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I am the first to admit that I am not perfect. I am neither the most 
responsible person in the world nor the most talented. I do many things, 
but I am not the best at many things. I am mostly a scared, shy, naïve little 
man. But I am the Editor of The Sandy River Review for the Fall of 2013. 
And that is terrifying for a pair of reasons. First off, it’s an intimidating 
responsibility to find yourself in charge of The Sandy. For a journal that is 
controlled by two undergraduate students, The Sandy has a reputation for 
being a beautiful journal, filled with incredible examples of writing. To be 
in a position where it is not only possible, but likely, that I will tarnish that 
reputation is terrifying. Secondly, I am in a position of power that I’m not 
completely convinced I’m ready for. How many other people of power feel 
the same way? That’s a frightening thought. 

Fortunately, with the help of my Assistant Editor, a literal inbox-full 
of wonderful submissions, and generous guidance, I have been able to fake 
my way through it all.

—Connor Lofink

Foreword





All good books are alike in that they are truer than if they had 
really happened and after you are finished reading one you will 
feel that all that happened to you and afterwards it all belongs to 
you; the good and the bad, the ecstasy, the remorse, and sorrow, the 
people and the places and how the weather was.

 —Ernest Hemingway
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Blink Photography
J. osCar franzen

Camera says blinking is a blinding.
A micromoment of unsee.
Except for the eyelash flutter of prostitutes.
That’s like the fannings of harem ostrichfeathers.
Adding up all those micromoments in a lifetime
makes for a right comprehensive comprehensive.
A full month of unsee.
Unseptember.

Camera blames the blink muscles.
Says we don’t choose to aperture the world.
Shutterbugs with shutterbugeyes.
Paparazzi from womb to tomb, incubator to incinerator.

Sorrow tears add to the unsee.
Like little liquid contact lenses.
Lacrimal lenses.
Lookrimals.

Then, Camera sacrificing himself.
Offering to unsee for the universe.
Offering to unsee for all of Unseattle.
A strange business start-up.
Official blink photog on the Ave.
Stopping pedestrians for just a second.
Upraising a masonjarred lightning bug like
an old-fashioned flashlamp of magnesium powder.
Eyelids at the ready.
Say cheese.

Poetry
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Hymn
Cadyn WiLson

Our knobby knees gently nudge each other under our plaid skirts; the 
wooden bench creaking softly while easily holding our combined weight. 
Our first duet. We’ve been waiting for this for what seems like centuries. 
We’ve practiced and practiced, our tiny fingers growing stiff and numb with 
the exertion that only brings us joy.

The congregation is waiting ever so patiently. We’ve always wondered if 
others can even begin to comprehend our eagerness, our true happiness. We 
giggle silently; our temporary curls bouncing slightly. Our mothers seem just 
as excited as we are—they spent the entire morning making us look pretty. 
It only took so long because neither of us could hold still.

We look like twins—the epitome of “best friends forever.” We steal 
a quick glance at each other before mouthing “One. . . two. . . three.” Our 
fingers begin to dance lithely across the ebony and ivory; nothing can stop 
us now.

Our wrists accidentally bump. 

Fiction

Editor’s Choice Award Winner
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Hit & Run
noeLLe dubay

Fiction

She came into Leeman’s around two, glassy-eyed, not looking for 
anything in particular. There were other customers in the store when she 
came in, so I didn’t bother asking if she needed help. Plus, Mr. Leeman wasn’t 
around, so I didn’t have to put on the façade of service industry friendliness. I 
am very much of the opinion that people are capable of asking for help when 
they need it and don’t need to be patronized by some self-loathing grocery 
store cashier with nothing better to do. Can I interest you in our mediocre 
selection of sandwich breads? No? Well, I’ll be over here if you should ever realize 
you’re incapable of selecting a condiment independently. Anyway, I didn’t talk 
to her and she didn’t even look my way.

The store was small enough that I could see nearly all the customers 
at once, except in the back right corner by the freezers. Mr. Leeman had 
installed one of those overhead, fish-eye sort of mirrors so we could “catch 
those scummy, shoplifting teens,” but the town was small enough that I 
already knew who to look out for, and none of them were likely to come in 
on a Tuesday afternoon. 

For some reason, though, I felt like I should be watching this woman. I 
didn’t know why; she didn’t look familiar. She was too old to be in any of my 
university classes. A little over middle-aged, two grown kids, some receptionist 
job in a construction office, I guessed. Her hair was styled into what I like 
to call the Mom-Puff, wisps hairsprayed nearly vertically, topped off with a 
delicate, blow-dried curl. She was wearing those blocky plastic sunglasses that 
old people wear over their bifocals (which is probably why I didn’t recognize 
her). She picked up a basket and made her way to the left side of the store, 
browsing absent-mindedly through the bargain shelf of damaged goods. 

I gave up trying to place her and let my mind wander, which I probably 
shouldn’t have since Mr. Leeman had gotten upset at me the day before for 
not paying attention to customers. Mr. Leeman is never content with anyone, 
though. If he had ever met my roommate, he probably would have categorized 
him into the “scummy teen” demographic, even though Andrew was twenty 
two and about to graduate with an English degree. He was a pretty nice guy, 
but he still lived in the dorms and he probably hadn’t bought a new item 
of clothing since high school. He was a couple years older than me and we 
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didn’t have much in common, so we didn’t talk very often—he’d comment 
on whatever book he was reading every once in a while, I’d whine about my 
job—but for a while he would either give me a ride or let me borrow his 
old car to get to work. I’d totaled my car on a patch of black ice that winter, 
and Leeman’s was a few miles out of town. I wasn’t going to ride bike if I 
didn’t have to, even though my dad was always so quick to tell me I could 
use the workout.    

I turned to look at the parking lot through the window behind the 
register. It was starting to rain, little drops tapping against the glass and 
bouncing off the hoods of the cars parked along the building. One of the cars 
had a damaged front bumper with a cracked headlight on the right side—an 
old green sedan with a cowboy hat on the end of the antenna. “That’s the 
sign of a real weirdo,” Andrew had told me once as he drove me to work. 
“What kind of a person would want to ruin a perfectly good car by sticking 
some foam cat head on their antenna?” I agreed with him. That was one of 
the few points of commonality between us.

The woman had made her way to the middle aisle before I remembered 
where I had seen that particular stupid cowboy hat before. The thing was, I 
had been borrowing Andrew’s car, until in an impatient rage I pulled onto St. 
Thomas Street and into oncoming traffic, smashing into an old green sedan 
in the meantime. One of the more recent screw-ups of my life was driving 
very quickly away from that sedan and the wide-eyed woman inside it, the 
same woman who was in the pasta aisle now, picking up boxes of spaghetti 
and reading the back labels. She took her sunglasses off and pushed them 
into the Mom-Puff, and then she looked up towards me, box of rigatoni 
balanced in her hand.  

 I looked down, away from her glance. Initially, it wasn’t clear if she’d 
recognized me. I was wearing my work shirt, and I had a Leeman’s cap on. I 
had had a beard at the time of the accident, but Mr. Leeman made me shave 
it off because it wasn’t “professional.” I decided I was disguised enough to 
bare my face, but when I lifted my head back up I couldn’t find her. There 
was a girl from my psych class by the cereal and a man in produce squeezing 
pears, but Old Green Sedan was nowhere to be found. 

I felt simultaneously relieved by her absence and nervous that I was 
feeling relief; my dad always used to drill into me that caution was healthy. 
Relief was a sign of vulnerability.   Then he’d say something in Latin—semper 
paratus, something like that—and leave me feeling like he was planning an 
attack. 
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There was a movement in the back corner, coming from the fish-eye. 
There she was. From the front counter, she looked like huge puff of hair with 
these spindly, tapered legs sticking out of it, reaching into the freezer for 
some juice concentrate. The spindly legs were covered in faded black jeans, 
and coupled with the old teal windbreaker she had on, her outfit, I realized, 
seemed almost sinister. Why should this woman choose such pathetic articles 
of clothing to wear today, if not just to increase the growing amount of nausea 
and guilt I already felt for driving away? 

I used to think about this frog I learned about in eighth grade bio a lot. 
If it ate something bad or got sick, it could regurgitate its entire stomach out 
of its body and scrape off whatever was inside, then shove its stomach back 
in. Sometimes I wish I could do the same with my brain: spit it out and pick 
off the moments I didn’t want to remember or the feelings I didn’t want to 
be having. As Old Green Sedan shut the freezer door, I imagined scraping 
off the whole memory of that awful crash and all the guilt that came with 
it. And while I was at it, I’d scrape off the image of Andrew’s stupid sad face 
when he saw his wrecked car, and Mr. Leeman shouting at me for having a 
stupid beard, and my dad’s voicemail telling me how disappointed he was 
that all I seemed to be good at was wrecking cars.  

 The woman turned the corner, basket first, erupting from the fish-eye 
bubble and into full, human form. Her arm sagged from the weight of her 
groceries; she was ready to check out, and I began to sense unquestioningly 
that she knew who I was. As she shuffled towards the register, she looked up 
into my eyes and smiled a murderer’s smile, full of righteous vigor.

“Hello…” she mumbled, probably trying to lull me into a false sense of 
security. She placed her items onto the counter, obviously acutely calculated 
to be the saddest bunch of groceries on earth: a dented can of peaches, generic 
toothpaste, a box of ginger snaps, toilet paper, frozen juice concentrate. 
Clearly, people who put foam cowboy hats on the antennas of their cars are 
not only weirdos, they are also geniuses; only a guilt-tripping mastermind 
could buy a dented can of peaches wearing faded black denim from the guy 
who smashed her car a week ago. I nearly puked from the combination of 
shame and abject fear.  

I considered running. The last thing I wanted was a confrontation, 
especially one that could be so easily avoided. But if I left the store, Mr. 
Leeman would probably fire me. If I lost my job, then first of all, my dad 
would be pissed, and second of all, I wouldn’t be able to pay Andrew back. 
Even though he hadn’t asked for the money, I could tell he was upset and 
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wanted me to pay him for the damages, and since this was my only source 
of income, I didn’t have much of a choice. I stood my ground—semper 
paratus, right?  

I rang up her order quickly, hands shaking, and pointed to the screen 
above the register for the order total. The situation was entirely in her hands 
now. 

“Do you take checks?” 
Do I take checks? I nodded, swallowing loudly. I think if I were to 

sit down and actually try, I couldn’t come up with anything sadder than a 
middle-aged woman in faded black denim paying for canned peaches with a 
check. With Tweety Bird on it. She paid for the Tweety Bird option. She had 
obviously crafted the most guilt-inducing scenario possible and was relishing 
every second of my nauseating remorse. 

She smiled as she ripped off the check and handed it to me. “There. I 
hope that’s not your bike out there... Looks like a bit of rain!”

I couldn’t take it anymore. I leaned over the counter. “Listen, lady. I’m 
sorry. I’m really sorry. I was in a hurry, and it wasn’t my car, and I just didn’t 
have the money to deal with an accident. I get it. I’m a monster. You don’t 
have to tell me. Just take your groceries and please go.” I began to sweat, but 
my hands had at least stopped shaking.

She looked startled, her eyes as wide as they had been on St. Thomas 
Street. But then her face relaxed into calmness. “That was you? Oh, honey, 
that old car has seen far worse days.” She placed her hand on mine. “Don’t 
you worry about me! All is forgiven.” She took her bags, waved, and headed 
towards the door. 

In the parking lot, she opened the back door of her sedan and put the 
plastic bag into the back seat. She sat in the front, searched for her keys, 
started the car. As she backed away, I realized my sweat had grown cold. 
When I turned around, I noticed the dented can of peaches, still sitting on 
the edge of the counter. Feeling the weight of it in my grip, I imagined her 
getting home and unpacking her bags, all the while craving these stupid 
bargain peaches she would never find. I pushed open the heavy front door 
and ran out to catch her before she was gone.



A Tide’s TaleTayLor MCCafferTy
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Elegy for Sol Lewitt
breanna deLuCa

Poetry

Your lines move with the fluidity of
the universe—expanding and constricting,
with coruscating colors that complement
each other or with somber blacks and whites
that you make gleam

Your mind created the most
eye-boggling geometric abstractions 
in paintings where the shapes 
protrude from the flat surface
creating multiple layers

You painted not only on the gessoed
fabric of canvases—but also walls and
sculptures, because nothing could confine
your conceptual artwork—nothing could
stop your creative integrity

Your work has innervated me,
and I aspire to be as miraculous 
with colors and nontraditional canvases
as you once were, and one day I will
meet you in the expanse of the universe,
and tell you that I wish my lines could have
entangled themselves with yours.
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Scattered
MoLLy king

Fiction

Morgan’s hand trembles slightly as she runs a brush through her hair 
one last time, making sure every strand is perfect. It always gets so frizzy 
after she washes it, and tonight isn’t the time to look a mess. She was voted 
“Best Hair” in the class, after all. It isn’t as great as being voted “Best Smile” 
or “Prettiest Eyes,” but it’s something. Better than being voted most likely 
to get pregnant—

That’s not a senior superlative, but it feels like it should be. It would go 
to one of those girls who spends her free time underneath the bleachers or in 
the backseat of waiting boys’ cars. A girl like Amy, who used to come in late 
to physics class with smeared lipstick and a hickey on her neck. She always 
said she’d been busy working in the library, but everyone knew she’d really 
been busy in the back parking lot. A girl like that didn’t care about her future.

No one would’ve said it would be the girl voted “Best Hair.” Not 
Morgan, the girl who got straight As, never missed an assignment, and was 
the feature baton twirler during the halftime show at her high school football 
and basketball games. Not her. She never chewed gum in class, never ran in 
the halls, never got detention. She was early to every appointment, exactly 
fifteen minutes early, and she managed to make it through high school without 
becoming some crazy party girl who is better at calculating the alcohol content 
of her drink than figuring out the limit of an equation.

Almost. One more hour, and she would’ve made it.
The pregnancy test sits on the bathroom counter, white plastic with 

a blue plus sign on the tiny screen. It appeared five minutes ago, fading in 
softly, sneaking into existence. She hadn’t taken her eyes off it until it had 
given her the answer to her future.

“Morgan, hurry up! We’re going to be late!”
“Coming, Mom!” she shouts, grabbing the test and burying it at the 

bottom of the trash can. She picks up her cap and gown off the floor and 
heads downstairs, trying not to trip over her high heels. 

In the car, she buckles herself into the backseat like she’s a child again 
and stares out the window. If she was a child, they’d be heading to her aunt’s 
house for Easter or her grandmother’s for Christmas. She’d be able to fall 
asleep peacefully with her head against the window without a single worry.



10

“I can’t believe you’re already graduating. Seems like just yesterday 
you were starting kindergarten…” her mother says softly, “And off to Penn 
State too!”

“She got the brains from my side of the family,” her father laughs, and 
they joke with each other as the trees outside blend together in a swirl of 
green. Penn State is hundreds of miles away. She doesn’t know if she’ll be 
able to make it there anymore, and not because of airline fees.

At the high school she waits in the hallway with her friends, all dressed 
in matching white gowns. Their conversation floats around her, about endings 
and beginnings and who dropped out and who is going to the party tomorrow 
night and how much they’re going to miss each other. If tonight is supposed 
to be about moving on, Morgan wonders where she’s going. Every single 
person in this building thinks she’s graduating eighth in the class and is off to 
college to be successful. So far she’s only been successful at getting pregnant.

The phrase sounds wrong, even in her mind. She probably couldn’t 
say it out loud if she tried.

She walks out of step with her partner while marching into the 
gymnasium, too distracted by all of the people staring, wondering if they 
know. What if someone can just tell by the look on her face? It feels like they 
can see right through her, eyes zeroing in on her stomach hidden underneath 
her gown, at the separate cell hidden inside. People are going to look back on 
all the photographs tomorrow once they download them on their computers 
and suddenly realize what she was trying to hide. 

Her boyfriend, Seth, is across the room. She can’t look at him. 
Classmates and strangers alike make speeches about the past and the future 
and where life can take you, and none of it makes any sense. They’re all just 
spouting a bunch of words. None of these people know anything about where 
life can take you. Life whisked her away from one night a month ago on 
plaid blankets in the back of a pickup truck to right now, to this desolation.

Before she knows what happened, everyone is moving their tassels and 
tossing their caps up into the air, a sea of white and red just floating there for 
an instant before crashing back down. Everyone applauds and smiles while 
she sits there, cardboard cap in her limp hands.

— — —
The next day is her friend Becky’s graduation party. Everyone who held 

at least one rung of the social ladder in the senior class shows up. Two hours 
in, most people are too drunk to care that Morgan keeps disappearing to the 
bathroom to throw up. She hasn’t been able to keep anything down all day. 
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Now when she vomits, she pretends it’s because there’s a river of alcohol in 
her body, not because of the child growing inside her. The thought doesn’t 
make her feel any better; it might be worse. When she washes her hands she 
leans in close to the mirror, close enough to see the flakes of mascara on her 
brow bone.

“I hate you,” she whispers to her reflection. She has no idea why, but 
it becomes hypnotic. She says it over and over until someone pounds on the 
door and the spell is broken.

She sits on the couch with Seth, her boyfriend of two years and three 
months. He’s going to the state college in the fall, only an hour away from their 
hometown. They haven’t discussed their future much yet—Morgan thinks 
they’re both just assuming they’ll transition into a long-distance relationship. 
They’ll call each other in between Seth’s baseball practices and her majorette 
practices. She made the team after auditioning in April—The Penn State 
“Touch of Blue” Majorettes have been collegiate national champions for the 
past eight years, and perform at every football pregame and halftime show 
with the marching band in front of thousands of people. Ever since she was 
a little girl, she wanted to be a majorette. That dream is closer than ever, yet 
it feels even more distant than when she was seven.

Seth has known how much she wants to go to Penn State since they 
met freshman year. She had a PSU pawprint on her French binder and he 
asked her about it. They bonded over verb conjugations and tenses, though 
they didn’t start dating until two years later. He would watch her perform at 
every halftime show, and she figured out pretty quickly that it wasn’t because 
he had an interest in football.

She loves him. That’s one thing she knows for sure, but she still can’t 
tell him. He’ll be upset. He’s excited about graduating and college; she can’t 
ruin his good mood.

“Are you okay?” Seth asks, placing a hand on her shoulder. The touch 
is like a tether, bringing her back down to reality.

“Yeah... I’m just tired.”
“Do you want something to drink?”
He’s not much of a drinker, but she has a few from time to time. 

Nothing too strong, and not much of it usually. She tries not to think about 
how drinking is different now.

“Sure.”
She drinks fruit punch mixed with vodka and misery. They sit outside 

on the lawn underneath the stars, pointing out constellations and laughing 
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at their drunk classmates chasing each other around the house, tripping over 
their own feet. Seth’s hand feels rough in hers, but it’s the only thing keeping 
her here instead of running away. She thought every drop of alcohol would 
make her forget the truth, take her further from reality. Instead, it’s the one 
thing she continues to remember. It’s sitting at the bottom of every plastic 
cup, underneath her fingernails, inside Seth’s mouth as she kisses him. You’re 
pregnant.

Good thing she’s not a talkative drunk, or it’d be the only thing that 
came out of her mouth. Not exactly the best way to break the news. She isn’t 
sure who she’s going to tell yet. She doesn’t have to tell anyone at all. One 
of the benefits of graduating is she doesn’t have to see any of these people 
ever again.

Seth drives her home, and she sits in the passenger seat with her head 
between her knees. She lets him think it’s because she’s nauseous. Really, she 
just doesn’t want him to see her cry. The tears fall away from her face and 
into the dirty carpet; it’s too dark to see where they land.

This wasn’t supposed to happen seems like too common of a thought for 
her to have. Life is too random to believe in supposed to. If anything, maybe 
she should’ve been prepared for this. It was always a possibility, even with 
the birth control. It’s her fault she forgot to take a pill.

A statistic. She’s just a statistic.
For some reason, that makes her cry harder. By the time they reach her 

house, the tears have dried. She gets out of the car without saying goodbye.
— — —

After her graduation party, Morgan put all of the money she received 
from relatives in her savings account. She was going to use it to buy her 
textbooks. Now she withdraws the majority of it, avoiding the teller’s eyes 
so she won’t ask any questions. She shoves the bills into her wallet and walks 
out, sunglasses perched on her nose. She thought she’d feel excited with 
three hundred and fifty dollars in her purse. Instead, it just feels like paper.

In the waiting room of the clinic, she sits four seats away from a very 
pregnant woman reading an old copy of Cosmo, the pages stained yellow. 
Another woman’s baby keeps crying every ten minutes, its cries breaking the 
silence of the room. Morgan crosses her legs and keeps bouncing her foot up 
and down, staring at her shoelaces as they tap against the side of her sneaker. 
She’s had these shoes since she was fifteen; the blue plastic has faded to a dull 
gray lightning bolt, like every mile they traveled zapped them of their energy. 
Maybe her skin is that same shade of gray, drained of life.
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She picks up a copy of Seventeen magazine off the table beside her and 
flips through the pages. All of the models are possessed by the same empty 
smile, mouth open mid-laugh, head thrown back like they’ve never been 
happier. That must be what she looks like to everyone she knows—fake. 
A giant grin plastered on her face to keep up the charade that she has it all 
together. Except those models don’t make mistakes like her.

Her phone buzzes in her pocket and she quietly turns it off. It’s Seth. 
He texted her twice this morning and she didn’t respond. She can’t talk to 
him right now—it’s all too much to think about. She can’t think about him 
sitting at home, hand entwined in his messy blond hair as he worries, currently 
leaving her a voicemail about how they should hang out, is she okay, she seems 
off, because that makes her think about what the look on his face would be 
if she told him she was pregnant. He probably doesn’t want a baby, no one 
wants a baby when they’re eighteen, and she shouldn’t have gotten pregnant 
in the first place. Everything is better left unsaid. She doesn’t have the words.

A nurse steps into the room, her shiny white shoes squeaking on the 
floor.

“Morgan?”
She stands up, balancing on a foot that’s half asleep. It’s not hard to 

follow the nurse down the hallway. All of it is easy, like turning off the light.
— — —

Seth takes her to a bonfire at one of his friend’s houses. They travel 
down a long dirt road to a clearing behind the house where a brush pile sits, 
sprinkled with gasoline. She’s on her fourth drink by the time they’re left 
alone by the fire. It helps her forget about the sharp pain in her stomach 
when she turns too quickly. Everyone else runs off between the trees for a 
game of flashlight tag. They listen to the hoots and hollers off in the woods 
and the crackling tree branches consumed by heat.

“Where were you yesterday?” he asks, holding her hand. “I tried to 
call you.”

She watches a lone spark fly out of the fire, floating up into the smoke as 
a glowing ember. It finally disappears into cool ash, invisible in the darkness. 
She can’t feel the warmth of the fire or Seth’s body. The world feels numb. 
Her whole body has been scattered across continents and she can’t find the 
pieces to put herself back together.

“At the doctor,” Morgan finally replies.
“Oh... how come?”
She wants to think it’s the alcohol that makes her say it. She’s not brave 
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enough to be honest. 
“I got an abortion.”
It’s not as hard to say as she thought it would be. Four little words falling 

out of her mouth like raindrops to put out the fire. It doesn’t feel any different 
—doesn’t feel like anything. She just keeps staring at the dancing flames.

“You were pregnant?!”
Were. Past tense.
She doesn’t say anything. He lets go of her hand, and she can feel his 

dull green eyes staring at her, waiting for her to look at him, to do anything. 
She just sits there, motionless.

“We were going to have a baby?”
It didn’t feel like a baby, she thinks. It was just her body... it didn’t feel 

like anything. Nothing feels like anything anymore.
“Damnit, Morgan, talk to me!”
She gets up slowly, watching the world spin as she takes five steps 

towards the bushes and throws up. The pounding in her head matches the 
pounding in her empty gut. Over her retching she can hear Seth crying big, 
gasping sobs. It’s the kind of crying boys save for when they’re all alone, and 
finally she thinks she might feel something filling up her hollowed emptiness.
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Speak
niCoLe byrne

Poetry

Every single capillary in the body constricts 
to cut off the tributaries that carry speech 
from the soul to the throat, and the tongue 
spasms against the teeth in hopes of pushing 
out suppressed phonemes, and fingers with
freshly filed nails twitch and dig deep enough 
into sweat-moistened palms to leave behind 
half-moon marks long after the muscles of 
the hands have given up, and excess heat rises 
from the cavity that keeps the quickening heart 
as quiet as possible and dissipates from the tips 
of reddening ears, and the diaphragm feels stiffer 
and it requires conscious effort to expand each 
lung, and then when all blood vessels are on 
the verge of bursting, and the hands stop clenching
in time with heart palpitations, and the phonetic 
lessons memorized in childhood return to the 
conscious level of thought, and vocal cords vibrate 
enough to cause the mouth to open like a hinged 
presentation box, organs contract and erupt
like a shaken champagne bottle
with exactly
the right 
amount 
of air
to say

No.
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Thank You
keLLsey MeTzger

Fiction

Peter sipped beer like a fourteen-year-old girl hanging out behind the 
bleachers of a football game.

“Oh dear god.” He pulled away from the warm can of Pabst Blue 
Ribbon and pursed his lips as if he was sucking on a lemon. “Please don’t 
make me drink this anymore.”

Jake rubbed his temple. “You popped the tab. You have to finish it.”
Peter took another sip and shook his head. “No, no I can’t.” Jake looked 

away for a second and Peter leaned forward to set it down next to an empty 
six pack of hard cider.

Jake turned back. “No!” He pushed the beer back towards him. “If you 
don’t finish that, you are not getting any more lemonades or ciders or any 
other beverage your grandmother would drink.” 

“My grandmother does not drink,” Peter responded adamantly. “Thank 
you very much.” 

Peter, who had stripped down to his pinstripe button-down and jeans 
due his increasing level of intoxication (“I don’t know why he decided to wear 
a bow tie to a party,” Mary had said to me as he loosened his purple argyle tie 
and threw it across the room), thought beer tasted like moldy saltines dissolved 
in seltzer. Whenever he drank it, he twisted his face of tiny features—little 
eyes, nose and lips all presented on a narrow, but long face—in a dramatized 
fashion. Stretching his mouth open like a yawn. Shaking his head as if trying 
to shake off a hat, just in case any of us forgot he hated beer. Or just in case 
we were bored. As for me, I loved all of these things about him. I had never 
dated someone so intensely fascinating, confusing or funny, for that matter. 
Whenever he was around I was both excited and embarrassed because I never 
knew what strange decision he was going to make next. 

I liked that about him.
He sat to my left and to my right sat Jake’s teenage sister, Taryn. She was 

six months pregnant and hanging out with six or seven heavily intoxicated 
college students. Five years ago, when she was ten and we were fifteen, her 
mother would have sent her to bed at six p.m. before allowing her this level 
of adult entertainment. Today her mother didn’t care.

“So what was that name, Taryn?” I asked.
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Taryn turned to me. I’d known her since the day she moved in next 
door. I was nine, she was five. My sister became best friends with her and 
soon Taryn was an extension of our family. 

“I want to name her Kaleigh,” Taryn said.
“Kaleigh,” I repeated.
Taryn nodded. She then went on to tell me that her mother didn’t 

approve of the spelling. K-A-L-E-I-G-H. I thought it was a fine way to spell 
that name. The “Leigh” part felt real. I used to love that name. My favorite 
doll, a dark-haired baby with big green eyes, had the same one. I don’t know 
why, but for a moment I thought I might cry.

I already loved this Kaleigh more than I completely understood.
Peter sipped from his beer.
“Fuck!” Peter yelled and Taryn wrapped her arms around her belly a 

bit tighter. I looked over at him and noticed the tiny piles of clothing that 
surrounded him—a mustard yellow sweater, a blue tie, thick wool socks and 
a pair of brown wingtips. 

I looked at Jake. He looked both annoyed and entertained. “He 
probably shouldn’t drink anymore.” I reached forward and took the beer 
out of his hand.

 “He only had like three ciders,” Jake said.
Mary laughed from the corner. “He only weighs five pounds,” she said, 

“and I’m not sure any of that is fat.”
Peter made eye contact with Taryn and, suddenly more aware that we 

were in the company of a fetus, leaned forward and said, “I would like to 
sincerely apologize to Kasey-,”

“Kaleigh,” I corrected him.
“Kaleigh,” he narrowed his eyes at me, “for my language.”
Taryn shrugged. “It’s not a big-” She flinched. At first, I thought she 

was upset, but then a smile spread across her face—pink lips, pale porcelain 
skin, eyes so blue I’d been jealous since childhood and red, red cheeks as if 
she’d just been outside in a storm. In spite of her attractive face, she’d always 
appeared tired. I don’t know when it began. Early childhood, when her birth 
mother died and she was adopted into a harsh family, or adolescence when 
people understood her strange, goofy character less and less.

But here she was—awake.
“Olivia!” She grabbed my hand and held it on her pregnant belly. I 

felt a syncopated beat. Bump. Bump. Bump. I looked up at her and she asked 
with wild eyes, “Do you feel that?”
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I felt like crying again.
Jake noticed something happening with us, but instead of asking he 

just turned away. He looked down. I wanted to hug him or punch him or 
ask him why he didn’t care. 

That could have been us. I told myself I’m relieved it isn’t. I missed 
something I never had.

Jake and I didn’t make eye contact as I felt the kicking of baby Kaleigh. 
I was filled with the same rage. The same uselessness. I reached for something 
that wasn’t there. I wanted him to face me, instead of hiding from me. 

It’s strange how years can pass, and some events can still give you the 
same pang of misery you felt on the day it happened. 

Jake opened a beer and took a sip. Everyone talked amongst themselves, 
except for Peter who noticed Taryn’s eyes filled with tears. 

“Can I-,” he paused. “Can I feel it?”
Taryn nodded and took his hand, leading him to the right point. For 

a moment he only stared forward, but then his face lit up and he looked up 
at me. He didn’t breathe. Didn’t move. 

Finally, Kaleigh stopped and Peter pulled away, but before he could 
return to the group, Taryn grabbed his arm and said, “Thank you.” I didn’t 
do it, but I wanted to say thank you too.
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My Freshman Year of Molding
Lauren Crosby

I have Oscar Wilde pierced through my ears
I have Hemingway tied up in the laces of my shoes
my feet soak in cheap white wine weekly

I have Arizona canyons engraved on the back of my eyelids
I have Maya Angelou painted on my lips
Saraswati & Ganesha hold back my hair

I have maps, couches, and routes under my finger nails
I have coconut oil dribbling down my throat
the two thousand thirteen lunar calendar replaced my mirror

I have Shakey Graves in my spine, Grateful Dead down my pants
I have all-natural, all-organic, non-GMO thunder thighs
boys beg, I brush them onto my teeth

I have essential oils tattooed on my toes
I have guitar string flavored Birkenstocks on my sea glass tongue
the Bhagavad-Gita coats my knuckles

I have NPR freckled on my cheeks
I have drunkenly even bangs, for free
I have mountains throwing festivals all over my hopes
mountains playing kickball with all of my dreams 

Poetry
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Monkey Fuck
Max eyes

She delicately taps the Marlboro with her pointer finger, like the 
bogey was sensitive, vulnerable in the winter’s cold. Ashy smoke coils from 
the tip of the snow-white, winter-colored cigarette and billows through the 
air against a backdrop of navy sky. I will always remember those glowing 
cinders, trickling past the mud on our boots and the tattoo of a ring on 
her thumb, where she kept a separate universe. It’s my first week back and 
January is slipping on ice, a hung-over bruise. 

Impartial to the conversation, she takes a drag and exhales from her 
nose. The cloud of smoke is numbing like my breath and I want to tell 
her that my bones are cold, that we could go inside or sit together. “Your 
phone’s ringing,” her voice cuts in. She sounds pitched, like the thin air was 
not getting to her lungs. Lungs. I replayed the imaginary motion of her 
pink lips mouthing the L in “lungs”. I want to hold onto that L. “Adam—
your phone. It’s inside.” She was always short with me.

Rae is awake and doesn’t know I’m dreaming. Really, I am taking 
a nap in the van along Route 40, windswept and head swaying. I am far 
away, at the summit of Fitzroy and the wind is cutting my fingertips like 
frostbite. The dream is in breathing thin air, the glacial pools, and jazz 
music. Through the frosted window, a mattress, space heater, and rocking 
chair rest in the second floor bedroom of the duplex. A fluorescent glow 
shines like insomnia from the cell phone skidding across the floor with each 
vibrating ring.  The detour is dreaming a dirt road, stones shaking the van 
and rattling against the metal underside of our sweats. The tense half-sleep, 
the same tension in my neck when I get the chills, or smell gasoline, or 
smoke with Rae on the fire escape. 

“Probably just Florence, calling about the blizzard.” I shrug and reach 
into my pocket for the carton of cigs.  The leather feels smooth tonight, 
worn in.  It is the last pack of Lucky Strike that made it back to Vermont 
with me. I remember buying single smokes from the corner kiosk, but not 
with Rae. Just two pesos, but now the Lucky Strike feels flimsy in my hands 
and I remember all the tattered maps. At the end of the world, there are 
more stars in the night sky.  

“Your mom would call this late? ” Rae chimed in, startling me so that 

Fiction
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I clenched my teeth, and then dropped my cigarette through the cracks 
of the wooden fire escape. My gaze watches the cig sink past my feet and 
disappear into the grey cement of Greenwood Avenue.  Not such a Lucky 
Strike after all. “And why do you call her by her first name?” 

It seems more appropriate, I tell her. Distance is good, I tell myself.
In the dark, with my eyes wide, I see best. I see the tent where I 

drank wine from the carton and slept on the wet earth. Like the windows of 
apartment five, a frosty blur coats my eyes and I can only see her silhouette 
in the glow of the dim amber streetlight. The buzz will last until dawn and 
I pull out another cigarette, another dream to light. 

“Why do you do it, the dose? Are you bored?” Her shadow coos in 
a shiver. There is not enough meat on the girl to keep her warm and she 
doesn’t edge my way. I have never known this girl to ask so many questions. 
She’s from the city. Why doesn’t she understand these things? I dig through 
my pockets looking for something to light my smoke. 

“No matches,” I mutter. “Bored with my mother’s drinking? She 
called last week about a tornado watch at six in the morning. She worries 
about me.” In the darkness, I wonder if she can tell that I am hanging my 
head, rubbing my temples, or that my tongue is dry. 

“We all worry, Adam,” Rae adds, shaking her head. 
The burnt tip of her cigarette streams as light against the night’s chill. 

The glow is warm, but my bones are still cold and stiff from sitting. “Do 
you see? Do you see the shapes? In the stars?” Fumbling, I press my hands 
together and in that moment, it is like Rae can tell. 

“Here, here,” she whispers. As gently as she holds her own cigarette, 
Rae guides the hand with my cig in it to my mouth. Her skin feels like 
ice against my tender, pink palms and chills are sent down my spine. Still 
cupping my hand, I can tell by the shift of movement in the air that she has 
raised her head and is looking at me. She wants me to think she can see me, 
but I know she cannot. I know she is awake somewhere else, not going to do 
what she is about to, not sitting next to me on the fire escape. 

She leans forward, aiming the crispy end of her bogey at the one in 
my mouth. A constellation between us, I inhale as she presses the two tips 
together and mine ignites. A reflection sparks off my dilated eyes and wisps 
in the fiery curls dangling in front of her face.  

She is the fire built from sticks, the night sweat, and the exhale that 
says, “It’s called monkey fucking.” 



Janelle as Snow White MaLorrie nadeau
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How to Become Drowsy
(After Julio Cortázar’s Instruction Manual)
HunTer roWeLL

Rise early in the daytime. Consume caffeine if you please. Create 
a strong list of items for a daily agenda. Wind the clock, set the timer, 
and pre-heat yourself to take on the day. Apply more caffeine if necessary. 
Time strikes zero—begin. Attempt to complete a week’s worth of work. 
Juggle the various texts and contexts of your daily self. Remember the 
appointment at 3 pm at exactly 3 pm. Run late. Study. Go to the gym and 
challenge your body rather than your mind. Hydrate. Eat a hearty dinner. 
Consume. Challenge your mind again. Consume knowledge. Read a book 
for entertainment. Muse. Contemplate. Get inspired. Reveal new ideas and 
identify the goals you seek to destroy and complete. Write a list. Another 
list. Repeat. Adapt. Slumber hits you hard between the eyes. Go to sleep. 
Awaken early in the morning. Write a list.

Nonfiction
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First Love
eriCa PauL

The phone rings at nine, and I know it’s her. The chirp-chirp-chirp of 
it sounds less mechanical and more like Melanie’s voice—the pitch rising 
and falling like a Backstreet Boys song. It is the type of sound that makes 
me turn the volume down.

“Lucas, phone,” Mom hollers up the stairs. I hear the clack of her 
heels stabbing the floor between slamming kitchen cabinets shut. My 
parents’ voices begin as a steady hum downstairs, but it doesn’t take long 
before my mother shouts “for the love of God” and the low rumble of Dad’s 
voice grows louder.

I’m in pajamas, halfway down the page of a science fiction novel. My 
feet are buried under an old blanket and a pile of folded laundry sitting at 
the end of my bed. I want to stay glued to the last word instead of opening 
the door. In the end, the door opens because my mother has better things to 
do than take my calls, and I answer the phone. My mom bought me a cell 
phone for Christmas the year before, in spite of my protests. She insisted 
on it since I drove, and she apparently needed to know where I was at all 
times. The only purpose it serves is filling space in the glove compartment 
of my car. I gave Melanie the house phone when she asked for my number. 
The idea of receiving dozens of texts in addition to our conversations made 
me sick.

“Hey!” she begins.
I already hate her. I hate how happy she sounds through the cell 

phone static. She greets me as if we’ve been apart for years instead of hours, 
like I’ve been back-packing across Europe and she’s done nothing but sit 
patiently at an airport terminal, searching for my face.

“Uh, what’s up?” I ask.
Just get to the point.
I felt weird after tonight, and I just wanted to make sure everything 

is okay,” she says. I picture her holding a notebook page in front of her, 
reading each word off a script she wrote at her desk the second I left her 
house.

“Okay,” I say, because I don’t want to talk to her.
“I feel like something is wrong with us. Everything feels weird,” she 

Fiction
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confesses.
Everything is weird. Everything has been weird since the summer 

ended. 
— — —

In the summer, sex floated in the air like a pesticide. I couldn’t walk 
by girls at the ice cream parlor without wasting extra seconds on their sun-
bronzed legs. Without homework and lacrosse practice, I had nothing 
better to do than sit at the chipping green picnic tables at Ruby’s Dairy 
Bar with an overpriced ice cream cone that tasted more cold than vanilla 
and listen to the soft hum of girls’ voices gossiping as sprinkles melted into 
rainbows on their fingers. I never talked to them. I never talked to them in 
school, either, except to ask for a pencil. I wasn’t too nerdy or too ugly, I was 
simply unnoticeable. Except by Melanie.

I knew the color of her hair, where she carried her change, and her 
daily order at Ruby’s Dairy Bar before I knew her name. She had just 
moved into the house across the street from the local library, and she was 
in my class, and she was better at statistics than I was, but these were all 
things I didn’t know about her the first time she sat down beside me at my 
designated picnic table. I always sat at the table with the worst paint job, 
half-hidden by a metal dumpster the size of my car. I was more comfortable 
watching people from behind that huge box than from the table out in 
the sunshine, the one that mothers and their children usually grabbed. For 
whatever reason, people always made more sense to me through a lens. 
I understood them better when they were boiled down into chapters of 
a novel or scenes in a movie. When Melanie plopped down beside me, 
smiling, I didn’t know what to do.

“Do you always sit at the back of movie theaters too?” she asked me.
I bristled. She was too close. She was smiling with all of her teeth, 

which I took to mean she thought she was being hilarious. I don’t know 
what I hated more, the fact that she expected me to appreciate her company, 
or the fact that she noticed my habit of hiding in the background.

“No,” I said.
“I’m Melanie, by the way,” she told me, even though I never asked her 

for her name. I never asked her to sit with me, either.
“Lucas,” I said.
She smiled again, turning her face away from mine. Her lips were 

too pink for her face and reflected the sunlight; everything about her was 
shiny and fake. The hand clutching her ice cream cone had five perfect 
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nails filed down to little squares and a coat of polish that refused to chip no 
matter how many times she ran her fingers through her honey-colored hair 
or scratched the back of her sunburned neck.

“It’s nice to meet you. I just moved here, and I don’t really know 
anyone,” Melanie said, biting her lip as she smiled again.

I felt like I’d swallowed a rock as she looked at me. She had the 
unmistakable look of a girl with a crush; she made eye contact and twirled 
her hair around her little finger as if she were already winding me around 
it. She was new, and I was new to her, and without intending to, I became 
her summer vacation.

— — —
Melanie showed up to Ruby’s Dairy Bar every day of last summer. At 

first she insisted on putting up the front of buying ice cream, noticing I was 
around, and sitting next to me like it was a surprise, but as she perfected 
her routine, the jingle of quarters in her pockets disappeared and she came 
straight to me. I tell myself that I never liked her, but I could have taken the 
car to another ice cream parlor. I could have hidden when she turned the 
street corner and appeared, without fail, in my line of vision. 

“So, Lucas,” she began one day.
The sun felt like it was boiling the air around us. Sweat dripped 

steadily down my back and behind my ears. Melanie’s eye shadow even 
managed to leak beyond her carefully painted lids.

“Are you doing anything today? Because I was sort of wondering if 
you’d come over,” she said.

“Well,” I said, and that’s when I realized I had no reasonable excuse. I’d 
spent my entire summer letting the heat eat away my days as I ate tasteless 
soft-serve. There was no reason to refuse.

I followed her as she slipped the handle of her purse over her shoulder, 
and wondered if my parents began their road to marriage on the same path 
I was taking. It was hard to imagine them innocent. I could shrink my 
mother, smooth the wrinkles that creased her forehead and imagine her in 
stylish outfits instead of her frayed sweaters, but she still held a cigarette to 
her lips and kissed the end of it with more satisfaction than she’d ever kissed 
my father, even in my imagination.

Melanie beamed at me when we reached her house. She unlocked 
the front door and kicked off her flip-flops, chattering away about how 
her family still had half of the rooms in boxes, and asked me to excuse the 
mess. I didn’t know what she was talking about. The kitchen countertops 
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glistened and the air smelled like lemons. If she ever walked into my house, 
she’d find a piano covered in a thin layer of dust, peanut butter clinging to 
the corners of the kitchen counter and a recycling bin overwhelmed by cans 
of Budwesier.

 Melanie led me into the living room, which had a TV bigger than the 
loveseat in front of it. She dropped her bag on the floor and threw an arm 
over the back of the couch.

“Well, sit,” she laughed.
I shuffled over to her and sat down, making sure I separated our 

bodies by at least three inches. 
“I’m sorry if this is awkward,” she said, glancing at me through her 

bangs. “I’ve never been good at this.” Worry flickered across her face, 
tightening her features.

“But you’re doing everything everyone else does,” I told her.
“What do you mean?”
“Well, you invited me over. You’re being too nice. You sort of stalked 

me for a couple days before actually talking to me,” I said.
Melanie blinked at me. I couldn’t tell if she was shocked, hurt, or just 

confused. Her eyes stayed wide and her mouth twitched. Then she sank into 
the couch, as if holding her body upright had required all of her strength, 
and I’d given her permission to relax.

“I hate that I’m that predictable,” Melanie whispered, almost to 
herself. “But it’s better to be predictable when you’re new, right? It’s easier 
for everyone else.”

I stared at her. She smirked, and it was ugly on her. I watched the 
corner of her mouth crawl upward in fascination.

“And maybe I picked you out of everyone else because you’re 
predictable too. You’re almost comforting,”

“Or because there was nobody else there,” I offered.
Melanie laughed and settled her arms on my shoulders, lacing her 

fingers together behind my neck. I let her. 
“There’s more to it than that. I kind of like that you don’t try so hard. 

I’ve never been a quiet person. You’re dark and mysterious,” she giggled, 
“but you know...there’s nobody else here now,” she said, her breath warm 
under my chin.

“So what’s the predictable thing to do?” I asked, knowing exactly what 
it was, and wanting it to happen.

She kissed me. I closed my eyes and inhaled the fruity scent of her 
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shampoo. I could always regret it later.
— — —

The first time I lied to Melanie, we’d been dating for a week.
“I think I love you,” she said. She leaned against me under an oak 

tree in a nearby park, her hair tickling my eyelids as she pressed her mouth 
against mine, not caring about the little kids who stopped to stare at us. Her 
lip gloss left the taste of cherries on my tongue.

“I love you too.”
The words left my mouth, and as soon as Melanie pulled away from 

me and squeezed my hands in happiness, I knew they weren’t true. I smiled 
back at her and brushed her hair behind her ear, because I couldn’t take 
them back. I just had to keep smiling.

— — —
Melanie always carried a package of lemon drops in her purse. She 

plucked the yellow candies one by one over the course of an hour, and I 
wouldn’t know they were gone until she peered into her bag and frowned, 
refusing to believe that the ninety-nine cent box from Wal-Mart wasn’t 
bottomless. Whenever she ran out and I noticed her disappointment, I felt 
like we finally had something in common. I was sure I made the same 
face when I turned the last page of a book or a song slowly faded into 
nothingness. Unlike when she said she loved me, I could match her feelings. 

One day I was early to meet her at Ruby’s. Hardly anyone was buying 
ice cream yet except little kids with their parents. I watched a boy take a 
spoonful of chocolate, spilling sprinkles all over his pants, and he grinned 
so wide his mouth seemed to reach the edges of his face. Without thinking 
about it, I stood up and entered the convenience store attached to Ruby’s, 
mostly good for buying sodas and lottery tickets. I shuffled toward the 
candy aisle and found her lemon drops between chocolate bars and hot 
cinnamon candies. 

“You ran out yesterday,” I said when Melanie ran up to me a few 
minutes later, and handed her the box.

She took it and stared for several seconds before she looked up at me 
and smiled. Her nose scrunched up like a crumpled piece of paper, and my 
stomach stirred, and I couldn’t help smiling back. I thought for a second 
that I knew how people let themselves fall into this trap, that the one thing 
movies didn’t lie about was it only took one thing, like a girl’s smile, to reach 
the tipping point of thinking you loved someone. All of Melanie’s smiles 
before felt rehearsed and perfect, tossed over her shoulder carefully like a 
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ball thrown in catch, but this one was unexpected and beautiful. She should 
have forgotten how to smile like that by now; I knew I had.

— — —
I forget about Melanie’s voice on the other end of the phone when it is 

replaced by the familiar sound of my parents’ fighting downstairs. I used to 
muffle their voices by hiding behind my headphones, but sometimes even 
the Rolling Stones weren’t loud enough to drown out their screaming. One 
day I realized that I was waiting for a decipherable word from my mother 
or father instead of listening to the music. I crouched by my bedroom door, 
not quite daring to listen from the top of the stairs, and let each word 
sink in and add a new knot to my stomach. Their arguments were like bad 
horror flicks, violent and addictive.

“Don’t try to tell me you haven’t been drinking,” I hear my mother 
shriek below. 

“Of course,” I hear Dad say, the words strangled halfway up his throat. 
“Of course that’s why you’re mad. You don’t ever change your lines. It’s like 
living the same day, over and over.”

“But at least you’re not lying,” I mumble to the closed door of my 
bedroom.

The most destructive weapon is the human lie. It is responsible for 
everything and can be wielded by anybody. My mother told me how much 
she loved my dad regularly throughout my childhood. She always said it 
with a cigarette in her mouth and a smile on her face. My total belief in 
my parents’ love was blown into smithereens by fifth grade, broken like the 
half-empty bottle of beer my mother threw from my father’s car onto the 
pavement of our driveway. 

— — —
Just hours before the phone rang tonight, Melanie and I were curled 

up on the same couch where she kissed me the first time. The couch’s floral 
embroidery made pink impressions on Melanie’s bare skin. I ran my fingers 
along their lines and hummed along to the theme song of whatever show 
was on TV. I knew the tune without thinking about it, the same way I 
knew the triangle of moles on Melanie’s shoulder blade. We lay underneath 
a patchwork quilt, bathed in the light of the television, and I almost loved 
her then. 

But then she had to say it.
“I love you.”
I froze underneath her.
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“Lucas?”
“I was thinking,” I started. I was thinking that I didn’t love her and 

that I never should have said I did and that I should put my clothes back 
on. “We should save that phrase for important moments, you know? Like, 
we shouldn’t say it every day.”

Melanie peeled herself off of me and wrapped the quilt across her 
breasts.

“What are you trying to say?”
“Just...”
“What exactly qualifies as an important moment to you?” she 

demanded before I could justify myself. 
“I just want to actually mean it,” I blurted.
Melanie pulled the quilt tight around her chest. Tears bubbled in her 

eyes and ran down her face.
“Get out,” she said.
So I did.

— — —
“Lucas? Are you there?”
I realize I’ve spent whole seconds reading the same word in the open 

book in my lap instead of paying attention to her.
“Yeah. Sorry,” I mutter into the phone.
“Can we talk about this?”
I press down the corner of the page in my novel and close it. I have 

to say something.
“Look, Melanie, I’m sorry about what I said, but I don’t really want to 

talk about this. I don’t want to work things out,” I say, and it is such a relief 
to tell her the truth for once that I almost laugh.

“You don’t?” She barely sounds surprised.
“I don’t.”
The phone static lingers between us. There should be something to it, 

some kind of message. I should apologize and claim that everything is my 
fault. That’s what I’m supposed to do. Instead I let the silence fill the hole 
between us. Every time I try to explain myself, I say what I’m supposed to 
and it ruins everything.

“You don’t at all?”
“I’ve got to go,” I say and hang up.



Park BenchbenJaMin dunbar
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Schmegegge
roberT CooPerMan

Of all the Yiddish words for “fool,”
“schmegegge” is my favorite:
what my father used to call me
when I’d go off like whistling
fireworks over something or other.

Laughing, “Schmegegge,”
he’d tousle my hair, clip my jaw
with a pretend fist to calm me down.

He always said the word
with affection, as if, despite
my stomping around
like a snorting buffalo,
he was proud of his fool of a son:
so passionate about everything.

How I wish he’d call me
“Schmegegge,” one more,
one last, time.

But I’d be greedy,
want to hear him say it
again and again and again,
day after day after day
of me being his small
and loving son, forever.

Poetry
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Jack and His Girl
CarLoTTa TieWs

Fiction

When old Mr. Swanson died, there was a letter. Hidden in the crevice 
of a forgotten drawer, it was brittle with age and the flap of its yellowed 
envelope was unopened.

Mr. Swanson was a man who kept to himself. It’s not that he wasn’t 
liked by the other residents of Huntsboro, but he was a private man. Out of 
his mouth came only what needed to be said and nothing more. His home 
was always tidy and he lived alone—but it hadn’t always been that way.

You see, when he was young, Mr. Swanson was not “Mr. Swanson,” 
but just Jack. There was a girl, too, his practically betrothed. Of course, Jack 
hadn’t exactly asked her to marry him yet, but everyone knew they were meant 
for each other. After all, in the summer of 1957, there was still time to be 
young and free and merry. Still, everyone treated them as a married couple, 
even if Jack wasn’t quite ready to commit yet. 1957 slipped into 1958 and 
still it was just Jack and his girl. But then...

November 28th, 1958. A fight on a cold night. A screen door splintered 
from being slammed. Two hearts shattered from words screamed.

It was no longer Jack and his girl after that night. She was gone—where, 
nobody knew—and Jack became Mr. Swanson, a man that kept his words 
close and feelings closer. When he died, the church pews were packed full of 
people wishing their last respects. After the service, there was the obligatory 
sympathetic twittering from the little groups of women, while their husbands 
stood with their hats in their hands, necks stiff against starched suit collars, 
and looked longingly towards the exit.

It was fitting that Mr. Swanson passed from this world to the next in 
the house he’d shared with his girl, back when he knew the touch of love. 
They said he’d never stopped loving his girl, and it was true. In his heart, his 
name was still Jack and his girl was still with him. Mr. Swanson died with 
words of regret on his breath, but it didn’t have to be that way. When he 
died, there was one thing he didn’t know about: the letter.

 November 29th, 1958
 I still love you. Ask me to stay.
 Love,
 Your Girl
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 P.S. I’m sorry about the fight last night.
It was unopened.
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Dreaming of Old Love
sHannaH CoTTon

Poetry

You are last night’s most recent REM cycle—
a final dream before the other sleep cycles fill my mind 
with empty space, white fuzz that encompasses me until
sleep wears thin. Sunshine peeking through the veil
of my eyelids, awake now, the dream fades farther.

Throughout the day I pick up pieces—
a narrow hallow I had never been down, but familiar in some way,
the shiver that runs down my spine as I walk in the cold winter air,
a word that lingers, ringing in my ears until it becomes meaningless:
these bring faint fragments from the dream long forgotten. 
Sitting, I search my brain but soon the white fuzz overpowers again
and the loose ends cannot help me unravel. 

I give up on the dream. It’s just pieces,
with not enough to make a whole. 



Penny-Farthing Street MiCkeLLe MCCafferTy
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Voices in the Breeze
brooke oLiver

Fiction

Ever since the Year of the Summer Squash, Rose has had both of her 
feet planted firmly in the ground. During that time, her planner had been 
booked with work and lunch dates; she even penciled in time to bake cookies 
and pat her dog. Rose marked off each day, counting down the days, hours, 
minutes, and seconds until her husband could come home. She was in 
the field the day she heard his voice in the cool summer breeze as she bent 
down to pick one more squash. She knew then that he was dead. He only 
had two days, 21 hours until he would have come home to her and kissed 
her forehead with the light touch she knew so well. That’s when she fell to 
the ground as if everything she was or wanted had been sucked out of her, 
leaving her spineless and weak. 

 It wasn’t until she woke up with her face in a small pool of mud made 
from the saliva dripping from her mouth, but most of it drying to her face, 
that she decided to do anything at all. Rose gathered up every molecule of 
energy she had in her from her toes to her nose, and sat up. She slept in 
the field that night, and the night after that, and when her insides stopped 
trying to burn away all the parts that felt like her husband, she dug two holes 
next to one another with fragile hands. She slid her feet in, feeling the soil 
crumble around her toes then patted down the earth tight around her ankles.

 “I’ll stay here,” she thought.
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Three Aprils
aLison osborne

Nonfiction

It was April 2009, and school was dragging. It was painful with vacation 
just around the corner. It was nearly impossible to wait. I was sick of doing 
work and I just wanted the weekend and vacation to come so I could spend the 
week sleeping in and playing video games. The early morning slowly waned 
into announcements and then an unexpected call to the school auditorium.

Four grades of Medway High School students filed into the auditorium. 
“What could this be about?” many students whispered to their friends. All 
around me the red seats buzzed with laughter and wondering. “I don’t really 
care. I’m just happy to be missing math!” That was how most of our assemblies 
went. Whatever the topic was, whether it be drug awareness or some general 
information regarding academics, it was a time to relax and miss class.

That assembly, however, would hit us hard; it would slap us in the face 
so hard our bodies went numb. I remember slouching in my seat, watching 
as our principal crossed the relatively new wooden stage. We watched his 
slow movements and the slope of his shoulders. We were silent in a half-
dazed state because of the time off. As he began to speak however, a wave of 
awe spread over the auditorium. Many mouths dropped open as Principal 
Pearson spoke. “I’m sorry to inform you all,” he said, with a slow and shaking 
voice, “that a classmate has, regrettably, passed away. Benjamin Giovangelo 
committed suicide and we want to make all our resources available to you. 
Classes for the day are cancelled. There will be grief counselors here all day. 
I beg you to ask for help if you need it.” 

I felt numb. I recognized the name and I hurried to put things together. 
He was a junior, a year younger than me. We had worked together at Dunkin 
Donuts for a very brief time, but I had never been able to become friends 
with him. Our schedules were never the same, between school and work. I 
always imagined Ben in a baseball hat and thin-framed glasses, his cheeks 
and mouth pulled taut by a smile: bright and infectious. He had committed 
suicide? Of all the people I knew I wouldn’t have guessed it would be him. 
I didn’t see a reason to why he would have done it.

The halls flooded with rumors and students. There were whispers of 
why he had done it. I didn’t want to feed into stupid rumors. To me it just felt 
wrong to think about why he had done what he had. It seemed disrespectful 
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to speculate. 
It was strange watching them all. I felt strangely disconnected from 

the whole ordeal. I wasn’t sure of my own feelings. I couldn’t talk about it 
and I couldn’t cry. I couldn’t even wander through the halls with a numb 
sense of purpose, with a thoughtful expression like so many of my peers. I 
just wandered around or slumped against walls with my friends. I listened 
to people talk and watched students walk around the indoor track of the 
gymnasium. I could find no place to take part in things. Ben wasn’t my friend. 
I had only worked with him. What right did I have to cry when I hadn’t 
loved him like his friends had, or his classmates had? There were times when 
I was genuinely angry. There were plenty of people who were like me and 
hadn’t known him. They were using the day off from classes to goof off and 
socialize. It was like they were celebrating the tragedy because it gave them 
the day off. The different degrees of reactions confused me. Where exactly 
did I fit in to things?

I had worked with him though I hadn’t known him long or well enough 
to justify crying, but I could not just ignore his death. I only had one memory 
of him: the memory of a smiling boy on an ice bucket.

— — —
It was April 2008 and I had never worked on Easter before and for 

some reason I hadn’t been expecting the lull. At four in the afternoon, the 
only people moving inside Dunkin Donuts were the five of us. We weren’t 
even really moving. Dressed in khakis and red polo shirts, we all huddled 
near the swinging door that led out back, but we stayed close enough that 
we could still see the front counter. Outside the store was quiet too. There 
was no line of cars waiting to place an order at the speakers. There was only 
a little static coming through my headset from the breeze passing through 
the speakers outside.

I leaned against the front counter, my arms crossed as I stared ahead 
of me. Allie, the oldest one there and the leader of the shift, was talking 
animatedly to the other three. “Dude,” she said. Allie moved her hands lazily 
through the air and smiled as she shifted on the white painter’s bucket full of 
sugar. “It’s so slow. I’ve never seen it this slow on a Sunday! There’s nothing 
to do.” It was hard to tell if she was happy about not having anything to do, 
or if she was bored by the lack of activity. She wasn’t even close to joking. 
We had cleaned every countertop, swept the floors, and straightened the 
case full of donuts, muffins, and bagels. We had made sure everything we 
could possibly stock had been: from lids and coffee cups, to the fridge full of 
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soda and juice. All we could really do was stand around; management really 
couldn’t have complained about the job we’d done.

Ben started to laugh, shifting back and forth on the covered, tan, 
wheeled caddy full of ice: what Dunkin employees had termed as the “ice 
bucket.” He was the most animated out of all of us, rolling a couple inches 
back and forth on his seat. Allie was bored by the lull, but he could not have 
been happier to have the peace. Ben’s face was illuminated by his smile, a 
smile that was like a little sun compared to the yellow buzz of the overhead 
lights. He was always like this. The few other weekends I had worked with 
him, he had always been hyper and in a good mood.

I flinched slightly as the headset beeped loudly in my ear. I smiled 
and pushed off the counter with my back. I muttered, “Wow, that scared 
me,” to myself, needing to explain to anyone who had seen me why I had 
jumped. I paced over the gray tiles as I pressed the button on my headset. 
Immediately, I was connected with the customer. I took the order, reacting 
automatically as the woman told me how she wanted her iced coffee. As I did, 
I narrowly avoiding being run over by the tan ice bucket wheeling rapidly 
down the aisle. If she had not left the speaker to drive to the window, she 
would have heard my laughter. It was the sort of laughter that was so hard 
it makes your chest hurt.

Ben stopped at the window, pressing his fingers quickly against the 
touchscreen of the register. He was sitting on top of the bucket, legs still 
dangling over it. Then he slid back, her coffee in hand, where he finished the 
transaction. With the same enthusiasm, he graciously accepted the tip, and 
dropped it into the white coffee mug, before sticking his head out the window.

“Hey! Someone dropped some change!” he said.  Finally, he slipped off 
the ice bucket. His hands plastered against the metal of the window frame, 
he gave one good hop before he yanked himself through the narrow opening. 
He vanished behind the wall, appearing a minute later with a handful of 
discarded change. Sticking his hands back through the window, he added the 
change to the cup with the rest, before repeating the same hopping motion 
he had before and launched himself back into the store. 

As if climbing through the window were normal, he quickly flopped 
back onto the ice bucket on his chest, sliding back down the aisle with arms 
and legs lifted off the ground. He slid back into his place, smiling wider than 
ever, as the rest of us laughed. He made sure the laughter never stopped, 
filling the silence with chatter. When the next order came through nearly 
an hour later, he said “Welcome to Dunkin Donuts, how may I help you?” 
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in an impression of Donald Duck.
— — —

Days after his death, I realized how real it was. There was no way I 
could just let it go, not with his smiling picture plastered on the back of the 
“Employees Only” door at work. I squinted at the picture in his obituary. 
It was the same smiling boy I remembered; baseball cap, glasses, smile . . . 
yup. That was Ben. I slowly scanned the message from his mother written 
beneath his picture. 

“Trace your hand,” I read. “Decorate it with whatever you want; 
markers, glitter, be creative! On this, write your intention, a goal you have 
in life. Trace your foot and decorate it too. On this you write a step you’re 
going to take in achieving this goal. Send it to us and we’ll laminate it and 
hang it on the maple tree.” It was a part of “Ben Speaks Louder than Words,” 
his mother’s program to bring suicide awareness to teens. 

For one reason or another, I dismissed it. What goal did I have that 
was worth writing down? I didn’t know Ben. I would let Allie do it. I would 
let my cousin, Adrienne, dedicate so much of her time and effort to it. They 
were his friends. They were the ones who missed him the most.  They were 
the ones at his funeral with the managers while I was here working on a 
Saturday afternoon. I had decided to stay behind. I didn’t think there was 
anything I could have done at that funeral anyway; this was for the people 
who had loved him. I had no place in their honest grief, and I knew there 
was no amount of comfort I could have offered any of them.

— — —
That April afternoon in 2010, I was the first one out of the dining 

hall at the University of Maine at Farmington. Descending the gray stairs, 
I stopped. Though the little outlet was crowded with college kids moving 
back and forth I could see it clearly. My eyes had suddenly locked on the 
lone table sitting directly across from the cafeteria door, in front of the large 
window for the radio station.

The yellow paper was certainly meant to catch attention, but it was 
something else that drew my eye. There were hand prints and foot prints, all 
with writing on them. Without a thought, I rushed across the outlet to the 
table. Reaching it I was filled with nervous energy, a sinking in my stomach 
as I prepared for what was coming. People always made me nervous but I 
knew I had to put it aside because this display was important; I recognized it, 
though I thought maybe it was coincidence and that it only looked similar. I 
didn’t think there was any way that something like that could have stretched 
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this far, into the heart of Maine.
“Uh, what is this for? Who is this for?” I asked, coming off as jittery 

and uncomfortable. And I was.
“Well there’s a woman we’re sending them to because her son died,” 

the woman running the table answered. To me she was just as nervous. 
Maybe it was because no one had asked her that question or maybe it was 
just because I was so awkward she was unnerved. “We’re going to take a 
picture and mail it to her.”

“Do you know his name? Her name?” I pressed. I needed the answer. I 
had seen these hands and feet before. She had given me part of the answer, a 
boy who had died. I swelled with hope thinking, “They’re here? Ben’s hands 
and feet are here?” We were from a little town in Massachusetts, a town no 
one had heard of. Now I was more than four hours away from that place, in 
Maine, and yet here they were, a whole year after he had died.

“Well I uh, I don’t know. Her name is Judy.”
That was the final answer: Judy Giovangelo, his mother. I picked up a 

purple marker along with a hand and foot print just as my friends approached 
the table, having spotted where I had dashed off to. There was Kristina, my 
roommate, and Stephen and Alex. I rapidly turned, waving my marker at 
them. “You should do this with me! On your hand you write a goal and on 
the foot you write what you’re going to do!” I promptly demonstrated while 
my voice shook before handing back my prints reading; “I’m going to become 
a writer. I’m going to finish the creative writing program at University of 
Maine Farmington.” They weren’t decorated like Judy had wanted but it was 
good enough, considering the ones I had were pre-cut. I regretted not taking 
part in the project sooner.

My friends humored me and filled out the little prints. Alex rolled his 
eyes and grunted at me before he went to his. Stephen silently wrote on his 
hand. Kristina looked at me, her expression curious. It was an invitation for 
me to begin rambling on at them. “This is for Ben!” I said, “I knew him. I 
used to work with him before he committed suicide. This is for him, I can’t 
believe it.” Before I had dismissed those hands and feet but now I couldn’t 
ignore Ben’s presence. A moment that seemed so small back then had some 
meaning. I could do something.

My thoughts drifted back to that assembly and I understood what Ben 
Speaks meant, or at least what it meant to me. Writing down the goal meant 
I had something to live for. I couldn’t die when I had this chance before me 
to write. I also saw that it was all right for me to remember him. He had been 
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the first person my age I had known who had died. It had pointed out my 
own mortality. I had been a small piece of something much bigger. Maybe I 
had been selfish before to not attend his funeral. Maybe I had been right in 
staying behind. I still wasn’t sure. All that I knew was that I might not have 
been his friend but I had known him; his name, his smile, and his ringing 
laughter. I could mourn him in a very small way, because his life had been 
beautiful even if his and mine and had not been closely intertwined.

Kristina and Stephen began walking away, but Alex stopped and looked 
back at me. “Hey! Hurry up, you walk so slow!” he shouted, a reoccurring 
phrase with him. I hurried to leave the table, but my thoughts were still 
focused on Ben.  It had taken two years, but finally, his words had reached 
me. I just had to live.
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Broccoli
sHannon buTLer

Poetry

The harvest moon rises 
on the dead leaves
that skid across the street
and I think of home.
I think of the broccoli 
left to fester in the fields
with its acrid stench
so heavy in the air
you can almost see it
hanging in low, yellow 
clouds over Route 161
and I can almost feel
the sticky burn of pesticides
coating the same part 
of my throat that aches
so deeply whenever I think 
about the north country 
 
and you, left in the far corner,
turning to an ochre brown 
because you wanted
to sit and rot in the sun. 
You let dreams of
big city life become
buried in the soil
that was too 
comfortable to leave.
But your scent (Dove soap
and house paint) still lingers  
at the back of my mouth.
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Each September marks 
another year away
from the days we skipped 8th 
period gym and took
your Dodge pickup out 
to those dusty roads
where we roamed
up rows of soil carved 
as deep as your laugh
letting the mud cake 
to the bottoms of our
sneakers as we breathed 
the mustard-colored air 
and I loved how
I could never tell if it was
you, or the leaves 
of the broccoli bushes 
touching the backs of my legs. 



Violin Marissa rubLee
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Camp
kyLe Manning

Nonfiction

It’s August the twentieth, and my red truck is bouncing up and down 
the dirt road that leads away from camp. We see the green sign on the side 
of the road come and pass as we pull onto the highway.

“Goodbye, camp,” my friend says, in the passenger seat. 
I hesitate slightly before I say the same. It is August the twentieth, and 

I am leaving a camp to which I will never return.
— — —

It’s June the sixteenth, and I am walking back to my cabin from a 
training program. The night is clear, and I gaze upon South Pond to see the 
long reflection of the moon on its surface. I watch it until the line of trees 
and cabins block off my view. 

A young man named James walks out from the beach cabin and joins 
me on the walk. He has just turned twenty-one and left camp last night to 
get drunk.

“How are you, sir?” he asks.
“Fine,” I answer. I’m bored, tired, and scatterbrained, but I do not 

think that James cares to know.
“Good, good. How are you finding camp?”
“Interesting.” I say this with a complexion that implies ‘interesting’ 

things are all good.
“What about the guys?”
“They seem friendly. Thomas seems cool. The Brits are funny, for the 

most part.”
“What about the girls?”
James has been here for three consecutive summers and continues to 

crush on every girl that passes through. It is people like him and conversations 
like these that create the circulation of drama at this camp. “I didn’t come 
to camp to get a girlfriend.”

He laughs as if I am lying. “Well, we’re only a few days in,” he says. 
“You’ll change your mind, I think.”

“Maybe,” I say, as I begin to walk back into the cabin.
“Saw you talking to Beth earlier.” He’s pushing.
“James. I don’t need a girlfriend.”
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— — —
“He has threesomes a lot.”
It’s June the eighteenth and a friend named Vanessa is telling me about 

our camp director, Don. Apparently he is gay and enjoys pressuring male 
staff into having sex with other girls along with himself.

“Last year it was with Lily and Nathan. He asked me last night for one.”
“Jesus,” I say. “This is our boss.”
“Yeah. Apparently management knows about it and doesn’t care.”
“Jesus.”
“Yeah.”
“What did you say?” I ask.
“What?”
“What did you say to Don, about the threesome?”
“No. Of course. Who do you think I am?”
She flares her accent and gets defensive. I think now that she is lying.

— — —
It’s June the twenty-eighth, and I am working.
This is the second week of work at camp, and it is vastly different than 

the first. The campers do not have an eight o’clock bedtime. They do not 
need to be watched or counted everywhere they go. They are fully functioning 
adults and love having a good time—usually, that involves drinking at the 
dining hall.

The problem with having these specific campers is that the counselors 
need to wait for them to return to the cabin. Despite their mental 
functionality, they still need assistance getting into bed. We wait in our cabin 
as, one by one, they roll through the door.

Jon, my unit leader in the cabin, tells me to deal with a guy named Bill. 
I’ve talked to Bill once or twice but have never gotten him ready for bed or 
needed to get him up in the morning. Jon tells me that he is not a difficult 
camper to deal with, but his procedure will take the longest. Bill cannot feel 
anything below the legs and has minimal use of his arms. By the time I am 
done with Bill, I will be able to go to bed.

Jon comes over to Bill’s bed to help. We lift him together from his chair 
to the bed; I can do it myself, though I am nervous. I’m afraid of dropping 
him. He makes a joke about how weak I must be that I can’t handle him 
myself. I laugh nervously and help Jon undress him. 

“What’s next?” I ask Bill.
“Um...the cath, I think.”
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I look to Jon. “Yep,” he says confidently. He reaches into Bill’s crate that 
is set at the end of the bed and pulls out a catheter, lubricant, and a small 
plastic urinal. He hands these to me, and I look towards Bill now, hoping 
he’ll provide some kind of consolation.

“I’ve never done this before,” I say.
“I can see that,” Bill laughs. “Don’t worry, it’s easy.”
“I’ll walk you through it,” Jon says. Like everything else at this camp, 

I’m forced to leap into something without thinking. I hide the fear and 
nervousness and unwrap the catheter. Jon shows me the appropriate amount 
of lube to put on it and hands it over.

I insert it, expecting Jon to give me some kind of advice on how to 
do it. “Good,” Jon says briefly, and walks off. I look back at him, but he is 
gone, caring for others that are coming in the door.

“How far am I suppose to put this thing in?” I ask Bill.
“Eh. You’re going to feel some pressure, and you’ll probably have to 

use two hands to push it through. Just keep pushing till it all comes out.”
I simply do not know what to think, so I follow the instructions. I 

lay awake in bed tonight thinking about Bill. I try to decide if I will ever 
find the right thoughts to think of this moment, because right now, I don’t.

— — —
It’s July the nineteenth and I am working.
I’ve been assigned to work with three different campers for the morning 

activity: Hayden, a fourteen year-old with an intellectual disability that is 
obsessed with sixties rock; Dave, a young kid with autism that does not like 
to talk; and Evan, a sixteen year-old with Downs Syndrome that is becoming 
my favorite camper of the summer.

We are holding the Music and Drama activity outside on the lawn today, 
looking out towards the expansive pond. The drama counselor is terrible at 
speaking and even worse at teaching, but the campers do not seem to care. 
They sing “Frere Jacques” along with her, as I and the other counselors watch.

Evan loves metal music, but he humors the teacher and sings along. He 
is wearing a hoody and smiles whenever I talk to him. I am realizing why, 
for the first time, a parent would spend their entire lives caring for a kid like 
this. It is a good feeling.

I tell myself now that I love this job, this camp, these people. 
— — —

It’s July the fourth, and I am at the coast of Massachusetts, miles south 
of camp. The time is late, and my legs are soaked and salty.
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Beth stands besides me, looking the opposite way towards the beach. 
She watches the lightning storm that rages above our heads. The bolts cross 
from cloud to cloud, only so often stretching down to the earth to meet us. I 
look the other way, towards the ocean and the opposite stretch of the harbor, 
towards the sprays of the color and light from the city’s fireworks.

We become aware of how clichéd our behavior is, staring at the sky 
and holding hands. We try to do something else. We run around in the tide, 
talking and kissing and splashing and look towards the sky; it is unavoidable.

It starts to rain and we leave. I will call this my best fourth of July. 
— — —

It’s July the twelfth and I am working.
The campers are swimming, for the most part. We look after them, 

make headcounts, give sunscreen, give water in small paper cups. With a 
hot sun beating, and a mob of campers of which you don’t know which are 
yours, it is a hectic time of day.

Another counselor calls my name. I look, and I see him point down 
the path to my cabin. A stubborn camper named Jason is sulking down the 
path. He has Down Syndrome and is known to be a difficult camper. I give 
a deep sigh and walk quickly after him.

The first day that Jason came to camp, his mother told us that she did 
not expect him to return with any clothes that were not ruined or stolen 
from other campers. That was our first sign that he may be a handful. I walk 
up to him and call his name.

“Jason, where you going?”
He doesn’t look and keeps on walking, a fishing hat pulled over his eyes.
“Jason!” I raise my voice too high and clench my fists. “What are you 

doing?”
He still makes no indication. I fight myself in my head on whether 

or not to keep yelling. I have never dealt with people like this, and have no 
idea how to go about it.

I walk with Jason until he gets back to the cabin, where he finds his 
towel and goes back to the beach. I cannot contain my anger, and for the 
rest of the day I am repeating how this work is not for me. I think, I hate it.

— — —
It’s June the twelfth, and I have been at this camp for no more than 

five hours.
The day has been strange. This first day is supposed to be some kind 

of social time for the counselors. We have just sat down next to a fire pit for 
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a campfire. There are s’mores and food to mingle over. I have no interest in 
mingling.

Over half of us have never been here before, but somehow we have 
already separated into cliques and small groups of friends. I have no interest 
in these cliques, but some interaction would no doubt be healthy. After all, 
I do plan on staying the entire summer.

A girl that I had seen earlier in the day walks over to the bench that 
I sit on, alone, and takes a seat. “Hi,” she says, in a very enthusiastic way. 

“Hi,” I answer, almost dimly.
“My name’s Beth.”
“Hi, I’m Kyle.”
“Kyle,” she says, as if she’s studying the name. “What is your favorite 

color?”
“Um... green, I guess.”
“What shade?”
“Dark green. Forest green, actually.”
“Hm. Very cool.”
“What’s yours?”
“Yellow. Gray. And, purple, I guess. Sometimes.”
There is something very different about this girl, but I enjoy talking to 

her. I sit next to her for the rest of the campfire.
— — —

It’s June the twenty-seventh and I am off.
We have an hour in the middle of the day that is designated for rest, 

and today I am not on duty. This hour feels typically very short and does 
not leave much time to get anything done besides a nap, but I know that 
today Beth has off. I go to the small room below the dining hall where the 
counselors hang out.

The room is fairly nice; it has a ping-pong table, a big tv, a couch and 
a chair. Besides the obscene amount of dust that erodes off the concrete floor 
on a daily basis, it is a decent place for people to hang out. I see Beth’s long 
hair showing from the cushioned seat that faces away from the door. She is 
looking down at her computer.

As I begin to speak to her, we move to the couch so that we can both 
sit. I secretly want to put my arms around her and fall asleep on the couch, 
but there are two other people in the room, and I wouldn’t like to make us 
that obvious. The other two are Thomas and Amanda. I know Thomas fairly 
well, and I know that he desperately would like to be with Amanda. The 
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four of us start a conversation as a group, but eventually separate to having 
private conversations.

“What are you doing this break?” I ask.
“Well...going back to Mass, of course. Going out on the boat with 

Dad and watching the fireworks in Boston harbor. Hanging out with my 
friends....maybe some other stuff too. I don’t know yet. What about you?”

“Nothing much at all, really. Just sitting at the apartment. Might make 
some trips to the library.”

“Hm. Do you want to come to Massachusetts?”
“Really?” I cannot tell whether she actually wants me to come or if she is 

only offering, because my tone of voice sounds desperate and needy enough, 
and she feels bad leaving me here for a week. “Well, I’ll think about it,” I say.

I try and decide in my head how awkward it would be, spending a week 
with this girl that I have practically just met. I take a risk. 

— — —
It’s July the twenty-ninth, and I can see my night off staring at me 

from a short distance.
It is eight o’clock and we are going back to the cabin to put the campers 

to bed. Soon, I will be able to meet Beth outside the dining hall and leave 
camp, if only for a short while. A camper named George and I are going to 
the cabin.

“Kyle?” he asks. 
“Yeah?”
“Are you coming back next year?”
I look forward and pretend to give the question some thought. “I’m 

not really sure, George. I’m going to have to think about it.” 
“Well, I hope you do. This has been my favorite year at camp.”
“Good. Good, I’m glad to hear it.”
“You’re my favorite counselor.”
I was not expecting that. “Really? Thanks, man. I’m going to miss you 

guys. It’s been a good week.”
George nods and smiles, rolling up the ramp and into the cabin. I 

breathe deeply. 
— — —

It’s August the nineteenth, and it is my last day. I am alone at a table 
of well-dressed staff members.

I look down at my plate. For the first time, they serve good food. A 
baked potato, corn on the cob, and a piece of strawberry cheesecake adorn 
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my plate. A piece of the cheesecake falls on to my collared shirt and I make 
little effort to clean it up.

The administration walks in front of the banquet to make an address. 
They are all in nice dresses and suits. They make jokes and dig for laughs as 
they give out a few ‘awards.’  I am not listening; I am thinking of how much 
more cheesecake I could eat before being sick. I am thinking of Beth and 
where she may be on her flight. I am thinking of home.

— — —
It’s August the thirteenth, and we are waiting for the final week of 

camp to begin.
I am in one of the girls’ cabins, sitting with Vanessa; Beth is out getting 

some food for herself. Vanessa is British and has become one of few that I 
wish to keep in touch with after this bubble of camp bursts.

“I’m sick of these people,” she tells me.
“Which people?” I ask. There are people I do not talk to at camp, but 

not many I truly dislike.
“Every single person with any sort of power.”
“Hm.”
“I thought it was a good thing that all the admins have been here for 

years. They all used to be counselors—I thought that was good. But now, you 
see that there are alliances everywhere. If you have a problem with someone, 
it’s a good chance that they are in with an admin and are not going to even 
get spoken to about it. They can do whatever they want to the first-years.”

“Hm.” I think that Vanessa thinks that I do not care about or know 
what she is talking about, but I give her words due thought. They will stay 
with me, reiterating themselves in my head that night.

— — —
It’s August the fourteenth, and I am looking at the beach as the newly 

arrived campers take their first swim of the week.
A lifeguard on the docks named David catches my eye as he grabs a 

rock from the ground and walks onto the docks. Before I have a chance to 
ask myself why I am finding this interesting, I see David throw the rock off 
the dock. It connects with a small duck that was swimming by the shore. 

I see the duck flail and lash its wings. Both staff and camper are staring. 
Lifeguards are no longer guarding. Don jumps into the water and takes the 
flailing duckling out of the water. Its neck is broken. Don rushes it away so 
that the campers do not see.

I realize Vanessa is looking at me, and I know what she would say. 



54

David has been here for years, and he will not be fired for this. I only think of 
what would happen to Vanessa, or Beth, or myself, if we had done the same.

— — —
It’s August the sixteenth, and I am watching from across the green as 

Vanessa is yelled at by a senior staff member. She has had surgery a few weeks 
back and can’t do any heavy lifting; this admin is convinced that ‘heavy lifting’ 
does not include pushing wheelchairs up hills. He is ordering her to push a 
wheelchair that is besides them. Vanessa is screaming and crying now, saying 
that she could seriously hurt herself if he forces her to do this. He stands 
there, stoic, unmoved. I realize, he does not care. 

— — —
It’s August the seventeenth, and I am with Thomas, working.
Thomas leans in close to me and says, “Don and Lily asked me last 

night to pretty much come to Don’s cabin and have sex with him.”
“What? Jesus. Just him? Not Lily too?”
“No, just him. I think Lily was there for some moral support, you 

know.”
“Jesus.”

— — —
It’s August the tenth, and Beth and I sit on my bed. We have to return 

to camp in several hours for the clean-up day before the last session. We are 
eating toasted bread covered with blueberry jam. It is delicious, and I now 
realize how great my desire is to not return to camp.

“I don’t know if I can deal with camp anymore,” she says, perhaps 
getting the same feeling with that first bite.

“I know,” I say. “A little over a week, and you’ll be gone. You’ll forget 
all of this.”

She looks at me but does not answer. I look away and continue eating. 
I think of home, and the blissful nothingness that it will bring.

“I don’t want to leave,” she says.
“Yes, you do.”
She sighs. “Yeah. I know.”
“I want to come with you.”
She smiles. “I don’t want to leave you.”
I laugh, I smile, and give her a kiss tasting of blueberry and lemon.

— — —
It’s April the thirteenth, and I am at a job fair in Maine.
In the crowd I see a friend from my dorm named Matt standing to the 
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side next to the table. He waves me over.
“Kyle, you should apply here.” The short woman standing next to 

him smiles.
“What is it?” I ask, smiling.
“It’s a really great camp.”
I look at the poster presentation that is on the table. There are pictures 

of kids in wheelchairs playing sports and doing activities.
“Seems fun,” I say, intrigued.

— — —
It’s August the twenty-second, and I am home.
I’m talking to Beth through a video-chat on the computer. She is on 

the other side of the world, telling me about her first college class.
When she is finished, I say: “I had a crazy dream last night.”
“Oh yeah? What was it about?”
“I was screaming at Katie. I don’t know why. I was just cursing and 

shouting my head off at her. Then, I realized what I was doing and I stopped 
and apologized. Somehow she accepted it and suddenly we were friends. We 
put our arms around each others’ shoulders and walked off as if we had been 
friends all along.”

“Who’s Katie?” What does she mean, who is Katie?
“You know Katie. The girl you hate.”
“I have no idea who you are talking about.”
“The girl that was in your cabin—you complained about her all the 

time.”
“Ohhh. Camp Katie. I forgot. Forgot about camp, really. It’s almost 

like when you’re out, you’re out. The bubble bursts, and you forget.”
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Harbor Scene
daH

Poetry

Along the sandy floor of the beach:
this empty place,
now deep into the season;
the dragging hiss of foamy water
joins the cold dust of autumn;
a steady wind sweeps away
the footprints of summer.

The ocean stirs like a restless flight
of anxious gulls and empties 
the wings of its waves
into a dry nest upon the rocks; 
a spirited flock of Sandpipers
peck for nutrients
in the sheer glaze of water
that continually crawls back to the sea.

The harbor’s breath is a sauté  
of fish, salt, driftwood, ocean greens,
and decomposed sea life; 
the tall, whitewashed lighthouse
plays its instrument for the fog
and blinks its big, glassy eye 
at the season’s long evenings.

The wet-netted voices of fishermen,
tying down lines and hosing off decks,
grow as thin as frost in this chilled air
amongst the baritone barks of sea lions
groping over one another
for a mouthful of the day’s haul.
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Far-off, tracking the horizon, a freighter
holds steadily to the slight line
drawn between sky and sea;
from its stack a gray-black smoke 
blows heavy and dense,
like a nasal sickness blows its nose.     

The harbor is crammed full with sailboats,
deserted and sail-less, being rocked to sleep 
by the churning water and a retarded lullaby
from the wind chime-like clanking
of rigging hardware against masts.

Perched on the pier’s thick, wooden rail, 
two brown pelicans
bundled in the dim coat of early evening. 
With eyelids closed, their day’s catch
marinates in their warm stomachs
as night’s full-length 
begins to tuck itself in beneath the fog.

Leisurely walking the pier and freshly packaged
in the latest Vogue’s Fall Fashion,
a young couple presses into each other’s warmth,
the way noon shadows press into hot adobe walls, 
as the imposing air from autumn’s icy saturation
delivers a tight, aching emptiness, seldom known by lovers.

Over time, the night comes to a tranquil pause:
the fishermen are gone; the sea lions are quiet;
the wind has evolved to a soft-knitted breeze,
and the rocking sailboats have settled down 
to a subtle sway.
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Table Legs
saraH Moore

Fiction

It’s September in Boston and the weather is still warm and the 
afternoons give way to crisp evenings. The sun had already begun to set earlier 
every day, the light filtering orange through trees that lined the streets and 
dotted front lawns. Wind stirs fallen leaves like a spoon stirs sugar into coffee. 

Jason walked with his head down feeling the sun warm the back of his 
neck. His coat was black, a light weatherproof thing that served as a shield 
for both the weather and people. The scent of Indian restaurants; curries, 
cumin, coriander, drifted on the air and mingled with that of sports bars; 
stale beer, the tang of buffalo wings and blue cheese dressing.  

Jason kept walking, head down so he would have to look no one in the 
eye. People passed by in a blur of denim-wrapped legs. The sounds of traffic, 
horns, revved engines, and  squealing brakes blended into white noise. It was 
a noise both overwhelming and comforting. He would never have been able 
to sleep in the quiet of the suburbs. Above the symphony of urban street 
sounds danced the calls of baseball fans. There were cheers and whoops of 
unbridled enthusiasm, victory calls and good natured heckling. 

He was headed to the hardware store on the corner of Charles and 
Starrow. The table in his kitchen (an old rickety maple skeleton that he’d 
found at a rummage sale the spring before) was wobbly, and he needed 
screws. Fenway Park roared ahead of him. Baseball season was almost over 
and fans were desperately trying to make it count. Jason hated baseball, hated 
all sports. He pulled his head down to his chest and passed the behemoth 
of a stadium. It stood with monster green stockades, aggressive scalpers and 
parking lot attendants who pronounced the number three as tree. People 
surged around him like insects in a hive. Blue and purple neon lights flashed 
in the shapes of batters over the entrances of bars and clubs. Jason pulled his 
coat tight around him and jammed his fists into his pockets. 

“Jason?”
He stumbled to a halt and looked up. Christ. 
“Kristen?” He tried to sound pleased. 
She was smiling under the brim of a Red Socks cap, her grin so big it 

looked predatory. Just behind her stood a middle aged man, his once athletic 
leanness giving way to a jiggling belly and shrinking biceps. His was a lopsided 
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and earnest smile, the smile of someone genuinely pleased with everything 
yet not really aware of anything. Kristen turned slightly to indicate the man, 
her hair was gathered through the hole at the back of her cap, the typical 
clean cut sports fan’s ponytail. 

“You remember Blythe,” she turned back to Jason. 
“Hi man, how you doing? Been a long time,” Blythe sounded truly 

pleased, he always did.
It was typical of Kristen to introduce the two as though they were 

strangers even though they had known each other since high school. 
Apparently they were all nearly strangers now. For a long moment the three 
of them stood in the sunshine smiling idiotically at one another like they 
were old friends, none of them knowing what to say next. 

“So,” Kristen leaned in raising an inquisitive eyebrow, “How’ve you 
been? Work going good?” 

Pretend it’s all sunshine and daisies. 
“Good, yeah yeah, been good alright. Yourself?” 
The couple nods in unison. Another cheer rolls over the park walls and 

out the open doors of sports bars. Blythe says something but his words are 
drowned out by whoops and whistles over some amazing feat on the baseball 
field. Kristen jerks her head toward an open door from which the sounds are 
coming. Jason nods; he and Blythe follow her lead.  

In the dimly lit den Jason is pained by an awareness of contrasts. She 
is in tight fitting bright blue jeans that hug shapely hips and legs, supple 
and strong. He wears carpenter’s pants with stains on the knees; the back 
pocket has a permanent imprint of his wallet. Blythe is tall and well groomed, 
smooth chin, and shining chestnut hair. Chestnut was a descriptor he had 
learned from Kristen. His own hair was closer in color to hers, blond. Hers 
was silken and and gleamed even in the dim light, while his just looked dirty. 
He always felt dingy next to her. 

Kristen led the way through drunkards to an empty table in a corner 
with no windows. Blythe left them and went to the bar for drinks. Jason 
dropped into a chair with his back to the television and watched as Kristen’s 
eyes darted between his face and the screen. The windows on the far end of 
the bar were tinted and cast a blue haze over the place. In that light Kristen 
looked almost ghoulish. Jason smirked. 

“What?” her voice was squawky when she was irritated. 
He shook his head in a way that meant nothing. Her eyes narrowed 

at him and she leaned in. 
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“You could have come by, you know. Or called.” 
They both looked down. The table top was sticky from beer spills. He 

could have stopped by, he could have called. But why? Why hadn’t he? He 
almost didn’t remember. The only excuse he had was that when he passed 
by the neighborhood, an ember in his chest threatened to flare. He wasn’t 
sure he could control the burn. It was best just to smother the thing. It was 
still hot to the touch.

“It wasn’t easy you know. It just would have been easier if you had 
been there.” 

A sportscaster was announcing the batter’s name, drawing out the 
syllables in a way that sounded almost like an alarm. Blythe was still at the 
bar, laughing with strangers in the same easy way he shook hands with Jason 
on the street. Laughter, enthusiasm and perfect teeth, this was the image of 
Blythe that Jason remembered. Jason saw Blythe’s toothy goofy grin floating 
in the blue light. 

“Where did you go?” Kristen’s voice had shifted from parrot squawk 
to defeatism. 

Her shoulders hunched and her hat hid that downcast expression she 
had mastered when they were younger. Her Jersey had the number 2 on 
the back, Jason could nearly read it upside down. It was the same shaming 
tactic she had used against him for as long as he could remember. It was still 
effective. He fought an impulse to scoop her up and promise to never ever 
ever ever leave her again. But would not be taken in. 

“Christ, Kristen don’t give me that.  The phone works both ways. You 
think it wasn’t hard on me? Where were you?” 

He was breathing hard through.  He didn’t want to do this. He wished 
he’d taken another route to the hardware store. All he’d wanted was to buy 
one fucking package of screws. He  cradled the back of his head in his hands. 
He studied the ceiling. Embossed tin plates were nailed to the plaster and 
painted black. It seemed a shame that such a pretty thing had been under-
appreciated enough to have been painted black. A ceiling like that belonged 
in a jazz club or a French restaurant where the waiters wore pressed shirts. 

“Is that kind of language necessary?” Fury fluttered just under her skin. 
“What? Christ? You haven’t changed one goddamned bit.”
Jason let the words drip from his mouth like venom.  He enjoyed 

seeing the true Kristen fight to break free of the composed shell she had 
everyone else fooled with. They stared at each other with matching green/
gray eyes, neither backing down. Equally matched in every nasty way, just 
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as it had always been. 
Blythe returned and broke the silence with clinking beer bottles. 

Shipyards for both himself and Kristen and a Negro Modello for Jason. 
This was the kind of off-handed thoughtfulness that was typical of Blythe. 

“Hey man, you should come by the house on Sunday, we’re having 
a barbeque. I can show you the new siding and we had an addition built 
onto the back.” 

He beamed at Jason. Kristen smiled stiff lipped back up at him. Perhaps 
for Blythe nothing had really changed, except his address. At the thought 
Jason let out a snort of laughter that seemed to confuse Blythe. 

“Come on babe, convince your brother to come for burgers.” 
He was as blissfully clueless to family tensions as he had ever been. 

His face was sincere and the blue light of the bar seemed to add something 
childlike to his features. Blythe had always charmed people with his sincerity. 
Even as teenagers Kristen had not been able to keep her anger from  fizzling 
when Blythe stepped in. 

“We missed you at Christmas, man. It sure would be great to see you 
more often. You should come by.” 

Jason promised to keep in better touch. He downed his beer like it was 
apple juice. Blythe followed suit and Kristen toyed with her mostly full bottle, 
wobbling it between her fingers. She cast looks at her brother when she wasn’t 
studying her bottle. Blythe suggested another round and got up to fetch it. 

“An addition and new siding, that’s nice. Sounds expensive. Where’d 
you get the money?” 

“It’s not my fault Mom left me the house Jason. I made it a home. It’s 
what she wanted,”   

“It’s not the house, Kristen,” Jason gripped the table, “It’s how you 
paraded around like you were Mom’s special pet. Everything went to you 
because you’ve got business sense, not because you were the favorite.” 

Once the words started they poured out of him like an over-turned 
pitcher. There was no diverting the catastrophe that was happening. He 
didn’t want this. He didn’t want this. The sight of her white and red jersey, 
her baseball cap with the ponytail at the back, even the neon blue Budweiser 
sign on the wall infuriated him. She had no right and he could not forgive 
her. She was every selfish and hurtful thing that he loathed in himself, and 
none of the loving tenderness their mother had been. 

“I never wanted the fucking house. It just would have been nice not to 
have felt like an intruder in my family home and refused any shred of the past.”
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His voice was panicked and loud. Two men at the bar turned from the 
screen and eyed him, a crazy guy who yells at women in public. Her face 
went white then, in the light of the bar, purple.  

Their mother had been an antiques collector, a professional. Museums 
and art galleries contracted her for appraisals and brokered transactions. She’d 
had a stunning collection that should have been donated to a museum or 
split between her children. That is what she had told them before passing. 

However, she made her daughter the executor. Kristen sold off the more 
expensive pieces and wrote her brother a check along with a letter stating 
that she would be moving back into the house and taking possession of the 
“clutter” Mom had left. She had made him unwelcome in the house. That 
was two years ago. 

Jason braced himself. He watched her readying to explode. She sucked 
in a deep breath and held it, tick tick tick. Blythe came back carrying two 
more bottles, one Negro and one Shipyard. Kristen stilled. She was still angry 
but no longer furious. Blythe had that effect on her. 

Blythe smiled a dimmer version of the smiled he had flashed earlier. 
No one spoke. A sportscaster called out plays and hits and runs with frantic 
speed. Blythe had peeled the label from his beer; he was scraping at the glue. 
His fingernails made a soft tink tink tink sound.

“Kristen found a photo album in one of the storage boxes the other 
day. We sat down and looked through it.” 

He paused and grimaced, working a particularly gummy glob off of his 
fingers and flicking it to the floor. The score on the television was announced. 
The game had reached the 5th inning. 

“There was this photo of the three of us. You know, back when Kristen 
and I were first dating. We were probably what 17? 18?” 

He looked at Kristen, her face had softened. She smiled softly at her 
husband.

“Anyway. In this photo we were on the boardwalk, in front of the 
arcade. You remember? We used to spend hours down there, the three of us. 
The funny thing about that picture is you were holding this giant pink horse 
and smiling like you’d just saved the world or something.” 

Kristen lifted her bottle and took a long drink then closed her eyes and 
smiled. Jason remembered that day.  He had won the horse at an water gun 
booth by shooting at targets that made little tin horses gallop across the back 
of the tent like the Kentucky Derby. There had been seven or eight other 
people shooting at targets and an attendant narrating the progress like an 
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enthusiastic sportscaster. Jason won and everyone laughed when the giant 
pink horse was handed over to him with a bow from the attendant. 

Blythe was still talking, “I remember that day. You won the squirt 
gun race.” 

Kristen nodded and smiled at Jason. He smiled back, a real smile. 
The three of them finished their beers, quiet and lost in memory. The sports 
fans around them were cheering about another home run. Blythe stood and 
Kristen moved to his side. Jason followed them out of the man-made night 
of the bar and into the sun.

“Anyway, we just found the scrapbook and it got us thinking about 
you. Man, it was good to see you.” 

Blythe held out his hand and Jason shook it. Kristen smiled a real smile 
that reached into her eyes. She raised her brows in question. It was just like 
when they were kids.  Jason understood what she was asking. 

“See you Sunday then.”
“Sunday.”



Barren JaMes MaLoney-HaWkins
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Grandfather’s Birthday
sPenCer sMiTH

Poetry

With a puff of breath and patter of applause,
another crepuscular year is snuffed 
into smoking wisps. I gaze forward
into a hazy view of paregoric days,

in the past as sweet and tangy as a burst
of citrus, but now I see only silent evenings,
half a bed long unoccupied, occasionally 
the startling phone ring or door tap

or scheduled annual event with aging children 
impatiently glancing at watches or
nodding vacantly with stifled yawns,
then searching for coats, smiling stiffly,

promising more frequent and longer visits,
rushing in relief to muffled cars and waving absently 
to no one in particular as I close the old door
and shut out the cold.
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Ireland, Galway and earned her BFA in 
creative writing from UMF. She enjoys 
writing historical fiction, nonfiction and 
vapid poetry. Caffeine and chocolate is her 
favorite meal and has fueled her through 
many a late night manic writing sessions 
in order to meet impending deadlines. She 
lives in Galway, Ireland and Hallowell, 
Maine with her husband Drew, who is her 
primary source of confidence and without 
whose encouragement she never would have 
had the courage to pursue writing seriously.

malorrie naDeau is a natural light portrait 
photographer from Northern Maine. She’s 
a small town girl who spent her entire 
childhood in Millinocket with a camera 
glued to her hand. She spent the last two 
years at Eastern Maine Community College 
earning her liberal studies degree and she 
took photography classes as her electives. 
She has realized photography is her passion, 
and is going to further her education at The 
Maine College of Art in the Fall of 2013.



aliSon oSBorne is a native of Massachusetts 
but spent every imaginable summer in 
Unity, Maine. She graduated in Spring 
2013 from the creative writing and English 
programs at UMF, and has not entirely 
decided on her future plans. In her free time 
she writes, plays video games, and doodles.

erica paul lives in Yarmouth, Maine. She 
began her college career at Sarah Lawrence 
College where she concentrated in creative 
writing. She transferred to the University 
of Maine at Farmington as a sophomore 
where she now majors in early childhood 
special education. Erica has been writing 
since her childhood and hopes to continue 
writing short stories, poems, and comics in 
the future.

BrooKe oliver is in her 5th year at the 
University of Maine as an English major 
with a concentration in creative writing 
and can finally see the light at the end 
of the tunnel. She has waited tables at 
Governor’s Restaurant for years now but 
after graduation she will finally cave to 
her wanderlust. She wants to see beautiful 
places and unfamiliar faces. As she ventures 
into the unknown, she wants to lose her 
money, her mind, and submerge herself 
in many cultures. And who knows, maybe 
you’ll read all about it someday.



Born in New Hampshire and brought to 
Maine eight weeks into the world, hunter 
rowell has always strived (even now) for 
Life, Liberty and the Pursuit of Creativity. 
Having dabbled in fiction, journalism, 
poetry, and even screenwriting, he hopes to 
pursue a career somewhere writing works of 
great intrigue and imagination. The pursuit 
rages on.  Now a senior creative writing 
major at UMF, the mission is still the same: 
give me creativity or give me death!

mariSSa ruBlee is a student of the Honors 
College at the University of Maine studying 
human nutrition. Growing up in a small 
town in Maine has given her the opportunity 
to appreciate the small things in life—the 
simple beauty. Her passion for photography 
started at age four when she received a 
fake camera for Christmas that said, “Say 
Cheese!” and, “Give Me a Big Smile!” every 
time she pressed the capture button. Now, 
whenever there is a camera sitting in front 
of her, she finds herself taking pictures of 
anything and everything. To her, the world 
of photography is truly endless.

Spencer Smith is a graduate of the 
University of Utah and has worked in the 
corporate world for many years. His poetry 
has appeared (or is scheduled for future 
publication) in over thirty literary journals. 
He is happily married with children. 
Besides his writing, he is an avid reader 
of a broad spectrum of literature, enjoys 
playing guitar, and listening to an eclectic 
mix of music. 



caDyn wilSon is a creative writing major 
at UMF; this has been her dream since she 
was in the eighth grade. Now that she’s 
here, however, she’s making a name for 
herself in terms of anything but creative 
writing: running, hair care, Zumba, nail 
art, origami cranes, saddle shoes, and lady-
tenor-awesomeness. She can usually be 
found at the local thrift store, purchasing 
*twitch* yet another *twitch* sweater…

carlotta tiewS believes in cozy woolen 
sweaters that fit just so, the musty smell of 
books, the feeling of swimming underwater, 
the way the sun kisses the horizon on both 
its ascent and descent, and photographs 
that tell a story. She dreams in (techni)
color and strongly believe that brownies 
in the middle of the pan are the best. 
She’s a photographer, writer, blogger, 
and sometimes-designer. If you need her, 
she can usually be found taking pictures, 
scribbling in a notebook, or wandering 
about aimlessly, contemplating the meaning 
of life.



Editors’ Notes

Editor connor loFinK is more proud of 
that fact that he has never slept through an 
important meeting (apologies, Mr. President, 
but that was more of a social call) than 
anything else he’s done. 

Assistant Editor taylor mccaFFerty has 
small town roots but big city dreams. She 
has almost ninety sets of salt and pepper 
shakers, but rarely uses the condiments meant 
for them. She is a lover of poppies, Winona 
Ryder, floral prints, braids, tea, journaling, 
and sentimentality. She hopes to someday 
follow the yellow brick road to publishing 
greatness.





Special Thanks to:
The University of Maine at 

Farmington Writers’ Guild

The Sandy River Review is thankful to the UMF Writers’ Guild for their 
continued support and assistance. It is because of their generous funding 
that The Sandy River Review is possible.

The Writers’ Guild is a warm and welcoming community of writers 
(both creative writing majors and not) who come together to offer workshop-
style critiques outside of the classroom. Through their combined knowledge 
and expertise, the Writers’ Guild offers an inviting creative space to the writing 
community of Farmington. 

They are housed on the third floor of the Creative Writing House and 
meet Monday nights from 7-8 pm. More information can be found on their 
Facebook page or their website at: http://creativewriting.umf.maine.edu/
information-for-current-students/writers-guild

The Executive Board (from left to right): Jordan McNair, Alyssa 
Mahoney, Nicole Byrne, Nathaniel Fritts, and Marianne O’Loughlin.
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