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LETTER FROM THE EDITOR 
 

Dear Reader, 

Welcome to Spring/Summer ô16, an issue filled with talented individuals who have embraced the 

voices squirreling around in their head boxes and trapped the ideas their muses have produced onto the 

canvas of an utterly unblemished page/computer screen.  

I think weôve covered all the bases for this issue, bringing an awesome selection of fiction, flash, 

and poetry to the table, and Iôm thoroughly pleased with the way it turned out. When you bring so 

many unique minds together, youôre destined to strike gold. I would also like to take a moment to thank 

the amazingly talented Brian Michael Barbeito for his contribution to our cover.  I absolutely adore his 

eye and attention to derelict beauty and his work is a perfect fit. 

Weôve evolved into something miraculous and I couldnôt have come this far without the help of 

some amazing people. As I write this, Corvus Review has hit 2500 Twitter followers and has had 

several requests for guest editing positions. Both of these milestones are amazing. Corvus began as a 

passion project, but it has evolved into so much more. Truly, Corvus is a lit rag with a bright future.  

With Thanks, 

Janine óTyping Tyrantô Mercer 

EIC, Corvus Review 

  



 

Editors:  

Luciana Fitzgerald  is a Milwaukee, Wisconsin native who loves to study languages and their rules. Her 
writing was first published in 1996 by the Art of Writing: Young Authors & Artists Conference - and 
ÎÏÔÈÉÎÇ ÓÉÎÃÅ ÔÈÅÎȢ 3ÈÅ ÉÓ Á ÃÒÁÚÙ ÃÁÔ ÌÁÄÙȟ ×ÈÏ ÈÁÐÐÅÎÓ ÔÏ ÁÌÓÏ ÂÅ Á ×ÉÆÅ ÁÎÄ ÍÏÍȢ 7ÈÅÎ ÓÈÅȭÓ ÎÏt editing 
or busy with adulthood, she enjoys coloring with fancy markers, crocheting small toys and playing 
computer games. 

 

Janine Mercer  is a Canadian ex-pat who resides in Milwaukee, Wisconsin. Her work has been featured in 

The Quint, Sinister Wisdom (95)ȟ ÁÎÄ ÏÔÈÅÒÓȢ -ÅÒÃÅÒȭÓ ÐÏÅÔÒÙ ÂÏÏË ÅÎÔÉÔÌÅÄȟ #ÏÌÌÅÃÔÉÏÎȡ ! #ÈÅÓÔÅÒÆÉÅÌÄ 

Reader can be found on Amazon.com.  She resides in Milwaukee, WI, with her life partner, a collection of 

(moderately creepy) taxidermy and a plethora of pets. She is the EIC for Corvus Review. 

 

Cover Art:   

Brian Michael Barbeito is a Canadian writer and photographer. 

Recent work appears in Fiction International and The Tishman Review. 
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A Man Named Punky 
Robert Karaszi 
 
 
If the soul is a passport, stamped to 
ÓÕÂÓÔÁÎÔÉÁÔÅ ×ÈÅÒÅ Á ÂÏÄÙȭÓ ÂÅÅÎȟ 
then I present to you a man named Punky. 
I met him in Red Onion State Prison. 
One afternoon, they dragged him into 
solitary 
for exposing his dick to a female prison 
guard. 
 
His cell was across from mine and I saw him 
beat his head 
against the 24x9 slotted window, 
but that window was more than a window; 
)Ô ×ÁÓ 0ÕÎËÙȭÓ ÐÅÒÓÏÎÁÌ notepad. 
 
/ÆÔÅÎȟ ÈÅȭÄ ÍÉØ ÍÕÓÔÁÒÄ ÁÎÄ ÆÅÃÅÓ ÉÎÓÉÄÅ Á 
cup with a little water 
till it met the consistency of ink. 
4ÈÅÎ ÈÅȭÄ ÓÔÉÃË Á ÆÉÎÇÅÒ ÉÎ 
and begin writing the most beautiful verses 
on that window. 
)Æ ÔÈÅÒÅ ×ÁÓ Á ÍÉÓÔÁËÅ ÈÅȭÄ ÕÓÅ ÈÉÓ ÅÌÂÏ× ÁÓ 
an eraser. 
 
How could beauty emanate from such 
insanity? 
 
!ÌÌ ÔÈÒÏÕÇÈ ÔÈÅ ÐÏÌÙÐÈÏÎÉÃ ÎÏÏÎ ÈÅȭÄ ×ÒÉÔÅ 
and erase 
until a small masterpiece graced the 
tempered glass. 
4ÈÉÓ ÉÓ ×ÈÁÔȭÓ ÍÉÓÓÉÎÇ ÆÒÏÍ ÐÏÅÔÒÙ ÔÏÄÁÙȢ 
The unfiltered grit which circles humanity. 
  
Poetry is best when it plops 
like a morning coffee shit you can no longer 
hold. 
When it fizzes like hydrogen peroxide on a 
ÃÈÉÌÄȭÓ ÓÃÒÁÐÅÄ ËÎÅÅȢ 
 
Literature has grown plump from the fluff 
and pap of political correctness. 
 
Lose the safety net. 
 
Learn to walk the wire 
with nothing below 
but the singular dark.  

 



 

I Take Requests 
Allison Thorpe 
 
Maxwell, owner of the bar downstairs, 
wants me to write a poem about him. 
A few times a month, he climbs the wobbled 
stairs outside and knocks at my door, 
a bottle of spiced rum in his pocket or maybe 
the last vestiges of rock bottom rye. 
 
Regulars call him Maxie, 
but he is Maxwell here, 
a soldier who fought in Iraq, 
a navy seal in Afghanistan, 
a marine in the Philippines, 
a ranger in Viet Nam. 
 
Sometimes he survived in a cave; 
sometimes under another soldier's dead body. 
Sometimes he was shot; 
sometimes he pulled the trigger. 
Sometimes he tires of those hard drinking 
bastards with their sob soul stories, 
having to pour one more drink, 
setting up one more bottle. 
 
Sometimes this is where I stop listening, 
picturing him with some nice uptown woman. 
I imagine him nodding to a pit bull doorman, 
taking a swift elevator to a golden door, 
leaving his whiskey-stenched clothes 
strewn for some maid to revitalize, 
donning a purple velvet smoking jacket 
and gold edged slippers-- 
the Hugh Heffner of his building-- 
bedding his full blonde mystery 
and dreaming of Florida or Rio, a drink 
in his hand that someone else pours. 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

 
 



 

Spring Day 
C.C. Russell 

 
Sirens scrape 
along the catacombs, 
the simple echoing trajectories  
of their terrible sound 
and its implications. 



 

The Sacred Texts 
Holly Day 
 
I would have had so many more poems to show you 
but the priest destroyed them all when he came, 
said my pre-Columbian ideals, my life before him, 
were wrong, 
told me I was wrong. I stood by, penitent, as he 
hauled 
 
box after box of handwritten journals 
out to the curb to melt in the rain, came back 
covered in sweat and ink to remind me 
it was for the best, he only wanted the best 
 
for me. I watched the codices that had recorded my 
life before him, 
disintegrating through the crack in the curtains, 
pretending 
to keep an eye on children bicycling in the rain, 
that I was impatient for the mail. I watched 
 
as history, deprived of its tongue, 
forgot all about me. 



 

Muses 
Brad G. Garber 

 
When you pulled the pencil out of my nose you 
flowed out across the page like blood but it was 
really more like tapioca pudding which I loved as a 
child the vanilla kind with the tiny lumps in it but 
you took no particular form HAVING 
been all wicked smile and lizard eye and rivulets of 
touch the pain like a constant suck or peel and my 
hand MOVING 
across empty space TRYING 
to catch sparkles RUSHING 
toward the horizon of the universe my sinuses no 
longer leaden and stuffed my coconut head LEAKING 
nurturing milk upon you the mahogany curl of 
everything TRAILING 
through my thoughts an army of flesh-cutter ants 
CARRYING 
me into the crypts and birthplaces of pupae to please 
a queen your small feet like dots of graphite upon a 
white expanse every sigh a symphony of oboes and 
trumpets and blue flowers all touch skin warm 
muscle flex bone strong bread dough soft and I 
HOLDING 
your hands in mine like hummingbird bones 
WANTING 
   to taste them. 



 

Emily As a Bedraggled Scarecrow 

Darren C. Demaree  
 
I grew up wanting 
crop. If you saw me 
now, climbing  
the plank at the entrance 
of the field to hold 
my mouth to the mouth 
of that which once 
used to frighten me 
away, you will understand 
ÈÏ× ÍÕÃÈ )ȭÖÅ ÌÅÁÒÎÅÄ 
about seasonal love. 



 

Flesh 
Jennifer Lothrigel 
 
It took me 37 years 
to want to live inside you. 
)ȭÍ ÓÏÒÒÙȢ 
I had to practice 
touching the soft 
palm of my left hand to space 
between my breasts, 
gently spiraling my fingertips 
around 
until  
my nerves 
relaxed down to my belly 
like guitar strings  
come undone. 
I had to 
replace my first memories, 
with wings, 
opened by my breath,  
deeper  
and without the fear of allowing. 



 

) $ÏÎȭÔ (ÁÖÅ Á .eed 
Rob Hicks 
 
Not one, 
no desire for reflection 
no wants of any kind 
I am lit with 
the pulse of being 
I am drunk with 
the grace of denial 
I am overindulged 
and overbearing 
I press against my heart 
with my song 
of no great import 
I am gentle, 
ultimately gentle, 
as I understand 
ÌÉÆÅȭÓ ÁÐÏÌÏÇÉÅÓ 
and give none 
in return. 



 

Silver Lining (I) 
Chris Bronsk 
 
This diagnosis, the doctor said,  
can sound like a hammer  
 
to the head. The skull. Your cranium.  
The occipital ridge, if you like.  
 
A ball peen to the temple.  
A mallet straight to your brow.  
 
Let it. Let it fall like a plum.  
Let the plum mottle. The stone 
 
where it drops, patina and crack.  
Let the scalpel admire your clavicle,  
 
skirt the fascia, admonish  
your nerve. Let the incision be  
 
an eye looking in. The sutures  
an ellipsis. When they stitch,  
 
your adrenaline will pool and numb.  
Let it clean your gutters, buoy  
 
ÙÏÕÒ ÂÏÁÔȢ ,ÉËÅ ÙÏÕÒ ÃÈÉÌÄȭÓ ÇÁÚÅȟ 
his steady protocols of wonder  
 
and ask, let it raise you  
above the cuts, the etiquettes  
 
and oaths of reason. Let it 
move you through the phloem  
 
ÏÆ ÁÃÉÄ ÉÎ ÔÈÅ ÐÌÕÍȭÓ ÐÉÔȟ  
the sweet corrosion of the flesh  
 
not quite reaching the skin  
stippled with ripeness, cleaving to  
 
itself and the air like a silk parachute  
curled above a burning field. 
 



 

Prairie City  
Scott Neuffer 
 
We were searching for a sentence,  
perfect like the moon, but underfoot the grass 
grew so tender that words surrendered,  
fell like rain and made a rushing river. 
 
Mountains boomed and shivered  
as the river ran. We danced like madmen,  
flies around us, shit-fed, singing,  
as the moon lay hemorrhaging on the hills.  
 
Then strangers friendly as pastures came,  
mending the trampled grass, carrying with calloused 
hands 
all the broken moonlight they could holdɂ 
to put in jars and store in homes of porous stone. 
 



 

The Danger of the Obvious
Colin James

Who borrowed my genuine python vest 
and stored it in a humidor, 
as if waiting for its consciousness to return?
Usually, vacations like this are formulaic 
but certainly preferable to local innuendo. 
Apparently, there is a lake near here. 
Reaching it by land sounds treacherous. 
A truck has just now driven off road. 
May I attribute that to your willingness? 



 

A 'ÉÒÌȭÓ %ÐÉÔÁÐÈ 
Tine Heraldo 

 
The words stand, rooted, like tulips, 
growing from the knotted locks of refulgent 
black, as the night and I grow perplexed. 
 
Undying November is crawling once again, trawling 
its arms on the grass that houses me; the tawny  
owl screeches my exit among the green teardrops. 
 
I'm pillowed on a rock, a bent twig boxed  
and blocked from my pristine birthright: 
the beautiful dirge of anodyne alphabets, but 
 
the immutable foot is hooked on my face, 
the marble foot of the stone centurion 
that stands to look at you and sing my body. 
 
Trenchant in his vigil, he keeps watch 
off the coast of mortality, and the hulls 
that dock on my head with terse affections, as 
 
he ensnares love for the scythe's neophyte, 
and desiccates the bestial hubris laid, 
upon the sharp angles--the twists and turns 
on which we meet--declaring my sins. 
 
He is a friend, the one from the hermit's hip-- 
that persistent creature born unyielding.  
Never dull, never ceasing--a child of the Valkyries! 
 
He's holding me on to the hems of eternity. 



 

Never Happy 

Lindsay McLeod 

 

When I was young 

I heard the world utter, 

Ȭ'Ï ÁÈÅÁÄȟ ÇÏ ÁÈÅÁÄȟ 

ÂÅ ÙÏÕÒÓÅÌÆȟȭ 

(did you hear it too?) 

But as I grew, too oft 

the world muttered, 

Ȭ.Ï ,ÉÎÄÓÁÙȟ ÎÏÔ ÌÉËÅ ÔÈÁÔȢȭ 

 

 

  



 

The Key 

 

Questing fingertips stroke at the darkness 

reach out; peek, past this curtain of pain 

ÔÈÒÏÕÇÈ ÔÈÅ ×ÉÎÄÏ×ȟ ÃÁÎȭÔ ÄÁÎÃÅ ÉÎ ÙÏÕÒ ÍÁÎÓÉÏÎ 

music soaks an insidious strain, 

 

since all of these songs locked in sadness 

what was hidden emerges now plain 

ȬÔ×ÅÅÎ ÔÈÅ ÎÏÔÅÓ ÁÒÅ ÔÈÅ ÂÁÒÓ ÏÆ ÍÙ ÐÒÉÓÏÎȟ 

with the key, we unlock the refrain. 



 

Acceptance 
Adam Levon Brown 
 
Torn pages reveal words 
that no one was ever meant to read 
 
7ÈÁÔ ÉÓÎȭÔ  
is really what is 
 
I may not make much sense 
but listen to the waves breaking 
on the San Diegan shore and you 
will understand 
 
That to be fully grown 
is to accept that death 
can happen at any place 
and time 
 
Without the slightest 
amount of warning 



 

Pongal, Old and New 
Sheri Vandermolen 
 
The milk has boiled 
over the clay pots' edges, 
and the village women 
have shaped rice flour, colored sands, 
and marigold and rosebud petals 
into lacy rangoli patterns 
gracing each entryway. 
 
Now, on the final day 
of this harvest celebration, 
the men gather to honor and decorate 
breeder cows and working cattle, 
burning incense and daubing kumkum  
on the bovines' foreheads and hooves, 
placing jasmine garlands  
around their painted horns, thick necks, 
and offering puja rice to the sacred. 
 
In venerated rural fertility ritual, 
the bravest locals track down 
the swaggering bull ɂ 
a huge, anachronistic specimen  
who dominates their dirt main street. 
The animal stands stock-still, 
only occasionally darting its head, 
as they reach, uneasily,  
under the tail, then between its back legs, 
to touch its thick-skinned testicles, 
their timeless ceremony complete.   
 
In the city, miles away in every sense, 
the sprawling Krishna temple 
hosts a modern Mattu Pongal event  
aimed at urban students ɂ 
a cow fashion show, 
hosted by a local pop-music station, 
with college teams competing 
to display how traditional ecological values, 
green methods respecting plants and animals, 
can mesh with the advancing world. 
 
Scurrying against the clock, 
they create themed costumes for their cows ɂ 
an emblem-of-India peacock throw-coat;  
an anti-plastics dress made of ripped-bag strips;  
a flowery, cultivated-garden striped blanket; 
a silk sari ensemble, with matching balloon hat; 
and a beauty-and-the-eco-beast design. 
 



 

While the judges weigh their decision, 
a Hare Krishna band takes the stage, 
for a drum-throb jam session, 
as a show-stopping gold-crowned tan calf 
is led up the ramp, introduced  
to the oohing-and-aahing audience, 
now numbering near a thousand. 
 
Soon, the winner is announced. 
The eco-beast team whistles and shrieks,  
in ecstatic victory, 
then rewards the champion bovine 
with a sugarcane snack, 
even as she sways, 
stomps her gold-painted hooves, 
in piqued anticipation ɂ 
another centrifugal surge 
in the world of hairy cows and Hare Krishnas. 



 

Graying in My Life 

Michael Lee Johnson 

  

Graying in 

my life 

growing old 

like a stagnant 

bucket of 

rain water with moss 

floating on top- 

/Èȟ ÉÔȭÓ ÎÏÔ ÓÕÃÈ 

a bad deal, 

except when 

loneliness 

catches you 

chilled in the 

middle of a sentence 

by yourself- 

ticking away 

like an old grandfather clock, 

hands stretched straight in the air 

striking midnight 

like a final 

prayer. 



 

Living Ghost 
Fabrice Poussin 
 
Chest heaving, in an attempt to catch a last breath, 
I cried in the midst of what might have been a great dream. 
It was becoming increasingly demanding to be alive. 
 
A rock, aged a million years, had fallen hard and square 
Ribs shattered. Inside, crying tears of blood, a 
Terrified heart took a break from its usual. 
 
Thoughts no longer black, nor white, nor of color, 
Exploded in a scream so desperate for an illusion 
To arise and put an end to the doubt of visibility. 
 
The likelihood of living any longer quickly vanishing 
In an agitated semi-sleep, from dream to nightmare 
Kicking and punching at the visions of nothingness. 
 
Calm returned upon awakening, but not so true. 
He would carry with him a dark ghost of the memories 
Of a life filled with intensity and the matter of eternity. 
 
Fearful of the sheets soiled with sweat and wrinkles, 
Afraid of the next step in the day ahead he was, 
In truth, insignificant and trapped between two voids. 
 
Hopeless, floating in a life borrowed, inopportune 
To the passers-by, with nothing to be done to become 
He will return to oblivion, simply, unnoticed forever. 



 

A JEHOVA WITNESS TOLD ME: BEFORE THE WORLD IS DESTROYED, THERE WILL BE DIVINE 
INTERVENTION AND I ALONE WILL SURVIVE 
Michael Brownstein 
  
because Richard Corey is the true Jehovah 
  
We walk down the blue-lined streets of litter and tension, 
the sky exhausted and white haired. 
They told me the earth was a living beast 
riding a tortoise shell across the light of space, 
the shell old and degraded, the tortoise long gone, 
only the tusks of an elephant spiking its center. 
No elephant. No tortoise. The shadows of dawn 
calm, a poodle mating with a shepherd, the house 
on the corner bright with lights of unhappiness. 
Can you not smell the carcasses of thick gray skin, 
the acid in the water taking out a memory of fish, 
everywhere a hand torments itself with touch, 
the ears the noise of poverty and disuse, 
taste a matter for another time, now the poodle 
lets go and the shepherd rushes to the alley 
in search of the smell and the bones piled there. 
"This is the will of my world," Richard Corey says, 
a bullet in his hand, a gun in his desk drawer, 
the lights in the bad-luck house flickering. "Let go." 



 

Dissenters Burial Ground 
David Subacchi 
 
 A familiar road 
 But not the precise spot 
 Driving I failed to locate it. 
 
 Only on foot,  
 Trudging through puddles 
 Did I find a pillar 
 
 Marking the entrance 
 To two hundred years 
 Of burials 
 
 For those excluded 
 From the churchyard 
 Dissenters. 
 
 Every erect memorial  
 Laid flat 
 Health and safety. 
 
 Grass uncut 
 No benches 
 To sit on. 
 
 Spreading moss 
 Forcing frozen fingers 
 Into cracked stones 
 
 Splitting them open 
 Spoiling lettering 
 Disfiguring. 
 
 It is as if two 
 Centuries of conflict 
 Still linger on. 



 

 
Years Later: A $ÁÕÇÈÔÅÒȭÓ *ÏÕÒÎÁÌ   
 Carol Lynn Stevenson Grellas 
 
There were ÄÁÙÓ ÓÈÅȭÄ ÃÒÁ×Ì ÁÃÒÏÓÓ 
the bedroom floor and no one said a thing. 
  
It was easier to watch a slow death 
than to become an obstacle of prevention. 
  
(ÅÁÒÔÂÒÅÁËÉÎÇ ÒÅÁÌÌÙȟ ÍÏÔÈÅÒÓ ÁÒÅÎȭÔ 
supposed to invite their children in 
  
a home so full of gloom, yet I entered 
naively, a place with no exitsɂ 
  
ÏÎÃÅ ÉÎÓÉÄÅȟ ÔÈÅÒÅȭÓ ÎÏ ×ÁÙ ÏÕÔȟ ÅÖÅÎ 
ÎÏ×ȟ ÌÏÎÇ ÁÆÔÅÒ ÓÈÅȭÓ ÄÉÅÄȢ ) ÕÓÅÄ ÔÏ ×ÉÐÅ 
  
the hallways clean each day, her thumbprints; 
a diagram of battles. She must have 
  
realized those images would last foreverɂ 
Hieroglyphics; tear heavy, finger marks, 
  
a diary on walls. When the house was 
sold, I gave up those reminders;  
  
old maps running from her bedroom 
to mine, long corridors wiped clean 
  
of mishaps in the night, her shadow 
finally quiet, beneath the moonlight. 



 

Eastern Tent Caterpillars 

Robert Ronnow 
 
Mid-spring, skinny, black, blind 
eastern tent caterpillars-- 
Malacosoma americanum-- 
falling from the cherry tree 
leaning, human, over our deck. 
Irksome. Mash and kick 
them with my feet, continue 
practicing or reading. 
 
Three weeks later, reading 
late at night. Heavy-bodied 
black-eyed, reflexed antennaeɀ 
many hundreds of moths 
crave the lamplight, some attaining 
extinction through cracks 
around the window screen. Vexing. 
Until next morning, I look 
up the name that has eluded me 
all spring and early summer. 
 
The single-minded moth and larval colony-- 
one small monophony. 

 



 

Psycho 
Jeffrey Zable 
 
Somewhere I heard that Hitchcock made Janet Leigh 
do that shower scene 78 times before he was satisfied, 
and I know thaÔ ÉÆ )ȭÄ ÄÏÎÅ ÔÈÁÔ ÓÃÅÎÅ χψ ÔÉÍÅÓȟ ÈÁÖÉÎÇ 
Norman Bates come at me with that knife, I never would 
have slept soundly again, had normal relations with people, 
or gotten into a shower without a gun in one hand. And if 
I was ever in another movie; it would only be a voice over 
for characters like Goofy, Dumbo, or Flunkey the Baboon. 
 



Nature of the Beast 
Penn Stewart 

 
When a male lion happens upon a single lioness in estrus, and she has cubs from the previous 

season, he'll dispatch those progeny and promptly plant his own seed.  
You could suppose several reasons for this mother of fine young cubs to be single: 
ɂshe was expelled for catty remarks 
ɂshe rubbed someone the wrong way 
ɂher mate died, killed by a resourceful caribou, bold crocodile, or angry impala 
You thought he'd be there, but then something happened. He started staying out late, the stink 

of wild riding him like a man.  
And when you tried to show him you're there, ready, he wrinkled his nose and yawned, 

looking toward the sleeping flamingos standing on one leg with their heads tucked in.  
You said something, and that's when things went awry.  
The others start making hay of the troublesɂlike it's their business. They start telling him 

that he's not living up to this king thing and that they might have to do something about it. It's about 
honor, blood, courage, and anything else they think that makes it sound like they're having an 
important discussion. 

The one with the scar and best tail called him out. Said he didn't know how to keep a lioness 
in line. 

Anyway, you know how this one ends. 



 
Betrayal 

Kristen Rybandt 
 
)ÔȭÓ ÌÉËÅ ÔÈÁÔ ÔÉÍÅ ÙÏÕÒ ÍÏÔÈÅÒ ÓÉÔÓ ÏÎ ÔÈÅ ÅÄÇÅ ÏÆ ÙÏÕÒ ÂÅÄ ÁÎÄ ÅØÐÌÁÉÎÓ ÈÏ× ÙÏÕ ×ÉÌÌ ÈÁÖÅ Á 

baby brother soon like it's something you asked for. She pulls you near and caresses your hair and 
you reach for your bear, vaguely aware of the nubby soft fur by its nose and how that feels better. 

  
The next morning, you refuse to get out of bed and your mother slides her cool dry hand 

across your forehead and it reminds you of the cat's nose when it's tired or sick. She is halfway out 
of the room when she says alright, you can stay home from school but just today and she does not 
roll the TV cart into your room. You are good and hungry by the time she brings up a wobbly bowl 
of tomato soup on a tray with some old tasting crackers. 

  
By the time her belly begins to swell, you beg for details of all the things you will do together 

one day, presumably when the baby is older, though forever to you it is this misshapen blob, silent 
and forgotten in a stroller while your mother holds your hand on one side and your father on the 
other. You are all at the playground, on a roller coaster, at the beach jumping over waves; anywhere 
an unattended stroller makes no sense. But it helps to dream in this way. It gets you through. 

 
Mostly you catalog all the ways your life changes irrevocably, unforgivably. There won't 

be any trips to Pappy's Pizza Parlor for awhile and there weren't many to begin with. The TV room 
gets a silly sailboat border and loses its TV. 9ÏÕÒ ÍÏÔÈÅÒȭÓ ÌÁÐ ÂÅÃÏÍÅÓ Á ÈÁÒÄȟ ËÎÏÂÂÙ ÐÌÁÃÅ ÙÏÕ 
can no longer nestle into. When she develops an itchy rash on one hand, you think to yourself I 
know how you got that you wicked, dirty thing.  

  
When the baby finally comes, you are unprepared for the way its shriveled red face and cries 

burn. The smells are raw too, new but mixed with familiar things like wet dirt and roses in the 
garden and unfortunately these things change for you too, at least for a little while. One day you 
look down at the baby sleeping in its bassinet and feel something like tenderness. Its pinched face 
looks so angry and unpleasant, even in rest.  

  
Months later, the baby spits up on your shoulder right before the spring band concert and 

your mother mops it up with a smelly rag. Your friends laugh at the baby and then at you and all 
you can smell is curdled milk during your trumpet solo.  

 
On your birthday, the baby gets really sick, and I mean emergency room sick, though maybe 

this is an overreaction or even a way to show you who is most important. There is no party, of 
course, and both parents say I'm sorry, champ, we'll make it up to you as soon as the baby is 
better but nothing is better than a party on your actual birthday. 

  
You begin to secretly and tentatively try out other mothers, always looking for the first sign of 

disappointment in either party. Mrs. Bindle is pretty and has a big laugh, but a cigarette always 
dangles from her lipsticked mouth. Mrs. Canderwall loves to fill you with cookies, so you tolerate 
her coffee breath plus trash TV always on in the background a little longer.  

 
Probably the closest you find to a potential replacement is Ms. Hardy or Deb as she lets 

you call her. Deb confides things that might have bothered you had you found out on your own, 
such as the fact that she dyes her hair auburn (it is not naturally the shade of your aunt's dog) or 
that she pays someone else to clean her house. You appreciate her candor and freewheeling nature 



 
because it trickles down to you. She doesn't mind when you show up in what your mother calls one 
of your moods. She strokes your hair and says it sure must be busy in that house of yours. 

 
Once Deb confides breathlessly that she most admires children for their ability to constantly 

reinvent themselves. She isn't looking at you when she says this and you see how she must mean all 
children. Also, she wears too many rings and they are forever snagging your hair. 

 
You can't shake the feeling that no one is ever enough, especially you. 
  
You return home from one of these visits, letting yourself through the front door and standing 

still by the closet, smelling a warm pot of stew from the kitchen and baby smells you no longer 
notice. What if there is another baby, you often wonder. What if there were babies before this one 
that you never knew about and so were spared your mother perched on the side of your bed like it's 
the most natural thing in the world to turn someone else's world upside down. 

 
You unzip your coat and pull off your boots and pad into the family room to settle into the 

crook of your mother's arm and hip, which is not hard anymore but lumpy in ways that make you 
feel sad for her too. You decide you will pack a bag and keep it in the corner of your closet where 
your mother never looks. If another baby comes, you can always split. Who needs a mother 
anyway? 



 
A Nun's Arse 

James Mulhern 
 
"Do they still make snowflake cutouts in school, Molly? I used to love Christmas time when I 

was a tot." 
Ȱ-ÒÓȢ -ÕÌÄÏÏÎȟ )ȭÍ Á ÓÅÎÉÏÒ ÉÎ ÈÉÇÈ ÓÃÈÏÏÌȢ 7Å ÄÏÎȭÔ ÄÏ ÔÈÉÎÇÓ ÌÉËÅ ÔÈÁÔȢ 4ÈÅÙ ÍÁËÅ 

ÓÎÏ×ÆÌÁËÅÓ ÉÎ ÅÌÅÍÅÎÔÁÒÙ ÓÃÈÏÏÌȢȱ 
Ȱ7ÈÁÔ Á ÓÈÁÍÅȟȱ ÓÈÅ ÓÁÉÄȢ Ȱ0ÅÏÐÌÅ ÁÔ ÅÖÅÒÙ ÁÇÅ ÓÈÏÕÌÄ ÍÁËÅ ÓÎÏ×ÆÌÁËÅÓȢͼ 
Nonna was ÐÏÕÒÉÎÇ ÃÏÆÆÅÅ ÁÎÄ ÁÒÒÁÎÇÉÎÇ ÁÎÉÓÅÔÔÅ ÃÏÏËÉÅÓ ÏÎ Á ÐÌÁÔÅȢ Ȱ) ÁÇÒÅÅȟ -ÁÒÙȢȱ 
"Oh, those cookies look better than the Chinese food they deliver every night. The restaurant 

ÉÎÓÉÓÔÓ ) ÃÁÌÌ ÉÎ ÔÈÅ ÏÒÄÅÒȟ ÂÕÔ ) ÄÏÎͻÔȢ )ÔͻÓ ÔÈÅ ÑÕÅÅÒÅÓÔ ÔÈÉÎÇȢ Ȣ Ȣ Ȣ ,ÅÔȭÓ ÈÁÖÅ Á Çin and tonic instead of 
ÔÈÁÔ ÃÏÆÆÅÅȟ !ÇÎÅÌÌÁȟȱ -ÒÓȢ -ÕÌÄÏÏÎ ÓÁÉÄȢ Ȱ-ÏÌÌÙ ÔÏÏȢ 3ÈÅȭÓ Á senior in high school ÎÏ×Ȣȱ  

Ȱ!ÌÃÏÈÏÌ ×ÏÕÌÄÎȭÔ ÇÏ ×ÉÔÈ ÔÈÅ ÃÏÏËÉÅÓȟȱ .ÏÎÎÁ ÓÁÉÄȢ 
.ÏÎÎÁ ÓÅÔ ÔÈÅ ÃÏÆÆÅÅ ÁÎÄ ÐÌÁÔÅ ÏÆ ÃÏÏËÉÅÓ ÏÎ ÔÈÅ ÔÁÂÌÅȢ Ȱ$ÉÄ ) ÔÅÌÌ ÙÏÕ -ÏÌÌÙͻÓ )1 ÉÓ ρτψȩȱ 
Ȱ7ÈÁÔÅÖÅÒ ÔÈÁÔ ÍÅÁÎÓȟȱ -ÒÓȢ -ÕÌÄÏÏÎ ÓÁÉÄȢ ͼ$Ï ÔÈÅÙ ÔÅÁÃÈ ÙÏÕ ÙÏÕÒ ÃÁÔÅÃÈÉÓÍÓ ÁÔ ÓÃÈÏÏÌȟ 

-ÏÌÌÙȩȱ  
Ȱ4ÈÅ 3ÉÓÔÅÒÓ ÅØÐÌÁÉÎ ÁÌÌ ÏÆ ÔÈÁÔ ÔÏ ÕÓȢ "ÕÔ ) ÄÏÎͻÔ ÂÅÌÉÅÖÅ ÁÎÙ ÏÆ ÉÔȢȱ  
She tsk-ÔÓËÅÄȢ Ȱ9ÏÕ ÁÒÅ ÎÏÔ ÓÍÁÒÔÅÒ ÔÈÁÎ 'ÏÄȟ ÙÏÕÎÇ ÌÁÄÙȢȱ 3ÈÅ ÐÌÁÃÅÄ ÈÅÒ ÃÕÐ ÄÏwn firmly. 

Coffee spilled over the rim. 
Ȱ-ÏÌÌÙ ÉÓ Á ÆÒÅÅ ÔÈÉÎËÅÒȟȱ .ÏÎÎÁ ÓÁÉÄȢ 
Ȱ7ÈÁÔ Á ÂÕÎÃÈ ÏÆ ÍÁÌÁÒËÅÙȢȱ -ÒÓȢ -ÕÌÄÏÏÎ ÇÕÆÆÁ×ÅÄȢ Ȱ)ȭÖÅ ÇÏÔ ÔÏ ÕÓÅ ÔÈÅ ÌÉÔÔÌÅ ÇÉÒÌȭÓ ÒÏÏÍȢȱ 
7ÈÅÎ -ÒÓȢ -ÕÌÄÏÏÎ ÌÅÆÔ ÔÈÅ ËÉÔÃÈÅÎȟ .ÏÎÎÁ ×ÈÉÓÐÅÒÅÄȟ Ȱ'ÒÁÂ Á ÆÅ× ÏÆ ÔÈÏÓÅ ÓÅÅ-through balls 

ÆÒÏÍ ÈÅÒ #ÈÒÉÓÔÍÁÓ ÔÒÅÅȢ (ÕÒÒÙ ÕÐȢȱ 
Nonna stuffed the ornaments in her bag just as we heard the toilet flush down the hall. 
-ÒÓȢ -ÕÌÄÏÏÎ ÒÅÔÕÒÎÅÄ ÁÎÄ ÓÁÉÄȟ Ȱ) ×ÁÓ ÊÕÓÔ ÔÈÉÎËÉÎÇ ÁÂÏÕÔ 6ÉÖÉÁÎ 6ÁÎÃÅ ÆÒÏÍ I Love LucyȢ )ÔȭÓ 

ÓÁÄ ÔÈÁÔ ÓÈÅ ÄÉÅÄȢȱ  
Ȱ) ×ÏÎÄÅÒ ×ÈÁÔ Á ÄÅÁÄ ÂÏÄÙ ÌÏÏËÓ ÌÉËÅȢ )ȭÄ ÌÏÖÅ ÔÏ ÓÅÅ ÏÎÅȟȱ ) ÓÁÉÄȢ 
Ȱ7ÈÁÔ ÁÎ ÏÄÄ ÔÈÉÎÇ ÔÏ ÄÅÓÉÒÅȢȱ -ÒÓȢ -ÕÌÄÏÏÎ ÓÎÉÃËÅÒÅÄȢ 
Ȱ!ÎÄ ) ÄÏÎȭÔ ÓÅÅ ×ÈÙ ÈÅÒ ÄÅÁÔÈ ÉÓ ÍÏÒÅ ÔÒÁÇÉÃ ÔÈÁÎ ÔÈÅ ÄÅÁÔÈ ÏÆ ÁÎÙÏÎÅ ÅÌÓÅȟȱ ) ÁÎÓ×ÅÒÅÄȢ Ȱ$Ï 

you know there are approximately 153,400 deaths per day, a little more than 100 per minute? We 
are all specks of dust in an enormous universe."  

Ȱ)ÍÁÇÉÎÅȩ Ȭ3ÐÅÃËÓ ÏÆ ÄÕÓÔȢȭ ) ÄÏÎȭÔ ÅÖÅÎ ËÎÏ× ×ÈÁÔ ÓÈÅȭÓ ÔÁÌËÉÎÇ ÁÂÏÕÔȢ 7ÁÎÔÉÎÇ ÔÏ ÓÅÅ Á ÄÅÁÄ 
ÂÏÄÙȟ ÔÏÏȩ *ÅÓÕÓȟ -ÁÒÙȟ ÁÎÄ *ÏÓÅÐÈȦȱ -ÒÓȢ -ÕÌÄÏÏÎ ÓÁÉÄȢ 

Ȱ$ÏÎȭÔ ÍÉÎÄ ÈÅÒȟ -ÁÒÙȢ 3ÈÅȭÓ ÊÕÓÔ Á ÆÒÅÅ ÔÈÉÎËÅÒȢȱ 
Ȱ) ÃÏÕÌÄ ÔÅÌÌ ÈÅÒ Á ÆÅ× ÔÈÉÎÇÓ ÔÏ ÔÈÉÎË ÁÂÏÕÔȢȱ (ÅÒ ÔÈÉÎÇÓ ÓÏÕÎÄÅÄ ÌÉËÅ Ȱtingsȟȱ ÁÎÄ ÈÅÒ ÔÈÉÎË 

ÓÏÕÎÄÅÄ ÌÉËÅ ȰÔÉÎËȢȱ  
Ȱ7Å ÓÈÏÕÌÄ ÇÅÔ ÇÏÉÎÇȢ 4ÈÅ ÓÎÏ× ÉÓ ÆÁÌÌÉÎÇ ÁÇÁÉÎȢ !ÎÄ -ÏÌÌÙȭÓ ÇÏÔ ÈÏÍÅ×ÏÒË ÔÏ ÄÏȢȱ 
Ȱ) ÃÁÎͻÔ ×ÁÉÔ to add more ornaments to our Christmas tree so it can be just as beautiful as Mrs. 

-ÕÌÄÏÏÎȭÓȟȱ ) ÓÁÉÄȢ 
Ȱ9ÅÓȟ ÙÅÓȟȱ .ÏÎÎÁ ÓÁÉÄȟ ÒÉÓÉÎÇ ÆÒÏÍ ÈÅÒ ÓÅÁÔȢ  
,ÁÔÅÒȟ ÁÓ ) ÌÁÙ ÏÎ .ÏÎÎÁȭÓ ÂÅÄ ÄÏÉÎÇ math, I picked up the phone and dialed. 
Ȱ4ÈÉÓ ÉÓ -ÒÓȢ -ÕÌÄÏÏÎȟȱ ) ÓÁÉÄȟ Ȱ3ÅÎÄ ÍÅ ÓÏÍÅ ÐÏÒË ÆÒÉÅÄ ÒÉÃÅ ÁÎÄ ÅÇÇ ÒÏÌÌÓ ÉÎ Á ÊÉÆÆÙȢ )ȭÍ ÓÏ 

ÈÕÎÇÒÙ ) ÃÏÕÌÄ ÅÁÔ Á ÎÕÎȭÓ ÁÒÓÅ ÔÈÒÏÕÇÈ Á ÃÏÎÖÅÎÔ ÇÁÔÅȢȱ 



 
Cowboy for Life 

CB Droege 
 
I recall clearly that I was sitting on my sister's lap in front of the television. We were watching 

a cartoon together. She would have been nine years old, but she doesn't remember this at all. She 
doesn't remember what she was doing at the time, but she doesn't think it was this. I don't either, 
really. The newscaster broke into the show to tell us that the president had been shot. In my 
memory, I knew why that was so important, why that was something for my sister to call my 
mother in from the kitchen to see. They were both so worried, and we watched the story unfold. 

Analysts came and went from the television, most of them making noises about how short a 
time this president has been in office and speculations about motive. There is no talk of Jodie Foster 
in my memory. After an interminable amount of time, the television told us that the president was 
okay, and the cartoons returned, and my mother returned to dinner preparation. 

I know it can't be real. The timeline doesn't make any sense. In March of 1981, I would have 
only been seven-months-old. But, I remember it so clearly. Perhaps I'm remembering a dream or 
I'm remembering someone else's story. 

I remember - more realistically - my disbelief, even indignation when I was 8 years old and it 
was time to choose a new president. Reagan had been president for my entire life; I hadn't realized 
that that was something that would change. We'd learned about past presidents in school, the few 
years that I'd attended so far we'd talked about George Washington and Abraham Lincoln, at least - 
not their actual legacies, of course, more about cherry trees and log cabins - but I hadn't really been 
paying attention, and I certainly hadn't made the connection that it meant Reagan would not always 
be in charge. I surely didn't take note in 1984 when Reagan had been re-elected. 

This was nearly an existential crisis for 8-year-old me. My parents were the highest authority 
in my life, and the only person more authoritative that I knew the name of was Ronald Reagan. If 
this foundational, permanent thing can change, what else can change? I started asking about other 
permanent figures in my life. Will a new person be elected to the post of school principal someday? 
What about the crossing-guard on my street and the postal delivery guy? My Parents?! What about 
me? Can my family elect a new son?! 

Concern struck me that nothing was truly permanent. That no place or position or person 
would ever be a true fixture the way I thought they could be previous to that moment. I still didn't 
really understand or pay attention to the presidential election cycle, that wouldn't happen for 
another 8 years. I had enough to think about already. 



 
Mr. Doolittle 

D.S. Levy 
 

Even the dogs want to lick my skin. Even the mongrels come running, their sloppy wet 
tongues drooling their affections. And the cats -- they can't wait to knead on me with their soft 
padded paws like I'm a pillow of dough that would rise just for them. Birds smash against the 
picture window thinking I'm standing on the other side. Snakes push themselves onto the cement 
sidewalk for my benefit, soaking up the heat the whole of the day until I can come along and step 
gingerly over them, sending the languid ropes slithering into deep grass. And the animals in the zoo 
-- don't even get me started. When I walk through the gates the peacock ruffles her plumage, the sea 
lions clap and dive, the sloths start spinning around, and the bats in the bat exhibit echolocate my 
whereabouts sweeping frantically in the dark until I arrive, the light of their day.  

 And you?  
 You stand there by the tree gazing into your glowing smartphone, neck bent, ears keen to 

multitask: somehow you know it's me when I walk into your personal space -- maybe I block 
daylight, cast a shadow over your precious screen. You don't look, flick your eyebrows and say, 
"What's up?" and when you follow me across the park to the picnic table even a mosquito wants to 
light on my skin. Of course, I don't slap her away. I let her suck my blood. She needs it to make her 
eggs. Her prick stings just a little, a small price to pay. I'm hoping she'll land on you next, our blood 
commingling ÉÎ ÈÅÒ ÂÅÌÌÙȢ )ͻÌÌ ÂÅÔ ÙÏÕ ÄÉÄÎͻÔ ËÎÏ× ÏÎÌÙ ÆÅÍÁÌÅ ÍÏÓÑÕÉÔÏȭÓ ÄÒÉÎË ÂÌÏÏÄȢ 'ÏÏÇÌÅ ÉÔȟ ÉÔȭÓ 
true.  



 
Boo  

           Lynsey Morandin 
 
4ÈÅÒÅȭÓ Á ÍÏÎÓÔÅÒ ÉÎ ÙÏÕÒ ÒÏÏÍ ÁÎÄ ÙÏÕ ÃÁÎȭÔ ÆÉÇÈÔ ÉÔ ÁÎÙÍÏÒÅ ɀ ÙÏÕ ËÎÏ× ÈÅȭÓ ÔÈÅÒÅȢ 
It will start in the closet, small noisÅÓ ËÅÅÐÉÎÇ ÙÏÕ Á×ÁËÅ ÁÔ ÎÉÇÈÔȟ ÁÎ ÕÎÅÁÓÉÎÅÓÓ ÙÏÕ ÃÁÎȭÔ 

ÑÕÉÔÅ ÓÈÁËÅȢ 9ÏÕȭÌÌ ÓÅÅ ÓÍÁÌÌ ÆÌÉÃËÅÒÓ ÏÆ ÈÉÍ ÒÉÇÈÔ ÂÅÆÏÒÅ ÙÏÕ ÔÕÒÎ ÔÈÅ ÌÉÇÈÔ ÏÎȟ ÔÏÏ ÑÕÉÃË ÔÏ ËÎÏ× ÆÏÒ 
ÓÕÒÅȢ ! ÓÈÁÄÏ× ÔÈÁÔ ÓÕÄÄÅÎÌÙ ÄÉÓÁÐÐÅÁÒÓȟ ÏÎÅ ÔÈÁÔ ÃÏÕÌÄȭÖÅ ÊÕÓÔ ÂÅÅÎ ÔÈÅ ×ÁÙ ÙÏÕ ÈÕÎÇ ÙÏÕÒ ÓÈÉÒÔȢ 
The only evidence a scratch inside the door and the matted down carpet. 

9ÏÕȭÒÅ ÁÌ×ÁÙÓ ÂÅÔÔÅÒ ÓÁÆÅ ÔÈÁÎ ÓÏÒÒÙȢ 9ÏÕȭÌÌ ÌÅÁÖÅ Á ÃÈÁÉÒ ÐÒÏÐÐÅÄ ÕÐ ÉÎ ÆÒÏÎÔ ÏÆ ÔÈÅ ÃÌÏÓÅÔ 
ÄÏÏÒȟ ÔÅÌÌ ÙÏÕÒÓÅÌÆ ÉÔȭÓ ÂÅÃÁÕÓÅ ÙÏÕȭÒÅ ÔÏÏ ÌÁÚÙ ÔÏ ÄÒÁÇ ÉÔ ÂÁÃË ÔÏ ×ÈÅÒÅ ÉÔ ÃÁÍÅ ÆÒÏÍȢ "Õt the problem 
is never the monster in your closet, hidden away behind your dresses and desperate to never be 
ÆÏÕÎÄ ÏÕÔȢ 4ÈÅ ÐÒÏÂÌÅÍ ÉÓ ×ÈÅÎ ÙÏÕÒ ÍÏÎÓÔÅÒ ÃÁÎȭÔ ÈÉÄÅ anymore ×ÈÅÎ ÉÔ ÄÏÅÓÎȭÔ ×ÁÎÔ ÔÏȢ 4ÈÅ 
problem is when you awake in the middle of the night, your closet door ajar and your monster 
growing more daring.  

)Î ÔÈÅ ÍÏÒÎÉÎÇ ÙÏÕȭÌÌ ÍÁËÅ ÂÒÅÁËÆÁÓÔ ÁÎÄ ÆÉÎÄ ÓÈÅÌÌÓ ÏÆ ÅÇÇÓ ÙÏÕ ÎÅÖÅÒ ÁÔÅ ÉÎ ÔÈÅ ÔÒÁÓÈȢ 4ÈÅÒÅ 
will be water on your bathroom floor, the puddle just larger than your own foot. The scent of smoke 
ÌÉÎÇÅÒÓȟ ÂÕÔ ÙÏÕȭÒÅ ÎÅÖÅÒ ÁÂÌÅ ÔÏ ÁÉÒ ÙÏÕÒ ÈÏÕÓÅ ÏÕÔ ÂÅÃÁÕÓÅ ÙÏÕÒ ÂÌÉÎÄÓ ×ÏÎȭÔ ÓÔÁÙ ÏÐÅÎ ÎÏ ÍÁÔÔÅÒ 
ÈÏ× ÍÁÎÙ ÔÉÍÅÓ ÙÏÕ ÔÕÇ ÁÔ ÔÈÅÍȢ 4ÈÅ ÓÔÒÉÎÇ ÉÓ ÂÒÏËÅÎȟ ÔÈÏÕÇÈȟ ÙÏÕȭÌÌ ÔÅÌÌ yourself, never 
acknowledging that your monster prefers the dark. 

7ÈÅÎ ÙÏÕ ÈÅÁÒ ÔÈÁÔ ÓÃÒÁÔÃÈÉÎÇȟ ÔÈÁÔ ÔÉÃËÉÎÇȟ ÔÈÁÔ ÓÏÕÎÄ ÔÈÁÔȭÓ ÃÏÍÉÎÇ ÆÒÏÍ ÓÏÍÅ×ÈÅÒÅ ÉÎÓÉÄÅ 
ÙÏÕÒ ÒÏÏÍȟ ÙÏÕȭÌÌ ÒÏÌÌ ÏÖÅÒȟ ÐÕÌÌ ÔÈÅ ÃÏÖÅÒÓ ÔÏ ÙÏÕÒ ÔÈÒÏÁÔ ÁÎÄ ÔÅÌÌ ÙÏÕÒÓÅÌÆ ÉÔȭÓ ÊÕÓÔ Á ÔÒÉÃË Ïf the 
ÉÍÁÇÉÎÁÔÉÏÎȢ 9ÏÕȭÌÌ ÔÅÌÌ ÙÏÕÒÓÅÌÆ ÔÈÁÔ ×ÈÁÔ ÙÏÕ ÆÅÅÌ ÁÇÁÉÎÓÔ ÔÈÅ ÂÁÒÅ ÓËÉÎ ÏÆ ÙÏÕÒ ÎÅÃË ÉÓ ÊÕÓÔ ÔÈÅ ÈÅÁÔ 
ÆÒÏÍ ÔÈÅ ÖÅÎÔ ÁÂÏÖÅ ÙÏÕȢ 4ÈÅ ÃÒÅÁËÓ ÉÎ ÔÈÅ ÆÌÏÏÒÂÏÁÒÄÓ ÁÒÅ ÊÕÓÔ ÂÅÃÁÕÓÅ ÉÔȭÓ ÁÎ ÏÌÄ ÈÏÕÓÅȢ "ÕÔ ÄÅÅÐ 
inside you know that the quick caress you feeÌ ÁÇÁÉÎÓÔ ÙÏÕÒ ÃÈÅÅË ÉÓÎȭÔ ÙÏÕÒ ÂÌÁÎËÅÔ ÓÈÉÆÔÉÎÇȟ ÉÔȭÓ 
him, reaching up from below your bed and across your mattress. 

9ÏÕÒ ÍÏÎÓÔÅÒȭÓ ÂÒÅÁÔÈ ×ÉÌÌ ÓÍÅÌÌ ÌÉËÅ ÂÏÕÒÂÏÎ ÁÎÄ #ÏËÅȢ 9ÏÕȭÌÌ ÔÈÉÎË ÙÏÕ ÈÅÁÒ ÈÉÍ ÉÎ ÔÈÅ 
walls, in the low guttural growl of your neighborȭÓ 46Ȣ (ÅȭÌÌ ÇÒÏ× ÁÎÇÒÉÅÒ ×ÉÔÈ ÅÖÅÒÙ ÎÉÇÈÔ ÔÈÁÔ ÙÏÕ 
ÄÏÎȭÔ ÁÃËÎÏ×ÌÅÄÇÅ ÈÉÍȟ ÇÒÏ× ÂÏÌÄÅÒ ÉÎ ÈÉÓ ÁÔÔÅÍÐÔÓ ÔÏ ÇÅÔ ÙÏÕ ÔÏ ÂÅÌÉÅÖÅȢ "ÕÔ ÙÏÕ ÃÁÎȭÔ ÒÕÎ ÁÎÄ ÙÏÕ 
ËÎÏ× ÉÔȢ 4ÈÁÔȭÓ ×ÈÁÔ ÈÅ ×ÁÎÔÓȟ ÙÏÕÒ ÍÏÎÓÔÅÒȢ 4ÈÁÔȭÓ ×ÈÁÔ ÔÈÅÙ ÁÌ×ÁÙÓ ×ÁÎÔȢ (Å ×ÁÎÔÓ ÙÏÕ ÔÏ ÌÏÃË 
all the ÄÏÏÒÓ ÂÅÈÉÎÄ ÙÏÕȟ ÔÏ ËÅÅÐ ÔÈÅ ÌÉÇÈÔÓ ÏÎ ÁÎÄ ÔÅÌÌ ÙÏÕÒÓÅÌÆ ÉÔȭÓ ÂÅÃÁÕÓÅ ÙÏÕ ÊÕÓÔ ÆÏÒÇÏÔȢ (Å ×ÁÎÔÓ 
you to run into the bathroom with nothing but your own weight to barricade against the door. 
Monsters, all they want is to scare you, to see your knees clacking together as you tremble, to force 
that scream from the pit of your stomach. 

3Ï ÅÖÅÒÙ ÎÉÇÈÔ ÙÏÕ ×ÁÉÔ ÂÅÃÁÕÓÅ ÔÈÁÔȭÓ ÁÌÌ ÙÏÕ ÃÁÎ ÄÏȢ 9ÏÕȭÌÌ ËÎÏ× ÈÅȭÓ ÃÏÍÉÎÇ ÂÙ ÔÈÅ ÓÏÕÎÄÓ 
of glass shattering outside your bedroom door, by heavy footsteps moving much too quickly down 
the hall. Grinding teeth. The crack of knuckles as hands clench into fists. But the worst part is when 
ÔÈÅÒÅȭÓ ÎÏ ÓÏÕÎÄ ÁÔ ÁÌÌȟ ×ÈÅÎ ÔÈÅ ÁÉÒ ÉÎ ÔÈÅ ÒÏÏÍ ÇÅÔÓ ÓÏ ÔÈÉÃË ÉÔ ÓÔÒÁÎÇÌÅÓ ÙÏÕ ÁÎÄ ÙÏÕ ËÎÏ× ÙÏÕÒ 
monster is there behind you, waiting for you to open your eyes and see him for who he really is. 

4ÈÅÙ ÁÌ×ÁÙÓ ÔÅÌÌ ÙÏÕ ÔÈÅÓÅ ÓÔÏÒÉÅÓ ×ÈÅÎ ÙÏÕȭÒÅ Á ËÉÄȟ ÔÒÙ ÔÏ ÓÃÁÒÅ ÙÏÕȢ 4ÈÅÙ ÌÁÕÇÈ ÁÂÏÕÔ ÉÔȢ "ÕÔ 
×ÈÁÔ ÔÈÅÙ ÄÏÎȭÔ ÅÖÅÒ ÔÅÌÌ ÙÏÕ ÉÓ ÙÏÕȭÒÅ ÎÅÖÅÒ ÔÏÏ ÏÌÄ ÆÏÒ ÍÏÎÓÔÅÒÓȢ 



 

The Econlockhatchee River 

Jeremy Dacruz 

 

An unbearably hot summer in Orlando, the temperature in the upper 90s. It was my first time 
back since I moved to Asheville, NC and I was there to see my old friend, Ben. 

We drank some strong drink, then idly considered how to best occupy the rest of our day. Ben 
suggested we go down to the Econlockhatchee River to cool down. I assumed we would use a canoe, 
but then Ben bizarrely suggested getting a kiddie pool from Wal-Mart. In the huge, horrible store, a 
purgatory of endless aisles, Ben quickly set his sights on an air mattress, and I picked out a kiddie 
ÐÏÏÌȢ 7ÈÙ ÄÉÄÎȭÔ ) ÎÏÔÉÃÅ ÔÈÁÔ "ÅÎ ÄÉÄÎȭÔ ÆÏÌÌÏ× ÈÉÓ Ï×Î ÓÕÇÇÅÓÔÉÏÎȩ !ÎÙ×ÁÙȟ ) ÂÏÕÇÈÔ ÓÏÍÅ ÃÈÅÁÐ 
beer and we were off. 

Near the river, we started pumping up our unconventional vessels. My kiddie pool had a 
strange nozzle that made inflation difficult. After half an hour of work, the kiddie pool barely a third 
inflated, I suggested that we just share the air mattress. Ben, as the veteran, declared that the air 
mattress would indeed be able to hold both our weight and the beer. 

People gave us strange looks. Two guys, one short and fat carrying cheap beer, the other tall 
and lanky toting an inflated air mattress. We walked barefoot on the gravel path, wincing as sharp 
rocks sent stings of pain through our feet. We dodged hanging moss and cypress trees, and then 
crossed a small footbridge, eager to begin. 

At the riverside, we flopped the air mattress into the water. The sky was darkened by an 
approaching storm; the river was a deep, dark, blue. We sat back to back, with the six pack wedged 
between us, water flowing over our hips. We shoved off and let the current take us. 

The water was murky from recent rainfall, its surface completely opaque.  

Ȱ$Ï ÙÏÕ ÔÈÉÎË ÔÈÅÒÅ ÁÒÅ ÁÌÌÉÇÁÔÏÒÓ ÉÎ ÔÈÉÓ ÒÉÖÅÒȩȱ ) ÁÓËÅÄȢ 

!ÆÔÅÒ Á ÌÏÎÇ ÐÁÕÓÅȟ "ÅÎ ÒÅÐÌÉÅÄȟ Ȱ-ÁÙÂÅȩȱ 

I took a swig of beer. 

7Å ÆÌÏÁÔÅÄ ÁÌÏÎÇ ÁÎÄ ÃÁÕÇÈÔ ÕÐ ÏÎ ÅÁÃÈ ÏÔÈÅÒȭÓ ÌÉÖÅÓȢ ) ÂÅÇÁÎ ÒÁÍÂÌÉÎÇȟ ÁÓ ) ÏÆÔÅÎ ÄÏȟ ÁÂÏÕÔ ÔÈÅ 
constant ups and downs of my love life, my recent move to North Carolina, and my family vacation 
to Ireland. Ben then imparted some sage advice about how to maintain long distance relationships 
as he had just returned from a summer in Bulgaria with the Presbyterians. The banks were sandy 
and lined with sagging trees. Our craft lilted along, and while the dark sky created a tunnel effect, 
we drifted towards our destination. 

By the time we had reached the rope swing, a spot we always favored in the past, we only had 
two beers left and had taken to using the empty bottles as especially awkward, makeshift oars. I 
noticed that the waters had risen so high that the beach on the opposite bank was completely 
underwater. The darkened, swollen river had a post-ÁÐÏÃÁÌÙÐÔÉÃ ÁÕÒÁȟ ÁÎÄ ×Å ×ÅÒÅ ÐÉÌÏÔÉÎÇ .ÏÁÈȭÓ 
Ark with empty bottles of IceHouse. 

We docked our air mattress against the riverbank and Ben, determined to use the rope swing, 
climbed ashore using the roots of a massive cypress. Just as I was about to do the same, with the 
rope swing dangling above me like a carrot on the end of a string, I heard splashing, turned my 
head, and saw a big scaly tail flying out from under the water. I scrambled much further ashore. 



 
            Normal watercrafts, such as canoes, have no real problem with gator-infested water. 

%ØÃÅÐÔ ×Å ÄÉÄÎȭÔ ÈÁÖÅ Á ÎÏÒÍÁÌ ×ÁÔÅÒÃÒÁÆÔȢ 

            After twenty minutes of staring intently at the water, we had convinced ourselves that 
the gator had moved on, boarded our air mattress and began to paddle across the river. Just after 
×Å ÇÏÔ ÔÏ ÔÈÅ ÍÉÄÐÏÉÎÔ ÂÅÔ×ÅÅÎ ÔÈÅ Ô×Ï ÓÈÏÒÅÓȟ Á ÇÁÔÏÒȭÓ ÅÙÅÓ ÐÏÐÐÅÄ above the water, then back 
below 5 feet in front of me. I shrieked Hail Maries, my Catholic faith surging. We thrashed, and Ben 
sputtered that alligators are shore predators. We flung ourselves ashore, and Ben climbed up first, 
then I followed, dragging the mattress with me. 

            "ÁÃË ÏÎ ÔÈÅ ÐÁÔÈȟ ×ÈÉÃÈ ÉÓ ×ÉÔÈÉÎ Á ÆÅ× ÆÅÅÔ ÏÆ ÔÈÅ ÒÉÖÅÒÂÁÎËȟ "ÅÎ ÍÕÓÅÄȟ Ȱ) ÄÏÎȭÔ ËÎÏ× 
if this makes it better or worse, but that might have been one gator following us, or multiple ÇÁÔÏÒÓȢȱ 
I was thankful to be back on a familiar trail that I knew would lead us to the parking lot. 

We journeyed back to the car, over the bridge, hearts racing and nerves shot. Our lives, 
normally sequestered within the world of undergraduate academia, were just interrupted by 
something extraordinary. We lived lives oriented towards boosting one's resume, networking, and 
making perfectly mundane choices. We were fools, but many youthful decisions, fraught with 
danger, are misguided attempts at heroism. The heroic change the world, but fools become 
tragedies. We, not dead, arrived at the car feeling like heroes. We experienced the river. We were 
friends. We out-navigated alligators, sort of. We were convinced that day God protects fools, 
drunks, and children. We were all three. Well, maybe not drunks. 



 
An Absence of Stars 

Alison McBain 
 
 The two girls are arguing over a toy from the dollar store, a cheap plastic lizard that is now 

missing three toes and the tip of its tail. It is a shade of purple not normally found in nature, with 
glowing green eyes faded from smudged fingerprints. Gigi splits the air with her scream, and the 
mother look over at her cell phone lying discarded on the desk atop a pile of papers and books. 

 The phone does not ring. 
 Ȱ7ÈÏ ÈÁÄ ÉÔ ÆÉÒÓÔȩȱ ÁÓËÓ ÔÈÅ ÍÏÔÈÅÒȢ ) ÓÈÏÕÌÄ ÓÁÙ ÍÅ--I am the mother, but I am seeing this 

scene from a remove, from behind the faded lens of exhaustion. Gigi--not her real name, of course, 
ÂÕÔ ÓÏ ÎÉÃËÎÁÍÅÄ ÂÅÃÁÕÓÅ ÈÅÒ ÙÏÕÎÇÅÒ ÓÉÓÔÅÒ ÃÏÕÌÄ ÎÏÔ ÓÁÙ Ȱ'ÅÏÒÇÉÎÁȱ--makes the exaggerated 
ÍÏÎÓÔÅÒ ÆÁÃÅ ÔÈÁÔ ÓÈÅȭÓ ÂÅÅÎ ÐÒÁÃÔÉÃÉÎÇ ÉÎ ÔÈÅ ÍÉÒÒÏÒ ÆÏÒ Á ×ÅÅËȢ 7ÈÅÎ ÓÈÅ ÔÈÉÎËÓ )ȭÍ ÎÏÔ ÌÏÏËÉÎÇȟ 
ÌÉËÅ ×ÈÅÎ ÓÈÅȭÓ ÂÒÕÓÈÉÎÇ ÈÅÒ ÔÅÅÔÈȟ ÓÈÅ ×ÉÌÌ Ô×ÉÓÔ ÈÅÒ ÌÉÐÓ ÁÎÄ ÈÅÒ ÅÙÅÂÒÏ×Ó ÕÐ ÁÎÄ ÏÕÔ ÁÎÄ ÍÁËÅ 
fierce little growling sounds. 

 Ȱ5ÓÅ ÙÏÕÒ ×ÏÒÄÓȟȱ ) ÓÁÙȢ Ȱ.ÏÔ ÙÏÕÒ ÈÁÎÄÓȢȱ 3ÍÁÌÌ ÈÁÎÄÓ ÔÕÇÇÉÎÇ ÁÔ ÔÈÅ ÔÏÙȟ ÔÈÅ ÔÉÐÓ ÏÆ ÈÅÒ 
fingernails dark with god-knows-×ÈÁÔȢ Ȱ"ÅÄÔÉÍÅȟȱ ) ÔÅÌÌ ÔÈÅÍ Á ÍÉÎÕÔÅ ÌÁÔÅÒȢ ! ÓÔÒÅÁÍ ÏÆ ÐÒÏÔÅÓÔȟ Á 
continuing half-ÈÏÕÒ ×ÈÉÎÅ ÔÈÁÔ ÌÁÓÔÓ ÔÈÒÏÕÇÈ ÔÏÏÔÈ ÂÒÕÓÈÉÎÇȟ ÂÁÔÈ ÔÉÍÅȟ ÓÔÏÒÙ ÔÉÍÅ ɉȰ*ÕÓÔ ÏÎÅ ÍÏÒÅȦ 
Daddy always reads two--ȱɊ ÁÎÄ ÈÕÇÓ ÁÎÄ ËÉÓÓÅÓ ÁÎÄ ÎÏÓÅÙ-nosey and one last sip of water and 
ÆÉÎÁÌÌÙȟ ÌÉÇÈÔÓ ÏÕÔȢ ɉȰ"ÕÔ $ÁÄÄÙ ÁÌ×ÁÙÓ ÌÅÔÓ ÕÓ--ȱɊ 

 The phone does not ring. 
 I sit in front of the television, flipping channels. Crime drama, crime drama, sports, news, a 

ÍÏÖÉÅ )ȭÖÅ ÓÅÅÎ Á ÍÉÌÌÉÏÎ ÔÉÍÅÓȟ ÂÕÔ ) ÐÁÕÓÅ Át it anyway. The lure of the familiar, the comfort in 
knowing that the next minute, she will walk through the door and hate the man she sees there on 
sight, hate him with an undying passion that will shortly turn to love and flowers and white 
weddings and babies and happy, happy, happy ever after. 

 The movie ends, and I get up and wash the dishes in the sink. On a stack of bowls, there is 
crusted-on neon orange that bears only a passing resemblance to cheese, but more of a 
resemblance to the last time the lÉÔÔÌÅ ÏÎÅ ×ÁÓ ÓÉÃË ÁÎÄ ÓÈÅ ÄÉÄÎȭÔ ÑÕÉÔÅ ÍÁËÅ ÉÔ ÔÏ ÔÈÅ ÔÏÉÌÅÔȟ ÁÎÄ ) 
spent an hour on my hands and knees wondering how such a little body could produce such mass 
quantities of vomit. 

 The phone does not ring. 
 Upstairs, I count the seconds in my head as I turn on the electronic toothbrush. One potato, 

two potato, three potato, four. I linger longest on my front teeth. If all my back teeth rotted and fell 
out, my front teeth would still be shining like the moon every time I smiled, because appearances 
are so important to maintain. 

 The right side of the bed is stark with an untouched pillow, an unmussed sheet. I get into the 
left side of the bed and rest my head on my arm. I will wake in the middle of the night with my hand 
like a dead piece of meat and shake it until some life returns. But then I will put it back under my 
head, under my pillow, and my circulation will be cut off again, until the morning light wakes me 
and I can fix the problem ÉÎ ÔÈÅ ÓÁÍÅ ×ÁÙȟ ÎÏÔ ËÎÏ×ÉÎÇ ×ÈÁÔ ÅÌÓÅ ÔÏ ÄÏȢ -ÁÙÂÅ ) ÓÈÏÕÌÄÎȭÔ ×Áit that 
long--maybe I should just chop off my hand, not waiting for the numbness to overtake me. 

 The phone does not ring. 
I close my eyes. Behind them, I see black--only black. Infinity without color, an endless 

expanse without light. There is no hate, no passion, no happy ever after. After all the absentee 
nights, nothing remains in that space anymore. Not a single star left to wish on. 



 
4ÈÅ /ÎÃÏÌÏÇÉÓÔȭÓ -ÉÓÔÒÅÓÓ 

Christopher Woods 
 
Finally, he had no choice but to leave her, though he would never forget her eccentric clothes, 

deep laugh, her perfume or her tongue that led him down the road to ecstasy and back. The smell of 
her skin would follow him until his death, and maybe beyond. 

Yet he knew he would never forgive himself for abandoning her like she was, would always 
remember her deep longing eyes that always begged for more. 

She was ill, terminal he knew. He imagined darkness spreading inside her, cell by cell, 
on a silent march to oblivion. He thought he felt the sheets on her bed blackening around their 

embrace, enveloping them both. It had been the same with his wife years before. 
He could not live with such a thing again. And then, what if he too became ill? 
Constant hand washing, swallowing hundreds of vitamins, even going so far as to inject 

himself with his own licensed poisons, nothing could alleviate his fear, irrational or not, of himself 
dying. 

He turned both blind eyes to everyone around him, gave up his treacherous practice, 
He became a loner, and then finally disappeared. Weeks later he was discovered, nude and 

dirty in a closet in an old, rundown hotel upstate, babbling about her, her smell, her laughter. 
Always the good oncologist, he had never planned on an illness that took his mind but left his 

body alone, much like one abandons a lover.  



 
Butter Pecan 
Dan Nielsen 

            
Hattie dialed the Flash Cab number. Tim answered. 
            Ȱ&ÌÁÓÈ #ÁÂȢȱ 
            Ȱ9ÅÓȟ ) ËÎÏ×Ȣ 3ÅÎÄ Á ÃÁÂ ÔÏ ρψρτ #ÅÎÔÅÒ 3ÔÒÅÅÔȢȱ 
            Tim recognized the voice and address. 
            Ȱ$ÅÓÔÉÎÁÔÉÏÎȩȱ 
Tim knew that, too, but it was his job to ask. 
Ȱ2ÁÎÓÏÍȭÓ $ÒÕÇÓȢ 4ÈÅ ÃÏÒÎÅÒ ÏÆ #ÅÎÔÅÒ ÁÎÄ 7ÉÓÃÏÎÓÉÎȢȱ 
            Out of habit, Tim jotted down both addresses. This was a two block ride. Minimum fare. 

All she wanted was a pint of ice-cream. This happened every Saturday. 
Ȱ&ÉÇÕÒÅ ÔÅÎ ÏÒ ÆÉÆÔÅÅÎ ÍÉÎÕÔÅÓȢȱ 
            Ȱ7ÈÙ ÓÏ ÌÏÎÇȩȱ 
            Ȱ"ÅÃÁÕÓÅ ÔÈÅ ÃÌÏÓÅÓÔ ÁÖÁÉÌÁÂÌÅ ÃÁÂ ÉÓ ÔÅÎ ÏÒ ÆÉÆÔÅÅÎ ÍÉÎÕÔÅÓ Á×ÁÙȢȱ  
            Ȱ) ÄÏÎȭÔ ÌÉËÅ ÙÏÕÒ ÔÏÎÅȟ ÙÏÕÎÇ ÍÁÎȢȱ 
            Ȱ3ÏÒÒÙȢȱ 
            Ȱ/ËÁÙȟ ÂÕÔ ÔÅÌÌ ÔÈÅ ÄÒÉÖÅÒ ÔÏ ÈÕÒÒÙȢȱ 
Hattie returned the phone to the receiver. She went to the window and moved the curtain 

aside. There was an open space in front of her apartment building. The cab would park and beep 
two short beeps. 

7ÁÔÃÈÉÎÇ ×ÏÕÌÄÎȭÔ ÍÁËÅ ÔÈÅ ÃÁÂ ÁÒÒÉÖÅ ÁÎÙ ÓÏÏÎÅÒȢ (ÁÔÔÉÅ ÄÉÄÎȭÔ ÎÅÅÄ ÔÈÅ ÔÏÉÌÅÔȟ ÂÕÔ ÓÈÅ 
walked to the bathroom anyway and closed and locked the door behind her. She sat awhile, just in 
case. After a minute, when nothing happened, Hattie got up and washed her hands. She brushed her 
hair and applÉÅÄ ÌÉÐÓÔÉÃËȢ 3ÈÅ ×ÁÓ ÌÅÁÖÉÎÇ ÔÈÅ ÈÏÕÓÅȢ )ÔȭÓ ÉÍÐÏÒÔÁÎÔ ÔÏ ÁÌ×ÁÙÓ ÌÏÏË ÙÏÕÒ ÂÅÓÔȢ   

            Hattie was back at the window again when the cab arrived. She glanced at the clock. 
Eleven minutes had passed. She wondered if the driver could see her. She stepped away and let the 
curtain fall back into place. She was startled by the beeps. But only for a moment. She turned the 
porch light on to let the driver know she was coming.   

            Dave Ransom, in his pharmacist whites, saw the cab pull up and stop. It was the woman 
from down the street who came in every Saturday for a pint of ice-cream. There was a bell above 
the door. It rang when Hattie opened it, and again when it closed behind her. Hattie went directly to 
the freezer and chose a pint of butter pecan. Her favorite.     

            Back home, Hattie put on a nightgown and got under the covers with the ice-cream and 
a spoon. She picked up the phone. She dialed the number for the Woodlawn Nursing Home, and 
ÔÈÅÎ ÔÈÅ ÅØÔÅÎÓÉÏÎ ÆÏÒ 2ÉÌÅÙȭÓ ÒÏÏÍȢ 

Riley answered. 
            Ȱ(ÅÌÌÏȩȱ 
            Ȱ(ÅÌÌÏȟ ÄÅÁÒȢȱ 
            Ȱ(ÅÌÌÏȩȱ 
            Ȱ2ÉÌÅÙȟ ÉÔȭÓ ÍÅȟ (ÁÔÔÉÅȢȱ 
            Ȱ(ÅÌÌÏȩȱ 
            Ȱ$ÅÁÒȟ ÉÔȭÓ ÓÏ ÇÏÏÄ ÔÏ ÈÅÁÒ ÙÏÕÒ ÖÏÉÃÅȢȱ 
            Ȱ(ÁÔÔÉÅȩȱ 
            Ȱ9ÅÓȟ ÄÅÁÒȢ )ÔȭÓ ÍÅȢ )ȭÍ (ÁÔÔÉÅȢȱ 



 
The Verge 

Corey Niles 
 
Ȱ#ÏÍÅ ÄÏ×Î ÆÒÏÍ ÔÈÅÒÅȟȱ ÓÃÒÅÁÍÅÄ Á ÆÌÕÓÔÅÒÅÄ ÍÁÎ ÉÎ ÔÈÅ ÃÒÏ×Ä ÂÅÌÏ×Ȣ  
Valerie sat on the window ledge of her fifth-floor apartment. A small group had gathered 

below, screaming out words of comfort and hesitation. Mr. Cowart pounded on the door. She had 
ÂÌÏÃËÅÄ ÔÈÅ ÅÎÔÒÁÎÃÅ ×ÉÔÈ ÈÅÒ ÄÒÅÓÓÅÒȢ 6ÁÌÅÒÉÅ ÄÉÄÎȭÔ ×ÁÎÔ ÔÏ ÂÅ ÓÁÖÅÄȢ 3ÈÅ ÄÉÄÎȭÔ ÄÅÓÅÒÖÅ ÔÏ ÂÅ 
saved.  

-ÏÍÍÙȦ )ȭÍ ÈÕÎÇÒÙȦ 
6ÁÌÅÒÉÅ ÎÅÖÅÒ ×ÁÎÔÅÄ ÔÏ ÂÅ Á ÍÏÔÈÅÒȢ %ØÐÅÒÉÅÎÃÉÎÇ ÔÈÅ ÐÁÉÎ ÏÆ Á ÄÁÍÁÇÅÄ ÍÏÔÈÅÒȭÓ ÉÎÆÌÕÅÎÃÅ 

ÆÉÒÓÔÈÁÎÄȟ 6ÁÌÅÒÉÅ Ó×ÏÒÅ ÓÈÅ ×ÏÕÌÄ ÎÅÖÅÒ ÄÏ ÉÔȢ *ÁÍÅÓ ×ÁÎÔÅÄ ËÉÄÓȢ ,ÅÔȭÓ ÊÕÓÔ ÆÉÌÌ ÔÈÅ ÈÏÕÓÅ ×ÉÔÈ Á 
×ÈÏÌÅ ÂÕÎÃÈ ÏÆ ÔÈÅÍȢ ,ÅÔȭÓ ÊÕÓÔ ÂÅ ÈÁÐÐÙȢ 4ÈÅÙ ÈÁÄ Ô×Ï ÃÈÉÌÄÒÅÎ Âefore James was drafted. Then 
everything changed.  

Ȱ%ÖÅÒÙ ÌÉÆÅ ÉÓ ÐÒÅÃÉÏÕÓȟȱ ÙÅÌÌÅÄ Á ×ÏÍÁÎ ÂÅÌÏ×Ȣ  
Valerie got the call on Thursday. Thursday, December 25th. It was snowing. Not as bad as it 

was now, but it was snowing. She was making hot chocolate for the kids. Thomas liked one 
marshmallow in his hot chocolate. Samantha liked a little milk in hers. Valerie prepared their 
ÄÒÉÎËÓȟ ÈÁÎÄÅÄ ÔÈÅÍ ÔÈÅÉÒ ×ÁÒÍ 3ÉÐÐÙ ÃÕÐÓȟ ÁÎÄ ×ÅÎÔ ÔÏ ÈÅÒ ÒÏÏÍȢ 3ÈÅ ÄÉÄÎȭÔ ÃÏÍÅ ÏÕÔ ÆÏÒ Ô×Ï 
weeks.  

MOMMY! 
)Î ÔÈÁÔ ÒÏÏÍȟ 6ÁÌÅÒÉÅ ×ÁÓÎȭÔ Á ÍÏÔÈÅÒȢ 3ÈÅ ×ÁÓÎȭÔ ÅÖÅÎ Á ×ÉÆÅȢ 6ÁÌÅÒÉÅ ×ÁÓ Á ×ÉÄÏ×Ȣ ! ×ÉÄÏ×Ȣ 

The term was so strange to her. Widow. It changed who she was. Now she was supposed to be 
strong. Not happy. Not sad. Not human. Just strong.  

Ȱ4ÁËÅ ÍÙ ÈÁÎÄȢȱ 
Valerie looked back into the apartment. A woman was standing in the middle of the living 

room. She was wearing a black pantsuit and her dark hair was pulled back in a tight bun. She looked 
at Valerie and smiled warmly.  

Ȱ(Ï× ÄÉÄ ÙÏÕ ÇÅÔ ÉÎ ÈÅÒÅȩȱ 6ÁÌÅÒÉÅ ÌÏÏËÅÄ behind the woman at the door. The dresser was still 
in its place.  

Ȱ4ÈÁÔ ÄÏÅÓÎȭÔ ÍÁÔÔÅÒ ÎÏ×Ȣȱ 
Ȱ)Ô ÍÁÔÔÅÒÓ ÔÏ ÍÅȢȱ 6ÁÌÅÒÉÅ ×ÏÎÄÅÒÅÄ ÉÆ ÔÈÅ ×ÏÍÁÎ ×ÁÓ ÏÎÅ ÏÆ ÔÈÏÓÅ ÍÉÎÄ ÄÏÃÔÏÒÓȢ 3ÈÅ ÄÉÄÎȭÔ 

like mind doctors. Her mother had gone to one of them, and a different person came back. Valerie 
remembered watching her just sit at the kitchen table, staring off in the distance at something that 
was unseen and unheard by everyone else. The lights were on, but no one was home.  

MOMMY! 
Ȱ#ÏÍÅ ÏÎ 6ÁÌÅÒÉÅȢ )ÔȭÓ ÔÉÍÅ ÔÏ ÇÏȟȱ ÓÁÉÄ ÔÈÅ ×ÏÍÁÎ ÉÎ ÂÌÁÃËȢ 3ÈÅ outstretched her arm for 

Valerie.  
 Ȱ9ÏÕ ÃÁÎȭÔ ÓÁÖÅ ÍÅȟȱ ÓÁÉÄ 6ÁÌÅÒÉÅȟ ÔÅÁÒÓ ÓÔÒÅÁÍÉÎÇ ÄÏ×Î ÈÅÒ ÆÁÃÅȢ Ȱ) ×ÁÎÔ ÔÏ ÄÉÅȢȱ 
 Ȱ(ÏÎÅÙȟ ÙÏÕȭÒÅ ÁÌÒÅÁÄÙ ÄÅÁÄȢȱ 
 MOMMY 
 Valerie looked down at the pavement. The crowd below had vanished. Her body was 

sprawled out on the sidewalk. Her limbs were unnaturally contorted, twisted in the wrong direction 
at the joints. A pool of blood expanded from her cracked skull in a halo-like formation. If one looked 
closely, a hint of a smile could be seen on her face. 

 Ȱ4ÈÁÎË ÙÏÕȢȱ 6ÁÌÅÒÉÅ ÔÏÏË ÔÈÅ ×ÏÍÁÎȭÓ ÈÁÎÄȢ  
Together, they left.   



 
The Trailer 
The trailer stared back at me. 
Learned to ride a bike on the gravel road. Still have some rocks in my elbow to prove it. Kissed 

Evan Strover in the backyard behind the oak tree, which is now a stump overridden with weeds. 
The white siding had a yellow hue from chain-smoking after school. Not that it is all that noticeable 
with the large orange streaks that trickled down from the rust-riddled tin roof. Held a fist full of 
ÇÒÏÕÎÄ ÂÅÅÆ ÏÖÅÒ -ÏÍȭs swollen eye on the cinderblock steps and pushed Dad through the screen 
door the following night. The same door that closed behind me at eighteen.   

Who knew it would have survived this long.  



 
The Mixed Wires 
Rebecca Harrison 

 
!ÎÎÅȭÓ ÂÒÁÉÎ ÈÁÄ ÓÔÒÁÎÇÅ ×ÉÒÅÓȢ 4ÈÅÙ Ó×ÉÔÃÈÅÄ ÌÉÇÈÔ ÁÎÄ ÄÁÒËȢ 4ÈÅ ÓÕÎ ÓÈÏÎÅ ÇÌÏÏÍȢ 4ÈÅ ÎÉÇÈÔ 

sky was bright. She huddled by her window, wishing on black stars while snow fell like charred 
feathers. In the morning, she walked wintry scenes that looked like smashed coals. She stayed 
ÏÕÔÓÉÄÅ ÔÈÅ ÏÔÈÅÒ ÃÈÉÌÄÒÅÎȭÓ ÇÁÍÅÓȢ 3ÈÅ ÓÔÕÆÆÅÄ ÈÅÒ ÐÏÃËÅÔÓ ×ÉÔÈ ÓÈÅÌÌÓȢ 3ÈÅ ÐÅÅÒÅÄ ÉÎÔÏ ÔÈÅÉÒ ÇÌÏ×Ȣ 
Her steps clattered. At school, she poured ink on carpets and desks and wallowed in its gleam. On 
summer days, she sheltered in wardrobe-light. It smelled of broken coins.  

She grew older. She stopped going to school. She stayed away from the dark day. One evening, 
when her parents slept, she packed a bag with her shells and left. She roamed hushed night streets 
under skies of depthless light. She crept past lamps beaming dinge. She looked for brighter places. 
At the city edge, she found a well. She squeezed into the bucket and lowered it down. Below her, the 
×ÁÔÅÒ ×ÁÓ ÍÅÌÔÅÄ ÃÒÏ×ÎÓȢ 3ÈÅ ÄÉÄÎȭÔ ÓÅÅ ÔÈÅ ÂÌÁÃË ÓÕÎ ÒÉÓÅȢ  

She hunted tunnels. She basked in cave glow. In locked libraries, she scoured books seeking 
brighter worlds. When she found shining pictures of chasms and sea beds, she tore them out and 
stuffed them inside her coat. She read about space. She searched for a rocket. She left earth. Space 
stretched and dazzled like steam-rolled suns. She soared past dark meteors and dim planets. She 
opened a hatch, pushed out the shells, and watched them float away. She found a black hole and 
sailed into its light.  



 
Yeah? Well My Friend CÈÒÉÓ (ÅÍÓ×ÏÒÔÈ 3ÁÙÓ 9ÏÕ !ÉÎȭÔ 3ÈÉÔ 

Nick Gregorio 
 
 7ÈÅÎ #ÈÒÉÓ ÇÅÔÓ Á ÆÅ× ÉÎ ÈÉÍ ) ÃÁÎȭÔ ÕÎÄÅÒÓÔÁÎÄ Á ÄÁÍÎ ×ÏÒÄ ÈÅ ÓÁÙÓȢ !ÌÌ ÓÁ×ÅÄ-off 

!ÕÓÔÒÁÌÉÁÎ ÓÙÌÌÁÂÌÅÓȢ /Éȟ ÏÉȟ ÏÉȟ ÁÎÄ ÁÌÌ ÔÈÁÔȟ ËÎÏ× ×ÈÁÔ )ȭÍ ÓÁÙÉÎÇȩ 
 ! ÃÏÕÐÌÅ ÍÏÒÅ ÁÎÄ ÈÅȭÓ ÓÈÏ×ÉÎÇ ÍÅ ÐÉÃÔÕÒÅÓ ÏÆ ÈÉÓ ×ÉÆÅ ÔÅÌÌÉÎÇ ÍÅ )ȭÌÌ ÎÅÖÅÒ ÇÅÔ Á ×ÏÍÁÎ 
like that. 
 )ȭÌÌ ÓÁÙȟ Ȱ4ÁÌË !ÍÅÒÉÃÁÎȢȱ 
 !ÎÄ ÈÅȭÌÌ ÓÁÙȟ Ȱ$ÅÁÔÈ ÁÎÄ ÔÁØÅÓȟ ÐÁÒÔÎÅÒȟ ÙÅÅÈÁ×ȟȱ ÍÁËÉÎÇ ÓÕÒÅ ÅÖÅÒÙÏÎÅ ÈÅÁÒÓ ÉÔȢ  
 )ȭÌÌ ÔÅÌÌ ÈÉÍ ÈÅ ÈÁÓ Á ÄÉÓÔÉÎÃÔ ÁÄÖÁÎÔÁÇÅȢ Ȱ9ÏÕȭÒÅ ÆÕÃËÉÎÇ 4ÈÏÒȟȱ )ȭÌÌ ÓÁÙȢ 
 Another photo on ÈÉÓ ÐÈÏÎÅȟ ÁÎÄȟ Ȱ.Ïȟ ÓÈÅȭÓ ÆÕÃËÉÎÇ 4ÈÏÒȢȱ 4ÈÅÎ ÈÅȭÌÌ ÂÅ ÓÌÁÐÐÉÎÇ ÔÈÅ ÔÁÂÌÅȟ 
ÌÁÕÇÈÉÎÇȟ ÓÌÏÓÈÉÎÇ ÂÅÅÒ ÏÕÔ ÏÆ ÏÕÒ ÇÌÁÓÓÅÓ ÏÎÔÏ ÏÕÒ ÆÏÏÄȢ (ÅȭÌÌ ÓÔÁÎÄȟ ÆÌÅØȟ ÓÁÙȟ Ȱ9ÏÕ ÁÒÅȟ ÁÌÌ ÏÆ ÙÏÕȟ 
ÕÎ×ÏÒÔÈÙ ÏÆ ÔÈÅ ×ÅÉÇÈÔ ÏÆ ÍÉÇÈÔÙ -ÊÏÌÎÉÒȢȱ 
 !Ó ÉÆ ÐÅÏÐÌÅ ×ÏÕÌÄÎȭÔ ÂÅ staring by then already. 
 .ÏÔ ÏÎÌÙ ÉÓ 4ÈÏÒ ÉÎ Á ÂÁÒȟ ÈÅȭÓ ÄÒÕÎË ÁÎÄ ÉÎÓÕÌÔÉÎÇ ÈÉÓ ÐÕÄÇÙ !ÍÅÒÉÃÁÎ ÆÒÉÅÎÄ ÉÎ Á ÂÁÒȟ 
swearing enough to blush any face in earshot and showing off semi-nudes of a supermodel. 
 )Ô ×ÏÕÌÄÎȭÔ ÍÁÔÔÅÒ ÔÈÁÔ )ȭÄ ÔÏÌÄ ÈÉÍ ÈÅ ÃÏÕÌÄ ÏÎÌÙ ÈÁÖÅ ÏÎÅ ÂÅÅÒȢ 4ÈÁÔ ÉÔȭÌÌ ÂÅ ÍÙ ÎÉÇÈÔȢ 4ÈÁÔ 
ÈÅȭÌÌ ÂÅ ÍÙ ×ÉÎÇÍÁÎȢ  
 7ÏÕÌÄÎȭÔ ÍÁÔÔÅÒ ÉÆ ÈÅȭÄ ÓÁÉÄȟ Ȱ3ÕÒÅȟ ÓÕÒÅȢ .Ï ×ÏÒÒÉÅÓ ÍÁÔÅȢȱ 
 ) ËÎÏ× ×ÈÁÔ ÔÈÁÔ ÍÅÁÎÓȢ (Å ÓÁÙÓ ÈÅ ÃÁÌÌÓ ÍÅ ÍÁÔÅ ÂÅÃÁÕÓÅ ×ÅȭÒÅ ÆÒÉÅÎÄÓȢ "ÕÔ ×ÈÅÎ ÈÅȭÓ 
shoving me around, grinding his knuckles into my scalp, ranting about my fleeting mortality, it has 
ÔÏ ÂÅ ÆÏÒ ÓÏÍÅ ÏÔÈÅÒ ÒÅÁÓÏÎȢ !ÎÄ ÉÆ ) ×ÅÒÅ ÔÏ ÔÅÌÌ ÈÉÍ ÉÔȭÄ ÂÅ ÂÅÓÔ ÉÆ ÈÅȭÄ ÊÕÓÔ ÐÉÓÓ ÏÎ ÍÙ ÌÅÇ ÁÎÄ ÇÅÔ ÉÔ 
ÏÖÅÒ ×ÉÔÈȟ ÈÅȭÄ ÄÏ ÉÔȟ ÁÎÄ ÔÏÓÓ Á ×ÁÌÌÅÔ-full of foreign cash into the air as an apology and a fuck it.  
 3Ï )ȭÌÌ ÊÕÓÔ ÌÅÔ ÈÉÍ ÄÒÉÎËȟ ÓÁÙȟ Ȱ(Ï× ÁÂÏÕÔ Á ÓÈÏÔȟ /ÄÉÎÓÏÎȩȱ  
 /Òȟ Ȱ!ÎÏÔÈÅÒ ÒÏÕÎÄȟ &ÉÒÓÔ -ÁÔÅ #ÈÁÓÅȩȱ 
 /Òȟ Ȱ(Ï× ÁÂÏÕÔ ÓÏÍÅ ÍÏÒÅ ÔÅÑÕÉÌÁȟ 'ÁÌÅȩȱ 
 He always gets so huffy about his brother landing a major film franchise the same time he 
did. That evÅÒÙÔÈÉÎÇȭÓ ÁÌ×ÁÙÓ ÂÅÅÎ ,ÉÁÍȟ ,ÉÁÍȟ ,ÉÁÍȢ 4ÈÁÔ ÈÉÓ ÂÒÏÔÈÅÒ ÄÅÓÅÒÖÅÓ Á ÎÕÔ ÌÉËÅ -ÉÌÅÙȢ 
4ÈÁÔ ÈÅȭÓ ÍÅÔ *ÅÎÎÉÆÅÒ ,Á×ÒÅÎÃÅ ÏÎÃÅ ÁÎÄ ÓÈÅȭÓ ÎÏÔ ÅÖÅÎ ÒÅÁÌÌÙ ÁÌÌ ÔÈÁÔȢ !ÎÄ ÁÆÔÅÒ that, ÈÅȭÌÌ ÓËÕÌË ÔÏ 
ÔÈÅ ÍÅÎȭÓ ÒÏÏÍ ÓÁÙÉÎÇ ÈÅ ÓÈÏÕÌÄÎȭÔ ÈÁÖÅ ÏÒÄÅÒÅÄ ÔÈÅ ÃÌÁÍÓ ÃÁÓÉÎÏ ÆÒom this pit. Again. 
 4ÈÅÎ ÉÔȭÌÌ ÂÅ ÔÈÅ ÇÕÉÌÔȢ  
 9ÅÁÈȟ #ÈÒÉÓ ÉÓ Á ÊÅÒË ÏÆÆ ÓÏÍÅÔÉÍÅÓȟ ÂÕÔ ÈÅȭÓ ÍÙ ÊÅÒË ÏÆÆȟ ÙÏÕ ËÎÏ×ȩ 3ÕÒÅȟ ÈÅȭÓ ÓÅÎÓÉÔÉÖÅ ÆÏÒ Á 
ÍÁÎ ÏÆ ÈÉÓ ÓÔÁÔÕÒÅȟ ÂÕÔ ×ÈÏ ×ÏÕÌÄÎȭÔ ÂÅȩ 4ÈÅ ÂÏÄÙȟ ÔÈÅ ÌÏÏËÓȟ ÔÈÅ ÆÁÍÅȟ ÔÈÅ ÓÕÐÅÒÍÏÄÅÌ ×ÉÆÅȢ 4ÈÁÔȭÓ 
all good, buÔ ÔÈÁÔȭÓ ÁÌÌ ÐÅÏÐÌÅ ÓÅÅȢ 4ÈÅÒÅȭÓ ÍÏÒÅ ÔÏ #ÈÒÉÓ ÔÈÁÎ ÔÈÁÔȢ 
 )ȭÌÌ ÂÅ ÏÂÌÉÇÅÄ ÔÏ ÆÉÎÄ ÔÈÅ ÂÉÇÇÅÓÔȟ ÔÏÕÇÈÅÓÔ-ÌÏÏËÉÎÇ ÇÕÙ ÉÎ ÔÈÅ ÄÉÖÅ ÁÎÄ ÔÅÌÌ ÈÉÍȟ Ȱ(ÅÙȟ ÙÏÕ 
ÓÁ× ÍÙ ÆÒÉÅÎÄ #ÈÒÉÓȟ ÒÉÇÈÔȩ (Å ÈÁÄ ÓÏÍÅ ÎÁÓÔÙ ÓÈÉÔ ÔÏ ÓÁÙ ÁÂÏÕÔ ÙÏÕȟ ÍÁÎȢ ) ÓÈÏÕÌÄÎȭÔ ÅÖÅÎ ÒÅÐÅÁÔ 
ÉÔȢȱ   
 (ÅȭÄ ÓÔÁÎÄ ÁÌÌ "ÒÕÔ ÁÎÄ ÔÁÎÎÉÎÇ ÌÏÔÉÏÎȟ ÓÈÏÖÅ ÍÅ Á ÌÉÔÔÌÅȟ ÁÎÄ ÔÅÌÌ ÍÅ ÔÏ ÔÅÌÌ ÈÉÍ ×ÈÁÔ ÔÈÅ ÆÕÃË 
Captain America said.  
 4ÈÅÎȟ ÔÈÅ ÓÍÅÌÌ ÏÆ #ÁÍÅÌÓ ÁÎÄ *ßÇÅÒ ×ÁÆÔÉÎÇ ÆÒÏÍ -ÅÁÔȭÓ ÍÁ×ȟ #ÈÒÉÓȭÌÌ ÓÁÙȟ Ȱ/Éȟȱ ÌÏÕÄ ÅÎÏÕÇÈ 
that even the ÊÕËÅÂÏØȭÌÌ shut up. 
 Then ÈÅȭÌÌ ÔÅÁÒ ÔÈÅ ÐÌÁÃÅ ÁÐÁÒÔȢ "ÏÔÔÌÅÓȭÌÌ shatter over headsȢ 0ÅÏÐÌÅȭÌÌ ÂÅ ÓÌÉÄ ÁÃÒÏÓÓ ÔÈÅ ÂÁÒȢ 
"ÁÒÓÔÏÏÌÓȭÌÌ ÅØÐÌÏÄÅ ÏÎ ÐÅÏÐÌÅȭÓ ÂÁÃËÓȢ 4ÈÅ ÏÎÌÙ ÔÈÉÎÇ ÍÉÓÓÉÎÇ ×ÉÌÌ ÂÅ Á ÓÅÐÉÁ ÆÉÌÔÅÒ ÏÖÅÒ ÔÈÅ ÓÃÅÎÅ 
and a drunken cowboy playing old-timey Wild West piano in the corner.  
 Once Chris and I are the only ones left standing, once the bartender tells us to get the hell 
ÏÕÔ ÏÆ ÔÈÅÒÅȟ ÏÎÃÅ #ÈÒÉÓ ÒÅÇÉÓÔÅÒÓ ÔÈÅ ÇÒÏÁÎÓ ÏÆ ÈÉÓ ÖÉÃÔÉÍÓ ÁÓ ÓÉÇÎÓ ÏÆ ÌÉÆÅȟ ÈÅȭÌÌ ÌÉÆÔ Á ×ÈÉÓËÅÙ ÂÏÔÔÌÅ 
ÏÖÅÒ ÈÉÓ ÈÅÁÄȟ ÓÁÙȟ Ȱ*2ȭÓ "ÁÒȟ ) ÈÁÔÈ ÈÁÄ ×ÏÒÄÓ ×ÉÔÈ ÔÈÅÅȟȱ ÁÎÄ ÔÁËÅ Á ÇÏÏÄ ÌÏÎÇ ÐÕÌÌȢ 
 7ÈÅÎ ÉÔ ÃÏÍÅÓ ÔÏ ÆÒÉÅÎÄÓÈÉÐȟ ÁÌÌ ÙÏÕȭÖÅ ÇÏÔ ÔÏ ÄÏ ÉÓ ÍÁËÅ ÓÕÒÅ ÙÏÕÒ ÂÕÄÄÙȭÓ ÇÏÏÄ ÁÆÔÅÒ ÈÅ 
ÇÅÔÓ ÔÏÒÎ ÄÏ×ÎȢ %ÖÅÎ ×ÈÅÎ ÙÏÕȭÒÅ ÔÈÅ ÏÎÅ ÄÏÉÎÇ ÔÈÅ ÔÅÁÒÉÎÇȢ #ÈÒÉÓ ÒÉÐÓ ÉÎÔÏ ÍÙ ÁÓÓȟ )ȭÌÌ ÓÐÉÔ ÉÔ ÁÌÌ 



 
right back in his facÅȟ ÁÎÄ ÔÈÅÎ ×ÅȭÌÌ ÍÁËÅ ÉÔ ÕÐ ÔÏ ÅÁÃÈ ÏÔÈÅÒȢ #ÁÌÌ ÉÔ ÐÒÁÃÔÉÃÅ ÆÏÒ ÔÈÅ ÒÅÁÌ ÓÈÉÔȢ  
 7ÅȭÌÌ ÂÏÔÈ ÂÅ ÓÍÉÌÉÎÇȟ ÁÌÌ ÔÈÅ ÇÕÉÌÔȭÌÌ ÂÅ ÇÏÎÅȟ ÁÎÄ ×ÅȭÌÌ ×ÁÌË ÏÕÔ ÏÆ ÔÈÁÔ ÄÕÍÐ ÔÏÇÅÔÈÅÒȢ ,ÉËÅ 
friends are supposed to. 
 (ÅȭÌÌ ÓÁÙȟ Ȱ#ÏÍÅȟ ÍÙ ÄÏÕÇÈÙ !ÍÅÒÉÃÁÎ ÃÏÍÐÁÎÉÏÎȟ ÌÅÔȭs go bird-ÄÏÇ ÓÏÍÅ ÃÈÉÃËÓȢȱ 
 Ȱ4ÈÉÎË )ȭÌÌ ÆÌÕÓÈ ÏÎÅ ÏÕÔ ÔÈÁÔ ÌÏÏËÓ ÁÓ ÇÏÏÄ ÁÓ %ÌÓÁȩȱ )ȭÌÌ ÓÁÙȢ 
 (ÅȭÌÌ ÌÁÕÇÈȟ ÌÏÕÄ ÁÎÄ ÍÉÇÈÔÙȟ ÓÁÙȟ Ȱ!ÂÓÏÌÕÔÅÌÙ ÎÏÔȟ 3ÏÎ ÏÆ 'ÅÏÒÇÅ ÁÎÄ +ÁÔÈÙȢ !ÎÄ ËÅÅÐ ÍÙ 
×ÉÆÅȭÓ ÎÁÍÅ ÏÕÔ ÏÆ ÙÏÕÒ ÍÏÕÔÈȢȱ 
  4ÈÅÎ ×ÅȭÌÌ ÓÔÁÇÇÅÒ ÄÏ×Î ÔÈÅ ÓÔÒÅÅÔȟ ÁÒÍÓ ÁÒÏÕÎÄ ÅÁÃÈ ÏÔÈÅÒȭÓ ÓÈÏÕÌÄÅÒÓȟ ÔÏ ÇÏ ×ÒÅÃË 
another neighborhood gin joint.  
 

 
  



 
The Ward 

Daniel Galef 
 
 Midnight in the Ward. Mirror-colored fluorescents and baby-blue analgesic walls snore 
softly, child-locked and utterly, perfectly safe. The loons cry softly in the wetlands, scrubbed and 
padlocked in their beds. Wolf Waine cannot sleep because his bracelets are too tight and his 
window shade is made of metal, but he thinks very slowly, and that can sometimes tide him Ȭtil 
dawn. In Wisteria, it is always May. The wisteria in Wisteria bloom in May too, so in Wisteria, the 
wisteria is always blooming. That is why it is called Wisteria.  
 In the Ward, the sunshine can only pass through the lead bunker doors if you pretend it 
does. Too many stÅÐÓ ÉÎ ÔÈÁÔ ÄÉÒÅÃÔÉÏÎ ÍÁÙ ÌÁÎÄ ÙÏÕ ÉÎ ÔÈÅ 7ÁÒÄȟ ÓÏ ÉÔȭÓ ÂÅÓÔ ÎÏÔ ÔÏ ÔÒÙȢ .Ïȟ far 
better to wait and bathe in the liquid gold in Wisteria, where the air smells like honeysuckle and 
cowslips, which just also happens to smell like latex and antiseptic, but thÁÔȭÓ ÓÏÍÅ×ÈÅÒÅ ÅÌÓÅȟ ÁÎÄ 
has no bearing on the affairs of another world. #Ï×ÓÌÉÐÓ ÁÒÅ ÎÏÔ ÎÁÍÅÄ ÂÅÃÁÕÓÅ ÏÆ ÃÏ×Óȭ ÌÉÐÓ ÂÕÔ 
rather because of slips, which is slippery stuff and has no etymological relation, which is Important 
to know because, in this case at least, it influences the pronunciation, which is cow-slips and not 
ÃÏ×ȭÓ-lips. But, ÈÏÎÅÙÓÕÃËÌÅ ÉÓÎȭÔ ÈÏÎÅÙȭÓ-uckleȟ ÉÔȭÓ ÊÕÓÔ ×ÈÁÔ ÙÏÕ ÁÌ×ÁÙÓ ÔÈÏÕÇÈÔ ÉÔ ×ÁÓȢ  
 Across the hall, Hacksem Bailey, who Dr. Beutell says used to be called Bud, is caterwauling 
to the moon and his wife who lives there; she who eloped with the cow one day while Hacksem was 
out working somewhere.  
 Ȱ9ÏÕ ËÎÏ× ÙÏÕ ÃÁÎȭÔ ÌÅÁÖÅ ÍÅȟ 3ÈÁÒÏÎȦȱ ÈÅ ÓÎÁÒÌÓ ÁÔ her so that the moonlight is almost 
diamonding in the dappled dropÓ ÏÎ ÔÈÅ ÃÁÌÆȭÓ ÆÁÃÅȢ Ȱ)ȭÍ ÔÈÅ ÇÌÕÅ ÔÈÁÔ ÈÏÌÄÓ ÔÈÉÓ ÆÁÍÉÌÙ ÔÏÇÅÔÈÅÒȦ 
WhÁÔȭÌÌ ÙÏÕ ÄÏ ×ÉÔÈÏÕÔ ÍÅȟ 3ÈÁÒÏÎȦȱ (Å ÓÁÉÄ ÔÈÉÓ ÌÉËÅ ÉÔ ×ÁÓÎȭÔ Á ÑÕÅÓÔÉÏÎȟ ÂÕÔ ÉÔ ÄÉÄÎȭÔ ÍÁÔÔÅÒȟ 
because Sharon had never answered him, just huddled up and pulled in her knees on the Far Side 
and put her finger to her white lips to keep her children quiet in their bloody garbage bags. It is 
Important to know that there is no such thing as the Dark Side of the moon, only the Far Side of the 
moon because it turns very slowly.  
 Ȱ7ÈÅÒÅ ×ÉÌÌ ÙÏÕ ÇÏȟ 3ÈÁÒÏÎȦ ) ÁÍ ÔÈÉÓ ÆÁÍÉÌÙȭÓ ÓÏÌÄÅÒȦ ) ËÅÅÐ ÕÓ ÊÏÉÎÅÄȦ ,ÉÔÔÌÅ ÓÉÌÖÅÒ ÍÅÔÁÌ 
ÔÅÁÒÓȟ 3ÈÁÒÏÎȟ ÁÎÄ ) ×ÉÌÌ ÎÏÔ ÌÅÔ ÔÈÉÓ ÆÁÍÉÌÙ ÆÁÌÌ ÁÐÁÒÔ ×ÉÔÈÏÕÔ ÍÅȦ 7ÈÅÒÅ ÄÉÄ ÙÏÕ ÇÏȟ 3ÈÁÒÏÎȦȱ 
Hacksem Bailey was a metal joiner, and he had an acetylene torch that burned through iron bars so 
he could weld them together or use a soldering gun to stick them to each other. After he said 
goodbye to his wife, ÔÈÏÕÇÈȟ ÈÅ ÄÉÄÎȭÔ ÓÔÉÃË ÈÅÒ ÂÁÃË ÔÏÇÅÔÈÅÒ ÁÇÁÉÎȢ 4ÈÅÒÅ ÁÒÅ ÌÉÔÔÌÅ gray spots on 
his fingers and arms where he was burned by things in the past. Wolf wonders whether Hacksem 
"ÁÉÌÅÙȭÓ ÂÒÁÉÎ ÉÓ gray. In Wisteria, the moon is closer so it looks bigger and also there are three of 
them. They have no Far Side or Dark Side, but you can see all of them all the time, even during the 
daÙȟ ÂÅÃÁÕÓÅ ÉÔ ÉÓ )ÍÐÏÒÔÁÎÔ ÔÈÁÔ ÔÈÅÙ ÄÏÎȭÔ ÌÅÁÖÅ ÙÏÕ ÁÎÄ ÍÁÙÂÅ ÎÏÔ ÃÏÍÅ ÂÁÃËȢ  
 Next door, just over the picket fence, someone is broken-drain-cackling at the snub 
quadrille in the floor, which is cement until you look closer and then is concrete because it has little 
stones in it. Wolf has never met him but he giggles every night and cries every day and might not 
exist ɀ but how could you ever really tell that. Something must be very funny. It is good that he can 
have fun because a lot of people in the WarÄ ÄÏÎȭÔ ÓÅÅÍ ÔÏ ÈÁÖÅ ÖÅÒÙ ÍÕÃÈ ÆÕÎ ÁÔ ÁÌÌ, even though 
ÉÔȭÓ ÖÅÒÙ ÄÉÆÆÉÃÕÌÔ ÔÏ ÔÅÌÌ ÉÆ ÓÏÍÅÏÎÅ ÅÌÓÅ ÉÓ ÈÁÖÉÎÇ ÆÕÎ. Especially when their faces are all making 
ÓÔÒÁÎÇÅ ÓÈÁÐÅÓ ÁÎÄ ÔÈÅ ÔÈÉÎÇÓ ÔÈÅÙ ÓÁÙ ÄÏÎȭÔ ÍÁËÅ ÎÏÒÍÁÌ ÓÈÁÐÅÓ ÉÎ ÙÏÕÒ ÈÅÁÄȢ )Î 7ÉÓÔÅÒÉÁȟ ÍÏÓÔ 
people have fun most of the time, but not everyone, or all of the time; that would be a Bad Thing, 
almost like not having fun.  
 In Wisteria, there are waterfalls that are just for making rainbows and rainbows just for 
finding pots of gold and gold just for having something and never for spending because people give 
you things in Wisteria without you asking for them ɀ or taking them and shooting them. Everything 
in Wisteria is for something, because the most Important thing of all is for something to be for 



 
soÍÅÔÈÉÎÇȟ ÏÔÈÅÒ×ÉÓÅ ÉÔ ÉÓÎȭÔ ÆÏÒ ÁÎÙÔÈÉÎÇ ÁÎÄ ÄÏÅÓÎȭÔ ÅØÉÓÔȢ 4ÈÅ -ÁÎ 7ÈÏ (ÁÓ &ÕÎ ÍÉÇÈÔ ÎÏÔ ÂÅ ÆÏÒ 
anything, because he might not exist, and that must be why he cries all day.  
 The sun is almost up now because Wolf can feel the electromagnetic waves penetrating the 
red clay bricks and the plaster and the upholstered armchair walls. All the way down the hall and 
around the corner to the end of the world and the church window where there is sometimes watery 
Eucharist from the plastic hands. In the morning ɀ which it is now ɀ the slick, sleek, varnished 
ÎÕÒÓÅÓ ÁÎÄ ÓÈÉÎÉÎÇ ÒÕÂÂÅÒ ÔÅÃÈÎÉÃÉÁÎÓ ÃÏÍÅ ÔÏ ÔÕÎÅ ÕÐ ÁÎÄ ÔÕÒÎ ÏÎ ÔÈÅ ÐÁÔÉÅÎÔ ×ÁÉÔÅÒÓȢ 7ÏÌÆȭÓ 
ÂÒÁÃÅÌÅÔÓ ÁÒÅ ÏÆÆ ÁÎÄ ÈÉÓ ÁÒÍ ÈÕÒÔÓȟ ÓÏ ÉÔȭÓ ÔÏÍÏÒÒÏ× ÁÎÄ ÔÈÅ -ÁÎ 7ÈÏ )ÓÎȭÔ 4ÈÅÒÅ 7ÈÏ (ÁÓ &ÕÎ ÉÓ 
crying. Only, ÉÔȭÓ Á ÖÅÒÙ ÌÏÕÄ ËÉÎÄ ÏÆ ÑÕÉÅÔ ÁÎÄ ÔÈÅ -ÁÎ 7ÈÏ )ÓÎȭÔ 4here must not be there. Then the 
record is pulled by one of the hands with the papÅÒÓ ÁÎÄ ÉÔ ÉÓÎȭÔ ÑÕÉÅÔ ÁÎÙÍÏÒÅȢ .Ï voices outside 
and the Man Who ExistÓ !ÆÔÅÒ !ÌÌ 7ÈÏ (ÁÓ &ÕÎ ×ÁÌËÓ ÏÕÔ ÏÎ ÆÏÕÒ ×ÈÅÅÌÓȢ (Å ÉÓÎȭÔ ÌÁÕÇÈÉÎÇ, or 
crying (×ÈÉÃÈ ÈÅȭÓ ÎÅÖÅÒ ÂÅÅÎ)ȟ ÂÕÔ ÁÔ ÌÅÁÓÔ ÈÅȭÓ ÁÖÅÒÁÇÅȢ )ÔȭÓ )ÍÐÏÒÔÁÎÔ ÔÏ ÒÅÍÅÍÂÅÒ ÔÈÁÔ ÔÈÅ 
average does not always tell the whole story. Wisteria has a royal palace which is for the King, 
which is Wolf, and it has a royal library which is also for the King and is also for reading and 
learning knowledge. It has a royal hedge maze, which is for something also, but it has been 
forgotten since time immemorial which is 1066 in common legal usage.  
 4ÈÅÒÅ ÉÓ Á ÎÏÉÓÅ ÔÈÁÔ ÉÓÎȭÔ ÉÎ 7ÉÓÔÅÒÉÁ, so it is probably in the Ward. There are pangs in the 
room next to his room, ÁÎÄ Á ÓÏÒÔ ÏÆ ÂÒÅÁÔÈÉÎÇ ÔÈÁÔ 7ÏÌÆ 7ÁÉÎÅ ×ÉÓÈÅÓ ÈÅ ÄÉÄÎȭÔ ÒÅÃÏÇÎÉÚÅȢ 4ÈÅ ÍÁÎ 
with the face like a goalie in ice hockey and no hockey stick is living in the house that the Man Who 
Had Fun sold. It is a good house and is eminently practical for lying and living and laughing and 
crying in. BÕÔ ÉÔ ÉÓ ÁÌÓÏ ÔÈÅ ÈÏÕÓÅ ÎÅØÔ ÔÏ 7ÏÌÆȭÓ ÈÏÕÓÅȟ ÁÎÄ ÈÅ ÊÕÓÔ ÈÁÄ ÔÈÅ ÂÁÙ ×ÉÎÄÏ×Ó ÒÅÄÏÎÅ ÁÎÄ 
doesnȭÔ ×ÁÎÔ ÁÎÙ ÒÏ×ÄÉÅÓȢ 3ÏÍÅ ÏÆ ÔÈÅ ÐÅÏÐÌÅ ×ÈÏ ÓÐÅÎÄ ÁÌÌ or most of their time in the Ward think 
things about the Goalie. They think he might be just a little bit funny in the head, but that is not a 
nice thing to say, and so Wolf doesnȭÔȢ 4ÈÅÙ ÓÁÙ Á ÆÅ× ÏÔÈÅr things too, but Wolf thinks they have no 
taste even if the Goalie does not.  
 )Ô ÓÈÏÕÌÄÎȭÔ ÂÅ ÎÉÇÈÔÔÉÍÅ ÎÏ× ÂÕÔ ÉÔ ÉÓ, and the shiny nail polish bites him in the arm again 
and he goes to Wisteria. When the damsel is saved, the lacquered smocks are gone, but the 
bedroom is all of a hubbuboo, hiry, hary, hubbilschow because of the Goalie, who is hosting a very 
boisterous party indeed. He had half a mind to call the fuzz on him straight away. Wolf wondered 
×ÈÁÔ ÈÅ ×ÏÕÌÄ ÄÏ ÔÏ ÈÉÍ ÉÆ ÈÅ ÃÏÕÌÄȢ !ÎÄ ÈÅ ÃÏÕÌÄÎȭt. The secret door only has a handle on one side, 
ÂÕÔ ÔÈÅ 'ÏÁÌÉÅ (ÏÓÔÉÎÇ Á 0ÁÒÔÙ ÄÏÅÓÎȭÔ ËÎÏ× ÔÈÁÔ ÁÎÄ ÍÉÇÈÔ ÔÈÉÎË ÔÈÅ ÓÁÆÅ ÉÓ ÓÁÆÅ, even from the 
outside, and only take the hands and the needles and leave a receipt for the rest. The Goalie Host 
wears bracelets made of Velcro, which was patented by George de Mestral in 1955. He was Swiss 
too, and got his idea from nature ɀ ÌÉËÅ ÆÒÁÃÔÁÌÓ ÁÎÄ ÂÅÎÚÅÎÅ ÁÎÄ ÔÈÅ %ÁÒÔÈ ÉÓ ÒÏÕÎÄȢ 4ÈÅÙ ÁÒÅÎȭÔ 
Velcro actually.  
 The maze in Wisteria has a little picture of the Ward in the middle just so people can see 
×ÈÁÔ ÉÓÎȭÔȢ 7ÉÓÔÅria is. Wisteria is in Wisteria anyway, which is all you can really ever say. 
Kierkegaard said something like it, unless it was something else. It means church-farm but is slang 
for a cemetery. There are sometimes loud noises in the night but there never were before so it is a 
.Å× 4ÈÉÎÇȟ ÁÎÄ ÔÈÅ (ÏÓÔ 'ÏÁÌÉÅ ÉÓÎȭÔ ÈÏÓÔÉÎÇ ÁÎÙÍÏÒÅ ÁÎÄ ÔÈÅ ÐÁÒÔÙ ÈÁÓ ÌÅÆÔ ÔÈÅ ÂÕÉÌÄÉÎÇ ×ÈÉÃÈ 
might have been something someone said. The Glue, the Solder, is a werewolf now, and is howling 
in wolf language, which Wolf can understÁÎÄ ÂÅÃÁÕÓÅ 7ÏÌÆȭÓ ÎÁÍÅ ÉÓ 7ÏÌÆȢ  
 Ȱ) ÁÍ ÓÏÒÒÙȟ 7ÉÆÅȢ ) ÄÉÄÎȭÔ ÍÅÁÎ ÔÏ ÄÒÉÖÅ ÙÏÕ Á×ÁÙ ÂÙ ËÅÅÐÉÎÇ ÙÏÕ ÕÐ ÁÔ ÎÉÇÈÔȢ )Æ ÙÏÕ ÃÏÍÅ 
back home from the moon I will be nice and you can share my apartment here in the Ward. I have 
very kind and understanding neighbors, but I will not keep them up any longer. I am the Solder and 
ÙÏÕ ÁÒÅ ÔÈÅ 'ÌÕÅ ÁÎÄ ×ÏÎȭÔ ÙÏÕ ÃÏÍÅ ÂÁÃË ÁÎÄ ÓÔÉÃË ÔÏ ÍÅ ÁÇÁÉÎȩȱ !ÎÄ ÔÈÅÎ ÈÅ ÓÔÏÐÓ ÈÏ×ÌÉÎÇȟ 
ÂÅÃÁÕÓÅ ÈÉÓ ×ÉÆÅ ÃÁÍÅ ÂÁÃË ÁÎÄ ÈÅ ÄÏÅÓÎȭÔ ÈÁÖÅ ÔÏ talk to the moon like an astronaut because he is 
happy. The condominium where the Solder is treating the Host Goalie to a tea is much quieter and 
is much quieter until the rubber nurses come along to knock on the doors selling encyclopedias 



 
which are not encyclopedia, even though they should be, and they see the Glue and take him away 
because he got too happy. He is no longer grey at least, anywhere. There is no day at all this time, 
ÂÕÔ ÉÔ ÉÓ ÎÉÇÈÔÔÉÍÅ ÁÔ ÔÈÅ ÓÁÍÅ ÔÉÍÅ ÂÅÃÁÕÓÅ ÙÏÕ ÃÁÎȭÔ ÆÅÅÌ ÔÈÅ ÓÕÎ. Anyway, that is silly and 
unscientific to boot. They gave the Goalie Host a belt buckle for administering a series of group 
therapy sessions and prescribing a number of tried and true antipsychotics to the Solder, and he 
went back into his cave next door to me which is very close. The cubbyhole across the great wide 
way is silent and slumbering in the shadows. Sleeping. In the shade. Slowly.  
 Some patients they say are not reacting conducive to analysis, and might be better off as a 
permanent resident of the facility. It is good to be committed to what you believe in. I do not believe 
ÉÎ ÔÈÅ 7ÁÒÄȢ !ÎÄ ) ÄÏÎȭÔ ÔÈÉÎË ÉÔ ÂÅÌÉÅÖÅÓ ÉÎ ÍÅȢ 4ÈÏÕÇÈÔ 7ÏÌÆ, I mean. It is Important to know the 
details of your own health and your wellness and recuperation program, unless you are a Chronic 
which no one is really. One Flew OÖÅÒ ÔÈÅ #ÕÃËÏÏȭÓ .ÅÓÔ ×ÁÓ Á ÈÏÒÒÉÂÌÅ ÍÏÖÉÅȢ 4ÈÅ &ÕÎ ÓÔÉÌÌ ÈÁÓÎȭÔ 
come back and the hulking Goldilocks with the brown stains under her fingernails is still sleeping in 
his bed. The Fun is probably not crying right now and that can only be interpreted as a good thing.  
 The inside of the walls of the hedge maze on the grounds of the royal palace in Wisteria is 
lined with wisteria. It is blossoming, and it smells like blood. The walls and connections have 
shifted, just enough to make the air feel uneasy. And a mischievous little trick it was, but the flowers 
have died because of it. It is Important to know that flowers are actually the reproductive organs of 
plants and that might have implications relating to human social behavior involving them. Dr. 
Beutell with the pink fingers and tappy pen ÄÏÅÓÎȭÔ ÔÈÉÎË ÓÏȟ ÔÈÏÕÇÈȟ ÂÅÃÁÕÓÅ ÉÔ ÉÓ ÏÕÔÍÏÄÅÄ 
thinking and an affront to psychoanalysis as a whole. So it is not that Important to know that then.  
 The Solder is behind me even though I did not look backwards. He is wearing a metal mask 
and has no face because of it. There is a red slit for his eyes, so he can see against the brightness of 
his acetylene flashlight, which is what the Americans call a torch. Even though I am an American 
and call a torch, a torch, and a flashlight, a flashlight. EØÃÅÐÔ ÔÈÁÔ ) ÃÁÎȭÔ ÒÅÍÅÍÂÅÒ ÔÈÅ ÌÁÓÔ ÔÉÍÅ ) ÄÉÄ 
either, so I might not be American after all. He wants to put me back together again, but I am more 
worried about what happens first.  
 4ÈÅ &ÕÎ ÉÓ ÁÒÏÕÎÄ ÔÈÅ ÎÅØÔ ÃÏÒÎÅÒ ÅÖÅÎ ÔÈÏÕÇÈ ) ÃÁÎȭÔ ÓÅÅ ÈÉÍ ÙÅÔ, so I should turn here. The 
Man with the long fingers, from one of those pictures, was also in a maze that was different from 
this one, somewhere. Maybe there will be more time to think later. I have gotten too used to 
thinking slowly, even though it makes things hurt more slowly.  
 It is midday and the sun is directly overhead which means in Wisteria I am in between the 
Tropic of Cancer and the Tropic of Capricorn. And if I knew what day it was, I could probably know 
more if I knew more, but that is not Important to know right now, which is strange.  
 The flowers in the walls are baby blue and are not flat or peel-y but are not wisteria either, 
so maybe I am no longer in Wisteria. They could be cowslips or honeysuckle or cornflower or 
hyacinth, which all smell like flowers, even though these smell like breath. I do not know what they 
look like, but they do anyway. Perhaps I am in Cowslip or in Hyacinth or in Hepaticae. It looks like a 
place, so I am probably there. Goalie the Host is in the middle of the maze, ÂÕÔ ÔÈÅÒÅ ÉÓÎȭt anywhere 
else to go because the Fun and the Solder are only going ways that make me go closer to him. It is 
not an ideal situation. Fun is wearing a clown mask, which I know a lot of people find frightening 
but I never thought clowns were particularly scary. Though, this one clearly is because he has a 
knife, but then the trouble there is more the knife than the clown anyway.  
 The middle of the maze is bigger than it usually is because the door is open; and the door is 
never open eØÃÅÐÔ ×ÈÅÎ ÉÔ ÉÓÎȭÔ ÉÎ Wisteria, which it must be now because it is. The Goalie Host is 
somewhere through it because he opened it. ItȭÓ ÁÌÍÏÓÔ ÌÉËÅ ÔÈÅ 7ÁÒÄ ÅØÃÅpt with flowers and 
hedge walls, which is a very nice look for it. The church door is even open and Dr. "ÅÕÔÅÌÌ ÉÓÎȭÔ 
acting like a hand, but is acting very tired and like a face almost.  
 Ȱ7ÈÁÔ ÁÒÅ ÙÏÕ ÄÏÉÎÇ ÏÕÔ ÏÆ ÙÏÕÒ room? Did you run into Hurrow? Did he break out of 



 
3ËÕÔÃÈÅÒȭÓ 2ÏÏÍȩ 7ÈÁÔ ÁÒÅ ÙÏÕ ÓÁÙÉÎÇȩ 9ÏÕ ÓÈÏÕÌÄ ÇÏ ÂÁÃË ÔÏ ÙÏÕÒ ÒÏÏÍȟ ÎÏȟ ÙÏÕ ÓÈÏÕÌÄ ÇÅÔ ÏÕÔ ÏÆ 
here, ÎÏȟ ×ÈÁÔȭÓ ÇÏÉÎÇ ÏÎȩȱ  
 ) ÔÒÙ ÔÏ ÁÎÓ×ÅÒ ÁÌÌ ÏÆ ÈÉÓ ÑÕÅÓÔÉÏÎÓ ÂÕÔ ÉÔ ÉÓ ÄÉÆÆÉÃÕÌÔ ÂÅÃÁÕÓÅ ÓÏÍÅ ÏÆ ÔÈÅÍ ÁÒÅÎȭÔ ÒÅÁÌÌÙ 
ÑÕÅÓÔÉÏÎÓ ÁÎÄ ÓÏÍÅ ÏÆ ÔÈÅÍ ) ÄÏÎȭÔ ËÎÏ× ÔÈÅ ÁÎÓ×ÅÒÓ ÔÏ ÁÎÄ ÓÏÍÅ ÏÆ ÔÈÅÍ ) ÃÁÎȭÔ ÁÎÓ×ÅÒ ÁÔ ÁÌÌ 
ÂÅÃÁÕÓÅ ) ÄÏÎȭÔ ËÎÏ× ×ÈÁÔ ÔÈÅÙ ÍÅÁÎȢ )Æ ) ÇÏ to the royal library, I can maybe answer more of his 
questions because it has a lot of books that have a lot of things in them that are Important to know. 
But then Dr. "ÅÕÔÅÌÌ ÉÓÎȭÔ ÌÏÏËÉÎÇ ÁÔ ÍÅ ÁÎÙÍÏÒÅȢ (Å ÉÓ ÌÏÏËÉÎÇ ÁÔ ÔÈÅ 'ÏÁÌÉÅ ×ÈÏ ÉÓ ÎÏÔ ÉÎ Á ÒÏÏÍ ÂÕt 
is right here and he is going to talk to Dr. Beutell. He is looking at me now and maybe I can get back 
ÉÎÔÏ ÔÈÅ 7ÁÒÄ ×ÈÉÃÈ ÉÓÎȭÔ ÖÅÒÙ ÎÉÃÅ, but wherÅ ÔÈÉÎÇÓ ÌÉËÅ ÔÈÉÓ ÄÏÎȭÔ ÈÁÐÐÅÎȢ Dr. Beutell is talking to 
me again, just not with his mouth, and he is speaking in wolf-language which I understand and he is 
ÓÁÙÉÎÇȡ Ȱ4ÈÅÒÅ ÉÓ ÓÏÍÅÔÈÉÎÇ ÉÔ ÉÓ )ÍÐÏÒÔÁÎÔ ÔÏ ËÎÏ× ÂÕÔ ) ÃÁÎÎÏÔ ÔÅÌÌ ÙÏÕȢȱ !ÎÄ ÈÅ ÔÏÌÄ ÍÅȢ !ÎÄ ÓÏ 
now I must tell you. 



 
Silence 

Leonard Klossner 
 
 

Glenn stood dumbfounded as he watched the body before him grasp at its chest. 
"No, the gun was not loaded." 
The resultant ringing white noise of a hollow-point bullet tearing the silence asunder 

disproved his supposition. The body removed its hand from the cavity in its chest and seemed to 
make no registry of the coagulated blood that painted tributaries down its arm. 

Its eyes closed moments later. 
"No," Glenn repeated.  
His ears peeled with the shrill buzz of severe tinnitus, preventing him from hearing the 

words he spoke into the silent void. He could only feel the vibrations issuing from his throat. 
 "The gun was not loaded." 

The gunshot sounded the expiration of everything he knew; every concept and idea, his 
every memory, years of past time were deposited into the corpse that lay at his feet. His head ached, 
his brain rattling still. It was as though this body, disgorging blood ever quicker, had been hidden 
there for Glenn to discover. Thus was the nature of his surprise. Ambivalent to his contact with the 
blood that had soaked through the body's shirt, Glenn cradled the corpse in his arms and pressed 
his face to its chest. The tears that fell from his eyes ran down the saturated cotton fabric of the 
corpse's shirt which could no longer permit any additional volume of liquid. ͼ) ÃÁÎͻÔ ÂÅÌÉÅÖÅȣÔÈÅ 
gun was notɂ" 

Glenn removed the magazine so he could inspect its capacity as though the murder strewn 
before him was not indisputable proof of his error in memory. Indeed, it was fully loaded, save for 
the absent bullet which had been exiled from the chamber, conscripted to committing murder. Such 
were the terms in which Glenn's train of thought ran: the bullet had caused the murder, and were it 
not for the magazineɂstill he swore that he had not loaded itɂhaving been filled to capacity, the 
corpse would have had the blessing to retain its vitality. 

Glenn's senses had all been confused, his psyche fractured. He was delirious and 
disoriented, thus was he unable to process the tragedy objectively. Yet he could not escape 
responsibility. Tears stung his reddened eyes as he ran his fingers through the corpse's short 
blonde hair and down its cheeks, remaining poised before it long after removing his hand from 
contact as though wondering whether or not the body would not rise back to its feet. 

The ringing in his ears had recovered enough to suffice his hearing a knock at the door. With 
his wits gathered well enough to enable him to commit to a course of action, Glenn returned the 
magazine into the body of the gun. He cocked the slide back, prepared his penance, supported the 
stability of the barrel between his teeth and silenced the incessant knocking. 

 
# 
 
Glenn was taking his son and his recent lover uptown for breakfast. 
"Goddamn, it's a beautiful day," Glenn said. 
Andrew laughed at his father's sudden expletive. 
"Where it is we're going, again?" Clara, his lover, asked. 
"The Runny Egg." 
"What a stupid name," she replied. 
Glenn chuckled. 
"Terrible name. Terrible, but the food is greatɂbest breakfast I've had. Well worth the 

drive." 



 
"It had better be," Clara said. 
She had met Glenn through a mutual acquaintance of theirsɂSonia was a close friend of 

Clara's and one of Glenn's former lovers. The introduction was conducted begrudgingly on Sonia's 
behalfɂit was merely a formality, a service to Clara who had arrived at the suite seconds before 
Glenn, awaiting an answer at the door in a stranger's companyɂas she had been led on and let 
down by Glenn the week prior. Though he had developed no attachment to Sonia, this fact, 
manifested in his behavior toward her, had not prevented her from falling for him.  

Glenn and Clara conversed over the course of numerous cocktails and beers, neglecting 
their mutual friend whose going-away party they were attending, and nearly consummated their 
immediate attraction to one another in the lesser bedroom in the luxury hotel suite reserved for the 
occasion. A mechanism in Glenn's mind, despite his inebriation, disallowed the possibility of a 
sexual encounter in order to preserve the potential for a relationship as the pair had, through the 
course of the night, identified numerous ideals and opinions they had been unable to share in such 
abundance with another. 

Andrew, old enough to no longer regard his father's lovers as aspiring substitutes for his 
mother, was fond of Clara. The manner in which she would snap at his father in jest complemented 
his own adolescent snide demeanor and served to fashion a bond established through the 
familiarity and nearness of her youth to his. Clara joked with Andrew in a way that the friends of a 
boy's older sister might tease him, and this satisfied him. The two had become quite close after 
Clara, following no suggestion from the boy's father, had taken Andrew to the mall to shop for video 
games, treating him to whichever two he liked. 

"Once you taste their French toast you're going to jump out the window to your death 
because you'll never taste anything as good for as long as you'll live." 

"Then how are you still alive?" Andrew asked his father. 
"I had the pancakes," he joked. 
Before they were served, they discussed Andrew's difficulty in mathematics and Glenn's 

love of the diner's French toast. When the waiter brought them their food, the conversation turned 
to a recent news story which described a man who had been sleeping in a coffin each night in order 
to experience the death that he figured was not very distant. Clara, who introduced the topic, 
expressed her amusement at the dour appearance of the old man's wife as she explained her 
husband's behavior. 

"She stares listlessly at the interviewer, away from the camera and saysɂ" here she breaks 
off into an impression of the old womanɂ "'He just lies there every night; just sits and watches TV 
in that coffin of his.ȭ" 

Glenn and Andrew laughed at Clara's impression while their mouths were full of moist 
bread. 

"I love how he says he wants to experience death when all he does is watch TV from the 
coffin all night before going to bed in it," Glenn said. 

Clara set her utensils down in order to emphasize her agreement. 
"I know. He even had the damn thing upholstered and padded so he would be comfortable 

in it." 
"What a weirdo," Andrew replied. 
"He may be on to something, though," Glenn said. "There does seem to be a sense of comfort 

in no longer living. Freedom, you might say." 
"Stop," Clara said, jabbing his shoulder.  
"Anyway, this just goes to show you that truth often really is stranger than fiction." 
"Yes," Clara said. "Like that mother who recently shot her kids and her disapproving mother 

so she and her boyfriend could run off together. When her boyfriend got home, he tried to call the 
police after he realized she had shot the kids and her mother. They weren't his kids but still he had 



 
the good sense not to shrug it off. The woman ended up shooting him, too, before turning the gun on 
herself." 

"That's not so strange. There are so many stories of women who snap for some unknown 
reason and murder their husband and drown their children in the bath. Sure, men are more violent 
and would murder somebody they did not know, but they would never so much as harm, let alone 
kill, their own family."  

Andrew remained silent, enjoying his French toast, while Clara explained to Glenn her view 
that the murder of the woman's children, mother and boyfriend would not have happened had the 
boyfriend not kept a gun in the house. 

"Oh, come on. If there wasn't a gun in the house she still would have murdered her family. 
The murder was her objective. The presence of the gun was coincidental. Had there not been a gun 
available, she would have stabbed her boyfriend, bludgeoned him, found some other method with 
which to kill him." 

The couple argued until they finished their meals. Aside from the issue of gun ownership, 
the couple agreed on nearly all points, and this general agreement comprised the foundation of 
their bond, but the fact that Glenn possessed numerous firearms was a severe point of contention in 
their budding relationship.  

ͼ7ÈÁÔ ÉÆ !ÎÄÒÅ× ÇÏÔ ÈÉÓ ÈÁÎÄÓȣȩͼ 
"Don't bring him into this," Glenn said. "Neither he nor I would shoot anybody unless they 

threatened our home or our family. Besides, he enjoys going out to the mountains with me to shoot 
my guns, isn't that right, Andrew?" 

He nodded. 
"The shotgun is his favorite." 
"Even though shooting it bruises the part of my chest that the gun rests against," Andrew 

said. 
Clara, despite her conviction, could not resist laughing. 
"He's a good kid," Glenn said. "He would never do anything to harm or kill someone else, 

and to suggest that it is a possibility is insane. I've raised him better than that. A gun does not 
manipulate somebody's moral character. Their character precedes their lawful purchase of a 
firearm." 

ͼ) ËÎÏ×ȟ ÂÕÔ ÓÔÉÌÌȣȢͼ  
"Consider this: when a CEO gets busted for embezzlement, he is decried as evil, corrupt. 

Why is this? Because he stole massive amounts of money. Does this possession of money now make 
me corrupt since this resource which we both possess was the reason for his crimes? Do I become 
equal to the criminal who breaks into and enters another man's home and kills him in cold blood 
solely because I possess the same apparatus he used to commit murder?" 

ͼ.Ïȟ ÂÕÔȣȢͼ 
"Then it's settled. Let's talk about something else, please." 
Clara spared no reply. 
The waiter delivered the bill. Glenn fetched his wallet and cast a critical smile towards Clara. 
"I suppose my moneyɂowning the same means which motivated our hypothetical CEO to 

embezzle millionsɂmakes me as evil, and paying for your meal must be especially dastardly." 
"Alright, I get it," Clara said dryly. 
ͼ)ͻÍ ÊÕÓÔ ÔÒÙÉÎÇ ÔÏ ÐÏÉÎÔ ÏÕÔȣ" 
"Look, you're the one who changed the subject. Could we drop it?" 
Glenn forced a nervous smile to elude embarrassment as he handed the waiter his payment. 

The following silence unnerved both Glenn and Andrew who felt embarrassed for his father's 
benefit. Remaining silent would be an admission of defeat so Glenn, as a point of pride, discussed 
the first topic that occurred to him. 



 
"So, when we're done here," Glenn began, looking at Clara. "I'll drop you off, yes? And my 

boy and I will shop for the supplies for the barbecue tonight." 
Clara nodded. 
Glenn had recently received a promotion at his work and sought to celebrate the occasion 

by hosting a barbecue for friends, family, and neighbors with whom he was familiar. Clara, who 
Glenn was driving home so she could prepare for her afternoon shift, would not be free from work 
until seven o'clock which left Glenn and Andrew about nine hours to shop for, and prepare the 
necessary provisions. 

Clara kissed Glenn with her open mouth before parting. Their passion was characteristic of 
couples newly in love, but this fact did not ease Andrew's discomfort from watching his father's 
tongue penetrating Clara's mouth.  

"It's just you and me for the rest of the day, kiddo," Glenn said after Clara emerged from his 
vehicle. He patted the vacant leather passenger seat as an invitation for his son to assume it. 

"First things first; we need charcoal, propane, and lighter fluid. It's been too long since I've 
had to fire that bad mother up." 

He was referring to his prized stainless steel multi-tiered grill with supplementary stove 
ranges. Andrew appreciated that his father sought any excuse to use the grill as it usually entailed 
the presence of at least some neighborhood locals and a bit of drinking done by all which 
contributed to the riotous conversation over which he could not stop laughing. The privilege of his 
involvement in these conversations, which became increasingly vulgar and crude as the partygoers 
continued their drinking, felt like a rite of passage into masculinity. Men were vulgar. They were 
loud, gruff and often reeked of a musk of sweat, alcohol, and tobacco. 

In order to feel closer to adulthood, for every teenager yearns desperately to emerge from 
the stifling cocoon of adolescence and take flight into the utopia of seemingly unrestrained liberty 
and privilege, Andrew would mutter curse words to himself, silently regarding each person and 
object with an appropriate expletive, and would often thieve but a single can of beer to drink once 
his father had fallen asleep. The sour bite of the adult beverage was revolting, yet he would soldier 
on, devoting his focus to swallowing every mouthful of the alchemical fluid which transmutes youth 
into adulthood. 

"Roger will be coming," Glenn said. "You know what that means." 
Andrew blushed and laughed nervously. 
"Yeah," he replied in order to avoid accounting for the reason of his embarrassment. 
Roger was one of their neighbors whose young daughter was only one year Andrew's 

junior. She had not yet grown into her beauty, still shy at sixteen years of age. Her gentle demeanor, 
and of course her looks, suited Andrew. 

"She seems like she might like you. You should ask her out." 
Andrew, ashamed after recognizing his timidity, the fact of his being subdued by her mere 

presence in instances past, spoke no words. 
"I'll let you drink tonight," Glenn went on. "Pour some beer into a plastic cup. Loosen up, get 

comfortable, maybe make a move." 
"Okay," was all that Andrew said in response. 
While his father cataloged the necessary stops, as well as the purchases to be made therein, 

Andrew fantasized about discovering the boldness to request Sharon's company for a walk outside. 
Up their avenue they would wander by starlight, maintaining a strict proximity to one another. 
Their conversation, which was conducted elegantly in Andrew's dream-world, would become 
meaningless when confronted by the significance of Sharon maneuvering her hand into his. Silence 
would sufficeɂno, silence was necessaryɂas their feelings bounded from imprisonment within 
their timidity and manifested in an amorous glance, a series of felicitous embraces, and the duet of 
two percussive hearts beating fervently in tempo as they explored the other's body. 



 
Andrew's fantasy was too pure, too divine to not wish to conjure it into reality. 
Tonight is the night, Andrew told himself. He was given license to consume alcohol. His 

father had granted him the agency to act as an adult, to enjoy the privileges that are granted by 
one's coming of age. Andrew was overjoyed, and his mental chambers accommodated grandiose 
daydreamed exhibitions of splendor, crude humor, consumption of alcohol, making a move on 
Sharon, enjoying her intimate company, and all the pleasantries that would follow. Tonight, he 
assured himself, was going to be perfect. 

Glenn set to his preparations immediately after arriving home. Andrew assisted in 
organizing the supplies and groceries, placing them in their proper stations once they were sorted. 
Two hours remained until Clara would get off from work, and she would arrive shortly thereafter. 
The party would begin on the following hour. Both father and son had labored for nearly every 
minute of the hours they had to themselves to ensure that they were prepared to accommodate, 
serve and entertain their guests.  

With close to thirty minutes remaining before Clara would arrive, Andrew went to his 
bathroom to prepare for the get-together and, specifically, to groom himself in hopes that he would 
appeal to Sharon. He combed his hair, applied deodorant to his underarms and set a bottle of 
cologne on the counter-top for him to administer nearer to the time at which Roger would likely 
arrive with his daughter. Before he exited the bathroom, he took a moment to appraise his 
appearance. His heart began to flutter when he began to think of Sharon; what she would say to him 
upon being welcomed into the house, how she would be dressed, how her hair might be styled. He 
hoped that she would like the way he was dressed, how his hair was styled. When he was finished, 
Andrew went downstairs and asked his father if he needed any further assistance. 

"No, we're all set. Thanks for your help." 
Glenn smiled warmly as he spoke to Andrew. He was proud of his son who was intelligent 

for his age, studious, well-behaved and respectful at a time during adolescence when many boys 
were raucous and ill-mannered. 

"Okay, cool," Andrew said. "I'm going to go play games in the meantime." 
"Have fun." 
Glenn called out after Andrew before he reached the stairs. 
"Yeah?" 
"I almost forgot. Do you want to come check out my new gun?" 
"Okay. Yeah." 
Andrew followed his father into the guest bedroom. Glenn went into the closet to access the 

safe. He entered the numeric combination and turned the lock to open the door. 
"Here we go," Glenn said, hoisting the handgun over his head as though it were a trophy. 

"This thing is a monster. I haven't shot it yet but I've seen videos. If you don't maintain proper form 
when you fire this and hold it steady, the recoil will send you arm flying back. I've watched some 
videos where the gun goes flying out of people's hands because they weren't expecting the thing to 
have so much power. Here, hold it." Andrew took the gun in hand and was surprised by the solid 
weight of the small weapon. 

"Don't worry. It's not loaded."  
Andrew felt powerful as he peered down the sight, acquiring a picture frame as his target.   
"Boom!" 
Andrew nearly dropped the gun in shock. His father laughs at him, proud of his prank, and 

Andrew laughed at the severity of his surprise.  
"I told you it wasn't loaded. Besides, the safety is on. I saw you fumbling with the trigger." 
ͼ) ËÎÏ×Ȣ ) ÊÕÓÔ ×ÁÓÎͻÔȣȢͼ 
Glenn took the gun from Andrew's hand and switched the safety off. 
"You could do some real damage with this mother." 



 
He took aim at numerous objects while Andrew took care to remain out of the line of sight 

as merely looking upon his father's guns produced a double effect of awe and unease on the boy. 
"I picked up a box of hollowpoints for this. Those could really mess somebody up. Once the 

bullet enters your body it isn't going to come out." 
Glenn chuckled and continued taking aim around the room, his back turned to his son who 

took a cautious step backward. 
"With this gun you don't need to ready the hammer. All you need to do is cock it, aim, then 

shoot." 
Glenn turned around and aimed at the ceiling fan overhead. Andrew battled his unease, 

seeking to appear amused, although his teeth were clenched and his fists balled, fingers pressed 
into the palm. Glenn cocked the gun, then imitated the sound it made. 

"Ready," Glenn said in the vocal styling of a military sergeant.  
Andrew laughed. 
The gun is lowered, trained on Andrew's chest. The boy remains smiling, not wishing to 

betray his anxiety. 
"Aim." 
It's not loaded, Andrew recalls his father saying. He chuckles a bit, hoping to control his fear. 
Glenn's finger tenses on the trigger. 
Remember, his father's voice says, calling out to him in his imagination. It's not loaded. 
Andrew continues to smile for the final moments before Glenn's final command was muted 

by a deafening blast. 
  



 
Clutching 

Michael J Martin 
 
 It was the summer the elm bark beetles marched through the parkways of Chicago and 
vanquished tens of thousands of Dutch elm trees. The beetles spread a deadly fungus that the 
defenseless elm tried to block; it reacted by plugging its own vascular tissue, which choked the 
upward flow of water and minerals from its roots. 
 The effect of this starvation was first seen in the upper branches of the tree--midsummer, 
the leaves yellowed and curled, and fell to the ground. The branches died. Eventually, the roots died 
too, wasted by the lack of nutrients from the leaves. There was no cure once the tree was infected. 
 4ÈÅ ÓÕÍÍÅÒȭÓ ÏÐÐÒÅÓÓÉÖÅ ÈÅÁÔ--the second warmest on record--together with the loss of 
shade, made for a comfortless season. The earth was dry and cracked, and the soil had lost its sweet 
summer smell. Temperatures remained high into the night and sleep was uneasy. Tempers grew 
short. 
 Carole Malloy woke with mild nausea and tended to the fussing infant. She considered the 
day ahead and worried it would be another day to endure, a chore to pack up the children and ride 
out to the south-side to see ÈÅÒ ÈÕÓÂÁÎÄȭÓ ÓÉÓÔÅÒ ÁÎÄ ÈÅÒ ÆÁÍÉÌÙȠ ÔÈÅÙ ×ÅÒÅ ÁÎØÉÏÕÓ ÔÏ ÓÅÅ ÔÈÅ ÂÁÂÙȢ 
 She moved through the morning slowly, as if stalling might postpone the trip, but it served 
only to delay their departure. They were late leaving, and already the sun had risen to its noonday 
heat against the hazy August sky. The two older children, William and Catherine, claimed the 
window seats, and the twins, Jack and Joan, were relegated to the inside space on the back seat 
bench. 4ÈÅ ÉÎÆÁÎÔȟ 4ÈÅÒÅÓÁȟ ÓÁÔ ÏÎ ÈÅÒ ÍÏÔÈÅÒȭÓ ÌÁÐȢ 
 The expressway would carry them too far east, so Malloy took the direct route, down Cicero 
Avenue--from 5800 north to 8600 south entailed one hundred forty-four blocks of city driving, with 
a traffic light a minimum of every four blocks. The open windows collected more exhaust than the 
breeze they hoped for, and even before they crossed the demarcation of Madison Avenue the 
carload seemed spent. 
 Jack pushed himself off the seat and stood on the floorboard hump.  He leaned over the front 
seat toward his mom. ȱ*ÏÁÎÉÅȭÓ ÁÌÌ Ó×ÅÁÔÙȟȱ ÈÅ ÓÁÉÄȢ 
 Mrs. Malloy looked over her shoulder at Joan. The child was splayed across the seat and her 
legs dangled over the bench.  Her hair was damp and she drooled on ÈÅÒ ÁÒÍȢ Ȱ3ÈÅȭÓ ÁÓÌÅÅÐȟ *ÁÃËȢ 
3ÈÅȭÓ ÁÌÒÉÇÈÔȢȱ 
 Ȱ(ÅÒ ÕÎÄÅÒÐÁÎÔÓ ÁÒÅ ÓÈÏ×ÉÎÇȢȱ 
 *ÁÃËȭÓ ÍÏÔÈÅÒ ÃÌÏÓÅÄ ÈÅÒ ÅÙÅÓ ÆÏÒ Á ÍÏÍÅÎÔ ÁÎÄ ÇÁÖÅ ÁÎÏÔÈÅÒȟ ÑÕÉÃËÅÒ ÌÏÏË ÏÖÅÒ ÈÅÒ 
shoulder. 
 Ȱ&ÏÒ #ÈÒÉÓÓÁËÅȟȱ ÂÁÒËÅÄ ÔÈÅ ÂÏÙȭÓ ÆÁÔÈÅÒȢ Ȱ0ÕÌÌ ÈÅÒ ÄÒÅÓÓ ÄÏ×Î over ÈÅÒ ÕÎÄÅÒ×ÅÁÒȢȱ 
 Jack ÓÔÁÒÅÄ ÉÎÔÏ ÈÉÓ ÍÏÔÈÅÒȭÓ ÎÅÃËȢ Ȱ) ÔÈÉÎË ÓÈÅ ×ÏÕÌÄ ÃÒÙȟȱ ÈÅ said quietly. 
 Mrs. Malloy looked past Jack to Catherine, slumped against the car door behind her father. 
Ȱ#ÏÕÌÄ ÙÏÕ ÐÕÌÌ *ÏÁÎÉÅȭÓ ÄÒÅÓÓ ÄÏ×Î Á ÌÉÔÔÌÅ ÂÉÔȟ ÐÌÅÁÓÅȩȱ 
 #ÁÔÈÅÒÉÎÅ ÔÕÇÇÅÄ ÏÎ ÈÅÒ ÓÉÓÔÅÒȭÓ ÄÒÅÓÓ ÁÎÄ *ÏÁÎ Á×ÏËÅ--startled--with a sharp cry.   
 Ȱ'ÏÄÄÁÍÎÉÔȦȱ -ÁÌÌÏÙ ÃÕÒÓÅÄ ÏÖÅÒ ÔÈÅ ÃÈÉÌÄȭÓ wail and rolled down his window further, to 
invite the numbing hum of the traffic. Mrs. Malloy looked straight ahead and listened for more cries 
from Joan. She crossed her arms in front of the infant in her lap and held her more securely. 
Ȱ#ÁÔÈÅÒÉÎÅȟ ÍÁËÅ ÓÕÒÅ ÙÏÕÒ ÄÏÏÒ ÉÓ ÌÏÃËÅÄȟȱ ÓÈÅ ÓÁÉÄȢ 
 William glared across the backseat at Catherine; he leaned over Joan and said in a low tone, 
Ȱ.icÅ ÇÏÉÎÇȟ ×ÈÉÚ ËÉÄȢȱ 4ÈÅ ÌÉÇÈÔ ÏÆ ÓÁÔÉÓÆÁÃÔÉÏÎ ÉÎ #ÁÔÈÅÒÉÎÅȭÓ ÅÙÅÓ ÄÉÍÍÅÄ ÔÏ ÈÏÓÔÉlity at this 
incursion by her brother. She aimed to shove him back, back to his side of the seat, but she caught 
him off guard and the butt of her hand jammed him under the nose. He screamed, ȱOw-w-×Ȧȱ 



 
 Ȱ*ÅÓÕÓ #ÈÒÉÓÔ--ÔÈÁÔȭÓ ÉÔȦ William, you shout in the car again and yoÕ ×ÏÎȭÔ ÒÉÄÅ ÉÎ ÔÈÅ ÃÁÒ 
again. Understand? Do-you-ÕÎÄÅÒÓÔÁÎÄȩȱ 
 Ȱ9ÅÓÓÉÒȢȱ William wedged himself into the deepest corner of the seat.  Tears steamed in his 
eyes. He crossed his arms and set his mouth and stared wretchedly at Catherine. She had won this 
round. 
 Ȱ9ÏÕȭÌÌ ÈÁÖÅ ÔÏ ÓÉÔ ÄÏ×Î ÎÏ×ȟ *ÁÃËȟȱ -ÒÓȢ -ÁÌÌÏÙ ÓÁÉÄȢ 
 Ȱ"ÕÔ ) ×ÁÎÔ ÔÏ ×ÁÔÃÈ ÄÁÄÄÙ ÄÒÉÖÅȢȱ 
 Ȱ9ÏÕ ÃÁÎ watch daddy drive another time. Help mommy out and sit down on the seat and be 
nice to Joanie. Maybe you could hold her on your lap foÒ ÍÅȢȱ 
 Jack sat on the bench and maneuvered his sister between his legs and held her loosely by 
locking his wrists around her waist. -ÁÌÌÏÙ ÆÉÒÅÄ ÕÐ Á ,ÕÃËÙ 3ÔÒÉËÅ ÁÎÄ -ÒÓȢ -ÁÌÌÏÙ ÔÈÏÕÇÈÔ ÓÈÅȭÄ 
too like a cigarette--ÂÕÔ ÄÅÃÉÄÅÄ ÉÔ ×ÁÓÎȭÔ Á ÃÉÇÁÒÅÔÔÅ ÓÈÅ Ãraved, but something to drink. She had a 
metallic taste in her mouth--she thought of a rusted knife--and maybe a gallon of water would wash 
that taste away. A picture from her childhood crossed her mind, standing out on the front lawn in 
her sundress, bare feet squishing in the grass, gulping from the garden hose. 
 Finally, the car turned off Cicero Avenue--the irrepressible sun shadowed the car like a 
beam. !ÎÏÔÈÅÒ ÔÕÒÎ ÁÎÄ ÔÈÅÙ ÓÁ× -ÁÌÌÏÙȭÓ ÓÉÓÔÅÒ -ÁÒÙ ÏÎ ÔÈÅ ÐÏÒÃÈ ÓÔÅÐÓ awaiting their arrival; she 
gave a big welcome wave when the car pulled up the small incline of the driveway. She turned and 
ÃÁÌÌÅÄ ÉÎÔÏ ÔÈÅ ÈÏÕÓÅȟ Ȱ7ÁÌÔȟ ÔÈÅÙȭÒÅ ÈÅÒÅȦȱ ÁÎÄ ÂÏÕÎÄÅÄ ÄÏ×Î ÔÈÅ ÓÔÁÉrs to greet the car. Her girls, 
high-colored and perspiring, put down their hopscotch chalk and raced over to the car to see their 
cousins--more, really, to see their newest cousin, the baby, Theresa. 
 Walt came out of the house, two beers in hand, and ambled down to the car. Ȱ'ÏÔ Á ÃÏÌÄ one 
ÆÏÒ ÙÏÕȟ -ÁÌÌÏÙȟȱ ÈÅ ÓÁÉÄȢ Malloy jumped out of the car, saluted Walt, and took a long swallow of his 
beer. He had bolstered himself for the ride with several stealth bolts of vodka, but its effect had 
dulled, and the noise in his head had again widened. Ȱ.ÏÔÈÉÎÇ ÂÅÁÔÓ Á ÃÏÌÄ ÂÅÅÒ ÏÎ Á ÈÏÔ ÄÁÙȟȱ ÈÅ 
said. 
 Mrs. Malloy climbed out of the car with the child and bent to show her to her nieces. Ȱ3ÈÅȭÓ 
ÇÏÒÇÅÏÕÓȟ #ÁÒÏÌÅȟ ÁÂÓÏÌÕÔÅÌÙ ÁÄÏÒÁÂÌÅȟȱ -ÁÒÙ ÓÁÉÄȟ ÁÎÄ ÔÈÅ ÇÉÒÌÓ cooed after her. Ȱ#ȭÍÅÒÅȟ 7ÁÌÔÅÒȟ 
ÌÏÏË ÁÔ ÔÈÉÓ ÂÅÁÕÔÉÆÕÌ ÌÉÔÔÌÅ ÇÉÒÌȦȱ 
 Aunt Mary looked at Joan--beet-faced, her hair matted and damp with perspiration and still 
ÈÁÌÆ ÁÓÌÅÅÐȟ ÁÎÄ ×ÈÉÓÐÅÒÅÄȟ Ȱ(ÅÌÌÏȟ ÄÁÒÌÉÎÇȢȱ 3ÈÅ ÔÏÏË *ÏÁÎȭÓ ÈÁÎÄ ÁÎÄ ÓÁÉÄȟ Ȱ7ÈÙ ÄÏÎȭÔ ×Å ÁÌÌ ÇÏ 
ÉÎÓÉÄÅ ×ÈÅÒÅ ÉÔȭÓ Á ÌÉÔÔÌÅ ÃÏÏÌÅÒ ÁÎÄ ÈÁÖÅ Á ÎÉÃÅ ÂÉÇ ÇÌÁÓÓ ÏÆ ÉÃÅ-ÃÏÌÄ ÌÅÍÏÎÁÄÅȩȱ 
 Walter and MalloÙ ÌÅÁÎÅÄ ÁÇÁÉÎÓÔ ÔÈÅ ÒÅÁÒ ÆÉÎ ÏÆ -ÁÌÌÏÙȭÓ 0ÌÙÍÏuth wagon and drank their 
beer. Ȱ(Ï× ÁÂÏÕÔ ÔÈÏÓÅ 7ÈÉÔÅ 3ÏØȩȱ 7ÁÌÔ ÁÓËÅÄȢ 
 Ȱ) ÔÈÉÎË ÔÈÅÙȭÒÅ ÇÏÎÎÁ ÄÏ ÉÔ ÔÈÉÓ ÙÅÁÒȟȱ -ÁÌÌÏÙ ÓÁÉÄȢ Ȱ)ÔȭÌÌ ÂÅ ÔÈÅ ÆÉÒÓÔ ÔÉÍÅ ÓÉÎÃÅ ÔÈÅ "ÌÁÃË 3ÏØ 
ÓÃÁÎÄÁÌȢȱ 
 ȰAnd Nellie should get the MVP. 4ÈÅ ÆÉÒÓÔ ÔÉÍÅ ÆÏÒ ÁÎ -60 ×ÉÔÈ Ô×Ï ÈÏÍÅÒÓȦȱ 
 *ÁÃË ÈÁÄ ÃÌÉÍÂÅÄ ÏÖÅÒ ÔÈÅ ÂÅÎÃÈ ÁÎÄ ÐÏÓÉÔÉÏÎÅÄ ÈÉÍÓÅÌÆ ÉÎ ÔÈÅ ÄÒÉÖÅÒȭÓ ÓÅÁÔ ÏÆ ÈÉÓ ÆÁÔÈÅÒȭÓ 
car. He placed both hands on the steering wheel and in his mind he made turns like his dad, hand-
over-hand. Back on the straightaway, he moved his hand to the shift-lever and made believe he was 
moving the gears. More comfortable now, he made the throaty noises the car would make as it 
revved down the road. 
 He scooched his butt to the edge of the seat so his foot could touch the brake pedal. He saw 
through the windshield that Aunt Mary had stepped back out onto the porch, and she waved to him. 
He waved back with the two-ÆÉÎÇÅÒ ÆÁÒÍÅÒȭÓ ×ÁÖÅ ÈÅ ÈÁÄ ÓÅÅÎ ÈÉÓ ÆÁÔÈÅÒ ÇÉÖÅ ÔÏ ÏÔÈÅÒ ÄÒÉÖÅÒÓ ÏÕÔ 
on the road. 
 -ÁÌÌÏÙ ÆÉÎÉÓÈÅÄ ÈÉÓ ÂÅÅÒ ÁÎÄ ×ÈÉÌÅ ÈÅ Á×ÁÉÔÅÄ 7ÁÌÔÅÒȭÓ ÆÉÎÁÌ ÆÅ× Ó×ÁÌÌÏ×Ó ÈÅ ÆÉÓÈÅÄ ÏÕÔ Á 
cigarette and took a couple deep drags. He considered calling to his sister, up on the porch, for a 
couple fresh beers, but thought better of it. (ÅȭÄ ÈÁÖÅ to wait for Walt to finish. 



 
 *ÁÃË ×ÁÓÎȭÔ ÂÉÇ ÅÎÏÕÇÈ ÙÅÔ ÔÏ ÒÅÁÃÈ ÔÈÅ ÄÅÅÐ-ÓÅÔ ÇÁÓ ÐÅÄÁÌȟ ÁÎÄ ÈÅ ËÎÅ× ÈÅ ×ÁÓÎȭÔ ÓÕÐÐÏÓÅÄ 
to anyway--he had been warned several times ÁÇÁÉÎÓÔ ȰÆÌÏÏÄÉÎÇȱ ÔÈÅ ÅÎÇÉÎÅȢ He knew that his dad 
used his right foot for the gas and brake pedals--the left foot and the third pedal remained a 
mystery. He rested both feet against the third pedal and almost involuntarily pushed against it. 
 It was an entirely different feel than the brake! He was aware of a give--none of the hard 
resistance of the brake--more like the springiness of a rubber-ÂÁÎÄȟ Á ÐÅÄÁÌ ÔÈÁÔ ÁÆÔÅÒ Á ÍÏÍÅÎÔȭÓ 
stubbornness wanted to give way. 
 He knew it was magic, but it felt like the car was moving, rolling backwards, and he heard 
ÁÄÕÌÔ ÖÏÉÃÅÓ ÓÃÒÅÁÍÉÎÇȟ ȱ,et the clutch go, 'ÏÄÄÁÍÍÉÔȦȱ ÁÎÄ Ȱ(ÁÎÄÂÒÁËÅȟ ÐÕÌÌ ÔÈÅ ÈÁÎÄÂÒÁËÅȦȱ Âut 
imagined they were the muffled voices of other motorists, angry that he had pulled ahead of them 
all. 
 Walter had been knocked to the pavement and his beer bottle shattered on the driveway. 
The moving cÁÒ ÂÕÃËÌÅÄ -ÁÌÌÏÙȭÓ ËÎÅÅÓ ÁÔ ÔÈÅ ÂÕÍÐÅÒȠ ÈÅ ÓÐÕÎ Á×ÁÙ ÁÎÄ ÃÈÁÒÇÅÄ ÔÏ ÔÈÅ ÄÒÉÖÅÒȭÓ 
side door. He reached both hands in through the open window and jerked the boy away from the 
steering wheel. The car jumped to a stop. 
 Mary had rushed down the porch steps aÎÄ ÃÁÍÅ ÔÏ 7ÁÌÔÅÒȭÓ ÓÉÄÅȢ She inspected the bruises 
on his hands and stood on her tiptoes to inspect the welt on his forehead. She brushed away a little 
blood that mixed with the sweat on his forehead. Ȱ9ÏÕ /+ȩȱ ÓÈÅ ÁÓËÅÄȢ 
 Ȱ) ÔÈÉÎË )ȭll be just fine, Nurse Nealon. *ÕÓÔ Á ÌÉÔÔÌÅ ÂÕÍÐ ÆÒÏÍ ÂÅÈÉÎÄȢȱ 
 Ȱ4ÈÁÔ ×ÁÓ Á ÄÁÎÄÙ ÔÕÃË-and-ÒÏÌÌȟ 3ÅÒÇÅÁÎÔ .ÅÁÌÏÎȢȱ 
 Jack had cocooned himself against the car seat and he was crying. 4ÈÅ ÒÁÇÅ ÉÎ ÈÉÓ ÆÁÔÈÅÒȭÓ 
face and the force he had used to throw him against the seat had terrified him. 
 Malloy, still breathing hard, reached into the car--he yanked the handbrake and ripped the 
keys from the ignition. He grabbed the boy with both hands and tore him from the car through the 
open window and set him down hard on the pavement. 4ÈÅ ÂÏÙȭÓ ÈÅÁÄ ÈÁÄ ËÎÏÃËÅÄ ÁÇÁÉÎÓÔ ÔÈÅ 
window-frame and this momentarily stunned him out of his tears.   
 -ÁÒÙ ÔÕÒÎÅÄ ÆÒÏÍ ÈÅÒ ÈÕÓÂÁÎÄȟ ÔÏ×ÁÒÄ *ÁÃË ÁÎÄ -ÁÌÌÏÙȟ ÐÉÑÕÅÄ ÂÅÃÁÕÓÅ ÔÈÅ ÂÏÙȭs crying 
had suddenly stopped. She watched in alarm as her brother raised his key ring ÏÖÅÒ ÔÈÅ ÂÏÙȭÓ ÈÅÁÄ--
she opened her mouth to shout out, but there was no air in her lungs. The keys rained down on the 
ÂÏÙȭÓ ÈÅÁÄ ÁÎÄ ÈÅ ÃÏ×ÅÒÅÄ ÁÇÁÉÎÓÔ ÔÈÅ ÃÁÒ ÉÎ Á ÎÅ× ÂÕÒÓÔ ÏÆ ÃÒÙÉÎÇȢ 
 -ÁÒÙ ÒÕÓÈÅÄ ÔÏ ÈÅÒ ÂÒÏÔÈÅÒȢ Ȱ3ÔÏÐȦ 3ÔÏÐ ÒÉÇÈÔ ÎÏ×Ȣ 7ÈÁÔ ÁÒÅ ÙÏÕ ÄÏÉÎÇȩȱ She swept the boy 
up, a strong arm under his rump, and carried him up the front stairs, up to the bedroom where it 
was cool and dark, and the fan was running. She rocked him in the rocker till the worst of his 
sobbing had passed. 
 His sobs gave way to the hiccups and sniffles, and Mary sat him down on the edge of the 
bed. She knelt on the floor and wiped the tears from his eyes. Ȱ$ÉÄ ÙÏÕ ËÎÏ× ÙÏÕ ÈÁÖÅ ÔÈÅ ÍÏÓÔ 
ÂÅÁÕÔÉÆÕÌ ÂÌÕÅ ÅÙÅÓ )ȭÖÅ ÅÖÅÒ ÓÅÅÎȩȱ ÓÈÅ ÁÓËÅÄȢ 
 Jack tried to smile, but in that difficult consequence of crying--when emotions are tangled 
anyway--ÏÒ ÍÁÙÂÅ ÉÔ ×ÁÓ ÄÕÅ ÔÏ ÈÉÓ ÁÕÎÔȭÓ ËÉÎÄÎÅÓÓȟ ÈÅ ÂÅÇÁÎ ÓÏÂÂÉÎÇ ÁÇÁÉÎȢ 
 Ȱ4ÈÅÒÅȟ ÔÈÅÒÅȟ ÂÁÂÙȢȱ 
 Ȱ) ÊÕÓÔ ×ÁÎÔÅÄ--to drive the car--ÌÉËÅ ÄÁÄÄÙȟȱ *ÁÃË ÍÁÎÁÇÅÄȢ 
 Ȱ) ËÎÏ×ȟ ÂÁÂÙȢȱ Aunt Mary pulled him to her and rocked him gently. 3ÈÅ ÆÅÌÔ ÔÈÅ ÂÏÙȭÓ heat 
through his collared shirt. 
 Ȱ4ÈÅ ÃÁÒ--never moved--ÂÅÆÏÒÅȢȱ 
 -ÁÒÙ ÒÁÎ Á ÈÁÎÄ ÕÐ ÔÈÅ ÂÏÙȭÓ ÎÅÃË ÁÎÄ ÆÏÌÌÏ×ÅÄ ÔÈÅ Ó×ÉÒÌ ÏÆ ÈÉÓ ÃÏ×ÌÉÃËȟ ÁÎÄ ÌÉÇÈÔÌÙ 
inspected his scalp for the several slight abrasions. She found a bump on his forehead. Ȱ$ÉÄ ÙÏÕ 
know that I played car-ÄÒÉÖÅÒ ÉÎ ÙÏÕÒ ÇÒÁÎÄÐÁȭÓ ÃÁÒ ÁÌÌ ÔÈÅ ÔÉÍÅ ×ÈÅÎ ) ×ÁÓ ÙÏÕÒ ÁÇÅȩȱ 
 The boy shook his head. 



 
 Ȱ4ÈÅÒÅ ×ÁÓÎȭÔ Á ÇÉÒÌ ÉÎ ÔÈÅ ×ÏÒÌÄ ×ÈÏ could play car driver like me. Not a soul. No one could 
drive a car straighter, make a sharper turn or just make the car hum like I did. !ÎÄ )ȭÍ ×ÉÌÌÉÎÇ ÔÏ ÂÅÔ 
anything that you are the best car driver ÁÒÏÕÎÄ ÒÉÇÈÔ ÎÏ×Ȣȱ 
 Jack was in the final aftermath of his tears; each sniffle was less forceful and Mary felt his 
heartbeat slowing to normal. Ȱ7ÁÉÔ ÈÅÒe for me a moment, sweetheart. )ȭÌÌ ÇÅÔ ÙÏÕ Á ÃÕÐ ÏÆ ×ÁÔÅÒȢȱ 
 Mary took a washcloth from the closet and went to the washroom down the hall and ran the 
cold water. She lifted her hair from her neck and tied it in a simple bun that she held with a pencil 
she found on the counter. She looked in the mirror and subconsciously fumbled in the drawer for 
the lipstick she had begun the day with. She wrung out her washcloth and filled a cup with water. 
She hesitated at the mirror a moment--she wondered what she could say to comfort this child. 
 !ÕÎÔ -ÁÒÙ ÈÅÌÄ ÔÈÅ ×ÅÔ ×ÁÓÈÃÌÏÔÈ ÏÖÅÒ *ÁÃËȭÓ ÆÁÃÅȟ ÔÈÅÎ ÓÈÅ ÍÁÓÓÁÇÅÄ ÈÉÓ ÂÒÏ×ȟ ÁÒÏÕÎÄ ÈÉÓ 
ears and necËȟ ÁÎÄ ÈÅÌÄ ÉÔ ÕÐ ÔÏ ÈÉÓ ÎÏÓÅȢ Ȱ"ÌÏ×ȟ ÂÁÂÙȟ ÂÌÏ×ȟȱ ÓÈÅ ÓÁÉÄȢ She folded the cloth over and 
dabbed at the blood spots on his scalp, and offered him the water to drink. 
 3ÈÅ ÔÏÏË ÔÈÅ ÂÏÙÓȭ ÈÁÎÄÓ ÁÎÄ ÌÏÏËÅÄ ÄÉÒÅÃÔÌÙ ÉÎÔÏ his eyes. Ȱ3×ÅÅÔÉÅȟ ÉÔȭÓ ÉÍÐÏÒÔÁÎÔ ÔÈÁÔ ÙÏu 
ËÎÏ× ÅÖÅÎ ÄÁÄÓ ÃÁÎ ÂÅ ×ÒÏÎÇȢ 3ÏÍÅÔÉÍÅÓȟ ÖÅÒÙ ÖÅÒÙ ×ÒÏÎÇȢȱ She was uncertain how far she 
wanted to take this. Ȱ$Ï ÙÏÕ ËÎÏ× ÁÂÏÕÔ ÆÏÒÇÉÖÅÎÅÓÓȩȱ ÓÈÅ ÁÓËÅÄȢ 
 *ÁÃË ×ÁÓ ÈÏÌÄÉÎÇ ÔÈÅ ÔÈÒÅÅ ÍÉÄÄÌÅ ÆÉÎÇÅÒÓ ÏÆ ÈÉÓ !ÕÎÔ -ÁÒÙȭÓ ÈÁÎÄÓ ÖÅÒÙ Ôightly--he was 
squeezing them. He shook his head yes to her question, and he brightened. Ȱ!ÎÄ ) ËÎÏ× ÁÂÏÕÔ Âeing 
ÂÒÁÖÅȟ ÔÏÏȟȱ ÈÅ ÓÁÉÄȢ 
 4ÈÅ ÂÏÙȭÓ ÒÅÓÐÏÎÓÅ ÈÉÔ -ÁÒÙ ÕÎÅØÐÅÃÔÅÄÌÙ ÁÎÄ ÔÅÁÒÓ ×ÅÌÌÅÄ ÉÎ ÈÅÒ ÅÙes and burned down 
her cheeks. She brushed at her nose with her shoulder. 
 ȰOK, angel, give me just a sec. Are you ready to go back downstairÓȩ  9ÏÕȭÒÅ ÇÏÎÎÁ ÂÅ ÁÌÌ 
right. 9ÏÕȭÒÅ Á ÂÉÇ ÂÏÙ ÎÏ×Ȣȱ 
  



 
Hauntings 

Charlie Bennett 
 

The backlit glass-enclosed poster of the specter hung over the crowd from above the box 
office of the pressed-board and stone-brick building on the parkway, as the tourists milled about 
eating ice cream, taffy, and fudge in air-brushed t-shirts, others in various colors of Southeastern 
Conference schools. The apparition beckoned in a recorded voice like the disguised voices of people 
silhouetted to protect their identity on 20/20  or 60 Minutes, "Welcome to the Hauntings ghost 
show. You haven't lived until we've scared you to death. Ha ha ha ha ha." 
  They stopped in front of the attraction. He was still wearing his coat and tie, and she her 
understated off-white wedding dress she'd made herself with her mother's help. They looked up at 
the poster and the building, the creepy voice having tickled their cerebral dark places. They enjoyed 
the rush of fear. In the late afternoon, they'd been married in the Smoky Mountain Wedding Chapel 
after checking in for a quick one at the Rocky Top Inn. It was his second marriage, her first. She was 
the red-headed reason for the end of his first. 
  "What do you think?" he asked her. Ȱ$Ï ÙÏÕ ×ÁÎÔ ÔÏ ÇÏ ÉÎ ÔÈÅÒe?" 
  "Let's see how much it is. It might be fun," she said and squeezed his hand. She carried a box 
of Karmel Korn in her other hand. She smelled fried food, candy and burning wood. The sweet pull 
of the sausages, peppers and onions from the grill of FannÙ &ÁÒËÌÅȭÓȢ The night chill gave her 
relentless energy that affected every atom in her body. She tingled from over-stimulation. It was a 
crowded night on the parkway. There was some convention of religious youth in town and they ran 
in packs that allowed them to annoy more anonymously. They weren't obnoxious, just annoying 
because they were teenagers. That's hard to get around when you're that age. She understood how 
damned uncomfortable and unsure they all were. She'd been there not long ago herself, running at 
the back of packs. Still, they were a bother the way they'd stretch across the entire sidewalk and 
reach levels of talking that was more shouting. Things were never ideal, though.   

Ȱ%ÉÇÈÔ ÆÉÆÔÙ ÅÁÃÈȢ 3ÅÖÅÎÔÅÅÎ ÂÕÃËÓȟȱ ÈÅ ÓÁÉÄ ÈÏÌÄÉÎÇ ÈÉÓ ÐÁÌÍÓ ÕÐȟ ×ÁÌËÉÎÇ ÂÁÃË ÔÏ ÈÅÒ ÆÒÏÍ 
the box office.   

Ȱ)ÔȭÓ ÕÐ ÔÏ ÙÏÕȢ You know I really want to ride the Gatlinburg Sky Lift, the ski lift, and get our 
ÐÉÃÔÕÒÅ ÏÎ ÉÔ ÁÎÄ ) ÄÏÎȭÔ ÃÁÒÅ ÏÔÈer than that. If you want to go in there, we can. )Ô ÍÉÇÈÔ ÂÅ ÆÕÎȢȱ 

Ȱ!ÌÒÉÇÈÔȟ ×ÅȭÌÌ ÄÏ ÉÔȢ )ÔȭÓ ×ÏÒÔÈ ÔÈÅ ÁÄÖÅÎÔÕÒÅȢȱ He hugged her tight and turned her to the box 
office with him in a Lawrence Welk Show-esque dance move.   

4ÈÅ ÙÏÕÎÇ ÇÉÒÌ ÉÎ ÔÈÅ ÂÏØ ÏÆÆÉÃÅ ÁÃÔÅÄ ÁÓ ÔÈÏÕÇÈ ÓÈÅ ÃÏÕÌÄÎȭÔ ÈÁÖÅ ÐÏÓÓÉÂly been more 
annoyed or bored. She never sÁÉÄ ÁÎÙÔÈÉÎÇ ÏÔÈÅÒ ÔÈÁÎȟ Ȱ(ÅÒÅ ÁÒÅ your tickets and change, up the 
ÓÔÁÉÒÓ ÔÏ ÙÏÕÒ ÒÉÇÈÔȢȱ  

They were the first up the stairs and into the small room of several rows of bench seating 
and very false, stage-prop-ish, library walls. Fake bookshelves and books. Old wall candle lamps. A 
little claustrophobic and stuffy. 

Ȱ#ÏÚÙȟȱ ÓÈÅ ÓÁÉÄȢ Ȱ!ÎÄ ÔÏ ÔÈÉÎË ÏÆ ÔÈÉÓ ÑÕÉÅÔ ÌÉÔÔÌÅ ÒÏÏÍ ÂÅÉÎÇ ÕÐ ÈÅÒÅ Á×ÁÙ ÆÒÏÍ ÁÌÌ ÔÈÁÔ 
noise and hustle-ÂÕÓÔÌÅ ÄÏ×Î ÔÈÅÒÅ ÏÎ ÔÈÅ ÓÔÒÅÅÔȢȱ 

He squeezed her with his left arm around her upper back and left shoulder as she sat to his 
left, by the aisle. Ȱ) ×ÉÓÈ ×Å ÃÏÕÌÄ Ótay down here a little longer. I hate to think of going back to 
×ÏÒËȢȱ 

Ȱ,ÅÔȭÓ ÎÏÔ ÔÈÉÎË ÏÆ ÁÌÌ ÔÈÁÔ ÒÉÇÈÔ ÎÏ×Ȣ ,ÅÔȭÓ ÊÕÓÔ ÈÁÖÅ Á ÇÏÏÄ ÔÉÍÅȢ )ÔȭÓ ÏÕÒ ×ÅÄÄÉÎÇ ÎÉÇÈÔȢ We 
ÄÏÎȭÔ ÎÅÅÄ ÔÏ ÔÁÌË ÁÂÏÕÔ ÁÎÙÔÈÉÎÇ ÈÁÖÉÎÇ ÔÏ ÄÏ ×ÉÔÈ ×ÏÒË ÏÒ ÁÎÙ ÏÆ ÔÈÁÔȟ ÏËÁÙȩȱ She put her head on 
his shoulder. 

Ȱ9ÏÕȭÒÅ ÒÉÇÈÔȢ ) ×ÏÎȭÔ ÄÏ ÔÈÁÔ ÁÇÁÉÎȢ ) ÐÒÏÍÉÓÅȢ &ÕÎ ÏÎÌÙ ÔÏÎÉÇÈÔȢȱ 
A short scrawny blonde carrying a baby came through the door, a taller grisly man trailing. 

She looked put out and he was slightly smiling. The baby was fussing.   



 
She leaned over to him. Ȱ7ÈÏ ÂÒÉÎÇÓ Á ÂÁÂÙ ÉÎ ÈÅÒÅȩȱ 
Ȱ3ÈÈÈÈÈȢ )ÔȭÓ ÏËÁÙȢ .ÏÔ ÏÕÒ ×ÏÒÒÙȢȱ 
Ȱ7ÅÌÌȟ ÔÈÅ ÂÁÂÙȭÌÌ cry through the whole thing aÎÄ ÂÅÓÉÄÅÓȟ ÙÏÕ ÃÁÎȭÔ ÂÒÉÎÇ Á ÐÏÏÒ ÌÉÔÔÌÅ baby 

into something like this. 4ÈÁÔȭÓ ÊÕÓÔ ÉÇÎÏÒÁÎÔȢȱ 
He patted her leg. Ȱ)ÔȭÓ ÏËÁÙȟ ÌÅÔȭÓ ÊÕÓÔ ÐÒÅÔÅÎÄ ÔÈÅÙȭÒÅ ÎÏÔ ÈÅÒÅȟȱ ÈÅ ×ÈÉÓÐÅÒÅÄȢ 
Ȱ/È ÍÙ 'ÏÄȟȱ ÓÈÅ ÎÏ× ×ÈÉÓÐÅÒÅÄȟ Ȱ) ËÎÏ× ÔÈÁÔ ÇÉÒÌȢ 3ÈÅȭÓ ÆÒÏÍ )ÒÖÉÎÅȢȱ 
Ȱ4ÅÌÌ me after. ,ÅÔȭÓ ÎÏÔ ÔÁÌË ÁÂÏÕÔ ÉÔ ÎÏ×Ȣȱ 
4ÈÅ ÃÏÕÐÌÅÓ ×ÅÒÅ ÏÎÌÙ ÓÉÔÔÉÎÇ ρπ ÆÅÅÔ ÁÐÁÒÔȟ ÂÕÔ ÔÈÅÙȭÄ ÂÅÅÎ ÔÁÌËÉÎÇ ÃÏÎÃÕÒÒÅÎÔÌÙȢ  (Å ÆÉÇÕÒÅÄ 

ÔÈÅÙ ÈÁÄÎȭÔ ÈÅÁÒÄ ÈÅÒȢ They were the only five people in the room. Just as the lights were dimming 
the blonde turned and looked at them with a devious grin. She was still looking at them in the dark. 
4ÈÅÙ ÃÏÕÌÄ ÂÏÔÈ ÓÅÅ ÉÔȟ ÂÕÔ ÔÈÅ ÂÌÏÎÄÅ ÄÉÄÎȭÔ ÃÁÒÅȢ 

The same deep, electronic, witness-protection voice that had lured them in came over the 
speaker introducing itself as their spirit host and explained how the room they sat in had been 
endowed with supernatural power due to the magical and mystical items furnishing it. Material 
things obtained from around the spiritual  world. Pictures and mirrors on the wall shook. There was 
loud maniacal laughter as the spirit host called for spirits from the great beyond.  The spectral voice 
asked all to hold hands to form a circle.  Nobody moved but the baby began to squall. They were 
warned that because someone had broken the bond the spirits were angered. The baby went from 
squalling to screeching. There was still no movement by the patrons but knocking sounds from the 
walls and the fake candle lamps on the wall flickered. It was all over after several minutes and the 
lights came back on. 

Neither of them said anything. The blonde got up holding the still-crying baby and looked 
back at them with a fake grin. She stretched as she neared the exit and handed the baby to the tall 
man. Just as the newlyweds were getting up the blonde jerked arounÄ ÁÎÄ ÐÏÐÐÅÄ ÔÈÅ ÂÒÉÄÅȭÓ ÌÅÆÔ 
cheek bone with a quick closed-fist punch.   

Ȱ9ÅÁÈȟ ÙÏÕ ÄÏÎȭÔ ÒÅÍÅÍÂÅÒ ÍÅȟ ÂÕÔ ) ÄÏ ÙÏÕ ÂÉÔÃÈȟȱ ÔÈÅ ÂÌÏÎÄÅ ÓÁÉÄ ÁÓ ÓÈÅ ÔÏÏË ÏÆÆ ÉÎ Á ÒÕÎ 
out the heavy metal door, her man already heading down the steps in front of her with the baby. 
The bride lay on the ground as her knees had buckled under the sucker punch. She almost lost 
consciousness under the weak lighting and could hear a ringing in her left ear. He suddenly blocked 
out the light directly over her. 

Ȱ!ÒÅ ÙÏÕ ÏËÁÙȩ What the ÆÕÃË ×ÁÓ ÔÈÁÔȩ #ÁÎ ÙÏÕ ÔÁÌËȩȱ (Å ×ÁÓ ÐÁÎÉÃËÅÄȢ He was torn 
ÂÅÔ×ÅÅÎ ÇÏÉÎÇ ÁÆÔÅÒ ÔÈÅ ÂÌÏÎÄÅ ÁÎÄ ÇÏÉÎÇ ÆÏÒ ÈÅÌÐ ÂÕÔ ÃÏÕÌÄ ÄÏ ÎÅÉÔÈÅÒ ÁÓ ÈÅ ÃÏÕÌÄÎȭÔ ÌÅÁÖÅ ÈÉÓ 
assaulted bride who was obviously rocked by the vicious punch. 

Ȱ(Ï×ȭÓ ÙÏÕÒ ÎÅÃËȩ Did you hurt your nÅÃË ×ÈÅÎ ÙÏÕ ÆÅÌÌȩȱ 
She struggled to speak. It had taken her breath and the ringing was still like an alarm inside 

her head. 
Ȱ)ÔȭÓ ÏËÁÙȢ *ÕÓÔ ÃÁÔÃÈ ÙÏÕÒ ÂÒÅÁÔÈȢ Try tÏ ÃÁÌÍ ÙÏÕÒÓÅÌÆȢ 9ÏÕȭÒÅ ÇÏÉÎÇ ÔÏ ÂÅ ÏËÁÙȢȱ He gently 

rubbed the back of her head as he was now holding her sitting up against him as he sat on the floor 
by her. Ȱ9ÏÕ ÔÈÉÎË ÙÏÕȭÒÅ ÇÏÉÎÇ ÔÏ ÂÅ ÏËÁÙȩ 7Ï×ȟ ÙÏÕȭÒÅ Ó×ÅÌÌÉng up around your eye already. What 
ÄÉÄ ÙÏÕ ÄÏ ÔÏ ÍÁËÅ ÈÅÒ ÓÏ ÁÎÇÒÙ ÔÈÁÔ ÓÈÅȭÄ ÄÏ ÔÈÉÓȩȱ 

Ȱ) ÆÕÃËÅÄ her boyfriend in high school. What a cunt. That was so long ago. She was always a 
fucking criminal. &ÕÃËÉÎÇ ÓËÁÎË ÂÉÔÃÈȢȱ 

Ȱ3ÈÉÔȢ YÏÕ ÃÁÎ ÔÁËÅ Á ÐÕÎÃÈȟ ÃÁÎȭÔ ÙÏÕȩ She knocked the hell out of you. What a fucking 
sucker punch. How the hell did she catch you by surprise if you had that history with her? Didn't 
you think she was capable of that? You said she was always a criminal? 7ÈÙ ×ÅÒÅÎȭÔ ÙÏÕ ×ÁÔÃÈÉÎÇ 
ÆÏÒ ÓÏÍÅ ÓÈÉÔ ÌÉËÅ ÔÈÁÔȩȱ 

Ȱ(ÅÌÌȟ ÔÈÁÔ was years ago in high school. What adult with a baby could still give a fuck about 
the high school slut fucking your boyfriend all those years ago? What kind of psychopath carries 
that stupid shit around their whole life? I was a slut, okay? 4ÈÅ ÈÉÇÈ ÓÃÈÏÏÌ ÓÌÕÔȢȱ 



 
She pulled herself up slowly by one of the benches. She walked out pulling her hair down to 

cover the left side of her face. He walked after her as a young blushing couple came through the 
door and turned sideways to give them room. 

He fÏÌÌÏ×ÅÄ ÈÅÒ ÄÏ×Î ÔÈÅ ÓÔÁÉÒÓȢ Ȱ#ÏÍÅ ÏÎȢ ,ÅÔȭÓ ÇÏ ÂÁÃË ÔÏ ÔÈÅ ÍÏÔÅÌ ÁÎÄ ÇÅÔ ÓÏÍÅ ÉÃÅ ÏÎ 
ÙÏÕÒ ÆÁÃÅȢȱ 

Ȱ)ȭÍ ÎÏÔ letting that bitch ruin my wedding night. 7Åȭre going to ride the Sky Lift. #ÏÍÅ ÏÎȢȱ 
He got up beside her, gently grabbed her and spun her toward him on the sidewalk in front 

of HauntingsȢ Ȱ(ÅÙȟ ÉÔȭÓ ÏËÁÙȢ 4ÈÅ ÐÁÓÔ ÉÓ ÔÈÅ ÐÁÓÔȢ ,ÅÔȭÓ ÆÏÒÇÅÔ ÁÂÏÕÔ ÔÈÁÔ ÁÎÄ )ȭÌÌ ÄÏÃÔÏÒ ÙÏÕ ÕÐ ÂÁÃË 
ÁÔ ÔÈÅ ÒÏÏÍ ÁÆÔÅÒ ÔÈÅ 3ËÙ ,ÉÆÔȟ ÏËÁÙȩȱ 

She was crying a little and put her head to his chest. She grabbed his hand and they turned 
to walk down the sidewalk. 

They planted in their spots and waited for the cabled chair to come from behind them with 
the aid of the attendant who slowed it slightly for them to take hold. It was a gentle takeoff and they 
put the yellow-painted metal bar down quickly, ready for takeoff up the dark mountain. 

Ȱ'ÏÄ ÔÈÅÓÅ ÔÈÉÎÇÓ ÍÁËÅ ÍÅ Á ÎÅÒÖÏÕÓ ×ÒÅÃËȟȱ ÓÈÅ said as they went over the traffic of River 
Road and then the Little Pigeon River. Ȱ) ÄÏÎȭÔ ËÎÏ× ×ÈÙ ) ÌÏÖÅ ÉÔ ÓÏ ÍÕÃÈȢ I guess from always 
ÒÉÄÉÎÇ ÉÔ ×ÉÔÈ ÍÙ ÄÁÄÄÙȢȱ 

Ȱ7ÅÌÌȟ ÔÈÉÓ ÄÁÄÄÙ ×ÉÌÌ ÒÉÄÅ ÉÔ ×ÉÔÈ ÙÏÕ ÁÎÙÔÉÍÅ ÙÏÕ ×ÁÎÔ ÌÉÔÔÌÅ ÄÁÒÌÉÎȭȢ And if the Sky Lift is a 
roÃËÉÎȭȟ ÄÏÎȭÔ ÃÏÍÅ Á knockinȢȱ He gently rocked their chair. 

Ȱ$ÏÎȭÔ ÙÏÕ ÄÁÒÅȢ )ȭÌÌ ÓÃÒÅÁÍȢȱ She smacked his arm and looked back over her shoulder and 
ÄÏ×Î ÁÔ ÔÈÅ ÇÏÌÄÅÎ ÌÉÇÈÔÓ ÏÆ 'ÁÔÌÉÎÂÕÒÇȟ ÊÕÓÔ ÁÓ ÓÈÅȭÄ ÄÏÎÅ ×ÉÔÈ ÈÅÒ ÄÁÄÄÙȢ 

Back down at the bottom again, they decided to grab a Mountain Dew at the base of the 
Space Needle where they sat at an outside metal table and watched the church convention teens 
walk past, some wearing t-ÓÈÉÒÔÓ ÔÈÅÙȭÄ ÐÉÃËÅÄ ÕÐ ÉÎ ÔÏ×Î ÁÓ ÓÅÅÎ ÉÎ ÓÈÏÐ ×ÉÎÄÏ×Ó ÔÈÁÔ ×ÅÒÅ Á ÐÌÁy 
ÏÎ ÔÈÅ 2ÅÅÓÅȭÓ 0ÅÁÎÕÔ "ÕÔÔÅÒ #ÕÐ ÌÏÇÏ ÂÕÔ ÉÔ ÓÁÉÄ Jesus ÉÎÓÔÅÁÄ ÏÆ 2ÅÅÓÅȭÓ ÁÎÄ ÕÎÄÅÒ ÔÈÁÔ ÓÔÁÔÅÄ Ȱ-Ù 
3×ÅÅÔ 3ÁÖÉÏÒȢȱ 

She met eyes with a couple of girls walking by them carrying stuffed animals and smiled.  
Ȱ"ÏÙȟ ÔÈÏÓÅ ËÉÄÓ ÌÏÏË ÌÉËÅ ÔÈÅÙȭÒÅ ÈÁÖÉÎȭ ÔÈÅ ÔÉÍÅ ÏÆ ÔÈÅÉÒ ÌÉÖÅÓȟ ÄÏÎȭÔ ÔÈÅÙȩȱ 

Ȱ$ÏÎȭÔ )ȩȱ 
Ȱ$ÏÎȭÔ ÙÏÕ ×ÈÁÔȩȱ ÓÈÅ ÁÓËÅÄȢ 
Ȱ,ÏÏË ÌÉËÅ )ȭÍ ÈÁÖÉÎȭ ÔÈÅ ÔÉÍÅ ÏÆ ÍÙ ÌÉÆÅȩȱ 
Ȱ) ÄÏÎȭÔ ËÎÏ×Ȣ !ÒÅ ÙÏÕȩȱ 
Ȱ!Í ) ×ÈÁÔȩȱ ÈÅ ÁÓËÅÄȢ 
Ȱ(ÁÖÉÎÇ ÔÈÅ ÔÉÍÅ ÏÆ ÙÏÕÒ ÌÉÆÅȩȱ 
Ȱ.Ïȟ ÂÕÔ )ȭÍ ÁÂÏÕÔ ÔÏȢȱ He reached over and grabbed a hunk of her thigh. 
Electric Avenue by Eddy Grant played inside the arcade that comprised the base room of the 

Space Needle. 4ÈÅ ÓÏÎÇȭÓ ÓÙÎÔÈȟ ÓÏÁÒÉÎÇȟ ÆÁÄÉÎÇ-in-and-out effects were aided by the teens making 
constant turnstiles of the doors, unable to stay still for a second, constantly chasing something, the 
unending hopeless search of youth who still believed in magic. 

Ȱ'ÏÄȟ ÌÏÏË ÁÔ ÔÈÅÍȟȱ ÓÈÅ ÓÁÉÄȢ Ȱ4ÈÅÙ have so much energy, and hope. They have no idea, do 
ÔÈÅÙȩȱ 

Ȱ.Ï ÉÄÅÁȟȱ ÈÅ ÓÁÉÄ ÁÎÄ ÒÅÁÃÈÅÄ ÏÖÅÒ ÁÎÄ ÇÅÎÔÌÙ ran his finger over the puffed flesh under her 
left eye. 

Back at the room he grabbed the plastic ice bucket and walked down the hall to the vending 
area. He came back still smelling the ubiquitous chlorine odor and ran a washcloth under water 
before wrapping it around several pieces of ice. He handed it to her. 

Ȱ(ÅÒÅȟ 2ÏÃËȢ 0ÕÔ ÔÈÉÓ ÏÎ ÙÏÕÒ ÅÙÅȢȱ 
Ȱ4ÈÁÎËÓȢ ) ÃÁÎȭÔ ÂÅÌÉÅÖÅ )ȭÍ ÇÏÉÎÇ ÔÏ ÈÁÖÅ ÔÏ ÇÏ ÂÁÃË ÔÏ ×ÏÒË ÌÏÏËÉÎÇ ÌÉËÅ ÔÈÉÓȢ  4ÈÅÙȭÌÌ ÔÈÉÎË 

ÙÏÕȭÒÅ ÂÅÁÔÉÎÇ ÍÅ ÁÌÒÅÁÄÙȢȱ 



 
Ȱ$ÏÎȭÔ ÓÁÙ ÔÈÁÔȟȱ ÈÅ ÓÁÉÄȢ Ȱ)ȭÖÅ ÁÌÒÅÁdy thought that. )ȭÍ ÇÏÉÎÇ ÔÏ ÂÅ 0ÕÂÌÉÃ %ÎÅÍÙ .ÕÍÂÅÒ 

/ÎÅ ÁÌÒÅÁÄÙȢȱ 
Ȱ)ȭÌÌ ÊÕÓÔ ÔÅÌÌ ÔÈÅÍ ) ÇÏÔ ÉÎÔÏ ÉÔ ×ÉÔÈ Á ÇÉÒÌ ÄÏ×Î ÈÅÒÅȢ 4ÈÅÙ ËÎÏ× ) ÄÏÎȭÔ ÔÁËÅ ÁÎÙ ÓÈÉÔȢȱ 
He turned the television on. MTV. A video by The Pet Shop Boys was on. He turned the 

volume down low and got in bed next to her. She was taking off her panties. 
 
She woke in a panic. The room was freezing.  He heard her stir. 
Ȱ7ÈÁÔ ÉÓ ÉÔȩ 7ÈÁÔȭÓ ×ÒÏÎÇȩȱ  (Å ÓÁÔ ÕÐ ÓÕÄÄÅÎÌÙ ÎÅØÔ ÔÏ ÈÅÒȢ   
Ȱ) Ó×ÅÁÒ ) ÊÕÓÔ ÈÅÁÒÄ Á ÓÃÒÅÁÍ ÁÎÄ ÔÈÅÎ Á ÓÈÏÔȟȱ ÓÈÅ ÓÁÉÄȢ Ȱ) Ó×ÅÁÒ ÉÔ ×ÁÓ ÒÅÁÌȢ  )Ô ×ÁÓÎȭÔ Á 

ÄÒÅÁÍȢȱ 
Ȱ7ÅÌÌȟ ÊÕÓÔ ÌÉÅ ÂÁÃË ÄÏ×ÎȢ 7ÅȭÌÌ ÊÕÓÔ ÓÔÁÙ ÒÉÇÈÔ ÈÅÒÅ ÉÎ ÔÈÅ ÄÁÒË ÁÎÄ ÌÉÓÔÅÎȢȱ 
They relaxed back on the bed together. A Prince video played on the television.   
Ȱ) ×ÉÓÈ ÈÅȭÄ ÍÁËÅ ÁÎÏÔÈÅÒ Purple Rainȟȱ ÈÅ ÓÁÉÄȢ 
Ȱ3ÈÈÈÈhhhh. ) ×ÁÎÔ ÔÏ ÌÉÓÔÅÎȢȱ 
He turned over and looked toward the window where a little light came in from the security 

lights. He saw a shadow block the light for an instant. Someone had walked by the room. He heard 
something. Was their door knob being turned? Then nothing. Must have been his imagination. 

Ȱ$ÉÄ ÙÏÕ ÈÅÁÒ ÔÈÁÔȩȱ ÓÈÅ ÁÓËÅÄȢ 
Ȱ(ÅÁÒ ×ÈÁÔȩȱ 
Ȱ) ÔÈÉÎË ÓÏÍÅÂÏÄÙ ÊÕÓÔ ÔÒÉÅÄ ÔÏ ÇÅÔ ÉÎ ÏÕÒ ÒÏÏÍȟȱ ÓÈÅ ÓÁÉÄ ÉÎ Á ÓÔÒÁÉÎÅÄ ×ÈÉÓÐÅÒȢ 
Ȱ.Ïȟ ) ÄÏÎȭÔ ÔÈÉÎË ÓÏȢ 7ÁÉÔȢ )ȭÌÌ ÓÎÅÁË ÏÖÅÒ ÁÎÄ ÌÏÏk out the peepholeȟȱ ÈÅ ÓÁÉÄȢ 
He worked himself out of bed as quietly as he could. He tiptoed over to the door, still nude. 

He looked out the peephole and saw nothing but morphed cars in the parking lot and the sprayed 
streaking security lights. 

There was a loud knock on the wall behind their bed. She jumped up out of bed and ran to 
him. Their naked bodies stayed pressed together for some time as she clung to him and they 
breathed quietly in the dark. He eventually became aroused and then reached down between her 
legs and began rubbing her and they forgot about the noises. 

(Å Á×ÏËÅ ÔÏ 3ÔÉÎÇȭÓ Fortress Around Your Heart video. He rolled over with eyes closed and 
ÓÈÅ ÄÉÄÎȭÔ ÓÅÅÍ ÔÏ ÂÅ ÔÈÅÒÅȢ 3ÈÅ ×ÁÓÎȭÔȢ (Å ÈÁÄÎȭÔ ÈÅÁÒÄ ÈÅÒ get up to go to the bathroom. There 
was no light from the bathroom; only the flickerÉÎÇ ÌÉÇÈÔ ÆÒÏÍ ÔÈÅ ÔÅÌÅÖÉÓÉÏÎȢ )Ô ×ÁÓÎȭÔ ÄÁ×Î ÙÅÔȢ He 
jumped out of bed while calling for her and stepped to the bathroom. She was gone. Where the hell 
would she have gone without telling him?  The door opened. She was carrying the ice bucket.   

Ȱ.ÅÅÄÅÄ ÍÏÒÅ ÉÃÅȢ .ÅÅÄ Á "ÌÏÏÄÙ -ÁÒÙȢ -Ù ÈÅÁÄȭÓ ÔÈÒÏÂÂÉÎÇȢ ) ÄÉÄÎȭÔ ×ÁÎÔ ÔÏ ×ÁËÅ Ùou. 
3ÏÒÒÙ ÉÆ ) ÄÉÄȢȱ 

Ȱ(ÅÌÌȟ ) ÊÕÓÔ ×ÏËÅ ÕÐ ÁÎÄ ×ÁÓ ÓÔÁÒÔÉÎÇ ÔÏ ÔÈÉÎË ÙÏÕȭÄ ÌÅÆÔ ÍÅ ÁÌÒÅÁÄÙȢȱ 
Ȱ4ÈÅÒÅȭÓ ÐÏlice out in front of the place. Several marked cars and some unmarked ones. 

2ÅÃËÏÎ ÔÈÁÔ ÈÁÓ ÁÎÙÔÈÉÎÇ ÔÏ ÄÏ ×ÉÔÈ ×ÈÁÔ ) ÔÈÏÕÇÈÔ ) ÈÅÁÒÄ ÅÁÒÌÉÅÒȩȱ 
Ȱ-ÁÙÂÅ ÙÏÕ ÁÒÅÎȭÔ as ÃÒÁÚÙ ÁÓ ÔÈÏÕÇÈÔȟȱ ÈÅ ÓÁÉÄȟ ÃÈÁÎÇÉÎÇ ÈÉÓ ÖÏÉÃÅȢ 
Ȱ)ȭÍ ÃÒÁÚÉÅÒ ÔÈÁÎ ÈÅÌÌ ÂÕÔ ) ÈÏÎÅÓÔÌÙ ÄÉÄÎȭÔ ËÎÏ× ÉÆ )ȭÄ ÄÒÅÁÍÅÄ ÉÔ ÏÒ ÎÏÔȢȱ 
He grabbed her and turned her around on the bed. Ȱ9ÏÕ ÄÉÄÎȭÔ ÄÒÅÁÍ thisȟ ÄÉÄ ÙÏÕȩȱ 
7ÈÅÎ ÔÈÅÙ ×ÅÒÅ ÆÉÎÉÓÈÅÄȟ ÁÆÔÅÒ ÃÁÔÃÈÉÎÇ ÈÉÓ ÂÒÅÁÔÈȟ ÈÅ ÓÁÉÄȟ Ȱ) ÓÁÙ ×Å ÓÐÅÎÄ ÁÌÌ ÄÁÙ ÔÏÄÁÙ 

looking for that blonde and that animal she was with. I can fix her good. And him too. TheÙ ×ÏÎȭÔ ÂÅ 
bothering you again. )ȭÍ ÎÏÔ ÇÏÉÎÇ ÔÏ ÌÅÔ ÈÅÒ ÄÏ ÔÈÁÔ ÔÏ ÙÏÕ ÁÎÄ ÇÅÔ Á×ÁÙ ×ÉÔÈ ÉÔȢȱ 

Ȱ7ÈÁÔ ×ÏÕÌÄ ÙÏÕ ÄÏ ÆÏÒ ÍÅȩȱ ÓÈÅ ÁÓËÅÄȢ 
Ȱ9ÏÕ ÎÁÍÅ ÉÔȟȱ ÈÅ ÓÁÉÄ ÁÎÄ ÒÁÎ ÈÉÓ ÆÉÎÇÅÒÎÁÉÌÓ ÄÏ×Î ÈÅÒ ÔÈÉÇÈȢ 
Ȱ7ÅÌÌȟ ) ÃÁÎ ÔÈÉÎË ÏÆ Á ÌÏÔ ÏÆ ÔÈÉÎÇÓȢ  "Å ÃÁÒÅÆÕÌ ×ÉÔÈ ×ÈÁÔ ÙÏÕ ÐÒÏÍÉÓÅȢȱ 
Ȱ/ÎÌÙ ÓÁÙ ÔÈÅ ×ÏÒÄ ÁÎÄ ) ÓÈÁÌÌ ÂÅ ÈÅÁÌÅÄ ÂÙ ÄÏÉÎÇ ÉÔȢȱ 



 
Ȱ'ÉÖÅ ÍÅ Á ÂÒÅÁËȟȱ ÓÈÅ ÓÁÉÄ ÁÎÄ ÌÉÔ Á -ÁÒÌÂÏÒÏ ,ÉÇÈÔ ÂÅÆÏÒÅ ÆÌÉÃËÉÎÇ ÈÉÍ ÉÎ ÔÈÅ ÈÅÁÄ ×ÉÔÈ Á 

levied fingernail.   
Ȱ/××××××Ȣ 4ÈÁÔ ÈÕÒÔȢȱ 
Ȱ'ÏÏÄȟȱ ÓÈÅ ÓÁÉÄ ÁÎÄ ÄÉÄ ÉÔ ÁÇÁÉÎȢ 
Ȱ$Ï ÙÏÕ ×ÁÎÔ ÙÏÕÒ ÏÔÈÅÒ ÅÙÅ ÂÌÁÃËÅÄȩȱ ÈÅ ÁÓËÅÄȢ 
Ȱ,ÅÔ ÍÅ ÇÅÔ ÔÈÉÓ ÏÎÅ ÃÌÅÁÒÅÄ ÕÐ ÆÉÒÓÔȟȱ ÓÈÅ ÓÁÉÄ ÁÎÄ ÂÌÅ× ÓÍÏËÅ ÉÎ ÈÉÓ ÆÁÃÅȢ 
Ȱ7Å ÁÉÎȭÔ ÇÏÎÎÁ ÂÅ ÃÏ×ÁÒÄÓ ÁÂÏÕÔ ÔÈÉÓȟȱ ÈÅ ÓÁÉÄȢ Ȱ9ÏÕ ÇÏÔÔÁ ÄÅÃÉÄÅ ÈÏ× ÙÏÕȭÒÅ ÇÏÎÎÁ ÌÉÖÅ 

and ) ÁÉÎȭÔ ÇÏÎÎÁ ÌÉÖÅ ÌÉËÅ ÔÈÁÔȢ I hope you uÎÄÅÒÓÔÁÎÄ ÔÈÁÔ ÍÕÃÈ ÌÉÔÔÌÅ ÇÉÒÌȢȱ 
Ȱ3ÈÅȭÓ ÍÉÎÅ Éf we see them again,ȱ ÓÈÅ ÓÁÉÄȢ Ȱ9ÏÕ ÁÎÄ ÔÈÁÔ ÒÏÕÇÈ ÁÓÓ ÓÈÅ ×ÁÓ ×ÉÔÈ ÓÔÁÙ ÏÕÔ ÏÆ 

it and just keep the baby ÓÁÆÅ ÁÎÄ ÌÅÔ ÍÅ ×ÈÉÐ ÈÅÒ ÁÓÓȢ )ȭÌÌ ÇÅÔ ÍÉÎÅȢ $ÏÎȭÔ ÙÏÕ ×ÏÒÒÙ ÁÂÏÕÔ ÉÔȢȱ 
(Å ÄÉÄÎȭÔ ÓÁÙ ÁÎÙÔÈÉÎÇ ÂÕÔ reached over and took the cigarette from her. 
She ran her hands through her hair. Ȱ9ÏÕ ËÎÏ× ) ÄÒÅÁÍÅÄ ÌÁÓÔ ÎÉÇÈÔ ÁÂÏÕÔ My Golden Arm. 

Did you ever have that ghost story record when you were a kid? The one where either the dead wife 
or dead husband comes baÃË ÆÏÒ ÔÈÅÉÒ ÇÏÌÄÅÎ ÁÒÍ ÁÆÔÅÒ ÔÈÅ ÏÔÈÅÒ ÈÁÓ ÄÕÇ ÔÈÅÍ ÕÐ ÔÏ ÇÅÔ ÔÈÅ ÇÏÌÄȩȱ 

Ȱ.Ïȟ )ȭÖÅ ÎÅÖÅÒ ÈÅÁÒÄ ÏÆ ÔÈÁÔȢȱ He got up to make a Bloody Mary after passing the cigarette 
back to her. 

Ȱ4ÈÅ ÇÈÏÓÔ ÁÔ ÔÈÅ ÅÎÄ ÓÁÙÓ Ȱ) waaaaaaaant my goooooooooooooolllllden 
arrrrrrrrrrrrrrrrrrrrrrmȢȱ 

A chill went up his spine as he thought about what his ex might be doing with all the gold 
ÈÅȭÄ ÇÉÖÅÎ ÈÅÒ ÆÏÒ ÈÅÒ ÈÁÎÄ ÁÎÄ ÁÒÍȢ 

Ȱ) ÈÅÁÒ ÔÈÅÒÅȭÓ ÓÏÍÅ ÈÏÕÓÅ ÍÁÄÅ ÏÆ ÆÏÁÍ ÄÏ×Î ÈÅÒÅ ÃÁÌÌÅÄ 8ÁÎÁÄÕȟ ÔÈÅ ÈÏÕÓÅ ÏÆ ÔÏÍÏÒÒÏ×ȟȱ 
he said. Ȱ(ÁÓ ÅÖÅÒÙÔÈÉÎÇ ÉÎÓÉÄÅ ÒÕÎ ÂÙ ÃÏÍÐÕÔÅÒÓ ÁÎÄ ÓÔÕÆÆȢȱ 

Ȱ) ÇÏt a pamphlet on it over there. 4ÈÁÔȭÌÌ ÂÅ ÁÌÌ ÒÉÇÈÔ ) ÇÕÅÓÓ. It looks interesting. That 
futuristic shit does creep me out a little, ÔÈÏÕÇÈȢȱ 

He handed her the Bloody Mary. Ȱ7ÅȭÌÌ ÓÅÅ ÔÈÅ ÈÏÕÓÅ ÏÆ ÔÏÍÏÒÒÏ×ȟ todayȟȱ ÈÅ ÓÁÉÄȢ 
She rolled her eyes and closed them as she drank from the Bloody Mary. She licked her lips 

ÁÌÌ ÁÒÏÕÎÄ ÂÅÆÏÒÅ ÓÁÙÉÎÇȟ Ȱ) ×ÁÎÔ ÔÏ ÇÏ ÔÏ ÔÈÅ ,ÏÇ #ÁÂÉÎ 0ÁÎÃÁËÅ (ÏÕÓÅ ÆÉÒÓÔȟ ÏËÁÙȩȱ 
Ȱ/Æ ÃÏÕÒÓÅȟȱ ÈÅ ÓÁÉÄȢ Ȱ/Æ ÃÏÕÒÓÅȢȱ 
After breakfast they stood on a walkway over the Little Pigeon River, gurgling beneath 

them. 4ÈÅÒÅ ×ÁÓÎȭÔ Á ÌÏÔ ÏÆ ÔÒÁÆÆÉÃ ÏÕÔ ÏÎ 2ÉÖÅÒ 2ÏÁÄȢ  3ÈÅ ÈÅÌÄ ÈÅÒ ÁÒÍ ÁÒÏÕÎÄ Èim and ate peanut 
butter fudge. He was watching a large white rat running around on the river bank. 

Ȱ,ÏÏË ÁÔ ÔÈÁÔ ÂÉÇ ÒÁÔȢ (ÅȭÓ Á ÂÉÇ ÂÁÓÔÁÒÄȢ (ÅȭÓ ÆÁÔȢ ,ÉÖÉÎÇ ÉÔ ÕÐȢȱ 
Ȱ/ÏÏÏÏÈÈÈÈÈȢ 'ÏÄ ÎÏȟȱ ÓÈÅ ÓÁÉÄȢ Ȱ7ÈÙ ×ÏÕÌÄ ÙÏÕ ÅÖÅÎ ÔÅÌÌ ÍÅ ÁÂÏÕÔ ÉÔȩ  9ÏÕ ËÎÏ× ) ÃÁÎȭÔ 

ÈÁÎÄÌÅ ÓÈÉÔ ÌÉËÅ ÔÈÁÔȢȱ 
Ȱ,ÅÔȭÓ ÊÕÓÔ ÄÒÉÖÅ ÕÐ ÔÏ ÔÈÁÔ ÐÉÃÎÉÃ ÓÐÏÔȟ ÔÈÅ #ÈÉÍÎÅÙÓ 0ÉÃÎÉÃ !ÒÅÁ Ôhat Clyde was telling us 

about. $Ï ÔÈÁÔ ÉÎÓÔÅÁÄ ÏÆ ÇÏÉÎÇ ÔÏ 8ÁÎÁÄÕȢȱ 
Ȱ4ÈÁÔȭÓ ÆÉÎÅȟȱ ÓÈÅ ÓÁÉÄȢ The sun streaked through and made her hair look like copper wiring.  

She wore dark red-ÆÒÁÍÅÄ ÏÖÅÒÓÉÚÅÄ ÓÕÎÇÌÁÓÓÅÓ ÓÈÅȭÄ ÂÏÕÇÈÔ ÏÎ ÔÈÅ Ótrip to hide her swollen face. 
Ȱ4ÈÅÒÅȭÓ Á ÌÉÔÔÌÅ ÇÒÏÃÅry at the end of the strip where we can pick up some deli meat and bread and 
chips. 7Å ÃÁÎ ÇÏ ÂÁÃË ÔÏ ÔÈÅ ÒÏÏÍ ÆÉÒÓÔ ÁÎÄ ÐÁÃË ÔÈÁÔ ÌÉÔÔÌÅ ÃÏÏÌÅÒ ×ÉÔÈ ÉÃÅ ÁÎÄ ÐÉÃË ÕÐ ÓÏÍÅ ÂÅÅÒȢȱ 

They pulled into the little grocery at the end of the strip, not far from the entrance to the 
national park. 3ÈÅ ×ÁÓ ÁÌÒÅÁÄÙ ÏÐÅÎÉÎÇ ÔÈÅ ÄÏÏÒ ÂÅÆÏÒÅ ÈÅȭÄ ÆÕÌÌÙ ÓÔÏÐÐÅÄ ÔÈÅ ÃÁÒȢ   

Ȱ)ȭÌÌ ÊÕÓÔ run in and grab a few things. !ÎÙ ÓÐÅÃÉÁÌ ÒÅÑÕÅÓÔÓȩȱ  
ȰJust something for sandwiches. ) ÄÏÎȭÔ ÃÁÒÅȟȱ ÈÅ ÓÁÉÄȢ 
She slammed the door and bounced into the store. He turned on the radio and found Smoky 

Mountain Rain by Ronnie Milsap. I bet they get sick of this one down here he thought. He left it on 
and turned up the volume, softly singing along. $ÉÄÎȭÔ ÌÏÏË ÌÉËÅ ÔÈÅÙȭÄ ÂÅ ÇÅÔÔÉÎÇ any Smoky 
Mountain rain today. Perfect day for a picnic in the woods. 



 
She came rushing through the door with no groceries in her hand. She frantically slid into 

her seat and hit him on the arm. Ȱ1ÕÉÃËȟ ÔÁËÅ ÔÈÅ ÂÙÐÁÓÓ ÔÏ 0Égeon Forge. Move. Move. Move. We 
gotta get out of here. .Ï×Ȧȱ 

He put the car in reverse, backed out and quickly got out of the lot and onto the parkway.   
Ȱ7ÈÁÔ ÔÈÅ ÈÅÌÌ ÄÉÄ ÙÏÕ ÄÏȩ $ÉÄ ÙÏÕ ÒÏÂ ÔÈÅ ÐÌÁÃÅȩȱ 
Ȱ.ÏȢ ) ÍÁÙ ÈÁÖÅ ËÉÌÌÅÄ ÈÅÒȢ 4ÈÁÔ ÂÉÔÃÈ ÆÒÏÍ ÌÁÓÔ Îight. I bashed her over the head with a jar of 

peanut butter. I broke the fucking jar on her head. She ÄÒÏÐÐÅÄ ÌÉËÅ ÓÈÅȭÄ ÂÅÅÎ ÓÈÏÔȢ I may have 
ËÉÌÌÅÄ ÈÅÒȢȱ 

Ȱ7ÈÁÔ ÁÂÏÕÔ ÈÅÒ ÂÁÂÙ ÁÎÄ ÔÈÁÔ ÇÕÙȩȱ (Å ÈÁÄ ÔÈÅÍ ÈÅÁÄÅÄ ÔÏ ÔÈÅ ÂÙÐÁÓÓ ÂÕÔ ×ÁÓÎȭÔ ÄÒÉÖÉÎÇ 
too much over the speed limit in order to avoid attention. 

Ȱ) ÄÏÎȭÔ ËÎÏ×Ȣ ) ÄÉÄÎȭÔ ÓÅÅ ÔÈÅÍȢ I think she was in there alone. They must have been in the 
car. 9ÏÕ ÄÉÄÎȭÔ ÓÅÅ ÔÈÅÍȩȱ 

Ȱ.Ïȟ ) ×ÁÓÎȭÔ ÌÏÏËÉÎÇȟ ÂÕÔ ÎÏȢȱ 
Ȱ) ÔÏÌÄ ÙÏÕ )ȭÄ ÔÁËÅ ÃÁÒÅ ÏÆ ÈÅÒȟȱ ÓÈÅ ÓÁÉÄ ÌÏÏËÉÎÇ ÏÕÔ ÔÈÅ ÂÁÃË ×ÉÎÄÏ× ÏÆ ÔÈÅ ÃÁÒȢ  Ȱ(Å ÍÕÓÔ 

have been parked oÎ ÔÈÅ ÏÔÈÅÒ ÓÉÄÅ ÏÆ ÔÈÅ ÓÔÏÒÅȢ ) ÄÏÎȭÔ ÔÈÉÎË ÁÎÙÂÏÄÙ ÓÁ× ÕÓȢ 4ÈÅÙ ÄÏÎȭÔ ËÎÏ× 
what kind of car to look for. 3ÈÅ ÄÉÄÎȭÔ ÅÖÅÎ ËÎÏ× ÉÔ ×ÁÓ Íe anyway. She never saw me. I snuck up 
on her from behind and just bashed her head. She fell straight forward into the shelf in front of her. 
) ÔÈÉÎË ÓÈÅ ×ÁÓ ÏÕÔ ÃÏÌÄȢȱ She was breathing hard from the excitement. She caught her breath. Ȱ3ÈÅ 
never saw me. And the people working were kinda blocked from us and they were busy doing 
something behind the register. ) ÄÏÎȭÔ ÔÈÉÎË ÔÈÅÙ ÒÅÁÌÌÙ ÇÏÔ ÍÕÃÈ ÏÆ Á ÌÏÏË ÁÔ ÍÅ ÁÆÔÅÒ ÔÈÅÙ ÈÅÁrd 
her fall and hit the shelf. ) ÇÏÔ ÏÕÔ ÏÆ ÔÈÅÒÅ ÐÒÅÔÔÙ ÑÕÉÃËÌÙ ÂÕÔ ÄÉÄÎȭÔ ÒÕn until I got through the door. 
'ÏÄȟ ) ÈÏÐÅ ÔÈÅÙ ÄÏÎȭÔ ÈÁÖÅ ÇÏÏÄ ÓÕÒÖÅÉÌÌÁÎÃÅ ÃÁÍÅÒÁÓȢȱ 

Ȱ9ÏÕȭÒÅ ÓÕÒÅ ÓÈÅ ÎÅÖÅÒ ÓÁ× ÙÏÕ ÉÎ ÔÈÅ ÓÔÏÒÅ ÁÔ ÁÌÌȩȱ 
Ȱ.ÏȢ I saw her right away and grabbed the first thing I saw to hit her with, snuck up behind 

ÈÅÒ ÁÎÄ ÌÉÔ ÈÅÒ ÁÓÓ ÕÐȢȱ 
Ȱ(ÅÌÌȟ ÓÈÅȭÌÌ ÈÁÖÅ ÔÈÅ ÌÁ× ÌÏÏËÉÎÇ ÆÏÒ ÕÓȢȱ 
Ȱ3ÈÅ ×ÏÎȭÔ ÄÏ ÉÔȢ She and the guy she was with probably have bench warrants out on them 

now for something or other. 4ÈÅÙ ÄÏÎȭÔ ×ÁÎÔ ÁÎÙ ÌÁ× ÅÎÆÏÒÃÅÍÅÎÔ ÉÎÖÏÌÖÅÍÅÎÔȢȱ 
Ȱ)Æ ÓÈÅ ×ÁÓ ÈÕÒÔȟ ) ÍÅÁÎ really hurt, or worse, theÒÅ ×ÏÎȭÔ ÂÅ ÁÎÙ ÃÈÏÉÃÅ ÁÂÏÕÔ ÇÅÔting law 

enforcement involved. 4ÈÅÙȭÌÌ be ÉÎÖÏÌÖÅÄȢȱ 
She looked over at him. Ȱ&ÏÒ ÂÅÔÔÅÒ ÏÒ ×ÏÒÓÅȟ ÙÏÕ ÓÁÉÄȢȱ 
Ȱ9ÅÁÈȟ ) ÄÉÄ ÓÁÙ ÉÔȟȱ ÈÅ ÓÁÉÄȢ Ȱ7ÈÁÔ ÂÒÁÎÄ ÄÉÄ ÙÏÕ ÕÓÅȩȱ 
Ȱ7ÈÁÔ ÂÒÁÎÄȩȱ 
Ȱ9ÅÁÈȟ ÏÆ ÐÅÁÎÕÔ ÂÕÔÔÅÒȟ ×ÈÁÔ ÂÒÁÎÄȩȱ 
Ȱ) ÄÏÎȭÔ ËÎÏ×Ȣ 3ÏÍÅ ÇÅÎÅÒÉÃ ÅØÔÒÁ ÃÒÕÎÃÈÙȢ %ØÔÒÁ ÃÒÕÎÃÈÙ ÅÕÔÈÁÎÁÓÉÁȢ Her ignorant head 

ÄÉÄÎȭÔ ÄÅÓÅÒÖÅ *ÉÆȢ ) ÂÅÔ ÓÈÅ ÈÁÓ ÇÌÁÓÓ ÄÕÇ ÄÏ×Î ÉÎ ÈÅÒ ÓÃÁÌÐȢȱ 
Ȱ) ÈÏÐÅ ÙÏÕ ÎÅÖÅÒ ÇÅÔ ÔÈÁÔ ÍÁÄ ÁÔ ÍÅȢȱ 
Ȱ9ÏÕ ×ÏÎȭÔ ÇÉÖÅ ÍÅ Á ÒÅÁÓÏÎ ×ÉÌÌ ÙÁȩȱ 
He shook his head and smiled. 
Ȱ"Õt she had it coming after what she did to me at the spook show. 9ÏÕ ÓÁÉÄ ÉÔ ÙÏÕÒÓÅÌÆȢȱ 
Ȱ9ÅÁÈȟ ÓÈÅ ÈÁÄ ÉÔ ÃÏÍÉÎÇȟȱ ÈÅ ÓÁÉÄ ÁÎÄ ÒÅÁÃÈÅÄ ÏÖÅÒ ÔÏ ÈÏÌÄ ÈÅÒ ÈÁÎÄȢ He looked into the 

deep woods all around them as they drove down the bypass toward Pigeon Forge. He ×ÉÓÈÅÄ ÔÈÅÙȭÄ 
gone on to ÔÈÅ ÎÁÔÉÏÎÁÌ ÐÁÒË ÁÓ ÔÈÅÙȭÄ ÐÌÁÎÎÅÄ ÂÕÔ ÔÈÅÙȭÄ ÂÅ ÔÏÏ ÃÏÎÓÐÉÃÕÏÕÓ ÉÆ somebody was 
looking for them. Their car would be easy to spot at trailheads ÏÒ ÁÔ ÐÉÃÎÉÃ ÁÒÅÁÓ ÉÆ ÔÈÅÒÅȭÄ ÂÅÅÎ ÁÎ 
outside surveillance camera back at the store. They could hide out in the mess of Pigeon Forge he 
thought and then take their chances on getting back to their room in Gatlinburg after the sun went 
down, but while traffic was still heavy enough. There was something about the old-growth forest 
that made the thought of the future bearable for him as it made the present seem like it would be of 



 
value in time, when it was the past, and thus, essentially the present was already of value if you 
looked at it like that.  This circular reasoning kept him going. 

Ȱ!ÒÅ ÙÏÕ ÁÌÌ ÒÉÇÈÔȩȱ  (Å ÓÑÕÅÅÚÅÄ ÈÅÒ ÈÁÎÄȢ 
Ȱ9ÅÁÈȟ ) ÊÕÓÔ ÄÏÎȭÔ ÌÉËÅ ÈÁÖÉÎÇ ÔÏ ÇÅÔ ÖÉÏÌÅÎÔ ÌÉËÅ ÔÈÁÔȟȱ ÓÈÅ ÓÁÉÄȢ 
(Å ËÎÅ× ÈÅȭÄ ÍÁÄÅ Á ÍÅÓÓ ÏÆ ÈÉÓ ÌÉÆÅ ÂÙ ÌÅÁÖÉÎÇ ÈÉÓ ÆÉÒÓÔ ×ÉÆÅ ÁÎÄ ÍÁÒÒÙÉÎÇ ÔÈÉÓ ÏÎÅȟ ÂÕÔ ÉÔ 

×ÁÓ ÁÓ ÔÈÏÕÇÈ ÔÈÉÓ ÃÏÕÒÓÅ ÈÅȭÄ ÔÁËÅÎ ×ÁÓ ÁÓ ÉÎÅÓÃÁpable as time.  He found a rock station on the 
radio and turned up Fleetwood Mac. 

Ȱ) ×ÁÎÔ ÔÏ ÓÔÏÐ ÁÔ ÏÎÅ ÏÆ ÔÈÅ ÃÁÎÄÙ ÓÔÏÒÅÓ ÁÎÄ ÇÅÔ ÓÏÍÅ ÍÏÒÅ ÏÆ ÔÈÁÔ ÐÅÁÎÕÔ ÂÕÔÔÅÒ ÆÕÄÇÅȟȱ 
she yelled over the music. Ȱ4ÈÅÎ ÍÁÙÂÅ ×Å ÃÏÕÌÄ ÇÏ ÆÉÎÄ Á ÇÏod parking place to back into. If they 
ÄÉÄÎȭÔ ÇÅÔ ÔÈÅ ÃÁÒ ÏÎ ÏÕÔÓÉÄÅ ÓÕÒÖÅÉÌÌÁÎÃÅ ÃÁÍÅÒÁȟ ×ÈÉÃÈ ) ÂÅÔ ÔÈÁÔ ÐÉÔÉÆÕÌ ÌÉÔÔÌÅ ÏÌÄ ÐÌÁÃÅ ÄÏÅÓÎȭÔ ÅÖÅÎ 
ÈÁÖÅ ÏÎÅ ÏÕÔÓÉÄÅȟ ÎÏÂÏÄÙ ËÎÏ×Ó ×ÈÁÔ ×ÅȭÒÅ ÄÒÉÖÉÎÇ ÉÆ they do start looking for us. 3ÈÅ ÄÏÅÓÎȭÔ 
know your ÎÁÍÅȢȱ 

Ȱ'ÏÏÄ ÔÈÉÎËÉÎÇȢ Maybe we could just back into some spot at the side of a building down 
there on a side street. You know, that Elvis museum is in Pigeon Forge. )Æ ) ÈÁÖÅ ÔÏ )ȭÌÌ ÐÕÔ ÉÔ ÏÎ ÔÈÅ 
ÃÒÅÄÉÔ ÃÁÒÄȢȱ 

Ȱ!ÌÌ ÒÉÇÈÔȟȱ ÓÈÅ ÓÁÉÄȢ Ȱ)ȭÌÌ ÇÉÖÅ ÙÏÕ ÔÈÅ %ÌÖÉÓ ÍÕÓÅÕÍ ÉÆ ÙÏÕȭÌÌ ÐÒÏÍÉÓÅ to look for a funhouse 
or something we could maybe fool around in. )ȭÖÅ ÁÌ×ÁÙÓ ×ÁÎÔÅÄ ÔÏ ÄÏ ÔÈÁÔȢȱ 

Ȱ) ÌÏÖÅ ÈÅÁÒÉÎÇ ÁÂÏÕÔ ÔÈese new things you want to try. )ȭÍ ÁÌ×ÁÙÓ ÁÎØÉÏÕÓ ÔÏ ÈÅÁÒ ×ÈÁÔȭÓ 
next. +ÅÅÐ ȬÅÍ ÃÏÍÉÎÇȢȱ 

Ȱ) ÁÌ×ÁÙÓ ÈÁÖÅȟȱ ÓÈÅ ÓÁÉÄȢ   
He looked over and she was smiliÎÇ ÂÕÔ ÌÏÏËÉÎÇ ÓÔÒÁÉÇÈÔ ÁÈÅÁÄȢ 3ÈÅ ×ÁÓÎȭÔ ÊÏËÉÎÇȢ (Å ÆÅÌÔ 

beyond lonely. But only for a few minutes. 
 
  



 
Opus 1 

André Hampshire Moreira 
 

Once upon a time I had a naïve view of reality that had shaped much of my attitude toward life 
and the quality of the relationships which I had formed. This original disposition, which had 
inevitably been broken by experience, began to be re-born, though now made stronger by necessity 
and forged not by naivety, but by choice.  

 
Though I had not yet finished college, my process of disillusionment began by the end of my 

junior year, which served as a preface to the ugly and cynical reality that was to come. The catalyst 
of this process was a girl, Kara, whom I had met in a chemistry class. She thought very little of 
herself then, and I suspect that she still does. Through the many layers of make-up that she so 
desperately applied, not without skill, almost too artistically, suggesting an obsessive need for the 
illusion of perfection so as to veil her true self, I found her beautiful and loved her still.  

 
Nearly six months passed before our fairy-tale romance began to collapse, the fall of which 

also brought down this holy fool. I had placed my faith in her as I had with all others, incapable of 
conceiving any of their actions carried with malice or spite. I had known her to be characteristically 
different from the women of my past. Over time her secrets came slowly pouring out, one by one, 
like bullets from a barrel of a gun, each challenging my belief that all men can better themselves. Yet 
I remained hopeful ÁÎÄ ÂÅÇÁÎ ÔÏ ÐÉÔÙ ÈÅÒ ÅÖÅÎ ÍÏÒÅȢ )ÔȭÓ ÎÏ× ÕÎÃÌÅÁÒ ÔÏ ÍÅ ×ÈÅÔÈÅÒ ) ÌÏÖÅÄ ÈÅÒ ÏÒ 
loved to pity her, but what I do know is that I loved having her in my life. And so for her sake, and 
for my own, for I promisÅÄ ÈÅÒ ÔÈÁÔ ÓÈÅ ÃÏÕÌÄ ÐÌÁÃÅ ÈÅÒ ÔÒÕÓÔ ÉÎ ÍÅȟ ÁÎÄ )ȭÄ ÌÉËÅ ÔÏ ËÅÅÐ ÔÈÁÔ ÁÓÐÅÃÔ 
ÏÆ ÍÙÓÅÌÆ ÔÒÕÅȟ )ȭÌÌ ÒÅÖÅÁÌ ÏÎÌÙ ÏÎÅ ÎÅÃÅÓÓÁÒÙ ÅÌÅÍÅÎÔ ÏÆ ÔÈÉÓ ÓÔÏÒÙ ÔÈÁÔ ) ÉÍÁÇÉÎÅ ÓÈÅ ×ÏÕÌÄ ×ÉÓÈ ÔÏ 
be burned to ashes and spread out by the wind.  

 
Love has a tendency of making us want to reveal our most shameful aspects, perhaps for the 

sake of fairness, knowing that the truth may go against our own interests. Even now, more than 
four years past, I remember that night as if it had just happened, for never, I suspect, has she ever 
made herself so vulnerable.  She had just parked her car outside of the apartment complex in which 
I stayed at the time. Before having the chance to open the car door she told me that there was 
something she needed to say. Of all the possibilities never did I imagine that the person I thought I 
knew had been all this time fucking other men for money.  

 
She later confessed that she had expected anger as my reaction ɀ but how could I have been 

angry with someone who was clearly so broken so as to turn herself into an object for something so 
tenuous as materialism. I got out of the car and as she began to cry ɀ the tears, the pain, all washing 
away the make-up behind which she had so long concealed herself ɀ I grabbed hold of her and held 
her more tightly and closely than I have anyone since. I pitied her then more than ever.  

 
I had hoped that this moment would only have increased our intimacy and have made her 

more open to the world, not so afraid to come out into the light. I now realize that I failed her. I 
believe that her own recognition of our intimacy made her only more afraid, driving her back to 
ÏÂÓÃÕÒÉÔÙ ÁÎÄ ÄÅÐÒÁÖÉÔÙȢ )Ô ×ÁÓÎȭÔ ÌÏÎÇ ÁÆÔÅÒ ÔÈÁÔ ÎÉÇÈÔ ÔÈÁÔ ÈÅÒ ×ÏÒÄÓȟ ÌÉËÅ Á ÓÈÁÒÐÅÎÅÄ ÂÌÁÄÅ ÍÁÄÅ 
ready with malice, came to me through a text message. Pain is always made worse when it comes 
from those we trust most. I was left with her parting words that she had chosen to return to her 
previous relationship, not because he made her happier but because from him she had a better 
guarantee of a stable future, and that I would be more suitable to the parenthetical part of the man 
×ÉÔÈ ×ÈÏÍ ÓÈÅȭÄ ÌÁÔÅÒ ÈÁÖÅ ÁÎ ÁÆÆÁÉÒȢ 3ÈÅ ×ÅÎÔ ÏÎ ÔÏ ÁÄÄȟ ÍÅÒÅÌÙ ÏÕÔ ÏÆ ÓÐÉÔÅȟ ÔÈÁÔ ÏÕÒ ÌÁÓÔ ÎÉÇÈÔ 



 
together as lovers had not been an enjoyable experience and that my physique was not suitable to 
her taste.  

 
I have now come to understand that the course of events which precipitated toward the end 

of my relationship with Kara came from someone not incapable of love, but from someone who 
fears it. Of course, because of my subjective position I could not have understood this fear until I 
myself had been infected by it. Like a disease, slowly taking root and metastasizing within my mind 
I, too, became afraid. It is not without reason that we mistakenly resolve to keep ourselves walled. 
The magnitude of the pain we feel as a result of some tragedy may be so great so as to convince us 
that we are better off dispassionate and disconnected. I hope that someday Kara comes to the same 
conclusion that I have come to: to tear down this wall which just as equally imprisons us. 
 
  



 
Familiar Protectors 

Andrea Cox Christen 
 

 -Ù ÇÒÁÎÄÍÏÔÈÅÒȭÓ ÓËÉÎ ÒÅÍÉÎÄÓ ÍÅ ÏÆ ÔÈÅ 4ÈÁÎËÓÇÉÖÉÎÇ ÃÏÓÔÕÍÅÓ ×Å )ÎÄÉÁÎÓ ÍÁÄÅ ÉÎ ÍÙ 
second grade class. Mrs. Johnson showed us how to take grocery bags and crinkle them up as small 
as we could. After spraying them with water, we smoothed them out and started again. Later we 
drew on them with crayons to make the paper look like it had symbols on it. Unlike leather, my skirt 
tore easily and I was the only Indian at the Thanksgiving feast that had masking tape along the 
ÓÅÁÍÓ ÏÆ ÈÅÒ ÖÅÓÔ ÁÎÄ ÓËÉÒÔȢ  -ÁÓËÉÎÇ ÔÁÐÅ ×ÏÎȭÔ ÈÅÁÌ ÍÙ ÇÒÁÎÄÍÁȭÓ ÓËÉÎȢ 3ÏÒÅÓ ÃÏÖÅÒ ÈÅÒ ÁÒÍÓ ÆÒÏÍ 
small scratches that on me would heal, but on her small, frail arms become large scabs. Her skin is 
polka-dotted with these run-ins with table corners and door frames. She says her skin is no longer 
able to heal as fast and has become so thin that anything causes it to shred, even a scratch from 
Chefangus, her kitten.   
 !ÃÔÕÁÌÌÙ ÔÈÅ ËÉÔÔÅÎ ÉÓÎȭÔ ÈÅÒÓ ÁÔ ÁÌÌȢ )ÔȭÓ ÍÉÎÅȢ !ÎÄ ÓÈÅ ÄÏÅÓÎȭÔ ÃÁÌÌ ÈÉÍ #ÈÅÆÁÎÇÕÓ ÂÕÔ ÒÁÔÈÅÒ 
4ÕÆÔÙȢ ) ÐÉÃËÅÄ ÔÈÅ ËÉÔÔÅÎ ÕÐ ÏÎÅ ÄÁÙ ÆÒÏÍ Á ÇÉÒÌ ÇÉÖÉÎÇ ËÉÔÔÅÎÓ Á×ÁÙ ÏÎ ÔÈÅ ÓÔÒÅÅÔȢ ) ÃÏÕÌÄÎȭÔ ÂÅÁÒ ÔÏ 
see them sitting in the cardboard box in the hot sun so Anna and I took one home. I thought I could 
convince mÙ ÄÁÄ ÔÏ ÌÅÔ ÍÅ ËÅÅÐ ÉÔȟ ÂÕÔ ) ×ÁÓ ×ÒÏÎÇȢ  (Å ÓÁÉÄ ÔÈÁÔ ×Å ÄÉÄÎȭÔ ×ÁÎÔ 7ÈÉÓËÅÒÓ ÔÏ ÂÅ 
ÊÅÁÌÏÕÓȢ 4ÈÁÔȭÓ ×ÈÙ 'ÒÁÎÄÍÁ ÇÏÔ ÔÏ ÈÁÖÅ ÈÉÍȢ  3ÈÅ ÎÅÅÄÅÄ Á ËÉÔÔÅÎ ÔÏ ËÅÅÐ ÈÅÒ ÃÏÍÐÁÎÙ ×ÈÅÎ 
Grandpa was in the field they said.  Grandma sent me pictures of him and would call to tell me how 
ÈÅ ×ÁÓ ÄÏÉÎÇȟ ÂÕÔ ÉÔ ×ÁÓÎȭÔ ÔÈÅ ÓÁÍÅ ÁÓ ÈÁÖÉÎÇ Á ÆÕÒÒÙ ÌÉÔÔÌÅ ÈÁÉÒÂÁÌÌ ÓÕÃË ÏÎ ÍÙ ÈÁÉÒ ÁÓ ) ÆÅÌÌ ÁÓÌÅÅÐȢ 
(ÅȭÄ ÁÌÓÏ ÃÈÅ× ÏÎ ÍÙ ÆÉÎÇÅÒÓ ÁÓ ÉÆ ÔÈÅÙ ×ÅÒÅ ÔÅÁÔÓ ÁÎÄ ) ×ÏÕÌÄ ÌÁÕÇÈ ×ÈÉÌÅ ÒÕÎÎÉÎÇ ÍÙ ÆÉÎÇÅÒÓ 
through the soft hair on his belly. MÏÍ ÓÁÉÄ ) ÓÈÏÕÌÄÎȭÔ ÌÅÔ ÈÉÍȟ ÔÈÁÔ ÉÔ ×ÏÕÌÄ ÒÕÉÎ ÍÙ ÎÁÉÌÓȟ ÂÕÔ ) ÄÉÄ 
it anyway. 
 3ÈÅȭÓ ÁÌ×ÁÙÓ ×ÏÒÒÙÉÎÇ ÁÂÏÕÔ ÆÉÎÇÅÒÎÁÉÌÓȢ 3ÉÔÔÉÎÇ ÉÎ ÃÈÕÒÃÈ ÌÉÓÔÅÎÉÎÇ ÔÏ ÔÈÅ ÓÅÒÍÏÎȟ -ÏÍ 
takes my hand into hers and traces all of the lines on it, my scars from falling while chasing my 
ÂÒÏÔÈÅÒȟ ÃÁÔ ÓÃÒÁÔÃÈÅÓ ÁÎÄ ÌÉÔÔÌÅ ÍÁÒËÓ ÔÈÁÔ ÍÕÓÔ ÈÁÖÅ ÊÕÓÔ ÁÐÐÅÁÒÅÄ ÂÅÃÁÕÓÅ ) ÄÏÎȭÔ ÒÅÍÅÍÂÅÒ 
×ÈÅÒÅ ÔÈÅÙ ÃÁÍÅ ÆÒÏÍȢ 3ÈÅ ÔÅÓÔÓ ÍÙ ÎÁÉÌÓȭ ÓÔÒÅÎÇÔÈ ÂÙ ÂÅÎÄÉÎÇ ÔÈÅÍ ÓÌÉÇÈÔÌÙ ÁÎÄ ÐÕÓÈÉÎÇ ÄÏ×Î ÔÈÅ 
ÃÕÔÉÃÌÅÓȢ Ȱ,ÏÏË ÁÔ ÔÈÅ ÄÉÆÆÅÒÅÎÃÅ ÉÎ ÙÏÕÒ ÈÁÎÄ ÁÎÄ ÍÉÎÅȟȱ ) ÓÁÙȢ  -Ù ÆÉÎÇÅÒÓ ÁÒÅ ÓÈÏÒÔÅÒ ÁÎÄ ÃÈÕÂÂÉÅÒ 
than her long graceful ones, and my nails are brittle and chipped while her nails show all of the 
attention she gives them. Every night while Jared, Dad and I are watching TV, Mom sits at the 
counter and files them to a perfectly round tip. On Sunday nights she applies nail polish. She paints 
them with soft, even strokes, spreading the color to all parts of her nail. ThouÇÈ ÓÈÅ ÄÏÅÓÎȭÔ ÁÌ×ÁÙÓ 
wear it. Mom says her nails also need to breath and so she will not apply nail polish every third 
×ÅÅËȢ ) ÔÈÉÎË ÓÈÅ ÈÁÓÎȭÔ ÄÅÃÉÄÅÄ ×ÈÉÃÈ ÉÓ ÍÏÒÅ ÂÅÁÕÔÉÆÕÌȟ ÎÁÔÕÒÁÌ ÏÒ ÈÅÒ ÆÁÖÏÒÉÔÅ ÃÏÌÏÒȟ ÐÅÁÒÌ ÐÉÎËȟ ÓÏ 
she rotates.  

The attention she gives her nails is strange because she is mostly one of those all-natural 
types. Her hair never has hair spray in it and basically frames her face anyway it likes. Her hair is 
much darker than mine with a slight wave that allows her to let it flow around her face. I used to 
×ÉÓÈ ) ÌÏÏËÅÄ ÍÏÒÅ ÌÉËÅ ÈÅÒ ÓÏ ÐÅÏÐÌÅ ÉÎ ÇÒÏÃÅÒÙ ÓÔÏÒÅÓ ×ÏÕÌÄÎȭÔ ÁÓË ÉÆ ) ×ÁÓ ÈÅÒ ÄÁÕÇÈÔÅÒȭÓ ÆÒÉÅÎÄ 
×ÈÅÎ ) ×ÁÓ ×ÉÔÈ ÍÙ ÄÁÒËÅÒ ÃÏÕÓÉÎȟ ÂÕÔ ÎÏÔ ÎÏ×Ȣ -ÁÙÂÅ ×ÈÅÎ )ȭÍ ÏÌÄÅÒ ÁÎÄ ÓÈÅ ÌÅÔÓ ÍÅ ×ÅÁÒ 
ÍÁËÅÕÐ ÌÉËÅ ÓÈÅ ÄÏÅÓ ) ×ÉÌÌ ÌÏÏË ÍÏÒÅ ÓÉÍÉÌÁÒȟ ÂÕÔ ) ÄÏÎȭÔ ÒÅÁÌÌÙ ×ÁÎÔ ÔÏ ×ÅÁÒ ÁÌÌ ÔÈÁÔ ÇÉÒÌÙ ÓÔÕÆÆȢ .ÏÔ 
that she wears a lot. She has a lot of natural beauty. She only wears mascara and lipstick and 
occasionally blush, though she has tubes of foundation sitting in the beauty chest. I sometimes use 
ÔÈÅÍ ÁÓ ÐÁÉÎÔ ×ÈÅÎ ÓÈÅ ÉÓÎȭÔ ÁÒÏÕÎÄȢ 4ÈÅÙ ÈÁÖÅ Á ÈÅÁÖÙ ÐÅÒÆÕÍÅ ÓÍÅÌÌ ÔÈÁÔ ) ÄÏÎȭÔ ÌÉËÅȟ ÂÕÔ ÉÔ goes 
Á×ÁÙ ÅÖÅÎÔÕÁÌÌÙ ÏÎÃÅ )ȭÖÅ ÓÐÒÅÁÄ ÔÈÅÍ ÏÎ ÔÈÅ ÐÁÐÅÒȢ -ÁÙÂÅ ÔÈÅ ÓÃÅÎÔ ÉÓ ÔÈÅ ÒÅÁÓÏÎ ÓÈÅ ÎÅÖÅÒ ÕÓÅÄ 
much out of the tubes.   

She says that perfume gives her headaches. So does any music I like, riding in the back seat 
of the car, and being hungry. When she makes me mad I like to imagine driving around in a car with 
her (if she ever lets me get my license), blasting the band Live on the CD player and never stopping 



 
ÔÏ ÅÁÔȟ ×ÉÔÈ ÈÅÒ ÃÏÎÆÉÎÅÄ ÔÏ ÔÈÅ ÂÁÃËÓÅÁÔȢ Ȱ7ÅÌÃÏÍÅ ÔÏ (ÅÁÄÁÃÈÅ (ÅÌÌȟ -ÏÍȟȱ )ȭÄ ÓÁÙ ÁÓ ) ÒÏlled down 
ÔÈÅ ÐÁÓÓÅÎÇÅÒȭÓ ÓÅÁÔ ×ÉÎÄÏ×ȟ ×ÈÉÌÅ ÓÉÎÇÉÎÇ Ȱ,ÉÇÈÔÎÉÎÇ #ÒÁÓÈÅÓȱ ÁÔ ÔÈÅ ÔÏÐ ÏÆ ÍÙ ÌÕÎÇÓ ÁÎÄ ×ÁÔÃÈÉÎÇ 
ÈÅÒ ÉÎ ÔÈÅ ÒÅÁÒ ÍÉÒÒÏÒ ÁÓ ÓÈÅ ÔÕÒÎÅÄ ÔÈÁÔ ÓÉÃËȟ ÁÓÈÅÎ ÇÒÁÙ ÃÏÌÏÒȢ 7ÅÌÌȟ ÔÈÁÔȭÓ ×ÈÁÔ ) ÕÓÅÄ ÔÏ ÔÈÉÎË ) 
×ÏÕÌÄ ÄÏ ÔÏ ÈÅÒȢ  .Ï× ) ÄÏÎȭÔ ÇÅÔ ÍÁÄ ÁÔ ÈÅÒ that much. She is too busy to bug me about picking up 
my stuff or to ask me how my day was and say things like, Ȱ!ÎÎÁ ×ÈÏȩȱ ÁÓ ÉÆ ÓÈÅ ÄÏÅÓÎȭÔ ËÎÏ× ÍÙ 
ÂÅÓÔ ÆÒÉÅÎÄȭÓ ÌÁÓÔ ÎÁÍÅȢ   

Now she is always reading something, or talking to someone on the phone who might have 
ÁÎ ÉÎÓÉÇÈÔ ÉÎÔÏ Á ÎÅ× ÃÕÒÅȟ ÏÒ ÓÈÅȭÓ ÉÎ ÍÙ ÏÌÄ ÂÅÄÒÏÏÍȢ ) ÈÁÖÅ ÂÅÅÎ ÍÏÖÅÄ ÕÐ ÔÏ ÔÈÅ ÓÍÁÌÌÅÒ ÒÏÏÍ ÏÎ 
the second floor because my older one is bigger and on the main level so it is easier for the 
machines, the nurse, and though it has never been said I know it was taken into consideration, any 
emergency personnel to get to when my grandmother gets worse.   

'ÒÁÎÄÍÁ ÄÉÄÎȭÔ ÂÒÉÎÇ #ÈÅÆÁÎÇÕÓ ×ÈÅÎ ÓÈÅ ÃÁÍÅȢ 3ÈÅ ÓÁÉÄ ÔÈÁÔ ÓÈÅ ÇÁÖÅ ÈÉÍ ÔÏ ÈÅÒ ÎÅÉÇÈÂÏÒ 
ÄÏ×Î ÔÈÅ ÒÏÁÄȟ 0ÅÁÒÌȟ ÂÕÔ ) ÄÏÎȭÔ ÔÈÉÎË ÓÈÅ ÄÉÄȢ 3ÈÅ ÈÁÄÎȭt sent me a picture of him in a very long 
ÔÉÍÅȟ ÁÎÄ #ÈÅÆÁÎÇÕÓ ÎÅÖÅÒ ÃÁÌÌÅÄ ÁÎÙÍÏÒÅ ÔÏ ȰÔÁÌËȱ ÌÉËÅ ÈÅ ÕÓÅÄ ÔÏ ÂÅÆÏÒÅ 'ÒÁÎÄÐÁ ÄÉÅÄȢ -ÏÍ ÓÁÉÄ 
that Grandma was too busy for a cat, trying to figure out the will and what to do with everything in 
'ÒÁÎÄÐÁȭÓ ÇÁÒÁÇÅȟ ÂÕÔ ) ÓÔÉÌÌ ÄÏÎȭÔ ÂÅÌÉÅÖÅ ÈÅÒȢ  ) ÔÈÉÎË ÔÈÁÔ 'ÒÁÎÄÐÁ ÒÁÎ #ÈÅÆÁÎÇÕÓ ÏÖÅÒ ×ÉÔÈ ÔÈÅ 
ÔÒÕÃËȢ 4ÈÁÔȭÓ ×ÈÁÔ ÈÁÐÐÅÎÅÄ ×ÈÅÎ 0ÏÎÃÈÏ ÄÉÓÁÐÐÅÁÒÅÄȢ   

When I asked where the dog was, Grandma told me that he had run away. I asked her why he 
would do that when their place was the one house that fed him and she said that she figured he had 
found a nice mommy dog and family somewhere to take care of him. The way she talked about 
0ÏÎÃÈÏȭÓ ÌÅÁÖÉÎÇ ÍÁÄÅ ÉÔ ÓÏÕÎÄ ÌÉËÅ ÈÅ ÈÁÄ ÇÏÎÅ ÔÏ Á ÔÒÁÖÅÌ ÁÇÅÎÔ ÏÒ ÓÏÍÅÔÈÉÎÇ ÉÎÓÔÅÁÄ ÏÆ 
wandering down the road. She knew everyone that lived in a fifteen mile radius of the ranch, so how 
would a family adopt Poncho without her hearing about it? Grandpa cleared the matter up for me.   

Ȱ(Å ÊÕÓÔ ÇÏÔ ÉÎ ÍÙ ×ÁÙ ÏÎÅ ÔÏÏ ÍÁÎÙ ÔÉÍÅÓȢ "ÅÓÉÄÅÓȟ ÔÈÁÔ ÄÁÍÎ ÄÏg was jumping on Ma too 
ÍÕÃÈȢ $ÏÎȭÔ ÌÏÏË ÁÔ ÍÅ ÔÈÁÔ ×ÁÙȟ 2ÏÓÅÂÕÄȠ ÉÔȭÓ ÊÕÓÔ Á ÄÏÇȟȱ ÈÅ ÓÁÉÄ ÁÓ ÈÅ ÒÕÆÆÌÅÄ ÍÙ ÈÁÉÒ ÁÎÄ ÈÅÁÄÅÄ 
off to the backroom.  

I always wondered if Grandpa planned to kill Poncho or if it just happened, and then he 
thought up the reasonÓ ÈÅ ÓÈÏÕÌÄ ÈÁÖÅ ÇÏÔÔÅÎ ÒÉÄ ÏÆ ÔÈÅ ÄÏÇȢ ) ÄÏÎȭÔ ÌÉËÅ ÔÏ ÔÈÉÎË ÔÈÁÔ ÈÅ ×ÏÕÌÄ ÈÁÖÅ 
ÁÃÔÕÁÌÌÙ ÇÏÔÔÅÎ ÕÐ ÏÎÅ ÍÏÒÎÉÎÇ ÁÎÄ ÓÁÉÄȟ Ȱ-Áȟ )ȭÍ ÇÏÉÎÇ ÔÏ ÒÕÎ ÏÖÅÒ ÔÈÅ ÄÏÇȢ !ÒÅ ×Å ÈÁÖÉÎÇ ÍÕÓÈ 
ÁÇÁÉÎ ÆÏÒ ÂÒÅÁËÆÁÓÔȩȱ ÂÅÆÏÒÅ ÈÅÁÄÉÎÇ ÏÕÔ ÔÏ ÃÈÅÃË ÏÎ ÔÈÅ ÃÏ×Óȟ ÂÕÔ ÉÔȭÓ ÐÏÓÓÉÂÌe. I was in the truck 
ÏÎÃÅ ×ÈÅÎ ÈÅ ÒÁÍÍÅÄ ÉÎÔÏ Á ÃÏ× ÔÈÁÔ ×ÁÓÎȭÔ ÍÏÖÉÎÇ ÆÁÓÔ ÅÎÏÕÇÈ ÆÏÒ ÈÉÍȢ -Ù ÃÏÕÓÉÎÓ ÅÖÅÎ ÓÁÙ ÔÈÅÙ 
were riding with him once when he drove right over a cow that had fallen down. Maybe they were 
ÌÙÉÎÇȟ ÂÕÔ ÎÏ× ÔÈÁÔ 'ÒÁÎÄÐÁȭÓ ÄÅÁÄȟ ÔÈÅÙ ÓÔÉÌÌ ÔÅÌÌ ÔÈÁÔ ÓÔÏÒÙȟ ÁÎÄ ) ÃÁÎȭÔ ÂÅÌÉÅÖÅ ÔÈÅÙȭÄ ÌÉÅ ÁÂÏÕÔ Á 
dead man.   

!ÆÔÅÒ 'ÒÁÎÄÐÁȭÓ ÈÅÁÒÔ ÁÔÔÁÃËȟ ) ÔÈÏÕÇÈÔ Á ÌÏÔ ÁÂÏÕÔ 0ÏÎÃÈÏ ÁÎÄ ÈÏ× ÉÎ ÈÅÁÖÅÎ 'ÒÁÎÄÐÁ 
×ÏÕÌÄ ÈÁÖÅ ÔÏ ÅØÐÌÁÉÎ ÔÈÉÎÇÓ ÔÏ ÈÉÍȢ Ȱ9ÏÕ ÊÕÓÔ ÄÉÄÎȭÔ ÌÉÓÔÅÎ ÁÎÄ ÙÏÕ ÂÉÔ ÔÈÅ ËÉÄÓ ÁÎÄ ÙÏÕ ×ÅÒÅ ÇÅÔÔing 
ÏÌÄȟȱ ÈÅ ÃÏÕÌÄ ÔÅÌÌ ÈÉÍȢ   

Poncho might understand. Maybe Poncho would look at him with his one blue and one dark 
ÅÙÅ ÁÎÄ ÊÕÓÔ ×ÁÇ ÈÉÓ ÔÁÉÌȢ  -ÁÙÂÅ 0ÏÎÃÈÏ ×ÏÕÌÄ ÂÉÔÅ ÈÉÍ ÁÎÄ ÓÁÙȟ Ȱ3ÁÍÅ ×ÉÔÈ ÙÏÕȟ ÏÌÄ ÍÁÎȟȱ ÌÉËÅ 
Grandma used to tell him.  

When Poncho was gone, I feared that Grandpa would be next. I think that in my family, 
everyone has a familiar. Without his dog to go with him to the pastures, he was unprotected against 
ÁÌÌ ÏÆ ÔÈÅ ÍÁÌÅÖÏÌÅÎÔ ×ÉÎÄÓ ÁÎÄ ×ÅÅÄÓȢ 0ÏÎÃÈÏ ×ÁÓÎȭÔ ÔÈÅÒÅ ÔÏ ÂÁÒË ÁÎÄ ÓÃÁÒÅ ÔÈÅÍ Á×Áy, and 
Grandpa was defenseless against what he could not see. Mom says this is a ridiculous idea and that 
)ȭÖÅ ÂÅÅÎ ÒÅÁÄÉÎÇ ÔÏÏ ÍÁÎÙ ÆÁÎÔÁÓÙ ÂÏÏËÓȢ 3ÈÅ ÔÈÉÎËÓ ÓÈÅ ËÎÏ×Ó ÅÖÅÒÙÔÈÉÎÇ ÁÂÏÕÔ ÍÅ ÂÅÃÁÕÓÅ ÓÈÅȭÓ 
ÍÙ ÍÏÍ ÁÎÄ ÔÅÁÃÈÅÓ ÍÙ ÇÒÁÄÅ ÔÏÏȢ 7ÅÌÌȟ )ȭÖÅ ÃÅÒÔÁÉÎÌÙ ÒÅÁÄ Á ÌÏÔȟ ÂÕÔ ) ÄÏÎȭÔ ÔÈÉÎË ÉÔȭÓ ÔÏÏ ÍÁÎÙȢ 
4ÈÅÒÅ ÉÓÎȭÔ ÓÕÃÈ Á ÔÈÉÎÇ ÁÓ ÔÏÏ ÍÁÎÙ ×ÈÅÎ ÉÔ ÃÏÍÅÓ ÔÏ ÍÅ ÁÎÄ ÂÏÏËÓȟ ÊÕÓÔ ÌÉËÅ -ÏÍ ÁÎÄ ÐÌÁÎÔÓȢ 4ÈÅ 
ÆÁÎÔÁÓÙ ÓÅÃÔÉÏÎ ÉÎ ÍÙ ÓÃÈÏÏÌȭÓ ÌÉÂÒÁÒÙ ÉÓ ÎÅØÔ ÔÏ ÔÈÅ ÐÉÌÌÏ× ÐÉÌÅ ÁÎÄ ) ÃÁÎ ÇÏ ÔÈÅÒÅ ÁÆÔÅÒ ÓÃÈÏÏÌ ÁÎÄ 
curl up in the soft pile of plushness, hardly having to move to get a book, that is until Mrs. Walton 



 
says I have to go home or else be locked in the elementary school all night.  

No one else had even thought about us having protective animals, I think, until I told Mom, 
except maybe Grandma. She was always worried about Grandpa when he went for a drive, not 
saying it was because he was now unprotected, but it must have been the reason. What else explains 
ÈÅÒ ×ÈÉÓÐÅÒÅÄ ÐÒÁÙÅÒÓ ÁÔ ÎÉÇÈÔ ÁÂÏÕÔ #ÈÅÆÁÎÇÕÓȭ ÓÁÆÅÔÙȩ $ÏÅÓ Óhe know that I have heard her 
whisper to herself about needing protection? 

3ÈÅ ÎÅÖÅÒ ÔÁÌËÓ ÔÈÁÔ ×ÁÙ ÉÎ ÆÒÏÎÔ ÏÆ ÁÄÕÌÔÓȢ 7ÈÅÎ ÔÈÅ ÔÈÒÅÅ ÏÆ ÕÓ ÁÒÅ ÉÎ 'ÒÁÎÄÍÁȭÓ ÒÏÏÍȟ 
ÓÈÅȭÌÌ ÁÓË -ÏÍ ÁÂÏÕÔ ÓÃÈÏÏÌ ÁÎÄ ÈÏ× ÈÅÒ ÆÏÕÒÔÈ ÇÒÁÄÅÒÓ ÁÒÅ ÁÎÄ ÉÆ *ÕÓÔÉÎ ÈÁÓ ÆÉÇÕÒÅÄ ÏÕÔ ÈÏ× to do 
ÌÏÎÇ ÍÕÌÔÉÐÌÉÃÁÔÉÏÎ ÁÎÄ ÓÈÏ× ÉÎÔÅÒÅÓÔ ÉÎ ×ÈÁÔÅÖÅÒ -ÏÍ ÓÁÙÓȢ  4ÈÅÙȭÌÌ ÔÁÌË ÁÂÏÕÔ ÔÈÉÎÇÓ ÌÉËÅ ÔÈÁÔ ÁÓ ÉÆ 
nothing has changed but that alone proves it has.  Whenever Grandma and Grandpa visited and 
Mom talked about school, Grandma always said something ÌÉËÅȟ Ȱ/Èȟ +ÁÒÅÎȟ ÙÏÕ ÁÎÄ ÙÏÕÒ ÔÅÁÃÈÉÎÇȟȱ 
and that would be the end of the conversation. Now she seems as interested as she was in how the 
bailer worked when Grandpa bought one and how many calves would be sold each year. But only 
when Mom is around. 

When -ÏÍ ÁÎÄ $ÁÄ ÁÒÅÎȭÔ ÈÏÍÅ ÙÅÔȟ 'ÒÁÎÄÍÁ ÁÎÄ ) ÔÁÌËȢ 3ÈÅȭÌÌ ÔÁÌË ÁÂÏÕÔ ÈÏ× ÓÈÅ ÁÎÄ 
'ÒÁÎÄÐÁ ÍÅÔȟ ÔÈÅÉÒ ×ÅÄÄÉÎÇ ÔÈÁÔ ÓÈÅ ÄÉÄÎȭÔ ÇÅÔ ÔÏ ×ÅÁÒ Á ×ÅÄÄÉÎÇ ÄÒÅÓÓ ÔÏȟ ÈÏ× ÈÁÎÄÓÏÍÅ 'ÒÁÎÄÐÁ 
was. How lonely she was when Grandpa went to war and she was all alone, working as a telephone 
operator. Grandma brought one photograph album with her from the ranch, and we flip through it 
looking at the black and white pictures. My favorite picture is the one of her and Grandpa and a 
friend of theirs sitting around a campfire. Grandma looks young, her round face smiling as she leans 
toward the fire and my grandpa, her feet towards the flames, showing off her shoes and bobby 
socks. She tells me how when she first met Grandpa he was chewing on a raw piece of deer meat to 
impress her. She tells me that he was far too old for her to date so she waited two years to go out 
with him. 

The story that hurts the most to hear is about the baby kittens that lived in the barn. The 
barn cats had batches and batches of kittens, and when there were too many Grandpa would take 
them away. The mothers must have known that this happened. Grandma says that once my uncle 
×ÁÎÔÅÄ ÔÏ ÐÌÁÙ ×ÉÔÈ ÏÎÅȟ ÂÕÔ ÔÈÅ ÍÏÔÈÅÒ ÃÁÔ ÄÉÄÎȭÔ ×ÁÎÔ ÈÉÍ ÔÏȢ 3ÈÅ ÈÅÌÄ ÔÈÅ ËÉÔÔÅÎ ÉÎ ÈÅÒ ÍÏÕÔÈ ÔÏ 
protect it from him but he kept pulling and pulling, so hard that the little kitten was ripped in half. 
Grandma found a bloody kitten and a mewing mother cat at her feet. Grandma says that she tried to 
ÔÁËÅ ÔÈÅ ËÉÔÔÅÎ Á×ÁÙ ÆÒÏÍ ÔÈÅ ÍÏÔÈÅÒ ÓÏ ÓÈÅ ×ÏÕÌÄÎȭÔ ÈÁÖÅ ÔÏ ÄÅÁÌ ×ÉÔÈ ÔÈÅ ÐÁÉÎȟ ÂÕÔ ÔÈÅ ÍÏÔÈer 
×ÏÕÌÄÎȭÔ ÌÅÔ ÈÅÒ ÔÏÕÃÈ ÔÈÅÍȢ ) ÔÈÉÎË ÏÆ ÔÈÅ ÍÏÔÈÅÒ ÃÁÔ ÁÓ ) ×ÁÔÃÈ ÍÙ ÍÏÍ ÔÁËÅ ÃÁÒÅ ÏÆ 'ÒÁÎÄÍÁȢ  

'ÒÁÎÄÍÁ ÏÎÌÙ ÔÅÌÌÓ ÓÔÏÒÉÅÓ ×ÈÅÎ ÓÈÅ ÉÓ ÆÅÅÌÉÎÇ ÏÐÔÉÍÉÓÔÉÃ ÁÎÄ ÓÈÅ ÄÏÅÓÎȭÔ ÈÁÖÅ Á ÃÈÅÍÏ 
ÔÒÅÁÔÍÅÎÔ ÔÈÅ ÎÅØÔ ÄÁÙȢ )Æ ÓÈÅ ÄÏÅÓȟ ) ÄÏÎȭÔ ÌÉËÅ ÔÏ ÔÁÌË ÔÏ ÈÅÒȢ 7ÈÅÎ she talks to me on those days, it 
is about things no one except me should hear. She tells me about what she thinks it is like to die, 
about how much she misses Grandpa. Chemo hurts, she says, but when Mom talks to her about it 
ÓÈÅ ÄÏÅÓÎȭÔ ÓÁÙ Á ÔÈÉÎÇȢ I hate her descriptions of how empty the house at the ranch looked when 
she left, but its better hearing about this than what she says in her sleep. 

) ÈÁÖÅ ×ÁÔÃÈÅÄ ÈÅÒȢ )Ô ÉÓÎȭÔ ÓÐÙÉÎÇȟ )ȭÍ ÎÏÔ ÓÕÐÐÏÓÅÄ ÔÏ ÄÏ ÔÈÁÔ ÁÎÙÍÏÒÅȟ ÂÕÔ ) ×ÁÓ ÉÎ ÍÙ ÏÌÄ 
room trying to find one of my chalk pencils and I just stayed. Then I started to come more often. 
When she falls asleep, she looks so deflated and taken over, as if the cancer has already spread 
throughout her body and only needs another day to choke her.  She needs someone to watch her, to 
protect her then. The cancer ÄÏÅÓÎȭÔ ÅÖÅÎ ÁÌÌÏ× ÈÅÒ Á ÐÅÁÃÅÆÕÌ ÓÌÅÅÐȢ )ÎÓÔÅÁÄȟ ÓÈÅ ÔÏÓÓÅÓ ÁÎÄ ÔÕÒÎÓ 
ÁÎÄ ÍÕÔÔÅÒÓȢ Ȱ(ÅÌÐ ÍÅȢ ) ÎÅÅÄ ÔÏ ÇÅÔ ÉÔ ÄÏ×Î ÆÒÏÍ ÔÈÅ ÓÈÅÌÆȢ (Å ×ÏÎȭÔ ÃÏÍÅ ÂÁÃË ÉÆ ) ÄÏÎȭÔ ÆÅÅÄ ÈÉÍȢ 
#ÏÍÅ ÂÁÃËȦ #ÏÍÅ ÂÁÃËȦ $ÏÎȭÔ ÌÅÁÖÅ ÍÅȦȱ 3ÈÅ Ô×ÉÔÃÈÅÓ ÉÎ ÔÈÅ ÓÈÅÅÔÓ ×ÉÔÈ ÔÅÁÒÓ ÂÅÇÉÎÎing to seep 
down the valleys in her face. The fear in her voice scares me and I find myself running and hiding in 
my upstairs room, deep in the dark tent of my covers.   

This nonsense sleep talk is worse than what we talk about when Mom is gone because she 
ÔÁÌËÓ ÔÏ ÐÅÏÐÌÅ ×ÈÏ ÁÒÅÎȭÔ ÔÈÅÒÅ ÁÎÄ ÎÅÖÅÒ ÃÏÕÌÄ ÂÅȢ 3ÏÍÅÔÉÍÅÓ ÓÈÅ ÔÁÌËÓ ÔÏ 'ÒÁÎÄÐÁ ÁÓ ÉÆ ÈÅ ÉÓ ÉÎ 



 
ÔÈÅ ÒÏÏÍȢ Ȱ7ÅÌÌȟ ×ÈÁÔ ÄÉÄ ÙÏÕ ÄÏ ×ÉÔÈ 0ÏÎÃÈÏȭÓ ÂÏÄÙȩȱ ) ÈÅÁÒÄ ÈÅÒ ÓÁÙ ÏÎÃÅ ÂÅÆÏÒÅ ) ×ÁÌËÅÄ ÉÎȢ 3ÈÅ 
was asleep in the bed, her head tilted up on the pillow, her eyes closed. I shook her awake right 
away.   

When she knows I'm there, she explains how she will leave the world and what I should 
expect so I will not be afraid. She never mutters but talks matter-of-factly about the funeral and 
wake after it. She telÌÓ ÍÅ ×ÈÁÔ ÐÁÎÔÓÕÉÔ ÓÈÅ ×ÏÕÌÄ ÌÉËÅ ÔÏ ÂÅ ÂÕÒÉÅÄ ÉÎȟ ÂÅÃÁÕÓÅ ÓÈÅ ÄÏÅÓÎȭÔ ÌÉËÅ 
dresses, and who should be the pallbearers. If Mom walks into the room during one of our death 
conversations, Grandma will suddenly start talking to me about my day at school and not ask her, as 
she does me, if she believes that we will still have a physical body after death or if we will all be 
ghostly souls. 

)Î ÒÅÔÕÒÎȟ -ÏÍ ÄÏÅÓÎȭÔ ÔÅÌÌ 'ÒÁÎÄÍÁ ÁÂÏÕÔ ÈÅÒ ÒÅÓÅÁÒÃÈȢ 3ÈÅ ÄÏÅÓÎȭÔ ÅØÐÌÁÉÎ ÔÈÁÔ ÓÈÅ ÈÁÓ 
been on the Internet, in the library, at the hospital, and on the phone with different doctors asking 
them about melanoma, chemotherapy, radiation, bee sting cures.  Grandma thinks that the reason 
ÓÈÅ ÉÓ ÁÌ×ÁÙÓ ÔÉÒÅÄ ÁÎÄ ÓÃÁÔÔÅÒÅÄ ÉÓ ÂÅÃÁÕÓÅ ÏÆ ÔÈÅ ÅØÔÒÁ ÃÌÁÓÓÅÓ ÓÈÅ ÉÓ ÔÁËÉÎÇȢ -ÏÍ ÈÁÓÎȭÔ Ôold her 
ÔÈÁÔ ÔÈÅÙ ÁÒÅ ÎÏÔ ÃÌÁÓÓÅÓ ÆÏÒ ÔÅÁÃÈÉÎÇ ÃÒÅÄÉÔÓ ÂÕÔ ÒÁÔÈÅÒ ÃÌÁÓÓÅÓ ÔÉÔÌÅÄȟ Ȱ7ÈÅÎ 3ÏÍÅÏÎÅ 9ÏÕ ,ÏÖÅ )Ó 
$ÙÉÎÇȟȱ Ȱ$ÅÁÌÉÎÇ ×ÉÔÈ 'ÒÉÅÆȟȱ ÁÎÄ Ȱ0ÒÁÙÉÎÇ ÔÈÒÏÕÇÈ 0ÁÉÎȢȱ ) ÓÕÐÐÏÓÅ ÔÈÁÔ ÓÈÅ ÔÈÉÎËÓ 'ÒÁÎÄÍÁ 
×ÏÕÌÄÎȭÔ ÂÅ ÉÎÔÅÒÅÓÔÅÄ ÉÎ ÔÈÅÓÅ ÔÈÉÎÇÓ ÓÉÎÃÅ 'ÒÁÎÄÍÁ ÈÁÓ now become interested in the fourth 
ÇÒÁÄÅȭÓ ÓÔÁÒ-gazing projects, classroom discipline and how many papers Mom has to correct.   

When I get tired of listening to them talk, I play with Whiskers. Maybe it is good that 
'ÒÁÎÄÍÁ ÄÉÄÎȭÔ ÂÒÉÎÇ Chefangus along. 4ÈÅ Ô×Ï ÃÁÔÓ ÃÏÕÌÄÎȭÔ ÇÅÔ ÁÌÏÎÇȢ 7ÈÅÎÅÖÅÒ Chefangus was in 
ÔÈÅ ÓÁÍÅ ÒÏÏÍ ×ÉÔÈ 7ÈÉÓËÅÒÓ ÔÈÅ ÆÅ× ÄÁÙÓ ) ÈÁÄ ÈÉÍȟ ×ÅȭÄ ÆÉÎÄ ÔÈÅ ËÉÔÔÅÎ ÁÔ ÔÈÅ ÔÏÐ ÏÆ ÔÈÅ ÃÕÒÔÁÉÎÓ 
mewing in fright. Whiskers would give a look of disdain and stalk out of the room with her tail held 
straight up, showing us all what she thought of the black fur-ball that everyone else found so 
ÃÈÁÒÍÉÎÇȢ 3ÈÅ ÄÉÄÎȭÔ ÌÉËÅ ÓÏÍÅÔÈÉÎÇ ÔÁËÉÎÇ ÈÅÒ ÐÌÁÃÅ ÔÈÁÔ ×ÁÓ ÓÏ ÍÕÃÈ ÃÕÔÅÒ ÁÎÄ ÓÏÆÔÅÒȢ -ÁÙÂÅ ÔÈÁÔ 
is why Whiskers gained so much weight and suddenly has extra flabs of skin, causing her to waddle 
when she walked. Maybe she was trying to make herself beautiful to us like Chefangus was. Mom 
put her on a diet, yet she still has extra skin hanging from her ribs. She looks like she has an udder 
even though she is a cat. I still love her, though.   

Whiskers is the only one in the house anymore who likes to lie in the sun and doze off. We 
sleep peacefully, without fitful dreams. Sometimes if I lie on my stomach, she will sleep on my back 
so I have a purring heating pad between my shoulder blades.  She has done this since I picked her 
ÏÕÔ ÏÆ ÔÈÅ ÊÕÍÂÌÅ ÏÆ 3ÉÁÍÅÓÅ ËÉÔÔÅÎÓ ÐÌÁÙÉÎÇ ÉÎ ÔÈÅ ÂÁÓÅÍÅÎÔ ÏÆ ÏÎÅ ÏÆ 'ÒÁÎÄÍÁȭÓ ÎÅÉÇÈÂÏÒÓȢ 7Å ÈÁÄ 
to get a Siamese because, until Chefangus, all cats Mom and Grandma had were. Dad says that 
Siamese are very aloof but Mom says they have pride and he has never let one choose to come sleep 
on his back like I do. She likes how I let Whiskers play with me. Mom used to lie next to me in the 
sun, playing with my hair and petting Whiskers, the three women of the house she called us, but 
now with four females she just creeps past us, afraid to wake me up. 

) ÔÈÉÎË ÓÈÅ ÉÓ ÁÆÒÁÉÄ ÔÏ ×ÁËÅ ÍÅ ÕÐ ÌÏÔÓȢ 3ÈÅ ÄÉÄÎȭÔ ÔÅÌÌ ÍÅ ÔÈÁÔ ÓÈÅ ×ÁÓ ÔÁËÉÎÇ 7ÈÉÓËÅÒÓ ÔÏ 
the vet early this morning until they got back and I ÎÏÔÉÃÅÄ ÔÈÁÔ 7ÈÉÓËÅÒÓ ÄÉÄÎȭÔ ×ÁÎÔ ÔÏ ÍÏÖÅȢ 
When I asked Mom, she said that the vet had done some tests on Whiskers and that I should be 
ÃÁÒÅÆÕÌ ×ÉÔÈ ÈÅÒȢ  3ÈÅ ÓÁÙÓ *ÁÒÅÄ ÁÎÄ ) ÁÒÅÎȭÔ ÁÌÌÏ×ÅÄ ÔÏ roughhouse with her anymore, and she has 
to stay in the downstairs, near her food and kitty box. Mom says that the vet will take care of 
ÅÖÅÒÙÔÈÉÎÇȟ ÂÕÔ !ÎÎÁȭÓ ÃÁÔ ÎÅÖÅÒ ÃÁÍÅ ÂÁÃË ÆÒÏÍ ÔÈÅÒÅȢ -ÁÙÂÅ ÂÅÃÁÕÓÅ 7ÈÉÓËÅÒÓ ÃÁÍÅ ÂÁÃË ÓÈÅ ÉÓ 
ÂÅÔÔÅÒ ÔÈÁÎ !ÎÎÁȭÓ /ÒÅÏ ×ÁÓ ÁÎÄ ×ÏÎȭÔ ÄÉÅȟ ÌÅÁÖÉÎÇ ÍÅ ÔÏÏȢ   

I go downstairs and curl up around Whiskers, protecting my cat from the cobwebs and 
spiders that love the cement floor.   

Ȱ$ÏÎȭÔ ×ÏÒÒÙ 7ÈÉÓËÅÒÓȟȱ ) ×ÈÉÓÐÅÒ ÉÎ ÈÅÒ ÐÏÉÎÔÅÄ ÅÁÒȢ  Ȱ) ×ÏÎȭÔ ÌÅÔ ÙÏÕ ÂÅ ÁÌÏÎÅȢ  )ȭÌÌ ÓÔÁÙ with 
ÙÏÕ ÁÌ×ÁÙÓ ÓÏ ÔÈÁÔ ×ÈÅÎ ÙÏÕ ÓÌÅÅÐ ÙÏÕȭÌÌ ËÎÏ× ) ÁÍ ÈÅÒÅȢȱ  

 As I pet her softly on her head and under her chin, she begins to purr. I hold her close to my 



 
ÃÈÅÓÔȟ ÔÒÙÉÎÇ ÔÏ ËÅÅÐ ÈÅÒ ×ÁÒÍ ÉÎ ÔÈÅ ÕÎÄÅÒÇÒÏÕÎÄ ÄÁÍÐÎÅÓÓȢ #ÁÔÓ ÄÏÎȭÔ mutter and toss in their 
ÓÌÅÅÐȢ (ÅÒ ÅÙÅÓ ÓÌÏ×ÌÙ ÓÈÕÔ ÙÅÔ ÓÈÅ ÓÔÉÌÌ ÐÕÒÒÓ ÁÎÄ ) ÄÏÎȭÔ ÌÅÁÖÅ to go upstairs until I know that she is 
ÉÎ ÓÕÃÈ Á ÄÅÅÐ ÓÌÅÅÐ ÓÈÅ ×ÏÎȭÔ ÈÅÁÒ ÍÅ ÍÏÖÅȢ      



 
Green is the Color of Love 

Brian Michael Barbeito 
 

Emerald.  
That was the hue. It was on the twenty-first story where I stared out into the sky. The other 

souls were put down to slumber. I thought for a second about how they call each level a story, and 
ÔÈÅÎȟ ÔÈÉÎËÉÎÇ ÔÈÁÔ ÅÁÃÈ ÆÌÏÏÒ ÉÓ Á ÓÏÒÔ ÏÆ ÔÁÌÅȟ ÄÅÃÉÄÅÄ ÔÈÁÔ ) ÌÉËÅÄ ÔÈÅ ÄÅÓÉÇÎÁÔÉÏÎ ȬÓÔÏÒÙȢȭ ) ×ÏÕÌÄ 
have liked for the night to be feral with a rain that came sideways across the glass. Or silent and 
humid looking as in the middle of a sacrosanct July night. But it was overcast and a bit noisy, which 
was regular, which was prosaic. 

Which was the world more often than not. 
There was the emerald, though. The bric-a-brac and kitsch builders had made these lights. 

But, like the glow lights in the circus when I was a kid, or like the plastic bottles of sun tan lotion in 
the sub-tropical corner shops by piers, I loved them. It was like the lights, which sometimes blinked, 
held some secret. I sat and watched and waited. Sometimes I glanced the other way, to the left, and 
looked at the big electrical wheel in the sky. That is more literary, more cinematic, and more 
mythical as the wheel could and surely did symbolize everything from fortune to kismet and karma 
and the dharma and back again. 

But I preferred the emerald. 
There would be a long silence and then the cold air return system of the building would click 

on a breeze would suddenly begin to pump from a vent in the wall. This was loud in the daylight 
hours, but during the witching hour, since it erupted out of quietude, the return was a startling 
phenomenon. People would rouse and then grouse and go back to their dreams. I had the thought 
that the building was alive and I loved this notion. Unlike a dark or dreaded thing, I was enthralled 
and this breath, which was the true meaning of spirit, that the building let out, was akin to an 
invitation to the unknown, to sÏÍÅ 'ÎÏÓÔÉÃ ÏÒ ÅÓÏÔÅÒÉÃ ÍÙÓÔÅÒÙ ÁÎÄ ȬÇÏÏÄȭ ÍÁÄÎÅÓÓȢ 

Lost in hours, the sun finally began to announce itself on the skyline. There was a man each 
morning that rolled up his pants and hopped unceremoniously into a pond by the bottom of the 
emerald lights. It was a wishing pond. He walked slowly and deliberately whilst picking up the 
change that others had thrown in the water. When he had gotten enough he went out, put his socks 
ÁÎÄ ÓÈÏÅÓ ÂÁÃË ÏÎȢ (Å ÈÁÄ ÓÔÏÌÅÎ ÏÔÈÅÒ ÐÅÏÐÌÅÓȭ ×ÉÓÈÅÓȢ ,ÉËÅ Á ÄÒÏÐ ÏÆ ÐÁÉÎÔ ÊÏÉÎÉng the canvas of 
the larger rendering, he disappeared into the morning crowd. 

It was always about then that the emerald lights, the color of the heart chakra, went off.  
Green is the color of love, they say.  
It was about then that I began my day. I would mosey through the town to this or that, and 

end up holding doors, or letting others in line. I would help people that needed it, even in small 
ways. My friend was more ambitious, secular, and worldly. She could hardly stand it at times. 

Lose the brotherhood of man habit, she would caution, it only holds us up.  
But I found it hard. It was taxing to join the world. I lacked the thirst for success and would 

probably never get ahead. 
But I liked the lights. I thought sometimes in the day how they would come in the night again. 

They were a beacon or a shield against the lurid gray of thought itself. 
They were something. 
And if not love, at least they were the color of such.  

  
  



 
%ÍÐÁÔÈÙȡ 4ÈÅ 0ÈÙÓÉÃÉÁÎȭÓ Ȭ)Ôȭ &ÁÃÔÏÒ 

Mirissa D. Price 
 

It is here  
 

 I see it everywhere: walking down the street, its fingers nestled in the open spaces of a 
ÌÏÖÅÄ ÏÎÅȭÓ ÈÁÎÄȠ ÁÌÌ ÂÙ ÉÔÓÅÌÆȟ ÃÕÒÌÅÄ ÕÐ ÕÎÄÅÒ ÔÈÅ ÓÔÅÒÉÌÅ ×ÈÉÔÅ ÃÏÖÅÒÓ ÏÆ Á ÈÏÓÐÉÔÁÌ ÂÅÄȢ    
 
 ) ÓÅÅ ÉÔ ÅÖÅÒÙ×ÈÅÒÅȟ ÎÏÔ ÂÅÃÁÕÓÅ ÉÔȭÓ ÓÐÒÅÁÄÉÎÇ ÌÉËÅ Á ÃÏÎÔÁÇÉÏÎȟ ÎÏÔ ÂÅÃÁÕÓÅ ÉÔȭÓ ÓÈÁÒÅÄ ÌÉËÅ Á 
delectable recipe, but because it has been there, always.  
 

)Ô ÓÔÁÒÔÓ ×ÉÔÈ ÔÈÅ ÆÉÒÓÔ Ȱ(ÅÌÌÏȱ  
 

  Ȱ(ÅȭÓ Á ÂÉÔ ÃÏÎÆÕÓÅÄ ÁÎÄ ÄÏÚÉÎÇ ÉÎ ÁÎÄ ÏÕÔȟ ÂÕÔ ÇÅÔ ×ÈÁÔ ÙÏÕ ÃÁÎ ÆÒÏÍ ÈÉÍȟȱ ÍÙ ÐÒÅÃÅÐÔÏÒ 
gently nudged, lÅÁÄÉÎÇ ÍÅ ÔÏ -ÒȢ -ÁÄÉÎÁȭÓ room. Ȱ) ÇÏÔ Á ÂÉÔ ÏÆ ÈÉÓ ÈÉÓÔÏÒÙ ÆÒÏÍ ÔÈÅ ÃÈÁÒÔȟ ÂÕÔ ÌÅÔȭÓ 
ÓÅÅ ×ÈÁÔ ÈÅ ÔÅÌÌÓ ÙÏÕȢȱ 
 
 5ÎÓÕÒÅ ÁÂÏÕÔ ÔÈÅ ÓÉÔÕÁÔÉÏÎ ÍÙÓÅÌÆȟ ) ÔÏÏË Á ÆÅ× ÓÌÏ× ÓÔÅÐÓ ÔÏ×ÁÒÄÓ -ÒȢ -ÁÄÉÎÁȭÓ ÄÏÏÒ×ÁÙȢ   
 

Ȱ'Ï ÏÎ ÉÎȟȱ ÍÙ ÐÒÅÃÅÐÔÏÒ ÅÎÃÏÕÒÁÇÅÄȟ ÎÏÄÄÉÎÇ ȬÈÅÌÌÏȭ ÔÏ ÔÈÅ ÅÌÄÅÒÌÙ ÍÁÎ ×ÈÏ Çuarded the 
threshold, his chapter book in hand.   

 
Ȱ) ×ÁÎÔ ÙÏÕ ÏÕÔȦȱ Out of the shadows of the windowsill, a young, vociferous woman 

emerged, arms crossed. Ȱ4ÈÉÓ ÉÓ ÎÏÔ ÔÈÅ ÔÉÍÅȦȱ 
 
Ȱ-ÁȭÁÍȟ )ȭÍȣȱ ) ÂÅÇÁÎȟ ÃÕÔ ÏÆÆ ÂÙ ÈÅÒ ÉÎÓÉÓÔÅÎÃÅȢ 
 
Ȱ4ÈÉÓ ÉÓ ÎÏÔ ÔÈÅ ÔÉÍÅȦ  We need to see the doctors, he has to get down to his scan, I need to 

ÔÁÌË ÔÏ ÈÉÓ ÆÁÔÈÅÒȣȱ (ÅÒ ÁÎØÉÅÔÙ ×ÁÓ ÐÁÌÐÁÂÌÅȟ ÈÅÒ ÖÏÉÃÅ ÐÒÏÊÅÃÔÅÄ ÅÎÏÕÇÈ ÔÏ Á×ÁËÅÎ -ÒȢ -ÁÄÉÎÁȭÓ 
jaundiced eyes.   

 
Ȱ-ÉÓÓȟȱ ÍÙ ÐÒÅÃÅÐÔÏÒ ÉÎÔÅÒÃÅÄÅÄȟ Ȱ-ÒȢ -ÁÄÉÎÁ ×ÁÓ ÓÏ ËÉÎÄ ÁÓ ÔÏ ÏÆÆÅÒ Ôo speak with a first 

year medical student. )Ô ×ÉÌÌ ÏÎÌÙ ÔÁËÅ ÔÅÎ ÍÉÎÕÔÅÓȢȱ   
 
The conflict ongoing, I walked closer to my patient. In his eyes, I could see exhaustion, 

hepatic encephalopathy overtaking his body. In his chest, I could see pain, his yellowed skin sinking 
into his lanky, skeletal frame. Ȱ'ÏÏÄ ÍÏÒÎÉÎÇȟȱ ) ÂÅÇÁÎȟ Éntroducing myself and my task. Ȱ)ȭÍ 
3ÔÅÐÈÁÎÉÅ 3ÏÓÁȢȱ 

 
Ȱ)ȭÍȟȱ -ÒȢ -ÁÄÉÎÁ ×ÈÉÓÐÅÒÅÄȟ ÈÉÓ ÖÏÉÃÅ ÒÁÓÐÙ ÁÎÄ ×ÉÎÄÅÄȟ Ȱ)ȭÍ ÓÏÒÒy. )ȭÍ ÃÏÎÆÕÓÅÄ 

ÓÏÍÅÔÉÍÅÓȢȱ 
 
And with that, our journey began, Mr. Madina and me hobbling through his story. Shadows 

moved behind me. Wheels squeaked and shoes shuffled in and out of the room. I think someone 
began translating in Haitian behind the nexÔ ÄÏÏÒ ÃÕÒÔÁÉÎȢ (ÏÎÅÓÔÌÙȟ ) ×ÏÕÌÄÎȭÔ ËÎÏ×Ȣ I was too 
captivated by MÒȢ -ÁÄÉÎÁȭÓ ÅÙÅÓȟ ÔÏÏ ÄÒÁ×Î ÉÎÔÏ ÈÉÓ ÍÕÔÅÄ ÒÁÍÂÌÉÎÇÓ ÔÏ ÆÏÃÕÓ ÁÎÙ×ÈÅÒÅ ÂÕÔ ÉÎ that 
present moment. What did he consider worthwhile enough to mumble through his fragile body? 
What stories were keeping him awake in that ninth and tenth minute of the interview against 
ÅÖÅÒÙÏÎÅȭÓ ÅØÐÅÃÔÁÔÉÏÎÓȩ   



 
 
Ȱ) ÔÈÉÎË ÙÏÕȭÒÅ ÄÏÎÅȢȱ The woman had returned, her frustration down from a volcanic 

eruption to a steady steam.  Still, it was enough to break our connection. Ȱ3ÁÍȟ ÈÏÎÅÙȟ ÔÈÅ ÄÏÃÔÏÒÓ 
ÁÒÅ ÃÏÍÉÎÇȢȱ 

 
Ȱ"ÕÔ ÙÏÕȭÒÅȣȱ Mr. Madina, Sam, looked at me with authentic confusion. White coat, pen and 

ÌÅÇÁÌ ÐÁÄȟ ÄÏÃÔÏÒȭÓ ÂÁÇȢ Ȱ!ÒÅÎȭÔ ÙÏÕ Á ÄÏÃÔÏÒȩȱ 
 

)ÔȭÓ Á ÆÁËÅȦ  
 

I sat in my dress pants and white coat on the floor of my medical school dorm room.  
Outside, the 5 p.m. sun was playing peek-a-boo with the gray storm clouds. Getting ready for bed, I 
thought of the sky. How lucky.   

 
Exhaustion weighed down my shoulders to a slump. I had been in the hospital since 8 a.m. I 

ÈÁÄ ÂÅÅÎ ȰÏÎȱ ÆÏÒ Á ÆÕÌÌ ÄÁÙȢ In short, modules on acute inflammation and protein metabolism did 
not register as a fun or relaxing evening in my mind.   

 
Ȱ,ÅÔȭÓ ÓÅÅȣȱ Talking to myself, I gazed around the room. What could I do? Rephrase: What 

do I need to do before I study? Procrastination had the best of me as I reached to empty my black 
ÄÏÃÔÏÒȭÓ ÂÁÇȢ Ȱ(ÁȦ ! ÄÏÃÔÏÒȟȱ ) ÌÁÕÇÈÅÄȟ ÓÈÒÕÇÇÉÎÇ ÏÆÆ -ÒȢ -ÁÄÉÎÁȭÓ ÈÏÎÅÓÔ ÍÉÓÔÁËÅ ÉÎ ÔÈÅ ÈÏÓÐÉÔÁÌȢ   

 
Still talking to myself, I began to unpack. A stethoscope and otoscope poured out from my 

black bag first, followed by tissues ɀ a lot of tissues ɀ an apple, and a hairbrush. An eye chart and 
pen light clung to the bottom of the bag with the rest of the equipment neatly secured in pockets.    

 
A doctor?! Is that what I look like? 
 
) ÊÕÓÔ ÃÏÕÌÄÎȭÔ ÓÉÔ ÓÔÉÌÌȟ ÍÙ ÅØÈÁÕÓÔÅÄ ÆÉÄÇÅÔÉÎÇ ×ÁÖÅÒÉÎg between nervous cracking of my 

joints and anxiously biting my cheeks. How could he think I was a doctor? Me, a four-week-old 
medical student. ) ÄÉÄÎȭÔ ÅÖÅÎ ËÎÏ× ×ÈÁÔ ÈÅÐÁÔÉÃ ÅÎÃÅÐÈÁÌÏÐÁÔÈÙ ×ÁÓȠ ) ÈÁÄ ÔÏ ÁÓË Á ÃÏÎÆÕÓÅÄ ÍÁÎ 
how he contracted Hepatitis C ɀ and believe him, because what did I know ɀ and then hope he 
maybe could explain to me how that related to being jaundice and showing up with his mental state 
in a hospital bed. I had to push him to define the uses of his medications, that is, if he could even 
remember the medicines he was on.   
 

What was he thinking?   
 
4ÈÅÒÅȭÓ ÔÈÉÓ ÔÈÉÎÇ ×Å ÁÌÌ go through in medical school. )ÔȭÓ ÃÁÌÌÅÄ ÉÍÐÏÓÔÅÒ ÓÙÎÄÒÏÍÅȢ 

"ÁÓÉÃÁÌÌÙȟ ÉÔȭÓ ÔÈÁÔ ÐÌÁÃÅ ÏÆ ÄÒÅÓÓÉÎÇ ÕÐ ÉÎ ÍÏÍÍÙȭÓ ÈÅÅÌÓ and pretending to be grown up. Except, 
our heels are stethoscopes. Our pretend is a real ÐÁÔÉÅÎÔȟ Á ÒÅÁÌ ÐÅÒÓÏÎȭÓ ÌÉÆÅȢ Mr. Madina had thrown 
me straight into that condition, my cheeks blushing even in the privacy of my tiny room for lack of 
an answer to his question. 

 
) ÃÁÎȭÔ ÓÁÙ )ȭÍ a doctor. He knew I was a new student.   
 
The scenario of me laughing and anxiously backing out of the room replayed ceaselessly in 

my mind. 
 



 
What kind of a doctor has a dedicated tissue pocket in her black bag?! 
 
You could call it a pity party, attendance of one on the hardwood floor of a 150-square-foot-

room. The intoxication of choice: exhaustion.   
 
Ȱ7ÈÅÎ ÓÈÏÕÌÄ ) ÈÁÖÅ ÔÏÌÄ ÈÉÍ )ȭÍ ÉÎ dental ÓÃÈÏÏÌȩȱ 
 
   

  )Ô ÉÓÎȭÔ ÒÉÇÈÔ  
 

A week went by, Mr. Madina still in my mind. But that memory, the awkwardness of being 
ÈÉÓ ȰÆÁËÅ ÄÏÃÔÏÒȱ ÈÁÄ ÓÔÁÒÔÅÄ ÔÏ ÓÌÉÐ Á×ÁÙȢ Stacks of pathology and immunology notecards will do 
that to you.   

 
Ȱ3ÈÏÕÌÄ ×Å ÇÏ ÁÒÏÕÎÄ ÔÈÅ ÔÁÂÌÅ ÁÎÄ ÃÈÅÃË ÉÎȩȱ $ÒȢ 3ÁÍÐÓÏÎ ÁÓËÅÄȟ ÂÅÇÉÎÎÉÎÇ our weekly 

ÒÅÆÌÅÃÔÉÏÎ ÓÅÓÓÉÏÎȢ Ȱ(Ï× ÁÂÏÕÔ ×Å ÓÔÁÒÔ ×ÉÔÈ ÙÏÕȩȱ He nodded towards Ben on the opposite side of 
the conference table, giving me time to think.   

 
Ȱ7ÅÌÌȟ ÔÈÅ ÐÁÓÔ ÃÏÕÐÌÅ ÏÆ ×ÅÅËÓ ÈÁÖÅ ÂÅÅÎ ÇÏÏÄȟ ÂÕÔ ÓÔÒÅÓÓÆÕÌȟȱ "ÅÎ ÂÅÇÁÎȟ ÈÉÓ ×ÏÒÄÓ clearly 

wavering in confusion. Being first, Ben had the delightful challenge of taking the temperature of the 
room, deciding whether it was a day for exhausted honesty or excited optimism about our busy 
medical school lives. Ȱ) ÒÅÁÌÌÙ ÈÁÄ Á ÈÁÒÄ ÔÉÍÅȣȱ 

 
He decided. %ÍÐÔÙÉÎÇ ÈÉÓ ÆÒÕÓÔÒÁÔÉÏÎÓ ÁÂÏÕÔ ÈÉÓ ÐÒÅÃÅÐÔÏÒȭÓ ÃÏÎÓÔÁÎÔ ÉÎÔÒÕÓÉÏns, he chose 

the former ɀ exhausted honesty. Supposedly, whenever Ben would start the physical exam, his 
preceptor would step in and do the maneuvers for him. !Ô ÌÅÁÓÔ ÔÈÁÔȭÓ ×ÈÁÔ ) ÕÎÄÅÒÓÔÏÏÄ ÆÒÏm the 
bits and pieces I heard. In all honesty, I was too preoccupied with my own thoughts to pay 
attention.   

 
Ȱ4ÈÁÔ ÍÕÓÔ ÍÁËÅ ÉÔ ÄÉÆÆÉÃÕÌÔ ÔÏ ÌÅÁÒÎȟȱ ) ÁÎÎÏÕÎÃÅÄ ÉÎ ÒÅÓÐÏÎÓÅ ÔÏ "ÅÎȭÓ ÃÏÍÍÅÎÔÓȢ 
 
Where did that come from?! Stop talking! I scolded internally. 
 
Ȱ9ÅÁÈȟ ÁÃÔÕÁÌÌÙȟȱ "ÅÎ ÒÅÐÌÉÅd, nodding his head as he absorbed my words. 
 
Ȱ(ÁÖÅ ÙÏÕ ÔÈÏÕÇÈÔ ÁÂÏÕÔ ÍÅÎÔÉÏÎÉÎÇ ÔÈÉÓ ÔÏ ÙÏÕÒ ÐÒÅÃÅÐÔÏÒȩȱ ) ÁÓËÅÄȟ ÃÏÎÔÉÎÕÉÎÇ ÔÏ ÔÁÌË 

about something to which I barely paid attention. I did that sometimes: listened to things with a 
distracted mind and proceeded to participate anyways. Somehow, what emerged from a lack of 
consciousness usually made sense.   

 
Ȱ) ÄÏÎȭÔ ËÎÏ×Ȣȱ Ben looked into his lap, unsure of anything but his desire to step out of the 

limelight. )Ô ×ÁÓ υȡσπ ÐȢÍȢȟ ÁÎÄ "ÅÎȭÓ ÙÁ×Î ÉÎÔÏ ÈÉÓ ÅÌÂÏ× projected all of our exhaustion. Ȱ)ȭÌÌ ÈÁÖÅ 
ÔÏ ÔÈÉÎË ÁÂÏÕÔ ÉÔȟȱ ÈÅ ÃÏÎÔÉÎÕÅÄȟ ÇÉÖÉÎÇ ÔÈÅ ÓÉÇÎÁÌ ÔÏ ÍÏÖÅ ÏÎ ÔÏ ÔÈÅ ÎÅØÔ ÓÔÕÄÅÎÔȢ 

 
We continued like this, checking in around the table. One positive, one major frustration, 

one shrug to pass the torch. 
 



 
Ȱ)ȭÍ ÁÆÒÁÉÄȟȱ *ÏÅ ÃÏÎÔÒÉÂÕÔÅÄȢ Ȱ) ÔÈÉÎË ) ÌÉËÅ ÄÅÒÍÁÔÏÌÏÇÙȦȱ His parents were dermatologists, 

so the idea of following in their path seemed too expected for Joe. Ȱ"ÅÓÉÄÅÓȟ 3ÁÒÁÈ ÈÁÓ ÒÈÅÕÍÁÔÏÌÏÇÙ 
ÃÏÒÎÅÒÅÄȢȱ 

 
Ȱ)ȭÍ ÆÅÅÌÉÎÇ ÍÙ ÐÒÏØÉÍÁÌ ÉÎÔÅÒÐÈÁÌÁÎÇÅÁÌ ÊÏÉÎÔÓ ÁÓ ÙÏÕ ÓÐÅÁËȟȱ 3ÁÒÁÈ ÃÈÕÃËÌÅÄȟ ÈÅÒ ÖÏÉÃÅ 

deep with ecstasy as she flexed and extended her second digit.   
 
Ȱ) ËÎÏ× ÙÏÕ ÁÒÅȟȱ *ÏÅ ÁÎÓ×ÅÒÅÄ ÂÁÃËȟ ÈÉÓ ÔÏÒÓÏ ÌÅÁÎÉÎÇ ÁÃÒÏÓÓ ÔÈÅ ÔÁÂÌÅ ×ÉÔÈ ÉÎÔÅÎÓÉÔÙȢ   
 
Ȱ3ÔÅÐÈÁÎÉÅȟ ×ÈÁÔ ÁÂÏÕÔ ÙÏÕȩȱ $ÒȢ 3ÁÍÐÓÏÎ ÁÓËÅÄ ÉÎ ÍÙ ÄÉÒÅÃÔÉÏÎȟ ÒÅÆÏÃÕÓÉÎÇ ÔÈÅ ÇÒÏÕÐȢ  Ȱ$Ï 

ÙÏÕ ×ÁÎÔ ÔÏ ÃÈÅÃË ÉÎȩȱ 
 
Is Ȱnoȱ an option, I thought, trying to un-muddle my confusion about how I was feeling. 

There was school ɀ therÅȭÓ ÁÌ×ÁÙÓ ÓÃÈÏÏÌȢ Then there was sleep ɀ I was getting more of that!      
 
Ȱ) ÈÁÄ ÔÈÉÓ ÐÁÔÉÅÎÔȟȱ ) ÂÅÇÁÎ ÌÏÏËÉÎÇ ÓÔÒÁÉÇÈÔ ÉÎÔÏ "ÅÎȭÓ ÅÙÅÓ ÆÏÒ ÓÏÍÅ ÐÅÅÒ ÓÕÐÐÏÒÔȢ Ȱ(Å ÈÁÄ 

ÈÅÐÁÔÉÃ ÅÎÃÅÐÈÁÌÏÐÁÔÈÙȢȱ 
 
Why did I say that? Retreat! Retreat!   
 
Sirens sounded in my mind as I landed on the one topic I wanted to avoid. It was a problem, 

perfect for reflection, but I ÄÉÄÎȭÔ ÙÅÔ ÈÁÖÅ ÔÈÅ ÓÏÌÕÔÉÏÎȢ And do you know how hard it is to avoid 
discussion when you are clearly unsettled?   

 
Why did I make this choice? 
 
My fingers tightly clenched one another as my vulnerability crouched behind a smile. Ȱ)ȭÍ 

trying to understand,ȱ ) ÂÅÇÁÎȟ ÓÅÁÒÃÈÉÎÇ ÆÏÒ ×ÏÒÄÓȢ Ȱ4ÈÉÓ ÍÁÎ ×ÉÔÈ ÈÅÐÁÔÉÃ ÅÎÃÅÐÈÁÌÏÐÁÔÈÙȟȱ ) 
began again, stiÌÌ ÕÎÓÕÒÅ ÏÆ ×ÈÅÒÅ ÔÏ ÐÒÏÃÅÅÄȢ Ȱ)ȭÍ ÃÏÎÆÕÓÅÄȣȱ 

 
Ȱ(ÅÐÁÔÉÃ ÅÎÃÅÐÈÁÌÏÐÁÔÈÙ ×ÉÌÌ ÄÏ ÔÈÁÔ ÔÏ ÙÏÕȦȱ  $ÒȢ 3ÁÍÐÓÏÎ ÉÎtervened, lightening the room. 

Of course, he and I were the only two to laugh, him for the nerdy quip and generous gesture of 
easing my anxiety, me for the nerdy quip, as well, and the desire to find a relaxing distraction. In a 
room full of nascent medical and dental students ɀ one in the same for the first academic year ɀ a 
medical joke usually goes unrecognized.   

 
Well, that puts things into perspective, I thought, staring at a room of not-yet-doctors who 

ÄÉÄÎȭÔ ÅÖÅÎ ÇÒÁÓÐ $ÒȢ 3ÁÍÐÓÏÎȭÓ ÈÕÍÏÒȢ   
 
Ȱ9ÏÕ ÓÅÅȟ ) ÈÁÄ ÔÈÉÓ ÐÁÔÉÅÎÔȟȱ ) ÂÅÇÁÎ ÁÇÁÉÎȟ ÏÐÅn to the uncertainty of what I would say, 

Ȱ×ÈÏ ÔÈÏÕÇÈÔ ) ×ÁÓ Á ÄÏÃÔÏÒȢȱ 
 
Ȱ9ÏÕ ÄÉÄÎȭÔ ÉÎÔÒÏÄÕÃÅ ÙÏÕÒÓÅÌÆ ÁÓ ÏÎÅȩȱ 
 
Ȱ.Ïȟ ÏÆ ÃÏÕÒÓÅ ÎÏÔȦȱ ) ÁÎÓ×ÅÒÅÄ $ÒȢ Sampson with a giggle. Ȱ"ÕÔ ÈÅ ×ÁÓ ÈÁÖÉÎÇ ÔÒÏÕÂÌe 

staying present and focused. He was very confused, so he must not have remembered or 
ÕÎÄÅÒÓÔÏÏÄ ÍÙ ÉÎÔÒÏÄÕÃÔÉÏÎȢȱ 

 
Ȱ7ÈÙ ×ÁÓ ÔÈÉÓ ÄÉÆÆÉÃÕÌÔȩȱ "ÅÎ ÁÓËÅÄȟ ÓÅÁÒÃÈÉÎÇ ÆÏÒ ÈÉÓ ÃÈÁÎÃÅ ÔÏ ÒÅÔÕÒÎ ÓÏÍÅ ÅÍÐÁÔÈÙȢ 



 
 
Ȱ) ÄÏÎȭÔ ËÎÏ× ×ÈÁt I can do for these patients. Sometimes, I feel like I am doing more harm 

ÔÈÁÎ ÇÏÏÄȢȱ Mr. Madina strained in pain when I reached towards his back with my stethoscope. He 
squinted with discomfort as he fought to stay awake in my presence. Ȱ-ÁÙÂÅ ÈÅ ÄÉÄÎȭÔ ËÎÏ× ×ÈÁÔ 
he agreed to. I think the time to sleep or be with family mattered more than giving a confused 
ÈÉÓÔÏÒÙȢȱ 

  
Ȱ9ÏÕ ÈÁÖÅ ÔÏ ÌÅÁÒÎ ÓÏÍÅÈÏ×Ȣȱ 
 
Ȱ!ÎÄ ÔÈÅÓÅ ÐÁÔÉÅÎÔÓ ÁÇÒÅÅ ÂÅÆÏÒÅ ×Å ÃÏÍÅ to ÔÈÅÉÒ ÒÏÏÍÓȢȱ 
 
With all the support coming from around the table, I nodded in agreement ɀ my sign to pass 

the focus to the next student.   
 
4ÈÅÙ ÁÒÅÎȭÔ ÇÏÉÎÇ ÔÏ ÇÅÔ ÉÔ, I thought.   was playing doctor. If Mr. Madina had a crackle in his 

lung, maybe, maybe I would have heard it, but anything else and I would have been at a loss. What 
good did my pretend lung auscultation do for this man? 

 
9ÏÕȭÒÅ ÎÏÔ ÇÉÖÉÎÇ ÙÏÕÒÓÅÌÆ ÅÎÏÕÇÈ ÃÒÅÄÉÔ, I countered to myself, still outwardly shrugging and 

smiling as a nonverbal sign ÏÆ ȬÔÈÁÎË ÙÏÕȟ ÌÅÔȭÓ ÍÏÖÅ ÏÎȢȭ I know the examȣÔÏ ÁÎ ÅØÔÅÎÔȢ )ȭÍ ÆÉÇÕÒÉÎÇ 
out the exam.   

 
Ȱ(Ï× ÃÁÎ Á ÃÏÎÆÕÓÅÄ ÍÁÎ ËÎÏ×ÉÎÇÌÙ ÓÉÇÎ Á ×ÁÉÖÅÒȟ ÔÈÏÕÇÈȩȱ 
 
I gasped, realizing what I had just done. 
 
) ÄÉÄÎȭÔȣDid I?   
 
Somewhere, between thinking and nodding, my thoughts had become auditory.   
 
4ÈÁÔ ×ÁÓÎȭÔ ÓÕÐÐÏÓÅÄ ÔÏ ÈÁÐÐÅÎȢ 
 
I looked around the room, my eyes tilted upward, my chin bent down in withdrawal.   
 
Maybe no one heard, I thought, grasping for that optimism I should have used before picking 

my discussion topic.     
 
/ÕÔ ÏÆ ÔÈÅ ÃÏÒÎÅÒ ÏÆ ÍÙ ÅÙÅȟ ) ÃÏÕÌÄ ÓÅÅ $ÒȢ 3ÁÍÐÓÏÎȭÓ ÈÁÎÄ Íove from his beard to his pen. 

(Å ÄÉÄ ÔÈÁÔ ×ÈÅÎ ÈÅ ×ÁÓ ÒÅÁÄÙ ÔÏ ÓÈÁÒÅ ÈÉÓ ÔÈÏÕÇÈÔÓȡ Ȱ#ÏÕÌÄ ÙÏÕ ÍÁÙÂÅ ÇÏ ÓÅÅ ÔÈÉÓ ÐÁÔÉÅÎÔ ÁÇÁÉÎȩȱ  
 

It is alive  
 

Eighth floor, Roseman West ɀ whatever that means. Each wing of the hospital had its own 
name, so I relied on signs, help desks, and instructors to guide my way through the halls. 

 
Ȱ%ØÃÕÓÅ ÍÅȢȱ ) ÌÅÁÎÅÄ ÏÖÅÒ ÔÈÅ ÎÕÒÓÅȭÓ ÄÅÓËȟ ÓÍÉÌÉÎÇ ×ÉÔÈ Á deep inhale to hide my nerves. 

Ȱ7ÈÁÔ ÒÏÏÍ ÉÓ 3ÁÍ -ÁÄÉÎÁ ÉÎȩȱ   
 



 
The nurse scrolled her finger across the computer screen, landing on a blue box on a digital 

calendar.   
 
Ȱ/ÈȢȱ 
 
I furrowed my brows, hoping to interpret her short reply. 
 
Ȱ$Ï ÙÏÕ ËÎÏ×ȩȱ 
 
Ȱ+ÎÏ× ×ÈÁÔȩȱ ) ÁÎÓ×ÅÒÅÄȟ ÓÔÉÌÌ ÃÏÎÆÕÓÅÄȢ 
 
Ȱ(ÅȭÓ ÂÅÅÎ ÔÒÁÎÓÆÅÒÒÅÄȢ Stonewell φτψ!Ȣȱ 
 
Ȱ/Èȟ ÏËÁÙȢȱ I was confused, sighing in relief that he was only transferred. But all that for a 

transfer?! I thought, biting my tongue to hide my skepticism. Really?! 
 
Ȱ)ÔȭÓ ÔÈÅ ÎÅØÔ ÂÕÉÌÄÉÎÇ ÏÖÅÒȟȱ ÔÈÅ ÎÕÒÓÅ ÃÏÎÔÉÎÕÅd, pulling out a hospital map. She circled the 

building in blue ink and slid it towards me, the ink still too fresh to fold without smudging. Ȱ)Ó ÔÈÅÒÅ 
ÁÎÙÔÈÉÎÇ ÅÌÓÅȩȱ ÓÈÅ ÁÓËÅÄȟ ÒÅÁÃÈÉÎÇ ÆÏÒ Á ÒÉÎÇÉÎÇ ÐÈÏÎÅȢ 

 
Ȱ.Ïȟ ÔÈÁÎË ÙÏÕ ÖÅÒÙ ÍÕÃÈȢȱ 
 
I turned in a single spin towards the hallway, making my way back to the elevator. I was 

ready to get this over with, break through my nervousness and just see Mr. Madina again. 
Whenever I was nervous, it took the first step, breaking through the first hello to bring my 
monstrous fears back down to reality. 

  
)ȭÍ ÁÌÍÏÓÔ ÔÈÅÒÅȢ   
 
I was breathing deeply.  Inhale ɀ ρȟ ςȣ10 ɀ exhale ɀ 10, ωȣ1.   
 
Ȱ(ÅÌÌÏ ÁÇÁÉÎȢȱ   
 
Outside Stonewell 648, the same elderly man from before was seated comfortably with his 

book. He had gotten about two-thirds of the way through and was still dedicatedly reading it at the 
thÒÅÓÈÏÌÄ ÔÏ ÈÉÓ ÓÏÎȭÓ ÎÅ× ÒÏÏÍȢ !Ó ÂÅÆÏÒÅȟ ÈÅ ÄÉÄÎȭÔ ÁÎÓ×ÅÒȟ ÏÎÌÙ ÌÉÆÔÉÎÇ ÈÉÓ ÅÙÅÂÒÏ× ÉÎ 
acknowledgment.  

 
Ȱ-ÒȢ -ÁÄÉÎÁȩȱ ) Ásked, peeking around the wall. My knuckles tapped the door with a quiet 

knock, not knowing the proper etiquette in a large hospital room. Ȱ'ÏÏÄ ÅÖÅÎÉÎÇȦȱ ) ÃÏÎÔÉÎÕÅÄȟ 
entering in the absence of a response.   

 
Machines ÓÕÒÒÏÕÎÄÅÄ -ÒȢ -ÁÄÉÎÁȭÓ ÈÅÁÄȢ One had an IV drip, another was a heart monitor. I 

ÃÏÕÌÄÎȭÔ ÉÄÅÎÔÉÆÙ ÔÈÅ ÒÅÓÔ ÏÆ ÔÈÅ ÅÑÕÉÐÍÅÎÔȟ ÔÈÏÕgh ɀ first-year medical student problems. Mr. 
-ÁÄÉÎÁȭÓ ÅÙÅÓ ×ÅÒÅ ÎÏ ÌÏÎÇÅÒ ÈÏÌÌÏ× ÏÒ ÊÁÕÎÄÉÃÅȠ ÉÎÓÔÅÁÄȟ ÔÈÅÙ ×ÅÒÅ ÃÌosed, shut off from the 
world. -ÒȢ -ÁÄÉÎÁȭÓ ÓËÉÎ ×ÁÓ ÁÓ ÆÒÁÇÉÌÅ ÁÓ ÅÖÅÒȟ ÈÉÓ ÃÌÁÖÉÃÌÅ ÒÅÁÃÈÉÎÇ ÆÏÒ ÆÒÅÓÈ ÁÉÒȢ   

 
Ȱ-ÒȢ -ÁÄÉÎÁȟȱ ) ÃÁÌÌÅÄ ÏÕÔ ÁÇÁÉÎȟ ×ÁÎÔÉÎÇ ÔÏ ÂÅ ÓÕÒÅ ÈÅ ×ÁÓÎȭÔ Á×ÁËÅ ÁÎÄ ÊÕÓÔ ÒÅÓÔÉÎÇ ÈÉÓ 

ÅÙÅÓȢ  Ȱ3ÉÒȩȱ 



 
 
Only the two of us were in the room, but, when I listened closely, I could hear three 

heartbeats. Mine was trotting along, anxiety balancing relief as I prepared to leave this awkward 
encounter. -ÒȢ -ÁÄÉÎÁȭÓ ×ÁÓ ÑÕÉÅÔȟ ÉÎÁÕÄÉÂÌÅ ÆÒÏÍ ×ÈÅÒÅ ) ÓÔÏÏÄȠ ÔÈÅ ÏÎÌÙ ÓÉÇÎ ÔÈÁÔ ÈÉÓ ÈÅÁÒÔ ×ÁÓ 
still beating came from the electrical readout of crests and troughs on the black screen to his left. 
The third beat in the room, the loudest of them all, startled me every now and then. It was staccato, 
ÅÁÃÈ ÐÕÌÓÅ ÆÉÌÌÅÄ ×ÉÔÈ ÓÕÃÈ ÇÕÓÔÏ ÉÔ ÄÉÄÎȭÔ ÎÅÅÄ Á ÐÒÏÌÏÎÇÅÄ ÔÏÎÅȢ  ρȟ ςȟ σȟ ÈÕÆÆȟ ρȟ ςȟ σȟ ÈÕÆÆȣDefinitely 
not the S1, S2, lub-dub pattern we were taught in our sixty-minute cardiology lecture.   

 
I looked around the bed, trying to find the life giving rise to this pronounced pulse. )Ô ×ÁÓÎȭÔ 

the blood pressure cuff, though that had a beat all its own.   
 
The IV machine, maybe?   
 
But that, too, had its own noise, one far different from this beat I was registering.   
 
I wonderȣ 
 
) ÌÏÏËÅÄ ÔÏ -ÒȢ -ÁÄÉÎÁȭÓ ÆÁÃÅȟ ÔÕÂÅÓ ÃÏming in and out of every hole. The last time we spoke, 

he was whispering, smiling, gazing. The last time I saw him, no more than six days ago, he was even 
chuckling at times. .Ï×ȟ ÈÅ ×ÁÓÎȭÔ ÅÖÅÎ ÂÒÅÁÔÈÉÎÇ ÏÎ ÈÉÓ Ï×Îȟ Á ÔÕÂÅ ÆÏÒÃÉÎÇ ÌÉÆÅ ÉÎÔÏ ÈÉÓ ÌÕÎÇÓȢ   

 
Ah, the respiratory machineȣ 
 
I had found it, the third heartbeat. It was just one of the machines keeping Mr. Madina alive, 

but it was the one that seemed to take the most out of him. With every pulse from its circuitry, 
another false breath ÓÕÒÇÅÄ ÉÎÔÏ -ÒȢ -ÁÄÉÎÁȭÓ ÂÏÄÙȢ Every surge filled him with a moment of time 
he would never remember, a moment of time he would never live. 

 
Is this what he would have wanted? I wondered, pÉÃÔÕÒÉÎÇ ÔÈÅ ÍÁÎ ) ÈÁÄ ÆÉÒÓÔ ÍÅÔȢ  (Å ÄÉÄÎȭÔ 

even know how sick he was when we had met. (Å ÄÉÄÎȭÔ ËÎÏ× ×ÈÅÒÅ ÈÅ ×ÁÓ ÆÏÒ ÈÁÌÆ ÏÆ ÔÈÅ 
interview, but when he was aware, when he was present, all he wanted was to go home. All he 
wanted was his work and his friends, his occasional beer, and cigarette. Does he know? Is he 
fighting? 

 
It is too late  

 
Aside from the three heartbeats, the beeping of monitors, the clanking of nurses walking up 

and down the hallways, aside from all the noise, the room was perfectly silent. In this silence, only 
white noise and stillness enveloped Mr. Madina and me.   

 
)ȭÍ ÈÅÒÅ ÔÏ ÌÉÓÔÅÎȟ -ÒȢ -ÁÄÉÎÁ, I thought to myself, reaching for the hand that once shook 

mine. (Å ÃÏÕÌÄÎȭÔ ÓÐÅÁË ÔÏ ÍÅȟ ÂÕÔ ÔÈÁÔ ×ÁÓ okay. I was there, with him. His family was near, 
thinking of him. It will be okay.        

 
Ȱ(ÅÌÌÏȩȱ ! ×ÏÍÁÎȭÓ ÖÏÉÃÅ ÓÔÁÒÔÌÅÄ ÍÅ ÆÒÏÍ ÂÅÈÉÎÄȢ   
 
3ÁÍȭÓ ÇÉÒÌÆÒÉÅÎÄȩ 
 



 
Her voice was raspier than I remembered. Maybe it was just exhaustion from living in a 

hospital recliner, but it made her voice difficult to place. 
 
Ȱ#ÁÎ ) ÈÅÌÐ ÙÏÕȩȱ ÓÈÅ ÃÏÎÔÉÎÕÅÄȟ ×ÁÉÔÉÎÇ ÆÏÒ ÍÅ ÔÏ ÔÕÒÎ ÁÒÏÕÎÄȢ   
 
Ȱ(Éȟȱ ) ÂÅÇÁÎȟ ÁÐÏÌÏÇÅÔÉÃ ÆÏÒ ÙÅÔ ÁÎÏÔÈÅÒ ÉÎÔÅÒÒÕÐÔÉÏÎȢ ȰI just came by to see how Mr. Madina 

×ÁÓ ÄÏÉÎÇȢȱ 
 
ȰWell, ÙÏÕ ÃÁÎ ÓÅÅȦȱ 
 
Ȱ9ÅÓȟ ÙÅÓȟ )ȭÍ ÖÅÒÙ ÓÏÒÒÙ ÔÏ ÓÅÅ ÈÉÍ ÉÎ ÔÈÉÓ ÃÏÎÄÉÔÉÏÎȢȱ 
 
Ȱ9ÅÓȟ ×ÅÌÌȣȱ 
 
Ȱ$ÉÄ ÔÈÅ ÄÏÃÔÏÒÓ ÓÁÙ ÁÎÙÔÈÉÎÇ ÁÂÏÕÔ ÈÏ× ÈÅȭÓ ÄÏÉÎÇȩȱ 
 
Ȱ!ÒÅ ÙÏÕ ÎÏÔ Á ÄÏÃÔÏÒȩȱ 
 
Not again. I looked down to my white coat, wishing I could just slam my forehead into the 

palm of my hand. This white coat was protocol, our Wednesday uniform. Every time we stepped 
into the hospital, we were to wear professional attire and a white coat, at least until we started 
actual procedural work. Then, I think, we could wear scrubs. 

 
Ȱ)ȭÍ ÁÃÔÕÁÌÌÙ Á first-year meÄÉÃÁÌ ÓÔÕÄÅÎÔȟȱ ) ÂÅÇÁÎȟ ÒÅÉÔÅÒÁÔÉÎÇ ÔÈÅ ÉÎÔÒÏÄÕÃÔÉon I had given 

the week prior. For me, Mr. Madina was only one patient and a pile of coursework distant in my 
memory. &ÏÒ -ÒȢ -ÁÄÉÎÁȭÓ ÆÁÍÉÌÙȟ ÔÈÏÕÇÈȟ ) ×ÁÓ ÐÒÏÂÁÂÌÙ ÁÔ ÌÅÁÓÔ ÆÉÖÅ ÏÒ ÓÉØ ÎÁÍÅÓ ÄÅÅÐ ÉÎ ÔÈÅÉr list 
of newly introduced medical providers.   

 
Ȱ/Èȟ ÔÈÁÔȭÓ ÒÉÇÈÔȟȱ ÔÈÅ ÌÁÄÙ ÃÏÎÔÉÎÕÅÄȟ ÈÅÒ ÅÙÅÓ ÓÔÅÁÄÉÌÙ ÈÅÌÄ ÔÏ -ÒȢ -ÁÄÉÎÁȭÓ ÆÏÒÅÈÅÁÄ ÁÓ her 

hand stroked his shoulder. Ȱ3am fell into a coma on Monday. 4ÈÅÙ ×ÏÎȭÔ ÆÉÎÄ Á ÌÉÖÅÒȢȱ 
 
In a quiet room, the only sound more silent than white noise was grief. It was blasting from 

ÅÖÅÒÙ ÐÏÒÅ ÏÆ ÔÈÉÓ ×ÏÍÁÎȭÓ ÂÏÄÙ ÁÎÄ ÓÌÏ×ÌÙ ÓÌÉÐÐÉÎÇ ÏÕÔ ÏÆ ÍÉÎÅȢ     
 
Ȱ4ÈÁÔ ÍÕÓÔ ÂÅ ÖÅÒÙ ÄÉÆÆÉÃÕÌÔ ÔÏ ÁÃÃÅÐÔȟȱ ) ÏÆÆÅÒÅÄȟ ÆÁÌÌÉÎÇ ÂÁÃË ÔÏ ÔÈÅ ÁÇÅ ÏÌÄ ÅÍÐÁÔÈÅÔÉÃ 

phrases we were taught on Day 1.   
 
Ȱ)Ô ÉÓȟȱ ÔÈÅ ×ÏÍÁÎ ÁÎÓ×ÅÒÅÄȟ ÈÅÒ ÂÏÄÙ ÓÌÕÍÐÉÎÇ ÉÎÔÏ Á ÂÅÄÓÉÄÅ ÃÈÁÉÒȢ 
 
Ȱ)ȭÍ ÇÏÉÎÇ ÔÏ ÌÅÁÖÅ ÙÏÕ Ô×Ï ÔÏ ÒÅÓÔȟ ÂÕÔ ÉÓ ÔÈÅÒÅ ÁÎÙÔÈÉÎÇ ) ÃÁÎ ÄÏȩȱ 
 
Ȱ.Ïȟȱ ÔÈÅ ×ÏÍÁÎ ÁÎÓ×ÅÒÅÄȟ Ìooking to my eyes in surprise. Ȱ4ÈÁÎË ÙÏÕȢȱ 
 
Ȱ/Æ ÃÏÕÒÓÅȟȱ ) ÒÅÐÌÉÅÄȢ I could feel my heart skip a beat as I softened my words. This woman 

was far from grateful at our last encounter. ) ÊÕÓÔ ÃÏÕÌÄÎȭÔ ÂÅÌÉÅÖÅ ÔÈÁÔ ÔÏÎÉÇht, with this news, she 
was grateful. Ȱ4ÈÁÎË ÙÏÕ ÆÏÒ ÙÏÕÒ ÔÉÍÅȟȱ ) ÃÏÎÔÉÎÕÅÄȟ ÓÌÏ×ÉÎÇ ÍÙ ×ÏÒÄs to pick just the right ones. 
Ȱ3ÁÍ ÉÓ Á ×ÏÎÄÅÒÆÕÌ ÍÁÎȟ ÁÎÄ ) ÁÍ ÇÌÁÄ ) ÈÁÄ Á ÃÈÁÎÃÅ ÔÏ ÓÐÅÁË ×ÉÔÈ ÙÏÕ ÂÏÔÈ ÌÁÓÔ ×ÅÅËȢȱ 

 
A coma?! 



 
 
As I slipped out the doorway, I peeked ÏÖÅÒ 3ÁÍȭÓ ÆÁÔÈÅÒȭÓ ÓÈÏÕÌÄÅÒȢ I could have sworn, in 

the black ink and beige pages of his hardcover, red tears were dripping from a blood-smeared 
ÓÃÒÉÂÂÌÉÎÇ ÏÆ 3ÁÍȭÓ ÎÁÍÅȢ     

 
It surrounds me  

 
Ȱ(Éȟ )ȭÍ 3ÔÅÐÈÁÎÉÅ 3ÏÓÁȟ Á first-year student at HarvarÄ -ÅÄÉÃÁÌ 3ÃÈÏÏÌȢȱ I looked down 

towards my elderly patient with an outreached hand and a gentle smile. Ȱ) ×ÁÓ ÈÏÐÉÎÇ ÔÏ ÓÐÅÁË ×ÉÔÈ 
you a bit this morning, understand what brought you here and how you are doing now, and then do 
a very brief physical exam. 7ÏÕÌÄ ÔÈÁÔ ÂÅ ÏËÁÙȩȱ 

 
The woman looked straight past me to the black TV screen hanging from the ceiling.     
 
Ȱ) ×ÉÌÌ ÂÅ ÉÎ ÁÎÄ ÏÕÔ ×ÉÔÈÉÎ ÁÂÏÕÔ τυ ÍÉÎÕÔÅÓȟȱ ) ÃÏÎÔÉÎÕÅÄȟ ÈÏÐÉÎÇ Á ÔÉÍÅ ÌÉÍÉÔ ×ÏÕÌÄ 

reassure this woman. 
 
Still, she stayed silent, her hand motioning to the chair in what I took as an offering to sit 

beside her. I was without my preceptor for this visit, handling everything on my own. ! ȬÒÅÁÌȭ 
medical student, the training wheels pulled off my bike.   

 
Ȱ4Ï ÓÔÁÒÔȟ ) ×ÁÎÔ ÔÏ ÍÁËÅ sure I have your name correct. Would you mind repeating it for 

ÍÅȩȱ 
 
Ȱ-ÒÓȢ 3ÈÉÎÅÍÁÎȟȱ ÓÈÅ ×ÈÉÓÐÅÒÅÄȟ ÈÅÒ ÇÒÁÖÅÌÌÙ ÖÏÉÃÅ ÉÎ ÓÔÁÒË ÊÕØÔÁÐÏÓÉÔÉÏÎ ÔÏ ÔÈÅ ÄÅÌÉcate 

wrinkles on her pale skin. Ȱ3 ɀ H ɀ I ɀN ɀ E ɀ like the sun ɀ -ÁÎȢȱ   
 
Ȱ-ÒÓȢ 3ÈÉÎÅÍÁÎȟȱ ) ÒÅÐÅÁÔÅÄȟ Ȱ4ÈÁÎË Ùou for your time this morning. How is the day going 

ÆÏÒ ÙÏÕȩȱ 
 
-ÒÓȢ 3ÈÉÎÅÍÁÎ ×ÁÓÎȭÔ ÌÉËÅ Á ÔÙÐÉÃÁÌ ÇÒÁÎÄÍÏÔÈÅÒ ɀ aside from the curly white perm. She had 

three kids, eleven grandkids, and a great-ÇÒÁÎÄÄÁÕÇÈÔÅÒ ÏÎ ÔÈÅ ×ÁÙȟ ÂÕÔ ÔÁÌËÉÎÇ ÁÂÏÕÔ ÔÈÅÍ ÄÉÄÎȭÔ 
seem to excite her.     

 
Depression?, I wondered, as I took note of the clear lack of a sparkle in her eyes at the 

thought of family and the very obvious absence of family photos. Usually, family would be the topic 
for which all the cell phone pictures would emerge. Not with Mrs. Shineman. Not this time.  

 
Ȱ3Ï ÙÏÕ ÃÁÍÅ ÔÏ ÔÈÅ ÈÏÓÐÉÔÁÌ ÏÎ 3ÕÎÄÁÙ ÁÆÔÅÒ ÆÁÌÌÉÎÇȟȱ ) ÃÏÎÔÉÎÕÅÄȟ ÓÈÉÆÔÉÎÇ ÔÈÅ ÓÕÂÊÅÃÔ ÂÁÃË 

ÔÏ -ÒÓȢ 3ÈÉÎÅÍÁÎȭÓ ÍÏÒÅ prolific subject: her illness. On that matter, she could go on for hours. A 
split second fall could fill a thirty-minute story if I allowed.   

 
Ȱ9ÅÓȟ ÙÅÓȟȱ -ÒÓȢ 3ÈÉÎÅÍÁÎ ÅØÃÉÔÅÄÌÙ ÒÅÐÌÉÅÄȟ ÇÏÉÎÇ ÉÎÔÏ ÄÅÔÁÉÌ ÁÂÏut her symptoms and 

surgeries. Ȱ)ȭÍ ÒÅÁÄÙ ÔÏ ÇÅÔ ÏÕÔ ÏÆ ÈÅÒÅȦȱ 
 
Ȱ)Ô ÍÕÓÔ ÂÅ ÈÁÒÄ ÔÏ ÂÅ ÓÔÕÃË ÉÎ ÔÈÅ ÈÏÓÐÉÔÁÌ ÆÏÒ ÓÏ ÌÏÎÇȟȱ ) ÁÎÓ×ÅÒÅÄȟ ÇÉÖÉÎÇ ÅÍÐÁÔÈÅÔÉÃ 

ÍÉÒÒÏÒÉÎÇ ÉÔÓ ÐÌÁÃÅ ÉÎ ÔÈÅ ÉÎÔÅÒÖÉÅ×Ȣ  Ȱ)ȭÄ ÌÉËÅ ÔÏ ÍÏÖÅ ÔÏ Á ÂÒÉÅÆ ÐÈÙÓÉÃÁÌ ÅØÁÍȟȱ ) ÃÏÎÔÉÎÕÅÄȟ ÓÅÅÉÎÇ 
ÔÈÁÔ -ÒÓȢ 3ÈÉÎÅÍÁÎ ×ÁÓÎȭÔ ÆÉÌÌÉÎÇ ÔÈÅ ÐÁÕÓÅ ) ÈÁÄ ÌÅÆÔ ÆÏÒ ÈÅÒȢ   

 



 
I reached for my black bag, my heart racing faster than ever. I had taken all of three blood 

pressures since I saw Mr. Madina.  Two of them were my own.   
 
9ÏÕȭÖÅ ÇÏÔ ÔÈÉÓȢ 9ÏÕȭÖÅ ÇÏÔ ÔÈÉÓ, I whispered in my head, hoping for confidence to substitute 

for skill.   
 
Ȱ)ȭÍ ÇÏÉÎÇ ÔÏ ÓÔÁÒÔ ×ÉÔÈ Á ÂÌÏÏÄ ÐÒÅÓÓÕÒÅȟȱ ) ÂÅÇÁÎȟ ×ÒÁÐÐÉÎÇ Á ÂÌÕÅ ÃÕÆÆ ÁÒÏund Mrs. 

3ÈÉÎÅÍÁÎȭÓ ÒÉÇÈÔ ÁÒÍȢ Ȱ4ÈÉÓ ÍÁÙ ÆÅÅÌ ÔÉÇÈÔ ÂÕÔ ÉÔ ÓÈÏÕÌÄÎȭÔ ÈÕÒÔȢȱ I had just discovered the direction 
arrow the prior night, so at least I now had the cuff aligned with the brachial artery. I also had my 
stethoscope in my ears correctly. We spent a good fifteen minutes learning that one!   

 
Ȱ7ÈÁÔ ÉÓ ÉÔȩȱ -ÒÓȢ 3ÈÉÎÅÍÁÎ ÁÓËÅÄȟ ×ÁÉÔÉÎÇ ÆÏÒ ÍÅ ÔÏ ÄÉÃÔÁÔÅ ÔÈÅ ÒÅÁÄÉÎÇȢ   
 
Ȱ7ÅÌÌȟ ) ×ÁÎÔ ÔÏ ÔÁËÅ ÉÔ ÏÎÃÅ ÍÏÒÅ ÆÉÒÓÔȟȱ ) ÉÎÓÉÓÔÅÄȟ ÃÏÖÅÒÉÎÇ ÍÙ ÌÁÃË ÏÆ Á ÒÅading with the 

scientific protocol of wanting an average. Ȱ)ÔȭÓ ÍÏÒÅ ÒÅÌÉÁÂÌÅ ÔÈÁÔ ×ÁÙȢȱ 
 
Pumping the cuff once more, I glanced rapidly over to the clock. 10:53 a.m. Looking back 

down at the blood pressure dial, I saw I had already passed 160 psi. If my first reading was at all 
ÁÃÃÕÒÁÔÅȟ ÔÈÉÓ ×ÏÍÁÎȭÓ ÓÙÓÔÏÌÉÃ ÐÒÅÓÓÕÒÅ ÆÅÌÌ ÆÁÒ ÂÅÌÏ× ρφπȢ   

 
Thwoosh. Thwoosh. Thwoosh. 
 
"ÌÏÏÄ ÒÕÓÈÅÄ ÔÈÒÏÕÇÈ -ÒÓȢ 3ÈÉÎÅÍÁÎȭÓ ÂÒÁÃÈÉÁÌ ÁÒÔÅÒÙȟ ÐÕÌÓÁÔÉÎÇ ÆÒÏÍ ÄÅÅÐ ×ÉÔÈÉÎ ÈÅÒ ÂÏÄÙ 

to the ends of my stethoscope.   
 
Thwoosh. Thwoosh. 
 
The dial bobbed up and down, confirming what I was hearing.   
 
Thwooȣ 
 
Finally, the silence broke through the flow of blood. Diastole.     
 
Squeeeeaaaaaakkk! 
 

 Emptying the cuff of its remaining air, a sharp screech filled in the silence. 
 
 Ȱ3Ïȩȱ Mrs. Shineman looked to me, her patience exhausted about forty minutes ago.   
 
 ) ÄÉÄÎȭÔ ÔÒÕÓÔ ÍÙ Òeading. (ÅÌÌȟ ) ÄÉÄÎȭÔ ÔÒÕÓÔ ÍÙ ÅÁÒÓ ÆÏÒ ÈÁÌÆ ÏÆ ÔÈÅ ÉÎÔÅÒÖÉÅ× ÁÔ ÔÈÅ ÖÏlume 
ÏÆ -ÒÓȢ 3ÈÉÎÅÍÁÎȭÓ ÖÏÉÃÅȢ How could I possibly hear through a stethoscope with any accuracy?   
 
 Ȱ7ÈÁÔȭÓ ÍÙ ÂÌÏÏÄ ÐÒÅÓÓÕÒÅȩȱ -ÒÓȢ 3ÈÉÎÅÍÁÎ ÐÒÏÄÄÅÄȟ ÄÅÍÁÎÄÉÎÇ ÁÎ ÁÎÓ×ÅÒȢ 
 
 Ȱ7ÅÌÌȣȱ 
 
 Out of the corner of my eye, I could see a stillness emerge. It was familiar, recently familiar.   
 
 )Ô ÃÁÎȭÔ ÂÅȢ 



 
 
 White noise blanketed my shoulder, embracing me with a presence I had felt at Mr. 
-ÁÄÉÎÁȭÓ ÂÅÄÓÉÄÅȢ   
 
 !ÒÅÎȭÔ ÙÏÕ Á ÄÏÃÔÏÒȩ 
 
 Though the words had emerged from my ÔÈÏÕÇÈÔÓȟ ÔÈÅÙ ×ÅÒÅÎȭÔ ÍÙ Ï×ÎȢ 4ÈÅÙ ÃÏÕÌÄÎȭÔ ÂÅȢ I 
would never confuse myself for a doctor. 4ÈÅÒÅ ×ÁÓÎȭÔ Á ×ÈÉÔÅ ÃÏÁÔ ÏÒ ÓÔÅÔÈÏÓÃÏÐÅ ÁÒÏÕÎÄ ÔÈÁÔ 
could convince me otherwise. 
 
 You were listening. 
 
 The voice continued in my head, repeating words ÔÈÁÔ ×ÅÒÅ ÍÙ Ï×Î ÂÕÔ ×ÅÒÅÎȭÔȢ 
3ÔÁÔÅÍÅÎÔÓ ÔÈÁÔ ) ÈÁÄ ÏÎÃÅ ÈÅÁÒÄȟ ÂÕÔ ÈÁÄÎȭÔ ÈÅÅÄÅÄȢ   
 
 Ȱρςφ ÏÖÅÒ χσȢȱ 
 

It is time  
 

At 10:53 a.m., Mr. Madina died.   
 
I ×ÁÓÎȭÔ ÔÈÅÒÅ ɀ how could I be? I was with Mrs. Shineman at the time, her arm between my 

torso and elbow, a blood pressure cuff overtaking her flesh. But, I like to pretend that I was there 
with Mr. Madina, standing beside him at his final moments.   

 
I imagine his girlfriend would have sat to his left, her head to his shoulder, tears flowing 

ÄÏ×Î ÈÅÒ ÆÁÃÅȣÆÉÎÁÌÌÙȢ On his right, a nurse would be turning off machines, ending the ceaseless 
buzzing and beeping that had been keeping Sam alive.   

 
) ÌÉËÅ ÔÏ ÔÈÉÎË -ÒȢ -ÁÄÉÎÁ ×ÏÕÌÄ ÈÁÖÅ ÂÅÅÎ ÈÁÐÐÙ ÔÏ ÌÅÔ ÔÈÁÔ ÔÈÉÒÄ ÈÅÁÒÔÂÅÁÔ ÇÏȢ  )Ô ×ÁÓÎȭÔ 

×ÈÁÔ ÈÅ ×ÁÎÔÅÄȢ  )Ô ×ÁÓÎȭÔ ×ÏÒË ÏÒ ÆÁÍÉÌÙȠ ÉÔ ×ÁÓÎȭÔ ÇÅÔÔÉÎÇ ÈÉÍ ÃÌÏÓÅÒ to those things.  Perhaps the 
silence of unplugged machines made Mr. Madina feel secure, blanketed in serenity.   

 
) ÄÏÎȭÔ ÅÖÅÎ ÈÁÖÅ ÔÏ ÉÍÁÇÉÎÅ ÔÏ ËÎÏ× ×ÈÅÒÅ -ÒȢ -ÁÄÉÎÁȭÓ ÆÁÔÈÅÒ ÓÁÔȡ Ïutside the room, book 

in hand. He would have had only one chapter to go.  Knowing his son was dying, he had said his 
goodbyes. )Î ÆÁÃÔȟ )ȭÍ ÓÕÒÅ ÈÉÓ ÇÏÏÄÂÙÅÓ ÐÒÅÃÅÄÅÄ ÍÙ ÆÉÒÓÔ ÎÏÄ ÉÎ ÈÉÓ ÄÉÒÅÃÔÉÏÎ ÂÁÃË in the halls of 
Roseman West.  (Å ÈÁÄ ÓÍÅÁÒÅÄ ÈÉÓ ÓÏÎȭÓ ÍÅÍÏÒÙ ÉÎÔÏ ÈÉÓ ÂÏÏË ÁÎÄ ÃÒÉÅÄ ÏÕÔ ÈÉÓ ÓÏÒÒÏ× ÉÎ ÔÈÅ 
crimson tears I had witnessed.  He was ready for this goodbye before it was even time to say 
goodbye. Now, as Mr. Madina was releasing his last breath, his father would be turning another 
ÐÁÇÅȟ ÎÏÔ ÅÖÅÎ ÓËÉÐÐÉÎÇ Á ×ÏÒÄ ×ÉÔÈ ÈÉÓ ÓÏÎȭÓ ÐÈÙÓÉÃÁÌ ÁÂÓÅÎÃÅȢ   

 
!ÎÄ -ÒȢ -ÁÄÉÎÁȣI like to think he was with me, listening the way I had done for him. When 

I was crying to the universe for support, trying to master a physical exam maneuver, I believe Mr. 
Madina was beside me.  He was my first patient, the first recipient of my doctoring empathy. His 
was the first hand I grasped in consolation when medicine had reached its limits. Now, when I 
needed strength, I like to think he returned my empathy with a hand on my shoulder and a few 
words of strength.   

 
To Mr. Madina, I was still a real doctor; I never had the chance to say otherwise.   



 
 

)ÔȭÓ ÓÔÉÌÌ ÈÅÒÅ 
 
I see it everywhere ɀ ÔÈÏÓÅ ÈÕÍÁÎ ÃÏÎÎÅÃÔÉÏÎÓȢ  "ÕÒÒÏ×ÅÄ ÉÎ ÍÏÍÅÎÔÓ ÏÆ ÐÁÉÎ ÁÎÄ ÊÏÙȟ )ȭÖÅ 

come to expect it. And yet, in Roseman West, in the noise of silence, I almost missed it. 
 
)Î -ÒȢ -ÁÄÉÎÁȭÓ ÅÙÅÓȟ ) ÒÅÍÅÍÂÅÒÅÄ ÉÔ ɀ a human life, a chance for empathy. Even with 

sorrow and loss, it was still there.   
  



 
Monster Kid 
C. F. Roberts 

 
       It was almost time to go to school--as much as he would have rather not gone, Sammy 
figured it was time to man up. He buckled his belt and examined his model shelf. There was the USS 
Iowa, which his Dad had helped him assemble, but more importantly, 
ÔÈÅÒÅ ×ÁÓ ÈÉÓ ÒÏ× ÏÆ !ÕÒÏÒÁ -ÏÎÓÔÅÒ -ÏÄÅÌÓȣ+ÉÎÇ +ÏÎÇȟ $ÒÁÃÕÌÁȟ &ÒÁÎËÅÎÓÔÅÉÎȟ ÔÈÅ Phantom of the 
Opera, the Wolf Man and of course, his favorite--Godzilla. 
         Sammy had eschewed using the very hyped glow-in-the-dark parts for his models because 
he thought they looked stupid. He took the glow-in-the-dark monster heads and made them into 
little mini-ÍÏÄÅÌÓȣÏÔÈÅÒ ÇÌÏ×ÉÎÇ ÁÃÃÅÓÓÏÒÉÅÓȟ ÌÉËÅ ÔÈÅ ÒÁÔÓ ÏÎ ÔÈÅ 7ÏÌÆÍÁÎ ÍÏÄÅÌȟ ÈÅ ÊÕÓÔ ËÅÐÔ 
loose and used them as toys. He gave them names: Rupert, Ringo, and Ratfink. He liked his little 
glow-in-the-dark rats. 
      Ȱ3ÁÍÍÙȟ ÃÏÍÅ ÏÎȟ ÉÔȭÓ ÇÅÔÔÉÎÇ ÌÁÔÅȦȱ ÃÁÌÌÅÄ -ÏÍ ÆÒÏÍ ÄÏ×ÎÓÔÁÉÒÓȢ  
        Ȱ) ËÎÏ×ȟȱ ÈÅ ÃÁÌÌÅÄ ÂÁÃËȟ ÒÅÍÉÎÄÉÎÇ ÈÅÒ ÔÈÁÔ ÈÅ ËÎÅ× ×ÈÁÔ ÈÅ ×ÁÓ ÄÏÉÎÇȢ 
        3ÁÍÍÙ ×ÁÎÔÅÄ Á (ÕÎÃÈÂÁÃË ÏÆ .ÏÔÒÅ $ÁÍÅ ÍÏÄÅÌ ÂÕÔ ÈÁÄÎȭÔ ÓÅÅÎ ÏÎÅ ÉÎ Á ÖÅÒÙ ÌÏÎÇ 
ÔÉÍÅȣÔÈÁÔ ×ÁÓ ÉÎ 7ÏÏÌ×ÏÒÔÈȭÓȟ ÔÈree towns over, a long time ago. Joe Myers said he had seen one in 
"ÉÌÌȭÓ "ÉËÅ 3ÈÏÐȟ ÂÕÔ ÈÅ ÄÉÄÎȭÔ ËÎÏ× ×ÈÅÔÈÅÒ ÔÈÁÔ ×ÁÓ ÔÒÕÅȢ "ÒÕÃÅ 0ÙÌÅ ÈÁÄ ÂÅÅÎ ÒÅÇÁÌÉÎÇ ÈÉÍ ×ÉÔÈ 
tales of a store in Salem, New Hampshire called Monster Island where they had all the Aurora 
Monster Models in stock and a whole barrage of other insane thingsɂmotorized models of all the 
Japanese monstersɂÔÈÅÙ ÓÕÐÐÏÓÅÄÌÙ ÈÁÄ ÒÕÂÂÅÒ ȰÓËÉÎȱ ÁÎÄ ÍÏÖÅÄ ÁÒÏÕÎÄ--as time wore on 
Sammy was starting to feel like Bruce was pulling his leg, though. It seemed illogical, and Bruce was 
kind of weird and untrustworthy, but did Sammy drool over the idea of such a store? He sure did. 
      He made it downstairs. Mom had his lunch bag packed and his coat and boots were out. 
Ȱ$ÏÎȭÔ ÆÏÒÇÅÔ ÙÏÕÒ ×ÉÎÔÅÒ ÈÁÔȟȱ ÓÈÅ ÓÁÉd. 
      Ȱ) ×ÏÎȭÔȦȱ 4ÈÁÔ ×ÁÓÎȭÔ Á ÐÒÏÂÌÅÍȢ 4ÈÅÒÅ ×ÁÓ ÎÏÔÈÉÎÇ Ìike being at that bus stop for ten or 
fifteen minutes and having your ears start freezing.  
     He suited up and she kissed him goodbye. He hit the cold air and walked across the street to 
the bus stop. 0ÁÕÌÁ -Ã$ÏÎÎÅÌ ÁÎÄ !ÎÄÒÅÁ 'ÉÆÔ ×ÅÒÅ ÁÌÒÅÁÄÙ ÔÈÅÒÅȟ ÁÓ ×ÁÓ 4ÏÍÍÙ $ÁÖÉÄȢ (Å ÄÉÄÎȭÔ 
have anything in common with any of them but he guessed he liked them all alright. Paula and 
Andrea talked together while Tommy sat alone and read his Ray Bradbury book. Sammy recognized 
that Ray Bradbury was a science fiction guy and was an author he was supposed to like---he just 
ÈÁÄÎȭÔ ÇÏÔÔÅÎ ÁÒÏÕÎÄ ÔÏ ÈÉÍ ÙÅÔȢ 
      Sammy joined the line in wait for the bus. He was insulated by warm feelings left over by 
Saturday ÎÉÇÈÔȭÓ ÄÏÕÂÌÅ ÆÅÁÔÕÒÅȟ Ȱ'ÏÄÚÉÌÌÁȡ +ÉÎÇ ÏÆ ÔÈÅ -ÏÎÓÔÅÒÓȱ ÁÎÄ Ȱ'ÏÄÚÉÌÌÁȭÓ 2ÅÖÅÎÇÅȱȢ ! ×ÈÏÌÅ 
week of anticipation and wrestling with his crappy UHF Antenna had culminated in a whole lot of 
ÆÕÎ ÔÈÁÔ ÎÉÇÈÔȢ 3ÕÒÅȟ ÈÅȭÄ ÓÅÅÎ ÔÈÅÍ ÂÏÔÈ ÂÅÆÏÒÅ ɉÁÓ ÈÉÓ ÐÁÒÅÎÔÓ ÒÅÍÉnded him with punishing, 
idiotic regularity), like that meant anything. The glee never stopped for Sammy when the Big Guy 
was on the screen, mashing buildings, 
roasting fighter jets and stomping other monsters into the ground. He was struck, watching them 
side by side, as to what drastically different movies they were. The first Godzilla movie was black-
and-white and very grim. Godzilla was a towering menace  
ÔÈÁÔ ×ÁÓ ÃÒÅÁÔÅÄ ÂÙ ÁÔÏÍÉÃ ÂÏÍÂÓ ÁÎÄ ÈÅ ÄÅÓÔÒÏÙÅÄ ÃÉÔÉÅÓ ÁÎÄ ËÉÌÌÅÄ ÌÏÔÓ ÏÆ ÐÅÏÐÌÅȢ Ȱ'ÏÄÚÉÌÌÁȭÓ 
RevÅÎÇÅȱ ×ÁÓ goofier and playful and obviously, a kiddie-movie and Godzilla was more of a roly-
ÐÏÌÙ ÇÏÏÄ ÇÕÙȣÓÏÍÅ ÐÅÏÐÌÅ ÄÉÄÎȭÔ ÌÉËÅ ÔÈÁÔ ÍÕÃÈȢ Bruce said he thought it was stupid, but Sammy 
had no big problem reconciling Godzilla the radioactive death bringer with Godzilla the cuddly 
superhero. It was elementary that a villainous bad guy could turn around, redeem himself and be a 
hero, right? There were plenty of stories about it throughout history like that, Sammy was sure.   



 
      4ÈÅ ÎÅÁÔ ÔÈÉÎÇ ÁÂÏÕÔ Ȱ'ÏÄÚÉÌÌÁȭÓ 2ÅÖÅÎÇÅȱ ×ÁÓ ÔÈÅ ÔÏÎ ÏÆ monsters that appeared in it--there 
was Gabra, the chortling cat monster, but there were lots of others--Angilas, Gorosaurus, Manda--
Sammy knew most of these monsters had to have movies of their own---he hoped a day would 
come when he could see them all. 
      The bus pulled up--its big, ugly yellow bulk easing up to the curb. Sammy hated seeing it 
arriveɂone more day in the school penitentiary. 
      As he lagged behind the other kids boarding the bus, Sammy thought about the Japanese 
Monster movÉÅÓ ÈÅ ËÎÅ× ÏÆ ÂÕÔ ÈÁÄÎȭÔ ÓÅÅÎ--Ȱ$ÅÓÔÒÏÙ ÁÌÌ -ÏÎÓÔÅÒÓȱ ×ÁÓ ÓÕÐÐÏÓÅÄ ÔÏ ÂÅ Á ÂÉÇ ÏÎÅ 
ÁÎÄ ÉÔ ÈÁÄ Á ÔÏÎ ÏÆ ÄÉÆÆÅÒÅÎÔ ÍÏÎÓÔÅÒÓ ÉÎ ÉÔȢ (Å ÈÁÄ ÁÌÓÏ ÈÅÁÒÄ ÔÈÁÔ Ȱ&ÒÁÎËÅÎÓÔÅÉÎ #ÏÎÑÕÅÒÓ ÔÈÅ 
7ÏÒÌÄȱ ÈÁÄ ÁÂÏÕÔ five different monsters in it--he hopeÄ ÓÏÍÅÄÁÙ ÈÅȭÄ ÂÅ ÁÂÌÅ ÔÏ ÓÅÅ ÔÈÁÔȢ 
       As he climbed into the bus he saw Bruce Pyle halfway down the aisle waving to him--he had 
3ÁÍÍÙȭÓ ÓÅÁÔ ÒÅÓÅÒÖÅÄȢ 3ÁÍÍÙ ÔÈÒÅ× "ÒÕÃÅ ÔÈÅ 6ÕÌÃÁÎ ÓÁÌÕÔÅȢ "ÒÕÃÅ ÌÉËÅÄ Ȱ3ÔÁÒ 4ÒÅËȱȢ "ÅÈÉÎÄ 
Bruce, Sammy saw the moon face ÏÆ "ÒÕÃÅȭÓ ÓÉÓÔÅÒȟ *ÅÁÎȟ ÇÒÉÍÁÃÉÎÇȢ *ÅÁÎ ÔÈÏÕÇÈÔ Ȱ3ÔÁÒ 4ÒÅËȱ ×ÁÓ 
stupid. 

 As he drew closer, he saw that Anne Hooks was sitting next to Jean and he remembered that 
Anne had stayed the weekend with the Pyles. Sammy thought Anne was beautiful, but he knew if he 
said anything about it, Bruce would blurt it out and hold him up to ridicule in front of everybody.  
Bruce liked Lucy Bernstein and Sammy kept his confidence, but one thing he learned early on was 
ÔÈÁÔ ÔÈÅ ÓÁÍÅ ÒÕÌÅÓ ÄÉÄÎȭÔ ÁÐÐÌÙ ÉÎ ÒÅÖÅÒÓÅȢ -ÁÙÂÅ ÔÈÅÒÅ ×ÅÒÅ ÎÏ ÒÅÁÌ ÆÒÉÅÎÄÓ ÁÎÄ ÐÅÏÐÌÅ ÌÁÕÇÈÅÄ ÁÔ 
you for anything. If you  
got a haircut they made fun of you. If you wore white socks they made fun of you. If they found out 
you liked a girl they really made fun of you. 
         He thought it would be nice if one day he could share his feelings for Anne and nobody 
would mind or bother him about it. Maybe when you got to be a teenager that happened. 
      He pÌÕÎËÅÄ ÄÏ×Î ÎÅØÔ ÔÏ "ÒÕÃÅȢ Ȱ(ÅÙ--ÈÏ× ×ÁÓ ÙÏÕÒ ×ÅÅËÅÎÄȩȱ 
  Ȱ"ÏÒÉÎÇȟȱ ÓÁÉÄ "ÒÕÃÅȢ Ȱ7ÈÁÔȭÄ ÙÏÕ ÅÎÄ ÕÐ ÄÏÉÎÇȩ ) ÂÅÔ ÙÏÕ ×ÁÔÃÈÅÄ 'ÏÄÚÉÌÌÁȢȱ 
      3ÁÍÍÙ ÌÉÔ ÕÐȢ Ȱ9ÅÁÈȟȱ ÈÅ ÓÁÉÄȟ ȰÉÔ ×ÁÓ ×ÉÃËÅÄ ÃÏÏÌȦȱ  
      Ȱ(Ï× ÍÁÎÙ ÔÉÍÅÓ ÈÁÖÅ ÙÏÕ ÓÅÅÎ ÔÈÏÓÅ ÍÏÖÉÅÓȩȱ 
      Ȱ) ÄÏÎȭÔ ÃÁÒÅȢȱ 
       ȰMuuuy ÎÁÍÅ ÉÓ 3ÁÍÍÕÈÈÈÈÈÈȟȱ ÍÕÒÍÕÒÅÄ *ÅÁÎ ÆÒÏÍ ÉÎ ÂÁÃË ÏÆ ÔÈÅÍȢ 'ÏÄȟ ÎÏÔ ÔÈÉÓ ÁÇÁÉÎȢ 
!ÎÄ ÈÅȭÄ ÈÁÖÅ ÒÁÔÈÅÒ *ÅÁÎ ÄÉÄÎȭÔ ÇÏÏÆ ÏÎ ÈÉÍ ÉÎ ÆÒÏÎÔ ÏÆ !ÎÎÅȣwhat could you do, though? He tried 
ÔÏ ÉÇÎÏÒÅ ÉÔȢ Ȱ7ÈÁÔ ÈÁÐÐÅÎÅÄ ×ÉÔÈ ÙÏÕȩȱ 
       Ȱ$ÁÄ ÃÁÕÇÈÔ ,ÅÓÌÉÅ ÓÍÏËÉÎÇ Á ÃÉÇÁÒÅÔÔÅȟȱ "ÒÕÃÅ ÃÈÕÃËÌÅÄȢ ,ÅÓÌÉÅ ×ÁÓ "ÒÕÃÅȭÓ ÏÌÄÅÓÔ ÓÉÓÔÅÒȢ 
She was in high school. 
         Ȱ(Å ÄÉÄÎȭÔ ÇÉÖÅ ÈÅÒ ÈÅÌÌȟ ÄÉÄ ÈÅȩȱ 
          Ȱ9ÅÁÈȟ ÈÅ ÄÉÄ--ÉÔ ×ÁÓ ÆÕÎÎÙȢȱ  "ÒÕÃÅ ÒÁÉÓÅÄ ÈÉÓ ÖÏÉÃÅ ÔÏ Á whiny ÆÁÌÓÅÔÔÏȢ Ȱ.Ïȟ $ÁÄÄÙȟ )ȭÍ 
ÓÏÒÒÙȟ $ÁÄÄÙȢ 3ÔÏÐ ÈÉÔÔÉÎÇ ÍÅȦ 3ÔÏÐ ÈÉÔÔÉÎÇ ÍÅȦȱ 3ÁÍÍÙ ÃÏÕÌÄÎȭÔ ÕÎÄÅÒÓÔÁÎÄ ÈÏ× "ÒÕÃÅȭÓ ÆÁÔÈÅÒȟ Á 
rapt, humorless old man, seemed to be able to pit all the Pyle kids against each other, to a point 
×ÈÅÒÅ ÔÈÅÙ ÓÅÅÍÅÄ ÔÏ ÔÁËÅ ÐÌÅÁÓÕÒÅ ÉÎ ÅÁÃÈ ÏÔÈÅÒÓȭ ÐÕÎÉÓÈÍÅÎÔÓȢ 
     "ÒÕÃÅ ÈÁÄ ÓÅÅÍÅÄ ÔÏ ÐÉÃË ÕÐ ÏÎ 3ÁÍÍÙȭÓ ÄÉÓÐÌÅÁÓÕÒÅȢ Ȱ7ÈÁÔÓÁÍÁÔÔÅÒȩȱ (Å ÁÓËÅÄȢ Ȱ)Ô ×ÁÓ 
ÆÕÎÎÙȦȱ 
       Sammy looked out the bus window. He saw a tiny spider skitter across the glass.  Ȱ!×ȟȱ 
ÈÅ ÓÁÉÄȟ Ȱ4ÈÅ 'ÉÁÎÔ 3ÐÉÄÅÒȦȱ 
    This was Sammy-and-Bruce-speak. Everything was The Giant This or The Giant That. 
A spider was The Giant Spider or a grasshopper was The Giant Grasshopper or a salamander was 
The Giant Salamander, depending on what they ran across. 
     Ȱ'ÉÁÎÔ ×ÈÁÔȩȦȱ sÃÏÆÆÅÄ "ÒÕÃÅȢ Ȱ) ÄÏÎȭÔ ÓÅÅ ÁÎÙÔÈÉÎÇȦȱ 
       Ȱ4ÈÅ 3ÐÉÄÅÒȟ ȰÈÅ ÓÁÉÄȢ Ȱ2ÉÇÈÔ ÔÈÅÒÅ ÏÎ ÔÈÅ ×ÉÎÄÏ×Ȣȱ 
  Ȱ9ÏÕȭÒÅ ÁÎ ÉÄÉÏÔȟȱ ÓÎÉÐÅÄ "ÒÕÃÅȢ Ȱ*ÕÓÔ ÓÈÕÔ ÕÐȢȱ 



 
          Sammy got it. Lucy Bernstein was in the seat beside them and so Bruce was going to play 
ÃÏÏÌ ÁÎÄ ÁÃÔ ÌÉËÅ ÈÅ ÄÉÄÎȭÔ ÌÉËÅ ÍÏÎÓÔÅÒÓȢ (Å ×ÁÓ ÇÅÔÔÉÎÇ ÕÓÅÄ ÔÏ ÔÈÉÓ ÁÎÎÏÙÉÎÇ ÔÒÅÎÄ ÆÒÏÍ "ÒÕÃÅȢ )Ô 
so happened he liked girls, too; ÈÅ ÊÕÓÔ ×ÁÓÎȭÔ ÇÏÉÎÇ ÔÏ ÐÒÅÔÅÎÄ ÈÅ ÄÉÄÎȭÔ ÌÉËÅ ÍÏÎÓÔÅÒÓ ÔÏ ÉÍÐÒÅÓÓ 
ÏÎÅȢ 7ÈÙ ÃÏÕÌÄÎȭÔ Á ÇÉÒÌ ÌÉËÅ ÍÏÎÓÔÅÒÓ ÁÓ ÍÕÃÈ ÁÓ ÔÈÅÙ ÄÉÄȩ 4ÈÅÒÅ ×ÁÓ Á ÎÏÖÅÌ ÉÄÅÁȢ 
 "ÅÈÉÎÄ ÔÈÅÍȟ *ÅÁÎ ÃÏÎÔÉÎÕÅÄ ÈÅÒ ÓÌÕÒÒÉÎÇ ÌÉÔÁÎÙ ÏÆ ÒÉÄÉÃÕÌÅȢ ȰMuuuuuy ÎÁÍÅ ÉÓ 3ÁÍÍÙÙÙÙȟȱ 
ÓÈÅ ÄÒÏÎÅÄȢ Ȱ9ÏÕ ÓÅÅ ÔÈÉÓ ÂÏÏËȩ )ÔȭÓ ÃÁÌÌÅÄ Ȭ'ÒÅÅË -ÙÔÈÏÌÕÇÙÙÙÙÙÙȭȢ ) ÌÉËÅ 'ÒÅÅË -ÙÔÈÏÌÕÇÙÙÙÙÙÙÙȢ 
$Ï 9/5 ÌÉËÅ 'ÒÅÅË -ÙÔÈÏÌÕÇÙÙÙÙÙÙȩȱ 
      Sammy wondered for the tenth time or so if he really sounded like that when he talked, but 
ÈÅ ÐÕÓÈÅÄ ÔÈÅ ÔÈÏÕÇÈÔ Á×ÁÙȢ Ȱ7ÈÁÔȭÓ ×ÒÏÎÇ ×ÉÔÈ 'ÒÅÅË -ÙÔÈÏÌÏÇÙȩȱ (Å ÁÓËÅÄȢ Ȱ-ÙÔÈÓȟ ÁÃÃÏÒÄÉÎÇ ÔÏ 
7ÅÂÓÔÅÒȟ ÁÒÅ ÓÔÏÒÉÅÓ ÐÅÏÐÌÅ ÈÁÖÅ ÔÏÌÄ ÏÖÅÒ ÔÈÅ ÙÅÁÒÓ ÔÏ ÅØÐÌÁÉÎ ÍÁÎȭÓ ÐÌÁÃÅ ÉÎ ÔÈÅ ÕÎÉÖÅÒÓÅȢȱ (Å ÈÁÄ 
no idea whether Webster had really said  
that, but he was satisfied that he had said something that sounded learned in front of Anne. 
      !ÎÎÅ ÓÔÁÒÅÄ ÂÁÃË ÁÔ ÈÉÍ ×ÉÔÈ ÄÅÁÄ ÅÙÅÓȢ Ȱ7ÉÐÅ ÉÔ ÕÐȟ ÄÏÇ ÆÁÃÅȟȱ she sneered. Sammy looked 
ÁÔ ÈÅÒ ÆÏÒ Á ÍÏÍÅÎÔȢ Ȱ9ÏÕÒ ÃÈÉÎȟ ÄÏÇ ÆÁÃÅȢ 7ÉÐÅ ÙÏÕÒ ÃÈÉÎȢȱ 
     Sammy was drooling again. Sometimes he got enthusiastic and would talk a lot and forget to 
swallow. His Mom sometimes had to remind him to do so. Sammy gulped down a mouthful of saliva. 
      Okay--ÍÁÙÂÅ ÈÅ ÈÁÄÎȭÔ ÉÍÐÒÅÓÓÅÄ ÈÅÒȢ 
       Ȱ5ÍÍÍ 3ÁÍÍÍÕÕÕÕÕÙÙÙÙÙȟȱ ÓÌÕÒÒÅÄ *ÅÁÎȢ Ȱ4ÈÉÓ ÂÏÏË ÉÓ ÁÂÏÕÔ 'ÒÅÅË 
Mythuuluuuhguuuuuuuyyyyyyyyyyȣȱ there was no winning. 
       Ȱ) ÔÒÙȟȱ ÈÅ ÓÉÇÈÅÄȢ 
        Ȱ3ÈÕÔ ÕÐȟȱ ÇÒÕÍÐÅÄ "ÒÕÃÅȢ 
      Greek Myths were the best. Sammy liked to draw mythological creatures. His favorites were 
Scylla and Charybdis, from The Odyssey, the Gorgon Medusa, and the Hydra, a seven-headed dragon 
that Herakles had fought. People more commonly knew Herakles as Hercules, but that was actually 
the Roman variation of his name. 
       3ÁÍÍÙ ÆÉÇÕÒÅÄ ÔÈÅÒÅ ×ÁÓÎȭÔ ÍÕÃÈ ÄÉÆÆÅÒÅÎÃÅ ÂÅÔ×ÅÅÎ ÔÈÅ ÓÅÖÅÎ-headed Hydra and 
Ghidorah, the three-ÈÅÁÄÅÄ ÍÏÎÓÔÅÒ ÆÒÏÍ ÔÈÅ *ÁÐÁÎÅÓÅ ÍÏÖÉÅÓȢ ! ÌÏÔ ÏÆ ÐÅÏÐÌÅ ÄÉÄÎȭÔ ÕÎÄÅÒÓÔÁÎÄ 
that, but old stories and more recent ones were very similar. He thought it was important. 
      The ride was over and the bus pulled into Wynn Elementary School. For once, Sammy was 
actually glad the ride was ending. He wanted to get away from Jean, away from Anne, away from 
Bruce and his uptight weirdness. 
     As he embarked from the bus he parted company with Bruce without saying anything. Did 
he want to get weird for fear of Lucy not getting the monster thing? Fine. He could do it alone. 
      Sammy headed out to the west yard of the school, where he was accustomed to going in. 
Sammy was in a special class. It was laughed at by other kids and referred to as the retard room, but 
ÔÈÉÓ ×ÁÓ ÉÎÃÏÒÒÅÃÔȢ -ÉÓÓ -ÁÒÓÔÏÎȭÓ ÒÏÏÍȟ ÄÏ×Î Ôhe hall, had the retarded kids--they were kids who 
were as old as Sammy--in some cases older---they would never be part of a regular classroom. They 
were like five-year-olds. They would never learn more--they would never get any better. They 
would never be scientists, astronauts, chefs, professors or artists.  
     4ÈÅ ËÉÄÓ ÉÎ 3ÁÍÍÙȭÓ ÃÌÁÓÓ ×ÅÒÅ ÎÏÔ ÒÅÔÁÒÄÅÄȢ 4ÈÅÙ ÍÉÇÈÔ ÈÁÖÅ ÐÒÏÂÌÅÍÓ ÄÏÉÎÇ ×ÅÌÌ ÉÎ ÓÏÍÅ 
ÓÕÂÊÅÃÔÓȢ 3ÁÍÍÙ ÃÏÕÌÄÎȭÔ ÄÏ math. Other kids cussed a lot and got in fights. Some kids got upset and 
they would scream and cry and throw furniture around and the teachers would have to hold them 
down while they yelled and turned redȣÂÕÔ ÔÈÅÙ ×ÅÒÅÎȭÔ ÒÅÔÁÒÄÅÄȢ 
 Sammy liked to draw and he liked monsters. He was ÓÕÒÅ ÈÅ ×ÁÓÎȭÔ ÒÅÔÁÒÄÅÄ--regardless of 
what Jean said. 
     It was cold out. He hoped the school would open up soon so he could go in and warm up. 
       As he approached the West Entrance, he saw Jimmy Vincent and several sixth graders from 
other classes huddled together. Jimmy was one of those kids who threw  



 
violent crying fits a lot. He was integrating into a lot of the regular classes, though, and so he had 
friends outside the class. Sammy had Bruce Pyle--that was about it. 
        *ÉÍÍÙ ÃÁÌÌÅÄ ÏÕÔȢ Ȱ(ÅÙȟ 3ÁÍÍÙȦȱ 3ÁÍÍÙ ÉÎÓÔÉÎÃÔÉÖÅÌÙ ÈÅÁÄÅÄ ÏÖÅÒȢ 7ÁÓ *ÉÍÍÙ ÁÃÔÕÁÌÌÙ 
ÇÏÉÎÇ ÔÏ ÂÅ ÆÒÉÅÎÄÌÙ ÔÏ ÈÉÍ ÉÎ ÆÒÏÎÔ ÏÆ ÈÉÓ ÆÒÉÅÎÄÓ ÏÕÔÓÉÄÅ ÔÈÅ Ȱ2ÅÔÁÒÄ 2ÏÏÍȱȩ 
      The gang crowded around him and Jimmy approached him with a welcoming, outstretched 
ÁÒÍȢ Ȱ(ÅÙȦ $ÉÄ ÙÏÕ ÓÅÅ 'ÏÄÚÉÌÌÁȩȱ 
      Jimmy had always voiced a dislike for monsters and everything else Sammy might like, so 
ÔÈÉÓ ×ÁÓ ÏÄÄȢ "ÕÔ ×ÈÏ ËÎÅ×ȩ -ÁÙÂÅ ÈÅȭÄ ÆÉÎÁÌÌÙ ÔÁËÅÎ ÔÈÅ ÔÉÍÅ ÔÏ ÓÉÔ ÁÎÄ ×ÁÔÃÈ ÓÏÍÅÔÈÉÎÇ ÁÎÄ 
learned to enjoy it. Why not? 
      Ȱ9ÅÁÈȟȱ ÓÁÉÄ 3ÁÍÍÙȟ Ȱ×ÁÓÎȭÔ ÉÔɂȱ that was the exact moment he saw the fist coming. 
      Bony knuckles connected hard with his nose and the dull, familiar pain exploded in 
3ÁÍÍÙȭÓ ÆÁÃÅȢ *ÉÍÍÙȭÓ ÐÕÎÃÈÅÓ ÒÁÉÎÅÄ in, again and again, connecting with his mouth, his 
shoulders, the side of his head and his ear. Sammy crumpled under the furious volley and he felt a 
scream push out of his throat almost independently of him. 
      Ȱ4ÈÁÔȭÓ ÒÉÇÈÔȟ ÃÒÙȟ 3ÁÍÍÙȦȱ 2ÏÁÒÅÄ *ÉÍÍÙȢ (Å ÍÅ×ÌÅÄ ÉÎ ÍÏÃË ÐÁÉÎȢ Ȱ%ÅÅÅÅÅÅȦ %ÅÅÅÅȦȱ 4ÈÅ 
punches continued as the kids around him laughed.  
      3ÁÍÍÙ ×ÁÓ ÂÌÅÅÄÉÎÇ ÆÒÏÍ ÔÈÅ ÍÏÕÔÈ ÁÎÄ ÔÈÅ ÎÏÓÅȢ Ȱ) ÄÉÄÎȭÔ ÄÏ ÁÎÙÔÈÉÎÇȟȱ (Å ×ÁÉÌÅÄȢ 
      Ȱ!ÌÌȭÓ ÈÅ ÔÁÌËÓ ÁÂÏÕÔ ÉÓ ÍÏÎÓÔÅÒÓȟȱ ÙÅÌÌÅÄ *ÉÍÍÙȢ Ȱ9ÏÕ ÆÒÅÁËȦ 9ÏÕ ÆÁÇÇÏÔȦȱ 4ÈÅ ÐÕÎÃÈÅÓ ËÅÐÔ 
coming down. 
       At this point, the scene was broken up by adult bodies and the punches stopped. Mrs. Cho 
and Mr. Harris had pulled Jimmy off him and were trying to hold him down. Sammy saw Jimmy 
flailing in their grasp.  
      Ȱ#ÁÌÌ -ÒȢ 'ÏÌÄÅÎȟȱ ÙÅÌÌÅÄ -ÒÓȢ #ÈÏȢ Ȱ4ÅÌÌ ÈÉÍ ÈÉÓ ÓÔÕÄÅÎÔÓ ÁÒÅ ÆÉÇÈÔÉÎÇ ÁÇÁÉÎȦȱ 
      Ȱ5È didun do anythinÇȟȱ 3ÁÍÍÙ ÔÒÉÅÄ ÔÏ ÔÅÌÌ ÔÈÅÍȢ -ÒÓȢ #ÈÏ ÁÎÄ -ÒȢ (ÁÒÒÉÓ ×ÅÒÅ 
preoccupied with Jimmy, though.  
      Mr. Golden was there almost immediately. Jimmy was being hauled off to the Principal. 
Ȱ!ÌÌȭÓ he talks about is monsters,ȱ Jimmy kept screaming in a high, tremulous voice as if he were 
ÁÂÏÕÔ ÔÏ ÓÔÁÒÔ ÃÒÙÉÎÇȢ Ȱ!ÌÌȭÓ ÈÅ ÔÁÌËÓ ÁÂÏÕÔ ÉÓ ÍÏÎÓÔÅÒÓȦȱ 
       Ȱ#ÏÍÅ ÏÎȟȱ ÓÁÉÄ -ÒȢ 'ÏÌÄÅÎȟ ÈÅÌÐÉÎÇ 3ÁÍÍÙ ÕÐȢ Ȱ,ÅÔȭÓ ÇÅÔ ÙÏÕ ÔÏ ÔÈÅ ÎÕÒÓÅȦȱ 
       3ÁÍÍÙȭÓ ÎÏÓÅ ×ÁÓ bleeding profusely and his upper lip was cut. His ear hurt more than 
everything else, and he wondered if it was bleeding, too. 
         -ÒȢ 'ÏÌÄÅÎ ÌÏÏËÅÄ ÄÏ×Î ÁÔ 3ÁÍÍÙ ×ÉÔÈ ÈÉÓ ÕÓÕÁÌ ÇÅÎÔÌÅȟ ÂÅÁÔÉÆÉÃ ÅØÐÒÅÓÓÉÏÎȢ Ȱ7ÈÁÔ ÄÉÄ ÙÏÕ 
ÄÏ ÔÈÁÔ ÕÐÓÅÔ *ÉÍÍÙ ÓÏ ÍÕÃÈȩȱ 
      Ȱ5Ç ×ÅÂ ÄÏ scholeȩȱ 3ÁÍÍÙ ÇÁÇÇÅÄȢ (ÉÓ ÍÏÕÔÈ ×ÁÓ ÆÕÌÌ ÏÆ ÓÁÌÉÖÁ ÁÇÁÉÎ ÁÎÄ ÈÅ Ó×ÁÌÌÏ×ÅÄȟ 
taking down not only the spit, but lots of blood as well. The blood was running down his nasal 
passage into his throat and trying to breathe made his nose hurt. 
      -ÒȢ 'ÏÌÄÅÎȭÓ ÓÏÆÔ ÅØÐÒÅÓÓÉÏÎ ÎÅÖÅÒ ÃÈÁÎÇÅÄȢ Ȱ9ÏÕȭÒÅ Á ÂÒÉÇÈÔ ÇÕÙȟ 3ÁÍÍÙȟȱ ÈÅ ÓÁÉÄȢ Ȱ9ÏÕ 
have a real talent, there, too--ÍÏÓÔ ÐÅÏÐÌÅ ÃÁÎȭÔ ÅÖÅÎ ÄÒÁ× Á ÓÔÒÁÉÇÈÔ ÌÉÎÅȢ ) ËÎÏ× ) ÃÁÎȭÔȦ )ÔȭÓ Á ÐÉÔÙ 
ÙÏÕ ÈÁÖÅ ÔÏ ×ÁÓÔÅ ÉÔ ÁÌÌ ÏÎ ÓÏÍÅÔÈÉÎÇ ÌÉËÅ ÍÏÎÓÔÅÒÓȢȱ 
  ȰGughȟȱ ÃÈÏËÅÄ 3ÁÍÍÙȢ 
       Ȱ(ÁÖÅ ÙÏÕ ÅÖÅÒ ÔÈÏÕÇÈÔ ÁÂÏÕÔ ÆÉÎÄÉÎÇ ÏÔÈÅÒ ÁÒÅÁÓ ÏÆ ÉÎÔÅÒÅÓÔ ÓÏ ÔÈÁÔ ÔÈÉÎÇÓ ÌÉËÅ ÔÈÉÓ ×ÏÎȭÔ 
happen? Take a look at other kids around you. What do they talk about? What interests do they 
have? Jimmy has lots of friends outside the class, now. 7ÈÁÔ ÄÏ ÔÈÏÓÅ ËÉÄÓ ÌÉËÅ ÔÏ ÄÏȩȱ 
       Ȱ(ÇÈÕÕÕÅÈÒÇÈȟȱ ÃÈÏËÅÄ 3ÁÍÍÙȢ 
        Ȱ(Ï× ÁÂÏÕÔ (ÏÃËÅÙȩ ,ÏÔÓ ÏÆ ËÉÄÓ ÌÉËÅ ÈÏÃËÅÙȦ $Ï ÙÏÕ ÔÈÉÎË ÔÈÅ "ÒÕÉÎÓ ×ÉÌÌ ×ÉÎ ÔÈÅ 3ÔÁÎÌÅÙ 
#ÕÐ ÔÈÉÓ ÙÅÁÒȩ 7ÈÁÔ ÔÅÁÍ ÄÏ ÙÏÕ ÌÉËÅȩȱ 
        ȰNguhȟȱ ÃÈÏËÅÄ 3ÁÍÍÙȢ 
       
  



 
A Sight to Kill For 

 Susan Davies 
 
            When I got the call two days ago, that Bill, my co-worker, had an appendicitis attack and I 
now would be the one to give the presentation, I read it with the same panic I would have accorded 
a formal notice to appear in court. My horror lay in the knowledge that I had two choices. I could 
either stress out and prepare the thing in a few hours, or hear the wrath of my manager saying he 
would find someone else, or possibly putting me on suspension. I would rather stay home tonight 
with Peter, drinking a cup of warm tea while watching reruns. 

 Peter was my roommate of the last five months. Fortunate for me, his fiancé broke up with 
ÈÉÍ ÁÎÄ ÍÏÖÅÄ ÏÕÔȢ (Å ÈÁÄ Á ÔÈÒÅÅ ÂÅÄÒÏÏÍ ÔÏ×ÎÈÏÕÓÅ ÁÎÄ ÁÄÖÅÒÔÉÓÅÄ ÆÏÒ Á ÒÏÏÍÍÁÔÅȢ ) ÈÁÄÎȭÔ 
seen the ad, but one of the girls I am friends with, knew him from work and told me about it and 
how little he was asking ÆÏÒ ÒÅÎÔȢ 3ÈÅ ÁÌÓÏ ÓÁÉÄ 0ÅÔÅÒ ×ÁÓ Á ÌÉÔÔÌÅ ×ÅÉÒÄ ÁÎÄ ÎÅÅÄÙȢ 3ÈÅ ×ÁÓÎȭÔ 
kidding. Over the last few months though he has grown on me and I just accept he is a little strange, 
plus cheap rent is cheap rent, so there was where I still reside.  

I was still going through my mail when I saw it; a letter with no return address. When I 
opened it, a flash drive fell to the floor. Must be from Bill sending me a copy of his presentation. Well 
that helps ÂÅÃÁÕÓÅ ÎÏ× ) ÄÏÎȭÔ ÈÁÖÅ ÔÏ ÓÔÁÒÔ ÆÒÏÍ ÓÃÒÁÔÃÈȢ +ÎÏ×ÉÎÇ ) ÎÏ× ×ÏÎȭÔ ÈÁÖÅ ÔÏ ÓÔÒÅÓÓ ÁÓ 
much, I decided to go for coffee. I lay the drive on the table with the other mail and went to put on 
my jacket. Better call Bill and thank him. As I was dialing Bill, Peter walked in.   

Ȱ(ÅÙ +ÁÒÅÎȟȱ ÙÅÌÌÓ 0ÅÔÅȢ Ȱ7ÈÁÔ ÄÉÄ ÙÏÕ ÇÅÔ ÉÎ ÔÈÅ ÍÁÉÌȩ $ÉÄ ) ÇÅÔ ÁÎÙÔÈÉÎÇȩȱ 
Ȱ.Ïȟȱ ) said while holding up my finger for him to be quiet. 
Ȱ7ÈÏ ÉÓ ÔÈÉÓ ÆÒÏÍȟȱ ÈÅ ÓÁÉÄ ÐÉÃËÉÎÇ ÕÐ ÔÈÅ ÄÒÉÖÅȢ 
Ȱ0ÅÔÅȦȱ ) ÓÁÙ ×ÈÉÌÅ ÐÏÉÎÔÉÎÇ ÔÏ ÔÈÅ ÆÁÃÔ ÔÈÁÔ ) ÁÍ ÏÎ ÔÈÅ ÐÈÏÎÅȢ 
Ȱ(É "ÉÌÌȟȱ ) ÓÁÙ ÉÎÔÏ ÔÈÅ ÐÈÏÎÅȢ Ȱ(Ï× ÁÒÅ ÙÏÕ ÆÅÅÌÉÎÇȩȱ 
Ȱ!Ó ÇÏÏÄ ÁÓ Á ÍÁÎ ÃÁÎ ÆÅÅÌ ×ÈÏ ÊÕÓÔ ÇÏÔ ÏÐÅÒÁÔÅÄ ÏÎ Ô×Ï ÄÁÙÓ ÁÇÏȟȱ ÈÅ ÓÁÉÄȢ Ȱ7ÈÁÔȭÓ ÕÐȩȱ 
Ȱ7Ï×ȟ ÁÎÄ ÙÏÕȭÒÅ ÁÌÒÅÁÄÙ ÈÏÍÅȩȱ ) ÁÓËÅÄȢ 
Ȱ.Ïȟ ) ÇÏ ÈÏÍÅ today and should be out of here in about an hour, actually. The doctor just 

signed my reÌÅÁÓÅ Á ÆÅ× ÍÉÎÕÔÅÓ ÁÇÏȢȱ 
Ȱ4ÈÁÔȭÓ ÇÒÅÁÔȦ Hey, tÈÁÎËÓ ÆÏÒ ÈÁÖÉÎÇ ÓÏÍÅÏÎÅ ÍÁÉÌ ÍÅ ÙÏÕÒ ÐÒÅÓÅÎÔÁÔÉÏÎ ÓÏ ) ÄÏÎȭÔ ÈÁÖÅ ÔÏ 

ÓÔÁÒÔ ÆÒÏÍ ÓÃÒÁÔÃÈȢȱ 
Ȱ) ÄÉÄÎȭÔȢȱ 
Ȱ/Èȩ Ȱ) ÊÕÓÔ ÒÅÃÅÉÖÅÄ Á ÆÌÁÓÈ ÄÒÉÖÅ ÉÎ ÔÈÅ ÍÁÉÌ ÁÎÄ ÁÓÓÕÍÅÄ ÔÈÁÔȭÓ ×ÈÁÔ ÉÔ ×ÁÓȢȱ 
Ȱ7ÈÏ ÉÓ ÔÈÁÔȩ "ÉÌÌ ×ÈÏȩ 7ÈÙ ×ÏÕÌÄ ÈÅ ÓÅÎÄ ÙÏÕ Á 53"ȩȱ 0ÅÔÅÒ ÓÁÉÄ ÁÓ ) ÇÒÁÂ ÔÈÅ ÄÒÉÖÅ ÆÒÏÍ 

his hand and put it back on the table. 
Ȱ.ÏÐÅȟ ÎÏÔ ÆÒÏÍ ÍÅȟ ÎÏÔ ÍÙ ÐÒÅÓÅÎÔÁÔÉÏÎȟ ÂÕÔ ) ×ÏÕÌÄ ÂÅ ÇÌÁÄ ÔÏ ÇÉÖÅ ÉÔ ÔÏ ÙÏÕ ÉÆ ÙÏÕ ×ÁÎÔ ÔÏ 

ÓÔÏÐ ÂÙ ×ÈÅÎ ) ÇÅÔ ÈÏÍÅȟȱ "ÉÌÌ ÓÁÙÓ ÆÒÏÍ ÔÈÅ ÐÈÏÎÅȢ 
Ȱ(ÅÙȟ ÔÈÁÔ ×ÏÕÌÄ ÂÅ ÇÒÅÁÔȟȱ ) ÓÁÙ ÔÒÙÉÎÇ ÔÏ ÐÕÓÈ 0ÅÔÅÒ ÏÕÔ ÏÆ ÔÈÅ ×ÁÙȢ Ȱ) ÃÁÎ ÕÓÅ ÉÔ ÁÎÄ ×ÏÒË 

×ÈÁÔ ) ÁÌÒÅÁÄÙ ÈÁÖÅ ÉÎÔÏ ÉÔȢ 9ÏÕȭÒÅ Á ÌÉÆÅÓÁÖÅÒȢȱ 
Ȱ/ÎÃÅ ) ÇÅÔ ÈÏÍÅ ÁÎÄ ÇÅÔ ÃÏÍÆÏÒÔÁÂÌÅ ) ×ÉÌÌ ÈÁÖÅ ÍÙ ×ÉÆÅ ÇÅÔ ÉÔ ÆÏÒ ÙÏÕȢ $ÏÅÓ Á ÃÏÕÐÌÅ ÏÆ 

ÈÏÕÒÓ ÆÒÏÍ ÎÏ× ÓÏÕÎÄ ÏËÁÙȩȱ 
Ȱ3ÏÕÎÄÓ ÌÉËÅ Á ÐÌÁÎȟ ÓÅÅ ÙÏÕ ÔÈÅÎȢȱ !Ó ) ÈÕÎÇ ÕÐ ÔÈÅ ÐÈÏÎÅ ÁÎÄ ÔÕÒÎÅÄ ÁÒÏÕÎÄ ) ÁÌÍÏÓÔ ÆÅÌÌ 

over Peter. 
Ȱ(ÅÙȟ 0ÅÔÅ ) ÇÏÔ ÔÏ ÒÕÎ ÁÎÄ ÐÉÃË ÕÐ ÓÏÍÅÔÈÉÎÇ ÆÏÒ ×ÏÒËȢ $Ï ÙÏÕ ×ÁÎÔ ÔÏ ÇÏ ×ÉÔÈ ÍÅ ÁÎÄ ÇÅÔ 

ÓÏÍÅÔÈÉÎÇ ÔÏ ÅÁÔȩȱ 
Ȱ.Ïȟ ) ÔÈÉÎË )ȭÌÌ ÐÁÓÓȢȱ 

 Well, that was different. Not the almost falling over him part. Peter had a habit of listening 
to my conversations. He would either lean on me if I was sitting down or follow me around the 
house if I tried to walk away for privacy, while I am on the phone, whispering, Ȱ)Ó Ôhat so ÁÎÄ ÓÏȢȱ /r 



 
something along the line of being nosy and annoying. It was a little un-nerving at first, but now I 
could care less. My conversations are not that interesting, so why let his tacky behavior stress me 
out. The part of him passing on the chance of tagging along with me was the weird part.  
 Ȱ$ÉÄ ) ÈÅÁÒ ÙÏÕ ÓÁÙ ÙÏÕ ÇÏÔ Á ÆÌÁÓÈ ÄÒÉÖÅ ÉÎ ÔÈÅ ÍÁÉÌȩȱ 
 Ȱ9ÅÁÈȟ ×ÅÉÒÄÅÓÔ ÔÈÉÎÇȢ .Ï ÁÄÄÒÅÓÓ ÏÒ ÁÎÙÔÈÉÎÇȢȱ Maybe I should look at it now curiosity is 
ËÉÌÌÉÎÇ ÍÅȢ .Ïȟ ) ÂÅÔÔÅÒ ÇÏ ÔÏ "ÉÌÌȭÓ ÆÉÒÓÔȟ ) ÈÁÖÅ ÔÏ have this presentation ready for tonight. Ȱ7ÅÌÌȟ ÉÆ ÙÏÕ 
ÄÏÎȭÔ ×ÁÎÔ ÔÏ ÇÏȟ ) ÒÅÁÌÌÙ ÈÁÖÅ ÔÏ ÒÕÎȟ 0ÅÔÅȢ ) ×ÁÓ ÇÏÉÎÇ ÔÏ ÓÔÏÐ ÁÎÄ ÅÁÔ ÏÎ ÔÈÅ ×ÁÙ ÈÏÍÅȟ ÂÕÔ ) ÃÏÕÌÄ 
ÊÕÓÔ ÇÅÔ ÔÁËÅ ÏÕÔ ÆÏÒ ÂÏÔÈ ÏÆ ÕÓȢȱ 
 Ȱ.Ï ) ÁÔÅ ÅÁÒÌÉÅÒȟ ÊÕÓÔ ÇÏ ÅÁÔȟȱ 0ÅÔÅ ÓÁÉÄ ÐÉÃËÉÎÇ ÕÐ ÍÙ ÍÁÉÌ and looking through it. When he 
ÓÁ× ÍÅ ÌÏÏË ÁÔ ÈÉÍ ÁÎÄ ÆÒÏ×Îȟ ÈÅ ÔÈÒÅ× ÉÔ ÄÏ×Î ÁÎÄ ÐÉÃËÅÄ ÕÐ Á ÂÁÎÁÎÁȢ Ȱ'Ïȟ ) ÔÈÏÕÇÈÔ ÙÏÕ ÈÁÄ ÔÏ 
ÒÕÎȩ 3ÅÅ ÙÏÕ ÌÁÔÅÒȟȱ ÈÅ ÓÁÉÄȟ ÐÒÁÃÔÉÃÁÌÌÙ ÐÕÓÈÉÎÇ ÍÅ ÔÏ×ÁÒÄÓ ÔÈÅ ÄÏÏÒȢ 

*** 
/Î ÔÈÅ ×ÁÙ ÔÏ "ÉÌÌȭÓ ) ÓÔÏÐÐÅÄ ÔÏ ÏÒÄÅÒ #ÈÉÎÅÓÅȟ ÁÎÄ of course, the whole town had the same 

ÉÄÅÁȢ 4ÈÅÎ ÔÏ ÔÏÐ ÉÔ ÏÆÆ ) ×ÁÓ ÓÔÕÃË ÉÎ ÔÈÅ ÆÉÖÅ ÏȭÃÌÏÃËȟ ÅÖÅÎÉÎÇ ÒÕÓÈ ÈÏÕÒ ÔÒÁÆÆÉÃȢ )Ô ÎÅÖÅÒ ÆÁÉÌÅÄȢ 7ÈÅÎ 
I am in a hurry everything seemed to go wrong. Finally, almost two hours later, I arrived at Bills. 
4ÈÅ ×ÏÍÁÎ ×ÈÏ ÃÁÍÅ ÔÏ ÔÈÅ ÄÏÏÒ ÃÏÕÌÄ ÈÁÖÅ ÂÅÅÎ Á ÍÏÄÅÌȢ ) ÎÅÖÅÒ ÅØÐÅÃÔÅÄ "ÉÌÌȭÓ ×ÉÆÅ ÔÏ ÌÏÏË ÌÉËÅ 
ÔÈÁÔȢ "ÉÌÌ ÉÓ ÂÁÌÄÉÎÇ ×ÉÔÈ Á ÐÏÔ ÂÅÌÌÙȢ Ȱ(Éȟ )ȭÍ +ÁÒÅÎȟȱ ) ÓÁÉÄ ÁÓ ) ÓÔÕÃË ÏÕÔ ÍÙ ÈÁÎÄ ÉÎÔÏ ÈÅÒ ÐÅÒÆÅÃÔ 
manicured oÎÅȢ Ȱ"ÉÌÌ ÓÁÉÄ ÈÅ ÈÁÓ ÓÏÍÅ ÓÔÕÆÆ ) ÃÁÎ ÈÁÖÅ ÔÏ ÄÏ ÈÉÓ ÐÒÅÓÅÎÔÁÔÉÏÎȢȱ ) ÐÕÌÌÅÄ ÍÙ ÈÁÎÄ ÂÁÃË 
looking at my chipped polish. Maybe Pete is right I should spend more time in the bathroom doing my 
nails and hair. 

Ȱ"ÉÌÌ ÉÓ ÁÌÒÅÁÄÙ ÓÌÅÅÐÉÎÇȟ ÂÕÔ ÈÅÒÅ ÉÓ ×ÈÁÔ ÈÅ ÈÁÓȟȱ ÓÈÅ ÓÁÉÄȟ ÈÁÎÄÉÎÇ ÍÅ ÈÉÓ ÎÏÔÅÓȢ Ȱ) ÈÏÐÅ ÉÔ 
ÈÅÌÐÓȢȱ 

Ȱ4ÈÁÎËÓȟ ÉÔ ×ÉÌÌȢȱ !Ó ÓÈÅ ÃÌÏÓÅÄ ÔÈÅ ÄÏÏÒ ÍÙ ÐÈÏÎÅ ÒÁÎÇȢ 
Ȱ)Ó ÔÈÉÓ +ÁÒÅÎȩȱ ÔÈÅ ÖÏÉÃÅ ÓÁÉÄȢ 
Ȱ9ÅÓȟ ÔÈÉÓ ÉÓ +ÁÒÅÎȟ ×ÈÏ ÉÓ ÔÈÉÓȩȱ 
Ȱ4ÈÉÓ ÉÓ 3ÈÅÉÌÁȟ 0ÅÔÅÒȭÓ ÅØȢ $ÉÄ ÙÏÕ ÇÅÔ ÔÈÅ ÆÌÁÓÈ ÄÒÉÖÅ ÙÅÔ ÔÈÁÔ ) ÓÅÎÔ ÙÏÕȩȱ 
Ȱ7ÈÁÔ ÉÓ ÔÈÉÓ ÁÂÏÕÔȩȱ ) ÁÓËÅÄ ÃÏÎÆÕÓÅÄȢ Ȱ7ÈÙ ×ÏÕÌÄ ÙÏÕ ÓÅÎÄ ÍÅ ÔÈÁÔ ÁÎÄ ÎÏ ÌÅÔÔÅÒ ÏÒ 

ÁÎÙÔÈÉÎÇ ÓÔÁÔÉÎÇ ×ÈÙȩȱ  
Ȱ) ÄÉÄÎȭÔ ×ÁÎÔ 0ÅÔÅÒ ÔÏ ËÎÏ×Ȣ 7ÈÁÔ ÈÅ ÄÉÄ ×ÉÔÈ ÔÈÏÓÅ ÐÉÃÔÕÒÅÓ, ÉÓ ×ÈÙ ) ÌÅÆÔȢȱ 
Ȱ,ÉÓÔÅÎȟ ) ÄÏÎȭÔ ÃÁÒÅ ×ÈÁÔ ÈÁÐÐÅÎÅÄ to your love life. If you and he did some freaky film stuff, 

×ÅÌÌ ÔÈÁÔ ÉÓ ÎÏÎÅ ÏÆ ÍÙ ÂÕÓÉÎÅÓÓȢȱ 
Ȱ9ÏÕ ÄÏÎȭÔ ÕÎÄÅÒÓÔÁÎÄȣ(ÅÙȟ ) ÈÁÖÅ ÔÏ ÇÏȟ ÔÈÅÒÅ ÉÓ ÓÏÍÅÏÎÅ ÁÔ ÍÙ ÄÏÏÒȟ ÂÕÔ ÁÆÔÅÒ ÙÏÕ ÌÏÏË ÁÔ 

ÔÈÅ ÄÒÉÖÅ ÉÆ ÙÏÕ ×ÁÎÔ ÔÏ ÃÁÌÌ ÍÅ ÙÏÕ ÈÁÖÅ ÔÈÅ ÎÕÍÂÅÒȢȱ 3ÈÅ ÈÕÎÇ ÕÐ ÔÈÅ ÐÈÏÎÅ ÂÅÆÏÒÅ ) ÃÏÕÌÄ 
respoÎÄȟ ÂÕÔ ÎÏ× ÔÈÅÒÅ ×ÁÓ ÎÏ ×ÁÙ ) ×ÁÓ ÌÏÏËÉÎÇ ÁÔ ÔÈÁÔ ÄÒÉÖÅȣÅ××Ȣ Maybe you jumped to 
conclusions? Well, I have more important things that need to be done, like this presentation, to worry 
about it now. 
 When I got home Peter was gone so I ate my crappy cold take-out meal and got to work. I 
had finished my presentation and had a couple of hours to kill. 4ÈÁÎË ÇÏÏÄÎÅÓÓ ÆÏÒ "ÉÌÌȭÓ ÎÏÔÅÓ ÏÒ ÔÈÉÓ 
would have been a bust. 

Ȱ#ÒÁÐȟȱ ) ÓÁÉÄ out loud ÁÓ ) ÒÅÁÌÉÚÅÄ ) ÄÉÄÎȭÔ ÈÁÖÅ Á ÄÒÉÖÅ ÔÏ ÓÁÖÅ ÉÔ ÏÎȢ Maybe if I erase the one 
0ÅÔÅÒȭÓ ex sent and use that? I went to the table to find the bills filed, the junk mail discarded, and the 
drive goneȢ Ȱ&ÕÃËȟ ÓÈÉÔȟ ÆÕÃËÉÎÇ ÁÓÓÈÏÌÅȦȱ ) ÓÈÏÕÔ ÏÕÔ ÌÏÕÄȢ Ȱ0ÅÔÅÒ ÉÓ ÓÏ ÆÒÅÁËÉÎÇ ÁÎÁÌ ÈÅ ÃÁÎ ÎÅÖÅÒ 
ÌÅÁÖÅ ÁÎÙÔÈÉÎÇ ÐÕÔȢ !Ì×ÁÙÓ ÃÌÅÁÎÉÎÇ ÕÐȟ ×ÈÅÒÅ ÔÈÅ ÈÅÌÌ ×ÏÕÌÄ ÈÅ ÈÁÖÅ ÐÕÔ ÉÔȩȱ !ÆÔÅÒ ÒÁÎÔÉÎÇ ÔÏ 
myself for several minutes I decided to be more constructive and look for it. I searched everywhere 
ÔÏ ÎÏ ÁÖÁÉÌȢ ) ÎÅÖÅÒ ÇÏ ÉÎÔÏ 0ÅÔÅȭÓ ÒÏÏÍȟ ÂÕÔ ) ×ÁÓ ÄÅÓÐÅÒÁÔÅȢ ) ÈÁÄ ÔÏ ÆÉÎÄ Á ÂÌÁÎË ÄÒÉÖÅȢ ) ÌÏÏËÅÄ 
ÁÒÏÕÎÄ ÉÎ Á×Åȟ Ȱ7Ï×ȟ ÄÏÅÓ Á ÔÅÅÎÁÇÅ ÂÏÙ ÌÉÖÅ ÈÅÒÅȩȱ 4ÈÅÒÅ ×ÅÒÅ ÐÒÉÎÔÓ ÏÆ ,ÉÌȭ +ÉÍȟ "Ï $ÅÒÅËȟ 
Shannen Doherty, and Lindsay Lohan, all nude from the cover of playboy magazines. Well to each 
his own. Now I am sure that drive is of nude movies, yuck. I searched his desktop. Nothing. No drives I 
can use. I think about searching the doors, but felt a sense of being too ÎÏÓÅÙȢ 4ÈÁÔȭÓ Ôhe difference 



 
between Pete and me, he would have no problem searching my room from top to bottomɀwithout a 
good reason. Of this I am sure. Just when I was about to give up I had seen a cute Sylvester the Cat 
head laying on his desk with his bottom sticking out of the USB drive. Well, this will have to do. I 
ÒÅÁÌÉÚÅÄ 0ÅÔÅȭÓ ÃÏÍÐÕÔÅÒ ×ÁÓ ÓÔÉÌÌ ÏÎ ÁÎÄ ÔÈÅ ÍÏÎÉÔÏÒ ÈÁÄ ÂÅÅÎ ÊÕÓÔ ÔÕÒÎÅÄ ÏÆÆȢ ) ÔÕÒÎ ÔÈÅ ÍÏÎÉÔÏÒ 
ÏÎ ÁÎÄ ÃÏÕÌÄÎȭÔ ÂÅÌÉÅÖÅ ×ÈÁÔ ×ÁÓ ÏÎ ÔÈÅ ÓÃÒÅÅÎȢ 

Ȱ(ÏÌÙ crap, are you kidding me, what? What! What! Hell nÏȦȱ ) ÃÏÕÌÄÎȭÔ ÂÅÌÉÅÖÅ ÉÔȦ "ÅÆÏÒÅ ÍÙ 
eyes was a porn site with a picture of me in the shower. I clicked on it and saw it was a film snip of 
my whole shower from start to finish. Furious, I turned off the monitor, removed the drive from his 
computer, took it to my room and inserted it into my laptop. On it are several different clips of me 
in the bathroom. I had felt the bile rising ÉÎ ÍÙ ÔÈÒÏÁÔȢ ) ÔÒÉÅÄ ÔÏ ÃÁÌÌ ÔÈÅ ÎÕÍÂÅÒ ÏÆ 0ÅÔÅÒȭÓ ÅØ ÔÈÁÔ 
was on my phone, but there was no answer. Now I knew why she left. 

) ×ÁÓ ÁÆÒÁÉÄ ÔÏ ÓÈÏ×ÅÒ ÏÒ ÕÓÅ ÔÈÅ ÂÁÔÈÒÏÏÍȟ ÓÏ ) ÄÉÄÎȭÔ ÓÈÏ×ÅÒȢ ) ÇÒÁÂÂÅÄ ÅÖÅÒÙÔÈÉÎÇ ) 
needed out from there and went back to my room and got ready. I still had no way of saving my 
speech and it was in an hour, so I grabbed my laptop and headed to Staples to buy a new USB. 
 Forty-five minutes later, I arrived at the hotel where the conference was being held. 
Thought the short notice of having to deliver this presentation sucked, this could be the break I 
ÎÅÅÄÅÄ ÔÏ ÐÒÏÖÅ ÍÙÓÅÌÆ ÁÔ ×ÏÒËȢ ) ÄÏÎȭÔ ÈÁÎÄÌÅ ÓÔÒÅÓÓ well, and with the rush and what I had found 
out about Pete, I can hardly hold it together. Part of me wanted to call the police, but another part 
ÄÏÅÓÎȭÔ ×ÁÎÔ ÁÎÙÏÎÅ ÔÏ ËÎÏ× ÁÂÏÕÔ ÔÈÅ ÐÉÃÔÕÒÅÓȢ Maybe I should just go home and find out why he 
did it and have him take them down. I will see if I can stay with someone while I look for a new place to 
live. No way can I stay there. Lost in thought I almost missed my cue for the presentation.  
 I gave the presentation, but my mind was on getting home, facing Peter and getting the hell 
out of that apartment. I gave my excuses and drove home. When I arrived, I pulled into the 
driveway, jumped out of the car, and race in the door not knowing what I was going to say. Peter 
met me as I opened the front door. 
 Ȱ9ÏÕ ÔÏÏË ÍÙ ÄÒÉÖÅȢȱ 
 Ȱ9ÅÓȢ (Ï× ÃÏÕÌÄ ÙÏÕȟ 0ÅÔÅȟ ) ÔÈÏÕÇÈÔ ×Å ×ÅÒÅ ÆÒÉÅÎÄÓȩȱ 
 Ȱ) ÆÉÇÕÒÅÄ ÙÏÕ ÌÏÏËÅÄ ÁÔ ÉÔȢ 7ÈÁÔ ×ÅÒÅ ÙÏÕ ÄÏÉÎÇ ÉÎ ÍÙ ÒÏÏÍ ÁÎÙ×ÁÙȩȱ 
 Ȱ7ÈÁÔ ÔÈÅ ÈÅÌÌ ÄÏ ÙÏÕ ÍÅÁÎȟ ×ÈÁÔ ×ÁÓ ) ÄÏÉÎÇ ÉÎ ÙÏÕÒ ÒÏÏÍȩ /Æ ÁÌÌ ÔÈÅ ÇÁÌÌȦ 9ÏÕ ÔÁËÅ 
perverted pictures of me and post them on the internet and you have the nerve to be upset I went 
ÉÎÔÏ ÙÏÕÒ ÂÅÄÒÏÏÍȩȱ 
 Ȱ#ÁÌÍ ÄÏ×ÎȢȱ 

Ȱ#ÁÌÍ ÄÏ×Îȩ 9ÏÕ ×ÁÎÔ ÍÅ ÔÏ ÃÁÌÍ ÄÏ×Îȩ $Ï ÙÏÕ ÈÁÖÅ Á ÈÉÄÄÅÎ ÃÁÍÅÒÁ ÓÅÔ ÕÐȩ $ÉÄ ÙÏÕ 
plan on doing this from the time I moved in, for any roommate who moved inȩȱ 
 Ȱ0ÌÅÁÓÅȟ ÃÁÌÍ ÄÏ×Î ÁÎÄ ÌÅÔ ÍÅ ÅØÐÌÁÉÎȢȱ 
 Ȱ) ÈÁÖÅ ÎÏ ÃÌÕÅ ÈÏ× ÔÈÅ ÈÅÌÌ ÙÏÕ ÃÁÎ ÅØÐÌÁÉÎ ÔÈÉÓ ÁÎÄ ÍÁËÅ ÉÔ ÇÏ Á×ÁÙȢȱ  

Ȱ$Ï ÙÏÕ ×ÁÎÔ Á ÃÕÐ ÏÆ ÔÅÁȩ ) ÁÌ×ÁÙÓ ÓÁÙ ÔÅÁ ÉÓ ÔÈÅ ÃÕÒÅ ÆÏÒ ÅÖÅÒÙÔÈÉÎÇȢȱ 0ÅÔÅÒ said while 
making tea. 

Ȱ!ÒÅ ÙÏÕ ÓÅÒÉÏÕÓȩ ) ÊÕÓÔ ÆÏÕÎÄ ÏÕÔ my roommate is a sick little pervert that was posting 
ÎÁËÅÄ ÐÉÃÔÕÒÅÓ ÏÆ ÍÅ ÏÎ ÈÉÓȣÔÈÅÎ ) ÈÁÄ ÓÅÅÎ ÈÉÓ ÆÁÌÌÅÎ ÆÁÃÅȢ Ȱ,ÉÓÔÅÎȟ 0ÅÔÅȟ )ȭÍ ÓÏÒÒÙ ÂÕÔ ÔÈÉÓ ÉÓ ÎÏÔ 
ÓÏÍÅÔÈÉÎÇ ) ÃÁÎ ÆÏÒÇÉÖÅ ÙÏÕ ÆÏÒȟ ) ÈÁÖÅ ÔÏ ÍÏÖÅ ÏÕÔȢȱ 

Ȱ7ÅÌÌȟ ) ÁÍ ÈÁÖÉÎÇ ÔÅÁȟ ÁÎÄ ) ×ÉÓÈ ÙÏÕ ×ÏÕÌÄ ÊÏÉÎ ÍÅ ÁÎÄ ÈÅÁÒ ÍÅ ÏÕÔ ÂÅÆÏÒÅ ÙÏÕ ÇÏȟȱ ÈÅ 
ÓÁÉÄȟ ÈÁÎÄÉÎÇ ÍÅ Á ÃÕÐȢȱ 

Ȱ) ÁÍ ÓÏ ÆÕÒÉÏÕÓ ÁÔ ÙÏÕȟ ÂÕÔ ) ÒÅÁÌÌÙ ÄÏ ÎÅÅÄ ÔÏ ÃÁÌÍ ÄÏ×ÎȢ ) ×ÏÕÌÄ ÄÉÅ ÆÏÒ Á ÃÕÐ ÏÆ ÔÅÁȟȱ ) ÓÁÉÄȟ 
ÔÁËÉÎÇ ÔÈÅ ÃÕÐȢ Ȱ9ÏÕ ÒÅÁÌÌÙ ÄÏ ÎÅÅÄ ÔÏ ÓÅÅË ÈÅÌÐȟ 0ÅÔÅÒȢ 3Ïȟ ÈÏ× ÄÉÄ ÙÏÕ ÇÅÔ ÔÈÏÓÅ ÐÉÃÔÕÒÅs? You do 
know that what you just did is a criminal offenseȩ (Ï× ÃÏÕÌÄ ÙÏÕ ÄÏ ÔÈÁÔ ÔÏ ÍÅȩȱ 

Ȱ9ÏÕ ÄÏÎȭÔ ÕÎÄÅÒÓÔÁÎÄȟ ÉÔ ÓÔÁÒÔÅÄ ÁÓ Á ÊÏËÅȟ ÍÙ ex was being stupid one day, because she 
ÃÁÕÇÈÔ ÍÅ ×ÁÔÃÈÉÎÇ ÐÏÒÎ ÏÎ ÔÈÅ ÃÏÍÐÕÔÅÒȢ 3ÈÅ ÓÁÉÄ ÓÈÅ ÄÉÄÎȭÔ ×ÁÎÔ ÍÅ ÌÏÏËÉÎÇ at anyone but her, 
ÓÏ ) ÓÅÃÒÅÔÌÙ ÆÉÌÍÅÄ ÈÅÒ ÁÎÄ ÐÕÔ ÉÔ ÏÎ ÔÈÅ ÉÎÔÅÒÎÅÔȢȱ 



 
Ȱ*ÏËÅȢ *ÏËÅ, 0ÅÔÅÒȩ ) ÓÅÅ ÎÏ ÈÕÍÏÒ ÁÔ ÁÌÌ ÉÎ ÔÈÁÔȢȱ  
Ȱ9ÏÕ ÁÒÅ ÁÌÌ ÁÌÉËÅȟ ÓÈÅ ×ÁÓ ÓÏ ÍÁÄ ÓÈÅ ÐÁÃËÅÄ ÈÅÒ ÓÔÕÆÆ ÁÎÄ ÍÏÖÅÄ ÏÕÔȢ ) ÆÏÕÎÄ ÏÕÔ ÓÈÅ ÇÏÔ Á 

job at the mall and tried to go talk to her, what the hell does the bitch do, threatens to have me 
arrested. Peter then started rambling on and on about his fiancé. On and on and making no sense.  
As I sipped my tea, trying to make some sense of this, and hoping to find a place so I can get the hell 
away from him, a picture on the TV caught my eye. ) ËÎÏ× )ȭÖÅ ÓÅÅÎ ÔÈÁÔ ×ÏÍÁÎ ÓÏÍÅ×ÈÅÒÅ ÂÅÆÏÒÅȢ I 
thought as I watched the screen. I moved closer to the TV and put my cup down on the table. They 
said she was found dead in her home, but I missed the first part. I stepped back in shock when the 
reporter said her name. I turned with wide eyes toward Peter. 

Ȱ9ÅÓȟ ÉÔȭÓ ÍÙ ÅØȟ ÉÆ ÔÈÁÔȭÓ ×ÈÁÔ ÙÏÕ ÊÕÓÔ ÆÉÇÕÒÅÄ ÏÕÔȢȱ 
 I shivered, but not due to being cold. *ÕÓÔ ÇÉÖÅ ÔÈÅ ÄÒÉÖÅ ÔÏ ÔÈÅ ÐÏÌÉÃÅȢ )ÔȭÓ ÐÒÏÂÁÂÌÙ ÊÕst a 
ÃÏÉÎÃÉÄÅÎÃÅȢ -Ù ÍÉÎÄ ËÅÐÔ ÁÓËÉÎÇ ÔÈÅ ÓÁÍÅ ÑÕÅÓÔÉÏÎȡ 7ÈÙ ×ÏÕÌÄ ÓÏÍÅÏÎÅȣÏÒ ×ÁÓ ÉÔ 0ÅÔÅÒȢȢȢ ËÉÌÌ 
her? 

Ȱ) ÓÔÏÏÄ ÆÒÏÚÅÎȟ ÍÙ ÂÒÅÁÔÈÉÎÇ ÓÈÁÌÌÏ×Ȣ &ÅÁÒ ÁÎÄ ÃÏÎÆÕÓÉÏÎ ÒÕÓÈÅÄ ÔÈÒÏÕÇÈ ÍÙ ÂÏÄÙȟ ×ÈÉÃÈ 
made me dizzy. The drive. It must have been naked pictures of his ex. Did she know about the ones of 
me? Suddenly the bits and pieces I half-ÌÉÓÔÅÎÅÄ ÔÏ ÉÎ 0ÅÔÅÒȭÓ ÒÁÍÂÌÉÎÇ ×ÅÒÅ ÍÁËÉÎÇ ÓÅÎÓÅȢ 

Ȱ9ÏÕ ×ÉÌÌ ÂÅ Á ÓÕÓÐÅÃÔ 0ÅÔÅÒȟȱ ) ÓÑÕÅÁËÅÄȢ Ȱ4ÈÅÙ ×ÉÌÌ ÐÉÅÃÅ ÉÔ ÁÌÌ ÔÏÇÅÔÈÅÒȢ Please, Peter, tell 
ÍÅ ÙÏÕ ÆÉÌÍÅÄ ÕÓ ÂÕÔ ÈÁÄ ÎÏÔÈÉÎÇ ÔÏ ÄÏ ×ÉÔÈ ÔÈÉÓȩȱ  

Ȱ) ÁÍ ÎÏÔ Á ÐÅÒÖÅÒÔȦ  7ÈÅÎ ) ÆÏÕÎÄ ÏÕÔ ÓÈÅ ÓÅÎÔ ÙÏÕ ÔÈÅ ÄÒÉÖÅ ) ×ÅÎÔ ÔÏ ÃÏÎÖÉÎÃÅ ÈÅÒ ) ×ÁÓ 
sorry and would seek help if she would just not say anything. She called me a pervert and 
threatened ÔÏ ÇÏ ÔÏ ÔÈÅ ÐÏÌÉÃÅȢ 9ÏÕȭÒÅ ÁÌÌ ÁÌÉËÅȟ ÙÏÕ ÃÁÌÌÅÄ ÍÅ Á ÐÅÒÖÅÒÔ ÔÏÏȢȱ 

I gulped back the bile in my throat as I laid a hand ÏÎ ÍÙ ÖÅÒÙ ÓÉÃË ÆÒÉÅÎÄÓ ÓÈÏÕÌÄÅÒȢ Ȱ-ÁÙÂÅ 
it was accidental. Did things just get out of hand, did you shove her, and she hit her head? How did 
she die, 0ÅÔÅȩȱ  

Ȱ) ÍÁÄÅ ÈÅÒ ÔÅÁȟȱ 0ÅÔÅ ÓÁÉÄȢ 
My eyes opened wide in shock as I looked at the table at my now empty cup. 

  



 
'ÁÎÇÓ ÏÆ -ÅÎȭÓ (ÏÍÅÓ 

Brandon Knight 
 
 ) ×ÁÓ ÆÕÃËÅÄȟ ÓÔÕÃË ÉÎ ÔÈÁÔ ÐÌÁÃÅȢ 4ÈÁÔ ÐÌÁÃÅ ×ÈÅÒÅ ÙÏÕ ÃÁÎȭÔ ÔÅÌÌ ÉÆ ÙÏÕÒ ÄÒÅÁÍ ×ÁÓ Á dream. 
East Ames. To not care that I was fucked made my pride shine out of my skin, like rays of light 
ÓÔÁÂÂÅÄ ÔÈÒÏÕÇÈ ÔÈÅ ÓÔÁÉÎÅÄ ÓÈÅÅÔÓ ÏÆ Á ×ÏÒÎ ÂÅÄ ÁÔ ÄÁ×ÎȢ 4ÈÅ ÂÌÁÃË ÂÌÏÏÄ ×ÁÓ ÏÎ ÉÔÓ ×ÁÙȢ )ȭÄ ÃÏÍÅ 
to crave it. I sleptɂor tried to sleepɂnext to the train tracks. Those trains, those slow blurred slugs 
ÔÈÁÔ ÃÒÁ×ÌÅÄ ÐÁÓÔ ÔÈÅ ÆÏÏÔ ÏÆ ÍÙ ÄÉÒÔ ÂÅÄȢ )Ô ÔÏÏË ÎÏ ÔÉÍÅ ÁÔ ÁÌÌ ÔÏ ÇÅÔ ÕÓÅÄ ÔÏ ÔÈÁÔ ÒÏÁÒȢ 9ÏÕ ÃÁÎȭÔ 
wake a drunk.  
 As luck would have it, the spot to fly a sign was right  there. It took some gasps and a few tics 
of the neck to cross the street both ways, there and back. But it was worth it. 
 The first hour would take some nerve on my part. I cared too much. I let the stance of the 
bum with the sign hurt my pride. But, as bums do, I got used to it. The caÒÓ ×ÅÒÅ ÊÕÓÔ ÃÁÒÓȢ 4ÈÅÙ ÃÁÎȭÔ 
see you. What they can do is keep you drunk. At that spot, my sign, scrawled with the shakes in 
ÔÈÉÃË ÂÌÁÃË ÉÎË ÒÅÁÄȟ Ȱ/. 4(% 2/!$ȟ /54 /& &//$Ȣȱ  -Ù ÄÏÇ ×ÏÕÌÄ ÔÒÏÔ ÏÕÔ ÏÎ ÈÅÒ ÌÅÁÓÈ ÎÅØÔ ÔÏ ÍÅ 
ÁÎÄ ÏÎ Á ÇÏÏÄ ÄÁÙȟ ×ÅȭÄ ÍÁËÅ ÁÔ ÌÅÁÓÔ ÈÁÌÆ Á ÂÉÌÌ ÉÎ ÁÎ ÈÏÕÒȢ 3ÈÅȭÄ ÔÒÏÔ ÒÉÇÈÔ ÂÁÃË ÔÏ ÔÈÅ ÓÐÏÔ ÂÙ ÍÙ 
side. 
 Ȱ.ÉÃÅ ×ÏÒËȟ 3ÏÏÔȢȱ 
 The point where the bridge met by tracks was my home. My place of work was the spot on 
ÔÈÅ ÓÔÒÅÅÔ ÂÙ ÔÈÅ ÌÉÇÈÔȢ /ÎÃÅ ÔÈÁÔ ÌÉÇÈÔ ÔÕÒÎÅÄ ÒÅÄȟ )ȭÄ ÐÕÔ ÏÎ Á ÓÍÉÌÅ ÁÎÄ ÐÁÃÅ ÕÐ ÁÎÄ ÄÏ×Î ÔÈÅ ÒÏ× 
of cars. Tins of meat, socks, gloves, dog food, these were all trash. I had socks. I had gloves. Dog food 
×ÁÓ ×ÅÉÇÈÔȢ "ÕÔ ×ÏÒË ×ÁÓ ×ÏÒËȢ !Ô ÅÁÃÈ ÓÈÉÆÔȭÓ ÅÎÄȟ )ȭÄ ÆÏÌÄ ÕÐ ÍÙ ÓÉÇÎȢ )ȭÄ ÓÌÉÄÅ ÉÔ ÔÈÒÏÕÇÈ ÔÈÅ 
straps of my pack and make sure that all the non-cash kick downs I received were in my bag. Most 
of the kick downs in thÅÓÅ ÂÁÇÓ ×ÅÒÅ ÔÈÒÏ×Î ÏÕÔȢ )ȭÄ ÐÁ×Î ÔÈÅÓÅ ÂÁÇÓ ÏÆÆ ÔÏ ÔÈÅ ÃÁÎÓ ÉÎ ÆÒÏÎÔ ÏÆ ÔÈÅ 
beer store. The store was just a quick left, less than a block off. Trash gone, cash in hand, beer in 
bag, and back to the spot.  

 
* 

  -Ù ÌÁÓÔ ÍÅÎȭÓ ÈÏÍÅ ×ÁÓ ÒÕÎ ÂÙ "ÉÌÌȢ "ÉÌÌ ×Ás like the rest of them. He was proud, dumb, sad. 
I saw it on his face. He was not a bad man, just weird. And proud and dumb and sad. The kind of 
ÍÁÎ ÙÏÕ ÃÁÎȭÔ ÔÁÌË ÔÏ ÔÈÏÕÇÈ ÈÅ ÔÈÉÎËÓ ÙÏÕ ÃÁÎȢ )ȭÄ ÂÅÇ ÔÏ ÂÅ ÓÈÏÔ ÊÕÓÔ ÔÏ ÇÅÔ ÏÕÔ ÏÆ "ÉÌÌȭÓ ÒÏÏÍȟ ÈÉÓ 
world. 
 Ȱ9ÏÕȭÖÅ ÂÅÅÎ ÉÎ ÁÎÄ ÏÕÔ ÏÆ ÔÈÅÓÅ ÈÏÍÅÓȟ ÈÕÈ, ÃÈÉÅÆȩȱ ÈÉÓ ÓÈÉÒÔ ÆÁÉÌÅÄ ÔÏ ÈÏÌÄ ÉÎ ÈÉÓ ÇÕÔȟ ÈÉÓ 
ÂÒÅÁÔÈ ×ÁÓ ÓÌÏ× ÁÎÄ ÌÏÕÄ ÁÎÄ ÍÕÓÔ ÈÁÖÅ ×ÅÉÇÈÅÄ Á ÔÏÎȢ (Å ÍÁÄÅ ÍÅ ÔÈÉÎË ÏÆ ÔÈÅ ×ÏÒÄ ȰÇÏÒÇÅȢȱ 
 Ȱ9ÅÓ ÓÉÒȟ ) ÈÁÖÅȟ ÂÕÔ ) ÃÁÎȭÔ ÓÅÅ ×ÈÙ ÙÏÕȟ ÏÒ )ȟ ÓÈÏÕÌÄ ÃÁÒÅȢȱ 
 Ȱ) ÃÁÒÅ ÆÏÒ ÁÌÌ ÔÈÅ ÍÅÎ ÔÈÁÔ ÃÏÍÅ ÔÈÒÏÕÇÈ ÍÙ ÈÏÍÅȢ 4ÈÁÔȭÓ ÍÙ ÊÏÂȢȱ  
 7ÉÔÈ ÅÁÃÈ ×ÏÒÄȟ ÈÅ ÇÁÖÅ ÕÐ ÁÎ ÉÎÃÈȢ !Î ÉÎÃÈ ÈÅÒÅȟ ÈÅȭÄ ÈÁÖÅ Á ÓÔÒÏËÅȟ ÈÉÓ ÈÕÇÅ ÆÒÁÍÅ ÍÉÇÈÔ 
seize up, an inch there, and his heart might fail. An inch any which way and he might cry, which I 
felt would be the worst thing he could do to the both of us. In my mind, each move he made 
screamed death.   
 Ȱ"ÕÔ ) ÄÏÎȭÔ ÃÁÒÅȟ "ÉÌÌȟ ÔÈÁÔȭÓ ÔÈÅ ÔÈÉÎÇȢȱ 
 Ȱ/È ÃÏÍÅ ÏÎ, ÃÈÉÅÆȟȱ "ÉÌÌ ÃÁÌÌÅÄ ÅÖÅÒÙÏÎÅ ÃÈÉÅÆȟ ȰÉÆ ÙÏÕ ÄÏÎȭÔ ÍÅÁÎ ÔÏ ÃÁÒÅ then, of course, you 
×ÏÎȭÔȦȱ  
 His shirt slid up his gut a bit, his face turned bright red and took on a look of pride. He was 
proud of the point he made. 
 Ȱ$ÏÎȭÔ ÙÏÕ see, ÔÈÏÕÇÈȩ 4ÈÁÔȭÓ ×ÈÁÔ ) ÍÅÁÎȟ "ÉÌÌȢ )Æ ) ÄÏÎȭÔ ÍÅÁÎ ÔÏ ÃÁÒÅȟ ÁÎÄ ÔÏ ÂÅ ÃÌÅÁÒȟ ) 
ÄÏÎȭÔȟ ) do not, at all, mean to ÃÁÒÅȟ ÔÈÅÎ ÏÆ ÃÏÕÒÓÅȢ 9ÏÕȭÒÅ ÒÉÇÈÔȢȱ 
 ! ÄÕÍÂ ÇÒÉÎ ÆÏÒÍÅÄ ÏÎ "ÉÌÌȭÓ ÆÁÃÅȢ 4ÈÁÔ ÄÕÍÂ ÇÒÉÎ ÔÏÌÄ ÍÅ ÔÈÁÔ "ÉÌÌ ÔÈÏÕÇÈÔ ÈÅ ÈÁÄ ÃÁÕÇÈÔ 
me. He thought that he was right, that he had won. 



 
 Ȱ3Ï ÙÁ ÊÕÓÔ ÄÏÎȭÔ ÃÁÒÅ ÔÈÅÎ ÄÏ ÙÁ, ÃÈÉÅÆȩȱ "ÉÌÌȭÓ ÓÍÉÒË ÊÕÓÔ ÍÁÄÅ Á ÄÕÍÂ ÍÁn look smug. It 
ÍÁÄÅ Á ÄÕÍÂȟ ÓÍÕÇ ÍÁÎ ÌÏÏË ÌÉËÅ ÁÎ ÁÓÓȢ )Ô ÍÁÄÅ ÍÅ ×ÁÎÔ ÔÏ ÓÁÙ ÔÈÅ ×ÏÒÄ ȰÇÏÒÇÅȱ ÏÕÔ ÌÏÕÄȢ 
 I tried not to laugh but made a note in my mind to save the sight of that smirk for a time 
when I might need to laugh.  
 ȰNo, ) ÄÏÎȭÔȢ ) do not care, "ÉÌÌȢȱ  
 /ÕÔ ÏÆ ÁÌÌ ÔÈÅ ÔÈÉÎÇÓ ÈÅȭÄ ÈÅÁÒÄ ÉÎ ÈÉÓ ÌÉÆÅȟ ÔÈÉÓȟ ÏÕÔ ÏÆ ÓÅÅÍÅÄ ÔÈÅ oddestȢ 3ÔÒÁÎÇÅȟ ÁÓ )ȭÍ ÓÕÒÅ 
ÈÅ ÈÅÁÒÄ ÉÔ ÁÌÌ ÔÈÅ ÔÉÍÅȢ !ÌÌ ÈÉÓ ÌÉÆÅȟ )ȭÄ ÂÅÔȢ .Ï ÏÎÅ ÃÁÒÅÄ ÆÏÒ "ÉÌÌȢ 
 Ȱ3Ï ÔÈÁÔȭÓ ÉÔ ÈÕÈȩ 'ÏÎÅȩ *ÕÓÔ ÌÉËÅ ÔÈÁÔȩȱ ÈÅ ÁÓËÅÄ ÍÅȟ ÍÉÓÔ ÉÎ ÈÉÓ ÅÙÅÓȢ 
 Ȱ"ÉÌÌȟ )ȭÖÅ ÂÅÅÎ ÈÅÒÅ ÆÏÕÒ ÄÁÙÓȟ ÃÁÌÍ ÄÏ×ɂȰ 
  "ÉÌÌȭÓ ÆÁÃÅ ×ÁÓ ÂÅÅÔ ÒÅÄȢ )Ô ÌÅÁËÅÄ ÏÕÔ ÔÈÅ Ó×ÅÁÔ ÁÎÄ ÔÅÁÒÓ ÏÆ ÁÌÌ ÔÈÅ ÍÅÎ ÈÅ ÈÁÄ ÃÁÒÅÄ ÆÏÒȟ ÁÌÌ 
the men that had left his home, all the men that had told him off, in that very room, that very desk.  
 Ȱ,ÉÓÔÅÎȟ "ÉÌÌȟ ÉÔȭÓ ÎÏÔ ÙÏÕȟ ÙÏÕȭÖÅ ÂÅÅÎ ÇÒÅÁÔȟ ÙÏÕȭÒÅ ÇÒÅÁÔȟ ÔÈÅ ÈÏÍÅ ÉÓ ÇÒÅÁÔȟ ÉÔȭÓ ÊÕÓÔ ÎÏÔ 
×ÈÅÒÅ ) ÎÅÅÄ ÔÏ ÂÅ ÒÉÇÈÔ ÎÏ×Ȣȱ 
 Bill wiped his tears. Did he know that I knew he was crying?  
 Ȱ7ÅÌÌȟ ÊÕÓÔ ÇÉÖÅ ÉÔ Á ÆÅ× ÍÏÒÅ ÄÁÙÓȟ ÎÅØÔ ×ÅÅË ×Å planned to get a net to set up out back, 
have a tournɂȰ 
 Ȱ"ÉÌÌȟ ) ÃÁÎȭÔȟ ÂÕÔ ÌÉÓÔÅÎȟ ÔÈÁÎË ÙÏÕ ÆÏÒɂȰ 
 Ȱ.ÏÐÅȦ 'Ï ÏÎȦ 'ÉÔȦȱ "ÉÌÌ ÃÏÕÌÄ ÎÏÔȟ ÆÏÒ ÔÈÅ ÌÉÆÅ ÏÆ ÈÉÍȟ ÌÏÏË ÍÅ ÉÎ ÔÈÅ ÅÙÅ ÁÔ ÔÈÉÓ ÐÏÉÎÔ ÂÙȢ 3Ï ÈÅ 
chose to hang his head, his eyes fixed on the cheap rug at his feet. 
 I felt baÄ ÆÏÒ "ÉÌÌȢ (Å ÃÁÒÅÄȢ (Å ÌÏÖÅÄ ÈÉÓ ÍÅÎȟ ÈÅ ×ÁÓ ÐÒÏÕÄ ÏÆ ÈÉÓ ÍÅÎȭÓ ÈÏÍÅȢ /ÌÄ "ÉÌÌȟ 'ÏÄ 
bless that dumb son of a bitch. 
 I took one more look at him, I hoped he could find it in him to look back, but no, just one 
ÍÏÒÅȟ Ȱ'Ï ÏÎȦ 'ÉÔȦȱ  
 So I got. 
 "Ù ÎÏ×ȟ ) ÈÁÄ ÌÏÓÔ ÃÏÕÎÔ ÏÆ ÁÌÌ ÔÈÅ ÍÅÎȭÓ ÈÏÍÅÓȢ 4ÈÅÒÅ ×ÁÓ ÎÏÔ Á ÄÁÍÎÅÄ ÔÈÉÎÇ ÉÎ ÔÈÅÓÅ 
homes that could meet the need of my id. So I checked out, found a site to camp by the bridge and 
went at it. 
  

* 
 It was all gore. Beer, rum, gin, all the drinks I used to get down my throat now failed to stay 
in the sore ache that was my gut. Each drink would spout back out as soon as it went in. The hues of 
bile and booze that spilled out my throat changed with the time of day. At dawn, a damn near black 
ooze split the ÄÕÓÔ ÁÎÄ ÔÏÓÓÅÄ ÉÔ Á ÆÅ× ÆÅÅÔ ÉÎ ÔÈÅ ÁÉÒȢ !Ô ÔÈÅ ÄÁÙȭÓ ÅÎÄȟ )ȭÄ ÐÁÓÓ ÏÕÔ ÏÎ Á ÄÅÅÐȟ ÄÁÒËȟ 
ÒÅÄȢ !ÌÌ ÔÈÅ ÃÁÓÈ )ȭÄ ÍÁËÅ ×ÏÕÌÄ ÅÎÄ ÕÐ ÏÎ ÔÈÅ ÇÒÏÕÎÄȟ ÓÐÅ×ÅÄ ÆÏÒÔÈȟ ÍÙ ×ÉÌÌ ÂÅ ÄÁÍÎÅÄȟ ÆÒÏÍ ÍÙ 
mouth, dick, or ass. I felt like it was time. 
 There was a home for drunks I knew of a few miles west. I thought I could make it, so I tried.  
Cars sped by and now all I felt was shame. Snow fell. The pride came back.  My legs, at last, gave out. 
) ÈÅÁÖÅÄ ÏÎÅ ÌÁÓÔ ÔÉÍÅȟ ÆÏÒ ÔÈÅ ÒÏÁÄȢ Ȱ4ÈÅ %ÎÄȱ ÂÙ 4ÈÅ $ÏÏÒÓ ×ÁÓ ÓÔÕÃË ÉÎ ÍÙ Èead. Strange, as my 
ÂÒÁÉÎȟ ÉÔȭÓ ×ÈÏÌÅ ÌÉÆÅȟ ×ÁÓ ÎÏÔ Á ÆÁÎ ÏÆ 4ÈÅ $ÏÏÒÓȟ ÓÔÒÁÎÇÅ ÔÏÏȟ ÔÈÁÔ ÔÈÅ ÓÏÎÇ ÃÈÏÉÃÅ ÆÅÌÔ ÓÏ ÏÎ-the-
nose. Why now? Why was my bad taste saved for this? I fell to my knees and thought about Bill. 
That gut, that dumb smirk, that warm bed, the roof.   
 My face hit the snow, turned blue, then gray. I was done, thank god, and it proved my 
thoughts on death rightɂthere was no one, since the spark of time, there was no oneɂit was all a 
ÍÁÎ ÃÏÕÌÄ ×ÁÎÔȢ 4ÈÅÙȭÄ ÆÉÎÄ ÍÅ ÁÔ ÄÁ×Îȟ ÏÌÄ ÂÌÁÃË ÂÌÏÏÄ ÏÎ new white snow. The only thing on me 
×ÁÓ "ÉÌÌȭÓ ÃÁÒÄȢ 4ÈÅÙ ÃÁÌÌÅÄ ÈÉÍ ÆÉÒÓÔȢ 7ÈÅÎ ÈÅ ÈÅÁÒÄ ÔÈÅ ÎÅ×Ó ÈÅ ÈÕÎÇ ÈÉÓ ÈÅÁÄ ÁÎÄ ÃÒÉÅÄȢ (Å 
thought of all the men he had failed, the men he thought cared for him. I thought of Bill now. All I 
could do was laugh as I froze to death in the snow on the side of the road. I hoped Bill would have to 
be the first to see my corpse at the morgue. 
 



 
Dirt Roads 

Justin Hunter 
 

Kyle pulled the cigarette from his lips and hid it behind his back as the red Toyota Camry 
skid through the dirt driveway and stopped in front of the trailer. He dropped the cigarette and 
kicked it off the concrete porch, out of sight. He waited to see who was driving.  
 The passenger window on the Camry rolled down, and Garrett leaned across the passenger 
seat. His long, brown hair snaked out beneath his blue Dodgers cap.  
 Ȱ7ÈÁÔ ÔÈÅ ÆÕÃËȟ ÍÁÎȩȱ +ÙÌÅ ÁÓËÅÄȢ  
 Ȱ9ÏÕ ÃÏÍÉÎÇ ÏÒ ×ÈÁÔȩȱ 
 Ȱ)Ó ÔÈÉÓ ÙÏÕÒ ÍÏÍȭs car?ȱ 
 Ȱ,ÅÔȭÓ ÇÏȢȱ 'arrett adjusted the side mirror, sat up straighter in the seat.  
 A couple weeks before, Kyle offered to let Garrett drive the shit canɂ+ÙÌÅȭs rusted 
Volkswagen BeetleɂÂÕÔ 'ÁÒÒÅÔÔ ×ÏÕÌÄÎȭÔ ÇÏ ÎÅÁÒ ÉÔȢ 3ÁÉÄ ÈÅ ÊÕÓÔ ÂÁÒÅÌÙ ÇÏÔ ÈÉÓ ÐÅÒÍÉÔ ÁÎÄ ÄÉÄÎȭÔ 
want to mess around.  
 Kyle leaned against the wood beam holding up the awning above the porch and smiled 
down at Garrett. Ȱ) ÄÕÎÎÏȢ .ÏÔ ÓÕÒÅ ) ÔÒÕÓÔ ÙÏÕ ÄÒÉÖÉÎÇ ÍÅ ÁÒÏÕÎÄȢȱ 
 Ȱ#ÏÍÅ ÏÎȟ ÍÁÎȢ 0ÌÅÁÓÅȢȱ 
 Kyle thought about dragging it out longer, but fuck it. If Garrett was driving his momȭÓ ÃÁÒ 
without a license, there was going to be a good reason. 
 Kyle jumped off the porch and checked around back to make sure his mom wasnȭÔ ÄÏÉÎÇ 
that thing she did. Staring at the mountains in the distance for hours, past the sage and palo verde 
ÄÏÔÔÉÎÇ ÔÈÅ ÌÁÎÄ ÂÅÈÉÎÄ ÔÈÅ ÄÏÕÂÌÅ×ÉÄÅȢ 3ÈÅ ×ÁÓÎȭÔ ÂÁÃË ÔÈÅÒÅȟ ÓÏ +ÙÌÅ ÃÌÉÍÂÅÄ ÉÎÔÏ ÔÈÅ ÐÁÓÓÅÎÇÅÒ 
seat.  
 Ȱ&ÉÎÁÌÌÙ ÇÏÔ ÙÏÕÒ ÌÉÃÅÎÓÅȩȱ +ÙÌÅ ÐÕÌÌÅÄ ÈÉÓ ÓÅÁÔÂÅÌÔ ÏÎ ÁÎÄ ÓÌÉÄ Á ÃÒÕÓÈÅÄ ÐÁÃË ÏÆ -ÁÒÌÂÏÒÏ 
Reds from his pocket.  
 ȰNope.ȱ 'ÁÒÒÅÔÔ ÄÒÁÇged the shifter into drive.  
 The dirt spun up behind them. Kyle rolled up the window to keep from choking on dust. 
Plus, he was wearing his new Jordans. Sure, he hadnȭÔ ÐÁÉÄ ÆÏÒ ÔÈÅÍȟ ÂÕÔ ÔÈÅÙ ×ÅÒÅ ÓÔÉÌÌ ÅØÐÅÎÓÉÖÅȢ  
 Garrett took the dirt roads like they did in the go-cart he and Kyle built together in fifth 
grade. Garrett was new in town back then, and Kyle hadnȭÔ ÂÅÅÎ ÁÂÌÅ ÔÏ ËÅÅÐ ÆÒÉÅÎÄÓ ÔÏÏ ÌÏÎÇȢ (ÅȭÄ 
do something stupid and their parents would think he was a bad influence. The end. It went on like 
that until he met Garrett. 

The go-cart lasted them the entire summer before the steering column snapped, sending 
Garrett into a saguaro. That summer proved to Kyle what a real friend was. Every time Kyle messed 
upɂÔÈÅ ÆÉÒÅ ÈÅ ÌÉÔ ÂÅÈÉÎÄ 'ÁÒÒÅÔÔȭÓ ÈÏÕÓÅȟ ÔÈÅ Âroken windows at the elementary school, the 
shopliftingɂGarrett stuck around. Garrett made the friendship last, telling his parents that Kyle 
×ÁÓÎȭÔ ÁÌÌ ÂÁÄȢ 4ÈÁÔ ÈÅ ÁÌ×ÁÙÓ ÄÅÓÅÒÖÅÄ ÁÎÏÔÈÅÒ ÃÈÁÎÃÅȢ  

The Camry slid around the turns, missing the dirt embankments that bordered the 
makeshift road by inches.  
 Ȱ7ÈÁÔȭÓ ÕÐȩȱ +ÙÌÅ ÁÓËÅÄȢ  
 Garrett held the wheel with two hands. Ȱ.ÏÔÈÉÎÇȟȱ ÈÅ ÓÁÉÄȢ Ȱ*ÕÓÔ Á ÄÒÉÖÅȢ 0ÒÁÃÔÉÃÉÎÇȢȱ 
 Ȱ3ÉÎÃÅ ÙÏÕ ÓÃÁÒÅÄ ÔÈÅ ÓÈÉÔ ÏÕÔ ÏÆ ÍÅ ÂÁÃË ÔÈÅÒÅȟ ÍÉÎÄ ÉÆ ) ÌÉÇÈÔ ÁÎÏÔÈÅÒȩȱ +ÙÌÅ ÈÅÌÄ ÕÐ ÈÉs 
pack of cigarettes. 

Ȱ$ÏÅÓÎȭÔ ÍÁÔÔÅÒȢȱ 
Kyle lit his cigarette just as Garrett found paved ÒÏÁÄȢ 4ÈÅ #ÁÍÒÙȭÓ ÔÉÒÅÓ ÃÈÉÒÐÅÄ ÁÓ 'ÁÒÒÅÔÔ 

made a hard left at the intersection. Kyle saw the deputy sitting in his parked cruiser on the side of 
the road, dome light on even though it was ten in the morning and the sun shone through bright 
blue sky. ȰShiÔȟ ÓÌÏ× ÄÏ×Î ÍÁÎȢȱ 



 
Garrett eased off the gas. He checked the rearview mirror, but Kyle had seen the deputy 

ÌÏÏËÉÎÇ ÄÏ×Î ÁÔ ÐÁÐÅÒ×ÏÒËȢ (Å ×ÁÓÎȭÔ ÌÏÏËÉÎÇ ÔÏ ÐÕÌÌ ÁÎÙÏÎÅ ÏÖÅÒ ÔÈÉÓ ÍÏÒÎÉÎÇȢ +ÙÌÅ ×ÏÎÄÅÒÅÄ ÉÆ 
his dad might make that transition one day. Move from corrections to patrol. A lot of guys did it. Of 
ÃÏÕÒÓÅȟ ÔÈÁÔ ×ÁÓ ÂÅÆÏÒÅ ÔÈÅ ÔÈÉÎÇ ÈÁÐÐÅÎÅÄ ÁÔ ÃÏÕÎÔÙ ÌÁÓÔ ÙÅÁÒȢ +ÙÌÅȭÓ ÏÌÄ ÍÁÎ ÐÒÏÍÉÓÅÄ ÈÅ ÈÁÄ 
ÎÏÔÈÉÎÇ ÔÏ ÄÏ ×ÉÔÈ ÉÔȟ ÂÕÔ +ÙÌÅ ÄÉÄÎȭÔ ÆÉÇÕÒÅ ÔÈÅ 3ÈÅÒÉÆÆȭÓ /ÆÆÉÃÅ ×ÏÕÌÄ ÂÅ ÔÁËÉÎÇ ÁÎÙ #Ȣ/ȢÓ ÁÎÙÔÉÍÅ 
soon.  

Kyle ×ÁÓÎȭÔ ÓÕÒÅ ×ÈÅÒÅ ÔÈÅÙ ×ÅÒÅ ÇÏÉÎÇȢ ,ÏÏËÅÄ ÌÉËÅ ÍÁÙÂÅ ÔÈÅ ÉÎÔÅÒÓÔÁÔÅȟ ÂÕÔ ÉÔ ÄÉÄÎȭÔ 
matter. It was something to do on a Saturday morning. Something to keep him from doing 
something else. Garrett was good like that. He was the type of friend who kept you from being you.  

!ÎÄ ÄÏÎȭÔ ÅÖÅÒ ÆÏÒÇÅÔ ÈÏ× ÇÏÏÄ Á ÔÈÉÎÇ ÔÈÁÔ ÉÓȟ +ÙÌÅ ÒÅÍÉÎÄÅÄ ÈÉÍÓÅÌÆȢ 9ÏÕ ÁÓ ÙÏÕȟ ÄÏÅÓÎȭÔ 
work. The you with Garrett is passable.  

Yet in moments of stupidity, moments of frustration, Kyle sometimes wondered why he 
ever hung out with someonÅ ÌÉËÅ 'ÁÒÒÅÔÔȢ )ÔȭÓ ÅÁÓÙ ÔÏ ÇÅÔ ÁÎÇÒÙ ÁÔ ÁÎ ÏÂÓÔÁÃÌÅȟ ÅÖÅÎ ÉÆ ÔÈÁÔ ÏÂÓÔÁÃÌÅ 
was preventing Kyle from doing something dumb. Like the time last summer when Garrett took a 
ÐÕÎÃÈ ÆÒÏÍ +ÙÌÅ ÊÕÓÔ ÂÅÃÁÕÓÅ ÈÅȭÄ ËÅÐÔ +ÙÌÅ ÆÒÏÍ ÆÉÇÈÔÉÎÇ ÓÏÍÅÏÎÅ ÅÌÓÅȢ 'ÁÒÒÅÔÔ ÄÉÄÎȭÔ even fight 
ÂÁÃËȟ ÄÉÄÎȭÔ ÔÁËÅ Á Ó×ÉÎÇ ÁÔ +ÙÌÅ ÄÅÓÐÉÔÅ ÈÉÓ ÂÌÏÏÄÙ ÎÏÓÅȢ  

Ȱ!ÒÅ ×Å ÃÁÌÌÉÎÇ ÔÈÉÓ ÌÅÁÒÎÉÎÇ ÔÉÍÅȩȱ +ÙÌÅ ÓÁÉÄ ÁÆÔÅÒ Á ÌÏÎÇ ÄÒÁ× ÏÎ ÈÉÓ ÃÉÇÁÒÅÔÔÅȢ ȰHours 
ÂÅÈÉÎÄ ÔÈÅ ×ÈÅÅÌȩ ) ÍÅÁÎȟ ) ËÎÏ× )ȭÖÅ ÈÁÄ ÍÙ ÌÉÃÅÎÓÅ ÆÏÒ Á ×ÈÏÌÅ ÙÅÁÒȟ ÂÕÔ ) ÁÉÎȭÔ ÅØÁÃÔÌÙ ÔÈÅ best 
ÐÅÒÓÏÎ ÔÏ ÌÅÁÒÎ ÆÒÏÍȢȱ 

Ȱ) ÄÏÎȭÔ ÃÁÒÅȟ ÍÁÎȢ )ÔȭÓ ÊÕÓÔ ÄÒÉÖÉÎÇȢȱ 
Kyle shrugged. Ȱ7ÈÁÔȭÓ ÕÐ ×ÉÔÈ ÙÏÕȩȱ 
They came to a four-way stop and Kyle looked out the window. He caught a glimpse of a 

black and brown javelina. It stared at them, deciding whether or not to charge. Before it could make 
a decision, Garrett pulled away. Kyle imagined the javelina chasing them until its lungs gave out.  

It was quiet until they hit the interstate. Then, Garrett said, Ȱ) ÈÉÔ $ÁÖÅÙȢȱ 
Ȱ$ÁÖÅÙ "ÒÉÎÔÚȩȱ 
ȰYou know any other DaveÙÓȩȱ 4ÈÅÙ ÐÁÓÓÅÄ ÔÈÅ ÌÁÓÔ ÅØÉÔ ÉÎ ÔÏ×Îɂif you could even 

ÃÏÎÓÉÄÅÒ ÉÔ ÐÁÒÔ ÏÆ ÔÏ×ÎȢ -ÏÓÔ ÐÅÏÐÌÅ ×ÈÏ ÌÉÖÅÄ ÃÌÏÓÅÒ ÔÏ ÔÈÅ ÃÉÔÙ ÃÅÒÔÁÉÎÌÙ ÄÉÄÎȭÔȢ  
Ȱ!ÌÌ ÒÉÇÈÔȟ ÃÁÌÍ ÄÏ×ÎȢ 7ÈÁÔ ÁÂÏÕÔ $ÁÖÅÙ ÎÏ×ȩȱ 
Garrett squeezed the steering wheel until his knuckles turned white. Ȱ)ȭÍ ÎÏÔ ÊÕÓÔ ÄÒÉÖÉÎÇ 

ÆÏÒ ÐÒÁÃÔÉÃÅȟ +ÙÌÅȢȱ 
Ȱ) ËÎÏ×Ȣȱ 
Ȱ) ÈÉÔ ÈÉÍȢȱ 
Ȱ3Ï ÙÏÕ ÈÉÔ ÈÉÍȟȱ +ÙÌÅ ÓÁÉÄȢ Ȱ.ÏÔ ÅØÁÃÔÌÙ ÙÏÕÒ ÓÔÙÌÅȟ ÂÕÔ ÓÏ ×ÈÁÔȩȱ 
+ÙÌÅ ÔÈÏÕÇÈÔ ÔÈÅÙȭÄ ÈÅÁÄ ÎÏÒÔÈȟ ÂÕÔ 'ÁÒÒÅÔÔ ÔÏÏË ÔÈÅ ÅØÉÔ ÆÏÒ )ÎÔÅÒÓÔÁÔÅ ψ ×ÅÓÔȢ 'ÁÒÒÅÔÔ 

finally looked at Kyle. ȰYou doÎȭÔ ÇÅÔ ÉÔȢ ) ÈÉÔ ÈÉÍȟ ÍÁÎȢȱ 
Ȱ/È ÓÈÉÔȟ ÙÏÕ ÍÅÁÎȟ ÌÉËÅȟ ×ÉÔÈ ÙÏÕÒ ÍÏÍȭs car?ȱ 
Ȱ.Ïȟ ÍÙ ÆÉÓÔȢȱ 
Kyle stared out his window for a while, trying to make sense of it. He understood Garrett 

was scared. The kid never got in a fight his whole life, and now he had. It was normal to be scared, 
but they had gone from simple-joyride to stolen-car-on-the-run scared.  

Garrett was six-ÔÈÒÅÅȟ Ô×Ï ÈÕÎÄÒÅÄ ÐÏÕÎÄÓȢ (Å ÓÈÏÕÌÄÎȭÔ ÈÁÖÅ ÂÅÅÎ ÁÆÒÁÉÄ ÏÆ ÁÎÙÔÈÉÎÇȢ (Å 
ÓÈÏÕÌÄ ÈÁÖÅ ÂÅÅÎ ÐÌÁÙÉÎÇ ÆÏÏÔÂÁÌÌȢ -ÁÙÂÅ ÈÅ ÃÏÕÌÄ ÇÅÔ ÈÉÍÓÅÌÆ Á ÓÃÈÏÌÁÒÓÈÉÐ ÉÆ ÈÅ ÄÉÄȢ 4ÈÅÎ ÈÅȭÄ ÂÅ 
able to get away from the jokes, get away from the town. But GarretÔ ÄÉÄÎȭÔ ×ÁÎÔ ÁÎÙ ÏÆ ÔÈÁÔȢ  

Ȱ(ÅÌÐ ÍÅ ÕÎÄÅÒÓÔÁÎÄ ÔÈÉÓȟ 'ÁÒȢ 9ÏÕ ÈÉÔ $ÁÖÅÙ "ÒÉÎÔÚȢ 7ÈÙȩȱ 
Ȱ(Å ÓÁÉÄ ÓÏÍÅÔÈÉÎÇ ÁÂÏÕÔ +ÁÓȢȱ 
4ÈÁÔ ÐÉÎÃÈ ÉÎ +ÙÌÅȭÓ ÎÅÃË ÃÁÍÅ ÂÁÃË ÌÉËÅ ÉÔ ÄÉÄ ÅÖÅÒÙ ÔÉÍÅ ÈÅ ÈÅÁÒÄ ÈÅÒ ÎÁÍÅȢ (Å ËÎÅ× +ÁÓ 

×ÁÓÎȭÔ ÔÈÅ ÔÙÐÅ ÈÅ ÃÏÕÌÄ ÇÏ ×ÉÔÈȢ (Å ÄÉÄ ÔÈÉÎÇÓȢ 3ÈÅ ÄÉÄÎȭÔȢ 4ÈÁÔ ÄÉÄÎȭÔ ÓÔÏÐ ÔÈÅ ÆÅÅÌÉÎÇ +ÙÌÅ ÇÏÔȢ  



 
Ȱ7ÈÁÔ ÃÏÕÌÄ ÈÅ ÈÁÖÅ ÐÏÓÓÉÂÌÙ ÓÁÉÄ ÁÂÏÕÔ ÈÅÒȩȱ 4ÈÅ ÅØÉÔÓ ÓÔÏÐÐÅÄ ÃÏÍÉÎÇ ÓÏ ÆÒÅÑÕÅÎÔÌÙȢ 4ÈÅÙ 

were replaced by barbed wire fences skirting ranches that no one seemed to own. The Camry 
slipped between the jagged rocks of hillsides blown apart by dynamite decades ago.  

Ȱ3ÁÉÄ ÓÈÅ ÔÁÓÔÅÄ ÌÉËÅ ÐÉÎÅÁÐÐÌÅȟȱ 'ÁÒÒÅÔÔ ÓÁÉÄȢ  
Kyle laughed. Ȱ)ȭÍ ÓÏÒÒÙȟ ÂÕÔ ÃÏÍÅ ÏÎȢ 7ÁÓ ÈÅ ÓÁÙÉÎÇ ÈÅ ×ÁÓ ËÉÓÓÉÎÇ ÈÅÒ ÁÎÄ ÈÅÒ ÍÏÕÔÈ 

ÔÁÓÔÅÄ ÌÉËÅ ÐÉÎÅÁÐÐÌÅȩ "ÅÃÁÕÓÅ ÉÆ ÓÏȟ ÆÕÃË ÈÉÍȢ +ÁÓ ×ÏÕÌÄÎȭÔ ÔÏÕÃÈ ÔÈÁÔ ÍÏÔÈÅÒÆÕÃËÅÒȢ !ÎÄ ÄÏÎȭÔ 
ÅÖÅÎ ÔÅÌÌ ÍÅ ÈÅ ×ÁÓ ÔÁÌËÉÎÇ ÁÂÏÕÔ ÔÈÅ ÏÔÈÅÒȢȱ 

Garrett nodded. Ȱ(Å ÄÉÄ ÍÅÁÎ ÔÈÅ ÏÔÈÅÒȟ ÍÁÎȢ 3ÁÉÄ ÉÔ ÔÏ ÍÙ ÆÁÃÅȢ (Å ÓÁÉÄȟ Ȭ+ÁÓ ÔÁÓÔÅÄ ÒÅÁÌ 
ÇÏÏÄ ÄÏ×Î ÔÈÅÒÅȢ ,ÉËÅ ÐÉÎÅÁÐÐÌÅȢȭȱ 

4ÈÁÔ ×ÁÓ ÔÈÅ ÔÙÐÅ ÏÆ ÔÈÉÎÇ ÙÏÕ ÄÏÎȭÔ ÓÁÙ ÁÂÏÕÔ Á ÇÕÙȭÓ ÇÉÒÌÆÒÉÅÎÄȢ (ÉÔÔÉÎÇ $ÁÖÅÙ ÉÎ ÔÈÅ ÆÁÃÅ 
was fair game, and Kyle was glad Garrett had done it.  

Ȱ9ÏÕ ËÎÏ× $ÁÖÅÙȭÓ ÆÕÌÌ ÏÆ ÓÈÉÔȟ ÒÉÇÈÔȩ +ÁÓ ×ÏÕÌÄÎȭÔ ÔÏÕÃÈ ÈÉÍȢ 3ÈÉÔȟ ÙÏÕ ÁÎÄ +ÁÓ ÁÒÅ ÓÏ 
ÓÔÒÁÉÇÈÔȟ ÔÈÅ ×ÈÏÌÅ ×ÏÒÌÄ ËÎÏ×Ó ÙÏÕȭÒÅ ÂÏÔÈ ×ÁÉÔÉÎÇ ÆÏÒ ÍÁÒÒÉÁÇÅȢ 9ou probably close your eyes 
×ÈÅÎ ÙÏÕ ÔÁËÅ Á ÐÉÓÓ ÊÕÓÔ ÔÏ ÍÁËÅ ÓÕÒÅ ÙÏÕ ÄÏÎȭÔ ÓÅÅ ÙÏÕÒ Ï×Î ÄÉÃËȢ !ÎÄ )ȭÍ ÐÒÅÔÔÙ ÓÕÒÅ +ÁÓȭÓ ÐÏÐÓ 
ÓÅ×ÅÄ ÈÅÒ ÐÁÎÔÉÅÓ ÓÔÒÁÉÇÈÔ ÉÎÔÏ ÈÅÒ ÓËÉÎȢȱ 

'ÁÒÒÅÔÔ ÄÉÄÎȭÔ ÌÁÕÇÈȢ  
+ÙÌÅ ÓÎÕÃË Á ÌÏÏË ÁÔ ÔÈÅ ÓÐÅÅÄÏÍÅÔÅÒȢ 4ÈÅÙ ×ÅÒÅÎȭÔ ÇÏÉÎÇ ÔÏÏ ÆÁst yet, but Garrett was 

pushing it. Each time Garrett got upset, he pressed the accelerator down a little harder.  
Ȱ)ȭÍ ÊÕÓÔ ÍÅÓÓÉÎÇ ×ÉÔÈ ÙÏÕȢ $ÁÖÅÙ "ÒÉÎÔÚ ÉÓ Á ÆÕÃËÉÎÇ ÁÓÓÈÏÌÅȢ (Å ÄÅÓÅÒÖÅÄ ÔÏ ÇÅÔ ÈÉÔȢȱ 
Ȱ9ÅÁÈȟ ÂÕÔ ) ËÉÌÌÅÄ ÈÉÍȟ ÍÁÎȢȱ 'ÁÒÒÅÔÔ ÃÌÅÎÃÈÅÄ ÁÎÄ Õnclenched his jaw.  
Kyle laughed. Ȱ3ÕÒÅ ÙÏÕ ÄÉÄȢ 9ÏÕ ÐÕÎÃÈÅÄ ÈÉÍ ÁÎÄ ÎÏ× ÈÅȭÓ ÄÅÁÄȢ 'ÏÔ ÉÔȢȱ 
Ȱ)ȭÍ ÓÅÒÉÏÕÓȟȱ 'ÁÒÒÅÔÔ ÓÁÉÄȢ (Å ÃÈÅÃËÅÄ ÔÈÅ ÒÅÁÒÖÉÅ× ÍÉÒÒÏÒ ÔÈÅÎ ÌÏÏËÅÄ ÏÖÅÒ ÈÉÓ ÓÈÏÕÌÄÅÒȢ 

Ȱ&ÕÃËȟ ÆÕÃËȟ ÆÕÃËȢȱ 
Ȱ7ÈÁÔȩȱ +ÙÌÅ ÓÐÕÎ ÉÎ ÈÉÓ ÓÅÁÔ ÁÎÄ ÓÁ× ÔÈÅ ÌÉÇÈÔ ÂÁÒ flashing red and blue. He got that feeling 

ÉÎ ÈÉÓ ÓÔÏÍÁÃÈȢ )Ô ÄÉÄÎȭÔ ÍÁÔÔÅÒ ÔÈÁÔ ÈÅ ÈÁÄÎȭÔ ÄÏÎÅ ÁÎÙÔÈÉÎÇ ÔÈÉÓ ÔÉÍÅȢ )Ô ×ÁÓ ÌÉËÅ ÔÈÅ ÆÉÒÓÔ ÔÉÍÅ ÈÅ 
ÇÏÔ ÂÕÓÔÅÄ ÆÏÒ ÓÈÏÐÌÉÆÔÉÎÇȢ 0ÉÃËÅÄ ÕÐ ÉÎ ÔÈÅ ÄÁÍÎ ÐÁÒËÉÎÇ ÌÏÔȢ (Å ÈÁÄÎȭÔ ÅÖÅÎ ÍÁÄÅ ÉÔ ÈÏÍÅ ×ÉÔÈ ÈÉÓ 
score. His gut dropped then like it did now. 

Garrett had just pressed down on the accelerator when Kyle said, Ȱ)ÔȭÓ ÊÕÓÔ "ÏÒÄÅÒ 0ÁÔÒÏÌȢ 
9ÏÕȭÒÅ ÇÏÏÄȟ ÍÁÎȢȱ 

Garrett let off the gas pedal and leaned back in the seat. The white and green SUV passed 
them on the left, lights on but no siren. Ȱ3ÈÉÔȢȱ 

Kyle watched Garrett breathe for a minute. His breaths went from quick and shallow, to 
slow and deep. Ȱ7ÈÁÔ ×ÁÓ ÔÈÁÔȩȱ 

Ȱ) ÆÕÃËÉÎÇ ÔÏÌÄ ÙÏÕȟ +ÙÌÅȢȱ 
Ȱ9ÏÕ ÄÉÄÎȭÔ ËÉÌÌ $ÁÖÅÙȢ )ÔȭÓ ÎÏÔ ÐÏÓÓÉÂÌÅȢ 9ÏÕ ÐÒÏÂÁÂÌÙ ÊÕÓÔ ËÎÏÃËÅÄ ÈÉÍ ÏÕÔȢȱ 
Garrett shook his head then started beating his hands against the steering wheel. ȰYou 

ÄÉÄÎȭÔ ÓÅÅ ÉÔȟ ÍÁÎȢ (ÅȭÓ ÄÅÁÄȢȱ 
Ȱ/+ȟ ÔÅÌÌ ÍÅ ÁÂÏÕÔ ÉÔ ÔÈÅÎȢȱ 
Ȱ) ÈÉÔ ÈÉÍ ÔÏÏ ÈÁÒÄȢ (Å ×ÅÎÔ ÄÏ×Î ÒÉÇÈÔ Á×ÁÙ ×ÉÔÈ ÊÕÓÔ ÏÎÅ ÐÕÎÃÈȢȱ 
Ȱ9ÏÕȭÒÅ Á ÂÉÇ ÇÕÙȟ ÙÏÕ ÓÈÏÕÌÄ ÂÅ ÐÒÏÕÄ ÏÆ ÔÈÁÔ ÐÕÎÃÈȢȱ 
ȰNo.ȱ 
Ȱ7ÈÙ ÄÏ ÙÏÕ ÔÈÉÎË ÈÅȭÓ ÄÅÁÄȩȱ 
'ÁÒÒÅÔÔ ÒÏÌÌÅÄ ÄÏ×Î ÔÈÅ ×ÉÎÄÏ×ÓȢ 4ÈÅ ×ÁÒÍ ÁÉÒ ÓÐÕÎ ÁÒÏÕÎÄ ÔÈÅÍȟ ÓÌÁÐÐÅÄ ÁÔ +ÙÌÅȭÓ ÅÁÒÓȟ 

ÔÕÇÇÅÄ ÏÎ 'ÁÒÒÅÔÔȭÓ ÈÁÉÒȢ (Å ÔÏÏË Á ÄÅÅÐ ÂÒÅÁÔÈȟ ÌÏÏËÅÄ ÁÔ +ÙÌÅ ÆÏÒ Á ÓÅÃÏÎÄȟ ÔÈÅÎ ÌÏÏËÅÄ ÂÁÃË ÔÏ ÔÈÅ 
road.  

Ȱ$ÁÖÅÙȭÓ head hit the curb when he went down. We were down on Cholla Street, in front of 
ÈÉÓ ÈÏÕÓÅȢ ) ÊÕÓÔ ÈÉÔ ÈÉÍ ÏÎÃÅ ×ÈÅÎ ÈÅ ÓÁÉÄ ×ÈÁÔ ÈÅ ÓÁÉÄȢ 4ÈÁÔȭÓ ÉÔȢȱ 

Ȱ,ÉÓÔÅÎȟ ÍÁÎȢ )Æ ÙÏÕ ÓÁ× ÈÉÓ ÌÉÇÈÔÓ ÇÏ ÏÕÔȟ ÉÔ ÊÕÓÔ ÍÅÁÎÓ ÈÅȭÓ ËÎÏÃËÅÄ ÏÕÔȢ 9ÏÕ ÄÏÎȭÔ ÈÁÖÅ ÔÏ 
worry about ÔÈÁÔȢȱ 



 
Ȱ(ÅȭÓ ÎÏÔ ËÎÏÃËÅÄ ÏÕÔȢ 9ÏÕȭÄ ËÎÏ× ÉÆ ÙÏÕ ÈÁÄ ÓÅÅÎ ÈÅÁÄȢȱ 
Ȱ7ÈÁÔ ÄÏ ÙÏÕ ÍÅÁÎȩȱ +ÙÌÅ ÌÉÔ ÁÎÏÔÈÅÒ ÃÉÇÁÒÅÔÔÅȢ  
Ȱ2ÉÇÈÔ ÈÅÒÅȢȱ 'ÁÒÒÅÔÔ ÒÁÎ Á ÆÉÎÇÅÒ ÆÒÏÍ ÈÉÓ ÔÅÍÐÌÅ ÄÏ×Î ÔÏ ÈÉÓ ÃÈÅÅËÂÏÎÅȢ ȰThe entire side of 

$ÁÖÅÙȭÓ ÈÅÁÄ ÈÉÔ ÔÈÅ ÃÕÒÂȢ (ÉÓ ÆÕÃËÉÎÇ ÅÙÅ ÓÏÃËÅÔ ÃÁÖÅÄ ÉÎȢȱ 
ȰJesus.ȱ 
Ȱ"ÌÏÏÄ ÓÔÁÒÔÅÄ ÃÏÍÉÎÇ ÏÕÔ ÈÉÓ ÅÙÅȟ ÈÉÓ ÎÏÓÅȟ ÈÉÓ ÅÁÒȟ ÁÎÄ ) ÊÕÓÔ ÆÕÃËÉÎÇ ÒÁÎȢȱ 
Ȱ3ÔÉÌÌȟ ÙÏÕ ÄÏÎȭÔ ËÎÏ× ÈÅȭÓ ÄÅÁÄȢ 4ÈÅÙ ÐÒÏÂÁÂÌÙ ÔÏÏË ÈÉÍ ÔÏ 5-#Ȣ 4ÈÅÙ ×ÅÒÅ ÁÂÌÅ ÔÏ ÓÁÖÅ 

that guy after he fell from the sixth floor of the that hotel downto×Î ÌÁÓÔ ÙÅÁÒȢ 4ÈÅÙȭÌÌ ÆÉØ $ÁÖÅÙ ÕÐȟ 
ÎÏ ÐÒÏÂÌÅÍȢȱ 

+ÙÌÅ ×ÁÓÎȭÔ ÓÕÒÅ ÈÅ ÂÅÌÉÅÖÅÄ ÔÈÁÔȢ  
Garrett lifted the ballcap off his head, ran a hand through his sweaty hair, then pulled the 

cap on low across his brow. ȰHe stopped breathing after he hit the curb. It was instant. He hit and he 
×ÁÓ ÄÅÁÄȢȱ 

Kyle watched the mountains rise and fall on the horizon in step with the rhythm of the road. 
,ÉËÅ ÔÈÅ ÄÅÓÅÒÔ ×ÁÓ ÔÁËÉÎÇ Á ÎÁÐȟ ÂÒÅÁÔÈÉÎÇ ÉÎ ÁÎÄ ÏÕÔ ÓÌÏ×ÌÙȢ 'ÁÒÒÅÔÔ ÈÁÄÎȭÔ ÓÁÉÄ ÉÔȟ ÂÕÔ +ÙÌÅ 
understood what they were doing now. ȰWhy the hell are you driving west? We live less than an 
ÈÏÕÒ ÆÒÏÍ ÔÈÅ -ÅØÉÃÁÎ ÂÏÒÄÅÒȢ 9ÏÕȭÒÅ ÇÏÉÎÇ ÔÏ ÒÕÎȩ 9ÏÕ ÒÕÎ ÓÏÕÔÈȢȱ 

Ȱ3Ï ÙÏÕ ÔÈÉÎË ) ÓÈÏÕÌÄȩȱ 
Ȱ9ÏÕ ÁÌÒÅÁÄÙ ÁÒÅȟ ÍÁÎȢ "ÕÔ )ȭÍ ÎÏÔ ÓÕÒÅ ×ÈÅÒÅ ÙÏÕȭÒÅ ÔÒÙÉÎÇ ÔÏ ÒÕÎ ÔÏȢȱ 
Ȱ#ÁÌÉÆÏÒÎÉÁȢ 4ÈÅ ÂÅÁÃÈȢ 9ÏÕȭÒÅ ÃÏÍÉÎÇȟ ÒÉÇÈÔȩȱ 
Ȱ9ÏÕ ÓÈÏÕÌÄ ÔÕÒÎ ÁÒÏÕÎÄȟ ÈÅÁÄ ÂÁÃËȢ 7ÅȭÌÌ ÆÉÇÕÒÅ ÔÈÉÓ ÏÕÔȢȱ 
Garrett shook his head and kept driving. 
Kyle could go to California. He wondered if there was anything really holding him back. His 

mom barely spoke anymore, and when she did it came out all wrong, mixed up. He asked his dad to 
take her somewhere because of it, but he was too busy. He was pulling double shifts, not because 
they needed the moneyɂmortgage on the trailer was paid. No, his old man worked the doubles 
because he liked being at work more than he liked being home. 

'ÁÒÒÅÔÔ ÄÉÄÎȭÔ ÈÁÖÅ ÍÕÃÈ ÈÏÌÄÉÎÇ ÈÉÍ ÂÁÃË ÅÉÔÈÅÒȢ !ÆÔÅÒ ÈÉÓ ÄÁÄ ÆÉÎÉÓÈÅÄ ÔÈÅ ÏÖÅÒÎÉÇÈÔ ÁÔ ÔÈÅ 
mine, he worked part-time at the high school, coaching girls soccer. Kids at school all said the same 
ÔÈÉÎÇȡ 'ÁÒÒÅÔÔȭs dad would get off from the mine then get off on watching high school girls kick balls 
ÁÒÏÕÎÄȢ 4ÈÅÎ ÔÈÅÒÅ ×ÁÓ 'ÁÒÒÅÔÔȭÓ ÍÏÍȢ 3ÈÅ ÖÏÌÕÎÔÅÅÒÅÄ ÁÔ ÔÈÅ ÍÉÓÓÉÏÎ ÏÎ ÔÈÅ ÒÅÓÅÒÖÁÔÉÏÎȢ 3ÈÅ ×ÁÓ 
ÁÎ )ÎÄÉÁÎ ÌÏÖÅÒȟ ÓÈÅȭÄ ÇÏÎÅ ÎÁÔÉÖÅȢ %ÖÅÒÙÏÎÅ ÁÔ ÓÃÈÏÏÌ ÓÁÉÄ ÉÔȟ ÂÕÔ 'ÁÒrett never seemed to mind. In 
reality, there was only so much someone could shoulder. It was no wonder Garrett had snapped on 
Davey.  

!ÌÌ ÔÈÉÓ ÔÉÍÅȟ +ÙÌÅ ÈÁÄ ÂÅÅÎ ÐÒÏÐÐÉÎÇ ÈÉÍÓÅÌÆ ÕÐ ÏÎ 'ÁÒÒÅÔÔȟ ÂÕÔ 'ÁÒÒÅÔÔ ÄÉÄÎȭÔ ÈÁÖÅ ÁÎÙÏÎÅ 
ÔÏ ÌÅÁÎ ÁÇÁÉÎÓÔȢ 9ÏÕȭÒÅ Á ÐÉÅÃe of shit, Kyle thought.  

Ȱ9ÏÕ ÃÁÎȭÔ ÒÕÎ ÔÏ #ÁÌÉÆÏÒÎÉÁȢȱ 
Garrett shook his head. Ȱ7ÅÌÌȟ ) ÁÉÎȭÔ ÇÏÉÎÇ ÔÏ -ÅØÉÃÏȢȱ 
ȰYou think a seventeen-year-ÏÌÄ ËÉÄ ×ÉÔÈ ÎÏ ÍÏÎÅÙ ÃÁÎ ÍÁËÅ ÉÔ ÏÎ ÔÈÅ ÒÕÎȩȱ 
Ȱ7Å ÃÁÎ ÍÁËÅ ÉÔ ÔÏÇÅÔÈÅÒȢȱ 
4ÈÅÙ ÃÁÍÅ ÕÐ ÏÎ Á ÒÅÓÔ ÓÔÏÐȟ ÂÕÔ 'ÁÒÒÅÔÔ ÄÉÄÎȭÔ ÅÖÅÎ ÓÌÏ× ÄÏ×ÎȢ Ȱ)Æ $ÁÖÅÙȭÓ ÄÅÁÄȟ ÙÏÕ ËÎÏ× 

ÔÈÅÙȭÌÌ ÐÉÃË ÙÏÕ ÕÐ ÔÈÅ ÆÉÒÓÔ ÔÉÍÅ ÙÏÕ ÌÁÎÄ ÏÎ Á ÓÅÃÕÒÉÔÙ ÃÁÍÅÒÁȢ &ÉÒÓÔ ÔÉÍÅ ÙÏÕ ÌÅÁÖÅ Á ÆÕÃËÉÎÇ 
ÆÉÎÇÅÒÐÒÉÎÔ ÁÎÙ×ÈÅÒÅȢȱ 

Ȱ.Ï ×ÁÙȟȱ 'ÁÒÒÅÔÔ ÓÁÉÄȢ ȰNever had my fingerpÒÉÎÔÓ ÔÁËÅÎȢȱ 
ȰYou never had your prints taken? Are you fucking kidding me? What about sixth grade. 

-ÒÓȢ ,ÅÔÔÌÅȭÓ ÃÌÁÓÓȢ 4ÈÅ $Ȣ!Ȣ2Ȣ%Ȣ ÃÏÐ ÔÏÏË ÁÌÌ ÏÕÒ ÐÒÉÎÔÓȢȱ 
Ȱ4ÈÁÔ ×ÁÓ ÊÕÓÔ ÆÏÒ ÆÕÎȢ 4Ï ÓÈÏ× ÕÓ ×ÈÁÔ ÉÔ ×ÁÓ ÌÉËÅȢȱ 



 
ȰWhere do you think those prints end up? It was their chance to get us on record. My old 

ÍÁÎ ÔÏÏË ÍÙ ÐÒÉÎÔÓ ÔÈÅ ÍÉÎÕÔÅ ÈÅ ÓÔÁÒÔÅÄ ×ÏÒËÉÎÇ ÃÏÕÎÔÙȢ $ÉÆÆÅÒÅÎÃÅ ÔÈÅÒÅ ×ÁÓ ÈÅ ÄÉÄÎȭÔ ÌÉÅ ÁÂÏÕÔ 
×ÈÁÔ ÈÅ ×ÁÓ ÄÏÉÎÇȢ 4ÏÌÄ ÍÅ ÈÅ ×ÁÎÔÅÄ ÔÏ ÆÉÎÄ ÍÙ ÄÕÍÂ ÁÓÓ ÔÈÅ ÍÉÎÕÔÅ ) ÆÕÃËÅÄ ÕÐȢȱ 

Garrett made a noise like he was clearing his throat to speak. Then, he rolled up the 
windows and turned on the A.C. 

Ȱ7ÅÌÌ ) ÃÁÎȭÔ ÇÏ ÂÁÃËȢ ) ËÉÌÌÅÄ ÓÏÍÅÏÎÅɂȱ 
Ȱ7ÈÁÔ ÁÂÏÕÔ +ÁÓȟ ÈÕÈȩȱ 
Ȱ) ÄÏÎȭÔ ËÎÏ×Ȣ 7ÈÁÔȭÄ ÓÈÅ ÄÏ ×ÉÔÈ $ÁÖÅÙȩ 7ÈÙȭÄ $ÁÖÅÙ ÓÁÙ ÔÈÁÔȩȱ 
Ȱ(ÅȭÓ ÁÎ ÁÓÓÈÏÌÅȢ +ÁÓ ÄÉÄÎȭÔ ÄÏ ÁÎÙÔÈÉÎÇ ×ÉÔÈ ÈÉÍȢ ) ÐÒÏÍÉÓÅ ÙÏÕȢȱ 
Garrett squeezed his eyes shut longer than Kyle was comfortable with. When he opened 

them, he said, Ȱ) ÃÏÕÌÄÎȭÔ ÓÈÁËÅ ÔÈÅ ÔÈÏÕÇÈÔ ÏÆ ÉÔȢ (ÉÓ ÆÕÃËÉÎÇ ÍÏÕÔÈ ÏÎ ÈÅÒ ÄÏ×Î ÔÈÅÒÅȢ ) ÊÕÓÔ Ó×ÕÎÇȢ 
$ÉÄÎȭÔ ÔÈÉÎËȢȱ 

ȰWelcome to my world, buÄÄÙȢȱ 
/ÎÌÙ 'ÁÒÒÅÔÔ ×ÁÓÎȭÔ ÉÎ +ÙÌÅȭÓ ×ÏÒÌÄȢ 'ÁÒÒÅÔÔ ÓÈÏÕÌÄ ÂÅ ÂÁÃË ÈÏÍÅȟ ÁÐÐÌÙÉÎÇ ÔÏ ÃÏÌÌÅÇÅ ÁÎÄ 

finishing school. He and Kas should be getting ready to go to some college far away. The only shot 
Garrett had was to turn around and face it all.  

If that didnȭÔ ×ÏÒË ÔÈÏÕÇÈȟ +ÙÌÅ ÄÉÄÎȭÔ ËÎÏ× ×ÈÁÔ ×ÏÕÌÄ ÈÁÐÐÅÎȢ 
They rode in silence for a long time. Kyle spotted the sign for the next rest stop ten miles 

away. Ȱ(ÅÙ ÍÁÎȟ ) ÈÁÖÅ ÔÏ ÔÁËÅ Á ÐÉÓÓȢ ,ÅÔȭÓ ÈÉÔ ÔÈÁÔ ÒÅÓÔ ÓÔÏÐȢȱ 
Ȱ.Ï ×ÁÙȟ ×Å ÃÁÎȭÔ ÓÔÏÐȢȱ 
ȰGarrett, no one is ÏÎ ÙÏÕ ÎÏ×Ȣ (ÅÌÌȟ )ȭÍ ÎÏÔ ÓÕÒÅ ÁÎÙÏÎÅ ×ÏÕÌÄ ÅÖÅÒ ÅÖÅÎ ËÎÏ× ÙÏÕ ÄÉÄ ÔÈÉÓȢ 

7Å ÃÁÎ ÁÆÆÏÒÄ Á ÆÕÃËÉÎÇ ÐÉÓÓ ÂÒÅÁËȢȱ 
Ȱ!ÌÌ ÒÉÇÈÔȟ ÄÁÍÎÉÔȢȱ 
!Ô ÔÈÅ ÒÅÓÔ ÓÔÏÐȟ 'ÁÒÒÅÔÔ ÓÔÁÙÅÄ ÉÎ ÔÈÅ #ÁÍÒÙ ×ÈÉÌÅ +ÙÌÅ ÇÏÔ ÏÕÔȢ +ÙÌÅ ÄÉÄÎȭÔ ÎÅÅÄ ÔÏ ÇÏȟ ÂÕÔ 

he went into the bathroom anyway. Standing in front of the faded mirror covered in graffiti, he 
wondered what it would look like to be on the right side for a change. He thought about playing 
ÖÉÄÅÏ ÇÁÍÅÓ ÉÎ 'ÁÒÒÅÔÔȭÓ ÈÏÕÓÅȟ ÐÌÁÙÉÎÇ ÂÁÓËÅÔÂÁÌÌ ÉÎ ÔÈÅ ÐÁÒËȢ 4ÈÅÎ ÈÅ ÔÈÏÕÇÈÔ ÁÂÏÕÔ ÅÖÅÒÙ ÔÉÍe 
'ÁÒÒÅÔÔ ËÅÐÔ ÈÉÍ ÆÒÏÍ ÄÏÉÎÇ ÓÏÍÅÔÈÉÎÇ ÈÅ ÓÈÏÕÌÄÎȭÔȢ 4ÈÅ ÃÁÒ ÈÅ ÁÌÍÏÓÔ ÂÒÏËÅ ÉÎÔÏȟ ÔÈÅ ÆÉÇÈÔ ÈÅ 
ÄÉÄÎȭÔ ÅÎÄ ÕÐ ÈÁÖÉÎÇȟ ÔÈÅ ÍÅÔÈ ÈÅ ×ÁÎÔÅÄ ÔÏ ÔÒÙ ÂÕÔ ÄÉÄÎȭÔ ÂÅÃÁÕÓÅ 'ÁÒÒÅÔÔ ÆÌÕÓÈÅÄ ÉÔȢ  

+ÙÌÅ ÒÁÎ ÔÈÅ ×ÁÔÅÒ ÉÎ ÔÈÅ ÓÉÎËȟ ÂÕÔ ÈÅ ÄÉÄÎȭÔ ×ÁÓÈ ÈÉÓ ÈÁÎÄÓȢ (Å ÊÕÓÔ Ìistened to the sound of 
ÉÔ ÈÉÔÔÉÎÇ ÔÈÅ ÍÅÔÁÌ ÂÁÓÉÎȢ (Å ÎÅÅÄÅÄ 'ÁÒÒÅÔÔ ÔÏ ÔÕÒÎ ÁÒÏÕÎÄ ÁÎÄ ÈÅÁÄ ÈÏÍÅȢ 4ÈÁÔ ×ÏÕÌÄÎȭÔ ÈÁÐÐÅÎ 
if Kyle rode with him to California.  

Back out by the car, Kyle leaned into the window. The sun was high and his shadow 
stretched across the roof. Garrett had given up on the hat, and it hung across the top of the shifter.  

Ȱ,ÅÔȭÓ ÇÏ ÂÁÃËȟȱ +ÙÌÅ ÓÁÉÄȢ 
Ȱ7ÈÁÔȩ .ÏȢ ) ÃÁÎȭÔȢ 9ÏÕȭÒÅ ÌÅÁÖÉÎÇ ÍÅȩȱ 
Ȱ.Ïȟ )ȭÍ ÎÏÔȢ 7Å ÊÕÓÔ ÎÅÅÄ ÔÏ ÈÅÁÄ ÂÁÃËȢ ,ÉËÅ ) ÓÁÉÄȟ )ȭÍ ÎÏÔ ÅÖÅÎ ÓÕÒÅ ÔÈÅ ÐÏÌÉÃÅ ×ÉÌÌ ËÎÏ× ÉÔ 

was ÙÏÕȢ (Ï× ×ÏÕÌÄ ÔÈÅÙȩȱ 
Ȱ4ÈÅÙȭÌÌ ÆÉÎÄ ÏÕÔȢ /Ò +ÁÓ ×ÉÌÌȢ 3ÏÍÅÏÎÅ ×ÉÌÌ ËÎÏ× ×ÈÁÔ ) ÄÉÄ ÔÏ $ÁÖÅÙȢȱ 
Ȱ)Æ ÔÈÅÙȭÒÅ ÇÏÉÎÇ ÔÏ ÆÉÎÄ ÏÕÔȟ ÔÈÅÙȭÌÌ ÆÉÎÄ ÏÕÔ ×ÉÔÈ ÏÒ ×ÉÔÈÏÕÔ ÙÏÕ ÔÈÅÒÅȢ !Ô ÌÅÁÓÔ ÉÆ ÙÏÕȭÒÅ 

ÔÈÅÒÅȟ ÙÏÕ ÃÁÎ ÔÅÌÌ ÙÏÕÒ ÓÉÄÅȢ 'ÅÔ ÏÕÔ ÉÎ ÆÒÏÎÔ ÏÆ ÉÔȢȱ 
ȰNo, fuck ÔÈÁÔȢȱ 
Kyle started to reach in to pull Garrett from the car, but he stopped. Ȱ) ÃÁÎȭÔ ÇÏ ×ÉÔÈ ÙÏÕ ÔÏ 

#ÁÌÉÆÏÒÎÉÁȢ 4ÈÁÔȭÓ ÉÔȟ ÓÏ ÌÅÔȭÓ ÈÅÁÄ ÂÁÃË ÈÏÍÅ ÁÎÄ ÆÉÇÕÒÅ ÔÈÉÓ ÏÕÔȢ *ÕÓÔ ÓÈÏ× ÍÅ ÔÈÁÔ $ÁÖÅÙȭÓ ÁÃÔÕÁÌÌÙ 
ÄÅÁÄȟ ÔÈÅÎ ×ÅȭÌÌ ÆÉÇÕÒÅ ÉÔ ÏÕÔȢȱ 

Garrett spun the Dodgers cap around on the shifter. He mopped his head with the back of 
his hand. Tapped the steering wheel. Then, he turned to Kyle and shook his head. ȰI would have 
ÂÅÅÎ ÔÈÅÒÅ ÆÏÒ ÙÏÕȟ ÍÁÎȢ 9ÏÕ ËÎÏ× ÔÈÁÔȢȱ 



 
ȰI am hereɂȱ +ÙÌÅ ÓÌÉÐÐÅÄ ÏÆÆ ÔÈÅ ÅÄÇÅ ÏÆ ÔÈÅ ÃÁÒ as Garrett threw it into reverse and backed 

out of the parking spot, kicking up gravel.  
Garrett sped off without another look. Kyle stood in the middle of the parking lot and 

watched the Camry disappear on the horizon. He kicked at the gravel in the lot before walking back 
to the sidewalk and sitting down. He stared out at the freeway, watching the cars pass by. 
  



 
Permission 

By Margaret Karmazin 
  
 3ÈÅ ×ÁÓÎȭÔ ÓÕÒÅ ÈÏ× ÌÏÎÇ ÉÔ ÈÁÄ ÂÅÅÎ ÇÏÉÎÇ ÏÎ - eight months to a year maybe. Before that, 
ÓÈÅȭÄ ÂÅÅÎ ÒÅÁÓÏÎÁÂÌÙ ÃÏÎÔÅÎÔ ×ÉÔÈ #ÁÒÔÅÒ ÁÎÄ ÆÕÒÔÈÅÒ ÂÁÃË ÄÅÆÉÎÉÔÅÌÙ ÓÏȟ ÂÕÔ ÓÏÍÅ×ÈÅÒÅȟ 
somehow, the pleasure had worn off.  When she looked back, it was as if she had morphed into 
someone else.  
 He was crying now, sitting on the edge of their bed in his boxer briefs, his legs pasty 
compared to his upper body. His tummy bulged a little, something she would have thought 
endearing a year before, but now found unattractive. His dark blond hair was box cut at the back 
and this too, she used to love looking at and running her fingers through, straight up the back of his 
head. But now she had about as much desire for it as she would the hair of a total stranger.  
 Ȱ) ËÎÏ× ÉÔ ÓÏÕÎÄÓ ÃÒÕÅÌȟȱ ÓÈÅ ÓÁÉÄȟ ȰÂÕÔ ÉÔȭÓ ÎÏÔ ÔÈÅ ÅÎÄ ÏÆ ÔÈÅ ×ÏÒÌÄȢ A lot of people go 
ÔÈÒÏÕÇÈ ÔÈÉÓ ÓÏÒÔ ÏÆ ÔÈÉÎÇȠ ) ÒÅÁÄ ÁÂÏÕÔ ÉÔ ÏÎÌÉÎÅȢ %ÎÔÉÒÅ ÍÅÓÓÁÇÅ ÂÏÁÒÄÓ ÁÒÅ ÄÅÖÏÔÅÄ ÔÏ ÉÔȢ )Ô ÄÏÅÓÎȭÔ 
ÍÅÁÎ ÔÈÅ ÐÅÏÐÌÅ ÄÏÎȭÔ ÌÏÖÅ ÅÁÃÈ ÏÔÈÅÒȠ ÉÔȭÓ ÊÕÓÔ ÓÏÍÅÔÈÉÎÇ ÔÈÁÔ ÈÁÐÐÅÎÓȢȱ 
 He muttered something. 
 Ȱ7ÈÁÔȩȱ ÓÈÅ ÓÁÉÄȢ (ÅÒ ÓÔÏÍÁÃÈ ÃÌÅÎÃÈÅÄȢ 
 He turned his head to look at her, his normally slate colored eyes appearing a rather intense 
ÂÌÕÅȢ Ȱ4ÈÅ ÏÌȭ ÉÔȭÓ-not-you-ÉÔȭÓ-ÍÅ ÂÕÌÌÓÈÉÔȟȱ ÈÅ ÓÁÉÄȢ 
 She tossed her head, as if innocenÔÌÙ ÄÒÉÖÅÎ ÔÏ ÅØÁÓÐÅÒÁÔÉÏÎȢ Ȱ) ÄÏÎȭÔ ËÎÏ× ×ÈÁÔ ÅÌÓÅ ÔÏ ÓÁÙȢ 
7ÏÕÌÄ ÙÏÕ ÒÁÔÈÅÒ ) ËÅÐÔ ÐÒÅÔÅÎÄÉÎÇ ÔÏ ÆÅÅÌ ×ÈÁÔ ) ÄÏÎȭÔ ÁÎÄ ÓÎÅÁË ÁÒÏÕÎÄ ÂÅÈÉÎÄ ÙÏÕÒ ÂÁÃËȩȱ 
 Ȱ) ×ÏÕÌÄ ÒÁÔÈÅÒȟȱ ÈÅ ÓÁÉÄ ÓÈÁÒÐÌÙȟ ȰÔÈÁÔ ÍÙ ×ÉÆÅ ÃÏÎÔÉÎÕÅÄ ÔÏ ÌÏÖÅ ÁÎÄ ÒÅÓÐÅÃÔ ÏÕÒ ÍÁÒÒÉÁÇÅ 
and remembeÒÅÄ ÈÅÒ ×ÅÄÄÉÎÇ ÖÏ×ÓȢȱ 
  ,ÉÚÁ ÔÈÏÕÇÈÔ Á ÍÏÍÅÎÔ ÂÅÆÏÒÅ ÓÐÅÁËÉÎÇȢ Ȱ#ÁÒÔÅÒȟ ) ÄÏÎȭÔ want to leave you. I just want to 
ÅØÐÅÒÉÅÎÃÅ ÓÏÍÅ ÖÁÒÉÅÔÙ ÉÎ ÍÙ ÓÅØ ÌÉÆÅȢ 9ÏÕ ×ÅÒÅ ÍÙ ÆÉÒÓÔ ÂÕÔ ) ×ÁÓÎȭÔ your ÆÉÒÓÔȢ ) ÄÏÎȭÔ ÔÈÉÎË ÉÔȭÓ ÆÁÉÒ 
that you got to see what sex was like with other people and I never did. Of course you can be 
monogamous now without much strain ɀ ÙÏÕȭÖÅ had sex with how many women was it? Seven? 
Eight? )ȭÍ ÓÕÒÅ ÙÏÕ ÃÕÔ ÔÈÅ ÎÕÍÂÅÒ ÄÏ×Î ÁÎÙ×ÁÙ ÔÏ ÍÁËÅ ÍÅ ÆÅÅÌ ÂÅÔÔÅÒȢȱ 
 Ȱ)Ô ×ÁÓ ÓÅÖÅÎȟȱ ÈÅ ÓÎÁÐÐÅÄȢ Ȱ) ÔÏÌÄ ÙÏÕ ÔÈÅ ÔÒÕÔÈȢȱ 
 They had met at the community college where Carter now taught general and abnormal 
psychology. He was two years older than she was and had been her first and only lover. 
 3ÈÅ ÓÎÉÆÆÅÄȢ Ȱ7ÅÌÌȟ ÍÙ ÎÕÍÂÅÒ ×ÁÓ ÚÅÒÏȢȱ 3Èe paused and crossed her arms. Ȱ!ÎÄ )ȭÍ ÎÏÔ 
happy ×ÉÔÈ ÔÈÁÔ ÎÕÍÂÅÒȢȱ 

 
* * * 

 
 Discussions followed, one optimistically over glasses of Chardonnay that ended in sobs, two 
over coffee (resulting in screaming) and one outside on the deck with Carter jumping into his 
Toyota and screeching out of the driveway. Finally, things calmed down and they worked out the 
rules of the game. Since they did not yet have children, these appeared to be feasible, though Carter 
was harboring fantasies of hiring a hit man. 
 Ȱ$ÏÎȭÔ ÄÏ ÉÔȟ ÂÒÏȟȱ ÈÉÓ ÆÒÉÅÎÄ 'ÒÅÇ ÔÏÌÄ ÈÉÍ Á ÃÏÕÐÌÅ ÏÆ ÄÁÙÓ ÌÁÔÅÒ ÉÎ 4ÈÅ 7ÁÓÔÅÄ 3ÎÁÉÌȟ ×ÈÅÒÅ 
ÔÈÅÙ ×ÅÒÅ ÉÎ ÔÈÅ ÈÁÂÉÔ ÏÆ ÍÅÅÔÉÎÇ ÏÎ 4ÈÕÒÓÄÁÙÓ ×ÈÉÌÅ ,ÉÚÁ ÁÎÄ 'ÒÅÇȭÓ ×ÉÆÅ "ÒÉÅ ÔÏÏË Á ÙÏÇÁ ÃÌÁÓÓȢ 
Ȱ0ÅÏÐÌÅ ×ÈÏ ÄÏ ÔÈÁÔ ÁÌ×ÁÙÓ ÇÅÔ ÃÁÕÇÈÔȢȱ 
 Ȱ) ×ÁÓÎȭÔ ÓÅÒÉÏÕÓȟȱ ÓÁÉÄ #Árter, though a little part of him was. 
 Ȱ)Æ ) ×ÅÒÅ ÙÏÕȟȱ ÓÁÉÄ 'ÒÅÇȟ Ȱ)ȭÄ ÐÒÏÂÁÂÌÙ ÓÔÁÒÔ ÄÉÖÏÒÃÅ ÐÒÏÃÅÅÄÉÎÇÓȢȱ  0ÒÏÂÁÂÌÙȟ ÔÈÏÕÇÈÔ 
Carter, his friend was nervous. Brie might start getting ideas herself; these things could be catching. 
 Ȱ)ȭÍ ÓÅÅÉÎÇ Á ÌÁ×ÙÅÒȟ ÊÕÓÔ ÔÏ ÌÅÁÒÎ ÍÙ ÏÐÔÉÏÎÓȢ "ÕÔ ÉÎ ÔÈÅ ÍÅÁÎÔÉÍÅȟ )ȭÍ ȬÁÌÌÏ×ÅÄȭ ÔÏ ÇÅÔ 
ÍÙÓÅÌÆ Á ÌÏÖÅÒȢ .ÏÔ ÔÏ ÆÁÌÌ ÉÎ ÌÏÖÅȟ ÂÕÔ ÊÕÓÔ ÔÏ ÈÁÖÅ ÓÅØ ×ÉÔÈȢȱ 



 
 Ȱ5È ÈÕÈȟȱ ÓÁÉÄ 'ÒÅÇȟ ÓÉÐÐÉÎÇ ÈÉÓ ÐÉÌÓÎÅÒȢ (Å ÈÁÄ ÆÌÉÃËÓ ÏÆ ÆÏÁÍ ÉÎ ÈÉÓ ÍÕÓÔÁÃÈÅȢ 
 Ȱ3ÅÒÉÏÕÓÌÙȟ ÔÈÁÔȭÓ ÈÏ× ÓÈÅ ÐÕÔ ÉÔȢȱ 
 Ȱ#ÌÅÁÒÌÙȟ ÓÈÅ ËÎÏ×Ó ÓÈÉÔ ÁÂÏÕÔ ÅØÔÒÁÍÁÒÉÔÁÌ ÁÆÆÁÉÒÓȢȱ 
 Ȱ,ÉËÅ ÙÏÕ ËÎÏ× Á ÌÏÔȩȱ ÓÁÉÄ #ÁÒÔÅÒȢ 
 Ȱ7ÅÌÌȟ ) ËÎÏ× ÔÈÁÔ ÇÏÖÅÒÎÉÎÇ ÏÎÅȭÓ ÅÍÏÔÉÏÎÓ ÉÓ ÎÏÔ ÁÌ×ÁÙÓ Á ÇÉÖÅÎȢȱ 
 Carter drank and thought about this. 
 Ȱ$Ï ÙÏÕ ÈÁÖÅ ÓÏÍÅÏÎÅ ÉÎ ÍÉÎÄȩȱ ÁÓËÅÄ 'ÒÅÇ ÁÆÔÅÒ Á ×ÈÉÌÅȢ 
 #ÁÒÔÅÒ ÈÅÓÉÔÁÔÅÄ ÂÅÆÏÒÅ ÓÐÅÁËÉÎÇȢ Ȱ4ÈÅÒÅȭÓ ÔÈÅ ÄÅÐÁÒÔÍÅÎÔ ÈÅÁÄ ÓÅÃÒÅÔÁÒÙȟȱ ÈÅ ÓÁÉÄȢ Ȱ3ÈÅȭÓ 
about twenty-four and edgy. One arm half tattooed and a silver stud in her nostril, you know the 
ÔÙÐÅȢ -ÁÙÂÅ ÓÈÅȭÄ ÂÅ ÏÎÅ ÏÆ ÔÈÏÓÅ -ÁÎÉÃ 0ÉØÉÅ $ÒÅÁÍ 'ÉÒÌÓ ÌÉËÅ ÉÎ ÔÈe movies or, on the other hand 
ÓÈÅȭÄ ÇÉÖÅ ÍÅ ÇÏÎÏÒÒÈÅÁȢ (ÅÒ ÔÙÐÅ ÄÏÅÓÎȭÔ ÒÅÁÌÌÙ ÁÐÐÅÁÌ ÔÏ ÍÅ ÔÈÏÕÇÈȢȱ 
 Ȱ7ÈÁÔ ÁÂÏÕÔ ÔÈÁÔ ÅÃÏÎ ÐÒÏÆ ÙÏÕ ÍÅÎÔÉÏÎÅÄ ÏÎÃÅȩȱ 
 Ȱ4ÈÅ ÔÁÌÌ ÒÅÄÈÅÁÄȩ 3ÈÅ ÊÕÓÔ ÇÏÔ ÍÁÒÒÉÅÄȢȱ 
 Ȱ7ÅÌÌȟ ÓÏÍÅÏÎÅ ×ÉÌÌ ÔÕÒÎ ÕÐȟ ÄÏÎȭÔ ×ÏÒÒÙȢ !ÎÄ ÓÔÏÐ ×ÁÌÌÏ×ÉÎÇ in misery. At least your wife 
has given you permission ÔÏ ÄÏ ×ÈÁÔ ÍÏÓÔ ÇÕÙÓ ÊÕÓÔ ÄÒÅÁÍ ÏÆȦȱ 
 #ÁÒÔÅÒ ÆÅÌÔ ÈÉÓ ÅÙÅÓ ÇÒÏ× ×ÅÔ ÁÎÄ ÔÕÒÎÅÄ Á×ÁÙ ÓÏ 'ÒÅÇ ×ÏÕÌÄÎȭÔ ÓÅÅȢ Ȱ) ÔÏÔÁÌÌÙ ÄÏÎȭÔ ×ÁÎÔ ÔÏ 
ÄÏ ÔÈÉÓȟȱ ÈÅ ÓÁÉÄ ÓÏÆÔÌÙȢ  

 
* * * 

 
 The first for Liza was Justin, the new graphics guy at work. This went on for a couple of 
months. He was twenty-five to her thirty-two, which at first was interesting but then palled. 
Ȱ!ÍÁÚÉÎÇ ×ÈÁÔ Á ÍÅÒÅ ÓÉØ ÙÅÁÒÓ ÃÁÎ ÍÅÁÎ ÉÎ ÌÉÆÅ ÅØÐÅÒÉÅÎÃÅȟȱ ÓÈÅ ÔÏÌÄ ÈÅÒ ÃÏÎÆÉÄÁÎÔȟ %ÍÉÌÙȟ ÏÖÅÒ Á 
martini ÁÆÔÅÒ ×ÏÒËȢ Ȱ(ÉÓ ÅÎÔÈÕÓÉÁÓÍ ×ÁÓ ÃÈÅÅÒÉÎÇ ÁÔ ÆÉÒÓÔ ÁÎÄ ) ÅÎÊÏÙÅÄ ÔÈÅ ÁÃÒÏÂÁÔÉÃÓȟ ÂÕÔ ÔÈÅÒÅ 
was a certain lack of finesse. Not that Carter is full of finesse, but at least he knows where body 
ÐÁÒÔÓ ÁÒÅȢȱ 
 Ȱ9ÏÕ ÎÅÅÄ ÁÎ ÏÌÄÅÒ ÍÁÎȟȱ ÓÁÉÄ %ÍÉÌÙȢ 
 Ȱ(ÁÖÅ ÙÏÕ ÅÖÅÒ ÈÁÄ ÏÎÅȩȱ ÁÓËÅÄ ,ÉÚÁȢ 
 Ȱ.ÏÔ ÁÃÔÕÁÌÌÙȟ ÂÕÔ ) ÈÁÖÅ ÆÒÉÅÎÄÓ ×ÈÏ ÈÁÖÅȢȱ 
 Ȱ(Ï× ÏÌÄ ÅØÁÃÔÌÙȩȱ 
 %ÍÉÌÙ ÃÏÎÓÉÄÅÒÅÄȢ Ȱ)ȭÄ ÓÁÙ ÉÎ ÔÈÅ ÒÁÎÇÅ ÏÆ ÆÏÒÔÙ ÔÏ ÆÉÆÔÙȢ .ÏÔ ÂÅÙÏÎÄ ÔÈÁÔ ÕÎÌÅÓÓ ÈÅȭÓ Á ÈÅÁÌÔÈ 
ÎÕÔ ÂÕÔ ÔÈÁÔ ÃÏÕÌÄ ÂÒÉÎÇ ÉÔÓ Ï×Î ÐÒÏÂÌÅÍÓȢȱ 
 Ȱ)ȭÌÌ ÔÈÉÎË ÁÂÏÕÔ ÉÔȟȱ ÓÁid Liza. 
 What she had not shared with Emily (and certainly not with Carter) was how annoying 
Justin had been. All his incessant jabbering; his incredible self-centered assumption that anything 
he had to say was worth her listening to! Did the women his age fix him with glistening eyes and 
clamp their mouths shut while he blithered on? If they did, she said to herself, it had to be that they 
×ÅÒÅ ÈÏÐÉÎÇ ÈÅȭÄ ÍÁÒÒÙ ÔÈÅÍ ÏÒ ÁÔ ÔÈÅ ÖÅÒÙ ÌÅÁÓÔ ÓÕÇÇÅÓÔ ÔÈÅÙ ÍÏÖÅ ÉÎ ÔÏÇÅÔÈÅÒȢ "ÕÔ Á ×ÏÍÁÎ ×ÈÏ 
had no designs on him could not possibly endure such tedium for long. 
 Liza shook her head remembering his spiel on the best restaurants in town, depending on 
how many fermented foods they offered, this as they lay spent and sticky on his questionably clean 
bed in his definitely not clean apartment. OMG, she wanted to scream, who on earth gives a fuck? 
 So now they avoided eye contact at work and meantime Carter had moved into the 
ÇÕÅÓÔÒÏÏÍ ÁÎÄ ÓÈÅ ÁÎÄ ÈÅ ÎÅÖÅÒ ÍÁÄÅ ÌÏÖÅ ÁÎÙÍÏÒÅȢ "ÕÔ ÓÈÅ ×ÏÕÌÄÎȭÔ ÌÅÔ ÈÅÒÓÅÌÆ ÔÈÉÎË ÁÂÏÕÔ ÔÈÁÔȟ 
at least not now. 
 "ÅÓÉÄÅÓȟ ÓÈÅ ÈÁÄÎȭÔ ÂÅÅÎ ÆÅÅÌÉÎÇ ÕÐ ÔÏ ÐÁÒȢ .ÏÔÈÉÎÇ ÓÈÅ ÃÏÕÌÄ ÐÕÔ ÈÅÒ ÆÉÎÇÅÒ ÏÎȟ Á ÂÉÔ ÏÆ ÆÅÖÅÒ 
ÁÎÄ ÁÃÈÙ ÊÏÉÎÔÓȟ ÅÓÐÅÃÉÁÌÌÙ ÈÅÒ ÅÌÂÏ×Ó ÁÎÄ ×ÒÉÓÔÓȢ 3ÈÅ ÈÏÐÅÄ ÓÈÅ ×ÁÓÎȭÔ ÇÅÔÔÉÎÇ ÃÁÒÐÁÌ ÔÕÎÎÅÌ ÆÒÏÍ 
all the keyboarding she did at her job. 



 
 The following Friday after work, as was their custom and for which Carter used to join 
them, Liza and Emily went out for tapas.   
 Ȱ/ÎÃÅ ÁÇÁÉÎȟ ÎÏ #ÁÒÔÅÒȟȱ ÒÅÍÁÒËÅÄ %ÍÉÌÙ ÔÏ ×ÈÉÃÈ ,ÉÚÁ ÇÁÖÅ ÎÏ ÒÅÐÌÙȢ 3ÈÅ ÈÁÄ ÒÅÌÕÃÔÁÎÔÌÙ 
admitted to her friend that he no longer slept in the same bedroom. 
 %ÍÉÌÙȭÓ ÂÏÓÓȟ Á ÊÏÖÉÁÌ ÅØÔÒÏÖÅÒÔ ÎÁÍÅÄ 4ÏÄÄȟ ÁÐÐÒÏÁÃÈÅÄ ÔÈÅÉÒ ÔÁÂÌÅ ÁÃÃÏÍÐÁÎÉÅÄ ÂÙ ÁÎ 
ÏÌÄÅÒ ÍÁÎȢ Ȱ) ×ÁÎÔ ÙÏÕ ÇÕÙÓ ÔÏ ÍÅÅÔ ÍÙ ÆÁÔÈÅÒȟȱ ÈÅ ÓÁÉÄ ÁÎÄ ÐÒÏÃÅÅÄÅÄ ÔÏ ÉÎÔÒÏÄÕÃÅ ÔÈÅ ÍÁÎȢ Ȱ*ÕÓÔ 
ÆÌÅ× ÉÎ ÆÒÏÍ #ÏÌÕÍÂÕÓȟȱ ÈÅ ÁÄÄÅÄȢ 
 Liza and the man locked eyes before he was led away by his exuberant son. 
 Ȱ7ÅÌÌȟ ×ÅÌÌȟȱ ÓÁÉÄ %ÍÉÌÙȢ Ȱ,ÉËÅ ) ÄÉÄÎȭÔ ÓÅÅ ÔÈÁÔȢȱ 
 ,ÉÚÁ ÆÒÏ×ÎÅÄȢ Ȱ(Ï× ÏÌÄ ÉÓ ÈÅȩ (Ï× ÏÌÄ ÉÓ 4ÏÄÄ ÆÏÒ ÃÒÙÉÎÇ ÏÕÔ ÌÏÕÄȩȱ 
 Ȱ-Ù ÂÏÓÓȟ ÂÅÌÉÅÖÅ ÉÔ ÏÒ ÎÏÔȟ ÉÓ ÏÎÌÙ Ô×ÅÎÔÙ-four. He looks thirty-five, but no.  So Handsome 
there might be forty-five to fifty-ÆÉÖÅȢ .ÏÔ ÔÏÏ ÓÈÁÂÂÙȟ )ȭÄ ÓÁÙȢ 2ÅÍÅÍÂÅÒ ×ÈÁÔ ×Å ÔÁÌËÅÄ ÁÂÏÕÔȢ 
4ÏÄÄ ÍÕÓÔ ÈÁÖÅ ÇÏÔÔÅÎ ÈÉÓ ÍÅÄÉÏÃÒÅ ÌÏÏËÓ ÆÒÏÍ ÈÉÓ ÍÏÔÈÅÒȢ 4ÈÅÙȭÒÅ ÄÉÖÏÒÃÅÄȟ ÂÙ ÔÈÅ ×ÁÙȢȱ 
 ,ÉÚÁ ÄÉÄÎȭÔ ÃÏÍÍÅÎÔ ÂÕÔ ÔÈÅ ÎÅØÔ ×ÅÅËȟ %ÍÉÌÙ ÓÌÉÐÐÅÄ ÈÅÒ Á ÃÁÒÄȢ Ȱ4ÈÉÓ ÉÓ ÆÒÏÍ ÈÉÍȢ (ÅȭÓ ÉÎ 
ÔÈÅ ÐÒÏÃÅÓÓ ÏÆ ÍÏÖÉÎÇ ÂÁÃË ÈÅÒÅȢ (Å ×ÁÎÔÓ ÔÏ ÓÅÅ ÙÏÕȢȱ 
 ,ÉÚÁ ÃÏÕÌÄ ÎÏÔ ÈÅÌÐ ÆÅÅÌÉÎÇ Á ÒÕÓÈ ÏÆ ÐÌÅÁÓÕÒÅȢ 4ÈÅ ×ÁÒÍÔÈ ȰÄÏ×Î ÔÈÅÒÅȱ ×ÁÓ ÓÏ ÉÎÔÅÎÓÅ ÔÈÁÔ 
she had to shift in her chair. She understood now wÈÙ ÔÈÅÙ ÒÅÆÅÒÒÅÄ ÔÏ ÁÎÉÍÁÌÓ ÁÓ ÂÅÉÎÇ ȰÉÎ ÈÅÁÔȢȱ !Ó 
soon as she was alone, she called the number.  
 Ȱ%ÒÉË 'ÕÎÄÅÒÓÅÎȟȱ ÈÅ ÁÎÓ×ÅÒÅÄȢ (ÉÓ ÖÏÉÃÅ ×ÁÓ Á ÂÉÔ ÔÏÏ ÈÉÇÈ ÆÏÒ ÃÏÍÐÌÅÔÅ ÓÅØ ÁÐÐÅÁÌȟ ÂÕÔ ÈÉÓ 
attitude got to her. An easy assurance, which she later realized ×ÁÓ Á ÃÏÃËÙ ÁÓÓÕÍÐÔÉÏÎ ÔÈÁÔ ÓÈÅȭÄ 
ÍÏÓÔ ÌÉËÅÌÙ ÃÁÌÌȟ ÂÕÔ ÂÙ ÔÈÅ ÔÉÍÅ ÓÈÅȭÄ ÆÉÇÕÒÅÄ ÔÈÁÔ ÏÕÔȟ ÓÈÅ ×ÁÓ ÕÎÄÅÒ ÈÉÓ ÓÐÅÌÌȢ   
  Emily was right about an older man knowing how to please a woman or at least how to 
bring her to orgasm. He was also meticulous with his grooming and kept the lighting dim so their 
couplings were more sensual. He knew how to make it all about her, while younger men were 
mostly about themselves. When with him, she occasionally missed discussing current music and 
other media events from the perspective of her contemporaries, though she quickly forgot about 
that while being physically adored. Everything to do with love of husband and the easygoing 
friendship she and Carter had once shared seemed to fly out the window.   

 
* * * 

 
 The Wasted Snail was unusually crowded for a Wednesday. Carter and Greg had decided to 
ÔÁËÅ Á ÌÏÎÇÉÓÈ ÌÕÎÃÈ ÓÉÎÃÅ ÆÏÒ #ÁÒÔÅÒ ÉÔ ×ÁÓ ÓÐÒÉÎÇ ÂÒÅÁË ÁÔ ÔÈÅ ÃÏÍÍÕÎÉÔÙ ÃÏÌÌÅÇÅ ÁÎÄ 'ÒÅÇȭÓ ÂÏÓÓ 
×ÁÓ ÏÎ Á ÂÕÓÉÎÅÓÓ ÔÒÉÐ ÔÏ ÔÈÅ #ÏÁÓÔȢ Ȱ7ÈÉÌÅ ÔÈÅ ÃÁÔȭÓ Á×ÁÙȟȱ ÓÁÉÄ 'ÒÅÇȟ 
 Ȱ)Î ÍÙ ÃÁÓÅȟ ÉÔȭÓ ÔÈÅ ÍÉÃÅȟȱ ÓÁÉÄ #ÁÒÔÅÒȢ (ÅȭÄ ÇÒÏ×Î ÓÏÍÅ×ÈÁÔ ÎÕÍÂ ÔÏ ÆÅÅÌÉÎÇ ÔÏÔÁÌÌÙ 
rejected and was once again able to joke, though at night he often still cried in the guest room. He 
could, however, feel himself moving through stages and could imagine, if not actually see, a distant 
light at the end of the tunnel. 
 Ȱ3Ïȟ ÈÁÖÅ ÙÏÕ ÆÏÕÎÄ Á ÔÁÒÇÅÔ ÙÅÔȩȱ 
 #ÁÒÔÅÒ ÈÅÓÉÔÁÔÅÄȢ $ÉÄ ÈÅ ×ÁÎÔ 'ÒÅÇ ÒÕÎÎÉÎÇ ÂÁÃË ÔÏ "ÒÉÅ ×ÉÔÈ ÈÉÓ ÐÒÉÖÁÔÅ ÄÉÓÃÌÏÓÕÒÅÓȩ 4ÈÁÔȭÓ 
what married people did; he used to tell Liza pretty much everything. Now while he and Liza still 
made dinner together, chopping away at vegetables, sautéing in olive oil, then chowing down on 
high stools at the kitchen counter, most of their conversation consisted of outrage at the current 
political scene. Liza was not forthcoming with information about her current sexual situation. What 
ÓÈÅ ÄÉÄÎȭÔ ËÎÏ× ×ÁÓ ÔÈÁÔ #ÁÒÔÅÒ ÈÁÄ ÈÉÒÅÄ Á ÐÒÉÖÁÔÅ ÉÎÖÅÓÔÉÇÁÔÏÒ ÆÏÒ Á ÃÏÕÐÌÅ ÏÆ ÄÁÙÓ ÊÕÓÔ ÆÏÒ Á ÂÉÔ ÏÆ 
concrete information should things later come to a head legally. So he had in his possession, now 
safely ensconced in a safety deposit box, photographs of her and some geezer - good looking, but a 
geezer nonetheless. 



 
 5ÎÁÂÌÅ ÔÏ ÒÅÓÉÓÔ ÁÎÓ×ÅÒÉÎÇ ÈÉÓ ÆÒÉÅÎÄȭÓ ÑÕÅÓÔÉÏÎȟ ÈÅ ÔÏÏË Á ÓÉÐ ÏÆ ÈÉÓ (ÅÁÄÙ 4ÏÐÐÅÒ ÁÎÄ ÓÁÉÄȟ 
Ȱ)ȭÖÅ ÂÅÅÎ ÔÁÌËÉÎÇ ÔÏ ÔÈÉÓ ×ÏÍÁn at work, not the eÃÏÎ ÐÒÏÆ ÂÕÔȟ ×ÅÌÌȟ ÓÈÅȭÓ Á ÓÔÕÄÅÎÔȢȱ 
 Ȱ5È ÏÈȟ ÂÒÏȢ 4ÒÏÕÂÌÅȱ 
 Ȱ.ÏÔ Á student ÓÔÕÄÅÎÔȟ ÂÕÔ ÁÎ ÁÄÕÌÔȢ 3ÈÅȭÓ ÏÌÄÅÒ ÔÈÁÎ ÍÅ ÁÃÔÕÁÌÌÙ - divorced and trying to get 
ÈÅÒÓÅÌÆ ÏÎ ÁÎÏÔÈÅÒ ÔÒÁÃËȢ 3ÁÙÓ ÓÈÅȭÓ ÁÌ×ÁÙÓ ×ÁÎÔÅÄ ÔÏ ÂÅÃÏÍÅ ÁÎ ÅØÐÅÒÉÍÅÎÔÁÌ ÐÓÙÃÈÏÌÏÇÉÓÔȢȱ 
 'ÒÅÇ ÓÈÏÔ ÈÉÍ Á ÓÈÁÒÐ ÌÏÏËȢ Ȱ7ÈÁÔ ÅÌÓÅ ÄÏÅÓ ÔÈÉÓ ÐÅÒÓÏÎ ÓÁÙȩȱ 
  Ȱ) ÄÏÎȭÔ ËÎÏ× ×ÈÁÔ ÙÏÕ ÍÅÁÎȢ 3ÈÅ ÔÁÌËÓ ÁÂÏÕÔ ÈÅÒÓÅÌÆ ÁÎÄ ÏÔÈÅÒ ÔÈÉÎÇÓ ÌÉËÅ ÁÎÙÏÎÅ ÄÏÅÓȢȱ 
 Ȱ!ÎÄ ×ÈÁÔ ÄÏ ÙÏÕ ÔÁÌË ÁÂÏÕÔ ÔÏ ÈÅÒȩȱ 
 #ÁÒÔÅÒ ÎÏ× ×ÉÓÈÅÄ ÈÅ ÈÁÄÎȭÔ ÓÔÁÒÔÅÄ ÔÈÉÓȢ (Å ÐÁÕÓÅÄ ÂÅÆÏÒÅ ÇÏÉÎÇ ÏÎȢ Ȱ) ÔÁÌË ÔÏ ÈÅÒ ÁÂÏÕÔ 
ÁÎÙÔÈÉÎÇ ) ×ÁÎÔȢȱ 
 Ȱ9ÏÕÒ ÐÅÒÓÏÎÁÌ ÐÒÏÂÌÅÍÓȩ !ÂÏÕÔ ,ÉÚÁȩȱ 
 #ÁÒÔÅÒ ÄÉÄÎȭÔ ÁÎÓ×ÅÒȢ 
 Ȱ(ÅÙȟ )ȭÍ ÎÏÔ ÊÕÄÇÉÎÇ ÙÏÕȟ ÄÕÄÅȢ )Æ ) ×ÅÒÅ ÉÎ ÙÏÕÒ ÓÉÔÕÁÔÉÏÎȟ ÂÅÌÉÅÖÅ ÍÅ )ȭÄ ÈÁÖÅ ÆÏÕÎÄ 
ÓÏÍÅÏÎÅ ÂÅÆÏÒÅ ÔÈÉÓȢȱ 
 Carter sipped his beer. 
 Ȱ!ÒÅ ÙÏÕ ÁÔÔÒÁÃÔÅÄ ÔÏ ÈÅÒȩȱ ÐÅÒÓÉÓÔÅÄ 'ÒÅÇȢ 
 Ȱ9ÅÓȢȱ 
 ,ÏÎÇ ÐÁÕÓÅȢ Ȱ$ÉÄ ÙÏÕ ÆÕÃË ÈÅÒȩȱ 
 Another long pause.   
 Ȱ)ȭÍ ÇÏÉÎÇ ÔÏ ÔÁËÅ ÔÈÁÔ ÁÓ Á ÙÅÓȟȱ ÓÁÉÄ 'ÒÅÇȢ 
  

* * * 
 

 Within twenty-ÆÏÕÒ ÈÏÕÒÓȟ ÔÈÅ ÉÎÆÏÒÍÁÔÉÏÎ ×ÁÓ ÒÅÌÁÙÅÄ ÔÏ ,ÉÚÁȢ Ȱ) ÆÅÌÔ ÙÏÕ ÓÈÏÕÌÄ ËÎÏ×ȟȱ 
finished up Brie. 
 Ȱ7ÅÌÌȟȱ ÓÁÉÄ ,ÉÚÁȟ ÓÈÒÕÇÇÉÎÇ Á ÌÉÔÔÌÅȟ ȰÉÔȭÓ ÈÉÓ ÒÉÇÈÔȢ ) ÍÅÁÎȟ ÉÔȭÓ ÏÕÒ dealȟ ÓÏȣȱ 
 Ȱ$ÏÎȭÔ ÙÏÕ ×ÁÎÔ ÔÏ ËÎÏ× ×ÈÁÔ ÓÈÅȭÓ ÌÉËÅȩȱ 
 4ÈÅ ÔÈÏÕÇÈÔ ÈÁÄÎȭÔ ÉÍÍÅÄÉÁÔÅÌÙ ÏÃÃÕÒÒÅÄ ÔÏ ,ÉÚÁȟ ÂÕÔ ÎÏ× ÔÈÁÔ ÓÈÅ ÃÏÎÓÉÄÅÒÅÄ ÉÔȟ ÙÅÓȟ ÓÈÅ 
did. Of course she ×ÏÕÌÄÎȭÔ ÁÄÍÉÔ ÔÈÉÓ ÔÏ "ÒÉÅȟ ÅÓÐÅÃÉÁÌÌÙ ÓÉÎÃÅ ÓÈÅ ÃÏÕÌÄÎȭÔ ÈÅÌÐ ÂÕÔ ÄÅÔÅÃÔ Á ÔÒÁÃÅ ÏÆ 
ÇÌÅÅ ÉÎ ÈÅÒ ÆÒÉÅÎÄȭÓ ÁÔÔÉÔÕÄÅȢ 
 Ȱ) ÄÏÎȭÔ ÔÈÉÎË ÉÔ ÍÁÔÔÅÒÓȟȱ ÓÈÅ ÓÁÉÄ ÃÏÏÌÌÙȢ  
 Ȱ) ÆÏÕÎÄ ÏÕÔ ÈÅÒ ÎÁÍÅȟȱ ÓÁÉÄ "ÒÉÅȢ Ȱ)ÔȭÓ +ÒÉÓÔÉÎ 'ÒÅÅÎȢ 3ÈÅȭÓ ÔÈÉÒÔÙ-ÓÉØȦ !ÎÄ ) ÔÈÉÎË ÓÈÅȭÓ part 
Indian or something; at least she sort of looks like that. She wears a lot of silver and turquoise and 
ÈÁÓ ÌÏÎÇ ÂÌÁÃË ÈÁÉÒȢȱ 
 Ȱ(Ï× ÄÉÄ ÙÏÕ ÆÉÎÄ ÁÌÌ ÔÈÉÓ ÏÕÔȩȱ ÁÓËÅÄ ,ÉÚÁ ÄÒÉÌÙȢ 
 Ȱ) ÈÁÖÅ ÍÙ ×ÁÙÓȢ 4Ï ÇÅÔ ÔÈÅ ÎÁÍÅȟ ) ËÎÏ× ÓÏÍÅÏÎÅ ÉÎ ÒÅÇÉÓÔÒÁÔÉÏÎ ÁÔ ÔÈÅ college and I 
ÌÏÏËÅÄ ÆÏÒ Á ÆÅÍÁÌÅ ÉÎ ÏÎÅ ÏÆ #ÁÒÔÅÒȭÓ ÃÌÁÓÓÅÓ ×ÈÏȭÓ ÏÌÄÅÒ ÔÈÁÎ ÈÅ ÉÓ ÂÅÃÁÕÓÅ ÈÅ ÍÅÎÔÉÏÎÅÄ ÔÈÁÔ ÔÏ 
'ÒÅÇȢ !Ó ÆÏÒ ÈÏ× ÓÈÅ ÌÏÏËÓȟ ) ÐÁÒËÅÄ ÉÎ ÔÈÅ ÐÁÒËÉÎÇ ÌÏÔ ÏÕÔÓÉÄÅ #ÁÒÔÅÒȭÓ ÂÕÉÌÄÉÎÇ ÁÎÄ ×ÁÉÔÅÄ ÆÏÒ ÈÉÍ 
to come out after work. They took off together in her car. Has he been maybe not coming home 
ÅÖÅÒÙ ÎÉÇÈÔ ÏÒ ÁÔ ÌÅÁÓÔ ÎÏÔ ÔÉÌÌ ÌÁÔÅȩȱ 
 Liza sighed and looked at the ceiling. As a matter of fact, he had seemed to stay out one night 
ÁÎÄ ÈÅȭÄ ÍÉÓÓÅÄ ÄÉÎÎÅÒ Ô×Ï ÔÉÍÅÓ ÌÁÓÔ ×ÅÅËȢ Ȱ) ÄÏÎȭÔ ÁÌ×ÁÙÓ ÎÏÔÉÃÅȟȱ ÓÈÅ ÌÉÅÄȢ Ȱ3ÏÍÅÔÉÍÅÓ ) ÄÏÎȭÔ ÇÅÔ 
ÈÏÍÅ ÔÉÌÌ ÌÁÔÅ ÍÙÓÅÌÆȢ -ÁÙÂÅ ÈÉÓ ÃÁÒ ÉÓ ÉÎ ÔÈÅ ÇÁÒÁÇÅ ÁÎÄ ) ÄÏÎȭÔ ÂÏÔÈÅÒ ÔÏ ÌÏÏËȢȱ 
 Ȱ9ÏÕȭÒÅ ÎÏ ÌÏÎÇÅÒ ÓÌÅÅÐÉÎÇ ÔÏÇÅÔÈÅÒ ÔÈÅÎȟȱ ÓÁÉÄ "ÒÉÅȢ 
 This was not something Liza would have chosen to reveal to this particular person, but now 
ÉÔ ÈÁÄ ÓÌÉÐÐÅÄ ÏÕÔȢ Ȱ5Íȟ ÎÏÔ ÕÓÕÁÌÌÙȟȱ ÓÈÅ ÍÕÍÂÌÅÄȢ 
 Ȱ4ÈÁÔ ÐÒÏÂÁÂÌÙ ÉÓÎȭÔ ÇÏÏÄȟȱ ÓÁÉÄ "ÒÉÅȢ Ȱ.ÏÔ ÉÆ ÙÏÕ ÈÁÖÅ ÐÌÁÎÓ ÆÏÒ ÔÈÅ ÍÁÒÒÉÁÇÅ ÔÏ ÓÕÒÖÉÖÅ ÔÈÉÓ 
ÅØÐÅÒÉÍÅÎÔȢȱ 



 
 So this was how it was then, Liza said to herself after she got off the phone.  He was going to 
ȰÓÈÏ× ÈÅÒȟȱ ×ÁÓ ÈÅȩ 7ÈÙ ÄÉÄ ÓÈÅ ÆÅÅÌ ÔÈÁÔ ÓÈÅ ×ÁÎÔÅÄ ÔÏ ÓÍÁÓÈ ÈÉÓ ÈÅÁÄ ÉÎȩ !ÆÔÅÒ ÁÌÌȟ ÓÈÅ ÈÁÄ ÍÁÄÅ 
Carter agreed to this.  She had no right whatsoever to object for any reason.   
 Briefly, Erik passed through her mind, her older man, her excellent lover, but he had begun 
ÔÏ ÂÏÒÅ ÈÅÒȢ 3ÈÅȭÄ ÎÏÔÉÃÅÄ ÔÈÁÔ ÈÅ ÄÉÄÎȭÔ ÁÌ×ÁÙÓ ÓÍÅÌÌ ÓÏ ×ÏÎÄÅÒÆÕÌ ÁÆÔÅÒ ÁÌÌȢ /ÆÔÅÎ ÈÅ ÈÁÄ ÐÒÅÔÔÙ 
terrible breath. His days of doing it twice in one session had long expired. She suspected him of 
using Viagra, which, though she knew was perfectly reasonable given his age, seemed slightly 
insulting. She was used to men becoming interested by just looking at or talking to her and at the 
most inconvenient places and times.  
 In addition, she was sick to death of hearing how the country was going to the dogs. Movies 
×ÅÒÅÎȭÔ ÇÏÏÄ ÁÎÙÍÏÒÅȟ ÍÕÓÉÃ ÓÏÕÎÄÅÄ ÌÉËÅ ÎÏÉÓÅȟ ÒÅÓÔÁÕÒÁÎÔÓ ÄÉÄÎȭÔ ÃÏÏË ÁÓ ×ÅÌÌ ÁÓ ÔÈÅÙ ÕÓÅÄ ÔÏȟ 
people had no morals anymore. WTF? He was technically committing adultery and he had the 
audacity to make judgments about morals? She could rave on about things his generation had done 
and caused, for instance global warming? That plastic island in the Pacific the size of Texas? As far 
as she was concerned, her own generation was way more moral when it came to what actually 
mattered.   
 But thinking about her own generation led her to remember how evenings used to be with 
Carter, preparing their leisurely dinners while sipping wine and discussing everything from physics 
ÔÏ ÃÅÌÅÂÒÉÔÉÅÓȢ 4ÈÅÙȭÄ ÁÎÁÌÙÚÅÄ ÍÏÖÉÅÓ ÁÎÄ 46 ÓÅÒÉÅÓ ÁÓ ÉÆ ÔÈose were real life. They gossiped 
deliciously about friends.  
 She felt her eyes tear up, experienced almost a punch to her gut. The way it used to be 
ÂÅÆÏÒÅ ÓÈÅȭÄ ÄÏÎÅ ×ÈÁÔ ÓÈÅȭÄ ÆÅÌÔ ÁÔ ÔÈÅ ÔÉÍÅ ÓÈÅ ÈÁÄ ÔÏ ÄÏȢ !ÎÄ ÓÕÒÅÌÙ ÓÈÅ had needed to do it or for 
the rest of her life, she would have wondered. 
 /Î ÔÏÐ ÏÆ ÈÅÒ ÄÉÓÉÌÌÕÓÉÏÎÍÅÎÔ ×ÉÔÈ ÈÅÒ ÏÌÄÅÒ ÌÏÖÅÒȟ ,ÉÚÁ ÊÕÓÔ ×ÁÓÎȭÔ ÆÅÅÌÉÎÇ ×ÅÌÌȢ   
 Ȱ9ÏÕ ÍÉÇÈÔ ÈÁÖÅ ÔÈÁÔ ÔÈÉÎÇ ÇÏÉÎÇ ÁÒÏÕÎÄȟȱ %ÍÉÌÙ ÔÏÌÄ ÈÅÒȢ Ȱ0ÅÏÐÌÅ ÓÁÙ ÔÈÅÙ ÃÁÎȭÔ ÇÅÔ ÒÉÄ ÏÆ 
ÉÔȢȱ 
 Ȱ4ÈÁÔȭÓ ÁÎ ÕÐÐÅÒ ÒÅÓÐÉÒÁÔÏÒÙ ÉÎÆÅÃÔÉÏÎȟȱ ÓÁÉÄ ,ÉÚÁȢ Ȱ) ÄÏÎȭÔ ÈÁÖÅ ÔÈÁÔȢȱ 
 She went to see her doctor who ordered tests and a week later told her that most likely she 
ÈÁÄ ÌÕÐÕÓȢ ȰThereȭÓ ÎÏ ÓÉÎÇÌÅ ÄÉÁÇÎÏÓÔÉÃ test for systemic lupusȟȱ ÈÅ ÅØÐÌÁÉÎÅÄȢ Ȱ! ÖÁÒÉÅÔÙ ÏÆ 
laboratory tests are used to detect physical changes or conditions in your body that can occur with 
lupusȢ 7Å ÊÕÓÔ ÈÁÖÅ ÔÏ ÍÁËÅ ÁÎ ÅÄÕÃÁÔÅÄ ÇÕÅÓÓȢȱ 
 For several days after, she stayed home from work and hardly left the bedroom. Eventually, 
Carter noticed her absence and softly rapped on her door.  
 He heard mumbling from the other side and when nothing more happened, opened it and 
stepped into the gloom. 
 Ȱ7ÈÁÔȭÓ ×ÒÏÎÇȩȱ  
 3ÈÅ ÔÏÌÄ ÈÉÍȢ (Å ÄÉÄÎȭÔ ÓÁÙ ÁÎÙÔÈÉÎÇȟ ÂÕÔ ÓÁÔ ÏÎ ÔÈÅ ÅÄÇÅ ÏÆ ÔÈÅ ÂÅÄ ÁÎÄ ÇÅÎÔÌÙ ÒÕÂÂÅÄ ÈÅÒ 
arm. She felt a terrible rush of emotion. How she had missed him. 
 Ȱ)ȭÍ ÓÏÒÒÙȟȱ ÓÈÅ ÓÁÉÄ ÁÓ ÓÈÅ ÂÕÒÓÔ ÉÎÔÏ ÁÌÍÏÓÔ ÐÁÉÎÆÕÌ ×ÅÅÐÉÎÇȢ 
 Ȱ(ÁÒÄÌÙ ÙÏÕÒ ÆÁÕÌÔȟȱ ÓÁÉÄ #ÁÒÔÅÒȢ 
 Ȱ.Ïȟ ) ÍÅÁÎ ÁÂÏÕÔ ÔÈÅ ÏÔÈÅÒ ÔÈÉÎÇȢȱ 4ÈÅ ÂÅÄ ÓÈÏÏË ×ÈÉÌÅ ÓÈÅ ÓÏÂÂÅÄȢ 
 He crawled in next to her and took her in his arms.   
 Ȱ7ÉÌÌ ÙÏÕ ÆÏÒÇÉÖÅ ÍÅȩȱ ÓÈÅ ×ÈÉÓÐÅÒÅÄȢ 
 Ȱ) ÄÏÎȭÔ ËÎÏ×ȟȱ ÈÅ ÓÁÉÄȟ ×ÈÉÃÈ ÏÎÌÙ ÃÁÕÓÅÄ ÈÅÒ ÔÏ ÃÒÙ ÈÁÒÄÅÒȢ 
 

* * * 
 

 4ÈÅ ÔÒÕÔÈ ×ÁÓȟ ÈÅ ÄÉÄÎȭÔ ËÎÏ× ÉÆ ÈÅ ÃÏÕÌÄ ÏÒ ×ÏÕÌÄ ÆÏÒÇÉÖÅ ÈÅÒȢ "ÕÔ ÌÉËÅ ÈÅÒȟ ÈÅ ÍÉÓÓÅÄ ÔÈÅir 
old camaraderie and the comfort of their former physical closeness.  However, he truly enjoyed the 



 
freshness and stimulation of talking with Kristin. Their experiences with their mates were similar 
and Kristin had once shared his sense of humiliation but moved beyond it. Their sex was mediocre, 
ÁÔ ÆÉÒÓÔ ÉÎÔÅÒÅÓÔÉÎÇ ÂÅÃÁÕÓÅ ÉÔ ×ÁÓ ×ÉÔÈ ÓÏÍÅÏÎÅ ÎÅ×ȟ ÂÕÔ ÓÏÏÎ ÈÅȭÄ ÒÅÁÌÉÚÅÄ ÔÈÁÔ ÉÔ ×ÁÓ ÎÅÖÅÒ ÇÏÉÎÇ 
ÔÏ ÒÉÓÅ ÁÂÏÖÅ Á ÃÅÒÔÁÉÎ ÄÅÇÒÅÅ ÏÆ ÐÌÅÁÓÕÒÅ ÂÅÃÁÕÓÅ ÈÅ ÓÅÎÓÅÄ ÔÈÁÔ ÕÎÄÅÒÎÅÁÔÈȟ ÓÈÅ ×ÁÓÎȭÔ ÔÈÅ ËÉÎÄ ÏÆ 
person who really needed sex.     
 He was no longer sure what love was. But he had some idea that it did involve not 
abandoning a wife to fight this illness alone. 
  
  
  



 
The Telescope 
Philip Barbara 

 
)Ô ×ÁÓ ÊÕÓÔ ÂÅÆÏÒÅ ÎÏÏÎ ÏÎ 3ÁÔÕÒÄÁÙ ÁÎÄ 6ÅÓÕÖÉÏȭÓ 0ÉÚÚÅÒÉÁ ×ÁÓ ÁÌÒÅady packed with teenagers. 
(ÕÇÈ ÍÅÎÔÁÌÌÙ ÒÅÐÅÁÔÅÄ ÈÉÓ ÓÏÎȭÓ ×ÏÒÄÓ ÁÓ ÈÅ ×ÁÉÔÅÄ ÉÎ ÌÉÎÅȡ Ȱ$ÏÎȭÔ ÆÏÒÇÅÔ ÙÏÕÒ ÃÈÁÎÇÅȢȱ !Ó ÔÈÏÕÇÈ 
(ÕÇÈȭÓ !ÌÚÈÅÉÍÅÒȭÓ ×ÁÓ ÔÈÁÔ ÆÁÒ ÁÌÏÎÇȢ )Ô ×ÁÓÎȭÔȟ ÈÅ ÔÈÏÕÇÈÔȢ 3ÔÉÌÌȟ ÈÅ ÒÅÐÅÁÔÅÄ ÔÈÅ ÐÈÒÁÓÅ ÌÉËÅ Á 
mantra while Lee waited outside for him, the car idling at the curb. 

The line to the counter was long, and Hugh gazed around the room as he waited. In the 
corner of the restaurant was a pinball machine. He recognized it as The Jungle Queen, an older 
game with a rolling digit counter he ÕÓÅÄ ÔÏ ÐÌÁÙ ÁÓ Á ËÉÄȢ )Ô ÒÅÍÉÎÄÅÄ ÈÉÍ ÏÆ Á ÇÉÒÌ ÉÎ ÃÏÌÌÅÇÅ ÈÅȭÄ 
ÄÁÔÅÄ ×ÈÏȭÄ ÓÈÁÒÅÄ Á ÌÉËÅÎÅÓÓ ×ÉÔÈ ÔÈÅ *ÕÎÇÌÅ 1ÕÅÅÎȡ ÓÈÏÕÌÄÅÒ-length dirty blond hair, tan skin, and 
the muscular legs of a male athlete. He remembered her as a girl who swung her arms freely when 
she walked and spent everything she earned. Hugh had been just one of her bedmates. Looking now 
across the room at the cartoon version of her, he wondered whether the years had tamed her as 
they had him. Damned if he could remember her name. 

Hugh walked over to the machine and slid a dollar bill into the slot. The machine rang to life 
and the digit counter reset to zero. There was a loud knock as a silver ball rose to a chute. Hugh 
pulled back the spring-loaded silver knob and released it. The ball punched forward and began its 
haphazard descent, pinging and angling back and forth between the bumpers, an amplified chime 
sounding in time with a synchronized frenzy of lights. Hugh was entranced by the sensory 
explosion. He swung his hips to the right to nudge the entire machine that way, to coax the ball to a 
flipper, then to the right again, then swung his hips to the left, as he slapped the ball back up again. 
At age 65, it took more energy to keep the ball rolling than when he was a kid. When the final ball 
slipped into the bowels of the machine, it fell silent and its lights shut off. Hugh took out another 
dollar bill and inserted it into the slot. 

,ÅÅ ÂÒÏËÅ ÈÉÓ ÃÏÎÃÅÎÔÒÁÔÉÏÎȢ Ȱ$ÉÄ ÙÏÕ ×ÉÎ Á ÒÅÐÌÁÙȩȱ 
Ȱ.ÏÔ ÙÅÔȟȱ (ÕÇÈ ÇÒÕÎÔÅÄȟ ÒÅÁÌÉÚÉÎÇ ÈÅȭÄ ÌÏÓÔ ÔÒÁÃË Ïf time. 
Ȱ7ÈÅÒÅȭÓ ÔÈÅ ÐÉÚÚÁȩȱ 
Forget the change? Heck, he forgot to order the pie. Was it early-ÓÔÁÇÅ !ÌÚÈÅÉÍÅÒȭÓ ÁÔ ×ÏÒËȩ 
A half-ÈÏÕÒ ÌÁÔÅÒȟ ÓÔÒÁÐÐÅÄ ÂÁÃË ÉÎÔÏ ,ÅÅȭÓ ÃÁÒ ×ÉÔÈ Á ÈÏÔ ÐÉÚÚÁ ÂÏØ ÉÎ ÈÉÓ ÌÁÐȟ (ÕÇÈ ÔÒÉÅÄ ÔÏ 

ÒÅÃÁÌÌ ÔÈÅ ÙÅÁÒ ÈÅȭÄ ×ÏÎ Á ÐÉÎÂÁÌÌ ÔÏÕÒÎÁÍÅÎÔȢ Ȱ9ÏÕ ÒÅÍÅÍÂÅÒ ÍÙ ÐÌÁÑÕÅȩȱ ÈÅ ÁÓËÅÄ ,ÅÅȟ ÔÈÉÎËÉÎÇ 
ÏÆ ÔÈÅ ÏÎÅ ÔÈÁÔ ÈÁÄ ÐÒÏÃÌÁÉÍÅÄ ÈÉÍ ÔÈÅ Ȱ0ÉÎÂÁÌÌ #ÈÁÍÐȢȱ )Ô ×ÁÓρωφωȟ ÈÅ ÓÕÄÄÅÎÌÙ ÒÅÃÁÌÌÅÄȟ ÔÈÅ ÙÅÁÒ 
he graduated high school. For years the plaque hung above the basement bar in their home, but 
now it was in storage along with everything else Hugh and his late wife Anita had accumulated 
during their years together.  

Lee parked in his garage and pulled from the car a long, narrow box. Hugh eyed it warily but 
said nothing. They had to take an elevator to ,ÅÅȭÓ ÁÐÁÒÔÍÅÎÔȟ ÔÈÅ ÐÅÎÔÈÏÕÓÅ ×ÈÅÒÅ (ÕÇÈ ÎÏ× 
lived. It was a corner unit of a high-rise built atop a stone ridge, from which there were 
commanding views of the New Jersey meadows to the west, along with the factories and power 
stations, truck depots and suburbs beyond, and the Hudson River to the north. 

,ÅÅ ÐÕÌÌÅÄ ÆÒÏÍ ÔÈÅ ÂÏØ Á ËÉÔ ÆÏÒ Á ÔÅÌÅÓÃÏÐÅȟ ÁÎÄ ÁÓ ÔÈÅÙ ÁÔÅ ÔÈÅ ÐÉÚÚÁȟ ÈÅ ÁÓÓÅÍÂÌÅÄ ÉÔȢ Ȱ4ÈÅ 
ÄÏÃÔÏÒ ÓÁÉÄ ÔÈÉÓ ×ÉÌÌ ÂÅ ÇÏÏÄ ÆÏÒ ÙÏÕȟȱ ÈÅ ÓÁÉÄȢ Ȱ9ÏÕȭÌÌ ÂÅ ÁÂÌÅ ÔÏ ÓÅÅ ÙÏÕÒ ÏÌÄ ÓÔÏÍÐÉÎÇ ÇÒÏÕÎÄÓȢ )Ô 
will ÈÅÌÐ ÙÏÕ ÍÁËÅ ÃÏÎÎÅÃÔÉÏÎÓȢȱ 

Ȱ,ÏÏËÓ ÌÉËÅ ÆÕÎȟȱ (ÕÇÈ ÓÁÉÄȢ  
7ÈÅÎ ÈÅ ×ÁÓ ÄÏÎÅȟ ,ÅÅ ÒÁÉÓÅÄ Á ÇÅÓÔÕÒÉÎÇ ÈÁÎÄ ÔÏ ÔÈÅ ÉÎÓÔÒÕÍÅÎÔ ÁÎÄ ÓÁÉÄȟ Ȱ'Ï ÁÈÅÁÄȟ ÆÉÎÄ 

ÔÈÅ ÃÌÕÂÈÏÕÓÅȢȱ  
&ÒÏÍ ÔÈÅÉÒ ÈÅÉÇÈÔȟ (ÕÇÈ ÈÁÄ Á 'ÏÄȭÓ ÅÙÅ ÖÉÅ×Ȣ 4ÈÅ ÃÈÉÌÌ .ÏÖÅÍÂÅÒ ÁÉÒ ÌÅÆÔ ÔÈÅ ÓËÙ ÃÌÅÁÒ ÁÎÄ 

still. He peered into the eyepiece and gently moved the telescope in concentric circles, searching. 
Then he panned north until he found the golf and country club where he had once worked as a 



 
lifeguard over the summers in high school. The swimming pool was empty now, a placid blue 
ÓÑÕÁÒÅȢ "ÕÔ ÉÎ ÈÉÓ ÍÉÎÄ ÈÅ ÃÏÕÌÄ ÓÅÅ ÔÈÅ ÇÉÒÌȟ Á ÃÌÕÂ ÍÅÍÂÅÒȭÓ ÄÁÕÇÈÔÅÒȟ ×ÈÏ ÄÏÖÅ ÉÎ ÔÏÐÌÅÓÓ ÌÁÔÅ 
one night after a party, an image that never left him. He moved the telescope to sight in next on the 
seventh green, where he and that same girl had sex on the lush apron between the sand traps. He 
could remember every detail of that event, and yet her name escaped him.  

 Hugh spent most of the next day looking through the telescope. Outside the windows lay 
every place he had ever kno×ÎȢ )Î ÔÈÅ ÄÉÓÔÁÎÃÅ ×ÁÓ ÔÈÅ ÓÍÁÌÌ *ÅÒÓÅÙ ÔÏ×Î ×ÈÅÒÅ ÈÅȭÄ ÅÁÒÎÅÄ Á 
baseball scholarship to a state college, where he met his wife Anita, and settled down in a quiet 
suburb to raise their son. He followed several lines of commuter trains, sleek silver coaches as they 
cut through meadows and headed for Manhattan. The very trains Hugh had commuted on for 
thirty-five years. The trains, he considered, had been central to his life. Before Lee was born, Anita 
used to meet him in the city on Friday nights for dinner and a show. Then they rode home together. 
When Lee was a toddler, Anita would bring him to wait on the platform. Hugh would step down 
from the coach and scoop his son high into the air before holding him close, his face nuzzled against 
ÈÉÓ ÓÏÎȭÓ ÓÏÆÔ ÎÅÃËȢ ,ÅÅ ÈÁÄ ÄÅÌÉÇÈÔÅÄ ÉÎ ÁÌÌ ÏÆ ÔÈÉÓȟ ÔÈÅ ÔÒÁÉÎÓ ÃÏÍÉÎÇ ÁÎÄ ÇÏÉÎÇȟ (ÕÇÈȭÓ ÈÏÍÅÃÏÍÉÎÇȢ 

 The telescope placed Hugh squarely in the present as well as the past. Everywhere he 
looked were visions of things that were there but also no more. It made him feel like life was 
slipping quickly by. 

(ÅȭÄ ×ÏÒËÅÄȟ ÕÎÔÉÌ ÏÎÌÙ ÔÈÒÅÅ ÙÅÁÒÓ ÁÇÏȟ ÁÔ ÁÎ ÁÄÖÅÒÔÉÓÉÎÇ ÁÇÅÎÃÙȢ (Å ×ÁÓ ÉÎ ÍÉÄÄÌÅ 
ÍÁÎÁÇÅÍÅÎÔȟ ÂÕÔ ÈÅȭÄ ÅÎÊÏÙÅÄ ÔÈÅ ÊÏÂȟ ÔÈÅ ÔÒÉÐÓ ÉÎ ÁÎÄ ÏÕÔ ÏÆ -ÁÎÈÁÔÔÁÎȢ !Ô #ÈÒÉÓÔÍÁÓ ÔÈÁÔ ÆÉÎÁÌ 
year, though, he had a strange episode. At diÎÎÅÒ ×ÉÔÈ ÆÒÉÅÎÄÓ ÈÅȭÄ ÐÒÁÉÓÅÄ ,ÅÅ ÆÏÒ ÕÎÁÃÈÉÅÖÅÄ 
distinctions, saying his son had been a cracker-jack high school baseball player scouted by the 
Yankees, when in fact Lee had been demoted to the bench for weak hitting. A month later, at their 
annual Super "Ï×Ì ÐÁÒÔÙȟ (ÕÇÈ ÃÏÕÌÄÎȭÔ ÒÅÃÁÌÌ ÔÈÅ ÎÁÍÅÓ ÏÆ ÔÈÅÉÒ ÌÏÎÇ-time neighbors. Anita took 
him to the doctor. 

)Ô ×ÁÓ ÏÎÌÙ ÅÁÒÌÙ ÓÔÁÇÅ !ÌÚÈÅÉÍÅÒȭÓ ÁÎÄ !ÎÉÔÁ ÑÕÉÃËÌÙ ÓÉÇÎÅÄ (ÕÇÈ ÕÐ ÆÏÒ 3ÐÁÎÉÓÈ ÌÅÓÓÏÎÓ 
and ballroom dancing, anything to keep his mind firing. They became closer than they had been in 
years, and he told her how lucky he was to have her. But she had been a lifelong cigarette smoker 
and drank several glasses of wine every day, and it was her health that failed first. After she died of 
cancer, Hugh struggled with being alone. That was last winter. At night, the rumbling ignition of the 
furnace would wake him. He lay in bed, aware of the creeping drip of silence, ever deepening his 
loneliness. It was because of this, and his increasing forgetfulness, that he moved in with Lee. For 
months he was aimless in his new home and spent long spells gazing out the windows, even with 
Lee present. Then Lee bought the telescope.  

One day Hugh easily located the Hackensack River snaking through the Jersey meadows. On 
it he found the Aratusa, a century-old yacht moored and padlocked. It had been a floating supper 
club for several years, with shining oak plank floors and polished brass fittings. Cut-glass mirrors 
ÁÂÏÖÅ ÔÈÅ ÏÒÎÁÔÅ ÂÁÒ ÇÁÖÅ ÉÔ Á ÂÁÒÏÎÉÁÌ ÆÅÅÌȢ /Î 6ÁÌÅÎÔÉÎÅȭÓ $Áy in 1975, Hugh had reserved a table 
just off the dance floor where he and Anita, then still just sweethearts, had danced and drank and 
ate for hours. Afterward, he helped Anita with her winter coat and they stepped out onto the 
canopied gangplank and into ÔÈÅ ÃÏÌÄȢ 4ÈÅÙ ×ÅÒÅÎȭÔ ÐÒÅÐÁÒÅÄ ÆÏÒ ÔÈÅ ÉÃÅȢ 3ÔÅÁÍ ÖÅÎÔÉÎÇ ÆÒÏÍ ÔÈÅ 
boat had frozen into a thin crust along the gangplank and railing. Anita slipped and plunged into the 
×ÁÔÅÒȢ )Ô ×ÁÓ ÏÎÌÙ Á ÆÅ× ÆÅÅÔ ÄÅÅÐȟ ÂÕÔ ÓÈÅ ÃÏÕÌÄÎȭÔ ÍÏÖÅ ÉÎ ÈÅÒ ×ÁÔÅÒ-soaked coat. Hugh shed his 
own coat and jumped in to steady her. A doorman tossed them a life ring, and with the help of two 
limo drivers, lifted them out. Back inside, several female diners took Anita to the ladies room to 
ÃÈÁÎÇÅȢ 4ÈÅ ÍÁÿÔÒÅ Äȭ ÇÁÖÅ (ÕÇÈ ÈÉÓ ÓÔÒÅÅÔ ÃÌÏthes, and Hugh changed and waited at the bar. Anita 
reappeared, also dressed in donationsɂÁ ÃÏÏËȭÓ ×ÈÉÔÅ ÐÁÎÔÓ ÁÎÄ Á ÐÁÔÒÏÎȭÓ ÅØÑÕÉÓÉÔÅ Ó×ÅÁÔÅÒȢ 
Hugh was quietly sipping a hot toddy, and when Anita rejoined him they became the focal point of 
the crowd. Someone else bought them cognacs. There was one man in a tux who Hugh never forgot. 



 
(Å ËÅÐÔ ×ÉÎËÉÎÇ ÁÔ (ÕÇÈȢ (Å ÄÉÄÎȭÔ ÓÁÙ ÁÎÙÔÈÉÎÇ ÁÔ ÆÉÒÓÔȟ ÊÕÓÔ ËÅÐÔ ×ÉÎËÉÎÇȢ 4ÈÅÎ ÈÅ ÆÉÎÁÌÌÙ ÐÕÔ ÈÉÓ 
ÒÏÕÎÄȟ ÇÒÅÁÓÙ ÆÁÃÅ ÕÐ ÔÏ (ÕÇÈȭÓ ÅÁÒ ÁÎÄ ×ÈÉÓÐÅÒÅÄȟ Ȱ(ÅÙ ÃÈÁÍÐȟ ÓÈÅȭÓ ÙÏÕÒÓ ÎÏ×Ȣ #ÈÁÍÐȟ ÓÈÅȭÌÌ 
ÆÏÌÌÏ× ÙÏÕ ÁÎÙ×ÈÅÒÅȢȱ  

 Saving the life of the woman he loved made Hugh realize their relationship would be 
eternal. He got down on his knee and proposed. They were married for 38 years. 

Ȱ) ÆÏÕÎÄ ÔÈÅ !ÒÁÔÕÓÁȟȱ ÈÅ ÓÁÉÄ ×ÈÅÎ ,ÅÅ ÃÈÅÃËÅÄ ÉÎ ×ÉÔÈ ÈÉÍ ÂÙ ÐÈÏÎÅȢ Ȱ)ÔȭÓ ÁÂÁÎÄÏÎÅÄȢ .ÏÔ 
ÅÖÅÎ Á ÇÁÎÇÐÌÁÎËȢȱ 

 "ÕÔ ÁÆÔÅÒ ρπ ÙÅÁÒÓ ÏÆ ÍÁÒÒÉÁÇÅȟ !ÎÉÔÁȭÓ ÂÏÄÙ ×ÁÓ ÁÓ ÆÁÍÉÌÉÁÒ ÔÏ ÈÉÍ ÁÓ ÔÈÅ ÂÁÓÅÂÁÌÌ ÄÉÁÍÏÎÄ 
ÈÅȭÄ ÓÐÅÎÔ ÅÖÅÒÙ ÁÆÔÅÒÎÏÏÎ ÐÒÁÃÔÉÃÉÎÇ ÏÎ ÉÎ ÈÉÇÈ ÓÃÈÏÏÌȢ 4ÈÅÒÅ ×ÁÓ ÎÏÔÈÉÎÇ ÌÅÆÔ ÔÏ ÄÉÓÃÏÖÅÒȢ )Î ÈÉÓ 
mid-thirties, he began taking greater notice of the interest shown him by younger women at his 
office, all of them educated and well turned-out, perfumed and, he sensed, curious. They went with 
him at lunchtime to purchase take-out and, when a few colleagues went for the customary after-
work drinks on Thursday, these women slid in next to him at the bar. Once a girl asked him if he 
enjoyed casual sex. Another invited him to her East Side apartment for a quick dinner, quick enough 
that he could still grab the last express back to Jersey. These casual encounters always left him 
wondering. He burned for more of them, but he always took the train home. It was hard to remain 
faithful in Manhattan. 

A few days later, while Hugh waited for Lee to arrive home from work, he sighted in on the 
ÓÁÍÅ ÒÁÉÌ ÓÔÁÔÉÏÎ ×ÈÅÒÅ ÈÉÓ ×ÉÆÅ ÁÎÄ ÓÏÎ ÈÁÄ ×ÁÉÔÅÄ ÆÏÒ ÈÉÍ ÌÏÎÇ ÁÇÏȢ 4ÈÅ ÓÔÁÔÉÏÎȭÓ ÎÅÏ-Gothic style 
in white stone and its three-story clock tower rising above the town center made it easy to find, 
even though it was about five miles away. He watched for a certain woman, one he had often 
ÔÈÏÕÇÈÔ ÁÂÏÕÔȟ ÅÖÅÎ ÍÏÒÅ ÏÆÔÅÎ ÓÉÎÃÅ !ÎÉÔÁȭÓ ÄÅÁÔÈȢ 3ÈÅ ÃÏÍÍÕÔÅÄ ÔÏ ÔÈÅ ÃÉÔÙ ÆÏÒ ÙÅÁÒÓȟ ÁÎÄ ÔÈÅÙ 
×ÏÕÌÄ ÓÉÔ ÔÏÇÅÔÈÅÒȢ (ÅȭÄ ËÎÏ×Î ÈÅÒ ÎÁÍÅ ÁÎÄȟ ÄÁÍÎ ÉÔ ÁÌÌȟ ÈÅ ÃÏÕÌÄ ÎÏÔ ÒÅÍÅÍÂÅÒ ÉÔ ÎÏ×Ȣ 4ÈÅ 
thought of her began to consume him. He watched at 5:30 p.m. for the surge of pedestrians 
emerging from the station, and then dispersing. He was certain he would be able to recognize her 
ÏÎÃÅ ÔÈÅ ÃÒÏ×Ä ÔÈÉÎÎÅÄȟ ÅÖÅÎ ÆÒÏÍ Á ÄÉÓÔÁÎÃÅȢ 4ÈÅÎ ÈÅȭÄ ×ÁÔÃÈ ÔÈÅ ÎÅØÔ ÔÒÁÉÎ ÁÒrive and depart. 
0ÅÒÈÁÐÓ ÓÈÅȭÄ ÔÁËÅÎ Á ÌÁÔÅÒ ÔÒÁÉÎȟ ÈÁÄ ÄÉÎÎÅÒ ÉÎ ÔÈÅ ÃÉÔÙȢ 4ÈÅÎ ÈÅȭÄ ×ÁÔÃÈ ÔÈÅ ÔÒÁÉÎ ÓÔÁÔÉÏÎ ÆÏÒ ÔÈÅ 
entire evening rush hour. He began watching for her in the mornings too. He did this to the end of 
one work week and then the first days of the next. The telescope helped him pass the time.  

She was only a woman in a crowd, of course, but she used to greet him nearly every 
morning and many evenings and more often than not had taken the seat next to him, as though 
their seats had been assigned. He knew her story. She was a manager at a merchant bank who left 
to have a son. She stayed at home until her son began kindergarten and then returned to work, 
rising to become an executive. She had a husband and a fine, happy home, until one day she didÎȭÔȢ 
Her divorce left her cynical about marriage. She told Hugh that she only wanted to keep moving 
forward. Every morning she was splendidly dressed and cheerful, even in the cruelest winter 
weather. She carried a brown leather Schlesinger attaché case that bulged with paper. Even now he 
could recall the luscious scent of her perfume; when he inquired about it, she had leaned toward 
ÈÉÍȟ ÓÍÉÌÅÄ ÁÎÄ ×ÈÉÓÐÅÒÅÄ Ȱ#ÈÁÎÅÌȢȱ /È ÈÏ× ÈÅ ÌÏÎÇÅÄ ÔÏ ÓÅÅ ÈÅÒ ÎÏ×Ȣ &ÉÎÄÉÎÇ ÈÅÒ ÇÁÖÅ ÈÉÍ Á 
purpose. He almost thought to tell Lee, but worried how it might sound, this fixation on a woman 
who was not Anita. He decided to keep it to himself, for now. 

)Ô ×ÁÓÎȭÔ ÓÏ ÌÏÎÇ ÁÇÏ ÔÈÁÔ ÈÅ ÈÁÄ ÌÁÓÔ ÓÅÅÎ ÈÅÒȟ ÁÂÏÕÔ ÔÈÒÅÅ ÙÅÁÒÓȢ 3Ï ÍÕÃÈ ÈÁÄ ÈÁÐÐÅÎÅÄ 
ÓÉÎÃÅ ÔÈÅÎȢ (ÅȭÄ ÃÏÍÍÕÔÅÄ ×ÉÔÈ ÈÅÒ ÌÏÎÇ ÅÎÏÕÇÈ ÔÏ ×ÁÔÃÈ ÈÅÒ ÈÁÉÒ ÓÌÏ×ÌÙ ÓÉÌÖÅÒȢ .Ï× (ÕÇÈȭÓ 
ÏÂÓÅÓÓÉÏÎ ×ÁÓ ÍÏÔÉÖÁÔÉÎÇȟ ÁÎÄ ÉÔ ÇÁÖÅ ÈÉÍ ÎÅ× ÅÎÅÒÇÙ ÅÁÃÈ ÍÏÒÎÉÎÇȢ 4Ï ÈÅÌÌ ×ÉÔÈ !ÌÚÈÅÉÍÅÒȭÓȟ ÈÅ 
thought, he was a new man, a young man. He was virile and he had desires. He wanted to inhale her 
perfume again, so fresh in the morning and barely recognizable at night. He could all but conjure 
her beautifully manicured nails clutching the morning paper. There had been so many silent 
mornings spent reading as the coach gently rolled on to the city. He wanted to cup those hands in 
his own. He wanted other things too, things he wanted back then but was afraid ofɂnot for fear of 



 
ÌÏÓÉÎÇ !ÎÉÔÁ ÁÎÄ ,ÅÅȟ ÔÈÏÕÇÈ ÈÅ ÄÉÄ ÆÅÁÒ ÔÈÁÔȟ ÂÕÔ ÂÅÃÁÕÓÅ ÈÅ ÄÉÄÎȭÔ ×ÁÎÔ ÔÏ ÒÕÉÎ ÔÈÅ ÄÅÐÅÎÄÁÂÌÅȟ 
dreamlike sojourn on the train, the very thing that made commuting, year after year, bearable. 
Hugh sensed a commotion in his body as he positioned the telescope, a surging appreciation of the 
possibilities that he had long denied himself.  

The next day, on Wednesday, Hugh had a clear memory. She always took the earlier train on 
4ÈÕÒÓÄÁÙÓȟ ÔÈÅ ÄÁÙ ÏÆ ÔÈÅ ×ÅÅË ÈÅÒ ÃÏÍÐÁÎÙȭÓ ÄÉÖÉÓÉÏÎ ÈÅÁÄÓ ÍÅÔ ÁÔ ÅÉÇÈÔȢ (ÕÇÈ ÁÓËÅÄ ,ÅÅ ÔÏ ÄÒÉÖÅ 
him to the station the next morning before their usual breakfast. When his son asked why, Hugh felt 
so sure of what he wanted that he opened up and explained he wanted to meet an old commuting 
companion, a woman. 

Ȱ7ÈÁÔ ×ÏÍÁÎȩ )ÔȭÓ ÓÏ ÅÁÒÌÙȢȱ 
Ȱ! ÌÁÄÙ ) ÇÏÔ ÔÏ ËÎÏ× ×ÅÌÌ ÏÖÅÒ ÔÈÅ ÙÅÁÒÓ ÒÉÄÉÎÇ ÔÏ ×ÏÒËȢȱ 
Ȱ9ÏÕȭÖÅ ËÎÏ×Î ÈÅÒ ÆÏÒ ÙÅÁÒÓȩ $ÉÄ -ÏÍ ËÎÏ× ÈÅÒȩ $ÉÄ ÙÏÕ ÁÌÌ ÇÅÔ ÔÏÇÅÔÈÅÒ ÆÏÒ ÄÉÎner or 

somethingɂÙÏÕ ÁÎÄ -ÏÍȟ ÔÈÉÓ ÌÁÄÙ ÁÎÄ ÈÅÒ ÈÕÓÂÁÎÄȩȱ 
Ȱ3ÈÅȭÓ ÓÉÎÇÌÅȢȱ  
,ÅÅȭÓ ÅÙÅÓ ×ÉÄÅÎÅÄȢ Ȱ-ÏÍ ÈÁÄ ÔÏÌÄ ÍÅ ÔÈÅÒÅ ÈÁÄ ÃÏÍÅ Á ÔÉÍÅ ×ÈÅÎ ÙÏÕ ÈÁÄ ÂÅÇÕÎ ÃÏÍÉÎÇ 

ÈÏÍÅ ÌÁÔÅ ÅÖÅÒÙ 4ÈÕÒÓÄÁÙȢ 7ÅÒÅ ÙÏÕ ÓÅÅÉÎÇ ÔÈÉÓ ×ÏÍÁÎȩȱ 
Ȱ.ÅÖÅÒȢ .ÏÔ ÏÎÃÅȢ 7Å ÏÎÌÙ ÒÏÄÅ ÔÏÇÅÔÈÅÒȢ "ÕÔ ) ×ÁÎÔ ÔÏ ÓÅÅ ÈÅÒ ÎÏ×Ȣȱ 
Ȱ(ÁÖÅ ÙÏÕ ÓÐÏËÅÎ ÔÏ ÈÅÒȩȱ  
Ȱ.ÏȢ ) ÊÕÓÔ ×ÁÎÔ ÔÏ ÓÅÅ ÈÅÒȣÁÎÄȣ×ÅÌÌȟ ÍÁÙÂÅ ÅÖÅÎ ÓÐÅÁË ×ÉÔÈ ÈÅÒȢȱ 
Ȱ7ÈÙȩȱ 
Ȱ#ÕÒÉÏÓÉÔÙȢ 4Ï ÓÅÅ ×ÈÁÔ ÄÅÖÅÌÏÐÓȢ #ÏÍÐÁÎÉÏÎÓÈÉÐȟ ÍÁÙÂÅȢȱ  
Ȱ7ÈÙ ÄÏÎȭÔ ÙÏÕ ÊÕÓÔ ÃÁÌÌ ÁÎÄ ÉÎÖÉÔÅ ÈÅÒ ÔÏ ÄÉÎÎÅÒȩȱ 
Ȱ) ÄÏÎȭÔ ËÎÏ× ÈÏ× ÔÏ ÒÅÁÃÈ ÈÅÒȢ !ÎÄ )ȭÍ ÎÏÔ ÒÅÁÄÙ ÆÏÒ ÄÉÎÎÅÒȢȱ 
)Ô ×ÁÓ ÓÉÌÅÎÔ ÆÏÒ Á ÍÏÍÅÎÔȢ 4ÈÅÎ ,ÅÅ ÓÁÉÄȟ Ȱ9ÏÕ ×ÁÎÔ Á ÒÅÌÁÔÉÏÎÓÈÉÐȩ $ÁÄȟ ÙÏÕȭÄ ÂÅ ÁÓËÉÎÇ 

ÈÅÒ ÔÏ ÔÁËÅ ÏÎ Á ÂÉÇ ÒÅÓÐÏÎÓÉÂÉÌÉÔÙȟ ÁÔ ÙÏÕÒ ÁÇÅ ÁÎÄ ×ÉÔÈ ÙÏÕÒ ÆÏÒÇÅÔÆÕÌÎÅÓÓȢȱ 
Ȱ(ÅÙȟ ÙÏÕȭÒÅ ÉÎ ÔÈÉÓ ÔÏÏȢ 9ÏÕ ÂÏÕÇÈÔ ÔÈÅ telescope. If I use it to see a beautiful woman, 

ÓÈÏÕÌÄÎȭÔ ÙÏÕ ÂÅ ÃÈÅÅÒÉÎÇ ÍÅ ÏÎȩȱ (Å ÓÔÏÐÐÅÄ ÔÈÅÒÅȟ ÕÎ×ÉÌÌÉÎÇ ÔÏ ÓÁÙ ×ÈÁÔ ÈÅ ÎÏ× ÁÄÍÉÔÔÅÄ ÔÏ 
himself: I missed my chances years ago, this may be my last one. 

The next morning they rose early. After a quick cup of tea they got ready to leave. Hugh 
went straight for the door as Lee put on a jacket. 

 Ȱ)ÔȭÓ .ÏÖÅÍÂÅÒȢ 9ÏÕ ÎÅÅÄ Á ÃÏÁÔȟȱ ,ÅÅ ÓÁÉÄȢ 
(ÕÇÈ ÇÒÁÂÂÅÄ ÈÉÓ ÃÏÁÔ ÁÎÄ ÒÏÄÅ ×ÉÔÈ ,ÅÅ ÔÏ ÔÈÅ ÓÔÁÔÉÏÎȢ Ȱ,ÅÔ ÍÅ ÈÁÖÅ ÙÏÕÒ ÃÅÌÌ ÐÈÏÎÅȟȱ ,ÅÅ 

said. He punched in the penthÏÕÓÅ ÁÄÄÒÅÓÓȢ Ȱ)Æ ÙÏÕ ÆÏÒÇÅÔ ÏÕÒ ÁÄÄÒÅÓÓȟ ÉÔȭÓ ÉÎ ÈÅÒÅȢ #ÁÌÌ ÍÅ ÁÓ ÓÏÏÎ 
ÁÓ ÙÏÕ ÇÅÔ ÈÏÍÅȟȱ ÈÅ ÓÁÉÄ ÂÅÆÏÒÅ ÃÏÎÔÉÎÕÉÎÇ ÏÎ ÔÏ ÈÉÓ Ï×Î ÏÆÆÉÃÅȢ (ÕÇÈ ÔÏÏË Á ×ÉÎÄÏ× ÓÅÁÔ ÁÔ ÔÈÅ 
diner across the street sipping coffee, his eyes looking out over the rim of the cup. He looked up the 
macadam path that ran across the manicured lawn and to the commuter parking lot. Years before, 
she had driven to the station each morning and parked there, and he expected to see her 
approaching from the lot. He watched the stream of neatly-dressed office workers file toward the 
station and, when they reached the curb, split off in different directionsɂto Starbucks, to the dry 
cleaners, to the station. Only when the faces turned away from the path could he clearly view the 
next person. Stillȟ ÓÈÅ ÄÉÄÎȭÔ ÓÈÏ×Ȣ 3ÅÖÅÎ ÏȭÃÌÏÃËȢ 3ÅÖÅÎ-thirty. He must have missed her. Or had her 
ÁÐÐÅÁÒÁÎÃÅ ÃÈÁÎÇÅÄ ÓÏ ÍÕÃÈ ÔÈÁÔ ÈÅ ÄÉÄÎȭÔ ÒÅÃÏÇÎÉÚÅ ÈÅÒȩ (Å ×ÏÎÄÅÒÅÄȟ ÔÏÏȟ ÉÆ ÉÔ ×ÁÓ ÈÉÓ 
!ÌÚÈÅÉÍÅÒȭÓȢ 

But then there she was. She came from a different direction, suddenly close enough that if it 
not for the glass between them, Hugh might have called out to her. She was dressed as he 
ÒÅÍÅÍÂÅÒÅÄȡ ÉÎ Á ÓÍÁÒÔ ÃÈÁÒÃÏÁÌ ÇÒÅÙ ÐÉÎÓÔÒÉÐÅÄ ×ÏÍÁÎȭÓ ÂÕÓÉÎÅÓÓ ÓÕÉÔ ÁÎÄ Á ÓÉÌÖÅÒ ÂÕÔÔÏÎ-down 
blouse, the color nearly matching her hair. Her hair had a few stylish streaks of blond that must 
ÈÁÖÅ ÂÅÅÎ Á ÓÁÌÏÎȭÓ ÔÏÕÃÈȢ (ÅÒ ÆÁÃÅ ÓÈÏ×ÅÄ ÎÏ ÅØÐÒÅÓÓÉÏÎȟ ÎÏ ÓÔÒÁÉÎ ÆÒÏÍ ÅÁÒÌÙ-morning haste or 
worry about her meeting. She stepped into the station and disappeared.  



 
 (ÕÇÈ ÈÁÉÌÅÄ Á ÔÁØÉ ÁÎÄ ÄÉÄÎȭÔ ÈÅÓÉÔÁÔÅ ÔÏ ÒÅÁÄ ,ÅÅȭÓ ÁÄÄÒÅÓÓ ÁÌÏÕÄ ÆÒÏÍ ÈÉÓ ÃÅÌÌȢ (Å ÆÅÌÔ ÁÎÇÒÙ 

and he thought, I should have slept with her when I had the chance. Her scent in the morning had 
ÉÎÔÏØÉÃÁÔÅÄ ÈÉÍȟ ÁÎÄ ÈÅȭÄ ÆÁÎÔÁÓÉÚÅ ÁÂÏÕÔ ÈÅÒ ÄÕÒÉÎÇ ÔÈÅ ÑÕÉÅÔȟ ÂÏÒÅÄ ÍÏÍÅÎÔÓ ÁÌÏÎÅ ÉÎ ÈÉÓ ÏÆÆÉÃÅȢ 
She liked him and had looked for him at the station and openly talked about herself. She asked him 
about the events of his day and wanted to know more than his agenda; she wanted to know his 
impressions, his analysis. She never invited Anita and him over for dinner, which suggested to him 
ÔÈÁÔ ÓÈÅ ÈÁÄÎȭÔ ×ÁÎÔÅÄ ÔÏ ÍÅÅÔ ÈÉÓ ×ÉÆÅȢ (Å ÄÉÄÎȭÔ ×ÁÎÔ ÈÅÒ ÔÏ ÍÅÅÔ !ÎÉÔÁȟ ÅÉÔÈÅÒȟ ÁÎÄ ×ÁÓ ÁÆÒÁÉÄ ÉÔ 
might tip off his feelings. 

Riding in the taxi, his imagination surged. He visualized going to dinner with her twice a 
weeËȟ ÁÔ ÌÅÁÓÔ ÔÏ ÓÔÁÒÔȢ (ÅȭÄ ÁÓË ÈÅÒ ÔÈÅ ÎÁÍÅ ÏÆ ÈÅÒ ÆÁÖÏÒÉÔÅ ÆÌÏ×ÅÒ ÁÎÄ ×ÏÕÌÄ ÍÁËÅ ÓÕÒÅ ÔÈÅ 
ÍÁÉÔÒÅȭÄ ÁÔ ÈÅÒ ÆÁÖÏÒÉÔÅ ÒÅÓÔÁÕÒÁÎÔ ÐÌÁÃÅÄ Á ÂÏÕÑÕÅÔ ÏÆ ÔÈÅÍ ÁÔ ÔÈÅÉÒ ÔÁÂÌÅȢ 3ÈÅȭÄ ÓÍÉÌÅ ÁÃÒÏÓÓ ÔÈÅ 
ÔÁÂÌÅȢ 4ÈÉÓ ÓÃÅÎÅ ÁÓ ÉÔ ÐÌÁÙÅÄ ÏÕÔ ÉÎ ÈÉÓ ÍÉÎÄȭÓ ÅÙÅ ÍÁÄÅ ÈÉÍ ÈÁÐÐÙȢ (Å ÄÉÄÎȭÔ ÆÏÒÇÅÔ ÁÂÏÕÔ ÔÈÅ 
!ÌÚÈÅÉÍÅÒȭÓȟ ÂÕÔ ÉÎ ÈÉÓ ÆÁÎÔÁÓÙ ÈÅ ÂÅÌÉÅÖÅÄ ÔÈÁÔ ÓÈÅȭÄ ÍÁËÅ ÈÉÍ ÆÏÒÇÅÔ ÁÂÏÕÔ ÈÉÓ ÄÉÓÅÁÓÅȢ 

Then his memory sparked. Georgette. That was her name. The doctor had told him this 
would sometimes happen, this clarity, and it did. Georgette Stanton. He clenched his first and 
smiled. Georgette. He typed her name into his phone, just in case he forgot again.  

 (ÉÓ ÍÅÍÏÒÙ ÍÁÙ ÈÁÖÅ ÂÅÃÏÍÅ ÓÐÏÔÔÙȟ ÂÕÔ ÈÅ ÈÁÄÎȭÔ ÆÏÒÇÏÔÔÅÎ ÁÎÙ ×ÏÍÁÎ ÈÅȭÄ ÅÖÅÒ ÒÅÁÌÌÙ 
loved or had thought about constantly. Each love affair made him see his world differently. Perhaps 
his sweet sixteen love, Lorry, had only taught him to kiss. But his first live-in lover, Jacqueline, had 
opened his eyes to new things. She made him a better listener, and he saw things that had always 
ÂÅÅÎ ÉÎ ÈÉÓ ÐÅÒÉÐÈÅÒÙȢ 4ÈÁÔȭÓ ÔÈÅ ×ÁÙ ÉÔ ×ÁÓ ×ÉÔÈ ÅÖÅÒÙ ÓÕÂÓÅÑÕÅÎÔ ÒÅÌÁÔÉÏÎÓÈÉÐȢ 7ÈÅÎ 'ÅÏÒÇÅÔÔÅ 
spoke to him on the train, after sitting so close to him, he listened intently and followed every word 
as he trained his eye out the coach at the passing sÃÅÎÅÒÙȢ 2ÅÃÁÌÌÉÎÇ ÔÈÉÓȟ ÈÅ ÒÅÁÌÉÚÅÄ ÈÏ× ÍÕÃÈ ÈÅȭÄ 
adored her. 

What he wanted, Hugh realized, was to fall in love again. To feel once more the thrill and 
wonder of new romance. Was it possible? Would love at 65 be nothing more than a thoroughly 
hashed-out nÅÇÏÔÉÁÔÉÏÎ ×ÉÔÈ Á ÎÅ× ÐÁÒÔÎÅÒȩ Ȱ7ÅȭÌÌ ÔÁËÅ ÃÁÒÅ ÏÆ ÏÎÅ ÁÎÏÔÈÅÒȠ ×ÅȭÌÌ ÂÅ ÇÏÏÄ ÃÏÍÐÁÎÙȢ 
7ÅȭÌÌ ÅÎÊÏÙ ÔÈÅ ÑÕÉÅÔ ÏÆ ÔÈÅ ÅÖÅÎÉÎÇÓ ÔÏÇÅÔÈÅÒȟȱ ÈÅ ÉÍÁÇÉÎÅÄ ÓÁÙÉÎÇȢ 7ÏÕÌÄ ÔÈÅÙ ÁÌÓÏ ÇÅÔ ×ÉÌÄ ÎÏ× 
and then? It was terrible being alone at night after Anita died. And no×ȟ ÈÅ ÔÈÏÕÇÈÔȟ )ȭÍ ÆÒÅÅȢ -Ù 
heart is not weak. 

The thought again lifted his spirits. Before Lee bought the telescope, Hugh had felt trapped 
in the penthouse. He had no diversions. He despised the chatter of morning television shows and 
the false melodrama of the afternoon soaps. The news on the cable channels was disturbing. He 
ÄÉÄÎȭÔ Ï×Î Á ÃÁÒ ÁÎÙ ÌÏÎÇÅÒ ÁÎÄ ÎÏÎÅ ÏÆ ÈÉÓ ÏÌÄ ÂÕÄÄÉÅÓ ÌÉÖÅÄ ÎÅÁÒÂÙȢ ,ÅÅ ÈÁÄ ÁÓËÅÄ ÔÈÅ ÄÏÏÒÍÁÎ ÔÏ 
ËÅÅÐ ÁÎ ÅÙÅ ÏÎ ÈÉÍ ×ÈÅÎ ÈÅ ×ÅÎÔ ÆÏÒ Á ×ÁÌËȟ ÂÕÔ ÅÖÅÎ ÔÈÁÔ ×ÁÓÎȭÔ ÍÕÃÈ ÏÆ Á ÄÉÖÅÒÓÉÏn. Walking 
around the suburban neighborhood only deepened his sense of isolation. On street after street, no 
one was home; parents were at work and the children were at school. The notion that he could 
stride down the street in the nude and no one would notice depressed him.  

"ÕÔ ÔÈÅ ÔÅÌÅÓÃÏÐÅ ÈÁÄ ÐÒÏÖÉÄÅÄ Á ÓÐÁÒËȢ 4ÈÅ ÁÆÔÅÒÎÏÏÎ ÃÏÕÌÄÎȭÔ ÐÁÓÓ ÆÁÓÔ ÅÎÏÕÇÈȢ (ÕÇÈ 
ÐÁÃÅÄ ÁÒÏÕÎÄ ÔÈÅ ÃÏÎÄÏ ÁÎÄ ÄÉÄÎȭÔ ÆÏÌÌÏ× ÔÈÅ ÐÌÏÔ ÏÎ Á ÔÅÌÅÖÉÓÉÏÎ ÍÏÖÉÅȢ !Ó ÆÉÖÅ ÏȭÃÌÏÃË ÎÅÁÒÅÄȟ ÔÈÅ 
intervals between his glances at the clock shortened. Then Lee surprised him by coming home 
early. 

Ȱ(Ï×ȭÄ ÉÔ ÇÏȩ 3ÅÅ ÙÏÕÒ ÍÙÓÔÅÒÙ ×ÏÍÁÎȩȱ 
Ȱ9ÅÓȢ ,ÏÏËÅÄ ÊÕÓÔ ÁÓ ) ÉÍÁÇÉÎÅÄȢ ) ÃÏÕÌÄ ÈÁÖÅ ÃÁÌÌÅÄ ÔÏ ÈÅÒ ÂÕÔ ÓÈÅ ÁÐÐÅÁÒÅÄ ÔÏÏ ÑÕÉÃËÌÙȢ 

3ÕÒÐÒÉÓÅÄ ÍÅȢ ) ÈÅÓÉÔÁÔÅÄȟ ÁÎÄ ÓÈÅ ÃÒÏÓÓÅÄ ÔÈÅ ÓÔÒÅÅÔȢȱ 
Lee walked slowly to ÔÈÅ ÔÅÌÅÓÃÏÐÅȢ Ȱ-ÁÙÂÅ ÔÈÉÓ ×ÁÓÎȭÔ ÓÕÃÈ Á ÇÏÏÄ ÉÄÅÁȟȱ ÈÅ ÓÁÉÄȟ ÐÌÁÃÉÎÇ Á 

hand on the eyepiece and swiveling the instrument aimlessly, changing its line of sight. 
Ȱ7ÈÁÔ ÁÒÅ ÙÏÕ ÄÏÉÎÇȩȱ (ÕÇÈ ÓÁÉÄ ÉÎ Á ÓÈÁÒÐ ÔÏÎÅȟ ÇÏÉÎÇ ÔÏ ÔÈÅ ÔÅÌÅÓÃÏÐÅȢ Ȱ9ÏÕȭÒÅ ÒÕÉÎÉÎÇ ÍÙ 
scÈÅÄÕÌÅȢȱ 



 
Ȱ9ÏÕ ÈÁÖÅ Á ÓÃÈÅÄÕÌÅȩ 3ÃÈÅÄÕÌÅ ÆÏÒ ×ÈÁÔȩȱ 
Ȱ) ÄÏÎȭÔ ÈÁÖÅ ÔÉÍÅ ÔÏ ×ÁÓÔÅȢ )ȭÍ ÇÏÉÎÇ ÔÏ ×ÁÔÃÈ ÅÖÅÒÙ ÔÒÁÉÎ ÔÏÎÉÇÈÔ ÕÎÔÉÌ ) ÓÅÅ ÈÅÒ ÁÇÁÉÎȟȱ 

Hugh said. Lee stepped away. 
Hugh reset his focus on the station. He watched several trains arrive and the passengers 

disperse. Then he saw a woman who looked like her step out of the station. A car that had been in a 
waiting line of cars moved up to greet her and she got in and disappeared. 

Hugh stepped away and looked down at the floor.  
Ȱ7ÈÁÔȭÓ ÔÈÅ ÍÁÔÔÅÒȩȱ ,ÅÅ ÁÓËÅÄȢ (ÕÇÈ ÄÉÄÎȭÔ ÁÎÓ×ÅÒȢ (Å ÐÕÚÚÌÅÄ ÏÖÅÒ ÔÈÅ ÓÃÅÎÅ ÁÔ ÔÈÅ 

ÓÔÁÔÉÏÎȢ (Å ÃÏÕÌÄÎȭÔ ÓÅÅ ÔÈÅ ÄÒÉÖÅÒȭÓ ÓÉÄÅȢ #ÕÒÉÏÕÓ ÔÈÉÎÇȟ ×ÁÓÎȭÔ ÉÔȩ 7ÈÏ ÈÁÄ ÐÉÃËÅÄ ÈÅÒ ÕÐȩ (ÅÒ 
ÇÒÏ×Î ÓÏÎ ÍÁÙÂÅȢ (Å ÈÁÄ ÎÏ ×ÁÙ ÏÆ ËÎÏ×ÉÎÇȢ /Ò ÍÁÙÂÅ ÉÔ ×ÁÓÎȭÔ ÈÅÒȢ -ÁÙÂÅ ÈÅ ÈÁÄ ÁÐÐÌÉÅÄ ÈÉÓ 
memory of her to some other womanɂit was impossible to tell from this distance. But at least he 
knew her train arrived at 5:50 p.m. 

The next evening, Hugh took a cab to the station, and by 5:00 p.m. was at the same diner 
window seat. He had shaved, put on nice slacks, a jacket and tie, just as he had all those years he 
ÃÏÍÍÕÔÅÄȢ 3ÈÅȭÄ ÒÅÃÏÇÎÉÚÅ ÈÉÍȟ ÈÅ ×ÁÓ ÓÕÒÅȟ ÁÎÄ ÒÁÎ Á ÓÃÅÎÁÒÉÏ ÉÎ ÈÉÓ ÍÉÎÄȢ (ÅȭÄ ÁÃÔ ÓÕÒÐÒÉÓÅÄȟ ÓÁÙ 
hello and then offer to take her for a drink. He waited as a wave of men and women in business 
suits emerged from the station and then, a few minutes later, as another wave rolled through. Many 
got into cars waiting for them. At 5:50 p.m., another group of commuters emerged from the station. 
Hugh watched a man hold the door for a woman trailing him. It was her. She smiled and said 
something, surely thanking him. Then the same car as the evening before moved up and she ducked 
into it. He could see now a man behind the wheel and he saw how she smiled at him, as she had so 
often smiled at Hugh. He saw her lean over to kiss the man. She kissed him on the lips. And she held 
her eyes a few inches from his as he spoke. It was a tableau of intimacy. Reflexively, Hugh looked 
away as the car drove off. 

He had believed her when she told him, long ago, that she felt little need for another man in 
her life. But Hugh understood the habit, all too human, of falling in love. 

!Î ÈÏÕÒ ÌÁÔÅÒȟ ÂÁÃË ÁÔ ,ÅÅȭÓȟ (ÕÇÈ ÓÔÏÏÄ ÁÔ ÔÈÅ ÔÁÌÌ ×ÉÎÄÏ×Ó ÁÎÄ ÌÏÏËÅÄ ÏÕÔ ÁÔ ÔÈÅ ÅÖÅÎÉÎÇ 
world with the naked eye. The little drama that had made his mind race was over. He felt deflated. 
The telescope had brought him, briefly, a glimpse of a future and the thrill of possibility, a last 
chance at love, all now lost. There would be no gaze from her, no smile across a table, no perfume or 
companionship. He was alone. He would be alone. The view outside now was only a sprawl that, 
without the telescope, was a wash of color and shape, miniature buildings and trees whose details 
could only be imagined. He was done looking that way. He picked up the telescopÅȭÓ ÔÒÉÐÏÄ ÁÎÄ 
reset it to look north, up the Hudson. In the evening darkness he could only see a long suspension 
bridge. The lights along the cables that swung down from the towers were like a string of pearls, 
glimmering and flawless, just like the strand he had given Anita after Lee was born. 

 
  



 
Fragile Mountains 
Thomas Cannon 

 
Jon left Sidney leaning on the fender of his truck as he ran to catch Day. Her three-year-old 

ÓÏÎȭÓ ÌÅÇÓ ÓÔÉÌÌ ÈÁÄ Á ÓÔÕmble to them, but he was fast. Before Jon could catch him, he had traversed 
the dormant grass and was climbing on the first crumbles of the ice shove. 

John took in the ridge of ice along the shoreline of the lake. Ȱ3ÉÄÎÅÙȟ ) ÂÅÔ ÔÈÅ ÉÃÅ ÓÈÏÖÅ ÉÓ 
Ô×ÅÎÔÙ ÆÅÅÔ ÈÉÇÈȟȱ ÈÅ ÃÁÌÌÅÄ ÏÕÔȟ ÂÕÔ ÓÈÅ ÈÁÄÎȭÔ ÂÕÄÇÅd from the truck and diÄÎȭÔ ÒÅÓÐÏÎÄȢ He glared 
at her as she stood with her arms crossed because this had been her idea, but he knew better than 
to remind her of that. Instead, he let it be another weight on the scale telling him to leave her. The 
only thing was that her black bangs against her forehead and her long body, tall enough to crook 
her arm onto the hood of his big four wheel drive, stirred his love for her.
 He turned back to Day who was asking him something. Ȱ-ÏÍÍÙ ÃÏÍÉÎÇȟ 0ÏÐÐÁȩȱ 
 Ȱ9ÅÁÈȟ "ÕÄÄÙȢ I think in a momeÎÔȢȱ (Å ÐÉÃËÅÄ ÔÈÅ ÂÏÙ ÕÐ ÁÎÄ ÃÁÒÒÉÅÄ ÈÉÍ ÓÏ ÔÈÁÔ $ÁÙ ÄÉÄÎȭÔ 
have to touch the ice to steady himself.  
 Ȱ,ÅÔȭÓ ÇÏ ÔÏ ÔÈÅ ÔÏÐȢȱ The ice crumbled and gave way with each step, but he kept Day steady. 
The boy was against him and a reassuring weight in his arms, so he was in no hurry to get to the 
top. Down at the fire station, he had a reputation for being able to scramble. He had short legs and a 
gut, but he was as quick as anyone in the department. Today, though, he was just going for sure-
footed. 

They had ended last night with everything left to say. Or rather, she had. He had no doubt 
Sidney was a strong person. 3ÈÅ ÍÏÖÅÄ ÏÕÔ ÏÆ ÈÅÒ ÁÂÕÓÉÖÅ ÐÁÒÅÎÔÓȭ ÈÏÕÓÅ ÁÔ ÓÉØÔÅÅÎȟ ÇÒÁÄÕÁÔÅÄ ÈÉÇÈ 
school early, and then put herself through college while working fulltime in the forestry department 
for the city. She kept her job even while caring for Day by herself for his first year of life. She had 
handled her husband, David, dying. But he also knew that she was afraid of getting hurt like that 
again.   
 Ȱ$ÁÙȟ ×ÅȭÒÅ ÏÎ ÔÏÐ ÏÆ ÔÈÅ ×ÏÒÌÄȢȱ He felt a chubbÙ ÈÁÎÄ ÏÎ ÔÈÅ ÂÁÃË ÏÆ ÈÉÓ ÎÅÃËȢ Ȱ!ÒÅÎȭÔ ×Åȟ 
$ÁÖÉÄȩȱ He called the boy his full name to poke what he thought should be a tender area. He 
×ÏÕÌÄÎȭÔ ×ÁÎÔ ÔÏ ÔÁËÅ ×ÈÁÔ ÓÈÅ ÈÁÄ ×ÉÔÈ ÈÅÒ ÈÕÓÂÁÎÄ Á×ÁÙ ÆÒÏÍ ÈÅÒȟ ÂÕÔ ÉÔ made him wonder how 
ÍÕÃÈ ÅÁÓÉÅÒ ÔÈÉÎÇÓ ×ÏÕÌÄ ÂÅ ÉÆ $ÁÙ ÄÉÄÎȭÔ ÒÅÍÉÎÄ ÈÅÒ ÏÆ ÈÅÒ ÄÅÁÄ ÈÕÓÂÁÎÄȢ 
 Ȱ7ÅȭÒÅ ÁÌÍÏÓÔ ÔÏÕÃÈÉÎÇ ÔÈÅ ÓËÙȟȱ $ÁÙ ÁÎÓ×ÅÒÅÄȢ  ÈÅÎ ÈÅ ÐÌÁÓÔÅÒÅÄ Á ×ÅÔ ËÉÓÓ ÏÎ *ÏÈÎȭÓ 
cheek.   
 He turned back to see Sidney coming towards them. Sometimes he saw her taking care of 
the trees around the city. 3ÈÅȭÄ ÂÅ ÉÎ ÈÅÒ ÏÒÁÎÇÅ ÖÅÓÔ ÁÎÄ ÈÁÉÒ ÐÕÌÌÅÄ ÔÈÒÏÕÇÈ Á ÂÁÓÅball cap, moving 
with velocity. Now she was a reluctant bride marching toward them. He thought about making her 
come up to them, but Day was squirming to be set down, so he jumped skidded back down the ice. 
 Ȱ-ÁÍÁȟ ÍÏÕÎÔÁÉÎÓȢȱ 
 Ȱ9ÅÓȟ $ÁÙȢ "ÏÔÈ ÏÆ ÙÏÕ ÂÅ ÃÁÒÅÆÕÌȢ 4ÈÁÔ ÉÃÅ ÉÓ ÔÏÏ ÆÒÁÇÉÌÅ ÔÏ ÐÌÁÙ ÁÒÏÕÎÄ ÏÎ ÉÔȢȱ 
 Jon was standing on the last few inches of ice and Day was holding his pants. Ȱ)Î Á ÃÏÎÔÅÓÔ 
beÔ×ÅÅÎ ÙÏÕ ÁÎÄ ÔÈÅ ÉÃÅ ÓÈÏÖÅÓȟ ×ÈÏȭÄ ÂÅ ÃÏÌÄÅÒȩȱ ÈÅ ÁÓËÅÄ ÈÅÒ ÁÆÔÅÒ ÎÅÉÔÈÅÒ ÓÁÉÄ ÁÎÙÔÈÉÎÇȢ 
 Ȱ)Î Á ÃÏÎÔÅÓÔ ÂÅÔ×ÅÅÎ ÔÈÅ ÉÃÅ ÁÎÄ ÙÏÕÒ ÈÅÁÄȟ ×ÈÉÃÈ ÉÓ ÄÅÎÓÅÒȩȱ ÓÈÅ ÒÅÓÐÏÎÄÅÄȢ 
 There were other people on the ice shoves taking pictures and breathing in the spring, 
crystal-clean air. *ÏÎ ÔÏÌÄ ÈÅÒȟ Ȱ) ÄÉÄÎȭÔ ÍÅÁÎ ÔÏ ÓÔÁÒÔ Á ÆÉÇÈÔȢ ) ÊÕÓÔ ÄÉÄÎȭÔ ËÎÏ× ×ÈÁÔ ÅÌÓÅ ÔÏ ÓÁÙȢȱ 
 Ȱ!ÎÄ ÔÈÁÔȭÓ ÔÈÅ ÂÅÓÔ ÙÏÕ ÃÁÍÅ ÕÐ ×ÉÔÈȩȱ 3ÈÅ ËÉÃËÅÄ Á ÐÉÅÃÅ ÏÆ ÉÃÅȢ Ȱ*ÕÓÔ ÔÅÌÌ ÍÅ ÉÆ ÙÏÕȭÒÅ 
ÌÅÁÖÉÎÇ ÏÒ ÓÔÁÙÉÎÇȢȱ   
 Ȱ9ÏÕ ÃÏÕÌÄÎȭÔ ÐÏÓÓÉÂÌÙ ÔÅÌÌ ÍÅ ÉÆ ÙÏÕ ×ÁÎÔÅÄ ÍÅ ÔÏ ÓÔÁÙ ÏÒ ÎÏÔȩȱ 
 Ȱ)ÔȭÓ ÕÐ ÔÏ ÙÏÕȢȱ She had her arms folded tight against her body. She shivered. Coolness 
ÄÉÆÆÕÓÅÄ ÏÕÔ ÆÒÏÍ ÔÈÅ ÉÃÅȟ ÂÕÔ ÉÔ ×ÁÓ Á ÎÉÃÅ ÓÐÒÉÎÇ ÄÁÙȟ ÓÏ *ÏÎ ÃÏÕÌÄÎȭÔ ÆÉÇÕÒÅ out how she could be so 
cold. Ȱ"ÅÃÁÕÓÅ )ȭÍ ÎÏÔ ÔÈÅ ÏÎÅ ÓÁÙÉÎÇ ÔÈÉÓ ÉÓ ÎÏÔ ×ÏÒËÉÎÇȢȱ 



 

 

 He scooped Day up and set him down on the frozen ground. Not knowing what else to do, he 
picked up a chunk of ice and let it drop to the ground. Day laughed to see it shatter. 
 Ȱ)ȭÍ ÎÏÔ ÓÁÙÉÎÇ ) ÄÏÎȭÔ ×ÁÎÔ ÔÈÉÎÇÓ to be better, Jon  ) ÄÏÎȭÔ ËÎÏ× ×ÈÁÔ ÙÏÕ ×ÁÎÔ ÆÒÏÍ ÍÅȢȱ 
 He picked up a larger piece of ice and let it crash to the ground. Ȱ) ÄÏÎȭÔ ×ÁÎÔ ÁÎÙÔÈÉÎÇ ÆÒÏÍ 
you. ) ÊÕÓÔ ×ÁÎÔ ÙÏÕ ÔÏ ÔÅÌÌ ÍÅ ×ÈÁÔȭÓ ÇÏÉÎÇ ÏÎȢȱ 
 Ȱ7ÈÁÔ ÄÏ ÙÏÕ ÍÅÁÎȩ .ÏÔÈÉÎÇȭÓ ÇÏÉÎÇ ÏÎȢ Except that you keep inventing stuff to be mad at 
ÍÅ ÁÂÏÕÔȢ 9ÏÕȭÒÅ ÔÏÏ ÓÅÎÓÉÔÉÖÅȢ )Ô ÍÁËÅÓ ÙÏÕ ÃÏÎÔÒÏÌÌÉÎÇȢȱ 
 Ȱ#ÏÕÌÄ ×Å ÔÁÌË ÁÂÏÕÔ ÔÈÉÓ ÏÎÃÅ ×ÉÔÈÏÕÔ ÁÒÇÕÉÎÇȩȱ 
 She looked at him, pursed her lips so hard she had lip wrinkles like a smoker. Ȱ9ÏÕ ÃÁÎȭÔ ÔÅÌÌ 
ÍÅ ÉÔȭÓ ÏÖÅÒ ÁÎÄ ÔÈÅÎ ×ÁÎÔ ÔÏ ÔÁÌË ÁÂÏÕÔ ÉÔȢȱ 
 Ȱ) ÄÏÎȭÔ ×ÁÎÔ ÔÏ ÌÅÁÖÅȢ ) ÈÁÖÅ ÔÏȢȱ 
 Ȱ/ÂÖÉÏÕÓÌÙ ÙÏÕɀ7ÈÅÒÅȭÓ $ÁÙȩȱ Sidney scanned the base of the ice shove, twisting her head 
back and forth. 
 Ȱ(Å ×ÁÓ ÒÉÇÈÔ ÈÅÒÅȢȱ Jon thought she was avoiding the conversation until she turned 
completely around to scan the rest of the park. Then he felt her panic. She turned again and ran 
along the ice shove. He jogged in the opposite direction. Ȱ$ÁÙȟȱ ÈÅ ÃÁÌÌÅÄ ÏÕÔȢ 
 3ÉÄÎÅÙ ÓÃÒÅÁÍÅÄ ÈÉÓ ÎÁÍÅȢ Ȱ$ÁÙȦ $ÁÙȦ Davey!ȱ 
 Sidney scrambled up onto the ice shove. But Jon passed her in giant strides. At the top, he 
saw Day right away. He had walked out onto the ice and was standing a foot away from open water. 
Jon skidded down the side of the ice shove, thinking of his training that told him not to put himself 
in a situation where two people would have to be rescued. 
 He stopped and then without taking his eyes off Day, he reached out so that he caught 
3ÉÄÎÅÙ ÁÓ ÓÈÅ ÔÒÉÅÄ ÔÏ ÒÕÎ ÂÙȢ Ȱ3ÔÏÐȟȱ ÈÅ ÔÏÌÄ ÈÅÒȢ He held her as tight as he could for a moment. Then 
ÈÅ ÃÒÏÕÃÈÅÄȢ ȰDay, buddy. #ÏÍÅ ÈÅÒÅȢȱ 
 Jon reached out to him. Day looked at him and giggled.    

Then Day noticÅÄ ÔÈÅ ÌÏÏË ÏÎ ÈÉÓ ÍÏÍȭÓ ÆÁÃÅȢ Ȱ#ÏÍÅ ÈÅÒÅȟ ÒÉÇÈÔ ÎÏ×ȟ $ÁÙȟȱ 3Édney yelled 
out. 3ÈÅ ÃÏÕÌÄÎȭÔ ÓÔÏÐ ÈÅÒÓÅÌÆ ÁÎÄ *ÏÎ ÃÏÕÌÄÎȭÔ ÂÌÁÍÅ ÈÅÒȢ 

But he knew ×ÈÁÔ $ÁÙȭÓ ÒÅÁction would be. Day stopped giggling and took a step back.   
 The ice cracked and then cracked again.   
 Ȱ$ÁÙȦȱ She clamped her hands to her mouth, but she had already screamed. Day backed 
away another step. 

Jon ran in a big arch toward Day and then leaped out, grabbed Day into the air with him 
before landing on his back. Instantly the ice gave way and both were sinking into the water. Jon felt 
DayȭÓ ÒÉÂ ÃÁÇÅ ÁÎÄ ÈÉÓ ÂÒÅÁÔÈÉÎÇȢ He felt the life force of the boy as held him up. Day was one when 
he began dating Sidney. He had missed the midnight feedings and even the diapers. Sidney had him 
potty trained by then. Suddenly there was this frenzied energy of boy in his life and he had found it 
amazing. 
 The coldness of the water hit his body. The coldness scared him. It was eating him alive as it 
tried to get to the boy. )Æ ÂÏÔÈ ×ÅÎÔ ÕÎÄÅÒȟ *ÏÎ ËÎÅ× ÈÅ ×ÏÕÌÄÎȭÔ ÈÁÖÅ ÔÈÅ ÓËÉÌÌÓ to hold Day and 
save himself. Feeling each second giving him fewer options, Jon used his shoulders on the breaking 
ice as a fulcrum and flung Day over his head and toward Sidney. 
 4ÈÅ ÆÏÒÃÅ ÃÁÕÓÅÄ ÈÉÍ ÔÏ ÓÌÉÄÅ ÉÎÔÏ ÔÈÅ ×ÁÔÅÒȢ  (Å ÔÈÏÕÇÈÔ ÔÈÁÔ ÉÔ ×ÏÕÌÄÎȭÔ ÂÅ ÄÅÅÐȟ but he 
could not find bottom. There was just his heart pounding, his heavy clothes pulling at his limbs, and 
the cold.   
 The cold and darkness. 

He burst to the surface and flayed himself at the ice. He felt the panic as he slipped back 
down, but then calmed himself by imagining what he would tell a civilian to do as he stood on the 
shore. He kicked off his boots. Then, floating for a moment, he found what looked to be the 
strongest part of the ice. 



 

 

 He kicked up, planted his palms on the ice and pulled himself out of the water while 
continuing to kick. Once he got his arms straight, he dropped himself down and rolled to pull his 
legs out of the water. He was exhausted, but still made himself roll from the water. 
 Rolling, rolling, he got glimpses of Sidney on the ice, clutching Day. She had him pulled close 
and was rocking him. *ÏÎ ×ÁÓÎȭÔ ÓÕÒÅ ÉÆ ÔÈÅ ÒÅÌÉÅÆ ÈÅ ÆÅÌÔ ×ÁÓ ÆÒÏÍ ÈÏ× ÃÁÌÍ Day looked or the 
sound of sirens coming into the park. Jon stood up and stumbled his way to them.   

He dropped to his hands and knees near them, but far enough away he wouldn't get them 
wet. 

  Sidney pulled him by the shoulder. She ÐÕÌÌÅÄ *ÏÎȭÓ ÈÅÁÄ ÔÏ ÈÅÒ ÌÉÐÓȢ Ȱ(ÅȭÓ ÏÕÒ ÓÏÎȟȱ ÓÈÅ 
said. She was crying so hard as she spoke that it took a few moments for Jon to understand what 
she said. 
 Ȱ7Å ÌÏÖÅ ÈÉÍȟȱ ÈÅ ÁÎÓ×ÅÒÅÄȢ It was only then that he realized he was hyperventilating.  

She looked out at the lake. Ȱ) ÃÁÎȭÔ ÌÏÓÅ ÁÎÙÂÏÄÙ ÅÌÓÅȟȱ ÓÈÅ ÓÁÉÄȟ ÔÈÅÎȢ )Ô ×ÁÓ Á 3Édney 
comment. Succinct, direct. Cryptic and not cryptic. 

Ȱ/ËÁÙȟȱ *ÏÎ ÒÅÓÐÏÎÄÅÄȢ (Å ÔÏÕÃÈÅÄ ÈÉÓ ÂÏÙȭÓ ÃÈÅÅËȢ Ȱ$ÁÙȟ ÉÔȭÓ ÎÏÔ ÓÁÆÅ ÏÕÔ ÈÅre. Running off 
is dangerous. )ÔȭÓ ÄÁÎÇÅÒÏÕÓ ÈÅÒÅȢȱ 
 Day turned and looked at the white and ÂÌÕÅ ÓÈÁÒÄÓ ÏÆ ÉÃÅ ÐÉÌÅÄ ÈÉÇÈȢ Ȱ) ÓÔÉÌÌ ÌÏÖÅ ÔÈÅÍȢ My 
ÆÒÁÇÉÌÅ ÍÏÕÎÔÁÉÎÓȢȱ 
 
 
  



 

 

Biker Girl 
Vincent Barry 

 
 My throat has hurt for days. Just up and to the left of the V ÔÈÁÔȭÓ formed in the center of my 
collar bone. I ×ÏÕÌÄÎȭÔ call it a classic sore throat exactly. More likeɂwound pain. I feel it when I 
swallow, sometimes speakɂlike something lodged in my throat. If it were a sound, it would be like 
a skate cutting into fresh ice. )ȭÍ thinking of going up to the clinic to see the stroppy, bleary-eyed 
ENT with overhanging eyebrows and sour face too big for his head. We have to be up there anyway. 
I ÄÏÎȭÔ know, though. )ȭÖÅ been to him twice before. Once for a burning tongue, once for whooshing 
in my left ear. Both times he diagnosed acid reflux. At least I think he did. He speaks with a heavy 
accent, so ÈÅȭÓ difficult to understand. Russian, I think, maybe HungarianɂSlavic anyway. He sent 
me home with a prescription for Prilosec, both times, and a grumpy order to ȰÔake dis fe da hest hof 
ya ÌÉÆÅȢȱ And for good measure, he shot me a sideward look with dark-rimmed eyes when he added 
the thick-smelling words: Ȱ:leep ÚÉÔÔÉÎȭ up andza raise za het hof za bet huff da floorȢȱ Ash says that I 
could have swollen eyes and be spitting blood, and ÈÅȭÄ still find heartburn lurking just around the 
corner. ȰDr. Refluxȱ rolls off her tongue. 4ÈÁÔȭÓ what she calls him. Blue Cross calls him a network 
provider. 
      Ash thinks my throat pain is a manifestation of my fifth chakra.  
      Ȱ4ÈÅ throat ÃÈÁËÒÁȟȱ she calls it. She tells me it governs speech and honest self expression. 
Also listening to others, letting them, ÙȭËÎÏ×ȟ feel ÔÈÅÙȭÒÅ being heard.ȱ     
      Ȱ!ÃÃÅÐÔ your authentic ÖÏÉÃÅȟȱ Ȱ3ÐÅÁË your ÔÒÕÔÈȟȱɂstuff like that she tells me about my 
number five. Ȱ%ØÐÒÅÓÓ how you ÆÅÅÌȟȱ that above all, she urges meditatively.  
      As of late Ash knows about such things. 
       Ash is sitting on the floor, her arms hugging her knees, two gray trembling fingers holding 
an unlit Dunhill between them, when she says gravely of my throat chakra, Ȱ)ÔȭÓ ÂÌÅÅÐÉÎȭ-A ÂÌÏÃËÅÄȢȱ 
Naturally, I want to know why. 
         After an appreciable interval, she goes, Ȱ0ÒÏÂÁÂÌÙ becauseɂȱ then abruptly breaks off and 
says, pointing with the phantom smoke at the pile of record albums beside her, Ȱ) wonder if they 
ÒÅÃÙÃÌÅȢȱ I ÄÏÎȭÔ know, and )ȭÍ left waiting tensely to learn why my throat chakra has gone all 
muddy. 
      Ash is getting rid of all her risqué Rusty Warren albums. Itȭs part of her new purification 
program for revealing the ȰÕÎÉÖÅÒÓÁÌ ÓÅÌÆȢȱ )ȭÍ not sure what she means, but of a sudden it means a 
lot to her, and therefore to me. 4ÈÁÔȭÓ why, as I say, ÓÈÅȭÓ bleep-canning all her bawdy Rusty Warren 
albums, even Rustyȭs classic, ȰKnockers Up!ȱ ɂȰÔÈÅ hilarious comedy album that has Mr. and Mrs. 
America rolling on the floorɂfrom coast to coast!ȱ Not nowadays, of course, but like a hundred 
years ago when we hooked up, Ash and I. The album cover shows a nuzzling couple touching 
foreheads. 3ÈÅȭÓ wearing a beehive and tipping a champagne glass his way; ÈÅȭÓ tipping her nose 
with two soft mallets. Their toothy smilesɂ Ȱbleep-eatingȟȱ Ash calls ȭÅÍɂsuggest that theyȭll soon 
be rolling on the floor. 
       I bought Ash Ȱ+ÎÏÃËÅÒÓȱ right after we met in a head-on rush at one of Rusty 7ÁÒÒÅÎȭÓ 
shows in the sixtiesɂ in Fort Lauderdale, or Ȱ&ÔȢ ,ÉÑÕÏÒÄÁÌÅȟȱ as Rusty used to call it when she 
played there in winters. When I first clapped eyes upon her, Ash was perched atop a motorcycle, 
looking every inch likeɂlike that-that French singer with those large searching eyes, ×ÈÁÔȭÓ-her-
nameȣyou know, that-that biker girl with the bohemian sunny brown hair who was so popular 
back thenȣShe had a monster record I wore out. I could recite the whole bleepinȭ thing in French. 
Oh, what was its name? )ȭll think of itȣPish, it ÄÏÅÓÎȭÔ matterɂ 
      The thing is, from the start I was smitten with Ash, as much as she was with Rusty. A real 
groupie, she was. Come the spring, Rusty flew off to Scottsdale, and Ash followed Rusty, and I 
followed Ash. Oh, a tight fit were we on the back of her bike, swapping desires along the way, 



 

 

dangerously happyɂAsh with her psychedelic silver holographic nails, me with my full red beard. 
She made me feelɂwhat? that I was her first love. I made her feel she was my last romance. Later 
we got tattooed at Lyle 4ÕÔÔÌÅȭÓ parlor South of Market, San Franciscoɂheart halves on the outer 
sides of our feet, hers left, mine right. They still form a whole heart when joined. Then off for some 
music, after a stop, of course, at the watering hole time forgot, the Persian Aub Zam Zam over on 
Haightɂfor martinis, naturally, made with "ÏÏÒÄȭÓ gin and Boissiere vermouth, in a ratio of 1,000 
to 1, as attested to and served by owner Bruno Mooshei in white shirt, black vest and tieȣ  
     But ×ÅȭÒÅ well passed our dancing days, and the tattoos have faded, and Ash has gone to 
short hair, and her nails have grown brittle and break easily, and my henna beard, gone flint-grey, I 
long since left on the floor of a Supercuts in Searchlight when I read that beards host bed bugs and 
sand fleasɂbut stillȣ            
        Matrika Shaktiɂthatȭs Sanskrit, ÙȭËÎÏ×ȟ for the power of sounds. The idea, Ash says, is that 
every sound carries a vibration, and vibration makes up the world. So, if you say something ugly it 
brings ugliness into the world. Sickness, tooȣÅÖÅÎɂif, on the other hand, you say something 
beautiful, it adds to the ×ÏÒÌÄȭÓ beauty and health. Thatȭs the gist of itɂat least thatȭs what I get 
from what she says, and I take her word for it becauseɂ  
      Anyway, bottom line: lusty oaths, profanities, vulgarities, ÔÈÅÙȭÒÅ all out. Even the pink and 
red pin-back button, the one that shows a bug-eyed, pouty-lipped, so in-your-face Rusty Warren 
howling: Ȱ!ÍÁÚÉÎÇÌÙ enough I donȭt give a bleep!ȱ Yesterday, I saw it in the recycle bin. Jeez, I 
couldnȭt sleep last night. I kept seeing a bunch of arrows chasing each other. They looked like strips 
of folded-over paper. Like, whaddya call ȭÅÍɂmobius strips. This morning, after my second cup of 
$ÅÁÄÍÁÎȭÓ Reach, it hit me, and I went outside and rescued the button. )ȭÍ keeping it, likeɂwhat? 
well, like one of those things ÙÏÕȭÌÌ need as soon as you throw it away. You know what I mean? 
      Ash, to her credit, has had no trouble curbing her sexual vulgarities and forswearing most 
four-letter words, butɂwell, the excretory functions, ÔÈÅÙȭÒÅ giving her troubleɂI mean words 
referring to excrement. I guess, ÙȭËÎÏ×ȟ I ÄÏÎȭÔ knowɂmaybe ÔÈÅÙȭÒÅ the last to go. So now she just 
bleeps them out, and sheȭs got me doing it, too. Like, ÆȭÒÉÎÓÔÁÎÃÅȟ ȰAh, bleep,ȱ or ȰNo bleep, Sherlock,ȱ 
or ȰBleep happens.ȱ Like that. Sometimes ÓÈÅȭÌÌ just shorthand it, like: Ȱ4ÈÁÔȭs why your shoes donȭt 
ÓÈÉÎÅȟȱɂfor, yȭknow, Ȱ$ÒȢ Reflux ÄÏÅÓÎȭÔ know bleep from Shinola about the throat. Thatȭs why his 
shoes ÄÏÎȭt ÓÈÉÎÅȢȱ  
      Ȱ3ÃÁÒÅÄ ÂÌÅÅÐÌÅÓÓȱɂsheȭs been using that one a lot lately. Me, too. Right now, in fact, )ȭÍ 
scared bleepless. I mean my ÈÅÁÒÔȭÓ beating like a trip hammer and my palms are damp as ifɂas if 
ÓÏÍÅÔÈÉÎÇȭÓ coming, something big, as the song says, with ȰÁ click, with a ÓÈÏÃËȱȡ     
      It may come cannonballin' down the sky 
      Gleam in its eye, bright as a rose 
       Who knows? 
 
      But ÉÔȭÓ got me ÂÌÅÅÐÉÎȭ-A scared. 
      Ash is replacing all her bawdy Rusty albums with Tibetan singing bowls and Solfeggio 
frequencies. I ÄÏÎȭÔ know if it helps, but I know when ÓÈÅȭÓ taking a bath now because she plays 
sound bath meditation with crystal bowls, gongs, and Shammanic drumming while ÓÈÅȭÓ in the tub.  
      Ȱ(ÏÌÙ ÂÌÅÅÐȦȱ ÓÈÅȭÌÌ go through the cracked door, Ȱ)ȭÍ so ÒÅÌÁØÅÄȟȱ and )ȭÌÌ say through a veil 
of steam, Ȱ(Ï× relaxed?ȱ and from a disembodied voice, Ȱ,ÉËÅ warm melting ÂÕÔÔÅÒȱ or Ȱ,ÉËÅ a 
ÂÌÅÅÐÉÎȭ-A marshmallow dissolving in a cup of hot ÃÈÏÃÏÌÁÔÅȢȱ And ×ÅȭÌÌ both laugh through the mist 
like a couple of kids playing hooky. You do that, you knowɂlearn to play games.  
      But not today. 
      Today she stands up and swabs the full-length mirror clear with a bony hand and regards 
her hairless, slim as a vine shoot reflection.  



 

 

      Ȱ,ÏÏË at ÍÅȟȱ she says, sharp as a knife blade, cheeks sunken, mouth compressed, eyes 
widely open. Ȱ) should be holding a  piece of bread covered with ÌÉÃÅȟȱ and then, with the lines on 
her gaunt, achromatic, wizened face hardening and me trying to process what ÓÈÅȭÓ just said, which 
is making my heart beat loud and my thumb worry the button in my pocket:  Ȱ) look like I cheated 
death at !ÕÓÃÈ×ÉÔÚȢȱ I get itɂshe does, but I ÃÁÎȭÔ bearɂ 
      In the mirror I show a sepulchral stare behind a raised, deprecating hand with a bleb of 
blood on the thumb. Tears of vexation bubble up in !ÓÈȭÓ eyes, then flow lava-like down her sunken 
cheeks. She recognizes the gesture for the lie it is and dismissively waves it away, then bites off, 
with a strong vein of metallic certainty, the word: Ȱ)ÎÆÉÄÅÌÉÔÙȢȱ  
     Somehow, some implausible somehow, ÉÔȭÓ clear as glass to me that-that she, like an 
obedient retriever, has brought back the topicɂthe cause of my errant number five. 
      And then, as )ȭÍ rifling through my conscience for some betrayal unshriven, she drops on 
me a cold, heavy glare, and says fiercely, with a savage precision that makes the hairs on the back of 
my neck tingle, Ȱ) ÄÏÎȭÔ mean unfaithful to me, bleep-hole.ȱ  
      Her eyes, in the mirror, are distraught, red-rimmed, hollowed, and yet brave and watchful. 
4ÈÅÙȭÒÅ bravely watching meɂmy forehead, contracting; my eyebrows, arching; my jaws, 
tightening. Do they see that chilling reflection behind me? Are they brave enough? Are mine? )ȭÍ 
not sure. Then she looks hard at me, or the reflection does, at my moving and shifting, my looking 
sideways and up and down, as ifɂas if quailing before some gathering horror; and then she says to 
all of that, or the reflection does, never, mind you, unfastening its eyes from mine: Ȱ"Å careful, mon 
amie, or ÉÔȭÌÌ swallow you whole before a life time comes and ÇÏÅÓȢȱ  
      And thatȭÓ when I hear once again that sweet, clear, lyrical voice singing, Ȱ-ÏÎ Amie La 
2ÏÓÅȱȡ 
        And as my friend the rose said only yesterday, 
       ȰThis morning I was born and baptized in the dawn 
       I flowered in the dew and life was fresh and new 
       The sun shone through the cold 
       And through the day I grew, by night-ÔÉÍÅ ) ×ÁÓ ÏÌÄȱɂ 
 
Only in French.  
 
      Then bang!ɂI can see her again, behind me in the swirling vapor: biker girl, baby face with 
big brown eyes and sun-kissed hair, straddling a CB 750.  
    And then, with the vaporous image fading and the surrounding wave of mist closing in my 
ÅÙÅÓȟ ) ÇÅÔ ÏÕÔȟ Ȱ&ÒÁÎÃÏÉÓÅ (ÁÒÄÙȟȱ ÔÈÅÎ ÁÇÁÉÎȟ Ȱ&ÒÁÎÃÏÉÓÅ (ÁÒÄÙȟȱ ÁÎÄȟ ×ÉÔÈ ÍÙ ÌÕÎÇÓ ÂÕÒÓÔÉÎÇ ×ÉÔÈ 
heartache, I swallow hard the lump in my throat, as Ash, dear Ash, reverentially regards her Chakra 
5 balancing body mist by Aveda. 
 
  



 

 

For Werner Erhard/Human Potential 
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Jim lit a cigarette, took a drag and then laid it on the edge of the plywood table where he 

worked the dough for the next day. He looked out the kitchen service window, past the counter and 
through the window. Cars whooshed by on Second Street.  

Ȱ)ȭÍ ÇÏÉÎÇ ÈÏÍÅ ÎÏ×ȟȱ 'ÌÏÒÉÁ ÓÁÉÄȢ (ÅÒ ÍÁÓÃÁÒÁ ×ÁÓ ÓÍÅÁÒÅÄȢ 3ÈÅ ÓÈÏÏË ÔÈÅ ÎÅÔ ÌÏÏÓÅ ÆÒÏÍ 
ÈÅÒ ÈÁÉÒ ÁÎÄ ÌÏÏËÅÄ ÁÔ ÈÉÍȢ Ȱ$Ï ÙÏÕ ×ÁÎÔ ÐÏÒË ÃÈÏÐÓ ÔÏÎÉÇÈÔȩȱ  

Ȱ7ÈÁÔÅÖÅÒȟȱ *Ém said, not looking up. He studied the stringy dough on the table as he took 
another drag of the cigarette. The afternoon sun poured through the drive-up window and formed a 
trapezoid of light on the kitchen wall where the big tongs hung. 

Gloria picked up her purse, the mail and the hard, stale donuts. She walked through the back 
door and down the alley dropping the donuts in the dumpster. She looked back at the donut shop, 
paused, then turned and walked to her car. 

The front door chime rang.   
Ȱ7ÅȭÒÅ ÊÕÓÔ ÁÂÏÕÔ ÃÌÏÓÅÄȟȱ *ÉÍ ÃÁÌÌÅÄ ÏÕÔ ÔÈÒÏÕÇÈ ÔÈÅ ÓÅÒÖÉÃÅ ×ÉÎÄÏ×Ȣ  
Ȱ7ÅÌÌ ÁÒÅ ÙÏÕ ÏÐÅÎ ÏÒ ÊÕÓÔ ÁÂÏÕÔ ÏÐÅÎȟȱ ÔÈÅ +ÉÄ ÓÁÉÄȢ 4ÈÅ ÓÌÅÅÖÅÓ ÏÆ ÈÉÓ ×ÈÉÔÅ Ô-shirt were 

rolled and a fat zircon hung in one lobe. His hair was greased back and a collection of thin whiskers 
grew on his chin. His companion smacked glossy lips, tapped her pumps then stuck her thumbs 
along the waistline of her jeans. 

 Ȱ7ÈÁÔ ÄÏ ÙÏÕ ×ÁÎÔȩȱ *ÉÍ ÁÓËÅÄ ÁÓ ÈÅ ×ÁÌËÅÄ ÔÏ ÔÈÅ ËÉÔÃÈÅÎ ÄÏÏÒ×ÁÙȟ ×ÉÐÉÎÇ ÈÉÓ ÈÁÎÄÓ ×ÉÔÈ Á 
towel that hung from his pants under a stained white apron. 

Ȱ7Å ×ÁÎÔ Á ÓÔÅÁËȟȱ ÔÈÅ +ÉÄ ÓÁÉÄȢ Ȱ7ÈÁÔ ÄÏ ÙÏÕ ÔÈÉÎË ×Å ×ÁÎÔ ÏÌÄ ÍÁÎȩȱ  
Jim studied the Kid. 
The Kid looked at his girlfriend and then back at Jim. 
Ȱ&ÒÅÓÈ ÄÏÎÕÔÓȢ 4ÈÁÔȭÓ ×ÈÁÔ ×Å ×ÁÎÔȟȱ ÔÈÅ +ÉÄ ÓÁÉÄȢ (Å ÃÏÃËÅÄ ÈÉÓ ÊÁ× ÁÎÄ ÓÈÏÏË ÈÉÓ ÈÅÁÄȢ 
Ȱ.ÏÂÏÄÙ ÈÁÓ ÆÒÅÓÈ ÄÏÎÕÔÓ ÉÎ ÔÈÅ ÁÆÔÅÒÎÏÏÎȟȱ *ÉÍ ÓÁÉÄȢ 
Ȱ.ÏÂÏÄÙȩȱ 4ÈÅ +ÉÄ ÈÅÌÄ ÈÉÓ ÍÏÕÔÈ ÏÐÅÎȢ  Ȱ7ÈÁÔ ËÉÎÄ ÏÆ ÄÏÎÕÔ ÍÁÎ ÁÒÅ ÙÏÕȩȱ  
*ÉÍ ×ÁÔÃÈÅÄ ÔÈÅ +ÉÄȭÓ ÅÙÅÓ ÒÏÁÍ ÔÈÅÎ ÌÏÃË ÏÎ ÔÈÅ ÃÁÓÈ ÒÅÇÉÓÔÅÒȢ 
Ȱ4ÈÉÓ ÉÓ 'ÌÏÒÉÁȭÓ #ÕÓÔÏÍ $ÏÎÕÔÓȢ )Æ ÙÏÕ ÃÏÍÅ ÂÁÃË ÔÏÍÏÒÒÏ× ÍÏÒÎÉÎÇ ×ÅȭÌÌ ÈÁÖÅ ÆÒÅÓÈ 

ÄÏÎÕÔÓȟȱ *ÉÍ ÓÁÉÄȢ 
Ȱ4ÏÍÏÒÒÏ×ȟȱ ÔÈÅ +ÉÄ ÓÁÉÄȢ Ȱ$ÉÄ ÙÏÕ ÈÅÁÒ ÔÈÁÔ -ÁÒÃÉȩ 4ÏÍÏÒÒÏ× ÈÅȭÓ ÇÏÉÎÇ ÔÏ ÈÁÖÅ ÆÒÅÓÈ 

ÄÏÎÕÔÓȢȱ 
Marci nodded her head. She blew a bubble and popped it. 
4ÈÅ +ÉÄ ×ÁÌËÅÄ ÂÁÃË ÔÏ ÔÈÅ ÆÒÏÎÔ ÄÏÏÒ ÁÎÄ ÆÌÉÐÐÅÄ ÔÈÅ Ȱ/ÐÅÎȱ ÓÉÇÎ ÔÏ Ȱ#ÌÏÓÅÄȢȱ 
Ȱ/ÌÄ ÍÁÎȟȱ ÔÈÅ +ÉÄ ÓÁÉÄȢ Ȱ7Å ÎÅÅÄ ÆÒÅÓÈ ÄÏÎÕÔÓɀÎÏ×Ȣȱ The Kid ran his fingers through his hair 

then motioned to Marci. She pulled a revolver from her back pocket. 
Ȱ.Ï× -ÁÒÃÉ ÈÅÒÅȟȱ ÔÈÅ +ÉÄ ÓÔÁÒÔÅÄȟ ȰÉÓ Á ÇÏÏÄ ÓÈÏÔȢ !ÎÄ ÓÈÅ ÌÉËÅÓ ÄÏÎÕÔÓȢ 3Ïȟȱ ÈÉÓ ÖÏÉÃÅ ÓÌÏ×ÅÄȟ 

ȰÙÏÕ ÇÏ ÏÎ ÂÁÃË ÔÏ ÔÈÅ ËÉÔÃÈÅn and make some fresÈ ÄÏÎÕÔÓȢȱ 4ÈÅÎ ÈÅ ÓÍÉÌÅÄ ÁÎÄ ÓÁÉÄȟ Ȱ'ÏÔ ÉÔȩȱ 
Jim looked down at the black grip of his pistol showing underneath a stack of newspaper. He 

looked up at Marci and the gun then turned, stepped toward the kitchen, and stopped. 
Ȱ) ÄÉÄÎȭÔ ÔÅÌÌ ÙÏÕ ÔÏ ÓÔÏÐȟȱ ÔÈÅ Kid said. 
Ȱ7ÈÁÔ ËÉÎÄ ÏÆ ÄÏÎÕÔÓ ÄÏ ÙÏÕ ×ÁÎÔȩȱ *ÉÍ ÁÓËÅÄ ×ÉÔÈ ÈÉÓ ÂÁÃË ÔÏ ÔÈÅÍȢ 
Ȱ/È ÔÈÁÔȭÓ Á ÇÏÏÄ ÑÕÅÓÔÉÏÎ ÁÎÄ ÃÏÎÓÉÄÅÒÁÔÅ ÏÆ ÙÏÕȟȱ ÔÈÅ +ÉÄ ÓÁÉÄȢ Ȱ$ÏÎȭÔ ÙÏÕ ÔÈÉÎË ÔÈÁÔ ×ÁÓ 

ÃÏÎÓÉÄÅÒÁÔÅ ÏÆ ÈÉÍȟ -ÁÒÃÉȩȱ 
Marci looked out the window.  
Ȱ) ÔÈÉÎË ×Å ÓÈÏÕÌÄ ÈÁÖÅ ÏÎÅ ÏÆ ÅÁÃÈȟȱ ÔÈÅ +ÉÄ ÓÁÉÄȢ Ȱ$ÏÎȭÔ ÙÏÕ -ÁÒÃÉȩȱ (Å ÁÓËÅÄȢ 
Ȱ-ÏÖÅȟȱ -ÁÒÃÉ ÓÁÉÄ ÔÏ *ÉÍȢ 
Jim hesitated.  



 

 

The Kid tapped Jim on the shoulder. 
Ȱ/ÌÄ ÍÁÎȢ $ÏÎȭÔ ÇÅÔ ÁÎÙ ÉÄÅÁÓȢ -ÁÒÃÉ ÎÅÅÄÓ ÈÅÒ ÄÏÎÕÔÓȢ 4ÈÅÙȭÒÅ ÉÍÐÏÒÔÁÎÔȟȱ ÔÈÅ +ÉÄ ÓÁÉÄȢ Ȱ)ÔȭÓ Á 

goal we can cross off. Get ÙÏÕÒ ÍÉÎÄ ÒÉÇÈÔȢ 9ÏÕ ÌÉËÅ ÔÏ ÇÅÔ ÙÏÕÒ ÍÉÎÄ ÒÉÇÈÔȟ ÄÏÎȭÔ ÙÏÕȩȱ  
Jim walked to the table with the dough. He laid out a sheet of wax paper, then turned the knob 

on the grease pot.  
Ȱ$Ï ÙÏÕ ÍÉÎÄ ÉÆ ) ÓÍÏËÅȩȱ *ÉÍ ÁÓËÅÄȢ 
Ȱ9ÅÓ ÁÓ Á ÍÁÔÔÅÒ ÏÆ ÆÁÃÔ ×Å ÄÏ ÍÉÎÄȟȱ ÔÈÅ Kid said. He looked at Marci then looked at Jim. 
Ȱ3ÍÏËÉÎÇ ÉÓ ÕÎÈÅÁÌÔÈÙȟȱ ÔÈÅ +ÉÄ ÓÁÉÄȢ Ȱ)ÔȭÓ ÏÎÅ ÏÆ ÙÏÕÒ ÂÁÄ ÈÁÂÉÔÓȢȱ 
Ȱ9ÏÕÒ ÎÁÍÅȩȱ -ÁÒÃÉ ÁÓËÅÄ *ÉÍȢ 
Ȱ-Ù ÎÁÍÅȩȱ *ÉÍ ÃÏÃËÅÄ ÁÎ ÅÙÅÂÒÏ×Ȣ Ȱ-Ù ÎÁÍÅ ÉÓ *ÉÍ "ÁÌÁÎÄȢȱ 
Ȱ*ÉÍ "ÁÌÁÎÄȟȱ -ÁÒÃÉ ÒÅÐÅÁÔÅÄȢ 
Ȱ*ÉÍ "ÁÌÁÎÄȟȱ Ôhe kid said. 
Ȱ*ÉÍ "ÁÌÁÎÄȟȱ *ÉÍ ÓÁÉÄȢ 
Ȱ(ÅÙȟ *ÉÍ "ÁÌÁÎÄȟ ×ÈÁÔ ÄÏ ÙÏÕ ËÎÏ×ȩȱ ÔÈÅ +ÉÄ ÓÁÉÄȢ 
Jim Baland almost smiled. 
Ȱ4ÈÅÙ ÓÁÙ ÔÈÁÔ ÖÉÃÔÉÍÓ ÓÈÏÕÌÄ ÁÌ×ÁÙÓ ÉÎÔÒÏÄÕÃÅ ÔÈÅÍÓÅÌÖÅÓ ÔÏ ÔÈÅÉÒ ÁÓÓÁÕÌÔÅÒÓȟȱ ÔÈÅ +ÉÄ ÓÁÉÄȢ 

Ȱ4ÈÅ ÆÁÍÉÌÉÁÒÉÔÙ ÏÆ Á ÎÁÍÅ ÒÅÄÕÃÅÓ ÔÅÎÓÉÏÎȢ 9ÏÕ ÆÁÉÌÅÄ ÔÏ ÄÏ ÔÈÁÔ *ÉÍ "ÁÌÁÎÄȢȱ 
The Kid looked at Marci then back at Jim.  
Ȱ$Ï ÙÏÕ ÆÅÅÌ ÅÎÌÉÇÈÔÅÎÅÄ ÎÏ×ȟ *ÉÍ "ÁÌÁÎÄȩȱ Ôhe Kid asked. 
The grease in the fryer popped and Jim looked at the Kid then tapped the temperature gauge. 

He pressed the cutter into the dough and formed long-johns. He pressed the big tongs together and 
dropped the long-johns into the hot grease. 

Ȱ) ÊÕÓÔ ÌÏÖÅ ÔÈÅ ÓÍÅÌÌ ÏÆ ÆÒÙÉÎÇ ÄÏÎÕÔÓȟȱ ÔÈÅ +ÉÄ ÓÁÉÄȢ Ȱ$ÏÎȭÔ ÙÏÕ -ÁÒÃÉȩȱ 
Ȱ)Ó ÔÈÁÔ ÇÕÎ ÁÃÔÕÁÌÌÙ ÌÏÁÄÅÄȩȱ *ÉÍ ÁÓËÅÄȢ  
Marci pressed the pistol straigÈÔ ÏÕÔȟ ÐÏÉÎÔÉÎÇ ÉÔ ÁÔ *ÉÍȭÓ ÈÅÁÄȢ 
Ȱ$Ï ÙÏÕ ÁÃÔÕÁÌÌÙ ×ÁÎÔ ÔÏ ÆÉÎÄ ÏÕÔȩȱ Ôhe kid asked. 
Marci whirled and fired a bullet into a sack of flour a foot from the Kid. A cloud of white 

spewed into the air. 
Ȱ'ÏÄÄÁÍȟ -ÁÒÃÉȱ ÓÁÉÄ ÔÈÅ +ÉÄȢ 
Ȱ'ÏÄÄÁÍȟȱ ÓÁÉÄ -ÁÒÃÉȢ 
Ȱ7ÈÁÔ ÔÈÅ ÆÕÃËȦȱ *ÉÍ ÈÅÌÄ ÈÉÓ ÁÒÍÓ ÏÕÔȢ Ȱ7ÈÁÔ ÉÓ ÇÏÉÎÇ ÏÎȩȱ 
Ȱ9ÏÕȭÒÅ ÓÕÐÐÏÓÅÄ ÔÏ ÂÅ ÍÁËÉÎÇ ÄÏÎÕÔÓȟ *ÉÍ "ÁÌÁÎÄȟ ÎÏÔ ÑÕÅÓÔÉÏÎÉÎÇ ÒÅÁÌÉÔÙȟȱ ÔÈÅ +ÉÄ ÓÁÉÄȢ Ȱ"ÕÔ 

) ÇÉÖÅ ÙÏÕ ÃÒÅÄÉÔȢ 9ÏÕ ÓÈÏÕÌÄ ÑÕÅÓÔÉÏÎ ÒÅÁÌÉÔÙ ÆÒÏÍ ÔÉÍÅ ÔÏ ÔÉÍÅȢȱ 
4ÈÅ +ÉÄ ÌÏÏËÅÄ ÁÔ -ÁÒÃÉ ÔÈÅÎ ÓÁÉÄȟ Ȱ)Æ you burn the donuts Jimmy, Marci is going to blow your 

ÈÅÁÄ ÏÆÆȟȱ ÈÅ ÓÁÉÄ ÌÏÏËÉÎÇ ÂÁÃË ÁÔ -ÁÒÃÉȢ 
Jim flipped the donuts out of the grease and onto the drip pan. Then he injected the custards. 
Ȱ,ÏÏË ÁÔ ÔÈÏÓÅ ÄÏÎÕÔÓȟ -ÁÒÃÉȟȱ ÔÈÅ +ÉÄ ÓÁÉÄȢ Ȱ,ÏÏË ÁÔ ÔÈÅÍ ÐÕÆÆ ÕÐȢȱ 
4ÈÅ +ÉÄ ÔÏÏË Á ÂÉÔÅ ÏÆ ÔÈÅ ÒÁÓÐÂÅÒÒÙ ÄÏÎÕÔȢ Ȱ5ÍÍȟ ÔÈÁÔȭÓ ÎÏÔ Á ÂÁÄ ÄÏÎÕÔȟ *ÉÍÍÙȢ (Ï× ÌÏÎÇ 

ÙÏÕ ÂÅÅÎ ÃÏÏËÉÎÇ ÄÏÎÕÔÓȩȱ ÔÈÅ +ÉÄ ÁÓËÅÄȢ 
Ȱ4×ÅÎÔÙ-ÔÈÒÅÅ ÙÅÁÒÓȟȱ *ÉÍ ÓÁÉÄȢ 
Ȱ4×ÅÎÔÙ-ÔÈÒÅÅ ÍÉÓÅÒÁÂÌÅ ÙÅÁÒÓȟȱ ÔÈÅ +ÉÄ ÓÁÉÄȢ Ȱ-Ù, my, ÍÙȢȱ 
Ȱ-ÁÒÃÉȟ ÔÒÙ ÔÈÉÓ ÌÅÍÏÎ ÏÎÅȟȱ the Kid said. 
Marci bit it, then spit it out. 
Ȱ'ÏÄÄÁÍÎȟȱ ÓÈÅ ÓÁÉÄȢ 
Ȱ-ÁÒÃÉ ÄÏÅÓÎȭÔ ÌÉËÅ ÔÈÁÔ ÏÎÅȟȱ ÔÈÅ +ÉÄ ÓÁÉÄȢ 
Ȱ4ÒÙ ÔÈÅ ÖÁÎÉÌÌÁȟȱ ÔÈÅ +ÉÄ ÓÁÉÄȢ 
Marci bit and spit it out. She tried them all and spit each one at the feet of Jim Baland. 
Ȱ7ÅÌÌ ) ÇÕÅÓÓ -ÁÒÃÉ ÄÏÅÓÎȭÔ ÌÉËÅ ÙÏÕÒ ÄÏÎÕÔÓȟȱ ÔÈÅ +ÉÄ ÓÁÉÄȢ Ȱ7ÈÁÔȭÓ ×ÒÏÎÇ ×ÉÔÈ ÙÏÕÒ ÄÏÎÕÔÓȟ 

*ÉÍÍÙȩȱ  



 

 

Ȱ) ×ÏÕÌÄÎȭÔ ËÎÏ×ȟȱ *ÉÍ ÓÁÉÄȢ Ȱ(ÁÖÅÎȭÔ ÈÁÄ ÏÎÅ ÉÎ ÓÅÖÅÎ ÙÅÁÒÓȢȱ 
Ȱ-ÁÒÃÉȟ ÄÉÄ ÙÏÕ ÈÅÁÒ ×ÈÁÔ ) ÈÅÁÒÄȩȱ 4ÈÅ +ÉÄ ÁÓËÅÄȢ 
Marci rolled her eyes. 
Ȱ) ×ÁÓ ÁÆÒÁÉÄ )ȭÄ ÇÅÔ ÆÁÔȟȱ *ÉÍ ÓÁÉÄ. 
Ȱ9ÏÕȭÒÅ ÆÁÔ ÁÎÙ×ÁÙȟȱ ÔÈÅ +ÉÄ ÓÁÉÄȢ 
Jim looked at the donuts on the floor. 
Ȱ$Ï ÙÏÕ ÈÁÖÅ Á ×ÉÆÅȟ *ÉÍÍÙȩȱ 
Ȱ9ÅÓȢȱ  
Ȱ7ÈÅÎ ×ÁÓ ÔÈÅ ÌÁÓÔ ÔÉÍÅ ÙÏÕ ÍÁÄÅ ÌÏÖÅ ÔÏ ÈÅÒȩȱ  
Ȱ) ÄÏÎȭÔ ÒÅÍÅÍÂÅÒȢȱ  
Ȱ9ÏÕ ÄÏÎȭÔ ÒÅÍÅÍÂÅÒȩȱ ÔÈÅ ËÉÄ ÁÓËÅÄȢ Ȱ$Ï ÙÏÕ ÈÁÖÅ ÃÈÉÌÄÒÅÎȩȱ  
Jim wiped his forehead with a towel. 
Ȱ9ÏÕ ÈÁÖÅÎȭÔ ÁÎÓ×ÅÒÅÄ ÍÙ ÑÕÅÓÔÉÏÎ *ÉÍÍÙȟȱ ÔÈÅ +ÉÄ ÓÁÉÄȢ 
Ȱ) ÈÁÖÅ Á ÓÏÎȟȱ *ÉÍ ÓÁÉÄȢ 
Ȱ! ÓÏÎȩ 7ÈÁÔȭÓ ÈÉÓ ÎÁÍÅȩ 7ÈÁÔȭÓ ÈÅ ÄÏȩȱ  
Ȱ(ÉÓ ÎÁÍÅ ÉÓ 2ÕÅÂÅÎ ÁÎÄ ÈÅ ÌÉÖÅÓ ÉÎ !ÕÓÔÉÎ ÁÔ ÔÈÅ 3ÔÁÔÅ 3ÃÈÏÏÌ ÏÆȣȱ 
Ȱ&ÏÒ ×ÈÁÔȩȱ ÔÈÅ +ÉÄ ÁÓËÅÄȢ Ȱ&ÏÒ ÔÈÅ ÒÅÔÁÒÄÅÄȩ 4ÈÅ ÓÔÁÔÅ ÓÃÈÏÏÌ ÆÏÒ ÔÈÅ ÒÅÔÁÒÄÅÄȩȱ 4ÈÅ +ÉÄ 

looked at Marci. 
Ȱ!ÕÔÉÓÍȟȱ *ÉÍ ÓÁÉÄȢ 
Ȱ!ÕÔÉÓÍȟȱ ÔÈÅ +ÉÄ ÓÁÉÄȢ Ȱ3Ï ÙÏÕÒ ËÉÄȭÓ ÓÔÕÐÉÄȟ ÈÕÈȩȱ 
Ȱ.ÏÔ ÓÔÕÐÉÄȟ ÁÕÔÉÓÔÉÃȢȱ 
Ȱ7ÈÁÔÅÖÅÒȟȱ ÔÈÅ +ÉÄ ÓÁÉÄȢ Ȱ7ÈÅÎ ×ÁÓ ÔÈÅ ÌÁÓÔ ÔÉÍÅ ÙÏÕ ÓÐÏËÅ ÔÏ ÈÉÍȩȱ 
Jim put his hand on his ÆÏÒÅÈÅÁÄȢ Ȱ) ÇÕÅÓÓ Á ÙÅÁÒȢȱ 
The Kid looked at the grease in the grease pot. 
Ȱ3ÅÅÍÓ ÌÉËÅ Á ÌÏÎÇ ÔÉÍÅ ÎÏÔ ÔÏ ÔÁÌË ÔÏ ÙÏÕÒ ÆÌÅÓÈ ÁÎÄ ÂÌÏÏÄȟ *ÉÍÍÙȢȱ 
The Kid looked up, then at the clock on the wall, then at Marci.  
Ȱ!ÒÅ ÙÏÕ ÒÅÁÄÙ ÔÏ ÇÅÔ ÙÏÕÒ ÍÉÎÄ ÒÉÇÈÔȟ *ÉÍ "ÁÌÁÎÄȩȱ 4ÈÅ +ÉÄ ÁÓËÅÄȢ 
Ȱ7ÈÁÔ ÄÏ ÙÏÕ ÍÅÁÎȩȱ *ÉÍ ÁÓËÅÄȢ 
Ȱ7ÈÁÔ ÄÏ ÙÏÕ ÔÈÉÎË ×Å ÍÅÁÎȩȱ 4ÈÅ +ÉÄ ÁÓËÅÄ ÔÈÅÎ ÌÏÏËÅÄ ÁÔ -ÁÒÃÉȢ 
Marci lowered her eyes.  
Ȱ#ÁÓÈ ÒÅÇÉÓÔÅÒ *ÉÍÍÙȟ ÇÏȟȱ ÔÈÅ +ÉÄ ÓÁÉÄȢ 
Jim opened the cash register and counted the dollars. The Kid grabbed the wad of money. 

4ÈÅÎ ÈÅ ÐÕÓÈÅÄ *ÉÍ ÄÏ×Î ÏÎ ÔÈÅ ÆÌÏÏÒ ÁÎÄ ÒÅÁÃÈÅÄ ÕÎÄÅÒ ÔÈÅ ÎÅ×ÓÐÁÐÅÒÓ ÁÎÄ ÐÕÌÌÅÄ ÏÕÔ *ÉÍȭÓ Ȣσψ 
Special. 

Ȱ7ÈÙ ÄÉÄÎȭÔ ÙÏÕ ÕÓÅ ÔÈÉÓȟ *ÉÍÍÙȟ ×ÈÉÌÅ ÙÏÕ ÈÁÄ Á ÃÈÁÎÃÅȩȱ 4ÈÅ +ÉÄ ÁÓËÅÄȢ 
Jim stared at the gun. 
Ȱ'Ï ÉÎ ÔÈÅÒÅ ÁÎÄ ÅÁÔ ÔÈÏÓÅ ÄÏÎÕÔÓ ÏÎ ÔÈÅ ÆÌÏÏÒȢ !ÎÄ ÃÒÁ×Ìȟȱ ÔÈÅ +ÉÄ ÓÁÉÄȢ 
Jim did not move. 
Ȱ%ÁÔ ÔÈÅ ÇÏÄÄÁÍÎ ÄÏÎÕÔÓȟȱ ÔÈÅ +ÉÄ ÓÁÉÄȢ 
Jim turned his head and looked at the Kid then at Marci. 
Ȱ.Ïȟȱ ÈÅ ÓÁÉÄȢ 
The Kid rubbed his hair, and cocked his jaw. Marci cocked the hammer on the pistol. 
Ȱ3ÈÏÏÔ ÍÅȟȱ *ÉÍ ÓÁÉÄ ÆÌÁÔÌÙȢ 
Ȱ7ÈÅÒÅȟ ÉÎ ÔÈÅ ÆÏÏÔȟ ÉÎ ÔÈÅ ÌÅÇȟ ÉÎ ÔÈÅ ÈÅÁÒÔȩȱ Ôhe Kid asked. 
Ȱ3ÈÏÏÔ ÍÅ ÄÅÁÄȟȱ *ÉÍ ÓÁÉÄȢ Ȱ3ÈÏÏÔ ÍÅ ÉÎ ÔÈÅ ÈÅÁÒÔȢ )ȭÍ ÒÅÁÄÙȢȱ 
Ȱ*ÕÓÔ ÌÉËÅ ÔÈÁÔ ÙÏÕȭÒÅ ÒÅÁÄÙ ÔÏ ÄÉÅȩ 7ÈÁÔ ÔÈÅ ÆÕÃË ÉÓ ×ÒÏÎÇ ×ÉÔÈ ÙÏÕȩȱ  
Ȱ)ȭÖÅ ÂÅÅÎ ÒÅÁÄÙȢȱ 
Ȱ9ÏÕ ÂÅÅÎ ÒÅÁÄÙȩ 7ÈÁÔ ÁÂÏÕÔ ÙÏÕÒ ×ÉÆÅȟ ÙÏÕÒ ËÉÄȟ ÔÈÉÓ ÇÏÄÄÁÍ ÂÕÓÉÎÅÓÓȢ 7ÅȭÒÅ ÔÁÌËÉÎÇ ÁÂÏÕÔ 

ÈÕÍÁÎ ÐÏÔÅÎÔÉÁÌȟ *ÉÍÍÙȦ 9ÏÕ ÊÕÓÔ ÇÏÎÎÁ ÌÅÔ ÉÔ ÇÏ ÁÎÄ ÄÉÅȩȱ 



 

 

Ȱ9ÅÓȢȱ 
Ȱ!ÎÄ ÙÏÕ ×ÁÎÔ -ÁÒÃÉ ÔÏ ÄÏ ÙÏÕÒ ÄÉÒÔÙ ×ÏÒËȩȱ 
Ȱ7ÈÙ ÎÏÔȩ 3ÈÅȭÓ ÇÏÔ ÔÈÅ ÇÕÎȢȱ 
Ȱ!ÒÅ ÙÏÕ ÇÅÔÔÉÎÇ ÓÍÁÒÔ ×ÉÔÈ ÍÅȩ (ÅÒÅ ÙÏÕ are with three minutes left in your miserable life 

ÁÎÄ ÎÏ× ÙÏÕȭÒÅ ÇÅÔÔÉÎÇ ÓÍÁÒÔȩȱ 
Ȱ7ÈÙ ÎÏÔȩȱ 
The kid turned and looked at Marci. He relaxed his jaw, bowed his head, rubbed his hair, and 

ÒÁÉÓÅÄ *ÉÍȭÓ ÐÉÓÔÏÌ ÉÎ ÔÈÅ ÁÉÒȢ (Å ÏÐÅÎÅÄ ÈÉÓ ÍÏÕÔÈȟ ÁÎÄ ÃÌÏÓÅÄ ÉÔȢ (Å looked around the donut 
kitchen. 

Ȱ#ÏÍÅ ÏÎȟ ×ÅȭÒÅ ÆÉÎÉÓÈÅÄȟȱ ÔÈÅ +ÉÄ ÓÁÉÄȢ 
Marci looked at Jim. 
Ȱ7ÅȭÒÅ ÄÏÎÅɀÃÏÍÅ ÏÎȟȱ ÔÈÅ +ÉÄ ÓÁÉÄȢ (Å ÕÎÌÏÁÄÅÄ *ÉÍȭÓ Ȣσψ 3ÐÅÃÉÁÌȟ ÓÔÕÆÆÅÄ ÔÈÅ ÂÕÌÌÅÔÓ ÉÎ ÈÉÓ 

pants and tossed the pistol on the floor. Then he took the wad of money and threw it at Jim. 
Ȱ) ÓÈÏÕÌÄ ËÅÅÐ ÉÔȟȱ ÔÈÅ +ÉÄ ÓÁÉÄȢ 
Marci took another look at Jim and then followed the Kid out the front door. 
They jumped in the car, drove to the light and turned left on Oak Street. The Kid lit a cigarette. 
Ȱ7ÈÏȭÓ ÎÅØÔȩȱ Èe asked.  
-ÁÒÃÉ ÔÈÕÍÂÅÄ ÓÏÍÅ ÐÁÐÅÒÓȢ Ȱ! ÇÕÙ ÎÁÍÅÄ -ÁÇÎÕÓ ÁÔ "ÉÌÌȭÓ &ÕÒÎÉÔÕÒÅ 3ÔÏÒÅ ÏÎ !ÒÇÏÓÙȢ 4ÈÅÙ 

ÃÌÏÓÅ ÁÔ ÆÉÖÅȢȱ 3ÈÅ ÓÔÕÃË Á ÐÉÅÃÅ ÏÆ ÇÕÍ ÉÎ ÈÅÒ ÍÏÕÔÈ ÁÎÄ ÌÏÏËÅÄ ÏÕÔ ÔÈÅ ×ÉÎÄÏ×Ȣ  
Ȱ)ȭÍ ÇÏÉÎÇ ÉÎ ÁÓ ÔÈÅ ÓÁÍÅ ÐÕÎËȟȱ ÔÈÅ +ÉÄ ÓÁÉÄȢ 
He tapped his ashes out the window. 
Ȱ) ÔÈÉÎË )ȭÌÌ ×ÅÁÒ Á ÌÏÎÇ ÄÒÅÓÓ ÆÏÒ -ÁÇÎÕÓȟȱ -ÁÒÃÉ ÓÁÉÄȢ 
Ȱ.ÏȢ +ÅÅÐ ÔÈÅ ÊÅÁÎÓɀÇÉÒÌȟ ÔÈÅÙȭÒÅ ÓÅØÙȟȱ ÔÈÅ +ÉÄ ÓÁÉÄȢ 
Ȱ)ȭÌÌ ×ÅÁÒ ×ÈÁÔ ) ×ÁÎÔȟȱ -ÁÒÃÉ ÓÁÉÄȢ 
The Kid glanced at her, flicked his cigarette and then drummed his hands on the steering 

wheel. 
Ȱ)Æ ×Å ÄÏ ÔÈÒÅÅ ÍÏÒÅ ÔÏÄÁÙȟ )ȭÌÌ ÂÕÙ ÙÏÕ ÔÈÁÔ ÌÅÁÔÈÅÒ ÌÉÎÇÅÒÉÅ ÙÏÕ ×ÁÎÔÅÄȢȱ  
Ȱ) ÄÏÎȭÔ ×ÁÎÔ ÉÔȟ ÙÏÕ ×ÁÎÔ ÉÔȟȱ -ÁÒÃÉ ÓÁÉÄȢ 
Ȱ7ÈÁÔÅÖÅÒȟȱ ÔÈÅ +ÉÄ ÓÁÉÄȢ (Å ÒÕÂÂÅÄ ÈÉÓ ÊÁ×Ȣ Ȱ7ÈÁÔ ÄÏ ×Å ËÎÏ× ÁÂÏÕÔ ÔÈÉÓ -ÁÇÎÕÓ ÆÅÌÌÏ×ȩȱ  
Marci watched Odessa, Texas glide by. 
The Kid adjustÅÄ ÔÈÅ ÒÅÁÒ ÖÉÅ× ÍÉÒÒÏÒȢ Ȱ/Èȟ ÂÅÔÔÅÒ ÃÁÌÌ -ÓȢ "ÁÌÁÎÄ ÁÎÄ ÔÅÌÌ ÈÅÒ ÔÈÅ ÊÏÂȭÓ ÄÏÎÅȢȱ 
-ÁÒÃÉ ÓÁÉÄȟ Ȱ) ÔÈÉÎË ×Å ÏÖÅÒÄÉÄ ÉÔȟȱ 3ÈÅ ÇÌÁÎÃÅÄ ÁÔ ÔÈÅ +ÉÄ ÔÈÅÎ ÌÏÏËÅÄ Á×ÁÙȢ Ȱ) ÇÏÔ Á ÆÅÅÌÉÎÇ 

ÓÏÍÅÔÈÉÎÇ ÈÁÐÐÅÎÅÄȢ ) ÇÏÔ Á ÆÅÅÌÉÎÇ ÓÏÍÅÔÈÉÎÇȭÓ ÎÏÔ ÒÉÇÈÔ ×ÉÔÈ *ÉÍ "ÁÌÁÎÄȢ 7ÈÁÔ ÉÆ ÈÅȭÓ ÄÅÁÄȩȱ 
Ȱ$ÅÁÄȩ (ÉÓ ×ÉÆÅ ÓÉÇÎÅd the release, she ordered itɀ×ÅȭÒÅ ÃÏÖÅÒÅÄȟ ÄÏÎȭÔ ×ÏÒÒÙȟȱ ÔÈÅ +ÉÄ ÓÁÉÄȢ 

Ȱ&ÒÏÎÔ ÏÆÆÉÃÅ ÈÁÓ ÉÔ ÕÎÄÅÒ ÃÏÎÔÒÏÌȢ 4ÈÅÙȭÖÅ ÂÅÅÎ ÄÏÉÎÇ ÔÈÉÓ ÉÎ #ÁÌÉÆÏÒÎÉÁ ÆÏÒ ÙÅÁÒÓȢȱ 
Ȱ) ÄÏÎȭÔ ÌÉËÅ ÔÈÉÓȢ )ÔȭÓ ÍÅÁÎȟȱ ÓÈÅ ÓÁÉÄȢ Ȱ)ȭÍ ÎÏÔ ÍÅÁÎ ÂÙ ÎÁÔÕÒÅȢ 9ÏÕ ÍÉÇÈÔ ÂÅȢ )ȭÄ ÒÁÔÈÅÒ ÂÅ ÉÎ 

0ÈÁÓÅ ))Ȣȱ 
Ȱ4ÁËÅÓ ÍÕÃÈ ÍÏÒÅ ÅØÐÅÒÉÅÎÃÅ ÉÎ 0ÈÁÓÅ ))ȟȱ ÔÈÅ +ÉÄ ÓÁÉÄȢ Ȱ,ÉÆÔÉÎÇ ÔÈÏÓÅ ÐÅÏÐÌÅ ÕÐ ÁÆÔÅÒ ÔÈÅÙȭÖÅ 

been pummeled. Delicate. But when they finish the training they come out stronger, clear. Look at 
Yuri in the fÒÏÎÔ ÏÆÆÉÃÅȟ ÁÌÌ ÔÈÁÔ ÂÌÉÎÇ ÁÎÄ ÔÈÅ -ÅÒÃÅÄÅÓȢ %ÖÅÒ ÓÅÅÎ ÁÎÙÂÏÄÙ ÍÏÒÅ ÃÌÅÁÒȩȱ 
  



 

 

Leave  
(Creative Nonfiction) 

Marie Scampini 
 
Home is now wherever I am standing.   
Spring whispered for me to leave. I stayed a bit longer.   
Summer sang to me a lullaby to go. I stayed anyway, sleepier still. 
Autumn shook me as orange leaves off the maple tree. I stayed a little longer.   
Winter froze my attention, yanked me by the hair and screamed, Ȱ'ÉÒÌ, dÉÓÁÐÐÅÁÒȦȱ 
 
At the point my weight rose to eighty pounds, I knew I had to stop eating. I was huge. I was in fifth 
grade. Where did these thunder thighs come from? Horrified I started running six miles a day with 
my only companion, my Irish Setter Brandy.  
 
The dinner table was a war zone. I stared at my food, pushing it around, as I could feel the heat of 
my father's rage rising in his fists. This was my act of civil disobedience. Thoreau would be proud. 
Food was one thing I could control. I would not be controlled a moment longer. I threw down my 
fork as my gauntlet.  
 
My father suddenly grabbed a spoonful of green peas aiming for my mouth. I turned away, the 
spoon stabbed me in the eye. Blinded, I screamed and stumbled up the stairs to my room. Hours 
passed as blinding clouds lifted from my bruised eye. Blurred vision returned with a black and red 
ring gripping my cheekbone under my lower lashes. I was a fighter who left the ring victorious. 
 
The door opened and my father walked in and sat down beside me.  He winced at the damage he 
caused. He softly saidȟ Ȱ)ͻÍ ÓÏÒÒÙȟȱ then aÔ ÔÈÅ ÅÎÄ ÏÆ ÔÈÅ ÌÏÎÇÅÓÔ ÂÒÅÁÔÈ ÈÅ ÃÏÕÌÄ ÔÁËÅȟ Ȱ) ÌÏÖÅ ÙÏÕȢȱ 
I stared at the scratches on the wood floorboards which blinked and sighed. I shook my head no. 
 
 
I lied at school the next day that I walked into a wall. I started saving my babysitting money and 
stopped coming home. I did homework under one of the school's streetlights and got another job at 
a fast food restaurant. I cycled to and from work while carrying leftover burgers for my canine child 
before our six mile run. Planning to disappear. 
 
I would not turn another year older in that house that I grew up in, alone, surrounded by eight 
strangers I shared DNA with, allegedly, but I did not recognize them as belonging to me ɀ only the 
common cowardice of breathing, the hierarchy of silence. 
 
I wondered why my cousin was dead, having been killed on his motorcycle, his favorite thing. Why 
was I still alive? Life made no sense. Death made sense. It was final. Complete. I was a mistake the 
Universe had forgotten to correct. I would have to do it myself. 
 
Then I heard my classmate, Brian, a handsome, popular boy, overdosed on aspirin, after his 
girlfriend broke up with him. He didn't die though. Just got sick, stomach pumped in the hospital.  It 
was really embarrassing. If he didn't want to live, with everything going for him except a girlfriend, 
then it's perfectly reasonable for me to want to leave this earth. No friends. School was a nightmare. 
I couldn't sleep anymore. My teachers stared at me closing my eyes in class, raising their voices to 
wake me. I would open them, eyes rusted from tears, weary of a world that didn't want me one bit. 
 



 

 

I would be smarter than Brian. I did my research. Sleeping pills slow down the messages to the 
body. The pills would slow down the messages to my heart to keep beating, messages to my lungs 
to keep breathing. Perfect. Why hadn't Brian thought of this himself? 
 
 
I cycled over to the mall where all of my classmates met for pizza and group dates.  Some would 
pair off and be caught kissing behind J.C. Penney, shielded by a tower of thrown away boxes.   
 
I would never have my first kiss. 
 
Squinting at the over-bright light in CVS, I walked down Aisle 7, and scoured the wall of boxes upon 
boxes of sleeping pills. Decisions, decisions. I needed the strongest.  
 
I tried to reach for the popular brand in a serene shade of purple and blue. My arm would not lift. 
My limbs defied me. Then a voice louder and clearer than any season spokeɀ ȰLeÁÖÅȢȱ Suddenly an 
option I had not thought of before. I could leave. I could live somewhere else. Even if I died 
somewhere else, at least I would get out of this damn town. I would achieve one thing most of these 
people would never achieve. 
 
Now I felt much better, relieved. I continued working, saving every penny. I went to school. I did 
well in a few classes where writing was involved. Those teachers went out of their way to tell me of 
my potential. My essays showed promise. I wish that was enough for me to stay, but it wasn't.   
 
I remember one of my first poems was hung in the hallway in grade school and as I walked by I 
always smiled, beaming with pride. But that was so many years ago. There was no poetry in the 
house I grew up in. My house was a box of practical desperation, lists of chores and groceries 
wallpapered the refrigerator.  Uninspired family portraits, ordinary landscapes and an abundance 
of religious statues filled the rest of the empty spaces. 
 
 
Two weeks before my birthday, I calmly told my mother I was leaving. She shook her head, telling 
me I didn't mean it as she continued scrubbing her pots. They would be of great comfort soon. 
When your daughter disappears without a note, without a trace, without any more words, best to 
scrub the pots. There must be clean pots. 
 
On that January morning, I emptied my bank account, layered six shirts and sweaters over my body 
and packed a small backpack.  I kissed my canine child good-ÂÙÅȢ Ȱ)ͻÌÌ ÃÏÍÅ ÂÁÃË ÆÏÒ ÙÏÕȟȱ ) lied. 
  



 

 

Leftovers 
Jessica Walker 

 
Kevin yanked open the refrigerator. He shifted his weight between his feet and ruffled his hand 
through his bed-tossed hair. He stretched one arm overhead, then the other. I kept typing on my 
laptop at the kitchen table, trying to ignore the fact that I could already feel the chill escaping the 
fridge. 
 Ȱ7ÈÅÒÅȭÓ ÍÙ ÐÕÌÌÅÄ ÐÏÒËȩȱ ÈÅ ÓÁÉÄȢ 
 My wedding ring clacked on the keys. Damn thing was always slipping off my hand. I 
finished my email to my boss and opened another Internet tab. This latest assignment was killing 
me in the same way my mother-in-ÌÁ×ȭÓ ÐÈÏÎÅ ÃÁÌÌÓ ÄÉÄȡ ×ÉÔÈ ÖÅÒÙ ÆÅ× ×ÏÒÄÓ ÁÎÄ ÔÈÒÏÕÇÈ ÓÌÏ×ÌÙ 
prying the happiness out of my soul. 
 Ȱ,ÁÕÒÁȟ ×ÈÅÒÅȭÓ ÍÙ ÐÕÌÌÅÄ ÐÏÒËȩȱ 
 Ȱ(ÍÍÍȩȱ ) ÃÌÉÃËÅÄ ÏÎ 'ÏÏÇÌÅȢ -ÁÙÂÅ ÉÆ ) ÊÕÓÔ ÌÏÏËÅÄ ÕÐ ×ÈÁÔ ÎÁÖÁÌ ÎÕÃÌÅÁÒ ÐÒÏÐÕÌÓÉÏÎ ×ÁÓȟ 
I could find inspiration that would make the housewife readers of She Said WHAT?!?! magazine 
actually want to endure a nauseating 500 words about it. 
 Ȱ7ÈÅÒÅȭÓ ÍÙ ÐÕÌÌÅÄ ÐÏÒË ÆÒÏÍ ÔÈÁÔ ÓÔÕÐÉÄ ÒÅÓÔÁÕÒÁÎÔ ×Å ×ÅÎÔ ÔÏ ÌÁÓÔ ÎÉÇÈÔȩȱ 
 Ȱ) ÆÅÄ ÉÔ ÔÏ "ÕÓÔÅÒȢȱ 
 Kevin exhaled. His morning breath smelled like a combination of stale coffee and yellow 
ÍÕÓÔÁÒÄȢ Ȱ9ÏÕ ×ÈÁÔȩȱ 
 Ȱ) ÆÅÄ ÉÔ ÔÏ ÔÈÅ ÄÏÇȢȱ 
 I twisted the wedding ring around my finger again to get the diamond out of the way, and 
ÃÏÎÔÉÎÕÅÄ ÔÙÐÉÎÇȢ ) ×ÁÓ ÎÏÔ ÇÏÉÎÇ ÔÏ ÌÁÕÇÈȢ 7ÁÓ ÎÏÔ ÇÏÉÎÇ ÔÏ ÌÁÕÇÈȢ .ÏÐÅȟ ÊÕÓÔ ÐÒÅÔÅÎÄ ÉÔȭÓ ÁÌÌ !-Okay 
over here. 
 Ȱ7ÈÙ ÔÈÅ ÈÅÌÌȟȱ ÈÅ ÓÁÉÄȟ ÐÁÕÓÉÎÇ ÂÅÔ×ÅÅÎ ÅÁÃÈ ×ÏÒÄȟ Ȱ×ÏÕÌÄ ÙÏÕ ÄÏ ÔÈÁÔȩȱ 
 ) ÓÈÒÕÇÇÅÄȢ Ȱ9ÏÕ ÓÁÉÄ ÙÏÕ ÄÉÄÎȭÔ ÌÉËÅ ÉÔȢ 4ÏÏ ÄÒÙ ÁÎÄȟ ×ÈÁÔ ×ÁÓ ÉÔ ÁÇÁÉÎȩ /Èȟ ÒÉÇÈÔȢ !ÎÄ ) 
ÑÕÏÔÅȟ Ȭ,ÉËÅ ÇÎÁ×ÉÎÇ ÏÎ ÍÙ ÇÒÁÎÄÍÏÔÈÅÒȭÓ ÂÕÔÔȢȭȱ 
 (Å ÓÍÁÃËÅÄ ÔÈÅ ÔÁÂÌÅȢ )ȭÌÌ ÁÄÍÉÔȟ ) ÊÕÍÐÅÄ ÅÖÅÒ ÓÏ ÓÌÉÇÈÔÌÙȟ ÂÕÔ ËÅÐÔ ÍÙ ÅÙÅÓ ÔÒÁÉÎÅÄ ÏÎ ÍÙ 
laptop screen. 
 Ȱ$ÉÄÎȭÔ ÍÅÁÎ ) ÄÉÄÎȭÔ want it! Why else would I have gotten a to-go box, huh? I swear, Laura, 
ÙÏÕ ÎÅÖÅÒ ÔÈÉÎËȢȱ (Å ÒÁÐÐÅÄ ÍÅ ÏÎ ÔÈÅ ÈÅÁÄ ×ÉÔÈ ÈÉÓ ËÎÕÃËÌÅÓȢ Ȱ) ÐÁÉÄ ÇÏÏÄ ÍÏÎÅÙ ÆÏÒ ÔÈÁÔ ÐÏÒËȟ 
ÁÎÄ )ȭÍ ÇÏÉÎÇ ÔÏ ÅÁÔ ÉÔȢȱ 
 Ȱ%ØÃÕÓÅ ÍÅȩȱ ) ÇÌÁÒÅÄ ÁÔ ÈÉÍȢ ȰYou paid good money? I footed the bill last night. I made 
reservations at the fanciest, most out-of-our-price-ÒÁÎÇÅ ÒÅÓÔÁÕÒÁÎÔ ÙÏÕȭÄ ÂÅÅÎ ÄÙÉÎÇ ÔÏ ÇÏ ÔÏȢ ) 
drank water and had the soup of the day so that you could order whatever you wanted, and then 
ÈÅÁÒ ÙÏÕ ÃÏÍÐÌÁÉÎ ÁÂÏÕÔ ÈÏ× ÙÏÕÒ ÆÉÆÔÈ ÂÅÅÒ ×ÁÓÎȭÔ ÆÒÏÔÈÙ and how your tiramisu tasted too much 
like coffee. News flash for you. Tiramisu is ÃÏÆÆÅÅȢȱ 
 His pudgy lips moved open and closed like a fish gasping for air. His icy blue eyes looked 
vacant. I could tell he was searching for the words, but coming up empty. 
 Ȱ7ÅÌÌȟ ÉÔ ×ÁÓ ÍÙ ÂÉÒÔÈÄÁÙ ÄÉÎÎÅÒȟȱ ÈÅ ÆÉÎÁÌÌÙ ÓÁÉÄȢ Ȱ) ÓÈÏÕÌÄ ÈÁÖÅ ÂÅÅÎ ÁÂÌÅ ÔÏ ÅÎÊÏÙ ÉÔ 
however and whenever I pleased. Just like I should have expected the same of my wife last night. 
"ÕÔȟ ÎÏȟ ÙÏÕ Ȭ×ÅÒÅÎȭÔ ÆÅÅÌÉÎÇ ÌÉËÅ ÉÔȭ ÁÎÄ ȬÈÁÄ Á ÈÅÁÄÁÃÈÅȢȭȱ 
 I slÁÍÍÅÄ ÍÙ ÌÁÐÔÏÐ ÃÌÏÓÅÄȢ Ȱ) ÄÏÎȭÔ ÈÁÖÅ ÔÏ ÂÏ× ÔÏ ÙÏÕÒ ÅÖÅÒÙ ÃÏÍÍÁÎÄȢ )ȭÍ ÎÏÔ "ÕÓÔÅÒȢȱ 
 (Å ÈÉÔ ÔÈÅ ÔÁÂÌÅ ÁÇÁÉÎȢ (ÉÓ ÂÅÅÒ ÂÅÌÌÙ ÊÉÇÇÌÅÄ ÏÖÅÒ ÔÈÅ ÔÏÐ ÏÆ ÈÉÓ ÂÏØÅÒÓȢ Ȱ.ÏȢ !ÐÐÁÒÅÎÔÌÙ 
ÙÏÕȭÒÅ ÎÏÔ ÂÅÃÁÕÓÅ ÔÈÁÔ ÍÅÁÎÓ ÙÏÕ ×ÏÕÌÄ ÈÁÖÅ ÅÁÔÅÎ ÍÙ ÐÏÒËȢȱ 

Tucking my laptop under my arm, I pushed past him. 
Ȱ7ÈÅÒÅ ÁÒÅ ÙÏÕ ÇÏÉÎÇȩȱ +ÅÖÉÎ ÓÁÉÄ ×ÈÅÎ ) ÇÒÁÂÂÅÄ ÔÈÅ ÃÁÒ ËÅÙÓ ÏÆÆ ÏÆ ÔÈÅ ÈÏÏËȢ Ȱ9ÏÕ ÃÁÎȭÔ ÇÏ 

ÏÕÔ ÌÉËÅ ÔÈÁÔȢȱ 
Ȱ3ÕÒÅ ) ÃÁÎȢȱ 



 

 

Ȱ9ÏÕȭÒÅ ×ÅÁÒÉÎÇ ÔÈÏÓÅ ÎÁÓÔÙ 3ÎÏÏÐÙ Ó×ÅÁÔÐÁÎÔÓ ÁÎÄ ÓÌÉÐÐÅÒÓȦȱ 
I whirled around, my nose meeting the dimple of his chin. The one I used to press my finger 

into, waiting breathlessly until he pulled me close in the back of his BMW. Now, it just made the fat 
ÕÎÄÅÒ ÈÉÓ ÊÁ×ÌÉÎÅ ÌÏÏË ÅÖÅÎ ÍÏÒÅ ÌÉËÅ Á ÔÕÒËÅÙȭÓ ÇÏÂÂÌÅÒȢ (Å ÇÁÖÅ ÁÎÏÔÈÅÒ ÈÕÆÆ ÏÆ ÍÏÒÎÉÎÇ ÂÒÅÁÔÈȟ 
the edge to his voice dulling. 

Ȱ4ÈÅ ÌÅÁÓÔ ÙÏÕ ÃÁÎ ÄÏ ÉÓ ÍÁËÅ ÍÅ ÂÒÅÁËÆÁÓÔȢȱ 
Ȱ%ÁÔ ÃÅÒÅÁÌȢȱ 
)Ô ×ÁÓÎȭÔ ÕÎÔÉÌ ) ÈÁÄ ÄÒÉÖÅÎ ÈÁÌÆ×ÁÙ ÄÏ×Î ÔÈÅ ÂÌÏÃË ÔÈÁÔ ) ÒÅÁÌÉÚÅÄ ÍÙ ×ÅÄÄÉÎÇ ÒÉÎÇ ÈÁÄ 

fallen off. I imagined it sitting with Kevin as his bowl of Lucky Charms stained the milk green. His 
consolation prize. 
  



 

 

Unexpected Trouble. Unexpected Joy 
Adam Witzig 

 
 7ÈÅÔÈÅÒ ÉÔ ×ÁÓ ÍÕÄ ÏÒ ÃÒÁÐ ÓÍÅÁÒÅÄ ÁÌÌ ÏÖÅÒ ÍÙ ÆÁÃÅȟ ÁÔ ÔÈÁÔ ÐÏÉÎÔȟ ) ÄÉÄÎȭÔ ÅÖÅÎ ÃÁÒÅȢ -Ù 
dress suit had been turned into a swimsuit. I was swimming in my own sweat; the result of 
searching for seven little devils around the amazon rainforest. Leaves coated my hair, branches left 
their signatures in the holes in my shirt. Mud consumed my entire body. The boys stood together, 
stiff as the trees that surrounded them. Keeping their heads low, the guilt permeated from their 
eyes and into the hot, shifty air. And rightfully so. 
 My dinner date was at seven. I was picking my little brother and his friends up from the 
local park at six. That should have left me plenty of time to pick the boys up, return home, and get 
ÒÅÁÄÙȢ -ÁËÉÎÇ ÉÔ ÔÏ ÔÈÅ ÄÁÔÅ ÏÎ ÔÉÍÅ ×ÏÕÌÄ ÂÅ ÎÏ ÐÒÏÂÌÅÍȢ )ȭÍ ÎÏÔ ÏÎÅ ÔÏ ÔÁËÅ ÃÈÁÎÃÅÓ ÔÈÏÕÇÈȢ ) ×ÁÓ 
dressed and ready by 5:30.  

I paced the kitchen floor, sporting my brand new suit for the very first time. Every 30 
seconds or so, I would peek at myself in the kitchen mirror just to make sure every little detail was 
perfect. Tie straightened, pants tucked in, hair tightly wound. This was my first date with Hannah 
ÁÎÄ ) ×ÁÓÎȭÔ ÁÂÏÕÔ ÔÏ ÂÌÏ× ÉÔȢ %ÖÅÒÙ ÄÅÔÁÉÌ ÍÁÔÔÅÒÅÄ. It took me a whole month just to get up the 
confidence to ask her out. 
 I arrive at the park at 5:45, just hoping that the boys are ready and waiting. Of course, 
ÔÈÅÙȭÒÅ ÎÏÔȢ 4ÈÅÙ ÁÒÅ ÏÆÆ ÒÏÁÍÉÎÇ ÉÎ the woods, doing whatever 8-10-year-old boys do.  

It hits six ÏȭÃÌÏÃË ÁÎÄ ÔÈÅ ÂÏÙÓ ÁÒÅ ÓÔÉÌÌ ÎÏ×ÈÅÒÅ ÔÏ ÂÅ ÓÅÅÎȢ -Ù ÈÅÁÒÔ ÓÉÎËÓȢ )ȭÍ Á ×ÏÒÒÉÅÒ ÁÎÄ 
God has a strange humor. I seem to be the butt of many of his jokes.  

Six ten rolls around and I decide I am not going to wait any longer. I get out of the car and 
ÓÔÁÒÔ ÔÏ ÙÅÌÌ ÆÏÒ ÔÈÅ ÂÏÙÓȢ 0ÅÏÐÌÅ ÉÎ ÔÈÅ ÐÁÒËÉÎÇ ÌÏÔ ÇÉÖÅ ÍÅ ÄÉÒÔÙ ÌÏÏËÓ ÁÓ ) ÓÃÒÅÁÍ ÏÕÔ ÔÈÅ ÂÏÙÓȭ 
names. At this point I am panicking. My forehead begins to drip sweat, suddenly my tie seems to be 
a bit too tight. 
 Six twenty rolls around and I am beyond ÐÉÓÓÅÄȢ )ȭÍ ÔÈÒÏ×ÉÎÇ ÂÌÁÍÅ ÁÒÏÕÎÄ ÉÎ ÍÙ ÈÅÁÄ ÁÓ ) 
sit slumped over on the parking lot curb. I am certainly blaming the boys for having no regard for 
ÍÙ ÌÉÆÅȢ ) ÇÏ ÁÓ ÆÁÒ ÁÓ ÃÁÌÌÉÎÇ ÔÈÉÓȟ ȰÔÈÅ ×ÏÒÓÔ ÎÉÇÈÔ ÏÆ ÍÙ ÌÉÆÅȱȢ ) ÂÌÁÍÅ ÍÙ ÄÁÄ ÆÏÒ ÎÏÔ ÐÉÃËÉÎÇ ÕÐ 
thesÅ ÓÔÕÐÉÄ ÂÏÙÓ ÈÉÍÓÅÌÆȢ Ȱ7ÈÁÔ ÁÍ )ȟ ÈÉÓ ÐÅÒÓÏÎÁÌ ÓÌÁÖÅȩȱ ) ÃÏÍÐÌÁÉÎ ÌÉËÅ Á ÍÏÏÄÙ ÔÅÅÎÁÇÅÒ ×ÈÏ 
×ÁÓ ÁÂÏÕÔ ÔÏ ÍÉÓÓ ÈÉÓ ÄÁÔÅȢ 4ÈÁÔȭÓ ÅØÁÃÔÌÙ ×ÈÁÔ ) ×ÁÓȢ 
 Six thirty rolls around and my mindset shifts. I begin to worry about the boys and their 
safety. All the woÒÓÔ ÃÁÓÅ ÓÃÅÎÁÒÉÏÓ ÒÕÎ ÔÈÒÏÕÇÈ ÍÙ ÈÅÁÄȢ Ȱ%ÁÔÅÎ ÂÙ Á ÂÅÁÒȩ #ÁÐÔÕÒÅÄ ÂÙ ÉÎÄÉÇÅÎÏÕÓ 
ÐÅÏÐÌÅÓȩȱ ! ÒÕÓÈ ÏÆ ÒÅÓÐÏÎÓÉÂÉÌÉÔÙ ÁÎÄ ÈÅÒÏÉÓÍ ÅÎÔÅÒÓ ÍÙ ÖÅÉÎÓȢ 7ÏÒÒÙÉÎÇ ÁÂÏÕÔ (ÁÎÎÁÈ ÔÁËÅÓ Á 
back seat for a moment. I rush into the woods, determined. I search far and wide yet cannot find the 
boys. I scurry through the thick forest brush, dodging branches of trees and hopping over puddles 
of mud. No sign of the boys. 

After a long, arduous search, I hear boys laughing in the distance. I recognize the voices. 
Robotically, I dart towards the voices. I peek through the leaves only to find the boys gathered in a 
clearing. They are hooting and hollering, chanting like baboons as they dance around in large circle. 
One member is in the center, sitting Indian style with his legs folded over. I break out of the brush 
and into the clearing. All of their eyes go to me, then back to each other. I stand still, anticipating 
their next move. Time stood still. I was waiting for some type of explanation. Anything.  
 Suddenly, the boys spring into more yelling and rush over to me, grabbing me with 
surprising strength for 10-year-old boys. They supplant me in the center of their circle. More 
chanting ensues as they dance around me. I was in shock. I went from being James Bond on the 
rescue mission, to being Piggy from Lord of the Flies. I was being humiliated. By little boys. In the 
×ÏÏÄÓȢ )Î Á ÓÕÉÔȢ 7ÈÉÌÅ ÔÈÅ ÍÏÓÔ ÂÅÁÕÔÉÆÕÌ ÇÉÒÌ ÉÎ ÔÈÅ ×ÏÒÌÄ ×ÁÓ ×ÁÉÔÉÎÇ ÆÏÒ ÍÅȣ 



 

 

 Once the shock factor wore off, I put my big boy pants on and restored order. I said some 
ÔÈÉÎÇÓ ÔÏ ÔÈÏÓÅ ÂÏÙÓ ÔÈÁÔ ) ÃÁÎȭÔ ÒÅÐÅÁÔ ÎÏ×Ȣ !ÌÌ ÙÏÕ ÎÅÅÄ ÔÏ ËÎÏ× ÉÓ ÔÈÁÔ ÔÈÅ ÂÏÙÓ ÃÏÏÌÅÄ ÔÈÅ ÊÅÔÓ ÏÎ 
the Navajo Show quickly. Soon enough I had them marching back to the parking lot in an orderly 
fashion. 
 According to my father, the boys were doing Á ȰÓÔÁÎÄÁÒÄ "ÏÙ 3ÃÏÕÔ ÒÉÔÕÁÌȱȢ 
 Anyways, I show up to the restaurant 30 minutes late after dropping the boys off. My dress 
suit looks more like a ghillie sÕÉÔȢ )ȭÍ ÃÏÖÅÒÅÄ ÉÎ ÅÖÅÒÙÔÈÉÎÇ ÙÏÕ ÃÏÕÌÄ ÐÏÓÓÉÂÌÙ ÆÉÎÄ ÉÎ ÔÈÅ ×ÏÏÄÓȢ ) 
rush through the front doors and there she is, looking absolutely perfect, sitting at a table flipping 
through her menu like nothing was wrong. She glances up for a moment, seeing me enter. She 
begins to laugh uncontrollably at my ridiculous appearance, but in an adorable, endearing way. For 
the first time, I loosen up, and crack a guilty smile.  
 We still enjoyed a wonderful meal together that night. The restaurant workers asked me to 
ÌÅÁÖÅ ÉÍÍÅÄÉÁÔÅÌÙ ÂÅÃÁÕÓÅ ÏÆ ÍÙ ÁÔÔÉÒÅȟ ÓÏ ×Å ÅÎÊÏÙÅÄ Á ȰÆÁÎÃÙȱ ÄÁÔÅ ÁÔ ÔÈÅ -Ã$ÏÎÁÌÄȭÓ ÄÏ×Î ÔÈÅ 
street.  
 Overall, Hannah handled it great. She forgave me and was very understanding and sweet. 
We actually went on many more dates, in which I was always on time to. The only thing is that she 
ÓÔÉÌÌ ÌÏÖÅÓ ÔÏ ÔÅÌÌ ÔÈÁÔ ÓÔÏÒÙȢ )Î ÆÁÃÔȟ ÉÔ ÈÁÓ ÂÅÃÏÍÅ ÏÕÒ ËÉÄÓȭ Æavorite bedtime story. 
  



 

 

A Murmuration 
Daniel Dominowski 

 
 It was just after noon when they finally rang the doorbell at the address Paul had written 
down after getting high and then taking the bus across town. The clouds had dispersed and the 
open, savage sun grew above them as they stood on the front steps. 
 When the bus had pulled up to the stop, it had startled a small flock of birds that had settled 
on the bus stop shelter, and Josh had watched them intently until Paul had nudged him. The birds' 
feathers shimmered in the morning light as they took off, looped around and came to rest, perching 
on the windowsills above the entrance to the tire store behind the bus stop. They continued to 
chirp, imitating car alarms and horns and cell phones. They didn't seem to mind the heat. Josh had 
minded it very much since walking from the bus stop to the house; he envied the birds' lack of care. 
 Ȱ$ÏÎͻÔ ×ÏÒÒÙȢ ) ÔÈÉÎË ÔÈÉÓ ÊÏÂ ÉÓ ÇÏÉÎÇ ÔÏ ÂÅ ÅÁÓÙȢ )ÔͻÓ ÊÕÓÔ ÃÌÅÁÒÉÎÇ ÏÕÔ Á ÇÁÒÁÇÅ ÁÎÄ ÓÏÍÅ ÙÁÒÄ 
×ÏÒËȟȱ 0ÁÕÌ ÓÁÉÄȢ *ÏÓÈ ÈÁdn't talked to the guy himself and figured Paul never would have mentioned 
ÉÔ ÉÆ ÔÈÅ ÊÏÂ ÈÁÄ ÓÏÕÎÄÅÄ ÄÉÆÆÉÃÕÌÔȢ Ȱ4ÈÅ ÇÕÙ ÄÉÄÎͻÔ ÓÏÕÎÄ ÌÉËÅ ÁÎ ÁÓÓÈÏÌÅȟȱ ×ÁÓ ÁÌÌ ÈÅȭÄ ÓÁÉÄȢ 
 Josh heard a sweet, Southern voiceɂone jarringly different from the flat, Germanic sort he 
had grown up withɂÃÁÌÌ ÔÏ ÔÈÅ ÄÏÏÒȟ Ȱ"Å ÒÉÇÈÔ ÔÈÅÒÅȦȱ ÁÎÄ ÍÏÍÅÎÔÓ ÌÁÔÅÒȟ ÔÈÅ ÄÏÏÒ Ó×ÕÎÇ ÉÎ×ÁÒÄȟ 
revealing a blonde woman in her mid-forties, dressed in slacks and a cardigan. She had sunglasses 
with lenses large enough to cover half of her face propped up over her forehead. There was a sheen 
on her forehead and her skin was deeply tanned. 
 Ȱ7ÅͻÒÅ ÈÅÒÅ ÁÂÏÕÔ ÔÈÅ ÊÏÂȩȱ 0ÁÕÌ ÓÁÉÄȢ Ȱ) ÔÁÌËÅÄ ÔÏ ÙÏÕÒ ÈÕÓÂÁÎÄȢ /Î ÔÈÅ ÐÈÏÎÅȢ %ÁÒÌÉÅÒȢȱ 
 Ȱ/È ÙÅÓȟ ÏÆ ÃÏÕÒÓÅȢ #ÏÍÅ ÉÎȟ ÂÏÙÓȢȱ 3ÈÅ ÐÕÓÈÅÄ ÔÈÅ ÓÃÒÅÅÎ ÄÏÏÒ ÏÐÅÎ ÁÎÄ turned back into 
the house. Her voice was warm and saccharine and stuck to Josh's ears like morning warmth and 
humidity. 
 Ȱ-ÉÌÆȟȱ 0ÁÕÌ ×ÈÉÓÐÅÒÅÄȟ ÌÅÁÎÉÎÇ ÉÎ ÔÏ *ÏÓÈ ÁÎÄ ÓÌÁÐÐÅÄ ÈÉÍ ÏÎ ÔÈÅ ÓÈÏÕÌÄÅÒ ÁÓ ÓÏÏÎ ÁÓ ÓÈÅ 
turned around to lead them through the house. Josh didn't see if she heard or not. He raised his 
ÅÙÅÂÒÏ×Ó ÁÎÄ ÃÁÎÔÅÄ ÉÓ ÈÅÁÄ ÁÔ 0ÁÕÌȟ ÍÏÕÔÈÉÎÇ Ȱ$ÕÄÅȟ ÓÈÕÔ ÕÐȢȱ 4ÈÅÙ ÆÏÌÌÏ×ÅÄ ÈÅÒ ÉÎÓÉÄÅȢ 
 Ȱ)ͻÍ ,ÙÄÉÁȢ ) ÄÏÎͻÔ ËÎÏ× ×ÈÁÔ 2ÏÂÅÒÔ ÔÏÌÄ ÙÏÕȟ ÂÕÔ ÉÔ ÓÈÏÕÌÄÎͻÔ ÂÅ ÔÏÏ ÍÕÃÈ ×ÏÒËȢ *ÕÓÔ 
clearing out some boxes, Ó×ÅÅÐÉÎÇȟ ÃÌÅÁÒÉÎÇ ÔÈÅ ÙÁÒÄȟȱ ÓÈÅ ÃÏÎÔÉÎÕÅÄ ÉÎ ÔÈÅ ÈÁÌÌ×ÁÙȢ 4ÈÅÙ ÆÏÌÌÏ×ÅÄ 
her through the house. The foyer and living room were decorated in the same way Josh's mother 
kept their house: a lot of dark, polished wood furniture, large candles in wrought-iron holders, earth 
tones. It was nicer, but the same idea. When they passed the den, what they saw was vastly different. 
There was a bearɂa complete stuffed and mounted bearɂstaring out at them. The room was full of 
deer heads, birds, squirrels, beavers, badgers and a lot of little black birds. 
 Ȱ/Èȟ ÔÈÁÔ ÉÓ ÓÏÍÅÔÈÉÎÇ ÉÓÎͻÔ ÉÔȩ 2ÏÂÅÒÔ ÃÏÌÌÅÃÔÓ ÔÈÏÓÅ ÔÈÉÎÇÓȢ -ÕÓÔ ÈÁÖÅ ÈÕÎÄÒÅÄÓ ÏÆ ÔÈÅÍȢȱ 
The bear was on his hind legs, arms raised above his head, staring placidly out from the room, 
watching as they passed by. She began moving towards the back door again. When Josh noticed that 
Paul was unflinchingly staring at her pants clinging to her ass, he elbowed Paul, who looked at him 
and then nodded at her ass. Josh nodded. 
 Lydia pushed open the back door and led them outside. A large flock of birds lifted like a 
blanket from the deck and yard, settling into the trees along the backside of the yard. She opened 
the garage door, revealing piles of junk. It looked like two booths worth of junk from the flea market. 
Gardening tools leaned haphazardly against the near wall. 
 Ȱ!ÌÌ ÔÈÉÓ ÊÕÎË ÎÅÅÄÓ ÔÏ ÂÅ ÂÏØÅÄ ÕÐ ÁÎÄ ÏÒÇÁÎÉÚÅÄȟȱ ÓÈÅ ÓÁÉÄȢ 7ÁÖÉÎÇ ÈÅÒ ÈÁÎÄ ÁÒÏÕÎÄȢ Ȱ4ÈÅÒÅ 
are some more boxes behind thoseɂand you can use those tools in the yard. Just clean up the edges 
of the grass and neaten it up a bit, you know? The boxes need to go out to the shed behind the 
ÇÁÒÁÇÅȢ )ÔͻÓ ÎÏÔ ÌÏÃËÅÄȢȱ 
 Paul let out a short, confused grunt and shuffled his feet. 
 Ȱ)Æ ÉÔ ÌÏÏËÓ ÌÉËÅ ÉÔ ÓÈÏÕÌÄ ÂÅ ÉÎ Á ÂÏØ ×ÉÔÈ ÓÏÍÅÔÈÉÎÇ ÅÌÓÅȟ ÐÕÔ ÉÔ ÔÈÅÒÅȟ ÈÕÎȢ %ÁÓÙȢȱ 



 

 

 Ȱ9ÁÒÄ ÌÏÏËÓ ÆÉÎÅȟȱ *ÏÓÈ ÓÁÉÄȢ 
 Ȱ4ÁËÅ ÔÈÅ ×ÅÅÄ×ÁÃËÅÒ ͻÒÏÕÎÄ ÔÈÅ ÅÄÇÅÓ ÏÆ ÔÈÅ ÈÏÕÓÅȟ ÔÈÅ ÄÅÃËȟ ÆÅÎÃÅȟ ÁÌÌ ÔÈÁÔȢ (ÁÕÌ ÔÈÅÍ 
ÂÒÁÎÃÈÅÓ ÏÕÔ ÔÏ ÔÈÅ ÓÔÒÅÅÔȢ 4ÈÅÒÅͻÓ ×ÁÔÅÒ ÉÎÓÉÄÅ ÉÆ ÙÏÕ ÇÅÔ ÔÈÉÒÓÔÙȢ )ÔͻÓ ÓÔÁÒÔÉÎÇ ÔÏ ÇÅÔ ×ÁÒÍ ÏÕÔ ÈÅÒÅȢȱ 
 She disappeared back inside the house, leaving Josh and Paul standing in front of the open 
garage door. It was starting to warm up, even though it was still early in the summer. They were 
silent and still for a moment. Josh felt as if he were made of cardboard in the heat. He watched as 
the birds had begun filtering back down to the grass and the deck railing, chirping and hopping 
around, pecking at the dirt. 
 
They had been working for an hour or so when Lydia came back out, carrying a triangle of three 
glasses. Josh cut the weedwacker oÆÆ ×ÈÅÎ ÓÈÅ ÃÁÌÌÅÄ ÏÕÔȟ Ȱ9ÏÕ ÂÏÙÓ ×ÁÎÔ Á ÃÏÌÄ ÄÒÉÎËȩȱ 
 Josh leaned the rotten machine against the deck. The motor was running fine but the line 
kept jamming up, forcing him to stop and untangle it every ten minutes. His head was beginning to 
pulse with a dull ache. 
 Josh took his drink and gulped. He didn't immediately catch the antiseptic sting of vodka 
until it had already reached his stomach. Paul had gulped as well and was sputtering. Lydia laughed 
ÁÎÄ ÔÏÏË Á ÓÉÐ ÏÆ ÈÅÒÓȢ )Ô ×ÁÓ ÖÏÄËÁ ÁÎÄ ÃÒÁÎÂÅÒÒÙȢ Ȱ3ÅÁÂÒÅÅÚÅȟȱ ÓÈÅ ÓÁÉÄȢ Ȱ4ÈÅÒÅͻÓ ÇÒÁÐÅÆÒÕÉÔ ÉÎ 
ÔÈÅÒÅȟ ÔÏÏȢȱ 
 They stood in the shade of the house and drank. Josh's head ceased pulsing. His shirt was 
soaked in sweat, so was Paul's.  
 Ȱ,ÏÏËÓ ÌÉËÅ ÙÏÕͻÒÅ ÄÁÍÎ ÎÅÁÒ ÄÏÎÅ ×ÉÔÈ ÔÈÅ ÇÁÒÁÇÅȢ 9ÁÒÄȟ ÔÏÏȢȱ (ÅÒ ÖÏÉÃÅ ×Ás still chirpy and 
twangy, but there was a bluntness working its way in, slurring the sharper consonants. She drawled 
ÔÈÅ ȰÔÏÏȢȱ 
 The boys murmured in agreement. The work wasn't hard, just tedious. Lydia had stripped 
off her cardigan; her arms had the same dark tan as her neck and face. Josh wondered where the 
husband, the one Paul had talked to on the phone, was. They drank without speaking for several 
minutes.  
 Ȱ!Èȟ ÈÅÌÌȢ 9ͻÁÌÌ ÆÉÎÉÓÈ ÕÐ ÁÎÄ )ͻÌÌ ÍÁËÅ ÙÏÕ ÓÏÍÅÔÈÉÎÇ ÔÏ ÅÁÔȢȱ 4ÈÅ ÃÏÌÄ ÄÒÉÎËÓ ÆÅÌÔ ÇÏÏÄ ÁÎÄ 
Josh could feel his face tighten and flush and his mouth go slightly numb. He lit a cigarette and Paul 
ÆÏÌÌÏ×ÅÄ ÓÕÉÔȢ Ȱ$ÏÎͻÔ ÄÉÅȟȱ ÓÈÅ ÓÁÉÄȢ 4ÈÅ ×ÁÙ ÈÅÒ ÁÃÃÅÎÔ Ô×ÉÓÔÅÄ ȰÄÉÅȱ ÉÎÔÏ ȰÄÁÈȟȱ ÍÁÄÅ *ÏÓÈ ÔÈÉÎË ÓÈÅ 
was a cartoon character. He had never heard a southern accent outside of a movie before. Josh 
nodded along with Paul, and he tried to exude the same carefree and stupid confidence that Paul 
did, hoping that it seemed worldly and self-assured. They were both fifteen, and drinking wasn't 
new to either of them. Josh intended to act like it. She slipped back inside. 
 4ÈÅ ÂÉÒÄÓȭ ÃÁÃÏÐÈÏÎÙ ×ÁÓ ÃÕÔ ÓÈÏÒÔ ×ÈÅÎ ÔÈÅ ÄÏÏÒ Ó×ÉÎÇÉÎÇ ÓÈÕÔ ÓÔÁÒÔÌÅÄ ÔÈÅÍȢ *ÏÓÈ ÈÁÄÎͻÔ 
noticed it rising in the background but felt like the world had been emptied a bit.  
 Ȱ4ÈÉÓ ÊÏÂ ÉÓ ÇÒÅÁÔȢȱ 
 Ȱ9ÏÕ ÔÒÙ ÒÕÎÎÉÎÇ ÔÈÁÔ ×ÅÅÄ×ÁÃËÅÒ ÄÒÕÎËȢȱ *ÏÓÈ Ó×ÁÔÔÅÄ ÁÔ ÈÉÓ ÐÁÎÔ ÌÅÇÓȟ ÂÒÕÓÈÉÎÇ Á×ÁÙ ÇÒÁÓÓ 
clippings. 
 Ȱ(ÅÙȟ ÄÏÎͻÔ ÄÏ ÔÈÁÔ ÈÅÒÅȢ 7ÅͻÌÌ ÈÁÖÅ ÔÏ Ó×ÅÅÐ ÔÈÅ ÄÅÃËȟ ÔÏÏȢȱ 
 Josh glanced up at him over his cigarette and put his leg down. 
 Ȱ) ÂÅÔ ÓÈÅͻÓ ÇÏÔ ÓÏÍÅ ÇÒÅÁÔ ÔÉÔÓȟȱ 0ÁÕÌ ÓÁÉÄ ÑÕÉÅÔÌÙȟ ÇÌÁÎÃÉÎÇ ÁÔ ÔÈÅ ÄÏÏÒȢ *ÏÓÈ ÔÈÏÕÇÈÔ ÔÈÁÔ ÓÈÅ 
had probably been gorgeous in her twenties. Her body still looked it, even fully clothed. He nodded 
and laughed. He felt his shirt sticking to him as he cooled down. It felt cold against his skin. He 
hopped off the deck and swayed, put a hand out against the deck railing to steady himself. He took a 
drag from his cigarette and cracked his neck. Josh tried to blow smoke rings but they just came out 
as flat, deformed puffs that dissipated in the light breeze. Paul blew one that held out just long 
enough to be seen. Josh shook his head and blew the smoke through his nostrils. 
 An hour later, they were sweeping the garage. The boxes had been moved. The junk packed 



 

 

up. The lawn trimmed. Lydia came out. She swayed. 
 Ȱ7ÈÙ ÄÏÎÃÈÕ ÂÏÙÓ ÃÏÍÅ ÉÎÓÉÄÅȟ ÃÏÏÌ ÏÆÆȩȱ 
 They leaned the brooms against the garage and followed her inside. It was cool and dim. She 
had the curtains drawn and the lights off except in the den. She waved towards the den full of 
ÓÔÕÆÆÅÄ ÁÎÄ ÍÏÕÎÔÅÄ ÁÎÉÍÁÌÓ ÁÎÄ ÓÁÉÄȟ Ȱ'Ï ÈÁÖÅ Á ÓÅÁÔȟ )ͻÌÌ ÊÕÓÔ ÂÅ Á ÍÏÍÅÎÔȢȱ 
 They went in and sat down on the couch. The animals remained motionless so Josh and Paul 
did, too. Two lamps cast the animals' shadows against the wood paneling of the walls, drawing the 
shadows against the grain, making the shadows seem darker. Lydia came in with three glasses and a 
bottle of vodka. She put it all on the coffee table and went back out. She came back with a bowl of ice 
and a bottle of cranberry juice. She sat down on a chair across from them and went about making 
drinks. 
 Josh felt better in the cool interior of the house but his headache had returned. He looked 
over and saw Paul rubbing his temples. Lydia slipped an ice cube into her mouth and crunched it. 
Josh felt his stomach clench and heard its liquid-y gurgle. 
 Ȱ/È ÍÙȟ ÙÏÕ ÂÏÙÓ ÍÕÓÔ ÂÅ ÓÔÁÒÖÉÎÇȢ (ÅÒÅȟ ÔÁËÅ ÔÈÅÓÅ ÁÎÄ )ͻÌÌ ÆÉØ ÙÏÕ ÕÐ ÓÏÍÅÔÈÉÎÇ ÔÏ ÅÁÔ ÒÉÇÈÔ 
ÑÕÉÃËȢȱ 3ÈÅ ÒÏÓÅ ÁÎÄ ÌÅÆÔ ÔÈÅÍ ×ÉÔÈ ÔÈÅ ÁÎÉÍÁÌÓȢ 
 Ȱ4ÈÉÓ ÐÌÁÃÅ ÉÓ ÃÒÅÅÐÙȟȱ *ÏÓÈ ÓÁÉÄȟ ÌÏÏËÉÎÇ ÁÒÏÕÎÄȢ 
 Ȱ2elax, we're getting free booze, food and ÐÁÉÄȢȱ 
 Ȱ7Å ÓÈÏÕÌÄ ÇÏȟȱ *ÏÓÈ ÓÁÉÄȢ 
 Ȱ$ÕÄÅȟ ÔÒÕÓÔ ÍÅȢȱ 
 The last time Paul had said that to him was just two days before, standing behind Flanagan's 
Wine and Spirits. Josh had mentioned that he always saw a couple people waiting for it to open at 
noon, which prompted Paul to suggest that they get one of those people to buy them some booze. 
Ȱ7ÈÁÔ ÃÁÎ ÇÏ ×ÒÏÎÇȩ 4ÈÅÙͻÒÅ ÆÕÎÃÔÉÏÎÁÌ ÁÌÃÏÈÏÌÉÃÓȟ ÄÕÄÅȢ 4ÒÕÓÔ ÍÅȟȱ ÉÓ ×ÈÁÔ 0ÁÕÌ ÈÁÄ ÓÁÉÄȢ 
 And so they scraped together all of their money together and waited for someone. Sure 
enough a woman had been waiting patiently in her car for the store to open. Neither of them had 
known what to say and so they just stood there in the alley when she walked toward the entrance. 
Josh had felt like they might as well give it up and hunt down a quarter sack instead. 
 Ȱ7ÈÁÔ ÔÈÅ ÆÕÃË ÁÒÅ ÙÏÕ Ô×Ï ÄÏÉÎÇȩȱ 3ÈÅ ÈÁÄ ÂÅÅÎ ÓÔÁÎÄÉÎÇ ÉÎ ÔÈÅ ÓÕÎÌÉÇÈÔ ÊÕÓÔ ÂÅÙÏÎÄ ÔÈÅ 
edge of the alley. She had impossibly large hair and her face looked basted. She had a shiny blouse 
and a black skirt, all of which seemed either too loose or too tight in all the wrong places. Josh 
ÓÔÁÒÅÄ ÁÔ ÈÅÒ ÁÎÄ ÓÕÄÄÅÎÌÙ ÆÅÌÔ ÅÍÂÁÒÒÁÓÓÅÄȢ (Å ÄÉÄÎͻÔ ÌÉËÅ ÉÔȟ ÂÕÔ 0ÁÕÌ ÓÁÉÄȟ ÁÇÁÉÎȟ Ȱ4ÒÕÓÔ ÍÅȟȱ ÁÎÄ 
Josh had. 
 Ȱ,ÉÓÔÅÎȟ ÉÆ ÙÏÕ ×ÁÎÔ ÍÅ ÔÏ ÂÕÙ ÙÏÕ ÁÎÙÔÈÉÎÇȟ ÙÏÕͻÄ ÂÅÔÔÅÒ ÇÉÖÅ ÍÅ ÔÈÅ ÍÏÎÅÙ ÎÏ×ȟȱ ÓÈÅ ÈÁÄ 
said. 
 Ȱ6ÏÄËÁȟȱ 0ÁÕÌ ÓÁÉÄȟ ÈÁÎÄÉÎÇ ÈÅÒ Á Ô×ÅÎÔÙȢ 
 Ȱ)ͻÌÌ ÂÅ ÒÉÇÈÔ ÂÁÃËȢȱ 3ÈÅ ÈÁÄ ÄÉÓÁÐÐÅÁÒÅÄ ÁÒÏÕÎÄ ÔÈÅ ÃÏÒÎÅÒȢ 
 When she came out, she walked straight to her car. 
 Ȱ(ÅÙȦȱ 0ÁÕÌ ÈÁÄ ÙÅÌÌÅÄ ÁÆÔÅÒ ÈÅÒȢ 
 Ȱ0ÉÓÓ ÏÆÆȟ ËÉÄȢȱ 
 Ȱ/ÕÒ ÍÏÎÅÙȢȢȢȱ 
 Ȱ9ÏÕ ×ÁÎÔ ÍÅ ÔÏ ÃÁÌÌ ÔÈÅ ÐÏÌÉÃÅȩ 'ÅÔ ÔÈÅ ÈÅÌÌ ÏÕÔ ÏÆ ÈÅÒÅȟȱ ÓÈÅ ÈÁÄ ÓÁÉÄȢ 3ÈÅ ÈÁÄ Á ÂÒÏ×Î ÓÁÃË 
×ÉÔÈ Ô×Ï ÂÏÔÔÌÅÓ ÉÎ ÉÔȢ Ȱ!ÌÌ ) ÇÏÔÔÁ ÄÏ ÉÓ ÓÃÒÅÁÍȟ ÒÅÁÌÌÙȢ "ÏÂ ×ÉÌÌ ÃÁÌÌ ÔÈÅ ÐÏÌÉÃÅ ÆÏÒ ÍÅȟȱ ÓÈÅ ÓÁÉÄȟ 
nodding at the store. 
 That had left them broke and looking for odd jobs, which had brought them to this house. 
They had smoked the last of their weed just that day, before getting on the bus. Josh was a little 
uncomfortable with it precisely because it was too comfortable, too easy. He had never had anything 
turn out so easy before. Maybe Paul was right, though. Paul figured that if they persisted long 
enough that something good would have to happen eventually. The world couldn't shit on them 



 

 

forever, Paul said. 
 Lydia returned, holdiÎÇ Á ÐÌÁÔÅ ×ÉÔÈ Ô×Ï ÓÁÎÄ×ÉÃÈÅÓ ÏÎ ÉÔȢ Ȱ(ÁÍ ÁÎÄ ÃÈÅÅÓÅȢ ) ÈÏÐÅ ÔÈÁÔ 
×ÏÒËÓȢȱ 3ÈÅ ÓÁÔ ÔÈÅ ÐÌÁÔÅ ÄÏ×Î ÉÎ ÆÒÏÎÔ ÏÆ ÔÈÅÍȢ 
 They each picked up a sandwich and began eating. Josh was looking at the animals. Among 
the many mammals, there were rows and rows of the same small birds that had been outside. Their 
unblinking black eyes watched him, watched his sandwich. 
 Ȱ7ÈÁÔ ËÉÎÄ ÏÆ ÂÉÒÄÓ ÁÒÅ ÔÈÅÓÅȩȱ 
 Ȱ3ÔÁÒÌÉÎÇÓȢ /Èȟ ÈÏ× 2ÏÂÅÒÔ ÌÏÖÅÓ ÓÔÁÒÌÉÎÇÓȢȱ 
 Ȱ7ÈÁÔͻÓ ÔÈÅ ÄÅÁÌ ×ÉÔÈȢȢȢÁÌÌ ÔÈÉÓȩȱ *ÏÓÈ ÓÁÉÄȟ ÇÅÓÔÕÒÉÎÇ ÁÔ ÔÈÅ ÁÎÉÍÁÌÓȢ 
 Ȱ2ÏÂÅÒÔ ÃÏÌÌÅÃÔÓ ÔÁØÉÄÅÒÍÙȟȱ ÓÈÅ ÄÒÁ×ÌÅÄȢ Ȱ9ÅÓȟ ÔÈÅÙ ÁÒÅ ÃÒÁÚÙȟ ÁÒÅÎͻÔ ÔÈÅÙȩ 0ÏÏÒ ÄÅÖÉÌÓȢȱ 
 Ȱ"ÕÔȣ×ÈÙȩȱ 
 Ȱ/È ÈÅÁÖÅÎÓȟ ) ÄÏÎͻÔ ËÎÏ×Ȣ )ͻÌÌ ÎÅÖÅÒ ÕÎÄÅÒÓÔÁÎÄ ÉÔȢȱ 
 Ȱ)Ó ÈÅ ÈÏÍÅȩ 9ÏÕÒ ÈÕÓÂÁÎÄȢ ) ÔÁÌËÅÄ ÔÏ ÈÉÍ ÏÎ ÔÈÅ ÐÈÏÎÅȢ ) ÍÅÁÎȟ ×Å ×ÅÒÅ ÅØÐÅÃÔÉÎÇȣȱ 0ÁÕÌ 
said. She laughed through her nose and looked at the floor. She lifted her head and motioned up. 
 Ȱ/h, he's upstairs. He's ill, bed-ÒÉÄÄÅÎȢȱ 3ÈÅ ÔÏÏË Á ÄÒÉÎËȢ Ȱ#ÁÎͻÔ ÈÁÒÄÌÙ ÅÖÅÎ ÍÏÖÅ ÁÒÏÕÎÄ 
ÁÎÙÍÏÒÅȢȱ 
 Ȱ)ÎÔÅÒÅÓÔÉÎÇ ÁÃÃÅÎÔ ÙÏÕͻÖÅ ÇÏÔȟȱ *ÏÓÈ ÓÁÉÄȢ 
 Ȱ9ÏÕ ÔÈÉÎË ÓÏȩ 3outhern Georgia, born and raised. Robert moved me up here. Y'all do have 
ÔÈÅ ÍÏÓÔ Á×ÆÕÌ ×ÉÎÔÅÒÓȟ ÂÕÔ ÉÔͻÓ ÓÔÁÒÔÉÎÇ ÔÏ ÇÅÔ ÎÉÃÅ ÎÏ×Ȣȱ 
 Josh finished his sandwich and stood up. He was about to say thanks for the drinks and how 
they ought to get going but he wanted to check the bear out first. He went over to the bear and 
looked up into its eyes. Somehow it seemed more than dead but its eyes still looked sad. Josh put his 
hand on its fur, rubbed its belly. 
 Ȱ/Èȟ ÙÏÕ ÊÕÓÔ ÓÔÁÙ ÒÉÇÈÔ ÔÈÅÒÅȟȱ ,ÙÄÉÁ ÓÁÉÄȟ ÊÕÍÐÉÎÇ up and leaving the room. Her voice made 
Josh spin around. Paul looked at him, shrugged and took a drink. She came back in with a large 
silver camera. 
 Ȱ*ÕÓÔ ÓÔÁÎÄ ÒÉÇÈÔ ÔÈÅÒÅȟ ÁÇÁÉÎÓÔ ÉÔÓ ÂÅÌÌÙȟ ÂÅÔ×ÅÅÎ ÉÔÓ ÁÒÍÓȢ &ÁÃÅ ÍÅȢȱ 4ÈÅ ÓÈÕÔÔÅÒ ÓÎÁÐÐÅÄ Á 
couple of tÉÍÅÓ ÁÎÄ ÓÈÅ ÌÏ×ÅÒÅÄ ÔÈÅ ÃÁÍÅÒÁȢ Ȱ2ÁÉÓÅ ÙÏÕÒ ÁÒÍÓ ÕÐȟ ÔÈÅ ×ÁÙ ÈÅ ÉÓɂyeah, thereɂlike 
ÔÈÁÔȢȱ (ÅÒ ÖÏÉÃÅ ÈÁÄ ÁÃÑÕÉÒÅÄ Á ÎÅ× ÄÉÍÅÎÓÉÏÎ ÏÆ ÊÏÙ ÂÕÔ ÓÏÍÅÈÏ× ÄÒÏÐÐÅÄ ÁÎ ÏÃÔÁÖÅɂit was 
huskier, smokier than before. But brighter. Snap, snap. 
 Ȱ9ÏÕȟ ÇÅÔ ÏÖÅÒ ÔÈÅÒÅȟ ÔÏÏȢ 0ÕÔ ÙÏÕÒ ÈÅÁÄÓ ÕÎÄÅÒ ÉÔÓ ÐÁ×ÓȢ 9ÅÁÈȟ ÌÉËÅ ÔÈÁÔȢȱ Snap, snap. 
 She put the camera down and took a drink. Josh and Paul sat back down. She took a pack of 
ÃÉÇÁÒÅÔÔÅÓ ÏÕÔ ÏÆ ÈÅÒ ÐÏÃËÅÔ ÁÎÄ ÌÉÔ ÏÎÅȢ Ȱ9ÏÕ ÂÏÙÓ ÃÁÎ ÓÍÏËÅ ÉÎ ÈÅÒÅȢ ) ÄÏÎͻÔ ÍÉÎÄȢȱ 
 They both lit cigarettes as well. They finished their drinks and she poured out more. She 
leaned over while pouring the drinks, affording them a view down her shirt. It was really too dark to 
see much past the cleavage that was already visible, but Josh's imagination filled it in adequately. 
Paul tapped his arm with raised eyebrows. They looked away as she rose. 
 Ȱ7ÈÙ ÄÏ ÐÅÏÐÌÅ ÍÏÕÎÔ ÄÅÅÒ ÈÅÁÄÓȩ 7ÈÁÔͻÓ ÔÈÅ ÐÏÉÎÔ ÏÆ ÔÈÁÔȩȱ *ÏÓÈ ÓÁÉÄȢ 
 Ȱ)ÔͻÓ Á ÔÒÏÐÈÙȟ ÍÁÎȢȱ 
 Ȱ-ÁÌÅ ÐÏÓÔÕÒÉÎÇȟȱ ,ÙÄÉÁ ÓÁÉÄȢ 4ÈÅÙ ÓÔÁÒÅÄ ÁÔ ÈÅÒȢ Ȱ.ÅÖÅÒ ÍÉÎÄȢ 0ÕÌÌ ÏÎÅ ÄÏ×ÎȢ 'Ï ÁÈÅÁÄȟȱ ÓÈÅ 
said. 
 Josh stood up and lifted one off the wall. It had twenty points on its antler rack. He held it 
out in front of him, stared into its plastic eyes. Snap, snap. He turned it around, held it facing Paul, 
who was still seated. Paul looked up at it, grinning and snickering. Snap, snap. 
 Ȱ9ÏÕͻÒÅ Á ÐÈÏÔÏÇÒÁÐÈÅÒȩȱ 
 Ȱ.Á×ȟ ) ÊÕÓÔ ÆÏÏÌ ×ÉÔÈ ÉÔ ÓÏÍÅÔÉÍÅÓȢȱ 
 Josh put the deer head down on the floor, leaving it staring up at the ceiling, and sat back 
down. Then, PÁÕÌ ×ÁÓ ÕÐ ÌÏÏËÉÎÇ ÁÔ Á ÂÏÂÃÁÔȢ Ȱ)ÍÉÔÁÔÅ ÉÔȢȱ (Å ÐÕÔ ÈÉÓ ÈÁÎÄÓ ÕÐȟ ÌÉËÅ ÃÁÔͻÓ ÐÁ×Óȟ ÔÅÅÔÈ 
bared. Snap, snap, snap. He picked up a squirrel, held it a few inches from his face, giggling. Snap, 



 

 

snap. Josh was laughing and smoking on the couch. He forgot about how cold he had felt when he 
had first come in. Josh stood up and walked to the doorway. 
 Ȱ7ÈÅÒÅͻÓ ÔÈÅ ÂÁÔÈÒÏÏÍȩȱ 
 Ȱ*ÕÓͻ ÒÏÕÎÄ ÔÈÅ ÃÏÒÎÅÒ ÆÒÏÍ ÔÈÅ ËÉÔÃÈÅÎȢ 4Ï ÔÈÅ ÌÅÆÔȟ ÈÕÎȢȱ 
 While in the bathroom, Josh heard music playing back in the den over the fan that came on 
with the lights. He peeled his shirt away from his body and let it fall back into place. After peeing, he 
rinsed his face under the tap and braced himself against the vanity. He bumped into the wall twice 
on his way back down the hall. 
 When Josh returned to the den, Paul was holding an owl over his shoulder with his shirt off. 
Josh sat down and took a drink. The drink was less sweet than he remembered it being, but still 
refreshing. 
 Ȱ4ÁËÅ ÙÏÕÒ ÓÈÉÒÔ ÏÆÆȟ ÔÏÏȟ ÈÕÎȢ 'ÅÔ ÉÎ ÉÎ ÔÈÅÒÅ ×ÉÔÈ ÔÈÁÔ Ï×ÌȢȱ 
 Josh looked at Paul. 
 Ȱ/Èȟ ÉÔͻÓ ÊÕÓÔ Á ÐÈÏÔÏÇÒÁÐÈȟ ÈÕÎȢ *ÕÓÔ ÆÕÎȢȱ 
 Josh pulled his shirt up over his head. His chest was smooth, nearly hairless. He was smaller 
than Paul, but not terribly scrawny. Just skinny. He stood up and took the owl from Paul, who sat 
back down. Snap, snap. The sun was setting outside. Josh could see a bruised color filtering in 
through the curtains. Paul cheered him on as he picked up various animals and posed. He took sips 
of his drink between animals. Snap, snap, snap, snap. 
 Ȱ4ÁËÅ ÏÆÆ ÙÏÕÒ ÐÁÎÔÓȟȱ ÓÈÅ ÓÁÉÄȢ *ÏÓÈ ÈÅÁÒÄ ÔÈÅ ÓÅØ ÉÎ ÈÅÒ ÌÁÃÑÕÅÒÅÄȟ ÓÍÏÏÔÈ ÖÏÉÃÅȢ (Å 
ÈÅÓÉÔÁÔÅÄ ÁÎÄ ÌÏÏËÅÄ ÁÔ ÔÈÅ ÆÌÏÏÒȢ Ȱ/Èȟ ÄÅÁÒȟ ÉÔͻÓ ÏËÁÙȟȱ ÓÈÅ ÓÁÉÄȢ 
 A bird slammed into the window behind the curtain and fell. They paused in the vacuum the 
concussion made. 
 Ȱ) ÔÈÉÎË ×Å ÏÕÇÈÔ ÔÏ ÇÏȟȱ *ÏÓÈ ÓÁÉÄȟ ÂÒÅÁËÉÎÇ ÔÈÅ ÓÉÌÅÎÃÅȢ 
 Ȱ/Èȟ ÉÔͻÓ ÆÉÎÅȟ ÏËÁÙȟ ÂÕÔ ) ÔÈÏÕÇÈÔ ×Å ÍÉÇÈÔ ÍÁËÅ ÓÏÍÅÔÈÉÎÇ ÏÕÔ ÏÆ ÔÈÅ ÅÖÅÎÉÎÇȢ )ÔͻÓ ÂÅÅÎ ÓÏ 
ÌÏÎÇ ÓÉÎÃÅ ) ÈÁÄ ÁÎÙÔÈÉÎÇ ÉÎÔÅÒÅÓÔÉÎÇ ÔÏ ÐÈÏÔÏÇÒÁÐÈȟȱ ÓÈÅ ÓÁÉÄȢ 3ÈÅ ÃÁÍÅ ÃÌÏÓÅÒ ÔÏ ÈÉÍȢ Ȱ/Ò ÁÎything 
ÓÏ ÐÒÅÔÔÙȢȱ 
 When he looked up and saw her patiently waiting with the camera, he began working his 
belt. His pants dropped to the floor and he kicked them away. She reached out and smoothed down 
the half dozen little hairs that had begun to sprout on his chest. Her hand was cool against his 
clammy skin. He stood between two stuffed wolves in his boxers. 
 0ÁÕÌ ÓÔÏÏÄ ÕÐ ÁÎÄ ÄÒÏÐÐÅÄ ÈÉÓ ÐÁÎÔÓ ÔÏÏȟ ×ÈÅÎ ÓÈÅ ÔÏÌÄ ÈÉÍ ÔÏȢ (Å ÄÉÄÎȭÔ ÈÅÓÉÔÁÔÅȢ *ÏÓÈ ÁÎÄ 
Paul lay supine with a badger standing across their bellies. Lydia set the camera down and lit a 
ÃÉÇÁÒÅÔÔÅȢ 3ÈÅ ÌÁÕÇÈÅÄ ÁÎÄ ÔÏÏË Á ÄÒÉÎËȢ Ȱ) ÈÁÖÅ ÔÏ ÇÏ ÔÏ ÔÈÅ ÌÉÔÔÌÅ ÇÉÒÌͻÓ ÒÏÏÍȟȱ ÓÈÅ ÓÁÉÄȟ ÌÅÁÖÉÎÇȢ 
 The two boys lay there under the watchful eyes of the animals in silence. Paul lifted the 
badger off them and sÅÔ ÉÔ ÏÎ ÔÈÅ ÆÌÏÏÒȢ *ÏÓÈ ÌÁÕÇÈÅÄ ÁÎÄ ÓÁÔ ÕÐȢ Ȱ)ͻÍ ÄÒÕÎËȟ ÄÕÄÅȢȱ 
 Ȱ$ÏÎͻÔ ÂÅ Á ÂÉÔÃÈȟȱ 0ÁÕÌ ÓÁÉÄȢ  
 Josh sat back down on the couch and put some more ice in his glass. He was staring at the 
floor when the lights dimmed. Lydia was by the doorway with her hand on the dimmer switch. It 
seemed to Josh that the eyesɂthe hundreds of eyesɂhad become glossier, more probing, more 
alive. Lydia had changed her blouse out for a white v-neck t-shirt and her slacks for a pair of shorts.  
Her legs were long and tanned. The skin on her chest above her cleavage was ruddy and flushed. 
 Paul sat back down next to Josh on the couch. Paul sat at an angle from him, attempting to 
hide an erection. 
 Ȱ'ÅÔ ÕÐ ÁÎÄ ÓÔÁÎÄ ÂÙ ÔÈÅ ÂÅÁÒ ÁÇÁÉÎȟ ÂÏÔÈ ÏÆ ÙÏÕȢȱ 
 Josh stumbled a bit and almost tripped over the badger. Paul lumbered past it even less 
steadily. 
 Ȱ$ÒÏÐ ÙÏÕÒ ÓÈÏÒÔÓȟ ÄÏÎͻÔ ÂÅ ÓÈÙȢ 4ÈÁÔ ÂÅÁÒ ×ÏÎͻÔ ÈÕÒÔ ÙÏÕȢȱ (ÅÒ ÁÃÃÅÎÔ ÈÁÄ ÂÅÃÏÍÅ ÔÈÉÃËÅÒȟ 
more demanding on the ears. It reverberated and rang through him. 



 

 

 Ȱ.Ï ×ÁÙȟȱ *ÏÓÈ ÓÁÉÄȢ 0ÁÕÌ ÓÁÉÄȟ Ȱ9ÅÁÈȟ ÎÏȢȱ 
 Ȱ/ËÁÙȟȱ ÓÈÅ ÓÁÉÄȢ Ȱ) ÊÕÓÔ ×ÁÎÔÅÄ ÓÏÍÅÔÈÉÎÇ ͻÎÁÔÕÒÁÌͻ ÁÎÄ ÒÁ×ȟ ÏÒ ÓÏÍÅÔÈÉÎÇȢ 3ÏÒÒÙȟ ) ÄÏ ÇÅÔ 
into fits of artsy-ÎÅÓÓȢ *ÕÓÔ ÓÔÁÎÄ ÔÈÅÒÅ ÌÉËÅ ÔÈÁÔȢȱ 
 Snap, snap, snap. Lydia looked at them over the camera and grinned. 
 Ȱ9ÏÕ ÂÏÙÓ ÁÒÅ ÎÁÔÕÒÁÌÓȢ 'ÅÔ ÃÌÏÓÅÒȟ ÔÏÕÃÈ ÓÈÏÕÌÄÅÒÓȢȱ 
 They glanced at each other and, as if they were playing chicken, moved. Josh's stomach 
churned. His legs wobbled, shook. He felt compelled to smile, but he felt his face growing tight, hot. 
Lydia rose and moved to stand a couple feet in front of them. She held the camera up and 
photographed their faces and chests, one after another. Snap, snap, snap. The room was warm, 
though he felt the breeze from the air-conditioning. He was suddenly aware of the dried sweat on 
his skin, his body odor. 
 Paul put his arm around Josh's shoulders. Josh's attention snapped back and Lydia was 
ÍÏÔÉÏÎÉÎÇ ÆÏÒ ÔÈÅÍ ÂÏÔÈ ÔÏ ÄÏ ÉÔȢ *ÏÓÈ ÐÕÌÌÅÄ Á×ÁÙ ÔÏ×ÁÒÄÓ ÔÈÅ ÄÏÏÒȢ Ȱ) ÈÁÖÅ ÔÏ ÐÉÓÓȟȱ ÈÅ ÓÁÉÄȟ 
lurching into the dark. Paul was pulling his pants on and saying something about having to get 
home. He stumbled and felt his way past the kitchen counter and down the hall. 
 When Josh returned, he came around the corner and collided with Lydia. Her skin was 
tanned like leather up-close, dark and tight. Josh felt a hand grab his dick. He saw Paul sitting on the 
couch, his head resting against the armrest, asleep. The fingers then grazed his testicles and moved 
up to grip him again. Her hand was soft but cold. Her chest was warm, though, and he could feel the 
heat on his face. 
 Josh shivered and he pushed his way past her. Her hand trailed across him and grabbed his 
shoulder, turning him around. He could hear Paul snoring. She pulled him close and planted her 
mouth on his. He put his hands on her sides and slid them up. There was no bra under her shirt. Her 
breasts hung low. They felt soft through the shirt. 
 Ȱ7ÅͻÒÅ ÁÌÏÎÅ ÎÏ×ȟȱ ÓÈÅ ÓÁÉÄȢ Ȱ9ÏÕ ÐÒÅÔÔÙ ÂÏÙȟ ÙÏÕȢȱ 
 Lydia turned away, holding his hand and led him through the dark house. He could just make 
out her shorts pulling up into her ass-crack as she climbed the stairs. She opened a door into a 
bedroom. There was a lamp on, and as Josh followed her in, he noticed a man in the bed. 
 There were machines and IV's hooked up all around the bed. The man had an oxygen mask 
on. He put a book down on his lap and shifted. His eyes followed them but he remained otherwise 
motionless. 
 Ȱ2ÏÂÅÒÔȟ ÔÈÉÓ ÉÓ *ÏÓÈȢȱ 
 Ȱ9ÅÓȟ ÍÙ ÌÉÔÔÌÅ ÓÔÁÒÌÉÎÇȟȱ 2ÏÂÅÒÔ ÓÁÉÄ ÂÅÈÉÎÄ ÔÈÅ ÍÁÓËȢ 
 The man, bald and skeletal, looked him over and coughed inside the mask. Lydia pulled her 
shirt up over her head and sat Josh down on a couch against the wall. She had tan lines around her 
breasts, which were ghostly pale and veiny and freckled. Josh looked at Robert's eyes and it seemed 
as though he were looking at one of the animals in the den. Lydia's breasts came down on his chest. 
His skin felt rubbery against hers and her heat was bringing a new wave of sweat. Her hand was on 
his dick again, her breath on his cheek. 
 *ÏÓÈȭÓ ÅÙÅÓ ÒÅÍÁÉÎÅÄ ÆÏÃÕÓÅÄ ÏÎ 2ÏÂÅÒÔȟ ÓÔÉÌÌ ÈÏÌÄÉÎÇ his book and grunting into his mask. 
Her shorts fell away and her dark bush stood out against her pale groin. Her hands moved up along 
ÈÉÓ ÂÏÄÙ ÁÎÄ ÓÌÉÄ ÏÎ ÔÏÐ ÏÆ ÈÉÍȢ (Å ÐÕÌÌÅÄ Á×ÁÙ ÂÕÔ ÓÈÅ ÆÏÌÌÏ×ÅÄ ÈÉÍȟ ×ÈÉÓÐÅÒÉÎÇ ÉÎÔÏ ÈÉÓ ÅÁÒȟ Ȱ)ÔͻÓ 
okay, you're okay, ÙÏÕ ÐÒÅÔÔÙ ÂÏÙȟ ÔÈÉÓ ÉÓ ÏËÁÙȢȱ 
 Ȱ) ÒÅÁÌÌÙ ÎÅÅÄ ÔÏ ÇÏȟȱ *ÏÓÈ ÓÁÉÄȢ 
 Ȱ*ÕÓÔ ÄÏ ÔÈÉÓ ÆÏÒ ÍÅȟȱ ÓÈÅ ÓÁÉÄȢ Ȱ,ÅÔ ÍÅ ÄÏ ÔÈÉÓ ÆÏÒ ÙÏÕȢȱ 
 Ȱ) ÄÏÎͻÔ ÔÈÉÎËȢȢȢȱ 
 Ȱ4ÈÅÎ ÄÏÎͻÔ ÔÈÉÎËȟȱ ÓÈÅ ÓÁÉÄȢ 3ÈÅ ÐÕÌÌÅÄ ÈÉÓ ÓÈÏÒÔÓ ÏÆÆȢ 
 Josh only knew that it was warm and there was sweat, but above all that there were eyes 
watching him, watching them. There was a smile behind the clear mask. The man's hands never left 



 

 

the book. Josh's hands moved up and felt her body. The skin was dry and course in some places, 
smooth in others. She moved above him and grunted, made noises and whispered but he couldn't 
make sense of any of it. When he tried to speak, she covered his mouth with a hand. He felt a sort of 
numb, moist heat pumping against his groin. He tried to speak but just mumbled out a groan 
instead. The room spun. She lay flat against him, her face in the crook of his neck and he saw the old 
man's eyes were still there, watching him, unblinking, glittering. He closed his eyes and even as his 
head swam and went dark, the eyes remained. 
 
When Josh awoke in the morning, he was on the couch alone. The machinery hummed. Lydia was 
gone. Josh slipped his boxers back on and stepped towards the door. 
 Ȱ4ÈÅ ÓÔÁÒÌÉÎÇ ×ÁÓ ÉÎÔÒÏÄÕÃÅÄ ÔÏ .ÏÒÔÈ !ÍÅÒÉÃÁ ÂÙ the American Acclimatization Society in 
ÁÎ ÅÆÆÏÒÔ ÔÏ ÂÒÉÎÇ ÅÖÅÒÙ ÂÉÒÄ ÍÅÎÔÉÏÎÅÄ ÉÎ ÔÈÅ ×ÏÒËÓ ÏÆ 7ÉÌÌÉÁÍ 3ÈÁËÅÓÐÅÁÒÅ ÔÏ ÔÈÅ .Å× 7ÏÒÌÄȟȱ 
Robert said. He pulled the breathing mask off his face. 
 Ȱ4ÈÅ ÏÎÌÙ ÒÅÆÅÒÅÎÃÅ ÔÏ ÔÈÅ ÓÔÁÒÌÉÎÇ ÉÎ 3ÈÁËÅÓÐÅÁÒÅ ÉÓ ÉÎ Henry IV, Part 1, wherein it is 
described as an annoyance, a nuisance. It is widely considered to be an invasive species and has 
ÂÅÅÎ ÂÌÁÍÅÄ ÆÏÒ ÔÈÅ ÄÅÃÌÉÎÅ ÉÎ "ÌÕÅÂÉÒÄ ÐÏÐÕÌÁÔÉÏÎÓȟ ×ÈÉÃÈ ÉÓ ÐÒÏÂÁÂÌÙ ÕÎÔÒÕÅȢȱ 
 Josh remained silent. 
  Ȱ9ÏÕ ÓÅÅȟ ÕÎÌÉËÅ ÍÏÓÔ ÂÉÒÄÓȟ starlings possess powerful jaw muscles, which allow them to dig 
into the earth and under rocks and hunt for food rather than simply peck at the ground. They take 
what they wantɂthey've adapted to that task, and beautifully. They imitate their surroundings, 
ÌÅÁÒÎ ÈÏ× ÔÏ ÍÁËÅ ÎÅ× ÎÏÉÓÅÓȢ !ÎÄ ÈÏ×Ȣȱ 
 Josh heard them outside the window, now. The birds were loud. 
 Ȱ4ÈÅ ÃÏÌÌÅÃÔÉÖÅ ÎÏÕÎ ÆÏÒ Á ÆÌÏÃË ÏÆ ÓÔÁÒÌÉÎÇÓ ÉÓ Á ÍÕÒÍÕÒÁÔÉÏÎȟ ÉÒÏÎÉÃÁÌÌÙ ÅÎÏÕÇÈȟȱ ÔÈÅ ÏÌÄ 
ÍÁÎ ÓÁÉÄȢ Ȱ9ÏÕ ÐÒÏÂÁÂÌÙ ÎÅÖÅÒ ÐÁÉÄ ÍÕÃÈ ÍÉÎÄ ÔÏ ÔÈÅÍ ÕÎÔÉÌ now. I don't blame you. But listen to 
that, look at them: they're ubiquitous, constant, adaptive, and not often paid any attention. It may be 
their greatest asset, the invisibility. It's amazing what one can do when no one looks at you, when no 
one expects anything from you. Don't take them for granted just because nobody else can see them. 
4ÈÅÙ ÈÁÖÅ ×ÁÙ ÍÏÒÅ ÐÏ×ÅÒ ÔÈÁÎ ÙÏÕ ÔÈÉÎËȢȱ 
 Ȱ4ÈÅ ÂÉÒÄÓȩȱ 
 Ȱ4ÈÅ ÂÉÒÄÓȟ ÙÅÓȟ ÂÕÔ ×ÈÁÔ ) ÍÅÁÎ ÉÓ ×ÏÍÅÎȢȱ 
 The old man coughed and placed the mask back over his mouth. Josh left the room. 
  
Josh found Paul half-dressed on the couch in the den with a blanket draped over him. Josh got 
ÄÒÅÓÓÅÄ ÁÎÄ ÓÈÏÏË 0ÁÕÌ Á×ÁËÅȢ 4ÈÅ ÓÔÕÆÆÅÄ ÁÎÉÍÁÌÓͻ ÅÙÅÓ ÓÔÏÏÄ ÏÕÔ ÉÎ ÔÈÅ ÄÉÍ ÒÏÏÍȢ Ȱ,ÅÔͻÓ ÇÅÔ ÏÕÔ ÏÆ 
ÈÅÒÅȟȱ *ÏÓÈ ÓÁÉÄȢ 
 Ȱ7ÈÁÔ ÈÁÐÐÅÎÅÄȩȱ 
 Josh just shook his head and nodded towards the door. Paul put his pants on and stood up. 
4ÈÅÙ ÈÁÄ ÍÁÄÅ ÉÔ ÔÈÒÏÕÇÈ ÔÈÅ ÆÒÏÎÔ ÄÏÏÒ ×ÈÅÎ *ÏÓÈ ÓÁÉÄȟ Ȱ7ÁÉÔ,ȱ ÁÎÄ ÔÕÒÎÅÄ ÁÒÏÕÎÄȢ 0ÁÕÌ ÆÏÌÌÏ×ÅÄȢ 
Josh picked up the bobcat and walked back out to the street. Paul followed him, whining about 
leaving, taking the cat, not getting paid, and what the hell happened anyway. 
 They walked back to the bus station without talking. Starlings lined the telephone and 
power lines, hopped around lawns, took up every space they could. There were thousands of birds 
and they did not flee as Josh and Paul passed. They merely parted to make a path. They watched. 
They made chirps, pops, and whirring sounds but they stayed put. 
 Josh and Paul walked to the bus stop and stood with the bobcat sitting on the bench 
between them. Paul found their pay stuffed into this pants pocket when he reached in for his bus 
ÆÁÒÅȢ &ÉÖÅ Ô×ÅÎÔÉÅÓȢ Ȱ)ͻÌÌ ÍÁËÅ ÃÈÁÎÇÅȟȱ 0ÁÕÌ ÓÁÉÄȟ ÈÁÎÄÉÎÇ *ÏÓÈ ÆÏÒÔÙȢ 
 Ȱ9ÅÁÈȟ ÎÏȟ ÄÏÎͻÔ ×ÏÒÒÙ ÁÂÏÕÔ ÉÔȟȱ *ÏÓÈ ÓÁÉÄȢ 
 They waited for the bus. The birds surrounded the bus stop and just barely made way for 



 

 

the bus as it pulled up. They carpeted the world, pecking at the concrete, chirping, waiting patiently. 
The world murmured. 
  



 

 

The Brothers Leibowitz 
Steve Slavin 

 
Almost everyone knows of a family with a crazy uncle they keep locked up in the atticɂor in a 
mental institution. But my family is different. We have three crazy unclesɂand none has spent a 
day in a mental institutionɂor locked up in an attic. 
           Meet the brothers LeibowitzɂJack, Dave, and Phil. They all held down jobs, supported their 
families, and as far as the rest of the world was concerned, they were not crazy. Ok, certainly very 
eccentricɂbut not certifiably insane.  
           In fact, when you think about it, my mother should be included in this group. My brother 
Howard agrees, but our cousins insist that their  fathers are in a class by themselves.  
           Ȱ*ÕÄÙȟ ÙÏÕÒ ÍÏÍȭÓ ÎÏÔ ÃÒÁÚÙɂÊÕÓÔ ÈÉÇÈÌÙ ÎÅÕÒÏÔÉÃȱ ÓÁÙÓ ÍÙ ÃÏÕÓÉÎȟ %ÌÁÉÎÅȢ Ȱ) ÔÈÉÎË ÏÆ ÈÅÒ ÁÓ 
!ÕÎÔ .ÅÕÒÏÔÉÃÁȢ !ÎÄ ) ÄÏÎȭÔ ÍÅÁÎ ÔÈÁÔ ÉÎ Á bad ×ÁÙȢȱ 
          Ȱ%ÌÁÉÎÅȟ ÆÒÏÍ ÔÈÅ ÔÉÍÅ ) ÅÖÅÎ ÂÅÇÁÎ ÔÏ think about dating, my mom would warn me never to 
ÓÁÙ ÁÎÙÔÈÉÎÇ ÁÂÏÕÔ ÍÙ ÕÎÃÌÅÓȢȱ 
          Ȱ7ÈÙȟ ÄÉÄ ÓÈÅ ÔÈÉÎË ÔÈÅÉÒ ÉÎÓÁÎÉÔÙ ×ÁÓ ÃÁÔÃÈÉÎÇȩȱ 
          Ȱ!ÌÍÏÓÔȦ 3ÈÅ ÔÏÌÄ ÍÅ ÔÈÁÔ ÉÆ ) ÓÁÉÄ ÁÎÙÔÈÉÎÇȟ ÎÏ ÎÉÃÅ *Å×ÉÓÈ ÂÏÙ ×ÏÕÌÄ ÍÁÒÒÙ ÍÅȢȱ 
          Ȱ*ÕÄÙȟ ÓÈÅ ÐÒÏÂÁÂÌÙ ×ÁÓÎȭÔ ÔÈÁÔ ÆÁÒ ÏÆÆ ÔÈÅ ÍÁÒËȢ )ÍÁÇÉÎÅ ÉÆ ÔÈÅÒÅ ×ÅÒÅ Á ÐÏÓÔ ÏÆÆÉÃÅ -ÏÓÔ 
Wanted postÅÒ ×ÉÔÈ Á ÐÉÃÔÕÒÅ ÏÆ ÔÈÅ ÔÈÒÅÅ ,ÅÉÂÏ×ÉÔÚ ÂÒÏÔÈÅÒÓ ÁÎÄ Á ÃÁÐÔÉÏÎȟ Ȱ!ÒÅ ÙÏÕ Á ÎÉÃÅ *Å×ÉÓÈ 
boy? Do you ×ÁÎÔ ÔÏ ÈÁÖÅ ÉÎÓÁÎÅ ÃÈÉÌÄÒÅÎȩ 4ÈÅÎ ÄÏÎȭÔ ÍÁÒÒÙ ÔÈÅÉÒ ÄÁÕÇÈÔÅÒÓȢȱ         
           Ȱ4ÒÕÓÔ ÍÅȟ %ÌÁÉÎÅȟ ÍÙ ÍÏÍ ÂÅÌÏÎÇÓ ÏÎ ÔÈÁÔ -ÏÓÔ 7ÁÎÔÅÄ ÐÏÓÔÅÒ ×ÉÔÈ ÈÅÒ ÂÒÏÔÈÅÒÓȢ )ÔȭÓ ÊÕÓÔ 
that she displays her insanity in subtle, understated ways. Like constantly nagging my dad not to tip 
ÈÉÓ ËÉÔÃÈÅÎ ÃÈÁÉÒ ÂÁÃËȟ ÂÅÃÁÕÓÅ ÈÅȭÌÌ ÆÁÌÌ ÂÁÃË×ÁÒÄÓ ÁÎÄ ÓÐÌÉÔ ÈÉÓ ÈÅÁÄ ÏÐÅÎȢȱ 
            Ȱ*ÕÄÙȟ ÔÈÁÔȭÓ ÃÌÁÓÓÉÃÁÌ ÎÅÕÒÏÔÉÃȢȱ 
            Ȱ9ÅÁÈȟ ÔÈÅÎ ÈÏ× ÁÂÏÕÔ ×Èen she made a combined affairɂmy sweet sixteen party and 
(Ï×ÁÒÄȭÓ ÂÁÒ ÍÉÔÚÖÁÈȩȱ 
            Ȱ9ÏÕ ËÎÏ×ȟ *ÕÄÙȟ ×ÈÅÎ ) ÁÓËÅÄ ÈÅÒ ×ÈÙ ÓÈÅ ×ÁÓ ÄÏÉÎÇ ÔÈÉÓȟ ÓÈÅ ÔÏÌÄ ÍÅȟ Ȭ7ÈÁÔ ÁÒÅ ÙÏÕ 
ÃÏÍÐÌÁÉÎÉÎÇ ÁÂÏÕÔȩ 9ÏÕȭÒÅ ÇÅÔÔÉÎÇ Ô×Ï ÆÏÒ ÔÈÅ ÐÒÉÃÅ Ïf one.ȭȱ 
            Ȱ9ÏÕ ÍÅÁÎ she was getting two for the price of one. Can you believe she did that to us? I was 
ÓÏ ÅÍÂÁÒÒÁÓÓÅÄȢȱ 
            Ȱ7ÅÌÌȟ ÌÏÏË ÁÔ ÉÔ ÔÈÉÓ ×ÁÙȡ ÙÏÕ ÁÎÄ (Ï×ÁÒÄ ÂÏÔÈ ÇÏÔ ÐÒÅÓÅÎÔÓȟ ÁÎÄ she paid for just one affair. 
Look at all the money she saved. Maybe not ÓÏ ÃÒÁÚÙȢȱ 
             
The big debate among the cousins was: who was the craziest of the Leibowitz brothers? Opinion 
was pretty evenly divided. We agreed they were all nuts, but which nut took the cake?  
           ,ÅÔȭÓ ÍÁËÅ ÔÈe case for each of them. Uncle Jack gets points for doing crazy stuff all his life. But 
perhaps the most outrageous episode occurred during his early twenties while he was still living at 
home. 
           Being the oldest child, Jack long considered himself more a third parent than merely the most 
senior sibling. He would occasionally issue orders, which were always ignored. When he demanded 
that Phil stop caddying at a local golf course, Phil just laughed in his face. He was saving up for his 
own set of goÌÆ ÃÌÕÂÓȟ ÁÎÄ ÉÆ ÂÉÇ ÂÒÏÔÈÅÒ ÄÉÄÎȭÔ ÁÐÐÒÏÖÅȟ ÔÈÁÔ ×ÁÓ ÊÕÓÔ ÔÏÏ ÂÁÄȢ 
          I need to explain something extremely unusual about Uncle Jack. To say that the man hated 
golf would be the understatement of the century. He surely hated golf more than anyone else in the 
world. Just the mere mention of the word drove him wild.        
        3Ï ÄÅÓÐÉÔÅ ÈÉÓ ÂÒÏÔÈÅÒȭÓ ÒÅÐÅÁÔÅÄ ×ÁÒÎÉÎÇÓȟ ×ÈÅÎ 0ÈÉÌ ÈÁÄ ÅÎÏÕÇÈ ÍÏÎÅÙȟ ÈÅ ×ÅÎÔ ÏÕÔ ÁÎÄ 
bought a fine set of used golf clubs. Every night, he would lovingly polish them, while his older 
brother huffed and puffed in the next room. One afternoon, when Phil was out caddying, Jack 



 

 

ÓÕÄÄÅÎÌÙ ÆÌÅ× ÉÎÔÏ Á ÒÁÇÅȢ (Å ÇÒÁÂÂÅÄ 0ÈÉÌȭÓ ÇÏÌÆ ÃÌÕÂÓȟ ÁÎÄ ÏÎÅ-by-one, he bent them over his knee. 
Then he gathered all the clubs and threw them out the window. 
        9ÅÁÒÓ ÌÁÔÅÒȟ ) ÁÓËÅÄ *ÁÃË ÉÆ ÈÉÓ ÐÁÒÅÎÔÓ ×ÅÒÅ ÈÏÍÅ ×ÈÅÎ ÈÅ ÂÒÏËÅ 0ÈÉÌȭÓ ÇÏÌÆ ÃÌÕÂÓȢ 9ÅÓȟ ÔÈÅÙ 
were in the next room.  
        Ȱ7ÈÁÔ ÄÉÄ ÔÈÅÙ ÓÁÙ ÁÂÏÕÔ ×ÈÁÔ ÙÏÕ ÈÁÄ ÄÏÎÅȩȱ 
        Ȱ"ÏÙ ×ÅÒÅ they ÓÏÒÅȦȱ 
        Ȱ7ÅÌÌ ÏÆ ÃÏÕÒÓÅȟ 5ÎÃÌÅ *ÁÃËȢ 9ÏÕ ÈÁÄ ÄÅÓÔÒÏÙÅÄ 0ÈÉÌȭÓ ÐÒÏÐÅÒÔÙȢȱ  
        (Å ÂÒÏËÅ ÉÎÔÏ Á ×ÉÄÅ ÇÒÉÎȟ Ȱ4ÈÁÔȭÓ not what got them sore! It was because I threw the golf clubs 
ÏÕÔ ÔÈÅ ×ÉÎÄÏ×Ȧȱ  
        ȰThat got them mad? Not that you broke the clubs, but that you threw them out the windÏ×ȩȱ 
         Ȱ) ×ÁÓ ÓÏ ÍÁÄ ÔÈÁÔ ) ÄÉÄÎȭÔ ÂÏÔÈÅÒ ÔÏ ÏÐÅÎ ÔÈÅ ×ÉÎÄÏ×Ȧȱ 
         *ÁÃËȭÓ ÓÏÎ -ÉÃÈÁÅÌ ÏÎÃÅ ÁÓËÅÄ ÈÉÍ ×ÈÙ ÈÅ ÈÁÔÅÄ ÇÏÌÆ ÓÏ ÍÕÃÈȢ *ÁÃË ×ÅÎÔ ÉÎÔÏ Á ÔÒÅÍÅÎÄÏÕÓ 
rage, which registered much higher on the Richter scale than his more customary tantrums.  The 
×ÈÏÌÅ ÂÁÓÉÓ ÏÆ ÈÉÓ ÁÎÇÅÒ ×ÁÓ ÔÈÁÔ ÇÏÌÆ ×ÁÓ ÁÎ ÅÆÆÅÍÉÎÁÔÅ ÓÐÏÒÔȢ Ȱ,ÏÏË ÈÏ× ÔÈÅÙ ÄÒÅÓÓȦ !ÎÄ ÔÈÅÙ 
ÔÈÉÎË ÔÈÅÙȭÒÅ ÁÔÈÌÅÔÅÓȦ "ÕÔ ×ÈÁÔ ÁÒÅ ÔÈÅÙ ÁÃÔÕÁÌÌÙ ÄÏÉÎÇȩ 4ÈÅÙȭÒÅ ÎÏÔ ÐÌÁÙÉÎÇ ÁÇÁÉÎÓÔ ÁÎ ÏÐÐÏÎÅÎÔȢ ! 
ÐÉÔÃÈÅÒ ÉÓÎȭÔ ÔÈÒÏ×ÉÎÇ Á ÂÁÌÌ ÁÔ ÔÈÅÉÒ ÈÅÁÄÓȦ .Ï ÏÎÅ ÉÓ ÔÒÙÉÎÇ ÔÏ ÔÁÃËÌÅ ÔÈÅÍȦȱ  
        When Jack finally calmed down, he explained that no activity could be called a sport unless 
there is a strong element of danger. The only danger in golf is getting run over by a golf cart. So 
what really got him mad was the presumptuousness of calling yourself an athlete and your activity 
a sport.    
        -ÉÃÈÁÅÌȭÓ ÓÉÓÔÅÒ !ÒÌÅÎÅ ÃÏÍÐÁÒÅÄ ÈÅÒ ÆÁÔÈÅÒȭÓ ÏÕÔÂÕÒÓÔÓ ×ÉÔÈ ÁÎ ÁÓÐÅÃÔ ÏÆ You Bet Your Life, a 
TV quiz show starring Groucho Marx, which had been very popular in the 1950s. During the show, if 
a contestant happened to say the magic word, a paper mache duck with one hundred dollars 
descended from above. 
         Arlene loved to draw this analogy: he could be anywhere, with anyone, and if someone said the 
×ÏÒÄ ȰÇÏÌÆȱȟ ÈÅ would start yelling at the top of his lungs, often prompting those nearby to edge 
Á×ÁÙ ÆÒÏÍ ȰÔÈÅ ÃÒÁÚÙ ÍÁÎȢȱ   
 Once, when the family was having lunch in a Manhattan automat, a woman at the next table 
mentioned something about golf to her companion. Within seconds, Jack was on his feet  screaming 
that Ȱgolfers thought they were athletes,ȱ ÔÈÁÔ ÈÅȭÄ ÌÉËÅ ÔÏ ÌÏÃË ÅÁÃÈ ÏÆ ÔÈÅÍ ÉÎ Á ÒÏÏÍ ÁÎÄ ÇÏ Á ÆÅ× 
rounds with them, and that they should all be decapitated. Everyone stopped eating, and some 
people stood up to ÓÅÅ ×ÈÁÔ ×ÁÓ ÇÏÉÎÇ ÏÎȢ *ÁÃËȭÓ ÆÁÃÅ ÈÁÄ ÔÕÒÎÅÄ ÂÅÅÔ ÒÅÄ ÁÎÄ ÈÅ ×ÁÓ ÐÏÕÎÄÉÎÇ ÔÈÅ 
table with his fists.  
          A couple of automat workers approached him, but then backed off as he yelled something 
about performing a colonoscopy on them with a white hot iron poker. He then concluded his tirade, 
and sat down to finish his meal. New Yorkers being New Yorkers, realized the show was over, so 
they went back to their own meals as well.  
       .ÏÔ ÌÏÎÇ ÁÇÏȟ *ÁÃËȭÓ ÇÒÁÎÄÓÏÎ *ÏÎÁÈ ÄÅÃÉÄÅÄ ÔÏ ÖÉÄÅÏÔÁÐÅ ÈÉÓ ÇÒÁÎÄÆÁÔÈÅÒȢ "ÕÔ *ÏÎÁÈ ÒÅÁÌÉÚÅÄ 
that the video could really be enlivened if he could get Jack to talk about golf. Even though Jack must 
ÈÁÖÅ ÒÅÁÌÉÚÅÄ ÔÈÁÔ *ÏÎÁÈ ×ÁÓ ÂÁÉÔÉÎÇ ÈÉÍȟ ÈÅ ÃÏÕÌÄÎȭÔ ÈÅÌÐ ÈÉÍÓÅÌÆȢ 3Ï ÎÏ× ÈÉÓ ÖÉÅ×Ó ÏÎ ÇÏÌÆ ÁÒÅ 
preserved for future generations.   
        When Uncle Jack and Aunt Ethel retired and moved to Florida, they somehow ended up living 
ÎÅØÔ ÔÏ Á ÇÏÌÆ ÃÏÕÒÓÅȢ 7ÈÅÎ ÈÅ ÓÁ× ÐÅÏÐÌÅ ÐÌÁÙÉÎÇȟ ÈÅ ×ÏÕÌÄ ÓÃÒÅÁÍ ÁÔ ÔÈÅÍȟ Ȱ3ÃÈÍÕÃËÓȦ 3ÃÈÍÕÃËÓȦȱ 
/ÎÃÅ ÓÏÍÅÏÎÅ ÙÅÌÌÅÄ ÂÁÃËȟ Ȱ(ÅÙ ÍÉÓÔÅÒȟ )ȭÍ ÎÏÔ ÅÖÅÎ *Å×ÉÓÈȦȱ        
          One day, a very overweight man asked Jack for directions to the golf course. JaÃË ÒÅÐÌÉÅÄȟ Ȱ*ÕÓÔ 
stand right there. I want to do road work around your belly.  
          7ÈÅÎ ÔÈÅ ÆÉÒÓÔ 0ÒÅÓÉÄÅÎÔ "ÕÓÈ ÔÏÏË ÕÓ ÔÏ ×ÁÒ ÁÇÁÉÎÓÔ 3ÁÄÄÁÍ (ÕÓÓÅÉÎȟ *ÁÃË ÃÁÌÌÅÄ ÉÔ ÔÈÅ Ȱ'ÏÌÆ 
7ÁÒȢȱ )Æ ÈÅ ÔÈÏÕÇÈÔ ÙÏÕ ×ÅÒÅ ÓÔÕÐÉÄȟ ÈÅ ÃÁÌÌÅÄ ÙÏÕ Á ȰÇÏÌÆ ÂÒÁÉÎȢȱ !ÎÄ Èis favorite sayinÇ ×ÁÓȟ Ȱ/ÌÄ 
ÇÏÌÆÅÒÓ ÎÅÖÅÒ ÄÉÅȣ4ÈÅÙ ÊÕÓÔ ÌÏÓÅ ÔÈÅÉÒ ÂÁÌÌÓȢȱ 



 

 

          3Ï ÌÅÔȭÓ ÈÅÁÒ ÉÔ ÆÏÒ 5ÎÃÌÅ *ÁÃËȦ 
 
Next up is Uncle Dave. Unlike his brothers, Dave never went to college. In fact he dropped out of 
school in the eighth grade. And yet his siblings always insisted that Dave was, by far, the smartest 
person in the family. 
            But Dave had two personality difficulties which held him back. He was extremely paranoid, 
and he could quickly become very belligerent. These two traits often led to his getting into fightsɂ
usually with complete strangers. His children remember his coming home from work hours late, 
with blood on his shirt, or with a black eye. 
           7ÈÁÔ ÈÁÐÐÅÎÅÄȩ Ȱ3ÏÍÅ ÇÕÙ ×ÁÓ ÓÔÁÒÉÎÇ ÁÔ ÍÅ ÏÎ ÔÈÅ ÓÕÂ×ÁÙȢ 3Ï ) ÓÅÚ ÔÕÈ ÈÉÍȟ Ȭ7ÈÏ ÙÏÕ 
ÌÏÏËÉÎÇ ÁÔ ÂÕÓÔÅÒȩȭ !ÎÄ ÔÈÅÎȟ ÏÕÔÔÁ ÎÏ×ÈÅÒÅȟ ÔÈÅ ÇÕÙ ÓÕÃËÅÒ ÐÕÎÃÈÅÓ ÍÅȢȭȱ  
           Ȱ3Ï ÙÏÕ ÄÉÄÎȭÔ ÓÔÁÒÔ ÉÔȟ ÄÁÄȩȱ 
           Ȱ!ÉÎȭÔ ÙÕÈ ÌÉÓÔÎÉÎ ÔÕÈ ÍÅȩȱ 
            And yet, this man was a self-taught Civil War scholar, probably the only person in the country 
with just an eighth-grade education who was published in refereed academic journals. In fact, he 
even taught a course at Kingsborough Community College until he was fired for throwing a chair at 
the Academic Dean, perhaps because of some scholarly disagreement.  
            )ÎÄÅÅÄȟ ÓÏÍÅ ÏÆ 5ÎÃÌÅ $ÁÖÅȭÓ ÖÉÅ×Ó ÏÎ ÔÈÅ #ÉÖÉÌ 7ÁÒ ×ÅÒÅ ÃÏÎÓÉÄÅÒÅÄ ÂÅÙÏÎÄ ÔÈÅ ÐÁÌÅȟ ÅØÃÅÐÔ 
among certain diehard historians in the Deep South. He believed that General Robert E. Lee was our 
greatest military leader, and ÔÈÁÔ ÈÅ ÈÁÄ ÎÅÖÅÒ ÇÏÔÔÅÎ ÈÉÓ ÄÕÅ ÁÍÏÎÇ ÔÈÅ ×ÁÒȭÓ ÈÉÓÔÏÒÉÁÎÓȢ (Å ÁÌÓÏ 
argued that the cause of the South was largely a noble one, and that General Sherman was a war 
ÃÒÉÍÉÎÁÌȢ (ÁÄ ÔÈÅ 3ÏÕÔÈ ×ÏÎ ÔÈÅ ×ÁÒȟ 5ÎÃÌÅ $ÁÖÅȭÓ ÖÉÅ×Ó ÍÉÇÈÔ ÈÁÖÅ ÆÏÕÎÄ ÍÏÒÅ ÆÁÖÏÒȢ  
            Dave insisted that his son be named after Robert E. Lee, but since the age of four, the boy 
insisted upon being called Robbie. After all, would you want to be addressed as Robert E. Leibowitz? 
           In an act of rebellion, when Robbie was 13 or 14, he decided to buy a blue Civil War Union 
army cap, with a black leatherette visor. So he went to 29th Street and Fifth Avenue in Manhattan, an 
area with dozens of Korean novelty shops. Going from store to store, he finally found one that had a 
Civil War army cap in the window. The only problem was that it was a gray Confederate cap, which 
was still worn in many parts of the South.  
            So he went inside and told the owner that he liked the hat she had in the window, but 
wondered if she had any in blue. 
           Ȱ7ÈÙ ÙÏÕ ×ÁÎÔ ÂÌÕÅȩȱ 
           Ȱ7ÅÌÌȟ ÂÌÕÅ ×ÁÓ ÔÈÅ ÃÏÌÏÒ ÏÆ ÔÈÅ 5ÎÉÏÎ ÁÒÍÙ ÁÎÄ ÇÒÁÙ ×ÁÓ ÔÈÅ ÃÏÌÏÒ ÏÆ ÔÈÅ #ÏÎÆÅÄÅÒÁÔÅ ÁÒÍÙȢȱ 
           Ȱ7ÈÁÔ ÙÏÕ ÔÁÌËÉÎÇ ÁÂÏÕÔȩȱ 
           Ȱ/ÕÒ #ÉÖÉÌ 7ÁÒȢȱ  
           Ȱ#ÉÖÉÌ 7ÁÒȩȱ )Ô ÓÏÕÎÄÅÄ ÔÏ ÈÉÍ ÌÉËÅ ÓÈÅ ÈÁÄ ÓÁÉÄ Ȱ#ÙÒÁÌ ,Á×Ȣȱ 
           Ȱ9ÏÕ ËÎÏ×ȟ ÌÉËÅ ÔÈÅ ÃÉÖÉÌ ×ÁÒ ÉÎ +ÏÒÅÁȩȱ 
           Ȱ/Èȟ ) ÃÁÎ ÒÅÍÅÍÂÅÒ ×ÁÒȢ ) ×ÁÓ ÌÉÔÔÌÅ ÇÉÒÌȢ )Ô ×ÁÓ ÔÅÒÒÉÂÌÅ ×ÁÒȢ )Ô ÁÌÍÏÓÔ ÄÅÓÔÒÏÙ ÏÕÒ ÃÏÕÎÔÒÙȢȱ 
           Ȭ,ÏÏËȟ ÃÁÎ ) ÊÕÓÔ ÈÁÖÅ Á blue ÈÁÔȩȱ 
           The woman found a blue hat for him, and he tried it on. It fit perfectly. As he was paying for it, 
the woman asked hÉÍȟ Ȱ7ÈÙ ÂÌÕÅ ÓÏ ÉÍÐÏÒÔÁÎÔȩȱ 
           Ȱ7ÅÌÌȟ ÉÎ ÏÕÒ #ÉÖÉÌ 7ÁÒȟ ÔÈÅ .ÏÒÔÈ ÓÉÄÅ ×ÏÒÅ ÂÌÕÅ ÁÎÄ ÔÈÅ 3ÏÕÔÈ ×ÏÒÅ ÇÒÁÙȢȱ 
           Ȱ7ÈÁÔ ×ÒÏÎÇ ×ÉÔÈ South? I from South KoreaȦȱ 
           Robbie wore the hat home, and it was still on his head when Dave got back from work. He 
ÔÏÏË ÏÎÅ ÌÏÏËȟ ÇÒÁÂÂÅÄ ÔÈÅ ÈÁÔ ÏÆÆ 2ÏÂÂÉÅȭÓ ÈÅÁÄȟ ÁÎÄ ÍÁÒÃÈÅÄ ÉÎÔÏ ÔÈÅ ËÉÔÃÈÅÎȢ 2ÏÂÂÉÅȟ ÈÉÓ ÓÉÓÔÅÒȟ 
and his mother looked at one another and just shrugged. It had been completely predictable that 
Dave would not be pleased, but what was he doing in the kitchen? Then they smelled smoke.  
           A minute later Dave came out of the kitchen with a big smile on his face. He looked at his wife, 
and then at his daÕÇÈÔÅÒ ÁÎÄ ÓÏÎȢ Ȱ)Æ Sherman can burn Atlanta, then I ÃÁÎ ÂÕÒÎ ÙÏÕÒ ÈÁÔȦȱ 



 

 

           When Robbie was three, his mother, Maxine, got pregnant again. If the new baby were a boy, 
Dave had his heart set on naming him after another great Confederate general, Nathan Bedford 
Forest, a man who regretfully went on a second career as a founder and first Grand Wizard of the 
+Õ +ÌÕØ +ÌÁÎȢ "ÕÔ ×ÈÅÎ ÔÈÅ ÂÁÂÙ ÔÕÒÎÅÄ ÏÕÔ ÔÏ ÂÅ Á ÇÉÒÌȟ $ÁÖÅ ÑÕÉÃËÌÙ ÁÃÃÅÄÅÄ ÔÏ -ÁØÉÎÅȭÓ ×ÉÓÈÅÓȟ 
and their daughter was named Elaine, after MaxineȭÓ ÇÒÁÎÄÍÏÔÈÅÒȢ  
            "ÕÔ $ÁÖÅȭÓ ÄÒÅÁÍÓ ×ÅÒÅ ÎÏÔ ÅÎÔÉÒÅÌÙ ÕÎÆÕÌÆÉÌÌÅÄȢ 4Ï ÔÈÉÓ ÄÁÙȟ %ÌÁÉÎÅȭÓ ÂÒÏÔÈÅÒ ÁÎÄ ÃÏÕÓÉÎÓ 
sometimes call her by her family nicknameɂNate. General Forest rides again! 
            $ÁÖÅȭÓ ÆÁÍÉÌÙ ÌÉÖÅÄ ÉÎ ÁÐÁÒÔÍÅÎÔ ÏÖÅÒÌÏÏËÉÎÇ /ÃÅÁÎ !ÖÅÎÕÅȟ ÏÎÅ ÏÆ "ÒÏÏËÌÙÎȭÓ ÍÏÓÔ 
prominent thoroughfares. Every Memorial Day and Veterans Day, he hung a huge Confederate flag 
out the window. Not only did this attract a great deal of attention, but it incensed many of the 
neighbors. When his landlord demanded that he stop displaying that flag, Dave could have easily 
persuaded the American Civil Liberties Union and the Sons of the Confederacy to join in a law suit 
ÁÇÁÉÎÓÔ ÔÈÅ ÌÁÎÄÌÏÒÄȢ #ÌÅÁÒÌÙ $ÁÖÅȭÓ &ÉÒÓÔ !ÍÅÎÄÍÅÎÔ ÒÉÇÈÔÓ ÈÁÄ ÂÅÅÎ ÂÌÁÔÁÎÔÌÙ ÖÉÏÌÁÔÅÄȢ $ÉÓplaying 
a flagɂany flagɂÉÓ Á ÆÏÒÍ ÏÆ ÓÐÅÅÃÈȟ ÓÏ ÔÈÅ ÌÁÎÄÌÏÒÄ ×ÁÓ ÔÒÙÉÎÇ ÔÏ ÓÕÐÐÒÅÓÓ $ÁÖÅȭÓ ÆÒÅÅÄÏÍ ÏÆ 
speech.  
           But Dave preferred a different course of action. He went after the landlord with a sword that 
he claimed had once belonged to General Stonewall Jackson.  
           After his brothers and sister bailed him out of jail, Dave decided that enough was enough. He 
declared that his family would move out immediately. They could never live in a building owned by 
someone who was clearly on the wrong side of history. 
 

.Ï× ÍÅÅÔ 5ÎÃÌÅ 0ÈÉÌȢ $ÅÓÐÉÔÅ *ÁÃËȭÓ ÁÓÓÁÕÌÔ ÏÎ ÈÉÓ ÃÌÕÂÓȟ 0ÈÉÌ ÒÅÍÁÉÎÅÄ ÁÎ ÁÖÉÄ ÇÏÌÆÅÒȢ (ÁÖÉÎÇ 
learned his lesson, he would lock up his clubs before he allowed Jack to enter his home. And at 
every opportunity, he would encourage his older brother to take up a sportɂperhaps even golf.  

 
           Phil prided himself on his logical mind. And yet, despite this great gift, even his best laid plans 
did not always go well. Take, for example, his first marriage.  
           It was to be the perfect marriage. Phil loved Mildred: that was a given. There was nothing that 
×ÁÓÎȭÔ ÔÏÏ ÇÏÏÄ ÆÏÒ ÈÅÒȢ !ÎÄ ÔÈÅÎȟ 0ÈÉÌȭÓ ÌÏÇÉÃÁÌ ÍÉÎÄ ÆÉÇÕÒÅÄ ÏÕÔ Á ×ÁÙ ÈÅ ÃÏÕÌÄ really demonstrate 
his great love for this woman. He would build her a dream house. 
           And so, he bought a lot near the top of a hill. It had a beautiful view, which he and Mildred 
could enjoy. Then he engaged the best architect in the entire New York area. Every evening on his 
way home from work, he would check on the progress. In fact, Phil managed to visit the site seven 
days a week, and made some very perceptive and useful suggestions to the contractor and the work 
crew. No detail was too small to consider.  
           One day, when he got home about an hour after supper-time, he found a note on the kitchen 
ÔÁÂÌÅȢ -ÉÌÄÒÅÄ ÃÁÍÅ ÒÉÇÈÔ ÔÏ ÔÈÅ ÐÏÉÎÔȡ Ȱ0ÈÉÌȟ ÙÏÕr supper is in the refrigerator. I moved back in with 
ÍÙ ÐÁÒÅÎÔÓȢ ) ÎÅÅÄ ÓÏÍÅ ËÉÎÄ ÏÆ ÈÕÍÁÎ ÃÏÎÔÁÃÔȢȱ 
            He was heart-ÂÒÏËÅÎȢ (Å ÌÏÖÅÄ -ÉÌÄÒÅÄ ÓÏ ÍÕÃÈȦ !ÎÄ ×ÁÓÎȭÔ ÈÅ ÂÕÉÌÄÉÎÇ ÔÈe dream house to 
prove his love? Go figure.  
            But love would find Phil once again. Shirley was 20 years younger, and the two of them were 
quite happy for a while. She would put up with his temper tantrums, and his growingly irrational 
behavior. After all, look at his brothers. They had a son, Mitchell, who, like his father, was a very 
ÇÏÏÄ ÓÔÕÄÅÎÔȢ 4ÈÅÎȟ ÏÎÅ ÄÁÙȟ -ÉÔÃÈÅÌÌȭÓ ÔÅÁÃÈÅÒ ÁÃÃÕÓÅÄ 0ÈÉÌ ÏÆ ÄÏÉÎÇ ÈÉÓ ÓÏÎȭÓ ÍÁÔÈ ÈÏÍÅ×ÏÒËȢ 0ÈÉÌ 
was infuriated. He had certainly not ÄÏÎÅ ÈÉÓ ÓÏÎȭÓ ÈÏÍÅ×ÏÒËȢ 4Èe whole idea was completely 
illogical. The teacher knew that Mitchell was an excellent math student!   
              That night he spent hours writing and rewriting a letter he would send to the local school 
board demanding that the teacher be fired. Only that would give him satisfactionɂnot a mere 
apology, or even a stern warning from the principal. 



 

 

               Okȟ ÍÁÙÂÅ 0ÈÉÌȭÓ ÒÅÁÃÔÉÏÎ ×ÁÓ Á ÌÉÔÔÌÅ ÅØÔÒÅÍÅȟ ÂÕÔ ÈÅ ÂÅÌÉÅÖÅÄ ÈÉÓ ÌÏÇÉÃ ×ÁÓ ÉÍÐÅÃÃÁÂÌÅȢ 
Actions must have consequences. The teacher acted, Phil acted, and the school board must act. 
What could be any clearer than that? 
               Phil mailed the letter, and anxiously awaited a response. After waiting for almost a month, 
and not receiving one word, he went ballistic. He hired a lawyer, who wrote a threatening letter to 
the head of the school board. Only then was there a responseɂand a rather terse one at that.  
              "ÕÔ ÔÈÅÒÅ ÈÁÄ ÂÅÅÎ Á ÐÒÏÂÌÅÍ ×ÉÔÈ ÔÈÅ ÔÉÍÉÎÇ ÏÆ 0ÈÉÌȭÓ ÌÅÔÔÅÒȢ (Å ÄÉÄ ÎÏÔ ÍÁÉÌ ÉÔ ÏÎ ÔÈÅ ÎÉÇÈÔ 
he had written it. He did not mail it the next day, or even the day after that. When did he mail the 
letter? He mailed it exactly three years later.  
               Now Phil had told everyone in the family about writing the letter, yet somehow managed to 
leave out the part about not mailing it for three years. But Phil being Phil, he was threatening to sue 
the school board for their inaction.  
              Ȱ!ÎÄ ×ÈÁÔ ÁÂÏÕÔ your ÉÎÁÃÔÉÏÎȟ 5ÎÃÌÅ 0ÈÉÌȩȱ ÁÓËÅÄ %ÌÁÉÎÅȢ  
              Ȱ9ÏÕ ÍÅÁÎȟ ×ÈÙ ÄÉÄ ) ×ÁÉÔ ÔÈÒÅÅ ÙÅÁÒÓ ÔÏ ÍÁÉÌ ÔÈÅ ÌÅÔter? Is that ×ÈÁÔ ÙÏÕȭÒÅ ÔÒÙÉÎÇ ÔÏ ÁÓË 
ÍÅȩȱ 
              Ȱ7ÅÌÌȟ ÙÅÁÈȢȱ 
              Ȱ) ÈÁÄ ÁÎ ÅØÃÅÌÌÅÎÔ ÒÅÁÓÏÎȡ ) ÈÁÄ ÎÏ ÔÉÍÅȢȱ 
              Ȱ(Ï× ÃÏÕÌÄ ÙÏÕ ÎÏÔ ÈÁÖÅ ÅÎÏÕÇÈ ÔÉÍÅ ÔÏ ÊÕÓÔ ×ÁÌË ÔÏ ÔÈÅ ÃÏÒÎÅÒ ÁÎÄ ÄÒÏÐ ÔÈÅ ÌÅÔÔÅÒ ÉÎÔÏ ÔÈÅ 
ÍÁÉÌ ÂÏØȩȱ 
              Ȱ$ÏÎȭÔ ÇÅÔ ÓÍÁÒÔ ×ÉÔÈ me, *ÕÄÙȦ ) ÕÓÅÄ ÔÏ ÃÈÁÎÇÅ ÙÏÕÒ ÄÉÁÐÅÒÓȢȱ 
              Ȱ$ÏÎȭÔ ÃÈÁÎÇÅ ÔÈÅ ÓÕÂÊÅÃÔȟ 0ÈÉÌȟ ȰÓÁÉÄ *ÁÃËȢ ) ÔÈÉÎË ÙÏÕ Ï×Å ÕÓ ÁÌÌ ÁÎ ÅØÐÌÁÎÁÔÉÏÎȢ  
              Ȱ9ÏÕ ×ÁÎÔ ÁÎ ÅØÐÌÁÎÁÔÉÏÎȩ /Ëȟ )ȭÌÌ give you an explanation! You remember the trip that 
3ÈÉÒÌÅÙ ÁÎÄ ) ÔÏÏË ÔÏ %ÕÒÏÐÅȩȱ 
              Ȱ6ÁÇÕÅÌÙȢȱ 
              Ȱ7ÅÌÌȟ ×ÈÁÔ ÄÏ ÙÏÕ ÔÈÉÎË ) ×ÁÓ ÄÏÉÎÇ ÄÕÒÉÎÇ ÁÌÌ ÔÈÏÓÅ ÍÏÎÔÈÓ ÂÅÆÏÒÅ ÏÕÒ ÔÒÉÐȩȱ 
              Ȱ.ÏÔ ÍÁÉÌÉÎÇ ÔÈÅ ÌÅÔÔÅÒȩȱ ) ÇÕÅÓÓÅÄȢ 
              Ȱ)ȭÌÌ tell you what I was doing! I was planning our trip. Do you have any idea how much 
money we saved because of all that planning?...7ÅÌÌȟ )ȭÌÌ tell you how much! Hundreds! In fact, 
possibly it was over a thousand dollars. And you wanted me to drop everything I was doing to go 
out ÁÎÄ ÍÁÉÌ ÔÈÁÔ ÌÅÔÔÅÒȩȱ 
                       

Under Jewish law, someone who dies usually must be buried the next day. This places a 
great burden on the grieving family to make all the arrangements and notify all the mourners in less 
than 24 hours. And if the deceased was not religious, then she or he had probably never met the 
rabbi who would be officiating at the funeral.  
          3ÕÃÈ ×ÁÓ ÔÈÅ ÃÁÓÅ ×ÈÅÎ 5ÎÃÌÅ 0ÈÉÌ ÄÉÅÄ ÑÕÉÔÅ ÕÎÅØÐÅÃÔÅÄÌÙȢ !Ó 3ÈÉÒÌÅÙ ÅØÐÌÁÉÎÅÄȟ Ȱ/ÎÅ ÍÉÎÕÔÅ 
he was yelling at the TV, and the next he just keeled over. Except for his high blood pressure, 
ÃÌÏÇÇÅÄ ÁÒÔÅÒÉÅÓȟ ÄÉÁÂÅÔÅÓȟ ÅÍÐÈÙÓÅÍÁȟ ÁÎÄ Á ÈÅÁÒÔ ÃÏÎÄÉÔÉÏÎȟ ÈÅ ×ÁÓ ÉÎ ÐÅÒÆÅÃÔ ÈÅÁÌÔÈȟȱ ÓÈÅ ÓÁÉÄȟ 
sadly shaking her head.  
          A few minutes before the funeral service began, the rabbi ÁÓËÅÄ ÔÏ ÍÅÅÔ ÐÒÉÖÁÔÅÌÙ ×ÉÔÈ 0ÈÉÌȭÓ 
son, widow, sister, and two brothers. The rabbi said that he would like to learn as much as he could 
about Phil, so he could make his talk very personal. The others all looked at each other and smiled.  
         Ȱ) ÃÁÎ ÓÅÅȟȱ ÓÁÉÄ ÔÈÅ ÒÁÂÂÉȟ ȰÔÈÁÔ 0ÈÉÌ ×ÁÓ ÖÅÒÙ ÂÅÌÏÖÅÄȢȱ 
         Ȱ"ÅÌÏÖÅÄȩȱ Dave exclaimed. Would any of you guys say that Phil was belovedȩȱ 4ÈÅ ÏÔÈÅÒÓ 
smiled and shook their heads. 
          Ȱ/Ëȟȱ ÓÁÉÄ ÔÈÅ ÒÁÂÂÉȢ Ȱ) ÎÅÅÄ ÁÌÌ ÏÆ ÙÏÕ ÔÏ ×ÏÒË ×ÉÔÈ ÍÅȢ 0ÌÅÁÓÅȟ ÔÅll me anything I can say about 
Phil. AnyÔÈÉÎÇ ÔÈÁÔ ÃÁÐÔÕÒÅÓ ÈÉÓ ÓÏÕÌȟ ÈÉÓ ÅÓÓÅÎÃÅȢȱ 



 

 

          When the group emerged from the office, everyone was smiling. Jack said that while he 
ÃÏÎÓÉÄÅÒÅÄ ÁÌÌ ÃÌÅÒÇÙÍÅÎ ȰÆÏÒÅÆÌÕÓÈÅÒÓȟȱ ÈÅ ×ÁÓ ÆÏÒÃÅÄ ÔÏ ÁÄÍÉÔ ÔÈÁÔ ÈÅ ÁÃÔÕally liked this rabbi. 
And the others agreed.  
         Just then the funeral director asked all the mourners to please step into the chapel. When 
everyone was seated, the rabbi strode up to the front and began the service. And even though Phil 
had probably not been inside a shul since his bar mitzvah, the rabbi made him sound as devout as 
the Lubavicher Rebbe. Then he got to the part of his talk that will sound familiar to anyone who has 
ÂÅÅÎ ÔÏ Á ÆÅ× *Å×ÉÓÈ ÆÕÎÅÒÁÌÓȢ )Ô ÂÅÇÁÎ ×ÉÔÈ ÔÈÅ ÂÏÉÌÅÒÐÌÁÔÅȟ Ȱ!ÎÄ ×Èile I was not privileged to have 
known Phillip Leibowitz, his wife, his son, his sister, and his brothers were kind enough to share 
with me some of their fondest memories. It was very touching to hear what a beloved father, 
husband, brother, and uncle he was. And when I asked if there were a few words that Phil would 
ÈÁÖÅ ×ÁÎÔÅÄ ÔÏ ÓÁÙ ÔÏ ÁÌÌ ÏÆ ÙÏÕȟ ) ×ÁÓ ÔÏÌÄ ÔÈÁÔ ÔÈÅÒÅ ×ÅÒÅȢȱ  
         He paused, and looked out at the mourners. They were glancing at each other. Some shrugged, 
and others just shook their heads. The rabbi quickly realized that somehow, they truly believed that 
Phil would communicate with them this one last time. And that it was left to him to convey this last 
ÍÅÓÓÁÇÅ ÔÏ ÁÌÌ 0ÈÉÌȭÓ ÌÏÖÅÄ ÏÎÅÓȢ  
         Ȱ4ÈÅÒÅ ×ÁÓ Á ÐÈÒÁÓÅ ÔÈÁÔ 0ÈÉÌ ÏÆÔÅÎ ÕÓed when addressing his friends, his family, and even 
people he barely knew. It was this phrase that defined him, his outlook on life, and how he felt 
about his fellow human beings ɀ and perhaps most about those with whom he may have 
occasionally not seen eye-to-eyeȣ!ÎÄ ÓÏȟ ÆÒÏÍ 0ÈÉÌȭÓ ÌÉÐÓ ÔÏ ÙÏÕÒ ÅÁÒÓȣȬ9ÏÕȭÒÅ ÆÕÌÌ ÏÆ shit!ȭȱ 
 
  



 

 

The Field of Opportunity 
Terry Barr 

 
 Our driveway slopes so that the gate that Max, our Carolina wild dog, stands behind is 

ÕÓÕÁÌÌÙ ÁÌÌ ×Å ÓÅÅȢ .Ï×ȟ ÔÈÏÕÇÈȟ ×ÅȭÖÅ ÂÏÕÇÈÔ Á ÕÓÅÄ ÃÁÒ that blocks our view of Max and that gate. 
! ÃÏÎÖÅÒÔÉÂÌÅ "-7ȟ ÐÕÒÃÈÁÓÅÄ ÆÒÏÍ ÍÙ ×ÉÆÅȭÓ ÃÏÕÓÉÎ 3ÁÍ ÁÎÄ ÈÉÓ ×ÉÆÅ ,ÉÓÁ ×ÈÏ ÍÏÖÅÄ ÏÎ ÔÏ 
4ÈÁÉÌÁÎÄ ÔÏ ÌÉÖÅ ÃÈÅÁÐÌÙ ÁÎÄ ÔÏ ÓÎÏÒËÅÌȢ ) ×ÏÒÒÙ Á ÌÉÔÔÌÅ ÔÈÁÔ ×ÅȭÒÅ ÂÅÃÏÍÉÎÇ Ȱ"ÅÁÍÅÒ-0ÅÏÐÌÅȟȱ ÂÕÔ 
not as much as I worry about the rear end of our new ride. 

 What I see is not the BMW medallion on the back, but the license plate, and even more 
ÐÁÒÔÉÃÕÌÁÒÌÙȟ ÔÈÅ ÖÁÎÉÔÙ ÆÒÁÍÅ ÁÒÏÕÎÄ ÔÈÅ ÐÌÁÔÅȟ ×ÈÉÃÈ ÒÅÁÄÓ Ȱ4ÈÅ 5ÎÉÖÅÒÓÉÔÙ ÏÆ 4ÅÎÎÅÓÓÅÅȢȱ /Î ÔÈÅ 
plate itself is that bright orange V followed by the three other letters that drive Alabama football 
fans, like me, crazy. 

 O-L-S. 
 Vols. 
 Ȱ9ÏÕ ËÎÏ× ×Å ÈÁÖÅ ÔÏ ÇÅÔ ÔÈÁÔ ÔÈÉÎÇ ÃÈÁÎÇÅÄȟȱ ) ÓÁÙ ÔÏ ÍÙ ×ÉÆÅȢ Ȱ7ÅȭÒÅ ÎÏÔ 6ÉÌÅ ÆÁÎÓȢȱ 
 Ȱ6ÉÌÅÓȩȱ ÓÈÅ ÁÓËÓȢ 
 Ȱ9ÅÁÈȟ ÔÈÁÔȭÓ ×ÈÁÔ !ÌÁÂÁÍÁ ÆÁÎÓ ÃÁÌÌ ÔÈÅÍȟ ÆÕÎÎÙ ÉÓÎȭÔ ÉÔȩȱ 
 Ȱ)Æ ÙÏÕ ÓÁÙ ÓÏȟ ÂÕÔ ÄÏÎȭÔ ÔÈÉÎË )ȭÍ ÐÕÔÔÉÎÇ !ÌÁÂÁÍÁ ÓÉÇÎÓ ÏÎ my ÃÁÒȦȱ 
 Ȱ) ÄÉÄÎȭÔ ÓÁÙ ÙÏÕ ÈÁÄ ÔÏȢ !ÎÄ ÙÏÕ ËÎÏ×ȟ )ȭÍ ÎÏÔ ÏÎÅ ÏÆ ÔÈÏÓÅ ȬBama fans who hates the Vols 

ÁÎÙ×ÁÙȢȱ 
 How could I be? I got two degrees from UT, and more importantly, I met my wife there, 

sitting in an Introduction to Film Studies class. Her cousin went to UT, too, thus the car, the tag. My 
dilemma. 

 But as we sat in the driveway staring at our new Vol car, I started laughing at the nature of 
such experiences, the ones tÈÁÔ ÄÏÎȭÔ ÓÅÅÍ ÔÏ ÍÁËÅ ÍÕÃÈ ÓÅÎÓÅ ÂÕÔ ÔÈÁÔ ÈÁÐÐÅÎ ÁÎÙ×ÁÙȢ 4ÈÅ ÏÎÅÓ 
×ÅȭÒÅ ÂÏÕÎÄ ÔÏ ÅØÐÌÏÒÅȢ 4ÈÅ ÏÎÅÓ ÓÏÍÅ ÃÁÌÌ ȰÃÏÉÎÃÉÄÅÎÃÅÓȢȱ 

 Ȱ9ÏÕ ÍÁËÅ ÙÏÕÒ Ï×Î ÍÅÁÎÉÎÇ ÆÒÏÍ ÔÈÅÓÅ ȬÃÏÉÎÃÉÄÅÎÃÅÓȟȭȱ Á ÆÒÉÅÎÄ ÏÆ ÍÉÎÅ ÓÁÉÄ ÒÅÃÅÎÔÌÙȢ 
 Indeed. And there are so many experiences, so many meanings. 
 My therapist tells me there are no coincidences. OK, I believe him. What there are, I hear, 

ÁÒÅ ÏÐÐÏÒÔÕÎÉÔÉÅÓȢ "ÕÔ ÔÈÅÎ ÉÔȭÓ ÎÏÔ ÁÂÓÔÒÁÃÔ ×ÏÒÄÓ ÔÈÁÔ ÃÁÔÃÈ ÍÅ ÓÏ ÍÕÃÈȢ )ÔȭÓ ×ÈÁÔ ) ÃÈÏÏÓÅ ÔÏ ÓÅÅȟ 
and remember. 

      # 
 7ÅȭÒÅ ÉÎ +ÎÏØÖÉÌÌÅ, walking down Market Square Mall after lunch on a bright January 

ÁÆÔÅÒÎÏÏÎȟ ÍÙ ×ÉÆÅȟ ÈÅÒ ÏÌÄÅÓÔ ÓÉÓÔÅÒ ÁÎÄ ÈÅÒ ÈÕÓÂÁÎÄȟ ÁÎÄ )Ȣ 7ÅȭÄ ÁÌÌ ÒÁÔÈÅÒ ÂÅ ÓÏÍÅ ÐÌÁÃÅ ÅÌÓÅȟ ÂÕÔ 
ÔÈÁÔ ÉÓÎȭÔ Á ÃÈÏÉÃÅȢ %ÖÅÎ ÔÈÏÕÇÈ ×ÅȭÒÅ ÁÂÏÕÔ ÔÏ ÓÔÁÒÔ ÔÈÅ ÐÁÐÅÒ×ÏÒË ÔÏ ÈÁÖÅ Á ÆÁÍÉÌÙ ÍÅÍber 
committed, we still had to eat. We chose a place called Tomato Head, owned by a Persian, the 
ÅÔÈÎÉÃÉÔÙ ÏÆ Ô×Ï ÏÆ ÕÓ ÈÅÒÅ ÔÏÄÁÙȢ Ȱ0ÅÒÓÉÁÎÓ ÆÌÏÃËȟȱ ÍÙ !ÍÅÒÉÃÁÎ ÂÒÏÔÈÅÒ-in-law says. True or not, 
we all used to live in Knoxville, so Tomato Head is a known ÑÕÁÎÔÉÔÙȠ ÔÈÅÒÅȭÓ ÒÅÁÌÌÙ ÎÏÔÈÉÎÇ 
coincidental about choosing it. 

 -Ù ×ÉÆÅ ÈÁÓ Ô×Ï ÓÉÓÔÅÒÓȡ ÉÔȭÓ ÔÈÅ ÏÔÈÅÒ ÏÎÅ ×ÅȭÒÅ ÃÏÍÍÉÔÔÉÎÇ ÔÏÄÁÙȢ 7ÅȭÒÅ ÎÏÔ ÓÕÒÅ ÉÆ ÓÈÅȭÓ 
truly a danger to herself or others, but we think so. She hears voices, has been hearing them for 
ÙÅÁÒÓȢ 6ÏÉÃÅÓ ÏÆ ÁÎÇÒÙ )ÒÁÎÉÁÎÓ ×ÈÏȟ ÓÈÅ ÃÌÁÉÍÓȟ ÁÒÅ ÔÒÙÉÎÇ ÔÏ ËÉÌÌ ÈÅÒȢ 3ÈÅȭÓ ÓÕÐÐÏÓÅÄ ÔÏ ÔÁËÅ 
ÍÅÄÉÃÁÔÉÏÎ ÂÕÔ ÇÁÖÅ ÉÔ ÕÐ ÙÅÁÒÓ ÁÇÏ ÂÅÃÁÕÓÅ ÉÔ ÍÁÄÅ ÈÅÒ ÆÅÅÌ ȰÌÅÔÈÁÒÇÉÃȢȱ 3ÈÅ ÓÕÃÃÅÅÄÅÄ ÉÎ ÔÈÁÔȟ ÁÔ 
least, for what we hear later from her apartment manager speaks to anything but lethargy: Ȱ3ÈÅ 
sees things too. Just last week when I was trying to tell her that everything was OK, she kept 
pointing to her roof and all the other roofs ÁÒÏÕÎÄ ÈÅÒȢ Ȭ3ÅÅȟȭ ÓÈÅ ÓÁÉÄȢ Ȭ4ÈÅÙȭÒÅ ÕÐ ÔÈÅÒÅ ÁÎÄ ÔÈÅÙ 
have guns. They want to kÉÌÌ ÕÓȢȭ ) ÔÒÉÅÄ ÔÏ ÔÅÌÌ ÈÅÒ ÔÈÁÔ ÎÏ ÏÎÅ ×ÁÓ ÔÈÅÒÅȟ ÎÏ ÏÎÅ ×ÁÎÔÓ ÔÏ ËÉÌÌ ÈÅÒȢ 
4ÈÁÔ ÔÈÅÙ ×ÅÒÅ ÐÁÒÔ ÏÆ ÔÈÅ ÐÌÁÎȢȱ  



 

 

 "Ù ȰÔÈÅÙȱ ) ÁÓÓÕÍÅÄ ÓÈÅ ÍÅÁÎÔ ÍÙ ×ÉÆÅȭÓ ÏÔÈÅÒ ÓÉÓÔÅÒ ÁÎÄ ÈÅÒ ÈÕÓÂÁÎÄȢ -Ù ×ÉÆÅ ÉÓ ÔÈÅ 
gentler sister after all, but the reality is yes, we are out to get her. 

 )ȭÍ ÎÏÔ Á ÐÓÙÃÈÏÌÏÇÉÓÔ ÁÎÄ ) ÄÏÎȭÔ ÕÎÄÅÒÓÔÁÎÄ ÔÈÅ ÇÅÎÅÓÉÓ ÏÆ ÓÃÈÉÚÏÐÈÒÅÎÉÁȢ )ÔȭÓ ÌÉËÅÌÙ 
ÇÅÎÅÔÉÃȢ -Ù ×ÉÆÅ ÈÁÄ ÁÎ ÕÎÃÌÅ ÓÈÅ ÎÅÖÅÒ ËÎÅ× ×ÈÏ ×ÁÓ ÓÃÈÉÚÏȟ ×ÈÏ ËÉÌÌÅÄ ÈÉÍÓÅÌÆ ÆÉÎÁÌÌÙȢ ) ÃÁÎȭÔ 
dwell on how unsettling this is given that while we have two well-ÁÄÊÕÓÔÅÄȟ ȰÎÏÒÍÁÌȱ ÇÒÏ×Î 
daughters, nothing in future gene codes is certain. 

 Ȱ3ÈÅ ÍÉÇÈÔ ÈÁÖÅ ÁÌ×ÁÙÓ ÈÁÄ ÔÈÅ ÐÓÙÃÈÏÓÉÓȟȱ ÍÙ ×ÉÆÅ ÓÁÙÓ ÏÆ ÈÅÒ ÐÏÏÒ ÓÉÓÔÅÒȟ ȰÂÕÔ ×Å ÔÈÉÎË ÉÔ 
×ÁÓ ÔÒÉÇÇÅÒÅÄ ÏÎÃÅ ÓÈÅ ÓÔÁÒÔÅÄ ÕÓÉÎÇ ÄÒÕÇÓȢȱ 

 Pot, cocaine, LSD, mushrooms. Those are the ones we know about. What we also know is 
that just before her break, my sister-in-law was getting most of her psychedelic aids from a friend of 
hers, a guy we all knew. A musician and very quiet guy who seemed fairly meek and harmless to the 
ÕÎÁÉÄÅÄ ÅÙÅȡ "ÒÁÎÄÏÎȢ 7Å ËÎÅ× ÈÅ ÈÁÒÂÏÒÅÄ Á ÇÒÅÁÔ ÌÕÓÔ ÆÏÒ ÍÙ ×ÉÆÅȭÓ ÓÉÓÔÅÒ ×ÈÏ ÕÓÅÄ ÔÏ ÂÅ 
beautiful, exotically alluring. Brandon would have done anything for her. He even left my other 
sister-in-ÌÁ×ȭÓ ×ÅÄÄÉÎÇȟ ×ÈÅÒÅ ÈÅ ×ÁÓ ÓÕÐÐÏÓÅÄ ÔÏ ÂÅ ÐÌÁÙÉÎÇ ÒÅÃÅÐtion music, to go home to 
procure some hallucinogens for the woman he wanted. 

 "ÅÉÎÇ ÓÔÏÎÅÄ ÁÔ Á ×ÅÄÄÉÎÇ ÒÅÃÅÐÔÉÏÎ ÓÈÏÕÌÄ ÒÅÁÌÌÙ ÂÅ ÎÏ ÂÉÇ ÄÅÁÌȟ ÕÎÌÅÓÓȟ ÏÆ ÃÏÕÒÓÅȟ ÙÏÕȭÒÅ 
already on the edge of psychosis.  

 Fortunately, there were no major incidents that night. Just no music. 
 The other distinguishing feature about Brandon was that he was a clean-freak and so 

enamored of his own lush hair that he wound it in a turban whenever he left home to keep it 
pristine. And since I never visited his home, Brandon and his turban were one and forever for me. 
After we moved away from Knoxville, and after we got my sister-in-law on state aid and medication 
that allowed her to function more or less on her own, Brandon disappeared and I rarely thought of 
him except as a guy in a turban that I knew in what seemed another life. 

 There is such a thing, however, as the Parallax View, and so in the five-minute span we 
ÓÐÅÎÄ ×ÁÌËÉÎÇ ÆÒÏÍ 4ÏÍÁÔÏ (ÅÁÄ ÔÏ ÏÕÒ ÃÁÒ ×ÈÅÒÅ ×Å ×ÉÌÌ ÈÅÁÄ ÔÏ ÏÕÒ ÌÁ×ÙÅÒȭÓ ÏÆÆÉÃÅ ÁÎÄ ÔÈÅÎ 
later to my sister-in-ÌÁ×ȭÓ ÁÐÁÒÔÍÅÎÔ ×ÈÅÒÅ ×Å ÄÏÎȭÔ ËÎÏ× ×ÈÁÔ ×ÅȭÌÌ ÆÉÎÄ ÁÎÄ ×ÈÁÔ ÓÈÅȭÌÌ ÄÏȟ ) ÓÅÅ 
Á Ô×Ï ÆÉÇÕÒÅÓ ×ÁÌËÉÎÇ ÔÏ×ÁÒÄ ÕÓȢ 4ÈÅÙȭÒÅ ×ÁÌËÉÎÇ ÑÕÉÃËÌÙ ÁÎÄ )ȭÍ ÐÒÅÔÔÙ ÓÕÒÅ ÔÈÁÔ ÏÎÅ ÏÆ ÔÈÅÍ ÁÔ 
least notices us and knows who we are. I see it in his face. 

 Ȱ) ×ÏÎÄÅÒ ×ÈÁÔÅÖÅÒ ÈÁÐÐÅÎÅÄ ÔÏ "ÒÁÎÄÏÎȟȱ ÍÙ ÂÒÏÔÈÅÒ-in-law says as we pass these two. 
 Ȱ4ÕÒÎ ÁÒÏÕÎÄȟȱ ) ÓÁÙȢ Ȱ(Å ÊÕÓÔ ×ÁÌËÅÄ ÐÁÓÔ ÙÏÕȢ $ÉÄÎȭÔ ÙÏÕ ÎÏÔÉÃÅ ÔÈÅ ÔÕÒÂÁÎȩȱ 
     # 
 The week before we headed back to Knoxville to face the music of commitment, I finished a 

new novel: %Ä 4ÁÒËÉÎÇÔÏÎȭÓ Only Love Can Break Your Heart. While I read a couple of good reviews 
beforehand, and naturally gravitate to the works of the New Southern Novel, I confess that what 
really drew me in was the title.  

That Neil Young song. 
) ÂÏÕÇÈÔ 9ÏÕÎÇȭÓ After the Gold Rush in 1970, not long after its release. I had heard only two 

Neil songs before, both on Déjà Vuȟ ÈÉÓ ÃÏÌÌÁÂÏÒÁÔÉÏÎ ×ÉÔÈ #ÒÏÓÂÙȟ 3ÔÉÌÌÓȟ ÁÎÄ .ÁÓÈȢ ) ÈÁÄÎȭÔ ÂÅÅÎ ÓÕÒÅ 
ÁÂÏÕÔ Ȱ(ÅÌÐÌÅÓÓȟȱ ÂÕÔ Ȱ#ÏÕÎÔÒÙ 'ÉÒÌȱ ÓÏÌÄ ÍÅȢ ) ÄÉÄÎȭÔ ÃÁÒÅ ÔÈÁÔ ÐÅÏÐÌÅ ÌÉke my father or some of my 
best guy friends said Neil sounded like a woman. To me, he sounded like no one I had ever heard. So 
I invested the $3.99 for my first Neil Young album. I played it over and over, and though it drove 
$ÁÄ ÎÕÔÓȟ ÉÔ ÄÉÄÎȭÔ ÃÈÁÎÇÅ ÔÈÅ ÆÁÃÔ ÔÈÁÔ ×Å ×ÅÒÅ 3ÏÕÔÈÅÒÎ -ÅÎȟ ÁÔ ÏÄÄÓ ×ÉÔÈ ÅÁÃÈ ÏÔÈÅÒȭÓ ÍÕÓÉÃȟ ÁÎÄ 
ÁÔ ÌÅÁÓÔ ÓÏÍÅ ÏÆ ÔÈÅ ÔÉÍÅ ×ÉÔÈ ÅÁÃÈ ÏÔÈÅÒȢ 3ÏÒÒÙ $ÁÄȟ ÅÖÅÎ ÉÆ ) ÃÏÕÌÄ ÈÁÖÅ ÖÏÔÅÄ ÉÎ ȭχςȟ ÉÔ ×ÏÕÌÄÎȭÔ 
ÈÁÖÅ ÂÅÅÎ ÆÏÒ .ÉØÏÎȢ ) ÔÈÉÎË ÔÈÅ ÓÏÎÇ ÏÎ ÔÈÅ ÁÌÂÕÍ ) ÌÉËÅÄ ÍÏÓÔȟ ÔÈÏÕÇÈȟ ×ÁÓ Ȱ) "ÅÌÉÅÖÅ ÉÎ 9ÏÕȟȱ Á 
romantic tune that, if she could only hear me sing it, would certainly cause Melissa, or Mary Jane, or 
as I realized much too late, Karen Bass to love me and want me. 

4ÁÒËÉÎÇÔÏÎȭÓ ÎÏÖÅÌ ÃÏÎÃÅÒÎÓ Ô×Ï ÈÁÌÆ-brothers who listen to a lot of music on vinyl. The 
3ÔÏÎÅÓȢ $ÙÌÁÎȢ .ÅÉÌ 9ÏÕÎÇȢ 4ÈÅ ÐÌÏÔ ÉÓÎȭÔ ÓÏ ÉÍÐÏÒÔÁÎÔ ÈÅÒÅȟ ÅØÃÅÐÔ ÔÈÁÔ )ȭÍ ÇÌÁÄ ) ÓÔÉÌÌ ÈÁÖÅ Á 



 

 

turntable and all my Neil Young vinyls. I have an iPod, too, though on the day after I finished the 
novel, I chose not to carry it with me on my 45 minute drive to the college where I teach American 
Literature, Creative Nonfiction, and Southern Film.  

What I decided to do was tune in to Sirius-8-ȭÓ #ÌÁÓÓÉÃ 6ÉÎÙÌ ÓÔÁÔÉÏÎȢ !ÆÔÅÒ ÁÌÌȟ ) ÐÁÙ ÇÏÏÄ 
money not to hear commercials and to be at the mercy of radio DJÓȟ ÊÕÓÔ ÁÓ )ȭÖÅ ÄÏÎÅ ÆÏÒ ÍÏÓÔ ÏÆ ÍÙ 
pop life. 

Ȱ-ÁÙÂÅ ÔÈÅÙȭÌÌ ÐÌÁÙ Ȭ/ÎÌÙ ,ÏÖÅ #ÁÎ "ÒÅÁË 9ÏÕÒ (ÅÁÒÔȟȭȱ ) ÓÁÉÄ ÔÏ -ÁØ ÁÓ ) ×ÁÓ ÌÁÃÉÎÇ ÍÙ ÓÈÏÅÓȢ ) 
ÈÁÄ ÂÅÅÎ ÓÉÎÇÉÎÇ ÔÈÉÓ ÓÏÎÇ ÔÏ ÈÉÍ ÁÌÌ ÍÏÒÎÉÎÇ ÂÅÃÁÕÓÅ ) ÄÏÎȭÔ ÇÅÔ ÅÍÂÁÒÒÁÓÓÅÄ ÉÎ ÆÒÏÎÔ ÏÆ ÈÉÍ ×ÈÅÎ 
I stumble or go flat. This song is track number three on side one of ATGRȢ )Ô ÐÒÅÃÅÄÅÓ Ȱ3ÏÕÔÈÅÒÎ 
-ÁÎȟȱ ÁÎÄ ÔÒÕÌÙȟ ÉÆ ÙÏÕ ×ÅÒÅ ÓÅÌÅÃÔÉÎÇ Á .ÅÉÌ 9ÏÕÎÇ ÓÏÎÇ ÔÏ ÌÉÓÔÅÎ ÔÏ ÏÒ ÐÌÁÙ ÏÎ ÔÈÅ ÁÉÒȟ ÉÔ ÍÉÇÈÔ ÂÅ 
your 49th choice. 

) ÍÉÇÈÔ ÂÅ ×ÒÏÎÇȟ ÂÅÃÁÕÓÅ ) ÄÉÄÎȭÔ ÌÏÏË closely at my car clock, but 33.3 minutes into my 
journey, ×ÉÔÈ "ÒÕÃÅ 3ÐÒÉÎÇÓÔÅÅÎȭÓ Ȱ*ÕÎÇÌÅÌÁÎÄȱ ÓÔÉÌÌ ÅÃÈÏÉÎÇ ÉÎ ÍÙ ÍÅÍÏÒÙȟ ) ÈÅÁÒ ÔÈÅ ÓÔÒÕÍÓ ÏÆ 
.ÅÉÌȭÓ ÇÕÉÔÁÒ ÃÈÏÒÄÓȡ Ȱ$Á ÄÁ ÄÁ $! ÄÁ $! ÄÁ $!ȣȱ ) ÈÏÐÅ ÔÈÁÔ ÃÏÎÖÅÙÓ ÔÈÅ ÔÕÎÅȟ ÂÕÔ ÉÎ ÁÎÙ ÃÁÓÅȟ 
Earle Bailey, Classic Vinyl host, had heard my plea: 

Ȱ7ÈÅÎ ÙÏÕ ×ÅÒÅ ÙÏÕÎÇ ÁÎÄ ÏÎ ÙÏÕÒ Ï×Îȟ ÈÏ× ÄÉÄ ÉÔ ÆÅÅÌ ÔÏ ÂÅ ÁÌÏÎÅȩȱ 
I was ÁÌÏÎÅ ×ÈÅÎ Ȱ/ÎÌÙ ,ÏÖÅ #ÁÎ "ÒÅÁË 9ÏÕÒ (ÅÁÒÔȱ ÆÏÕÎÄ ÍÅ ÏÎ ÔÈÅ ÁÉÒ×ÁÖÅÓ ÔÈÁÔ ÄÁÙȟ ÓÏ 

ÙÏÕȭÌÌ ÊÕÓÔ ÈÁÖÅ ÔÏ ÂÅÌÉÅÖÅ ÍÅ ÁÎÄ ÁÃÃÅÐÔ ÔÈÁÔ )ȭÍ ÔÅÌÌÉÎÇ ÉÔ ÓÔÒÁÉÇÈÔȢ 
That night when I told my wife, she made me promise to buy a Mega Power ball ticket. The 

money, of course, will first go to taking care of her sister. 
    # 
! ÆÅ× ÄÁÙÓ ÌÁÔÅÒ ) ×ÁÓ ÒÅÁÄÉÎÇ 0ÁÔÔÉ 3ÍÉÔÈȭÓ M Train, ÔÈÅ ÓÃÅÎÅ ×ÈÅÒÅ ÓÈÅȭÓ ÓÔÁÙÉÎÇ ÉÎ Á ÓÍÁÌÌ 

hotel in London watching detective shows. She sees pÒÅÖÉÅ×Ó ÆÏÒ 2ÏÂÂÉÅ #ÏÌÔÒÁÎÅȭÓ ÃÒÉÍÉÎÁÌ ÐÓÙÃÈ 
series, Crackerȟ ÂÕÔ ÉÔ ×ÏÎȭÔ ÂÅ ÓÈÏ×Î ÕÎÔÉÌ ÔÈÅ ÆÏÌÌÏ×ÉÎÇ ×ÅÅË ÁÎÄ ÓÈÅ ÃÁÎȭÔ ÔÁÒÒÙ ÉÎ ÔÈÉÓ ÃÉÔÙ ÁÎÙ 
longer. Later that night, as she waits patiently, the down elevator opens, and she looks right into the 
ÆÁÃÅ ÏÆ 2ÏÂÂÉÅ #ÏÌÔÒÁÎÅȢ 3ÈÅȭÓ ÓÏ ÓÔÕÎÎÅÄ ÓÈÅ ÆÏÒÇÅÔÓ ÔÏ ÂÏÁÒÄȢ )Î ÔÈÅ ÅÎÄȟ ÓÈÅ ÄÏÅÓÎȭÔ ÆÏÌÌÏ× ÈÉÍ ÏÒ 
even wait until the next week to see the series.  

Ȱ7ÈÁÔ ÁÒÅ ÔÈÅ ÏÄÄÓȟȱ ÓÈÅ ÁÓËÓȢ   
Apparently, better than even. 
A few weeks earlier, my wife and I are driving back from Bessemer, after taking my mother 

home from our ChrÉÓÔÍÁÓ ÔÉÍÅ ÔÏÇÅÔÈÅÒȢ 7ÅȭÒÅ ÌÉÓÔÅÎÉÎÇ ÔÏ /ÕÔÌÁ× #ÏÕÎÔÒÙ ÏÎ 3ÉÒÉÕÓȟ ÁÎÄ ) ÓÁÙ ÔÏ 
ÈÅÒȟ Ȱ) ÈÅÁÒÄ ÁÎ ÏÌÄ ÓÏÎÇ ÌÁÓÔ ×ÅÅËȟ Ȭ3ÙÌÖÉÁȭÓ -ÏÔÈÅÒȢȭ )Ô ÍÁÄÅ ÍÅ ÒÅÍÅÍÂÅÒ ÂÅÉÎÇ ÓÉØÔÅÅÎ ÁÎÄ ÎÏÔ 
ÂÅÉÎÇ ÁÂÌÅ ÔÏ ÔÅÌÌ ÁÎÙÏÎÅ ÔÈÁÔ ) ÌÉËÅÄ ÔÈÁÔ ÓÏÎÇȢ !ÆÔÅÒ ÁÌÌȟ ÉÔ ×ÁÓ ÎÏ Ȭ3ÍÏËÅ ÏÎ ÔÈÅ 7ÁÔÅÒȢȭȱ  

Ȱ#ÏÕÌÄ ÙÏÕ ÓÉÎÇ ÉÔȟȱ ÓÈÅ ÁÓËÓȢ 
Ȱ.Á×ȟ ÎÏÔ ÉÎ ÔÈÁÔ ×ÁÙȢ 4ÈÅ ÖÏÉÃÅ ÉÓ ÔÏÏ ÐÌÁÉÎÔÉÖÅȟ ÔÏÏ ÑÕÉÖÅÒÉÎÇȟ ÁÎÄ ÂÅÓÉÄÅÓȣȱ 
It begins playing on the radio. Again. Now I can sing with it: 

Ȱ3ÙÌÖÉÁȭÓ ÍÏÔÈÅÒ ÓÁÙÓȟ 3ÙÌÖÉÁȭÓ ÈÁÐÐÙȟ ÁÎÄ ×ÈÙ ×ÏÎȭÔ ÙÏÕ ÌÅÁÖÅ ÈÅr alone? And the 
ÏÐÅÒÁÔÏÒ ÓÁÙÓ ÆÏÒÔÙ ÃÅÎÔÓ ÍÏÒÅȟ ÆÏÒ ÔÈÅ ÎÅØÔ ÔÈÒÅÅ ÍÉÎÕÔÅÓȣȱ 

,ÁÔÅÒȟ ÔÈÁÔ ÓÁÍÅ ÂÁÎÄ ×ÏÕÌÄ ÄÏ Ȱ#ÏÖÅÒ ÏÆ ÔÈÅ 2ÏÌÌÉÎÇ 3ÔÏÎÅȢȱ -ÏÓÔ ÏÆ ÍÙ 
 ÆÒÉÅÎÄÓ ÌÏÖÅÄ ÔÈÁÔ ÏÎÅȢ )Ô ×ÁÓ ÒÏÌÌÉÃËÉÎÇȢ "ÕÔ ) ÃÁÎȭÔ ÑÕÉÔ ÔÈÉÎËÉÎÇ ÏÆ 3ÙÌÖÉÁȭÓ ÍÏÔÈÅÒȢ ) ÔÈÉÎË ) 

played her role once, when a boy kept calling my younger daughter. He was sixteen, too, but my 
ÄÁÕÇÈÔÅÒ ×ÁÓ ÏÎÌÙ ÔÈÉÒÔÅÅÎȢ ) ÔÏÌÄ ÈÉÍ ×ÈÁÔ 3ÙÌÖÉÁȭÓ ÍÏÔÈÅÒ ÓÁÉÄȟ ÁÎÄ ÔÈÏÕÇÈ ÈÅ ÐÁÕÓÅÄȟ ÁÎÄ ÍÁÙÂÅ 
even cried a little, he thanked me.  

Ȱ) ÔÈÉÎË ) ÎÅÅÄÅÄ ÔÏ ÈÅÁÒ ÔÈÁÔȟȱ he said.  
     # 
 Back in 1986, I went to my last Tennessee football game in Neyland Stadium. My wife and I 

would be moving to Greenville that next summer, and so it seemed appropriate to go once more to 
the game. Particularly to this game because UT was playing Alabama, and my Dad was coming. 
4ÈÏÕÇÈ ) ÌÉÖÅÄ Á ÍÉÌÅ ÆÒÏÍ ÔÈÅ ÓÔÁÄÉÕÍȟ ) ÃÏÕÌÄÎȭÔ ÇÅÔ ÕÓ ÔÉÃËÅÔÓȢ $ÁÄ ÄÉÄȟ ÔÈÏÕÇÈȟ ÆÒÏÍ Á ÂÕÓÉÎÅÓÓ 



 

 

associate, MW Frank. We sat in the midst of Ȭ"ÁÍÁ ÆÁÎÓ ÏÎ ÔÈÁÔ ÔÈÉÒÄ 3ÁÔÕÒÄÁÙ ÉÎ /ÃÔÏÂÅÒȢ )Ô ×ÁÓÎȭÔ 
much of a game unless you were a Crimson Tide fan, as we were. It was 56-28 ȬBama, UT scoring 
two late TDs to make the score slightly less unrespectable.  

As we sat in the stands that day, amidst 100,000 other fans, I looked up from my aisle seat and 
saw my old friend Jim ÆÒÏÍ ÂÁÃË ÈÏÍÅ ×ÁÌËÉÎÇ ÕÐ ÔÈÅ ÓÔÅÐÓȢ *ÉÍ ÌÏÖÅÄ Ȱ#ÏÖÅÒ ÏÆ ÔÈÅ 2ÏÌÌÉÎÇ 3ÔÏÎÅȟȱ 
played it often on his guitar. We greeted each other, yelled, Ȱ2ÏÌÌ 4ÉÄÅȟȱ ÁÎÄ ÔÈÅÎ ÌÏÓÔ ÅÁÃÈ ÏÔÈÅÒ 
again in the blinding sun. 

    # 
Sam and Lisa live in the married student apartments, the cereal box high-rise I used to live in 

ÂÅÃÁÕÓÅ ÙÏÕ ÄÉÄÎȭÔ ÈÁÖÅ ÔÏ ÂÅ ÍÁÒÒÉÅÄ ÔÏ ÌÉÖÅ ÔÈÅÒÅȟ ÔÏ ÌÉÖÅ ÃÈÅÁÐÌÙȢ -Ù ×ÉÆÅ ÁÎÄ ) ÈÁÖÅ ÂÅÅÎ 
ÍÁÒÒÉÅÄ ÏÎÌÙ Á ×ÅÅËȟ ÁÎÄ ×ÅȭÒÅ ÓÔÁÙÉÎÇ ×ÉÔÈ ÈÅÒ ÐÁÒÅÎÔÓ ÁÎÄ ÓÉÓÔÅÒÓȢ /ÕÒ ÂÅÄÒÏÏÍ ÉÓ ÐÒÉÖÁÔÅ ÏÎÌÙ ÉÎ 
the way a room off the kitchen with an accordion-ÄÏÏÒ ÃÁÎ ÂÅ ÐÒÉÖÁÔÅȢ 3Ï ×Å ÇÏ ÔÏ 3ÁÍ ÁÎÄ ,ÉÓÁȭÓ ÔÏ 
play cards, to get stoned, and to spend the night. 

Sam has a real-life hookah, and when we can catch them at home, we make a point to be there. 
Mainly, though, they hang out on the Strip amidst other crazy student Vol fans. Their favorite bar is 
)ÖÙȭÓȟ ×ÈÉÃÈ ÓÅÅÍÓ ÌÉËÅ ÁÎÙ ÏÔÈÅÒ ÂÁÒ ÔÏ ÍÅȟ ÂÕÔ ÔÈÅÎ ) ÄÏÎȭÔ ×ÅÁÒ ÏÒÁÎÇÅ ÁÎÄ ÁÍ ÎÏÔ Á ÒÅÇÕÌÁÒȢ 

)Î ÔÈÉÓ ÙÅÁÒȟ ρωψυȟ 4ÅÎÎÅÓÓÅÅ ÂÅÁÔÓ !ÌÁÂÁÍÁȟ ÁÎÄ ÅÖÅÎ ÔÈÏÕÇÈ ×ÅȭÒÅ ÓÔÏÎÅÄ ÁÎÄ ÌÁÕghing, Sam 
ÁÎÄ ,ÉÓÁ ÈÅÌÐ ÍÅ ÕÎÄÅÒÓÔÁÎÄ ÈÏ× ÍÕÃÈ ÌÏÓÉÎÇ ÈÕÒÔÓȢ (Ï× ÃÁÎ ) ÂÅ ÌÏÓÉÎÇȟ ÔÈÏÕÇÈȟ ×ÈÅÎ )ȭÍ ÍÁÒÒÉÅÄ 
ÔÏ Á ÇÏÒÇÅÏÕÓ 0ÅÒÓÉÁÎ ×ÏÍÁÎȩ 3ÏÍÅ ÏÆ ÍÙ ÆÒÉÅÎÄÓ ÔÈÉÎË ÉÔȭÓ ÈÅÒ ÍÉÄÄÌÅ ÓÉÓÔÅÒ ×ÈÏȭÓ ÔÈÅ ÇÏÒÇÅÏÕÓ 
one, and while they admit my wife is beautiful, I knÏ× ÔÈÁÔ ÔÈÅÙȭÒÅ ÏÎÌÙ ÓÅÅÉÎÇ ÔÈÅ ÓÅØÙ ÓÕÒÆÁÃÅ 
ÂÅÁÕÔÙȢ 7ÈÁÔ )ȭÍ ÓÅÅÉÎÇȟ ÈÏ×ÅÖÅÒȟ ÁÎÄ ×ÈÁÔ ÄÉÓÔÉÎÇÕÉÓÈÅÓ ÔÈÅ Ô×Ï ÆÏÒ ÍÅȟ ÉÓ ÔÈÁÔ )ȭÍ ×ÉÔÈ ÔÈÅ 
ÂÅÁÕÔÉÆÕÌ ÏÎÅ ) ÃÁÎ ÔÒÕÓÔȢ 4ÈÅ ÏÎÅ ×ÈÏ ÉÓ ÇÒÏÕÎÄÅÄȟ ÁÎÄ ÔÈÏÕÇÈ ) ÄÏÎȭÔ ËÎÏ× ÔÈÉÓ ÁÓ ÆÕÌÌÙ ÁÓ ) ×ÉÌÌ 
later, the only one of the two who is completely sane.  

Once, my ex-ÒÏÏÍÍÁÔÅ ÁÓËÓ ÉÆ )ȭÌÌ ÓÅÔ ÈÉÍ ÕÐ ×ÉÔÈ ÍÙ ×ÉÆÅȭÓ ÓÉÓÔÅÒȡ 
Ȱ3ÈÅȭÓ ÇÏÒÇÅÏÕÓȢȱ 
Ȱ5Èȟ ÙÏÕ ÄÏÎȭÔ ×ÁÎÔ ÔÏ ÄÏ ÔÈÁÔȟȱ ) ÓÁÙȢ ) ÔÈÏÕÇÈÔ ÏÎÌÙ ÔÈÁÔ ÈÅ ×ÏÕÌÄ ÇÅÔ ÉÎ ÏÖÅÒ ÈÉÓ ÈÅÁÄ ×ÉÔÈ Á 

spoiled and selfish woman. Instincts are instincts, though, and I had only the barest clue of what I 
ÄÉÄÎȭÔ ×ÈÏÌÌÙ ËÎÏ×Ȣ 

That morning after Tennessee beat Alabama, I see my wife rise from our bed. I see her 
beautiful, olive-brown naked body. I know she could care less about football, but ×ÈÁÔ ) ÄÏÎȭÔ ËÎÏ× 
is that two years earlier, as a member of the Sports Information Office at UT, she went to her one 
and only football game: Tennessee versus Alabama. 

Ȱ$Ï ÙÏÕ ËÎÏ× ×ÈÏ ×ÏÎȟȱ ) ÁÓË ÈÅÒȢ 
Ȱ) ÔÈÉÎË ×Å ÄÉÄȢȱ 
It will take me a few more years to cÈÁÎÇÅ ÔÈÁÔ Ȱ×Åȱ ÆÒÏÍ ÂÕÒÎÔ ÏÒÁÎÇÅ ÔÏ ÂÒÉÇÈÔ ÃÒÉÍÓÏÎȢ !ÎÄ 

ÔÈÅÎȟ )ȭÌÌ ÌÅÔ 3ÁÍ ÁÎÄ ,ÉÓÁ ËÎÏ× ×ÈÏ ÒÅÁÌÌÙ ×ÏÎȢ 
    # 
) ÒÅÍÅÍÂÅÒ ÄÒÉÖÉÎÇ ÔÏ +ÎÏØÖÉÌÌÅ ÏÎ ÔÈÅ ÄÁÙ ) ÍÏÖÅÄ ÉÎÔÏ ÍÙ ÆÉÒÓÔ ÁÐÁÒÔÍÅÎÔȢ )ȭÍ ÉÎ ÍÙ 

ÐÁÒÅÎÔÓȭ ÃÁÒȟ ÍÙ $ÁÄ ÉÎ ÔÈÅ ÐÁÓÓÅÎÇÅÒȭÓ ÓÅÁÔȟ ÍÙ -ÏÍ ÉÎ ÔÈÅ ÂÁÃËȢ 7ÅȭÒÅ ÈÅÁÄÉÎÇ ÔÏ ρυσχ ,ÁÕÒÅÌ 
Avenue, a white Victorian house divided into ten apartments, mine being a studio on the second 
ÆÌÏÏÒȢ ) ËÎÏ× ÉÔ ×ÁÓ ) ×ÈÏ ×ÁÓ ÄÒÉÖÉÎÇ ÂÅÃÁÕÓÅ )ȭÍ ÃÏÍÍÁÎÄÉÎÇ ÔÈÅ ÒÁÄÉÏȢ ) ÆÉÎÄ ÁÎ &- 2ÏÃË ÓÔÁÔÉÏÎȟ 
2ÏÃË ρπτȟ ÔÈÁÔ )ȭÌÌ ÌÁÔÅÒ ÓÎÕÂ ÁÓ ÂÅÉÎÇ ÔÏÏ ÍÁÉÎÓÔÒÅÁÍȢ ) ÃÁÎȭÔ ÔÅÌÌ ÉÆ )ȭÍ ÅØÃÉÔÅÄ ÏÒ ÓÃÁÒÅÄȢ )ȭÍ 
certainly anxious, for grad school is alien. I know no one there, have no advisor, and have signed up 
ÆÏÒ Ô×Ï ÓÅÍÉÎÁÒÓ ÉÎ 3ÈÁËÅÓÐÅÁÒÅ ÁÎÄ -ÅÌÖÉÌÌÅȟ ÔÈÏÕÇÈ ) ÄÏÎȭÔ ËÎÏ× ÙÅÔ ÊÕÓÔ ×ÈÁÔ a seminar is 
ÅØÁÃÔÌÙȢ )ȭÌÌ ÌÅÁÒÎȟ ÔÈÏÕÇÈȟ ÁÎÄ ÅÓÃÁÐÅ ÔÈÅ -ÅÌÖÉÌÌÅ ÓÅÍÉÎÁÒ ÊÕÓÔ ÂÅÆÏÒÅ ÔÈÅ ÄÒÏÐ ÄÅÁÄÌÉÎÅȢ 

I hear a song now that I consider discoɂȰ"ÏÒÎ ÔÏ "Å !ÌÉÖÅȱ ÂÙ 0ÁÔÒÉÃË (ÅÒÎÁÎÄÅÚȢ 4ÈÅÙ 
played it at the bars I frequented back in Birmingham in that summer of 1979. Is this what passes 
for Rock in Knoxville? Later that night, as we drive to Regas restaurant, we pass a place called The 



 

 

%ÕÒÏÐÁ #ÌÕÂȟ Ȱ+ÎÏØÖÉÌÌÅȭÓ -ÏÓÔ 5ÎÉÑÕÅ $ÉÓÃÏȟȱ ÏÒ ÓÏ ÔÈÅ ÌÅÇÅÎÄ ÏÎ ÔÈÅ ×ÁÌÌ ÏÕÔÓÉÄÅ ÐÒÏÃÌÁÉÍÓȢ )ȭÍ 
ÐÒÅÔÔÙ ÓÕÒÅ ×ÈÁÔ ȰÕÎÉÑÕÅȱ ÍÅÁÎÓȢ "ÏÒÎ ÔÏ "Å !ÌÉÖÅ ÉÎÄÅÅÄȢ 

Tennessee is on the quarter system, so this is mid-September, still pretty warm, but at least a 
few trees are turning. We had found my apartment back in July, just around the time of my 23rd 
ÂÉÒÔÈÄÁÙȢ ) ÄÉÄÎȭÔ ËÎÏ× ÉÔ ÔÈÅÎȟ ÏÆ ÃÏÕÒÓÅ ) ÃÏÕÌÄÎȭÔ ÈÁÖÅ ËÎÏ×Î ÉÔ ÔÈÅÎȟ ÂÕÔ ÉÎ ÔÈÁÔ ÓÁÍÅ *ÕÌÙȟ ÁÔ Á 
house in the West Hills section of Knoxville, the girl who would become my wifeɂshe was just 
sixteenɂhad joined her sister and cousins, the oldest being twenty-one. Her parents had bought 
this house, and the kids had been sent there from Iran to get an American education. Why UT? I 
asked her that question many times, and the answer always came back: 

Ȱ"ÅÃÁÕÓÅȟ ÉÔ ÈÁÓ Á ÓÔÒÏÎÇ ÅÎÇÉÎÅÅÒÉÎÇ ÐÒÏÇÒÁÍȟ ÁÎÄ )ÒÁÎÉÁÎÓ ÅÎÃÏÕÒÁÇÅ ÔÈÅÉÒ ÓÏÎÓ ÔÏ ÓÔÕÄy 
ÅÎÇÉÎÅÅÒÉÎÇȢȱ 

But what about their daughters? 
Soon after arriving, she was enrolled outside of town in virtually the only private high school 

that was also residential: Harrison-Chilhowie Baptist Academy. 
Ȱ4ÈÅÙ ÕÓÅÄ ÔÏ ÂÕÓ ÕÓ ÔÏ ÔÈÅ ÄÏ×ÎÔÏ×Î "ÁÐÔÉÓÔ #ÈÕÒÃÈ ÅÖÅÒÙ 3ÕÎÄÁÙ ÍÏÒÎÉÎÇȟ ÁÎÄ )ȭÄ ÈÁÖÅ ÔÏ 

ÓÉÔ ÔÈÅÒÅ ÌÉÓÔÅÎÉÎÇ ÔÏ ÔÈÉÓ ÍÁÎ ÕÐ ÆÒÏÎÔ ÓÈÏÕÔÉÎÇ ÁÔ ÅÖÅÒÙÂÏÄÙ ÉÎ Á ÌÁÎÇÕÁÇÅ ÔÈÁÔ ) ÓÔÉÌÌ ÃÏÕÌÄÎȭÔ ÒÅÁÌÌÙ 
ÕÎÄÅÒÓÔÁÎÄȟȱ ÓÈÅ ÔÏÌÄ ÍÅȢ Ȱ) ÃÏÕÌÄÎȭÔ ÕÎÄÅÒÓÔÁÎÄ ×ÈÙ ÅÖÅÒÙÏÎÅ ÅÌÓÅ ×ÁÓ ÊÕÓÔ ÓÉÔÔÉÎÇ ÔÈÅÒÅ ÌÅÔÔÉÎÇ 
him shout aÔ ÕÓȢȱ 

Ah, how to explain the Southern religious experience? An Iranian girl who someone was 
ÁÔÔÅÍÐÔÉÎÇ ÔÏ ÃÏÎÖÅÒÔȟ ÔÏ ÍÁËÅ ÈÅÒ Ȱ"ÏÒÎ ÔÏ ÂÅ ÁÌÉÖÅ !ÇÁÉÎȢȱ  

She graduated from the academy, enrolled for two years at East Tennessee State University, 
and then transferred to UT, as a communications major. While she was on this journey, I had 
ÄÉÓÃÏÖÅÒÅÄ &ÉÌÍ 3ÔÕÄÉÅÓ ÔÈÒÏÕÇÈ Á (ÉÔÃÈÃÏÃËȾ2ÅÎÏÉÒ ÃÏÕÒÓÅȢ ) ÆÉÎÉÓÈÅÄ Á -ÁÓÔÅÒȭÓ ÄÅÇÒÅÅȟ ×ÒÉÔÉÎÇ Á 
ÔÈÅÓÉÓ ÏÎ ÔÈÅ ÁÄÁÐÔÁÔÉÏÎ ÔÏ ÆÉÌÍ ÏÆ 2ÏÂÅÒÔ 0ÅÎÎ 7ÁÒÒÅÎȭÓ !ÌÌ ÔÈÅ +ÉÎÇȭÓ -ÅÎ. My thesis director, who 
became my dissertation director, asked me in the fall of 1983 if I wanted to assist him in one section 
of his Intro to Film Studies class, since the colleague who would normally be leading this section 
had earned a sabbatical for that term. I jumped at the chanceɂan upper level class that would lead 
me out of teaching freshman comp. 

In my discussion section was a young woman whose name I could not pronounce: Azadeh 
Kheirkhah.  

Ȱ*ÕÓÔ ÃÁÌÌ ÍÅ .ÉÌÌÙȟȱ ÓÈÅ ÓÁÉÄ ÏÎ ÔÈÁÔ ÆÉÒÓÔ ÄÁÙȢ Ȱ.ÉÌÌÙȱ ÉÓ ÓÈÏÒÔ ÆÏÒ .ÉÌÕÆÁÒȟ ×ÈÉÃÈ ÍÅÁÎÓ ×ÁÔÅÒ 
lily. Think Monet. I did. 

) ÁÌÓÏ ÇÁÖÅ ÈÅÒ Á Ȱ$ȱ ÏÎ ÈÅÒ ÆÉÒÓÔ ÅÓÓÁÙȟ ÍÁÉÎÌÙ ÂÅÃÁÕÓÅ ÏÆ ÇÒÁÍÍÁÒȡ ÔÈÏÓÅ ÄÒÅÁÄÅÄ ÃÏÍÍÁ 
ÓÐÌÉÃÅÓȢ 7Å ÄÉÄÎȭÔ ÄÁÔÅ ÄÕÒÉÎÇ ÔÈÁÔ ÓÅÍÅÓÔÅÒȟ ÂÕÔ ×Å ÔÁÌËÅÄȢ /ÆÔÅÎȢ 4ÈÉÒÔÙ-one years later we still 
ÁÒÅȢ )ȭÖÅ ÏÆÔÅÎ ×ÏÎÄÅÒÅÄ ÈÏ× Ô×Ï ÐÅÏÐÌÅȟ ÏÎÅ ÆÒÏÍ 4ÅÈÒÁÎȟ )ÒÁÎȟ ÔÈÅ ÏÔÈÅÒ ÆÒÏÍ "ÅÓÓÅÍÅÒȟ 
Alabama, could have possibly found each other in a city like Knoxville. Could have journeyed there 
ÉÎ ÔÈÅ ÓÁÍÅ ÍÏÎÔÈ ÏÆ ÔÈÅ ÓÁÍÅ ÙÅÁÒȢ ) ÓÔÉÌÌ ÄÏÎȭÔ ËÎÏ× ÔÈÅ ÁÎÓ×ÅÒȢ 

But I do believe in the power of sabbaticals. 
Alabama beat Tennessee in my first year in Knoxville, 1979, on the way to an undefeated 

season and national championship. While I kept up with the season from afar, I had to begin 
thinking of other things, though as with so much in life, I learned that being alive means being able 
to see a varied calendar: dates and events and people who enter your life. Some of them even stay 
forever. 

    # 
My first Alabama football game came in 1965, the year I was nine. That previous summer I 

ÈÁÄ ÅØÐÅÒÉÅÎÃÅÄ ÔÈÒÅÅ ÓÅÎÓÁÔÉÏÎÓ ÔÈÁÔ ÅÖÅÎÔÕÁÌÌÙ ÌÅÄ ÔÏ ÍÙ $ÁÄȭÓ ÔÁËÉÎÇ ÍÅ ÔÏ ÔÈÅ ÇÁÍÅȢ &ÉÒÓÔȟ ) ÓÁ× 
bats circling our old oak tree. Time and greater knowledge tell me that they were probably swifts. 
But my mother claimed they were bats, and as they flitted along during this summer twilight, being 
bats seemed right to me, as my parents, brother and I traversed the sidewalks of our block. 



 

 

4ÈÅ ÓÅÃÏÎÄ ÓÉÇÈÔÉÎÇ ÏÆ ÔÈÁÔ ÅÖÅÎÉÎÇ ×ÁÓ ÔÈÅ ×ÏÒÄ ȰÆÕÃËȟȱ ÌÏ×ÅÒ ÃÁÓÅȟ ÓÃÒÁ×ÌÅÄ ÉÎ ÏÒÁÎÇÅ ÃÈÁÌË 
on a remÏÔÅ ÓÌÁÂ ÏÆ ÃÏÎÃÒÅÔÅ ×ÁÌË ÏÎ ÔÈÅ ÏÐÐÏÓÉÔÅ ÓÉÄÅ ÏÆ ÏÕÒ ÂÌÏÃËȢ ) ÄÉÄÎȭÔ ËÎÏ× ÔÈÅÎ ÔÈÁÔ ÓÁÙÉÎÇ 
ȰÆÕÃËȱ ÔÏ ÙÏÕÒ ÐÁÒÅÎÔÓ ×ÁÓ ×ÒÏÎÇȢ ) ÈÁÄ ÎÅÖÅÒ ÓÅÅÎ ÔÈÅ ×ÏÒÄȟ ÍÕÃÈ ÌÅÓÓ ËÎÏ×Î ×ÈÁÔ ÉÔ ÍÅÁÎÔȢ ) 
ÄÉÄÎȭÔ ËÎÏ× ÉÔ ×ÁÓ ȰÂÁÄȢȱ !ÎÄ ) ÓÕÒÅÌÙ ÄÉÄÎȭÔ ËÎÏ× ÔÈÁÔ ÕÔÔÅÒÉÎÇ ÉÔ ×Ïuld cause my father to slap me 
across the face, the third sensation of that evening. 

.ÅÉÔÈÅÒ ÏÆ ÕÓ ÓÁÉÄ Ȱ)ȭÍ ÓÏÒÒÙȟȱ ÔÈÅ ÂÁÔÓ ÏÒ Ó×ÉÆÔÓ ËÅÐÔ ÆÌÉÔÔÉÎÇȟ ÁÎÄ Ô×Ï ÄÁÙÓ ÌÁÔÅÒȟ ÍÁËÉÎÇ ÕÐ 
something neither of us fully understood, my Dad told me he was taking me to my first Alabama 
game that coming fall. 

The opponent: Tennessee. 
The third Saturday in October, a beautiful cool afternoon. We sat on the ten yard line. I 

remember, because we were right in line that day to watch Alabama fumble twice inside that 
marker, in Tennessee territory, and then, in the fourth quarter, time running out and with a field 
goal all that we needed to break the 7-7 tie and win the game, Alabama experienced mass 
confusion: our quarterback threw the ball away to stop the clock, to preserve enough time to win. 

Except it was really fourth down.  
History will tell you that the scoreboard said third down. I seem to remember looking at that 

scoreboard, too, and at the sideline marker that proclaimed, the big number four. Of course, sideline 
markers are the accurate ones. Of course, Tennessee got the ball right there on their own ten. Of 
course they ran the clock out. Of course everyone spends twelve dollars and three hours out of their 
lives on a perfect fall Saturday to witness a tie. 

I keep thinking that not many people are lucky enough to witness a tie for their first game, 
ÔÈÏÕÇÈ ÁÔ ÔÈÅ ÔÉÍÅ ) ×ÏÕÌÄÎȭÔ ÈÁÖÅ ÔÈÏÕÇÈÔ ÔÈÁÔ ÁÎÄ ÅÖÅÎ ÉÆ ) ÈÁÄȟ ) ×ÏÕÌÄÎȭÔ ÈÁÖÅ ÂÅÅÎ ÓÔÕÐÉÄ 
enough to say so to Dad. I also keep thinking how two years later, Dad took me right back to Legion 
field on that same third Saturday and we watched not a tie, but a victory. 

For Tennessee.  
$ÁÄ ÄÉÄÎȭÔ ÔÅÌÌ ÍÅ ÔÈÁÔ ÄÁÙ ÈÏ× ÓÐÅÃÉÁÌ ÔÈÅ ÒÉÖÁÌÒÙ ÂÅÔ×ÅÅÎ 4ÅÎÎÅÓÓÅÅ ÁÎÄ !ÌÁÂÁÍÁ ÉÓȡ ÈÏ× 

Coach Bear Bryant wanted to beat the Vols worse than he did any other team; how in victory, the 
jubilant Bryant would hand out cigars to his players because for too many years, as a player and 
coach, Bear witnessed humiliating defeats at the hands of Tennessee and legendary coach Bob 
.ÅÙÌÁÎÄȢ .Ïȟ ) ÄÉÄÎȭÔ ËÎÏ× ÆÏÒ ÁÌÍÏÓÔ ÁÎÏÔÈÅÒ ÄÅÃÁÄÅ ÔÈÁÔ ÔÈÉÓ ×ÁÓ ÏÎÅ ÏÆ ÔÈÅ ÍÏÓÔ ÓÔÏÒÉÅÄ ÒÉÖÁÌÒÉÅÓ 
in the South, next only to Auburn-Georgia. Alabama had beaten UT for the past four years before 
that glorious and unsatisfying afternoon tie in 1965.  

I looked at the sky around our house that evening when we trudged up the back steps of 
home. And of course you know what I saw flitting up there above my weary head. 

It would be nineteen years before we would watch another Tennessee-Alabama game 
ÔÏÇÅÔÈÅÒȢ -ÁÙÂÅ $ÁÄ ÄÉÄÎȭÔ ÒÅÁÌÌÙ ÃÁÌÌ ÍÅ Á ÊÉÎØȟ ÂÕÔ ÅÖÅÎ ÁÆÔÅÒ ÆÉÆÔÙ ÙÅÁÒÓ ÎÏ×ȟ ÉÔ ÆÅÅÌÓ ÌÉËÅ ÈÅ ÄÉÄȢ )ȭÄ 
have to say, in my own defense, that he chose the games.  

)Æ )ȭÍ ÂÅÉÎÇ ÔÏÔÁÌÌÙ ÈÏÎÅÓÔȟ ÈÏ×ÅÖÅÒȟ ) ÁÌÓÏ ÈÁÖÅ ÔÏ ÁÄÍÉÔ ÔÈÁÔ ÐÅÒÈÁÐÓ ÈÅ ÄÉÄÎȭÔȠ ÐÅÒÈÁÐÓ ÉÔ 
was I that charted this course. Perhaps it was I who moved The Big Orange into our sphere of 
consciousness. 

Because it was I who asked for that bright orange pennant the year before that first game. 
    # 
7ÅȭÒÅ ÓÔÁÎÄÉÎÇ ÉÎ ÏÎÅ ÏÆ ÔÈÏÓÅ ÔÙÐÉÃÁÌ ÓÏÕÖÅÎÉÒ ÓÈÏÐÓ ÉÎ #ÈÁÔÔÁÎÏÏÇÁȢ #ÏÎÆÅÄÅÒÁÍÁȩ 2ÕÂÙ 

Falls? Amidst all the Chattanooga Choo-#ÈÏÏȭÓȟ ÒÕÂÂÅÒ )ÎÄÉÁÎ ÔÏÍÁÈÁ×ËÓ ×ÉÔÈ ÂÒÉÇÈÔ ÆÅÁÔÈÅÒÓȟ 
beaded headbands, and fake gold nuggets, I see a blue pennant with orange lettering hanging on the 
wall, just in my nine-ÙÅÁÒ ÏÌÄ ÌÉÎÅ ÏÆ ÖÉÓÉÏÎȢ )ÔȭÓ ÉÎ Á ÐÒÅÓÔÉÇÉÏÕÓ ÃÏÌÌÅÇÅ ÓÃÒÉÐÔȡ University of 
Tennessee.  



 

 

Why I want this pennant still mystifies me. What was I thinking then, five years into watching 
Ȱ4ÈÅ "ÅÁÒ "ÒÙÁÎÔ 3ÈÏ×ȱ ÅÖÅÒÙ ÆÁÌÌ 3ÕÎÄÁÙ ×ÉÔÈ ÍÙ $ÁÄȩ 7ÈÁÔ ×ÁÓ ÈÅ ÔÈÉÎËÉÎÇȩ (Å ÈÁÔÅÄ 
Tennessee even worse than Auburn.  

Ȱ4ÈÁÔ ÐÕÔÒÉÄ ÏÒÁÎÇÅ ÃÏÌÏÒȟȱ )ȭÄ ÈÅÁÒ ÈÉÍ ÃÏÍÐÌÁÉÎ ÏÖÅÒ ÁÎÄ ÏÖÅÒȢ Ȱ4ÈÅÙ ×ÅÁÒ ÔÈÁÔ ÓÁÍÅ ÕÇÌÙ 
jersey every ÇÁÍÅȟ ÅÖÅÎ ×ÈÅÎ ÔÈÅÙȭÒÅ ÔÈÅ ÖÉÓÉÔÉÎÇ ÔÅÁÍȢ 4ÈÅÙ ÔÈÉÎË ÔÈÅÙȭÒÅ ÔÏÏ ÇÏÏÄ ÔÏ ×ÅÁÒ ×ÈÉÔÅȦȱ 

Ȱ7ÏÕÌÄ ÙÏÕ ÂÕÙ ÍÅ ÔÈÉÓ ÐÅÎÎÁÎÔȟ $ÁÄÄÙȩȱ 
I already had an Alabama pennant hanging on my bedroom wall, a white pennant with red 

script and a trumpeting Alabama elephant in the lower left hand corner. I knew then as I know 
ÔÏÄÁÙ ÔÈÁÔ ) ÄÉÄÎȭÔ ×ÁÎÔ ÔÈÅ 54 ÐÅÎÎÁÎÔ ÂÅÃÁÕÓÅ ) ×ÁÓ Ó×ÉÔÃÈÉÎÇ ÁÌÌÅÇÉÁÎÃÅ ÏÒ ÔÈÁÔ ) ×ÁÓ ÅÖÅÎ 
ÃÏÎÓÉÄÅÒÉÎÇ ÐÕÌÌÉÎÇ ÆÏÒ ÔÈÅ 6ÏÌÕÎÔÅÅÒÓ ×ÈÅÎ ÔÈÅÙ ×ÅÒÅÎȭÔ ÐÌÁÙÉÎÇ !ÌÁÂÁÍÁȢ 

Is it too corny to say that it just spoke to me, to my boyhood, even if corny is true? 
I asked for many tÈÉÎÇÓ ÂÁÃË ÔÈÅÎȟ ÈÅÁÒÄ ÍÁÎÙ ȰÎÏÅÓȱ ÏÒ Ȱ) ÃÁÎȭÔ ÁÆÆÏÒÄ ÔÈÁÔȭÓȢȱ 
Maybe it was because we were on a weekend vacation. We usually went to Florida, but Dad 

ÃÏÕÌÄÎȭÔ ÔÁËÅ ÔÈÅ ÅÎÔÉÒÅ ×ÅÅË ÏÆÆ ÔÈÁt summer. So a weekend getaway in Chattanooga served as our 
family vacation. Maybe he felt guilty about not providing us with a place at the beach, dining out at 
seafood palaces, buying me that plastic alligator I got every year at the local beach shop. 

MaÙÂÅ ÂÕÙÉÎÇ Á 4ÅÎÎÅÓÓÅÅ ÐÅÎÎÁÎÔ ÆÏÒ ÍÅ ×ÁÓ Á ×ÁÙ ÔÏ ÓÁÙȟ Ȱ) ÌÏÖÅ ÙÏÕȟȱ ÏÒ Ȱ$Ï ÙÏÕ ÌÏÖÅ ÍÅȟ 
ÓÔÉÌÌȩȱ 

Back at home, my mother hung the pennant in place just below the Alabama pennant, and 
there it stayed for the next six years, accompanied by a Beatles in London poster, a Raquel Welch 
One Million Years BC poster, ÁÎÄ Á ÆÒÁÍÅÄ ÍÏÎÔÁÇÅ ÏÆ ÔÈÅ Ȭφπs my mother assembled as part of her 
ÏÎÇÏÉÎÇ ÁÒÔÉÓÔȭÓ ÖÅÎÔÕÒÅȢ 

) ÄÏÎȭÔ ÒÅÍÅÍÂÅÒ ÔÈÅ ÄÁÙ ÔÈÏÓÅ ÐÅÎÎÁÎÔÓ ÃÁÍÅ ÄÏ×ÎȢ 7ÈÅÎ ) ÔÕÒÎÅÄ ÆÉÆÔÅÅÎȟ ÍÙ ÂÒÏÔÈÅÒ ÔÏÏË 
over this room we had previously shared because my grandmother died and I moved into her 
ÁÎÔÉÑÕÅ ÍÁÈÏÇÁÎÙ ÂÅÄÒÏÏÍȢ )ȭÍ ÓÕÒÅ ÈÅ ÁÎÄ ÍÙ ÍÏÔÈÅÒ ÒÅÄÅÓÉÇÎÅÄ ÏÕÒ ÏÌÄ ÒÏÏÍȟ ÁÎÄ )ȭÍ ÓÕÒÅ ÔÈÁÔ 
ÍÙ ÍÏÔÈÅÒ ÅÖÅÎÔÕÁÌÌÙ ÔÏÓÓÅÄ ÔÈÅ ÏÌÄ ÐÏÓÔÅÒÓ ÁÎÄ ÐÅÎÎÁÎÔÓȟ ÓÉÇÎÓ ÏÆ Á ÃÈÉÌÄȭÓȟ ÔÈÅÎ ÁÄÏÌÅÓÃÅÎÔȭÓȟ 
strange longings.  

I assume we all thought I would forget about these artifacts, that Tennessee pennant, that 
ÐÈÁÓÅ ÏÆ ÍÙ ÌÉÆÅȢ 9ÅÔ ) ÄÉÄÎȭÔȢ ) ÃÏÕÌÄÎȭÔȟ ÆÏÒ ÏÎ ÔÈÁÔ Ô×ÉÓÔÉÎÇ ÒÏÁÄ ÔÈÁÔ ÌÅÄ ÆÒÏÍ "ÅÓÓÅÍÅÒ ÔÏ 
Chattanooga to Knoxville and to the driveway of my current home in Greenville, I saw, always 
before me, the opportunities I had to write about these seemingly disparate moments, their odd 
consistency, their never-ending and un-coincidental, but ironic, beauty. The pain within the 
precious meanings of my life. 

 
 

 
 



 

 

Flavor of the Day 
David Howard 

 
When the candy store opened the attractive woman who interviewed him asked his age, suit 

size and whether he drank. 
Ȱ&ÏÒÔÙ-four; forty-two ÌÏÎÇȠ ÏÃÃÁÓÉÏÎÁÌÌÙȟ ÂÕÔ ÎÏÔ ×ÈÅÎ )ȭÍ ×ÏÒËÉÎÇȢȱ 
She looked at the ÔÁÔÔÏÏ ÏÎ ÈÉÓ ÌÅÆÔ ÁÒÍȢ Ȱ7ÈÁÔȭÓ ÔÈÁÔȩȱ 
Ȱ)ÔȭÓ ÔÈÅ ÓÈÉÐ 5ÌÙÓÓÅÓ ÓÁÉÌÅÄ ÏÎ ÔÒÙÉÎÇ ÔÏ ÆÉÎÄ ÈÉÓ ×ÁÙ ÂÁÃË ÈÏÍÅȢȱ 
Ȱ!ÒÅ ÙÏÕ ÓÕÒÅ ÙÏÕȭÒÅ ÉÎ ÔÈÅ ÒÉÇÈÔ ÐÌÁÃÅȩ 4ÈÉÓ ÉÓ ÐÒÅÔÔÙ ÍÕÃÈ ÍÁÎÕÁÌ ÌÁÂÏÒ ÁÔ eight dollars an 

ÈÏÕÒȢȱ 
Ȱ) ÇÏÔ ÔÈÅ ÔÁÔÔÏÏ Á ÌÏÎÇ ÔÉÍÅ ÁÇÏȢ $ÏÎȭÔ ×ÏÒÒÙȟ I hardly read at all now. This is the type of 

ÓÅÁÓÏÎÁÌ ×ÏÒË ) ÌÉËÅȢȱ 
Ȱ7ÅÌÌȟ ÙÏÕ ÆÉÔ ÔÈÅ ÕÎÉÆÏÒÍȢ 7ÅȭÌÌ ÓÅÅ ÐÒÅÔÔÙ ÆÁÓÔ ÉÆ ÙÏÕ ÆÉÔ ÔÈÅ ÊÏÂȢȱ 
The sign had read, Taffy Man Wanted. In the short time in Pleasure Beach he liked watching 

the large taffy-making machine, its levers pulling the candy. Now he added the job to the resume in 
his head, under the Ts, before teacher and tire changer. Elena, the woman who interviewed him was 
filed under interesting.  

 ,ÅÔ Á ÃÒÏ×Ä ÇÁÔÈÅÒȟ ÓÈÅȭÄ ÔÏÌÄ ÈÉÍ ÌÁÔÅÒ ÔÈÁÔ ÆÉÒÓÔ ÄÁÙȢ Ȱ4ÕÒÎ ÏÎ ÔÈÅ ÍÕÓÉc. That always pulls 
ÔÈÅÍ ÉÎȢȱ (Å ËÎÅ× ÓÈÅ ×ÁÓ ×ÁÔÃÈÉÎÇ ÈÉÍ ÆÒÏÍ ÔÈÅ ÓÕÐÐÌÙ ÒÏÏÍ ×ÉÎÄÏ×Ȣ Ȱ-ÉØ ÔÏÄÁÙȭÓ ÆÌÁÖÏÒȢ 7ÉÐÅ 
ÔÈÅ ÌÅÖÅÒÓȢ "ÕÉÌÄ ÔÈÅÉÒ ÉÎÔÅÒÅÓÔȟȱ %ÌÅÎÁ ÈÁÄ ÅØÐÌÁÉÎÅÄȢ Ȱ4ÈÅÎ ÓÔÁÒÔ ÔÈÅ ÍÁÃÈÉÎÅȢȱ 

On this warm weekday a good crowd, fifteen people, stood at the plate glass window watching 
the taffy machine groan to life. Elena, in her usual supply room spot, tapped on the window and 
ÓÍÉÌÅÄȢ (Å ×ÏÎÄÅÒÅÄ ÉÆ ÓÈÅȭÄ ÎÏÔÉÃÅÄ ÈÉÓ ÔÉÅȢ 

The ship tattoo on his arm danced in red and blue as he lifted the pail of mixture, pouring it 
into the beating heart of the machine. He knew their eyes would be focused on the levers as it 
ÓÔÒÅÔÃÈÅÄ ÔÈÅ ÔÁÆÆÙȢ 4ÈÅÙȭÄ ÂÅ ÌÏÏËÉÎÇ ÁÔ ÈÉÍȟ ÔÏÏȟ ÄÒÅÓÓÅÄ ÉÎ ÔÈÅ ÂÒÉÇÈÔ ÒÅÄ 4-shirt, with the words 
+ÕÎËÌÅȭÓ +ÁÎÄÙ ÃÒÁÆÔÅÄ ÉÎ ÔÁÆÆÙ ÐÉÅÃÅÓ ÏÖÅÒ ÔÈÅ ÐÏÃËÅÔȟ Á ×ÈÉÔÅ ÃÈÅÆȭÓ ÈÁÔ ÏÎ ÈÉÓ ÈÅÁÄȟ ÔÈÅ ×ÏÒÄÓ 
Taffy Man emblazoned in red letters around the front. 

 The white pants enhanced his thinness, and today he had added a solid white necktie, in 
honor of completing his first month on the job. It flapped against the bright red shirt. A month of 
playing dress-ÕÐȟ ÍÏÒÅ ÅÎÊÏÙÁÂÌÅ ÔÈÁÎ ÈÅȭÄ ÔÈÏÕÇÈÔȢ 

(Å ÔÏÏË Á ÌÏÏË ÁÔ ÔÈÅ ÓÕÇÁÒ ÁÎÄ ×ÁÔÅÒ ÈÏÐÐÅÒÓȟ ÓÅÅÉÎÇ ÔÈÅÙ ×ÅÒÅ ÁÔ ÔÈÅ ÒÉÇÈÔ ÌÅÖÅÌÓȢ Ȱ#ÁÎÄÙ 
-ÁÎȱ ×ÁÓ ÐÌÁÙÉÎÇ ÏÖÅÒ ÔÈÅ ÓÐÅÁËÅÒÓȟ ÁÌÍÏÓÔ ÉÎ ÓÙÎÃÈÒÏÎy with the movements of the taffy pulling 
levers. He watched the soft taffy flow from the opening to be stretched. He took off the taffy man hat 
and bowed. The crowd applauded briefly and kept watching the machine stretch the taffy. 

In the storeroom, Elena ÈÁÎÄÅÄ ÈÉÍ Á ÃÁÎ ÏÆ ÓÏÄÁȢ Ȱ4ÁËÉÎÇ ÏÆÆ ÔÈÅ ÈÁÔȟ ÙÏÕÒ ÉÄÅÁȩȱ 
Ȱ4ÈÁÎËÓȟȱ ÈÅ ÓÁÉÄȟ ÒÁÉÓÉÎÇ ÔÈÅ ÄÒÉÎËȢ Ȱ9ÅÁÈȟ ÉÔȭÓ ÊÕÓÔ ÓÏÍÅÔÈÉÎÇ ) ÔÈÏÕÇÈÔ ÏÆȟ ÓÐÕÒ ÏÆ ÔÈÅ ÍÏÍÅÎÔȢ 

)ȭÍ ÓÕÒÅ ÙÏÕÒ ÆÁÔÈÅÒ ×ÏÕÌÄ ÈÁÔÅ ÉÔȢȱ 
Ȱ-Ù ÆÁÔÈÅÒȢȱ  3ÈÅ ÓÁÉÄ ÔÈÅ ×ÏÒÄÓ ËÎÏ×ÉÎÇÌÙȟ ÓÍÉÌÉÎÇ ÓÌÉÇÈÔÌÙ as at some memory she wouÌÄÎȭÔ 

ÓÈÁÒÅȢ Ȱ9ÏÕ ÆÉÎÉÓÈ ÕÐ ÁÔ ÅÉÇÈÔ ÔÏÎÉÇÈÔȢ )ȭÌÌ ÂÅ ÏÖÅÒ ÁÔ tenȢȱ 
He sipped his soda, running his hands through his hair, pushed flat against his scalp by the hat 

ÁÎÄ ÄÁÍÐÅÎÅÄ ÂÙ ÔÈÅ ÈÅÁÔ ÆÒÏÍ ÔÈÅ ÍÁÃÈÉÎÅȢ Ȱ4ÈÁÔ ×ÉÌÌ ÇÉÖÅ ÍÅ ÔÉÍe to get the smell of taffy off 
ÍÅȢȱ 

Ȱ$ÏÎȭÔ ÓÈÏ×ÅÒȢ ) ÌÏÖÅ ÔÈÅ ÓÍÅÌÌȢ ) ÇÒÅ× ÕÐ ×ÉÔÈ ÉÔȢ 7ÅȭÌÌ ÓÈÏ×ÅÒ ÔÏÇÅÔÈÅÒȢȱ 3ÈÅ ÔÏÕÃÈÅÄ ÈÉÓ ÁÒÍȟ 
ÂÒÉÅÆÌÙȢ 4ÈÅÎ ÓÈÅ ÆÉÎÇÅÒÅÄ ÔÈÅ ÔÉÅȟ ÁÓ ÉÆ ÔÅÓÔÉÎÇ ÔÈÅ ËÉÎÄ ÏÆ ÍÁÔÅÒÉÁÌȢ Ȱ.ÏÔ Á ÂÁÄ ÁÄÄÉÔÉÏÎ ÔÏ ÔÈÅ 
ÕÎÉÆÏÒÍȟȱ ÓÈÅ ÓÁÉÄȟ ÓÔÉll holding it. She reached up to his neck, gently loosened the knot and undid it, 
ÆÏÌÄÉÎÇ ÉÔ ÎÅÁÔÌÙ ÁÎÄ ÐÌÁÃÉÎÇ ÉÔ ÉÎ ÈÅÒ ÐÏÃËÅÔȢ Ȱ4ÈÁÔ is ÓÏÍÅÔÈÉÎÇ ÍÙ ÆÁÔÈÅÒ ×ÏÕÌÄ ÈÁÔÅȟȱ ÓÈÅ ÓÁÉÄȟ 
turning to leave. He thought about telling her he bought it for his anniversary, then just laughed and 
×ÅÎÔ ÂÁÃË ÔÏ ×ÏÒËȢ ! ÍÏÎÔÈ ÏÎ ÔÈÅ ÊÏÂ ×ÁÓÎȭÔ ÓÏ ÇÒÅÁÔȢ (ÅȭÄ ÄÏÎÅ ÉÔ ÄÏÚÅÎÓ ÏÆ ÔÉÍÅÓȢ 7ÈÅÎ ÈÅ 



 

 

opened the mental resume, he often looked at the watch on his right wrist that no longer worked. 
Given to his father after 30 years of counting cash in a bank, coming home on his last day of work, 
ÓÁÙÉÎÇȟ Ȱ)ÔȭÓ Á "ÅÎÒÕÓȟ -ÁÄÄÉÅȢ 'ÏÏÄ ×ÁÔÃÈȢ -ÒȢ 'ÁÌÌ×ÏÒÔÈÙ ÇÁÖÅ ÉÔ ÔÏ ÍÅ ÈÉÍÓÅÌÆȢȱ  

Ȱ$Ï ÙÏÕ ÅÖÅÒ ÇÅÔ ÔÈÅ ÕÒÇÅ ÊÕÓÔ ÔÏ ÇÒÁÂ ÔÈÅ ÔÁÆÆÙ ÁÎÄ ÓÔÁÒÔ ÐÕÌÌÉÎÇ ÉÔ ÙÏÕÒÓÅÌÆȩȱ (Å ÁÓËÅÄ %ÌÅÎÁ 
one night in his room. 

Ȱ!ÒÅ ÙÏÕ ÎÕÔÓȩ -Ù ÆÁÔÈÅÒ ×ÏÕÌÄ ÈÁÖÅ Á ÆÉÔȢ .ÏÂÏÄÙ ÔÏÕÃÈÅÓ ÔÈÅ ÃÁÎÄÙȟ ÅØÃÅÐÔ ÔÏ ÐÁÃË ÉÔȟ ÁÎÄ 
ÔÈÅÎ ÔÈÅÙ ÈÁÖÅ ÔÏ ×ÅÁÒ ÇÌÏÖÅÓȢ )ȭÄ ÒÁÔÈÅÒ ÐÕÌÌ ÔÈÉÓȟȱ ÓÈÅ ÓÁÉÄȟ ÒÅÁÃÈÉÎÇ ÆÏÒ ÈÉÍȢ 

Old Man Kunkle had been one of the pioneers in automated candy making, Elena told him, but 
ÁÄÍÉÔÔÅÄ ÁÓ Á ËÉÄ ÓÈÅ ÕÓÅÄ ÔÏ ÌÏÖÅ ÍÁËÉÎÇ ÔÈÅ ÓÔÏÒÅȭÓ ÖÁÒÉÏÕÓ ÆÕÄÇÅÓ ÂÅÆÏÒÅ ÈÅÒ ÆÁÔÈÅÒ ÓÔÒÅÁÍÌÉÎÅÄ 
ÔÈÅ ÐÒÏÃÅÓÓȢ Ȱ) ÕÓÅÄ ÔÏ ÐÏÕÒ ÔÈÅ ÍÉØÔÕÒÅ ÉÎÔÏ Á ÂÏ×Ìȟ ÓÌÏ×ÌÙȟ ÔÈÅ ÓÍÅÌÌ ÏÆ ÈÏÔȟ ÂÕÒÎÉÎÇ ÓÕÇÁÒ ÆÉÌÌÉÎÇ 
the air, stirring it, feeling it meld together, watching the patterns created when I added 
ÍÁÒÓÈÍÁÌÌÏ× ÏÒ ÎÕÔÓȢȱ    

Ȱ4ÈÅÎ ÙÏÕ ËÎÏ× ×ÈÁÔ ÉÔ ×ÏÕÌÄ ÂÅ ÌÉËÅ ÔÏ ÍÏÌÄ ÔÈÅ ÔÁÆÆÙ ÉÎ ÙÏÕÒ ÈÁÎÄÓȟ ÆÅÅÌ ÔÈÅ ×ÁÒÍÔÈȟ ÔÈÅ 
ÔÅØÔÕÒÅȢȱ 

She just nodded. 
"ÕÔ ÈÅ ËÎÅ× ÔÈÁÔ ÔÈÅ ÔÁÆÆÙ ÍÁÎȭÓ ÊÏÂ ×ÁÓ ÏÎÌÙ ÔÏ ÍÁËÅ ÓÕÒÅ the guts of the machine were fed 

on time with the right ingredients, prepackaged by Elias Kunkle himself or his daughters. The old 
man still ran the business, though Elena and her sister, Donna, each had special duties. They rarely 
spoke to each other, and then usually only through their father. Elena wore her hair longer, which 
was the only way you could tell them apart from the back when they dressed in the red and white 
striped jumpers over the flaming red T-shirts. 

There was something about working with the taffy machine that made the job pleasurable for 
him. He thought it might have been its symmetry, the fluidity with which it revolved, almost filling 
the room with its long arms. There was the noise, too; you could actually hear the taffy being 
stretched, a soft, slightly erotic sound, like brushing your fingers over soft cotton. Of course there 
was Elena, too. Fringe benefit, he figured, in a lifetime of jobs with no benefits at all.  

 (ÅȭÄ ÂÅÅÎ ÏÎ ÔÈÅ ÊÏÂ ÆÏÒ ÆÏÕÒ ÈÏÕÒÓ ÔÈÁÔ ÍÏÒÎÉÎÇȢ )Ô ×ÁÓ ÔÈÅ ÓÉÎÇÌe flavor shifts like this one, 
with no mixture changes, that allowed him to visualize adjusting the machine, reaching into the 
taffy mixture.  Sometimes, when he was sure that none of the Kunkles were around, and the 
machine had completed its circuit, he would reach up with one hand to grab the steel cross piece to 
which the levers were attached and pull himself up, holding the position for a few seconds, doffing 
ÈÉÓ ÃÈÅÆȭÓ ÈÁÔ ×ÉÔÈ ÈÉÓ ÆÒÅÅ ÈÁÎÄȢ 4ÈÅ ÃÒÏ×Ä ×ÁÔÃÈÉÎÇ ÌÏÖÅÄ ÉÔȢ "ÕÔ ÔÏÄÁÙ ÂÏÔÈ %ÌÅÎÁ ÁÎÄ $ÏÎÎÁ 
were in the store, barking orders at the clerks and cooks. 

The machine was completing another cycle, its hoppers empty, levers stretching the 
confection making the last arc. He stood nearby, feeling the rush of air as the heavy arm slowly 
folded across his face to settle horizontal to the floor, a residue of taffy encrusted on its skin.  

Ȱ9ÏÕ ÓÈÏÕÌÄ ÂÅ ÍÏÒÅ ÃÁÒÅÆÕÌȢ ! ÔÁÆÆÙ ÍÁÎ Ô×Ï ÙÅÁÒÓ ÁÇÏ ×ÁÓ ÉÎÊÕÒÅÄ ×ÈÅÎ ÔÈÁÔ ÁÒÍ ÈÉÔ ÈÉÍ ÉÎ 
ÔÈÅ ÃÈÅÓÔȢȱ  (Å ÈÁÄÎȭÔ ÈÅÁÒÄ $ÏÎÎÁ ÃÏÍÅ ÉÎ ÆÒÏÍ ÔÈÅ ÓÔÏÒÅȢ 

Ȱ9ÏÕÒ ÓÉÓÔÅÒ ÔÏÌÄ ÍÅȢ )ȭÍ ÃÁÒÅÆÕÌȢȱ 
Ȱ) ×ÁÎÔ ÙÏÕ ÔÏ ÍÁËÅ Á ÂÁÔÃÈ ÏÆ ÃÈÏÃÏÌÁÔÅȢ 7ÅȭÒÅ ÁÌÍÏÓÔ ÓÏÌÄ ÏÕÔȢȱ $ÏÎÎÁȭÓ ÖÏÉÃÅ ×ÁÓ ÄÉÆÆÅÒÅÎÔ 

ÔÈÁÎ ÈÅÒ ÓÉÓÔÅÒȭÓ ÈÅȭÄ ÎÏÔÉÃÅÄȟ ÆÌÁÔÔÅÒȟ ÌÅÓÓ ÅØÐÒÅÓÓÉÖÅȟ ÅØÃÅÐÔ ×ÈÅÎ ÓÈÅ ÓÈÏ×ÅÄ ÈÅÒ ÁÎÇÅÒȢ 
Ȱ2ÁÓÐÂÅÒÒÙ ÒÉÐÐÌÅȭÓ ÔÈÅ ÆÌÁÖÏÒ ÏÆ ÔÈÅ ÄÁÙȢ $Ï ÙÏÕ ×ÁÎÔ ÔÈÅ ÃÈÏÃÏÌÁÔÅ ÆÉÒÓÔȩȱ 
Ȱ9ÅÓȢȱ $ÏÎÎÁ ÃÁÍÅ ÔÏ ÈÉÓ ÓÉÄÅ ÁÎÄ ÒÅÁÃÈÅÄ ÕÐ ÔÏ ÔÈÅ ÁÒÍ ÏÆ ÔÈÅ ÍÁÃÈÉÎÅȢ Ȱ9ÏÕȭÒÅ ÇÏÉÎÇ ÔÏ ÃÌÅÁÎ 

ÔÈÉÓȟ ÒÉÇÈÔȩȱ 
He nodded. 
She tested the weight of the lever, pulling on it, almost lifting off the floor, as if ready to swing 

ÁÃÒÏÓÓ ÉÍÁÇÉÎÁÒÙ ÍÏÎËÅÙ ÂÁÒÓȢ Ȱ-Ù ÓÉÓÔÅÒ ÁÎÄ ) ÕÓÅÄ ÔÏ ÐÌÁÙ ÏÎ ÔÈÅ ÍÁÃÈÉÎÅ ÉÎ ÔÈÅ ×ÉÎÔÅÒȢ 7ÅȭÄ 
climb on it, slide down the arms. I guess I was 10 when Elena fell off and started crying. My father 



 

 

ÃÁÍÅ ÒÕÎÎÉÎÇ ÁÎÄ ÓÈÅ ÓÁÉÄ ) ÈÁÄ ÐÕÓÈÅÄ ÈÅÒ ÏÆÆȢ (Å ÐÉÃËÅÄ ÈÅÒ ÕÐ ÁÎÄ ÔÏÌÄ ÍÅ ) ÃÏÕÌÄÎȭÔ ÐÌÁÙ ÉÎ ÈÅÒÅ 
ÁÎÙ ÍÏÒÅȢȱ 

He looked up at her still holding on to the arm, as if the memory was gained only through 
ÔÏÕÃÈÉÎÇ ÔÈÅ ÍÅÔÁÌȢ Ȱ$ÉÄ ÙÏÕ ÐÕÓÈ ÈÅÒ ÏÆÆȩȱ 

Ȱ/Æ ÃÏÕÒÓÅȢȱ %ÌÌÅÎ ÔÏÏË ÈÅÒ ÈÁÎÄ ÏÆÆ ÔÈÅ ÁÒÍȢ Ȱ9ÏÕȭÒÅ ÎÏÔ ÔÈÅ ÆÉÒÓÔ ÈÉÒÅÄ ÈÅÌÐ ÓÈÅ ÈÁÓ ÆÕÃËÅÄȟ ÙÏÕ 
ËÎÏ×Ȣȱ 

Ȱ4ÈÁÔȭÓ ÁÌÌ ) ÁÍȢ (ÉÒÅÄ ÈÅÌÐȢ )ȭÌÌ ÂÅ ÇÏÎÅ ÉÎ Á ÃÏÕÐÌÅ ÏÆ ÍÏÎÔÈÓȢȱ 
Ȱ9ÅÓ ÙÏÕ ×ÉÌÌȢȱ %ÌÌÅÎ ÔÕÒÎÅÄ ÔÏ ÌÅÁÖÅȢ Ȱ"ÕÔ ÙÏÕ ÌÉËÅ ÔÈÉÓ ÊÏÂȟ ÄÏÎȭÔ ÙÏÕȩ !ÎÄ ÉÔ ÉÓÎȭÔ ÊÕÓÔ ÔÈÅ 

ÁÔÔÅÎÔÉÏÎ ÆÒÏÍ ÍÙ ÓÉÓÔÅÒ ÅÉÔÈÅÒȢȱ 
The taffy man picked up a cloth from a box next to the machine and started wiping down the 

levÅÒȢ Ȱ)ÔȭÓ /+ȟȱ ÈÅ ÓÁÉÄ ÓÏÆÔÌÙȢ Ȱ.Ïȟ ÉÔȭÓ ÂÅÔÔÅÒ ÔÈÁÎ ÔÈÁÔȢ 4ÈÉÓ ÉÓ ÁÎ ÉÎÔÅÒÅÓÔÉÎÇ ÍÁÃÈÉÎÅȢȱ 
3ÈÅ ×ÁÔÃÈÅÄ ÈÉÍ ÃÁÒÅÆÕÌÌÙ ÓÃÒÁÐÅ ÔÈÅ ÂÉÔÓ ÏÆ ÃÁÎÄÙ ÓÔÕÃË ÔÏ ÔÈÅ ÁÒÍȢ Ȱ!Ô ÌÅÁÓÔ ÙÏÕ ÃÁÎ ÌÅÁÖÅȢȱ  
 He thought she had gone, but when he turned, she was watching him, as if waiting, but in no 

hurry for him to say something else. 
Ȱ,ÅÁÖÉÎÇ is ÅÁÓÙȢ "ÕÔ ÙÏÕ ÈÁÖÅ ÙÏÕÒ ÂÕÓÉÎÅÓÓȟ ÙÏÕÒ ÆÁÍÉÌÙȢȱ 
Ȱ9ÅÓȟ ÆÁÍÉÌÙȢȱ 3ÈÅ ÌÅÔ ÔÈÅ ×ÏÒÄ ÈÁÎÇ ÔÈÅÒÅ ÆÏÒ Á ÍÉÎÕÔÅȟ ÔÅÓÔÉÎÇ ÉÔȟ ÁÌÍÏÓÔ ÔÁÓÔÉÎÇ ÉÔȢ Ȱ$ÏÎȭÔ ÆÏÒÇÅÔ 

ÔÈÅ ÃÈÏÃÏÌÁÔÅȟȱ ÓÈÅ ÓÁÉÄȟ ÇÏÉÎÇ back into the store. 
 He saw Elena watching them through the window, smiling. 
)Ô ×ÁÓ ÔÈÅ ÓÁÍÅ ÓÍÉÌÅ ÓÈÅ ×ÏÒÅ ×ÈÅÎ ÓÈÅȭÄ ×ÁÌËÅÄ ÏÕÔ ÏÆ ÔÈÅ ÓÍÁÌÌ ÂÁÔÈÒÏÏÍ ÉÎ ÈÉÓ ÒÏÏÍ Ô×Ï 

nights ago, wearing only his taffy hat, which she insisted keeping on as she straddled him, pushing 
ÈÉÍ ÂÁÃË ÁÇÁÉÎÓÔ ÔÈÅ ÔÈÉÎ ÍÁÔÔÒÅÓÓȢ (ÅÒ ÂÒÅÁÔÈ ÃÁÍÅ ÑÕÉÃËÌÙ ÁÓ ÈÅ ÅÎÔÅÒÅÄ ÈÅÒȟ ÁÓ ÉÆ ÓÈÅȭÄ ÂÅÅÎ 
ready for hours. She matched his strokes with thrusts of her own, leaning her face close to his, her 
long brown hair smelling of chocolate, brushing his face. 

!Ó ÓÈÅ ÒÅÁÃÈÅÄ ÏÒÇÁÓÍ ÓÈÅ ÓÈÏÏË ÈÅÒ ÈÅÁÄ ÂÁÃË ÁÎÄ ÆÏÒÔÈȟ ÔÈÅ ÔÁÆÆÙ ÈÁÔ ÆÌÙÉÎÇ ÏÆÆȢ (Å ÃÏÕÌÄÎȭÔ 
ÔÅÌÌ ÉÆ ÓÈÅ ×ÁÓ ÍÏÁÎÉÎÇ ÉÎ ÅÃÓÔÁÓÙ ÏÒ ÂÅÃÁÕÓÅ ÓÈÅȭÄ ÌÏÓÔ ÔÈÅ ÈÁÔȢ 3ÈÅ ÃÏÌÌÁÐÓÅÄ ÁÃÒÏÓÓ ÈÉÓ ÃÈÅÓÔȟ ÁÎÄ 
lay there as her breathing slowed. He reached fÏÒ ÔÈÅ ÈÁÔȟ ÏÆÆÅÒÉÎÇ ÉÔ ÔÏ ÈÅÒȢ Ȱ.Ïȟ ÎÏÔ ÎÏ×ȟȱ ÓÈÅ ÓÁÉÄȟ 
rolling slightly to crawl next to his long body. 

7ÈÅÎ ÓÈÅȭÄ ÆÉÒÓÔ ÃÏÍÅ ÔÏ ÈÉÍȟ ÈÅȭÄ ÂÅÅÎ ÅÍÂÁÒÒÁÓÓÅÄ ÂÙ ÔÈÅ ÔÉÎÙ ÒÏÏÍȟ ÉÔÓ ÂÅÄȟ ÂÕÒÅÁÕ ÁÎÄ 
single chair. She looked around that first night, both taking in and accepting the surroundings. She 
went to the window and looked out at the alley between this rooming house and the one next door 
for a few seconds, still making no comment or judgment and started undressing before pulling 
down the shade. 

Ȱ)ȭÍ ÓÕÒÅ ÍÙ ÓÉÓÔÅÒ ÔÏÌÄ ÙÏÕ ) ÓÌÅÅÐ ×ÉÔÈ ÁÌÌ ÔÈÅ ÔÁÆÆÙ ÍÅÎȟȱ ÈÅ ÒÅÃÁÌÌÅÄ ÓÈÅ ÓÁÉÄ ÁÓ ÔÈÅÙ ÌÁÙ 
slightly intertwined, her hand on his hip, at a plateau as they decided between more sex or sleep. 

Ȱ3ÈÅ ÍÅÎÔÉÏÎÅÄ ÉÔȢ -ÁÙÂÅ ÓÈÅȭÓ ÊÅÁÌÏÕÓȢȱ 
%ÌÅÎÁ ÈÁÄ ÌÁÕÇÈÅÄȟ ÂÕÔ ÉÔ ×ÁÓÎȭÔ Á ËÎÏ×ÉÎÇ ÌÁÕÇÈ ÁÓ ÍÕÃÈ ÁÓ ÏÎÅ ÏÆ ÓÕÒÐÒÉÓÅȟ ÁÓ ÉÆ ÓÈÅ ÈÁÄÎȭÔ 

considered it. She reached to the floor and opened her purse, taking out two pieces of taffy, offering 
one to him. He shook his head no, smiling as she opened both pieces and placed them in her mouth. 

Ȱ9ÏÕ ÍÁÄÅ ÔÈÉÓȟȱ ÓÈÅ ÓÁÉÄ ÂÅÔ×ÅÅÎ ÃÈÅ×ÓȢ (Å ÌÉËÅÄ ÔÈÅ ×ÁÙ ÈÅÒ ÍÏÕÔÈ ×ÏÒËÅÄ ÁÒÏÕÎÄ ÔÈÅ 
candy, a slight smile on her face as she savored the taste, holding on to it, not wanting to swallow 
the last bit. 

Ȱ) ÃÁÌÌ ÔÈÉÓ ÑÕÁÌÉÔÙ ÃÏÎÔÒÏÌȟȱ ÓÈÅ ÌÁÕÇÈÅÄȢ 
 He ×ÁÓÎȭÔ ÓÕÒÅ ÉÆ ÓÈÅ ÍÅÁÎÔ ÔÈÅ ÔÁÆÆÙ ÏÒ ÔÈÅ ÆÕÃËÉÎÇȢ 
 4ÈÅ ÍÅÍÏÒÙ ÍÁÄÅ ÈÉÍ ÓÍÉÌÅ ÁÓ ÈÅ ×ÁÔÃÈÅÄ ÔÈÅ ÓÕÎ ÂÒÅÁË ÔÈÒÏÕÇÈ ÔÈÅ ÄÁÙȭÓ ÃÌÏÕÄÉÎÅÓÓ ×ÈÉÌÅ 

he wandered over a couple of streets to the ocean on his supper break. Passing an ice cream stand, 
he saw an older couple, looking like his parents, on a bench, cones dripping in the heat to their 
speckled hands. They watched the world, he thought, with eyes wishing for the past, enjoying a 
small treat in lives in which there were few such pleasures. 



 

 

He got his own ice cream cone and studied them for a few minutes, wishing he could hear what 
they were saying. The old man had probably punched the clock on some assembly line all his life, 
and was still spending summers in a cheap Pleasure Beach motel room. His wife looked even more 
tired, perhaps from too many loads of wash, ironing work pants and shirts. He hurried back through 
the alleys to the candy store, barely having enough time to don his taffy suit. 

 Old Man Kunkle was playing taffy man, as he liked to do at least once a day, hamming it up for 
the crowd that stood three deep in front of the window. He would take cooling pieces of taffy off the 
conveyor belt and throw them in the air, catching them in his mouth, rapid fire, swallowing them 
whole. 

 Elena was at the door to the store to meet her father, giving him a brief kiss on his cheek, 
before they left the store together. Donna, behind the fudge counter, looked away. then went into 
ÔÈÅ ÔÁÆÆÙ ÒÏÏÍȢ Ȱ-Ù ÆÁÔÈÅÒ ×ÁÎÔÓ ÙÏÕ ÔÏ ÁÐÐÌÁÕÄ ÈÉÍ ×ÈÅÎ ÙÏÕ ÔÁËÅ ÈÉÓ ÐÌÁÃÅ ÁÆÔÅÒ your supper 
ÂÒÅÁËȢȱ 

Ȱ!ÐÐÌÁÕÄ ÈÉÍ ÆÏÒ ×ÈÁÔȟ Ó×ÁÌÌÏ×ÉÎÇ ÓÏÍÅ ÔÁÆÆÙȩȱ 
Ȱ)Ô ÄÏÅÓÎȭÔ ÍÁÔÔÅÒ ÆÏÒ ×ÈÁÔȢ 4ÈÁÔȭÓ ×ÈÁÔ ÈÅ ×ÁÎÔÓȢ !ÎÄ ÉÆ ÈÅ ÄÅÃÉÄÅÓ ÈÅ ÄÏÅÓÎȭÔ ×ÁÎÔ ÙÏÕ ÈÅÒÅȟ 

ÉÔ ×ÏÎȭÔ ÍÁÔÔÅÒ ÈÏ× ÍÁÎÙ ÔÉÍÅÓ ÙÏÕ ÆÕÃË ÍÙ ÓÉÓÔÅÒȟ ÙÏÕȭÒÅ ÇÏÎÅȢ 3ÈÅȭÌÌ ÎÅÖÅÒ ÏÐÐÏÓÅ ÈÉÍ ÏÎ 
anÙÔÈÉÎÇȢȱ 

Ȱ!ÎÄ ÈÏ× ÁÂÏÕÔ ÙÏÕȢ 7ÉÌÌ ÙÏÕ ÏÐÐÏÓÅ ÈÉÍȩȱ 
Ȱ.ÏÔ ÔÏ ËÅÅÐ ÙÏÕ ÈÅÒÅȢȱ 

*    *    * 
 One night when Elena was getting ready to leave his room he offered to walk her back to the 

candy shop. The Kunkles lived in a three-story home next to their store. They stopped to look in the 
store window at the machine illuminated by a spotlight in the ceiling, waiting to be fed for its next 
ÄÁÙȭÓ ×ÏÒËȢ 

Ȱ9ÏÕ ÍÁËÉÎÇ ÓÕÒÅ ÉÔȭÓ /+ȩȱ %ÌÅÎÁ ÁÓËÅÄȢ (Å ÎÏÄÄÅÄ ÙÅÓȢ )Î ÓÉÌÅÎÃÅ ÔÈÅÙ ÓÔÏÏÄ ÉÎ Á ÌÉÇÈÔ ÍÉÓÔ 
coming off the ocean. ElÅÎÁ ÒÅÁÃÈÅÄ ÄÏ×Î ÁÎÄ ÔÏÏË ÔÈÅ ÔÁÆÆÙ ÍÁÎȭÓ ÈÁÎÄȢ Ȱ)ȭÍ ÎÏÔ ÔÉÒÅÄȢ #ÏÍÅ ÏÎȟ 
ÌÅÔȭÓ ÍÉØ ÓÏÍÅ ÔÁÆÆÙȢȱ 4ÈÅ Ô×Ï ÏÆ ÔÈÅÍȟ ÅÁÃÈ ×ÅÁÒÉÎÇ ÓÏÕÖÅÎÉÒ ÐÁÐÅÒ ÔÁÆÆÙ ÍÁÎ ÈÁÔÓ ÓÁÔ ÐÏÕÒÉÎÇ ÃÁÐÓ 
full of flavoring into plastic mixing bowls, adding portions of heated taffy mixture and stirring. 

Ȱ#ÈÏÃÏÌÁÔÅ ÒÁÓÐÂÅÒÒÙȟȱ ÈÅ ÓÁÉÄȟ Ȱ7ÁÎÔ ÔÏ ÁÄÄ ÓÏÍÅ ÁÌÍÏÎÄȟ ÓÅÅ ×ÈÁÔ ÔÈÁÔ ÄÏÅÓȩȱ  
 3ÈÅ ÐÏÕÒÅÄ ÓÏÍÅ ÁÌÍÏÎÄ ÅØÔÒÁÃÔ ÉÎÔÏ ÔÈÅ ÐÁÉÌȟ ÌÅÁÎÉÎÇ ÈÅÒ ÆÁÃÅ ÃÌÏÓÅ ÁÎÄ ÓÎÉÆÆÉÎÇȢ Ȱ3ÍÅÌÌÓ 

ÇÒÅÁÔȢ /+ȟ ,ÅÔȭÓ ÍÁËÅ ÓÏÍÅ ÍÏÒÅ ÆÌÁÖÏÒÓȢ 7ÁÉÔȢ )ȭÍ ÔÈÉÒÓÔÙȢ 7ÁÎÔ Á ÓÏÄÁȟ ÓÏÍÅ ÃÁÎÄÙȩ &ÕÄÇÅȩȱ 
Ȱ3ÏÄÁȟ ÐÌÅÁÓÅȢ .Ï ÃÁÎÄÙȟȱ ÈÅ ÌÁÕÇÈÅÄȢ Ȱ) ËÎÏ× ÙÏÕÒ ÔÅÅÔÈ ÁÒÅ ÒÅÁÌȟ ÂÕÔ ) ÄÏÎȭÔ ËÎÏ× ÈÏ× ×ÉÔÈ ÁÌÌ 

ÔÈÅ ÃÁÎÄÙ ÙÏÕ ÅÁÔȢȱ  
Ȱ) ËÎÏ×Ȣ ) ÌÏÖÅ ÔÈÅ ÓÔÕÆÆȢ )ȭÍ ÁÌ×ÁÙÓ ÔÈÅ ÓÔÏÒÅȭÓ ÔÁÓÔÅÒȢ !ÎÄ ) ÈÁÖÅ ÐÅÒÆÅÃÔ ÔÅÅÔÈȢȱ 3ÈÅ ÏÐÅÎÅÄ ÈÅÒ 

mouth, showing them off. Before she went to get their sodas, she moved close to him, putting her 
arms quickly around him, kissing him lightly on the mouth. 

 When she came back the taffy man was draped over the machine, looking at the pipe where 
the paste like taffy was ÆÏÒÃÅÄ ÏÎ ÔÏ ÔÈÅ ÓÔÒÅÔÃÈÉÎÇ ÌÅÖÅÒÓȢ Ȱ4ÈÉÓ ÁÄÊÕÓÔÓȟ ÄÏÅÓÎȭÔ ÉÔȩȱ 

Ȱ9ÅÓȟ ÂÕÔ ÉÔȭÓ ÁÌ×ÁÙÓ ÂÅÅÎ ËÅÐÔ ÔÈÅ ÓÁÍÅ ÓÉÚÅȢ -Ù ÆÁÔÈÅÒ ×ÏÕÌÄ ÈÁÖÅ Á ÆÉÔ ÉÆ ×Å ÍÅÓÓÅÄ ×ÉÔÈ ÉÔȢȱ 
Ȱ7Å ÃÏÕÌÄ ÇÅÔ ÍÏÒÅ ÔÁÆÆÙ ÏÕÔ ÉÎ Á ÓÈÏÒÔÅÒ ÁÍÏÕÎÔ ÏÆ ÔÉÍÅȟ ÔÈÁÔȭÓ ÁÌÌȢȱ  
She nodded in agreement, but looked doubtful. 
 Ȱ7ÅȭÒÅ ÐÒÏÂÁÂÌÙ ÍÁËÉÎÇ Á ÌÏÔ ÏÆ ÎÏÉÓÅȟ ÔÏÏȟȱ ÈÅ ÓÁÉÄȟ ÌÏÏËÉÎÇ ÉÎ ÔÈÅ ÄÉÒÅÃÔÉÏÎ ÏÆ ÈÅÒ ÈÏÕÓÅȢ 

There were a few seconds of silence. 
Ȱ9ÏÕ ÔÈÉÎË ) ÁÍ ÁÆÒÁÉÄ ÔÏ ÄÏ ÁÎÙÔÈÉÎÇ ÁÇÁÉÎÓÔ ÍÙ ÆÁÔÈÅÒȩȱ 
Ȱ)Ô ÄÏÅÓÎȭÔ ÍÁÔÔÅÒȢ )Ô ×ÁÓ ÆÕÎ ÔÏÎÉÇÈÔȢ 7Å ÃÁÎ ÄÏ ÔÈÉÓ ÁÎÏÔÈÅÒ ÔÉÍÅȢȱ 
 Ȱ) ÃÁÎ ÓÔÁÎÄ ÕÐ ÔÏ ÈÉÍȢ )ÔȭÓ ÍÙ ÓÔÏÒÅȟ ÔÏÏȢ "ÅÓÉÄÅÓȟ ÁÌÌ ×Å ÁÒÅ ÄÏÉÎÇ ÉÓ ÍÁËÉÎÇ ×ÅÉÒÄ ÔÁÆÆÙȢȱ  3ÈÅ 

ÔÏÏË Á ÐÉÅÃÅ ÔÈÅÙ ÈÁÄ ÍÉØÅÄ ÁÎÄ ÐÕÔ ÉÔ ÉÎ ÈÅÒ ÍÏÕÔÈȟ ÓÕÃËÉÎÇ ÉÔȟ ÎÏÔ ÃÈÅ×ÉÎÇȟ ÓÔÁÒÉÎÇ ÁÔ ÈÉÍȢ Ȱ) ÃÁÎȢȱ 
Ȱ) ËÎÏ× ÔÈÁÔȟȱ ÈÅ ÓÁÉÄȟ ÃÏming over and pulling her close to him. 



 

 

They worked together well, he thought. The machine was operating at slow speed, the levers 
turned off, so the taffy just mixed and fell to a large pan they had placed on top of a blue tarpaulin. 

On their hands and knees he and Elena reached into the pan, holding the still warm taffy, 
kneading it, then stretching it between them. 

Ȱ)Ô ÆÅÅÌÓȟ ÓÏȣ) ÄÏÎȭÔ ËÎÏ× ÈÏ× ÔÏ ÄÅÓÃÒÉÂÅ ÉÔȟȱ ÓÈÅ ÓÁÉÄȟ ÈÅÒ ÅÙÅÓ ÂÒÉÇÈÔȢ 
 Ȱ3ÍÏÏÔÈȟȱ ÈÅ ÓÁÉÄȢ Ȱ!ÎÄ ×ÁÒÍȢȱ (Å ÕÎÂÕÔÔÏÎÅÄ ÔÈÅ ÔÏÐ Ô×Ï ÂÕÔÔÏÎÓ of her shirt, taking some 

taffy and lightly pressing it against the top of her breasts. Moaning she turned to him, moving 
closer, pulling off a piece of the mixture, placing it in his mouth, gently, then kissing him softly, her 
hands on both sides of his fÁÃÅȢ (Å ÔÁÓÔÅÄ ÂÏÔÈ ÈÅÒ ÁÎÄ ÔÈÅ ÓÈÁÒÐÎÅÓÓ ÏÆ ÔÈÅ ÒÁÓÐÂÅÒÒÙȢ  4ÈÅÙ ÄÉÄÎȭÔ 
see Donna and her father watching from inside the candy store or even hear them enter until the 
old man turned off the machine. 

$ÏÎÎÁ ×ÁÓ ÄÒÅÓÓÅÄ ÉÎ Á ÍÁÎȭÓ ÒÁÉÎÃÏÁÔȟ ×ÉÔÈ ÔÈÅ ÒÕÆÆÌÅÓ of a cotton nightgown showing 
beneath the hem. 

Ȱ.ÉÃÅ ÏÕÔÆÉÔȟȱ %ÌÅÎÁ ÓÁÉÄȟ ÌÏÏËÉÎÇ ÄÉÒÅÃÔÌÙ ÁÔ ÈÅÒȢ  
+ÕÎËÌÅ ×ÁÓ ×ÅÁÒÉÎÇ Á ÇÒÅÅÎ ÂÁÔÈÒÏÂÅȢ (Å ÈÁÄ ÓÕÂÓÔÉÔÕÔÅÄ Á ÍÁÎȭÓ ÌÅÁÔÈÅÒ ÂÅÌÔ ÔÏ ËÅÅÐ ÉÔ 

closed. A Yankee baseball cap on his head was perched at an off angle. He leaned over the machine. 
Ȱ7ÈÁÔ ÈÁÖÅ ÙÏÕ ÄÏÎÅȩ 7ÈÏ ÓÁÉÄ ÙÏÕ ÃÏÕÌÄ ÄÏ ÔÈÉÓȩȱ ÈÅ ÁÓËÅÄȟ ÌÏÏËÉÎÇ ÁÔ ÔÈÅ ÔÁÆÆÙ ÍÁÎȟ ×ÈÏ ×ÁÓ 
helping Elena to her feet. She broke off a piece of their taffy creation and brought it to her father. 

Ȱ4ÒÙ ÔÈÉÓȟ ÄÁÄÄÙȢ )ÔȭÓ Á ÎÅ× ÆÌÁÖÏÒȢ 7Å ×ÁÎÔ ÔÏ ÍÁËÅ Á ÂÕÎÃÈ ÏÆ ÔÈÅÍȢ )ÓÎȭÔ ÉÔ ÇÒÅÁÔȦȱ 4ÈÅ ×ÏÒÄÓ 
rushed out, her voice higher pitched then usual but as musical. Her eyes darted about, stopping at 
ÈÅÒ ÓÉÓÔÅÒȟ ÔÈÅÎ ÂÁÃË ÔÏ ÔÈÅ ÔÁÆÆÙ ÍÁÎȢȱ   

The taffy man stood casually watching the old man. 
Ȱ#ÌÅÁÎ ÕÐ ÔÈÉÓ ÍÅÓÓ ÁÎÄ ÇÅÔ ÈÉÍ ÏÕÔ ÏÆ ÈÅÒÅȟȱ +ÕÎËÌÅ ÓÁÉÄȟ ÔÈÒÏ×ÉÎÇ ÔÈÅ ÏÆÆÅÒÅÄ ÐÉÅÃÅ ÏÎ ÔÈÅ 

floor. With the bottom of his bathrobe he wiped some spilled taffy mixture from the side of the 
ÍÉØÉÎÇ ÂÉÎȢ Ȱ&ÉÒÅ ÈÉÍȦȱ ÈÅ ÓÈÏÕÔÅÄ ÁÎÄ ×ÁÌËÅÄ ÆÒÏÍ ÔÈÅ ÒÏÏÍ without another word. 

Elena rushed after him, looked back at the taffy man, briefly, then followed her father through 
the door. Their voices became more muffled and finally stopped. 

Donna picked up the discarded piece of taffy, holding it, examining it as one might an old coin 
found in change. She placed it in her pocket, looking down at the two inch of nightgown showing 
ÕÎÄÅÒ ÈÅÒ ÒÁÉÎÃÏÁÔȟ ÔÕÇÇÉÎÇ ÁÔ ÔÈÅ ÃÏÁÔȢ Ȱ3ÈÅ ×ÏÎȭÔ ÂÅ ÂÁÃËȟ ÙÏÕ ËÎÏ×Ȣȱ 

The taffy man started pulling the edges of the tarpaulin around the taffy, covering it neatly, a 
small monument waiting for an unveiling. 

Ȱ3ÈÅ ×ÏÎȭÔȟȱ $ÏÎÎÁ ÒÅÐÅÁÔÅÄȟ ÏÎÅ ÈÁÎÄ ÓÔÉÌÌ ÉÎ ÔÈÅ ÐÏÃËÅÔ ×ÉÔÈ ÔÈÅ ÔÁÆÆÙȢ 
He picked up a cleaning rag and wiped the machine, folding the cloth neatly and placing it in 

the pile with the others that had been discarded. Elena stood watching, a slight smile on her face. He 
took a key, placed it on the mixing table next to the typewritten list of flavors to be made later that 
day, and left without a look back. 

A few hours later, carrying hiÓ ÓÍÁÌÌ ÓÕÉÔÃÁÓÅȟ ÈÅ ×ÁÌËÅÄ ÂÙ +ÕÎËÌÅȭÓ +ÁÎÄÙ ÏÎ ÔÈÅ ×ÁÙ ÔÏ ÔÈÅ 
bus station. The pan of handmade taffy had been removed. The machine, silent again, loomed over 
the small blue tarpaulin, covered with pieces of handmade taffy, sure to be discarded before the 
machine came back to life. 

He came to the drawbridge that arched over the river with the long Indian name, meaning 
where salt and fresh water meet. There was a narrow walk allowing pedestrians to cross; a dim 
light came from the boathouse in the middle. 

 Almost halfway across he leaned over the stained concrete and steel fencing, looked at the fast 
moving water below, took the white hat from his pocket and threw it in the air. At first it looked like 
a bird, a white dove, had soared from the bridge, but he ËÎÅ× ÉÔ ×ÁÓ ÊÕÓÔ Á ÔÁÆÆÙ ÍÁÎȭÓ ÈÁÔȟ ÐÁÒÔ ÏÆ Á 
uniform for a line on the resume. Before continuing his journey across the bridge, he watched the 
hat float on the water until it disappeared. 



 

 

The Point 
 Patty Somlo 

 
 (Å ÄÉÄÎȭÔ ËÎÏ× ×ÈÙ ÅØÁÃÔÌÙ ÔÈÅ ÕÒÇÅ ÔÏ walk had hit him. One morning he got up, went to 
the bathroom and splashed cold water on his face, initially on his cheeks and then on his forehead. 
As had become his practice, Senji sat on the bare hardwood floor, his right leg folded under the left, 
keeping his lowered eyes open enough to see his lap. With his palms facing up, resting on his thighs, 
he watched the breath in a thin white stream enter his nostrils. 
 Sometime after Senji started meditating that morning, the idea came to him. I must walk. I 
must walk. 
 At the time, Senji was living in a small studio apartment on the third floor of a house with a 
spectacularly wide view of Lake Washington. Senji, who before becoming a Buddhist monk was 
named Chris Cole, lived rent-free in the house, in exchange for cooking vegetarian meals and 
ÃÌÅÁÎÉÎÇȢ -ÏÓÔÌÙȟ ÔÈÏÕÇÈȟ 3ÅÎÊÉȭÓ ÏÌÄ ÆÒÉÅÎÄÓȟ $×ÁÙÎÅ ÁÎÄ -ÁÒÉÁÎÎÅȟ ×ÁÎÔÅÄ ÔÏ ÔÁËÅ ÃÁÒÅ ÏÆ ÈÉÍȟ ÁÎÄ 
this was the way they could do so without making their intentions known. 
 Fortunately, Senji decided to begin walking in late July, when the almost daily rains in the 
0ÁÃÉÆÉÃ .ÏÒÔÈ×ÅÓÔ ÈÁÄ ÔÁËÅÎ Á ÓÈÏÒÔ ÂÒÅÁË ÆÏÒ ÔÈÅ ÓÕÍÍÅÒȢ (Å ÃÏÕÌÄÎȭÔ ÅØÐÌÁÉÎ ÔÏ $×ÁÙÎÅ ÁÎÄ 
-ÁÒÉÁÎÎÅ ×ÈÙ ÈÅ ÆÅÌÔ ÔÈÅ ÎÅÅÄ ÔÏ ÇÏȟ ÓÏ ÈÅ ÄÉÄÎȭÔ ÔÒÙȢ )ÎÓÔÅÁÄȟ ×ÈÉÌÅ ÔÈÅÙ ×ÅÒÅ ÁÔ ×ÏÒËȟ -ÁÒÉÁÎÎÅ 
teaching sixth-graders and Dwayne at his law office downtown, Senji stuffed a small backpack with 
three changes of underwear, a dark gray hooded windbreaker, and a yellow plastic bottle full of 
mountain spring water, tied a rolled green yoga mat underneath the pack and wrote a short note. 
 Ȱ) ÆÅÅÌ ÔÈÅ ÎÅÅÄ ÔÏ ×ÁÎÄÅÒȟȱ 3ÅÎÊÉ ÂÅÇÁÎȢ Ȱ) ÄÏÎȭÔ ËÎÏ× ÈÏ× ÌÏÎÇ ) ×ÉÌÌ ÂÅ ÇÏÎÅ ÏÒ ÅÖÅÎ ÉÆ ) 
×ÉÌÌ ÃÏÍÅ ÂÁÃËȢ 4ÈÁÔ ÉÓ ÔÈÅ ÎÁÔÕÒÅ ÏÆ ×ÁÎÄÅÒÉÎÇȢ ) ×ÉÌÌ ÓÔÁÙ ÉÎ ÔÏÕÃÈȢȱ 
 That was all he said. 
 He wore thick-strapped brown sandals on his feet and a black robe over his body that 
reached down to his ankles. His head was shaved. Anyone who ran across him would have said the 
ÍÁÎ ÌÏÏËÅÄ ÌÉËÅ Á ÍÏÎËȢ (ÉÓ ÁÇÅ ×ÁÓ ÁÎÙÂÏÄÙȭÓ ÇÕÅÓÓȢ 4ÈÅ ÂÁÌÄÎÅÓÓ ÍÁÄÅ ÈÉÍ ÁÐÐÅÁÒ ÁÔ ÏÎÅ 
moment young and in the next moment extremely old. 
 In truth, Senji was neither. He had slid comfortably into middle age. Most people his age 
would have been content to stay at home, watch TV, and take a break from any sort of striving or 
new adventure. 
 Senji, however, needed to keep opening himself up to life. Otherwise, he thought he would 
ÄÉÅȢ -ÁÙÂÅ ÍÏÒÅ ÔÈÁÎ ÁÎÙ ÏÔÈÅÒ ÒÅÁÓÏÎȟ ÔÈÁÔȭÓ ×ÈÙ ÈÅ ÓÔÁÒÔÅÄ ×ÁÌËÉÎÇȢ 
 -ÁÒÉÁÎÎÅ ÆÏÕÎÄ ÔÈÅ ÎÏÔÅ ÌÁÔÅ ÉÎ ÔÈÅ ÁÆÔÅÒÎÏÏÎȟ ÏÎ ÔÈÅ 4ÕÅÓÄÁÙ ÔÈÁÔ 3ÅÎÊÉ ÔÏÏË ÏÆÆȢ (ÅȭÄ ÌÅÆÔ 
the note in the center of the kitchen table, held down at the top left-hand corner with a small gray 
rock, as if the wind might suddenly decide to whip through the room and lift up the lined, pale-
green rectangle of paper. 
 Ȱ)ÔȭÓ ÁÂÏÕÔ 3ÅÎÊÉȟȱ -ÁÒÉÁÎÎÅ ÓÁÉÄȟ ÔÈÅ ÍÉÎÕÔÅ ÁÆÔÅÒ $×ÁÙÎÅ ÐÉÃËÅÄ ÕÐ ÔÈÅ ÐÈÏÎÅȢ Ȱ(ÅȭÓ ÇÏÎÅ 
×ÁÌËÉÎÇȢ ,ÉËÅ ÓÏÍÅ ÓÏÒÔ ÏÆ ÐÉÌÇÒÉÍÁÇÅȟ ) ÓÕÐÐÏÓÅȢȱ  

4ÈÅ ÏÎÌÙ ÓÏÕÎÄ ÃÏÍÉÎÇ ÔÈÒÏÕÇÈ ÔÈÅ ÐÈÏÎÅ ×ÁÓ $×ÁÙÎÅȭÓ ÓÌÉÇÈÔÌÙ ÁÓÔÈÍÁÔÉÃ ÂÒÅÁÔÈÉÎÇȢ 
Ȱ!ÒÅ ÙÏÕ ÓÔÉÌÌ ÔÈÅÒÅȩȱ -ÁÒÉÁÎÎÅ ÁÓËÅÄȢ 
Ȱ9ÅÓȢ ) ×ÁÓ ÊÕÓÔ ÔÈÉÎËÉÎÇȢȱ 
Ȱ7ÅÌÌȟ ×ÈÁÔ ÄÏ ÙÏÕ ÔÈÉÎËȩ 3ÈÏÕÌÄ ×Å ÄÏ ÁÎÙÔÈÉÎÇȩȱ 
Ȱ) ÄÏÎȭÔ ËÎÏ× ×ÈÁÔ ×Å ÃÁÎ ÄÏȟȱ $×ÁÙÎÅ ÓÁÉÄȢ Ȱ(ÏÐÅÆÕÌÌÙȟ ÈÅȭÌÌ ÂÅ ÁÌÌ ÒÉÇÈÔȢȱ 
 
3ÅÎÊÉ ÄÉÄÎȭÔ ÂÏÔÈÅÒ ÔÏ ÔÅÌÌ ÁÎÙÏÎÅ ÅÌÓÅ ÏÆ ÈÉÓ ÐÌÁÎȟ ÉÎÃÌÕÄÉÎÇ ÈÉÓ Ô×Ï ÇÒÏ×Î ÃÈÉÌÄÒÅÎȢ (Å ËÎÅ× 

Jonathan and Zoe would try to talk him out of it, if they knew. Unlike when Senji was young and kids 
rebelled, while parents acted boringly sensible, Senji had always been the unpredictable one. His 
kids seemed more like his parents.  



 

 

Jonathan worked for the government as a civil engineer, had a lovely oversized home in a 
suburb filled with perfect lawns, while Zoe managed the mortgage department of a large bank. They 
each had two well-behaved children, one girl and one boy, who they chauffeured to everything from 
ÓÏÃÃÅÒ ÔÏ ÓÃÏÕÔÓ ÔÏ ÍÁÔÈ ÃÁÍÐȢ 3ÅÎÊÉ ÃÏÕÌÄÎȭÔ ÕÎÄÅÒÓÔÁÎÄ ÈÏ× he had produced such conservative 
kids and could only blame their mother, the woman he divorced when they were still young. 

In any event, Senji knew they would hear from Dwayne and Marianne that he had gone. But 
it was better for them to learn this after hÅȭÄ ÌÅÆÔȟ ÒÁÔÈÅÒ ÔÈÁÎ ÂÅÆÏÒÅȟ ÈÅ ÔÈÏÕÇÈÔȢ 

 
Senji found the first part of the walking extremely pleasant. He quietly recited a walking 

meditation, in time to the rhythm of his steps. By focusing on the in-breath and the out-breath, Senji 
soon noticed that everything around himɂthe flowering trees, painted wood-sided houses and 
gardens spilling over with purple cosmos and orange lilies, lavender and yellow gladiolas, looked 
astonishing. The yellows were a deeper yellow, the greens appeared greener, and the purples 
ÓÁÔÕÒÁÔÅÄ ×ÉÔÈ ÍÏÒÅ ÃÏÌÏÒ ÔÈÁÎ ÈÅȭÄ ÅÖÅÒ ÓÅÅÎȢ )Æ ÔÈÅ ÐÕÒÐÏÓÅ ÏÆ ×ÁÌËÉÎÇ ×ÁÓ ÔÏ ÔÁËÅ ÉÎ ÔÈÅ ÂÅÁÕÔÙ 
of the world, well, Senji was doing just that.  

But then he stopped meditating to scold himself. Walking must not have a purpose, a voice 
in his head told him. One walks to walk. One eats to eat. One performs every act simply for the act 
itself. 

4ÈÁÔ ×ÁÓ ÔÈÅ ÐÏÉÎÔȟ ÁÆÔÅÒ ÁÌÌȟ ÔÈÅ ÏÎÅ ÈÅ ÈÁÄÎȭÔ ×ÁÎÔÅÄ ÔÏ ÔÒÙ ÁÎÄ ÅØÐÌÁÉÎ ÔÏ ÈÉÓ ÃÈÉÌÄÒÅÎȢ 
 
Chris Cole, aka Senji, had been raised to believe that the point was to be somebody. For Chris 

Cole, a good-looking boy with sandy blond hair and dreamy blue-green eyes, that seemed like a goal 
ÈÅ ÍÉÇÈÔ ÎÏÔ ÅÖÅÒ ÒÅÁÃÈȟ ÔÈÏÕÇÈ ÈÅ ÄÉÄÎȭÔ ÓÈÁÒÅ ÔÈÉÓ ÆÅÅÌÉÎÇ ×ÉÔÈ ÁÎÙÏÎÅȢ (Å ×ÁÓ ÓÏ ÓÍÁÒÔ ÔÈÁÔ ÇÏÏÄ 
grades came easily. In fact, he was bright enough for schoolɂand pretty much all of lifeɂto bore 
him.  

He continued on in school, though, eventually earning a Ph.D. in Chemistry, and went into a 
ÆÉÅÌÄ ÏÆ ÒÅÓÅÁÒÃÈ ÓÏ ÃÏÍÐÌÅØ ÈÅ ÃÏÕÌÄÎȭÔ ÅØÐÌÁÉÎ ×ÈÁÔ ÈÅ ÄÉÄ ÁÔ ×ÏÒË ÔÏ ÁÎÙÏÎÅȢ 7ÏÍÅÎ ÆÅÌÌ in love 
with his ocean-colored eyes, and eventually Chris Cole fell back. Laura, the woman who crawled 
ÉÎÔÏ #ÈÒÉÓ #ÏÌÅȭÓ ÈÅÁÒÔȟ ÌÏÏËÅÄ ÅÎÏÕÇÈ ÌÉËÅ #ÈÒÉÓ ÔÏ ÈÁÖÅ ÂÅÅÎ ÈÉÓ ÓÉÓÔÅÒȢ 

They married a month after first sharing a peanut butter and strawberry jam sandwich. A 
son, Jonathan, was born just shy of a year later. 

4ÈÒÅÅ ÙÅÁÒÓ ÉÎÔÏ ÔÈÅ ÍÁÒÒÉÁÇÅȟ #ÈÒÉÓ ×ÏËÅ ÕÐ ÏÎÅ ÍÏÒÎÉÎÇ ÁÎÄ ÆÅÌÔ ÌÉËÅ ÈÅ ÃÏÕÌÄÎȭÔ ÂÒÅÁÔÈÅȢ 
Laura snored quietly in the queen-size bed next to him, while Chris tried to calm himself and take in 
more air. As the panic slowly subsided, his heart beat less wildly and his inhalations brought more 
ÁÉÒ ÉÎÔÏ ÈÉÓ ÌÕÎÇÓȢ !Ó ÓÏÏÎ ÁÓ ÈÅȭÄ ÓÅÔÔÌÅÄ ÄÏ×Î ÅÎÏÕÇÈ ÔÏ ÂÒÅÁÔÈÅ ÎÏÒÍÁÌÌÙȟ ÈÅ ÇÏÔ ÕÐ ÁÎÄ ×ÅÎÔ ÔÏ 
the bathroom. 

Studying himself in the mirror, Chris realizeÄ ÔÈÁÔ ÈÅ ÈÁÄ ÂÅÃÏÍÅ ÓÏÍÅÏÎÅ ÈÅ ÄÉÄÎȭÔ ÌÉËÅȢ 
Yes, he had a good education and a well-paid, respected job. Yes, he had an attractive wife and a 
ÃÕÔÅ ÄÁÕÇÈÔÅÒ ÁÎÄ ÓÏÎȢ "ÕÔ ÔÈÅÒÅ ×ÁÓ ÔÈÉÓ ÆÁÃÅ ÌÏÏËÉÎÇ ÂÁÃË ÁÔ ÈÉÍ ÉÎ ÔÈÅ ÍÉÒÒÏÒȟ ÁÎÄ ÈÅ ÄÉÄÎȭÔ ÈÁÖÅ 
a clue who this guy was. 

The transformation from Chris Cole to Senji happened gradually. On the way home from 
×ÏÒË ÔÈÁÔ ÎÉÇÈÔȟ #ÈÒÉÓ ÓÔÏÐÐÅÄ ÉÎÔÏ ÔÈÅ :ÅÎ "ÕÄÄÈÉÓÔ #ÅÎÔÅÒ ÈÅȭÄ ÐÁÓÓÅÄ ÍÁÎÙ ÔÉÍÅÓ ÂÅÆÏÒÅ ×ÉÔÈÏÕÔ 
a second thought. The following night, he stopped in again. This stopping in and meditating, his 
folded legs falling asleep and tingling, went on for several months. 

Then one Saturday morning, he packed a small navy blue duffel bag. Laura was out with the 
ËÉÄÓ ÁÔ Á ÌÏÃÁÌ ÐÁÒËȢ (Å ÌÅÆÔ Á ÎÏÔÅȢ Ȱ) ÎÅÅÄ ÔÏ ÇÅÔ Á×ÁÙȢ ) ÄÏÎȭÔ ËÎÏ× ×ÈÅÎ )ȭÌÌ ÂÅ ÂÁÃËȢ )ȭÌÌ ÃÁÌÌ ÙÏÕȢȱ 

Chris Cole had quit his job, without giving notice or any reason for his departure. He was 
handed a final check, seconds after he turned over his keys. When he walked out the door for the 
last time, Chris notiÃÅÄ ÔÈÁÔ ÈÅ ÄÉÄÎȭÔ ÆÅÅÌ Á ÔÈÉÎÇȢ 



 

 

(Å ÈÁÄÎȭÔ ×ÁÎÔÅÄ ÔÏ ÅØÐÌÁÉÎ ÔÈÅ ÒÅÁÓÏÎ ÆÏÒ ÁÂÁÎÄÏÎÉÎÇ ÈÉÓ ÌÉÆÅ ÕÐ ÔÏ ÔÈÁÔ ÐÏÉÎÔȢ )Ô ×ÁÓÎȭÔ 
ÔÈÁÔ ÈÅ ÄÉÄÎȭÔ ÂÅÌÉÅÖÅ ÈÉÓ ×ÉÆÅ ÁÎÄ ËÉÄÓ ÏÒ ÈÉÓ ÅÍÐÌÏÙÅÒ ÄÅÓÅÒÖÅÄ ÁÎ ÅØÐÌÁÎÁÔÉÏÎ ÂÕÔ ÔÈÁÔ ÈÅ ÆÏÕÎÄ 
himself incapable of putting into ×ÏÒÄÓ ÁÌÌ ÔÈÁÔ ÈÅȭÄ ÃÏÍÅ ÔÏ ÕÎÄÅÒÓÔÁÎÄȢ )Æ #ÈÒÉÓ #ÏÌÅ ÈÁÄ ÂÅÅÎ 
forced to say anything about his abrupt departure, throwing his entire life away as if it meant 
ÎÏÔÈÉÎÇ ÍÏÒÅ ÔÏ ÈÉÍ ÔÈÁÎ Á ÐÉÌÅ ÏÆ ÇÁÒÂÁÇÅȟ ÈÅ ÓÉÍÐÌÙ ×ÏÕÌÄ ÈÁÖÅ ÓÁÉÄȟ Ȱ) ÃÏÕÌÄÎȭÔ ÓÅÅ ÔÈÅ ÐÏÉÎÔȢȱ 

0ÏÉÎÔÌÅÓÓÎÅÓÓȢ 4ÈÁÔȭÓ ×ÈÁÔ ÈÁÄ ÃÏÍÅ ÕÐ ÁÇÁÉÎ ÁÎÄ ÁÇÁÉÎ ×ÈÅÎ #ÈÒÉÓ #ÏÌÅ ÍÅÄÉÔÁÔÅÄȟ ÈÉÓ 
ÆÏÌÄÅÄ ÌÅÇÓ ÁÃÈÉÎÇ ÂÕÔ ÈÉÓ ÍÉÎÄ ÂÅÃÏÍÉÎÇ ÃÌÅÁÒÅÒ ×ÉÔÈ ÅÖÅÒÙ ÂÒÅÁÔÈȢ 5Ð ÔÏ ÔÈÅ ÍÏÍÅÎÔ ÈÅȭÄ ÓÔÅÐÐÅÄ 
into the Zen Center and joined a group of strangers on the floor, breathing in and breathing out, the 
room silent except for the sound of breathing, his life seemed like a thin line of smoke picked up by 
the breeze, broken apart, and then gone. Vanishing into nothing. 

(Å ÃÏÕÌÄÎȭÔ ÕÎÄÅÒÓÔÁÎÄ ÈÏ× Á ÌÉÆÅ ÔÈÁÔ ÔÏÏË ÙÅÁÒÓ ÔÏ ÃÒÅate, hours in class and studying, 
ÔÉÍÅ ÓÐÅÎÔ ÔÁÌËÉÎÇ ÔÏ ,ÁÕÒÁ ÁÎÄ ÃÈÁÎÇÉÎÇ ÔÈÅ ÂÁÂÉÅÓȭ ÄÉÁÐÅÒÓȟ ÄÁÙ ÁÆÔÅÒ ÄÁÙ ÁÎÄ ×ÅÅË ÁÆÔÅÒ ×ÅÅËȟ ÄÉÄ 
not have meaning for him anymore or even any substance. The more he considered this, the more 
he saw his life as an inflated balloon. How easy it would be to stick a tiny pin in and watch his world 
deflate into a ragged bit of rubber. 

 
 
Senji walked south from Seattle, trying not to consider his destination or anything beyond 

the simple act of putting one foot in front of the other and breathing. His legs were long and he 
made good time without trying. An hour passed and then two, three, four. He pulled a bag of trail 
mix out of his pack and started munching. He took several sips of water after. 

The walking continued and went on, while the sun shifted from directly overhead to a slight 
angle. He grew warm, the black robe absorbing the heat, and occasionally used the back of his right 
hand to brush sweat off his forehead and cheeks. When he needed to pee, he kept his eyes open for 
Á ÇÁÓ ÓÔÁÔÉÏÎ ÏÒ ÓÔÏÒÅȢ )Î ÔÈÅ ÍÅÎȭÓ ÒÏÏÍȟ ÈÅ ÓÔÕÄÉÅÄ ÈÉÓ ÆÁÃÅȟ ×ÈÉÃÈ ÈÁÄ ÔÕÒÎÅÄ ÒÏÓÙȢ 

 
Senji lost track of time. Weeks passed while he walked, without a clue as to where he was 

headed or even his location. Some places he found shelter in Buddhist centers and occasionally in 
ËÉÎÄ ÓÔÒÁÎÇÅÒÓȭ ÈÏÍÅÓȢ &ÒÏÍ ÔÉÍÅ ÔÏ ÔÉÍÅȟ ÈÅ ÓÌÅÐÔ ÏÕÔÄÏÏÒÓȢ 

He begged for change on city streets. Often, kind men and women handed him leftovers or 
ÓÁÎÄ×ÉÃÈÅÓ ÔÈÅÙȭÄ ÂÏÕÇÈÔȢ /ÎÃÅ ÉÎ Á ×ÈÉÌÅȟ ÓÏÍÅÏÎÅ ÁÓËÅÄ ÈÉÍ Á ÑÕÅÓÔÉÏÎȢ Ȱ7ÈÅÒÅ ÁÒÅ ÙÏÕ ÆÒÏÍȩȱ 
Ȱ!ÒÅ ÙÏÕ ÏÎ ÓÏÍÅ ÓÏÒÔ ÏÆ ÐÉÌÇÒÉÍÁÇÅȩȱ 

Senji answered as best he could. He never bothered to ask the name of the town or city but 
often a stranger would tell him. 

Ȱ9ÏÕȭÒÅ ÉÎ %ÕÇÅÎÅȟ /ÒÅÇÏÎ ÎÏ×ȟȱ Á ÃÕÔÅ ÂÌÏÎÄ ÇÉÒÌ ÔÏÌÄ 3ÅÎÊÉȟ ÁÆÔÅÒ ÈÁÎÄÉÎÇ ÈÉÍ a dollar. 
From Eugene, Senji made his way to the coast. By the time he arrived, the rain that barely let 

up until summer had begun. Senji was drenched now, from head to toe. His sandaled feet sloshed 
through puddles, mud darkening his ankles. The rain soothed Senji after the hot sun. Of course, he 
was dazzled by the Pacific Ocean. 

Luckily, he made his way down to California before the snow started to come down. He 
wandered amongst the giant Redwoods along the North Coast, his mouth gaping open. It was 
inconceivable to Senji that the world went on and on, with its practically endless variety of plants 
ÁÎÄ ÁÎÉÍÁÌÓȢ 4ÈÅ ÍÏÒÅ 3ÅÎÊÉ ÓÁ× ÏÆ ÔÈÅ ÃÏÕÎÔÒÙȭÓ ÂÅÁÕÔÙȟ ÆÒÏÍ ÔÈÅ ÍÉÎÕÔÅÓÔ ÄÒÏÐÓ ÏÆ ÆÏÇ ÔÏ ÔÈÅ 
black volcanic rock dotting the coastline, he understood. There did happen to be a point and he had 
found it. 

Senji had never felt so alive, his feet covered in blisters grown hard with callouses, his black 
robe thinned and shredding. Still, Senji had no idea where he was heading or what would become of 
his life. The walking had opened him up, though. He had never before thought all this feeling was 
possible. 



 

 

He reached the small coastal village of Mendocino on a bright clear day in November. 
Sunlight sparkled on the ocean that afternoon, practically blinding him. He picked his way out a 
winding, pebbly path to the very edge of the headlands. 

When he reached that spot, he noticed a woman to his right, sitting in front of an easel 
painting. Wild curls the color of sand bleached by the sun brushed her shoulders. Senji headed in 
her direction, not sure why, except that he wanted to see the canvas set against her easel. He had, of 
ÃÏÕÒÓÅȟ ÆÏÒÇÏÔÔÅÎ ÔÈÁÔ ÈÅ ÈÁÄÎȭÔ ÂÁÔÈÅÄ ÉÎ ×ÅÅËÓ ÏÒ ×ÁÓÈÅÄ ÈÉÓ ÒÏÂÅȢ 4ÈÅ ÆÁÃÔ ÔÈÁÔ ÈÅ ÍÉÇÈÔ ÆÒÉÇÈÔÅÎ 
ÔÈÅ ×ÏÍÁÎ ÄÉÄÎȭÔ ÏÃÃÕÒ ÔÏ ÈÉÍȢ 

She smelled him before he stepped into her line of sight. The odor caused her to gasp out 
loud, get up from the little red nylon seat set in front of the easel, step back and consider Senji. He 
ÃÏÕÌÄ ÔÅÌÌ ÆÒÏÍ ÔÈÅ ÅØÐÒÅÓÓÉÏÎ ÏÎ ÈÅÒ ÆÁÃÅ ÔÈÁÔ ÓÈÅ ÄÉÄÎȭÔ ËÎÏ× ×ÈÁÔ ÔÏ ÍÁËÅ Ïf him. Should she be 
frightened or not? 

Ȱ$ÏÎȭÔ ÂÅ ÁÆÒÁÉÄȟȱ 3ÅÎÊÉ ÓÁÉÄȟ ÔÁËÉÎÇ ÓÅÖÅÒÁÌ ÓÔÅÐÓ ÂÁÃËȟ ×ÏÎÄÅÒÉÎÇ ÉÆ ÈÅ ÓÈÏÕÌÄ ÒÅÃÏÎÓÉÄÅÒȟ 
leave the woman alone and be on his way. 

The woman continued to stare at him. He could see her taking him in, assessing his feet, 
then moving her gaze up to the frayed hem of his robe and on up to his face, which was caked with 
dirt and darkened from the sun, and his head, where the hair had grown out in matted clumps. 

Ȱ)ȭÍ ÎÏÔ ÇÏÉÎÇ ÔÏ ÈÕÒÔ ÙÏÕȟȱ 3ÅÎÊÉ ÓÁÉÄȟ ÏÎ ÓÅÅÉÎÇ ÔÈÅ ×ÏÍÁÎ ÓÔÉÌÌ ×ÁÒÉÌÙ ÅÙÅÉÎÇ ÈÉÍȢ Ȱ) ÏÎÌÙ 
×ÁÎÔÅÄ ÔÏ ÓÅÅ ×ÈÁÔ ÙÏÕ ×ÅÒÅ ÐÁÉÎÔÉÎÇȢȱ 

The woman stepped back a few feet more, taking her eyes off Senji, as she gripped the 
×ÏÏÄÅÎ ÅÎÄ ÏÆ Á ÐÁÉÎÔÂÒÕÓÈȢ 3ÈÅ ÄÉÄÎȭÔ ÓÁÙ Á ×ÏÒÄ ÂÕÔ ×ÁÖÅÄ ÈÅÒ ÆÒÅÅ ÌÅÆÔ ÈÁÎÄ ÁÔ ÔÈÅ ÃÁÎÖÁÓȟ 
inviting Senji to look. 

Senji took several small steps closer to the easel. He could see that the painting was nearly 
done. The woman had captured everything, he could see, as he took in the view of the huge ragged 
black rocks scattered here and there in the water and the dark hills in the distance, then checked 
the painting to assess the resemblance. 

Ȱ4ÈÁÔȭÓ ÉÔȟȱ ÈÅ ÓÁÉÄȟ ÎÏÔ ÁÂÌÅ ÔÏ ÓÔÉÆÌÅ ÔÈÅ ÄÅÌÉÇÈÔ ÉÎ ÈÉÓ ÖÏÉÃÅȢ Ȱ9ÏÕ ÈÁÖÅ ÇÏÔÔÅÎ ÉÔ ÄÏ×Î 
ÐÅÒÆÅÃÔÌÙȢȱ 

He looked up and smiled at the woman, wishing he could explain what this moment meant. 
)Ô ×ÁÓÎȭÔ ÊÕÓÔ ÔÈÁÔ ÓÈÅ ÈÁÐÐÅÎÅÄ ÔÏ ÂÅ Á ÇÏÏÄ ÁÒÔÉÓÔ ÏÒ ÔÈÁÔ ÓÈÅ ÈÁÄ ÃÁÐÔÕÒÅÄ ÔÈÅ ÓÃÅÎÅ ÓÐÒÅÁÄ ÏÕÔ ÉÎ 
ÆÒÏÎÔ ÏÆ ÔÈÅÍȢ .ÏȢ 3ÅÎÊÉ ÃÏÕÌÄ ÓÅÅ ÔÈÁÔ ÓÈÅ ÈÁÄ ÆÏÕÎÄ ÔÈÅ ÐÏÉÎÔ ÉÎ ÉÔ ÁÌÌȟ ÔÈÉÓ ÍÅÁÎÉÎÇ ÈÅȭÄ ÂÅÅÎ ÓÏ 
anxious to comprehend. 

 
3ÅÎÊÉ ÄÉÄÎȭÔ ÒÅÁÌÉÚÅ ÔÈÉÓ ÒÉÇÈÔ ÏÆÆ ÂÕÔ ÓÅÅÉÎÇ ÔÈÁÔ ÐÁÉÎÔÉÎÇ ÐÕÔ ÁÎ ÅÎÄ ÔÏ ÈÉÓ ×ÁÌËÉÎÇȢ (Å 

wandered around town afterwards, not at all sure what he was looking for, but knew that his need 
for the aimless walking had changed. The sun was now dropping down over the water. 

For months, he had walked without noticing if people looked at him, as the woman painter 
had done. Throughout the town, which was filled with old wooden houses, many painted in cheerful 
pastel colors, he passed men and women and saw that they glanced sideways at him, then turned 
away. Some even frowned. 

!Ô ÔÈÅ ÅÄÇÅ ÏÆ ÔÏ×Îȟ ÈÅ ÓÐÏÔÔÅÄ Á ÂÌÕÅ ÁÎÄ ×ÈÉÔÅ ÓÉÇÎ ÐÏÉÎÔÉÎÇ ÔÏ Á ÖÉÓÉÔÏÒȭÓ ÃÅÎÔÅÒ ÁÎÄ 
restrooms. He headed down the sidewalk toward a small Victorian cottage, then followed the path 
to tÈÅ ÌÅÆÔ ×ÈÅÒÅ ÔÈÅ ÁÒÒÏ× ÐÏÉÎÔÅÄȢ (Å ÐÕÓÈÅÄ ÏÐÅÎ ÔÈÅ ÄÏÏÒ ÔÏ ÔÈÅ ÍÅÎȭÓ ÒÏÏÍ ÁÎÄ ÆÏÕÎÄ ÔÈÁÔ ÈÅ 
had the place to himself. 

3ÔÒÁÎÇÅÌÙ ÅÎÏÕÇÈȟ ÄÕÒÉÎÇ ÈÉÓ ÍÏÎÔÈÓ ÏÆ ×ÁÌËÉÎÇȟ ÈÅ ÈÁÄÎȭÔ ÔÁËÅÎ Á ÇÏÏÄ ÃÌÏÓÅ ÌÏÏË ÁÔ 
himself. After peeing, he did just that. His face was black with grime, the only light spots being the 
white areas directly around his eyes. Dirty clumps of hair poked up and out, here and there on his 
head. His skinny neck was ringed with a gray-brown crust. 



 

 

The water ran black in the white porcelain sink, as Senji worked first on his hands and arms 
and then tackled his face and hair. With his robe stripped off, he did his best to clean under his 
arms, his chest and legs, and lastly his feet. For the first time since he began walking, Senji noticed 
what had become of his toes, calloused and hardened, the nails thick and yellow, with black 
underneath. Like his toes, the soles of his feet and his heels felt more like wood than skin. As he 
rubbed the dirt off with his wet hands, he silently thanked his feet for carrying him all this way. 

Senji started his new life in Mendocino, washing dishes in a vegetarian restaurant on Ukiah 
Street. The owner of the restaurant, a white guy with thick, sandy brown Rasta dreadlocks named 
Jeremy, let Senji sleep in a small shed at the back of his property, a few blocks uphill from his 
ÂÕÓÉÎÅÓÓȢ *ÅÒÅÍÙ ÈÁÄÎȭÔ ÙÅÔ ÄÅÃÉÄÅÄ ÉÆ 3ÅÎÊÉ ×ÁÓ Á ×ÉÓÅ ÒÅÌÉÇÉÏÕÓ ÍÁÎ ÏÒ Á ÃÒÁÚÙ ÄÕÄÅȟ ÏÒ ÍÁÙÂÅ Á ÂÉÔ 
of both, but he figured the guy was harmless and wanted to help him out. The young guy had his 
reasons for doing so. Coming from a family where everyone achieved, as Jeremy liked to explain, he 
felt a kinship to people like Senji, who opted for a different path. 

In his new life, Senji worked hard, but now the working felt different. In fact, he loved 
washing dishes. He came up with a simple repetitive chant that traveled through his mind, as he 
ÓÃÏÕÒÅÄ ÔÈÅ ×ÈÉÔÅ ÐÌÁÔÅÓ ÁÎÄ ÃÌÅÁÒ ÇÌÁÓÓÅÓȟ ÂÅÆÏÒÅ ÓÅÔÔÉÎÇ ÔÈÅÍ ÏÎ ÔÈÅ ÄÉÓÈ×ÁÓÈÅÒȭÓ ÍÅÔÁÌ ÒÁÃËÓȢ 
Washing just to wash brings joy. And on and on, the chant would circle through his mind, until there 
×ÁÓÎȭÔ Á ÓÉÎÇÌÅ ÏÔÈÅÒ ÔÈÏÕÇÈÔȢ 

Gradually, the town locals became accustomed to Senji. They called him Our Buddhist Monk. 
Several shop owners pitched in to buy Senji a couple new robes.  

Nearly everyone liked to walk out on the headlands fronting the town and watch Senji 
meditate, sitting at the very edge, on the ground. It got to the point that no one could remember a 
ÔÉÍÅ ×ÈÅÎ 3ÅÎÊÉȟ ÔÈÅ "ÕÄÄÈÉÓÔ ÍÏÎË ÉÎ ÈÉÓ ÌÏÎÇ ÂÌÁÃË ÒÏÂÅȟ ÈÁÄÎȭÔ ÂÅÅÎ ÔÈÅÒÅȢ 

 
    

  



 

 

Horse Training 
Renee Rivers 

     
Ȱ9ÏÕ ÃÁÎȭÔ ÔÒÁÉÎ ÆÏÒ ÒÉÄÉÎÇ Á ÈÏÒÓÅ ÌÉËÅ 0ÉÎËȟȱ "ÅÔÈ ÓÁÉÄ ÔÈÁÔ ÄÁÙ ÁÆÔÅÒ ) ÄÉÓÍÏÕÎÔÅÄ ÁÎÄ ÓÈÁËÉÌÙ 

handed her the reins. As a middle-aged, suburban mother, I should have known better, but my 
friend Beth is the closest thing I know to a horse ×ÈÉÓÐÅÒÅÒȢ !ÎÄȟ ÁÔ ÔÉÍÅÓȟ ) ÄÏÎȭÔ ÈÁÖÅ Á ÌÏÔ ÏÆ ÓÅÎÓÅȟ 
horse or otherwise. That probably explains why I rode a psychotic horse along the cactus-lined 
drop-ÏÆÆ ÏÆ ÔÈÅ -ÏÇÏÌÌÏÎ 2ÉÍ ÏÎ ÁÎ ÏÔÈÅÒ×ÉÓÅ ÌÏÖÅÌÙ ÆÁÌÌ ÄÁÙ ×ÉÔÈ "ÅÔÈȭÓ ÈÕÓÂÁÎÄȟ ÔÈÅÉÒ ÆÒÉÅÎÄ 
Brighty and my thirteen-year-old daughter.  

4ÈÅ ÈÏÒÓÅȭÓ ÎÁÍÅ ×ÁÓ 0ÉÎËȢ 0ÉÎË &ÌÏÙÄɂa spirited and skittish horse named for a British 
Rock bandɂwas it the mad look in his eye? Or, the fact that he was white with lots of pink on his 
face?  But I knew, watching the back ÏÆ ÍÙ ÄÁÕÇÈÔÅÒȭÓ ÈÅÁÄ ÁÓ ÓÈÅ ÂÏÕÎÃÅÄ ÁÌÏÎÇ ÁÈÅÁÄ ÏÎ Á ÇÅÎÔÌÅÒ 
ÈÏÒÓÅ ÔÈÁÔ ÙÏÕÎÇ ÇÉÒÌÓ ×ÅÒÅÎȭÔ ÓÏ ÄÉÆÆÅÒÅÎÔ ÆÒÏÍ ×ÉÌÄ ÈÏÒÓÅÓȢ 4ÈÅÙ ÂÏÔÈ ÃÏÕÌÄ ÂÅ ÓÔÒÏÎÇ-willed, 
reactive, unpredictable.   

As I rode, or rather hung on, I tried not to think of Pink Floyd songs ÌÉËÅȡ Ȱ"ÒÁÉÎ $ÁÍÁÇÅȟȱ 
Ȱ7ÁÉÔÉÎÇ ÆÏÒ ÔÈÅ 7ÏÒÍÓȟȱ Ȱ'ÏÏÄÂÙÅ "ÌÕÅ 3ËÙȢȱ 9ÏÕ ÇÅÔ ÔÈÅ ÐÉÃÔÕÒÅȢ  

!ÆÔÅÒ Á ÄÁÙ ×ÒÁÎÇÌÉÎÇ ÔÈÅ ÄÉÆÆÉÃÕÌÔ ÈÏÒÓÅȟ ) ÁÓËÅÄ "ÅÔÈȟ Ȱ7ÈÙ ÄÉÄ ÙÏÕ ÇÉÖÅ ÍÅ ÔÈÅ ×ÉÌÄ ÏÎÅ 
×ÈÅÎ "ÒÉÇÈÔÙȭÓ ÓÕÃÈ ÁÎ ÁÃÃÏÍÐÌÉÓÈÅÄ ÒÉÄÅÒȩȱ "ÒÉÇÈÔÙ ɉÂÙ-the-way, who names their kid for a Grand 
Canyon mule?) was lanky, gorgeous and a good storyteller. Like a lot of women of her background, 
she had years of English show jumping behind her. 

(ÏÉÓÔÉÎÇ Á Ó×ÅÁÔÙ ÓÁÄÄÌÅȟ "ÅÔÈ ÓÁÉÄȟ Ȱ"ÅÃÁÕÓÅȟ &ÌÏÙÄ ÎÅÅÄÓ Á ÓÔÒÏÎÇȟ ÃÁÌÍ ÈÁÎÄȢ "ÒÉÇÈÔÙ has 
ÔÒÁÉÎÉÎÇȟ ÂÕÔ ÈÅÒ ÓÔÒÅÎÇÔÈȭÓ ÎÏÔ ÉÎ ÈÅÒ ÃÏÒÅȢ &ÏÒ ×ÈÁÔ ÙÏÕ ÌÁÃË ÉÎ ÔÒÁÉÎÉÎÇȟ ÙÏÕȭÖÅ ÇÏÔ ÔÈÅ ÐÒÅÓÅÎÃÅ ÔÏ 
ÈÁÎÄÌÅ &ÌÏÙÄȢ 9ÏÕ ÃÁÎȭÔ ÔÒÁÉÎ ÆÏÒ ÔÈÁÔȢȱ 

 
9ÏÕ ÃÁÎȭÔ ÔÒÁÉÎ ÆÏÒ ÔÈÁÔ. Really? 
  
She explained that Floyd was a roping horse traumatized by chute ÔÒÁÉÎÉÎÇȢ !ÎÄȟ ÈÅ ÄÉÄÎȭÔ ÌÉËÅ 

men. Her husband, Danɂin trying to establish dominance with Floydɂhad tipped that balance too 
ÆÁÒȟ ÓÐÏÏËÉÎÇ ÈÉÍ ÔÏ ÔÈÅ ÐÏÉÎÔ ×ÈÅÒÅ $ÁÎ ÃÏÕÌÄÎȭÔ ÇÅÔ ÎÅÁÒ &ÌÏÙÄ ×ÉÔÈÏÕÔ ÍÁËÉÎÇ ÈÉÍ ÎÅÒÖÏÕÓȢ 

Ȱ3Ï ÙÏÕ ÇÁÖÅ ÈÉÍ ÔÏ meȩȱ ) ÁÓËÅÄȟ ÒÕÂÂÉÎÇ ÁÎ ÁÃÈÉÎÇ ÓÈÏÕÌÄÅÒȢ Ȱ) ÔÈÉÎË ) ÄÉÓÌÏÃÁÔÅÄ ÍÙ 
ÓÈÏÕÌÄÅÒ ÔÒÙÉÎÇ ÔÏ ÈÁÎÇ ÏÎȢȱ 7ÉÔÈ Á ÂÁÄ ËÎÅÅȟ ) ×ÁÓÎȭÔ ÁÂÌÅ ÔÏ ÈÁÎÇ ÏÎ ×ÉÔÈ ÌÅÇÓ ÔÈÅ ×ÁÙ ÍÏÓÔ ÒÉÄÅÒÓ 
do. I had to cross hold with my left hand on the saddle and my right leg, saving my sore knee for 
signaling ÐÒÅÓÓÕÒÅȢ )Ô ×ÁÓÎȭÔ ÐÅÒÆÅÃÔȟ ÂÕÔ ÉÔ ×ÏÒËÅÄȢ   

Ȱ$ÁÎ ÁÎÄ "ÒÉÇÈÔÙ ÓÁÉÄ ÙÏÕ ÈÁÎÄÌÅÄ &ÌÏÙÄ ÆÉÎÅȢ 9ÏÕ ÎÅÖÅÒ ÇÏÔ ÏÕÔ ÏÆ ÐÒÅÓÅÎÃÅȢ 4ÈÁÔȭÓ ×ÈÁÔ 
animal work requires: using your weaknesses to your advantageɂÓÔÁÙÉÎÇ ÉÎ ÃÈÁÒÇÅȢȱ 

When I was a girl, my best friend AlliÓÏÎ ÁÎÄ ) ÕÓÅÄ ÔÏ ÐÒÅÔÅÎÄ ×Å ×ÅÒÅ ÉÎ ÃÈÁÒÇÅȢ 7ÅȭÄ ÓÎÅÁË 
ÉÎÔÏ ÈÅÒ ÎÅÉÇÈÂÏÒȭÓ ÂÁÒÎ ÁÎÄ ÒÉÄÅ ÈÉÓ ÈÏÒÓÅÓ ÂÁÒÅÂÁÃËȢ  We were warned to stay away by our 
ÍÏÔÈÅÒÓȟ ÂÕÔ ÔÈÅ ÈÏÒÓÅÓ ×ÅÒÅ ÔÏÏ ÍÕÃÈ ÏÆ Á ÄÒÁ×Ȣ ) ÄÏÎȭÔ ËÎÏ× ÉÆ ÉÔ ×ÁÓ ÔÈÅ ×ÁÒÎÉÎÇÓ ÏÒ ÔÈÅ ÇÅÎÅÒÁÌ 
wariness all young girls should develop, but we were wary of the man to whom the horses 
ÂÅÌÏÎÇÅÄȢ "ÕÔȟ ×Å ×ÅÒÅÎȭÔ ÄÅÔÅÒÒÅÄȢ  

7ÅȭÄ ÓÎÅÁË ÉÎÔÏ ÔÈÅ ÂÁÒÎ ×ÉÔÈ ÃÁÒÒÏÔÓȟ ÆÅÅÄÉÎÇ ÔÈÅ ÈÏÒÓÅÓ ÆÒÏÍ ÏÕÒ ÐÁÌÅȟ ÅØÔÅÎÄÅÄ ÈÁÎÄÓȢ 7Å 
studied books about how Indians rode bareback. WÅȭÄ ÐÅÔȟ ÂÒÕÓÈȟ ÁÎÄ ÒÅÉÎ ÔÈÅ ÈÏÒÓÅÓȢ !ÎÄ ÁÔ ÄÕÓË 
×ÅȭÄ ÌÅÁÄ ÔÈÅÍ ÔÏ Á ÓÔÁÃË ÏÆ ÈÁÙ ÂÁÌÅÓȢ 3ÔÅÐÐÉÎÇ ÕÐ ÆÒÏÍ ÔÈÅ ÂÁÌÅÓȟ ×ÅȭÄ ÓÌÉÄÅ ÏÎÔÏ ÔÈÅ ÈÏÒÓÅÓȭ ÂÒÏÁÄ 
ÂÁÒÅ ÂÁÃËÓ ÁÎÄ ÇÌÉÄÅ ÔÈÒÏÕÇÈ ÔÈÅ ÔÒÏÄÄÅÎ ÐÁÓÔÕÒÅȟ ÄÒÅÁÍÉÎÇȢ 7ÅȭÄ ÔÅÌÌȟ ÙÅÁÒÓ ÌÁÔÅÒȟ ÈÏ× ÇÅÔÔÉÎÇ 
bucked off into the hard dust never stopped us. Until the accident.  

Allison worked in a stable after college. During a lightening storm, she was bringing horses 
back for stabling and hers spooked. Rearing back, the saddle horn caught in her mouth.   

) ÄÏÎȭÔ ÎÅÅÄ Ôo describe the kind of destructive momentum a half a ton of thunder-spooked 
animal, a broken leather-bound steel horn, and a rock-ÓÔÒÅ×Î ÔÒÁÉÌ ÃÁÎ ×ÒÅÁË ÏÎ Á ÙÏÕÎÇ ×ÏÍÁÎȭÓ 



 

 

body. Allison ÁÌÍÏÓÔ ÄÉÄÎȭÔ ÍÁËÅ ÉÔȢ Locked into a study program overseas, I sent letters, told her 
stories over the phone her mother held to her ear as she lay unconscious, her swollen head and face 
held together in a cocoon of bandaging.  

) ÔÒÉÅÄ ÎÏÔ ÔÏ ÃÒÙȢ 7ÅȭÄ ÁÌ×ÁÙÓ ÔÏÌÄ ÅÁÃÈ ÏÔÈÅÒ ÃÏ×ÇÉÒÌÓ ÄÉÄÎȭÔȟ ÁÎÙ×ÁÙȢ   
Allison recovered, for the most part. When I got married, she took off for the Grand Canyon 

instead of coming to my wedding. I remember feeling hollow, wondering, where did we grow apart? 
7ÁÓ ÉÔ ×ÈÅÎ ) ÄÉÄÎȭÔ ËÎÏ× ×ÈÁÔ ÔÏ ÓÁÙ ×ÈÅÎ ÔÈÅÙ ÒÅÍÏÖÅÄ ÔÈÅ ÂÁÎÄÁÇÅÓȩ 7ÁÓ Ét the fiancé I had 
ÁÎÄ ÓÈÅ ÄÉÄÎȭÔȩ  7ÁÓ ÉÔ ÔÈÅ ÔÉÍÅ ÔÈÁÔ ÈÁÄ ÌÁÐÓÅÄ ÓÉÎÃÅ ÏÕÒ ÈÏÒÓÅ ÙÅÁÒÓȩ  

0ÅÒÈÁÐÓ !ÌÌÉÓÏÎȟ ÌÉËÅ 0ÉÎËȟ ÈÁÄ ÊÕÓÔ ÈÁÄ ÅÎÏÕÇÈȢ 0ÅÒÈÁÐÓ ×ÈÁÔ ÌÉÆÅ ÁÓËÅÄ ÏÆ ÔÈÅÍ ×ÁÓÎȭÔ ×ÈÁÔ 
they wanted.  

Rubbing my shoulder on the drive home, I watched my daughter looking across the mesas and 
ÒÅÁÌÉÚÅÄ ÈÏ× ÌÉÔÔÌÅ ÔÉÍÅ ×Å ÓÐÅÎÔ ×ÉÔÈ ÈÏÒÓÅÓȟ ÈÏ× ÆÅ× ÙÅÁÒÓ ×Å ÈÁÄ ÌÅÆÔ ÂÅÆÏÒÅ ÓÈÅȭÄ ÂÅ ÇÒÏ×ÎȢ  ) 
shuÄÄÅÒÅÄ ÔÏ ÔÈÉÎË ÈÏ× ÓÈÅȭÄ ÎÅÖÅÒ-so-much-ÁÓ ÆÁÌÌÅÎ ÆÒÏÍ Á ÂÉËÅȟ ÌÅÔ ÁÌÏÎÅ Á ÈÏÒÓÅȢ Ȱ(Ï×ȭÄ ÙÏÕ 
ÌÉËÅ ÔÈÅ ÒÉÄÅ ÔÏÄÁÙȩȱ ) ÁÓËÅd.  

Ȱ/Èȟ ÍÏÍȢ )ÔȭÓ ÓÏ ÃÏÏÌȦ )Æ ÙÏÕ ÏÎÌÙ ËÎÅ× ÈÏ× ÍÕÃÈ ) ×ÁÎÔ Á ÈÏÒÓÅȢȱ 
Ȱ) ËÎÏ×Ȣ ) ËÎÏ×ȟȱ ×ÁÓ ÁÌÌ ) ÃÏÕÌÄ ÓÁÙȢ  
As the highway descended through a mesa and grasslands rose behind us, I thought about 

what horses have given and taken from us.   
)ÔȭÓ ÎÏÔ ÔÈÅ Ëind of thing you can train for. 
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Rebecca Harrison sneezes like Donald Duck and can be summoned by a cake signal in the sky. 
Her best friend is a dog who can count. Through the WoMentoring Project, she was chosen by Kirsty 
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Wyvern Lit flash fiction contest. Her stories can also be read at Quantum Fairy Tales, Maudlin 
House, Luna Station Quarterly, and elsewhere. 

 
6ÉÎÃÅÎÔ "ÁÒÒÙȭÓ ÁÆÆÅÃÔÉÏÎ ÆÏÒ ÃÒÅÁÔÉÖÅ ×ÒÉÔÉÎÇ ÉÓ ÒÏÏÔÅÄ ÉÎ ÔÈÅ ÔÈÅÁÔÒÅȢ -ÏÒÅ ÙÅÁÒÓ ÁÇÏ ÔÈÁÎ ÈÅ 

prefers to remember, his one-act plays caught the attention of the late Arthur Ballet at the 
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The American Place Theatre. Some productions followed, as well as a residency at The Edward 
Albee Foundation on Long Island. Meanwhile, Barry was teaching philosophy at Bakersfield College 
in California and authoring philosophy textbooks. Now retired from teaching, Barry has returned to 
his first love, fiction. For his other stories, seÅȡ 7ÒÉÔÉÎÇ 4ÏÍÏÒÒÏ× -ÁÇÁÚÉÎÅ ɉȰ$ÅÁÒ &ÅÌÌÏ× 
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Colin James has a chapbook of poems, Dreams of the Really Annoying, from Writing Knights Press. 

 


