The Sandy River Review
Fall 2011 ~ Volume 30 ~ Issue 1

Editor-in-Chief

Emma Deans

Assistant Editor

Kelsey E. Moore

Cover Art 		

“On the Fence”
Jessica Deans

			

The Sandy River Review is published every semester in
conjuction with Alice James Books and the University of Maine
at Farmington Writers’ Guild. Special thanks to the Creative
Writing faculty and students and the members of the UMF
Writers’ Guild for their continued support. Each contributor
retains the copyright to any submitted material, and it cannot
be reproduced without the author’s consent. The editors of
the Sandy River Review are solely responsible for its content.
Opinions herein do not necessarily reflect those of the editors,
the University of Maine at Farmington, or Alice James Books.
Submissions to the Sandy River Review are accepted on a rolling
basis and they may be e-mailed to srreview@gmail.com.
The Sandy offers special thanks to Pat O’Donnell and Julia
Bouwsma for their work in advising and copyediting.

Table of Contents
Alive (Editor’s Note) ~ Emma Deans

ix

After School ~ Max Eyes

1

Je Ne Regrette Rien ~ Matthew Daigle

3

Broken Mouth ~ Noelle Dubay

5

Out of the Kitchen ~ Carl Palmer

7

The Difference ~ Ellen Marlow

8

Digging out of Winter ~ Jeffrey Alfier

16

Razors ~ Max Eyes

17

At Grandpa’s Grave in December ~ Sarah Gauvin

18

People Living Lives Other Than My Own ~ Connor Lofink

20

At the Airport Gates ~ Devany Greenwood

22

Chess in Amsterdam ~ Tara Haley

24

Sawdust and Stardust ~ Abrahamm Beane

25

Chime ~ Casey O’Malley

41

Performance ~ Jane Blanchard

42

Eyes ~ CeCe Totten

43

Drowning ~ Callie Koenig

45

No Standing ~ Dianna Allen

47

Construction Flesh ~ Darren Smart

48

Workin’ Hard ~ Ben Dunbar

49

Rehab on Eagle Lake ~ Sarah Gauvin

50

Three Narratives ~ Beth Walk

51

Francis Lloyd Marlow ~ Ellen Marlow

53

The Only Fight ~ Shannah Cotton

54

Bull’s Eye ~ Ben Dunbar

56

That Smile ~ Marcelle Hutchins

57

Contributors’ Notes

62

Editors’ Notes

69

Letter From the Editor

Alive

Emma Deans
Editor, Fall 2011 Issue

She treads down a steep hill to the lake, thick, red Virginian dirt
staining her sneakers. She stomps over the wooden bridge, retrieves a
pole, and walks to the water’s bank. Her thumb presses the button down,
arm swings back and forth in one smooth motion, thumb releases, and
her bait sinks below the surface, ready for its prey. Slowly, she reels
in the line, playing puppet master to a rubbery green salamander. He
slithers along the muddy bed, innocently shining his red and gold specks,
teasing, daring, taunting, “Come on Mr. Bass.”
She hears a shout, a tail flaps wildly against the water. A boat
rocks at the right side of the lake. Tucker Sr. jumps and hollers, “John’s
got him. Goddamn! Look at the size of that bass!” Tucker brings in
the small fishing boat, motor grumbling. He grabs his camera phone,
grinning with a cigar held firmly between his teeth, eyebrows raised,
margarita in hand. John holds up his fish for the photographer, turning it
sideways to enlarge its size. He carefully lifts the hook up and out. His
victim pauses, then swims away.
***
She traces fingers over Redwood bark as old as the country’s
independence. Bark weathered by centuries of Californian mist. Bark
whose family members have been stripped naked and shipped to
lumberyards across the world.
Where the Redwood forest meets the Pacific coast, Roosevelt elk
antlers peek through maidenhair ferns. Water droplets bubble on laurel,
ponderosa pine, and heart-shaped sorrel. The imported palm trees in the
town’s center square shake their leaves, what are we doing here? She
wonders what it would be like to live forever in a land of green.
***
She sits on driftwood on the longest stretch of earth left
untouched along the coast in the land of free. A large star melts into
the Pacific. Watching hazy orange sink into cool blue, she thinks of the
class clown who liquefied crayons on the radiator in junior high, plastic
Crayola tang smacking the air.
But she is miles and years from then, and Mary is wearing a
knitted cap. Mary has flecks of gold, and the air has flecks of gold, and
the tents and packs and travelers have not missed home one bit.
It’s the kind of evening when time spreads wide, and memories
ix

tiptoe inside. She remembers making water angels beneath an infinite
Wyoming sky. She remembers molecules beading onto her skin, gliding
across her hair. She remembers the grizzly.
She looks at the melting star. She smells sea salt. She rubs sand
between her fingers. Just to remember.

x

“It starts with this: put your desk in the corner, and every time you sit
down there to write, remind yourself why it isn’t in the middle of the
room. Life isn’t a support system for art. It’s the other way around.”
-Stephen King

Nonfiction

After School
Max Eyes

This is the highway. We are in our Honda. It is purple, but a dull,
unintriguing shade. Mom’s window is cracked, small streams of smoke
whisping away. The radio is off.
“Where are they all going?” I wonder, sitting in the passenger seat.
My short, fragile body can barely see over the dashboard. I can hear the
speed of the cars next to us, but can only see the large trucks like the ones
I have in my toy chest.
We are on our way to Swanky Frank’s for hot dogs and fries. My
mother prefers Ripley’s Dogs, but I hate the thick cloud of smog in the
air just as much as I hate the crisp taste of a blackened sandwich. If
someone forgets to pick me up from school, the promise is that we have
to get a snack after school.
“They are going all sorts of places,” my mother adds, a cigarette
resting on her lips while she drives. She always keeps two hands on the
wheel. “Maybe to a friend’s house, or back to work.”
I stretch my seatbelt to make it loose, and pull my legs under my
bottom. She hates when I sit like this, but I can finally see over the
dashboard. Objects are closer than they appear.
“Punch Buggy red, no backsies,” she teases as a compact red
Volkswagen scoots by.
“Are some of them going to rob houses?” I ask.
She chokes a little on her cigarette and switches lanes. “Well,”
she begins, unsure of how answer me. Instead, she turns the radio to an
oldies station.
Always a persistent child, I ask again, “Are some of them going to
rob houses?”
Mom flicks her cigarette out the window, small cinders flickering in
the wind. “Yes, honey. Some of these cars are on their way to rob houses.
But most of them are going to the movies, or to get hot dogs like us.”
I forgot about the hot dogs already. I slump back down in my seat and
rest my head against the door. My mother toggles the radio to a popular
station, but I reach my short arms and turn the volume down. She begins
apologizing to me, but I can tell she isn’t sure what she is apologizing for.
We pull into Swanky Frank’s narrow parking lot. The building is long and
shaped like a trailer home, but instead of beds, there are bar stools. The
white siding has been peeling off for some time. I wonder if Swanky’s
has ever been robbed, or if it would be robbed while we sat there. Then
again, what do I know? I can barely see over the dashboard.
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The blue bar stool spins when I shake my legs. “Mom. Do you
think that maybe the people on their way to rob houses… well, do you
think that they do it because they have to? For their family?”
She places her palm on top of my knee, but looks away. “Maybe
they have to, son. For their family.”
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Poetry

Je Ne Regrette Rien (Florida, 1954)
Matthew Daigle

The coast of Fort Lauderdale is littered with man-o-wars and the air
is heavy with heat. Yachts and canoes crowd the shore and families
huddle under umbrellas; he’s leaning against a palm tree, hiding in the
shadows of palm fronds, hand-rolled cigarette crushed between teeth.
His name is Adelard and he looks like Marlon Brando.
Hair gently slicked back, brown-leather skin, loose jowls. Tattoo of an
eagle on his arm the color of ocean water. He winks at the young women
walking by, peeking from underneath his shades to catch a glimpse of
their two-piece bathing suits. He traces their tanlines with his eyes.
Pauline Blouin steps out of her Chevy Bel-Air, yellow dress floating on
gusts of wind and her purse clutched under her arm. Her sights set on
the Sunrise Shopping Center, filled with new dresses, hats and jewelry;
her white suede Fenton high heels clack against the busy sidewalk.
Her friends tell her she looks like Edith Piaf if Edith Piaf had red hair;
at home, she sings, “Non, Je Ne Regrette Rien”1 when she’s alone,
uses her comb as a microphone and croons quietly to her reflection,
“Non, je ne regrette rien car ma vie, car mes joies, aujourd’hui, ça
commence avec toi!”2
The cruel Florida sun spits and slobbers its rays on the city. Pauline’s
pace grows more rapid; she wipes beads of sweat from her forehead and
drops her purse. Adelard leans forward from underneath the shade of the
palm fronds and grabs it for her. She can’t help but marvel at his chubby
cheeks, his sculpted chin, his hands calloused like sandpaper.
Do I know you? she asks. I don’t think so, he says. Well, what’s your
name? You look so familiar, she says. He tosses his cigarette on the
ground and crushes it under his shoe. Marlon Brando.
At night, the humidity disappears and cool summer wind filters through
the city streets. The beach is silent except for ocean waves slapping
against the wet sand; somewhere in the center of the city, they sit
at Ernie’s BBQ, laugh, hold hands, and eat a rack of ribs.
Marlon wipes Edith’s face with a calloused thumb and she kisses
1 French for “No, I regret nothing.”
2 French for “I regret nothing because my life, because my joy, today, begins with you.”
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the sauce away from the corner of his mouth.
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Broken Mouth

Nonfiction
Editor’s Choice Award Winner

Noelle Dubay

Do you hear that?
Listen: a hard, clumsy “d” taking the place of a smooth,
breathy “t-h” hiss.
Do you see it, when the vowels grab her lower lip like a
fishhook, dragging it out of place, drawling out the “a”s and “o”s and
crashing them against the bemused grin of an arrogant outsider?
It’s ancestrally borrowed, the accent. She doesn’t know a
word of French that hasn’t been inbred with its English equivalent.
Dilution was key, back when grandparents were small, back when they
sat tucked into one-room schoolhouses under creaky wooden desks,
knuckles raw and ears sore in punishment for every French word
spoken.
But she doesn’t remember this, my friend. My classmate.
Instead, in our welded, metal seats behind fake wood-paneled desks,
we are called ignorant for forgetting the same French words our
grandparents wished they could.
Who do you blame, Teacher? You point your ruler at her, can’t
believe she works on the same farm her grandfather did, yet can’t
remember a word of his perfect French.
Don’t worry, Teacher. It’s the same poverty, only the language
is different. This isn’t a matter of forgotten heritage or lost Acadian
pride. No, in this fluorescently lit, air-conditioned classroom, the
same caked mud crumbles off her worn boots into a grainy pile under
her desk. The same sick hunger growls in her stomach, asking for
something, anything that isn’t white and starchy and swimming in the
juice of meat.
It’s almost October, and soon those worn boots will be caked
with fresh mud. Buh-day-does. Potatoes. Potats. Call them what you
will, in two weeks, she’ll be swearing, cursing the dirty tubers—there’s
the French you were looking for! Now it isn’t poverty; now it’s
diligence, and Acadian work ethic. Now the dirty flannel and calloused
hands you scorned are badges and medals of honor, proof of time
served in the trenches of a muddy field.
No, in October, you’re the one who feels misplaced. Every
night at the diner and every morning at Doris’s Café, the broken French
and faulty syllables the men spit are the password to an ancient club
from which you’ve long since resigned. You, who only wanted to
leave this town and its uneducated, illiterate townsfolk—you, who
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laughed when she said “tree” instead of “three,” “yoo-min” instead of
“human.” You, who have never known the stiffness of a morning in the
field or the strength of an evening bonfire, only the luxury of a ticket
to a distant college and a boastful degree, which you brought back to
plaster on your neighbor’s barn door.
Until your gloved hands dig through tough, wormy dirt and
throw potato after potato into a cracking wooden barrel, until your back
screams with the pain of twelve hours spent hunching forward, feet wet
and fingers bleeding, until you spend an evening before a woodstove,
sharing a quilt with a hoarse and calloused father while he plucks a
tuneless guitar, you won’t understand why she talks the way she does.
Confident in your grasp of American English, Parisian French, you will
never smile the way her broken mouth can.
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Poetry

Out of the Kitchen
Carl Palmer

Expressing my desire to learn how to throw a wicked curve ball,
Mom says without hesitation, “You’ll just have to wait until the baby
bottles finish boiling. If you’re in such a big hurry you can help by
taking them from the kettle.” She hands me the tongs. “Put them on
the counter to dry while I get Dori from her rocker and dressed to go
outside.”
The little league coach, Mr. Temple, praises my winning performance,
says I’m his new star pitcher. “What a great curve ball, Ace. I bet your
dad is really proud.”
game ball
placed atop
folded American flag
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Fiction

The Difference
Ellen Marlow

When we could smell the brook behind our house, and the
apples when they were ripe enough to smell through the peel—Wolf
Rivers were my favorite—I knew that soon it would be time to go visit
Auntie Paige and Uncle Al for first Thanksgiving.
Second Thanksgiving, real Thanksgiving, came later in
November, without the uncles or beer or a kiddy table, but every year
before second Thanksgiving we piled in the car in October for the hour
drive to Auntie Paige’s where we had the first one all together with
Mom’s family.
Auntie would usually have her back to us when we opened her
door, pulling her vest tighter around her strong waist in the mudroom
mirror.
“I’m fat!” she would declare lovingly with a misplaced cheer,
to whoever came through the door, and then she’d turn around and hug
them, smiling and laughing, always.
“Hi, Antie Paige!” I said, fishing for my own hug.
“Auntie Paige,” my mother corrected calmly.
“Antie’s good enough English for this house, Lu!” Auntie
would laugh again and lay her arm around my shoulders.
Then with my family I would enter the living room, already
filled with the families of my mother’s four sisters. All the furniture
had been jostled to face inward, a loose circle. People passed by us at
the door, taking their shift to empty the ashtrays, before returning to
their seats on sleek leather couches, or on their spouse’s laps.
Most of their talk was a blur. The only time I really paid
attention to their conversation was at the gunshots of laughter, usually
the loudest from one person and then echoed by those that chimed
in. I would turn and watch their open mouths, open faces, shocked at
someone’s audacity. If it was Uncle Al’s laughter, it was usually at his
own joke.
“I mean, c’mon, Paige! What the hell did I marry ya for?” I
remember him exclaiming once before choking on his beer. Another
time, “I swear, the fahkin’ spider was this big. What the hell does a
spider want with an outhouse, anyway?” he demanded. There was so
much laughter that time I tried to ask Mom and Dad later what had
been so funny. No one would tell me.
Each time I first peeked my head into the bustling epicenter,
my small frame was passed around like the newest souvenir from a
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vacation my mother never took.
“She’s grown so cute!” they’d say over my shoulder, as if
commenting on a collectable doll.
“You can’t ever let this one grow up, Lu!”
I was growing up, I wanted to tell them. And I was not cute.
I was so tough I could kill spiders that freaked out Uncle Allen, and I
even ate one once. But first Thanksgiving was not the place to say so. I
was here to be passed around for five minutes and then become a fly on
the wall, dismissed into the smoky barriers from group to group.
Sometimes at first Thanksgiving, if I was lucky, Eric came,
Auntie Paige’s son. He sat by himself and liked it that way, sometimes
commenting above his book on the banter at hand, but few would
reply. Although normally in the same room, Eric was apart from
all their inebriated laughter. He was smarter, too, and I felt like he
couldn’t sit with them because he was that much smarter. They didn’t
fit together. I was sure. I was also sure that he found me entirely
insufferable.
I found him hung over his books in his corner, hair drooping
from his crown and hiding his face from anyone who may seek it
out. I plopped next to him, leaning on one hip so to better stretch and
read over his shoulders. He had collections of political cartoons that
sometimes used bad words. The genre would continue to go over
my head for years. He also liked to read self-help books, which he
had written inside everywhere. Stacks of them would sit beside him,
Lighting Darkness, Being the Warrior, and other generically hopeful
titles. Every margin and half-blank last page was embroidered with
Eric’s handwriting.
I was never to write in books.
“It’s something you can do when you’re older,” he explained
dismissively. “Adults do it to remember all their opinions when they
finish their book.”
“What are your opinions?” I squinted at the small, almost
cursive writing filling in the white space. He pulled the book away and
sighed.
“I disagree. A lot.”
I would always know when my small window with Eric was
closing. I could sense when the moment was coming when I would
be brushed from his wicker loveseat and be implored to play cards or
watch movies with my other cousins, all of whom were older than me.
I was the infant. The others would dismiss me even more quickly than
Eric would, but it was all fine with me. I found Hope and Ruby and
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Charles to be dull creatures; all they wanted to do was play poker in
the basement, throwing plastic chips at each other. Eric’s company was
preferred in spite of him being far from preferring me.
It wasn’t just me. Eric didn’t want to talk to anyone. His
answers were no longer and his patience no more stable when
addressed by Grammie, or Auntie Paige.
“’Chya readin’, boy genius?” Auntie Paige asked over his
shoulder, mussing his hair until he growled to himself, making her
cackle.
“Go read about wizards and maidens like a normal kid, huh?”
Uncle Al pleaded. “Or maybe go fix a car, or go out on a date,” he
would continue.
“Or at least get a haircut…” Grammie mumbled. The three
roared and slapped their legs. Eric would burn his eyes into his pages
until he couldn’t see them anymore. He couldn’t shoo them away like
bothersome younger cousins.
Attached to the back of Auntie Paige and Uncle Al’s house
were the beams and scaffolding of a back deck they were sure to never
finish. Once I found Eric placed carefully on a thicker beam in the
middle, dangling his feet, scribbling in a notebook, and watching the
sky turn yellow and purple. Certain I would be cursed and scolded to
climb back down, I shimmied myself up the frame to a neighboring
beam and shakily placed myself next to him anyway.
Eric continued staring, then paused to scribble. I wasn’t sure
he had acknowledged my presence until he asked me, “What’s the
difference between sunrise and sunset? I mean, except for direction,
and time of day. Are the colors different? Is the science the same?
Why do some prefer one to the other?” Eric never had this much to
say to me before. Suddenly I had thick leather sandals—like the ones
he wore—to fill. Everything I could think of to say slipped between
embroidered bands and onto the cold ground, ten feet or so below us,
so I just stared at the sky with him for a long time. I wanted to answer
him; the question challenged the weakness of my curiosity. Why didn’t
I ask questions like that? I stared until the yellows were pink and the
purples were navy. Eventually, wordlessly, Eric hoisted himself to a
squat and guided his limbs down from support beam to support beam,
returning inside. I had missed my chance.
As soon as Grammie’s turkey led the procession of everything
brought out and served, and everyone began making plates from
various pot-lucked holiday dishes, there evolved a separation between
women and men, between uncles and aunts, that I would float between.
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Grammie and her five daughters stayed on the leather couches,
sipping tea or beer. Aunties—Paige, Donna, and Abby—would sit with
Rolling Rocks pressed against their laps when they weren’t drinking
them, pointed outward at casual angles. The rest sipped Earl Gray from
tall, thick mugs. Mostly they talked about my uncles, keeping low
voices and giggling together. They made an effort to seem interrupted
when I arrived, perking their expressions to watch me expectantly,
waiting perhaps for some youthful proclamation. Sometimes they
resumed form, and I would sit and listen to Aunt Jessie’s new method
for training puppies, or to how it took Auntie Paige 75 calories to get
up and to work in the morning.
“But I think if I try speed walking through the parking lot,”
Auntie Paige would reason, “I may be able to kick it up to 90?”
“Not even sprinting could help you now, honey!” Uncle Al
bleated from the kitchen.
“Up yours!” she howled back, laughing along with everyone.
She looked down to her thighs and rubbed her thumbs against them
for a moment, before perking back up to her company. “Lu, I just can’t
wait to try that strawberry wine you brought! It’s so much fancier than
we’re used to!”
Other times they shooed me away in suit with Eric, and would
wait until I was out of the room to begin talking again. One time I tried
to spy just around the corner and listen. I held my back tightly against
the wall and held my breath. I concentrated so sternly on not making
breathing sounds that I picked up very little of the actual conversation.
It was more about playing stealth, I guess. But somehow, children are
far more detectable than they realize, and I was promptly discovered
and scolded away.
My father would end up being the only man in the kitchen
from outside New England. He countered their stories about salt water
fishing with ones about huge, mean fish in Arkansas called Oscars. I
would sit on the floor in front of the refrigerator listening, occasionally
looking up to gawk at the naked woman on the magnetic calendar,
perched faithfully out in the open, right beside Auntie Paige’s gym
schedule. Sitting in front of the fridge also put me on beer duty, or
more commonly, get-the-hell-out-of-the-way-of-the-fahkin-beers duty.
Sometimes I was only listening to my aunts and uncles,
and other times I whined to be heard, regardless of whether I had
something to say. In a wooden chair I moved over from the dining
room to the leather couches, I once sat on my hands and rocked myself
distractingly, watching for glances. I rocked harder until only two chair
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legs were down at a time, smacking, punctuating the adult-talk. Finally
Auntie Paige looked down at me, her face like a principal’s.
“You are going to scratch my floor,” she complained. “Behave
and sit still or I’ll send you outside!” It made me wonder why she was
an ER tech, and not a teacher.
“Excuse me, Antie Paige,” I said, waiting for her to turn back
around. Only laughter, and resumed chatter. “Excuse me,” I insisted.
Still nothing. It seemed I was going to be seen and not heard whether
I liked it or not. “Excuse me excuse me excuse me EXCUSE me!” I
carried on in rhythm, belting at every fourth request. It was not until
I began rocking again that I succeeded in turning any heads—many
exasperated, I’m-not-amused heads. They were all silent. After banging
on it for five minutes, I finally had the floor.
“Antie Paige, what’s the difference between sunrise and
sunset?” I could not remember how to clarify the question the way Eric
had. The pause in the room had a taut membrane. Auntie Paige was
the first to snort, and the rest quickly joined her. Their laughter almost
drowned out my scraping chair retreating to the dining room, the only
room unoccupied, where I stayed until it was time to go home.
The last first Thanksgiving we had, I was thirteen. My parents
spoke quietly, nervously, for the whole drive. There was a vibe of
finality. As they murmured, I heard Eric’s name mentioned. I craned
my head, aiming to extend it between the front car seats.
“When?” Dad asked.
“This morning,” Mom said.
“But I thought Paige would be…”
“Paige isn’t the problem.”
“Will Eric be there this year?” I asked anxiously. I waited
through their continued conversation before ramming through again.
“WILL he?”
“Yes, sweetie,” my mother hushed me.
Maples lined Auntie Paige’s driveway, and it was snowing
autumn. Breezes came up from the ocean making a blizzard of
identical maple stars. Small yellow splotches would plaster our car
while we sat inside, making the Crown Vic look jaundiced from
Auntie’s living room windows.
Auntie Paige was not twisting back and forth before the mirror
when we opened the door. She and Uncle Al sat across from each other
on the leather couches, gripping beer, sipping grimly. A conversation
circle had begun beside them. Aunties Donna and Jessie, and Uncles
Stephen and Mike were taking turns thinking of catch-up questions and
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eagerly answering them.
It wasn’t until Grammie arrived that I felt something was
wrong. She was circling the house from the kitchen to the couches,
vaguely greeting everyone who met her tired eyes with a pat on the
back and a “Hi, sweetie,” then meandering away before anyone made
her converse. Whenever she sat down she laced her fingers into her
short silver curls and would stare down. She was avoiding something,
and revealing the avoidance of everyone else with her intensity. She
gave them away.
Later, all the food was presented in two lines down the kitchen
table, making an oval buffet track you made a lap around to get
everything, unless you were Uncle Marcus, who was tall enough to
reach the serving spoons across from him and didn’t have to go around.
He reached over everyone with long thin arms, and swiftly hefted
stuffing and Waldorf salad back to his plate without dropping any. I
considered trying his idea, but could only get my hand midway across
the table and easily foresaw the possible stains on Auntie Paige’s white
tablecloth.
Finally, as I sat down with my plate but no table, trying not
to let my three rolls tumble from one edge of the cranberry sauce to
the other, I saw Eric descend from upstairs where he’d been hiding
from us. Everyone in the dining room paused, staring. He was pale,
and there were reddened bags beneath his eyes. Had he been crying?
He looked weak. He gestured meekly to the food as if to explain his
presence, to promise he would be gone quickly, and walked to the
end of the table where the plates were stacked. This was not the Eric
capable of shooing me away, or writing in his books, or climbing
rafters. Was he broken? Uncle Al narrowed his eyes at his son’s arrival
and stood, leaving his plate on the coffee table by his seat and getting
closely behind Eric in line.
“Al,” Auntie Paige said. Everyone kept watching.
Plate in his left hand, Eric reached for the first spoon on the
table with his right—the one for mashed potatoes. Before he could
get it, Uncle Al’s hand came sharply behind him and took the spoon,
dishing himself potato piles slowly. Eric closed his eyes for a breath
but otherwise did not react, then reopened them and reached for the
next thing, a basket of rolls. Uncle Al was right behind him, and took
the basket away again, setting the last two rolls slowly on his plate.
“Al,” Auntie Paige persisted. Uncle Al kept watching Eric,
who would not return the stare. He managed next to get to the turkey
knife before Uncle Al could set down the bread basket, and began
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slicing at the breast. Al made his eyes thinner, and tossed the empty
bread basket into the chair beside him without looking.
“That there’s meat,” Al stated. Eric closed his eyes again for a
beat, sighing, and then placed a second slice on his plate. Al chuckled
to himself in a scary way. “Meat is for men,” Uncle Al spat. He
reached quickly to take the carving knife from Eric, who stretched his
arm away.
“Alan!” I’d never heard Auntie Paige so scared before. Her
shrill tone seemed to wake Eric up. He defiantly let go of his plate of
turkey, and I heard the plate split in half behind the hanging tablecloth.
I watched Eric’s eyes burn into Uncle Al like they’d never burned at
me, even when he’d really had enough.
Eric’s steps were quick as he breezed past me, unseeing, past
the leather couches, and to the front door. Uncle Al turned his back,
and waved his arm dismissively.
“And don’t come back, ya fahkin’ queer.”
When the door slammed, I could feel my chair shake. Auntie
Paige’s mirror rumbled, threatening to fall.
I ran after him. Through the front door, through the vague
commands from the dining room behind me, across the porch and
down the steps in two bounds, and after the slumped, speed-walking
silhouette curving down the driveway. My mind sprinted through
everything I had ever learned for something to say. I looked up to the
ruby and orange bands glaring between the trees, outlining darkened
pine silhouettes. I heard him yelp, whimpering, until he heard me
panting behind him. He froze and would not turn around.
“I know the difference between sunset and sunrise!” I didn’t,
really. I heaved behind him, at him, trying to recover from my sprint,
from flying bread baskets. Eric shook his head. The breeze moved his
mopped hair around the back of his neck and he shivered. His arms
went deep into his sweatshirt and at my silence he picked his pace back
up, disappearing down the driveway.
The only sound I remember hearing that night when I returned
empty-handed was Auntie Paige’s weeping. My Grammie and her
four remaining daughters circled around her, squeezing and cooing.
My father and uncles had filtered past them to the porch, where they
poured something from an ornate bottle into round glasses and drank it
in sharp sips without words.
The memory of Auntie’s wail echoed through our car all the
way home. I kept my face against the window, smearing the glass. The
traffic flowed tightly around our car like dozens of scarlet beads, strung
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together on the night highway—a necklace of crimson, a river. I could
smell icy air through my cracked window, and I watched the glass get
foggy. Rubbing squiggled lines through the cloud, I tried to determine
if the colored lights that glowed through looked more like a sunrise, or
a sunset.
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Poetry

Digging out of Winter
Jeffrey Alfier

Outside the bedroom window of the house
he and my mother have shared since ’68,
my father watches the post-Christmas
blizzard build in the wind’s high octaves.
Gathered in the kitchen and dressed for cold,
we see a cardinal in lucid scarlet, unable
to reach table scraps and seed from a bird
feeder canted in drifts by gale-force winds.
What is it about shoveling snow that makes us
feel obsolete as threshers and draymen? It falls
until the sky hungers itself pale, just a weak light
from the sun to distend our shadows eastward.
We joke that our coat of arms must be shovels
crossed over coal bins, even as resurgent wind
stacks drifts in parapets to say we’re forever
late to the race, even before the icy game begins.
By nightfall, we’re sore as Cain tilling his stones.
Thirty years his junior, and I still quit earlier
than Dad, my feet translating to my legs
the never-dead language of numbness.
Leaning against the garage, he reads portents
in wind that turns his breath to smoke. He waits
for me to warm in the house, then return.
He’ll linger patiently. Like bread on snow.
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Razors

Max Eyes
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Poetry

At Grandpa’s Grave in December
Sarah Gauvin

I remember bitter sips of Budweiser,
neat rows of potato plants and
the smell of raw earth in
October when we’d harvest,
bent into sharp angles—
you complained of the twisted
roots in your lower back
and I raked small hands through soil, ungloved,
until my nails and palms were deliciously dirty—
stale air as we drove past the mill,
its dry gusts of smoked-sausage stench,
an evening so cold it froze my nose and
caused cracked lips you cured with Carmex
as we watched drizzled maple harden
to taffy on clean sheets of white snow.
I remember pot en pot every
Christmas, soft moose meat stewed
with boiled potato, the smell
of coffee, always brewing, and
caramelized onions sweetened
by Grandma so you’d eat them.
She never sat
or strayed far from the stove until
heaps of yellow ploys were plated,
steaming, spread with butter
and sugary drips of maple syrup
while Canadian English rose and fell,
the th’s so much like d’s that I
sat silent and felt foreign.
There were French hymns in highceilinged churches, windows of stained glass
so tall they told a story,
itchy cotton tights and hooded shawls
and peanut butter parfaits at Tastee Freeze
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we ordered wrapped in fleece sweaters,
thick down coats and woolen stockings
when you said Northern winters’ll build
a person and toughen skin—
and I believed you because I
was only six and had felt the rough
calluses on your hands.
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Nonfiction

People Living Lives Other Than My Own
Connor Lofink

My reflection looks lazily back at me as I stare through it at the
parking lot behind my dorm room. I can see a multicolored sea of car
roofs and scurrying students amongst them.
Two, wait, three kids. Like ants in black coats and jeans. Using
a shovel to beg the snow and ice to release their car. Angry begging.
Desperate begging. They all know the plow is on its way.
A blonde boy without a hat or coat drifts like a plastic bag
across the lot. His bright orange hat, I imagine, is stuffed into the
pocket of his coat in his angry girlfriend’s room. She was too mad for
him to risk going back for them.
Another. Probably an art major. With a bright red jacket
clashing brilliantly with his plaid pants. His hands tucked into toosmall pockets as he dashes across the icy pavement. Maybe he’ll slip.
Come on. Come on. No? Darn.
This guy’s running. His backpack hops up and down. I’m sure
he’s late for class. Maybe his alarm didn’t wake him up. More likely,
he’s only just finished his homework.
For a moment the world outside my window is unpopulated.
Everyone’s walked out of frame. I lean closer to widen my gaze, but
my breath fogs the cold glass.
An empty lot, save for the single Sedan in the corner. A
parking spot so invaded by snow and ice, there is no reclaiming it. It’s
a white car and, with the sand and snow, it reminds me of a molar that
needs to be pulled. But it’s too stuck.
A girl strolls by. Her hat precariously hangs onto the back of
her head. It matches her scarf. Both carefully picked from a closet full
of contestants earlier today.
A man with an orange vest hugging his full form stands alone
with his hands on his hips. His backup is on its way. A yellow front
loader and a plow. He’s the bouncer. The bodyguard. The one who
makes sure the area is secured before letting his charges enter.
Here’s a guy with white headphones that match his shoes. He
stops for a second to stare at the front loader pushing a mountain of
snow. I bet he’s thinking about climbing it. Or snowboarding. He looks
like that kind of kid.
A couple, hand in hand, shuffle along the sidewalk. She leans
on him and he looks like he’s laughing as he slides over an icy patch.
A girl in a teal coat stands with arms crossed behind the car
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that’s become a part of the snowbank. I bet it’s her car. I bet she’s
wondering how she’s going to get it out. I bet she has to be somewhere
in a couple hours and she’s dreading having to spend all that time
extracting her car.
A guy’s black jacket blows open to reveal a bright pink shirt.
No books, no bag for him. Just the burden of this too-intense t-shirt.
No one likes laundry day, when all you have are the clothes you’d
rather no one see. You don’t even remember bringing them, but they
always manage to stowaway in the bottom of some bag. He snaps his
jacket shut and tugs on the zipper.
The man in the orange vest leads the front loader and the plow
out of the lot. A procession of cars sneaks in on the opposite side.
Single file, they drift into spot after spot until the lot is once again an
aluminum and pavement quilt.
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Poetry

At the Airport Gates
Devany Greenwood

From the multiples of the night
we rode into the omnipresent Dynamo
pulsing like
the back seat eye flutters and heart-pumping
heat prevailing over the open window,
as we screamed
so silent.
He came running into our arms,
holding the Sun he picked from the backyard,
Californian sun-kissed, sandy-handed orange orchard—
and it was imperative for my skinny jeans, ripped cuffs,
fur coat, shaky arms to be still.
And then I saw the mothers and their daughters,
and the husbands and their wives,
and the homosexual love radiating, spinning out of
this orange orbit he returned to winter,
which wished to hide in its staunch branches and brilliant leaves,
but could no longer.
I saw the mistresses and the maids,
the immigrants and the orphans,
the lost-it-all’s, the roof-top jumpers,
the howling human omnipotent pain
brought down to its knees,
weeping for the love,
the unrequited, the returned,
the universal love of a single tear in time—
of reunion.
I looked at my friends,
all mist and snow,
I took them into my vacuous soul—
these nights of passion and rage,
this desperation that spread
and grew through us all—
I would plant in the orchard of my mind.
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And millions of years to come,
a single seed will grow through the
suburban wasteland,
the decaying truth and fallen soil,
to become the Sun held in his hands at
the airport gates.
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Chess in Amsterdam
Tara Haley
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Fiction

Sawdust and Stardust
Abrahamm Beane

I had always found something relaxing in building something
with your own two hands. It’s the better half of the inborn nature in
humans, I suppose: creation verses destruction. Don’t get me wrong,
I blew up my fair share of microwaves as a kid, but there’s just
something about running a hand-planer across the edge of a board that
washes away all your problems and worries. Shamefully I had used a
table saw to rip my planks to the right width, but from then onward I
utilized my hand tools only. I suppose it’s both a shame and a blessing
that they don’t make tools like these anymore. You’ll never really
get into the grain of what you’re working with unless you are using
a tool that was made by hand in order to make other things by hand.
Nowadays everything is battery powered and has built-in lasers and
leveling devices or whatever.
As peels of maroon rolled and flaked to the concrete floor of
my apartment workshop, I wondered vaguely what she would think of
her new easel. She had been studying art for years now, but to the best
of my knowledge she still did not have an easel of her own to prop up
her paintings while she worked on them. Odd that she wouldn’t, but I
suppose they are fairly expensive, even the poorly made plastic ones.
My cell phone went off again for maybe the fourth time
tonight, but I didn’t answer it; I knew who it was. David had been
trying to get me to call one of the nurses from the hospital for a date all
night. But I was busy tonight. I had a gift to make.
I squared off the back support leg and laid my eye along the
length of it. True as when I first started. I suppose it is a bit anal to
double and triple check everything before I take another step, but it’s
attention to detail that keeps you from fucking it all up right at the end.
And this one needed to be perfect. I set the leg aside and picked up the
center rail. Longer than the two front legs, the rail needed two trails cut
into the center of the face, first the top one (about a foot long) then the
bottom (maybe three). This would allow the racks that hold the canvas
to slide up and down independently, according to the canvas’s size and
position. This was going to be a bitch, since cutting a straight line only
¼” wide down the center of a 1 ½” board with regular power tools is
difficult. Using only a hand saw and starter drill might actually result in
my suicide by the end of this little project.
As I cranked the drill in a clockwise fashion, the bit devouring
the wood beneath its tip, I thought of why I was doing this. Well, not
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really thought about. Questioned as to why, I suppose. It had been
nearly seven years since I first met her at high school. Even as a
freshman she had commanded the attention of everyone around her.
Her brains had caught the teachers, her clothes had snared the girls,
her body had snatched the boys, and her smile…her smile had taken
me. There is something to be said about a beautiful girl and her smile.
A girl can have straight, white, perfectly-sized teeth, and still not have
a nice smile. There is a lot of debate as to why that is, but I have my
own opinion. Authenticity. High school is a place of masks and painted
faces, where smiles are thrown to and fro for the pleasure of the crowd.
But she was different. She meant it when she smiled.
Shit. I strayed off the line. Again. Oh well, more sanding later.
Figures, thinking of that smile messed up my concentration. Why not?
It always has.
I spread a small smile of my own when I remembered how
I had entered high school. My friends used to like to call me “The
Phantom of the Opera.” I never seemed to draw any attention to
myself. Ever. Never did sports, wasn’t an outstanding student, I even
sat at the back of every room in that school, including the cafeteria. In
fact, the only group I remember joining was the school’s Drama Club.
At acting practices I would spend my time building sets and backdrops
in the school’s workshop as a paid TA. Sometimes others would show
up to help, but for the most part I was by myself, which is how I liked
to work anyhow. During the performances I would lurk in the balcony,
keeping an eye on the stage hands moving the sets and setting ropes
and whatnot. No one ever really saw me. In this way I guess I kind
of was a shadow behind the curtain. People can notice those who
work backstage, but who really sees the one who works behind those
working backstage? And I was content in not being noticed. Until the
day I was.
As I carefully started to cut the second trough in the board,
I remembered how I had been sawing that day too. I can’t remember
what I was sawing, but apparently I was using the chop-saw because
I didn’t hear her walk up behind me. When I finally realized she was
standing there I jumped so bad I nearly cut off my hand. Luckily, the
saw was fixed to the table, so when I jerked around in surprise I didn’t
pull the saw around with me. Apparently me freaking out scared her as
much as it did me, because she jumped backwards and shouted (I still
had my earguards on).
“Oh geez! I’m sorry! I thought you heard me open the
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door!” She had one hand over her mouth and one over her heart, as if
expecting it to explode. I switched off the saw and pulled down my ear
suppressors as she laughed a little out of embarrassment and surprise.
Laughing nervously myself, I said, “No, these bad boys cancel
out pretty much everything,” indicating the earguards around my neck.
“But it’s fine, no harm no foul.”
“Oh, ok. I really am sorry though, I didn’t mean to jump you
so bad.”
“Nah, it’s fine.” I took off my safeties and put on my regular
glasses. She must have just gotten out of practice, because she was
still wearing half of her costume. I can’t remember what play it was
exactly, but it was something having to do with the 70’s because she
wore a tie-dye vest over a shirt with a peace sign on it. As I watched
her I suddenly remembered that I didn’t know why she was here. “Is
there something I can do for you?” It wasn’t a rude question, just
curious.
“Not really, I’m just waiting for my boyfriend to pick me up
and heard you working. I can’t remember ever coming in here before.”
She started looking up and around, as if she had never seen such a
wonder as power tools. As she turned slowly, sawdust still floating
through the air from my work, I was reminded of that scene in Edward
Scissorhands when Winona Ryder is dancing in the falling snow. The
thought made the corner of my mouth smirk. She suddenly turned back
to me and asked, “So what’re you working on?”
She was grinning widely when she asked the question, and
as if stunned by a sudden burst of white light I completely forgot
what it was that I had been working on. “Uhh…” I turned back to
the workbench and saw the framework I was putting together and
remembered. “I’m building a frame for the backdrops in the set.” I
walked back over to the table and flipped the large square around and
stood it upright. “This is where I’ll attach the canvas so I can paint on
the background.”
She walked over to see where I indicated and looked it up and
down. “This is put together well! How long have you been doing this?”
“Actually I just started on it this afternoon. By tomorrow I
should be able to work on…”
“No, no!” She laughed a little bit and I felt blood rush to the
very tips of my ears. “I meant woodworking; how long have you been
building things?” She smiled brightly at me, and my ears returned from
their scarlet color back to normal.
“Oh, well, I’ve always been kinda good with my hands. My
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dad thinks I should be a surgeon.”
She shuddered a little before saying, “Ugh, I can’t stand the
sight of blood. My head gets all fuzzy and I get nauseous.” She stared
at me for a bit, then said, “You’re Conner, right?”
I was a little hesitant, as if this could be some sort of trap.
“Um, yea.”
She shot out her arm, her delicate hand open and tilted a little
to one side. “I’m Claire.”
And that’s how it went. She would visit me after school in the
shop, and we would just talk. She would question, I would answer; I
would joke, she would laugh. God, she had the most amazing laugh.
She’d always lean back in her chair with her hands folded over her
mouth as she giggled uncontrollably. So cute.
I finished the second track and stood the board up. Looking
down the length I could see where the inside edge faltered every now
and again so I grabbed my sand paper and carefully slid it through,
gliding it up and down slowly. Once it was again straight I cradled it
in my hands before my lips and blew along its length. A thin red cloud
of sawdust flew off the board, but then hung in the air before me as if
to say that it liked where it had been. Then it lazily drifted to the floor
in a slow swirl of color. The smell of cherry is fairly intoxicating but
one has to remember that it’s sawdust, so you can’t just inhale it all, as
much as you might want to.
After wiping down the center support I stood it against the wall
next to the back and front legs, which I had finished the day before.
Now I picked up the bottom canvas support, which was 23” by 3 ½”.
There were two other boards of the same dimension that when put
together would create a shelf that would allow the painting to rest on
top, but also paintbrushes and whatnot on the bottom. For this I needed
to dig small trenches, not all the way through the board as I had done
with the center rail, but only about halfway down, so that pencils and
things could rest between the furrows. Spinning the dial on my table
vice, I laid the board flat on my workbench and clamped it in place.
Then I grabbed a freshly sharpened chisel and set to work carving out
straight lines along the length of the board.
The spirals of wood that curled off the board reminded me of
her hair, and how she had always desperately wanted it to be straight
like mine. Have you ever noticed that those with curly hair always
want straight hair, and those with straight hair always wish it were
curly? Personally, it didn’t matter to me what my hair looked like, I
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only cut it when it started to hang into my eyes and over my ears, but
the fact that she liked my hair made me laugh a little. I mean, it’s just
a little thing to say, “I like your hair,” but coming from her, it meant
so much more. I don’t know why, but anything I could do to make her
happy made me happy.
We became fairly good friends as we started seeing more of
each other in classes and what-have-you, which to me meant that I was
doing something right. She got me to start doing things in the theatre
outside of the shop, too. Not acting (God no), but I got to work on the
sound and light board. And that’s how it went for the next couple years;
we were friends, we did friend things. We went bowling with friends,
had movie nights at her dad’s, did a couple of road trips; it was great.
But here’s the thing: I was her friend; she was the love of my life.
Every time I thought about her I missed the next step, and every time I
saw her I lost my tongue. I was the frog, she was the princess, and Walt
Disney wasn’t the principal. So I said nothing; I was a good friend.
I joined her in the good times and helped her through the bad times,
but I never said a word of how I felt. I suppose I could say that it was
because I didn’t want to compromise our friendship, but the truth of it
is I was just a coward. But I don’t blame myself for it; I was 14...then
15…then 16. Finally in our senior year, an opportunity arose. I knew if
I backed down from it, I’d be more than a coward; I’d be stupid.
It was February, and the whole bullshit of Valentine’s Day
was restarting again. Pink banners, heart cut-outs. Some guy actually
dressed up as Cupid and ran around the school with a plastic bow—he
got tripped a lot. I was sitting in the corner of the library with the bean
bag chairs, doing some homework, when she plopped down beside me.
“Hey creeper, whatcha doin’ hiding in the corner?”
“Well, I was here because it’s quiet. But I guess now it’s a
moot point.” I didn’t look up from my book and smiled.
She punched me in the arm lightly. “Ha ha, very funny. So
what’re you workin’ on?”
“AP Anatomy.”
She took the book, shut it, and tossed it into the beanbag across
from me. “How about now?”
I looked over to her, one eyebrow raised. “Waiting to hear
what you have to say, I suppose.”
She didn’t seem too bothered about interrupting me (and
frankly I didn’t care either; AP anything requires frequent breaks to
avoid suicide), and she dove right into what was on her mind.
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“Well, I was supposed to go dress shopping with Kelley and
the girls this afternoon for prom but they just texted me and bailed.
So I came to see what your plans for today were.” She looked at me
and smiled widely, as if expecting me to jump on the bandwagon
immediately.
I stared right back and said blankly, “A: why are you shopping
for dresses now? Prom isn’t for another three months. B: why am I all
of a sudden the gay friend who isn’t gay?”
She laughed. “Shut up! You’re the only one who’ll come
with me.” She put out her bottom lip in a pout. It would’ve looked
ridiculous on anyone else, but her eyes had just enough glint to appear
adorable.
I picked up my book again and leafed open to the page I
had been on. “Why doesn’t John take you?” Talking about Claire’s
boyfriend always made me uneasy. Not because of anything having to
do with him; he was always nice to me in the years I had known the
two. I just kind of resented him a little bit, as childish as that was.
“Cuz I asked you!” I looked back up from my book and looked
at her wryly, one eyebrow cocked. She returned my stare with a bright
smile, trying to outlast me. After a while though, she dropped her smile
and sighed. “Fine, he said he can’t make it.”
I turned back to my book. “Isn’t his college only a few hours
away?”
“Yea, but he said he has lacrosse practice tonight. Plus he said
that he has finals during prom week this year, so he won’t be able to
take me.”
I stopped reading but didn’t look up from the book. Why would
a university’s week of finals exams change from one year to the next? I
didn’t linger on the thought very long though, and asked: “So who are
you going with then?”
She pulled her knees up to her chest and rested her chin on
them. “Dunno. I thought maybe I’d just go stag.”
“Why don’t we go together?” Yea, it came out just like that. I
couldn’t look up from my book, but I felt my skin sizzle and my ears
ignite while I kept thinking oh shit oh shit oh shit oh shit…Strangely
enough though, she didn’t laugh or scoff. I slowly ripped my eyes from
their downward direction to look over to her, to find her grinning more
widely than I had seen in a while.
“That’s an awesome idea! Yea!” And from there we started
making plans. Well, she made plans; I wasn’t very much help.
I remember just nodding throughout the entire conversation
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seeing as what she was saying didn’t quite make it to my brain. I was
mostly just in a haze, but enough composure remained so she didn’t
know that I was waiting for my blood-pressure to explode. As I recall I
did end up going dress shopping with her.
I stood the small plank on end and examined my handiwork:
not perfect, but not bad for freehand, I suppose. Reaching for the
sandpaper again, I ran it up and down the tracks until they were smooth
as glass and reflected almost as much light. I blew off the dust and set
the board next to its twins, then dug to the bottom of my tool chest for
my screwdriver. After I found it I set the tip to one of the screws I had
withdrawn from my belt and started the assembly of the bottom canvas
support. They went together fairly easily, despite the fact that it was
cherry, and a rather hard wood. Task completed, I flipped it over so that
it lay flat against the bench, then reached for my hand drill again and
carved a small hole in the center. This would allow it to slide up and
down the support I had built.
Laying the support on the table, I picked the three legs and
back rail off the wall and laid them next to it. One last sanding and it
was ready for waxing. Normally I would apply polyurethane on wood
to give it a golden finish and age-proof it, but cherry was such an
exquisite wood it required neither. Instead, because it would be soon
splattered with paint for quite a while to come, I applied a thin coat of
wax sealant. It didn’t take very long, and after I set a small fan in front
of it, I set my watch for thirty minutes. By then it would be dry enough
for a second coat. Turning away from the table, I picked up a small
9” by 2 ½” piece of wood and held it in my hands. Turning it over
between my fingers, I walked from my shop room to the kitchen of my
apartment to grab a beer from the fridge. Snapping the lid off on the
edge of the counter, I took a gulp and made my way across the hall to
my living room.
I was still turning the block of wood between my hands as I
plopped down in my large leather armchair—my “thinking chair,”as
I liked to call it. I took another swig off my beer and set it on the
nightstand beside me, and then concentrated on the wood resting on
my knees. This small piece of wood was to be the top rest of the canvas
support, and clamp the art firmly into place while it was being worked
on. But I had made sure to give it enough excess so as to allow me to
shape it into something artful, not just straight lines and deep furrows. I
reached under myself to wiggle out the knife from my back pocket, and
then set to whittling the wood into some kind of shape. I wasn’t sure
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what it would be yet, but I knew what she liked.
I reached her house at 7:45 the night of the prom, which
gave us exactly enough time to get to the dance, but not too early.
“Fashionably late” I believe is the term. This wasn’t the reason I
wanted to show up after it started, however; I just didn’t want to
leave myself the time to get a table at the very back, which I knew I
would if given the chance. That night wasn’t about making me feel
comfortable (it wouldn’t have worked anyhow, I hate tuxedoes), it
was about making sure she had the best time possible. I had told her I
would be driving my dad’s old truck, which I think is why she didn’t
immediately come outside when I got there. It had cost me three
weeks’ pay from the shop, but I had managed to rent a limousine for
the night. Not a stretch, unfortunately, but it was still a sweet ride.
I was halfway to her door when I finally saw her face through
the glass windows. She lit up like a firefly and waved me over to the
porch. She mouthed that she would be right out and disappeared again.
Already nervous enough, I stuck my hands into my pockets and edged
back and forth on the balls of my feet. Within a couple of minutes I
heard the door open behind me and heard her calling to her parents
inside. As I turned it was all I could do to keep my jaw from swinging
loose, which I think made it look like I was grinding my teeth. You
can call the Sistine Chapel beautiful, and you can call the night sky
amazing, but I’ll be damned if she didn’t steal the show from both. I
had been there when she picked out her dress, but somehow seeing it
on her was completely different. The gown’s material was a robin egg
blue so soft I thought it was actually hazing at the edges, as if made of
morning dew. It didn’t constrict her figure like so many other dresses
I had seen; rather it draped her kindly, only hinting of her curves. The
dress’s straps were beautifully held, one hanging across her collarbone,
the other drooping down below the curve of her shoulder.
As she slowly came down from the porch, delicate toes
reaching down to tease the ground before each step (she wasn’t
wearing shoes), I tried to tell her that she looked beautiful, but found
that no words would come out. I cleared my throat to try again but
before I could she reached me, jumped up and flung her arms around
my shoulders, nearly squealing with joy.
“Well, hello, handsome!” she exclaimed whilst hanging a
couple of inches off the ground. Getting past the initial surprise I
wrapped my arms around her and swung her around once, before
setting her gently on the ground again. She looked me up and down
and laughed a little. “See? I told you that you wouldn’t look half bad in
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a tux.”

I smiled weakly and started, “Thanks, you look…”
“I can’t believe you got a limo! How many first borns did you
sacrifice to get that ride?”
“Well, as a matter of fact it…”
“Oh wait! I have something for you!” And with that she half
tip-toed, half sprinted back inside. I let out the breath I had been
unknowingly holding in a short laugh, and felt the heat leave my
cheeks. Before I could do much of anything else, she returned wearing
one delicate blue slipper and pulling on the other as she walked,
while holding in her other hand a small clear container of some sort.
Finally getting on the other shoe, she reached me and opened the case,
revealing inside a single carnation, dyed the same color of her dress.
She plucked it out and threw the container behind her, presumably
to be picked up later, and set to inserting the flower into my lapel. I
watched her as she tried to pin the stem just right, so that it would not
lean one way or the other, the tip of her tongue held between her teeth
in concentration. With her head bent towards me I could smell the
light scent of strawberry shampoo amidst her blond locks, which had
been arranged in a delicate fashion, swept back from her forehead and
dangling behind her ears.
Finishing, she leaned back to admire her handiwork. “There.
That should stay.”
I looked down to find that she had stuck three pins through
the flower in every direction except into my chest, making it look as
if it had been crucified. “I think it’ll be good even if I decide to break
dance. Or if there’s a fight. Or a natural disaster.” I grinned foolishly as
she narrowed her pale blue eyes at me.
“Har har har. Are you ready, smartass?”
I grinned even more widely and took a step beside her,
spinning on my heel to face the car and offering my arm. “I am
indeed.” She chuckled at my attempt to be gentlemanly, but took my
arm just the same and let me escort her to the door of the limousine.
“Really though, I can’t believe you got a limo. I was fine with
the truck, you know.”
I smiled as I opened the door to let her in. “I know.” She
looked at me strangely, as if I were a bug, and then laughed again and
slid inside. I shut the door gently behind her and walked to the other
side of the car and got in myself. Once inside, our driver (whose name
I had found out was James, oddly enough, through our conversations
on the way over) rolled down the partition and looked at us in his
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mirror.

“You kids wanna go straight to the school? Or did you have
dinner plans?”
I leaned forward from the backseat a little and said, “Actually
they’re serving food there, so we’re good.”
“Alright then. See you when we get there.” He threw us a wink
and rolled up the partition again. I shook my head and looked back to
Claire, who was doing her best not to wrinkle her dress with the seat
belt.
“Troubles?” I asked, smiling.
Finally getting the belt in the right position, she leaned back
against the leather seat and smoothed out her lap. “Nope.” She turned
her eyes to me and they glinted. “So do you like your corsage?” As she
asked, she reached out and poked it slightly to see if it moved. It didn’t.
“I do indeed. In fact,” I reached down to the middle console
and opened the small soda cooler, which I had emptied, and pulled out
a small piece of Tupperware, “great minds must think alike. Hold out
your hand and close your eyes.” She hesitated a little, looking at me
with mock wariness, but she did as I asked. Once she had complied I
opened the container and withdrew the corsage I had made for her and
set it into her hands. I had fashioned it from a tortoise shell comb and
blue dyed rose petals, to form the shape of a butterfly. It was extremely
delicate, and wouldn’t last more than a few hours before the petals
began to wilt and dry, but I thought it had come out well.
“Open your eyes.”
Slowly her eyes opened and she looked down at her hands. She
stared at it and didn’t say anything for quite a while, but I could see a
rim of tears edging into her downcast eyes. As she looked up at me I
could see directly into those same eyes. When I was younger, I used
to think that the stars were made of crystal and when they broke they
would splinter into millions of smaller flecks of pure reflective light.
As I looked into her eyes I remembered why I thought that. The light
entering the ocean blue of her tears exploded into a rain of speckled
light as she looked into mine. Stardust is what I used to call it. Yeah.
Stardust.
Leaning towards me, she set her face next to mine and kissed
my cheek gently. Pulling away, she sniffed a bit and used the back of
her hand to catch a tear before it made it too far down her cheek, and
said, “Thank you, Conner. It’s beautiful.”
Ignoring the burning sensation in my ears, I smiled and
reached for the comb, taking it from her hand and gently inserting it
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into her hair, so that is rested just above her left ear. “Don’t mention
it,” I said and turned, knocked on the partition, and when it rolled
down, struck up a conversation with James.
Once we arrived at the school we weaved our way into the
gymnasium and made our way through the crowd to find a table. My
eyes flitted back and forth over the familiar (and unfamiliar) faces
of the other guests as they asked each other, and themselves, who
the hell was I to have her on my arm. Personally, I found it amusing,
and soon found a table where some friends were sitting, and took a
couple of empty seats. The first couple of hours passed rather slowly,
and I just sat at my table talking with friends while she visited others
around the room and danced. She did love to dance. Eventually the
seemingly endless tidal wave of rap and hip-hop ended and something
one could really dance to found its way into the DJ’s hands. I was mid
conversation with someone when I felt a small hand tap me on the
shoulder. I had barely begun to turn when she grabbed both my hands
and pulled me out of my chair and onto the dance floor.
Although the song was slow, she swung me around and
around, laughing and giggling all the while, as if we were supposed
to be dancing to Tennessee Waltz or something of the like. Finally she
seemed to run out of energy and we revolved slowly, talking to each
other about everything and anything. Before the song could play itself
out, however, the principal came on the loudspeaker and announced
that it was time to choose a king and queen.
“You should probably just head up to the stage now, and save
time,” I said to her, but she just laughed. She began to laugh even
harder when her name was called as a nominee, and I just smiled at her
and waved her off to the stage. While they assembled all the potentials
I went back to my table and sipped some punch, knowing full well how
the results would turn out.
Sure enough, within a few minutes of the votes being tallied,
she was announced the winner of Prom Queen. She accepted her
crown with a wide smile and waved at everybody who cheered her
on. The captain of the baseball team won king (a jock, go figure), and
it was announced that they were to have a dance in the cleared center
of the room. Celine Dion’s “My Heart Will Go On” began playing,
and I turned around in my chair, chuckling to myself at the fact that
that was probably the best they could do to end the night with. As the
song reached the middle of its climax and I attempted to build a Ritz
Cracker tower, I was interrupted by another small tap on my shoulder.
Turning, I again found her standing there, although this time she did
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not yank me from my seat, but rather just offered me a hand and asked
me for a dance.
I looked up at her, a soft glow emanating from where the
lights of the room reflected in her golden hair, and asked, “Aren’t you
supposed to dance with the Prom King?”
She smiled and slid her small, soft hand into mine. “Yes. But I
want to dance with you.” A simple enough answer, I suppose, but one
that not only seemed to stop my heart, but the room as well.
By that time the crowd had filled the hole created by the
royalty, so we just skirted the edge by our table. At first I held her hand
and waist, in customary style, but when she put both her arms around
me and pulled me close, I didn’t know quite what to do. Eventually,
after my limbs unfroze, I wrapped my arms around her shoulders in
a gentle, but secure way. I had never realized until then how much
shorter she was than me, as the top of her head barely made it to my
chin while she rested it against my chest. Not wanting to crush the
corsage I had given her, or impale myself on her new crown, I held my
head upright. As if sensing my dilemma, with one hand she reached up
and removed the tiara, and brought it back to her other hand. And that’s
how we stood. Only swaying slightly with the music and closer than I
had ever expected, eyes closed, chin resting on her soft hair, breathing
in strawberries. And then…her phone rang.
At first neither of us actually heard it, but after the second ring
she lifted her head off my chest to look behind her at the table, where
the phone rested on top of her purse. She sighed and reached back with
one arm, the other still around my shoulder. Picking it up she pulled it
back to her and flipped it open. I didn’t need her to tell me who was on
the other line though; I already knew. There was only one person who
could have brought reality crashing down around me so completely.
“It’s Dan!” Her lips parted into a wide smile as she looked
at the caller ID. She lifted her eyes back to mine. “I’ll be right back,
promise.” I grinned weakly, slowly dropped my arms, and waved her
off gently. She turned to walk towards the outer hallway, to hear better,
but stopped and turned again. “You’ll be here when I get back, right?”
She flashed me one of her mischievous grins and I did my best to
return one.
“Where else am I gonna go?” was all I could manage, along
with a small shrug. She smiled and turned, walking out of sight. After
she had disappeared, I sauntered over to the buffet table, and began
ladling cup after plastic cup of punch, trying to bring my core temp
down to something that wasn’t solar. After downing a couple, I walked
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back to my seat and sat down, poking at the Ritz tower I had been
constructing before my temporary lapse in reality. It edged closer and
closer off kilter, until it finally crashed softly to the tablecloth. It had
only been a few inches tall, so the crackers didn’t roll very far. Looking
up from the fallen obelisk to the hall where Claire had disappeared,
I wondered what she was talking about. That she was having a good
time? That she missed him and wished he had come? As the searing
heat left my skin, it was replaced by a cold that seemed to be coming
from my own thoughts. It’s funny how truth actually makes a person
feel. Trying to think about something else, I reached forward and
picked up the crackers from the table and began construction again,
this time a pyramid of sorts. Unfortunately the crackers were too thin
to create any kind of shape, so it ended up looking like an A-cup. Every
now and again I looked up to see if she was on her way back, but she
never was. At the ten minute mark I got up from the table and walked
towards the hall entrance.
Poking my head around the stone division between gym and
corridor, I found her several feet away, sitting at the base of the wall,
knees pulled into her body. Although the lights in here were off, in
the dim moonlight coming through the window I could see the tears
cascading down her flawless cheeks. Even as I began to stride towards
her, I already knew the night was over. Once I reached her I crouched
to one knee and put my hands on her shoulders.
“Claire! Claire, what’s wrong?” I tried to get her to talk to me,
but amidst her sobs she couldn’t seem to get any words out. I had the
momentary thought that something might’ve happened to Dan, but
turning around I found her cell phone smashed and lying in pieces at
the base of the wall. Somehow, with that detail, I didn’t need to know
what he had called to tell her. Resolving to just let her cry it out, I sat
down beside her, put my left arm around her shoulders, and pulled her
close. As she continued to cry, I reached into my pocket with my other
hand for my cell, and texted James to drive around the school and meet
us at the back entrance of the gym. When she had stopped shaking, I
asked her if she wanted to go home. She was no longer sobbing, but
still couldn’t speak, so just nodded.
I stood up, helped her to her feet, and went back into the gym
to get her things. I told my friends at the table that I was taking her
home for the night, and that I would talk to them later, and left.
Once we were in the parking lot, I took off my coat and
wrapped her shoulders in it. While we waited for James, she was
finally able to tell me what happened. She said that Dan had called,
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drunk, to tell her that they were over. Not only that apparently, but
he had also found someone else while at school. To make matters
worse, he hadn’t been self-righteous about it. He used the “it’s not
you, it’s me” standby and said that he was “sorry.” I consoled her as
best I could, but what can you really say to make something like that
better? On the ride home she talked about the good times they used
to have and that she didn’t know what happened. I spent the entire
time listening to everything she had, letting her cry on my shoulder—
figuratively and literally. And all that while I slowly calculated
something inside my head: after tonight I could either be her friend,
and take care of her, or try to continue what had started on that dance
floor. As painful as the first option felt inside me, I knew what I would
be if I chose the second: an interloper, preying on her at her weakest
hour. It wasn’t actually like that, but I knew what I wanted, and what
she needed. And they weren’t the same.
When we got to her house, I got out, opened her door, and
walked her to the porch steps.
“Will you be ok tonight?” I asked, hands in my pockets,
looking over to her as we walked.
“I just need to get some sleep.” The hidden smile that always
seemed just below the surface of her lips was gone, and her eyes no
longer glinted with light.
“O.K. Call me tomorrow?” She nodded, took off my jacket,
handed it to me, and ascended the steps alone. I turned to walk back to
the car, but after only a couple steps stopped. “I never got to tell you
how beautiful you were tonight.” I turned back to find that she had
stopped just shy of the door. She turned to look at me, and I could see a
fresh trail of tears crawl down her cheek. I walked slowly towards her,
skipped the three steps to the porch, and wrapped my arms around her,
holding her tight. She began crying again, but it was softer this time.
After a few moments I leaned back so I could see her face, and using
one hand, gently rubbed the tears from beneath her eye.
I could have said it right there and then. I love you Claire.
You’re the most beautiful creature I’ve ever seen and I’ve loved you
since that first day you visited me in the workshop. But I didn’t. Later
on I would convince myself that it was for the best, and that she needed
me as a friend during that time, but I knew, and always will know,
that I just couldn’t say those words because I was scared. I didn’t
even know why I was scared, but I couldn’t do it. So I kissed the top
of her forehead, told her I’d talk with her in the morning, and left. We
finished our senior year, graduated, and went off in different directions

38

for college. I’m pre-med in Boston; she’s in Spain for European
History of Art. We check in on each other every now and again, but it’s
hardly what we used to be. And it probably never will be. Unless…
Three days ago her flight landed back home, and she was going
to be staying with her parents over summer break. She doesn’t know I
know, and I know she still doesn’t have an easel to work on.
I sat in my car on the edge of her street. It was a little
stalkerish, I know, but it didn’t bother me much. I could see the
outlines of four people eating dinner through the dining room window,
but the rain made the faces blurred from a distance. I peered up through
the side of my window and wondered if I could wait out the rain, but
I figured I wouldn’t melt, and her gift was safe inside its packaging.
Stepping out of my Jeep, I shut the driver’s door and walked around to
the trunk. Opening it, I lifted out the long box and slid it under my arm.
I half walked, half jogged to the front door, evading puddles along the
way. I set the box underneath the small eave and looked through the
side window into the dining room.
There was her father, sitting at the head of the table, as usual.
The last time I had seen him his beard and hair were both fairly black,
but since then had been salted down with age. He still had a wide smile
though, and I remembered what a deep laugh he had. Her mother was
beside him, looking more weathered around the eyes, but she still had
the same flowing blond hair as her daughter, although it had paled a
little. The person closest to the window was back-to, and I could not
see a face, but it was a man, with short red hair and wide shoulders and
a scarlet Van Heusen dress shirt (not too shabby). And there was Claire.
She looked good; really good. She had always had a fair complexion,
but the Spanish sun seemed to agree with her just as much as I did. Her
hair was shorter now, almost pixie-like, but she still had that wondrous
smile. I could not hear what they were saying, but all of a sudden she
began to laugh and reached forward and kissed the man sitting back to
me. And that was when I noticed the ring on her left hand, holding his.
As he pulled away from her kiss, I saw the profile of a strong
jaw and a clean shave. It was Dan. After all these years, and everything
he put her through that year, they were together again, and looked to
stay that way. I stepped away from the light of the window and turned
to look at the tall package leaning in the corner. My ears were burning
again for the first time in a long time, but it didn’t stop there. I felt
liquid magma pouring through every vein in my body, pumping pure
hatred into my very soul. Hatred for him; hatred for her; and then…for
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me. As I looked at the packaged easel I realized why I had made it. It
wasn’t because she needed one; I could have bought her one if that
were the case. I had created something beautiful with my own two
hands in an attempt to finally prove to her that I loved her. To make up
for the mistake of silence all those years ago. But nothing would fix
that. Whether I had actually had a chance or not was not the issue. It
was done and gone. I had lost her.
I turned back to the window and looked at her again. She was
smiling. Genuinely. She was happy. Whether it was with someone
who didn’t deserve her or not, she was happy. I couldn’t help smiling
weakly myself as I reached into my jacket pocket for my pen. Turning,
I wrote on the box “From an old friend.”
Back in my Jeep I looked again at the house where the girl of
my dreams sat, eating dinner with her family and her fiancé. I reached
into my pocket, pulled out my cell phone, and hit the speed dial.
“Hey David, my night just opened up. What’s that girl’s number
you’ve been bugging me about?” As I drove down the rain-drenched
street, I wondered vaguely what her reaction would be, standing
that handmade, cherry easel in front of her for the first time. And I
wondered if she would realize who it was from, when she saw the
wooden butterfly cresting the piece. And I wondered if she would
smile.
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Chime

Casey O’Malley
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Poetry

Performance
Jane Blanchard

The mouse arrives too late
to find an open seat
in Robert Frost’s old barn,
where poets read their works
to those who hope to write
so well.
Deciding not to leave,
it scampers up a brace
and settles on a beam,
then entertains itself
by sifting dust on all
below.

42

Nonfiction

Eyes

CeCe Totten
(After Jennifer Luebbers’ Choir)
Kayla McGray had eyes as deep as craters—effulgent brown
tunnels like dark amber honey, yet subtle little shallow reflecting pools
of the world outside. The first time I saw her was in an English class
about mythical creatures. Dr. Holton would always encourage her
to talk more because she felt everyone always had something to say,
but Kayla McGray never did. She preferred to speak with her eyes,
glancing around, wide open, taking snapshots of the people, places,
and things that she encountered throughout the day. Most of the other
teenagers in the class were abruptly annoying and rude, but not Kayla
McGray. Although she never spoke much, her writing was always
detailed and well written, a sign that she always did her homework. I’d
always watch her from the side of the classroom, always wondering
what she was thinking about. Every so often, her deep eyes would
make their way my way, closing in on me, suffocating me with the
need to know more about who I was. I was just a bystander. She was
more than that. An observer of the small material world with hair to
match the brown in her eyes and shoulders that held up the most fragile
collarbone inlayed under her skin that I had ever seen.
Through distinct mutterings from Dr. Holton, I’d hear the
other students whispering things about Kayla McGray. Make sure to
write about this tonight (She never speaks to anyone in other classes
either) and be sure not to summarize (and she always looks so lost) and
be sure to hand it in at the beginning of next class (and she probably
doesn’t have any friends). Class Dismissed. Oh Kayla McGray—I was
so taken back when I looked at her. Her curiosity was free and wild,
yet quiet and intriguing. The other kids all thought she was crazy, but
I knew that there was more than that. Her eyes told a story, one that I
was more interested in than I would ever admit to. She was elegantly
beautiful, with eyes like stars in the universe of this ever-changing life.
But then one day, her eyes didn’t look upon the world the same
way they used to anymore. They were burning out like those same
distant stars in the midnight sky. She didn’t look around anymore, but
merely at her feet below. Everyone noticed, but no one ever asked.
Even Dr. Holton knew something was wrong, but never dared to ask.
We were encouraged to talk about class-related issues in class, but not
real things. Not real life. Rumors were going around that a young girl
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had been raped at a party a few nights past. This resonated in class
when Dr. Holton asked if there was any one crime in the world that
wasn’t acceptable to commit no matter what culture or corner of the
earth you came from. The room fell silent. Kayla McGray raised her
hand and muttered something softly for the first time. Rape. No one
spoke. Kayla McGray, after wiping the little pools of tears that were
collecting from under her eyes, got up and left that classroom. She
didn’t stick around for the conclusion of what to write about for the
next class. Neither did I.
I sat for a moment, gathered my things, and then followed
in Kayla McGray’s footsteps out the back door of the room. No one
noticed, much like before when Kayla was full of curiosity, eyes like
wonder. Her eyes were hollow and empty now, lifeless and merely
nothing but a muddy gray.
Kayla McGray never came back to that class. I don’t remember
all the small things that happened after that day, but I do remember
this: I missed the way she looked at me, wondering who I was and
where I had come from, granting me a personality through the depth of
her eyes. She was gone and with her, her grace and elegance. Her eyes
were merely empty sockets now, and I imagined the way she must have
felt leaving that day. Lacking curiosity. Lacking desire. Lacking life.
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Nonfiction

Drowning

Callie Koenig
When watching others, I instantly see all the terrible things
that will happen if they carry on down the road they’re on. This is
especially true when I’m faced with the frightening prospect of being
around children.
I remember a sunny but not very hot afternoon at my brother’s
house. My sister-in-law, Jessica, and I sat at the kitchen table while my
niece, Kody, and her friend, Hayden, played on the concrete slab patio
just outside the sliding screen door. I could see them running around on
their three year old legs, drawing with sidewalk chalk, chasing lizards
that hid under the lip of the house in the shade and away from tiny
human hands, and screaming or laughing whenever the urge to do so
took over. I could hear them through the screen and I knew that they
were having the best day of their, so far, short lives.
There was an inflatable pool on the right side of the patio
that was half-full and was as tall as the toddlers’ chests. I watched as
Hayden ran past the pool, running his hand across its unstable side.
That’s when my imagination kicked in. In slow motion I saw him tilt
off balance and lean against the top of the inflatable pool’s wall to
stabilize himself. My heart thumped harder in my chest as I watched
him topple over the top of the squished down pool wall and fall headfirst into the six to eight inches of water. Once in the water, he began
to flail his short arms and legs in his strongest attempt at escaping the
murderous water. I knew that this definitely would have happened if
I hadn’t been watching him or if I hadn’t been there and Jessica had
stepped into the kitchen for a quick second. I thought about the phone
calls that would have to be made: one to 911 and one to Hayden’s
mother. I thought about the frantic attempts at CPR. I thought about the
looks the neighbors would carry on their faces for months, probably
even years: looks of disgrace, shame, horror, and possibly one out of
all of them would be a look of pity, if we were lucky.
Other images flashed through my mind as I tensed my body
for the inevitable rush I would definitely have to make within minutes:
out of my seat, through the screen door if I couldn’t open it in time
and to the child’s aid, whatever form that might come in. I nodded to
what Jessica was saying but my mind was fully on the images swirling
inside my imagination, which had taken me hostage, and I struggled
to keep my breath at a normal pace and volume. He could so easily
drown. All that lay between him and certain death was a section of air-
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filled plastic.
It wasn’t until they were both back inside the house, safe and
undrowned, that I could take a deep breath and let my tensed muscles
relax.
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No Standing
Dianna Allen
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Poetry

Construction Flesh
Darren Smart

My hands on ancient sheetrock
discover fat screws like loose fingernails
to tear away in the claws of a hammer,
ripping the sticky sheets onto a floor
carpeted with dust and rusting tools,
the dust clouds catching me
in the building’s dead skin,
in living to sort through loose ends
of buried tenants, unfinished caulking,
the dead smell of rotting timber,
and works in progress—
as we fix a home like fixing lives—
tearing away to build new.
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Workin’ Hard
Ben Dunbar
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Poetry

Rehab on Eagle Lake
Sarah Gauvin

The oars of the boat rowed
as if tearing the water,
like paper, clean
in two, like the rip
of Christmas wrap
last year when small nieces
and second cousins slid stockinged
across my brother’s pine floor for
one last look beneath the tree.
My sister-in-law sat still, sipping
at peppermint cocoa and smiling
when Suz said, “There’s a beach ball
in your belly!” and the air was ginger
and damp pine, icicles melting in the morning
sun, and raisin pudding…
and whiskey—whiskied
speech and sight and sound until the lights spun
around the tree were constellations,
and the crash of a plate,
slipped through my fingers,
was a tuba, a blast of brass crescendo
that grew louder when I met
my brother’s stare, unblinking,
and slurred sorries and fell
to collect broken bits of ceramic
on my knees like I was in prayer
service last Sunday, searching
for stillness, a whisper
like the soft ripple of water
on a lake.
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Three Narratives

Nonfiction

Beth Walk

“Chinese Body”
I’m at Liverpool One with Ivy—her real name is Leung Yue
Wai but, yeah, I can never remember that—and we go to the Chinese
market in the sketchy-ass part of town where there is, like, graffiti on
every wall and some low-budget church which I assume is Baptist or
something—you can’t tell because it’s just a house—and Ivy wants to
buy some Japanese noodles that you fry in a pan to make them stick
and get all crispy on the bottom but still squishy. So we buy some
mochi, which is this Japanese stuff with soft squishy rice paste that’s
really good and I off-handedly ask if it’s really sweet because I have
been eating too many sweets lately and don’t want to get fat and her
eyes get wide and she says in her thick accent, “Ai ya! But, you are
slim.”
“Interesting”
I’m at the mall in Bangor, age 14, trying to look inconspicuous
with my little sister because I’m a Goth all dressed in pink and black
and she’s a bit of a skank with huge hoop earrings and a low neckline
but we’re still pretty good buddies at this point and I go into Hot Topic
and see this thin, tallish girl with a black t-shirt and long black hair
with red streaks and cropped, ripped jean shorts with black fishnets
and huge combat boots and I think she’s really hot so I stare at her for,
like, the whole time, like a creepy loser who doesn’t want to be seen
with her little sister by a pretty Goth lesbian, and I meander around
the stores and my sister makes fun of me for being so fucking smitten
until I hear, “Hey, Pink and Black!” and of course I don’t turn around
because that’s not my name, obviously, but then I hear it again so, you
know, just like anyone would do, I turn around and it’s her in one of
those big black leather massage chairs in the middle of the mall with
two skinny stoner-looking Goth boys; she waves me over and she
looks totally baked, too, and she’s like, “You’re very interesting to look
at, Pink and Black, what’s your name?”
“When Men Drunk”
It’s my last night in Barcelona and I’ve been hanging out with
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these two Australian guys, mostly because we all speak English and
we met during our first night here, because our youth hostels were
affiliated with each other. I feel cool around them because I’m the
only one of the three of us who speaks any Spanish. Anyway, tonight
I get drunker than I have ever been in my life on a whole ton of 50cent vodka shots and we play ten fingers and I have no idea what I’m
saying, accidentally letting it slip that I was sexually assaulted and the
atmosphere changes and gets slightly awkward and I try to bring it
back up by changing the subject, all the while laughing uncontrollably,
of course. But, anyway, one guy ends up going home because suddenly
he’s had one shot too many, so it’s just Tom and me for a really long
time and then he walks me back to my hostel and we argue about
whose accent is more correct on the pronunciation of the word “no”
and after, like, an hour of giggly talking outside my door, the front desk
guy comes out to try to get me to come inside and stop being noisy
and I feel like a drunken idiot bimbo, but then Tom puts a hand on my
shoulder and says before he leaves, and I never see him again, “I’m
really glad we met.”
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Poetry

Francis Lloyd Marlow
Ellen Marlow

Francis Lloyd never worked for nobody.
Ain’t nobody never worked for Francis Lloyd.
Francis Lloyd never needed nobody—
no crippled son,
no repairmen,
no dustbowl in his eyes.
Ain’t nobody never needed Francis Lloyd.
Ain’t nobody never called Francis Lloyd Francis—
Lloyd won’t call no one Francis neither.
“Do unto others, the good Lord say!”
Lloyd chuckles and toasts his moonshine
to sweet home Nebraska,
and to all free and self-taught men.
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Nonfiction

The Only Fight
Shannah Cotton

I am seven years old. I have pin straight brown hair that I
usually wear down. Today it is up in a blue and yellow polka dotted
barrette my mother gave me this morning. My thin legs are shaking
in a nervous pattern. They go up and down so fast that the vibration is
making the table move. I’m in first grade. It is the school year before
my parents get divorced, so I have not yet begun biting my nails. I
continue to shake until it is time for recess.
I am standing on Texas in my purple windbreaker, searching
the playground for my best friend Kathleen. We always meet at this
state that is a part of the large map of the USA on the blacktop. When
we are standing on the map we can see both sides of the playground,
the kickball fields, and the basketball court, too. It’s like we’re in the
middle of the world together. Suddenly, I see her walking towards me;
the wind is blowing her golden wavy hair into her face. But she is not
alone. Walking beside her is Alyssa. Her hair is not out and free, but
held tightly back in a slick, blonde bun. She tells Kathleen that she
looks like a sheep dog with all that hair covering her eyes. I cross my
arms over my chest and narrow my eyes. Somehow, Alyssa always
finds a way to push Kathleen around. I don’t like it.
Kathleen apologizes for being late, but she was waiting for
Alyssa, who decided she wanted to play with us today. Alyssa explains
how Kelly is sick, Brandy is at the dentist, and Courtney is playing
with the boys today. Isn’t that convenient?
I am in a huff as we go to play on the swings. She is taking
my time with Kathleen away from me. I don’t like that. Alyssa and
Kathleen are walking ahead of me and chatting away. I hate her. She is
trying to steal Kathleen away from me, even if it’s only as a last resort.
We start to swing and I begin to distance myself even further from the
conversation. No one seems to notice. Although it has only been a few
minutes of being left out, I am already near tears. Kathleen is my best
friend. She should know I don’t like Alyssa. She should know she is
my best friend and no one else’s. She should know.
“If you’d rather have her as a best friend then I’ll just leave.”
I get up off the swings and begin to run away. I hear Kathleen calling
me, screaming for me to come back and talk. She sounds upset. Alyssa
says nothing. I feel bad for making Kathleen sad. But I reason with
myself that Kathleen needs to be sad, to realize that she doesn’t need
anyone else but me. I slow down when I reach the other side of the
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playground, the little kid side. My new barrette has fallen into my eyes.
I yank it out, ripping the fabric of the bow by mistake, and start to cry.
I am seven years old and lonely.
The bell rings and the stampede of little feet begin. I head
towards the big doors and I see Kathleen and Alyssa heading in.
Kathleen has been crying, I can tell. She is my best friend, after all.
She looks at me with pleading eyes that say, “Why can’t we just all
be friends?” I am about to walk up to her and say something, but then
Alyssa puts her arm around her and Kathleen looks away. I am in
first grade and insecure. She’s my best friend but she is my opposite:
incredibly kind, shy, and sweet, things one wouldn’t necessarily
associate with the loud, bossy being that I am. No one will get in the
way of our friendship, not even me. I run ahead, calling Kathleen’s
name, saying, wait up; I’m coming back to talk.
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Bull’s Eye
Ben Dunbar
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Nonfiction

That Smile

Marcelle Hutchins
In the photo she’s barely smiling. Her eyes peer straight at
the camera; she probably had a friend take it. There is a truck in the
photo—an old, beat up, silver pickup truck with a few small dents and
scratches. She’s standing beside it, my mother, with one arm rested
on her right hip while the other comfortably rests against the rear
backdoor of the truck. Engraved in the center of the backdoor is the
factory’s brand name, “MITSUBISHI,” in big, red font. She’s home for
a visit.
It’s late afternoon and the temperature is rising. The picture is
taken in what looks like a village at midday. I see palm trees stretched
out across the background and a dirt road that goes on forever. She’s
tied a navy blue jacket with a golden button around her small waist.
The picture must have been taken when she was twenty. I’m not so
sure of her age, but she looks twenty in the photo.
I found the photo about a year ago in my mother’s album,
tucked behind a bag of even more photographs of the people in her life.
I could not help but gaze at the photo of my mother. She’s stunning.
My mother used to say that her fashion style was unique and
sophisticated. She wasn’t into what everyone else was doing; she was
“keeping it real” with a pair of faded denim jeans, outdated blue and
white Converse, and a plain, white t-shirt. Her hair was styled in an
afro—its shape and texture a perfect dome. Her afro in the photo is
soft, and healthy; not at all kinky or damaged. I have this speechless
look on my face. All around me is silence; she’s more beautiful than
me—her complexion, choice of clothes, and her smile are far more
perfect than a person on a magazine cover.
I’m not sure whether the picture was taken at her father’s
village in Elon, a remote village in Cameroon, or someone else’s, but
I think it’s her father’s. She used to visit home quite often to escape
the city life and I imagine that this could have been taken from one of
her visits. My mother doesn’t know that I have the picture, or she’d
ask for it back, and return it to its rightful place. I imagine it is the
inside of a photo album that no one ever thinks to look through. I love
this picture more than anything; it’s a clue to my mother’s past that
she hardly talks about. I see this photo as a step closer to my mother’s
existence—maybe, just maybe, she can let me into her life—open up to
me about anything. Wouldn’t it be wonderful to sit next to my mother
with the picture and listen to her reminisce about her past in Africa?
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Wouldn’t it? No, it wouldn’t be wonderful; my mother doesn’t have the
time of day. But it would be wonderful, I tell myself before moving my
attention back to the photo.
The crooked smile never changes. It sits in the same shape,
same form, and lacks a little comfort—she never wants to smile at the
camera. My mother says she “doesn’t know how to” smile right. “But
there’s no such thing as right,” I tell her. Her smile is straight—with
a little space between the lips, enough to see the white of her teeth. I
still see this same smile in my mother’s recent pictures of her trip to
Paris, France with my father, and although she claims that her smile is
horrendous, I think it’s quite special. It’s uniquely hers. She pulls off
the smile at twentyish the same way she does in her thirties.
I keep the picture of my mother in a black, plastic frame. It
sits on top of my jewelry box, angled right at me every night. Others
appreciate the photo; my friends say I look a lot like her in the photo,
but I disagree. My mother cannot be compared to me or to anyone else.
There are days when I think I really resemble my mother, even now,
after her roaring twenties.
I wish I could remind my mother of how beautiful she used to
be, and still is. My mother is filled with kindness, with love and joy,
and it kills me that she doesn’t see herself that way. My mother is a
vision of perfection, glamour, and my best friend. There’s no one quite
like her, my mother.
But since our move from Cameroon to the States, I’ve seen
a change in my mother. Her faded jeans have been replaced with a
flower-patterned robe and sheepskin moccasins. Her hair that once took
an immense amount of her time to fix now takes five minutes to comb
and tie back into a loose ponytail. If only she’d cut it, and let it grow
gray, she’d look like the perfect African woman, with a short, boyish
buzz cut, wearing her traditional African print dress, which she still
takes out for company and social gatherings.
I know my mother thinks less of herself now than she did
seventeen years ago. But all she has to do is look at the photo of
herself, standing next to a silver pickup truck with that smile. Wouldn’t
it be wonderful if my mother could just see herself for who she really
is? Yes, it would be wonderful.
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Jeffrey Alfier is a two-time Pushcart Prize nominee,
and a nominee for the UK’s Forward Prize for
Poetry. His poems have appeared recently in Vallum
(Canada) and Post Road, with work forthcoming in
New York Quarterly. His latest chapbook is Before
the Troubadour Exits (2011). His first full-length
book of poems, The Wolf Yearling, will be published
in 2012, by Pecan Grove Press. He serves as coeditor of San Pedro River Review.

Diana Allen can often be found trying to protect her
camera from the paint she’s covered in, scrambling
to write something down in one of her notebooks, or
dreaming of trains and red telephone booths.

Abrahamm Beane spends his days hunting
zombies, alienating passersby, and instigating
swordfights in his kitchen. One day he hopes to
achieve his lifetime goal: thinking of a lifetime goal.
Along with his partner in crime, Sid the destroyer
of socks, he continues his ever-lengthening quest
to add to his awesome collection. A friend to all,
enemy to few, and the kid on the playground you
never want your own child to play with. Avise la fin.

Jane Blanchard divides her time between Augusta,
Maine, and St. Simon’s Island, Georgia. Her poetry
has appeared or is forthcoming in Blue Unicorn,
Descant, James Dickey Review, Light, New
Plains Review, Pearl, REAL, RiverSedge, Thema,
Trinacria, and elsewhere.
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Shannah Violet Cotton also goes by
Shoshannah, her Hebrew name. She comes
from northeastern Connecticut and is
finishing up her freshman year at UMF.
Being a Creative Writing major, Shannah
says writing is her passion and is always
trying new things. Recently, she has gotten
involved in Slam Poetry, and loves it.

Matt Daigle has wasted twenty years
doing crappy Mark Wahlberg impressions,
reading, watching copious amounts of
television and movies, eating Cheez-Its,
trying and failing to make music, and
playing ultimate frisbee. Oh, and he likes
to write.

Jessica Deans has been teaching public
kindergarten in southern Maine for five
years. When not in the classroom, she
enjoys spending time outdoors, exploring
topics in ecology, traveling, and taking
photos.

Noelle Dubay is really good at two things:
writing bios of herself, and lying.
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Benjamin “Cow Whisperer” Dunbar wants to live
on a farm, and thinks that everyone should have a
pet cow.

Max Eyes is as straight as a circle. When he’s
not backstage hanging out with Conor Oberst,
he’s cuddling, eating string cheese, or getting into
trouble. Max enjoys tea, ugly sweaters, Polaroid
cameras, The Little Mermaid, and being barefoot.
His toes have names, and he can be found dancing
to 90s music alone in his bedroom. Sassy, silly, and
sort of ridiculous, Max invites you to come along
for the ride.

Sarah Gauvin wants to sample the whole world.
She promises to enjoy it slowly, by the spoonful,
and to share it with good company, and to only add
sweet things—like caramel or powdered sugar—if
it ever leaves a sour taste on her tongue.

Devany Greenwood is a one-way ticket, westwardbound, dreaming of sunflower sutras, Bus 142, Joan
Jett’s leather jacket, and the endless freedom of the
Pacific Coast Highway.
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Tara Haley masquerades as Ziggy Stardust on
the weekends. She has two things in common
with Jesus: rides a motorcycle, and lives in
Farmington. One of these things is not true.

Marcelle Hutchins was born in Cameroon,
a country in the western part of Africa, and
moved to the states at the age of eight. She
is currently studying Creative Writing with a
minor in Sociology at the University of Maine
at Farmington. She plans on taking a year off
to volunteer abroad before pursuing graduate
school. Nothing can compare to deserving
her dreams as a writer, a journalist, and a
humanitarian.

Callie “Caliente” Koenig, a resident of
Oregon, is a non-traditional student at the
University of Maine at Farmington where she
rocks a mohawk as she pursues a Bachelor
of Fine Arts degree in Creative Writing. This
is her first published piece, which makes her
ecstatic.

Connor Lofink can usually be found
frantically trying to meet deadlines. He spent
a lot of time trying to make this blurb not read
like the “about me” section on a dating site,
but was unable to come up with anything more
creative.
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Ellen Marlow pretends to live in a dorm
room, while in truth she can be found in the
reeds along the Sandy River, stalking ducks.
When asked why, she usually responds, “They
were here before the gods!”

Casey O’Malley is a third year poem junkie,
who likes photography on the side. She can be
dangerous with a camera.

Carl Palmer, nominee for the Micro Award
and three Pushcart Prizes, from Old Mill Road
in Ridgeway, VA, now lives in University
Place, WA, without wristwatch, cell phone or
alarm clock. Long Weekends Forever.
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Darren Smart hasn’t put coherent fiction on a
page in over six months, but this poetry thing
seems to hit the spot.

CeCe Totten is a former graduate of the
University of Maine at Farmington with a BA
in English. A Connecticut native, her plans
include backpacking Europe, WOOFing in
Greece with her best friend, building a log
cabin, opening her own brewery, and writing
a memoir. She’s been inspired to write by
authors such as Annie Dillard, Susanna
Kaysen, Jamaica Kincaid, Rainer Maria Rilke,
and Mimi Schwartz. She’s a rugby player,
a photographer, an artist, a journalist, an
observer, and a dreamer.

“Beth Walk is that girl/
you see writing joke haiku’s/
on classroom white boards”
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Editors’ Notes

Editor-in-Chief Emma Deans believes that
athletes and artists CAN coexist. She would enjoy
it if one of her jock friends wrote a poem and
one of her writer friends learned how to throw a
football. Then we could all break bread together.
On an unrelated note, Emma has three earlobes.
She enjoys watching episodes of Cheers, where
everybody knows her name (and they’re always
glad she came). She has difficulty opening cans
with can openers. When she grows up, she’d like
to be a catcher in the rye.

Assistant Editor Kelsey E. Moore believes
she could love everyone—the whole world—
someday.
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