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Foreword

It’s a love/hate relationship, with more love than hate.

What can I say? The Sandy has been a dream of mine for three years 
now. We roughed it out. We made up. We threw past issues at each 
other. I told her to never come back. The Sandy, my friends, is a 
boomerang. And I don’t mind. I don’t mind at all. 

—Devany Chaise-Greenwood





anne carson

I am to imitate a mirror like that of water (but water is not a 
mirror and it is dangerous to think so).
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my heart has three stomachs
the mountains burn in the sunrise
my heart is the ribcage.
the mountains are in blossom
my heart is a baby lion
the mountain is taking off my shirt but can
i stay faithful to the sidewalk?
my heart is a sidewalk. 
the mountain can see a lie
my heart is the opposite of the sidewalk
the mountains are crying i can see their tears
my heart is a bombshell.
my heart likes your lipstick
the mountains are biting my shoulder blade
my heart is a cherry tree
the mountain is a sweat lodge
my heart is a smoke signal.
i am not: a canyon, frozen.
my heart has three stomachs,
mountain is the third eye.

heart/mountain

Poetry

Elizabeth Kelley
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Thoreau has left Walden. He carries a knapsack filled with such clothing 
and other articles as are indispensible. I carry my white blanket for comfort 
and two broken eggshells for parents. He is going to climb Katahdin. I am 
going to watch. 

 Three men are travelling with Thoreau. Two are the batteau drivers, 
who poled the boats from Pockwockamus Falls to the edge of the Katahdin 
wilderness. The boats wait for their return on River Pond. Their drivers carry 
packs of food and cooking equipment, blankets for sleeping on, hatchets, 
and hand-drawn maps. They wear heavy leather boots and buttoned shirts 
tucked into thick woolen pants. Their calloused fingers are often dug deeply 
into their scratchy beards.  

The third man is my father. This is not the first time he has climbed 
this mountain. When my sister and I were very young, he would pack his 
old red car in the cold dark of dawn with gallons of water and bundles tied 
with thin rope and disappear for a few days, sometimes alone, sometimes 
with a faceless stranger from work. Now, his brown hair is kept short, and 
the graying edges contradict his unwrinkled face and round, boyish nose. 
His shirt stretches tightly across his shoulders but fits loosely into the worn, 
faded jeans it is tucked into. His old hiking boots burst at the joint between 
rubber and fabric. He carries many things this time, only a few of which I can 
see. I see only their weight in his slumping shoulders and drooping eyelids. 
A man as strong as he is, though—a bodybuilder, after all—will eventually 
make his way to the summit. 

Thoreau leads the men, as he is the most experienced mountain climber. 
He has fashioned a walking stick out of a knobby maple branch. He did this 
during breakfast, while the batteau drivers boiled tea in tin cups over the 
morning fire and ate chunks of hard bread and pork. Silvery trout from the 
nearby stream fried in a pan over the fire, too, and they ate filets with forks 

Nonfiction

Chaos and Old Night
 Noelle Dubay

The tops of mountains are among the unfinished parts of the globe, whither it is 
a slight insult to the gods to climb and pry into their secrets, and try their effect 
on our humanity. Only daring and insolent men, perchance, go there.  
      —Thoreau, The Maine Woods
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neatly whittled from alder-twigs, which grew there, off strips of birch-back for 
plates. I spied him writing this in his journal. My father sat on the opposite 
side of the fire, eating only oatmeal and egg whites. My sister and I shared 
this same dinner with him every time my mother worked the night shift at 
the hospital. This was, he explained, how one built muscle. The fork and 
plate looked like they would crumble in his hands. 

Now he walks behind Thoreau and the men, listening for the birdsongs 
he knows so well and exercising his frame by bounding from rock to rock, 
occasionally hoisting himself onto a tree branch and resting on the bowed 
limb. He appears as limber and energetic as he does navigating the buzzing 
machinery of his workplace, tugging levers and bouncing from one platform 
to the next. He took me to this factory once. He wanted me to see how a 
machine could crush and bleach the pulp of a tree into watery sludge and 
flatten it into broad sheets of steaming white paper. He took ownership of 
this paper, paper that could be transformed by Thoreau’s messy script or the 
lines of the batteau drivers’ crinkled maps or the women on the photographs 
nestled deeply in my father’s pockets. 

We pass a brook and the men stop to fill their canteens. From behind 
a mossy rock, I catch him studying the photographs. From one pocket, he 
pulls a picture of my mother, sick with cancer, bald head cocked with a weak 
smile. From the other, he pulls out a picture of a different woman—a young, 
dark-haired woman with a broad face and dimpled cheeks, smiling coyly. I 
saw an image of this woman hanging amongst others in the hallway on the 
way to my father’s office, nestled between jolting and grinding machinery. 

Thoreau, who had explored ahead while the men rested, now comes 
jogging back for the men. Before us is the first summit, North Peak, and if 
one dares cross the dark, damp crags ahead, he promises the clouds will break 
and one will be able to see the lakes below, like a mirror broken into a thousand 
fragments, and wildly scattered over the grass. I follow my father as he races 
ahead to find his own reflection, leaving the men behind. His muscles swell, 
and branches crunch beneath his weight. At the summit, he looks over the 
untamed land and pulls the two photographs out of his pockets. When he 
looks at my mother, the outer corners of his eyes pull down into a frown. 

I remember him sitting outside a fitting room at the mall a year earlier, 
when I was ten. My mother, after her mastectomy, needed new clothes to 
fit her misshapen frame. Between outfits, I asked my dad about the dark 
rings around his eyes. He leaned forward and placed my mother’s purse on 
the ground. “Sometimes,” he told me, “no matter how much you sleep, you 
never stop being tired.” 
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My mother’s photograph drops from his hand and is taken by a gust 
of damp wind. He pulls the other picture from his pocket, the one of the 
dark-haired woman. His chin, clean-shaven, pushes up into his bottom 
lip. He has made his decision; he returns this one to his pocket as the three 
men approach. Thoreau puts his hand on my father’s shoulder. “Isn’t this 
something?” Thoreau asks, still breathing heavily. His ears glow red from 
exertion. 

The men decide they are going to camp on the Burnt Lands, tablelands 
burnt by lightning, perchance… exceedingly wild and desolate. As the two 
bearded men fight with a large canvas tent, Thoreau jumps upon a charred 
stump. “This is the Earth of which we have heard, made out of Chaos and 
Old Night!” As the sky darkens, my father cautiously explores the blackened 
terrain. He kicks a chuck of dirt into a boulder and a black rock shakes loose 
from it—obsidian. He picks it up, rubs off the dirt, and moves to put it into 
his pocket. But once inside, the rock remembers the picture of my mother 
that used to be here before it blew away, and lines of heavy guilt build on 
his forehead. He begins to cry, but quickly wipes his face on his sleeve and 
makes his way back to the campfire, where the men are boiling tea mixed 
with mashed blueberries and heating dried pork on the hot rocks. 

When my mother began chemotherapy, after the mastectomy, she was 
not allowed to lift anything over ten pounds. Her shoulders were lopsided 
then—one supporting a breast, the other nothing. She had trouble climbing 
stairs, could not drive a car, could not go to work. She sometimes spent 
entire days prostrate on the couch, fighting nausea. When my father came 
home late from work, when he still lived at home, he would help to carry 
her to bed. I fear not spirits, ghosts, of which I am one,—that my body might, 
writes Thoreau, as my father sleeps. But I fear bodies, I tremble to meet them.

The men wake early and pack quickly. They will reach the summit before 
noon if the weather and their bodies do not fail them. Thoreau laces his leather 
boots, and my father stretches his sore limbs. He puts his bare sole against a 
young birch tree and leans toward the trunk, stretching the ligaments running 
behind his calf and up into his lower back. Left leg, then right. 

They reach the summit at noon, but clouds obscure the view. Thoreau 
scribbles into his journal: now the wind would blow out a yard of clear 
sunlight… sometimes it seemed as if the summit would be cleared in a few 
moments and smile in sunshine wherein I stood; then a gray dawning light was 
all it could accomplish. Thoreau and the batteau drivers prepare for descent; 
the men tighten their packs and drink from canteens. In a moment my father 
will join them, but first he will wait for the clouds to clear. They never do. 
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LADY HORSE MOTHER

The journey downward is much faster. The men, hungry for dinner, 
don’t stop at every clearing to glance upon old landscapes. They walk in a 
quick procession, and it’s hard to match their pace. Near the bottom, though, 
they are stopped by a man repairing a ramshackle bicycle and wagon loaded 
with packages and mail. My father’s hand wanders over the white skin of his 
stomach and remembers a scar where a bicycle handle pierced this soft shell 
when he was a boy. His fingers graze the raised tissue, and his eyes close—he 
thinks of machines, and of Thoreau. I stand in awe of my body, this matter to 
which I am bound has become so strange to me! 

A dog jumps out from between the packages on the wagon, startling 
the men. It weaves between their legs, and one of the drivers bends down to 
pet the dog’s coarse fur. The dog’s owner shakes Thoreau’s hand and offers to 
carry a message for us to anybody in that country. Thoreau is occupied recording 
this in his journal. The woodsmen laugh, saying they’ll see their wives by 
dinner—no need to send a message.

My father borrows a page from Thoreau’s journal and finds a pen in 
his breast pocket. He scrawls a goodbye in his slanted cursive and folds the 
sheet, passing it to the man on the bicycle. “Where to?”  The address is the 
northern hospital where my mother lies between white sheets, recovering 
from her final surgery, pale skin scarred and broken but slowly hardening, 
slowly piecing itself back together. 

Tonight, by the base-camp fire, Thoreau will write: Some part of the 
beholder, even some vital part, seems to escape through the loose grating of his ribs 
as he ascends. He is more alone than you can imagine. My father will think 
about the dark-haired woman, the one he has chosen. He will take the black 
rock out of his pocket and become familiar with the weight of it in his hand.
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Not for accuracy, she is tired of facts and distance,
longitude, unless it’s carved out in aquamarine
and violet. She doesn’t want carefully engineered, exact
miles, doesn’t want to leaved the draped rooms the old

parchment and linens are spread out in, throws out her
AAA map, her Frommer’s, her Michelin, doesn’t want the
careful blotches, the interstates, but loves those old
picture maps where flying monsters with lavender wings 
inhabit islands mysterious as Rorschachs or hieroglyphs 
almost too devastating to read, wants what shimmers and 
intoxicates like velvets and old Persian rugs. It’s too
exhausting to pack and unpack, she doesn’t want to find her

self stranded in Istanbul or Tangiers in the rain and
no taxi. It’s easier, she tells herself, to love maps than
men who’ll roll away from the pillow, whispering “for her
own good,” or “it wasn’t you, it was me.” She wants to run

her fingers over their pale tourmaline and rusts, old as 
teapots from Persia, the oldest Venetian glass. She doesn’t 
want exact latitudes, but what is mysterious as a room behind
drawn lace, lips she won’t have to do laundry for. She aches for a 

country in the shape of a fly-blue fish washed with lemon,
something she can date with one glance, something from
the fifteenth century. Not what folds up, can split along
the crease, wants what she can lie smooth in a locked flat drawer

or roll up to have there in the dark just for her.

The Woman Who Loved Maps
 Lyn Lifshin

Poetry
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Going Somewhere 
Diana Allen
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Their father had died slowly.
 Martha Cole-soon-to-be-Hamer stood apart from her brothers with 
her slender hands clasped tightly to her chest. She could feel the cold granite 
of a stranger’s tombstone against her thigh and she leaned into it, just to feel 
anything at all. Her eyes peered over the side of the hole, drawn to the top 
of her father’s coffin. People were still tossing white and red long-stemmed 
roses into the pit. They thunked disturbingly on the shiny wooden lid and 
Martha half-expected her father to bolt upright and tell them all to shut up 
already, he was trying to sleep. But the coffin lid remained closed, sealed, 
never to be opened again. She looked to her older brothers, whose close-
shaven cheeks were even drier than hers, and couldn’t wait to turn eighteen 
and get away from all these men.
 They were all glad the old man was dead. Sober as a priest and as 
mean as the Devil, or at least, that’s what their mother used to say when she 
was alive. She’d died young and was gone now, just bones in the dirt like 
Martha’s father would be in ten years. Her mourning dress was black and 
pleated along the knee-length skirt. The dark-colored windbreaker she’d 
chosen was not nearly warm enough for the late September chill. She’d 
definitely worn the wrong footwear. Each toe throbbed with its own pain 
as they languished, crammed inside the narrow, high-heeled shoes. Her 
brothers looked stoically handsome in their suits, the morning light filtering 
through the sparse trees and onto their shoulders. Each of their four heads 
were inclined slightly toward the ground. Martha watched them with the 
detached interest of a zoo-goer, mildly bored by the repetitive antics of the 
apes. 
 The pastor droned on, but Martha heard only emptiness. Whatever 
stock she’d put in God had been beaten out of her over the last sixteen years 
of her life. What kind of god would let Malachi Cole live so long? Martha 
pretended she was somewhere else, waiting for her lover on the cold streets 
of Paris in the winter. She heard snips of what was being said.
“Malachi Cole was a good, church-going man—and he fought pancreatic 
cancer bravely until the end.” 

Maine, 1998
Kate Johnson

Fiction
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 Martha covered her mouth with the palm of her hand to keep from 
laughing out loud. Her uncle was certifiable. Her father had squealed like a 
pig at the end of his illness. He’d developed a penchant for throwing things, 
cursing the God he was supposed to love, and grabbing at her breasts when 
she tried to feed him his meals. If he hadn’t dropped off when he had, Martha 
was pretty sure she would have helped him along. 
 After the last amen was said, Martha looked up to see Ralph Hamer 
staring at her from across her father’s grave. He was away at college most of 
the time and had been her brother Johnny’s classmate in high school. Martha 
thought he was handsome in an unassuming kind of way, with sandy brown 
hair and eyes to match. He smiled broadly when he saw he’d gotten her 
attention. 
 After Ralph Hamer, Martha Cole would never see Paris in the 
winter, or any other time. 
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Blue jays razzed everyone and everything
on the slopes of Whiteface this afternoon,
where low bushes boiled with blueberries,
under the sun—jeered me especially, as

I bent to pick and savor fruit that perhaps
turns birds blue (I assumed they drank
the sky, but haven’t studied ornithology).
I am not changing color here, am I?

Better sing the blues than sicken and die.
O the torch-song singer in a smoky club:
she has seen and done it all, is the worse
for wear.  Downhill goes better to a tune.

Rippled Winnipesaukee mirrors the sky,
mimicking its midday glaze.  We learn
not to reflect each other’s azure moods:
one melancholic at a time will do.

If you saw things my way, with my past,
you’d see them through a tinted lens—
if I wished that on you, I’d work my will
by holding my breath till I turned blue.

Poetry

Blues
Russell Rowland
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Few things in the universe can rival the sheer grandeur of a dying star.  
Towards the end of their lives, stars swell to nearly nine times their original solar 
masses.  Iron hardens tumor-like in their pressured cores, their insides begin to 
swim with volatile fusion and nearby orbiting planets are stripped bare and 
obliterated in the immense, growing pregnancies of heat and synthesis. As the 
end draws nearer, all stars will dim.

It’s sometimes overlooked how absolutely dark it is inside the human 
body.  Although the slimed piles of organs and muscle sheets inside us have 
all been scrutinized and labeled, they nevertheless operate our entire lives 
in the utter absence of light.  We may have the capacity to memorize and 
catalogue the numerous tissues stratifying our bodies, but when we go to 
sleep at night our hearts are as dark as the void of space and our brains as 
black as the center of the world.  It is here that Human existence begins, 
a birthright of actualization decided in the claustrophobic fathoms at the 
human center.  No light is needed here.  

In average-sized stars the luminous outer layers are shed away to form 
a planetary nebula; a glowing cloud of ionized gas and superheated particles.  
Its mass will slowly condense into itself, compressing into a single super-dense, 
marble-smooth sphere that will soften in brightness and temperature over eons like 
a fog of breath vanishing from an intergalactic mirror.  The cooling process for a 
star to reach this placid, featureless state is believed to exceed 13.7 billion years, 
denying even the universe itself the privilege of witnessing their pacified retirement.

It takes months before the human fetus begins to take a discernible 
shape.  Up until that point a gestating child exists as a sort of a filmy splotch 
of nonsense; a comma of milky, semi-translucent paste shadowed by ridges 
and grooves of developing anatomy.  It is almost alien in appearance during 
this early fetal stage, wraith-like and celestial as a deep sea fish.  It is here, 
though, folded in the depths of the body, that a universe of association frenzies 
into being.  Within the pressured pocket of darkness, the fetus draws itself 
together like a reversely burning candle: tides of material rolling together to 
form a shape altogether new and altogether whole. 

An apathetic demise is not the way of larger stars.  Instead of fawning away 
in layers like the pages of a burning bible, the superheated core collapses in one 

380nm—740nm
Zachary Fowler

Nonfiction
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enormous cascade of substance.  The subsequent shockwave from this enormous 
event triggers a supernova, an explosion of spectacular proportions which may 
produce more energy in an instant than the star had produced during its entire 
lifetime.  All the massive wells of heat, all the circulating arteries of energy are 
heaved outwards in single moment of sheer luminous light.  

Eventually, time dilutes the fetus’s foreign appearance; the Yin-like 
curve of the face corrugating with the early ridges of countenance, the thin, 
flagellate tail slowly withering away and a cringing, little heart appearing ex 
nihilo in the slim cavity of the chest.  It grows from the size of a chickpea 
to a softball, to finally a folded loaf of limbs.  The gender decides itself, the 
round, black eyes are coated in eyelids, and nails bud up from the fingertips 
of tiny, bloated hands.  Life blossoms its new shape.  

Stars very rarely conduct themselves in any measure of time that a human 
could live to appreciate.  Their whims are stretched over millennia, their growth 
finely interwoven into the golden spiral of the universe.  Only in their deaths is 
there any semblance of immediacy, only in their last moments do they curtail 
their lives with a single moment of absolute suddenness. The aftermath will leave 
the star utterly destroyed – reduced to a fading, glowing imprint of illumination 
on the inner eyelid of space, vanishing more and more with the heavy blinks of 
time.  Ruptured open, the once cancerous elements entombed in the stars’ cores are 
breathed across the universe.   From its final throes of fusion and nucleosynthesis, 
an entire gamut of matter is sent spiraling carousel-like through space, the building 
blocks of solidification sired from the annihilations of stars.      

Within the unseen tightness of the body, do those cosmic dust clouds 
reconvene after endless epochs of drift into a body of pure organic potential?  
Is our reciprocal genesis within black fathoms of the womb the eventual 
culmination of wayward pre-solar grains?  From the grandest, brightest 
obliteration in the universe comes the slightest, darkest act of creation.  
A living microcosm formed from the ancestral ashes of stars.  We share a 
common lineage with all things.  We are all part of the single Ouroboros 
of being.

It’s believed that the explosion from a Supernova may outshine an entire 
galaxy for a brief moment in time, that it may glow so brightly new stars flicker 
into fleeting existence within the asterisms of Earth’s skies. This is true, but like 
all things, even starlight ages. By the time the light of a supernova’s boisterous 
crescendo streaks into Earth’s atmosphere, its vendor would have long since burned 
into nothingness.  Their remnant luminescence is nothing but the echoes of giants, 
the doppelgangers of lost lights, an entire mausoleum of terminal constellations.  
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Future
Jon Yeston
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The campfire no longer holds its flames
as high as before—
the night sky sings,
swells with indecision.
We are covered like children
with a blanket woven
by spiders and strings,
are uncovered by the limbs
of each other, stretched 
across the horizon.
The sun sinks 
across the body 
dipping in & around. 

Grandmother, when 
will I be the grandmother?
When will the haze wrap
around me in a dance
that carves a nest
in the deep sea? 

The heavens are opening up,
do you feel the change?
Native Woman tells me
there is a new planet entering
our solar system. Our
solar 
system. Yes, or no,
cries the blue bird. 
Will you give me
another peanut
or not? I am 
uninterested in the No

The Woman Circle and the New Planet
 Elizabeth Kelley

Poetry
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but still, 
I will stay. 

Imagine the weight
of the planet moving
cursing its way
through the black,
howling like a woman
giving birth, her baby’s
shoulders wider 
than any other shoulders,
the baby’s voice screaming: No
I do not want to pass
through the womb
take me back, goddammit, 
I only want the celestial 
entrails of the umbilical chord
to munch on, you asshole. 

But oh. The Planet, joining us. 
Thousands of years have passed
with circles creating patterns of light
women holding the hands of women, 
moon bodies weeping into the sky,
moon bodies swinging hips in joy. 
We are planets; the weight of them
the way they shift into Our
solar
system

like children answering only
to the divine, or like a hummingbird

dancing so fast
she spins to trance
ecstatic in the nectar
of one small, red flower. 
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“How is she doing?” Your American Spirit wheezes blue; you’re the 
only person I’ve ever met who smokes them. It pauses for a moment as you 
take a drag, inhaling deeply. You always light one before starting the car, and 
another before turning off the engine later, going through a pack in a day like 
it’s nothing. I want to ask you if you really think she liked kissing an ashtray, 
but this is not the time and I won’t make it my business.

“She’s doing okay.” Being the post-breakup mediator has never been 
my cup of tea, but you seem to want to talk about her. You take another 
drag from the cigarette, holding it in your mouth like a lover, before letting 
the stream of blue come forth from your lips slowly, still savoring it. You 
shift into reverse and we leave the parking lot. A five-minute drive has never 
felt so long. You tell me about all of her flaws: how she wouldn’t change to 
be seen as “mature”; how she expected you to spend time with her; how she 
got upset when you blew off plans with her and went out to get high with 
friends. The drive punctuates your monologue: turn signals are commas, 
while a foot on the brake and another drag serve as a period. You do not ask 
me if I’ve had this conversation with her. (I have.) When you have nothing 
left to say, it is not my turn to speak; you simply turn the radio back on. I 
don’t know the song, so I sit in silence and you take a drag between verses.

We park in front of your apartment, where you unlatch your seatbelt 
and reach for a second cigarette. The end glows softly and breathes a wisp 
of blue. You clutch it between your fingers, rings sparkling in the dim dash-
board light, and inhale - a deep first drag, as if in preparation for what you 
are about to ask me. You exhale slowly.

“Is she happy?”
I want to lie, tell you that she is miserable; this should make you feel 

better about yourself somehow, and then maybe you won’t need to finish 
the cigarette.

“Yeah. She’s really happy.”
Inhale.

Smoke
Kylie Justine Groat

Nonfiction
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Glossed over in glass, her stormy eyes swelled
with sea salt and sweet ambrosia slurred 
from the corners of her lips: 
Venus could no longer see the jubilant iris
blooming from her lush beaches,
and the sounds of the sun-drenched lyre did
sink beneath the coral waters
from whence she rose in ecstasy,
in pearly foam.

The zephyrs did wave and rush and cradle
her crying son, in cloth,
but her siren song did echo in shells and scales,
and no longer could he rest his curled head
on the gentle coasts and curves of her bosom,  
which the waves did shape 
in waking ebbs and tides. 

Venus
 Max Eyes

Poetry
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You made the front-page news again, but it wasn’t your funeral and it 
wasn’t your story. “Teenager Hangs Himself. Service Will be Held Tuesday.” 
The article is a dangling memory—you linger in my head as real now as 
the words on the page. The image of the teen a pendulum of emotions—I 
sway between acceptance and devastation. This boy was a no-named kid to 
me, probably as you were to other people. I know, though, that he meant as 
much to one person as you did to me, though he probably didn’t know it.

To say that life has been the same without you would be a lie. To say 
I have not lived, though, would also be a lie. I have grown, I’m in college 
now. I’m making something of myself, just like you wanted me to. You. You 
stopped styling your hair, but I only noticed in hindsight. Most days you 
had homework, but it was almost finals week. I was busy, too. Busy. Too 
busy. Do you remember all those nights that we would just hang out at your 
house after dinner? We talked for hours, but could never tell anyone what 
we did, or what it was we talked on and on for. Not out of secrecy, we just 
had no idea. Time passed so smoothly when we were together. Time passed.

It’s yesterday to me. May 8th, 2008. We usually walked home together, 
but that day I had to stay to work in the library after school. Busy with 
homework again.

“Maybe I’ll see you later,” you muttered. You hadn’t spoken much 
all day.

“Sure thing, Dave. I’ll call you when I get home.” I didn’t say bye, 
neither did you.

I sensed you were bothered by something but, at that moment, it was 
not a concern. “We can talk about it later” was my reasoning, “If it comes 
up, it comes up.” Reflection, unintentionally, gives us all a sense of crudeness 
about ourselves. How could I have been so blind? How could I have been 
so dumb? You said it, the people whose profession it was to talk on and on 
about things that they… just… didn’t… understand because they couldn’t 
relate… said it, my mind told me—my mind tells me—but the bitterness 
and anger when looking back on it do not agree that it wasn’t my fault, that 
I couldn’t do anything.

On Time
Thom West

Nonfiction
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I was in the library for a couple of hours working on the assignment 
from English class. You had finished it already. You were an excellent writer. 
Hours filled with work and socializing there in the library as friends from the 
class came and went, I wasn’t in a rush; I had time on my side. Time on my 
side? No. This is the first memory I have where Time was most definitely not 
on my side. I had time for English, but not for you. All this was happening 
and I didn’t have a clue. It was foolish of me, my priorities weren’t straight. As 
I finished up my homework in the library, getting ready to leave, I ran into Liz.

“So, Liz, are you going to the last dance?” I see the smile, now, that 
one I had. I remember how long it took me afterward to feel, again, what 
a smile was.

“I was thinking about it, but I don’t have a date.”
“That’s a coincidence. I have a suit but no one to suit.”
“That’s just cheesy.”

             “Yeah, but you get the point. Do you want to go to the dance with me?”
         “I’d love to. I’ll call you later.”
         This was what I rushed home to tell you. This was the biggest news I 
could muster up from the two and a half hours since we parted, the news 
that would change my life, the start to a great summer. You never dated, 
but you often encouraged me to. You used to joke, “One of us needs to feel 
loved and I’m not willing to admit that it’s me.”
 You used to joke like that with me, with a chuckle. Do you remember 
the time we hadn’t slept in over forty hours? I started to fall asleep while 
walking and I ran directly into a pole. You about died. Died. Oh Dave… 
your laugh! It was rich, pure, full-hearted! It always shook your body, as if 
you ached but in the best way possible. You were always the most animate 
when you laughed. Your laugh was alive! It was contagious. I would laugh 
right with you.

***
 I never understood that one in twelve teens attempt suicide every 
year. Or that males are about four to five times more likely to die by suicide 
than females. I found out that several factors that lead teens to attempt 
suicide include feelings of loneliness, stress over school, and performance 
expectations. I stared at these facts for weeks afterward. Everyone who reads 
these statistics thinks “It’ll never happen to me” or “This isn’t relevant.” I used 
to think that in Health Class. I would have avowed those same things if asked 
just that morning. “I don’t know anyone suicidal. I heard about someone in 
high school doing it a few years back, but our town is over that now.” Over 
that now. That phrase disgusts me. How can anyone just be over that?
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 This was you. I never thought to wonder why you never talked to 
girls. Your journal told us, though. You had pages upon pages of eloquent 
speeches planned out, but you never had the confidence to approach a girl. 
You had what seemed like a chapter book detailing the expectations others 
had of you and that you had of yourself. I read these to the counselors I had 
to talk to after-the-fact. They just nodded their head as if they saw it coming, 
as if they understood, as if they knew you. As if. They didn’t know. Worse, 
though, I didn’t know. I didn’t know you were crumbling before my eyes. I 
had my eyes on other things.

***
 After I got home, I called your house. I knew your mom wouldn’t 
be home for about thirty minutes, but when no one picked up, I swung 
by to see if you had fallen asleep. I don’t know why I even called when you 
lived next door. I had my eyes fixed on your hallway floor, right beneath the 
bathroom door. I saw the red water but it only registered as denial in my 
head. Denial slowly turned to anger as I pounded on the bathroom door. You 
didn’t answer the door when I banged on it, Dave! Why didn’t you answer? 
It became a competition between the pounding and yelling.
 “Dave! What the fuck Dave? Open up! What the hell is going on 
here?”
 After two failed attempts to kick it in, my anger rose. Screaming 
with my third kick, I finally broke the door jam and small pieces shot into the 
bathroom. I swung the door open and my anger rushed out of me, pouring 
from my heart like the water from the tub. I have never seen a bathtub 
filled to the top before. The water lost its transparency as it mixed with the 
crimson red of your life. I could hardly make out the porcelain white of the 
tub through the waterfall. It all poured onto the floor. Every inch of the 
floor was covered in a shimmery pale red pool. Towards the back wall, I saw 
chucks of wood trim, floating, gently spinning in circles from the current 
that the falls formed. Unfalteringly, I stepped into it, not out of bravery but 
sheer fear.
 “Wake up, Dave! Wake up! Please God! I’ll do anything if you just 
say I’m not too late!”
 I could hardly see you through my tears. I shut the water off and 
pulled the plug. You were limp, almost floating, as it started to drain. I was 
mindlessly screaming.
 “How could you do this? What were you thinking? Dave! Answer 
me!”
 I was pacing back and forth. I almost ripped my hair out. I didn’t 
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touch you. I didn’t dare to. I punched the walls. I punched myself. It all took 
the life right out of me. I dropped to my knees, weak. I beat on the floor 
and the sides of the white porcelain tub, stained red. And I just looked at 
you. By now, your naked body lay on the floor of the bath. Your left arm 
rested awkwardly on your stomach and your right was cast to the side, as 
if you feared the presence of it. You were too tall for the tub, so your knees 
were up and they fell to the side. Your face was serene, like a neutralized 
mix of melancholy and joy, like a bitter-sweet release. I noticed how skinny 
you looked. Was it just the way you were laying there, Dave, or had you not 
been eating? Try as I might, I could not remember the last time I saw you 
eat something, even though we went to lunch every day.
 Do you remember when we went swimming in the river every 
summer? We would stay long after our fingers were raisiny. We would be 
having too much fun to get out of the water. Your fingers were raisiny again, 
Dave, for the last time. I saw them, a scary pale-purple. I see them every time 
I swim for too long. But, now, when that happens, I don’t like the sight of 
my own hands.
 Your eyes were closed. I wanted to see if you still had life in them, 
but I found myself, instead, trying to picture the last thing you saw behind 
closed eyes. What was it, Dave? Am I ever going to know?
 It seemed like hours but, apparently within minutes, the neighbors 
came rushing in, my mom included. They heard my screaming. They heard 
me all through the neighborhood, each word clearer than the last. My mom 
ripped me from your side. My mind shouted go, but my hearted shouted 
no. You were hard to look at but I didn’t want to be anywhere else. I didn’t 
realize until I was pulled out of there that the bathroom reeked of stale blood 
and the sour vomit you spewed in your semi-conscious state. I had kneeled 
in it, so the smell was carried with me. My mother held me as I found my 
way outside to puke in the fresh air. I was shaking in tears. Dave, you’re gone.
 My mom called your mom while someone else called the police, 
but they arrived at the same time. When your mom got there, she didn’t see 
me kneeling over the acidic mess that stunk of fear, disappointment, and 
failure. She charged into the bathroom as the paramedics were grabbing the 
bed from the ambulance. Oh Dave… her cry! It was rich, pure, full-hearted! 
It shook her body and ached in the worst way possible. I’ve never heard such 
pure emotion. I cried right with her.
 She gave me some time, but my mom eventually helped me collect 
myself so that I could talk to the EMTs. They never asked why it happened, 
but that was my only question. Maybe it wasn’t their place to ask, and they 
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certainly didn’t know the answer. They were brief, they were more concerned 
with getting you out of there, and the razor.
 “Where did he get the Exacto® blade?”
 “I don’t know. He has art in school. Or maybe it was here. I don’t 
know. I… I don’t know.”
 “Do you know if he took any pills?”
 “I….” I wanted to say that I doubted it, but I didn’t know what to 
doubt any more, how could I? “I… I’d ask his mom if there are any in the 
house.”
 One of the neighbors grabbed the closest thing they could find to 
cover you as the EMTs wheeled you down the driveway into the back of the 
ambulance. I watched the floral-patterned sheet blow gently in the spring 
wind as they closed the doors behind them and whirred off.
 I felt empty. My stomach was in knots and I couldn’t wash away 
the taste of pain in my mouth with all the water my mom gave me. It was 
your pain, Dave. I still taste it now and then. My mom suggested I sit in your 
room while I waited for the police to ask me questions. I found your journal 
on your bed, open to a blank page. You never told me you kept one. I never 
saw you write in it. I started to flip a few pages back in the brown leather 
book. I read and understood what no one else could tell me. I understood a 
great deal. I found the last entry.
 It took many devastating hours but, eventually, I was able to go 
home. Every step along the way, I recapped the day. I thought about the 
walk to school that day. I tried to recall anything you talked about. I was 
blabbering away about something, but I don’t know what. I thought about 
the two classes we had together, lunch, every time I saw you in the halls, 
those few minutes at the end of the day. Every step along the way, I was lost 
in thought. Thoughts of you.

***
 The people most affected by suicide would naturally be the people 
closest to the victim. Being your only friend, that was me, only me. Often 
those affected end up in counseling, but they place some on suicide watch for 
fear that the depression may overcome them. Our families went to counseling 
sessions together, but I found that a one-on-one session was more appropriate 
for me. Your journal was a major focus. Each time I read an entry, I felt your 
presence with me.

Tom, 
I urge you to take this journal. I regret that I have been unable to discuss this 
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with you or warn you in any way. My hope is that this journal will speak to 
you as I have spoken to it. I wish that you understand that this has nothing 
to do with you and I put no blame in our relationship. Rather, I would like 
to thank you for giving me what no one else could: happiness. Regretfully, 
the amount of unhappiness I experienced far outweighed the wonderful 
moments we spent together. This was not your fault. Keep this in mind: 
Do not hold back.

Faithfully, 
Dave
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We’d unbutton our shirts to expose
our swollen hearts and hope the sky
would hear us through torpid tongues.

Dreams we would not dare speak
aloud formed delicate condensation
perfuming the air with water wishes.

Grounded thunder would be generated
with the concaves of fresh calluses
as we yearned to knead something
more substantial than dust with our feet.

Just something new we could 
press our tender footprints into.

Through seamless sequences of
clockwise ellipticals we begged 
for the sky to cast down something 
other than the sun we knew.

We danced the same shapes over
and over until the dust recompacted
from contact with our ever-moving toes.

Each day we carved canyons of motion 
into the ground and we never stopped
wondering why the sky stayed the same.

Rain Dance
Nicole Byrne

Poetry
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The longest total solar eclipse of the century was only 6 minutes and 
39 seconds long. It occurred like any other, with the moon passing directly in 
front of the sun, turning day briefly into night over India, Nepal, Bangladesh, 
Bhutan, Myanmar and China. Half the world missed the 2009 spectacle, but 
no one missed the one in January of 2012. It was the eclipse that never ended. 
After minute seven, amateur star-gazers were praising their luck, snapping 
pictures with their fancy telescopes and telling the their families that a new 
record had been set. After minute ten, even the most hard-core astronomers 
were pissing their pants, partly with anticipation and partly with terror. After 
minute twenty, the whole world panicked in one calamitous bang. That was 
the Eclipse of 2012. 

    Paul remembered that at first, a lot of people were angry when it 
became too cold to go outside. Some people tried anyway, and some of them 
didn’t make it. Paul thought they were stupid. After the Eclipse blotted out 
the sun, he’d taken his Great Dane, Carlos, and holed up in his shitty little 
apartment. They stayed there for a month and lived off of questionable canned 
goods his mother had sent from Minnesota a few years before.

    Finally, Paul figured if the Four Horsemen of the Apocalypse were 
going to make an appearance, he might as well be wearing his best suit, eating 
his favorite food and hanging out with Carlos. The only thing the Great 
Dane wanted before his life ended was the last of the frost-bitten popsicles 
in the freezer. Paul figured, what the hell? And let him have every single 
one. When Carlos was done there was a blue ring of food coloring around 
his muzzle, as if he’d gobbled up an unsuspecting Smurf. As for Paul’s last 
meal, he wanted Kentucky Fried Chicken and Taco Bell. Why not plug the 
arteries all at once in one glorious, cholesterol-filled feast? At least no one 
could tell him he was going to die young. That was already sort of a given 
considering the circumstances. 

    “Let’s go for a walk,” Paul told Carlos.
    The street was quiet. All of the looting and rioting had been 

accomplished during the first week of darkness, so the coast was relatively 
clear. The workers at KFC and Taco Bell, like the rest of the commonsensical 

Fried Chicken, Burritos and the Four 
      

 Kate Johnson

Fiction

Horsemen of the Apocalypse
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world, had abandoned the cities. They had also left the front door wide open. 
There were mashed potatoes and chicken wings strewn across the linoleum 
floor. Somehow, ketchup had gotten on the ceiling. Someone had dropped a 
party tray of burritos onto the welcome mat, and added a fountain beverage 
just for kicks. Paul made sure Carlos kept his snout out of the partially frozen, 
completely spoiled food and went behind the counter feeling exhilarated and 
rebellious, which he recognized as vaguely pitiful. 

    He found all of the ingredients individually packaged in a freezer—
everything he needed to make something truly, deliciously disgusting—
seasoned ground beef, beans, cheddar cheese, sour cream and nacho sauce.  
Paul loaded it all haphazardly on a white flour tortilla and stuck the entire 
thing in an industrial-sized microwave. He tossed a few pieces of fried chicken 
and a carton of frozen KFC potato wedges in for good measure. 

    Within ten minutes, Paul and Carlos had tucked into a small booth. 
They sat across from one another, the only noise between them being the 
sound of mastication. From time to time, Paul would pass the Great Dane 
a lukewarm potato wedge. They waited. 

    Halfway through his monstrous burrito, Paul could have sworn he 
heard horse hooves on the pavement outside. More than one, probably less 
than ten. He’d been mostly joking about the Four Horsemen thing, but as 
he stood up from the booth and grabbed Carlos by the collar, he was no 
longer sure.

    “C’mon, buddy. Maybe if we offer them a burrito, they’ll let us 
finish our lunch.”
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 Sticks
Jon Yeston
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Before devastation
(before rebuilding)
The Big Easy played on

Levees broken by
unstoppable water
Government conspiracy
(or unpreparedness)
A city filled to its brim 

        Since the war (water) receded a beaded string

War (Water)
 Callie Koenig

Poetry
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Those who could not leave
recall the ocean tearing
apart their homes 
Pronouncing “water” 
like “war” (making sense)
The Xs on houses 
desperately hidden 
beneath white-wash
number those 
left behind (gone)

Counting the years
in Mardis Gras 
instead of summers 
residents speak of change 
as their Crescent City
(a city below the sea)
 struggles upward 
In the city of NOLA
a broken down 
(boarded up) “shotgun” 
beside a newly built 
mansion has become 
commonplace

of green gold and purple ever glimmers with hope
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When he took that first drag off the cigarette, he thought back to the 
twenty-four hour round-trip drive he took along Route 5, along the bottom 
of California’s San Joaquin River Valley in a rented minivan with a few family 
members, up through the mountainous north to the south of Oregon near 
the flow of the Rogue River to see his grandmother who was dying of cancer.

 She made him toaster waffles with boysenberry syrup when he got 
there.  Outside, the mountains were draped in a heavy veil of fog.  He didn’t 
quite know what to make of it. 

 The house smelled of cigarettes and the ashtray was full of spent 
butts.  “If I only have a year and a half left on this earth,” she’d say, “I’m 
going to do what I damn well please.”

 No one argued.
 At the end of the day, she whipped off her wig and proudly 

proclaimed to the friends and family gathered that she was exhausted.  
 Chemo had taken her hair—there wasn’t one left on her scalp—so 

she wore a wig woven of other people’s hair
 It was the hair of those who were considerate.
 He spent the night at her friend’s house on a cot.  His parents were 

in the guest bedroom sleeping soundly.  A mouth-breathing dog watched 
him sleep.  

 When he awoke, smoke rose off of the fast currents of the Rogue 
and it reminded him of what cold autumn mornings would do to the ocean 
at home. 

 He went back to see her one last time, to thank her for everything.
 Four months later his mother spoke to her over the telephone for 

the last time and he always remembered the late summer sun setting against 
trees that looked black, reflecting in the tears in her eyes.

 But now he felt the cold air enter his lungs laced with tobacco and 
wood smoke, nicotine finding its way through his bloodstream, waiting for 
a good reason to be there.

 Route 5
 Shawn Callahan

Fiction
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Confession must be good for the soles
of your feet, young man. No more
shackled marches up four flights of stairs
to the Circuit Court. God bless the process 
of healing. But, did you really need eight pages
to say “I did it” twice? Could’ve exhaled the truth
in one long sigh, avoiding all metaphor,
lyrical choreography & paragraph/indent,
paragraph/indent. Sometimes
it’s better to scribble I love you
inside a store-bought greeting card
than write a stylish novel about devotion
where the dream girl dies in the end.
Most folks never get it, favor you
for what flowers you sent in words. 
Of course, your attorney understands,
wishes you were mute, reciting poetry
in the language of silence. Still,
at the time it satisfied some need
like removing a splinter from your thumb,
an eye mote, or a nail through the skull.
At least I found my audience at last,
you thought as you told your narrative
from birth of tragedy to denouement 
while the wide-eye sergeant
listened like your biggest fan,
said, “Hold it, let me get this down.
Hang on, hang on…”   

“Was It a Sign of Good Character or 
a Serious Character Flaw?”

     Ace Boggess

Poetry

—James Patterson, Four Blind Mice
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I sank down onto the couch, the ancient 70’s mustard and burnt orange 
floral pattern enveloping me. The fabric was rough and itchy, but much better 
than the plastic covers that Marie used back when we bought it. Sitting on 
that crap was always worse in the summer — the stale heat would make bare 
legs stick to the warm plastic — and when Dee was little she would spill her 
juice, which made it even stickier. I closed my eyes and stretched my arms 
above my head; joints I didn’t even know I had were popping and groaning. 
The Aleve was wearing off well before the promised twelve hours of pain relief. 
I rested my head on the back of the couch and sighed. The sound of engines 
and metal clanking together finally started to leave my head. 

I could hear Marie in the small closet of a kitchen humming some 
hymn and talking to the appliances. Any minute the smell of fried chicken, 
green beans lathered in butter and cornbread would waft through the house, 
calling to my stomach. But for right now, all there was was a faint smell of 
motor oil. No matter how much I tried to wash it off or cover it up, there 
would be a small hint of it somewhere. 

The floorboard to my right creaked and a sweaty glass of lemonade was 
placed in my hand. I smiled and raised the glass to my lips as Marie shuffled 
back to the kitchen and continued cooking. The cold lemonade was light and 
sweet with a sour twist that hit me right behind the ears. The sizzling sound 
of butter in a pan started along with where Marie had left off in the hymn.  

A clicking sound slowly approached me, and when I cracked an eye 
open Shaundae was standing there looking at me from under her eyelashes. 
Her hot pink overalls matched the beads in her braided mocha-coloured hair 
that were still slightly swaying.  Her little hands were folded behind her back 
as if she was hiding something.

“Hey baby girl,” I said, smiling.
“Hi Grampaw,” she said, shifting her gaze to her feet. 
I placed my lemonade on the side table and picked Shaundae up. The 

muscles in my back strained in protest, but I’d never let it stop me. Once 
she was on my lap she started playing with the fingers on my left hand. My 
rough calloused pads stained dark brown against her velvet pink ones. 

Broken Branches
Chelsea Browning-Bohannah

Fiction
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“How was school?” I asked, rubbing her back.
“Good,” she let out with a sigh. 
I let her sit there playing with my hand. I knew that when she was 

ready to talk she would. 
“It’s just,” she bit her lip, “in Mrs. Tanner’s class we had to do a family 

tree and show them to everybody and tell them about it.” 
I hugged Shaundae to my chest, her little head falling against my 

collarbone. She smelled like clean laundry and lilacs. “I’m so sorry, baby 
girl,” I said, kissing the top of her head. When Dee got pregnant Marie and 
I knew that it was going to be rough, but raising Shaundae was worth it. 
There would be times when Shaundae would look up at me and smile, and 
I swear it was Dee who was smiling at me. My chest would start to ache, but 
I would ignore it because I knew I had a second chance to do things better, 
to protect Shaundae from the life Dee chose.

“Do you think she’ll come back?” 
“I don’t know,” I said, kissing the top of her head again. “But, what I do 

know is that Grandma is almost done with dinner. And maybe, just maybe, 
if you ask her nice enough she’ll let you have dessert first.”

“Really?” Shaundae asked, lifting her head off my shoulder with wide 
hopeful eyes.

“Maybe,” I said, smiling. 
Shaundae hopped off my lap and ran into the kitchen, the hot pink 

beads bouncing behind her.
“Hi baby girl,” Marie said.
“Grammaw,” Shaundae said, drawing out the syllables. “Grampaw said 

that you’d let me have dessert first.” 
“Oh did he really?” Marie asked, peering out from the kitchen.
I grinned and shrugged my shoulders. “Can you deny a face like that?” 
Shaundae took that as her cue to give Marie puppy eyes with a pouting 

lip. Marie laughed and shook her head. “No I cannot. Since it’s Friday I’ll 
allow it, but old man, you keep this up and you won’t be getting any dessert 
ever again,” she said, threatening me with a wooden spoon. 

“Now, now,” I said, pushing myself off the couch and grabbing Marie’s 
hand, pulling her into a dance. “Would you really go and do somethin’ like 
that, love?” 

“Mista, you’re gonna make me burn the chicken!” She laughed, trying 
to pull away.

“I like it dark,” I said, kissing her neck. Marie howled and broke free, 
escaping to the kitchen. 
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“Ewwwwwwwww,” Shaundae said, scrunching her face, “that’s gross.”
“Honey child, someday you’re gonna find a man and wish he’d kiss you 

all day long,” Marie said pointing the wooden spoon out of the door way. 
“But not for a long, long time,” I said, patting the top of Shaundae’s 

head. 
“I’m not ever gonna wanna kiss a boy! Cooties are gross!”  
“If only baby girl, if only.”

***
The plastic guard on the gas pump handle was warm against my palm; 

there was a slight stickiness left over from the hundreds of people who had 
used it before me. The heat from the late afternoon weighed down on my 
shoulders even though I was underneath the canopy roof of the gas station. 
Work at the garage had been miserable; the AC broke down and the air inside 
began to grow stale and unbearable. As the heat grew so did the tempers; 
small mistakes earned blowups and tantrums. Hank finally sent everyone 
home when Tanto, the calmest one who worked there, started arguing. 

“Yo Morgan Freeman.” 
The rhythm of the gas flowing through the tube and into the gas tank 

was almost hypnotic, and sounded so nice, so cold. It reminded me of when 
Dee was little and I’d hook up the sprinkler during summer days like this. 
She would laugh and squeal as the freezing water splashed her. 

“Yo Grampaw, I’m talkin to yous.”
I looked up from the pump handle. He was leaning against my truck 

with his arms crossed, his tattooed biceps flexing. The gray wife-beater stained 
darker by sweat wasn’t long enough to reach his pants and cover his exposed 
boxers, but that was the look he was going for. 

“Now that I gots yo ‘tention,” he said, sucking his teeth, “You gots 
some change I could has?”

“Ask me proper and I’ll see what I can find.” 
He rolled his eyes and uncrossed his arms. “Sir, do you have some 

change I can have?” 
“Why yes,” I said, reaching into my oil stained jumpsuit’s pocket and 

pulling out a crumpled five, “I believe I do.”
He reached out to snatch it but I pulled it back from his hand and 

raised an eyebrow. 
He sucked his teeth again and said, “Thank you.” 
“You’re welcome,” I said, handing him the five.
As he walked away the gas pump stopped and I returned the nozzle 

to its dock, ignoring his murmurs of “crazy old fool.” I closed the gas tank 
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lid and climbed into the cabin of the truck and started home. With the win-
dows rolled down a warm breeze rushed in, but I’d take it over the roasting 
stagnant air any day. 

A lot of the people who couldn’t afford air conditioning were out on 
their front porches sitting on faded lawn chairs with glasses of iced tea choked 
full of ice clutched in their crooked hands. Bushes and flowers were drying 
up in the rusted fenced-off yards that were now used to house trash and long 
forgotten broken toys. The paint on their houses curled away from the dirty 
wood underneath, and broken windows were boarded off with plywood. Our 
house stuck out like a sore thumb because Marie was always disgusted with 
people who let their properties fall to pieces. Every Sunday after church she 
would be out in the garden weeding and she’d get me to mow the lawn no 
matter how hot it was. 

As I pulled onto our street, neighbors nodded at me in greeting. Lift-
ing my arm would take too much energy, so I nodded back. The playground 
across the street littered with graffiti was abandoned because of the heat, but 
the hoodrats who took over the basketball court still sat in the bleachers, 
claiming their territory.  I finally pulled into the driveway and started up 
the front steps. The brass door knob was hot to the touch. When the door 
swung open I was greeted with a cool darkness that made my body relax 
in relief. Marie looked out from the kitchen as I shut the door behind me.

“Leo, you’re home early.” 
“AC broke so Hank let us go,” I said, making my way towards the 

couch.
“Grampaw!” Shaundae said rushing into the room and attaching herself 

to my waist. “You’re home early! We haven’t even had lunch yet!” 
“That’s good,” I said, hugging her back, “cause I’m hungry!” 
“Wait a minute!” Shaundae said, releasing me. “Lemme see your 

hands mister!” 
I chuckled and showed her my motor oil stained hands.
“Just what I thought!” she said, narrowing her eyes and pointing 

towards the bathroom. “Now march!”
I walked to the bathroom with Shaundae at my heels. I turned on 

the light and waited for the flickering to stop and fully illuminate the faded 
coral tiles. Then I turned on the warm water and pumped the soap twice. 
The iridescent suds slowly turned a murky gray and dripped slowly down 
the drain. When Dee was little she would always fight washing her hands 
before a meal; I’d have to carry her squirming body to the bathroom and 
wash her hands for her.
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“Ten more seconds!”
I chuckled and obeyed, making sure to get between my fingers. Then 

with Shaundae’s nod of approval I washed off the suds and held out my 
hands for inspection. 

“Hmm,” she murmured as she bit her lip, turning my hands this way 
and that, “I guess it’ll do.” 

“Come on now!” Marie yelled from the kitchen. “Lunch is ready!” 
“Yay!” Shaundae skipped into the dining room and I followed behind 

her, wiping my hands on my pants. 
Turkey sandwiches cut into triangles rested on their plates on the 

dining table, waiting to be devoured. Sitting next to them were tall glasses 
of lemonade that were slightly perspiring and left rings on the dark wood. 

When we were done eating Marie took the dishes back into the kitchen 
and I retired to the couch, resting my weary joints and catching up on last 
week’s crossword puzzle. Shaundae picked up her dolls and started creating 
her own little universe, using different voices for each doll. After a while 
she put them down and wandered over to the window where the sound of 
children’s laughter mingled with passing cars. 

“Grampaw?”
 “Yeah baby girl?” I looked up from the checkered squares. 
“Can I go to the park?”
“You know you can’t go there by yourself.” 
 “But Latoya and Darrell are there!” 
I looked over my shoulder and saw two small figures out on the play-

ground. A couple yards away the boys had finally started playing a game of 
basketball. “Alright, just be safe. Remember to stay away from the basketball 
court, don’t bother the boys.”

“Thank you!” she sang as she ran out the door. 
“Make sure you look both ways-” I tried yelling after her, but she was 

already gone. I smiled and shook my head; she was her mother’s daughter. 
Marie shuffled out from the kitchen and sat next to me on the couch, pick-
ing up her discarded knitting. 

“Thanks for lunch, beautiful,” I said, kissing her cheek.
She smiled and said, “You’re welcome, handsome.” 
I went back to the crossword puzzle and she began to hum, the clicking 

of her needles a metronome. Soon my eyelids began to droop and staying 
awake was a losing battle. 

The first bang roused me from my sleep, but I brushed it off, thinking 
it was a car backfiring. With the second and third Marie grabbed my arm 
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with a look of horror on her face. 
“Shaundae,” she managed in a strangled whisper. 
The gun fire was rapid now, overlapping and sinister. I pushed myself 

off the couch and ran to the door and ripped it open. It slammed against 
the wall so hard that picture frames rattled. 

“Shaundae!” I roared as the car in the middle of the street drove off, 
leaving skid marks on the pavement. 

“Shaundae!” 
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Mud Puddle
    Diana Allen
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“Michelle, I am so sorry about everything last year. We both had these 
tragic events going on in our lives, and I wasn’t there for you when I should 
have been. At that point I just couldn’t focus on anything else but myself 
and my own pain, and for that I’m sorry,” I say to her, folding and unfolding 
the piece of paper in my hands. 

She looks at me with a kindness in her eyes I haven’t seen in over a 
year. “Thank you for apologizing Shannah, it means a lot to me. We’ve both 
changed and things won’t ever be like they were before, but I’m really glad 
you said all that.” Bringing a hand to brush a strand of long blonde hair out 
of her eyes, Michelle smiles at me. I reach out to give her a hug, this girl who 
was once one of my closest friends. I wasn’t looking to start over; I was just 
looking for a little forgiveness.  

Rosh Hashanah and Yom Kippur are the two “High Holy Days” in 
the Jewish religion. The word Rosh Hashanah means “head of the year,” and 
Yom Kippur means “the Day of Atonement.”

              ***
 Rosh Hashanah begins on the first day of Tishrei, the seventh 

month of the Hebrew calendar, which falls during September or October 
and commemorates the creation of the world and marks the beginning of 
the Days of Awe, a 10-day period of introspection and repentance that ends 
in the Yom Kippur holiday.  

***
When I was eight I made it into “the Norwich Bulletin,” my Con-

necticut town’s local paper. It was a picture of me and two boys from my 
Hebrew school class. We were learning how to blow the shofar, a ram’s horn 
that is blown on Rosh Hashanah. Shofars can be many different sizes; this 
one was big enough that the Rabbi needed to lend a hand. Jeremy Green 
had the start of the shofar against his lips, ready to give a powerful blow, as 
I had learned to expect from him.

 For three hours every Wednesday and Sunday, he rejoiced in making 
my little life miserable. When I began Hebrew School in kindergarten there 
was another girl with me, Julie. The following year Julie dropped out of 
classes, and I was left to face “the boys” on my own. The boys consisted of 

New Year
Shannah Cotton

Nonfiction
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Joe, a quiet black haired boy, Josh, our high-strung teacher’s awkward son, 
and Jeremy, the menace. I sincerely believe the other boys wouldn’t have 
said one hurtful word to me if Jeremy had not been there, egging them on, 
turning them against me. I had cooties, I was ugly, I was annoying, and I 
was boring, according to Jeremy Green. Whenever the teacher’s back was 
turned mean faces were directed my way and laughter erupted at my expense.

 Yet, I was the one who got in trouble. “Sheket b’vakasha” (Please be 
quiet), Mrs. Todd would say to me whenever I got the courage to defend 
myself to the boys. The cruel environment and ADHD thwarted my learning 
of the Hebrew alphabet. Mrs. Todd saw my struggle and decided she’d “help” 
by ostracizing me further, having personal tutoring sessions with me during 
the time everyone went to morning prayers with the Rabbi.

In the photo I am standing stiffly beside him, my brown, straight 
hair falling down one shoulder, my gaze trailing beyond the immediate. I 
am looking out into the openness and emptiness of the main sanctuary. It 
looks like I am searching for answers in this vast and religious room, but all 
I find are more questions. 

                  ***
Yom Kippur is considered the most important holiday in the Jewish 

faith. According to tradition, it is on Yom Kippur that God decides each 
person’s fate for that coming year, so Jews are encouraged to make amends 
and ask forgiveness for sins committed during the past year. The holiday is 
observed with a 25-hour fast and a special religious service.

                  ***
One of the ongoing themes of the Days of Awe is the concept that G-d 

has “books” that he writes our names in, writing down who will live and who 
will die, who will have a good life and who will have a bad life, for the next 
year. These books are written in on Rosh Hashanah, but our actions during 
the Days of Awe can alter G-d’s decree. The actions that change the decree 
are “teshuvah, tefilah and tzedakah,” repentance, prayer, good deeds (usually, 
charity). These “books” are sealed on Yom Kippur. This concept of writing 
in books is the source of the common greeting during this time: “May you 
be inscribed and sealed for a good year.”

                  ***
In view of its fasting and “affliction of the soul,” it would be natural to 

think of Yom Kippur as a day of sadness. But the Talmud says of it:
There were no days as happy for the Jewish people as the 15th of Av 

[when marriages were arranged] and Yom Kippur. 
This holiday is happy because it brings about reconciliation with God 
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and other people. Thus, if they have observed it properly, many people feel 
a deep sense of serenity by the end of the fast.

               *** 
I walk quickly, with purpose through the front doors of Bradlaw (a 

building at my high school), bringing a hand to my hair, then back to the 
black and red stripes of my leggings as I climb. “Mr. Lefevre?” I inquire 
through the crack in his office door. 

“Shannah come in! How are you?” One look at my face and his smile 
drops, as he ushers me to sit down in the chair across from him. 

“Okay so today is Yom Kippur which is the Jewish new year and I’m 
supposed to make amends for the things I’ve done wrong in the past year 
but I have so much I’ve done wrong that I never apologized for years past 
so I’m going to do them right now, for all of today. I never read The Great 
Gatsby in Honors English sophomore year, I just read the Spark Notes and 
for that I’m really sorry.” 

He stares at me with soft brown eyes beneath black glasses “Shannah, 
it’s okay. Thank you for apologizing, and I will suggest you do read it at some 
point in your life because it’s an amazing book. But don’t be so stressed out 
about all this! It’s good to ask forgiveness, but you need to remember to give 
it to yourself sometimes.”

               ***
The Yom Kippur prayer service includes several unique aspects. One 

is the actual number of prayer services. Unlike a regular day, which has three 
prayer services (Ma’ariv, the evening prayer; Shacharit, the morning prayer; 
and Mincha, the afternoon prayer), or a Shabbat which has four prayer 
services (Ma’ariv; Shacharit; Mussaf, the additional prayer; and Mincha), 
Yom Kippur has five prayer services (Ma’ariv; Shacharit; Musaf; Mincha; 
and Ne’ilah, the closing prayer).

               ***
Rabbis and their congregations read from a special prayer book known 

as the machzor during both Rosh Hashanah and Yom Kippur. The prayer 
book is a specialized form of the siddur, which is generally intended for use 
in weekday and Shabbat services. 

              ***
I stare at my knees, my knobby white knees made whiter by the tights 

my mom made me put on this morning. I scratch my upper thigh discreetly 
and gaze around the room. At this point in time, Beth Jacob Synagogue is 
bursting with members, so every seat is taken on this High Holy Day. I am 
bored, so I try to remember why we are here, what this holiday is all about 



42

anyways. I know we don’t get presents or candy or even food in general. We 
fast (or the grown-ups do), and kids get to miss a day of school (which is 
pretty cool). 

 I look down at the book in my hand, the Mazchor. I turn to the page 
the Rabbi calls out. The Mazchor is bigger than our normal prayer book; 
it feels heavy in my hands. I look at the Hebrew symbols, the letters I am 
learning how to sound out. I do not understand what the page says, what 
the words mean, or even how to pronounce them. But I listen. I listen to the 
chanting, the somehow familiar yet foreign sounds of the Hebrew prayers. 

 As my mind is wandering around, I am stopped by a sudden thought. 
This “not knowing” is kind of nice for a change. I am listening to something 
I cannot understand, but at the same time, I feel a deep-seated connection to 
it that I cannot name. For one minute, my hyperactive ten-year-old self stops 
shaking her legs and playing with her hands, sits still, and listens. I don’t know 
what they are saying but I know how it makes me feel: spiritual, connected. 
When that minute passes I zone out again, going back to my small nervous 
movements. The next hour of services I sit there, talking to G-d in my head.

                  ***
Rosh Hashanah is about the big directional choices we make in life—

Rosh Hashanah is about goals and destinations.
 Yom Kippur is about recalculating. Every Yom Kippur is an op-

portunity to look at the decisions we have made in life and to honestly ask 
ourselves: Have I made a wrong turn?

                  ***
It is the fall of my junior year of high school. I am sitting in AP English, 

trying not to think of some stupid boy who I will barely be able to remember 
in two years. I open my planner up to write down the homework, and see 
what day it is. Today is Yom Kippur. It dawns on me that I would never have 
acknowledged this High Holy day if it had not been for this school-made 
planner I was given a few weeks ago. This upsets me in a way I cannot fully 
comprehend right away.

 It has been a long time since my Bat-Mitzvah, since I was involved in 
the synagogue, since we attended the services for the High Holidays. It has 
been a long time since I thought about my religion, about what it meant 
to me. But these two holidays are the most important in Judaism. They are 
the equivalent of Christmas in Christianity. I should have thought of it, I 
should have remembered.

 I know it is past the ten day period, where we are supposed to ask 
forgiveness and make amends but I say “fuck it” and start to make a list 
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anyways. I can feel my breath quicken as my pencil furiously scratches the 
page. I am writing and writing and writing and writing. The amount of white 
space is getting smaller and my anxiety is heightening. I sit in class waiting 
for the bell to ring, folding the paper in half, thirds, fourths, and fifths.

These seemingly trivial matters are much more than they appear. It is 
not the wrong doing that matters, it is the forgiveness. Forgiveness is vital. 

In the midst of this prolonged anxiety-ridden amend-making rampage, 
I give myself a break. I forgive myself for forgetting.
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Open Letter to Stephanie
Samuel Harrisson

Fiction

When I was 5, my mom taught me to hold my breath as I passed by 
cemeteries. I would always hold it for far too long. My mom would slam on 
the gas and yell, “BREATHE, SAM! BREATHE!”

I met the “love of my life” at a mutual friend’s laser tag birthday party. She 
was team red, me team green. As we kept gunning for each other, we kept 
laughing hysterically. Laughing turned to lusting and by God did we lust. I 
could finally talk about sex with my friends the way they do on sitcoms. My 
knowledge of sex was similar to a local hipster’s knowledge of music after 
listening to The Cure. Meaning, I knew absolutely nothing.

But as all teenage relationships go, we thought we fell in love and pretty 
quickly, we weren’t even in like. This is an open letter to Stephanie.

Steph, our relationship is a headstone, archived by dates and flowers. Every 
time I pass by your house, I always hold my breath. And I count. Even though 
I slam on the gas, I can’t get myself to breathe.
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Test Drive
 Arthur Gottlieb

Poetry

she’d been around
lots of lots
had her mudskirts lifted
tires kicked
been eyed up & down good
like a floozy at a beer bar

she’d seen abuse
had her accelerator flattened 
to the floorboard more
than once her brakes slammed
& screeched been painted
& repainted make up to look
better than she really was 

circling her slow
i squinted along one side
then the other saw how
she’d been hit the ripples
leaded in fenders flared
hip high one headlight rimmed
with the red rouge of rust
like a cried-out eye

but it was summer i was 
young and sunlight caressed 
her chrome curves when
with a wink a salesman 
slipped me with the key
like a bald bellboy would
at some sleazy hotel 
and told me to try her out
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she revved up peppy
as we flew up the first hill
but on the next her knees
knocked a little
eager to please she took me
to the top of the third
seemingly no worse 
for the wear and tear until
i was sure she wanted to be mine

at 40 on the freeway
her V-8 hugged the curves
like a pro but at 70
she shimmied like a stripper
long past her prime

i was afraid when 
the going got rough
she’d leave me 
stranded somewhere
on the side of a 
strange road

yet in the razzle 
dazzle of a romantic
summer’s first love
my worries went
the way of all flesh

and i bought her
as is 
for better or worse
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Constructive Criticism
 Laura Cowie

Nonfiction

I was at work when I got the phone call. I attempted to slip quietly 
off to the bathroom to vomit, but customers had arrived. My boss placed his 
thin hands on my shoulders and rounded me to face them. On instinct, I 
smiled. When my shift was over I found myself walking the twenty minutes 
uphill to home. I made it one block before collapsing.

The car peeling out of the parking lot sounded remarkably like a 
woman’s scream.

“I heard the woman scream, you know.”  This was all my professor 
had for me. 

I blame my nonfiction workshop. Something about the room full 
of semi-strangers had me convinced it was good idea to share. So I told 
them  how I’d fingered the trigger of the handgun that killed that poor boy, 
how I’d pressed the cold metal against his killer’s back. 

Some people mistook this for a metaphor. 
A few of them laughed. Fewer still said nothing, as if remembering the 

way we had smiled at one another across the same gray table.
Someone wanted to know if it was fiction, asked, “Are we supposed 

to believe this?”  

I told them the air was sharp. It was spring then and we were walking 
close, his camel colored coat flapping at my ankles. We’d shown each other 
our tattoos, were deep in talk of Kubrick and Vonnegut, and he called Larry 
David the “Shakespeare of social anxiety.” I remembered the words exactly, 
as if to write them down. I remembered them the same way I remember the 
care he took when passing the gun to me like a newborn. 

I told them the summer heat stuck my slapping thighs together. 
Somehow I had made it until Sunday. I was holding the bulky newspaper 
against my chest, like flight attendants tell you to do with your seat cushion 
in the highly unlikely event of a water landing. I moved inside the little 
shop and set the paper down, still folded. I did not read the story. I did not 

Editor’s Choice Award Winner
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need to hear about the time of death or how sorry everyone involved was. 
I cut out the picture from the front page and threw the rest away. I cried 
between customers.

There was a dead boy, somewhere to my north, and all I could think  
of was the heavy polished wood between my fingers.

I’d seen his advertisement for a roommate: Quiet writer, no TV. Only 
a typewriter, handgun, pair of cats, and cheap, watery beer in the fridge (I 
was ready to move in).

My stepmother called me names.
“You are a naive  girl.” She wanted to know why I was crying.
I’d like to know why too.

Was it simply because I’d held it? Marveled at its weight? Aimed it at 
a passing cat? For one moment I had felt afraid. Afraid at the ease at which 
life could cease at the end of that gun. Not my own, but his.

I pulled my face from the mess of hair and tears, up from my assigned 
seat, from the chair near my professor’s desk, from my stepmother’s eyes. 

The prompt was to write a “How To.” I wrote: How to Become a Piece 
of Paper at the Bottom of a Bag, about the single poem he carried to prison. 
The one I wrote the night I left him. With his cats and his gun.

“I guess I’m crying for myself.”
 
And for all the lives he ended.
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come here boy
 Devany Chaise-Greenwood

Poetry

i.

when i was ten
my dog would stay
up all night howling
at the woods. was he
like a lighthouse, or 
a cannon? the forest
would never get lost
in the screams of his
commands. 

come here
boy. 

the neighbors called
the police. the moon brushed
his thick white coat. the trees moaned.
my father held his leash and screamed,
screamed until his throat was raw. 
all of a sudden his muzzle
dropped. his ears, two pillars, listening. 

the next day, i watched him
crawl under the porch
away from the sun, away from
the woods. his head dropped.
i listened.

ii.

when i was eighteen
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my friend stayed
up all night howling.
we listened and listened,
our hands touching his
hair, our hands touching
his mouth, tracing his
veins. 

the next day, he walked
into the bathroom and stood
on the shower bench. he stood
and there was silence. he wrapped his
neck tight, secure, and let one
foot drop, the other sliding off the edge.
there was the sound that followed,
the sound of relief.
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Cold Mountain Poem
 Max Robinson

Poetry

Tonight I stood with the moon
at the foot of the Cold Mountain Path,
laughing with the silence;
laughing with Cold Mountain.
The sight of the knee-deep snow
only made me laugh harder.
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Contributors’ Notes



Nicole Byrne’s existence is fueled by copious 
amounts of strong, black coffee. As a sophomore 
at UMF studying Creative Writing, she mainly 
composes poetry but also enjoys writing short fiction 
and creative nonfiction when the notion strikes.  
Apart from writing, reading, and participating in 
literary shenanigans of all varieties, she also enjoys 
photography, cooking, and wandering around in 
the woods.  Her current project is devising a way 
to store the colossal amount of books she owns and 
then rearranging the components of her life to make 
time to read them.

When Diana Allen can’t find words, Diana takes 
pictures.  Diana takes lots of pictures.  Check out 
some of her work at http://dyesundergroundart.
storenvy.com and http://aplacewherenothingclashes.
tumblr.com.

Ace Boggess currently is incarcerated in the 
West Virginia correctional system. His poetry has 
appeared in Harvard Review, Mid-American Review, 
Notre Dame Review, River Styx, RATTLE, Atlanta 
Review and other journals. His books include The 
Beautiful Girl Whose Wish Was Not Fulfilled (Highwire 
Press, 2003) and, as editor, Wild Sweet Notes II, an 
anthology of West Virginia poetry (Publishers Place, 
2004).



Shawn Callahan splits his time between Farmington 
and Kennebunk, Maine. When not writing words 
on a page, Shawn likes to play various stringed 
instruments and write music. When not engaging in 
any form of writing, Shawn likes to cook, converse, 
think, and explore.

Shannah Cotton is a Connecticut-raised extrovert 
with an obsessive love of cats. She will continue 
as Elizabeth Cooke’s teaching assistant, a job that 
teaches her more and more each semester. Writing is 
the passion of her life, and she is more than grateful 
for the muses in her everyday world. Shannah feels 
lucky to be a contributor to the Sandy for a third 
time.

Laura Cowie was pitched from the sea on the first 
day of spring.



Noelle Dubay: catless, she would like you to know.

Max Eyes forgot how he came to be. Folding himself 
into back pocket love notes, he reads as sweet as a 
mouthful of cinnamon.  Someday, not tomorrow, 
he will figure it out. His submission is dedicated to 
Dora and the Sues.

Zachary Fowler is currently a Junior at the University 
of Maine at Farmington. He is a Creative Writing 
Major with a Theater and Film Studies Minor.  
For three years he has been an active member of 
the improvisational Lawn Chair Pirates with an 
involvement with the Writer’s Guild as well as 
numerous UMF theatrical productions. In the future, 
Zachary has hopes of being a published screenwriter, 
novelist, improvisational comedian as well as a 
professional father.



Sarah Glass is nineteen years old and goes to Tufts 
University in Boston. She studies Clinical Psychology 
and her favorite thing to do is learn, and her main 
goal in life is to travel. She is a pianist, guitarist, and 
a singer (www.youtube.com/trisarahtoppz), and she 
is absolutely in love with Iceland—she wants to live 
there someday. The picture of the blue sky and green 
fields is taken of her in Kirkjubæjarklaustur, Iceland, 
on the moss covered lava fields! It is a truly unearthly 
place and going there has completely changed her life.

Arthur Gottlieb is an Oregon poet whose work 
has appeared in mostly small literary magazines, 
including The Ledge, Chiron Review, The Alembic, 
The Pacific Review, Lullwater Review & many more.

Kylie Justine Groat ventured out into the “real 
world” for two years and didn’t like it very much, 
so she went back to college and she’s still a little 
bit giddy about it. You can almost always find her 
working, and eventually the things they talk about 
in the grill at McDonald’s will make it to the pages 
of her notebook.



Kate Johnson will be graduating from the University 
of Maine at Farmington this May (2012) with a 
degree in Creative Writing and a degree in English. 
After four years of undergraduate work, she has 
finally realized that literary writing might not be all 
that it’s cracked up to be, and challenges anyone who 
disagrees to a thumb war.

Elizabeth Kelley lives in Portland, Maine. She 
graduated from the creative writing program at UMF 
in 2010. She spends her time teaching yoga, taking 
care of kiddos, and staring lovingly into the eyes of the 
ocean. She is in perpetual pursuit of the manuscript 
looming in the future. 

Samuel Harrisson likes Ingrid Michaelson and 
walking barefoot more than what can be considered 
acceptable. When not roaming Facebook, he can 
be seen sashaying around Farmington with his 
trusty camera and posse of imaginary friends. He 
really likes fudge.



Callie Koenig, after graduating with her Bachelor 
of Fine Arts degree in Creative Writing from the 
University of Maine at Farmington, has returned to 
her native land of Bend, Oregon, to continue to write 
and discover her next adventure. This is the third time 
she has been published in the Sandy River Review 
and she deeply appreciates the talent the editors of 
the Sandy have seen in her writing.

Lyn Lifshin’s Another Woman Who Looks Like Me 
was published by Black Sparrow at David Godine. 
Other recent books include The Licorice Daughter: 
My Year With Ruffian, Before it’s Light, 92 Rapple , 
Lost in the Fog, Barbaro: Beyond Brokenesss and Light 
at the End, the Jesus Poems, Katrina, Ballet Madonnas. 
For other books, bio, photographs see her web site:: 
www.lynlifshin.com.

Max Robinson calls Kennebunk Maine home. 
He came to Farmington in search of the entwives.



Russel Rowland is a church pastor in New 
Hampshire, and a trail adopter for the Lakes 
Region Conservation Trust. With five Pushcart Prize 
nominations and a Best of the Net nomination, he is 
a past winner of Old Red Kimono’s Paris Lake Poetry 
Contest, and twice winner of Descant’s Baskerville 
Publishers Poetry Prize. His chapbook, Train of All 
Cabooses, is available from Finishing Line Press.

Jon Yeston studies brains, takes photos, and makes 
music in his home studio. He is taking time off to 
pursue a life of happiness, unsure of how that may 
turn out to be.

Thom West loves meeting new people and he has a 
positive outlook on life. He knows many and many 
know him, but he prefers a few best friends to many 
acquaintances. He’s that guy who dances in the 
hallways and serenades people in public. He’s willing 
to do the things that embarrass most and other people 
don’t intimidate him. He gets inspiration for writing 
from everyday life and random thoughts. He thinks 
in rhyme and prefer pen to pencil because he likes 
to see that he can make mistakes now and then. His 
biggest aim is to please.
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them neatly into pies. 
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