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Foreword
The relationship an Editor has with the Sandy River Review is a lot more complex
than I ever would have imagined it before experiencing the thing myself. I have
referred to the journal as a “she,” as a lover, as a duty, as some invisible third person
in the room with my Assistant Editor, Amy Blankenship, and me. I will admit that
there have been moments when I have hated the Sandy—but this has more to do
with the dress she’s wearing than anything she might have to say for herself.
But more often than any of that, the Sandy has felt like something closer to a
child to me. It is not simply because of my obsession with writing about maternity
that I am saying this. In fact, I have it on good authority (from previous Editors of
the Sandy River Review) that I am not the only one to have felt this way. The truth is,
we carry this thing with us for nine months, and watch it go from something that is
barely an idea inside of us, to a full-bodied, beautiful creation. And it is unique, not
something anyone else can re-create.
The same can be said for each piece of writing and each piece of artwork inside
these pages as well. As I am intensely proud of how the Sandy has come together,
how it has grown into something that will soon be standing on its two feet without
my hand, so too can the contributors feel that way about their poems, prose pieces,
art. There are pieces at varying levels of development here, and each curled finger,
lidless eye, and quick heart rate should be appreciated for exactly what it is—a sign
of life, lovely life, always growing and readying itself to emerge.
~ Hellen L. Bourque

There is no miracle more cruel than this.
I am dragged by the horses, the iron hooves.
I last. I last it out. I accomplish a work.

Sylvia Plath, ThreeWomen

Monique Trundy
Dry Skin
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Elizabeth Oakland

Honeybee in Winter

Autumn
At the end of Fall
my fingernails wept the loss
of the soft ground: the frost
left calloused bumps in the soil,
the young couple who had a garden
in my backyard rode by on their bikes
with kale plants dangling from their backpacks,
uprooted, the leaves slowly rocking as they peddled
up the slight hill, their feet still bare in flip-flops.
The maple leaves turned from emerald green
to pale yellow, to red, to golden-blaze. At the end
of the Autumn day, the sun burned the trees
with the sublime sweep of heaven-orange.
What will this death-end of the cycle be like? I wondered.
My mother, a honeybee, laughed.
There is no death-end of the cycle, sweet girl,
it is a circle.
Winter
My third time out on my cross-country skis
the snow was so brisk it squeaked as I slid
my feet alongside the snowmobile tracks.
It was too loud for me, so I stopped,
from time to time, to listen. The sky in Winter
is more blue than it is in Summer, or perhaps
it is the only color besides white and brown,
so it protrudes out, forming itself like a solid,
tangible object amidst the lungs, amidst
the bones of the flood-plain silver maples.
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Honeybee
In the Winter, honeybees huddle in the hive
vibrating their small bodies to keep warm
and at the center of it all, the queen.
The hive is a rhythm of existence; the hive
is a body. What other wonders do we ignore?
Winter
The tree next to me was pregnant with birds, whose
colors, I swear, were dimmer. They spoke softly
and fluttered their wings and hung, suspended, in time.
I dreamt that I lay down beneath them. I dreamt that I sunk
beneath the blaze of the white snow, that they highway
above the field faded away, that the ice permeated
my skin, and that I was alive, beneath it all, listening.
Honeybee
The hive is a mother who births the child alive;
the ground beneath the snow echoes Autumn,
sings Winter. The tulips that press up in Spring
seem impossible but the honeybee comes back
eventually, igniting the crocus, dawning the cleome.
Who would have guessed that Winter breathes,
that the hive, so still beneath the snow, exhales.
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Becca Park

9:55 pm, March 2nd, 2008

(I’m with your brother)
Today, all I did was wander fluorescent aisles, staring at frost-encrusted pretzels
and low-fat, low-carb,
and now I am in this tiny silver car with you and your curls are wild like the wind,
and even when you are done smoking that cigarette and the little ember is bouncing
away into the darkness, you keep the window down, sticking your head outside of
it, your mouth open in a yell, and I half expect to see your cheekskin flapping like
a dog’s would.
I feel like this would be one of those scenes in the movies where everything is in
slow motion.
But then your head is pulled back by your neck and your spinal cord, and you turn
the headlights off and say,
let’s drive to Nara Visa, I had a penpal who lived there once, and I want to see the
desert.
No, I don’t like the desert. Let’s drive to Oregon, and take pictures of the moisture,
let’s swim in oversized t-shirts in the Pacific Ocean.
I can feel the car humming, warning me how much it will hurt; street signs would
be whizzing by if I could see them.
Let’s go to that cabin. Can you take out the boat so I can dip my lips into the
lakewater without having to feel the weeds brush my legs like wandering fingers
on the subway?
Yes, and let’s go climb trees in the summertime until we have scratches all over our
arms and we’re laughing over the blood loss.
Let’s go to the beach and roll around in the sun-soaked sand and the golden ocean
and then make castles on our sticky bodies.
I feel like this would be one of those scenes in the movies where the girl in the
passenger seat screams “watch out.”
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Kristen Start
Camp Lots
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Matthew Luzitano

Abridged History

Winner of the Fall 2009 Editors’ Choice Award

for my grandfather, Francis Lennon
He is Lennon cooking underwater
in a giant metal bullet
		
in the second world war
for the merchant marines or
		
an infantryman at Normandy
a chest lined with rounds
He is Brother-to-be Francis Ignatius
with a copy of the Book
		
of Kells and a brown
ropebelt robe He is
		
the veteran who untied
a life of strict religion to rest
his elbows on a bakery counter and talk
the young Portuguese clerk
		
into marrying him He is
my mother’s father driving
		
a clunky truckful of diapers
down potholed Massachusetts
streets But what did he learn about
the texture of blood on a submarine
		
floor that he wouldn’t tell
his wife that he let float like
		
a battleship or a body or
like the bank he flooded along
with all of Fall River either with his brother
or his friends or he was dared to
		
or one night alone and
bored with a crowbar and five
		
dozen fire hydrants or
with a hundred uncovered manhole
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covers and a storm while his parents
slept when he was ten or maybe
		
just after the war at
twenty-three or twenty-five
		
or twenty and met his wife
at the bakery or the dance
or in the church before a statue of
the Virgin Mother or Saint Peter
		
or Saint Ignatius and his fellow
monks-to-be and he picked
		
his wife-to-be a winterflower
a daisytree a springbonsai before
the dawnmoon before the blacksun and
did time that feral spider then muffle
		
him in unmetered history did he feel
as young as when he was eight or ten
		
on Halloween as he walked
Fall River streets with a plastic mask and
so many layers of wrapped clothes but
discovered the way night can make us
		
suddenly naked as he lifted the mask
and saw these other adorned children
		
this wild unaccountable world that reads
like a lovely lovely broken book
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Gavin Pickering

The Boom House

Ambajejus Boom House, Millinocket, Maine, 1945. This was a place for loggers to live
while moving logs from Northern Maine to paper mills in other parts of Maine and New
England. Bill, 45, has been working for the industry for many years. He is sitting at an old
wooden table facing the audience.There is a bottle of whiskey in front of him, and a tin coffee
cup in his hands. His boots are off, and his jacket is unzipped. John, a 17 year-old rookie,
comes in and sits in the chair to the right of him.They both are exhausted. It is late evening.
The only light is a lamp above the table.
Bill (taking a sip of his drink): No one told you what ya were gettin’ into, did they?
(He offers a sip to John, who shakes his head. Bill takes another sip.). Jesus, I wish someone
told me! No one evah’ does (he reclines in his seat). I guess they realize you’ll see it
first hand soon enough. And what’s a warnin’ do but scare ya’? (Beat. Bill exhales.)
It’s unsafe, really, out theyah. I mean, it’s a livin’ I guess—and I’m not puttin’ down
a hahd day’s work—but you nevah know ‘til you get in there and see it—for your
own self. I mean, logs rollin’, water everywheyah… and it ain’t warm neithah’. It’s
fucking nipples-through-the-sweatshirt cold. It’s balls-in-your-stomach cold. Cold
enough to kill ya’. And that’s what happens.You fall in and what can you do?You got
logs all around you, smackin’ you around, and you got freezing cold watah shuttin’
down your entiah system.
(Bill sits back up in his seat.) I saw a guy, last fall, go in. I was right there—first
hand. A good buddy of mine, used to play checkahs with me at night—talked about
his girl. He went in—lost his bearin’s. Now—watchin’ someone drown is no fun let
me tell ya’. No fun. First they’re in, and you see it on their face sayin’, God damn it!
How can you a’lost your footin’ on that one?!—and then you see them thinkin’ on their
face, Get me outta’ this shit! You know. That was stupid, but nothin’ that can’t be fixed.
But then they realize—JESUS CHRIST. This can’t be fixed. And they’re strugglin’
and strugglin’ and grabbin’ and we’re grabbin’ and tryin’ to get at ‘em. But there’s
nothin’ you can really do. It’s a rivah. Wild. Uncontrollable. It’s like trying to take a
rabbit from a fox or something. Aftah chasin’ it down for howahs—it’s not gonna let
go, even if you find a way to grab hold. That fox is too hungry. And when it finally
does let go—he’s all tattah’d up like an old rag doll. (Beat.) And that happens heyah.
We lose chess buddies and checkah buddies and backgammon buddies and—just
talking buddies.We lose ‘em—and they don’t come back.They ain’t goin’ back home
again.They don’t feel warmness again. (Quiet.) They don’t see their mothah or their
girl—evah again.They just float off with them logs—just float off down the rivah. Just
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a rabbit with its neck broke. (Beat.Takes a sip of whiskey.) But they don’t tell you this
stuff befowah you get heyah. Just give you your boots and a kiss goodbye and—here
you ah.Well. Hope you make ya’self comftable, I say.You any good at checkahs? (Bill
goes to get the checkerboard. John takes a sip from the whiskey bottle.).
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Monique Trundy
Life
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David Bersell

I Cannot Cover My
Friends with Blankets

“This is what I believe,” my friend Tim says. Scattered around the glass patio table,
two sides of a debate banter back and forth.
“It makes it better, yeah. But it’s such a great thing that you don’t need love,”
Kat says, giving a bad name to hippies everywhere. I remember watching her get a
peace sign tattoo in Mexico. It was spring break, junior year.
The marijuana smoke filters between us all, attempting to bring us closer after
a year away at college, but I don’t think that it’s working.
“What about love?” someone asks.
“It’s not religious, I just want to wait,” he says. “I just like the idea of having it
with…someone. At least the first time.”
The beer warms my belly, and it all numbs my body until I do not notice the
difference between the humid air—sticky-warm—and my face. The moon rests
full and fat. With the stars, its natural light illuminates the surrounding woods and
neighbor’s luxury sedan. Hideouts exposed by the glow, it is the kind of night where
12-year-old boys cannot run away from home, vagrants must find a new place to
sleep, and disappearing becomes impossible for the lonely.
“It’s just sex,” I catch Kat say and I feel embarrassed for the conviction of her
words.
There has to be more, I tell myself, but remain quiet. I convince myself that there
are already enough drunk people talking.
Taking her head off my shoulder, Laura grabs my hand and we walk inside to the
kitchen, where her parents drink coffee and her dog eats breakfast each morning,
and where she blacked out from alcohol for the first time at 15 and I did too, the
next year.
“I want to be friends,” I say.
“We are friends,” she answers, though I think she knows what I mean. Still, my
statement probably does not make a lot of sense to someone I have known for four
years and who is more drunk than I am.
“Real friends,” is all I can say to explain myself. I want to say the kind of friends
who still hang out while sober and who keep in touch more than just over Christmas
and summer breaks—people who can evoke feeling in each other without having
to be naked. Maybe those types of friends die when you turn 18.
She walks over to the kitchen counter, and stands next to this kid Jeremy as he
crushes up a pill of Vicodin.
“It’s not that bad,” he says. “It’s like being drunk, only like being really drunk.” At
17, Jeremy is a year younger than Laura, which makes him two years younger than
me. He wears poorly twisted dreadlocks and I hear he has a swimming scholarship.
Later tonight Kat will take his virginity.
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“Do one with me,” Laura says, and I almost want to, but say no. The poorly
crushed pill makes a fat line, about three inches long, and the chandelier’s lights reflect
off the gold flakes imbedded into the black marble countertop. I hear drinking and
pills destroy your liver, and it seems like a bad time to decide snorting painkillers
is a good idea.
“Dave, do you think I should?” she asks.
After a few seconds I answer, “Do whatever you want to do.” I want to tell her
no, this is stupid, you’re already drunk enough, but I just can’t. I can no longer hold
onto the belief that I am any higher or more mature at only one year older. With
a tightly rolled $20 bill tucked into her right nostril, Laura leans in, plugging the
other side. After a few seconds and half the line gone, she rises. Her eyes open even
wider and she looks like she might cry.
For some reason, she is wearing a black sports bra and it almost makes me laugh,
because we are not playing sports. Laura never does.When I take off her khaki shorts
she is not wearing any underwear, and the skin around her bellybutton is the softest
thing my fingers have ever touched. I look up and her eyes are closed, her pale body
a light in the darkness. She is completely vulnerable, and the sounds of her sharp,
uneven breaths force me to look away.
Sometime in the middle I fall asleep for a few minutes and later, when I finish,
she wants to keep going, but I can’t. She settles for holding me, and in the middle
of the night I cannot take the body heat and have to pull away.
This is our third time doing this, I think. We have only been on one real date
together, and afterwards we did not even kiss.
Lights off and the blinds stretched closed in mid-afternoon, the room sits sad and
quiet like a Catholic church between masses. My body sticks to the top sheet, and the
comforter is too much for the first week of July, but I stay, pressing my face into the
damp pillow, breathing the sour taste of sweat and body odor, air entering and exiting
my nostrils, and the musty room reminds me of first waking in a camping tent.
In bed we are seen for who we are. There is no hiding, even under the covers.
I am a scrawny 19 year-old boy who overthinks everything and misses home and
cannot wait to grow up, yet has no idea what he wants to do. But she cannot hide
either. She is not innocent. She is selfish and brash, but those are things I already
knew. They are things that the bed did not have to teach me.
At night, the pleasure gets us by, but now, in the morning, the warm, unmade
covers feel like a hotel bed. My morning mouth escapes, polluting the room with
each breath I sneak. The flesh of her neck bunches, creating a pillow for her chin
to rest on as she fights off morning, eyes closed too tightly to really be sleeping.
There is an intimacy in the half hour between waking and getting dressed that
we did not plan on. I don’t know why I get hung up on the mornings so much,
expecting playful banter or roaming conversations that never come. In the morning,
I guess that I want to feel more adult. For those first few minutes there is a facade
of happiness, of this being reality, before I must return to another life outside the
four walls of her room.
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Laura sleeps exposed, her naked body sprawled across the bed, chest hesitantly
moving up and down with breath. I bend over, trying to find my clothes next to
her side of the bed, and I hope she does not wake again. I turn around and look at
my friend one more time before leaving. Laura’s milky skin over the white sheets
reminds me of a patient on a gurney. She rolls over, tucking her knees into her chest
like a child.
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Jacques Rancourt
My father stoking
the fire, the sprouting
crackle as he lays
leaves on leaves
of flame. The light gives
us definition: mothy
shadows, mouths
from where language
could come
but doesn’t. He goes
to bed; his fire
that filled the forest
like the rising sun
now pulled down
into the charred
embers, the white
papery flakes, and
everything nearly dark.
In summer, I left
my father by his mudcaked
truck at the mouth
of a hundred-mile wilderness
and humped through
a road of water,
my steps scattering
silt and tiny fish. I looked back
at him who, small
in the sunlight, waited
and watched cross-armed
as I diminished
14

Bulding Fires

under the crisscross
of branches and pine
needles, into the virgin
earth ribbed with roots.
Against the earthsprawl,
against the rain-slicked
granite rising above
the wet, black branches,
I bared that edge
of myself. When
the sun set, burning
holes through the filigreed
pines and lighting freckles
on my skin, I began building
fire the way my father
built fire: triangles
of sticks, a birch-curl
heart. But rain had
soaked the wood wet
and stiff like gills,
and as I worked
the smoldering pile,
dusk overcame the pinewood
and birches, wind knocked
bats from their branches.
Match after match,
snapping light, flaring
stars, they all went out,
leaving me in a forest
haunted by owl squalls
and toad squawks, under
the mossy boughs, the down
casing of my sleeping bag,
in this darkening forest,
this drenched wood.
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Hayden Golden
Underfoot
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Gavin Pickering

My River: A Monologue

Marie, a woman in her 40’s. She wears bland, matronly clothing and stands in a dark, 80’slooking kitchen. It is winter. An old friend has just stopped by to visit from afar.This friend is
blond, beautiful, and free-spirited; everything Marie is not.The two women sit at a table and
drink coffee. They have been talking for some time.When delivering this monologue, Marie
stands up and steps toward the audience, away from the table at which her friend is sitting. It
begins like a secret. As the memories come back to her, the lights focus in on her. She looks up
at them as if it were summer, and she were looking up at the sun to collect its warmth.
Remember when you took me down to the river? And we couldn’t find the path
because it got covered somehow? No one had been down there for years.That’s what
you said. Our own little hiding place. That’s what you said when you took my hand.
And you brought me through the thick of the forest. Through the pucker brush.
You said it’d be fine as long as we avoided the thorns. They found us, anyway. Poked
into our naked legs, exposed beneath our summer dresses.They kept on poking me,
leaving tiny, itchy, engravings…bloodless. And soon enough my legs got so itchy they
felt like they were on fire. And we would stop and itch, but it just got worse and
worse. Unbearable. In the distance we heard the river splashing against the waiting
rocks. Beckoning. So we just ran. And felt the branches lash our shins—so hard I
screamed. And as soon as we got to the water we just kept running—straight in.
Trying to put out the fire, I guess.
And I could feel the sting in each cut—each prick—dissipate. And we just lay
there in the water, washing our legs. Your soft skin shone brightly in the blinding
sun. And I just looked at you. And you looked at me.You looked at me and smiled
so big I couldn’t see your eyes anymore. And I got butterflies so bad I thought I had
my own wings.
And I smiled like a baby for the first time since I was one. I smiled and I looked
at you. Looked at the shadows beneath your eyebrows. All of the different browns
of your eyes. Looked at how the water dripped from your nose and your lip and
your chin. Looked at your goose bumps. At mine. Looked at the muscle of your
neck, and how it tensed and flexed with every chirping bird or rustling leaf. And the
pool of darkness collected in your collar bone. Everything. I looked at everything.
I looked to remember.
And it didn’t matter then. All that mattered was the warmth of the sun and the
water between my legs—that water that was passing by that very second in that very
river for that very first time. The air filling only our lungs, only that space. That air,
that water, that second belonged to us. And it was just us. You and me. And we sat
so close I could feel your heart beat. I could hear mine pounding so hard it almost
burst out of my chest. It would have…if you hadn’t touched me. But you did.You
came close, whispered in my ear, and I shivered. And your cheek brushed against
17

mine until our lips met in one soft and simple kiss. You kissed me. You kissed me,
and I kissed you and nothing felt wrong. It was like I finally knew what everyone
meant when they talked about falling in love.
But soon the day ended, and we waded out of that river. The itching returned
to my legs, and we both went home. And even though we knew that we could never
talk about that place and time again, never make it something real—it was something.
In that moment there was something. And now that moment is everything. It’s all I
have. To hold onto. (Rubs arms and shivers.)
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Lee Cart

All These Reasons

For the winters I had to crimp and fold the ends of paper tubes, then carefully slide
copper pennies in place, one, two, three, fifty times, filling each cylinder, stacking
one roll on top of another, hoping the pyramid of tubes equaled enough small toys
to fill our children’s stockings—
For that Christmas Day when you gave our ten-year-old son a new gun and we went
hunting and he saw a partridge and shot, but missed and you yelled at him, and made
him wade through the waist-deep white cold until he cried and then you saw the
bird and shot and missed and said nothing—
For the hundreds of times you were a sheet of ice, a pane of glass in my arms,
making love to me as woodenly as the white pine tree that rubbed its stiff branches
across the roof while you rubbed the rough stubble of your day-old beard across
my thighs—
For the summer you spent ogling the neighbor’s daughter, while she pranced
around their yard in her tiny pink bikini while I shuffled around our yard in pink
sweat pants and an extra-large t-shirt, my belly swollen to the ripping point with
our third child—
For the day when I felt sick, stomach queasy, guts rumbling, lying in bed, moaning
and you woke to my noise and demanded me, flipping me onto my back, ramming
to reach your own satisfaction and never saw the tears I wiped away—
For turning me invisibly black and blue with your whip-snap words until I cringed
whenever you spoke, until the day I crawled into the squash plants, open jack-knife
in hand, ready to slice myself—
And for those fourteen years of you, I packed my bags and left.
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Becca Kanner
Indexicality v. Ontology:
A Sign of Existence
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Matthew Luzitano

Chess and Maurice Ravel

I was seven the first time I played Grandpa at chess. I was a student at Holy Name
Elementary and Middle School, which was about a half-mile away from his house.
My grandmother, who we called “Vo,” picked me up every day in a rented taxi and
for the three hours until my mother came from work to bring me home, I sat with
Grandpa at a fold-out card table. He was 400% Irish, taller than God, and had about
five dozen white hairs he combed over his bald-spot. He listened to Irish records all
day, and we played “Go Fish.”
My father taught me how to play chess on a board he had carved in the hospital.
I don’t know why he was in the hospital, or why patients were allowed to bring
large wood blocks and carpentry tools. But I never asked. I guess it’s not important
anymore.
If someone got sick, my parents didn’t tell me. I think my mother was upset
her baby boy got so close to people who were dying.When Vo suddenly lost her hair
and got a wig, I didn’t know why. I didn’t even understand why a woman would
lose her hair at all. Until she walked with a breathing machine, I didn’t understand
anything was wrong.
I said, “I love your new hair, Vo,” every day I saw her.
One day my mother picked me up from school and told me Vo died. I had little
experience with death at the time. I was raised Catholic, and it didn’t occur to me
that anyone could be unsure about the afterlife.
So I said, “Don’t worry, we’ll see her in heaven someday.”
I had a knack for making people cry.
At ten in the morning on a Sunday, I sat in my chair by the card table in the little
blue house in Fall River, Massachusetts. I heard Grandpa sing an Irish love song as he
pushed his tall, thin body up from the bed. A minute later, he staggered to his chair,
threw on his blanket and a burgundy afghan, and was ready to play chess. We set
up the board, arranged each pawn so they stood in a perfect line. During my turn,
Grandpa combed his hair or thumbed through a book by Milton Berle. During his
turn, he leaned over the board, stroked his chin stubble with his thumb, slipped a
pawn into place, sat up, and scratched his back on his chair.
Of course, at eight years old I had difficultly beating a man who had been playing
chess for sixty-odd years. It became my goal to beat him. Chess grew with me. I
obsessed over the L-shaped path of the knights. Those horse-pieces jumped on the
linoleum kitchen floor, along my plaid oxford shirt, from the fourth to the nineteenth
of January. When I got a little older and a little more philosophical, I considered
the role of women in chess. The queen, after all, is the most powerful piece in the
game. She is by far the most skilled fighter and most diverse piece. She’s out fighting
an entire army while her husband pretty much stays at home on the couch with a
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bishop and watches re-runs of Married with Children.When the queen is captured,
the king doesn’t know what to do. He waddles to one corner of the board behind
a couple pawns and waits to die. I thought of chess as a social commentary relating
to the role of women as seen through the eyes of one of the world’s oldest games.
But not in those words. Probably more like: Gee, girls sure do like running around
a lot. Boys are useless.
Gradually, I got better. I understood how he beat me. The first reason was he
took all my pieces, while I took very few of his. My father bought me a book on the
basics of chess. I learned phrases like “pawn-to-king-four” and “en passant,” which I
wasn’t allowed to do because it was too French.
The television, I discovered, was essential to victory. It sat on while we played,
and part of the strategy was to pick a program that would distract the other player
more than it distracted you. I was distracted mostly by baseball games. Mo Vaughan
hit a homerun. Then I lost my rook. The Price Is Right distracted Grandpa.
“The blender costs $85!” he said. “$85! No, not 145 bucks, you dead head!”
“It’s your turn.”
“Oh, shit and sugar! What’d you do?”
I remember on Thanksgiving one year the whole family was at Vo and Grandpa’s
house, though Vo had already died. Grandpa and I sat at our card table like the rest
of the extended family wasn’t there. My parents, aunts, uncles, and cousins filled
the little blue house.
While playing, Grandpa howled, “Oh, hell!” The whole family ran into the
living room.
“What happened?”
“This son of a gun took my queen!” Grandpa said.
Everyone congratulated me and returned to the wherever else they had been
in the house.
“I thought he was having a heart attack or something.”
Grandpa once taught me every song one loves is an elegy, but by then he was dead for
three years. When I was about eight or nine, he played music on a three-CD stereo
in the living room of his little blue house. I visited him after school, and we listened
to those same three CDs on loop. The third slot was a collection of Irish drinking
songs, the first of which was about a dim-witted man who came home every day
of the week with more and more evidence his wife was cheating on him, but who
never seemed to realize it. The second slot held Irish classics like “Oh, Danny Boy,”
the great Irish wartime elegy.
The first slot held a CD with one track: Maurice Ravel’s “Bolero.” The fifteenminute piece was of course about sex with its overt climax and repetitive melody,
but to my young ears it sounded like a jungle waking up. The opening clarinet felt
like the sun rising. Each string sounded like its rays. Each horn was a tiger’s head
silhouetted against the morning horizon. The instruments chirped like little birds.
The snare drum reminded me of crickets, whose sounds were gradually eaten by
the other animals. It all ended when the elephants woke up, stormed around, the
large beasts of the jungle, the large symbols of life and power as big as the sky.
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When we listened to the two Irish CDs, we played chess or cards. Sometimes
Poker, sometimes Hearts, sometimes Blackjack. But when “Bolero” played, we put
our cards down, shut the TV off, and stared until the piece was over. That was how
we listened.
One day, I just beat him. I don’t remember the game very much. He made a mistake,
and I captured his queen easily. Eventually, I cornered his king and got him in
checkmate. I was pleased. That was it. There was no parade in my head. I don’t even
remember what happened, just that it did.
What I do remember is the pieces. I remember not looking up because of his
aging face, worn as it was and lonely. I remember the slow gesture of snatching
a pawn between my index and thumb, of resting it on a new square off-centered
and shaking, of watching it teeter for a moment before it squared with the board.
It’s hard to focus so much on the scratchy wood of the bishop’s bald head without
wondering how a person who thought so much about his deceased grandfather could
be so interested in those little wooden icons.
A few months later my grandfather died, and I thought (how could I not?) beating
my grandfather at chess caused him to die. I took his last wits away. There was a
moment while we played when he knew he would lose, and I caught him smirking.
Once, I read a poem by C.K. Williams called “My Mother’s Lips,” where he talks
about his mother mouthing his words while he said them. He says he believed for a
while her mouthing his words caused him to say them. I believed my grandfather, in a
body so broken, had only his mind anymore. I don’t remember forgetting this idea or
forgiving myself. Honestly, part of me still believes it, in some pseudo-superstitious
way. Part of me wants for him to have won again, to have a swan-song of a match.
Beat me in four moves. Or take every last piece until the board was clear except for
a couple pawns and a king. Everything just right, everything simple.
My mother and I listened to “Bolero” in her car about a week after Grandpa died.We
were about five minutes from home when we started it, but we sat in the driveway
for the remaining ten. We felt the music fill the little car. We closed our eyes. We
wondered about heaven. That was how we listened.
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Courtney Marie Bengtson

Following Grampie Boynton

I pulled into Grammie Boynton’s drive on the
hottest day I could remember. She was standing
outside in the sun, so still and small I nearly saw
through her and the ragged hem of her dress fluttering
against her naked calves.
I could see through the glass doors of her patio
that she had left her wide-brimmed hat on the
kitchen table. There were no white streaks of
lotion across her bony shoulders; her nose
and cheeks were sun-slapped red.
When she noticed me, she turned and walked
into the house. I followed her in, followed the
freckled nape of her neck, her wrinkled elbows
soft as milkweed. Her steps creaked across the
kitchen floor.
We stopped, the pair of us, by a faded blue chair
still molded to a body six weeks in the ground,
by the Folger’s can still reeking of his menthol
tobacco spit. My fingertips reached for the cool
kiss of metal, for something familiar.
“Baby, don’t move it,” she whispered. “Don’t move it.”
I think she was already gone.
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Kristen Start
Isaiah
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Ryan Pickering

Cold War

It’s a warm day for February, so I take the dog for a walk around town. Bunker’s
collar is the color of a red lupine. Those are rare flowers. Not the lupine, but the
red ones. I had one once, in a little lupine grove by the road. Now the only colors
that grow are purple and white and pink; all pretty, I guess, but cold. Red lupine
are like pieces of red sea-glass, both impossible to find. Like a wonderful time in
the marriage. The red was there once, I think, but it was taken over by the purples
and the pinks.
The GMC Canyon gets 18 miles-per-gallon in the city, 24 miles-per-gallon on the
highway. A week after he bought it, he only had to go .02 miles-per-gallon to turn
my lupine grove to mud. That’s when the war began. The next day, I spilled bleach
on his favorite shirt. The next week, he spilled beer all over the couch. After that,
we stopped talking to each other, sometimes for days.
The house hummed. It was the television, or the dishwasher, or the laundry machine,
or all of them at once. Our house was like a water fountain.You walk by it and think
how great.You press in the button. The water comes out so cool at first. Then there
is a click followed by a loud hum. The water turns so cold it hurts your teeth.You
squeeze your eyes shut like the sun is in your eyes. But you suck it up. You have
already pushed the button, you have already heard the click, so you just keep sucking
because that’s what you do at a water-fountain.
He wanted to name our dog Spot. I thought that was the dumbest name. The dog
has no spots. I named him Bunker. I still run to him when the sirens wail.
I don’t know why I married. In China, fishermen train cormorants to fish. Training
consists of a string tied around the bird’s legs to keep it connected to the raft and a
ring around the bird’s throat to prevent it from swallowing its booty. The bird dives
underwater and brings its prize back for the fisherman to enjoy.
My husband started to look at me like he looked at the homeless man who sleeps
two blocks from our old house. I cried the first time he did. Then I got a Styrofoam
cup and asked him for change. He didn’t think that was funny. I hated the way he
could look at me and make me feel so empty. His eyes could burn out my insides.
So maybe it’s his fault.
Someone told me once that birds with smaller brains fly south for the winter. The
ones who stay up north need bigger brains to find the food they hide. My ex-husband,
while we were still married, would go to Florida to visit his brother every February.
Bunker and I usually walk the same route in town. I avoid cracks on sidewalks
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because it gives me something to do, not because I am worried about my mother.
She can take care of herself.
We walk past the park with the gazebo. I love it there because of the flowers; yellow
yarrow and forsythia, chrysanthemums and daisies. “Daisies are the friendliest
flowers.” Meg Ryan said that. She has a new nose now.
Bunker loves the park because of the giant trees. We like to relax in the shade of
a sprawling oak, the one tree he has never peed on. My mother says she cannot
understand my obsession with my dog. It is not an obsession, mother.
The way I see it, Noah, after herding mindless animals onto his arc, sat down to
wonder what he was working so hard to save. While there, I think, under the shade
of an oak, he was joined by two little pups, and two cats’ tails swished lazily in the
branches above. And then he knew.
I say to people, “I’m never late for anything.” I say it to myself, even. I’m usually late
for everything. I was late for a long time until I found out that I wasn’t pregnant.
Instead, they found that I could never be pregnant. That is why the ex-husband says
he left. I think it was the lupine, and the cormorants, and the water fountain.
I am supposed to be at work today. I would rather be under an oak, listening
to the panting of a dog, a warm breeze through the trees above, and the trill of
chickadees.
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Amie Daniels
Untitled
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Courtney Marie Bengtson

After they tell Aunt Babe
her husband is dead

at her window, in her naked room, she presses
close to the cold glass. she looks out over three
frozen miles to the place where he disappeared.
her cheeks frost gray against the pane. the ice
cracks beneath her fingers, tearing a jagged hole
like her black mouth opening up in the ice.
she watches her iceteeth tear at his snowsuit and
drag him down, her throat cold enough to turn
his skin blue. thrashing water licks at her lips.
she swallows him.
she tries to find him again, knuckles bonewhite
on the sill, but the hole is already freezing over.
outside her door, the little ones are masquerading
with his face.
she pushes closer to the windowpane,
splintering icy shards into her forehead.
she does not let them in.
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Rachel Helm
Angles
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Kate Chianese

midlife crisis without notice

it doesn’t build
over time
or even occur in the middle
of your life.
it doesn’t sneak up
from behind, but rather hits you
square in the face in the most
unexpected circumstances –
for instance, in the bathroom.
the co-ed, third-floor bathroom
of a university’s science building.
the kind of bathroom that’s always
conveniently empty of both people
and strewn tissues. you always go there before
class it’s routine, you don’t think
much about it until one day
when you’re staring
out the window before a quiz
taking in the constant trees
it hits you
and you wonder why you’re even in college.
you crave the reassuring mountains
so far from home
only two years down the road
you’ve forgotten a lot.
you might miss your quiz
you just want to go home
you can’t pull away from the window.
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Renee Marie Scott
Natural Pyramid

32

DJ Taylor

Kineo

“Shit, dude. I don’t know if I can do this, man. I mean [spits and watches it plop
thirty-five feet below] that’s a pretty fuckin’ far way down!” Pete slurred his words
and talked faster when he was nervous. He also swore quite a bit. It probably didn’t
help his nerves to be up at such a height with little-to-no footing after smoking his
breakfast.
I smiled at his apprehensive profanity and took a careful step closer to the edge
of the cliff. Splotches of pale green moss and sun-dried pine needles formed a sort
of carpet or runway, perhaps, for those brave enough to jump. I took a few slow
steps closer, feeling the pine needles’ dry crackle under each muscle in the soles
of my feet. About a foot from the edge, I stopped and looked up. No white caps
on Moosehead that day. The calm water, with its countless shine-marks – like little
water-resistant flames flickering off and on, burning blue-green halos in the back
of my retinas – playfully slapped the smooth, nearly vertical cliffsides of Mt. Kineo.
I wrung out my hair and put it up into a tight ponytail as I gazed out at several
mountainous islands in the distance. They were like gigantic pine-covered icebergs
emerging from the dark, chilly water of the enormous lake.
“Dude, just fuckin’ jump already. My God!” Mike, who had anchored the speed
boat thirty feet from the cliff for us to swim back to after the fall, was yelling to
me from atop the cabin.
“Hey, fuck you!” Pete yelled back at him, “You’re not the one about to plummet
to your death!”
I merely nodded back at Mike. I was lost somewhere between the crystal
reflections of the water and the Saliva song that I was singing in my head. Every
time I hit the chorus, a frigid surge of adrenaline screamed up my spinal cord. They
didn’t understand how naturally high I was on the experience of just being there,
standing on the ledge, leaning into a free-fall. I was trying to mentally record every
stimulus and sensation, all the beauty of that moment.
Directly below, in the spot that I’d been told to land, the water held such a deep
blackness that it resembled a starless chasm in space. Mike had told me, while I was
climbing the face of the cliff, that I needed to land there so I didn’t hit the bottom,
and “break the shit outta your spine.”
I closed my eyes and breathed in slow and deep. I could smell the boat exhaust
weaving gases through the crisp summer air. I exhaled equally as slow, eyes still
closed, still singing to myself. When the final chorus came back around, I snapped
my eyes open and flung my body off the hornstone high rise and into gravity’s silky
tentacles. A crescendo of violins rose out of my stomach and filled my chest—it
was better than any roller coaster or amusement park ride I had ever been on.
My arms turned to linguini in mid-air, and I attempted to steady myself with
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them. For about three full seconds, I was swimming through nothingness, like I was
weightless, falling through time.
It seemed like I gained an enormous amount of speed during that last second
of free-falling. I must have had my mouth halfway open when I heard my bare feet
crack through the thick meniscus below me, because I found myself with a surprise
mouthful of lake water shortly after impact. It tasted fresh like a melted glacier.
My heels immediately stung with the force of my landing, and I swam with a little
urgency back towards the bubbling surface. My head rose up out of the water, and
I heard cheers from both the boat and the ledge above, which looked even taller
from the water below.
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Jada Molton
Fluffed and Frosted
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Rachel Helm

Girl and Other
Forgotten Words

One less rib and temptation;
the result of a wedding night at the Sheridan;
X and X;
the beginning of milk and honey,
where flesh and
the taste of ink collide,
and sounds of words
I choose are whispered;
hunger that lives in empty pages—
my mouth, a wide gutter spout,
swallowing, neck arched
to catch the space between breaths;
fingers of stiff paper with
uneven folds – I burn,
grind against myself, cricket wings that
flatten tongues in mouths and fill teeth;
pens in the couch;
glasses on your head;
commas.
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Linsey Albrecht
The Wall Speaks
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Casey O’Malley

Devoured Titles

My name is a whisper from your lips
and I could lean in to catch
it in a kiss before the air drags
the words back into your lungs and you
have a moment to consider.
We talk until things loosen—our tongues,
the strict, tight paintings unhinge reluctantly on these formal white
walls and our polite expectations—
everything loosens and yet seems incomplete
because there is still distance, here
there is still a pause because
Things stopped making sense seven years ago when
I first met you and we dared to live
like friends when we both wanted more,
convinced that friendship was enough,
that formality stood a chance.
Before you even speak,
your lungs consider—hesitate
over the words you are about
to say, the words I lean in and catch
deeply with a kiss.
I pull them forward through breath until
you whisper my name, so
only I can hear.
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Hayden Golden
Old Movie Set: On Golden Pond
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Ryan Pickering

Making Home

Rent an apartment from a landlord who talks like Mr. Rogers. Hum the song
in your head whenever you see him.
Have your family help you move in. Your dad will hurt his back trying to lift
your dresser by himself.Your mom will move in the lamp and spend the rest of her
time rearranging the kitchen and trying to make things just right.You and your sister
will lift the mattress, followed by the bed frame, together.Your brother will get the
dresser your dad dropped and then break in the toilet.
Try not to get too upset when they all leave, especially when your mom starts
to cry.
Wave good-bye.
Lock the doors.
Sigh.
Spend an hour setting up the TV.
At night, climb into bed and set the alarm for 7:35a.m. Change it to 7:37a.m.
Think of the Boeing 737.Think of the World Trade Center, what you always think of
first when you think of planes.Think of peanuts (the second thing). Close your eyes.
Toss. Turn. Think of something besides please anything besides peanuts. Toss. Open
your eyes and sigh as loudly as you can.Think:Well, this is great.Think: Stop thinking.
Close your eyes and make an ugh sound like you’re going to hock a loogie.
Try lying still for as long as you can. Think: It’s so quiet in here. Listen to the
quiet.
Hear noises. Open your eyes, lean out of bed, shuffle to the kitchen, and make
sure the door is locked. Go back to bed. Hear noises. Go back to the kitchen and
decide, this once, to move the futon in front of the door, just in case. Go back to
bed. Change the alarm to 7:39a.m.
In the morning, make eggs. Overcook them, because you just can’t ever make
them like Mom’s. Make toast. Drink orange juice from the carton. Look around
like a small child who just said his first swear-word. Realize no one gives a damn if
you drink orange juice from a carton.
Find clothes in the dresser your dad dropped and go to the bathroom your
brother broke-in. Turn on the water. Realize you have no idea how to turn on the
shower. Feel like an idiot. Take a bath instead.
As you lay in the tub, trying to relax, have a panic attack because you think
someone could burst in on you and you would have no way to protect yourself.
Make a mental escape plan from the bathroom. Realize that you are paranoid as
fuck. Realize that that is not a very descriptive analogy.
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Remember when you used to take baths with your brother, and the little Noah’s
Arc toy that would float around the water, how you would tip it over to drown the
giraffes and elephants, and then play God and save them all. Contemplate your
God complex.
Think of your first shower, how scary it seemed. You screamed with that first
rush of needle-point pressure. Your mother was there to rush you away from the
water; shield you from harm. That shower seemed so much bigger then, and much
scarier.
As you turn off the water, accidentally turn on the shower. Feel like an idiot,
be completely relieved because you won’t have to call Mr. Rogers to ask about the
shower. Start singing, “It’s such a good feeling to know you’re alive…I’m gonna
make a snappy today…” Snap. Snap. Forget the rest of the words. Think: Maybe
it’s good I forget.
Call your mother. She’ll ask you how you’re doing. Say fine. She’ll ask you how
your day went. Say good. She’ll eventually run out of things to ask you and sigh.
You’ll remember for the four hundredth time that sighs are genetic.
The next day you’ll get sick of watching TV. Vacuum. Chew gum. Rearrange
furniture. Make a grocery list. Sit down and study your arm hairs. Smooth them
down like you’re fixing a hundred little cowlicks. Wonder who you are.
Call your mother.
In the afternoon, get out your world map and tack it to the wall above the
television. Pick a place you want to visit. Realize you’ll probably never go. Turn on
the TV and watch Law and Order. Look up and pick a new place you want to visit.
Realize that that was the stupidest place to put a world map.
Put the TV against the opposite wall and turn the futon around so that the
map is behind you. Become paranoid that Russia will bomb the back of your head.
Think:Why Russia? It’s Sweden you really have to worry about. No one ever thinks
of Sweden.
Watch the news. Forget about the map.
After another day of watching reruns, get lonely and start calling anyone you
can think of. Call your sisters, your brother, and your parents. Call your friend
Brittany from school and hope she doesn’t answer because you don’t have any
stories to tell. Leave a friendly message on her answering machine. Get on your
computer. Read spam. Look disinterestedly at porn. Consider reading a book. Go
back to the futon.
Over the next few days:
-Drive to Wal*Mart for trash-bags; the one thing you forgot. Drive home.
Realize that you just called your apartment home.
-Start talking to yourself. Start with swearing when you drop things or stub a
toe. Say out loud: “Stop talking to yourself.” Say: “No, you!” Chuckle at your
joke and then get sad because there was no one around to hear it.
-Walk around naked. Last ten minutes before you yank your clothes back on
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like Janet Jackson after Justin Timberlake ripped off her boob-sticker.
-Get back on your computer. Look at porn, less disinterestedly.
-Eat too much.
-Set off the fire alarm.
-Run around in a panic because you think you’ve lost something you have in
a.) Your pocket
b.) Your hand
-Bring a CD-player into the bathroom so you don’t get the Mr. Rogers song
stuck in your head. Remember all those mornings you would sit on the orange
shag rug in front of the television, watching Mr. Rogers with your siblings on
the floor next to you.
One day, after a week, maybe, sit on the futon and turn on the TV. Realize
you forgot to call your mother today. Think: Maybe it’s good to forget.
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Jacques Rancourt

Stray Dogs

During the summer between middle and high school, Stevie and I spent our
afternoons fishing in the muddy river. We thought that’s what men did. Early in the
mornings, we’d walk through the woods behind our houses, our fishing poles slung
over our shoulders, snagging on branches of pine and maple. At the river, we kicked
off our sneakers, rolled up our jeans, and dug in the river bank for worms, our feet
farting through the mud. Finding a worm, I pierced it on my hook and drowned it
in the brown water.The fish never bit, if there were any.We grew bored.We sat on a
decaying log and stared at our bobbers floating on the water’s surface and told dirty
jokes.When it was hot, we took our shirts off and wrestled in the mud. I discovered
the best way to beat Stevie was to knock his glasses off.
“Not fair,” he whined. “I can’t see!” As soon as I transformed into a peach blur, it
was just a matter of pushing him over and sinking him into the soft ground. I never
lost this way. The once or twice I did lose, I became flustered and angry. He never
laughed at me or gloated. He wasn’t like me. When the match was over, we took
off our pants, stiff from the dried mud, and swam in the river, stirring up brown
clouds of murk.This routine ended the day Stevie came out of the water with a black
bloodsucker clinging to his pecker.
In the evenings, when Stevie went home to eat dinner with his Ma, I practiced
casting my fishing pole in the backyard. My hook clutched clumps of grass as I reeled
it across the lawn. I practiced the motion, the shoulder movement, the back-andforth, the flick of the wrist; I practiced until the sun set behind the row of pines and
bats danced after my flying hook.

Mom told me once my father left a hole in her heart. A hole, she said, she’s been
trying to fill ever since. I didn’t buy her bullshit. So we fought.We fought whenever
she left for her yoga lesson, or when she left on a meditation retreat, “personal time.”
I didn’t want to baby-sit my younger sister, Zoë. Mom stood in the doorway, dressed
in her yoga outfit—gray leotard and black spandex, her frizzy hair bunched like a
bird’s nest kept together by a pink scrunchie. I thought she looked ridiculous.
“If you’re upset, you can tell me,” she said.
But I wouldn’t. I’d snap at her, I’d kick things, I’d throw my hands out and yell,
but I wouldn’t talk about it.
She searched for herself in earth-scented candles, in drinking brown tea made
from straining hot water through clumps of herbs, in yoga classes and wearing
fake fingernails. She tanned. She dyed her hair electric shades of bright blonde. She
had a MySpace.
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“How can you expect me to be a good mother if I don’t take care of myself
first?” She pouted her lips, raised her eyebrows, made a Hmm sound, raised at the
end. “Zoë, listen to everything your brother tells you. I’ll be back in forty minutes.”
She ruffled my hair with her hand, scratching my scalp with her plastic fingernails.
“Don’t touch me.”
Mom supplemented the checks that came in the mail by running a daycare
for toddlers. Three of her kids were not coming back in the fall, so one afternoon,
Mom sat on the living room floor, legs folded in a half-lotus, and made posters
from computer paper and a sharpie marker. “Ellen’s Day Care” it read in big capital
letters.
“I don’t want to go anywhere,” Zoë whined.
“It’s just a little trip,” Mom said, jerking her shoe laces tight.
We walked to the public library downtown and made a hundred copies of these
posters and stapled them to telephone poles, scotch-taped them in shop windows.
It was a hot day. I watched exhaust cloud from the idling cars at the stoplights.
“This would be easier if I had a car,” Mom said. “We’d have air conditioning.”
“The movie theater has air conditioning,” I said.
“We can’t afford to go to the movies right now,” she said. “You know that.”
“You can afford yoga lessons,” I said. “Or does the government pay for that,
too?”
“Jon.” Her eyebrows, perfectly plucked and penciled, arched, and her hands fell
to her hips. “You owe me an apology.”
“For what?” I didn’t owe her anything.
“You know for what.”
I gave in. One of us had to. “I’m sorry.”
She flattened one of her posters against an electricity pole. “Apology accepted,”
she said, banging the stapler down hard.

This happened in Saco, Maine, a city left out between the touristy beaches of
Scarborough and Old Orchard Beach. I lived on Grammar Street, in a neighborhood
of single mothers, of boys without fathers, and dogs without leashes.The houses that
faced each other on our road were identical: each had the same white vinyl panels,
the same boxy windows without shutters, the same three concrete steps and porches
with screen storm doors. Government-assisted housing—duplexes, mostly.
Once, when I was seven, two cop cars searched the streets and the woods
surrounding the neighborhood for a teenager who had stolen beer from J.J.’s Gas
Station late at night. I watched from my bedroom window.The blue and red lights of
the police cruiser ignited my face in its reflection, as they wrangled the crook against
the pavement. Other than that, nothing ever happened on Grammar Street.
So when an unfamiliar VW van with dark, shaded windows began to drive slowly
down the street, turn around in our cul-de-sac on a weekly or sometimes daily basis,
it roused suspicion and ignited gossip. Stevie and I sat on the concrete steps of my
house one July day while we watched the tan van drive by.
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“What do you think of him?” Stevie asked me.
“I don’t,” I told him.
“Mama says he’s a washed-up hippie,” he said. “Like the ones she used to get
blazed with. Mama says these days only perps tint their windows like that.”
As the van drifted by, we looked into its rolled-down windows; the driver looked
back at us. He wore big sunglasses and had a long beard, sprouted with gray. Old,
faded blue tattoos stained his scrawny arms. Stevie looked down at the steps, avoiding
the dirty hippie’s gaze. I didn’t. I looked right at him, through his sunglasses, into
those invisible places of his eyes, and he looked right back at me.
After he passed, Stevie said, “Weirdo.”
“Yeah.” I watched the VW van as it rounded the corner and disappeared.
The appearance of this van became more frequent, as he started driving by every
day, gliding by the house. I watched from the window. Sometimes, I’d get a look at
his face as he drifted by, but most of the time, his windows were up.
“Do you want to go fishing?” Stevie would ask me, coming up to my screen
door, like he did every day with his fishing pole slung over his shoulder.
“No,” I said. “Not yet. I’ll come find you when I’m ready.”
He left. I stayed in front of the screen door, watched bugs float on the other
side, and waited.When the van puttered down the road, my heart dove. I waited for
the moment when he turned his head and we searched each other, through screen
doors, through sunglasses.
A sick curiosity turned in my stomach when I thought about it, because it
seemed ridiculous. Still, the idea carried me through the day, sprung hot wires
inside of me, filled my nervous belly with soda bubbles: Dad had come back; Dad
was watching over me.
All I knew about my dad was he had a beard and I was named after him. There
was only one picture—the one where he’s holding Zoë as a baby and I’m clinging
to his pant leg—and he’s dark and bearded. “Your father was a dog,” Mom told me
whenever I asked about him.
Some nights, dogs fought each other in the streets outside my window. I rolled
over in my bed toward the moonlight and listened to them snarl and growl at
each other. I imagined them as monsters of dogs, as big Great Danes and German
Shepherds and uskies, as black bears, as abominable snowmen. By morning, they
were gone.
Things changed after the van appeared. I did pushups until I couldn’t lift my
comb to rake through my hair; I went fishing more; I swore more. In the bathroom
mirror, I strained my arms, ballooned my chest, pushed my muscles against my
skin. I bought deodorant with my allowance, one thick with a heavy musk like new
leather, and coated my smooth armpits and chest with it, leaving white trails, making
sure the scent covered me.
I started asking Mom more questions about him. Questions about what he looked
like, what he did. One night, while she made dinner, I asked her if he smoked.
“Jon, we’re not having this conversation right now,” she said, stirring the orange
cheese and milk mixture.
“So, yes, then,” I said. “He must have.You would’ve said no if you could.”
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“That’s not true.” She didn’t look up. The steam collected in droplets on her
forehead. “I just don’t want to talk about this right now.”
I waited a minute and watched her stir. “Did he smoke the cheap shit, or like,
cigars?”
“Jon!” she yelled, and I dropped it.

A few days later, I found a moist box of Camel Lights on the pavement. I held
the soft box in my hand and opened its top. Three cigarettes were left inside.
“C’mon,” I said to Stevie, who walked with me.
“We shouldn’t. Really, we shouldn’t.”
“Why not?”
“My Uncle Larry died from them. From lung cancer. That’s what they do to
you. That’s what they did to Uncle Larry.”
“Stevie,” I said. “You’re such a little fag sometimes.”
“Am not!”
“Then smoke with me.”
“No!”
I raised my arm. I don’t know why. It felt right, like instinct, like my arm raised
by a puppet string. What surprised me wasn’t the brutality of it, the animal rush,
but how much his face stung the palm of my hand, the wet slap noise, the way my
pink handprint stamped his face, covering his freckles, fading like a sunset. I did it to
feel tough, but in the moments afterward, tears budding in the corners of his eyes
though he tried to suck them back in, I didn’t feel tough at all.
He walked away, thrashing through the long weeds. I tried to follow him, but
he ran. He ran faster than I could.
He was back the next day on my doorstep, fishing pole across his shoulders, as
always, as if nothing happened. “Let’s smoke,” he said.
“You don’t have to smoke if you don’t want to, buddy,” I said. I played it cool.
“No,” he said. “I want to now. Really.”
“All right, let’s go then.”
Eventually, Stevie did whatever I told him to. He usually fought it at first, but
in the end, he obliged. It was how we worked. Alpha-dog, beta-dog.
After we snagged Mom’s lighter from her candle stand, we crept our way to
our fishing spot without our poles, behind the protection of the trees, and sat on a
log bridging over the murky stream, our bare feet in the brown current that rushed
over dead leaves. I held one of the cigarettes in my hand like a pencil.
“Let me see the lighter,” I told Stevie. He handed it to me. I held it awkwardly in
my left hand and pressed my thumb against the ridged flint wheel and rolled down
slowly. I did this repeatedly, faster and faster, until the pad of my thumb went raw.
The lighter clicked and sparked until I held a flame and lit the end of the cigarette.
Stevie pulled one out of the pack and I lit his too. Clenching my cigarette between
my teeth, I breathed in, and the smoke filled my mouth and scorched down my
throat and made my eyes leak. I pulled the cigarette from my mouth and coughed
46

out gray clouds.
We didn’t say anything to each other while we smoked; a weight sank between
us and in our chests, rolled thickly through our insides, pulsed hot in our ears, and
crackled in the silence. We smoked our cigarettes down to their filters and tossed
the butts into the stream. Afterwards, we rubbed our faces and shirts with mud,
trying to hide the smell of cigarette smoke.

One time we went night-fishing. We were sure if the fish didn’t bite in the day,
then they would at night. We waited until we began to shiver, night breeze chilling
us, and the fish never bit. When we walked back in the dark, we didn’t say anything
to each other, my flashlight’s beam swaying in front of us. As we came out of the
woods, we heard a familiar ruffled drone fall over the throb of crickets. I felt my
ears itch. I turned around and saw the square head lights of the VW van snaking
through the cul-de-sac behind us.
“Over here,” Stevie said, “quick!” He crawled underneath the hedge of Mrs.
Goodwin’s house. I joined him, squatting beside the vinyl siding, and watched the
van drive by in the spaces between the thick-smelling needles. Stevie’s hot breath
flattened the hairs on my neck.
When it passed, we stood up. Stevie said, “We should tell our moms.”
“Yeah,” I said. “Go do that, Stevie.” I walked forward, breaking into a jog,
following the van. Stevie didn’t yell after me, skipping his voice across the pavement
like I thought he would. He only said, “Jon, don’t,” very quietly.
I followed the van forever, and by the time I caught up with it, it had parked
outside the playground of the elementary school.
My heart oozed hot liquid as I knocked against the white and rust-streaked
door, and I immediately felt stupid. From inside, I could hear the slow wheeze of
laughter. I waited a moment before the door slid open.
A warm, soily rush of harsh smoke came over me. I coughed. It smelled
somewhat like cut grass. “Whoa!” someone yelled. An orange glow lit the inside of
the van from a candle wedged between the man’s thighs. He sat forward, sunglasses
still on. His arms were like coat hangers, carrying drapes of sunburnt, spotted skin.
The candle’s wax left hardened sky-blue spots on his dirty jeans.
Two boys peered out.The candles reflected orange stars in their bloodshot eyes.
They were the older boys from down the street, but they didn’t recognize me. A
woman sat beside my dad. She wore a low shirt, and in the candlelight, it showed
the deep, long curve of her large boobs. They looked like jelly, like a baby’s ass. He
had his arm around her, and her plump face was pressed to his armpit, black and
gray hairs streaked across her cheek.
“Lost your mama, son?” the man asked.
I looked straight at him. The candle reflected in his sunglasses. I reflected in
his sunglasses.
“Get outta here, kid,” the woman said.
“Sorry,” I said, my voice sounding small. I rolled the door shut, the sound of its
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slamming echoing inside me.
I walked home.The full moon milked the sky, black clouds slicing across. I stared
at it until it blurred and moved, and I walked, stumbling into the fire hydrants, into
the curb. Boys don’t cry, I told myself, but I couldn’t help it: the hot and slow tears
slithered down my cheek and dangled on my chin until I finally felt them let loose
and fall to the pavement. I wiped away snot onto the back of my hand, and smeared
it on the seat of my pants. Kneeling in the shadows beside my doorstep, I waited for
my face to dry before I went in.

The man’s name was Richard Greggs. I found this out four days later, when his
name was printed across all the local papers. From Grammar Street, he moved down
to Old Orchard Beach, where the police caught him parked by the sea, smoking
weed with teenagers in bathing suits. They tore his car apart and found 54 pounds
of marijuana under the van’s carpet and tucked under the canvas of the fold-down
seats. The police were glad to find him. He’d been on their list for years, changing
vehicles and fake licenses. He sold his stuff mostly to minors, and so he had been
nicknamed the Pipe Piper.
The day after the van left Grammar Street, Stevie and I sat on his mama’s porch,
identical to our porch, and watched the clouds build. The gray sky made the leaves
look greener.
“Let’s go fishing,” he said. “I got my older brother to buy me some smokes. I’ll
share them with you.” He beat the package against his palm like a pro.
“No,” I told him. “I don’t want to. I don’t even really like fishing. Never have.”
I smelled the earthy scent of moisture fill the street as the rain started, and said, “I
better get home.”
Black freckles appeared across the sun-baked pavement. A flash of lightning,
then thunder. I felt the hairs on my arms rise as the temperature fell and heard the
stampede of rain. Walking home, it rained so hard I could barely open my eyes.
I grabbed the one picture I had of my father, and stampeded down the stairs,
past my mother who knelt on her yoga matt on the living room floor,Yanni playing
on the stereo, and ran out, through the rain, through the forest, to the river. I tore
that picture and sprinkled the glossy shreds into the fracturing water. I felt nothing
as I watched the fragments swim downstream, like little silver fish I never caught.
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Matthew Luzitano
for LesterYoung
those feathertones,
those tints like train tracks,
the slow roll of brass tires,
the crescendo ending
when you blow a melody
like a magnet and draw
me into the room where I can
smell the tired sweat set
in your suit, the tone
like a stretching cat,
into a pork-pie hat,
into the downtempo
blue bodyblood,
into that language, that hipster
mouth, that invented
vocabulary—your fingers
pressing the brass people,
the bob crosby arresting
your friends—and now
you are only words:
shell-shock, barracks,
then gin, then a lip and a lip,
then bones: the skull
the jaw and no tongue.
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What Moved Me

Jamie Strout

Stubborn

Pappy had an old rundown self-made house next to the Kennebec River. The
masonite siding was a chipped, faded, slate-blue that swelled when it rained. His porch
was thinly glassed-in, and the screens in all of the windows were duct-taped where
holes had been punctured through the steel mesh. The front lawn was littered with
discarded beer cans, spent shotgun shells, and warped, cracked-plastic sunflowers
that were supposed to spin when the wind blew. In his dirt driveway, Pappy had an
old ’57 Ford that used to be seafoam green, but the years had colored it various
shades of gray and reddish-brown.
When I was sixteen, I moved in with Pappy. He had been a family friend for
over forty years. He and my dad were in World War II together. Pappy was in his
platoon when they stormed Normandy. Pappy was ten years older than my father
and they became close during their time in the war. My father was an only child,
and he told me one day through teary eyes that Pappy was the closest thing he’d
ever have to a brother.
Originally from Pennsylvania, Pappy decided to move to Maine after the war
was over so he and my father could live closer to one another. Pappy’s family had
moved all over the country while he was fighting in France, and he longed for the
rich, colorful life that my father spoke of having in Maine. He wanted to sit around
an open hole in the ice and drink beer waiting for the flag to pop up, or drop a twelve
point buck dead where it stood on a frosty November morning.
My father never went to the hospital or had physicals on a regular basis. He
didn’t think he needed them. Even if something was wrong with him he believed
in working his way through the pain or sickness. We found out a month before his
death that he had lung cancer.
My mother walked into the bathroom after she heard my father fall. The white
porcelain sink was filled with blood and spit, and my father lay on the floor, his blue
eyes open and staring at something far away. Blood stained his too-pink lips. My
mother brushed her fingers over his bald spot. “George, you stay with me,” she kept
saying over and over. His breathing was shallow and gurgled in his throat, like his
mouth was half above water, half below, and he was breathing in the horizon.
I stood as if frozen in cement in the bathroom doorway, and watched my mother
hold his body, sobbing into his neck.
I walked into the living room where Frank was watching TV. Phyllis and Rebecca
were napping upstairs, too young to understand what had just happened. I picked
up the rotary phone and called Pappy.
“Hello?” Sissy answered.
“Sissy, um, is Pappy there?”
“Sure is, Louise. Lemee get ‘im.”
I heard the scrape of her putting the phone on the counter, and faintly heard
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the screen door open and her yell out to Pappy. A few seconds later Pappy picked
up the phone.
“Y’ello,” Pappy answered.
“Pappy?” I said in a shaky voice. “Daddy’s gone.”
When my father died, I was ten. Pappy was the only one who could comfort
me. My mother began drinking heavily in response to his passing. My family lived
in a cramped, stern house ten miles away from Pappy. After my mother and I had
a fight, I called Pappy, filled his car with my clothes, spit my front tooth on the
ground, and left.
My mother was a strict Catholic who enjoyed the wine at communion a little too
much. One Sunday in the summer of 1978, years after my father died, my mother
stumbled into the kitchen where I was making bread at the counter.The screen door
snapped closed like a gunshot. She had been up since five drinking gin and tonic.
She drank especially heavy on Sundays because she went to church and a large part
of her was still angry with The Lord for taking away her husband. She felt that by
being properly sedated she would be able to sit in the pew and sing all of the hymns
with enough fake sincerity that she could convince the church members and herself
that she didn’t resent God and all the crucifixes hanging on the walls.
Her curly brown hair was frizzy from the humid summer air, and was falling
in chunks out of her metal barrette. Her cotton calico dress clung to the sweat on
her thick legs in long dark patches and moved like a wet sheet hanging on a clothes
line.
“Loouisee, what the hhh-ell are you makin’?” she slurred at my thin, rigid
back.
“Bread,” I spoke flatly.
“Oh,” she said breathlessly. “Well, you’re doin’ it wrong.”
My mother walked towards me, her head leaning forward with her feet shuffling
quickly behind as if someone was pulling her along on a dog’s leash. She grabbed
my flour-covered hands too tightly. “You’re kneadin’ it too soft. Be firm, you don’t
want flat bread, do ya?” She tightened her grip in my hands, causing me to wince,
and forced them down into the pale, lifeless dough.
Upon first examination, my mother looked like a Maine version of June Cleaver:
a stay-at-home mother, she loved to cook and clean, still took the time to hand-mend
all of her children’s clothing, and got up early to make all of our lunches. Once the
front door was shut, her plastic smile faded from her lips and a tall glass of gin and
tonic took its place.
Typically, she never became violent when she drank; she just slumped over on
the couch to episodes of “All in the Family.” But occasionally she flexed her motherly
muscles with more force than was necessary.
“Mum, I’m fine; I know how to knead bread.”
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“Well exc-uuuuse me! But last time I checked I was your mother!” She spoke
in an exaggerated tone, her eyes thick with unprovoked, intoxicated anger. “Don’t

back talk me; I raised you better than that!”
My blood ran hot through my veins and my heart pounded up and down in my
chest like pistons in a Chevy.
“No Mom, you didn’t raise me at all!” I shouted, yanking my hands free from her
grasp. Stunned, my mother swayed in her white heels, blinking. As I turned around
from the counter to face her, my mother’s compressed fist landed hard on my left
cheek. She had four older brothers who taught her how to box as a child and she
hadn’t lost her ability to pack every ounce of force into one, quick, unanticipated
jab. Before I could feel the blood pooling in my mouth, I clenched my hands into
balls and drove them into the soft flesh of my mother’s face. She fell to the floor
hard without trying to stop herself. Dust from the flour on my hands covered her
face and hair. She looked up at the ceiling, still blinking, bewildered.
I walked into the living room and looked out the window. My siblings were
gone for the day, fishing at Pappy’s. I picked up the phone and called Pappy’s house.
My ten year old brother Frank answered. I told him that Pappy needed to bring
them home. My mother never exposed her alcoholic temper to any of my younger
siblings. I figured it was because she and I never talked about my father’s death.
I went to my room to pack my stuff. It was small; there was only room for
a stiff twin bed with a scratched wooden frame holding it up. I had a few pictures
on the walls, mostly of Frank and Rebecca; Phyllis hated her buck teeth and shied
away from the camera. On my nightstand sat my favorite photo, my father and
Pappy in France. It was black and white; both were in full Army uniform squinting
in the sunlight, saluting. I found it in an old photo album right after Dad died. After
I emptied the contents of my dresser into my suitcase, I placed the picture softly on
top of my clothes. When I lugged my overstuffed suitcase down the squeaky stairs
into the kitchen, my mother wasn’t lying there anymore. I decided I’d wait out on
the porch for Pappy. He pulled up fifteen minutes later, and my brother and sisters
sprang from the car. They were all so excited about the string of fish they caught
that they didn’t notice me with my swollen cheek.
Pappy sat behind the steering wheel; I knew he couldn’t make out my wounds
either. He was supposed to wear his cataract glasses whenever he drove, but he
rarely did. When his wife Sissy was alive, she never let him drive unless he wore his
glasses. Pappy hated them. “Damn it woman, these glasses are as thick as cow shit!
I can see the road just fine without ‘em,” he used to say to Sissy whenever she told
him to put them on.
I opened the back door and threw my suitcase inside. I noticed something hard
and sharp in my cheek; I spit it onto the ground and realized that it was my left
front molar.
Pappy didn’t have a problem with me living at his house. After Sissy died, he
collapsed back into himself, and was on the verge of dying of heartbreak. I never
understood what people meant when they said that, but I learned when I moved
in with Pappy. He let the house crumble out from under him. It smelled like sour,
decaying pig flesh and stagnant water. Trash blanketed every tile of linoleum, every
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patch of carpet, and every plank of wood in the home. I discovered each type of
flooring after spending a solid week cleaning. The dishes in the sink were caked
with rotting, dried-on food and were piled almost to the ceiling, and covered the
surrounding countertops.
Sissy had died three months earlier of congestive heart failure. She was sixtyfive. Pappy was sixty-eight and on disability because of an old war injury. He was hit
with shrapnel in his left knee and the doctors weren’t able to remove it. He made
very little income by polishing rocks from the river and selling them at Jay’s Market,
the local convenience store. Mostly little kids bought the rocks because Pappy came
up with a story about them. He claimed that they were from ancient Indian burial
grounds and they possessed magical healing powers. He had also drawn a small
image of a Penobscot Indian Chief on the small paper that bore the story and was
taped to the bottom of each rock.
During the rest of the summer I helped him collect rocks and polish them. He
had a crank rock tumbler and because the rocks were already rounded, they didn’t
have to be tumbled too long.
We were sitting on the back lawn next to the river, watching the way the sun
shimmered off its dark surface. It was warm and surprisingly mild for July. Pappy
passed me a handful of rocks and a polishing cloth. I thought the rocks were beautiful
when polished – glossy, iridescent, and gleaming in the light. “Ya know Lou, your
ma misses ya,” he said while carefully working the shine into a small white pebble
with black specks. I had been gone for two months and had no intentions of going
back. I blinked while I watched his calloused, dry hands move in circular motions
over the smooth surface. “I ain’t sayin’ you gotta to go back there, I’m not ya fathah,
but ya should make up with her all the same.”
I taped the small piece of paper to the back of the rock I had been working
on and put it in Pappy’s basket destined for Jay’s. “It ain’t that easy, Pappy. My ma
and I are two of the same beast. We don’t see eye to eye on anything; we’re always
fightin’ and yellin’.”
He raised his head to look at me. “It’ll take time, but you’ll make up with her.”
I decided to keep my feelings towards my mother quiet, and the fact that there most
likely wouldn’t be reconciliation in the near future between the two of us.
I changed schools in the fall because I was still living with Pappy. I made his
meals every night, cleaned the house, and he let me stay there for free. Since I lived
in a small town, word got around that I was living with Pappy. I didn’t have many
friends. I never went drinking in the woods with anyone, or rode around country
roads, or went parking. I shied away from large groups of people and was awkward
in every social situation, which made it impossible to be anything but a large blip
on the radar of my classmates.
When Martha Lewis, the daughter of Harold Lewis, Pappy’s neighbor, found
out that I was living with him, rumors about me sleeping with Pappy ran through
the school like an angry, relentless stampede. I was given the name “Loosy-Lou” by
the third week into classes. If it wasn’t the beginning of my first year there, I would
have told everyone about the side-view mirror off Martha’s father’s Dodge pick-up
54

that was mounted outside of his bedroom window and angled perfectly to view
inside her bedroom. Her father would watch her undress every night, and he would
masturbate while he watched her and her boyfriend Jimmy have sex.
“Look at her, livin’ with that old man. She has to be sleepin’ with him, why
the hell else would she be livin’ there?” I heard Martha say to her circle of friends
congregated in the hall as I walked to my locker.
One of her less cruel friends said, “Maybe she’s his daughter and he never knew
about her.”
Martha’s eyes flared up at her, “Don’t be so stupid Cindy, they’re obviously
lovers. Loosy-Lou isn’t anything but white trash anyway and I’ve seen the way that
old man glares up at my house. I swear he’s tryin’ to see me naked!”
The truth is, Pappy wasn’t looking into Martha’s window. He couldn’t even see
that far. He liked to sit on the porch at night listening to Skeeter Davis and his eyes
always drifted up to the second story windows of Harold’s house. I noticed this one
night while I sat with him. I followed Pappy’s eyes trying to see what he was looking
at, and watched while Harold stroked his penis back and forth to the image of his
daughter wearing nothing but freckles in the side view mirror. I knew he couldn’t
see what was happening because he would have said something. Pappy took a sip
from his can of Budweiser, eyes glued blindly on Harold who was still looking in the
mirror. I felt bad for Martha then.
Martha looked up at me as I walked towards them. She studied my thin frame
and my faded old jeans and t-shirt. They were Sissy’s clothes. I had gone through
her closet one day when I was cleaning the house, and came across some of her old
clothes that I fit into. Pappy said that he didn’t have the heart to throw them away,
and decided to let me have them instead.
Martha’s eyes narrowed on my pale face, taking in my flat complexion, long dark
hair and stony blue eyes. She looked away and mumbled to her crowd “She’s nothin’
but white trash. I don’t know who her mom is, but she clearly wasn’t raised with
any sense of moral decency.” She then flipped her curly, red hair and shot her broad
nose into the air, and marched her wide hips down the hall past me, hitting me with
a wind that smelled of cigarettes and Avon perfume. “Tramp,” she spat at me.
I froze. My feet stuck to the waxy linoleum. “Martha,” I said as my face grew
hot.
She turned her heavy body around to face me. “Did you say something, LoosyLou?” she said with a smile sprouting on her lips as her friends laughed at her
boldness.
“Does your father pay you when he’s done jerking off to you?”
Martha’s face turned white and the laughter from her friends grew louder.
“My father does not jerk off to me! Your shriveled old man of a boyfriend does!”
The laughter kept growing.
“Haven’t you ever wondered what that mirror is doing outside of your father’s
room?”
She paused, stunned that anyone else had noticed it. “It’s for bird watching!”
she said, pathetically trying to convince herself.
“The only bird he’s been watching is the one naked as a jay bird in your
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room!”
Martha’s mouth hung open, and red blotched her face. Most of her friends
stopped laughing when they realized what had been said, but Cindy kept going. “Jay
bird!” she cried, clutching her stomach, “that was a riot!”
By Thanksgiving my mother decided to have Frank call me at Pappy’s. He called
her right after I moved in and let her know I was safe with him, not “out roamin’
the streets” as he put it. She made my brother call me occasionally on her behalf.
I could hear her whispering what to say or ask me in the background, followed by
the distinct sound of the ice cubes in her glass of gin and tonic. She never asked if I
wanted to talk to her because she didn’t want to have to make the first step in the
direction of an apology. Stubbornness was a trait there was no shortage of in our
bloodline, and my mother and I harbored most of it in our veins.
She had Frank call me in the beginning of November to see if I was going to
come home for Thanksgiving. She whispered to him “She can bring Pappy with her
too. I’m makin’ enough food for half the town.” I blinked my irritation away as I
heard these words repeated half-heartedly to me by my brother.
“No thanks Frank. I’ll stay here. Me and Pappy are gonna have our own
Thanksgiving. I’m plannin’ on usin’ Sissy’s recipes; we’ll be fine but thank you
anyway.”
My mother tried again at Christmas, but she never had Frank ask me if I would
come back home to stay. I declined her one-day-pass invitation again. I felt in complete
control of the situation. I thought I had my mother dangling from my fingers like a
marionette. I was content living with Pappy and having us with our injured hearts
celebrating holidays together, living with our strange, symbiotic relationship. I needed
to be needed, and Pappy needed to be taken care of. He thanked me for cleaning
his house and complimented my cooking.
On a snowy night in March, I asked Pappy if he could drive me into town for
some hamburger. I wanted to make Sissy’s famous meatloaf for supper. We climbed
into his old Ford that coughed and choked in refusal when Pappy started the engine.
The frozen coils of the seat stung the backs of my legs through the worn upholstery.
Pappy still refused to wear his cataract glasses, and as a result was forced to lean his
face over the steering wheel to see the road.
We roared down the empty side streets with the windshield wipers on high. The
snow was heavy and clung like small tentacles to the rubber blades, preventing them
from being effective. The plows hadn’t been out yet by the time we reached the four
lanes that edged the paper mill. Pappy started picking up speed because his foot was
falling asleep.The lines were covered with snow, and it appeared that we were the first
car to travel the road since it started falling.We straddled the middle of the two sets of
lanes, when we saw a large pair of headlights crest the hill in front of us like a sunrise.
“Pappy, move over! We’re in their lane!”
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“What ah you talkin’ about, I’m in my lane.”
“Pappy please move over he’s gonna hit us!”
“Bastahd bettah not.”
“Look out!”
There was a loud screech followed by a quick smash. The big orange steel plow
grinded on top of the hood, crumpling it like a piece of paper. I felt my body lurch
forward. I saw a bright bluish-white light and the world slowly became a deep
crimson then darkened to black. I felt warm, wet, and sticky all over. There was a
metallic scent suspended in the air. I thought it was the car.
I woke up in a hospital bed with plastic tubes in my nose and hoses exiting
and entering my body at the backs of my hands. The tubes carried in the medicine
and carried out most of the pain. My doctor told me that I had three broken ribs,
two shattered knees, a broken left arm, and a broken nose. He told me we hit a
snowplow. Pappy was worse off than me, they said. He had lost “significant amounts
of blood” when the bottom edge of the plow sliced his leg and his face broke though
the windshield. He was in the ICU.
“You were lucky you didn’t end up there yourself,” the doctor explained in a
monotonous tone. He left the room and passed my nurse. She was a large woman
wearing her starched white uniform like armor. “There’s someone here to see you,”
she said in a deep voice.
Frank’s dark head peered into the room hesitantly. I was relieved to see him
but I couldn’t talk because my broken ribs made it impossible to breath without
wincing. He walked into the room, nodding his head at someone behind him. My
mother appeared in the doorway, disheveled and red-faced. There were pink stains
on her cheeks from where her tears had fallen, and the curls in her hair were too
tired to remain coiled. She looked like she hadn’t slept in days. Her eyes were gray
and looked apologetic and there were layers of relief, sorrow, and regret etched
into the lines of her face.
My eyes grew wide. She ran to me, sobbing, and put her hand over mine. “Thank
God you’re okay!” she choked out, placing her cold hand on the same cheek eight
months earlier she had met with her fist. I could smell the alcohol on her breath,
and though I stiffened when she hugged me, I didn’t pull away.
“Just as soon as you’re all set to go, I’m takin’ you home with me, Louise,” she
explained.
“What about Pappy?” I managed to ask.
“He’s comin’ too.”
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Lee Cart

You Better Look Again

When my husband and I married, we both wanted children and settled on two as
the optimum number to have. We hoped for a boy and a girl and that they would be
good playmates for each other. I got pregnant right away and had a boy. A year and
a half passed; I got pregnant again and nine months later, we had another boy. My
husband was content with his two sons and felt our family was now complete. I still
wanted a girl, though, and this desire grew ever stronger when my niece was born.
Holding her sweet body, all wrapped in a fluffy pink blanket, brought tears to my
eyes. Even though our sons were four and two, I knew we had to try again.
Over a matter of months, I secretly charted my ovulations and secretions to find
the optimum time to conceive a girl and slowly talked my husband into the concept
of another child. He was reluctant at first, pointing out to me all the drawbacks of
another child: the endless breast feedings and diaper changes, the need for a bigger
vehicle to transport a larger family, the lack of time to devote to my writing as I
would need to be on-duty for yet another toddler, the chance we could have yet
another son. However, I kept conjuring up pictures of a little girl in our family and
he finally agreed we should get pregnant once again.
We waited for the window of opportunity to open, and tried for several days
using various “girl producing” positions. I kept my legs in the air after ejaculation,
didn’t climax myself, and basically tried anything to ensure that the slower swimming
female sperm had a chance to reach the egg. Within days of conception, I knew I
was pregnant.
I was due in July and the winter months passed slowly. I struggled through
months of morning sickness, only finding relief from the nausea by eating very
bitter chocolate. Everyone who saw me, and remembered how I had carried the
boys, knew I must be carrying a girl. My belly was rounder, the baby was much
higher, and the nausea was far worse than the first two pregnancies; all my friends
said these were all sure signs of a girl.
It was a muggy, sticky night in July when my contractions began. The midwife and I
moved upstairs to the bedroom we’d prepared for the birth while Duane hurriedly
put our sons,Yule and Johann, to bed. Within minutes, the midwife saw I was close
to giving birth. She called to my husband and he joined us in the bedroom, and held
my hand while I screamed out loud with effort and pain. The amniotic sac hadn’t
ruptured and I felt like I was birthing a bowling ball. My crotch blazed with heat as
the baby’s head began to crown. Finally, the sac ruptured as the head passed into the
world and the rest of the body followed in a huge gush of warm fluids. The midwife
caught the slippery bundle and called out, “It’s a boy!”
“You better look again!” flew from my mouth without any thought. Duane
gasped, and then looked himself.
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“Yup, it’s a boy,” he said.
“Are you sure?” I asked, thinking the umbilical cord might be lying in the way
of a proper view of the genitals.
“He’s definitely a boy,” the midwife reassured me as she cut the cord.
A boy? How was that possible? After all the careful planning, the proper timing,
the “signs” of it being a girl, how did we wind up with a third son? Tears of exhaustion,
frustration and disappointment leaked from the corners of my eyes. The midwife
balanced Finn on my chest. He was slick and slippery and I hugged his wet body
so he wouldn’t slide off me; I smelled his honey-scented skin, felt his tiny breaths
on my bare breast as he searched for the nipple. Duane mopped my sweaty brow
with a damp, cool cloth, saw the look in my eyes and turned away. My eyes said it
all; this had been my last chance for a girl and we had failed. I knew from Duane’s
look that he was disappointed, too. After months of cajoling him into having a third
child, I had boosted his hopes for a daughter and now we had a third son. What had
we done? That night, the three of us slept in the double bed together, Finn’s small
body wedged tight against my chest. He nuzzled my nipple every few hours and I
fed him but felt no joy in his nursing.
The next morning, our two older sons crept into the room to see their brother.
Yule, our oldest, took one look, saw it was another brother and ran off to play.
Johann, our second son, was entranced with this new plaything and spent most of
the first day sitting with me in the room, watching me feed and change Finn. Only
when Johann left the room, did I cry for our loss. It took Duane a few weeks to
adjust to our third son. It took me longer to accept him. Although Finn was a joy,
a happy, healthy and care-free baby, I found myself crying at odd moments for the
girl I didn’t have. The tiny dresses I had purchased at a yard sale got shoved in a bag
and dropped off at Goodwill. But over time, my post-partum depression lifted and
Finn became my son, my youngest, and that’s all that mattered.
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Becca Park

Using The Insanity Plea:
An Excerpt

August 15th, 1964
Fuck, I really wish I had a basketball hoop in my driveway. Jordy Thompson and
Michael Jameson both have one, with flashy new netting and shit. Michael’s even
got a picture on his backboard. I don’t know what it is, but I always see something
swirled and purple when I drive by his house. I asked Mom about getting one, but
all she keeps talking about are her damn kitchen knives. I swear she’s been saving up
years for those things. She keeps muttering about how our knives just aren’t up to
par anymore, and that she needs “something that can cut through a damn aluminum
can, and won’t settle for anything less.” Our knives may be dull, but they can cut
through dope just fine.
I don’t think getting new knives is going to make Mom any happier. She keeps
saying they will, but I know better. I think she’s really sick. She lies in bed a lot, even
more than me. When I was a kid, I don’t really remember seeing her around all that
much. Maybe Dad’s getting back at her by taking his stupid classes. What does he
need a college degree for anyway? He could just work on the trains down in Wells
like Grandpa. That’s what I’m going to do. Less school, more money, that’s how I
like to play. Maybe if Dad came home more often, Mom wouldn’t be so angry. He
could do work for his classes right here in our living room, I could build him a great
big desk with drawers and filing systems. He could eat his cashews in peace, like he
does when he’s watching television or pretending to think real hard. I think eating
his cashews at home would be more relaxing, you know, and he wouldn’t even have
to worry about anyone snacking on his stash since me and Mom are both allergic.
The library he studies at doesn’t allow food, but he tells me he sneaks them anyway,
pouring the packets into his pockets in Aisle 7, then walking out the door complaining
how this “goddamn Mom-and-Pop grocery store,” doesn’t sell his favorite brand of
soy sauce. I think he’s a genius. A stupid genius, but still a genius. Maybe if Dad could
just eat his cashews out of a bowl, Mom wouldn’t need her kitchen knives, and I
wouldn’t want a basketball hoop. He’d be home all the time, and he could drive me
to the courts and Mom would smile at us out the window like in those Tropicana
commercials. She wouldn’t be tired all the time and she wouldn’t have to watch
television, and then she wouldn’t even think about the knives. But he won’t listen
to any of us, he calls us “socially fucked morons” when he comes home from the
bar after studying. Me and Mom eat dinner in silence, but he eats his cashews with
pride, mixed with sweat and lint, and Mom is dying and I’m trying to escape. Tough
times right now. Especially when I can hear that ball bouncing on the pavement all
the way down the street.
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Linsey Albrecht
Accretion
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DJ Taylor

Something Ancient

going to be very fucking Indian...
—Sherman Alexie, The Lone Ranger and Tonto Fistfight in Heaven

now I understand how fire can come alive.
my eyes stretch themselves open
in the low orange glow
and I feel my spirit start to climb
real slow up through the hollow of my throat
to what I’m trying to expect. I’ve only heard a few stories passed down. my ancestors
would chant and they called mushrooms something different: the
flesh of the gods.
tiny planets from heaven fall through the air
and crater the ground around me.
they twitch and start to roll
in place, my legs crossed
into something ancient. Venus wants to sit in my lap
long enough for her to tear into my chest while
everything is breathing real and hard, chanting, I’m so small I can’t find my heart
it’s plummeting
backwards, surging through time
locked in a cloud of smoldering bark and resins
to purify the temple rising with a thousand eyes
past the top of my throat. I exhale
and release my spirit to a euphoric dance
wisping effortlessly around the grounded planets—
hovering, kissing the sand, holding tight the fire
child of love, quick with flame—and heavy silence,
collecting decibels in the dark
I melt like Neptune’s bluest blues into Nature. the trees, the water flows in me I
am them. “we are never without each other” She says. She’s taking me, I’m letting
her take all of me.
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Jared Paradee
Necropolis
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Ryan Ouimet

Shuffle
I

I am seven and running hard. I am chasing Tot, my fat, matted sheep dog. The
rope between us is wrapped around my wrist twice. It pulses and yanks and I can
tell now that the sun is directly above me. I am slipping between things, something
ominous that sends me outside my head in jerking, jumping rhythms. I feel the
ground moving under four feet. I feel my paws. I hold in my hand a stick for a sword
fight, I must conquer the legion of men at the edge of the river. I must not let them
cross. Tot is my sidekick.
I feel my wet, wide tongue dripping sweat, something is not right. I feel the
rubbing of the stick between my fingers, sliding rough and up against the band-aid
whose job it is to keep all my blood inside. Something is wrong, I feel my heart
beating too fast and then just right, the ground is far away and then very near, roaring
up at me. I can smell the earth, its wet, writhing life beneath the surface. I stop, I
am lost in thought, everything is rushing, Tot looks to me, I let go.
“I am James. I am James.” I say aloud, making sure of it. It has always been true.
Every day I have been James. “I am James.” Tot says nothing. He didn’t feel it. He
urges me forward, the river is up ahead, there are men poised to take the land, I
must defeat them. I must claim this land my own. “I am James.” I am certain of it.
I just was caught up, in that raw moment, that experience of battle. The wet grass
springs me forward.
II
Emily is face-down, dreaming wildly, shifting her feet as if skating. I want
to brush her hair lightly, or give her a sharp kick. Instead I slide, out from under
sweaty sheets, towards the door. The bedroom is cramped and hot because the air
conditioning is out and it is summer in the city. The living room is terrible too, but
won’t be as hot once I open a window. I throw it up and open and a damp gust hits
me in the gut.
I turn on the television; Emily was watching VH1 last night and so it’s still on.
It’s a reality show, a replay. There are only three women left, angry and battling for
this 80’s rock star. I know him, he was on a record I owned at some other time.
The news is less than fascinating; it is fragmented and aggressive, only violent
and predictable. There is a war. There is a missing woman whose name is Shelley.
The reporter’s suit is just about as perfect as a suit can be. I watch sports highlights
because here I understand the goal. In ten minutes, I will have to get up, pull my self
away from the chattering box and jump in the shower. I have work in two hours. I
hear Emily’s feet hit the floor.
“Hon, turn off the TV?” Her voice is light and floats out our window.
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“Just doing that.”
“Do you need the car?”
“Actually, I was going to just walk.”
WE
I am being told to not move. I am being told to “lay on your stomach with your
arms spread out.” This is a mistake. I am not William Blake, but that’s whose name
he shouts at me, saying, “you are under arrest for the murder of Shelley Blake.”
I am told I have the right to remain silent. I begin to introduce myself to make
it known that I am not William Blake, I don’t know Shelley, I am sorry she’s been
killed but–
I’m cut off hard, with blinding smacks. I would have told them that I am James
Lowry, I live right off Bleeker, just moved in with a woman named Emily, and
Domino, a ferret, and certainly–
“You are looking for someone else.” I finally make this known. However,
Detective Oliver does not know this, or does not believe it, he says–
“No Billy, we found you.Your father-in-law made sure of it, he would have shook
the city up and down, would have torn up the concrete just to find you. Did you
think you could stay in this city and not be caught? We were all looking for you.”
There is no one else in here so I assume that he meant he and all of his fellow officers
of law. The room is hot; I think that they use this as technique. I like it warm, I am
not William Blake, I have nothing to sweat.
“I’m not Blake. My name is James Lowry, you should look at my wallet. This is
a mistake –” I almost call him sir, but remember he is wrong, this will be in papers,
the public will know, compensation will be due for my fat lip, my stained dress shirt,
the splotch of blood shaped like the nation of Japan.
“I will bring my laundry ticket so you can pay for this,” and I point to that spot
like an angry customer. I would like to say, see sir, it’s stained, and the state of NewYork
is responsible and what if the state were permitted to rough up just any citizen, we’d all be
stained and battered, fearful, living in communist Russia, or China, that fat red empire. But
I don’t say those things because Detective Oliver’s eyes are twisted and angry, and
I can tell he is a man whose anger needs avoiding.
“What is this? Are you going for insanity? It won’t work, you’re transparent,
we know you did it, we know who you are, you didn’t even have a wallet on you,
Blake. You had a cell phone; the last call was to your brother. You’re fucked.” The
walls are sweating and damp with stale anger. Oliver waits for a response, his face
swelling with blood, I think if I speak too suddenly, too forcefully, he might pull his
pistol. All I want is to tell him–
“That is a mistake. I always carry my wallet. Did you take it? Take my fingerprints,
my blood, my semen. Call my girlfriend, talk to my ferret. I’m not your man.” So
Oliver asks for a phone number, an address, some proof. I give him all my numbers:
social, birth, license, home address, home telephone, Emily’s cell-phone. He leaves,
looking over his shoulder, a very tight and angry man. My vision seems off, the room
is blurred and it has been this way since the smack. I imagine lump sums of money,
66

paid monthly, time off work, ease, the ability to walk past a New York cop and feel
in control, arrogant and untouchable.
Then he’s coming back in, saying Emily is on her way, a cruiser just picked her
up.
“She says James Lowry is her boyfriend. What is this? It doesn’t matter if some
chick you’re with says you’re Lowry, or whoever. After she gets here we’ll get the
real story out of her, and if she doesn’t know, it won’t matter. You’re going right
now for a blood test. At five, Dr. Madison, your father-in-law, will be in. He wants
to identify you.” I understand. I know more than he does. I see the rest of my
evening unfold – Emily comes in, says I am me. The blood in my veins, the blood
that’s always been in my veins, says I am me. I go home. I make love, ice my lip and
kiss the ferret goodnight.
“I don’t know him,” Emily is saying, and I am starting to smile at that friendly
face Oliver wears, but then I listen to what she says again and I’m lost.
“This is not James Lowry?” Oliver asks, but he is looking right at me, big red
face and all.
“I’ve never seen him.” I’m swimming in thought, I’m blown away, I am trying
to figure out how to respond, what to yell.
“What are you talking about, Emily?”
“I don’t know you.”
“Yes you do, we have a ferret, his name is Domino, we just moved into the little
place off Bleeker, you made me paint the bedroom maroon even though it is ugly.
We have dinner plans for seven.” She looks terrified of me.
“How do you know that?”
I am starting to stand, and I am being slammed down. They take her away. My
blood will back me up. My fingers will tell the truth.
What did I do this morning? What have I done to Emily? Did I forget to feed
Domino?
Oliver is staring hard into my face, like he’s trying to look into me.
“I am James Lowry. She must be kidding. This has to be a joke.” My face is red.
This is conspiracy.
I am William? Something is wrong, a switch, a violent movement. My sense of
center escapes me. I can’t remember my favorite book. I can’t see my favorite meal.
I can’t see my favorite sexual position. I was James and I am certain of it.
IV
“...and this cop, Oliver, wouldn’t let me leave. He kept asking all these questions.
He asked me at least twenty times if I was sure I’d never met William Blake. He
wanted to know if we had noticed anyone watching our house. It was terrifying, he
knew all these things – about Domino, about the maroon walls in the bedroom.” I
am hearing this pour from Emily’s mouth; she speaks fast and hard like it is ripping
out from inside her. She tells me everything: the smell of the room, the look on
Blake’s face – stunned and empty – the solemn confusion. Deja vu. I had felt this all. I
experienced slippage, had entered a mind. I felt this great heave, diaphragmatic, deep
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within my gut, rolling upward through the chest, creeping under my ears, biting at
my brainstem. I smell the dream world, a sickness sitting in my stomach, heavy deja
vu. I start to speak but she keeps tearing through the narrative of her strange day.
“Can you believe that this person tried to claim he was you? They arrested him
just two blocks from where you work.” I remember it, walking hard, to the office,
to the job, to the desk. Could I have missed the switch? I am so like every soul I
bump. I didn’t realize I was operating a different motor. The collective American
brain, the social brain exists, the radio-mass envelops the city shuffle. I am as unique
as bird-shit. I am a carbon copy. My cheeks flush, I realize that–
“I need some time alone. I have to go upstairs, work on some things. I’m a bit
behind at work. I need some time.” I watch her face as she tells me it’s fine. She will
continue her story later, I should–
“go to your fucking work.” So I go, up the stairs, into the bedroom, shut the
door. I need stillness, one room, one brain, one set of thoughts. I reach the bed.
From behind, doggy style, that is my favorite sexual position.
“I am James. I am James.” Mantra.
V
The crowd moves as a wave, pulling in and pushing out, slick, fabric bodies,
tight in suits, sliding beside one another, opening channels for brief and stuttered
movement. The courtroom doors draw us together, we are at the mouth of the
river, a collective of interested parties being pulled into the room where William
Blake will stand trial, a playboy Manhattan murderer.The eye of the press is heavy, a
focused lens. I secured a seat with a plea of curiosity, I am the man Blake pretended
to be upon arrest.
Blake enters. His face was mine, I see him and the volume, the shout of the room
hushes, I focus, I see nothing of myself in him. His head is down, he is shamed, the
room throws its anger at him silently. There is more: the mild delight. This is the
rumble of the acknowledgement of a new distraction, the “celebrity court case”;
more smiles are present than is polite. There is an absence of shock and no great
mother’s hand to come down, to smack the wrist of the boy with the booming laugh
at the funeral. Something is violent in their curiosity.
“Who are you here with?” The woman next to me is shouting. She is shoving
a press pass in my face. “My husband works for NBC, he got me in.” I stare at her
long enough, but I don’t say anything, there is too much to explain, she is entering
into all this too late, I would burden her with even the most condensed version. I
break her gaze, say nothing, she takes a hint and I hear her repeated introduction
to the next audience member over. We rise for the judge. We pay him our respects.
The proceedings proceed. Photos are displayed. They are violently grainy, wet hair
splayed on hard marble, jig-sawed hunks of skull, the anger of a life taken out on a
body. I feel brief slaps of guilt, of sameness with the creator of this bloody art show.
Dr. Madison takes the stand.
“I noticed changes in William. He seemed put-off by our visit that night. He even
told me off in the hallway before we left. He told me that he owed nothing to me,
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that he had built his company of his own will, he said with or without my money,
he’d still be the same man. He went on and on about the American dream, how he
had tasted it. I never meant to make him feel as though he were in debt, he was a
part of the family, I lent him the money fully believing in his abilities. I never knew
he was so disturbed. He’s an animal. I can’t believe I left my daughter with him.” A
big, wet burst sputters from under the old man’s pinched brow, he wheezes and then
buries his head.Tissues are brought. Cameras follow tissues being brought.William
Blake takes the stand. He gets around to the meat and bones of it:
“I remember hitting her, hard, over and over again, with the handle –” My
stomach jumps and tells me to jump, run, go. I start thinking of heavy, metal handles
and Emily, her pretty head, round and smelling sweetly. I start thinking about the
rest of the heads. All tuned into to Blake, all facing forward. Heads behind lenses,
searching for angles, imagery, mournful faces. Lawyers, family members, community
leaders, anchormen – all of them are open and each one accessible. I start to panic.
I imagine being pulled away again, the shift, the wide tongue, the four feet touching
the ground. The heads around me seem to pull, the great American black hole, an
angry storm of static and blood. I am James.
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Mollie Lyne
High-Caliber Hotdog
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Jacques Rancourt

Landscape with Queers

In my mind, a pond cool
with morning, the vibrato
of a loon, bearing a bulb
of blonde fur on its back, flutters
from the dark chambers
of its throat and across
the glassy lake flats. Here,
the serenity of sun on water
screens the air yellow, this
golden vision of normality,
far removed from
where somewhere a drag queen’s
foundation ignites a gay
night club, laser lights isolate
men leaping like trout at dusk,
slick boys in the backrooms
where they hum, knotting
their eyebrows together
from the sinking deeper of me,
again and again, until the night
no longer blackens, until
the blue bus of ecstasy abandons
the 4a.m. subway terminal, shedding
itself from my shivering curtains.
Instead, I am drawn to what’s not
drawn to me; instead, I dream
about my partner and me mistaking
our mouths for the sunrise, ourselves
for the cedars growing quietly
by the lakeside’s gentle lapping,
this made-up life for something
out of memory.
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Monique Trundy
Up
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Contributor’s Notes

Dear future, hello. Things are well here in the
past. I’m living on my own in an apartment and
will be graduating from college in May. If you
can, please make mainstream entertainment
fun again. I look forward to seeing you, as I’m
very much anticipating what exciting things you
have in store for me. And now, I set adrift this
message to float further into the past. Hugs and
sloppy kisses. Love always, Linsey Albrecht

Courtney Marie Bengtson loves you without
knowing how, or when, or from where.

David Bersell is a junior creative writing
major from Derry, NH. He enjoys trying
new and disparate genres, while continually
writing poetry and creative non-fiction. He
also contributes to the Farmington Flyer and
looks forward to writing for the Daily Bulldog
as an intern this fall.

Amy Blankenship rides a bicycle made of commas,
eats her quotation flakes for breakfast,uses paragraph
break toothpaste and worships the religion of semicolon.

Hellen Bourque firmly believes there is a great
pastureland in Heaven where all the lost animals
roam.

Lee Cart is a senior in UMF’s Creative Writing
program. She lives in Wellington ME with her
family and two cats and while at home is usually
surrounded by papers and books. Upon graduation,
Lee hopes to read more, write more, travel more
and oh, yeah, find a job, preferably requiring reading
and writing even more.

Kate Chianese grew up in Los Angeles before
deciding to transfer to UMF to experience a small
town with an abundance of trees. Kate enjoys
writing, traveling and piano concertos.

Amie Daniels loves trees, thinks Gwen Steffani
(back in the No Doubt days) was amazing, wanted
to change her name to Willow or Rain or Meadow,
is usually barefoot when it’s not too cold, still wears
overalls, enjoys climbing trees, wants to visit Ireland
and Scotland and Amsterdam, doesn’t wear nail
polish, thinks industrial hemp should be legal to
grow in the U.S., wants to live on a farm, strongly
encourages individualism, loves all animals, and
thinks the word “hippie” is overused.

Max DeMilner credits his many astounding talents
to the fact that he has never eaten scrambled eggs.

Hayden Golden thinks the only thing interfering
with his learning is his education. Despite all
that, he writes and takes pictures, but refuses to
romanticize any art because it takes Herculean
effort to succeed. He also enjoys burying his feet
in the cool sand as the frigid and placid Maine ocean
ebbs over them, while reading Plath or
C. K. Williams.

Rachel Helm, according to Matthew Luzitano,
is a rich goddess-alien living amongst mere
humans. She tries to understand the simplicities of
Earth-life. Knitting, mortality, Antique Road Show,
that sort of thing. Frankly, it’s all a tad mundane when
compared to intergalactic television, competitive
star-eating, and cosmo-soccer. Someday, she will
return to her goddess planet in a spacecraft made
out of mostly gold and extra-terrestrial currency
and fueled by human teeth.

Becca Kanner once had a conversation with a very
talented writer. The writer told her that he could
never speak in a visual language and was only really
capable of writing well. She then took a second to
realize that she couldn’t speak in a written language
- only visual. It is through this conversation that she
realizes she has no business writing a bio.

Matt Luzitano, according to Rachel Helm: Is
an accomplished writer who learned to “write”
when he still in the womb. Though he did not
have enough dexterity to hold a pen he learned to
bang out his beautiful thoughts on the uterine wall
through Morse code, which his mother diligently
translated.

WANTED: Mollie Lyne. She is a very dangerous
person. We suspect that Mollie Lyne is a threat to
society and will harm you if you throw cereal at
her. When you see her do not approach her in case
of her death stare. Please contact your local grocery
store in which they will know how to handle the
situation. Let it be known that Mollie Lyne will
stop for no one.

Jada Molton is a sophomore Creative Writing
and Anthropology/Sociology Major. She loves
to work on all genres of writing, but explore
the crevices of fiction and poetry. She also
enjoys all art, the impressionistic, the realistic,
and the photographic. Her greatest loves are
her massive English Setter and her mini Lop
rabbit.

Elizabeth Oakland is interested in adventures,
writing, feminism and gardens. After graduation,
she will tour the country with the radical feminist
musical/artistic group, The Honeybee Manifesta.

Casey O’Malley is a first year creative writing
major from Rhode Island. She kinda lives inside a
box. It’s a pretty big box, so it’s not that bad, but
a box all the same. She has spent her entire life
trying to get out of the box and has the stubby nails
to prove it. She enjoys hiking alone, getting lost
and building her own personal library. Visit her
website at www.caseyomalley.com to poke fun or
send messages of devotion.

Ryan Ouimet was born sometime ago in Brooklyn,
New York. He has lived in three states, and hopes
to find himself in many more. Often times he
becomes concerned with the general eeriness of
things and feels the need to talk about it with ink.
He writes and resides at present in Farmington,
ME where he is continuing his education, as well
as publication of prose.

Jared Paradee is a graduate of the KVCC OTA
Program. He is a transfer student currently majoring
in Community Health Education. His preferred
medium is drawing, and he has attended Conceptual
Drawing and Contemporary Surrealism classes.

Becca Park comes out black and white on color
film, as documented by Miss Taylor.

Gavin Pickering is a recent graduate of UMF with
a Secondary Education English Major and a theatre
minor. He has written a few full-length plays and
many monologues as well as short stories and
poems.These two monologues are from a collection
that was performed recently at the Alumni Theatre
at UMF. As he is from Northern Maine, Nature (as
well as the rural lifestyle) has a great influence on
what he writes, as can be seen as an underlying
thread in these pieces.

My name is Ryan Pickering. Unfortunately, I have
never quite liked my name, but it’s growing on me.
I love mail. I love mail even if it’s bills, because I
love filling out checks. I also love (some) people,
pasta, Judy Garland, parsley, and etymology. I also
love cheesy romantic comedies and cheese. I also
love exclamation points and points of ellipses...

Jacques Rancourt’s work has been published or
is forthcoming from Cimarron Review, Allegheny
Review, Rumble, Ripple, and anthologized in
Dzanc’s Best of the Web 2008. In the fall, he will
pilgrimage to Madison,Wisconsin with plans to live
on an isthmus and make Lorrie Moore his wife.

Renee Marie Scott is a Senior at the University
of Maine at Farmington majoring in Secondary
Education, concentrating in History, and minoring
in Religion. Originally from New Hampshire she
now resides in Farmington. A lover of music she is
a vocalist in UMF’s newest music sensation: RScott
and KDay. Tetris, America and the BoSox are cited
as the inspiration for her work.Teacher by morning,
photographer by afternoon, musician by night she
is always out testing the norm.

Kristen Start is a freshman Creative Writing major
with a side passion for photography and photo
editing. Writing generally follows the romantic
or realistic themes while photography is whatever
her camera is pointing at. She finds particular
amusement in putting her camera in Super-Macro
mode and seeing what details turn up. She also has a
slight obsession with Picnik, as any facebook friends
would be able to tell.

J amie S trout is a senior at UMF with an
Individualized Major in Art and Creative Writing.
She began writing non-fiction but believes she has
found her niche in fiction. She does her best thinking
in the shower which is why they take her so long.

DJ T aylor is somewhere in the lit wicks of
candles.

Monique Trundy does not have anything witty or
intelligent to say about herself or the photos she
has submitted (though she wishes she did). She
hopes that people like what they see. If you don’t
like her pictures, that’s okay, just tare the page
with her picture on it out of the book, she won’t
be offended.

