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Foreword
I have hated words and I have loved them, and I hope I have made them right.
—Markus Zusak, The Book Thief

I’m constantly being reminded of how stubborn, rebellious, and frustrating
language can be. Though I consider myself more of a reader than a writer,
I know all too well how difficult finding the perfect words can be, which is
why I was so attracted to The Sandy River Review. What kept me constantly
reaching for the next issue from the pile I have accumulated like a squirrel
preparing for a long Maine winter was the simple fact that all these writers
were doing it just right. They make the intricacies of language seem simple.
They don’t just make you see things through their eyes, they make you see
their world through your own eyes. They make you think the world of
language isn’t too broad or limiting, but instead, just right. That is why I’m
sharing these pieces with you. I share them so you, readers like me, can flip
through these pages slowly, savoring each word’s lines and curves. I share
them so you, too, can fall in love with The Sandy and inside her pages find
what makes you feel just right.
—Taylor McCafferty

If you want to write, if you want to create, you must be the most sublime fool
that God ever turned out and sent rambling. You must write every single day of
your life. You must read dreadful dumb books and glorious books, and let them
wrestle in beautiful fights inside your head, vulgar one moment, brilliant the
next. You must lurk in libraries and climb the stacks like ladders to sniff books like
perfumes and wear books like hats upon your crazy heads. I wish you a wrestling
match with your Creative Muse that will last a lifetime. I wish craziness and
foolishness and madness upon you. May you live with hysteria, and out of it make
fine stories—science fiction or otherwise. Which finally means, may you be in
love every day for the next 20,000 days. And out of that love, remake a world.

—Ray Bradbury

Poetry

Changming Yuan

Y: A Parallel Poem

you are obsessed with the letter, with
your yellowish skin; you enjoy
meditating within the shape of
a wishbone, inside the broken wing
of an oriental bird strayed, or
in a larger sense, you look like
the surfacing tail of a pacific whale
who yells low, but whose voice reaches afar
far beyond a whole continent, to a remote village
near the yellow river, where you used to sunbathe
rice stems, reed leaves, cotton skeletons
with a fork made of a single horn-shaped twig
when you were a barefooted country boy
		
on the other side of this new world
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Fiction

Robert Lorenzi

Address Unknown

On November 1, 2030, Cass Wilder received a letter from his
local post office, as everyone in the United States did, saying that as of
January 2, 2031, there would no longer be local post offices. The letter
explained that since ninety-nine percent of all mail is now sent via email,
there is no longer a need for local post offices. For the “rare instance” that
a “paper letter” is sent, there will be available for the “convenience” of all
“post office patrons” a state post office located in the state capital city.
Also, for the “convenience” of those who did not have computers, there
would be an office located at the county seat. The monthly cost would
be three-hundred dollars to have a post office registration number entered
into the computer. All computers would also have a registration number
so that only those with matching numbers could use that computer.
Cass’ number was 10004743-216. The letter said that his computer
was the same number. Cass was confused because he had no computer.
When Cass called the telephone number in the letter to ask
questions, he was told that it was assumed everyone had a computer, but
since he did not, the male voice told him to go to Houlton, the county seat,
and all would be taken care of. He gave Cass the address.
Houlton was still too far for Cass to drive, and the three-hundred
dollars a month would be too expensive.
Cass Wilder, ninety years old, lived in Big 20, Aroostook County,
Maine. Big 20, a village in the northern-most part of Maine, now has fewer
than twenty people. There are no state highways. Logging roads are the only
roads in Big 20.
Cass never had a computer, never used email, even when he
worked years ago for The Maine Professional Guides Association, where
he became a legend. He was the most famous hunting and fishing guide,
leading his clients into the Maine wilderness to areas where people were not
permitted to travel without a guide.
One of many legendary stories about Cass occurred in 1969. Two
flower-children adult men decided they would go observe the behavior of
bears on their own. They got lost in the woods.
Cass figured out where they were. He knew amateurs would take
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the trail that seemed the safest—though it was not. Within hours Cass
tracked them down. By merely noticing a few footstep impressions along
the trail, Cass knew he was on the right track. Everyone thought Cass had
a sixth sense, but he knew he did not. It was logic and a familiarity, since
childhood, with the wilderness. His father, Dirk Wilder, had taken Cass
hunting and fishing in the wilderness since Cass turned six years old.
Now Cass lived with Sniper, the last of his many hunting dogs,
deep in the woods of Big 20. For fifty-six years he had lived with his wife
Isabel, but she died thirty years ago. Cass still thought of her every day.
Cass no longer hunted. He had memories of Isabel and memories
of hunting. His arthritis hobbled him for the last eighteen years, and it got
worse each year in the cold climate of northern Maine. He refused to move
to a warmer climate—to Florida, where his son lived. He told himself that
he could not live anywhere else.
Once known for his exceptional eyesight, Cass had noticed his
vision failing him for the last decade. He saw no need to see an eye doctor
because he could still see well enough to drive the few miles to purchase his
necessities. But he drove only in daylight.
He lived frugally on his small pension and social security checks,
which he had directly deposited into the bank.
No one lived near enough to Cass to call a neighbor. He did not
care. He preferred being alone with his thoughts of Isabel—and with Sniper,
whom he talked to regularly.
Now this letter!
Cass received very little mail—only utility bills and an occasional
letter from his sixty-eight-year-old son, who lived with his family in Key
Largo.
“My boy never took to the wilderness—hated hunting and
fishing—hated this place he called God-forsaken—headed south when he
turned twenty-one,” Cass said to Sniper often—every time he thought of
“young Bert.” Bert always kept in touch. He now owned a hardware store in
Key Largo and apparently had a happy life.
But this letter! The state capital! Augusta? Houlton?
“Do they think we live in Rhode Island?” Cass asked Sniper. He
estimated a trip to Augusta would take at least eight hours. Eight? Nine?
Maybe more!
Cass knew he would never receive another letter. What did that
mean?
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Electric bill?
“I won’t be able to pay it because I’ll never receive it. Maybe I can
pay by telephone. But what about the phone bill?”
Water?
“We have our own well, Sniper, from a nearby stream.”
Tax bill?
“Local grocery store—they accept checks.”
IRS?
“Never will pay again because I’ll never be able to send my tax
form, which I’ll never be able to get.” Cass laughed and petted Sniper.
Bert’s letters?
“I’ll never hear from him again.”
Cass mailed all his bills to the end of 2030.
“That’s that,” he said.
Sniper shook his head in agreement.
As the months of 2031 went by, the phone company called him
about his bill. Cass said he would pay it at the local grocery store.
“No, sir,” the female voice replied. “It must be paid by email.”
“I don’t have email,” said Cass.
“Well, go to Houlton. There’s an office…”
“Can’t drive to Houlton,” Cass interrupted.
“Well,” said the voice, “I’m sure you can find someone to drive. A
neighbor?”
“I don’t have any neighbors.” He slammed the receiver.
To negotiate the three-hundred dollars a month, Cass called Pay
Them Off, Inc., of Houlton.
“But I only have two or three bills to pay a month,” said Cass.
“We can handle that,” the male voice said.
“But at three-hundred dollars a month?”
“Sure thing!”
“How about a lower rate?”
“Three-hundred dollars a month is a low rate.”
Cass hung up.
Cass tried the local grocery store where he had often paid his
electric bill.
“We can’t do that anymore,” the clerk said.
Cass sought out the owner, Ebenezer Root, whom Cass had
known for about forty years.
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“Sorry, Cass, it’s now against the law. People have to use their own
email or the email of certified agents like Pay Them Off.”
“But I can’t afford three-hundred dollars a month to pay my phone
bill and my electric bill.”
“Well,” said Root, “there’s another one that I know of in Fort Kent
called Wipe the Slate. I think they charge only 250 dollars. They’re a private
organization that apparently keyed into the Houlton computer.”
“Private, or pirate?” asked Cass.
Cass received two phone calls the next day: the phone company
and the electric company both warning him of shut-offs. Cass offered to pay
through Wipe the Slate, but both voices said no—government regulations.
“You can get away with paying off your credit cards through that
organization, but not utilities,” Cass was told.
Cass said again he could pay through Root’s store, but was told
certified agents only.
Eventually, his phone did not work, and two months later his
lights would not go on. No phone. No electricity.
He emptied and cooked on his wood stove the perishables in his
refrigerator, went to Root’s and stocked up on canned food.
“I guess we’ll just have to sit and wait for the tax collector,” he told
Sniper.
And that’s what Cass did. He sat and waited. Sniper died of old
age in September 2031. Cass made a grave for him in the woods.
Things around him grew darker as his vision failed. With no
electricity, Cass sat at night near the wood stove thinking of Isabel.
Dreaming of hunting and fishing. Thinking of Isabel. Darker and darker
grew Cass’ world.
Later in 2031, too late, his son from Key Largo arrived. Bert found
his father sitting by the wood stove—the fire had gone out.
“Dad, I brought you a computer,” Bert said.
But Cass was dead. Strangely, he was smiling. He died in the
darkness thinking of Isabel.
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Poetry

Max Eyes

El Mexicano

Open seven days a week, El Mexicano serves huevos
rancheros, arepas con queso and orange juice
for breakfast.
He does not mind the woman in salsa red sequins,
swaying from his neck or those two sundrenched Gringos
looking for easy beers and cheaper looks.
El Mexicano makes it easy to leave home, to delight
in dulce de leche and broad mocha skinned shoulders.
A cactus stands in for a coatrack
and the ballroom is heavy with the scent of honey and tortilla and sweat,
this Sunday night swarm of
the dawn ‘til dusk men who dig holes and get paid
enough to blow singles in the shapes
of swans at the dancers
who leave their four five or six mossy niños in one room
apartment above El Mexicano, just a bag of Doritos
cartoons in English.
Madre dances to meet a man from Montezuma,
but instead kneels before Cortés—
and always, one meatless dog, skeletal and sweatered in
fleas, still called Daisy in a Spanish accent.
Meanwhile, El Mexicano mixes the drinks strong
with José and can’t help but drown the bar in every wave,
every Q his dark lips curl when he offers his salty cantina
charm.

6

Kaitlyn Victory

Reflection

Nonfiction

Kellsey Metzger

Myself at Twenty-one

Because I’m twenty-one, I need to be by myself. I need things, but
everything I want is out of reach. I need my rent to arrive in a check from
my father. I need bread. I need shampoo and toothpaste and some aspirin
so that I don’t feel this aching fear in my head all day long.
Because I’m twenty-one, I’m expected to work harder than ever. I
work fifty-hour weeks for small paychecks. I think about my grandparents
constantly and wonder how they got there. Everyone is afraid of growing
old, but I find comfort in the fact that maybe things will fall together
eventually. I feel guilty for expecting more out of life.
Because I’m twenty-one, it’s okay that I’m not in a relationship. I
don’t have a friend who is single and yet my mother tells me that I’m the
normal one. At a party one night, my friend tells me I’m the most beautiful
woman in the room. I can’t handle the attention and I head home. I cry
myself to sleep because I want so badly to believe him.
Because I’m twenty-one, I feel endlessly disgusted. I’m bloated
from all the cheap sodium in my belly. I spend my money on cheap, fast
meals and when I run out of conditioner, I buy it at the local drug store
with quarters. I hang my wet clothes around my room because the dryer is
broken. I don’t have a drying rack so my t-shirts hang from my dresser and
my jeans from my closet door.
Because I’m twenty-one, I understand that you don’t love me. A
year ago, I was it for you. Two weeks into dating, you took a chance. We
were in bed, a little drunk, and you smiled at me. You said we were perfect.
It’s been months and I look through my acquaintances’ wedding photos. I
feel like a stalker. I’m actually just miserable.
Because I’m twenty-one, I understand.
Because I’m twenty-one, I’m broken inside.
Because I’m twenty-one, it’s okay.
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Fiction

Greg Girvan

Goldfish

At Karen Dee’s July Fourth party, I was sitting alone on a couch
in the living room. All around me there were people dancing and mingling,
having a good time. Most of them smoked cigarettes and held red plastic
cups full of beer from the keg. An AC/DC album blared from the stereo,
the music so loud that the bass and percussive vibrations tingled my skin
and throbbed in my temples. In front of the television, a group of stoners
hollered along to “T.N.T.,” their inebriated mouths wide and ugly, like everchanging black holes in deranged, contorted faces.
I remember my eyes kept closing, wanting to stay shut. For all I
knew, I’d nodded off a couple of times already and regained consciousness
without realizing it, because now and again I would catch myself staring
at the floor, at broken Doritos and pretzel shards being trampled by all the
shuffling feet into the thick plush of the Dee’s mauve carpet.
In the meantime, Zuno kept coming over to tell me how drunk
he was. “Goddamn, I’m messed up,” he’d say. And I’d say, “I know, me too.”
And then I would feel my eyes begin to drift shut again.
This routine of mine irritated Zuno so much that the fourth or
fifth time he came over he waited until my eyes closed, then promptly
kicked me in the shin. “What the hell’s up?” he demanded.
I opened my eyes and stared at the camouflage tank top he was
wearing. “Nothing,” I said. Then I realized he wasn’t talking about why my
eyes were shut; he was looking at my hands, wondering why I didn’t have a
beer in one. On graduation night, Zuno and I had made a pact to get drunk
every night of the summer—our way of celebrating. This was the twentyninth consecutive night, and now every time Zuno saw me without a beer,
he thought I was wimping out.
“What’s the deal?” he said. His face tightened with mock anger
and he shook his head. “You slacking off already?” I rolled my eyes and
told him not to worry, that I was drunk enough. But Zuno didn’t believe
in quantifying drunkenness: at a party sporting three kegs of free beer, you
drank until you dropped. “Come on, Brad,” he said. “Get a beer. Why are
you sitting here all lame and by yourself?”
“I don’t need any more.”
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“Sure you do.”
“No. Seriously. I don’t.”
“I’ll go get you one,” Zuno said, and he walked off toward the keg.
I felt disgusted with myself. I told myself this would be the last
night of our ridiculous pact. All I could smell was the stale, drying beer
I’d spilled all over my new Nirvana T-shirt doing beer bongs earlier in the
evening.
Glancing over at the little aquarium on the bookcase beside the
couch, I noticed that the two goldfish were dead: some joker had poured
beer in the tank, leaving the water a piss-yellow and the two orange fish
floating upside-down near the top. For a while, I focused on that tank,
unable to take my eyes off it. I couldn’t help thinking those two fish might
miraculously revive and start swimming around again.
Somewhere, Larisa was hiding from me. Or else she was off with
another guy. I couldn’t be sure. Before the party, we’d had an argument over
the phone. Larisa wanted me to come to the party with her, but I told her
I couldn’t because I’d already made plans to ride with Zuno. This upset her
and she began issuing ultimatums, threatening that if I drank at all tonight
we’d be through. She said she’d had enough of my careless drinking binges.
“But it’s a party we’re going to,” I explained. “I’m not going to
Karen’s and not drink.”
“Well, you better,” she said.
“No way.”
“Why not?” she asked, her voice taut with frustrated emotion.
“Because it’s Independence Day, that’s why.”
“Then have your goddamned independence!” she screamed in my
ear. “All you do every night is go out with Zuno and get drunk!”
“Whatever.”
“Brad,” she said then, her voice suddenly unwavering and austere.
“I can’t take it anymore. If you drink tonight, we’re done.”
I said nothing and hung up. A little while later, Zuno showed
up in his metallic blue Chevelle. We went straight to the Stop N Go near
my house and, using his older brother’s expired ID, bought a six-pack of
Busch—which we pounded before going to the party, along with some
leftover Beefeaters Zuno had stashed beneath the seat. To hell with Larisa,
I thought. Her self-righteous, domineering attitude had pushed me to
the brink. Right then, I didn’t care if we were through or not. But sitting
there on that couch, alone, I realized I did care. We’d been going out for
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over seven months now, and I didn’t want to lose her. In the fall, we were
supposed to start college together at Youngstown State. I decided to look for
her.
I’d been sitting on the couch for so long it took me a couple times
to stand up. A few people stared, and Marcie Donaldson—our former senior
class vice president—pointed at me and whispered something to Lynn
Konchel. Lynn’s eyes squinted and she shook her head in disdain. Then she
whispered something back to Marcie, and they both started laughing.
In the kitchen, Larisa’s Japanese friend, Asuka, was sitting on the
cabinet talking to Derek Caves. Caves was rolling a joint on the kitchen
table, and Asuka was watching as though she had never seen this done
before. When she noticed me she gave a bit of a glare, which told me right
away she and Larisa had talked. She said something to Derek, smiled down
at him, then hopped off the cabinet and walked over to me in one of her
haughty strides.
“Where’s Larisa?” I asked.
“Out,” Asuka said.
She tried to look around me to see into the living room, but I
leaned into the doorjamb, blocking her view. “Out where, damn it?”
“Look—you blew it.” She looked over at Derek, who had finished
rolling his joint and was now watching us.
“Who’s she out with?” I asked.
Asuka fixed her eyes on me. “What do you care? You can’t even
take care of yourself.”
“Whatever. Are you going to tell me where she’s at or not?”
Derek stood up, pushing his chair back with a rumbling scrape
across the marble linoleum, and walked over to us. “What’s up, Brad?”
“Not much.”
He looked at Asuka, as though he was waiting for her to give him
some type of order. I asked if he had seen Larisa, but he avoided my eyes and
gazed back at the table. “What the hell,” I said. “Have you or not?”
He looked at me and shrugged. My buzz started to hit me strong
again. I glanced at the ceiling. I was ready to jack him against the wall.
“She went for a walk,” Asuka said.
“Sure she did.”
“She did,” Asuka assured me.
“Well, then: would you mind, please, telling me where?”
Asuka smiled flatly. “I haven’t the slightest idea.”
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I turned for the front door.
“Better watch yourself,” Asuka called after me.
Outside, it was chilly, and dark clouds had covered the stars. On
the porch I saw a couple I’d never seen before, sitting real close on the
wicker sofa and talking in low, affectionate voices. I heard a dog barking
from somewhere down the street, wind rustling leaves high in the trees.
I didn’t know where to start, so I began walking up the street to
where it ended in a cul-de-sac, looking in car windows and between houses.
Once in a while, I stopped and listened for Larisa’s voice. But the effort
proved futile. All I could hear was the sound of leaves fluttering in the wind.
Larisa was nowhere to be seen, and I kept walking back and forth, up and
down the street, until finally I was just standing in the middle of the road,
staring up at the darkness and breathing in the cool night air.
After a while, I went back to the party. The couple was no longer
sitting on the porch, and inside it had started to clear out. Right away, Zuno
came over and handed me a beer. “Where’ve you been?”
“Out getting some air,” I said. “Have you seen Larisa?”
Zuno looked at the floor. I realized I was breathing hard and leaned
against the wall to catch my breath. “I heard she left with Troy Eakin,” came
Zuno’s reply.
I tried to play it off. Yeah, right…bullshit, good one. But within
seconds it became obvious Zuno wasn’t kidding. For starters, the room had
gone silent, and the few people remaining seemed to be watching intently
for my reaction.
Zuno punched me in the shoulder. “Don’t sweat it, dude. She was
too goody-goody to be your type anyway.”
Now I was the one looking at the floor.
“That stupid bitch never knew how to party anyway,” Zuno
rambled on. “Trust me, B-man. You’ll get over her.”
I kept staring at the mauve carpet. My throat had gone dry and I
could feel my face flushing hot with blood. “Come on,” Zuno said. “Forget
about her. Let’s just drink.” He punched me in the shoulder again, all
buddy-buddy. Then he raised his beer, as if for a toast. I stared at the red
cup, at the moisture on its side glistening in the light. “Let’s guzzle these.
We’re into the thirtieth day!”
Zuno was trying to cheer me up, trying to take my mind off Larisa
—and I knew he was drunk. Nevertheless, I looked at him, ready to swing.
I could feel my fist clenching, wanting to move toward his face—all the
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energy of my rage turning in his direction. It took everything I had to stop
it.
Zuno must have sensed something of this from the way I was
looking at him, because his expression turned suddenly solemn and he took
a step back. I closed my eyes. I squeezed them tight, thinking, why ruin two
relationships in one night?
People were still looking at me, so I chugged down my beer in one
big gulp and started toward the keg for another.
“You’ll never learn, will you?” Asuka said. She was leaning in the
corner near the keg, without a beer or anything in her hands, as though
maybe she’d been waiting there for me.
I began to fill my beer without looking at her. “I’m not at all in the
mood,” I said.
“Poor Brad,” she said. “What a pity.”
I gave her a stare that I hoped would convince her I wasn’t above
hitting a girl. But it failed to deter.
“Is that the excuse you’ll use for the rest of your life?”
“Who knows,” I said. “What’s it to you?”
“I’m surprised Larisa put up with your shit for even this long.”
I blew some foam off the top of my beer and watched it splash
on the marble linoleum in front of her feet. Several drops sprayed naked
toes protruding from taupe sandals. She beamed with the contemptuous
expression of a victor, and for a second I considered throwing my entire beer
in her face.
Instead, I went into the living room and sat back down on the
couch. The music was still loud—a Guns N’ Roses album now—and I tried
to concentrate on the lyrics to block out my thoughts. But within minutes
my wandering eyes had settled on the fish tank again. No one had bothered
to clean it up, and for the longest time I sat on that couch, completely
oblivious to the dwindling crowd in the room, staring at that tank, at the
somber spectacle of those two dead goldfish floating upside down in beerfilled water.
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Poetry

Peter Ludwin

Ohanapecosh

It would draw you even if it weren’t a river.
Imagine those syllables, which roll around
the mouth like fat cherries, on a supermarket
ham or a billboard advertising vodka,
the newest cigarette sensation.
An Indian name, of course—
English being too Germanic
for such mellifluous tumbling.
One of many that still flourish on Pacific
Northwest maps. But a river it is. By turns
glass clear, greener than billiard table felt.
Where it seethes and boils, a blue
lighter than a Navajo necklace. And the forest
it cleaves luminous, a pearl within a raindrop:
old growth fir, its bark scalloped and grooved,
aged cedar giants, needle-strewn trails
free of deadfall, air so fragrant
it shames the world you came from.
Which is why you arrive with bared
head, a pilgrim seeking penance.
Why salmon driven to fling themselves
past rapids, bears, the brightly flashing lure
dream of river stones rich in oxides,
of snags and brush, holding pools
14

where eagles dissolve into figments, chimera,
reflection. So, O-han-a-pe-cosh. From
the Taidnapam, which means
“blue waterhole” or “standing at the edge.”
You let its rich flavor tantalize your tongue,
spoken more as invocation than a way
to pinpoint, to name. Leave that
for the other world. Like the homing
fish for whom each day defines
itself through a few essentials—
water, shelter, temperature, food—
you can thrive here. Grow fat. Spawn.
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Malorrie Nadeau

Snow-Covered Trees

Fiction

Nicole Byrne

How to Leave Home
and Never look Back

Do not plan ahead; this requires a certain degree of spontaneity.
Announce your intentions to your parents and then follow through. Select
a medium-sized duffel. Not the one you got from a seventh grade D.A.R.E
class. Not the brown canvas one you used to take on family vacations or
the used-to-be-white one always taken to sleepovers with the cousins from
your mother’s side. Not the black overnight bag you used to keep packed
so you could flee to your best friend’s house when you heard arguments
escalating from the kitchen. Use the blue one shoved in the back of your
closet underneath the dress you wore to Junior Prom. Three years later and
the satin and tulle will still smell like the mingling of your perfume, your
date’s cologne, and a light layer of sweat from dancing against the bodies of
classmates you never cared to be that close to.
Pack nothing sentimental. Leave behind all photographs, love
letters, abandoned diaries, and anything else you’ve ever dug up and flipped
through at 2 A.M. when you were having trouble sleeping. Take only
necessities and reading material: a few changes of clothes (nothing black;
you are not in mourning), cucumber melon soap, Brave New World, hair
ties, comb, laptop, Slaughterhouse-Five, toothbrush, blank paper and a pen.
Dig under your mattress to retrieve the money you’ve been stashing for
almost a year. Three hundred and forty-six dollars. You’ve done well.
Make the bed, straighten up your dresser, put away any stray
socks. Rub an oily thumbprint off of the window. Flip your pillow, exposing
the least tear-stained side. Leave the room as pristine as possible, as prepared
as it will ever be to become something new in your absence. Check your
pockets for your phone, wallet, and keys. Stuff a fresh tissue on top of your
keys. Promise yourself that you will not need to pull it out.
Stop in the bathroom before you head downstairs. Wash your face,
brush your teeth, fix your hair, take a piss. Take a deep breath. Most people
would advise against looking into the mirror for too long. They’re wrong.
Stare at yourself. Stare down the part of yourself that still feels nineteen is
too young to get up and leave, the part of you that craves creature comforts,
the part of you that was convinced things could get better. Take a good look
at where that has gotten you: memories of ringing ears, sporadic bruises,
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a split lip. A smudge of a white scar at the edge of your right brow that’s
visible now only if the light’s at a certain angle. No amount of concealer
will cover up the red on your cheeks and the puffy eyelids, so don’t bother.
Apply winged liner; it might encourage you to cry less. Turn off the light.
At the top of the stairs, count them one last time. Twelve. Even
though you’ve stomped up and down them enough to wear holes in the
carpeting, the number always surprises you. It has always felt like less going
up and more coming down, which is odd because you feel like that should
be reversed. Start walking down, take it slow and steady. Do not drag your
duffel, don’t wobble or pause. Listen to how every creak is unique. Some
will sound like life encouragement, others like a prophecy for your demise.
And to think, you always just thought of them as the house settling.
Part of you will expect your parents to be waiting by the front
door. Instead, they will be at the kitchen table. The creaks will announce
your arrival. They will rise and approach you. Brace yourself.
——
When mascara leaks off the outlines of eyes, it seeps into the
cracks of skin and pools in oversized pores. It streaks down cheeks trying to
find the jaw line, but rarely makes it there. Wrists wipe it in curves towards
the ears, like drawing a wide smile of smog to counter the grimace of real
lips. Crust builds up on eyelashes like black boils of misery trying to blind
someone from the source of their sadness. If the tears do not stop, the
makeup keeps feathering out, thinning into new patterns, panning into a
new epidermis. An extra shield. This will be your mother’s face.
She will not look you in the eye. She will stand only at an angle
towards you, almost with her back towards you, but not quite. The insides
of her wrists will be as dark as your hair. She will look older, like hours have
aged her in years, like she is trying to guilt you into not leaving behind a
helpless old woman, feeble in body, but still strong enough in mind to sense
her physical failures and desire to repent for sins committed in youth.
Ignore her.
Your father will be with her too. She will turn her back completely
to you when he approaches. He will have not shed any tears. His face will
be the same shade of red that it was when he found out that the neighbor’s
kid backed into his car. Or after you were fired from your first retail job after
being caught napping in a fitting room (because it’s difficult to fall asleep
listening to the shattering of thrown plates in between bitter insults). Or
when you brought home a boy who was four years older than you (because
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he was the only one who would listen to you vent all of your anger until
your voice was hoarse). Or when you came home late smelling of tobacco
and beer (because it was the easiest way to forget the way your reddened
cheek stung the night before). He will call you a “fuck up,” and “ungrateful
bitch,” and a “terrible daughter.” You both will know he is lying: only the
first is true. It will have been a long time since you let him yell in your face
like this without the cushion of distance or closed doors.
You will remember the last time he spat dirty words in your face
so close you could smell his last meal on his breath. It was the week before
Christmas during your senior year of high school. You were planning to
spend the holiday with one of your friends and her family in a cabin. There
would be homemade eggnog and a fire and snowmobiling. A Christmas like
the kind that shitty Hallmark movies always tried to pass off as standard. It
wasn’t a big deal; both your mother and father provided you with slightly
disgruntled permission the month before. Nothing big ever happened at
your house for the holiday. By two the television would be on, your mother
would be off somewhere in the house doing something, and your father
would be passed out on the couch, leaving you to crawl off into your room
and spend the remainder of the day reading. But when you tried to tell your
parents how excited you were for next week, your father would hear none of
it. He declared that Christmas was “family time” and that everyone would
stay together for it if he has anything to say about it. He had a lot to say
about it, all of it screaming. You gave up, ran to your room. That Christmas
was different. Everyone was dispersed by one. You read All the Pretty Horses
while eating Bagel Bites and tried to conjure up the taste of eggnog in the
back of your throat.
Ignore him, too. This time, he will be the one to storm upstairs.
The one to cower behind a closed door with muscles spasming from rage,
the one left with nothing but sheetrock and pillows to absorb punches,
the one to admit defeat. Your mother will again follow the footsteps of
your father, but this time she won’t be able to nurse at the fragments of a
familial fantasy. You will leave the fake smiles in Easter photographs and the
last false “I’m fine” will be nothing but an echo long carried away through
a telephone line. You will not be able to recall a time you ever felt this
empowered.
——
It will be quiet. You will be able to feel the air trying to resettle
itself, but you doubt if anything will feel quite the same in this house again.
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Your dog will come out of hiding from under the blue and white couch in
the family room that has been a permanent fixture in the room for as long
as you can remember. Get down on both knees to pet her. Run your fingers
along the length of her spine, scratch her behind the ears, remind her she
is a good dog. She’ll be thirteen come December and you will never know
when she dies. Stroke her until your palms start to itch. The first few nights
will be hard and when you’re craving for something familiar to hold onto,
remember the feel of her fur. Nothing else here is pure enough to take with
you.
Do not wait for your parents to come down the stairs. Consider
your previous interaction your goodbye. Go to the kitchen; grab a water
bottle from the fridge. This is the last thing you will take with you. There
will be some leftovers from a Chinese takeout meal you were not a part of.
You will remember the last time you ate lo mein. It was in the next town
over; it was dark outside but not too late. You were alone. Your fortune
cookie read “It’s never too late to make today the first day of the rest of your
life.” You folded it up as small as you could and stuffed it into your coat
pocket. It is probably still there. Do not bother to check.
——
Take a last look around you: the glass kitchen table full of little
chips from poorly-gripped utensils, the fake wood grain of the cabinets, the
kitten calendar pinned on the refrigerator. That fridge used to be cluttered
with all sorts of family pictures and memos signed with X’s and O’s, but
over the years the collage dwindled away leaving only the stainless steel
panels. Breathe deeply: you will never smell this combination of cheap
vanilla candles and Windex again.
Your dog will still be waiting for you at the front door, wagging
her tail. She is hopeful for a road trip; it’s been a long time since you’ve
taken her somewhere in a car. You stopped asking to borrow the keys a year
and a half ago when they were thrown at your head. That time has been
tracked in the toned muscles of your calves and thighs. No regrets.
Smile. Don’t stop smiling. Tell yourself to be happy, to start being
happy again, that you deserve to be happy. That this is what you want, what
you need. Of course, it won’t feel right at first, but what ever does?
Wipe your hand on your shirt before twisting the knob. This is
something you want to accomplish on the first try. The brass will feel cool.
Don’t linger long enough for it to absorb the heat of your hand. The turn of
the mechanisms will sound very loud, like you can hear the twitch of every
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gear inside. That sound will echo in the back of your mind when there is
complete silence for months. You will feel a little different about every time
the memory of the tick-tick-tick cycles through your head. Eventually you
will have no feelings about it at all. Eventually you won’t remember the
sound. Eventually.
Think about the Greyhound bus you will board. You don’t yet
know where it will take you; the time of departure is more important than
the destination. The idea of a long bus ride and a night in a cheap motel
seems like the right kind of reward for your trials.
The door will squelch open when you pull and spook the dog.
Reach down to pet her one last time and then push open the glass screen
door. You can’t remember the latch ever working properly on it. There will
be a breeze. The coolness will remind you that no tears have left your eyes.
Keep smiling. Walk out the door. You’ve always hated the phrase “being
greeted by sunshine” but now you think you know what people are referring
to. Keep smiling. Pull the door closed behind you. Let the screen door
swing back into place. That will be the sound you hold onto for the rest of
your life. That’s the one you want to remember.
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Mickelle McCafferty

Departing, Riding, Arriving

Nonfiction

Noelle Dubay

Artificial Heat

I.
The first pack of cigarettes I ever held was empty. I picked it up
off the floor of your car. Divorced from its contents, it looked so benign:
a camel staring absently into the dunes, behind him an oasis, a distant
pyramid, a closer pyramid. On the back, an empty Turkish village, onion
domes atop square clay buildings, everyone presumably inside smoking.
I went to Turkey once. I went to the port city of Kuşadası, carved
into a mountainside, and the first thing I saw upon leaving the boat was
an enormous black statue of a waving man. Next to him flapped the red
Turkish flag. On the streets, olive-skinned men in American business suits
smoked Marlboros and pushed trinkets to tourists with open wallets. I was
offered tea. I was offered sex. I was offered a real, authentic, handwoven
Turkish rug. In a curry-scented alleyway, a man in a turban approached me
hushedly. “You wan’ a camel? Real cheap, you ride camel. Real cheap. 200
lira.” One hundred dollars. He smiled, teeth porcelain white. “You can’t
leave Turkey without ride camel, huh?” He nudged me hard with his elbow.
My sister used to have two gargoyle bookends that my mother
bought from a souvenir cart outside Notre Dame. They were supposed to
be replicas. Sometimes I was allowed to hold one of them. One of them
had an unfurled tongue hanging over his chin and curled onto his chest.
I preferred the other, with the pursed mouth. I’d sit cross-legged, staring
into his machine-carved brow, grimacing. His cheeks looked inflated—taut
round things with stone wrinkles where his skin bunched up beneath his
hooked nose. I used to wonder what his cheeks were full of.
II.
I came home from school and the floors were clean. A boy was about to
come over. Sarah was in the living room, taping the peeling wallpaper flat
to the wall. A box of decidedly embarrassing artifacts was sitting outside of
my room: some Archie comics, the two gargoyle bookends, a heart-shaped
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pillow with Sarah embroidered across the front. “You can have that stuff,”
she said. “I don’t have room for it.” I took the gargoyles.
When I was a kid, I told myself I’d never date a smoker. No one
around me smoked. When a stranger on the sidewalk exhaled a mouthful of
smoke my way, I thought it had a foreign, dangerous smell. But with you,
it didn’t seem so bad. You knew all the tricks—knew which one was lucky,
how to light it one-handed. Knew how to get rid of the smell if you had
to. When you were rafting, you kept them in a watertight pouch under one
side of the raft and pulled them out when everyone else was eating lunch.
You’d ask: “Do you guys mind?” but no one would ever say so.
I went to Turkey once. Megaphones throughout the square played
traditional string music. Walking through the bazaar, I could smell the
nearby ocean and lamb roasting on outdoor grills and apple tea brewing
in rickety food carts. I remember most a sticky-fingered boy leaning alone
against an iron fence, tunelessly pulling apart and pushing together a toy
accordion for money. He looked beaten and starved, trained to tug at an
instrument for wide-eyed, grinning tourists, to gather coins for dinner.
III.
Each of the gargoyles had a shallow indentation in the center of
his mouth. Sarah explained that real gargoyles had holes in their mouths for
pouring hot oil onto people below, people who were attacking the cathedral.
On ours, the holes were a quarter-inch deep and hardly wide enough to fit
my pinky. I set them on my own bookshelf, but they were hollow and light
and not very good at holding books up. They were virtually useless. I think
that’s why we liked them so much.
I always went outside with you when you smoked. I can tell you
how you do it. There is a script: You dig for your lighter laboriously and
light the cigarette in a practiced way. You lean forward, looking off into
some troubling distance with a furrowed brow. Exhaling, you cross your
legs casually and lean back. Before the next drag, you say, “Never smoke.
Such a bad habit.” You savor the closing of your eyes and the tilting back
of your head. You finish, flick the butt with a flourish, and grab my hand
as we walk inside.
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Here is what I do: I take the lighter from you. I try to light it ten
times in a row. I pick up a stick from the ground and try to peel the bark
off. I beat it against the side of the park bench. I hold it between my fingers
and try to imitate the little tap you do to knock the ash off. I ask for a drag,
knowing you’ll refuse. I let you take my hand and pull me inside.
IV.
From my bed, I felt the front door close. The visit was over; the
boy was leaving. My sister climbed back up the stairs. She walked past the
living room, past the tape that had come undone, the wallpaper that had
begun to roll back onto itself. It didn’t matter. Her boy would be back again
tomorrow.
One time, you didn’t refuse. I asked for a drag, and you said yes.
Turning away from you, I held it between my thumb and index finger and
pulled everything in. My throat hurt, my head spun. I coughed and handed
it back. My mouth felt coated and tasted burnt. I went inside without you.
V.
I pushed back the man’s elbow, looked into his eyes, said, “No.”
I went to Turkey once. I didn’t see a single camel.
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Poetry

Shannah Cotton

I Linger

I am a pile of cigarette butts soaking in
the residual snow-slush of late February.
I am pieces of fabric fluff that my cat rips from the interior
of the bed frame, her sharp nails are relentless,
pulling me out of hiding.
I am lengthy strands of brown hair
misplaced on your bed.
A simple hand raking through the locks shed me onto
your pillow, my new home.
I am the chap-stick bought and lost in the same week.
I am the ink on your receipt from the drive-through window,
(One small regret, two double cheeseburgers, three large memories),
crumpled up and thrown to the floor of the passenger seat.
I linger.
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Fiction

Brooke Oliver

Bed of Language

Her hair sneaks into her mouth every time she speaks. She needs
to get her thoughts across, so she picks her hair out of her teeth at the end
of each sentence. If the hypothetical chooses to understand how her body
communicates, they will assist in digesting her punctuation. She’s a book
that must be re-read and torn apart to touch even one of her meanings. Her
lines are not straight across as those found before and possibly after her. To
compare or contrast her in an essay would be a detrimental mistake. She’s
an acquired taste that everyone wants to sip.
Her exterior draws the seeing in, but only the starving will bite
into her internal impressions.
Notes must be taken as discoveries are made about her, and stored
safely away next to the memory of birth or beneath fears, but never before.
Note: When she tilts her head, she has a question. Note: If she squints her
eyes, they’re signaling an opinion, rooted so deeply that the idea is wrapped
around what keeps her alive. Note: If you see her left eye twitch, her blood
is boiling and only lexicon will cool her down.
She’s in a language that restricts most characters from comprehending her narrative. Her preference lies next to those written in ink despite their rarity. By the end of all the chitchats, rants and raves, page turning, and daydreams, her scent will bind you in and ecstasy will hand you a
cup of coffee as you step back.
Oh, how uncanny it is to find out this deep into her spine that
you’re either scribbled in pencil, or in love! Both see that the map will never
lead to all her treasure but love transforms fiction. It builds hunger, crafts
desires, and uncovers dreams.
Note: If erasing your mark is not an option, be prepared to stir
thoughts and combine glossaries.
Note: If she glues her shredded pages to yours, expect her hair to
finally be tied back.
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Diana Allen

Alliteration

Nonfiction

Cadyn Wilson

Haircut in My Mouth

I’m lying on the bathroom floor, panting as my cheek presses the
cool, filthy tiles. As of this very moment, nobody knows I’m in here, waiting
to die or to puke my guts out—whichever happens first.
“Please, oh please, make it go away,” I moan between my gasps.
“Please…”
Everything around me is a foggy haze, beating in time with the
white-hot pulse in my temples. A cold sweat marches all over my skin,
which makes the hyper-sensitive hairs tingle with every labored breath I
take. I’m numb, and yet… everything hurts.
The toilet is simply too far away—I groan, wary about the mess I’ll
make if my lunch of mashed carrots chooses to backtrack, and I suddenly
worry about the SAT’s I have to retake tomorrow.
I’m a little surprised I haven’t passed out yet. My vision had gone
black the moment I pushed the bathroom door open, but only my knees hit
the ground before it came back again, albeit in a fuzzy way.
“C’mon, Cady… get up…” I whisper to myself. I have to call
Mom. I have to get out of here. I don’t want to die in one of Hall-Dale’s
bathrooms; as much as I adore this place, croaking in a grimy high-school
restroom would just plain suck.
I shakily push myself up into a sloppy sitting position, trying to
get a handle on my breathing. Never have I felt so weak.
Getupgetupgetupgetupgetupgetupgetupgetupgetupgetupgetupgetup.
The moment my vision clears again, I place a tentative hand on
the stall door, using what’s left of my energy to get one foot on the ground,
then the other. I hold onto the door even after finally standing up; I don’t
want to really pass out this time.
Exiting the stall with a metallic click, I forego pausing to look at
myself in the spotted mirror—I can feel the pale green emanating from
my face without the reflection. I only focus on getting myself outside the
bathroom, getting myself down the hallway, getting myself back into my
Senior Seminar class, getting my cell phone out of my backpack…
“Mom?” I hate how soft my voice sounds. “Can you come and
pick me up?”
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Mine isn’t a natural smile.
“But I don’t wanna get my teeth pulled!” I cried. “It’s gonna hurt!”
Dad simply gazed at me, something like “It doesn’t matter how
much you argue—it’s for the best” etched into his expression.
I had to visit a dentist—a dentist I didn’t even know—to have
four of my teeth pulled. Sure, I understood that after they were wrenched
out of my face there’d be enough room for my other teeth to straighten out
when my braces were finally put on… but the very thought of them getting
pulled always threw me into a state of panic—from, no doubt, the many
times Dad had chased me down the hallway, grabbed me in a headlock, and
personally extracted my teeth after he’d gotten wind of “Cady’s got a loose
tooth!”
The waiting room seemed like a cold place, despite the tan walls
and squishy sofas and elevator music. That was just how these menacing
dentists liked to work: lure their patients with a soothing environment,
then strap them to chairs that stick to their skin if they’re wearing shorts
and jab all sorts of foreign, metal objects into their unsuspecting faces—but
I couldn’t do anything about that. I was resigned to the same fate as every
other patient, no matter how aware I was of periodontal trickery.
“Cadyn Wilson?” came the sugary voice of one of the dental
assistants.
Wary, I peered upward, only to be greeted by the sight of horribly
bright scrubs and an even more horribly bright smile. Everything about this
woman spelled “traitor,” everything from her swishy ponytail to the happy
faces on her outfit; I wanted to hightail it before that hair grabbed ahold of
me and dragged me into the other room.
“We’re ready for you now. Come on in.” She held the door open
for me, and, with as much courage as my eight-year-old body could muster,
I stood up and stepped carefully through the doorway.
“Hi, Cadyn!” exclaimed the man who’d mercilessly steal four of
my precious teeth. “How are you today?”
“I-I’m good…”
The guy was bald—and not just the top of his head, but his face
as well. The only hair he had belonged to his eyebrows, and even that was
pushing it. I desperately wanted to tell him he looked like Phil Collins,
simply to visualize something more familiar and calm my nerves, but that
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probably would have been rude. Instead, I stood there like an idiot and
waited for further instructions, all while trying not to envision a mad
scientist twiddling his latex-laden fingers in twisted anticipation.
“Okay, take a seat, and we’ll get started!” He indicated that telltale
sticky chair with a large hand—could a hand so big really remove teeth
without ripping my face off in the process?
Everything soon became a blur, but not because I’d been attacked
with what I used to call “Anastasia”: in fact, I was awake for the entire
thing, something that both fascinated and terrified me. A needle pierced
four different spots in my mouth, and, before I knew it, Phil Collins was
clamping what looked like a giant wrench around a tooth and wiggling it
so hard that my head shook back and forth; I had to tense my entire body
to keep my neck from snapping. The whole process didn’t hurt, of course.
. . but that didn’t make me feel any better. Watching each tooth come out,
root and all, was like a kick to the stomach; another part of me, gone.
This wasn’t just a mouth anymore—this was an excavation site.
Only twenty-four. Never thirty-two.
“You don’t look so good, Cady,” Mom says, eyeing me cautiously
as I swing a leg up in order to scramble into the passenger seat of her large,
white van. “Are you gonna puke?”
“Naw, I’m okay.” Though still a bit tired from my bathroom
episode, I don’t feel so sick anymore; however, I decide that I should just
take it easy for the rest of the day, instead of staying in school and risking
another. . . whatever that was. “Just a little hungry.”
The drive home is quick and effortless—one of the perks of
living less than a mile away from the high school—and Mom immediately
shepherds me to the loveseat and throws a blanket over me when we walk
into the house. Touched by her sudden tenderness, for she is hardly one
to be called cuddly, I quietly thank her and watch her bustle around the
kitchen for something.
“Here.” She holds out a chocolate pudding cup and a plastic
spoon. “Eat slowly, okay?”
“Okay,” I promise, even though I’m suddenly starving.
She leaves me alone again, muttering something about SAT’s, and
I study the pudding for a moment before carving into it with the little hunk
of white plastic. I feel like a child when I sniff the portion on my spoon,
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relishing in the chocolate that doesn’t really smell like chocolate, before
taking a tiny lick.
“Crap!” I gasp, hurling the blanket away from me and jolting off
the loveseat.
My mouth is never good enough!
“Are you kidding me?!” I exclaimed in exasperation. “I have to get
braces again?”
It wasn’t fair—it seemed like all of my friends were going to go
into the sixth grade with metal-free faces, and here I was, poking angrily at
the front teeth that simply refused to remain straight, even after two years
of braces.
“Can I just. . . not?” I whined.
Mom sighed. “It’s gotta be done. Sorry, Cady.”
Apparently, it had to “be done” so quickly that I was fitted with
spacers the very next day. My tongue darted uncomfortably around my
tender mouth for I don’t know how long, prodding the stupid bands that
tasted like stale bubblegum. As I tried figuring out ways to convince my
parents and orthodontist that I really didn’t need a second set of braces,
Father Time decided to speed things up.
Jerk.
I was introduced to the hot-pink bands and awkward pile of metal
less than two weeks later, and it wasn’t long before I remembered exactly
what it felt like to have my teeth shifting around. The deep ache within my
gums made me want to smack something—namely the man who’d stuffed
the metal into my mouth in the first place—and then cry, and then smack
something again. However, I was told by my parents to “deal with it,” so I
did the best I could.
Now that I think about it… dealing with it included a lot of
mashed potatoes. I guess it’s no wonder that spuds happen to be my favorite
food; I never had to chew them, so they never betrayed me—the ultimate
brace-face comfort food, especially during those times when Mom couldn’t
make it to school to give me my Tylenol…
It’s never going to end, is it?
I make it up the stairs in record time— Mom’s using the downstairs
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bathroom—and just barely reach the toilet before a stream of orange comes
pouring from my mouth. Choking and spluttering, I clutch my stomach
and muse morbidly about how pretty it all looks; I’ve never seen orange
vomit before.
When I’m sure I’m done, I flush the toilet, forcing my eyes away
from the now-swirling mush that is carrots and water. Like the goody-twoshoes student that I am, I can’t help but take this moment to fret, once
more, about the SAT’s; I feel so much better now, so why not take them
tomorrow? It’ll be okay… right?
Suddenly, something Dad always says when referring to throwing
up pops into my mind: “Carrots… why are there always carrots? I didn’t
even eat carrots…”
I can’t help but laugh, easing the tension in my gut and my brain.
Thirteen—isn’t that unlucky?
The feel of the metal point scraping against my newly-cleaned
teeth reminded me of scratching a chalkboard: although the erk erk was
only going on inside my head, the resulting shivers were the same—I prayed
for it to be over quickly.
Even at seventeen, I never liked routine cleanings; there was always
something wrong with me, no matter how careful I was. However, I must
have been doing something right, for the cavities were kept at bay—at least
I could say that.
“Hmm… oh, this doesn’t look good,” the dental assistant said
lightly, pulling the scraping tool out of my mouth and setting it onto the
tiny table next to me. “I’ll be right back, okay?”
All I could do was nod a reply before she left me alone. Great,
what did I do now? It was, I assumed, finally time to dig my wisdom teeth
out—and why not? Nine teeth gone; really, what was four more? What was
the rest of them? I could live with dentures, if it meant not having to visit
the dentist ever again! I continued grumbling to myself until my real dentist
walked in—to this day, I still don’t know his name—and sat next to me.
“Let’s take a look, then,” he muttered.
I automatically opened my mouth, and he pulled at my right
cheek, stretching it toward my chin. Was I wrong about the wisdom teeth,
then?
“Yup, definitely recession of the gums… must be brushing too
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hard… refer her to Dr. Nawfel,” he said, more to himself than to me. “Yeah.
Referral.”
He left without another word.
And to think he was paid more than the people who did the actual
cleaning.
I never asked for this.
I open the bathroom door and come face to face with my little
sister, Emma. Her bright eyes seem to take in the thin sheen of sweat on my
cheeks and forehead.
“Did you puke?” is all she says.
I give a cautious nod, for puking in my family is taboo; usually,
once one kid throws up, the other eight follow soon after, and chaos reigns
in the Wilson clan for about two weeks. Though I’m quite sure my case isn’t
contagious, I don’t want to scare my siblings.
Emma sighs. “Oh. Okay.” Then she steps away from me; the look
on her face tells me that she doesn’t want to hurt my feelings, but one
can never be too careful. I understand completely—Emma, in particular, is
terrified of throwing up—so I scoot past her and make my way back down
the stairs and onto the loveseat.
Ugh… that made me hungry…
Just replace everything, please!
“It’s nice that you brought your iPod with you,” Dr. Nawfel
pointed out happily, taking his place next to me. “It’ll give you something
else to think about.”
What?! I didn’t know I was going to be awake for this! Couldn’t
they just knock me out for once?
Nawfel must have seen the look on my face. “Don’t worry—this is
a pretty quick procedure. It should only take about forty-five minutes.” He
then explained how the process would work before instructing me to put
my headphones on.
Out of habit, I opened my mouth and waited for it to begin. I had
no idea how this would feel—even with numbing medicine, you can still
feel what’s going on—and it was already hard to concentrate on selecting
music without looking down at the iPod in my hand.
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The medicine soon took effect, and, suddenly, Nawfel put what
seemed to be a tiny pair of scissors in my mouth and started clipping.
Clipping my gums. I didn’t come up with this until much later, but I could
only think of it as a haircut in my mouth.
Snip snip snip snip snip snip snip snip snip snip snip…
What frightened me the most wasn’t the fact that my alreadysensitive roots were going to be exposed, nor was it the risk of bleeding all
over the place; no—it was that I was finding this procedure… absolutely
fascinating. The way the gum peeled so effortlessly from my mouth, like
when you pull mounting putty off the wall, made me think of a rubber
band going boing—
Great. I’d finally lost it.
Piece by piece, Nawfel removed the dead portion of my gums,
which left me feeling, as I’d predicted, rather vulnerable. After a while, he
worked on the roof of my mouth, slicing off a hunk of the skin to place
over the site of the haircut. I was willing myself not to freak out at the
sudden psychosis I seemed to have, but that didn’t stop me from inwardly
remarking that, at the very least, Nawfel didn’t have to resort to using a
cadaver’s gums for this.
Is it over?
Recovering from this gum-restoration surgery is proving to be
more than I can handle; I’m so hungry, but every time I put my tongue to
something as small as a macaroni noodle, I’m forced into the bathroom to
have another conference with The Porcelain Goddess.
I climb the stairs with weak feet when it’s finally late enough to be
deemed “bedtime,” praying like the nerd I am that I’ll feel better in time for
the SAT’s. Mom, still playing nurse, has put a small garbage can next to my
bed, just in case. However, I just shake my head, telling myself that there’s
nothing left in me to regurgitate.
Making myself comfortable amidst my highly unnecessary swarm
of blankets and pillows takes no time at all, and I’m soon drifting off to
sleep.
Suddenly, a familiar jolt racks my stomach, and my fingers are
scrabbling for the garbage can. I don’t even want to know what’s coming
out of my mouth now—and it’s burning my stitches. Frustrated and dogtired, I spit out as much of the nasty stuff as I can, wishing desperately for a
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toothbrush instead of the telltale cup of warm salt-water I know I’ll have to
rinse with later.
I wipe the moisture from my eyes just as Mom opens my bedroom
door. We glance at each other for a fraction of a second, and then Mom
takes the garbage can from me.
No SAT’s tomorrow.
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Poetry

Jan Ball

Jellyfish Sting

Quivering from the jellyfish sting
in the South China Sea, Daddy wraps
you in his arms and we all rush to the
first aid station where attendants dab
vinegar on the sting to relieve the pain
that must feel like tattoo needles all
the way down your leg. I remind you
that you are Australian with my feeble
humor and you finally smile in your
green bathing suit and even pinch
your older brother playfully.
This morning you swim in the New
York City triathlon near the salty
mouth of the Hudson River and are
stung again by jellyfish on your face,
wrist, and ankle where your wetsuit
doesn’t cover. Rolling over briefly
on your back like a ladybug in the grass
that has missed its landing on a rose,
you repeat what has become your mantra:
“I’m Australian; I can do this.”
But, since your adulthood, you tell us
you add: “I’ve survived my brother’s
drug addiction, the break-up of
a five-year relationship, conflicts
with parents, friends, colleagues; I can
do this,” and rip off your wetsuit, sting
still burning, and jump on your bike
for the next stage of the competition.
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Marissa Rublee
Sounds of Scotland

Fiction

Mary Carolyn Morgan

Casey

Gothic romance novels, Marlboro cigarettes, round wire-framed
sunglasses, and a near-religious devotion to Janis Joplin are the things I
remember best about Casey. Joplin’s face topped by Greg Allman’s straight
blond hair were welded to a sturdy body that was quite capable of punching
out all of the girls and most of the boys in Mr. Rachmaninoff’s eighth grade
homeroom class at Silas J. Blande Junior High. She appeared on Groundhog
Day in 1974, taking the desk next to mine three minutes before the Pledge
of Allegiance was squawked over the PA system by adolescent suck-up
extraordinaire, Timothy Jurgen.
Most of the class turned around to examine the new kid, but she
simply pulled open a paperback copy of The Shadow of the Lynx by Victoria
Holt, leaned back in her seat, crossed her bell-bottom-covered ankles, and
proceeded to read, intimating that we did not interest her.
When Mr. Rachmaninoff made a point of introducing the “new
young lady,” she tilted her head back and swung the thick wedge of blond
hair over her solid shoulder. The tips of her fingers lifted slightly off the
desk top in a choppy wave. “Hey,” she said. The corner of her lip rose in
something akin to a smile, and then she went back to her book.
Perhaps she wasn’t as exotic as I imagined, but to a cautious, wellbehaved only child wrapped in plaid skirts, wool sweaters and sensible
shoes, Casey was the epitome of rebel vogue. Despite the relaxation of the
dress code, my mother still wouldn’t let me wear jeans to school, which
made me conspicuous in a milieu where if you’re going to stand out, it
better be with style or swagger.
My eyes glanced across the top panel of my Royal Stewart tartan
kilt, resting above my thin, knobby knees: a souvenir from the fleeting
stop my family made in Edinburgh during a Maupintour of the British
Isles. The metal pin weighting the fringed edge was askew. Resisting the
impulse to straighten it out, I decided that at that moment my life would
be incomplete without making her acquaintance.
After a short lifetime of being the shy bookish kid my classmates
teased, bullied or ignored, it seemed incongruous, even adventurous, to
approach a person so remote and different from me as Casey: one who
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could have bowled over my slight, seventy-five pound frame with one wave
of her arm if she’d desired. It was an even bigger long shot that we could
become friends.
I took a deep breath. “Is that good?” I said, indicating the book
with a nod of my head. The rendering of the heroine printed on the cover
had hair that looked like Casey’s.
Her blue eyes looked up. “Yeah,” she said.
“I’m Constance,” I said.
“Hey,” she said, lifting both corners of her lips in a smile.
Suspended on a cord around her neck was a Zuni bear fetish
made of polished jet inlaid with a coral heartline. I commented that it was
unusual. She told me that it was a gift from her late mother who had died in
a car accident three years earlier, and Wade, her sort of stepfather.
That afternoon, I bought a pair of sunglasses as much like the
ones Casey pulled from her jacket pocket and set on the bridge of her nose
during our walk to the school buses as were available at Czelada’s Pharmacy
in the Rippowam Ridge Fashion Plaza, a twelve-store strip mall anchored to
the A & P: retail space more known for its stationery, liquor, dry cleaning
and ice cream establishments than any semblance of fashion to be had from
the three clothing shops it housed.
Casey’s glasses were two green disks suspended on thin gold bows
that covered her eyes from tops of the brows to the mid-part of her round
cheeks; mine were Foster Grants with amber-colored lenses that cost five
whole dollars—no paltry fee for sunglasses then. They overwhelmed my
thin face, especially when I rearranged my neat ponytail into a style similar
to hers, parting my long brown hair down the middle and sticking the bows
of the glasses through the strands framing my temples. Mom, approaching
with a full bag of groceries, proclaimed they looked ridiculous when she
caught sight of me—my fashion statement completed with a lumpy yellow
down parka and navy blue wool knee socks, trying to look hip while leaning
with deeply affected nonchalance against the door of our blue Plymouth
Fury sedan. She was probably right, but they felt like the first things I’d ever
owned that were truly mine.
——
Casey hailed from San Diego, California, where she’d lived with
her older half-brother, Mickey, before he’d been busted for disturbing the
peace in a two-block radius around his house with a loud get-together of
two-hundred people that ran for seventeen hours. “It was wild, man—sort
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of like having Woodstock in our living room,” Casey said, laughing the first
time she told me about it. After a vitriolic argument with a policeman trying
to communicate the collective wish of a dozen neighbors that the music
cease and desist, Mick clipped the cop in the head with a bottle of Jack
Daniels. Drunk and disorderly conduct, assault, possession of marijuana,
and endangering the welfare of a minor were added to the charges. Child
welfare authorities thought it might be prudent to find someone else to
look after Casey. An aunt and uncle living in Connecticut invited her to
stay with them. They moved a roll-away cot into the room shared by their
two daughters, placed it along the pink wall across from the white twin beds
decked out with pink ruffled bedspreads, and announced that they were
ready to receive her: she was sent eastward pronto.
“Man, I cannot believe you never heard of Janis. ‘Me and Bobby
McGee,’ ‘Piece of My Heart,’ ‘Cry Baby.’ She’s a freakin legend.” Casey
registered the shock of finding a person on the planet unaware of the great
rock diva. Deviating from her usual romance novels, featuring orphaned,
corseted Victorian women falling into the arms of moody, Byronic dukes
and counts in a slightly sexier telling of Cinderella, she had opted for the
Joplin bio, Buried Alive, for her read of the week. Curiosity caused me to
express interest and ignorance in the same moment.
She turned the cover toward me. Abundance is what I think of
when looking at pictures of Joplin now. That Friday homeroom period on
being introduced to my friend’s obsession, the words that came to mind
were a lot: a lot of flowing, beaded, patterned garments, a lot of thin
bracelets halfway up the right arm, a lot of rings on the long fingers, a lot of
thick hair parted in the middle, and a face like Casey’s.
“You look like her,” I said, taking the book from her.
“Think so?” she said, letting her hair fall forward to cover the
smile creeping across her lips. Casey was pleased by the acknowledged
resemblance to her idol. Once she controlled her smile, she brushed the
hair away from her face and said, “Janis OD’d on heroin.”
A vision of my fifth grade teacher showing the class a black
display box the size of an attaché case, the innards composed of little
shelves containing plastic representation of illegal drugs before they became
euphemized as controlled substances flashed into my memory: the 1969
version of Nancy Reagan’s “Just Say No” campaign. Miss Harper held the
vivid display full of red, white, blue, and yellow, objects marketed by some
educational company against the chartreuse, magenta, yellow, and orange
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print of her dress. Talk about psychedelic; that outfit was almost as vivid as
a Peter Max drawing. Miss Harper, who had probably never seen any drug
stronger than aspirin, tried to figure out via an accompanying brochure
which fake substance was which. Like Miss Harper, I too needed a reference
point.
“You got to hear her,” Casey said.
——
The black vinyl disc containing Janis Joplin’s greatest hits spun on
the turntable of my red and white phonograph. Casey’s eyes coolly scanned
my face for signs of revelation as we sat on the white and blue shag carpet
covering my bedroom floor, leaning against the white eyelet dust ruffle
edging the frame of my cherry wood canopy bed.
It’s a double bed upon which you can move freely and dream
expansively; not some silly confection designed especially for little girls who
were supposed to fit the stereotype of “sugar, spice and everything nice,” but
a serious piece of furniture. My parents offered me a new bedroom set as a
birthday gift when I was ten. We looked all over the Ethan Allen furniture
showroom at sets of white wood twin beds like the ones Casey’s cousins
had; Mom thought those would be practical if I invited a friend for a sleepover or relatives came to visit. But the tall, four-poster with its pediment
head board and satiny smooth, chestnut brown patina appealed to me. The
curved canopy seemed a spectacular wonder to me—like something Queen
Elizabeth I might have slept under.
After seeing Elizabeth R with Glenda Jackson on Masterpiece
Theatre, I admired the Virgin Queen excessively, raiding the library for
information. I was learning calligraphy and had copied out verse 23 of
Psalm 118, “This is the Lord’s doing, and it is marvelous in our eyes,” which
Elizabeth uttered upon learning that she had become queen. I pasted it
and a postcard of her famous portrait attributed to George Gower on the
cover of my ring binder. Handsome rather than pretty, resplendent in an
ornate black gown studded with orange bows that was accoutered with a
stiff, delicate lace ruff reminiscent of a stained glass rose window like those
in the cathedrals we’d toured in England, I liked that she was smart, unique
and ended up calling her own shots as well as those of everyone around her.
And she possessed style. Like Janis Joplin she also had long, beautiful fingers
adorned with many rings. That Casey’s heroine and mine had something in
common sent a tiny flutter of happiness through me.
Anyway, my parents bought just the bed instead of whole bedroom
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set, reasoning that it was an investment for when I reached adulthood.
Mom dressed it with the flounced canopy, spread, and pillow shams she
got at Bloomingdale’s that Casey furtively fingered when I was busy setting
Joplin’s record onto the turntable.
As we listened to the voice that was at once wrenching, raspy,
vital yet tormented, again my impression of Janis was that she seemed to
be a lot. My thirteen-year-old self with musical preferences running to
Bobby Sherman and David Cassidy was overwhelmed. Janis was obviously
an acquired taste, like oysters or artichokes. The immediate thrill or thrall
Casey promised hadn’t occurred, and I was disappointed. Though I didn’t
say definitely, Casey sensed that. “Some day you’ll get her,” she said quietly
as she placed the needle into the groove to play “Piece of My Heart” for
the third time. She closed her eyes and rested her head on the bedpost.
Her elbows were propped on the tops of her bent, denim-clad knees. The
broad, thick hands—the skin slightly warped and discolored with raised,
red splotches across the back of the right one—waved gently side to side in
sync with the music.
She’d walked four miles that Saturday to my house rather than
have her aunt drive her. Mostly I think she wanted to smoke during the
trip, knowing that lighting up in my parents’ house or her aunt’s car would
cause a big stink in more ways than the obvious. Casey was her own boss in
many things, but she respected the rules by which other people lived. She
generally did not disturb the peace.
The only time I ever saw her cross a line was the day in home
economics, when Casey reached over the backsplash dividing our portion
of the kitchen counter from the next unit and surreptitiously poured
about three tablespoons of peppermint extract into the white sauce Janine
Basco was desultorily making for a tuna casserole while Janine was being
reprimanded by the teacher for applying lip gloss in class for the third time
that period. Casey calmly watched as Mrs. Curry made the bewildered
Janine—a malicious snip and the school’s queen bee who once allowed
a saucepan to burn down while she dropped raw eggs out of a window
onto her former consort, the aforementioned Tim Jurgen, as his gym class
went to the baseball field—choke down an entire portion “as penance for
pulling petty pranks that waste food when people are starving in Biafra.”
Mrs. Curry hadn’t even considered blaming Casey, ironically a practiced
cook due to her three-year role as Mickey’s housekeeper, who affected a
convincing poker face throughout Janine’s protestations.
43

I felt a sublime enjoyment watching Janine get her just desserts,
or rather peppermint tuna. Three months prior, Janine had threatened to
stab me with a straight pin which she brandished while we were waiting
offstage in the school auditorium to take our places on the risers with the
rest of the school chorus before the Christmas concert. My misfortune was
to be situated next to the person I’d spent most of my school years trying to
avoid; it was a tight squeeze when all the kids were on stage for the finale.
Janine said that if I even brushed against her once, she’d do it. Panicked
throughout the performance that I’d be stuck and make a spectacle of
myself by creating a commotion that wrecked the show, I’d stepped back
and balanced on the interior edge of the riser. Sitting in the audience, my
parents wondered why I’d disappeared. I’d told Casey this story after a small
run-in we’d both had with her.
Earlier that week in gym class Janine voiced the opinion to her
friend Donna Lembeck that Casey was “a les,” and that she and I spent
an inordinate amount of time together. Janine conveniently ignored the
fact that she and Donna probably logged a similar amount of hours paling
about. Somehow, I don’t think Janine intended for Casey to hear it because
she got a flushed, nervous expression on her face upon finding Casey
looming behind her in line for the water fountain. As we walked down
the hall of the locker room, Casey said under her breath to me that Janine,
“wouldn’t know a genuine lesbian if she fell over one. She’s gonna be sorry,
and I’ll make damn sure that it’s marvelous in our eyes.”
It was.
——
Casey opened her eyes as a quieter Janis segued into “Summertime.”
Tilting her head back further, she stared upward at the canopy. “I always
wanted a bed like this,” she said. “In my room at Mick’s, an alcove off the
kitchen really, I hung some sheer white curtains from the ceiling so they
closed around my mattress and box spring like mosquito netting. Some
wasted asshole at the dumb party set them on fire: threw a lit joint at his
girlfriend’s hair after she puked about a gallon of Dos Equis into his lap and
all over my bedspread while giving him a blow job.”
I was about to ask her to explain the two terms that were foreign
to my limited frame of reference—Dos Equis and blow job—when she
continued.
“The mattress went up in two seconds. I doused it with the garden
hose before it really got out of control: fortunately my window was open
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and right over the spigot. There were black burn marks on the floor and
ceiling; the Navajo rug my mom bought on the trip we took to Arizona
to visit Wade’s brother was trashed. The whole place stunk of smoke, and
I’m barfing and coughing my lungs out in the yard while those idiots kept
partying. I had blisters on my hand that stung like crazy. Man, I think even
my nose hair got singed.”
Shivers ricocheted over the skin covering my vertebrae as the
illusion of flames incinerating the nylon that enclosed Casey’s bed waved
surrealistically spectral in my imagination. Peering vicariously through
her carefully constructed picture window at sanitized versions of Mickey’s
escapades had been enormously interesting and informative: a fascinating
change of pace, a safe adventure akin to an amusement park ride. Casey’s
aloof stage presence had made it seem a daring kind of chic: no more mindbending than the passive smoking of cigarettes. But beginning at age nine,
my friend had been resident in Mick’s psychedelic funhouse.
She flexed her fingers and starred at the striated red and white
blotches on her scarred hand and the blurted out: “I fucking hate living
here. I just wish I could talk to my mom.” A couple of tears slipped down
her face before she roughly wiped them away with her fist.
I put my hand on her shoulder and said, “It’s okay.”
“No, it’s not,” she said, still crying. “It will never be okay. I don’t
even know what okay means any more.” The momentary meltdown of cool
allowed me a less romanticized glimpse at her reality before she turned the
conversation back to Janis Joplin.
“Mind if I skip to ‘Me and Bobby McGee’?” Casey asked, wiping
her eyes once more.
“That’s the one I liked best,” I said as she shifted the arm to the
end of side one.
It still is. When I hear Joplin give voice to the narrator describing
the journey with Bobby McGee, my mind conjures up Casey’s face. She
had gone back to California by the time I grew to appreciate Janis Joplin. It
started one evening during my sixteenth year, sitting in a tiny American-style
restaurant on a Parisian side street. Over a meal of Salisbury steak, greasy
French fries and Coca-Cola, my parents discussed the merits of including
Sainte-Chapelle in the sightseeing itinerary while I quietly pondered the
fact that I hadn’t spoken to a person my own age for two weeks. About then
“Piece of My Heart” began to churn through the speakers of the restaurant
sound system. By the time the needle traversed the album side to “Bobby
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McGee,” I was scribbling on back of a postcard of Notre Dame. “Heard
Janis tonight. Think I’m beginning to get it.” I sent it to Casey’s last known
address. Tired of being a perpetual guest, she’d opted to go to Mick’s new
place in San Francisco.
The day she came over to say goodbye, we listened to Janis together
one more time, though I felt too glum to let the music register. When she
gave me a hug before riding away in her aunt’s station wagon, I started to
cry hard when we broke our embrace. She wrapped her arm around my
shoulders in a half-hug before climbing into the car. Casey raised her fingers
to wave. And then she was gone.
I don’t know if she ever received the postcard, but it pleases me
to imagine her reading it, releasing the involuntary grin across her lips she
sometimes couldn’t quite conceal.
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James Maloney-Hawkins

Urban Camo

Poetry

Maileny Guillén

Editor’s Choice Award Winner

Bedroom in Arles

You were just here,
under the still-warm red blanket,
remnants of our entangled body heat sticking
in between each thread.
The towel you’d used that morning
still
hangs
on the hook by the door.
The last water droplets it collected off your skin
are beginning to dry up and it’ll spend its
day thirsting for you once more,
as I will do every day.
How many times will the paintings
on the wall no longer fall because of us?
Oh how I’ll miss throwing my lips against your body.
How long will the windows keep themselves
closed without you here to guide them open?
How long will I have to keep staring at memories
of you working late nights, writing at your desk?
I can’t be here by myself
listening to the echoes
our creaking floorboards used to make.
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Fiction

Grace Kendall

Things Once Lost

She breathed in, fingers threaded tightly through the coarse hair
of the lion’s mane, and she let herself feel the calm of him in the late day
sun. Basking in the light as he had been all afternoon, he was like a sunning
rock, the soaked-up heat of the day slowly and steadily transferring to
her own skin as she sat with him. An unplanned murmur—a noise quiet
but insistent—escaped her throat without thought, and the lion, perhaps
sensing her nervousness, lifted his head and responded with a guttural purr
of his own.
“Shhhhh,” she whispered urgently to him, knowing that each
sound ran the risk of someone discovering the lion’s intact vocal cords. The
trainer who she had taken over for, an old man named Chuff, hadn’t the
heart to cut the lion’s cords when he came to Raul as a cub. Chuff had
told Raul it was done, of course, but truthfully, he spent many painstaking
months training the cub not to utter a sound. His name was Coeus, though
names meant little without voice.
It had been decades since she heard anyone speak her own name,
and she had only a hazy memory of her mother’s voice calling it across a
field when she was a child. She clutched the memory close to her stomach
and felt it knot and pitch on those nights when she would whisper the name
aloud to herself after everyone had gone to sleep: Til.
The name might as well be forgotten for all it meant, now. What
pushed and pulled her days were the animals; their needs, and others’ needs
of them. These things, of course, did not always line up, and the job itself
operated along an uneven line of legality. The animals were mostly legal, but
Raul’s care for the rarer ones was often not. The demand for these animals
made them worth the risk, he said, but “worth” was a tricky thing for Til.
Jobs to do were one thing: a performance, a party, an exhibit. Til could align
“worth” to these; they allowed her this job, the animals their food, and Raul
his profit, but there was the other side of his business that she worked hard
to turn away from.
Rich people, with money in such excess that they knew not what
to do, would pay a premium to taste an exotic animal. A lion, absent from
the wild for a generation now, topped this list, and it was only through his
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meticulous training—his ability to perform—that Coeus had escaped the
butcher block. But even this reprieve could not last. Coeus’ presence had
fetched a high price in his prime, but today he was arthritic and lazy. Raul
needed only an excuse to put the privilege of indulging in lion meat up
for auction, if one could call an underground network of shady offers and
shadier bids a real auction. She shook away the thought of it. The old lion
was a favorite of Til’s. He was quiet and gentle, and pushed his forehead
into hers as she made her goodbyes to him each night. Some nights she
found she couldn’t leave and instead slept with her head burrowed in Coeus’
mane, one great paw draped heavily across her, safe and warm and listening
to the lion’s heartbeat. As she left him this evening, the memory of his voice
and what it could cost them chilled her, but somewhere deep, between her
stomach and her heart, Til was glad of the lion’s purring. She had smiled,
after her nerves subsided, and wondered at the fact that no other person
alive had heard a lion talk in that way. She was glad that the ban on voice
had not stripped Coeus of his.
——
On most days, the forced absence of words seemed hardly
noticeable to Til in her work. In the enclosures and arena, she felt nothing
was missing. It was unlike the rest of the city, where the dearth of voice felt
so stark. Every time her ear would focus on the click of a rich woman’s shoes
on the sidewalk, or the swoosh of a street sweeper’s broom, Til was reminded
of what they had lost, and how so few had realized it was happening until
it was already done. They could not have known they would one day be
directed by signs, would communicate with hand gestures and eye motions
and subtle movements—nothing too impassioned. How far the district
administration would go in its eradication of dissention would have been
impossible for anyone to tell. Even, really, at the end. No one had expected
them to go after the wordless—the animals—but it turned out that even an
animal’s voice was too blunt a reminder of what was being denied to people.
And so, at farms, zoos, and kennels throughout the district, pups, foals,
calves, and even lion cubs, had their vocal cords snipped at birth. It was a
fluke, a clerical error that Coeus’ vocal cords had not been cut before he ever
came to Raul. As far as Til knew, he was the only animal at their facility that
still had a voice, although she had only ever heard him muster a low purr.
As she lay on her small cot that evening, after leaving Coeus’ enclosure, she
doubted that roaring was even the dullest possibility in his aged mind.
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Several days later, as she coached a pair of zebras through her
opening act, Til wondered what sounds were no longer possibilities in the
minds of the children who came to Raul’s shows. The children and their
parents sat silently and watched animals they had never before seen jump
through hoops of fire for Til, or walk a tight rope for her, and all the while
they made no sound. She watched them, and she recognized all the right
emotions on their faces: their eyes would widen, they would smile so much
their cheeks must hurt when they left, their mouths would drop open as
if to squeal in delight, but no sound would come out. It wasn’t that they
couldn’t make sound—district officials had never gone so far as to devocalize
human children—it was simply that this was the first generation to be
raised in a world entirely without speech. Their only knowledge of language
was through the written word. They had never heard their names spoken,
and had never learned the parts of emotion that were communicated via
sound. Even laughter, that inevitable instinct, had been virtually entirely
trained out of them while they were still infants. On the rare occasion that
a very young child “oohed” or “ahhed,” the youngster was rushed out by
their parents, followed all the while by the dirty looks of the officers sent to
monitor public performances.
At Til’s shows, the only sounds were the muted padding of animals’
feet on staging and the snap of Til’s fingers—the only noise allowed to her
to communicate with her animals. Everything else she taught them had to
be accomplished with hand signals, a kind of made-up sign language that
only she and her animals knew the true intricacies of. A fist to the sky meant
jump. Two fingers drawn in a line across the air meant to cross an obstacle.
One finger over her head meant to hold a position.
Nearly each show was the same. They were hardly important
anymore, except for Raul to maintain his appearance as an entertainment
business, and Til was slowly becoming assured of that fact. Over the course
of this week, three animals from Til’s performance team had gone missing.
Two zebras and a young ocelot. Oftentimes, when Til first started working
for Raul, if an animal had gone missing, it would show up a day later,
back in its enclosure and no worse for the wear. These were the nights Raul
rented the animal out for a private event. Usually this just meant that the
animal, whatever it was, spent an evening in a cage at some politician’s
cocktail party, functioning as something between the entertainment and
the centerpiece. It was inhumane, but physically harmless, if one ignored
the alcohol that always seemed to be poured into the animal’s water dish.
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But this week, the animals had not returned, and Til knew what that meant.
Raul had gotten offers high enough to make him turn his head, and the
animals hadn’t survived the math of it. What was left were empty enclosures
and holes in tonight’s upcoming performance, and some wealthy party
across town served up one of the last of a species for its dinner guests.
Coeus could fill the empty time in tonight’s performance, she
knew. Aged or not, he was always a favorite. When she went to his enclosure
to ready him for the day, however, she found Raul already there, hunched
over in front of the cage door, his hands methodically working through a
length of thick chain at his feet. Coeus stood a few feet inside, moving only
his eyes as he watched Raul’s movements. The scuffle of Til’s feet caught his
attention, and his ears swiveled toward her as she came to a stop next to
her boss. He took a step toward the door and cocked his head to the side
expectantly, but a stern motion from Til stopped him. She looked to Raul,
who had finished coiling the chain at his feet and now stood looking at
the lion. He held a slender iron rod in one hand and tapped it deliberately
against his foot.
When he made no move, Til stepped forward to open the cage, but
Raul stopped her, slapping the iron rod hard against her breast bone. She
and Coeus both startled, and Til held a hand out to quiet the animal. Raul
hardly noticed the lion’s movements and the animal shrinking away from
him. Instead, he watched Til, neither blinking nor looking away. She began
to feel a tingling in her fingertips as she realized, heavily, that something
had changed. She could do nothing but look at him expectantly and wait.
She looked to Coeus, his head low to the floor and his eyes watching her
and Raul intently. When Raul’s eyes flicked to the lion, she saw a flash of
something—was it desperation?—and she knew.
Raul moved smoothly in front of her, putting himself between her
and the lion and rotating the iron rod until it jabbed into her chest. The
accusation of it was clear. Til shook her head urgently, but he stopped her
protests with a sharp stab of iron, so painful that she stumbled backwards
and struggled to take a breath. There was a deeper pain, too, as Coeus’
future came into focus. She held out her hand to steady herself, but before
she even regained her footing, Raul was inside the enclosure with the door
shut firmly behind him. Coeus backed away from him, and Til saw the
lion’s eyes shift from the man to her expectantly. Tears, hot and stinging,
washed into her vision. Coeus didn’t see Raul lift the iron rod over his head,
nor did he see the rod come sweeping down across his haunches as Til
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rushed to the cage.
There was nothing she could do. When the shock of pain hit his
hips—his poor hips, thought Til—Coeus stumbled, fell, and groaned. He
groaned. And with that simple, pathetic noise, Til felt everything wash
away. Raul looked at her in disgust, jabbed the rod through the air at her,
and looked down at the lion trying to regain his footing. Before he had even
risen, Raul wrapped the chain around the lion’s neck and dragged him out
the cage. They swept past her and out the door, leaving her alone in dim
light, directionless for only a moment before making the move to follow.
She caught them before they had reached the door to the street,
and hauled on Raul’s shirt sleeve as she rushed up beside him. Her eyes
were wide and panicked as they met his. She shook her head and felt
tears overwhelm her eyes before taking up that most constant marker of
humanity’s pleading, her hands together as if in prayer. Raul, looking only
disgusted, threw her aside by the collar of her shirt. He would have none
of it, and as he threw open the heavy steel door leading to the street, Coeus
looked back at her one last time as he was hauled from the building.
——
She followed Raul through dusky streets, the shadow of him
thrown high and blue on the brick walls of closed-up shops and abandoned
tenements. No one called this place home anymore, and he had only to
duck into an alley once or twice to avoid patrols. The otherwise still streets
made Raul careless, and the chain he carried jangled dully as he jumped a
mud puddle. The lion at his side was far too arthritic to do the same, and
plodded through the wet patch at a lazy trot, his tail skimming the water.
His soaked tail left a thin line of drops to mark the way they had gone.
The building at which they finally arrived was low and slanted.
Its walls were gray—perhaps they had once been white—and marked with
spray painted words, one of the few avenues of protest left to a voiceless
citizenship. Raul knocked. When the door opened, he moved quickly to
enter, but the lion would not follow. Coeus, always so willing for her, always
the mainstay of the evening performances, planted his paws on the concrete
and balked at the open door. The only sounds from within the building were
a distant banging, so muffled that it seemed to waft up from underground.
Raul quickly lost his patience and whipped Coeus with the free end of his
chain leash, and the lion groaned again and made his way inside. The door
slammed shut behind them.
Til felt her heart beat quicken and her breath shorten. What did
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this mean? What did it require of her? She could not wait to puzzle out the
answer, she knew, and instead, she made her way to the door. It was locked,
and she hesitated only a moment before knocking, hard.
As the door opened, a balding man in too-loose black slacks and a
dingy shirt, once white and now gray, just like the house he stood in, looked
at her expectantly. She stood before him, pointed to the room behind him,
to her own chest, and then back to the room. He didn’t even bother shaking
his head before he tried to slam the door in her face, but Til caught it with
one strong, slender hand. The man, looking more surprised than angry,
wrenched the door out of Til’s grip.
He grunted and moved again to shut the door. She knew that
there would be no other opportunity. She shouldered her way into the
room, only managing to get past the man because he was so surprised that
she tried at all. He reached out and swept a heavy arm across her chest to
pull her back, but before he could move her, she struck him. Her hand met
heavily with his face, and they collided in a clumsy frenzy, he trying to carry
her from the building and she forcing her hands and limbs to thud into him
with dull blows.
The man was as shocked as she was, and in his confusion she
twisted herself away from him and ran for the only door she could see: a
battered thing with a heavy gray handle. Coeus’ damp paw print on the
cement in front of it sent her through, nearly falling as the door opened
to a staircase. She slowed as she reached the bottom, unsure of what she
would find there. As the stairway ended, the walls on each side of her fell
away, leaving a broad expanse of room, dirt-floored, crowded and hot, and
silent save for the hum of electric spotlights scattered throughout the room
and the persistent shuffling of feet. The room was full of men. They stood
in groups, exchanged money between each other, jostled and shoved one
another, but said nothing.
She pushed her way through the men, trying to ignore their
staring, their elbowing of one another to point her out. A hand reached for
her, and just as she sidestepped it, she made out a break in the very middle
of the crowd and rushed and pushed her way toward it. Where the men fell
away was a pit, crudely enclosed with chain link and with huge cages at each
side. Coeus stood in the corner of one of them, his eyes wide and searching
the room. In the other, leaning back against the bars as if bored with it all,
was a hulking mass of wiry hair and black, leathery skin. The gorilla was
battle-scarred and calm, resting on his haunches and evaluating the activity
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around him. Occasionally, his eyes would land on Coeus, but they gave the
lion no more attention than they did the pulsing mass of men around him.
There was a flurry of activity around Til as men moved to the
animals’ cages. Where Coeus shied away and backed to the furthest corner
of his enclosure, the gorilla simply stood, ready. Men with sharpened iron
rods stood behind each cage, and those behind Coeus jabbed their rods
into his flanks to urge him forward as Til cried and beat her fists into the
backs and shoulders keeping her from him. Men shuffled between each
other as final bets exchanged hands, and Coeus, sensing the growing buzz
in the room, shifted on his feet nervously as he tried to move away from the
sharpened iron. He had no chance, she knew. The gorilla had clearly done
this before, and Coeus had never. Since he was a cub, he had been in the
care of Chuff and Til, and he had been too valuable to Raul’s business to risk
any injury to him. They protected him. Til felt the warmth leave her body as
the noises around her built and were confused together. The voiceless crowd
jostled each other, stomped feet, counted out bills. The louder their bodies
became, the less hope Til saved for Coeus’ life, until finally she knew. She
was here, and she knew there would be no leaving.
Coeus, by this time, had been prodded to the front of the cage,
his muzzle pressed against the front bars, moving only to halfheartedly bite
at the rods that still poked at him. The gorilla, standing at the mouth of his
enclosure, swatted the floor and dragged his massive arms against the bars.
He opened his mouth, but without sound, the gesture served only to show
his fangs: thick, pointed, and dull brown. A nearly black tongue curled
grotesquely between his bottom teeth. As rods clanged against his cage, the
gorilla shook the door and threw his fists against the floor. Coeus shied.
Riding a wave of crowd moving forward together, Til found
herself, finally, at the edge of the pit. Men climbed to the top of each cage
and made their way to the front, gripping the cage doors, ready to heave
them upward. Til, unthinking, climbed the barrier to the pit. She ignored
that tear of barbed wire against skin and clothing as she scaled the fence.
She crested the barrier and, with no other option to lower herself, she let
herself fall. Her body hit the dirt with a dull thud as the cages clashed open.
She felt the gorilla hit the ground like dead weight, heard Coeus’ pads land
as lightly as if he were performing, and she forced herself to rise. With cages
open, Til and Coeus rushed forward in the same moment. Her feet were
strong and sure as she ran with him and, in their last moment, Til held on
tight to the sound of a lion’s roar opening the silent world as if it were a
wound.
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Hunter Rowell
Walking Somewhere

Poetry

Anthony Botti

Sunday Phone Call

All last night I held conversations with you. You stubbed out
your cigar, striding barefoot into my dream and went on sparring
with me though your last month in the hospital was silent. How do I make
this a normal Sunday evening? Make a plate of spaghetti, walk
up the dirt road with the dog, rent a foreign film. Instead I down
Jameson neat by the woodstove. When the phone rings
in the kitchen, I forget that it can’t be you. Remember
Christmas Eve of ’68 when you drilled me to repeat
that new telephone number over and over
in the passenger seat, just in case I got lost
among the holiday crowds at Gimbel’s Department Store.
Asleep, I hear your voice young again, rallying
fast tennis balls at me across the hot clay court. The call
tonight is my sister letting me know that your tombstone
cannot be placed until the earth settles. Outside
geese over the house call in distress, the unbroken dark
pressing around me. It feels like snow, enough
to blanket your nameless grave. It has been almost 40 years.
639-3224.
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Poetry

Dah

The Willowed Landscape

Within these words
is the deep sleep of willow wood
where moon-sap trails
into spring
A crystal-clear breeze
unties then reties the leaves
and consumes wine-green
from April’s cup
The sky’s handsome blue
monk’s head is in a trance
perched upon bright light
and white linen clouds
Birds are floating ornaments
strung together
The sun blares like a highlighter marking
the willowed landscape lemon yellow
Dandelions spin their miniature cotton
A warm taffy breeze then again
stillness
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Benjamin Dunbar

Keep It Together

Nonfiction

Gus T. Field

Love Letter to Maine

I fear that, as Mainers, we sometimes forget why we love our state.
It seems a custom, almost a tradition at this point, for even the most stoic
of us to only speak of the qualities of Maine that make everyone else want
to leave it. Not that we speak negatively about our home, but rather that
we always seem to forget to speak positively. It is with this thought that I
dedicate this work to the beauty of Maine in all its forms; a love-letter of
sorts to the state that is so often dismissed.
——
To home. Exeter, Maine; nearly the middle of nowhere. The
town I grew up in had seven churches and one general store. I remember
hearing that the store was once also a gas station, but there was a leak in the
underground tanks before I was born, so I was used to driving a town or two
over for my parents to fill up the gas tank. Grocery shopping was mostly
done in Bangor, seventeen miles away, and the only jobs available in town
involved working on one of the big family-owned farms.
There were two houses on our road, other than our own, and the
road itself ended abruptly, turning into my parents driveway. You can still
find the old path in the woods, where the road used to run, lined with tall,
strong maple trees, and I have found the other end out of curiosity once,
barely tracing my way back to woods I recognized by following a trail of
birches that looked younger than the rest. It is not a road anymore. As a
child I would sometimes see tire tracks on it from our neighbors, or hoof
prints from the horses of someone who had asked permission to ride on
their land, but when I go home now, it is only covered in a solid bed of
decaying leaves, each autumn adding a new layer.
Beyond the old road is the cornfield where our neighbors grow
silage for their dairy cows. In the summer it is a great waving mass of
green; in the winter, full of little cornstalks poking out until the first real
snow covers them, like the world’s worst regiment of soldiers standing in
formation, not quite straight because a seed-planter cannot plant perfectly
straight lines and cornstalks that have been shorn down to a few inches
above the ground do not stand rigidly as they decay and wait to be tilled
into the soil before the next planting. You cannot see any one corner of that
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cornfield from another, and there is another field just like it across the road.
The landscape that I grew up with folds and ripples like the bedsheets my
mother would hang out to dry on the clothesline. Clothesline, a word that
some people I meet now stumble over, because they have never had to use
it.
Three-and-three-quarter acres, my parents’ property, was the
smallest area of land anyone I knew growing up owned. Three-and-threequarters, and less than half of that was level ground but we mowed it
nonetheless. Our house was built into the side of a hill, so our “basement”
had a door that exited on ground level on one side, while the other was
entirely sheltered by the dirt. Cool in the summer, warm(er) in the winter,
nature’s temperature control. In the summer, the hill was for bird-watching,
deer-watching, and doing somersaults (being careful not to crush the tiny
wild strawberries that grew on half of it). In the winter it was for sledding,
always sledding. The only bad snow was the kind too soft and sticky for the
sled to move on; everything else was fair game. Hard crust, slush, perfect
powder, big flakes, small flakes, clumps, granules, and even the dirty mess
that is the last straggler as spring tries to melt the winter fun away. During
the infamous “Ice Storm of ‘98” I sledded over several inches of hard packed
ice for weeks. Even as the trees groaned in protest to the cold and cracked
under the added weight of two inches of ice around each and every branch,
my plastic sled, looking like a tiny boat, skittered across a frozen sea with
a sound like the Native American rainmaker my mother kept in our living
room.
And there was the night sky. Have you ever lain on the grass
outside on a perfectly clear night and tried to count the stars? Because if you
have, you are probably from somewhere with fewer of them. The naked eye
can detect the light from roughly 2,000 stars at any single point on Earth,
under perfect conditions, and before my parents remodeled our house there
was no deck light; the closest bright object was the barn light across the
cornfield and road a thousand or so meters away. When the power went
out (which it did now and then) on a moonless night, those were perfect
conditions. At a glance there was Ursa Minor and Ursa Major, the North
Star, Sirius, Orion, and Scorpio. I watched the dances of the heavens from
an early age, reading Greek mythology with my parents and marveling that
we still used mythological names for the heavenly bodies that were given by
people who had lived more than twenty centuries ago.
Sometimes, living out in what seems like the middle of nowhere,
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you have to remember the fringe benefits. No gas station, one general store,
seven churches, but 2,000 stars.
——
To Blue Hill. Like a second home. My mother and I moved down
to that little coastal village of steep hills and twisting roads that crisscross
peninsulas and small islands so that I could attend the Liberty School
Democratic Learning Community (now sadly closed) for high school. I
have been told that, technically, it is the richest town in the country per
capita. It would not surprise me if that was true, but it is a tourist town, so
everyone and their mother will rent out their properties for next to nothing
in the winter when the town exhales most of its out-of-state summer-people
and becomes a real part of Maine again.
I could never remember the address of the two beautiful houses
my mother and I lived in while I was in high school, so I think of them
still as “Sun House” and “Storm House.” Sun House sat next to a small
inlet that the stylized map in the entryway named “Blue Hill Bay Cove” in
charming, scroll-work lettering. It had a fully finished basement, where I
lived, with floor-to-ceiling windows in the TV room that looked out over
the cove, and the staircase to the main floor faced into the living room so
that every morning as I would pull myself up along the single tree branch
that was the railing of those stairs, I would be blinded by the light spilling
around the web of tall conifers that sheltered the house. The living room
also had floor-to-ceiling windows, with a cathedral ceiling just like Maine
vacation homes are supposed to have, and I would sit in the reclining chair
many mornings with my coffee or tea on a table next to me, eyes closed and
just absorbing the warmth that poured in even in the winter.
As wondrous as Sun House was, I will always remember Storm
House most fondly because it made me fall in love with the coast again.
Maine’s coastline has pulled on my heartstrings as long as I can remember;
watching the sun set or rise over the sea, or the waves crash against jagged
teeth of rock reminds me of the power of nature and lulls me with the calm
of the tides at the same time. The way that the ocean meets land is beautiful
and powerful, but can also be tragic; no twelve-year-old boy should ever
watch his first true love standing on a great pillar of rust-colored rock that
thrusts out over a beach, strewn with broken seashells and seaweed, left
behind by the receding tide, while storm clouds pile up on top of each other
like wisps of sugar building up on the stick in a cotton-candy machine, the
waves below turning from a soft slosh-slosh softly against the rocks to splash,
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crash, swish as the wind foams their tops and carries them away over the
beach and rocks and past her hair and flowing skirts that are now becoming
damp with sea-spray, waving in the wind. No boy should see that, because
that memory will break his heart forever.
Storm House reminded that to be by the ocean was more than
just that memory. It sat on a small peninsula and faced out into a natural
harbor where another peninsula and a small island embraced the ocean and
framed it, but straight out from the house, right where the glassed-in front
porch faced, you could still see open ocean stretching on to the horizon.
The sun traveled in an arc past the kitchen window and over the porch,
sinking lower and lower as winter came on, eventually shining in my eyes
every morning as it threw big shadows from the kitchen appliances into the
interior of the house. Sometimes a big storm would come on suddenly, the
sun disappearing behind clouds that turned from sugar to wax and then to
a sheet of slate above the water, the ocean smoothing over and reflecting,
becoming a giant mirror as the sky continued to darken. Then the thunder
would roll in, followed shortly by visible lightning strikes that I would watch
getting closer and closer until they struck directly over the water. More than
once, I remember lightning striking no more than a few hundred meters
out from the porch; huge bolts of energy that cracked so loud they shook
the glass in all the windows of the house and woke my mother up in the
middle of the night. Their light enveloped everything, so bright it was more
like daylight than the illumination of electricity. The chairs on the deck
looked barely more ghostly than they would before the sun set, and every
tree outside the windows would be fully lit, not silhouetted in that way that
burns an image of something across your eyes for the next few minutes,
like I would expect from the flash of lightning, but from every side, the
light reflecting off the house and the windows and other trees, destroying
all shadows. Then another would strike, and another, sometimes a dozen
or more hitting the water in front of the porch in a single storm. The light
from each lasting less then a second, and then gone.
——
To Katahdin, Chick Hill, Borestone, and others I have forgotten.
Not that all mountains in Maine are the same, mind you, but all mountains
in Maine are kin. Climbing up trails and following markers splashed on
rocks in colors that look so plainly out of place in nature that you would
almost rather get lost (coral blue, hunters’ orange, highlighter yellow) is one
thing, going off the trail to scale a ledge and meet up with the loopback,
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that’s another. Like most of Maine’s wilderness, they are a stupid place to do
stupid things, but that doesn’t stop anyone. “How close to the edge of the
observation area can I safely get?” is not the same question as “How close to
the edge of the observation area can I get?” and only the later has a satisfying
answer when you look directly down the sheer face at trees that look like
little pipe-cleaners from above.
Standing on a mountain reminds me how big everything is, even
when it looks tiny from where I am. That moment when I turn around and
see the parking lot where we left our car hours ago, or rather, barely see it,
unsure if I can distinguish it among a mass of other small clearings in the
trees, maybe one where the gift shop is or the toll entrance to the park. I feel
like my head is spinning for a moment, like vertigo, but it’s emotional or
maybe spiritual, the realization of the vastness.
——
To Mount Desert Island, a place that has always had two names for
me, not because I was unsure how to pronounce it but because, depending
on what part of Maine you’re in, Desert and Dessert can both be “right.”
The observation point on top of MDI is one of those places that has been
“ruined” for a lot of Mainers by the tourists, but I could never let anyone
take that place away from for me, no matter how many Coke bottles I pick
up from beside the road, or how many Kodak flashes I have endured there.
Even more so than Katahdin, MDI is Olympus, and I, standing on the
observation point, feel like Zeus or Artemis, looking out over the mortal
world until land and sea and sky all become one at the horizon and the
world turns, and ships in the bay disappear and are transformed by the
darkness into a swarm of tiny lights that bob imperceptibly on the waves far
below, mirroring the stars above that seem to twinkle in the blackness of the
sky.
——
To Bangor. Yes, Bangor. Crossing the bridge from Brewer on I-95
never fails to make me smile as I look across the rolling hills of the city (and
everyone who says Bangor isn’t a real city can go back to their city, but this
one is ours). There is a beauty in what man makes, as well as nature, and,
while I enjoy other cities, I can safely say that I prefer the style of Bangor.
I want rolling hills and less-than-optimally organized sidestreets, crowded
downtown intersections with brick buildings leaning inwards comfortingly,
and more trees in a city skyline than buildings, with church steeples poking
up in a few places. I want sidewalks where any stranger might wave and
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smile, or even say “Hello” to me as I walk past; parks where you can meet
someone for the first time on a bench next to a fountain and fearlessly strike
up a conversation; malls that are never very crowded. I want the watertower lights that can be seen from half the city, blinking over the treeline
like a flying saucer hovering before it comes in for a low pass. I want tiny
used-book stores with floor-to-ceiling shelves, Chinese restaurants tucked
away in corners on one-way streets, snow-covered street lamps with garlands
hanging off them at Christmas time, parks with the trees decorated, and
sculptures that look like flowing water caught perfectly in a moment of
motion and frozen into fading bluish metal.
——
To Farmington, college town, but also home for four years.
Residence halls so old that the heating is ether on or off all day (regardless of
the thermostat level), but beautiful in their brick-and-white-column pairs
lining High Street. That street seems to stretch on forever when I look down
it at just the right time, between 2 and 4 AM, on a foggy night in fall, or
just after the first snow in winter, standing in the middle of the street by
the town library and credit union, looking toward Ron’s Market, almost
imagining I can see it beyond the swirling mist and pools of streetlights that
dot the road as it shrinks in the distance.
It is a small, quiet town, and it is easy to forget sometimes that
there is anything worth seeing beyond the campus. But driving up to the
observatory with friends on a blindingly bright day near the end of winter
and watching the snow still clinging to the trees, the whole town laid out
beneath us, or hiking a mile and a half up the Sandy to get away from
prying eyes so we could have a bonfire and drink beer into the late summer
night, or simply sitting on one of the small stone bridges in Abbot Park
as the spring finally melts the snow away and the stream burbles furiously
beneath me reminds me that there is beauty here too.
——
To all of Maine, land of rolling hills and pastel fall vistas, fogcovered cornfields, and deer that ate the apples off my lawn. To every hill
and valley, every road that follows the curve of the land. To the heartbreaking
and beautiful coastline: Thank you for your warmth, your cold, your gentle
breezes and your howling storms, your mud, your ice, your rain, your hail,
and your piles of autumn leaves. Thank you for your vastness and your
emptiness, for your animals and your people. Thank you for inspiring me.
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Poetry

Breanna DeLuca

Home

She drove her old, beat up,
blue Chevy truck through
the busy streets of New York City—
her mind drifted off and
she thought of home in the
summertime on the farm—
with her horses begging for
apples, her chickens fighting for
seeds, her dogs running in circles
and sniffing the air—
she thought of riding through
the fields with the sunflowers
swaying slightly in the breeze,
and she thought of the barbecues
with the rich smell of teriyaki shish kabobs
grilling with the fresh green and
red bell peppers while watermelon juice
dribbled down her chin and her little brother
spit seeds off the deck, aiming for the hens.
And suddenly she was brought back
to the congested N-Y-C with
the horns bursting all around her,
with sirens blaring around every block,
with the smoggy morning air contaminated
further with cigarette smoke which wafted
through her open window—
and she wondered why she
ever left home, why she came to the big
city, for a chance at something that
she no longer wanted—
what she wanted,
what she wanted—
was now the feel of the
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breeze through her hair,
the smell of pollen that
makes her sneeze, the
openness of the field with
sunflowers blooming.
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If I ever go looking for my heart’s desire again, I won’t look any further than
my own backyard. Because if it isn’t there, I never really lost it to begin with.

–The Wizard of Oz
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P eter L udwin has received a literary
fellowship from Artist Trust, and a W.D.
Snodgrass Fellowship. His most recent
book, Rumors of Fallible Gods, was twice a
finalist for the Gival Press Poetry Award.
It has been published by Presa Press. A
multiple Pushcart Prize nominee, for the
past twelve years he has been a participant
in the San Miguel Poetry Week in Mexico,
where he has studied under noted poets
such as Mark Doty, Tony Hoagland, Joseph
Stroud and Robert Wrigley. He lives in
Kent, Washington.

James Maloney-Hawkins is from Arundel,
Maine and is currently attending the University of Maine at Farmington majoring in
secondary chemistry education. He plans to
go to graduate school for food science and
nutrition in hopes to find a job as a Food
Scientist. His life motto is “Life’s too short
to eat bad food,” and he has a borderline
certifiable addiction to sea salt.

The place Mickelle McCafferty calls
home is Whisperwood Lodge and Cottages,
her family business, in Belgrade Maine.
Whisperwood has shaped Mickelle’s life
in too many positive ways to mention
and has guided her decision to major
in business psychology at UMF. While
Mickelle’s expertise is business, her passion
is photography, and in order for her to live
the creative life she wants, she will have to
learn to let go of the fear of being wrong.

Kellsey Metzger is a senior creative writing
major at UMF. She plans on graduating in
May and going on to graduate school
to become a social worker or, perhaps,
dropping out and raising her own army of
show cats. She enjoys reading, watching TV
shows that ended ten years ago, obsessing
about things that will never, ever happen
and, of course, writing.

Mary Carolyn Morgan lives in Stamford,
Connecticut. A graduate of Manhattanville
College, she has a Master of Arts in English
from Penn State. She writes fiction and
poetry. Her work has appeared in Snake
Nation Review, Wisconsin Review and
Eureka Literary Magazine.

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 graduated from
Eastern Maine Community College with
a liberal arts degree and is now taking
some time off from school to pursue her
photography business.

Brooke Rose Oliver is a recent graduate
of the University of Maine, and has been
enjoying all the hobbies she never had time
to pursue while buried in assigned readings,
essays, and exams. She has been chipping
away at a collection of stories, as well as
crocheting, painting, and cuddling with
her two cats.
Food for thought: If you find a penny, pick
it up, and even if it doesn’t bring good luck,
at least you have a penny.

Hunter Rowell hopes to always find the
world with such art and beautiful wonder
that demolishes barriers and leads more
people to it.

Marissa Rublee is a third-year student
of the Honors College at the University
of Maine studying human nutrition.
Growing up in a small neighborhood in
Maine, she has explored her passion of
photography by exploring the state with
her camera in hand. With her strong desire
to travel, she has been able to capture not
only Maine’s beauty, but also the beauty of
different countries though her lens. For
her, photography is an escape.

K aitlyn V ictory is twenty-two, and
a senior at UMF in the Elementary
Education program. She plans to graduate
in May, get married in June, and then is off
to see the world. Photography is one of her
passions. She was lucky enough to be able
to go on a May-term photography course
to England and Spain this past May 2013,
and she hopes to be able to travel to other
places to do photography.

C adyn W ilson , a senior at UMF, has
recently learned that her self-named brain
will never get anything right. Not even
this bio.

Changming Yuan, 6-time Pushcart nominee and author of Chansons of a Chinaman
(2009) and Landscaping (2013), grew up
in rural China but currently tutors in
Vancouver, where he co-publishes Poetry
Pacific with Allen Qing Yuan and operates
PP Press. With a PhD in English, Yuan has
recently been interviewed by [PANK], and
had poetry appearing in Best Canadian Poetry, BestNewPoemsOnline, Exquisite Corpse,
London Magazine, Threepenny Review and
759 other literary journals/anthologies
across 28 countries.

Editors’ Notes

Editor Taylor McCafferty chose English
as her major with the naive hope that she’d
be able to read whatever she wanted all day,
every day. Unfortunately, she’s discovered
that studying English means she doesn’t have
much time for personal reading. Editing The
Sandy was her way of getting to read for fun
and count it as a class. She strongly holds to
the belief that books have the power to change
the world, and hopes to someday publish a
book to do just that.

Assistant Editor Nicole Byrne was once
approached by an old man who said “It’s
dangerous to go alone! Take this.” He handed
her a blank notebook and a pen. She’s been
staying up until 3 AM most nights drinking
black coffee, buried in books and paper
covered with her own increasingly bad
handwriting ever since.

