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When you are describing, 
A shape, or sound, or tint; 
Don't state the matter plainly, 
But put it in a hint; 
And learn to look at all things, 
With a sort of mental squint. 

 
 ~Charles Lutwidge Dodgson 
 (Lewis Carroll) 
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Discussions Twice A Week At My House  
Brandon Williams  
 
We insult everyone, 
the unnecessary vulgarity of Tarantino, 
the inane length of Tolstoy, 
the ingratiating sap that bleeds 
like clichéd oaks, or worse yet, pines, 
from two-thirds of our workshop class. 
But there are those we never mention. 
That other third, those who revel 
in word-play and construct plots  
that strengthen and defend their themes 
and develop characters and situations 
into art.  These are not critiques for which 
we are prepared.  As students,  
we are set up for criticism; to take it,  
to return it two-fold.  And this 
is something we have mastered  
to the point that accepting beauty  
is as difficult as ignoring the speed-bag  
Kyle likes to hit while we talk. 
He stands, shoulders and feet squared,  
arms in front of his chin, and rolls  
his hands against the blur of red. 
I sit in my desk chair or in my green chair, 
sometimes on the floor with my feet 
on my ottoman, reading or eating or typing 
but always insulting.  Insulting the greats, 
Dickens and his flat characters 
or Nietzsche’s stay in the mental institution, 
anything we can latch onto as vindication, 
as proof that something in the world 
might be perfect, but this is not it. 
Without the insults, we must look 
at our own bucolic imitations, 
must accept them for failures.   
And such self-reflection would 
shatter the glass in which we have foolishly 
wrapped our dreams.  
So we ignore what we cannot attack,  
ignore when we cannot poke holes  
with our pencils into their hardbound masterpieces. 
 
The few who escape our razor-wire tongues 
hear no praise, for silence has become 
the best we can offer. 



  11 

Fields Of Former Dreams 
Gene McCormick 
 
An occasional flattened tin can, a beer  
bottle tossed from a pickup truck’s window, 
a dusty old slab-ribbed hunting dog  
or predatory coyote are usually the 
only signs of life, living or dead, along the 
neglected two lane dirt road. 
Closer to town a few tires lay about,  
a wringer washer is on its side next to a  
portable TV with a smashed-in screen. 
 
There’s a silo that used to be red but the  
paint, farm and tenants have long vanished. 
Corn, wheat and soybeans are tended by an 
off-site pinstriped conglomerate. 
 
Alvin, town mayor and a Republican, wants 
to pave the road but that’s because he owns 
Alvin’s Asphalt Paving Company. 
It would create jobs, he says. 
The town board also voted against Ben’s request 
to tear down the silo. Ben’s in the construction 
business, you might have guessed. 
It’s a historic landmark, they say. 
 
Board did pass an ordinance requiring dogs 
be on leashes but coyotes are not covered. 
 
The conglomerate wants to lease land to the 
billboard companies, and the zoning board has  
taken that motion under advisement. 
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The Kicking Fields 
Anna Autilio 
 
The kicking fields are ripe, 
so let me go. 
Sic me on surrendered weeds; 
the crop of clouds. 
I can plant your summer lust 
and let it feed  
on sun-blackened, humming earth, 
on the space between your toes. 
I can find you energy 
in the dimple of a bond 
between seed and stamen. 
 
The hydroelectric power plant 
pumps blood across my  
solar-panel shoulders, 
seeking heat from the 
yellow flower of the sky. 
Drawing from below, my feet  
suffuse with geothermal weight, 
collecting hot and spirited 
in both my windmill legs. 
 
Swing! 
The puffs of white disperse and  
Swing! 
float in flocks of scatterlings. I 
Swing! 
plow a path of green behind me 
Swing! 
and all the world is fertilized. 
Swing! 
The only way I know of that 
Swing! 
anger can be liberating, 
Swing! 
frustration can be germinating, 
Swing! 
and happiness decapitating. 
Swing! 
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My Students Among The Art 
Grace Bauer 
 
Some look awkward.                                                                              
Some look bored. 
One asks, what have we 
come here for? 
 
Some look curious. 
Some look stunned. 
A few look as if they think 
this could be fun. 
 
A few look awed. 
A few look entranced. 
One fidgets like a kid 
who has just wet his pants. 
 
A clique debates abstraction: 
It's an angel. It's a clown. 
A loner studies a nude 
with a dispassionate frown. 
 
One chews a strand of hair. 
One scratches his ear. 
Another hunkers in a corner -- 
out of boredom? Or fear? 
 
One scribbles out pages. 
One struggles for a word. 
One appears to find 
the whole museum absurd. 
 
I'm looking at them looking. 
Some of them look back at me. 
With any luck, for a moment, 
we might actually see. 
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               Map of the World 
        Allen Kopp 

 

On the first day of the new school term, Joanne Torrance was sullen and unhappy. She wasn’t 

ready for summer vacation to be over; she wanted to be able to stay at home and do as she pleased all 

the time. It wouldn’t have mattered to her if school had never taken up again for as long as she lived. 

She was sure she could learn all she needed to know from reading books and magazines and seeing 

lots of movies and watching the really important shows on TV like Superman and Lassie and The 

Three Stooges.   

As soon as she met her new teacher for the first time—one Ruby Chinn—she hated her on 

sight. She had long yellow teeth that showed, whether she was talking or smiling and even when her 

mouth was closed. She had dyed hair the color of beets that she wore pulled into a severe bun on top 

of her head that resembled a cake made out of hair and that showed the fleshy folds on the sides of 

her face and neck. Joanne could have told her how she might adopt a more flattering hairdo to 

complement her round face, but she didn’t care how ridiculous a person’s hair looked when she 

despised that person as much as she despised Miss Chinn.    

Since it was the first day of the new term and people didn’t know each other very well, Miss 

Chinn had each person write his (or her, as the case may be) name on the blackboard in colored 

chalk. After writing his or her name, the person was to turn around and face the class and introduce 

himself (or herself) in a loud, clear voice. The boys were then supposed to bow from the waist and 

the girls to curtsey. This was a chance for everybody to get to know what face went with what name. 

Miss Chinn referred to this exercise as an ice breaker.  

 When Joanne’s turn came, she went to the blackboard and picked up the pink chalk and wrote 

her name in a neat cursive script underneath the babyish scrawl of the person who went before her. 

Then she turned around and bowed from the waist instead of curtseying. A howl went up from the 
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class and she flushed with embarrassment.  

“No, no, no!” Miss Chinn said impatiently with her forefingers extended, two feet apart, as 

though measuring the length of a fish she had caught. “What do girls do?” 

“Curtsey!” the class said in unison. 

“And what do boys do?” 

“Bow from the waist!” 

“That’s right! Now, Joanne, I have a simple question for you and it isn’t that difficult. Are 

you a girl or a boy?” 

Again a howl of laughter erupted from the class. They were enjoying her discomfort, which 

went a long way toward relieving the tedium of the first day of class.   

“I’m a girl,” she said in a small voice. 

“What was that?” Miss Chinn said. “I can’t hear you!” 

“I said I’m a girl!” 

“Well, you certainly look like a girl, but we all just saw you do the thing that boys do. Now, 

can you prove that you’re a girl and do what girls do?” 

“No.” 

“What do you mean ‘no’?”   

“I mean I would rather not.” 

“And why would you rather not?” 

“It’s silly.” 

“Not as silly as you are in refusing to do it.”  

“I don’t think I have to do it just because you tell me to do it.” 

Miss Chinn rolled her eyes and the class laughed again. “If there is one thing I will not 

tolerate in the classroom,” she bellowed, “it is insolence!” 
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“You and me both,” Joanne said, but not loud enough for Miss Chinn to hear it. 

“You are wasting precious time! Sit down this instant! We’ll deal with this matter later.” She 

opened her grade book. “I could send you to the principal’s office, but I know he’s busy on the first 

day and would rather not be bothered, so I’m giving you a failing grade for the day. You may be the 

only student in the history of this school to get a failing grade for the first day of the new term.”  

“Whoo-whoo-whoo!” went the class.  

Joanne returned to her seat, wishing she had a pirate dagger to plunge far into the heart of 

Miss Chinn and everybody else in the class.  

The next person to the blackboard to write her name was Veronica Kennedy. She had blonde 

hair and dimples and a beauty mark on her right cheek. People said she looked like a movie star and 

would go far in life. She already had breasts and was wearing a brassiere, the outline of which could 

be clearly seen through her lovely yellow blouse. She wrote her name beautifully with yellow chalk 

(yellow seemed to be her color) underneath Joanne’s name, and then she turned and faced the class 

and executed a perfect curtsey, holding her skirt out just far enough so that the edge of her underpants 

showed. The class erupted in cheers and applause.   

“You see?” Miss Chinn said triumphantly. “That is what girls do!” 

“Yaw-yaw-yaw!” went the class as Veronica Kennedy smirked with superiority and resumed 

her seat. 

Later in the day, during the social studies lesson, Miss Chinn pulled down a map of the world 

like a window shade and stood before it with her pointer.  

“Now,” she said, “who can tell me where Peru is?” 

Joanne was the only person in the class who raised a hand.  

“Come now,” Miss Chinn said. “Doesn’t anybody know where Peru is?” 

Joanne raised her hand even higher. She was all the way at the back of the room, so maybe 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Miss Chinn hadn’t noticed her.  

“Nobody?” Miss Chinn asked. “Can’t anybody tell me where Peru is? No? It’s in South 

America. Can anybody tell me where South America is?” 

“I can!” Joanne said, waving her hand. 

“Who said that?” Miss Chinn asked.  

“I did!” Joanne said.   

“I believe I’m had quite enough of you for one day,” Miss Chinn said. “You should know by 

now that we don’t speak in class until we’ve been called on. You haven’t been called on.” 

“Hoo-hoooooo!” went the class. 

“Now, can anybody tell me where South America is?” 

Joanne lowered her hand and slumped down in her chair. 

“Nobody? Shame on you! It’s right there!” She pointed to South America, outlining it with 

the pointer. “And there is Peru!”    

During lunch in the school cafeteria, Joanne sat by herself facing the wall. She heard sniggers 

behind her back and knew they were coming from the next table where Veronica Kennedy and her 

coterie of followers were sitting. Somebody threw a wet bread ball and hit her in the side of the head, 

followed by a volley of snorting laughter. She was only half-finished with her lunch, but she didn’t 

feel like eating the rest of it and so stood up and emptied her tray and went outside. 

Rosalie Dunphy was leaning against the side of the building with her head tilted back against 

the brick and her eyes closed, like a cat sunning itself. She was a large, silent girl with wild unkempt 

hair who was a couple of years older than anybody else because she had been held back two grades. 

Joanne knew her slightly from the year before. When she walked up to her, Rosalie opened her eyes 

and looked at her but didn’t move her head.  

“I’d like to poison Miss Chinn,” Joanne said.  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Rosalie reached in her pocket and took out a folded-up piece of paper and handed it to Joanne. 

“I drew this,” she said.  

Joanne unfolded the paper and saw there a picture of a witch flying on a broomstick with her 

heels up in the air and a leer on her face. She was wearing a pointed hat and had a hump on her back 

and a wart on her chin with hairs coming out of it. It was a perfect likeness of Miss Chinn.  

“That’s pretty good,” she said, handing the drawing back to Rosalie.  

“I like to draw.” 

She stood next to Rosalie against the wall and she somehow felt better and not so alone. “I 

hate everybody in this school,” Joanne said after a while. 

“Come with me,” Rosalie said. “I have something I want to show you.” 

She led the way around the building to the long flight of concrete steps that went down from 

the school grounds to Main Street. The steps were strictly off limits during school hours, but that 

didn’t make any difference to Rosalie. She went down near the bottom of the steps and sat down. 

Joanne followed her and sat next to her.  

“You have to promise not to tell anybody about this,” Rosalie said.  

“I won’t,” Joanne said.  

She reached into her pocket again and took out a package of Lucky Strike cigarettes and a 

little box of kitchen matches. 

Joanne wanted to say is that all, but she said nothing because Rosalie surprised her by taking 

a cigarette out of the pack and putting it in her mouth and lighting it as expertly as if she had been 

smoking her whole life.  

Rosalie took a deep drag on the cigarette and inhaled the smoke into her lungs. “Ah, that is so 

good,” she said.   

After another drag, she held the cigarette out to Joanne. “Try it,” she said.  
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“I haven’t ever smoked before,” Joanne said.  

“Try it.” 

She took the cigarette from her and drew a little of the smoke into her mouth and breathed it 

out. “That tastes awful,” she said. 

“It takes some practice before you’re any good at it,” Rosalie said.  

They smoked the cigarette, handing it back and forth, until it was smoked down to the filter. 

Joanne didn’t like the taste of it at all, but she smiled every time she handed the cigarette back as if 

she approved and was enjoying it. When they heard the bell ring to go back inside, Rosalie flipped 

the cigarette butt away out to the street and they went back up the steps unnoticed.   

That evening when Joanne was having dinner with her mother, she was going to tell her that 

she had smoked her first cigarette at school that day, but she decided it wouldn’t be a good idea. She 

had already had enough disapproval for one day. Instead she asked her mother if she knew where 

Peru is. 

“Isn’t that in South America?” her mother asked. “They have those strange animals with the 

long necks.” 

“Llamas,” Joanne said.  

“That’s it!”  

“I’m going to murder Old Cakehead.”  

“Who’s that?”  

“Miss Chinn, my new teacher.” 

“Well, all right,” her mother said. “Just don’t get caught. The trick is to try to make it look 

like an accident or to make it look like somebody else did it. Somebody you don’t like.” 

At ten o’clock Joanne got into bed, but before she turned off the light she looked at the map on the 

wall of her room that had been there for as long as she could remember.  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It was somehow reassuring to look at it every night before she went to sleep. She loved the colors—

the pinks, oranges, browns, greens, yellows—surrounded by a dazzling expanse of blue that was the 

ocean. And, yes, from looking at the map every night of her life, she knew where Peru was and just 

about every other country in the world. She knew a lot more than some people were willing to give 

her credit for.   
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    Apple Bobbing 
                     Amanda Papenfus 
 
 

I’ve always hated bobbing for apples, but Sadie asked me—no, begged me—to go with her. 

She even got on her knees and groveled. She looked up at me with the same bright blue eyes I bet she 

used on her mother when she was young and wanted toys or candy. She curved her full lips into the 

slightest pout, more seductive than sulky, which was probably her goal. I glanced up at the sky, down 

at my shoes, and then again at her.  Finally, I groaned and mumbled, “Oh, all right.” She jumped up 

and flung her arms around me, squeezing me like a nearly empty toothpaste container. I wheezed, and 

gently pushed her off me as she sputtered, “Thank you, thank you, thank you.” 

This was routine. She begged, and I caved, but what are friends for? Sure, she could ask her 

female friends to go with her, but her pout wouldn’t work as well. In the past, I’d tried to argue 

people would think we were a couple, going out all the time together. She’d tell me to let them. Who 

cared about people? And we’d end up somewhere— a museum, a coffee house, or a craft show—

where I’d otherwise never show my face. I always came out relatively unscathed. 

Then, I found myself at the Apple Festival on Saturday evening, stuck in a long, winding line. 

We stood behind three children with disheveled brown hair, and a blonde absorbed in her chipped red 

nail polish. Whether she was their mother or sister, or simply a sitter, I was unsure. But she had a 

disinterest in the children’s shouts and bickering that marked her as one who heard it all the time. I 

suppose children are like trains: if you can hear them day and night, they become easy to ignore. But 

for the rest of us…well, I was glad when a stray cat came by and they all bent to ‘ooh’ and ‘aah’ at it, 

seeming to forget that moments earlier they’d been calling each other booger eaters and snot buckets. 

Once they stopped bickering, I became more aware of the cold. Though I wore a green 

Carhartt jacket, the October wind passed straight to my skin as if I stood there naked. Bumps rose all 

over my body, and my hair bristled at the chill. I glanced at Sadie.  She wiggled her small hips  
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in what looked like a child’s pee-pee dance and rubbed her crossed arms with her hands. I could see 

her pale skin through her thin, maroon shirt. With a sigh, I shrugged off my coat and wrapped it 

around her shoulders. 

She smiled as she turned and tilted her head up toward me. She thanked me and moved in 

closer, resting her head on my shoulder. She pressed her chest to my own, and I felt like an anvil was 

crushing my quickly beating heart. I stepped back a little, but she pulled me to her again and slid her 

arms around my neck. I was warmer with her so close, but it was hard to tell whether it was from her 

body heat or my nervousness. Or another feeling entirely, which I didn’t want to admit to. 

When we finally reached the large metal bucket, I cringed. I looked down at the water and 

smooth red apples. All I could think about was that thirty people had come before me, and their spit 

still lingered in the water and on the apples they hadn’t been able to capture. Sadie tugged at my 

sleeve and asked if I was okay. I nodded. “Well, then let’s go,” she said as she pulled my arm. She 

stood on one side of the bucket, and I stood on the other. A surge of acid shot up my throat. I 

swallowed it down and shuddered. 

A woman with frizzy, rust-colored curls a similar shade to her freckles sat next to the bucket. 

Her blue overalls were wet from splashing, and her red checkered shirt made me wonder if she’d 

raided my grandma’s tablecloth collection. “Ya’ll ready?” she asked.  Sadie and I nodded. “Right 

then,” she continued. “First one to come up with an apple in yer mouth and drop it in front of me 

wins some car’male rounds and a peck of apples….Ready…set…go.” 

 I closed my eyes and plunged my head into the water, which was not as icy as I 

expected, though still cold. I felt nauseous again as I thought that any warmth must be from all the 

people who’d had their sweaty, oily heads in the bucket before us. Still, I stretched my mouth out as 

wide as I would at the dentist and tried to feel for apples. I once had a shirt that said “If I can’t win, I 

don’t want to play.” That about sums me up, especially when I’m doing something disgusting. 
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Each time I tried to snag an apple, the skin slipped across my teeth. Finally, I sunk my teeth 

into one. I pulled up at the same time as Sadie. Our heads bumped, and I felt the apple forced back 

against my tongue piercing. I tasted salty warmth and dropped the apple back into the water. Blood 

ran down my lip. 

Sadie turned to drop her apple next to the woman. She faced me and let out an ‘eep,’ 

exclaiming that my mouth was bleeding. I stuck out my tongue and asked for water. She pointed to 

the bucket. “Are you nusth,” I struggled to get out the words with my tongue sticking out. “There’sth 

germsth in der!” 

She looked back and forth, held up a finger and ran off. I spat the blood into the grass. I 

looked up to see the woman in overalls wrinkling her nose and twisting her mouth in revulsion. I 

laughed, and fancied that I looked like a mad man, or a vampire, with blood running down the front 

of my chin onto my white t-shirt. Sadie returned with a bottle of Evian. I tore off the cap and took a 

gulp, swished it around and spat. I repeated this a couple times. The cold water numbed my tongue 

in addition to rinsing out the piercing. 

Sadie crouched next to me as I sat in the grass. My coat dwarfed her thin frame. She asked if I 

was all right and did it hurt and could she do anything else? I stuck my tongue out at her, and asked 

“Isth it ble-ing?” She shook her head no. I nodded and took a drink of the water. 

I turned the bottle in my hands, reading the label. I noticed that Evian spelled ‘naïve’ 

backwards, which is what you have to be to spend over a dollar on water—or, in my case, 

desperate. I got ready to tell Sadie my musing when she said, “I won.” She held up a peck of apples 

and a package of caramel wraps. She laughed as she set them next to me in the grass. I shook my 

head and looked at the ground. There was no winning with her. 

 I glanced at the bucket and noticed the water had a pink hue to it. I hoped the woman would 

change the water and get new apples, but it wouldn’t surprise me if she didn’t. My blood and sweat  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and spit mixed with the body fluids of others in old water.  I shuddered. Disgusting. Bobbing for 

apples always was. That I hadn’t won made it worse. But there was time to remedy that. 

“I think I’ve had enough of apples for today,” I said. 

She smiled, and moved in close to me. “How ‘bout ice cream then?” 

Her blue eyes sparkled, catching just right under the tall stadium lights, which had just come 

on. I swallowed hard, and took a chance. “Two dates in one night?” I asked, trying to be casual. 

“Is it a date?” She looked at me with the same pursed smile. 

I was unsure which way to answer. It wasn’t too late to laugh it off. I took a deep breath. I let 

it out, and nodded. 

“Good,” she said, “I was hoping so. You know,” she continued, as if I’d said nothing she 

didn’t expect, as if nothing had changed, “we could always make apple pie instead.” 

I tilted my head to the side a little and narrowed my eyes. 

She held up her hands and said, “Kidding, kidding.” 

Sadie stood and offered me her hands. I grabbed them and jumped up from the grass, but my 

weight was too much for her. She teetered and started to fall backward. I brought my arm around her 

back and pulled her up. Putting a hand around her neck, I drew her close to me. I thought I could feel 

her heart beat, but it might have been my own, working double-time. 

I leaned in toward her, parting my lips. She closed her eyes and stood on her tip toes. I licked 

my lips, debating. As if to push me forward, a gust of wind blew at my back, and I went for it. Her 

lips were soft and sweet. I felt a surge of tingling, and my heart beat faster, if that was possible. Then 

it was over, before I wanted it to be, and we were heading to my car. 

I put an arm around Sadie’s shoulder as we walked out of the festival. She said, “Hey, I have 

an idea. There’s a haunted house not far from here. I hear that if you make it out without help they’ll 

refund your money. What do you say?” 
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I’ve always hated haunted houses. I’m a baby that way. I’d heard of this haunted house too. 

They use real snakes and rats, two other things I’m not big on. I shook my head. “I don’t think so. I-” 

“Pleeeease.” She got down on a knee and her lip took that familiar turn. 

I looked away. The woman was dumping the bucket, squirting it out with a hose.  I looked 

back at Sadie. She was still pouting. “Don’t your lips ever get tired of that?” I asked. She didn’t 

answer, just stuck her lip out a little and bit it, looking up at me. “Oh, all right,” I said. “But you have 

to promise not to laugh at me.” 

She jumped up and said, “Promise,” as she started toward my car, swinging the bag of apples. 

I saw two fingers crossed behind her back. 

She swayed her hips, as if with purpose. As I followed behind her, I muttered, “Don’t do 

that.” 
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Neptune 
Jim Feuss 
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Kandyland Playhouse 
Gene McCormick  
 
An iridescent purple c cup bra hangs from the  
bathroom doorknob, pink thong lies on  
the cool tile floor with mussed towels. 
The hair dryer blows hot and high,  
prepping for a dousing of unscented hairspray. 
Expressionless, Kandy holds a hand mirror,  
fluffing damp hair on the back of her head. 
 
Perfume and body oils permeate the bed sheets; 
wallowing on them, her partner stifles a yawn,  
sits up reaching for a cigarette  
while staring at the wall. 
 
The night table holds a dim-bulb lamp, a black  
telephone, clear glass ashtray, hotel matches,   
notepad, and a dusky cream-colored plastic  
alarm clock-radio. 
 
Shouting over the hairdryer and clock-radio din,  
she says I do it because I make good money 
and I’m good at it and enjoy it and keep my 
own hours. It’s a cash business with not much 
overhead. (A slight smile): I can sleep in late  
and don’t have to be on my feet all day. 
 
The john stands up, hitches up polyester slacks,  
jabs tattooed arms through pressed shirt sleeves  
and bends to put on socks and shoes,  
stubbing out the cigarette. 
Zips up his windbreaker and heads for the door. 
Next Tuesday? 
 
I’ll put you in my book, she hollers,  
my appointment book, as the door shuts. 
Go sell some more cars, big boy. 
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Career Choices 
Alan Britt 
 
Let’s face it, if politicians 
spoke the truth, they’d be out of a job. 
 
On the other hand, whatever a poem 
tells me to do, I do. 
 
Of course, politicians have great benefits, 
and their retirements are to die for. 
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To the Zookeeper on the Hudson 
Sergio Ortiz 
 
When I was ten a pedophile  
covered my naked body 
with leaves and spider webs, 
then left me for dead and oh,  
I was so sick. 
 
Fifty years later your spidery jaws, 
and spineless back entered my bible 
and boarded my ark like a baboon 
courting The Tree of Knowledge 
while its bare ass clambered  
 
like a deformed cunt on the long coastal  
line of insincerity and oh, how you  
made me laugh.  Knowing is to live  
standing in the nude on the porticos,  
the rotundas of my courtyard 
 
watching you clean the manure  
on the Hudson, barren mother 
of an adopted albino blank face idiot, 
heavy old cow with the dull stars. 
The vowels of your last name fall  
 
like empty echoes to the least 
of all my canyons. 
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Idea Mori 
Daniel Aristi 
 
The mourners wept 
By the carcass of an idea 
No later than yesterday 
 
She was born 
 - Ideas are always female 
Contrary to blueprints - 
She was born then 
Shaped like a kite, humble 
In her form and yet 
Poised for flight already 
Shadowless against the Sun 
The consistency of dragonfly wings 
 
The initiated 
Who flew her with care 
Worried of eastern winds 
Became followers 
Then believers and pundits 
Worshippers 
Firebrands 
And Treasurer 
Of the Youth League 
 
She kaleidoscoped herself 
Like a snowflake 
To please them 
Every arm a principle 
And dogmas like selenite crystals 
 
She grew sharper 
Because they sharpened her 
The Party blacksmiths 
Branching out rapiers and 
Daggers of doctrine 
 
She marched to war eventually. 
They dragooned her. 
Adorned with pennants and bugles. 
Many thus perished many 
And she died with each one of them 
The last stand in some rubbled up city 
Her arms broken 
Twisted 
Her arm-lies 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The mourners wept 
By the carcass of an idea 
No later than yesterday. 
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Ghetto Yard Sale 
c m mclamb 
 
A little black girl with corn 
rows and pig tails rolls up 
at Jefferson Village. 
Three hoods ask for 
water and games while 
she browses through volumes 
of Shange / Morrison / 
 
Giovanni / Hurston / 
Walker / Angelou.  She’s 
dogged by the hoods, who roll 
out.  And she follows, now 
referencing my toys when 
suggesting “You should hook 
Me up wid dis fo’ free.” 
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Traveling 
c m mclamb 
 
Confederate flag t-shirts with matching  
bandannas and Klan hoods parade around  
South Carolina while I wait to be  
the only black man in the Mad Boar Pub. 
 
“Fuck all you faggots!” stains a bathroom stall  
in North Carolina where I piss and  
hide my fear of the accompanying sketch of a  
lynched and castrated homosexual man. 
 
And Virginia billboards depict smiling  
Negroes winning their new freedom through a  
$34.95 a month cell phone plan 
 
while I sit in the back seat of a 
blue 87 Chevy praying that I’ll reach  
the other side of the Mason Dixon.  
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My First Interview, After Seventeen Applications 
Brandon Williams 
 
I’m overdressed and underqualified, 
noosing a geometric tie around 
my jaw-high button-down shirt. 
 
It’s a creamy green, spent thirty 
minutes and a dollar fifty 
in the dryer to steam the wrinkles. 
 
The pants were seventy-five 
dollars, and my t-shirt nearly 
wrapped me in asphyxiation 
 
when I saw the price, but they 
do look good.  The man 
with the folder, the man about to 
 
interview me, is wearing a top- 
button-open nice shirt, same style 
different color as mine, and looks 
 
calm as the ten a.m. drive.  He asks 
for references, which I have.  His nose 
twitches, twirling in on itself like some 
 
Lord in a manor house, smelling 
something dreadful in that Creative Writing 
major of mine.  He gives me snide 
 
congratulations for my story, the one 
that won five hundred dollars, 
and makes sure I know this is not 
 
a creative position.  But what is? 
It’s most worrisome the moment 
immediately after.  Are you sure 
 
you want to work here?  I nod, 
but the grapes I had for breakfast 
did not digest properly; they settle 
 
in my stomach like Sisyphus’ rock, 
back at the bottom, knowing 
he almost made it to the top, 
 
and remembering how often he had to start again.  
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R.O.E. 
   Jeffery Ryan Long 
 
 

 “Ain’t no R.O.E.’s in Fallujah,” Markus said. Underneath his seated ass the chair looked tiny, 

like something he’d pulled from a nursery school classroom. His knees pointed two o’clock and his 

long hands, for once relaxed, hung between his thighs. When an engine started we all looked 

through our cigarette smoke to the front of the garage—only Benny, moving a car out to the lot. 

     “What’s R.O.E.’s?” I said, willing, like always, to look like the dumb one so we could all 

learn something. Nobody else knew what R.O.E.’s were, but they’d never admit it. 

     “Rules of Engagement,” Markus said. “Rules soldiers gotta follow when they’re in battle, 

man.” 

     “Get rules for that?” Tony said.  

     Markus didn’t look at him. “Shoot anything that moves, man. Man, shoot. Woman, shoot. 

Sheep, shoot the damn thing. Fucking blade of grass in the wind, destroy that shit.” 

     “Jesus,” Normie said. Benny shuffled into the crowd of us from the lot, smiling as if he’d just 

remembered a dirty joke, his bust-up leg dragging behind. But his face went flat when he saw our 

faces all smoke and seriousness, listening. 

     “We was holding the checkpoint on the edge of town,” Markus said, slowly extending each 

of his legs all the way to the workbench. “Then this car coming through the desert to us. Regular 

sedan. Two men in the front, man and two kids in the back. Both boys. Stopped them there.” 

Markus pulled his ear and scrubbed his fingers on his chin. “Now, you don’t never see kids without 

women in Iraq,” he said. “Kids always with women. We ask them for authorization and they ain’t 

got shit. Just start yelling that bullshit. Then the motherfucker in the front reaches for the glove 

compartment. Shit, we blew the fuck out of the front of that car. Everybody dead. You know what 

we found in the trunk?” 
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Christ, I hope it wasn’t nothing, I thought. 

     “Trunk full of landmines, man,” Markus said. “Fucking miracle no stray bullets went to the 

back.” He got to his feet. Upright he dwarfed all of us. Six-eight, even more than basketball tall—

giant tall. Benny and I had to drive the cars in for him because his legs were too long for the 

Toyotas and Hondas of the world. 

     “Jesus,” Normie said, snubbing out the butt of his Camel Light at the greasy bottom of the 

empty tuna can. 

     “I guess it’s my turn again,” Markus said, referring to the car that had just pulled up to the 

garage doors. He stepped to the front of the auto shop in such a manner you believed walls would 

gladly move out of his way, if they had a choice.  

     “Can you believe that shit?” Tony said, taking his hat off, running his hand through his 

overgrown hair, then pushing and pulling the brim back over his head so it fit in that particular way. 

“Dead kids.” 

     “No rules of engagement,” Normie said sagely, as if that simple phrase could explain 

everything. 

     Markus came back and fell into his kiddie-chair. “Shit,” he said, through his teeth. “Niggah 

wanted to give me a dollar to check his lights.” 

     We all looked toward the garage doors, wondering who he was talking about, surprised to see 

a miniature Filipino man slide back onto his Cutlass Supreme. Not many people talked like that in 

Hawaii, used the word “niggah.” 

     He’d come from Atlanta by way of Iraq, serving a tour in Afghanistan and two more in 

Fallujah, before it was annihilated. He had temporary housing on the Marine base and, with no wife 

and nothing better to do, took a job in Ogata’s Auto as the lowest level mechanic. We’re not even 

called mechanics, we’re Lube Technicians. We’re trained for tire changes, oil flushes, battery 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replacement and testing, and all the other shit that comes with basic maintenance of an automobile. 

All the things people could do themselves in twenty minutes. 

     Markus always had stories. Not stories like Benny’s, which, though tragic to some extent, 

always made us, laugh, made us shake our heads and say “what a guy.” Benny had been hooked on 

ice for six years and had smoked so much in one sitting he’d had a stroke. 

     “When I woke up, I couldn’t move my leg,” he said. “So when I start walking again, yeah, I 

cannot keep my slippah on my foot ‘cause no more grip. So I go and just tape ‘em.” 

     “Why not just wear shoes?” I asked him. 

     He looked at me suspiciously, as if I’d said something in an alien and hostile language. Then 

his wide face broke, mouth with missing molars hacking up a laugh. 

     “Nah!” he said, hobbling away. 

     “What a guy, eh?” Normie said as he passed, his wobbly belly caressing my forearm. “Eh 

Tony, that part come in for the Pontiac? From da kine.” 

     We all had dirty hands all the time. The skin under the grease dried out and split the thin 

flakes curling out from the webbing between thumbs and pointer fingers. When I’d first started I’d 

wash my hands every two minutes, until I realized it was useless—as soon as you touched the 

smooth wing nut on an air filter, hands were no longer clean. 

     On Markus’s big hands, the black oil dust and grease smears covered twice the area of palm. 

More than once, when things were slow, I saw him massaging the fatty heel of one hand with the 

thumb of another, as if he could rub the filth out of the whorls and creases. He’d continue to go at it, 

not even looking at his hands, looking at the wheels of the rolling tool cart. 

     “What’s up, Mark?” Tony said once, after belching an invisible but potent cloud of Pepsi and 

Portuguese sausage. 

     Markus’s hands dropped to his sides, limp. “Nothin’, man. Hands hurtin’, ‘sall.” 
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 Another time I stood next to the hood of a 1998 Accord with a carbon receipt in triplicate in 

my hand, explaining to the skeptical owner how we’d rotated his tires. While I spoke—it was a spiel 

rehearsed innumerable times to uncomprehending old men—the man, distracted, glanced from me 

to Markus, who stood close to his car, long iron wrench in one hand, tire gauge in the other. His 

entire body was tense, compressed into itself, jaw so tight a squiggly vein stood out at each temple, 

hands clenched to fists around the metal instruments he held. I hesitated while pointing to a specific 

expense on the sheet. The dark circles of Markus’s irises had become unnaturally large, so that the 

entirety of the surrounding white had been swallowed by glossy, absent black. 

     I put the man into his car and went to Markus. “Is everything all right, man?” I said, looking 

up to his twisted, strained face. “Hey Markus. You okay? You okay, man?” 

     I could almost hear the screech of metal contracting as his grips on the wrench and tire gauge 

loosened, finger by finger. Then his shoulders went down, dropping into their natural places, and 

the skin of his face relaxed. Looking down at me, his nostrils wide, he said “There was a time in my 

life when all I wanted to do was make love to a woman. That’s all I wanted to do.” He loped back 

into the garage, and I realized why he rubbed his hands all the time. They weren’t any dirtier than 

ours. He just held on to his tools too hard. 

     Later at lunch I saw him towering over the workbench, picking up tools and studying the 

blunt or sharp ends of each of them. Normie, a long, crooked train of ash drooping from a brown 

cigarette filter, his reading glasses perched at the end of his slick nose, sat dismantling a 

reconstituted alternator. Tony sipped a Gatorade and looked dully toward the garage entrance. 

Benny, somewhat obsessive-compulsive, stood dabbing, with great fury, at a spot on his blue 

coveralls, even though I myself couldn’t see the mark anymore. I’d just come back from having 

parked a Camry for Markus. 

     “Hey Markus,” I said, wiping my hand across my face, “did you make big bucks from all that   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time in the Middle East?” This kind of thing interested me more than how many insurgents he’d 

killed, or which of his friends died. 

     “Nah,” he said. He looked down at his palms and began to massage the dirt away again. “We 

get premiums, though. Twenty thousand for a tour in Afghanistan, thirty grand for a tour in Iraq. 

Another tour, fifty grand.” 

     “Cash in hand?” Tony cried. 

     “That’s right,” Markus said. He winced. “One time we was drivin’ through town lookin’ for 

bomb suspects. Motherfuckers all look the same over there, with their beards and shit. So we’re in 

our HumVee, you know, and we see this guy in the middle of the road—looks like who we’re 

looking for, right? So we all get out, ready to interrogate this bitch. Turns out he’s really the chief of 

police. We’re just about to get back in the car when the fucking thing blows up right in front of us.” 

     “So the police chief, uh?” Normie said. 

     “I could have been a fucking stain, man. So I ask this motherfucker, who just happened to be 

in the middle of the road. I ask him, ‘Did you know about this fucking bomb?’ 

     “He kind of nods and says, ‘Yeah.’ 

     “I’m like, ‘Yeah? Then why the fuck didn’t you say nothing?’ This is the fucking chief of 

police, on our side.   

     “He tells me they were gonna shoot his wife or his kid or some shit, and then he shows us the 

mine cable, and it leads all the way to the exploding device. Like he wants to be all helpful after he 

almost killed us.” 

     “What did you do with him after?” I said. 

     “What we do with all of ‘em,” he said. “Blindfold ‘em, take ‘em in. I don’t know what they 

do with ‘em after that.” He shook his head. “Thing is, I would have probably done the same fucking 

thing if I was him.” 



  40 

 We looked at one another. We all hated the goddamn terrorists and were shocked to hear a 

soldier, a veteran, saying he would have done the same things as a terrorist. 

     “But,” Tony said. 

     “Ho, I remember this one time,” Benny said suddenly, as if he either hadn’t been listening to 

the story at all, or listening too closely. “I was driving a limo for this one company. Had liquor in 

the back—whiskey, champagne, all that shit, yeah? So one night me and my friend, we got all blind 

and said ‘fuck it’ and drank everything. Drove all over Waikiki picking up hookers and bums and 

getting all cracked out.” 

     “Fucking Benny,” Normie said, laughing. “You something else, yeah?” 

     “Was doing doughnuts in the Ala Moana parking lot before the cops came.” 

     Everyone began laughing. “But how do you do doughnuts in a limo?” I asked, but no one 

heard. Markus laughed too, shaking his head. Then he took a deep breath and sighed through his 

lips, looking at Benny sideways, probably thinking what would it have been like to have a life like 

that? A life not Iraq, not always near death, a life with beaches everywhere, with drugs at a phone 

call, no guns, just local people with their local people problems. 

     But Markus couldn’t shrink down to our size. He’d seen the contents of too many body bags, 

had almost died a hundred times or more. 

     A week before Markus went back to Atlanta, I saw him standing in the corner of the garage 

as I came out of the bathroom, the brown paper towel dissolving over my wet hands. The older guys 

were on lunch—they had the right to take lunch an hour earlier—and we had three cars already 

come in for new batteries, new tires, oil change, and two more had just pulled up outside. Markus 

was supposed to have been draining the old, used up oil from a Dodge, but instead he stood facing 

the wall like a punished child. 

     I was hungry. “Markus,” I said. 



  41 

 If he heard me, he made like he didn’t. While I stared at his back, irritated—I wanted food, 

and I didn’t want to be doing all this shit when the guys got back—I saw a quiver in that high 

shoulder, a heave in the broad back. Tight, controlled, but there. Markus was crying. 

     It wasn’t something I’ve ever seen before, or ever expected to see from a grown man, 

especially a man as big as Markus. But the first thing I was inclined to do was put the world aside 

for a second—the cars, the customers, the shrinking lunch hour—and come up to him quietly and 

say “It’s all right, man. Talk that shit out. Talk it out. It doesn’t mean shit.” They said things like 

that in the movies. 

     I did step forward, but stopped myself. “Markus,” I said again. And again no answer. I 

wadded up the cheap wet paper towel and threw it in the garbage can. I didn’t know what the fuck 

he was going through and I wasn’t about to pretend that I did know. There wasn’t any time for that. 

We weren’t a book club, or a support group; we were five guys who liked to bullshit. When I saw 

Markus crying, I felt time slow down, grow sticky. I wasn’t about to get trapped.  

     In a garage, also, traditional rules of engagement are suspended.  
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Tooth and Talon 
Anna Autilio 
 
They who thumb through truth in texts 
 to label liars, demons drown 
  would wish the wolves were puny pests, 
   so they could pull them also down, 
But She who speaks in sacred songs 

to those with talon, tooth, and time 
  for bestial biting, wrath, and wrongs 
   will suffer not in godly rhyme, 
And He who hums in heather-hush 
 to vicious vermin, vultures vile— 
  was worked by someone secretly 
   who smiled and whistled all the while. 
One who worries with the wind 
 to hover high on holy hills 
   should not shy from foreign friends 
   who’ll never have his eyes or skills. 
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COUNTER/CLOCK/WISE 
Grace Bauer 
 
You thought at first you were still dreaming 
as you watched the second, then the minute 
hands sweeping backwards, away from twelve, 
eleven, ten, nine . . . 
But it was real all right, and you wondered  
if you had somehow stepped through  
a barrier, an invisible door 
that allowed the present to slip 
into recollection, recollection 
to slide into now. Finally, you thought,  
all those days of sober meditation, 
those psychedelic nights of your youth, 
had paid off, and you had entered relativity  
by simply slamming the snooze alarm  
a little too hard. Oh, your practical mind 
assured you it was merely mechanical 
failure, but you savored the possibilities 
nonetheless: that your loved ones would rise 
from the ashes of age, disease, and violence 
once more to be reckless children; the torn-down 
houses and churches you'd worshiped, the dime stores 
peddling nostalgia would reconstruct, the movie theaters 
where you first dared to plunge into the erotic 
would blaze their neon marquees, still playing 
the love scene you found myself lost in; cars 
long gone to junkyards would rev their engines 
as if by magic; broken toys would mend 
and heal like scraped knees or broken bones and become 
whole once more, and well loved; and you -- 
you would yowl again in primal hunger  
and be welcomed into a new world -- naked 
and wailing in your first rush of time. 
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Letter in March 
—after “Letter in November” by Sylvia Plath 
Mary Christine Delea 
 
Love, the world 
of this month is tricky—comes in like a 
lion, full of wind, 
falls into rain, the softness of lambs, of whispers. 
It is like folklore, 

 
our own beliefs 
square off, our overwrought stories—kitten fur. 
We tell of squirrels with their nuts 
in the wintertime 
predicting harshness and snow. 

 
These yarns warm us still; 
their enormity proves true each 
season, so stupidly truthful. 
My own stories 
pale—color squelched, surrounded by earth’s bright hues. 

 
This is our legacy. 
Two times a year 
I test it, doubting 
that simplistic changes in temperature 
can be made cliché. 
 
And the leaves turning for rain? 
They trick me. 
They beguile my whole mind. 
The cows are lying down, 
believe it— 
 
My red sky at night, 
future showers bringing the 
songs of frogs, worm puddles, 
spring flowers. 
But March—March leaves me breathless. 
 
O love, O believer. 
Nobody but me 
should teach you these tales. 
The irrepressible month roars and then bleats,  
our hands catch each breeze, each drop. 
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Mother, Edith, at 98 
Michael Lee Johnson 
  
Edith, in this nursing home 
blinded with macular degeneration, 
I come to you with your blurry 
eyes, crystal sharp mind, 
your countenance of grace- 
as yesterday's winds 
I have chosen to consume you 
and take you away. 
  
"Oh, where did Jesus disappear 
to,” she murmured, 
over and over again, 
in a low voice 
dripping words 
like a leaking faucet: 
"Oh, there He is my 
Angel of the coming." 
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Theory 
Peycho Kanev 
 
music pouring out from the window  
its dark outside and 
quiet 
bats and ravens 
silent on the wires, 
walking slowly towards the end 
and everything tilting 
and not quite  
true. 
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Egg Study 2 
Angie Garner 
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             Communion 
                   Melissa Ann Chadburn 
 
 
 I smiled nervously and thought, This is strange and funny but sort of sexy… I thought of my 

new lover and how this could make a great kinky scene. I knew he was waiting. I never did well with 

silences. I heard the priest place his palm on his wooden shelf. I had to say something. What 

constitutes a sin anyway? 

 It was early evening at St. Augustin’s church in Boyle Heights, California. I was at a rehearsal 

for my secretary’s wedding. The jacaranda trees outside the church had left a light purple trail on the 

maroon carpeting that adorned the entrance. The wedding party sat in pews awaiting their turn to 

confess. Little glints of light bounced on the stained-glass windows. I sat outside the yellow pine door 

staring at the crucified image of Jesus at the altar. When I was a child, I would trace the blood over 

the arcs of his feet in my mind. When that game ended, I would imagine I lived in the church with all 

my friends. 

  Now, as a grown-up, I found myself inside a small, dark room where there was only enough 

space for me to kneel. It smelled like burning coal, and the seats were lined with blood-colored 

velvet, the smoothness of forgiveness. I was here to earn my turn for that dull wafer and sip of wine. 

There was a long, fat, leather kickstand on the floor to cushion my knees, and a smooth, light pine bar 

to hook my feet around. It was the stuff fetishes are made of. The thin bar, with just the right amount 

of room for you to strike prayer position, it was a whisper from God or a priest or a master, the tight 

caress of the wooden room. “Good girl,” it said. When I closed the door behind me the sounds 

outside stopped. I knelt. “Uh hello… I’ve never done this before.”  

“When did you go to your last confession?” It was a firm, fatherly voice, starchy and raspy. 

I could hear the window screen open. There was a dark grate between us. It was a farce.   

We both knew who the other person was. I knew he was the priest who was speaking to me  
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outside, and he must have known who I was because I was the only English-speaking person there. 

 I clasped my hands together and bent my head down before the grated window. “This is my  

first confession 

 “Have you had your First Communion?”  

“Yes.”  

“Well, you must have confessed before that. When was that?” 

 I searched my memory for hints. I knew there were classes for that. Catechism classes I had to 

endure for several hours after school. I was sent away frequently to some sort of principal’s office for 

doodling in my gold book. I would doodle devil’s horns on Jesus’ head. I would update the sketches 

of myself to look more punk rock. I remembered the woman who drove me home every day. She was 

a cat woman, the kind who owned so many cats she didn’t even bother to name them all. Her car 

reeked of animals and cigarettes; she was overweight and her arms and elbows would leak onto my 

side of the little white Volkswagen bug every time she shifted gears. That’s when I stopped trusting 

the whole thing. I thought it was just another ride home for my mother, another free after-school 

program. 

“I don’t know. I was about six or eight.” By now I had slunked out of my prayer position and nodded 

my head to the side. 

“How old are you now?” 

We were looking straight on then. “Thirty-two.” 

“So how long was that?” 

“I dunno.” 

I paused, looking down at my hands. I made math noises. 

 “I guess about twenty-six years. Something around there.” 

“Okay.” He took a moment. “I want you to lean in and whisper all of your sins to me.” 
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 You see what I mean by kinky scene? I tried to think of the absolute worst thing I’d ever 

done. An image of my brother’s large dark hand holding a gun came to my mind. I saw only the butt 

of the gun, his hands between a woman’s legs, the skirt of her dress up against the wall. I tried to 

remember but I couldn’t see the woman, I couldn’t look, I was watching out for people in the parking 

lot. I was looking for people coming but I was crying. “Give me your money!” B said. He was just 

acting; he wasn’t really that bad. But he loved it. He loved this acting. He’d tell me later he thought 

his character had reached new heights. He had the woman pinned up against the wall, and with her 

sad white dress with brown flowers crumpled up around her waist, B pushed a gun up her. He’s huge, 

six-five, black, onyx black, muscular. It just looked so awful. I thought he’d gone too far. It was real; 

he was sticking a gun up some woman’s pussy for money. That’s what I thought. He didn’t have to 

do that. The woman pissed herself, the gun. She was a grown woman, she was shaking, she had 

money.  

 My hands were resting on the window in front of me, slightly moist. “Omissions to act. I 

think my sins aren’t so much things I did but things I failed to do,” I whispered. 

“You have not confessed in twenty-six years and that is the only sin you can think of?” 

“Uh, yes, Father. Except maybe honesty. There are times when I have been dishonest.”  

“What about sex? Do you have sex?” 

I smiled to myself. Oh naughty priest, I thought. 

“Yes, I have sex, Father.” 

I was in my element now. I smirked at the priest. Is this what he wanted? 

“About how often? Once a day? Once a week? Once a month? Once a year?” 

 I thought, There’s a lot of math involved in this. I looked down at my hands. Let’s see, I’ve 

been around thirty-two years. I started having sex pretty young, but maybe regularly around twenty-

three. 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“Father, is this an average?” 

He sighed.  

“Yes.” 

“Once a week.” 

“Are you married?” 

“No.” 

“Living with someone?” 

I didn’t answer right away. I didn’t know how to answer. Maybe I should say that my 

boyfriend left a toothbrush at my house, and that has recently elevated the level of our relationship. 

But I wasn’t quite sure what to call him. I had been living like a lesbian for the last ten years, and 

now I was dating a trans guy, and I just wasn’t used to using the words boy and friend together in a 

sentence. When I was searching for a gender-neutral term that I could use to describe him, he 

suggested I call him toothbrush-leaver. I started to say, “Father, I have a toothbrush-leaver” but 

thought better of it. I settled on “Father, I’m gay.” 

“I don’t care if you are homosexual, bisexual, transsexual, cisexual. But you have drifted from 

your faith. I cannot let you take Communion tomorrow because it would be sacrilegious.” 

I slumped in my kneel. No longer feeling the good girl caress, no longer caring. Well, no 

longer caring completely I suppose. You see, there’s more to the story about the brother. It’s true he 

was an asshole and that’s probably what sticks out about him. But his madness was driven by a need 

to satiate his heroin addiction. I used to take him to pick up his methadone. All the junkies sat around 

with little waxed Dixie cups, the Easteresque pastel flowers ridiculing their addiction. 

 They used to sit around with those cups, the dope fiends. They would take them apart, unravel 

them into one long piece of waxed paper, unfold the curled edges, and lick it clean. My brother 

seemed to hunker down in the chairs, making the plastic chairs disappear, like a parent at  



  52 

back-to-school night. He would look angry, then sheepish; he’d take his Communion in his mouth 

(that’s what we called it, “Communion”) and finally he would look relieved for a moment like an 

exhale. The last time I took him, he stood up to leave and I noticed his hands were still clenched in 

fists. Not a good sign for him. When he reached the door he smacked some guy on the head with one 

hand while delicately removing the Dixie cup with his other. He was always so coordinated, never 

got the BZZZZ in Operation. “Punk ass biotch!” he sneered and ran outside before anyone could 

move. They were in slow motion in there. Time stopped in there. 

My brother eventually died. I always quote his last words as being “Fuck it.” This sounds 

apathetic but really it wasn’t. It was his faith. You see, despite his grungy, crass lifestyle he was 

deeply religious and he wore a gold crucifix around his neck. When he said those words they came 

out more like a slur, “Fuuuuuckittt.” At the same time he paternally stroked the miniature golden 

figure of Jesus on his crucifix. I got comfort in this. Regardless of all the horrible, mean, desperate 

things we did, there would always be a place for salvation. This priest was taking away my last hope 

for salvation. I say I do not believe in it but I want to. I wanted to think that the thing that kept me out 

of this small closet my whole life was not complete lack of disbelief but that this fell somewhere on 

Plan B and I was currently still working on Plan A. 

 “I don’t feel I have drifted from my faith. God is with me in everything I do, Father.” I pulled 

my feet and knees out from the holster and crossed my legs in the chair. I raised my hands so my 

silhouette would cast a deep shadow across his face. If shadows were felt it would have been a slap. 

“But this is your church and I will respect your wishes.” 

“Okay, if you promise me not to take Communion tomorrow, I will absolve you of all your 

sins. In the name of the Father, the Son, and the Holy Spirit, amen.” He slammed the door of the 

window shut. The room grew dark. 

I sat there sad, like I had lost something. Confused. I looked at the floor, at the stupid  
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leather log designed to cushion knees. I could not leave the room, so I put my head down on 

the little wooden shelf. My dark curls splayed along my shoulder, my designer jeans falling low on 

my ass, I pushed my sneakered feet into the floor to try to get centered. Wait, did I just get rejected 

from taking the Eucharist? The thing that people have been hounding me about for so long? I mean 

don’t they recruit for this thing? I became overwhelmed with the guilt and shame of somebody else’s 

judgment of my spirit. I felt unlovable. And this is where I get stuck. I find it very difficult to write 

my way out of this because that phrase is so painful. To feel unworthy of love is like having your 

body hollowed out so your spirit becomes separate from the vehicle that is your body. You’re 

untethered, insatiable, every movement you’ve made up till now is completely worthless. 

“Unlovable,” it leaves an echo…and my heart feels like a jumbled mass. Like this:  

                              

  I pulled myself together, got up, and left the confessional. I knew my secretary was waiting 

for a verdict. I knew I had been in there a long time. I passed the procession of expectant faces, not 

able to tell them, and walked out of the church. I was ripped into the brightness of reality, like when 

you exit a movie theater. The church exit led right onto the dark asphalt of the parking lot. There 

were three cars, my Jeep, a tan Buick, and right next to the door in a parking spot designated with a 

sign that said “Reserved for Father…” there stood the man with the voice. He was tall, bald, doughy. 

The type of white man you would be surprised to know was fluent in Spanish. A Phil Donahue, Santa 

Claus variety of white man. He was bent over struggling with his car. He drove an old navy blue 

Cutlass Ciera, with dark blue leather seats. I knew the car because I used to have one and my friends 

and I used to joke that it would be my stripper name. 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I pulled myself together, got up, and left the confessional. I knew my secretary was waiting for a 

verdict. I knew I had been in there a long time. I passed the procession of expectant faces, not 

able to tell them, and walked out of the church. I was ripped into the brightness of reality, like 

when you exit a movie theater. The church exit led right onto the dark asphalt of the parking lot. 

There were three cars, my Jeep, a tan Buick, and right next to the door in a parking spot 

designated with a sign that said “Reserved for Father…” there stood the man with the voice. He 

was tall, bald, doughy. The type of white man you would be surprised to know was fluent in 

Spanish. A Phil Donahue, Santa Claus variety of white man. He was bent over struggling with 

his car. He drove an old navy blue Cutlass Ciera, with dark blue leather seats. I knew the car 

because I used to have one and my friends and I used to joke that it would be my stripper name. 

“Having trouble, Father?” 

I’d like to say that he appeared jolted by my voice but he did not stop tinkering with his 

car. His face was red. I got closer and peered under the hood.  

“Just think I need a jump.” 

His battery was covered in corrosion.  

“You might need help getting to those battery plugs. Mind if I help you out?” 
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“Having trouble, Father?” 

I’d like to say that he appeared jolted by my voice but he did not stop tinkering with his car. 

His face was red. I got closer and peered under the hood.  

“Just think I need a jump.” 

His battery was covered in corrosion.  

“You might need help getting to those battery plugs. Mind if I help you out?” 

 This finally jolted him. He looked up at me, his starched white priest’s collar smudged with 

grease. I looked at him as long as I could. Held his gaze, showed him my wet eyes. They were glassy 

from rejection. I just happened to have a bottle of Coca-Cola. I walked around the old priest and 

poured it over the top, watching years of buildup and breakdown instantly get eaten away. I hugged 

the priest good-bye and whispered, “This is what Jesus must have felt like.” 
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THE END 
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These Blue Flowers 
Andrew Jones 
 
Are not captured in an artist’s color period 
and fail as a metaphor for an emotional state. 
These are merely blue carnations once tucked 
in damp newsprint and sold by a street vendor 
off King's Road for stray pounds from 
the pockets of my cheap navy blue raincoat. 
 
Brought back to you, not as penance or reward, 
simply ink blue flowers to remember bankside, 
like a blue pushpin stuck in a white and brown globe, 
like faded blue tube tickets from a journey 
to Abbey Road in the rain, or like cool water 
and skies gazed upon from Joyce tower. 
 
In an old journal, a broken flower of that bouquet 
has been pressed flat—an awkward blue stain 
on empty tan pages like an abstract tattoo 
we are both afraid to have inked. 
 
Oh, how I love these images we hoard 
and throw back and forth, and repeatedly polish 
like blue sapphires. So hard and small. 
So easy to lose if one is not careful. 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Autumn Poetry Reading 
Andrew Jones  
 
The foliage that frames our yard is turning to saffron and crimson, 
and the redwood is shedding brown, dead weight on the walkway and lawn. 
 
You and I, little daughter, sit in wooden chairs on the porch. You: bundled in 
a blanket your grandmother stitched—a patchwork of old fabric, buttons, and yarn. 
 
Me: wrapped in a wool sweater, warmed by a dark-roast blend. And while your mother 
sleeps this morning, we read from poetry collections I’ve gathered off the shelf. 
 
I rest you on my knee and you begin to study the stirring branches and lonely cars. 
Your chubby fingers grab at the paper pages, fumble over and dog-ear the stiff covers. 
 
We explore the lines of Snyder and Rexroth, Tammaro and Oliver. I linger 
on words that connect to this season, our family, and our history. 
 
At seven months old, the parenting books all say, you will not remember much, 
not grasp anything more than the rhythms and intonations of speech. 
 
But I watch your small face for a deeper recognition because I believe that 
one far-off October, a breeze will strike you and from somewhere deeper than memory, 
 
you will sense the brush of wool on your cheek and smell a breath of coffee, as words 
like eucalyptus, corn planter, and artichoke slip into your ear in my long-gone baritone. 
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Breathing Space        
Grace Bauer                     
 
after Bill T. Jones 
 
I held my breath 
to watch you move 
 
the line of your shadow 
made white light 
 
more bright 
teaching us how to read 
 
the syntax of a gesture 
question the language 
 
and rush of our own 
bodies in the world 
 
substantial sprite 
marking time 
 
without its marking us 
with motion 
 
and e/motion 
you divide the very air 
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Everything Reminds Me Of Me 
Howie Good 
 
oil fires,  
arranged marriages,  
 
the phone calls  
transcribed  
 
by the secret police,  
Scott in the Garden  
 
of Allah Hotel  
mailing a postcard 
 
to himself, 
the daub of red  
 
at the tip  
of a seagull’s beak, 
 
my dead mother  
on the corner 
 
waving goodbye,  
goodbye, goodbye,  
 
her face splotched 
where the first few raindrops  
 
have touched it. 
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Lightspeed 
Daniel Aristi 
 
Light is fastest and 
I see your lips moving 
Before your words 
Reach me 
Shaping the air between us 
Into tragic  
Little sculptures 
And for an instant 
I still think everything is fine 
Before your words 
Reach me. 
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Smoke Signals 
Wendy Thornton 

Like a girl pursued by avid suitors, 
dance card too full, you avoid crowds, 
escape greedy siblings, needy friends. 
Elvish, glide through smoke-filled eaves 
of a new blue summer afternoon, 

 
build damns in the wayward streams 
offshore edges of dreams and glades 
where peat smolders beneath the surface 
air so thick it tastes, and you, swift 
silent, slick, swimming beside the manatees, 
moving so quietly towards shore 
turtles don’t dive off their floating oars. 

 
Dress your hair in alligator flags, 
dance amid the lotus leaves 
splash among the water lilies, 
smoke cattails for pretend on shore 
while the haze of a thousand hidden fires  
wafts across the horizon. 

 
You will not forget this fairy land. 
You will own it, just as you own 
the coral snake who crosses your path,  
moccasin unfurling beneath your feet, 
candy-colored tree frogs croaking 
all around.  Dream that you are found. 
 
Dream that you will grow wild, 
live on fresh fish and blue crab claws, 
wait for the one whose shadow hugs the haze, 
wait for the one who will know you, 
the panther finding a hidden trail 
through the palmetto fronds, 
wait for nightfall, for the smoke 
of a thousand hidden fires to shroud the sun. 

 
And when you feel lost and all alone 
blessed hunger calls you home. 
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Butterfly 
c m mclamb 
 
Butterfly left his wooden 
sandals by the door. 
He laid his nude body on the 
comforter, culling 
desire.  Fluttering about 
his lover’s face to 
satiate his hunger, Butterfly 
knew the fantasy 
left him the victor once more. 
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    Lunch 
         Paul Beckman 

 

 Mirsky noticed them right 

off. They were standing patiently waiting 

for a table to be cleared when he walked 

in. He cut the line and took a seat at the 

counter and a few minutes later the 

waitress, waving her mop cloth, motioned 

them to a corner booth directly in his view. 

    What a view it was.   

 She. About thirty with high, model 

style cheekbones, big innocent eyes with 

not so innocent long dark lashes, and 

henna colored hair hanging long in a 

planned disheveled look. She wore a black 

satiny three buttons open blouse, and 

'watch my wiggle' black jeans with a fire 

red belt. No rings. No jewelry. 

 He. Naturally curly blond hair. Short pressed pants with suspenders and an Izod striped 

shirt. Nike sneakers. Spotlessly clean hands and face. Age. About three years. 

 She didn't look the type to be in this off the highway diner. She neither looked at others nor 

noticed others looking at her. Good thing. Mirsky couldn't take his eyes off of her.   

 Mirsky knew her. He had never met her, but he knew all about her. The boy too. Mirsky felt 

he always had the ability to study a person for a few minutes and do a biography. This talent was 

inherited from walks with his mom when he was young. They invariably would pass someone Mirsky 

didn't know, but she and the passerby would nod their hellos, and as Mirsky and his mom would 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continue on, she would give him a short biographical profile with a touch of gossip about that person. 

 Ann Bigelow, look at her, my goodness! She was voted class sophisticate. No man was ever good 

enough for her and they were all after her. It was said that she would work all year to save for a 

cruise hoping to land Mr.. Rich. Doesn't look so good for Miss Sophisticate. 

 His mom either had a wide circle of acquaintances or a very fertile imagination. Mirsky never 

knew which. 

 They were passing through on the way to her mother's house. Probably have about three more 

hours of driving to go. D.C., maybe Virginia. No ring. Recently separated or divorced. Poor kid. 

Mirsky knew what it was like. 

 They order. 

 His name's probably Brett. Looks like a Brett. Makes his bed every day and brushes his teeth 

without being reminded. Short grownup. 

 She sips her cocktail. 

 He tries his Coke. 

 She smiles at Brett. 

  Brett smiles back at Mother. 

 Brett has to call her Mother. Mother probably called him Brett honey. Mirsky wonders if Brett 

will ever slide into third and then decides he would. Looks like a three year old winner.  

 Mother starts on salad. 

 Brett spoons his fruit cocktail. 

 Mother and Brett dab with napkins as choreographed. 

 As noisy as this diner is, Brett and Mother could have been in their own dining room. They 

look only at their plates, each other, and now together at the main course being served. 

 Mother starts on her scallops. 

 Brett picks up a drumstick. 

 Kid's got an appetite. That isn't even a child's portion of fried chicken. 

 Mother leaves some scallops. 
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 Brett leaves nothing but picked bones.   

 Mother and Brett order. 

 Mother sips her coffee. 

 Brett starts on the strawberry ice cream. 

 Well, what do you know? Brett can’t even eat half his dessert. The little grownup is rubbing 

his eyes. Funny. He doesn’t seem the type to crawl onto Mother's lap. He looks so cute and innocent 

all cuddled up and resting his head against Mother's bosom.   

 Mother sips. 

 Brett yawns. 

 Mother touches Brett's head.  

 Brett unbuttons two buttons on Mother's blouse. 

 Mother sips. 

 Brett nurses. 

 Mother and Brett both close their eyes.   

 Mirsky almost spills his third cup of coffee.      

 Then a guy dressed in jeans and a Red Sox baseball cap walks to the counter, blocking 

Mirsky’s view. Finally, stepping aside, he snaps his fingers and gives a whistle for the waitress, who 

turns and throws him a stare. He, oblivious to her hostility says, "Hey hon., give me a tuna sandwich 

and a cup of coffee, black, to go."     

 Baseball cap turns, and Mirsky watches as Mother opens her eyes at the sound of his whistle. 

He motions to Mother, who smiles and gently nudges Brett.   

 Mother waves, buttons up, tosses some money on the table, and leads Brett by the hand over 

to the counter, where she stops and gives baseball cap a hug and a passionate kiss. Picking Brett up, 

he says, "C'mon son, you can sleep in the car. It's all fixed and we can make Boston by dark." He 

hands his to-go order to Mother and off they go.  

 Go figure, Mirsky thinks.  Grabbing his check, he waits his turn for the cashier and realizes 

there is something familiar about her—kind of a Midwest preacher's daughter look. Mirsky figures  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her name to be Rachel or Rebecca, and that she’s working here to support her child born out of 

wedlock. She can’t go home because of the scandal it would cause her parents. 

 Mirsky pays the bill and looks at her nametag. It reads Tami. Poor kid, Mirsky thinks, had to 

change her name too. He shakes his head as he leaves the restaurant.  
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          Outer Circle 
            Nathan Leslie  
 
 4:00 

 I’m not thinking about Thom when I stomp to the shed, unlock it, grab the spade, and hustle 

back to the box elder where I saw the two snakes wrangling underneath the oak leaves. I’m not 

thinking about Thom when I heave the shovel back and club it downwards as hard and fast as my 

arms will go. I’m not thinking about Thom when I slice the slick kingsnake in two, watching the two 

halves writhe—one counterclockwise, one the opposite. Thom has his life. I have mine. That’s the 

way it goes sometimes. Union isn’t the worst desire in the world.   

“Satellites in orbit,” I called us one night.   

“Oh, ixnay on the melodrama,” he said.   

I hate his Pig Latin even more than his hipper-than-thou, ass-backwards Spanglish he breaks 

out with the Austin Grill servers. Show-off. Seven years and what do we have to show for it? 

Separate homes. Separate beds. No ring. No kids. I’d say my clock was ticking, but I’m not sure the 

hour hand works any longer. Son of a bitch. 

 While I’m indulging in reverie the other snake skedaddles through the weedy side of the 

shrub; I don’t bother. I witness the final twitchings, the halved sucker bleeding into my crabgrass. 

Watching something else suffer for once brings me a dose of joy, something close to it. That’s 

another thing Thom never did—never took care of the lawn as promised. “When I’m through you’ll 

have a putting green. You can open up a mini-Golf course in your front yard.” Oh, he could talk the 

talk. “Karen, the problem you have,” Sheri said, “is he doesn’t have a stake in things.” Tell me about 

it. She knew I broke his balls for the past eighteen months. We were at loggerheads about his moving 

in. 

 I yank the work gloves out of my right ass pocket, slide them on, and carry the snake halves 

to the green plastic trashcan. Toss them in. What kind of name is Thom anyway? I mean, didn’t 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his parents know the “h” is superfluous. They said it was a family thing, but that’s exactly the kind of 

cutesy shit that drives me up a tree. Set Thom up for a life of slick maneuvers.   

 

 6:00 

 When he pulls into my driveway an hour late, he’s grinning his usual boyish fucking grin.  

Instantly my defenses fold. There’s the rub. 

 He lifts his gym bag onto one shoulder, cocks his head in this rakish, art-for-art’s sake-Oscar-

Wilde way, and he rolls his eyes, sheepishly, as if to say, “Hey, sorry K. I’ll do better next time.” His 

voice dinks around in my head. But I want to hear the words, actually. I bob my head, lift my 

eyebrows, and he knows. Despite his many flaws, Thom is no dummy.   

 His tongue clicks in his mouth metallically, and he snorts. 
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 Waiting 
 Kim Jones 
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Night Ride 
(to Yash) 
Daniel Aristi 

   much 
much night outside already –   
that will (osmotically) 
sift inside the cabin 
surely  
and wash away 
the dregs of sunset amber 
 
(night will also make you 
into your nocturnal self, 
an owlish you 
at the helm of the Hyundai) 
 
  the steering of the wheel 
throws stars left and right 
and the horn, you fear, 
would shake them down 
crashing onto Earth 
 
  and the Moon 
we got wrong: 
the Moon 
(think about it) 
is but a peephole 
someone punched through the sky vault 
 
   while cities lay unconscious by the road 
for the taking. 
Or maybe I’ll just drive on 
till dawn hopefully  
sets things right again. 
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It is late and the fruit is bad. 
Doug Holder 
 
It is late at night 
and the fruit 
has gone bad. 
Its bruises remind me 
of all of life's hamfists 
and the things 
I never had. 
  
I take its flesh 
deep into my mouth 
digest the ferment 
of its rotten skin 
cut the lights 
in respect 
for the state I'm in. 
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Faint Regret  
David McLean 
 
smiles faint as regret 
on faces of the dead 
who did not remember nothing 
until it came 
 
emptily recollecting them. 
smiles fall from the eyes of children 
to gray skies and rain. 
we regret nothing 
 
because it touches us 
the dead explain, there are things 
missing in every childish sky, 
things from which we refrain 
 
faint regrets, nothing completes itself, 
no shame 
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To the Bug I Drowned in the Sink, 2:15 AM 
Brandon Williams 
 
Suddenly, hurricanes 
seem less 
random. Flash floods, 
typhoons. Incandescence. 
Trying to find 
a switch in the dark, 
belated fumbling, 
the arm contorting 
like electrocuted 
leg spasms. No reason 
the world can't be 
a sink, 
sink can't be a globe, 
porcelain earthenware 
remodeled 
in a heavier kiln. 
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Tending the Dead 
      Mitchell Waldman 
 
 

He would dream of her. It was as if he were talking to her. Sometimes face to face. 

Sometimes on the telephone. The frustration of not being with her was always an element of the 

dream, as was the promise that they would soon be together again. And then he would awaken, 

struggling to cling to the dream, only to remember that she was gone, that he would never see her 

again. 

The first Sunday after he returned from Texas he went with his mother and stepfather to the 

cemetery where his grandparents were buried. It was more out of curiosity than anything else that he 

went. He had barely known his grandparents, knew little more than what his mother had told him -- 

how his grandfather used to bounce him on the knee, pull quarters from behind his ears. And his 

grandmother, how she used to fuss over him, make sure his shirt collar was straight, his hair was neat. 

She had acted as if he were a little china doll, was how his mother had put it. 

The cemetery was in what had once been a prospering neighborhood of Chicago, but had 

turned into an area of neglect and decay. Sitting in the back seat of the car, feeling just like a child 

again, although he was now a man, 23 years old, Martin watched as the unfamiliar gray buildings 

passed by on the way to the graveyard.  

In the front seat, beside his father, his mother sighed, looking out the window. "Just look at 

this place. It's really gone down hill, hasn't it? It's really a shame. To think, I had you, Marty, right 

down the street from here. And now it's horrible, I'd be scared to come here in the daytime by 

myself." 

Martin stared out the window, trying to see what his mother saw. But, except for a man 

sleeping on a bench with a bottle in a paper sack, and some newspapers flying around in the wind, he 

couldn't see what it was that made the neighborhood so bad. Was it that there were few white faces to  
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be found walking the streets? Was that what made it horrible? 

He remembered the night he had been sitting with Lucy in Austin in his car, parked in front of 

her house, talking about people they'd gone out with. It was early in their relationship. He had his arm 

around her and she was cuddling up against him, her head on his chest. 

"Then there was Rex. A real loser," she was saying. He remembered how he had rubbed her 

face delicately with his fingers. How smooth her skin had been. "He sniffed airplane glue for fun. 

Some fun, huh?" She had looked up at him, and their lips had met on their own, as if pulled together 

by some magnetic force. She had pulled back then for a moment, and rested her head back on his 

chest. "And then there was Ty. My first black guy. He was a real sweetheart, but he moved away to 

California, and I never heard from him again." 

He hadn't wanted to tell her how his heart ached when she talked like this, about feelings for 

other guys that hadn't quite quit that had left her partially heartbroken. There seemed to be so many 

of them. And she was only seventeen. He could count the number of his own heartbreaks on less than 

half of the fingers on one hand. And he was twenty-two. 

"How about you? You ever go out with any black girls?" 

"No. Had a date with one once, but she stood me up." 

"You're kidding. You never went out with a black girl?" 

"Why, is that so surprising? It's not like I'm prejudiced or anything. There just weren't a lot of 

black girls around where I lived. We had our token black family in high school who everybody acted 

as if they liked, just because they were black. And, it's not like I went out so much in high school to 

begin with." 

She had looked at him in the darkness of the car and he could see her eyes glowing from the 

streetlight. "It's okay, sweetie," she said, reaching over to peck him on the lips. "I still love ya' 

anyway." 
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When they turned into the cemetery, the brown leaves of fall seemed to rush at the car from 

every direction, as if attacking them. On the gravel, his stepfather drove slowly, as his mother fretted, 

chewing a thumbnail, sighing as they drove. "Oh, this is really pathetic, why can't they keep this 

place up. Look at the grass. It's brown over there like it hasn't been watered in years. Somebody 

ought to be told about this." 

"Harriet, just calm down, calm down, would ya’? I'm trying to remember where we're 

supposed to go." 

"It's way in the back, Hal. All the way back near the fence. You remember. It hasn't been that 

long." 

"It hasn't been that long? It's been about three years." 

"No," his mother said. "It has not." 

His father scoffed. "You don't think I remember? Last time we dragged your cousin Irv down 

here, and he's been gone two and a half years already." 

Mrs. Harrison put her hand to her mouth. "My God, I think you're right. It's awful. Marty," 

she said, not turning around, "promise me when I go you won't neglect me, like I've neglected your 

grandparents." 

"Mom," Martin said, "You're not going anywhere for a long time." He said it, but how did he 

know? Look at Lucy. Nineteen, and look at her. Gone. How could anyone know when it would be, or 

who would be next? 

"Just promise me, okay? Twice a year, at least. That's not so much to ask." 

"Harriet, give the kid a break." 

She turned around to look at him. There were bags under her eyes that he hadn't noticed 

before. 

"I'm sorry, honey, I wasn't thinking." 
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"It's all right," he said, barely having the energy to say that, but doing what he knew he was 

expected to. 

They had come to the end of the gravel path. There was nowhere else to go. "Guess we're 

going to hike it from here," his dad said, opening his door.  

"I don't remember it being like this. I don't remember it being this far." 

Martin's dad gave him a quick glance and rolled his eyes. "Harriet, this is exactly how it's 

been for the last twenty-five years. You'd think you'd know the lay of the land by now." 

But, as she stepped out of the car, looking so brittle, almost stumbling, so that Martin reached 

to grab her elbow, she looked around the garden of burial plots with a dazed look on her face. "This 

doesn't look right, it doesn't look familiar at all. Are you sure, Hal, that we're in the Jewish section?" 

"For Godsakes, Harriet! Look around! Star of David, Star of David. What do you think this is, 

the Moslem section?" 

"Okay, okay, so I'm a little disoriented. It has been a while." She had taken about ten steps 

from the car when she stopped, and turned to Martin, who was following right behind her. "Oh, my, I 

almost forgot. Marty, could you get the plant I brought? It's on the floor in the back seat. And see if 

you can find a couple of stones too, to put on the markers, so that people will know that we've been 

here." 

"Sure, Mom," he said, trudging back to the Oldsmobile, and retrieving the small potted orchid 

in the back. Then he picked up a couple stones from the gravel road and moved off into the direction 

of his grandparents' graves. 

 

It was nothing more than a curiosity to him. The graves of dead people he didn't know. "Oh, 

dear," his mother said. "Just look at this." She was on her knees, pulling weeds from the foot of the 

grave. "You think they would take better care of this."  
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Martin placed the plant in its green plastic pot on the ground and walked to the markers. 

There was one marker with two pictures in little lockets attached to the stone. He flipped open one 

silver lid and there, staring at him, was a brown picture of a tiny man with a round face and worried 

eyes. He opened the other picture. A sad-eyed woman with dark hair and a plain face. These were the 

grandparents he didn't remember. 

His mother was still plucking weeds out with her hands, growing more agitated as she went. 

"Hal, would you please help me? I can't do this all by myself?" But his father was walking 

around behind the stones, smoking a cigarette, staring off into the distance. She scowled at him. 

"I'll help you, Mom," Martin said, and got down on his knees and started pulling at the weeds, 

mostly getting them in the middles, not all the way down to the roots, and throwing them in the piles. 

He didn't see the point of it, but, for some reason, it was important to his mother. Maybe it was the 

only way she could feel as if she were doing something for her parents, a way to show her love for 

them, after all these years. 

He wondered what Lucy's grave looked like, wondered if he would ever see it. He imagined 

visiting Oxford some day, and hunting it out. How many cemeteries could there be? 

But, for now, it didn't seem real. It didn't seem that it could really have happened to her.  

He tugged at the weeds harder, yanking at them with all his might. "Damn you," he said 

softly, as he yanked at a particularly big one whose root wouldn't give way. He tried again, his hand 

scraping on the rough edges of the tough green plant, which he just couldn't get out. "Damn you!" he 

yelled, as his mother, behind him, stopped pulling her weeds and looked at him, a question in her 

eyes.    

Then he collapsed on the grass, like a soldier hit, stunned on the field, all the tears he'd stored 

up coming out in a torrent. Remembering the letter he'd opened, anticipating news that she'd be 

coming back soon from her trip to England, only to read the words that he could not comprehend,  
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that she'd died in an automobile accident, instantly, they'd thought. That they would know more after 

the autopsy. AUTOPSY. 

He felt a hand on his back, became aware of his face against the cool hard dirt. “Are you all 

right, Martin?” his stepfather’s voice asked. But how could he answer that, his head resting against 

the earth, his eyes locked in a tunnel of darkness, not wanting to look up, not wanting to see the sun, 

betrayer of his heart. No, he was not all right. He would never again be all right. Didn't they, why 

didn't the whole world, know that? 
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