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Editor’s Letter

“I must be a mermaid. I have no fear of depths and a great fear of
shallow living.”
-Anais Nin
Go away to college in the mountains--the loneliest place you can imagine. Feel
small in this new landscape. Read too much; develop few friendships; write bad
poems. Go down to the river in late October when the sky is grey and the water is
too cold. Strip off your sweater and jeans and hiking boots. Dive in. Wonder what
you are doing here.
Stay in a rented summer cottage with your two best friends from high school. Blow
bubbles from plastic wands; laugh. Say that it has been too long. Eat lobster for
dinner; sit out on the porch; smell the saltwater on your skin. Sip white wine from
the striped tumbler in your hand. Ask to have a picture taken of you. When the
shutter clicks, you are twenty years old forever.
Spend your Indian summer perched on a rock in the river. Pick wildflowers. Let
your hair dry wild in the sun. Laugh and catch the falling gold leaves as they drift
past. Swim in the bright water. Fill with longing.
Sit on the front steps outside of your first apartment. Tell your friend that you are
waiting for something magical to happen to you. When he asks you--like what?-realize that you don’t know.
Wake up in the night to the sound of rain falling. Drink a glass of tap water leaning against the sink. Listen to the room, feel its warmth on your bare legs. Be less
afraid.
Look at the girl in the photo. Realize that she knows more now than ever before.
Lean closer. Whisper--tell me more.

Kelsey E. Moore, Editor
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Tell me, what is it you plan to do
with your one wild and precious life?
—Mary Oliver
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Mud & Mussels
...

Greta Grant

Poetry

please go ahead
Kenyon Grant

Please go ahead and shield the tiny gasp
ing flame-- that small and wasted heart-from life’s great gale. Despite your feebly grasp
ing fingers wind will find your wick and part
you from the life you love so well; though you
may be content to burn on birthday cakes,
in dining rooms, your flare could murder through
the tindrous world! Your tinny female aches
mean nothing to the tidal ebb and flow;
so-- seventeen-- the questions be: why not
burn radical and brave, and, wise, forgo
the diamond birthright chain your youth forgot.
Your teenage sweetheart need not make you age;
far greater, dear, to char in kindling rage.
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Fiction

Just ‘Till I Lose Myself
Samuel Harrison

The day the first wrinkle formed on her forehead, her husband’s
last words were “I made a lot of mistakes.”
Before I turned ten, she taught me the world. I would lie in her
grass while she planted. As I twirled worms in my fingers, she would tell
me about how worms break down material, causing fertile soil. I felt the
ground. I felt the dirt. I felt every blade of grass.
These were the days that my mother praised washing machines.
“It just doesn’t get better than dirt,” she always said. Pushing my
face into the grass, I saw a smaller world. Bees ran over daisies, desperate
to find the perfect flower for their woman back home. Centipedes walked
along, carefree. Daddy Long Legs crawled over my skin, searching for the
next rest stop. No longer did I just see in societies; I saw in microcosms.
“Feel the grass again, Sam.” The dew licked my palm. She told me
what I live on is called the crust; there are three other layers. The mantle.
The inner core. The outer core. “You see, it’s impossible to dig to China;
the inner Earth is too hot. Though, if you could, once you reach the center,
every way you dig is up.” And she laughed, salt and pepper hair throwing
dirt.
Everyday, we’d move to her porch, drinking lemonade. Everyday,
that cool yellow for the work of earthy brown fixed me while her husband
fixed his own drink. He would slam into the chair, squeaking and sipping,
his face becoming more relaxed.
“Only one or two,” he said.
“Only five or six,” she retorted.
“Just ‘till I lose myself,” he muttered.
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Poetry

drugs at my parents’ beach house
Kate Chianese

little college graduate
will do keg stands
on your lanai
throw bottles
in the yard
yellowed rubber
curls by the dog bowl
little girl uses
your corporate card
for gas and drives up north
forgets to pump gas
she left the black plastic
shining on the car roof
finds it two hours later
misses all her appointments
old person town
little girl takes her friends
to where you’ll retire
husband rigging boats
wife bird watching
little girl shrooming
gunshot—bloody
marry mixer murder
over Dorn’s white tile
elderly staring
chowder bellies full
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bay sits with its hands
clasped in its lap
little girl steals cheese
bricks at Ralph’s
fridge filled with bottles
the last few drops
worry: “are you
doing coke? drinking
a bottle a day?”
“yes,” says little girl.
“it’s 10AM—I just drank
a handle to myself
in between the lines
because it’s still the 80’s”
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Fiction

Big Red
Nicole Byrne

We used to meet at that old elementary playground every Friday
evening during the summer. There were four of us, genders equally divided. After we had exchanged our usual physical formalities of silent fist
bumps and high fives, we would turn our denim pockets inside out and
empty them down to the lint-speckled inner fabric. The silver and copper
that we had collected over the week would be pooled into a single sum.
With our fists clutching the carefully counted coins, we would march single
file down the railroad tracks over to the Jersey Pride where we could trade
the money for things that we actually wanted. First, we would purchase the
necessities: soda and chewing gum. Then, we would make sure that we utilized every penny, buying Slim Jims, Combos, or lollipops from the fifteencents jar on the counter. We had no concept of saving money; we were
only interested in saving ourselves from the suburban flowerbeds of Gethsemane. We would leave with our happy face bags reflecting our feelings,
and trek back up the railroad tracks to the playground where we divvied
up our purchases, evenly of course, and sat either on the picnic tables or
under the slide. We would stay there until long after the red rays of sun had
dipped down below the school roof, just passing around a two-liter bottle
of Mountain Dew, chomping on tri-stick wads of Big Red, and doodling on
each other with ballpoint pens, getting intoxicated on the company of each
other and artificial cinnamon flavor.
ars passed. The Dew and Big Red was gradually replaced by cheap
vodka and cigarettes, preferably Marlboro, but any brand we could get our
hands on would do. Instead of making regular trips to the Jersey Pride, we
started stumbling into its dark cousin, Krauszer’s; they were more familiar
with bloodshot eyes and seemingly unprovoked fits of giggling among their
patrons and never bothered questioning us. The boys’ facial hair lengthened and the girls’ clothing responded inversely. The Bic-Stic doodles that
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we used to etch onto each others’ exposed skin became permanent. But our silence
had endured time; we still never said a word to one another during our gatherings.
There was nothing that needed to be said.
Graduation came and went. After we discarded our caps, gowns, and the
Class of ‘99, we ran right to the picnic tables and slides that had sheltered us for the
past ten years. We knew it was the end; the slave chains of college, full-time jobs,
and relocation had been coiled around our wrists and necks. Resistance wasn’t an
option. We stood around in a square-ish huddle on the faded mulch, heads bent
towards the earth, shuffling our feet, occasionally snatching a glimpse of brow or
cheek, but not an eye. Our lips opened only to release sighs; breath was the only
sound that escaped us. We were saying goodbye, and as usual, there were no words,
but this time we needed them. A wind picked up, as if to nudge us along, blowing
loose sand under our flicking lashes. When the wind died away, there was something other than sneakers and wood chips in our lines of sight. It was the outer
wrapping from a pack of gum, unmistakably red, white-veined from age and rain.
We all looked up, this time meeting adjacent eyes. Our lips barely moved, but we
smiled with the black twinkle in our pupils. We parted then, never looking back,
never going back, never feeling the need to. The wrapper had said all that needed to
be said.

Poetry

The Professor
Tobi Cogswell

Every day he walks
bony bare ankles
too short pants
dress shoes, hair as if
he electrocuted himself
looking not right
not left
not at the cars
stopped for his
wiry frame.
Elbows perched at his sides
like chicken wings
like prehistoric body parts
he walks
his mission:
find the water
hear the waves
drink the coffee
read two pages
maybe three
of prose carried
in his back pocket
or the baggy pocket
of his cardigan sweater
always black
over dress shirts
short sleeved
one pocket on his
concave chest
perched glasses
bothering his perspective
occasionally he trips
or falls off curbs
he thinks it is
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payment for a small
life. Where he has
one pre-prepared salad
in his fridge
a quart of milk and
tea, although he
walks to coffee.
He loves the girl
at his morning stop
she must be 20
just starting out
still living at home
he wants to hold her
he wants to kiss her
he wants to adopt her
he does not know
what he wants except
to see her, except
on Wednesdays
he does not know
what she does Wednesdays
but still he goes
he must be consistent
he must get his
exercise
he must matter.
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Fiction

Maintenance
Ellen Marlow

A mop fell into grainy water, rocking bubbles to the outside
edges, licking yellow plastic. Pat. Water drooled from the braids across
thick tiles, under stall doors, beneath windows where the streetlights
had just awakened. Curves and swishes shone on the floor, wet until they
dissolved. Wide bands became smears, became needles, became nothing,
until Harvey smelled only floor cleanser and city water.
Speckled counters were wiped down, clearing water and dust
between raised sink bowls. Brown paper was lifted from moist corners,
clutched through blue latex. Trash cans were emptied into the cart, dry
matter rustling from one container to the next. Harvey pressed at his back
with a rubber palm, stretched, winced. He fought back yawns, yearnings
for his couch and his bloodhound. He tried to ignore engines screaming
from the highway, always screaming.
The first door rattled against the stall. Harvey examined with narrowed eyes, arm ahead of him like a buttress. He sighed. Every open surface was embroidered in graphite, tattooed by ballpoint. Harvey’s thumb
ached, pressing in focused circles over small dark letters. He dug into
initials, hearts, arrows. He smudged at tiny phalluses, defiant fragments,
underlines and exclamation points in clans. In the third stall his palm
pressed through sandpaper, song lyrics collapsing into woven grooves.
The fifth door swung. Harvey’s eyes fixed to a wrapper on the floor. He
bent with corroded hinges. His eyes finally met the back wall when he
stood up. The wrapper landed silently at his feet.
The glossed wall behind toilet number five was gone, and in its
place was paradise. Clouds like his mother’s blue eyes rested on an orange
sky. A waterfall poured from the top right corner, pooling into a lagoon
right above the auto-flushing mechanism. Where the water was still, koi
swam and lotus grew. Everything dripped with sunlight from full ferns, to
smooth boulders where the waterfall leaned.
Finally Harvey’s eyes broke from the drawing, recognized the stall
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again, the gloves, the cleanser. He rubbed his neck and blinked between
long stares. Along the mid-wall molding, and abandoned atop the toilet
paper box, were short thick markers. He counted 15, held up the gray to
river stones, the scarlet to parrots scattered in the canopy. One of them fit
easily in his thick square palm, concealed by his fist. He imagined them
aligned in someone’s pocket as they strode faceless through the mall
with secret motivations. He imagined life pouring from someone once
in private, onto this wall. He imagined that maybe this had been a home
somehow. He imagined the back wall of stall five becoming that home,
flowing suddenly thick with green and water and the smell of earth.
He traced his fingers along ripples, along dew drops and open
blossoms. He closed his eyes and felt sunlight, heard water rushing, and
bird song. Toilet sweat seeped through his pant leg and he stumbled from
the wall. Harvey glanced over his shoulder to the cart, spray bottles and
sandpaper leering. There was an ache in his chest.
Harvey went home to bed, was lying wide awake when the bloodhound stirred and the phone rang. Maintenance barked at him for twenty
minutes. Vandalism. Vandal. The words sounded like poison.
The next night the cart squealed, wavered, protesting Harvey’s
rush. The streetlights yawned. Water gushed over tiles, rags slapped
counters. He mopped his forehead in between handfuls of litter. His legs
pinched when he leaned or reached, plastic tubes bunching in full pockets. He kept his head down like someone was watching; his mind blank
like someone was listening.
Stalls one and four were rubbed raw. Three and two were scoured.
He felt like he scrubbed at voices, at faces. The fifth door loomed. The fifth
door creaked. The inside, the big stall sat wordlessly. Its panels were wiped
clean. No sky, no birdsong. Harvey hugged his arms.
He felt the air suck away from him, like something grasped for
it. He felt the stall shrinking, blank walls consuming him. He paced and
paced through stall five, thinking, listening. Hands set down his spray
bottle, his rag. He fished into his pocket, held a marker the color of goldenrod to the white space. He made one line. He made a second. He closed
his eyes, moved his hands from memory, moved them away from screaming cars and streetlights.
Soon there was a meadow, plump clouds, a smog-less sky. Harvey’s hands grew moist, kept moving. Soon his pockets were empty.
Markers rolled across the floor where his hands, his spine, shook too
much for him to retrieve them. He kept imagining phone calls, outrage.
The only sounds that came to him, later settling him into sleep, were of
the wind through his endless meadow, his mother’s laugh, her dress twirling, and a bloodhound sighing in the sun.
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Editor’s Choice Award Winner

Non-Fiction

quiet
Kate Chianese

the world becomes a stage. specks of material floating everywhere. controlled, soft lighting. the street lamps innocently illuminating the walkways, revealing their small atmosphere, the flakes that flow over their cement necks to meet the sloping ground below. smooth. street as still and
silent as a pond, kicked up only by the shuffling boots coming home from
a late-night shift, or the slow glide of someone on an evening walk, perhaps
to witness the first snow of the season.

37

THE WORLD BECOMES A STAGE. SPECKS OF MATERIAL FLOATING
EVERYWHERE, GETTING IN YOUR HAIR, COATING THE SWIMMING POOL, FALLING SILVER ON THE PATIO. THE LIGHTING—
CONTROLLED, WARM YELLOW OR BURNT ORANGE. YOU KNOW
WHERE THE FIRE IS BY THE CLOUDS, BLACK AGAINST AUBURN;
MUST BE COMING FROM LA CRESCENTA, TEN MINUTES AWAY.
AND FOR THE FIRST TIME, SEEING FLAMES—IN THE PARKING
LOT OF RALPH’S, AFTER SOME LATE-NIGHT GROCERIES—THERE,
ON THE HILL IN THE DISTANCE, BY THE FREEWAY; THE REDNESS BETWEEN THE SMOKE, THE HANDS OF FLAME GRABBING
THE BRUSH OF THE DRIED MOUNTAIN, BURNING THE BROWN
SHRUBS, THE CRUMPLED MUSTARD FLOWERS AMID THE WAITING FOXTAILS. IT COULD BE A SPITTING VOLCANO, BUT HERE IT
IS THE SMOKING HILL, THE STALE STENCH OF ASH, THE THICK
AIR TASTING BURNT, THE LEAPING WILD FIRE, A WARM GLOW
LIGHTING THE CHARRED SKY.
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“PEANUT BUTTER!” MY SISTER SCREAMED
AND DOVE FROM THE ROCKS. THE PACIFIC SWALLOWED HER
WHOLE—A BILLION BUBBLES ERRUPTED WHERE HER BODY
BROKE THE SURFACE. I LAUGHED—

“don’t be so quiet ovah theyah, californyah,” says les.

answers float in my head like flakes. sorry it bothers you, i want to say. i
would rather clean the counters than make small talk for hours on this
slow shift, i want to say.
through the glass doors, maine is pitch-black at five o’clock. the movie theatre is empty, the town outside sleepy, snug under snow.
“i’m just tired,” i say.
“you look tired,” he says.
“how’s alex,” i ask. alex has blue eyes and crooked teeth and whenever les
brings him to the theatre he will jump into adult conversations seamlessly,
something i could never do when i was eleven.
“alex is good, good,” les says. “he’s getting ready for this play, yup, this play
he’s havin in a couple weeks, so i won’t see him this weekend, i wanted ta
take him ta see a movie but he’s gonna be at his mothah’s, ya know, maybe
next week, or after the play, when he has more time, he’ll have a lot more
time after this play’s over. he’s such a good kid,” les laughs. “i can’t see him
on wednesdays cause he insists on going to the youth group, kids from
church, ya know, he goes for the atmosphere, he doesn’t get that at his mothah’s, i actually don’t know where he gets it from, i’ve never been religious,
and his mothah’s not religious, so who knows, but he absolutely loves it.
absolutely loves it.”
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“that’s really good,” i say. i scrub the counter.
the hardest working employee of ten years, les is in his sixties, laughs at his
stories. on friday nights he tears the fluttering paper tickets, talks to everyone who passes by, memorizes the faces when they pass him twice. the
squares of white fall from his hands, spreading confetti on the rug.
“it really is,” says les, “asamattah afact he gets upset when he misses it, and
he won’t take no for an answah. if his mothah don’t wanna drive him, he’d
walk.”
“mm,” i scrub.

CHOKED.

HER VOICE SPLITS IN TWO—THE RECIEVER IS PRESSED TO MY
EAR AND I CAN’T HEP BUT CRY SILENTLY LISTENING TO MY SISTER—ANOTHER PANIC ATTACK, THE THIRD OF THE WEEK.
DRIVING HOME FROM CHRISTMAS BREAK WITH RYAN—FROM
LOS ANGELES TO OKLAHOMA CITY, SHE CRIED THE WHOLE
WAY—THE PANIC ATTACKS BUILDING, SPREADING LIKE THE
WILDFIRE THAT CAN JUMP MILES BACK HOME.
BACK HOME. SHE PANICKED TO LEAVE HOME. AND IT IS MARCH,
NOW—AND STILL PANIC ATTACKS. SHE BROKE UP WITH RYAN
IN FEBRUARY. SHE STILL LOVES HIM. STILL MISSES HIM. HER
FIRST BOYFRIEND. HER COLLEGE BOYFRIEND.
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“I’M SCARED. I’M SCARED TO BE ALONE. WHEN I’M ALONE I
HAVE PANIC ATTACKS,” MY SISTER SAYS.
BUT WE’RE ALWAYS ALONE, I WANT TO SAY.
“IS LINDSAY BUSY? WHY DON’T YOU HANG OUT WITH LINDSAY,”
I SAY.
HUFFED SIGH.
“BUT LINDSAY HAS ALREADY DONE SO MUCH FOR ME. WE GO
OUT ALL THE TIME. AND SHE’S WITH HER BOYFRIEND TONIGHT.
AND I’M ALWAYS CRYING AND STUFF. SHE PROBABLY NEEDS A
BREAK.”
“MAYBE IT’S GOOD TO HAVE A BREAK TOO, BE BY YOURSELF FOR
A LITTLE WHILE.”
“NO! WHEN I’M ALONE I DO THIS. I CAN’T STOP CRYING. I’M
FREAKING OUT. I MISS RYAN—HE ALWAYS CHOSE TO STAY IN
AND WATCH MOVIES INSTEAD OF GO OUT—AND I ALWAYS
WANTED TO GO OUT—BUT NOW THAT I GO OUT EVERY WEEKEND I REALIZE HOW NICE AND IMPORTANT IT WAS JUST TO
STAY IN, SPEND SOME TIME TOGETHER. I REALLY MISS THAT.
AND NOW I’M JUST SITTING HERE. I’M SCARED TO SIT HERE BY
MYSELF.”
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alone
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i love to be alone.

alone is waking up at six a.m. and sitting by the window (open to let the
air in despite the blue-colored morning). alone is staring at the fig tree.
questioning. you sip blueberry smoothie, slightly frozen, and you huddle
deeper into the quilt, lumpy from your poor sewing skills. you remember
ripping out all the seams.
you’re eleven years old and you bring up chapter twenty-three on your
dusty desktop computer (windows 98) and you start typing out how elinora swam deep into the icy water with the manderian as her guide and
what they found at the river bottom, the mud blue because the planet is
blue, although the water startlingly clear. and you typetypetype, a soft patter on the keyboard, a soft-shoed tap dance, broken only by the silence as
you look out the window at the fig tree. knowing, it bends towards the early
morning sun, and you feel like it’s pointing to something, you feel like it
knows what’s coming next. or it knows that you know what’s coming next.

and you do.

“AT SOME POINT IN YOUR LIFE, YOU SHOULD LIVE ALONE. I
LIVED ALONE FOR EIGHT MONTHS AND I LEARNED SO MUCH
ABOUT MYSELF. YOU JUST NEED TO MAKE SURE YOU GET OUT
AND DO STUFF TOO,” MOM ADDS.
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MOM IS LOUD.

MOM IS THE LOUDEST PERSON I KNOW. HER SNEEZES ARE LIKE
SCREAMS—YOU JUMP EVERYTIME. SHE CAN LAUGH FROM A
FEW ROOMS OVER AND EVERYONE WILL LOOK AT EACH OTHER AND KNOW WHO JUST LAUGHED. “THAT’S ERIN,” SOMEONE
WILL SAY, AND THEY WILL ALSO LAUGH.
MY MOM CAN YELL. SHE CAN YELL SO LOUD YOUR OWN VOICE
LEAVES YOU, YOUR OWN VOICE RUNS OUT THE DOOR. YOUR
OWN VOICE IS A LIGHTED CANDLE, A DOLLOP OF FLAME
SNUFFED OUT BY A GHUST OF WIND, AN EXHALE—HER YELLING. “SHIT!” WAS HER FAVORITE. “SHIT, BRUCE!” SHE YELLED AT
DAD. “YOU NEVER COMMUNICATE WITH ME! EVER! YOU CAN’T
JUST TALK TO ME! WHY CAN’T YOU JUST TALK TO ME!” MY DAD
JUST SITS CALMLY IN THE ROCKING CHAIR WAITING FOR IT
TO PASS. TO MOM, MY DAD IS SITTING IN THE ROCKING CHAIR
WITHOUT A VOICE.

it’s one of my favorite questions. i wonder if people think about it.

“are you an introvert or an extrovert?” i ask my first college boyfriend, josh.
theatre major. a braying laugh. yet we don’t have a lot to say to each other.
“i don’t know,” he says thoughtfully, taps his beard. “i really like people.
i love having a long conversation with someone, or hanging out in a big
group. but i like being by myself and having alone time too. i’d say i’m half
and half.”
“okay,” i nod, but i’m not convinced. “but what about where your energy comes from. i mean, do you get more energy from being with people,
hanging with friends or meeting new ones, or do you get more energy from
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being alone.”
“i’m not sure i understand what you mean, but if you mean excited i definitely get more pumped up being around people. i can’t get pumped up
hanging out alone in my room, it’s a good time to think but nothing to
jump up and down about.”

as an introvert, i get pumped up being alone.

inside turtle’s shell you can only hear the rush of exhilaration in your ears.
the thrumming gears shift under your feet as if you’re peddling a bike at
the ocean, over roads of swelling waves against the smothering trees, or
the straight line of pavement stretching past cornfields, endless miles and
miles, 300 more miles, 100 more miles, twelve hours of miles. silent miles.
“exit. right. in. two. miles,” says miranda robotically on the window shield.
“shut up, miranda,” you say, just as robotically, a habit, an endearment by
now, a defense, as if you know the way in this endless sea of silence, a space
between home or commitments or people who know you, their voices,
your voice.

45

once you hit colorado, where the mountains hunch at the edge of the evening, you are reminded of home. soon you will be parked once again in
the dust of the brown, dried, dead hills bordering the glittering, shouting
city. sprawling los angeles, such aliveness. oh, anxiety, you think. you are
walking down the crowded street. you are returning home for the holidays.
sister, the performer, always doing so much, has so many stories to tell the
relatives. her voice projects, hits the walls in the room and the room trusts
her.

“COME HELP ME, BRUCE,” MOM DEMANDS. IT IS CHRISTMAS EVE
AND SHE HAS BEEN COOKING FOR THREE HOURS. DAD WILL
NOT HESITATE.
“WHAT DO YOU NEED HELP WITH?” HE HAS A CALM VOICE, LOW.
“THIS TURKEY IS WAY TOO HEAVY!” HER EYES ARE WIDE, GREEN.
DAD PLACES HIS WARM HANDS, STRONG AND SOFT FROM
MANY YEARS AT THE PIANO, AGAINST THE DEEP WHITE DISH
THAT CRADLES THE MOUNTAINOUS BIRD. HE LIFTS AND THE
DISH TILTS TOWARDS THE STOVE.
“WATCH IT! BRUCE—JEEZ!”
“CALM DOWN, ERIN.” HE SHIFTS HIS SHORT LEGS, THE TURKEY
RISES.
“DON’T TELL ME—I’VE SPENT ALL MORNING IN HERE MAKING
FOOD FOR EVERYONE, I MEAN, SHIT!” HER NECK STRETCHES
TOWARDS HIM. “EVERY YEAR I DO ALL THE WORK—LAST YEAR,
WHEN THE TURKEY CAUGHT FIRE—DID ANYONE HELP ME PUT
IT OUT? NO—THE TURKEY WAS TOO BIG, I HAD TO COOK IT
ANYWAY—THE OVEN SMELLED TERRIBLE FOR MONTHS—”

THE TURKEY IS IN THE OVEN. DAD CLOSES THE DOOR. IT MAKES
A SMALL SNAPPING SOUND.
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inside turtle you can sing at the top of your lungs, scream, cry, laugh, pretend you’re a donkey. or a monkey. turtle can’t talk. she won’t tell anyone.
you can go anywhere.

the carapace is low over your head, the sage lining peeling in places, revealing the orange underneath, the foam that sprinkles onto your head as you
grip the steering wheel. when it starts to rain, the water drums overhead,
pouring down the windows and you remember falling asleep in the warm
backseat as a child, the best place to doze where the thrumming motor
would hum to you, reassuring. curled up with your ear pressed to the seat,
you would listen to the road beneath you, the far-off rushing. you would
think of water sloshing on rocks.
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Poetry

Five fortyseven a.m.
Shawn Callahan

Sirens’ waves pile up against my window
closed and locked against the woodsmoke
and cold. If Ulysses were here, he’d be proud.
Most nights I sleep so soundly
I can’t hear enough to give a damn.
The garbage truck comes early in the morning
with sounds of hollow, empty
metal. The men speak as though they have
the same steel in their throat—
half earlymorning hangover, half earlymorning.
I roll over to check the time, five fortyseven.
I won’t have to be up for another two hours.
The sun shines the mountains’ halo.
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Applewood

...

Diana Allen

Fiction

Sweet Angeline
Kate Johnson

Her kitchen always smelled like roasted almonds and freshly ground
espresso beans, and Angelina loved to let the aromas of a Sicilian house
wash over her. Her Nonna liked to bake her chocolate chip cookies and
sometimes forgot to use English for minutes at a time. The generational
and cultural gap between Angelina and her grandmother was vast, and yet
they could sit together for hours watching Italian soap operas and talking
about boys.
“Kick ‘em in the front, bella. They no bother you no more.” Her
Nonna would always say, and together they would laugh and laugh as if it
had never been said before.
When they weren’t watching soap operas, eating junk food or
talking about love, Nonna would tell Angelina about her immigration to
America as if it had happened to someone else. It was the only other thing
the old woman knew—her own story. Angelina stuffed half of a chocolate chip cookie in her mouth and took a slurp out of her mini espresso
cup. Today was a good day, as far as Angie was concerned. She’d aced her
math test, talked to Brian Conant for ten minutes after gym, and she had a
sleep over that night with her best friend. Her mind was scanning over the
events of a day she considered quite full of meaning. It was only when Angelina took a minute to look over at her Nonna that her thoughts screeched
to a halt.
“Non?” She placed her hand over the pale, wrinkled and perpetually cold one resting on the table.
Her Nonna’s voice took on a dreamy quality, and her soul seemed
to drift far from her body. It was too painful for her to go into the deep well
of memories if she didn’t keep them at arm’s length. If Angie squinted my
eyes she thought she could see through her Nonna’s wrinkles to the scared,
sixteen-year-old girl she had been fifty years ago.
She said, “Angelina, remember that the God that made you is a
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good God, no matter what happens in your life.” And began to tell the story
of to her granddaughter, who had heard it over a dozen times. Usually, it
exasperated Angelina to have to sit through the same oration visit after
visit, but today was different. Today, there was something strange in her
Nonna’s eyes. She closed her eyes and listened. When Angie truly focused,
she could smell the ocean and hear the hungry, clattering gulls above her
head.
The ships danced in the harbor and a strong western wind rustled
Nazarena’s loose dress around her ankles. She was toting a one-year-old on
her hip, with no man to help her with the small amount of luggage she’d
managed to amass from their meager possessions. She had married young,
and the widowhood had come a little over a year later, when her husband
was trampled by a vegetable cart in the town square. He’d been older than
her, but a good man and she missed him now much more than she had
loved him in their brief life together. The child they had created was called
Angeline, a little girl made of porcelain and glass, and it was with this child
that she was making her escape. Nazarena felt exhaustion settle into her
bones as the hours passed. She was still standing on the dock hours after
her arrival, with one arm around her baby and the other sagging under
the weight of their two small bags. She didn’t dare put them down. The
wharf was crowded with merchants, captains and crew, as well as many
other hopeful Sicilians heading to different lands for better lives. Anything
left lying around was considered forfeit. The law didn’t seem to touch the
docks. Men gambled and smoked and drank hard liquor. It was no place
for a young widow, and certainly no place for sweet Angeline.
The money in her pocket, the only coins to her name, were from
her father. Nazarena knew she would never see him again, not after he
pressed that money into the palm of her hand and said goodbye. Passage
was secured later on in the afternoon on the same day she had arrived on
the docks, after four hours of waiting. She paid the Captain of the Louisa
May nearly every penny she had and carried little Angeline onboard. The
ship smelled like urine and seaweed, baking in the sun. Nazarena leaned
slightly over the ship’s railing inorder to breathe deeply of the tangy ocean
air. Her father’s hands used to smell like the sea when came home from
fishing with his friends. It comforted her, but only for the first night.
Angelina resurfaced in her Nonna’s kitchen and returned to the
smell of almonds and espresso.
“I could not keep Angeline quiet. She wasn’t a fussy baby, but that
day on the ship she was trying to tell me something was wrong.” Angelina
knew her Nonna loved her and the rest of their family. She knew that this
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beautiful old woman would always say that she was blessed beyond what
she deserved. But sometimes, on very bad days, Angie’s Nonna cried for
the little girl made of porcelain and glass, the sweet baby who never made it
to America. After fifty years, the loss of Angeline was still raw in her heart.
Angie closed her eyes and imagined herself aboard the foul-smelling Louisa May. At first, the child just squirmed on Nazarena’s lap, a desperate fight against the odor and the close quarters into which they had
been forced. It was a small, overcrowded vessel and the discomfort would
surely last the entire journey. There were others there, in the ship’s hold,
huddling close to their loved ones and pying to God for mercy and safe
passage. The ocean was an unforgiving mistress, and these Sicilians, born
to an island that thrived on boats and fishing, new the danger they faced on
the open waters.
Nazarena realized that something was seriously wrong with her
daughter a few days later. The shine was gone from Angeline’s eyes and she
stared at her mother dully, through half closed lids. She didn’t respond to
being tickled or cooed at. Nazarena kissed her child’s forehead to check her
temperature, and fresh tears clustered in the corners of her eyes. Angeline
was so hot, she couldn’t remember ever feeling anything so unnatural. It
was as if the devil had nested within the girl, and was burning her from the
inside out. Nazarena and the other, more sympathetic mothers tried every
home remedy that they knew to ease Angeline’s discomfort.
It was only seven days into their journey when beautiful, delicate
Angeline succumbed to her strange and merciless illness. Nazarena sat
with her back against their bags and cradled her daughter close. She felt
the child’s soul leave the little body, and a part of her own soul follow suit.
Nazarena cried and cried over the corpse until the next day, when it had to
be taken away from her by force.
“I wanted to go to the sea with her,” the seventy-year-old Nazarena
told Angie suddenly, her eyes clearing from the dense mental fog of loss.
She looked at her granddaughter’s half eaten cookie, and then to Angelina’s
face. Moments later, they were in each other’s arms, and they wept.

52

Poetry

The Death of Little John
Max Robinson

bloody stomached wino
broken liver - 11 A.M.
old Duluoz turned to Kowalski
in his final moments:
cries of “Stella!” spitting out rubies.
“Stella!” broken liver can’t be fixed.
looks like drops of red wine on the tile.
“Stella!” this is the meaning of desolation
shattered Buddhist angel.
all those drunken rucksack wanderings,
beaten soles walking sunburnt American miles,
lead to Cross enlightenment.
drinking more wine at the monastery,
truck stop, rail yard, bus stop, freight train.
pretty girls make grapes
fermented death of wine.
life is suffering, door to door,
you know this as your final drunken vomit
comes up as the crimson fluid of life.
Route 6 is the road to paradise,
but thumbs won’t get you there.
there’s no straight line America,
there’s no red line to nirvana.
big gulps of red wine on the hillside.
tired thumbs - 20 October 1969.
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cries of “Stella!” turn tearful
over the toilet seat stained with blood.
defeated, desolate dharma angel to god goes
“Stella, I’m bleeding.” 5:15 next morn.
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Great Oak

...

Diana Allen

Non-Fiction

The Last Eighteen Years
Shannah Cotton

Take your meds; learn how to laugh at yourself, don’t take everything so seriously; don’t start fights with your siblings, I can’t deal with
the bickering; calm down and stop being so hyper; overdose yourself; here
scratch these lotto cards with me; this is how you stand up for yourself in
a restaurant, don’t accept anything but the best; smoking is bad don’t do it
(as the open window blows the ash from his cigarette onto the back seat
and my jeans); don’t take something unless you’re going to finish it; just
wait I need to clean out my car in the parking lot of Stop&Shop for half an
hour before you kids can get in; these leather boxes are stunning, don’t you
think? “I’m sorry, but the person you are calling has a voice mailbox that
has not been set up yet”; this is good quality clothing, it’s worth the price;
You are searching for someone who is more hurt than you are, why do
you want to fix everyone?; dad please don’t use your doctor voice on me;
scratch my back please just for a little bit; It’s not Mr. Cotton, it’s Doctor
Cotton; what’s going on? She’s crying dad…you really hurt her feelings,
(he walks into the room wearing a towel around his waist, turning to look
at his sobbing daughter) ew (he walks away and she cries harder); did you
take your meds today?; you’re such a cry baby; can you get me a glass of
diet coke please?; look at that figure, what a body, you’re gorgeous; that was
the most boring movie I’ve ever seen, dad you fell asleep in the first five
minutes; I can’t believe you don’t know how to do this, you’re so inept; why
did you try to kill yourself Shannah? Dad don’t tell me what I tried to do,
don’t act like you even know me. Well you’re obviously here because you
tried to hurt yourself, just calm down. You’re so condescending. Get out,
I want you out!; If it’s any of my sisters calling tell them I’m not here, they
talk my ear off for hours and it’s annoying; let’s do something fun today,
let’s go to the city and see a show; have your mother buy that for you, she’s
so cheap; I’m really tired right now, I’ll read your writing some other time;
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ugh she’s dating another ghetto black kid from that pathetic middle school;
You’re looking really heavy Ness, seriously you need to lose weight (as he
itches his hard bulging belly); no running, don’t be so loud; are you sure
you took your meds?; I’m your father I deserve respect, that doesn’t get you
respect from me, you have to earn it; can I call you back in an hour? I’m
with a patient right now; I’m going into my bathroom and I need privacy,
so don’t bother me for a while; don’t wear those stupid barrettes in your
hair, or I’ll fling them across the room like I did with your mother’s; cover
those babies up, you need a better over the shoulder boulder holder (he
says with a laugh); don’t sing so loud in the car, I’m trying to hear the music; so you like girls, that’s okay; no save your work money for yourself, I’ll
send you more if you need it; I thought your graduation was on Saturday,
you DEFINITELY told me that, it’s not my fault; I can’t help move you into
college, you’ll be fine though; “are you a baby…or a baby?” (He says in his
silly voice); love your face; love yours too dad.
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Poetry

Ile de Mont Desert
Hayden Golden

The entire island is built
a colossal, godly seawall,
shining copper standing guard
against the mean
bean green Atlantic,
a loyal sentry withstanding
thunderous symphonies of endless
waves. Tourists revel in the intoxicating
beauty that misleads with its Sirens
calling come closer. Leaning forward
for the Christmas card photograph, the sea
rises and swallows them swiftly
and ravenously. She knows neither mercy
nor gentility in the labyrinthine
crags of Acadia.
off my backside. Now
my voice catches in
my throat, and high
notes crackle out my mouth, and
soon enough my tongue will
loosen until it breaks free and
fades with the crickets and stars
into the morning light.
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Fiction

Cat and Mouse
Callie Koenig

Madeleine Stowe unlocked her front door and entered her small
house. Her calico American Shorthair cat Dali, named after Salvador Dali,
not the Dalai Lama like everyone assumed, was startled by her entrance.
She had awakened him from his nap in the patch of sunlight on the beige
carpet. He stretched and sauntered to his master.
“Oh, Dali, did you do anything today?” Madeleine asked. She
chuckled to herself as she bent down to stroke the cat. Dali rubbed his
cheek, neck, side, and rear end along her stockinged leg.
Madeleine unbuttoned her coat and laid it on the back of the Kelly
green sofa just inside the sitting room. She then watched Dali meow and
slink back to his patch of sunlight.
“Oh Dali, you lazy cat.” Madeleine smiled in his direction and
walked into the kitchen. As she did, she glanced at the answering machine
mounted on the wall beside the refrigerator. The tiny red light signaled to
her like a beacon in the darkness. It seemed to shout, “Someone called!
Someone knows you exist, even if it is just the pesky Democrats calling to
see if you will be voting their way in the upcoming gubernatorial election!”
Madeleine rushed to the flashing red light and pressed the ‘play’ button.
“Um, Mattie, this is Beth.” The unmistakable raspy voice echoed
through the kitchen. Beth, Madeleine’s sister-in-law, had picked up the
disgusting habit of cigarette-smoking at the age of seventeen and hadn’t
thought about trying to squelch it in the ensuing years. Beth continued
hesitantly, “I hate to tell you this over a message but I didn’t know how else
to do it.” She paused. “Mattie, George died…” The voice trailed off as the
speaker choked on her emotions.
Madeleine sat down on a kitchen chair and primly folded her
hands on her lap.
“He died last night. It was a stroke.” Beth paused. “I know you
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won’t be coming to the service but I thought you should at least know.”
Another pause, then, “Goodbye.” The answering machine beeped and the
kitchen was once again filled with silence.
Madeleine sat quietly for a moment, processing the knowledge of
her younger brother’s death. Her heart beat normally as the news melted
into her mind. This new information did not make her sad. She would not
shed a tear for George or Beth. No, the days when she would cry for her
brother were long behind her and about a thousand miles to the west.
“But what if I had a stroke?” she asked the empty room. As she
contemplated the question her eyes grew large and her heart finally began
to beat faster. “If George can die that suddenly, what’s to say I won’t?”
In response to his master’s voice, Dali sauntered into the kitchen.
He looked up at her with his piercing green eyes as if challenging her to
have a stroke then and there. She looked down at him and as she did,
a thought blossomed just behind her eyes. It came from deep down, a
memory she’d been trying to suppress for years.
At age ten, Madeleine and her annoying little brother, George, had
come across a game of cat and mouse. They found their barn cat stalking,
batting at and toying with a mouse that it had already been playing with for
a while. The children watched with fascination and horror as the mouse
escaped the cat’s sharp claws repeatedly only to be caught again and again.
After several moments of this game, the cat got down to business. It sunk
its claws into the mouse’s stomach, bringing forth a tiny gush of red. The
cat then began to devour the tiny carcass. It pulled the mouse apart with
its powerful jaw and sharp claws. Mattie and George watched as the cat
tore the gray skin, red tendons, and mousy flesh away from the miniscule bones. As soon as she could see the white of the bones, Madeleine
screamed and ran from the barn. She had been unable to fully hide that
sight from her mind ever since.
Now, as she looked down at her cat, her faithful, loving, calico
Dali, a picture began to take shape in her mind.
She could see herself sprawled out on this very floor, her white
hair splayed around her head on the linoleum, her dress pulled up above
her knees in a most immodest fashion. She could picture her carnivorous
feline slink into the kitchen. She saw him flick his tail and sniff his way
towards her stroke-terminated body. And then, it would happen: Dali, Salvador Dali, would sink his sharp teeth into her aged yet still succulent body
and begin to tear her apart. She wasn’t sure if he would do it right away or
wait until his food dish was empty, but she knew he would inevitably eat
her.
She screamed the little-girl scream she’d issued forth in the barn
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over fifty years prior, and jumped to her feet. She covered her mouth with
both hands to stifle another scream.
Dali sat back on his haunches and began cleaning himself, completely indifferent to his mistress’s outburst. He brought his front foot up
to his face and licked it before rubbing his whiskers back with the dampened paw.
Madeleine watched him clean himself nonchalantly. This was how
he’d clean her blood from his face once he’d had his fill.
Fear began to rise up from the pit of her stomach. She began to
shake and her heart thumped inside her chest. She knew that if she wasn’t
careful she might bring on her own stroke with these thoughts, but she
couldn’t suppress her fear of being eaten by her house cat.
Frantically, she began to search around the kitchen. She couldn’t
allow Dali to eat her corpse. She knew he loved her, but she also knew
that cats were led by their instincts and once his bowl was empty, her body
would look like a perfect alternative. No, she couldn’t let that happen. He
couldn’t be allowed to live any longer.
Madeleine’s heart pounded in her chest and without thinking, she
ran to the counter and began to rummage through her utensils and appliances. She threw open the cabinets and found nothing but boxed and
canned food. She pulled open a drawer and found her kitchen knives.
She pictured herself stabbing Dali repeatedly, but using a knife somehow
seemed too intimate for this task.
Keeping half of her attention on the cat, she ran to the other side of
the kitchen. And then it caught her eye. The microwave sat in the corner,
gleaming white. She frantically went to it and fumbled the plug out of the
outlet. Her breathing coming in and out of her lungs in shallow gasps, she
turned and looked once more at the calico who dared look her in the eyes.
“I know what you’d do. I can see through your cute act.” She spat
the words at her only companion. “You are not innocent.”
Madeleine turned and gripped the microwave with her arthritic
hands. She pulled it to her body and lifted it off the counter. It was heavier than she remembered, but the white mouse bones all those years ago
flashed in her mind and churned her stomach. She brimmed with a new
source of strength. She teetered toward Dali who had stopped grooming
himself and now sat watching her. He looked completely unbothered by
her shouting and odd activity.
“You aren’t going to eat me!” she screamed and threw the microwave at her cat.
Dali bolted from the kitchen and was already down the hall by
the time the white appliance smashed into the linoleum. It landed on one
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corner. The door popped open, the back panel flew across the kitchen,
the glass tray shattered, and the entire frame bent out of it’s perfectly symmetrical shape. The sound of the crash startled Madeleine from her craze.
She took in a deep, faltering breath and let it out slowly.
“What have I done?” She clasped her shaking hands to her chest
and knelt down on the kitchen floor. Tears began to fill her eyes.
“George gave me that microwave.”
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