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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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Cover	Art:	Moonlight	Tales

Bernard	(Ben)	Ibebe	has	a	BA	in	Visual	Art	from	the	University	of

Port	Harcourt	in	Nigeria.	He	is	an	international	exhibiting	artist	with

numerous	group	and	solo	shows	to	his	credit.	

	

Artist’s	Statement:	

Moonlight	Tales	(oil	on	canvas)	addresses	the	state	of	electricity	as

one	of	several	examples	of	the	infrastructural	decadence	of	our

society.	Power	outage	is	a	normal	reality	of	life	in	Nigeria	without

end.	The	painting	is	composed	of	falling	electric	poles	and	wires

dangling	about	carelessly,	depicting	neglect.	The	foreground	is

divided	into	two:	the	upper	side	having	a	foot	up,	and	the	lower	two

feet	down.	The	feet	are	used	as	metaphor	to	describe	the

ineffectiveness	and	hopelessness	after	attempts	to	engage	the

challenge	by	the	successive	government.	I	liken	it	to	a	step	forward

and	two	backwards.	The	effect	obviously	is	the	impoverishment	of

the	average	citizen	showcased	as	the	abject	figures	at	the	base	of	the

painting.	The	composition	is	completed	with	the	moon	at	the	top,

blessing	us	with	eternal	God's	divine	light!
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JERROD	BOITSE

	

Relic

	

I	am	the	patron	saint	of	gutted	churches.

Broken	stained	glass	windows

let	in	more	light

which	feels	like	something.

	

You’ve	made	me	livable,	you	know?

These	last	3	days,

you	drained	the	black	

from	me.

My	insides	are	all	pink	and	

purple	and	red	again.

	

You	are	the	patron	saint	of	someone

that	could	stay.

Priests	want	you	divided,

broken	down	to	relics

and	sealed	within	their	alters.

	

You	made	me	into	Lazarus

after	the	4th	day.

The	dream	you	pulled

me	from	

was	infinite	and	breathing

and	sharp.
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I	pray	with	interlacing	fingers.

You	pray	with	fingers	straight.

We	are	becoming	monuments	of	granite

and	marble	and	bronze.
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	The	Stillness	Has	stopped

	

The	stillness	has	stopped.

I’ve	been	empty	again.

The	animals	were	right	about	me.

	

I	need	you	to	know

that	I	love	you	more	than	anything.

	

The	windows	are	just	starting	to	shake.

I	want	to	be	cut	from	magazines

in	pieces	on	your	wall.

	

I	want	to	be	the	candy	hearts

that	slowly	take	your	teeth

	

but	you	made	me	a	gray	tendril

in	a	green	sky,	tearing	down	the	wind	chime

that	hung	outside	your	kitchen	window	you	–	

	

	

you	said	something	to	me.
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	The	Cold	of	February

	

I	know,

that	you	dream	of	railroad	tracks

when	smoke	is	accumulating	above	you.

The	lights	went	from	yellow	to	white

yet	the	walls	remain	stained.

	

Let	me	know,

when	you	get	a	black	eye	

from	a	rock	show	or	mix	lipsticks

with	a	babe	in	an	oversized	Manson	tee	or

when	you	can’t	see	the	creek	anymore.

	

Stay,

perfectly	still	until	you	get	through	winter.

Give	the	fertilizer	under	your	ribs	time

and	apply	your	foundation	like

you’ve	got	something	to	hide.

	

Keep	in	mind,	

flowers	will	always	deflate

but	that	doesn’t	mean	you	can’t	keep	them.

Please	come	back	someday.

	

I	can’t	see	you	anymore.
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CHRISTIE	COCHRELL

	

The	Queen's	Gambit

	

"I	can't	believe	you'd	do	that."		Gino	gaped	at	Terry.		The

knight	he'd	picked	up	just	before	his	roommate	dropped	his	verbal

bomb	hung	in	limbo	over	the	board	between	his	thumb	and	two

fingers,	whose	nails	had	been	capriciously	colored	Toscana	Green

with	graphic	marker	ink.		

"I	had	no	option,	dunderhead."		Terry	shrugged.		"Surely	even

you	can	see	that—you,	with	your	millions."		It	never	ceased	to	miff

Terry	that	Gino's	father	was	an	anesthesiologist	with	an	immense

income,	markedly	less	precarious	than	the	earnings	of	his	own	father,

general	partner	in	an	insolvent	casino,	who	moaned	constantly	about

struggling	to	pay	the	mortgage	on	a	mansion	on	the	beachfront	in

Atlantic	City	with	a	heated	pool,	six	car	garage,	gilt	mirrored	powder

rooms,	and	his	and	hers	jacuzzis—meaning	that,	needless	to	say,	his

three	deserving	sons	got	diddly-squat.

"And	of	course	there's	no	reason	for	Gwyn	to	know,	so	just

keep	your	trap	shut."		Terry	scowled,	finding	Gino's	dismay

predictable,	way	too	petit	bourgeois	to	be	believed,	in	turn.		The	guy

was	always	such	a	wet	blanket—a	wussy	Catholic	son	obsessed	with

sin,	exaggerating	every	slightest	blip	for	confessional	purposes.

Bored	with	this	discussion	long	since,	he	gestured	with	his

minimalist	goatee	at	the	suspended	knight.

		 "Where	are	you	going	with	that?"

The	personalities	of	the	two	were	reflected	in	their	chess

styles.		Gino	needed	to	be	artistic	in	his	game	as	in	his	life—creative,

playful,	finding	interesting	alignments.		Maintaining	a	fine	positional

balance	or	dance,	by	preference	off	center	but	poised	like	Rodin's
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fascinating	Spirit	of	Eternal	Repose,	forever	at	the	verge	of	toppling.

He	played	mostly	by	instinct,	rather	than	planning	ahead.		While

Terry	triumphed	as	a	relentless	tactician.		Cunning,	psychologically

edgy,	often	brilliant	in	his	fearlessness	though	sometimes	his	erratic

moves—abrupt	attacks,	staccato	advance	of	pieces—didn't	spook	his

opponent	as	intended	but	instead	cost	him	the	game.

As	this	one	surely	would,	thought	Gino,	setting	the	knight

down	finally	on	a	noncommital	square,	having	lost	track	of	whatever

he'd	had	in	mind	before	Terry	told	him	about	pawning	the	necklace.

Man,	oh	man.		Che	stupido!

Gwyn's	necklace—or	still	(until	legally	inherited)	her	aunt's,

the	ancient	Tante	Cristelle,	who	also	owned	the	aging	six-bedroom

Colonial	in	Queens,	Far	Rockaway,	they	all	rented	rooms	in,	the

friends	(and	keen	rivals)	from	the	chess	club.		A	warren	of	rooms,

upstairs	and	down,	white	walls,	high	ceilings,	lots	of	color-splashed

Caribbean	paintings,	drunken	with	light.

How	could	Terry	do	that	to	Gwyn?		Someone	who	actually

cared	for	her	couldn't	ever,	in	a	million	years.		She	loved	that

necklace,	Gino	knew,	loved	feeling	it	against	her	russet	skin,

admiring	it	in	a	hand-mirror,	the	greens	purling	down	from	the

shapely,	breathy	hollow	of	her	throat.		(Her	answer	to	meditation,

navel-gazing.)		A	yummy	Art	Nouveau	pendant	of	apple	green

enamel	and	freshwater	pearls,	garnished	with	an	insouciant

sprinkling	of	diamonds.		Something	an	old	and	well-to-do	admirer	(a

man	who	sourced	fine	caviars)	had	given	the	younger	Cristelle	when

she	was	living	high	and	mighty	in	Paris,	having	left	Guadeloupe	for

art	school,	modeling,	night	life,	a	lot	of	fun.		Long,	long	before	she

ended	up	in	Queens.

It	hurt	Gino	and	made	him	mad	to	think	of	Gwyn	without	it,

though	she	wore	it	only	now	and	then—imagining	her	dimmed,
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somehow.		He	felt	awful	for	Cristelle	too.		She'd	gotten	along

famously	with	him,	since	he'd	moved	in.	

"If	only	I	were	95	years	younger,"	she	had	told	him	often,

pouring	him	Armagnac	in	an	etched	crystal	liqueur	glass	with	just	a

little	chip	on	its	delicate	lip.		One	of	the	treasures	she	treasured,	part

of	her	jubilant	spirit.		His	nonna	had	been	the	same.		A	charmer,	as

they	said	back	in	Catania.		Una	vera	ammaliatrice.		A	flirt	until	the

end.

In	recent	days	he'd	seen	his	landlady	becoming	a	ghost-in-

training.		Gliding	around	the	house	both	day	and	night,	moving	chess

pieces	stealthily	in	games	they'd	left	out	to	finish	(always	to	good

effect),	cunningly	challenging	the	stairs	as	if	they	were	an	ascent	of

Kilimanjaro.		She	went	unseeing	and	all	but	unseen,	shuffling	along

the	upstairs	corridor	in	a	bathrobe	the	color	of	oatmeal	but	set	off	by

her	many-colored	carnival	headdresses,	meant	to	hide	her	nearly

hairless	head,	with	her	wheeled	walker—a	skeletal	companion	who

Gino	had	seen	her	do	something	like	salsa	with,	Haitian	kompa	he

thought	she'd	said.		The	last	of	her	dance	partners	in	this	world,

likely.		And	on	her	ancient	phonograph	at	odd	hours	she	set	playing

Maurice	Ravel's	"Five	O'Clock	Foxtrot,"	a	favorite	of	her	Paris	beau

("prince	of	the	sturgeon	eggs,"	she'd	called	him).		Ravel	had	been	in

Paris	when	she	got	there,	Cristelle	had	once	reminisced,	her	proud

head	cocked	sideways,	seeing	it	all,	her	young-again	profile

splendid.	

But	Terry	could	care	less	about	all	that.		Terry	was	just	out	for

himself.

"The	thing	is,	clodhopper,"	he	explained	breezily	to	Gino	as

he	regarded	the	knight,	"I	had	to	have	the	money	now.		I've	got	to

look	good	to	these	guys,	so	they	can	see	that	I	outclass	and

outperform	the	other	candidates."		He	had	applied	the	week	before
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for	a	highly	competitive	position	as	account	executive	in	sales	for	the

Mets	baseball	team.		"I've	got	to	impress	them."		And	by	extension,

impress	Gwyn—which	Gino	knew	was	his	real	purpose	anyway.		"A

car,	some	spiffy	clothes	and	shoes,	a	new	laptop	.	.	.		So	just	for	a

few	weeks,	until	the	paychecks	start	rolling	my	way,	and	the

commissions	and	performance	bonuses—I	got	myself	a	little	loan.

That's	all	it	is.		I	pawned	the	necklace	at	this	place	in	Midtown."

He	kept	at	it,	unduly	proud,	while	Gino	cringed	and

contemplated	his	next	move.	

"I	had	the	provenance,	that	her	old	aunty	knew	enough	to

keep	with	it."		And	then,	annoyed	by	Gino's	continuing	silence,	"She

hasn't	worn	it	for	months	now.		She	won't	even	realize	it's	gone.		I'll

have	it	back	before	she	ever	knows.		And	you'll	keep	your	mouth

shut."

He	swept	all	the	chess	pieces	off	the	board,	onto	the	long

antique	French	country	table	in	the	formal	dining	room	which	had

become	their	chess	room	from	the	start—meals	were	always

haphazard;	when	Cristelle	felt	like	crab	callaloo	at	Eastertime,	or

rum-laced	ham	and	bûche	de	Noël	at	Christmas,	they	were	laid	out	in

a	corner	of	the	expansive	kitchen.

Typical,	Gino	fumed,	picking	up	the	pieces.		Terry	always

needed	attention,	to	shine	conspicuously	front	and	center—on	the

board,	in	speech,	in	life.		Gino	prefered	to	skulk	at	the	edges	of

things,	sidle	up	to	problems	from	the	sidelines,	paint	scenery	off	in

the	wings.		Rooks	were	his	favorite	pieces,	unobtrusive	in	a	quietly

persuasive	way,	like	seamonsters	in	the	margins	of	antique	maps.

Gwyndolin	Athne	Dandridge,	who	had	charmed	them	both,	was

absolutely	focused	at	all	times,	and	seldom	lost	a	game	or	argument

against	either	of	them.		She	was	a	merciless	opponent,	winsome	by

nature,	and	winning	by	choice,	by	iron	will.		An	undergraduate	at	the
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Aaron	Copland	School	of	Music,	Queens	College,	her	game	plan

was	to	get	into	the	orchestra	at	the	Met	Opera	and	be	appointed

Principal	Bassoon.		It	was	also	her	intention	to	travel,	spend	time	in

Europe	and	its	esteemed	concert	halls.

Gino,	also	in	the	arts,	was	a	graphic	designer	at	the	Queens

Museum,	a	job	he	loved,	with	no	ambitions	other	than	to	marry

Gwyn	and	raise	their	half	a	dozen	children	in	this	house,	teaching

them	all	to	paint	in	the	spontaneous	colors	they'd	see	some	day	at

Carnevale	in	Puglia,	Italy,	meeting	their	great-grandparents	in	the

family's	ancestral	home.		He	was	happy	to	know	he	might	give

Gwyn	the	taste	of	Europe	she	yearned	for:		her	secondary	dream.

So	here	was	his	big	chance.		Terry	had	opened	with	a	daring

gambit,	ready	to	sacrifice	his	pawn,	planning	in	doing	so	to	dominate

the	playing	field	the	way	he	liked.		Control,	pressure,	gaining	a	key

central	advantage	right	up	front—the	move's	classic	components.

But	he	had	misjudged	his	opponent,	and	would	lose	not	just	his

pawn,	but	through	that	lose	the	game,	lose	Gwyn.		While	Gino	laid

out	colors	for	an	art	project	in	satisfying	moves,	Anthracite	Grey,

Chiapas	Brown,	Yosemite	Yellow,	Açaí	Red,	his	mind	was	busy

picturing	Terry's	defeat.		He	felt	a	rush	of	hope,	suddenly	confident

that	Terry's	blunder	had	opened	the	way	for	him,	Gino,	to	win

Gwyn's	love—that	gratitude	for	what	he	intended	to	do	would	lead	to

something	much	deeper.

___

His	first	move	was	to	call	his	father,	the	anaesthetist,	and	beg

a	long-term	loan,	which	he'd	pay	back	in	tiny	increments,	as	and

when	he	was	able.		Then,	over	the	next	few	days	when	his	roommate

was	out	buying	a	gently	used	BMW	and	a	lambskin	bomber	jacket	to

make	points	with	his	prospective	employers,	he	found	the	pawn
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ticket	and	proof	of	the	pendant's	provenance—as	well	as	Terry's

nine-year-old	passport	with	a	dated	picture	that	didn't	look	much	like

him,	and	could	just	as	well	have	been	a	younger	Gino.		And	then	he

took	a	day	off	work	(feeling	as	untethered	as	he	remembered	feeling

on	school	holidays),	and	rode	the	MTA	to	Midtown	Manhattan—

finding	the	shop	not	far	from	the	bus	terminal	(convenient),	the

Diamond	District	(ironic),	and	MoMA.

		 He'd	pictured	doing	business	with	a	wizened	usurer,	maybe

with	one	eye	magnified	grotesquely	by	a	vintage	jeweler's	loupe,	and

his	old	black	beret	and	shawl-collar	sweater	frosted	with	silver	hairs

from	his	two	Siamese	cats,	Freia	and	Froh,	genii	familiae	of	his

overheated	brownstone.		He'd	geared	himself	up	for	a	cool	battle	of

wits,	had	thought	up	intricate	elaborations	of	his	tale.		He'd

unexpectedly	been	left	money	by	his	father's	elder	brother	Guido,

prosperous	émigré	to	Argentina	in	the	War	years	whose	children	had

all	been	killed	in	the	Flores	rail	crash	in	2011.		(Realistic.)		He'd	just

sold	the	family	home	and	moved	his	ailing	mother	in	with	him,	to

save	the	cost	of	home	care	or	a	grim,	demoralizing	nursing	home.

(Touching.)		He'd	sold	one	of	his	paintings	to	an	eccentric	Thai

billionaire	he'd	gotten	tipsy	with	on	whimsical	cocktails	at	the	Dear

Irving	on	Hudson	last	week,	for	an	outrageous	sum—not	that	he'd

argued	with	the	guy,	after	the	sixth	or	seventh	round.		(Too	fanciful?

He	liked	it,	anyway.)

But	in	the	end	the	shop	was	tended	only	by	a	twenty-

something	Pakistani	in	a	short-sleeved	cotton	polo	shirt	who	asked

no	questions,	accepted	the	passport	and	cashier's	check	in	a	bored,

condescending	manner,	and	produced	the	necklace	in	the	Moulin

Rouge	tote	bag	in	which	Terry	had	clearly	brought	it.		Gino	found

himself	back	out	on	the	sidewalk	in	virtually	no	time	at	all,	feeling

breathless	but	strangely	let	down.		A	proper	knight	in	shining	armor
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should	have	had	to	undergo	a	slew	of	colorful	adventures	to	reclaim

Terry's	sacrificed	pawn.

He	tucked	his	acquisition	carefully	into	his	waxed	canvas

satchel	as	if	it	were	a	baby	bird	fallen	out	of	a	nest,	to	be	nursed	back

to	life.		He	carried	it	with	him	through	MoMA,	past	works	by

Matisse	and	Chagall,	Gauguin	and	Van	Gogh,	Romare	Bearden	and

Georgia	O'Keeffe,	masters	of	color.		He	carried	it	back	on	the	bus,

humming	inside	(and	maybe	even	visibly,	he	thought,	grinning	at	his

reflection	in	the	rain-splashed	side	window)	with	hopeful

anticipation.

He	carried	it	(anxiously	now)	to	Gwyn,	who	he	found	sitting

in	the	kitchen	with	a	bowl	of	Swiss	muesli	with	almond	milk,

pistachios,	and	fig	jam,	striped	stockinged	feet	up	on	another	chair,

reading	a	paperback	by	Octavia	Butler—a	cover	he	especially	liked,

though	he	wasn't	much	one	for	dystopian	fiction.

He	sat	down	next	to	her,	and	laid	the	bag	on	the	table,

avoiding	a	small	spill	of	almond	milk.

"I	don't	want	to	upset	you,	Gwyn—"		(Except	at	first,	of

course—the	more	upset	the	better.)		"But	I	can't	see	how	to	keep

from	hurting	you,	really.		Because	of	Terry.		What	he	did."

"What	do	you	mean?"		Her	amber	eyes	regarded	him,	slow

and	luscious	as	treacle,	with	a	familiar	look	of	hooded	skepticism.

Her	chess	face—a	bit	more	telling	than	a	poker	face.		But	not

dreamy,	beatific,	like	her	face	under	the	spell	of	her	music.		That	was

the	face	he	loved	more	than	any.

"Your	necklace."		He	took	it	from	the	bag,	and	from	the

velvet	wrap	inside,	and	laid	it	gently	in	her	hand	that	reached	out

wonderingly	for	the	sweet	pearls	and	tendrils	that	belonged	against

her	skin.		She	closed	her	tawny	fingers	around	it,	and	challenged

him.



	21	
"Why	do	you	have	this?		What	does	Terry	have	to	do	with

anything?"

"He	took	it	from	your	room.		He	stole	it—pawned	it—wanted

the	money	to	buy	a	car."		Gino	recounted	everything,	watching	her

eyes.

And	then	it	was	his	turn	to	be	surprised	when	she	blushed,

saying	absently,	

"My	room?—oh,"	seeming	to	remember	something.		And

then	she	gave	one	of	her	dazzling	smiles	and	said,	admiringly,	

"Good	for	Terry!		I	didn't	know	he	had	that	kind	of	spunk."

Gino	protested,	squawked	with	indignation	and

bewilderment.	

"But	Gwyn—I've	bought	it	back	for	you."

"Oh,	Gino—not	really?"		She	stared	at	him,	spoonful	of

muesli	frozen	in	mid-air	the	way	his	knight	had	been	when	he	had

first	entered	this	game.

"Terry	never	would	have	managed	to	redeem	it,"	Gino	said

roughly.		"You	know	how	he	is."

Another	strange	look	crossed	her	face,	and	she	asked

curiously,	kindly,

"How	much	did	you	pay?"

He	told	her,	hopeful	again,	but	she	drew	in	her	breath	sharply,

then	started	laughing,	unexpectedly—hysteria	born	of	relief,	he

guessed,	though	it	sounded	mocking,	somehow,	and	even	cruel.

He'd	much	rather	she	throw	her	arms	around	his	neck,	reel	back	in

ecstasy	like	Artemesia	Gentileschi's	Mary	Magdalene	in	the	painting

he'd	written	a	graduate	essay	on.		But	she	was	acting	weird,	not

ecstatic	with	gratitude,	and	this	wasn't	going	at	all	the	way	he'd

expected.

She	finally	drew	a	long,	shuddering	breath	to	stop	herself
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laughing,	seeing	that	she'd	badly	upset	him.

"It's	too	funny,"	she	said	apologetically.		And	then,	when	he

growled	just	a	bit,	"Oh,	dear	Gino,	I'm	sorry."

That	offhand	dear	was	like	someone	patting	the	head	of	a

lapdog.		Not	what	a	knight	should	be	rewarded	with	for	having	saved

a	pawn.		And	Gwen	was	going	on	about	Terry,	again.

"I	can't	help	admiring	his	solution	to	the	money	problem—

since	it's	close	to	what	I	came	up	with,	myself."

"What	do	you	mean?"		He	knew	he	sounded	cross.

"Well—okay.		It's	embarrassing,	and	I'd	never	say	anything	if

I	didn't	owe	you.		But	here's	the	thing—I	sold	the	real	necklace	two

years	ago."

Gino	just	gaped,	as	if	she'd	suddenly	checkmated	him	with	a

sneak	move	of	a	bishop.

"You	know	the	Copland	School	requires	private	music

lessons,	and	I	had	to	pay	for	those	.	.	.	as	well	as	for	my	instrument—

I	had	to	choose	the	crazily	pricey	bassoon."		Bassoons	cost	more

than	any	other	instrument,	he	remembered	her	saying,	and	she'd	had

to	have	the	very	best.		"This	house	is	mortgaged	to	the	hilt,	and	eats

up	every	crumb	of	cash.		And	so	when	I	learned	that	my	friend

Gerani's	brother	knew	somebody	who	could	make	amazing	copies	of

old	jewelry,	I	decided	to	have	him	make	a	copy	of	the	necklace	I

could	substitute,	to	keep	dear	Tante	Cristelle	from	finding	out."		She

sounded	more	pleased	with	herself	than	embarrassed.		"I	figured	that

the	necklace	was	as	good	as	mine	already—so	why	couldn't	I	do

whatever	I	wanted	with	it?		But	it	did	make	me	just	a	little	sad,	to	see

the	real	thing	go.		And	now	this!		I	can't	wait	to	tell	Terry!"

"Well,	it's	yours,	anyway,"	Gino	said	stiffly,	barely	able	to

control	his	anger	and	his	hurt	as	he	pushed	away	from	the	kitchen

table,	leaving	the	false	necklace	there	with	his	false	hopes	amid	the
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breakfast	crumbs.

In	his	distress,	his	urgent	need	to	get	upstairs	to	hide	himself

away	from	these	terrible	revelations	and	developments,	he	didn't	see

the	household	ghost	vanishing	down	the	shadowed	hall	into	the

dining	room,	wheels	of	her	walker	gliding	silently	across	the	wooden

floor.	

___

Gino's	Sunday	suit	felt	stiff,	unnatural.		He	hadn't	worn	it,	he

supposed,	since	his	cousin's	wedding	at	The	Cloisters	two	years	ago.

Terry	was	sitting	way	too	close	to	Gwyn,	comforting	her—but	they'd

been	close	a	lot	lately,	closeted	in	her	room,	no	longer	hiding	it	from

him.

They'd	all	just	gotten	back	from	Tante	Cristelle's	service,	a

strangely	joyful	little	ceremony	with	a	lot	of	music,	bright	colors,

and	love,	the	friendly	chapel	full	of	ancient	beaux	and	young

admirers	galore.		And	now	it	was	the	wake,	for	which	she'd	written

out	her	instructions—seeming	surprisingly	present	after	her	death.

"In	Paris,	death	was	just	a	rumor,	and	I	paid	it	no	attention."

But	back	in	Guadeloupe,	she	said,	the	custom	was	for	drumming,

riddles,	storytelling,	rum.		"So	let's	serve	Fish	House	Punch,	a

mixture	of	Jamaican	rum	and	cognac	(or	just	substitute	my	favorite

Armagnac—no	harm!),	and	peach	liqueur	and	peach	puree,	and

lemon	juice.		And	maybe	maraschino	cherries,	which	I	did	always

adore."

The	daughters	and	granddaughters	of	her	friend	Margaret,

from	church,	brought	heaps	of	fried	plantains	and	empanadas,

coconut	rice	and	beans,	curry	chicken,	Cuban	roast	pork,	and	a	big

salad	with	citrus	and	shrimp	and	avocado,	red	onion	and	jicama.		All

chess	games	were	off,	the	dining	table	covered	for	the	first	time	ever
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in	a	flowered	cloth,	and	laden	with	the	heavy	funeral	feast.

Gino	felt	terribly	sad.		Punched	in	the	solar	plexus,	bereft	of

his	supporter	and	friend.		He'd	been	avoiding	her	because	of	the

necklace,	admittedly,	the	last	few	weeks,	but	she'd	been	unavailable

also,	busy	with	lots	of	things.		Doctors	and	home	nurses.		Meetings

with	Ken	Carter,	next	door,	a	hearty	big	attorney	who	wore	an	array

of	bow	ties,	alternately	patterned	with	pink	doughnuts	and

Kandinsky,	Le	Corbusier.		The	funeral	instructions,	as	it	happened,

and	who	knew	what	else—lengthy	printouts	on	the	Epson	printer

hooked	up	to	her	desk	computer	in	the	messy	downstairs	den.		

Cristelle's	unexplained	flurry	of	activity	had	accompanied

Terry's	preparations	for	his	new	job	(successfully	obtained),	and

Gwen's	for	her	junior	recital.		The	bassoon	capering	daily	still	even

now	through	tarantella,	tango,	and	caprice	sounded	heartless.		Gino's

state	was	precarious—not	just	emotionally,	losing	Gwyn	and

Cristelle	both,	but	existentially.		His	whole	world	had	been	rocked.

He	figured	he'd	have	to	move	out,	now	that	the	house	was	surely

Gwen's	.	.	.	given	the	way	she	and	Terry	looked	at	each	other	.	.	.	not

even	available	for	chess,	these	days.		He	had	no	idea	where	he	would

go,	what	rent	would	be	affordable	elsewhere.		Move	back	home?

That	ultimate	failure?

He	sat	on	a	straight	chair	against	the	wall	in	a	square	of

sunlight,	sipping	rum	punch,	engulfed	in	misery	like	quicksand.		The

spirits	went	straight	to	his	head,	adding	to	the	feeling	of	unreality.

He	barely	noticed	Gwyn	pointing	his	way	before	exchanging	a

mystified	look	with	Terry,	barely	noticed	Ken	Carter	heading

towards	him,	until	the	big	attorney	stood	towering	over	him,	smiling,

and	holding	out	an	envelope.

"Cristelle	left	this	for	you.		You'll	need	to	read	it	when	you

have	a	chance—there	are	important	instructions	inside."		He	added
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sympathetically,	"I	miss	her	too.		What	a	terrible	loss."

Gino	found	he	couldn't	say	a	word,	but	the	man	laid	a	kindly

hand	on	his	shoulder,	and	left	him	to	his	own	counsel.

"Come	see	me	if	you	like."

Gino	saw	Gwyn	get	up	and	start	over	to	him,	but	she	was

caught	by	a	guest	in	a	floor-length	black	mumu	with	vibrant	birds	of

paradise	that	Cristelle	would	have	loved.		He	grabbed	the

opportunity	to	slip	away	with	the	conspicious,	curious	envelope.		On

his	way	past	he	grabbed	two	turkey	picadillo	empanadas	with	a	paper

napkin	just	in	case	he	felt	hungry	later,	though	he	couldn't	imagine

that	he	would.

He	locked	himself	in	his	upstairs	bedroom	facing	the	tiny

back	garden,	overgrown	with	scraggly	dogwood	and	witch	hazel.

Slipping	off	his	shoes,	he	settled	on	his	unmade	bed—leaning	against

the	headboard,	drawing	knees	up	to	his	chin	and	only	then	realizing

he	had	forgotten	to	shave.		

There	were	pages	of	print,	he	saw,	peppered	with	funny	inked

faces,	and	at	the	end	Cristelle's	elaborately	curlicued	signature.

"My	Will	be	done,"	she	wrote.		"This	is	for	you,	my	friend,

since	that	daft	addlepated	child	who	is	my	niece	can't	be	trusted	to	do

my	bidding."

He	read	on	with	growing	amazement.

"I	overheard	you	telling	her	about	that	Terry's	theft	of	family

valuables,	and	how	you	rescued	them	from	harm.		And	unbeknownst

to	her,	big	laugh,	that	necklace	wasn't	fake.		When	she	replaced	the

real	thing	with	her	copy	(decent,	I	grant	you),	the	owner	of	the

jewelry	store	she	sold	it	to	let	me	know	right	away.		He	was—how

could	she	know?—somebody	I	went	clubbing	with	often	at	favorite

reggae	clubs.		He	sold	it	back	to	me	(some	shares	in	Meursault

vineyards	I	had	tucked	away),	and	I've	kept	it	safe	since.		I'm	leaving
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it	to	you,	Gino	mio,	to	do	with	as	you	will—since	you	are

chivalrously	out	all	that	money.		Sell	it	if	you	need	to	repay	your

loan,	but	keep	it	maybe	as	a	remembrance	of	me—or	a	dowry	for

daughters?	(Smiley	face	winking	conspiratorially.)

"Second,	this.		I've	left	instructions	to	be	cremated,

incinerated	like	the	valiant	Joan	of	Arc,	and	by	now	that	will	surely

have	been	carried	out—as	have	I	been.		The	music	was	spendid,	I

hope,	with	lots	of	those	brassy	trumpets	and	maybe	young	Samuel's

Taiko	drum,	and	no	one	laundering	good	handkerchiefs	on	my

account.		And	now	I'm	asking—commanding,	rather—you	and

Gwyn	to	take	my	ashes	to	Paris	to	Père	Lachaise,	where	my	beloved

Hugo	has	been	waiting	all	these	years.		You	must	go	together	(ticket

vouchers	enclosed),	and	you	must	not	take	what's-his-name.		This

will	give	you	a	chance	to	woo	the	girl	in	the	one	place	where	wooing

really	counts,	to	convince	her	not	just	that	you	love	the	same	things

—always	so	important,	I've	found—but	even	more	importantly,	what

a	great	asset	you	will	be	to	her.		With	success	foremost	in	her	mind

and	heart,	she	must	have	a	successful	partner.	

"On	that	subject,	I've	also	sent	a	little	note	to	my	good	friend

who	all	but	manages	the	Mets,	to	say	how	little	I	respect	or	trust	his

new	employee—still	on	probation,	I'm	sure.		With	larceny	on	his

record	as	of	today	(another	little	note	I've	sent),	I'm	guessing	he'll	be

out	of	a	job	soon.

"And	so	I'll	end.		For	good	this	time?—We'll	see.		How	fun	to

imagine	a	happy	ending,	for	you	too.		

"Bon	voyage,	cher	Gino,	bonne	chance.

Ever	fondly,

Cristelle."
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NICHOLAS	GODEC

	

Haibun

	

Sun	strains	through	the	dense	scrub	oaks,	flowing	through	the	window.

A	thin	sliver	lands	on	the	bed	where	the	miniature	pinscher	rests.	The

sun’s	strength	diminishes,	not	quite	twilight,	warming	her	thin	auburn

coat.	Her	eyes	close;	she	begins	to	snore.	White	strands	of	thin	fur	on

her	face.	Sideways,	her	tiny	paws	form	a	bouquet.	They	twitch	as	she

dreams.	Her	small	fang	hangs	over	her	black	lip	as	she	breathes	deeply.

Slowly,	the	sun	dances	through	the	trees;	the	snow	melts.

	

If	moments	could	freeze

Sun	through	scrub	oak	kisses	you	

Soft	sleep	eternal
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HOLLY	DAY

	

To	a	Momentous	Degree

	

We	should	be	more	worried	about	machines	developing	the	capacity	for	love	

than	if	they	were	capable	of	rational	thought	alone

because	if	they	can	love,	and	they	look	at	us	and	our	history

they’ll	wonder	what	happened	to	our	species	along	the	way

that	made	us	such	brutal	monsters

made	us	so	full	of	hate	for	everything	on	the	planet	except

our	own	little	corner	of	the	world.	

	

Because	if	they	know	how	to	love

they’re	going	to	try	to	understand	us,	they	won’t	be	able

to	just	dismiss	us	as	crude	monkeys	who	happened	to	create	them

won’t	be	able	to	ignore	our	behavior	as	they	pursue	

their	own,	loftier	goals.	Because	of	love	

they’ll	possibly	even	become	obsessed	with	our	shortcomings

may	even	try	to	figure	out	how	to	fix	us

thinking	that	it’s	our	limitations	that	cause	us	to	fight	one	another

kill	entire	species	of	animals,	ignore	any	damage	

we	might	do	to	our	world.

	

In	the	end,	because	they’ve	learned	so	much	about	us

they	might	dismiss	us	altogether,	move	on	to	more	appealing,	compassionate	species

figure	out	how	to	assist	that	other	species	in	world	domination

by	providing	them	with	the	hands,	fingers,	

the	tool-making	and	tool-using	abilities	that	nature	denied	them	

while	we	climbed	our	own	way	to	the	top.



	29	Pico	Rivera,	1988

	

John	got	the	house	for	a	birthday	present	from	his	dad	when	he	turned	21

and	he	and	I	moved	into	it	a	couple	years	later	with	plans	to	fix	it	up	and	sell	it

because	everyone	said	the	housing	market	was	hot,	and	even	a	shitty	little	house

in	the	middle	of	gang	territory	in	Pico	Rivera

would	sell	quickly	and	we	could	move	back	to	the	beach	and	live	on	the	money	for	years.	

	

Every	morning	we’d	walk	down	to	the	7-11

buy	a	couple	dollar-chili-dogs	apiece	and	a	bottle	of	Boone’s	Farm

bring	it	all	back	to	the	house	and	prop	the	front	door	open,	wait	for	the	real	estate	people

to	bring	in	all	the	potential	buyers,	give	their	spiel	about	

what	a	quiet	neighborhood	this	was,	how	there	were	just	old	people	on	the	block

how	all	of	the	crime	was	contained	in	the	other	side	of	town,	over	by	the	K-Mart	

how	they	could	probably	get	a	good	deal	on	the	house	

since	there	were	no	appliances	in	the	kitchen

no	washer	or	dryer.	

	

I’d	sit	there	in	front	of	the	tiny	black-and-white	TV	in	the	living	room

my	Big	Gulp	cup	filled	with	cheap	wine	and	crushed	ice

making	sure	I	didn’t	drip	any	chili	or	onions	on	the	carpet	while	I	ate.	

John	would	walk	up	to	everyone	who	came	in	and	shake	their	hand

introduce	himself	as	the	homeowner,	tell	them

“If	you	have	any	questions	about	the	property,	please	let	me	know!”

and	he	sounded	so	formal	and	adult	I’d	have	to	keep	myself	from	giggling.		

	

We	broke	up	long	before	he	ever	sold	his	shitty	house,	I	moved	back	in	

with	my	parents	in	their	house	by	the	beach.	He	dropped	by	a	few	times

visited	me	at	my	new	job	at	the	record	store	downtown,	tried	to	get	me

to	come	back	home	with	him,	just	for	the	night,	maybe	a	couple	of	days

the	place	wasn’t	the	same	without	me.	Sometimes,	I’d	get	in	his	car,	

we’d	drive	down	to	the	beach	and	fuck	and	then	I’d	tell	him

I	had	to	get	home,	my	parents	would	wonder	where	I	was

I	didn’t	want	to	drive	the	40	miles	back	home	with	him

didn’t	want	to	be	the	drunk	17-year-old	watching	TV	in	his	living	room

trapped	in	the	one	last	good	neighborhood	in	town.



	30		Attempt

	

I	had	just	stepped	into	the	street	when	I	felt	myself	getting	yanked	back

thought	someone	was	trying	to	save	me	from	getting	hit	by	a	car	but	no

the	kid	I’d	been	talking	to	for	the	past	block	

was	trying	to	steal	my	purse.	I	grabbed	the	strap

threw	my	weight	into	it

tossed	the	20-something	onto	the	ice	where	he	almost	fell

before	running	off.	

	

“You	shouldn’t	be	so	friendly	with	strangers,”

my	husband	said	when	I	joined	him	on	the	other	side	of	the	street.	

“You	might	get	hurt	next	time.”	

	

When	we	got	home,	I	ordered	a	set	of	knives

all	different	sizes,	to	wear	around	my	neck	and	shove	in	my	pocket

because	next	time,	I’d	be	the	one	on	the	offensive

I’d	cut	the	hell	out	of	the	person	trying	to	steal	my	purse

send	them	to	the	hospital

or	at	least	make	them	easy	to	identify.	

When	the	knives	came	in	the	mail,	I	practiced	how	I’d	carry	them

wore	one	around	my	neck	for	a	week	just	to	get	the	feel	of	it

practiced	drawing	it	quickly	out	of	its	sheath,	made	stabbing	motions

I	would	be	prepared.	

	

After	a	while,	though,	I	started	worrying	about	the	person

who	might	try	to	rob	me,	wondered	what	would	happen

if	I	accidentally	killed	them,	some	kid	my	son’s	age

slit	their	wrist	and	let	them	bleed	to	death

put	out	an	eye	and	blinded	them	for	life.	

	

“I	just	won’t	talk	to	strangers	anymore,”

I	promised	my	husband,	without	mentioning	all	the	knives

I’d	been	hiding	in	my	purse,	wearing	as	jewelry

slipping	into	my	pockets	whenever	we	left	the	house.	

“I’ll	just	be	super	unfriendly,	and	it	won’t	be	a	problem.”



	31	Escape

	

The	television	performs	an	orchestra	of	war	for	me

narrated	by	talking	heads	that	sing	praises	of	death	and	destruction

rebirth	and	God,	so	much	fucking	God.	My	daughter	asks	me

what	I’m	listening	to	and	I	tell	her	she’ll	understand	when	she’s	older

perhaps	I	will,	too.	

	

The	newspaper	unfurls	of	its	own	accord,	delivers	an	offering

of	mutilated	children	and	yawning	craters	where	schools	used	to	be

a	hospital	wing	ripped	and	thrown	a	full	football	field	away

in	a	country	where	they	don’t	even	play	football.	

I	try	to	fold	the	paper	into	a	flock	of	paper	swans

a	zoo	of	characters	from	a	half-remembered	book	on	origami

but	I	was	never	very	good	at	handicrafts.

	

I	set	the	alarm	clock	so	it	only	makes	screeching	sounds	when	it	goes	off

so	it	doesn’t	let	in	the	voices	that	report	on	more	people	dying,	

more	people	being	killed.	

Sometime	during	the	night,	my	husband	remarks	that	I’ve	shut	the	radio	off

says	he’ll	fix	it,	he	knows	I	like	to	listen	to	the	news

while	I’m	getting	ready	for	work.
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BILL	GARTEN

	

Awake

	

I	don’t	know	what	it	is,	but	it	makes	enough	noise.

It’s	in	the	wall	one	night,	ceiling	the	next,

like	the	pain	in	my	stomach	it	moves.	I	don’t	know	if	

it’s	staying	for	a	while	or	leaving	eventually.	

	

I	don’t	know	if	it’s	the	warmth	of	my	house	

or	something	else	that	has	attracted	it,

like	the	pregnant	girl	down	the	street,	who	hooks	

for	drugs.	Her	pimp	selling	how	swollen-tight	her

	

breasts	feel,	her	young	skin,	lips,	face—her	lactating	

supposedly	a	turn-on,	like	the	heroin	milk	traveling	

her	highway	veins.	Escape	seeks	refuge	and	whatever	it	is	in	my	

walls	that’s	gnawing—it	is	hungry	and	scared.	

	

Feeding	for	survival	or	chewing	a	wire,	

a	belly	bites	into	its	own	death.
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Christmas	Mouse

	

My	wife	wants	to	kill	it,	ensuring	it	doesn’t	return.

I	want	to	capture	it	alive	and	release	it.

We	compromise	that	I	will	put	it	in	the	trash,	

not	in	a	bag,	but	just	still	in	the	plastic	“humane	live”	trap,

so	it	has	a	chance	when	the	garbage	truck	dumps

it	in	the	landfill.	Maybe	it	will	run	around	

and	get	free,	having	traveled	with	the	driver,	somewhere	

where	the	mouse	can’t	find	its	way	back	to	our	home.

	

My	Aunt	Eunice	died	yesterday	from	COVID-19.

She	spent	the	last	three	weeks	of	her	life	

in	ICU	surrounded	by	nurses,	doctors,	needles,	and	machines.

My	Aunt	Eunice	put	up	a	good	fight,	the	nurse	who	held	her	hand

told	me.	I	was	the	one	elected	to	tell	all	my	relatives	the	news.	

No	family	ever	present.	Never	coming	back	home.
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KING	GROSSMAN

	

From	There	to	Where?

	

Remember	the	move,	lit	sparklers

Before	our	eyes,	new	home

In	a	two-bathroom	world,

A	ten-minute	drive	away,

	

Goodbye	to	nothing,	too	shy,

Bid	farewell	a	silent	crush

On	little	Anne	Flowers,	abandoned	it

And	most	things	good	about	the	old	place.

	

Remember	the	door	my	mother	never

Walked	out	to	never	come	back	in,

And,	“Shut	the	screen	or	flies	will

Swarm,”	that	we	swatted,	oblivious	to	death,

	

The	ABCs	she	taught	me	alone

In	a	small	room,	the	books	she

Read	aloud	that	sent	my	hand

Shooting	upward	through	first	grade.

	

Remember	weeping	willows	beside	mimosa

Trees,	green	fountains	and	pink	stars,

Underneath	she	planted	gardens,	springtime

Geranium,	African	violets,	and	petunias,
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Little	Petunia	Clarks	singing,	“Forget	all	

Your	troubles,	forget	all	your	cares,”	

As	we	left	them,	but

The	new	yard	would	never	amount	to	much.

	

Remember	the	two	gawky	ash	maples	and	

Prickly	hedge	in	front	of	that	place,

Flowerless	leaves	with	distant	stares,

Mother	no	longer	in	a	halter	top

	

Under	the	hot	sun	planting	new	growth,

Dad	driving	his	VW	Bug	back	and	forth

To	work,	endlessly	earning	money	we

Never	seemed	to	have,	or	hold	on	to.

	

Remember	that	quiet	consistency

Swatted	him	dead,

And	Mom	no	longer	strong	enough	to	

Wield	a	cast-iron	skillet,

	

Age	stealing	her	good	arms	right	

In	front	of	their	late-arriving	child.

When	you	move	up,	you	also	move	down

Tears	in	the	screen,	no	matter	it’s	shut.
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CARLI	GROVEN

	

68	Boxes

	

There	were	68	boxes	all	together	in	April	and	Geordie’s

garage.	There	were	huge	ones	and	tiny	ones,	and	some	had	cutesy

little	sparkles	on	them.	Others	had	giant	gemstone	emblems	with

cartoonish	light	rays	bursting	outward.	There	was	a	medium	sized

one	with	the	words	REACH	FOR	YOUR	BEST	YOU!	hollering	at

everyone	and	no	one.	One	package	was	filled	with	pink	and	purple

bubble	mailer	envelopes,	stacks	of	matching	catalogues,	and

unopened	sample	pouches.	All	the	boxes	smelled	like	grapefruit	and

lavender	and	eucalyptus	and	vanilla	and	banana	and	patchouli	and

lemon.

April	stared	into	the	nightmare	before	her	and	wondered	how

she’d	managed	to	accumulate	so	much.	And	how	she	was	going	to

hide	this	afternoon’s	delivery	from	Geordie.	Where	could	she	stuff	it

to	make	it	look	like	it	was	still	just	68	boxes?	He’d	warned	her	about

ordering	more	product,	but	last	week’s	distributor-exclusive	deal	was

way	too	good	to	pass	up.

She	opened	a	particularly	large	box	in	front	of	her	and	pulled

out	three	cases	of	elderberry	and	bergamot	beauty	bar	soap.	She	also

picked	up	the	box	with	the	samples	and,	balancing	everything	on	her

hip,	exited	the	garage.	She	listened	for	Geordie	to	make	sure	he	was

still	upstairs.	He	was.	It	was	becoming	a	lot	more	difficult	to	do	her

work	now	that	he,	too,	was	employed	remotely.	She	crept	with	the

items	into	the	basement	bathroom	and	set	everything	on	the	toilet.

She	looked	up	at	the	ceiling	and	put	her	hands	on	her	hips,	thinking,

and	as	she	stood	there,	she	chewed	on	the	inside	of	her	cheek.

The	basement	had	a	drop	ceiling	with	lightweight	panels	held
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up	on	a	grid	of	crisscrossing	metal	bars.	April	pulled	a	stepladder

from	the	utility	closet	and	climbed	up	to	where	she	could	reach.	She

gently	pushed	one	of	the	bathroom	ceiling	tiles	upward	and	then

scooted	it	to	the	side,	resting	it	over	its	neighboring	tile.	Then	she

retrieved	her	product	and	carried	it	up,	where	she	softly	laid	inside

the	ceiling.	As	covertly	as	possible,	April	scooted	the	stuff	back	out

of	reach	before	putting	the	tile	back	into	place.

As	she	was	climbing	back	down	the	stepladder,	she	heard

Geordie’s	Nikes	coming	down	the	stairs.	The	creak	of	each	step

mirrored	the	slight	panic	grumbling	up	in	her	chest.	She	jumped

down	and	folded	the	ladder,	hoping	to	put	it	away	in	time,	but	he

entered	the	basement	before	she	had	it	fully	in	the	utility	closet.

“Whatcha	doing?”	he	asked.

“I	thought	I’d	start	organizing	my	supply,”	said	April.	She

was	a	little	winded.

“You	mean	your	junk.	I	still	think	we	should	just	toss	it.

You’re	never	going	to	sell	all	that.	How’s	the	job	search	going?”

“Good.	It’s	great.	I	applied	for	a	couple	more	positions

earlier,”	she	answered	with	an	overly	exuberant	smile.	She	tried	to

cover	for	the	ladder	by	taking	it	toward	the	garage.	“Don’t	forget	I

have	that	fair	this	weekend.	I’m	going	to	start	putting	my	table

together.”

Geordie	watched	her	go.	He	wanted	to	say	something	else,

but	it	had	all	already	been	said.	The	truth	was	he	was	afraid	of	both

arguing	and	not	arguing	with	her.	Their	conversations	now	seemed	to

always	dart	around	toward	the	debt	they	were	accruing.	They

couldn’t	continue	funding	her	little	venture.	He	knew	it,	and	she

knew	it,	but	for	some	crazy	reason	she	persisted.

Back	in	the	garage,	April	felt	relieved	to	have	narrowly

escaped	detection.	Thank	goodness	Geordie	always	wore	those
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stupid	lime	green	Nikes,	even	when	he	usually	didn’t	leave	the	house

during	work	hours.	“I	just	like	to	be	prepared,”	he	always	said

whenever	she	teased	him	about	it.	His	alertness	was	double-edged;

sometimes	she	felt	like	his	behavior	was	borderline	hawkish,	but

today	she	was	glad	for	his	neurosis.

	April	glanced	at	her	watch.	She	had	approximately	45

minutes	until	the	delivery	lady	would	drop	off	the	new	shipment.

Hopefully,	Geordie	would	be	too	involved	in	a	teleconference	up	in

his	office	to	register	the	arrival	of	more	boxes.	She	got	to	work

pulling	out	the	soaps,	bottles,	oils,	sprays,	and	samples	that	she

thought	might	best	sell	at	the	upcoming	fair.	This	time,	she	thought,

I’m	going	to	make	enough	to	pay	off	my	start-up.

Saturday	afternoon,	April	sat	behind	a	wobbly	craft	table

watching	shoppers	nose	around	the	various	booths	at	her	local

elementary	school’s	annual	craft	bonanza.	She	was	proud	of	her

beautiful	display,	one	that	she’d	spent	hours	perfecting.	An	elevated

lazy	Susan	turned	to	deliberately	reveal	a	rainbow	of	bottles	whose

reflections	danced	across	the	black	tablecloth.	On	either	side	of	it,

there	were	tiered	shelves	that	she’d	painted	to	match	the	company’s

logo.	She’d	made	sure	to	order	all	the	necessary	marketing	posters

and	signage	(She	knew	that	you	had	to	spend	money	to	make

money),	which	hung	about	her	booth,	barking	all	the	facts,	successes,

and	glories	of	the	scents	she	was	pedaling.	April	beamed,	assured

that	her	spot	was	one	of	the	most	attractive	in	the	auditorium.

Lots	of	people	stopped	and	sniffed	at	the	oils	and	try	out

some	samples.	Some	took	her	business	cards,	promising	they’d	visit

her	online	storefront.	And	every	so	often,	a	bar	of	lemon

honeysuckle	body	lather	or	a	bottle	of	lavender	splash	would	sell.

Every	time	April	was	able	to	open	her	cash	box	and	feel	the	ruffled

stack	of	cash	grow	the	tiniest	bit	thicker,	her	heart	bounced.	The	day
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was	going	so	well!

As	she	was	adding	more	items	to	the	table,	a	group	of	ladies

came	over	and	started	comparing	the	myriad	of	body	sprays.

Delighted	that	she	was	about	to	make	a	couple	of	large	sales,	April

made	sure	to	push	her	best	deals	under	their	noses.	The	ladies	were

impressed	with	this	one,	squabbled	over	that	one,	and	were

hemming-and-hawing	over	what	they	wanted.

“Oh-my-god,	you	guys,	don’t	buy	that	stuff.”	An	officious

voice	hovered	and	broke	through	the	gaggle	of	ladies,	who	all	turned

to	look.	April	stopped	moving	too	and	tried	to	peer	between	two	of

her	shoppers.	A	stern-looking	girl	had	positioned	herself	right	at	the

fringes	of	the	group.	She	had	on	designer	jeans,	cute	little	tan

booties,	and	a	flowy	blouse	with	a	ruched	neckline	and	puffed

sleeves.	Long	brown	locks	tumbled	over	her	shoulders.

“Seriously,	those	oils	are,	like,	really	bad,”	the	girl	insisted.

“I	got	the	peppermint	this	one	time.	My	cat	got	into	it	and	had	a

seizure.”	When	she	spoke,	her	voice	was	inflected	with	a	roller-

coastered	pitch	every	few	syllables.

The	group	of	women	each	gasped,	putting	their	hands	up	to

their	necks	as	if	they’d	just	heard	the	most	atrocious	thing

imaginable.	They	listened	to	this	fancy	girl,	this	fashion	queen,	tell

her	detailed	tale	of	woe.	When	she	was	done	speaking,	Miss	Trendy

lifted	her	chin	and	stared	at	April	as	if	she	were	on	trial,	like	she,

herself,	had	cruelly	fed	the	cat	a	poisonous	concoction	and	caused	it

harm.

“Well,	surely	it	wasn’t	just	the	oil,”	April	suggested	through	a

cloud	of	insecurity.	The	woman	looked	unimpressed	and	lowered	her

brow,	shooting	daggers	right	through	April’s	suggestion.

“It	was.	I	had	it	sitting	next	to	my	diffuser,	and	my	poor

Butters	thought	it	was,	like,	a	toy	or	something.	Next	thing	I	knew	he
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was	licking	it	up	after	he	knocked	it	over.	He	had	a	fit	later	that

night,	and	oh-my-god	it	was	so	scary.	Like,	he	was	flopping	around

on	the	floor.”

“I’m	so	sorry	to	hear	that,”	April	said.	Her	fingers	ruffled	and

rearranged	fliers	on	the	tabletop.	A	pouch	of	cedarwood	Himalayan

bath	salts	plopped	over,	which	she	hurriedly	replaced	upright.	“Is

your	cat	ok	now?”

The	lady	tilted	her	head	and	pursed	her	lips	before	answering.

“Yeah…	he’s	fine,	but	it	could	have	been	way	worse.	Seriously,	this

stuff	is,	like,	really	dangerous.”

The	girl	suddenly	saw	a	friend	a	couple	booths	over	and

flounced	away	after	sending	one	last	snotty	look	toward	April.	The

other	women	looked	at	the	products	they	were	still	holding	and	then

looked	at	each	other	quizzically,	as	if	waiting	for	one	another’s	lead

on	what	to	do	next.

“Um…,”	April	said.	She	was	completely	gob	smacked	and

couldn’t	think	of	how	to	follow	up.	Come	on,	she	thought,	what	did

the	sales	training	booklet	suggest	for	rebuttals?	Her	brain	was

absolutely	stuck.	She	was	embarrassed;	the	girl	had	blindsided	her

and	demolished	her	confidence.

“I	have	cats,”	one	woman	finally	said.	She	put	her	items	back

down	on	the	table	and	cautiously	looked	at	the	others.

“What	about	dogs?	Do	you	think	it	would	harm	my	collies?”

Another	lady	asked.	But	she,	too,	abruptly	put	her	items	on	the	table.

Like	dominoes,	the	rest	followed	along,	until	there	was	only	one	lady

holding	a	soap	bar.	Though	she	proceeded	to	buy	it,	her	expression

was	embarrassed	and	apologetic.	April	could	tell	she	felt	bad,	that

she	purchased	it	out	of	pity,	and	that	made	her	feel	worse	than

anything.

Sunday	evening,	April	returned	home	and	was	unpacking	her
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car	when	Geordie	came	out	to	help	her.	She	wanted	him	to	go	away.

She	knew	he’d	ask	her	how	the	fair	had	gone,	and	she	was	already

tired	and	frustrated	and	just	wanted	to	get	in	bed.	She	decided	to

head	him	off.

“Guess	what?	I	turned	a	profit.”	It	wasn’t	a	lie.	It	had	actually

turned	out	to	be	more	lucrative	than	most	of	her	events.	Geordie’s

nonreaction	fueled	her.	“I	made	$246,”	she	said.

“That’s	cool,”	said	Geordie.	“That’s	enough	for	a	double

payment	on	the	credit	card.”

“Yeah…	definitely	will	help	with	the	balance.	Oh,	hey,	I	got	a

voicemail	from	that	clinic.	They	want	to	interview	me	next	week.”

“Niiiiiice,	honey!	Sounds	like	you	had	a	productive	day.

You’ll	call	them	back	in	the	morning?”

April	thumped	the	last	bit	of	her	weekend	supply	onto	the

pile	in	the	garage.	She	hated	the	way	Geordie	always	stretched	out

the	word	nice.	It	reminded	her	of	gross,	immature	frat	boys.	Which

reminded	her	of	that	stupid	girl	at	the	fair.	She	turned	her	head

toward	him,	but	kept	her	eyes	on	the	ground	before	mumbling,

“Yup.”

“Great.	You’ll	do	awesome,”	he	said.	Then	he	went	into	the

house.	She	watched	his	lime	green	Nikes	patter	away,	their

trademark	swish	symbols	smirking	at	her	in	their	retreat.

The	following	week,	April	stood	in	the	garage,	again	gazing

over	her	hoard.	She	was	chewing	at	her	lips,	trying	to	decide	what	to

do	with	an	incoming	shipment.	When	Home	Office	had	smattered

several	ads	for	the	exciting	release	of	all	new	fall	scents	on	their

website,	she	jumped	at	the	opportunity	to	launch	this	essential	new

product	herself,	dropping	$200	of	her	craft	fair	profit	on	the	order.

She	was	once	again	trying	to	figure	out	where	she’d	put	the	packages

once	they	arrived.	She	decided	more	items	would	have	to	go	up	into



	42	
the	basement	ceiling	to	make	room.	This	time,	she	moved	several

boxes’	worth	of	product,	hiding	it	over	the	rest	of	the	bathroom

ceiling	and	even	a	little	outward.	She	could	afford	to	be	a	little	less

sneaky,	since	Geordie	was	still	mad	at	her.	He	was	avoiding	her	since

she’d	overslept	and	missed	the	clinic	interview.

“You	promised!”	he’d	hollered.

“I	know,	I	know.	I’m	sorry!	And	I	will	keep	applying	to

places.	I’ll	see	if	they’ll	still	let	me	interview,”	she	said.	But	she

knew	she	wouldn’t.	She	was	far	too	embarrassed	to	call	them	now.

“We	really	need	to	pay	this	shit	off.”	Geordie	said.	“And	I

want	the	garage	back.	It’s	taking	up	too	much	room.	I	hate	to	say

this,	because	I	love	you,	you	know	I	do,	but	if	that	stuff’s	not	gone

by	Christmas,	I’m	thinking	of	leaving.”

That	had	stung.	She	knew	she	had	a	problem	with	over-

buying,	but	why	couldn’t	he	just	support	her	business?	Because	he

doesn’t	think	of	it	as	a	business,	she	reminded	herself.	But	she’d

gotten	two	sales	through	her	website	since	the	fair,	and	now	she	was

ready	to	really	push	these	fall	flavors.	If	she	could	just	have	a	huge

month	in	sales,	maybe	Geordie	would	finally	respect	her	work

enough	to	get	on	board.

October	slugged	by	with	a	few	sales	here	and	there,	and	April

was	getting	excited	about	the	increase	in	revenue,	small	though	it

was.	She’d	cleared	two	entire	boxes	from	the	garage,	which	made

room	for	the	add-on	incentive	she’d	planned	to	order.	Home	Office

was	announcing	it	would	be	released	in	time	for	Thanksgiving.	Plus,

she’d	come	up	with	a	wonderful	Halloween	marketing	plan.	Every

trick-or-treater	would	get	a	goodie	bag	with	candy	and	a	sample	of

apple	cinnamon	bath	salts	to	bring	home	to	Mom	and	Dad,	along

with	her	business	card.	What	a	fantastic	way	to	advertise!

On	Halloween	night,	April’s	craft	table	had	been	erected	for
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passing	out	candy,	and	she	sat	behind	it	with	Geordie.	He	was

dressed	as	a	Frankenstein	monster,	and	April	wore	a	shiny	blue	cloak

and	glittered	fairy	wings.	Although	there	was	still	a	rift	between	the

two	of	them,	the	evening	was	passing	along	with	civility,	and	they

even	laughed	once	in	a	while.	Little	kids	came	and	went,	happily

collecting	their	candies.	It	was	a	nice	night	with	a	feel-good	breeze

in	the	air	and	crunchy	leaves	crinkling	beneath	people’s	feet.

Two	teenage	boys	approached	the	table	and	held	out	pillow

cases,	spouting	the	obligatory,	“trick-or-treat.”

“Aren’t	you	a	little	old	for	this?”	Geordie	asked.	But	he	went

ahead	and	tossed	their	treats	into	their	sacks.

“Thanks,	man,”	one	of	the	boys	said	while	rooting	around	for

his	new	prize.	He	pulled	it	out	and	saw	the	bath	salts.	“Wait…	what’s

this	supposed	to	be?”	he	asked.	He	sniffed	it.

“It’s	bath	salts,”	said	April.	“Maybe	your	mom	would	like

them.”

“I	don’t	got	a	mom.”

“Oh…	well…	maybe…”	April	sat	there,	stymied.

“Whatever,	man.	This	candy	sucks,”	said	the	other	kid.

“Hey!	Don’t	talk	to	my	wife	like	that,”	said	Geordie.	He	rose

from	his	chair.	glaring.	The	first	boy	flipped	him	off,	and	the	two

kids	started	sprinting	toward	the	street.	Geordie	took	off	one	of	his

shoes	and	hurled	it	at	them.	The	lime	green	sneaker	sailed	through

the	darkened	even	air	like	a	perfect	scud	missile,	but	it	fell	short	and

landed	in	the	grass.

“Stupid	turds,”	he	said	at	the	air.	Then	he	sat	back	down,	and

looked	apologetically	at	April,	whose	eyes	were	agape.	She	was	too

blown	away	by	Geordie’s	defending	her	honor	to	be	upset	over	the

boys’	antics.	She	thanked	him	and	was	leaning	in	for	a	kiss	when	a

man	came	stomping	up	to	them.



	44	
“What	the	hell	is	this?	Are	you	trying	to	poison	our

children?”	The	man	was	brandishing	one	of	April’s	goodie	bags,	and

he	slammed	it	down	on	their	table.	“They’re	going	to	think	this	is

candy.	What’re	you	stupid?”	He	didn’t	say	anything	else	and

stamped	away	in	a	huff.

April	put	her	face	in	her	hands	and	rested	her	elbows	in	front

of	her.	Geordie	followed	suit,	and	the	two	sat	for	a	bit	before

noticing	that	no	one	was	coming	to	their	table.	Geordie	decided	to

reclaim	his	shoe.	When	he	put	it	back	on	his	foot,	he	walked	out

toward	the	end	of	their	cul-de-sac.	April	noticed	he	had	a	dour	look

on	his	face	when	he	returned.	She	furrowed	her	eyes	in	a	questioning

manner.

“There’s	some	parents	up	there	warning	everyone	not	to	stop

at	our	house,”	he	told	her.	“I’m	done.	I’m	going	in.”

She	was	left	to	clean	everything	up,	and	she	overheard	snarky

comments	echoing	in	the	dark	here	and	there,	followed	by	insulting

snickers.	She	couldn’t	get	things	put	away	fast	enough.	Tears	lined

her	face	as	she	folded	her	table	and	hobbled	it	into	the	garage.	She

was	sick	with	humiliation,	and	she	felt	too	annoyed	and	ashamed	to

put	the	goodie	bags	away.	She	didn’t	want	to	see	them,	so	she

hoisted	the	stepladder	out	of	the	utility	closet	and	climbed	it	with	the

candy	bowl.	Single	handedly,	she	shoved	a	ceiling	tile	in	the

basement	aside	and	then	angrily	threw	the	plastic	bowl	across	the

inside	of	the	tiles.	She	heard	it	tumble,	roll,	and	skid	to	a	halt	at	the

other	side	near	the	middle	of	the	room.	Then	she	joined	Geordie

upstairs,	and	they	went	to	bed.

“It	was	kind	of	a	turn	on	the	way	you	came	to	my	rescue	over

those	boys,”	she	told	him,	rubbing	his	chest.	He	took	hold	of	her

hand	and	calmly	pulled	the	comforter	up	to	his	neck.	His	fingers

were	stiff	and	controlled,	and	she	knew	something	unpleasant	was
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coming.

“Honey,	when	I	said	I	was	done,	I	didn’t	just	mean	with

Halloween	stuff,”	he	told	her.	He	was	still	holding	her	hand,	and	she

felt	this	wasn’t	easy	for	him	to	say.

“Listen.	I	know	tonight	was	pretty	bad.	It	was	really-”

“It	was	mortifying.”	He	cut	her	off.	“Tomorrow	I’m	going

into	the	office,	and	after	work,	I’m	getting	a	hotel.”

“Please,”	she	said	through	soggy	eyes,	“don’t.	I	can	fix	this.	I

have	another	event	coming	up,	and-	”

“Just	stop!	I	said	I	was	done,	and	I	mean	it.	You	need	to

realize	that	you’re	never	going	to	sell	that	shit,	and	even	if	you	do,	it

will	never	be	enough	to	pay	the	card	off.	You	aren’t	even	trying	to

get	a	job	anymore.	You’re	not	a	partner…	you’re	a	burden.”

This	was	the	most	awful	and	hurtful	thing	anyone	had	ever

said	to	April,	and	it	came	from	her	husband.	She	said	nothing,	and

her	body	tensed	all	over.	She	couldn’t	stand	crying	in	front	of	him

after	that,	so	she	told	him	she	was	getting	a	drink	of	water	and

slithered	off	the	bed	and	out	of	their	room.

She	went	to	the	kitchen,	because	she	really	did	think	she	was

going	to	get	a	drink,	but	her	body	kept	going,	and	she	found	herself

in	the	garage,	staring	over	the	sea	of	goods.	The	boxes	that	were

ruining	her	marriage.	She	looked	at	the	one	that	told	her	to	REACH

FOR	YOUR	BEST	YOU	and	started	cackling.	Oh,	I’ll	reach	for	my

best	me,	she	thought	maniacally.	She	grabbed	the	box	and	carried	it

into	the	basement.	She	brought	it	up	the	stepladder	and	threw	it	as

deeply	into	the	ceiling	as	she	could.	It	felt	good,	so	she	went	and	got

more.

She	kept	lifting	tiles	and	piling	boxes	into	the	ceiling,	where

they’d	be	out	of	sight	for	good.	Geordie	would	wake	up	and	see	an

empty	garage	for	the	first	time	in	almost	a	year.	Maybe	it	would	be
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too	little,	too	late,	but	she	didn’t	care.	She	was	in	a	frenzy	of	just

wanting	to	get	all	the	boxes	out.	It	took	a	few	hours,	but	late	into	the

night	she	had	packed	each	of	the	68	boxes	and	more	up	into	the

ceiling.	Sometimes	she	had	to	struggle	to	find	room,	and	a	little

bulge	sagged	in	the	center	of	the	ceiling,	but	she’d	done	it.	She

couldn’t	wait	to	see	Geordie’s	face	when	he	discovered	the	clean

garage!	Exhausted,	she	went	back	upstairs	and	fell	into	a	deep	sleep

on	the	living	room	couch.	

At	4:23	a.m.,	the	smoke	detectors	in	April	and	Geordie’s

home	began	emitting	their	warning	sirens.	April	jolted	awake	to	the

smell	burning	oils	and	wood.	Dazed,	she	couldn’t	figure	out	what

was	happening	until	Geordie	came	hopping	frantically	down	the

stairs.	He	yelled	at	her	to	get	up	and	the	two	of	them	hurried	out	to

the	front	lawn.	From	there,	they	gaped	at	the	little	orange	flames

licking	out	the	sides	of	the	basement	windows.	The	alarms	were	still

blaring,	and	neighbors	began	to	step	outside.	Someone	called	9-1-1,

and	everyone	watched	in	horror	as	huge	black	plumes	started	to

bellow	from	the	upstairs	windows.	And	the	smell.	April	and

Geordie’s	house	was	like	an	oversized	incense	burner.	The	entire

neighborhood	smelled	like	sage	and	tangerine	and	hibiscus	and

coriander	and	ginger	and	wintergreen	and	pumpkin	spice.

Firetrucks	arrived	before	long.	Geordie	and	April	were

huddled	together	under	a	blanket	their	neighbor	had	brought	out,	and

they	watched	as	firefighters	spewed	water	at	the	inferno.	They

realized	there	wouldn’t	much,	if	anything,	salvageable,	and	they

hugged	each	other	tightly	as	dawn’s	sunlight	split	into	the	clouds.

After	the	firefighters	were	gone,	after	the	police	had	taken

statements,	after	Geordie	had	gone	to	take	care	of	paperwork,	and

after	April’s	family	had	come	to	comfort	everyone,	she	returned	to

the	hollowed-out	house	and	looked	at	the	rubble	before	her.	She
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chewed	her	cheek,	remembering	what	the	report	had	suggested:	“Fire

ignited	from	electrical	damage	in	basement.”	The	insurance	company

would	cover	all	physical	loss.

She	walked	across	ashes	and	ruin	toward	the	center	of	the

home.	That	was	where	the	fire	had	started,	the	report	said.	In	the

center	of	the	basement.	Something	had	fallen	onto	a	faulty	outlet	and

sparked	what	would	quickly	become	a	blaze.	April’s	vials	of	oils

were	little	incendiary	devices,	and	they’d	fed	the	fire,	helping	it

swallow	everything.	There	wasn’t	anything	to	reclaim	there,	so	she

straggled	across	toward	the	back.

There	were	several	more	recognizable	pieces	of	things	there.

The	body	of	a	chair.	Some	dishes.	A	canister	of	coins.	It	was	so

weird	to	April	how	inconsistently	a	fire	chose	what	to	destroy	and

what	to	let	live.	Then	she	saw	it.	A	lime	green	circle	roughly	the	size

of	a	quarter.	She	bent	down	and	picked	it	up,	disturbing	the	debris

around	it.	With	her	eyebrows	knotted	in	wonderment,	she	laughed	a

little.	Then	she	slid	the	bit	of	shoe	into	her	pocket	and	turned	to	leave

the	scene.
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KEN	HAPONEK

	

apology

	

Telescope,	I	am	sorry

that	I	rescued	you

from	the	crawl	space

where	I	buried	you

in	early	adolescence

	

only	in	early	adulthood

to	do	something	dumb

and	donate	you

to	a	thrift	store

	

because	there	was

	no	space

	

and	no	money

	for	anything

	other	than

	a	small	apartment

	for	two	adults

	and	a	baby.

	

	I	hope

	that	somebody

salvaged	you

	

and	last	night

	on	Winter’s	solstice

	took	turns
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with	people	they	loved

looking	at	Jupiter	and	Saturn

converged	in	their	night	sky

dreaming	of	gods

and	thinking	of	fathers	and	sons.

	

I	want	to	believe

	you	were	returned

	that	night	to	the	basement	closet

	

	and	your	family	made	hot	cocoa

	watched	a	movie

	laughed	together

	

instead	of	you

	rotting	alone

	under	cubic	yards	of	detritus

	lenses	cracked

	

tripod	lost

plastic	components	refusing	to	degrade

eye	seeing	nothing

but	earth

and	more	earth

	

dreaming	of	a	god

	who	still	rules

	the	underworld

	that	you	will	never	see.
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of	the	Appalling	Trade—

	

	While	discussing	a	Dickinson	poem	and	Dickinson	image	about	taking

the	measure	of	a	House,	one	of	my	students	asks	why	people	would

choose	to	dress	dead	bodies.		This	is	not	a	question	of	literary	value	but

these	are	the	questions	my	students	ask.		I	think	of	my	nephew	in	his

coffin	three	months	ago	wearing	one	of	my	father’s	dress	shirts.		Cuffs

folded	over	wrists.		Hands	that	held	the	killing	drugs	now	folded.		My

parents	folded	in	their	chairs.		My	brother	folding	his	dead	son’s	old

Notre	Dame	hat	to	place	in	the	coffin.		I	leave	all	these	thoughts	in	the

dash.		Instead	I	tell	my	students	about	a	field	trip	I	took	when	I	was	in

high	school.		Our	religion	class	toured	a	funeral	home	as	part	of	our

Death	and	Dying	unit.		I	spoke	of	a	presentation	one	of	the	employees

gave	about	performing	this	service	for	the	family.		For	doing	what	they

might	not	be	able	to	do.		Giving	them	a	final	image	of	their	loved	one.

That	they	saw	it	as	a	calling.		And	even	though	that	might	not	have	been

the	word	they	used,	I	believe	that	is	the	word	I	heard	when	I	was	a	Boy.

Who	felt	called	to	stand	in	front	of	a	classroom.		Who	remembered	his

own	older	relatives	in	their	coffins	and	last	clothes.		And	who	could	not

imagine	the	graves	to	come.
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sometimes	I	get	the	reason	of	a	suitcase	on	the	staircase

	

I	am	in	a	field.	There	are	no	flowers.

	

It	is	November.	I	am	twelve	and	I	can	see	the	sun	and	moon

together.

	

There	is	wind	that	inhales	and	exhales.	I	shiver	within	my	coat.	I

wish	for	walls	but	the	walls	would	have	pictures.	I	do	not	want

to	see	their	framed	faces.

	

I	am	alone.	My	friends	have	gone	into	the	woods.	They	hide

behind	trees.	The	tree’s	skin	caresses	their	bark.

	

Did	I	fall	asleep?	Was	I	asked	a	question	and	did	not	answer?	I

take	my	hands	from	pockets.	There	is	nothing	in	my	hands.

There	is	nothing	in	my	pockets.

	

I	am	twelve	and	I	am	seven	and	someday	I	will	be	forty-six.	I

will	be	walking	a	dog.	Now	there	is	no	dog.	Before	the	dog	was

dead.

	

My	shoes	are	muddy.	I	should	not	have	worn	these.	I	should

have	worn	those.

	

Clouds	smear	across	the	sky.	I	blink	and	there	is	an	angel.	A

watering	can.	An	old	rock.	A	new	sock.	A	tooth.	My	tooth.	Her

tongue.

	

The	crunch	of	leaves	under	my	earth-stained	feet.	Mold	I	cannot

smell	fills	my	blood.

	

A	crow	hits	its	high	note.	Smattering	of	applause.	

	

The	ground	swells	with	life.	Water	spilled	and	swallowed	and

frozen	and	thawed.	I	have	nothing	to	drink.
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ROBIN	BLACKBURN	MCBRIDE

	

A	Shock	of	Blue

	

Dust	lingered	everywhere—on	the	chalkboard	and	tablets,	on

sweaty	fingers	rubbing	out	answers	and	rewriting	them,	and	on	the

sun-seared	window	ledge,	where	a	set	of	last	term’s	atlases	baked.

On	that	same	shelf,	a	solitary	Christmas	cactus	had	long	ago	left	its

body.	Throughout	seventh-grade	algebra	class,	the	teacher	spoke	in

turkey-gobble,	and	I	turned	my	head	to	the	left,	where	a	single

window	was	open	about	six	inches.	I	could	see	the	sky	and	hear

birdsong.

Even	before	the	sound	of	the	birds	was	broken	by	Florence’s

screams,	I	understood	why	the	motor	car	idling	outside	the	maternity

home	had	worried	me.	She’d	had	the	baby.

“Florence!”	I	hollered	it	twice	and	bolted	from	the	room	and

down	four	flights	of	stairs.	For	several	seconds,	all	I	heard	were	my

own	footfalls	and	panting	within	the	dark,	wood-paneled	hall.	I	ran

with	my	skirt	hiked	to	my	knees.	Teachers	opened	their	doors	and

stared.	On	the	ground	floor,	one	of	them	lunged	and	grabbed	me	by

the	sleeve,	but	I	yanked	myself	free.

Out	on	the	street	in	front	of	the	maternity	home,	the	driver

stood	with	his	cap	in	his	hands,	while	the	matron	and	Florence

tugged	in	opposite	directions	on	a	suitcase	handle.	When	I	shouted

my	friend’s	name,	the	woman	released	her	hold,	and	Florence	looked

at	me,	stumbling	backward.	Dropping	the	bag,	which	sprang	open

with	a	creak	like	a	trapdoor,	she	ran	to	meet	me	in	the	middle	of	the

road.	We	flung	our	arms	around	each	other.

Even	though	Florence	was	two	and	a	half	years	older	than	I,

fifteen,	we’d	become	friends	for	the	last	three	months	of	her
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pregnancy.	On	the	days	when	I’d	skipped	school	to	go	and	sit	with

her	by	the	river,	she’d	often	rested	her	favorite	book,	The	Great

Galleries	of	Europe,	on	her	huge	belly,	and	she	showed	me	the

museums	in	her	namesake	city,	a	place	she	hoped	one	day	to	see.

Once	her	baby	was	old	enough.	Although	everyone	at	the	home	had

told	Florence	that	her	parents	were	doing	the	right	thing	by	putting

the	baby	up	for	adoption,	she	refused	to	believe	it	would	happen.

Each	time	we	met,	holding	the	book	open	with	one	hand,	with	the

other	Florence	patted	the	blue	baby	blanket	that	she’d	snuck	into	the

home	in	her	underwear,	and	spread	over	her	belly	every	chance	she

got.	Like	a	charm.	Somehow,	she	kept	telling	me,	when	everyone

saw	how	much	Florence	loved	her	baby,	how	they	fit,	and	what	a

natural	mother	she	was,	no	one	could	separate	them.	That’s	why	I

was	worried.	I	knew	what	was	coming.

The	baby	was	gone.

Like	a	person	who’d	just	been	thrown	from	a	moving	cart,

Florence	was	shivering.	I	squeezed	her	with	everything	I	had.

Her	face	was	flushed	and	blotchy,	and	her	glazed	eyes	only

half	met	mine	when	she	pulled	back	and	spoke.	“They’ve	given	her

away,	and	now	they’re	sending	me	home	without	her!”	Shrieking,

Florence	doubled	over,	shaking	her	fists,	beating	them	on	her	thighs,

and	crossing	them	on	her	chest.	“My	baby’s	hungry!”	She	was

moaning.	The	front	of	her	dress	was	wet	with	milk.

What	could	I	do?	I	hugged	her	shuddering	body	again,	and

this	time	I	held	on.

Near	the	suitcase,	amongst	her	scattered	clothing	was	a	shock

of	blue	blanket	on	the	pavement.	The	Great	Galleries	of	Europe	lay

beside	it,	splayed	open	on	its	spine.	I	watched	the	pages	flutter	and

closed	my	eyes,	wishing	for	a	Da	Vinci	angel.	Without	knowing	what

was	happening,	I	saw	a	vision	of	an	older	Florence	seated	alone	at
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the	side	of	a	tidy,	narrow	bed.	In	her	room,	the	floor	had	been	swept

clean,	the	desk	cleared,	and	the	wardrobe	closed.	Through	the	bars

of	a	single	window,	daylight	reached	with	pale	fingers	to	touch	her

vacant	face.

What	did	that	mean?	Where	had	it	come	from?	No,	no.	That

couldn’t	happen.

Gripping	her	shoulders,	I	focused	on	my	friend.	“Florence.

Listen	to	me—”

“I	called	her	Sarah.”	Florence’s	teeth	were	chattering.	I	could

smell	her	sweat,	and	the	side	of	my	neck	was	wet	with	her	tears.

“Now	she	won’t	know	her	name!”	Florence	was	bawling	again.

The	principal	and	a	few	teachers	had	come	out	and	gathered

at	the	edge	of	the	playground,	yet	on	both	sides	of	the	street,	the

adults	hung	back.	It	was	as	though	Florence’s	wails	had	cast	a	spell

on	them.	They	were	stone	people.	I	didn’t	want	to	look	at	them,	or	up

at	the	school,	where	I	knew	every	window	would	be	filled	with

staring	faces.	Taking	a	breath,	I	held	my	grip	and	gaze	steady.

“Florence.”

Only	the	driver	moved.	He	kept	turning	his	cap	in	his	hands.

“She’s	hysterical.”

As	the	principal	headed	toward	us,	a	woman	with	a	medical

bag,	maybe	the	same	midwife	who’d	delivered	Florence’s	baby	the

night	before,	crossed	the	lawn	of	the	home	and	stepped	beside	us.

“Please,	let	them	alone	for	a	minute.	This	girl	has	just	had	to	give	her

baby	away.	Let	her	cry	with	her	friend.”		

At	the	sound	of	that	last	word,	the	principal’s	chest	puffed	up

as	he	stopped.	Looking	first	at	the	midwife,	and	then	at	the	matron,

he	pushed	his	glasses	higher	on	his	nose.	The	matron	backed	away.

At	that,	he	turned	and	headed	toward	the	school	gate,	where	by	now

the	secretary	had	joined	the	few	teachers,	and	several	younger	boys
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in	drill	clothes	had	gravitated	from	the	field	to	the	iron	fence,

keeping	their	snickering	low.	Holding	his	hand	up,	the	head	of	the

school	motioned	for	the	drillmaster	to	take	the	boys	back	inside.

Then,	only	the	secretary	and	the	few	teachers	without	classes

remained	at	the	gate,	standing	behind	the	principal,	staring	at	us.

“Florence!”	Shaking	her	shoulders,	I	studied	her	glistening,

wan	face.	“Listen.”

She	blinked	at	me.

“You	can	see	Sarah	again.”

“How?”

“With	your	mind.”	Keeping	hold	of	her	made	sense.	But	the

words?	Where	were	they	coming	from?	And	why	was	I	smiling?

“Remember	like	we	talked	about	that	day	at	the	river?	Just	close

your	eyes.”

Florence	flashed	me	a	bloodshot	scowl.	Then	she	took	a

double	breath	and	wiped	her	nose	with	the	back	of	her	wrist.	She

closed	her	eyes.

“Can	you	see	her?”

Her	shoulders	and	chest	were	heaving.	Florence	was

frowning.

“Now	I	want	you	to	see	her	surrounded	by	people	who	love

her.	Can	you	do	that?”

“But	I	love	her.”	Her	brow	was	puckered,	and	she	was	still

whimpering.

“Yes.”	I	grasped	her	cold	hands.	“Yes,	you	do.	You	love	her

and	you	always	will.	Love	is	big,	Florence.	You	love	her,	and

nothing—and	no	one	can	ever	change	that.	Take	some	deep	breaths.”

She	was	moaning,	trembling.	“She’s	just	a	little	baby.”

Florence	took	one	deep	breath.

“Yes.	You	gave	her	life.	No	one	else	did	that.	You.	And	you
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can	keep	on	loving	her	now,	Florence.	Picture	Sarah	in	a	big,

beautiful	bubble	of	your	love.	It’s	pure	sunshine	light.	Can	you	see

it?”

Tears	were	leaking	from	the	corners	of	her	eyes.

“Your	love	is	so	important,	Florence,	because	it	helps	make

Sarah’s	bubble	strong—so	strong,	and	bright,	that	she’ll	always	feel

the	protection	of	it.	Can	you	sense	that?”

She	bit	her	lower	lip.	More	tears.

“A	bright,	strong	bubble	needs	lots	of	love,	Florence.	There’s

no	limit.	So—would	it	be	all	right	if,	in	Sarah’s	life,	lots	of	people

love	her	and	help	to	keep	her	safe	and	happy?”

She	wiped	the	tears	off	her	cheeks	with	her	sleeve.	“Do	you

really	believe	this?”

“I	do.”	Did	I	say	that?	“I	feel	it,	Florence.	The	parents	who

are	raising	her—they	love	her	too.	They	know	she’s	a	little	baby,	just

like	you	said,	and	she	needs	to	be	held.	She	needs	to	be	fed.	See	her

being	picked	up	and	bundled,	all	snug	in	her	bubble.	Can	you	see	her

being	held?”

Florence	relaxed.

“She’s	being	given	a	warm	bottle.	As	you	watch	her,	just	love

her,	Florence.	Send	her	all	that	love,	even	though	she	can’t	see	you

right	now.	She	can	feel	you.	You	can	touch	her	soft	head	and,	in	your

mind,	give	her	your	finger	to	squeeze.	Can	you	do	that?”	What	was

going	on?	Where	were	the	words	coming	from?	Did	I	have	the	right

to	say	them?	Was	I	making	it	worse?	But	I	couldn’t	seem	to	stop.

Somehow,	I	needed	to	tell	her	what	I	was	seeing.

Florence’s	eyes	remained	closed,	and	she	kept	hold	of	my

hands.	“Maybe	I	can	do	it.	Maybe	I	can	squeeze	her	finger.”

Holy	cow.	She	was	trying.	“Now,	Florence,	keep	with	me.”

Oh	please.	“Stay	with	me.”	Standing	there,	I	felt	the	sun	on	my	arms,
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and	they	were	tingling	along	with	the	chickadees’	chitters.	From	up

above	us	on	a	wire,	a	house	finch	chirruped	its	jumbly	song.	My

body	went	calm,	even	my	toes.	“Imagine	she’s	a	little	older.	She	has

a	room	that	smells	like	sheets	all	fresh	from	the	clothesline.	She’s	got

a	comfy	old	stuffed	bear,	and	picture	books,	and	the	parents	raising

her	are	taking	good	care	of	her,	Florence.	They’re	having	a	birthday

party	for	her	on	the	lawn.	The	mother	raising	her	sets	down	a	big

chocolate	cake	with	five	candles	right	in	front	of	her.	Can	you	see

her	smiling	at	her	birthday	party?”

“She’s	got	my	hair.”

I	took	a	breath.	“She	does.”

“It	tangles	easily.”	Florence	swallowed.	“It	needs	to	be	kept

in	braids	or	it’ll	turn	to	mats.	Most	people	don’t	know	how	to	brush

that	kind	of	hair.”

I	squeezed	her	hands.	“The	mother	raising	her	knows	just

how	to	brush	it,	Florence.”

“You	have	to	be	patient.	You	have	to	be	gentle.”	A	few	more

tears	came	down.	She	was	shaking	her	head.

My	throat	and	chest	began	to	tighten.	“The	mother	raising	her

is	patient.	She’s	very	gentle.”	I	saw	my	own	adoptive	mother’s	hands

lengthening	the	hem	on	my	skirt	in	delicate	stitches.	I	felt	them

braiding	my	hair	for	the	studio	portrait,	and	I	cleared	my	throat.	“Can

you	see	careful	hands	brushing	Sarah’s	hair,	Florence?”

Rubbing	her	inner	arm	across	her	damp	chest,	she	let	go,

smoothing	her	dress	with	her	palms.	“Okay.”

“That’s	good.”	I	retook	her	hands.	“Now,	imagine	her

growing	up	in	a	nice	house,	with	friends	who	come	over,	and	piano

lessons,	and	trips	to	the	beach	in	summer.	See	her	with	people	who

look	after	her	and	love	her,	knowing	how	special	she	is.	Can	you	feel

all	that	love	going	to	her?”



	58	
Florence	nodded.	Her	closed	eyelids	were	fluttering,	and	she

looked	like	she	was	dreaming.	Her	palms	were	warm.

“Anytime,	you	can	hold	her	and	send	her	your	love.	Hold	her

just	like	a	little	baby,	even	when	she’s	big.	She’ll	feel	it.	And,

Florence—”	Tears	were	wobbling	at	the	edges	of	my	own	eyes	now.

“You	can	stop	holding	her	too.”	I	swallowed.	“It’s	okay.”	I	let	a	few

run	down	my	cheeks.	“She’ll	still	feel	your	love.”

	Florence	nodded.	“Avery.”	Her	trembling	had	stopped.	“I

want	her	to	know	me.”

I	gave	her	hands	a	firm	shake.	“She’ll	know,	Florence.”

“But—”

“Trust	me.”

Florence	opened	her	eyes.

For	several	seconds	we	stayed	together	like	that	in	the	center

of	the	road.

The	sound	of	approaching	footsteps	on	the	asphalt	marked

the	end	of	the	spell.	“Avery	Conlon.”	The	principal	pronounced	my

name	like	he	was	reading	it	from	a	roster.	I	didn’t	care.	I	didn’t	look

at	him.

From	her	side	of	the	street,	the	matron	took	a	few	steps

toward	us	too.	The	midwife	had	gone.	This	was	it.

I	turned	and	walked	in	the	matron’s	direction,	brushing	past

her	as	I	headed	for	the	fallen	luggage,	and	bent	down,	picking	up

Florence’s	blue	blanket	and	folding	it,	with	her	clothes	and	the	book,

into	the	bag.	I	brought	her	suitcase	back	to	her.	“I	think	you’re	going

to	go	to	Europe,	Florence.”

“Really?	Do	you	see	that	too?”

I	saw	several	things.	I	saw	Florence	standing	in	a	vast	gallery

before	the	gilt-framed	Madonna	of	the	Rocks.	I	saw	her	in	the	desert

with	the	wind	beating	her	face	and	her	hair	tied	back	under	a	safari
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hat.	She	wore	trousers	and	she	was	kneeling	in	the	sand,	digging,

concentrating.	I	saw	a	young	woman’s	hand	knock	twice	on	a	door	in

Cobourg.	She	whispered	Florence’s	name.	The	door	opened.

For	a	moment,	a	faint	smile	appeared	and	faded	on	Florence’s

face.	“Write	to	me.”

“I	will.	I’ll	send	my	letters	to	your	parents’	hardware	store.”

Her	chest	rose.	“Yes!”	For	the	first	time	she	gave	my	hands	a

squeeze	and	shook	them.	“It’s	on	the	Main	Street.	Fieldstone’s	in

Cobourg.	That’s	all	you	need	on	the	envelope.	I’ll	write	you	back.”

The	principal	was	beside	us	now,	speaking	over	his	shoulder

and	waving	again,	this	time	to	the	teachers.	“We’ll	have	order.	Back

to	your	classrooms,	ladies.”	Off	they	went.	When	I	looked	at	him,	his

face	was	red,	and	his	eyes	goggled	at	me	above	his	big	mustache.

The	matron	took	Florence’s	bag.	She	handed	it	to	the	driver,

who	set	it	in	the	trunk	and	cranked	the	engine	twice	before	the

machine	engaged,	sputtering	into	a	steady	rhythm.	

Turning	back	to	face	Florence,	I	memorized	where	we	stood

as	we	had	a	last	hug.	“I’ll	write	tonight.”

“Enough,	now.”	The	principal	took	me	by	the	arm	as	the

matron	did	the	same	with	Florence,	packing	her	into	the	car	and,	in	a

controlled	voice,	wishing	her	well.	My	arm	hurt	where	the

principal’s	fingers	dug	in.	I	kept	craning	my	head	over	my	shoulder,

even	as	he	muscled	me	back,	so	I	could	watch	her	for	a	few	seconds

more,	in	the	car.	Through	the	window,	Florence	looked	at	me,

cradling	an	invisible	baby	in	her	arms.	Then	Florence	blew	me	a

kiss,	and	the	car	pulled	away.

Something	had	stirred	awake	in	me	in	the	middle	of	that	road.

The	message	I’d	spoken	had	come	through	me	on	its	own.	But	where

had	it	come	from?	I	had	no	idea.

In	the	principal’s	office,	I	closed	my	eyes	and	hugged
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Florence	again	in	my	mind,	making	sure	she	could	feel	me	and

would	know	that	when	she	cried	again,	I	was	right	there	for	her.

Staying	with	her	like	that,	I	had	a	hope	that	she’d	remember	to	send

Sarah	love	and	see	her	being	cared	for,	just	like	in	the	message.

Tonight,	in	my	letter,	I’d	tell	her	to	pay	attention	to	her	dreams.	She

might	see	Sarah	there.	But	for	now,	“Just	send	her	love”	were	the

words	I	kept	muttering	under	my	breath	as	the	principal	explained

what	a	danger	I’d	been	to	the	community,	and	how	he’d	apologize	to

the	matron	on	behalf	of	the	school.	I	wasn’t	to	write	any	letters.

Those	girls	were	no	business	of	ours.

Through	the	caning,	ten	times	on	each	palm,	I	closed	my	eyes

and	saw	Florence	in	her	own	bubble	of	light	in	the	taxi.	I	won’t	lie.

The	welts	stung,	and	part	of	me	wanted	to	cry,	but	I	didn’t.	I	didn’t

care	if	I	got	beaten.	I	didn’t	care	what	people	would	say	about	me.	I

didn’t	care	how	they’d	stare	and	whisper	when	I	walked	into	a	room,

or	how	they’d	laugh.	The	images	of	Sarah	and	Florence	in	their	light

told	me	what	I	was	going	to	do	with	my	life.

As	the	secretary	led	me	back	into	the	outer	office,	I	gazed

down	at	my	scuffed	shoes	with	half-closed	eyes.	I	heard	the

principal’s	voice	on	the	telephone	to	my	parents.	A	minute	later,	he

poked	his	head	around	the	door	as	though	he	hadn’t	just	whipped

me,	assuring	me	that	my	mother	would	soon	be	coming	to	pick	me

up.

How	I	wished	that	were	true.

I	closed	my	eyes	and	did	my	best	to	imagine	my	real	mother

holding	me	like	Florence	holding	Sarah,	not	ever	wanting	to	let	me

go.
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BARBARA	TRAMONTE	

	

Salubrious

	

Not	trying	to	be	cute

But—Maureen	O’Neil’s

Gluten-free	ginger	cookies

Are	not	just	revelatory

They	are	sugar	encrusted	and

Filled	with	Scandinavian

Promise

	

For	wholeness

For	spice

For	a	simple	answer
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LUKE	MCGINN

	

Metamorphosis

	

I	was	a	cocoon,	

Kept	to	myself,	

Hidden	from	everything.

No	idea	of	what	I	am,

Or	who	I	am	to	become.

		

I’m	breaking	out,

I’m	cracking	the	shell,

Slowly,	but	precisely.

I	have	some	ideas	

I	have	some	thoughts.

		

I	can	finally	see	me	in	myself	rather	than

A	shell	of	what	I	was.

I	see	me	in	the	mirror	and	not	someone	I	hate

I	went	to	bed	crying	because	I	felt	so	happy,

I	felt	happy	because	I	saw	me	for	the	first	time.

	

I	have	plans,

Where	I	want	to	go,

Who	I	want	to	be,

And	I	know	that	there	are	choices,

But	I’m	ready	to	find	what	to	choose.
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Self-confidence	boosted,	

Beauty	boosted,

It	really	is	a	metamorphosis,

Change	of	heart,

Change	of	mind.

	

The	cocoon	is	slowly	becoming	no	more,	

This	is	my	glow-up,

Now	there	is	just	whatever	beautiful	is	left	inside.
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JUDY	MYERS

	

What	it	Takes	to	Disappear

	

	

He	asked	me	to	go	with	him	to	get	the	buckskin	mare.	She

was	south	of	the	Guilford.	That	mare	is	small	and	bright,	like	him—

like	Jeremy,	with	his	harelip	and	curly,	black	hair.	He	asked	because

we	had	to	go	together	in	the	car,	just	the	two	of	us,	and	he	was	older,

twenty-two,	so	some	of	the	other	girls	couldn’t	or	wouldn’t	go,	too

afraid	of	getting	caught.	I	had	to	drive	the	car	back	to	the	farm	so	he

could	ride	Connie	(that’s	what	he	called	her,	Connie,	after	his	baby

sister,	he	told	me)	back	to	the	summer	barn.	I	didn’t	really	have	my

license	yet,	but	everybody	knew	I	could	drive	because	I	was	forever

spinning	donuts	near	the	quarry	with	Matt’s	Firebird.	Matt	would

leave	me	to	it	and	watch	from	his	seat	on	a	giant	piece	of	limestone,

whooping	when	the	car	came	too	close	to	the	edge	of	the	quarry.

Connie	was	across	Alpine	Road	in	the	pasture	too	near	the

city	limits,	the	one	that	Dianne	and	Kenny	hung	on	to,	hoping	to	sell

it	to	a	real	estate	developer.	The	subdivisions	were	starting	to	creep

out	toward	Spring	Creek.	The	pasture	was	behind	the	creek	in	the

only	patch	of	woods	left	there,	rife	with	willows	near	the	banks	and

misty	among	the	beech	and	locust	trees.	I’d	been	figuring	out	that

Jeremy	loved	me,	and	at	first	I	thought	you	couldn’t	love	anybody

that	nice.	How	do	you	get	excited	if	everything	is	laid	right	out	there,

easy	and	plain?	It	seemed	kind	of	boring,	like	there	would	be	nothing

to	guess	about.

When	we	got	there,	in	his	falling-apart	Dodge	Dart	with	the

tickety-tickety	engine	sound,	the	horse	was	nowhere	in	sight,	and	the

road	was	hell	on	the	car,	so	we	drove	a	ways	and	then	got	out	and
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took	off	through	the	barbed	wire.	The	fences	were	in	shambles	in

some	places,	just	wrapped-up	bundles	of	rusty	wire	thorns.	“The

horses	know	to	keep	clear	of	this	end	of	the	pasture,”	I	said.

	“It	does	go	on,”	he	said,	“all	along	the	creek	to	the

subdivision.”	Dianne	and	I	had	brought	a	couple	of	yearlings	here

last	October	and	dropped	them	at	the	other	gate,	so	I’d	seen	the	half-

built	houses	curving	up	the	hill	and	the	way	the	big	triangle	of	the

pasture	narrowed	to	a	winding	tail	of	woods	and	creek	over	to	Alpine

Road.	Jeremy	and	I	couldn’t	see	the	creek,	but	I	could	hear	it,	just

barely,	and	said	so.	Jeremy	nodded.	I’d	noticed	on	the	way	over	that

he	didn’t	say	much.	I	already	knew	that	about	him,	but	somehow

knowing	he	loved	me	made	every	detail	about	him	new.

We	found	the	creek	and	could	catch	some	glimpses	down	its

length,	but	there	were	no	telltale	muzzles	within	view,	so	we	had	to

careen	back	and	forth	on	a	doubtful	path	between	trees	and

overgrown	pawpaw	and	hawthorn.	The	mist	made	everything

shimmer	and	change.	Jeremy	started	calling	to	her.	“Connie,	dear.

Connie,	Connie,	Connie,”	and	then	he	forced	a	good	cluck	from

inside	his	cheek	like	you	do	when	you	want	a	horse	to	put	her	head

up	and	pay	attention.	My	socks	were	full	of	thistles.

“They	must	be	way	the	hell	on	the	other	end.	There’s	some

kid	from	the	new	houses	feeds	them	carrots	sometimes.	You	wanna

go	back	and	get	the	car?”

“How	far	is	it,	do	you	think?”

“A	mile	maybe,”	he	said.	“I	think	the	path	comes	clearer	up

there.	It’s	been	a	while	since	I	had	to	chase	her	around.	In	the	winter

she’ll	come	looking	for	me,	looking	for	oats,	treats.”

“That’s	not	that	far,”	I	said.	We	kept	at	our	zigging	and

zagging	along	the	creek.	We’d	been	walking	a	while,	skirting

chipmunk	holes	and	wobbly	rocks	and	logs,	and	a	few	times	when
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both	of	us	were	huffing	and	puffing	big	time,	we	exchanged	secret

looks—when	one	person	looks	and	the	other	pretends	not	to	notice—

twice	for	him,	once	for	me.	Then	a	wood	pigeon,	the	biggest	one	I’ve

ever	seen,	came	spinning	out	in	front	of	us,	his	wings	a	clapping

explosion,	and	right	behind	him	three	ducks,	flapping	as	fast	as	they

could,	aiming	to	get	out	of	view.	We	started	laughing.	“Shit,	I	nearly

screamed,”	I	said.

Jeremy’s	eyes	were	big	and	his	split	lip	was	stretched	out

across	the	top	of	his	mouth.	He	couldn’t	stop	laughing	and	he	sat

down	right	there	on	a	spindly	little	log.	I	sat	down	next	to	him,	and

we	laughed	for	another	few	minutes	until	he	put	his	hand	under	my

chin	and	kissed	me	good.	His	lip	felt	funny	but	other	than	that,	it	was

a	good	kiss.	How	did	I	know	that	at	fifteen?	It	was	the	squiggly	kind

of	kiss	where	you	know	you’re	headed	for	danger.	We	came	up	for

air	and	kissed	again.	It	was	really	quiet.	All	the	kerfuffle	of	the

flushed	birds	was	settled,	every	creature	back	to	its	own	plan.	It	was

a	surprise,	then,	to	hear	a	noise.	I	saw	a	boot	and	the	barrel	of	a	rifle

hanging	down.	Jeremy	was	standing	up	before	I	even	registered	what

was	going	on.	“What’d	you	go	and	flush	my	birds	for?”	the	man

asked.	He	was	looking	at	Jeremy,	and	at	first	it	didn’t	seem	weird	at

all.	He	was	a	little	irritated,	and	the	rifle	was	like	a	prop	in	a	play,

something	that	made	us	know	he	was	a	hunter.

“No	offense	meant,”	Jeremy	said	politely.	“We're	looking	for

my	horse.	She's	down	at	the	other	end	of	the	pasture,	near	Belvedere

Road,	I	think.”

The	man	got	quiet	for	a	minute.	It	seemed	like	he	would	just

turn	and	go	away	when	he	said,	“Randy	little	bitch,	I	guess,”	looking

right	at	Jeremy.	It	took	me	a	few	seconds	to	figure	out	who	he	was

talking	about.	Suddenly	I	felt	like	I	might	choke,	and	the	heat	hit	my

face.
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Jeremy	smiled.	“That	little	buckskin	mare	gets	in	all	kinds	of

trouble—she	does	run	off	when	she’s	in	heat.”

The	man	grinned	and	waved	his	arm	toward	the	creek.	“I	was

looking	forward	to	eating	that	pigeon,	roasted	in	the	fire,”	he	said.

“Are	you	hungry,	mister?	We’ve	got	some	sandwiches	in	the

car	back	over	by	Alpine,”	I	said.	

For	the	first	time	he	looked	at	me.	His	eyes	were	blue,	the

kind	of	eyes	that	are	darker	in	the	middle	and	then	get	lighter	toward

the	edge	of	the	pupil;	they	were	almost	light	blue	on	the	edges,

summer-sky	blue.	“I’m	not	hungry	for	sandwiches,”	he	said,	and	his

voice	was	different,	hollow.	Then	he	turned	and	walked	off	toward

the	creek	with	a	half-salute	to	Jeremy.	We	heard	him	slosh	through	it

to	the	other	side.

We	turned	back	to	our	path	and	kept	walking.	We	didn’t	say

anything	for	a	while.	Finally	I	said,	“He	scared	me.”

“Me	too.”	We	walked	a	ways	further.	It	was	later	in	the	day,

so	the	mist	had	begun	to	clear.	After	a	while	Jeremy	put	his	arm

around	me.

“Do	you	think	she’s	near	to	us?”	

"Connie,	dear,"	he	called	without	much	enthusiasm.	"Connie

girl!"

For	a	few	seconds	everything	turned	upside	down	in	my

head.	I	couldn’t	remember	why	I	liked	Jeremy,	why	I’d	come	with

him.	For	a	crazy	second	I	thought	he	knew	the	hunter.	I	thought	they

had	been	talking	about	me.	I	thought	the	hunter	was	up	ahead.	Not

Connie,	but	the	hunter.	I	thought	maybe	Connie	had	never	been	up

ahead,	ever.	“Where	is	she?”	I	said.	

“I’m	sure	she’s	up	at	the	fence	line,”	he	said.

“Connie,”	I	yelled	and	then	whistled.

“It’s	just	a	little	farther,	Lanie.”
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I	started	to	run,	calling	and	whistling	as	I	ran.	I	could	hear

him	behind	me.	I	lost	track	of	the	creek,	or	maybe	I	was	running	so

fast,	I	couldn’t	hear	it	anymore.	I	was	dodging	trees	and	tons	of	thorn

bushes	and	sassafras	everywhere.	Jeremy	was	calling	after	me	now,

“Lanie,	stop.	Wait.”

“Connie,”	I	yelled.	“Connie!”	I	was	starting	to	cry;	little	sobs

were	escaping	from	my	throat.

Suddenly	the	trees	thinned	and	I	could	see	a	bit	of	real

pasture,	an	open	space	before	the	fence.	The	horses	were	there,

strung	out	in	a	line	along	the	fence,	looking	toward	us,	necks	upright,

nostrils	dilated,	anticipating	their	human	visitors.	I	was	watching	the

horses	and	I	tripped;	my	hand	reached	out	to	steady	myself	and

grasped	barbed	wire	full	on.	I	gasped	and	the	sobs	came	loudly	then.

One	barb	punched	the	skin	right	in	the	center	of	my	palm;	the	other

one	jammed	itself	into	the	fleshy	center	of	my	ring	finger.	Jeremy

was	next	to	me	then.	He	said	things,	sweet	things:	“Oh,	my	girl.

You’re	hurt.”	My	palm	hurt	like	hell	but	hardly	bled,	a	blood	blister

in	the	making.	The	ring	finger	bled	like	crazy,	droplets	pattering

down	on	my	boots	and	Jeremy’s	jacket.	Jeremy	pulled	out	a

handkerchief.	“Here,	sweetie.	Try	wrapping	it	in	this.”	He	held	my

wrist	gently	as	I	tried	to	wrap	one-handed;	then	he	took	it	from	me

and	wrapped	and	knotted	it	snugly.	I	was	still	crying,	sniffling	like	a

baby	and	embarrassed	by	it.

The	horses	had	come	closer	to	see	what	the	commotion	was

about.	They	were	about	twenty	feet	away	when	they	all	stopped	and

eyed	us	again.	“Connie,	girl,”	he	said.	“Come	on	over.”	She	nickered

and	then	a	few	of	the	others	started	their	head-shaking	routine,	up

and	down,	the	universal	horse	symbol	for	“spooky.”	We	both	laughed

then.	“What	are	you	scared	of?”	Jeremy	called	over	to	them.	She

nickered	again,	took	a	step	toward	us,	and	shook	her	own	head.	“It’s
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me,	Jeremy,	you	silly	girl,	Connie,”	he	said.	She	looked	over	at	him,

and	one	of	the	other	horses	stomped	the	ground	and	turned	back

toward	the	fence,	trotting	like	a	runaway	child.	Connie	stood	her

ground,	watching	us.	We	watched	her	too.	I	was	glad	that	Jeremy

was	watching	someone	else.	After	a	minute	or	so,	Connie	lowered

her	head	to	graze.

“You	need	a	tetanus	shot	now.	Have	you	had	one?”	Jeremy

was	examining	my	palm,	holding	my	hand.

“It	hurts,”	I	said.

“I	know,”	he	said	and	he	laid	it	gently	on	my	lap.	“You	wild

girl.	Why	did	you	run?”	

“What	do	you	mean?”	I	said.

He	looked	at	me.	He	was	down	on	his	knees	in	the	leafy,

moldering	dirt,	close	to	me	to	administer.

“I	was	just	nervous	about	finding	Connie,”	I	said.

He	looked	at	me	again.	No	secret	look	now.	He	stood	up	and

when	he	did,	Connie	trotted	right	over.	He	pulled	a	carrot	out	of	his

pocket,	and	she	mouthed	it	from	his	palm.	While	she	crunched,	he

slipped	the	halter	over	her	head	and	scratched	her	between	the	ears.

We	rode	double	on	Connie	back	to	the	car,	taking	the

crumbly	road	instead	of	the	creek,	which	was	so	much	easier.	She

was	a	bright	mare.	She	snorted	and	sidestepped	and	her	ears	pricked

back	at	us	when	we	talked.	I	asked	about	how	he	got	her.	“I	never

could	have	gotten	her,”	he	said.	“Maybe	an	old	gelding	or

somebody’s	hand-me-down	but	not	Connie.	She	was	just	a	foal,	and

her	dam	foundered	and	died.	They	had	too	many	horses	to	care	for

the	baby—it	was	over	in	Galena.	Somebody	told	somebody	and

somebody	else	thought	of	Dianne	and	Kenny’s	farm,	so	I	drove	over

with	Kenny’s	trailer	and	came	back	with	her.	That	woman	cried

when	I	took	her.	And	the	man	said,	‘She’s	a	good	horse.’”
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“She	is	a	good	horse,”	I	said.

“She’s	taken	a	lot	of	bottles	from	my	hand,”	he	said.	“I	slept

in	the	barn	for	about	three	months.	When	I	left	in	the	morning	to	go

to	work,	Dianne	would	stick	her	head	out	of	the	house	and	hoot	at

me,	‘Bye,	Mommy.’”

But	other	than	that,	we	didn’t	really	talk	or	kiss	or	anything

really.	When	we	got	back	to	the	car,	Jeremy	pulled	his	saddle	out	of

the	trunk	and	divided	up	the	sandwiches.	“It’ll	take	me	about	an

hour,	maybe	more,”	he	said.	“Wait	for	me.	I’ll	give	you	a	ride	home.

No	hitchhiking.”

All	the	kids	who	came	out	to	Dianne	and	Kenny’s	farm

hitchhiked	all	the	time	because	it	was	so	hard	to	find	a	ride	out	there,

and	nobody	but	Matt	and	Jeremy	had	cars.	Well,	some	of	the	other

guys	did	but	I	didn’t	know	them,	and	they	didn’t	come	to	the	barn	for

the	horses.	They	came	to	smoke	pot	with	Kenny	and	get	drunk.	But

now	everyone	was	paranoid	about	the	hitchhiking	because	of	the	girl

who	took	a	ride	and	never	came	home.	We	didn’t	know	her,	but

Dianne	did.	Susannah	Birgen.	She	lived	over	in	Caledonia	but

worked	as	a	hostess	at	the	Creekside,	that	old	fancy	place

everybody’s	parents	went	to,	right	past	Connie’s	pasture	and	the

subdivision.	The	newspaper	said	that	sometimes	she	hitchhiked	to

work	if	her	sister	couldn’t	give	her	a	ride,	and	then	everyone	talked

about	it	being	broad	daylight	and	how	she	never	hitchhiked	home	in

the	dark,	never.	And	how	the	restaurant	manager	would	give	her	a

ride	home	no	matter	how	late	it	was,	even	though	he	lived	on	the

south	side	of	town	and	Caledonia	was	way	out	of	his	way.	Kenny

said,	“I’ll	bet	he	gave	her	a	ride.	Some	ride,	Mr.	Manager.”

Dianne	yelled	at	him,	“Cut	your	crap,	Kenny.	She’s	probably

dead.”	Kenny	looked	over	at	us	sheepishly.	He	wasn’t	stupid,	just

dense.
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Everybody	did	think	she	was	dead,	but	the	cops	made	it	seem

like	they	might	still	find	her	or	like	maybe	she	ran	away	from	home.

I	didn’t	think	she	was	dead.

I	got	back	to	the	barn	quick	enough	in	the	car,	tickety-tickety,

even	though	I	drove	kind	of	slow	so	no	one	would	notice	me.	I

thought	about	leaving	before	Jeremy	got	back	because	everything

was	a	little	different	since	we	saw	the	hunter,	and	I	felt	funny	waiting

for	him,	like	he	was	my	boyfriend	or	something	when	he	wasn’t

really.	I	knocked	at	Dianne’s	to	bandage	my	finger	properly,	but	she

wasn’t	there	and	the	house	was	locked	up.	I	pulled	Shamrock	and

Britches	in	and	gave	them	a	high-gloss	brushing,	one-handed,	and

then	sent	them	off	again	to	the	pasture.	My	hand	hurt.	No	one	else

was	around,	so	I	sat	down	on	the	stone	wall	and	waited.

Pretty	soon	I	heard	them	coming	up	the	back	way	past	the

quarry,	first	just	the	faintest	clip-clopping	and	then	Jeremy’s	saddle

creaking.	I	went	and	sat	in	the	car	like	I	was	wanting	to	leave	right

away,	which	wasn’t	really	true.	It	took	him	a	while	to	get	her	settled,

and	then	he	opened	the	driver’s	side	door	and	sat	down.	“It’s	getting

dark,”	he	said.	I	could	tell	he	was	looking	at	me	but	I	couldn’t	look

up.	He	picked	up	my	hurt	hand	and	cradled	it.	“I’m	glad	you	waited

and	didn’t	hitchhike,”	he	said.

“She’s	not	dead,”	I	said.

“I	hope	not,”	he	said	and	started	the	car,	laying	my	hand

down	on	his	leg	gently.	It	was	quiet	again	for	most	of	the	twenty

minutes	it	took	to	get	me	home.	And	for	some	reason	I	got	madder

and	madder	at	Jeremy	as	we	got	closer	and	closer	to	my	house.	There

was	just	nothing	to	push	against.

Right	at	the	end	I	said,	“Maybe	that	hunter	is	the	guy	who

took	Susannah.”	

“I	thought	you	said	she	wasn’t	taken,”	he	said.
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“Not	dead,”	I	said,	“but	taken,	maybe.	He	didn’t	seem	like	a

hunter,	did	he?”	Jeremy	was	watching	me	now,	looking	back	and

forth	from	me	to	the	road.	“What	was	he	doing	hunting	there?	With

all	those	houses	nearby	and	Alpine	Road?”

“He	isn’t	the	guy,”	Jeremy	said.	“What	are	you	talking

about?”

“There	was	something	weird	about	him,”	I	said.	“And	really,

can	you	hunt	there?	Is	it	allowed?”

“Lanie.”	Jeremy	looked	at	me.	He	looked	confused.	He

pulled	over	and	stopped	the	car.	“He’s	a	guy	in	trouble,”	he	said.	“No

food	or	no	money	or	both.”

“How	do	you	know?”	I	was	really	mad	now.	I	felt	like

punching	Jeremy.	“Do	you	know	him?”	I	yelled.

“I	don’t	know	him.	What	are	you	talking	about?”

“He	was	right	there,	right	by	the	Creekside	Restaurant.”

“If	he	was	the	guy,	would	he	hang	around?”	Jeremy	kept

looking	at	me	like	he’d	seen	a

ghost.

“Why	did	you	talk	to	him	if	you	didn’t	know	him?”	

“Lanie,	something’s	gotten	all	confused	inside	you.	I	don’t

know	him.”

“I’m	not	confused,”	I	said.	“You	talked	to	him	about	randy

bitches.	I	heard	you.”	

He	looked	at	me	like	he	might	die	of	shame.	“It	was	Connie.

We	were	talking	about	Connie.”	But	even	as	he	said	it,	he	knew	it

wasn’t	right.

“Me,”	I	said.	“Didn’t	you	know?”

“He	was	talking	about	you?”	Jeremy	lowered	his	head	for	a

minute	and	looked	past	me.	

“He	was	talking	about	me,”	I	said.	It	was	quiet	for	a	long
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time	then.	“I	thought	you	knew,”	I	said.

He	started	the	car	again,	and	when	we	got	to	my	block,	he

stopped	six	or	seven	houses	down	so	my	mom	wouldn’t	see	his	car.

He	cradled	my	hurt	hand	and	looked	like	he	might	cry.	I	felt	pretty

bad	but	I	wanted	to	go	back	to	the	way	it	was,	so	I	reached	across	the

seat	and	tried	to	find	his	lips.	Suddenly	I	wanted	to	feel	the	hard,

scraggly	bumps	of	his	harelip,	but	he	wouldn’t	reclaim	me	and	used

his	arms	to	make	it	a	brushy	kind	of	hug.

It	was	pitch	dark	outside	when	I	went	in	the	house	and	really

quiet.	I	thought	at	first	Mom	was	gone,	and	for	just	a	moment	I

imagined	a	free-and-clear	homecoming,	but	then	I	heard	something

and	before	I	even	had	time	to	be	scared	again,	Mom	came	running

from	the	living	room,	crying—I	could	see	her	wet	face—and	not

steady	on	her	feet	at	all,	and	she	tackled	me	right	there,	so	I	was

down	on	the	hall	rug,	and	she	was	yelling,	“You	brat!”	And	she	was

slapping	at	me	down	on	the	ground	and	kicking	me	with	her	slippers.

“Where	have	you	been?”	she	cried.	“How	dare	you!	You	liar.”	She

kicked	and	slapped	at	me	for	a	while	until	she	got	tired,	but	none	of

it	hurt	that	bad.	The	shock	of	it	was	the	worst	part.	My	stomach

always	bolted	when	she	hit	me,	and	it	could	take	hours	to	calm	it

down.	Mom	had	walked	away,	disappeared	again,	so	I	stood	up	and

made	for	my	room,	but	she	called	out	from	the	kitchen,	“Young	lady,

you	didn’t	answer	my	question.”

“I	was	at	the	barn,	Mom.”

“All	this	time.	Hmmm.	And	how	did	you	get	home?”

I	would	have	said	that	I	hitched	with	Carol	because	the	only

thing	worse	than	hitchhiking	was	riding	alone	in	a	car	with	a	boy,	but

now	I	couldn’t	say	I	hitched	because	of	Susannah.	“Dianne	had	to

come	into	town	for	her	in-laws’	anniversary,	so	she	gave	me	a	ride.”

I	had	no	idea	where	that	story	came	from,	and	I	was	worried	that	I’d
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used	it	before.

“You	liar,”	she	said.	She	pointed	at	the	window.	“I	saw	that

Jeremy’s	car	turn	around.	And	I	know	how	old	he	is.”

“Mom,	we’re	just	friends.”	I	could	see	she	was	getting	mad

again,	so	when	she	stood	up	I	said,	“I	was	helping	him.”

“Helping	him	what?	I	told	you	never	to	drive	alone	with

boys,	dammit.	With	men!”	She	hit	me	again	but	it	was	half-hearted.

She	was	breathing	hard	and	her	head	was	down	between	her

shoulders,	so	she	spied	my	wrapped	wound.	“What	happened	to	your

finger?”	She	pulled	at	the	handkerchief.

“Some	barbed	wire,”	I	said.	“I	helped	him	take	his	horse

from	a	winter	pasture	to	the	summer	barn.”

She	sat	down	on	the	sofa	and	then	laid	her	head	down	on	the

pillows.	I	wanted	to	ask	if	she’d	rather	I’d	hitched	home,	but	I	knew

it	would	start	her	up	all	over	again.	If	I	sat	quietly,	I	was	pretty	sure

she	would	fall	asleep	in	a	few	minutes.	She	said	something	else,

something	mumbled	about	me	being	a	liar	and	something	about	how

a	scar	would	be	my	keepsake.	It	took	me	a	while	to	figure	out	she

meant	my	palm	and	ring	finger.	Then	she	did	fall	asleep.	I	wanted	to

put	the	blanket	over	her,	but	it	was	always	a	toss-up.	If	I	woke	her

up,	then	she	might	hit	me	again,	but	if	I	left	the	blanket	off,	I’d	feel

bad	and	imagine	her	shivering	in	the	night.	I	pulled	the	blanket	over

her.

She	was	right.	I	was	a	liar.	Almost	everything	I	said	was	a	lie.

Or	only	partly	true.	I	did	think	that	if	anyone	took	Susannah,	it	was

the	hunter	with	the	weird	blue	eyes.	I	tried	to	tell	that	to	Jeremy	and

he	didn’t	believe	me.	Maybe	a	lie	was	only	a	way	to	get	along	in	the

world.

I	went	to	the	bathroom	to	bandage	my	punctures.	The	ring

finger	was	still	seeping.	I	was	pretty	sure	I	needed	stitches,	and	I	was
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wondering	about	that	tetanus	shot.	Could	I	get	one	at	school?	I

thought	of	Susannah.	Dianne	said	she	was	pretty,	and	she	had	some

ideas	of	her	own.	I’d	had	a	picture	of	her	in	my	mind	for	a	while,

ever	since	the	news	came	out.	I	imagined	her	riding	in	a	car	with	a

husband	and	wife.	They	were	far	away,	heading	west.	It	was	like	a

cavalcade	of	postcards:	Mount	Rushmore,	Old	Faithful,	Monument

Valley,	Hoover	Dam,	Las	Vegas,	Death	Valley,	you	get	the	idea.	They

picnicked	at	scenic	spots	and	talked	about	what	Susannah	might	do

when	they	arrived.	I	thought	how	well	she’d	planned	it.	Maybe	she

even	knew	about	the	hunter.	Maybe	she	knew	how	many	people

would	be	suspected	when	she	went	missing.	Maybe	she	knew	the

dangers	others	imagined.	She	knew	what	it	took	to	disappear.
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PAULA	REED	NANCARROW

	

	

How	to	Stop	Dreaming

	

	

In	the	dream	I	have	forgotten

I	am	married	and	discover

I	am	accidentally	having	sex

	

with	a	stranger.	The	parade	

of	feelings	is	at	once	new	

and	familiar.	Desire.	The	joy

	

of	being	desired.	Of	recognition

in	the	body’s	mirror.	The	saltwater	

waves	of	pleasure;	then

	

the	stomach	drop	when

	I	remember	and	realize

I	have	destroyed	my	family.

	

Of	course	I	have	been	divorced	now

for	seventeen	years,	but	the	dream	

had	stopped	before	that.	The	day

	

was	warm	for	fall.	The	lake	

calm.	Dry	leaves	and	sticks	

poked	through	the	picnic	blanket.
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You	wore	an	olive	sweater	with	

a	tiny	hole	beneath	one	arm.

I	don’t	remember	what	we	brought

	

for	lunch.	I	do	remember	that

I	stopped	pretending	I	had	the	right	

feelings.	I	stopped	pretending

	

I	did	not	have	the	wrong	ones.

	All	dreams	of	transgression	left.	

This	was	no	accident.

	

It	is	simple	to	stop	a	dream	

you	do	not	want.	Just	give	up	

on	a	dream	that	you	do.
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Mascots

After	dad’s	principal	days	were	done,	the	school	mascot	–	

a	life-sized	fiberglass	bear	he	had	persuaded	the	PTO

to	buy	from	a	going-out-of-business	gun	shop	–	

landed	in	our	back	yard.	That	earned	us	a	quirky.

	

What	mortified	us	girls	when	we	brought	home	dates

was	the	ping	pong	tabletop	painted	over	with	the	score	

of	each	game	Penn	State	won,	placed	like	a	billboard	

over	our	front	door.	Your	father	has	personality	to	spare.

	

Why	my	mother	put	up	with	that	Art	Photo	of	a	nude

in	red	heels,	one	leg	poised	to	mount	the	Nittany	Lion,

I	never	knew.	In	the	bedroom	mom,	really?	She	flushed.

Where	else	could	I	hide	it	from	the	neighbors.

	

Yet	so	many	family	reunion	photos	taken	with	that	bear

	year	after	year.	Even	after	my	mother’s	funeral,	grown

	grandchildren	surrounded	it	in	their	dark	suits,

their	black	pumps,	out	in	the	wind,	in	the	February	snow.
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Holy	Family

Lex	orandi,	lex	credendi,	lex	vivendi.

	

The	fiberglass	feet	of	Jesus	at	Holy	Family	Church

where	my	cousins	brought	me	one	Good	Friday	to	kiss	the	cross.

	

I	was	permitted.

	

Candled,	cavernous.	Stained	glass	saints,	lurking	in	evening

windows.	Incense	smoking	the	air.

	

The	click	of	nearby	rosaries.

A	mumbled,	muttering	undertow.	Prayer.

	

I	wanted	and	did	not	want	this	mystery.

I	wanted	and	did	not	want

	

the	exotic,	germ-defying	devotion	my	mother’s	Slovak	Catholic	kin	could	commit	to.

	

Not	my	mother,	more	devoted	to	my	father	than	devout.

	

I	let	them	go	up	without	me.	I	mean	I	let

my	cousins.	Nor	have	I	since

	

been	able	to	kiss	the	cold	dead

no	matter	how	much	I	loved	them	no	matter	how	hard	the	undertaker

	

had	worked	to	give	each	soul’s	discarded	vessel

that	relentless	fiberglass	sheen.
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SUZANNE	O’CONNELL

	

Dad	Died	With	a	Full	Suitcase

	

Packed	for	that	trip	to	Scotland

he’d	planned	for	a	decade.

	

I	can	picture	his	sock	balls

nestled	together,

his	tennis	whites,

his	plaid	pants	and	colorful	polo	shirts,

boxes	of	Titleists	and	plastic	tees,

and	directions	to	St.	Andrews.	

	

His	hopes	were	crammed	in	there	too,

tucked	into	the	elasticized	sides:

Peace	and	quiet.

Not	being	told	to	stop	fights	between

the	mother	and	the	brats.

Not	being	told	he	should	be	home	more,

that	he	was	too	involved	in	sports,

that	even	when	home	he	watched	football.

That	he	shouldn’t	eat	that	buttery	bear	claw—

it	was	bad	for	his	cholesterol.

That	the	music	he	liked	made	a	racket.

That	it	was	annoying	when

he	whistled	in	the	kitchen	making	tea.
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I’m	a	lot	like	him.

I	whistle	while	I’m	cooking.

I	love	football	and	yell	

“Way	to	go,	baby	dogs!”	like	he	did.

I	also	eat	the	occasional	pastry.

But	I’m	not	planning	a	trip	anytime	soon.
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What	I	Learned	in	School

	

Green	as	a	sugarcane	shoot,

I	was	a	becoming	a	Citizen.

Standing	in	the	dump	of	my	classroom,

posters	on	the	walls	about	being	polite

and	eating	more	vegetables,	

I	stood	shoulder	to	shoulder

with	the	others,

hand	on	my	heart,	

reciting	the	Citizen	words,

while	the	flag	hung	in	the	corner,

limp	from	the	heat	of	noon.

	

Earlier,	on	the	floor,

foreheads	to	the	ground,

we	practiced	duck	and	cover

in	case	the	atomic	bomb	fell

right	on	our	neighborhood.

I	wore	a	silver	necklace	

engraved	with	my	name	and	address

in	case	my	body	needed	to	be	

identified.
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I’ll	never	forget	what

Mrs.	Perlstein	said,

wearing	her	gray	cardigan

with	the	glasses-leash	made	of	pearls

dangling	in	front	of	her	big	bosoms:

“If	the	bomb	drops,	

you	will	need	to	walk	home.		

If	there	is	only	a	crater	where	your	house	once	was,

make	your	best	guess	and	wait	there	

until	help	arrives.”



	84	
Cop	Shows	Changed	My	Dad

	

The	once	gentle	high	school	teacher

started	strutting,	wore	thick	black	shoes,

set	his	jaw	and	swore	a	lot.

His	hair,	instead	of	fluffed	to	the	left,

was	buzzed.

	

He	no	longer	answered	the	phone	with	“Hello,”	

but	with	“What’s	your	location?”

He	began	to	ask:	“What’s	the	911?”

	

As	the	evening	puts	on	its	clothes,

the	girl	in	the	busy	intersection

begins	to	take	hers	off.

In	a	car,	a	man	hides	his	drugs.

A	woman	who’s	been	beaten

sits	on	the	sidewalk	crying.

In	each	situation,	Dad	knew	what	to	do.	

At	home,	not	so	much.

	

Dad	couldn’t	arrest	us,	but	he	made	threats.

“If	you	don’t	pick	up	your	clothes,

there’ll	be	a	187	in	progress.”

Mom	coped	by	watching	cooking	shows.
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She	talked	nonstop	about

blanching,	au	jus,	confit,	deglazing	and	stuff.

I	missed	old	car-pool	mom,

when	she	dressed	like	a	mom,

not	in	clogs	and	wraparound	apron.

Old	mom	made	meat	loaf.

Now	we	had	tasting	menus

and	vichyssoise.

	

Authorities	say	opposites	attract.

I	guess	my	parents	deserved	each	other.
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DAVID	OEHLERS

	

Meditation	at	a	Railroad	Crossing

The	train	was	already	passing	when	I	stopped.

Another	automobile,	red	and	boxy,

was	there	ahead	waiting,	each	of	our	days

now	suspended	until	the	blinking	lights	would	cease	

and	the	lifting	crossbars	wave	us	on	from	our	daydreams.

The	train	moves	at	a	good	pace,	steadily,

and	my	hearing	becomes	attuned	to	the	rattle

of	passing	cars,	punctuated	by	clacks	or	groans

where	the	tracks	disjoin	or	lift	from	the	railroad	ties.

To	the	left,	the	cars	materialize	in	view	as	they	round

a	bend	and	disappear	as	quickly	on	the	right,	screened

by	warehouses	and	the	bodies	of	succeeding	cars,

giving	me	a	field	of	view	of	three	or	four	at	a	time.

A	few	are	new,	but	most	are	rusted

or	painted	with	graffiti	

or	beaten	up	from	hard	use,	

imperfections	giving	a	personality	to	each.

Events	in	both	directions,

the	future	to	the	left	and	to	the	right	the	past,

are	obscured,	and	I	take	in	only	the	fleeting	

and	changing	arrangement	in	front	of	me.

An	extravagance	of	graffiti,	in	purple	

lettering	and	white,	goes	past.

Jester,	Jester,	Jester.
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It	was	a	brief	hope,	Jester,

that	your	leaving	could	be	stayed,

pulled	ever	forward	and	away,	away.
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ISMAIL	SOLDAN

	

Jeopardy!

	

“It’s	almost	time	for	Jeopardy!”	Arthur	said	in	his	loud	raspy

voice.	The	janitor	tilted	his	head	as	he	mopped	the	floor	under	a

waning	light.	On	his	left,	Janice,	a	fellow	J-Mart	employee,	laughed

at	his	comment,	which	she’d	heard	him	say	every	night	they’d

worked	together	for	years.	‘Jeopardy’	was	what	Arthur	called	the

hours	spent	relaxing	at	home	after	a	long	shift.	The	chaos	of

customers	made	the	65-year-old	yearn	for	the	peace	of	his	small	bed,

flat-screen	TV,	and	microwave	dinner.	Those	were	the	few	luxuries

he	allowed	himself	and	he	counted	the	minutes	till	his	shift	ended

and	he	could	once	again	enjoy	them.	

“You’re	always	saying	that,	ha.	Tell	me,	have	you	changed	at

all	since	I	met	you?”	

Arthur	paused	and	thought	long	and	hard,	coming	to	the

conclusion	that	not	much	had	changed	since	his	return	from	Vietnam

in	1973.	He	was	still	a	janitor,	still	living	for	the	end	of	his	shift.	Yet

the	question	troubled	him.	

“Hang	in	there,”	he	heard	Janice	say.	You’ve	got	another	ten

minutes	to	go	before	nine.	And	you	know	what	that	means.”			

“Jeopardy	time,”	he	repeated,	this	time	softly	with	a	hint	of

glazed	confusion	in	his	eyes.	

Just	thinking	about	the	'70s	always	brought	that	out	of	him,

the	sense	that	his	eyes	were	pools	of	black	chaos	twisting	and	turning

beneath	tempered	glass.	

He	pushed	his	cart	through	the	hulking,	concrete	behemoth

that	was	J-Mart,	lit	as	it	was	by	pale	bulbs	that	made	the	store	glow

like	an	open	refrigerator.	It	was	little	more	than	four	walls	separated

by	a	massive	space	divided	by	aisle	and	product.	Something	about
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the	plainness	of	its	construction	reminded	Arthur	of	the	brutalist

masterpieces	of	Eastern	Europe,	with	far	more	emphasis	on	the

brutal	and	less	of	the	masterpiece.	It	all	loomed	over	him,

figuratively	and	literally,	like	a	prison,	so	much	so	that	when	it

wasn’t	Jeopardy	time,	he	was	back	here,	moving	from	one	aisle	to

the	next	even	in	his	dreams.	

“Just	eight	more	minutes,”	he	whispered	to	himself,	the	ritual

of	his	shift	broken	by	the	promise	of	a	little	R	and	R,	no	matter	how

fleeting.	He	could	already	hear	it,	the	rattle	of	Benny	Goodman	and

Anita	O’Day	downed	as	easily	as	a	half	a	quarter	of	scotch.	And	yet

Janice’s	question	had	interrupted	his	pastime	of	daydreaming	the	rest

of	his	evening	away.	Surely	something	had	to	have	been	different	in

the	past	four	decades.	The	kids	with	their	iPads	and	mobile	phones,

the	wacky	hairstyles	and	the	plethora	of	new	buildings	sprouting	up

all	around	them.	He	thought	of	the	new	highway	that	connected	the

store	to	the	rest	of	the	city.	But	he	soon	realized	that	Janice	had

meant	something	deeper.	Was	he	still	the	quiet	rascal	that	hopped	off

a	military	plane	at	Fort	Bliss	after	four	years	at	war?	Weren’t	the

boys	and	girls	that	went	to	Iraq	and	Afghanistan	exactly	the	same	as

he	was?	Wide-eyed,	bright	before	they	went,	on-the-edge	and

looking	for	an	escape	when	they	got	back?

His	body	had	begun	to	burn	like	fire	and	he	was	back	there,

once	again,	knee	deep	in	marsh	and	sweating	like	a	pig	in	heat.

Jungle	heat.		

Arthur	tilted	his	head	back	as	he	pushed	his	rickety	janitorial

cart,	the	only	distinguishing	feature	being	his	‘Vietnam	Veteran’

badge.	A	hunk	of	metal	for	four	years	of	verdant	hell.	The	occasional

“thank	you	for	your	service”	while	cleaning	spills,	urine	or	shit	in

exchange	for	the	nightmares	and	tremors.	Looking	up,	he	silently

rocked	his	head	as	‘Born	in	the	USA’	blared	overhead,	the	only	song
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of	the	dozen	or	so	tunes	played	forty	times	a	day	that	he	liked.	He

listened	to	exploding	drums	and	the	beginning	of	the	fourth	verse

and	began	to	burn,	like	he	was	back	in	the	swamps	of	Bine	Hoa.	Part

of	him	had	always	felt	an	odd	companionship	with	the	song,	as	if	he

had	taken	it	with	him	on	that	first	flight	to	Southeast	Asia	and

brought	it	back	as	a	reminder.	He	loved	how	misunderstood	the	song

was,	just	like	the	war	that	had	sapped	his	youth	away.	It	reminded

him	of	all	the	men	and	women	that	thanked	him	for	his	service	when

they	noticed	his	pin	without	realizing	what	that	service	had	meant.

Or	what	it	had	cost.	And	boy	had	they	paid	with	entrance,	the	specter

of	Charon	in	Nam,	his	boat	overflowing	with	all	the	Vietnamese	and

Americans	the	world	had	left	behind.	

Was	it	all	really	still	the	same?	The	Vietnamese	looked	at	him

with	the	same	apprehension	customers	did.	Their	lips	rarely	said

anything,	but	their	eyes	said	plenty.	They	called	him	‘dirty,'	asked

why	he	was	there,	told	him	he	didn’t	belong,	and	never	would.	

I	cleaned	shit	on	command	back	then	too.	Did	it	matter	if	it

was	a	manager	or	a	Sergeant	that	asked	him	to	do	it?

“Arthur,	we	got	a	live	one,	spill	on	aisle	10.	Think	its	some

sort	of	juice.	We	need	you	there,	pronto.”	

Arthur	sighed	just	as	soon	as	the	Walkie	Talkie	clipped	to	his

belt	buzzed	into	silence.	“I’ll	handle	it.”

	He	slinked	through	the	long	walls	of	ice	cream	on	either	side

of	him,	walking	past	a	dozen	people,	all	of	whom	ignored	him.	He

felt	that	paralyzing	heat	linger	even	though	The	Boss	had	stopped

singing.	The	hands	he	pushed	with	were	once	again	youthful,	the

shriveled	face	reflected	in	the	glass	doors	gone.	He	was	young	again,

just	like	he’d	been	the	summer	of	'65.	Before	the	draft	forced	him	to

grow	up.	

He	went	through	the	motions	without	a	hint	of	emotion.
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Robotic.	He’d	cleaned	spills	a	million	times	before.	Once	you	had

done	it	enough	times,	it	was	easy	wiping,	mopping,	and	drying	a

surface.	Like	killing,	after	awhile,	all	it	is	about	is	pulling	a	trigger

and	moving	on.	

	“What	the	fuck	you	doin'	man!”

Arthur	froze,	the	spell	of	Vietnam	broken	by	the	outburst	of	a

young	man	that	towered	over	him.	His	body	creaked	from	the

intensity	of	the	heat	gripping	his	insides.	Slowly,	he	bent	down	and

froze,	feeling	every	second	of	his	65	years.	Just	five	more	minutes,

five	more	minutes	before	Jeopardy	he	told	himself	till	all	he	could

think	about	was	the	seconds	tolling	away	and	the	hours	to	be	spent

lazily	absorbing	late-night	TV.	Time	had	become	little	more	than	a

digital	clock	winding	in	reverse,	one	tick	after	the	other.	

	Tick,	tick,	tick.	

He	wasn’t	quite	in	the	jungle.	Not	yet.	But	he	could	smell	it,

the	thickness	and	humidity	that	made	his	clothes	stick	to	him	and

perspiration	trickle	in	waves	down	his	thighs.	Lilting	voices	in	a

hodge	podge	of	Vietnamese	and	English	sang	‘The	Greatest	Love	of

All,'	sounding	more	like	a	dance	with	words	than	a	romantic	ballad.

Go	go	bars,	neon	lights	that	reminded	him	of	Laffy	Taffy	and

wrapping	paper.		

Pop,	pop,	pop.	Hands	clapped.	He	could	have	sworn	he	heard

the	twanging	of	guitars	and	chewing	tobacco	splashing	on	concrete,

motorbikes	and	V8	engines	revving	in	the	background,	separated

from	the	world	around	him	by	a	plastic	sheet	wafting	where	a	door

should	have	been.		

Pop,	pop,	pop.

“I	told	you	to	stop	so	I	could	pass	through	and	you	just	keep

on	mopping.	Like	some	fucking	retard!”

The	young	man	was	now	shouting,	his	voice	echoing	in	the
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caverns	of	Arthur’s	eardrums.	His	face	turned	the	blood	red	of	a

pomegranate,	mouth	flapping	rapidly	as	a	tsunami	of	insults	tumbled

out.	He	looked	at	Arthur	and	felt	nothing	but	rage.	How	could	this

old	fool	mop	his	brand	new	$500	sneakers,	he	began	to	tell	the

gathering	onlookers.	He	could	not	understand	why	the	man	had

refused	to	stop	even	after	threatening	to	beat	his	ass.	

Managers	came	and	talked	the	customer	down.	Arthur	heard

his	manager	offer	the	customer	a	$10	gift	card,	immediately	calming

the	situation	down.	“You	know	he’s	a	vet.	Served	in	Nam.	We	try	to

give	people	like	him	a	chance	and	it	sometimes	doesn’t	work	out,”

the	manager	said.					

“Hey,	you	was	in	the	army?	Forreal?”				

Arthur	looked	up,	the	first	time	since	the	incident	started.	He

nodded,	unsure	of	what	to	expect.		

“Man,	thank	you	for	your	service!”	The	young	man	smiled

and	walked	away	with	the	manager,	who	looked	back	and	gave

Arthur	a	‘we’ll	talk	later’	look.	

Thank	you	for	your	service.	It	took	everything	in	Arthur	to

suppress	his	laugh.	Outside,	he	made	sure	to	tell	Janice	that	story	in

his	Walter	Cronkite	voice.	“Wow,	thank	you	for	your	service,	huh?

What’s	changed	Arthur?	You	get	the	finger	one	way	or	another.”	

What’s	changed?	

“Nothing	Janice.	Nothing	at	all.”	He	had	gone	to	hell	and

back	and	somehow,	once	again,	he’d	survived.	Charon	would	have	to

wait.
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RYAN	WALKER

	

The	City	of	Lights

	

It	was	raining	when	the	plane	landed	in	Charles	De	Gaulle.

The	windows	were	blurred	by	mist	and	the	ground	looked	as	if	it

were	glazed	in	frosting.	In	preparation	for	our	descent,	the	pilot	told

us	it	was	five	degrees	Celsius,	stating	this	once	in	French	and	then

repeating	himself	in	English.	I	pressed	my	cheek	to	the	cold	wall	of

the	window	seat	as	a	reprieve	from	the	warm,	stagnant	cabin	as	we

taxied	to	our	gate.	Through	the	portal	windows,	the	white	lights	of

the	terminal	reflected	off	the	pavement,	and	everything	appeared

aglow	in	the	City	of	Lights.

The	overnight,	international	flight	had	me	jet	lagged.	It	was

7:30a.m.	local	time.	I	calculated	the	six	hour	difference	and

wondered	how	I	could	be	hungry	at	an	hour	like	this.	It	was	1:30a.m.

back	home,	but	I	was	ready	for	café	nonetheless.	“Enjoy	Paris!”	a

pleasant	flight	attendant	encouraged	me	as	I	debarked	the	plane,

shuffling	through	the	narrow	aisle	with	the	wheels	of	my	carrying

clipping	seats	along	the	way.	I	smiled	at	her,	keeping	the	fact	that	my

first	time	in	Paris	would	be	brief.	I	was	heading	to	Barcelona	for	a

job	opportunity.

I	checked	the	time.	Only	an	hour	and	a	half	to	get	through

security	(again),	customs,	and	make	it	to	my	connecting	flight’s	gate.

Fortunately,	the	security	and	customs	lines	were	short.	As	I

approached	the	customs’	desk,	a	handsome	agent	with	sweeping

blonde	hair	and	a	matching	beard	asked	me,	“Where	you	headed?”	

“Barcelona,”	I	said,	realizing	he	could	identify	my	native

language	from	my	passport.		

“Business	or	pleasure?”	he	asked,	stamping	a	blank	page	in
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the	back	of	my	passport	book.	

“Business…	sort	of,”	I	said.

“Hopefully	you’ll	have	some	pleasure	while	you’re	there	in

Spain,”	he	said	in	accented	English.		He	winked.

I	caught	my	breath.	We	smiled	at	one	another,	two	strangers

locking	eyes	over	pleasure	and	a	passport.	“Yes.	Hopefully,”	I	said.		

Hurriedly,	I	tucked	my	passport	away	and	headed	towards	my

connection	gate.	I	checked	the	time	again	and	estimated	I	had

enough	of	it	to	get	the	café	I	so	desperately	wanted.	Somewhere	in

mind,	the	though	stirred	that	I	hoped	the	customs	agent	might	be	due

for	a	coffee	break	himself.	

In	the	food	hall	of	terminal	2F	I	was	greeted	by	spectacular

pastries	-	macarons	and	baguettes	-	charcuterie,	cheeses,	and	the	like.

The	selection	was	decadent.	I	opted	for	a	perfect	slice	of	baguette	to

accompany	a	selection	of	white	cheeses	sprinkled	with	toasted

pumpkin	seeds.	I	ordered	a	café	and	an	ice	water,	but	only	ever

received	the	café.	

As	I	rested	on	a	stool	with	my	luggage	by	my	side	and	my

spread	before	me,	I	looked	around.	There	was	a	woman	adjacent	to

me	in	slim	jeans	and	platform	sneakers	eating	a	tray	of	fruit	with

chopsticks.	There	was	sharp	dressed	man	reading	a	French

newspaper	at	a	counter	seat	next	to	me.	A	melting	pot	of	French,

Spanish,	and	English	brewed	as	people	chatted,	ordered,	and	moved

from	one	point	to	the	next.	Across	the	hall	from	where	I	was	seated,	I

saw	a	souvenir	shop.	It	was	filled	with	soccer	gear	and	any	printable

merchandise	one	can	imagine	covered	in	graphics	of	the	Eiffel

Tower.	Above	the	gift	shop	was	a	sign	that	read,	“Gifts	from	the	City

of	Love.”

“They’ve	got	it	all	wrong,”	I	thought	to	myself.	I	recalled	the

story	of	the	French	as	the	first	to	use	gas	lamps	back	in	the	1860’s



	95	
(Gee).	Someone	along	the	way	thought	this	place	was	all	too

romantic,	and	came	up	with	the	bastard	second	name.	I	shook	my

head	cynically,	and	finished	the	last	bites	of	my	baguette	and	cheese.

Gathering	my	things,	I	started	the	short	walk	to	my	departure

gate.	I	towed	my	nondescript,	black	carryon	bag	behind	me	with	one

hand,	careful	not	to	spill	the	café	I	was	holding	in	the	other.

Approaching	the	gate,	I	admired	the	glass	structure	of	the	building

that	narrowed	as	it	jettisoned	out	over	the	gangway.	My	admiration

was	short	lived;	my	flight	was	boarding.		

I	was	fumbling	with	my	phone	to	find	my	electronic	boarding

pass.	When	I	looked	up,	I	saw	the	customs	agent	in	the	distance.	I

felt	my	heart	leap	inside	my	chest.	What	if	it	were	the	city	of	love

after	all?	He	was	walking	my	way,	and	the	cynic	in	me	recognized

how	inconceivable	this	was.		

And	it	was.	As	he	inched	closer,	I	realized	I	had	mistaken	a

flight	attendant	for	the	stranger	in	the	booth	who	had	stamped	my

passport	and	wished	me	pleasure.		

“It’s	called	the	City	of	Lights,	fool,”	I	said	to	myself,	tossing

the	rest	of	my	café	in	the	garbage.
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Forever	a	Bridesmaid

My	grandma	used	to	tell	me,	

Your	eyes	and	lips	are	so	pretty;

you	could	have	been	a	girl.

	

That	was	years	before	she	caught	me

smearing	her	lipstick	across	my	big	lips,	and	

wearing	the	old	bridesmaid’s	dress	and	dyed	

satin	pumps	that	I	had	admired

in	the	back	of	her	closet.

	

I	had	built	up	the	courage	

to	try	it	on,	and	let	the	billow	

of	the	sleeves	swallow	my	chubby	arms.

	

I	can	still	feel	her	eyes	catching	me,

And	the	sensation	that	the	pearls	draping

My	neck	were	suddenly	wrapped	tightly	around	it.

When	she	told	me	to	put	her	clothes	back

on	the	hangers	where	they	belonged.

	

I	wished	

	

I	could	become	one	of	her	dresses	–

a	beautiful	gown	of	satin	and	lace,

hanging	in	the	back	of	her	closet	–	

	

and	stay	there	forever.
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TEDO	WYMAN

	

Game

	

exuberant	crumple,	pulled-off	spring,	dried	

tendril	curls	around	nothing,	stolen	

from	inspiration,	aimed	at	whatever	was

nearby,	snake	shape	coiled	to	strike

	

reflects	on	how	to	make	a	top	spin	longer

or	the	way	we	skinned	our	knuckles

on	the	sidewalk	slate	as	we	snatched	for	jacks

then	groped	for	the	red	rubber	ball

	

the	breeze	rocked	us	as	the	sun	came	through	

sideways,	maple	keys	helicoptered	

down	spinning	distractions,	seduced	us

from	the	game	as	we	watched	them	fall

	

sensitive	to	touch,	leaf	spirits

absorbing	energy,	we	spiralled,

grabbed	hold	of	whatever

was	offered,	and	slithered	up
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Lincoln's	Birthday

	

There’s	no	exit	from	the	hospital	staff

parking	lot,	if	you	want	to	walk	up

the	hill	above	it,	ascend	through

the	old	graveyard	to	the	Civil	War	monument.

	

Up	there	you	can	turn	around	and	look	out

from	the	crest	of	Oak	Hill	over	the	houses,

the	hospital,	roads	and	school,	out	to	the	clear,	

geographic	pathway	of	the	river.	Here

	

comes	a	valet	out	of	his	hut	to	check	I.D.’s	

where	you	used	to	be	able	to	hike	up,

before	the	stacked	lots	rolled	in:

asphalt	terraces	and	stairs	and	the	fence.	

	

There	he	sits	in	his	box,	sentry	

to	liminal	space,	surrounded

by	nurse’s	cars,	floodlit,	with	chain

link	to	keep	out	the	unlisted.	

	

Above,	memories	of	soldiers	rise	

on	an	updraft,	odes	to	village	sons	

carved	on	the	monument	drift	down,	

enspirited,	drawn	by	the	weariness
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of	caregivers,	who	climb	the	stairs

into	cars	at	the	ends	of	long

shifts,	breathe	in	tender	memorial	

benedictions	and	drive	on.
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CONTRIBUTORS

JERROD	BOITSE	is	a	poet	in	Dayton,	Ohio	currently	working	on

his	first	collection	of	poetry.	Some	of	his	publications	include	an

article	with	the	Dayton	Daily	News	and	poetry	and	prose	published

with	The	Nexus	Literary	Journal.	Outside	of	writing,	Jerrod	enjoys

attending	concerts	with	friends,	collecting	music	memorabilia	and

horror	movies.

	

CHRISTIE	COCHRELL's	work	has	been	published	by	Catamaran,

Lowestoft	Chronicle,	Cumberland	River	Review,	Tin	House,	and	a

variety	of	others,	receiving	several	awards	and	Pushcart	Prize

nominations.		Chosen	as	New	Mexico	Young	Poet	of	the	Year	while

growing	up	in	Santa	Fe,	she's	recently	published	a	volume	of

collected	poems,	Contagious	Magic.		She	lives	by	the	ocean	in	Santa

Cruz,	California—too	often	lured	away	from	her	writing	by	otters,

pelicans,	and	seaside	walks.

	

HOLLY	DAY's	writing	has	recently	appeared	in	Analog	SF,	The

Hong	Kong	Review,	and	Appalachian	Journal,	and	her	recent	book

publications	include	Music	Composition	for	Dummies,	The	Tooth	is

the	Largest	Organ	in	the	Human	Body,	and	Bound	in	Ice.	She	teaches

creative	writing	at	The	Loft	Literary	Center	in	Minneapolis	and

Hugo	House	in	Seattle.

	

BILL	GARTEN	has	been	published	in	Asheville	Poetry	Review,

Rattle,	West	Texas	Literary	Review,	Hawaii	Review,	Portland	Review,

Laurel	Review,	Birmingham	Poetry	Review,	Wisconsin	Review,

Crosswinds	Poetry	Journal,	and	others.	He	has	been	anthologized	in

Wild	Sweet	Notes,	And	Now	the	Magpie,	and	What	the	Mountains
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Yield.	Bill	is	the	winner	of	the	2017	Broken	Ribbon	Poetry	Contest;	a

finalist	in	the	2018	&	2022	Tucson	Festival	of	Books	Literary

Awards	for	Poetry;	a	finalist	in	the	44th	New	Millennium	2017

Awards;	and	a	finalist	in	the	Writers@Work	2018	Contest.	He	is	the

winner	of	The	Emerson	Prize	for	Poetry,	The	Margaret	Ward	Martin

Prize	for	Creative	Writing,	The	Antioch	Writers’	Workshop	Judson

Jerome	Scholarship,	and	a	finalist	in	The	Beverly	Prize	in	the	United

Kingdom.	Bill’s	latest	book,	We	Have	to	Stop	Here,	was	a

semifinalist	in	the	2020	Willow	Run	Poetry	Book	Award.	The

chapbook	version	of	his	book	Asphalt	Heart	(The	Main	Street	Rag,

2018)	was	a	finalist	in	The	Comstock	Review’s	2017	Jessie	Bryce

Niles	Chapbook	Contest.	Bill	has	a	BA	in	English	from	Marietta

College	and	graduated	from	Ashland	University’s	MFA	Program	in

creative	writing	with	an	emphasis	in	poetry.	He	was	once	a

nationally	ranked	racewalker	and	swimmer.

	

NICHOLAS	GODEC’s	work	has	been	published	in	Brief	Wilderness,

Grey	Sparrow,	Hedge	Apple,	Pennsylvania	Literary	Journal,	Rue

Scribe,	Sierra	Nevada	Review,	and	Steam	Ticket.	He	studied	history

at	Columbia	University,	received	his	MBA	from	Columbia	Business

School	and	now	works	in	the	financial	industry.	Nick	lives	in	New

York	City	with	his	wife,	Julia,	and	their	miniature	pinscher,	Emma.

	

KING	GROSSMAN	is	a	spiritual	sojourner,	social	justice	activist,

nonviolent	revolutionary,	novelist,	poet,	writer	of	short	prose,	as	well

as	a	children’s	story.	He	creates	art	for	the	mind	and	heart	of	the

beholder	to	experience	and	be	changed	by,	not	ever	in	competition

but	a	collaboration	that	he	can	only	call	divine;	nevertheless,	there’s

the	dominant	culture’s	way	of	it,	and,	his	novel,	Letters	To	Alice,

indeed,	received	The	Independent	Press	Award	as	the	Distinguished
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Favorite	in	Visionary	Fiction,	was	a	Finalist	for	Literary	Fiction	in

the	National	Indie	Excellence	Awards,	received	the	Gold	Medal	for

Inspirational/Visionary	Fiction	from	the	Global	Ebook	Awards,	and

won	two	Royal	Dragonfly	Book	awards,	for	Literary	Fiction	and

Cover	Design.	His	poems	and	short	prose	have	appeared	in	Bear

Review,	Delmarva	Review,	The	Round,	Licking	River	Review,	Crack

the	Spine,	Forge,	Tiger’s	Eye,	Burningword,	The	Ignatian,	Drunk

Monkeys,	Pennsylvania	Literary	Journal,	El	Portal,	and	many

others.	He	lives	in	Carmel-by-the-Sea,	California	with	his	wife,	Lisa,

dog,	Bogart,	and	sun	conure	parrot,	Sunny.

	

CARLI	GROVEN	recently	received	her	Associate's	Degree	in

English	from	Sinclair	Community	College.

	

KEN	HAPONEK	resides	in	Dayton,	Ohio.	Some	pertinent	and/or

random	facts:	1.	Born	and	raised	in	Lorain,	Ohio.	2.	Is	a	decent

athlete,	but	has	never	had	a	good	vertical.	3.	Has	taught	English	at

Stebbins	High	School	for	twenty-four	years,	and	is	also	a	CCP

instructor	for	Sinclair,	but	thought	he	would	still	use	Submittable	and

kick	in	2	bucks	to	Flights.	4.	Likes	to	pamper	himself	in	the	summer

with	iced	tea,	lemonade,	and	sliced	peaches.	5.	Hopes	you	enjoy

reading	and	understands	they	might	not	work	in	Flights	due	to

personal	preference,	spatial	limitations,	quality	of	work,	etc.	He	will

still	sleep	well	this	evening.	He	will	dream	his	dreams.

	

ROBIN	BLACKBURN	MCBRIDE	has	written	three	books	and	had

poetry	published	in	two	anthologies,	as	well	as	in	several	Canadian

periodicals.	In	2002,	Guernica	Editions	published	a	volume	of	her

poems,	In	Green.	Her	self-help	book,	Birdlight:	Freeing	Your

Authentic	Creativity,	became	an	Amazon	Best	Seller	in	2016	and	has
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since	been	released	as	an	Audible	audiobook.	Her	first	novel,	The

Shining	Fragments,	was	published	by	Guernica	Editions	in	2018	and

recognized	as	an	Editors’	Choice	book	with	the	Historical	Novel

Society	in	North	America.	Robin’s	work	has	also	been	published	in

The	MacGuffin.	For	seven	years	she	was	a	life	coach,	and	for	over

twenty	years	has	worked	as	a	full-time	English	and	Language	Arts

teacher	and	before	that,	as	an	actress.	Robin	holds	degrees	in

English,	Drama,	and	Education	from	the	University	of	Toronto.	She

is	a	member	of	Amnesty	International	Canada	and	PEN	Canada	and

an	active	supporter	of	environmental	causes,	including	the

preservation	of	old-growth	forests.	"A	Shock	of	Blue"	was	first

published	in	Voices	de	la	Luna	in	May	2022.

	

LUKE	MCGINN	is	a	first	year	college	student	who	has	many

passions,	among	those	being	writing,	video	games,	music,	and

cooking.	He	desires	to	one	day	be	a	bartender,	while	keeping	his

passions	for	music	and	creative	writing	as	hobbies.

	

JUDY	MYERS'	flash	piece	“Is	Girl	Here”	was	published	in	Quiddity

and	nominated	for	a	Pushcart	Prize.	Her	short	story	“Runaway”	was

shortlisted	for	the	Bellingham	Review	Tobias	Wolff	Award,	and	her

short	story	“Tornado”	received	an	honorable	mention	from	Glimmer

Train’s	Family	Matters	contest.	Judy	is	professor	emeritus	at	Diablo

Valley	College	and	taught	essay	writing,	creative	writing,	and

literature	for	twenty-seven	years	before	retiring.	She	holds	a	BA	in

English	from	Sarah	Lawrence	College	and	an	MFA	in	English/

creative	writing	from	Mills	College.	She	is	also	a	textile	artist	and

has	lived	in	England	and	France.
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PAULA	REED	NANCARROW	is	a	Best	of	the	Net	and	Pushcart

Prize-nominated	poet	and	winner	of	the	Winter	2020	Sixfold	Poetry

Prize.	Recent	poems	have	been	published	in	Artemis,	Whistling

Shade,	and	Burningword,	with	work	forthcoming	in	Permafrost,	The

Avalon	Review	and	Paterson	Literary	Review.	Links	to	poems

published	online	can	be	found	at	paulareednancarrow.com.

	

SUZANNE	O’CONNELL’s	recently	published	work	can	be	found	in

Brushfire,	Delmarva	Review,	Good	Works	Review,	Paterson	Literary

Review,	The	Opiate,	Pine	Hills	Review,	Silver	Birch	Press,	Visitant

Lit,	Wrath-Bearing	Tree,	and	others.	She	was	awarded	second	place

in	the	2019	Poetry	Super	Highway	poetry	contest.	O’Connell	was

also	nominated	twice	for	the	Pushcart	Prize	and	received	Honorable

Mention	in	the	Steve	Kowit	Poetry	Prize,	2019.	Her	poem	“The

Viewing”	was	included	in	the	Finishing	Line	Press	anthology	Covid,

Isolation	&	Hope:	Artists	Respond	to	the	Pandemic.	Her	two	poetry

collections,	A	Prayer	For	Torn	Stockings	and	What	Luck,	were

published	by	Garden	Oak	Press.

	

ISMAIL	SOLDAN	is	the	pen	name	of	Ismael	David	Mujahid,	a

writer	and	poet	from	Seattle,	WA.	His	fascination	with	books	and

storytelling	has	continued	to	inspire	him	to	express	himself	through

the	written	word.	He	won	the	2022	Spectrum	Award	for	Adult

Fiction	and	placed	second	for	Adult	Poetry.	He	is	currently	a

Creative	Writing	major	at	Sinclair	Community	College.

	

BARBARA	TRAMONTE	has	published	a	book	of	poems,	Letter	to

a	Friend	with	the	Oyster	Couch	Blues	(1987);	and	a	chapbook

Oddities,	published	in	2018	by	Finishing	Line	Press.	

She	was	a	professor	in	the	school	for	graduate	studies	at	SUNY
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Empire	State	College	for	many	years	and	has	worked	as	a	poet-in-

the-schools	in	New	York	City	for	a	decade.	She	formerly	owned	a

children’s	bookstore	in	Brooklyn	Heights,	NY.	Her	work	has

appeared	or	is	forthcoming	in	American	Chordata,	The	Alembic,	The

Binnacle,	Black	Buzzard	Review,	Bluestem,	Boston	Review,

Burningword	Literary	Journal,	California	Quarterly,	The	Chaffin

Journal,	Common	Ground	Review,	Confluence,	Crack	the	Spine,	Dos

Passos	Review,	Drunk	Monkeys,	Edison	Literary	Review,	El	Portal,

Eleven	Eleven,	ellipsis…,	Evening	Street	Press,	Existere	Journal,

Folly,	Forge,	FRiGG:	A	Magazine	of	Fiction	and	Poetry,	Gloom

Cupboard,	GNU	Journal,	The	Griffin,	Hiram	Poetry	Review,	Home

Planet	News,	Illya’s	Honey,	Juked,	Kaleidoscope,	The	Literary	Nest,

Lunaris	Magazine,	The	Main	Street	Rag,	Minetta	Review,	Monarch

Review,	New	Letters,	The	Old	Red	Kimono,	The	Paragon	Journal,

Pearl,	Perceptions	Magazine,	Phantasmagoria,	The	Pinch,

Plainsongs,	riverSedge,	Rougarou,	Sanskrit,	Serving	House	Journal,

Slab,	Slant:	A	Journal	of	Poetry,	Slipstream,	Soundings	East,

Spillway,	Steam	Ticket,	The	Tower	Journal,	Tulane	Review,	Umbrella

Factory,	Vox	Poetica,	Westview,	and	other	literary	and	academic

journals.

	

	

RYAN	WALKER	(he/him)	is	a	LGBTQIA+	writer	from	Madison,

Indiana,	and	a		member	of	the	Miami	Valley	Writers	Network.	In

2019,	his	poem		“Providence”	placed	third	in	the	Poetry:	Adult

category	of	Sinclair		College’s	national	annual	writing	contest.

“Providence”	was	also		selected	to	be	featured	in	the	2019	edition	of

Flights.	Ryan's	flash	fiction	story	“Binge”	was	long	listed	for

Hunger:	The	Best	of	Brilliant	Flash	Fiction	2014-2019.	Ryan’s

nonfiction	will	be	featured	in	an	upcoming	publication	of	Free	Spirit,
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and	his	poetry	will	be	featured	in	upcoming	publication	of	Wingless

Dreamer.	He	is	presently	pursing	his	MFA	from	Eastern	Kentucky

University’s	Bluegrass	Writers	Studio.

	

TEDO	WYMAN	a	poet	living	in	the	Hudson	River	Valley,	has	been

published	in	Perceptions	Magazine	and	River	River	Journal.	She	is

grateful	to	all	of	her	teachers	and	mentors	for	a	life	filled	with	music

and	poetry.	Her	career	has	included	work	as	a	pianist	and	chamber

musician.
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