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The Ear
Alisha Mughal

| left the house that morning because | felt trapped inside stifled within those
whitewashed walls, looming over me blank and silent and expectant. Intimidated by the
boxes piled high that needed unpacking.
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enough fresh air around me. It was stuffy, the house, fulf only my own stale breath. Stuffy
especially when compared to the day beyond those stuck windows. The clear blue sky, the
sunlight like the tawny pages of an old book that flooded the lane winding away from the
house and toward the town, the playful beeze that stirred and flirted with the skinny
branches of the stiltnaked trees. It made me feel left out, overcome with a palling sadness
that a part of me could not abide by, the part of me that saw the vibrant and open day, not
the part of me that feltsorry for and lingered over my body trapped within the house. It
was the part of me that wanted me to be active in the day, walking that warm lane and
feeling the cool air carousing with my hair. It was the part of me that won because |
stepped out. And walked.

| thought as | walked. About myself. | walked to the field that roamed a way before
the entrance to the town, the field with the tall gnarled grass and the dilapidated church.
The sky was so cleap a glazed blue that looked like a frozen lake atusk, right before the
sun leaves the lavender sky in a pink and orange blaze. The expansive field itgelf
seeming without end, meandering to meet the sky at the horizon, the grass lilting in the
breeze like the softlyrippling waves of a calm sea, the dyinterruption the leaning church
that with its overgrown pathways seemed a floating glacier seemed to exude the yellow
light for the day. It was the tall grass, baked beige and white, that seemed to glow. But, as |
walked into the field, | noticed thatnear the ground the grass was budding green, as if
secretly, like a face blushing pink beneath a mask.

| made my way into the grass, parting it with my arms in front of me as | walked. It
reached up to my waist. | had no aim, | just walked. Until | foundyself in a small clearing
in the grass, a little way away from the church. It was really just the tall grass flattened, as
though someone had been lying there with the dry grass beneath them a scratchy mattress.
In a little corner on the ground, on top 6the flattened grass, was a small pile of rocks. Or
pebbles rather.

| looked up around me and then down at the pebbles again. | assumed that whoever
was here had collected these pebbles and had been throwing them at the church, which
more than anythingnow was a collection of beams lazing uselessly against sslianding
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why | assumed this? it just seemed like something | would do. And why should my
thinking be anyA E £ZAOAT O £OT 1 OT 1T AT T A Al OABOe
| picked up a pebble. It was smooth and round and looked more as though it
belonged at the bottom of a raging river than in this field. | threw it toward the church. It
struck a beam, | could tell not which, and about me ploded a flat sound, like a car



backfiring. | picked up another, and again threw it without aim at the church. The flat sound
splintered through the air and fell away just as flatly without an echo. A frail beam fell over
and down from its leaning position down with a tedious thud, sending up a cloud of dust
like a trapped ghost whose hem had been caught for the longest time beneath an edge of
the beam. It was satisfying the throwing, the inevitable flat sound that at the same time
felt substantial becase it was so loud.

| threw another pebble, and then another, thinking, as | carried out my novel but
inefficient demolition method, about oranges. | remembered a day when | was a kid, like
this one, filled with the same soft yellow light. | remembered wite linen curtains billowing
in a warm breeze like the one that now played with my hair. | was eating oranges and
wondering how whoever made them filled the tiny pulp packets with juice. | remembered
my mother laughing and then telling me that it was God o did that, all by himself, and
that no task was too outrageous for God. | remembered imagining myself carrying out the
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have given up.

myself holding something warm and soft, not cool and hard and smooth as the pebbles had
been. Not absolutely malleable either. | looked in my hand and found myself holding an ear,
a human ear. Reflexivelyny hand jerked away from under it and it fell to the bed of
flattened grass. | wiped my hand on my shirt with my eyes still on the thing. | looked
around. There was nothing there in the wide yellow field but the leaning dead church.
Nothing there but the dear sky above.

| kneeled down to get a closer look at the ear. | half expected it to move, to get up
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with my finger and it was still warm and soft, gave sligp1 U O1 AAO T U O1 OAEh 11
expected adeadbody part to be? tough and waxen. There was no blood on it. Where it
had been severed if it had been severecd from whatever head it belonged to there was
a pink demarcation line, no gore. Just an affensive pink, like a stilthealing wound before
it becomes dense and dry scar tissue. | pulled out an unused tissue from my jeans pocket
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scooped up the ear with it. | wapped it up in the tissue and made my way out of the field. |
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| walked the dusty lane away from the field and the dead church and into town, to
OEA 3 E A OE aEdvy ok Bdgol@eh field under the gauzy sky, the town was
grey, simmering under a thunderhead that seemed to have snuffed all the yellow out from
the day.

The Sheriff and his buddy Roy Palmer, each apparently without a care, were rocking
sleepilyl T OEA DT OAE 1 &£ OEA 3EAOCEAEAASO $ADPAOOI AT O E
hats nudged to the far nether regions of their heads, each reclining deeply. Roy was
chewing on the nubile green base of a long blade of glass that ended frayed and faryawa
from hismouth» EA8 A DOI AAAI U DI OAEAA EO A&£O01T i1 OEA UAI
on tobacco, a silver metal spittoon near his legs, which | kept my distance from.
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up toward me and brushing his grey hair, still speckled with some stubborn black, out of
his eyes. Roy nodded in my direction and the blade of grass quivered, waving a nervous
hello.
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anything but the barest of essentials.
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Roysaid. The Sheriff nodded slowly in agreement. | felt myself growing hot under my shirt,
OAA ET OEA #Z£AAAR8 O0) 06560 11 0 OECEOhG 21U xAT O i

AN -

AAUITA OEA Pl OAE OAEI 08 0) 080 THIO OFEATEAEA EIAX

| laughed nervously, and before he could say any more of what had already been
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He rocked his rocker forward, spat in the spittoon, and leaned up out of his recline,

making the rocker moan and whine under him. He took the tissue from my hand and

plucked the edges away to expose the ear that still looked alive and warm. whistled

through his teeth. Roy leaned toward the Sheriff in his rocker, and, seeing what the Sheriff

saw, his eyebrows shot up and his lips parted, the green root of the grass held on for its life

to the moistness on the inside of his lip.
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the old church.
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working furiously on the green root of the grass.

O7Ail 1 h T AUAA xA OET OI A OAEA OI T A Al cO 061 O
it belonged to might not be far away.
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from his mouth onto his lap.
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head.
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and rattle.
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his lap slid down onto the wooden planks of the porch.
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just lost its head. He was stopping everyone he came across, asking them if they saw it. His
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lowered his head then, as if in mourning.
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his arm, offering the ear back to me.
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| took the ear from the Sheriffand bundled it up again. The Sheriff leaned his rocker
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where he could be found. She told me that he was supposed to be helping her with the store
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And then she tried to sell me a sandwich because she thought I looked hungry, but | told

her that | was fine and asked for her address.

4EA "AAAEOOO 1 EOGAA ET A xEEOA Elreddean T O AEA
white house with a welkmanicured green lawn that looked like it might belong to a pastor A
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As | got nearer the house, | heard a clamour from withim as of many things leing
shoved and thrown about, among them some musical instruments that wailed as they were
manhandled.
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against a hardwood floor and then the unbolting of the lock. A yognman opened the door
narrowly, a young man with wet, red eyes and shaggy and dull long brown hair.
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His eyes shot open wide, he blinked and the tears that had been swilling around in
them vanished. His hand fell away from the door and it flung open wide. He stood there
AAEI OA T Ah EEO EAT A0 AO EE ®@IGREHMNOE AA & EEEAD PRAKOGAA
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| offered him the white parcel. He took it from me greedily which | suppose he
ought to have? and tore away the tissue. He was left with the beigpink ear that still
looked dive in his palm and he looked up at me with twinkling eyes. He ran away from the

door into another room in the house. And before | thought about leaving he was back, his
hair tucked away behind his two ears.
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making light after being reunited with a loved one long thought to be dead.
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lately. | play the french horn, among other things, and | have a very important recital next )
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laughed nervously and shrugged his shoulders.
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forehead, as if furious with himself for not thinking to search the field.
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pebbles and | started throwing them at the churck just because, | guess. There was no
I TA AOi O1 A6 ) DPAOOAA AT A 11T EAA AO EEIi8 (A «x

interested in my story? which | supposehe ought to have been, it was, after all, abobts A
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| walked back toward the house. On my waydassed the field. | looked across it and
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over the town had grown and it now loomed sinisterly over the field, making the yellowed
grass seem dirty and wet, eventhoughE AAT 8 O AAcCO1T O1 OAET UAOS

| quickened my pace, but was drenched before | got back to the dusty house whose
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On Dating a Married Man
Christina Maria Kosch
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with his immaturity and his demeanor and the way he speakstdT O 1 EEA UT 06 OA AC
AO AT U AAOI O E AotERememiezhthad OO UT 06 OA
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gave you in the stockroom shortly after you started there.

You will sacrifice everything. You will sacrifice softball, school, and your friends. You
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during a game he will sit next to your history teacher and you will panic on the field and
wonder if they are talking about you. You will find out later that they talked about their
school days instead because weirdly enough they both went to college together. No, your
history teacher will not ask who he is there supporting.

He will tell you that he will leave his wife, buthe will not

91 00O COAAAO xEI1T AOib OIT8 -1T1 AT A $AA ATI]
divorce put you in a really bad place and they are taking the blame. You have spentso much
time at work and they worry you aretakinc 11 OT 1T I AT U OEEZOOh AOO O
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promoted, you will be crushed and he will be upset, but not devastated because this new
store is much closer to his hora. He knows you are crazy enough about him to keep coming
anyway. Luckily, Mom and Dad will scrounge up enough money to buy you a used car to
Oi 1T OE T OAO OEAEO AEOOAO AEOI OAA8 91 0611 EAOA
AAAAOOA UIT O btare altheltime) &ff thad Aock, and still letting your grades falll
lower and lower. Because right now, this will be the most important thing in your life. You
xEl1l OEETE OEAO UI O EAOA EIOT A OITTATTA OEAO I
think he loves you more than Mom and Dad combined.

And you will be thinking about him instead of thinking about your AP chemistry
class, or your titration lab, or college. And before you know it, he will take over your life.
You will become so intertwined with him that you find connections to him in everything.
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his and snap your neck trying to see if it was him. But this kind of relationship will be new
toyou.Yod 1 I OEETE UI O80A AAOOAO OEAT 1T OEAO CEOI O

can buy you things and knows so much more about life than other guys your age.
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He will tell you that he will leave his wife, buthe will not.

Two months will pass and sombow you will have still kept this a secret. This will be
Ui 60 O6AOU T x1 O0AT AT OA60O "T @8 )& Ul O Agbpl OAA O
Al OCEOA UI O AAAAOGOA mAriied hah.S50you takk yodr Gitle bok AOET C A
everywhere you go and keeit with you like a close friend. It is tempting because you want
the world to know how in love you are with thisman,but you need to remember that you
AOA Ui 01T ¢cs ) ETix UiO AiT60 OEETE AcCA 1 AOOGAOO
But one day, you will be brave enough toggto his house. You will get into your car
AT A AOEOA O EEO EITiAOiI xT8 910611 DAOE Ul 00 A
restaurant and he will pick you up to take you the rest of the way there. You will pass
through the gate to his community and you wi wonder how he can afford a home like this
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getting too deep. When you get to his home, you will hurry inside because the neighbors
xEl 1 OAIl E E /A&dydi have 6ok dexibdd dd And dag he will be the one to tell
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out, but you will lose your virginity on their worn leather sofa because going into their
bedroom would make everything too real. This moment wilbe nothing like you dreamed
of because it hurts more than anyreen Vogudd OOE AT A OAEA EO x1 01 A AT A
AEOOO OI AAT8 7EAT EA OAAO OEA AITT A EA xEIIl E
I £ O EAAD UT O Ak ihdde tAabh@isfigdkiGgdoutl ET T x 1

He will be playing with your hair when you catch a glimpse of his wedding picture
IT OEA xAll OEAO Ui O EAAT G0 11 OEAARAA AAEI OA8 9
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And this is when you will really realize that you are the mistress. You are ruining this
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He will tell you that he is leaving his wife for you, buhe will not

You will grow extremely distant from your friends. You will look into collegesand as
much as you will tell yourself not to pick a college near him you do. And everyone will
guestion why you chose to go there and you will lie to them because no one can
ETT x8O00EI 1| 8

'TA TTA TECEO EA xEI 1 AAlI 1 Ul téke theQuilt g o ¢ A
AT Ui T OA AT A Ui 068611 EAAO OEA PEITA Al EAE Al
this moment to ruin his own life. You will lie there in disbelief until you hear your phone
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He didnot leave his wife.

X You will be twenty-Ox T AT A COAAOAOQET ¢ AT 11
OAEA AAOA T £ A EEIA OEAO EOI 80 AO

~——

You will be fifty-four and you will be sitting around a table with your closest friends
laughing at the silly mistakes you made as a teenager. You will google his name for fun and
come across his obituary instead.

~——

You will be seventynine and you will come across a woman in the supermarket that
has his strawberry colored hair and chestnut eyes il grown kids of her own and you will
NOAOOETI1T EZ OEAO EO EEO AAOCEOAOh AOGO Ui 60 T
toward the dairy section.
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Lois and Sarah
Gregory Jeffers

It was going to be one hell of along tripbacQEAOE O Al 1 ) EAA O OAU
EAOA Al 1T x1 EITTA8 YBA Al xAUuO xAl OAA O &l U8

) O xAO OEA OOOI AT 60O Z£AOI 08 4EAOGEO0 10600 1T AT A
stupid human.

-Ae Y&6i ,TEOh A Ui Ol c OAOI EOAh Alahben xAO E
1770EA 08 O x EzAank ges this phe&dnone message from HQ that the colony is
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the espresso maker on the kitchen counter, and bring back all we can carGounded easy
enough. Except that Hal, Sarah and | are the three schnogkis the front of the column, of
course- who happen to be climbing down the water reservoir wall when stuman decides to
remove it and carry it over to the sink for cleaning.

Whoosh. Just like that, the three of us are swirling in an eddy at the edge of the sink
strainer. Thank god Sarah and | were able to glom onto some garbage. Not so lucky, Hal.
(A6O Al x1T OEA AOAET 8 /E xAl1lh ATT OEAMen i Al A xE
iTO00 1T &£ OEAI Ai1608

The king and queen in a termite colony mate for life. The queen can live for about
forty-EE OA UAAOO8 31 O1 AO Cii Ah OECEOGe 7AI I R E&E Ui
i AOA A1 O 1 EZAAK yourlhel rothhersA Ahd tRadighbE dy@ar, Fofsd O

Still, it could be worse. You could be an ant. The ant king only gets to mate once.
Must be some pretty high testosterone levels in those anthills. All these-&ngs with
nothing to do but whack off. Although, whetd T O OEET E AAT 06O EOh OEAO0G0O
kings.

ITA UT 6 OAATT U AT18606 xAT O 61 AA A 1T AT A AAA
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started on spiders or prayingmantises. Ew.

Which is just one reason | am happy to have been born of the female persuasion.
4EA 1T OEAO AilT1 OEET C EOh AO A Z£EAI A1 A OEAOAGO
promoted to the Winged Caste. Man, would I love to fly. And if that hagps, there are
OAATTU CiTA TAAO OEAO OEAOAGSI Thenthdre i®dbdudoneDA @ EI
in a million chance of becoming queen of my very own nest.

IO OEAO OEA NOAAT OEET ¢ CAOO iU EOEAAO ci

laying twenty thousand eggs a day.

But anyway, there goes Hal down the drain and Sarah and | are left to try to get out
of the sink.

s N N~

O3AO0OAERh Ui O T EAUeb®

O9AAES 3EE08 ) EAOA OxEiIi T ET8hd 3AO0OAE OAUOS8

O#1 1A 118 'AO 10A WiOCCABAA®@O 4 A EAOABS

O'AO 106060 T # EAOARAe 4EEO EAOA EO A OOAET 1 AOGO
OOAETT AOGO OOAAT OET Ee O#1 OOOA 1106h AAOOA Uil 668
T OOOAOURh T O OEA NOAAT h Al OAREAABETI 6 OEA AEAI AA
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3AOAE AAT CAO POAOOU x1T OEAA ObPb xEAT OEAB8O
AT AT 60 1T AAT O1 AA T AAT 8 3EA8O0 11 AAO AT A OOOA
know how older working gals can be.

"00 OEAGO A £KE Cligé ds@ut éf this mgss. &he Would akehéeh
311 AEAO #AOOA EZAZ EAO EAxO EAA AAAT EOOO A OEI
Al 1 0i18 3EA 1T EEAO O OAIETA OEA OAOGO 1T &£ 06068 O
OEAOAS6O OOT OAI A8o

BOO ) OEETE OEA6O0 A AEC O1 £#O0U xEI EAO AAAAE
putting two feet in front of the others.

Yy 1TAE | AT AEAT A0 xEOE EAO O61 bDdi1l EAO 1606
I1TTE OEAO CiT A AOAPRA &1 ODAREBEAhRAAODAA) AAT DB O) x@

and brush some of the garbage off her head.

Sarah leads the way across to the sink wall she reckons is the driest. Methodically,
OEA PEAEO EAO xAU AOI OT A OEA xAOAO Ak@io®Oh OOI
simply to curse. Most of the way up, | pray the stuman does not return. Probably working
on his coffee jag or chomping on something with very little fiber.

It takes us most of the morning, but we finally get out of the sink.

0.1 x xA EOOO ci OO6A EIi PA OEA EAOE AT AOT 80 O
coughs a little. Then a couple of good hacks.

y AT186060 1 AT OEIT OEA x1 061 A AA ET AAOOAO OEA
AEAAOO £ O A Al ObI Yerygodd moddhdbéuyth wishFsd Bkéep inyitdp ET A
OEOO AAT 66 OEAO AT A ETI OOAAA AOGE ET 1T U OiF ATl O

O9AAER OEAU CAO OEEO 11 O0EiIT O xEBPA Al xi O
so. ObsessivlA T | DOT OEOA OPAAEAO8 $er deénowGhdybehavk in@OA OO A
COl Obe ! AOT 1 OOAT U 11T OxAOiI ETOAI T ECAT AA8B8S 3 EA
| follow.

| hate counter tops. Not only because of this new sponge thing, but also ants. Ants!
Eek! (Lions and tigers and bears.) Gaoshve us.
)y 060 OEiIi AO 1 EEA OEAOA OEAO OAAIT T U 1 AEA TA
the mound listening to The Steve Miller Band or Spooky Tooth. Getting high on a little
bamboo. Then, on the big night, sprouting wings and spinning up intoelsky. Looking over
the far horizon into universes | can only imagine.
But no, Sarah and | are out here risking our skinny little abdomens to get water for
the rest of them.
Well, mineis skinny.

O! OA UAOGAAABTI 6 ACAET e " AO UI OO AOOO ET CAA

O.1Tho ) OAUus ) AT180 xAT O Ol OAIETA EAO Ac

ADOOO8 O) 6 EOOO EAAPET ¢ AT AUA DPAAIT AA £ O Al
i

O0s$1 160 oAAllu TAAA O EAAD U1 00 AUAOG PAAIT A
four feet away. Come on, | wartb make it to the cover of the salt and pepper shakers by
Ox1l 80
Sarah can be such a taskmaster. | remember one time when | was first assigned to
her column. We were working the stump of a mango tree and a couple of the guys needed
to take an excrement bbeak, so they disappeared behind a leaf, you know, for just a couple
of seconds. Well, Sarah got all over their shit so fast. | felt embarrassed for them.
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We arrive at the salt and pepper shakers just as the digital clock on the microwave
clicks to onefifty -eight.

O'TTA x1 OEh 21T EEA806 3EA 1 AOO EAO AT OATTA
I 60h AOO POT OA8 O, AO6GO OAOGO EAOA &EI O A IE

O7EAOABO 100 1ABO Al OAOR #EEAEeo6 4EAO
her that. When Icall her Chief,O4 EA OOCAO Al xl eb

091 & CciTA AOAUUR ' E énceady, harieyes split wide tike
EOEQQEIQ QOAOOEIDDAOS OBOQAO-EDAEEACO

O/ Ehd ) OAUh OxEOAEET C 1TTA AT OATTA

O0.18 7TAB@EROEDEAADT AOGOAOBS

We make it to the toaster a little before four.

O0) OAAEIT xA ci O OEI A O AAT AU Ai xi O OEA
I 6AO0 Oi 1060 O16¢c 1 EOOIA PIlUxTTA EITTA AAIT x OE

0) OOOA EINPAATATEHO 3GVORMEBI xAl 1 ET OEA AAC ¢

@#1 OOOA 11 6h AEOAE8 91 0 A OAOIEOGA8 .1 xh 1A

Call me a wuss, but | hate walking downhill. Down walls, down cabinets, down trees.
)il 110 A CAAET AI O AOUET G 100 11 Colta@nofmyAl I

I

O
M
o

AFAAO8 #1 OOOAh OEAU AT 180 EAOA A1 OAT1T AAS
So, there are tradeoffs.

| fall a couple of times. But no biggie, | have an exoskeleton, right? The third fall, |
land on a cabinet knob and sprainmy €6 AAT OAO 1 Ach AOO EO AT AO1I 80
We still have plenty of daylight when we reach the floor and | am feeling pretty darn
optimistic. | mean, as optimistic as a bug can be.

O3EEOh xAOQOAE 1 00h ,1 EOAS 3AOAdshEspaEAO Of xA
exaggerated language for describing how termites move, but she did move pretty fast. The
loud claps of human shoes on the tile coincide with dark shadows and | look up to see the
sole of a sizeten falling out of the sky directly toward mel shudder and beat it hard for the
wall, the shoe missing me by a hair.

We hang tight to the baseboard, waiting for them to leave.

OCAT1l AT A AAiITAOGEITThoe 3A0OAE OAUO8 0O) 660 AI
OAcdl Aoh Ui O EOOB xAEOS86H6

O) EAPATTSE0O0 EAOA O1 OOAU EAOA 1 OAE 111 CAOh

O(OO0E OPp ATA Ail111x 1T A8 30AU AO AiI 1T OGA O O

The detour makes the route longer, but by dusk we reach the open shelf unit. Our
home is a mere three feet aboveNo more than an hour. Hour and a quarter, tops.
O!'l OECEOh , EOOI A 3EOOAOhG 3AOAE OAUOh O1TTA
Sarah tired before and it worries me. | need to be brave.
O9AAEhR 3 AOAEh -fivedn heg Hiréetiod, Ehibking of my littlédsistérs and
how we would take breaks during cleaning chores. We would afive, then hop around in
little circles giggling the way termites do. You know.
But now we start the ascent.
We reach the bottom shelf without incident.
O/TA TTOA O ¢cinh 3AOAEhd ) OAUh | OOOAOQET C
O3AOAE AA AT ET S £EET A8 910 EOO6 OAOA Uil OO A
SheE O Hot@fine. | can hear her huffing and puffing like a rutting aardvark.
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But she makes it. We are on the top sie our shelf? just below counter height.

Nearly dark, and the stumans have left for the dining room. A small ceiling light is set on
dim, and the bowls and cups on the shelf cast long shadows across the plywood.

Another ten minutes and we will be home.

Then, appearing between us from around a gravy boat, the biggest, blackest ant |
have ever laid eyes on. He is up on his hind legs and about to pounce. This sucker is about
eight times my size.

OwAEA 'T AT OA6 ) AAT 60 EAI P EO8 ) OxAAO OE

Andthen he does. He pounces and his mandibles close around my thorax like a vice.
Some of my breakfast squirts up into my mouth. Cedar. Or mahogany. Who can be
discerning in a crisis?

O"OET CET 6 EITT A OEA AAAiTTho EA OEI CO EI EEO

)y Oi A1l 1TuU Tx1 AEIAnh 11 x8 'TA UAOh ) ETT x
OEAOB8O 111 OAT OAs

O" OET CET &8 EIT A OEA AAATThde EA OAPAAOO 1 EEA

or something. He lifts me high in the air and starts to carry me off” OET CE1 8 ET 1 A OE
AAAT T 856

O, EEA EAI 1T UHOA EA®BMD 1)IOGEAB AOAE AT A OEA EO
171 0As . AgO OEEIC ) EITx OEASO Ciblompithaps i AT AEA
I 00 T £ EEO EAAA 1 E Erdss the shdff,Hodging uhdeAa@ck AfiBlde OT 11 O

Willow saucers.
The ant goes completely hesshit, dropping me and turning his attention to Sarah.
3EA6O OI OCEh AOO ET |-h0é& th@axAdparated iohAdri1 A OEA EO
AAAT T AT AU ribgalvs. AT 060 O0OAO
The ant stumbles off blindly, clutching his head, reaches the edge of the shelf and
teeters. In a moment of terrified desperation, | rush toward him and give him the final
nudge. He plummets to his death.

y DBOI1T 1 UOGAI £ TatAhoraxQriyingdoipaylatiedtion tahdriast
gasping words, but her abdomen and rear legs are thrashing in the distance and it is really
distracting.

O 1 EO8 +AAD OEA AAEOER , EOOI A 3EOG8 910 xEI

O/ E 3AOAEh ) I1HIGAx Uiid0 QAT TIGGREBEBT E UT OO0 1 E/
"00 O T ATU T &£ OO0 1TTE ObPp O1 Ul 06860

O7TEAOAET O OATEET C AAT OOed6 3EA xAO OAATT U O
AAT OO T U TEEA T1T0O Ai1 01 O0ET 8 O | OAES8O

O/ Ehd ) OAU xAAEI U8 OagEAOSEO0 110 xEAO A

) |
3EA OACOOCEOAOAOG A 1EOOI A O1Ti AGEET ch OEA
Dead as a doornail. Her abdomen thrashes for a couple seconds longer, then it too,
gives up the ghost. Or half of it.

| am sad beyond any despondency | have ever knownyMest friend has died
saving me. It is a pain too big for my body to contain. | lie here for what seems like days,
unable to move. | know it has only been hours, however, and now the stumans have
returned, turning up the lights. The aching in the back ohy thorax is growing in intensity,
and | wonder if the bastardly ant has pierced my armor. | gaze longingly at the corner of the
shelf where the opening of my home tunnel beckons. | realize that | will never make it
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home. | will never see my sistersagain. 1 A ) xEI 1 1T AOAO AA 7ET CAA
dream.

Then the top of our nest explodes in pink and white and | fear the worst. Have the
stumans discovered us and hired the dastardly Orkin guy to destroy our entire colony with
some new and yet mee painful conflagration?

But in an instant, | realize that the explosion is the eruption of five thousand of my
sisters blasting through the tunnel. There is the flapping of twenty thousand wings
overhead soaring past me, creating a breeze that cools foyrning back. | stare in wonder
as the swarm rushes toward the light in a frenzied ballet. | recognize many of the faces of
my sisters and the overwhelming pheromone scent screams of celebration and new life.

| pull myself up onto my feet and my back isupturing in such pain that | am sure
my insides are about to burst through my exoskeleton.

And now they do. Four beautiful silken wings burst forth and they flutter of their
own accord and then flap furiously, carrying me off the plywood, slowly at fitsthen faster
and faster, and | gain control over this thing, this rapturous flight, this rite of initiation.

And | fly straight up into the teeming mass of my swarm, doing barrel rolls all the
way up. At the top of my lungs, | shout out a prolonged petamation.

O0AOOOOOAAAARAARA

O0!'TU ATUO Obp EAOAe¢oO
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Never Again
Thomas Elson
Oo*1 ET Aii A ET ATA AAO8 91 0611 AA 1 AOGA A& O
O* Ah Ag ) ETTxhoe OAEA *TET xEI AT1 OET OA
I DPOETI 108 0O0)8i xAEOET C A O , AxOAT AA8o
John braced as if expecting the Great Plains wind to sweep down and knock him
over. As if traveling over a familiar road, the wind drove over the land and crudely clawed
at houses, then punched over fields uprooting trees, destroying crops. His great
grandfathers stood on similar land in a similar country after the Seven Years War ended
and waited for their sons.
0. AGAO ACAET hd EA EAAOA OEAI OAU O OEAI OA
(A EAA OAO 1TA@O EEO COAT AEAOEAO ET xAcCi 1 Oh
Studebakers, and Bsotos. These same men had sat beside their grandfathers for hundreds
of years before him. They had fought against depressions, droughts, burnt crops, sun
parched cattle, bank failures, and land repossessions, but this one charged at John in full
armor.
JET 60O 1 AEO AUA ONOET OAA ACAET 6O OEA Oi T EA .
from his mouth. His jaw as firm and determined as his stance. The skin on his hands echoed
the color of the skin on his headEarlier he had honed his straightedge against theather
and linen strop hanging by the sink, shaved with his right hand, then slapped some
sparingly applied Palmolive aftershave against his cheeks. He polished his wingtips with
Shinola, then washed his hands with Ivory soap.
He turned his head whenthed 01 6 © OA &I AAOET T ACAET 00 OEA £
eyes. To the easthe advancing winds caused his amber wheat to wave toward, and then
tilt against, the irregular gusts. The drought had broken weeks earlier in this part of the
state, and the raindilled the creek that ran though his property. The Ninnescah River
flowed steadily for the first time in years.
He hesitated for a moment, considered waiting outside, thought better of it, turned,
opened the screen door, walked through the living room s a crucifix at the hall entry, a
picture of the Blessed Virgin, several lifeless photos of parents and grandparents, First
Communion pictures of his daughters, and the senior class picture of his only son. And on a
far wall, under the picture of the LastSupper hung his validation from the President.
His muscular hands clasped behind his back, he held himself erect with just the hint
of a pooch under his belt a source of great pride to a man who had been hungry most of
his life.
His poverty appeared tobe behind him. His bank, lumberyard, grocery store, gas
stations, and contacts through his ancillary businesses provided him with the cushion
necessary to eat roast beef twice a week with boiled peas, mashed potatoes, gravy, a mound
of bread with soft homeanade butter on the recessed butter dish with a sabeshaped butter
knife next to it.
He sat at the dining table with a terinch carving knife near his left hand, sharpened
and ready to carve more helpings of beef. An owtf-place dainty coffee cup and mahing
saucer rested within easy reach. After John carved the roast beef, he used the same knife to
gently lift the thick cream from the top of the glass milk bottle and ladle it into his coffee.

* %
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John almost dropped his carving knife when he heard a noig®,] OOEAI U EEO OI 1
brown and white DeSoto. He pushed himself from the table and moved toward the living
room. He hurried to the screen door, looked through, saw no one, looked again and
watched waves of familiar faces surged toward himmgrandparents, pareats, aunts, uncles,
older cousinsz he could call out the names of each one. Young cousins, younger
grandchildren, great grandparents. Some of them he had never seen before, most of them
lived before photography was invented, but he knew them. Their yourfgces and bodies,
no longer stooped and grey, their skin unscarred and unscathed, eyes clear and hopeful
with most of their life ahead of them. He squinted to filter the smoke from his Camel
cigarette, then shook his head. His posture and head tilt weredlsame as his grandfather.

His face younger, but the same face. John had lived this story many times and knew
something in his blood was interlaced and repeating.

The events leading to his meeting, had begun almost two hundred years earlier,
when his ancestors left the Rhineland in 1763, migrated to the Ukraine, and in the 1873,
came to America. John lived on the land his gregtandfather homesteaded.

(A OAx EEO GCOAT A /AEddvE Blavdedtingloh Ariséigle@ming frodO A
the backlight of the ose-tinted setting sun. He saw what used to be a land of flat plains and
bare unsettled fields with short grass and wildflowers. But he saw even further.

He saw sons forcibly removed from their homes by Prussian recruitment officials

and made to serve irthe Prussian army during the Seven Years War. Most of them died, not 3
El AAOOI Ah AOCO AOIT 1 AI1OOOEOQEIT 8 O7EA (OI AAh
(01 AA86 %l ¢l EOE Oil1AA ET *TET60 I ET AR O, EEA

0. AOGAO ACAET ho EA OAPAAOAAS

He saw his greatgreat grandfathers standing in the church square in the Rhineland
I EOOATET ¢ AO #AOEAOET A OEA ' OAAOBO i1 AT EEAOGODI
freedom from military service.

They abandoned their villages with the names of Herzog, Obermunjou,
Katharinestadt, Marienthal, Antonino, and Schoenchen. They left their churches with
cupolas, domes, and trcrosses; their cemeteries and aboveground caskets with iron tri
crosses; their schools taught not from the Bible, but from books on mathematics, read,
and history.

They left the Rhineland, and they settled in the Ukraine on the south Volga River, a
land of flat plains and bare unsettled fields with short grass, wildflowers, and settlements
of Tartars and Cossacks. Within days, they were attacked KgzahbKirghiz tribesmen.
Over fifteen hundred were captured, only half successfully ransomed, the rest killed or
enslaved. The survivors established villages along the Volga River with the names of
Herzog, Obermunjou, Katharinestadt, Marienthal, Antonin@nd Schoenchen.

They built churches with cupolas, domes, and ttrosses, laid out cemeteries and
laid their dead to rest in aboveground caskets with iron thcrosses attached. Their schools
taught not from the Bible, but from books on mathematics, readg, and history.

Less than one hundred years later, his grandfather stood and listened as an
emissary of Tsar Alexander Il reinstated taxes and ended their exemption from the
military. The VolgaGermans were no longer a special people.

0. AOGAO ACAET 86
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Shatly thereafter, American railroad agents distributed handbills touting the
glories of the Homestead Act. Families could own oAsundred and sixty acres of land by
AT ET ¢ xEAO OEAU EAA AITTA &£ O AAT OOOEAO8 , AOO
the first VolgaGermans arrived in America. They carried the names of their small towrs
Herzog, Munjor, Katharine, Marienthal, Antonino, and Schoencheand established those
towns along the Ninnescah River. They brought their religion and churches wittupolas,
domes, and tricrosses; their cemeteries with aboveground caskets with iron trcrosses;
their education taught not from the Bible, but from books on mathematics, reading, and
history; and called their fiveyear-l 1T A OOOAAT OO OEET AAOCAOOT ADO86

They carried the legendary Turkey Red wheat, from the Ukraine, down the Volga,
navigated the Black Sea, traveled through the Bosporus, the Sea of Marmara, the Aegean
Sea, the Mediterranean, past the Strait of Gibraltar, over the Atlantic, to America, then over
the Appalachians, down the Ohio River, crossed the Mississippi, forded the Missouri,
crossed the Great American Desert. Their quest stopped at a sutter village of forty souls in
Ninnescah County.

When they entered America, they were Germans who had neveeen to Germany,
then lived in the isolated Southern Volga region of the Ukraine for a hundred years.

Their daily lives in America mirrored their lives in other countries. In almost two
hundred years nothing had changed not clothes, not food, not custors, nor religion, not
the names of their towns, and certainly not their temperament.

They lived midway between the situs of the Spanish Flu and the military installation
of Ft. Riley. The Great War of 1914 brought deaths from the flu pandemic as motherglan
fathers were buried in hurriedly constructed coffins. Each family that walked away from
the gravesite was forced to rebuild without the presence of a mother, father, or child.

9AAOO 1T AOGAOh ET OEA T EAOO 1T £ OEA teclARAO $AD
the next day, war declared, then Germany declared war on America, and America
reciprocated. Men volunteered. More men were drafted.

Each month brought increased demands for more troops, which John translated as
the sons of men he had known all his Bz men he had sat next to in school and served
Mass with on Sundays.

Eighteen months later, John and two other men, the county commissioners in
Ninnescah County, were asked to serve on the local draft board. Days later, certificates of
appointment from the Selective Service arrived signed by Franklin Delano Roosevelt. It was
validation that they finally belonged. John placed the certificate in the hallway beneath the
crucifix near the dining room.

O, TTER ATT A EAOAhd *1 ETiquidAdEeht. H2 lpoinkedt®hisEAT E1 U
T Ai Ah OEAT OEA O0OAOEAAT 660h O.1Txh xA AOA '1AO
His children mirrored his excitement. His wife did not.

, AOAOh AEOAO OEA AEEI AOAT EAA Indmg@intoEEO xE
xAOh *T ETed 4EAT OEA 1 AAA OEA OEI Al AOGO OI OT A
away z the universal signal that discussion had concluded.

The meeting should have started ten minutes ago, and John was late. The two other
men had begurthe setOD8 4ET 1 AO " 001 CAOAOh OOEI 1 COEAOEI]
of the three men, his hair still thick and dark brown, asked, as he unfolded the legs of the
i AAOGET ¢ OAAIT AR AB7CE AMO AR 1*AICEAI8e $ EA Euhge@Al E Ol
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i AT ARO T £ OEA AOAZEZO AT AOAh 1100 EEO 011 AOOEI
Thomas had said to no one but himself.
0.16 1T As )& EA O1I 1T A ATuUuiTAnh EO xI1 O61 A AA Ui
and his carriage more old countrythan the others. He was the oldest of the three men and
walked with the same forward lunge as his grandfather as if he were charging toward
everything in front of him. Karl had watched as his son descended hobbled and shriveled
from a Santa Fe railroagassenger car in 1942, and spent his days staring at the trees on
EEO ZAOEAOG60 AAAEUAOAS
John walked in, set a halpint of Canadian Club in the middle of the table, nodded.
Thomas took a nip, held the bottle up as if in salute, and handed it to Karl whepeated
their ritual. When the bottle returned to John, he nipped at it, placed it on the floor,

APi 11T CEUAA & O AAElg 1 AOGA8 O0) xAO xAEOET C A& O
John sat and waited. They all knew what their ancestors would have done.
The nameshadd AAT AOAxT AU 11 O0OAOUh AOO EO xAO Of
T O0i AAO OAI AAOGAA8 *TET xAEOAA &£ O OEA 1T OEAOO O
*TETh AT A OAEAh 0. Auss +AOi "1 OOOAEAIE OEOOCC

A PTEEIN

)OO xAO *TEIT 80 O@OTNIIETAT AT BA AGAO AGHIOAEdSB ) O
Thomas.
John knew what his vote would be. He felt the reverberation of echoes from the
Rhineland, from the Volga. Each a repeat from centuries earlier. Mothers looked at fathers
AT A AOCGEAAR O!'IOAT 1 OEXIN EOIC BETIA T U OiTe 910811
In time, his progeny would spread from Ninnescah County to California, then sweep
across the country again to South Carolina. They would become teachers, principals,
nurses, printers. A few woutl continue to farm, others became cogs and captains of
industry, grunts and Captains in the Marine Corps. They would serve honorably and be
decorated. Some would be wounded, a few severely, some would not survive. Many would
live out their lives within ten miles of the original homesteads, more than a few would
return in their old age, and at least one would complain that foreigners were taking over
his county. None would see and feel what John did on that day.
John cast his vote, and, without saying anoth&ord, left the room, walked home.
As he approached his house, he saw the brown and white DeSoto in the driveway.
Lawrence walked toward him. Father and son looked at each other. Lawrence knew. He
OO0T T Ah TT O T EEA A 1 EOOI faidArd thghedfddn@ardAO AT AAOI O
John embraced his sog felt himself trembling, grew embarrassed by his tears, then
released himself without releasing his son.
0. AGAO AcCAET hdé *TET OAEA O1 117 1T1TA AOO EEI
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There Ohce Was a Man from Nantucke?
Bob lozzia

4EARAOA TTAA xAO A T AT &EOI i . AT OOAEAO8xET 11

developed a seafood allergy and could no longer stand the way everyone sounded like
AEOEAO OEA ' 1 OOI 1 -6risterd FoEIB@Erafimsi O OPDPAO

Early in his attempt to assimilate in Arizona, he alienated many locals who hated
how he smelled like fish and spoke like an uppecruster from 1930s-era films. Now that
was an ironic kettle/black boomerang, if ever there was one.

Not wishing to risk an enotional meltdown by dealing with the problem by himself,
he swallowed his pride, and for once consulted his imaginary wife, whose name changed
from fantasy to fantasy.Sometimes, she was the bespectacled pharmacist Sheila with neck
tattoos and spikey bla& hair with purple tips. Sometimes, she was the spikey purple

haired-black-tipped perpetually-OAT AU * AT AAAAh A CcUT AAT 1T CEOOB80

liked to bring her work home.

The morning of this day, she was former nun and current community college
adjunct professor ofEnglish for lllegalsMary Elizabeth Margaret Catherine, a bit dazed and
confused for having just been in a minor traffic accident. He explained his concerns to her

AOO AAAAI A ACEOAOAA xEAT OEA AlerdérBender@andEl AOO A

being makebelieve, to boot).

Seeing no other recourse that would suit his selfish needs, in the afternoon he filed
for a no-fault divorce in the imaginary court of Judge Catherine Margaret Elizabeth Mary
Rubenstein, the sister of his cheen exwife. Because they were both pretend, the sisters
EAA 1770 DPOAOGEI OOI U 1 AO8 O, OAEU & O | Ahbd
Morse codetype eye blinking and dolphin voice are ofputting. | hope | can adequately
represent myself undersue EAOAOEEDS86

And then remembering that all was fantasy, the man fast fluttered his mind's eye to
his honeymoon with new pretend wife Shaniqua, a thricevidowed poison enthusiast from
the Little Dublin section of Tel Aviv. Ironically, her voice was dolphitike, except a bit
deeper, which was not so ofputting. In fact, with its slight Israeli twang and Irish brogue,
the voice had a soothing lilt.

0) 0A T AAA AETTAO OAOGAOOAOQGEIT O AO OEA
clicked/squeaked- brogue/twanged. O he of us will love the£l T A OEAOA86

Once there and seated, she commented on how uncrowded it wés5 O O A I i U
AOA AUET ¢ Ol ng ET EAOA8 / Eh xAlIl EA
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I x AUh & hekah oubtiAeEidor aAd scenario.

He packed up his life and moved it back to Nantucket. He still hag@afood allergy
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from 1930s-era films, but at least it was a familinand safe hatred.
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O0) 1T EEA . Al OOAEAOhe OAEA EEO itiphedne®@A1 OAOU £
OAOOI T 6h - AOCAOAO - AOU #AOEAOET A %l EUAAAOE 3E
a pack of werewolf vampire children whose minds | will havgoisoned with hatred for
OEAEO AEZAOEAOB8S

)yl ACET AOU | AOOEACA xAO01 860 Ail OEA 1 Al AOAA
OAOAOET ¢ OI T ATTA80 EAPPU Ai ¢ AOiI i OEAEO UAOAS
teach it to sniff out danger. On secontthought, it will be just my luck that the dog will have
anant-OAOAOET ¢ A&OiI i A PAOAAAO 1 EAA AGCAT AA AT A xE

And so, the man moved his life back to Arizona, where he met a nice friend with
benefits? imaginary former oceanographer Irs Bailey, who liked his fish smell, neck
tattoos and Morse codetype eye blinking. But even better than all that, she quickly put up
with his faint upper-cruster accent because it sounded like dolphin clickqueaks and had a
soothing Israeli twang/Irish br ogue.
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Bitter Rain
Brandon Stanwyck

301 0i U TECEOO AOA OEA xi 0068 8 EAO Oi DPEOO
though. The merciless torrents flush away every bit of bladdeproducing heat.
None of the pedestrians who encounter X on a daily basis know her name, and
OEAUGA OAOEAO 110 1AAOT EO8 -100 AIT180 AAETT x
smoking womarr tonight donning an ivory overcoat with matching stilettos, gilded hair
drawn into a topknot so tight that it provides a makeshift facelift.
4EA DPAOOU Ol i-dsdnard étradgEshe Gudxaddn handle of a
humongous black umbrella whose canopy could shield three women, if called upon, from
the relentless downpour. Godforle A’ A OT COA AOT i AO AAiI PAT OEEO
Muscle memory compels X to offer a palm, in case the smoker has even a morsel of
change to relinquish. (Earlier, a student had given X a dollar, which had enlivened her
spirits.) The smoker, of courseAT AOT 8O0 AT 1 A 1060 AT UOEEIT C8 3EA A
AAOT 6O OEA OOOAAOh AO EE OEAUGOA x1 OOE-I1T1TEEI
laced lungs. The dull ticks of her skinny heels against the soggy sidewalk fade as she
trudgesontowarA OEA DI OE AAO OEAG60O I AAGCEI ¢ EAO xOAOA
gossip.
860 O1I AA 1T £ AAOAAT AOAh 11T 1T11TcAO OEA 106800
AO OEA AAEOOOO EAO OAOOU Al AT EAOGO Al OAOACAS
$AOPEOA OITEGCEOG8O EAIOOEI DADDABBOIhA 8ORAOQOORIN ® O
nodding off, a brigade of dead leaves flutter nearby. The tough little rusblored soldiers
xI OEh £O0OEI ATl uh O1T AOAAA OEA O1 OAI EOOET ¢ OAE
attention.
4EEO 1T 1A M@BdgeE@Qikdieh Aetangular, with clear edges. And
unique imprints. X picks it up with a grimy mitt and scrutinizes it thoroughly, though she
already knows what it is.
A hundred dollar bill.
She cannot remember the last time she held so much poweetween her fingertips.
She grips it tighter, rubs it with her thumbs.
X hears approaching clanks and clacks. Oh shit. Bugeyes. With a stolen shopping
cart, full of soda cans. She hastily stuffs the bill inside her jacket and dashes back to the
O1T AAAT AAOAAT AOA8 3EA PI AUO EO Al T 1 heyElhd xET C
din of loose aluminum grows until he halts directly in front of her.
Their eyes lock. Bugeyes knows. Somehow the bastard knows. From inside the
wobbly cart, he retrieves a metallic apparatus designed to grab objects from high up,
undoubtedly a tod he has pilfered from a dumpster.
"OCAUAOS A£OAA EAT A EAOO 1 O00h OAAEOI U AAI Al
budge. His dirty palm fills only with rain water. Fed up, he raises the grabber above his
head and brings it down hard. Her forearm ifted in defense, absorbs the blow.
Bugeyes lashes X again and again, knocking her to the flooded pavement. Adamant
in refusing to cough up the cash, she bea&rawls away as he clubs her savagely, dead set on
her surrender. To his frustration, she remain®bstinate. His final, mightiest thwack is to
OEA AAAE | £ 860 EAAAS
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She drops facdirst into the wet concrete, barely conscious, vulnerable prey not
only to her attacker but the bitter rain as well. Bugeyes crouches down and searches X until
he finds what he wants. Without a hint of remorse he snatches the money, chucks t
grabber into the cart, and moseys along. Clanking and clacking into the tumultuous night.
X, mostly recalibrated, rises to her hands and knees. In pain all over, and still
somewhat shaken, she skulks back to the stupid hunk of cardboard and collapsdements
AOT 1T OxAAO OI AAph 8 AAT 111U OAAAI1T "OCAUAO I
She wiggles her grubby fingers into her jacket and withdraws the hundred.
Bugeyes, the dumb fuck, had taken the single. All that bull for a dollar. For the first
time in a long time, X laughs.
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Blue Ice
Justine Manzano

Staring at the waxy figure resting within its polished wooden coffin, | had to wonder
why the real bastards in this world always died a bit too late.

i Ag O0)1 OEA AT Ah ) Al xAUO xE1T xEOE EAO08 !l xAU
| snorted a laugh as | leaned down and kissed his cheek for show. | wished he could

hear me when | whispered my next words, but maybe he could. If the whole Pstess of

Blevin debacle had any truth to it, he might be floating behind me. I hid my face against his

dark curly hair, slicked down and reined in like it never was in life.

0) 660 EAOA O xET xEAT Ui 660A AAAAh AOOEI I

O!'TAhe T U OEOCOABLBLIO EEABBACOAEARRODAOOR COA,
AT O1T A 1T AEA EO OI AAU8B6 3EA APPOT AAEAAR AT A OEI
ITTEAA 17TO0A x1 0Ol OEAT OEA AOGAO EAA xEAT OEAGA
into her face, her mouth a tightthin line. Her dark hair, graying around the edges, was
pulled back severely, fastened into a tight bun.

09106 ETIix ) xT OIAT80O 1AAOGA Ui d 61 AOOU EEI
been testy, but the sentiment was true. There was no other reason | wiasre. | certainly
xAOT 60 EAOA O EAAO EEO Z£ET Al x1 OAOGh O1T 1 EOOA

O0) ETixhoe OEA OAEAh AOO OEA ci AT AAA AxAUh
possibly understand the lengths | would go to for her.

My parents had died years ago ahBecca was all | had. We were only a little over a
year apart. She had been my lifeline in this world, and Nick had already driven enough
xAARCAO AAOxAAT OO OEAO ) OOOA AO EAIT xAOI 60

| straightened my dress, an ilfitting garment foranil-k£E OOET ¢ £O1 AOAT 8 O(
ET1AET C Obed

"AAAABO 1 EPO POOOGAAR AT A OAAOO £E£EI T AA EAO

| struggled not to shake my head, or worse, yell at her, scream that she had been
CEOAT EAO 1 EEZA AAAEAOAT BOOEART AGARAD ADPDPOAOAOA
Ol oouU8ao

She dabbed at her eyes with a balledp tissue and nodded.

O2AAAAAAAS ' OTEAA AAIT 1T AA O1 -ilAwQbr.BAT A ) CI
Sawyer. Dr. Bill, as | liked to call him, was altaman. His dark hair and beard was threaded
through with silver, both in need of a trimming. His rosy cheeks peeked through the hair.

(A xAOT 8O0 A 1 AOCA i Ailh AOGO EA xAO O1 O1 AAA AT A
| wondered how he could havepossibly reared a man like Nick.

Becca rushed to Dr. Bill and sobbed into his chest. He wrapped one arm around her
and the other around the waist of his tall, strongboned wife, Sue.

) AEAT 80 A& 111Tx8 ) ETAx OEAU BilkaAdShefor OEEON
.EAE8O0 AAOEIT 108 511 A0O OEAOA xAOA Oi i A OAOET O
just born a miserable piece of shit, one that Bill and Sue seemed to feel guilty about every
time he stirred up some kind of trouble.

| glanced arownd the room | would be stuck in for the next hour, pretending to
grieve the ungrievable. It was fuller than | had expected, people hovering around to pay
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their respects to the man of the hour. A quiet buzz filled the air as people recounted stories
amongOE AT OA1 OAOh OAI Al AAROET ¢ . EAE xEOE 1 OA xAO

The room was acceptable, with eggshell walls, and row after row of cushioned grey
chairs. There was a velvety red curtain draped across the wall behind the coffin, and the
centerpiece was ringed by flower arrangements sent by family and friends. Resting on
stands to the left of the coffin were two postessized collages of photographs. Nick and my
sister, Nick and his parents, Nick and his boys club of friends. | wandered closeritt my
eyes drawn to one image in the corner.

It had been a long time ago. | had lost my job, and Nick had bailed me out. All Becca
had needed to do was say the word. It was times like those that confused me, times where |
forgot who he could be and liled him. We worked together for six months in his office
building. He was jovial, encouraging, exactly who Becca had fallen in love with. The picture
on the collage was of us sharing a drink at an office function. | could practically taste the
warm amber liquid sliding down my throat.

There was a lot that | would give to be drinking that same drink right now, just to

AAAAAT OEA PAET 1T &£ ITAE OI1AITEOU PAOAE O AA £
A small commotion by the door tapered off, people hushing each other, urgently. |
O0O0T AA OI xAOA OEA 0171680 AT OOUxAU O1 AEOAT OGAO

swept along her ankles. The robes had a hood, and she pushed it back from her face to
reveal silver hair and a welllined face. High Priestess Wallmeyer. | could still remember
the first time | heard of her.

) AEAT 80 1 EEA OF OEETE 1T /&£ OEAO TAAI U Al1lA
government administrations were finally revealed. Foryears, the United States government
had been working on ways to pierce the veil between life and death, and when they finally
i ATACAA EOh OEAU AEAT 860 PEAOAA EOh OEAU Oi OA

The Priestesses of Blevin, a cadre of women from a small town in Ezgdl, had been
playing with these forces for much longer than we had. Led by High Priestess Wallmeyer,
they came forward, promising to mend what the government had broken. Still, once the
possibility was revealed, nobody wanted to give up their newfound cdact with those they
had lost.

Though the Priestesses refused to reach through the veil for just anybody, at any
time, they had struck a deal with the two worlds to allow people one final chance to speak
with their dearly departed. Unfortunately, their time was sparing and they were in high
demand which meant this privilege was only to be given at a price.

A price Dr. Bill had gladly paid to speak to his dear son once again. And he must have
paid a high price to land High Priestess Wallmeyer herself.

0! OOAT OEITh 11001 AOOhd OOEAOOAOGO 7A1T 11 AUAO
EETA O TA8 O) xEiil 11x AOGOGAI PO O AxAEAT OEA
to him. | must find him, pull his soul from the ether and return it to his body. Itan only
stay for as long as my power can be maintained. To do so, | will need your concentration. |
will need to connect with you all, hand in hand. Please surround me. Link yourselves in a
circle surrounding your beloved. Once we begin, do not break frothe circle. It will
AAOGOOT U 1TO00 ATTTAAOEIT xEOE EEI AT A OAT A EEI

| £ AT OOOAh UT O AT Ol AT60 AOAAE OEA AEOAI A8
deception. This was what a wake was, now that the world had changed sick marioette
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show, orchestrated by a secalled holy woman before people too desperate to perceive the
falsity. | took the hand of strangers on either side of me, their hands rough and calloused,
and allowed my eyes to drift closed, listening to this charlatan dabut to Nick, trying to
bring him back.

) AT O1 AT60 AAI EAOA OEA x1 O1I A AAOOGAI T U AAAI
OAAT Ei AGA OEA AT OPOAOh 1 AEA OEAI OpPAR&ly AOO )
saw him.

Behind my eyes, memories refayed. Memories of all the times Becca called me,
crying during arguments, as he screamed in the background, his voice bellowing loudly
enough to frighten me, despite my much thicker skin and much further distance. Memories
of pouring rubbing alcohol on the cuts on her hands, given to her when Nick had thrown
her through their pretty glass coffee table. Memories of calling the police, only to have her
drop the charges against him. Memories of that smug look on his face as he told me he
would win, he would dways win, and | fought not to tear him apart, end his life right then
and there, free my sister forever from his grasp.

| was too smart for something like that. An act like that would require more thought
and less spontaneity.

The crowd gasped, and lgalized my eyes were still sealed shut, lost in the drifted
pieces of old worn videos playing along the backs of my eyelids in flickers, a tableau of
violent arguments and hospital visits, interspersed with my good memories of Nick,
dancing with him at hiswedding, playing board games around my living room table with
my ex-boyfriend Dan, phone calls begging for gift ideas and eventually, engagement ring
I DOETT Oh All 1T/ OEA 1 EOOI A ET OETI AGA 111 AT 6O O
blood, thank God but we were something, and that something would have made it difficult
for me to separate the man from the monster until the one day he nearly killed her and she
swore she would leave him.

) OEOAAOATAA EEI 8 /TA AAUN8 )(BAS OAGE OKIA EEGE
OAODPIT 1T OA8 (ABA AixAUo xEl xEOE "AAAA8 ) O xI1 0Ol
taken him back.

She always took him back.

| opened my eyes. Nick was sitting up in the coffin, green eyes scanning the room, a
curl escaping hs slicked hair, dangling down the center of his forehead. He looked

AGEAOOOAAR EEO AOI x AT AOGAA ET A OxAAOU OEAATh
speed. It must have been quite a trip.
(A OAATTAA OEA O1T1Ti8 O-1Tile $AAe "AAAAed
é?AGOAAEM@MHEEE)iTOEAO AT TAAR 1T AATET C A&l Ox
AOO EAO EOOAAT A AT A "AAAA EAI A EAOO8 ) xEOEAA
4AEEO AEAT 80 #£AAl TEEA A PAOIT O OOEAE8 7EAI
likehehadi AOAEAA 1101 1 Ah AAOPAOAOA O AOAC T A AT
Al xAUO OAEAh 091 680A O1I1T <CciiTAh '1TA86 311 AQEI A

something nice for him. Sometimes it was cutting criticism, like when | had refused some
wild scheme he had planned, something he intended to pull my sister into.
| felt that weight now, felt closer to fire and brimstone, flames licking at my heels.
(AGA Al xAUO AOI OCEO 100 OEA xi 000 EI 1As
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O. EAETT AO 3AxUAOhG ( ECE9 i0@ ERAMA OXOA ATAT G OITAIUIAI
by your family to speak your final words. You may say anything you wish to those who
| T OOl Ul O854d

(A TTAAAAR OI T xI Uh EEO AUAO AAOOET C AO1T OT A

His mother sobbed.

O.1Th -Tih DI AAOA adcing abolnd & & dther meukner@ AEA R CI
O51 8OEATE Ui Od All & O AiiEITCceds (A &£ AOEAA A A

| rolled my eyes. The Boy Scout charm that had wooed Becca was enough to make
me vomit.

O) 8OE8B8AAT 80 OAU OI i AGEET C O1 Al1 1T &£ Ui dh A
IT1T¢ch AOO ) AEA xAT O O OEATE Ul O Ail &I O UI O
thank you Dad, for always taking care of me and supporting me through everythingove
ulr 6 AT OEh Al xAUO86 4EATh EEO AAOOETI ¢ AUAO OAO
iTOOE OAOOh EEO AUAO OI EAET ¢ OEOO A O A 111A1
to you. | know | made terrible mistakes, and | wish | could go back titme and change all of
it. Go back to when we were just kids, meeting at the school library, and reading side by

OEAAh xEOE UI 60 EAAA i1 1T U OEI OI AAO8 2Ai Ai AAO
O/ £ Al OOOA ) Aihd OEA OAEAh EAO Oi EAA OEEA
O) 1 1T06A Ui 6h 061186 (EO xiI OAO xAOA O1 001 x £O
DAET h OAAOO POEAEEI ¢ AO OEA AACAO8 O- AUAAR EI
i AT U1 6 AAOAOOAABSG (A OxAl 11 xAA EAa@niBectaEEA EA

sobbed, openly.
| wished | had taken her hand.
Maybe this had been a good thing. Maybe he had seen the error of his ways and
AAI EOOET ¢ OEAI x1 O1 A EAI B "AAAA Ol 11TO6A 1178 0
much. There could be somethingp closing the wounds you shared with someone you
loved.

(A OEITE EEO EAAAR AUAO Al x1 AAOGO8 O) EOOO
xEOE OEAO EAAT 860 AAAT OO1T1 AT AEOI i OO0 OEA xAU
030711 ATeo 4EA TTTE ET " Apuhtisaul irohdr@ndODT EA 1

EAAD EEI OEAOA &£ OAOAO8 0O0) O xAOT1 80 OdreekeAT 8 91
AT A UT O 1 AEO 00856
.EAE 11TTEAA OOOEAEAT 8 O7TEAO AOA Ul O OAIlI EEI
My hands flexed. | wanted to pull away, end this now beforeeBca was sucked into
another of his manipulations, one she would chew on for the rest of her life like a wad of
cud.
O07A OEI 01l AT6O0 AEOADOOO OEEOho6 $08 "ElIl Al Ox
bulbous, reddened nose.
O$AARhG6 . EAE Beledgh of a shargenel @zotblade, tHat sound that said
EA xAO 116 O6i AA O UAA xEOEh AO OEiI OCE Ui &6 Al
AAOAOOA O ETT x Eix ) AEAAS8S
O(Tx 1T OAE Al Ui O OAI Ai AROed "AAAA AOGEAAR A
ideawhAO OEA xAO AT ET C8 O0$1 Ui O OAIi Al AAO xEAO EA
His mother howled.
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07A EAA AT T OEAO AOCOi AT Ohd EA AT OxAOAAR Ol
OET OCE OEA 1 AiTOEAO EA xAO TTTEETC A& Ooxi Ol A
Left and said she was never coming back. Just like the time before. | glanced to her.
-AEAOD AAAEOI U AT OAOAA OEA A O diadided gp@idatio@ AAT 11

0) AAITTAA 1'1A86

| tried to pull my hands free, but the two strangers on eitér side of me held on tight.

"AAAAGO EAAA OxEOAI AA ET 1 U AEOAAOQEITT OIT x
ci AT AAA AxAuh O1T AAT A O 1 AAO EAO AUAOG8 O7TEU x

0) TAAAAA AAOEAAR T &£ Al OOOA8 ) xAlT OAA O1 E
hi x ) AT OI A CAO Ui O O1 1 EOOAT O 1 A8o6 (A EAA E
O EAA O1 00T x&O01 h 1TTCEIT¢8 O) AAITAA EAO AT A A

The room grew silent, as everyone began to realize the inconsistencies betwee
xEAO AOAOUITA AATEAOAA AT A . EAEG6O0 OAOOGEIT 1 &

) OOEIT ZA1 O OEA xAECEO I &£ "AAAASO CAUA 11
boots.

O3EA ECIT OAA UT OO0 AAiI T hd " AKIA xiEQO GERA AE AD
i AT OEITT EO8 4EA COEI 086

O/ Oh T AUAA OEA xAO OI1 AOOTE OI OAI ATl AAOho

-U EAAA OET O ObP8 0O) xI OI A TAOAO AOETE xEOE

0" 00 Ui & AOI OCEO-OkAAD WOBEEOAOGODOEABU OAEAS
down and talk abaut it. Blue ice martinis. One after another. | was so upset that you left me,
"AAAA AAAU8 4EAOG60 OEA 1 AOO OEET ¢ ) OAIi AT AAOS
You said itwas aniEOAAUAe 6 (A ONOET OAA AOfrede4? 0@ OET AE/

AOAUUS8 ) x1 OI A1T860O0 AT OEAOS8O

O0!'TAso "AAAABO OI EAA xAO OEAEEIT ¢8 7EAT iU
OolTie66 TeEced8 ,EEA A i1TOEh ) AIOIATS80 11T1TE Ax

O4EA bPI 1T EAA Al OAAAU OO0O1I AA EO A OOEAEAARG )
belEAOA UT OGO0A 11T 1T EET (NichkAHA G&EADO xAU AAAAOOA

0" AAAAho . EAE OAEAh EEO OIT EAA A EI AOOA xEE
Becca turned her eyes to him again, but Dr. Bill and Sue continued their murderous glares
in my direction.

O" AAAAh xA AT OE ETTx ) xAO 1TAOGAO PAOEAAOS
)y 8OA AT T AR EIT x )860A 1 AOOAA OEEI cO ObP8 |/ £ Al OO
OEA AEAT 60 xAT O OF EOOO UT 08 91 O ETT xredll x OEA
OEA EAO86 (EO AUAO AOO OiF i Anh EEO CAUA 1T PAT A
xAT O UiT 6 Oi ETTx OEAO ) &I OGCEOA Ui dbh !'TA8 ) £
The words rang in my ears, blocking out all other sound, rendering me numb. |
Al 01 AT6O0 mEAAI AT UOEET ¢ch 110 OEA £ZEETI CAOO COEDD

place, not the overwhelming disgust of everyone in the room. | ignored Nick as he turned
his attention toward those he held dearest, saying his final farewells. | barely felt it when
the hands that held mine dropped them.

The sound of Nick dropping back into his coffin was like a thunderbolt, snapping
everything back to life around me. | hard the cries of the gathered. Heard Dr. Bill
comforting Sue, who sobbed into his suit lapel. The only person not making a sound was
the loudest person there.
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"AAAABO OOAOA OAOAAI AA AO T A8 (1 x AAOA Ul O
fromme? Asth&® CE 11 OET ¢ EEI EAAT 860 AAAT A EAOI 08 ' 0O
be easier, safer, without him there.

0" AO 1 606ho OEA £EETAIT U OPI EAS

O7TEAOGed ) EAAOA xEAO OEA xAO OAUEIC8 ) O1A
feigned mishear was one lastltance for her to take it back.

She marched up to me, her eyes hard, her fists clenched, a posture of dominance she
EAA T AOAO Ei ACET AA AOT OT A OEA TTA DPAOOIT xEI
out of here before somebody in this room decide® A OAT CA EO OEA AT OxA0O86

)y xAO OOO0TTAA8 ) OEI Ol AT60 EAOA AAAT 8 111

O7EU x1 Ol A EA 1 EAeo "AAAA EEOOAA8 O(ABO AA

$08 "EIl 11 O06AA ET Al T OAO OI "AAAAh OPAAEEI
this will be invA OOECAOAAB G o o o o
O)1 OAOGOECAOA A1l Ui &6 xA1 686 ) A OAAA OEA «x

the words were strained. | took one last glance at the people in the room. Even the High
Priestess looked alarmed.
Turning on my heel, | kept my head held@iigh until | was out of the funeral home and
A Al TAE AxAUus )OO xAOIT 60 O1OEI ) xAOG AO A 1TAAO
sag. Propping myself against the rotted wood counter, | allowed my brain to process all of
EO8 ) dA A Adktb-pil@ forqglite & vhilel No thought, just action. Ever since my
DAOAT 06 AEAAR A1l )Y8A AAATh ATl ) xAlT OAA O1 A
| snatched my drink off the bar almost the moment the bartender set it down, never
bothering to register the man orhis face. All | could see as | gulped the fruity drink down
U OEOT AO xAO . EAESO Oi OC COEI 8
yO EAAT 80 1 AOOAOAA8 .1 OEET ¢ ) EAA ATTA 1T AO
innocent. In the end, Nick won. In the end, Nick always won.
| lowered my glass onto the bar. Not a drop of the blue ice martini remained.
O$AiTh OEAO xAO EAOOhe OEA AAOOAT AAO OI EI A
Before | left, | ripped a twentydollar bill from my pocket and slammed it down onto
the bar.

5) 50A | AAA AAOOAO8S
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Children Who Run After Doves
Eva Ferry

There are two kinds of children. Children who rush after doves in a piazza and will not give

Ob O1 OEi OEAU OAA OEA &£ 1T AE AEOAAT A ET OEA xE
James, my brother, was the former. He was otherse a nice, if unremarkable, boy. He

drank his milk and ate his greens with a deep expression of concentration on his face, as if

doing what was right was very important to him. Every morning he spiked his hair in front

of the mirror and every lock stayed m its place until he went to bed at night. Every time my

father drove us to the piazza, as soon as he caught a glimpse of the doves from the car, he

OOAT O&I Oi AA8 (A xAl OUAA ET EEO 1T AZAOOh AOI O
all back to the &y.

What he really wanted was to hold a dove in his hands, cuddle it against his chest. He once

AEA O1 AO A EAOI xA OEOEOAA xEOE OAEITI1h AOIA
of the purest white. The doves never understood him, or his intentian It tended to happen

with James.

| ran after doves once, many years later, in the days where | had resigned myself to not

having James in my life anymore. The sight of a deserted piazza at sunset brought him back

to me. | ran on my heels until | saw theotten beasts disperse in the breeze. At the top of

my voice, | bid them not to come back.

| walked. After a minute, | looked back to find the doves perched on the stones.

| walked on. Because | will never be the type of child who runs after doves.
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Personal Hygiene
Shelby Leet

There is no event that can make you question your life choices quite like having your
AOO OOOAE O1 OEA o117 &£ 1 £ Ul 60 APAOOI AT 68 ( A0l
it was going to be a pretty decent day: Gemmi Say the fuck off my lawn. Well, he had
done exactly that, yet here he was by late afternoon, blood pooling slowly to his face and a
suspiciously lightbulb-shaped burn on his hip punctuating his thoughts with intermittent
stings of pain.

It started the way most catastrophes start with an off-brand household cleaner.

Usually Harlan had a natural disinclination toward any nondescript fluid in a spray bottle,

but the door-to-door salesman had been more than just insistent. This bloke had banged

his fist on the door until he had warped and dented the particleboard that served as
(AOT AT 380 TT1T1 U AAOOEcAge smellk 6f confilinal @ith &nd tBeA | OOA O
apartment hallway.

Harlan had wrenched the door open and been greeted with a face full of spray that
sPAOET AA 11 EEO OEET h EOAEAA EEO AUAOG AT A OI Al
170 1T &£ OEET CO ET A 1 AT GCOACA EA Ai 01 AT60O AEOOE
word Harlan understood was clean. He rubbed at his tortured eyes likehorsefly and tried
01 #Z£A1 EEO OACA &£ O OEA OAI AOGi AT h AOO-hEA AT Ol
felt an urge to delete his search history coming over him.

Harlan tried, as the salesman let himself in, to tell him that he was not interesl.

The salesman rambled on in tongues, spritzing the television, the framed pictures of other
DAl b1 AG6 AAOOh OEA AOOEEITO T £# AGAOU AEAEOh A
bathroom» AT 1 OEA xEEI A | OOOAOEIT ¢ 1T OAO gndtdrlikki 6 O DO
#OEOI EO ET A AEAOQOITTi h 1 EOOAOAA xEOE Al AAT 8AI
reasoned with. Harlan tried being calm, he tried being assertive, he tried pantomiming;
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that was streaked with the grease of fried chicken that he thought to try the obvious. He

used a translator app on his phone to detect the language, but after it captured the first few

syllables, his phone began to melt. A common glitetith the old rotary models.
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emptied, at which point he stood in the middle of the living room and nodded satisfactorily.
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bottle and left.
So, this is what it is to be hygienic, he thought to himself as he drifted aimlessly
above his lemony kitchen table. There was a layer of skin that was left behind on his ceiling
lightbulb - the thickening smell of cooked bacon now served as a warning that he was
getting too close again. He closed his eyes and stretched his arms out a bit, resigning
EEI OAl £ 01 OEA EAI PI AOOT AOGO 1 &£# EEO T Ax DI OEOQE
unfamiliar. In fact, he very much doubted he was the only person floating helplessly
through a nonsensical world with a constant pain in his ass. His was just lightbuihaped.
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A Love like Dying Fish
Neil Ellis Orts

The first thing Harold noticed about Florence washe shiny brass fish in her hair.

He'd just finished his shift at the Java Genie and on his way out when that shape
caught his eye. She was ordering a lemon grass tea, his favorite of the decaf varieties, and
he couldn't help but stare in his opeAmouthed way. She was skinny, probably an inch or so
taller than his 5'8". Her hair was a dark shade of mousy, a little curly, and too short to need
any kind of clip. The busy pattern on her backpack, he then realized, was an aquatic scene.
He found the clip and lackpack interesting, but when he checked out her ass, he could see it
was clearly her wide black belt that held up her highugger jeans.

So, he was prepared to continue out the door when she turned around. He ignored
the overbite and the tits that matchecher ass. His eyes went to her necklageanother
fish? her earrings? fish? and her belt buckle, clearly one of those Christian fish like you
see on car bumpers but his one was filled in with blue and red stones, the kind you buy in
bulk at craft stores. It washer bright yellow t-shirt, however, that made him whisper,
"Whoa." It said "FISH 'R' LIFE" in glittery pink puffy paint.

She caught him staring at her. She smiled and said hi. He didn't blink. He didn't
move. He was suddenly afraid she was some weird @tian chick and she was about to
ask if he was saved or something. "Cool shirt," he said, but kept his hand on the door. He
was prepared to bolt at the first sound of "Jesus."

"Thanks," she said. She moved to the condiment counter and squeezed homdy i
her tea. As she stirred, she watched him not blinking or moving. She considered his almost
black hair falling over his right eye, the faded U2shirt clinging to his scrawny torso, his
baggy corduroy pants barely hanging on his hips. Her eyes narrowetfou're no some kind
of Christian, are you?"

"Uh? no? "
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"l wasn't thinking that."” His left shoulder spasmed.

"Good, 'caus I'm not. | mean, fish are very spiritual creatures and they do give me
life? | believe thatr | do, but don't go looking me over like I'm someone to take home to
your Christian mama."

Harold saw possibilities. "Cool." he said. "I'm Harold."

She stood wih one narrow hip poked out to the side. "Florence. Care to join me,
Harold?"

And so, Harold found himself sitting across the table, slaggkwed and amazed as
Florence took half an hougand it seemed no more than three breathgo answer his initial
guestion, "So you're, like, into fish?" Her response was an avalanche of metaphysical
information on the calming and curative powers of fish. "Not dolphins or whales," she
clarified. "Beautiful creatures, yes, but not fish. Fish are the channelers of ancient and
primal energies. Remember, fish evolved into land creatures, dolphins evolved into sea
creatures. Fish, therefore, are progressive, dolphins, regressive." Harold stared at her, his
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one eye concealed, lips never quite closed. He occasionally squeezed'imuh" or “cool,"
and while he didn't understand much of what she said, it gave him a boner.

"So, how about you?" Florence asked. "What's your fish story?" She smiled and
Harold lost his entire vocabulary. "That was a joke," she said.

"Yeah."

Florenceleaned forward, over her empty tea cup. "So, like, you're into fish, too?"

"Oh. Yeah." Harold suddenly felt on the spot. His shoulder twitched again. "Yeah.
Like, | used to be really depressed," he said and left out a hased attempt at overdosing
on over-the-counter drugs. "Then | spent a week at my brother's house, you know,
housesitting," he said and left out that he lived in his brother's garage apartment and was
perpetually behind in rent. "He and his wife were out of town so | watched their cablehe
said and left out that his brother had some premium adult channels. "I fell asleep each night
on their couch, next to their aquarium," he said and left out how early in the week he had
mistook some kind of tank chemical for fish food. "By the end di¢ week, | woke up feeling
great," he said and left out how he had no idea too much of that chemical would send every
last fish in the aquarium to a slow death. "So, you know, | keep fish around and | feel lots
better.," he said and left out that he buysaidfish every week and lets them die because he
is convinced that absorbing their life force as they're dying keeps his depression at bay. He
twitched. "And since then I've been able to hold onto this job, like almost three months,
now, because I'm not salepressed and stuff," He added his current success at the Genie
because he'd found chicks prefer a dude with an employment history, but left out that he
was worried that she hadn't mentioned anything about dying fish. "I guess | haven't, like,
studied it the way you have," he concluded.

"That's an amazing story," she said, "but it totally confirms what I've been feeling. |
mean, | sort of stumbled onto all this, too, when someone gave me a small aquarium. |
mean, where else do you learn about this but expience? There's not a fish spirituality
shelf at Barnes and Noble."

"Yeah," he said and spasmed at the word "spirituality.”

"But if | have anything to say about it, "she said, "There will be one day."

"Like, what do you mean?"

"I'm working on my bookzFishy Epiphanies.She paused. "Cute, right?"

"Yeah." Harold wondered how her overbite affected making out.

"You know, you're the first person I've met who gets it. It's a sign I'm on the right
track, that I'm not the only one. | wish | could stay here and talk for hours, but | have a
doctor's appointment to keep." There was an awkward pause and Harold was abdat
make a move when Florence leaned forward. Harold throbbed below the belt. "Let's
exchange phone numbers and-enail. | don't want to lose track of you."

"Oh, sure," Harold said and she got a notebook out of her backpack. She pulled out a
sheet ofpaper and tore it in half, gave half to him. They wrote down their respective
contact info.

"Great," she said. "Feel free to call anytime. | totally want to talk to you some more."
She left and Harold sat at the table, giving his boner time to deflate.éSéeemed into him,
but she sounded sort of religious about the fish thing. Religious chicks unnerved him. He
looked at the piece of paper with her phone number. Her-mail name was "fishflo." Under
her name, she drew a fish. It was clear that she was goiftg something a little different
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from the Christian fish symbol, but he couldn't help but think of his Baptist grandmother,
who drew a fish symbol on every religious birthday cargwhich is to sayeverybirthday
cardzshe ever sent him.

The thought of grandma took care of his boner. He shoved the paper in his pocket
and stood up. He had some shopping to do before going home.

Harold got off the bus at the Petland farthest from where he lived. He used to go to a
pet store closer to home, but after aboutdur weeks of buying goldfish at least once a week,
he started noticing that the store's employees were whispering and nodding in his
direction.

So he started rotating his purchasing destinations, which sort of sucked because the
big stores were where heelt most anonymous but were spaced all over the city. The
smaller, independent stores recognized him after two or three visits, but at least with a few
weeks in between, they didn't start whispering as soon as he walked in.

No one would call Harold theexcitable type but he definitely felt something
excitement-like as he approached the fish department. It was like his senses became
sharper even as he became more relaxed. The nearest comparison he could make was
getting high, but the fish thing was evetetter than pot. Florence sounded like she had a
big vocabulary. He bet she could put it into words.

He lingered among the aquariums, looking over the different kinds. He always ended
up with goldfish because they were cheap and died easily, but he likether species. He
had experimented but found one fish life force worked pretty much as well as another. Best
to stick to ones that keeled over quickly. Bettas, for example, seemed to thrive in their own
waste. He thought he'd have to renew that Prozac pseription before that one betta kicked
the bucket. So after admiring the tetras and rainbowfish, and placing his hand on a couple
of tanks to feel the vibrations of the fish, he got a clerk to help him get his usual three
goldfish. He always got three. Wit careful feeding, he could spread out their deaths over a
week. He believed in pacing his fish fixes.

He imagined Florence would admire that. It was almost like restraint gwhat was
the word that one religious chick had used? Discipline. Religious ck&were into discipline
and not in that cool way. Once he figured out the difference between the religious discipline
and the more fun kind, his grandma seemed a little more consistent and a lot less creepy all
at the same time.

Twice, now, thinking abou Florence led to thinking about Grandma. He'd have to
stop that. It was unsettling.

Harold's older brother, Gerald, was sitting on the front porch of his house when
Harold got home. Gerald was four years older and seventive pounds heavier than Harold
Gerald was a computer programmer geek with a taste for tight white undershirts that
showed off his manbreasts. As kids, they'd spent hours discussing their rhyming names,
Gerald was especially intrigued that the rhyme was achieved via different vowelsc
would mispronounce their names exaggeratedly to make his point. Haplled. Geerailed.
Gerald still found this amusing which is only one reason why Harold avoided him as much
as possible. Had it not been for the mostly free rent, Harold would have beso out of there
months ago.
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"Hay-rolled," Gerald called, scratching his wet armpit. "You go buy you some more
goldfish?"

Harold kept walking and tried not to make eye contact. "Yeah."

"All those fish you killed, you could have paid for a full montk'rent by now."

"They're not that expensive."

"Yeah, look, | don't care if you're up there with some sort of fiskacrificing cult.
Carla's not going to let me keep you there rertee forever."

Fish cult.Was that what he was doing? Was that whatétlence was starting? The
thought stopped him in his tracks momentarily and then he shrugged it off and said,
"Whatever."

"Whatever nothing,” Gerald said. "Carla and me, we're going to start a family soon,
you know? Procreating. We're going to need the sh to feed the offspring.”

Carla, Carla, Carla. Harold hated Carla. She was the type of chick that sent Harold
around the bend. She was totally hot but into overweight computer geeks. "I'm working on
it," Harold said.

"Right. Well, for God's sake, codlyou at least start flushing those dead fish instead
of digging up our backyard? All those shallow graves stink some days."

Harold walked away muttering. "Dude, your lawn's never looked better."

Florence rode her bike home from her gynecologist appatment, excited that her
yeast infection had completely cleared up. It was another piece of evidence. Fish heal.

On second thought, maybe she should leave the yeast infection out of her book.
Being a young woman and starting a spiritual movement arounfish would be hard enough
without drawing attention to women's health issues. Jesus could heal that woman's flow of
blood without crude comment, which made Florence jealous of Jesus. She always felt a sort
of kinship with the alleged son of God, if only mause he knew how hard it was to start a
new movement. Still, imagine if he'd said the flow of blood had been stopped by fish? Yes,
she would leave out this yeast incident.

Jesus probably also benefitted in that he didn't need hundreds of dollars in
agquarium equipment. Maybe growing up on the Sea of Galilee served him in the same way
her tanks did for her. If only he'd known enough not to eat the fish.

"Floie?" Florence cmged at the voice coming from the back porch. "Floie, how did
your appointment go?"

"It was fine Mom." Florence walked her bike to the back porch where she chained it.
"All cleared up."

"Oh, that's good. You know I told you it would be. "

"l know, Mom."

"Well, listen, Floie, did you talk to your boss today, about getting on full time?"

"No, Mom."

"Oh, | wish you would. I could really use the rent money."

"I'm working on my book, Mom."

"l know, Floie, and | want you to follow yourbliss or whatever it is you're doing. But
honestly, your father, God rest his soul, didn't turn the basement into an apartment so |
could live off a third its market value.”
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"I know, Mom. I'll pay you back all the back rent as soon as | get the book pebhéd
and | get started on the seminar circuit. | promise."

Florence's mom sighed. "Okay, dear. Will you be up for supper?"

Florence sighed. "Yeah. Six?"

"That's fine."

Florence trudged the four steps down to her apartment door and let herself in.efl
mother had a way of stealing her joy. She wished she could afford to move, but until she got
her book out there, there was no way she could afford more than she was paying her
mother. She wasn't going to expend more psychic energy at her clerical drojob at the
university and she certainly wasn't going to move back in with her mother, so this was the
arrangement for now. She shook off that last thought. The idea of being the sort of person
who still lived with her mother at the age of 27 made her fealff-balance.

She had over an hour before supper. She moved from tank to tank to tank, to all the
aquariums lining her small living room and said hello to each individual tetra, goldfish, and
angelfish. She called them all by name and each responded to hecal and aural
vibrations. She dropped in their food and they ate.

Then she sat down in the middle of the room on a pillow, in the agdd posture of
meditationzcrosslegged, hands turned up and resting on her knees. She saw no reason to
reinvent the wheel entirely. She received the aural emanations of the fish and she sent
them hers. She told them about Harold, how now there were two who understood the
power of fish, and how if her cell rang in the middle of this meditation, she'd have to take
the cal.

Harold didn't call that night, but it wasn't because he wasn't thinking of her. In fact,
when he turned on the TV to take his mind off of her, he realized that Florence bore a
striking resemblance to Marge Simpson, at least in the face. Marge hagdar hair and
better tits and Harold wondered if Florence would consider implants. These thoughts
unsettled Harold, so he lit a joint to calm his nerves, but all that did was lower his self
control and he ended up whacking off to a cartoon.

And that wasthe first thing he thought of when Florence walked into the Java Genie
the next day. She walked in the door, gave him her buttothed grin, and he thought, "Holy
shit, | spooged over Marge!" None of his fish had died overnight so he waseitjuipped to
cope. His shoulder started twitching and it went on a little longer than usual.

"Hi," she said. Florence wondered if her fish theories would help eventually help his
spasms.

"Uuuhz" he said and turned as he wiped his hair out of his eyes. "Hi."

"I was hoping you'd call last night," she said.

Harold stood there with his mouth open too long. "Yeah, | meant to, but it, you know,
got late and stuff.”

"I really want to hear more of your story."

"Cool."

Florence was working harder than she wanted tdShe sighed. "So Harold, what time
do you get off from work?"

"Uh, three."

"Three. Okay," Florence said. "Are you free after work?"
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"Yeah, | guess.”

"Harold." She spoke slowly to make sure he understood. "Would you like to do
something togetherzwith mezafter work?"

"Oh! Yeah. Yeah, I'd totally like that." Harold hoped he didn't appear too eager.

"Okay, then." Florence wished he was a little more eager about it. "Well, I'll have a
lemon grass tea and one of those cranberry scones."

"Oh. Sure." Heold gave her a oneeyed smile and set to work getting her tea. She
watched him draw the hot water. For a skinny guy, he had a decent ass, or that's what she
chose to think, his sagging pants not really offering much evidence one way or the other.
She wisled he was a little brighter, but then she remembered Jesus and how his disciples
weren't too bright, either. Maybe there was hope.

"Five seventyeight," Harold said. Clearly, knowing the barista wasn't going to save
Florence anything on her tea expenseS&he paid him and looked around.

"Well, Harold, I'm going to just park it over in that corner there and do a little work
on my book until you get off, okay?"

"Yeah. Cool."

"Okay, then. You be thinking of what you might want to do after work." Haroldst
nodded. "Okay, then." Florence took her tea and scone, set them on the corner table and
shimmied her backpack off her shoulders. She fidgeted a bit and wished the Java Genie had
an aquarium. She really could have used some fish just then.

When she boked up at the bar, another customer was giving his order to Harold, but
Harold's eye was on her. That made her smile and the customer had to give Harold his
order again. It wasn't a tank full of fish, but seeing that calmed her down enough to focus on
her writing zbut not so focused that she didn't glance up, now and then, to make sure
Harold was still watching her.

By three o'clock, Harold had no more thought of what he might like to do than he
had thought about quantum physics. His only thought durig those two hours of exchanged
glances was, "Whoa, | think she's into me."

So Florence, in desperation, suggested he come over and meet her fish. There wasn't
a direct bus route to her house, so they walked. She pushed her bike because he walked too
slowly for her to ride alongside.

"Well, here we are," Florence said as she led him down the steps to her apartment
door.

"Cool."

She opened the door and invited him in and he couldn't believe his eyes. "Whoa," he
whispered.

"Harold, meet the ceauthors of Fishy Epiphanies.Harold's mouth was even more
open than usual.

She took him tank to tank and introduced each individual fish to him. When she
finished, Harold whispered again, "Whoa."

"Yeah, | have to admit they're pretty cool,” Florence agreedh&gave Harold a
chance to say something more but he was busy having that excitatéh feeling he got at
Petland. "Okay, then," Florence said. "Look, you just wait here and enjoy the fish. | need to
run to the girl's room. All that tea, you know."
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"Cool!" he said, never taking his eyes off the largest aquarium.

"Okay, then. Be right back." She would have liked a bigger acknowledgment that she
was leaving the room, but he seemed totally into the fish. She wasn't sure how she felt
about that.

Once he wa alone, Harold put a hand on the big tank, feeling the energies of the fish
tingling in his palm. Like a slow reel, the tank drew him closer and closer until his left cheek
was pressed against the glass. Had the tank been large enough, he would have piebss
entire body against it. This was much better than Petland.

When Florence returned, she melted at the sight of Harold pressing himself against
her aquarium. He may not be the brightest neon in the tank, but it was clear he loved fish.
She stood siéntly, watching his communion, happy to see him so happy. For that one
instant, she felt good about her first disciple.

"You do love them, don't you?" she said.

"Huh? Oh, yeah." Harold let go of the aquarium and stepped back. "It must be like
really expensive to replace all these fish."

"What do you mean?"

"You know, like when they die and stuff.”

"Well, yes, | lose one now and then, bzt Florence suddenly had a bad feeling.

Harold suddenly remembered he hadn't mentioned absorbing fish lifenergies.

"What do you mean when they die?" Harold didn't answer and wondered if he could
just run out the door. "Harold?"

"Nothing," he said.

"Harold?"

"Like 'fish 'R’ life," you know?" He drew the "R" in the air as he said it.

"Right."

"Ohman, | thought we were on the same page or something." Harold saw no way
out and with his halting "likes" and with his shoulder twitching like a jackhammer, he
spilled the entire story to Florence, whose fists started to clench as he told it. He looked to
the aquarium and wished one of the fish, any of them, would bellyp for him just then.
Explaining himself took a lot of energy.

"Oh my God," she said. "Oh my God, oh my God." Her fists unclenched and she
crumbled into a straight-back chair, staring at Heold. "What are you? Some kind of
ichthyal vampire?"

"Huh?"

"I thought | found someone else who understood." She buried her face in her hands.
"It's the Jesus thing all over again.”

The mention of Jesus brought Harold's grandmother to mind again. "Whodon't get
freaky on me now."

Her head snapped up. "Freaky? Me? You're sucking the life from fish and you're
calling me freaky?"

"You're the one bringing up Jesus and stuff. | thought you said you weren't, you
know, a Christian."

"No, no. Oh my Godjou don't understand at all. I'm talking about how Jesus'
followers corrupted his message. You know, how he's preaching 'love your enemies' and
then, boom, a few centuries later you have the Crusades."
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"Oh. Yeah," he said, uncomprehending.

"Yeah, well okay then. Maybe you should just leave. | mean, the first person I find
who gets the whole fish energies thing and he already corrupts it. God, in a few centuries,
my movement would make the oceans ichthyological wastelands.” She buried her face in
her hands again. "I'm so depressed."

"Hey, don't." Harold knelt in front of Florence. "I mean, you know, | don't know."
Then, in a moment surprising for both of them, Harold said, "Maybe you could teach me or
something.”

She looked into his one, unblinking yed. She pushed his hair back so she could see
both eyes. "You mean it? Because Harold, | really do believe this, I'm serious. Fish give me
life and joy and healing, but it's not just receiving it. It's not becoming some black hole for
their energies. Life joy, healing it's cyclical or it doesn't sustain. Do you understand me,
Harold?"

"Uh, yeah. | guess."

Florence, doubtful, studied his face. If she could turn around this one fish killer,
maybe there was hope for her movement in the long run. Maybe hEishy Epiphanieseally
could help other people if she could just help Harold. "Okay, then," she said. "Let's try
something."

Soon they were both sitting on the floor, cros$egged, facing each other, knee to
knee. Florence took Harold's hands and tued them palm up in hers and then she rested
hers in the valley between their knees. Florence felt his shoulder start twitching and she
tried to not let it her distract her. She told him to imagine the fish energies not only
entering him, but cycling through him, renewing in each cycle as they passed from fish to
him to fish to him. She could feel him trying. She could feel him dropping in and out and she
could feel that teaching him would be very tiring. But she could feel him trying. His spasms
even stopped, or mostly.

They both hoped the fish would survive the lesson.
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Dinner
Taylor Mihocik
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secretly pregnant? Did she get plastic surgery? Is she writing a novel?

The reality is that Mrs. Benson had gastric bypass surgery. | know because she told
me when | walked in on her packing up her desk. | had thought the room was empty and |
was going to use the bathroom to puke. It ended in a warm hug and no vomit until Itgo
home.

While this conversation is happening around me, | struggle to maintain my focus on
their faces and smile. No matter how hard | try, how hard | squeeze my cheeks and direct
my mental concentration on narrowing back in on their faces instead of th@ide frame of
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tired.
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keep my eyes on the table as | speak.
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shoulder at someone walking out of the cafeteria. She shoots them a smile and waves.
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and then away before Rebecca notices. | notice, and my face heats up.
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restroom with me after lunch more often than usual, and while | appreciate her
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burning my throat instead of halfeaten food in the bushes behind my house. Most of the
time | prefer to stay empty rather than having to force it back out. But when | do have to
throw up, | prefer to do it by myself.

| wait for her to say something to me about it. She never does.
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| watch her.
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clear that this conversation is upsetting her, and | desperately want to change the subject.
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Kristen, noticing the gratefulness in her eyes and the slowing of her breathing.

O9AAERh ) C Ok @viched tedsdsAnEhg AiddieAnd my paper was
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she kept her eyes on me, while | meticulously cut my chicken patty into 20 pieces. Her food
remains untouched.
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phrase or idea, then refetback to it with just a word like that or which. That or which refer
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pack up my bag, taking caution to hide the ink on my palm.
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parmesan, and dumps her lunch in the trash.
#
10/12/2013
133lbs

coffee with cream- 27 calories
banana 100 calories

2 granola bars 180 calories

grilled chicken patty - 110 calories

1 cup of steamed broccoti55 calories

=A =4 =4 -4 -4

Total: 472 calories

| copy down the list on my hand into my food journal, immensely disappointed in
the number of bullet points | have for today. Five bullet points. | failed five times today. Yet
even with that number, my stomach growls and | feel accomplished because the hunger is
still there. Still reminding me that | was somewhat successful. With my cuent weight, |
only ate about one third of what | should to maintain. That means | have a negative of 1000
calories today. Meaning if | do this again for the next three days, | can lose a pound. If |
double that, | can lose two pounds.

| turn to look at my body in the mirror. My stomach feels like cement. | poke and
prod at the loose fat hanging over my jeans as | hold my shirt up to my chest, and the
amount of give underneath my fingertip closes my throat.

| stare for what feels like hours until | put e my pajamas and go to sleep.

#

| no longer put cream in my coffee. The container of my favorite creamer has sat

untouched in the fridge for about a week now. No one notices. The bitterness of the black
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coffee helps keep my stomach at a constant buzz, niradg me not want to eat even though
my brain is bawling.
#OAAIl EO ¢x AAI T OEAO EZ£ ) GCAO 1060 OEA i AAO
a serving of broccoli or a quarter of a banana. Three wheat thins. Nine pieces of gum,
because you ingestcalEAO EOOO AU OxAl 11 xET ¢ OEA cOi ODPE
calories too.
When Kristen shows up at her locker next to mine, | notice the dark circles under
her eyes. | hand her a piece of gum and unwrap my own, making a mental note to add it to
my list.
Three.
091 O T EAUe 910 11T E OEOAAB86 ) OEOO 1 U 11AE
bag now about a hundred pounds heavier. | slouch under the weight on my right shoulder.
0910 EOOO OAUET ¢ OEAO AAAAOOA ivgsmiamalk 80 xAA
smile and tightens her backpack straps. We start walking toward first period.
O/ £ A1 OOOA8 910 11T E EEAAT OO xEOEI OO0 1 AEAOD
Kristen gives me a full smile this time and leans sideways, nudging me intonseone

xAl EET ¢ ET Ol OEA 1 bbbl OEOA AEOAAOQEI T8 0O)d8i <cCIi
O'TUOGEET C UT O xAT O Oi OAITE AAI 6bGeds ) DPAOOA
EAO_ AZAAA8 ) AAT OAlIl OEAO EO8O OITAOEEI C OAOE
Ot UI O AOGAO EAAT 1T EEA UIOBO0A 110 CciTA AT1 0
AOAOUOEET ¢ EAADPO OPEITEIC 100 T &£ Al10O0T 1 ed 3E

weight and reply honestly.

O!'1l xAUO8 -U COAAAO EAOA ABAT OAEREADI PAOI
Ol AT UOEET ¢ AT Uil OA AAAAOOGA T U AOAET AAAI O
Ul 06 OA Z£AAI ET Cebd

3EA OEOEAI U OACO xEOE OAI EAE8 O9AOA 4EADGBO
fucking up even though | set daily and weekly goals for myself. | have no motivation. How
Al Ui & Al EOGe 910 Al xAUO OAAI 1 EHA x®iads OA Ci O
Frustration knots her brow as she turns back to look at me while she walks through the
doorway to our classroom.

)y AT1T60 EITT x xEAO O OAlI1 EAO8 ) AEAT GO
show, and | feel a twinge of guilt for being fak®1T [ U AAOO AOEAT A8 ) E
can tell her how ugly I really am.

3EA AT AOGTI 80 TAAA O ETTx AAT OO EO8 4EEO E
desk next to hers and sigh.

O(TTAOGOI Uh UI O EOOO EAOA GeverylmAgedough@ O OEI
OOAU AOGAT ET AIl 1T &£ Ul OO0 Al AOOGAOG8 $1180 AA AE
O0OOAOO Ul OOOCAI £ 1 60 AT1 OCE AO EO EOh +OEOOAT 8

Kristen quickly masks a look of disappointment, then seems to take whasaid into
Al T OEAAOAQGEI T8 091 68 0OA OECEO8 ) Al OPOAAA 1UO

As she opens her mouth to say something else, the substitute walks in and smiles
AOECEOI U AO All 1T &£ 608 7A OOAOA AAAES8at) 060 OIi
and pulls her notebook and a pencil out of her backpack, while | stare down at my hands
folded on the desktop.

—
m O

0
0

)
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&EOOO DPAOEI Ah AOAT OEIT OCE EO60O OEI OOAO OEA
block schedule, is excruciating. Morning is when my ly fights back the hardest, because o
)y 6 OA OPAT O OEA TECEO Ol AAPETI ¢ ATA EO A@PAAOO

AT AOT 80 ACOAA xEOE T A 11060 iTO1TETCcOh AAAAOOA
don't pull a granola bag out of my bar ath shove it down my throat like a rabid animal. The o
iITTu OAPOEAOGA ) CcAO ET OEA 11T O1TETC EO OEAO iU

mind is a little clearer. | get to experience the high of being empty instead of the labhck |

get by the end of he day where it takes all of my being not to falter.
| float. But what comes with the floating is the dreaminess of not being able to pay

attention to my teacher because my stomach is growling and contracting so hard that the

people around me notice. Ifeels like my intestines have wrapped themselves around the

rest of my organs and are holding them hostage. | either get the high and stomach pains or

£l CCETA00 AT A PEUOEAAI APAOEU8 ) 060 EIi bi OOEAI
)y 6i AZET A8 4EEO EO 1 lthelbdlirigys, and KristénandE O OT CAOE

gather our things for third period. My hand twitches with the urge to grab that granola bar.

| resist. Kristen watches my hand stray to my backpack and then jerk back to my side and

gives me a questioning look, but saysothing.

O2AAAAAA EO 16060 Oi AAuhse ) OAI1l +OEOCOAT A AA
Al OE EAOA EAO AOO OAEOOA O61 A1 AT UOEET ¢ AAT 6O
since childhood.

O4EATE Cci A8 ) AEAI 60A%¥ABO OEEDAU) ARBODEEACH
yéi EOOO 116 ET OEA 11T A O 1EOOAT OI EAO AO0OO

)y 6i OOOPOEOGAA AO EAO AAT Al O8

09106 11 O0EAAA EO Oiie 3EA AAAET EOATI U EAO AA
Ol T ACEET C CIEIC T1 xEOE EAO86

O3 EAG O Dgbrhall Bedausd Sedan has been flirting with Jordan during gym. |
EAAOA EA AOGAT & 111 xAA EAO ET O OEA 11 AEAO OI

face is a mixture of pity and anger. | can relate. o o
O3$1T AOT 806 1T AAT OEA 1T ADRI bOIA GAE A AED ¢ @O Aidi 1
#
11/20/2013

128 Ibs

1 slice of wheat toast 75 calories
3 pieces of gum9 calories

1 apple- 95 calories

Luna bar- 190

=A =4 -4 =4

Total: 369 calories

4AEAOABO Al xAUO Oi1Ti1i1 A O Ei pOi OAT A1 68 ) ATl
ago to the picture | took a few minutes ago; now you can see my hip bones, but they still sit
underneath a thick layer of fat on my stomach. | chase the heavy feeling at the bagmy
neck and the burn in my gut that comes with accomplishment. That bobbleead feeling is
peak.
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Do they notice? Do they see the thick warm blanket on my head, or hear the creak of
my numb fingers? Do they see the cement shoes | wear as | slam my @awn the hallway,
leaving broken floor tiles in my wake? | revel in the fact that this is mine. No one notices,

ATA ) AiT1T60 xAT O OEAI O O1OEI )d8i DAOEAAOS

| draw lines on my most recent picture with a sharpie, indicating the changes |
would like to makeand outlining the bones | want to be able to see. | warm myself up by
running my hands up and down my collarbones, my ribs, and, my hipbones.

#

One day Kristen snaps on Rebecca, knocking her books out of her hand and forcing
EAOOCAI £ ET 01 RPAAAAAAEO+OEOOAT AEO OAOAAI ET Cch A
AT O1 AT860O OAIl Ui O xEAO OEA AOCOi ATO xAO AAT 6O
books in my hands silently, struggling to string the words together that were hurled in
between the wo of them and sometimes in my direction, while a circle forms. Cell phones
are raised like antennas above the circle, desperate to catch the right angle.

Everybody loves a good girl fight.

) 06 &limfadti© Ers. Benson shoves her way through the @wd and steps
between the two of them, and while she tries to get an explanation out of them, | admire
- 008 "ATO1I1680 MEECOOAS

3EA8O 11606 A 1EOOIA AEO 1T £ xAECEOh AT A EO
new light behind her eyes that had avays been dim before. Now those eyes are glittering
with anger and moving with her mouth as she yells at both Kristen and Rebecca. Her mouth
is beautiful as it undulates, pushing and pulling at her face. The silent dance is bewitching. |
stare unblinkingy AO EAO Z£ZAAA xEEI A OOEAOO 2AAAAAA O1 O

| only stop paying attention to Mrs. Benson when Kristen sways. By this point, most

I £ OEA AOiI xA EAO AEODPAOOGAA AT A )di OOEI T OOAI
reaches her hand at to steady Kristen, but before her fingers clear the distance Kristen A
EEOO OEA A1 1108 4EAO08O0 xEAT ) &I OAA 1 UOAI £ Oi

time | register what has happened, Mrs. Benson is pushing people back to give Kristen
some space while another teacher dials 911.

SEA6O AAAOOEAOI 11 OEA coOl 01 As (AO EAAA EO
Her lips are parted, with a slight breath pushing in and out, hollowing her cheeks and
Al PEAOEUET ¢ EAO OEAODP AEAARAEAT T AO8 )streichdr 60 OOI
AT A OTTATTA xA AT OE ETix 1T OACAO 1A AT A OAITO
Aobl AETET ¢ OEAO OEA PAOOGAA 106060 AT A EO 11 OEA

#
They tell me she has EDNOS. Eating Disorder Not Otherwise Specified. More fucked
up than me,it seems. Bulimic and anorexic at the same time. Her mother cries and | hold
her hand, while | wonder how | missed it.
91 6 EAOGA O1 AA OEAOA &£ O EAOh OEAU OAus ) O
now, and that may mean staying away from herifyfo AAT 8 O AT AT OOACA EAAI O
EAAEOO8 ) AI1860 Eiix xEAO OEA EOAE OEAO 1 AATO
091 0 EAOGA O AA OEAOA O EAI B CEOA bPi OEOEOD
life throughout this recovery process. This means encouraging regular eating habits,can
DOl OEAET ¢ OAAOI T AAIT A AiTOETT Al OOPDPIi OOho OEA
0) AAT Al OEAO0S8O
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O'TTAR Tix xAdl1l AEOAOOO EAO OOAAOI AT O ATA
next few months, possibly the next year dependingontt@ AOA T £ EAO OAAT OAOU:
#
A | tape a picture of me and Kristen on my mirror, and focus on her slight figure next
Of TETA A6 ) AOAx TETAO 11T 1TU T x1 AT AU8 4EEO

changed since then so | know my diagram will be moraccurate.
Later, Rebecca comes over and we sit crekgged on my bed while we discuss what
happened to Kristen.
O(TTAOGOI UR ) ETAx OEA EAA AAAT 1T1TTEETC I160
she was just worried about her classes. | was so wrppd up in my own bullshit with Sean
OEAO ) xAOT1 860 OAAI 1T U AAETC A CIT A EOEATA O E

ADlllgAéEAAiius O0)d8i OAATT U OI OOUR !''1T1T A8 ) 80A
0) 06 I EAUs 7A ETAx Ol 1 AdBEkedtQeathhovdo xAO CIT E

AEAT T AI UIOO AOOOOOAOCETT ETO1T Oii AOGEET C POI AO
O9AAER )81 xI OEETC 11T EO xEOE iU OEAOAPEOO
Io k at her, shocked.

O0) ETTx8 ) EAOA A OEAOADEOAORT ABCAOOEADDAO

7R AEOAOCOO 2AAAAAAGO AAATEICO AIO A AEO 11
| OAE AEA +0OEOOAT xAECEh Ui O OEET Ee 3EA xAO PO
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Bipolar Coach Tip
Tim Frank

They came indribs and drabs to the bus stop,ited, weary and stoned from the
olanzapine and the lithium exhausted by the early hour of 8am because they usually rolled
out of bed by at leaspm. Their bags werdull of nibbles that they attacked as soon as they
were seatedz Kit-Kats, Dime bars, crisps and diteCoke plastic wrappings cracklingall up
and down the coachEveryonewasA O1 CET ¢ AO OEA AAIT T U AT A OEA A
gainedwithin monthsof OEAE O A E A CT1 1ténhak&off Ad nfatteAnovOrhudhl Yoga,
Sin classes or brisk walks theytook. Eating less was nigh on impossible so they got used to
buying bigger clothes from M & S and being misunderstood by tmeasses lurking in the
shadows ofOE A D Gohdcieusngsd

Kate and Simon arrived bickering and bitching,having gotlost in the maze of streets
around Sohodespite the detailed directions on Google Earth and that period they had
broken up for the fifteenth time. The depression made them see each other as hopeless
losers and their loveaffair doomed, but the highs broughtthem together againwithout fail .
7EAT OEAEO 11T AOG AEAT 6 O ,ihdy@étfeught anbibhilliecE &a¢hE OEA 1
other, sometimesentering into stony silences, sometimesiery exchangesaccusing each
other of real or imaginary betrayals. The only solution was to spend money or eat.

Samantha came alone and packed her bags into the bottom of the coach silently, not
sure where she was on the mood scale that morning anshcertain how her temperament
would dip and slide for the rest of the day. Shsucked ora giant lemonlollipop, looking
childlike in pigtails despite being over thirty andhaving gone through it all, both sides of
the coin.But going through it all never prepared her fordoing it all over again and so she
braced herself for adifficult day.

Martin played the stockmarket on his FPhone and was constantly chattering to
himself as his next deawas dspatched8 ( A AEAT 80 OAU A eddn®A OT Al
yappedto himself, eyes fixed orthe phone and generally being antisocialsathe highs and
lows of the stock market sent shivers down his spine. He popped a benzodiazepine to chill
himself out and took in the view of the gathering coach trippers seeing nothing but
shadows under their eyes and alight sense of blooming hypeimania.

Shez was a Muslim but thought he was Christ that day and the coach trip a good
opportunity to proselytise. He was thin and not on any prescribed drugs. He was there to
help a group of people who clearly needed it. They wetest and he knew the way and he
was going to tell them...eventually, because at that moment the light wasifij his chest
and his mind was churningiike atumble dryer on magic mushrooms. He needed a moment
to compose himself so he sat alone at the froying to avoid eye contact withthe new
comers shuffling on board, squeezing their waists down the aisle and picking their special
spotsthat suited their assorted moods at that specific time of the morningakinginto
account the angles of the light, the proximity to the street and how alienated they felt by
the other fellow sufferers.

David was the guide and he had bipolar too, though it was pretty much under control
OET AA OEA 1 AOA TET AOGEAO AT A EAGA TT1U AAAT OA
teen. He was on LithiumElilim, Lorazepam Olanzapine andRisperidone and becauseof
that he was fine, sensible and a terrible boralways speaking in aleepmonotone voice
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sending the intense drowsylike a powerful sedativewithout the perilous addictive side
effects.

They were heading for the Somme to see the trenches and nobagally knew why
this was appropriate for a group with bipolar but everyone seemed willing to buy into the
theory that something therapeutic would come of it, as if some mythological boon would be
bestowed upon them if they faced down the grim realities oiVorld War I.

David droned on about the air conditioning and what to do in case of panic attacks,
OAEUOOAOG AT A 1T AOOAA j Ormkidurel)l e ekplineQviticEsiyntl T x6 O
drawl, the procedures for the fire exit, the toilet and the vomit bagsHe described the
general plan for the day and called onne and allto be understanding andto try and not
judgeeach otherAAAAOOA AOAQOUI T A E A fkas@nE fArbeéngid@lie U8 AT A
were. Hereminded everyone to take their pills when neededind encouragedthe group to
relax because it would be a long journey his usual rap for every trip he tookgevenboring
himself now.

"U OEA OEI A OE A Katdhadrdoked &vhyNrordEindon dntl dedied
herself besideShez.Shemunched from a box of# E A A @riel ivipe® her nose with her free
hand, having noticed somethingrresistible and glorious aboutShezetOEA AEAT 6 0 AAO/
disturb him as he was making a lisbf names from the group who he felt could be possible
followers in the name of Christ him. He sensed Kate peeking at his list and he scrunched it
into his pocket and began to stare at the row of cars lining up to board the ferry. Kate kept
her silence exept for the crunching of her cereal and her sniffling sinusesrying her best
not to fall for Shez

Simon peered over at KateandShe&z 3 EA8 A EAA AEEAAEOO AA A OAh
hospitals with delusional in-patients. She was easily influenced by the Géelring, the
demagogues and the truth seekers that had lithium injected in their asses once a month.

Vengefully he eyed Samantha up and down, finding her ankles to be thin, sharp and

AOOOAAOEOA AT A EA OEI OGCEO OOEAGIIT AT 86

O( AUh & EsBnorGusliadtondthat h& used wherver he was coming on to
someone.

Samanthawas chewingon her lolly-pop stick - the lolly long gone- and she gave a
wide smile and shifted overto another seat, allowingSimon to movein next to her. They
beganbabbling about pills, mania, breakdowns, mental hospitals and doomed love affairs
the usualscene Before they knew it they were kissing under the blasting aiton, their
tonguesslipping andsslithering and Kate was on her fet screaming, stamping her feeand
yelling to be let of the coach- damning the entire group as a bunch of misfitavid said
there was no turning back and blocked the aisle, taking a few slapsthe chestfrom Kate
as she dropped thet E A A @ritl beiydh to sobShez crossedner off his list.

Martin was oblivious to the outburst. He was in line to make two grand off his current
deal and he was sweating from his foreheadrips forming at the peak of his nosebut he
was calm and centred. He never felt nerves during a deal but suffered chronically after, win
orlose. WhenhevonEA AT Ol AT 80 O1 Adhable mbtdp hidldgs omAT A x A O
quivering. When he lost he fell into a deep trough where the world seemadeaningless
and he lost his faith in the cosmic ordering of the universand was unable to facehe light
for days, sleeping till the afternoon and cutting diagrams in his armaith a Stanley knife
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Once they boarded the ferry they all headed for the band knocked back3 AT AOAAGS O
and depth-chargers, smoking on the balconies andatched the waves form at the base of
the ship like the moods shifting and changing in their mindsSamantha was the first to
OTTEO AOO OEA xAOI 60 OEA 1 AOO AT A OEA AEEAAOD
low and mean. Samantha ignored Simon and Shez ignored Kate. David kept his thoughts to
EEIi OAl £ AOO EAGA OAATsotae jdde bnd A digteford rovhding OOOAE
AOGAOUTTA Op &£ O OEA 1 AOGO 1 Ac 1T &£ OEA OOEDP8 311
trip would be revealed.
David gathered the group by the bus and said a few words about safety and how
alcohol can be dérimental to the health of those with the lliness and taking pills so he
beggedthose who drank to take it easy and téry and get some sleep antbe nice toone
another. Everyone wasfed up with him, his miserable tone of voice and tedious
announcements.They all regretted they had come.
When they reached the Somme it was pelting down with rain creating a thick layer of
i OA OEAO AOAT AEAA OEA COI 6D 5dhomathefalteady brili A A A A A
mood. David showed the group the trenches, gabldeon about trench foot and how
soldiers had to stand guard at night as bombs shrieked overhead and the men would sleep
IT OEAEO Z£AAO xkblilgOGRDEOELEDOTTI BABS8 ODI AT 1T A AE
Shez got lost in one of the tunnels and felt the hand the devil on his shoulder in the
dark. In fact it was Kate but her face, clouded in the murky ligHboked like a masked
avenger out to steal his healing powers. He screamed as Kate pushed her mouth onto his
and he swatted her away as her cries were sWawed by the sound of the rain.
David called the group to attention and they all stopped their snooping aroundll
completely non-plussed by the experienceThen silenceswept across the fields as the rain
came to an abrupt halt and one could hear a fedepressed groans as the group realised
they were going to be lectured again, except for Martin who let out a yelp as his-wi
crashed.

O4EA OAAOGIT ) OAEA OEAOA OOEDPORS S$SAOEA AACA
Oi 1T AAOT AAIT 606 160 EIiT1AOO8S

O/ E $indbhedighed

O'TA OEA OAAOIT A1 O OEAO EO OEEOd OEA OAT AO

are an insightful metaphor for the bipolar illness itself. By that | mean times change, events
transform and the past become the present evanoving into the future just like our iliness
moves and alters. What happened here is another episode that modifies into dust. We are
all changing, us more than mostand we mustlearn to see the past as another event beyond
our grasp. We need to undersand it and move on. The Somme is @sd we are another
piece in thispuzzle of mutating life8 6
AEAOA xAO A OOOTTAA OEI AT AA8 311 AT T A, bAOEAA
AOGO OBLABGAGI U OEA 1100 POl £ 01T A OEET C )30A AOA
The groupstood blinking at their muddy shoes, sorry for judging David as they had
and were ready to move on but the silence just got longer and soome began toweep as
the rain came down again and thewll felt somewhatunnerved by the experience.
B2 ECE Odaifih $OACEAS O &£ O A AOE] Eebd
They holed up at a cheap hotel a few miles from the front line at a place called
somewhat distastefully, The Firing Range. They all bought bottles &acardiand vodka
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from the bar andthe barman did them a deal orstrong cigarettes and mixers. They all
amassedE1 + AOA AT A 3 E |despite e facith®yAnerd stillignbrihg each
other and the rest of them were wasted by 9pm, playing strip poker, truth or dare and
other suicidal drinking games involving revelatiors about their chequered pasts mostly to
do with an array of sexual acts and mental disturbances.
Samantha was a dark horse. They went round the room each asking a question about
drink a shot. Once the group had nearly run out of questions and Samantha had drunk each
OEi A OEAU AOEAA EAO EZLZ OEAOA xAO Ol i AOEET ¢ OE
O1 AAOOOAT A dhendeanidrdadsielé ih anstupqttrying to stop her eyes from
spinning to the back of her head.
Martin was still fixed on his FPhone as it wavered drunkenly in his hand, stilvithout
any reception and not knowing whether his last deal was a success and thus unsure how he
should be feeing, high or low, stressed and anxious dsleak and miserable, so he played
along with the drinking games in a state of limbo.
David had drunk two Czechbeers and was knocked out stone cold. He rested his head
I'T 3A1 AT OEAG O 1 dcBmparizée pudKkerin@tsAips evier Bw minutesaind
giving the odd hiccup
Shez was stillon fire, convinced he was The @ andthat this bunch of degenerates
now of all times, needed his healing hands and hiswidd UAA ET 11T AAT AAgs " 00O E.
most of thegroup off his list of followers and decided this time the Second Coming would
fly solo and change the world singldhandedly. The alcohol was really messing with his
brain though and some doubt was edging into his mind. Could he really be as madlas t
rabble?
Kate banged a plastic fork againstaear emptyAT OO1 A 1T £ CET AT A Cci1 O /
attention although most of the group werehorizontal, drooling and holding back the vomit
collecting in their bellies.
O4EAU All AEAA A£I O OOAS OEAnidikaeasdeh AOAAEET C
O7TET AEAe 7WEIGOA AHMUEN @QAEA ET A DAT EA

O)di BABEIGT OAEA OAEOEI ¢ EEO EAT A Al 1T £ OE/

h OEA @il ABAAOG8 OERO 31 [itifils gy heatdvih EOOO O1 C
AAODPAEOS8S
091 O 0OA EOOO AOOT E8 4AEA Aentmdnbalhi®simon.i O Al x A
0.1 EOGB8O0 1106 OEAOG8 ) 1T AAT A O Ci A OAEA xEU
YT 11T AOOeEABAGD ITT A OEAO EOTI 60 EOACAA AU OEAOI
andtrue?3 Ai AT OEA All OEI OA cOuUO Ul 686A AAAT xEOEN
Uuir 6 AEA EOh EOOO AAAAOOA UT O xAOA T ATEA AT Aol
Al 101 O T &£ OEIi AO Ui O80OA AAAT ET A1 Hordzepdn 1T £ ET O
AT A OEOAAOATETIC O1 EOI P T &£& 11T x OEOA AOEI AET C
AOGAT OET OCE Ul 66 0A AT AOOAEITUIABAA OOEATIT Q) xAA

s N oA oA ~

friend and | can see thatnow- AOOET h UI 06 OA AT OEOT AEAT AT A AA;
AOGAOUTTA ETAI OAET C UI OO EEAO AOO CEOAT EAI £ A
veneer.And David if you can hear mgthe tedious mondone voice with a beautiful spirit
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hidden somewhere deepinside,x AT T h EO06 0O EOOO PAOEAAO8 , EEA )
we can you know...live8 6

6) 11T O0A Uil 6 +AOCAnd 3EITT | OOOAOAAR EEO AT AU

O)éi #EOEOOA8 3EAU PEPAA Obs

O7A ETi1x UI O AOARd AOGAOUI T A OABnSbMmiAtbadA x EOE
vital glow, everyone gradually sobering upand as onethey all headed for a sublimenever-
to-be-forgotten soaring high.
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Infancy
Jon Serri
yoéi 170 O00kE0wEAD DPEBAADAOCAAIT TO 4111UB8O0
a pacifier and considered the door. Another ring and then a soft, rhythmic knock. Dawn
AOTIT x#60O EIT T AES )y 1T DAT AA OmPdtbefotell @enhAdidA $ Ax1

hello. In her mid-fortie s with blondish hair but black roots and eyebrows, Dawn held the
positions of Social Activities Chair and Pool Safety Supervisor in our building. She often
slipped fliers under my door promoting bingo, adult swims, and pool volleyball games.
These papers melled of perfume and contained handwritten messages cajoling me to join
OEA &£O618 300FZ%F& |1 EEA O3AOOGETI C OP 6111 AUAATT &A
-AEA -T1TAAUO , AOO - AT EAA6 3EA ETAI OAAA Oi EI AU
of exdamation points.
0) 080 OOAx8 "AAmgs8 ) 06611 AA AAOOAO OiIi10
471 iU AAT POl AAAT U EAT AT A OEA AOi OE AT A OACCE
| opened the door a little wider to reveal Tommy lying on the living room
floor, but Dawn took this as an invitation to enter. She grabbed the Croglot from my
hands and walked towards the kitchen.
O!'11 OEAOGA APAOOI AT OO EAOA OEA OAI A 1T AU
| reached for a bottle of wine from the counter and poured a glass for myself
and one for Dawn.
0! TEOOIA AAOI U A O I A AOO COAT AEABGEAO
| nodded and we clinked glasses.
091 O 0OA OAOU AOAOGAR UI O EiTlxeo
O(T x Al Ui & ZEZECOOAeod
O02AEQOET ¢ OEEO 1 EOOI A cOU Al lthatkitdoUT OOOAI
AEAIT 1 AT CA85d

O) EAAT 860 OEI OCEO T £ EO OEAO xAUB8¢
091 &6 1TABAO AGE &£ O EAI P 10 AT UOGEET C8 11 C
OEOOAOEIT T8 7A Ail xAT O O EAI P8 wAAE 1T &£ 60 EI
table and fickekdODEA AAAOI &1 AGAA ABOSO O xAOAO OEA AT 1 (
xT Ol A8 %OAOUOEET C80 OIiT EAOA AO EO EO8 41 AA

| tried to think of something to say about loneliness but she just kept going.
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| shrugged.
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But Dawn was right. Tommy had sweat through his Superman onesie. The
sheet below him felt damp and his face was flushed.
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Dawn looked around with a pained expression that reminded me of the old
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| turned to the Internet for help and constructed a plan of action. | went to the

bathroom, filled the tub with cold water, and emptied the contents of the medicine cabinet
ET OT OEA OETE8 .1 OEAOITiAOAO AOO ) ugindAAOGAA O
glass of water. | put the concoction in a bottle and Tommy, what a good kid, drank the thing
down in minutes. | carried him to the tub and dunked him in and out of the water. He
squirmed and struggled and let out the occasional cry from the depttes himself but | held
a firm grasp and kept to the task of cooling him down. The sleeves of my shirt clung to my
forearms and water splashed against my face. After ten minutes of the tub, | wrapped him
in what looked like the cleanest towel and placed hiron the couch. | looked in his eyes and
there seemed to be a mix of understanding and doubt in his expression. It was the kind of
look my dad used to give me when | made an error in a little league game or broke a dish
while clearing the table. Tommy and kat there just staring at each other. Then he giggled
and | thoughtwhat am | doing hereand put him to bed.

With Tommy asleep | poured myself a tall vodka and splashed a little lemonade in
OEA CI AOO8 $AxT1 80 OOAx OAOndipitkeddit A potate and EAT OAA
then a carrot and popped them in my mouth. Good stuff. | contemplated a piece of meat and
chewed on it, gristle and all. | wiped my fingers on my pants and went to the couch with my
drink. The mini-crisis had been averted but calmity could strike in earnest at any moment.
| opened the laptop and started to search through local pediatricians. Reviews both good
and bad filled the screen. Warnings of malpractice and complaints of backed up toilets and
surly staff members juxtaposedcelebrations of offices with dancing bear wall decals and
baby activity centers modeled after European cities. | just wanted a place where sick
AEEI AOAT AEAT 860 AT OCE 11 AAAE 1 OEAO8 ) AEAT G0
Did | want male or £male? Jewish or Asian? Then | saw the name of my former
pediatrician: Dr. Vincent J. Rella. | remembered Dr. Rella as a jovial man who made every
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these ridiculous names; it was a bit that made me seize with laughter. On one visit | might
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the possibility of strep throat. You just laughed. | visited with him until | graduated from

college. It seemed perfect. My son would go to my pediatrician. This is what families do.

Share experiences that they look back on with fondnesistelt good. | walkedto the kitchen,

grabbed a spoon, and cradled the Crogbot against my side like a football. The stew tasted

delicious.

Little had changed in the waiting room since | sat there as a patient nearly twenty
years earlier. Brown waltto-wall carpeting coveredthe floor, a magazine rack rested
between two windows that seemed painted shut, the aiconditioner dripped water on the
rug below. In the middle of the room, someone thought to place a child sized table and
chairs. Toy trucks, dolls, robots, and dinosaursy strewn about the table. Tommy sat on
ifu 1TAp AT A xA TTTEAA AO AOGAOUAT AU ET OEA OiTi
with one hand and picked his nose with his free fingers. Two girls in matching polka dot
skirts pieced together a puzzle of &ion or a tiger. | turned Tommy away from the scene and
tried to hold his gaze. His eyes were grey when Christine left but now seemed closer to
blue. | balanced his unsteady legs on my thighs and brought him to eye level. If | looked
closely | could makeout a reflection of myself in his pupils. He smiled but then squealed
and | wondered how much he knew. Did this kid realize he had no mom and what he did
have was pretty average?
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Tommy and | were staring @& a chart detailing the infant respiratory system when
Dr. Rella walked in. He looked older than any doctor | had ever seen. He used a cane for
support and took small steps through the doorway. The whole process, him opening the
door, shuffling in, and then closing the door, took some effort; he sighed as if he was about
to say something but that sigh only presaged a much longer sigh. A spit bubble rested on
EEO 11T xAO 1 EPN EA EAAT 60 OEAOAA EI OITi A OEI A8
back to Tommyagain as if trying to determine our relationship. Then he smiled and
pointed at me.
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| wondered if | made a terrible mistake in caning here.
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pediatrician might be--1 had never been allowed in on those decisions. But then | found
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myself describing the stew and Dawn and all the other women in the building. As | spoke,

Dr. Rella picked up Tommy and held him to the ceiling, he laid hiom his belly and patted

his head, he checked his ears, eyes, nose, and mouth, occasionally pausing to turn towards

me and nod. Then Dr. Rella sat Tommy up on the table and moved a stethoscope over his

back and chest.
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turned to me.
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marijuana and he isolates himself more than is healthy for him or me. But he does his best.
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| waited for a response from Dr. Rella, an acknowledgement of inchelity, an
exclamation, a look of amazement, shock, and wonder. The enormity of the moment could
even Kill the old man. Instead he rubbed his scruff and gestured for Tommy to continue.
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mistaken here. So | must be behind on immunizations and who knows how my length and
xAECEO AOA DPOT COAOOEIT C86

| screamed. Tommy flinched and started to cry ahDr. Rella shook his head at me.
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| searched around the room for a camera and then opened the door in hopes of
finding the film crew who orchestrated this talking baby ruse. But there were no cameras,
just a nurse in the hallwaywith a stack of manila folders. We locked eyes.
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| closed the door and sat on the floor. Tommy and Dr. Rella stared down at me.
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Dr. Rella made his way to the door but | kept my eyes on Tommy. | heard him
humming to himself. It sounded like Willie Nelson. | thought back to the trip home from the
hospital. Christine wincing with each bump on the rad, looking out the window into some
I OEAO bl AAA ) Al OI AT 60 OAAs /1T AA xA AOOEOAA E
Tommy. | slept on the couch for that first week and watched old westerng.he Red Headed
Stranger. Barbarosa Christine would bring him out for a visit here or there and explain it
was essential to align their clocks. Who was | to argue? Whenever Christine passed out |
x| Ol'A Ol ETE ET O 100 AAAOTiTi AT A 1EEO 41ii U £E
of our apartment and show him aound. He never made a sound.
Tommy stopped humming and rubbed his eyes. At one point he looked like he
wanted to get going again but instead he lay down. | watched his eyes flutter; he always
fought sleep, and he whimpered a few times as he searched focomfortable position. The
AEOOO MHEAx TECEOO AEOAO #EOEOOET A 1 AEOh ) OIAE
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unless | rocked him. Then when | knew he wazallyAO1 AAbh OEA EET A 1T £ Ol /
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Tommy coughed and yawned and dragged me out of the memory. | went to pick him
up but instead just rubbed his back and turned off théghts. It was the least | could do.

The awkward silence between talking baby and father was one | had never
imagined. What could | say? With the playing field leveled my typical banter of weather
related observations, identifying the colors of cars we gssed, and singing along to Top 40
radio felt desperate. | had to meet this issue head on with no hesitation.

O.1T 1 1T0A OAAOAOOKh 4iiiuUuso
He rolled his eyes and turned to look out the window.
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What would you do with a baby that could talk? | pictured us on Oprah,
maybe Ellen. | could start a Shit My Infant Says Twitter account so the world could relish
his observations on life, politics, and the decay of the Americ&ream. Throwing out the
first pitch at Yankee Stadium, a trip to the White House, our own reality television show, all
of this seemed tenable. Money would never be an issue. College would be paid for but
4T 11U xI 01 AT6O0 AOGAT 1 A RAmakicdlaledaCHas/ard b@thdcage EA A E
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locked and that key was no longer.
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Silence from the boy.
As we pulled into the driveway | heard the sounds of bingo emanating from the pool.
0" 8 3eBrOR Beveiteers 6
Dawn held a microphone in one hand and spun the rotary cage the balls careened
towards their destiny. The whirring of blenders mingled with the cheers from a kickball
game. A conga line formed by the cabanas.
O) 8TeaA./MHfteer8 3 O0EI 1 11 AET Cie 3EA OAEA8 O#
driveway over there. A OE OEAO EAAD EIT OxAT OU 1 ET OOAO AT A
| pictured us down there. Tommy by the barbecue warning Ted from 5C that
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around us, amazed thathis prodigy, this marvel of science had sprung from my loins. |
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side to side.
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He grinned and tren started to clap his hands, but the gesture was different from
previous times. It was no longer a mindless expression of joy, instead the clap implored and
demanded.
| executed a flawless threepoint turn and drove onto the service road before
acceleratng towards the highway.As we crossed the Tappan Zee Bridge | imagined a
OAAT Aq 47Tii1TuU ATA ) DOI1T ETOT A AETAO 1T OOOEAA
and babbles at the waitresses. A red haired waitress named Wendy carries over a high
chair andcalls mesugar. | fumble over myself trying to get Tommy in the high chair and
knock over a glass of water. Wendy cleans up my spill and places a fresh setting on the
table. We order pancakes and scrambled eggs and a vanilla milkshake. Wendy tells me to
save room for pie. Patrons smile and wave at Tommy and he waves back and blows kisses.
Adorablethey say. | laugh and thank them. We are a family. We are who everyone expects
us to be.
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Inanimate Object Fibromatosis & Asbestos Leprosy
Brett Petersen
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much better castle, one tenfold more fortified against spherical invaders than your rust
AAOAT OEAAES8S
The two were sitting crosslegged on the dayroom floor playing block bomb@ament.
The game consisted of hiding little green soldiers in fortresses of blocks, throwing tennis
balls at them and seeing which soldiers got knocked down and which remained standing.
Portions of afternoon snacks were doled out based on whose fort coudstain the least
amount of casualties.
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building block forts and know all these big words from reading the Oxford English
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lof groaned.
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sanctuary where lof had hidden his entire platoon. Inspecting the wreckage, Al was first to
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her thumbs, puffed out her chest and closed her eyes as if posing for a statue to be carved in
her honor.
lof rolled his eyes.
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Bestis Leproso; Albatross of Ward B! My rule has been ordained by the Heavens! To look
Opi1T T A EO Ol DPAOEOEh A& O iU AOPAAO EO OEAO 1

lof said nothing.
As Al posed for the statue carvers and soaked up the admiration of her worshippers,
she failed to notice that lof had hobbled into the corner, clutching his right arm in pain.
O/ xh T xh Txh T xAbd
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gasped in horror at what she saw.
His arm was transforming into the very blocks she had, just a minute ago, knocked
down. She had been warned about this, but could never have been prepared for the real

thing. Tears were coming. She wanted to hug him, coonf him and tell him it was okay, but
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she had to maintain her fagade of hardness. Only babies cried aboutbdd I 08 ) O AT Ol A’
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maze of lead pipes. The metamorpf@E O x AO OPOAAAET ¢ O )T A0 Al

with alarming speed.
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legs, pinned him to the mat facelown and pulled down his pants. One of them spiked his
left buttock with an anti-transformative vaccine.
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On the surface she was a girl of steel, but in reality, her ego was doing all it could to
prevent total shutdown. The tears that wanted to spill oubnto her cheeks had to be stuffed
down, deep into the pits of her lungs and ovaries, places dark things went to hibernate until
puberty, the days of Judgment, the countdown having already started.
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could see through her attempts to keep her face expressionless, it was Evan.
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like those of a trapped animal willing to tear off its own leg to escape the jaws of a predator.
Al squeezed her pillow tight around her head. There was a reason she could never let
herself get too emotional. The doctors had told her time and again that any spike in her
bodily chemicals, including those of her brain, could cause the symptoms of her Asbestos
, ADPOT OU Oi Ai AOCA8 )& OEAO EADDAT Athherddy; x1 Ol A
everyone on the ward would be in danger of contracting the disease. She wiggled the four
remaining toes on her right foot and remembered the incident that started it all.
It was the summer of her fourth birthday. Her grandparents had come tasit. Al had
gotten upset over spilled KoolAid, and a white chunk had broken off of her pinky toe and
Al T x1 Al x1T EAO COAT Ai 1T OEAOBO OEOI AOG8 ! 111O0E
and skin disintegrated little-by-little, and when her limbs began ¢ crumble away, her
worried grandfather drove her to the hospital.
Yyl OEA xAEOQOET C OI1Tih OEA AT AOI OO ET & OI AA
Leprosy as they carted away the vacuuraealed remains of her grandmother. To ensure
that no contagious peson left the facility, the doctors mandated that the family undergo
full-body examinations. Al could never forget the shame of pulling off her shoe and sock
and revealing her chalky white toe to her parents and the doctor. At that moment, her
DA OAT Oftrder lietreidd like a pair of lizard tongues. She was no longer their
daughter: just a disease. The two beings looming over her were not her mom and dad. The
evil Doctor-King had transformed them into dragons whose tongues dripped viscous liquid.
The dragons had been trained by the DocteKing to devour lepers and keep the Kingdom
diseasefree.
At the time, Al had been obsessed with knights and castles and all things medieval. A
picture book of Sir Gawain and the Green Knight had been her favorite. Ste2ded to be
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strong, she told herself, as the dragons and the Doct&ling rolled up the drawbridge
connecting Ward B to the outside world. She needed to become a great warrior like Sir
Gawain if she were to someday escape the dungeon, slay the dragons iathim her
throne.

Evan handed her a PRN and water in a Dixie cup. She swallowed it dutifully and curled
up beneath the covers. The desk clock broadcasted in 6:35 bold crimson: time for The
Grumbly Bears, a cartoon she and lof usually watched together

The rising sun delivered rays of optimism to eyelids gummed with sleep. As everyone
on the ward knew; each day was a chance to forget the terrors of those gone by. The boys
drew battles between aliens and robots in crayon. The girls played house undesath the
mint-colored bench near the toy box. Everyone avoided the blocks as if monsters had
hollowed them out and made nests inside them.
Al sat by herself near the TV with her favorite doll, a nude Barbie whose peach
colored flesh had been tattooed wittmagic markers. Not too fond of the name Barbie, Al
EAA OAT Ai AA EAO wi AT EA #1 Ol xAITTEO 68 7EAOQOAOAO
clothes, no one knew. She could have asked Ra, the girl with Rhinoceros Arthritis who had
arrived at the ward at least three years before Al, but Ra was notorious for charging at kids
with the horn that grew out of her forehead whenever she was forced to make any
strenuous movements.
As much as Al was liked by the others, they steered clear of her for the rest of that
xARE8 | xAOA T &£ EAO Al 1T OAT AGO OiF )i £h OEAU AEA
cause her symptoms to manifest. Despite the isolation and the perpetual lump in her throat
that required her to swallow every three seconds, Al had convinced herseifat everything
would be alright. As long as she had Emelia and could stroke her bristly hair the way her
mother had stroked hers before she had been diagnosed with Asbestos Leprosy, before her
parents had become dragons, before they had locked her in srdungeon, everything would
be?
'l EAT O EAO EAAA CciixET ¢ EIi 08 4AA00 xAOA 0O
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infect my subjects! | also do not wish to dieni this place at this time. My apprentice is
nowhere near qualified to take up the mantle if | were to perish. Much more training does
he require. The annual gruel hall joust with Ward A is a mere two weeks hence. If he were
to recover in time, perhaps we ould clinch victory this year. Then maybe we could
purchase our freedom and embark on a much nobler quest: a quest to claim the heads of
the Doctor-King and the dragons and seize my birthright! As Queen, | could appoint Sir lof
as my personal vizier. Thentogether we could? 06
There was a flash of red and blue in the corner of her eye. Her heart leapt. She raised
her head slowly, bracing for a false alarm. A boy who looked very much like lof was sitting
ET A xEAAI AEAEO AU OEA wasweaind aGratab KityiGQlen® A5 O 00
football jersey. It had to be him. She rubbed her eyes just to make sure. Yes! It certainly
was. Her chest fluttered and the tears retreated into their ducts. His skin was pale, his right
armwas inacastand he lookedlk EA EAAT 80 AAOAT ET A xEEI Ah |
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he was breathing and his eyes were open, there was a chance he could recover and be able
to joust again.
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wheeled him over to Where Al was.
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words alone, but after a few minutesthe meaning of those words began to sink in. Al felt as
though she had swallowed a lump of cigarette ash.
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place as if they had wills of their own; wills thatwered O EEO8 (EO O1I 1 COA 110
itself and it seemed to require all of his effort just to keep it under control.
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without a bell.
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resurface.
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Al believed him. Unlike the rest of the staff, Evan actually cared about the patients on
OEA xAOA8 (A AOGAT AT AT OOACAA 11 AT A )1 A0 £EOE

kid down a level or two on the behavioral progress chart for something aenocuous as a

kiss on the cheek. In their view, interpersonal relationships were a roadblock on the path to

recovery. There was also the painful fact that many patients would not make it to their next

birthday. If staff were to become attached to patedh T O DPAOEAT 6O O1 11T A A
death could cause a tank in morale that might be fatal to those already fighting for their

own lives.
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The next morning, Evan was nowhere to be found. Al kept a lookout for his familiar

red pants that could be seen through the window as he approached the front door, but after
a couple weeks, she gave up.
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blocks, position the army men and throw the ball. Desg the sluggishness of his progress,
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When he was finally able to speak again, she bombarded him with questions.
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body-problem-affect-your-A O A Eleeadd in a robotic monotone.
lof explained it as best he could; } i
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They just give ne medicine that makes my nerves slower, so when my body parts change,
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learn about proper building technique. If this one yet again fails, | believethrashing is in
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Christmas tree with an ornament hung near the top.

It was 5:00 in the morning when lof was awoken by whispers in the hallway. One staff
person was telling another that patient number 0388 was to have surgery on their eye.

YT £#60 EAAOO 1 AADPO8 4EAO xAO 1180 101 AAOA (A
better listen. They were saying that her left eye, if not removed within twentfour hours,
would crumble into white powder capable of transmitting Asbestos Leprosy to anyone who
AOAAOEAA EO ET8 )1 &£ 0 OOI i AAE O/oppEdontd His EAA AA
back. What could have caused this sudden change in her health for the worse?

Lying in bed, staring up at the ceiling, lof felt sick. He began to think he might have
contracted A.L. himself. His heart was certainly crumbling into somethinglis whole body
ached. He thought of her alone, cold, clothed in nothing but a gown, wearing a brave face
but shivering on the inside. He wished he could see her one last time before the surgery.



63

Was it too late? Had they wheeled her into the operating roomiready? There was no way
the staff would let him leave his room at such an early hour let alone be a guest in the OR.

He had an idea. The ventilation grate on the wall above his bed must be connected to
the OR somehow. If he could crawl through it andinid his way there, maybe he could wave
to her before they put her under and began the surgery. On the outside, Al seemed to be
made of iron. But what was going through her head right now? Would something like this
OAAOA EAOe ) £ O1 hA @EARIGAES ARA @ ARORAT @D 1T AAWAE OE
any friends or relatives visit either. They were too afraid of the white dust that might flake
from one of her body parts and infect them.

O)80A Ci O 61 Ci OAA EAORTE) OLAADAT BB BEAR UER
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Still in his pajamas, he stood on the bed. The grate was just below the angle of the
ceiling. lof was tall for his ag, skinny with long arms. He hooked his fingers around the
Al 01 A6 T &£# OGEA COAOA AT A OOCCAA8 )O xI1 OI AT 60O
screws that had been painted over. Perhaps with a screwdriver, he could chip away at the
paint and loosenthecOA OAx O EOOO AT 1 OCE O xAAEAT OEA COA
the wall. Of course, tools of any kind including pens and pencils were considered
contraband. What could he use? He scanned the room, looking for anything he could break
apart to create a makeshift tool. Something hard and straight would be ideal. Then he
remembered. He kept a lucky penny hidden between the bed frame and the mattress.

Hopefully the staff had not gotten to it during the last room sweep.

He lay on his stomach and snakelis hand into the space. He fished around until his
index finger grazed something hard and metallic. He retrieved the 1997 penny from its
EEAET ¢ Pl AAA8 4EA COAAT 1 @EAAOEIT OOOAAEO OEA
face were still there. Perfet He spent the next few minutes chipping away at the paint
covering the screw heads, which came off with surprising ease.

With the paint all gone from the screws, he began the painstaking process of twisting
them loose enough so that the grate could bein aside. It was frustrating work and he
i ATACAA OI CAO A AEED | £ PAET O OOOAE O1 AAO EE
ears for the sound of footsteps and lie back down when the nurse making the rounds
peeked in with their flashlight.

After thirty minutes of unscrewing, lying back down and unscrewing some more, he
finally got the grate loose enough to tear out. He had to do it quickly, like a baadl,
because the noise would certainly attract the attention of the staff.

| EAUR EAOA CiAO8 p8cs

On three he pulled with all his might and ripped the grate from the wall. He had no
OEI A O1T x1 OOuU AAT 0O xEAOEAO OITATTA EAA EAAOA
He hoisted himself into the shaft, reached down and replaced the grate.

The dust male him cough. He felt an oncoming sneeze but averted it by pressing hard
against the bridge of his nose with both of his index fingers, a technique Al had taught him.

He crawled and crawled, tearing aside spider webs and crunching mouse and
cockroach carcases with his knees. It was pitch dark except for little umbrellas of light
pouring in from grates connected to other rooms. He could hear voices behind him. They
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sounded frantic. They were searching for him. He had to find his way to the OR fast. He

knew it was somewhere to the West. The sun was always visible through the dayroom

xET Al x ET OEA 11T OTEITch AT A E1T OEA AOGATEITC EO
had to use his instincts. His desire to find Al, his concern and his love for her wdwuide

him there.

There were shouts from all directions. An alarm had begun to sound. An escaped
patient from the rare disease ward must have been a huge deal whether or not they were
contagious.

There was a fork in the path. Right, left or straight? Heald no time to waste. His
intuition said left, so he went left.

More shouts, more banging, beams of flashlights shining into grates ahead and behind.

(AGA EAOGA OF EAAD 1T EOA O A iETEiOiVEE EA xA
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the OR was.

After a while, the noises stopped and he found himself above a bathroom. Where was
EOe (A xAO AACEITEI ¢ O PATEA8 (ABA AAAT AOAXx
OR. He sighed. For the first time since he began this venture, he felt doubt seeping inso h
resolve.
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probably got my exits blocked and are just waiting for me to come tothes 6 ( A Al AT AEA
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He stretched out, prepared to give up, when his ears picked up a comation of
sounds coming from somewhere ahead. There was a rhythmic electronic beeping mixed
with the rushing of air and muffled voices.
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The sounds of surgery, it had to be. He felt a surge of adrendi®@ 4 EEO xAO EO8 |
made it. Al was straight ahead. He got to his knees and started crawling once more. Then he
heard a sound that made his excitement turn to stone and crack into a million pieces.

O(AUAG
He craned his head as far to the right as it woulgo.
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was having her optic nerve severed by a diamontipped scalpel.

There was a creaking sound as the guard attempted to squeeze through the opening
which was not designed for anyone, let alone a full grown man to fiito.

lof crawled frantically. The beeping and mechanical whooshing were getting louder.
He was very close.

O* 000 A mEAx 11 O0A EAAOhSd EA 1 O60i OOAAS

There was no use keeping quiet anymore. He kept crawling. He brushed aside an
abandoned moth cocoonandpeele ET O OEA COAOA AAIT x EEI8 (A
OOAOET ¢ Ob AO EEIi 8 4EAOA xAOI 60 A OEICIA EITEI
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her face and her eyelid was being pried open with a weird retracting device. There were
three surgeons clad lkad-to-toe in caps, masks, gloves and scrubs. One of them held a shiny
blade and was about to make the first incision.
O!'1 86 xEEOPAOAA YT A& 0O) AAi A OF OAA Ul 68 )
He felt a hand grab his shoe.
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which crashed through the ceiling and landed on top of Al and the three surgeons, crushing
OEAi 8 11680 AUAhRh xEEAE EAA AAAT AEOI T ACAA EOI I
crumbled, sending spores of Asbestos Lepsy flying through the room like dandelion
seeds in April.
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Welcome to the Corporation
Mitchell Waldman

The sign over the door says "Welcome to-Xix Products.” There's a picture of a
dolphin next to the "x." Tom wonders what that means as he pulls tidoor open.
Three months after the grand hoopla of the graduation event, the image of hundreds
of tossed mortarboards falling from the sky, his life, with squealing brakes and a
thunderous crash, hit the wide black wall of Work. Still living at home and t&fr sixteen
interviews (the sociology degree not winning him many points in the job world), he was
ready to throw in the towel, take the management trainee position at Burger City, when a
woman from A-Vix called him and said he had the job if he wantedaind when did he want
O OO0AOOe 4EAO0OBO0 xEU EA8O EAOA ET EEO xEEOA A
EO8O0 TAAOI U AOOOET ¢ 1 £EA£ EBCGsehiOdhidipeeredt Al 1 EO U
expectations, a burst of the bubble, or the shinface of Reality grinning, canines exposed,
winking its cynical, blood shot eye athimzAOO OEAO EO xEU EA8O EAOAN
this August day.

A smiling, crewcutted security guard greets him at the front desk.

O09AOed OEA 1 Ap atHnh BeXxleard his thibdt HEsmies.

"Hi, I'm here to see..."

"Name," the frowning man says, staring at his computer keyboard.

"Tom Jinks. It's my first day. I'm the new order processor. I'm here to see...."

"Wait, wait, wait. Slow down. Thdirst name is Tom. FO-M?"

"Yes, Tom, TO-M, although | know some people write it like Thom, HH-O-M, but
l..."

"Okay," the guard says, having hunted and pecked the three letters with his left and
right index fingers. "Now, slowly, again, your last nan®&

"Jinks."

"That's it?" the guard says, staring up from his keyboard at Tom, like he's hiding
something.

"Yes, I'm sorry. Jinks is all there is." He grins a goofy grin, just stops himself from
letting loose a jittery burst of laughter.

"Jinks, okay And how do you spell that?" asks the security man, "Dom," as it says on
his red and white name tag, although Tom thinks maybe this is a misspelling for his real
name or condition, the "i"* in his name having been accidentally substituted with an "0."” The
man is sitting there staring at his keyboard with intense concentration, a sweat droplet
starting to run down his forehead.

"FI-N-K-S."

The man waves one hand in the air. "No, no, no! Not so fast. J (tap) I, okay (tap), got
that one...."

It's all that Tom can take. He spurts out "My God, man, you call yourself a
receptionist?"

The man looks up at Tom, his eyes hard like bullets. Tom wonders if he spoke too
quickly, if the man, Dom, has a gun.

"Listen, pal, I'm asecurity specialist not a receptionistaand I'm doing the best | can.
Just give me the rest of your name."



67

Tom sighs. "Okay, where was 1? Okay, | gave you J andK-8| that's all that's left."
"Not really,” Dom says, "Okay, hold on, *K-S. Got it. Now, now, next question. Date
of birth?"

Half an hour later, Tom is sitting in an office on the seventh floor of the-¥Aix
building that looks something like a hotel suite. In front of him, sitting behind a huge
mahogany desk, is a large man wearing a white tie with a Mickey Mouse face on itpking
a cigar, spouting smoke throughout the office. It's all Tom can do to keep himself from

AT 6CEET ¢ch AT A EA AAT AAOAI U OAA OEA 1 AT EI

supervisor.
"Now, Jinks, listen, it's not going to be easy, the kindwbrk you're going to be doing.

We work with a very specialized product in the marketplace. It's a highly sought after
product | can tell you. If you have any questions at any time, just break in."

"l do have a question, Mister Reed."

"Yes, Tom, go ahegdvhat is it?"

"What exactlyis this product?"

The man behind the desk starts coughing and hacking. He looks like he's having
trouble breathing. His cigar slips from his hand and falls on the desk next to a stack of
papers as he starts sliding down in s leather seat. Tom is beside himself, doesn't know

what to do. Should he call someone, yell for help, move from his seat at least, open the door,

dial someone on the telephone (get up and just sort of slip away from this place altogether
and try the wantads again tomorrow?) or should he should he.... What if he's having a
coronary or a seizure or aneurysm or something, this man he just met and doesn't know
from Adam? The man is turning blue, it seems, through the smoky haze of the office. And
why the hellis he smoking cigars, anyway? Don't they have municipal regulations against
this?

Finally, against his better judgment, Tom gets out of his chair and walks around the
desk. Jason Reed is lying on the floor with his eyes closed. Tom's heart beats wildly.
envisions paramedics standing around the man, police questioning Tom, and, most horrible
of all, he envisions himself sitting over the man, trying to give him moutto-mouth
resuscitation. An involuntary shiver runs through his body.

Tom gasps then assuddenly, the man's eyes bug open and he starts laughing. "Got
ya' there for a minute, didn't I, Jinks? You thought | was having a heart attack or a seizure
or an aneurysm or somethin’, didn't ya'?"

Tom laughs weakly. "No, Mr. Reed, nothing of the kinidust thought..." His mind
was a blankWhat is going on in this place?

The man gets up off the floor, dusting his dress slacks off, adjusting his Mickey
Mouse tie back, so that, once again it's crooked, and sits back in his seat.

He clears histhroah OEAT OAUOh O. 1T xh Ol AAAOAOGO
produce is simply referred to by our employees as 'the product.’ That is our tradition here
and that is howyou will refer to it as, young man, do you understand?" Reed's face has
turned quite serious, almost angry now. Is the product drugs, Tom wonders? Is everyone
here high on "the product"?

"Yes, okay. But wouldn't it be a little easier working with something if | knew what it
was | was working with? | mean, what's all the secrecy about?" He ges slightly to infer

yile)
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his next question is a joke. "I mean, we're not talking about heroin here, or cocaine, or
anything illegal like that, right?"

Reed sits stonyeyed behind the desk.

"Or arms to third-world countries, you know, nuclear warheads, obiological
weapons, or the secret formula to the sauce for the Big Mac or anything, are we?"

Still Reed sits stonefaced, not batting an eyelash. His face seems to have turned
redder. Meanwhile, his cigar is smoldering on the desk, an orange glow stadiat the
corner of one of the stacks of papers it landed by, the paper starting to curl up and
disintegrate at the edges.

Reed's trance ends as he grabs the cigar, plants it back in his mouth, and points at
Tom with a stubby index finger.

"How can | putthis to you so that you will understand?" he says, a smile turning up
the corners of his lips just slightly, his face red like a medium rare steak. "You will refer to
the product as 'the product.' Do | make myself clear?"

OO04EA POl AOAOo8e

"Yes, 'theproduct.™ They continue to stare at each other, Tom following two beads
of sweat working their way down the left side of the beefy man's face. Then, abruptly, Reed
snaps to, leans forward and stubs his cigar out in an ashtray at the very front corner aéh
desk, and next, in a quick motion, douses the small fire in his stack of papers with a smack
of his hand. He is left staring at Tom with a smile on his face. "Not that there is anything
illegal or immoral about what we produce. There are no secrets hed any kind, actually.

It's just company policy, right from up high that we never refer to our product as anything
but 'the product.' That's the way Mr. Dusseldorff, our president, wants it, and if that's what
he wants, that's the way it goes around heréf, you catch my drift. Okay, Mr. Junks?"

"Jinks."

"What? What's that?"

"My name's 'Jinks,' not 'Junks.

"Yes, yes," he says, narrowing his eyes at Tom, a thin smile forming on his lips. "I'm
sure it is."

He's sitting at his new cubicle, where he'been left by Reed's secretary to wait for
EEO Ei il AAEAOA OOPAOOEOI 08 j! PPAOAT Ol U 2 AAA xA
therefore making Reed his not so immediate, or distant superviso?AT Ah EAS8 O AAAT (
the secretary, his immediate supeP EOT O EO AAOOAIT T U OF AA OAAEAOO!/
There are white walls to his left, in front of him, and to his right. A telephone at the back left
corner of his desk, and a wire irout basket to his right. A thick manual sets before him,
which he's been instructed to spend some time reading, to kill time, he assumes. He opens
it up. The front page starts, "Welcome to A/ix Products, home of worldrenowned fine
guality products. As an employee of A/ix, you have opened up your life to an exciting
world of new opportunities for career advancement, job fulfillment and satisfaction. As a
member of the AVix Products group...."
"Close that right now, before you get sucked into the propaganda.” Tom swivels
around in his chair. A shorthaired brunette in a black dress with thick blackframed
glasses stands before him, hugging a legal pad and pen to her chest. "Sally Goforth," she
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says, extending a hand and, in the process, dropping her legal pad. "Oh, shit, I'm so clumsy,"”
she says.

"Here,letmegetEAO A& O UT Ohe 411 OAUORh AOO EA8O OI
up the pad.

"You have to remember that anything you read, anything anyone here tells you,
none of it is true. It's all a cover up."

"A cover up," he says, looking right at her.

"Yes," ie says, a small, sly smile on her face now.

"A cover up for what?"

"Well," she says, looking down at her shoes now, and looking back up at him after a
second. "A cover up for what they don't want you to know."

"Uhh, | see,” Tom says, wondering if theaman is all there.

"Well, anyway," she says, hugging the legal pad to her chest, and extending her free
hand, "welcome aboard."

He shakes her hand limply. "Thank you. | guess."

She turns to leave, then, just when he thinks she's gone, peeks back arotheledge
of his cubicle and whispers. "Don't trust anyone, or anything you hear. That's my final bit of
advice." Then, as soon as she appeared, she's gone.

He goes back to reading his manual. He reads for about three minutes before
someone else knocks othe edge of his cubicle. He cocks his head. It's a thin woman with
curly blonde hair in a white pants suit. She's carrying a clipboard. "Tom?" she says.

"Yes." She smiles at him and extends her hand. "I'm Muriel Cole, "your Team
Leader."

"Nice to meety Oh - OOEAIl he EA OAUOh OEAEEI ¢ EAO EA

EEI OAl £/¢ 0317 OEAO x1 OI A T AEA T A A 4AAT &I 1117 x
O7EAOed OEA OAUOh 11T EEIC AO EEI xEOE A& CC
O.1 OEET ¢ch 171 OEET¢8 *000 A 1 EOOI A ETEARS EA

i ARUTTA OEA O7EAOed6q OAAI OI OAAAO AO Alilnh EO

she says: "Tom, | want to welcome you to-¥ix products. Have you figured it out yet?"
"Figured out what out?"
"Good, good, that's very good," she says, raisiage eyebrow, and quickly jotting
something down on her clip board. He has no idea what's she's talking about or writing. She
grabs his arm suddenly. "Come on, I'll give you a tour of the place.” Then she pulls him out
of his chair with a strength thathew 01 AT 80 A@PAAO AOT I A xT 1T AT 1/
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bathroom down here to your right, the copy/fax room, the computer server room, the file
Ol 116 j OxEAOAhS MOKIAOCKHA UIGE AxiA TEAADED AO AT T AA
conference room, which has a long square desk in it with about twenty chairs around it.
But, along the way, she skips a couple rooms, one with a large asterisk on it, another with a
guestion mark on it. At the first of these rooms, he asks her about it as they pass. She stops
suddenly in the hallway, looks at him, then, says nothing, but jots a note on her pad. Then
she moves forward, apparently expecting him to follow, with no further explanation. When
they pass, without comment, the room with the question mark on the door, he decides it
would be better not to ask, lest she stop and jot another note about him on her pad.
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After the tour of these other rooms, she brings him around to meet some of his new
coworkers z Andy, Ray, June, Marty, Paul . . . and several others. Too many to remember. All
with pale complexions, dull clothes and unforgettable faces. They could all fit into one big
Al x1 T &£ FAT 11T x AIBPITUAAO 1T 0 OO0AhthdmAMadiza AO - O
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glances to his left at Cole who he suspects will be jotting a note about this, batirprise--is
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company leash, he thinks).
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At his cubicle Muriel gives him a fifteen minute description of what his job entails
answering the phone, entering the orders on the computerized order sheets, printing them
out and stacking them in the wire inout basket on his desk one copy on the top one on
OEA AT 6061 inh OEA DPOT PAO 1 AT 1 AGxHroductd havedhOET ¢ OE
EAI D UI O OI AAus 8 8AOA8 AOA8 j O4EA Al OEOA DOI
pagetwentyOx T h o - OOEAT OAl | OrnetdidergBat willbAroteB HOA AOA )
EEI AO xAllh All 1T&£ xEEAE OAOAOAEAO EEO AOOEI
AT OAOOAOCEIT xEOE - OOEAI h AO O xEAO AgAAOI U
anyone insane!
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Internet orders, processing them in the folder on the computer where incoming orders are
OOAAEAA8 #OOEiI 601 Uh OEA 1T OAAOO OAU OEIiDPIU 0.0
CEOA A A OOOidieds@bddhe totalipricdr ThArd is a description of the Item as
well, which says on Product A, Product B, Product C, etc. The prices vary from $1.95 to
$1995.00, the product letter coinciding with the price, A being the cheapest, XX being the
most expensve. It is very strange. Is this a money laundering scheme? A drug trafficking
scheme? Are they selling secret classified intelligence information to other governments?
Or is it a used auto parts operation? Who knows and who can tell. In the manual he ssou
every word for a clue, but none is to be found.

This is the damnedest job he has ever had.
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runs across the room with the question mark on it and slows down. He stops firont of the
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locked but tries the handle anyway. He turns it and, surprise, it opens, but what he sees
xEAOBO ET OEAA EA 1 AOO 1 OO hénladksiarbundiabahn toséel OAO O
if anyone has noticed him. But the coast is clear. His heart is pounding. His palms are
swearing.

Could he really have seen what he saw? Five or six suits hung up not just on hangers

but on what looked like human skeletons dagling from hangers? He must have been
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imagining it. He takes a deep breath, looks both way down the hall, then calmly turns the
AT T O EATATA ACAET h AOO OEEO OEIi A EOB8O0 11 AEAAS

When he gets back to his desk, he starts answering the phone. Apparently, Muhias
gotten his line hooked up.

(A AT OxAOO OEA PDPEI T A EIl-Vidroductd BAOdnbasdsA OA | A
Ui & O1 AAUed

O(AU OEAOAh PETEAAA8 , A0 I A EAOA ¢t OTEOO

O#AOOAETT U8 .1 bDOT AT AI 86 (A T PAftdHodOD EEO A
OAUebd

0916 ci 6 O i AGEET C CcOIl xET ¢ ET UiI OO AAOOGe 9
Okay. Maybe just a cranky old guy.

(A CAOO OEA T ATB80 1TAI Ah AAAOAOOh AOAAEO AA
Product X, and the total comes up automaticgll $ 32,833. Wow, this guy must have a large
credit limit on that card.

"O00h xEAO OEA EAI 18 -AUAA EASIIT CEOA EO A
cohmnmnm OEA CcOUBO AOUEIT C AT A 4711 EAO 11 EAAA x
arrested for?(On his tour with Muriel, he had noticed various cameras located near almost
every exit and doorway. There was even one on the way to the restroom. What was that all
about?

031 h -08 $0i AOh x1 O1 A xUWWADBAEAERAD UTTO CGEEOAOA ExAA
I 00 1T £ 1 ETA8 4EAO0 xAO AARAEET EOAI U 110 ET OEA A

There was silence at the other end of the line for a moment. Then the old crab burst
I 609 O7EAO OEA EAI T h AOA Ui O OITT A EETA T &£ O A

supervisororsd AOEET Ce $1 UI O ETiTx Eilx 11T1T¢C )8OA AAA
Al I BAT Ueo

1O OEA x1 OA OOOPAOOEOI Ohoe 411 AT &6 A DPAT EA
xAOA AOGEEI ¢ A O EEO OOOPAOOEOI 086 (1 x xi1OIA O

O(Ah EAh EOOOumaAs. Nobfteask iAtended. Bubtirying @ &ee$the
OPEOEOO Obh AAA A T EOOIA 1T AOGEOU O Ui 60 AAuUs
AEOOO AAU 11 OEA ET A8d

O(A8 9AAEh TEAU8 $1160 x1I OOU8 4EEO EO EOOO
pril AAGO T U T OAAO AT A CAO OEA O000&EZE 100 EAOA8S 4

OwgdAAI 1 AT 08 4EATE UiI 08 )61l DOT AAOOG- OEAOD 1
6E®@ 00T AOAOO OEATEO Ui O & O Ui OO AOOET AOO8 (A
in the manual.)

O3AT A O Ui b6bh Ui dic T AT8 3AT A O Ul 686

Now what the hell was that all about, the blessed business? This place was getting
funnier by the minute.

As he sits there staring at the phone, an email pops up on his screen. From Lloyd

Lawson, AVIX# %/ 8 (A T BPAT O Ob OEA Ai AEi 8 ) 080 OAIlI EEI
AOOET AGO EO Al x1 CcATAOCAI1TU AOO OEAO OEAOASO 1
DOl #ZEO 1 AOCET EO OOAAI Ah OEA Ai AEl OAUOG8 )1 £

figures, free donuts have been place at the file cabinets that border each group of cubicles.
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He hears a sigh, a sort of collective sigh, then sees people, coworkers, droving past
EEih Oi ETETCch Oi AAEET C 1 EDPOh OOAAdévhitetOEAEO EA
shirted stout man with black-framed glasses say as he walks by, Tom feeling the breeze as
he walks by. Something out of a comic, a cartoon. He gets up and peers around the corner.

AEAOABO A Oi All EAOA 1T £ PAI PIAAIKNDDT @1 IAEGA LA AD

PAOOIT OAUOh O) EOOO i1 6A Al OAAAOOU Ail1 00086
O/ EAUhS 411 OAUOh EI 1T AEI C AAAEh EAADEI ¢ EEI

OEl OCE EA EAA 11 O0EEIC O AAO OEEO i1 OTETGC AT A

little bizarre. TEAUS OA AT 1 O0OOh £ O #EOEOOAEAOS

* 000 AO EABO OOAT AET ¢ OEAOA xEOE AOIi O AOi1 O

0) 060 COAAO xEAO OEAOA ¢cOuO Al & O OEA AT
Ol x1 OEed

He turns around to face the person with thexuberant high- pitched voice.

0) AT1860 ETT xhdé 411 OAUOG8 0O) 080 I U EAEOOO A

O) OEIT OCEO Ui O 111 EAA O ZAT El EAO8G

09 Abho EA OAUO8 O)6i OAOU O1 ZAT EI EAO806 (A
an awkward moment in their conversation.

O3 0ABQEAAI Aho OEA xI1i AT OAUO8 3EA3O A bl Ol
1T x OEAGO EiIT AEI ¢ EAO Oi All EATA 1060 O EEI 8
7EAT EA 1T AOO ¢i 1T &£ EAOO EA ZAAT O OEA OAOEAOA
wipe it off (his first inclination), too awkward, with her standing right there.

O!'T UxAUh xA1 AT T A8 8 80

O41i8 4ii *ETEO80

O7AIT AT i Ah 411 *ETEOh ¢l AA O EAOA Ui O AAT A

(A EAAT O A OOAAAT OEEAZO ET OEA OsEkbh EAAI O
why, but rests against his cubicle wall, which seems more than a little flimsy.

Stacy grabs his arm with a meaty hand.

O! OA Ui & T EAUed OEA AOGEOS

O9AAER T EAUhRhS EA OAUOh OEAT OOOAECEOAT O 0Ob
TTx8 OEOAOOCEAOAT 8O ci 6O I A OAA 1 AcCcO UAOS8O

She looks at him oddly. It was a joke, he wants to say. One that followed the
O7AT AT T A AAT AOA8o6 . AOAO 1 ETAh EA OEET EOS

O7Ail 1T h AO 111T¢c AO Ui OG60A Al 1l OECEOS8G

0)d8i &E£ETAh £EET Aho EA OAUGoNndglitQGdsbdw@erd ££& OEA
he is, in fact, all right.

O/ EAUR xAl 1l EZ£ Ui O 1TAAA Al UOE-EMZRiGghO EO
AT xT OEAO EAI 1T xAUuho OEA OAUOh DI ET OET ¢ Al

O0' OAAOh 30AAU8 4EAT EOS86

1O EA6O xAEEBI GOAAAEAOCORI I 10606 001 O ET O1T AT
busy sucking cream out of a donut in his napkin as he walks, penguin like, to watch where
EA6O CI EITCS8

031 OOUho 4711 OAUOS

O.1Th T U AAAhd OEA 1 AT OAUO8 (A6 GrtOET OO0 AT A
cropped beard.
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After a moment of awkwardness, the other man extends his napkin hand, but it has
cream on it and, thinking better of it, withdraws it.

O31 OOURS EA OAUO ACAET 8 O-A1 "AclOig 910 10

O(OEe / Eh UAAEh OERAl HAXAEA8 47118 411

-Al OIi EIT AG8s O'1TT A 61 1 AAO Ui 6 *ETEO8 4EAU
4EAU T AOAO OEET E AAT OO AT ET C AIUOEETQ Il EEA OE
I OEAO PI AT Oh )YB8A AA ETTTOAA O Al EA 1 01 AE O

O#1 T 1 hAOAXxBOUE AA COAAOS8G

471 OA1T 1O -Al xEAOA EA8O 11T AAOCAAR AT A - Al

he goes back to his donut and on his way back to his cube.

For two and a half hours he takes orders over the Internet and over the phone, all
thA OEiI A OOUET ¢ Oi POU ET &£ Oi ACGETT 10606 1T £ OEA |
but not getting one bit of information. A couple of the customers are almost laughing at
EEih 1TEEA EO8O A AEC EI EA8 | £0Aton aknost iidkdsA OE A
OEA ET A ET OAOAOOEIT ¢8 wOAOU 11 AA ET A xEEIA
OEEO xAU 1T £ O01 AAEET ¢ Obp AAEET A EEih OPITEETC
(A0 EOOO OO OEA PEITT A Atubdwalk iEeAooks updE AOAG O
see Mel, the donut eater.
O&EOA O OxAl OAh 4118 7EAO Al UA8 OAUe ! Al
he open his mouth to answer than Muriel shows up with her clipboard and a strange look
on her face.

O

041l ed

O9ABDEATi ed EA BABGBRAxBOOETI ASEAIARAEAT AOT 80 1 EE

0)si1l AT A AAAEnho - Al OAUOh xAOEIT ¢ch OEAT «x

O0- 08 2AAA x1 O1 A 1TEEA O OAA Ui d E1I EEO | £EE

O(A x1 Ol Ae /1 EAUR ) xAO EOOO AMd 80 8&isaci Of

O9AAER xAllh 118 (A TAAAG O OAA UI O 11 xh
clipboard, tapping absently on it with her pencil.

O300Ah T EAURSG 411 OAUO8 4EAT CAOO 6P AT A E
think.

She bringshimmtoREA8 O 1T £#ZEAAh ET T AEOh OEAT 1 AAOGAO E

his desk with a cigar, just like he had been this morning.
2AAA xAOAO EEI EIT 8 O#1i A ETh OEOh OEOh Ul Ol
Reed is smiling at him as Tom sits in the leather chair.
O4Eiho EA OAUOS

O41hi6 411 AT OOAAOOS

O7TEAOQeo

O-U TAITAB8O 4171 h 110 4EI 86

O/ Eh T Eh UAOG8 31 00U AATI 66 OEAOG8 )81 O1 OOUh
CiTETC O EAOA O1 1AO Ui O ciso

411860 OO0i I AAE OEIT EO8 (AA A AOOOI T AO Al i bl AE

O)O0 EO Oi1i AWEEORC )6 IAEGIeOQUEm E) 811 OOU O AT |

O.Th T1Th EOG8O 11 O0OEEITC 1 EEA OEAOhe 2AAA OAUO
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0! TAU 1T FEEe " OOATUITEOOE B G8 EEOAA [ A )
Reed shakes his large head, and bellows with laughter that turns into a coughing fit. .
(TPAEOI T UR 4171 OEETEOh EA x1160 xET A OP 11 OE

O#A1 ) CAO Ui O OiiT A xAOGAO 1O OiiAOEEICebd
Reed waves him off, as the coughing fit diesdowd.) 6 1 £ET Ah ) 81 £ET Ah

AAT 6O OEAOG8 ) 0860 OEAOA AAI1T OEET COhoe EA OAUON
i Ah AOO88 8 )81 EOOO O11T T1 A ATA OOOPEA O1 AE
Reed gets up from behind his desk and walks overto Tom,plisE O EAT A 11 411
shoulder.
0)6i O1T Oou AAT 6O OEEOh 4Ei8 )O080 11 OEET C x
| ET1 O6AO Aci #0011 11 EECEh Al Obi OAOGA EAAANOAOO
OEi AGs 4EAOA8O 11 OEET C ) AAT Al AAT 6O EOS86
411 OAubh AT BEAQAOO Obs
031 0ouhoe OEA T1AAO I AT OAUORh O) xEOE OEAOA

Tom is at the door now, walking down the hall.
0" AOGO T &£ 1 OAE O1 Ui Obho EA EAAOO AARAEET A EEI
i AE1T 8 | A£011 AEARDBEXCODES .1 EAOA
Tom walks to the elevator, presses the button, then steps into the padded metal box
of the elevator, which zooms down and opens its doors on the main floor. He walks into the
I TAAUhRh PAOO OEA OOCAAOOEOU AOGE®OAIN Ardd 60 IADAT O
up as Tom, feeling like an apparition, floats through the corporate ozone, through the
revolving door, back out onto the street of the Market, the Economy, the Times, and
Unemployment, where he loosens his tie, to breathe, breathealks across the bridge,
where he stops, rips the tie off his neck and tosses it into the water, where it floats for a few

feet, then sinks down, down, beneath the sudsy green surface, never to be seen again.
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The Subway Men
Steve Slavin

The subway statims in Brooklyn Heights were built hundreds of feet below ground
level. The trains that stop there are either emerging from or about to enter a tunnel that
was dug under the East River more than a century ago. There are three large elevators at
both the Clak Street and Court Street stations to accommodate the rush hour crowds of
commuters.
"O00 OEAOA Al AOAOI OO0 AT 160 ¢i Al1l OEA xAuU Al
i AUUAT ET Ah xEEAE EO A £ ECEO Ob A&£01i 0G&A O00AOD
on their own. Of course, this is no problem for the 98 or 99 percent of us who can manage
stairs. But the disabled, the frail and elderly, or parents with strollers are out of luck.
Still, there are often kind souls who are willing to assist these fotkdown the stairs.
There was a young man in a wheathair who | sometimes saw at the Clark Street Station.
My friend, Susan, introduced us one morning. He sat in his chair at the top of the stairs,
waiting for someone-- anyonez to carry him down to the gation.
(A Al xAUO x1T OA A OOEOh AT A AOGEAAT OI U x1 OEAA
there, waiting. So, after having been introduced to him his name was Johiz whenever |
OAx EEI ) xI OI A OAuh O(E *TEThoe AT A OEAT AAOO
Trust me, he was very, very light, or | never could have done it on my own. Sometimes
another person would come along and offer to help.
| was in constant fear of tripping, or of having someone knock into me. What if | lost
my balance? Even macho men are s@times scared.
7EAO0 ) &I OT A O OOOAT CA xAO OEAO *TET 1AOGAO
ETTx EZ£ EA AT Ol AT86O0 OPAAEh 1T O EOOO AET OA 1160
| think that many passengerg those who bothered to think about itz must have
admired John for making sch a difficult commute each day and managing to support
himself. In sharp contrast, subway riders are regularly pestered by panhandlers who go
from car to car, loudly proclaiming their tales of woe, and asking for spare change.
And here was someone whavas certainly much worse off, going to work every day,
and never saying a single word.
AEAOAGO AT1T OEAO 1 AT )B60A OAAT 11 OEA OOAxAU
he never speaks.
He gets around on a square plywood platform, about 30 inches b &ches. You
would think it would be supported by four wheels, perhaps skate wheels. But no wheels are
visible.
He holds the handles of two circular chunks of rubber or plastic, which he uses to
propel himself by pushing them against the floor. He remirglme of Sidney Poitier in the
movie, Porgy and Bess.
He always wears a sleeveless tee shirt. His bulging biceps, triceps, forearrand his
powerful torso give him the look of a serious weighifter.
| figured out that his platform is supported by asingle skate wheel. This was even
before | actually saw for myself that it did. And that he would not have been able to get
from one car to another if he had more than that one wheel. Even a second whe#it
alone a third or fourth z would have almost ertainly slipped between the train cars.
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He kept a tin can, about the size of a ofund coffee tin, directly in front of him. He
would propel himself a few feet forward, then lift his can. Almost everyone put money into
the can.

It would take him a fewminutes to work his way through the car. He never asked for
OOPAOA AEAT CA86 (A TAOAO OAEAh O4EATE Ui b6 10O
can.

Sometimes he was accompanied by a boy, who looked about six or seven. Was this his
OlTe 7AO0 AIARQ AHEAEA O x1 OE AAUeo !'TA AEA OE?X
risking his life every day he went to work?

When they got to the end of the car, the little boy would open the door and step
between the cars. The man would catch hold of the door as they reached to open the
door of the next car.

Sometimes they did this when the train was moving, and sometimes when it was at a
station. The question in my mind was this: How could he possibly get from one car to the
next? There was a small gap betweeihé carsz about three or four inches.

| watched him closely. He would propel himself forward, quickly reach under the cart,
and somehow yank it an inch or two off the floor, and manage to land on the edge of the
next car. When he was alone, he had to immiiately grab the door handle, pull open the
door, and roll himself into the car.

Each time | saw him do that, | could feel my heart in my throat. | wanted to discuss
this with the other passengers, but we were all probably too embarrassed to say anything
It would have been far too colehearted for strangers to have that conversation.

I never mentioned the subway men to anyone in the neighborhood, although | was
AOOET 60 EZA AT UITA ET Ax AT UOEETI C AATI 66 AEOGEAO
and even that information was seconedor third -hand.

Long after | had moved from the Heigts, | ran into my old friend, Mary. If anyone had
any information about the subway men, it was she. A Heights resident for most of her life,
she always had the latest gossip.

But when she asked if | remembered the guy with the platform, | had a terribledling.

Seeing the panicked look on my face, she broke into a wide grin.

)y AOAAOEAA A AAADPD OECE 1 &£ OAIEAZE8 '1A ) OAE
about the same guy.

4EAT OEA AOGEAAR O71 01 A Ui O OAU Galadihe EO AT U
other guys with wooden platforms who go caito-A A O e 6

Yy TTAAAA OUAOGS8SG

She smiled. And then, watching closely for my reaction, she held up one finger.

O- AOUh Ul &6 OAx OEAO OI1A6G
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O4EARA COU EAA OOAE ET CAT OEOU8BGS

O0)1 CAT OEOU 1AT8 AAOPAOAOQE

My eyes began to tear up. This was the conversation we had both been craving. |
confessed to her how greatly | admired this man for his determination, his bravery, and for
his humility.

O!'TA EEO 11 OAhd AAAAA - AOUS

Now we were both crying.
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Baubles inthe Grass
Cassidy Trom Wellons

We bought the place because of the way it looked. Ghandred-year-old wood
paneling. Ceilings as tall dumpster edges. Wood floors than turned and turned in middle
like they were being sucked into a whirlpool, only they wetup instead of down because
the place was old and the edges of the rooms were saggy. We bought the place because we
liked these things. Or the photos of these things.
3ECEO O OAAT h OEAU OAU8 )OO xAOI 60 1 OO0 EEO0OO
our last, but who can say, we say now, the definition of last. So we moved. New city, new
1 E£EZA8 91 O06A OEETE xA EAA O1T 1 AOEET C O 1 AAOGA A
7A AEAT 80O OEAThHh ) 1 AAT S8
We had been there six months when they found her. The girl was young. Pleggings
torn at the knees. Pigtails wrapped at the ends by elastics with colored baubles in pink and
COAAT AT A Al OAs8 7A AEAT 60 ETTx EIx Ul OIC OEA
that they found her in our yard, in the back of this decrepit howes stashed between the air
AT T DPOAGOT O AT A OEA OITT1AT@ "AOT AU EAA cI O0AT
AOEI A TTOAT h "AOT AU OAEA8 7A O1T 1 A AAAE T OEAO
were. Who can imagine?
)y 06 0 AAAT A ishAdAh®@ hdude in 8lardh fput AE@nithe market and sold it
ET OEOAA AAuOs 7A AEAT 860 1 AT OEIT OEA CEOI AA
170 OET OA EETA T &£ PATPI Ah 11710 ET OEEO EETA 1
knew this. So when ve opened the house for showings, we pointed out the places where
the wallpaper had once turned pulverulent at the edges. And the spots where the ceiling
once sagged like wet paper. They never cared about these things either, but we told them
because we wee proud, because we wore the work on our shoulders like badges. We had
OOAUAA AT A EET EOEAA AAOPEOA EAOh xA xAl OAA OI
We left the city after the sale, moved back to Chicago, rented an apartment with the
i TTAU xAB8A 1 AAA gythindhaboublyf@or Abkykng, At the answer was
there. Barney signed up for cooking school. | got a job in a bookstore, working afternoons
and weekends mostly.
4EAT Ox1 11T1TOEO Acinh "AOT AU i1 OGAA 1008 ) AE
sometimeOh xEAT OEA xAAOEA0O8O AAA 10O ) xAl E DPAOGO
had too much to drink, sometimes then, | cry for her.

A
S
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Intolerable dickhead recounting a bad experience, a writing prompt from his critique group
Richard Heby

When the ocea consumed, with overpowering force, what was once my whole life,
now gonez memories, secrets, the phone number of the hot chick who works in the circus
gift shop on this festive cruise shi | did not jump after it. My phone, which was THE
iPhone 7...plis that | waited on line (or rather paid a Task Rabbit to wait on line) for 5
hours to get, was now in the ocean and | did not jump after it. | did not jump after it despite
that there's a picture of my ex on it, in the rain, with her nipples showing throgh her white
t-shirt. And what difference if | had? No amount of rice would have saved it.

When my brother died, my mom and dad came into my room to let me know, and my
mom told me to look out for my sister and be there for her, but sis was too little tanlow
him and | was too old to like him yet. He was 8, with cerebral palsy; he fell down the stairs
and collapsed a lung. No one was there when it happened. | got home from school and saw
him stiff as winter road Kill, sprawled on the staircase, his foot toching the second to last
OOAEO8 (A AEAT 860 AOGAT 1T AEA EO All OEA xAUu A

When | was in grade school | used to run up and down the stairs, taunting my brother
AAAAOOA ) AT OI A AT EO AT A EA AT Ol AT608 (A A
why that brought me such joy. Maybe because my parents were so preoccupied with him
that they rarely had time for me. | guess, Jeff, my brother, had been trying to get on those
stairs ever since.

| was 14 when Jeff died and | didn't go the funeral because mgrents suggested that
| might be too sad, and | agreed, but they took the baby because she wouldn't know better
and | went to the park instead and got a bloody nose and no one even punched me that day.
| left my bloodstained shirt on so my parents couldee but they didn't come home till late
and | was asleep.

Anyway, after my mom told me to look after my sister, my dad came up to me, pat me
on the left shoulder and said, "your whole life you just try and stay afloat, but we all end up
drowning anyway." I don't know if this was in reference to my brother and his hospital bills
(that my parents couldn't pay because they didn't have the right healthcare), or it was my
dad foreshadowing his own suicide exactly 9 months later.

So | didn't jump in because | didit wanna drown any faster than | already am...1
wanna stay afloat as long as | can and everyone thinks it's selfish but you know on
airplanes they tell you to secure your mask first before helping others, and they tell you
that for a reason, because you o4 be a help to anybody until you help yourself, well at
least that's what Jim from AA says whenever he sees me buying Colt 45 at the corner store.

"When you gonna join us again?" he asks mournfully, and instead of telling him that |
don't need his highand mighty 12 steps to god, | just say, "I've made my own peace, Jim."

)y 1 AAOGA AT A OEA Al AOE AAAO iU POOAEAOGA Oi
worth in a laborious swig in the front seat of my truck, and I think of drinking the rest and
accidertally crashing into a tree but that sounds like a pain so | just finish the first bottle
and go buy another, plus a pack of smokes, and | pay in cash.

"No store credit this time, Mr. Rob?"

"Just cash for now, my friend".

X

0
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| smoke a cigarette and think ofmy kid who | haven't seen since her first birthday and
I'll probably not get invited to another one of those after what happened to the couch and
kitchen that night, a lot of blood...but she's almost 2 now, and I've never been sober on her
birthday, not even the day of her birth, and so | want to be sober this year even if I'm not
with her. And | have no pictures of her, and | wish | could say Kelly took them all, but no,
the photos were on my phone, which is now in the ocean, so yeah, even though | would
have drowned it's true that we all drown in the end anyway, so might as well go after
something while you're still afloat.
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The Box
Anna O'Brien

Mother gave me The Box for my twelfth birthday. Upon reflection, twelve seems an
awfully tender age for sut a responsibility.

The Box was small and perfectly square, probably three inches on all sides. It was
made of thin balsa wood so soft it would savor the impression of your fingernail, embracing
the slivered dent in its grain forever.

Opening The Box omy birthday at the kitchen table under Mother's stern gaze, |
held my breath, my heart hammering against my ribs. Mother turned the oil lamp up so |
could see better and there, in The Box, stood about twenty miniature people looking up,
shielding their eyes from the glare of the lamp.

| released my breath in a whoosh, aware too late that the people in The Box felt it as
a gale. One individual fell down. | leaned forward and counted. Yes, twenty. My
responsibility now.

Twenty was a reasonable number. Motr had good sense. Twenty was enough to
feel | had a community a respectable populatiorr but small enough for a twelveyear-old
to manage. Some children | knew at school were given Boxes containing one hundred or
more? practically entire towns. | empathizedwith these classmates as they struggled to
cope with the inevitable riots and fires that broke out in their crowded Boxes. | cringed
hearing muffled, tinny shouts as the children walked the sidewalks clutching their Boxes,
their eyes red and pinched and stulders hunched with a burden they knew they could not
lift.

| was a nervous child by design, prone to crying fits at the sight of a dead dog on the
side of the road or burnt oatmeal on the stove, among other seemingly trivial events. |
couldn't trust myself to muster resolve when it was usually required and dreaded the day,
chosen by Mother and left as a surprise to me, | was to receive The Box, with all its
unknowns and unpredictability. For these reasons, | was grateful to Mother for starting me
with twenty.

At the table on my birthday, Mother then served me a piece of cornbread drizzled
with honey. | took one more look at my new responsibility, taking stock of the population's
general health and character, and replaced the lid. Eating the sweet, rdreat, | felt the
relief of a reasonable demand be crushed by the weight of what was expected of me.
Somehow, the inhabitants my inhabitants? had to survive, even thrive. The cornbread,
dry and glued with honey, caught in my throat. | choked.

Days passeand | hardly touched The Box, lifting the lid sparingly for a quick check
to remind myself they were still in there. My twenty stood quietly, peering up at me,
whenever | stole a glance. They seemed sensible. The tension in my shoulders slowly
lessened ove a few days.

It was understood, perhaps taught at school though | don't recall specifically, that we
would receive no advice on how to manage our Boxes. They were a Test. The general
message was: manage your Box and you are ready for adulthood. Managerthniature
successfully and you graduate to lifesize. It was never clear how our management was
evaluated. More disconcerting to me was that | never knew what happened to children who
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couldn't manage their Boxes to the satisfaction of this mysterious, ampotent proctor.
They just seemed to drift away.

Passive as | was, | resorted to watching my Box. My inaction was itself an action.
Sometimes as | gazed into it, silently thanking them for not building ladders to escape or
killing themselves off in masssuicide, | became aware of Mother standing in the doorway,
watching. | would turn to look at her, my eyes filled with questions | couldn't ask. She
would meet my gaze with a hard stare, devoid of anything readable then leave.

| came to understand that ovetime, every Box had its ups and downs. Some weeks,
unrest left the inhabitants maimed, some died. In other months, the population would
remain peaceful and experience growth. Some inhabitants in Boxes I'd heard about built
structures. Other times, statue or monuments were erected then destroyed. | believed that
if you paid close enough attention, you came to settle into a rhythm with your Box, perhaps
almost develop a rapport. Reports of erratic inhabitants, | decided, were merely a reflection
on a childs lack of study. | suggested this theory to Mother one day after school. She
considered me with hard eyes, lips tight and thin, dark hair in a knot at that lump where
spine meets neck.

"Perhaps," she said, refilling my milk glass and returning to a pof something on
the stove. Despite feeling deflated, | marveled that the droplets of condensation on the cold
glass would be swimmable ponds in my Box.

Some children, | learned, put things in the Box. Food, iron filings, toothpicks, thread.
Others? few, but with a large reputation? were cruel. | heard of one boy who dumped his
Box on the table and let his cat loose. Someone else took a magnifying glass against the sun
and zapped her Box's inhabitants like ants. | don't know what happened to these children,
the results of the Test kept hidden, never revealednd evento the ones who took it. Was it
pass/fail? A scoring system? | never found out.

| don't remember exactly how long | had mine. | never put anything in there, being
too pensive and frozen with indkcision to decide what exactly to add. Everything had its
pros and cons. Add water for hydration and you might drown them. Put in a paperclip for a
structure and they might make weapons. Drop a dusting of sugar for food and you could
attract ants. My Box @dn't seem to need anything. Somehow they managed ssilifficiency
without my intervention.

After a while my constant anxiety about their presence waned. The Box stayed on my
dresser. | opened it up in the evenings as | studied long division or wrote boo&ports. |
would read out loud or sometimes simply fall into an introspective trance, absennindedly
gazing into the Box, chin cupped in my hand. Mother would sometimes silently catch me in
this reverie as she stood in the doorway, only to disappear intine dark hall if | were to
turn my head.

At some point, Mother took the Box away. That was it. | don't know where it went or
what happened to those inside. Whether it was subtly indicated through filial
understanding? the deafening muteness of bloodlines or simply no news was good news,
| came to surmise | had passed.

And subsequently, | grew up.

Now, heavy with my first child, I'm aware of many new responsibilities that await
me. The care and raising of an infant; her education; how to pick what my methtaught
me to teach to her; when to give her The Box. Should I plan to do so at twelve? Or later,
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perhaps. Let her age a little more. Secretly give her the gift of time, which she will thank me
for long after I'm dead.

| gaze in the mirror and see my potruding stomach, noting now how my hair is tied
back at the base of my neck. | notice how much the woman staring back at me resembles
Mother. If | squint | can replicate her hard, dark eyes. Somehow, | feel, I'll know when the
time is right.
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Spankies
Peter Beckstrom

The long fuse snaked down my knuckles danced in the breeze working itself through
OEA OAEIT160 PAOEET ¢ | 1801k sanE ) a HArOvAidliEelad x AO |
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done. It was more than a game we played; it was a measure of manhood. | felt this pressure
O DPAO&EI Oif AOGAT 11 OA O AAO 3AI AT OEAGO AAAU Al

From the bed of his pickup, Samantha next to him, my buddy Daryl pulled at the
crotch of hisoily Wranglers. He wore them a size too small to make his package look bigger
because his exgirlfriend told the volleyball team he had a small pecker. | told him not to
sweat it because she was a loose whore. Not like Samantha. Samantha was blonde wsh t
so big you could see her rounding a corner and still have time to comb your hair and brush
your teeth. She rolled her cheerleader skirt at the waist. It sat high on her thighs. You could
see her gold spankies when she twirled.
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his Mom back on the foil and what he did to the geometry substitute with the protractor. |
twirled the fuse like the blade of a helicopter in his direction. My eyes drifted back to
3Ai AT OEAG6O OEECEOS

She was waiting for her dad Randy. Cheerleader practice had been over for thirty
i ET OOAOG8 3EA T EAA O 2AT Au AAT O@hex EAT EO AT AA
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chainsaw aisle at Fleet Farm when he thought no one was around. | crouched down behind
awbDtnm AEODPI AU AAAAOOA ) AEAT 60 x$AAAS GEAI AT AT T
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ass andshe enjoyed it. The fuse was nearly inside my palm. A pebble of sweat broke at my
temple and slid down my sideburn. | heard gravel grind beneath tires. Randy pulled up
AARAEET A $AOUI § O-toeshtBiz®witk the win&o@s dawhnA O
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got the shakes. Another inch from the fuse vanished into white, wispy smoke. It was nut up
or shut up time.
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spark eating away at the fuse. | could hear Randy jam the stick of the Bronco into park. The
vinyl crinkled as he leaned into the shotgun seat. Jitters settled into my legs. The fuse was
coming to the nub.
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Chewing the inside of her cheek, Samantha looked at her Dad then turned those blues
onme. 10l OOAA OEA OAOAAEAO OI xAOA OEA "OiITAT 80 Of

OITEA EAI1T11TxAA AO OEA OAOAAEAO Al T OAA OEA OPA
iTOA AxAus (A AEAT 60 EAOA OEI A OI OEI 0668 (A A
EAAh AOO EA xi1I OA OEEO I1TE TEEA OITATTA EOQOO
not one bit.
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deep thwomp. The air expelled from the Bronco smelled like sour Patesnd jean fart.
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pooled in the wells of his ears overflowed and trickled down the scruff of his cheeks. |
swear | could see chunks of eardrum stuck to his stubble.
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rear, passenger side wheel as a step, she got down from the bed of the pickup. On the way
you could see every square inch of her gold spankies.
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give me a piece after what | did, not a nibble. Since | was already in three shades of deep
shit for what happened, | went for the gold. My fingers spread, | dug right for the middle of
those spankies. | grabbé a handful of her that got me more than just a piece of ass.
Samantha kicked a leg out that caught me square in the reset button; checked me out
before my body met the gravel. | must have only been out for a few seconds because when
my lights came on SatAT OEA xAO ET OEA "OITTAT 60 AOEOAO OA:
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rolled up on some heifer after bar close.
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Avuncular Schadenfreude
Jack Bristow

Uncle Morgan used to always pop his head into my doorway, to inform me of the most
terrible headlines from the newspaper.
O(AuUh $AOAUR EAOA Ui O EAAOA OEA 1T AxOe 4EAOA
Germany. Killed three hundred peopleA OAT A EAx OT AAT AOOAO®G
Externally, | would always nod my head, and thank him profusely for informing me
about thelatest international tragedy. Inwardly, however, | always wondered why Uncle
Morgan took such delight in the ultimate misfortunes of others: Death. Rampant, unjust
carnage. It was almost like as though Uncle Morgan had gotten off on the misery of others.
One time | mustered up enough courage to ask my father about it, when Uncle Morgan
xAO AO OEA OOI OA8 O51T AT A -1 OCAT xAlT OGAA O1 AA
T AOGAO NOEOA xi OEAA 1 008 317 EAGO A AEOGeEAAIT OO
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people have it better than him. When their relatives die, he feels things have been evened
out,tasEO xAOA8 O0AOO I A OEAO xOAT AEh $AOAUS8OG
A few weeks later just the two of us were in the kitchen, Uncle Morgan and |. He was
making himself a baloney sandwich. | simply walked in to grab some punch from the fridge.
While | was pouring the contents from thebowl into the cup, Uncle Morgan seized me by
the arm. You could see the sick satisfaction on his face, those bushy eyebrows bobbing up
and down with expectation. There was a gleam in those turquoissolored eyes of his, |
swear.
O(AU $AOAURBDEEA GAERhAROEDI AAO8 OS$SEA UI O E
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sentence-women and children-he was practically salivating. You could almost see the spit
surrounding his lips.
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Uncle Morgan held the newspaper aloft, excitedly, passion flowing throw his hands,
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From then on, Uncle Morgan never repeated thosews stories of woe to me.
However, he still kept relaying them to my father, my mother, with the same unabashed
gusto.
One day, he was in the kitchen, repeating one particularly disturbing story to my
father.
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elbowed my old man as read this from the newspaper at the dinner table. He had the
newspaper outstretched and was reading the column to my father about the deranged
woman, high on opiates and Prozac, who had sdenly decided to kill herself and her three
children--two young boys and a small infant daughterwhen the phone started to ring. Dad
xAl EAA 1T OAO O1 OEA PEITAh DPEAEAA EO O6bP8 O-10C
phone over to Uncle Morgan, anddaw a look on his face | had never seen beferpy.
Unbridled, unrestrained joy.
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kitchen table.
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A few hours laer, Uncle Morgan returned home, a sour expression on his face.
031 h AEA Uuir & cCAO OEA OTi1 Aeo AOCEAA 111 8

O0) AiI180 xAT O O1 OAITE AAT OO EO86
Uncle Morgan went into his room, and fell into a deep depression, sleeping for days.
Dad tried to bring him food on a smhtray, but Uncle Morgan would have none of it.
O) Ai1806 xAT O O0i AAOG8 ) EOOO xAT O 061 O1 AAbps
Enter day three. Things were getting worrisome, for both mom and dad. They were
talking about bringing in a~p§yph,iatAris\t a}ng hawng Uncle Morgan taken away for something
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newspaper, The Edgewood Eagle, fromthe ddoO OAD8 ) AOT OCEO EO ET Of
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| started to read the gruesome story from the newspaper in a chipper tone, merrily,
O&ATEIT U T £ £ZEOAh AOOOGAEICE OI OO AAADAMteE EIAT ALk ODI8
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daughter Lucinda Harding, six; son Bobby Harding, seven; daughter Lindsey Harding,
fifteen; and Anthony, the family parakeet, who was found strangled inside@i AACA 8 &
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| gazed over at Uncle Morgan. | saw him laugh. Then | saw him laugh some more.
Before | knew it, he was guffawing up a storm, slapping his knees, as though this was the
funniest thing he had ever heard.
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Non-Fiction

" AAOEAT 1 A80O -1 OEAO
Donna L.Marsh

She has been gone for fifteen years, gone in body, but the essence of her, of her face

framed by her hair, auburn or yellow or brown, depending upon the time of day, the light,

whether it is wet or dry, her hair in voluminous curls, her eyes thatecuse, or furtively

glance because you and she, she and I, share a secret, maybe a smile, an ironic turn of the

lip, this is the screensaver in my mind. She is with me more in death than ever she was in

body, in life, because that is how itis. Tosahk&l 6O DPAET bHI ET OOh PAT P11 A

Ui 08606 "00 OEAU 1T AOGAO OAAITU AgPAAO OEEO O A
As | drive my car on long stretches of highway where, at the end of this particular

journey, | will sleep two nights in two different hotels alone, waiting formornings when on

each of the two | will visit a high school to talk about writing. On the way to the first hotel,

in a small western New York town with little for this city woman to appreciate (no bars, no

restaurant, no football on TV), | think of her, m daughter, my Vanessa and the child she

might have borne, the baby Gabriel or Gabrielle.

| listen to the NFL channel on Sirius satellite radio, channel 88 hoping to hear of my
beloved Saints. | switch off occasionally to hear my music. Football andsiau She would
have laughed at that. | hated football when she was here. She was the fan. And now my
car, my life is bathed in the images of the fleur de lis, as if the New Orleans Saints cast a
spell on me. The first time they won a game that Icake AAT OOh ) OAT ¢ O7EAI
#1 1T A -AOAEET S )16 AT A OEAO xAO EOS )y xAO T x1

But | switch to music on this trip so that | can sing. Songs that | recognize and to
which | empty my lungs of air and my vocal chords of sound. This isigfual exercise. The
audible exhale. It took two years after 9/11 happened and she was lost to listen to music,
forget singing. The first song | heard when first | began listening again, when | was first
ready againtosinggO4 1 OAE - A ET It @ds fhe first sbrig Ehleafdsand the last
one for which | would ever have been prepared.
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it marked the difference, the meeting place between life and death.
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| sing loud for her, my daughter, who has been interred in dirt for almost fifteen

years. Why now? Why on this trip? At this point on Route 86 west, minutes before | will

arrive in Olean so that bright and way early | can visit Portville High School, why do |

wonder now, what was the last song she heard and did she sing as loudly as | just did for

her? So I ask her the first of two questions | will ask her out loud on thiggr What was

the last song you heard, baby girl?

And this is a really bad place for me to go.
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| left Portville on a warm, sunretched through leaves of birch, and oak and evergreen
trees, May afternoon and hit Route 16 toward Buffalo. Vanessa liveadBuffalo at one point
in her early twenties. The brilliant panorama of highway cliff to one side, too brilliant,
perhaps. | can see too clearly that the road is narrow, that only one car driving in the
opposite direction, only one car whose driver mighperhaps veer into my lane, can erase
me.

Will | feel the impact? | wonder. Will | move painlessly, without seam from one way
of being to another? Is that what happened to you? | wonder. Will you hold out your hand
to me? Will you be wearing a flowig skirt and will your hair be wild and free as it was
when you were here? Will | still be able to smell your fruited scent? Will | feel the impact
and pain before | see you for real once again?

You are here with me and | know this. But not in the walywant. Not like that day
when we drove from Syracuse to Yonkers and you had just been told by a doctor about a
cancer marker in your blood, and you told me about this in code. Almost a by the way.
091 O ElTixh -Tih OEAOA AQA TIAMGBGEAOO &£ O AATA
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right at the south end of Syracuse on Route 81. | glanced at you. You were trying to look
forward without meeting my gaze. So | knew. You had the marker.

| reached across the front seat with my right hand and cupped it over yours. It was 3
x AOi 8 91 0 OI 1A I Ah Ui OO OIEAA OI Al 1 h AEI EAAR
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Your jaw tightened when my tear emerged.

| am about to go to thafplace, that place of missing her and needing her and alone
IT A EECExAUh Z£ZAO £OI I ETITAh [T EOOET ¢ OEA xAOI
second guestion that means | am no longer in the present, but with her wherever she is in
time or place: Will youtake me out to dinner? Tonight? And then | stop asking and say to
you, a demand: Take me out to dinner. | need you. And the tears are running down and
xAOOET ¢ TU 1TAp ATA ) AiT60 AAOAsS "AAAOOA OEA
here.
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stand not having you to call to take me out to dinner or shopping, thougloy never liked

shopping with me. You always wanted to pay your own way. And when we shopped, | did,

as my mother did for me, bought you things. Things you could well afford to buy for

yourself more than | could afford to buy for you. | understand thisow. So, damn it, buy

me dinner.

T I
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At the end of the drive, | am in Williamsville and | recognize the strangeness of
synchronicity: | recognize that | have been here before. On Main Street. More than once.
Vanessa lived in Lockport. And before thatear Buffalo State, so we drove though
Williamsville? the Main Street artery that took us to places we needed to be. We had
driven together in those days of life where the road from one part of a city is irrelevant, the
destinations all that matter. But row, driving past gas stations and hotels, and small
restaurants, | remember the look of brick buildings, dental offices and funeral parlors as if
both are ordinary in the same way. We went to the Buffalo Zoo once. Another time to
Niagara Falls. And yeagain to her apartment where she lived with her high school
boyfriend, Mike, a guy she would leave time and time again, and a g#llied pig. | was
always after her to keep neat and the apartment was as neat as she ever kept anything,
except the drawersin the bedroom were all opened and spilling clothes, and as we sat on
the floor of her apartment late into the evening, she delivered chips and pretzels and wine
to the living room where we listened to the sales host on QVC enticing us to buy a grill, his
voice covered by the snorting of the pabellied pig.

She was here. | was here. We were here together, driving to someplace else. The
destinatory modes of life never matter, when we are all well and safe and alive.

The hotel | am staying in in Wilamsville is a Hampton Inn, maybe a mile from the
school I will visit in the morning. It is bright, upscale, larger than most of this brand. | go to
my room, drop my bags and grab my laptop. The lobby is bright and there is a corner near
the dining area where | will open the virtual world and search for a place to dine this
evening. There | find a list, and reviews. Creekview. The pictures are beautiful, a fine
dining feel. 1 like the mena substantial protein. A view of a creek.

But the woman, dessed in the pressed navy blues of Hampton Inn business class
OA1T1 0O ITA EO EO O11 6 OEA AAOO AEI EAA8S SEA OA
stout Irish name that | can no longer remember. | look at the menu. The interior looks
dark in the pictures. But | take her advice. | will head to a place with an Irish pubby feel,
dark, with hefty burger and | feel my hunger grow. | am hungry though it is only early
afternoon and | will wait for dinner to sate my appetite because that is my habit. ®@meal
per day, one good, substantive proteibased meal. Until then | walit.

)y 060 OOEI T xAOi AT A O001TU xEAT ) 1 AAOGA OEA
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Across the street from the hotel isaseconde AT A xT 1 AT 80O Al T OEET C OEI B¢
right instead, in the direction of the school I will visit the next morning and the pub | will
visit later in the evening. | am hoping there is something interestintp see, to explore. Itis
only 1:45 and there are too many lonely hours for me to pine for Lando. Is he home,
watching television, missing me? | wish you could know him. And so | remember that |
need you. And | remember that | can just ask you to cemn
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Remember when we were here? In Williamsville? | think | can guess where the
road to turn off for Lockport is. | recognize the dental office. When one of the guys was
driving (Robert? Mike?) | noticed it from the car window.

| see a card shomn a corner, across Main Street. In card shops we find things, the
sentiments of the living, the promises we make to one another by habit, marked in ink on
paper and wood and plastic. | wait at the light and cross but there is nothing in the shop
that holds my interest. | decide that Williamsville has little to say, so | continue back in the
direction of the hotel, still thinking of you and deciding you are here.

A couple emerges from a pub. They look to be in their fifties, at least. He is in a navy
blue blazer with brass buttons, his hair thick and white and combed back. She is in a pale
pink skirt with a beige sweater and she wears nude pumps. Her hair is blonde and bobbed.
| stop them.

Ow@AOOA 1T Ah AOA xA 1T AAO |, TAEDIIOORO Ii$E CEO OA /
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And because this street, this very street is where we once were together, | am, again,

with you here. As if in the story blives we pause, not in the drama of the subject or
predicate of the sentence but at the conjunctive or preposition. We are here.

| take you to the second hand store where | find us at the almost end of our walk
back to the Hampton Inn. | have shoppeaf you before. Remember, the days | would go
Ol -AOOGEAI 160 10 4* -A@@ EiI OEA EOOO biI 60 OEI
a finding, another thing, in itself a curiosity, an interest? Not yet the powerful loss, the
recognition of | will never have you again.

The shop is deep. The entrance is flanked by two racks of clothes, the bait to get the

women of Williamsville in the front door? tops and skirts and dresses, shifts mostly, in

bright kelly greens and pinks and white. Lilly Pulitzer.l move in. Shoes and handbags:

Louis Vuitton and Coach and the Michaelslacob and Korrs. We are bored. We touch a few

OEET CcO8 ) OIAIl OEAIi8 )O680 xEAO ) Aig $iA0
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to look for the pub, realizing that the car needs cleaning out. Empty Diet Coke cans and a

few spent tissues, and only one last full can for later. If | were not so hungry and wanting

that glass of wine, | would have loo&d for a car wash first.

The pub came up too quickly and I missed the turn but in not even a mile, | see it

Creekview is on my right, in the parking lot of a strip mall. | rarely make snap turns of the

wheel, but | did. And as | pulled into the parkig spot next to a dark green, weathered

building, | knew that | never would have chosen this. It looked, from the outside, dirty. A

i AOOs )y OAEA O Ui Oh ET OEAO-AEIAIGAT O T £ OAAT ¢
And though | thought | might regret not loking harder for the pub, we went in

anyway.
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As early evening began to fall, the sun still full and sharp if not quite overhead,
continued to warm the air, as a pierce of crisp cool, as if a freezer opened only for a second
refreshed. | saw to the far ed of the restaurant, an outdoor enclosed patio that was next to
a creek. | asked to be seated there, but thought for a second about the chill. Would it
AAOGAAT Ae 71 01 A OEA 001 60 xAoOi OE AAAT Aile (1
that the creek water at that time of evening held the kind of white light that is like the blade
of a knife? Black stones, green, grey, black water with lashes of white lights, water in
motion, and above it the greening of trees, some still partly barren; if any day spwkpring,
this was it.

| sat at the seat closest to the windows, and noticed the dead flies, and decaying
wings of long gone moths, but the view was so grand, | did not care. | looked across the
table to where you were not sitting. And | imagined thatwas tracing your face with my
fingers.

The young server, her hair in a tight ponytail, delivered a glass of Chardonnay and a
shrimp cocktail. | devoured the shrimp, the sweet, nutty freshness of them swallowed
almost whole. But | sipped the wine morslowly. Cold and dry, it was like drinking from
OEA AOAAES /ITA Cl AOOS )y EAAT 80O £ZET EOEAA EO
(grilled, not breaded) with a side of buttered broccoli. So | sipped and savored and
wondered why anyone would say lhere was a better place to dine.

O!'TT OEAO Ci AOOGedo OEA OAOOAO AOGEAAS
O/TA 11 0OA86 /T1U OxI Ccl AOOGAO AT A xEAT OEA
swirl. You brought the glory of the creek. Remember? As | left, the earth under my feet
less settled, ithanked you. | clicked the lock to Nando, my sweet Fiat, and noticed when |
sat that it might not be best to drive. | popped the top on the last Diet Coke and took two
big gulps. Then | waited. | thought about how | wanted to hold you so much. Andsttime,
)y OEI OCEOh 21T AAOO xAO OECEOS )y 060 OEA xETAS
| got out of the car. It was still comfortable, but the warmth was leaving the air. |
needed to find a place to be until the wine blur bled out of me. The parking lot was not

promising: a hardware store, a Laundromat, some boarded up storefronts. But across the
lot, way beyond where | could see the sign, there was some sort of a shop. So | went there.

Angels hung on tiny wires and the scent of white sage hung on everythinghere
were boxes of stones, and books (all promising a path to other lives or a deeper
understanding of this one), and there was sage in boxes, and clocks and figurines, and
talisman of all kinds, and the woman proprietor was talking withaman and I dil 6§ O x AT O Ol
intrude but | needed to wait, to kill time. And, too, the irony of winding up in a shop like
this where people who lived my kind of life, a life of longing for that which she can never
hold was sated by trinkets and false promises. Did | flalny eyes? You would have. You
xI 01 A EAOGAh ET AT1OEAO OEi Ah COAAAAA I A Au OE
the moment | thought that, right after | almost laughed I felt it, the crush of your absence.
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And at that moment the man left andtiwas just me and the proprietor Jill. Jill with short,
yellow blonde hair and deep blue eyes, with a beautifully lined, kind face.

So, | told her. That you were gone. That you had taken me to dinner. That | burned
white sage to lose demons and sheld me about her three daughters. And then the wine
was gone, out of me. 1 still held the half can of Diet Coke in my hand as | paid Jill for a box of
sage cones and a selenium rock. | was tired. Remember? | was going to say goodbye, but
then Jill aked:

O(AOGA Uil O OAAT OEA xAOAOAEAI 1 eb
OnBAOOA | Aed

O! AOT 6O OEA OOOAAODS AEAOA EO A xAOAOEAI I 8
OEA OEI Ph DI ET OAA AAOI OO OEA OE@ 1 AT A ET OAOOA
there willbe alittte hill. * T AT x1 OEA EEI 1T AT A Ul 6811 OAA EO:&

)y OEAT EAA EAOh AOGO iU OAAIT T EZAA EEAEAA EIT 8
ETT x OEEO AEOUS yé6i 110 CIEITC O AOiI OO A 0060
) 6A xAl E AAAE aAdd.@nd@idve ek Ao the ho@l. OT

But | did not. My feet moved toward the traffic light. | waited for it to turn green
and | crossed. | was just going to peek, but | could see nothing from above and when |
passed the trestle, there was a gray paved QeE 8 YO xAOT 680 OAOU OOAADN
paths just like it, paths | walked with you many times in the zoo of my childhood and yours.
When | got halfway to the foot of the path, there was a bench, and when | walked to the
bench I saw it, all of it the power of it the rushing water, the healing, sounds of water
crashing onto rock, onto earth. And the brown log, like an immense version of Lando, its
stalk touching the bottom and top of the falls.

| cried then on your shoulder, never doubting, notor one second doubting that you
had been waiting. | went down to the foot of the hill. There were more benches and
people, older couples, a Latino family, the young boy emitted peals of laughter, the kind of
laughter that is contagious, that enters you All the while | watched the scene and the falls,
holding my Diet Coke.

And finally | went back up to the first bench and finished my Diet Coke, warm now,
not thirsty anymore but drinking it out of habit. Trying to prolong the last moments of sun,
before night fell.

| went back up the hill to thank Jill. She was behind the counter, ready to close up.
Behind her was a clock, a clock with the symbol, my symbol of the fleur de lis. | told her
about my love of the Saints. That the symbol makes mydrebeat faster and she waved
EAO EATA AT A OAEAh O,1TT1TES86

They were everywhere. In every corner of the shop. Before | had come back again
to express my gratitude, | had missed them. Them. The signs of my team, through song
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and image and word, the teamhat had cast its spell, each fleur de lis, now so visible, could
not have been more voluminous had they been crafted in neon light.

X *El 1 OAEAh E£ET AT T Uh AAEI OA ) xAlEAA 1060 I £
OEA AOAEAT CAl ' AAOEAI 86

How onearth could | have missed that?
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Flash/ Non-Fiction

The Shootist
Carl Palmer

My brother asks if I would put his old momma cat out of her misery, handing me a rifle.

Why would you ask me to do that?

91 60 1 EEA OEITOET C AT EITAMABEXhE ANTAEA AUTgse 91 O OEIT
) O xAO E1T OEA DPAAE EEITEIC $AAGO AEEAEAT O8
You were always shooting rabbits, squirrels and even a deer you shot down the hill

L A A N = =z A A~ s s s x a

AU 31 EOOUBO AOUUAOA AAOT ) EAI BPAA UT O AOAcC EI
It was all meat for our dinner table.

ol OBEDAOGEA 1 0i U8 4EAOA8O0 A xAOh DPATPI A CAOOET C
I OAT 80 Ul 6 OET T OET ¢ PATPI A 1T OAO OEAOAe

y6i A T EOOEI A OUOOAI O OAAETEAEATh 110 A OI1AE
| carry test equipment, not a weapon.

7TEAO0 AAT 6O xEAT Ui O OEI O $AAAUBO AAOde

We all saw you do that...

It was 1971. | was ommilitary leave at the family homestead on Old Mill Road in
Virginia for a few days before sending my baby, Kathy and my wife, Judy to stay with her
folks in Germany while on my assignment to Korea for a thirteemonth tour of duty.

Too nice to stay indoors, the whole family gathers in the front yard shade of the
locust trees watching our toddler play on a blanket spread across the ground.

Dad has this stray cat he carried home from the factory yard where keorks as
TECEO xAOAEI AT 8 ) 060 Al AAE 1T OEAO OEAT OEA xEE
teeth causing it to drool through its split lip, one milky blind eye and only half a left ear.
Dad walks up petting the ugly animal and sets it on the blankbeside Kathy.

No one is happy about that move. With everyone looking at me, | say,
O A6 OEAO AAiI1 OEEIT C AxAU &£Oii EAOA OECEO 11 x

W s oA A N~

O3EA8O A CiTA 1EOCOI A EEOOUR OEA x1 O1 A1T60 E
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Almost immediately Kathy scrams. My baby is scratched.

| pick up the cat, take a shotgun from the utility room in the house and walk out the
back door. Everyone hears the blast from behind the barn. | put the shotgun back in the
house and return to my seat at the side of the blanket

No one says anything, looking between me and Dad.

| wait until that night as Dad is getting ready to leave for work and let him know the
cat is locked in one of his chicken coops behind the barn.

8AT A EOOO O1 Ui 0811 ETT xiaca,ethde AT 80 OET T O -
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ScienceFlash/Fiction

Orchid, Squirrel, White Hot Star
RussellHemmell

They first met on an Enceladusound probe. It was a rare Cymbidium orchid and
he was an alien visitorz no name on records. With eyesvide receptors, he admiredn a
stunned silence the color and fragrance of the only biological specimen of the spaceship
apart from fruit flies. He rained peartlike water drops over its stem, raising suspicion
AiiTCc OEA OEEDPBO )0 jEASO Al EdtOdaAoq AT A A
Station.

(A AEAT 80 AAOA8 ' AT O6I A AT A ciixeic ET A cCi
OAiT T OAOO AT 01 Aobs (A OAAOAEAA &£ O ET OPEOAOEIT I
their human makers, and he liked what he saw. Delicate features of graceddreauty -
crystal eyes, olive complexion and slender limbs. Skin that breathes, nose that twitches,

i ETA OEAO AOAAI Os (A ARAAAT A TTA 1T &£ OEAih AAO
new hands and sleeping at its side in a slumber of bliss.

But flowers make for unlikely candidates for space travel, silent company apart.

The experiment failed, the orchid died.

The broken-hearted visitor plucked its petals and withered remains, and
implanted them into his flesh, to give them new life. A new companion. &lgrew up a
squirrel, ferret eyes in a fluffy red mantel.

Happiness lasted longer, this time twenty-seven months of that nineyear-travel
toward the outskirts of the Solar System, chasing orbital slingshots and playing with
asteroids. They enjoyed amazig visions of moonlets and gas giants in their vision cones,
and long hours away from the sun path to rest in the shadows. He ignored that lack of
gravity undermines soft tissues, sifts calcium out of the bones, and thins blood cells. The

7 o~ N~ s N X

her sad and moody.

4EA I TOTETC OEA AEAT 60 1TPAT EAO AUAO xAO O
passing through a cascade of wattE AA DAOOEAI AO8 4EAO080 AAAOOU A
havewsE OAAh OEA OEOEOI O OAEAh EEOOEI ¢ OEA O AAT C

What will you become now- a dolphin, a man, a woman, an emerald stone, a
COAET 1 &£ OAl Oe ) AAT 80O xAOAE UI O xAOOA AxAUh
1T00 OEAO AOGAOU Aikfaldarbokbaied ceatidvésiseai bot Ar@
xEOAA O1T OEA AUAI Ah AOO )61 110 O060ITc¢c ATTOCE

The visitor took bones and skins and tears, and left the shighedding his human
form, bending the spacedime, heading for the galacticenter. Creation, antinatter and
recombination - the orchid-turned-squirrel disintegrated in elementary particles and re
emerged into a new shining form, a whitenot nucleus from a nursery of stars. Pulsing-x
rays in a glittering flare, it began contracting and transforming, chuning out helium
from its hydrogen core.

91 06 OA A A U Uth&\isitohbedmedd, luxurathg in the pristine blue light
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Just not yet.
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Art of Avoiding Chores
Kitty Shields

There were six kids and a dog in our family, so keeping the house clean throughout the week
was a losing battle. My father, the genetic source of our messh OOh AEAT 860 11 OEAA8 - U
analretentive control freak, did. So, at some point in their marriage, probably to keep their
marriage, my parents agreed that Saturday mornings were for chores.

That said, | can count on my hands the numbeif times my father stuck around to actually
clean. He was a master bullshitter and a fantastic sneak, especially for afsigt tall, two-hundred-
and-fifty -pound man. His method was simple: the old bait and switch.
(AOAGO EIT x UIBI AIOU EAA GQE AGI OAET £ZAT 1 OO O0OUI As &EC
father began the day with the rest of us at the dining table, drinking tea, and eating two or three
portions of breakfast. These extra portions were as much because he loved food as they predidn
I DPT O0OOT EOU O AOOAOGO 1T U 11 OEAOBO Ii1T A8 ! OOAOOET ¢
mother, breakfast involved going over her eveincreasing list of things to do. If she was feeling
stressed, this was the moment my father would step in, tefler some jokes, and reassure her it
xAOT 860 AO AAA AO EO OAAI AAsS
After breakfast, we would all break to our starting chore positions. My father disappeared
ET O EEO 1 £#EFEAA O1 OAI AAT hé xEEAE OAAIl ledied AAT O DO
probably because she was too busy keeping the kids on track. That was her downfall. See, my father
xI Ol A xAEOh 1 EOOATEIC A O iU i1TOEAOGO OI EAA 1T 0 OA
instructions, when she was engaged in a taskdlhrequired more than ninety-percent of her
Al TAAT OOACEiI T h OEAOGB3O xEAT EAGA AATCiI A OEA AAEOS
4EA AAEO xAO AT 1T OEAO AET OA OEAO EA AT Ol A OxEOAE
to make that deposit before Monday and the bank closed dpion Saturdays. Or, the car needed an
oil change since it was a thousand miles over the last one. Finding legitimate bait was key and he
did it by saving a few adulting errands for the weekend.

Then, my father would make the switch, like anya@pd magician, by distracting his mark with
EEO EAT A0G8 (A x1 O A xAIE ETOI OEA Oii1i AT A CAOOEA
EA EAA O 001 AOOAT AO AO OEAO AgAAO 111 A1 068 [/ OCAI
do for weeks, wassuddenly just not as important as him getting to the bank. Cleaning out the
gutters did not compare to making sure the car continued to run. When my mother looked up from
her task, she was mesmerized by his gorilaized hands.

This routine was clockwork, so much so that us kids would exchange knowing glances over
vacuums and dust cloths and then shake our heads as my father snuck out the back door. Over the
years, his absence became such an institution that his arrival back home heralded timel ©f
cleaning. The banging of the old car engine as he pulled up and the sound of the door creaking open
signaled the real start of the weekend.

He would walk in with fresh lunchmeats, rolls, potato chips, pickles, and tomatoes for a grand
fAAOO8 (ABA PAAE 1 U i1 OEAO 11 OEA AEAAER POO OEA E
my mother would collapse onto a chair, take the offered sandwich, and realize that everything was
done. Then, my father would smile, take a sip of another cuptefa, and tell her a funny story from
EEO AOOAT AOGh AT A OEA x1 O1 A £ OCAO ACAET OEAO EABA
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31 T AUAA T U ZEAOEAO0B8O OOUI A xAO OAAIT T U OEA T1A |/
your mark. That helps awid arguments and saves marriages, too.
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A Good Rodgering
Jason HaHPillow

Santa Cruz, California (U.S.A)

| was on my way to the downtown Verve café to meet Richard, the coolest dude in the MFA

program, who already has a novel published and as related by distant marriage of some adopted

OEEOA AT OOET O *Ai A0 "OAEATT AT h O0OAOCEAAT O AAEN OA
some think moreor-l AOO OOAOOAA OEA #EOEI 7A08 ) AAT 860 OAI A]
remember it congsted of only one word, with no more than two syllables in it. | never looked at it

but, to this day, remain firm in my conviction that it was unreadable.

4EA -&! OUPAO POAEAO OEA T AT TAOAI AGEA AT A AT180 i
Buchannan madeand how those mistakes may very well have stemmed from a stomach disorder to

which he paid much too futile attention while those few threads holding the Union together were

steadily fraying g they want to think the war was some inevitability, though shritk even more from

OAUET ¢ EOh xAO 'T A80 xEIil 8

They grow angry listening to me contend that if something is inevitable, it must be willed. That 5
OEAOCA EO 117 1T OEAO zEFAAJSE MERA LEGA UNEE]. QD ECODOARA AOAho A
AT T®IGNA Aih AT A OET OA AOA OEA TTAOG ) OAI AT AARAO AT A
AAgEI OA O11T 111T¢c8 7A Ail AT OEAOh AT 180 xAe

The thing they really hate, though, is my associating anything infirm with Richard. They really just

hate me.

TheyareacodEOOAA 11 68 2EAEAOA8O0 1 AOGO TAIT A EO 1106 "OAEA

as a student of U.S. History, my mind naturally turns to Buchannan and his intestinal problems. | am

OA1 AGAA O $AOU #0T AEAOO AT A #é¢lésSidprasseddmEEO |1 AOO

i ET AACA OEAl 2EAEAOA8O0h xEEAE xAO 11 OEEIC 1 AOO OE
Crockett, no Buchanan; no Buchannan, no LincoBomeone in the program attended a Buchannan

middle school and five others wenttoLincb 1 08 - ET A xAO EOOO AAI 1 AA O31 6
coordinate, | guess.

Such jokes are not approved of the teachers say always choose the simpler word and | should say
OAEOAAOQEIT T 6 £ O OAT T OAET AOAdN ET 11 béekroddng OT 1 AT T A
OET AA ) xAO OAPOEI AT AAA &£ O OAUEIT ¢ OAI T OAET AOAs A
Richard; he keeps still to keep his hair in place, or, to be more exact, his hairs in place. He nods with

his eyebrows. He raises them and drops hlgps into a chimp like frown.

4EA CEOI O AEAT 60 1 EEA xEAO ) OAEA AAI OO " OAEAITTAI
ATA Tu T ATOEITEIC "OAEATT AT 60 PEUOEAAI EITTAOCO ET
Richard down a peg or twaz callitdE OAAOAA AU AOOI AEAOET 18 4EAUBA Al C

sophomoric adulation, so any change would have made them look like sophomoric fools, and they
were all graduate students. Consistency is the hobgoblin of little minds. We are admonished about
clichés. | ask where does an idiom stop and a cliché begin and am hated still further.
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They were fools, though; all of us were.

All out of state, all paying full tuition, for something millions had that took them all nowhere, but

each time I grumbleditwash1 A AEC OAAi h OITTATTA 1T AT OEITAA 2EAE
Ox1T UAAOOh AT A 11T Eh EA EAA A AITE DPOAI EOEAA8 )
Buchannan had a grapefruisized goiter was because the skin flaps on his neck hid it. Hadhthe

TAAE T £/ A OOOEAU AOUUAOA8 91 O60OA EAAI T OOh OEAU OA
y6A '"1T1Tc¢ci A EOh ATA xAO OITTA 1T1T0 O Ai OEAO8 91 0 AA
and off they went again in a huff.

)

| spoke ill of Richard, by implication. Richard? | asked. The guy related to James Buchannan who
needlessly plunged our great nation into fratricidal bloodshed? And they always walked off and
went back early to class.

For a while | followed them, makingmy case. Most of the people in the program were girls, so | had

Ol 001 b8 4EAUBA OAEA EAOAOOI AT 6h AT A ) OAEA OEAUG
what, for them, were obscure Supreme Court cases that | thought everyone with an undergraduate

degree should know.

| said Richard was the Ragged Dick of the program and got reactions that made me bluster and

babble through ignored explanations about what kind of a figure Ragged Dick was. Everyone said

they disagreed with me and everyone saidalsOEAU AEAT 80 ET T x xEAO ) xAO O
OADi OOAA &£ O OAUET ¢ 2ACCAA $EAE8IrefuseAdsay@rofestoh O OEA U
z and she said | was reported and | quoted back her admonitions about passive voice. She told me

to gosee the ombudsman and | desperately wanted to make a pun of that but instead asked where

he might be and she said she had no idea.

| told the ombudsman thatRagged Dickvas a literary character who had come to be shorthand for
American upward mobility being a myth and asked hypothetically if it was verboten to reference o
I EOAOAOU AT A AOI OOOAI AT A EEOOI OEAAT AOAEAOUDPAO E

| commented on the décor and asked how she managed to get her desk through the dogrwshe

EAA 171 AT OxA08 ) 1001 Al AA OEAO OOI i AGEI AG OEAOA OE
ApPpOil AAEAA OEA AROGE AT A COAAAAA AT AACA AT A OIT1A
OEET cho OI1T A EAO EO xAO AEAOG®thataliny hde rebivasO AEAOOU
smoked pipes but you never see anyone smoking one these days and left, wondering if | still had

OEAO T1 A AEAOOU x1ITA T ETEAOOOCA 3EAOITAE (T11AOGS O
stolen it during his short lived Peter T@h phase and lost it when he fell asleep during a hash party

in a canoe. | received a form letter a few weeks later saying the Ragged Dick investigation was

closed. | kept the letter as proof that officialdom used the words Ragged Dick and thusly so cduld

ylT OEA 1 AAT OEi Ah 2EAEAOA8O OOAOOO xAO EIi PAOOET 60
Richard was cool and his coolness radiated far from the wooded campus and all the way down to

OEA &1 AOOh AT A EA xAO OEOOI U AAiI EOAA Apktedte A AEEAE
i ARO EEIi OEAOA ET EITDPAO 1T &£ CAOOEI C O1TiT A EAI AT A AO
anything about my Buchanan jokes.

They had truly gigantic, ugly abstract paintings on their truly huge, groovy, warehouse style
wooden walls thatwere splintered and varnished unevenly on purpose. Music pumped out from all
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directions and no matter how frantically | looked around, | could never find the speakers. They
were camouflaged in something. | was sure everyone was being filmed too. Songdgrinterest me,
but all I heard there were vocalists letting out short bursts of breath against a louder back drop of
computerized drums and synthesizers. They were in tune, at least, but still, it sounded like nothing
more than female robots getting nailé by something pneumatic. The music was just another
example of how fame was unjustSomehow, someone got to be the name and face for songs written
by a computer and raked in millions. Maybe not, but someone made a lahd none of it was just.

The cashiers were girls with nose and lip rings and were generally nice. There was a particularly
annoying guy of maybe 25, who wore a San Francisco Giants hat and had nose and lip rings and
always wore a weltpressed tshirt that displayed his Asiatique attoos.He was the assistant
manager, and though always speaking cheerfully and helpfully, and even sharing personal
information, he was still dull and conventional, and also very condescending. His claim to be a
baseball fan was pure affectation.

He seeaned to think his authority over his minions of nose and lip and eyebrow ringed girls
extended naturally to the rest of uslt was hard to accept, and | could just tell that a lot of guys like
me, who went there regularly, wanted to teach him a lesson abotite laws of the jungle and kick
his ass and, frankly, take one of the new employee girls who imprinted on him like he was some
kind of Alpha duck, and well, give her a good rodgering in one of the unisex crappers.

7EAT ) CcI1 O OEAOA hso2HadaEGhdamncafad ahdyot @eallfk gadidky, and just

sat alone facing an empty chair at a table between two others. To my right, were two German girl

tourists, and | started with them a pleasantly ridiculous conversation. They giggled the whole time

enjoying, | think, their assumption that | was trying to score and enjoying even more the certitude

OEAO ) xI OIA 1108 ) xAO1I 80 OOUEI C¢c O OAT OAh OEI OC
To my left was a woman of 40 or 50, maybe pushir@p zwho can tell?z reading the New York

Times and just as jittery as IShe was a regular like me and always read the first section thoroughly,

ATA xAO 1T1x 11T 1 poh OAAAEI ¢ AAI OO 000EI S0 EI OAOE
incriminating C1 AT AAO AO OEA CEOI Oh 1 EEA OEA xEI1 A OEEITC
they threw back at me angry, fake pouting faces and then giggled, | laughed right along with them.

The woman to my right snapped her paper to a new page loudly ingdipproval.

2EAEAOA x1 O1 AT80O OEIi x Ob AAAAOOA AOAOU 1 EAOIT OAl PE
you in an inferior place.l really wanted to kick his ass, too, and take all the girls in our MFA

program into the faculty shitter and give them all ggood rodgering, not to show them all who was

AT 66h PAO OAh AOO EOOO O1I i AEA Al AAO O 2EAEAOA O

But | instead contented myself with telling them all that millions of people out there have had little

books published, but few have had printed mything of lasting literary merit, and among those few

who had, like Stephen Crane for examplez how lasting the illusion of literary merit had proven to

be was up to questionl asked how many of them had really read Faulkner! mean every word,

page b pagez and actually understood it, and before the teacher could say | was taking us all off

OOAAER ) xi Ol A Al OO0 i OOK O*006 AO ) OEI OCEOR 1101
I once told the story of a man from Vancouver, BC, that my dad knew, who published a tiny book

about his lometown that outlined its cultural mores, and how everyone thought he was a big

fucking deal when he got the contract to publish it, and a bigger fucking deal when it was unveiled,

and he was scheduled to read from it at Barnes and Noble, or whatever then@dian version of
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Barnes and Noble was, and everyone took to worshiping the ground upon which he tread, only to
finish the story by saying that no one showed up at the initial bookstore readings, except a few deaf
old ladies and grumpy men with axes to gnd, who pestered him with hostile questions and argued
EA6O Cci O OEA T OECET O 1T £ OEA OACEI 1860 DPAT PI AOD
OEAO EA xAO1T 80 A DPOI ZAOOI Oh OEAO EO xAOnEOOO
attendance who knew him, walked off sadly and the left the floor to his psychotic critics. One man
stayed to support the author should he return, with his arms crossed, smiling, like the disaster had
not transpired.

> >
>~
O

4EAO xAO 1 U EAEIiefusaite wdyfCanada bndl éhecked fsinto a lousy

roadside motel so we could watch all three scheduled readings, though, in the end, here were only

two, and we left after the first one. The managers of the store fought with the author, saying he was
OAAT 1T U PDOOOET ¢ OEAI ET A AET Ah AT A OEAO 3xA000AAU
xAOT 60 OAAAEET ¢ch xEAOA Ui &6 Ai O0I A EOOO OEIi¢c 0P A O
EO xAO EOI EIl EAOET ¢h ATl gieeling that theibdok v@ab stupidandidodinadd A CT A
to roll right off the assembly line and into the garbage and left and when my dad tried grabbing his

elbow at the door, he jerked himself violently free, and went right to his car and spun out of the

parking lot and went somewhere and got drunk with one of his Indian friends.

Three months later, my dad and | were back in Canada to go see some Beluga Whales that were on

display at the BC aquarium and on the way, we dropped into a grocery store and saw all &f hi

ATTEO ET A TEOOIA xEOA AACA 11 Qlikdinflitaile eacA OT AE T £
balls and Spiderman swim fing and then, stopping by the same store on our way back to America, |

saw someone dumping it all into a dumpster outback andot blinking an eye and thus obviously

not giving a shit, noticing only the Spiderman swim fins, which he took out and set next to the

dumpster, intending to sneak back and get them sometime after work. My dad had left me in the

car, whichwas why I gottd AOAOOA OEA xEI 1 A OEET C8 ) Ai OOOA EA
me to see. | went and grabbed the fins.

That is what comes of getting a book published. | wrote it all up in a little story and the teacher

cancelled the class discussion about it anthd me come to her office, where she rebuked me in the

strongest way possible for consistently violating the aesthetic tenor of our assignments, and as |

was leaving, warned me (incidentally) that my harangues about no one ever rising to the level of my

dAABO #A1 AAEAT MEOEAT A EAA AAAT I A AEOOOPOEOAR AT A )
embarrassment of getting the ombudsman involved. | had no idea what the hell an ombudsman was

and before | could ask, she let me know he was a friend of hers but if kevried telling anyone she

said that, she would deny it.

The German girls got ready to leave and everything was crowded and a tight enough fit that they

had to squeeze past my table and on the way to standing up, the one on the bench with me ended

up butting her thigh on my leg and then rose and put her butt right in my face, and next fell and

braced her palm on my thigh and stayed there for a tantalizing second and pushed up off me and

got off and went to her giggling friend at the door, where the twofadhem said simultaneously,

0" UAA6 AT T1TCAOET ¢ OEA x1 OA E1T A OETCET C AOAOAAT AI
OEA CI AOGO Ai1 0O6h AO OEA | OOEA OEOI PAA AllTi1¢c AT A O
were gone. | had the distinct impession that what they really wanted from me was a good

rodgering, and just at that moment, in walks Richard with a copy of his own book and takes a damn

seat and ruins everythingz he ruined it because | saw the way they looked back at him after he

passedand fell over each other whispering before disappearing at the end of the last giant pane of
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Cil AGO PAOC
rush.

O OEA AAIE AOAOUITA ciAO O

Qu

xEEAE OEAOA

Richard received from the older lady reading the Times &AfOPAA O AO1 COAAOEIT Ch 1 EEA
and she had about her the air of a matron, approvingly inspecting his appearance and aura and

moving him to the front of an imaginary line of promising stock in front of which she would push

some bridalaged nie@ or grand-daughter of hers.

3EA ATA ) AOA ET EAOA OI CAOEAO AOAOU AAU AT A OEAG
Putin might one day send Russia back into Afghanistan, and she gave me a derisive hrumphh and

snapped her newspaper open vi@ntly to an entirely new page, leaving me to look in shocked

wonder at the giant, tantalizing black and white bra and underwear ad and then turn to the person

next to me who had to have assumed | was lustfully admiring it and ask her if she ever imagined

Syria would actually be a field of American battle.

)y AT O1AT60 EAIp AOO ZEZAAl OEA OAI A ACiTEUETC PAEI
newspaper ad into one of the unisex shitters and give her a good diashioned rodgering. Then that

assholewith the Giants cap came over and noticed me staring longingly at the ad with obvious lust,

and then snorted at me and swiped my cup away and asked if | was going to get in line and order

something else, and, at that moment in the recollection, Richard aswith similar derision what it

xAO ) xA1T OAA O1 OAIT E AAI 66h AT A ) OAU OOOPEAI U OE
advice.

| listen to him stammer on, reticent and secretive. It made me think of a guy | knew in high school
xET xT1 Ol Adwhée hd Bought his clothes because he feared you going there and buying
some for yourself. He asks me if we can switch seats. | know he wants to face the room, so he can
see all the chicks.

| would like nothing more than to strip him naked and throwhim in the shitter with the assistant

i ATACAO AT A UAI1T OEOI OCE OEA Ai1 0 OEAO TAEOEAO 11
give each other a damn good rodgering and give that bitch with the Times a stethoscope and make

her listen to it all through the door. But, | oblige his request readily and in the small space between

the tables stumble over, inching sideways hunchbacked and maladroit and hear again the crack of

OEA xI i AT60 PAPAO AT A 1T AOOGAT OEAO OEA 5838 OAAIIT U

| find upon assuming the position that his chair wobbles and spend the next five minutes feeling too

AEC ET EO AT A AT1O00ATOIU TTTEETC Aixi AO OEA TTA
this thing? | do that until he abruptly gets up and leaves and saystiatd i 11 O AOAT DAUET C
AT A )80A xAOOAA EEO OEi A8 7EOE EEO OOEIi AAAOA ATA
some bit player in Romeo and Juliet fanning the flames of discord just when it seemed that things

had calmed and the stars miigt be aligned.

Hewasrightz) AEAT 60 1 EOOAT O A xiI OA EA OAEAh AOO OEAQ
O0) 1 OAOAOOET CA6 3 EA zitviolld bd iBterdsil@nb mattEr Avidat. IFresolve b, re

day, try letting someone talk and pt AOOAOA OEAEO OAUET C xEOE xI OAO 1 E
AT A OxEAO AEA UT O Al 1A@g0ed Eliwbuidbd deemédnsifrergi O | Ah
superficial. If only there was some tool that could pluck out whatever it was that gave me that

appearancel had been left alone and those were my thoughtgthat | should try what others do,

AOO EO x1 01 AT80 xT OEh AT A EO xIT OIA TT1U AOAx 100
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convey in my false robes would be on the wrong side of invidiau Next, | cursed myself for wanting
to be what | hated.

For the millionth time since enrolling in that moneysucking MFA program, | resolved to leave town

and not bother telling anybody | quit, but instead, | turned up the next day to see how it walijo, if

AT UOEET ¢ T ECEO AEAT CAh OAI1ETC T UOATI £ OEAO OET AA
ATA EEZ EO AEAT 8O 0001 1060 xAi1h OF xEAOe ) xiOIA
AEAT S0 ETT x OEA xI1 OdidIddiked @ And salvleveryodedsAuffliAg tiiE ghapers

and getting up and leaving class, three girls walking out smiling with Richard and the teacher

standing at the old desk, her reading glasses perched on the tip of her nose.

She appeared nervous to me&nd | realized we were the only two in the room, and | got up quickly
and left and said good morning to put her at ease. | was sure she was embarrassed about having
threatened me.

31 ) EADPO AiiT EIT ¢ AAAE O1 OEl E OemodndoicAtbas@ EAGA DHPOO E
stomaching the whole time my growing suspicions that the whole reason Richard had a book

DOAI EOEAA xAO OEAO EABA CEOAT EAO A CilT A O1 AGAOEI
EAET O AOEAT A xET 6A b @igdvdymintiber Afdindeb hedlf Arg h©ghyiwhd O A
rodgered her let Richard have his moment in the sun here in California believing that might finally

get him off the hook.

And that was the story | wrote, using names for the characters that rhymed with exne in our A .
DOT COAi 8 ) AAI 1T AA 2EAEAOA O$EAE £ O 3EI 0O0Ohd 1T AOAO

Of ACAOET ¢ OEA -&! #1171 OAET AOT O OA&OiI I OEA OAAOS EI
ATT 08 )080 OEA x1 Ukl AQEBE AOBEKA. Bx 331 OBAT ACAO6 xEOE
4EAU xAT O O1 ElTix EiTx 1i11¢ EO OAEAO O OAEA A OEE

though not simultaneously, that they need to take their own. The door opens, and the two contend

to be first through the crack, and the newspaper rips and they both make it through the door and

slam it shut and half the paper hangs, a bra ad showing until some vagrant comes along and pulls on

EO AT Ah OAAOET ¢ OEA AOI AA nickar ivafEAEh th® Brdsiochtayingd EAAAI
OEAO EEOOI OU OEI xO OEI OA xEI 68 0A OOAOOAA EO xEI 1 I
91 O6A OEETE )86A 1 AEO OEA DPOI COAih AOO ) AEAT 508 4
AOAOUAT Au OAAA EO AorOThéteaBherisénza®emiil odt@rdduaringitke@A O O O
would be no discussing the story, for obvious reasons, and reminded students of the import of

balancing freedom of speech against other considerations, and included a link with one of her own
stories,saff 1 C x A3 A AA AEOABOOETI C OEAO Ei OOAAAS ) OEI xAj
it was now center stage. | could feel everyone avoiding me.

| graduated with a lack of honors, the only one. Richard, as they say, petered out, and was reduced
to plying some Marxist Teaching Assistant with medical marijuana whenever he needed to give
someone a rodgering, which meant her. The assistant was held in low regard by her students and
was thus unable to pimp them off to Richard in exchange for relieving theof any fears of low

marks on their papers, which they all knew would never occur anyway, as the lack of that practice
was tacitly recognized as institutionalizedz a way of preserving enroliments in the face of mostly
imaginary budget cuts, word of whit was bandied about to scare the gullible, or justify moving
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even more state funds into activities, the underlying spirit of which, the university system was

founded specifically to prevent, if not actually thwart. The point being, that Richard went to her

operating under the delusion that he somehow lived in an error where a graduate indenture could

Ol i AET x OAOOT OEUA EAO Z£AT AT A AEAOCAO ET O OOAEEIT C
medical marijuana, which he obtained from his doctor, saying itddiped soothe his shoulder pain

from an old Polo injury, and was then told that if he had a dog or cat with glaucoma to go ahead and
AgeEAl A OEA OIiTEA ET O OEA PAOGO AEAAAS

0) 0 TECEO EAI D AT A POI AAAT U x1180 EOOOhRe OEA AT AO
Richard went back for moe, and got a double dosage, with the excuse that he had forgotten to tell

the doctor that he also had an old hip injury from a snow walking incident as a child. This time, he

said that he had gone with his step father who had lost track of him on purposad the whole thing

led to him being found by a state police helicopter team. It was all fabrication. The thing of it was,

thanks to his fall from grace, most evident in the wizening of his beard, which the girls who once

AAT EOAA EEI [ ECEOEBRBAOKARAICERAN OEAI 01 AAADOI AOU AT A
while, and thus had occasion to actually use it, Richard found himself lying all of the time to get

what he wanted, and the lies always involved concocted stories, and they were quite good. bwn

of them because he started hanging out with me more and more. He came to the Verve and looked

about anxiously with only finding me in mind, as | could tell from the sudden shoulder dropping

relief upon spotting me and then the quick beeline he made toyrable, where he quickly took a

seat and then spilled out some nervous tale of pressing woe, the main theme of which invariably

turned on him not wanting to fuck the Marxist assistant and needing more and more weed and

being worried that at one point, hemight exasperate his doctor, about whom he then proceeded to

talk, but only about his facial movements that, in his paranoia, Richard took to indicate doubt as to

the veracity of his latest tale.

0" 00 EAOGAT 80 Ui O TT1U O CEAEDI 1T AACEBOAOER AGIAIAT OEDBE
day.

O9AAERG EA OAEAh OAOO ) EAADP OAITEITC EEI ACAET AA
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O0) OEETE OEAUS6OA AAI T AA OAEZEI 1 Oho ) OAEAS
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day brag of doing so when | was in a new place and no one knew who | was and | could make up all
EETAO I &£ 001 OEAO AAT 6O CEilil EAKA OOE BIEEG E) 50 AN 51 OA 8x B)A
the meantime, thanks to his leveling, found ourselves on equal terms and became good friends,

though there did come a point where | felt the balance tippindt was the day some girl had been

talking to me andit had been going swell and she laughed easily, then he came in all frantic, and

saw me, and relaxed and then rushed over, practically already telling the story as he walked, and |

thought for a second of a pretext for leaving quickly but realized that would defeat the purposez

OEAO xAOA ) OF OOOE 1 O00h OEA AAOGA )Y8A AOOAAI EOEAA
xI O A 1 EOOT O 2EAEAOAR AT A ) OAI AI AAO xI 1 AROET ¢ EE
distant and dismissive and selimportant and selfabsorbed in his former swashbuckling and

cavalier days as the graduate creative writing department alphenale, he had been mirroring me.

Richard sat in his now usual abrupt and chair clacking fashion and started in on how he had to get

away from the Marxist. The girl looked immediately to her open, large, hardcover text of some
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introductory, required course and adopted a pose of study. She gave off the idea of simply being

courteous at first but then | realized the abruptness with which | hd turned from her to Richard

AT A OETI OCEO OEA xAO OEETEET ¢ OEAO ) AEAT 60 I EEA E
and what had been going on the whole time, and | kicked myself for ruining it when, in about five

minutes she got up to leavand did not say gooebye until after | did, interrupting Richard who by

that time was saying all he ever did was smoke weed and drink coffee, and | had to do it loudly, over

the music too, and it came off as somehow aggressive and turned her off. Thaiuld tell. Nothing

had really changed.
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The Rewrite
Myles Wren

Tuesday midmornings were typically slow at this coffeehouse, and particularly so on this
one.

The proprietor walked around, wiping down tables after being busy earlier.

) The only customer who remained was a bearded, bespectacled young man wearing a o -
OxAAOAO ATA A xi11 AAP8 (EO Al £#£AA OAO AOI P Al Ol
blankly out the large window either at, but more likely through, the electrician who wasma ladder
installing a light fixture. He wore a wool cap, too.
0) EAOA OEA EAAA 1T &£ AEATCET ¢ OEA AT AET C 1T £ OEA
ATl ) TAAA OI CAO -OBAOT RODEEABUSG OADPOAAOEAT 11T A AA
know. | like that it wraps up, but if they want literary, | can do that.
o ®lenrik Lipko, the grumpy old man who was once a good little boy, had a-atedhded
AO01T AOAT 8 ) AT OAO ) xEI Il 868
O4EAO AAT AA TU TAx AT AEI
7EAOAOAO8 )o61 1l OATA A E£Ax 10
7EOE OEAOh EA OABPBPAA 11 O
flip the light switch to test the new fixture.

C8 2ibheBy@tiE8 7AU OT 1T |
O 1TEEA OEAO AT A OAA «x
EA xET Al x OI CAO OEA

The proprietor hustled over, flipped the switch and the bulb litup. She sent the electrician a
big smile and thumbsup.

Ord 1 AAOGO OEA IOBEAGABEBHhGO OGN OCEOHD OEA Al AAOOEDXZ
down the ladder.
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I'm sitting in the edge of my bed staring at my shoes. They are white. White with white
laces, but blacksoled bottoms. | never understood that. My tough blue jeans never really fit right,
OEA OAIT A CI A0 A O T U AATEI AlwdéthOl&Etpakesto seettiel T 6 O
T 0l AAOO OOEOAEAA 11017 EO8 mupuyxuv!s8 91 0O6A OEEITE
)y O EOT 80 AOGAOU AAuUu OEAO Ui O CcAO AgAAOOAAS
%OAOUOEET ¢ OAAI O O NOEAOs ) AAT méical 30UI AOS
over. The silence is so loud it almost hurts my ears. It is dark out. The stars are shining too. | have
looked out that tiny, barred window a thousand times before, but | never really thought that this
might be the last time. | guess | took it granted. | hate this damn cell. | would do anything to get
i 60 i /& EO8 ) xi Ol A EEI|I ACAETHh EE ) EAA Oi8 .1 xh
like this? like a caged dog at the pound no one wants. | have people who love mejdamnit.

T

&
OE

| guess Reynolds, the guard, thought it would be nice to give me that fucking clock. Only two o
ET 600 Oi 918 (AGA IAOC;E8 Il OOET 1 A8 4EAO xAO A xEEI

B3EEO8 )61 110 CillA AdadnleA 8moke my Eigalette antl letcone@kat OEAOA
i AUs ) AiT180 xAT O Oi AEA8s .10 EI EAOAS
Or'l1 OECEO $ATEAEh EO8O OEIi Ahd ) EAAO 2AU0UTT1AC

.18 ) AT Ol AT 6 0 ERefnhdids 4ndl that faf basfi® DeAkfh®@me. i/ mi cell
to take me away.
O0'AO6 OEA #&EOAE |1 OOOA EAOA8s )O AET 80 OEI A UAO8 )
fucking clock again. They just shake their heads. My feet feel light. As | stepped out of my cell | felt a
warm breeze. Where did that come from? ItisMOAE8 ) AET 60 CITT A AAT AAS8
O'TTA 1O6AEh T AThe ) EAAO £ 1AOCEIC ET OEA AEOS
O3AA UA AOI O1T Ah $80
Yeah, sure you will Coplin. See me around where? Others say theirgdotd AO8 ) AT 180 1
can remember their voicess 000 A0 AAOEI U AO ) AAT OAAICIEUA TET/

cobus (Yadi 1106 4AA "O1 Aus &OAEh $AEIAO ci O I EEA8 7E
0.18 .1 1 AT h EOAE OEEOho ) OAU AO ) OAEOA i1U A
Jenkins) EAAT T U EAAO OOAOO O OEOAEAEI As ) x1 18680 AAT A}
religious. God never did anything for me.
O(A30O OECEO EAOA806 2AUTTI AO OAUO AO xA 060601 OE

talking a bunch of shit | usedo here in church. It doesn't mean shit. Does it?

O(AU xEAOA EO U AECAOAOOAes ) AOE AO ) OOAOO
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~0.17hdé ) OOAOO O ONOEOI 8 ) Al O1 A AOAshékel 6O ET O
,AO T A cisgao ) AAT Oi Ail OEAO Oli1i8g YO OiAT1 O ATITA

justice. | want that cigarette. Damn this hallway. | could have sworn it was longer. No damn it.
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| pull away as they grab me. | feel my body twistingnder their grip. Some strange noise
AOAAPAO T U OEOI AO8 ) 1 00O Oi OT A TEEA A 1EOOI A CEO
)y OO01I P8 4EAU xAEO8 -U EAx OEOAAAOO AOO ) x1180
over | guess.

O* 000 OAI AZD $AG EGFREQI AMTAT A OEEO xi1160 EOOO A AE
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AAART 6 EAAOGU8 - Al h ) EAOA TAAAI AGs ) AAT 60 AOAAOGEA
window. All thoseped®1 A AT 1T A O xAOAE 1 A AEA8 1! AOI AE 1 &£ OOE

her son. My eyes are getting blurry.

. 0.18 AG 1A cigs ) AAISO CAO AOAA8 4EA OO00ADO
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can hear an echo in this white room. The lights are out behind the big glass window. | am all alone. |
AEAT 80 AOAT mEAAI OEAO TAAAT A ci ETO1T 1T U AOIi 8

) AAT 60 AEAAI I igsohehW.Greml lands shakiAdoAiOtat just my
Ei ACET AGEiTe ) AAT SO OAIIl 8
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OEEO xEAO EOB80 1 EEA O AEAe ! Wil wake dpAviakesup and Fednl 8 O OA
iu AAA8 /1 O 1T AUAA Y811l AOAAI 8
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Delicate Tissue
Paisley Kauffmann

The electronic ring pierces the dark, cozy bedroom. Robert smacks his lips and clears
his throat before answering. Penny combats against a sense of dread and refuses to open her
eyes.
O(AlTTed 21 AAOO OAUO8 4EA NOAOWEIMberET EEO Ol
O4EEO EO EAho EA OAUO AT A 1 EOOAT 08 (A EAOQOEO
She opens her eyes.
Holding the phone to his ear, Robert gets out of bed. He struggles, awkwardly with one
hand, to get both legs threaded into his black pants.
She sis up. Mildly and secretly annoyed, she knows the call has something to do with
one of his kids.
O(AOGA UIT O Ai 1 OAAOCAA EEO i1 0EAOed (A AOGEOR Al
the phone onto the bed and walks into the bathroom.
Reluctantly, she peed back the down comforter and stands in the bathroom door with
EAO AOI O xOAPDPAA 1T OAO EAO AEAOOG8 021 AAOOe 7EAODS

(A OP1 AGEAOG xAOAO 11 EEO ZAAARh PAOO AOU xEOE
hospital. He dove into a pool and broke his A A E 8 6 ]

O/ E 1T U CiAhd OEA OAUOG8 0O)dl1l c¢ci xEOE Ul 086

He nods.

She, anticipating the presence of the exife, washes her face and briefly considers
applying a few dabs of makeaup. Although Robert and Margaux divorced many years ago, she
feels in constant ompetition with her, a successful lawyer with great skin and long legs.
Robert, ready to leave, jingles his keys from hand to hand.
Instead of foundation and mascara, she pulls on her most flattering jeans and slips lip
gloss into her back pocket.
In the car, Robert races through the fresh snow, fishtailing and sliding. She grips the
armrest and fights the urge to complain.
O7EAO PilTiled 3EA AOEOh Al 1 OAi pi AGET ¢ OEA OOA
O0) AIT1680 EITxhd EA OAUO8 O!'EEDOAI e $1T160 EEA
She shrugs. Robert often asks her what kids are up to these days. Their age difference is
significant, but she is not privy to the antics of teenagers. She worked two jobs through high
school, teenage past times have always been a mystery.
Under florescent lights, she jogs to keep up with Robert's long strides through the
hospital corridors. She regrets not applying any makep. Florescent lighting reflects in green
undertones against her blond hair and washes out her fair skin.
Margaux isstandi ¢ AO OEA 1 OOOAOE OOAOEI T CAOOEAOI AOI
EAO AOOEI OEOAOEOARh OOOEAAT O OT EAA8 21 AAOO bl AAA
into his arms. Her face is drained of color, and Penny feels perversely satisfied with thdlpa
replacing her normally rich, olive tones.
O(A60 ET AAA OEAPAhS - AOCAO@Z OADPAAOO ET O 21
Robert ushers Margaux under his arm and signals for Penny to follow to a row of plastic
chairs near the vending machines.
O3 EO x E O Htin&rAcB farid waks awhy.
Penny hesitates but does as she is told.
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Margaux, wrapped in an expensivooking shawl, smashes a tired tissue to her nose.
O4EAU OAU EA T AU 110 xAIl E ACAET 80
SEAEET ¢ EAO EAAAR O0ATTU AT 1T OEN&GD@a®l OAEET C -
gesture she attempts seems contrived.
O0"Tubhd -AOCAO@ OAUOh OOUET ¢ O1T O | A A
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the hall with the doctor, is covering his face with his hand and shakingshhead. The doctor
reaches out and squeezes Robert's shoulder. As Penny grasps the tissue box, the fluorescent
light fires off the facets of her engagement ring, a large diamond flanked with baguettes set in a
platinum band. It is the biggest diamond shéas ever seen, and she loves the attention it
attracts. She returns to the seat next to Margaux and rapidly pulls three stiff tissues from the
box.

O4EATE UI Oho -AOCAODZ OAUOS
O4EEO AEAT CAO AOAOUOEEI Choe - AOCAO@ AEAT 608 O
Penny pulls another tissue from the box and folds it against her knee.
O(A EO 1TAOGAO CiEIi¢c O xAlE8 4EAU AT180 ETT x
Margaux says and chokes on a sob.
Penny squeezes her fingers against the ring and it cuts into her fles
O(A xEI1 EAOA O 1EOA AbG~BI T A xEOE TTA 1T &£ 060
Robert returns and stands over them.
"What have they told you?" Margaux asks.
Robert blinks at her.
"Please, please tell me he's going to be okay," Margaux begs.
Robert drops into the chair, and Margaux envelops him in her shawl.
Penny, an invisible, superfluous observer, stands and walks away. Outside, the night is
brittle with unquestionable clarity. A group of nurses are gathered in a susurrant smoking
circle. Penny approachesrad asks no one in particular for a cigarette. There is a long,
uncomfortable pause before a young nurse, younger than herself, holds out a white, papery
cigarette. Without having to ask, she is handed a lighter.
Penny walks around the hospital and resis articulating the one question bubbling to
the surface. It is an unforgivable and obstinate questiomhy is this happening to meR bus
pulls up to the curb with a hydraulic squeal. The fumes sting her nose. She walks towards the
bus and the doors fold pen like a magic portal to another dimension.
"You getting on?" The bus driver asks.
OATTU AOT PO EAO AECAOAOOA ET OEA O1TT xh AiTOE
"Are you sure?"
She steps back. "I'm sure.”
The doors snap shut and the bus bouncesvay from her.
Her feet, wet and cold, begin to ache. She pulls the rough tissue from her coat pocket
and wipes her running nose. The streets leading away from the hospital invite her to escape
down their unmarked, snow-covered sidewalks illuminated by the moon. Mirages of fairytale
endings pixelate at the end of each city block. Her fingers are numb, and she checks for her ring.
It is still there noosed around her finger. Slipping it off, she stuffs it into the pocket of her jeans.
At the hospital entrance, three yellow taxi cabs pump exuberant exhaust into the frigid
air. Penny searches her coat pockets for money. She has seventeen dollars and vty cents.
It may be enough to get her to the airport. She decides to buy a ticket to wherever the next
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available flight is headed. Climbing into the first cab, she rouses the driver from a nap, and says,
Or EOPT 0OOh DI AAOABS S
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He shifts the car into drive, and they lurch forward.
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The street lights flash by in regular beats.

O! OA Ul O OOAOGAT ET C AilT1TAed (A AOEOS
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She starts to cry. Reaching for the tissue, she recalls her mother handing her two tissues
and instructing her to cry until they were both used up. After that, it was time to deal with the
problem and move on with life.
The cab driver clicks on the blinler towards the airport exit.
091 06 AAT OAEA I A AAAE O OEA EIT OPEOAI 86
The driver nods and turns off the blinker.
Shoulders heaving, she cries until the tissue crumbles apart.
The driver rolls up to the exact location they departed from, shifts into p&, and says,

091 6 AAT OEO ET EAOA Al O A xEEIT A 1T1TCAdO8 )O080 A
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She shakes her head.

Arabic music fills the space. Quick tempos, sliding scales, and unfamiliar soft words
punctuated with glottal utterances.

Closing her eyes, she escapes.

O-EOOed6 4EA AOEOAO xAEAO EAOS

She startles back into her reality.

0) 61 O1 oouh AOO I U OEEAZO EO 1 OAOS86O
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He waves it away.

Penny gets out of the warm, fragrant cab and squints at the white and red lights of the
hospital entrance. She pulls the ring from her pocket and slips it on. Gazing at her hand, the ring
encircles herfinger like a constrictor.

Under the scrutiny of florescent lights, she returns to find Robert sitting with his elbows
on his knees and his face buried in his palms.

Standing in front of him, she places her hands on his shoulders.

He wraps hisarms &1 OT A EAO xAEOOh AT A OAUOh 091 086 0A |

0)6i EAOAhRo OEA OAUOS
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What Happened to Darren
Jeff Hill

O7EIT AOA Ui Oedo $AOO0OAT AOEAASB

1O A 11060 A O xI OAGh ATA 11060 OAAIT U OOOA E
xET E8 O)080 I Ah $A00AT 8 )O8O $AAAU8BS

He looks genuinely puzzled, then scared, and then, trying to be tough, which is a skill
| like to think he inherited from me, he laughs it off.

0) ETAx OEAOhd EA OAUOG8 O) xAO EOOO EEAAEI

My son. The jokester.

"00 TAEOEAO 1 £ amgﬁmkmmwmm£®W@mmmmmmo C

iT1 1TAEO xEAT OEA OAAI EUAA EA XAOI 60 CAOOEIC
i

OAAIl EUAA OEAO EEO OAAAEAOO xAOAT 60 ciEIC O E
an off-color remark about Darrenbehind my back that got him slammed against a wall.
But none of that matters, | keep telling myself. | know who | am. | know who he is.
And deep down, no matter what the doctors and the lawyers and the social workers say, he
knows, too.
O-U |1 EDROhGENEARAUN 11T O0A OF 1 UOGAI £ OEAT Ol
/| 60 AAUO AOA OPAT O ET OAI AOGEOA EOI 1 AGET 1T 8
O0i8 'Ol AAROEAO AOA OOOAIT 1T U AAI EOGAOCAA8 4EA 11 OE
OAAT AT A xA 1T x18 AGEAMIAGN 6100 ERNOAE AATAEET EOh AT 2
xEAOA EA AT AO1 60 AOAT OAI Ai AAO EEO i1i8 /O OE
"00 ) AT 8 4EAOCSO0 A T AITOU ) xEOE ) AIiOIA E
ATT1860 EAOA OEAOC 1 0800ABO)I RAIARTGRABD AD®AGBOEED C/
xEAO EA EAOG8 "O0O A 1 AOCAO PAOOh A 11T O0OA PAOAOI
remember.) 08 O OEA AOOAAT ) EAOGA O AAAO8 ' £#OAO Al

The basement window shattersThende OA xAEAO T A &£O01T 1 A AAAD
AAAEAA EZ£ ) TAAA TuUu ¢cO1l T O OEA PEITAh AOO Al
without hesitation.

O$AAAUAG EA OAOAAI Oh AOETCEITC I A T00 1T &£ OA

O$AAAUB O E A OAfbrcing Back@eArs dt the thougbt Ahbk he really does
remember me. Sometimes.

But that emotion is overtaken and overpowered by a more powerful, more primal
one when | reach his bedroom door and notice that he is standing by his window, pointing
attheneE CEAT 086 O ET OOAS8

O A0 AxAU &£O0i i OEA xEIT Al xOAd6 ) UAIi h AOO E
this time in my bedroom., EOO1T A AT OEAU ETT xh ) Ai180 OI AAP
$A00CAT S0 I1T1T TAEO OO8 )OO 1TAOCRDOAAARAR OEEADEE
COAGO oiii TA@O O $AOO0OAT 608

) COAA 1TuU o1l AT A AAZEI OA EA AAT AOAT OAAAOD
AAT OAT Ai AAos 4EA 111U OEEIC EA AAT AOAO OAAI
OEOOEOG AOHexdlI DAET OEOA AAI 1l AO OECEO AO EA AAI
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AT ETCET ¢ AO OECEOI U O i1uU TAAE AO EA AAT 8 (A
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We make our way down the hallway and | hear another shattedewindow, this time
inthe guestroom.- U T 1 A AAAOITT1 EO 11 AEOA T1xh AT A )

have happened if | had taken the pills that the doctor prescribed me after Darren and | did
xEAO xA AEA8 71 O1 A ) EACQ@Avodhdme kiownvhadtg&? $ AOOA
7EOEET 1 ET OOAOh OEA EI OOA EO i1 OA EEOA OEA
fire department asks questions that neither Darren nor | answer. Darren because he
AT AOT 60 ETT x ET x O AT A Ififefightds®kAo@ Ohe wholeAT T 60 1 A
block knows. Hell, this whole city knows what just happened to our home and why.
) 060 AAAAOOA ) EEITAA T u AAOCEOAO AT A Al Ai

No one would ever really know what happened. To a certain extent, not even me.
Sure,lcoi A OAT 1T UI O OEA AOAT OO6h AOGO AOAOUITA ETIT x
can give you a plot, a setting, and a series of complications. But what really happened? Who
xAOA OEA AEAOAAOAOOGe ) 1T AATh xEI xAakwedDEAU OA
if you were there.And the only two people who were there are my daughter and my son.

| was technically there, | suppose. But | was so drunk that | might as well have not
AAAT 8 ) xAO OOBPDBI OAA O AA xAOAEEBIN@rte=E Al h AT A
Ol x16068 Y0680 I ETAh OI18 ) CcCAO EO8 ) EOAEAA OP

' TA )Y80OA OPAT O AOGAOU AAU OET AA PAUET C A& O
$AOOAT 60 PAUET Ch OilT8 (A EAO xEAO AT AOT OO AOA
brought on by ether a head injury or some sort of traumatic incident. Or, in his case, a
combination of the both.

The theory around town is that | drowned her in the bathtub while Darren was
taking a nap and then when he found what | had done, | pushed him down the staiHe
forgot because he hit his head. And he continues to forget because what type of monster
would do that to his son.

The theory in my head is that my son killed his sister on accident, some sort of game

OEAO )61l TAOGAO 0OO0OI dfigutelitAlifolr il betago BakkAo thathA OO x A
TECEOh AOO OEAOCB6O0 11 0 Pl OOEAI A8 7A 1 EOA ET OE
My son may never recover. My daughter will never return. And my wife is no longer
i ETA8 ) EAOA O 1 EOA xEOE xshér@ninyinalBiii. My O AEAT
son.
10O 1T1T1TUu EO EA OOGEIT Al EOA8 "OO0 EAGI T Al xA

matter how terrible our lives may get. No matter how angry | may be, or sad, or drunk, or
AOT EAT 8) AAT Al x A Uhd oné tifydhateklly Ettérs. Bldvd himi, &£

O7ET AOA Ui Ged EA AOEO ACAET h AO EA xAEAO
toward the motel bathroom.

0) 060 1 ADg O OO AIAIA ABIBI6 8

He smiles.

'TA EO6O AT 1 OCES
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Rabblerousing with Reason
JohnGorman

Archie still felt a little pang for having thrown-in his stock boy apron. Maybe a
college grad had no business messing with boxes of Frosted Flakes, but, at the very least, he
OET Ol AGOA EAA O1T i1 AOGEET ¢ 1 ET AA Omutonedlipladd 0BT 00
let his girlfriend shine in her moment. Marcy Dibble, queen of chocolatgipped biscotti,
rowing team captain from Dartmouth, purveyor of small miracles, was shaking like a tuning
£l OE8 91 O6A OEET E OEA x A Qosiidd GtiGley iksiefd A/OOEA x ET C
celebrating over takeout. She was so moejuked about taking the first step toward a
AAOAAO ET AAOAOOEOETI ¢ OEAGA & Oci O0AT EAI £ 1 E
except that she started on Monday and it was okay toear flip flops. Bent over her Kung
0OATh OEA OAAT AAOAA OEA OAAT A I O ! OAEEASO AAI
launching into what might have been considered an unpardonable gaffe. After receiving the
green light, Marcy kissed the recruiter on tke forehead. Archie almost choked on his spring
roll when she puckered. Coming from Marcy, however, this was expected. She had a zest for
life, shimmering beyond her freckles.

For Archie, unfortunately, nabbing a stable income had become a challenge. You

x| Ol AT60 OEETE O AAAAOOA T &£ EEO APDPAOEOAR Al
OAPAxT O 60 AECAOOEOA OOAAOh ! OAEEA xAO OOEAEAO
O$AITAA EZAZ£ UI O Aih AAITAA EZ£ Ui & Aifohgi@®@ao - AOA
short while longer, of their beef and broccoli brunches, Magnolia Bakery cupcakes, and
Friday Night Wine Bar openings. Sooner or later though, Archie had to land something
better than coffee shop barista.

7TEAT - AOAU 1 AO ' OAEEA OinhdgressAbiuiherBcllfiapA A EE |
hands were hell bent on shaping the mensch she saw in him. He did have his pluses. She
T AGAO 1T AO AT UAT AU O Uidich xET 11T 06AA EAUUR A
xEOE A POAAAEAOGO DPAOOEI T8 (EO EI OAT OETT xAOIl

but to open her up to something other than Top Forty plonk. After much deliberating,
whether or not he could stay involved with somebody who had as much use forI@ane as
she did for coleslaw, Archie finally put his fusspot grit on the backburner. He kept telling
himself she was only twentyone, but then again so was he.

They lived down the hall from each other on the Lower East Side, two blocks from
the Ukrainian joint which served the most deliciousrarenykyanywhere and kept a vintage
ukulele displayed in the window. There, they split many a lataight blintz and drank their
beers, sharing the scabs of their rapidly fusing lives.

They met by way ofamiup.! OAEEA &I OT A EEO 1T AECEAT 060 Al
AAAOAOOAA 1 AOOAO &OIT "1 OA .1 O0OA EIT EEO | AEI 8
A OEAAI AT TO0 A EAIiTAO8 (AGA TAOGAO AAAT 106060 A
being neighbors with a jazz athusiast. Marcy opened the door halexpecting a dozen roses
or a bronzer-complexioned suitor. Archie was used to this kind of welcome. He held out the
mail to his lilac-smelling neighbor and admired her soagscrubbed cheeks, her pug nose,
her gorgeous sloulder-length nut brown hair, combed straight back, and grinned when he
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OAx OEA 1T AiiT1 OE PEIiDPIA ET OEA T EAAITA T &£ EAO E
hide it and it sprout from her head like a unicorn. If only he had that much confidence.

Shedid O OEATE EEI AT A 1| OAEEA OOI T A 1T OOOEAA
the click of the chain. They bumped into each other a few more times going into the
building, passing each other on the stairs and then one day Marcy brought over a bottle of
CabAT A OOOT 11 AA ET O ! OAEEAGO AET CU AECAO Al @ |
up where they last left off. He had nothing better to do and they passed the night jibber
jabbing about the unmapped, post collegiate life. Marcy was comfy enough tveal her
Al AEOET T O xEOE EAO AEAOOAEA EAAAh OAOOEIT C 11
listened and never mentioned anything about the Blue Note letter. A couple of days later,
when he did say something about it and Marcy said the letter tu0O 8 OA AAAT A [ EOO/
AEAT 80 PAOOEAOI Al U AAOA &£ O T1 A OOAA | OOCEA
OOAE OAAT OU AOGEAAT AA8 (1T xAOAOh EA AEA EAAI
of calm. He needed a friend

For the past few months, Archie had seen plenty of ads for numberunchers, and
EA EAA AAAT xAECEEI ¢ EI EEO i ETA xEAOEAO 1O
EEO AACOAA8 (A ETAx AOAT OOAI 1 U EAGA doy AT A
before joining the rat race. Maybe he needed to go backpacking in Europe. Marcy even
OOCCAOOAA OEEOh AOO ! OAEEA xAOI 60 OTTA 11
EA EAPO OEA AITEO &£ O A AAT OE Oosa inktrddestd A 8
buzzing in the room behind him while he was working out debits and credits.

- AOAU COAAAAA ' OAEEAS8O "1 OA -111 ATA
mess with the chopsticks so she speared a chunk of chicken and bit into ittaE OE A 6
broken from a fast.

O(AUnh ! OAEEAS8S

O7EAOed6 EA OAEARh DI EEITC ETOI EEO AZOEAA OEA

Marcy pinched one from his carton, held it between her magnificent, cuticleee,
AT UBO 1 AT COE ZET CAOT AET fingfeé tig gletidni Aohie, ik @O AT £ A
his no-nonsense self, wolfed down the last shrimp and all but licked the final grain of rice
off his thumb.

O0) EAOA Ui 00 OETEhd - AOAU OAEASB
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031 Ai1608606

O'TA TAEOEAO OEIT O1I A Ul 06856

@EAT Eix xEil ) xAOE iU EAT AOebd

O)lT 1T U OETES8SHG

O" OEl 1 EAT 68 31 AOAOU OEIi A ) ciI O1 OEA AAOE
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4EA OET OCEO Al AAAOAA OEAOA Al O A OAATTA 1E
Archie, the private soul, who had only gotten rid of his parental baggage that came along
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with going to a commuter school was now looking at the very real prospect of living with or
losing his girlfriend. This was not the kooky crinkle he wanted to add into his life.

He tried to imagine the logistics of showering, shaving, and removing his contact
lenses. Sharing& T OAT [ ECEO6 OA AAAT AT AAT A EAA EA CiTA
originally planned, but his plans had a way of being undermined. He also, quite frankly, had
no inkling where his stuff would go. It took him weeks before he bought a canvas garment
rack andhe still preferred to pull his shirts and pants out of his gym bag.

Os$1 1760 OOOE 1 Ahd ' OAEEA OAEA AO EE EA xAOA
uird 61 AT T A TTA OIAlTlT ZEAOI 086

0910 TAI A EO86

A couple of days later, Archie knockedon AOAUS O AT T O xAAOET ¢ OEA
of a mail carrier. Ordinarily, more stoic after settling on his own terms, a second wind of
doubts troubled him. All the same, he was going to take Marcy on a short trip over the
bridge. When he knocked againandA EAT 8 O CAO AT AT OxAO EA AAAEAA
air. On his way downstairs, he bumped into Marcy, lugging groceries.

001 ATTET C O AAAA -edbarradsed thegnomert A brdbd\fiorA his E AT A
lips.

01 AoiuU I £ Oxi hbOABPAOIOOABARAREEZEDTCEAOCA U

0. AAA O OEix Ui & Oii AGEET C86

O7A1T 1 h AAT EO xAEOeod

( ITTEAA 1T £/8 (EO EAAA &I CCAA AAAE ET OEA
from. He appeared hopelessly confounded. Yet his feet carried him down the steps. He
grabbed the bags from Marcy and her lips curled in bewilderment.

O4EAOARDOBABEANT A OOOEAU ET OEAOAhoe OEA OAEAS
| OAEEA T1TAAAA AO EZ EASGA 111U AAQOT o1 OT A
smokescreens.
O0) 68611 OPIEI 86
Archie marched back up the stepgjoth hands, carting the goodies, but kept his soft
Al OA AUAO 1T AOOI x AT A xAgAA 11 OOOPEAEITT 8 - AOA

let him get away with dumping the bags outside her door. She made little-ttb about
putting the things away. By tle time they were ready to ship off Archie had already left his
funk behind in her apartment.

They grabbed the NOOAET OF | OAEEASO 11 A 1 AECEAT OET 1/
OEA TETA8 7AUT A 3EI OODAEEGAOCD EABABI O ADEEUKA
TAgO Al 1T OAO AT T OAET AOGA ZEI T AA EEO 101 cO8 ! OAE
Astoria Boulevard. He pointed out the old dilapidated public swimming pool where he
learned the butterfly and to hold his bregh underwater for almost a minute. Marcy puffed
her cheeks then smacked her flesh and pretended to spit chlorinated water into the face of
her tour guide. To his credit, Archie produced a hanky from his coat pocket and began
patting dry his soppy wet face.

Before he had a chance to put the hanky back into his pocket, Marcy grabbed it from
him and pretended to blow into it, her big brown eyes eager for a reaction. He almost
ignored this trivial plea for attention until he caught himself. Even a simple, haliearted
CAOOOOA AT OI' A OAOGA A OAI AOET 1 OEEP8 7EOE A OAC
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her hand. Marcy peered out at the steel blue ripples of the East River and Archie graciously
coaxed her eyes back to the sickly green stone of his childhopdol. It was drained except
for a dirty rivulet of rainwater or perhaps it was urine. In the fall, the skaters used the spot
to test out their new tricks and dare each other into bashing their skulls. A patch of graffiti
as beautiful and intricate as staied glass tagged the far wall.
A mischievous glow emanated from Archie. His dipping knees and gangly arms
bl ET OAA ETO1T A POI xh OAAAU O AEOA8 (A OAx Oil
fear and he relished it as Marcy snared his wrist. Her warisinewy hand gave him a shock.
He stuffed their clasped hands into his coat pocket and kept it there as a lumpy gift.
7ET AOGAO xAT OAA O1 AT Ol A OAOOEAOGA EO AZEO0O0Oe 9A
mentioning it to Marcy. If she let him break freeEE OOOh OEAT EA8A OEAAE O
minimum-Al T AE T £ AZEOA [ ET OOAOG8 ) &£ OEA O1 AEA EAO
EAGA 11 OAs
Archie was forever making contingency plans. This time he saw it different. He
wanted no part of the afterthoughts. No part of the hurt and rejection. He almost went as
AAO AO AATEET ¢ i1 EAO 1T £ZEAO0 OEAT OECEOAOIT U A
4AEAUGA 111T¢ PAOOAA OEA DPiT1 AT A AOI OOAA OEA A
corner, a staggeng line of fleet-footed pedestrians waited for two parked buses to peel
open its glass doors. They were an ungainly bunch some with greasy hats or caps and a few
had papers creased to kill time over local news or sports, but there was one among them
that made Archie shudder. He had a brief otdf-body episode, a swirl of inertia nearly
tossing him noggin to knees onto the gursplotched curb. This one man was slight of build,
small-mouthed with thin, fraying dirty blonde hair, paling by the sides, salty wite on the
crown of his head and even in other odd patches, including the wooly gray reaching into his
muttonchops. Some lazy spots of beard, freckle, and pimple comprised his humble, fleshy
face. He had a crumbled paper bag poking out of his jacket pockeid kept his small ugly
head down as he pecked at his bagel as if he were a pigeon. Why Archie singled out this
poor slouch from the rest of the line bugged him. The two bus drivers returned, chomping
on donuts, ambled together passed their stranded oA EAT 6 O AOAT AT OEAO Ofi
behind them as they climbed onto the same bus. They went on gabbing and gobbling. The
poor slouch, Archie marked, wore defeated, hangdog eyes and his chin had suddenly gone
scruffier. Archie winced when he had realizedE A8 A O A A fforwér& ugsit éf O E
himself.
| OAEEAG6O £EET CAOO xAOA O1T Al AGPAA &EO01T1T - AOAU
had no idea how long his hand had broken from hers and who had done the breaking.
Amazingly enough he let the shimmering eblience of her smile melt his troubles
away.

E
A

Archie only needed two cardboard diaper boxes and his trusty gym bag to cart over
all his worldly possessions. He made a separate trip for his canvas garment rack and
carried it like a wounded Cdlie. It took him a day to graduate from his gym bag. He found
he enjoyed theting of hangers along the metal rod of his new wardrobe. He sprung for a
plastic socks and skivvies drawer and even made his first decorating suggestion though it
xAO AAICEDDDA) a® AEOOO EA £A1 O 1 EEA EABGA 11 OAA
the snugas-a-bug arrangement.
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He impressed himself with his willingness and his ability to live elbowo-elbow
with his girlfriend in the dusty confines of their third-floor studio. A bath a light spilled in
through the oatmeatcolored blinds and he was only too happy to press his nose to the
pane and stare out. Archie Mullins, roommate, future accountant or bott&asher, owner
of an unlimited Metrocard stared at the bustingmé AT A xT1 1 AT AO EZ£ EAGA
this vantage point. His old place had a view of the dumpster, but now that he could peer out
every morning at the working stiffs rushing to their destinations he felt a waggle of
trepidation.

He watched Marcy slip ino her slacks while brushing her teeth. He marveled at her
AAGOAOEOU AT A OEAO OEA AEAT 860 AOGAT 1TAAA O AE
shoot finito.

When she returned from her daily grind, Archie had the place stinking of pork
chops, skirt geak and fries. Archie was no skillet master, but he knew how to whip up a few
OEET CO AT A xEAOAOGAO EA AT O AT80O EAT AT A EA AAI
for it she could barely make pasta without it ending up soupy or soggy. They either drank
five-dollar wine or iced tea and when they finished their chow down Archie let the sink sit
till the morning. Marcy made no qualms.

They could have gone on like this forever. At least, this was how Archie saw it, until
Marcy threw down the gauntlet. She bgan leaving classified ads next to his pillow, under
the bathroom door, and inside the refrigerator. Archie got the drift. He needed to pull his
weight. The real question was what the hell would he do to earn his keep? No more box
stacking. Faced with sule metaphysical dilemmas, he trooped around the streets of the
Lower East Side with an apple in his hand. He ventured further east than he recalled, past
the urban take on hanging gardens throughout Alphabet City. He scratched his head, as if
he walked off OEA 1T AOOT x EOI AT Ah xEAT EA BPAOOAA A OI x
nodded, to himself, when he saw a canogyee coffee shop with a hanescrawled
chalkboard promising a free cup to anybody who produced a Sumatistamped passport.

He zeroed in on theSum in Sumatra and puzzled over whether one or two Ms belonged

there. It reminded him of when, in fourth grade, Sister Eloise trumpeted the correct

OPATTETC T &£ OATT11T1AI 86 (A AT O A 1 AT O6AT 006cCc b
bore his secret afinity for numbers. Balancing equations brought him tranquility.

He crunched the last of his apple and tossed the core in the street. He kicked a
pebble out of the heel of his shoe and rubbed the dry, sticky juice between his palms. He
countedcrackd ET OEA OEAAxAIT E AT A AAAI OA EA ET Ax Al
into the park off Delancey Street. His stomach grumbled and he considered a hotdog, but
the slouchbacked vendor looked the type who never bothered to scrub under his nails and
ArchiA EAA A AACCAO60 AAOAE 1T &£ AEAT CAh A 11 060UN
and dimes, and besides, he hated the mean appraisal he got when he plunked down a mess
of coins.

The sweet sound of worn brass turned his head. A jangly black man bl@wo his
OATT O OAgi PEIT A8 (EO AEAPPAA EAT A0 EAI A OEA E
studied the musician, how he blew into the sax with a stirring mix of passion and empathy.

The frenetic squirm of his fingers along the scales had Archie dizeyth envy. The musician
seemed to catch the whisk of the wind within the hole of his sax and played a kind of call
and response with it. He threw off a mighty shadow and blared a series of high notes that
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He got halfway into the piece then stopped cold and packed up his sax. The clamping

case made a muffled plea for morérchie felt knifed in the gut and he grabbed his last
dollar, folded it and handed it to the man with great shame in his eyes.
031 oouh EOGBO Ail ) ciOhd ' OAEEA OAEA AT A E
O+AAPD EO i Als8 '1 0 O OPIEO8SG
O7TEAOA UIT O CIiETCebd
O, AAUAEOA peAhidwostnwatcn( A OAD
| OAEEA AEAT 60 xAT O O ET OOOAA Oi EA 1 AO OE
before he now knew he needed to score his own brass.
He put on his antenna and searched for an instrument. He knew a place over on
Orchard, but when he got there the shop looked as if a tornado ripped through it. They
were going out of business and were down to a harmonica and a Cassio keyboard. The
gawky kid, behind the sawduststrewn counter, recommended a pawn shop between
ClintonAT A %O0O0A@8 ! OAEEA OEAT EAA EEI O AA AEOEI h
depleted his savings. The wad of bills was much leaner than he thought, a couple of takeo
menus folded over. He tapped at his pocket every so often to make sure it was still
there.
Archie walked until he wore a hole in the bottom of his shoe. His big toe was as
black and bloated as a burnt marshmallow. Archie grabbed a bunch of postda from a
Persian restaurant and stuffed them in his worn shoe sole and marched on. When his
ankles were aching and he felt his legs just about ready to give out from under him he came
across a small music shop. The front shelves were filled with guitab®th acoustic and
electric, the usual suspects: Fender, Gibson, Ibanez, Blueridge, and Taylor. He spotted a
AEET Ouu AOoOi OAO -Ag 21 AAE xi O1 AT60 EAOA Al OE
the back and a saw beautiful tribe of woodwinds and then thieorns. He got the hiccups.
A fine trombone hung next to an alto sax and behind a glass case half a dozen
clarinets lay scattered like noisemakers. Judging from the clutter he figured he could get a
sax without having to pawn his kidney. He had five hudred on him. He knew it would
EAOAT U AA AT1TOCE Oi CAO O1i AOGEET ¢ AAAAT 08 (A
anything to contribute for rent.
He grabbed a shiny tenor sax off the wall, rubbed his thumb up the rising swirl of
brass. He felt lile he was cheating on his girlfriend. More to the point, he found his new
honey. Archie raised the sax, splayed his legs a bit and got soft in the knees. He put his
mouth to the piece and let out a dying elephant call which brought the sales guy over from
the front.

O4EAOBO0 A OxAAO 11T A EOGI 60 EOhd OEA cOU OAE

| OAEEA AEAT 380 POI AA8 (A ETAx EA 1T AAT O COAI
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Archie found himself taking a few uneven steps back. The firm pinch of reality

Al 1T 00 pi bPAA OEA AOGAAIT A 1 &£ ' OAEEASO Cii A AEA

I AAAET ¢ EEI OF AT 1T OEAO Oi AOdubel jaZzlenthusiast OAAOET T 8
0) AAOAAO A xEIT Al x OEI PpPAOho OEA Ci EA OAI A
O, EOOAT h )-EQI AOAAhOO! BEGEA OAEA8 O7EAO AAI
Head down, slopebacked the salesman pushed off without a rubber sole of pep.

I OAEEA x1 @&muth ndof@ tirreAH2 @ok his last gander, smelled the reed and

finger buttons and put the instrument where it belonged. The guy came back with a dusty

OEET ¢ OEAOh 'TA EAI D OOh 1 ECEOB8O0OA AAAT 1 EAEOAA

starting fornaOA3 O OET AAT @8 ) O xAOT1 60 AOGAT A O600i PADOh
O3AO0AEIT DI AUAA TTA EOOO 1 EEA EOhoe OEA OAI

cloth.
) O xAO AAT 66 AO Z£AO A&£O1T i1 ! OAEEA8O AOAAI OA

could afford and the guy threw in an extra mouthpiece for four seventyEE OA8 | OAEEA AE
bargain. He actually had a smile when he lumped down his savings. No case to put it. Archie

held it with pride and blew out the cobwebs and galumphed through the streets with a new

burst of energy. The mangled postcard poking through his toe had the shape of an epiglottis

or chewed gum yet he carried himself with dignity and lighter shoulders.

(A PI AUAA O3A1 O 0AAT 6O0Ge T1TA 1 mheéhBehiU ' ET I
the refrain, Archie cracked himself up, nearly choking on the mouthpiece. He paid his last
OEOEO Of OEA OOOAEI AT A xAEOAA Ol OEI - AOAU xA

gait.

Marcy, who had been leafing througlVanity Fair, stood andcast a harsh look on the
disheveled form passing as her boyfriend. Her eyes glided right over the coronet and she
launched into the scolding.

O7EAOA OEA EAI1T EAOA UI O AAATeodo -AOAU OAEA
OEAU OEET E Ul GEAEIARBD K8 7EAO8O0 O
| OAEEA AEAT 860 xAT O O0ih AOO EO xAO OEA 111U

unpolished. He let it rip right from his gut, all the pemrup crud that had been eating at him.
He played a loose and imperfect stream of notes and noise. Marcy edfher ears. Archie
x Ol A6OA AOITAA 1T1h AOO EA OO01I PPAA O AAOAE E
0) DOiT AAAIT U EAOA 11 AOOET AOGO bPiI AUET ¢ EOh
DAT OUxAEOO856
- AOAUGO PAT A EAAA xAT O - AAET O1 OE OAAS8
O' A0 1 O édid@andpdn€@dtd the door. For the first time, Archie saw she
resembled his mother in her cat eyes and ampersantlrled brows. He dug into his pocket
and dropped a twenty on top of the mini fridge. He left his stuff. He put the mouth of his
coronet backinto swollen lips and played a hideous, sickly green noise that sounded like he
was playing underwater in his old swimming pool. He marched out, down three flights of
stairs with no intention of taking the subway. He planned on schlepping it over the brigk
into Queens. Why not? He had legs, he had lungs.

(@}
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Dreams of Lillian Wu
Barbara Taylor

y £ UT O AEA ET A AOAAih EO EEIT O Ui O ET OAA
OEAOR AOGO EOB0 OODPDI OAA Oi AAsoke ofiAyAi@dns,) 6 OA Al
AT A ,EITEAT 70 EO 1T #O0AT 1 O0OEET ¢ ET OEA AAAECO
OAET 11 h AOO )860A AAAEAAA OEA8O OOOAE ET 11U 060

tack on her chair in science class. This spontaneous actafielty was out of character for
me, Douglas Vonnagel, but not for Michael. I think of him whenever | hear Tom Jones sing
O.10 2A0DPTI 1 OEAI As8d -EAEAAI AEAT 60 Ai 1 OEAAO OE

OOFEEAOCAA A 111 AT 06388 OAG A OO O GABDO EOEAO BB AEET | E

AOAAI 68 3EA OEI Ol Ah AOO )81l AARAO OEA Al AOiI 608
Many moons ago, back at George S. Patton Junior High, Michael hissed to get my

AOOAT OET1T &EOT1T AAOI OO OEA AEOI A ET @AEAT AA 1A

wearing his rubber apron and yellow dishwashing gloves, flourishing a fetal pig in an

Al OI ET 61 AAAPAT TEEA A xAEOAO8 7A6A cOl Al EI

knock it off, as usual.

&vonnagel!"Michael flashed the tack he had popatl off the bulletin board titled
O4(% ! -1:)." (5-1. (% 246 AT A EAOEAA EEO EAAA
OxEOOAA ET O Al AOEI COETh AT A ) ETAx ET Al E
unfortunate choices from time to time» lying, cheating, and staling to name a few but up
to this point | had never intentionally inflicted physical injury. Yet | nodded, my head

iTOETC OP AT A Al xT AO EZA£ AiT1O00OTTT1AA AU A pODPD
tack on the chair. Honestly. One therapist offered toypnotize me in a lastditch effortto
AETA 100 TTAA ATA £ O A1 8 YO AEAT 680 x1 OEh AO

O0$1 OCl AOh o OE-Aypnatistisdidad n@@, r&xking BBk in his black leather
chair and putting his fingers and his thumbstog@ EA O O1 & O0f A DPAOEAAO O

Ui 66 0A 11T 0 OAAAU O1T T1AO C¢cis8d 7TEAO A AOT AES

)y OAAAI T AOAAEET C 100 ET A AT A OxAAO AO
my defense. Even now, years later, | can be driving along the Merritt Parkway anat of
I xEAOA )Ydi1 OAI AT ARAO xEAO , EITEAT AEA xEAT O
1EEA Al EAEAI A8 (AOAGO xEAO EAPPAT AAg 11 OEET C

looked like she was in pain, and that moment she looked slighlyi OA &1 8 " OO0 OEA 1/
make a sound, and | think | know why. It had to do with her harrowing journey from
mainland China to the free world.

Heartless as it sounds, her parents shipped her over in a wooden box on a boat.
Apparently there was no alternat've When she finally made it to the good old U. S. of A., the
70 EATEI U AEAT 8O0 AAEOOO O1 100 xAUu 1T &£ ATEITC O
of slimy fish and vegetables and sent the reeking leftovers to school with Lillian in a
Tupperwarecd OAET AO xEOE AEI POOEAEO OAPAA O OEA 1E
or anything. But think about it: she had lots of practice shutting up. If anybody found her in
that box, they probably would have sent her back to the communists to be brainwaghe

3EA Al Ol AT86O0 AEAEI OA O OAAAO OFi A AOAiI P EI EA
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Some of those Chinese girls are gorgeous, but not Lillian. She had a scrunehbed

AAAAR 1T EEA OEA xAO OOUEIT ¢ O EITA A COAET 1T £ O
assimilation? the not smiling? but who could blame her? Have you ever thought how A
uir 06 A ¢ci Ol OEA AAOGEOITI ET A Al ge 7A ATl xI11

s o~ N s AN

3EA xAOT 80 AGAAOI U APPOT AAEAAT Ah EZ£ UIT O CAO «x
in gym a few times because | was paralyzed with girls after the whole mess with Joelle

" OAAT A1 AGO AATTETC T A #1711 0EA "Tu AT A OOAOOQET C
gulping, and regretting that life.changing day until Lillian was the only gi left. But she

could promenade and desi-AT x EOE OEA AAOO 1 &£ OEAI h )d8i1 OA
xAlTh OITi8 ) COAOO OEA AEA A 1710 T &£ OEAO AAAE
AEAT 860 AAI1T 1T A ATUOEETCh AiIi A O OEETE 1T &£ EOS

Besides the nonverbal element, Lillian had an odd odor about her. After eating in an
authentic Chinese restaurant in San Francisco once, | found out what cooked seaweed
smells like. Lillian sprang to mind and thinking about her spoiled the whole California trip
£l O i As8 )OO AEAT 8O0 EAi P OEAO ) xAO OOAUET C EI
AOl OOOAO AOAT 60 EAAT OEAAT h ) OAAI EUAR AOO OEA
the floor and a Buddhist shrine. Then there was the bathroom with no showe just a deep
tiled tub that took an ocean to fill and there were instructions, in Japanese and English, not
to use soap in there because the tub was strictly for soakingf.ou were supposed to squat
on the floor over a drain, turn on the water from the smot jutting out of the wall, splash

water on yourself, soap up, wash your hair, whatever, then rinse off under the stupid

OPECI 68 /11U OEAT xAOA Ui & Aii11T xAA ET O61 OEA O
clean this way, but I thought about Lilian the whole time | was there. In fact, | half o .
AobAAOAA O1 AOIi P ET O EAO ET 1TTA 1T &£ OEA Al 1l AU

One of my fears is that the tack scarred Lillian for life. She had enough emotional
scarsalready.) 81 OOODPOBEDAYATx ETIGNOMAAE T OEAO ET A DOl
| toss and turn at night, thinking that Lillian could have become one of those masseuses at a
cheesy oriental massage parlor because her s@$teem had to be so low and Michael and |
contributed to the downward spiral. | blurted out to the therapist | was seeing at the time
that an apology could be in order.

O- AEET ¢ Ail AT AGhoe OEA OAEA &1 AOI Uh Cci1 AT AET C
3EA ET OEOOAA 11 AAITTEIC TAIB8&6&C8 O0AOEADPO OEA

| wanted to see what was written on that pad. My guess is it was a list of errands she
planned to do before going home. When she remembered she had to pick up the dry
Al AAT ET ch O EDiy&ldanifgiD cléaiing Aald absafutely nothing talo with me,
and her list was only one of the reasons | stopped seeing her after a few sessioAsother
was her annoyed look whenever | brought up Lillian. 1t was likegre you kidding? Lillian
Wu? Again?

O4A1T 1T T A xEAOBO AAAT &G bD®AITETACAT GM AU IUGO $A X
That was her response, emphasizingtely andcurrent.t 4 EAO6 O OEA EET A 1T £ OE/
y AT O1 AT8O0 xAEO O CcAO AxAUu &EOI i OEA xii Al 8

about Lillian and the 7 grade scence fair.

O3EA [T AAA A OI 1 R&pierimaché ay Mallaznbiselfe RotHS1AiI8 wodld
OAUS8OG

O- AAATTEOGATT A 21 OEOOAET eo
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O0-U &OAT AE OAAAEAO EIT EOTET O EECE OAETTI1 806
O7TEAOA EO OEEO CIiETCH $i06Ced 3EA xAO EECCI
O4EA OITATAGAG TATAEAT UOEET ¢C8 ) T AATh EZ£ UI O I AZ
to erupt? Regurgitate some lavdike substance? Now, that would have been the highlight of
OEA OAEAT AA EAEOS86O6
O!'TA Ul 60e ®1 ET O EO

O!'11 OEA AEA xAO DbOO Otkdode incensedhiAesd pdopldl A OD
love that stuff. She lit it, and a little plume of smoke came out of the volcariGverybody o
00T T A AOT OT Ah xAEOET C &£ O OEA 1 AOA8 "00O 11 OEE

up, so I got off the couch and started tpace. The therapist put her pad up against her chest,
DOl AAAT U OF ) xI O1IAT60 OAA EO xAO A CcOiI AAOU I
T AOGAO OEOO Ob AAT 6O OEA PiT O OOAOOET ¢ AEEI AOA
teacher, made yogurt in he lab to demonstrate how bacterial cultures worked and
everything. Lillian Wu actually ate the runny, nastyfooking stuff. There was no fruit or
AT UOEET ¢ ATA EO xAOIT 60 AOAT AiT1 A8 -08 /8$AU x
precious yogurt to goto waste. You could tell he was cheap by his tapegh glasses and
crappy car. He segued into a lecture about Americans and our free and easy thraway
society while he watched Lillian eat the godA x £01 UT ¢c0008 ) O xAO DPEOEE
the sciecPMA AAE 080
OnBAOOA | Aed
O(AO OI T AATT 1TTTEAA TEEA OEA OAAl OEET Ch )
there smoking in the middle of all those charts, but, stilE O A E A ISife onhér&udel 8
she ate theyogurt. The teachers gave her googrades because she came over from China in
A Al g8 4EAU £AT O Ol OOU &I O EAOB85H
071 61 A Ui & 1T EEA O OEO AAAE Al x1ih $106cCed O
ballpoint pen.
O.1Thde ) OAEA8 O)8A 1 EEA A AOETE 1T £ xAOAOS8S
O3EAOA xEAO Ui O80A AEAAAIT ET C86 )CiiTOEIC xEAO
go the bathroom was out of the question. Once | asked to make a quick phone call and she
ignored the request. What if | was having a heart attack and needed an ambulan&éie
would have kept on asking me about feelings while she wroggeanut butteror car poolon
EAO PAA8 11 OEA AAOAA AAT 6O xAO OEA EAOA AT A
anything else. A piece of work, let me tell you.
Flying in the face of authority | marched over to the credenza where there was a
pitcher of water and some paper cups. Obviously, the water was there for her and for
clients who deserved it but not for me. | poured myself a cup of water, splashing it around
on the tray and the carpetand took a Slp It was room temperature.
O0$1 UI O EAOA ATU EAAed ) AOEAAh DOOEET ¢ OE
just for the heII of it.

O) 6 AEFEOAEA T10h $10Ccho OEA OAEA AAOxAAT A
EAO ) xAcmmeAoHE®EAOADq8 3EA AEAT 860 AOAT OAAI
xEQE OITTAITA 1AOO OECEAh AOO ) AiI OI A OAI1 OEA

before we parted forever, something all therapists are driven to do. But one good thing
came from this session. | decided to look up Lillian Wu and get everything out on the table
once and for all. Lillian was the one person who was worse off than | was in junior high
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school. That was my point. She was a foreigner, and Michael Held and | cotesbto put a
tack on her chair. There were no consequences. | deserved to be haunted by Lillian Wu.

Unfortunately, | had no idea what had happened to her. | asked around, but nobody
knew. | even called Michael Held at his law office in White Plains.

O7TEA® ObPh 61 1T1TACAl e 910 ¢ci O A PAOOIT AT ETEC
AAAE T £ OEA 9AIT 1T x 0ACAOh 11 AEAOCA O11AOGO )
AT11AAO A OEEOA 1T &/ OEA OAOOI Ai AT 080

O)6i OOUETC OI 1TAAOGA ,EITEAT 706806

O7El eb

O, ElITEASEAO<AT O OI " Al OCA 38 0AOOIT xEOE O¢

091 6 xAT O 01 OOA o1 i AAT AU TAIT AA |, EITEAT 70

O.ih ) xAT O O EET A EAO8 ) OEI OCEO UI O I EC

O)é6i AOAxET C A Al ATER 1 Al 86

O4EA #EET AOA CEOI ET OAEAT AA Al AOGOGs 7A pOO

O(DOEed

O#1TR8 910 ETT1x xEAO )61 OAIEEIT C AAI 6686

O0* AGO6Oh EIT x 11T1T¢ Aci AOA xA OAI EET C EAOAe

091 O80A OAUEIT C Ui O Ai1680 OAT Ai AAOR 1106 OEA

He burst out with a familiar snort; the same diabolical sound he madmnstantly as
atwelveyeari 1 A8 O, TT Eh ) xAO EOOO 11 11U s&y O OEA
AAT 80 EAI P UI O 100 xEOE OEEO CEOI OEEIT C86 ) A

should get together and grab a beer or something. Take@® h  ClidK. 8 6

But when | was passing by the old neighborhood, | stopped at the house where the
Wu family had lived onthe oS AE AT AA |, EI 1 EAT 860 DPAOAT OO xAOA 00O
Wu opened the door. | knew it was Mrs. Wu because she was Chmeasd about four feet
tall. It had to be her. Somewhere inside was the yipping of a small dog.

O- 008 70e6 ) xAO AOAAOCE]I AOO--A® QRO GH CEXB EiC
, AO 6ACAO80

~

O7TEAO UI O OAI 1 EITCed OEA ACEAREADAOOI ABERQN
right.

0)di $1O6ci AOC 611 TACAIi8 ) xAT O O OAEITI xE
AUAAOTI xO OEI O 6pP8 O-U EAIEI U 1 EOAA ET OEA EIT O

O"EC O AEO8 [/ EAUS8SH

O- AUAA Ui O 1 A0 1T U DAOAT feddd baffddAMy faterA 3 AOCAe
AT 01 AT80O OOAT A &I OAECT A0OO AT A UAI T AA AO OEAI
CiiT A OEEI ¢ OEA AEAT 860 OAI AT AAO EEi 8 "AAA xAO
COAAAAOh AOGO OEA AEAT 60 AOAQ@ANT O @#Al li AAOET LD
AT 01 A OAl1 T A Eix O CcAO EI Oi OAE xEOE , EIIlEA
Ol OAEET ¢ EAO AEAOO8 OBAIAOMEIAAADAO OAU AT UOEE

O7EAO Ui 60 TAI A ACAET eo

Mouglas Vonnaged.
O0.i8 .AOAO EAAOA cintfBued an@aratting s0dnd UEDDET C
O, EI'l EAT AlsifAl) OOGTAOENONRD ) OAEAS
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z A oz

O0ADPO Oi AAIIIOOOAOA AT A Pl OOEAI U AOAAE OEA E
MurrAUe 6
)y OEITE iU EAAA AT A OEA OAAI AA O OAI Ag A
0" AEET A AAAU CAOA8o6 4EAO Agbl AET AA OEA OAO
the rumpus room. Again, | thought of Lillian crossing the Pacific in her box, struggling to
reach her parents and American shores, only to be maimed by Michael Held and me.
O$EA Ui OO0 AAOGEOAH DOBOEAN We d A OGOAOAA AT x1
embroidered satin slippers.

O#0O00EA "iUe 7ET #OOEA "1 Ueo

O. ABGAO 1 ET fiRtolilBaA Codul foh possibly give me her phone
T O AAOeo

O3EA T EOA ET . Ax 91 OE #EOUS8S

O/ Eed ) EAA A £l AOHddiedprodtitutd, Fodnking Ofinatdwvhh AE OA A
and eating out of the garbage.

O0AOE ! OAT OA8 - AOOEAA O1 OEAE Al AOl 086

Iswallox AA8 O2AAI T Ue , EI |l EAiedidal®T AADOEAA O A A

O7TEAO UI O Al eod

O-Ae &1 O A TEOETGCh UT O i AATeo 3EA 11T AAARA I
formulate an answer.

091 &6 ¢ci 061 9Al Ae , EITEAT ci O @ohAdodka 91 O x
little wider and | stepped in. The smell of seaweed hit me like a bus.

AEA 7080 ET OOA xAO A -lekeD extepthvertfingivags 1 OO0 T 1 A
reversed. Our kitchen was on the left, theirs was on the right. | held my breath and stuck
my heal in there. A nightmarish creature was laid out on the orange Formica counter in all
its multl_ legged glory.

0" AAU TAOI pOOhs -008 70 AEEOPAAh 1 EAEEIC E
back. 07 EAOA Ui O ¢i AillAcAeds 3EA xAOI 860 ciEIC Oi
Yy 060 A Oi A1l TTA ET OPOOAOA .Ax 91 OEho )

N s e o~ s

0

091 &6 COAAOAOAed

O0.10 AgAAOI UBd 4EA AT OT AOO T &£ EAO 11 00E xA
Instead of the oriental themed décor | was anticipating, the Winome was furnished

in a unigue combination of French provincial, L&-Boy and plastic palm trees.An

elaborate gold and white table in the Wu entryway displayed a bouquet of feathers and two

framed photographs one of a robed graduate with ivycovered wals in the background,

and a wedding portrait of a bride and groom.
O(AOA ,EITEAThe -008 70 OAEAN OxAADElg EAO

OET xET C 1T £& AT AGO AT A OAEOECAOAOI OO 11T O4EA 0O
| moved closer. Lillian Wu was a knockout ia long white dress holding some lilies.

Her smile displayed a full set of glittering, straight, normakized teeth. The guy standing

next to her looked like the ideal aHAmerican boy/doctor.
091 O 1 AOOEAAed - 008 70 AOEASkhatoobdnisoskedd Ae 91

silence as a no on all counts. Instead of feeling relieved that Lillian was doing well and |

EAAT 80 OOET AA EAO 1 EZA AZEOAO Allh ) EAA A A A
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x AOT 80 OOO0A xtErdwlup & lose Aoktrol AEn@lEdWels. A simultaneous
eruption crossed my mind as a possibility.
O#1 061 A ) OOA UI OO AAOGEOITied ) CAODPAAS
She pointed upstairs. | already knew where the bathroom wasours had been on
the right so theirs had to be on the left. It was exacthke the one | grew up with except the
61 11T ACAI 6-1 GAAOEDAUAT A -gieEm to MmPdis@ppoinfnént, G&é U
was no spigot and no soaking tub. I had the feeling | was in a fishbow! because the
wallpaper was covered with goldfish, as was thplastic shower curtain. | stared into the
i EOOT O AT A OEI OCEO AAT 6O ,EI 1 EAT AO OEA OETEh
had them capped since junior high. Her bathroom on Park Avenue probably featured solid
gold fixtures. Lillian of all peoge had achieved the American Dream. In spite of damaging
childhood experiences, Lillian Wu moved on to bigger and better thingdJnlike yours truly.
O#1 1 OEA "1 Uhd ) OAEA EIT O OEA T EOOIO8 -U O
like a criminal in a ineup.
| was tempted to peruse the medicine cabinet and sample a little of this and that, but
| restrained myself. Thankfully, the sick spell passed and | washed my face with cold water
and a fishshaped guest soap and blotted with a hand towel that smedldike Lillian. When |
went back downstairs, Mrs. Wu was still standing in front of the hall tabte black shirt,
black pants, little cap of black ha lighting some incense. | had probably interrupted
some Buddhist/French Provincial ritual. | imagined the mging of chimes and little brass
bells.
That scent.
O, EITEAT 80 OiT1 AATT he ) 1 001 OOAA ET A AOAAI
somewhere in the house, along with numerous other examples of achievement, like her
diploma from Yale.
The yipping had be&ome insistent barking.
0910 TEAUed -008 70 AOEAAhRh AO EZ 110 NOEOA
impression she was ready for me to leave so she could return to her baby octopus or the
dog that wanted out.
O0) OAEA B0\ b bRl el 6E &fakeGEAEENAtbne. Hfiere might be another
element to the story. Something tragic, like under the graduation robe and wedding gown
was a wooden leg.

"00 -008 70 11T AAAA OECi O1i 601U O61 ET AEAAOA
world and headed forttA £O0T 1 0 AT 1T 08 091 & EAAO OEA 11 AAIl A
OAOEOh 11 ETTAUITITI186

O3EA T TAATAA &£ O 61 cOA

3EA 1T AATAA A O 61 I ACAUET rdallypjold. 0 AOEOe
(T x OAll EO OEAh AU OEA xAUe ) [ AAT haisEA 11T E
my voice over the racket downstairs.

O4AT 1 AO OEAT Ui 68 "B6O6 116 O6AIT1 A0 OEAT EOBOA
7EAO0 ) OAI1l EAO Ui O ATETC 1T1Txebo

O/ Eh OEAOGO T EAU8 ,EI T EAT DPOI AAAT U x1 O1 A1 6
better if? 0

O7EOG Ui & OAU TAIiA EO ACAET ed
__ There was further commotion in the rumpus room. | knew it was the rumpus room_ N
AAAAOOA OEAOBO OEA xAU 100 ET OOA xAO AilT £ZECOO
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was on the left. The baby gate must have given wayt heard acrack like a toy pistol shot
and a little Pomeranian flew up and attacked me on the ankle, through my pants. It was
OOOPOEOET CI U PAET £#O0i h 1 EEA OAAEO AEGCEI ¢ ET OI
out though, I just shook my foot to disddge the furry rat. It flew up in the air and landed on
OEA £l ACOOITA &£ 110 OEAOA EI-» flagsthne hth® OUx AU8B8 4 E
entryway.

The impact must have stunned the little guy.

0" AAnh AAAh AAAAOG - 008 70 OAmdkANhdns ) xAO |1
switched into rapid-fire Chinese and made scooping motions in the direction of the limp
animal, | considered attempting mouthto-i T OOE OAOOOAEOAOEI T8 )& ) O
maybe Mrs. Wu would speak well of me to Lillian. But he revivezh his own, shook himself
and bared his teeth again.

Mrs. Wu held out her arms and for a moment | thought she was going to hug me, but
instead | felt a surprisingly powerful push and the door closed in my face. | noticed then
that they had a doubletype front door that was different than ours. As | was examining the
diamond shaped molding, | heard the deadbolt click. Mrs. Wu and the rdbg were now
peering through the narrow floor-OT AAEI ET ¢ xET AT x AAOEAA OEA Al
anything? she had gpohone with a long cord to her ear, probably the kitchen wall phore
so | turned around, limped to my car and got the hell out of Dodge.

Dreams of Lillian Wu remain an issue.
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Prince is Dead
Michael A. Ferro

When most people buy something frivolous, they forget to ask: Do | need it? Once
OEA EOAI AOOEOAO 1T O AEOAO OEAUBGOA OAOOGOT AA EI
OOOAI 1 U AOE OEAI OA1 OAO OEA NOAOOEIT 8 &iIfO *1EI
himself, but his infuriated wife, Carol.
O0$1 UT O TAAA EOCeo #AOI1 AOEAA EEIi AO OEAU
John looked at it.
O$ IneeliE Oe 6
09 AdOho OEA OAEAn EAO AOIi O AOiI OOAA #Z£EOITU O
John continued to look at it and tilted his headlightly to the side, as if picturing
what it might look like speeding off a dirt incline through the air.
09AOh ) TAAA EOho EA OAEAS
Carol threw her arms into the air.

O9né@dA AOAT A TAx #1 OOAOOAAe ' CIT AAAIT AEC C
O, EOOTROLOAGAMIET T AURSG *T ET OAEAS

MWhatA e &

0) 080 A 1EOOI A OAA #1 OOAOOAS8SG

O/ ER "T A AAI T EOhd OEA OAEA AO OEA 060601 AA O

AT A AOI 0O EAO AOI O AO EEiI AcCABIee O7TAEO8 7AEO
O0OET AA EO AAAAS8OG
She closed her egs and her lips pursed tight as a snare.
091 6 O1 AAl EAOGAAT A AOGOG8 )OGB80 CIETC AAAES 9i
ci 6 EO86O
John smiled as he looked over the car. It gleamed brightly under the large dome
light. He watched his reflectiongrinni ¢ AAAE AO EEI ET OEA AOEOAOG
O(A AEAA O Ui dbiche *TET EZETAIT U OAEAS
O7EAO AT AO OEAO EAOGA O1 A1l xEOE AT UOEET Ch
The smile gradually vanished from his face. He lowered his head.
0) OAT AIi AAO O0OET AA8 ) OAI AhAKO BGRAOO EQIOIOG D
Carol stopped tapping her foot.
O!'1Ag EO ET EEO OATEI O UAAO AO " AOEI Auhd O
OEI A O AOU A O &ckdhBd.GlowicArOweaff@d OE EAOIe166 O
O0OET AA EO AAAAS8OG
O09AOh ) B860A OMAT) OBERA JdirEdGh AAAES O
The garage was silent.
O) ETIT x86
She relaxed her stance and let her arms fall to her sides.
091 6 xAOA AT ETC xAl1l OEAOA 1 AO0O AAx- UAAOOS
1 EAA ODPT OO0 AAO AOEOEO OEIBk \@aiching d&dkediOAEA8 O- U
OOAOQOAIT AT OO Al 1 OAl uUs8oO
For the first time, she looked at the car carefully and they both stood gazing at it, like
some stone obelisk. Neither spoke a word.
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*TET xAl EAA 1T OAO O OEA #1 OOAOO R spacd OCA E

of dirt. He began to hum the song out loud.
O/ Eh EOOO 001 Db EO

EA

A ho #AOiT1 OAEA OOGOTEIC Of x
EAAOO xEAT OEAU Ol AA OEA OEET C ET OxI AT A )
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The Great Divide
Matthew D. Laing

Ever since it flew across the sky, Hueyi and his young daughter Meeya have been on
the run and into areas not yet explored by their former tribe. Into areas where the trees
and the plants look strange; where the water is a different shade; where there is alstno
fresh air to breathe; where strange creatures hang from the trees. But they relentlessly
head due south and away from their ancestral home in the Nahu Valley. At one point in
their history, the Witlan tribe had been a great community of huts and smialarms, but
with war and sickness they are the only ones remaining. Hueyi fears that tikére Bearers
will find them and take Meeya away. They keep pressing on with great haste.

Long ago he remembered stories from the elders about the Fire Bearers. H#l st
vaguely remembered the fire burning slowly, almost down to the embers, with he and the
other children seated in front of the pit and directly across from the three old and withered
elders. Each of them had white paste smeared down their nose in a siteyuertical line; it
was a mark of wisdom and authority. Kug, the oldest of the three, told each of the children
about the Bearers, about their flight, and about what they do.

O# AOAEOI xEOE OEAiI 6 OAEA +0ch Oi BEyohupNOEAOE
Il EEA A COAAO AEOA bl OAEEI C EOO DPOAU | £& OEA C
in many areas, like the sun when it is high in the sky or like the flame of a torch. Never look
AO OEAEO |1 ECEOS8d

Hueyi remembered a sudden breeze raithig the bushes and the trees causing all six
children to jump in surprise.

0/ 60 Al AAOOG T1TAA OI1T A OO OEA OAI A OEET ¢ Al
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they always have been. They will take you away from our lands, from our people, from all
OEAO Ui O ETT x86

4EA PAI PI A PAOO AEAT 60 I AOOAO AT Ui T OA AOGO
been used to the vibrant sapphire rivers and streams of the Nahu Valley ancethest spots
to forage and gather materials. Their lineage fell after an attack from another tribe, where
EA AT A -AAUAnh A AEEI A 1T £ £ OOh EEA AT A AOI EAA
made it past the nighttime raid. She had gone down to coltt water just before the other
tribe came.

Everything he grew up withz everything his forefathers built vanquished overnight.

Huts were burned, food stores were taken, and each of the surviving villagers were

slaughtered one by one for religious sacrifice ( OAUES8 O CT AO AEA 11 0 OAN
but he knew that within this jungle there were other tribes that practiced such outlandish

customs. He considered them barbaric and wrong.

They had been on the run since Meeya first ventured into a smalkaling near their
home and looked up past the forest canopy, up into the open blue sky, and right into its
lights. There had been something up there, something resembling what Kug once told him
and the other children. It had been black and large and theseemed to be bright flames all
about its body? perhaps a giant bird holding many torches. Once he realized that this
thing, whatever it was, belonged to these mysterious people, he scooped up Meeya,
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grabbed his finest axes and spears, and took off down fdrar trails and into the heavily
covered forest. They would not return, not ever. There had to be another home in the
jungle for them. After all, the jungle is all that they know and it is all that they have ever
known.
Hueyi looked around for Meeya, peraps concerned thathey snatched her but then
saw that she was playing down at the streambed. His father called the stream Rushwater
after the swift rapids in its center. The stream marked the furthest point that he had ever
been away from their village. @ce as a boy he had looked upon these very waters,
watching his father fish along the banks. That had been many years in the past. So much
changed OT | OAE AAAOE AT A AAOOOOAOQOEI T8 4EA OOOAAI
and its rocks brown and darklike the sand beneath. Meeya, as spear olds were prone to
do, splashed her feet in the water aiming for small silver fish nipping at her tanned toes.
She had not seen much death in her short life and he meant to keep it that way. She
understood great thngs happened and that their people were gone, but she did not need to
know fear or pain. So he kept their journey to himself. He hid away the tales of the Fire
Bearers. He tried to make their trek an adventure.
O(Oho OEA AAI 1T AA mRAGhe&dntinged © bplagh)indhe E OT COU806
streambed with its cool water staining the lower part of her long loin cloth.
He took a moment to look at his only child and he was always amazed at how much
OEA Al OAAAU 11T EAA 1 EEA EAigtentdiagabdhizamsofAAUAS O E
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a smile that could bring joy to anyone or anything. It warmed his heart.

031116 EA OAEA AO EA COAAAAhabdAshCamAAO 1 ££
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A short while later they ate a large fish caught from the Rushwater and made an
even bed of interwoven palm leaves, a skill he had learned from Atzi when thérst lived
O1l CAOGEAO ET OEAEO Oi All EOO8 )OO xAOI 680 EITT A A

Night began to encroach and the jungle awakened. Somewhere not far off a large cat
called out into the night, so he stoked the fire and began collecting wood. Fire kept away
the creatures but it drew in outsiders and he was not sure how many other tribes would be
in this location. While Meeya slept he kept watch and sharpened his axe.

Sleep came to him in waves, each bringing about its own dream and meanings.

(A AEAT 8 O nGniesk Aadfev y@aksEalways having to always worry about
raids and attacks from the other tribes. The Fire Bearers never came into his mind; well,
not until Meeya looked up into the open sky. When it moved the trees swayed as if they
understood the things importance.

But, tonight, and against his own intentions, he did sleep and he did dream.

He dreamt of Atzi and baby Meeya and how happy she had been, how happy
AOGAOUTTA EAA AAAT 8 4EA OEITACA Ai1l AAIi A OI cAO
down and around the large communal fire pit. Hueyi remembered the constant rhythm of
the ceremonial drums z the rattles shaking, and the cheer. Birth was considered by his
people to be the single most important aspect of life. They did not worship death or
sacrifice to various gods and creatures, but they did worship birth, light, happiness, and
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prosperity. Many gods for many thingg.he Witlans lived peacefully contained within their
own territory for centuries, and they did not war.

In the dream Atzi carries the little tan baby down to the fire where old Kug waits, the
last of the three elders. #lhas white paste on his face, that same thick line running down his
nose, and beads in his hair. Kug blesses Meeya with the burning of the special crescent leaf;
OEEAE DI Oi A0 1T £# OEEAE Al A» xEEOA OIi T EA OEOT OA

He always woke from the dream wkn the baby started to cry as the smoke went
into her lungs, sobs as ancient echoes. As he awoke, the darkness made him feel lost until
he noticed the small burning embers of the once roaring fire. He turned over and saw
Meeya sleeping peacefully with a sger crawling up her arm. He picked up the spider and
carried it away from their site.

He was halfway through stoking the fire when he heard something trample through
the bushes behind him, a large crash and shuffle. The noise was startling and he realiz
what may be near. He had seen them all the time over his years in his village. The large cats
like to stalk their prey until they felt ready to pounce and devour.

Like his father had taught him many times before, Hueyi took out his long wooden spear
and wacked the pole against a nearby rock creating a loud and hallowed series of bangs.
And he repeated the process until Meeya awoke and stared at him with dark and confused
eyes. He put a finger to his lips and motioned for her to be quiet. And she liséeh The
growling stopped. The creature fled.

O(0ed -AAUA AOEAA xEOE Ol AAPU AUAO
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that she laid back down and shut her eyes. Hueyi stoked the file and laid back down
himsAl £8 O0* 00O A 1 EOOI A I 1TTEAU 1 EEA Ui O6h -AAUA®G

Once again he slept and dreamt of Atzi and Meeya; of a time long gone but still
precious. He knew life was once again about to change. They were on the run.

But for now, sleep eased his spirits.

Within the vast sea of emerald green, they continued underneath the dense and
enclosing forest canopy. Sunlight rarely seeped in and when it did Hueyi took care to avoid
passing directly underneath. The great trees and vines were their cover, their refuge &
had been all their lives. Kug always mentioned that they should be careful about open
spacesbe wary when farming be wary when hunting And they had been.

It was three nights since the call with the panther and he continued to lead them
south and into areas that he had never been to and, until today, they had all looked the
same. Between the edges of the forest where they now stood, lay a great copper brown field
littered with tree -stumps and devoid of plants and bushes save for a few growing in
between the stumps. He had never seen anything like it. The gap was large. It was a
graveyard.

In all his thirty -some years in the jungle, contained within their tribal boundaries, he
had never seen such an absence of nature. It was almost like a portion & tireat sea
envisioned by his ancestors but dry and lifeless. He wondered if this were a trap set by the
Fire Bearers AOO EA AT OI AT60 A1 OEOAT U AA OOOA8 )O i A
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She nodded; eyes in awe by the great emptiness in front of them. Sbeked fearful
yet aware. Hueyi thought that perhaps the child knew of the great impending danger
behind them.

O3AA OEA OOAAO 1 OAO OEAOAeo EA bPIEI
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again put the finger to his lips.

While the little Meeya ran, her jet black hair fluttered in the breeze. Hueyi followed.

A great booming came from above the gap, the trees hugging the clearing violently
rustle and sway to he power ofits wings. Wind gushes past and Hueyi can feel the sweat
on his skin now cooling. He then looks up and sees a great mammoth black bird with lights
moving with them? no, towards them. He begins to sprint and scoops up Meeya when he
reaches her. Tiey dart and he runs faster than he has ever run before.

They make it across and are in the forest as before; relieved by its density and its
canopy. But they do not stop, they do not pause. They keep going over plants and down
existing dirt trails. In the distance he can hear voices, voices coming from the sky; voices
coming from the great bird.Voices that he could not understan#fis heart raced.

Now things were different.

Aside from the lifeless gap, the forest until that moment had been dense and
familiar. It now appeared thin, and there were many more trialg each heading off in
various winding directions like a snake slithering through tall jade grass. Meeya spoke less
and less and he knew that she was frightened. She too had seen and heardFine Bearers
at the gap.

They had not eaten much in two days as the streams did not have any fish. There
were increasingly fewer edible plants and fruit, and animals seemed rare and hard to come
by z not to mention frightened.

Hueyi and Meeya sat near amall stream. Behind them lay a small mattress of
interwoven palm. Through the canopy above, the sun was beginning to set. Meeya poked a
small stick into the streams slow moving water.

O(06 OEA AOGEAA AT A 11T EAA Obp AO EAO EZAOEAO
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expression she gave h|m when he talked about Azt
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She nodded.

G2 A0 AlTAKO +OCe d

She nodded again.

O(A Al xAUuo O1T1 A OO OI AA xAoOu 1T &£ OGEAO AAAO
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0" 00 xEI 7TEAALD O&H/ éukedsked énd dow turned to face her father.

She looked sad. Meeya once loved Kugdila grandfather.

O
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separate and hidden. We need to find a home away from them. Will you help me search,
xEl 1l Ul O EAAD UI 00 AUAO PAAI AAed EA OI EI AAS
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Later that evening Hueyi sat feeding the fire while Meeya snored behind him. He
could not sleep, not after everything he had witnessed. And a few hours earlier he heard
that booming of the Fire Bearers gliding over the canopy, flying over in short circuits
searching the jungle floor through considerable trees.
Hueyi saw them pass from a disince. At first he feared for their safety, worrying
that perhaps the Fire Bearers resembled a tribe, but then realized that it was another
jungle tribe heading back the way they had just come.
Ten of them ran across the river each adorned in clothing sinait to the Witlan
Tribe: notably a loin cloth and white paste smeared on their face and body. They carried
bags and spears. Two small children chased behind the adults and they moved with haste.
But he would not break cover.
Other tribes came and took. Othetribes killed and plundered. Other tribes
sacrificed. But he wondered why they were moving with such speed. The children looked
afraid.
This time Meeya did not speak. She too feared the other tribes.
As soon as the group left his periphery, Hueyi took MAUABS8 O EAT A AT A OOAC
the opposite direction. Nothing could be as horrible as those people overheadhose
ghastly noises and sounds. The way the trees bent and swayed with such power and force.
It was a hot day and he felt his own sweat bead dowhis face. They moved with
speed and intention. They continued looking for a new home away from legends and
enemies.
It had been a great many days since their encounter with the other jungle tribe. The
forest continued changing, thinning in sections and mviding less and less sources of
edibles and fruit. They had not eaten meat for a long while and Hueyi knew that they would
need to settle soon. They would need to concentrate on nutrition and a permanent
dwelling. Meeya became far too skinny and she oft@omplained about the hunger pains
which hurt him more than anything else.
Yesterday he found a strange object on one of the tree trunks. It had been bright red
and fluttered in the wind like a small strip of hide. The marker was stuck to the side of a
trunk. He presumed that it was to mark a trail, as he used to do by bending the stalk of a
plant or by nicking a tree with his axe. He wondered whether they would be at the Great
Divide soon.
Kug informed the tribe on multiple occasions abouthe Great Dividemuch like his
tales of the Great Sea to the east.
0/ 60 EOTCIA EO 110 ET £E1 EOA6 OEA T1 A Al AAO
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never reach it. We are safbeneath these trees with our own customs and practices. You
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Strange unds woke Hueyi from his shallowed sleep: strange and frightening
noises echoing from somewhere near. He saw bright lights dancing in the distance,
illuminating the darkness through the tree line like vibrant stars in the sky. He wondered if
it was another tribe, but they could not stay here. There was no food and they were being
followed.
Maybe Old Kug had been wrong. Maybe out there was salvation; perhaps life rather
than death.
I AAAT T &£ xAOiI OOTTEGCEO xAOi AA (OAk&pESGO EAA
Beside him Meeya abruptly woke to his movement. He smiled and his stomach rumbled
violently. Today they would make their move.
O0- AAUAS8OG
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bright lights and noises. The jungle floor sloped upwards ever so slightly but he could see
the end of its density-The Great Dividewhere the thickness stopped where Kug foretold
a great openness...
O! OA x A CI ET @ed(ér dakkleyes l6okir@ Eola pAsifive reaffirmation;
EAO AAOE Al AAE EAEO Oi i1 O0OE AT A cCcl BE@dDAT ET ¢ O A
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x AOA OA A &yoiktb sta) Jherd whilk | go check ahead. Meeya you need to promise
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At first she looked confused, but then she complied. She got up and went over to the
large grey boulder and sat with her back against thstone. Hueyi kissed his child on the
forehead and then grabbed his axe.
This time he moved carefully, quickly to avoid rustling foliage or snapping twigs.
The tough and thick bottoms of his feet acted as leather and he hardly made a sound. For a
second hethought he felt the great bird approaching, but then realized it was only a cool
breeze coming from ahead of him. Surprisingly his heart raced in his chest. He smelt smoke.
He heard strange sounds as he approached the opening. He stepped forward into the
opening and realized that he was on top of a great stone cliff. The same cool breeze hit him
dead smack in the face. He peered over its face.
Below were things he had never seen before and things he did not or could not
comprehend.Great hunks of metal. Soke. Lights beyond measurBwellings which rose high
in the sky.People adorned in strange garld vast openness devoid of fifeabsent of trees and
plants, of animals and wateiGrey like stones and torap dirt?
He never felt such fear and then he head it. From somewhere ahead the great bird
thrummed and swooshed and called out to him. But he could not understand. He did not
want to understand. He turned back into the jungle his home. This time he ran. He
x]T O1TAT60 1TTTE ATU 11T1CAOS
O- AAUA A 6 asthdapprdachédAh& boulder. His daughter looked frightened
and she had every right to be. Down there were the Fire Bearers. Down there was the Great
Divide. Down there was the end of their ways.
O (0
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much to fear.
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She nodded andhe followed.

He grabbed her hand and they went back into the jungle.

O0AOAOAG *TET 3xEOEAT AAITAA £EOiI 1T OEA OECE
over rainforest town of Selem, in Western Brazil. John Pointed down towards Tarem CIiff.
O4EM&YAOAAS (A EAA OEA AUAO T &2 A 1 AAT Al 8

By GodDr. Peter Menalaus thought as he watched the short and tanned male walk
I 66 11061 OEA Al EAEO AAAA8 O(A &I OT A EEO xAU
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His researd team had been tracking the male and the small female for days, for
weeks. In all his years studying anthropology and cultures indigenous to the Southern
Hemisphere he had never, not ever, believed that they would find an «gontacted group in
the rainforest.It was a find of a lifetimeWhat knowledge they would possess of the past
of their rituals and rites leading back before the time of European colonization. He knew
the male would turn back. Selem would have been nothing like the man would have ever
seen in his life.A scar in the earth...

O#A11 OEA 51 EOAOOEOU ET 0AOI T 6 0AOAO OAEA
AETT AOI AOOG8 (A AAAEITAA OEA PE1® 08 O(AAA AAAE

John cut him off.

O0AOAOAG *T ET OOOT AATAIOA OGAPABDABEIOR AT A OAA
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But he did not care how John thought. He led this team and he would do whatever
he wished.

He ignored John and crept over to the pilot.

O*1 OCAh EAAAOBADREATI AAOEDCS8 4EAO 171 CCEIC DA
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The pilot looked back at him and nodded.

This was a find of a lifetime.

After they found them, he would push deeper into the jungfe deeper into the
darkness of this unknown swash of wilderness. He wished to bring the savages into the
light. To educate the ignorant. To learn from the past. To do both at the same time.

r
ci
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Sapling
Sara Roberts

Pam stared out of the window at the machinery on her lawn. She remembered when they

had planted the apple tree together upon first moving in. They had laughed as they kissed

I OAO OEA OADPIET C ET OEABK AJATHIOE TOEN TE AM 1TGOAGESA hO
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Over the years they had watched it grow, watered it in hot summers and pruned it in the
winter. They had enjoyed picnics in its shade, sitting on the Indian rug with the children
when they were babes, feeding them apple purée from a homemade pot.

, AOAO OEAU xAOAEAA OEAI OOITTEIC AOiI OT A OEA 0O
with the dog, while Dave knelt down and put his ear to her belly. How she had craved those

apples during her third pregnancy, picking them straight off the tree and eatgqthem as she

strode through the damp morning grass.

Dave had broken his arm falling off the ladder when he made a miniature sort of treehouse
Ob OEAOA &£ O OEA EEAO8 4EA Oxi A1 AAOGO OOAA Oi
and pretended tosearch the house for them.

When she went back to work, the apples started to stay on the ground and rot. There was

no more time for apple purée. The kids ate ready meals and Dave hardly had a chance to

see them, let alone tend the garden. He was sodfte Ax AU T 1T xh AT A AOAT xEA
working the stress never really left him. By the time he was 40, it had etched a map of new

lines on his face and turned his hair grey.

Still, the tree stood strong and tall and Pam enjoyed watching the leaves changéaooand

flutter to the ground in the autumn. From time to time, she would wade out at dawn, the

deep grass curling around her calves, blades slicking themselves to her skin, and stand

looking up at its gnarled arthritic branches. She would pick an applend eat it, resting her

forehead against its marbled trunk and tracing the patterns in the bark with her finger, its
eddies and swirls, gorges and canyons.

3EA EAA xEOI AOOGAA EOO xE(‘)EAOETg AiT1¢C xEOE EA
staredatitOE OT OCE OEA "E(‘)A AT xET AT x AZEOAO AT T ET C |
sessions.

Now it was unsightly; a ruinous island in the middle of a cropped lawn, a single leaf still
fluttering like a white flag in the wind.
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The estate agent had told her she shuld have it taken out. It would help to sell the house, he said. It
would help if its blackened broken trunk no longer pointed like an accusing finger at the sky.
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Shotgun Signs
Justin Hunter

The movie theater played classics on Tuesdays for two buckgap. You had to get
OEAOA AAEI OA A1 AGAT h OET OGCE8 !'T A OEAU x1 Ol AT 6
IS just as stocked in the morning as it is late at night. So, Daryl poured some coconut rum
into a plastic bottle of Coke while still in the parkng lot. He'd found the rum tucked in the
bottom drawer of the dresser at the old motel he stayed at last night. He slid the bottle into
his jeans pocket when he walked into the theater. Now, he was itching to pull it out as he
waited for the 10:30 a.m. shwing of The Jerko start.
(EO AAOCEOAOB8O EEOOO i1 6GEA EAA AAAT ET A O
classics like this one. Dani laughed and he laughed and= A 08 O darbled thénA e
through to the black-screen credits.
That was before DaryldA EAAA EA AEAIT

60 xAT O EEO AAOCEO!
An usher walked past Daryl, looking down. Suspecting. The ame

hen, he came back and
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The lights dimmed and the usher gave up and walked away. Daryl pulled the rum
and Coke back out and sipped as the movie began.
He wished he could say he was drunk when Steve Martin danced on the porch of
OEAO ET OOA AO OEA AT A 1T &£ OEA i1 O0EA8 "00 EA AE
walked out of the theater, past the concession stands, and into the parking lot whete
sun had begun to bake the tar.
He stood in the middle of the road before walking to his truck, and he tried to hold
OEA 00160 CAUA8 (EO AUAO AOOT AA AEOAO A OAATI
his daughter staring at the sun would rake her go blind, but that was when Dani was just a
CEOI 8 .ixh EA AEAT 80 ETTx xEAO EABA OAll EAOS
When Daryl got to his truck, he tossed the empty Coke bottle in the bed. The bottle
of coconut rum in the glove compartment should get him through his day dfiving.
Johanna used to drink stuff like that. Bay Breezes made with Malibu, Hurricanes made with
some other shit that tasted more like KoclAid than alcohol. She spent the summers sipping
AT AEOAEIT O 11T OEA AAAE bDi OAEhfteen@dgfedsiodisilé. C EO x A
(A ATA *TEATTA xAOA OOEITl | AOOEAA AO Z£EAO A
CilETC O A£ETA ATUITA TAx xEOE OEA xAU OEA xAO
besides their daughter.
He climbed into the cab of the trucland started it up. Most days began like this now.
Maybe not with a movie, but with a couple of drinks and too many memories.
Dani had been eighteen when she told them she was moving in with Sharon.
Johanna told her it was a great idea, told her she sup@@A A EO8 ! T A OEAOBO0 xEI
still got to see their daughter.
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Of course, if it had stopped there, he miig not be driving up and down the empty
highways of Southern Arizona just to keep from going insane. No, Daryl told his daughter
OEAO OEA xAO A PEAAA 1T &£ OEEO8 (Oi AT CAOAACAS
be no coming back.

She left, anchow all he wanted was for Dani to come back.

"0O0 OEAOA xAOI 80 AT UxEAOA o661 Aii A AAAE Ol 8
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she would tell him, Johanna had to use her gun and it messed with her head.

He guided the truck onto the back road leading toward the state highway cutting
west toward Tucson. Dani was living in a trailer wh that same girl across the state line up
ElT 50AE8 4EAU i 600 EAOA xAT OAA Oi AOAADPA OEA
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truck, drinking warm beer, and watching the light EOT OCE OEA AOOOAET O 1 £
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A cloud streaked in front of the sun, dropping Daryl into the shadows. When the
cloud passed by ad the sun lit the cab again, the light caught the edge of a piece of chrome
on the passenger side floorboard. He leaned over and pulled back a rasivered tarp and
looked at the shotgun on the floor. Theold KT AOCA x1 01 AT 80 AT 1[,0AE EI
but it helped Daryl sleep at night.

311 AOEI AOh EOOO AAA&EI OA 1 AUET ¢ EEO EAAA AAA
pickup at the end of the day, Daryl would slide the barrel of the shotgun between his lips,
careful not to smack it against histeeth. 46 A ET 1 A EEO OEOI A AAOI 66 OI
close his eyes and think. Sometimes aboutDanli EEA ET x EA AEAT 60 AAOA
TTxh DOTAAAT U AEAT 60 AAOA AAAE hokhkmisskEh&EA O8 3
£l OCEOET ¢ EEI Alecionk ésAheydd bt be@todetRed. A A O

And on these nights where Daryl let his tongue run across the cold steel shotgun
AAOOAT h EA6A 1 AO EEO AOAET xAT AAO O1 OEI EA Al
trigger.

The dry click of an empty chamber mde his blood go cold and his skin tingle.

(A6A PEAEAA OP OEA OEI OCOI AO A COI OEI x A
torn apart by birdshot. If people loved shooting up metal signs on the side of the highway,
he might as well give it a try. But h@ever got around to buying shells.

When Daryl made it to Interstate 10, he went south then caught Interstate 19
toward Mexico. He ducked off-IL9 at the first state highway he could find, and he set the
cruise control. Yesterday, he drove five hundred nek back and forth across Pima County,
Santa Cruz County, and Cochise County. He hit a coyote in the last hour of driving, and that
told him it was time to call it a night.

By one in the afternoon, Daryl was fifty miles outside the city. He passed trailexad
ranches. A firework stand stood a few yards off the highway. When Dani was twelve, Daryl
tried to impress her with a firework show on the Fourth in their backyard. Johanna had
told him not to do it, but she was gone to work when he sat Dani in a lawehair out back.
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He lit the first firework without any trouble. The second one, though, exploded on the
COi 61 AR AAOCEO $AOUI S0 AOI i1 AEEOA8 (A Cio EO
the rest of the night.
(AGA OAEA OEAO TAXECEANOAD AGHA 110EA® AAx UA/
(T x EAGA T AAA EO OEEO I11¢c xAO A T UOOAOUS
adopted. That Sharon gih woman, now? worked at some crisis management company.
$SEAT 8O0 I AEA 1 OAE AO AZ£AO $ AOUihattiledA But oahnA A OEAU
told him their daughter seemed happy.
For the first couple years after Daryl told Dani not to come back, he stayed angry.
#1 O1T AT60 1TTE AO A PEAOOOA 1T &£ EAO xEOEI 60 xAIl
of his dawghter they had lined up on the dresser after Dani moved out.
Daryl spun off the cap on the rum, took a drink from the bottle, and then closed it up.
He watched a storm build to the south. All show, no go. The clouds puffed and darkened,
but when it came awn to action, the storm would back off. Like a bully forced to fight for
the first time.
Daryl had been fighting for some time now. Fighting himself. Fighting Johanna.
Fighting the pain after he got hurt on the job. He broke his back in six spots wheratiwall
AAT A Al xT 11 EEIi8 .1Txh $AOUI xAOT 80 OODDI OAA
He was supposed to be taking Vicodin to numb the pain. And he was living off the
settlement the company gave him.
4AEAO EADPDPAT AA £ OO0 UAisrayedAis isd. MadethitnA OEA OS8O
realize what a piece of shit he was. Or maybe it was Johanna leaving him.
The first time Daryl tried to apologize to Dani, to beg her to let him back in, was
OEOAA UAAOO AZEZOAO OEA 1 AmEO8 * Idaled $haronCAOA EEI
answered and even begged Dani to come to the phone, but Daryl heard his daughter in the
background.
0) AET 860 ¢ci O A AAAAUhoe OEABA OAEA O1 3EAOI
Daryl tried once more after the accident at work. From his hospitdded, he
OAOAOAEAA 100 A 1 AOOAO8 3AEA EA xAOT 60 xI1 OOE
he hoped she could forgive him. Said he loved her. Said he might even love Sharon if Dani
would give him another shot. He wrote about his own father. No & O OAh EAS8 A OI 1 A E
EEO I x1 AAAAU EAOAA AOAOUOEEiI ¢c8 (AOA &1 xAA O
better.
When he got an envelope back from Dani, his heart about stopped. He was out of the
hospital by then, laying on the couch at home. He toredpen and found his original letter
shredded. He dumped the tiny pieces of paper to the floor, laid his head on the couch, and
Al T OAA EEO AUAO8 (A EAAT 60 OOEAA O OAAAE 1060
Daryl passed a few trailers, some slump block homes, a gas stationvegg as a
grocery store, and a post office. He watched the hawks high in the sky, circling, and waiting.
Waves of heat rose from the tar ahead of him, and he imagined the rain coming, cooling the
road. He passed the shell of a burrdut car and an old matress tossed to the side of the
road.
Then, he passed a gun store and hit the brakes.



145

Daryl pulled to the side of the road and looked at the store in his rearview mirror. It
was looking back at him, daring him to break eye contact. He threw the truck park and
stepped out into the dusty hard clay lining the highway.

He walked back to the store and pulled open the door. An old Indian with close
cropped hair nodded then went back to watching daytime television on the black and white
mounted behind the cainter.

091 0 CIADCAN OEAI 1 Oed $AOUI AOGEAAS

4EA YT AEAT AEAT 80 11TE OPh AOO EA DPiET OAA
Daryl looked at the rifles on racks along the wall, the handguns under the glass. He
AT OT A TTTE All AAUhR A O GwithAne sfithGske dguhstufiil pAsdingA Al A O
the background check, and that would take too goddamn long.
He pickedupabox of ICAOCA 2AT ET COT 1680 &£O01T 1 OEA OEAI .

back and walked up to the counter. It smelled like sawdust and whiskey inétshop, and it
reminded Daryl of working out in the garage when Dani was little. He built her a rocking
Eil OOA &£O01i xiT A EAGA PEAEAA Ob ET OEA 1T AECEAI
each new piece was finished. And he got that thing polished to a skiwhile he drank cheap
booze from a Styrofoam cup.
O7EAO0G0A UIT O AOETEEI C AAAE OEAOAed
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drinking, all the time. EAO EOe 6
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Daryl thought about the storm building out to the south, and the Indian went back to
watching the television. Daryl pulled out his wallet. He grabbed a twenty and laid it on the

Al 01 OAO8 O) AEAT 80 1 AAT 11 1T £ZAT1 OA8 4EEO OEI O
Daryl grabbed the box, butthell AEAT O Ai T AA EEO EAT A Al x1 1
O7AOAE UI OO i1 O00E 1TA@O OEI A8o
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When Daryl was back outside, he opened the case of shells and looked inside as if he was
x 1 OO E Ajdst bBuliit @ empty cardboard box. He found five rounds stacked in a line
inside. Satisfied, he closed the lid and walked back to the truck.

He should have been angry. And maybe he would have been in the past. Maybe he
would have been if he were still at home feeling sorry for himself. Or, maybe that old Indian
made some sense.
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Daryl drove on for another twenty or so miles. He drove until hetspped seeing
homes. When he was surrounded by saguaros and mesquite trees and open desert, he
searched for a road sign. He found a sign warning drivers that the bridge ahead would ice
AAElI OA OEA OI AAs8 (A AT Ol AT 60 OPlounlithddd O OEA 1 AO

He pulled to the side of the road ten feet from the sign. Daryl lifted the shotgun to his
lap, grabbed the box of shells, and climbed out of the truck. He went to the tailgate and
popped it open. He slid the shotgun into the bed and set theedls on the side rail. Daryl
climbed up, feeling his back try to pull apart as he did so.

He picked the shotgun back up and grabbed the shells. Up front at the cab of the
truck, he laidthe 1I0CAOCA AT xT AAOT OO0 OEA O1 1 &£ sédnA 1T DAT A,
Johanna clean and load her guns a million times, but she never wanted Daryl to have one of
EEO I x18 4EAO060O xEU EaktioEahtBeQob &itE QickddAdddrd 6 O 11 A A
ventilation duct. Until the accident. He never did get that thing back.

7EAT EA AT A *TEATTA Cci O i AOOEAAh OEAGA AAA
3EA AEAT 60 ETTx xEAO O1 Al 1TA@Oh AT A $AOUI 00O
department. And after all that time, she was still there.

Daryl loaded a round irto the shotgun and held the gun across the top of the cab. He
aimed for the sign in front of the truck, squinting under the late afternoon sun. He laid his
finger alongside the trigger and sucked in the hot air coming off the top of the sheet metal.

WhenEA xAO Ui 61 Ch $AOWI A OEAIKIBY 4EMRAL MEG T GAX
or a reason for them, but his grandparents had a lot of kids and those kids had kids. He
could remember driving from Arizona out to New Mexico with his parents and pulling into
the AEOO 110 1T &£ OEA OAT AE ET OOA8 4EAOAGA Al OAAAL
OEAUGA CAO ET OEAAh OEA EIT OOA x1 OI' A AA AT AAEI]
cheering, crying. All of it rolled into one.

(A6A OAEAT OEAQAAABAI ecOI OEEAEEBA L OA EA OD
before he thought. Daryl squeezed the trigger.

The birdshot tore a hole in the topleft part of the sign, but he knew about half the
pellets went sailing past the sign, cutting through the humid air. Heoked out to the south
and the storm clouds were getting darker. Getting closer. He loaded another shell.

$ AOUI OOAOOAA OEETEEI C AAT OO xEAOA EA [T ECE
Ol AApET ¢ ET OEA OOOAEh A O ofva hi® kedd. He@bkaim EE Oh
at the sign again, but the stopped. He laid the shotgun on the roof of the cab and wondered
what Dani would be doing right about then.

$AOUl OAAI EUAA EA AEAT 60 AOAT ETTx xEAO OE
for fun. He made a decisionyearsagol 1 A OEAO EA AT O1 AT 60 AOAT O,
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After a moment, Daryl slid the remaining shells from the box and tossed the box into
the brush off the side of the oad. He counted the three shells in his hand, rolled them back
and forth. Then, he threw them to the side of the road, leaving the one chambered in the
shotgun. He climbed down from the bed with the gun leaned against his shoulder.

He wondered if Dani woud have come to the funeral if that wall had killed him.

001 AAATU 1108 (A xIT OIAT860 ¢ci O EEO 1 x1 £01AO
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Daryl climbed into the truck, laid the shotgun on the passenger side floorboard, and
cranked the engine. He watched theterm swirl overhead and heard the first rumble of
thunder. The storm might have a little go in it, after all.

He put the truck in gear then flipped a Hurn in the middle of the highway. It was a hatday drive
Ob O $ATEBO OOAEI! AoQet &sifar dvlyArénhthabstorn aghk coxld T OA A
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Tired Evening
Norbert Kovacs

On a Sunday evening, Mrs. Betty Gruber sat quietly in her living room after dinner,
writing her errand list for the next day on scrap paper. She had written down the plasdo
go? the grocery store, the cleaners, and the pharmaeyand tried to make up her mind
which to visit, when, without being able. Betty Gruber was used to this kind of indecision.
Her worn, creased face showed it as did her light red hair that had lost itest color and
was fading into a drab brown. Her pale brown eyes had a cynical, hard expression and her
eyelids hung low as if with a perpetually tired feeling. She was at the indefinite stage that
lies between fat and thin, a result of many failed diet§he had dressed today without much
mind for her appearance. She had on a loose, stripeestirt and worn khaki pants, less
than a favorite, but ready clothes; on her feet were a pair of white, cracked house shoes. At
lunchtime, Betty had walked around theneighborhood hoping to feel more alive than she
had in the last few weeks.Betty lived in a district of attractive historic homes and went out
with a plan to see several of them. She wound up wandering not long after she began, going
one streettothen®@® xEOET OO0 ET 1 xET ¢ OEA OAAOI T8 O7AlIITNh
she had thought to reassure herself. "There's no harm to it." Betty walked a long while
xEAOA OEA EAA 1EOOI A ET OAOAOGO8 4EA EAOA AODPEA
heatAT A OEA OOT1 8 O mevildefnd and ahnoikyAer.Shelh&diftonsidered at
times that she was walking from the handsome homes and grand trees she had meant to
visit. She did not change course because of it. Betty returned home, tired and unflefi,
and continued to feel so into the evening.
On the couch separated from her by half a cushion sat her husband Jon. Jon was an
absentminded, homely man. He was tall and thin like a celery stalk and had straight, brown
hair that lay out of form on his hed. His pure, brown eyes were like small chocolates and
his dark, thick mustache much like a softened candy bar atop his lips. He wore a gray
sports-style sweatshirt and long, relaxed khaki pants, a favorite pair. He was reading the
AAUG O 1 Ax Opsighzéddnd dEIEfQr thd paper had little except political news, but
he made to seem interested as if he might hope it into being otherwise. He finally put down
OEA PAPAO AT A OAEAh AO EZ OEA OEAI A AAI A 1TAOO
ouO T AECEAT Oed
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Betty recalled the neighboring family. They were a couple with two children, the

xI i AT T £ OEA EAI EI Uh A EAAOUh AEAAOAEOI DPAOOITI
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thought. The neighborhood people did a lot to ensure all their homes were. Two houses

down, the couple had installed old style front doors that now gave their house an upscale

appearance. At the corner, a family had installed a bay window, a standardized model,

'I"
A
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nothing beautiful or unique but large and expensive. While unimpressed, Betty had felt
obliged to praise it to a friend.

O7A 1 AU AOEI ¢ EO Ob xEAT xA AOE OEAI O 160
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their friends were all good for talk, so any of them would make good guests. Their parties

seemed always to find some way to turn out decently ih the friends who came. As she

OET OCEO OEEOh "AOOU OAAAI T AA A PAOOU xEAOA OE

Sommers. Ted had told her about the new desk and chair installed in the back room of his

electronics store. She had smiled and sted at Ted as he seemed to talk forever. Betty

recalled then her failure to understand a bit of the story her friend Francine told while the

other guests listened glued with attention.
0)d61l 1 AEITOA O1T T A COAOGOO &£ O 66h AOO UT O O
Jon picked up the remote control lying on the couch cushion and turned on the TV.

The program was an adventure/investigation show that featured a man in a business suit

carrying a gun. He walked panting nervously atop some office building. Jon watchee th

show with interest but Betty could not. Once she caught the image of the main character

crawling through an air vent, then, after a long time, a scene where the man was shooting

bullets quickly. She lost the narrative somewhere in between and could notgze together

what happened. At one point, the man on the screen was running and Jon, very amused,

OO0OT AA AT A T AAA OIT T A AiTii1 AT 08 "AOOU xAOAEAA ~

him. Perhaps he said something | should have heard, she thought. The adues program

ended and Jon changed the channel to a comedy®@01 OEAO " AOOU AEOI EEAA;
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Betty went upstairs to their bedroom and undressedn the adjacent bathroom. She

was glad to be free of the clothes that she had worn since the overheated morning and

dropped them into the hamper without a second thought. She turned on the water,

checking it was warm but not hot, and stepped into the showeub. She took the soap and

lathered her body and limbs, richly and white. However, Betty did not feel clean as she

washed because the water seemed to cling to her. She knew the water was not hard (they

had tested it) so could not figure why it should feleso. She bent and shifted to clean her

body, the water seeming to stick to her the whole time. At last she finished the shower,

turned off the water and grabbed a big, cotton towel by the tub to dry herself. As she

rubbed the cloth against her, the bloodh her limbs warmed and the flesh beneath the

towel seemed to resist her motion. She put on a bathrobe that felt too warm for her and

stepped from the shower.
Betty walked into the bedroom, got a change of shirt, bra, and shorts from the

dresser, and put hem on. Her bed lay right by the chair where she sat changing into the

clothes and she noted the new white bed sheet and cover for the blanket she had installed

that afternoon. Beyond the bed was the bay window; its curtains were pulled back

revealing thenight sky. The clean, neat look of the bed, seen by the oblique light from the
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bathroom, made her think she should lie down in it and rest. She pulled back the sheets, got
into the bed sitting up, and covered her legs in the blanket. The white, fresh sheetere
cool and smooth on her bare legs. She worked her leg a little against them and enjoyed it.
Then she stopped moving and just sat. She felt at ease for the first time that day and gazed
out the window at the sky. The night was dark and the stars shorsérong and clear. To the
side of the window showed the edge of a maple, dense and dark.

A memory suddenly came to Betty. When she was a girl of ten, she and her family
had gone one night to a newly cut hay field in the country. Though dark, she had selea t
AEAT A xAl 1 h AT OOAA xEOE EOO OAI T h cilAAT EAUO
edge. The farmer who owned the field was standing by a large fire in the hay stubble and
some stones. He greeted her father, who was a friend, along withrheother and herself
xEAT OEAU AAT A Ol EEIi 8 4EA ZEAOI A0O8O ZATEI U 00
Betty. The heat from the fire had come to her wonderful and warm and she had been happy
for it after tramping across the cold field. Above her in ta night had been a very clear sky
filled with hundreds of stars. Beside the fire, she craned her head back far to look at them.
They had been a wonderful, great number, each standing clear against the night and Betty
had felt the whole universe was there bfore her. And she had thought then the world was
clear, sharp, and bright. She had been happy and she had loved the field, the fire, the
AAOI AO6O EET AT AOGOh AT A OEA T AT U OOAOQOOS

Yes, it had been beautiful, Betty thought seated in her bed. But where did that
wonder and beauty that she had known go? What had she done to lose it? Why, she asked
herself, was she unhappy? Her walks were long and pointless on more days than just today.
Jon talked to her and on many evenings, she did not hear him. Betty sat in besl and tried
to think why. But all she managed to tell herself was that she was tired. She might always
be too tired now to think why.
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Class Walk
Thaddeus Rutkowski
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seen him in a long while.

We walk uptown, heading for a certain city street, but it is slow going. Snow covers
the streets and sidewalks, and our feet slide wlitevery step.
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the observer wait that long? Or will he or she leave and reschedule?

My brother and | are walking fast nowe the jogging is over on streets that are
unfamiliar to me. We had started going uptown on a major avenue, but somehow we left it.
| can see the avenue to our right, with cars and buses moving.

) O Al Ao 860 T AAGO OF 1A Oi OAEA A AGO 10 A
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When we arrive at the corner where the collegés supposed to be, none of the
buildings look familiar. | see a large brick building, low and about a block longit looks like
A EAAOI ouh AOO A OECI 1T OAO OEA AiT O OAUO EOGO
school will be next to it.
| look around to find the time of day and see a large clock face on a tower. The hands
of the clock tell me that the start time of my class has passed.
My brother turns to leave. He is going to his home, far from where | live. However,
EA CEOAO T A EEO ®EXORAOA ODIAAIOBh ®SEASOAUO8 OS$T 1 ¢
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When | reach the classroom, | see that it is divided into two sections. | take my
position in one sectionand starttospAE8 ) AT 180 ET 1 x EZ OEA OOOAR
OEA oii1i AAT EAAO i A8 001 AAAT U OEAU AAT 8 " 0O
writing on the white board.
) xAT O OEA OOOCAAT OO O1 EATA ET A amg 00 AOO
they needed for preparation. No one has done the essay. No one hands in anything So we
start a language exercise. | write random words on the boaddOAECh 6 » ABABCEOAT B3 O
know if the students will be able to use these words in sentences. Thatght be asking
them to do too much, to write sentences that contain random words yet follow a logical
sequence. Nevertheless, that is their assignment. | sit at the front desk while they do their
work. | look over the attendance sheet and wonder what haggmed to the students who
AOAT 60 OEAOA8 ) EI ACETA A1l 1T OA OAI ACEOGAO 1T £ OE
funerals.
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After the class, | walk out to the street and find a stand of bicycles for rent. | take a bike from
the rack and ride downtown. But as | look at the street numbers, | see they are rising. | see 112th
Street, then 116th Street. | reverse direction, but the same thing happens. The street numbers
ascend. | leave the grid entirely and find myself on a twlane road? a blacktop with adouble line
AT xT OEA T EAAT A AT A OET Cl-dassingzbnd;Ocar see ttdEBut A A CA
i OEAOXEOAR ) Ai1860 ETix xEAOA ) Aig ) Aiils0
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filled with buildings where | live.
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Bikini Barista
Bill Diamond

c" EEET E " AOE OOA O Apéinted digh in Bold Aeters. ItAvaufl havedchulght
, OEA6 O AUA Adutitdday,dt hadl b WisOeal whalkkeup effect. The late August chill in the
mountain air and their eagerness for a morning cup of coffee made it especially egatching.
Therefore, as they left the smaltown motel in Eastern Washington, Luke was prelisposed to its
appeal.

Dona and Luke were in the middle of a thregveek driving vacation through the Pacific
Northwest. They discovered that, unlike on the East Coast, every town had several driye coffee
shacks. Looking more closely at the temporary sign, ka noticed the word "Fundraiser” scrawled
above the exclamation that had initially grabbed his attention. He smiled and directed, Dona, who
was driving, to turn in. As she made the turn, Dona saw the sign and grimaced. A committed
feminist and against aly exploitation of women, she gave Luke a skeptical look.

He cajoled, "Come on. It's a fundraiser. It must be for a good cause. And, we really want
some coffee." As she reluctantly continued into the drive, he pushed his luck and added, "Besides,
I'm sure 'Bikini Baristas' have a special talent for serving up something hot and spicy."

Dona's upper lip curled. She might have left, but by now they were blocked in.

Ahead of them, the busy line was predominantly pickip trucks. The trucks were filled
almost exclusively with guys, who apparently had the same subliminal reaction as Luke to the
enticing sign. He commented that these men must be motivated by purely charitable instincts.

With raised eyebrows and a skeptical snort, Dona said, "They better hageod coffee."
"I'm sure it's wonderful," Luke replied, trying to suppress a lecherous grin.

The small, wood building was set in the middle of an asphalt lot. A large sign on the end of
the building displayed a long list of beverages and prices. Yellowrtis directed customers to both
sides of the booth and the line moved reasonably quickly. The strong aroma of frelstewed coffee
wafted from the shack and whetted his appetite. Luke's anticipation built for an early morning
eyeful of a skimpily clad beautyto accompany his warming drink.

It was soon their turn and Dona pulled forward to the driveup window. Luke eased toward
the center console and twisted his neck for a better view of the server. Instead of a shapely woman
in a small swimsuit, a very lage man of indeterminate middle age leaned onto the window counter
and greeted them with a wide smile. He was grossly overweight, covered with curly black hair and,
shockingly, was wearing only a tiny black Speedo. It clearly strained against the rolls @ h
excessive flesh.

Luke's initial stunned reaction was that Bigfoot had taken a job as a barista and wedged
himself into the tiny cubicle. This was the polar opposite of what he had imagined. Instead of young
and attractive curves, this was an avalanchef unsightly fat. And the server was covered with a
noticeable sheen of body sweat. This was the type of body that cried out to be covered, not flaunted.
Now it was time for Luke's lip to curl involuntarily. The unexpected pasty display curbed his good
humor.

_ While he was struck speechless by the sobering spectacle, Dona’s reaction was the inverse. o
SEA xAO OOAAATIT U ET Al ODPAAAO IiTTA OEAO EAO OAQGEO
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crestfallen disappointment. With the issue of female exploitédn turned on its head, she gave a
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doughy meat leaning precariously toward them and offering to take their order. The thought

crossed Luke's mind that all this weght leaning out of the flimsy booth might threaten to topple it

onto their car.

Aghast at this disreputable bait and switch, Luke leaned back against the headrest and
averted his eyes from the blob. Now, he just wanted to get some coffee and be quidkiytheir way.
Such was not to be the case.

Dona had reverted to her normal chatty self. She cheerfully complimented the hairy host on
his skimpy suit and asked about the fundraiser.

When he laughed at the compliment, it caused the rolls of his belly b@unce and flop
further over his straining waistband. Luke was concerned the movement would exceed the tensile
strength of the swimsuit's material and it would split. The thought further dimmed his desire for
coffee, and almost dislodged his breakfast.

The server cheerfully explained they had picked a 'bikini' theme because a portion of the
DOl AAAAOG T £ AAAE OAT A O1T AAunh AT A All OEPOh xAOA A
Thrilled by the news of the beneficiary, Dona's eyes dancedandshéA EAh O) 1 OEAO AA
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continue their journey, she engaged the hirsute gentleman in a lengthy discussion about their many
varieties of coffee drinks.

Attempting to divert his mind from the neari AEAA Al AETT xAl 000 ET OEA
completely follow the serpentine conversation. However, at some point, there was a baffling debate
about the merits of adding various fruit flavors to a mocha latte.

Luke considered himself among the most patient of men. However, ten minutes after
0001 ET ¢ ET O Al OA@GDOAOO Al £#ZZAA OAOOGEAARS EA AEA
disappointment in his mouth. He was also aware of the obvious impatience of then in the next
car. Luke snickered and thought that if that guy knew about the lumpy vision that awaited him, he
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on mentally pulling out his hair.

She finallycompleted her order. Speedo Man turned to Luke and said, "What'll it be for you,

mate?"

In no mood for casual banter, Luke placed a simple order for a "decaf with extra cream."”
~_ ElGordo's pleasant demeanor suddenly shifted and he looked at Luke likewas crazy. Ina
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Luke knew people in the Northwest took their coffee seriously, but he codih't fathom if the
server was joking, or daft, as well as naked. The big man's solemn expression made clear he was
quite serious, and condescendingly offended someone would even raise such an issue at his
gourmet establishment. Luke had to give him his dud”ulling off condescension is quite a trick
when you are standing virtually nude in a glasenclosed booth in a rural parking lot.

For the second time that morning, Luke was gob smacked. It was already clear to him that
this "bikini barista" wasn't going to attract return customers. Now he was being told that a shop
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they expect to stay in business? Whatever happened to 'the customer is always right'? He hvelie
he'd stumbled upon why some American small enterprises are going into the crapper.

While Luke's jaw flopped in dumbstruck disbelief, the attendant offered an alternative.
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almost the same.
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Luke's simple notion of a morning coffee with a side of visual spice had gone entirely askew.
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was in no mood to be mollified by a bear in a booth. Looking at timeountainous rolls of pink flab
that fluttered and jiggled with each breath and movement, he gave a defeated sigh. Luke ordered a
small, hot apple cider, as much to end the conversation, as out of a desire for juice.

The hefty barista turned to concoct tle drinks. When he did so, Luke got a glimpse into the
far side of the booth. To his massive chagrin, the second employee was a buxom young blonde in a
skimpy, two-piece bathing suit. While brewing a coffee, she seemed to be engaged in some risqué
repartee with a broadly smiling truck driver. The other line had clearly won this morning's coffee
lottery. As Luke was staring, their server bent to reach for something and flashed a clage view of
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back with a guffaw. Luke near gagged and thought he would be struck blind. Still bent over, the
barista reached back and gave a tug on the thin material of his suit. It had no effect on concealing
the gaping cavern, but madéuke wonder whether the next stop for that hand was anywhere near
his drink.

Scalded by the gelatinous vision, Luke abandoned all attempts to look at the second barista.
He momentarily toyed with the idea of asking Dona to pull to the other side of thebth. Putting the
chances of that happening at less than zero, he refrained from vocalizing the request. Instead, he
gazed into the pine forest covered hills and tried unsuccessfully to purge his mind of the haunting
eyesore.

A seeming eternity later, tle drinks were ready. The steaming cups were handed across.
When it comes to a mixed coffee drink, it is difficult to satisfy Dona. She sampled hers, smiled
broadly and then effusively praised the burly mixologist. He beamed.

Dona asked for Luke's walletThen, she added a biscotti to the order. Paying the bill, Dona
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Pulling onto the highway access ramp, Dona sipped her drink and pronounced that Luke
had been right, "It is a good idea to support local causes." Apparently being sincere and not trying to
bait him, she continued that the Speedo server had been both a talented baristada very pleasant
chap. Talking as much to herself as to Luke, she chirped, "It just goes to show, we shouldn't jump to
conclusions.”

Luke had to agree with the latter sentiment: we should never assume. In everyday life, our
subconscious desires often bioble up and we act on them before our analytical frontal lobes ever
engage. For the umpteenth time, he committed to remember this truism. Perhaps, the searing
image of the blubbery barista would make it work this time.
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the black, curly hair fbating in his apple juice.
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Demon Ball
Fred Miller

The wheels in the pump whirled and clicked until a gurgling sound alerted her to an
almost full tank. She peered through the glass at the numbers, turned and walked across
the pavement toward the convenience store entrance, and silently cursed the man who'd
conceived of high heeled shoes.

At the door, a gust of cool air assaulted her senses with the odor of hot dogs in a
glass warmer on the counter. Ahead of her in line, a mapating a reversed baseball cap
and a bright tee that shouted, "EARL'S BODY SHOP," rocked from one heel to the other and
scratched his neck below one ear.

"Af'noon, what'd you need today?" the clerk asked him.

"Gimme a jumbo orange soda and a pack o' fitt¢ipped menthols."

"Birth date?"

"January, ninetyfour.

"Anything else?"

"How's the ball today?"

"Up to seventyfive million."

"Gimme one o' them slips to fill out and a threavay."

"Yes, sir. Comin' right up.”

The register sang and a wad of currency chged hands before the man took his sack of
requests and sidled down the aisle and pulled a pencil from behind his ear. He eyed the
card, wet the lead with his tongue, and placed the nib on a slip now resting on the bleached
out countertop.

"Ma'am?"

"Gas puchase, pump six, on this card please."

"Debit or credit?"

"Credit."

"Whoo," the man down the counter said, "Got a winner, Bo."

"Wha-cha got?" the clerk said.

"Ten bucks on the threeway."

"Excuse me, ma'am. Just sign right here," the clerk said.

"What's the three-way, if you don't mind my asking?" she said.

"Not at all, ma'am, a lotto scratckoff card with three ways to win."

"How much is a card?"

"Two dollars. You want one?"
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handed the man two crisp dollar bills.

"Now, howdo h "

"Step right over here, ma'am," the new lotto winner beamed, "and I'll show you."

She moved down the counter toward a toothy grin, her cheeks flushed from the public
display of her interest inthe lottery.

"It's easy, ma'am. See here, you just scratch off the ink and look for a lineup of like kinds
I £ AT11 AOO8 4EOAA ET A Ol x AT A uUiO0O A xEITTAOS
looky here, Bo. Lady's got a fiftdollar winner. Wow. Andthis here's your first try, right?"
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Her cheeks warm, she nodded and looked at her watch. "Thank you, gentlemen. | must
be going."

"Well, turn in that card and collect your winnin's before you go, ma‘am,"” the local
gaming expert said.

By the time her car rdled out of the station into traffic, the memory of her pinched
shoes had faded. She'd be late for bridge with the girls at the club and only the gods at
Delphi would know how she'd be assessed in her absence.

Funny, she thought, her husband's name was Habut unlike her new convenience store
confederate, her Earl would never have grease on his face or nails. If anything, he'd have
had a recent manicure. He'd always been acutely aware of the initial impressions litigation
attorneys make on impaneled juries. And in his case, as he'd often reminded her, a very
successful litigator.

"Well, hello, Mary Ann. What a lovely dress," one said.

"Oh, thanks, Nell. Sorry I'm late,” she said and pulled a chair up to the table.

Another shuffled the cards and rolled heeyes. "As | was saying, she comes in the club
wearing fashions that are just so yesterday and pretends it's her new retro look. | suppose
she thinks no one's aware of her husband's recent streak of bad luck in his business
affairs."” She turned toward MaryAnn. "Talking about Grace Tompkins, Mary Ann," she said
in an aside.

Eyes remained wide, heads bobbing like a congregation in a summer tent revival. Mary
Ann listened and wondered why she tolerated these wags.

"Speaking of husbands, Mary Ann, | saw youra¥ing lunch with Doris Fitzgerald
earlier in the club bar."

"Do tell," Mary Ann said without emotion.

"Well, it's no secret. Doris is suing Frank for a divorce. Seems she discovered evidence
of unfaithfulness in the pocket of his car.”

"News to me," Mary An said. "Earl never discusses his cases at home."

Three hours and a lowgrade headache later, she was back on the road toward the mall;
anything to avoid an empty house. Her cell phone rang and she peered around to see if any
police cruisers were around.Seeing none, she grabbed her cell from her purse.

"Honey, I'm afraid I'm going to be late tonight. Don't hold dinner for me," he said.

"That's a shame," she said, frowning in disgust.

"Yeah, | had lunch with a group of businessmen who're facing a nasty lsut and I've
got to pore over some case precedents tonight.”

Liar, she wanted to say. "Don't worry about me. Take your time, | know how important
this is to you," she said and thoughtjou bastard

At Neiman's, she bought a dress, a blouse, two pairsstioes, and a designer purse, the
costs adding up in her head. Usually this level of expenditure satisfied her sense of revenge,
but not today.

That evening she sat in the bar at Mario's, an upscale restaurant that had been one of
their favorites in the early years, and listened to soft jazz wafting from a nearby piano.

"Mrs. Harmon, how nice to see you again. What'll it be?" the bartender said.

"Manhattan, straight up, Bill."

She stared at the bar mirror and wondered how many nights she'd spent alone wil
EAO Obi OOA EAA AOEI O EEO AAOAAOBAT A EEO | AOOE
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Two drinks later she wandered out of the bar, having forgotten about dinner. Across the
street she could see a neighborhood bodega with fruits and vegetables in prominent
display under a halo of lightson the sidewalk. She vetted the offerings, picked up a banana,
and strolled into the store.

"Evening."

"H'lo," she said.

He looked down at the banana. "Anything else, ma'am?"

She looked up at the wall behind the small, dark man and scanned the shelwath no
discernible plan in mind.

"Got cigarettes?"

"Sure. What brand?"

"Um, Camels will do," she said. She'd not smoked since college, but felt a need to stray
from the norm tonight.

He rang up the fruit and smokes and waited for her credit card. And shealized he'd
not asked her birth date for assurance she could legally buy cigarettes. Thus, he'd
committed a crime under the laws of this state, and one that her husband had used to seal a
four-million -dollar verdict. Earl rarely missed a subtle clyshemused, but it appeared he
had in conversation with her today.

Stuffing the cigarettes in her purse, she noticed the lotto machine beside the register.

"What's the price of a lottery ticket?" she said realizing in her current state she hardly
had the dexteity to scratch ink off a threeway card.

"You mean the Titan Ball?"

"The one that's seventyfive million."

"Yes, ma'am, that the Titan Ball. They're two dollars, Miss, how many?"
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"You're just in time, lady. They're aboutd cut off sales for tonight's drawing."

She dug into her purse and found the roll of bills she'd won at the convenience store
earlier in the day. She placed the tickets in an inside pocket of her purse, picked up her
banana, and walked out into the nightia. At the restaurant parking lot she looked at the
valet stub number and tucked it into her memory before she gave the ticket to the man.

The next morning, she awoke in a daze, rubbed her eyes, and glanced across the bed. It
appeared as if Earl had comenilate, but had now left. The red digital bedside clock pulsed
9:34 A.M. She shuffled into the bathroom, looked at the mirror, and frowned. Another day.

Over coffee and a cigarette, she scanned the newspaper for sales and noticed a photo of
three people hdding a giant fake check with the headline, LOCAL CITIZENS WIN LOTTO
MILLIONS. She wondered if her tickets from last night might have won anythirfgilly, she
thought, of course not

What to do today? Let's se&he heard the front door open and remembedethe maid
had a key and was due this morning.

Maybe I'll call Millie. Lunch at Le Petite Gourmet, yes.

"Hello, Millie, it's me. | know this is short notice, but how about a late lunch at our
AAOT OEOA EAOQT 08 91 O AOAe ' OAdebdyoutherex AT AO 11T A

Since traffic in the city was unpredictable, she left early and arrived at the restaurant
twenty minutes ahead of time. She gave her keys to the valet and spotted a service station
down the block. She had time on her hands and didn't watd sit alone in the restaurant.
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The man behind the counter resembled the convenience store clerk she'd encountered
the previous afternoon. His eyes darted about and blinked.

"Help you?"

"Yes, | hope so. I've a bunch of lotto tickets and | don't know how tell if I've won
anything," she said with her hand buried in her purse. "Ah, there they are." She reached
across the counter and placed the lotto chances in the man's small hands. His eyes focused
on the slips, his teeth massaging his lower lip.

"Let's see," he said and placed a ticket into the lottery machine. It buzzed and spit the
slip back out. He peered at the screen. *m-m, no winner," he said looking at the glowing
numbers and tried the next. And the next. By the time he'd reached the last one, 'she
become antsy and continued to look at her watch.

"Ding, ding," announced the machine.

"Oh, you gotta winner, ma'am, a hundred bucks." He beamed and opened the register.

"That's nice, but how do they decide it's worth a hundred bucks?" she said.

"You got four outta five matches but missed the Titan Ball at the end. See?" He held up
the ticket and pointed out the four numbers she got right and the two she missed. "That's
worth a hundred dollars.”

She took the money, rolled it in a wad, stuffed ib her pocketbook, and turned toward
the door. And over her shoulder she said, "Thanks, | understand it now." She glanced again
at her watch, seven minutes late.

"Millie, sorry I'm late."

"Not really late, hon." They exchanged a Hollywood kiss and sat.

"You okay, Mary Ann? You look a bit tense,"” she said. Millie was a statuesque blonde
with velvet skin, a chiseled jaw, and looked as if she'd never wavered an ounce since they'd
roomed together at Wellesley.

"Couldn't be better, Millie, top of the world,” sle said, smiling.

Millie offered her a vacuous stare Mary Ann could not ignore, her long fingers
drumming the table cloth. Millie had always been uncanny at reading her moods.

"Okay, okay, so I've got a suspicion Earl's seeing someone."

"No," Millie whispered, leaning forward like a young reporter who'd just flushed out a
Washington scoop.

Mary Ann shared what she'd heard at the bridge table and the ensuing call from Earl
and the late hours he said he'd been forced to keep last night.

"Well?" she said, eyeig Millie.

"Maybe you're over reacting," Millie said.

"Really?" Her eyebrows rose in surprise. Millie was her best friend, her confidante. How
could she defend him?

"Look, Mary Ann, you can analyze this to death, but the fact remains that this is mere
specuation. Maybe the girls were mistaken about who Doris was having lunch with in the
club bar. After all, you said they'd seen them in a corner booth. You know how dim they
keep the lights in the bar. Besides, Earl could have had breakfast with these guystéad of
lunch. He's under a lot of pressure as you well know. Perhaps you should reassess this
whole scenario." With moonshaped eyes, Millie gazed at her and waited.
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"You're right. I'm probably just jumping to conclusions.”

"Sure you are," Millie said.

While they picked over their salads, Millie said, "You need a hobby, a distraction, a
passion, maybe. Say, how long has it been since you played tennis?"

"College, not a day after," she said. They both giggled. Millie had been on the tennis
team. Mary Annhad chosen the debate society.

"Tell you what, Mary Ann. Why don't you line up a few bruship lessons with the new
club pro and then I'll take you on for a few sets."
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"Since you're hesitating, I'd venture a guess you haven't heard much about theamne
pro."

“No, not yet, b "

"Picture a twenty-one-year-old Brad Pitt. And | hear he even teaches," Millie said.

"Stop it," Mary Ann said, and they both laughed.

"Well, that's how | heard him described. Why don't you give it a try? | mean it."

¢ 7 Al 1 8ot?Edbe said. "l do need a diversion. Wouldn't hurt my figure to get a little
exercise. Not a bad idea, Millie."

"Of course not, | thought of it." They both laughed again, the earlier mood broken.

After lunch and a promise of a future tennis match, theyalked to the valet station.

Mary Ann looked at the numbers on her ticket stullShe'd majored in math in college;
numbers had always intrigued her.

When she arrived home, she walked into the foyer and discovered a phone message on
the landline from Earl. Why hadn't he called her on her cell? She pulled out her new Galaxy
7 and realized she'd neglected to turn it on that morning. And the fact that it was a Series 7
and her lotto ticket had a 7 in the Titan Ball position did not escape her attention. And she
recalled that one of her math professors, along with some graduate students, had used
fractal mathematics to challenge the odds in Vegas. Their ensuing successes had gotten
them banned from the casinos there. She wondered what the professor was doing n@he
hit the replay button to listen to the message again.

"Honey, I've got another late night facing me, but | thought we might meet for a drink at
the club around five, before | get back to work. Give me a call when you get this message."
This was odd. @&rl never made a habit of working after he'd had a drinkVhatever, she

thought.

She was waiting in the bar when he arrived. "Hi, dear, how was your day?" he said,
giving her a quick peck on the cheek.

"Had lunch with Millie. That's about it."

"Oh, and howis the fancyfree Ms. Millie these days?" Earl had represented Millie six
months earlier in a contentious divorce suit, and she'd walked away with a cool four
million after Earl's fees.

"Millie's fine."

"What'd you girls talk about?" he said.

"Just girl talk.”

They bantered back and forth with little substance to the conversation.

"Oh, look, honey, there's the new tennis pro approaching the bar. Alonzo," he shouted. A
twenty-something with a deep tan turned and waved.
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"Come on over here, Alonzo. | wantou to meet my wife," he said.

"Mary Ann, I'd like for you to meet Alonzo Lopez, the club's new tennis pro. Alonzo, my
wife, Mary Ann."

"Pleased to meet you, Mrs. Harmon."

"Mary Ann."
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She felt a fim of perspiration dance down her arms. He carried the bronze glow of King
Tut's mask and he had azure eyes flanked by a copse of curly, sal@ached hair.

Earl made polite conversation with the pro until the man in white shorts excused
himself for a clientawaiting a tennis lesson.

"Nice guy," Earl said.

She remained mute and wondered when and where her husband might have
encountered this guy.

"l was on the committee that found Alonzo, as you know." She hadn't known that, but it
mattered little. "I convinced my colleagues this was the right guy,” he said. Earl had never
lacked for selfconfidence and wouldn't hesitate to share this data often. Once they'd
finished their drinks, he excused himself, pleading a long night of rigorous work that
awaited him at the office.

Mary Ann sat for a while and thought over Millie's suggestion of tennis lessonées she
mused,the perfect diversion of the moment

On her way to the car she passed the lighted tennis courts and saw the pro working
with a young woman. He stoodn a samurai stance, his racket parallel to the ground, the
student listening attentively. Mary Ann noticed that in the bright lights his face appeared
round like a child's and out of place within the taut curves of his tanned, muscled frame.

He walkedbehind the woman and pointed with his racket over her shoulder and
mumbled something she must have found hysterically funny. He then placed his hands on
her hips and had her bend slightly at the knees. Then, catching sight of Mary Ann through
the fence, hédbeamed. He said something to his pupil and walked toward her.

"We meet again," he said.

"Yes, but don't let me interrupt your lesson."

"You a tennis player, Mary Ann?"

"Well, | was in college. It's been a while."

"Interested in a few pointers?" he said, is eyes addressing her from head to toe.

"Maybe," she said, looking down and to the side, toying with him.

"Come by at 11:30 tomorrow and maybe | can show you a few tricks."
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On the way hone she thoughthe takes a lot for granted. But then, he's only trying to
make a living. That's all it is. Suré&he stopped at a Chinese restaurant and ordered ta&at
for her dinner.

At home she pretended to watch a television sitom and nudged her foodround in the
containers with chopsticks.What the hell, | need to get out of this house anyway. The
sunshine and the workout will be good for m8he popped open a fortune cookie and read
the messageYou WILL SOON BE RICH

Driving to the club the next day she stopped at the convenience store where she'd won
her first lotto money and now faced the same clerk.

e
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"Bo?"

"Yes, ma'am."

"Good morning. | want to play the Titan Ball."

"You want the autaepick or pick the numbers yourself?"

"Oh, I'll pick my own."

He handed her a slip with the slots to be filled in. She placed the card on the counter,
pulled a pen from her purse, and went to work. She knew just what numbers to choose. She
could see them clearly in her mind.

She looked up at the clerk. "How much carput in the game?"

"Much as you want, ma'am."

She reached into her purse and pulled out a checkbook.

"Um, ma'am, sorry, the lottery is strictly cash.”

"Oh, thanks, Bo, | didn't know."

She counted out the needed currency and handed it to the clerk.

"Okay, ore hundred sixty one dollars on the Titan Ball."

"Uh, ma'am, it's two dollars a play, all multiples of two."

"Right," she nodded, "make it one hundredixty dollars.” The machine buzzed and spit
out the tickets. She stuffed them, along with her one remaingndollar, into her purse.

When she rolled into the club parking lot, she could see Alonzo on the court volleying
against two women and keeping both in motion chasing tennis balls. He looked up, smiled,
and waved.

Once her lesson had begun, he stood close behind her and guided her arms into the
proper position. She soon became aware of his aroma, a musky smell, but a cologne she did
not recognize.Perhaps this is what the French cal naturel, she thought.She wa now
aware of the heat of his bodySo this is how he makes his livinghe mused with a smile.

After the basics had been reviewed, each served and volleyed. She'd forgotten how
much she enjoyed the game in college. And on a lark she attempted a coujlglams, only
to discover his agility and youth. Back came the ball in a rush, landing square in the center
of her forehead. She stumbled, but caught herself just as he arrived and enveloped her in
his arms to prevent a fall.

"I'm okay," she said, gently pshing him away.

"Please forgive me if | appeared to be taking liberties. I've had a couple of children have
fallen, resulting in chipped teeth and unhappy parents. I've grown very sensitive to
students who lose their balance,” he said.
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they laughed and continued the set. Once again a ball struck her, this time on the arm, and
she watched it bounce until it rested on the court. She bent over to pick it up and realized
that interested eyes were studying her body. She pretended not to notice and looked at the
ball. It seemed to smile back at her. Was this a wicked ball? She didn't know, but she
realized the sun's heat was playing games with her head.

"Enough for today, Alonp."

"Ah, but you were doing so well. Shall we meet again, say, next Monday at four?"

He was quickshe thoughtBut why not, this was fuand good exercise for her

"How much do | owe you?" she said.

"Oh, it will be on your monthly club bill. Don't worry &out it," he said.
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"Good, | only have a dollar on me," she said.

"Then perhaps you'll join me as my guest for a cool drink, Mary Ann?"

"Another time, Alonzo. Thanks." She'd not forgotten she was an older woman and he
was following a proven format to attrad the fairer sex into providing a steady stream of
revenues for himself.

Days turned into weeks and the tennis lessons went from sporadic to once a week, then
twice a week, and finally every other afternoon. And even with his subtle hints, she'd
refrained from taking the road to a potential scandal. A number of times she'd refused a
drink with him at the club bar because of the wags she knew who would crank up the
rumor mills.

And she continued to play the lottery. On a couple of occasions, she'd won nathand
decided she needed to double up on the number of tickets and did so with little thought.
But she was careful to hide the evidence from Earl. He'd never understand. Yet maybe she
thought she couldn't explain it to him.

Mary Ann knew she could quit aany time. But one day an eerie thought crept into her
mind: Maybe the lotto was her demon ball. No, of course not. Silly idea.

Earl's nights of professional work never abated. In fact, at best, the two of them met for
dinner at the club twice a week. Be'd now become an expert on gourmet takeut as well
as fast food. Eating at the kitchen table had become her daily evening routine.

Then, one afternoon on the court with Alonzo, everything changed.

"Good practice today, Mary Ann."

"Yeah, despite the londapse of not being on the court, it's finally coming back to me.
Well, I'll see you in a couple of days, Al."

"l suppose you and Earl are out on the town tonight, this being Saturday."”

"Um, no, this has become my regular Chinese cuisine night. Earl's déefegal briefs
and such, what he calls legal combat," she said.

"Chinese is my favorite. Helps keep the muscles watined."

She could see it in his eyes. And this time she took a different tack. "Well, as a matter of
fact I'm meeting my friend Millie for dinner tonight. Why don't you join us and I'll introduce
you to the lady who suggested these tennis lessons."

"I'd be delighted, that is, if | am not imposing on you and your friend," he said.

"Not at all. Meet us at the Lucky Dragon on Elm around sevéd you'd like to join us."

"Sure, I'd love to," he said.

Around six o'clock, while she was dressing, the phone rang.

"Mary Ann, it's Millie."

"Ready to meet the tennis star in the flesh?" she said and giggled. Earlier she'd called
Millie on the way hometo share the news of the added guest for dinner.

"Well, that's just it. I'm sorry to do this to you, but friends just arrived unexpectedly
from out of town. | must do my duty; they're friends of my parents. Do give me a racheck.
I'm dying to meet this ennis hunk."

"Not a problem, Millie, we'll reschedule it."
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But she didn't. To cancel now would seem silly and flighty. Earl would understand what
had happened. It would be an innocent encounter now that Millie was to be a no show.

Alonzo was waiting at tre restaurant door when she arrived.

"Your friend is on her way?" he said.

"No, unfortunately, Millie had to cancel.”

"Uh, that's okay, you and | can enjoy a healthy Chinese feast together," he said.

"Well, | have a better idea, Al. Are you familiar with M&'s Restaurant on Devereaux?"

"Yes, | hear it is quite nice."

"It is and | think | can get us a table this early. Meet me at the valet stand there in ten
minutes."

"Great," he said and they departed, going to their separate cars.

Why did I do that shewondered. The restaurant was an old favorite and she was tired
of Chinese fare. Besides, she knew thaaitre d' at Mario's and felt sure she'd be
accommodated.

She hailed Alonzo as he arrived at the valet station and they entered the restaurant
together to wait for the maitre d'to show them to their table.

At that moment she spotted Earl seated across the room arm-arm with his date and
deep in private conversation. Mary Ann continued to stare until her husband happened to
glance up and saw her. His faaropped and his mouth slowly opened.

Mary Ann turned toward Alonzo and smiled. "Take my arm and follow me," she said.
“I'll introduce you to my best friend, Millie."

She moved toward the table in a confident gait, the numbers whirling in her head. Eight,
nine, ten digits. So this was her demon ball, she thought, and she was about to hit the
jackpot.
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Hide and Seek
Kimberly Casey

When you were younger you would find solace in the smallest places. You would

hide and imagine you were like AliceC OT x1 O AA OEA AECCAOO PAOOI

slip silently between the sofa and the wall, tunnel until you got to the corner of the
sectional where space opened up, where you stored your game boy and nerf gun. You
would play sniper through the cracksat the ankles walking by, but never pull the trigger
just found comfort knowing you could.

After school, you would crawl into one of the closets, chosen based on your mood.
The bedroom closet had glow in the dark stars tacked to the ceiling and pillovasd stuffed
animals lining the floor. You would collapse here when you needed comfofthe Lion, the
Witch, and the Wardrober The Hobbitwould be your goto reads, taking you away on
adventures under the night sky, no matter what time of day.

The hallcloset where winter coats were stored was for the dark and stormy days.

No decorations here. Just a flashlight arridge to Terabithiaor Number the StarsAt the

end of each chapter you'd pause and shine the light upward to catch on the coat sleeves and
imagine that they were tunnels to another dimension than would open up and take you

away if you just wished hard enough.

The rarest, darkest spot was the tiny door in the bathroom that held the laundry
hamper inside. You'd pull the basket out, crawl in ahtug the basket back in behind you, no
flashlight, no books, no distractions. Each limb would reach out and press against a wall,
pushing as hard as possible hoping to crack the plaster, make an impact. It never worked.
But you'd leave with muscles looserbody lighter, and head a little less clouded.

Now you are older, in a house that was built with no closetgeach room open and
honest. No places to hide. He didn't notice that when you moved in, but you did, eyes
searching for a place you could surroungtiourself and not be seen.

Some days the shower is an escape. He never questions why you spend so long in
OEAOAh OEETEO EOG6O0 11 Oi Al 8 "O0O OEA AOOOAEIT
leave feeling frustrated, fingers wrinkled and steam risig off your skin.

The car is too much glass, too visible.

You arrange the furniture like a labyrinth trying to create a deagnd dwelling, but
he always finds you, asks about dinner or laundry. The phone still rings. The space is still
too open, too inviing to outsiders.

He thinks it oddly sweet when he finds you under the bed, the cat curled up in the
crook of your ankles humming a song with your eyes closed, trying to tune out the light and
the noise from the nearby window. He lies down on the groundnd looks across the
hardwood at your face pressed up against the cool surface. "Hello beautiful. | see you. Can |
come in?"

And you nod, but a knot forms in your throat as he scoots in closer and puts his hand
on your shoulder. You want to welcome him irnto share a secret hideout, to build a fort
together and keep out the bad guys, but not now. Not herdot yet.

He starts to worry the day he comes home to an empty house, fruitlessly calling an
unanswered phone for hours. You emerge shortly after dark with dirt smeared on your
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face, all over your clothes, under your fingernails. He boards up the door to the crawlexe
after that. Claims that mice were getting in, never speaks of that night.

He stops letting you too far out of his sight after the accident at the Gulf. You went
underwater a little too long, engrossed by the feeling of being submerged and every parfe
your skin being suffocated at once. Like all the pieces were being pushed back together. The
sun shook you awake coughing on the sand, gasping and smiling, lost in a dream.

Now he notices. Sees the way you can't pull your eyes away from the oven, haw y
smile at how quickly the door snaps shut. Notices you clearing cleaning products from the
cabinet under the sink. How you never keep anything in the trunk of your car. How you eye
the unfinished attic dreaming of dancing across beams to the perfect dackrner.

Last night he came home and you were in the bathroom, fingers bloody and shaking,
pill bottles spilled out of the medicine cabinet, onto the floor, claw marks on the wall
behind from you trying to dig your way in.

'l just can't stand it," you stanmer. 'How can someone live so out in the open like
this?'

He grabs your favorite blanket and wraps you up, sits you on the couch, nods, locks
the front door. He goes through the house slowly, closing each door, pulling the blinds on
all the windows, checkng their locks. He sits next to you, shuts off the lights, wraps himself
up separate, but lightly leaning against you, holding each other upright. And he stays. He
stays even when you start crying, stays when you can catch your breath and finally stop.
Stays covered and quiet right by your side. And now you are hidden, now you are a secret,
now you are safe and sound.
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Twenty-Three Years to Turlock
Kip Hanson
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it is the reason he will now be even later, as he exits the Golden State Freeway for the
nearest strip mall.

Would the boy understand that Todd had needed to pull over at the rest stop
outside Chowchilla and weep? That his hands shook so badly he could nogengrip the o
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The sun is setting over Turlock as he pulls into the Safeway parking lot and steps out
of the car. The reek of tired manure and late September tillage fillee air; off to his left the
Diablo Range crouches, the beautiful hues of red and orange a reminder of the pastel walls
in the room where Todd spent nine years of his life.
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McDowell constructed that room with his own executive hands, then painted it with
the Sherwin-Williams latex his daughter Meredith had selected for her own bedroom, just
days before being struck by a delivery truck on her way to school. Her father was
devastated and, as a single parent, lonely.

Ironically, the girl was buried in Turlock Memorial Park, five rows over from where
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over allowing her son to be kidnappedand? after a yearlong investigatiorr assumedly
murdered. McDowell would sometimes bring flowers to both graves, recompense for the
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Todd selects a board game, the only one he knows how to ptayfhe Game of Life
and turns for the registers. He and McDowell played it together repeatedly during his
captivity. In the freezer section, Todd veeraround a woman with two small children in her
cart. The older of the twe a girl? stares as he passes, and Todd rubs at the scars on his
neck, the collar marks still visible decades later.

McDowell would have preferred a girl. He made no bones about ithigpering his
AAOGEOAO ET 41 AA6O AAO 1 AGA AO TECEO AO OEAU «x
Dancing. McDowell was a huge fan of pop music, a passion that was eventually his undoing:
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pocket, an opportunity of which Todd immediately took advantag. Five minutes later he
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was three times the legal blood alcohol limit upon striking a tree in the family car.
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His father had since moved north to Modesto and spawned a son with his new wife,
to whom Todd would soon deliver a board game, then eat birthday cake and give an
awkward hug before leaving.

McDowell was found guilty of three felony counts kidnapping, unlawful
Ei DPOEOITI AT Oh ATA 1 AxA AAOO xEOE A [T ETT 08 4EA
sixteen at the time of his escape, the last of these was consensual. The jurg wa
unconvinced. McDowell received a sentence of thirtfive years at New Folsom.
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driving his car through the plate glass store front; he hears the screams, and the popof
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stumbles, his breath coming now in ragged chunks.

He sets the game on the passenger seat and stattge engine. McDowell stands at
the Safeway checkout, patiently scanning barcodes. The bald head reflects the harsh light of
the fluorescents, giving his naked skin a sickly hue, like rotten oranges.
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Todd backs out of his parking spot, puts the car in drive, and accelerates. Maybe
there will be another party next year.



171

-AT 80 311
Jenny Butler

There are two worlds. The one inside and the one outside and he had a foot in both.
The left foot and the right foot could not walk together but strove like snakes to stretch out
in different directions, his slithery serpentfeet like the great cockheadedAbraxas. He tried
to live in truth, to contain the luminous and dark within him, to comprise maleness and
AAT AT AT AOGOh O1 AT AT i PAOGO OEA AOGEI AT A OEA cii
tail came to swipe and knock him off kilter.

The part most misunderstood by those out there is how he, like a babe in the woods, was led

by the hand through a landscape he did not recognize, through a realm he could not
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He let his hair grow long and they sang his songs and he sang theirs and all held hands
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view from inside-outside, he could predict the darkness ascending and descending. His
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foreheadsz on their helmets, the great beaiseal of @lifornia State z with batons thumping
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fight back. He saw bloodied bandanas and flowdyuds crushed underfoot, centrifugal black
vibes beginning their rotation in the epicenter of peace. He knew what was coming, not just
for them, but for this world.

A son of man, raised by the men of the penitentiary, he struggled to navigate this new
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world outside was full to the brim of incomprehensible conventions, sneaky smiles and two

EARAA 1 EAOO8 (A xAOI 30 OE Ao helf énA Sahd GpOfor OA A A E /
themselves and for the world. He, the wounded enemy, would find a desert hideaway, a cave,

and stow the children away. He was to be the avenging one with a key to the bottomless pit.
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not even a tankard or a pitcher but a ping a small measure! A crass transaction, a spurning,

but only adoration for her, his upurned boy-AUAO O1T A 11 OEA0O8O MEAAA
Growing up, he wished to be a friend to everything he saw, everything he felt, everything he

knew z air, trees, water, animalsz and he felt all the way alive! But the thoughgames of

others caused confgion: they wanted him to kick and lash out in destruction, to be a boy like
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his face, made buzzing white noise like an electrical transmitter. He never again held out his
hand in friendship.

In his caged life, walled in and well defined, he fared better, if better is a shaddife of a
shadowsself. Clarity herez the rules, the regulations, procedures and protocoy all this he
understood; knew his number, what was expected, what they wanted. All now rubber

stamped, signed and sealed with a consistent answer: Request Denied. He thinks back on the

sad new dawn of the burntout sun when the many strands of love and newness became
entangled with old dark underthe-noose threads, back to when the shadowy figures asked

EEIi Ol A@OAT A OEA EATCIi AT80 O1I PA O OET OA TEI
O0.10 A OT EOGAER 1T AOAOAG EA OEETEO O EEI OAl &8
But the bigger picure he could explain and make them see, if only the world outside would
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rainbow like an evil octopus and sullied the rainbowA EET AOAT 8O0 x1 O1 A O1 OEI
grey.

A little troupe, a closeknit Family, tried to bury themselves in the sand. The Man
caught their feet and stopped them slipping down the hole, snatched them up before they
could enter its vast depths. No chance of escape into the underworld! In a dried btbspider-
web of intricate intrigue, even the Scorpiescorpion was trapped. Love was squeezed out of
hearts drip by vibrant drip until no way was left but to strike first, attack or be attacked. Like
mistreated dogs, they would turn to bite the next handHat reached, whether foe or friend.
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of the cells, angry and screaming, the MotWan is on his way.
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Symbol Infection
Rasmenia Massoud

| never had awedding, but | had a ring. Not a real wedding ring, a substitute ring.
This ring had no jagged edges, no precious stones to fall out and become lost. The petite
silver band had two sparkling leaves of Black Hills gold affixed to it; one yellowisireen,
the other, pinkish-orange. A tiny silver cluster in the middle looking like miniature bunch of
grapes.

That's how most things made with Black Hills gold look. Leaves. Colors. Nothing else
like it.

| never took it off because | made a commitment. And becauiséad always felt like
it wasn't even there. It turned out, the commitment was pretty easy to ignore, too. Most
things are easy to ignore, unless they're falling apart.

Those stupid leaves and tiny grapes became a symbol of wasted life; a reminder of
fift een years I'd given away for no reason. A token representing a man who despised me
and a person I'd ceased to be a long time ago.

Now this fucking symbol won't let go of my hand.

Troy hands me another Captain and Coke. "We tried butter. We tried oil. Maylve
should try to cut it off."

"Yeah?" | taste my drink. Mostly Captain. AlImost no Coke. Troy's using the same
tired tricks to get me drunk that he used on me fifteen years ago. It's become so automatic
for him. He can't even see I'm trying to get myselfrdnk. "You sober enough to take a
hacksaw to my hand without buzzing right through my goddamn finger?"

"No." He shakes his head and grimaces like he's about to deliver terrible news, or an
enormous belch. "But you have nine more fingers."

"Screw you, then

"Yes ma'am." He lifts me up and sets me down so that I'm sitting on the counter top.
He's wearing too much cologne, just like he did fifteen years ago. When he still had hair and
looked like a rock star. When my clothes, my skin and everything else wagltt.

"Ma'am?" | jab him in the shoulder. "Nothing makes a woman feel sexier than being

called 'ma‘'am’'.

He moves in closer, bringing the chemical stench of his after shave veneer to my
nose. | recoil and he looks wounded, so | say, "Later. | really wantdet this damn thing
off."

"Do you have a hacksaw?" He's close enough that when he says, "hacksaw," the
exhalation blows some of my hair back.

| jump down from the counter. "Of course | don't have a hacksaw."

"Hey," Troy says, swirling his rum and coke liaking the ice cubes against the glass.
"Why did you leave me for him back then, anyway?"
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"You were banging a stripper, that's why."

He removes his baseball cap, scratches his balding scalp, tiperts it back on. |
loathe the cap, but prefer it to the sad old man exposed by its absence.

"Well, you were messing around with someone else, too, weren't'cha?"

"Yeah. Him."

"When did he give you that ring?"

"A couple of years after | met him. Before myrfgers turned into fat, pink sausages."
"Why didn't he get you a real wedding ring?"

"l don't know. Maybe because there was no real wedding and no real wife."

"We could try ice," he says.

"That sounds weird. But, yeah. Okay. Let's do it."

| soak my hand ina bowl of ice cubes until it feels like a dead lump of frozen bones
dangling from the end of my arm.

The ring slides off, leaving a deep dent all the way around my finger. | hold it up and
examine this tiny circle showing me the size my finger used to lvéhen | was someone else.

"All right, then. It's off,” Troy says. He slaps me on the ass. "Let's get to it."
"I've got a better idea. Let's take a shower."

"Ooh. Yeah." Troy puts his arms up and thrusts his pelvis, humping the air. | wonder
if he's always keen repulsive and stupid, if | hadn't noticed it fifteen years ago because |
was too young to see beyond the surface of anyone back then.

Or maybe | was just as stupid and repulsive back then, too.
Maybe | haven't changed as much as I'd like to think.

He removes his hat and | follow him into the bathroom, deciding this is better than
trying not to choke on the fumes of his cheap man perfume. It's easier to close my eyes and
imagine what he used to be than it is to stop breathing.

Or maybe it isn't. I'm toomuch of a coward to find out.

Every morning since | signed the divorce papers, | need a few seconds after opening
my eyes to figure out where in the hell | am. When the bare walls and lack of furniture
come back into focus, the past few months surge intay mind and | try to snuggle back
into oblivion, but my selfloathing won't allow me that kind of peace.

Every morning, my hangover feels like being born again. My head throbs, like being
squeezed and pushed out, fists trembling, throat grunting and wailgin protest of the
light, screaming for the comfort of warm, dark silence.
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Then | remember that the loser | dated when | was nineteen is snoring next to me,
now an even bigger loser than he was back then. It was dumb luck, running into Troy at
that Mexican restaurant my friends from work had taken me to as a means of distracting
me from the fact that my marriage was about to end.

There | was, slumped over my goddamn chicken chimichanga, reciting all of those,
"Oh my, it's been so long" platitudes while tring to act like my life had been fucking
wonderful since that day fifteen years ago when we'd left one another for two people who
we believed were better options.

We made out in the parking lot, the rest of my cold chimichanga in a Styrofoam box
on the dasboard.

| rented the cheapest apartment | could find. Troy helped me move in, and then he
never left. An entire week passed by before | figured out he was homeless, living in his
truck, or couch surfing with his methaddled friends. Another week might'vegone by
without me noticing a thing if | hadn't decided to start smoking again.

This apartment building, it's so cheap that it doesn't have real balconies or patios.
What it has instead is a glass door that opens out onto a boxadslab of concrete justig
enough for two people to stand in and smoke, or look at the depressing, rusty heaps of junk
in the parking lot. I'd always ignored it, but after ten years without a cigarette, | had a fresh
pack in my hand and was looking forward to standing on my owalmost-patio and having
a smoke. Alone.

| pulled the blind and there was the back of Troy's stupid head and his goddamn hat
leaning against the glass door, his arms wrapped around his legs, knees under his chin.
Folded up and crammed in this little space wh empty beer cans, like an amateur hobo.

| opened the door. "What the fuck are you doing here?"

"Oh, hey. You're home." He said this as though loitering on someone's porch is the
most natural thing in the world.

It occurred to me that from this angle, tould kick him in the face. But, instead, |
said, "l asked you a question."

"l was just waiting for you to get home from work."

"So you creep around my apartment? You don't have anything else to do? Nowhere
else to be? We didn't make any plans for tonight've seen you every day this week. | was
looking forward to an evening by myself."

Out came a pitiful confession, a deluge of his life events that | had no energy to listen
to. A combination of words that added together equaled: pity me. No home. No jdlm
visitation with his kids, who, until then, | was not aware of. The ink on my divorce papers
had barely dried and | had this deadbeat from my past wanting me to fix his ego, give him a
home and make him whole.

| can't even do any of those things for mydf.
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| could have told him in that moment to leave, to never come back. Instead, | pointed
at the empty beer cans on my almospatio and said, "You have any more of that beer, or
what?"

Every morning since that day, | seethe and think of the words I'll sag get him out
of here for good. For the past month, I've rehearsed it in my throbbing head, as though it'll
be difficult to get rid of him. As though | have a reason to cling to him.

Now, I've just been born again, screaming for the darkness and his afghave is
stinking up my sheets. | sit up and nudge him in the ribs. "Get up.”

He stirs and grunts. | nudge him again. Hard. "C'mon. Get the hell up."
He grabs my hand. "Jesus. What the hell happened to you?"

| pull my hand back. The dent the ring left aund my finger is filled with tiny red
bumps. The rest of my hand is blotchy and sick looking. It's almost as though the sight of it
is causing a reaction. | start to itch from the place where the ring used to be, all the way to
my wrist.

Rubbing my sick inger, | say, "Probably nothing. A side effect from fucking with it
too much last night. Just get up. We need to talk."
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| push him away. "For real. | have to go to work. You've gotta go."
"Work?" He sits up and rubs his face. "l thought you wanted to talk."

"l did. I do." I throw the covers off. Standing is a big adjustment. It takes a moment
for the dizziness to fade. "Whatever. We'll talk when | get home from work."

"I'll be here, waiting."
"I figured as much." I'm digging my fingernails into the itchy places on my hand.
"You know, you could just give me a key."

| stare at him, thinking I'd like to throw something at him, but this place is so empty
and | don't know that tossing a shoe or aillow at his face would be satisfying enough. "You
know, you could just go get a job and your own apartment, since you don't fucking live
here."

He appears to be genuinely confused. "But, we're back together. | love you, you love
me, and now that you'vefinally divorced that jerk-off, everything's all good."

"l don't love you. | never loved you. And | didn't divorce him for you. He left me."
"Well, that doesn't matter. We're still back together."
"No. You were a warm body that was somewhat familiar. Noits done."”

Troy jumps out of bed, pokes his finger in my face. "You're a fucking bitch." He calls
me more names, and then makes a dramatic exit, getting dressed and stuffing the rest of his
things in his Hefty bag luggage.
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| don't look him in the eye as B's doing this. | look at my hand, at the tiny, waning
moon-shaped gouges I've left in it and the small, nasty welts that have begun to appear.

Then he leaves. My seihflicted punishment slams the door on his way out.

By the time | get home from worka hostile, scarlet rash has spread up to my elbow. |
scratch and scratch, the ugly little bumps bursting, the fluid spreading, wetting my skin,
then drying. Crusting over. Spreading the infection.

| don't understand why my arm is itching and burning, so tall my doctor's office.
The woman with the stuffedup nose on the other end of the line tells me that a rash isn't
an emergency. The doctor has gone for the day. She says if it's life threatening, | should go
to the emergency room.

"l can't tell what's life-threatening, that's why | need the doctor," | say. "l need
someone else to tell me if my life is okay."

She doesn't know what to say to that. Fucking HMOs.

"It could be a metal allergy,” she says.

"No. | removed the metal. My skin can't be allergic toat wearing a ring."
"Could be stress."

| decide this woman is useless, so | end the call and stick my arm under the faucet in
the kitchen sink. The water can't get hot or cold enough, so | dig around in my mostly
empty drawers and see a vague, flashing reltection of having a normal kitchen with
several types of spatulas and spoons. | curse myself for not owning a potato peeler, or a
decent set of kitchen knives.

| pull the blind covering the glass door leading to my almogpatio. There he is, a
walking, talking, symbol of my wasted life in a baseball cap, curled up and sleeping one off.

Instead of opening the door, | go into my bathroom. There, on the counter is one of
Troy's cheap, blue plastic disposable razors. Looking down at countless tiny pustulesrog
arm, | think to myself that this is just stress removal.

It can't be any more difficult than shaving my legs.

It's easier to close my eyes and imagine the razor cutting away my bad decisions
than it is to stop breathing.

Or maybe it isn't. I'm too mud of a coward to find out.
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Cardboard Sunrise
Clio Velentza

Symbols, just like colors, exist only when we see them. Say | never noticed how milk
foam clung to your wedding ring when we bumped into each other that windy morning; say
the morning wasjust that, simply windy instead of wild with anticipation as it seemed when

OO0O0OAT CAOOGS8 EAEO xEEDPPAA 1 U EAAA 11 OEA OEAAxA
because of their inherently hallucinatory nature, so | jaywalked right into your ridiculais N
PpOOPI A PAOAExT OE AT AO OEAO ) T1T1TAA AAITTAA AAO

wedding, where | had vindictively vomited all over it.

Say | never noticed how first time | saw you after all these years | had to relive that
shameful memory and alnost turned to leave, but thought better of it and caught your arm
while that flower truck kept honking and the shrill street backed away, a cardboard sunrise
in a school play, and in its place there it was, the drab library bathroom with its jittery neon
bulbs, it was cloudy and all was grey except that long string of blood running down the back
of your leg, it was very redz | remember thinking this when | opened the door and saw it, it
was very red, surely fakez you said you hated synthetic pads but tookine nonetheless, and
we disliked each other immediately.

| should have paid attention to all that.

Instead | reached and flicked the foam and | ignored it until you gently retrieved your
hand and hid it with a strange middleclass politeness that terrifed me, having grown used
to the vicarious embarrassment that were your filthy, rebellious manners that so amused
1 60 POI ZAOOI 008 -U EAT A0 xAOA OxAAOQGEIT C 11 xh )
vomit, all champagnesour, a delirious resignationto your bad caretaking which left me
dehydrated on a wet garden full of demonic twinkle lights for a good long time, until you
picked me up and allowed to be kissed with my horrid breath. That kiss came dredging up
my breakfast with a vengeance, | could ridelieve the fear was here, in your paper cup and
in the sticky foam as we prattled on, | could see our speech bubbles with the sweet platitudes
glowing in soft focus, | had a lot of regrets in a single fast second for the library and for the
vomit kiss, so | was hyperaware of the inflexibility of this floor we stood on. No soft grass,
just makeshift hardness.

Salvation came in the form of a pigeon dropping on my shoulder. You laughed and
said now O E Adarbdhish, as | wiped it away, glad of the distracting stench. It is a perfect
morning for a chance encounter now, if one is up for a skim through pale memories. Its
ETTTAAT AA AAT ATAOG OF AA AAETT xI AACAA8 pt AAT 60
so flustered just now in the first place, it must have been the

$AFET EOAT U8B ) AEAT 860 AOGAT 11 OEAAh OAuh AO
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Pigsglue
Donna D. Vitucci

Maddy Procter stood in the boys' bathroomNobody pulled their parts down.
Josh and Frankie and Paul loitered by the spots designated for peeing but they
stayed tucked in. They also did not run out calling for Mrs. Dobryny, tattling. They watched
Maddy, their soles stuck to the checkerboard floor the janitor swabbed riigly with the
tarantula-legged mop. Their legs were ice or rubber, and either way, they couldn't escape
her. Maddy might be a spider or a virus or Shere Khan. For sure her eyes glitterdebr
sure she had venom in her teeth.
What she said leapedoutah AEO OEAI 8 O0ECOCIi OA EAA EEO
O7ET o0 OEAOed &OAT EEA OAEAS
O-U AOi OEAO8S
BOECOCI BAed *i OE OAEAR Al OAOGET ¢ AT A | AEET C
of a name like Pigsglue?
O 9 A aldy's head adjusted on her neck so stwuld better stare him down. A
patch covered her one eye to make the other work hardeiShe pierced Josh with her lazy
AUA OOAOA8 O4EAO00O EEO TAIi A8 (A xAO ET ) OANS8O
That did it. You couldn't laugh over soldiers. You couldn't make fun of Pigsglue, so
you couldn't poke at Maddy either. They didn't say it that day but Pigsglue made Maddy
invincible. The name revolted them, her stories of Pigsglue trickled down their spines like
ice water, and their wonderings and their supposings and their needtokno@x EAO T A@08
about Pigsglue drew them to Maddy's oneyed stare every day that week.
The girls and boys bathrooms shared plumbing, were located along the same one
hallway. And in the girls bathroom Claire Dobryny sat on an upturned waste basket with
her head set against a wall pipeThird time this morning she'd thrown up. Only the
beginning, the precarious time, the hold on or lose it time. She heard the children talking
and the name Pigsglue, for no reason she could identify, chilled h&he rubbedher arms,
thinking she should have worn a blouse with sleeves.
Maddy Procter's hushnow voice cemented the boys Claire could just imagine the
scene, a scene which she really should get in and break up. As their teacher, she could
extinguish Pigsglue withone withering look. She would need to tell Sara Proctor her
Maddy required a little more listening to, that gory stories were a call for attention at
home. That, and Halloween was coming upKids liked to spook themselves, they loved
spooking their friends.
%OAT #1 AEOA AT OI A 110 OAOGEOO - AAAU AOITETC
baby. My mom nowisreallymystepi T i h AT A T U AOi OEAO EO ET Al
&OAT EEA O1T EAEAOAA8 0910 I AAT 0ECOCI OA EO E
09 AOOOOOON 6 er-eAulciling thrdughthBr ndwl) opened front teeth
spaces.
Claire had gone to high school with Sara Baskerton, now ProcteFhey were
acquaintances at best, but she'd attended the same afigrom party where everybody
knew Sara got pregnant with the by she later named Maddy so for certain this one story
at least was a lie.From sitting and bent forward upon the upturned wastebasket, Claire
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stood, stretched and arched, put her hand at the small of her back and dug her knuckles in

there. Eddie did it better but he was setting up the new parameters at Styddech down in

Salem.
The baby was making all her hard parts soft and all her soft parts malleabl&€he

baby was its own little parasite. She did not tell Eddie she'd missed three periods, and lde'

been too preoccupied with implementing Stylo's digital infrastructure to notice. Speaking

had jinxed three out of three, and she wasn't breathing a word until she started

showing. Invoking charm and luck meant she wouldn't visit the doctor or pee on a

stick. Some signs you simply had to trust, and anyway by now she knew her own body like

a blind man reads Braille.
0-u i11 ATA AAA pOO 0EcCOcI OA ET OEA ZEOAAUA

AT Ui TOAhRSd -AAAU xAO OAUET ch #Z£ZOOOEAO OA1T OAl EUE
FrAT EEA OAEAh 031 EAo0O ET xEOE OEA OAOAO OI
The boys busted each other upTheir echolaughter skimmed along the pipe to

batter Claire's head where it set against it, getting rust and old flaking paint into her hair,

which was going hin. She read internet articles that said the baby would steal her protein.

Probably leadbased paint and asbestos wrapping she leaned into, too, but she just couldn't

tear herself away from Maddy's gory story.
O7EAT EA xAO OEOEOEIT @nedhisle@ ®AT AT Ah 0ECOCI OA
09106 1T AAT OEA T1TA 1TAc EA EAO 1 AEOed
- AAAU OAI EAA 1 OAO O héburkel RsNey Ordmedriy's @@al AT UOG O

001 6GAh OECEO Al x1 O Uil 6 Ai 601 A OAA OEA ATTAS
O%xxxx86 4EA AT UOgréosdAddi@euAds. AT A | AAA

AEAT AT AT T 1T 00 xAADPU OT EAA OAEAR ORaulAi 100
the quiet one with the cowlick and chapped lips.

O$i1T0o00 Ul Oe 7EU 11 0ebd6 -AAAU OAEAS

0" AAAOOA OEAUoOA 1 EAOGS8SG

Maddy's voice curdled into aperfectble A T £ ET 11T AAT AA AT A AOEI 8

That was it. Claire exited one bathroom and then pushed open the adjoining
I AOAOT OuUh EAT A OEA A1 0 xEAA AT A T OAAOAAR O/ E
The boys ambled past, nudging and stepping on each other's heels, andtfieally,
Maddy trailed. # 1 AEOA CAOA EAO AT ET OAT OA 1T1TTE AT A OAE
EAOAhe AOO - AAAU HéorEdeandal 4 ongefC@ike fek WhatAhe A
thought was the tadpole swish of her pregnancy.
When Claire pulledSara aside in the pickup lane after school, she advised her of
Maddy's tall tales.
3AO0OA OAT EEAAN O)OIOEA0|®E@OOA$AAU OAEAe
rather used to things not beng what they seemed3 EA OA col O6b AA NOEAE Al A
xEAO OEA EEAO OAU xEAT OEAU ATIT A O 1T A xEOE A
O- AAAU OIT 1 A Ul Oeo 3AO0OA TAOOT xAA EAO AAOEN
either of them as she gaed at Maddy upside down on the jungle gym, suggesting Claire was
not even worth looking at, the way Sara had dismissed her ever since they were teenagers.
0) EAAOA EOhd #1 AEOA OAEAS



181

Sara looked at her then. Sara Procter, who had always been pretty aretpy
exploded plenty of doubt, let the pretty one get away with so much before young bones and
blood congealed into adult shapes that resisted chang®uring the years since high school
Sara's eyes had deepened in her skull, her teeth had grown mottédE A OAEAR O" 60O A
OA1 1 Ui ded
Claire backed up an inchYou could hear the gravel slip under her shoe€ven the
gravel wanted to hide.0) 1T OAOEAAOA EAO OAU EO0856
Sara put her hands on her hips, the same body language Claire used to preside over
herfirstgraders. 3EA AAOOAET T U £AT O OAT 1 AAA xEAT 3A0A (
AAOGAOGAOI PpPET C 11 AEEI AoO bl AUS8SOG
Claire did not want to admit she'd been loitering alongside the pipes, half
mesmerized and all the way stomacisick, while she should have ben...what? Teachemg?
Corridor patrolling? Booting Maddy out of the boys' bathroom?
She didn't want Sara to know she was pregnant, not now not ever, and for sure not
before she told Eddie.Sara maybe had a peculiar daughter whose imagination tiltedild,
but she had a kid, had had a kid since she herself was a practically still a kid, while Claire
proceeded childless and desperate to hang on to what, for the first time today, she'd felt
duplicating inside her.
Claire stammered.0) AT 1 o O-héael EAhdeither whyFn@ybe you should
talk with Maddy is all I'm saying. See what she's feeling behind the words of what, you've
Ci 0 O AAI EOh O1 01 AOG POAOOU 1 0601 AT AEOES8SG
3A0A OAEAh OOECOCI OAh EOEegod
The name of the unknown, undead, unreal brother pirieed Claire a little in her
belly. 3EA O1T AT 1T OAEI OO0I U OAO EAO EAT A TnensstkAh AT A
called for Maddy and turned with her car keysO7 A1 1 h OEAT EO &£ O OEA EAA
Maddy climbed into the passenger seat of the beaiown Corolla Sara had wrangled
from Ben Procter in the divorce. As far as Claire knew it was just Maddy and Sara out on
Passmore Road, despite Maddy's claims to a war vet brother named Pigsglue in a
wheelchair or in the freezer or burning his leg skin clean ébeside some Grandma's coal
stove.
Claire turned back to school to take one more pee before heading home herself.
)yl OEA CEOI 860 AAOEOI T i h OEA PEDPAO Al AT EAA
school's radiator heat kicked on.Just because no onepened a hot or cold water valve
didn't mean there wouldn't be other gurgles and burps and coughs in the monstrous old
building. Claire sat on the toilet and wound some paper around her hand.
Rumors now had Ben Procter working an Alaskan pipeline, othesaid he was
backpacking through Thailand, and still others claimed he'd joined up with
mercenaries. Claire remembered he'd sure liked setting off fireworks and low level
explosives, had the sheriff called to his and Sara's for disturbances more than j&sturth of
Julys. Maybe after all it was Ben who'd been burned and perched like a glastinned bird
in an electric wheelchair. Or cubbied in a freezer.Claire shivered. Pigsglue. What a
singular creepy name.
Her stomach hurt. She thought she neededupper. When she wiped she saw
blood.
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Her teeth clamped on her bottom lip as she fled school and got gingerly in her
car. She drove home into notyet-night, an in between timeless hour of fading, refusing to
think, and with a storm usurping the sky.

Call Eddie she thought, ducking under the porch awning right before the rain
started, but then she remembered she'd kept her secret selfish, so to gush hysterical about
maybe losing a baby he didn't even know of it was not a good sequenceAnyway, hercell
phone had gone kaput.She plugged it in the charger, leaned down to click on a lamp, which
popped with lightning as the power fizzled out in her's and the surrounding houses.

O' OAAOh 6 Thé rdol Gall plindel duddenly cavernous and as azley as
the school bathrooms.

She stood still, blankeyed and with arms slightly outstretched, tried to gain her
bearings. The rain hit the outer walls in great sheets, fiercdder low center of gravity
strained lower, wanted to puddle to the floor, butshe resisted. Every piece of Claire had
been recruited to sustain what was accruing inside her. Even her heart thudding in her
chest was being siphoned, its chambers emptying to what was, or would be, baldjong
the wall, as she walked, her hands pusheat picture frames and other tottering artwork
she'd once cherished.Something crashed, and yes, she'd done {Elaire was responsible for
whatever fell and broke in this house.She kept moving, she didn't care what she
demolished. Finally her two handsgripped the door frame, and she entered the bathroom,
crouching like a dowager, her backside bruised by the vanity and then the open toilet.

The storm pummeled the outside, and the inner shadowy walls, they convulsed
too. Was something working the windws, the locks?Claire couldn't care, even if it was
some phantom burned brother left half a body doing a wheelie in his motorized chair. She
imagined Maddy regaling the boys in the bathroom with this new development, how Mrs.
Dobryny had faced down Pigdge and he'd stared, meager in all his diminished capacity
except mightily bent on Hoovering up hope, sucking it through a goddamned strawThis
was where Claire's mind went while her backside glued to the toilet seat and her innards
cramped.

Oneeyed Maddy with her vibrant, full red lips. How dare she plant her stories in
their heads?

All at once power infused the world. The night light above the toilet tank painted
the bathroom gruesome, and Claire caught sight of the glow emitted down the hall fraire
one lamp she'd earlier tried clicking on.Working against gravity, she stood bent as an old
grandma, afraid to peer in the bowl at what curled there, the eye in its hurricane, the star
slur of the Milky Way, one more haunting, a clot shadowed by theilet rim, what you
couldn't give shape or name to since it did not belong in the light, was never meant for the
light, it was something you probably just misheard.
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In Water She Is Weightless
Jessica Hickey

0o oii1 AO ) #ZETI EOE OEEO OAAOEITh )&11 CA
tapped at the keys, mindlessly deleting and retyping the worBxperienceover and over.
4EEO xAO OiT i AOCEET ¢ OEA AEA xEAT EALywhAddOO xAO
a break, which was all the time these days. Since quitting her job in HR and restyling herself
AO A Al OOENOA OAOOI A xOEOAOh OEAGA AAAT OxEII
objectives and ubiquitous References Available upon Request. Mager part of the Coffee
Club or the Birthday Committee, Mara now spent her days alone in her apartment fiddling
with margins, shrinking font sizes, and straining to pull one more synonym fananaged
1 60 T £ OEET AEO8 03 AO0A xyframte dmabddedk ard Adadedtd O OE A
the kitchen.

-AOAGO APAOOI AT O 1T OAOITTEEI C #ADPEGITheAS O 1 A
Seabreeze now converted into a cluster of Spartan apartments whose ocean view made
up for their lack of amenities. The peelit OOOAAT AQGOAOET O AT A AOAA E
Mara. She felt this was the charm of a home by the sea, a place bathed in the shadows of
palm trees and tickled by the statiey rush of ocean waves. Any place close enough to the
beach to grab her board angbg out for a quick surf session was perfect for Mara. Not that
she had ever been on a surfboard, of course, but this was the salfige she projected in
EAO T ETA80 AUA8 11 OET OCE OEA xAO O1 CAETIT U EI
and her keachthemed apartment fit her perfectly. The kitchen, which had been the room
next door before the conversion, was absurdly large compared to the tiny bathroom,
bedroom, and closet that comprised the remainder of the apartment. But it was fitting
enough, n a poetic way. Mara herself had become outsize since moving in.

The weight gain started slowly, as it often does. A few extra pounds when she
submitted toaweighET AO OEA AT AOT 060 | ##EAAh OEA EZ£EO 1|
shirts began riding up her belly like water quietly receding from the edge of a continent.
31117 OEA &£ O A OEAO OEA Ai O1I AT 60O Ol EAA EIT O A
for a table when she went to lunch with coworkers. Her office chair developed an unearthly
sNOAAT AAAE OEIi A OEA OAO Ai x18 -AOAGO xAOAOI AA
when not even Lane Bryant had anything flattering to sell her. She started wearing loose
yoga pants with forgiving elastic waistbands to work. These had the advantageadfowing
-AOA O AT OE OEO AT A AOAAOEA OEIi Ol OAT AT 001 Uh
attire. One day when she bent down to pick up a sheaf of papers that had slid off the copier,
a pain ran through her ribs so sharp she needed help straightemy up and her boss wanted
to take her to the emergency room. She convinced him she was fine, but emailed her
resignation that night.

On the counter were a few granola bar wrappers from her last snack break and a
cereal bowl soaking in soapy water. A coltgion of spoons and forks gathered in the sink,
AGEAAT AA T &£ OEA OAOOAO AT A TEAAI AO OEAO PADPDA
offer in the fridge and sighea@ nothing good. She reached for a block of cheddar and sliced
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off two thick slabs, weighng their waxen density in her hand. She ate both standing at the
counter, then decided they would taste better with crackers and sliced off several more
chunks to make a plate. After a glass of chocolate milk, she felt ready to face her work again,
for a little while anyway. She was already planning her next snack break.

The little desk in the bedroom called her back to work, but the window beckoned
too, drawing the laughter of beachgoers and the smell of salty ocean air into the apartment
like a siren sorg. Mara took up her familiar position leaning on the window sill and resting
her head against its frame, watching the people on the street below. She studied the
movement of a surfer hoisting his board off the roof rack, deftly swinging it under his arm,
ad A OO0l OOET ¢ AAOI OO OEA OAT A OI xAOA OEA 1 AAAT G
daydreaming, Mara envisioned herself as a surfer with the grace and skill to dominate the
waves. In the ocean she was weightlessone with the water, with the sunlight refracting at
its surface, with microscopic plankton and tangling kelp. She was a diatom, a mystery of
indescribable beauty encased in a tiny glass shell, rarely seen by the human eye.

10 - AOAGO T ETA xAl AROAA ET OEA xAOAéh EAO
parking lot, wetsuit dangling around her waist, twisted ropes of hair weighed down under a
film of seawater. She carried an orange surfboard painted with white hibiscus blossoms
under one arm. As she opened the hatch of her station wagon, a blue pietpaper
escaped. Mara watched its arc as it flew into a loop in the air and landed on the sidewalk in
front of the apartment building. From her window, Mara could see that it was a flyer with
clip art of a woman standing beside a longboard. As soon as iter pulled out of its parking
OPAAAR - AOA xAO 100 A0 10 PEAEETI ¢ OP OEA M UA
OAAOT 1 OOA AACET T AOO86 4EA Al AOGO OOAOOAA ET Ox
she knew the place. She could see itfromhgrET AT xh AT A EAAT 60 OEA xAO
new surfers over the years gather in that shallow bay to learn paddling out and popping
up?

___Anhour later, Mara was still browsing the website listed on the flyer, caught in a

3EA EI OAOAA 1T 6AO OEA O2ACEOOAOCS AOO®EHeh AT T OE
hadto take the class when a cold voice whisperedd9 1 06 OA OT 1 A£AO8 91 061 |
A1 Defeated, sk dropped the mouse and minimized the screen.

That night, Mara slept fitfully. She woke to the familiar but confusing darkness of
midnight and swung her feet out of bed. Her body walked itself to the cavernous kitchen
without turning on any lights? she knewn the way. Before she even had time to shake off the
webs of sleep still pulling her back into a dream world, she was halfway through a tall glass
of chocolate milk and a bagel loaded with schmear. She considered the bagel in her hand as
if it had appearedout of thin air. It eyed her back, taunting her, egging her on to take
another bite though she was far from hungry, a familiar reflux of selbathing rising in her
throat. She reached across the counter to grab a piece of chocolate from the alwhayk
candy bowl, and her rib jabbed her sharply, digging in to what felt like an internal organ
and eliciting a cry of pain. The whisper burned inherea 9 1 08 OA Suddénk,iIMAr® O 8 6
exploded with a force that frightened her, and she hurled the bagel a@®the room. It
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smacked the opposite wall then slid down to the floor, leaving a slimy trail of cream cheese
in its wake. Tears flooded her vision and her fists pounded the counter in bitter frustration.
She jumped up from her seat and stormed to her desttefiantly pulling up the surfing class
website. Without giving the whispering voice a chance to object, she clicked the looming
02ACEOOAOG AOOOI T8 (AO EET CAOO &£ Ax AAOI OO OE
payment information before slamming thelaptop shut.
She woke the next morning with a pounding headache and puffy eyes not abated by
any amount of cold water. She badly wanted a microwave burrito but, still chastened from
OEA POAOET 6O TECEOB0 | OOABOOOR AdebkEwakidy OEA EE
for her was a welcome email from Kris, the surf teacher, including a list of what she needed
to bring to class. The hissing voice in her head suggested she delete it now and save herself
the humiliation that surely awaited her on the beachlnstead, she tried on something new:
she ignored that hateful whisper.

-AOA EAAT S0 1AEO EAO APAOOI AT O 1 OAE OET AA
would grocery shop and occasionally see friends, but she had drawn inward enough that
walking to the surf shop this morning was uncomfortable, both emotionally and physically.
After walking the three blocks to get there, Mara stood at the door, giving her heart a
minute to settle down before going inside. She approached the sales counter stiffly, as if
imitainC A OOOOAA OET T AT 8 4EA TAAA O AOAxI 100 I
had enough of hating herself, of fighting the whispers, of late night bagel throwing. And so
she kept her feet firmly planted and continued to stand at the counter.

O7EAQO A@AO Ui Oh DPOAOOU 1 Ailenianbelimdhe EAT AAA (
counter a printout of her email listing the supplies she needed.

O) & OO0bpbPl OAA O CAO OEEO OOOA&EA8 &1 O A Al A
(A 1TTTEAA AO OEA 1 EOON TT"A%MQAH@E@%EEA@SE
EOCI PAA 1T OAO OEA AT 01 OAO AT A AAcCAT A PAOAAA OE
i £ OEACAhs EA OAEAR BOITEIC A COAAT DOAE 1T £ x
said, grabbing a tether from a pegboard display. HeOT BDAA AT A 1TT EAA AO -

A Al AOAeo 3EA OEITE EAO EAAA8s (A T AATAA ET Al
worries, you can rent one for ten bucks. See how you like it befo e you drop a grand on
Ul 60 T xTh Al ) OECEOe®OECBEOA OP&OHDI OARhRhEAUXAEA
extending a hand.
O- AOAB8o $AOPEOA "A1 60 AAEI EOU O1 |1 AEA - AOA
knot grew in her stomach as she anticipated the appearance of the wetsuit and the .
humiliation of being toldthey AEAT 6 O | AEA OEAI AEC AT 1 OCE & O |
O/ Eh 1 AOO OEET C Ui O TAAA EO A Al AOA8 , A0 i
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0" 006 Ai ui o6bn Oih AT OEAU 8 8 8 Aii A ET 11U
her up. She felt she might lose control of her bowels, throw up, or both right there all over a
rack of Roxy hoodies. She fought i all her strength not to run away.

O) T ECEO EAOA Oi i AGEEI Cchd EA OAEA OEI OCEOA

AT OAODOOT AA xEOE A xEAA Al OA OBOA&EAT AOA Al
OET 601 A AT OEA OOEAEho EA OAEAh EATAET C EAO OE

0311780 UI OTEAGMY AQTTIAROBERT O OEA AT AOAh ) 1 AA
Mara said.

z A £ X oA s oA

03 AAh Uil 660A EOOO OOAOOEIC 1 00Oh OECEOe 31
AAOOAO8B8e (A xETEAA AO EAO OEAT 8 091 6811 CcAO O
AT Ol Aliif 8¢d was Anbcking her, but she chose to believe he was being sincere. She
AT 01 AT8O0 AxEAEI OA 110 0138

O)éi cCciT1TA OAI1T Ui & OEI O6CEh Ui 6811 1T AAA A
evenfor@ 6 - AOABO AAAA OOOT AA AOEhGiké&s. OAA AT A EAO
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walkedoutil £ OEA OET bh " AT AAI 1 AAh O7EOA EAT CAOA :
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Mara was already awake when the night transformed to morning, the muted gray of
twilight conceding its place to the palette of dawn. It was a chilly morning but the sun was
out, scattering sparkles on the water and streaking pink and orange paint acrossetisky.
Mara got ready early, giving herself plenty of time to wrestle the wetsuit and steel her
nerves. Soon she stood at the edge of the beach, holding the rented surfboard under one
AOi 8 3EA OOAOAA AO OEA Oi A1l <dodciuBly, @A OEAOET C
adjusted her wetsuit. Breathed in, breathed out. Then Mara stepped off the sidewalk and
crossed the beach toward her class. With every labored step, her heart beat harder until
she felt it throbbing in her throat and the butterflies in her sbomach threatened to escape.
Step after step, she struggled through the sand, her thigh muscles exhausting their
potential energy before was even halfway to the cove. She became conscious of a wheezing
OAOD OEA O1Ti11 OAAICIEUAA)AGAEA® 1A¥T OKBOAGE BIEA
The tears came too quickly to push back, and they tripped down her flushed cheeks like
water breaching a riverbank. But still she walked. Across the sand, toward the ocean,
rented surfboard under her arm. She pushed herskin a way she never had before, and as
she labored further down the beach, her chant evolved fro®)  Atd®d )6 Oblars 6
endless loop, the waves rolled in and the kelp swayed and the seagulls cried out. And
somewhere in the space between the sidewakliind the cove, Mara became weightless.
4EA xT1 Al xEOE OEA 1T OATCA AT A xEEOA OOOZAI
i AAA EO EOOO EI OEIi A8o
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Mara dropped her board in the sand and looked at the water, the woulde surfers
gathered around her, the board at &r own feet. She wiped her eyes on her sleeve and
Oi ET AA AO EAOOAI £#/8 O) OAAI 1T U AEAho OEA OAEAS
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Breadwinner
J. Bradley

OEEI 80 CcilT A AAT OO AEAITCEI ¢ iU AAT AACAO AEOCAO
) AOE EEI x Ecéniribute fdh© hoGskHoll shnce he lives here so much now. i
OEEI OEOOCO EEO OET 01 AAOOh OAUON O) ol T O 11

On the rare occasion | stay overnight at his house, | try avoiding his mother. She glares at

me with the one eye she still has when we ruinto each other in the hallway or when she

catches me coming out of his bedroom. When she does this, | focus on a point over her

OET 01 AAO O01 ) Ai160 OOAOA AO OEA 000D 1T &£ EAO
her left calf and foot used to bePhil told me how his father left his mother for someone

iTOA xETT A ZEOA UAAOO Ac¢ci AOAT OEIT OCE OEEI G0
became incomplete.

| look at my torso in the bathroom mirror. Phil makes me keep my shirt on, the lights low
soheAAT 80 OAA T O EAAI OEA OAAOO xEAT AGAO ) 1AO
still with him and my reflection just mouths the question back. | open the medicine chest,

AT 01 O xEAO O1 AAPET ¢ PEI T O ) EAOA obnlesi@dees AUAA
El x OEEI EOI 80 1 EEA EEO ZAOEAOh ET x OEAS8I T £EA
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Natalie Wood
Shannon Frost Greenstein

PART ONE

) O AT AOT 60 OAOOA AO AAA A Oexpebtdd a mbuthul Af sdtinedsCET Ah O
but after the first few swallows, it goes down like regular water.

PART TWO

)y 060 11 O AAI IHfdfophobiafs@abe)|i AAH A8 O EWNatAhageAsAE A O8
Aquaphobia.What | have is an absolutely crippling phobia of open wateMWhat | have is he
physical inability to be next to, in sight of, submerged in, hovering over, or otherwise in the
presence of the sea.

) AAT 6D OBA BARDS8 OEEO x AU A@nholvjaganAdolh, 1 AABRAOARAI
AOT xT ET ¢cnN ) 81 streds Af@A dceah, fHe idstgificadok of one human life in the

i EAOO T &£/ AT ANOAOEA ET £ET EOUN 11 001 UNn )AGAIT 6GAAAOA
help but fall victim to the childish fears, the mental images of prehistoric monstrosities ®ivly

rising from the depths, untouched by evolution, gargantuan and fanged and merciless hunters.

| loathe water like Natalie Wood loathed water.
And then she drowned.

PART THREE

Get upshe demands.

I look up at her groggily through eyelids practicallyglued together with the crustified remnants

of my Aquavue Oasys HydroClear Comfort Care contact lensessane with thirst, my entire

soul is parched like the houseplant I had in college that adapted to live on flat Ygenglirm(& 0 p A o
been slowly allocatinG T OO0 DOAAET OO 1 ENOEA &I O8EIl x 111 cCch 11
Get off the floor and help me.

8 $ A URveeek? Eternity?

Mark, you have togetupy AAT 8O Al G&AEBEIO AU | UOAI £8

8AOO EOGBO0 1 AOGAO ATi1 OCEh AT A EOB8O0 AAOGEAAITU CITA
y OAEA A AAAD AOAASace, Aying withEh fdgGyQlesperation 10 gex riy/EA 6

bearings. | am surprised to discover that | am lying prone on the bottom of the boafl he last

time | came out of my terrorinduced suspended animation to check in with the matters of the

real world, | had been sitting glued to the padded bench, knuckles white with panic, certain the

slightest movement on my part would spill us into the black seawater mere inches below.

y6i EAOET ¢ A EAOA OEI| AEveEthing ik dta@ingAdtastd IessétA OET OCE O
Mark, youneedtohelpmg. OEET E ) d8i EAOET C AT 1 OOAAOQEI T 08

| am vaguely cognizant of this request, and something clicks in the deep recesses of my fading
awareness.Oh, yeah!7 A8 OA O0O0DPDBI OAA O AMdwneadOET ¢ A AAAU OT1
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| look at her accusingly.0) OAT Al AKGOT xA® All Ul 6O EAAA8S

My tongue is a wooden blockinmy mouth) 6 i OBDAAEET Ch AOO iU 11 OOE E(
opening. There is a searing pain in my lower back, in my sinuses, at the base of my skull.
would give anything&l O AT T OEAO EAT AEOI 1T £ OAAxAOAOh AOO A
arm.

- AOEh EOH) D6 IOTAARADE U &£ O OEA AAAU O AT i Ah Al

the goddamn floor!

| hear the desperation in her voice and struggle witimonumental effort to some closer

semblance of full consciousnessMy cells are gradually dying by osmaosis, electrolyte levels

xAAPET Ch AO OEA xAOAO ) 6 Ofrcefniydelrddlink, Ao parseEn@i 1 O 1 A
cracked lips in an attempt to speakbut | have no salivaWaves of fear and hopelessness

compete with the agony of extreme dehydration, and | find myself praying to a nebulous God in

whom | no longer believe.

-AOEh £ O #EOEJJ6600 QNER N TEMMI@®OGAIDEEBCEAOEEDCOEC
Steeling myself against what is becoming an alincompassing nausea, | rise up onto all fours

and concentrate on my wife.She is hunched over on the bench, teeth gnawing into her bottom

lip, sweat coursing down her face like Pheidippicdd A AZOAO EEO AEEOOGerAT A 111
pregnant belly is an entity of its own, a realive person separated from the physical realm by

only a layer of muscle, subcutaneous fat, and skiithen | make the mistake of looking over the

side of the boat

)y AT OAT A T 6GAOh AOU EAAOET C ET O xAOAO xEEAE xEI
grave. My face is inches from the surface, and my lizard brain screams at me, reminding me of

the certain death that lies outside the safe confines of our currefibating abode. | jerk away as

if jabbed with a cattle prod, drastically rocking the boat and nearly sending my pregnant wife

into the ocean.

Collapsing back down between the benches, | look at her pitifulljMy voice creaks out with
colossal determinaton, gravelly from lack of use.

O07A80A CiETC O AEAS8S

Though | am barely audible, my wife nonetheless reacts with something akin to rage.

7AB0A ./ 4 QiIABIORA &Il EAEANOI CAO OEOI OCE OEEOA

She has maintained a stalwart optimism throughout the entirgy of this experience, driven by

the human life she is currently sheltering.Evolution is on her side now, the biological urge to A A
DOl OAAO 1T1TAB8O0 1T £EOPOET ¢ AO Al1l AT OOOh $AOxET EAI
Try the radio again!'4 O U 8

She break=ff suddenly, squinting through poor visibility in the direction of the horizon.

4EAOAGO Ol i AGEET C 1 OO OEAOAS

- U AOAE] EO OOAOOEI ¢ Ai O AOAOE xAOAO 1 EEA A EEO
register atfirst. ) 6 1 1 1T OO EI rdling dowBwaiO Dte énedpy, jnepiag fromone
memory to another at breakneck speedl wish | had made outawill.) xEOE ) 8 A OAI Al A,
call my Mother back. | wish | could jump overboard in a show of masculinity, swim through the
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fuming sea to findland or another boat, even sit up long enough to try the freaking radio for the
millionth time.

Mark, do you hear mePsee something3 1 | AOEET ¢80 Al i ET C8

311 AGEET C680O Al i ETCS

) 060 OAANI W AR®D AdAKS xEAO EO Edverdshd)AA EOB8 O EAIE
311 AGEET C680O Al i ETCS

PART FOUR

O0) OEETE xA TAAA Al AAOAT OOOA8S

| am engrossed in my iPhone, Facebooking and Instagramming and buying everything under
the sun with a swipe of my finger via Amazon Prime

O- AOEh AEA Ui O EAAO 1 Aed

09 AegieedarA AOAT OOOABG

O7Al1ebo

O7A11 xEAOebd

O7Al1h xEAO Al Ui & OEET Eed

O) OEETE OEA T1O0AO T £ PAOAT OEIT A EO AAOGAT OO0OA A
She goes quiet for a second, and | comment on a photo of an impossibly tiny puppy.

O. Il 8ant an adventure. Something real. Something tangible.7 A EAOAT 60 AAAT 11 A
since our honeymoon.! T A EO6 O 11 0 1 EEA xA&611 AA AAIT A O Al

She pauses again, and the silence is so loaded that | finally raise my eyes from the glowing
screen. The air is darged with tension, and | am suddenly on guard.

0) xAT O OI CSome@fiere @dpidal.)A AARIEB O1T ¢1 11 A AT AO86
Suddenly, there is no air in the room.

001 AAOGA AT 180 AOARAAE 100856

My inner eye is flashing images like a projector against the screefimy brain, images of

crushing waves and flailing arms and the carnivores below and the cold, cold nothingness as |

descend helplessly into the depthsAdrenaline triggered by mortal fear is flowing through my
body, and | am sweating.

0)&i 1106 OBBHAEET C

091 686 0A Al AAOI U AOAAEEIT C 1060846

She looks at me plaintively.

0) AT 180 AOgBNdd réllympdanttdmeE)s 1 1 OA OEA T AAAT h AT A )
beenin one since | marriedyou0 1 AAOA CEOA 1 A OEEO086

Torn, | attempt to regulate my breahing, grounding myself with thoughts of my future son

Z A £ A 2z A

CAOOAOEI(; ET T U xEEZA3O0 OOAOOOS
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O) OxAAO O Ui 068) OxAAOh 9AOBEBAUI OOORT ETI Q8 OI ECA
AA AEET A8éd
| want to believe her.

My eyes drift down to the iPhone orthe couch, still illuminated. An old college roommate has
posted a vacation photo, which consumes the entire surface of the screen. It is St. Lucia or
Turks and Caicos or somewhere, and its pristine white sand and an aquamarine sea, bathing
suits and drinks with umbrellas and jet skis.

A sign?

She is looking at me expectantly, hope on her face but the preparation of disappointment in her

eyes.( AO AAT T U OAAI O ATT Oi T OOh AfladelathughtdPE OEASO |
nowhere, suddenly, and &orresponding mental image: My son, four or five, held up high in the

air by a strong pair of arms, the seawater crystal clear and spreading out below him in every

direction. My son is squealing with laughter, and so are the arms.

They are mine.
| take adeep breath.
O&ET A8o

PART FIVE

Do you have any phobias?

7EOQE O1 1 A DPAT bticduld bethéght®or falEng. 8nAke downs, small spaces, the

dentist. %0OAOUAT AU EAO 11T Ah )G60A OEAT OEUAA AARAAEI OAh A«
severity. However, all phobias are fundamentally the same, at their corédn obsession, like a

poltergeist taking up residence in your brain, haunting every one of your synapses.

)y 060 OEA EAAO 1 £ DAEI 0 OEAR OGHAIA®A 11/aBficdafOIAR TEQ UBIT | +
wholly at the mercy of the elements) 06 O UI 60 ET 011 01 6AOU 1T AAA O A
phobia in any way necessary, manifesting in hyperventilating at the sight of a black mamba or

Ronald McDonald, sweaty palms, weak legs, racing hedelieve it or not, phobias are an

evolutionary benefit, a result of a genetic mutation in some hominid several millennia ago, the

first Homo erectus to feel terror contemplating death.

Phobias help us avoid dangerThey keep us living, able to produceftspring that live to

produce offspring, the whole point of evolution, Darwin validated even as you gingerly open

OEA AT T O xEOE A DPAPAO Of xAO Theh &ibt@Oakeasbh, @B OA ET OO
personally, feel like we all ought to respecthat. | respect, for example, that | am not meant to

be awater enthusiast.) 81 T 1T O OOOAI I U OMmAusi@iSanBals@ésortAET T OA Al
Package Vacation Including the Chance to Swim with Dolphins!M1é i | AAT & O1 OOAU A
like freshly-permed hair or a Mogwai.

Ergo, the phobia has to be seen as an evolutionary benefit, do you sdeE AOAS O A OAAOI 1
born with aquaphobia. 4 EAOAG6 O A OAAOI T EO OEAPAA T U ET OAOAA
weeks ago.But then | ignored the rape whistle trat evolution planted in my skull at the

thought of the ocean and boarded a boat.
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Survival of the fittest, and | lost my shot.
PART SIX

Practically unconscious and musing on fear and natural selection, unable to save the day,

unable to help as my wife dlivers our premature son on the floor of the boat, certain death o
APDPOT AAEET ¢ch OEA T EITEOCAATTAO AAOxAAT OAATTAO E
put to the test and proven, | find that | hate myself in this moment.

Were | any sortofhusbad h ) 8 A AT T NOAO 1 U PET AE)AS OEANOTEA OEA
over matterthing and just sort ofovercomemy phobia, like Nietzsche would.Were | any sort of

husband, | would have gotten help for us alreadytelicopters flying in increasing conentric

circles with search lights, a Coast Guard Ship with Ifeckets and bottled water, a clean

hospital room with a shower, with a bed, with a bassinet) 6 A pmvﬁderﬂg caregiver, A
OTTATTA 01 AA OOOOOAA xEAT \ka§thad hefustieiven ottheAO O1T E
Family.

Family.

I have a family.

A shaft of light slices through my saltwateinduced psychosis as | force my eyelids open,

hyper-alert consciousness descending on me like a higipeed elevator.! AAT E1 Uh AT A x A
in this together, but the other family members are lying prone on the dirty boards and crying,

and thefight half of the fight-or-flight yin yang starts to win out.

O4A11 1T A xEAOS8GS

) 080 DOOA GCEAAAOEOER AOGAT [ U OEI Ogthedity whidd DOOA
iU AAAuh ) Z£ZET A OEA 1 AOO OAOOECAO 1T &£ OOOAT COE E
£O0i Abh xA80A OAI EET ¢ OEA £ET Al OxAl OI1ch EAOAS
O4A11 1T A xEAO O AT 856

) O 1 600 AA OEA E£EOOO OEI A )B8O0AOOPAEGAITNEEA OFEARO O
ghost.

| thought you were deadou fell down, you were making terrible noiseltark, Mark, the baby,
the baby!!! Is the baby ok???

4EA AAAU EO OT AAAOAAI U OET UR A1 OAOAA ET OAOUEIC
prAOOU Al OAh AT A EEO AOUET ¢ EO DPAOAOET C 1 0606h ATA
O) Ai160 OEETE8) AiI160 OEETE EAGO CciETC O 1 AEA

YES, hewil3T i AOCEET ¢80 AT i ET¢h EO8O0 GCAOOEI ¢ Al 1T OAOh
Something coming9 AOh ) 8 A &£ OCi OOAT 8
| drag myself over to the stern, gripping anything | can findl look across the expanse of the

sea, roiling bile welling up from my stomach, and see the shadow my wife saw approaching
before I lost my connection toreality for a while there.

/11 U8
8AT EI PT OOEAI U 1 AOCA OEAAT xh O1 AOI AGET ¢h AGEI Ah
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All the millennia of human experience combine in a single moment.have a flash of intuition,
of precognition, and feel immediately oushed beneath the weight of impending danger.

8A EET AOAAEO OEA OOOZAAAR OAUT O OEAODPh Ci EOOAT
Suddenly, | feel lucid.l can speak; | can think.The baby is still alive, just barely, and | suddenly
want to live more than anything in the world, the survival instinct manifest, like a mother

lifting a car off her child after an accident, like that guy who sawed off his arm with what was
essentially a butter knife.

" 008

O(T1TAUebd

81 AOCAO AT A 1 AOg hider 2ndldngel, dosesAddgh B toGde@ silhouette
OOOAOAEET ¢ AAlI T x OEA xAOAOh A OEADPA )B860A 1T AOAO
O0) AT 160 OEETES8HS

8OEAT OIT i AGEET ¢ EIi i AT OA AOAAAEAO OEA OOOEAAAR A
glimpsing row upon row uponrow of gigantic, bladeshaped teeth, a largethan-life

T ECEOI AOAS

Oh. Sothis is what my wife saw.

O0) AiT160 OEETE EOB80O EAI P8O

B8OAAET ¢ OEOT OCE OEA xAOAO T EEA A OI OPAAT h AAOI A
the kill, ruled by eonsold instncO AT A OEA 1T AAA O EOT 08

What?

Sheisweeping3 EA AT AOT 3ty adgail, Ap@akihgkBough the agony between my ears
and at the tips of my eyelashes and under my nails and in every single one of my bongst
caring.

O0) AT160 OEETE EOB6O0 EAI P86

PART SEVEN

Do you want a joke?

Ok, hereitiss7 EAO EETA T &£ xI T A AT AOGTI 60 £ 1 AQe
Give up?

Natalie Wood.
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Keep Calm and Carry On
James Mulhern

My grandmother sat on the toilet seat. | was on the floor just in front of her.
She brushed my brown curly haiuntil my scalp hurt.

"You got your grandfather's hair. Stand up. Look at yourself in the mirror. That's
much better, don't you think?"

| touched my scalp. "It hurts.”

"You gotta toughen up, Aiden. Weak people get nowhere in this world. Your
grandfather was weak. Addicted to the bottle. Your mother has an impaired mind. Now
she's in a nuthouse. And your father, he just couldn't handle the responsibility of a child.
People gotta be strong. Do you understand me?" She bent down and stared into my face.
Her hazel eyes seemed enormous. | smelled coffee on her breath. There were blackheads
on her nose. She pinched my cheeks.

| reflexively pushed her hands away.

"Life is full of pain, sweetheart. And | don't mean just the physical kind." She took a
cigarette from her case on the back of the toilet, lit it, and inhaled. "You'll be hurt a lot, but
you got to carry on. You know what the British people used to say when the Germans
bombed London during World War [1?"

“"No."

"Keep calm and carry on." She hit my backke. "Now run along and put some
clothes on." | was wearing just my underwear and-shirt. "We have a busy day."

| dressed in the blue jeans and a yellow shogtleeve shirt she had bought me. She
stood in front of the mirror by the front door of the living room, holding a picture of my
mother. She kissed the glass and placed it on the end table next to the couch. Then she
looked at herself in the mirror and arranged her pearl necklace, put on bright red lipstick,
and fingered her gray hair, trying to hidea thinning spot at the top of her forehead. She
turned and smoothed her green cotton dress, glancing at herself from behind. "Not bad for
an old broad." She looked me over. "Come here." She tucked my shirt in, licked her hand,
and smoothed my hair. "You'dhink | never brushed it."

Just as she opened the front door she said, "Hold on," and went to the kitchen
counter and put her hand in a glass jar full of bills. She took out what must have been at
least thirty single dollar bills.

"Here. Give this moneyo the kiddos next door."

When we were outside, she pushed me towards their house. They were playing on
their swing set in the fencedin yard. In front of the broken-down house was a yard of
weeds. A rusted bicycle with no wheels lay on the ground. Theyag pale girl with stringy
hair looked at me suspiciously as | approached the fence. Her brother stood, arms folded, in
the background. He had a mean look on his face and spit.

"This is for you," | said, shoving the money through the chain links. The gidached
out to grab it, but most of the bills fell onto the dirt.

"Thank you," she said.

As | walked away, her brother yelled, "We don't need no charity from you."

| opened the door of my grandmother's blue Plymouth; she had the air conditioning
blasting and it was already full of cigarette smoke.
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SEA AOT OOAA EAOOAI £#8 c¢3AU EO xEOE 1 A8864EAO

| repeated the words with her and we drove to her friend Margie's house, not more
than ten minutes away. Margie was a smelly fé&dy with a big white cat that hissed at me.
She always wore the same navy blue sweater, and was constantly picking white cat hairs
off her clothes, while talking about the latest sermon, God, or the devil. Nanna told me
when they were young girls, their tassmates made fun of her. "Stinky" they called her. And
she did smell. Like urine, and cats, and mothballs.

"Don't let him get out,” Margie yelled, as the cat pounced from behind the open door.
"Arnold, don't you dare run away!" She bent over to grahis tail and groaned at the same
time. "My back!"

"Don't worry. | got him." I had my arms wrapped around the white monster. He
hissed.

"Why don't you put him in the closet when you open the front door? We go through
this every time," my grandmother sail, pushing past her towards the kitchen in the back of
the house. "l gotta sit down. It's hot as hell out there."

Margie placed a tray of ham sandwiches, along with cheese and crackers on the
round grey Formica table. | liked her wallpaper white with the red outlines of trains. Her
husband had been a conductor; he died when he got squished between two train cars.

"l don't know how | feel about all those miracles Father Tom was going on about.”
Margie placed a sandwich on a plate for me with some chips. "Whaa want to drink,

Aiden? | got nice lemonade." Her two front teeth were red from where her lipstick had
smudged. And as usual she had white cat hairs all over her blue sweater, especially the
ledge of her belly where the cat sat all the time.

"That sounds good."

She smiled. "Always such a nice boy. Polite. You'll never have any trouble with this
one. Not like you did with Lorraine."”

"l hate when you call her that."

"That's her name ain't it?" She poured my grandmother and me lemonade and sat
down with a huff.

"That was my mother's name, her formal name. I've told you a thousand times to call
her Laura.”

"What the hell difference does it make?" Margie bit into her sandwich and rolled her
eyes at me.

"Makes a lot of difference. My mother was a crackpot. | med my daughter Lorraine
to be nice."

"Well, Laura is . . ." | knew Margie was going to say that my mother was a crackpot,
too.

"Laura is what?" My grandmother put her sandwich down and leaned into Margie.

"Is a nice girl. She's got problems, but don't wall." She reached out and clasped my
hand. "Right, Aiden?"

"Yes, Margie."

My grandmother rubbed her neck and spoke softly. "Nobody's perfect. Laura's
getting better. She's just got a few psychological issues. And the new meds they have her on
seem to be ding her good. She's a beautiful human being, and that's what's most
important. Besides, who's to say what's normal? My Laura has always been different. One
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of the happiest people | ever met." Her eyes were shiny and her face flushed. Her bottom lip
trembled. She looked at me. "Don't you gotta use the bathroom?" She raised her eyebrows.
That was her signal.

"Yes, | gotta pee."

"Well, you don't have to get so detailed,” she said. "Just go."

Margie laughed hard and farted.

| made my exit just in time, creepig up the gray stairs. The old bannister was dusty.
The rug in the upstairs hall was full of Arnold's hair. | bent down and picked one up to
examine it, then rubbed my pants. Nanna said Margie's room was the last one on the left.
Her jewelry case was on tof her dresser. | took the diamond earrings and opal bracelet
Nanna had told me about. There was also a couple of pretty rirg®ne a large red stone,
the other a blue one. These and a gold necklace with a cross | shoved into my pockets. Then
| walked to the bathroom and flushed the toilet. | messed up the towel a bit so it looked like
| dried my hands in it.

When | entered the kitchen they were still talking about miracles.

My grandmother passed our plates to Margie who had filled the sink with sudsy
water.

"Of course there was raising Lazarus from the dead," Margie said. "And then the
healing of the deaf and dumb men. Oh, and the blind man, too," she said raising her hand
and splashing my grandmother.

"Let's not forget about the fish. And the water into wie," my grandmother said.

Margie shook her head. "I don't know Catherine," She looked down. "It's hard to
believe that Jesus could have done all that. Why aren't there miracles today?" | imagined a
fish jumping into her face from the water in the sink.

My grandmother smiled at me. "Of course there are miracles today. As a matter of
fact, I'm taking Aiden to that priest at Mission church. A charismatic healer is what they call
him. Aiden's gonna be cured, aren't you, honey?"

"Cured of what?" Margie said.

"Ohhe's got a little something wrong with his blood is all. Too many white cells.
Leukemia. But this priest is gonna take care of all that."

"Leukemia!" Margie said. "Catherine, that's serious." Margie tried to smile at me, but
| could tell she was upset. "TBdown, honey." She motioned for me to go to the table. "We're
almost done here."

"You gotta take him to a good doctor," she whispered to my grandmother, as if |
couldn't hear.

"l know that. I'm not dumb. God will take care of everything."

We said our goalbyes and when we were in the car, my grandmother said, "Let me
see what you got." | pulled the goods out of my pockets while she unclasped her black
plastic pocketbook. Her eyes lit up.

"Perfect. She isn't lookin', is she?" | looked at the house. Margiassnowhere in
sight. Probably sitting on her rocking chair with Arnold in her lap.

"Now put those in here,” she said, nodding towards her bag, and | did.

When we were about to turn onto Tremont Street where the church was, |
remembered the gold necklace athcross. | pulled it out of my back pocket and my
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grandmother took it from me, running a red light. "This would look beautiful on Laura.” In a
moment, there was a police car pulling us over.

"Don't say anything," my grandmother said, as we moved to the sdf the road. She
looked in the rearview mirror and put her window down.

"Ma'am, you just ran a red light." The policeman was tall with a hooked nose and
dark brown close-set eyes.

"I know officer. | was just saying a prayer with my grandson. He gave mag gold
cross. | got distracted. I'm very sorry."

He leaned into the car. | smiled.

"Is that a birthday gift for your grandmother?"

"Yes. | wanted to surprise her."

"And he certainly did," she said, patting my knee and smiling at the police officer.

"It's a good thing no cars were coming. You could have been hurt," he said. "That's a
beautiful cross," he added.

My grandmother began to cry. "Isn't it though?" She sniffled.

The officer placed his hand firmly on the edge of the window. "Consider this a
warning. You can go. I'd put that cross away."

"Of course. Of course.” She turned to me. "Here, Aiden. Put it back in your pocket."

The police officer waited for us to drive away. | turned and looked. He waved.

"Are you sad, Nanna?"

"Don't be silly." She waved &ar hand. "That was just an act.”

| laughed and she did, too.

We parked. "I need to get that chalice, Aiden. | read an articleThe Boston Globe
that said some people believe it has incredible curing powers. It's a replica of a chalice from
long ago, overl00-years old, with lots of pretty stones on it. Experts say it's priceless. I'm
thinking if I have your mother drink from it, she'll get better and come home to us. Won't
that be nice?" She rubbed my head gently and smiled at me.

| looked away, towards he church where an old man was helping a lady in a
wheelchair up a ramp. "Won't God be mad?"

"Aiden, I'm going to return it. We're just borrowing it for a little while to help your
mother. | think God will understand. Don't you worry, sweetheart."

We entered Mission church. It smelled of shellac, incense, perfume, and old people.
It was hard to see in the musty darkness. Bright light shone through the stainagass
windows where Jesus was depicted in the twelve or so Stations of the Cross.

"Let's moveto the front." My grandmother pulled me out of the line and cut in front
of an old lady, who looked bewildered. "Shouldn't you go to the end of the line?" she
whispered kindly, smiling down at me. Her hair was sweaty and her fat freckled bicep
jiggled whenshe tapped my grandmother's shoulder. The freckles reminded me of the
asteroid belt.

"I'm sorry. We're in a hurry. We have to help a sick neighbor after this. | just want
my grandson to get a cure.”

"What's wrong?" she whispered. We were four people awdyom the priest, who
was standing at the altar. He prayed over people then lightly touched them. They fell
backwards into the arms of two old men with maroon suit jackets and blue ties.

"Aiden has leukemia."
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The woman's eyes teared up. "I'm sorry.” She pad my forearm. "You'll be cured,
sweetie." Again her flabby bicep jiggled and the asteroids bounced.

When it was our turn, my grandmother said, "Father, please cure him. And can you
say a prayer for my daughter, too?"

"Of course." The whitehaired, red-faced priest bent down. | smelled alcohol on his
breath. "What ails you young man?"

| was confused.

"He's asking you about your iliness, Aiden."

"I have leukemia," | said proudly.

The priest said some mumbgumbo prayer and pushed my chest. | knew | was
supposed to fall back but was afraid the old geezers wouldn't catch me.

"Fall,” my grandmother whispered irritably. Then she said extra softly. "Remember
our plan."

| fell hard, shoving myself against the old guy. He toppled over as well. People
gasped. His fiend and the priest began to pick us up. | pretended to be hurt bad. "Oww. My
head is killing me." Several people gathered around us. My grandmother yelled "Oh my
God," and stepped onto the altar, kneeling in front of a giant Jesus on the cross. "Dear
Jess," she said loudly, "I don't know how many more tribulations | can take." Then she
crossed herself, hurried across the altar, swiping the gold chalice and putting it in her
handbag while everyone was distracted by my moaning and fake crying.

"He'll be okay," she said, putting her arm under mine and helping the others pull me
up.

When | was standing, she said to the priest. "You certainly have the power of the
Holy Spirit in you. It came out of you like the water that gushed from the rock at Rephidim
and Kadesh."

"Let's get out of here before there's a flood." She laughed. The priest looked
confused. The old lady who let us cut in line eyed my grandmother's handbag and shook
her head as we passed.

When we were in front of Rita's house, our last stop befotrgome, | asked my
grandmother what "tribulation" meant. And where were "Repapah” and "Kadiddle."

She laughed. "You pronounced those places wrong, but it doesn't matter. Your
mother used to do the same thing whenever | quoted that Bible passage." She began t
open the car door. "l don't know where the hell those places are. Somewhere in the Middle
AOO8!T A A OOEAOI AGEIT EO A POIT Al Al 8¢

"Oh."

After ringing the doorbell a couple times, we opened the door. We found Rita passed
out on the couch.

My grandmother took an ice cube from the freezer and held it against her forehead.
Rita sat bolt upright. "Jesus, Mary, and Joseph. You scared the bejesus out of me." She was
wearing a yellow nightgown and her auburn hair was set in curlers. "Oh, Aiden. | didn't see
you there,” she said. She kissed my cheek. For the second time that day | smelled alcohol.

"So do you think you can help me out?" my grandmother asked. Rita looked at me.

"Of course | can.”

"Just pull me up and I'll get my checkbook." | suddenly realized all my
grandmother's friends were fat.
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At the kitchen table, Rita said, "Should | make it out to the hospital?"

"Oh, no. Make it out to me. I've opened a bank account to pay for his medical
expenses."

"Will five thousand do for now?" Rita was rich. Her husband was "real estate
tycoon" my grandmother was always saying. He dropped dead shoveling snow a few years
back.

"That's so generous of you." My grandmother cried again. More fake tears, | thought.

We had tea and chocolate chip cookies. Rita asked how my motheas doing. My
grandmother said "fine" and looked away, wringing her hands. Then she started talking
about the soap operas that they watched. My grandmother loved Erica frofil My Children
Said she was a woman who knew how to get what she wanted and adedrthat very much.
Rita said she thought Erica was a bitch.

When we were home, listening to talk radio in the living room, | asked my
grandmother if she believed in miracles, like the ones she talked about earlier in the day
with Margie.

"Sure, sure," shesaid, not looking up. She was taking the jewelry and chalice out of
her bag and examining them in the light. | saw bits of dust in the sunlight streaming
through the bay window.

"You're not listening to me, Nanna."

She put the items back in her handbag astared at me. "Of course | am."

"Well do you think I'll have a miracle and be cured of leukemia?"

"Aiden." She laughed. "You haven't got leukemia. You're as healthy as a horse, silly."

"But you told everybody | was sick."

"Sweetheart. That was just to evke pity."

"What does that mean?"

"Make people feel bad so we can get things from them. | need money to take care of
you, Aiden." She spoke hesitantly and looked down, like she was ashamed. "I'm broke. Your
grandfather left me with nothing and | gotta payfor your mother's medical expenses. If
Margie notices her jewelry gone, maybe she'll think you took it to help your Nanna. | told
her | was having a problem paying your hospital bills."

"Sorta like atribulation, right?"

"Exactly, sweetheart."

"Is my mother a tribulation?"

This time my grandmother's tears were real. They gushed like water from that rock
in the Middle East. | knelt before her and put my head in her lap. She hugged me, bent down
and kissed my face several times. Then she looked out the windolvseemed the tears
would never stop.

"Don't worry, Nanna. | believe in miracles, too. Someday Mom will come home from
the hospital.”

And we stayed like that until the sunbeams dimmed and the dust disappeared and
her tears stopped.

In the quiet of the mom, she whispered, "Keep calm and carry on" to me or to
herself. Or to both of us.
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Spreadsheet
B. A. Varghese

Mal stared at the standard compamyssued clock on the wall without blinking and
wondered if he could pause time. He felt that if heoncentrated hard enough, he could stop
the muffled clicks of tightly wound gears turning against each other that tracked the
passing of each hour. The face of the clock, which was white with big bold numbers that
circled along the black outer rim, lookedike a bald-headed man smiling. He relinquished
his efforts and instead imagined a collection of toothed wheels working together, pushing
the plastic hands of the clock which appeared almost motionless except for a small red thin
line that raced around theface. Mal knew that if not for the beeping of the fax machine, the
shuffling of busy feet, and the humming of the copier, the ticking of the red hand would be
heard as a distinct sound that signaled the end of every second of a minute within an hour.
TheAl T AE EOT ¢ 11T OEA E£AO 1T AEO xAl1l AT A OEAE,
was one of many that formed a beige maze stretching to all the walls of the third floor. He
sat down and the wheels of his worn chair squeaked under the pressure. He felttagged
and shuffled his black shoes within the ring of worrout carpet underneath his desk. Mal
finished off the donut that was in his hand, looked around, and wiped the remaining glaze
onto his grey-collared shirt. His shirt looked tight in some places whe loose in others and
was not tucked into his pants on one side. Outside his cubicle, two coworkers were
crouched down on the floor. They taped a sign near the opening to his cubicle and scurried
away. The sign saidVill Work for Butter.
Mal remembered te clock and took note of the time. He let out a sigh and went back
to typing on his computer. The clicks of the keys created a symphonic rhythm of a song to
which the words were only known in Mal's head. He fixed his eyes on the yelldveige
monitor before him and like a mad pianist, he played his keys with fury, entering line after
line of numbers and letters into his spreadsheet. Every now and then, he would glance
downward onto his desk to look at the legakized mound of papers, but he never stopped
typing. At the height of his annual budget concerto, a familiar face popped over the cubicle
and startled him.
O(iT x AOA OEI OA 1 0i AAOO AT T ETCed "AOOU AOEA
manager for the finance department at Precisio Solutions Incorporatl, a subsidiary of
(ATATA )T AOOOOEAO8 (A OADPI OOAA O1T -08 *AAE - A
also Mal's supervisor.
Mal sat motionless and was taken aback by Barry's bodiless head bobbing over the
top of the cubicle, much like the Wizardrbm Oz. With his spreadsheet symphony
interrupted, Mal tried to regain his composure.
O(Al11le %AOOE O -Aihé "AOOU OAEA8 (EO EAA
reappeared, along with the rest of his body, in front of the only exit of the cubicle. Barry
was clean cut and wore a white, welironed, long sleeve shirt tucked tight into his khakis.
His pants were smooth and straight all the way down to the cuff which sat on his polished
leather shoes. Mal felt that Barry looked like he came fresh off the assembhe of a
corporate cloning factory.
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forecasts ready for the meeting. We're gonna show them that we're on top of the game. Mal,
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few days. But do we really need to have our thregear forecast ready today? | mean most
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Barry walked away and the cubicle walls muffled his humming. Mal sat in his faux
leather chair and stared at the exit to his cubicle. Every single day for five days a week he
saw himself dragging his feet to work, stopping by the staff kitchen to pour a cup of burnt,
black, bitter coffee from a stained glass pot, peeking into the maibom to see if anyone
cared to send him any real mail, and then entering through the invisible door of his beige
walled cubicle prison. He was a slave bought by the company at the pricenef salary. He
exchanged his freedom for a scant sense of financial security. Mal imagined himself
breaking free of his bonds and charging through his invisible door holding a lottery ticket
in his hands. He ran with the excitement and anxiousness of & &hild dashing toward an
ice cream truck. When he reached Barry's office, he laughed, waved the ticket in Barry's
face, danced, and shouted his resignation. Mal thought of p033|bly mooning Barry or at least
focused on the clock on the wall. It was noon.
He pulled his chair forward and returned to his typing. The pace of his typing was
slow at first. A few clicks then a pause. Then another few clicks and then a shorteupa.
This pattern continued until a few minutes later, keystrokes became fluid and flowed
smooth, creating yet again his keyboard melody. With the obvious urgency hanging over
his head, Mal moved his hands faster over his keyboard. He fixed his focus oa $lareen,
but his eyes darted from cell to cell in the spreadsheet. Numbers and letters appeared with
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speed within each cell. He raced through each line item. Utilities. Revenue. Total Expense.
Services. Reserves.
O- Al he "AOOU OAEAS
Like a car skidding ora slick road, Mal's mind crashed and he was thrown clear of
his spreadsheet. He turned around in his seat and saw Barry standing there right inside his
cubicle as if Barry sprouted up from the carpeted floor.
O/E '"TAA 9AOR " AOOUAS
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desk.
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that we're all set to go at four o'clock. Hevas pretty impressed that we were ahead of most
of the other departments and he wanted to know who the haravorking bean counter was.
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O7TEAQe (1 x EO OEA'®ndtdoheAet.ll dant Gainto'amnéetirigh )
ATT A8 ) AlT1o00 AOGAT ETIix xEIoO CIiETC O AA OEA
O, EOOAT h 6 canfskivG@dinotbdaEwd@ in gour dictionary. Replace it with
wills ) 0o 0 OEAO OEI Pl A8d
091 6o OA EEAAET C I Ah OECEOeb®
0$1T200 xI DOOBAPAxEGiIi18A&ET EOE OP AT A ) xEII
"AOOU EI DPAA T £& - A1 60 AAOCGE AT A AGEOAA OEA AO
Mal stared at the exit of his cubicle again and wished for a real solid steel door. In his
thoughts, Mal realized that winning the lottey and gloating wasn't enough, so he imagined
that he used his lottery winnings to stuff Barry's mouth and choke him to death. A small
crooked smile crept onto his face and he shook himself out of his fantasy to get back to
work. Mal placed his hands on th&eyboard and began to type. He looked at the
spreadsheet on the screen and every key stroke his hands made erased the stresses and
concerns of his occupational life. Mal picked up his pace and then the phone rang.
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the computer to type again but he couldn't make his fingers move. They just hovered frozen
above his keyboard.
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sorry. My boss is such a jerk. He pulled me into a meeting which starts at four and I'm not
done with anything. | can't sand him. Why does he have to micromanage me all the time?
I'm not an idiot. | feel like shoving my foot up o)
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kids from after-school care. I'm working late today, remembe | hope you haven't
Al Ocl OOAT 86
O7EAOQe S$AI
O4EA T AAO
EEAOe ) Allo

8 | EAU8 | EAUBS
CoO AO A& 60e 7
|

L1
El
6 xAT O OEAI AAE

ET T UI
¢ OEAO

— m,

> >

OO

o T

(o)

01 T
@]

> On



204

O0.18 .1Th )Yoll AA EET A8 4EA | ARtBEimaybEO DOIT A
others at the meeting giving reports too, so once I'm done, | can probably leave. Don't
x OOU8d

O4EATEOh -Al1Uho OEA OAEA8 O31 OOU Ul 60 AT O
ETT A AAT OO EOh T EAUe " UAB8SH

The dial toneranginMalseax EE1 A EA OAEAh O/ E8 " UA86 - Al
two hands and turned his head to look at the screen. He then peeked over his cubicle to
look at the clock which continued to keep time even though he wished it would stop for just
a few minutes. It wastwo fifteen.

Before Mal could even place his hands over his keyboard, there was a dull knock on
the side of his cubicle wall. Believing it was Barry again, he gritted his teeth and swiveled
his chair around hoping to use the momentum to make his stand dmaatic but instead froze
in his chair.

091 0o OA - Al 1T0OU 2A0Ah OEGCEOeo )O xAO - 08 *

Off in the distance a train hissed ready to leave its station. The wheels strained
against its steel rails and a grinding noise penetrated through the buildg's thick windows.
Two employees watched mesmerized by the repetitive motion of the wheels. The
lumbering train inched forward with its heavy load and with each turn of the wheel began
to gain speed. The employees discussed that the train could gain iadible speed, but
would eventually have to come to a stop at the next station and again start its Sisyphean
task of gaining momentum.
O30AE A 1 EZAR O OOAOO xEOE COAAO AEE 00 1

Mal continued to stare at the VP untihe realized the length of the uncomfortable
OEl AT AAs8 (A EOI PAA Ob AT A OAEAh O' OAAOET ¢cO86
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ople like you who make those plans real. I'm looking forward to reading your report.
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down the hall until he was out of sight.
Mal sat back in his seat with a grin. He saw in his mind how the meeting would take
place. His presentation of hisADAOOI AT 06 0 EAEOAAIT A OAAAOO xAO
spreadsheet, which he worked so hard and long on, was considered by those at the meeting
a work of art. The men cheered and clapped their hands in sheer awe while the women,
with pouty lips and seductive eys, stared at him as if Mal became everything they desired
in man. The VP raised Mal's hand in victory while confetti fell from the ceiling. There would
be no doubt how his boss would feelBarry objected to all the attention that Mal received,
so the VP pessed a button which opened the floor underneath Barry and he plummeted
down a long dark hole. Excited by this possibility and by another one less dramatic, Mal
snapped himself out of his day dream and started to work on his computer. After a quick

OA

pe
7



205

glanceAO OEA AITAE 11 OEA xAllh -Al [ 060i OOAAR OI
OET x OEAI 806
At first he typed at a slow pace, but as his mind focused, Mal was able to type faster
and faster. The spreadsheet he worked on had multiple sheets. Each shesd multiple
tables. Each table had multiple columns and rows all of which were composed of cells. Mal
flashed through each cell entering letters, numbers, and equations. His hands were a blur
on the keyboard and the clicking sound of the keys lagged hall when they bounced off
the walls and echoed in his cubicle. This was Mal at his finest. It was at this heightened
moment of exhilaration that Mal understood his purpose. Whether it was a sum of
numbers, a compounding of interest, a totaling of expenseas, a depreciation of values, Mal
entered each of them in their own cell. It was a magical rectangle composed of four lines
that created order out of chaos and it was in this realm that Mal was the controller. Mal's
eyes widened and he looked up. He sawelplanet Earth hurtling in great speed toward
him. Mal believed that his speed created a rip in the fabric of reality and he transcended
both space and time. His body became transformed and he ascended upward. He looked
down and saw that his cubicle alongvith all other cubicles were just cells for him to
control, to fill in, to empty out, to manipulate as he wished. He was no longer a prisoner of
his cell but the master of it. He looked up and he saw the earth growing in its size. Then the
earth crashed irto his forehead, knocked his glasses off, and slammed Mal back into his
chair.
O! xAOT T Ah T ATh Ui & ETTAEAA EEI OECEO ET OE
A bit dazed, Mal sat up and rubbed his forehead. He looked on the floor and saw his
glasses next to an Earth Day stress bdlooking upward, he saw half of Garvin's head
peeking over the cubicle. Sylvester ran into his cubicle and laughed.
-Al 60 Al AU OOE&EEAT AA AT A EA Al AT AEAA EEO O
coworkers from Sales and were Mal's tormenters since the compg picnic last year when
Mal accidentally sat down on a small tub of margarine spread.
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ball.
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asked me to go to this meeting and I'm getting some numbers for my report. | really don't
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legatsized papers off the desk and onto Mal's lap.
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Mal stayed quiet.
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Mal didn't understand the force that held him back. He was angry and tired of their

unceasing barrage of ridicule and harassment. It became so much a daitcurrence that

Mal no longer felt it was normal if they didn't bother him. This force that held his hands

while his heart raged with violence was real and he couldn't move against it. In his mind, he

wanted to hurt them but instead could only muster up tle strength to stand up, hold the

stress ball up in the air, and rip it in half.
O7TEAO OEA EAi1e 91 O EAET 0806 3UI OAOGOAO POOE
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Sylvester and Garvin started knockingitemé £& 1 £ - A1 80 AAOE8 0A1T O

clips, and writing pads bounced downward and settled all over the floor of the cubicle.

They finally left when they felt the mess equaled the cost of losing a stress ball.
Mal sat holding the two halves in his had and his anger mixed with sadness boiled

and bubbled up into a thought. In his thought, he went home to explain to his wife his

misery at work hoping that she would understand. He wanted to quit. Unfortunately, she

AEAT 60 O1T AAOOOAT poeredlout @ AeOriodtidall Im@ying th&d Relw@sess

of the man she thought she married. Mal left the house and bought a gun. He had never

bought anything remotely resembling a gun in his life but knew that it was useful in getting

a job done. He placedhe gun toward his head and before he pulled the trigger another

thought bubbled up bigger than the first. Instead of shooting himself, he took the gun to

work and hid it in the bottom drawer of his desk. Sylvester and Garvin made their usual

rounds of torment and this time Mal insulted them and their mothers. When they went to

put their hands on him, Mal fell back in his chair and grabbed his gun from the bottom

drawer. Time slowed to a crawl when the first bullet left the muzzle and penetrated

Sylvester inthe face. The bullet seemed for a while to be stuck behind the cavity of

3UI OAOGOAOEO AUAn O1T OEI EO Ai AOCAA ACAET AAEEI]

brain. As if the invisible cord that held his body upright was cut, Sylvester slumped

downward, hitting the side of the table. At that same moment, Garvin turned around to run,

but another bullet left the gun and entered through the back of his head, propelling his

body forward, painting the cubicle wall before him a nicer color than beige. \tfi the

movement of time restored to its normal pacing, Mal stood over their dead bodies and shot

them a few more times just to make sure. He had seen this in a movie. He realized that he

was in a great deal of trouble, so he decided he might as well kikuBy too. With hysterical

screams and thumping of running feet reverberating all throughout the building, Mal

walked to Barry's office. He contemplated on whether to shoot Barry once, killing him dead,

or to shoot him starting at his foot and slowly work g to his head. A bullet for every year

Barry was his boss. Arriving at Barry's office, Mal tried to open the door, but noticed that it

xAO 1T AEAA AT A OAx OEOI OCE OEA Oi ATl xETAT x 1

underneath his desk. Mal poised tshoot the lock, but the SWAT team arrived and opened

fire, spraying bullets all over Mal's body. He twitched and jerked with each exit wound, but

before he could die, the first and the second bubbles of thought were burst by the third one.

It was of his eght-year-old daughter and his fouryear-old son kneeling by his gravestone

and weeping tears onto his fresh grave.
Mal stopped dreaming and shook his head. He moved toward his computer to finish

his spreadsheet for the meeting. He glanced over the toplag cubicle to see the clock on
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the wall. This time, Mal noticed that the clock with the face of a baltkaded man looked
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Fries and Coffee
Kate Maruyama

Gilbert's sitting at table 48 in the Hamburger Harbor, down to the bottom of his
second cup of coffee. He'll pace himself with the third, make things come out even. He shifts
in his jacket soas not to feel the bulge of the gun in his inside pocket. Right now, he just
wants to enjoy being here. They haven't brought the fries yet. He's trying not to look
amused as he listens to the conversation going on right behind the curtain that separates
him from the busboy station.

For some reason, when the wait staff go back there, they forget the world beyond the
curtain and converse freely.

Meg the dyke is on Xavi again. "Meg the dyke" being Meg's term, not anyone else's.
She makes sure that anyone whoomes in contact with her understands that she's queer,
she's here, get over yourself. Gilbert admires her pride, even if it seems born of insecurity.
She's funny, too. Funny goes a long way with Gilbert. Meg is plain, but fit; her face is sharp
and intelligent, but genuine. She doesn't wear makeup, but has a simple, small diamond
nose piercing. She's a straighshooter.

Xavi's complaining that he's saddled with Gilbert today. Xavi's mode of
communication is complaining. Normally Meg has zero tolerance faomplainers, but
Xavi's gay and had a hard upbringing because of it, so she gives him more leeway than her
other coworkers.

Xavi says, "Can't | just cut him off? He'll be here for three hours. Total camper."

Meg retorts, "Shut up, bitch. It's &ustomer. He's a regular, be good to him." Meg's
terms of affection are all profanities.

"But it's a four-top, | could totally be making more money."

"Have you looked at your section lately?" She whistles the Ennio Morricone ghost
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give your customer some more coffee.”

"Hag."

"Fag."

Xavi comes out from behind the counter with some coffee and a huff. "Here you go
sir. I'll be right back with your fries." He gives Gilbert @mile that's almost genuine. Meg
made that happen and Gilbert knows it.

Gilbert's been coming here for three months now. He came in the first time because
it was a bitter cold windy afternoon and he'd just lost his job Gilbert worked security at
the GStreet Macy's for fifteen years. Even though he hadn't had a drink in two years, all it
took was one unlocked door at the end of his post to end his pension and any hope of a
rehire. He was wandering all the way in from Capitol Hill along M street that gaangry,
baffled, passing all of the boutiques and restaurants he couldn't afford to set foot in, having
been fired from a store he couldn't afford to shop at, when he came across the Hamburger
Harbor. He was looking in the enormous plate glass window set a darkened wood frame
when the door opened and a couple came out, arm in arm. They were a city couple on lunch
break from some office job. He could tell at a glance that the man was a Macy's shopper
(Hugo Boss cashmere), the woman, JC Penney's (doutreasted, plain wool, foreign
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made). Boss and secretary on the side. Gilbert's fifteen years on the security beat had given
him the skill of quick study. As they left the restaurant in a cloud of warm air, the couple
brought out the smell of beer, bar fooc&nd warmth.

Gilbert had been saving for those fifteen years. Not enough for a pension, but
enough for a coffee and some fries when he felt like iHe closed his hand on the icy cold
brass door handle, pulled open the heavy dark wood door and walkedsiae the polished
brass and wood saloortype restaurant.

Meg was at the host counter that first day. Gilbert didn't know her yet, but she
looked him steady in the eyes and gave him a genuine smile as she led him to his table.
She's the only person theravho still has that smile for him. She walked Gilbert down the
two steps to the main dining room, a higkceilinged number, built as a shop front sometime
in the 1800s.

Maybe it was fate that had Meg seat him at table number 48 that day in January. But
Gilbert's frayed nerves welcomed the snug booth in the corner where he could survey the
restaurant and no one could come up behind him. Every day after that, he came in between
the lunch and dinner rush to have a seat, drink his coffee, eat his French frieslgrian.

Eavesdropping on the waiters is an added bonus.

Gilbert likes hot sauce on his fries. He mixes about a tablespoon of Tabasco in, adds
two shakes of salt and stirs the whole thing up with his first fry. He likes that first fry
because the saucesdven't totally mixed yet and it's the first time his taste buds get a hold
of that flavor combination. The French fry is still crispy from the fryer, with no wilt. He likes
the way the sauce clings to it, the way it has a slightly crunchy snap to it whea hites; this
keeps him coming back. Gilbert judges his waiters by who remembers about the hot sauce
and who doesn't. Xavi, for all of his complaining, remembers when he comes back with the
bottle of Tabasco, the ketchup and the soup bowl full of Frenctids. It's how it's served
here at Hamburger Harbor. Big bow! of steak cut fries for $4.95. Worth every penny. This,
and the $1.50 refillable coffee brings him in at eight bucks with tip. Gilbert has rationed his
remaining cash to help with this payment eah day.
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tomorrow. Just one more day. But his landlord has threatened that if he doesn't pay him in
full by tomorrow, he's changing the locks on his rusdown Adams Morgan stalio
apartment. Gilbert has made peace with himself over a lot of things in his life: divorce, not
being able to see his children, not being able to drink alcohol ever, ever again, but
homelessness evokes a piercing irrevocable dark fear. Joblessness medied.

Homelessness means that he really, truly has failed.

Meg has gone off to her station and Debbie ducks behind the counter to hang with
Xavi. She's 22 and still quite proud of the fact that she gets to have sex with her boyfriend.

She says, "So, yonanna know what happened last night?"

Gilbert can almost hear Xavi roll his eyes. "Okay."
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Gilbert has to laugh, remembering when sex was new and worth celebrating. Before
it got tired and heavy and conplicated.

Xavi stops her, "So Gary thinks he saw the shitter." Gary is the manager. Gary is an
asshole.

Debbie is incredulous, "NO."
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"He swears he saw this clean cut guy in a suit come out of the bathroom at 12:05. He
chased him upstairs, but lost hinwhen he hit the street. Guy's wearing Burberry and
running like hell."

The Shitter has been a heated topic of conversation among the wait staff, managers,
cooks and busboys for about three weeks now. Every few nights, the busboys, Alberto and
Rogelio havegone in to clean the men's room and found shit wiped all over the tile walls of
the bathroom. Gilbert wonders what drives a guy to do that. What kind of sickness or
shortfall of life makes a guy go into a nice restaurant like this and wipe shit all ovene
walls. And what does it do for him? Does it soothe him?

Debbie says, "Must not be getting any." Xavi huffs and Debbie walks past Gilbert at a
brisk pace, headed to her deuce up in the front window.

Xavi refills Gilbert's coffee with his right hand, rmning his left through his black
hair. Xavi's in his late thirties and has started to get dry wrinkles around his brown eyes.
The freckles that run up his cheeks and a patch of dry skin along his jawline make him look
vulnerable. Gilbert knows that Xavi'luster is protective coating. Strip him of his sense of
humor and he'd be a naked turtle. Xavi's got incurable soft spots.

Xavi's absentmindedly watching Debbie at the front of the room when a cloud
comes over his face. A smile, then a frown, then a sddallow in quick succession as the
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Debbie still carrying the coffee pot. Gilbert tries not to look like he's craning his neck as he
strains to see.

Debbie looks up and ses Xavi coming. She smiles, but the smile freezes as worry
enters her eyes.Xavi has to be loud, for Gilbert to hear him from across the room. The
small window table usually swallows all of the sound inside. But clear and echoing, Xavi
says, "Oh, so we'réating girls now, are we?"

The gentleman in the window mumbles something Gilbert can't hear.

"No, | will not be quiet. It's bad enough you're choosing straight this week, but do
you have to strut it right through my house?"

The gentleman gets to his feetde's got those John F. Kennedy Jr., Georgetown good
looks. A tailored raincoat lies draped over the back of his chair. Gilbert can't see his date,
but he sees the side of her Capitol Hill blonde hairdo and her booted foot is bobbing
impatiently at the end of its long, sleek, crossed, trousered leg.

Gilbert wishes he could hear what the man is saying, but clearly this is not someone
who lives out loud. Xavi makes up for it, "Oh, no, bitch, this iy house! Take your little
Republican whore and get the hélout of here!"

The woman gets to her feet now. She moves past her gentleman friend to leave. It's
not her fight. The gentleman doesn't join her. It's his staying there that lets Gilbert know
that Xavi has a point.

Meg appears from the bar area and movesert to Xavi in alliance. But the way she
puts her hand on his shoulder shows Gilbert that she's trying to get him out of ther&he
speaks respectfully to the gentleman, her waist at a half bow as her left hand rubs
comforting circles on Xavi's back.

SoonMr. Closeted Washington grabs his trench coat and is out the door. Gilbert
imagines that he's a few minutes too late for any hope with that girl. Meg and Xavi walk
back toward the busboy station. Gilbert watches Xavi as long as he can before he looks to



211

his fries like he hasn't seen anything. Xavi is shaking, there are tears in his eyes and his face
is blotchy. Meg's mouth is set, determined. Gilbert admires her loyalty and the care she
takes with her friends.

She starts in the moment they're behindthe@OOAET 8 ¢ (A2 O T1T O x1 OOE

"Did you see her? Jerry, only ever a bottoderryhad his hand on her knee. Some
macho bullshit.”

"Guys like that are never worth it."

"What doyouknow?" Xavi's recovering enough to regain his sense of humor.
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he is then he isn't mature enough for a proper love relationship. He isn't worth your time."

Xavi doesn't say anything. Maybe he's buying it.

Meg says, "It's his loss, sweetheart."

Xavi snorts. Gilbert thinks he's crying.But Meg laughs.

Xavi says, "Did yowseethe look on his face?"

Meg does her best imitation of Xavi, which is pretty spot on, "This msy house,
bitch!"

Gilbert can tell Xavi has hugged Meg. His voice is muffledressays, "Oh, | love you.
Thank you."

When he comes out to pour Gilbert his coffee, Xavi's face has gone back to normal,
with only a slight flush of what passed, lingering. Xavi has more power than he had ten
minutes ago. It's these small changes in peapthat give Gilbert faith.

He's not sure how to Kill time 'til closing. He can't camp on a cup of coffee and fries
for seven hours. He makes a decision. Since this is the last day, he will come back at nine,
after the rush and order a burger. It is the Hatmurger Harbor after all and he's never tried
one of their burgers.

He leaves at his accustomed time and wanders the streets of Georgetown. There's a
fine drizzle in the warm April weather. Built on a swamp, Washington DC has maybe two
nice days a year, bt of them in April. But this isn't one of them. Either wet and cold or wet
and hot, the town has only variations on a larger theme of miserable. Today is the chilly
misty variety. Gilbert turns up the collar of his Macy's relegated navy blue mackintosh @n
heads east on M street. The clouds hang low and close. He walks past, one more time, the
boutigues and restaurants he can't afford. Past where M street mysteriously turns into N.
Past the picturesque Georgetown Inn where a welippointed couple with appropriately
parallel taste in clothing disembark a taxi and hustle toward the front door.

If Gilbert clears about two, three thousand, he can go back to Maclean as if he's
retired. He won't have to tell anyone. He should be able to get some work at the plaNight
shift maybe. Back in Maclean he knows everyone, so they won't ask for references. But if he
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some new clothes and enough money to get himself put up in somdtshapartment
somewhere Only people with jobs can get jobs. He knows this. And he owes his brother
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He won't have to hurt anyone. They've known him so long, getting in worte a
problem.

He'd clocked everything. 11:30, they start cashing out. Midnight, final cash out. Gary
takes the box downstairs to the vault. If Gilbert hides in the downstairs bathroom, he can
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wait for him there. It starts to drizzle. He'll catch the budome. After all, this is his last
night.

Gilbert goes back to table 48 at 10 PM. Starving, he orders the number 17 burger,
medium-rare. French fries with, of course and instead of coffee, he splurges on a three
dollar lemonade. He goes wild and orders side of onion rings. Meg smiles and raises her
eyebrow when she takes the order, looking like she's proud of him. Or maybe she hopes
he's come into some moneyShe's probably conscious of how close he's sitting when she
goes back behind the curtain, so khile he hears "Friesandcoffee" which is pretty much his
name here, he can't hear what they're saying. One by one, Xavi, Debbie and the stoner
waiter, (Gilbert thinks his name is Matt) nonchalantly walk by his table and cast a sideways
glance. Each time ore walks back to the busboy station there's an array of giggles. Gilbert's
pleased at first that he's evoked a reaction, but when waiters start coming over from the
other side of the restaurant to look, he knows his being inconspicuous has made him more
conspicuous when he ordered that burger.His onion rings arrive first and as he bites
through their crisp light batter into the slender ring inside, he comforts himself knowing
most of them will have gone home when the time comes.

The burger comes to the tale, a slice of Canadian bacon, a slice of American cheese
and two slices of bacon on top in the shape of an X, topped with a dollop of Russian
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account wouldn't have hetl out. The first bite of the burger is the best thing he's ever eaten.
Salt, bacon, ham, beef, cheese, Russian dressing, tomato, onion and bun come together in
the ultimate in American eating satisfaction.

He strings out the eating for a good hour and a HaHe wants to settle his bill by
11:30, camp out on lemonade until just before closing. Then, the bathroom run.

Meg comes with the check at 11:15. She says, "Did you enjoy your meal?"

"Oh, yes!" he says this with too much enthusiasm. He blushes.

"I'm so glad. By the way, what's your name? Every day you come in here and | don't
know your name."

"George." He's not sure why he feels guilty for lying.

"Well, George, hope to see you tomorrow. Xavi here will see to your lemonade. If you
don't mind, I'm going tocash out now and head home." She lays the bill on the table a
respectable distance away. Close enough to reach, not smack in front of him like a demand.
This everyday moment of respect and grace bring a lump to his throat. He smiles and nods
at Meg, who ges back to the kitchen.As he reaches for his wallet, his hand grazes the gun
in his inside pocket, warm from its time next to his chest. He remembers himself and
breathes deeply. Gilbert takes out two crisp twenties from his wallet. He left only 100
dollars in the bank to avoid fines. He lays the two twenties in the black vinyl foldeMeg is
back just as he gets the folder to the table.

She takes the folder and walks away from the table before she opens$the looks
back, saying, "I'll get you youchange."

Gilbert wonders if it'll be seen as charity, but he looks on it as a small reward for
months of service. He says, "No need."
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She turns and walks back to the table, looking at him incredulously. "You gave me
two twenties, you know."

"Yeah."

"The bill was twenty one dollars.”

"Yeah."

She stands and considers him for a long moment. Meg has such an honest and steady
stare that Gilbert cannot hold her gaze. He lowers his eyeShe says, "Thank you."

He looks up and sees that she's smilingde says; Thank you."

She's not leaving. "Are you okay and everything?"

"Yeah."

"Cuz this kind of splurging, coming from Mr. Friesandcoffee. Pardon me if I'm
intrusive, but it's kind of how someone behaves before they're going to do something big."

Damn.

She contirues, "Like... Pardon me, it's just, | lost my brother to suicide."

Oh Gilbert says, "No! | mean, I'm so sorry. For your brother. But no. Everything's
fine." He finds that place of gratitude and the fact that he genuinely likes Meg and musters
an encouragng comforting Dadlike smile.

Her eyebrows furrow as she considers further, but he sees that she lets it go. She
waves the black folder at him and says, "Okay. Well then. Thank you." And with a slight
bend of the waist she turns on her heel and she's gone

Gary the manager whisks into the busboy station and into the cashier booth with the
cash box and his business suit, followed by a cologiath wind. He passes the coffee
machine, the icemaker and the iced tea brewer, and flips up the wooden counter tha
separates the small cashier's room with a clunkThere's nothing but a wooden counter, an
adding machine and a footstool in the phondooth sized space Gilbert knows this layout
because on a slow afternoon when he first started coming in, he went béatlere
pretending that he was looking for the men's room. Only he didn't have to pretend because
it was between shifts and the waiters were off doing their side work.

Meg doesn't like Gary. Nobody likes Gary.

The adding machine whirls and Gary says, "Quitering tonight. Selling those sides?"

Meg clears her throat. "Yup."

"Atta girl."

"Gary, can you spare me the sexist small talk and just give me my fucking total so |
can get out of here?"

Gary's tone is condescending, "TouchyDkay, honey." He counts outer change.

"Thank you." She turns to go.

Gary calls after her. "You know a little romp in the sack with a real man would clear
up those crabbies."

Meg has just reached the door outside the busboy station. Gilbert watches as she
rolls her eyes and fumesnd thinks of a response. She mutters, "He's not worth it, He's not
worth it." She turns around and walks back to poke her head into the bus station. She says
with a sarcastic smile, "You have a good night now, Gary."

A class act. If she'd insulted hinthey'd have gotten into it. But with this comment,
Gary shifts in his seat, uncomfortable. He hollers, "Xavi! You're up!"
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It will not be a problem to threaten this man with a gun.Gilbert knows his cue. He
heads down to the men's room. One stall is occuga. Gilbert goes into another and sits
down on top of the toilet lid. He feels for the gun in his pocket.

The guy in the stall next to him is straining a bit, and while Gilbert has smelled shit
before and has been up close and personal with some of theliagaspects of the human
body, he finds the close proximity of the stalls, the fact that he could reach out and touch
the guy if the wall weren't separating them unnerving.

Gilbert casts a sideways glance under the edge of the stall and sees some very
expensive Italian leather shoes with expensive wool suit material draped around them.
Pinstripe. The belt is Gucci. This man is too wealthy to shop at Macy's even. Gilbert checks
his watch. Five more minutes.

The man stands, pulls up his trousers and doekeém up. Gilbert's relieved. But he's
surprised to hear a rubbery "snap". It's only when he hears the man bend over with a groan
and some splashing that he realizes the snap was from a rubber glove. Oh.

The stall door opens and the man steps out. Gilbert &es his expensive shoes click
on the bathroom tile and the smearing begins. It's not a sound you would ever want to hear.
Perhaps it's the odor or knowing what it is, but Gilbert fights a gag in his throat. He curls his
arms around his stomach and feels #lump of his gun against the inside of his wrist. He
thinks of Meg. Xavi. And the poor fucking busboys. He needs this money.

Those poor fucking busboys, Alberto and Rogelio, and the door he left open at
Macy's. This place has been kinder to him in the pathree months than his employers of
fifteen years.

He reaches for his gun. He takes a deep breath, the odor making him regret that he
has. He opens the door to the stall, clicks back the hammer on the gun, levels it at the man
and says, "Drop it."

The remaining shit drops into the sink with a wet smack. The man turns aroundt
takes a moment for Gilbert to recognize him. It's the JohnJohn handsome Republican closet
case. Xavi's ex.

With his security training springing back into place, Gilbert steps fovard and pats
the man down. He steps back and says, "Lower your hands."

He reaches into his side pocket for the twist ties meant for Garye waves the gun
at Closet Case and says, "Turn around. Hands behind your back."

"Please, let me go." Panicked,d3Sket Case looks to the door, down at his hands and
then at Gilbert.

"You should be ashamed of yourself. | can't even get into why you would do this, but
your lack of respect for a place of business, your rich stupid saléntered thought that
doing THIS wouldn't affect people??

"Please."

"Do you know this place doesn't have a janitorial staff but once a week? Do you
know that the busboys, these men who escaped being enlisted in the army in whatever
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of their life to save up enough to get their families out of immediate peril. These are the
guys who are made to clean up your shit."

Carefully working around the shitcovered rubber glove, Gilbert pulls the zip ties
tight enough to hurt.
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Closet stammers, "Please. I'll give you money. My family has money, a lot of it. What
would it take, a thousand dollars?"

Gilbert backs up to the door. He pulls it open and leaves it open with his foot. He
yells. "Gary!"

"Please. I'll give pu three thousand dollars if you just let me go."

Three thousand dollars. Fuck. All this waiting and planning and no money.

But this lying shit needs to go to jail. Gilbert knows that if he lets this fuck buy him
off, it will be the first in a series of @yoffs on his road to some sort of power. Corporate or
political, Closet Case getting away with things needs to stop here.

Gilbert checks his watch. He knows Gary should be coming down the stairs now.
"Gary!"

Leather footsteps hit the stairs and speed uprhen he hears his name called.

When Gary catches view of Gilbert, Gilbert tucks his gun in his jacket. Closet can't
see this, he just waits with his face to the wall. Gilbert can see his shoulders shaking.

Gary says, "What the hell's going on hereGilbert wants to smack his officious
smarmy face. But he stands back against the door, giving Gary a view. Gary's jaw drops.

Gilbert says, "Has Xavi left?"

Gary's processing. "What. What?"

"Has Xavi left?"

"Yeah. A few minutes ago."

Closet speaks up, "tan explain.”

Gilbert leaves them. He pokes his head into the kitchen where he knows Alberto and
Rogelio will be mopping the floors. "Amigos!" They look at him like he's a crazy white man,
but when he says, "El Mierdator!" they toss their mops and comemning. It's kind of a
made-up word, but they get it. He points them in the direction of the bathroom. Gary's
standing there, stunned, with his cashbox still in hand. It would be so easy. But Gary can't
be trusted.

Gilbert stops at the bar on the way outde leans up to the bartender and says, "They
caught the shitter, call the cops." The bartender turns to the phone and Gilbert knows it'll
take more than a small bribe for Closet to make this one go away.

He steps out into the misty night, which is no cder than when he went in. A warm
breeze is blowing off the river, bringing the smell of river water, damp earth and new green
leaves. He heads down M Street on the long walk to his apartment. What if he'd gotten
caught? Prison's gotta be worse than whatevis waiting for him Maclean. He'd pack his
stuff in the car and head out in the morning. Right now he's going to walk the three miles
home and sleep until his landlord shows.



Poetry

Un Cauchemar
E. Smith Sleigh

on occasion night crashes
through my door and

calls to me

it brings the moon

and the stars to wait with me

sometimes nighttime calls
forth a gathering of clouds
they sweep past my window
they force my eyes upward

dark hours swirl and
eddy 'round my bed
after my work is done

night scatters orbed shaped jewels
in its dense velvet robe

the nocturnal hours rise in my heart
before the sun
blanches my intention

| am a watcher through magnitudes
of distorted dimensions
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Whispers from the Grave
(Heart attack, 50 years of age)
Michael Lee Johnson

What happened to 20 acres of farmland tilted toward sun angles,

those sharp stone edges cool fall comes
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10 years Phil has been gone, DeKalb, Illinois farmer.

Did he find salvation in those gold cornfields?

October orange colors, hayrides, and pumpkin harvest

of grey, grave bones buried near the deadly bicycle ride.
Mystery did his lover Betsy

(defense, prosecuting attorney, Elgin, Illinois)

stand by his site after she went through mourning,

the grandstanding at the wake at the farm,

the dimming of all candles, incenses, and memorial shrine
she held sacred within her bedroom walls, now faded.
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| Edit my Life
Michael Lee Johnson

| edit my life
clothesline pins & clips
hang to dry,

dirty laundry,

| turn poetic hedonistic
in my early 70's
reviewing the joys

and the sorrows

of my journey.

| find myself wanting

a new review, a new product,
a new time machine,

a new internet space,
a new planet where
we small, wee creative
creatures can grow.
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Gravity Theories
Bill Abbott

Some things weigh more than others,
Like lives. Some lives weigh more
Than mine. Some lives are trivial and
Practically weightless.

Some ideas weigh nothing,

Ideas like freedomand poetry,
Ideas like equality. Weight

Does not equal value, at least not
All the time.

The gravity is determined

By how much we can balance it
Against heavy thoughts

And weighty counterbalances

In the overall picture,

Which seems out of focus from here,
A blurry photo of lemmings

Caught in the weight of their instinct.

So | try to balance against the
Natural tilt, the weight working against me,
Pushing against the inertia of the inert.

How does one weigh the importance
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What can one use

To find the gravity

Of this particular situation?
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No Soup for Him
Milton P. Ehrlich

When | reach
for him
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just an indent
in his pillow.
My Napoleon
scimitar
hides under
mine.

Rage stops me
from breathing
every time

he disappears

All OEAOGBO

of me

is a selthating
sous-chef
watching tears
add extra salt
to my
ratatouille.

Now if he
comes home,
he can chew
on a bone

like a mangy
junkyard dog.
He can subtract
his selfish
footprints

from my life.

He will never taste

my bouillabaisse
again!
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Vigil
Dixon Hearne

Four years of hot, bloodstained sands and rocket blasts,
the stench of burning flesh and filthy bodies

strewn across the desert floor and through the streets,
where frightened children dodge and weave,

and mothers walil into the numbing winds and nothingness
artifacts of swaggering boast and vulgar pride.



Recuperating Billionaire on the Balcony of His ThirdFloor Luxury Hotel
Robert Joe Stout

One twitching handclenched tightly on the rail,
the other on his urine bag,
he pulls himself upright,
leans out
to watch a man his size
and age
(and just as gray)
race a fiveyear-old with tangled hair
from the jetty through a ruff
the surf has pushed against the beach.

They trip and fall and rise and laugh,
look up
as though aware that quivering hands
twist memories from iron grate
as trembling legs retrieve his weight.

The same breeze motiens each lined face
as each, a little puzzled, turns away,
the one to chase the fivgyear-old,
the other
closing scaly eyes
to wonder
about wealth,
and hope
and fate.
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December Journal: Sunday, December 8, 2013
Don Mager

Unperturbed by dreams and cold night air,
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scythe, and Mars, climb ladder rungs up the

midnight sky. The blanket cave snuggles
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marauder paws wedge up the curbside
recycle lid. Headfirst inside, claws

shred white plastic bags. Crash and jangle.
Wine bottles smash splinters of carnage.
Vomited across the driveway, reek

rancid bean cans and ice&ream cartons.
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bandit hands lift morsels to their lips.



No Truce #1
Kyle Hemmings

We were soldiers on opposite sides
of the fence. Even our fatigues
didn't match. But we did manage

to forget for a moment
the old scars and morphine vials
to make love to the pink & red sunset,
before we redressed our wounds
& killed each other with love letters

&
unsteady hands.
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No Truce #5
Kyle Hemmings

You have me on my knees,
your MX revolver  aimed

at my sweaty forehead.

You say the sight of me
suffering like a rabid dog

a dingo in the heat of despair
makes you want to masturbate.
You come closer

the hole inside your gun's nozzle
getting bigger, more intimate.
In this way, we will both

reach the end,

together.
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(AAOOGO &OAECEO ET %@l AOO j)1 OAOOAA O0OUOAI EAQ
4 ElectropoemsFresh from the Boob Tube
Nathaniel S. Rounds

*Community Channel (Live)

Through the musky potpourri of theFeverfew explosion comes this meritorious sublimation

of one happenstance security guard by the name of Orange Porridge Oobleck, ever the
embodiment of craniofacial dysmorphology, bobbing dodaced over unstrung hands and

palsied knees, the sunburnt, curaid mess gesticulating and dancing, his accompaniment a

i AOA EEOO T &£ A 1 AI AT O0d O) 80A cCci O -BittedHeatn A O A
atwo-OOA O B [th®&hol® aneman-parade largely ignored by stagnated lines of cars

their drivers and passengers united in unrolling windows to lean forward and vomit on this

lonely arm of highway pocked by micro canyons, cliffs, Lilliputian conifers, and moss.

He dances backward into the cloud of fauna and flora, steps forward, then retreats again, one
hand holding a flashlight to search shadows and darkness for a few honest men, while a cargo
ship announces its typhoorforced entry over land and across highway and through car
nauseous traffic. The captain of the ship steps out onto the deck and succurtithe dander

of weeds and acrid smoke, his sneeze congruent with the lament of our dispossessed drifter.
The two lost souls navigate strange, new waters.

*Culture Channel (Castigation Soup Hour)

The carp was not partial to bottle rockets

( A6 A largumént viith his wife

4EA 1 AOO OEIi A EAGA OOEAA O AgpOI CA All AiiAO
It blew up in his face

The wick was thirsty for fire

And there was no fresh water

In sight

*Marine Life Channel (Being and Nothingness)

Key light, please

On the mimic octopus

Jahn Q. Schmuckatelli

Morphing from one role to the next

In British B movies

" OAAAET ¢ A Z£ZAx NOEA AO xAAEGO AT A
Then off to the next set

Then wandering past the front guard
And down the street

Into townhouses and back on the block
Shape shifting, mirroring, pojecting
The common view to the welanchored.



227

*Psychology Channel (Los Estupidos)

As Evelyn Francis McHale fell neatly attired--

From the 86h- floor observation deck of the Empire State Building

She had moments to write into a leather notebook

Before crushing the roof

Of a United Nations Assembly Cadillac limousine:

Ol AGA &I O OEA CiT A DPAI

~ o~ s oA N

O) EAOA AAAEAAA 1160 i
1 EA ANOEOU 1T &£ UI 6O OAI GAOD

j 91 O8OA AT OOT xAA
And have no regrets).

From today forward,

| will not stop the world on a dime

To reach over to Hershey, Pennsylvania
To get you those cheap chocolates
91 60 1 EEA O1 1| OAES8H

0
0
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With Torn Sails
Ken Allan Dronsfield

Wild rambling rose of ocular bloom

salted crackers served with tequila

worms hide from Robins on the lawn
ripple chips best to have with clam dip
swirling icy vortex of inebriated candor

a toast or two and shovel down ramen

pin stripe suit with a flamboyant red tie.
I've lost all sight of that ruthless treason
reverent sits behind a purple pious cross
Expediasearches for a ticket to nowhere
the kibitzer only charges two cents a day
eyes shining a scarlet glow during twilight
as darkness arrives the Raven seeks a roost
the raucous dogs of war how! until sunrise
reprieve | concede as I'm left on a sandbar
adrift in this dispirited life with torn sails.



Living Next Door to the Firebug
Jim Zola

He hides behind brick, the clever pig.
My castle is clapboard, a tinderbox
with dusty windows. When | strike

a match to light the patio grill,

his curtains rustle. Allkids are pyros,
the leaf pile smudging adolescence,
newspapers curled into a wisp of print
as though the stories sprout wings.
But most of uslose the flame

when other things stoke our passions.
Not him. | catch my neighbor gathering
twigs in oily sacks Smoke that rises
from chimneys alldown the block

is whitish gray and hugs the limbs

of trees. His chimneybellows black,
angry at the sky. Some mornings I find

spent matches lined like soldiers along my walk.
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The Perpetual Comedy
Paul llechko

Theravages of time extend to me.
| am mortal and, mortal as | am, am therefore

OOAEAAO O OEiIi A0 PAODPAOOAI

Pride extends before the fool. Neither
mortality nor time have time for the proud fool.
I AAAPO Ui 60 I AAA ET OEI A

Life isa clockwork, wound once and left
to run its course. Trapped in the prison of time,

you must run dry your allotted course.

Together, we become a gang of fools. But
you, the art maker: you can step outside your

life, can cheat time, can make eternity.

Qu
O

AT 1 AAUSB
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Angels
Natalie Crick

They choose
Stark room with
Wooden floors.

Bald rooms
Marked by time,
Stained by death.

They appear
Out of darkness,
Nebulous and blanched,

Summoned by moans,
Wordless prayers.
They smell of milk.
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The Prosaic Rorschach
Iris Orpi

The condensate clung
to the glass in droplets

the window framing
the early spring,
late evening

urban scene

sometimes the blemishes
make the picture

| wanted to say

it reminded me of

the way fabric

sticks to the body and

OEEI O A xi 1Al

after hours of dancing,
sweat and freedom
co-mingling on the surface
of her bronze skin
secondhand smoke and

vigorous strains of rhumba

giving her a glorious
worldly air

oblivious of troubles
andthe consequences
of rain

but really | was thinking
of the inside of a brushed
steel kitchen sink before
| scrub the grease off,
how tap water clings

to the metal in streaks
and beads instead

of flowing straight down.

One metaphor for rebellion,

the other for restlessness

AT A OEA OADI
it was colder on the inside
than out

00 Ai16C
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States
Mark Danowsky

After three days of moving you

states away

| return to our old place

help Dad put an 8000 btu ac unit

ET T U PAOAT 060 11T A AAAOITIT Ox1 AITAEO AxAU
then return again

to clean the car out for picking up my mother and brother
at the airport the next day

distracted by the small accumulation under the wipers
while the dog is upstairs winding up

with the coming storm

then maddened

by a rustspeckled razor

buried beneath the twigs and leaves



Waylaid
Mark Danowsky

at first, there was only ocean
then hills
then fake hills

and later, us
who arrived in the night
ran amok, ransacked

and all across the land
awoke with a start
unfresh, in confusedruination
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Wrenched
Joel Schueler

There is no respite.
Over me skipped the wind
one billion moths filled every inch of air,
my glasses hampered
the glass is fractured
by singular wise
cracks;
| Love the clankess clunking sound my skull throws as ithrobs
with demonic jurisdiction,
draped in gunk
her sails are broken
the ship has spoken
her scowling mayday sinks unheard.



Lunch in the Cafeteria
Michael Minassian

| choose the spotted horse salad
over the canary sandwich

even though | know

the tiny, crisp skull would crackle
as the brain explodes

in my mouth.

Yet there is something to be said

AAT 6O OEA ET OOGAG0O OI 1 CcOA
still flecked with oats,

its hairy lips kissed

with blood & thousand island dressing.

The children do not notice

how dark the room has become

TTO0 OEA OI AAE 1T1TTE 11 OEA
behind the dull aluminum counterz

for them, it is all

macaroni & cheese

ritual & dried flowers,

glue pots & milk:

the cows give up their young

as well & the principal

standsin a pail of steaming poetry

spooning out words

like a punishment

as children line up,

bowls & trays in hand

waiting for green salads & syllables;

then move to the library

where words bake in books

like bread in a long oven,

& lunch is merely an afterthowght
or an accident.

236

OAOOAOG O AEAAA



237

Idiot Box
Ryan Quinn Flanagan

a man should not hide his body under clothing

the naturalists are rather uncompromising on this point
women should shed their consumerism like snakeskin
leave it in a pile on the floor for housekeepinga wonder

the drains are clogged with dirty edicts from the mouthpiece general
| have forsaken water for seven days

my brittle xylophone ribs back in the band

a bearded anarchist to eat our set list for breakfast

awoman should speak when she has nothing to say
like the television
many bad breath men in line for the lunch truck

| crawled into your glove compartment when you were not looking.
With extortionist flashlight and pumpernickel map
and many other intangildes.

Glue me to your forehead
so | may replace your eyebrows
with dreams.
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Flash Fiction Competition: Honorable Mention

Grannibal

Adam Trodd

/| Eh ) AT OAO OEAOAS811T AA AOEI A ATT OCE O £EEII
weeks in this quietpAAA8 4EA AOAOACA ACA EAOA EO OAOGAT OU
OAQGEOAT AT O Ai i1 61 EOQUe 7Al 1 h OEAUBOA EAA OEAEO

midst. How old are you? Twenty five. | see. You put me in mind of my grandson when he
wasyourACA8 7EAO ACA Ai )Ye 7A1T 1 h A Ul Ol c¢c CAT Oh E
make an old dame blush by asking her to reveal her vintage. Shame on you! | look young, do

e 7AlT 1 h UI O8A AEAOI OEA AEOAO 1 00 9iADEA AA
right in here if you continue with this line of questioning. You think we all look a good deal

Ul 01T CAOe OAOEADPO EO60O OEA xAOAO OEAT 10 OEA ¢
$EAO EO OAOU EI BT OOAT O8 .Yes, imieel, vdkd@nll Autcheh AOOS8 7
our own. You catch on quick, officer, very quick. We like that here. Ah, your daddy was a

EOT OAO Oii Ui 6 OAue 7AI 1 OEAT Ui 6611 O1 AAOOOA
what, instead of us standing out herén this breeze, why not come in for a cup of

something? | see you left your jacket in the car and a hot drink would bring the colour back

to those cheeks. Your radio is in the jacket pocket? But what harm, young man? What

trouble might there be to break uphere? Two old codgers fighting over who caught the

AAOOAOO 0601 66 6P AO OEA 1 AEA 10 OI i A OOAEe ) 6
All T &# OEA OEI A Ui O80A OOAOETTAA EAOA8 3AU AC
course.Yes 06 O 11T AAT 8 ) OOPPI OA EO EO OAOEAO COOBOAOQI
AOA O1 AAOGEI U OPOAO 11 xAAAUOS -U APT 1T CEAO 1

person. The years seep in like rain and beset the bone and blood. Time is unrelentamgl

fairness does not enter into the discussion, though | doubt that will be your experience. |

AAT 80 EIi ACETA TTA AO OEDAEAAO AUT GAAD®OAAET. ¢ 8i QO
that happen. We must stop the march of time on your tender streets. 00 )Ydi OAI Al EI G
urd 11T E EIi PAOGEAT O O1 AA CciTA 11T Ui 60 Ei bi O0OA
AT TOxAU AT A T AO UT O ET xEAOA EOB6O xAOiI 8 )11
seat there on the settee. Look at you perched all livelyT 1 U 1 EQOET ¢ OT 11 1 EEA
afraid, officer, | have one demand of you, for now. Can you remove your weapon please, sir?

And place it on the dresser just there? My husband, you see, died by his own gun. We said

xA6A T AOAO Ob A Adsiglit gEthégrOnddoiG puksTa frighto® meland throws

me back to sorrowful times. Thank you, young officer, you are most obliging. | hope they

AOA All 1TEEA Ui O OEAOA AAUO8 .1 xh xEU AT160 )
the heebiejeebies every time | look in that direction? There. Now. Do you take sugar, young

sir? Just the one spoon. Very good. And a splash of milk. All done. Get that into you now and

AAAT EO Al UT O CciTA8 4EAOB8O EO8 ! of@dmetAingC Ol P8
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little officer cherub, we kilandbuttEAO 1T OO0 T x18 $1180 OOU O 11 OA
things messier. Spread the plastic, Josie, thank you. Now, hand me the knife and phone the
others. We dine at eight.
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Flash Fiction Competition: Second Place

Mischief
Christopher Stanley

The monthly indoor market is a cauldron of trouble threatening to boil over. Every
stall is crowded, with people of all ages competing for space and bargaining for discounts.
.ECAI 60 AO A Al EGnAransldtion WEnAi& thel PGoh Ii@emnéerOCE A
learned any Latin in school but something about the book has captured his imagination.
When his wife was alive she used to laugh at him, saying he was always being distracted by
AOOET OO0 OEET ¢CO EAGA T AOAO O1 AAOOOAT As
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EAT AAAcCh O) AT OCEO EO AAOI EAG® 91 O AOEAA EAE )
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Thegirlisyoung | AUAA EAI FEtwo g ladhO ABRAEOET EAAI O OE
but her calm selfassurance makes her seem a foot taller than her accuser. Nigel knows he

OEI O A xAl E AxAugs (A EITTx0 EO8O T1T1TA T &£ EEO A
OEA CEOI 80 OEEOO AT dalved Edkthebitsthidhedstnde Qis WifOde0,he T £ EA
Ei ACET A0 OOAAEI ¢ EEO &£EI CAOO Aiii1¢ OEA OiiliOE

hemline of her dress. He remembers what it feels like to be youthful and reckless. The
excitement of it all.

0)1T A@AA Ui 66 0A AOOURG6 OAUO OEA CEOI h OAO
curls like a question mark into her neck.
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half a smile playingacross her lips. The figurine in her hand is a bronze elf.

O* 000 xAlE AxAuUhdé OAUO OEA DOiI POEAOT 08
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lie and he can feel the market contracting by the second. He picks up another figurine,
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O)6i 11O EAMgelAAifdedoauickly. OA U O
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Seeking a swift, bloodless resolution, Nigel offers to pay for ttigurine but the girl
x]T 160 1AO EEIih OAUEI C EOB6O A 1 AOOAO 1T &£ DPOET AE
she pulls him away from the stall. Behind them, the proprietor casts profanities like spells
but his words get lost in the mélée of the m&et. Nigel follows the girl through a side door
into sunshine.
| OOOEAAh OEA OOATAO 11 OEDPOI AO O EEOO EEI
ET OEAiI 8 0$11680 xI OOUhG
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*

A week later, Nigel stands in front of the mirror above the fireplace in his living
room, straightening his tie ready for work. The last few days have passed in a blur. He
needs a haircut. And a shave. Not for the first time, he wonders athhis wife would have
made of his encounter in the market. Her photo is on the mantel piece, next to the Norse
god of everything that had been missing from his life since she passed away.

0) 6660 T AA OEAO UIT O AEAT 80 ETTx EIT x | OAE EO
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When her lips touch his, he feels a spark of efgicity? | O | AUA
then nothing else matters.
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Flash Fiction Competition: First Place
One Throat to Choke
Phoebe Reevedlurray

| must have time off.

4AEA OA@O AEAT 30 OAU xEAO EETA 1T /&£ OEi Ah AOGO
clockicon continued flicking moments past. Her iPhone recognized the number as
AOOECT AA O1 A AAI1T AAT OAO AOiIT CEAh OEA OxEAON
Ol T ATACAI AT O AO AOT T CEAO xAOA OOAAEAA AU OxE
center onsite. Hours, minutes, seconds equaled money out. Number 3 of only three
employees, Vera was responsible for R&D and HR.

Still rippling ellipses. Then,You know how | been gonna to adopt the twins?

6AOAB0 [ ET A OxEPAA OEOI GeQikgeriighh dndede@fah £ ET O
Ol OAT AOCEAAT A xT1T 1T AT xEIT OA AOAAU AAI A EEOOO AO
it with crocheted booties, animals, and endlessly changing plastic plagues bearing jargon
ike7 A AAT 8 O A laitOpetxiekimbdoAvitlen in shocking fonts that forced you
Oi 001 AT A OAAA OEAI 8 "O1T 1T Ue 301TuU8 4EA0B80
topic dating from her nearly one year ago hire date was her ongoing adoption of baby twins
from their life support system for a birth mother.

I OAT 80 UI O xVe@ Eppedanothér gedl to ask John, Number 2
employee, IT god and eypoliceman, to trace SunnySunny was one of the fleet drivecam
droogies whose job was watching, listening, and reporting on real time daséim footage
that showed every misstep from eating and not looking at the road to drivers screaming as
their trucks slid off the road and crushed them to death. That was where the real money
was, for the droogies and the company.

The babies were having a final supervised visit. The DHS worker had to take a
call.

6 AOA 001 bPAA OA@OEI C *TETh xAOAEET C 3011TUB

4EAT OEAEO i1 OEAO ET EAAOAA OEAI xEOE EAOTE
no one could. The DHS worker called 911. Med Center tried to revive them, but they
were overdosed.

Aretheyo? 6 AOA OUDPAAR AAOOBPOI U AAAAI A AxAOA 1 &
insteadtexted) 61 1 EAOA OI CAO AAAE O Uil 08

At the call center, no Sunny. Droogies gathered at break, whispering about
GoFundMe for the dead &bies.

Two days passed. Sunny reappeared working her dashcam calls.

091 68 0A AAAE OCremafed dndibiried thcAys &itér Being
murdered?

O09AOG86 "1 1OEAOG OOGEIT AAT ClI AA /moéthrorad®AAU OE
choke©O) EAODEON T x86

Vera texted John what happened.

3l e 7A80A ci O A AAOAAOGAIT AT O pPil EAUS

Can you check with your contacts?

OK. Did you look online?

No.
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John confirmed no record of such a crime with local or state police or the Medical
Center. No news media whabever about two babies ODed by their birth mothei7 E A 08 O A
you gonna do?

Not gonna talk about it.

Vera texted Sunny she needed to produce an obituary.

Sunny produced a word document.

7TEAOAGO OEA OAAI T AEOOAOUe

You wanted an obit for Frannie and theother T 1T A8 ) AEAT G860 o

I £FOAO ET OOOh 6AOA OITE A DPEIT O EAAT OEEEAA
Ei ACA OAAOAEAA EO8 4EA DPEIT O AAIT A OP EA OEA
Pinterest dated five years ago.

Vera, John, andthe CHOAO &£ 0 OEAEO 11 OTET ¢ OAOAAI A8d
proofed so these staff meetings occurred via text.

Sounds like she wanted paid time off and her perfect year bonus John texted.

7R OAEA xA3A VehQié atherPhAcke. | £ EOS8

$1T1T60 Al 11 x Atexted theeCEOG. A ££FAAO

The only droogie prize for a year of 100% attendance to listening and watching
people get injured or killed was an alout media party. The company stood to reap
infinitely more than droogie Sunny from that upcaning fete. Sunny was to be their shining
OOAO 1 OOAT I A8 6A0OAGO AZAET CAOO Pl EOAThedtn®AO EAO
OEOI AO OI AETEA8O 110 ci11A AdotniyBrobfei! How O A 1 A
could she lie about her kids being mueded?!

Vera stared at the framed mission statemen©ur team will demonstrate how
design is the creative vehicle in applying corporate culture for innovation across workforce
management to benefit employees with a range of learning and language levelsalg, and
DEUOEAAI 1T AEITIEOU OI EAI P &£ OOAO 1 AAGEI ¢ AOOO

How could she not?

Pay her and move her to a terminal contract texted Vera.
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Contributor " ET 6 O

Alisha Mughal'swork hasappearedin someplaces,most recently in QueenMob's Teahouse
and The Fem.ShehasaBAin Philosophyfrom the University of Toronto and currently
residesin Ontario, CanadaShewas born in Pakistan.

Christina Maria Koschis an upcomingjunior at Washingtonand JeffersonCollegewhere
shemajors in Englishand Psychology.Sheedits poetry and prose for 1932 Quarterly andis
the ManagingEditor for WoodenTooth Review. Sheenjoys quoting Bukowski at
inappropriate times. Her heart canbe found somewherein Maine.

Gregory Jeffers stories have ggeared recently or are upcoming

in ChantwoodMagazine Typehouse Suisun Valley ReviewEvery Day Fiction Grim Corps
Magazine,and in the anthologiesHardboiled and Outposts of the BeyondOther stories
have won honorable mentions i 1 E1 I A O 2018l ShorEFiction Contest

and7 ET 1T ET ¢ SuoreeOdom@eidion in 2012.

Thomas Elson lives in Northern California. He writes of lives that fall witheither a safe
person nor a safe net to catch them. His stories have been published in Bennsylvana
Literary Journal, Red City Literary Review, Avalon Literary Review, Lunaris Journal, The
3288 Review, andA New Ulster.

Bob lozzia primarily writes fiction humor, but has recently discovered that many writers of
all genres and he utilize the same wordgust in different combinations.

Brandon Stanwyck lives and writes in Cleveland.

Justine Manzano lives in Bronx, NY with her husband, son, and a cacophony of cats. Her
short fiction appeared in the anthologiesThings You Can Creatand Best New Writing
2017, and the literary magazinesSliver of Stone The Greenwich Villagd.iterary Review,
The Holiday CafeandTwisted Sister Literary.

Originally from Galicia in Spain and a resident of Glasgow in Scotland, Eva Ferry is
currently working on her first English-language novel. Her fiction work has been published
in the anthology _Writers at the Hunterian_ and the magazine _Salome Lit_.

The organism known as Shelby Leet is of the biological kingdofmimalia. The primate
family specifically. The behaviors of te Shelby Leet suggest that it may be a male primate,
though there have been multiple rumored sightings of this creature laying fertilized eggs in
damp soil in the local park.

Neil Ellis Orts is a writer and performer, living in Houston, Texas. His writingas appeared
in literary journals, anthologies, and general interest magazines. His novell@ary and
John,was published in 2014. He has recently turned to playwriting, with two short plays
produced since July, 2016.
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Taylor Mihocik is a parttime writer , part-time student from Ocala, FL. She will be entering
graduate school in the summer of 2017 and enjoys scary movies, nature, and chicken
wings. She primarily writes fiction, but dabbles in poetry as well when the mood strikes
her.

Christopher Stanleylives on a hill in England with his three sons who share a birthday but
aren't triplets. In 2016, his stories won multiple prizes and were published in places like

The Molotov Cocktail, Jellyfish Review and the National Flash Fiction Day anthology. Follow
him on Twitter @allthosestrings

A writer, teacher, and mother, Phoebe Reevedurray has worked in the nonprofit world
for the last 35 years. She loves writing about strange events that take place in the space
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Corvus Review. Her fictions have appeared in Quailbell, Rivet, and The Literary Hatchet
among others, and will be upcoming in Capricious.

Ryan Quinn Flanagats a Canadiarborn author residing in Elliot Lake,Ontario, Canada
with his other half and mounds of snow.His work can be found both in print and online in
such places asEvergreen Review, The New York Quarterly, Corvus Review, Word Riot, In
Between Hangovers, Red FeandThe Oklahoma Review

JoelScthueler lives in Wiltshire, England and has had nine works published in seven places,
namely The Aberystwyth Writing Project, Atlantean Publishing, Inclement Publishing, Scars
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first novel.
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Hand Pointing, Shot Glass Journal, Subprimal, and elsewhere. Mark is originally from
Philadelphia, but lives in WesWirginia. He is Managing Editor for the Schuylkill Valley
Journal and Founder of the poetry coaching and editing service VRS CRFT.

Iris Orpi is a Filipina writer living in Chicago, IL. She is the author of a novel, The Espresso
Effect (2010) and two bools of compiled poems. She was an Honorable Mention for the
Contemporary American Poetry Prize, given by Chicago Poetry Press, in 2014.

Natalie Crick, from the UKhas poetry published or forthcoming in a range of journals and
magazines includinginterpreters House, Ink in Thirds, The Penwood Review, The Chiron
Review and Rust and MothHer work also features or is forthcoming in a number of
anthologies, includingLehigh Valley Vanguard Collections 13This year her poem, 'Sunday
School' was nomirmated for the Pushcart Prize.

Paul llechko was born in England but has lived much of his life in the USA. He currently
lives in Lambertville, NJ with his girlfriend and a cat. Paul has had poetry published and/or
accepted recently by Third Wednesday, Daslagazine, Gloom Cupboard, MockingHeart
Review and Slag Review, among others.
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Jim Zola has worked in a warehouse, as a security guard, in a bookstore, as a teacher for
Deaf children, as a toy designer for Fisher Price, and currently as a children's libigar.
Published in many journals through the years, his publications include a chapbook, The
One Hundred Bones of Weather (Blue Pitcher Press), and a full length poetry collection,
What Glorious Possibilities (Aldrich Press). He currently lives in Greenskm NC

Nathaniel S. Rounds was born into the demise of the Beatles and has since retreated from
his Maine home to a secret dwelling in Canada. His latest collection can be read here:
http://clockwisecat.com/2016/02/clockwise -catsthe-prequel/

Kyle Hemmings lives and works in New Jerselfis latest collections of poetry/prose
is Future Warsfrom Another New Callgraphy and Split Brainon Amazon Kindle. He
loves 50s SciFi movies,manga comics, and prgunk garage bands of the 60s.

Dixon Hearne teaches and writes in the American South. His work has been twice
nominated for the Pushcart Prize. His latest book Blainspeak: New and Selected
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Anthology: Louisiana, v.4and Down the Dark River,and elsewhere. He is currently at

work on new poetry and short story collections.

Milton P. Ehrlich, Ph.D is an B yearold psychologist. A Korea War veteran, he
haspublished numerous poems in periodicals such @ Descant, Wisconsin Review,
Rutherford Red Wheelbarrow, Toronto Quarterly Review, Christian Science Monitor,
Huffington Post, and theNew York Times.

Bill Abbott is the author of "Let Them Eat MoonPie," the history of poetry slam in the
Southeast. He has been published in Ray's Road Review, Radius, Néember 3rd
Club, and The Sow's Ear. Mr. Abbott lives in Ohio and teaches creative writing at
Central State University.

Michael Lee Johnson lived ten years in Canada during the Vietnam era. He is a
Canadian and USA citizen. Today he is a poet, editoubpsher, freelance writer,
amateur photographer, small business owner in Itasca, lllinois.He has been
published in more than 935 small press magazines in 29 countries, and he edits 10
poetry sites. Author's website http://poetryman.mysite.com/ .
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Tim Frank is an up and coming writer, specializing in the comic and the surreal. He has
been published in magazines such as Bourbon Penn, Bartleby Snopes and BlazeVox. He is
currently working on a collection of short stories and a sermutobiographical novel.
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Ken Allan Dronsfield is a published poet from Oklahoma. He loves thunderstorms! His
published work can be found in reviews, journals, magazines and anthologies throughout
the web and in piint venues. Ken's poetry has been nominated for twBushcart Prize
Awards and the Best of the Netfor 2016.

Brett Petersen obtained his B.A. in English from the College of Saint Rose in 2011. His
fictions have appeared in journals such as Polychrome Inkhe Offbeat and Leopardskin &
Limes.He is also a cartoonist, drummer and singer/songwriter whose higtiunctioning
autism only adds to his creativity. He lives in Albany New York.
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more info, see his website attp://mitchwaldman.homestead.com).

Cassidy TromWellonsis a songwriter and fiction writer living in Nashville. She always
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Richard J. Heby is a publishegoet, author, and founding editor oBeechwood Reviewy
minimalist writing & art.

Anna O'Brien is a writer and veterinarian currently living in central Maryland. She has had
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Jon Serri lives in New York City with his wife and daughter. He teaches hggthool English
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A recovering economics professor, Steve Slavin earns a living writingath and economics
books. His short story collection, "To the City, with Love," was recentbublished.
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DonnaMarsh is working on two books of essays about the loss of her daughter on
9/11/2001, Marsh teaches writing and rhetoric at Syracuse University.She lives in central
New York with her husband, Robert O'Connor and her life partner, Landeaua Yorkie
Bichon.

Carl "Papa" Palmer of Old Mill Road in Ridgeway, VA now lives in University Place, WA.
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nominee. MOTTO: Long Weekends Forever.

RussellHemmellis a statistician and social scientist from the U.K, passionate about

astrophysics and speculative fiction. Recent stories in Gone Lawn, Not One of Us,

Typehouse Literary Journal, an@lsewhere.
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Robert Joe Stout spent his boyhood in Wyoming and now lives in Oaxaca, Mexico. His
fiction has appeared in Emrys Journal, Sin Fronteras, The South Dakota Review and -Two
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Professor of English at Johnson C. Smith University. Retired he lives in Charlotte, NC with
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