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Foreword

The Sandy and I started off as acquaintances; we waved and shyly
smiled to one another when our paths crossed. Then as the months
passed, our friendship grew stronger. We would stay up late at
night drunk off wine and whisper our secrets to one another. Then
something changed and The Sandy started getting sassy behind my
back. I tried talking to her about it, but all I got was a cold shoulder
and awkward silences. I finally sat The Sandy down and told her
how much she meant to me and that I didn’t want to lose her as a
friend.
We’ve talked a lot since then, and things are getting better.

—Chelsea Browning-Bohannah

What an astonishing thing a book is. It’s a flat object made from a tree
with flexible parts on which are imprinted lots of funny dark squiggles.
But one glance at it and you’re inside the mind of another person,
maybe somebody dead for thousands of years. Across the millennia, an
author is speaking clearly and silently inside your head, directly to you.
Writing is perhaps the greatest of human inventions, binding together
people who never knew each other, citizens of distant epochs. Books
break the shackles of time. A book is proof that humans are capable of
working magic.

Carl Sagan, Cosmos: A Personal Voyage

Poetry

Tides

Jeremiah Roper
1.
The two pairs of footprints are dots along the windswept beach.
They trace their way between shells and soft-edged sea glass,
over rocks and blankets of seaweed
until they meet a father and son adventuring the coast of Maine.
Papa says, “Look,” and little eyes follow the outstretched
guiding hands of his father. The grey bare back of the whale
freezes in the sky. The boy will never lose this.
It is late July by the cold Atlantic and the tide is coming in.
2.
The tide is rushing in as it always did, touching freshly groomed beach.
His old Ford parked on the heights above, the boy returns to walk
over scattered boulders and the piles of stinking sea grass
and he frowns. His memory of the footprints begins to melt, like snow
in the dawn of warm spring.
“Maybe I’ll head south for a few years, find myself,
find a wife. And when we have a kid, I’ll bring him here.
We’ll chase the tide, and I’ll be a kid again.”
It is late July by the cold Atlantic, and the tide is going out.
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Poetry

G110

Simon Perchik
With the bedrock it needs
though this city was built
on rainwater: shards
pieced together the way pots
imbedded in ancient dirt
let these dead drink by steps
from stone scented with curtains
still damp except for evenings
lowered by hand into the last drop
and foothold – pole to pole
is what the graves remember
as bone, take hold till your arms
fill with towers looming past
and under the marble cliffs
the finishing stroke.
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Poetry

Here’s Looking
Laura Cowie

The sidewalks in Córdoba are slippery tiles. No traction, like socks—calcetines,
all my life, but here they’re a paraje de medias, yanqui. I’m slipping after
him—what’s his name?—chest heaving, lungs strung out on the porro smoke.
“Conocés la pelicula—did you ever seen the film Casablanca?” I scrape the
words from the front of his mouth. He’s got an argyle sweater. Como se llama?
I just hear Argyle Argyle Argyle Argyle.
We start across the avenida, neither looking. I nod a silent si, curls in my
eyes. “For me, it’s the feeling you get at the ending of the film Casablanca.”
He’s weaving through traffic with the Córdobese ease. I watch from my
median, stuck with a strange sad coming. How will I ever know if I feel one
ending and he feels another? Across the tarmac, black and white, standing
in the lamp’s little patch of day. Glassy-eyed Andrés.
Andrés! The diesel engines are loud but I can still hear when my English breaks
and I’m ready to cross and ask again but there aren’t the words.
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Margaret Todd
Benjamin Dunbar
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Nonfiction

On Rivers
Kristen Lewis

Sandy
I lived in Farmington, Maine for two years before I actually went
swimming in the Sandy River. I told my mother when I was applying at
colleges that I had to be near the water, any water would do. I’d walked down
to the river several times in those two years, sat on its edge, but never swam
in it; I wouldn’t even put my feet in it. I don’t know why. I’d been invited
many times to swim, it wasn’t like I would have been alone. It flooded in my
first year, the sports fields and the car park at the bottom of the hill. I feared
its power, her power. That was the reason.
One tequila-filled summer night, I found my courage. Four of my
closest friends at the time convinced me that my false courage was enough.
We stumbled to the river, clumsily removed our clothes and dove in fearlessly.
We bobbed around in a circle discussing authors and the names of our breasts.
The water felt warm, despite the local assessment of the water as “cold even
for Maine.” To this day I still blame the tequila. After that night, I became
addicted to the river’s inviting warmth.
As the weather grew colder, the thought of not swimming in it grew
more and more unbearable. The university had a pool, but the Sandy would
never dry out my hair or make my skin itchy. I’d done the Penguin Plunge
a few towns over two years in a row. I could still have the Sandy in my life,
even in the winter. I decided that I would begin my training: cold showers,
and eating ice cubes.
When the weather finally dropped below freezing, I decided to test
the fragile love that the river and I had begun to nurture. I stepped into
Linsey
my wetsuit, layering
jeansAlbrecht
and a sweater over it. Jacket clad, I made my way
LADY
HORSE
down. As I made my way carefully down
the steep
path MOTHER
to the river’s bank,
the snow rose to my calves. Sand from the beach mixed with the snow and I
set my bag down on the river’s edge. It was lined with crystalline ice. Maybe
I wasn’t supposed to be here.
Out of the corner of my eye, I noticed a large stick and broke the
ice. I stepped out of my layers and shivered in the slight breeze. The river
roared angry in the cold, daring me to enter. I knew the risks, and the quick
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nature of hypothermia. I closed my eyes and made the plunge. It felt warm
to me, just like that night in the summer. My body must have gone numb
on impact. I swam out to the trestle where driftwood emerged from it like
gnarled limbs enveloped by blankets of snow. I swam between the trestle
and the bank two times before calling it good. Once a day for every winter
I spent in Farmington, this was my ritual. It was our secret.
Kennebec
My alarm rang at 4:30 A.M. on the first day of Orientation. Two of
my friends and I had signed up for a white water rafting trip that left in an
hour and a half. I had never been white water rafting before, so I was excited.
I put on a swimsuit and quick-drying clothes. I packed a lunch and dashed
out the door to the dining hall. We congregated, greedily devouring every
drop of poorly-made coffee available. We crowded onto a bus reminiscent
of high school and left on a long trip to the river. When we all arrived, we
were instructed on how to wear our gear and what to do if we fell out of the
raft on a rapid. I strapped on the bright yellow life vest and the crude red
helmet before heading out to the shore that we would be embarking from.
I hurried quickly along the rocky shore and saw that people had crowded
around each vivid blue raft. There was one spot left at the front of the raft
closest to the water’s edge. I would have to steer. A blond girl with large blue
eyes stood at the other side of the front.
She asked me if I had ever led before. I told her I hadn’t. She introduced
herself, telling me not to worry because she would teach me. I let out a relieved
sigh as visions of drowning in my mustard-and-ketchup ensemble faded from
my mind. We all pulled the rafts into the water and hopped in, the guides
sitting behind us leaders in case we hit trouble. The water lured us in with
her calm tresses the same way a comic book villain charms the hero before
the big reveal later in the story. As we paddled down the straight path ahead,
my new friend and I began to talk. She told me that she was here to study
biology and music theory. As I listened, the river began to speed up and I
could see the beginning of rapids. My comrade noticed my nerves rising and
explained that these rapids were barely a Category One.
There was one on this river called White Washer named because of
the way the water was tossed about wildly to the point where the rafters are
temporarily blinded. It had a decent drop, she said but nothing to worry
about. We hit Category Ones and Twos for most of the trip. As the day
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grew late, the August air began to wear on us. The river was playing with us,
dropping small hints of her cruel intentions. Unfortunately, such warnings
fell to the wayside as we slaked our heated skin in her depths. We continued
on until the sounds of rushing water began to echo across the trees. I kept
an outer calm as we came upon the swirling white whirlpool; the reveal had
occurred. She was laughing at us, daring us to do battle with her. As the tip
of the raft disappeared into the white, I closed my eyes and paddled hard as
the cry of “Big Water” came from the guide. I tried to open my eyes, but they
were quickly forced shut as the white seething depths tried to flood them. I
felt the drop and held onto the ropes on the edges of the raft, hoping not to
fall out. Rocks from the bottom tugged at the bottom of the raft, their hard
grasps ghosting on my shins. The noise subsided. Wiping my eyes, I looked
up to see that we had made it through. The guide instructed us to hop out
and empty the water from our rafts.
The rest of the day was spent mostly drifting and stopping to swim. We
had defeated the angry river. She quieted and graciously accepted our triumph.
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Poetry

The Medic

Emmanuel Gallucci
I went off to war across the sea,
Bearing songs on the wind with me.
The tension was great, but I was eager to fight
I was off to the war; I was off to do right.
I went off to war across the sea,
And brought a photo of my wife with me.
Moon gleams on my rifle, but she is my only light
Solitude be damned on this dreary night.
I went off to war across the sea,
Brought all my talent and skill with me.
Another life saved. For a week, he will lie,
Then charge off again, so eager to die.
I came home from war across the sea,
All my luggage and confusion with me.
I feel I’ve been changed, I feel alone,
Is it really possible for a soldier to come home?
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Big Fist Sam
Matthew Campbell
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Nonfiction

We the People
Zachary Fowler

“Hello Every One,
I think I’m going to start off today with a statement. It is a very true
and unimaginably important statement, so please pay attention.
You are all under attack.
Yes, right now. Even as we stand here, each and every one of you is being
shamelessly assaulted. Your freedoms are being forfeited, your ambitions are
being extinguished and your individuality is being squashed into a singularity
of tax-dollars and votes. I am ashamed that I can only offer my own flaccid
condolences as to the terminations of your exclusivity, but as it stands now
there’s little I can do to retard this meticulous process. Whether you like it
or not, you’re being transformed into uniform produce for this country, a
product if you will and more of a by-product at that. Your stately identity
is something frothed into existence by sheer happenstance in the chugging
pistons of our economical machines and your opinions are as valuable as
political cud, something to be chewed, digested and regurgitated daily by
the masticating morons who are driving this jalopy of a nation.
Yes, you are indeed, all under attack.
Now, it’s okay if you weren’t aware of this before today. Rest assured,
it’s actually quite understandable. Those responsible – and yes, there are those
who are responsible – have spent billions upon billions of dollars ensuring
that you have no idea of the grotesque and unfair things being done to you.
Your citizenship in this country has been subtlety saturated from the getgo with a slimy, sinister sickness of greed and pure unquestionable evil. It’s
infiltrated every conceivable corner of your life, right down to your intellectual
thought. Yes! That’s right! Even your innermost beliefs and aspirations are
being subjugated daily, manufactured by the barrelful in some off-shore
factory to be served to you on a freeze-dried television dinner platter. It is
an awful truth surely, but you must come to accept it.
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You’ve had your suspicions, your doubts as to the integrity of this “Oh
so Grand Country” that your forefathers lived to die for. You needed only a
validation for your fears, a voice to give righteous grounding to your basic,
human instincts of injustice. Well I am here now to be that voice. I shall be
your deliverance from hesitancy, doubt and all around general dumbness. I
am here to speak the awful truth that you already knew, that you no longer
own your societal selves. That you have been reduced to a uniform, nameless
stock. And that there is absolutely nothing you can do about it.
Yes. Absolutely nothing.
If there’s one notion you must come to understand here, it’s that those
responsible for these attacks – let’s just call them They for now – will always
be in charge in one way or another. It is the simple nature of power. So long
as They have the power, the only thing they will ever do is abuse it and muck
things up for all of You. Why? Because there will never be a You in Their
establishment. You see, They are a terribly narrow-minded caste of individuals
who control absolutely everything in the world and do an absolutely terrible
job of it. Even though you’re probably a lot smarter than Them, They’ve
somehow managed to gain control of all the money and all the guns and all
the ideas and are perpetually squandering them to satisfy their own cloying,
narcissistic needs. They hate women, gays, handicapped, minorities and just
about every single animal known on earth other than their big, pure-bred
hunting dogs. They have maniplated all the avenues of the mass media to
keep you frightened, They have altered all the facts in all the textbooks to
keep you ignorant, and on any given moment on any given day They will
always, always lie. No information is truly accurate anymore, no sentence has
ever been written that hasn’t passed beneath their baleful, fat-fingered censor.
The They that we are dealing with here is one that’s rooted far beyond the
façade of political party, They are a force that’s irrevocably interwoven into
the financial cross-weaves of this country’s design. To unravel them will be to
unravel the entire pattern. So long as you occupy this country, you will have
no choice but to stomach the consequences of Their destructive, ignorant
whims and that is just the way things are!
So.
Where does that leave You?
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Well, as grim as this outlook may seem, believe it or not there is still
hope for the concept of You. Although, I do not doubt that under our current
leadership the world will inevitably shrivel away like an eyeball hors d’oeuvre
on the hot palate of Hell, there is way for the individual to flourish in this
chaotic hand basket of a country. It is the single magnanimous enemy of
everything They stand for, the only true weapon you have to weaken their
iron hold on your lives.
Apathy.
Just because you are caught up in the virtue-violating, atmospherepoisoning, conspiracy- shitting shenanigans of They, that does not mean
that you must compromise your attention to acknowledge it. If you come to
accept the inevitability of Their administration and its subsequently shameful
shoddiness, you will find yourself ascending beyond the role of contributing,
oppressed citizen and into a state of sheer blameless piety. Only when you
stop fighting against the corruption can you remove yourself from it and by
doing so see how much better you are than it.
You are better than Their games. They only win if they can make you
care.
Let this become your new moral maxim. See through the bravado of
involvement and the bawdy allure of community. They are nothing more
than charities that They have constructed to keep you occupied. Shed your
citizenship and let yourself bathe in the assuaging waters of indifference and
disgust.
If you embrace your misfortune, if you own your infringement, you
become more powerful than any force oppressing you. You become a victim
of your own volition and only then own yourself in a way that They cannot
replicate or use. You must strive for a victory of the spirit. Give nothing
of yourself to the world. Pacify your lives with the immediate and solidify
your superiority by marveling at the sheer extent of Their stupidity. Do not
let yourself be happy anymore, be amused. Do not be grateful, be satisfied.
Do not agree, but permit. Do not hate, but dismiss. Do not earn, but be
compensated.
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Remember, you are smarter and better than Them.

Now with all this being said, I feel obligated to clarify the parameters
of OUR relationship a little bit. I do not doubt that I am standing here
today because a lot of you were unsatisfied with the way things were. You
all voted for me because you saw a hope of change, an optimism through
which you could invest what little influence you had left and feel like you
were contributing something. Well, I regret to inform you that despite what
I may have promised in the past, I have no intention of helping you. None
whatsoever. I lied. And you believed me because you cared. I realize this
may cause some of you to no longer continue entrusting me with your full
confidence and that’s okay. You see, I don’t need you anymore. In a matter of
minutes I shall become the figurehead of the largest and most powerful They
on the planet and I fully intend to continue driving this country straight into
the ground on your tax-dollars, it’s what we do. You see, this is what that the
hope of “Change” will always get you.
Now, I can see that you’re angry, but if I may remind you it was that
exact anger that got me up here in the first place, isn’t it? Do you really think
you’ll get a different outcome if you act on those feelings a second time? Has
there ever been an administration in the long history of the world that didn’t
augment the worst traits of the human animal by several octaves? Don’t get
yourselves caught up in Their games again, the only way to win is not to play.
Go ahead and lampoon me, slander me, loathe me – lord knows, I’m going
to do some things worthy of your ridicule in the upcoming months- but do
not act against me. Do not organize lest you threaten to forfeit your wellearned victimhood and border on the threatening brink of responsibility.
Keep it simple, folks. Things are as bad as they seem, things are not going to
get better, and as long as you continue living here nothing is ever going to
be expected from you to change it. Everyone up to speed, then? Don’t worry,
you’ll get by, you always do.
In the meantime, folks, try to stay out of trouble. Do not participate
and disregard the inconvenient. Take all that you can with as little as you can.
Judge everything, trust nothing and, well, let’s just see where things go. Now
let’s get this silly thing over with, shall we? I know you’ve all got things to do.”
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Fiction

To Lift Us From Our Frog Pond
Chelsea Bartlett

“Rosemary Suzanne, just where do you think you’re off to this early
in the day?”
Rosemary, who had been hoping to make it through the kitchen and
out the door before being noticed, stopped next to the counter where Mother
was already at work kneading dough for a pie. “Just out,” she said, watching
Mother’s eyes taking in her appearance.
“You’re 15 years old, Rosemary – when are you going to start dressing
like a young lady?”
“Maybe when ladies start dressing with sense.” She was tip-toeing to
the door now. “So if you don’t mind, this day ain’t going to enjoy itself.”
“I’ve told you not to use that word; you don’t use it at school. Why do
you insist on using it here?” Mother called out the door, for her daughter
had fled the house already.
Rosemary heard but didn’t concern herself. Mother was always telling
her to be back by this or that time, or to clean her room, or to wear skirts
instead of slacks when they had company coming. That was just the sort of
person Mother was, and it happened that Rosemary was almost entirely the
opposite. So, when Mother told her to do things, Rosemary – as a general
rule – didn’t listen. Her feet were far too occupied in their pursuit at the
moment for her to give any attention to her ears anyway. In an instant,
Mother’s chiding of her unladylike dress and language was behind her and
Rosemary was shoulder-deep in cornstalks.
She took a deep breath in and held it for a few moments, letting her eyes
roam over the forest of corn surrounding her, feeling the warm summer sun
already heating the hair on her head – hair that matched, almost comically,
the color of the heat-dried grass at her feet. She slowed her pace. There was
plenty of time; she allowed herself to enjoy the walk, listening to the birds
chirping out of sight somewhere overhead and to the crunch of dried husks
beneath her Keds. Rosemary loved the summer. It was the only time she
didn’t have to do what she was told, the only time she could be what and
where and who she wanted to be.
Mother was easy enough to by-pass, but Father was another matter
entirely, which was why Rosemary always made sure to enjoy the days when
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Father took his Ford into town to “play pool with the guys.” She knew he
went more to show off the car – it was the only one in Calhoun and drew a
lot of attention – than anything else, but it suited her just fine so she never
complained. She sure couldn’t hope to go where she was headed now, if her
father never left the house on weekends. If he ever found out, she would be
in for it, she knew. In fact, if anyone ever found out… But that was why
she never told anybody.
Despite her desire to enjoy the nice day and the walk, Rosemary found
herself moving more quickly as she grew closer to her destination. With a
rustle, she disengaged herself from the cornstalks at last and sat down next
to the little pond that so few people knew about.
“You gave me a start, little rabbit.”
Rosemary grinned over her shoulder, squinting in the glare of the sun
on the water. “How is it you always make it here before me, Benjamin?”
Benjamin was lying on his back, his broad shoulders nestled close in
between the reeds at the edge of the pond and the last couple of cornstalks.
Rosemary watched the way reflections from ripples in the pond played over
his face, every once in a while catching on a laugh line or a drop of sweat.
“And I thought I told you not to call me ‘rabbit,’” she said.
Benjamin gave a little shrug. He propped himself up on his elbows and
looked at Rosemary; for a moment, she was captivated by the deep brown
eyes that had drawn her to him, and the deep brown skin that forbade him
from her. “That’s what you are,” he said.
“I ain’t no such thing. I’m a girl – a human being, same as you – last
I checked.”
Benjamin didn’t even open his eyes, just grinned up at the sky like he
hadn’t a care in the world, least of all the silly concerns of a 15-year-old girl.
He was only two years older, but sometimes he acted like he was ten years
her senior and it was infuriating. “If I’m a rabbit,” Rosemary said, reaching
down to remove her shoes and socks, “then you’re a frog.”
“A frog, am I?” Benjamin sat up. The two of them put their toes in the
water at the same moment.
“Yes, sir. If I’m a rabbit, you’re a frog.”
“And why is that?”
“I never see you anywhere but right here, at this pond.”
“I never see you anywhere but here either.”
“That’s different,” Rosemary said, lying back on the parched grass but
keeping her feet in the water. “You always see me get here, so you know that
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I come from someplace else. You’re here already by the time I get here, every
time. For all I know, you never leave; you could live right here at the pond.”
Benjamin lay down too, so that their feet in the pond were touching,
and so were their shoulders. “I wish I lived here,” he said. Rosemary lifted her
hand to block some of the sun from her eyes so that she could see the look
on his face. His eyes were closed but there was a crease in his brow. “Things
would sure be a lot simpler if we never had to leave our little frog pond.”
Rosemary didn’t say anything. She didn’t know what she could say,
what she trusted herself to say. After the topic was all but dropped, she fixed
her gaze on a harmless white cloud that looked like a typewriter and said,
“Then let’s do it.”
“What was that?” Benjamin asked. He wasn’t being difficult – Rosemary
thought he may actually have started to doze off. It was easy to do here, with
the cool water on your feet, the warm sun on your face, and the heavy quiet
– amplified by the tiny sounds of birds’ feet and insects moving through
the grass – that comes from being the only two people in a place that’s
surrounded by nature.
“I said let’s do it – let’s live here forever, just you and me and the birds.”
“And the frogs.”
“Right – and the frogs. Who says we have to go back?” Rosemary was
sitting up now, leaning on her arm so she could watch Benjamin.
“Your mama and daddy might have a problem with that.”
Rosemary waved her hand, as though her parents were nothing more
than a pair of flies that needed swatting. “I don’t care what they want – they
don’t care what I want. Why should I listen to them? Why shouldn’t I stay
here for as long as I like? They don’t like me much anyway.”
“They like you plenty,” Benjamin said. He wasn’t annoyed with her,
Rosemary knew, but he never had much patience for her complaints about
her parents. He’d grown up without a father at all, so he thought she ought to
be more grateful. She understood how he felt, but she knew that just because
someone lived in a house with you, it didn’t mean they were really there. “They
just don’t know you,” Benjamin said after a moment, realizing his mistake.
“But you do,” Rosemary said, lying back down but turning over onto
her front so that her face wouldn’t get burnt. “You know me better than
anyone out there does.”
Her voice had quieted significantly and as she realized that, she realized
too that she was incredibly self-aware in that moment. She was aware of the
white blouse sticking to her skin, of the way she was picking at her fingernails,
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of the fact that her leg was touching Benjamin’s from ankle to knee.
Benjamin sighed, but it wasn’t the peaceful, content kind of sigh that
Rosemary was used to hearing in this place. She watched his eyes moving
beneath their lids and wondered whether he would open them to look at
her. He didn’t.
“It’s true,” she said, not wanting them to be finished talking already.
“I know,” Benjamin said. “It’s true for me too. I mean, you know me
better than anybody else.”
“So here’s what we’ll do: we stay here ‘til tonight, ‘til it gets dark, then
you sneak back to your house and I sneak back to mine, we get the things
we need, and we meet back here.”
“And then we never go back again?” There was the beginning of a smile
tugging at the corner of his mouth now.
“Then we never go back again. We could stay here forever, or we could
go anywhere we like, but we never go back to those houses or those people
or that town.”
“Imagine getting out of Calhoun,” Benjamin said, an outright smile
on his face now. Rosemary was glad that his eyes were still closed, because
otherwise there would be no missing the flush on her cheeks.
“Calhoun!” Rosemary laughed. “We could get out of Georgia! Nothing
could keep us here. We could go all the way to Egypt, or China if we wanted.
We wouldn’t be tied to nothing or no one, except each other. Everything
would be perfect.”
“That’s because all you need to be happy is a good book and some
good company,” Benjamin said, but he was teasing now, which meant that
any seriousness accompanying the conversation was draining rapidly. “It’s a
beautiful dream,” he said.
“Why? Why does it have to be a dream? You hate it here as much as I
do, I know it. Don’t tell me it ain’t true. The way people treat you here,” she
stopped. “They would never let us,” and she stopped again.
“That’s just the way it is. It’s the same everywhere.”
“No, it’s not. I know. Somewhere it has to be better. Maybe it would
take us forever to find, but we would find it. And if it doesn’t exist, well, we’ll
make someplace. We could do it, Ben.”
“You really believe that, don’t you?” Finally, Benjamin pulled his toes
from the water and sat up, folding his legs underneath him and staring at
Rosemary’s face so seriously that she felt like he was in school and she was a
test. She did her best to return his look resolutely, holding his dark eyes with
17

her light ones and letting him know that everything she’d said, she believed
just as fiercely as he believed in math and physics. It was fundamental.
“Christ, you really do.”
“I really do.”
Benjamin took a deep breath, closed his eyes, took another. Rosemary
studied him, taking note of every movement on his face, any twitch and every
flicker that might hint at what he was thinking. She laid her left hand on top
of her right to keep it from reaching out and touching the tiny tufts of black
hair, the curve of his ear, the proud line of his jaw. She watched him fight
with himself and all she could do was hope and hope that the right side won.
She remembered feeling the same way every day during the war. She
remembered feeling so helpless, so nearly hopeless all the time, knowing
that it was out of her power. Whatever happened would happen, Mother
always said while she and Rosemary listened for news on the radio at night.
“There’s nothing we can do but wait and hope the right side wins.” It had, of
course, but when Papa came home at last, he was so different that Rosemary
learned at a young age the lesson that war eventually teaches everyone: right
or wrong, there is no winning side.
This would be the same. She knew what she wanted Benjamin to say
to her in this moment, but right or wrong, his answer would be hard to
take. Seized by an anger she felt more and more often, she picked up a rock
and threw it at the pond. A small frog hopped out of the way just in time to
avoid it and she almost cried in relief. She couldn’t stand to be just another
person hurting others out of anger.
The splash of the rock on the pond startled Benjamin and he opened
his eyes, fixing them on Rosemary’s face.
“I asked you to come here today for a reason,” he said.
Rosemary tensed where she sat, but didn’t let her gaze fall away in fear.
She remembered hearing the harsh, sharp ring of the telephone early that
morning, the jolt of excitement in her belly when she reached it before her
parents and heard Benjamin’s voice through the receiver.
“Rose.” He touched her face. His big hand was gentle, softer than she
would have guessed, and she leaned into it before she could hold herself
back. It dropped back down, getting lost in the grass. “My mama found out
about us – about this place. She told me she’ll tell your folks if we don’t stop.”
“She has no right! Who does she think she is? She can’t tell us what
to do, Ben, don’t listen to her.” But her eyes were already stinging because
she knew what he was going to say. He was wrong, but she knew he would
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say it anyway.
“She was right, Rose.”
Rosemary shook her head.
“Look, you’ve got a life here. It’s not perfect, I know that – I promise
you, I know – but you’ve got a real chance to make something of yourself,
Rose. If you stay in school and do what you’re told now, then someday you’ll
be able to get out, and support yourself, and do whatever you want. You can
have that, Rose. You can go anywhere and be anything.
“But if you run away with me now, what will you have? No education,
no family, no money, and no future.”
“I would have you.” It came out as a whisper. “And we could have
everything.”
“Maybe we could and maybe we couldn’t. What if something happened
to me, Rose? You would be alone. And you and I both know that my prospects
aren’t great as it is, and if I left school now, I would have even less chance
of making it.”
“So we wait ‘til you graduate then!” The tears were flowing freely down
her face and into the dirt now; it was a lost cause and she knew it. She was
fighting on the losing side.
Benjamin shook his head, slow and deliberate. “No, Rose.” He
leaned forward and gathered her into his arms. She felt small, but safe and
comfortable and at home – she felt small like something precious kept secure
in a locket. “I love you,” he said against her hair, “but part of what I love
about you is what I know you could be someday.” She was gripping his shirt
to keep from sobbing; it wasn’t working very well.
“You don’t need me. You can get out on your own – you’ll do great
things, Rosemary Williams. And maybe someday, when things are different,
I’ll be there doing great things right along with you.”
“If everybody,” Rosemary forced herself to say, choking on her own
words, “waited for things to just happen, then nothing ever would. If things
are going to change, people need to change them.”
Benjamin squeezed her tighter. She could feel it, how hard this was for
him. He was shaking with it, and she knew that he was trying, for her sake,
to hold himself together. “Then you change them, Rose. You keep fighting,
and I’ll keep fighting, and someday all our hard work will pay off. But there’s
nothing either of us can do if we run off together and give up fighting.”
“It would be enough – if we were together, it would be enough.”
“You said yourself they’d never let us. People aren’t there yet – but they
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will be, Rose. You were right when you said that we can do it. If anyone can,
it’s us. We’ve just got to fight alone for a while, that’s all. And when we’ve
fought hard enough for long enough, and people start to come around,
well, then we can have everything. We’ve just got to fight alone for a while.”
There isn’t anything quite like the feeling of disappointment so
crushing that it stops breath, paired with the knowledge that the cause of
that disappointment cannot be avoided – that it was inevitable all along.
That was how Rosemary felt now and for several long minutes, all she could
do was cry and cling to Benjamin as though he was the only thing in that
moment that was keeping her from slipping into the pond and never again
emerging. She cried and he held her without complaint, but they both knew
that he had won and neither of them said anything more.
Eventually, her tears were gone, for the moment, and she sat dehydrated
in the sun. Benjamin dipped his hands in the pond and used them to cool
her face. She couldn’t look at him, so when he pulled her closer and brought
their mouths together, it was a surprise and over far too quickly. She held it
there, that kiss, something small and secret right at the corner of her mouth,
and promised herself and the sun and the pond that she would never forget it.
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Kay Walker

21

Poetry

Loss

Daniel Langton
Someone who loved me has died. A big part
of that small team I listen to and write,
who smile when they think of me, call me Dan,
remember me when young, lay out their heart
when we wander and talk, know what is right,
now quiet and still, there is one less man.
I know I should think of him. I should try
to be with him, to know the doleful nights,
the shifting thoughts of what he had, the sights
he would like to see again, his last sigh.
But I am here alone. Inside my head
I have the time when he is here with me
and trembling in the darkness I can see,
as plain as day, that part of me is dead.

22

Editor’s Choice Award Winner

Nonfiction

Rusting Parts
Noelle Dubay

I.
What business does a baby have being born in the middle of a
depression? And yet, somehow, here he is: one Emile LeBoeuf, a squinting,
red-skinned boy, falling so presently into this town, a small one in Northern
Maine, and into this year, 1931. It is October, and we are in a farmhouse,
and the world is spinning into winter.
The boy learns to walk, grasping pant legs and skirt hems as his parents
dance in the parlor. The radio was an investment, and the Depression, that
weight placed heavy on American shoulders, is, for the moment, lifted by
the voice of one young crooner. Father and Mother swing quickly and lightly
on the wooden floor of this sunny room.
Through the window, the horses in the barn whinny giddily, happy as
they are for a day off from lugging lumber here and there on wooden carts
and sleighs. Their neighs remain unnoticed by the dancers inside, who,
despite growling stomachs, have faces stretched into wholesome grins. Speed
that happy ending and please, tell me that you love me, too.
That young crooner, with the voice that is the soundtrack to millions
of living room lives, is called Bing. He pulls in close to the microphone and
sings to an adoring nation. That self-made man, soon to be declared the most
admired man alive, lifts weary heads and counts away the evenings with his
baritone radio jive.
--Now it is two days before a snowy Christmas, and Emile is a man,
dancing with a woman who has newly become his wife. Bing is still here,
ubiquitous as always, pulling young feet in intimate circles. Soon a baby will
grow between their bodies, and they will sit before a black and white New
Jersey television while Emile rests from basic training, massaging Jacqueline’s
swollen feet.
This night, he will walk up and down the stairs for twelve hours. One
flight up and one flight down. One flight up and one flight down. And Emile’s
back is thrown, and he is sent not to Korea, not to the trenches, but to an
office job in Panama. Here, his first daughter will be born.
Their neighbor is an Italian woman whose son owns a monkey, and
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every morning Jacqueline must pick up the laundry the monkey has scattered
onto the dirt. The baby, Lili, laughs as the monkey is shooed away it scurries
up into a plantain tree, where it sits with an impish grin.
Here, too, is Bing: a dime for a movie while the baby sleeps, and every
night his voice lulls the young family to sleep. The same voice, carried an
ocean away, brings some familiarity to the tired troops. It is 1951, and it is
the last bit of home many will hear before being carried home.
--Now it is night and we are back in Maine, while Jacqueline carries her
third baby across that old wooden floor, bed upstairs unmade and empty.
Emile has taken the horses and sleighs into the forest for the last time, lugging
one final load into the shingle mill before stabling the horses permanently
and driving in faster, sturdier trucks.
A boy’s voice sounds from the radio. Elvis, they’re calling him, and
she turns the dial, shutting him off, and missing Bing. He is not on the radio
so much anymore, she thinks. She sings to this baby, Parise, Too-Ra-Loo-RaLoo-Ral.
The baby falls asleep, and the two other children snore in their upstairs
bedrooms. Jacqueline looks out the window, over to the empty barn, and
thinks about the horses. Young, strong, capable. But to compete with the
southern states, they must retire the horses in favor of the more efficient
tractors. The sound of the tractor pulling into their driveway last week was
loud, and it bothered her. Emile didn’t listen to her complaints—just poured
another glass of wine and fell asleep in his new black armchair, a birthday
gift from Jacquie.
It is 1960.
--It is 1977, and the trucks have paid off. The timber industry is at its
peak, and Parise is packing a trunk for Boston College. The night before she
leaves, Jacquie cooks lasagna from the wrinkled old recipe her Italian neighbor
in Panama translated to her. Emile, now a rich man, passes out snugly in his
worn, black armchair, empty wine glass at his side.
Playing quietly on the news before him, Bing Crosby is announced
dead in Madrid, Spain. He was playing golf.
--For the sixth time in as many years, Emile kisses his wife goodbye and
boards a plane in Bangor. His mill and lumber trucks are shut down for the
week, and he has already paid for the one-way tickets to Florida. It is the one
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week he will take off in all of this year, 1983, and he will spend it golfing in
Tampa with his oldest daughter’s husband.
This year, like those before it, he will select a used Cadillac de Ville
from a tiny dealership. It will be gray and barely used, slippery leather seats
and opera lamps on the inside, and outfitted with rear-half padded vinyl
roof covering on the outside. After quietly sifting through the last owner’s
information tucked into the glove compartment, he shovels over the cash in
bills and drives it north one week later.
This year, Gary Cosby releases his memoirs, calling his father an abusive
tyrant. Jacqueline’s generation scoffs with disbelief at this desperate, selfish
grasp for some of his father’s legacy, while Parise’s generation sighs in pity.
Of course, they think. Every icon’s shadow obscures the debris of his past
mistakes.
But what draws a son to slander his own father?
--What drives a man to drink himself raw?
It is nearly twenty years later, and I am sixteen. I know my grandfather
as a drinking man. My mother tells me he used to own a mill. The day I pass
my license test, he hands me the keys to a Cadillac, metal Emile keychain
still hanging from the rusting loop. Not long after this, he begins to turn
yellow, begins to feel stomach pain. But even when he can’t eat, he drinks.
When he stops drinking, he is gone.
II.
The car is blocky and beginning to rust. On my first long trip, a piece
of this car wrenches itself free from the frame and clangs into the road behind
me. I pull over and swing the door open on squeaky hinges. After putting
what turns out to be my exhaust pipe into the cavernous trunk, I wipe my
hands against the fabric of my jeans, leaving long, rusty streaks like war paint
on either of my thighs. This will not be the last organ rejected by my car.
When I take the car in for repairs, the mechanic pulls me aside. “Did
your grandfather ever tell you who used to own this car?”
“No, I don’t think so,” I reply.
“Bing Crosby! You know, the ‘White Christmas’ guy! You’re a regular
celebrity, miss.”
I sift through what I know about Bing Crosby, readying the arsenal for
when I brag to my friends. He sang that Christmas song. Didn’t he beat his
kids? With bags of oranges, I hear, so it wouldn’t show. Typical.
I will tell you what I know about this car. Accessing the glove
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compartment is tricky. The mechanism meant to hold the door upright broke
long ago, after my impatient foot kicked at some false angle the jammed
handle of the wood-paneled compartment. Two strips of Velcro have since
replaced the temporary strip of duct tape that held it after the incident. Inside
the glovebox are a few pictures of a flooded beaver dam; my grandfather used
to own a gravel pit through which flowed a medium-sized stream. Some
beavers had dammed the flow, causing water to rise up on either side. The
EPA contacted my grandfather, claiming the rising waters were destroying
some of the ecosystem further up the stream, outside the pit. “So what?”
my grandfather responded. “Look at those beavers. That’s fucking pretty.”
What else? A stolen Subway knife, a leather bound manual with gold
trim, cursive writing on the cover spelling out “Cadillac Owner’s Literature.”
A flat seashell, the size and smoothness of a palm, nabbed from Sandy Beach
on the coast of Maine. And a neon orange sticker, meant to be positioned
facing outward on the windshield just below the rearview mirror, block letters
spelling out the word FUNERAL.
And I will finish with all I know about my grandfather. His pieces have
settled on the bottom of a rocky lake, soaking something in, as they’d grown
accustomed to do. He was a rich man, once. His aging car sits within the
dictated lines of a parking space, either end a foot longer than these painted
white stripes allow. Its oil is leaking. The fuel filter is clogged. The right
windshield wiper rests in its shallow grave, never to rise again.
III.
We aren’t qualified to speak about the past. All that lasts, all that we see
now, are the dirty scraps of what once was great; a scandal, some empty wine
bottles clanging together in the trunk of my car, and the splintered tailpipe
sitting beside them, rust eating away the final fragments.
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Poetry

Elegy for Bud
Max Eyes

Bud be sixty on the
sixth, and it was beyond me
how he fell but now with
his blue boat shoes on,
only then would he tell
that man cannot translate
trauma.
Tall and stiff like Marlboros
and sharp like corner store vodka,
Bud be catching character
in the Sunday crosswords.
He’d bum a bogey with Boo and
talk late into the night on what is
and ain’t right.
Had Bud been here,
Bud be sixty.
He’d make sense of the overcast sky
on the day he died,
and the plum color of his
boiling cheeks.
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Nonfiction

Whale Teeth
Melanie Floyd

“A pilot whale that stranded itself on the beach early Saturday died not long after
dawn as rescuers and researchers tried to determine what — if anything — they
could do to help.”
Most of what I can remember is covered in red, like the cover of a
cheesy horror movie, attempting to highlight the amount of corn syrup
mixed with red food coloring that will spurt and drip out of fake wounds
inflicted by obscure, last-minute weapons like Phillips screwdrivers and fire
pokers. I stood in the cabin of the boat with my fingers pressed over open
eyes, letting only peeks of light come in while I stared at the darkened flesh
of my hands. Henry’s mother had her hand on my back as we faced the bow.
I tried to pretend the sound was like drills at the dentist’s office.
“The whale appears to be the same whale seen Tuesday swimming listlessly just
off Crescent Beach, attracting dozens of onlookers. After swimming away from
the beach Tuesday night, the whale was spotted again Thursday night off Long
Island, swimming fewer than 20 yards from shore.”
The school had taken us down to South Beach so we could see the
beached whale. Even though it was still early September, the sun was weak
beneath billowed clouds. My four-year-old nephew can look through his
ocean animal themed books and identify whales like he’s been cramming for
a test, but when they are immobile on the graying sand of low tide, they just
look like blobs. The whale was distinguishable from the sand that surrounded
it because it was darker, but I can’t remember a face or if whales are supposed
to have a face or maybe they have a face until they find their bellies grating
against bottom. I had seen dead seals wash up on the beach in the summer,
deep gashes spread across browning abdomens where flies conference, but
the whale was different. With seals, someone would dig a hole and bury it,
maybe cover the spot over with seaweed. The smell of hot, fishy death would
hang in the slightly discolored sand for a day or two until the tide took it
away. Whales, however, have a greater mystery attached to them. They are
obviously much larger than seals and are far rarer to see, but the majesty of
a whale is stripped away when it becomes a beached blob.
“Experts theorized from the start that the whale was likely quite ill because it is
unusual for pilot whales to spend time in shallow water.”
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I don’t know how it was allowed, though I have a feeling it wasn’t
well known, but Henry’s father was left with the duty of disposing of the
whale. Henry was my neighbor and closest friend. He invited me to go out
on the boat with his family when they got the whale, and I’m not sure what
possessed me to go besides maybe the fact that Henry and I were always
ready for whatever one or the other of us wanted to do. I don’t remember
much of the steam around the island from the Old Cove where we lived to
South Beach, nor do I remember how the whale got onto the boat or where
we stopped so his father could cut the whale into pieces. What sticks out in
my mind is turning away from a bloodied stern and sitting in the cabin until
all the noise, which rang in my ears but hardly registered, stopped. Henry
came up from the stern with cupped hands.
“Look at these, Mel,” he said while reaching out to me. I looked down
into his palms and saw a pile of partially rinsed whale teeth. Half numb, I
plucked one from his fists.
“Here, you can keep some,” he said, “There are still plenty on the floor.
They were flying everywhere.”
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Poetry

Where I’m From
Lauren Crosby

I am from the west wind salt
splashing against strands of sea grass
and freshly split wood under the blue tarp
I am from my mother’s love, brought up
with the thick hands of my father’s fight
and my grandmother’s open heart
I am from the depths of the Atlantic
the warm surface of Sagadahoc Bay
I sit on a strand of pearls tied with
silver, gold, and rust
I am from the smiles of my sisters,
the smell of a Sunday evening rush
peppered with lobster, bleach, and a sunset
I am from the hymns of the church
the cuss words of the tired fisherman,
from the guitar strings of the boy with brown eyes
the temper of the current from hell’s gates
I am from the raisin apple pie and the voice of Johnny Cash
the phone numbers scribbled on the faded yellow lined paper
the simplicity of an early August evening
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Spanish Village
Benjamin Dunbar
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Fiction

Buying a Car from Merle P. Snyder
John Scaggs

How long is a train? In Farfield, Kansas, it’s about as long as the
argument I had with my mom at the railroad crossing by Gonzago’s Pizza
Palace about buying a car from Merle P. Snyder.
“Teddy,” she said, “There’s nothing to discuss. I’m paying for half of
the car, and that’s what I want in return – you’re buying the car from Merle.”
“But, Mom. There isn’t a cool car on the lot. It’s all, like, I don’t know....”
I hated the whine in my voice almost as much as I hated being called “Teddy,”
but it was my first car, and I already knew what I wanted – an orange Ford
Mustang, only five years old, on the lot of Rusty Wheeler’s dealership just
outside of town.
“That’s not true at all,” said Mom. “He found his daughter Becky a
nice car, one of those little Volkswagens. It looked ‘cool’ to me.”
“A Beetle,” I said, but didn’t add that it wasn’t really cool – only for
girls. Whoever heard of V8 Beetle? “I don’t want a Beetle, so I don’t see why
it’s, like, so important for me to go to Merle’s.”
“Because his wife is sick, and it’s the right thing to do to give him some
business, what with all the medical bills they must have,” Mom said. “He’s
been good to us in the past.” She gripped the worn steering wheel, and stared
straight ahead. “Anyway, you used to love going over there.”
“Yeah, Mom, when I was, like, ten.”
“Well, maybe if you didn’t act like you were ten, I wouldn’t keep having
to repeat myself.”
The rust-colored BNSF hoppers growled past, slow and empty on their
way back from the power plant in Riverton. They would be going in the
opposite direction in the morning, full of coal, and holding up the traffic
like they were now. It was part of Farfield’s rhythm, like ball games in the
fall, the snow-cone shack in the summer, and year-round arguments between
mothers and sons.
Mom said nothing more, and I didn’t ask what was wrong with Mrs.
Snyder – it was cancer, I knew.
“He’s not going to screw me over, is he? Sell me some piece of shit?” I
asked. “Screw” was probably okay, but I knew that “shit” was crossing the line.
Mom watched the hoppers squeal forward a few feet, then stop and
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rock back a few yards. “No. No he’s not,” she said. “Make sure you go to see
him in the morning, after your run.”
The next morning, I dropped Mom off at work, turned my back
on Merle P. Snyder’s, and drove the truck south out of town to Rusty
Wheeler’s dealership. It wasn’t really on the edge of town, even though that’s
how everyone talked about it. It was farther than that, almost half way to
Wellington, the next town over, and all the way I worried that the orange
Mustang would be gone. It wasn’t, though, and I could see a “Price Reduced”
sign on the windshield that hadn’t been there before. I hadn’t even closed the
door of the truck behind me when the same guy in chinos and a name-tag
that had talked with me last time materialized at my elbow.
“The Mustang, isn’t it? I can always tell,” he said, popping gum and
sliding the cell phone in his hand open and closed with a rhythmic clicking
sound.
“Well, I was here a few weeks ago…,” I said.
“Course you were, course you were. The Mustang, right? She’s a sweet
ride, isn’t she?” He was eyeing up my Mom’s truck as he talked.
‘Umm, yeah. So, the price has been reduced?” I asked.
Buck – that’s what his name-tag said – nodded. “Sure has, sure has.
You trading in? If you give me the keys we can get that started.”
“No, umm, no. The truck is my Mom’s.”
“Course it is, course it is. Well, you want to drive it?” Buck cocked his
head towards the Mustang.
“Yeah. I’d love to drive it.”
“Sure you would,” said Buck, looking just over my left shoulder. “Well,
gimme your driver’s license so we can get that started. We gotta make a copy
of it before you can take a test drive.”
“Sure. Of course.”
My wallet was in my back pocket, thin as mist on the highway. There
wasn’t a lot in it – just a bank card, thirteen dollars in ones and fives, a
Gonzago’s loyalty card, my driver’s license, and a single hopeful condom.
It occurred to me that it didn’t just feel thin, it looked thin, and I was sure
Buck would notice.
“Umm, you know something, before taking it out, what sort of price
are we looking it, now that it’s been, like, reduced?” I should have asked that
right from the beginning, of course, but I realized now that Buck had been
railroading me. Still was.
“How much you got to spend?” Buck asked, without missing a beat.
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“How much…what do you mean?”
“I mean, what’s your budget? Then we can talk numbers.” Buck popped
the gum in his mouth, and slid his phone open and shut with that same dull
click-clack, like a train through points.
“Can’t you just tell me the price? I mean, it was twelve thousand, but
with the price reduction….”
“Depends on your credit,” said Buck, his eyes sliding away from mine.
“It depends on…right. Credit score. I don’t really see how that’s, like,
going to change the price.”
“It’s going to decide your interest rate, which is going to decide your
monthly payment,” said Buck, the gum popping in his mouth like a car
backfiring.
“Umm, problem is, I’m eighteen, so I don’t, like, have a credit score?” It
sounded like a question, and I gritted my teeth, determined not to do it again.
“Sure you do, sure you do,” said Buck. “Just not going to be a very
good one.”
I looked past Buck to the red, white and blue pennants strung between
the lights around the dealership, to the steel and glass showroom, and to the
ranks of cars that I couldn’t afford, all of it surrounded by fields of corn that
had been withered by heat and drought to a dull dry brown.
“Yeah, well, I left my wallet at home. I’ll have to come back another
time.”
In the rearview mirror, as I drove off the lot, I saw Buck watching me
leave, and I realized that it was the first time he had looked at me directly
– more or less, at least. He was still sliding the cell phone in his hand open,
and closed. He had never stopped. He probably stood out in the lot all day
snapping the phone open and shut, until the dust from the fields settled in
the folds of his clothes and furred his teeth with grit.
I rolled down the window of the truck, and eased into town through
the heat haze that filmed the road like water, always just out of reach. There
wasn’t much I was going to miss when I left for college in a couple months.
Not the fairground, with its air of dusty desolation and regret. Not Carson’s
General Store, with its rustic signage and what had to be the worst pizza in
town. Not the Fuller House of Prayer, on Fuller, which I used to pass every
day on my way to school, and which always looked empty. And not least of
all Merle P. Snyder’s car dealership, where the “P,” as his TV commercial a few
years before had claimed, was for “Low Prices.” I had played there as a child
with Becky, his youngest daughter, when the lot was of crushed limestone,
34

and, even then, the sign that faced the road out of town had been blasted
into a blur by the Kansas wind so that Merle, staring down the vanishing
highway, looked like the bald ghost of Abraham Lincoln.
Like Abe, Merle was tall, stooped, and rake-thin. Unlike Abe, though,
he had soft features and friendly, myopic eyes, and I was surprised when he
saw me from the window of his office, and waved. By the time I got out of
the truck, he was already there, shaking my hand.
“Theodore Backhaus, it’s good to see you. It’s been a while,” Behind
the thick glasses, he blinked his sad, wet eyes.
I mumbled a reply, suddenly feeling sweaty and awkward, like my
ten-year-old self.
“So, you’ve been out to take another look at that Mustang at Rusty
Wheeler’s, then,” he said. He wasn’t judging, or complaining – just asking.
“How’d it look?” he asked.
I looked down at my feet. “Umm, you know…okay. Price has been,
like, reduced,” I said.
Merle nodded. “Well, it’s been on the lot for a while now. Know
anything about the previous owner?”
I thought about my conversation with Buck, and shook my head. “It
never came up.”
“Well, you know how important these things are with a used car.” He
patted me on the arm. “Come on. Let’s show you some vehicles so that you
can tell your mom that you did what she asked.”
It had been years since I was last on the lot, and I had forgotten the
sense of promise that hung over it. The cars – all cleaned and polished, and
neatly parked – were mute metal and plastic, but they still spoke to me, of
freedom, of happiness, of the future. Some of them were parked so close
together that Merle and I had to turn sideways to move between them, and
I suddenly remembered playing hide-and-seek in the same narrow channels
with Becky, in the years before it mattered that I was a boy and she was a
girl, and I stopped coming round to the lot. The cars were the same boxy
Lincolns and Mercurys, and even though I thought every last one of them to
be plain and sad, at the same time, I could still hear their whispered promises.
“We won’t be looking at the new ones, of course,” said Merle. “They’re
mostly Lincolns and so on. I’ve got a good selection of used cars, though –
Fords, Toyotas, Volkswagens. If somebody in town wants to trade in a car,
I think it’s only right that I meet them halfway, whatever the make. What
are you interested in?”
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“Something cool,” I said, automatically.
Merle nodded. “Mind if I ask you a question, Theodore?” He stopped
to say this, and in the narrow valley between two rows of cars.
“Do I mind…? No, sure. That’s fine.”
“Okay,” said Merle. “Now, don’t take this the wrong way, but why do
you need a ‘cool’ car? I know what you mean by ‘cool’ – something like the
Mustang. A muscle car. Something fast, with a V8 engine and nice styling.
But why do you want it?”
I must have looked at him with some sort of expression on my face
that prompted him to say more, because he did. What would that expression
be? Disbelief? Confusion?
“I’m not saying that there’s anything wrong with wanting something
cool – I was just wondering if you had thought about why it’s important to
you, that’s all.”
Merle’s eyes, large and dark behind his thick glasses, were like reflecting
pools, and when I saw myself in them, I balked at the lie I had been about
to concoct. “Well…. Well, to be honest, Mr. Snyder, it’s girls.”
Merle nodded. “Okay, I get it,” he said. “What kind of girls?” He slid
his glasses off, and polished them on his shirt. Without the magnifying power
of the lenses, his gaze seemed suddenly uncertain, and distracted.
“I suppose what I mean is, what sort of girl do you think would be
impressed by the Mustang?” said Merle.
“Umm, like, you know….” I thought of Kat MacNally, with the trampstamp, the pert boobs, and the reputation, and knew exactly what kind of
girl I was thinking of. The sort who was pretty and who put out. And who
liked cars – no point in a car like the Mustang otherwise. “Umm. Cute ones.”
“Lots of cute girls in college, I suppose,” said Merle.
“I guess.”
“Come on,” said Merle. “There’s a car I want you to look at.”
The car was a blue Volkswagen Jetta hatchback, the sort of car I’d have
walked right past in the lot, but it wasn’t ugly, like an Oldsmobile. Just sort
of…invisible.
“You drive stick, don’t you?”
“Sure,” I said. “The truck is stick.”
“Hop in, then,” said Merle. “Drive it and see what you think.”
“But, don’t you need my driver’s license?”
“No, that’s fine,” said Merle. “As long as you have it, that’s enough,
and I’ll be in the car anyway.”
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The car started first time, the quiet rumble of the engine soothing and
reassuring. I put the car in gear, eased off the clutch, and slid out of the Jetta’s
spot in the ranks of cars.
“Nice…,” I said under my breath.
“Two-point-five liter engine,” said Merle, “so it’s no slouch, but it still
gets about thirty miles to the gallon, highway. Of course, it’s four years old,
so it needs its scheduled maintenance if it wants to get anything close to that.
It’s important to take care of a used car.”
I pulled out of the lot onto Main, back towards the center of town. If
I had been driving the Mustang, I’d have turned north out of town, to get
onto the highway and get the car to sixty-five as quickly as I could, but with
the Jetta, I was happy to get a feel for the car by taking Main through town,
following the rhythm of the stop signs and traffic lights. We passed the Great
Wall Chinese restaurant, the windows dark this early in the morning. We
passed the Rid-Ex Pest Control offices, with the brickwork of the false front
like broken teeth after the storm the previous spring that had uprooted trees,
knocked down fences, and torn the awning off the front of Liedermann’s
Café. AAAmazing Gifts still clung to life on the corner of 13th and Main,
which was aaamazing in itself, and the “Open” sign in the window of Jack
and Melody’s Daylight Donuts blinked and flickered in silent invitation.
I was so caught up in the rhythm of the street that for a moment I
forgot that Merle was in the passenger seat beside me. I remembered what
he had said back at the lot, though, so I knew how to make conversation,
at least for a while.
“So, umm, what do you know about the previous owner?” I asked.
Merle smiled, and nodded. “One owner – the car’s just four years old.
Do you know Mrs. Carter? You know, Carter’s Cupcakes?”
“Yeah, on East 9th, I know it,” I said. “Mom used to get my birthday
cakes there.”
“Well, Mrs. Carter used the car for her business,” said Merle.
“Okay – so that explains the….”
“The smell – right. Still smells sort of like…frosting, doesn’t it?” said
Merle. “I like it. She’s not a smoker, either, so it’s not going to start smelling
like cigarette smoke as soon as you start driving it. I mean, if you were to
buy it.”
We stopped at the traffic lights by Sears, the washers and driers in
the windows side-by-side with lawnmowers and snow-blowers, stoves and
widescreen TVs.
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“So, Mr. Snyder,” I said. “You know these kinds of things – the Mustang.
Do you know, like, whose it was?”
“Well, Theodore, I do know whose it was, and I’ve been thinking
about this one since your mom called me the other day,” said Merle. “It’s
something that they should have told you out at Rusty’s, but I’m worried
that they won’t – not unless you ask. The car belonged to Sean MacNally.”
Sean MacNally was Kat MacNally’s father, and rumored to be the
biggest meth dealer in Farfield, if not the county. It was whispered around
school that he cooked meth on the old MacNally farm, which he had allowed
to fall into physical and financial ruin, but it was difficult to know if this was
the truth or just resentment. He was successful with women, after all, and
still drove a muscle car, even though he was old. He had to be in his forties.
“Well, you might have heard, Theodore, that Sean MacNally died back
in the spring – had a stroke at the wheel of his car.”
“No, no I hadn’t heard,” I said. “So that’s why it’s so cheap, then.” Maybe
it was also the reason for Kat’s brief fumble with me behind the bleachers
at the last track meet of the year, which seemed like a long time ago now.
“I’m not saying it is, Theodore, but I’m not saying that it isn’t. I just
think it’s probably something you should know, before you make a decision
about buying it. They can be pretty pushy out at Rusty’s, so…. Anyway,
here’s what I’ll do. If you go over there and find out what they’re asking for
the Mustang, which is a couple of years older than the Jetta, I’ll give you a
good price on this car, and then you can choose. I know what your mom
wants you to do, but it’s going to be your car, after all.”
I nodded.
“Now,” said Merle. “I’m not trying to ‘sell’ the Jetta, but you’re going
to college soon, aren’t you?”
I nodded again.
“Well,” said Merle, “you can see that there’s lots of space to carry all
your stuff when you make the trip – much more space than in the Mustang
– and like I said, it gets thirty miles a gallon. The Mustang’s a V8, right? So
it’s probably getting twenty-three, twenty-four miles to the gallon, if it’s been
taken care of. The Jetta has been taken care of – full service record – and it’s
a reliable car. Becky has a Volkswagen too – a Beetle. Loves it.”
“She’s at Loyola, right?” I asked.
“Yes, she is. Academic scholarship.” Merle smiled, his sad eyes
brightening behind his glasses. “Sorry to be so proud about it.” He shrugged.
“Can’t help it, though. Your mom’s proud of you, too, you know. Track
scholarship, right?”

“That’s right,” I said.
“And in Chicago too?”
I nodded. “Saint Xavier’s.”
“Never thought about Beech College, here in town?” asked Merle.
“No, not really,” I said, and downshifted as we approached the railroad
crossing at Gonzago’s. The red lights were flashing, and for a moment I
thought about gunning the Jetta, and snaking through the barriers as they
began their shuddering descent, but I didn’t. On the other side of the railroad
crossing, after a couple hundred yards, Main became I70, cutting north across
the parched plains to Wichita. I watched the highway shimmering with heat
haze, so that it looked like a rippling ocean, before the BNSF engines – two
of them – staggered through the crossing. The red and yellow engines were
loud—too loud for Merle and me to talk—so we waited, as the hoppers,
heaped with gleaming coal, followed the engines. The Burlington Northern
Santa Fe name, in white, was obscured on about half of the hoppers by layers
of colorful graffiti so intricate that it was more or less unreadable.
“Becky never thought about it either, always knew she wanted to go
to Chicago,” said Merle. “We miss her, of course, but it’s what she wants.”
“Is she coming back to see her mom?”
Merle nodded. “She’ll be in town next week, just has to finish some
summer classes.”
The hoppers rolled through the crossing, steady and sedate, their
rhythm the rhythm of Farfield. Between the hoppers I caught glimpses of
the highway, but I was thinking of Carson’s, and the fairground, and the
bleachers at Farfield High, and AAAmazing Gifts, and Carter’s Cupcakes,
and Gonzago’s Pizza Palace, ensconced in what had once been Farfield’s train
station, and all the other things that I’d miss when I was gone.
“I’m sorry about Mrs. Snyder,” I said. “She was always nice to me, you
know, when I was a kid.”
“Thank you, Ted. You’re a good man,” said Merle.
I didn’t know what to say, so we sat, and waited for the train to pass.
“Come by the house next week, when Becky’s home,” said Merle.
“She’d love to see you.”
“I will,” I said, and watched the highway, flickering through the spaces
between the hoppers, like those old home movies that you project onto a
sheet on the wall. Everybody’s happy there, laughing and smiling in the dark
like benevolent ghosts as they gaze out into the bright light, blind to what lies
ahead, but still confident that it’s out there, waiting for them with open arms.
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II

Shawn Callahan
In what was once
a prehistoric sea,
there is a gathering
of houses
of neighborhoods
of telephone wires
of cars tied together
in long, straight ribbons.
It is a volatile mix
of anathemas—
like marbles rolling
to the center
of a warped floor.
On a clear day,
you can see mountains
like clouds or tidalwaves
rising to meet the sky.
And on an even clearer day,
you can see Downtown
rising resolutely
from the flatness
of the basin.
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Tag is for Kids
Callie Koenig

Tom was a man who liked change. He always got his hair cut by a
different stylist because they each cut it slightly different. He frequently
rearranged the dishes in the cupboards of the kitchen to avoid the inevitable
monotony of retrieving a bowl for his daily cereal from the same location
every morning. He also changed the route he drove to and from work every
few months, even if one way took longer than another.
This last quirk led to the unforseeable change his life took on that
particular Thursday.
A month before that day, Tom changed his route from the office to
his house which took him through a neighborhood that had its own small
baseball diamond with attached park. At first, as he drove by, he laughed
at the children playing tag on the grass—or maybe he was laughing with
them. But, as the month progressed he found himself slowing down as he
drove by and as his speed decreased, so did his laughter. Six days before that
Thursday, the laughter had ceased and had been replaced by a deep longing.
His heart ached with memories overwhelmed with the smell of freshly
tromped grass and crisp air whipping his hair around his ears. He remembered
the feel of exhilaration running through his blood while playing kickball
or tag. The sense of having no worries except making sure he was home on
time for dinner filled his mind. The only unpleasant thing he associated with
being a kid was the awful stutter he had struggled with all though school
and into college. It wasn’t until he met Rebecca, who became his wife after
college, that he had been able to control and slow his thoughts and, in turn,
his words. Other than that obstacle, his childhood had been a typical one.
He couldn’t wait to grow up and, therefore, didn’t take full advantage of the
particular kind of freedom only a child can fully grasp. Of course this thought
has occurred to every adult at some point in their lives, but, for Tom, it had
become an obsession lying just below the surface of his thoughts.
Tom mourned the loss of that freedom as he sat in his green Ford
Taurus that Thursday watching the children run about in the outfield of the
baseball diamond.
They looked exceedingly happy running around in crazy patterns,
screaming and trying not to get tagged by “it.” The game instilled fear in
their small hearts as they avoided that moment’s chosen tagger, but that’s
what was fun about the game. That’s what brought them back out to the
park day after day: fear of being tagged.
Tom watched them from a distance, not quite a safe distance, he knew,
but no one was watching him, yet. He had watched Dateline enough to know
what he was doing could be construed as wrong if anyone happened to see
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him parked near the baseball diamond three or four days a week for the past
two weeks. That’s why he’d made himself follow three rules: only park across
the street from the park, never get out of the car, and never stay longer than
fifteen minutes. The last rule was the hardest and he’d begun to break it that
Monday. He knew he should put his car into first gear and head for home,
but the children’s screams and smiling faces seemed to force him to linger a
while longer. Besides, he wasn’t hurting anyone and it wasn’t like he stopped
to watch them play every day.
That Thursday the children were playing tunnel tag. In that version
of the game when a child was tagged they had to stop and spread their legs
while beckoning for a fellow non-“it” to come free them. In order to be freed
a free child had to get down on their hands and knees and scramble betwen
the tagged child’s legs while trying to avoid the “it” themselves. It was quite
thrilling to watch.
Tom rolled his window down—an action he hadn’t been bold enough
to do until that Thursday—so he could hear their screams. He did not want
to touch them. He did not want them to touch him. He did not want to
make them scream in a different kind of way. What he wanted more than
anything in the world, at least while he sat across the street from the park,
was to be them. Tom desperately wanted to be a kid again. To scream and
run around with only one care in the world, not getting tagged, seemed like
pure ecstasy in his mind.
Tom had been an active child with lots of friends and no worries. Now
his life was nothing but worries.
Bells began chiming gently in his ear. He was so caught up in watching
the chubby boy who was now “it” that he did not hear them until the third
chime. When he heard the bells, he shook his head in an effort to tear his
eyes from the happy scene and refocus them on his cell phone. He picked
up the handheld device and tapped the green button.
“Hello?” Tom asked, his eyes slowly making their way back to the
running youth.
“Are you coming home, Tom?” A woman’s sweet voice made its way
to his ear.
“Uh, yeah, Honey. I’ll be home soon,” he automatically replied. The
chubby “it” had stopped to catch his breath as sweat started to soak through
his sweatshirt around his thick neck.
“Are you okay?” the woman asked.
“Uh, yeah, I’m fine. I’ll be home soon. Love you.” He pulled the phone
from his ear and tapped the red button, noticing the time as he did so: 5:21
pm. He still had three minutes to watch the game.
The fat kid was running again trying to tag a girl half his size who had
two long braids streaming out behind her. He was never going to catch her.
In fact, not a single child was frozen, nor had any been frozen since they had
elected him as the “it.”
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Tom wanted to be out there running with them. He craved the
excitement. He yearned to feel the cool autumn air stream through his
short, adult hair. He longed to scream unabashed and without real reason.
He needed the fear to keep his legs pumping. Run. Run. Run. Don’t get
caught. Don’t let the fat kid touch you. Dodge the other kids. Scream if you
feel frightened. Stay in the designated area. Run! Oh no! Mikey got tagged!
Help him. Run. Run. Watch out for Andrew. Don’t get tagged.
As if they had all been tagged, every child, including the present “it,”
stood stock-still staring at the strange man now running among them. He
screamed and dodged to his left in an attempt to avoid the chubby “it” who
wasn’t even chasing him. He ran over to a lanky kid, who always won at
tunnel tag, and dropped to his knees. Before he could crawl underneath the
boy, the boy jumped to the right and jaunted over to where the other kids
were watching the man’s escapades.
Tom, still on his knees from trying to shimmy underneath the lanky
kid, turned and looked at the group of children.
“Why’d you stop?” he asked innocently. He didn’t think the fat kid
had been “it” long enough. Surely it wasn’t time to change taggers already.
“What are you doing, mister?” the lanky kid asked.
Oh no, he’d forgotten to introduce himself and ask if he could play
with them. His mother would be so disappointed. “Oh, sorry. My name’s
Tommy. Can I play with you guys?” He smiled broadly to show that he was
a friendly kid.
“You want to play with us?” the lanky kid, who seemed to be the group’s
leader, questioned him. “Why?”
“I don’t know.” Tommy shrugged and looked down at the grass. He
couldn’t understand why they were questioning him. Even when he had a
stutter the other kids usually let him play with them. “I really like t-tag.”
“But you’re an adult,” the fat kid said, eyeing him suspiciously.
“Am n-n-not!” Tommy struggled to speak. The familiar knot in his
tongue crept back into his mouth as if it had never been untied.
The kids looked at each other, puzzled. One of them whispered, “Who
is this guy?” to the kid beside him. Others murmured similar concerns to
their friends.
“I juh-juh-juh-just want to p-play tag,” Tommy begged.
The lead kid slowly stepped out of the group and cautiously circled the
man, looking him up and down as if he were trying to decide whether this
newcomer was fit to play with his friends or not. He returned to the cluster
of kids and continued to stare at Tommy. A short blonde girl beside the boy
elbowed him in the ribs. “What are you doing?”
“Shh!” The lanky kid shushed her and crossed his arms. He carefully
considered the kneeling man in front of him a moment longer. “Okay, I
guess you can play with us.”
This sent up a loud uproar from the band of kids.
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“He can’t be ‘it.’ He’s too tall!” the girl with the braids complained.
“I don’t even want to be ‘it’,” Tommy said, looking up at the group’s
criticizing faces.
The lanky kid stepped closer to the kneeling man and looked down
at him. “I’m Carl.”
“Hi C-Carl.” Tommy smiled.
“Okay, let’s play. But we’re going to play cartoon tag instead,” Carl
announced.
The children sent up a collective scream and began scattering all around
the designated area, quivering with delight and fear once again.
“Simon, you’re ‘it,’” Carl screamed and instantly dodged away from
the redhead to his right.
Tommy scrambled to his feet and began running from the new tagger.
Utter joy washed over him as he ran. The lingering shreds of his adulthood
melted away as his heart began to race from the physical exertion mixed with
the fear of being tagged. He ran to the left, then darted back to the right,
always looking over his shoulder for the kid named Simon.
Far away, bells chimed unheard. He was Stuttering Tommy once again
and Stuttering Tommy didn’t have a cell phone or a car or a wife. He didn’t
have a mortgage. He didn’t have to worry about the new grass stains on his
khakis, that his wife had missed her period three weeks ago, or that he’d lost
his job that morning. His entire adulthood was gone. But he didn’t know that.
All he knew was that he was eleven years old and playing cartoon tag with
his new friends. He was carefree, that is, except for staying away from “it.”
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Born Again
Peter Fiore

David and Tami took Sarah everywhere. Changed and nursed her at
the beach or at Felix’s before dessert, and once at the L.A. County Airport
where Jessaline and I’d flown in to get our first look. She was still only two
months old, my first grandchild.
She smiled and slobbered and Jessaline changed her diaper and helped
Tami give her a shower and learned to hold her on her hip swaying back and
forth like a palm tree, sang lullabies to her, and when it was time to leave
she almost forgot her doll, Tina, crumpled in the corner of Sarah’s room.
I’d brought pictures of David at that age so Tami could see the similarities
and David showed me a picture of Nonna, holding me up to the camera
the same age as Sarah. It was like a three dimensional negative that took 48
years to develop.
But it wasn’t till I was back home, driving to work that it finally hit
me—like all the lights of New York City—that I’d been born again and was
going to live forever. I slowed down and hung onto the steering wheel for
dear life. If I’d been on a horse, it would have knocked me out of the saddle.
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From My Eyes Conceal this Hideous
Beauty
David Sahner

From my eyes conceal this hideous beauty.
The pinyon jay’s bill,
Awling the dawn.
Such blue and perfect comportment
In every feathered ridge,
The visor of its tiny skull –
Quickly, I tell you,
Dispatch it.
From my eyes conceal this hideous beauty.
Beauty, the scarlet trumpets of foxglove
That deafen me –
Mute them or take them away.
And the carefully smudged mariposa petals,
And the hawthorn and blazing
Christmasberry –
From my eyes conceal this hideous beauty.
Fill me with pedestrian conceits –
Kill the Buddha.
Your wasted prettiness
Lumbers into view again,
Again, dogging me,
Always one nail scrape
Away from wholeness we are,
A unity that comes to no more
Than barren confections of what
Was seen,
Leaving hunger,
And then for an instant only.
From my eyes conceal this hideous beauty,
Blacken the moon in the wintering sky,
Sing the dark praises of chaos,
And join in the revelry of the damned.
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Yet when beauty takes leave,
Unknown to those who walk
With us in this oversweet garden,
Take greatest pity on the deserted.
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Songo River Magic
Kate Johnson

We putt-putt-putt down the Songo River in our teal Stingray motorboat
with the sun burning the backs of our necks and the dragonflies touching
down on our exposed skin. The air is warm and full of summer promise,
the promise of bonfires and mosquito bites, of trying to jump off the old
dock without getting splinters in the tender parts of our feet and kayaking
around the islands in the light of the rising sun. The boat is moving quietly
because the motor’s propeller is barely touching the water. There are fines
for creating too much wake when traveling the river and we like to feed the
ducks the crust from our sandwiches, pretzels, and whatever else we can find.
Navigating the river is simple only because we’ve been done it so many
times. My father knows when to avoid a sunken tree or a jutting rock. He
knows where the sandbars rise up just high enough to catch us, and the
point along the river when it’s okay to sit back and drink a beer. I like to sit
in the back of the boat, near the thin hum of the motor, near the cooler full
of drinks, near the sunshine. Over the teal lip of the boat’s side, I can see
painted turtles sunbathing on fallen logs, dark-scaled fish beneath the water’s
surface and stock-still herons on the river’s edge. Each creature is waiting for
us to move on, watching to ensure we disturb nothing during our passage.
I love the way the sun feels as I try to doze, the way a dragonfly’s legs tickle
when they make contact with my skin. It’s all part of the magic, don’t you
see? The magic of Maine—the magic of the Songo.
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Sea Mist

Frank De Canio
My crew’s asleep in the cabin. I guide
my ship on its parlous course into port.
But the gleaming beacon of your eyes glides
my steerage where sirenic waves disport.
I’m queasy in the quayage of your arms,
astride that salty scent which I resist
while soaking up your coastline’s shifting charms.
Though shouldering the shore, your thighs insist
I lie beyond the placid sailing lane
I’ve grown accustomed to. Strong undertows
of passion open corridors of pain
to torrid crossings where gale wind blows
my kingfish halcyon to turbulence.
Bereft of navigating instruments
I take the plunge in billowy waters
where the foundered spellbound of folklore sleep
in liquefied arms of Neptune’s daughters.
And there I brave submersion in the deep.
Disruptive motions of its surging tide
convince me that it’s easier to lie
transported by the current that I ride
than try to fix my bearings to some guy
in distant keys. Thus, wind-tossed, I enter
that temper’s drought. Refuge and tormentor,
you spread safe harbor as a subterfuge,
until I come. Relieved of my command,
I lie exhausted on your brackish strand.
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Beach
Kay Walker
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To Bukowski #7
Mark Wisniewski

she was not quite 22 & had bedded dozens
of men & a few women
& I knew nothing
except that when she climbed on
up & opened those legs (which yes
were long) grabbed her headboard & pressed her heat down & around me I’d
forget how poor
of a writer I was
I had yet to learn
to revise maybe because I rarely read--my
stuff sounded like some sitcom-obsessed
fool yakking on—& rejections came most
every day & here
she was
an artist when it came to making
love
okay there was never
love but I didn’t know
this then & at first
I’d enjoy
her skill only once
every 2 weeks
but the rejections kept coming
& I found myself lying

51

& waiting for her magic 3
times a week
4 times
until hell it made no sense not
to move in
& the day I moved in the few men I knew
more or less quit speaking
to me & this bothered me but less so when she
climbed on up
which still happened
regularly & now also sometimes
fiercely on her part
for my part there was playfulness waiting to come
out & sometimes someone would bring it
out & even smile with me but of course then you have
one of those days when you open
the mailbox to 5
rejections storm into this small shabby unkempt
place where you also happen to
live & one of the men who hasn’t been
speaking to you
is there & he still
says nothing & neither does
she they instead slip on their jeans & slink
through the open
doorway leaving you very few
items of food
& no beer
& rent due in 4 days
& that
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as you might remember
is how your
first decent piece
of writing is finally
stuck there
conceived in you

53

Poetry

Sing of Special Things
Gerald Zipper

Sing of the mountain thrusting itself out of the river
its hard tired sinews straining against the grudging earth
of blazing sunsets splashed across the valley
of ripe rivers conveying seeds from the wet breathless roots
sing the song of life returning
of lusting cones clinging to graceful limbs of swaying pines
of the syrup of love incepting new lovers
sing of survival from the clutch of cold bony fingers
of swilling draughts of sweet air carried in the wind
of swimming in the pools of love and pleasure
sing of glorious continuity
and for the sheer joy of it.
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is a one-time attendee of the Longfellow Mountain
Writers Association, winner of second place in the
2010 Maine State Spelling Bee, a lover of learning
and folklore, and a strong defender of family, the
Constitution, and Christian values. He is currently
writing his first novel, which he hopes to have
completed before attending college.

Kate Johnson is a thousand miles of empty road, and
you are a traveler far from home. The future hopefully
holds a book contract, graduate school, and a family,
not necessarily in that order.

Callie Koenig is on a quest to find her next
adventure. She constantly battles an insatiable feeling
of wanderlust and the fear that change will never
happen.

Daniel Langton was born in Paterson, New Jersey,
and raised in East Harlem. His poems have appeared
in Poetry, the Atlantic Monthly, the Paris Review,
the Iowa Review, the Times Literary Supplement and
similar journals. His QUERENCIA (U of Missouri
Press) won the London Prize and the Devins Award.
He teaches English and Creative Writing at San
Francisco State University.

Kristen Lewis hosts Mad Tea Parties every year
on Lewis Carroll’s birthday. She is always the Mad
Hatter and wears her waistcoat backwards in the
spirit of the day.

Simon Perchik is an attorney whose poems have
appeared in Partisan Review, The Nation, The New
Yorker, and elsewhere. For more information,
including free e-books, his essay titled “Magic,
Illusion and Other Realities,” and a complete
bibliography, please visit his website at:
www.simonperchik.com

Jeremiah Roper is a Senior English Major at
UMF, and has recently rekindled his passion for
creative writing. He is an avid guitarist and loves song
writing, which has influenced his interest in poetry
and fiction. His aspirations are endless, though often
far-fetched, and he hopes to one day publish a novel,
a book of poetry, make an album, or all of the above.
After college, he plans to take time off of school before
continuing his education in Literature, Linguistics,
or Creative Writing.

David Sahner is a physician-scientist whose poetry
has appeared in a number of journals including
Connecticut Review, The Bitter Oleander, Foliate Oak,
and The 13th Warrior Review. His poems have been
published in The Anthology Ark Review. An essay on
the intersection of a theory of phenomenological
consciousness with poetry is forthcoming in The
Wallace Stevens Journal.

John Scaggs lives in Winfield, Kansas, where he
is a professor of English literature at Southwestern
College. He has a wife, a young son, three large dogs,
and a love of reading to keep him busy when he’s not
preparing classes or grading papers. He grew up in
Ireland, so he’s still learning American as if it were a
second language, and until he’s mastered it, he’ll keep
on writing stories about that strange place known as
the Midwest.

Kay Walker lives in Hamden, Connecticut, where
she is a senior at Quinnipiac University, studying
English. She’s a nanny and take photos professionally.
She has always liked taking pictures but three years
ago it started to transform into more than a hobby.
It became a passion. In January of 2012 she and her
sister opened their own business, Walker Studios
LLC, and her division is KWalker Photography. With
this business picking up over the past few months,
the idea of getting an English oriented job after
college is slowly diminishing. And she is perfectly
fine with that.
Mark Wisniewski’s second novel, Show Up, Look
Good, has been praised by Jonathan Lethem, Molly
Giles, Ben Fountain, and Christine Sneed and likened
by reviewers to The Catcher in the Rye. His first novel,
Confessions of a Polish Used Car Salesman, went to
a second printing. Poems of his have appeared in
Poetry, Ecotone, Southern Humanities Review, Prairie
Schooner, New York Quarterly, Post Road, and Poetry
International; this spring, one won a Glenna Luschei
Prairie Schooner Award. His work has won a Pushcart
Prize and appeared in Best American Short Stories.

Gerald Zipper was born in New York City on Dec. 9,
1929. He graduated Brooklyn College and attended
its Graduate School for two years, serving in the U.S.
Army in 1948 and 1949 and again during the Korean
War. Later he was appointed by New York’s Governor
to the position of Deputy Superintendent. His poetry
has appeared in many magazines and collections in
the U.S. and abroad. His plays have appeared offB’way and on regional stages throughout the U.S. His
novel, Inside Out, can be purchased on Amazon.com.

Editors’ Notes

Editor Chelsea Browning-Bohannah likes
strangers and the smell of new books, but
hates ostriches and goats (she’s been attacked
by both).

Assistant Editor Connor Lofink was
surprised to find that under his years of
built-up scales he’s still human. He spends
his time lamenting that fact.

