Japanese robe. She
was writing in a leather-bound book.
“Sasha?”
“I’m busy. Why don’t you make us some tea? Pear and vanilla would
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be fine.” Her pen kept moving and she didn’t look up.
“What are you doing?” Justin tumbled onto the couch and buried
his face between the cushions.
“Waiting for tea.”
He raised his head and looked over the arm of the couch. Sasha’s
long brown hair was draped across her cheek and swayed with the motion
of her hand. “Alright, alright.” Justin cracked his knee against the coffee
table on his way to the kitchen but refused to yelp. As he heated the water
his aggravation rose in proportion to the retreat of his organ.
“Here’s the tea, for thee, my queen. Now what is that?” The cup
clicked against the table top and spilled a little next to the book. Sasha
snapped it shut and pulled it away from the puddle.
“It’s my journal. Sort of a diary, sort of not.” Sasha smiled. Justin
thought she looked like a Cheshire cat as he hovered over her. He pulled
up a chair and sat down.
“And, and, what’s in there?”
“This and that. And whatsits and whosits.”
“I’ve never seen it before,” said Justin.
“No need to wave it in your face.”
“So...do you write in it a lot?”
“Every day.”
“Rain or shine?”
“Rain or shine.”
“How long?”
“Since I was twelve.”
“All the details?”
“All the important ones.”
“Since you were twelve?”
“Since I was twelve.”
“You’ve been keeping a journal since you were a little girl and
you never told me?” Justin felt completely naked; and he was, except
for the pen, which had rolled strategically onto his lap when his agitated
legs bumped the table. “And what do you do with it, or with them? You
must have a bookcase full.”
“I read them. Add a few details now and then.” Sasha tugged the
book toward her as Justin eyed it. “And edit.”
“Everything that happens to you is in there?”
“Yup. Thoughts too.”
Justin put the pen back on the table and slowly rubbed his face.
“Am I in there?”
“Maybe. A little bit.”
Justin scratched his thighs and reached for the shirt he had shed on
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the floor the night before. He put it on. “Can I read it?”
“No.” Sasha planted her elbow on the book.
“So who’s read them? Who’s going to read them?”
“No one. No one but me.”
She resumed her writing and purred. At least it sounded like a purr
to Justin. He kissed her on the neck. “Please, Sasha. I promise—yours can
ride along.”
“Okay, maybe, sometime. Just a peek.”

THE END
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Maybe, But It Feels More Septemberly
Lyn Lifshin

Under my hair,
I’m Persephone,
not quite up for so much bloom.
I feel more like
something dark under layers of night,
the brown seeds of silver dollars,
papery as kisses
from a man whose lips are dry ice.
I’ve become used to the dark
under earth, the underground rivers,
prescient fish sold—
they have no eyes.
The light is blinding.
My mother, Demeter,
too anxious for my stories,
my skin across
from her at coffee.
Snow dust soothes,
after so much ice and stillness,
the light is too harsh,
too lush,
but opened far too fast,
it decays.
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Nature

Azalea at Wilmington, Delaware
Lisbeth Chapin
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Allium and Iris
James Lakin
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Lucy

Eugenie Juliet Theall

Flies no longer squat upon the splintered bones;
their eggs are long gone, along with her tribe
and the songs once hummed. Sediment now stands in
for muscle and tissue, pulse and breath. Minerals
calcified her angelic skull and endearing gap tooth.
Her rawhide pouch once brimmed with berries—
the real kind, not genetically modified nor sprayed
with insecticides. A piece of flint was found too.
At night, the back of the cave became a firewall
where her rough hands softened into feathered wings
that shadow-danced in the precious, well-fed light.
A campfire kept large incisors at bay; the crackle
of dried kindling meant it was safe to sleep or place
her hand on a broad shoulder, turn him towards her.
My antistatic tweezers pinch wisps of her long hair
for DNA testing, but I can tell she was female
by the width of her hip-cradle: She had given birth.
Someone thought she was special, liked the way
she crushed the biting horsefly, then tucked her hair
behind an ear for she wore a chord with pierced shell,
I guess, from the time they ventured to the sea.
Wiping my precision calipers on my thigh, I know
one thing is for sure: Life was hard, death was easy.
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These Stones Too Steep, Cling
Simon Perchik

These stones too steep, cling
the way the overcast side by side
lets through one star –in the open
you devour its incinerating light
and distances though the grass
has just been mowed and watered
knows all about how the night sky
stands back, erect, righteous
between each grave and winter
where you lean over to drink
–always the same cold air
two mornings at a time, and choke.
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The Girl Who Disappeared in the Trees
Lyn Lifshin

It wasn’t just
to get away.
True, the lover
wasn’t usual,
but wanting a
sign of life,
the trees were
something to hold.
She pressed herself
against the bark,
and it became
part of her
in a way that
no man had.
First,
a few leaves,
then her whole body,
oak.
They still haven’t found her.
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A Weed’s Crusade
Michael Barach

By ordeal and blemish beauty grows.
Heaven’s where I’m planted like a rose.
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Secret Lives of Trees
Helen Wickes

January afternoon, the wind puts its nose on its paws,
sun shining gamely through a sky the blue
of purest gold—seven geese nosing the pond’s edge,
post and rail fences guarding their meadows. Have you
noticed how bare trees truly become themselves in winter;
they have secret lives, they hold up their secrets, their skeletal,
irrefutable beauty shows up, breathing the past
down our necks, silver puffs in the air. These trees.
No reason to go to town today, our hours and years
contracting, an immeasurable world floating away.
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The Unknown Journey
Paige Shelly

Watching from the inside out
As they slowly fall to the ground,
Not once making a sound
Just making their way down.
As they change the world to different colors
Making the ground multicolored,
They settle down layer by layer.
Knowing as soon as the wind blows
They’ll twirl in a circle like a mini tornado,
Never knowing where they’ll end up.
		
On a car…
			On a house…
				On the ground…
					 In another state…
Or broken into a million little pieces
After being stepped on or
Maybe even jumped in.
The journey of a leaf
Will always be unknown
Watching from the inside out.

150

The Work of Trees

			

Donna L. Emerson

A stand of black oak crown the hill.
Thirty feet tall, their winter branches
break into capillaries that reach evenly
for air.
One twisted oak grows downhill, alone,
its branches sharply arch
to the ground on one side
and its fingers reach under
the corregated roof
of a small barn. They rest there,
after shock of storm, on tin,
settled for a place to land or grab.
They are pulling the roof
up and off at one end.
On one side, barn slats, on the other,
a falling out, a deck of spread cards.
All goes back to the land,
Grandfather says,
The tree and earth shall take the barn.
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Rivulet

Eugenie Juliet Theall

Tender rivulet, where do you end?
You are the lullaby among skunk cabbage
and marigold, the vital marrow in the glade.
Even unseen, you calm the roaring tempest,
the battering ram in my brain.
With no Master or Mistress,
you freely roam beneath bent blade
until the spring downpour leaves you
pregnant again with rain.
Slink sideways ’round the bend,
braiding moss with sugarcane.
In your cool mirrors, I will gather
dawn’s firelight aflame.
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Paradise

Esmond Herry

The waves break gently on the shoreline,
Sand-crabs wandered carelessly on the pristine white sand
birds’ melodiously tweet in the background.
As I lay on the damp white sand,
Seagulls circle in the distance,
using the perfectly blue sky as a backdrop.
The rays of the sun from the eastern horizon,
caress my face,
while the cool ocean water soothes my feet,
a blissful feeling washes over me.
I lay there in the tropical morning sun,
eyes closed, totally relaxed,
without a care in the world, thinking of nothing,
basking in the glory of this perfect moment.
I was in paradise.

153

My Happy Place
Carly Phillips

The waves sing to a perfect beat,
as the sand sits comfortably on my feet.
Buckets and shovels to make castles of sand,
sea glass and seashells I scoop up with my hand.
Lying on my towel soaking up the sun ray,
seagulls are pecking at the remainder of the day.
As I look out at the water, I see a big boat
and the boys and girls having fun on a float.
Children playing and the music on high,
the sun, the surf, the day flies by.
The sun is glowing expanding for miles,
it touches my heart to see the children’s smiles.
I cannot count the waves in the sea,
but the beach is the happy place for me.
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Sunset in Door County, Wisconsin
Suzanne Lakin
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Humor

Poem

Stephanie Norford

Ew a bug just hit me in the face!
Did I tell you the night of the threat
a bug just smacked me right in the face at about 2 a.m.
Wait don’t bugs have a bedtime?
I don’t think so because bugs are always out, and
shouldn’t you have been in bed at that time anyhow?
Well I was scared that night because of the threat,
so I walked to my boyfriend’s room where I felt safe.
Oh okay, it’s a good thing you survived getting smacked by a bug.
Yes next time I will be more conscious of them.
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The Tortoise and the Aggravated Hare
Christina Larson

It’s like
My feet are trudging through thick piles of fresh mud after a rainy day
Or a car moving through traffic half a mile a minute on the freeway in morning rush-hour
You’re molasses dripping out of a tree and I’m the bucket collecting every drop
Isn’t it hilarious
That I just want to get to class so I can sit in the denim blue chairs that dig into my back
And doze off under the rectangular fluorescent lights that glare into my sleep-deprived eyes
So I can long for the wonderful joys of home and everything that is not school
This is high school, people
We are not cows in a pasture chewing on our freshly grown grass
We are not tacky tourists taking in the spectacular sights
Glued to a Nikon and stopping to take in the view
Because unfortunately for you, your view is a neutral-colored hall
Built out of cinderblocks and white vinyl floors
Filled with slackers and go-getters
Oh, I know too well
The backs of many heads and their daily hairstyles
The same, humdrum conversations
Commenting on Shelly’s nails that display a fresh shade of ‘I’m too good for you’
And Rebecca’s highlights that challenge the sun
I know you don’t want to embarrass yourself in front of your fellow turtles
So you walk with your hotshot gait
As I drop my mouth in amazement that someone
Can make me feel this amount of pain per step
Don’t mind me, no, in fact, go ahead
Make my eyes bulge until the veins turn crimson
Give me uncontrollable heart convulsions
Cause every single hair on my body to stand on end
I’ll scream silently to the heavens in the back of my mind
Until Moses parts the Red Sea of sluggish, slothful humanity
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Holy Teaching Mackerel, Who’d a Thunk
Fred Yannantuono

That Kay would call in sick and Roger drunk?
I’d like to know how I’m supposed to teach
When no one shows—I could be at the beach.
When they first asked me if I’d teach this course
I imagined I’d be awfully hoarse
From explicating heaping piles of verse—
Instead I find I’ve never been so terse.
I’m told to chalk it up to the recession.
Holy Herbert Hoover!—pardon the expression.
I’m told that they have cancelled other classes.
Not mine! Two students constitute the masses.
But finding them’s a game of hide and seek.
Will Kay and Roger make it in next week?
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Sirens

Vanessa Trotter

My mother mustn’t dare make me move
For the world outside my cozy cove is freezing cold
I do not want to arise from my fluffed white bed
The thought of the crisp chilly air terrorizes my head
I know I must make my way to school; as I do need to improve
The lights behind me began to flash; he says, “I have the law I must uphold”
I knew I should have remained in my fluffed white bed
For I now have a large fine that I dread
There is a lesson to be learned
That no mistake goes adjourned
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Instructions for the Aspiring Rock Star, 1894
Diane DeCillis

First, be all that is Franz Liszt—handsome, exotic—rock star
virtuoso with a Romantic era vibe. Stride out from the wings
of the concert hall and take that stage. Now, slide onto the bench
of your solid silver piano, give us a dramatic pause, then finger
those ivories with the smooth melodic grace notes of gypsy folk songs,
gradually building to a lightning fast, yet elegant frenzy, adding risky
thunderous leaps and rapid chord changes while whipping
your head around—long hair flying, sweat beads glistening.
You’ll barely notice the dissonant ululations of corseted
women who have by now flouted all rules of decorum
as you peel off your green silk glove, one long finger at a time,
before tossing it with the flair of well, Liszt, into an audience—
no—into a frisson of adoration. Watch how some women faint,
others swoon and rush the stage to tear off tiny bits
of your frock coat—their screams reverberating all the way
to the dawn of Elvis. Lisztomaniacs wearing cameos
of your portrait, struggling to get locks of your wild mane.
Cultured countesses brawling over the broken strings
of your piano to fashion them into bracelets. After the concert
enjoy a cigar. A good one. You can afford it. You are a rock star.
Men envy you, women want to bed you. Toss the cigar butt
into the gutter only to catch sight of a lady tucking it into
her cleavage that she may encase in a locket adorned with your
initials in diamonds. Don’t be surprised when even your
coffee dregs are preserved in vials and worn as precious jewels.
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The Counterfeit Party
J. T. Whitney

I waved my parents down the driveway, my feet hanging half in the
doorway. My mom had that look on her face. It was hard to read exactly
what was written there, something near the intersection of worry and disappointment. She loved me, but she had a habit of asking uncomfortable questions...
“Whatever happened to that Jimmy kid you always used to hang out
with? Don’t you ever see him around anymore?” “I was at the drug store
this morning. I saw Cindy there. You remember her, don’t you? It’s such a
shame you broke up with her.” “Son, I just need to know...it’s fine with me
either way...are you sure you’re not gay?”
I watched the car turn the corner, felt a tinge of worry that my
mother had forgotten something and they would be back. My father, he was
better in some ways. At least he didn’t fuss over me so much. He mostly
looked puzzled by me. I guess I’m puzzled by me. I knew I’d gone off the
rails somewhere and I tried to backtrack it but there was never a definitive
moment. There was no event, no point I could look at and say, ‘that’s where
the trouble started’.
“Where are your parents off to?” asked a voice.
I spun around. It was the daughter of my next door neighbor. Charlotte. Char. She was nineteen or twenty with jet black hair like a geisha; I’d
had a crush on her for as long as I could remember. This was the first time
I could remember her talking to me when neither my parents nor hers were
around. I realized that I was staring at her and not saying anything.
“Funeral,” I blurted out. “My dad’s aunt.”
“They didn’t make you go, huh?”
“No,” I said. “They, um...I...didn’t knew her all that well. Like, I
met her twice. Not worth a plane ticket.”
She stood looking at me, her hand saluting the sun out of her eyes.
“So what are you going to do?”
“What do you mean?”
“For the weekend? You should throw a party or something.” She
gave me a little grin when she said it.
“Yeah,” I laughed. Then I thought about that. I imagined a party
at my house. Imagined a hundred people there. I pictured Charlotte there.
With me. Like, with me. I did it again; I had drifted.
“Are you ok?” she asked, and my face felt like I’d rubbed hot peppers all over it. I looked down at my shoes, feeling like a moron.
“S-sorry,” I said.
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“It’s ok.”
I looked back up at her as the shame washed hot over me, and I
wished I could crawl up inside myself forever and disappear.
She turned to go.
“So how’s college?” I asked. Why did I do that? Why did I prolong
it? It’s just...she was really pretty. And nice.
She stopped, turned back.
“It’s um...it’s ok. I guess. How’s tenth grade?”
What should I tell her? Crap, why did I even talk to her?
“It’s...” I shrugged.
“High school sucks pretty bad, huh?”
“It totally blows,” I said.
She laughed at that, actually laughed at something I said. My stomach lurched, my brain screamed at me not to screw this up. I smiled, but
the moment died again and I stood there counting out the seconds as the
awkward silence grew.
“Ok, well I guess I’ll see you,” she said.
“Yeah.”
My face was still hot and I felt like dying inside. I closed the door and
leaned against it. I closed my eyes so that I could still see her at my party.
For a moment, for one single second, I actually considered it, considered
trying to throw a party, just so I could invite her. I was immediately flooded
by obstacles. Who would I call? Parties had alcohol at them. Kegs and bottles and cans and food and hot girls and I had exactly none of that. Reality
trampled relentlessly over the top of my fantasy, but the idea seemed caught
on a nail somewhere in my mind and wouldn’t budge.
As I tried fruitlessly to fall asleep that night, while lying in bed listening to the dark droning of my thoughts, I concocted an idea. It was stupid; it was madness, and I knew at once that I was going to follow through
with it. Sleep finally crept in long after I had decided, after I had worked
out the logistics, after I had itemized the plan in my brain. It wasn’t until
after three in the morning that I finally dozed.
###
I woke bleary and determined, knowing I could never explain what I
was doing to anybody. I took a shower and got dressed. I considered taking my mom’s car, but decided against it. Instead, I got my bike out and
peddled down across the highway to Benny’s Bar and Grille, a blue-collar
boozery that specialized in meat raffles, pull-tabs, and Sunday fish fries. I
had brought two items from home: a pair of rubber gloves and a large trash
bag. At nine in the morning the bar’s parking lot was empty, but I still was
nervous as I coasted around back.
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The dumpster had a rickety wooden fence around it, with boards
missing here and there, looking like the smile of a kid awaiting their permanent teeth. There was a lock on the latch, but someone had neglected to
actually snap it closed, so I opened it and pulled the gate aside. It seemed
odd to me that someone would bother to lock up garbage. Even if someone
were weird enough to actually predict what I was about to do, where was
the harm in it? I suppose someone could come by and just make a mess.
I pulled the gate up behind me and put the lock on top of the
dumpster because I had an idea that someone would come by and lock me
in there and take my bike. I could climb out certainly, but the idea of being
locked in with garbage gave me a kind of claustrophobic feeling. I put the
gloves on and flapped open the garbage bag and opened the lid on the glass
and can recyclable container. I started pulling out cans and bottles at random. Then I stopped that and emptied the bag back into the bin. I’d had a
thought about the believability of ten different types of beer being at a teenage party, so I began filtering the bottles, tossing some aside into another
bin, putting the same two brands into my bag. I knew nothing about beer-only that it stunk all to hell when tossed into a garbage can.
I took about twenty bottles, having carefully emptied the dregs out
of them so that they didn’t pour down my back on the way home. I tied
up the bag, closed the bins and reclosed the gate and put the lock back on
the way it had been. Then I hoisted the bottles over my shoulder and rode
home one handed, getting odd looks from people driving by me. I got the
bottles home ok but I couldn’t peddle up my steep driveway single handed,
so I had to drop the bag on the lawn.
“Doing some collecting?”
It was Charlotte again. For someone so beautiful, she had a way of
sneaking up on you. I choked my response, not having a clear angle as to
what I should tell her.
“Just some bottles,” I said.
She stood in her lawn, barefoot, and stared at me with a confused
look on her face for a moment before going back inside. I set the bottles
inside the garage door and left them. My parents wouldn’t be back until
sometime tomorrow afternoon. I still had several items yet to buy, but there
was more than enough time. Mom had left me pizza money which I always
pocketed instead. There was more than enough to buy a few bags of chips, a
bag of balloons, maybe some streamers.
###
I had been sitting in my living room for almost an hour, waiting for
the sound of my father’s car to pull into the garage. The panic had been
steadily growing in my gut, and I had just decided to undo everything when
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the garage door sounded. Either way, I was committed now. I met them at
the door.
“I’m so sorry. I’m going to clean it all up, ok? I overslept this morning...”
My voice had the right amount of panic in it, not all of it fake.
“What are you talking about?” my mom asked, and then she saw
and empty beer bottle on the stair...
Their reaction was more than a little shocked.
“You had a party?” my mom kept asking. “How many people were
here?”
“I think, like, maybe forty. Maybe thirty. Yeah, closer to thirty.”
I was originally going to say a hundred, but there just wasn’t enough
evidence to support that. My lies had been carefully thought through so as
not to give me away. My mother walked around the living room like a sleep
walker, looking at the balloons which were popped or half deflated on the
ground. There were several places where different sorts of chips had been
ground into the carpeting, and there was a general mess of bottles strewn
here and there, placed to appear random.
I didn’t actually go so far as to ruin anything. I had planned on being grounded, but saw no reason to overdo it. It was all just surface disorder, nothing a good vacuuming and a couple hours of cleaning wouldn’t
cure, all except the bathroom garbage can. I urinated in it, and on the floor
a little. I’d seen it in a movie somewhere and it seemed to give authenticity
to the lie I was perpetrating.
My mom stood in the middle of it all with her hands on her hips,
still shaking her head in disbelief more than in anger. At least, that’s how it
looked to me.
“You...you will clean this now,” she said. Her eyeballs flared when
she said it, showing the white parts of her eyes that I only saw when she was
angry.
“Ok.”
“How much did you drink?” my father asked.
“Just...like maybe one or two. Two. I didn’t really like beer all that
much.”
“Why did you do this?” he asked.
I just shrugged and looked at the floor where I could see my mother’s face in the periphery.
“Well, get moving, mister.”
I began picking up the bottles I had lain out only a few hours before.
Mom set out the vacuum in the middle of the living room, a bucket with
cleaner and my beer-bottle-picking gloves she set in the bathroom. She really yelled when she made the discovery in there, but that was the worst of
it. My dad followed me out to the driveway. I emptied the garbage bag into
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the recyclables as my dad got out the luggage from the trunk.
“Quite a party last night,” said a voice.
Charlotte was there, having done her sneak-up job again.
She was standing just on the edge of our lawn, still barefooted like some
hippy girl out of time.
“Did the cops come?” my father asked, sounding worried.
“No. They kept it down. My mom wasn’t home anyway, so I don’t
think it bothered anybody.”
I stood and gawked at Charlotte, forgetting the ruse, forgetting that
my father was even standing there. As he ducked his head into the trunk to
get the last of the bags, Charlotte turned to me and gave me a wink.
“Well,” my father said, looking at me. “He’s not going to be doing
anything like this again unless he wants to be grounded until he’s thirty five.
Right?”
“Right,” I said. My dad gave me a nod and lugged the bags inside.
I looked at Charlotte, still unable to process what she had done or
why.
“You know, I wasn’t very popular when I was your age either,” she
said.
I frowned, looked down at my shoes. “Yeah?”
“You want to know your only problem?”
“Huh?”
“Self-confidence.”
I shrugged. I knew it, but what could I do about it?
“Yeah.”
“You got a phone?”
I looked up at her.
“Yeah.”
She walked off the grass and up to me with her hand out.
“Let me see it for a second.”
I dug it out of my pocket and handed it to her.
“Don’t let you parents see this,” she said. Then she set my phone to
take a picture, held it up to take a selfie, leaned over and kissed me on the
cheek and snapped the photo. She looked at it.
“Ok, but smile this time,” she said. She took a second pic and
seemed pleased with it.
“Ok, here’s what you do. You set this as your wallpaper and accidently leave your phone out where some other people can see it. Next, get
your ass a job somewhere, so that you can ask a girl out and actually pay to
go to the movies. Don’t try to cop a feel on the first date, but make sure you
kiss her by the end of the second date. It’s not the end of the world to be
nervous, but you’ve got to get off your ass to get over your lack of confidence. The world isn’t going to come to you; you’ve got to go out and meet
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it. Ok? And if anybody asks you whether or not you have any friends, you
just show them that.”
I nodded, still feeling the electric halo from where her lips had
touched my skin.
She typed in a phone number and saved it in my contacts and
handed me back the phone.
“If you ever need some advice with girls, call me. Ok?”
“Oh-ok,” I managed. For some stupid reason, I felt like I was going
to cry for a second; relief was flooding through me.
It’s not often you can tell when you’ve turned a corner in life until
long afterwards. But every once in a while, you can actually see it happen.
I don’t show the photo to anybody anymore, I no longer need the propaganda. But I can describe every contour of it to you, every line, every pixel.
It is etched onto my brain, and I carry it with me everywhere I go.
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Ladies and Gentlemen
Stephanie Kaplan Cohen

She asks for the ladies’ room.
He asks for the toilet.
She defecates.
He takes a shit.
She burps.
He belches.
She flatulates.
He farts.
She glows.
He sweats.
They hug.
They kiss.
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Faux Connectivity
Fred Yannantuono

A guy named Tom buys
Me a drink, but I
Don’t know him. He
Talks about some boat
We were on, something
About torpedoes, but
I don’t know him.
He’s got a big, splashy grin,
A beard from ear to ear,
And harps on how he’s
Missed seeing me.
I don’t know him.
No, I don’t know him.
I don’t know what to do
But have the drink.
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Dealing With the Devil
A.H. Block

As he rounded the corner, the first blast of the season bit into Adam
Warren, prompting him to turn up his suit collar and fasten the other two
buttons. Only mid November, it was still too early for a topcoat; the beginning of December was time for that. Chin tucked into chest, he lengthened
stride and reached the brownstone at 89 Horton Street, wishing December
had already arrived.
Penetrating cold greeted him in the kitchen, where a flapping café
curtain led him to the top sash, down a few inches. Pushing it up and locking it, he resolved to discuss replacing the broken cord with Mr. Parrott.
Rubbing his hands together, he reached into the match container by the
radiator. Empty. When he and Beth originally rented the third floor apartment, Mr. Parrott extolled the virtue of individual gas-steam radiators; their
ability to furnish almost instant warmth with the strike of a match. Peering
under the sink for one, he discovered only a small puddle beneath the trap.
He plucked a thin piece of kindling from the brass scuttle by the
fireplace, lit the stove and held the stick to the flame. Shuffling to minimize
the breeze, he inserted it into the radiator opening while turning the gas
cock. Even before the building hiss settled into a promising gurgle of a fully
functioning unit, Adam felt warmer. When he had repeated the procedure
in the other rooms, the chill began to diminish and he went to the bedroom
to change. While pulling on a sweater, he heard Beth come in.
“Where did you find matches? It got so cold and there weren’t any
so I went out to buy some. It’s cozy now.”
“Thanks to my ingenuity.” He embraced her, holding his warmed
face against her cheek. “Did you know the kitchen window was down?”
“No, but …”
“A sash cord’s broken and there’s a leak under the sink. It’s time to
talk with our landlord. “
“I just saw him and he told me he got a nice check for some greeting
card verses.”
“Then he’ll be in a good mood. I’ll call now.”
“He already knows.”
“How can he?”
“I told him.”
“But you didn’t know.”
Pecking him on the lips, she said, “I saw the leak last night after
you went to bed and I put the window up this morning but I guess the lock
didn’t catch.”
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“And what’s he going to do?”
“He said we should keep the window locked and put a bucket under
the leak.”
Adam laughed. “When’s he going to fix it?”
“He thought he’d wait until there was enough work for Mr. Majewski.”
“You’re joking. Aren’t you?” Beth shook her head. “But that’s
crazy.” He headed for the phone, then stopped. “Let’s think this out.”
“Why don’t we ask him up for coffee?”
“But we’ve done this so many times and it never seems to work out
right.”
“This is so obvious. You shouldn’t have any trouble convincing
him.”
“You couldn’t.”
“You’re more organized and logical that I am.”
“Logic and organization have nothing to do with it. I sometimes
wish my mind would work like his so I could deal with those quirky flipflops.”
“You can do it, Tiger.”
Already lost in thought, Adam nodded a vague assent as he prepared
his arguments, point by point, realizing he might never enjoy the opportunity to state them.
Dinner, usually a conversational hour, was quiet as Adam reviewed
his position. Finally he said, “Beth, it’s simple. The window’s broken. Fix
it. The sink leaks. Ditto. Why am I making a mountain out of this mole
hill?”
“You’re absolutely right.”
Adam forked a piece of chicken into his mouth, tasting for the first
time the subtle blend of spices Beth rubbed on the skin. “This is good,” he
said. And as he chewed, he answered his question. “Because it’s Mr. Parrott.”
The knock on the door came as Beth divided the last of the weekend’s chocolate
cake into three slabs. Adam ushered in their guest who remarked that
devil’s food was a favorite. “We could have used the devil’s heat earlier
today,” said Adam.
“So there’s some significance to the cake?”
“Just a left over,” said Beth before Adam could respond.
Adam took a deep breath. “You’re probably wondering what we
wanted to talk about.”
“Not really.”
“Well, we feel…”
“I think I know how you feel.”
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“How do we feel?” Adam sensed a plan being shredded.
“Well, I think I know. I could be wrong, so why don’t you tell me.”
Adam exhaled. “We want to talk about a broken window cord and
a leaky sink.”
“You’re changing the subject.”
“How can I change the subject when I’ve just begun?”
“You were going to tell me how you feel.”
Adam glanced at Beth, intent upon a piece of cake balanced on her
fork. He looked at Mr. Parrott, whose pale blue eyes squinted over the
edge of his mug of coffee, and forced a smile in return. Speaking in measured tones, he said, “We feel that you should fix the window that won’t
stay up unless you remember to lock it, and the leak in the sink that makes a
little puddle on the shelf underneath. That’s how we feel.”
Mr. Parrott nodded. “I can understand your feelings. I suppose I’d
be saying the same thing if I were in your position, and…is there only one
cup?”
“There’s plenty,” Beth said. “I’m sorry there isn’t more cake,
though.”
“So am I,” said Mr. Parrott.
“How about some Oreos?”
“Not the same as homemade cake, but I am in a chocolate mood.”
“And?” Adam spoke as Beth reached into the cupboard over the
stove.
“And … if I weren’t in polite company I’d eat it the right way.”
“Go ahead,” said Beth. “I haven’t seen anyone do that in ages.”
“Mr. Parrott!” The urgency in Adam’s voice stopped their guest in
mid twist. “You were saying …”
“What was I saying?”
“You said you’d feel the same way if you were in our position
and…”
“Ah, yes. Now that you remind me I suppose I would.” He separated the cookie, licked at the filling stuck on one side and downed the two
halves of the wafer, one at a time. “Yes, I’d feel the same way.”
Adam pounced. “So we’re in agreement. When are you going to fix
the window and sink?”
“Fixing them are not a problem. It just takes a phone call and Majewski will be here.” He pulled apart another Oreo. “I’ll let Mrs. Warren
know so she can be home. But that isn’t the root of the problem.”
Adam, relishing success, thought better of asking the obvious question.
“Aren’t you going to ask him what the root of the problem is?”
Adam shook his head. “No we aren’t.”
“I’ll tell you anyway.” Mr. Parrott sipped and leaned back, his re172

laxed posture in contrast with Adam’s. “We all know that things go wrong
in old houses, don’t you agree?”
“Oh yes,” said Beth. Adam, with a sense of being out-maneuvered
while not knowing how, stared at the landlord.
“Now we shouldn’t be surprised when such things happen, and
when they do we certainly shouldn’t get upset about them. We should save
that emotion for more important matters, such as inflation, taxes …”
A plaintive voice interrupted. “Mr. Parrott, we’re not worried about
taxes and there’s no inflation. We have two busted things in our apartment.
That’s all.”
“You see? You make my point. There’s a little of that misplaced
emotion.”
Willing to lose a skirmish after apparently winning the battle, Adam
sighed. “Okay. I’m upset.”
“But we still aren’t at the root of the problem, are we?” Mr. Parrott
repeated the process with another cookie. “Have you thought about what
really annoyed you?”
“We’ve already covered that, right Beth?”
“I wasn’t annoyed. I was cold,” she said.
“Exactly,” said Mr. Parrott.
“What does that have to with rope and plumbing?” said Adam.
“How did you know the window was down?”
“I could see it.” Adam heard his voice at a higher register.
“Why did you see it?”
“Because I was wondering why it was cold and …”
“That’s correct,” said Mr. Parrott. “It was cold. And how did you
discover the leak?”
Adam felt his eyes glaze, as if hypnotized. “I was looking for a
match to light the radiator because …” He drank some coffee to avoid Mr.
Parrott’s gaze.
“You were cold!” Beth completed the statement with undisguised
amazement and admiration.
“And there we have the root of the problem,” Mr. Parrott said,
beaming.
“Adam, he’s right. If the radiator had been on you might not have
noticed.”
“But it wasn’t and I did.” With the air in the room pressing on his
shoulders, Adam spoke a full tone lower. “Mr. Parrott. The root of the
problem, in your eyes, might be the cold. Unfortunately, we don’t have an
inexhaustible supply of matches. But that doesn’t change the facts about the
window and sink.”
“Of course not. I’m not ignoring the realities. Just trying to establish the real problem.”
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Adam sensed it was over. “So now that you’ve done that, what happens next?”
“I believe I said a few moments ago that I would make a phone call
and check with Mrs. Warren so she’d be home.”
“Yes, you did say that,” Beth said.
“That will take care of the little annoyances. But to really solve
things and get to the root of the problem …” He manipulated another
Oreo. “I’ll just have to install central heating.” He leaned back, radiating
benevolence.
“Mr. Parrott! Adam?”
Adam, through the dizzying sensation that Beth and Mr. Parrott sat
on the other side of the room, their sizes diminished by half, could only
blink.
“And with that, I’ll have another cookie and leave. Thank you for
the refreshments and challenging conversation. It’s always a pleasure.”
As the footsteps faded down the stairs, Beth cleared the table.
“No more matches. No more waking up to a cold place. Isn’t it exciting,
Adam?”
Stirring from his trance, Adam said, “He had it planned from the
beginning.”
“He couldn’t have. He didn’t know why we invited him. And what difference does it make? We’ll be able to live like normal people.”
Adam shook his head. “No, Beth. Not as long as Mr. Parrott is our
landlord.”
“You’re just annoyed with the way he did it.” She walked behind
him and wrapped her arms around his neck.
“Maybe so,” said Adam, squeezing her hand while harboring a foreboding that
being made to understand the root of the problem might be more acceptable than the solution itself; particularly when the solution rested in the
hands of Mr. Parrott.
A week later, as Adam left for work, he saw the truck in front.
Painted black, its bold red lettering proclaimed “SAnTANa heating.” An
equally red devil prancing underneath, amidst orange and yellow flames,
did not erase any misgivings.
The work went on for days, at first in the cellar. Holes were drilled,
risers appeared, and then the radiators themselves were installed. In the
meantime, Mr. Majewski, the handyman, replaced the trap connection under the sink and the snapped upper sash cord. Timing could not have been
better. Finally, the day came to test the system. On clicked the furnace,
and the opened radiators cooked until steam rattled the valves. The winter
could be faced with confidence.
With no obvious difference in the apartment’s temperature, they
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enjoyed the convenience of thermostatic control. Week by week, Adam’s
uneasiness faded from consciousness. Heat was no longer a focus of their
life as the heart of the winter passed and the boiler pumped its daily coziness.
March arrived, and with it the first day with a hint of spring.
Though strong gusts blew in from the river, the sun hung high enough so
that Adam unloosed the buttons of his topcoat to flap open in the breeze.
The moment signaled his annual rejuvenation -- time to send the coat for
cleaning and storage.
Entering the downstairs hallway, he was enveloped in stifling, moist
hot air. He grabbed at the cut-off of the hissing radiator only to jerk back
as the heat stung his fingers. Leaving the door open, he bounded down to
the English basement.
“I called the plumber,” said Mr. Parrott. “He told me to shut down
the furnace manually until he can come over. And don’t turn off any radiators until the system cools.”
Adam climbed the two flights to their apartment where oppressive
heat and humidity greeted him. The note on the kitchen table would be
from Beth, but instead of reading it he headed for the window by the sink.
Raising it, he glimpsed a tail racing along the sash channel that disappeared
before its identity registered. At the same instant the weight plummeted to
the bottom of its pocket with a resounding thunk. Startled, he released his
hold and the window slid shut with an equally loud crash. Moving to the
other window, he checked its exposed cords, visibly frayed. Lifting carefully, eyes fixed on the worn areas, he raised it halfway, held it for a second,
and released. It stayed.
He strode to the phone, mulled over what he would say, picked up
the receiver and re-cradled it. Though suppressed by months of misleading
serenity, the memory of the previous encounter arose. Adam was pragmatic enough to recognize reality. He slumped into a chair at the table,
absently fingering the note. Not from Beth, but addressed to him by the
free-lance greeting card writer, it said:
			
I understand the sash cord’s weak
			
and may give up the ghost.			
			
Can’t stand too many raisings more,
			
just three or four at most.
			
I’ll call Majewski – have it fixed.
			
The price will cause some pain,
			
because this time, instead of cord,
			
we’ll purchase copper chain.
			
We’ll do the other windows too,
			
so they can move at will,
			
and won’t crash down and smash your hands
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			upon the windowsill.
			
So thank your sweet and lovely wife
			
whose logic wasn’t moot.
			
She showed me that this time, at least,
			
the problem has no root.
Beth entered and Adam pulled her to him, her face cool against
his. “What would I do without you?” he said, kissing her. “For that matter, what would Mr. Parrott do without you?” She glowed and they kissed
again. “I wonder, though, how we would do without Mr. Parrott?”
“Don’t you think it would be boring?”
He answered with a grudging nod.
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Dwayne

Fred Yannantuono

I’ve never met a guy as dumb as Dwayne.
Every single thing he does is wrong.
Yet he looks intelligent and strong.
Working with him’s such a goddamned pain.
Every single thing he does is wrong.
Can’t read or count or load things on a truck.
Working with him’s such a goddamned pain.
When I’m stuck with him I’m thinking Schmuck!
Every single thing you do is wrong!
How can any human be so dumb?
When you’re stuck with Dwayne you’re out of luck.
Watching how he does things makes you numb.
I’ve never met a guy as dumb as Dwayne.
Uselessness engraved in every act.
Nothing fazes him. That’s sheer, pure fact.
What I’m left with I can ascertain.
The irony is Dwayne’s name rhymes with brain.
Dwayne’s insane male brain was trained in vain.
Moe? Try Larry. Curley’s the refrain.
The rain in Spain falls mainly due to Dwayne.
The drain of brain remains the life of Dwayne.
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Life Never Ends:

View of Sun Rising on Amtrak to D.C.
Millon Huang

179

Notes on Contributors
Michael Barach (Tallahassee, Fla.), originally from Havertown, Pa., is the Poetry
Editor of Juked and a program specialist with the Florida Department of Education
in Tallahassee, where he lives with his wife, Brandi.
Paula Marafino Bernett (Ranchos de Taos, N.M.) draws inspiration from a range of
psychological landscapes; her work reflects a deep curiosity about the mind’s forays
into language and association as the drivers for a rich and dimensional life.
Paula’s work has appeared or is forthcoming in Alaska Quarterly Review,
Clackamas Literary Review, Fourth Genre, The Louisville Review, Margie, Nimrod
International Journal, Rattle, Tar River Poetry, and, Whiskey Island, among others.
She is the recipient of the St. John’s College 2011 Essay Prize, and holds an MFA
from Sarah Lawrence College and an MA from St. John’s College. She is the recipient
of two nominations for the 2013 Pushcart Prize.
Anthony Botti (Boston, Mass.) had poetry appear recently in Comstock Review,
The MacGufhn, The Chaffin Journal, Sierra Nevada Review, Cider Press Review,
Caveat Lector, Clark Street Review, and Gertrude Journal. He works in health care
management at Harvard University.
Rosanne Bridi (Hatfield, Pa.) stories, An Unexpected Gentleman, was published
in the 2011 edition of The Griffin in Pennsylvania; Excuse Me Your Fly is Open
in the 2011 edition of Thema’s Literary Journal in Louisiana and The Substitute
Bridesmaid in the June-Fall 2010 publication of The Rockford Review in Illinois.
Tony (A. H. ) Block (Bronxville, N.Y.) is retired from 35 years in television production.
He inter-mixs writing with the usual reading, volunteering and puttering. His work
has run in more than three dozen publications, with fiction appearing in the likes of
Thema, Art Times, Snake Nation Review and The Broadkill Review.
Stephanie Kaplan Cohen (Scarsdale, N.Y.) has had poetry appear repeatedly in The
New York Times, and has appeared or is forthcoming in 96 Inc., Aura/Literary Arts
Review, Confluence, CQ (California Quarterly), Crack the Spine, Folly, Hawai’i Pacific
Review, Iconoclast, Pearl, Poet’s Page, Ship of Fools, Sierra Nevada College Review,
Slant, Spillway, and Talking River Review. Her prose has appeared or is forthcoming
in Amherst Review, Artful Mind, Art Times, Belletrist Review, Binnacle, The Chrysalis
Reader, Contraband, descant, Double-Entendre, Forge, Fuel, Grasslands Review,
Hardboiled, The Homestead Review, Iconoclast, Jewish Women’s Literary Annual,
The Legendary, The Long Beach Independent, Lynx Eye, Minotaur, North Dakota
Quarterly, Orange Willow Review, Pedestal Magazine, Reader’s Break, Real (RE Arts
& Letters), Reed Magazine, Riversedge, The Scarsdale Inquirer, Slow Trains, The
Smashing Icons Anthology, Sulphur River Literary Review, The Westchester Review,
Westview, and Willow Review. Stephanie’s work has also appeared in the anthologies
Lessons in Love: Gifts From Our Grandmothers (Crown, 2000) and Split Verse: Poems

180

To Heal The Heart (Midmarch, 2000). She is the author of a memoir In My Mother’s
House, published by Woodley Books and a poetry book Additions And Subtractions,
published by Plain View Press. Her work has been nominated for a Pushcart Prize.
She writes a column “Ask Stephanie” for the Alzheimer’s Association Quarterly in
Westchester and Putnam, New York and is also an editor of The Westchester Review.
She has done many public and private fiction and poetry readings, and her work has
been read on NPR.
Holly Corbett (Las Vegas, Nev.) has published poetry in 300 Days of Sun, and she
was previously a city government writer for the Draper Journal.
Diane DeCillis (West Bloomfield, Mich.) Her poetry collection, Strings Attached,
(Wayne State Univ. Press, 2014), has been honored as a Michigan Notable Book for
2015 and is currently a finalist for ForeWord Review’s Indiefab Book of the Year
Awards. Other awards include: the Crucible Poetry Prize, Ocean Prize, MacGuffin
National Poet Hunt and nominations for Pushcart Prizes and Best American Poetry. Her
poems and essays have appeared in CALYX, Evansville Review, Nimrod International
Journal, Connecticut Review, Gastronomica, Rattle, Slipstream, Southern Indiana
Review, William and Mary Review, and numerous other journals.
Emily Eddins (Atherton, Calif.) has been a professional writer for twenty years.
Her career includes time spent as a speechwriter, a journalist, a grant writer, and
an editor. The author holds a BA in English from Vanderbilt University, an MA in
liberal studies from Georgetown University, and she has studied creative writing at
both Georgetown University and Stanford University. Her work has appeared or
is forthcoming in The Cape Rock, Crack the Spine, Forge, Front Porch, Toad Suck
Review, RiverSedge, Willow Review, The Louisville Review, Rio Grande Review, and
other publications. This summer, her essay collection “Altitude Adjustment” hit the
Top Five in Kindle Hot New Releases in 90-minute memoirs and short biographies.
Taylor Garcia (San Diego, Calif.) had a short story, Power Hour, appear in the
Fall 2014 issue of Chagrin River Review, and has a story appearing in Pearl
Magazine’s forthcoming All Fiction Issue. His personal essays can be found at the
GoodMenProject.com. He is a full-time husband and father, working as a full-time
salesman in Southern California, writing and reading every free moment in between.
B.P. Greenbaum (Tolland, Conn.) has a BA in English from the University of
Hartford, an MA in secondary education from St. Joseph College, and an MFA from
the University of Southern Maine Stonecoast. Presently, she is the creative writing
teacher at a public magnet arts high school in Willimantic, Connecticut. In addition
to teaching fiction writing, flash fiction, poetry, and advanced script writing, she is
also involved in local land conservation efforts. She has studied with Michael White,
Suzanne Strempek Shea, Brad Barkley, and Jack Driscoll. In 2011, she was awarded
a Teaching Arts Fellowship from Surdna, now known as the National Arts Teachers
Fellowship (NATF), to develop a memoir. Her poetry, short stories, and creative
nonfiction have been published in Eclectica, Hawaii Pacific Review, The Alembic,
Forge, Hog River Review, Inscape, Verdad, Pearl, Willow Review, Underwood Review,

181

The Dos Passos Review, Prick of the Spindle, MacGuffin, Noctua Review and Penmen
Review.
F.V. Hargrove (Austin, Texas) writes because the lines on the pages have become
her saving grace. It has been one of the greatest and most difficult years of her life
so far, and she’s still here because she found the great love of poetry. As a second
year student at Austin Community College in her hometown of Austin, Texas, she
changed her Liberal Arts major to a concentration in Creative Writing, and decided
to follow her passion for writing whole-heartedly. Her poetry has appeared in
Ceremony, a journal of poetry and other arts, #22, and her work has also appeared
in amateur writing anthologies such as Beyond the Sea: Serenity and Eber & Wein
Publishing’s Who’s Who in American Poetry. She also performed a spoken word
poetry piece at The Continental Club Gallery in downtown Austin this year. In addition, she maintain a poetry website: http://www.poetrynation.com/member_profile.php?id=47714
Christina Larson (Manassas, Va.) recently graduated from Osbourn Park High
School in Manassas, Virginia. During her senior year she had the opportunity to take
creative writing and it has become a passion of hers. She will be starting college this
fall as a freshman Interior Design major.
Sean Lause (Bluffton, Ohio) teaches courses in Shakespeare, Literature and the
Absurd and Medical Ethics at Rhodes State College in Lima, Ohio. His poems have
appeared in The Minnesota Review, The Alaska Quarterly, Another Chicago Magazine,
Gargoyle, Atlanta Review, The Beloit Poetry Journal, European Judaism, Sanskrit and
Poetry International. His first collection of poems, Bestiary of Souls, was published
last year by FutureCycle Press.
Victor Robert Lee (Toronto, ON) has lived and traveled extensively in East Asia,
South America, and the former Soviet states-territories that serve as settings for his
fiction. His first two published stories appeared in 2014 and have been nominated
for Pushcart Prizes.
Catharine Lucas (Berkeley, Calif.) Her creative writing appears or is forthcoming
in Willow Review, Zone 3, WomenArts Quarterly, Reunion: The Dallas Review,
Cloudbank, The Alembic, Digital Paper (University of California, Berkeley),
Magazine (San Francisco State University), and Asilomar Poets, 1974-1980
(Equinox Press), Sweet: A Literary Confection, and Burningword Literary Journal.
Her academic writing is published under the name Catharine Lucas Keech.
A graduate of Bryn Mawr College and professor of English, emeritus,
at SFSU and a National Writing Project Teacher Consultant, Catharine
has taught undergraduate writers, graduates in composition studies, and
teachers of writing. She studied poetry at UC Berkeley in the seventies with
Josephine Miles, and in the eighties at Mills College, Oakland, CA with Rosalie
Moore. She participates year-round in a writing group with several published
authors and recently attended a master class at Hedgebrook Writers Retreat.
Growing up in North Carolina, Catharine wrote poems to winter sunsets

182

and her first bike; now she writes about the coastal waters and redwoods of northern
California, and about her son and other loves. As a practicing Buddhist with a fairly
colorful personal history, she offers spiritual support to women facing illness or loss,
and to those seeking courage to embrace new turnings.
Stephen Massimilla (Sea Cliff, N.Y.) is a poet, critic, professor, and painter. His coauthored book, Cooking with the Muse, is forthcoming from Tupelo Press. His latest
book, The Plague Doctor in His Hull-Shaped Hat, was a selection of the Stephen F.
Austin State University Press Prize contest. He has received the Bordighera Poetry
Prize for Forty Floors from Yesterday; the Grolier Prize for Later on Aiaia; a Van
Rensselaer Award, selected by Kenneth Koch; an Academy of American Poets Prize;
and multiple Pushcart Prize nominations. His volume Almost a Second Thought
was runner-up for the Salmon Run National Poetry Book Award, selected by X.J.
Kennedy. Stephen has recent work in AGNI, American Literary Review, Barrow Street,
Bellingham Review, Chelsea, Colorado Review, Denver Quarterly, Epoch, Fiction Fix,
Interim Magazine, The Literary Review, Marlboro Review, Paterson Literary Review,
Provincetown Arts, The Southern Poetry Review, Tampa Review, and many other
journals and anthologies. He holds an MFA and PhD from Columbia University and
teaches literary modernism, among other subjects, at Columbia University and the
New School.
J. Richard McLaughlin (Boston, Mass.) is a writer, semi-professional musician,
amateur trapeze artist, and jack-of-all-trades. His work has appeared in The Santa
Clara Review, Prism, and The Chaffey Review, among others.
Rebecca Monroe (Troy, Mont.) has been published in such magazines as MacGuffin,
Bakersfield Lifestyles, Bellowing Ark, City Primeval, Karamu, Advocate, Art Times,
Catholic Forester, Modern Woodsmen, Nexus, and Wisconsin Review; to name a
few. She also has a book of short stories published by Bellowing Ark Press titled
Reaching Beyond.
Peter Obourn (Fairport, N.Y.) has work is forthcoming or has appeared in Bombay
Gin, CQ (California Quarterly), Crack the Spine, descant, Forge, Gastronomica,
Inkwell, Kestrel, The Legendary, Limestone, The Madison Review, New Orleans
Review, North Atlantic Review, North Dakota Quarterly, Oyez Review, PANK,
Quiddity Literary Journal, Red Wheelbarrow Literary Magazine, Riddle Fence, The
Round, Saint Ann’s Review, SNReview, Spillway, Stickman Review, Switchback,
Viral Cat, Wild Violet, The Write Room, and The Blueline Anthology 2004.
His short story, Morgan the Plumber, which appeared in North Dakota
Quarterly, has been nominated for a Pushcart Prize.
Simon Perchik (East Hampton, N.Y.) is an attorney whose poems have appeared
in Partisan Review, The Nation, Osiris, Poetry, The New Yorker, and elsewhere.
His most recent collection is Almost Rain, published by River Otter Press (2013).
For more information, free e-books and his essay titled Magic, Illusion and Other
Realities please visit his website at www.simonperchik.com.

183

Carol Smallwood (Mt. Pleasant, Mich.) most recent poetry collections include
Divining the Prime Meridian (WordTech Communications, 2015); Water, Earth,
Air, Fire, and Picket Fences (Lamar University Press, 2014). Recent anthologies
include Women, Work, and the Web (Rowman & Littlefield, 2015) and Writing After
Retirement (Rowman & Littlefield, 2014). Women on Poetry: Writing, Revising,
Publishing and Teaching is on Poets & Writers Magazine list of Best Books for Writers.
Eugenie Juliet Theall (White Plains, N.Y.) completed her fourth degree, an MFA
in poetry from Sarah Lawrence College, and teaches creative writing in Rye Neck
Middle School in Mamaroneck, New York. Her work has been published or is
forthcoming in collegiate and literary magazines including The Alembic, BOAAT,
The Chaffin Journal, Common Ground Review, Cottonwood Magazine and Press,
CQ, Eclipse, Edison Literary Review, Euphony Journal, Existere, FRiGG: A Magazine
of Fiction and Poetry, Hampden-Sydney Poetry Review, Hawaii Pacific Review, The
Hollins Critic, Licking River Review, Lullwater Review, Moon City Review, Mudfish,
Oregon East, Paperplates, Pennsylvania English, Quercus Review, Red Rock Review,
Rio Grande Review, Rougarou, The Round, Rubbertop Review, Saint Ann’s Review,
Slipstream, and The Summerset Review. Her work also won first place in the Elizabeth
McCormack/Inkwell contest.
Kayla Therrien (Blaine, Minn.) is an eighth grader at Roosevelt Middle School in
Blaine, MN. She spends most of her life awkwardly spinning in circles in her neon
pink converse, trying her best not to crash into innocent bystanders. Kayla’s love for
art has greatly influenced her writing. She has attended various writing sessions at the
University of Minnesota during the Young Writers Conference.
Jessica Van den Ancker (Winter Garden, Fla.) is a graduate of Full Sail University’s
Creative Writing for Entertainment BFA program, where she was not only the
class Valedictorian, but also received five Course Director Awards as well as the
program’s Advanced Achievement Award. Her work has been featured in Black
Heart Magazine and The Penman Review. Jessica’s writings “in the voice of ” series
characters for Colaborator.com’s original web series, MATCH, can be found on the
interactive pages of match.colaborator.com. When she is not working, she enjoys
devouring books and movies and clowning around with family.
J. T. Whitney (White Bear Lake, Minn.) had his short story Irredeemable published
in the Avalon Literary Review.
Michele L. Whitney (Chicago, Ill.) is a writer and musician. She holds an MBA as well
as a MS in Human Services. Her work has appeared in the Chicago Sun Times, and
her creative nonfiction is published in The Griffin, Foliate Oak Literary Magazine,
r.kv.r.y, Diverse Arts Project, and Diverse Voices Quarterly.
Helen Wickes (Oakland, Calif.) has worked for many years as a psychotherapist.
ln 2002 she received an MFA from Bennington College. Her first book of poems,
ln Search of Landscape, was published in 2007 by Sixteen Rivers Press. Her second
book, Dowser’s Apprentice, was published in 2014 by Glass Lyre Press, as was her

184

third collection, Moon over Zabriskie. Helen’s poems published by online journals
can be read at her author’s page, Fishouse.
Helen’s work has appeared or is forthcoming in AGNI Online, Amarillo
Bay, The Alembic, Arroyo Literary Review, Atlanta Review, California Quarterly, The
Citron Review, Confrontation, Corium Magazine, Crack The Spine, Eclipse, Evansville
Review, ginosko, Pirene’s Fountain, RiverSedge, Sakura Review, Sanskrit, Santa Fe
Literary Review, Redivider, South Dakota Review Stand, Talking River, TriQuarterly,
Runes, ZYZZWA, Zone 3, Chicago Quarterly Review, The Collagist, The Hollins Critic,
Jet Fuel Review, The Journal, Natural Bridge, Qwerty, Santa Clara Review, Folly, Forge,
Green Hills Literary Lantern, Limestone, PANK, Mary: A Journal of New Writing, The
Spoon River Poetry Review, Cloudbank, Bryant Literary Review, Eclectica, Ellipsis,
Southwestern American Literature, Willow Review, FRiGG: A Magazine of Fiction and
Poetry, Hanging Loose, Prick of the Spindle, Boulevard, Soundings East, Verdad, The
Coe Review, Concho River Review, Crucible, The Jabberwock Review, Kaleidoscope,
Pleiades, PMS poemmemoirstory, SLAB, Visions International, The Griffin, Blue Lake
Review, Salamander, Splash of Red, Epicenter, Barnstorm, Poetry Flash, ln the Grove,
Freshwater, Schuylkill Valley Journal of the Arts, Weber: The Contemporary West,
West Marin Review, Whisperings, Softblow, 5 AM, the Bennington Review, Picayune
Magazine, Delmarva Review, The Tower Journal, Sagarana, Drunk Monkeys, and the
anthology Best of the Web 2009.
Dwayne K. Wojtowicz (Lemont, Ill.) is a native of Berkeley, Illinois, a westem suburb
of Chicago, he lives with his wife, Laura, and their two children and is the proud
owner of two cats and a chinchilla. When not writing, he enjoys researching his
family history and volunteering with the Boy Scouts of America. His story Does the
Devil Really Count? was published in Gwynedd Mercy University’s 2014 edition of
their on-line magazine, The Griffin.

185

1325 Sumneytown Pike
P.O. Box 901
Gwynedd Valley, PA 19437
gmercyu.edu

