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Cover	Art:	Breaking	the	Celestial	Code	#1

RODNEY	VEAL,	an	independent	choreographer	and	multi-

disciplinary	artist,	serves	as	adjunct	faculty	and	career	community

Coordinator	at	Sinclair	Community	College.	He	is	a	graduate	of

Eastern	Michigan	University	with	a	B.S	in	Political	Science	and

Visual	Arts.	He	also	received	his	M.F.A	in	Choreography	from	The

Ohio	State	University.	Rodney	can	currently	be	seen	as	the	Host	of

the	Emmy	Award	winning	television	series	The	Art	Show	on	Think

TV/CET	Connect.		

		

Breaking	the	Celestial	Code	#1	is	one	of	a	series	of	twelve	collage

panels	that	reflect	the	artist's	interest	in	creating	artwork	that

explores	the	idea	of	reclaiming	everyday	paper	objects.		His	work	is

asking	the	viewer	to	embrace	new	perspectives	on	the	visual	beauty

that	surrounds	us.
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SUE	ALLISON

Ode	to	a	Mushroom	Brush

	

When	I	was	young	and	single	and	working	in	Manhattan,	I

lived	in	a	tiny	studio	apartment	I	was	rarely	in,	in	the	way	that	single

New	Yorkers	are	rarely	in,	busy	with	work	and	travel	and	going	out.

The	going	out	part	for	me	was	the	performing	arts,	most	frequently

opera.	That	and	eating	in	restaurants,	always	a	theatrical	event	of	its

own,	be	it	in	Midtown,	Uptown,	or	SoHo;	all	my	preferred	pastimes

were	cultural	with	one	rather	odd	exception	that	a	recent	scroll

through	a	niece’s	wedding	registry	led	me	to	recall:	I	used	to	like	to

look	in	the	windows	of	the	Williams	Sonoma	store	on	West	57th

Street.	I	didn’t	make	it	a	destination,	but	whenever	I	would	pass	it,	I

would	stand	at	the	window,	lost	in	my	imagination	for,	well,	for	a

good	long	satisfying	and	inspiring	while.	Kitchen	gadgets.	Who

would	have	thought	they	could	be	so	fascinating?

I	never	went	in.	Why	would	I?	I	was	not	going	to	buy

anything.	My	kitchen	equipment,	if	you	could	call	it	a	kitchen,	if	you

could	call	it	equipment,	consisted	of	a	single-cup	pour-over	plastic

coffee	cone,	a	coffee	grinder,	and	a	hand	juicer.	Some	years	before,	I

had	taken	the	proverbial	Greyhound	from	a	cabin	and	a	husband	in

Vermont	to	my	brother’s	walk-up	railroad	apartment	on	the	Lower

East	Side	for	a	visit	that	became	a	foothold.	That	particular	path	of

pots	may	not	have	been	working	out,	but	I	didn’t	blame	the	pots.	In

any	case,	at	this	moment,	Williams	Sonoma	was	not	so	much	a	store

as	it	was	a	museum	of	cook’s	tools.	In	the	window,	laid	out	neatly,

was	a	display	of	the	culinary	arts	and	the	associated	sociological	life

that	those	instruments	of	food	preparation	assumed.	I	would	stare	in

wonder	and	longing—for	a	mushroom	brush	or	some	other	cooking
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gadget	I	had	no	earthly	use	for.

Or	was	it	the	life	I	longed	for,	the	life	that	such	cooking

gadgets	would	require:	an	apartment	large	enough	to	hold	them,

someone	to	cook	for	and	with,	a	reason	to	stay	home,	a	home?	Just

because	one	domestic	setup	didn’t	pan	out,	so	to	speak,	it	didn’t

mean	I	eschewed	the	whole	project.	I	did	not	know	the	first	thing

about	cooking.	They	were	objects	that	interested	me	as	if	I	were	an

anthropologist;	they	interested	me	for	the	stories	they	told	of	the

lives	lived	using	those	utensils	for	the	daily	ritual	of	preparation	of

meals.	What	meals?	Who	was	eating?	What	did	they	say?	And	they

were	objects	of	beauty	besides	being	of	material	utility.	Years	later,	I

would	go	to	the	museum	of	weapons	in	the	exhibit	in	the	basement

of	the	Doge’s	Palace	in	Venice	and	be	struck	by	the	beauty,	that	these

weapons,	these	daggers,	swords,	halberds,	quivers,	battle	axes,

crossbows,	were	objects	of	beauty,	stunningly	designed	and	richly

decorated.	It	spoke	of	the	value	the	people	placed	on	them.	That	we

make	the	ordinary	tools	of	common	usage,	tools	that	are	important	to

us,	beautiful	is	a	cultural	signifier,	universally	true.	Williams	Sonoma

was	such	a	museum	of	culture,	one	whose	parts	I	was	as	unfamiliar

with	as	I	was	with	halberds	and	helmets,	and	I	stared	at	the	displays

as	if	they	were	not	trays	of	stuff	to	buy,	but	exhibits,	as	if	they	were

visual	koans,	as	if	they	were	objets,	art.	Here	was	this	incredibly	rich

museum	of	culture,	accessible	and	in	full	view	on	57th	Street,	and	I

could	walk	in	a	buy	a	mushroom	brush	for	the	price	of	a	taxi	to

where	it	was	I	was	on	my	way,	or	a	coffee	and	a	bagel	in	the	diner

next	door.	I	could	have	a	material	thing	I	could	take	home	and	put	in

a	drawer	instead	of	an	experience.	But	I	was	already	having	an

experience.	Looking	was	an	experience.

Did	I	see	it	as	art	because	I	was	primed	to	see	it	as	art?	Since

I	went	to	New	York	in	part	because	it	was	full	of	art,	and	I	spent
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loads	of	time	going	to	museums	and	was	eager	for	art?	New	York

itself	is	full	of	visual	pleasure	and	stimulation,	as	the	street

photographers	have	taught	us,	Henri	Cartier-Bresson,	Garry

Winogrand,	Lee	Friedlander,	Helen	Levitt,	Robert	Frank,	Walker

Evans,	André	Kertész,	Elliott	Erwitt,	these	are	people	who	taught	us

art	is	all	around	us,	it	is	just	a	matter	of	noticing,	of	framing,	of

looking.	Perhaps.	

Or	maybe	what	I	was	contemplating,	absorbing,	meditating

on,	was	a	stage	set,	a	theater	of	domestic	life.	Who	are	the

characters?	What	is	the	story?	I	don’t	really	think	about	this.	I	am

merely	suspended,	charmed,	relieved	of	thought,	mesmerized	by

possibility,	by	story.	I	can’t	say	I	was	envious.	It	represented	a	luxe

life,	certainly,	an	aspirational	life,	but	I	didn’t	know	that	I	really

wanted	that	life,	not	just	then.	It	is	a	life	that	comes	encumbered	with

more	than	a	salad	spinner,	a	life	with	many	players	whom	I	did	not

then	know,	and	over	whom	I	have	and	would	have	no	control.	It’s	a

dynamic	life,	for	sure,	with	many	moving	parts	and	unknown

outcomes.	It	is	theater.	Managing	myself	by	myself	was	enough	for

me	just	then,	a	solo	turn,	and	a	luxury	of	self-determination	and	self-

invention.	I	could	do	what	I	wanted.	Eat	dinner	or	not.	

Williams	Sonoma	is	a	master	of	marketing,	obviously,	and

that	was	on	display	in	this	window.	The	company	has	been	selling

dreams	alongside	pots	and	pans	since	its	founding	in	1956	and	is

now	one	of	the	largest	specialty	retailers	in	the	world,	with	625	retail

stores.	They	know	what	they’re	doing.	There	is	something

compelling	about	this	scene,	this	stage	for	a	scenario	in	which

anyone	can	write	her	own	script.	Despite	my	claims	of

independence,	I	must	desire	something.	A	nest?	It	is	a	fraught	topic.

Men	get	to	have	a	career	and	a	domestic	life,	but	I	don’t	go	there.	I

really	don’t	feel,	looking	at	them,	that	these	are	tools	of	oppression.	I
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feel	they	are	tools	of	creativity,	of	freedom,	of	fun.	They	are	for	anyone.

So	I	don’t	think:	Housewife,	yuck.	I	think:	Love,	yes.	This	is	not	cooking

for	a	Michelin	star;	it	is	cooking	for	family,	for	friends.	It’s	not	even

really	about	food.	It’s	about	emotions,	the	joy	not	only	of	cooking	if	you

like	to	cook,	but	of	feeding	people	you	care	about.	This	is	so	deeply

cultural,	contemplating	it	is	beyond	words.

But,	as	I	said,	I	don’t	while	I	am	standing	there	really	think	all

these	thoughts.	I	am	not	thinking	at	all	in	my	pause	on	my	way	to

wherever	I	was	going.	I	am	simply	feeling,	allowing	thoughts	and

impressions	their	full	sway,	as	one	might	in	front	of	a	Bruegel	painting

of	a	peasant	scene	at	the	Metropolitan	Museum	of	Art.	I	could	go	in.	I

could	buy	that	stuff.	I	could	buy	a	mushroom	brush,	a	tiny	little	thing

with	a	wooden	top	shaped	like	a	mushroom	and	bristles	so	soft	they

would	not	tear	the	skin	of	a	little	porcini.	But	I	don’t.	I	don’t	want	to	go

in	the	store.	I	don’t	want	to	break	the	spell.	I	want	to	enjoy	my	vicarious

experience,	my	multiple	vicarious	experiences	as	I	imagine	how

different	scenarios	could	play	out,	of	my	deep	inchoate	memories	of

meals	around	a	dinner	table,	of	my	unarticulated	and	unspecific	dreams

of	my	own	future.	I	don’t	want	to	engage	in	the	commercial	aspect	of

what	is	actually	a	store,	a	place	in	which	if	you	enter,	you	are	expected

to	buy	stuff.	If	I	go	in,	someone	will	ask	me	what	I	need,	what	I	am

looking	for.	I	turn	away	and	carry	on,	satisfied	and	ready	for	my	next

adventure.	It	was	a	momentary	glimpse	into	another	world,	one	of	those

many	other	worlds	New	York	was	so	full	of	you	had	to	watch	out	just

not	to	crash	into	them.

I	must	have	mentioned	this	Williams	Sonoma	episode	to	my

brother,	who	for	Christmas	that	year	gave	me	a	mushroom	brush.

And	then	my	life	changed.	I	fell	in	love,	got	married,	left	New

York;	we	raised	a	child,	she	grew	up.	We	had	a	house	that	had	a	kitchen

equipped	with	an	armory	of	cook’s	tools:	spatulas,	strainers,	a	stockpot,
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a	soup	skimmer,	a	mortar	and	pestle,	a	chef’s	knife,	a	paring	knife,	a

utility	knife,	a	cast-iron	skillet,	pots	and	pans	of	all	shapes	and	sizes,

whisks	the	same,	a	kitchen	scale,	a	mandolin,	a	nutmeg	grater,	an

immersion	blender,	a	pizza	stone,	a	pastry	mat,	an	herb	stripper,	a

ricer,	rolling	pins,	ramekins,	kitchen	tongs,	kitchen	twine,	kitchen

shears,	a	citrus	zester,	a	citrus	reamer,	a	corn-silk	remover,	corn	on

the	cob	holders,	an	apple	corer,	a	melon	baller.	With	a	family	to	feed,

I	have	every	implement	with	which	to	indulge	in	the	foodie	fantasies

of	an	amateur	cook.	What	I	don’t	have	and	a	recipe	I	want	to	make

tells	me	I	need,	I	get.	The	stores	are	closed	now,	but	Williams

Sonoma,	like	all	of	them,	is	online.	Williams	Sonoma	is	one	of	the

largest	e-commerce	retailers	in	the	world.	The	pandemic	has	hardly

caused	the	company	to	skip	a	beat.	So	I	once	again	peruse	the

offerings	at	the	Williams	Sonoma	store,	with	this	difference:	I	scroll

through	Williams	Sonoma’s	beautiful	online	catalogue	looking	not

for	what	I	don’t	want,	but	what	I	do.

When	I	clicked	on	a	selection	from	my	niece’s	wedding	wish

registry,	wrote	a	note	of	congratulations	in	the	space	conveniently

provided,	and	hit	send,	I	felt	a	rush	of	warmth	at	imagining	the

pleasure	this	gift	would	bring	her	now,	and	for	so	many	days	in	the

future	as	she	and	her	husband	make	the	meals	that	will	make	their

family	the	family	they	want	it	to	be.	Amazing,	really,	when	you	think

about	it,	what	a	big	thing	a	little	mushroom	brush	can	do.
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DORIS	FERLEGER

Pâro

	

Pâro:	the	feeling	that	no	matter	what	you	do	is	always	somehow

wrong…—Dictionary	of	Obscure	Sorrows

	

That	feeling	when	I	roll	up	the	long,	

narrow	blackout	shade	and	the	burnt

orange	leaves	still	flicker	so	close

to	the	window	and	the	buzz

saws	of	workmen	outside	my	lover’s	

simple,	sunny	Vermont	home,	nestled	

among	birches,	have	not	yet	begun,

and	I	don’t	yet	see	that	iced-over

look	on	his	face	this	morning,

and	the	only	embrace	I	feel

is	that	of	winter	approaching,

calling	colder,	colder,	colder.
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Lost	Art	Among	Humans

Nacre	is	the	fluid	layer	upon	layer	

of	defense	the	mollusk	secretes

	

to	protect	itself	from	feeling

the	irritant	that	has	entered	its	shell	

	

suddenly	and	uninvited.	Layer	

upon	layer	the	animal	walls	off

	

the	irritant	until	the	inner	coating	

turns	to	a	lustrous	pearl

	

a	human	will	humbly	receive

and	see	it	as	a	treasure.
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JON	FOTCH

Dogfight

	

I’m	picking	out	the	window	glazing	when	I	hear	them

coming	up	the	stairs.	I	sweep	the	pieces	into	my	hand,	then	into	my

mouth,	swallow	them	dry.	They	go	down	like	eating	fingernails.	Dry

as	raw	aspirin.	Fast,	close	the	dusty	curtain.	Pad	barefoot	across	the

floor.	Slide	quietly	into	bed.	I	close	my	eyes	just	as	the	door	begins

to	open.	Breathe	slowly.	They	come	across	the	room	to	the	side	of

my	bed.	They	begin	their	work.

It’s	something	about	the	dogs.	They	fight	in	the	basement

every	night.	It	begins	with	a	thumping	deep	below.	Like	gas	moving

in	your	gut.	A	sound	that	suggests	tables	and	chairs	being	set	by

people	in	banquet	uniforms.	Or	heavy	stones	being	moved	to	form	a

circle.	Then	comes	the	primitive	growling.	Mechanical	like	a	long

row	of	dominoes	falling.	Like	a	column	of	soldiers	moving.

The	growling	comes	to	tune.	Clarifies.	Rectifies.	I	begin	to

understand.	Their	arguing,	clear	and	angry,	almost	deranged.	Almost

human.	A	sound	like	something	being	crawled	over	in	the	dark.	

Finally,	a	crash.	Contact.	Glass	breaking.	Tight,	clipped	nails

against	a	wooden	floor.	Muscling	for	traction.	Looking	for	some

friction	to	work	against.	Even	from	the	second	floor,	I	can	hear	their

teeth	snap.	An	iron-smelling	sound	like	the	surprise	taste	of	blood.

Laying	in	my	cool	white	bed.	Arms	at	my	side.	I	begin	to	understand

them.	Everything	they	say	is	sad.

By	dawn	the	dogs	have	stopped.	The	last	shouting	barks	and

whimpers	fade	with	the	gray	light	that	comes	softly,	like	a	secret,

through	my	window.	The	world	outside	begins.	The	world	begins	to

steam.	I	work	at	the	glazing	around	the	bottom	pane	of	glass.	Pick	it
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with	my	fingernail.	Swallow	the	pieces	dry.

They	bring	breakfast	as	the	sun	begins	to	break.	Toast,	a

square	of	butter.	Watery	milk	in	a	red	plastic	cup.	Sometimes	a	strip

of	bad	ham	like	a	shoe	tongue.	Always	the	round	spoon-shaped

cream	of	wheat	on	the	left	corner	of	the	tray.	I	learned	not	to	speak

when	they	come.	Not	to	get	off	the	bed	when	the	door	begins	to

crack.	Not	to	hide.	When	the	arm	appears	and	sets	the	tray	on	the

little	table	by	the	door,	I’m	a	carved	statue	of	myself.	Do	not	speak

or	move.	I	learned.	They	taught	me.	I	had	never	had	a	broken	bone

before.	

My	life	before	here	is	sharp	and	clean.	The	dream	always

ends	the	same.	A	figure	that	could	be	me	is	walking.	A	bony	sketch

making	his	way	along.	A	day	sharp	and	bright.	A	cool	photograph-

blue	sky.	Backpack	over	one	shoulder.	Proud	feeling	of	new

sneakers.	Squinting	his	eyes	up,	anticipating	the	light.	He	sees	the

clouds	perfect	in	the	way	to	allow	the	orange	outline	of	the	sun.	He

stops	squinting.	Realizes	the	sun	is	not	our	father,	but	our	mother.

And	then,	fast	as	a	shutter	falling,	tires	squealing,	my	life	before	here

is	gone.	

A	metal	bedframe.	Noisy	when	I	move.	Noise	brings	them	to

the	door.	I	try	not	to	move.	Curtains	with	the	old-book	smell	of	a

library.	Thick	white	paint	on	the	window	frame.	Cold	gray	floor.

Bedpan	for	pee	and	the	other	thing.	Small	table	by	the	door	where

they	bring	food.	Everything	else	is	white.	My	examination	gown.

White.	So	cold	some	nights	my	toes	look	blue,	but	not	the	blue	of

photograph	skies,	but	blue	like	homemade-birthday-card	marker.

They	take	the	bedpan	when	I’m	asleep.	I	know	it	because	sometimes

I	lay	still	but	can’t	sleep.	

They	come	when	I’m	asleep	and	also	when	I’m	only

pretending	to.	The	door	doesn’t	squeak	on	its	hinges.	I	know	by	the
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sound	of	the	knob	turning.	The	sound	of	a	door	that	has	no	lock.

They	speak	to	each	other,	but	not	very	much.	Hushed	gravel	voices.

Once	they	came	and	the	tall	one	with	blue	eyes	said	to	the	scratchy

one,	“He	can	only	take	five	or	six	more.”	Her	voice	sounded	metal,

like	cars	crashing.	That	night	they	started	the	bed	straps	and	the

needles.	That	night	I	started	to	understand	the	dogs.

The	window	in	my	room	is	old.	Wavy	glass.	Like	looking

through	an	old	Coke	bottle.	I’ve	picked	most	of	the	glazing	out	of	the

frame	and	revealed	the	tiny	sharp	nails	holding	the	glass	in.	They

won’t	come	out	easy.	They	bite	into	the	wood	in	a	way	that	looks

like	they	love	their	job;	they’ve	been	doing	it	so	long,	it’s	become

part	of	them.	They	don’t	know	anything	else.	

Out	the	window,	the	small	courtyard	is	always	empty.	Dry

grass	and	a	stunted	tree.	I’ll	have	to	take	the	two-story	fall.	There’s

no	other	way.	No	eaves	to	hang	from	or	gutter	drains	to	shimmy

down.	No	porch	roof	below.	I’ll	just	land	barefooted	and	roll.	I’ll	be

all	right,	now	that	I	know	about	broken	bones.	

They	came	last	night	while	I	was	asleep.	I	know	they	came

from	the	injection	marks	down	my	legs.	I	know	they	came	from	the

pain	they	left	me.	I	know	they	came	from	the	flat	black	brick	tape

recorder	left	at	the	foot	of	my	bed.	The	note	taped	to	it	says,	“Tell	us

what	they	say.”	A	command.	They	never	ask	for	anything.	

The	tape	in	the	machine	says	“MEMOREX.”	The	tape	is	a

real	thing.	The	black	brick	recorder	is	also	a	real	thing.	A	marvel.	I

have	come	untethered	to	the	passing	of	time.	Have	I	been	here	a	long

time?	How	long	was	I	not	here?	

The	note	scribbled	in	pencil	says,	“Tell	us	what	they	say.”	I

try	to	think	of	those	voices	deep	in	the	basement.	I	press	the	record

button.	The	tape	begins	to	roll.	The	counter	ticks	over.	Concentrate.

If	I	do	this	right,	there	will	be	fewer	needles.	Or,	I	think	as	I	begin	to
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speak,	maybe	more.

The	tape	rolls	and	I	say,	“I	can’t	always	understand	them.

They	seem	to	repeat	themselves.	There	are	lots	of	voices	and	it	gets

confused.	One	that	seemed	to	be	a	girl	dog	said	the	word	BLOOD.

Over	and	over,	BLOOD,	BLOOD,	BLOOD.	Sometimes	they	seem	to

be	saying	names.	Person	names.	JACKSON!	TERESSA!	Once	I

heard,	HIDE!	MR.	BLACKWOOD!	KNIFE!	HIDE	THE	BABIES!

Another	time	I	heard	one	say,	BITE	THE	KITTEN!	DRINK	IT!”	

My	voice	seems	like	a	couch	out	of	place	in	the	room.	Like	it

should	be	sitting	against	a	wall	under	some	windows,	but	instead	it’s

in	front	of	the	fireplace.	I	stop	the	tape.	Outside	my	window,	what

might	be	the	sound	of	a	garbage	truck	passes	on	the	street.	Down	the

hall,	the	sound	of	them	coming.

Then	they	are	at	the	door.	Listening.	I	guess	they	can’t	wait	to

hear	what	the	dogs	are	saying.	God	only	knows	what	they’re	doing

with	them	down	in	the	basement.	Doing	to	them.	What	they’re

feeding	them.	I	reach	down	to	the	recorder	and	begin	to	press	the

record	button.	I	see	my	hand	stop.	I	see	my	hand	shake	as	it	takes	the

machine	by	its	handle	and	wing	it	overhand	against	the	door.	A

familiar	feeling.	This	is	what	they	used	to	call	a	pitch.	

The	black	case	splits	in	half	and	shatters.	The	pieces	skitter

across	the	floor,	surprised	by	their	new	disarrangement.	They	were

happy	being	something.	Now	they	are	only	pieces	of	a	former

something.	For	a	moment	nothing	happens.	A	soft,	empty	moment,

filled	only	with	my	breath.	Then	everything	happens.	The	door	flies

open,	the	tall	one	covers	the	eight	feet	of	the	room	toward	me	like	an

animal.	I	think	he	might	be	an	animal.	I	still	can’t	see	his	face.	The

little	exotic	fruit	one	on	her	knees	looking	for	the	tape.	She’s	crying,

or	something	like	it.	A	sound	like	gargling	soap.	He	shoves	me	to	the

floor,	then	lifts	me	up	like	shaking	a	dollhouse.	Like	a	paper
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airplane.	Like	a	baby.	It	feels	good	to	move	around.	I	remember

paper	airplanes.	Paper	boats.	Rainstorms.	

I	wake	late	in	the	night.	They	haven’t	chained	me	like	before.

No	dogs	fighting	tonight.	No	shots,	I	think,	but	I	can’t	tell	for	sure.	I

don’t	get	sore	anymore.	My	skin	has	toughened	around	the	thighs.

The	arms.	All	the	places.	Out	the	window,	nothing	moves.	And	no

moon.	There	are	only	the	cool	white	sheets,	the	lonely	quiet.	And

me.	

I	know	they	will	come	for	me	later	tonight.	Or	in	the

morning.	The	dogs	might	have	said	this,	but	I	can’t	be	sure.	They

repeat	themselves	and	are	hard	to	understand.	But	I	feel	it	coming.	

They	will	come.	

It’s	time	to	go.	

The	window	has	been	ready	for	a	few	days.	The	glazing

carefully	removed.	The	pieces	swallowed.	I	can	hardly	believe	they

didn’t	notice	the	window	or	the	scratchy	pieces	I	passed	in	the

bedpan.	They	look	around	my	room	at	night,	but	the	curtains	never

seem	disturbed.	Swinging	my	feet	out	of	the	bed,	I	breathe	carefully.

It’s	time.	The	floor	is	cold.	The	window	is	ready.	Breathe	carefully.

Picking	out	the	tack	nails	was	harder	than	I	imagined.	My

fingers	began	to	bleed,	making	it	harder	as	I	went.	More	slippery.

But	finally,	the	nails	were	out.	I	hid	the	pane	of	glass	under	the	bed.

As	if	hiding	it	would	do	any	good.	They	will	find	it.	Find	me.	If	I

could	only	hide	myself.

The	night	breeze	that	filled	the	room	was	like	some	golden,

angels,	stars,	birthday	cake,	love,	soul.	The	breeze	brought	words

from	the	time	before	here	back.	I	felt	I	might	cry	from	them.	But

crying	didn’t	come.	For	just	a	moment,	I	watched	the	curtains	move

like	jellyfish	on	the	new	wind.	

From	somewhere	below,	I	hear	the	dogs	begin	to	move,	but	I
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can’t	stop.	The	window	is	out.	The	blood	on	the	window	frame.	There

will	be	chains.	

Swinging	my	legs	out	the	window,	I	take	one	last	look	at	my

room.	The	plain	spring	bed,	the	table	where	they	brought	food,	the

closet	which	has	been	nailed	shut	so	long,	it	might	have	been	built

that	way.	The	ugly	floor.	They	walked	that	floor.	I	quietly	paced	that

floor,	dreaming	on	my	feet.	Needles	and	sweat.	Trying	to	remember

anything	before	here.	Failing	to	remember	even	one	face.	I	slip	out	the

window	like	a	fish.	

I	think	of	a	Sunday	sky	above	a	green	park.	Kite	tail	snapping

in	the	wind.	It	twirled	and	my	father	said	something	like,	“Hold	it

tight	now,	like	this,	pull!”	

I	think	of	fall	leaves	cartwheeling	through	the	air,	down	to	a

fate	they	can’t	imagine.	

That’s	the	feeling	of	my	fall.	

The	ground	came	up	like	a	car	crash.	The	sound	as	I	hit	the

ground	came	up	through	my	bones,	like	hearing	someone	talk

underwater.	I	laid	in	the	dead	grass	catching	my	breath.	Above	me	the

house	was	white.	Just	white.	I	saw	the	dusty	curtain	peek	in	and	out

on	the	breeze.	

Goodbye.	

Moving	now,	dragging	my	foot	that	doesn’t	seem	to	be	a	part

of	me	any	longer.	I	see	no	one.	A	dog	barks	somewhere,	but	not	from

the	basement.	I	can’t	understand	it.	Over	my	shoulder,	a	bleak	paint-

peeling	porch.	Slowly,	the	sound	of	what?	Crickets?	Angels?	The	cool

breeze	on	my	face.	Breathe.	Move.	

Through	the	gate,	I	can	see	a	sidewalk.	Sidewalk?	Yes,

sidewalks	are	for	skateboards.	I	begin	to	fear	what	I	might	find

outside	the	fence.	What	they	might	think	as	I	ask	for	help.	I	don’t

have	any	shoes.	As	I	move,	I	try	to	smooth	my	gown.	Hold	it	closed
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in	the	back.	I	haven’t	looked	in	a	mirror	for	a	long	time.	I	imagine

seeing	my	father	again.	The	smell	of	his	shirt	when	he	picks	me	up.

He’ll	cry	when	he	sees	me,	but	I	won’t.	Now	I	know	about	broken

bones.	He’ll	take	me	for	hamburgers	and	a	shake.	

The	hand	on	my	shoulder	makes	me	freeze.	I	stop	like	a	photo.

The	hand	is	soft.	Small.	Almost	gentle.	I	didn’t	hear	him	coming.	His

voice	is	soft.	I	turn	and	look	into	his	blurred	face.	He	says,	“Hush	now,

baby,	try	to	understand.	You’re	not	wrong,	the	rules	are	wrong.	Yes,	it’s

unfair,	but	please	try	to	understand…we	have	work	to	do.”

The	season	seems	to	be	changing.	Through	the	boards	over	my

window,	the	sun	traces	a	thin	line	around	the	room.	I	hear	the	dogs

every	night	now.	In	the	morning	I	record	what	I	hear	in	their	delirious

howling.	I	translate.	The	scratchy	one	actually	spoke	to	me	last	time

after	my	shots.	She	said	I	had	about	one	more	left	in	me,	at	best.	I

don’t	understand	what	she	means.
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DAVID	LEE	GARRISON

Dogan's	Corner

	

People	have	called	it	Dogan’s	Corner	ever	since	that	prom	night	accident

when	David	Dogan	drove	through	a	stop	sign	and	broadsided	another	car,

killing	the	mother	of	a	friend.		His	date	broke	her	arm.		He	was	thrown

thirty	feet	when	the	driver’s	side	door	flew	open,	but	he	survived	and

recovered.

	

I	never	go	by	there	without	thinking	of	the	crash.		I	ease	my	car	to	a	halt

and,	if	there	is	no	one	behind	me,	I	pause	and	watch	David’s	Navy	blue

1950	Ford	collide	in	the	darkness	with	a	light	brown	station	wagon.		The

whole	thing	takes	place	in	slow	motion—a	few	seconds	then,	a	minute	or

so	in	my	imagination.		Tires	spinning	at	a	right	angle	toward	each	other,

then	steel	smashing	steel,	pieces	of	glass	and	metal	falling	like	hail	in	a

fog	of	gasoline	fumes.		

	

They	say	the	mind	protects	us	by	blotting	out	such	memories,	and	I	hope

that	is	true	for	David,	but	the	whole	town	has	remembered,	even	after	he

and	his	family	moved	away.

	

David	became	a	high	school	band	director,	and	to	this	day	I	see	him,	in

my	mind’s	eye,	bringing	down	the	baton,	cuing	a	teenager	to	slam	the

cymbals	together	on	the	beat.
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BENJAMIN	HARNETT

The	Spice	Rack

	

It’s	not	really	a	rack—it’s

a	slim	cabinet	above	the	range;

just	to	the	left.	Three	shelves,

the	top	so	high	you	can’t	really

see	in;	you	have	to	put	your

arm	up	and	fish	into	the	unknown

with	a	brave	hand—like	some

lateen	bark,	setting	out

into	the	Indian	Ocean—

the	hand	comes	back	clutching

a	jar	of	nutmeg—

Oh!—The	extravagance!

—it’s	a	double	of	another	jar

we	have—another	trip	to	find

vanilla	extract	is	a	short	voyage,

only	a	few	cubits	from	shoulder

to	wrist.	I	suppose	the	beans

are	still	plucked	from	orchids

in	the	depths	of	the	jungle—

that	is,	if	there	is	jungle

anymore.	There	is	a	slim	plastic

dish	of	saffron,	turmeric,

ginger,	white	pepper,	black,

cardamom	pods,	cumin	seeds;

imagine	some	Renaissance	fop

learning	about

this	magnificence,

and	then	imagine	him

reacting

to	how	often	we	let

our	spices	grow	stale.
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Long	Butter

	

Who	knew	I	hailed	from	the	land

of	the	long	butter?	It	seems

inconceivable	that	something

so	common	should	be	for	others

so	different—what,	you	say,

it’s	only	a	little	stubbier;

I	have	been	there—it’s	as	if

you	have	passed	between	universes,

as	if	everyone	who	was	right-handed

is	now	left-handed,	and	only

you	have	not	changed.

They	call	it	path-dependence;

someone	sets	something	in	motion,

and	before	too	long	it	is	too	expensive

to	change,	even	though	a	change

would	be	of	no	consequence.

So	in	the	long-butter	clusters

here	in	the	old	East	Coast,

I	am	like	a	colonial

in	a	felt	hat	and	brass	buttons,

knitting	a	darn	in	my	stocking,

scratching	a	crust	of	old	dung

off	my	boot.	Here	in	the	land

of	the	long	butter,

of	cold	skies,	and	cows

that	show	their	ribs,

little	mounds	where

the	hanged	witches	live.
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ANN	HOWELLS

Red	Flag	Warning

Heed	morning’s	red	sky.	

You	cannot	dictate	pitch	and	yaw;	

your	paper	boat	

will	spiral	to	the	ocean	floor.

where	blackdragons	wait.	And	creatures	

of	high	voltage	throb	

like	neon	in	seedy	bars.	

Vampire	squid	open	muscular	arms,	

long	to	clasp	you	

to	gelatinous	bodies.

Viper	fish	smile	with	rapier	fangs;

eyes	like	broken	glass	

fix	on	your	throat.	

Not	nebulous	monsters	

crouching	childhood	closets,	

emerging	once	you	sleep.	

Not	footfalls	that	follow,	

speed	up	when	you	walk	faster.	

Not	a	handprint	on	your	window,	

breathy	phone	call	

in	which	not	a	word	is	spoken.

Not	obscenities	scrawled	

on	your	bathroom	mirror.

Not	a	sandy	bed	into	which	to	settle,

steal	an	afternoon	nap,

you	are	pulled	and	pressed	by	currents,
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over	rough	ocean	floor,	

unequipped	for	this	unknown,	

unexplored,	world	–

even	could	your	lungs	adapt.	

Oh,	you	would	long	

for	nitrogen	narcosis,	rapture	of	the	deep,	

to	mitigate	the	nightmare,

let	you	view	only	galloping	kelpies,	

mermaids,	lips	open	for	a	kiss.	

Look,	the	sea	rises	in	crested	waves	–

an	army	of	white	horses	–	

rushing	forward,

riders	not	wearing	white	hats.	

Remember	as	you	dip	

into	the	pool	on	Lido	deck	–	

ships	are	made	of	steel	

and	trust.
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Long	Way	Home

Grey	concrete	narrows	

miles	ahead,

arrow	to	point	the	way.

Radio	plays	oldies,	

jazz,	and	country	rock	–	

nothing	is	passé:	

Elvis	follows	Ellington

the	way	primrose

follows	golden	poppy,	

fat	meadowlark	

follows	iridescent	grackle.	

The	highway	is	an	aging	whore,	

familiar	but	unloved,

hiding	imperfections	

with	yellow	machinery,	

orange	cones,	

distracting	the	eye	with	neon.	

Each	town	is	the	same	town:	

Pizza	Hut,	Burger	King,	

Walmart,	Dollar	Tree,	

XXX	Video	in	a	block	bunker	

beyond	municipal	boundaries.

I	stop	for	gas,	coffee,	

scrape	beetle	spatter	

from	my	windshield,	

ease	a	crushed	butterfly	

from	my	grill.



	29	
JEANNE	RANA

Pain	Trophy

to	finish	a	pain

to	polish	it

to	set	it	on	a	shelf

with	the	other	trophy	pains

to	stand	before	the	shelf

and	count	them:	one	two	three

to	analyze	their	sizes	weights

the	dull	gleam	of	the	older	ones

	

to	lift	one	down

carry	it	for	a	time

in	my	handbag

to	understand

the	purse	will	feel	too	light

without	a	pain	trophy

	

to	choose	again	tomorrow

the	newest	shiniest	one

show	it	to	my	friend	at	lunch
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	CHERYL	LAURICELLA

	

The	River	

Thirty	percent	loss,	and

the	left	ear	is	worse

the	doctor	said,

facing	me	squarely	and

E	n	u	n	c	i	a	t	i	n	g			C	l	e	a	r	l	y.

	

The	next	day	at	breakfast

Did	you	hear	that?	you	ask

Hear	what?	I	reply

You	didn’t	hear	that?

I	don’t	reply.

	

I	begin	to	understand	how	this

will	flow:

rustling	of	leaves	in	a	summer	breeze,

the	sound	of	your	coffee	cup	

as	you	set	it	on	the	table,

the	purring	of	the	cat,

the	whir	of	fans	and	hummingbird	wings,

grandson’s	softly	whispered	secrets	in	my	ear-

these	will	be	the	first	to	go.

	

Next	-	the	clink	of	glasses	in	a	toast,

conversations	at	a	party,

audience	applause.
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Last	to	go	will	be

the	shouted	words,

the	sirens.	

	

Promise	me	

that	when	the	river	of	sound	

runs	silent,

you	will	still	be	here	

with	your	eloquent	smile

and	your	ocean	blue	eyes,

singing	songs	without	words

for	my	listening	heart.
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LAURA	LIPPMAN

Adjutant	Storks	at	the	Gawahati	Dump

	

Endangered	creatures,	Hargilla,

or	bone	eaters,	hover	over	children	

and	tower	over	trash	piles.

	

Likened	to	Garuda,

the	chariot	bird	of	Vishnu,

then	storks	walk	with	stiff	and	stilted	gait

terrifying	as	pterodactyls.

	

Here	in	Assam,	they	watch	and	preen,

rotate	their	naked	vulture	necks,

and	feed	on	victuals	and	vermin.

They	are	vigilant.	They	stand	guard.

	

Their	five-foot	hulks	shadow

the	looming	stink	of	garbage

that	surrounds	them.	They	are	not	

what	I	expected.

	

Cardboard	and	scrap	metal	huts

shelter	almond-hued	youths	

collecting	and	sorting	through

bleached	whiteness	of	ancient	waste.
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Toddlers	to	teens,	

residents	gather,	glean,

and	separate	bits	and	shards,

sorting	piles	of	colored	foil	and	trinkets.

	

Scraps	become	belts	and	purses,

lanyards	and	bowls	to	sell	at	market.

Kids	and	storks	graze	

on	scavenged	edibles.

	

The	birds	peer	and	shuffle	and	fly,

their	ponderous	wingspans	and	

torpedo	bodies	guard	

the	children	below.

	

As	our	jeep	pulls	away,

I	stash	my	binoculars	as	a	rooster	tail	

of	dust	obscures	the	remaining	storks

and	their	charges.

	

I	am	a	guilty	voyeur,

chastened	as	I	try	to	enjoy	

my	hearty	boxed	lunch.
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JUSTINE	McCABE

The	Cavalry	are	Coming

	

Encircling	Jerusalem,

waving	blue

stars	and	stripes.

	

Protecting

the	chosen:	

settlers

descending

from	“Airplane	Hill”

to	manifest	

their	destiny	

in	the	“Home	of	the	Thirsty.”	

	

Landing,	

these	cowbirds,	

will	un-settle

the	natives;

keep	them

from

slouching

toward	

Bethlehem.

	

Cleaving,	again,	

one	road,	one	body;

wrenching	apart

next	of	kin.
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The	cavalry

will	thunder	off,	

smug	in	the	silence

of	their	averted	gaze.

	

But	who	

will	stop	

issuing

more	tenders

of	antipathy;	

more	units	

of	dispossession?
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KATHLEEN	ZAMBONI	MCCORMICK

A	Long	Day's	Journey:	Christmast	Decorating	with	the	Tyrones

	

Greasy	lemon	and	burnt	dust	assault	your	nose.	That

olfactory	combination	meant	only	one	thing	in	your	house	back	then

—your	mother’s	busy	out-out-damn-spotting	again	(Macbeth,

studied	in	September	with	Sister	T.).	There	she	is.	Vacuuming	under

the	mahogany	dining	room	table.	Chairs	scattered.	Everything

reeking	of	Pledge.	It’s	the	first	day	of	Christmas	decorating,	1971.

But	you	forget	all	about	it	in	your	panic	about	tomorrow’s

Sophomore	English	class	presentation.

“Hi,	Mom!”	

Nothing.

“I’m	ho-o-o-me.”

Just	before	Thanksgiving	and	after	only	three	weeks	at	St.

Michael’s,	Ms.	Winkle,	the	sudden	replacement	for	Sister	T.,	who’s

had	some	kind	of	nervous	breakdown,	empties	a	“Santa	sack	of	old

books”	onto	her	desk.	“Everyone	grab	one!	Quickly	now!”	she	calls.

You	gullibly	imagine	she’s	showering	the	class	with	early	Christmas

presents.	But	once	she	explains	every	student	will	devise	a	“super-

relevant”	presentation	to	“stimulate	the	whole	class	to	read	your

book	over	the	holidays,”	and	that	the	presentations	will	take	up	the

entire	month	of	December,	you	realize	the	gift	is	to	herself.	She

escapes	schoolwork	for	weeks	before	Christmas	while	the	rest	of	you

struggle	to	interest	each	other.	

The	presentations	have	been	mind-numbing,	and	the	Winkle’s

giving	detentions	to	anyone	she	catches	falling	asleep.	So	you’re

understandably	nervous	about	discussing	your	book—Long	Day’s

Journey	Into	Night—because	all	you	think	the	class	can	relate	to	is
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the	Tyrone	family’s	alcoholism.	But	merely	speaking	that	word	aloud

would	doom	you.	While	probably	everyone—including	you—is

related	to	at	least	one	“heavy	drinker,”	alcoholism	is	always	a	family

secret,	never	to	be	discussed	or	admitted.	

Smiling	as	serenely	as	you	can,	you	tap	your	mother’s

shoulder.	She	jumps	so	violently,	her	head	catapults	into	the

underside	of	the	table.	“What	are	you	playing	at,	Bridget?”	She

scrambles	to	her	feet	and	collapses	into	the	closest	chair.	Fingering

the	top	of	her	head,	she	winces.	“There’s	a	bump.”	

You	offer	to	get	ice.	Or	push	the	chairs	back.	She	shakes	her

head.

“C’mon,	you	look	beat,	Mom.	Let’s	have	some	cocoa	with	a

couple	of	Fabiani	cookies.”	The	sisters	Fabiani,	who	live	in	a	tiny

house	across	the	street,	inexplicably	bake	hundreds	of	cookies	in	the

shapes	of	aces	for	Christmas.	Tins	of	them	appear	outside	everyone’s

door	in	your	neighborhood	throughout	December.	Those	Fabianis

really	are	like	two	Strega	Nonas.	Just	thinking	of	their	cookies

soothes	you	and	your	mother.	While	the	sisters	make	aces	in	all	four

suits,	every	year	your	family	gets	more	spades	than	anything	else.	

Back	then,	even	the	oldest	people	in	the	neighborhood

remember	receiving	Christmas	aces	from	long-gone	Fabiani	women,

but	no	one	knows	why	they	make	them.	The	speculation	is	that	old-

old	man	Fabiani	was	a	card	shark	in	the	Depression,	jailed	repeatedly

for	rigging	games,	whose	wife	began	distributing	ace	cookies.

Allegedly	to	remind	people	how	nice	he	was.	And	how	often	he	let

them	win.	Or	fleeced	their	enemies.	Some	say	the	cookies	were	a

veiled	threat	from	Mrs.	F.	that	if	anyone	told	the	cops	more	than	they

already	knew	about	Mr.	F.,	he’d	force	them	to	“eat	their	cards.”	And

the	cards	wouldn’t	be	cookies	when	they	came	from	him.	But	this

tittle-tattle	doesn’t	clarify	why	they	bake	only	aces	or	why	the
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tradition’s	been	carried	on	for	so	long.	You	and	your	mother	are

satisfied	with	the	simple	explanation	that	the	cookies	are	an

important	Fabiani	tradition	whose	origin	is	lost	in	the	annals	of

strange	history	from	your	area	of	Cambridge,	Massachusetts.	

Heating	the	milk,	you	stir	in	sugar	and,	when	the	temperature

feels	right,	cocoa	powder.	None	of	that	Bosco	syrup	for	your	family

like	your	best	friend	Agnes	has,	which	is	so	much	easier.	Your	father

can’t	stand	Bosco	because	it’s	expensive	and	a	“waste-of-his-hard-

earned-money.”	You	lower	the	gas,	stir	more	rapidly,	and	ask	your

mother,	“How’s	your	day	been?”	

But	really,	Bridey,	what	kind	of	question	is	that?	No

Christmas	decorations	out	yet.	No	tree	up.	No	manger.	So,	obviously,

not	good.	She	shakes	her	head,	gingerly	touching	that	bump.	“What

d’you	think?	Cleaning	the	whole	day	long.	Still	getting	ready	to	lug

up	those	filthy	boxes	of	Christmas	decorations.”	You	eat	your	ace,

knowing	not	to	suggest	how	much	time’d	be	saved	if	cleaning	could

occur	after	decorating.	As	you	reach	for	a	second	spade,	your	mother

looks	at	her	watch.	“C’mon,	Bridget.	No	more	cookies!	So	much	to

do	before	your	father	gets	home.	At	least	the	chicken’s	ready	for	the

oven.”

So	you	two	quickly	say	farewell	to	the	fruits	of	the	Fabianis’

Christmas	labors	to	get	on	with	your	own.	You	start	down	the	rickety

cellar	stairs	led	by	your	mother’s	flashlight.	You	learned	long	ago	the

futility	of	asking	why	he	never	had	electricity	installed	down	there	or

why	she	gave	up	fighting	about	it.	“Once	the	boxes	are	up,	you

check	those	damn	Christmas	lights	while	I	put	the	chicken	in	the

oven.”

“Okay,	Mom.	Whatever	you	want.”	

Her	torch	illuminates	ceiling	cobwebs,	broken	chairs,	old

paint	cans,	rusted	snow	shovels,	hedge	clippers,	and	the	disused	oil
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tank	that	smells	of	rotten	eggs.	You	both	hold	your	noses	as	you	pass

it.	“Or	start	by	fitting	the	pieces	of	that	stupid	cellophane	needles

tree	together…only	your	GD	father’d	buy	something	so	cheap	and

ugly	as…”	

She	cuts	herself	off	at	the	sight	of	the	Christmas	boxes,	piled

high	in	the	middle	of	the	cellar,	safe	from	what	your	Italian

grandfather	calls	the	Tivoli	Fountains,	what	the	cellar	walls	become

whenever	there’s	a	bad	rainstorm.	And	your	mother	has	to	fly	up	and

down	the	stairs	in	a	whirl	of	emergency	newspaper	dispersal	to	sop

up	the	flood.	You	join	in	the	frenzy	when	you’re	home	and	can’t

believe	how	heavy	soaked	newspaper	is.	Especially	when	she	has	to

haul	it	up	alone.	Or	that	he	won’t	call	someone	about	those	cellar

walls.

“I’d	love	if	we	could	set	up	that	damn	tree	first	and	do	the

lights	before	he	gets	home.	You	can	work	on	the	manger	while	I’m

cooking.	D’you	think	there’s	time?”	asks	your	mother.	

You	hoist	the	tree	box	on	your	shoulder.	“No	problem.”	You

smile,	knowing	you	can	never	do	all	that	in	one	afternoon.	You’ve

told	your	mother	innocent	white	lies	for	years	because	you	feel	it’s

more	humane	than	the	truth.	Saying	something	like	“It’s	really	too

close	to	dinner	to	start	decorating”	would	be	cruel,	since	she’s

permanently	overwhelmed	by	her	endless	daily	chores.	

And	to	be	fair,	she	has	to	do	too	much.	There’s	the	era’s

typical	mother-tasks,	like	cooking,	cleaning,	and	grocery	shopping.

But	she	does	many	jobs	conventional	for	the	man	of	the	house,

including	plumbing,	plastering,	gutter	cleaning,	inspecting	for

recurring	signs	of	termites,	not	to	mention	all	the	yard	work	and

painting	the	front	porch	every	year	to	disguise	how	bad	the	rest	of

the	house	looks.	

Your	father	wasn’t	breaking	any	gender	boundaries	in
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requiring	her	to	do	this	work.	She	wanted	the	house,	he	argued,	so	it

was	her	responsibility	to	deal	with	it.	You	helped	as	much	as	you

could,	but	all	that	labor	put	you	off	the	very	idea	of	owning	property

for	most	of	your	life.

After	you	and	your	mother	bring	up	the	cartons,	you	open	the

tree	box,	and	three	pieces	tumble	out.	The	only	good	thing	you	can

say	about	that	tree	is	it	weighs	next	to	nothing.	You	easily	assemble

it,	and	your	mother	seems	pleased	until	a	branch	catches	the	light

and	its	lurid	green—not	a	color	that	occurs	in	nature—is	intensified.

“Why	did	I	ever	let	him	buy	that	GD	tree?	Not	that	I	have	a	say	in

anything.”	Remember	how,	watching	your	parents	at	this	point	in

your	life,	you	were	convinced	you’d	never	get	married?

“C’mon,	move	faster,”	she	cries,	and	darts	from	one	carton	to

another,	glancing	at	the	crossed-out	lists	of	what	used	to	be	inside.

“Where	are	the	GD	lights?	Why	can’t	I	find	them?	Why	don’t	we

have	better	boxes?”	Then	she	emits	her	most	familiar	refrain.	“Why

is	there	never	enough	time?	Why	can’t	anything	be	easy?”	

Fortunately,	you	spot	a	box	marked	LIGHTS.	Small	miracle

given	the	chaos.	“Got	’em,”	you	exclaim	with	pretend	cheeriness.	

“Good.	I’ll	find	an	extension	cord.”	She	rushes	out.	“If	your

father	wasn’t	so	GD	cheap,	we’d	have	one	just	for	the	Christmas

lights.	And	it’d	be	right	there	in	that	box,”	echoes	from	the	kitchen.

“He	could	save	us	so	much	time	every	year!	GD	S-O-B!”	

	You	race	to	untangle	the	lights	so	they’re	ready	for	her	to	test

when	she’s	back	because	in	the	horrible	case	that	one	string	doesn’t

work	(definitely	a	possibility,	it’s	happened	before),	you	need	his

permission	to	buy	a	new	one.	And	that	could	take	days.	Every	year

she	repeats—in	varying	states	of	distress—that	buying	a	couple	of

strands	on	an	after-Christmas	sale	to	have	in	reserve	for	next	year

would	save	time	and	money,	but	he’ll	have	none	of	it.	“With	you

two?	Any	extra	lights’d	be	a	continual	temptation	to	put	them	up,
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thinking	I’d	never	be	the	wiser.	Which	I	probably	wouldn’t	because

my	life,	unlike	yours,	doesn’t	revolve	around	that	damn	tree.”	Or

words	to	that	effect.	It’s	hard	to	recall	exactly	since	he	was	always

threatening	the	two	of	you	about	the	dangers	of	buying	something	he

didn’t	approve	of.	He	calculated	the	cost	of	everything	you	two	did,

forever	suspicious	you	were	trying	to	pull	one	over	on	him.	

	She	hurries	back	with	an	extension	cord.	“Can’t	find	one	in

that	GD	mess	of	a	pantry.	Had	to	borrow	this	from	your	bedroom

lamp.	Sorry,	Bridget,”	she	moans.	One	extension	cord	and	two

strings	of	lights.	It’d	cost	less	than	$5.00.	Can’t	he	spend	a	measly

$5.00	to	allow	her	to	be	happy	at	Christmas?	Your	mother,	with	some

weeping	and	more	GDs,	and	constantly	checking	her	watch,	plugs	in

the	extension	cord	to	test	the	first	string.	It	works.	You	pat	her	back.

She’s	so	rigid.	“Sit	down,	Mom.	I’ll	test	the	lights.	Or	put	the

chicken	in.”	

“Oh,	I	don’t	know.”	She	hesitates,	wiping	her	eyes.	“All

right.	Make	sure	the	temperature’s	reached	three	seventy-five.	And

add	in	the	potatoes.”	Then	she	shrieks,	“God,	no!	They’re	not	ready

yet.	Where	does	the	damn	time	go?”	

You	run	to	the	kitchen,	not	wanting	to	leave	her	alone	for

long.	Leaning	against	the	stove,	you	take	some	slow,	deep	breaths,

like	the	counselor	at	school	recommends.	The	oven	isn’t	even	warm.

She	hasn’t	turned	it	on.	Ramming	the	pan	in,	you	set	it	to	450.	You

realize	how	hungry	you	are	and	snarf	another	Fabiani	cookie.	Then

shove	an	extra	one	into	your	pocket.

“What	took	you	so	long?	I’ve	already	checked	two	more

strings.”	She	rubs	her	forehead	and	grabs	the	final	strand	to	test.

They	start	blinking.	

“What	the	hell?”	she	yells.	“You	know	I	hate	flashing	lights!

They	kill	my	head.”	She	stares	in	disbelief	at	the	blinking	in	her

hand.	“Help	me,	Bridget!	Who	could’ve	done	this?	We’ll	all	end	up
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with	migraines.”	

“Maybe	I	hit	the	flash	switch	by	mistake	when	I	put	them

away	last	year,”	you	say,	recalling	her	insistence	on	packing	the

lights	herself.	Another	little	white	lie.

You	push	the	button	that	stops	the	blinking.	“See,	Mom?	No

problem.”	

“Since	he’s	not	home	yet	and	they’re	all	working,	let’s	plug

them	together	and	get	on	with	it,”	your	mother	says	wearily.	She

needs	to	prepare	the	rest	of	the	food.	You	have	to	work	on	Long

Day’s	Journey.	Nonetheless,	you	fetch	the	stepladder.	

And	like	every	other	year,	she	weaves	the	lights	too	close

together.	

“Well,	Bridey?	Are	they	good?	Symmetrical?”

“They	look	perfect”	is	almost	out	of	your	mouth	when	it	hits

you	that	this	white	lie	causes	her	more	anguish	in	the	long	run.	So

you	say,	“Mom,	now	that	the	tree’s	getting	wider,	remember	we	need

to	spread	the	strands	out,	or—”	

She	glares	at	you	and	stumbles	down	the	ladder.	“You	sound

like	your	GD	father!	‘Too	many	lights	at	the	top,	Elda!	Have	to	do

the	whole	thing	over	again!’”	she	says	in	a	mock-Dad	voice.	“When

the	point	is	I’m	so	damn	annoyed	we	don’t	have	a	couple	more

strands,	I	could	knock	the	tree	over	right	now.	Throw	it	out	the

window	and	be	done	with	it.”	Your	mother’s	more	upset	than	usual

with	Christmas	decorating.	Once	you	leave	for	college,	she	never

puts	the	big	tree	up	again,	settling	for	a	two-foot	“table	tree”	from

CVS	with	lights	already	attached.	She	eventually	gives	you	the	light

strings	and	most	of	the	ornaments,	which	you	use	faithfully,	always

buying	the	largest	tree	that’ll	fit	wherever	you’re	living.	You	have

thousands	of	lights.

You	hug	her	tightly,	as	if	your	arms	can	contain	her	emotions.
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But	really,	how	could	they?	Truth	be	told,	Bridey,	you	can	barely

repress	your	own	feelings	at	fifteen,	and	remember	how	you	fell

apart	in	your	twenties?	Inevitable	really.	She	shoves	you	away.	She

runs	her	hand	over	the	tree	and	that	bottom	lightless	expanse.	All	the

lights	start	blinking.	She	must	have	touched	one	of	the	flash	buttons.

“Quick,	Bridget!	Put	some	lamps	on	so	I	can	find	that	GD	switch	and

stop	it!”	she	shouts.	You	turn	on	both	end-table	lights	and	all	four

bulbs	in	the	floor	lamp	your	grandparents	gave	them	because	the

living	room	is	so	dark.	

“Don’t	worry,	Mom,	we	never	get	the	lights	right	the	first

time.	But	once	up,	they’re	easier	to	fix.”	Back	to	lying.	You	saw	the

consequence	of	the	truth.	“Promise	me,”	you	continue,	feeling	that

backup	Fabiani	cookie	in	your	pocket,	“you’ll	wait	for	me	to	redo

them	tomorrow.”

“We	didn’t	ever	get	the	potatoes	ready,”	she	sighs.	

Then	the	door	bangs.	Your	father.	

Before	taking	his	coat	off,	he	sniggers	at	the	tree.	“Oh,	you

messed	the	lights	up	again.	Too	many	on	top,	not	enough	for	the

bottom.	You	two’d	have	lights	everywhere	if	you	had	your	choice.”

She	shrinks	into	the	couch.

“And	what	the	hell	are	all	these	lamps	doing	on?”	he	snarls.

“You	have	stock	in	the	electric	company?	Is	that	what	I’m	working

for?”	He	looks	at	you.	“And	what	about	your	homework,	Missy?”

And	you’re	transported	into	Long	Day’s	Journey.	It’s

amazing	how	much	that	play	affected	you	back	then.	

Your	father	charges	over	to	the	floor	lamp	and	fiddles	with	its

switches.	“This	ridiculous	contraption	from	your	parents,	Elda.

Enough	bulbs	for	the	whole	house.	We’ll	give	it	back	for	Christmas.

No	need	to	spend	good	money	on	those	two	lushes.”	

Near	the	end	of	Long	Day’s	Journey,	it’s	so	terrible	when
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Tyrone	starts	switching	off	all	the	lightbulbs,	extinguishing	one	light	for

each	family	member,	Mary,	Edmund,	and	Jamie.	

“Don’t	you	two	do	the	tree	lights	in	the	dark	to	see	them	better?”

your	father	sneers,	turning	off	an	end-table	lamp.	When	the	stage

directions	say	Tyrone	“clicks	out	another	bulb,”	you	could	die	with	the

pain	of	so	much	cruelty.	It’s	suddenly	obvious	that	making	your	mother

happy	at	Christmas	would	require	a	lot	more	than	five	dollars.	

“And	the	tree’s	blinking.”	He	laughs.	“I	thought	you	hated

blinking	lights,	Elda?”	He	shuts	off	the	other	table	lamp,	the	final	one,

and	sits	down,	continuing	to	taunt	her.	When	Tyrone	turns	out	the	third

bulb,	you	know	he’s	sucked	the	life	out	of	everyone.	

Your	mother’s	still	feeling	for	the	button	that	stops	the	blinking

when	she	hits	the	off	switch	instead.	And	then	you	are	all	completely	in

the	dark,	with	only	the	streetlamp	casting	a	distorted	shadow.	

The	last	line	of	the	play	is	a	series	of	stage	directions:	“She

stares	before	her	in	a	sad	dream.	Tyrone	stirs	in	his	chair.	Edmund	and

Jamie	remain	motionless.”	

Your	mother	stares	before	her	as	if	in	a	sad	dream.	

The	Tyrones	agonizingly	reveal	every	one	of	their	family

secrets.	“I’ve	always	hated	this	town	and	everyone	in	it,”	Mary	Tyrone

says.	Their	summer	house	was	“wrong	from	the	start.”	Why	did	your

father	have	to	call	your	grandparents	lushes?	And	go	on	about	too	many

lights	at	the	top	of	the	tree?	

When	they’re	not	divulging	family	secrets,	the	Tyrones	lie—like

when	Mary	demands	Jamie	respect	his	father	because	he’s	at	“the	top	of

his	profession”	when	we	all	know	Tyrone’s	a	hack.	Why	do	you	lie	to

your	mother	without	giving	it	a	second	thought?	Look	how	easily	you

say	“No	problem”	to	her	when	there	are	so	many	problems.	Your	family

feels	just	like	the	Tyrones.	You	all	spend	a	lot	of	time	pretending.

Your	mother’s	sobbing	on	the	couch.	Desperate.	Cornered.
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Defeated.	Like	Mary	Tyrone.	She	doesn’t	confront	your	father	the	way

she	used	to.	Nothing	for	years	about	the	lack	of	electricity	in	the	cellar.

She’ll	complain	to	you,	but	not	to	him	anymore,	about	having	too	few

Christmas	lights	or	so	little	time	because	he	demands	too	much	of	her.

It’s	like	she’s	falling	further	and	further	behind	every	day,	and	gradually

abandoning	hope.	Everyone	surrenders	to	the	bleakness	and	emptiness

of	everything	by	the	end	of	Long	Day’s	Journey.

Just	like	Tyrone,	your	father	stirs	in	his	chair.	

He	could	be	James	Tyrone.	So	tight-fisted.	So	suspicious.

Always	going	on	about	things	that	waste	his	money,	whether	it’s	Bosco,

Christmas	decorations,	or	paint	for	the	front	porch.	And	he	and	Tyrone

never	stop	ranting	how	having	too	many	lights	on	will	make	them	poor

and	the	electric	company	rich.	Mary	gets	hooked	on	morphine	because

James	is	too	cheap	to	pay	for	a	good	doctor.	Your	father’s	too	cheap	to

buy	an	extra	extension	cord.

Like	Edmund	and	Jamie,	you	remain	still.	

You	squeeze	the	ace	cookie	in	your	pocket	until	it’s	just	crumbs.

As	your	family	blurs	into	the	characters	in	the	play,	you	tremble.	You

think	of	your	mother	threatening	to	throw	the	tree	out	the	window.	Of

all	her	and	Mary’s	frustrations	and	regrets.	Of	your	father	not

appreciating	anything	she	does.	Focusing	only	on	money,	money,

money.	But	there	still	never	seems	to	be	any.	Of	course,	when	he	died,

you	discovered	there	was	a	lot,	which	really	only	increased	his

similarity	to	Tyrone.

You’re	panting.	Sweating	all	over.	Heart	pounding.	Stomach

clenched.	These	thoughts	are	hardly	preparing	you	for	the	presentation.

Not	at	all.	Gripping	the	rough	upholstery,	you	try	to	take	a	deep	breath

but	can’t	as	bile	rises	in	your	throat.

You	rush	to	the	bathroom,	slamming	the	door.	Holding	your	hair

back	with	one	hand,	you	grip	the	toilet	seat	with	the	other	and	vomit
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repeatedly.	You	try	to	forget	that	your	parents	are	in	the	next	room

and	can	hear	you.	That	they’ve	both	known	about	your	condition	for

a	while.	That	nothing	is	done	to	help	you.	Like	the	Tyrones	with

Edmund’s	TB.	It	takes	you	at	least	another	fifteen	years	to	fully	rid

yourself	of	that	behavior.	

You	clean	and	flush	the	toilet,	then	wash	your	hands	and	face,

telling	yourself	you	don’t	live	with	such	elaborate	pretenses	every

day	of	your	life	only	to	blurt	out	to	the	whole	class	how	the	Flahertys

are	just	like	the	Tyrones.	You	quietly	turn	the	doorknob	and	hurry	to

your	room,	escaping	Mary	and	James	in	the	living	room.	

And	it	is	only	then,	alone	in	your	bedroom	after	your	purge,

that	you	construct	the	presentation	topic.	It’s	those	crumbs	in	your

pocket	that	give	you	the	idea.	You’ll	bring	in	the	tin	of	ace	cookies

and	talk	about	“the	implications	of	lost	versus	remembered

histories,”	contrasting	the	Fabianis	with	the	Tyrones.	It	will	all	be

innocuous,	focused,	even	possibly	funny,	given	those	Fabianis.	The

class	will	love	the	gossipy	story	about	old	gamblin’	Fabiani,	and	the

comic	Fabianis	will	contrast	well	with	the	tragic	Tyrones.	You’ll

encourage	everyone	to	speculate	what	those	cookies	could	possibly

mean.	“And	why	only	aces?”	you’ll	probe	them.	

In	school	the	next	day,	no	mention	was	made	of	blinking

Christmas	lights.	No	fathers	turning	off	bulb	after	bulb.	No	desperate

and	overwhelmed	mothers.	No	problem,	you	told	yourself	then.

Long	Day’s	Journey	didn’t	seem	remotely	relevant	to	you.	After	all,

you	reasoned,	you	were	only	grasping	around	to	find	a	topic.	It	was

just	ideas.	Not	like	anything	out	of	the	ordinary	really	happened.

“There	are	enough	cookies	for	everyone	to	have	two,”	you	told	the

class.

And	there	were.	You	learned	to	protect	yourself	in	whatever

ways	you	could,	and	repression	and	denial	continued	to	work	for	you
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for	many	more	years.	Until	everything	came	crashing	down.	But

that’s	another	story.	This	is	a	story	of	triumph	and	by	definition	has	a

happy	ending.
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	T.J.	McGUIRE

	

What	I	Learned	from	Dad	

about	Balance,	Doneness

and	Sim	Sala	Bim

	

If	a	job	was	right,	he’d	say,

you	should	be	able	to	place	a	level	on	it

and	find	it	true,	the	bubble	centered

evenly	between	workload	and	wage.

That	if	a	job	is	a	rock	band

traveling	cross	country	for	a	series	of	sold-out	gigs,

don’t	be	afraid	to	be	the	member

most	likely	to	bail,	mid-tour,

if	the	balance	in	the	universe	is	off.

	

I	remembered	this	on	my	third	day	at	Long	John’s,

cradling	an	enormous	block	of	pig	fat	from	prep	room	to	fryer,	

hands	caked,	plastic	glove-fingers	goopy

with	what	later	hardens	inside	arteries	like	waxy	plaque.

	

Every	morning	for	three	days,

the	shift	manager	would	disappear	into	the	men’s	room

for	forty-five	minutes,	pull	himself	out

from	whatever	dark	place	he	had	vanished,

then	reappear	when	it	was	time	to	unlock	the	front	doors,

rabbit	from	a	top	hat,	flushed.
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He	left	me	alone	each	day	to	wing	it,

to	self-train	as	I	dunked	white	fish	into	batter:

chicken,	pups,	popcorn	shrimp,

the	pop-spatter-hiss	of	hot	oil	on	my	fingers,

hand,	wrist,	four-point-dropping	debatable	fresh-catch

into	the	corners	of	two	square	vats,

plus	a	piece	in	the	center	like	the	dots	on	a	pair	of	dice

rolled	double	fives,	done	when	they	became

dead	sea-life	floating	belly-up,

fished	these	out	with	a	strainer,

then	dumped	them,	still	sizzling,

on	a	rack	beneath	red	heated	lamps.

	

When	I	was	younger,	I	hovered	around	the	patio

to	watch	dad	cook	rib-eyes	on	the	grill.

He	showed	me	a	trick	on	how	to	touch-test	the	steaks

to	decide	when	they	were	done.

	

Day	three	at	Long	John’s:	done.	

The	job	had	tilted	out	of	true	horizontal.	

The	touch-test	told	me	to	bolt	without	saying	a	word.	

I	did—gone	like	a	rabbit	under	the	craft

of	some	disgruntled	hocus-pocus.
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Physician,	Heal	Thy	Self

	

To	self-medicate

a	self-diagnosis

makes	me	both

patient	and	prescriber.

You’d	like	to	know

what	I	have

that	would	justify

black	market	meds,	but

under	doctor-patient

confidentiality,

I	can	legally

disclose	neither

what	I	have

nor	what	I	take.
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GAIL	NIELSEN

This	is	Ovid	and	I	Shall	Tell	You

	

How	many	more	nights

should	I	sleep	on	this

mattress	without	you

how	long	

’til	more	than

insights	and	images

move	in	closer

	

one	last	time

you	asked	“when”

	

—someday,	someday

and	another	day

I	will	tell	you	more

	

so	you	gave	up

trying	to	find	out

called	it

	“you	just	being	you”

and	I	should	stop	

fanning	the	mystery
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Time	passes,

the	Holy	Spirit	wind	blows	

					there	is	a	quickening

and	I	want	you	to	know	all	of	it

yesterday

a	woman	comes	alive

at	the	hands	of	gods

all	because	the	man

carves

and	prays

with	utmost	precision.

How	first-century	is	that?

How	politically	incorrect

or	absolutely	true

she	is	made	right

before	our	very	eyes.

There	is	nothing	George	Bernard	Shaw	about	it.

This	is	Ovid.

	

I	am	almost	ready	to

give	myself	to	us

but	first

I	give	myself	permission	

to	be	partial,	to	weave	this

quiet	carpet	for	my	self,

with	supreme	imperfection	

an			opening	

for	the	spirit	

world	to	enter	

the	ground	on	which	we	walk
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Hush	we,	brother,

like	heavy	feather	coats

the	kingdom	of	secret	love	is	upon	us.

	

besides

I’ve	sewn	perfectly	even

stitches	my	whole	life

together

what	else	do	we	have	to	look	to

but	the	heavens	for	fashioning	perfection?

	

Flawless-the-Myth

is	the	great	corrective

for	a	blameless	sin	like	ours

correctives	make	holy

perfect	breaks	and	makes	practice

	

I	text	you	and	we	meet	in	Toronto
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How	to	Heal	a	Summer	Cold	

	

you	have	a	summer	cold

you	got	from	a	man

not	exactly	a	germ

more	like	the	viral	unknown,

from	the	bitter	air	of	his	false	being

tossed	

and	accidentally	caught

that	left	you	shivering

from	the	marrow	out

the	night	you	told	him

what	they	did	to	you

more	than	once	

upon	that	time

and	he	came	back	with	

mostly	nothing,

a	garage	sale	chalice

empty	of	compassion

until	

finally,	his	heart	

went	out

to	the	perps

who	must	need	prayers

	

though	he	would	have	you

believe	otherwise

no,	his	mere	presence,	for	hours

or	the	better	part	of	a	decade

would	never	be	enough
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to	validate	a	woman	

such	as	you

and	he	knows	

by	now	

he	should	have

become	a	man	of	a	higher	order

or	even	a	man’s	man

	

you	caught	his	cold,

but	your	spiritual	immunity	is	strong

	

For	your	body

take	vitamin	C

and	few	visitors,

inject	mistletoe.

Take	sun	and	wind,

hot	water	baths	with	oils,	

therapeutic	grade	mint	and	lavender.

Swathe	the	soft	pink	shawl

you	draped	over	the	night	with	him

as	you	lay	

salt	salve	and	rose	petals	

on	your	heart	and	thighs	

all	night,	all	day

warmth	

as	first	lover

Recover

the	temperature	of	Jesus
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Remembering	(Clare)

	

When	I	wrote	that	second	year

essay	on	Benedict	and	Francis

images	of	high	stone	walls	

the	monastery	boundary

caressed	by	tall	grasses	

lived	in	me	for	weeks

	

the	actual	winds	of	Umbria

blew	across	

fields	of	my	heart

rhythms	

of	the	daily	tasks

evensong

and	seed	row	patterns

lilted	

in	my	blood

	

Ben’s	sister	—and	what	she	knew

						that	he	didn’t.

I	was	a	companion	to	Francis

traveling	with	him	

discovering	

						what	he	couldn’t,

																								a	snare	before	him	in	the	brush,

that	God	

surely	

loved	him	anyway,

ease	in	the	fawn’s	eyes

resting	her	head	on	his	thigh
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What	we	women	have	seen.

	

there	are	days	

we’ve	torn	off	these	robes,

the	medals	

with	them

	

but	whenever	we	take	them	on

beneath	halo

	over	thorns	

		to	scapula

			released

	

we	lower

the	suspended	metal		

with	care

for	inside	

are	many	secrets

of	love
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ROCHELLE	JEWEL	SHAPIRO

You/Me

	

The	pour	of	the	dark

roast	into	the	coffee	mug

with	your	photo	on	it,	the	heat

it	brings	to	my	lips.

												Table	for	two,

																																																		set	for	one.

	

Through	the	window,	pine	trees	hold	armfuls

of	winter,	the	winter	of	you	not	with	me.	The	pane

reflects	my	face	like	a	ghostly	selfie	I	can’t	send	you,

the	you

who	will	return,	not	you,

the	you

who	will	roll	in	on	a	walker,

																																	rollator,

it’s	called,	which	you	keep	calling

																																			Roto-Rooter,

when	you	phone	from	the	Home	to	ask	me

to	order	soap	when	you	mean	lotion.

	

Spring,	in	the	medieval	garden,

amid	oxeyes	and	yarrow	and	unfurling	ferns,

our	laughter	when	a	monarch	landed

on	your	bold	nose.
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I	live	between	the	honk	of	geese,	their	shadows	fleeing,

between	shuddering	pixels	of	night,

your	wedding	ring.

	

Sixty	years	ago,	in	summer,

you,	a	strapping	seventeen,	me,	fourteen,

me

																																	on	tiptoe

when	I	kissed	you.

	

Will	you	still	be	my	lover?

The	pines,	their	armfuls	of	winter.
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Five	Months	Since	I've		Seen	Him

	

Hunched,	he	rolls	toward	me,	bruises	blooming	on	his	hands

that	grip	the	rollator,	he	rolls	toward	me,	his	shadow	wavering

on	the	faux	gold	damask	wallpaper.

	

I	stand	in	the	doorway

of	room	101

in	the	Century	Hotel,	where	we	must	stay

until	the	handicapped	bathroom	and	the	lift

are	finished	in	our	home.

His	eyes,	damp	brown	agates

above	the	blue	of	his	pandemic	mask.

	

This	is	my	husband,	whose	arms

used	to	hold	me,	arms	used	to	lift	me.

	

September	10th	he	strode	into	St.	Francis	Hospital,

all	6’4”	of	him,	for	open-heart	surgery.	A	rare	fluke:

his	legs	weakened,	his	sphincter	muscles	were	paralyzed,

his	memory	shot.

	

Sequestered	in	his	room	during	Covid	outbreaks,

sequestered	with	a	mute	man	who	could	only	blink,

isolated	again,	again,	having	to	stay	three	extra	weeks

to	receive	his	final	vaccine.	Once	you	get	the	first

in	a	nursing	home,	the	state	will	not	allow	you

to	get	the	follow-up	anywhere	else.

Then	came	the	snowstorm	that	kept	him	longer.

He	rolls	closer	on	his	rollator.

	

We	cry	out	each	other’s	names.
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Stumbling	Into	a	Poem

	

Wind	howls	and	shrieks	like	storybooks	say.

The	neighbor’s	German	shepherd	ululates	along

each	night	of	my	first	country	winter,	my	first

without	you	in	sixty	years.	I	hear	a	spirit

scrape	its	chains	across	the	attic	floor,

and	the	rapping	of	a	poltergeist	trapped

in	the	heating	pipes.

	

Each	time	you	phone	from	the	nursing	home,

I	hear	that	same	old	woman	in	the	background

singing	the	same	off-key	song

from	the	sticky	ratchet	of	her	throat.

It’s	like	stumbling	into	an	Anne	Sexton	poem.

La,	la,	la.	The	music	swims	back	to	me.

	

Don’t	repeat	yourself,	I	beg	you

when	you	tell	me,	over	and	over—

Marty	has	been	my	best	friend	since	high	school

and	we	both	married	Rockaway	girls	the	very	same	year.

	

I	know.	I	knew	you	since	high	school.

I	went	to	Marty’s	wedding	with	you.

We	danced	to	their	wedding	song—

“The	First	Time	Ever	I	Saw	Your	Face.”

	

You	were	so	tall	then,	your	dark	curls	thick.

That	time,	the	way	you	looked	at	me,	I	wanted	to	see

myself	like	that	forever.

	

The	wind	has	lost	its	breath.

The	neighbor’s	shepherd	skulks

around	his	rimed	yard.



	62	
	ERIKA	SLUSHER

Defund	the	Police

Defund	the	Police	because	Black	Lives,		

They	Matter	

How	many	times	must	we	watch	

As	they	batter	

AMERICANS,	you	

Are	American	too

And	don’t	say	ALL	lives	matter,

Especially	Blue!	

The	ashes	are	scattered		

And	songs	they	are	sung	

As	women	are	pillaged	and		

Men,	they	are	hung	

But	what	is	the	answer?	

Who	is	in	question?

Nobody’s	open	to	any	suggestions

It’s	strange	

How	we	all	think	our	voice	should	be	heard	

But	nobody	listens	to	God’s	Word	

Anymore…	

Doors	just	keep	slamming	in	all	of	our	faces	

We	shout	at	each	other		

Because	of	our	races	

He	paces,	she	sits	

We	cry	and	we	wait

If	we	defund	police	

Will	we	bankrupt
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The	hate?	

The	answer	is	NO!

The	time	it	is	NOW!

To	stop	asking	WHO?

And	figure	out	HOW

Let’s	turn	our	sights

Upon	the	West

Colorado	beats	its	chest

Marching	to	a	different	tune

They’ve	made	astounding	leaps

Since	June

Social	Workers,	EMT’s

Are	listening	to	the	cries	and	pleas

Of	people	who	don’t	need	policing

Arrests	and	anger

Subsiding,	decreasing

People	are	living

More	like	the	wealthy

With	our	basic	needs	met

Our	minds	are	more	HEALTHY!

People,	we	are	in	a	fight

But	not	with	each	other

It’s	for	our	own	HUMAN	RIGHTS!

Let	bygones	be	bygones

The	old	pass	away

Should	we	defund	police?

Or	refund	a	new	way?
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JAYNE	SOSLAND

	

Here	You	Are:	The	Questionnaire

	

	

1.	Which	of	these	has	happened	to	you?	

	

Assault

Hitting

Punching

Verbal	Abuse

Neglect

Physical	Abuse

Spanking

Harassment

Strangulation/Choking

Intimate	Partner	Violence	(IPV)

Drugging

Degradation

Aggression

Abuse	Through	Food

	

	

2.	How	about	these?

	

Molested

Raped

Sexually	Assaulted

Intimidated

Inappropriately	Touched
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Exploited

Groomed

Bullied

Violated

Sexually	Abused

	

	

3.	Who	hurt	you?

	

Father

Mother

Friend

Stepparent

Other	Relative

Guardian

Stranger

Teacher

Member	of	Clergy

Neighbor

Counselor	or	Therapist

Municipal	Authority	Figure	

Customer

Medical	Professional	

Intimate	

Tradesperson	

Boss

Colleague

Politician

Peer

Coach

Other	__________________________
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4.	Of	the	following	people	who	does/did	not	love	you	that	should	have?

	

Parent	

Guardian

Sibling

Grandparent

Spouse

Partner

Self

Other_________________

	

	

5.	Overarchingly,	do/did	you	feel	loved	and	valued?	

	

Yes	

	

No	

	

	

6.	Is	the	past	more	real	for	you	than	the	present?

	

Yes

	

No

	

	

7.	Can	you	envision	healing	without	harming	yourself?	

	

Yes

	

No
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8.	Have	you	found	love?

	

Yes

	

No

	

	

9.	Does	anger	create	power?

	

Yes

	

No

	

	

10.	Which	applies(d)	to	you?

	

Cancer

Blindness

Hearing	Loss/Impairment

Neurological	Disorder

Kidney	Disease

Liver	Disease

Mental	Illness

Gastrointestinal	Issues/Disease

Heart	Disease

Skin	Issues

Migraines

Surgery

Respiratory	Illness

Auto	Immune	Disease

UTIs

Diabetes
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Grief

Multiple	Sclerosis

Bone	Disease

Constipation

STD

Incontinence

Covid-19

Other____________________

	

11.	Have	you,	or	a	loved	one,	been	a	victim	of	or	perpetrated	any	of

these?

	

Lies

Slander

False	Accusation

Betrayal

	

	

12.	Which	applies(d)	to	you:

	

Sex	work	(in	person)

Sex	work	(virtual	or	by	phone)

Stripping

Servitude

Submission

Domination

Promiscuity

Pornography

Other____________________________
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13.	Which	applies(d)	to	your	parent	(or	guardian)?

	

Submission

Domination

Pornography

None	of	these

	

	

14.	Have	you	had	these	happen	to	you?	

	

Arrested

Detained

Questioned

Court-mandated

Subjected	to	Excessive	Force	

	

	

15.	Which	applies(d)	to	you:

	

Parentless

Adopted

Fostered

Homeless

Evicted

Transient

Marginalized

Truant

Vilomah
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16.		Which	have	you	experienced?	

	

Poverty

Hunger	

Unemployment

Homelessness

Debt

Deadbeat	Dad

Furlough

Layoff

	

	

17.	Have	you	experienced	any	these?	

	

Divorce

Separation

Abandonment

Death

Suicide

Caring	for	the	Sick	or	Dying	

Bereavement	

Loss

	

	

18.	Who	do/did	you	live	with	from	ages

	

0-5:		______________________________________

6-11:	_____________________________________

12-17:	____________________________________

18-23:	____________________________________
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24-29:	____________________________________

30-35:	____________________________________

36-43:	____________________________________

44-	51:	___________________________________

52-59:	____________________________________

60-70:	____________________________________

71-81:	____________________________________

82-92:	____________________________________

Other:	___________________________________

	

19.	Have	you	spent	time	in	any	of	these	places?

	

Jail

Prison

Rehab

Military

Juvenile	Detention

Private	School

Therapeutic	Boarding	School

Treatment	Program

Alternative	School	

Boarding	School

Psychiatric	Hospital

Summer	Camp

Military	School

Vacation	Condo

Senior-Living	Facility

Monastery

Chalet

Nursing	Home

Resort
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20.		Which	are	factors	in	your	feelings	of	isolation	or	otherness?	

	

Race

Religion

Gender

Upbringing

Sexual	Orientation

Sexual	Identity

Color

Ethnicity

Creed

Pandemic

Height

Weight

Country	of	Origin

Accent

Speech	Impediment

Age

Trauma

Origin	Story

Other	___________________

None	of	these

	

	

21.	Which	have	you	caused	or	suffered?	

	

Car	or	Motorcycle	Accident(s)

Bike	Accident

Minor	Injury

Major	Injury
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Brain	Damage

Incapacitation

Disability

Amputation

Stitches

STD

Fracture

Knifing

Mugging

Burglary

Robbery

Arson

Fire

Slashing

Gagging

Bondage

Trauma

Gunshot	Wound

Kidnapping

Hostage

Pandemic

Riot

	

	

22.	Are,	or	were,	you	a	fighter?	

	

Yes

	

No
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23.	Which	three	words	define	love	for	you?

	

1.	____________________

	

2._____________________

	

3._____________________

	

	

24.		Are	you	ashamed	of	your	fantasies?

	

Yes

	

No

	

	

25.		On	a	scale	from	1	-	5	how	much	do	you	fear	God?

	

1.	Not	at	all

2.	A	little

3.	Somewhat

4.	Significantly

5.	Tremendously

	

	

26.	Is	it	true	that	we	are	born	alone	and	that	we	die	alone?

	

Yes

	

No
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27.	Do	you	know	how	to	float?

	

Yes

	

No

	

	

28.	What	would	you	change	about	yourself	if	you	could?	

	

Height	

Hair	

Complexion

Weight	

Lips	

Eyes	

Nose

Breasts	

Ass	

Feet	

Hands	

Genitals	

Sex	

Age

Disability

Disease

Other______________________
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29.	On	a	scale	from	1	–	5	how	much	do	you	agree	with	the	following

statement:

“This	is	not	what	I	had	in	mind.”

	

1.	Not	at	all

2.	Somewhat

3.	Do	not	agree	or	disagree

4.	Agree

5.	Strongly	agree

	

	

30.		Are	you	seen?

	

Yes

	

No

	

31.	

Pregnancies?	(#___)

Abortions?	(#___)

Miscarriages?	(#___)

Births?	(#___)

Living	children?	(#___)

	

	

32.	Do	you	have	children?	

	

Yes

	

No	(If	no,	skip	to	question	35)
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33.	On	a	scale	from	1-5	how	much	do	you	agree	with	the	following

statement:

“I’m	sorry.	I	thought	I	could	trust	him	(her/them).”

	

1.	Not	at	all

2.	Somewhat

3.	Do	not	agree	or	disagree

4.	Agree

5.	Strongly	agree

	

	

34.	Do	you	agree	or	disagree	with	the	following	statement:

“I	am	doing	a	better	job	than	my	mother/father	did.”

	

Yes

	

No

	

Unsure

	

	

35.	Of	the	following	who	has	stopped	speaking	to	you	or	who	have	you

stopped	speaking	to?		

	

Parent(s)	

Guardian

Child(ren)

Sibling(s)	

Grandparent(s)	

Self

Intimate
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Other	Relative(s)

Friend(s)	(#____)

Other_____________________

	

	

36.	Which	of	the	following	applies(d)	to	you?	

	

Depression

Anxiety

OCD

Apathy

Learning	Disabilities

ADHD

Hostility

Hoarding

Anger

Aggression

Leaving	the	Body

Sadism

Jealousy

Loneliness

Hopelessness

Body	Dysmorphia

Overachieving

Suicidal	Ideation

Eating	Disorder	

Sarcasm

Self-Harm	

Trust	Issues

Paranoia



	79	
Negligence

Self-Doubt

Panic	Attacks

PTSD

Inadequacy

Self-Blame

Plastic	Surgery

Low	Self-Esteem

Desire	to	Kill

Narcissism	

Other________________________

	

	

37.	Have	you	had	an	unhealthy	relationship	or	addiction	to	any	of	the

following?

	

Alcohol

Drugs

Caffeine

Food

People	

Shopping

Sex

Video	Games

Anger

Technology

Porn

Other__________________________

None	of	these
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38.	Who	of	the	following	have	you	verbally,	emotionally	or	physically

mistreated?

	

Parent(s)

Guardian(s)

Child(ren)

Friend(s)

Sibling(s)

Intimate	

Neighbor(s)

Grandparent(s)

Stranger(s)

The	Elderly

Counselor(s)/Therapist(s)

Staff/Attendants

Self

Student(s)

Servers

Employee(s)

Employer(s)

Co-worker(s)

None	of	these

	

	

39.		Do	you	often	get	high	or	drink?

	

Yes

	

No
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40.	What	do	you	hope	to	get	out	of	your	relationships	in	three	words?

	

1.______________________

	

2.______________________

	

3.______________________

	

	

41.	Do/did	you	wish	to	be	rescued?

	

Yes

	

No	(if	no,	skip	to		Question		43)

	

	

42.	Of	the	following,	who	do/did	you	think	should	(have)/would/could

rescue(d)	you?

	

Parent

Therapist

Member	of	Clergy

Dealer

Teacher/Professor

Lover	

Friend

Celebrity

Political	Figure

Self

Artist
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Youtuber

Sponsor

God

Other__________________

None	of	these

	

	

43.		Does	reverence	ameliorate	anguish?	

	

Yes

	

No

	

44.		Is	pain	transmutable?

	

Yes

	

No

	

45.		When	you	hold	your	breath	does	it	feel	like	time	stops?

	

Yes

	

No

	

46.		Are	you	present	now?

	

Yes

	

No
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All	statements	in	this	questionnaire	have	been	answered	truthfully	and

without	malice	to	the	best	of	my	abilities.	

	

	

Please	sign	below:

	

	

	

Signature

	

Date:
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SARAMANDA	SWIGART

Ingredients

	

They	say	salt

was	once	so	precious

that	soldiers	were	paid	in	it—a	salary.	

	

A	common,	bitter	thing

I	add	salt’s	tear-tang	to	the	dough

and	feel	my	wrist	and	bicep	work	

	

(the	ingredients	of	my	life

are	not	measurable	things

though	I	feel	them	pulse	just	out	of	sight)	

	

now	I	see	the	sight	I	always	see

out	the	kitchen	window

as	I	knead	and	knead	and	knead	

	

the	dough	in	which	ingredients	

quicken	into	warm	life

and	in	a	Zoom	meeting	

	

a	colleague	notices

that	I	knead	harder

when	the	topic	turns	sour	

	

the	dough,	ecstatic,	accepts

my	worry	and	springs

back	into	my	hands,	better	for	it
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just	six	ingredients—

the	starter	that	I	feed	every	day

like	those	two	chameleons	

	

in	the	terrarium	were	fed	a	meal	of	crickets,

that	life	for	this	one

the	lizards	used	to	escape	and	

	

	

my	mother	always	found	them

hiding	in	the	curtains	having

turned	the	fabric’s	soft	dove	gray	

	

flour	soft,	sifted	through	fingers,

precious	now,	shop	shelves	bare	of	it

I	try	not	to	spill,	superstitious,	

	

the	way	they	used	to	throw	some

salt	over	their	shoulder	if	they	spilled

in	the	eye	of	the	devil	

	

too	many	devils	now—a	country

so	riddled	with	devils	that	quarantine

takes	on	the	proportions	of	biblical	trial—	

	

are	we	worth	saving?—whose	life	for	whose?	

but	here	is	a	quarter	cup	of	milk

and	a	half	cup	of	water	

	

and	a	little	inert	baker’s	yeast

so	eager	to	blossom	into	brief	and	wild

life	before	becoming	sustenance
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that	life	for	this	one

and	the	ingredients	of	my	life

are	not	things,	but	terrible	flaws,	sour	hate,	bitter	betrayal	

	

that	grow	on	their	own	thirst

to	be	kneaded—transubstantiated	by	hands

into	a	whole	that	is,	in	all	parts,	

	

necessary—a	brief	and	wild	

ecstatic	singing	sustenance

before	it	is	nothing	forever.
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HANNAH	WEBER

Bobbers

	

we	float	like	bobbers

hooks	hopeful	for	hungry	mouths

who	breathe	dark	waters

and	search	for	sustenance	in

the	currents	that	give	and	take
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The	Mallard

	

the	dock’s	rusty	rails	snatch	rays	of	sun

its	walkway	bleached	soft	with	light

	

a	mallard	sways	on	a	styrofoam	float

resolutely	guarding	her	bobbing	marshmallow	nest

	

grass	and	wildflowers	surround	her	eggs

here	and	there	a	neon	bobber	graffitis	the	floating	terrain

	

with	scabbed	knees	thrust	through	the	railing

I	fish	with	my	Charlie	Brown	pole

	

I	smell	algae	in	the	mallard’s	feathers

the	rich	clay	she	preens	in

	

when	her	eyes	close	she	harrumphs	softly

flashes	an	orange	foot	as	she	stands	to	wake	herself

	

we	continue	like	this	for	days

each	day	I	patter	quietly	to	her	nest

and	tuck	myself	into	the	railing	with	worms	and	pole

	

she	acknowledges	my	presence	with	a	quick	flap	of	wings

and	nothing	more

	

one	morning	I	gasp	as	I	settle	into	the	rusty	arms	of	the	dock

the	mallard	is	gone	and	her	nest	is	empty
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the	sun	continues	to	rise

and	its	warmth	embraces	me	as	the	walkway	sways	with	my	grief

	

I	stand	to	leave

but	I	hear	a	familiar	admonishment	beneath	my	feet

	

lying	on	my	belly	I	peer	over	the	edge	of	the	walkway

	

the	mallard	harrumphs	with	a	flap	of	wings

before	ushering	her	brood

further	into	the	darkness	beneath	the	dock

	

I	give	a	silent	shout	of	thanks	and	tiptoe	away

every	careful	step	a	whispered	hallelujah
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CONTRIBUTORS

SUE	ALLISON	was	a	reporter	for	Life	Magazine;	her	writing	has

also	been	published	or	is	forthcoming	in	Best	American	Essays,

Antioch	Review,	Harvard	Review,	(mac)ro(mic),	New	South,

Streetlight	Magazine,	Threepenny	Review,	Fourth	Genre,	The

Diagram,	Isacoustic,	Potato	Soup	Journal,	Puerto	del	Sol,	River

Teeth,	and	a	Pushcart	Prize	collection.	She	holds	a	BA	in	English

from	McGill	University	and	an	MFA	from	the	Vermont	College	of

Fine	Arts.

	

JASON	BOLING/JON	FOTCH	is	a	member	of	the	Writers’	League

of	Texas	and	dream	of	a	world	where	cowards	are	shamed,	art	is

rewarded,	and	jobs	are	optional.	He	writes	short	fiction	and	poetry

using	the	pen	name	Jon	Fotch.	His	work	has	appeared	or	is

forthcoming	in	Avatar	Review,	BoomerLitMag,	Carbon	Culture

Review,	Caveat	Lector,	The	Conglomerate,	Courtship	of	Winds,

Evening	Street	Review,	Euphony	Journal,	Green	Hills	Literary

Lantern,	The	Hungry	Chimera,	Menda	City	Review,	moonShine

Review,	Mudlark,	and	Whistling	Shade.	

	

DORIS	FERLEGER	is	a	winner	of	the	New	Letters	Poetry	Songs	of

Eretz	Prize,	Montgomery	County	Poet	Laureate	Prize,	Robert	Fraser

Poetry	Prize,	and	the	AROHO	Creative	Non-Fiction	Prize,	among

others.	In	2020	she	was	nominated	for	the	Pushcart	Prize	by

Delmarva	Review.	She	is	the	author	of	three	full	volumes	of	poetry:

Big	Silences	in	a	Year	of	Rain	(finalist	for	the	Alice	James	Books/

Beatrice	Hawley	Award),	As	the	Moon	Has	Breath,	and	Leavened,	as

well	as	a	chapbook	entitled	When	You	Become	Snow.	Her	work	has

been	published	in	numerous	journals	including	The	Cape	Rock,
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Cider	Press	Review,	Cimarron	Review,	DASH	Literary	Journal,

Delmarva	Review,	El	Portal,	Euphony,	Evening	Street	Review,	Glint

Literary	Journal,	Good	Works	Review,	L.A.	Review,	Meadow,	Off	the

Coast,	Packingtown	Review,	Poet	Lore,	Rougarou,	The	Virginia

Normal,	Whimperbang,	Whistling	Shade,	and	South	Carolina

Review.	She	holds	an	MFA	in	Poetry	and	a	PhD	in	Psychology	and

maintains	a	mindfulness-based	therapy	practice	in	Wyncote,	PA.

	

DAVID	LEE	GARRISON	is	a	retired	Wright	State	Professor	of

Spanish	and	Portuguese.	His	poetry	has	been	read	by	Garrison

Keillor	on	The	Writer’s	Almanac	and	on	the	BBC	in	London.	The

title	poem	from	his	Playing	Bach	in	the	DC	Metro	was	featured	by

Ted	Kooser	on	American	Life	in	Poetry.	He	won	the	Paul	Laurence

Dunbar	Poetry	Prize	in	2009	and	was	named	Ohio	Poet	of	the	Year	in

2014.	His	most	recent	book	is	Light	in	the	River	(Dos	Madres	Press).

	

BENJAMIN	HARNETT	is	a	poet,	fiction	writer,	historian,	and

digital	engineer.	His	poetry	has	appeared	recently	in	Poet	Lore,

Saranac	Review,	ENTROPY,	and	the	Evansville	Review.	His	short

story	"Delivery"	was	Longform's	Story	of	the	Week;	he	was

shortlisted	for	the	Bridport	Prize	in	Poetry;	and	has	been	nominated

for	a	Pushcart.	He	lives	in	Beacon,	NY	with	his	wife	Toni	and	their

collection	of	eccentric	pets.	He	works	for	The	New	York	Times.

	

ANN	HOWELLS	edited	Illya’s	Honey	journal	from	1999	to	2017.

Publications	include	the	books:	Under	a	Lone	Star	(Village	Books

Press),	Cattlemen	and	Cadillacs	--	as	editor	(Dallas	Poets

Community	Press),	So	Long	As	We	Speak	Their	Names	(Kelsay

Books),	and	Painting	the	Pinwheel	Sky	(Assure	Press).	She	also	has

four	chapbooks,	including	Black	Crow	in	Flight	(Editor's	Choice,
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Main	Street	Rag)	and	Softly	Beating	Wings,	winner	of	the	William	D.

Barney	Contest	(Blackbead	Books).	Her	poems	appear	in	many

small	press	and	university	journals.

	

CHERYL	LAURICELLA	is	pleased	and	proud	to	be	part	of	the	fine

community	of	writers	in	the	Dayton,	Ohio	area.	After	retiring	from	a

long	career	at	Wright	State's	Dunbar	Library,	Lauricella	wanted	to

dedicate	herself	to	completing	a	novel	she	had	begun.	However,	it

seems	for	now	that	her	muse	speaks	to	her	loudest	through	poetry.

	

LAURA	CELISE	LIPPMAN’s	work	has	appeared	in	Avatar	Review,

The	Broken	Plate,	Crack	the	Spine,	Crosswinds,	La	Presa,	Mobius:

The	Journal	of	Social	Change,	Perceptions	Magazine,	Pontoon

Poetry,	Poydras	Review,	Journal	of	Family	Practice,	Neologism

Poetry	Journal,	New	English	Review,	and	Sin	Fronteras/Writers

Without	Borders.	Lippman	has	attended	numerous	writing

conferences,	including	the	Port	Townsend	Writer’s	Conference,	and

Hugo	House	Workshops.	She	attended	Bryn	Mawr	College	where

she	studied	with	Kate	Millett	and	Lila	Karp	in	one	of	the	nation’s

first	women’s	studies	programs.	Lippman	received	her	M.D.	from

the	Medical	College	of	Pennsylvania.	She	practiced	medicine	for

thirty-seven	years	and	raised	two	children	in	the	Pacific	Northwest.

She	enjoys	the	outdoors	and	shares	her	love	of	the	natural	world	with

her	family	and	friends.

	

JUSTINE	McCABE	has	had	op-eds	published	in	The	Hartford

Courant,	The	Litchfield	County	Times,	and	New	Haven	Register	and

essays	published	in	Green	Horizon	Magazine.	She	also	has	several

academic	publication	credits.	McCabe	is	a	cultural	anthropologist

who	received	her	doctorate	from	Duke	University,	as	well	as	a
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practicing	clinical	psychologist.	She	enjoys	doing	play	therapy	with

children,	gardening,	walking	in	the	nearby	wetlands,	and	writing

letters	to	editors,	many	of	which	have	been	published	including	by

the	New	York	Times.

	

KATHLEEN	ZAMBONI	McCORMICK	is	Professor	of	Literature

and	Writing	at	Purchase	College,	SUNY.	Her	creative	work	has	been

published	in	Moon	City	Review,	Green	Hills	Literary	Lantern,

Euphony,	Witness,	South	Carolina	Review,	Good	Works	Review,

phoebe,	Italian	Americana,	Zone	3,	CAYLX,	Paterson	Literary

Review,	Superstition	Review,	Kestrel,	Sweet	Tree	Review,	armarolla,

and	many	others.	Her	novel,	Dodging	Satan:	My	Irish/Italian

Sometimes	Awesome	but	Mostly	Creepy	Childhood	(Sand	Hill

Review	Press,	2016)	was	shortlisted	for	the	2020	Rubery	Award,

won	the	2017	Foreword	Reviews	Gold	Medal	in	Humor,	the	2017

Illumination	Bronze	Medal	for	Catholic	Books	(Pope	Francis	won

the	Gold!),	among	other	awards	in	humor	and	religion.	“Long	Day’s

Journey	into	Christmas	Decorating”	is	one	of	the	stories	Zamboni

McCormick	will	use	in	her	next	novel	which	focuses	on	social	class

and	abuse.	You	can	read	more	of	her	work	at

kathleenzmccormick.com.

	

T.	J.	McGUIRE	is	the	author	of	two	collections	of	poetry,	Until	the

Grownups	Come	to	Fetch	Us	(release	date	July	2021)	and	Mid-life

Chrysler.	His	work	has	appeared	or	is	forthcoming	in	Chagrin	River

Review,	Slippery	Elm	Literary	Journal,	Red	Fez,	Flights,	and	Little

Stone	Journal	(UK).	He	currently	hails	from	Dayton,	Ohio.
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GAIL	NIELSEN	is	a	dual	citizen	of	Canada	and	the	United	States

and	holds	a	Master	of	Arts	degree	from	the	University	of	Windsor

(Ontario,	Canada).	She	is	a	psychotherapist	who	has	worked	in

agencies	and	private	practice	for	more	than	twenty	years	and	she	also

work	as	a	professional	performance	coach	for	elite	athletes,	an

educational	consultant,	and	a	writer/researcher.	Her	interests	include

classical	mythology,	nature,	and	holistic	healthcare.	In	her	work	in

the	field	of	mental	health	counseling	she	spent	several	years	as	an

online	counselor	offering	asynchronous	text-based	counselling,	and

she	values	the	use	of	art	and	writing	for	physical,	mental,	emotional,

and	spiritual	healing.	She	co-authored	The	Control	Freak’s	Guide™

to	Living	Lightly	which	was	featured	on	the	national	morning	show,

Canada	A.M.,	and	has	had	articles	published	in	WECAN’s	Gateways

and	in	Kindling	Journal.	

	

JEANNE	RANA	has	been	published	in	Fresh	Rain,	Marin	Poetry

Center	Anthology,	Feather	River	Bulletin,	Earth’s	Daughters,	and

Paterson	Literary	Review.	She	received	a	Poets	&	Writers	grant	for

her	performance	and	workshop	in	2019	for	the	Plumas	Arts	Council

in	Quincy,	CA.	She	worked	as	a	high	school	English	and	American

history	teacher	for	twenty-five	years	before	becoming	an	acquisitions

editor	for	Hunter	House	Publishers.	Jeanne	sings	Sufi	devotionals

and	runs	a	Sufi	center	with	her	husband.

	

ROCHELLE	JEWEL	SHAPIRO’s	novel,	Miriam	the	Medium

(Simon	&	Schuster,	2004),	was	nominated	for	the	Harold	U.	Ribelow

Award.	She	has	published	essays	in	NYT	(Lives)	and	Newsweek.	Her

poetry,	short	stories,	and	essays	have	appeared	or	are	forthcoming	in

many	literary	magazines	such	as	Brushfire,	The	Courtship	of	Winds,

Figure	1,	La	Presa,	The	Midwest	Quarterly,	Mudfish,	Mudlark,
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Neologism	Poetry	Journal,	Packingtown	Review,	Typehouse	Literary

Magazine,	Westview,	The	Iowa	Review,	and	many	others.	Her	poetry

has	been	nominated	twice	for	the	Pushcart	Prize,	and	she	won	the

Branden	Memorial	Literary	Award	from	Negative	Capability.	Spry

Magazine	nominated	her	poem	for	the	Best	of	the	Net.	She	currently

teaches	writing	at	UCLA	Extension.

ERIKA	SLUSHER	is	a	Social	Work	Major	at	Sinclair	Community

College	and	is	currently	working	as	a	Peer	Support	Specialist	in	the

greater	Dayton	area.	Her	passion	for	writing	is	only	surpassed	by	her

passion	for	helping	others,	one	day	at	a	time.	

	

JAYNE	SOSLAND	has	worked	as	a	television	producer,	creative

recruiter,	and	a	broker,	in	addition	to	writing	freelance	nonfiction	and

copy.	She	has	studied	with	Binnie	Kirshenbaum,	Ben	Marcus,	and

Rebecca	Godfrey.	Jayne	holds	a	BA	from	Barnard	College	and	an

MFA	from	Columbia	University.	She	won	a	SLAM	in	The	Moth	|	Art

&	Craft	of	Storytelling	and	also	performed	in	the	GrandSLAM	in

2000.

	

SARAMANDA	SWIGART	completed	an	MFA	in	creative	writing

from	Columbia	University	and	a	supplementary	degree	in	literary

translation.	Her	short	fiction	and	poetry	has	appeared	or	is

forthcoming	in	The	Alembic,	Border	Crossing,	The	Broken	Plate,

Caveat	Lector,	Diverse	Arts	Project,	East	Jasmine	Review,	Euphony,

Fogged	Clarity,	Glint	Literary	Journal,	Green	Hills	Literary

Lantern,	The	Grief	Diaries,	Levee	Magazine,	The	Literati	Quarterly,

The	MacGuffin,	The	Meadow,	OxMag,	The	Penmen	Review,

Perceptions	Magazine,	Plainsongs,	Poydras	Review,	Ragazine,

Superstition	Review,	and	Thin	Air;	her	work	has	received	an
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honorable	mention	from	Glimmer	Train	and	a	2017	Pushcart	Prize

nomination.	Saramanda	is	working	on	translating	some	of	the	more

salacious	stories	from	Ovid’s	Metamorphoses.	Saramanda	teaches	at

City	College	of	San	Francisco.

	

HANNAH	JANE	WEBER’s	poetry	has	been	published	in	I-70

Review,	Kansas	City	Voices,	Oasis,	The	Poeming	Pigeon,	and

Wrath-Bearing	Tree.	She	is	also	a	recipient	of	the	Dylan	Thomas

American	Poet	Prize.	Hannah	Jane	is	a	children’s	librarian	and	tennis

enthusiast.	She	lives	with	her	husband	and	their	golden	retrievers.
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ABOUT	FLIGHTS

Flights	is	the	literary	magazine	of	Sinclair	Community	College.	It	is

published	annually	and	appears	in	the	fall	of	each	year.	Information

and	additional	copies	are	available	from	the	English	Department.

Send	inquiries	to:	kathryn.geiselman@sinclair.edu,	or	call

937.512.3078.	

We	accept	submissions	of	poetry,	fiction	and	creative	nonfiction.	We

may	on	occasion	accept	work	that	falls	into	other	genres,	but	please

query	before	submitting	outside	of	our	usual	genres.	Our	reading

period	extends	from	October	to	May	of	each	year.	Work	received

outside	of	the	reading	period	or	via	standard	mail	will	not	be	read.

Submissions	should	be	sent	through	our	online	submissions	manager,

Submittable,	which	can	be	found	at	our	website:

www.flightsscc.wordpress.com.	Submissions	should	be	double-

spaced	with	one-inch	margins.	Email	submissions	will	be	accepted

only	from	Sinclair	students,	faculty	and	staff,	and	must	come	from	a

sinclair.edu	email	address.	If	you	submit	via	email,	please	put	"Flights

Submission"	in	the	subject	line	and	send	your	work	as	a	.docx

attachment.	For	more	information	about	submissions	and	to	read

previous	issues,	please	visit	our	website.
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